*THE UNITED KINGDOM*

Elizabeth the Second, by the Grace of God of the United Kingdom of Great Britain and Northern Ireland
and of Her other Realms and Territories Queen, Head of the Commonwealth, Defender of the Faith.

Vice-Admiral Horatio Lord Nelson (1758-1805) Victorious Commander at Trafalgar
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Let it still be the boast of Britain to write her name in characters of light;
let her not be remembered as the tempest whose course was desolation,
but as the gale of spring reviving the slumbering seeds of mind,
and calling them to life from the winter of ignorance and oppression.
If the time shall come when her empire shall have passed away,
these monuments* will endure when her triumphs shall have become an empty name.
*of love and education

—Thomas Stamford Raffles (1781-1826) Founder of Singapore

†
1718
(Page 11)—218.15 Excerpt from Our First Ambassador To China … The Narrative Of His Experiences In
China, As Told By Himself\fn(by George Macartney (1737-1806)} Loughguile, Ballymoney Borough, County Antrim,
Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (M) 56
*
(68)—225.269 1. Sir Bertrand’s Adventures In A Ruinous Castle 2. The Adventure Of James II, Of Scotland Had
With The Weird Sisters, In The Dreadful Wood of Birnan 3. The Ruin Of The House Of Albert 4. Mary, A
Fragment: Four Gothic Stories\fn{by Anna Laetitia Barbauld (1743-1825)} Kibworth Harcourt, Harborough District,
Leicestershire, England, United Kingdom (F) 9
*
(78)—217.148 The Reminiscences Of Sarah Kemble Siddons 1773-1785\fn{by Sarah Kemble Siddons (1755-1831)}
Brecon, Powys County, Wales, United Kingdom (F) 9
(86)—225.143 The Nature And Guilt Of Schism Considered\fn{by Thomas Le Mesurier (1756-1822)} Alderney
Island, Bailiwick of Guernsey, Channel Islands, United Kingdom (M) 9
(95)—224.119 Journey To The Lake District From Cambridge: 1779\fn{by William Wilberforce (1759-1833)}
Kingston-upon-Hull, Kingston-upon-Hull Unitary Authority, East Yorkshore Riding, Yorkshire County, England,
United Kingdom (M) 19
*
(114)—224.103 Excerpt from Journal Of A Somerset Rector\fn{by John Skinner (1772-1839)} Claverton, Bath &
Northeast Somerset Unitary Authority, Somerset County, England, United Kingdom (M) 16
(130)—216.189 Excerpt from Self-control: A Novel\fn{by Mary Brunton (1778-1818)} Burray Island, Orkney Islands,
Scotland, United Kingdom (F) 10
*
(140)—221.196 Excerpt from Marriage\fn{by Susan Edmondstone Ferrier (1782-1854)} Edinburgh, Scotland, United
Kingdom (F) 12
(151)—219.186 On The Supposed Seat Of Paradise\fn{by Francis R. Chesney (1789-1872)} Annalong, Newry &
Mourne District, County Down, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (M) 7
*
(158)—220.33 1. Hobart Town, June 5, 1829 2. Hobart Town, June 12, 1829 3. Hobart Town, June 19, 1829 4.
Hobart Town, June 26, 1829 5. Hobart Town, July 3, 1829: Excerpts from The Hermit In Van Diemen’s
Land\fn{by Henry Savery (1791-1842)} Butcombe, North Somerset Unitary Authority, Somerset County, England,
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United Kingdom (M) 10
(167)—222.19 Excerpt from Fardorougha The Miser; or The Convicts Of Lisnamona\fn{by William Carleton
(1794-1869)} Prillisk, Mid-Ulster District, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (M) 12
1819
(178)—100.155 A Christmas Carol\fn{by Charles John Huffam Dickens (1812-1870)} Landport (now part of Plymouth),
Portsmouth Unitary Authority, Hampshire, England, United Kingdom (M) 33
(211)—217.187 Excerpt from The Channings\fn{by Ellen Wood (1814-1887)} Worcester, Worcestershire, England,
United Kingdom (F) 11
(222)—219.117 Excerpt from Felix Holt, The Radical\fn{by George Eliot aka Mary Anne Evans (1819-1880)} “one of
the estate farms” of Arbury Hall estate, nr. Nuneaton, Borough of Nuneaton and Bedford, Warwickshire, England,
United Kingdom (F) 10
*
(231)—219.86 Excerpt from Black Beauty\fn{by Anna Sewell (1820-1878)} Great Yarmouth, Great Yarmouth
District, Norfolk County, England, United Kingdom (F) 10
(241)—44.142 Two Cousins\fn{by Eliza Lynn Linton (1822-1898)} Keswick, Allerdale District, Cumbria County,
England, United Kingdom (F) 7
(248)—221.105 Excerpt from My Life: A Record Of Events And Opinions\fn{by Alfred Russel Wallace (1823-1918)}
Usk, Monmouthshire, Gwent County, Wales, United Kingdom (M) 31
(279)—218.162 Excerpt from At The Back Of The North Wind\fn{by George MacDonald (1824-1905)} Huntly,
Gordon District, Aberdeenshire, Scotland, United Kingdom (M) 12
(288)—218.150 Excerpt from Young Musgrave\fn{by Margaret Oliphant (1828-1897)} Wallyford, East Lothian,
Scotland, United Kingdom (F) 12
(301)—220.42 Excerpt from Personal Reminiscences Of A Great Crusade\fn{by Josephine Elizabeth Grey Butler
(1828-1906)} Milfield, Berwick-upon-Tweed District, Northumberland County, England, United Kingdom (F) 12
*
(312)—216.48 Jessica’s First Prayer\fn{by Hesba Stretton aka Sarah Smith (1832-1911)} Wellington, Telford & Wrekin
Unitary Authority, Shropshire, England, United Kingdom (F) 12
(324)—100.188 Alice’s Adventures In Wonderland\fn{by Lewis Carroll aka Charles Lutwidge Dodgson (1832-1898)}
Daresbury, Halton Unitary Authority, Cheshire County, England, United Kingdom (M) 35
(359)—217.198 Excerpt from George Geith Of Fen Court\fn{by F. G. Trafford aka Charlotte Riddel (1832-1906)}
Carrickfergus, Mid & East Antrim District, County Antrim, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (F) 10
(367)—225.240 Excerpt from Mrs. Beeton’s Book of Household Management\fn{by Isabella Mary Beeton (18361865)} 24 Milk Street, Cheapside, City of London, Greater London, England, United Kingdom (F) 29
(397)—216.179 Excerpt from Queen Of The Rushes\fn{by Allen Raine aka Anne Adaliza Puddicombe (1836-1908)}
Newcastle Emlyn, Carmarthenshire, Dyfed County, Wales, United Kingdom (F) 9
(407)—220.1 Excerpt from Recollections\fn{by John Morley (1838-1923)} Blackburn, Blackburn with Darwen
Unitary Authority, Lancashire, England, United Kingdom (M) 10
(416)—218.241 1. September 3, 1898 (artist and audience)\fn{These bracketed descriptive annotations are part of the text:H }
2. From 1899 (a dream) 3. Monday, 1900 (the Boer War) 4. May 31, 1904 (opportunities) 5. From 1905 (character
of a gentleman) 6. July 5, 1906 (Mrs. Pat Campbell; Protestant and Catholic agnosticism) 7. From 1906
(reproaching his son) 8. August 6, 1906 (rebuking his son) 9. From 1907 (painting) 10. May 9, 1908 (New York)
11. March 24, 1909 (essential quality of poetry) 12. March 5, 1910 (will power and Prostentism; source of his
philosophy) 13. March 8, 1910 (character and personality) 14. February 11, 1911 (Ezra Pound; other people’s
children) 15. April 15, 1911 (American idealism and the Irish peasant) 16. August 30, 1911 (art and fine art) 17.
July 9, 1912 (art doctrine; a fortune teller) 18. September 20, 1912 (article on happiness; Pat Quinlan; happiness
and sincerity) 19. January 29, 1913 (personality defined) 20. March 8, 1913 (strenuousness) 21. March 16, 1912
(modern pictures) 22. December 25, 1913 (poetry; the church; democracy) 23. January 6, 1914 (beauty made
lovable) 24. March 16, 1914 (influenza) 25. April 20, 1914 (wit and humor; poetry and oratory) 26. August 18,
1914 (poet and man of action; the war; casement) 27. September 7, 1914 (importance of exact portraiture; the
artist and suffering) 28. December 21, 1914 (art as dreamland) 29. December 22, 1914 (subjectivity of art) 30.
December 23, 1914 (artistic values and practical truth) 31. December 24, 1949 (marriage) 32. From 1915
(indulged facility) 33. From 1915 (the solitary and the companionable) 34. From 1915 (poetry and truth) 35.
February 2, 1916 (dreaming) 36. September 19, 1917 (cigars and philosophy) 37. January 23, 1918 (humility) 38.
June 10, 1918 (war and the poets) 39. January 9, 1920 (poetry and philosophy) 40. September 10, 1920 (opinions
in art and religion) 41. September 30, 1920 (the habitual and the actual) 42. April 9, 1921 (the artist’s sincerity)
43. May 28, 1921 (hatred in politics) 44. May 31, 1921 45. June 25, 1921 (gratitude to his son) 46. June 30, 1921
(what might have been) 47. July 5, 1921 (old and new) 48. July 9, 1921 (aesthetical basis of society) 49. July 23,
1921 (on a portion of his son’s autobiography, entitled “Four Years: 1887-1891”) 50. January 10, 1922 (Lord
Salisury): Fifty (Edited) Letters From His Father To William Butler Yates\fn{by John Butler Yates (1839-1922)}
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Lawrencetown, Banbridge & Craigavon District, County Down, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (M) 26
*
(442)—224.150 Excerpt from The Diary Of Francis Kilvert: April-June 1870\fn{by Robert Francis Kilvert (18401879)} The Rectory, nr. Chippenham, Wiltshire Unitary Authority, Wiltshire, England, United Kingdom (M) 22
(464)—222.31 Excerpt from The Wicked Woods Of Tobereevil\fn{by Rosa Mulholland Gilbert (1841-1921)} Belfast,
Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (F) 11
(475)—220.94 Excerpt from On Horseback Through Asia Minor\fn{by Frederick Gustavus Burnaby (1842-1895)}
Bedford, Borough of Bedford, Bedfordshire, England, United Kingdom (M) 18
(493)—220.167 Excerpt from The Mark Of Cain\fn{by Andrew Lang (1844-1912)} Selkirk, Scottish Borders,
Scotland, United Kingdom (M) 13
(505)—196.147 Sweet Revenge\fn{by Mary Gleed Tuttiett aka Maxwell Gray (1846-1933)} Newport, Isle of Wight
Unitary Authority, Isle of Wight, England, United Kingdom (F) 7
(512)—22.9 In The Permanent Way\fn{by Flora Annie Steel (1847-1929)} Harrow-on-the-Hill, Harrow Borough,
Greater London Northeast, England, United Kingdom (F) 5
(518)—224.79 Excerpt from The Company Of Adventurers: A Narrative Of Seven Years In The Service Of
The Hudson’s Bay Company During 1867-1874\fn{by Isaac Cowie (1848-1907)} Lerwick, Mainland Island,
Shetland Islands, Scotland, United Kingdom (M) 12
*
(529)—196.154 Excerpt from Dame Madge Kendal By Herself\fn{by Dame Madge Kendall (1848-1935)} Great
Grimsby, North East Lincolnshire Unitary Authority, Lincolnshire, England, United Kingdom (M) 12
(539)—222.41 Excerpt from A Devil Of A Trip; or, The Log Of The Yacht Champlain\fn{by John Armoy Knox
(1851-1906)} Armoy, Moyle District, County Antrim, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (M) 11
(550)—218.70 Excerpt from The Heavenly Twins\fn{by Sarah Grand (1854-1943)} Donaghadee, Ards and North
Down District, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (F) 10
(560)—219.145 1. The Glasgow Ghosts 2. The Salvation Of Nature: Two Short Stories\fn{by John Davidson (18571909)} Barrhead, East Renfrewshire, Scotland, United Kingdom (M) 11
(570)—220.160 Excerpt from The Black Douglas\fn{by Samuel Rutherford Crockett (1859-1914)} Duchrae, Dumfries
& Galloway, Scotland, United Kingdom (M) 8
(578)—100.251 The Adventure Of The Cardboard Box\fn{by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle (1859-1930)} Edinburgh,
Scotland, United Kingdom (M) 9
(586)—219.135 Except from A Mask Of Gold\fn{by Annie Shepherd Swan (1859-1943)} Gorebridge, Midlothian,
Scotland, United Kingdom (F) 10
*
(594)—218.1 1. Excerpts from Irene Iddesleigh; 2. Excerpts from Helen Huddleson\fn{by Amanda McKittrick Ros
aka Anna Margaret Ross (1860-1939)} Drumaness, Down, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (F) 13
(607)—217.166 Excerpt from War On The Saints: Abridged Edition\fn{by Jessie Penn-Lewis (1861-1927)} Neath,
Neath Port Talbot, Wales, United Kingdom (F) 10
(617)—220.23 Excerpt from The Tiger Skin\fn{by Violet Hunt (1862-1942)} Durham, Durham County Unitary
Authority, England, United Kingdom (F) 10
(627)—218.203 Excerpt from Flemington\fn{by Violet Jacob (1863-1946)} House of Dun, Dun Parish, Angus
County, Scotland, United Kingdom (F) 12
(639)—218.190 Excerpt from The Hustler\fn{by John Henry Mackay (1864-1933)} Greenock, Inverclyde Council,
Renfrewshire, Scotland, United Kingdom (M) 13
(652)—225.210 Excerpt from Halcyone\fn{by Elinor Glyn (1864-1943)} Saint Helier, Jersey Island, Bailiwick of
Jersey, Channel Islands, United Kingdom (F) 10
(663)—224.32 1. The Sorrowing of Conal Cearnach 2. The Shearing of the Fairy Fleeces 3. The Red Whistler 4.
The Traveling Scholars 5. The Last Battle of Iliach of the Clanna Rury 6. How Oisin Convinced Patrick the
Cleric: Six Short Tales\fn{by Ethna Carbery aka Anna Johnston (1866-1902)} Ballymena, Mid & East Antrim District,
County Antrim, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (F) 13
(675)—219.193 Excerpt from Mystery Of Easter Island\fn{by Katherine Maria Routledge (1866-1935)} Darlington,
Borough of Darlington, County Durham, England, United Kingdom (F) 10
(685)—100.265 The Man Who Could Work Miracles\fn{by Herbert George Wells (1866-1946)} Bromley, Bromley
Borough, Greater London Southeast, England, United Kingdom (M) 8
(693)—219.177 Excerpt from The Avatars: A Futurist Fantasy\fn{by George William Russell aka A. E. (1867-1925)}
Lurgan, Craigavon Borough, County Armagh, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (M) 10
(702)—225.221 Excerpt from Anna Of The Five Towns: A Novel\fn{by Enoch Arnold Bennett (1867-1931)} Hanley,
Stoke-on-Trent Unitary Authority, Staffordshire, England, United Kingdom (M) 10
(711)—225.175 Excerpt from Journals: Captain Scott’s Last Expedition\fn{by Robert Falcon Scott (1868-1912)}
Plymouth, Plymouth Borough, Devon County, England, United Kingdom (M) 25
(737)—225.200 Excerpt from Mr. Justice Raffles\fn{by Ernest William Hornung (1868-1921)} Middlesbrough,
Middles-brough Borough, North Yorkshire Riding, Yorkshire County, England, United Kingdom (M) 10
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(747)—218.180 Excerpt from The House With The Green Shutters\fn{by George Douglas Brown (1869-1902)}
Ochitree, East Ayrshire, Scotland, United Kingdom (M) 10
*
(756)—221.136 Excerpt from Lloyd George\fn{by Thomas Jones (1870-1955)} Rhymney, Caerphilly County
Borough, Gwent County, Wales, United Kingdom (M) 14
(771)—218.136 Excerpt from Daisy, Princess Of Pless: By Herself\fn{by Daisy Pless aka Mary Theresa Olivia
Cornwallis-West (1873-1943)} nr. Ruthin Castle, nr. Ruthin Town, Vale of Clwyd, Denbighshire, Wales, United
Kingdom (F) 14
(784)—220.63 Excerpt from A Life’s Work\fn{by Margaret Grace Bondfield (1873-1953)} Chard, South Somerset
District, Somerset County, England, United Kingdom (F) 22
(804)—219.156 Excerpt from Unforgettable, Unforgotten\fn{by O. Douglas aka Anna Masterton Buchan (1877-1938)}
Perth, Perth and Kinross, Scotland, United Kingdom (F) 10
(814)—222.1 Excerpt from Jim Davis\fn{by John Edward Masefield (1878-1967)} Ledburn, Mentmore Parish,
Buckhamshire, England, United Kingdom (M) 8
(822)—219.165 Excerpt from Lying Awke: An Unfinished Autiobiography And Other Posthumous
Papers\fn{by Catherine R. Carswell (1879-1946)} Glasgow, Scotland, United Kingdom (F) 12
(834)—100.281 The Celestial Omnibus\fn{by Edward Morgan Forster (1879-1970)} Marleybone, City of Westminster
Borough, Greater London North, England, United Kingdom (M) 7
*
(842)—220.10 Excerpt from The Well Of Loneliness\fn{by Marguerite Radcliffe-Hall (1880-1943)} Bournemouth,
Bournemouth Borough, Dorset County, England, United Kingdom (F) 12
(854)—221.1 Old Soldiers Never Die\fn{by Frank Richards aka Francis Philip Woodruff (1883-1961)} nr. Blaina, Blaenau
Gwent, Gwent County, Wales, United Kingdom (M) 93
(946)—217.176 Excerpt from Grandma Did It This Way\fn{by Louisa Watson Peat (1883-1962)} Keady Armagh
District, County Armagh, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (F) 10
(956)—218.127 Excerpt from Unfinished Journey\fn{by Jack Jones (1884-1970)} Merthyr Tydfil, Merthyr Tydfil
County Borough, Glamorgan County, Wales, United Kingdom (M) 9
(966)—224.44 Excerpt from Dame Of Sark: An Autobiography\fn{by Sibyl Mary Collings Beaumont Hathaway (18841974)} Sark Island, Bailiwick of Guernsey, Channel Islands, United Kingdom (F) 11
(976)—225.230 Excerpt from Wild Honey\fn{by Alison Uttley née Alice Jane Taylor (1884-1976)} Cromford, Derbyshire
Dales District, Derbyshire, England, United Kingdom (F) 10
(986)—101.210 The Rocking-Horse Winner\fn{by David Herbert Richards Lawrence aka D. H. Lawrence (1885-1930)}
Eastwood, Broxtowe District, Nottinghamshire, England, United Kingdom (M) 7
(993)—101.217 A Day In A Woman’s Life\fn{by Sheila Kaye-Smith (1887-1956)} St.-Leonard-on-the-Sea, Hastings
District, East Sussex, England, United Kingdom (M) 8
(1002)—218.93 Heaven Lies About Us: The First Of Three Autobiographies By Howard Spring\fn{by Howard
Spring (1889-1965)} Cardiff, Wales, United Kingdom (M) 21
*
(1023)—217.157 Excerpt from The Winged Bull\fn{by Dion Fortune (1890-1946)} Llandudno, Conwy County
Borough, Clwyd County, Wales, United Kingdom (F) 10
(1032)—218.81 Excerpt from Laughing Torso: Reminiscences Of Nina Hamnett\fn{by Nina Hamnett (1890-1956)}
Tenby, Pembrokshire, Dyfed County, Wales, United Kingdom (F) 12
(1044)—222.140 Excerpt from Bony And The Mouse\fn{Arthur William Upfield (1890-1964)} Gosport, Gosport
Borough, Hampshire, England, United Kingdom (M) 11
(1054)—219.126 Excerpt from The Inheritor\fn{by Richard Crompton aka Richmal Crompton Lamburn (1890-1969)} Bury,
Metropolitan Borough of Bury, Greater Manchester, England, United Kingdom (M) 10
(1064)—101.225 The Disappearance Of Mr. Davenheim\fn{by Agatha Mary Christie aka Mary Clarissa (1890-1976)}
Torquay, Torbay Unitary Authority, Devon County, England, United Kingdom (F) 7
(1070)—101.237 The Desert Islander\fn{by Stella Benson (1892-1933)} Lutwyche Hall, Much Wenlock, Shropshire,
England, United Kingdom (F) 9
(1079)—223.198 Excerpt from Margaret Rutherford: An Autobiography\fn{by Margaret Taylor Rutherford (18921972)} Balham, Wandsworth Borough, Greater London Southwest, England, United Kingdom (F) 12
(1090)—225.42 Excerpt from The Sons Of The Falcon\fn{by David Garnett (1892-1981)} Brighton, Brighton &
Hove Unitary Authority, East Sussex, England, United Kingdom (M) 11
(1101)—220.53 Excerpt from Chronicle Of Youth: The War Diary\fn{by Vera Brittain (1893-1970)} Newcastleunder-Lyme, Newcastle-under-Lyme District, Staffordshire, England, United Kingdom (F) 10
(1111)—220.112 Excerpt from The Poisoned Chocolate Case\fn{by Anthony Berkeley aka Anthony Berkeley Cox (18931971)} Watford, Watford Borough, Hertfordshire, England, United Kingdom (M) 10
(1121)—101.252 The Gioconda Smile\fn{by Aldous Leonard Huxley (1894-1963)} Godalming, Borough of Waverly,
Surrey County, England, United Kingdom (M) 14
(1134)—220.122 Excerpt from The Go-Between\fn{by Leslie Poles Hartley (1895-1972)} Whittlesey, Fenland District,
Cambridgeshire, England, United Kingdom (M) 10
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(1145)—218.171 Excerpt from The Expensive Halo: A Fable Without Moral\fn{by Josephine Tey (1896-1952)}
Inverness, Highland Council, Scottish Highlands, Scotland, United Kingdom (F) 9
(1153)—223.133 Excerpt from The Citadel\fn{by Archibald Joseph Cronin (1896-1981)} Cardross, Argyll and Bute,
Dunbartonshire, Scotland, United Kingdom (M) 10
(1164)—220.191 Excerpt from Kitchener’s Last Volunteer\fn{by Henry William Allingham (1896-2009)} Clapton,
Hackney Borough, Greater London North East, England, United Kingdom (M) 12
(1176)—220.141 Excerpt from The Reluctant Tommy\fn{by John Ronald Skirth, Jr. (1897-1977)} Chelmsford, City of
Chelmsford District, Essex, England, United Kingdom (M) 9
(1185)—225.32 Excerpt from Pavements Of Anderby\fn{by Winifred Holtby (1898-1935)} Rudston, East Yorkshire
Riding, Yorkshire County, England, United Kingdom (F) 10
(1196)—224.91 Excerpt from The Book Of Ebenezer Le Page\fn{by Gerald Basil Edwards (1899-1976)} Vale,
Guernsey Island, Channel Islands, United Kingdom 12
(1208)—220.133 Excerpt from Lean Men: An Episode In A Life\fn{by Ralph Bates (1899-2000)} Swindon, Borough
of Swindon, Wiltshire, England, United Kingdom (M) 8
1920
(1216)—225.64 Excerpt from The Making Of A Socialist\fn{by Thomas Clement Douglas (1904-1986)} Falkirk,
Falkirk Council Area, Stirlingshire, Scotland, United Kingdom (M) 11
(1227)—225.87 Excerpt from Miracle At Cardenrigg\fn{by Tom Hanlin (1907-1953)} Armadale, West Lothian
District, West Lothian County, Scotland, United Kingdom (M) 10
(1237)—223.92 Excerpt from Rebecca\fn{by Daphne du Maurier (1907-1989)} Hampstead Village, Camden Borough,
Greater London North, England, United Kingdom (F) 14
(1253)—225.21 Excerpt from Gideon’s Fire\fn{by John Creasey aka J. J. Marric (1908-1973)} Southfields, Wandsworth
Borough, Greater London Southwest, England, United Kingdom (M) 11
*
(1264)—220.150 Excerpt from My Friend Martha’s Aunt\fn{by Jane Duncan aka Elizabeth Jane Cameron (1910-1976)}
Renton, West Dunbartonshire, Scotland, United Kingdom (F) 10
(1274)—225.75 Excerpt from A Shilling For Your Scowl: The History Of A Scottish Legal Mafia\fnb{by James
Shaw Grant (1910-1999)} Stornoway, Isle of Lewis, Na h-Eliean Siar (Western Isles, or Outer Hebrides), Scotland,
United Kingdom (M) 11
(1286)—221.162 Excerpt from The Third Policeman\fn{by Brian O’Nolan aka Flann O’Brien, Myles na gCopaleen (19111966)} Strabane, Derry & Strabane District, County Tyrone, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (M) 13
(1298)—223.53 Excerpt from Lord Of The Flies\fn{by William Gerald Golding (1911-1993)} 47 Mountwise, Newquay,
Cornwall, England, United Kingdom (M) 11
(1308)—223.13 Excerpt from Before I Die Again\fn{by Edward Chad Varah (1911-2007)} Barton-upon-Humber, North
Lincolnshire Unitary Authority, Lincolnshire, England, United Kingdom (M) 29
(1338)—218.114 Excerpt from A Rope Of Vines\fn{by Brenda Chamberlain (1912-1971)} Bangor, Gwynedd Council
Area, Caenarfonshire, Wales, United Kingdom (F) 14
(1351)—224.137 Excerpt from Sigh For A Merlin: Testing The Spitfire\fn{by Alexander Adolphus Dumfries Henshaw
(1912-2007)} Peterborough, Peterborough Unitary Authority, Cambridgeshire, England, United Kingdom (M) 13
(1364)—222.106 Excerpt from Men At Work\fn{by Honor Tracy aka Lilbush Wingfield (1913-1989)} Bury St. Edmunds,
St. Edmundsbury Distsrict, Suffolk County, England, United Kingdom (F) 12
(1376)—224.172 Excerpt from Solomon’s Seal\fn{by Ralph Hammond Innes (1913-1998)} Horsham, Horsham District,
West Sussex, England, United Kingdom (M) 14
(1390)—216.88 A Child’s Christmas In Wales\fn{by Dylan Marlais Thomas (1914-1953)} Swansea, Swansea City and
County Local Authority, Glamorgan County, Wales, United Kingdom (M) 8
(1397)—219.66 Excerpt from As The Twig Is Bent: Sketches Of A Bittersweet Life\fn{by Winifred Foley (19142009)} Brierley, Forest of Dean, Forest of Dean District, Gloucestershire, England, United Kingdom (F) 10
(1407)—225.287 1. Life Model 2. Road of No Return 3. The Bridge 4. Stormy Weather 5. “Once In Royal …”:
Five Short Stories\fn{by Jessie Kesson (1916-1994)} Elgin, Borough of Moray, Moray County, Scotland, United
Kingdom (F) 11
(1418)—225.53 1. Miss Pinkerton’s Apocalypse 2. “A Sad Tale’s Best For Winter” 3. The Leaf-Sweeper 4. You
Should Have Seen The Mess 5. The First Year Of My Life 6. The Gentile Jewesses: Six Short Stories\fn{by Muriel
Spark (1918-2006)} Edinburgh, Scotland, United Kingdom (F) 11
(1429)—219.96 Excerpt from Minerva’s Stepchild\fn{by Helen Forrester (1919-2011)} Hoylake, Metropolitan
Borough of Wirrall, Mersyside County, England, United Kingdom (F) 10
(1438)—220.180 Excerpt from Outside The House Of Baal\fn{by Emyr Humphreys (1919-after 2015)} Prestatyn,
Denbighshire, Wales, United Kingdom (M) 12
*
(1450)—221.93 Excerpt from A Life At The Centre\fn{by Roy Harris Jenkins (1920-2003)} Abersychan, Torfaen
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District, Monmouthshire, Wales, United Kingdom (M) 11
(1462)—223.43 Excerpt from In High Places\fn{by Arthur Hailey (1920-2004)} Luton, Luton Unitary Authority,
Bedfordshire, England, United Kingdom (M) 10
(1473)—222.130 Excerpt from The Black Tower\fn{by P. D. James aka Phyllis Dorothy James (1920-2014)} Oxford,
Oxfordshire, England, United Kingdom (F) 10
(1483)—225.320 Excerpts from Winter Tales: 1. “Shell Story” 2. “The Paraffin Lamp” 3. “St. Christopher” 4.
“Three Old Men” 5. “The Lost Sheep” 6. “The Children’s Feast” 7. “A Nativity Tale”\fn{by George Mackay
Brown (1921-1996)} Edinburgh, Scotland, United Kingdom (M) 11
(1494)—219.76 Excerpt from Murder In Focus\fn{by Dorothy Dunnett (1923-2001)} Dunfermline, Fife County,
Scotland, United Kingdom (F) 10
(1504)—216.17 A Christmas Story\fn{by Richard Burton (1925-1984)} Pontrhydyfen, Neath Port Talbot County
Borough, Wales, United Kingdom (M) 4
(1508)—219.56 Excerpt from Murder In Advent\fn{by David Williams (1926-2003)} Bridgend, Bridgend County
Borough, Mid Glamorgan County, Wales, United Kingdom (M) 10
(1518)—223.83 Excerpt from The Collector\fn{by John Robert Fowles (1926-2005)} Sleigh-on-Sea, Southend-on-Sea
Unitary Authority, Essex County, England, United Kingdom (M) 9
(1526)—222.184 1. Arabella 2. Tolworth McGee 3. Hanna Sweeny 4. McIntyre 5. Annie Rogerson: Five Short
Stories\fn{by Agnes Owens (1926-2014)} Milngavie, East Dunbartonshire, Scotland, United Kingdom (F) 12
(1538)—225.309 Excerpt from Mr. Wakefield’s Crusade\fn{by Bernice Rubens (1928-2004)} Cardiff, Wales, United
Kingdom (F) 10
(1548)—224.187 Excerpt from Sorry I Kept You Waiting, Madam\fn{by Vidal Sassoon (1928-2012)} Hammersmith,
Hammersmith & Fulham Borough, Greater London Northwest, England, United Kingdom (M) 12
(1561)—221.185 Excerpt from The Haunting Of SafeKeep\fn{by Eve Bunting aka Anne Evelyn Bunting (1928-after
2015)} Maghera, Magherafelt District, County Londonderry, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (F) 11
(1572)—222.83 1. Bang, Bang—Who’s Dead 2. Threads 3. Showing The Flag: Three Short Stories\fn{by Jane
Mary Gardam (1928-after 2015)} Coatham, Redcar & Cleveland Unitary Authority, North Yorkshire Riding, Yorkshire
County, England, United Kingdom (F) 12
(1583)—221.136 1. The Saucer of Larks 2. Everything Neat and Tidy 3. The Potato Gatherers: Three Short
Stories\fn{by Brian Friel (1929- )} Omagh, Fermanagh & Omagh District, County Tyrone, Northern Ireland, United
Kingdom (M) 12
(1595)—224.66 Excerpt from John\fn{by Cynthia Lillian Lennon (1929- )} Blackpool, Blackpool Unitary Authority,
Lancashire, England, United Kingdom (F) 13
*
(1607)—223.143 As Good As Gold\fn{by Norman Colin Dexter (1930- )} Stamford, South Kesteven District,
Lincolnshire, England, United Kingdom (M) 14
(1621)—225.117 Beyond The Inhabited World: Roman Britain\fn{by Anthony Simon Thwaite (1930- )} Chester,
Cheshire West & Cheshire Unitary Authority, Cheshire County, England, United Kingdom (M) 26
(1647)—223.188 Excerpt from A Perfect Spy\fn{by John le Carré aka David John Moore Cornwell (1931- )} Poole, Poole
Unitary Authority, Dorset County, England, United Kingdom (M) 10
(1656)—225.330 Excerpt from The Greenlander\fn{by Mark Adlard aka Peter Marcus Adlard (1932- )} Seaton Crew,
Borough of Hartlepool, County Durham, England, United Kingdom (M) 14
(1671)—222.64 Excerpt from Power Of A Woman\fn{by Barbara Taylor Bradford (1933- )} Leeds, West Yorkshire
Combined Authority, West Yorkshire Riding, Yorkshire County, England, United Kingdom (F) 8
(1680)—222.95 Excerpt from The Mennyms\fn{by Sylvia Waugh (1935- )} Gateshead, Metropolitan Borough of
Gateshead, Tyne & Wear Metropolitan County, England, United Kingdom (F) 11
(1691)—222.118 Excerpt from Green Boy\fn{by Susan Mary Cooper (1935- )} Burnham, South Buckinghamshire
District, Buckinghamshire, England, United Kingdom (F) 11
(1703)—223.124 Excerpt from Kings Of Many Castles: A Charlie Muffin Thriller\fn{by Brian Harry Freemantle
(1936- )} Southampton, Southampton Unitary Authority, Hampshire, England, United Kingdom (M) 9
(1711)—224.15 Excerpt from Vanessa Redgrave: An Autobiography\fn{by Vanessa Redgrave (1937- )}
Greenwich, Greenwich Borough, Greater London Southeast, England, United Kingdom (F) 9
(1720)—216.79 Excerpt from The Trickster\fn{by Muriel Gray (1938- )} East Kilbride, South Lanarkshire,
Scotland, United Kingdom (F) 9
(1729)—223.106 Excerpt from The Phantom Of Manhattan\fn{by Frederick Forsythe (1938- )} Ashford, Ashford
District, Kent, England, United Kingdom (M) 9
(1738)—224.1 Excerpts from Footfalls In Memory: Reflections From Solitude\fn{by Terry Waite (1939- )}
Bollington, Cheshire East Unitary Authority, Cheshire, England, United Kingdom (M) 14
*
(1752)—216.111 Excerpt from The Scot And I\fn{by Elizabeth Thornton (1940-2010)} Aberdeen, Aberdeen City,
Scotland, United Kingdom (F) 11
(1763)—223.1 Excerpt from F For Ferg\fn{by Ian Cochrane (1941-2004)} Ballymena, Mid & East Antrim District,
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County Antrim, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (M) 13
(1776)—222.151 Excerpt from The Man In The Picture\fn{by Susan Hill (1942- )} Scarborough, North Yorkshire
Riding, Yorkshire County, England, United Kingdom (F) 10
(1786)—219.1 Excerpt from Bad Blood: A Memoir\fn{by Lorna Sage (1943-2001)} Hanmer, Wrexham County
Borough, Clwyd County, Wales, United Kingdom (F) 13
(1799)—222.8 Excerpt from Taking A Stand: Memoir Of An Irish Priest\fn{by Joe McVeigh (1945- )}
Edenaveigh, nr. Ederny, Fermanagh County, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (M) 12
(1809)—222.196 Excerpt from Gallery Whispers\fn{by Matthew Quintin Jardine (1945- )} Motherwell, North
Lanarkshire Council Area, Scotland, United Kingdom (M) 12
(1822)—222.52 Excerpt from The Price Of My Soul\fn{by Josephine Bernadette Devlin McAliskey (1947- )}
Cookstown, Mid-Ulster District, County Tyrone, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (F) 11
(1833)—222.72 Excerpt from Our Precious Lulu\fn{by Anne Fine (1947- )} Leicester, Leicester Unitary Authority,
Leicestershire, England, United Kingdom (F) 10
(1843)—223.157 Excerpt from Blood Orange\fn{by Sam Llewellyn (1948- )} Tresco, Tresco Island, Isles of Scilly,
England, United Kingdom (M) 9
(1852)—225.11 Excerpt from The Big Wheel\fn{by Bruce Thomas (1948- )} Stockton-on-Tees, Stockton-on-Tees
Borough, County Durham, England, United Kingdom (M) 10
(1863)—216.39 1. United Kingdom Parliament—Hansard, Maiden Speech, Monday, 25 June 2001 2. An
interview in Belfast Today, on Monday, November 2, 2009 3. An interview in The Sunday Times, on January 10,
2010 4. A statement released through a news story appearing in the RTE News for December 28, 2009: Four
Public Statements:\fn{by Iris Robinson (1949- )} Dundonald, Castlereagh, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (F) 6
*
(1868)—223.176 Excerpt from When Will There Be Good News?\fn{by Kate Atkinson (1951- )} York, North
Yorkshire Riding, Yorkshire County, England, United Kingdom (F) 12
(1880)—223.74 Excerpt from Astonishing Splashes Of Colour\fn{by Clare Morrall (1952- )} Exeter, Devon,
England, United Kingdom (F) 9
(1890)—224.55 Excerpt from The Kingmaking\fn{by Helen Hollick (1953- )} Walthamstow, Waltham Forest
Borough, Greater London Northeast, England, United Kingdom (F) 11
(1901)—216.20 1. It’s difficult to see what Tottenham Hotspur might get out of the David Beckham loan deal.
(January 3, 2011) 2. Kenny Dalglish’s first job is to get some confidence back into Torres. (January 10, 2011) 3.
Wayne Rooney’s selfless endeavour shows why Manchester United have Premier League edge.(January 17, 2011)
4. Fernando Torres is a shadow of the player he was, and Liverpool have a major decision to make. (January 31,
2011) 5. Arsenal are still in the title race after the Premier League’s craziest weekend of results. (February 7,
2011) 6. Joe Jordan was rough, tough and aggressive as a player, but always fair. (February 17, 2011) 7. Chelsea
have lost the mentality of champions and their hunger for success. (February 21, 2001) 8. Wayne Rooney's flying
elbow could cost Manchester United the title if he is banned by FA. (February 28, 2011) 9. Liverpool owners must
act now and give Kenny Dalglish the full-time manager’s job at Anfield. (March 7, 2011) 10. Alan Hansen:
Arsenal desperately need to find a leader from within to push them towards Premier League title. (March 14,
2011) 11. Fabio Capello’s decision to reinstate John Terry as England captain makes absolutely no sense. (March
21, 2011) 12. Nothing to be gained from sending Jack Wilshere to play for England under-21s this summer.
(March 28, 2011) 13. Alan Hansen: give Tottenham Hotspur manager Harry Redknapp the England job because
he deserves it. (April 4, 2011) 14. Manchester United’s Sir Alex Ferguson can't rely on Dimitar Berbatov. (April
11, 2011) 15. Arsenal manager Arsène Wenger has to take the blame for saying second place would be acceptable.
(April 18, 2001) 16. Manchester United manager Sir Alex Ferguson's will to win is his greatest strength. (April
25, 2011) 17. Manchester United are ill-equipped to stifle Barcelona’s brilliance. (May 2, 2011) 18. Manchester
United v Chelsea: Sir Alex Ferguson will grab 19th title and will want to win it again. (May 9, 2011) 19. West
Ham United relegated: Avram Grant's removal could have saved club from relegation. (May 15, 2011) 20.
Manchester City’s players are as good as Manchester United’s, but they lack their unity. (May 16, 2011) 21.
Threat of upsets make Premier League the most exciting division in the world. (May 23, 2011) 22. Barcelona are
the greatest—but my Liverpool would have tested them more. (May 30, 2011): Twenty-two Sports Columns
from The Telegraph\fn{by Alan David Hansen (1955- )} Sauchie, Clackmannanshire, Scotland, United Kingdom (M)
19
(1920)—216.146 Excerpt from Clara\fn{by Janice Galloway (1955- )} Saltcoats, North Ayrshire, Scotland, United
Kingdom (F) 8
(1928)—216.104 Excerpt from Zugzwang: A Novel\fn{by Ronan Bennett (1956- )} Merville Garden Village,
Newtownabbey, Antrim & Newtownabbey District, County Antrim, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (M) 6
(1935)--223.166 Excerpt from The Road To McCarthy\fn{by Peter Charler McCarthy Robinson (1957-2004)}
Warrington, Borough of Warrington, Cheshire County, England, United Kingdom (M) 10
(1945)—216.162 Excerpt from Dear Fatty\fn{by Dawn French (1957- )} Holyhead, Holy Island, Isle of Anglesey
County, Wales, United Kingdom (F) 7
(1952)—221.175 Excerpt from The Maid’s Tale\fn{by Kathleen Ferguson (1958- )} Londonderry, Derry & Strabane
District, County Londonderry, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (F) 10
8

(1962)—222.170 Excerpt from Joseph Knight\fn{by James Robertson (1958- )} Bridge of Allen, Central Regional
Council, Stirling Council Area, Scotland, United Kingdom (M) 13
(1975)—223.64 Excerpt from My Fault\fn{by Billy Childish aka Stephen John Hamper (1959- )} Chatham, Medway
Unitary Authority, Kent, England, United Kingdom (M) 10
*
(1985)—219.46 Excerpt from Molly Fox’s Birthday\fn{by Deirdre Madden (1960- )} Toomebridge, Antrim
Borough, County Antrim, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (F) 11
(1995)—224.199 Excerpt from Me And The Fat Man\fn{by Julie Myerson (1960- )} Nottingham, Nottingham
Unitary Authority, Nottinghamshire, England, United Kingdom (F) 12
(2008)—225.107 Excerpt from No Bones\fn{by Anna Burns (1962- )} Belfast, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom
(F) 10
(2018)—225.152 Excerpt from Divorcing Jack\fn{by Colin Bateman (1962- )} Bangor, Ards and North Down
District, County Down, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (M) 13
(2031)—225.344 Excerpt from Dancing Away: A Covent Garden Diary\fn{by Deborah Bull (1963- )} Derby,
Derby Unitary Authority, Derbyshire, England, United Kingdom (F) 10
(2040)—216.154 Excerpt from Bansi O’Hara And The Bloodline Prophecy\fn{by John Dougherty (1964- )}
Larne, Mid & East Antrim District, County Antrim, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom 8
(2048)—223.115 1. Any Girl Can Be A KandyKiss Girl! 2. Free Spirit 3. Never Give A Sucker … 4. Eau de
Toilette 5. The Spectator 6. A Place In The Sun: Six Short Stories\fn{by Joanne Michèle Sylvie Harris (1964- )}
Barnsley, Barnsley Metropolitan Borough, South Yorkshire Riding, Yorkshire County, England, United Kingdom
9
(2057)—216.122 1. Whole Family With Young Children Devastated 2. As God Made Us: Two Short
Stories\fb{by Alison Louise Kennedy (1965- )} Dundee, Dundee City, Scotland, United Kingdom (F) 11
(2068)—216.133 Excerpt from Absolution Gap\fn{by Alastair Reynolds (1966- )} Barry, Vale of Glamorgan, South
Glamorgan County, Wales, United Kingdom (M) 13
(2081)—216.60 Excerpt from The Twilight Time\fn{by Karen Campbell (1967- )} Paisley, Renfrewshire, Scotland,
United Kingdom (F) 8
(2089)—216.96 Excerpt from The Samaritan’s Secret: An Omar Yussef Mystery\fn{by Matt Beynon Rees
(1967- )} Newport, Newport Unitary Authority, Gwent County, Wales, United Kingdom (M) 9
(2097)—216.45 Public Statement by Ruth Kelly on the Employment of Sex Offenders in Schools, printed by
Hansard on January 19, 2006\fn{by Ruth Kelly (1968- )} Limavedy, Causeway Coast & Glens District, County
Londonderry, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (F) 4
*
(2100)—225.96 East\fn{by Nancy Lee (1970- )} Cardiff, Glamorgan County, Wales, United Kingdom (F) 11
(2111)—222.160 Excerpt from Typhoon\fn{by Charles Cumming (1971- )}, Ayr, South Ayrshire Local Authority,
Ayrshire, Scotland, United Kingdom (M) 10
(2121)—216.68 Excerpt from After You’d Gone\fn{by Maggie O’Farrell (1972- )} Coleraine, Causway Coast &
Glens District, County Londonderry, Northern Ireland, England, United Kingdom (F) 11
(2133)—217.142 Snow Angels\fn{by Sarah Pinborough (1972- )} Milton Keynes, Borough of Milton Keynes,
Buckinghamshire, England, United Kingdom (F) 6
(2139)—224.24 Excerpt from The Heroes\fn{by Joe Abercrombie (1974- )} Lancaster, Lancaster District,
Lancashire, England, United Kingdom (M) 8
(2147)—219.105 Excerpt from My Booky Wook: A Memoir Of Sex, Drugs, And Stand-Up\fn{by Russell Brand
(1975- )} Grays, Thurrock Unitary Authority, Essex, England, United Kingdom (M) 11
(2158—219.25 Excerpt from Twenty Thousand Saints\fn{by Fflur Dafydd (1978- )} Llandysul, Ceredigion
County, Wales, United Kingdom (F) 9
(2167)—219.34 Excerpt from Fresh Apples\fn{by Rachel Trezise (1978- )} Cwmparc, Rhondda Cynon Taf County
Borough, Mid Glamorgan County, Wales, United Kingdom (F) 10
*
(2179)—225.165 Excerpt from Boy Racer\fn{by Mark Cavendish (1985- )} Douglas, Middle Sheading, Isle of Man,
United Kingdom (M) 10
Inhabited Dependencies
Anguilla
[Colville L. Petty (c.1940- )] … 1999 est.
, 11,510 … 60 sq. mi.
… A British Overseas Territory, they were placed under
direct British rule in 1971; internally self-governing since 1982, Britain is responsible for defense.

*
(2189)—209.70 Excerpt from Anguilla: Where There’s A Will There’s A Way\fn{by Colville L. Petty (c.1940- )}
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Anguilla, United Kingdom (M) 13
†
Bermuda
[Mary Prince, c.1788- )] … 1999 est., … 62,472 … 20 sq. mi. … A British Overseas Territory; voters rejected independence 3-1 in 1995

*

(2202)—46.1 Excerpt from The History Of Mary Prince\fn{by Mary Prince (c.1788-after 1833)} Bermuda, United
Kingdom (F) 2
†
The British Virgin Islands
[William Thornton (1759-1828)]… 1999 est., 19,156 … 59 sq. mi. … A British Overseas Territory

*
(2205)—225.279 Excerpt from The Counterpoise. Being Thoughts On A Militia And A Standing Army\fn{by
William Thornton (1759-1828)} Just Van Dyke Island, British Virgin Islands, United Kingdom (M) 9
†
The Falkland Islands
[Ellaline Terriss (1872-1971)] … 1995 est., 2,317 … 4,700 sq. mi. … An internally self-governing British Overseas Territory

*
(2212)—225.327 Excerpt from Just A Little Bit Of String\fn{by Ellaline Terriss (1872-1971)} Stanley, Falkland
Islands, United Kingdom (F) 10
†
Gibraltar
[Rev. Henry Francis Cary (1772-1844)] … 1999 est., 29,165 … 2.3 sq. mi. … A British Overseas Territory; it enjoys limited self-rule (from
1969).

*
(2225)—209.99 Excerpts from Memoir of the Rev. Henry Francis Cary, M.A.: “The Literary Journal for 1797,
1798 and 1799”\fn{by Rev. Henry Francis Cary (1772-1844)} Gibralter, United Kingdom (M) 12
†
The Grand Camayan Islands
[Hattie Reeves, c.1879-

)] … 1999 est., 39,335 … 100 sq. mi. … A British Overseas Territory

*
(2235)—119.16 1. The Orphan Boy And Girl And The Witches 2. The Six Fools: Two Folktales\fn{by Hattie Reeves
(c.1879-)} Grand Cayman Island, Cayman Islands, United Kingdom (F) 3
†
Montserrat
[Ruel White, c.1950?- )] … 1999 est., 12,853 … 32 sq. mi. … The island voted to remain a British Overseas Territory in 1962

*
(2238)—57.45 Excerpt from Heroes Through The Day\fn{by Ruel White (c.1954- )} Montserrat, United Kingdom
(M) 18
10

†
The Pitcairn Group of Islands
[Meralda Elva Junior Warren (1959- )] … 2012 est., 56; 2014, 48 … 18.1 sq. mi. … British Overseas Territory; some self-government.

*
(2257)—270.156 Autobiographical Statements\fn{by Meralda Elva Junior Warren (1959- )} Pitcairn Island, Pitcairn
Group of Islands, United Kingdom (F) 7
†
St. Helena/Tristan de Cunha/Ascension
[Frederick Joseph Moss (1827/28-1904)] … 1999 est., 8,592 … 123 sq. mi. … A British Overseas Territory.

*
(2263)—225.354 Excerpt from Through Atolls And Islands In The Great South Sea\fn{by Frederick Joseph Moss
(1827/28-1904)} Longwood, St. Helena, St. Helena/Ascension/Tristan da Cunha, United Kingdom (M) 10
†
The Turks and Caicos Islands
[Peter Beckingham (1949- )] … 2010 est., 44,819 … 193 sq. mi. … A crown colony, to all intents and purposes; Mr. Beckingham was the
second Royal Governor (2013-2016); he retired from the Diplomatic Service in October, 2016, and on 17 October of that year was replaced
by the Hon. Dr. John Freeman CMG as the Royal Governor.

*
(2274)—266.175 1. The Speech From The Throne (January 9, 2014) 2. The Speech From The Throne (March
15, 2015) 3. The Speech From The Throne (April 18, 2016) 4. Turks and Caicos Post Cabinet Statement
(January 15, 2014) 5. Turks & Caicos Weekly News: “Year In Review—2013” (January 18, 2014)\fn{1-3 were
delivered by His Excellency Peter Beckingham, the Royal Governor of The Turks and Caicos Islands; 5. is a summary of the results of the
first Cabinet Meeting, which he chaired.
His Excellency is responsible for defense, external affairs, international and offshore financial relations, internal security, including the
Royal Turks & Caicos Islands Police Force, the appointment of certain public officers, Complaints Commissioner, and General Orders for
the Public Service.
By way of background to this official account I have appended (in indented and reduced type, so as not to be confused with the official
record) an article from the Turks & Caicos Weekly News: “Year In Review—2013”:H} (M) 26

†
218.15 Excerpt from Our First Ambassador To China … The Narrative Of His Experiences In China, As
Told By Himself\fn(by George Macartney (1737-1806)} Loughguile, Ballymoney, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom
(M) 55
Saturday, June 15, 1793.
This day we sailed on board the Lion from Turon Bay, in Cochin China, accompanied by the Hindostan and
the two little brigs, Jackall and Clarence.\fn{All of the italicized indicataions are in the text, except where accidentally omitted
by the diarist; whereat I have restored them:H}
Wednesday, June 19.
At two o’clock p.m. we saw the mainland of China bearing N.N .E.
Thursday, June 20
At six o’clock a.m. we came to an anchor off the grand Ladrone.
I sent Sir George Staunton, Mr. Maxwell, and Captain Mackintosh on shore for intelligence. None of the
trading ships of the season being yet arrived, all the gentlemen of the different European factories were still at
Macao.
Saturday, June 22.
This afternoon Sir George Staunton returned on board the Lion. The information from Macao was that the
news of an Embassy from England had been received at Court with great satisfaction, that the Emperor
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considered it as no small addition to the glory of his reign that its close should be distinguished by such an event;
and that orders had been dispatched to all the seaports of China to give the most hospitable reception to His
Majesty’s ships whenever they should appear on the coast.
At the same time it was perceived that the Embassy had excited great jealousy and apprehension in the minds
of some of the Europeans at Macao, particularly of the Dutch and Portuguese. With respect to the former, they
were soon quieted by our assurances; and by the letters we brought from Batavia; but with respect to the latter, it
was easy to discover that, whatever face they might wear towards us, we had to expect from them every ill office
and counteraction in their power.
It is singular enough that, of the Europeans at Macao, none seemed better disposed to us than the Spanish
agents; Messrs. Agoti and Fuentes, who not only testified their good-will by several little services, but gave us an
essential proof of their confidence by sending me a manuscript plan and chart of the city of Macao and the river of
Canton; taken upon the spot by M. Agoti himself, the result of several years’ observation and labour.
Sir George Staunton left the Missionaries Nyan and Yang on shore, as also one of our interpreters; Padre Cho,
who suddenly took fright, and was so impressed with an apprehension of the Government at Pekin that he could
not be persuaded to proceed with us. We, indeed, regard the loss of him the less, as his companion, who remains
with us, though not so complete a scholar, is a man of much better temper, has a very good understanding and
excellent disposition, and is sincerely attached to us.
In the place of Padres Nyan and Yang, we, at the earnest request of the Italian Missionaries of the Propaganda
at Macao, to whom we owe some obligations, have consented to give a passage to two others, who had been waiting for an opportunity of proceeding to Pekin and of entering into the Emperor’s service there as mathematicians
and astronomers.
Friday, June 28
Lost sight of the Hindostan and the two brigs in the dark weather, and sailed for the Quesan or Patchcock
Islands, where we expect to fall in with Endeavour brig, Captain Proctor, whom the Company’s Commissioners
had dispatched some time before, with orders to cruise there for us till the 30 th inst.
Sunday, June 30
We saw nothing of the Endeavour; neither could we learn any news of her from the Chinese fishing-vessels,
several thousands of which covered the sea all around us.
A Chinese pilot came on board with some of his people; who seemed never to have seen such a ship as the
Lion before. They examined everything with great curiosity, and observing the Emperor of China’s picture in the
cabin, immediately fell flat on their faces before it, and kissed the ground several times with great devotion.
Monday, July 1
At three p.m. we were joined by the Hindostan, Jackall, and Clarence. Ever since we made the coast of China
on the 19th of last month the weather has been (excepting one day) always dark, heavy, rainy, moist; or stormy.
Wednesday, July 3
This day we came to an anchor in Cheusan Roads.
The city of Cheusan is about fifty miles west of us. Sir George Staunton went in the Clarence to Cheusan in
order to procure pilots from the Governor to conduct us to Tierising.
Sunday, July 7
Sir George Staunton returned and brought with him the pilots, who, on being informed of the Lion’s draft of
water, said that a ship of her size could not proceed further than Mietao, near the city of Tenchoufou, at the
entrance of the Gulf of Pecheli, but that all sorts of convenient vessels could be procured at that place to convey
us from thence in safety to Tiensing, and the passage could be made in four days. The Gulf of Pecheli is
represented by them to be without any good anchoring ground, very shallow, and in many places full of shifting
sands.
Sir George Staunton had a good deal of difficulty in procuring the pilots. The Governor of Cheusan, to whom
he had applied, told him that his authority extended no further than to furnish us with pilots to conduct us to the
adjoining province, where others would in the like manner be supplied, to proceed with us to the next, and so on
along the coast till we reached our last port. But as this mode of management did not at all suit us, Sir George
requested him, if possible, to find some persons who would take care of our navigation the whole way from
Cheusan to Tiensing, without stopping at any intermediate place; adding that if such pilots could not be had at
Cheusan, they might, perhaps, be had from Ningpo. Upon this the Governor, fully sensible of the Emperor’s
orders with regard to the Embassy, and apprehensive that we might address ourselves to his superior Mandarin at
Ningpo, exerted himself so effectually that at last two men were found, who, having formerly been owners and
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masters of vessels in the trade, had frequently been at Tiensing; but it was with the greatest reluctance, and,
indeed, under a sort of compulsion, that they undertook the charge. And, after all, considering the little nautical
skill they seem to possess, we don’t expect much assistance from them, but must trust a good deal to our own.
Friday, July 19
We came to anchor this morning in Tchetao Bay, which our pilots had mistaken for Mietao. They seem grossly
ignorant and timid, were frightened out of their wits when they observed that on our passage along the coast on
shoaling our water we always stood out to sea, and were puzzled beyond measure by our manreuvres; seeing us
work to windward without minding weather, tide, or monsoon.
Saturday, July 20
We got a new pilot from the shore, and in a few hours came abreast of the city of Tenchoufou.
For several days the weather has been very unsettled, sometimes extremely boisterous, and at others almost
calm with frequent fogs, the latter always the concomitants of an easterly wind.
In the evening, about three hours after we had let go our anchor, the Governor of Tenchoufou, a Mandarin of
high rank, came on board to visit me.
He told me he had orders from his Court to entertain us, to render us all services in his power, and to provide
for us proper means of conveyance if we chose to proceed by land from Tenchoufou to Pekin.
His visit lasted upwards of two hours, during which he talked a great deal, and with as much ease and
frankness as if we had been old acquaintances. He is about thirty-five years of age, courteous, intelligent, and
inquisitive.
Sunday, July 21
At noon the Governor of Tenchoufou, who was here last night, sent us a present of four bullocks, eight sheep,
eight goats, five measures of white rice, five measures of red rice, two hundred pounds of flour, and several
baskets of fruit and vegetables, which was acknowledged by a proper return.
An old man of seventy years of age has been put on board as pilot, who says that the Gulf of Pecheli is always
perfectly safe in the months of July, August, and September, so that the Lion has nothing to apprehend from the
weather for some time to come; that the boats for carrying our baggage and the presents are now ready at the
mouth of the river leading up to Tiensing, and waiting for our arrival; that they are large and convenient, and so
constructed that there is no danger of our packages being wetted or damaged.
Tuesday, July 23
We are now in that part of the Yellow Sea called the Gulf of Pecheli, which is remarkably smooth and clear.
This evening we were joined by the Endeavour brig; which the Company’s Commissioners had despatched from
Macao with letters for us; not knowing of our intention of calling there, they had, a little before our arrival on the
coast, ordered this vessel to the northward, in hopes of her meeting us before we got the length of Tiensing.
Thursday, July 25
This morning at sunrise we discovered at about two or three miles distant a prodigious number of Chinese
vessels all around us. Our pilots did not precisely know where we were; we, supposed ourselves to be eight or
nine miles from the river that goes up to Tiensing, as houses and trees were just discernible from the masthead to
the north and south, and we found, when Lieutenant Campbell and Mr. Huttner returned in the Jackall this
evening, that we had not been much mistaken. They told us that when they arrived in the mouth of the river some
inferior Mandarins had come on board, and finding they belonged to the Embassy, had conducted them on shore,
and presented them to two great men, who had been stationed at that place for some time past in expectation of
my coming.
They were received with many marks of respect and treated with great hospitality. A thousand questions were
asked relative to every particular of the Embassy. The number of persons, their ages and qualities, the presents
brought for the Emperor, and what they consisted of, the size and force of the Lion and the other ships attending
us, etc., etc.
The answers to all which were written down by the Secretary in waiting. At their departure they were desired
to inform me that everything was ready for my reception, and that as soon as the Lion approached the bar two
great Mandarins would be sent on board to compliment me. We are now above three leagues distant from the bar.
It appears that the expectations of the Chinese have been raised very high, by the manner in which the
Embassy was announced, of the presents which it is to be accompanied with. When Sir George Staunton was at
Macao he found, on conversing with the gentlemen there, that they were conceived to be of immense value, and
when he mentioned what they were, it was thought that the Chinese would be much disappointed. From these
considerations Mr. Brown was induced to add his fine telescope to what we had already brought, and I have this
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day completed our apparatus with Parker’s great lens, which Captain Mackintosh brought out with him on a
speculation, and which he has been prevailed upon to part with on very reasonable terms, foregoing all the profit
which he had the prospect of deriving from the sale of so valuable and so uncommon an article.
As the lens is an object of singular curiosity, I was apprehensive that if it fell into the hands of the Chinese
merchants, and were presented through their channel to the Emperor, it might tend towards the disparagement of
our fine things, and perhaps be imagined to eclipse them. I therefore thought it advisable, for the public service
and the honour of the Embassy, to join it to the other presents; and now being possessed of Mr. Brown’s fine
telescope and this extraordinary lens, I flatter myself we have no rivalships to apprehend at Pekin from the
appearance of any instruments of a similar kind.
This evening I sent back Mr. Hüttner in the Endeavour, in order to explain to the Mandarins whom he had seen
a number of particulars relative to our going on shore, and to make inquiry about several things which it is
necessary for us to be previously acquainted with.
Sunday, July 28
Several inferior Mandarins came on board, and informed us that everything was preparing for our landing; that
a number of boats were already in waiting, and that the remainder would be down tomorrow.
Tuesday, July 30
The Endeavour returned, and brought us all the information we had desired.
Some of the Mandarins, having said that they intended to purchase watches and swords when they came on
board, seemed a little disappointed when Mr. Hüttner told them that as we were not merchants we had got nothing
to sell.
It would seem, however, from this that they expect presents of the kind, and, unluckily, our baggage where
those articles are cannot easily be got at. I must, therefore, I believe, purchase from some of the officers of the
Hindostan a few small things for the purpose.
Wednesday, July 31
The wind blowing all day very strong prevented any boats coming from the shore. At noon two Mandarins of
high rank attended by seven large junks, laden with a variety of provisions for our ships, came alongside. The
profusion of these was so great and so much above our wants that we were obliged to decline accepting the larger
part of them. I here insert the list:
20 bullocks, 130 sheep, 120 hogs, 100 fowls, 100 ducks, 160 bags of flour, 160 bags of rice, 14 boxes of Tartar
bread, 10 chests of tea, 10 chests of small rice, 10 chests of red rice, 10 chests of white rice, 10 chests of tallow
candles, 1,000 watermelons, 3,000 musk melons, 22 boxes of dried peaches, 22 boxes of fruits preserved with
sugar, 22 boxes of other fruit, 22 boxes of ochras, 22 boxes of other vegetables, 40 baskets of large cucumbers;
1,000 squash cucumbers, 40 bundles of vegetables, 20 measures of peas in the pods, 3 baskets of earthenware or
coarse porcelain.
In truth, the hospitality, attention, and respect which we have experienced at Turon, Cheusan, Tenchoufou, and
here are such as strangers only meet with in the Eastern parts of the World.
The two chief Mandarins are called Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin. Van and Chou are their family names; Ta-gin
is the title annexed to their rank, and signifies Great Man.
Van-ta-gin is a War Mandarin, has a peacock’s feather and a red coral flourished button on his cap, which is the
second order. Chou-ta-gin, who wears a blue button, which is a degree inferior to the red, is a civilian and a man
of letters.
After a number of compliments and civilities in the Chinese manner, we proceeded to business, and Chou-tagin wrote down from time to time such particulars as he thought necessary.
We have settled everything with them relative to our going ashore, the mode of conveying our baggage and the
presents, and the kind and number of vessels for the purpose. I find it will be a work of four or five days at least
before we can leave the ship.
These two Mandarins seemed to be intelligent men, frank and easy in their address, and communicative in
their discourse. They sat down to dinner with us, and though at first a little embarrassed by our knives and forks,
soon got over the difficulty, and handled them with notable dexterity and execution upon some of the good things
which they had brought us.
They tasted of our wines of different kinds, and also of our spirits, from gin, rum, and arrack, to shrub,
raspberry, and cherry brandy, the latter of which seemed to hit their palate in preference to the rest, and they shook
hands with us like Englishmen at their going away. They were much struck with the appearance of the Guard and
Marines (which were drawn up on the quarterdeck to salute them as they passed), listened with attention to our
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music, and departed, I believe, very much pleased with our manner of entertaining them. They were very
inquisitive about the presents, and when I explained to them their nature, they seemed to think them very proper,
and requested a list of them to be transmitted to Court, which I have promised.
Friday, August 2
This day the junks came from the shore alongside of the Hindostan, and began to take in the articles which are
to be carried from on board her. A Mandarin of the third order with a blue button on his cap came with them to
superintend the business, and stayed till the vessels were loaded.
Saturday, August 3
The loading continues, and it is expected to be finished the day after tomorrow. The same Mandarin who
attended yesterday returned today.
Sunday, August 4
This day the people worked with great alacrity, the loading was completed, and all the baggage and presents
put on board the large junks, to be transhipped into smaller ones, at Tacou, in order to be conveyed up the river to
Tongsiou (within twelve miles of Pekin), where the navigation discontinues. The Chinese sailors are very strong
and work well, singing and roaring all the while, but very orderly and well regulated, intelligent and ingenious in
contrivance and resource, each of them seeming to understand and exercise his proper share of the business and
labour going forward.
In each vessel were inferior Mandarins, who received the articles and gave accountable notes for them, so that
no loss or mistake is likely to happen.
Tomorrow we shall proceed on shore; from the very distinguished reception which we have met with, and from
every appearance being so much in our favour, I think it will be best to send the Hindostan to Cheusan with the
Lion (which is now so sickly that she must get into the first possible safe port for recruiting her people), in hopes
that we may be able to obtain permission for the Hindostan to take in a cargo there, by way of a beginning to the
expected extension of our commerce in China.
Captain Mackintosh himself comes with us to Pekin; and I propose to dispatch him from thence with the
permission (if procured) to join his ship at Cheusan, and to carry our dispatches from thence to England, which
we flatter ourselves will then be very interesting.
Monday, August 5
This day at nine a.m. we left the Lion Man-of-War, and embarking in smaller vessels (myself and the gentlemen of the Embassy in the Clarence, Jackall, and Endeavour, the servants, guards, and other attendants with the
baggage, presents, etc., in Chinese junks), proceeded to the mouth of the Payho River, the distance being about
eighteen miles. On entering the river we were perfectly astonished and confounded by the inconceivable number
of vessels of all sorts with which it was covered.
The troops were drawn up on the southern bank, and made a tolerably good appearance. The Mandarins, Vanta-gin and Cho-ta-gin, who had dined with us on board the Lion, now came to visit us, and pressed us much to
accept their invitation to a banquet on shore which had been prepared for us; but being a good deal fatigued, I
declined it, and proceeded up the river about a mile further to the yacht provided to convey me to the city of
Tongsiou, within twelve miles of Pekin.
This yacht was large, clean; comfortable, and convenient; and here I found the Mandarins Van-ta-gin and
Chou-ta-gin to welcome me, and to inquire whether anything was further necessary for my accommodation.
Similar care and attention seemed to have been paid to all the other gentlemen.
The river here appeared to be as broad as the Thames at Gravesend. Great numbers of houses on each side,
built of mud and thatched, a good deal resembling the cottages near Christchurch, in Hampshire, and inhabited by
such swarms of people as far exceeded my most extravagant ideas of Chinese population. Among those who
crowded the banks we saw several women, who tripped along with such agility, as induced us to imagine their
feet had not been crippled in the usual manner of the Chinese.
It is said, indeed, that this practice, especially among the lower sort, is now less frequent in the Northern
Provinces than in the others. These women are much weatherbeaten, but not ill-featured, and wear their hair,
which is universally black and coarse, neatly braided, and fastened on the top of their heads with a bodkin.
The children are very numerous and almost stark naked. The men in general well-looking, well-limbed, robust,
and muscular. I was so much struck with their appearance that I could scarce refrain from crying out with Shakespeare’s Miranda in the “Tempest”:
Oh, wonder! How many goodly
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Creatures are there here!
How beauteous mankind is! Oh, brave new world
That has such people in it!

Tuesday, August 6
This morning early, provisions for the day were distributed with great order and regularity and in vast abundance among the different departments of the Embassy, and soon after several Mandarins of high rank came to
visit me, and to inform me that the Viceroy of the Province of Pecheli, whose usual residence is at Pao-ting-fou,
one hundred miles distant, was arrived here, having been sent by the Emperor to compliment me on my entrance
into his dominions, and to give proper orders upon the occasion.
At eight a.m. I went on shore accompanied by Sir George Staunton, his son, and our interpreter, passing from
my yacht over a temporary wooden bridge erected for this purpose, covered with mats, and having rails on each
side decorated with scarlet silk.
Here we found palanquins prepared for us, which are neat light chairs made of bamboo, covered with satin,
and carried by four stout fellows, two of them before and two of them behind.
In these we set out escorted by a troop of horse, for Hy-chin-miao, or the Temple of the Sea God, where the
Viceroy had taken up his quarters; and though the distance was near a mile, yet the same men carried us at a pretty
smart pace the whole way without resting.
Before the gates of the Temple were several tents pitched of various colours, white, red, and blue (but the latter
seemed to predominate), having each a distinguishing pendant, and before them were drawn up several companies
of soldiers with sabres in their hands (no firearms), and dressed in a uniform blue stuff or cotton, laced with a
broad red galoon. Besides the troop of horse which escorted us there was another body of cavalry attending at the
Temple; each cavalier having a bow and a quiver of arrows, but no sword or pistol.
The Viceroy received us at the gate with distinguished politeness and an air of cordiality, and led us into a great
saloon, which was soon filled with his officers and attendants, from whence, after drinking tea, he removed to
another apartment, to which we passed through a spacious square court, each side of which was formed by
magnificent buildings. The ornaments were so brilliant and so diversified that I at first imagined them to be of
wood, painted and highly varnished, but on a nearer inspection I found them to be of porcelain and tiles, of
various moulds and colours.
We now entered upon the business. The Viceroy began by many compliments and inquiries about our health,
and talked much of the Emperor’s satisfaction at our arrival, and of his wish to see us at Gehol, in Tartary (where
the Court always resides at this season), as soon as possible. To these we made the proper return of compliment,
and then informed the Viceroy that the train of the Embassy consisted of so many persons, and that the presents
for the Emperor and our own baggage were so numerous, and took up so much room, that we should require very
spacious quarters at Pekin. That as we found it was the Emperor’s wish for us to proceed to Gehol, we should
prepare ourselves accordingly, but that we should find it necessary to leave a great part of the presents at Pekin, as
many of them could not be transported by land to such a distance without being greatly damaged, if not totally
destroyed. We explained to him the high compliment intended by the first Sovereign of the Western World to the
Sovereign of the East, by sending the present Embassy, and hoped it would be attended with all the good effects
expected from it. That as it was equally my duty and inclination to promote these views to the utmost of my
power, I requested the Viceroy would be so kind as to give me such information and advice as might enable me to
render myself and my business as acceptable to the Emperor as possible. I also mentioned to him that, as the Lion
and the other ships that came with me were very sickly, and stood in need of a hospital and of refreshments on
shore for the accommodation and recovery of their people, it would be necessary for Sir Erasmus Gower to be
furnished with a diploma by virtue of which he might be entitled to those advantages at such ports as he might
find it most convenient to repair to on the coast of China, either Mietao, or Cheusan, for the advancing season
required his speedy departure out of the Gulf of Pecheli.
It is impossible to describe the ease, politeness, and dignity of the Viceroy during the whole conference, the
attention with which he listened to our requests, and the unaffected manner in which he expressed his compliance
with them. With regard to the ships, imagining their stores must have been exhausted in so long a voyage, he
offered to supply them with twelve months’ provisions immediately. I hope this does not forebode his wishes for
our speedy departure.
He is a very fine old man of seventy-eight years of age, of low stature, with small sparkling eyes, a benign
aspect, and a long silver beard, the whole of his appearance calm, venerable, and dignified.
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During the course of this visit I was particularly struck with the apparent kindness and condescension with
which the people of rank here speak to, and treat, their inferiors and lowest domestics.
When we returned to our yacht, we found a most magnificent and plentiful dinner prepared for us, which had
been sent as a present by the Viceroy.
Wednesday, August 7
Early this morning Van-ta-gin came to visit me, and said it was the intention of the Viceroy to wait upon me at
ten o’clock a.m. He turned the discourse upon the Viceroy’s great age and debility of body, which, however, he
said, would not prevent him from paying his compliments to me in person, although it would be attended with
great inconvenience to him to walk from the shore over the wooden bridge to my yacht; the descent from the bank
being very steep, and not very safe for a feeble old man.
I immediately saw what he was driving at, and therefore told him that I should be very sorry to be the occasion
of the Viceroy’s risking either his person or his health for the sake of a visit of ceremony. I was unacquainted with
the Chinese customs myself, but as the Viceroy knew them, I was sure he would do, in regard to them, whatever
was right, and which the Emperor would most approve of his doing.
Upon this, Van-ta-gin said that the Viceroy would come in his palanquin to the end of the bridge, and send in
his visiting-ticket to me, and hoped I would consider it the same as if he had come across the bridge in person into
my yacht. I repeated what I had said before, and told him I left the matter entirely to the Viceroy himself.
He seemed to go away very well pleased, and at ten o’clock the Viceroy came in great state with the parade of
guards, and a very numerous attendance of Mandarins and officers, who, as soon as his palanquin was set down,
all dismounted from their horses and kneeled down to pay him their obeisance. He sent an officer with his
visiting-paper, which is a large sheet several times doubled, and painted red, and inscribed with the owner’s titles
in large characters, and which my interpreter received from him. This business being performed, the Viceroy
returned to his quarters in the same form, ceremony, and order with which he came.
This day and the next were chiefly employed in preparing for our departure, and arranging the order of our
progress.
In this we were assisted by the different Mandarins appointed to attend us, with regularity, alertness, and
despatch that appeared perfectly wonderful. Indeed, the machinery and authority of the Chinese Government are
so organized, and so powerful, as almost immediately to surmount every difficulty, and to produce every effect
that human strength can accomplish.
The gentlemen of the Embassy, the servants, artists, musicians, and guards, together with the presents and
baggage, were embarked on thirty-seven yachts, or junks, each yacht having a flag flying at her mast-head to
distinguish her rank and ascertain her station in the procession.
There was, besides, a great number of other boats and vessels of various sorts for the Mandarins and officers
who were allotted to our service, and who amounted to near one hundred of different degrees, wearing the red,
blue, white and yellow buttons by which their respective qualities are denoted.
Friday, August 9
This morning I dispatched Mr. Proctor in the Endeavour from the river. He was obliged to take back with him
the two Macao missionaries, Hanna and Lamiet, without their ever coming ashore.
We found, indeed, that if they accompanied us to Pekin, they would be considered as belonging to the Embassy, and obliged to depart with it, whereas their intention is to enter into the Emperor’s service, and to remain the
rest of their lives in China, like the other missionaries.
At noon the gongs, or copper drums, began to beat with a most deafening noise, and gave the signal for all
being ready for departure. In less than an hour our whole fleet was under sail, and we proceeded up the river with
a good breeze and flowing tide at the rate of about five miles per hour.
Sunday, August 11
This morning we arrived at the city of Tien-sing.
Here the Viceroy had arrived the night before, and here we were met by Chin-ta-gin, a Tartar Mandarin in high
office at this place, who was styled the Emperor’s Legate, having been deputed, together with Van-ta-gin and
Chou-ta-gin, to accompany us from thence to Gehol, the Viceroy’s age and infirmities disabling him from any
fatiguing service.
Our yachts stopped almost in the middle of the town before the Viceroy’s Pavilion. On the opposite quay, close
to the water, was erected for this occasion a very spacious and magnificent theatre, adorned and embellished with
the usual brilliancy of Chinese decorations and scenery, where a company of actors exhibited a variety of dramas
and pantomimes during several hours almost without interruption.
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Both sides of the river for near a mile in length were lined with the troops of the garrison, all in uniform,
accompanied by innumerable flags, standards, and pendants, and by the clangour of various instruments of
warlike music.
At noon I disembarked with all the gentlemen of the Embassy and my whole train of servants, musicians, and
guards. I was received at my landing by the Viceroy and the Legate, and conducted to their pavilion, where as
soon as we were seated the conversation began, and continued for some time in the same general strain of mutual
compliments and professions as our former one at Hy-chin-miao.
We then descended to particulars, and after a very long discussion, during which I easily discovered a perverse
and unfriendly disposition in the Legate toward all our concerns, and which struck me the more forcibly when
contrasted with the urbanity and graciousness of his superior the Viceroy, it at last was settled that we should
proceed upon the river to Tong-siou, a city within twelve miles of Pekin, which would take us up seven days, and
consequently carry us to the 18th of August.
From Tong-siou we were to travel the rest of our journey by land, but we should probably be detained at that
place for several days, on account of the trouble of removing the presents and baggage out of the boats, of
procuring porters and carriages for their conveyance, and a variety of other arrangements necessary to be made
for the accommodation of the Embassy previous to our settlement in the Capital.
I calculated that thus we should scarcely be able to reach Pekin sooner than the 20 th, and that we should at least
require ten days to refresh ourselves; to settle my family, to separate the presents, and prepare for our further journey into Tartary, which I supposed we might be able to begin about the 5 th September. The planetarium, the
globes; the great lens, the lustres, the clocks, and some other articles; I declared my intention of leaving behind at
Pekin, and expressed my wishes of taking with me such of the other presents only as were not likely to suffer by a
long land carriage.
The journey from Pekin to Gehol would not exceed six or eight days at most, so that we might expect to reach
the Emperor’s Court some time before his birthday, which we understood was to fall on the 17 th September.
According to these ideas, which seemed to be approved of, I took my measures, but to my great surprise, soon
after, the Legate, who now began to come forward with an air of greater importance, took up the subject of our
conversation anew, started objections to some parts of the arrangements, and pressed me very urgently to let all
the presents go to Gehol at once. I told him that nothing could be more agreeable to me than to accommodate
myself to his wishes and to his ideas, but that from the nature and mechanism of several of the presents (which I
explained to him), it would be impossible to transport them in the manner he wished without irreparable damage.
Of my reasons he seemed to have no comprehension, but adhered to his own opinion, and added that he believed
the Emperor would insist on having all the presents carried to Gehol and delivered at the same time.
I answered him that the Emperor was certainly omnipotent in China, and might dispose of everything in it as
he pleased, but that as the articles which I meant to leave at Pekin would certainly be totally spoiled if managed
according to his notions, I requested he would take them entirely into his own hands, for that I must be excused
from presenting anything in an imperfect or damaged state, as being unworthy of His Britannic Majesty to give
and of His Chinese Majesty to receive.
This consideration startled him, and, together with the Viceroy’s opinion, who perfectly comprehended and felt
my reasoning, induced him to recede, and to acquiesce in the first arrangements; but I could not help feeling great
disqulet and apprehenslon from this untoward disposition so early manifested by the Legate.
Having now adjusted this matter, we took our leave and returned to our yachts, where a magnificent dinner was
sent us by the Viceroy, with wine, fruits, sweetmeats, etc., together with presents of tea, silk, and muslins, not only
for myself and gentlemen of my train, but even for all the servants, mechanics, musicians, and soldiers. Although
of no great value, they were accompanied with so many obliging expressions and compliments that we received
them in the manner we thought most likely to please the person who made them, especially as his whole
deportment to us had been so handsome and satisfactory; and as he was to proceed immediately to Gehol, where,
no doubt, he would give an account of us to the Emperor, we flattered ourselves from our conduct that it would
not be to our disadvantage.
During the evening we received many visits from the principal Mandarins of Tien-sing and the neighbourhood.
They seemed to examine everything belonging to us—our dress, our books, our furniture—with great curiosity
and attention; were very inquisitive, lively, and talkative, and totally void of that composure, gravity, and
seriousness which we had been taught to believe constituted a part of the Chinese character.
This evening I received two letters from Mr. Grammont, a missionary at Pekin, offering me his services, and
cautioning me against a Portuguese missionary, who, he says, has been appointed interpreter to the Embassy. We
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received no information of this kind from the Viceroy, the Legate, or Van-ta-gin, or Chou-ta-gin. However,
without taking notice of it, or showing that I knew it, I seized the first opportunity to request that we might be
allowed, when we arrived at Pekin, to select one of the European missionaries in the Emperor’s service to attend
us, and assist us in our affairs, and whose language we were acquainted with. They promised to write to the Court
on the subject, and said they had no doubt of success.
The crowds of people on shore and in the boats on the river were quite astonishing. Our course is on the main
stream N.W., which we are to pursue without stopping, except for a short time to make visits, and to receive the
provisions for our tables, which are regularly distributed every day early in the morning.
Monday, August 12
This morning we arrived at Yongsiun.
There are usually fourteen or fifteen men to each yacht, so that the number now employed by us amounts to
upward of five hundred.
The people engaged in this service are comely and strong made, but remarkably round-shouldered, owing, I
suppose, to their mode of labour. They appear to be copper-coloured from their constant exposure to the sun; but
they are naturally fair, as we observed when they stripped to plunge into the water.
As in summer they go naked from the waist upward, their complexion is, of course, very dark, but in the parts
where they are usually clothed this is not so.
We are much troubled with mosquitoes, or gnats, and other insects, among which is a moth of a most gigantic
size, not less than a humming-bird, and we are stunned day and night by the noise of a sort of cicada which lodges
in the sedgy banks and is very obstreperous.
Tuesday, August 13
Some of the provisions which were brought for us this morning being found tainted (which was not to be
wondered at, considering the extreme heat of the weather—thermometer 88° Fahrenheit), the superintending
Mandarins were instantly deprived of their buttons; and all their servants bambooed, before we knew anything of
the matter. So sudden and summary is the administration of justice here.
As soon as we saw Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin we interceded in favour of the degraded delinquents; but
though we were heard with great attention, and received very flattering answers, we easily perceived that no
indulgence or relaxation of discipline was to be expected on such occasions.
Wednesday, August 14
This morning we passed by a very beautiful building on the north bank of the river. It is a pleasure house
erected for the Emperor’s accommodation in his progress through this country. The roof is covered with a sort of
yellow tiles, which, when the sun plays upon them, shine like burnished gold.
Today we had pleasant, cool weather, flying clouds frequently obscuring the sky but never descending in rain.
Travelling here would be agreeable enough were it not for the confounded noise of the copper drums, which the
people in the forecastle are perpetually rattling upon. This, we were told, is meant as a compliment to do us honour, but I observe that it serves also as a signal of direction to regulate the motions of the accompanying yachts.
Thursday, August 15
We now observe with pleasure some picturesque blue mountains at thirty or forty miles distance. They
contribute a good deal to enliven our prospects, which have hitherto been confined to the level uniformity of the
circumjacent country.
We found the river here considerably swelled by the late rains in Tartary, where it takes its rise, and the floods
extended so far over the banks that the trackers of our yachts were usually up to their middle in the water.
During the greater part of the passage our conductors, Chin-ta-gin the Legate, together with Chou-ta-gin and
Van-ta-gin, visited me almost every day, but this morning they came with an appearance of more formality than
usual.
Their business was to acquaint me that the Emperor was much pleased with the accounts which he had heard
of us; and that he was disposed to let our arrangements take place as we had proposed; that he had ordered two
houses to be prepared for us, one in the city of Pekin, and the other in the country about six miles distance from it,
near the Emperor’s palace of Yuen-min-yuen. We might choose which we liked best, but they believed we should
prefer the one in the country, because of its gardens and its neighbourhood to Yuen-min-yuen. After we had been
presented, and had assisted at the ceremony of the Emperor’s birthday at Gehol, it was intended we should return
to the capital, and that the Emperor himself would soon follow us. They added that as our stay in Tartary would be
very short, they wished us not to carry the field-pieces and howitzers with us, which, we had told them, made a
part of our presents, as there would not be time nor opportunity there to exercise or exhibit them.
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They then introduced the subject of the court ceremonies with a degree of art, address, and insinuation that I
could not avoid admiring.
They began by turning the conversation upon the different modes of dress that prevailed among different
nations, and, after pretending to examine ours particularly, seemed to prefer their own, on account of its being
loose and free from ligatures, and of its not impeding or obstructing the genuflexions and prostrations which, they
said, were customary to be made by all persons whenever the Emperor appeared in public.
They therefore apprehended much inconvenience to us from our knee-buckles and garters, and hinted to us that
it would be better to disencumber ourselves of them before we should go to Court.
I told them they need not be uneasy about that circumstance, as I supposed, whatever ceremonies were usual
for the Chinese to perform, the Emperor would prefer my paying him the same obeisance which I did to my own
Sovereign. They said they supposed the ceremonies in both countries must be nearly alike, that in China the form
was to kneel down upon both knees, and make nine prostrations or inclinations of the head to the ground, and that
it never had been, and never could be, dispensed with.
I told them ours was somewhat different, and that though I had the most earnest desire to do everything that
might be agreeable to the Emperor, my first duty must be to do what might be agreeable to my own King; but if
they were really in earnest in objecting to my following the etiquette of the English Court, I should deliver to
them my reply in writing as soon as I arrived at Pekin.
They then talked of the length and dangers of our voyage, and said that as we had come to such a distance
from home, our King would naturally be anxious for our return, and that the Emperor did not mean to hunt this
autumn as usual, but to remove with his Court very early to Pekin on purpose that we might not be delayed.
I told them His Imperial Majesty would judge from the King’s letter, and from my representations, what was
expected from me at my return to England, and what time would be sufficient to enable me to transact the
business I was charged with, and to describe to my Sovereign the glory and virtue of the Emperor, the power and
splendour of his empire, the wisdom of its laws and moral institutes, the fame of all which had already reached to
the most distant regions.
I was then asked if I had brought any presents to the Emperor from myself, besides those from the King.
This question disconcerted me not a little; however, I replied without any hesitation that I had brought a
chariot, which was indeed (as it ought to be) much inferior in value to those sent by the King, yet, being of a
different form, and remarkably elegant of its kind, I hoped the Emperor would condescend to accept it from me. I
added that I flattered myself I should have some other present to offer him at New Year’s Day, meaning to impress
them with the idea that I expected to be allowed to stay beyond that period; for all along, ever since our departure
from Tien-sing, I have entertained a suspicion, from a variety of hints and circumstances, that the customs and
policy of the Chinese would not allow us a very long residence among them.
In all the different visits and conferences that have passed between us and our conductors, I observe, with great
concern, a settled prejudice against the Embassy in Chin-ta-gin [by] the Legate, though often attempted to be
concealed by him under extravagant compliments and professions. I have taken great pains to conciliate him; but I
suspect he is not of a conciliable nature. With regard to Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin, I think we have interested
them much in our favour. When we have had opportunities of conversing with them in the absence of the Legate,
they have scarcely disguised their sentiments of the Emperor’s partiality to the Tartars in preference to his Chinese
subjects; nor do they seem much to like their colleague the Legate, who is a Tartar, but, being the first in the
commission, has the exclusive privilege of corresponding with Court upon our affairs, and whom they consider a
sort of crazy and morose man. They said that we seemed very early to have discovered his character, and have
admired us much for the complaisance and patient attention of our deportment towards him.
Tuesday, August 16
This day at half after 6 p.m. we arrived at the suburbs of Tong-siou, where (our navigation being now ended)
we quitted our yachts and went on shore.
During one of these visits that passed between us and our conductors they turned the discourse upon our
dominions in Bengal, and affirmed that some of the English troops from thence had lately given assistance to the
insurgents in Thibet. I was very much startled at this intelligence; but instantly told them that the thing was
impossible; and that I could take upon me to contradict it in the most decisive manner.
It came out on farther conversation that the Emperor’s troops had met with a check on the western borders,
which was so unexpected that they could account for it no otherwise than by supposing their enemies to be supported or assisted by Europeans, and they pretended that several persons with hats had been particularly remarked
in one of the engagements. I hope that by the manner in which I treated this intelligence any ill impression which
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such a report might occasion to our prejudice will have been done away.
Perhaps it was a feint or artifice to sift me and try to discover our force or our vicinity to their frontiers, and I
am the more disposed to think so because a day or two after, on resuming the subject; they asked me whether the
English at Bengal would assist the Emperor against the rebels in those parts. As I had told them before that one of
the reasons why the story could not be true was the distance of our possessions from the scene of action, their
question seemed calculated to catch me, for if, from eagerness or complaisance, I had answered in the affirmative,
they would have concluded against my sincerity, because if our troops could come thither to the assistance of the
Emperor’s troops; they could equally have come to the assistance of his enemies.
Our yachts have been all along the passage most plentifully supplied with provisions, China wine, fruits, and
vegetables of various kinds, and served with great sedulity and attention.
At all the military stations we passed (which were very numerous) the soldiers were turned out, with their
colours and music, and if at night, with the addition of illuminations and fireworks.
Whatever little articles we seemed to want we were immediately supplied with, and no entreaties could prevail
for our being allowed to purchase them.
The most refined politeness and sly good breeding appeared in the behaviour of all those Mandarins with
whom we had any connection; but although we found an immediate acquiescence in words with everything we
seemed to propose, yet, in fact, some ingenious pretence or plausible objection was usually invented to disappoint
us.
Thus when we desired to make little excursions from our boats into the towns, or into the country, to visit any
object that struck us as we went along, our wishes were seldom gratified. The refusal or evasion was, however,
attended with so much profession, artifice, and compliment that we soon grew reconciled and even amused with
it.
We have indeed been narrowly watched, and all our habits, customs, and proceedings, even of the most trivial
nature, observed with an inquisitiveness and jealousy which surpassed all that we had read of in the history of
China. But we endeavoured always to put the best face upon everything, and to preserve a perfect serenity of
countenance upon all occasions.
I therefore shut my eyes upon the flags of our yachts, which were inscribed The English Ambassador bringing
tribute to the Emperor ot China, and have made no complaint of it, reserving myself to notice it if a proper
opportunity occurs.
Saturday, August 17
We shall be obliged to remain some days at Tong-siou in order to land our presents and our baggage from the
yachts, and to put them in proper order for carriage to Yuen-min-yuen, whither it is meant that we should go
directly without stopping at Pekin. The distance from Tong-siou to Pekin is twelve miles, and from thence to
Yuen-min-yuen is about seven.
The presents and baggage were lodged in two great pandals built for the purpose in the suburbs near the river.
Each of them was two hundred and seven feet long and thirteen feet broad, thirteen feet from the ground to the
rafter or wall plate, and thirteen feet from the ground to the middle angle of the roof. The materials were strong
bamboos and close matting impervious to the rain.
Between the pandals was a passage or street of forty-two feet wide. The whole was shut with gates at each end,
guards posted there, and placards stuck up forbidding any persons from approaching the place with fire. These
pandals were erected in a very few hours. Everything belonging to us was landed from thirty-seven vessels in less
than one day. Such expedition, strength, and activity for the removal of so great a number of packages, many of
which were of enormous weight, awkward shape, and cumbersome carriage, in a few hours cannot, I believe, be
paralleled or procured in any other country than China, where everything is at the instant command of the State,
and where even the most laborious tasks are undertaken and executed with a readinass and even a cheerfulness
which one would scarcely expect to meet with in so despotic a government.
The Chinese seem able to lift and remove almost any weight by multiplying the power: thus they fasten to the
sides of the load two strong bamboos; if two are not sufficient they cross them with two others, and so proceed,
quadrating and decussating the machine, and applying more bearers, till they can master and carry it with ease.
Our quarters were in the suburbs of the city at a Miao or Temple, consisting of several courts and spacious
apartments. Here we were all very commodiously lodged during the time we stayed, and as usual supplied
abundantly with whatever we had occasion for.
This Temple or Miao was founded by a munificent bigot some centuries ago for twelve bonzes, and endowed
with considerable revenues. The Sanctum Sanctorum forms but a small part of the building, and is solely
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appropriated to the worship and the images of Fo and his subaltern Deities. The rest is a kind of choultry or
caravansera, where travellers of rank are lodged in their journeys through this place upon public service.
My train was so numerous that we took up almost the whole of the Temple; only one bonze remained in it to
watch over the lamps of the shrine: all the rest removed to another Temple in the neighbourhood.
Sunday, August 18
Van-ta-gin called upon me this morning at breakfast, and told me that the porters and waggons would all be
ready on Tuesday, that our things might begin moving early that day, and be carried away before the following
night.
He added that we should set out ourselves on Wednesdav morning, pass through Pekin, and proceed to Yuenmin-yuen, where a Colao of high rank was appointed by the Emperor to meet us, together with a European
missionary.
He could not inform me of the name or nation of the missionary, but I suspect him to be Bernado Almeyda, the
Portuguese whom we had been so often cautioned against.
Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin both came together to visit me in the evening, and brought me the Tartar’s excuse
for his not accompanying them, saying that he was somewhat indisposed; but it would seem as if his staying away
proceeded rather from pride and ill-humour than from real illness. I, however, sent a very civil compliment to him
on the occasion expressive of my concern at his illness and my intention to visit him next day.
Monday, August 19
I went down to the pandals this morning, where I met the Tartar Legate, Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin, and
several other Mandarins, who were assembled there to give orders for the operations of the next day.
On this occasion I proposed to amuse them with the exercise of our small brass field-pieces, which were now
mounted and prepared for moving with the rest of our presents and baggage.
Though they were remarkably well cast and of a most elegant form, fixed on light carriages, and in every
respect completely well served, and fired from twenty to thirty times a minute, yet our conductors pretended to
think lightly of them, and spoke of such things as being no novelties in China. I have good reason, however, to
suppose there is nothing like them in the whole Empire, and that these gentlemen are at bottom not a little
mortified by this small specimen of our superiority.
On our return from the pandals, Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin walked up with us to our quarters, and told us that
the Emperor’s answer was come to our request of having a European missionary to attend us, and that we might
choose any of the Europeans in the Emperor’s service then at Pekin; that the Emperor was disposed to favour us
as much as possible, having already conceived the highest esteem for us, from the accounts he had heard of our
appearance; deportment, and conversation ever since our arrival in his dominion.
They then renewed the subject of the ceremonial relative to which they had been perfectly silent for some
days. It seems to be a very serious matter with them, and a point which they have set their hearts upon. They
pressed me most earnestly to comply with it; and said it was a mere trifle; they kneeled down on the floor and
practised it of their own accord to show me the manner of it, and begged me to try it whether I could not perform
it. On my declining it, they applied to my interpreter to do it, who, although a Chinese, said he could only act as I
directed him; they seem a little disappointed in finding me not so pliant in this point as they could wish.
As to themselves, they are wonderfully supple, and though generally considered as most respectable characters, are not very scrupulous in regard to veracity, saying and unsaying, without hesitation, what seems to answer
the purpose of the moment. Their ideas of the obligations of truth are certainly very lax, for when we hinted to
them any contradictions that occurred, or deviations from their promises in our affairs, they made very light of
them, and seemed to think them of trifling consequence.
We then entertained them with a concert of music, which they appeared to be much pleased with, and when
they left us repeated the same flattering expressions and compliments which they had set out with in the beginning of their visit.
This night died of dysentery, after a long illness, Henry Eades, a cunning artist in brass and iron, who, hearing
of my intention to take with me to China a person in his branch, had strongly importuned both me and Sir George
Staunton in London to give him a preference to other candidates. Finding him well qualified, I consented, and had
reason to be well satisfied with him, as he was not only skilled and ingenious, but a quiet, well-behaved man. As
the sea did not seem to agree with him at the beginning of our voyage, I proposed to him to return from Madeira,
but unfortunately he determined to persevere.
Tuesday, August 20
Eades was buried this morning, all the servants, musicians, and guards attending his interment; the funeral
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service was read upon the occasion, and a volley of small arms was fired over his grave. Vast numbers of Chinese
were spectators of the ceremony, and seemed to be a good deal affected by its order and solemnity. After it was
over our baggage began to move, and a great part of it was despatched before night.
Wednesday, August 21
We rose very early this morning and found the palanquins, horses, carriages, and everything ready for our departure. The Tartar Legate Van-ta-gin, Chou-ta-gin, and several other Mandarins of rank waited for us at the great
gate, and set off at the same moment that we did.
We stopped at a village half-way between Tong-siou and Pekin to breakfast and to repose ourselves, the day
being very hot and the roads very dusty. From thence we reached Pekin in about two hours, and after taking some
refreshments of tea and fruit at the palace gate, we proceeded to Yuen-min-yuen, where we arrived about 3
o’clock p.m., and found the greater part of our baggage already come; the remainder soon followed.
On this journey we were preceded by a great number of soldiers, brandishing long whips in their hands, which
they were continually exercising in order to keep off the enormous crowds which incessantly thronged about us,
and obstructed the passage.
The house at this place allotted for our habitation consists of several small courts and separate pavilions, and is
situated in a little park or garden, laid out, in the Chinese manner, with serpentine walks and a narrow winding
river forming an island, with a summer-house in the middle of it, a grove of various trees interspersed with
patches of grass ground, diversified with inequalities and roughened with rocks; the whole surrounded with a high
wall and guarded by a detachment of troops at the gate.
Some of the apartments are large, handsome, and not ill-contrived, but the whole building is so much out of
repair that I already see it will be impossible to reside in it comfortably during the winter. It appears, indeed, to be
only calculated for a summer dwelling, though I understand it is the best of the hotels at this place destined (as
several more are) for the reception of foreign Ambassadors.
We had been promised that the European missionaries should come to us as soon as we arrived here, but none
of them have as yet made their appearance.
Thursday, August 22
The Tartar Legate came this morning to compliment me on my arrival at Yuen-min-yuen. He said there was a
Colao on the road from Gehol particularly appointed to attend to our affairs, and that he would send one or two of
the European missionaries to me tomorrow.
As the Legate seemed to be in better humour than usual, I took the opportunity of mentioning the subject of
my quarters, which I told him were very handsome, but somewhat out of repair, and rather inconvenient to us
Europeans; whose modes of living were different from the Chinese, and that I hoped he would give directions for
our removal to Pekin, where I thought we should be more at our ease.
He seemed to agree with me on this point, and said he thought there could be no objection.
Friday, August 23
This day the Tartar Legate sent to announce his intention of visiting me, and of bringing several of the European missionaries with him. He aecordingly arrived at 10 a.m. with Bernando Almeyda Rodriguez and another
Portuguese, Poiret, Pansi, and Diodati, Italians, Paris, a Frenchman, and one or two others.
The Emperor had, on occasion of the Embassy, distinguished some of these missionaries by his favour, and had
conferred white buttons on Poiret and Diodati, and a blue one (which is of higher rank) on Bernado. This latter is
the person against whom I had been particularly cautioned from Macao, and from other quarters, as a man of
malignant disposition, jealous of all Europeans, except those of his own nation, and particularly unfriendly to the
English; and, indeed, I have seen enough this day to convince me of the truth of the representation.
This man, who was bred a Jesuit, and is upwards of seventy years of age, has been a great many years in
China, and now belongs to the College of Mathematics, though of a very limited knowledge in that science. He
has some skill in surgery, and having attended the Minister Cho-chang-tong, who is afflicted with a rupture,
availed himself of that circumstance to obtain the Emperor’s appointment of him to be interpreter to my Embassy.
Whether from vanity of being selected for such an office, or from the hope of being able to frustrate its success, I know not, but, unfortunately for him, when he was introduced to me for that purpose, it appeared to the
Legate and the other attending Mandarins that he was unqualified for the office, being entirely ignorant of the
languages most familiar to us. His mortification upon this occasion he had not sufficient temper to conceal, and
almost instantly expressed very unfavourable sentiments of the Embassy to an Italian missionary who stood near
him. As they conversed in Latin, he probably imagined I should not understand or overhear him, but his looks and
gestures would have been alone sufficient to discover the state of his mind if his tongue had been silent.
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At this visit I reminded the Legate of my wishes to remove to Pekin, on which occasion Bernado very impertinently interfered, and advised him against the measure, pretending that it would retard our journey to Gehol and
be otherwise unadvisable; but his objections were overruled by a superior authority, although the Legate seemed
disposed to admit them.
All the other missionaries seemed shocked at and ashamed of his behaviour, and interposed their endeavours to
bring him to a proper composure. During the whole time I remained perfectly calm, and seemed not to perceive or
notice his behaviour, but, on the contrary, was pointed in my civilities to him, and at his going away told him,
through the channel of a French missionary, how much I regretted my not understanding the Portuguese language,
as it deprived me of the advantage of so able an assistant and interpreter.
He came back soon after, and seemed indeed to be a good deal softened, and even gave me assurance of his
services and good disposition; but after what I have seen it is necessary to be uncommonly circumspect. It will be
right to cultivate and make use of him, if possible, but it would be egregious folly and dupery to confide in or
depend on him.
About an hour after, Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin returned in order to acquaint us that the Colao Chun-ta-gin, a
cousin of the Emperor, who had been announced to us, was come, and that it was now settled for him and Van-tagin and Chou-ta-gin to manage all our affairs, without the interference of the Tartar Legate.
In consequence of this arrangement, Van-ta-gin, accompanied by our interpreter and Mr. Maxwell, one of my
secretaries, went this evening to Pekin to view the palace intended for my residence, and to give directions for
putting it into proper order for our reception.
Whilst they were employed on this business, Chou-ta-gin came to take us to the Emperor’s palace of Yuenmin-yuen, or the Garden of Gardens, as the name imports, and to ask our opinion of the fittest apartments to place
the globes, the clocks, the lustres, and the planetarium in. This place is truly an Imperial residence; the park is said
to be eighteen miles round, and laid out in all the taste, variety, and magnificence which distinguish the rural
scenery of Chinese gardening.
The various beauties of the spot, its lakes and rivers, together with its superb edifices, which I saw (and yet I
saw but a very small part), so strongly impressed my mind at this moment that I feel incapable of describing them.
I shall therefore confine myself to the great hall or Presence Chamber of the Emperor.
It is one hundred and fifty feet long and sixty feet wide; there are windows on one side only, and opposite to
them is the Imperial Throne, of carved mahogany, the logs of which were brought from England, and elevated by
a few steps from the floor. Over the Chair of State is an inscription in Chinese:
CHING-THA-QUAN-MING-FOO
the translation of which signifies:
VERUS, MAGNUS, GLORIOSUS, SPLENDIDUS, FELIX.
On each side of the Chair of State is a beautiful argus pheasant’s tail spread out into a magnificent fan of great
extent. The floor is of chequered marble, gray and white, with neat mats laid upon it in different places to walk
upon. At one end I observed a musical clock that played twelve old English tunes, the “Black Joke,” “Lillibullero,” and other airs of the “Beggars’ Opera.” It was decorated in a wretched old taste, with ornaments of crystal
and coloured stones, but had been, I dare say, very much admired in its time. On the dial appeared in large characters, George Clarke, Clock and Watch Maker, in Leadenhall Street, London.
This saloon we determined on for the reception of some of our most magnificent presents, which were to be
distributed as follows: On one side of the throne was to be placed the terrestrial globe, on the other the celestial;
the lustres were to be hung from the ceiling, at equal distances from the middle of the room; at the north end the
planetarium was to stand; at the south end Vulliamy’s clocks, with the barometer, Derbyshire porcelain vases, and
figures, and Fraser’s orrery—an assemblage of such beauty as is not to be seen collected together in any other
apartment, I believe, of the whole world besides.
At Yuen-min-yuen we were met by the Colao Keen-san-ta-gin, who went round the palaces with us, and
entertained us with a collection of fruits and sweetmeats, at which the Tartar Legate assisted; for, to my great
surprise, after what I had been told, I found him at my elbow almost every step I took during the evening. I have
reason to believe that he does not mean to resign his charge of us; I suspect he has contrived means of settling the
matter with the Colao.
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This will be an unpleasant circumstance, because, as he is a Tartar and has powerful connections at Court, our
friends Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin are obliged to pay him great deference, and dare not exert themselves in our
favour as much as they are inclined to do.
We have, however, found them already very useful to us in many instances.
At eight o’clock Mr. Maxwell returned from Pekin, and reported that he had seen and been all through the
palace at Pekin intended for us. It is an immense building, containing eleven courts, and ample room for every
purpose we can require.
Saturday, August 24
Sir George Staunton went to Yuen-min-yuen, and took with him Mr. Barrow, Dr. Dinwiddie, Tiebault, and
Petitpierre, and other artists and workmen, to give them directions about arranging the machinery and disposing in
their proper places the planetarium, orrery, globes, clocks, lustres, etc.
These gentlemen are to remain at Yuen-min-yuen for this purpose during our journey into Tartary, but it is
thought they will not be able to dispatch it in less than six or seven weeks at soonest.
Some of the Chinese workmen, not accustomed to handle articles of such delicate machinery, were interrupted
in their attempts to unpack them by our interpreter, who told them that, till put up and delivered, they must still be
considered as under our care; upon which the Legate interposed and said, “No; they are cong-so, tributes (obtata)
to the Emperor,” and consequently we had nothing more to do with them.
Our interpreter replied that they were not tributes (cong-so), but presents (sung-lo).
The Colao put an end to the conversation by saying that the expression of sung-lo, or presents, was proper
enough.
On his return to quarters our interpreter came to me (as he said) from Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin, and told me
that, though the Emperor’s allowance for defraying the Embassy was very considerable, yet that it did not equal
the expense, and that it was expected that I should make them a very handsome present to supply the difference. I
answered that I was very willing to do so, and asked him what he thought they would be satisfied with.
Upon recollecting himself a little, he said he believed that five hundred dollars apiece would be a proper sum,
which I made no scruple immediately to agree to, as they so strongly professed themselves our friends, as they
certainly have weight with the Colao—sufficient, we trust, to counteract the Legate’s practices with him to our
prejudice—and as if they misbehave we shall have them at our mercy. Besides, being engaged in our business,
and having once tasted of our bounty, they are likely to endeavour to deserve further favour by further services; as
it is observed of certain beasts of prey that, having once smacked human blood, they never afterwards have a
relish for any other.
Sunday, August 25
Notwithstanding what I have written in the preceding paragraph, our interpreter told me this morning that he
was just then come from Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin, who desired him to say that, though they had the highest
respect and regard for me, they could not possibly think of accepting any presents of money; that it was true the
expense they incurred by their attendance on the Embassy was considerable, but that it chiefly fell upon Chou-tagin, who was very rich and well able to bear it; that Van-ta-gin was not rich, and did not therefore contribute to it;
but then, he had the principal share of the fatigue of the business, in reviewing and stationing the boats, hiring the
porters, horses, and carriages, superintending the provision department, punishing delinquents, etc., whilst Chouta-gin did little else than receive the reports, write out the register, and pay the disbursements.
All this seems very extraordinary, and I know not how to account for it—first to signify a disposition to take
our money, and then to refuse it, at the same time preserving their friendship for us, and actually rendering us
every service in their power.
The Chinese character seems at present inexplicable. The Tartar Legate, having delivered to me yesterday a
letter, written by Sir Erasmus Gower from Ten-chou-fou, which had come by the Emperor’s couriers, I directed an
answer to be prepared, and requested to have it forwarded. He asked me what was in Sir Erasmus’s letter, and in
the answer. I had them both interpreted off-hand, and added with great good humour that we had no secrets but
what he was welcome to know.
Before he went away he mentioned the subject of the ceremonial, and was desirous of practising it before me;
but I put an end to the subject by telling him I had a paper relative to it, which would be ready to deliver to him at
Pekin in a day or two.
Monday, August 26
This morning we removed to Pekin, and are not only comfortably, but magnificently, lodged in the Tartar town
in a vast palace consisting of eleven courts, some of them very spacious and airy.
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Tuesday, August 27
Father Raux, a French missionary of the Congregation of St. Lazarus at Paris, a native of Hainault, came and
informed me that he had permission to attend us, and that he would wait upon me every day to receive our commands and execute our commissions. He is a tall, corpulent man, of easy manners and conversation, with a great
volubility of speech. He understands both the Chinese and Manchoo languages, and seems to be perfectly
contented with his lot here. He is well informed, and extremely communicative and fond of talking, so that I
imagine it will not be difficult to learn from him everything he knows.
Wednesday, August 28
Mr. Barrow returned from the Palace of Yuen-min-yuen, and said they had put up in the saloon of the throne
Parker’s two lustres, had set the globes in their proper places, as also the orrery and Vulliamy’s clocks, figures,
and vases, and had laid the floor for the planetarium, and that the whole would have a very fine effect. Three of
the Emperor’s grandsons had been to look at them, and were much delighted with the sight.
They particularly admired the clocks and the vases of Derbyshire porcelain. They, however, asked which we
thought, our porcelain or theirs, to be preferable. The answer returned to them was that ours was considered as
very precious of its kind, otherwise it would not have been offered to the Emperor; but that the value we set upon
theirs was easily to be seen by the great quantities which were every year purchased by our merchants at Canton
and sent in our shipping to England; and they seemed to be very well satisfied with this indirect explanation. The
great Mandarin attended, and seemed to be much struck with the attention manifested by our bringing several
spare glasses for the dome of the planetarium, one of which happened to be cracked, and which, without such a
precaution, could not be repaired in China.
Thursday, August 29
This day I put up the state canopy and their Majesties’ pictures in the Presence Chamber, and I delivered my
paper relative to the ceremonial to be transmitted to Gehol. I had a good deal of difficulty in persuading Father
Raux to get it translated into Chinese and to put it into the proper diplomatic form, so much is every person here
afraid of intermeddling in any State matter without special authority of Government; and he only consented on
condition that neither his writing nor that of his secretary should appear, but that I should get it copied by some
other hand.
Little Staunton was able to supply my wants on this occasion, for having very early in the voyage begun to
study the Chinese language under my two interpreters, he had not only made considerable progress in it, but he
had learned to write the characters with great neatness and celerity, so that he was of material use to me on this
occasion, as he had been already before in transcribing the catalogue of the presents.
In the paper I expressed the strongest desire to do whatever I thought would be most agreeable to the Emperor,
but that, being the representative of the first monarch of the Western world, his dignity must be the measure of my
conduct; and that, in order to reconcile it to the customs of the Court of China, I was willing to conform to their
etiquette, provided a person of equal rank with mine were appointed to perform the same ceremony before my
Sovereign’s picture that I should perform before the Emperor himself.
The Legate shook his head, but Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin said it was a good expedient, and offered immediately to go through the ceremony themselves on the spot; but as they had no authority for the purpose, I civilly
declined the proposal.
I received a very kind letter and message, together with his portrait, from old Father Amyot, who has been near
sixty years in China, lamenting that his age and infirmities prevented him from coming to wait upon me, but
expressing the strong interest he takes in the success of my Embassy, and promising me every information,
advice, and assistance in his power.
Friday, August 30
Having now nearly completed the selection of such presents as I judged most eligible to carry with me to
Gehol, I gave notice to the Legate and our other conductors that we should be ready to set out on Monday next,
the 2nd of September (which, according to their method of computation, answers to the 27 th of the seventh month,
their year beginning on the 1st of February), and that I proposed to employ one of the intervening days in viewing
the buildings, triumphal arches, and other things most worthy of observation in the city of Pekin. But I found I
had miscalculated in this instance, as much as I had done on some former ones of a similar nature, for I was
requested to repress my curiosity till after my return from Tartary, as it was improper that an Ambassador should
appear in public at Pekin till after he had been presented to the Emperor.
On this occasion the question was repeated to me what presents I meant to offer the Emperor from myself, for
that, instead of the chariot, which I had mentioned to them before, it would be proper to provide something
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portable to be delivered into the Emperor’s hands by my own at the time of my introduction, no Ambassador
approaching him for the first time without one. I told them I was prepared with one, and when my baggage was all
unpacked I would show it to them.
I was a good deal at a loss what to fix upon, all the principal articles that we had brought having been already
inserted in the catalogue and announced to them as presents from the King. Luckily, it happened that Captain
Mackintosh had with him some watches of very fine workmanship, which he was persuaded to cede to me at the
usual estimate of profit upon things of this kind brought for sale from Europe to Canton.
This was the more fortunate, as I had been informed, besides, that not only valuable presents were to be made
to the Emperor, but also that his sons and the principal great men in the Ministry expected to be gratified in the
same manner. The persons pointed out to me were the Emperor’s sons, his eldest grandson, the great General
Achong-tong, and Cho-chang-tong and Fou-li-ou, the two favourite Ministers, the President of the Court of Rites,
and a few others.
I was, however, told at the same time that nothing of this kind was to be offered till my return from Gehol,
after the Emperor had seen and accepted the presents destined for him.
When Father Raux came today, as usual, to attend me, he brought me a present from his convent of several
acceptable articles, some excellent French bread, sweetmeats; and confections, very fine large figs, and a quantity
of grapes, both red and white, the latter of a most delicious flavour, and without stones. He told me they were
originally brought to the Jesuits’ garden from Chama, on the borders of the great desert of Gobi, on the northwestern frontier of the Empire, and had much improved by the transplantation.
From him I learned more particularly what I had been already told by Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin relative to
the state of the Court, and I understand that the Emperor has had twenty-two sons, four only of which now remain
alive. He is of so jealous a nature that no person as yet knows with certainty which of them he intends for his
successor. He does not allow any of them to interfere in his government, but manages it in a great measure alone;
reading all the dispatches himself, and often entering into the minutest detail of affairs. His principal Minister is
Cho-chang-tong, a Tartar of obscure origin but considerable talents, whom he has raised by degrees from an
inferior post in his guards to his present elevation, having been struck with his comeliness at a review twenty
years ago and confirmed in the prepossession by finding his character correspond to his figure. He is in such high
favour that the Emperor not long since gave one of his daughters in marriage to this Minister’s eldest son, and
conferred on him many other marks of distinction.
The second favourite Minister is Fou-li-ou, a young Tartar, whose elder brother has by his means also obtained
in marriage a daughter or niece of the Emperor and several of the most important employments in the State,
having been Commander-in-Chief in the War of Formosa, Viceroy of Canton, and latterly General of the forces on
the Tibet frontier.
The A-cou-i or A-chong-tong, whose exploits are so particularly celebrated in the “Mémoires sur la Chine,”
has a still higher rank of precedence than the Minister whom I have mentioned, but, being much advanced in
years, and notwithstanding his great merits, far from being a personal favourite with the Emperor, he now lives a
good deal retired, and seldom meddles in public affairs.
The three other Colaos of the first tribunal of state are men of great abilities and of long experience, but, being
of Chinese families, possess little influence, though their opinions are highly respected.
Father Raux says that there are above five thousand Chinese Christians in the city of Pekin alone, and he
computes the number throughout the whole Empire at a hundred and fifty thousand. He confirmed to me what we
read of in most of the histories of China—that it is a common practice among the poor to expose their children.
The police send a cart round the city at an early hour every morning, which takes them up and conveys them to a
fosse or cemetery appointed for their burial.
The missionaries often attend and preserve a few of these children which appear to them to be healthy and
likely to recover.
The rest are thrown indiscriminately, dead or alive, into the pit. But Father Raux assured me very seriously that
his brethren always first christened those that appeared to have any life remaining in them, “ pour leur sauver
l’ame.”
The Chinese, he says, seem to be less jealous of religious conversions than formerly, owing to the discretion of
the present missionaries, whose zeal, I presume, is not now quite so ardent as that of their predecessors. Nevertheless, they engage not a little of the attention of Government, and within this twelve months past all their letters,
which usually went free by the common post between Pekin and Canton, are constantly opened and examined.
The Chinese have, indeed, an indistinct idea of there being at this time great disturbances and rebellions in
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Europe, and the Legate has often repeated the questions to me on our road whether England was really at peace
with all the world, as I asserted.
The Bishop of Pekin had permission to visit me today in form. He is a Portuguese of about forty years old, of a
dignified appearance and conciliating manners, but said to be of false and crafty nature, and to possess no great
measure of learning. He, however, speaks Latin with great fluency, and made me a speech in that language of a
quarter of an hour long. He was attended by two Portuguese missionaries, and by several others of different
nations, and in their presence made me the strongest professions of friendship and attachment; several of them,
however, took an early opportunity of advising me not to trust him.
I think, indeed, there is some reason, from what I have seen, to believe that the Portuguese have formed a sort
of system to disgust and keep out of China all other nations. Between them and the rest of the missionaries there
appears to be great jealousy and enmity-odium plus quam theologicum. In a conversation with an Italian a few
days ago, he told me that all the missionaries except the Portuguese were our warm friends, but that the
Portuguese were friends of nobody but themselves. Bernado Almeyda has never come near me since our first
meeting at Yuen-min-yuen, but I understand that he has been sent for to Gehol.
Saturday, August 31
Father Grammont, the French missionary from whom I received two letters at Tien-sing, and also some intelligence since my arrival at Pekin, visited me in the afternoon, and apologized for not having done it sooner,
owing, as he said, to a jealousy entertained of him by the Legate on account of his having talked so much of the
Embassy, of the power and grandeur of the English nation, of the magnitude of its commerce with, and its
importance to, the Chinese Empire.
Father Grammont was bred a Jesuit, is now advanced in years, and has been a long time in China. He is
certainly a very clever fellow, and seems to know this country well; but as he is said to be of a restless, intriguing
turn, it is necessary to be a good deal on one’s guard with him.
Sunday, September 1
Busily employed this day in making preparations for our departure to Gehol, as we are to set out tomorrow.
To the occurrences at Pekin, which I have already noted, I must now add that, besides our conductors and the
missionaries, we were every day visited by numbers of Mandarins of the higher ranks, some engaged to it by the
duty of their station and employment, and others allured by their curiosity, and not a few by my band of music,
which performed a very good concert in one of my apartments every evening.
Among these visitors was the chief Mandarin of the Emperor’s orchestra, who attended constantly and listened
to the performance with all the airs of a virtuoso. He was so much pleased with some of our instruments that he
desired leave to take drawings of them. I was willing to give them to him as a present, but he civilly declined my
offer, and I found, indeed, they would have been of no use to him.
He, however, sent for a couple of painters, who spread the floor with a few sheets of large paper, placed the
clarionets, flutes, bassoons, and French horns upon them, and then traced with their pencils the figures of the instruments, measuring all the apertures and noting the minutest particulars, and when this operation was completed
they wrote down their remarks, and delivered them to their master.
I was told that his intention is to have similar instruments made here by Chinese workmen, and to fit them to a
scale of his own.
But what seemed to attract more general notice than anything in the house were the King and Queen’s pictures
in their royal robes, by Sir Joshua Reynolds, which were hung up opposite the state canopy, in the grand saloon
through which we usually passed to the concert room. Indeed, so very great was the crowd of people to see them,
as soon as they came to be talked of, that I was obliged to apply to Van-ta-gin to regulate the number and quality
of the visitors and the hour of admittance.
Their admiration has been also much excited by the presents and specimens of different manufactures which
we have to distribute, and by the various little articles of use and convenience which Europeans are accustomed to
—our dressing-tables, shaving-glasses, and pocket instruments—but we have been sometimes sufferers a little on
these occasions from the eagerness of their curiosity, and from their awkwardness in handling them. The flexible
swold-blades, of Mr. Gill’s manufactory at Birmingham, they were particularly struck with; and Van-ta-gin, to
whom as a military man distinguished by wounds and long service I gave a couple, seemed more pleased with
them than if I had offered him any other present of a hundred times the value. I am persuaded that if we can
introduce them into China as an article of trade there will be a very great demand for them.
I know it is the policy of the East India Company to increase principally the export of the coarser woollens,
and I have little doubt that in a very few years China will call for more of them than we can easily supply; but I
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would recommend also the sending out our very finest cloths (for what we call superfine in the invoices are really
not the very finest), together with assortments of kerseyeres and vigonias. Those we wore ourselves I observed
everybody greatly admired. The Emperor has lately permitted cloth to be worn in his presence in the spring and
autumn—that is to say, from the 1 st of October to the 20th of November, and from the 1 st of February to the 1 st of
April. Light silk is the dress of summer. and satins or damask, lined with fine furs, of the winter.
It being all settled that we should set out early tomorrow for Gehol, the Colao Keen-sa-ta-gin, attended by two
Mandarins of high quality with red buttons on their caps, came late this evening to wish me a good journey, and to
repeat that the Emperor was impatient to see us, having particularly remarked and being much pleased with our
prudence and circumspection in having desired a separate hospital at Cheusan for the sick people of the Lion, and
a boundary-line to be drawn in order to prevent the sailors from straggling.
The Emperor, he said, highly approved of it, and had given orders that Sir Erasmus Gower should do as he
wished, that he might stay there as long as he pleased and go away when he pleased.
From all this it is evident that every circumstance concerning us and every word that falls from our lips is
minutely reported and remembered.
Monday, September 2
At 6 o’clock a.m. we began our journey. Young Staunton and myself travelled in a neat English post-chaise
which I had provided, and which was drawn by four little Tartar horses not eleven hands high, being, I believe, the
first piece of Long Acre manufactory that ever rattled along the road to Gehol. Sir George Staunton, having a
touch of the gout, went in a palanquin; the other gentlemen of my train, as also the servants, musicians, artists,
guards, etc., were accommodated with horses or carriages in such manner as they preferred.
Our whole cavalcade amounted to seventy persons, of which forty composed the guard; the rest, amounting to
twenty-one, remained behind, some being employed in putting together and arranging the presents at Yuen-minyuen, and the others either invalids or attendants necessary to be left behind to take care of the house during our
absence.
To carry the presents and our beds and baggage, I dare say, exclusive of horses and carriages, there were at
least two hundred porters employed who regularly made the same daily journeys that we did. From my hotel,
through the city of Peking, to the gate are four and a half miles, and from thence to our first stage was five miles
to Chingho, a small fort enclosed with a wall, where we breakfasted.
During all this day, the neat husbandry of the country, the industry of the people, the air of business that
appears in their faces, the goodness of the road, and the circumstance of travelling in a post-chaise, almost made
me imagine myself in England, and recalled a thousand pleasing ideas to my remembrance.
Tuesday, September 3
From Nant-chut-see, which we left this morning at 5 a.m., we reached the suburbs of Hoai-zeon-shien, a city
of the third order (eight and a half miles), in less than two hours, and after breakfasting there, we, in two hours
and a half more (twelve miles), came to a palace of the Emperor near Min-yu-shien, a city of the third order also,
where we proposed to sleep.
The road was much the same as yesterday. The mountains were tumbled about very agreeably, and must have a
cheerful appearance when clothed in verdure; at present they are very brown and dusky. Near this place a part of
the Great Wall, stretching over a high, steep hill, was visible on our left for about nine or ten miles distant from
the road.
This evening a Tartar officer of high rank, and commander of the troops of this district, paid us a visit, and
brought us a small present of fruit and sweetmeats. A sensible, gentleman-like man, and sufficiently informed, as
appeared in his conversation, of the pre-eminence of Great Britain in Europe as a civilized, ingenious, and powerful nation. Van-ta-gin, though decorated with the same button and of the same military rank, yet would scarcely
venture to sit down in his presence, so great is the respect affected by the Chinese for the Tartars of the Court.
In the course of these last two days both Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin took their turns to come into the postchaise with me, and were inexpressibly pleased and astonished with its easiness, lightness, and rapidity, the
ingenuity of the springs, and the various contrivances for raising and lowering the glasses, curtains, and jalousies.
It comes out in conversation that the Legate has never dispatched my letter to Sir Erasmus Gower, and this day
he has returned it to me with a trifling excuse for his not sending it. He said it did not appear, from what I had told
him, to be of any importance, and in truth it was of very little.
What can be the meaning of this? Tomorrow he is to leave us in order that he may get to Gehol a day or two
sooner, and have things ready there for our reception.
Thursday, September 5
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From You-chin-sa to Cou-pe-kiou, where we stopped to breakfast, are thirteen miles. After breakfast we set out
from Cou-pe-kiou in order to visit this celebrated wall which we had heard such wonders of, and after passing
through the outermost gate on the Tartar side, we began our peregrination on foot, there being no other method of
approach. In less than half an hour, after travelling over very rough ground, we at last arrived at a breach in the
wall, by which we ascended to the top of it.
If the other parts of the wall be similar to those which I have seen, it is certainly the most stupendous work of
human hands, for I imagine that if the outline of all the masonry of all the forts and fortified places in the whole
world besides were to be calculated, it would fall considerably short of that of the Great Wall of China.
It is still in some places which I saw quite perfect and entire, and looks as if recently built or repaired, but in
general it is in a ruinous condition; and falling fast to decay, very little care being taken to preserve it.
It was not without a little management that we contrived to examine this wall so much at our leisure, for some
of our conductors appeared rather uneasy at the length of our stay upon it. They were astonished at our curiosity,
and almost began to suspect us, I believe, of dangerous designs. Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin, though they had
passed it twenty times before, had never visited it but once, and few of the other attending Mandarins had ever
visited it at all. From Cou-pe-kiou are eleven miles to Liou-king-fong, which ends this day’s journey.
A little incident has happened at this place which strongly marks the jealousy that subsists between the Chinese
and the Tartars.
A Tartar servant of the lowest class attending at the Palace had, it seems, stolen some of the utensils furnished
for our accommodation, and when taxed with the theft by Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin, answered with so much
impertinence that they ordered him to be smartly bambooed on the spot. The moment he was released he broke
out into the most insolent expressions, and insisted that a Chinese Mandarin had no right to bamboo a Tartar
without side\fn{Sight?:H} of the Great Wall. The punishment was, however, repeated in such a manner as not only
to make him restore the stolen goods, but repent of his topographical objection to it. I suspect, however, that there
was some sort of ground for his distinction, but that the commission of our conductors was sufficiently extensive
to overrule it, and supersede it by any local immunities. Van-ta-gin could not help saying to our interpreter on this
occasion:
“A Tartar will always be a Tartar.”
Chou-ta-gin tells me he has every reason to believe that my proposal relative to the ceremonial will be
approved of.
Friday, September 6
Our journey today was very short, it being only thirteen miles from Liou-king-fong to Ching-chang-you, where
we mean to sleep. It was remarkably sharp this morning; the farther we advance among the mountains we find the
weather grow[s] colder.
The country here has a very Alpine appearance, much resembling Savoy and Switzerland.
This evening our interpreter amused us with an extract from one of the Tien-sing gazettes, which seem to be
much on a par with our own newspapers for wit and authenticity. In an account given there of the presents said to
be brought for the Emperor from England the following articles are mentioned: several dwarfs or little men not
twelve inches high, but in form and intellect as perfect as grenadiers; an elephant not larger than a cat, and a horse
the size of a mouse; a singing-bird as big as a hen, that feeds upon charcoal, and devours usually fifty pounds per
day; and, lastly, an enchanted pillow, on which whoever lays his head immediately falls asleep, and if he dreams
of any distant place, such as Canton, Formosa, or Europe, is instantly transported thither without the fatigue of
travelling.
This little anecdote, however ridiculous, I thought would not be fair to leave out of my journal.
Sunday, September 8
This morning we set out from Cola-cho-you, which is twelve miles from Gehol, and we stopped at Quon-urlong, two miles short of Gehol, in order to dress and marshal the procession for my public entry. It was arranged
in the following manner, and made a very splendid show:
One hundred Mandarins on horseback.
Lieutenant-Colonel Benson.
Four light Dragoons.
Lieutenant Parish.
Drum. Fife.
Four Artillerymen.
Four Artillerymen.\fn{Probably meant to be seen as a separate group of four, as also below:H}
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A Corporal of Artillery.
Lieutenant Crewe.
Four Infantry.
Four Infantry.
Four Infantry.
Four Infantry.
A Sergeant of Infantry.
Two Servants, in a rich green-and-gold livery
Two Servants, in a rich green-and-gold livery
Two Servants, in a rich green-and-gold livery
Two Servants, in a rich green-and-gold livery.
Two Couriers, in a rich green-and-gold livery.
Two musicians, in a rich green-and-gold livery.
Two musicians, in a rich green-and-gold livery.
Two gentlemen of the Embassy, in a uniform of scarlet embroidered with gold.
Two gentlemen of the Embassy, in a uniform of scarlet embroidered with gold.
Two gentlemen of the Embassy, in a uniform of scarlet embroidered with gold.
Lord Macartney, in a chariot
Sir George Staunton and son, in a chariot.
A servant in livery behind.\fn{I.e., bringing up the rear of their procession:H}

We were near two hours from Quon-ur-iong to the palace prepared for us at Gehol, which is spacious and convenient. All the luggage, presents, etc., etc., were already arrived before us.\fn{ They were recorded by Æneas Anderson,
Narrative of Embassy to China, as: “two hundred pieces of narrow coarse cloth, chiefly black and blue; two large telescopes; two air-guns;
two fowling-pieces, one inlaid with gold, the other with silver; two pair of richly inlaid saddle pistols; two boxes, each containing seven
pieces of Irish tabinets; two saddles and riding harness, richly ornamented; two large boxes of fine British carpets.” (Tabinet is a watered
fabric composed of silk and wool):W,H}

Our journey upon the whole has been very pleasant and, being divided into seven days, not at all fatiguing. At
the end of every stage we have been lodged and entertained in the wings or houses adjoining to the Emperor’s
palaces. These palaces, which occur at small distances from each other on the road, have been built for his
reception on his annual visit to Tartary. They are all constructed nearly upon the same plan.
The common road from Peking to Gehol is, in general, pretty good for the last two days, but I must observe
that there is another road parallel to it, which is laid off for the sole use of the Sovereign, no other person being
permitted to travel upon it, a circumstance of Imperial appropriation which I do not recollect even in Muscovy or
Austria.
As the Emperor is expected to return to Peking in the latter end of this month, the repair of this road is already
begun, and we calculated that in the hundred and thirty-six miles from Peking to Gehol above twenty-three
thousand troops were employed upon it. Almost close to the road, at various distances, are towers or military
posts, each post having from six to fifteen soldiers attached to it, who all turned out as we passed along, and fired
a salute for us from three small chambers of iron fixed vertically in the ground. while a brass gong rattled upon
the parade and a yellow flag fluttered upon the battlements.
The garrison of Gehol during the Emperor’s residence is about a hundred thousand men.
Soon after we arrived at this place the Legate came and gave me back my paper about the ceremonial, and said
that if I delivered it myself to the Minister I should receive the answer.
Our interpreter also came, and told me from Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin that the Emperor had seen my entry
and procession from one of the heights of this park, and was much pleased with them, and that he immediately
ordered the first Minister and another Colao to wait upon me.
In the meantime Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin themselves arrived, and told me that as there would not be
sufficient room in my apartment for all the first Minister’s suite, he, the first Minister, hoped I would excuse him
from coming to me in person, and that it would be the same thing if I would be so good as to come to him; they
added that the first Minister had received a hurt in his knee, which rendered it inconvenient and painful to him to
move much about.
It being very hot weather, and the servants being very much hurried and fatigued with the operations of the
day, and our baggage, etc., not being yet unpacked or put into order, I excused myself with a civil compliment, but
told them that if there was any business necessary to mention immediately, Sir George Staunton should attend the
first Minister in the evening.
They then informed me that the Tartar Legate had been censured by the Emperor for some misrepresentation
with regard to the Embassy, and had been already punished by a degradation of three ranks. The Emperor, having
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heard that I had his picture in my cabin on board the Lion, asked the Legate whether it was like him, upon which
it came out that the Legate had never been near the Lion, which he had been ordered to visit. It was said that he
was afraid of the water, and therefore would not venture, not suspecting that his omis-sion would be discovered.
Soon after several Mandarins of high rank came to visit me, some of them wearing yellow vests, which are
marks of particular favour from the Emperor.
The Minister having signified a desire this afternoon of seeing Sir George Staunton, he immediately went with
his son and our interpreter to the Minister’s house, which is about a mile from my hotel, having passed through a
great part of the town of Gehol in his way to it. There he found the Legate at the door, who conducted him to an
apartment, where the Minister was sitting, attended by our other Colaos, all having red buttons on their caps, and
two of them dressed in yellow vests.
On Sir George Staunton’s return I found that the Minister’s objects were to know the contents of the King’s
letter to the Emperor (of which a copy was accordingly promised to be given by him), and to contrive means of
avoiding, if possible, the compliment to His Majesty, in return for my compliance with the Chinese ceremony, as
proposed in my paper, which it was apparent the Minister had seen before the Legate had given it back to me. Sir
George now delivered it to the Minister officially from me.
Monday, September 9
The Legate, Van-ta-gin, and Chou-ta-gin came this morning to urge me to give up the reciprocal compliment I
demanded, but I dwelt upon the propriety of something to distinguish between the homage of tributary Princes
and the ceremony used on the part of a great independent Sovereign. I understand privately that the Emperor is
not acquainted with the difficulties that have arisen on the subject, but that when he is the matter will probably be
adjusted as I wish.
Tuesday, September 10
This day the Legate, Van-ta-gin, and Chou-ta-gin renewed the conversation of yesterday relative to the
ceremony, in the course of which I told them it was not natural to expect that an Ambassador should pay greater
homage to a foreign Prince than to his own Sovereign; unless a return were made to him that might warrant him to
do more. Upon which they asked me what was the ceremony of presentation to the King of England. I told them it
was performed by kneeling upon one knee and kissing His Majesty’s hand.
“Why, then,” cried they; “cannot you do so to the Emperor?”
“Most readily,” said I; “the same ceremony I perform to my own King I am willing to go through for your
Emperor, and I think it a greater compliment than any other I can pay him.”
I showed them the manner of it, and they retired seemingly well satisfied. In the afternoon Cbou-ta-gin came to
me alone, and said that he had seen the Minister, and had a long conference with him upon this business, the result
of which was that either the English mode of presentation (which I had shown them in the morning) or the picture
ceremony should be adopted, but he had not yet decided which.
I said nothing.
Soon after the Legate arrived, and declared that it was finally determined to adopt the English ceremony, only
that, as it was not the custom in China to kiss the Emperor’s hand, he proposed I should kneel upon both knees
instead of it. I told him I had already given my answer, which was to kneel upon one knee only on those occasions
when it was usual for the Chinese to prostrate themselves.
“Well, then,” said they, “the ceremony of kissing the Emperor’s hand must be omitted.” To this I assented,
saying,
“As you please, but remember it is your doing, and, according to your proposal, it is but half the ceremony, and
you see I am willing to perform the whole one.”
And thus ended this anxious negotiation, which has given me a tolerable insight into the character of this
Court, and that political address upon which they so much value themselves.
Wednesday, September 11
At half-past 9 a.m. the Legate, Van-ta-gin, and Chou-ta-gin came to my house to attend me to the Minister or
chief Colao. His palace is very spacious, and consists of several courts, through which we passed before we arrived at his apartment, which is small and has nothing magnificent in furniture or appearance. He received us with
great affability, and seemed, as Sir George Staunton told me, quite a different sort of person from what he
appeared a few days go.
He is a handsome, fair man about forty to forty-five years old, quick and fluent. On his right hand was the Fouli-ou, a handsome, fair man also, of about thirty years old, and on his left two old Chinese Colaos, one the
President of the Court of Rites and the other the President of the Tribunal of Finance, and at the end of all was
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another great man in a yellow vest, but who did not seem of equal authority with the others.
I began by saying that, being now recovered from the fatigue of my journey, I was happy to have an early
opportunity of waiting upon him and expressing my wishes to present the King’s letter to the Emperor as soon as
possible, every difficulty being now obviated.
I said that in the meantime I had made many inquiries about the Emperor’s health, and was rejoiced to hear
that it was so good as to promise long life to him, and consequently much happiness to his subjects, and that it
would give sincere pleasure to the greatest Sovereign in the West to hear such good news from the greatest
Sovereign of the East.
The Minister made some compliments in return, and said that, on account of the very great distance from
which the Embassy had been sent, and of the value of the presents, some of the Chinese customs (which had
hitherto been invariably observed) would now be relaxed, and that I might perform the ceremony after the manner
of my own country, and deliver the King’s letter into the Emperor’s own hands.
So now these preliminary difficulties are over, and Saturday next, being a grand festival at Court, is fixed for
the day of my introduction.
In the course of this conversation, which lasted a considerable time, he asked me several questions relative to
our voyage—where we had stopped on the way, and for what purposes. Having mentioned our putting in at Turon
Bay, in Co-chin China, for water, he observed to me that that country was a tributary and dependance of China.
He inquired how far England was from Russia, and whether they were good friends together, and whether Italy
and Portugal were not near England and tributary to it.
I explained to him the distance between England and Russia in Chinese measure, and repeated that we were at
present at peace with all the world, and with the Empress of Russia as well as with others, but that there did not
seem to be the same cordiality at present as formerly, on account of the King of England (who is a lover of peace
and justice, and a friend of the distressed) having once interfered to repress a spirit of encroachment shown in
some of her measures with regard to Turkey.
As to Italy and Portugal, they were not tributaries of England, but, from the same motives of general justice
and equity before mentioned, the King of England had often afforded them protection and shown them marks of
his friendship.
When I arose to go away the Minister took me by the hand, and said he should be happy to cultivate my
acquaintance, and hoped to have frequent opportunities of seeing me familiarly at Yuen-min-yuen, as the bustle
and hurry of business and the festivals of the Emperor’s Anniversary must necessarily engage the greater part of
his time whilst the Court remained at Gehol.
In the afternoon our friends Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin visited us, and repeated a great many flattering things
which they assured us the Minister had said of us, and that he had made so favourable a report to the Emperor that
he was quite impatient for Saturday.
Then the Tartar arrived, and brought us a present of fruit and sweetmeats from the Minister, with a compliment
similar to that brought by Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin.
We employed the rest of the day in getting the presents put in order.
Thursday, September 12
And this day they were sent to the Palace to be viewed. Soon after the Legate came to visit me, and brought
another present of fruit and sweetments, but seemed much out of sorts.
Friday, September 13
Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin called on us to say the presents were much approved of but that it was wished that
somebody might be sent to show them how the telescopes were to be put up and used; upon which Dr. Gillan and
our interpreter went and taught the eunuchs how to join them together, to adjust the day and night glasses, and to
manage the rack-work.
Notwithstanding their complete ignorance, these gentry pretended to understand, at half a word, all the machinery of these instruments, but Dr. Gillan did not leave them till he thought he made them really masters of it.
Tomorrow being the grand festival at Court, and the day appointed for our first presentation, we are busily
employed in getting ready for the occasion.
Saturday, September 14
This morning at 4 o’clock a.m. we set out for the Court under the convoy of Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin, and
reached it in little more than an hour, the distance being about three miles from our hotel. I proceeded in great
state with all my train of music, guards, palanquins, and officers and gentlemen of the Embassy on horseback.
Over a rich embroidered velvet I wore the mantle of the Order of the Bath, with the collar and diamond badge
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and a diamond star.
Sir George Staunton was dressed in a rich embroidered velvet also, and, being a Doctor of Laws in the
University of Oxford, wore the habit of his degree, which is of scarlet silk, full and flowing. I mention these little
particulars to show the attention I always paid, where a proper opportunity offered, to Oriental customs and ideas.
We alighted at the park gate, from whence we walked to the Imperial encampment, and were conducted to a
large, handsome tent prepared for us on one side of the Emperor’s. After waiting there about an hour his approach
was announced with drums and music, on which we quitted our tent and came forward upon the green carpet.
He was seated in an open palanquin, carried by sixteen bearers, attended by a number of officers bearing flags,
standards, and umbrellas, and as he passed we paid him our compliment by kneeling on one knee, whilst all the
Chinese made their usual prostrations.
As soon as he had ascended his throne I came to the entrance of the tent, and, holding in both my hands a large
gold box enriched with diamonds in which was enclosed the King’s letter, I walked deliberately up, and ascending
the side-steps of the throne, delivered it into the Emperor’s own hands, who, having received it, passed it to the
Minister, by whom it was placed on the cushion.
He then gave me as the first present from him to His Majesty the Ju-eu-jou or Giou-giou, as the symbol of
peace and prosperity, and expressed his hopes that my Sovereign and he should always live in good corresponddence and amity. It is a whitish, agate-looking stone about a foot and a half long, curiously carved, and highly
prized by the Chinese, but to me it does not appear in itself to be of any great value.
The Emperor then presented me with a Ju-eu-jou of a greenish-coloured stone of the same emblematic
character; at the same time he very graciously received from me a pair of beautiful enamelled watches set with
diamonds, which I had prepared in consequence of the information given me, and which, having looked at, he
passed to the Minister.
Sir George Staunton, whom, as he had been appointed Minister Plenipotentiary to act in case of my death or
departure, I introduced to him as such, now came forward, and after kneeling upon one knee in the same manner
which I had done, presented to him two elegant air-guns, and received from him a Ju-eu-jou of a greenish stone
nearly similar to mine.
Other presents were sent at the same time to all the gentlemen of my train.
We then descended from the steps of the throne, and sat down upon cushions at one of the tables on the
Emperor’s left hand; and at other tables, according to their different ranks, the chief Tartar Princes and the
Mandarins of the Court at the same time took their places, all dressed in the proper robes of their respective ranks.
These tables were then uncovered and exhibited a most sumptuous banquet.
The Emperor sent us several dishes from his own table, together with some liquors, which the Chinese call
wine, not, however, expressed from the grape, but distilled or extracted from rice, herbs, and honey.
In about half an hour he sent for Sir George Staunton and me to come to him, and gave to each of us, with his
own hands, a cup of warm wine, which we immediately drank in his presence, and found it very pleasant and
comfortable, the morning being cold and raw.
Amongst other things, he asked me the age of my King,\fn{ George III (1738-1820)} and being informed of it, said
he hoped he might live as many years as himself, which are eighty-three. His manner is dignified, but affable and
condescending, and his reception of us has been very gracious and satisfactory. He is a very fine old gentleman,
still healthy and vigorous, not having the appearance of a man of more than sixty.
The order and regularity in serving and removing the dinner was wonderfully exact, and every function of the
ceremony performed with such silence and solemnity as in some measure to resemble the celebration of a religious mystery. The Emperor’s tent or pavilion, which is circular, I should calculate to be about twenty-four or
twenty-six yards in diameter, and is supported by a number of pillars, either gilded, painted, or varnished,
according to their distance or position.
The material and distribution of the furniture within at once displayed grandeur and elegance. The tapestry, the
curtains, the carpets, the lanterns, the fringes, and the tassels were disposed with such harmony, the colours so
artfully varied, and the light and shade so judiciously managed, that the whole assemblage filled the eye with delight, and diffused over the mind a pleasing serenity and repose undisturbed by glitter or affected embellishments.
The commanding feature of the ceremony was that calm dignity, that sober pomp of Asiatic greatness, which
European refinements have not yet attained.
I forgot to mention that there were present on this occasion three ambassadors from Tatze or Pigu and six
Mahommedan ambassadors from the Calmucks of the south-west, but their appearance was not very splendid.
Neither must I omit that, during the ceremony, which lasted five hours, various entertainments of wrestling, tum34

bling, and wire-dancing, together with dramatic representations, were exhibited to the tent, but at a considerable
distance from it.
Thus have I seen “King Solomon in all his glory.” I use this expression, as the scene recalled perfectly to my
memory a puppet show of that name which I recollect to have seen in my childhood, and which made so strong an
impression on my mind that I then thought it a true representation of the highest pitch of human greatness and
felicity.
Sunday, September 15
The Emperor, having been informed that, in the course of our travels in China, we had shown a strong desire of
seeing everything curious and interesting, was pleased to give directions to the first Minister to show us his park
or garden at Gehol. It is called in Chinese Van-shou-yuen, which signifies the paradise of innumerable trees.
In order to have this gratification (which is considered as an instance of uncommon favour) we rose this
morning at three o’clock, and went to the Palace, where we waited, mixed with all the great officers of state, for
three hours (such is the etiquette of the place) till the Emperor’s appearance. At last he came forth borne, in the
usual manner, by sixteen persons, on a high open palanquin, attended by guards, music, standards, and umbrellas
without number, and observing us as we stood in the front line, graciously beckoned us to approach, having
ordered his people to stop.
He entered into conversation with us, and, with great affability of manner, told us that he was on his way to the
pagoda, where he usually paid his morning devotions; that, as we professed a different religion from his, he would
not ask us to accompany him, but that he had ordered his first Minister and chief Colaos to conduct us through his
gardens, and to show us whatever we were desirous of seeing there.
Having expressed my sense of this mark of his condescension in the proper manner, and my increasing
admiration of everything I had yet observed at Gehol, I retired; and whilst he proceeded to his adorations at the
pagoda, I accompanied the Minister and other great Colaos of the Court to a pavilion prepared for us, from
whence, after a short collation, we set out on horseback to view this wonderful garden.
We rode about three miles through a very beautiful park, kept in the highest order, and much resembling the
approach to Luton in Bedfordshire; the grounds gently undulated and chequered with various groups of wellcontrasted trees in the offship.
As we moved onward an extensive lake appeared before us; the extremities of which seemed to lose themselves in distance and obscurity. Here was a large, magnificent yacht ready to receive us, and a number of smaller
ones for the attendants, elegantly fitted up and adorned with numberless vases, pendants, and streamers.
Where any things particularly interesting were to be seen we disembarked, from time to time, to visit them,
and I daresay that in the course of our voyage we stopped at forty or fifty different palaces or pavilions.
These are all furnished in the richest manner, with pictures of the Emperor’s huntings and progresses; with
stupendous vases of jasper and agate; with the finest porcelain and japan, and with every kind of European toys
and sing-songs; with spheres, orreries, clocks, and musical automatons of such exquisite workmanship, and in
such profusion, that our presents must shrink from the comparison and hide their diminished heads.
And yet I am told that the fine things we have seen are far exceeded by others of the same kind in the
apartments of the ladies and in the European repository at Yuen-min-yuen.
In every one of these pavilions was a throne, or Imperial state, and a Ju-eu-jou, or symbol of peace and
prosperity placed at one side of it, resembling that which the Emperor delivered to me yesterday for the King.
It would be an endless task were I to attempt to give a detail of all the wonders of this charming place. There is
no beauty of distribution and contrast, no feature of amenity, no reach of fancy which embellishes our pleasure
grounds in England, that is not to be found here.
At our taking leave of the Minister he told us that we had only seen the eastern side of the gardens, but that the
western side, which was the larger part, still remained for him to show us, and that he should have that pleasure
another day.
Of the great men who accompanied us on this tour the principal were, 1 st, The Minister, or great Colao; 2nd, The
Fou-liou, or Second Minister; 3rd, His brother, formerly Viceroy of Canton, but lately named Viceroy of Sechuen;
and 4th, Sun-ta-gin, a young man of high quality—all Tartars, and, if I may use the expression, Knights of the
Yellow Vest.
Sun-ta-gin had, not long since, been employed upon the frontiers of Russia, to accommodate the disputes with
that nation; and knowing that I had been formerly the King’s Minister at St. Petersburg, he talked to me a good
deal about his own mission. He said that he had negotiated at Kiachta with a great Russian General, who wore a
red ribbon and a star like mine, and they very soon understood each other and concluded their business. He was
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particularly pointed in his civilities to us, seemed very intelligent, and asked many proper questions relative to the
riches and power of Russia. It would seem as if he was selected on purpose to try the extent of my knowledge, or
of my sincerity, by comparing my answers with his own notions upon the subject.
During the whole course of the day the First Minister, or Colao, paid us very great attention, and displayed all
the good breeding and politeness of an experienced courtier, though I am afraid I can already perceive that his
heart is not with us, for, on my mentioning to him this morning, as we rode along, that the creation of such a
paradise as Gehol in so wild a spot was a work worthy of the genius of the great Cam-shi, he seemed to be quite
astonished how I came to know that it was undertaken by Cam-shi, and asked me who told me so.
I said that, as the English were a wise and learned nation, and acquainted with the history of all countries, it
was not to be wondered at that they should be particularly well informed of the history of the Chinese, whose
fame extended to the most distant parts of the world. Notwithstanding this compliment was a natural and a
flattering one, he did not seem to me to feel it so; and I suspect that at the bottom he rather wonders at our
curiosity than esteems us for our knowledge. Possibly he may consider it as impertinent towards them and useless
to ourselves.
The Fou-liou or Second Minister’s deportment towards us was very gracious. Not so that of his brother, which
was formal and repulsive. I mentioned above that he had been Viceroy of Canton, and it would appear that he has
not been an inattentive observer of European manners and character.
I could not avoid remarking it this morning, for, happening to be next to me at the moment, I approached the
Emperor, and perhaps not thinking me quick enough in my motions, he pulled me by the sleeve, and at the same
time, though with an air of complaisance and respect, touched my hat with his hand to indicate his wishes that I
should take it off on the occasion—a thing that could scarcely have occurred to any of his brother courtiers, as the
salutation of the hat is entirely a European custom, and only used by Europeans, the Asiatics never uncovering
their heads, even in the presence of their most elevated superior.
Well aware of his connections and consequence, I was desirous of conciliating him to our interests, and endeavoured to soothe his vanity on the points where he was thought most accessible. I told him that I had often heard
of his reputation as a warrior, and therefore I hoped that the exercise of my guard and their military evolutions,
with the latest European improvements, might afford him some pleasure and entertainment. But he declined the
proposal with great coldness and a mixture of unreasonable vanity, saying that nothing of that kind could be a
novelty to hin, though I have my doubts whether he ever saw a firelock in his life; at least, I am sure I have never
yet seen anything above a matchlock among all the troops in China.
But another incident in the course of our tour more strongly marked his indisposition towards us.
The Minister having informed me that an account was just received of the arrival of the Lion and the
Hindostan at Cheusan, I seized the opportunity of requesting that Captain Mackintosh (in whose ship the greater
part of the presents for the Emperor had been brought), having paid his obeisance to the Emperor, might be
permitted to proceed, and join his ship at the port where she now lay, but Fou-chang-tong interposed, and said that
it was improper, and against the laws of China, for strangers to be permitted to travel about in such a manner
through the provinces of the Empire. Nor could any reasoning of mine, though conveyed to him in the gentlest
and most flattering terms, induce him to relax his opinion, or draw even a smile from him for the rest of the day.
Whether whilst at Canton he may have met with some unintentional slight, or whether—which is more
probable—he may have remarked (for he is certainly a man of capacity) and felt, with regret and indignation, that
superiority which, wherever Englishmen go, they cannot conceal from the most indifferent observer, I know not.
Finding this moment so unfavourable, I declined pressing the matter further, but requested the Minister to allow
me a short conference with him, either the next day or the day following. I found, however, that, though infinitely
gracious and civil in his manner and expression, I could gain no ground upon him.
He excused himself on account of the approaching ceremony of the birthday, and the load of business on his
hands requiring dispatch before the departure of the Court from Gehol, and repeated to me, as he had done in his
first conference, that he hoped to have frequent opportunities of seeing me at Yuen-min-yuen and cultivating my
friendship there.
I therefore take it for granted it has been a settled point from the beginning to do no business with me at Gehol.
I, however, before we parted, persuaded him to consent to receive a short note, which I said I should take the
liberty of sending him in a day or two. This is now my only resource, and I must, therefore, set about it without
further delay.
Monday, September 16
Having now twice paid our obeisance to the Emperor, we conceived, from what had been told us before we left
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Peking, that we might go freely about and walk abroad without constraint and impediment. To avoid anything,
however, that might commit my character, I continued within doors; Sir George Staunton and some other
gentlemen made a little excursion into the country today; but they were followed the whole way by a number of
Mandarins and soldiers, who, though they never attempted to direct their motions, still attended them at no great
distance.
Thus I see that the same strange jealousy prevails towards us which the Chinese Government has always
shown to other foreigners, although we have taken such pains to disarm it, and to conciliate their friendship and
confidence.
Perhaps our conductors are apprehensive that, from the novelty of our appearance and the singularity of our
dress, we may be subjected to rude curiosity, and that some disturbance might arise for which they must be
responsible, it being, as I am informed, a maxim of the Chinese Government never to excuse an officer for any
accident that may happen in his department.
This morning Cho-chan-tong, the First Mjnister, sent for Dr. Gillan, and without hesitation explained to him all
his ailments—his rupture, his rheumatism, etc., etc.—and desired the doctor’s opinion of his case. The doctor is
now preparing it, and has promised me a copy.
I received a visit this afternoon from a genteel young Tartar, decorated with a smooth red button and a
peacock’s feather of two eyes. His Manchoo name is Poo-ta-vang, his Chinese one Mou-liou. He affects to be
well informed of the geography and history of his country.
He told me that the present Emperor is descended from Co-be-li, or, as we call him, Kubla-Khan, a son of
Gengis Khan, who, in the thirteenth century conquered China; and whose family (called the dynasty of Yen-tchao)
held it under the Mongul yoke for near one hundred years, till dethroned by the dynasty of Ming. The Monguls,
who then fled in the country of the Mantchoo, intermarried and mixed with them, and from one of these alliances
sprung the Bogdoi Khans,\fn{A note reads: Lord Macartney remarks in a note: “N.B.—I do not find, upon enquiry from others, that
this genealogy is quite unequivocal.”} who invaded China in 1640, and have reigned over it ever since.
Poo-ta-vang says that all the Tartar Princes who dined with us in the Emperor’s tent are persons of great conesquence, have numerous clans dependent upon them, and can bring large bodies of troops into the field. They are
often called upon in time of war, and have their respective stations, rank, and duty assigned to them under the
grand banners of Tartary. Their lands, or fiefs, were formerly hereditary by primogeniture, and are properly so
still; but it is now necessary for the eldest son, on the death of his father, to receive a sort of investiture from the
Emperor, who, if no objection arises, never refuses it.
They seem like the honours of the Casas Titulares in Portugal. These Tartar Princes usually marry the
daughters and nieces of the Imperial family, and hold a certain rank at Court in consequence of the alliance. They
are obliged to come every year to attend the Emperor’s birthday, and then return home, being seldom detained, or
employed in China in offices that require much literature, as their education is usually directed to military
pursuits.
Their weapons are chiefly the scimitar and the bow and arrow, in the exercise of which they are remarkably
expert. They seemed a good deal surprised when I once told them, in answer to their enquiries, that we had left off
the use of the bow in Europe, and fought chiefly with firearms in its place.
The bow is the Emperor’s favourite instrument of war; and I observe that he is always represented in the
pictures as shooting at stags, wolves, and tigers with arrows, and never with a musket.
Poo-ta-vang says that Moukden, or Chin-yan-tsin, as the Chinese call it, the Emperor’s Tartar capital, which is
about two hundred miles off, is larger than Peking, and that the Emperor has immense treasures there. Scarcely
any Chinese have ever been at Moukden, or, indeed, many miles beyond Gehol.
Tuesday, September 17
This day being the Emperor’s birthday, we set out for the Court at 3 o’clock a.m., conducted by Van-ta-gin,
Chou-ta-gin, and our usual attendants. We reposed ourselves for above two hours in a large saloon at the entrance
of the palace enclosure, where fruit, tea, warm milk, and other refreshments were brought to us. At last notice was
given that the festival was going to begin, and we immediately descended the stairs into the garden, where we
found all the great men and Mandarins in their robes of state, drawn up before the Imperial pavilion.
The Emperor did not show himself, but remained behind a screen, from whence, I presume, he could see and
enjoy the ceremonies without inconvenience or interruption. All eyes were turned towards the place where His
Majesty was imagined to be enthroned, and seemed to express an impatience to begin the devotions of the day.
Slow, solemn music, muffled drums, and deep-toned bells were heard at a distance. On a sudden the sound
ceased, and all was still; again it was renewed, and then intermitted with short pauses, during which several
37

persons passed backwards and forwards, in the proscenium or foreground of the tent, as if engaged in preparing
some grand coup de théâtre.
At length the great band struck up with all their powers of harmony, and instantly the whole Court fell flat
upon their faces before this invisible Nebuchadnezzar.
“He in his cloudy tabernacle sojourned the while.”
The music was a sort of birthday ode or State anthem, the burden of which was “ Bow down your heads, all ye
dwellers upon earth; bow down your heads before the great Kien-long, the great Kien-long.” And then all the
dwellers upon China earth there present, except ourselves, bowed down their heads, and prostrated themselves
upon the ground at every renewal of the chorus.
Indeed, in no religion, ancient or modern, has the Divinity ever been addressed, I believe, with stronger
exterior marks of worship and adoration than were this morning paid to the phantom of his Chinese Majesty.
Such is the mode of celebrating the Emperor’s anniversary, according to the Court ritual. We, saw nothing of
him the whole day, nor did any of his Ministers, I imagine, approach him, for they all seemed to retire at the same
moment as we did.
Of them, the first, or great Colao, Cho-chan-tong, the Fou-liou, the Fou-hou’s brother Fou-chan-tong, and Sunta-gin, with other great men who attended us two days since in our visit to the eastern garden, now proposed to
accompany us to the western garden, which forms a strong contrast with the other, and exhibits all the subtler
beauties of Nature in as high a degree as the part which we saw before possesses the attraction of softness and
amenity.
In the course of this day’s tour, as in the former one, we were entertained with a collection of petits pâtés, salt
relishes, and other savoury dishes, with fruit and sweet-meats, milk and ice-water, and as soon as we rose from
table a number of yellow boxes or drawers were carried in procession before us, containing several pieces of silk
and porcelain, which we were told were presents to us from the Emperor, and we consequently made our bows as
they passed.
We were also amused with a Chinese puppet-show, which differs but little from an English one. There are a
distressed Princess confined in a castle, and a knight-errant, who, after fighting lions and dragons, sets her at
liberty and marries her, wedding-feasts, jousts, and tournament.
Besides these there is a comic drama, in which Punch and his wife, Bandimeer and Scaramouch, perform
capital parts.
This puppet-show, we were told, properly belongs to the ladies’ apartments, but was sent out, as a particular
compliment, to entertain us. One of the performances was exhibited with great applause from our conductors, and
I understand it is a favourite piece at Court.
I could not help admiring the address with which the Minister parried all my attempts to speak to him on business this day, and how artfully he evaded every opportunity that offered for any particular conversation with me;
endeavouring to engage our attention solely to the objects around us, directing our eyes to the prospect, and
explaining the various beauties of the park and buildings.
I, nevertheless, found an occasion to remind him of his promise to peruse the note, which I meant to send him,
and told him that it would be ready tomorrow. It was now near 3 o’clock, when, he said, he must take his leave of
us, at the same time expressing his concern that affairs of consequence required his attendance; but he added that
he left us under the care of the Colao Sun-ta-gin, who would accompany us to the grand pagoda at Pou-ta-la, and
the others in its neighbourhood.
The Fou-liou and his brother went away with the first Minister.
Pou-ta-la is an immense edifice, and, with the offices belonging to it, covers a vast deal of ground. In the
chapel we found all the monks or lamas busily engaged in their devotions, dressed in yellow vestments, with
books in their hands, and chanting their liturgy in a kind of recitative, not unlike our cathedral service, and not
disagreeable to the ear.
The paraphernalia of religion displayed here—the altars, images, tabernacles, censers, lamps, candles, and
candlesticks—with the sanctimonious deportment of the priests, and the solemnity used in the celebration of their
mysteries, have no small resemblance to the holy mummeries of the Romish Church as practised in those
countries where it is rich and powerful.
In the middle of the chapel is a small space railed off and elevated by three steps above the floor, which
presents three altars richly adorned, and three colossal statues, one of Fo, one of Fo’s wife, and the other of some
great Tartar divinity, whose name I forget, all of solid gold. Behind these altars is the sanctum sanctorum, which is
dimly lighted by an expiring lamp, seemingly placed there for the purpose of inspiring religious horror or exciting
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pious curiosity.
As we approached it, the curtain, which had just before been drawn a little aside, was suddenly closed, as if on
a sudden alarm, and shut out the shrine from our profane eyes.
This pagoda is dedicated to Pou-ta-la, one of the transmigrations of Fo; for Fo, like Brahma, the supreme
divinity of the Hindoos, has condescended, from time to time, to leave the heavenly mansions, and to become
incarnate among men and beasts in this earthly world below. Hence he is represented in his temple as riding upon
dragons, rhinoceroses, elephants, mules, and asses, dogs, rats, cats, crocodiles, and other amiable creatures, whose
figures he fancied and assumed, according to the lama mythology, for the edification and instruction of Tartars.
There are, in some of these pagodas, a thousand of these monstrous statues, all most horribly ugly, and so illrepresented, and so unlike anything in heaven or earth, or in the water underneath the earth, that one would think
they might be safely worshipped even by the Jews without incurring the guilt of idolatry.
There are also niches filled with the images of saints and bonzes without number, fully sufficient to match the
longest catalogue of the Romish calendar.
The Emperor, it is affirmed, thinks that he is not only descended in the right line from Fo himself, but,
considering the great length and unparalleled prosperity of his reign,\fn{ Qianlong (1711-1799) reigned 1735-1796, when
he abdicated in favor of his son, as a filial act in order not to reign longer than his grandfather, Emperor Kangxi, though retaining supreme
power in the State until his death:W,H} entertains of late a strong notion that the soul of Fo is actually transmigrated into

his Imperial body.
Nihil est quod credere de se nonpossit, etc., etc.,\fn{“There is nothing which he is not able to believe of himself.” } so that
the unbounded munificence he has displayed in the erection of these pagodas may be looked on as not quite
disinterested; for, according to this hypothesis, there has been nothing spent out of the family.
Wednesday, September 18
We went this morning to Court, in consequence of an invitation from the Emperor, to see the Chinese comedy
and other diversions given on the occasion of his birthday. The comedy began at 8 o’clock a.m. and lasted till
noon. The Emperor was seated on a throne beside the stage, which projects a good deal into the pit; the boxes are
on each side, without seats or divisions. The women are placed above, behind the lattices, so that they can enjoy
the amusements of the theatre without being observed.
Soon after we came in the Emperor sent for me and Sir George Staunton to attend him, and told us, with great
condescension of manner that we should not be surprised to see a man of his age at the theatre, for that he seldom
came thither, except upon a very particular occasion like the present; for that, considering the extent of his
dominions and the number of his subjects, he could spare but little time for such amusements.
I endeavoured in the turn of my answer to lead him towards the subject of my Embassy, but he seemed not disposed to enter into it farther than by delivering me a little box of old japan, in the bottom of which were some
pieces of agate and other stones much valued by the Chinese and Tartars, and at the top a small book, written and
painted by his own hand, which he desired me to present to the King, my master, as a token of his friendship,
saying that the old box had been eight hundred years in his family.\fn{ Æneas quotes the Emperor in his book as saying:
“Deliver this casket to the King, your master, with your own hand, and tell him, though the present may appear to be small, it is, in my
estimataion, the most vauable that I can give, or my Empire can furnish. It has been transmitted to me through a long line of my
predecessors, and is the last token of affection I had reserved to bequeath to my son and successor as a tablet of the virtues of his ancestors,
which he has only to peruse, as I should hope, to inspire him with the noble resolution to follow such bright examples; and, as they had
done, to make it the grand object of his life to exalt the honour of the Imperial throne, and advance the happiness and prosperity of his people.”} He at the same time gave me a book for myself, also written and painted by him, together with several pur-

ses for areca-nut. He likewise gave a purse of the same sort to Sir George Staunton, and sent some small presents
to the other gentlemen of the Embassy. After this several pieces of silk and porcelain, but seemingly of no great
value, were distributed among the Tartar Princes and chief courtiers, who appeared to receive them with every
possible demonstration of humility and gratitude.
The theatrical entertainments consisted of great variety, both tragical and comical; several distinct pieces were
acted in succession, though without any apparent connection with one another. Some of them were historical, and
others of pure fancy, partly in recitative, partly in singing, and partly in plain speaking, without any
accompaniment of instrumental music, but abounding in love-scenes, battles, murders, and all the usual incidents
of the drama.
Last of all was the grand pantomime, which, from the approbation it met with, is, I presume, considered as a
first-rate piece of invention and ingenuity. It seemed to me, as far as I could comprehend it, to represent the
marriage of the Ocean and the Earth. The latter exhibited her riches and productions—dragons, elephants, tigers,
eagles, and ostriches, oaks, pines, and other different trees. The Ocean was not behindhand, but poured forth on
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the stage the wealth of his dominions, under the figures of whales, dolphins, porpoises, leviathans, and other seamonsters; besides ships, rocks, shells, and corals—all performed by concealed actors, who were quite perfect in
their parts, and performed their characters to admiration.
These two marine and land regiments, after separately parading in a circular procession for a considerable
time, at last joined together, and, forming one body, came to the front of the stage, when, after a few evolutions,
they opened to the right and left to give room for the whale, who seemed to be the commanding officer, to waddle
forward, and who, taking his station exactly opposite to the Emperor’s box; spouted out of his mouth into the pit
several tons of water, which quickly disappeared through the perforations of the floor. This ejaculation was
received with the highest applause, and two or three of the great men at my elbow desired me to take particular
notice of it, repeating at the same time Hoha, hung, hoha! (“Charming, delightful!”)
As the entertainment lasted some hours, and there was an uninterrupted communjcation between the Court
boxes, where we were and the others, several of the principal Mandarins took the opportunity of entering into frequent conversation with us, and from what passed I have certainly derived much matter for observation and
refiection.
It did not escape me that most of the Mandarins were Tartars, scarcely any real Chinese coming near us, but
among those that addressed us most familiarly I remarked two, who appeared to have a more confident and
disengaged manner than the rest, and who asked us whether we could speak Persian or Arabic.
It seems they are Mussulmen, and chiefs of those hordes of Calmucks who, not long since, on occasion of
some discontent or misunderstanding with Russia, migrated in great numbers from the coasts of the Caspian Sea
to the frontiers of China, and put themselves under the Emperor’s protection. He gave them a very favourable
reception, and has decorated these two leaders, or mirzas, with transparent blue buttons and peacock’s feathers to
their caps as an earnest of his accepting their submission and allegiance.
A little before 1 o’clock p.m. we retired, and at 4 returned to Court, to see the evening’s entertainments, which
were exhibited on the lawn in front of the great tent or pavilion where we had been first presented to the Emperor.
He arrived very soon after us, mounted his throne, and gave the signal to begin.
There were wrestling, dancing, tumbling, and posture-making, which appeared to us particularly awkward and
clumsy from the performers being mostly dressed according to the Chinese costume; one inseparable part of
which is a pair of heavy quilted boots, with the soles of an inch thick. The wrestlers, however, seemed to be pretty
expert, and afforded much diversion to such as are admirers of the palæstra.
There were many other things of the same kind, but I saw none at all comparable to the tumbling, ropedancing; wire-walking, and straw-balancing of Sadler’s Wells; neither did I observe any feats of equitation in the
style of Hughes’s and Astley’s amphitheatres, although I had been always told that the Tartars were remarkably
skilful in the instruction and discipline of their horses.
Last of all were the fireworks, which in some particulars exceeded anything of the kind I had ever seen. In
grandeur, magnificence, and variety they were, I own, inferior to those of Batavia, but infinitely superior in point
of novelty; neatness, and ingenuity of contrivance. The whole concluded, as at Batavia, with a volcano or general
explosion and discharge of suns and stars, squibs, bouncers, crackers, rockets, and grenadoes, which involved the
gardens for an hour after in a cloud of intolerable smoke.
Whilst these entertainments were going forward, the Emperor sent to us a variety of refreshments, all which, as
coming from him, the etiquette of the Court required us to partake of, although we had dined but a short time
before.
However meanly we must think of the taste and delicacy of the Court of China, whose most refined amusements seem to be chiefly such as I have now described, together with the wretched dramas of the morning, yet it
must be confessed there was something grand and imposing in the general effect that resulted from the whole
spectacle, the Emperor himself being seated in front upon his throne, and all his great men and officers attending
in their robes of ceremony, and stationed on each side of him, some standing, some sitting, some kneeling, and the
guards and standard-bearers behind them in incalculable numbers. A dead silence was rigidly observed, not a
syllable ejaculated nor even a laugh exploded during the whole of the performance.
Before we left the Court, Van-ta-gin told me that all the ceremonies and diversions at Gehol were now finished, and that, as the Emperor had fixed the time for his departure for Yuen-min-yuen to be on the 24 th instant, it
would be proper for us to set out some days before him. He therefore proposed to me the 21 st, and hoped it would
not be inconvenient. So we must get ready accordingly.
I have now just received the translation of my note to the First Minister, in which I request that Captain
Mackintosh, having safely delivered all the presents brought in the Hindostan, and paid his obeisance to the
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Emperor, may be allowed to repair without delay to Cheusan, to resume the care of his ship there; that his purser
may be allowed to purchase a cargo of tea, or such other produce as that port and its neighbourhood can furnish;
and that the officers may have leave to dispose of their private trade, in case they should have any.
I have also recommended to send a European missionary with Captain Mackintosh, who may (if thought
proper) conduct the two mathematicians who had come to Tacou in order to enter into the Emperor’s service, but
were still on board the Hindostan; and I have repeated my desire to have a free communication with Canton for
the purpose of epistolary correspondence.
But, after all, I am now under some difficulty about the transmission of my note. I cannot trust the Legate, and
none of the missionaries have as yet had leave to come near us since we have been at Gehol. Neither would it be
proper to send it by a common messenger, if such could be procured and depended on. Van-ta-gin and Chou-tagin say they cannot venture to interfere in the matter, as it is solely in the Tartar’s department. Il faut y penser.
Thursday, September 19
This morning very early my interpreter contrived to elude the vigilance of all our attendants, and to make his
way to the First Minister’s house. His undertaking, however, was not a little difficult, for, being dressed in the
European habit, it was not without some obstruction, and even insult, from the populace that he was able to pass.
The Minister not being visible, my paper was delivered to Ma-lou-ye, one of his secretaries, who promised to
deliver it and to obtain a speedy answer. The interpreter offered him a handsome present in money for this service;
but he declined accepting it, saying, however, when he returned to Pekink he should not be averse to receive from
me some little European article as a mark of my favour.
Late this evening the Legate, Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin came here together. The Tartar took out of his pocket
a paper, which he said was in answer to my note of this morning to the Minister, and read to me the contents,
which were as follows:
That Captain Mackintosh, having come with me, could not be allowed to separate, but must go away at the same
time with me; that his ship might sell at Cheusan what goods she had brought, and take in a loading there in return, for
which she should be exempt from any duties. That the two European mathematicians should be allowed to come to
Pekin, and enter into the Emperor’s service, and that the Minister would give proper directions for the purpose without
our interference.

I requested a copy of the paper from the Legate, but he refused it, and in the whole of this conference showed
himself as much indisposed to us as ever.\fn{ Staunton says: “The Legate, though degraded by the Emperor, was protected by
Cho-chan-tong, the Chief Minister, and retained his authority and offices, still having the principal care of the Embassy. His disposition
towards the English was not softened, as they, however innocently, had been the cause of his disgrace.” }

But what gives me much more serious concern is, that I apprehend a decided disinclination towards the
Embassy in a more important quarter. A council, I find, was lately held on our subject, to which the First Minister
had called the attendance, not only of the late Viceroy of Canton, Foo-chan-tong, but had brought the former Houpoo of Canton out of prison (where he had long lain under sentence of various crimes) and consulted him at the
Board. The particulars of what passed there I have not been able to learn, but I cannot avoid auguring the worst
from the convention of such a divan.
Friday, September 20
The Emperor’s presents for the King, consisting of lanterns, pieces of silk and porcelain, balls of tea, some
drawings, etc., were finally packed up this morning in the presence of the Mandarins. I order “George III., Rex.”
to be marked on each box to prevent any mistake or confusion. They do not appear to me to be very fine, although
our conductors affect to consider them as of great value.
We have been busied all this day in making preparations for our journey of tomorrow. I understand from Vanta-gin and Chou-ta-gin that, as we are now less encumbered than we were before, we shall be only six days upon
the road instead of seven. The Tartar Legate came and made us a visit today, but had nothing more to mention to
us relative to the business of yesterday. He said he should accompany us to Peking, and hoped to visit us at the
different stages where we meant to stop at.
Saturday, September 21
This morning at 7 a.m. we set out for Peking from Gehol, much in the same manner and order as we had
traveled before to Gehol from Peking. The weather has been cold and windy, though not unpleasant in the sun.
This day died Jeremy Reid, one of my guard, belonging to the Royal Regiment of Artillery. His disorder was
occasioned by a surfeit of fruit, the man having eaten no less than forty apples at a breakfast!\fn{ Staunbton says of
this: “His death happened in one of the Emperor’s palaces, but such is the extraordinary delicacy of the people in everything relating to
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their dread Sovereign that it was contrary to rule to have allowed any person to breathe their last within the Imperial precincts. The
conductors, therefore, of the Ambassador directed the corpse of this European to be carried from thence in a palanquin as if still alive, and
his death was announced at some distance upon the road.”}

Sunday, September 22
This morning we buried Reid, the gunner who died yesterday, and we proceeded to our present stage (Chinchan-you), being eighteen miles, where we have dined and shall stay tonight. The Legate made us a short visit this
evening.
Monday, September 23
Our journey to Con-pe-kiou this day has been twenty-four miles. For upwards of an hour before we reached it
we had a very fine view of the great wall in front of us and on each side of us. Some of the gentlemen of the
Embassy were desirous of paying another visit to it, in order to examine it with greater accuracy than formerly;
but the passage or breach where they had mounted before having been stopped up during our absence with stones
and rubbish, and consequently now rendered impracticable, they were obliged to look out for another place of
access, which, having discovered, they were enabled to gratify their curiosity a second time.
Thursday, September 26
We set out this morning at 4 o’clock a.m., and arrived about noon at my hotel in Peking (twenty-seven miles),
having performed the journey from Gehol in five days and a half.
We were lodged and entertained at the Emperor’s houses on our return, in the same manner and with the same
attentions as in our former journey. Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin continue their friendly disposition towards us, and
on every occasion do us all the good offices in their power; but the Legate still preserves the same vinegar aspect
without relaxation.
Friday, September 27
We were all this morning employed in arranging the remainder of the presents to be sent to Yuen-min-yuen.
Our conductors seem pressing for us to finish this business, which, added to our own observations and intelligence from others, induces us to imagine that it is not intended we should pass the winter here.
Saturday, September 28
The greater part of the presents are delivered, and my interpreter is gone to Yuen-min-yuen, in order to assist
the gentlemen and artists (whom I left there} to translate and explain everything relative to the machinery and
management of the planetarium, orrery, globes, clocks, etc., so that the missionaries and others, who are to have
the charge of them, may be able to keep them in order after our departure.
The Legate visited me to inform me that the Emperor was to arrive on Monday next, and that it was the custom
for Ambassadors, as well as the great Mandarins of the court, to go and meet him on the road at a place about
twelve miles off. He therefore proposed to me, seeing that I was much indisposed with the rheumatism, that, in
order to lessen the fatigue, I should sleep at my former quarters at Yuen-min-yuen, which were half-way, and
proceed the next day to attend the Emperor.
Though in very great pain at the moment, I told him I should exert myself to the utmost on such an occasion,
and hoped I should be able to travel tomorrow.
Sunday, September 29
I kept myself quiet till the afternoon, and then set out for this place (Yuen-min-yuen), where I now am, very
much fatigued, and going to bed to recruit for tomorrow’s expedition.
Monday, September 30
This morning at 4 o’clock we were all in motion, and arrived at our ground in less than two hours. We were
conducted into a large saloon, where refreshments were prepared for us, and then proceeded to the spot where the
Emperor was to pass and to take notice of our attendance.
Our station was on a high bank on the left of the road; on each side of us, and opposite to us, were several
thousands of Mandarins, household troops, standard-bearers, and other court officers, lining the way for several
miles, as far as our eyes could reach. The Emperor himself soon made his appearance, came in a kind of sedan
chair, and followed by a clumsy state chariot upon two wheels without springs, which must be so rough and
disagreeable a machine that I think he will be delighted with a transition to the elegant easy carriages we have
brought for him.
We paid him our compliment as he passed, and, he sent me a message importing that, as he understood I was
not well, and as the cold weather was approaching, it would be better for me to return to Peking immediately than
to make any stay at Yuen-min-yuen. The Minister Cho-chan-tong soon followed the Emperor, and gave me a very
gracious salute as he passed by, but he did not stop a moment, as I imagined he would do from what the Legate
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had said yesterday.
As soon as the cavalcade was at some distance, and the crowd a little dispersed, I returned to Yuen-min-yuen,
and, after resting myself a short time, came to Peking, where I arrived this afternoon, extremely tired and very
much out of order.
Tuesday, October 1
This day the gentleman and artists who had been employed in the arrangement of the planetarium, lustres,
globes, etc., at the palace of Yuen-min-yuen returned there to finish that business, and to put up Parker’s great
lens, which I had procured from Captain Mackintosh, and which seemed to strike the Chinese in a most particular
manner; and yet, so ignorant are they in matters of this kind, that they asked Mr. Barrow whether he could not
make such another for them; and when he told them that it was made by the artist who had executed the lustres,
and whose sole profession was to compose works of glass and crystal, and that there was not such another lens in
the world beside, they shook their heads as if they doubted his veracity; but, having asked Dr. Gillan the same
question apart, and receiving a similar answer, they seemed to be somewhat satisfied.
They, however, requested that it might be fixed in its place immediately; and when they were informed that it
would require some time, they expressed the utmost astonishment, and were scarcely made to comprehend how it
could admit of any delay, as they said it was the Emperor’s order to have it done instantly, for he was impatient to
see it, and our gentlemen might have a hundred, two hundred, or any number of hands that they chose to call for,
to assist them.
The Legate, indeed, testified no less surprise upon a former occasion, on being told that it would take several
weeks to combine all the different movements of the planetarium, imagining that labour, not skill, was the only
thing necessary, and that putting together so complicated a machine as a system of the universe was an operation
almost as easy and simple as the winding up a jack.
By this intercourse with the palace a new channel of communication and intelligence has been opened, which
we have already derived some advantage from. This is the more fortunate, because none of the missionaries,
except Father Kosielski, have been allowed to frequent us since we returned from Gehol.
It seems that, before our arrival and the presentation of the King’s letter, some of the Emperor’s Ministers had
given it as their solemn opinion that we should be desired to depart at the end of our forty days, which period is
pretended by the Chinese to be the term fixed by the law of the Empire for the stay of a foreign embassy.
To obviate this notion in time, and to rectify some other mistakes, I sent a note to the Minister (Cho-chan-tong)
expressing my thanks to the Emperor for his gracious permission that Captain Mackintosh’s ship should load at
Cheusan, but repeating that, as nothing, could be done but under the inspection of Captain Mackintosh himself,
for whose discretion and good conduct I would be responsIble, I hoped he might be allowed to rejoin his ship at
Cheusan without delay; that, with regard to myself, I proposed to return to Europe by way of Canton, for which
place I should ask the Emperor’s permission to set out as soon after the new year as the season would allow, as I
expected the Kings’ ships would be then arrived at Macao, in order to convey me home. The Minister’s answer to
this note is a desire to see me at Yuen-min-yuen tomorrow morning.
Wednesday, October 2
This morning, though much indisposed, I went to Yuen-min-yuen, and found the Minister sitting with Fouliou
and the Fouliou’s brother Fou-chan-tong, but no other Colaos attending. He began by delivering me some letters
by the post from Cheusan. One of them was for Captain Mackintosh from his first mate, and there were two of
them from Sir Erasmus Gower for myself.
On asking me what news they brought, I immediately told him the contents, which were that the Lion was
preparing to leave Cheusan with all expedition, but that the Hindostan could not depart till her commander should
join her. I then freely put into his hands the letters themselves, in order to remove from his mind any doubt he
might entertain of the authenticity of my information to him.
He said he hoped the Lion was not gone, for he imagined that, after so long an absence from home, I must be
very desirous of returning to it; and that the Emperor, upon first hearing that I was ill and that I had lost some of
my people by death since my arrival in China, remarked how much foreigners were liable to suffer from the cold
winters of Peking, and had expressed his apprehensions that we should run great risks of injuring our health if we
did not set out from it before the frost set in.
The Minister added that, as to the feasts and ceremonies of the New Year, which, he observed, I had mentioned in my note, they were nothing more than a repetition of the amusements I had already seen at Gehol. To
this I answered that I had been accustomed to cold climates, and was, therefore, not much afraid of feeling
inconvenience from that of Peking, especially as I had taken precautions to guard against its ill-effects.
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After a few more words upon this subject, I begged to recall to his recollection the flattering hopes he had
given me when at Gehol that I should have frequent opportunities of seeing him at Yuen-min-yuen, the earliest of
which I wished to take, in order to explain to him fully my sovereign’s instructions to me, and to enter into
negotiation upon the points contained in them; that as yet I had barely opened my commission, but it was the
King’s wish that I might be allowed to reside at his (the King’s) expense constantly at the Emperor’s Court,
according to the custom in Europe, for the purpose of cultivating and cementing a firm friendship between two
such powerful monarchs.
I said that, with this view, I had been directed to propose that the Emperor would please to send a reciprocal
Embassy to England, the care of which I would undertake to have managed in such a manner as I was sure would
be highly satisfactory, as I should have ships with every accommodation prepared for the purpose of conveying it
to England and bringing it back to China in safety, with every possible mark of honour and respect.
I then explained to him in general terms the favours I had chiefly to ask, endeavouring to state them in such a
manner, and in such terms as to take away any appearance of demand and merely to convey a sense of propriety
in themselves, unattended with the slightest inconvenience of any kind whatsoever to China; and an assurance to
him that they would be received as strong marks of benevolence and friendship towards the Prince who had sent
me to request them, and whose subjects would always endeavour to render themselves deserving of the Emperor’s
favour and protection.
The Minister, with his usual address, avoided entering into discussion of any of these points, which I had taken
so much pains to lay before him, and turned the discourse upon the state of my health, assuring me that the
Emperor’s proposal for my departure arose chiefly from his anxiety about it, for that otherwise my stay could not
but be agreeable to him.
Although from the course of the conversation, and from the deportment of the Minister and his two assessors, I
was led to draw an unfavourable inference relative to my business, yet, when I rose to take my leave, nothing
could be more gracious or more flattering than the expressions which he made use of to me upon the occasion, in
so much that my interpreter congratulated me on the fair prospect of my negotiation, and said that he expected the
happiest issue from it.
Nevertheless, since my return home, I have received two different communications, by which I am informed
that the Emperor’s answer to the King’s letter is already prepared and sent to be translated into Latin from the
Chinese. This, I find, is an infallible indication of the Court’s intentions and as a signal for us to take our leave. I
am afraid there is good ground for my apprehensions, as Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin, who have just been here, tell
me that I shall have a message from the Minister to meet him tomorrow at the palace. They say that the Emperor’s
letter for the King will probably be then delivered to me, (for they pretend not to know certainly that it will), in
which case they advise me to ask permission to depart without delay.
I suppose they have been directed to hold this discourse to me; but they appear much dejected, for, besides the
loss of such advantages from us they might expect should we obtain the objects of the Embassy, they have now
little hopes of the advancement and preferment at Court which they had conceived hopes of from being selected
to attend us.
Thursday, October 3
The Legate came early this morning to acquaint me that the First Minister and several other Colaos were to
assemble at the palace of the city, and hoped that I would meet them there in ceremony as soon as I could be
ready. Being ill in bed when he came, and scarcely able to rise, I do not remember ever having received a more
unpleasant message in my life. However, I got up immediately and gave directions, in consequence of this
summons, to prepare everything for the occasion.
It was not long before I set out, but I need not have been so punctual, for we were kept waiting near three
hours before the Minister and his coadjutors were in proper order for our reception. At last we were conducted
through several spacious courts, and over several magnificent bridges, to the foot of the great stairs of the
Imperial Hall, where I found a line of yellow silk arm-chairs, representing the majesty of China and containing
the Emperor’s letter to the King. After making our usual reverences, we proceeded to the hall, the chair and letter
being carried up in great state before us.
The Minister explained to me the meaning of all this formality, and told me that the letter, which was now
uncovered, would be sent to my house in the same pomp, but he did not tell me what was in it. He then pointed to
some tables upon which were arranged in great regularity a number of bundles with yellow wrappers over them,
and said they were the remainder of the Emperor’s presents to the King, and also there were some presents for
myself and for all the persons who had come with me from England.
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All that had now passed was not only without the Minister’s usual graciousness of manner, but with a degree
of constraint and stiffness that appeared to me not natural, but assumed for the occasion. I soon, however,
discovered his real disposition towards us by his decisive refusal of some magnificent presents which I had made
him, and which I had every reason from himself to imagine he had accepted, as he informed me into whose charge
they should be delivered. The other Colaos were equally steady in their refusals, and had declined what I sent.
I was now almost fainting with fatigue, and therefore requested the Minister’s leave to retire, but first reminded him of the points I had mentioned to him yesterday, which I had my Sovereign’s command to solicit
(although not particularly specified in his letter), and requested that he would allow Sir George Staunton to
continue the subject with him, as I was unable to speak longer. He said I might send him a note of my requests,
but he said it in such a tone as gives me no great hopes of success from it, especially as he chose to be quite silent
on the subject of my former note, which, from the manner of our parting yesterday, I had reason to think he would
have mentioned to me today.
Soon after my return home this afternoon, the Emperor’s letter to the King was brought to my house in great
ceremony, accompanied by sixteen mandarins of rank and their attendants. The presents followed it, and those for
the King were immediately packed up in boxes, and marked as before.
It is now beyond a doubt, although nothing was said upon the subject, that the Court wishes us to be gone, and
if we do not take the hints already given, they may possibly be imparted to us in a broader and coarser manner,
which would be equally unpleasant to the dignity of the Embassy and the success of its objects.
That no time might be lost or advantage taken, I have dispatched the note to the Minister which he had desired
me this morning to send to him. It consists of six principal articles extracted from my instructions, and
compressed into as narrow a compass as possible.
The first is a request to allow the English merchants to trade to Cheusan, Limpo, and Tiensing.
Second, to allow them to have a warehouse at Peking for the sale of their goods, as the Russians had formerly.
Third, to allow them some small, detached, unfortified island in the neighbourhood of Cheusan as a magazine
for their unsold goods, and as a residence for their people to take care of them.
Fourth, to allow them a similar privilege near Canton, and some other trifling indulgences.
Fifth, to abolish the transit duties between Macao and Canton, or at least to reduce them to the standard of
1782.
Sixth, to prohibit the exaction of any duties from English merchants, over and above those settled by the
Emperor’s diploma, a copy of which is requested to be given to them, as they have never yet been able to see it
for their unequivocal direction.
Friday, October 4
Yesterday Father Amyot, who had sent me the earliest notice of the Emperor’s letter to the King being
prepared, and several other pieces of important intelligence, and who seemed watchful over our interests and
anxious for our success, found means of letting Sir George Staunton know (for I was very ill, and obliged to go to
bed) his sentiments on the state of our affairs here at this juncture for my speedy information. He is of opinion that
the Chinese consider Embassies as mere temporary ceremonies, sent on particular occassion only, none of those
from Europe having been of any considerable duration, and the last from Portugal, though very well received, of
less than six weeks; that they have as yet no favourable ideas of treaties with distant Powers, but that they might
be rendered sensible of them if applied to and solicited without precipitation, and managed with caution and
adroitness, for nothing was to be expected as attainable on the sudden.
He thinks that the Embassy would have met with fewer difficulties at its outset if it had arrived before the
Government had been alarmed by the news of great trouble in Europe, the inhabitants of which are
indiscriminately considered by them as of a turbulent character; but, nevertheless, that my Embassy has been so
brilliant, and has made such an impression in the country, as in the end must be productive of very happy
consequences, notwithstanding any different appearances at present.
He advises that ground gained by sending an Embassy from the Kjng to the Emperor should by no means be
lost, but be followed up by an intercourse of letters between them, which the annual ships might convey, and
which might be still improved, and perhaps carried to the most desirable effect by a person resident at Canton,
with the King’s Commission, in order to ensure him free access to the Viceroy, and to enable him to appear at
Court, and negotiate with authority, in case he should be invited to attend there on occasion of the accession of a
new Emperor, or any other solemnity.
He desired me to be told that he was afraid my illness was occasioned by disappointment here; but that I ought
not to give way to feelings of that sort, as both those who had planned the Embassy and undertaken it might well
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forego the satisfaction of momentary promises in favour of the more solid and permanent advantages which must
gradually follow from it.
In conclusion, his judgment was, that it would be for our interests, at present, to signify my wishes to return
home as soon as I could conveniently set out.
This is nearly the sum of the good Father’s opinion and advice, though mixed with many other observations
and ideas relative to the late subversion in France, which are needless to insert here, but which strongly mark the
horror which it has inspired, and which may probably prove advantageous to us. But I do not require many
arguments at present to induce me to follow my own sentiments, which, since the receipt of Mr. Irwin’s letter,
strongly lead me to depart, both on account of the propriety of the measure in itself and the beneficial service
which, if the Lion be not gone, I may possibly be able to render to the company in case, when I arrive at Canton, I
should find Mr. Irwin’s apprehensions realized of a war with the French Convention.
Nevertheless, having been selected for this Commission to China, the first of its kind from Great Britain, of
which considerable expectations of success had been formed by many, and by none more than by myself, I cannot
help feeling the disappointment most severely. I cannot lose sight of my first prospects without infinite regret. The
consciousness of doing all in a man’s power to do in the exercise of public employments is an ultimate consolation against most evils that can happen; but it requires no ordinary strain of philosophy to reconcile him at once to
the immediate failure of success in a favourite undertaking, be the remote consequences ever so flattering. In
Father Amyot’s letter to me, before I set out for Gehol, he desired me not to be disturbed or discouraged by any
untoward accidents, and to be assured that, in the end, the objects of the Embassy might be attained by patient
perseverance and unruffled attention; and his opinion seems not to be changed by what has happened since.
From living half a century in this country, possibly from well-grounded knowledge and experience, he is
become a very warm admirer of the Chinese nation, and has taken much pains, and, in some instances, not
without success, to remove several false ideas entertained in Europe of their character, customs, and policy.
I have been but so short a time in the country, and he has been so long in it; I have seen so little of it, and he
has seen so much; he is, besides, a man of such probity and universal charity that his opinion is entitled to
considerable respect from me.
Nevertheless, from the great difference and veneration which the Chinese have long paid to his acknowledged
virtue and abilities, he may have insensibly contracted too great a partiality for them, and may view their Government through a flattering medium. His apostolic zeal, too, which is a predominant feature in his character, may
tend to render him sanguine.
He knows that without a better intercourse between Europe and China, or a miraculous interposition from
above, the Gospel is likely to make but slow progress in this part of the world; and he knows that if the trade of
China were once properly opened to us, it would wonderfully facilitate the business of conversion, and those of
his own faith would still have the vineyard to themselves, for he has no jealousy of the English interfering with
them in the proselyte branch.
At this time it is a prevailing opinion among the missionaries, and such whose minds are solely employed upon
religious objects, that the crisis of Catholicism is at hand, and that the Church of Rome is to rise triumphant and
universal from all the troubles and convulsions that now assault and distract it.
These considerations naturally lead the good father to contribute his endeavours, and to wish us not to relinquish an object which certainly no other power is more likely to attain. He, possibly, is afraid that I may imbibe
hasty prejudices, and that my vanity may be wounded by finding that our appearance and address, which we had
reckoned so much upon, had availed us so little here, and he is therefore solicitous to set me right, and prevent my
going wrong.
Whether the difficulties we have met with arise chiefly from the particular humour and jealousy of the Court,
or from the immutable laws of the Empire, which they talk so much of, must be left to time to determine; but from
the observations which it has fallen in my way to make, I should rather imagine that the personal character of the
Ministers, alarmed by the most trifling accident, the aversion they may naturally have to sudden innovation,
especially at the Emperor’s late period of life, and some recent events ill-understood, joined, perhaps, to a paltry
intrigue, have been among the chief obstacles to my business; for most of the principal people, whom I have had
opportunities of knowing, I have found sociable, conversable, good-humoured, and not at all indisposed to
foreigners.
As to the lower orders, they are all of a trafficking turn, and it seemed at the seaports where we stopped that
nothing would be more agreeable to them than to see our ships often in their harbours.
With regard to their immutable laws, what laws are really so I know not; but I suspect the phrase has no very
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precise meaning, and is only made use of as a shield against reason and argument, for we know that they have
broken through some of their laws that were declared to be unalterable. The recent instance of the ceremony in my
own case is one, not to mention others, which the accession of the present dynasty to the throne must have often
rendered necessary.
I have written down these reflections as they arise in my mind; how far they are just it is not in my power at
this moment to ascertain, but at all events it appears to me that the wisest measure for the public service and my
own character is to retire with as good a grace as I can, and to signify my intentions to do so without delay.
The more distant object of my mission must be for future consideration, and depend on circumstances, on my
finding the Lion still at Cheusan, and on such further news as I shall learn at Canton.
Dispatched a note to the first Minister, in which, after a few compliments, I acquainted him that, as soon as I
should receive a written answer to the requests of my former note, I wished to have the Emperor’s leave to depart,
and to proceed to Cheusan, from whence it was possible that Sir Erasmus Gower was not yet sailed, and for
whom, in that hope, I enclosed a letter desiring him to wait for my arrival; but that, in case Sir Erasmus should
have sailed, it would be necessary for me to proceed to Canton, as the Hindostan, which must remain till Captain
Mackintosh joined her, could not accommodate half my train and baggage; and I concluded, as I began, with the
customary compliments and professions.
Late this evening the Legate came to inform me that the Minister had dispatched my letter for Erasmus Gower,
and that my desire of taking leave and of proceeding to Cheusan was agreed to; and to prevent any likelihood of
our being surprised by bad weather, the Emperor had fixed the 7 th instant for the beginning of our journey, and
given orders that every honour and distinction should be paid us on the road.
He added that I should receive the answers to my requests when I took leave of the Minister, who would come
into the city on the morning of my departure for the purpose of delivering it to me, and of wishing me a
prosperous return home.
Saturday, October 5
So this matter is now settled.
Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin tell me that the Emperor has appointed two very great men, Sun-ta-gin and I-shonta-gin, to conduct us. The latter I remember to have seen at Gehol; the former is my acquaintance who had been
on the frontiers of Russia, and who accompanied us on our visit to the garden of Gehol and the pagodas of Pou-tala and its environs.
The Legate is to go no further with us than to Tien-sing, but Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin say they are not yet
informed how far they are to attend us, but they suppose not beyond the limits of their province.
Sunday, October 6
The Legate, Van-ta-gin, and Chou-ta-gin came early this morning in order to assist us in our preparations for
our departure tomorrow, and also to give directions for whatever accommodation we may require. They say all
will be ready to a minute, so that we may set out as soon as I receive notice of the Minister’s being prepared for
the ceremony of my taking leave.
I understand that there is a considerable number of great people at Court who have expressed their being much
pleased with us, and who wished that we had continued here longer.
Monday, October 7
This day at noon we set out from my hotel at Peking on our road to Cheusan. In my way through the city I
stopped at the Minister’s pavilion, where I found him ready to receive me, attended by the Fou-liou, the Fouliou’s brother’s Fou-chan-tong, and several Colaos of distinction, all dressed in their robes of ceremony.
He pointed to a table covered with yellow silk, on which were placed two large rolls; one of them, he told me,
contained the Emperor’s answer to my paper of requests, the other a list of all the Emperor’s presents. I said I
hoped the answer was favourable to my wishes, as it might contribute in some degree to soften the regret which it
was natural to feel on leaving the place of His Imperial Majesty’s residence.
He seemed as if surprised with the courtliness of such an address, considering the circumstances of the moment, and, feeling himself embarrassed to make a suitable return, changed the subject, and among other things
said he hoped our tables had been properly served during our stay. He then mentioned the Emperor’s nomination
of Sun-ta-gin to conduct me to Cheusan, as a matter which, I suppose, he imagined would be agreeable to me. The
Minister had a smile of affected amiability on his countenance during the greater part of the time, but I thought
the Fou-liou and his brother looked confoundedly sour at us. I have reason to suspect that there is some mystery in
this appearance, and that a Court intrigue, which may be still on foot, relative to the affairs of the Embassy, has
occurred and occasioned a disunion or difference of opinion among these great personages.
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Before we took our leave a Mandarin of the Fifth Order, decorated with a white transparent button on his cap,
was called forward, who immediately kneeled down, and continued in that posture till the Emperor’s letter and the
list of the presents were fastened on his back by broad, yellow ribands tied round both his shoulders. As soon as
this operation was performed, he rose and, thus accoutred, mounted his horse, and rode before us the whole way
to this place (Tong-siou), where he delivered his charge into my hands in the same humble posture that he had
received it.
From the time we quitted the Minister, it took us near two hours before we arrived at the last gate of the eastern
suburbs of Peking.\fn{Somewhere in the footnotes it is mentioned that at the time of this embassy, the population of Peking was
reckoned to be 3,000,000 people:H}
The hotels of the great are mostly situated in retired, narrow streets. The one I inhabited was near the city wall,
and had not been long built. It is supposed to have cost near £100,000 and was erected by a former Hou-pou of
Canton, who has been degraded for his crimes, and has long lain under sentence in prison. As all his fortune was
forfeited to the Crown, my hotel made part of the confiscation, and we were told by one of the missionaries that
the wits of Peking had been much diverted with its being allotted for our residence, and said it was but a fair
retribution, as the house had been built by the Hou-pou out of his extortions from our countrymen at Canton.
The civil officer, or Mandarin, of this place, a Mantchou Tartar (Van-ta-gin, the military commander, is a
Chinese), has just been here to pay me a visit and offer his services. Mentioning to me in conversation that the
waters were now very low and daily decreasing, he took occasion to observe how attentive and considerate it was
in the Emperor to fix an early day in the season for our departure. A few days later the river would have become
too shallow to float our yachts, and it would be excessively inconvenient and uncomfortable to go in small boats
or to travel by land. This is certainly true, and shows how soon the Court lesson reached this gentleman, and how
aptly he had already learned it.
Our conductors inform us that the yachts and everything else will be ready for our embarkation tomorrow
morning.
Tuesday, October 8
This morning I walked down to the waterside, and found it would be some hours before the final arrangements
could be made for our setting out. I went on board my own yacht, and some of the others, and observed with
pleasure the same care and attention for our accommodation down the river that we had experienced before in
ascending it.
Wednesday, October 9
We made but little progress last night, as the waters were low, and the yachts frequently got aground. This has
happened two or three times again today. The weather is cold during the night and early in the morning, but grows
very warm towards the middle of the day.
Thursday, October 10
This afternoon Van-ta-gin came to tell me that Sun-ta-gin had just received a letter from the Emperor, the
contents of which he wished to communicate to me, and soon after I saw his yacht approaching very fast; I
therefore desired Van-ta-gin to tell him that as soon as he came alongside I would pay him a visit.
I accordingly went on board his yacht, and immediately began by reminding him of his former civilities to me
at Pou-ta-la and the gardens of Gehol, and renewing my acknowledgments of them, and then I expressed how
happy I felt from his being appointed the superintendent of our present voyage.
He received me with every possible mark of consideration, expressed the highest satisfaction at having been
chosen upon the occasion to accompany us, and then read to me the Emperor’s letter, the purport of which was
that he (Sun-ta-gin) should take us under his particular care, and render everything agreeable to us in the course of
our voyage. That he should conduct us to Cheusan, and see us safe embarked on board our ships, if they should
still be there; if not, that he should proceed with us to Canton.
I discovered from him, however, that my letter for Sir Erasmus Gower, desiring him to wait for me at Cheusan,
had not been sent. They suspected I know not what, and had therefore suppressed it.
I told him that Sir Erasmus, having performed the King’s orders to land the Embassy in China, would certainly
proceed upon other service, unless he heard reasons from me to detain him; I therefore requested him not to lose a
moment in having my letter dispatched. He said he would immediately write to Peking upon the subject, and did
not doubt that it would be done. I then took my leave, and in about half an hour he came on my yacht to return my
visit.
Here the conversation became less formal. He talked to me a great deal about the Russians, who, he said,
though fierce and barbarous, were by no means a bad people. Understanding from me that I had resided three
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years in Russia as the King’s Minister, he expressed much surprise, and asked me what I could be doing there so
long.
I explained to him the laws and customs of European nations with regard to their mutual intercourse, and told
him that the Sovereigns of Europe usually kept Ambassadors constantly residing at each othet’s Courts for the
purpose of cultivating reciprocal friendship, and preventing misunderstandings.
He answered me that it was otherwise in China, which never sends Ambassadors to foreign countries; that
Ambassadors from foreign countries were only occasionally received, and, according to the laws of the Empire,
allowed but forty days’ residence, although on particular occasions it might have happened that the term was
extended to eighty days.
He mentioned some other niceties relative to the etiquette of the Court, and entered a good deal into the
manners and customs of China, which, he said, he knew were different from ours; but they could not be broken
through without inconvenience, and perhaps mischief, to the State, and that, therefore, foreigners should not be
surprised or dissatisfied at them.
I expressed my concern on account of the ignorance I had been kept in with regard to many things which he
now told me, adding that I had endeavoured to do, as were equally my duty and my wishes to do, everything
which I imagined could render me agreeable to the Emperor and his Ministers, and that if anything were omitted,
it was not my fault, as I had been so much restrained in my intercourse with the European missionaries who had
lived long in China, and could consequently have assisted me with information and instruction.
His answer was that of a complete courtier, assuring me that. our behaviour had been such as showed we required nothing of the kind, but entitled us to every favour and regard that the laws of the Empire could authorize,
that he did perfect justice to my sentiments and declaration, and would not fail to transmit them faithfully to
Court.
After he went away Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin remained with me a great part of this evening. In the course of
conversation, they said that, including all the yachts, baggage-boats, and those of the attending Mandarins, there
were forty vessels employed in our present expedition, and upwards of a thousand persons attached to this service.
That the Emperor allows five thousand taels per day (each tael equal to 6s.8d. [6/8-]) for defraying the expense of
it, and if that sum should fall short it must be levied on the provinces we pass through. That fifteen hundred taels
per day were allotted for the expense of our residence at Peking, and that they were scarcely sufficient.
Although the maintenance of the Embassy must have undoubtedly been very considerable, I can by no means
conceive it in any degree adequate to so large an amount. That it has been fully charged to the Emperor is highly
probable, but between the money charged and the money actually expended I understand there is usually a very
material difference; for although the Emperor’s warrant may be signed for a great sum, yet the checks of office, as
they are called, are so numerous and so burdensome, that before it arrives at its last stage it is almost sweated to
nothing.
I remember Chou-ta-gin telling me one day, as an instance of this, that an inundation in the course of last year
had swept away a village in the province of Chan-tong so suddenly that the inhabitants could save nothing but
their lives. The Emperor (who, from having formerly hunted there, was well acquainted with the place) immediately ordered one hundred thousand taels for their relief, out of which the first Li-poo took twenty thousand, the
second ten thousand, the third five thousand, and so on till at last there remained no more than twenty thousand
for the poor sufferers.
So that we find the boasted moral institutes of China are not much better observed than those of some other
countries, and that the children of Confucius are composed of the same fragile materials as the children of
Mammon in the Western World.
Friday, October 11
This day we made very little way. The river was in some places so shallow that our yachts were often dragged
along the bottom by mere bodily force. One of them being somewhat larger than the others, and more heavily
laden, was not able to proceed, and Mr. Maxwell, Captain Mackintosh, and Dr. Gillan were obliged to remove
into smaller boats and divide the baggage.
Sunday, October 12
This day I paid another visit to Sun-ta-gin, who told me that by the latest accounts from Cheusan our ships
were still there. He said that as, on account of the shallowness of the water, our progress was very slow, we might
have time to amuse ourselves by going on shore, if we chose it, and viewing the country on the banks, only taking
care not to lose sight of our vessels. His attention and civility continuing so pointed, and his good opinion and
esteem so unaffectedly expressed, I had the less difficulty in engaging him to converse freely upon the subjects
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which are now most interesting to me.
I renewed the topic of my former conference with him, and endeavoured to impress him with high ideas of the
compliment meant to be paid to the Emperor by the King’s sending an Embassy from so great a distance, with
such distinguished marks of regard and consideration.
I said I had hoped to find frequent opportunities of fulfilling the purposes of it, which were to testify the sincere interest my Sovereign took in the Emperor’s welfare, to improve the connecton between them, and to
recommend the King my master’s subjects in China to protection and favour.
To this he replied with quickness, that the Emperor had lately given fresh order to treat the English and other
Europeans at Canton with indulgence and liberality.
I told him I had no doubt of the Emperor’s good disposition toward us, and that he should always find the
gratitude of our merchants in the respect and obedience which they would pay to his orders; but that they wished
to be precisely informed what those orders, that related to them, really were, which hitherto had not been the case,
as for twelve years past several new duties had been levied on them without their being able to learn the reason;
that these duties were every year increasing, and that, if not soon regulated, the English commerce, which is now
carried on in sixty large ships annually, must be relinquished and given up, as unable to bear so heavy burdens.
It was therefore become an object of such consequence that I could not but hope proper steps would be taken
thereupon.
He answered me that certainly there would, but that the duties and taxes could not be fixed absolutely, because
they must necessarily vary from time to time, according to the exigencies of the State, or of the particular provinces where they were levied.
I observed to him that they should be reduced to their former level as soon as the extraordinary occasion was
past, but that ever since the year 1782 they had been regularly augmenting at Canton, and were now become an
intolerable grievance.
He confessed that the duties at Canton had been increased of late years on account of the wars of Tonquin and
Tibet, but that as there was peace at present they would certainly be diminished.
I expressed to him the pleasure I felt in receiving this information, together with what he had mentioned before
of the Emperor’s orders in favour of the English, from so high an authority and in so agreeable a manner, and I
begged leave to request the continuance of his good offices in our affairs.
It is much to be regretted that as the first Minister was determined not to give me such opportunities as I
sought for conversing upon business with him, he had not appointed Sun-ta-gi to attend to us from the beginning
instead of the Legate, as possibly we might have been able by his means or through his channel to enter into
negotiations, whereas the Legate did everything in his power to obstruct and disappoint us. I just hinted this to
Sun-ta-gin, who said that possibly it might have been so, but that I should find him now as ready to convey our
sentiments and explain them to the Minister as he could have been then.
Through all his discourse there is such an air of candour, frankness, and amity that if I am deceived in him he
must be the most consummate cheat in the world.
Sunday, October 13
This day we arrived at Tien-sing, where we were served with a most sumptuous provision for our tables,
excellent mutton, pork, venison, and poultry of all kinds, fruits in great variety—peaches, plums, apples, pears,
grapes, chestnuts, walnuts, and several others quite new to me. I should not have mentioned this entertainment
particularly had it not been intended as a personal compliment from Sun-ta-gin himself, for, in general, we have
always been supplied in great abundance.
And here I cannot avoid remarking a singular proof of attention shown to us in this journey.
The Chinese seldom use milk in any part of their food (it being appropriated entirely to the nourishment of the
calves), but, observing that we had been much accustomed to it, and that we always mixed it with our tea when
we could get it, they have taken care that we shall not want that article on the road, for they have brought with us
a couple of cows, in a boat fitted up on purpose, by which means we shall have a constant supply of milk all the
way—an accommodation of no inconsiderable value to English travellers.
How are we to reconcile the contradictions that appear in the conduct of the Chinese Government towards us?
They receive us with the highest distinction, show us every external mark of favour and regard, send the First
Minister himself to attend us as cicerone\fn{Guide} for two days together through their palaces and gardens;
entertain us with their choicest amusements, and express themselves greatly pleased with so splendid an Embassy,
commend our conduct, and cajole us with compliments.
Yet, in less than a couple of months, they plainly discover that they wish us to be gone, refuse our requests
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without reserve or complaisance, precipitate our departure, and dismiss us dissatisfied; yet, no sooner have we
taken our leave of them than we find ourselves treated with more studied attentions, more marked distinctions,
and less constraint than before.
I must endeavour to unravel this mystery if I can. Perhaps they had given way to impressions which they could
not resist, but are ashamed to confess; perhaps they begin to find their mistake, and wish to make some amends
for it.
Monday, October 14
The weather was remarkably cold this morning, but grew excessively hot towards noon. These sudden vicissitudes begin already to affect the health of our people, and several of the guard are growing sickly. Their living in
the midst of such plenty without much restraint or exercise may, however, contribute also to their complaints.
Thursday, October I7
Passed by several large burying-grounds, from which, I conclude we are not far from some large town or city.
The population seems prodigious, and we are told it increases the farther we go southward. Today we observed a
great many women mixed with the men, but few of them handsome. They labour in the fields at harvest and other
country business just like their husbands.
Monday, October 21
This morning I paid a visit to Sun-ta-gin, and had a very long conference with him. The Emperor’s letter to the
King made a principal subject of it.
The secretary who had penned the last letter, and who was now in the train of Sun-ta-gin, was present, and
endeavoured to excuse that part of it which I complained of, in which it is said that the requests made in the
Ambassador’s note of the 3 rd of October were supposed to have come rather from him than from the King.
According to the explanation given me, it is a sort of political conundrum, a Court artifice to elude an ungrantable
demand, for Chinese urbanity does not admit a supposition that one sovereign can desire of another what is
possible to be refused. It is, therefore, concluded that the request has never been made, that the Ambassador has
been guilty of an error in the delivery of his message, and to have asked from his own head what had never
entered into that of his master.
This mode of interpretati.on, however respectful it may be pretended to the King, is certainly not very
flattering to his representative; but I was willing to understand the matter in their own way and let it pass so.
When I mentioned to Sun-ta-gin my surprise at finding myself supposed, in the letter, to be desirous of introducing the English religion into China, he said that they had taken it for granted we were like the other Europeans,
who, it was well known, had always been industrious and active in propagating their faith.
To this I replied that, whatever might be the practice of some Europeans, the English never attempted to
dispute or disturb the worship or tenets of others, being persuaded that the Supreme Governor of the Universe was
equally pleased with the homage of all His creatures when proceedmg from sincere devotion, whether according
to one mode or another of the various religions which He permitted to be published; that the English came to
China with no such views, as was evident from their merchants at Canton and Macao having no priests or chaplains belonging to them, as the other Europeans had; and that, so far from an idea of that kind entering into my
mind or my commission, I had not in my whole train any person of the clerical character, and that it was only such
persons who employed themselves, or were employed, as the instruments of conversion; that it was true, as stated
in the letter, the English had been anciently of the same religion as the Portuguese and the other mission-aries, and
had adopted another, but that one of the principal differences between us and them was our not having the same
zeal for making proselytes which they had.
I added, however, that I could not but be surprised at its being known in China that we had formerly been of
the same faith as the missionaries, and that I supposed it must have come from the missionaries themselves. He
answered that no such thing was inserted in the letter—at least in the Chinese and Tartar copies—and that if it was
to be found in the Latin it must arise from the blunder or malice of the translator.
I continued my observations on the letters, and said that in the first the Emperor had chiefly dwelt upon the
request of an English Minister being allowed to reside constantly at Peking (which was not complied with), but
that he had avoided touching particularly on the other points of my mission, confining himself to a general
assurance that the English merchants should be treated with kindness and favour; and that, in the second letter,
besides imputing to me the strange religious project which I had already mentioned, he seemed to accuse us of an
unfair design to obtain exclusive privileges, which I totally disavowed.
It was true, I admitted, that we had only asked for ourselves, but that, however grateful we should be for any
favours granted to us, we by no means presumed to desire that his bounty should not be extended to others.
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I renewed the subject of the grievances complajned of at Canton, which, I observed, were so disguised in the
Emperor’s letter that it was not surprising that they should be disregarded; but that they were of the most serious
consideration to us, and if not speedily remedied that the trade of Canton would fall to decay, than which nothing
could be more prejudicial to Chma.
Sun-ta-gin begged me to lay aside the uneasiness I seemed to feel from the perusal of the letters, which, he
declared, were not meant to convey anything unfavourable or unpleasant to the Embassy or myself, but he wished
to remind me that the laws and usages of China were invariable, and that the Emperor was so strictly observant of
them that no consideration could ever induce him to infringe them.
He was, therefore, upon his guard against the slightest appearance of innovation, and had declined any immediate compliance with the particular requests we had made; but that we were not to infer from thence a disinclination in him towards us or our concerns, for that, notwithstanding any surmises of others, he entertained very
kind intentions with regard to us, and that the English at Canton would soon find the good effects of them.
He said that from the mechanism of their Government a great deal must be left to the discretjon and recommendation of the Viceroys, whose conduct might not possibly be always unexceptionable, but that, as a particular
mark of attention to us, Chan-ta-gin, a Mandarin of high rank and allied to the Emperor was just appointed Tsontou, or Viceroy, of Canton, a man of remarkable benignity to strangers, and whose justice and integrity displayed
in his late government of Che-kiang had pointed him out as the fittest person for this new employment.
That orders had been sent to him to make the most minute inquiries at Canton into such vexations and
grievances as may exist there, and, as soon as he has maturely considered them, to rectify everything amiss by the
most effectual exertion of his authority.
That this would probably take some time, and the good consequences could scarcely be felt until the ensuing
season, when, upon proper notice being given to him of the arrival of our ships, every reasonable indulgence will
be allowed them.
To these agreeable declarations I was not backward in expressing how satisfactory they were to me; but I
insinuated to him that to render them completely so to my Sovereign a third letter from the Emperor, confirming
the flattering hopes now given me, would be very desirable, as it would remove every doubt that might arise from
others, and that it was the more necessary as, from the singular variation in the translation from the original in one
particular instance, it was not unreasonable to imagine some other mistake or insertion might be found there.
Sun-ta-gin seemed sensible enough of the value I put upon obtaining a third letter, but said it could make no
difference whatsoever as to the public advantages in consideration, and that he was afraid, if I had taken leave, a
new dispatch would be incompatible with the etiquette of the Court.
He told me that it appeared to him that the Emperor was every day more and more pleased with the compliment of the Embassy, and he added that the assurances which he had given me of the Emperor’s favourable intentions were by no means to be taken as effusions of his own friendship, or the compliments of his office, but as the
literal words (which they really were) of the Emperor’s dispatches to him, and that when I came to converse with
Chan-ta-gin, whom I should find at Han-chou-fou, he would confirm all he had mentioned in the fullest manner.
I find that scarcely a day passes without Sun-ta-gin’s receiving and dispatching letters, so that it would seem
we form no small object of Court solicitude. The Chinese couriers are so expeditious that, I am told, it is no
uncommon thing to convey a letter fifteen hundred miles in ten or twelve days.
Thursday, October 24
This day we passed through three sluices. Received a message from Sun-ta-gin that he had received a letter
from the Emperor, and would communicate the contents when convenient to me. I was taken very ill this morning,
and have not stirred out of bed all day, but I hope to be well enough tomorrow to see him.
Friday, October 25
Sun-ta-gin told me that the Emperor was very much pleased with the accounts he was enabled to give him of
our prosperous journey, and had sent me a testimony of his benevolence (a cheese and some sweetmeats) with a
gracious repetition of kindness and regard.
We had a good deal of desultory conversation upon the general subjects of our last meeting, during which he
took occasion to say that we should find it an easy matter to set everything to rights with the new Viceroy of
Canton, who was so reasonable and so just that I might depend upon it he never would countenance the most
trifling oppression. He again declared that greater indulgence and favour were intended to be shown to the
English than they had ever experienced before, and seemed anxious to impress this opinion upon me.
If the Court of Peking is not really sincere, can they possibly expect to feed us long with promises?
Saturday, October 26
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Continued our course on the canal, which is now supplied from a very extensive lake on our left hand.
Monday, October 28
I have observed for some days past that there are eighteen trackers and one driver uniformly attached to each
yacht. The regulation had been sometimes departed from before, so I suppose the police here are more strict. The
districts through which the canal passes are obliged to furnish the people for this service, as the post-masters in
France and Germany are bound to supply a certain number of horses for travellers. The wealthiest farmer in China
would be obliged to perform the work himself if he did not provide a substitute.
Tuesday, October 29
A lively breeze sprang up from the south-west this morning, which makes the feel of the air uncommonly
pleasant. A fine gray marbled sky, which from time to time discloses such a proportion of the sunbeams as to
render the hue of the weather more cheerful.
Sun- ta-gin came to say that he had received a letter acquainting him that the Lion and the smaller vessels had
sailed away from Cheusan on the 16th instant, so there remained only the Hindostan to convey us to Macao.
I told him she was totally incapable of accommodating us, being built for trade, and not calculated for passengers. From our manners and habits of life we required a good deal of room; and that a general sickness was the
inevitable concomitant of a crowded ship.
He said he would immediately write these particulars to Court, and did not doubt that he should receive such
orders thereupon as would be perfectly agreeable to us. He proposed that, if we proceeded to Canton through the
inland provinces, we should send away our heavy baggage by the Hindostan.
To this I made no objection, as I wished to travel with as little encumbrance as possible; but I could not avoid
reminding him of my letter to Sir Erasmus Gower, and observing that if it had been forwarded as I requested, the
inconvenience we now felt from his departure would have been prevented.
He seemed perfectly conscious of this, and rather confused at my mentioning it, as he knew very well the
unfavourable inference that might be drawn from the omission. Thus, from the suspicious character of the Court
which is so disposed to imagine some deep design in almost every proceeding of a European, we are now very
seriously disappointed.
Sir Erasmus Gower, hearing nothing from me, and knowing nothing of the state of things in Europe, is gone to
the eastward, and will not return before May. Our valuable China ships must sail home without a convoy, which,
should we have a French war, would be attended with very great danger.
Thursday, October 31
Sun-ta-gin made me a visit this morning, and repeated to me what he had mentioned some days before, that the
Emperor had strongly expressed in his last dispatch his satisfaction at the accounts which had been transmitted to
him of our deportment and conversation, and the more he reflected on the circumstances of the Embassy the better
he was pleased with it, being now convinced that it had not been sent from any improper view or mischievous
curiosity, but solely to do him honour and solicit commercial privileges and protection.
He added that the new Viceroy of Canton was fully impressed with the Emperor’s sentiments, and that he was
to allow our merchants to have free access to him, in order to lay before him their complaints in person instead of
sending them to him through the channel of Hong merchants.
I said I was infinitely sensible of the Emperor’s goodness, and nothing could render it more valuable than some
paper or writing to the purpose of what he had said which I might have to show my Sovereign, who, whatever
credit he might be disposed to give to his Ambassador, would pay much more attention to anything of that sort
from the Emperor himself.
But to this he answered that the Emperor had his own method of doing business, and nobody presumed to
prescribe to him a different one; that it was his style to give general assurances, not specific promises, and that it
was not at all unlikely we might find the former turn out more to our advantage than the latter could do. He told
me that he had already mentioned in one of his dispatches my wishes to have a third letter, and that he should be
glad that they were gratified, adding, however, that he had no answer as yet upon the subject.
Friday, November 1
Since passing the last sluice yesterday the canal has widened very much, and is now as broad as the Thames at
Putney.
Saturday, November 2.
This morning we fell down the canal into the Hoang-ho, or great Yellow River, which, where we crossed it,
was about three miles wide and very muddy. We then struck into another canal, and are now proceeding to the
southward in our way to Yang-chou, where it is intended to stop for some days.
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Tuesday, November 5
We arrived at Yang-chou, which is a considerable trading town, and expected to stop here, but Sun-ta-gin has
altered his intentions and means to go on to Han-chou-fou.
Wednesday, November 6
At daybreak we fell into the Yang-tse River, commonly called the Kiang-lo, which was about a mile and a half
wide at the place where we crossed it. On the southern shore stands the town of Tchien-chien, which is large, well
situated, well built, and well inhabited, but the walls seem much out of repair and going fast to decay. A garrison
of at least two thousand men all turned out to show themselves, with colours and music, and appointed as if going
to be reviewed.
Thursday, November 7
Proceed this morning to Tchan-chou-fou, and pass through a very noble bridge of three arches, the centre one
so high that my yacht had no occasion to lower her masts in going under it.
Tchan-chou-fou is a city of the first order, and was formerly very considerable, but is much declined.
We passed through three small lakes at one place, by the side of a very long bridge of one hundred arches.
Sun-ta-gin has shown me a letter just received from Court, by which he is directed to put the Embassy, as soon
as we arrive at Han-chou-fou, under the care of the new Viceroy of Canton, who is soon to set out for that place,
and to conduct us thither. Captain Mackintosh is to join his ship at Cheusan, and I told Sun-ta-gin that I should
send on board with him the presents and all the baggage which we should not have occasion for in the remainder
of our journey, also a part of my guard and of my other attendants.
He seemed to receive this information with pleasure, and said he should himself go as far as Limpo, on the
way from Cheusan to Han-chou-fou, to give orders that the Hindostan might have every indulgence and assistance necessary for her dispatch, and that he should then return to Peking to render an account of his commission
to the Emperor, and he was happy to say that we had enabled him to give a very agreeable and satisfactory one.
He desired me to tell Captain Mackintosh that if, from the shortness of time or from any other difficulties, he
was disappointed of a cargo at Cheusan, he should nevertheless have the same privilege when he came to Canton
that were promised for Cheusan, and that, as a particular compliment for the Embassy and on account of the ship’s
connection with it, she should be exempted from the. payment of any measurage or other duties.
Saturday, November 9
We stopped this morning at a village without the walls of Han-chou-fou, and found that the new Viceroy of
Canton had come up in his yacht to confer with Sun-ta-gin, and that he would soon be alongside of mine to
welcome us on our arrival here. Whether I was prejudiced in his favour or not by the accounts I had heard of him,
I thought his appearance much to his advantage. He is perfectly well bred, and the whole of his manner candid
and gentleman-like. He confirmed to me everything Sun-ta-gin had said upon business, and particularly
mentioned the Emperor’s instructions to him to pay the greatest regard to the English at Canton, who, on every
occasion, he said, should have free access to him in person or by letter. He then asked me some questions about
my passage from England and the length of the voyage back, and said it was very flattering to the Emperor to
have an Embassy sent to him from so great a distance; that the Emperor had charged him to repeat his satisfaction
from it, and to deliver to me an additional present for the King, consisting of some pieces of gold silk, some
purses taken from his own person, and—what was of very high value—the paper of happiness inscribed by the
Emperor’s own hand, which is known to be the strongest mark a Sovereign of China can give to another Prince of
his friendship and affection. A paper was also sent to me of a similar import, as a testimony of his approbation of
the Embassy and an earnest of his proposed attention to its objects.
The Viceroy then said that he hoped, in four or five days, everything would be ready for us to proceed, and that
he expected much pleasure from seeing us and conversing with us frequently in the course of the voyage. As for
Captain Mackintosh, etc., Sun-ta-gin would take care of them, but he was afraid the Captain would not find it easy
to get a loading either at Limpo or Cheusan. Upon this I begged leave to send for Captain Mackintosh, to whom
he then explained the difficulties he was likely to meet with. The Viceroy told him that the merchants there were
not accustomed, like those of Canton, to trade with Europeans and to purchase English goods; that they were
probably not at present provided with such articles as Captain Mackintosh might want; and that whatever they
sold to him they would expect to be paid for in ready money. He mentioned some other objections, which I
endeavoured to obviate, but, observing so many impediments, and thinking it better not to urge further a business
which we plainly saw they wished us to decline, and which it was in their power to defeat, we gave it up with a
good grace upon the Viceroy’s repeating the assurances given before of the Hindostan being exempted from the
payment of measurage and duties at Canton.
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Sunday, November 10
The Tson-tou, or Viceroy, paid me a visit, and repeated in still stronger terms than yesterday, the assurances
and declarations of the Emperor’s favour, and of his own particular good wishes and disposition towards us.
Monday, November 11
This afternoon I received a letter from Sir erasmus Gower, dated at Cheusan the 1 st of October, which, through
the singular jealousy and suspicion of the Chinese Government, had been kept from me until now. From this letter
I have received news of the Lion’s people being very sickly, and of the surgeon and his first mate not being likely
to recover. That the ship was in such want of medicines, particularly of bark and opium, that it became necessary
to have a speedy supply of both, and therefore he (Sir Erasmus Gower) was returning for that purpose to the
mouth of the river at Canton, but should proceed again from thence to the northward without delay. Having
mentioned to the Viceroy that Sir Erasmus Gower was probably now in Macao Roads, and that it was possible a
letter from me might reach him if dispatched immediately, he has promised to send it this night by a special
messenger to Mr. Brown at Canton, who will know how to forward it.
Wrote my letter to Sir Erasmus, telling him that I was upon my road to Canton, and requesting him to remain
off Macao till he either saw me or heard from me again.
Tuesday, November 12
The Viceroy made us another visit, and improves upon us every time we see him.
Wednesday, November 13
Received a farewell visit from Sun-ta-gin, who seemed to be quite melted at parting from us. Among other
things, he said to me, in a strain of liberality scarcely to be expected in a Tartar or a Chinese, that, as all distant
countries must necessarily have different laws and customs, we should not be surprised that theirs varied from
ours, that we owed each other mutual indulgences, and he therefore hoped I should not carry with me to Europe
any impression to the disadvantage or disparagement of China.
He possesses an elevated mind, and during the whole time of our connexion with him has on all occasions
conducted himself towards us in the most friendly and gentleman-like manner. This kind of behaviour is not only
agreeable to his natural character, but I believe he thinks it will be agreeable to his Court, as no part of it can be
concealed or misrepresented; for, notwithstanding his high rank and situation, such is the caution and
circumspection of this Government, that two considerable Mandarins (one of whom was the secretary who
penned the Emperor’s letters to the King) were always present at our conferences. Sun-ta-gin declined accepting
the presents I offered him, but expressed himself in a very becoming and unaffected manner.
Before I quit this subject I must not omit that our discourse together sometimes turned upon Russia, of which
he endeavoured to speak as of a country they had no apprehensions from. He said that whenever disturbances
happened on the frontiers they were usually occasioned by disorderly people whom, when complained of, the
Court of Russia always disavowed, and delivered to be punished as soon as they could be taken hold of, and that
at bottom the Russians were not a bad sort of people, though very ignorant and unpolished. It appears not only
from Sun-ta-gin, but from several others whom I have conversed with, that the Chinese are no strangers to the
Czarina’s character, nor to the manner of her mounting the throne.
Thursday, November 14
This morning we proceeded from Han-chou-fou on our journey to the southward. I travelled in a palanquin
through the city, which I found still larger and more populous than I at first imagined. The environs of the town
are very beautiful, embellished by an extensive lake, a noble canal with several inferior ones, and gentle hills
cultivated to the summit, interspersed with plantations of mulberries and dwarf fruit-trees, sheltered by oaks,
planes, sycamores, and camphors. On one side of the lake is a pagoda in ruins, which forms a remarkably fine
object: it is octagonal, built of fine hewn stone, red and yellow, of four entire stories besides the top, which was
mouldering away from age. Very large trees were growing out of the cornices; it was about two hundred feet high.
It is called the Tower of the Thundering Winds, to whom it would seem to have been dedicated, and is supposed to
be two thousand five hundred years old.
After travelling about six miles from the east gate through this charming scene, we came to a broad tide-river,
where we found the yachts ready for our embarkation. These vessels have cotton or canvas sails and something of
a European air, being sharp both fore and aft. Although their bottoms are quite flat, they sail well and draw very
little water not more than ten inches even when laden with two tons and a half weight. At the different stations on
the road the troops always turned out to salute us, which they frequently did by falling down on their knees, but
there was a large body of five hundred to a thousand drawn up to receive us at the waterside, dressed and armed in
their best manner, who made a very handsome appearance. They seemed, indeed, to look more like soldiers than
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any I had seen in China before, and to show a marked admiration of my guards as they marched along to embark,
noticing every particular—their dress, their arms, the cadence of their movements, their quick and slow steps,
their erect figures, their manly air and military mechanism.
Friday, November 15
This morning at daybreak I found we had advanced up the river above the reach of the tide; it is still very
broad, not less than half a mile across. Yesterday we sailed, but now we are towed.
I made a visit to the Viceroy, at which Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin were present. It was intended these two
latter gentlemen should leave us at Han-chou-fou; but as they were well known to the Viceroy, and as he observed
that they were agreeable and accustomed to us, he desired them to come on and accompany the Embassy to
Canton.
Very little was said in this conversation relative to our affairs. I thought it better to avoid entering upon that
subject abruptly, and to wait for more favourable opportunities of introducing it, many of which must occur in the
long journey now before us. I left it to him to lead the discourse as he liked, which, though chiefly upon general
topics, he artfully contrived to intermingle with many expressions of compliments to me and profession from
himself.
Sunday, November I7
The Viceroy returned my visit, and began of his own accord to talk to me of the trade carried on between Great
Britain and China, of which he owned he was but imperfectly informed. He therefore desired me to explain to him
the principal points in which I wished his assistance when we came to Canton. When I had done this he requested
me to give it to him in writing, which I told him should be done as soon as possible. He said his reason for asking
it was that he might read it at his leisure, in order to be master of the subject, for he was determined to do what
was equitable and proper, to grant what was reasonable and to deny what was not so. He was sensible that some
changes of conduct towards us would be right, both for the sake of justice and the reputation of his country. But
he confessed that, though his affinity to the Emperor and his rank in the State afforded him strong ground to stand
upon, yet he had measures to keep and delicacies to observe, for he was well aware of the counter-action he might
expect at Canton from those who may perhaps be interested in the continuance of those very grievances we
suffered. That he had heard of the prejudices entertained against us by some of the great people at the Court,
particularly Foo-chan-tong, his predecessor, who would not be much pleased to see him adopt a new system the
reverse of his own.
But there was another thing which he would candidly mention. He said he knew the refusal that had been given
by Cho-chan-tong to the requests of the Embassy, and the disappointment resulting from it. It was therefore to be
apprehended that the English might be led from thence to infer an unfavourable disposition in the Court towards
them which it really had not, and to conduct themselves in such a manner as to defeat any indulgences meant to
be granted to them, and consequently render him culpable for any representations he might make in our favour.
For this reason he requested me to satisfy him fairly how I considered matters ought to stand relative to this point.
I told him I should answer him with the utmost frankness, and own that, from the reception my requests had
met with, I naturally concluded the Court of Peking to be indifferent, if not unfriendly, to Great Britain; and that I
should have represented it so in my dispatches home if Sun-ta-gin had not taken such pains to impress me, as he
declared he had the highest authority to do, with the Emperor’s favourable sentiments towards us and our
concerns, and if he, the Viceroy himself, had not confirmed that at the first conference I had with him in the
presence of Sun-ta-gin. That the solemn assurances then given to me by him and Sun-ta-gin had not only
prevented me from writing in the manner that I had intended, but induced me to inform my Court that,
notwithstanding what had passed at Peking, I had since that time received so many kind messages and promises
from thence that I could not doubt of a very serious attention being paid to my representations. That thus the
matter now stood, and that it rested with him to determine whether I had deceived my own Court or not. It was
from what he should do, not what I should write, that they would form a judgment.
Soon after the Viceroy left me he sent presents of fans, tea, and perfumes to me, and all the gentlemen of the
Embassy.
This evening Van-ta-gin brought two genteel young men with him on board my yacht, and presented them to
me as the Ambassadors from the King of the Lieu-kieu islands, now on their way to Peking. Regularly once in
two years this prince sends such ambassadors to Emoi, in the province of Fo-kien (no other part being open to
these strangers), from whence they proceed by this route to carry their master’s homage and tribute to the
Emperor. They speak Chinese well, but have a proper language of their own, whether approaching to the Japanese
or Korean I could not well comprehend. They told me that no European vessel had ever touched their island, but if
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they should come they would be well received. There is no prohibition against foreign intercourse; they have a
fine harbour capable of admitting the largest vessels not far from their capital, which is considerable in extent and
population. They raise a coarse kind of tea, but far inferior to the Chinese, and have many mines of copper and
iron; no gold or silver mines have as yet been discovered among them, which may in some measure account for
these islands being so little known.
The dress which these Ambassadors wore I particularly remarked. It is a very fine sort of shawl made in their
own country, dyed of a beautiful brown colour and lined with a squirrel skin, or petit-gros. They wore turbans
very neatly folded round their heads; one was of yellow silk and the other of purple. They had neither linen nor
cotton in any part of their dress that I could perceive. The fashion of their habit was nearly Chinese. They were
well-looking, tolerably fair complexions, well-bred, conversible, and communicative. From the geographical
position of these islands they should naturally belong to the Chinese or the Japanese. They have chosen the
protection of the former, and when their Sovereign dies his successor receives a sort of investiture or confirmation
from Peking.
It would seem that the Japanese give themselves no sort of concern about their neighbours. Concentrated and
contented in their own Empire, they seldom make excursions beyond their own coasts, and are equally averse that
their coasts should be visited by others. If circumstances will permit, I think it may be worth while to explore
these Lieu-kieu islands.
Tuesday, November 19
The river is nearly of the same breadth today as yesterday, but very unequal in its depth; in some places not
less than ten or twelve feet, in others so shallow that we were often suddenly stopped in our progress. It is quite
wonderful to see the strength of the Chinese boatmen, who, by main force, often dragged or lifted over sands and
gravel almost dry the yachts we travelled in, some of which were heavy-laden and seventy feet in length by
twelve feet in the beam. The banks of the river and the views are wild, but not unpleasant, the grounds varied by
cultivation in the valleys and by plantations on the hills, which are neither high nor steep. The people have a
boorish, rustic aspect, and are less polished than any we have yet met with.
I am just informed by Chou-ta-gin that the Viceroy has received a dispatch from Court with an account of Sir
Erasmus Gower’s arrival in Macao Roads on the 31st of last month, so that a letter from Canton to Pekin and from
thence to this place, including every delay, has been transmitted in less than twenty days, so good a look-out do
the Chinese keep on their coasts, and so watchful have they been of the motions of our ships of war.
Wednesday, November 20
This evening we arrived at the end of our first navigation from Han-chou-fou, and tomorrow we are to cross
overland to You-san-chou, where we are to embark again.
Soon after we came to an anchor the Viceroy visited me, and made me an apology for our accommodation,
saying that it was not so good as he wished it to be on account of the road being very little frequented. Our
accommodation has, nevertheless, been very good, and I told him I thought so, and that had it been less good, yet
as it was exactly the same as he had himself, I could not be discontented.
He seemed still somewhat apprehensive, whether from his own reflections, or from those of his superiors, that
I must feel some dissatisfaction at bottom, as I certainly do, in not having succeeded in the points I had solicited,
and that consequently my representations home might be the occasion of future trouble or mischief. He was,
however, much pleased when, on his renewing the subject of our former conversation, I repeated to him exactly
what I had said to him a few days before. But, still doubtful of my sincerity, I found he was desirous of putting it
to a test, by his asking me whether I would authorize him to tell the Emperor that the King my master would
always continue in friendship with him, and in testimony of it would write to him, and send an Ambassador again
if the Emperor were willing to receive him.
I said that, though what I solicited was refused, yet in every other respect I had no reason to complain, as the
Embassy had been very honourably received and entertained, and that the Emperor had sent presents to the King
as marks of his friendship in return for those sent by the King for the Emperor. That, therefore, I had no doubt that
the King might go as far as to write to the Emperor to acknowledge the receipt of the presents, and the marks of
distinction conferred on the Embassy. As to matters of business, they stood on a different ground. The King’s
original idea was to have an Ambassador usually resident in China, and if I had found my staying at Peking had
been agreeable I should have remained there a considerable time, but that frequent or temporary Embassies from
so great a distance were attended with much trouble and expense to both Courts. Nevertheless, I thought another
Minister might be sent to China if there was good ground to expect that such a measure would be requited by
adequate advantages; but that my state of health and many other circumstances rendered it impossible for me to
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think of undertaking a second Embassy.
He then asked me if the King were to send here another Minister, how soon it would be; but that he did not
mean to propose to me a repetition of so great and splendid an Embassy as mine, which he was sensible could not
be equipped without great charge and inconvenience.
I told him it was not in my power to say how soon or to calculate any time, the space between England and
China being so vast, and sea voyages being so precarious.
Before he went away he assured me he had received the greatest satisfaction from the different conversations
he had had with us, and should immediately write to the Emperor, who would be highly pleased in every respect
with his accounts of us. I gave him the paper which he had desired a few days ago, containing a short sketch of
the points I wished to obtain at Canton, also a letter to be forwarded to Sir Erasmus Gower, and he then returned
to his yacht. But in a few minutes afterwards he came back, and said that, as he was going to send a dispatch to
Court, he thought it would be more agreeable to the Emperor if accompanied with a few words from me to him
(the Viceroy) in the Chinese style, of general compliment and acknowledgment of the Emperor’s attention to us,
and anxiety for our welfare.
I thanked him for the suggestion, and told him I should not fail to follow it. Every time we see this gentleman
he gains upon our good opinion, and I do not despair of the Company’s receiving many advantages by his means.
It is true that he has art and address, and an air of candour to disguise them with, but he has prudence, sagacity,
and a sense of character.
Thursday, November 21
At 10 o’clock a.m. set out on our journey by land, and dined at the half-way house, which marks the
boundaries of the provinces of Che-kiang and Kiang-si. We then came on to this place, Yu-san-chien, having
performed the whole journey of twenty-four English miles in less than nine hours. The mode of travelling is on
horseback, in a covered palanquin, or an open chair. Our gentlemen had the choice of their conveyance; but as the
weather was uncommonly pleasant most of them preferred riding. We found this transition from the water to the
land very agreeable, and were highly delighted with the face of the country we passed through.
I must not omit that the Viceroy, observing our curiosity about everything relative to natural history, allowed us
to collect seeds and fossils as we came along, and to take up several tea-plants in a growing state with large balls
of earth adhering to them, which tea-plants, I flatter myself, I shall be able to transmit to Bengal, where I had no
doubt that by the spirit and patriotism of its Government an effectjve cultivation of this valuable shrub will be
undertaken and pursued with success.
I delivered to the Viceroy the note of compliment, which he had suggested to me the idea of, to be transmitted
with his letter to Pekink. Observing the character of the writing to be remarkably neat, he inquired who had
transcribed it, and when I informed him that it was little George Staunton, he would scarcely believe that a boy of
twelve years old could have already made such a progress. Nor was he perfectly satisfied till he had actually seen
him add, at the bottom of the paper in Chinese characters, that it had been written by him.
Sunday, November 24
Last night we continued our voyage, but so dense a vapour had risen in consequence of the late rains and
overspread the atmosphere, that, though the river widened and deepened considerably, our navigation seemed
often attended with danger. Our vessels frequently struck upon the shelves, and sometimes ran foul of each other
with a sudden crash, thus contributing not a little to the dismal character of the night, which was still, moist, cold,
and comfortless. The mist grew every moment darker and heavier, and so magnified the objects around us that no
wonder our senses and imaginations were equally deceived and disturbed, and that temples, turrets, and pagodas
appeared to us through the fog, as we sailed along, like so many phantoms of giants and monsters flitting away
from us, and vanishing in the gloom.
Thursday, November 28
We have now changed our yacht for vessels of a larger size, and are proceeding in them. The small ones were
very pleasant and convenient, but had not sufficient room for the proper stowage of our baggage.
Friday, November 29
We stopped all last night at a village about four miles from Nan-chan-fou, where the Foo-yen, or Governor of
the province, paid us a visit, and brought us presents of tea and tea-cups, some beads, pieces of silk, and red
Nankin. I returned his compliment with a pair of pearl watches, an assortment of hardware, knives, scissors, wine,
and brandy.
Saturday, November 30
The river still continues wide, but, in general, very shallow. The shores are flat and sandy, and in the wet
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season the whole country must be under water to a vast extent. No trees or houses to be seen but on a few elevated
spots. The weather cold, no sun.
The Viceroy, accompanied by Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin, paid me a long visit this evening. They came at
eight o’clock, and stayed till this moment. It is now midnight. The Viceroy was uncommonly civil and sociable,
and talked freely upon a great variety of things. He asked me several questions relative to Canton, to the value and
amount of our trade there, and that of other nations; and, what surprised me, he seemed to know already the
difference between the country ships from India and the ships of the Company. He suspects great peculation
among the public officers at Canton, and that the Emperor is much defrauded in his revenue there. I answered him
with a proper reserve, saying that, as I had never been at Canton, I could not speak with precision, but that when I
arrived there I would endeavour to procure for him any information in my power that he wished to have. He
requested that I would, and at the same time desired Chou-ta-gin, who is the man of letters and business, to take
notes of what I should mention to him.
Having occasion to light his pipe, and his attendants being absent, I took out of my pocket a small phosphoric
bottle, and instantly kindled a match at it. The singularity of a man carrying fire in his fob without damage startled
him a good deal; I therefore explained to him the phenomenon, and made him a present of the bottle. This little
incident led to a conversation upon other curious subjects, from which it appeared to us how far the Chinese
(although they excel in some branches of mechanics) are yet behind other nations in medical or
chirurgical\fn{Surgical} skill and philosophical knowledge. Having often observed numbers of blind persons, but
never having met a wooden leg or a deformed limb here, I concluded that good oculists were very rare, and that
death was the usual consequence of a fracture. The Viceroy told me I was right in my conjecture. But when I told
him of many things in England, and which I had brought people to instruct the Chinese in if it had been allowed,
such as the reanimating drowned persons by a mechanical operation, restoring sight to the blind by the extraction
of the glaucoma, and repairing or amputating limbs by manual dexterity, both he and his companions seemed as if
awakened out of a dream, and could not conceal their regret for the Court’s coldness and indifference to our
discoveries.
From the manner of these gentlemen’s inquiries, the remarks which they made, and the impressions which they
seemed to feel, I have conceived a much higher opinion of their liberality and understanding. Whether in these
two respects the Minister be really inferior to them, or whether he acts upon a certain public system, which often
supersedes private conviction, I know not. But certain it is that, in a conversation with him at Gehol, when I
mentioned to him some recent inventions of European ingenuity, particularly that of the air balloon, and that I had
taken care to provide one at Peking with a person to go up in it, he not only discouraged that experiment, but most
of the others, which from a perusal of all the printed accounts of this country we had calculated and prepared for
the meridian of China. Whatever taste the Emperor Cam-hi might have shown for the sciences, as related by the
Jesuits in his day, his successors have not inherited it with his other great qualities and possessions. For it would
now seem that the policy and vanity of the Court equally concurred in endeavouring to keep out of sight whatever
can manifest our pre-eminence, which they undoubtedly feel, but have not yet learned to make the proper use of.
It is, however, in vain to attempt arresting the progress of human knowledge. I am, indeed, very much
mistaken if all the authority and address of the Tartar Government will be able much longer to stifle the energies
of their Chinese subjects. Scarcely a year now passes without an insurrection in some of their provinces. It is true
they are soon suppressed, but their frequency is a strong symptom of the fever within. The paroxysm is repelled,
but the disease is not cured.
Thursday, December 5
The sun shines out this morning, which, after so long an absence, is a very welcome and cheerful appearance.
High hills rise on each side of the river, planted and cultivated with trees and grain on terraces, and embellished
with small, neat villages perched on ledges of rock wherever the projection could sustain a superstructure.
Stopped this evening at Kian-chou-fou, a large, walled city of the first order. On our arrival before the town we
had a profusion of military honours. I may here remark once for all that at every place on the way where troops
were stationed they always turned out for us, unfurled their colours, sounded their music, and saluted with their
guns, which number is never exceeded on such occasions. They also frequently sent us little presents of fruit and
other refreshments.
Monday, December 9
The weather is still delightful; but the country more barren than any we have observed in our progress. In this
province the women of the lower sort, whom we saw, have their feet generally of the natural size, and go without
shoes or other covering of that sort. They are mostly ill-favoured, and, except by wearing their hair and having
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rings in their ears, are scarcely distinguishable from their husbands. They are so strong and accustomed to labour
that it is said many Chinese come into Kiang-si from the other provinces to improve their fortune by marrying
what they call a working wife.
At 9 p.m. we arrived at this place (Nan-gan-fou); here the Viceroy showed me a paper or edict from the
Emperor addressed to him, of which I am to have a copy. As it was explained to me it seems conceived in very
friendly terms, saying that if the King should send a Minister again to China he would be well received. But in
such case it is desired that he should come to Canton, which implies a sort of disapprobation of our having gone
up the Gulf of Pe-che-li. Nevertheless, I would not, for any consideration, that we had not, as by these means we
are masters now of the geography of the north-east coasts of China, and have acquired a knowledge of the Yellow
Sea, which was never before navigated by European ships.
The Viceroy told me that he had sent my letters to Canton at the time I delivered them to him. He had not yet
received any news from thence about the Lion, which makes me very apprehensive that Sir Erasmus Gower may
be gone away.
Tuesday, December 10
This morning we set out by land from Nan-gan-fou, which is a large walled city situated on the side of a steep
hill rising abruptly from the left shore of the river. We travelled up in the same manner as in our former
expedition, some in palanquins and some on horseback, according to the conveyance they liked best.
The whole distance from Nan-gan-fou to Nan-chou-fou is about thirty-three miles, and we performed the
journey in nine hours, the time of baiting included. The horses on this road are remarkably small, but hardy and
nimble; they have not handsome forehands, but are otherwise well shaped, with limbs as clean and slender as
those of a stag. To the southward of this place the people seem less civilized than on the other side of the
mountain.
Wednesday, December 11
The city of Nan-chou-fou is very extensive and wonderfully populous. We were upwards of an hour in passing
from our entrance at the first gate to our quarters, which were in a spacious public edifice with a large hall in the
centre of it, where the provincial candidates for literary degrees (which alone qualify for civil offices in China) are
examined and received. Here most of the gentlemen of the Embassy slept; but, as my yacht was ready prepared, I
preferred settling myself in it at once.
This day we left the city of Nan-chou-fou, and proceeded on our voyage. The river below the bridge is very
shallow, and the navigation becomes every day more difficult. The banks are of a loose sand, which the least
swelling of the waters washes into the channel and forms into spits and ridges which scarcely any industry can
remove. Our present boats are therefore small, but we are to change into larger at Chao-chou-fou, where the river
begins to deepen. From Nan-chou-fou the passage to Canton is usually made in seven or eight days; but we shall
probably be longer, in order to give time to the Viceroy to get there a little before us to prepare for our reception.
He has been constantly with us till now ever since we left Han-chou-fou. When he took leave of us today he told
us that he had written to the Emperor in such terms upon our subject that he was persuaded we should leave
China, not only without dissatisfaction, but with essential proofs of the Emperor’s favour. I said that his
indulgence to the King my masters’ subjects at Canton would be the most essential and acceptable favours he
could possibly confer upon me. I have now good reason to know that Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin have sincerely
endeavoured to promote our interests. The Viceroy appears to have much confidence in them, and to treat them
with great respect and regard.
Saturday, December 14
Proceeded to-day from Chao-chou-fou and came to this place (Quan-yong-gan). Here we mean to pass the
night, that in the morning we may have an opportunity of visiting the neighbouring Miao, or Temple of Pusa, who
is said to have been a near relation of Fo, and is much in vogue among the devotees of this province.
Sunday, December 15
My curiosity being much excited by the accounts which I had heard of the Temple of Pusa, I rose at an early
hour and embarked in a small shallop, in order to avoid interruption or encumbrance. The mornmg was
remarkably fine, the sun rose with uncommon brilliancy, and the whole face of Nature was lighted up with
cheerfulness and beauty. Before we had proceeded many hundred yards we were attracted to the left by an arm of
the river, which, after stretching itself considerably from the main stream, had bent and elbowed itself into a deep
cone or basin, above which enormous masses of rocks rose abruptly on every side, agglomerating to a stupendous
height, menacing collision. The included flood was motionless, silent, sullen, and black. The ledge where we
landed was so narrow that we could not stand upon it without difficulty. We were hemmed round with danger, the
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mountains frowned on us from on high, the precipices startled us from beneath. Our only safety seemed even in
the jaws of a cavern that yawned in our front. We plunged into it without hesitating, and for a moment felt the joys
of a sudden escape. But our terrors returned when we surveyed our asylum. We found ourselves at the bottom of
the staircase hewn in the rock, long, narrow, steep, and rugged. At a distance a feeble taper glimmered from
above, and faintly discovered to us the secrets of the vault.
We, however, looked forward to it as our pole star. We scrambled up the steps, and with much trouble and
fatigue arrived at the landing-place. Here an ancient bald-headed bonze issued from his den, and offered himself
as our conductor through this subterraneous labyrinth. The first place he led us to was the grand hall or refectory
of the convent. It is an excavation forming nearly a cube of twenty-five feet, through one face of which is a
considerable opening that looks over the water and is barricaded with a rail. This apartment is well furnished in
the taste of the country with tables and chairs highly varnished, and with many gauze and paper lanthorns of
various colours, in the middle of which was suspended a glass lanthorn of prodigious size made in London, the
offering of an opulent Chinese bigot at Canton.
From hence we mounted by an ascent of many difficult steps to the temple itself, which is directly over the
hall, but of much greater extent. Here the god Pusa is displayed in all his glory—a gigantic image with a Saracen
face, grinning horribly from a row of gilded fangs, a crown upon his head, a naked scimitar in one hand, and a
fire-brand in the other. But how little, alas! is celestial or sublunary fame. I could learn very few particulars of this
colossal divinity. Even the bonzes, who live by his worship, scarcely knew anything of his history. From the
attributes he is armed with, I suppose he was some great Tartar prince or commander of antiquity; and if he bore
any resemblance of his representative he must have been a most formidable warrior, and probably little inferior in
his day to the King of Prussia or Prince Ferdinand in our own. A magnificent altar was dressed out at his feet, with
lamps, lanthorns, candles and candlesticks, censers, and perfumes, strongly resembling the decorations of a
Romish chapel. On the walls were hung numerous tablets inscribed in large characters with moral sentences and
exhortations to pious alms and religion.
Opposite to the image is a wide breach in the wall, down from which the perpendicular view requires the finest
nerves and the steadiest head to resist its impression. From the chapel we were led through several long, narrow
galleries to the rest of the apartments, which had all been wrought in the rocks by invincible labour and
perseverance into kitchens, cells, cellars, and other recesses of various kinds. The bonzes having now learned the
quality of their visitors, had lighted an additional number of torches and flambeaux, by which means we were
enabled to see all the interior of the Souterrain, and to examine into the nature of its inhabitants and their manners
of living in it. Here we beheld a number of our fellow-creatures, endowed with faculties like our own (“some
breasts pregnant with celestial fire”), buried under a mountain and chained to a rock, to be incessantly gnawed by
the vultures of superstition and fanaticism. Their condition appeared to us to be the last stage of monastic misery,
the lowest degradation of humanity.
At my departure I left among this wretched community a small donation, which was, however, so far above
their expectations that I think it not unlikely they will insert a new clause in their litany, and heartily pray that the
Chinese Government may adopt a more liberal policy, and open the country to the free inspection and curiosity of
English travellers.
Monday, December 16
The river now flows between two rows of high, steep, green hills, broad, smooth, and deep. On the side of one
of these hills I observed a black patch of very considerable extent enclosed within a pale, and found upon a nearer
approach that it was a great mass of coal emerging above the surface; and I understand that all this part of the
country abounds with this substance, although very little use is made of it by the Chinese.
The weather for these two days has been very sharp, with a clear, frosty air.
We stopped at Tchian-yuan, and Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin passed the whole evening with me.
Having observed many barren and wild mountains at different distances in the course of our journey from
Pekin, and particularly in this neighbourhood, I took occasion to ask them some questions on the subject, and I
learned from them that all uncultivated or desert lands are supposed to belong to the Sovereign. But any person,
on giving notice of his intention to the nearest magistrate, may cultivate them if he chooses, and thereby acquire
the property of them, for there is no such thing in China as a waste or common depending upon a manor or
lordship for the purpose of feeding the game or the vanity of an ideal paramount. But, in truth, I believe there is
scarcely an acre of cultivable land in China that is not cultivated.
Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin gave me the following particulars of the Emperor’s usual course of life, when not
engaged in hunting or in other excursions.
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He rises at three o’clock a.m., and then goes to his private pagoda to worship Fo. He then reads the dispatches
of the different officers, who, from their stations, are permitted to write to him directly. At seven o’clock a.m. he
breakfasts, after which he amuses himself about his palace and gardens with his women and eunuchs. He then
sends for the First Colao, or Chief Minister, with whom he transacts the current business, and then has a kind of
levée, which is attended by all the Colaos and great Mandarins who have the entrée. He dines usually at three
o’clock p.m., and then goes to the theatre or other diversions of the day, after which he retires and amuses himself
with reading till bedtime, the hour of which is never later than seven o’clock in the evening.
The female establishment is one Empress (now dead), two queens of the first rank, six queens of the second
rank, and one hundred concubines. He has sons by the late Empress, and has others by his Queens and
concubines, also several daughters, who are married to Tartar Princes and other Tartars of distinction, but none of
them to Chinese. He is a man of great parts, learning, and application, religious and charitable; affable and
affectionate to his subjects, vindictive and relentless to his enemies; much elated with his greatness and prosperity,
and impatient of the slightest reverse or mischance; jealous of his power, suspicious of his Ministers, and when
angry not easily to be appeased. He has never admitted any of his sons to the smallest share of his confidence or
authority, although some of them are upwards of forty years old. Nor is it known or presumed whom he intends
for his successor. Min-yul-ye, his eldest grandson, is a man of capacity, has been employed in affairs, and is
supposed to be much in his favour.
Some years since the Emperor had pretended that he was weary of the throne, and fixed a time for his retiring
from it; but as the period approached he began to think it better to defer his resignation to a more distant day. At
present it stands for 1796, but it is by no means certain that it will then take place. He is naturally of a healthy
constitution and of great bodily strength, and, though upwards of eighty-three years old, is as yet but little
afflicted with the infirmities of age.
These particulars relative to this great personage I have set down as I received them from my two friends, who
have given them to me, I am persuaded, according to the best of their knowledge and opinion. From their rank and
situation they have certainly had good opportunities of obtaining intelligence and of forming their judgments.
Tuesday, December 17
The river grows very broad and meets the tide here, being thirty miles above Canton. The mountains on each
side are about seven or eight miles distant. We stopped at San-chou-hien, where the State yachts were in waiting
to convey us to Canton. But as the Viceroy’s preparations for our reception are not yet quite completed, I
understand that we shall not arrive there till Thursday.
Wednesday, December 18
Early this morning we passed by the town of Fou-sang, which is a very considerable one. Arrived before noon
at a garden-house belonging to the Chinese Hong merchants of Canton, where we found Messrs. Browne, Irwin,
and Jackson, the Company’s Commissioners, together With Mr. Hall,' the secretary. They had come up from
Canton to meet us, and brought with them our letters and packets from Europe, which after a fifteen months’
absence were singularly acceptable. By these we have learned the state of affairs between Great Britain and
France. It remains to consider how far the motions of the Embassy are to be regulated by it. The Commissioners
inform me that my letters had been forwarded to Sir Erasmus Gower, and that the Lion is now lying below the
second bar. They presented to me the Hong merchants, who had come from Canton on purpose to pay their
respects to the Embassy.
Tomorrow we make our entry into Canton. I cannot omit remarking that, in the course of our navigation from
Nan-chou-fou, we have had an uncommon profusion of military honours lavished upon us everywhere as we
passed along, which I attribute to the Viceroy’s having given directions for the purpose as he preceded us. As the
Chinese consider the province of Canton to be the most obnoxious to invasion from the sea, the military posts in it
are very numerous. There seemed to be an affected reiteration of salutes wherever we appeared, in order, I
presume, to impress us with an idea of the vigilance and alertness of the troops, and to show that they were not
unprepared against the enemy.
Nevertheless, as they are totally ignorant of our discipline, cumbersomely clothed, and armed only with
matchlocks, bows and arrows, and heavy swords, awkward in the management of them, and of an unwarlike
character and disposition, I imagine they would make but a feeble resistance to a well-conducted attack. The
circumstance of greatest embarrassment to an invader would be their immense numbers, not on account of the
mischief they could do to him, but that he would find no end of doing mischief to them. The slaughter of millions
would scarcely be perceived, and, unless the people themselves soon voluntarily submitted, the victor might
indeed reap the vanity of destruction, but not the glory or use of dominion.
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Thursday, December 19
At eleven o’clock a.m. we set out in the State barges for Canton, and, at an hour after one, were landed at the
great stairs of the island house, which had been prepared for our reception. From the stairs we walked upon a
stage of fifty or sixty yards long, covered with carpets, till we reached the place where it united with terra firma.
Here we were received by the Viceroy, the Foo-yen, or Governor, the Hou-pou, or Treasurer, and the principal
Mandarins of rank, in this neighbourhood, all dressed in their robes of ceremony. We were then conducted into a
very large apartment, with double semi-circular rows of arm-chairs on each sjde. The Viceroy and his assessors
took their stations opposite to us, and a conversation began, which lasted about an hour. It chiefly turned upon the
incidents of our journey from Peking and the arrival of the Lion, which the Viceroy requested might come up to
Wampo. We then adjourned to the theatre, on which a company of comedians (who are reckoned capital
performers, and had been ordered down from Nankin for that purpose) were prepared to entertain us. Here we
found a most magnificent Chinese dinner spread out upon the tables, and a display of the presents given upon this
occasion. The Viceroy conducted the whole ceremony with the greatest dignity and propriety, dis tinguishing us by
the most pointed marks of respect and regard (things quite new and astonishing to the Chinese here, who are
totally unused to see foreigners treated with any attention), and evincing in every instance the high consideration
the Embassy was held in by the Government.
Our quarters are in an island, opposite to the English Factory, which is situated on the mainland in the suburbs
of the city of Canton. The river that divides us is about half a mile broad. These quarters consist of several
pavilions or separate buildings, very spacious. and convenient, and some of them fitted up in the English manner
with glass windows and fire-grates, which latter, at this season, although we are on the edge of the tropic, are very
comfortable pieces of furniture. Our habitations are in the middle of a large garden, adorned with ponds and
parterres, and with flowers, trees, and shrubs, curious either from rarity or beauty. On one side of us is a
magnificent Miao, or Bronze Temple, and on the other a large edifice, from the top of which is a very fine view of
the river and shipping, and the city and the country to a great extent.
Friday, December 20
The theatre, which is a very elegant building with the stage open to the garden, being just opposite my
pavilion, I was surprised when I rose this morning to see the comedy already begun and the actors performing in
full dress. It seems it was not a rehearsal, but one of their regular formal pieces. I understand that whenever the
Chinese mean to entertain their friends with particular distinction, an indispensable article is a comedy—or rather,
a string of comedies which are acted one after the other without intermission for several hours together. The actors
now here have, I find, received directions to amuse us constantly in this way during our time of residence.
But as soon as I see our conductors I shall endeavour to have them relieved, if I can do it without giving
offence to the taste of the nation or having my own called in question.
In case His Imperial Majesty Tchien-lung should send Ambassadors to the Court of Great Britain, there would
be something comical, according to our manners, if my Lord Chamberlain Salisbury were to issue an order to
Messrs. Harris and Sheridan, the King’s patentees, to exhibit Messrs. Lewis and Kemble, Mrs. Siddons, and Miss
Farren during several days, or rather nights, together, for the entertainment of their Chinese Excellencies. I am
afraid they would at first feel the powers of the great buttresses of Drury Lane and Covent Garden as little
affecting to them as the exertions of these capital actors from Nankin have been to us.
We have found here five Indiamen almost ready to sail for England.
Saturday, December 21; Sunday, December 22; Monday, December 23
These three days have been chiefly taken up in receiving visits from the Viceroy, the Foo-yen, or Governor, the
Hou-pou, or Treasurer, the Song-pin, or Governor of Chao-chou-fou, and several other great Mandarins, some of
whom I find are come from a considerable distance to see us. The great public honours and respect paid here to
the Embassy cannot fail, I think, to have a very good effect upon the people in favour of our factory. In these
visits I explained at length the different grievances of our trade.
The Hou-pou was averse to any alterations, and wished everything to remain as he found it. The Viceroy
thought every reasonable alteration should be made, and they debated together with great earnestness for a
considerable time. The subject was renewed again and again, and I should hope, from the Viceroy’s professions
and assurances, that we have got the better of the Hou-pou.
We have also been employed in consulting and settling with the Commissioners the destination and departure
of the ships, and in preparing our letters for England.
After maturely considering all the circumstances before me, I have now, however painful to me, been obliged
to dismiss from my mind many flattering ideas which I had entertained at the commencement of my Embassy, of
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distinguishing it by some happy discovery, some signal and brilliant success, in the prosecution of our political
and commercial interests in these distant parts of the world. I have given up my projected visit to Japan, which
(though now less alluring in prospect) had been always with me a favourite adventure as the possible opening of a
new mine for the exercise of our industry and the purchase of our manufactures. All these ideas I have resigned at
present, and adopted the measures which appear to afford the most probable substantial advantages to the public.
It is, therefore, determined that the Bombay Castle, the Brunswick, the Minerva, the Chesterfield, and the
Bettona shall proceed immediately for England. The other ships (probably thirteen) will proceed when ready,
under the convoy of His Majesty’s ship the Lion. Thus, by the speedy departure of the five ships, not only their
demurragfn{The charges that the charterer pays to the shipowner for its extra use of the vessel:W } will be saved, but if they
arrive safe, the Court of the Directors will be the earlier enabled to judge of their China resources. By the Lion’s
convoying the remainder, an immense property will be secured from danger in these seas; and, I trust, reach
England in safety.
Tuesday, December 24
Our interpreter came and mentioned to me the different persons who expected to receive presents from the
Embassy. I have desired Mr. Barrow to select and deliver them, and to put whatever remains into the hands of Mr.
Browne, according to the Company’s instructions, and to take a receipt for the same.
Wednesday, December 25
This day being Christmas Day, we all went over and dined with the British Factory.
Thursday, December 26; Friday, December 27; Saturday, December 28
I have had some conversation with the principal Hong merchants of this place. Pan-ke-qua is one of the
principal, a shrewd, sensible, sly fellow. Chi-chin-qua is the next in point of consequence, but not inferior in point
of opulence. The latter is a younger man and of a franker character. To me he affected much regard for the English
nation, and declared without reserve his willingness to try experiments in trade with any new articles our Factory
desired him. Mr. Irwin and Mr. Jackson were present when he said this to me.
Pan-ke-qua wears a white opaque button on his cap, and Chi-chin-qua wears a crystal one, which is a degree
superior to Pan-ke-qua’s, but I soon learned the reason. Pan-ke-qua is more prudent and less ostentatious. Chichin-qua owned to me that he had also a blue button; but that, though he always wears,it at home in his own
family, he never appears with it abroad, lest the Mandarins in office should visit him on that account, making use
of it as a pretence to squeeze presents from him, naturally supposing that a man could well afford them who had
given ten thousand taels for such a distinction.
These different ranks of buttons are sold here to the wealthy merchants, but confer no official authority. When
I say sold, I do not mean that the Government sells them, but the suitor certainly buys them by the large presents
which he makes to the great men at this extremity of the Empire who have interest enough at Court to procure
them.
Monday, December 30; Tuesday, December 31
The accounts which we have heard of the commotions in Cochin China have been now confirmed to us by
good authority. We are informed that the King of Donai (the southern region) had attacked the King of Tonquin,
or Nangan, as the Chinese call the reigning Prince in the neighbourhood of Turon Bay, which we had visited, and
that the town of Taifo had been taken and plundered. The King of Nangan himself had fled to the northern part,
and the whole country was in the utmost confusion.
Wednesday, January 1, 1794
This morning the Viceroy visited me in great ceremony, and said he had received a letter from the Emperor, the
contents of which he was ordered to communicate to me. It contained, as usual, a repetition of the Emperor’s
satisfaction from the Embassy, his good disposition towards the English, and promises to them of his future
favour and protection. These seem to be expressed in stronger terms than the former, and the Viceroy himself was
particularly courteous and caressing. He told us he had already issued two proclamations, denouncing the severest
punishments against any persons who should attempt to injure Europeans, or practise extortion in dealing with
them. (I here delivered to the Viceroy a more particular account of the grievances at Canton.) These proclamations
are published, and it is hoped it will have a good effect.
This being New Year’s Day, we all went over and dined with our Factory.
Thursday, January 2, to Tuesday, January 7
As none of the gentlemen of our Factory had ever been within the city of Canton, except the Commissioners,
when they went to deliver the Chairman’s letter announcing my intended Embassy, I had a strong curiosity to see
it. I entered it at the great water-gate, and traversed it from one end to the other. It covers a great extent of ground,
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and is said to contain a million of inhabitants. This account may possibly be exaggerated, but the population
everywhere in China is so vastly disproportionate to what we have been accustomed to observe in Europe that it is
difficult for us to determine upon any rule or standard of our own to go by. I can, therefore, only repeat upon this
point what I have learned from the best informed of the natives. The streets are narrow and paved with flagstones,
much resembling those of Han-chou-fou. No wheel carriages are admitted, nor did I see any horses in the town
except those which my servants rode upon. It is full of shops and trades, and has in general a gloomy appearance,
except in two or three large open squares, where the Viceroy and other great men reside.
All the people seemed very busily employed, chiefly in making silk boots or straw bonnets, in the working of
metals, and the labours of the forge, and most of them wore spectacles on their noses. The ordinary troops here,
instead of a blue uniform and red lace as elsewhere, are clothed in red with a blue lace. I am informed that several
persons have been punished for petty extortions practised against some strangers here, notwithstanding the late
proclamations.
But there are many other things that depend a good deal on ourselves, which, I think, would be more likely to
secure us than proclamations and punishments. We, no doubt, labour under many disadvantages here at present,
but some of them we have it in our own power to remove. Instead of acting towards the Chinese at Canton in the
same manner as we do towards the natives at our factories elsewhere, we seem to have adopted a totally opposite
system. We keep aloof from them as much as possible. We wear a dress as different from theirs as can be
fashioned. We are quite ignorant of their language (which, I suppose, cannot be a very difficult one, for little
George Staunton has long since learned to speak it and write it with great readiness, and from that circumstance
has been of infinite use to us on many occasions).
We, therefore, almost entirely depend on the good faith and good-nature of the few Chinese whom we employ,
and by whom we can be but imperfectly understood in the broken gibberish we talk to them. I fancy that Pan-kequa, or Mahomet Soulem, would attempt doing business on the Royal Exchange to very little purpose if they
appeared there in long petticoat clothes, with bonnet and turbans, and could speak nothing but Chinese or Arabic.
Now, I am very much mistaken if, by a proper management, we might not gradually and in some few years be
able to mould the China trade (as we seem to have done the trade everywhere else) to the shape that will best suit
us.
But it would certainly require in us great skill, caution, temper, and perseverance, much greater, perhaps, than
it is reasonable to expect. I dare say there are many hasty spirits disposed to go a shorter way to work, but no
shorter way will do it. If, indeed, the Chinese were provoked to interdict us their commerce, or do us any material
injury, we certainly have the means easy enough of revenging ourselves.
The Portuguese, who, as a nation, have long been really exanimated and dead in this part of the world,
although their ghost still appears at Macao, hold that place upon such terms as render it equally useless and
disgraceful to them. It is now chiefly supported by the English, and on the present footing of things there, the
Chinese can starve both it and those who support it whenever they please. If the Portuguese made a difficulty of
parting with it to us on fair terms, it might easily be taken from them by a small force from Madras, and the
compensation and irregularity be settled afterwards. Or with as little trouble, and with more advantage, we might
make a settlement in Lantao or Cow-hee, and then Macao would of itself crumble to nothing in a short time. The
forts of the Bocca Tigris might be demolished by half a dozen broadsides. The river would be impassable without
our permission, and the whole track of Canton and its correspondencies annihilated in a season. The millions of
people who subsist by it would almost instantly be reduced to hunger and insurrection. They must overrun the
country as beggars or as robbers, and wherever they went would carry with them misery and rebellion. In such
distraction, would Russia remain inactive? Would she neglect the opportunity of recovering Albazin and
reestablishing her power upon the Armour? Would the ambition of the great Catherine, that has stretched beyond
Onalaska to the eastward, overlook the provinces and partitions within grasp of her door?
Such might be the consequences to this Empire if we had a serious quarrel with it. On the other hand, let us see
what would be the consequences to ourselves. It is possible that other nations, now trading or expecting to trade
with China, would not behold our success with indifference, and thus we might be involved with much more
formidable enemies than Chinese. But I leave that consideration aside and proceed to others.
Our settlements in India would suffer most severely by any interruption of their China traffic, which is
infinitely valuable to them.
To Great Britain the blow would be immediate and heavy. The demand from Canton for our woollens alone
cannot now be less than from £500,000 to £600,000 per annum, and there is a good reason to believe that, with
proper care, it may in some years be stretched to a million. We should lose the other growing branches of export
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to China of tin, lead, copper, hardware, and of clocks, watches, and similar articles of ingenious mechanism. We
should lose the import from China not only of its raw silk—an indispensable luxury in our silk fabrics—but of
another indispensable luxury, or rather, an absolute necessary of life—tea. We should also in some measure lose
an excellent school of nautical knowledge, a strong link of marine power, and a prolific source of public revenue.
These evils, it would seem, must infallibly follow from a breach with China. Whether in time other markets
might not be found or created to make amends, I am not yet sufficiently acquainted with this part of the world
(and still less with the disposition of the Court of Spain) to hazard a decision; but it is not impossible that, though
prodigious inconvenience and mischiefs would certainly be felt at the moment from a rupture, means might be
discovered to reverse or repair them.
But all these inconveniences and mischiefs which I have stated as objects of apprehension may happen in the
common course of things without any quarrel or interference on our part. The Empire of China is an old, crazy,
first-rate Man of War, which a fortunate succession of able and vigilant officers have contrived to keep afloat for
these hundred and fifty years past, and to overawe their neighbours merely by her bulk and appearance. But
whenever an insufficient man happens to have the command on deck, adieu to the discipline and safety of the
ship. She may, perhaps, not sink outright; she may drift some time as a wreck, and will then be dashed to pieces
on the shore; but she can never be rebuilt on the old bottom.
The breaking-up of the power of China (no very improbable event) would occasion a complete subversion of
the commerce, not only of Asia, but a very sensible change in the other quarters of the world. The industry and the
ingenuity of the Chinese would be checked and enfeebled, but they would not be annihilated. Her ports would no
longer be barricaded; they would be attempted by all the adventurers of all trading nations, who would search
every channel, creek, and cranny of China for a market, and for some time be the cause of much rivalry and
disorder.
Nevertheless, as Great Britain, from the weight of her riches and the genius and spirit of her people, is become
the first political, marine, and commercial Power on the globe, it is reasonable to think that she would prove the
greatest gainer by such a revolution as I have alluded to, and rise superior over every competitor. But to take
things solely as they are now, and to bound our views by the visible horizon of our situation, without speculating
upon probable events (which seldom take place according to our speculation), our present interests, our reason,
and our humanity equally forbid the thought of any offensive measures with regard to the Chinese, whilst a ray of
hope remains for succeeding by gentle ones. Nothing could be urged in favour of a hostile conduct, but an
irresistible conviction of failure by forbearance.
The project of a territory on the Continent of China (which I have heard imputed to the late Lord Clive) is too
wild to be seriously mentioned, and especially if all can be got quietly without it that was expected to be got with
it. By my Embassy the Chinese have had, what they never had before—an opportunity of knowing us—and this
must lead them to a proper way of thinking of us and of acting towards us in the future. If, when the dispute
happened in the year 1759, a Royal Ambassador had been sent to the Court of Peking, I am inclined to think the
affair would have taken a very different turn. They would certainly have received the Embassy with respect,
possibly, indeed, with less honours and distinction than mine, on account of the difference between compliment
and complaint; and though they might then have granted no favours, yet the caution of the Government would at
least have guarded them from injustice.
At present, after reflecting upon all the incidents of the Embassy, the complexion of the Court of Peking, and
the footing of our Factory at Canton, I cannot but be of opinion that nothing is more likely to contribute
essentially to the promotIon of our Interests than having a King’s Minister, or a Company’s Minister with a King’s
Commission, always resident at Canton, totally unconcerned with trade of any kind, and clearly known to be so.
The first object is to preserve the ground we have lately gained.. It is no small advantage arising from the
Embassy that so many Englishmen have been seen at Peking, from whose brilliant appearance and prudent
demeanour a most favourable idea has been formed of the country which sent them. Nor is it any strain of vanity
to say that the principal persons of rank who, from their intercourse with us, had opportunities of observing our
manners, temper, and discipline very soon dismissed the prejudice they had conceived against us, and by a
generous transition grew to admire and respect us as a nation and to love us as individuals.
Gained by our attentions, we found them capable of attachment; though in public ceremonious, in private they
were frank and familiar. Tired of official formalities, they seemed often to fly to our society as a relief, and to
leave it with regret. Dispositions like these an able Minister would not fail to improve. By his intercourse with the
Viceroy, the Fa-yen, and the Hou- pou, he would be able to excuse irregularities and clear up mistakes. He would
discover the proper seasons for advancing or receding, when to be silent with dignity and when to speak with
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confidence and effect.
But, above all, the King’s Commission would authorize him to write to, and entitle him to be heard by, the
Court of Peking itself—a circumstance probably alone sufficient to awe the Regency of Canton and keep them
within the bounds of justice and moderation. These opinions I have formed, and these conclusions I have drawn,
from what experience I have had of this country, from what observations I made upon the characters of the people
that were within my reach to converse with, and the Emperor’s letter to the Viceroy.
I am aware that a measure of this kind may seem to interfere with the Company’s servants of Canton, but it
ought to have no such operation. It should neither lessen their emoluments nor their consequence, but have a
contrary effect. I believe that nothing has contributed more to render our merchants at Lisbon and St. Petersburg
respectable and important than the residence of His Majesty’s Minister at those ports to maintain our commercial
rights and protect them from wrong. The Chinese, it is true, are a singular people, but they are men formed of the
same materials and governed by the same passions as ourselves. They are jealous of foreigners; but are they
jealous of us without reason? Is there any country on the globe that Englishmen visit where they do not display
that pride of themselves and that contempt of others which conscious superiority is apt to inspire? Can the
Chinese, one of the vainest nations in the world, and not the least acute, have been blind and insensible to this
foible of ours? And is it not natural for them to be discomposed and disgusted by it? But a better knowledge of the
better parts of our character will calm their disquiets, weaken their prejudices, and wear away their illimpressions. Every day we shall have fewer enemies and rivals to injure us in their opinion. The French, who had
long flourished here, have given up the trade and disappeared, and other nations also must either soon abandon it
or be content to carry it on, as the Dutch and Americans do, with little credit and little advantage.
Having now no particular business to detain the Embassy longer at Canton, and unwilling to trespass further on
the hospitality of the Court of China, at whose expense we have been entertained ever since we landed in the
Empire (they not permitting us to maintain ourselves, though often pressed by me, and entreated to let us do so), I
told the Viceroy of my intention of going to Macoa, and of waiting there until our ships should be ready to sail for
England under the Lion’s convoy. To prevent his taking umbrage, or imagining I was not perfectly pleased with
my reception cmd residence here at Canton (which have certainly been as honourable and agreeable to me as
possible), I put my removal chiefly upon the state of my health, which has been much impaired, and which it is
thought the sea air would be favourable to.
I fixed with him the time of my departure for tomorrow, and as I proposed to embark from the wharf of the
Factory, I invited him to breakfast with me there, in order that I might have the opportunity (which he had before
promised me) of introducing and recommending the Company’s Commissioners to him, to the Fo-yen, and the
Hou-pou in the most public and the most distinguished manner. He was particularly inquisitive about the nature of
these gentlemen’s office and their rank. I endeavoured to explain the matter to him as well as I could; but there is
no making the Chinese understand the wide difference there is between an English merchant and a merchant of
any other nation.
Wednesday, January 8
This day at ten o’clock a.m. we set out from our quarters and crossed the river to the English Factory, where I
was met by the Viceroy, the Fo-yen, the Hou-pou, and the other principal Mandarins. I presented the
Commissioners, to whom they gave a very gracious reception, with liberal promises of access and attention. This
ceremony being finished, we all sat down together to the collation prepared for us, which our Chinese friends did
ample justice to; some of them seeming to relish much the good things set before them, and nothing more than our
sweet wine and cherry brandy.
At 1 p.m. Sir George Staunton, Sir Erasmus Gower, Lieutenant-Colonel Benson, and I took our leave of them,
and embarked on the Lion’s barge. The other gentlemen went in the pinnaces and boats of the Indiamen, which
their Captains had obligingly brought up from Wampo for this occasion, with pendants flying, and the crews all
dressed in uniform, so that our procession down the river was very numerous and splendid. Van-ta-gin and Chouta-gin, together with the Song-pin of Chao-chou-fou, a man of high quality, with a red button and peacock’s
feather on his cap, and of a sociable, pleasant humour, accompanied us in a State yacht, and dined with us on
board the Lion.
And here our friends Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin took leave of us. They shed tears at parting, and showed such
marks of sensibility and concern as could proceed from none but sincere and uncorrupted hearts. If I never could
forget the friendship and attachment of these two worthy men, or the services they rendered us, I should be guilty
of the deepest ingratitude.
Thursday, January 9
67

Received this morning a most liberal present of fruit and vegetables of all kinds in twenty large baskets, sent us
by Van-ta-gin and Chou-ta-gin as a farewell token of their remembrance. Their respective duties and employments
now call them away to very distant provinces, and they are not likely to see any of us again. Of this little attention
I, therefore, confess myself the more sensible. But I consider it in two ways as equally intended to be a mark of
their public consideration for us attaching to their character as men of high station in this country, and of
particular regard to us as their private friends of another.
Chou-ta-gin is a man of letters and capacity. He stands high in the opinion of the Viceroy, whose universal
reputation, joined to his connection with the Imperial family, will probably elevate him one day to the first
situation at Court. I have more than once talked with Chou-ta-gin on the subject of office and preferment, and
from his prospects of advantage being enlarged by what he has seen here, his pretensions heightened by his
connections with us, and his ambition dilated by the patronage of the Viceroy, I think it not at all improbable that
he may soon be sent here in a high employment. The place of Hou-pou, which is usually of three years’ duration,
seems to be the object of his present views. Honores mutant mores, and it is possible that promotion might have
the same effect upon him as upon his predecessors; but as he is of an age before which a man’s principles have
usually been settled and his character decided, I have reason to believe that if he ever obtains the appointment we
shall receive the most essential advantages by it. But from the very circumstance of his connexion with us, our
address to him and management of him would require the more care and dexterity.
Friday, January 10
We fell down the river below the first bar, and anchored for the night.
Wednesday, January 15
This day at 10 a.m. I went on shore at Macao with all the gentlemen of the Embassy, and was received at
landing by the Governor, Don Manuel Pinto, and the Disembargador, Don Lazaro de Silva Ferreira, who is the
principal civil officer of the place. A company of foot, mostly negroes and mulattoes, but commanded by
European officers, were drawn up in military order on the quay, and endeavoured to make as good an appearance
as they could. Their undersize, motley complexion, and shabby regimentals impressed us, however, with no very
high ideas in their favour.
We were very handsomely entertained at dinner by the Governor; who is a well-bred reasonable man of about
forty years old, and has the rank of Lieutenant-Colonel in the Portuguese service. His wife, a native of Goa, is of
an agreeable figure, and did the honours of her house extremely well. The Disembargador has parts, observation,
and address, and speaks very good French.
Most of the gentlemen of the Embassy are lodged at the English Factory. My quarters are at a house in the
upper part of the town, rented by Mr. Drummond, who has been so good as to lend it to me during his absence. It
is most delightfully situated, and has a very pleasant romantic garden adjoining to it of considerable extent. The
tradition of Macao says it was formerly the habitation of the celebrated Camoens, and that here he composed his
Lusiad.
At this place we propose to stay till our homeward-bound ships, now thirteen in all, are ready to sail (which it
is calculated will be in less than six weeks), and then proceed on the Lion as their convoy to England.
I now close my China Journal, in which I have written down the transactions and occurrences of my Embassy,
and my travels through this Empire, exactly as they passed and as they struck me at the time.
To these I have added in the Appendix a few papers relative to some particulars which I was desirous to be
informed upon. They could not be inserted in their proper places, as it was frequently a long time after I had made
my inquiries that I could obtain the answers, and when I did obtain them I was obliged to follow them up with
further inquiries for explanation.
Should any accident throw this Journal under the eyes of a stranger unacquainted with me and the country I am
quitting, he might possibly imagine that I had indulged myself too much in local description and political
conjecture. But nothing could be more fallacious than to judge of China by any European standard. My sole view
has been to represent things precisely as they impressed me. I had long accustomed myself to take minutes of
whatever appeared of a curious or interesting nature, and such scenes as I have lately visited were not likely to
obliterate my habits or to relax my diligence. I regularly took notes and memorandums of the business I was
engaged in and the objects I saw, partly to serve for my own use and recollection, and partly to amuse the hours of
a tedious and painful employment. But I will not flatter myself that they can be of much advantage or
entertainment to others.
225.269 1. Sir Bertrand’s Adventures In A Ruinous Castle 2. The Adventure of James II, of Scotland had with the
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Weird Sisters, in the dreadful Wood of Birnan 3. The Ruin of the House of Albert 4. Mary, A Fragment: Four
Gothic Stories\fn{by Anna Laetitia Barbauld (1743-1825)} Kibworth Harcourt, Leicestershire, England, United
Kingdom (F) 9
1
Sir Bertrand turned his steed toward the wolds, hoping to cross those dreary moors before the curfew tolled!
But ere he had proceeded half his journey, he was bewildered by the different tracts; and not being able, as far as
the eye could reach, to espy any object, but the brown heath surrounding him, he was at length quite uncertain
which way he should direct his course.
Night overtook him in this situation. It was one of those nights when the moon gives a faint glimmering of
light through the thick black clouds of a louring sky. Now and then she suddenly emerged in full splendor from
her veil; and then instantly retired behind it, having just served to give the forlorn Sir Bertrand a wide-extended
prospect over the deiolate waste. Hope and native courage awhile urged him to push forward; but at length, the
increasing darkness, and fatigue of body and mind, overcame him; he dreaded moving from the ground he stood
on, for fear of unknown pits and bogs; and, alighting from his horse in despair, he threw himself on the ground.
He had not long continued in that posture, when the sullen toll of a distant bell struck his ear. He started up;
and, turning toward the sound, discerned a dim twinkling light. Instantly he seized his horse’s bridle, and with
cautious steps advanced toward it. After a painful march, he was stopped by a moated ditch surrounding the place
from whence the light proceeded; and, by a momentary glimpse of moonlight, he had a full view of a large
antique mansion, with turrets at the corners, and an ample porch in the center.
The injuries of time were strongly marked on everything about it. The roof in various places was fallen in, the
battlements were half demolished, and the windows broken and dismantled. A drawbridge, with a ruinous
gateway at each end, led to the court before the building.
He entered; and instantly the light, which proceeded from a window in one of the turrets, glided along, and
vanished: at the same moment the moon sunk beneath a black cloud, and the night was darker than ever. All was
silent.
Sir Bertrand fastened his steed under a shed; and, approaching the house, traversed its whole front with light
and slow footsteps. All was still as death. He looked in at the lower windows, but could not distinguish a single
object through the impenetrable gloom. After a short parley with himself, he entered the porch; and, seizing a
massy iron knocker at the gate, lifted it up, and, hesitating, at length struck a very loud stroke.
The noise resounded through the whole mansion with hollow echoes. All was still again. He repeated the
strokes more boldly, and louder. Another interval or silence ensued. A third time he knocked; and a third time all
was still.
He then fell back to some distance, that he might discern whether any light could be seen in the whole front. It
again appeared in the same place, and quickly glided away as before. At the same instant a deep, sullen toll
sounded from the turret.
Sir Bertrand’s heart made a fearful flop. He was awhile motionless; then terror impelled him to make some
hasty steps toward his steed; but shame stopped his flight; and, urged by honour and a resistless desire of finishing
the adventure, he returned to the porch; and working up his soul to a full steadiness of resolution, he drew forth
his sword with one hand, and with the other lifted up the latch of the gate.
The heavy door, creaking upon its hinges, reluctantly yielded to his hand; he applied his shoulder to it, and
forced it open. He quitted it, and stepped forward; the door instantly shut with a thundering clap.
Sir Bertrand’s body was chilled. He turned back to find the door, and it was long ere his trembling hands could
seize it; but his utmost strength could not open it again. After several ineffectual attempts, he looked behind him,
and beheld, across a hall, upon a large staircase, a pale bluish flame, which cast a dismal gleam of light around.
He again summoned forth his courage, and advanced toward it; it retired. He came to the foot of the stairs; and,
after a moment’s deliberation, ascended. He went slowly up, the flame retiring before him, till he came to a wide
gallery. The flame proceeded along it, and he followed in silent horror, treading lightly, for the echoes of his
footsteps startled him. It led him to the foot of another staircase, and then vanished. At the same instant another
toll sounded from the turret.
Sir Bertrand felt it strike upon his heart. He was now in total darkness; and, with his arms extended, began to
ascend the second staircase.
A dead cold hand met his left hand, and firmly grasped it, drawing him forcibly forward; he endeavored to
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disengage himself, but could not; he made a furious blow with his sword, and instantly a loud shriek pierced his
ears, and the dead hand was left powerless in his; he dropped it, and rushed forward with a desperate valour.
The stairs were narrow and winding, and interrupted by frequent breaches and loose fragments of stones. The
staircase descended narrower and narrower, and at length terminated in a low iron grate.
Sir Bertrand entered; a deep hollow groan resounded from a distance through the vault. He went forward; and,
proceeding beyond the first turning, discerned the same blue flame which had before conducted him; he followed
it.
The vault at length suddenly opened into a lofty gallery, in the midst of which a figure appeared, completely
armed, thrusting forward the bloody stump of an arm, with a terrible frown and menacing gesture, brandishing a
sword in his hand. Sir Bertrand undauntedly sprang forward; and aiming a fierce blow at the figure, it instantly
vanished, letting fall a massy iron key.
The flame now rested upon a pair of ample folding doors at the end of the gallery. Sir Bertrand went to it, and
applied the key to a brazen lock. With difficulty he turned the bolt; instantly the doors flew open, and discovered a
large apartment, at the end of which was a coffin rested upon a bier, with a taper burning on each side of it. Along
the room, attired in the Moorish habit, and holding enormous sabers in their hands. Each of them reared its arm,
and advanced one leg forward, as the knight entered; at the same moment the lid of the coffin flew open, and the
bell tolled.
The flame still glided forward; and Sir Bertrand resolutely followed, till he arrived within six paces of the
coffin. Suddenly a lady in a shroud and black veil rose up in it, and stretched out her arms toward him; at the same
time the statues clashed their sabers, and advanced.
Sir Bertrand flew to the lady, and clasped her in his arms; she threw up her veil, and kissed his lips; when
instantly the whole building shook as with an earthquake, and fell asunder with a horrible crash.
*
Sir Bertrand was thrown into a sudden trance; and, on recovering, found himself seated on a velvet sofa, in the
most magnificent room he had ever seen, lighted with innumerable tapers, in lustres of pure crystal. A sumptuous
banquet was set in the middle.
The doors opened to soft music, a lady of incomparable beauty, attired with amazing splendor, entered,
surrounded by a troop of gay nymphs more fair than the graces. She advanced to the knight; and, falling on her
knees, thanked him as her deliverer. The nymphs put a garland of laurel upon his head; and the lady led him by
the hand to the banquet, and sat beside him. The nymphs placed themselves at the table; and a numerous train of
servants entering, served up the feast, delicious music playing all the time.
Sir Bertrand could not speak for astonishment; he could only return their honours by courteous looks and
gestures. After the banquet was finished, all retired but the lady; who, leading back the knight to the sofa,
addressed him in these words:
“Sir Knight, the grateful remembrance of my delivery from the iron hand of the Moorish tyrant, who in dying
bequeathed his soul to the air for the horrid purpose of confining me in this my patrimonial estate, shall never be
erased from my memory. And if to you I own his power over me, it was but transient and of short duration. With
horror I view the remains of his now extinguished fascination; and though years have rolled after years, and
involved in their course the fate of my venerable ancestors, yet I have at last the consolation to find myself by
your valour free from the machinations of Almanzor (for that was the name of the Moorish prince, whom our
valiant king Edward brought over with him on his return from the crusades).
“My father approved of my union with him, but, alas! I never beheld him without the utmost horror. His dark
insidious looks, compared to the open and undisguised mien of him I had lately lost in the troubles of the times,
made me shudder. In an unlucky moment I was induced to sigh, in obedience to my father’s will a covenant with
Almanzor, which he pretended would place me next heir to the Moorish throne. Each signature was made with
our blood, and a requiem was afterward sung for the success of our union.
“But, alas! minds are not easily transferred. My soul owned allegiance to Sir Walter, a generous Knight of this
country, and whom this horrid eastern tyrant had destroyed in conflict; and because I peremptorily refused to
drink his blood, this monster swore he would invoke every power to confine me until some more valorous knight
should arrive to release me from his hands. How long I have been enchanted, I do not know; but this I can declare,
that from that time to the present I have not been free from horrid dreams like those which are said to infest the
wicked in their graves.”
So saying, she rose up, and taking Sir Bertrand by the hand, led him to the couch, where he took his repose for
a few hours. Early in the morning he took his departure, promising to return soon. He was as good as his word;
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and in a few days, the priest united them forever. The marriage was attended with great pomp, both of ecclesiastic
and military men, who all bestowed the most liberal benedictions upon this happy pair.
2
James III of Scotland, having conferred the honour of knighthood on Edmund, for his gallantry in saving his
sister from being thrown by her horse at a stag-hunt, ever after made him his favorite companion. Having
proposed a hunting match in the Caledonian woods, where a wild boar, the terror of shoes pasts, then ranged, he
was attended by a number of his nobles, and his favourite, Edmund.
The boar was quickly roused, and the first wound given by James. Furious with pain, the beast turned on his
royal foe, who received him with his spear, which was shivered to pieces by the shock. Already were the tusks of
the savage fastened on the noble steed which king rode, when a well-directed blow from Edmund almost severed
the chine\fn{Backbone} of the fierce animal, who was quickly dispatched by the spectators of the combat.
James mounted a fresh horse, and ere long another boar was raised, who taking his course to the north, seemed
by his speed to set his pursuers at defiance. Eagerly the monarch and his friend followed the flying animal,
unheeding that their company decreased, till they lost toward evening the boar, and found they were deserted even
by the domestics, and that the dogs, wearied with the chase, had quitted them. The country round was wild and
desolate; no house appeared where they could inquire their road, or be sheltered from the night.
A reedy lake bounded their flight to the north; to the west lay high hills, whose tops were gilt by the declining
sun; eastward, the high, barren, and desolate heath, on which they were, stretching beyond their farthest view,
while to the south was seen an ancient wood, near which they had passed about the time the boar had disappeared.
Concluding that some of the attendants, supposing they had entered the woods, were there searching for them, the
king proposed to Edmund that they should return thither.
As the sun declined, a mist arose from the lake; but no sooner was it set than the hearth was enveloped in a
fog, which gave to those objects it did not entirely conceal, strange and false appearances. It was nearly dark
when they reached the wood.
“Surely,” said Edmund, “no person of your suite can be here; doubtless ere now, if they were, they would have
followed and found you.” As Edmund looked on the king, he saw his countenance pale, and exhibiting marks of
unusual fear.
“Turn,” he cried, “my friend, your steps from this blasted wood, which shelters, I well know, no domestic of
mine; for, if I mistake not, this must be the place I have \heard such horrid tales concerning.”
“My life I shall sell dearly in your defence. Say, my liege, is this gloomy wood the retreat of robbers and
murderers? Or what is it you fear!”
“No human creature, if report says true, Edmund, returns from this fatal wood, to tell the deeds of darkness
acted in it. My attendants, I guess, would quit us ere we passed a spot whose fame is widely diffused.”
“What is it of which fame speaks so loudly?”
“Know then,” said the king, “long after the light of Christianity was spread over Scotland, that the Danes, who
possessed the Orcades, practiced the horrid rites of paganism, and reared here also their idols, before whom
barbarous and bloody rites were practiced. To those false deities, if tradition says true, which transmits the tale to
these latter days, was this wood consecrated; and in its inmost gloomy recess, it is still believed, stand the remains
of a palace of those pagan kings, where still it is told dwell women who mock at our holy religion, and secretly
pay homage to an accursed idol, which is hid by them during the day, obedient to whose potent spells the
unblessed spirits, who it is said walk there their nightly rounds, fly on their mischievous errands, assuming such
shapes as befit their purpose.”
*
They had left the wood for a considerable space behind them, when a light appearing through the fog, which
they hoped proceeded from some cottage which they had not observed, they rode forward in that direction with all
the speed their over-wearied steeds would permit.
The light seemed to repeat, and glimmered from the same distance, as when they first remarked it, though now
in a different place, for it appeared well to the west. They stood—it vanished, and a low indistinct murmur was
heard. Again a brighter light shot in another direction, through the dusky air.
“Let us,” said Edmund, “proceed.”
Which with their eyes fixed on the light that now appeared stationary, they did some way; but when they
imagined it within a stone’s throw of them, their horses, as if obedient to the mandate, refused to proceed, though
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urged by the spur, as a voice distinctly cried,
“Stop!”
At the same moment the deceitful glimmering vanished. Dazzled by so long beholding it through the thick and
almost palpable fog, strange and unusual forms seemed to swim before their sight. No sound was heard; all was
still for a few seconds, when a kind of rustling noise smote on their ears, and the dun vapour which surrounded
them was violently agitated—again all was still, which was broke by a voice at a distance, harsh and grating,
crying,
“Whither go you, sisters, thus in gloom?
“With Scotland’s king, to learn his doom,” was the answer given by a loud and dissonant voice near them.
“And Scotland’s king, and England’s heir, shall equal be our choicest care,” screamed another voice still more
discordant. Amazed and terrified, Edmund exclaimed,
“Who are you, who, thus wrapt in gloomy darkness, pierce with loud and strange outcries our wonder-struck
ears?”
A peal of laughter shook the misty air; the horses trembled in every joint; and to the flowing mane of the king’s
beautiful steed a lambent kind of fire affixed itself, who, no longer obeying the curbing rein, flew forward with
amazing speed, followed by Edmund with equal velocity. In vain did they endeavour to stop their rapid career—
they seemed compelled by some powerful pulse, and entered the wood, of which traditionary tales had told
wonders.
*
Down the broad avenue, up which they were borne, streamed a blaze of light that illumined the night, and
showed them a building of an odd and antique form, but showed it only momentarily ; for as they reached the gate
it vanished, and all was total darkness, while, exhausted by fatigue, the swift coursers of the king and Edmund fell
beneath them.
The gate stood open; and while disengaging themselves from their dying horses, they spied a pale light
proceeding from a door at the extreme end of a wide hall, whose dark side received not the faintest ray.
“Too sure are we,” said James, “in the fatal wood of which I spoke; nor shall we escape from its dreaded
inclosure.”
“Let us, however,” exclaimed Edmund, “learn why we are brought hither; let us follow the light, which seems
to direct our steps across the gloomy hall.”
“Lead on,” replied the king.
A chill damp struck them as they passed through the spacious hall, whose roof echoed to their steps. A narrow
passage led from it to another apartment, in the midst of which blazed a fire composed of the prodigious root of a
tree, round which lay three blocks of unhewn stone. At the upper end of this hall stood a rude kind of table, on
which were placed cakes of flour, salt, and honey: and horns filled with an unknown liquor.
“Whither,” exclaimed the king, “does our destiny lead us? To what end are we tempted by the sight of
provision, which, however urgent are our wants, we will not eat of? Already, doubtless, have they been offered to
those accursed idols of which tradition, speaks, I fear, but too truly. Let us rather perish with hunger, than taste
such poisonous viands.”
The walls of this apartment were composed of black stone, against which, immediately above the table, hung a
suit of iron armour, of a size so prodigious, that it seemed formed when a race of giants inhabited the earth; on the
helmet sat a raven, which, as Edmund approached, seemed as though going to dart down upon them.
“Let us,” said he, snatching up a flaming brand, “explore the wonders of this place.”
Three doors appeared beside the one they had passed through, which alone was open; the others were too
securely fastened to be speedily loosened; and entering the passage, they were again in the hall, on whose walls
were traced characters of odd, and to them, unknown form; on each side the gate rose a pillar, which, dreadful to
every feeling of piety and humanity, was composed of human skulls. From the top was suspended a shield, a
javelin, and other weapons, whose size seemed suited to the gigantic armour.
A deep and deadly horror seized the king of Scotland and his friend, as without speaking they returned to the
outer apartment with countenances pale through fear.
“Shortly,” said Edmund, tossing from him the brand, and seating himself on one of the tones, “we shall
heighten those dreadful pillars. Death here bears a terrible appearance to my soul. It shrinks at the idea; though oft
ere now have I faced it, without fearing its terrors, in the field of battle.”
“Those sad mementos of mortality,” rejoined James, “we have seen, as I recall my thoughts from the first
impression they made, I dread not as warnings of our own danger; as they have, I conjecture, been placed there in
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remote ages by those pagans who reared this strange hall, in memory of some bloody victory they have obtained
over the natives, and here yet remain, a disgrace to Christianity, my predecessors, and myself.”
The three doors, which had been closed, at one instance flew back, and three hags entered, whose faces, the
colour of an autumn leaf, were deeply furrowed with wrinkles; yet their gait was strait and erect, and betrayed no
tokens of age. Tall and robust, their persons appeared masculine and strong; their foreheads were bald, but from
the back of their heads hung thick tresses, dark as the raven’s wing, which fell over their shoulders, and mingled
with their garments, which were of the same hue, and loosely floated behind them, but fastened up before,
showing their naked feet and midway to the knee; bare also to the shoulders were their arms. Their dusky robes
were girdled round them with the speckled skin of a snake; in this girdle were stuck sprigs of yew, mixed with the
deadly berries of the nightshade; in one hand they held a wand, on which were painted uncouth characters; to the
top of this were affixed the wings, overspread, of a bat; their other hands bore a horn, filled with some kind of
liquor.
Three animals followed, whose forms declared them of the species of tigers, for they seemed much larger and
fiercer than cats; their eyes glared on the strangers, as if ready to devour them; the colour of those frightful
savages was also black; they seated themselves on the blocks of the stone, from which their entrance had drove
the king and Edmund.
Slowly, in a kind of measured step, the three hags advanced backward to the fire, which when they reached,
they bent three times each knee to the ground; nine times, with solemn and slow pace, hand in hand, they went
round the fire, repeating, in measured cadences, words which neither James or his friend understood, except that
their own names were oft repeated; three times they severally poured some of the liquid their horns contained into
the fire, which blazed fiercely, diffusing a strong aromatic perfume.
Silently had the wondering mortals beheld theses strange figures perform their odd devotions, if such they
might be deemed; nor had they as yet appeared to have attracted their attention; but Edmund could no longer
contain himself; and drawing his dagger, advanced, and stood before them.
The three women, if such they were, turned toward him; one touched the arm of the intrepid youth with her
wand, and the dagger dropped from his hand, which was suddenly benumbed. The imperfect accent died on his
tongue.
“What wouldest thou attempt, rash youth?” she cried; “know, no human hearts are lodged in our breasts; thou
wishest to understand what is our nature; speak, dost thou not? Take up thy useless weapon; whet it here on my
side, if thou likest; that may suffice thee to learn our substance is not, like thine, subject to wounds or disease.”
Edmund retreated some paces; then cried,
“I am answered; thou divinest truly, I wished to learn who or what you are, who
thus dwelling in this place, replete with wonders, practice ceremonies, of which I am now satisfied I had better
remain ignorant; all I ask, is liberty for my friend and self; for that we depart not hence without your leave, I fell
now convinced.”
“Ere the sun rises on this middle world, your request,” said one of the hags, “shall be granted; yet, perhaps
forever shall you and him you call friend be parted. Listen then to what we tell.”
“King of men,” said, with a voice deeply toned, the first, “what this night meets thy wondering sight, if ever by
thee revealed, shall work thy overthrow; but what thou hearest, believe, ’tis caution good.” The second spoke:
“Thy foes are friends; thy friends are foes; plots surround, and some shall stand, and some shall fall; ere
tomorrow’s sun is set, wondrous tales shall meet thine ears.”
“Care and trouble cloud thy days,” cried in hollow accents the third; “wild dispute and bloody treason mark
thy reign; and, strange to tell, ere Scotia’s crown thy son adorns, a lion by its whelps shall be devoured.” The first,
then turning to Edmund, began:
Much love, Sir Knight, is turned to hate,
And toil and terror round thee wait.
Then haste, Sir Knight, and quickly go,
Or Scottish bands shall work thy woe,

cried the second, and ceased. The third took up the tale:
Thy fate does lead to southern land;
Then haste, Sir Knight, nor fate withstand.
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All three then loudly, in hoarse accents, cried:
King of men, thou know’st thy doom;
Thy fate, Sir Knight, is wrapt in gloom.
Yet Scotland’s king, and England’s heir,
Shall equal be our dearest care.

The liquid contained in one horn was thrown on the king; a second was poured over Edmund: and the third
into the fire; when the hags joining their hands, wheeled round it with a flying motion—the flame forsook the
wood. Borne upward in a chariot of fire, the three figures ascended through the outlet in the roof, formed for the
smoke, which filled the hall with a suffocating and offensive smell.
The animals set up the most horrid cries; and surrounded by darkness, our adventurers knew not which way to
escape their fury, imagining they were on the point of being devoured by them. Crossing themselves, they betook
them to their prayers, wondering how in so perilous a situation they could have neglected ere then to pray for
assistance from whom alone they could hope to receive it.
The building shook to its foundation; the massy gate was heard flapping to and fro; the beasts howled; the iron
armour fell with a horrid noise; the raven flapped his heavy wing, and his screams echoed through the wide hall.
Suddenly all was still; nor light, nor sound met their eye or ear. They listened, but in vain; at length Edmund
broke the fearful silence, by proposing, as naught appeared to oppose their progress, they should quit the frightful
abode they were in.
But though the king agreed to the proposition, it was not in their power to put it in practice; for the doors,
which distinctly had been heard to open, were now shut.
A kind of stupor invaded every sense, and they sunk on the pavement, insensible to the horrors of the place,
and wrapt in sleep which resembled that of death.
When they awoke (after having remained some time in the utmost insensibility) they found themselves safe in
the court of Scotland.
3
Adela was the only daughter of a powerful baron of Aquitaine. Here father sprung from an illustrious family,
and added to hereditary honours the glory of heroic achievements. In his youth, he accompanied the banner of
Godfrey, and recovered the holy sepulcher from the hands of the infidels. He returned to his country, crowned
with victory and fair renown; and inherited the rich domains of his ancestors.
Adela was in the prime of beauty, and possessed a susceptible heart. In her air and aspect, dignity was mingled
with sweetness; for in the disposition of her mind, conscious elevation of sentiment was softened by amiable and
mild affections.
Edwin, a gallant youth, animated with the generous love of arms, smit with the renown of Albert’s prowess,
and ambitious of profiting by the narrative of his exploits, repaired with other warriors to his hospitable castle.
His eye, keen and piercing, indicated a fiery, vigorous and active spirit. His form was wall fitted to kindle desire
in the bosom of tender maids; and the heart of Adela was not insensible to his merit. Their passion was mutual. He
gazed on her unaffected charms with astonishment; for, till then, he had never felt the tender anxiety, the restless
longing and languishment of love. Ambition had been the governing passion of his soul; but the fierceness of
ambition now yielded to a softer though no less ardent desire. He no longer discoursed in keen rapture of
marshaled hosts, of lifted fields, and feats of venturous daring; but languished on the ineffable attractions of a
roseate complexion, and a tender melting eye. The vehement impatience of the warrior was left in the
complacency and pensiveness of the lover.
Albert, perceiving this change in his deportment, demanded the cause. Edwin replied in candid and respectful
guise; he told him, without reserve, of the impression made on his soul by the peerless beauty of Adela; and, with
the ardency of youthful passion, besought him to ratify his sincere attachment by wedlock.
“And who art thou,” said the haughty baron, “who pretends to the love of Adela? What feats of heroic prowess
hast thou achieved? Or is thy ancestry distinguished among the chieftains of the south? Thy shield is inscribed
with no valorous achievement; nor are thy deeds, nor the deeds of thy fathers, rehearsed by recording minstrels.
Gain thee a name in arms, and then aspire to the envied alliance of the house of Albert.”
These words, like an arrow, penetrated the heart of Edwin. Love and ambition, hitherto at variance, were now
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united; they concurred in the same pursuit, and their vehemence was irresistible. Accordingly the youthful warrior
prepared for his departure, and took a tender farewell of Adela.
“Farewell,” she replied, the tears gushing from her radiant eyes. “Heaven knows, no gallant youth but thee
ever shared my affections. May the holy angels, who regard true and virtuous love with esteem, grant thee
protection! Speedy be thy return! And O! remember me. Gay and courtly dames, skilled in seducement and
cunning device, may strive to allure thee; but their love will not equal mine.”
They plighted vows of mutual fidelity, and exchanged tokens of unshaken attachment. Then Edwin, clad in
complete armour, a gay undaunted warrior, mounted a steed proudly caparisoned, and bent his course to the plains
of Catalonia, where the Saracen waded in the blood of Spain.
*
Soon after his departure, Edgar, a proud and wealthy chieftain, with a numerous retinue of knights and
retainers, came to the castle of Albert. He was received with pomp and hospitable welcome. He cast amorous
glances on the reserved, unrivalled charms of Adela. He preferred his courtship with studied smiles, and speeches
devised with cunning.
She heard him at first with indifference; he persisted, and she requited him with contempt. He then addressed
his suit to the baron; he boasted of the high renown of his ancestors, and the wide extent of his domain; he
expatiated on the number of his vassals; and insisted, in magnificent terms, on the mutual honour and security that
would accrue from so seemly an alliance.
Albert listened to him with partial and pleased attention; he repented of the hopes he had encouraged in the
soul of Edwin; and endeavoured to persuade his daughter to forget her attachment to the valiant youth. In vain the
astonished Adela lamented, wept, entreated; in vain she threw herself at her father’s feet, and tore her disheveled
tresses, and in anguish smote her breast. Her opposition, instead of mitigating his rigour, augmented his
resentment, and confirmed him in his ungenerous purpose. He mingled menaces and unkind reproach with his
persuasions.
“By the holy rood,” said he, with a fastidious and wrathful aspect, “the honour of my house shall not be stained
by the pretensions of a low-born boy. Degenerated as thou art, the meanness of thy sentiments shall not sully the
splendour of thine ancestry, nor load my respected age with dishonour. Receive the addresses of Edgar with
suitable regard, and the deference due to my commands. Mean time preparations shall be made for the bridal
solemnity, in a manner becoming the dignity of this alliance.”
Adela, after remonstrating in vain against the severity of his commands, entreated, with an humble and
dejected air, that the marriage ceremony might be delayed.
“Can Edgar,” said she, “prize the cold and constrained embraces of a heart that throbs for another? Will the
sighing and anguish of a broken spirit accord with the fond caresses of a bridegroom? To Edwin my faith was
plighted, and on him my imagination hath dwelt. Give me time, therefore, to divert the current of an affection too
violent to be suddenly opposed; to discourage the reveries of fancy, animated by a legal and habituated passion;
and to reconcile myself to the addresses of Edgar.”
As her reasoning was plausible, the nuptial solemnity was deferred. But, as soon as she had retired from her
father’s preference, she summoned a page in whom she confided, and spoke to him in the following manner:
“Prepare thee for a long journey; saddle the fleetest of my father’s steeds, and during the obscurity of the night
depart. Hie thee to the banks of the Ebro; find Edwin; tell him of the perils that beset me; tell him that a wealthy
and powerful rival, with costly parade, and glittering show of blazonry, hath imposed on my father, and insinuated
himself into his esteem.” The menial bowed with humble obedience, and with professions of diligence and fidelity
departed.
Meantime Edgar pressed his suit with courteous phrase and dalliance. Daily tournaments were exhibited at the
castle of Albert. The knights and barons of the neighbouring domains attended; but Edgar surpassed them in the
splendour of his armour, and the pomp of his retinue. The hall resounded with revelry and rejoicing; and
minstrels, clad in gaudy apparel, celebrated the praises of warlike chiefs, or sung the power and pleasures of love.
Adela arrayed her countenance with smiles and courtesy; but her bosom was distracted with anguish.
“O when,” she cried, “shall I be delivered from the importunity of a detested suitor, and the bondage of feigned
complacency? When will Edwin return, adorned with conquest, and confident with success? His merit shall shine
unrivalled; and Edgar shall be covered with shame.” At length the page returned; and, repairing to the apartment
of his mournful mistress,
“Now heaven foresend,” said he, “most gracious lady, that the tidings I bring should injure thy tender frame
more than s\thou art able to endure! May the saints and ministering angels uphold thee!”
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“Hath he perished?” cried Adela, with a look of terror and amazement. “In what bloody field hath he fallen?
Where lies the lifeless body? What barbarous adversary hath mangled and insulted his graceful form?”
“He hath not perished,” replied the attendant. “But, O gentle lady! Foul arts have been practiced; shameful
perfidy hath been committed. Edwin lives, but not for thee; he hath given his hand to another!”
“Peace! Peace!” interrupted Adela, with a faltering utterance, and looks of astonishment mixed with anger,
“refrain thy blasphemous speech, nor with base calumny asperse the fame of a true and gallant warrior.”
“When,” answered the menial, “have I been guilty of deceit or infidelity toward my gentle mistress? Full fore it
grieveth me to be the messenger of evil tidings.”
“Rehearse them unreservedly,” cried Adela, with a tone of anxious impatience.
“I pursued my journey,” said he, “many days, without any adventure, till I came within sight of a stately castle.
It stood on the brow of a woody hill; was garnished with towers and battlements; and commanded a wide prospect
of cultivated fields and forests. As I advanced, mine ear was suddenly surprised with the din of hounds and horns,
mingled with the cries of the huntsmen. I soon descried a gallant show of knights and splendid dames, mounted
on milk white coursers, and pursuing the rapid deer. When they chase was ended, they stopped by the side of a
crystal brook; and a comely youth, arrayed in shining apparel, alighted from his foamy steed, and with courtly
obedience presented the prey to a fair and smiling lady. I mingled in their company, and in the lineaments of the
courteous youth recognized the inconstant Edwin. O gentle lady, may heaven so help me in my utmost need, as I
now speak the words of truth! And may the saints and holy angels so succour thee as thy mishap requires! The
faithless youth hath committed treason against thy love. Seduced by the blandishment of an artful dame, he hath
become forgetful of thy peerless beauty.” The heart of Adela throbbed with anguish during the recital.
“Valourous heroic warrior!” she exclaimed, “are these thy deeds of hardy prowess, to betray the innocent
credulity of an easy maid? Stain to manhood, and the honoured profession of arms, be thou henceforth banished
from my remembrance!”
Meantime Edgar advanced his suit with redoubled ardour. Albert, unable to brook any longer delay, insisted on
having the bridal ceremony solemnized; and Adela, incited by secret pride and resentment, submitted to the will
of her father. The report of this noble alliance was published through the land; and the kindred of Albert and
Edgar, with the neighbouring barons, were assembled to grace the solemnity. Already were the parties betrothed;
the holy benediction was also pronounced; and forever was Adela to be the wedded spouse of Edgar. Now, with
pompous show and attendance, the banquet was served up to dames and knights, the flower of courtesy and
valour.
*
The castle resounded with minstrelry and the dance; when a stranger, in the simple garb of a pilgrim, entered
the hall. He cast his eyes around on the goodly company, and with an air of sanctity and respect implored a
blessing on their fellowship. He was received with hospitable welcome, and the reverence due to his holy
semblance. He spake in meek and modest guise; his eyes were often fixed on Adela; they were sometimes
dimmed with a glistening tear; and ever and anon his bosom heaved with involuntary sighs.
He took the harp of a minstrel; he touched the strings with masterly cunning, and accompanied the notes with a
melodious voice. Tuneful but melancholy was the strain: he sung the sorrows of those that are forsaken; the
anguish of a desponding spirit; and the wounds inflicted on a faithful heart, by inconstancy and proud disdain. He
desisted, with marks of grief and inward contention.
“Holy pilgrim,” said Albert, “the sense of calamity devours thy spirit. Inform us of thy mishap, that, if
possible, we may administer comfort. Nor think it incompatible with bridal festivity, to indulge compassion, and
assuage the torment of heartfelt care.”
“I am the son of a freeman,” replied the stranger; “and though my birth was not ennobled by splendid titles,
nor my ancestry distinguished by the parade of blazonry, my bosom burned with the love of arms, and my heart
was upright. In an unlucky hour I became enamoured of a gentle dame, the only daughter of a noble baron. My
sincere though presumptuous suit seemed not displeasing to that peerless beauty; and with the ardent, intemperate
boldness of a lover, I asked her in marriage of her fire.
“‘Go,” said he, ‘gain thee a name in arms, and then aspire to the envied alliance of my house.’
“I departed, not without tender interchange of vows and tokens of affection with the beloved idol of my heart. I
hastened to the plains of Catalonia, where the Saracen was waging fierce battle against the banner of the holy
cross. I proffered my service to the chief of the Christians; a d that my sword was not idle, and that I was not
backward in the strife of arms, my honourable wounds can testify.
“Neither sere my services, nor my thrift after martial fame, unrewarded. Fair recompence have I received, and
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the sun of glory hath gilded the obscurity of my birth. Rejoicing in my success, I hastened my return. But what
power of utterance can express the agony of my soul, when I learned that the faithless and inconstant fair had
yielded to the vows of another? I who was so true and loyal to my love and plighted troth, to be so soon forgotten,
so soon forsaken—”
“Enough, enough!” cried Adela, “O ill-requited lover! Pierce not my soul with deeper wounds. O Edwin!
Edwin! Never was I constant. Bear witness, ye holy angels! But traitorous guile hath been practiced. Thy integrity
hath been impeached, and my vexed heart betrayed into error.”
The eyes of all were now turned on the stranger. He threw off his disguise, and instead of a pilgrim’s staff, he
grasped a keen and trenchant weapon. Resentment glowed in his cheek, and flashed from his fiery eye.
“And who,’ said he, “hath impeached mine integrity? Stand forth, thou proud, but dastard baron, whose
glossing tales have betrayed the unwary heart of a maiden. It is Edwin demands reparation.”
Conscious fear was manifest in the disordered features, the pale cheek, and disconcerted air of Edgar. He
nevertheless accepted the challenge: and the warriors, arraying themselves in complete armour, descended into the
court of the castle. In the first onset, the well-tempered steel of Edwin cleft the crested helm of his adversary; he
threw him to the ground, and disarmed him.
“Confess thy guilt,” said the conqueror, “and say by what infamous arts thou hast accomplished thy design.”
“By gifts and glittering gold,” he replied, “I corrupted the page of Adela, who, with counterfeited semblance of
fidelity and regret, accused thee of inconstancy, and imposed falsehood on the ear of his mistress. I embraced the
season of her excited resentment, and forwarded my suit with success. She is mine by the indissoluble ties of
wedlock: and know, proud boy, that if thy hands be stained with my blood, it is the blood of Adela’s husband; and
if she receives thee to her bosom, she receives the slayer of her spouse.”
Edwin started with apparent horror. He paused; but recollecting himself,
“Arise,” he cried, “and, by another trial, prove thyself worthy of that envied title.”
So saying, he raised him from the ground, and both warriors addressed themselves a second time to the fight.
Edgar, burning with exasperated rancor, aimed his spear at his rival’s breast. Edwin neither averted nor avoided
the deadly blow. The keen weapon cleft his breast, and was tinged in the purple springs of his heart. He fell to the
ground.
“Farewell,” he cried, “Adela! Lady peerless! And dearly beloved. I have proved myself worthy of thy esteem. I
die a sacrifice to thy repose. With my hands red with thy u\husband’s blood, could I ever aspire to thy love? Could
I survive and behold thee the wedded bride of another?” He heaved a sigh, and died.
“Inhuman deed!” cried Adela, tearing her lovely tresses, and beating her snow-white breast. She ran, she threw
herself on the lifeless body.
“O stay!” she exclaimed, “O leave me not in my woe! Return, fleeting spirit! Reanimate these pallid features!
He heeds me not.—I heard a voice! A dreary voice! It was Edwin! He summons me away!—I Come! I come! Let
the nuptial bed be prepared! The clay-cold bed!”—So saying, she clasped the corpse, and expired.
Instantly the page, who had been corrupted by Edgar, seizing a dagger, rushed behind that treacherous baron,
and pierced him to the heart.
“Perish!” he cried, “author of my ruin, and of the ruin of the house of Albert.”
He grew immediately frantic: he ran forth furious and screaming: the memory of his crimes pursued him, and
his reason was never restored.
Holy requiems were chanted over their remains; and pious priests preferred orisons for their eternal repose.
Albert, unable to \sustain the weight of misfortune, forsook the habitation of his ancestors; and, exposing his old
age to the fatigues of a pilgrimage, sought the holy land, and there passed the remainder of his days in a
monastery.
4
The castle-clock struck one; the night was dark, drear, and tempestuous.
Henry sat in an antique chamber of it, over a wood fire, which, in the stupor of contemplation, he had suffered
to decrease into a few half-lifeless embers; on the table by him lay the portrait of Mary; the features of which
were not very perfectly disclosed by a taper that just glimmered in the socket.
He took up the portrait, however, and gazed intensely upon it, till the taper, suddenly burning brighter,
discovered to him a phenomenon he was no less terrified than surprised at. The eyes of the portrait moved; the
features, from an angelic smile, changed to a look of solemn sadness; a tear of sorrow stole down each cheek, and
the bosom palpitated as with sighing.
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Again the clock struck one—it had struck the same hour but ten minutes before. Henry heard the castle-grate
grate on its hinges—it slammed-to—the clock struck one again; and a deadly groan echoed through the castle.
Henry was not subject to superstitious fears; neither was he a coward; yet a hero of romance might have been
justified in a case like this, should he have betrayed fear. Henry’s heart sunk within him; his knees smote together,
and, upon the chamber door being opened, and his name uttered in a hollow voice, he dropped the portrait to the
floor; and sat, as if riveted to the chair, without daring to lift up his eyes.
At length, however, as silence again prevailed, he ventured, for a moment, to raise them, when—my blood
freezes as I relate it—before him stood the figure of Mary in a shroud; her beamless eye fixed upon him with a
vacant stare; and her bared bosom exposing a most deadly gash.
“Henry! Henry! Henry!” she repeated in a hollow tone—“Henry! I am come for thee! Thou hast often said that
death with me was preferable to life without me; come, then, and enjoy all the ecstasies of live these ghastly
features, added to the contemplation of a charnel-house, can inspire.”
Then, grasping his hand with her icy fingers, he swooned; and instantly found himself stretched on the hearth
of his master’s kitchen; a romance in his hand, and the house-dog by his side, whose cold nose touching his
cheek, had awakened him.
217.148 The Reminiscences Of Sarah Kemble Siddons 1773-1785\fn{by Sarah Kemble Siddons (1755-1831)}
Brecon, Powys, Wales, United Kingdom (F) 9
In compliance to the often repeated wishes of some very dear friends, I am now endeavoring to recollect a few
incidents relative to former days; although I fear those friends will find themselves disappointed in the perusal.
My memory moreover is very fallible, therefore I shall not attempt a regular succession of events—and I begin by
professing that the retrospect of my domestic life, sadly presenting little but sickness, sorrow, and death is too
painful to my feelings to dwell upon, to sacred and delicate for communication. Reminiscences of a less private
nature would associate me with persons too August, too noble, and too illustrious, for me to presume to mingle
them with the private details of so inconsiderable so humble a person as myself; so that nothing remains, except
mere commonplace-matter, and events already partly known. When I am laid low however, even this imperfect
narrative may perhaps have some interest for those few friends who may yet survive, to remember me and my
appropriate qualities.
I was nineteen when I married Mr. Siddons and about a year after, we were both engagd to act at Cheltenham,
now an opulent and extensive town, but which then consisted of only one tolerable street, through the middle of
which ran a little clear stream of water, with stepping stones to take one from one side of it to the other. At that
time the Honorable Miss Boyle (who among many other sweet poems wrote the beautiful “Ode to the Poppy”
which she gave to Mrs. C. Smith and which now appears in one of that ladys novels) was the person who brought
me out of my origenal obscurity. This fascinating creature came at this time to Cheltenham, accompanyd by her
mother, her sister and her mother’s second husband, the Earl of Aylesbury. She went to take places of the boxkeeper, with other fashionable companions, the late F[rederick] Lord North among the rest; and I was told by a
person who was present at the time, that they very facetiously promised themselves exquisite amusement at the
ludicrous and absurd representation of “The Tragedy of Venice Preserved”, which was to [be] acted that evening.
Having heard this unwelcome tale, it may be supposed I prepared myself for Belvidera with no very enviable
feelings: in fact in great agitation of spirit. About the middle of the play, I heard some very unusual and apparently
suppressd noises. I therefore concluded the fashionables were now in the full enjoyment of their anticipated
amusemnt, tittering and laughing as I thought most cruelly and without mercy. The play ended, and I returnd
home grievously vexed and mortified.
The next day however, I received ample amends, for Mr. Siddons had met Lord Aylesbury in the street, who
very politely hoped that I had suffered less from my exquisite performance of Belvidera, than the ladies of his
family and their whole party had suffered from my performance of it; assuring him at the same time that they had
all wept so much and were so disfigured with red eyes and swollen faces, that they were this morning actually
unpresentable, being all confined to thier chambers with violent headachs.
Mr. Siddons hastend home with all speed to comfort me with this intelligence. Miss Boyle very shortly
honored me with a visit at my lodging; and that lovely, generous, sweet creature—then about 18—encouraged and
soothed me and indeed was unremitting in evry kind and delicate attention to my feelings and wishes, nay even
condescended to make part of my dresses with her own dear hand, and forgetting her high rank, even to assume
the character of directress of my wardrobe. This ardent unremitting friendship I was blessd with to the day of her
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death, which I shall ever deplore. She married Lord O’Niel of Shanes Castle in Ireland. I shall never cease to
deplore her loss.
Mr. King by order of Mr. Garrick who had heard some account of me from the Aylesbury family, came to
Cheltenham to see me act the Fair Penitent. I then knew niether himself or his purpose; but I shortly after recieved
an Invitation from Garrick himself upon very low terms. Happy to be placed where I presumptuously augured that
I should do all that I have since achieved, if I could but once gain the opportunity I instantly paid my respects to
this great man. I was at that time well-looking and certainly, independantly of any other claim, well worth my
poor five pounds a week. His praises were most liberally and flatteringly conferrd upon me.
But his attentions great and unremitting as they were all ended in worse than nothing: but how was all this
admiration consistently with his subsequent conduct to be accounted for? Why thus I believe: he was retiring from
the management of Drury Lane and I suppose chose at that time to wash his hands upon all its concerns and
details. I, moreover, had served what I believe was his chief object in his exaltation of poor me, and that was the
mortification and irritation of Mrs. Yates and Miss Younge, whose consequential and troublesome airs were, it
must be confessed, enough to try his patience.
As he had now almost with[drawn from] it, the interests of the Theatre grew, I suppose, rather indifferent to
him, for he always objected to my appearing in any very prominent character, telling me that the forenamed ladies
would poison me if I did. I of course thought him not only an oracle but my friend, and in consequence of his
advice, Portia in the “Merchant of Venice” was fixed upon for my debut, a character in which it was not likely that
I should excite any great sensation. I was therefore merely tolerated.
The fulsome adulation that courted him in the Theatre cannot be imagined, and whosoever was the luckless
weight who should be honord with his distinguished and envied smiles of course became an object of spite and
malevolence. Little did I guess that I myself was now that wretched victim; for sometimes he would hand
me\fn{Lead me:H} from my own seat in the Green Room to place me next to his own. He also selected me to
personate Venus at the revival of “The Jubilee”. This gained me the malicious apellation of Garrick’s Venus and
the ladies who so kindly bestowed it on me, so determinedly rushed before me in the last scene, that had he not
broken through them all, and brought us forward with his own hand, my little Cupid and my self, whose
appointed situations were in the very front of the stage, might as well have been in the Island of Paphos at that
moment. He would even flatter me by sending me into the boxes when he acted any of his great characters.
Oh! It was enough to turn an older and a wiser head, cruel. cruel treatment! He promised Mr. Siddons to
procure me a good engagement with the new managers; desired him\fn{ Mr. Siddons:H} to give himself no trouble
about it but to put my cause entirely into his hands. He let me down, however, after all these protestations, in the
most humiliating manner and instead of doing me common justice with those gentlemen, rather depreciated my
talents. This Sheridan afterwards told me and said that Mrs. Abington when she heard of it, told them they were
all fools for dismissing me.
When the London Season was over, I made an engagement at Birmingham for the ensueing Summer little
doubting of my return to Drury Lane for the next Winter, but while I was fulfiling my engagement at Birmingham,
to my utter astonishment and dismay, I received an official letter from the prompter of Drury Lane acquainting
me, that my services were no longer necessary. Who can concieve the size of this cruel disappointment, this
dreadful reverse of all my ambitious hopes in which too was involved the subsistence of two helpless infants!
It was very near destroying me. My blighted prospects indeed induced a state of mind, which preyed upon my
health, and for a year and an half, I was supposed to be hastning to a decline. For the sake of my poor babies
however, I exerted myself to shake off this despondency, and my endeavours were blessed with success, in spite
of the degradation I had suffered from being banished [from] Drury Lane as a worthless candidate for fame and
fortune. During that eventful Winter I had acted Lady Anne to Garrick’s Richard, Mrs. Strickland to his Ranger,
and The Runaway in Mrs. Cowley’s comedy of that name, besides Portia, and other characters.
I now made an Engagement at Bath. Here my talents and industry were encouraged by the greatest indulgence
and, I may say, with some admiration. Tragedies which had been almost banished again resumed thier proper
interest, but I had the mortification of being obliged to personate many subordinate characters in comedy, the first
being in the possession of another Lady. This I was obliged to submit to, or forfeit part of my week’s salary, too
serious a diminution of my very small income which was only three pounds a week.
Tragedies now became more and more fashionable. While I laboured hard, I, however, earned a reputation.
Hard labour indeed it was; for after the rehearsal at Bath on a Monday morning, I had to go and act at Bristol in
the evening of the same day, and reaching Bath again after a drive of twelve miles, long after midnight, I was
obliged to represent some fatigueing part there on the Tuesday evening.
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Meantime I was gaining private friends and public reputation. My industry and persevereance were
indefatigable. That I had strength and courage to get through all this labour of mind and body, interrupted too, by
the cares and childish sports of my poor children who were (most unwillingly often) hushed to silence for
interrupting my studies, I look back [upon] with wonder.
I think I remained at Bath about three years, during which time Mr. Henderson came there to act for a few
nights. He was most kindly encourageing to me, and on his return to London, spoke favourably of me. I acted
Beatrice with his Benedict and he said my comedy was equal to my tragedy. He was a fine actor without the
advantage of person, countenance, or voice, but he was the soul of feeling and intelligence. And in the Autumn I
recieved an invitation to revisit Drury Lane. After my former dismissal thence it may be imagined this was a
triumphant moment. The aimiable and lovely Dutchess of Devonshire to whom I had the honour of being
introduced during her visit to Bath, was present at many tragedies. I had the pleasure of recieving her unqualified
approbation and she spoke highly of me on her return to London.
I was truly grieved to leave my kind Bath friends, and was also fearful that the power [of] my voice was not
equal to filling a London theatre. My friends too were also doubtful; but I soon had reson to think that the illconstruction of the Bath theatre, and not the weakness of my voice was the real cause of our mutual fears. On the
tenth of November, 1782, I appeared for the first time in Southern’s “Tragedy of Isabella”, with my own dear
beautiful boy, then not six years old. This character was strongly recommended for my debut by my kind friend
Mr. Sheridan (the Father of R. B. Sheridan) who had seen me in that play at Bath. The interest he took in my
success was that of a Father, and it certainly was a most judicious choice. For a whole fortnight before this
memorable day, I suffered from nervous agitation more than can be imagined. No wonder, for my own fate and
that of my little family hung upon it. I had quitted Bath, where all my efforts had been successful, and I feared lest
a second failure in London might influence the public mind greatly to my disadvantage in the event of my return
thither from Drury Lane disgraced as I formerly had been.
In due time, I was summond to a rehearsal of Isabella. Who can imagine my terror? I feared to utter a sound
above an audible whisper [for] some minutes, but by degrees enthusiasm cheated me into forgetfulness of my
fears, and I unconsciously threw out my voice, which failed not to be heard in the remotest part of the House by a
friend who kindly undertook to ascertain the happy circumstance. The countenences, no less than tears and
flattering encouragements of my companions in this affecting drama, emboldened me more and more, and the
second rehearsal was even more affective than the first. Mr. King, who was then Acting Manager, was loud in his
applauses.
This second Rehearsal took place upon the Eighth of November, 1782, and on the evening of that day, I was
siezed with a nervous hoarseness, which made me extremely wretched; for I dreaded being obliged to defer my
appearance on the tenth, longing as I most ardently [did] at least to know the worst. I went to bed therefore in a
state of dreadful suspense.
Awaking the next morning, however, out of that restless unrefreshing sleep, which had so long pursued me, I
found upon speaking to my husband that my voice was very much clearer. This of course was a great comfort to
me, and moreover the sun, which for many days had been completely obscured, shone brightly through my
curtains. I hailed it though tearfully, yet thankfully, as a happy omen and even now am not ashamed of this (as it
may perhaps be called) childish superstition. On the morning of the tenth, my voice was most happily per fectly
restored, and again the blessed Sun shone brightly on me.
On this eventful day my father arrived to comfort me and to be a witness of my trial. He accompanyd me to
my dressing-room at the theatre, there left me, and I, in one of what I call my desperate tranquilities (which
usually possess me under terrific circumstances) completed my dress, to the astonishment of my attendants,
without uttering one word, though frequently sighing most profoundly. At length I was called to my fiery trial.
I found my venerable Father behind the scenes, little less agitated than myself. The awful consciousness that
one is the sole object of attention to that imense space, lined as it were with human intellect from top to bottom,
and on all sides round, may perhaps be imagined but can not be described, and never, never to be forgotten—my
dear dear Father too, embracing me from time to time with joyful tears.
Of the general effect of this nights performance I need not speak. It has already publicly been recorded. I
reached my own quiet fireside after the [praise from the audience], till this night unheard, reiterated shouts and
plaudits. I was half dead, and my joy, my thankfulness, were of too solemn and overpowering nature to admit of
words or even tears. My Father my husband and myself sat down to a frugal, neat supper in a silence
uninterrupted except by joyful exclamations from Mr. Siddons. My Father enjoyd his refreshments, but
occasionlly stoped short, and laying down his knife and fork, and lifting up his beautiful and venerable face,
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which was partly shaded by his silvered hairs hanging about it in luxuriant curls, let fall such abundant showers of
delicious tears, that they actually poured down into his plate. We soon parted for the night, and I, worn out with
continued broken rest, anxiety, and laborious exertion, after an hour’s introspection (who can concieve the
intenseness of that reverie), fell into a sweet and profound sleep; which continued to the middle of the next day.
I arose alert in mind and body. I should be afraid to say how many times Isabella was successively repeated
with still increasing favour. I was now highly gratified by a removal from my very indifferent and inconvenient
dressing room to one on the stage floor, instead of climbing a long stair cast; and this room (oh unexpected
happiness) had been Garrick’s dressing room. It is impossible to imagine my gratification when I saw my own
figure in the self same glass which had so often reflected the face and form of that unequalled genius, not perhaps
without some vague, fanciful hope of a little degree of inspiration from it. About this time I was honored by the
whole body of the law with a purse of a hundred guineas.
I cannot now remember the regular succession of my various characters during this season; I think Belvidera
came soon after Isabella who almost precluded the appearance of all others for a very long time. But I well
remember my fears and ready tears on each subsequent effort, lest I should fall from my high exaltation. The
crowds collected about my carriage at my outgoings and incomings, and the gratifying and sometimes commical
remarks I heard on those occasions were sometimes extremely diverting. The Royal Family very frequently
honoured me with thier presence. The King was often moved to tears which he as often vainly endeavoured to
conceal behind his eye-glass, and Her Majesty the Queen, at one time told me in her gracious broken English that
her only refuge from me was actually turning her back upon the stage at the same time protesting,
“It is indeed too disagreeable.”
In short all went on most gloriously at the theatre, and to complete my triumph, I had the honour of recieving
the commands of Their Majesties to go and read to them, which I frequendy did both at Buckingham House and at
Windsor. Their Majestys (independently of the honour and glory) were the most gratifying, because the most
unremittingly attentive, of auditors. The King was a most judicious and tasteful critic both in acting and dramatic
composition. He told me he had endeavourd vainly to detect me in a false emphasis, and very humourously
repeated many of Mr. Smith’s, who was then the principal actor. He graciously commended the propriety of my
action particularly my total repose in certain situations.
“This is,” he said, “a quality in which Garrick failed. He never could stand still; he was a great fidget.”
I do not exacdy remember the Time but it was not long before I was honoured by an invitation from Dr
Johnson. He was then a wretched invalid, and had requested my friend Mr. Windham, of whom he was very fond,
to persuade me to favour him by drinking tea with him in Bolt Court. An account of this evening may be found in
Boswel’s memoirs of Dr. Johnson. When I beggd to know his opinion of Mrs. Pritchard’s acting, whom I had
never seen, he said,
“Madam, she was a vulgar idiot. She never read any part of the play, except her own part, and she said gownd.”
Is it possible, thought I, that Mrs. Pritchard, the greatest of all the Lady Macbeths should never have read the
play? I concluded that he must have been misinformed, but I was afterwards told by a gentleman, an
accquaintance of Mrs. P., that he had supped with her one night after acting that part and that he then heard her
say she never had read that play. I cannot believe it.
The Doctor spoke highly of Garricks various talents, and when Mr. Windham and myself were discussing
some point respecting him, he said,
“Madam, do [not] trouble yourself to endeavour to convince Windham. He is the very bulldog of an argument
and will never loose his hold.”
His favourite female character was Katherine in “Henry the Eighth”. He was very desirous of seeing me in that
play but, said he,
“I am too deaf, and too blind, to see or hear at a greater distance than the stage box, and I have little taste for
making myself a public gaze in so distinguished a situation.”
I assured him that nothing could gratify me so much, and that I would procure for him an easy chair at the
stage door behind the scenes, where he would both see and hear, and be perfectly concealed. He appeared greatly
pleased with this arrangement, but, unhappily for me, he did not live to fulfil our mutual wishes.
Some weeks before he died I made him some morning visits at the request of Mr. Windham. He was extremely,
though formally, polite; always apologised for being unable to attend me to my carriage; conducted me to the
head of the stairs, kissed my hand, and bowing, said,
“Dear Madam, I am your most humble servant.”
This ceremony and these words were always repeated without the smallest deviation.
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About this time occured a memorable evening, which is accurately described in Cumberland’s Observer. I was
inviegled into this snare by Miss Monckton, now Lady Cork. This Lady had given me her word of honour that I
should meet only half a dozen of our mutual friends, for I had often told her very seriously that it suited niether
my studies or my inclinations to be engaged in parties, from which I beggd most earnestly to be excused; for to
say the truth, I had been forwarned how eagerly any new and notorious person was pursued for exhibition. Miss
Monckton solemnly promised me to keep her word, and assured me that I need never fear meeting a crowd at her
house.
The appointed Sunday evening came. I went to her very much in undress at the early hour of eight, on account
of my little boy, whom she desired me to bring with me (more for effect I suspect, than for his beaux yeux). I
found with her, as I had been taught to expect, three or four ladies of my acquaintnce, and the time passed in
agreeable chat had been much longer than I apprehended.
I was of course preparing speedily to return home, when successive and incessantly repeated thunderings at the
door, and the sudden influx of such a throng of people as I had never before seen collected in any private room,
counteracted every attempt which I could make for escape. I was therefore obliged in a state of indescribable
mortification to sit quietly down till I know not what in the morning; but for hours before my departure the room I
sat in was so painfully crowded that the people actually stood upon the chairs round the walls, that they might
look over thier neighbor’s heads to stare at me, and if it had not been for the benevolent politeness of Mr. Erskine,
who had been acquainted with my arrangement, I know not what weakness I might have been surprisd into,
especially being tormented as I was, by the ridiculous interrogations of some learned ladies who were called
Blues, the meaning of which title I did not at that time appreciate, much less did I comprehend the meaning of
much of their learned talk. These profound ladies, however, furnished much amusement to the town many weeks,
nay, I believe I might say, for the whole of the Winter. Glad enough was I at length to find myself at peace in my
own bed-chamber.
I was, as I have confessed, an ambitious candidate for fame, and my professional avocations alone,
independently of domestic arrangements, were of course incompatible with habitual observances of parties and
concerts, &c. I therefore often declind the honour of such invitations. As much of my time as could now be stolen
from imperious affairs was employed in sitting for various pictures. I had frequently the honour of dining with Sir
Joshua Reynolds in Leicester Square. At his house were assembled all the good, the wise, the talented, the rank
and fashion of the age. About this time he produced what is reported to be the finest female picture in the world,
his glorious Tragedy. In tribute to his triumphant genius I cannot but remark his instantaneus decision on the
attitude and expression. In short, it was in the twinkling of an eye.
When I attended him for the first sitting, after many more gratifying encomiums than I dare repeat, he took me
by the hand,saying,
“Ascend your undisputed throne, and graciously bestow upon me some grand idea of the Tragic Muse.”
I walked up the steps and seated myself instantly in the attitude in which she now appears. This idea satisfied
him so well that he, without one moments hesitation, determined not to alter it. When I attended on him for the
last sitting, he appeared to be afraid of touching it, and, after pausingly contemplating his unequald glorious work,
he said,
“No, I will merely add a little more colour to the face.”
I then beged him to pardon my presumption in hoping that he would not heighten that tone of complexion so
exquisitely accordant with the chilling and deeply concentered musing of Pale Melancholy. He most graciously
complied with my petition; and some time afterwards, when he invited me to go and see the picture finished and
in the frame, he did me the honour to thank me for persuading him to pause upon hieghtening the colour, being
now perfectly convinced that it would have impaired the effect, adding that he had been inexpressibly gratified by
observing many persons weep in contemplating this favourite effort of his pencil, and adding with his own
benevolent smile,
“You yourself, you know, can do no more than bring forth tears which, though you do not see, and sighs and
sobs which, though you do not hear, you make us all so severely feel.”
I was delighted when he assured me that he was certain that the colours would remain unfaded as long as the
canvass would hold them together, which unhappily had not been the case with all his works. He then most
gallandy and most flatteringly added,
“And to confirm my opinion, here is my name, for I have resolved to go down to posterity upon the hem of
your Garment.”
Accordingly, it appears upon the border of the drapery. Here ended this charming visit, and, shortly afterwards,
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his precious life.
Her Gracious Majesty very soon most kindly procured my dear little boy admittance to the Charter House, and
the King, who had been told that I used white paint (which I always detested), sent me by my friend Sir Charles
Hotham a most condescending message, to warn me against its pernicious effects. I cannot imagine how I could
be suspected of this disgusting practice.
Sir Joshua often honored me by his presence at the theatre. He approved very much of my costumes and my
hair without powder, which at that time was used in great profusion, with a reddish-brown tint and a great quantity
of pomatum, which, well kneaded together, modeled the fair ladies tresses into large curls like demi-cannon. My
locks were generally braided into a small compass so as to ascertain the size and shape of my head, which to a
painter’s eye was of course an agreeable departure from the mode. My short waist too was to him a pleasing
contrast to the long stiff stays and hoop petticoats which were then the fashion even on the stage, [and] obtained
his unqualified approbation.
He always sat in the orchestra, and in that place were to be seen (O glorious constellation!) Burke, Gibbon,
Sheridan, Windham, and, though last not least, the illustrious Fox of whom it was frequently observed that “iron
tears were drawn down Pluto’s cheek”; and these great men would often visit my dressing room after the play, to
make their bows and honour me with their applauses. I must repeat, O glorious days! Neither did H. R. H. the
Prince of Wales withold this gracious approbation. Garrick’s conduct toward me was by these gentlemen
attributed to Jealousy, and Mr. G. A. Steevens was heard to say (in referrance to the clamorous applause of my
first night),
“If Garrick could hear this, it would turn him upon his face in his coffin.”
For my own part, I never could give credit to this notion, for it is utterly inconceivable that he should have
seen anything in an untaught, unpractised girl to excite such a feeling, and as I have already observed I really
think it was merely for the pleasure of mortifying others that he distinguished me—cruel cruel pleasure!
My door was soon beset by various persons quite unknown to me, whose curiosity was on the alert to see the
new actress, some [of] whom actually forced thier way into my drawing-room in spite of remonstrance or
opposition. This was as inconvenient as offensive, for, as I acted usually thrice a week and had besides to attend
rehearsals, it may be imagined I had but little time to spend unnecessarily.
One morning, although I had previously given orders not to be interrupted, my servant enters the room in a
great hurry, saying,
“Ma’am I am very sorry to tell you there are some ladies below who say they must see you, and it is
impossible for me to prevent it. I have told them over and over again that you are particularly engaged, but all in
vain, and now Ma’am you may acctually hear them on the stairs.”
I felt extremely indignant at such unparalelld impertinence, and before the servant had done speaking to me, a
tall, elegant, invalide-looking person presented herself at the door (whom I am afraid I did not recieve very
graciously), and after her, four more, in slow succession. A very awkward silence took place; when presently, the
first Lady began to accost me in a most inveterate Scotch accent, which was scarcely intelligible to me in those
days. She was a person of very high rank. Her curiosity had been, however, too powerful for her good breeding.
“You must think it strange,” said she, “to see a person entirely unknown to you intrude in this manner upon
your privacy; but you must know I am in a very delicate state of health, and my physician won’t let me go to the
theatre to see you, so I am come to look at you here.”
So she sat down to look, and I to be looked at, for a few painful moments, when she arose and apologised; but
I was in no humour to overlook such insolence, and so let her depart in silence.
I had very soon the honour of reading to Thier Majestys at Buckingham House, an honour which now occurred
frequently. One could not appear in the presence of the Queen except in a dress, not elsewhere worn, called a
saque, or negligée, with a hoop, treble ruffles and lappets, in which costume I felt not at all my ease. When I
arrivd at Buckingham House for the first time, I was conducted into an anti-chamber, where I found some ladies
of my acquaintance, and in a short time the King enterd from the drawing room, in the aimiable occupation of
drawing the Princess Amelia, then scarce three years old, in a little cane chair. He graciously said something to
one of the ladies, and left the lovely baby to run about the room. She happend to be much pleased with some
flowers in my bosom, and as I stoopd down, that she might take them if so disposed, I could not help exclaiming
to a lady near us,
“What a beautiful baby! How I do long to kiss her!” When she instantly held her little Royal hand to my mouth
to be kissed; so early had she learnd this lesson of Royalty.
Her Majesty was extremely gracious and more than once during the reading desired me to take some
83

refreshment in the next room. I declined the honour, however, although I had stood reading till I was ready to
drop, rather than run the risk of falling down by walking backwards out of the room (a ceremony not to be
dispensed with), the floor, too, being rubbed bright. I therefore remaind where I was, till Thier Majestys retired. I
afterwards learned from one of the ladies who was present at the time, that Her Majesty had expressd herself
surprised to find me so collected in so new a position, and that I had conducted myself as if I had been used to a
Court. At any rate, I had frequently personated Queens.
Afterwards I had the honour of attending Their Majesties at Windsor also. The Readings there were arranged in
the appartments of my dear and honoured friend friend, Lady Harcourt, whom I had lately seen as the noble and
majestic Hostess of Nuneham, doing the honours of her splendid mansion when the King and Queen and several
of the younger branches of the Royal Family came while I was on a visit there. They were so delighted with their
loyal and noble hosts, and so charmd with all they saw, that thier attendants were sent back to Windsor for what
was necessary for three days, and even then they were loth to depart. One may imagine the usual style of
magnificence in which they livd, which was but little deranged by the unexpected arrival and continunce of such
illustrious guests.
I was then on my anual visit to this beauteous place. There I have wandered arm in arm with the author of
“Caractacus”,\fn{William Mason (1724-1797)} and the amiable Whitehead. The former of these gentlemen had taken
an inveterate dislike to me. He was a great humourist, but a most benevolent and aimiable man with all his
oddities, and was petted and coaxed by Lord H[arcourt] and all the visitors, indeed, like a spoiled child. He hated
me because he [could] not bear that I should be even compared with his departed friend and favourite, Mrs.
Pritchard, and was so annoyed at the sound of my name that, in order playfully to humour his prejudice, they sank
it and always in his hearing called me “The Lady.”
I arrived there at tea time, and found him looking very sullen indeed, wraped in his Spanish cloak, which he
called being out of humour. We happend somehow to be near each other at supper. I found his ice beginning to
thaw, and the next morning, to the great amusement of the whole party, we were detected practising a duet in the
breakfast room; and from that time forth, I had the honour of being in his good graces for the too short period of
his valuable and pious existence. His poetry was his least excellence.
When I arrivd at his sweet place on a visit for a few days, they told us he was absent but would soon return. In
the mean time my husband strolled with me to see the church, and when we entered, we saw the venerable man,
the almost adored parish priest, in the organ loft teaching the children some music for the next Sunday. We left
him undisturbed in his pious occupation, and returnd to his house, where he soon recievd us with heart-felt
cordiality on his part, with admiration and affection on ours. He affected to speak broad Yorkshire, and very
sweetly let us accuse him of this affectation, and even laugh at him for affecting what was so natural to him that
he could not avoid it.
In the Summer [of] 1783 I visited Edinborough. How shall I be able to express my gratitude for the honours,
the kindness and bounties of my northern friends? For should I attempt it, I must be thought the very queen of
egotists. But never never can I forget the private no less than public marks of thier most gratifying suffrages. Here
I became acquainted with the venerable author of “Douglas”, Dr. Blair, Mr. D. Hume, Dr. Beattie, Mr. Mackenzie, &c. &c., and passd with them a succession of happy fleeting days, which never failed to enlighten and
delight. On the first night of my appearance I was surprised and not a little mortified at that profound silence
which was indeed an awful contrast to the bursts of applause I had been used to hear in London. No, not a hand
moved till the end of the scene, but then indeed I was most amply remunerated.
Yet, while I admire the fine taste and judgment of this measure, I am free to confess it renders the task of an
actor almost too laborious, because customary interruptions are not only gratifying and cheering, but they are also
really necessary in order to gain breath and voice to carry one on through some violent exertions; though after all
it must be confessd that silence is the most flattering applause an actor can receive.
I took my leave of dear Edinburgh and proceeded to fulfil an Engagement in Dublin. After a rough voyage we
were put on shore in the middle of the night and were obliged, sick and weary as we were, to wander about the
streets for two hours before we could find a resting place; for, strange to tell, they would not at that period recieve
a woman at any Hotel. Of this, of course, we were quite ignorant. We found our way however to my dear brothers
lodging, who took compassion on the hapless wanderers and shelterd us till we were accommodated, which was
very soon effected by my charming friend, Mrs. O’Niel, formerly the Honorable Miss Boyle.
This my first visit to Ireland answerd all my expectations both of profit and pleasure. I was recieved by all the
first families there with the most gratifying acceptance, and the days I passed with them will be ever rememberd
with heartfelt gratitude and as among the most pleasureable of my life. The Duke of Rutland (then Lord
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Lieutenant) was very unpopular; and upon one occasion, when I acted Lady Randolph at his command, the public
displeasure against him was so great and incessantly clamourous, not to say savage, that not one word of the play
was heard from beginning to end, and I had the honour of participating [in] the abuse with the substitute of
Majesty.
The manager of the theatre very soon chose to adopt every means of vexation for me that he could possibly
devise, merely because I venturd to suggest at rehearsal that his proper situation as Falconbridge in King John was
at the right hand of the Kings. During the scene between Constance and Austria, he thought it necessary that he
should (though he did it most ungraciously) adopt this arrangement; but his malevolence pursued me
unremittingly from that moment, absurdly fancying that he was of less importance placed at so great a distance
from the front of the Stage, the Kings being seated at the end of the stage. He had little or nothing to say and
being in the front, would have greatly interrupted and diminished the effect of Constance’s best scene. He was a
very handsome man and, I believe, was mortified that his personal attractions had faild to pervert my judgment in
the grouping of this scene. He, however, made me suffer sufficiently for my pertinacity, by employing all the
newspapers to abuse and annoy me the whole time I remained in Dublin, and even to pursue me to England with
malignant abuse (but of that, hereafter).
The theatre meantime was attended to his hearts content. Indeed, the whole of this engagement was all that my
most sanguine [hopes] could have inspired.
When it was ended, I made a visit to Shanes Castle, the magnificent residence of Mrs. O’Niel, and oh!, that I
could describe the beauty and splendour of this scene of enchantment, which, alas, is now leveled to the earth by a
tremendous fire. Here were assembled all the talent and rank and beauty of Ireland. Among the persons of the
Lienster family was poor Lord Edward Fitzgerald, the most aimiable, honourable, though misguided and
unfortunate youth I ever knew.
It is scarce possible to concieve the splendour of this almost Royal Establishment, except by recollecting the
circumstances of an Arabian Nights entertainment. Six or eight carriages with a numerous throng of Lords and
ladies and gentlemen on Horseback began the day by making excursions about this terrestrial paradise, returning
home but just in time to dress for dinner. The table was servd with a profusion and elegance to which I have never
known anything comparable. The side-boards [were] decorated with adequate magnificence, at which appeared
several immense silver flagons containing claret. A fine band of musicians played during the whole of the repast.
They were stationed in the corridor which led from the dining room into a fine conservatory, where we pluckd our
desert from numerous trees of the most exquisite fruits, and where the waves of a superb lake washed its feet
while its cool delicious murmers were accompanyd with strains of celestial harmony from the corridor. The graces
and accomplishments of the presiding genius may be rememberd, but who may describe them! She now, I hope,
inhabits brighter scenes than even those to which her transcendent loveliness and bewitching [charm?] gave thier
most resplendent fascinations.
When my visit at Shanes Castle was over, I entered into another engagement in Dublin. Among the actors in
that theatre was Mr. Diggs, who had formerly held a very high rank in the drama, but who now was by age and
infirmity reduced to [a] very subordinate and mortifying situation. It occurrd to me that I might be of some use to
him, if I could persuade the manager to give him a nightand, the actors to perform for him at the close of my
engagement. But when I proposed my request to him\fn{Daly, the manager} he told me it could not possibly be,
because the whole company would be obliged to leave the Dublin theatre immediately in order to open the theatre
at Limerick, but that he would lend the House for my purpose, if I could procure a sufficient number of actors to
perform a play.
By indefatiguable labour and cruel annoyances, we got together (Mr. S[iddons] and myself) from all the little
country theatres, as many as would enable us to attempt “Venice Preserved”. Oh such a scene of disgust and
confusion, it is impossible to concieve. The motive, however, procured us indulgence, and I acted Belvidera
without ever having seen the face of anyone of the actors, as there was no time for even one rehearsal. But poor
Mr. Diggs was very considerably assisted by this most ludicrous performance, and I put my disgust into my
pocket.
Thus ended my Irish engagements, but not so the persecution of the manager, by whose malignity the
newspapers were filled with the most.unjust unqualified abuse of me, and all the time I was on a visit of some
length to the Dowager Dutchess of Lienster, unconscious of the gathering storm, the public mind was thus
poisond against me. Alas! How wretched is the being who depends on the stability of public favour! I left London
the object of universal approbation, and on my return, but a very few weeks afterwards, was recieved on my first
nights appearance with universal oprobrium, accused of hardness of heart, of the most sordid avarice, and total
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insensibility to everything and everybody, except my own interest.
Unhappily, contrary winds had for some days precluded the possibility of recieving such letters from Dublin as
would have saved me from these atrocious calumnies [and] from the horrors of this dreadful night, when I was
hurled from the exaltation which I had attaind, to the degradation of hissing and hooting and all the humiliating
circumstances of public scorn. What sad reverse of fortune!
During this horrible clamour, I made several vain attempts to be heard when at length a Gentleman stood forth
in the middle of the front row of the pit, impelled by benevolence and manly feeling for the oppressed, who, as I
advancd to make my last attempt at being heard, accosted me in these words:
“For heavens sake, madam, do not degrade yourself by an apology, for there is nothing necessary to be said”
(Like Abdiel, “faithful found among the faithless, faithful only he”).
His admonition was followed by reiterated clamour, when my dear brother appeard and hurried me away from
this scene of savage persecution and insult. The instant I quitted it, I fainted in his arms, and on my recovery I was
thankful that my persecutors had not had the gratification of beholding this weakness. Alas, why had I enemies,
but because to be prosperous is sufficient cause for enmity.
After I was tolerably restored to myself again, I was besought by my husband, my brother, and Mr. Sheridan to
present myself again before that audience by whom I had been so cruelly and unjustly degraded, and where, but in
consideration of my children, I never would have appeared again. The play was “The Gamester”, which
commences [with] a scene between Mr. Beverly and Charlotte. But what was my astonishment to find [myself],
on the rising of the curtain, recieved with a silence so profound that I was absolutely awe-struck and never yet
have been able to account for this surprising contrast; for I really think the falling of a pin might have been heard
upon the stage.
The accusations which had been brought against me were pride, insolence, and savage insensibility to the
distresses of my dramatic associates; and, as I have observd already, even the winds and waves combined to
overwhelm me with obloquy, for many days elapsed before I could possibly recieve those letters from Dublin,
which at last however did arrive, and which on publication carried conviction to the public mind. The most cruel
of these aspersions accused me of having most inhumanly refused to act for the benefit of poor Mr. Diggs, that I
had however at last agreed to do so, upon conditions so exhorbitant as were never before heard of. A letter from
himself, however, full of grateful acknowledgements, sufficed to clear me from [this] charge, by testifying that, so
far from having deserved it, I had myself (prior to any application whatever) arranged the affair with the manager,
and had acted Belvidera under the most annoying and offensive circumstances.
There ended my disgrace and persecution; and from that time forth the Generous Public, during the remainder
of the season, recieved my entrée each succeeding night with shouts, huzzas and waving of handkerchiefs, which,
however gratifying as testimonials of thier conviction were not sufficiently so to obliterate from memory the
tortures I had endured from thier cruel injustice, and the degrading humiliations incidental to the profession of the
Drama.
After this storm, succeeded a calm of some continuance. Then came the confusion worse confounded, the
trickery of Sheridan in the preparation of “Pizzarro”, which requires an able pen to portray; therefore I give it up,
but I was shamefully used during the whole process of it. Then came the O. P. riots. And now I approach the end
of my theatrical career. I thought it due to myself to retire before I should find the world growing weary of me.
Grateful for unbounded and invariable professional approbation, I am now well content “along the cool
sequestered vale of life to keep the noiseless tenour of my way,” blessd with the affections of a few invaluable
friends who have kindly participated in all the vicissitudes of my eventful life. And first and chiefest (exclusively
of my own family) let me boast, with heartfelt gratitude and never ceasing tenderness, [of] you my dearest Mrs.
Fitz, and you my ever dearly beloved Lady Barrington, upon whose affection niether time or circumstances have
affected any diminution through the long course of more than forty years.
Arrived now at the Age of seventy five, after a life of hard labour and many and deep afflictions, I have hoped
to use the repose which has been graciously vouchsafed to my later days,
By seeking brighter scenes above
In the realms of peace and love.

225.143 The Nature And Guilt Of Schism Considered\fn{by Thomas Le Mesurier (1757?-1822)} Alderney Island,
Channel Islands, United Kingdom (M) 9
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Of all the calamities under which the church of Christ has suffered, there is none which has produced such
pernicious and lasting effects, as the dissentions by which in all ages it has been torn. Even the cruelties and
oppressions, to which it was exposed at the beginning from the fury of its persecutors, may be said to have been
harmless in comparison of these. Indeed, in many respects, it was found, that persecution rather increased than
repressed the zeal of the first disciples. It seems to have operated like that temporary pressure upon certain wellcompacted bodies, which always produced a powerful reaction. It was only when the principle of disorganization
was at work on the body itself, when the fire raged within, that apprehension might be reasonably entertained of
serious and essential danger.
Nor was this calamity more severe or deplorable, that it was unnatural and strange. We may collect this from
the very words of the our Savior in the text:
“Suppose ye,” said he, “that I came to give peace on earth?”
This was indeed what might well have been promised by all the prophets, who had spoken of his kingdom. The
angels’ song was,
“On earth peace; good will towards men.”\fn{Luke 2:14}
The language of the holy men was still more strongly expressive of the strictest harmony, and the most
abundant love. They declared that, in his day,
“The wolf should dwell with the lamb, and the leopard should lie down with the kid, and the calf, and the lion,
and the young fatling together, and a little child should lead them.”\fn{ Isaiah 11:6}
How could such representations be consistent with any degree of disunion or division?
In another point of view, also, this representation must have appeared quite inconsistent with the ideas, which
the disciples had been justly led to entertain of their master’s kingdom. It was to be eternal.
“Of the increase of his government,” it had been said, “there shall be no end.”\fn{ Isaiah 9:7}
And yet, how should it stand at all under such circumstances? They knew well, our blessed Lord himself had
so argued, that,
“A kingdom divided against itself is brought to desolation, and a house divided against a house
falleth.”\fn{Luke 11:17}
Strange, however, and difficult to be reconciled as all these circumstances might appear, when they were first
unfolded to the world, every year, as it has rolled on in the lapse of ages, has only more fully ascertained the
reality of them, and borne a more decided testimony to the treuth, and the infallibility of that divine Being, by
whose mouth they were first made known. We find, moreover, that the strife and the contention which he foretold,
take their date almost from the very establishment of the gospel; and indeed, this also was not obscurely intimate
by our Saviour at the same time, and almost in the same breath.
“I am come,” said he, “to send fire uon the earth; and what will I if it be already kindled?”\fn{ Luke 12:49}
Even while he was in the world, that spirit of ambition, and that love of distinction, which are the most fruitful
causes of dissention, had manifested themselves among the disciples. Nay, it was only after repreated lessons of
humility, and “through much tribulation,”\fn{Acts 14:22} that the apostles were taught the genuine doctrines of
meekness and of charity.
Still more widely, and more fiercely did the evil spread itself, when he was withdrawn from the earth, and the
preaching of the weord had devolved upon those who, however entrusted with the most extraordinary powers,
could not pretend to be more than fallible men, nor could assume to speak with the authority and weight, which
must exclusively belong to the only son of God.
In proportion too, as the kingdom of Christ became more extended, a wider field was opened for the adversary
to carry his designs into execution, and to sow the tares among the wheat. So rapidly indeed, and so openly did
the evil spread itself, that, far from having any difficulty in tracing its progress, we cannot but see that it forms a
most prominent part of ecclesiastical history.
It is indeed, to the existence of that ambitious and contentious spirit, that we owe the greater part of the
apostolical wirtings; which, at the same time that they contain the most profitable instructions, and much of
information upon great points of faith, which had not perhaps before been so clearly revealed, do also in the
strongest manner attest the errors and the divisions, which made it necessary that these strong protests, and
pointed admonitions against evil doctrines and evil teachers should be both recorded and proclaimed.
That ever since that time, not only schisms, but heresies have abounded in the church, is so far from being
matter of doubt or of question, that, on the contrary, their existence and number have been favourite topics of
declamation with the most celebrated champions of indfidelity. This has been considered as one of the weakest
parts of our holy religion by all those who have laboured either openly or covertly to subvert its foundations.
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A comparison has even been instituted between Christianity and Paganism, for the purpose of ascribing to the
latter a pre-eminence in point of humanity, and of liberality. We have been told of the indulgence which the
different nations of the heathen always showed to each other in this respect; that not only individuals, but bodies
of men were allowed, without interruption, to worship such gods, and to use such ceremonies as they had chosen
to adopt; while, on the other hand, the several descriptions of Christians, though professing to worship the same
God, have persecuted each other, even to death, for differences the most trivial and insignificant; and we have
been asked, if this was the charity and the peace which we say that it was the end of our religion to establish?
To these, and the like evils, very sufficient answers have at different times, and by various persons been
returned. My present business is only with the fact of the schisms’ having existed; which however, to any sound
reasoner, will never furnish the least inference at all prejudicial to the interests of Christianity. It must still be
apparent that to those divisions, which have so sorely rent the church, the word of God has never, properly
speaking, ministered an occasion.
In the perverse inclinations of men, and in the violence of their passions, the true source of all these disorders
must be sought. And having been, as they were foretold by our Saviour, they are in truth to be numbered, as I have
before hinted, among the evidences of his divinity. It must also be considered as a further proof of the Almighty
hand which hath wrought for us, that the disunion, which almost invariably operates to the dissolution of every
community where it enters, has in this instance had no such effect; nay, that it has even produced consequences
that were beneficial; not the least considerable to which has been the preservation of the holy Scriptures in their
integrity; while the jealousy of the different sects, watching over each other, had made any material falsification
or interpolation almost impossible.
Still, however greatly we may admire the wisdom and the power of God, which can thus bring good out of
evil: however firmly we may be persuaded that the existence of schism, far from oeperating as a excuse for
rejecting the gospel, does in reality furnish the strongest arguments against infidelity, we must not suffer ourselves
to be deluded into an idea, that it is a matter indifferent in itself, or not an evil of the greatest magnitude. Still less
must we imagine, that it is an act against the commission of which we have no need to be guarded; of which,
when committed, requires not to be deplored and repented of.
We must regard it as, what in truth it is, what it has always in the church, until very late years, been taken to be,
a very grievous sin. It is one, of which every congregation, as well as every individual, looked upon themselves as
particularly concerned to stand clear.
Whenever, therefore, a separation took place in any church, or community of Christians, great anxiety was
shown by every one of the parties to account for their conduct; and to show that the ghuilt, which was universally
allowed to follow the act, did not belong to them and to their friends, but to those of the other side. It was wisely
reasoned that, although our Saviour had foretold consequences which would follow from his doctrine, this did in
no degree operate as a recommendation or approbation of them; that his having declared, that “he was not come to
give peace upon earth, but rather division,” would no way excuse the individuals, by whose means peace should
be driven away, and division brought in. It was remembered, that in the very same breath with which he had at
another time declared that, “It must needs be that offences should come,” he had added, “Woe to that man by
whom the offence cometh.”\fn{The full quotation of Matthew 18:7 is: “Woe unto the world because of offences! for it must needs
be that offences come; but woe to that man by whom the offence cometh!” }
If we required, any arguments to show, what indeed our reason might of itself point out to us, the great utility,
as well as loveliness of union, our blessed Lord has not left us to seek. The repeated and forcibile exhortations
tending to that effect, which he delivered in his several discourses to his disciples; and more especially in those
which immediately preceded his crucifixion, speaking but too evidently what was the end of his doctrine, and
what were the means by which he intended that it should be advanced. He prayed to the Father, that the disciples
“might be one, even as the Father and he were one;”\fn{ John 17:11} than which it is impossible to devise any terms
more expressive of the completest union in every respect, in thought and in word, as well as in deed. And that this
unity of the church was intended to produce great and powerful effects even upon those that were without, we are
not left merely to infer; for he goes on almost immeditley after to repeat his prayer for the apostles in order, as he
says, addressing himself to the Father,
“That they all may be one, as thou Father art in me, and I in thee; that they also be one with us, that the world
may believe that thou hast sent me.”\fn{John 17:21}
The union of Christians with one another was, you see, to be an evidence of the divine mission of their great
teacher and master. Again, he says, the more to enforce it,
“I in them, and thou in me; that they may be made perfect in one, and that the world may know that thou has
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sent me, and hast love them as thou hast loved me.”\fn{ John 17:23}
It is impossible to consider these, among other passges, without being satisfied that they relate, not merely to
the preservation of charity in general, but to that particular conformity in religious sentiment, in points of faith
and modes of worship, which must have subsisted between Christ and his disciples during his continuance upon
earth. They were his flock, and he the one shepherd. There was no hint of their separating into different and
independent companies; of any liberty to choose separate paths for themselves. All our Lord’s words pointed to
the strictest obedience, to the closest adherence to one uniform rule.
“Ye are my friends, if ye keep whatsoever I have commanded you.”\fn{ John 15:14}
“If ye keep my commandments, ye shall abide in my love, even as I have kept my father’s commandments,
and abide in his love.”\fn{John 15:10}
Will it now be said, that the man who first separated himself from the church, who, upon pretences more or
less frivolous, declared himself independent of his breathren, did “abide” in that “love,” and “keep those
commandments?” Surely not. Must we not rather believe that, when our blessed Lord particularly prayed that his
disciples should remain united, in order that the world might believe, that God had sent him, he had in view that
very scandal, which our divisions and our contentions have excited; and of which, as I have before mentioned, the
adversaries of our faith have so amply availed themselves; and that he was showing a particular anxiety, that so
great a stumbling block should not exist?
To some of my audience I shall, probably, appear as having spent some time, and a great many words, very
unnecessarily, in proving that which is so plain, as not to be open to controversy. To others, however, I may
appear to have been faulty for a reason almost directly opposite. I shall be thought to have been laying a great deal
of stress upon what is, in fact, of no consequence; upon what they conceive to be not even a fair subject for any
question. Many there are who will be surprised, and who will revolt at any argument which tends to show, that it
is not left to the arbitrary will or caprice of any man to worship God after that mode which is most agreeable to
his imagination. They will look upon it as a novelty to be told (what yet is the old and true doctrine) that to that
sound part of Christ’s church, which is established in the country where he was born, or where the providence of
God has fixed him, he is bound to adhere; that to all its ordinances in indifferent matters, all those rules, which it
has directed to be observed, for the purpose of edification, it is his duty to conform; that he who separtes from
such a particular church, does it at his peril; that he is committing an act, for which he must be seriously and
deeply accountable at the day of judgment; that, in short, schism, independently of all considerations of doctrine,
though it should be no part of its object to work any express corruption of the truth, is in itself a grievous and a
heinous sin; hurtful in the greatest degree to the general interests of Christianity, and fit with the most serious
consequences to the individual.
That, when I affirm this, I am treading upon tender ground; that this is a position which has for some time past,
by many persons, been considered as obsolete; and hardly so accredited, as to make it necessary for any sectary to
combat, or even to notice it, I am fully aware. But I feel, also, that this only makes it the more incumbent upon
those who are the appointed teachers of the word to maintain and enforce it. It is for that very purpose, among
others, that a standing ministry was instituted; it was ordained with that very intent, that whatever changes took
place in the minds of the great body of Christians, there should be a particular and chosen number, who should be
constantly upon the watch, lest either any part of that which is sound and true doctrine should be lost, or any new
and unfounded tenet should be introduced.
It is also more especially the end for which these and similar lectures have been founded. It was foreseen that,
in the variety of changes to which all human affairs are liable, and by which the opinions, as well as the worldly
circumstances of men are so materially affected, it might happen that great and culpable indifferences might
prevail upon the more important and material points of our religion; and that it might require an extraordinary
degree or sort of exertion, either to keep them in remembrance and preserve them in their full vigour; or, in the
case of their being neglected and forgotten, to bring them again into light, and to claim for them their due rank
and estimation. And most surely to me, in the present insistence, it must be conceded, that when the pious founder
of this lecture directed that it might be preached for the confuation of schismatics, as well as of heretics, he did
not consider schism as a light and trivial mtter; he did not conceive that it was left to the caprice or whim of every
man, whether he should join in communion with the national church or not. I may be allowed to conjecture, that
perhaps it was the very lukewarmness upon this subject, which he saw creeping as it were over the church, and
infencting and neutralizing many of those whose duty it was to be most active in opposing its effects, which
caused him to insert this particular direction for its being noted and confuted.
For it is most certain, as I have before declared, that it was not always so. It will be evident to any man who
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will look back into history, only so far as the beginning of the last century, that, down to that time, the guilt of
schism was considered as so heinous that it was loudly deprecated or disclaimed by all parties. How it has
happened that, by degrees, the dread of such an imputation has diministhed, till at last it has dwindled almost into
nothing, and has ceased even to be thought of, may also, as I conceive, be tolerably well accounted for by those
who will consider the change which has taken place in the situation of the church, and the nature of the
adversaries which she has had to contend with, from the period which I have mentioned down to the present
moment.
*
I shall perhaps, before I go father, be called upon to state what I mean, whether I would set up an “absolute”
authority in the church; whether I would contend that under no circumstances whatever, a man may lawfully
separate from the established communion?
Undoubtedly, I claim no such infallibility for any church: undoubtedly, there may be circumstances which will
not only excuse but justify such a separation. The case of the Reformation alone would suffice to establish this
point.
But then, whenever such a separation takes place, there must be guilt somewhere. If he who separates is
innocent and justifiable, than he who has so acted as to oblige his brother to separate from him is the person guilty
and liable to the judgment. It is not therefore and cannot be strictly true, that (always undrstanding the case of
there being a national church established) there can be a separation which is not schismatical and sinful, and for
which there will not be someone or other to answer as a criminal.
If I am told that, in laying down this position, I am uncharitable, I can only say that I know no difference in the
main between this and any other sin. Every man, who, in any instance, disbelieves or disregards God’s
commandments, is guilty of sin and liable to punishment. But schism appears to me most evidently, judging from
the express words of Scripture, to be an instance of such disregard; and, if I am right in so conceiving, we are not
to suppose that it will be dealt with in a different manner from any other sin.
If it be urged that schism may be produced by prejudice or ignorance, which is invincible, and the effect of
circumstances, I must say that this is as likely to be the case of heresy or infidelity; the latter of which, at least, no
one will deny to be a sin. I admit, what must necessarily be admitted, that there are different degrees of guilt
which may be incurred by different persons in the commission of the same sin; there are circumstances which will
extenuate, some perhaps which, in the eye of a merciful God, will wholly take away the guilt of it: but this does
not make it to be no sin in itself. The ancients avowedly made great allowances for those who were born of
schismatical parents, and in the midst of a schismatical or heretical congregation. I am perfectly ready to go as far
as any of them ever went, nay as any man can go, in hoping and trusting that the conduct of these and of every
other separatist will be judged with the greatest possible midlness and favour.
But still, though you take as many such individuals as you will, though you suppose them all, if you will, to be
thus absolved, this does in no way alter the nature of the thing: it will still continue to be sinful; and this will be no
warrant for any man to enter into a schism, or to continue in it, under the confidence that he shall eventually
escape condemnation. Indeed I will venture to say, that, in some respects, schismatics appear to be more directly
sinful than heretics, or even than infidels. They have less to say for themselves. Their conduct seems particularly
wanton and without cause. That I may not appear more rash and singular than is necessary, let me be allowed here
to plead the authority of some of the most respected fathers of the church, whose very sentiments and almost
language I have used. They say directly that schism is as bad or worse than heresy, or than idolatry; and one of
them asserts that the prevalence of it is the reason why the power of working miracles has ceased in the church.
But this was not only the language of remote antiquity: it continued to be the doctrine of the church at large,
through succeeding ages. It was the strong and declared opinion of our national church in particular, at that period
to which we are all in the habit of looking, when she virtually, nay, actually separated from the church of Rome;
when therefore she might have spared herself and the rest of the reformed churches much trouble, when she and
they might at once have set themselves above the reach of obloquy and censure, if they could have maintained the
broad ground, that there was no guilt in schism, and that neither churches nor individuals were bound to have
fellowship with each other in matters of religion.
She still, however, maintained the old doctrine, she still reproved and taxed with guilt all those individuals who
separated from their proper churches, and all those churches who refused to commmmunicate with each other
without the most evident and weighty reasons. She, as well as the rest, held it to be incumbent upon those who so
separated to show that the terms of communion imposed by the church from which the separation imposed by the
church from which the separation was made were actually sinful; either as being in themselves contrary to the
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world of God, or as by manifest consequence directly leading to evil. Of both these sorts of terms there were
numberless and gross instances to be found in the practice and discipline of the Romish church. The schism
therefore lay not at their door, but belonved to those, who, by admitting and giving currency to such enormous
abuses had made it both dangerous and sinful to remain in their society.
Such were the allegations of the church of England at that memorable time, when, by the grace of God, she
was enabled to tread back her steps, and disencumber herself of that load of superstition, under which, in common
with the great body of Christians, she had so long groaned; and when she shook off the yoke which under the
most impudent and fraudful pretences, had been imposed upon her by a succession of artful and designing
usurpers.
When afterwards a number of her sons, having been driven by persecution into foreign countries, had
unfortunately imbibed a partiality for other forms of discipline in preference to those which she had adopted, and
caused the first schism which took place among protestants, in this kingdom, neither did these very men contend
for that unbounded latitude of every man’s worshipping God after his own way. They professed to act upon
scruples of conscience; to be persuaded that the Reformation had not gone far enough; that much popoish
abomination yet remained behind, of which it was necessary that the church should be purged; and which they
assigned as the cause why they could not join in her communion. This was carried so far, and so acted upon by
these puritans, that when, in the time of the great rebellion,\fn{ The English Civil War is meant:H } they came to have the
upper hand, they fully showed themselves to have been in earnest.
For they not only established for themselves a mode of worship more devoid of ceremonies and more plain in
every respect: not only they destroyed, as far as related to its temporal existence, the hieracrhcy of the church, by
voting bishops to be useless, but they absolutely forbad under considerable penalties any man’s making use of our
liturgy. To popery and prelacy, which they most unwarrantably yoked together, they denied that toleration which
they were not disinclined to extend, and which was in fact extended to all others, even the most exrtravagant sect.
By the very persecution which they carried on against the church, they declared in the plainest terms, though in a
way which was neither just nor decent, their conviction, or opinion at least, that there was a substantial and
conscientious cause for their separation. They did, as our church has done before, throw the gult of the schism
upon those from whom they separated.
This was still more apparent, when, upon the restoration of monarchy, and of the church, these same men who
had, under the usurped government, obtained possession of most of the livings in the kingdom, were required to
conform to the rites and ordinances of the church, under pain of being ejected from their preferments; when
almost the whole of them chose rather to relinquish their situations than to make the subscriptions required.
For what was then their language? They complained bitterly of the bishops and other rulers of the church, as
having devised such terms of communion as they could not in conscience comply with; they deplored the
separation, to which they were thus, as they said, driven; but repeatedly and loudly protested that the schism was
none of theirs. At the conferences which took place at the Savoy (as before at that which took place before King
James at Hampton Court) the dissenting ministers agreed most fully with the dignitaries of the church in their
ideas of not only the advantage, but the duty of being united. The same doctrine continued to be held by them and
their successors for many years after. Not only in their general professions, but in particular sermons delivered
and published by them, they continued to uge the necessity of unity in the church, and the sin of those who caused
any breach in that unity.
*
So late as the beginning of the last century, the question was agitated with great warmth and zeal; in particular
between a very respectable divine of our church, and certain dissenters in his neighbourhood; and whatever might
be the merits of the case in other respects, it is most evident that both sides proceeded upon the assumption, that
schism was a dangerous and damnable sin.
From that time, I admit, as I have said before, that this opinion of the great guilt of schism has very much lost
its hold on the minds of perhaps a majority of this nation. It has even ceased to be much debated, and other ideas
more lax, and more comfortable to the liberality so much professed in these times, have taken its place.
But surely, if we trace the commencement, as well as the progress of this change, we shall see no room to be
convinced that this new mode of thinking is preferable to the old. It took its rise, or, at least, it appeared first to
gather strength from an event, which, though in beginning it might be said to conceren only a few individuals,
very soon, by the cooperation of other causes became extremely general and estended in its effects.
The circumstance to which I allude, is the celebrated controversy which arose about or soon after that time;
and which was occasioned by certain positions maintained and promulgated by an eminent prelate of that day; the
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tendency of which (as it was not without good reason objected to him) appered to be to encourage all manner of
divisions, by inviting every man to follow the bent of his own fancy in the choice of his communion; and by
declaring against every species of authority in the church.\fn{ This is a reference to the Bangorian controversy. It began very
visibly and vocally when one Benjamin Hoadly, bishop of Bangor, delivered a sermon on March 31, 1717 to George I of Great Britain on
The Nature of the Kingdom of Christ. His text was John 18:36, “My kingdom is not of this world,” and from that Hoadly deduced,
supposedly at the request of the king himself, that there is no Biblical justification for any church government of any sort. He identified the
church with the kingdom of Heaven—it was therefore not of this world, and Christ had not delegated His authority to any
representatives:W}

There were not wanting many very able and learned divines to come forward in the refutation of such
opinions; and that it was done with great success—nay, with an unanswerable force of argument, has been
generally enough acknowledged. But there were circumstances, which, independently of the merits of the
question, tended to give weigh and prevalency to the sentiments thus brought forward and supported by bishop
Hoadly and his adherents. The very circumstance which had occasioned the question to be agitated, secured to
him a considerable degree of favour with a very large party in the nation, and the decided patronage of the persons
that were then at the head of the government. This was the scrupulousness, extreme, it may be allowed, and too
nice, of certain of our divines, who, however they disapproved, and had even resisted the designs of James the
second against the church, yet conceived themselves to be so bound by the oath of allegiance which they had
taken to him, that they could not, during his life, transfer that allegiance to any other sovereign; and they in
consequence declined acknowledging his successor. This brought on the expulsion of them from their bishoprics
and other preferements; and, as they still persisted in considering themselves as the rightful pastors in the several
cures to which they had been instituted, occasion was given to a contest, which though in itself purely religions,
yet was made naturally enough to bear upon the politics of the day.
The assertion of an ecclesiastical authority independent of the civil power was conceived, by the
administration then existing, to be of a dangerous tendency, and they were not backward therefore to support
those who came forward in opposition to such claims. The mode however which was adopted by the then bishop
of Bangor for the combating of these pretensions, well or ill-founded, must be admitted to have been somewhat
extraordinary for one, who was by his office, an established ruler in the church.
Not content to argue against any abuse or misconception of authority, he preoceeded at once to deny that there
was any authority whatsoever given by Christ to any person to rule or to govern his church: he asserted that what
our Lord said of “his kingdom not being of this world” was to be taken most strictly, as interdicting every man
from being a judge or lawgiver in religious matters; and thus he, by necessary inference, condemned or materially
impeached the very establishment in which he held so distinguished a situation.
Inconsistent as this conduct might appear, yet while the doctrine ws patronized by the government, and the
supporters of it were rewarded with the preferments and the dignities of which they thus seemed to doubt the
propriety, it is no wonder that the tenet should have continued to gain ground. It was more particularly received
with great favour by the dissenters, with many of whose positions it not only agreed, but even seemed in a great
degree to be borrowed from them. It further opened to them a prospect of being set at liberty from those restraints
to which by the policy of the civil legislature they had been subjected; and they appear from that time to have
shown a disposition to unite as one body in their general views of hostility against the national church.
*
In consequence of this too, and in order to preserve consistence in the maintenance of the doctrine, the Arians
and Socinians began from that time also to be taken into favour by the other dissenters; and were admitted by
them to be entitled to the same degree of indulgence and the same privileges as the other sects.\fn{ The Arian concept
of Christ, contrary to orthodox Trinitarianism, is that the Son of God did not always exist, but was created by—and is therefore distinct
from—God the Father. This belief is grounded in the John 14:28 (“You heard me say, ‘I am going away and I am coming back to you.’ If
you loved me, you would be glad that I am going to the Father, for the Father is greater than I.). The Socinians held that Jesus Christ did not
exist until he was conceived of the virgin birth as a human being; that humans were created mortal in the beginning and would have died
naturally whether Adam and Eve had eaten from the tree or not; that there was no such thing as original sin; and that God’s omniscience
was limited to what was a necessary truth in the future (what would definitely happen), and did not apply to what was a contingent truth
(what might happen):W}

How far this was from being the case with their predecessors, no man who has looked ever so superficially into
ecclesiastical history, can be ignorant. From the earliest appearance of the puritans down to the times of Baxter,
and even of his biographer Calamy, the Socinians, and all those who denied the proper divinity of our Lord, were
considered as hardly deserving even to be classed among Christians. Calvin, it is notorious, showed it by causing
Servetus to be burned, and Baxter spoke of Biddle’s followers as men who were little better than Deists or
92

Infidels. In the toleration act passed under King William, a clause was inserted requiring a subscription expressly
calculated to exclude this class of sectaries from taking advantage of its provisions; and by another statute it was
declared to be an offence highly penal to deny the godhead of any of the persons of the blessed trinity; as also to
affirm that there is more than one God.
To neither of which enactments was any opposition made by the dissenters of those days, nor did they show
the least apprehension that they could ever become subject to the penalties which were thus imposed. Not long
after this, however, the consequences of their own principles, when pushed to the utmost, began to press upon
them, and they or most of them manifested a disposition to unite with all sectaries without any distinction of
doctrine any more than of discipline. But as some of them contined to think that the proper atonement of our
Saviour, and of course his divinity, were articles of faith essentially interwoven with Christianity, this was not
carried either universally or without opposition; though it is now I believe very generally entertained.
From that time, indeed, the opinions of Arius and Socinus began to acquire a degree of credit not only greater
than they had ever possessed, but in a quarter where it might least have been expected, even in the bosom of the
church. The learned and ingenious prelate, of whom we have been speaking, was by many persons supposed to be
much inclined to the Socinian tenets. Another extremely eminent, and otherwise respectable divine put forth such
an account of his ideas of the trinity, as naturally operated to fix upon him the charge of Arianism. The same
heresy was maintained at the same time, without any disguise, by the learned and pious, but wild and extravagant
William Whiston.
Nearer to our days, a bishop of the church of Ireland in a pamphlet, anonymous indeed, but acknowledged or
understaood to be his, declared unreservedly for that opinion. And the taking away of all supscriptions was urged
by another dignatry of our church upon such latitudinarian principles as would have set open the door to
even\fn{The text has every} the wildest theory. This may account, in some degree, for what might otherwise appear a
most extraordinary measure, the formal application to Parliament in the year 1772 from a numerous body of the
established clergy, praying for what they called relief upon this subject: and although no great degree of favour ws
shown to the petitions, yet it could not but add strength and currency to the arguments which continued to be
advanced by the dissenters for taking away of all distinctions in respect of religious opinions.
It must also be obvious that all these descriptions of persons must of course be disposed to reject the doctrine
that schism was in any way criminial or sinful. And, in fact, their common manner of treating the subject has been
to represent every idea of that kind as being not only illiberal, but un-Christian. This has been particularly the case
with the writers of the Socinian, or, as they call themselves, the Unitarian heresy. It suits particularly that sect,
which has all along contended for, and indeed subsisted upon the widest possible latitude in understanding as well
as interpreting, nay admitting or rejecting, the holy scriptures; which peculiarly profess to oppose every argument
from authority, however built upon the remotest antiquity; and admits of no doctrine, however plainly laid down
in the revealed word of God, if not clearly reducible to certain preconceived ideas of right and justice.
These principles so distinctly encourage and set up a private and independent judge in every man’s breast, that
they cannot also but allow of and sanction the utmost possible difference of opinion. Of course, where there is so
little reason for individuals remaining joined togehter, there can be no good ground for complaining against any of
their brethren who shall choose to make a further separation upon principles of their own devising.
*
But farther, it is curious (and this brings me to the last circumstance memorable in this revolution of men’s
opinions respecting ecclesiastical authority) it is, I say, particularly curious that this extreme laxity of opinion
upon the most important tenets of Christianity (prevailing whether in or out of the church) has, by a sort of
revulsion, given rise to another sect, as decidedly schismatical, but proceeding upon the directly opposite extreme
in point of doctrine. The Socinians, as well as the Arians, though these last in a less degree, denying the atonement
made by Christ for our sins, and asserting our sufficiency to merit salvation by our own good works only, must of
course confine, or principally direct their preaching to what is called the moral part of the law. This must also
have been the practice of those among our cleregy, who leant to the same opinions: and possibly it may have
happened to some of the body who were strictly orthodox, to dwell more frequently upon the purely practical,
than upon what is by many considered, though falsely, as the speculative part of religion.
Whether this did, in fact, take place to any extent, it is not perhaps easy to ascertain; but, upon the supposition
that it had obtained not only in a great degree but almost universally, about half a century ago, there arose in the
very bosom of this university another sect, pretending that there was a necessity for a new and more zealous
ministry, in order to enforce and disseminate the true faith in Christ, which they declared had been samefully
neglected and abused. Of these men, who made themselves known to the world under the name of
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Methodists,\fn{The word is not capitalized in the text; and the name does not seem to originally have been theirs, but was fastened to
them opprobriously by their enemies:H } it is not necessary at this moment to say much, as the existence of them and the
influence which they have gained over the minds, chiefly of the more ignorant and lower sort of mankind, are
sufficiently notorious.
What is remarkable, is, that in doctrine, they profess most completely to hold with the church of England; nay,
the boast of their founders was, that they were in strict conformity to her articles, while the regular clergy daily
departed from them. Their leaders too had received ordination from our bishops. This makes them, or, at leat,
made them, in the beginning, more purely schismatical than most of the dissenters of whom we have been
speaking.
Another circumstance worthy of notice is, that in their pecularities of doctrine for the adoption of which we
conceive them to be blameable, as putting a wrong constrution upon some of our articles, they also have their
favourers among the regularly ordained, and officiating ministers of the church. So that, in this case also, there has
not been wanting precisely the same sort of encouragement and countenance as has, according to what we before
observed, been enjoyed by the other separatists. Here again, therefore, we shall meet, where we might least have
looked for it, with a considerable body, who are either the patrons of schism, or who will be disposed to look upon
it, if not openly to greet it with indifference.
*
In laying before you thus early, and perhaps somewhat out of its order, this account of what I conceive to have
ben the state of the church during the progress of the revolution which has taken place in men’s minds respecting
the subject which I am discussing, I have had in view two objects: first, to remove from myself that prejudice
which might have been entertained by any of you as if in arguing so seriously against schism, and labouring to
prevent the extension of it, I was attempting some new thing, and pursuing ideas of my own; and, secondly, to
lead you, from the actual situation in which we stand, and the numerous enemies with which our ecclesiastical
establishment is, as it were, beset or hemmed in, to consider whether this be not an evil of such magnitude and
pressure as requires to be resisted with all the vigilance, and all the powers which Povidence has bestowed upon
us.
Such being my individual persuasion, I intend, with God’s help, to lay before you in some detail the argument
against schism, as it is to be collected from Scripture:\fn{ Not capitalized in the text; the same occurs elsewhere with
“Christianity” and “Reformation”, and I hagve emended these words accordingly, without noting it:H } both as it is found in express
reasoning and precept, and also as it is supported by facts and examples. Upon this certainly, as upon the corner
stone, do I propose to build; feeling that “no other foundation can man lay.” I shall however confirm this by
showing the manifest tendency of schism, not only to disturb the peace of the church, but also to corrupt her
doctrine; this too made more plain by instances, which the history of Christianity will amply supply.
And, because it has been a favourite topic with dissenters of all sorts to insist upon our separation from the
church of Rome as if it precluded us from objecting to their, or any other separation from our church, I shall pretty
much at large show the differences of the two cases; and prove that not only our church was fully justified in what
she then did, but that the Reformation can be a precedent only in cases where to have remained in communion
with those from whom the separation is made would be sinful. That this therefore can never justify those men,
who can allege no actual sinfulness in the terms of our communion: and still less those whose cause of complaint
against us consists only in this, that we will not so enolarge the platform of our establishment as to comprehend
all possible denominations of Christians whatever their tenets may be.
I shall moreover corroborate my position by showing most strongly the difference of the two cases in another
point of view; and protesting that the assertion and vindication of the independence of our national church, which
is the first and great feature of the Reformation in England, has, and can have nothing to do with justifying
individuals in their separation from the established communion within those limits or pale they have their abode,
and of which they properly form a part.
But, further, I shall the more enlarge upon the subject, beause I conceive that the circumstance of the times do
particularly require that you should be reminded of what are the doctrines and principles by which the church of
Rome is distinguished; and, when they have been thus brought to your recollection, it will be for you to consider
whether they be not such as are subversive of the very foundations of Christianity; whether therefore they ought
not in every country to be specially guarded gianst: and whether there be not still a broad distinction and peculiar
line of separation which should be allowed to subsist between the Romish church on the one hand, and the great
body or aggregate of Protestant churches on the other.
I propose after that, to revert to the present circumstances of our church for the purpose of considering more
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particularly (as however I shall have occasion to do through the whole of these discourses, and in connection with
my subject) the reasonings upon which the different bodies, who separate from her, attempt to excuse or to justify
their schism; and hope from thence to be enabled to inculcate the more forcibly into those who hear me, the
necessity of adhering to the precepts of our Lord and his apostles in maintaining the unity of the faith by
continuing in close fellowship with one another.
It may be proper further to observe, that, although heresy be distinct from schism, yet they so naturally lead the
one to the other that I shall be necessarily led to speak of the former, though principally as being incidental to the
latter, not on account of the things themselves, but as either immediately or by necessary consequence, they are
equally a cause of disorder and disunion, and they conduce to disturb or break the peace of the church. They may,
indeed, as we have had occasion to see, exist separate, though it is what will very rarely happen. I have adverted
to late instances in our church of heresy without schism, as there is also at this day more than one description of
schismatics, who may be considered as not strictly heretical.
I should observe lastly, that the question of church govenrment is also nearly connected with that of schism.
Indeed the first is usually presupposed (though this is not of absolute necessity) before the latter is understood to
take place. It is not however within the limits assigned to me to give it anything like the consideration which is
due to its importance. Indeed this is rendered unnecessary by the many excellent treatises which have been written
upon the subject; as well as by the authority which is claimed and exercised among even the most petty
assemblage of the separatists themselves; who thus bear testimony to the truth of the position, that, without some
sort of rule or order, it is impossible for any aggregate body of men to continue their existence for any
considerable time.
Still less is it my wish to say anything which may bear upon that alliance between church and state, from
whence is derived or rather by which is secured, that portion which the former inherits of wealth and of worldly
honour; and which may be suspected to have caused much of the jealousy, to which she has been exposed. If it
should be necessary to touch upon it, I shall not forbear, but it will be my wish to steer clear of anything like
formal discussion on that head. The appeal which I shall make, I would wish to be directed exclusively to your
consciences, as followers of Christ and servants of God. I would have you consider the question not as it may
affect any temporal interests of your own, or of the civil community to which you belong; but as it may concern
your eternal, and spiritual welfare.
I could wish this, not only because of the infinitely greater importance which belongs to heavenly things; not
only becuase this is and ought to be, the ultimate scope and end of all that we say in this place; but also because I
am persuaded (and it is a persuasion in which I shall be joined by every considerate man, more expecialy at this
time, if he will observe the striking characters, in which they judgments of God are displaying themselves
throughout Europe) I am persuaded, I say, that it is only by striving to conciliate the Divine favour, by keeping the
commandments, that we can hope to obtain any tolerable prospect, of even worldly happiness and prosperity. In
this, as in all other cases, that will be found to be true, which our blessed Lord has declared,
“Seek ye first the kingdom of God and his righteousness, and all these things shall be added unto
you.”\fn{Matthew 6:33)
224.119 Journey To The Lake District From Cambridge: 1779\fn{by William Wilberforce (1759-1833)} Kingstonupon-Hull, Kingston-upon-Hull, England, United Kingdom (M) 19
July 10th [1779]
From Cambridge to Huntingdon 16 miles north. The country miserably bad, a dead flat almost the whole way.
From Huntingdon through Thrapston to Woodford (Plough) 18½ miles. Thrapston is a small Market Town, in
which there is carried on an inconsiderable woolen manufactory. The face of the country in general but indifferent
except where it is diversified by some woods of the Duke of Manchester’s and Sir Robert Barnard’s. Some of the
finest crops of wheat I ever saw. The civility of the country people between there and Thrapston struck me after
my having been lately a resident of London and Cambridge. Throughout all Northamptonshire the woolen
Manufactory is carried on especially at and about Kettering, and there is also lace made, in which children can
earn from — to — shillings a week.\fn{ The diarist is over-addicted to the capitalization of common words—an affection of the
period—and I have pruned these considerably, in the interests of machine-readability. With the same care in mind, I have substituted the
word “and” throughout for the sign he uses (&); and instituted conventional spelling for such words as “taper’d” (tapered), “open’d”
(opened), “clos’d” (closed) “thro” (through), etc. The footnotes are printed in the text, unless otherwise indicated. The text I have before me
presents his diary entries as solid paragraphs of print: I have divided them according to his mile gages, or wherever he has himself so

95

divided them:H}

July 14th
From Woodford to Rockingham 18 miles. The Road goes through Kettering (which is 8 miles distant from
Woodford) and on each side of it one sees remarkably fine crops of wheat and oats and clover. The spire of the
church at Kettering is wonderfully light and tapered; there are assemblies in the winter. Almost the whole way
from Kettering to Rockingham lies through the forest, in some parts of which there are a prodigious number of
deer. The forest with but few breaks extends through almost the whole county. Riding in it was very pleasant but
unfortunately it was night before I reached Rockingham, and I missed the sight of an exceedingly fine prospect
which my landlord informed me there was from the hill which overlooks the village. The village of Rockingham
is a very inconsiderable one; the Marquis takes his title from thence but the seat and park are at present Lord
Sondes’s
July 15th
From Rockingham to Oakham 11 miles. The road is through Uppingham. As soon as you enter Rutlandshire
the country becomes very hilly and the hills being almost well-wooded have a beautiful appearance—no requisite
for a fine prospect is wanting but water. Uppingham stands very high and the spire of its church is seen at a great
distance. Betwixt Uppingham and Oakham on the right is Burleigh on the hill. The woods rising up the declivity
have a good effect. In the park are some fine views and large respectable trees. Oakham is a very pretty but
diminutive capital of a diminutive county. The land in Rutlandshire is generally poor. The inhabitants furnish
about the full complement, 1 in 12, to the Militia.
From Oakham to Melton Mowbray 10 miles. The county still better to look at than have one’s estate in, and
there are some very extensive and tolerably pretty views.
From Melton to Wilford betwixt 19 and 20 miles. One frequently ascends hills from which one can see the
country for an immense distance. There is here but little wood—but from one of the hills there is a very agreeable
prospect, in which from the side of a hill upon whose ascent the road goes one has a fine view of a slope rising
abruptly, covered with underwood, and some hay-rick meadows in the vale below. There are some high hills
visible at a great distance on the left about halfway betwixt Melton and Nottingham. Melton is an inconsiderable
little town. Mr. Menell frequently hunts in its neighborhood in the winter. The road to Nottingham is in some parts
a very bad one. The latter part of it goes through the forest which, however pleasant it may formerly have been
when Robin and Little John lived there under the Greenwood Tree, is now nothing but one disagreeable wide
extended heath without anything to diversify the scene or render the prospect agreeable. Some of the Dukes’ parks
are in the forest which are exceptions. Clifton, about 2 miles from Wilford, is the seat of Sir Jervas Clifton, and
there is a walk, where you go at the bottom of a well-wooded hill by the side of the Trent, which is exceedingly
well worth seeing.
N.B. Walk at the bottom not at the top of the hill. Above Wilford is a hill on which Sir Jervas has built a
summer house from whence there is a very extensive view; one sees Lincoln Minster etc. The prettiest objects in
it are Bunny Park, the Seat of Sir Thos. Perkins, and Colwick, that of Mr. Musters. An old church at Bunny and
some rude houses just under the wood and the naked hill on one side form a very picturesque landscape. This
should be seen in the morning. Nottingham: Trade, Castle, Burgesses’ Pasture Right.
July 26th and 27th
From Nottingham to Gainsbrough by the Trent, computed to be 70 or 80 miles. From Nottingham till one
comes within 4 miles of Newark the voyage answers very well, and there are a few very pretty views particularly
at Colwick, Radcliffe &c., but afterwards there is little to attract a stranger’s attention. The Trent about 10 miles
from Gainsbrough makes two remarkable bends which are called Burton Round and No Man’s Friend. You are at
the first of them within fifty yards of a part of the river which you do not reach till you have gone near two miles.
The country about Gainsbrough execrable, and the Inn we were at (which is said to be better than the other)
miserably bad and dirty as indeed is the whole town. I opened the window for a little fresh air, and the smell
which immediately filled the room was nasty beyond description. Gainsbrough: Trade, Staffordshire Lincolnshire
etc.
July 28th
From Gainsbrough to Brigg 18 miles. The Country in general very bad and not a single good view. One passes
over two very extensive moors. The road goes through Scotter and comes into the Lincoln Road at Scawby.
From Brigg to Barton, north, 12 miles. The country pretty for Lincolnshire and a very rich cornfield called
Barton field which was but lately inclosed.
From Barton over the Humber to Hull 5 miles. The shore in general very bad, the prospect from the Road
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tolerable of Welton, Melton and Ferriby. The Humber is here reckoned 3 miles directly over Hull: Trade, Docks,
Baltic, Dantzig etc.
Saturday August 13th
From Hull to Welton 10 miles north. The villages on the banks of the Humber about ¾ of a mile from it are in
general pretty, and Mr. W’s improvements\fn{ Perhaps the writer is laughing at himself } at Welton a great honor to his
taste. From his fields as well as from the road betwixt Welton and Cave the junction of the Trent and Ouse makes
a very agreeable prospect.
Monday August 15th
From Welton to York 31 miles north through Elloughton, Newbald, Sancton, Weighton, Shipton, Hayton,
Barmby, Wilberfoss\fn{The original home and name of the writer’s ancestors } and Kexby. When you lose sight of the
Humber the Country begins to look very indifferent, and from Weighton to York 19 miles the ride does not afford
a single object (except a small view of the Wolds) that would reward ones looking to the right hand or to the left.
Mem. always to sleep this Stage. A little before you come to Weighton you see Londsbrough, the Duke of
Devonshire’s, on the right at the foot of the Wolds, and just beyond Hayton you see also on your right hand Sir
Willm. Anderson’s woods at Kilwick and the town of Pocklington,\fn{ The writer had lately been at school there } which
the road leads to which turns off at the new Inn. From York to Harrogate 21 miles north, through Green Hamerton
and Knaresbrough. Harrogate is situate upon the edge of a very .extensive moor and you cannot ride or walk out
but upon a hard, stony road. Nothing can be more desolate than the natural situation of it though there are some
pretty places in the neighborhood. Knaresbrough is a very neat well built town. But there are several delightful
walks by the riverside all of which a stranger should see as well as the castle, and castle yard. The dropping well
is very pretty, but nothing uncommon. A stranger must go above it to one of the walks by the river. From
Harrogate see Plumpton,\fn{He refers to the outcrop of limestone rocks, between Harrogate and Wetherby, weathered into fantastic
shapes and allegedly the source of the “Devil’s Arrows” at Boroughbridge } Mr. Jan. Lascelles’s. The Green Dragon the best
house. Excursion into Craven or Wensley dale would well reward the traveler. Harrogate is ll miles from Rippon,
and 16 from Leeds.
August 24th
From Harrogate to Rippon through Ripley and Markington. Sir John Ingleby’s at Ripley. Beautiful walk by the
river—memo to ride down the bed of it when I next go that way. Went from Rippon to Masham 10 miles north.
Stopped to see the last great view at Hackfall, which any passer-by may see in ten minutes, who has not time to go
through the whole. The ride from Rippon to Masham through the finest country I ever saw in England, hilly, well
wooded, watered and very fertile land, but not a corn country. Masham an exceedingly well built pretty little
town. Mr. Danby who lives at Swinton within a mile of it has £5000 a year all about him, which he lets in small
farms from year to year.
From Masham to Middleham 10 miles, north. Got out of my chaise about half way to see the ruins of Jervaux
Abbey, as it is worth every traveler’s while to do. It was dark before I left it and the moon shone very bright.
There are no arches remaining entire but a great part of the walls. It is rather difficult to get to it. It was formerly a
very extensive one. Mem. to look for it in Grose’s Antiquities and Tanner’s Notitia Monastica. There are a great
number of coal mines near Masham chiefly belonging to Mr. Danby, one of whose workmen in the coal mines has
a great genius for husbandry: he has taken from the barren moor (which comes very near Masham and almost
joins upon the road all the way to Middleham) 40 or 50 acres, which he has cultivated, inclosed, hoed, burnt etc.,
with his own hands without any help and brought to a high state of improvement. The country people tell you that
one might go from Masham into Scotland without going off the moors. Middleham is a small town, remarkable
for nothing so much as its castle which though in ruins retains the marks of having been a very grand and strong
one. It is said that is was destroyed in Oliver Cromwell’s time.
August 25th
Saw Middleham Castle, climbed with some difficulty to the top of one of its old towers and had a delightful
view of the country through which I had come. The castle has been a very large one. (Lord Bruce Aylesbury has a
very large Estate £7000 a year near Masham, Hackfall, Middleham; Jervaux Abbey belongs to him, more of
which would have been standing, if the farmers had not pulled some of it down to build their houses with the
stone. Lord Aylesbury has now forbid that practice, but has not been in that country for 10 or 13 years. In all this
country cattle, horses and sheep are bred in great numbers, and it is almost all grassland.) Stand on the West Side
of the Castle about 100 yards from it behind a small bush and there is a remarkable echo which will repeat some
sounds as far as six very distinctly after you. Provisions are cheap all through this country and the air about
Middleham particularly healthful. There are many old people in it. Land lets very high. In the castle yard I met
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two old men, one upwards of 80 was very stout, the other 76 was a barber and shaved as well as ever. In
Middleham are about 200 families, and it is a deanery. It is a very good place to fix one’s quarters at, when one
goes to shoot moor game.\fn{The writer never mentions the word “grouse”} Went from Middleham up Wensley dale 3
miles north to see Bolton Hall, a seat of the Duke of Bolton’s where his Steward Mr. Maude resides. The opening
of Wensley dale is beyond measure beautiful. High hills and sometimes rocky crags inclose a valley where the
fields after a month’s drought have more verdure than I ever saw in any other in the opening of spring. At the
bottom of this valley (a pretty wide one) winds the Eure, which takes its rise in Cotter beyond Hawes and joins
the Ouse below Boroughbridge; and on each side of it are numbers of villages, the white spires of whose
churches, peeping at intervals from the wood, have a most pleasing effect. This vale takes its name from a small
village at the opening of it. Almost immediately upon your entering it Pen Hill is on your right and continues so
for many miles.
Through Wensley to Bolton Hall 5 miles. Mr. Maude met me on the steps and showed me the house and garden
in which are nothing worth seeing. Chocolate and fruit; asked me to stay to dinner and went with me himself
round the park. In it are some beautiful views of the green fields, the river wooded on each side, the villages of
West Witton and Sunny Wit\fn{Seemingly a phonetic version of Swinithwaite } under Penhill in front, and behind the
house Leyburn with a very gigantic rocky hill the top of which looks like the walls of some old castle. An opening
through the trees gives one a sight of Bolton Castle. The garden is quite in the old formal taste with terraces one
above another on made foundations and a fish pond. Fruit does not appear to be good in the vale by the specimen
I saw, though there is much wall fruit against the walls of the terraces. Went after dinner to see Aysgarth Force,
but it was nearly dark before I got there. Returned and slept at Bolton Hall.
Thursday 26th
Went after Breakfast to Aysgarth. Saw Bolton Castle in ruins and the room in which Mary was confined a poor
dark place with but one window in it. From the top of the castle a fine view of Wensleydale.
From Bolton Hall to Aysgarth 5 miles north. Very little water in the river so saw the cascade at a disadvantage,
but from the surrounding scenery the scene is a delightful one. The great fall of water is near Carperby where is a
tolerable Inn. The river falls from rock to rock, sometimes for several yards at a time. The sides are like the white
walls of a castle, and the bed of the river is like a complete rock. There are deep and sometimes large holes worn
in it which are done by the stones in a full season whirling round at the bottom. Walk up the bed of the river, not
at the top of the hill, till you come near Aysgarth Church. You then see through the one arch of a beautiful bridge a
continuation of little waterfalls. The inside top of the arch looks covered with petrifactions, and the view is most
beautifully picturesque. On the other side of the bridge walk till the shore becomes flat. The river is inclosed on
the south side just above the bridge by a very high hill completely covered with wood, somewhat like Mr. Port’s
but not so fine, amongst which you see many large fragments of rock which look like the battlements of some old
castle, high bosomed in lofty trees. Many trout in the river, and below the Carperby fall (they cannot get over it)
great quantities of salmon smelts. The 1 st Duke of Bolton was created by Willm. 3d. When Marquis of Winchester
in James 2d’s time, he was suspected of holding correspondence with the Prince of Orange and that he might
blind the Court he acted madness. He used often to hunt by torchlight, would retire to a little castle which he had
built in the park, the ruins of which are still visible, and there play his fooleries. When Sir T. Knolles came to ask
his assistance for James, the Marquis who had been advertised of his coming was found riding upon a stick. This
farce he continued for 3 or 4 years and in his Patent of Creation\fn{ I.e., when he was made Duke of Bolton} are these
words, that like Brutus he feigned himself mad, and like Brutus saved his country.\fn{ He was referring to Junius Brutus
and the Tarquins}
From Aysgarth to Askrigg through Bainbridge 6 miles and ½ north. The View of Askrigg Church pretty from
the opposite side of the water.
Friday 27th
Saw Mill Gill and Whitfell Gill. You go into a dell inclosed by high crags at the bottom of which runs a clear
stream. At Mill Gill the dell goes in 3 or 400 yards. The rocks at the side jutting out like buttresses have a fine
effect and the view of them is here and there interrupted by trees and shrubs, which seem to grow without any
soil. At the end is the waterfall which falls from rock to rock and has a much finer effect than if it was one fall. It
seems to have worn the top a little as just the part where the water comes down is lower than the rock at each side
and worked in. Whitfell Gill is one sheet of water falling into a kind of basin full 20 yards. You go into it above a
quarter of a mile. To all these waterfalls, which are exceedingly well worth seeing, go at the bottom of the dell
stepping from stone to stone. You lose half their beauty seeing them from above. Desire to be carried through
some of Mr. Pratt’s\fn{John Pratt of Askrigg was a famous and successful breeder of race-horses, had been educated at Cambridge and
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had inherited estates. He built a large and andsome house in the main street, part of which became the King’s Arms Hotel, and his
household staff were twenty in number} clover to have a view of Mill Gill all at once and quite unexpectedly.

Went from Askrigg to Hawes 5½ miles. The road and the country much the same but hardly so good as before.
Askrigg is a small town with a very inconsiderable market: in its neighborhood and in the place itself the
manufactory is entirely that of knit stockings, mittens etc. Old and young work at it alike and after the farmers’
servants have finished their day’s work, they are often set to it by their masters. One sees the milk maids knitting
as they go and come back from the cow and the country people at market employed in the same manner. Their
stockings go to Leeds, Wakefield and Manchester. Trade decreased lately. The business is not carried on in the
same manner as at Nottingham: here the common people buy wool in the neighborhood or at Newcastle, which
they themselves work into yarn; they then make the stockings and sell them to the wholesale dealers, who sell
them again at an advanced price. Kirby Stephen wool market. Very little worsted used. The yarn stockings are
made from 7d. to 10s 6d. a pair, the average price 5s.
Throughout Wensleydale the land is very rich, almost entirely grazing land and sells from £2 10s. to £4 an
acre. A great quantity of butter made and of cheese chiefly of the thin sort, which goes by the waggon to York,
Leeds and Wakefield. 2 cows are reckoned to give in a season 3 firkins of butter (36 lib.\fn{ Libra, i.e., lbs} a firkin)
at the same time that their milk ½ new ½ old is used in cheeses. The firkins of a good dairy will sometimes sell
for 27s. or 30s. a piece. Some lead mines in Wensleydale, the 2 principal ones at Welgroves or Hawbanks, and
Bobscar near Redmire. If I suspect that there are mines in any place I go to the owner of the soil and give him a
trifle to ratify the agreement which is made between us, which is that I work the mine he having every 5 th
pig\fn{Of iron:H} free of all charges. The quantity of land is defined by the words of the agreement—so many
Meers\fn{A measurement of leases on veins of ore. It varied from one district to another, but in Wensleydale it was 30 yards along the
vein} of land. If the limestone has a mixture of lead in it, it is a sign of there being good mines beneath. They then
(almost always from the top of the hill) bore 20 or 30 or as low as 7 or 8 fathoms, and if they be incommoded by
water they drive a level into the side of the hill to let it off. When driving or sinking, the wages £1, £2 or £3 a
fathom. When they have found vein they follow it, and believe from observation that it is better from east to west
than from north to south. When they dig the ore, the workmen have so much a ton according to the goodness of
the vein. They have now at Bobscar 18s. a ton, at Welgroves 6 pounds.\fn{ The allocations must be in total, not per head }
Their wages if by day or week about 9s. The workmen pound it small and wash it. It is then carried in small bags,
2 on a horse, to the smelting mill (there is one at Preston) and made into pigs and goes thence to Yarm, Hull,
Stockton by land carriage; at present it sells for £12 or £14 formerly for £17 or £18 a ton. The hole is in general
1½ yard high and 1 yard wide. The master finds tools, the men powder for blasting and candles. The mine at
Welgroves nearly exhausted, has been worked 400 years. The employment is esteemed a very unwholesome one.
An asthma is the complaint it generally brings on. They seldom live till 60. Never any damps\fn{ I.e., fire-damp,
methane} in their mine.
In the lead mines in Wensleydale there is said to be in the ore a great proportion of silver, which taken out, the
lead becomes very indifferent. A person came some years ago to one of the smelting mills and desired leave to put
his stick which he had previously prepared by some chemical process into the melted ore, which being granted he
having put it in drew it out again covered round by pure virgin silver. Upon consultation he was immediately
offered £100 a year if he would stay and practise his art to their advantage which he refused but would for £500 a
year. They upon consideration did not think it worth while. Hawes a far smaller town than Askrigg. The Market is
more considerable. Slept there and
August 28th
on Saturday morning went before Breakfast to see Hardrow Scar about a mile and ½ off. It is a eaterfall of the
same kind as Whitfell and Mill Gills, but the fall is much greater, and the rocks at the side higher, though not so
picturesque as those at Mill Gill. The dell is wider and at the end opens into a longer semicircle than the others. In
all of them imagine yourself at the bottom of a dock\fn{ The writer was a Hull man } which has a rounded end, and you
conceive their shape. The water falls into a basin at once 35 yards and over the basin the rock hangs over
considerably, which looks dreadful from below, as it seems to have nothing to support it, and is not in rough
pieces but in one sheet as if hewn or made by art. It answers very well to go as near the water at the side as
possible as it looks much higher then, than when you view it in front. In the Great Frost, 1739, the water froze as
fast as it came down till it made an immense column of ice 35 yards high and 75 round. The sides also of the dell
were all covered with ice, which at the thaw fell down with a thundering noise, and the part of the rock which
impends over the basin which constantly distills water was covered with long small icicles reaching from the top
to the bottom. The appearance is said to have been most beautiful. At a public house close to the bridge at
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Hardro’y get a man to show the Scar, which is just by, and he remembers and will give an account of the icicles.
The roads throughout this country are so hard that it is advisable to buy a horse in it which being used to them will
go on them with speed and safety. At Hardrow is a Methodist Meeting House, and a good many Quakers.
Went from Hawes by Simmer Water to Askrigg about 7 miles. It is a olake about 2 miles round or hardly so
much, in a valley not near so pretty as the generality in this country, as you see little but black nasty moors. The
best view of it is on the road to it from Askrigg, about 2! miles from Askrigg. There it looks pretty enough and
larger than in any other situation as you see it in Length. It is worth while seeing it that way, as there is a good
country on your left. In it there is said to be plenty of trout but the season is over by the middle of August. There
are pike in it too. All the inhabitants who live in the neighborhood are Quakers. A brother of Dr. Fothergill’s\fn
{Dr. Fothergill had attained renown as a botanist and for his diagnosis of diphtheria. Benjamin Franklin said of him, “I can hardly conceive
that a better man has ever existed”} lives there, a lawyer.
Throughout Wensleydale the road generally runs close by the river and where that is not the case there is a
footpath which one should often take. The inclosures all stone walls. The people remarkably civil and obliging.
Great quantities of game of all kinds in the valley, and on the moors of moor game. At Askrigg, Gyles’s, the lower
house, is a very good one; he knows the country well, is a very obliging honest man, and his wife who was Mr.
Pratt’s housekeeper, as himself was his butler, cooks excellent dinners very clean and cheap.
Bainbridge a mile & ½ from Askrigg is a small town remarkable for having been a Station\fn{ The writer here
means a military camp or fort, which is the sense of the place-name element “—brough”. Aggelbroughis now Addlebrough and thought to
be an Iron Age fort, the cairn being the burial-place of Authulf, a British chieftain, from whom the name is derived }—Brough (hardly

a Roman one from the circumstance Aggel). On the hill in front of it, Aggelbrough or Aid to Brough, are some
remains of fortification. Ask for Brough which is in a field near the town of Bainbridge, if you be an antiquarian.
Nappa is a castle formerly belonging to the Metcalfes, now to Mr. Weddel, a mile from Askrigg as you go to it
from Aysgarth on the left between the road and river; the walk to it from Askrigg is a pleasant one through the
fields, but ’tis hardly worth seeing as you have many finer views of the dale than from it.
The Vale of Wensley is upon the whole the most eligible one to live in and the pleasantest I ever saw. It is at
the same very romantic and rustic. The views from the tops of Middleham and Bolton Castles should never be
omitted. You have also a pretty good view of the vale from the ascent up Cam. It is said to be warmer in winter
than parts so far north generally are, and from the old people I saw in it I infer ’tis a very healthy air. (However
fine their seasons may be in Wensleydale, yet when I had come in the evening from Askrigg to Hawes with an
intention of seeing Hardrow Scar, on a sudden the sky overcast and it rained and it was dark as at midnight in ½
an hour. Whenever the rain comes on in the evening this is the case.)
Sunday 29th
3 o’clock. Went from Askrigg to Ingleton 20 miles. A few miles from Askrigg you have a pretty good view of
the dale, and in one place you catch a glimpse of Simmer Water. You then ascend for 5 miles incessantly and go
on the top ridge of a very high hill, called Cam, for about 5 more. As far as you can see, black moors are the only
objects which present themselves to the eye. This road is so much exposed that by reason of the snow it is often
impassable for many days together, and the inhabitants of Askrigg and Ingleton talk of “over Cam” as if it were in
a different country. The wastes though are not utterly useless since sheep are fed to the very tops of the mountains;
near Ingleborough are very extensive moors finely covered with ling\fn{ Heather:W} in which are great quantities of
moor game. Upon the very summit of Cam are several extents entirely covered with large stones or rather
fragments of rock which seem to confess some great convulsion of the earth. About 12 miles from Askrigg the
road divides and that on the left goes to Settle. Settle rocks are discernible at 7 or 8 miles distance like rough
eminences rudely thrown about without the least order, not very high. All the stone hereabouts will burn into lime,
and there are two kilns just before you enter Ingleton. When I got into the amphitheatre of mountains I met an old
man of 80 who told me the names of the mountains. He had walked from Ingleton 8 miles and had 2 more to go,
all the way uphill. On this road you go a great way without seeing a single house. Cam houses, 6 or 7 shabby huts,
are the only ones visible for 15 or 16 miles. In the valleys is but little cultivation.
The first sight you have of Ingleborough is from ahead, grand as it breaks upon you all at once, quite clear and
looking in shape like a castle or the side of a house. When you quit Cam you descend part of the time pretty
briskly into a valley famous in story. Before you on the left is Ingleborough, on the right Wharnside, the former
1329 feet perpendicular height, the latter 1350 feet. Immediately on your left is Pennygant 1310 feet and at a
distance beyond Settle Rocks is Pendle Hill, a broad clumsy large hill 1137 feet. Immediately on your right is
Gastill\fn{Possibly Gearstones. His aged informant misled him about Mallerstang, which is the valley of the upper Eden, running north
from the head of Wensleydale with Wild Boar Fell to its west } and between that and Whernside at some distance by Wild
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bore fells just in Westmoreland is a very black hill, Mallerstang. The road descends to the foot of Ingleborough
and runs by the side of it for some time. About 4 miles or 3¾ from Ingleton leave the road and go about 300 yards
to the right to see Weathercote Cave. Travel from Askrigg to Ingleton in the afternoon. It was as fine a one when I
went that road as possible and the sun setting behind Whernside skirted the extreme edge of the mountain with a
color the finest I ever remember to have seen, something between an orange, a blue, but more of a straw color.
August 30th
Slept at Ingleton that night and spent all Monday in waiting for a chaise to go to Settle or Hornby, in extremely
bad humor in a very dirty disagreeable Inn where I had my night cap and net stolen from me and the People did
not seem solicitous to have them recovered. Warrener the master a very civil man. Walked out with him in the
afternoon to a dell through which the river runs before it reaches the church, and we being in a hurry did not go so
far as we otherwise should have done, but I advise all people to have time to descend to the bottom which they
can do with ease at or near the end of the gill. The rocks are very high and picturesque. Go into the church yard
and walk over the great bridge and turn into the meadow on your right hand close to the river under a small
wooded Hill and you have a very good view of the town and some fields above it and of the church which stands
on an eminence. If I recollect, you see Ingleborough too.
August 31st
On Tuesday morning went to see Wethercote 4 miles on the Askrigg Road. (The road over Cam very hard and
indifferent.) You descend into a cave by a very steep way but there are large holes at the top. As you go in, large
pieces of the rock hang over you without any visible support and seem to threaten you with a crush. At the end of
the cave the rock goes up quite smooth and from the top of it out of a round hole like a mouth spouts a great
stream of water which falls for 20 yards as it is computed, I should imagine not above 10, then drops upon 2 or 3
large stones and totally disappears though there be no visible hole or passage for it. The water sounds very loud in
the cave and the rocky sides of the cave are petrified and look a little like the carved stone you sometimes see at
the tops of cathedrals. The way into it is very indifferent in wet weather as the water renders the stones very
slippery. When the sun shines into the cave, it makes the finest rainbow in the world within it, so that it will be
worth while to inquire at Ingleton at what time of the day the sun will shine in so as to produce that beautiful
effect. Very near it is a great hole in which in a kind of natural well walled round by the rock is a black dreadfullooking water which they tell you cannot be fathomed and it is conjectured that it has some connection with that
at Wethercote. When you throw a stone in, the sound is very hollow and dreadful. Directly over Whernside about
3 miles very bad walking on the side of a hill is a cave called Gawder’s Cave—it is also about 4 miles indifferent
road to Askrigg. In order to see it you must provide yourself with plenty of candles. It goes in straight and is as
wide and as high at the entrance as in any part of it which takes off from the effect. It is tolerably wide and high
and a stream runs at the bottom, but it is hardly worth seeing as the road to it is so very indifferent. The cavern is
above ¼ of a miles long, as the country people informed me. They have been getting in their harvest in every
place through which I have hitherto passed.
On Tuesday afternoon went to Hornby, north, 9 Miles. The Road is excellent and enjoyable after the bad I had
traveled. (About Ingleton they fat sheep and oxen and breed some few Horses. I did not see many of the true long
horned Craven breed but was told that they were common.) Soon after you leave Ingleton you have a continuation
of a planted eminence on the right, humble to what I had seen yet sufficiently high to be respectable, and wooded
or cultivated in many places up to the tops. Below it runs the Lune which at intervals glides peaceably along the
foot of the hills and then swells out into noble bays. I was vastly struck with this ride and the rich cultivated air of
the country gave the eye a great relief after the dreary wastes of the Cam road. The carriage in which I went had
no glass behind and it did not occur to me to look behind from the window so that I know not whether
Ingleborough could be seen though I should imagine it must be. I strolled by myself to the castle and when I had
got to the top of the rising ground Ingleborough at once broke upon my view and looked wonderfully grand and
majestic.
Wednesday. Sept. 1st
Walked out in the mrning to the cstle. It is a fine old building spoiled by some more modem additions—it has
one small turret remaining which is discernible at a great distance. It has been in many hands. It formerly
belonged to the Stanleys and is now in the possession of a great grandson of Col. Chartres.\fn{ Francis Charteris
(1675-1732) was a notorious rogue, rake and gambler, several times mentioned by Pope on this account, and also appearing in Hogarth’s
Rake’s Progres s} From the top you see the course of the river, which must have looked better a few years ago before

so much wood was cut down by its side. It is a small one and joins the Lune after a short course. I believe it is
only a beck. Walk round the castle and see the remains of greater things, but it never appears from the part which
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is tolerably entire to have been a place of strength except from its situation. To the north are some very extensive
moors, but in general a pretty cultivated country. The river would appear to more advantage if it did not run
straight a little beyond the castle which gives it the air of a cut or navigation, an effect which the wood must have
destroyed.
From Hornby to Lancaster 9 miles. The country in general very pretty and Ingleborough commonly visible
behind you. Coal mines near the road between Hornby and Lancaster, which are carried in little carts drawn by
one horse. About 3 miles from Lancaster opens a view the finest of the kind I ever beheld though I saw it to great
disadvantage in an indifferent day and did not get the precise station. An exceedingly rich cultivated valley in
which villages and gentlemen’s seats are everywhere visible sufficiently to give the view an air of population.
Through it winds the Lune fringed with wood on both sides and edged with meadows at intervals. 2 planted hills
just not opposite to each other close the side near you and at the distance of 19 miles reposes Ingleborough, a
complete background to the picture, and the interval the mind fills up (if the eye be not powerful enough to
ascertain) with ideas of pastoral riches, grandees and population. It is worth while to stay a day at Lancaster to see
this view to advantage, which I should have done if I had not traveled post-haste to meet Mr. Bertie. The entrance
into Lancaster is found fault with: within the town it does not at first appear to advantage, but before you enter it
you have a very broad river on your right upon whose sides runs an air of business and (to all appearance) over it
tower the church and castle which are fine objects. Went to the castle, a fine building for an account of which see
West.\fn{\fn{Thomas West’s Guide to the Lakes (London 1778). The writer mentions it often, particularly its recommended “stations” or
viewpoints. West was a Scot who beame a Jesuit and in that profession was sent to work in the north-west of England } The day was
thick and I could but just discern the Cumberland and Westmoreland Mountains, sinking by their height
Ingleborough into a hill. Wrynose and Hardknot\fn{ Hills perhaps hardly so conspicuous as to be mentione, unless the writer
already knew them from a previous visit} are fine objects. Go up to the top of it and into the churchyard where if the
weather be fine you will have an excellent prospect. The castle yard is a very airy one.
Thursday. Sept. 2nd
Went over the Sands to Ulverston by Cartmel and Holker, 22 miles. It is very pleasant riding, since you are
more at liberty to look about you and less at the road than you generally are the North Country, and nowhere is
there where it answers better to gaze with all your eyes about you. The day brightened by degrees into a most
charming one, but the sun shone too bright to make distant objects so clear as I have sometimes known them.
West’s account of the fide is a very good one. Ingleborough accompanies you to the right for many miles, but
when you see the Cumberland hills “in rude confusion hurled” its beauty becomes conspicuous not its sublimity.
Get a guide close to the Sands who will tell you the names of the mountains. The sudden break into Westmoreland
is wonderfully grand. At Holker is a seat of Lord G. Cavendish, who has a large estate in the neighborhood. The
people get peats from the sides of the Hills. You come into a theatre of them which looking wild and rude have a
fine effect. Tell the guide to go through Holker or he will carry you a different way. There is an immense quantity
of wood on Lord G’s estates, and the descent upon the Sands after you have ridden through the woods is very fine.
You see at a great distance some most majestic hills and close to you is on the right a great bay dry at low water
which gives you a view of the country replete with the sublime and beautiful. If you be in a chaise look behind
you when you are about ¼ of a mile from the gate which goes upon the Sands. You will see the most majestic
trees growing close to the Sands, and it must be delightful to walk under their cover when the sea is up. The whole
ride is a most delightful one to Ulverston; you leave the Sands 3 miles from it. A little before we left them the tide
was coming in a yard high at a great distance and the sun shining upon it showed like a range of diamonds.
It has a curious appearance to see large ships upon the dry sand which are entirely left at low water many
miles. You see on the sands many rocks which render the navigation very dangerous. On your left the woods of
Conishead Priory are visible. Upon the whole, with the natural beauties of the Country, the fineness of the day and
the lively air received from the crowds of young men and maidens hurrying to and from Ulverston (pronounced
Ouston) market the scene was the most delightful one I ever beheld. The town a great one. The Inn crowded brim
full of people. The land hereabouts frequently lets from about 15s. to 25s. an acre, for rather more near Hornby.
From Ulverston to Ambleside 21 miles by Lowick Bridge and the edge of Hawkshead—you ride for 6 miles by
the side of Coniston Lake and the mountains at the head of it are wonderfully sublime. You then mount a steep
hill, when turn to have a view of the lake, rather before west directs you. You then see Esthwaite and part of
Windermere but it grew dark and I went to Ambleside not enjoying the fine scenes I might have been witness to in
daylight.
Friday. Sept. 3rd
From Ambleside to Keswick 17 miles—the day so gloomy that I did not enjoy the beauties of Grasmere so
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much as before. The lake gives one the idea of Rasselas’s happy valley. About this country—Ambleside, Keswick
etc.—when they have cut the forrest trees the old roots are left in the Ground which sprout out innumerable shoots
and these are cut in 14 or 15 years; consequently there is little Timber, but it suits their purpose which is to make
charcoal and posts and rails. The view of Keswick from the Castle Rigg was not so good as 2 years ago when I
saw it at sunrise, the sun illuminating the top of the rocks and mountains and the mist which the wind drove about
on the surface of the lake with surprising velocity. Went in the afternoon to see Mr. P’s\fn{ A Mr. Pocklington, who had
recently built a house on one of the islands in Derwentwater } house and island, and returned to Keswick.
Saturday. Sept. 4th
Walked out in the morning intending to go but to Cockshut Hill but got beyond Lowdore which (there having
been a good deal of rain the day before) was tolerably full for the summer time. Gray’s\fn{ Thomas Gray, the poet, had
visited the Lakes in 1769} and West’s accounts render any further description unnecessary. The former’s is the best
thing of the kind I ever read.\fn{ His account of Lowdore fall runs: “… the stream was nobly broken, leaping from rock to rock, and
foaming with fury. On one side a towering crag that spired up to equal, if not overtop the neighboring cliffs (this lay all in shade and
darkness): on the other hand a rounder broader projecting hill shagged with wood, and illuminated by the sun, which glanced sideways on
the upper part of the cataract” } Went up Cockshut Hill whence, the day being dark, the lake did not appear to great

advantage, neither is the Station so good as some others. At the entrance into Crow Park you have a fine view of
Skiddaw which forms a semicircle in the right point of view, inclosing a green field gently rising just before your
eye so as to conceal the intermediate valley; on the left Crosthwaite Steeple is just discernible and 2 or 3 scattered
houses beautify the scene as well as a small opening into the distant country. From Cockshut Hill went left-hand
to come close to the north side of the road into Borrodale where are some inchanting views of the lake, every
moment a new one. The closest are between Cockshut Hill and Castle Gray. You see to the left the Lake swelled
out till it is emprisoned by the horrid giant of Borrodale, and the lord’s isle and sometimes the little round one
near it are visible. You catch a glimpse of the water on the other side of Cockshut Hill. (After I left it the day
almost immediately brightened and the sun shone very bright whilst great heavy clouds sailed swiftly along
throwing upon the surrounding hills especially Skiddaw the grandest diversity of light and shade, and veiling now
one part now another of his majestic front and wrinkled seamed sides.) This directs the eye to the right and carries
it through a beautifully cultivated valley, where Crosthwaite and Ormathwaite etc. are capital objects till you catch
the water once more in the form of Bassenthwaite Water under a range of hills as far as the eye can reach. It wants
but a bend and swell at the end as that would besides its natural beauty give one the idea of its washing the far
distant hills, which are indistinctly seen beyond it. Joined the Borrodale road and found or thought I found West’s
3rd station which I should like better if one did not look across the water. As one walks by this side of the lake
Causey Pike towers above the rest of the hills on the other side and the little peeps into the opposite vale are
singularly beautiful. Met near Lowdore with a very civil man who gave me some nuts, asked me to come in and
take shelter from a shower of rain and offered to show me a curious waterfall near his house. Returned by the
Borrodale road and after dinner took a walk between Skiddaw and Keswick when a sweet innocent girl directed
me the way I should go.
Sunday, Sept. 5th
The morning rainy but I had a short walk towards the South side of the Lake. Went in the afternoon to Penrith
18 miles to see Cookson. The road very good, the country nothing remarkable after you leave the environs of
Keswick. The road goes by the foot of Saddleback (so called from the shape of its top resembling that of a saddle)
a majestic mountain 3048 feet perpendicular height; it has one or two brawny backs which look very grand and of
a purple tint almost all the way up to the top, covered with ling. The tops of Cross Fell and some other high hills
were shrouded in clouds which overshadowed too the country beneath them; that where I was was in the shade
too for some miles whilst an intermediate space, a pretty large one, was illuminated by the sun and contrasted
with the gloom of the other country had a beautiful effect. There is an old castle of red stone on the right as one
enters Penrith.
Monday, Sept. 6th
Left Penrith about 9 o’clock, went to Carleton, Mr. Wallace’s (the Solicitor-General’s) seat, and rode by the
grounds. About a mile from Penrith look directly behind you and at the end of the lane you catch the castle in a
very picturesque manner. The country as far as Carleton except where you have Whinfell forest on the left has a
very fertile appearance, and from Mr. Wallace’s is a beautiful view of the country, a bird’s eye one: the river winds
at the bottom of a well-wooded and cultivated valley and there is at a small distance a very fine ruin, Brougham
Castle. Many hills are visible to the west and in front Cross Fell at some distance. It is certainly worth while to go
this way to or from Penrith to Keswick as it is not above a mile and ½ about at most. Rode by the side of the
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Eaman, a clear broad river till I got into the road, turned to the left and proceeded to Keswick. Mell Fell is a
remarkable hill for it is very steep and quite green to the very top. Got off at a wrong place to see the Druids’
Monument and wandered about in search of it about an hour through a mistake in the maps. I fortunately met with
a traveler who told me where it was. It is in a field perhaps 50 yards distant and visible from the road about ⅓rd
of a mile from the 2 mile stone from Keswick, nearer to it. Went upon the water with Gisborne. Skiddaw in a
cloud looked very majestic as it left much for the imagination to work upon. Caught 2 or 3 perch in the Keswick
fashion. You hold in your hands a line just over the side of the boat and when you feel them bite you pull up. The
trout season is over though one has sometimes a few for dinner.
Tuesday, September 7th
Kept in the house all day by the rain, had some conversation with Gisborne in the morning. Hammond and
Starkie arrived in the afternoon.
Wednesday September 8th
Set out in the Morning with Hammond, Starkie and Gisborne under the conduct of Tom Hutton. Went in the
Borrodale road till we came to Barrow gill, about 2 miles and ½ from Keswick at Noton house where we
dismounted and proceeded up the hill on the left. It is a waterfall well worth seeing. The water has worn its way
through the solid rock and has in one place formed a basin in it which is very deep and called the prison from the
impossibility there would be that a person put in could escape out of it. Near it is another waterfall, called Catgill,
but we were told there was then no water in it. Proceed about 200 yards till you come to a gate but instead of
going through it turn to the left where the road leads up a hill, Barrowside (the hill whence Barrow gill falls), in
the road to Ashness and Watenlath, the latter of which about 3 miles off is a tarn on the top of a hill which feeds
Lowdore and a small village of the name. It is a bad road to it over the mountains. A little before you reach the 1 st
gate in going up the hill is a kind of flat by the side of the road where is one of the finest general views of the lake
I ever saw. Another not quite so good an one but where you have a sight of Lowdore and Borrodale is higher up
just beyond the 2nd gate. These should never be omitted. But if you content yourself with going round the lake
once, without reversing that round, you should turn about every moment that you may comprehend all the
beauties of this singular place, beauties which are changing every step you take.
Return’d to the road the same way we came, and proceeded to Lowdore, which was tolerably full. The sun
shone very bright and the scene was beautiful beyond description. To see it properly you must not content
yourself with West’s station, but get down to the bed of the waterfall, which you may very easily a little above to
the left. Its appearance is then much more wonderful. The rock on the left, Gowder Crag, is finer for the purpose
than Salvator\fn{Salvator Rosa (1615-1673); his landscape paintings were much admired in England at the time, and the comparison
with the scenery around Keswick had already been made by other writers, e.g. West } could have given; that on the right,
Shepherds Crag. The chasm is narrow and in the morning when you look up it is fine to see the clouds sailing
above you and the sun illuminating the top and foam of the water when you yourself are in the shade. Look back
upon the lake and mountains. On the right, from behind a piece of rock which projected, breasted forth a torrent of
water which I caught in my glass\fn{ The Claude glass, or Claude Lorraine glass, was a slightly convex and darkened or coloured
hand-mirror. Admirers of the “picturesque” liked to view their scenery in one of these in order to give the landscape the proportions of a
picture in a frame} (through a tree romantically fixed in the bare rock and twisted) shining like diamonds, a picture

the finest my eyes ever beheld. Very little of this can be seen without descending, and by varying your station and
going to all parts you will discover new and unparalleled beauties. Considered as a waterfall I have seen superior,
but taking in the accompaniments, the immense rock on the left steep as a castle wall and whiter than they
generally are in this country, seen sometimes bare, sometimes through trees fantastically disposed, with the back
view of the lake, never could such a scene enter into the imagination of man to conceive. The fall is not a
perpendicular one but the rocks or stones which prevent its being so it has by its own violence strewed the way
with, and it leaps over them with irtesistible fury. They are sometimes all covered when it is said that the very
earth shakes beneath you. It was with the utmost regret I quitted this most enchanting scene. Before you go up on
the left see a little perpendicular fall on the right of the mill.
Went up Borrodale by Grange Bridge, some fine pointed rocks on the left. Came to the Bowder Stone, the river
all the time bearing you company. It answers to get off and look under it. It stands upon a ridge almost as small as
the keel of a ship. Went up near Seathwaite and saw the mountains Great Gavel\fn{ Great Gable; both versions were in
use a century later, see Black’s Guide to the Lakes, 16th edition, 1870, pp. 221 and 224 } and Great End which shut up the mouth
of Borrodale. On the left in a hollow of Glaramara rather before you reach it is Eagle Crag, from the circumstance
of there being an Eagle’s nest there. They lay two eggs once every year. West’s account of the taking of the young
is strictly true. Bull Crag, another of the rocks on the left before Eagle Crag, is so called because the echo is there
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so great and so often repeated that a bull can never be held there long, above 2 years old, without going mad from
hearing the returns of its own roarings. I have heard of the same thing happening in other mountainous countries.
Above Seathwaite (the 2nd village beyond Bowder, Rosthwaite 1 st), on the top of the hill, is the Wadd
Mine.\fn{Once a famous source of graphite, no longer worked} It was opened last year when from their having taken out a
double quantity it is reckoned they have enough for the consumption of 20 years. It will sometimes sell for 25 or
30s. a lib. or 18 or 20s. a lib. The hole was formerly filled up with stones and rubbish, the removal of which when
it was last opened is said to have cost £300. It is now filled up with water except just at the top which they can
instantly remove by a level made into the side of the hill, at little trouble or expence.
Return’d to Grange, saw the young farmer where Gray was so civilly received, his name Caleb Fisher .\fn{The
writer left a space here which was never filled in. It has been supplied from a note in Joseph Farington’s second collection of Lakeland
Views (1816) where the author of the text, T. H. Horne, says that Mr. Fisher in old age was still entertaining tourists with his account of the
poet’s visit} The rocks opposite Grange look rudely thrown together. The riew into Borrodale finer than from the

other side of the lake about ½ or ¾ of a mile from Grange. The surprizing blueness of the water will or ought to
strike very much. Saw the tracks down which come the sledges loaded with turf. They are very small and in the
steepest places. The sledges are without wheels and have 2 long handles which the man takes hold of. To his heels
are spikes fixed and to the front of the sled against which he leans his rump is a cushion. Glaramara a most
surprizing extent of bare rock, which is broken in a wonderful manner like little hills upon a great carpet of rock.
Not far from Grange in the side of the hill are several holes made in expectation of finding lead mines, none have
been found. Returned home through Portingscale and by Crossthaite Church.
Went in the evening after dinner in the boat to Swinside from whence is a fine view of the vales of Newlands
and Keswick. They looked like a carpet under one, divided in all shapes and by all colors. The hedge rows (not a
stone wall in sight) are all mixed with trees in them. Bassenthwaite, for we saw it from one end to the other in a
straight line, looked like a ditch. But the afternoon was a very indifferent one and none of its wooded sides are
thence visible. Under Swinside a curious hill, a sandy color tufted with green tufts, looked just like a great piece
of spotted cloth thrown over the hill. To the best of my recollection it is in Foe Park;\fn{ Fawe Park} Foe Park is
under Swinside.
Thursday September 9th
Set out between 7 and 8 with Gisborne and Tom Hutton, to Buttermere. Passed through Portingscale and
through the delightful Vale of Newlands. The vale becomes less smiling as you proceed, till you come to where it
appears to close up, the hills on each side and those in front very high. In your way to this place you have a very
fine view of Catbells, Lady’s Bower\fn{Seemingly one of several names for Maiden’s Moor} etc., viewing them on the side
contrary to that which you see from the lake. The passage through the mountains where it appears to be closed up
is called Newlands Hawse. On the left is a waterfall and a little basin in the rock from whence it is fed. In front a
very great waterfall. Go through the Hawse and you have a most striking scene of wildness and desolation. A new
collection of mountains surrounds you. This road has been improved since West’s account. Before you reach
Buttermere you see a very great waterfall pouring down from one of the hills which is near the lake. When we got
to the ale house we went to the left by the side of Buttermere, dismounted and walked close to the water. The lake
is a small one and the mountains rise directly from the lake as perpendicular as a wall, and of an immense height
opposite to them are very high rocks not close to the water. The road to the left proceeds into Borrodale by
Honistar Crag and the Wadd Mine.
Returned and went through the village of Buttermere. (Goose Gate is a right of putting and fatting two geese
on the common, Whittle Gate is a right of dining with his parishioners by turns every Sunday, Harden Sark such
as the carters use and clog and two strong shoes annually.)\fn{ West mentions “clog-shoes, harden-sark, whittle-gate and
goose-gate”, skeptically, as perquisites of the incumbent of the parish }
The lake of Buttermere one of the most savage ones I saw. It has char in it and fine trout. To Crummock water,
took a boat across the head of the lake and proceeded on foot by the side of it a little way; went about ½ a mile up
on the left just before we came to Mellbreack to see a waterfall. There is a stone wall which will carry a stranger
to it. It is in a cleft of the rock about 2 or 3 or 4 yds. over, and it falls perpendicular about 30 yards as I imagine,
the country people say much more. After it has fallen it proceeds in the cleft about 20 or 30 yds. where it falls for
10 or 12 feet into the open valley. To see it properly climb up beyond the first fall. Whilst we were there it grew so
thick that we could scarce see across the lake and a drizzly rain fell so that we could just discern Grassmire, a vast
red hill standing opposite Mellbreak. They look like guards on each side of the lake. Went to Scale Hill, got some
eggs and Bacon and rode home. The Vales of Lorton and Brackenthwaite were seen to a sad disadvantage. Came
into the Whinlater road at the 6th Mile Stone. Saw Bassenthwaite below us on the left.
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Friday September 10th
Got up betwixt 5 and 6 and attempted to scale Skiddaw whose top was quite clear when we (Mr. Hutton and
myself) set off. Rode to the bottom of the hill and there left our horses. After having ascended about as high as
Latrigg, the steepest part of the climb, the day overcast and clouds entirely covered over ½ of the mountain. We
staid, in hopes of the day mending, an hour, when we came down giving up all expectation of a fine day. On a
sudden it brightened up and we set forward a 2 nd time, and were again turned back, so that we determined to be
fooled no longer and to give up the cheme. Our labor however upon the whole was well rewarded, as from the
side of the hill we saw the most beautiful scenes. When we began to ascend the 1 st time the sun shone upon the
lake which was as blue as the sky and as unruffled as a looking glass. The Vale of Keswick looked beautiful
beyond description, the peaceful retreat of some favored mortals undisturbed by the cares and concerns of the
world. There was but just wind sufficient to agitate the light vapor which sometimes dropped upon the ground,
and then was gently raised up again. The village dogs barked, the partridge called and all was rural peace and
pastoral enjoyment. Presently the vapor thickened and spread by degrees from the opening into Borrodale, till it
entirely surrounded us so thick that we could not see even to the bottom of the mountain. On a sudden in 4 or 5
minutes at the most it was below quite clear again (Nature’s curtain drew up and discovered a most wonderful
scene) and it looked like the darkness of chaos rolling off and bringing to light a New Creation. Such a scene my
eyes never beheld. Dr. Brownrigg’s\fn{Dr. William Brownrigg (1711-1800) had retired to his family house at Ormathwaite after a
fascinating practise at Whitehaven, where he had made himself the leading authority on mine gasses. He also was a friend of Benjamin
Franklin, with whom he experimented in stilling Derwent-water during a storm by pouring oil on the water } house a pleasing object.

The inclination of the mountain (foreshortening it) made the cornfields and meadows at its bottom appear close to
me and serve as a foreground to the rest of the prospect. The opening into Newlands Vale was very fine and
induced one to think that there were other such retreats concealed amongst the other mountains which we saw
towering as far as the eye could see.
Went upon the Lake about 12 o’clock with Cookson and Farrington.\fn{ Almost certainly this is Joseph Farington
(1747-1821) the landscape painter, who was living in Keswick from 1776 to 1781. He published two collections of engravings of the
scenery of the Lakes} It was perfectly calm and the mountains, rocks and trees etc. were reflected so perfectly on the

water that one could have discerned in the reflection the smallest object and in the glass (which answered
delightfully) it was difficult to say which was the shadow and which the reality. The echoes were vastly fine and
repeated like thunder after one had imagined them lost. Went to Lowdore which was.. not so full as before, so that
there was not that breasting of the water. From thence walked through Grange to Castle Hill, which we ascended
without much difficulty. The best way of going up is by the way which they bring the slate, to which anyone at
Grange will direct you, a very good walking way. The view from it was the most striking I saw at Keswick. An
immense rock on your left, another near as high on your right look like giants to support Castle Hill the champion
of Borrodale. From it you see under you a beautiful little vale, watered by the River (which though in some parts
beautifully winding is hardly large enough for the purpose). The prospect is there quite a bird’s eye one, and ends
in two little dells that appear to go in amongst the mountains. Under you to the north east is the village bridge of
Grange and beyond there is the inclosure and river, and over the lake the most surprizing object of all, Skiddaw,
who looked quite different from what I ever saw him before or since. The sun shone upon every part of it and it
looked like the smiling king which West compares it to. It was spread out in a most wonderful manner so as to
form a complete background, and looked like the hundred-handed giant Briareus.\fn{ He had 100 hands and 50 heads, as
befitted a son of Heaven and Earth. His exploits with and aginst the gods were numerous, and he may be custodian of the Titans in Tartarus,
but it seems more likely that he is still buried under Mt. Etna } On our way back looked in about Grange upon an

extraordinarily sequestered scene. There was a green field almost encircled by mountains. ’Tis on the left hand
and a gate opens from it into a narrow lane just before, as I believe, you come to another gate in the lane. From
Lowdore to Keswick by water. The islands do not look well from Castle Hill being too near the other end of the
lake. The best situation of viewing them is from the ascent up Skiddaw.
Saturday September 11th
Set out in the morning to ride round Bassenthwaite, the Road to Ewsbridge,\fn{ Phoenetic spelling of Ousebridge} 9
miles, lies under Skiddaw which does not look so grand as from Keswick. About 5 or 6 miles there is a wooded
hill, I think Wildthorpe,\fn{Now Wythop} and a great stretch of the water in length and a bend at the end. It soon
began to rain and was thick all the time. Went round the other side, bad road, returned to Keswick, dined with Mr.
Farrington.
Sunday September 12th
Went to church in the morning and heard an excellent sermon. After church took a snack and went up Skiddaw.
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When we had got about way to the top, the day grew thick and was never fine afterwards throughout; it was quite
clear almost all round except into Borrodale etc. by little slips at a time. The sun shone very bright upon the sea,
upon which 6 or 7 ships were seen quite plain with the naked eye. The view into Northumberland and Scotland is
very extensive. The Isle of Man is very visible. You see the Caldew from its rise 100 yds. below you to where it
falls into the sea and makes the Solway Firth. You see a hill which is said by the guide to be near Newcastle, and
some hills are seen to the north which may perhaps be 90 or 100 miles off. The country to the north is a very fine
one, that to the east not so good. Brougham Castle looks 3 or 4 miles off, in reality 18. Scruffel\fn{ The mountain
Criffell, in Kirkcudbrightshire} in Scotland attracts one’s notice, and I do not wonder that the country people made
them acquainted, as there is no rising ground betwixt them. Skiddaw is parted from Saddleback by a little brook,
Glenderaterra, and comprehends several hill-lings, in all I should imagine not less at its base than 20 or 30 miles
round. Mr. Graham’s house just in Scotland is a pretty object, and the view is far greater than I could have
supposed and the objects seen much more distinctly. Carlisle, lying low, is not visible. The Air is very cold at the
top, and the wind almost always very high. Upon it are two heaps of stones, upon which people who go generally
write their names, which are upon a ridge, narrow, at the very top of the mountain. On the east side of this, the
coldest, some most curious plants and mosses grow on a little earth between the stones of which the side is
composed for a considerable way. The ridge runs nearly north and south. Under you Bassenthwaite water and
another lake (and upon the top of a hill to the right a little basin of water) make appearance. One may go up on
horseback the greater part of the way, as there are no stones till you get almost to the summit, and between the
different tops, on the part that looks like the seat of a little saddle, is a mile and ½ good riding. There is no
forming any idea of the height (Crossfell is blue, rises gradually and is very distinctly seen closing the prospect 26
miles off to the east) of this stupendous mountain without ascending it and seeing the difference there is between
the heights of the several points which look from below to be almost all upon a level.
They who have never been upon the yop of a very high ,ountain cannot conceive that it is possible for
Brydone’s\fn{Patrick Brydone (1741-1818) was a traveler and writer from Berwickshire } account to be not much exaggerated.
The Vales of Keswick, Bassenthwaite and Newlands look like a map or the plan of an estate with their different
enclosures of a like size to those. (It is too high to see the lake etc.) Walla Crag and the other rocks look humble,
and Latrigg under your feet looks a green field not above the level of the ground, and half way down the mountain
you can just perceive that it rises. Its top is perfectly green and has a beautiful appearance; compare it to a woman
or a green cushion. I am at a loss to account for the appearance of the sea which at the end of the horizon looked
as high or higher than we were. In this country the clouds often collect in vast masses at a distance, generally over
the sea, blue or dark, and put on the appearance of mountains, rocks, fields, etc.; behind them the sun sets, and
looks better than retiring behind the hills for the edges of the cloud look jagged like those of the inside of the
crescent\fn{He is clearly describing some prismatic effect of a telescope } through any telescope: red, yellow and all colors.
Such a sun was setting, by much the finest I ever beheld. Sheep feed almost to the top of Skiddaw. Goats are not
kept in this country because the sheep following them would tumble down the precipices. The shepherds have
known the snow between the Gills of Skiddaw 100 yards drift. From the top we saw a canopy of cloud sailing
over the sea at a little distance which wild and hairy—like eyebrows—streamed like a meteor. To the top from the
foot it is reckoned 4 miles, from Keswick 5½ or 6.
September 13th
Monday morning a very bad one. Went a little way round Latrigg and he bullied us. Went up part of him where
steepest. Returned over the wood bridge by the Penrith road, dined, drank tea with Farrington and Miss Wood and
supped at home with Haggard, Sumner etc.
Tuesday September 14th
Cookson went to Cockermouth. When I was going in the morning to Wyburn water my horse proved lame.
Ordered him back and walked to the bridge over the Greta on the Penrith road ½ a mile. The bridge is safe though
not pleasant. When over got into a green road that goes round at the foot sometimes at the ankle of Lattrigg and it
is an easy walk which I would have everybody take that comes to Keswick. It may be done in the ascent up
Skiddaw, sending their horses to meet them by the Ormathwaite side of Latrigg. Though the day was not perfectly
fine, rather thick towards Borrodale, I have scarcely seen a pleasanter scene. You look down upon the Vale of
Keswick, on the south see the Vale of St. John’s, Helvellyn, and the river Greta winding its way to the town,
which looks beautiful, as well as Crosthwaite Church, the prospect a bird’s eye one.
Walking on you break at once upon Skiddaw and most majestic and portly does he show. Look upon the right,
Bassenthwaite Water is seen with Dr. B’s white house under you and several cottages disposed along the Vale. The
Rocks of Borrodale to be viewed through a glass. Wallow Crag etc. very fine. Lowdore Falls. Castle Hill and
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Cockshut Hill and an island seen betwixt them. The Vale of Newlands on each side of Swinside. Ten thousand
different inclosures and trees in the hedgerows. Went up Latrigg on the side opposite Dr. B’s and walked on till I
saw the turns and windings of the river which West speaks of: but not going the same way could not find his exact
stations. Cross Fell blue and gently sloping. St. John’s and Helvellyn. It began to rain very fast and I was wet to
skin before I reached Keswick. Instead of going with Mr. F. to Ormathwaite confined to the house all night by the
wet. (N.B. In all our rides by it we stopped for a minute at the Horseing Stone at the Vicarage.)\fn{ This was one of
Gray’s and West’s “stations”}
Wednesday September 15th
Went in the morning to the vicarage garden. The view sweetly pastoral and the church though new a fine
object. It rises as venerable as is consistent with simplicity and humility. The owner of the Living lives at
Bottisham. Hoped the day would turn out well and set out for Cockermouth, in my way to see Bassenthwaite, 16
miles. About 6 miles from Keswick turned down to Scareness, a wooded promontory. It began to rain fast and
grew so thick that I could not see across the lake. Bradness we passed in our way to Scareness. Unable to see
anything we got into the road again a ¾ of a mile before Ewsbridge. A great hill breasts into the water very finely
near Ewsbridge (opposite Armathwaite) which returns a bar of music like that at Middleham.\fn{ I.e., yet another
echo} The Landlord a very civil obliging man. From Old Park above Armathwaite is said to be a very fine view of
the lake and Derwent Water and Borrodale. Rode in the rain to the Globe at Cockermouth over a dreadful moor
the greater part of the way. Saw Whinlater on the left. Had Cookson for supper and a very good bed. Walked to
the castle and heard the Derwent roar.
Thursday September 16th
Bad unpromising day, so took a chaise and went to Whitehaven, 14 miles. (On the castle hill great quantities of
slate have been got for many years, and in digging for it much freestone is found of various colors, though there is
no other freestone to be had within 20 miles. They find stones too sometimes cut into a kind of trough in which
the country man told me it was conjectured the Romans used to feed their fowls.) The country between
Cockermouth and Whitehaven not very good. About four miles from Cockermouth are 3 or 4 coal mines which
have been worked many years and 2 steam engines. You see the sea many miles before you reach Whitehaven. It
is the best built seaport I ever saw. The Streets run in general at right angles and the houses uniform, though from
the collieries and smoke they are rather black. It was built not above 100 years ago. It lies in a bottom between
two hills, which shelter it from the north and south, and I think there is another which protects it from the east.
From the west wind the ships are sheltered by six long piers which stretching in different directions break the
force of the waves. Against them the ships are moored. On.them they lade and unlade their goods and there are
holes through some of them, like small arches of a bridge, by which boats go from one of the six little harbors to
another without going round the pier. The ships all entirely dry at low water. A few large cannon are on a battery
on the south west of the town near the sea side and a few more, with turf embrasures lately made, at a place
dignified by the name of Garrison, a force seemingly inadequate\fn{ All the cannon had been spiked the year before by the
rengade, [John] Paul Jones, formerly an apprentice at Whitehaven, when in an American privateer he attempted a raid which was foiled by
one of his own gang warning the inhabitants. Like Napoleon’s at Les Invalides, but less deservedly, his body is entombed in marble, at the
Naval Chapel of Annapolis, Maryland, U.S.A.} to the defence of the place.

The Trade is chiefly confined to Ireland and the Isle of Man (which is distinctly visible from the seashore).
Coals are the chief article of exportation. They had formerly a great trade to Virginia and Maryland but since that
is stopped the vessels are chiefly gone into the transport service and you see few large ones in the harbor. The Isle
of Man is a bold hilly Object with an invisible neck of Land that connects it with another mountainous shore, the
Calf of Man. St. Bees Head a fine black rock to the south, which seres the sailors as a land mark. The Scotch Hills
and Shore rounding at the end of Cumberland make an immense bay that has a grand appearance. But the great
support of Whitehaven is its coal mines, chiefly the property of Sir James Lowther, who it is imagined gets an
annual clear income of £18,000 from them. They are some of them close to the town, others near two miles off.
Mr. Lutwidge\fn{Charles Lutwidge Esq. of Whitehaven was surveyor and controller-general of the coast of Cumberland and
Westmorland. His property included the estate of Holmrook near Ravenglass, which later passed to his nephew Marjor Charles Lutwidge
who was controller of customs at Hull. Major Lutwidge’s daughter Frances Jane was the mother of Lewis Carroll. His eldest son, another
Charles—this time the Rev. Charles Lutwidge—was eventually to exchange livings with the Rev. Robert Wilberforde, the writer’s second
son (the living of Burton Agnes in Yorkshire for that of East Farleigh in Kent } not being at home when I called I could get but

little intelligence respecting them (or the trade). They are very strict about showing them and the Overseer, Mr.
Spedding, they told me at the Inn, denied Ld. Wensley and Mr. Granville the week before I was there.
The coal is not found in veins but in a kind of stratum or layer extending far and wide. They leave pillars of
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coal to support the incumbent earth, and when they can find little they thin these, and when they quit the mine
almost entirely take them away, which is called robbing the mine. (A great number of fathoms of solid rock,
supposed so firm as not to be in any danger of falling in, did, so necessary are these pillars. I think it was near
Newcastle.) The works underground are very extensive and are carried a great way under the sea. Their caution
about showing them is perhaps occasioned by their fears of their being set on fire. They in general find the coal by
boring to a great depth, perpendicularly. Sometimes it rises from below on an inclined plane, so that you can go in
with ease. The place where it opens in this way is called the Beer or Bear Mouth. The shafts are very long and the
miners who are let down in buckets are in danger for the smallest stone falling on their heads might do them a
material injury falling from such a height. The common mark of coal beneath is a dirty, blackish, crumbling soil
on a freestone, or some kind of stone. They are greatly subject to damps in these mines, especially the fire damp,
so that in some of them the light they receive is from a wheel full of flints turning against a steel, as flame not
sparks sets the damp on fire. The most dangerous and unwholesome time of visiting them, a physician told me,
was in the autumn or latter end of summer. There is a steam engine. They meet sometimes with a strong
demonstration of some deluge or internal convulsion of the earth—coal, stone, earth and all kinds of soil strangely
jumbled and thrown together all at once in a bed of coal, which upon removing that is found as before.
The coal is raised out of the mines by a horse and put into waggons which hold I forget the exact quantity but I
am sure ½ a ton. These have wheels of cast metal, and there are roads made on purpose for them on the south hill
where it overlooks the town, which have an inclination from the mine to the town, and have a piece of wood on
each side (sometimes two abreast) that exactly fits the wheels so that the carriages can in most places be pushed
by men. These roads terminate in a large warehouse from which there are six great funnels which go at the bottom
into the holds of the ships and the bottom of the cart lets the coals into it at the top. The funnels are called hurries.
They have a contrivance to prevent the waggons going too quick, a piece of iron, I think, pressing upon the
wheels. Lest there should not be ships ready to receive the coal, there is another floor, beneath, of the same
warehouse, in which it is dropped in the same manner as in the hurries and in which it lays till there be a demand
for it. There is a contrivance for the waggon to go from one part of the warehouse to another: at the place where
the different roads meet there is a part of the floor large enough to receive the waggon which turns upon a pivot
and 2 men can with ease (sometimes one does it) turn that round till it comes in a line with the way they mean to
go. There are many of them as there is by means of them a communication through all that floor of the warehouse
to the 6 different hurries. The road in the warehouse is fitted with wood in the same manner except that it is shod
with iron. One horse draws the waggons back to the mouth of the mine, and sometimes from it where there is a
difficult place. The wheels of the waggons are made like a groove, but are as if one side of the groove was taken
away, that on the outside of the wheel. Sir James Lowther’s place\fn{ Presumably Whitehaven Castle} at the flats has
cost him an immense sum of money and there are many entertaining stories relative to it which are told in the
neighborhood.
Returned to Cockermouth at night.
Friday September 17th
After raining all the night before it still continued to rain and was a dreadful day. Played a game at billiards in
the morning. Cookson dined out, supped with me and Mr. Lothian. Confined to the house all day by the Rain.
Walked out to the castle which looks very well from the bridge. It is entirely in ruins and has been a strong one; it
is surrounded on one side by the Cocker and on the other by the Derwent, which join almost under its walls. There
is a kind of vault below where is an immense weight of building all resting upon a single arch. Skiddaw and all
the mountains veiled in clouds. A pretty village to the north a mile off, seen through an old window.
Saturday September 18th
Thought of setting out in the morning, when there came on a most violent storm of wind and rain with thunder
and lightning. (A man was once shot dead from the castle at a place which must be near ¾ of a mile off.) Cookson
and I in the afternoon took a ride as far as the end of Crummock Water and walked up (according to West’s
direction) above Mr. Bertie’s woods. The view is of a very fine valley watered by the Cocker which appeared to
great advantage from having overflowed its banks and made new swells and bends. West\’s description of the
view is very exact and good. Grasmire frowns awfully behind on the left and Mellbreak on the right. A pretty
view of that side of Crummock and the valley between it and Loweswater, part of which is visible. While we were
out were 2 violent storms of rain and hail but we luckily took shelter in Scale Inn. We had not time to go to the
house West speaks of by the gate leading to Ennerdale. It was dark before we reached Cockermouth and the wind
cold and uncomfortable. The ride about 15 miles.
Sunday September 19th
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The morning as usual rainy and cold. Towards 12 o’clock it brightened up and weary of being so long confined
to an Inn I set off about 2 to go by Ennerdale to Holm Rook. I took a guide with me to Ennerdale bridge. It rained
soon after I set out until I got there. The country for some miles near Cockermouth very bad, an extended moor
with high mountains at some distance to close the scene. About six miles off there are marks of cultivation all the
way to Ennerdale bridge, but the country poor. You pass a small tarn, Ullock Tarn, in which are many trout, and
leave Mockerkin on a hill on the left. Went from the public house at Ennerdale bridge to How Hill, 1 mile & ½, to
have a view of the water. It is surrounded 3 ways by high mountains, its sides are some of them interspersed with
self-planted wood. You see a great mountain before you called Pillar. How Hall the country people said was a
very old place, in the time of the Romans they thought, and many images etc. had been found in it. As one stands
on the hill the shape of the lake is not much unlike that of England. It is said to be 4 miles long and l over—I
should not think it so much. A rock or two on the north west come close to the water edge, and there is a little
rocky something, an island, peeping out of the water. There are char in it, which about Michaelmas come into the
river which runs out of the lake, and lie in shoals upon the sand or gravel. They are never caught in the summer
except one by chance. I saw the lake, ’tis true, to a disadvantage but in my opinion it is not worth going far out of
one’s way to see. The Whitehaven people (it is 7 or 8 miles off) often come to fish there. The vale is a large one
and is said to be very healthy; my guide pointed me out a house where lived a man aged 100. They had several in
the parish nearly of a like age, and said that his ancestors for some generations had not died younger.
From Ennerdale bridge to Calder bridge 6 miles over a hill called Cold Fell. One has from it a fine view of the
sea and the Isle of Man. I saw something in my glass, I fancy it must have been the hills on the far side of the Isle
of Man, which I took at first for Ireland. There was a most Heavenly sun setting, something of the same kind with
what I saw in my descent from Skiddaw, except that below the dark blue clouds a piece of red sky came in and
reddened the sea at the end of the horizon and went in one part as they paint rain. I stayed long looking at it and
did not reach Calder bridge till after sunset, where hearing Mr. Lutwidge was not at home I took up my quarters
all night and had a tolerable bed.
Monday September 20th
Walked in the morning to see the ruins of Calder Abbey. There is nothing very striking in them. The building
seems to have been a large one from the four large arches which seem to have been the middle or entrance to three
sides behind each of which there must have been as much as there is now behind one of them. That which remains
is in general low yet venerable from being covered with ivy. Between it and the river stands a white house, Mr.
Senhouse, opposite to which on a steep hill on the other side of the river is a great quantity of wood. It would
mend the view much if the Abbey were amongst the trees on the other side, or the hill not so steep and the house
upon its declivity, the trees on it being removed toward where the abbey stands at present.
Went by Santon bridge over the Irt which comes out of Wast Water and falls into the sea at Ravenglass. Into
Wastdale. You have on the way a good view of the sea and Isle of Man and the elbowed harbor of Ravenglass
which was once a great place but now, though it has a market, consists of a very few houses. Before you reach
Santon bridge you see a high hill with a kind of crack in it. This is Sca Fell said by the people thereabouts to be
higher than Skiddaw. As you enter Wastdale the appearance is very striking. You are in a great valley almost
completely skirted and ringed by rocks of an immense height and at the end you see one in the Styehead like the
sharpest part of a wedge which closes the whole. It seems as if it were designed to be floated by some immense
lake. Wastwater is far too inconsiderable for the purpose. You presently come to it after passing by two or three
small houses. It is a narrow lake without any wood or cultivation at its banks except a little at its outlet on the
west end. An immense rock scree runs by the south side of it the whole length, whose sides where they are not
directly perpendicular are covered with shivers\fn{ Fractured pieces of stone} amongst which one sees vast fragments
of rock that have tumbled from the top. The place has a most savage appearance. On the left a little behind is a
rock steep as a wall and the inclosures of this extraordinary vale are all rocks not hills. Wastwater is 4 miles long
and I should guess hardly ½ a one broad, though they tell you ’tis one. You ride by the side of it its whole length
when the dale narrows and there fronts you a curious rock just the shape of the brink of Strombolo or Mount
Vesuvius. You may almost stride over the top of it, though high. On the right is Sca Fell.
Saw two country men driving sheep, observing their shoes more clumsy than the clumsy ones of the country I
asked their weight and he told me betwixt 7 and 8 but that he had a pair at home which weighed 9 pounds.
Take a guide at Wastdale Head to lead you into Borrodale. All the scenery is the most barren and desolate
imaginable. There runs a brook which divides Great End and Gavel, the outposts of Borrodale, the first on the
right the other on the left. The road here becomes dreadfully bad and that it may get up the hill winds in a most
extraordinary manner. This goes on to the end. But the better way of going is letting your horses be led and
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walking in the footpath over the Gavel. You have from it a view of the sea as if from between two walls, and of
the Valley of Wastdale.
The mountain itself looks dreadful as it stands bristling up in spiked columns above the shivers and ruins
which it has made. It is reckoned dangerous passing over in a frost, as the rock then cracks and rolls violently
down in huge fragments. From the ascent you have a clear view of the windings of the other road. When you get
to the top there is a small valley in which there is a lake perhaps ¾ of a mile round called Styehead Tarn. There
are many trout in it, but far more in another on the other side of Great End, called Sprinkling—in the maps
Sparkling—Tarn. You have then a view of Helvellyn, something similar to that of Skiddaw from Castle Hill, or of
the sea from the ascent except that it looks far higher than you. You see on the left a hill with some little grass
upon it, which peculiarity is reckoned a sufficient distinction from the other hills of the place and it is accordingly
called Green Gavel.
You soon begin to descend into Borrodale, and its green fields and inclosures give a most agreeable relief to
the eye after the Barrenness and Rudeness which have hitherto engrossed it. As you go down Glaramara is on the
right next to end,\fn{Great End} not where the guide informs you, and the Wadd Hill on your left at some distance.
My guide was a very civil obliging man. His name John Braithwaite or Thomas Braithwaite of Wastdale Head.
I conjectured that the water could not descend from so great a height into Borrodale without some waterfall. My
guide accordingly conducted me to a very fine one, and with much difficulty I got close to it. It is (as you go up
Borrodale from Keswick) about ¾ of a mile from Seathwaite, on the right at the end of the dale. The water falls
perpendicularly over a black marble a considerable height, I should think 20 yards or more (they say many more).
On the left are trees rudely disposed among the naked rock which 50 or 100 or 200 yds. from the fall rises
gradually to the place whence the water falls. On the right at some little distance is Force Crag, one of the same
kind but I thought at the time finer than Falcon Crag, more shining, and rising gradually as the other. I frequently
asked the names of the mountains about Wastdale and the Stye Head, some of which I set down. I find a list of
barbarous names—Yewbarrow, Hind Crag, Heedderland Fell, Gavel, End, Green Gavel, Seat, Kirk Fell, Taylor
Gill (a taylor was once demolished there) etc., etc. The name of the waterfall is I think Green How (Hill) Force. A
fine waterfall just above Seathwaite to the left going to Keswick.
It was a delightful evening and I saw innumerable new beauties in Borrodale. When the sky has that clearness
which it has in a summer or rather autumnal evening the mountains appear to stand off in a particular manner
(perhaps the contrast of the whitish blue) which I cannot adequately describe, but the effect of which every one
must have perceived. I can compare it to the standing off of the clouds when viewed in the convex mirror. There
is no dazzle, all is distinctness and the outline clearly defined. Castle Hill had that appearance, and I never saw
anything more beautiful than it looked flanked by those two immense rocks, that on the south east a particularly
fine one, from a kind of great pillow or pasty of rock in a line betwixt it and Skiddaw a little way from it. From
this pasty the river too was visible. As you proceed new wonders strike you and I made and pencilled down
several observations of beauties that I had not before remarked, but unfortunately the pencil mark wore out in my
pocket and disappeared. Before you reach Lowdore, you come into a bay of rocks, that are very fine, near which
are some like the Matlock Rocks, white and with trees. Castle Rock stands boldly forward jutting his head that
looks at the same time venerable and amiable. It is black from underwood and its head set upon another hill, a pair
of shoulders, ’tis like a dog on his backside.
I had often heard of the effect of the moonshine and the waterfalls at night and the lake, and I accordingly sent
word from Castle Rock to dispatch Hutton to me. I in the meantime went in a small boat upon the lake. The moon
shone very bright but did not look near so fine as at sea. The waterfalls sounded dreadfull. It grew dark, windy,
and they missing me, I was very near spending the night upon the lake. I found little Cookson at the Inn and fell
asleep in my chair as soon as supper was over in spite of all my endeavors, so went off to bed.
The road I came that day a most extraordinary one. Wildness and desolation the more prevailing features. The
lake at the top had neither wood nor cultivated fields nor houses about it. Cockermouth is a pretty large place,
though not I suppose above ⅓ of the size of Whitehaven, consisting chiefly of one very large wide street. The
inhabitants are reckoned to be about 3000 or perhaps more, the shalloons\fn{ The O[xford] E[nglish] D[ictionary] gives “a
closely woven material chiefly used for linings”. Conceivably they were blankets, which elsewhere were called “chalons” } are the only
articles of manufactory; the place was much more populous (5000) before the commencement of the American
Disputes, when there were a prodigious quantity of hats exported. It is not, I am told, a very healthy place. The
borough is absolutely Sir James Lowther’s. There are about 200 Voters—Burgage tenures\fn{ It was the votes attached
to such yearly rentals that enabled Sir James Lowther to get William Pitt elected MP for Appleby in the following year } which he has
secure to him.
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Tuesday September 21st
An unpleasant morning and my horse lame. Walked out to Cockshut Hill in the middle of the day. I cannot say
that this view of the lake pleases me so well as many others. One of the prettiest objects (besides Wallow Crag
and those seen from all parts of the lake) is a delightful green peninsula with a house and trees on it which forms a
sweet bay on the other side under Walla Crag opposite the Lord’s Island. The views of Keswick and Skiddaw are
very good between Cockshut Hill and the town. Crow Park is not at all a favorite station with me. The Weather
soon grew bad and prognosticated a coming storm from which I fled home and by which I was prevented all night
from visiting Mr. Farrington.
Wednesday September 22nd
The day promised for some time to be no better than the preceding ones, but I ventured forth and it grew
tolerably good. Passed Cut Gill and Barrow Gill & reached Lowdore in a very decent fall. It is in an awful chasm
formed between two immense rocks, that on the right black and white yet shining with the rain with trees here and
there fantastically disposed, that on the left higher than the other, naked and rounded at the top like a small
rounded tower, white. The water course looks as if it were interrupted by the ruins of some magnificent castle
which it had overwhelmed. Rocks of an immense size in the passage—near the top ½ a black pillar and another
not so regular above it. Island ½ way up—the fall close to it. The water, obstructed by the rocks round which it
curls, falls thundering into 2 immense gulfs just below me. On my left 2 pieces of rock of a vast size with two
trees on each; they have been tumbled down by the Water. Never was I witness to such a scene. As I went down,
saw a hole worn through the Rock through which the water pours black and irresistible. Skiddaw’s top shrouded
in clouds and out of them down one of his seams rushed an immense torrent of water quite to the bottom of the
mountain, on which the sun shone. The rocks looked wonderfully fine today and Lowdore at a distance
particularly grand, the water plainly alive 2 miles off, of a creamy brown, the rocks purple, very deep, and in a
recess.
Went up Borrodale through Rosthwaite to Sealtor\fn{ Perhaps Seatoller} on the way up to the Waddmine which is
on the left when you are nearly at the top of it. A gush of water the whole way. It is very pretty looking back from
the ascent on the fertile fields of Borrodale. The descent into Garharth\fn{ Gatescarth, or Gatesgarth, as now written} dale
is very grand. Sublime mighty rocks inclose the place, that on the right Yew Crag, that on the left (by much the
finest) Honister Crag. The latter looks as if waves of rock had been violently agitated and had not yet utterly
subsided. From the top is said to be a good prospect; when I was in the valley the clouds were upon it.
In Yew Crag (and some in Honister rented by the same people) vast quantities of slate are got which is said to
be of a very good quality. The road on the Garharth side very bad, but not equal to the Stye. The sledge men come
down the steepest place with slate (at the least 40 stone in a sledge) without prods to their shoes, as indeed a man
told me none of them had at any time. The noise of the men getting slate is said to sound like thunder. They were
not at work when I went by.
From a gate beyond the houses at Garharth (in the descent you see Buttermere, the country man’s Garharth
Water) is a very curious view of wild rocks and hills: looking back the edge of Honister Green juts out and looks
like the cone in a crater formed by hay stacks on the right and Yew Crag on the left, or like an acorn in its cup.
Hay Rick and those rocks more black and rugged than any I have seen though not so high as some, jaggdd and
broken at the points. The 4 mountains that skirt the opposite side of the lake rise immediately from it, black,
conical and immensely high and wilder than any others I have seen. Steel Pike, High Crag, Red Pike &c. Down
their sides are some wonderfully fine waterfalls which rush at once into the lake. Between the Hay Ricks & Steel
Pikes in a chasm in the rock an Eagle’s Nest, a remarkably fine one taken out of it this year. This lake about 2
miles long, very little wood near it, and no char in it. On the east side close to the water edge some huge hills of
rock which may perhaps have been precipitated from those on the other side of the road. Went to a small house,
got some honey and bread and butter and the afternoon being bad hastened home to Keswick. Took a guide a very
little way who would not take anything.
Bleaberry Tarn is in the rock or mountain like a crater at the north end of Garharth Water. The mountains as
one looks back at them in the way to Keswick look dreadfully black but you soon lose sight of them and wind up
the side of the hills that divide Buttermere from Newlands Hawse. On the Left are some mountains like quarter
globes green to the top and sheep feeding up to the top. They look beautiful after the Barrenness of Garharth, but
you see the end of one that is withdrawn from the view as black or red and grim as Grasmire. When you enter
Newlands the change is wonderful. You see the mountains on the right as far as they be discoverable black as
night and grim as possible with many waterfalls down them. In all the little tarns in the very bosoms of the rocks
are great quantities of fish chiefly trout. You go on till you come into a more cultivated country. Maiden’s Bower
112

dark and dreadful shews its back to the right, its front is near Grange. In a low red hill nearest you on the right
before you leave the inclosures, Goldscop, were formerly Copper Mines but they have not been worked for some
time. About a mile before you reach Swinside is a good view of Bassenthwaite.
Got home and went to Farrington’s. The ride of the day about 21 or 22 miles.
Thursday September 23rd
The day unpromising. Went to my guide at Rosthwaite, who gave me an account of the Wadd Mine. He had
often seen the Eagle’s nest taken. He was a shepherd. The sheep will stay about the ground and hills to which they
have been used, and they go to fold them once or twice a week. It was very misty and uncomfortable. Went to the
left through Stonethwaite and Rosthwaite Chapel where was the Schoolmaster teaching school, who has
altogether an income of £40 a year, a rich man.\fn{\fn{ A rich man—A man he was to all the country dear, | And passing rich
with forty pounds a year. (Goldsmith, The Deserted Village, 1770)} When I got into the valley the rocks inclosed. They
looked most tremendous, Eagle Crag jutting forward like Castle Hill very immensely high and black as night),
Sergeant Crag and Bull Crag which (as the guide Hutton tells you) if they be seen at all from the part of Borrodale
where strangers are generally carried it is but the edge of each one of them which is discoverable. When you are at
this end of Borrodale, Bowfell denies all passage, and the stake (on that side green) is a low hill like a step
between the posts of a stile between far higher ones; which over, there is a passage on to Langdale. Bowfell is
very high and over it from the Langdale side there is a way leading to Wastdale. The stake is on the left and the
road winds up it in the manner West describes. The road is however not so bad on the Borrodale Side as many I
have gone over, nor on the other so bad as the Stye for a horse. In ascending one place where the earth moulders
away by the side of a small chasm and is so narrow that in leading your horse great care is requisite to prevent his
tumbling in, there is some little danger. When you get to the top of the stake you see one of the tops of Langdale
Pikes, Pike a Stickle, and soon come in sight of Bowfell which when I saw it partly discoverable and partly
shrowded looked black as ten furies, terrible as Hell. On the top is a small valley covered with ling where are
great quantities of moor game. People frequently come from about Kendal to shoot here.
The descent into Langdale is very bad and the road (not winding so much) is dreadfully stony, nor does it
answer at all till one is at the bottom when after proceeding a little way and looking back there is a most
tremendous semicircle of rocks: Pike a Stickle and Harrison’s Pike on the right and Bowfell in front and a little to
the right. The foot of the stake is about 8 miles from Ambleside or rather more. Pleasurable coming once more
into a valley that bore marks of habitation. The valley is a very poor one, the soil bad and meagre. Borrodale they
account better from having the Wadd Mine in it. This day was a very bad one. Went by Langdale Chapel and was
agreeably surprized by a beautiful and true Westmoreland lake, Elterwater, which though small looked delightful
from the quantity of charcoal wood on the hill to the right and the richness of the surrounding scenery. Went by
the side of it and by Loughrigg Tarn, a diminutive lake no way remarkable. Had a view of Windermere about 3
miles from Ambleside to which place I went through Clapersgate.
Friday September 24th
Before breakfast went to view the waterfall above Ambleside. In the morning stayed at home and wrote; bad,
very dark. In the afternoon went as far as the bridge at the foot of Rydale Water, went into the inclosure and turned
immediately to the right into a narrow lane (through a gate) till I reached some houses where I with some
difficulty got a goy to accompany me. (Some of the Kendal People give out wool to be spun here.) Return’d back
a few yards and turned to the right up a way which leads to Grasmere on the opposite side of the lake to the
Keswick Road. Soon came in sight of Ridale Water which from this side looks exceedingly well with Sir Michael
Fleming’s\fn{4th baronet of a family living at Rydal Hall since 1600 or earlier; labeled “the brilliant baronet” by Sir Walter Scott for his
social and literary gifts, the former of which Wilberforce found rather excessive in later days, when he himself stayed in his rented house,
Rayrigg, on Windermere, which was also a Fleming property } white house amongst the trees and an immense mountain

towering immediately above it. It looked not like the place of a young man of fashion. Proceeded to where the
road joins that from Clapersgate, and turned to the right. (The Ridale Road goes by the side of Loughrigg, a great
hill, the whole way.) Went down the lane by the side of Grasmere Water till I came to a white gate on the right
leading to a decent house with a green field between it and the lake nearly opposite the island. It has a boat house
too. From this field is a beautiful view of the lake. Went upon the island from which the place did not appear to
advantage and landed a little way down. Went to Grasmere and met my horses (could have rode the whole way
but 10 or 12 yards). Went up Butterlip How, but it was well nigh dark and I did not admire the view so much as I
expected. A curious waterfall in the rock to the left behind it. From the side of Loughrigg you see at a great
distance Saddle Back through an opening betwixt Seatandle\fn{ I.e., Seat Sandal, the mountain opposite being Dollywaggon
Pike} and a mountain opposite to it. Seatandle must be part of Fairfield.
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It was so dark that I lost the beauties of the lake in my way home.
Saturday 25th September
The morning very bad indeed till about one o’clock when G. Bond and I sallied out together to ascend
Loughrigg.
We first went to Sir Michael F.’s Park for the cascade in the park. It is well worth seeing and there is an
excellent road made to it. There is in it more water than in the generality of these falls. It consists of two falls and
between them the water curls through the rock which forms its channel. Went and saw the cascade in the orchard
which is most excellently described by Mason.\fn{ “A small waterfall visible only through the window of a ruined summerhouse in Sir Michael’s orchard. Here Naature has performed everything in little that she usually executes on her largest scale; and on that
account, like the miniature painter, seems to have finished every part of it in a studied manner; not a little fragment of rock thrown into the
basin, not a single stem of brushwood that starts from its craggy sides but has its picturesque meaning; and the little central stream dashing
down a cleft of the darkest-coloured stone, produces an effect of light and shadow beautiful beyond description. This little theatrical scene
might be painted as large as the original, on a canvas not bigger than those which are usually dropped in the opera-house.” } It is best

seen by stooping a little before you reach the window when the water appears fleecing before it passes under the
bridge.
Returned and went by the side of Ridale Water for some time the same way as the day before. Ascended
Loughrigg in the rain and walked all over it in expectation of its clearing. However we waited in vain and walked
at last home wet to skin after having been out 5 hours or more. It cleared up a little as we went home and we saw
Windermere from above Clapersgate but not to advantage for we were too high.
224.103 Excerpt from Journal Of A Somerset Rector\fn{by John Skinner (1772-1839)} Claverton, Bath & Northeast
Somerset, England, United Kingdom (M) 16
Sunday, July 7, 1822
Thinking it probable that Weeks, the Churchwarden, and Hicks, the Overseer, might not attend Church, and
consequently not know what measures to pursue respecting the collection, I sent Harris, the Clerk, to them; but it
was of no avail.
I preached the sermon I had written for the occasion, and introduced the heart-rending accounts from
Ireland\fn {Famine in Ireland, 1822} to the committee for managing the subscription. The people were very attentive,
but rather a thin congregation. Mr. Purnell\fn{ The Squire of Woodborough} being present, after Church I nentioned to
him my intention of sending the Churchwarden and the Overseer round the parish to collect from house to
house.\fn{The notes are from the text before me, unless otherwise indicated:H }
As John Rossiter, the person I had appointed Churchwarden, did not attend the Visitation, alleging, as I
understood, he had never been sworn in, I asked Farmer Keel whether he had any objection to officiate. If he had
not he must go to Frome on the 16 th to be sworn in. He said he had no objection, but believed that the Churchwardens’ accounts were in a very confused state.
After dinner I visited West’s wife, who is much weaker, and not able now to leave her bed. The young man at
Wick Lane is, I should think, very near his end, as he can only speak in a whisper and his legs are much swollen.
Goold’s wife much the same. Cottle’s daughter I found very little altered in the three weeks I have been absent.
Mr. Barter\fn{The Rev. William Brudenell Barter, A.M. (Prebendary of Wells, J.P., Rector of Tinlsbury, 1783-1825)} administered
the Sacrament to her, as I had requested he would do. I promised to lend her a book to read, as she said it would
be an amusement to her.
From hence I walked to Timsbury, and drank tea and chatted with Mr. and Mrs. Barter till ten o’clock. Mrs.
Jarrett,\fn{The Lady of the Manor, widow of Herbert Newton Jarrett, Esq., of Golden Grove, Jamaica, daughter and heiress of the late
James Stephens, Esq., of Camerton House, 1783-1830 } I found, was at Camerton for three days lately, and is expected with
the newly married pair this week. The budget will then be opened.
Monday, July 8
I called upon John Rossiter with a list I had made out for the Irish contribution, to which I put my name for £5.
I then asked him his reason for not attending the Visitation as my Churchwarden on Friday. He replied that the
accounts respecting the bells were in such a state, and the difficulty of collecting the money so great, that he
would have nothing to do with it. I answered that he had performed the office of Churchwarden in signing the
briefs and other matters, and, having given no notice of his intention to decline it, and the Archdeacon not having
notified me to the contrary, I had considered him as such; but, if he wished to give it up, I should substitute
Farmer Keel in his place, and send him on the 16 th to be sworn in. I further said that he (Rossiter) was to all
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intents and purposes my Churchwarden, but if he was disposed to consider the duties of his office as unpleasant
and purposed discharging them unwillingly, I would, as I before said, nominate Keel. To this he answered that it
was Weeks, the Churchwarden, he had to complain of; that he had collected some of the bells money and never
accounted for it; if he collected still greater sums and spent them, they would come upon him [Rossiter]. I said it
was his duty to see that the sums collected were rightly secured; that the Parish (when I dismissed the man for his
ill-conduct) ought to have been better advised than to put him in an office which would give him the power to
defraud them; that they might be sure if he could advise Widcombe, after having embezzled the parish money, to
drive off his stock, he could not be an honest man, and they were rightly served for their folly. I further said, it
was the conduct of the Parish in these particulars that had made me determine not to attend any Vestry without I
was obliged to do so, and I full well saw that they would so much increase their difficulties that ruin must ensue.
He said that was certainly the case, but he was afraid to act, for if he opposed such things he should make the
people his enemies, and they would injure his character behind his back.
I told the man to do his duty, and not to be afraid of what people said of him; that I always acted upon this
principle, and no more minded the malevolence and calumny of the people of Camerton than I did the whistling
of the wind!
“But you have not got your bread to gain by it as I have,” was the reply.
Yet, I answered, if one is to be deterred from acting uprightly and doing justice through apprehension of
displeasing knaves, there is a great chance of displeasing One whose favour we ought to be more anxious to
secure.
I clearly see I cannot live longer with this people, I am so continually disgusted with their conduct; and in the
situation I am placed I cannot avoid noticing it. At the conclusion of our conversation Rossiter agreed to go round
with Hicks tomorrow to collect the money for the distressed Irish.
I afterwards visited the three invalids. Dawson, the man in Wick Lane, seemed in a dying state, yet he was able
to attend to the prayers I read to him. On returning home, and having brought up my journal, I went to bed a little
after ten.
Tuesday, July 9
The poor man in Wick Lane died in the night. After breakfast I sent my car into Bath for my two boys, Owen
and joseph, who returned to dinner. The interval till their arrival was occupied in settling accounts.
I had to pay the mowers £4, Heal £3, also Goold £3. There are altogether three mows of hay, about thirty tons.
The barn floor is laid, but the doors not yet fixed; I gave orders for completing the work as speedily as possible,
since I must put in a tenant by Michaelmas if Mrs. Jarrett does not rent the tythe. If the patroness of this living
could get rid of me altogether, and let her son-in-law, Mr. Gooch, step into my shoes, it would be a good stroke of
policy. I am inclined to think this Lady looks with a Jezebel’s eye on Naboth’s vineyard; yet, though sons of
Belial might be found in abundance, thanks to our well-administered laws it is more difficult to carry into
execution acts of treachery and malevolence than under a despotic government.
“Je crains mon Dieu et je n’ai point d’autre crainte.”
Whilst attending Cottle’s daughter this morning her Mother told me that Mr. Gooch, who is to be married this
day to Miss Jarrett, was expected at Camerton on Friday, that the Lady herself was not expected for a month or six
weeks, and in the plenitude of her gossip she continued to state that Mrs. Jarrett, when here, was very thin and
unwell; that she cried over her [Cottle’s] daughter as if she had been her own; and further that when she told her
that Mr. Skinner had been so good as to call before he left home, she, Mrs. Jarrett, said she had a great regard for
Mr. Skinner herself, and would go up to her knees in snow to do him any good. Mrs. Jarrett expressed herself very
differently to Clarke, the Schoolmaster, when she turned him from her house, screaming out, as the man
described, “like a fiend”:
“Now there will be no more gossiping with those I hate!”
This certainly was a little unguarded in this politic Lady! Mrs. Jarrett reminds me of the fable of the ostrich—
Sed satis, jam satis.
Wednesday, July 10
About the middle of the day the bells rang out a merry peal in consequence, I understood, of the intelligence of
Miss Jarrett’s marriage having been received. In the evening there was a funeral of an infant; and I could not help
remarking how fully the tolling for the deceased had been absorbed by the more merry news. Harris, the Clerk,
not being in attendance [at the funeral], I enquired the reason, and learnt he had been despatched by order of Mrs.
Jarrett to carry bridecake round the neighbourhood.
Bacon called in the evening and paid his last half-year’s rent of glebe and tythe; he wished a further reduction
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of rent which I was not inclined to make.
As there was great shouting at the Coal Works, music playing, singing, etc., etc., which I could hear from the
Parsonage field, I imagined at first that the whole populace participated in the glad tidings which set the bells
aringing; but Bacon informed me the Proprietor of the Works were present at the Bailiff's, and had distributed
money, on account of the discovery of a fresh vein of coal, which promises to be very advantageous. This, I think,
is indeed good news for the parish, as it regards the future prospects of so many who depend on the prosperity of
the mines.
Thursday. July 11
Day came in the morning and paid his agistments.\fn{ Agistment originally referred specifically to the proceeds of pasturage
in the king’s forests in England, but now means either: (a) the contract for taking in and feeding horses or other cattle on pasture land, for
the consideration of a weekly payment of money, or (b) the profit derived from such pasturing:W }There must be something wrong,

but I cannot detect it. The whole of the Parks, for which I used to receive from Chichester £20 per annum when he
compounded for hay, only nets me now, when fed off, £6 11s. 0d.Out of this sum I paid Day two guineas for rent
of the Church Road. He informed me that the lambs would be ready to be tythed in the evening.
I afterwards passed three hours in my study; then visited the sick. The boys, Owen and Joseph, rode into Bath
to see their grandmother. I therefore dined alone.
After dinner I walked with my servant, Heal, to Day’s farm to tythe the lambs. Sixteen came to my share; but
there was a. little shabby manreuvring about the last, which was a lamb with its back broke, which Day said fell to
my share. However, I must take things as I find them, I cannot yet help myself; but I must take an early
opportunity of getting a tenant, as I would not have this interruption to my usual pursuits for twice the value of the
Living.
The poor man, Dawson, who died on Tuesday, was buried this evening, and a merry peal succeeded, as in the
preceding case. I understand that £2 are ordered to the ringers, as Dilly, the Butler [at the Manor House], asked me
how I should recommend its being paid. I said, if possible, one half to be spent in beer, the other to be divided
amongst them; but I feared this could not be done. I shall be heartily glad when this scene of drunkenness and
uproar is at an end. No work done at the Pits, and the people are more brutified than ever.
Friday, July 12
Between eleven and twelve last night I was awoke by a jingling of bells announcing the arrival of the Bride
and Bridegroom, and before I got up I was destined to be grievously tormented by a more noisy peal, and which
continued the whole of the day with little intermissoon. In the course of the morning I called upon Cottle’s
daughter, who continues daily losing strength, but very resigned. As I had administered the Sacrament to her the
other day, she expressed how much comfort she had derived from it, and wished, she said, to prevail on her Father
and Mother to receive it in Church, but could not.
On going to West’s wife I found her much worse, and making heavy complaints of the revelling in the parish,
and saying that both her husband and her Father had been so intoxicated during the whole time that it made her
quite miserable. She had understood Smallcombe’s son—one of the ringers—had so beaten his wife, she was
quite a mummy; her husband never comes near her in his sober moments, and her Father has not been upstairs,
she says, since she kept her bed.
On my quitting the sickroom, Mrs. White made a formal complaint, and wished me to speak to her husband,
which I did; but with very little prospect of benefiting him. The arguments I made use of were grounded on the
brevity and uncertainty of human life, and the great impropriety of behaving so riotously when his daughter was
dying in the house.
In the evening Mr. and Mrs. Gooch sent some Bridecake, with a note stating they were very sorry they did not
send it before, as they thought I was not returned from town. It was a matter of such insignificance that it was not
worth thinking of. Nevertheless, the excuse is rather an awkward one, as they must have known from Dilly’s wife,
who went expressly from Camerton to attend the wedding, that I was come home. How open are those who are
playing a part to detection!
Saturday, July 13
My boys drove in the car\fn{ “Car” in British dialect means any wheeled vehicle, including farm carts and wagons:H } after
breakfast to fetch their relatives, the Eyres, whom I had invited to spend the ensuing week at Camerton. I was
occupied the whole morning in preparing some of the sketches I had taken in Sussex and Hants, for my son Owen
to set, in order to have them bound up.
Just before our dinner I walked to call on Mr. Gooch, and saw him in front of the Manor House. Having paid
my compliments, he said Mrs. Gooch did not wish to see anyone just yet. I then apologised for having called so
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soon, stating I knew it was etiquette not to visit till after their appearance at Church; but, being so near, I did not
wish to appear backward in paying my respects. He said, moreover, it was not their intention to come to Church
tomorrow.
I am more and more convinced I tread on deceitful ground, and must take heed how I walk! since every step is
watched, and every expression noted. The young man I am disposed to think well of; but he himself is not perhaps
aware of the power which influences him.
Sunday, July 14
As soon as the bells began to ring I went to the Church to request we might have no more rejoicing, as we had
been surfeited with it the last week. Harris said it was not his intention to ring otherwise than to call the people to
Church, unless Mr. Gooch sent to order it.
I replied that it was a general order of mine that there should be no peal-ringing on a Sunday, and that order
must be abided by: that I had no idea Mr. Gooch would send any message of the kind; if he did, he [Harris] was to
say what I had told him. I read prayers in the morning: very few attended.
The First Lesson, the 12th chapter of the second book of Samuel, contained the beautiful apostrophe of Nathan
to David. Are there none of our neighbours coveting the possessions of others? Would there were not! But I must
prevent the intrusion of such ideas.
During the evening service the Church was crowded; and the singers, who have been in a state of constant
intoxication since yesterday, being offended because I would not suffer them to chant the service after the First
Lesson, put on their hats and left the Church. This is the most open breach of all religious decorum I have ever
witnessed. However, it is too gross even to excite anger: it induces awe at the hardened wickedness of these
wretches. Though White and West could fill their houses with oaths and execrations when their daughter and wife
was dying above stairs, and under the influence of liquor procured in these injurious revels forget their duties as
men to their dearest connections, I was not prepared to expect so open a violation of all decency in the house of
God.
There could not have been less than twelve or fourteen who quitted the Church at the same instant, thinking I
should miss their aid when the Psalm was to be sung before the sermon. But I was fully prepared to go through
the whole service, even without the assistance of the girls, whom I ordered to sing the hundredth psalm: O serve
the Lord with gladness, and come before His presence with a song. The sermon followed. The subject I selected
for my discourse was the imperious call afforded by the death of our neighbours and companions to serious
reflection, repentance, and reformation, which I more particularly alluded to in the recent dissolution of Dawson
the poor man in Wick Lane, who was buried on Thursday, and the approaching fate of the two young women now
dying of consumption; showing that neither health nor strength could ensure their exemption from the general
summons, which might be given indeed in an instant, without any warning, as was the case in four events still
fresh in their recollections, namely, in the instantaneous dissolution of Dando, Mullens, Cromwell, and Bull: the
latter only survived a couple of days after his accident.
The people were very attentive, and I found no difficulty in delivering myself with sufficient energy—the
greater part of the discourse being extempore—excited by the hardened conduct of the people who had thus
openly shown their disregard to religion. Their only excuse, if any can be offered in such a case, is that they were
acting under the influence of liquor, which I verily believe was the case.
After dinner I walked to see the invalids, both now hastening to that bourne from which no traveller returns.
After tea, I spent a couple of hours in my study before I went to bed.
Monday, July 15
Whilst lying awake this morning, the thoughts of the preceding day and the conduct of the people in Church
being uppermost in my mind, it struck me, as vanity operated so strongly on these musical mutineers, whether by
subjecting their behaviour to the public animadversion I might not, by wounding that vanity, induce them to think
more humbly of themselves, and more properly of their situation. A serious lecture I knew would have no effect, I
had so often tried it in vain. I accordingly treated the subject in a more playful manner in the following lines:
LINES WRITTEN IN CONSEQUENCE
OF THE ABRUPT DEPARTURE OF THE SINGERS
FROM CAMERTON CHURCH
DURING THE TIME OF DIVINE SERVICE,
IN THE EVENING OF SUNDAY, JULY 4, 1822.
Some merry musicians quite fresh from the barrel
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Last Sunday resolved with Religion to quarrel,
So, quitting their seats in the midst of the prayers,
Clapped their hats on their noddles and hurried downstairs’
Conceiving by thus turning backs on the Church
Both Parson and People were left in the lurch.
But Parson and People had a more serious thing
To attend to than hear these blythe revellers sing,
The subject was Death! for only three days before
To the grave, where vain mortals can revel no more,
A companion was borne, once as healthy and strong
As themselves, who now trip it so joyous along,
Grateful feast to the worms, Alas! silent and mute,
No longer exulting with viol and flute,
They too will be laid in dark cells ’neath the sod,
To corruption a prey, whilst their souls meet their God.
Of these short-lived carousers reflection may ask,
Is it wisdom to barter their souls for a cask?
Since not one single drop of the gallons they drain
Can quench Hell’s fierce fire, nor extinguish their pain,
Whilst the oaths they have sworn, and vile songs they have sung,
Will add fuel abundant to flame on their tongue.

After breakfast, having transcribed these lines, with a letter addressed to Combes, the Landlord of the Inn, I
called upon Feare, the Bailiff of the Coal Works, to desire that he would transcribe them and have them sent by
post or some other conveyance to Combes: as he was at Church during the transaction I thought I had a right to
ask his assistance. There could be no possible objection in my writing to Combes myself, but if his guests
conceived that their conduct was under the observation of others, whose animadversion they had subjected
themselves to, it might have greater weight. My letter to him was as follows:
Sir:
As I can well suppose a great deal of interesting conversatIon at times takes place under your much- frequented
roof, you will oblige me by making the enclosed copy of verses the subject of your next discussion: its novelty perhaps
may ensure it a hearing.
I am, Sir,
A sincere well-wisher to yourself and guests,
PHILANTHROPOS

Feare, on reading the lines, suggested it might be better to insert them in the Bath & Cheltenham Gazette,
which was read at the Camerton Inn, to which I consented on condition that my name was concealed, as I have no
ambition to contribute to the papers.
Feare descanted largely on the conduct of the Camertonians, saying no parish business could be transacted, and
he supposed they should lose the money the Churchwarden had collected for the bells. I replied it was their own
fault for having chosen him as Churchwarden, when I had given such proof of his dishonesty.
I afterwards visited Cottle and West—both still more languid and approaching their end. Whilst at Cottle’s, the
son, who used to be an admirer of my late servant’s—speaking of the conduct of the singers—said he had
understood they had gone from the Church immediately to the Red Post Public House, and had determined to sing
in future at the Meeting-House, where the gallery was to be enlarged for their accommodation.
I had heard that Mrs. Jarrett had been applied to by Isaac Green—a staunch Methodist—to contribute to this
enlargement, but had not yet done so.
White’s wife told me she had been to fetch her husband from the Red Post in the evening, and she saw the
singers all there, and old Rogers, father-in-law of Dawson who was buried on Thursday, so drunk the road seemed
not wide enough to hold him, or words to that effect. I mentioned that a Bill had passed Parliament,\fn{ Ale Houses
Act (3 George IV, c. 78), an Act to amend the laws fof licensmg Ale Houses, and for more effectually preventing disorders therein } which
would regulate the Ale Houses better than they had been for years back, as they were the principal causes of all
the evil we had to complain of. She said in truth they were Devil’s Houses, and she could say none had more
reason to lament them than she had.
I received a book from Barratt’s today, which I think will be of great use to me in my Hebrew studies. It is
called Glossarium-Universale-Hebraicum, published at Paris, 1697.
Tuesday. July 16
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I was occupied for the most part of the morning in my study tinting the drawings of my last Journals in order to
have them bound. I afterwards visited West’s wife, and found Isaac Green, the Methodist, with her, which I am
sorry for, as I am sure he will not render her latter end more calm or comfortable. I read the prayers, and
afterwards took an opportunity during my conversation with her to mention the fallacy of those ideas which led
people to say they were certain of going to heaven; that there was no part of Scripture that authorised any such
presumption; if it were indeed so, there would be no use in a Pay of Judgment! since persons would be beforehand
convinced of their acceptance or rejection: we might humbly hope through the merits and mediation of a crucified
Redeemer that the promises proclaimed in the Gospel to penitent sinners would be completed; but to say we were
sure of acceptance was a most dangerous error. To this Green replied nothing, but I perceived he by no means
approved of the doctrine I used. I know he is one of the Calvinistic Methodists, and of course retains very
different ideas on the subject. On my leaving the house he followed me downstairs, and said how much obliged he
was for my kind attention to the poor woman! I replied there could be no possible obligation, since I only did my
duty. I was happy to find her in a proper frame of mind, and only hoped they would not disturb it.
I afterwards sat a quarter of an hour with Cottle’s daughter, who told me that her next-door neighbour—Rose
—wished to see me, as he was declining very fast. I accordingly went, and found him in a very low state,
exclaiming, after the Methodist manner, how great a sinner he had been, but hoped through the Blessed Saviour
he should work out his salvation. I said the work must depend a great deal on his own exertions; that he must not
only repent of what he had done amiss, but make every reparation in his power; if he had injured anybody by
word or deed, he should instantly make all the atonement possible. It was a dangerous error to rely solely on the
sacrifice of Christ, unless he was disposed to make some sacrifice himself.
The man, I find, is a strong Methodist, and his reason for sending to me to attend him I cannot exactly
comprehend, though as he mentioned his pecuniary distresses, probably this may have some weight. It was nearly
dusk when I got home.
Wednesday, July 17
This being a rainy morning I was engaged in my study till dinner-time drawing. Rose expressed himself very
thankful for the half-a-crown I had sent him by Owen, and found a little meat [also] very strengthening. From the
observation I have made of these Methodists, they have great benevolence in their expressions towards each other,
but I do not observe they are ready to part with their money—fully exemplifying by their conduct the lip-serving
Christians alluded to by St. James, who are ready enough to say, “Be ye warmed and clothed,” but give them not
wherewith to warm or clothe them. I am sure I am not uncharitable in these surmises, since daily experience
convinces me of their truth.
As my son, Owen, who has of late accompanied me to these sick houses, seems to feel too acutely, I shall not
in future take him with me.
Thursday. July 18
I was engaged the greater part of the morning in my study, and in the glebe field overlooking the carpenters
who have now nearly finished their work at the new house. I afterwards called on Mr. and Mrs. Gooch.
Mr. Barter called before dinner, and asked me to dine with him on Sunday to meet Archdeacon Moysey. Henry
Hoare came over from Southfield, and dined and slept at Camerton; his Father he informed me was gone to
Stourhead to meet Sir John Ackland.
Cottle’s daughter still continues tranquil and composed. White’s daughter still getting weaker and weaker. As I
returned home I called at the Manor House to request Mrs. Gooch to send some currant jelly to her, as what my
housekeeper sent was not good, and she wished to take the bad taste from her mouth.
Friday, July 19
Collins of the Mill looked at the corn I had to dispose of, and declined giving £30 for the ricks of wheat and
barley. Last year Parker paid me £40 when there were only forty acres of wheat tythed, instead of fifty. He said
that wheat was now 20s. a sack, and would be still lower; that lambs were 12s. apiece; but I clearly perceived that
his object was to depreciate the tythe. This man is a miller, who has been keeping up the price of bread in a very
different proportion to what he talks of; thus it seems I can depend on no purchasers in this immediate
neighbourhood, and if I can get the wheat and barley threshed out there will be great risque in having a large part
of it stolen by the Thresher.
Returning from the glebe, Stephens, the undergardener to Mrs. Jarrett, came to me in the field facing my house
saying he had a favour to ask, which was to let the ringers give a peal, it being the King’s Coronation Day,\fn{ First
anniversary Coronation of George IV} and that the people at Paulton and Midsomer Norton had been ringing the whole
morning. I said I was as much attached to the King as any man in the country, yet could not see how His Majesty
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derived any good from people leaving their work to make a noise with the bells; with respect to the ringers, they
certainly did themselves much injury by frequenting the Ale Houses in the manner they had done last week, and
then returning home and beating their wives to a jelly. I said, as the Parish seemed so desirous of having them
rung (Mr. Gooch had given them a guinea, and Weeks, the Churchwarden, 5s. for the purpose) I would not oppose
it; but I recommended their not going to the Public House spending the money they had gained in folly, which
might be much better spent on their families. They accordingly commenced their ringing, and I walked in the
village to avoid the jingling of the bells.
The boys, having gone to Radstock in my car, returned in good time, and informed me they had engaged in a
Cricket Match with Mr. Boodle\fn{ The Rev. Richard Boodle, Rector of Radstock, 1814-1853 } and Mr. Flower, and that the
servants were admitted in the set, which may be usual in regular matches, but I do not so much approve of my
children keeping such company, and therefore I shall be more careful in future not to send them without I can
myself be one of the party.
Saturday, July 20
I began writing a sermon for the ensuing day in order to make one more effort for the distressed Irish, as I find
that Rossiter (my Churchwarden) was not successful in his application at the Manor House.
Sunday, July 21
I was up before six to finish my sermon on the Gospel for the day. After breakfast, my sermon being
completed, I walked to church. Mr. and Mrs. Gooch, the bride and bridegroom, attended, and afterwards
subscribed £5 to the Churchwarden’s plate. In all he collected £6 11s. 5d. I gave notice I should preach again in
the evening, and make another collection.
The girls sang both morning and evening, and much more to my satisfaction than the great Bulls of Basan in
the gallery used to do, who, though never in tune or time, were so highly conceited of their own abilities they
thought of nothing else the whole time of the service. If they chuse to withdraw themselves, we shall do better
without them.
The Churchwarden collected 8s. 6d. in the evening.
Returning from Church I rode to Timsbury, where I. dined and spent the evening with Mr. and Mrs. Barter. Dr.
Moysey is a pleasant and well-informed man, and seems to have a taste for antiquities. He has engaged to
breakfast with me at Camerton next Wednesday, in order to visit the Sepulchre at Stoney Littleton.
Monday, July 22
The boys drove to Bath in the car and I sent in by them the total of the money collected at Camerton for the
relief of the Irish:
THE ACCOUNT
Mr. Purnell
£5
Mr. Gooch
5
Myself
5
Mr. Day
The Farmers and Colliers.
3
£19

5
0
0
5
13
3

0
0
0
5
2½
7½

which I directed my Banker to remit to town to be at the disposal of the Committee. On speaking to Heal, who
works in my garden, to ascertain the reason why he did not come to Church yesterday, when there was a
christening of his child, he had no other excuse to offer than that his sister had come from Bath. I said I should not
admit those excuses, I was fearful he was joined with the misguided among my parishioners who always made a
point of setting my servants against me; that he would gain little by working their work. He listened without
saying anything, but it was with a look of obstinacy rather than feeling. I am convinced nothing can be done with
this people.
Tuesday. July 23
I proceeded with the drawings in my study the greater part of the morning. Captain Scobel called to say he
would trace the map of the Dunum for me from the Government Survey, which offer I was happy to accept, as it
will be of great service to me by enabling me to mark down with more accuracy the places where Roman and
British remains are to be found. He also brought an invitation from Squire Purnell for myself and boys to dine at
Woodborough on Friday.
After dinner, Harris, the clerk, called for the key of the Church, saying Mrs. Jarrett and her son were arrived,
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and the people wished to ring. I replied, he must have recollected what I told him on Sunday, that I would not
permit the bells to be made mere playthings of; if the ringers did not employ them for the purpose they were
intended I should not consent to any extra ringing, and on these grounds should refuse the key.
He accordingly went away very sulkily.
Wednesday, July 24
As Dr. Moysey had engaged to be with me early in order to visit the Sepulchre at Stoney Littleton, I called at
the Manor House and left a message stating the reason I should not wait on Mrs. Jarrett, but said I would do so the
following day at twelve.
We were engaged the whole morning at Stoney Littleton and Wellow; and Cottle opened some of the pavement
for the inspection of Dr. Moysey.
On leaving the place, I was attacked rather unexpectedly by Coles, the farmer, saying I had not satisfied him
for the opening of it, and had been riding over his wheat; that he thought it was not at all like a gentleman to
behave in this manner. In reply I said I had already given what I conceived sufficient satisfaction for every
damage to the farmer before I began digging; that, as Mr. Gore Langton had given me permission through Sir
Richard Hoare, I did not conceive he had any claim on me, as the ground was filled up before his sowmg; but he
might depend on it, if he talked in the manner he did, he never would have a single sixpence, and if he was
insolent, I should call upon Mr. Gore Langton and explain all these particulars. With respect to having ridden over
his wheat, I utterly demed it; that Dr. Moysey, the gentleman who was with me, as well as my own boys, had left
their horses to be held by two of the reapers where the corn was not cut, in order to avoid the possibility of doing
the least damage; neither could he, if he spoke true, affirm that a farthing’s damage had been done.
The man then became more civil, and said he hoped I would consider him as I had done the other farmer.
The weather appearing very threatening, the boys and myself made the best of our way home, where we
arrived completely wet about half-past four.
Dr. Moysey returned to Bath by Combe Hay.
Thursday. July 25
I was engaged in my study for a while before breakfast. Afterwards I visited Cottle, Rose, and White’s
daughter, and walked from thence to Cridlingcot to administer the Sacrament to Mrs. Lippeatt, she having sent to
request I would instead of Sunday. I found her Father and Mother were prepared to receive it with her, also
another woman whom I had not before seen, whose name I understood is Kelson. On saying I had not expected to
see her, and should only administer it to the Father and Mother of Mrs. Lippeatt, who were so infirm they could
not come conveniently to Church, she said she was also so infirm as to be able to go to no place of worship, and
hoped I would not refuse her as she had prepared her mind for the purpose. As she seemed so much bent upon it I
permitted her, after prefacing it by saying I hoped she had not undertaken so serious a duty in a light manner; that
her own heart alone could determine the question.
There was something in the whole proceeding of this woman I thought so remarkable that, after the ceremony
was concluded, I touched upon the state of mind which it behoved us to be in, and the scrutiny we should make of
our affection towards God. If I could read the heart of this woman through her countenance, I should have said
that it was very opposite to her professions. I always feel distrustful when I am sent for by these bigoted people;
they undermine the authority of the Church in all possible ways, and cannot be sincere in requiring the assistance
of the clergy, unless they absurdly imagine that the sacramental bread and wine is a viaticum to heaven.
Leaving Cridlingcot, I called on Mrs. Jarrett on my way home. Being shewn into the dining parlour, it was
some minutes before she made her appearance; but I heard her voice in no very prepossessing tone scolding the
servants about some defect in laying down the carpet in the drawing-room. On entering the parlour where I was,
she began to say that her object in coming to Camerton at this time was to settle the business between us, and for
this purpose she had sent for her lawyer, Mr. Fry, immediately on her arrival, and hoped he would be able to direct
her as to what was best to be done; that I was well aware that, as a woman, she understood but little of the
business of Tythe, and must depend upon his judgment as to the value: she could not help thinking that £450 was
a great sum for the income of the Living, and she hoped I would have no objection to see Mr. Fry to speak on the
business, or appoint a person on my part so to do.
In reply I said that when the proposition of renting the Tythe and the glebe land\fn( The farmland attached to an
English parish, for the purpose of supporting the incumbent thereof:H } had come from her, my friend, Mr. Peter Hoare, was
staying with me, and we had spent some time in making the calculations I had according to her desire forwarded
to her, and this calculation was considerably below my present receipts. It remained with her to consider whether
it suited her convenience to give that sum or not. She said she could do nothing without consulting Mr. Fry: that
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the statement I made of my present receipts might be quite correct, and she doubted not they were so, but it
behoved Mr. Fry to see my tythe book, in order that he might calculate whether she could with safety to her own
interest close with my offer. She then began to state that Mr. Gooch had informed her that if the Bishop licensed
him to the curacy, he had a right to demand a sum proportionate to the population; and as Camerton was estimated
to contain upwards of one thousand inhabitants, that the salary of the curate would be rated at least at £100 per
annum.
If Mrs. Jarrett had been serious in her ideas of renting the Tythe, she might have settled the business with me
herself; as she was well aware I should not permit Mr. Fry to have anything to do with my concerns: perhaps Mr.
Fry did not inform his employer I had the power of granting a lease for twenty-one years, and that the lease would
be binding on my successor for that period? This apparent treaty between Mrs. Jarrett and myself would have
done me an incalculable injury had I not been provided for taking up my tythe, as I doubt not, at Michaelmas,
owing to the suggestions of Mr: Fry, all the farmers will send notices for putting out their tythe in kind; since he
has doubtless told them what he has told Mrs. Jarrett, that I require £I50 too much; as she mentioned she should
lose that sum if she took the tythe at my present valuation, namely £450 per annum, and consequently they will be
disposed to make the experiment of putting it out. Surely this man is in every sense of the word a χάχοδαίμων. I
then again reverted to my first declaration, that it would not suit me to take less than the sum I had specified; that
the proposition of my letting my glebe and giving up the Parsonage to Mr. Gooch had originated in her; that I
never should have thought of leaving my charge if they had not, of late especially, conducted themselves in such a
manner as to show they purposely kicked at all authority; but if I continued amongst them I should exert the
powers I possessed, and although an unpleasant contest might ensue, I was prepared to go through with it, and
doubted not in the end I should be successful.
In reply she said she conceived there could be no great pleasure in pulling my own nose, to be on a footing
with those who made wry faces; that she knew I had been very improperly treated by the ignorant people around
me, and that I had felt considerable irritation in consequence: and, moreover, thought if I were to remove from the
place awhile it might be better. She then said, if she did take the offer I made, she should expect, if Mr. Gooch
gave up the curacy on promotion, that I should leave the appointment of another curate in his stead to herself; that
it would be very unpleasant to have anyone who interfered with her son about game, and she should expect I
would be bound in honour not to nominate anyone who might be unpleasant to herself. As I perceived a carriage
driving up to the door I took my leave, and returned to the Parsonage.
I am afraid, from the whole of my conversation with this extraordinary woman, that there is some important
business now on the tapis\fn{Under consideratiom:W} respecting her own temporal concerns.
Mrs. Jarrett informed me of a family event which was to take place at no very distant period, which she said
would tie up her hands and prevent her doing what she should otherwise feel disposed to do if she were left free to
act for herself. She enjoined the strictest secrecy as to the circumstance, which of course I shall preserve; but if
she tells it to twenty other people she may possibly afterwards accuse me of having betrayed her confidence. It is
after all perhaps only a ruse de guerre. However, it is clear she does not know exactly what to do, and under these
circumstances it is better I should be on my post.
She informed me that she herself was to leave Camerton with her son and daughter at nine the following
morning for Cowes, and was uncertain whether she should return immediately or not, as sea-bathing was
necessary for her. The plain state of the case is, if Mrs. Jarrett, by making my situation uncomfortable, could drive
me from it, get the Living on her own terms and open the way for Mr. Gooch to step into my Parsonage, her
policy would succeed; but as I am not to be frightened by the opposition of the lower orders, even headed by
herself, and, as I know, by letting the whole I can save myself the trouble of taking up the tythe, I am inclined to
continue firm to my first proposition, and leave it to time to work out a change in the people around me.
Saturday. July 27
After breakfast I drove the boys to Bath to their Grandmother’s, whom I have not seen since my return from
Town. I took with me two volumes of Journals, fit to be bound up, and the bookbinder has promised to get them
done immediately. I then walked to call on Mrs. Gore; found the General better than I had reason to expect, after
his severe sufferings since I last was with him. We had some serious conversation, and he prayed most fervently
to be released. It was nearly four o’clock before I left Marlborough Buildings, and I was wet through before I got
to my mother’s.
Sunday. July 28
Last evening was so wet, I sent a person to Camerton to say we should not return till this morning.
Before Church two of the singers, White and Harper, both under-bailiffs of the coal works, called to say they
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were very sorry for their behaviour in leaving the Church in the manner they did, and would never be guilty of
such bad conduct in future, and hoped I would permit them to sing again. I replied, on condition of their constant
attendance at Church and proper attention to the service there, I would myself look over their past ill behaviour;
but there was One of more consequence a thousand million times than myself, whose favour they should be more
anxious to regain, and that was God. On every account it behoved them to endeavour by their future conduct to
make what reparation they could for the ill they had done and the scandal they had occasioned. They promised
faithfully to be more serious and attentive in futore, and accordingly took their places again during the evening
service.
There was no singing in the morning as the school girls were not at Church, Mrs. Jarrett having dismissed the
person who attended them, and it is I find in contemplation to restore Mrs. Clarke to her situation. In the interim
the girls are to have a month’s holiday.
Can anything more plainly demonstrate the caprice of this Lady? and how little she is calculated to do any
permanent good? A little while since the boys’ Sunday School was broken up by her unjustifiable interference,
and now she gets rid of that under her own immediate patronage, and is about to reinstate the woman she
dismissed with every mark of displeasure a few months since. It strikes me that there are some causes for her
conduct more reprehensible than mere caprice: she is aware that she has expressed herself in the strongest words
of hatred against myself, and it is now her policy to pretend she is on good terms with me in order to cover the
treachery of her proceedings; countenancing a party to undermine my authority, and vilify me in the eyes of the
people. Surely, surely, this duplicity will not be permitted to continue; the veil will be thrown off, and she herself
will be injured by the very instruments by which she intended to injure others. But enough of this unpalatable
subject.
Sermon—I preached in the evening on the text: “Now I beseech you, brethren, by the name of our Lord Jesus
Christ, that ye all speak the same thing, and that there be no divisions among you.”
It seems to be the interest of the Methodist preachers to inculcate that they do not separate from the Church,
and that it is the same thing whether the people go to their Chapel or to the Church. This artful policy has of late
been extended to the Bible Societies, where dissenters of all denominations pretend a great regard for the
Establishment, and for the well-educated Ministry; but this is only to lull the exertions of the more able amongst
the Clergy from being directed against themselves; since it may reasonably be asked,
Is it the same thing to attend the crude, undigested effusion of a cobbler or a collier, under the name of prayer,
as the beautiful service of our Liturgy? Is it the same thing to have a Minister resident amongst them to visit the
sick, advise the ignorant and relieve the afflicted, or to contribute at the Meeting House to a needy adventurer,
who himself is greedy of the dole extorted from the hard hands of mechanics?
After dinner I called upon the invalids, and found them on the whole better. West’s wife is free from pain, and
on that account thinks she shall be permitted to recover. I met Hill, the Methodist, in her room. If ever there was a
worthless fellow, this is surely one. How extraordinary it is that these people should gain admittance everywhere!
Monday. July 29
I was occupied the early part of the morning in discharging Joseph Goold from his situation of taking my tythe,
as I found the money I thus put in his pocket was of no service to his poor wife and children; as he spent it all at
the Ale House; and with respect to taking care of my interest I was from the first well aware I could trust him no
further than I could see him. They had tythed in the course of last week twenty-eight acres of wheat, and I desired
them to haul it into the glebe: fearful to letting it remain in Day’s field, after he had removed his own.
About two o’clock I set off in the car with the two boys and drove to Southfield, having engaged to spend two
or three days with Mr. Peter Hoare. I walked a little with him before dinner, and had a good deal of conversation
respecting my concerns with Mrs. Jarrett, and was glad to find he thinks I have done right to adhere to the original
stipulation.
Tuesday, July 30
I was in the study a couple of hours before breakfast, and twice that period afterwards, in looking over Dr.
Shaw’s Travels to the Levant. Some of his remarks respecting Egypt I think hereafter may be of service to me.
There is also a curious dissertation on the animals mentioned in Scripture, and on the representations given in the
mosaic pavement at Proneste.
At two o’clock I walked with Mr. Hoare to Wanstrow. On our return across Cloford Common I made drawings
of the four tumuli, which I imagine to have been thrown up by the Danes after a battle, but shall hereafter perhaps
be able to satisfy myself on this head by excavation.
Wednesday, July 31
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On going into the study before breakfast I was for a while occupied with Horne Tooke’s Diversions of Purley.
His derivations of English words from the Anglo-Saxon are for the most part correct, but he seems to rest satisfied
with the Saxon, without showing us the source from whence they derived their particles in common with the
Greeks and Romans. Had he gone to the originals he would sufficiently have accounted for identity in all
primitive particles. Some of his remarks, however, I found so pertinent, and the information conveyed in the notes
more especially, so much connected with the investigation I am engaged in, that I determined on making extracts.
Accordingly, after breakfast, I commenced operations, and I continued writing till two o’clock. Mr. Valentine
dined and spent the evening at Southfield.
Thursday, August 1
I was as usual in the study before breakfast, continuing my extracts: the day proving very rainy. Afterwards,
when it held up a little, we drove to Camerton without the soaking we anticipated.
I found on my return that Heal and his assistant had secured the tythe wheat in four windmows, so that it had
suffered no detriment from the rain.
Friday, August 2
I sent to enquire how the invalids were, and, hearing no material change had taken place, persevered in my
intention of driving to Bath after breakfast, as I had promsed to visit General Gore on this day when I last saw
him. On my arrival at Upland House, Claverton Hill, I found my Mother was again suffering from the gallstones,
but better than she had been. General Gore was so indifferent he could not see me, but I learnt from Mrs. Gore he
was considerably weakened, and dozed away a great part of his time. She herself seemed far from well.
As she was anxious to make enquiries about Sion Hill School, kept by Dr. Allen, for her nephew, John Page, I
walked there with Owen, and found everything most satisfactory in appearance, his terms only fifty guineas a year
including everything, whereas I am paying upwards of eighty for Joseph at a preparatory School.
Owen and myself got back to dihner. My Mother so much better that she joined with the children in playing a
pool at Commerce.
Saturday, August 3
After an early breakfast I took leave of my son, Joseph, and went in the car to meet the Southampton coach, by
which he was to be conveyed to Romsey, and thence in a post chaise to Twyford.
Soon after my arrival home Mrs. Dilly came to say that Joseph Goold’s wife was so dreadfully burnt, they did
not think she could live; that her husband and daughter having left her by herself locked into the cottage her
clothes had caught fire, and if they had not been extinguished by the fortunate intervention of a person on a visit
at Mr. Keel’s, the house probably had been burnt. Immediately I wrote to Mr. Crang requesting he would come to
Camerton without delay, and also to Mrs. Goold’s Father, requesting him to see his daughter—perhaps for the last
time. I had previously despatched my housekeeper, Mrs. Williams, to do what she could for the poor sufferer. On
going there I saw her, and indeed a most shocking spectacle did she exhibit, surrounded by women; her
exclamations were,
“Why do you not help me, I say? Why do you not help me?”
The force of the flame had been most prevalent on the chest, which seemed almost burnt to the bone; her hands
also were dreadfully injured, and the poor creature at first felt so much disposed to gnaw them that they were
obliged to tie her hands behind her back. Joseph Goold had been sent for from his accustomed haunt, the Ale
House, and seemed to me to be in no fit state to give directions. Mr. Crang arrived before tea, and said there were
small hopes of her getting over it.
Sunday, August 4
I heard the first thing this morning that the poor creature had been released about four o’clock. The women
who were with her say she repeated her prayers two or three times, and counted the hours as they struck,
apparently without much suffering. To herself indeed it is a happy release; but as to her father and husband, by
whose unpardonable neglect the fatal catastrophe arrived, I cannot say I hope they may not feel. Indeed, I trust
they will, and that acutely too, for their gross misconduct. This is another instance which forcibly proves the bad
influence of our Poor Laws, in checking that όργη or natural affection which ought to bind a human creature in a
more especial manner to his kindred; or perhaps I should better express myself by saying they offer an excuse to
the ill-disposed and self-omterested for not performing the duties which are required of them by natural ties, and
which they could dispense with through fear of incurring the hatred and detestation of their fellow creatures,
unless this the excuse of the Parish being obliged to provide for its several members in distress were afforded
them. A strong case in the present instance might be made out.
The woman conducted herself in every respect, as far I can judge, with propriety, till her husband’s ill conduct
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induced her occasionally to drink more than she ought to have done, in order to keep up her spirits; but she was
far from being an habitual drinker, as it was her endeavour, by keeping a shop, to gain a livelihood for herself and
children when her husband was dismissed from his employment. Her father, a man in easy circumstances, often
advanced money for the shop, but Goold’s extravagance prevented these aids from being of the service they might
have been, and at length he refused paying any more of his debts. Be it as it may be, the daughter was not the
offending party: she was dutiful, obedient, and careful of her children, and was not a partaker in her husband’s
extravagance, the money he expended being usually on his own gratifications. Owing to ill treatment, affliction,
penury, and perhaps other causes, the poor woman gradually fell into a low way, and no proper medical aid or
other necessary assistances having been administered, at length she lost her reason.
I had applied to her father in the first instance by letter, afterwards called upon him myself at Frome, and
represented the state in which his daughter lay, moreover stating that if she had but proper assistance and proper
persons to look after her, she might possibly recover; but all I could gain was the promise of a weekly allowance
of five shillings.
On a further application for her removal to a proper place of confinement he sent me a rude answer to my
letter, saying it was the duty of the Parish to see to this, and that he would only contribute what he said he would
in the first instance, namely, five shillings per week.
I then tried what I could do by employing Goold in my tythe field, in order to put some money in his pocket, as
he told me his wife was in absolute want of the common articles of clothing. On enquiring I found his wife was
not benefited one iota; indeed, sometimes she has been left in absolute want of food, as Goold spent most of the
money he procured at the Ale House or in Bath. I dismissed him from my employ.
He then said he should compel Hicks, the Overseer, to send his wife to a proper place of confinement: that, as
he could not maintain her, the parish should. Mrs. Jarrett having told me she would pay eighteen-pence weekly,
over and above what the Parish might do, should she be sent away, I said I would add another shilling so as to
make it half-a-crown, and this with the five shillings which the Parish ought to give and the five shillings the
father agreed to pay, would go towards her maintenance. I moreover promised to make another effort with the
father to complete the farther sum which might be required, and then send her either to Hindon, or to Dr. Fox’s at
Brislington, who only received fifteen shillings a week when Tyler was sent from Camerton thither. I wrote to her
father, but received no answer, and in this state things were when the accident happened.
It is evident from the foregoing statement that both the father of the poor woman and her husband, who were
both able to have contributed to her removal to a proper place where attention might have been paid her, both
declined, under the idea that the Parish would be compelled to afford this assistance. The Parish Officers on the
contrary were backward in taking the onus upon themselves, knowing the father was in good circumstances, and it
was his duty to see his daughter taken care of; and that the husband was in receipt of 35 s. per week, and was
enabled to contribute out of that income for the purpose.
Thus it happened, between the Parish, the father, and the husband, that the poor creature was shamefully
neglected while living, and at length came to a shocking end. I received a letter in the course of the day from the
father, stating that he was unable to come over to Camerton himself, but begged I would give directions for a
decent funeral, and that he would repay me.
Mr. and Mrs. Gooch attended the evening service, and afterwards called at the Parsonage. I did not touch on
Mrs. Jarrett’s last note, as I consider the treaty is at an end between us respecting the tythe. It being a beautiful
evening, I walked with Anna and Owen to drink tea with Mr. Barter, as he is about to leave home for Devonshire
on Wednesday, and I am to officiate during his absence.
I understood during our conversation that young Stephen Jarrett had called upon him the day I had my
interview with his mother, and told him the business was all settled between us: that I was to give up the Living
for twenty-one years, and go abroad. It is thus that a fatal injury may be done me by even listening to Mrs.
Jarrett’s proposition, since the people will think they may at any time drive me from them by a repetition of their
ill conduct. I am more and more disgusted with the people around me; such a total want of feeling prevails that
there is absolutely nothing to work on. If the miserable death of their companions in the midst of them fails to
excite serious reflections; if the contemplation of wretchedness in the extreme, brought on by ill conduct and
extravagance; if the prospect of a future state and the apprehension of punishment be of no avail, in vain do we
preach—in vain do we visit the sick and the needy, no essential benefit can be performed! They seem to be
exactly in the state of the brethren of the rich man described in the parable, who, if they will not attend to Moses
and the prophets, will not be persuaded though one rose from the dead!
Monday, August 5
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I was occupied in my room settling weekly accounts, etc., the greatest part of the morning. I then walked to
Goold’s to enquire what had been done respecting the Coroner, etc. No one, I understood, had been to the house.
He asked me, therefore, to advance one pound to pay for the shroud, etc., which I did. On my return I wrote the
following letter to the father, and sent it by young John Goold, who was going to Frome:
Camerton Parsonage
August 5, 1822
Sir:
I must request your attention for a few minutes, whilst I repeat in a fuller manner my sentiments on the late event.
My situation entitles me to speak plainly and without further preface on the subject.
When it was in your power to assist your daughter, whose sufferings I have so long witnessed, and whose calamity
called upon even strangers to take an interest in her welfare; when, at the expense of a few pounds, you might have
placed her in fit hands, and seen her properly taken care of, You! her Father, refused to stretch out even a finger to lift
your miserable daughter from the dust; you turned a deaf ear to all the applications I made to you in her behalf; you
would not take warning from the appropriate parable I repeated to you of the beneficent treatment shown to the poor
prodigal son by a far more offended parent. And yet this daughter, as far as I have been able to learn, never herself
offended you; it was not she who spent your property in riotous living. On the contrary she was dutiful and affectionate
to yourself, and kind and attentive to her children. If her husband had offended, if he was not to be trusted with the
charge of his wife, the more it behoved you to take her from his hands, and put her under proper people. This Goold
himself wished to have been done, and urged it equally strongly with myself; but these applications were all
disregarded, and through absolute neglect your daughter has perished miserably.
On your death-bed, when the money you have spent your whole life in collecting will appear mere dross, and the
coveted possessions of this world will pass away like a vapour which is rolled from the hill, how keenly will it strike
and agonise your soul to reflect that, for the sake of a few pieces of useless coin, you have perhaps riskued your own
acceptance with God, Who has expressly declared He will render unto everyone according to his deeds.
May these recollections rouse you to make every possible reparation in your power before it is too late. The
unfortunate children of your lost—I had almost said of your murdered daughter, demand your immediate care. They
have not offended. Employ the remainder of the time God permits you to live in giving them the assistance your
daughter ought to have received; and above all it behoves you, if you value your own future interest, to be careful that
they receive a just portion of your property when you are no more.
I have advanced Joseph Goold one pound towards the funeral; the attendance of Mr. Crang, the apothecary, must
also be paid. For these two items I consider you my debtor, as I engaged to satisfy Mr. Crang when I sent for him.
With regard to the funeral, I beg to decline having anything to do with it beyond my own professional duties. In
decency some of your family should be on the spot to give directions, and attend the mortal remains of your
unfortunate daughter. I am, Sir,
Your well wisher,
John Skinner

After I had despatched my letter I drove Anna and Owen to Priston Rectory, where we dined and spent the
evening with Mr.\fn{The Rev. John Hammond, Rector of Priston, near Bath, 1820-1860} and Mrs. Hammond.
Tuesday, August 6
Having written my Journal of the preceding day I drove with the children to Stanton Drew, as I had engaged to
meet Mr. and Mrs. Hammond there at one o’clock. In our way we called on Mrs. Palmer at Timsbury, in order to
ask whether any of her family would accompany us. Mr. Johnson, Miss Palmer, and Mr. Gardner accordingly rode
thither.
After having seen the Druidical remains, we ate some of the cold provisions we had brought with us at the
small Inn, and returned to Camerton at six, in time for tea, before the funeral of Mrs. Goold, who was obliged to
be interred thus early, as it was impossible to retain the corpse longer above ground.
None of her family attended, nor was any reply sent to my letter.
Wednesday, August 7
Mr. Johnson, Mr. James, and a large party of ladies on horseback called this morning soon after breakfast, in
their way to the Sepulchre at Stoney Littleton, whither I accompanied them, and afterwards got Cottle to uncover
some of the tessellated pavement at Wellow for their inspection. I gave Farmer Coles a one-pound note, as he laid
claim to some remuneration, but without justice on his side, as no possible injury could have been done him. But,
as he may influence other people not to let me extend my researches hereafter in their fields, should I feel
disposed, either at Twinhoe or Whiteoxmead, I thought it best to do so.
The children and myself dined with Mr. James\fn{ Wm. Coxeter James, Esq., M.P., Deputy Lieutenant for the County } (at
Hillside, Timsbury), and returned home at half-past ten. This is the second time I have been out in the night air
this week, and I am fully convinced it is very pernicious to my constitution.
Thursday, August 8
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It being a rainy day I was engaged the greater part of the morning in my study. When it cleared up, we drove to
dine with the Boodles at Radstock Rectory, spent the evening and slept there.
Friday, August 9
Immediately after breakfast we left Radstock, and calling at Camerton to take into the car a freight of
provisions for the party who were to meet us at Farleigh Castle, we proceeded along the Wellow Road to Hinton,
where Messrs. James, Johnson, Palmer, etc., etc., accompanied by a number of ladies on horseback, joined us, so
that the party altogether amounted to sixteen.
After having examined the remains of the Abbey, we proceeded to Farleigh Castle, of which I made several
sketches before dinner. This meal we took in the open air, having been supplied with chairs and tables from the
farmhouse. Mr. Richardson joined us during the dessert, and attended us to Colonel Holton’s Gothic Mansion,
with which the ladies seemed to be much interested.
We returned in the evening in time to save our light to Camerton.
Saturday. August 10
The greater part of the morning I was preparing my sermon: the text taken from the first lesson of the service
for the succeeding day respecting the Vineyard of Naboth.
Sunday. August 11
After morning prayers I visited Mrs. Lippeatt at Cridlingcot, and had a long conversation with one of the
Brittens—a staunch Methodist, who said the only reason the Methodists separated from the Church was because
the regular clergy did not preach the Gospel, and were so lukewarm in their devotions.
I requested him to attend the service of my Church that evening, that he might judge with his own eyes and
ears whether I was lukewarm either in reading the prayers or in delivering my discourse to the congregation. This
he promised to do. I also requested the attendance of his companion, a Methodist Round Preacher, which he
excused himself from doing saying he should be engaged at the Meeting at the time.
I am well aware it is throwing time away to attempt converting people of this persuasion; still, we are bound to
essay it.
On my return home I called upon West’s wife, who is getting weaker and weaker. She requested some port
wine, which I did not refuse as nothing can be done for her benefit by medicine, and it may occasionally relieve
her sinking spirits.
I preached my sermon to a crowded congregation—the people very attentive. The Methodist with whom I
conversed at Britten’s, who I find is his eldest son, was one of the number, and stood up the greatest part of the
time I was preaching.
Friday, August 23
Some of the masons and carpenters working for Mrs. Jarrett requested the key of the Church to ring, as they
said she was expected shortly to arrive home. I declined giving permission, as none of them were Camerton
people, and I had made a regulation that only those who rang the bells for Church should be considered as the
Parish Ringers.
They then began again on the subject of the key, and told me I had no power to refuse it; that the
Churchwarden ought to retain it in his possession, not me, and that he had a right to let them ring. I told them he
had no right to let them ring without my consent, and I certainly should not grant it on the present occasion. They
then became very insolent, and I left them.
About an hour after, hearing one of the bells strike out, I went to the Church, supposing they had procured
Mrs. Jarrett’s key from one of her servants, but, all the doors being shut, I called out to the man in the belfry and
desired him to come down and give me admission, which he declining to do, I put my foot to the door and forced
it open. I found three men there, whom I desired instantly to leave the Church, which at first they seemed
disposed to resist, but finally they went down the belfry stairs, and walked into the churchyard, which they
absolutely refused to quit, saying they had as much right there as myself. Dilly, Mrs. Jarrett’s servant, then came,
and told them his mistress desired them immediately to leave the premises. The men then said they would do as
Mrs. Jarrett wished, but not for me. They then went away.
Sunday, August 25
Mr. Gooch sent before Church to say he was ready to assist me in the duty if I wished it. I accordingly called
on him, and found young Jarrett also arrived. It was settled that Mr. Gooch should preach in the evening at
Camerton. I read Prayers and preached at Timsbury. On coming out of Church, Mrs. Parish said,
“So there is another wedding about to take place at Camerton; young Mr. Jarrett is going to be married as well
as his sister.”
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I pretended ignorance, as Mrs. Jarrett had mentioned the circumstance to me a few weeks since as a great
secret. On returning home I called at the Manor House, and mentioned what I had heard to Mrs. Jarrett, fearing
lest she should think I had divulged the secret she had intrusted me with. She then said it was no longer a secret,
as the lady—Miss Wathen—was then at Camerton; it was impossible that the two young people should be driving
about together without its being known.
Sunday, September 1
As I had engaged to perform the morning service for Mr. Cookson at Foxcote, he being ill, I went there
accordingly, fully expecting that Mr. Hammond, of Priston, would take the duty at Camerton; but to my great
surprise and, I may add, chagrin, I found on my return that no morning service had been performed, and that a
large congregation, after waiting upwards of half-an-hour for the clergyman, had gone home. Whatever was the
cause of the mistake, I shall not be inclined to volunteer for other Churches, where there is a chance of my own
being neglected.
Monday. Septsmber 2
Having engaged to accompany Mr. Boodle to the Clerical Meeting at Mells, and call upon Mr. Knatchbull and
Mr. Hoare, I took my breakfast with him at Radstock. We got to Mens before two o’clock, and met only five other
Clergymen, namely, Richardson, Algar, Ireland, Bythesea, and Glossop: some discussion but no information,
respecting the Marriage Act\fn{Marriage Acts (3 George IV c. 75) July 22, 1822. An Act for the better preventing of Clandestine
Marriages; ordered to be publicly read in all Churches on some Sunday in October, November and Decemter, 1822 } took place.
It seems rather paradoxical that a composition the lawyers cannot comprehend themselves should be sent into
the country for the instruction of our boobies, who will be as wise after hearing it three hundred times, instead of
three, as they now are, and that is saying quite enough. I returned with Boodle to Radstock Rectory to drink tea
and sleep.
Tuesday, September 3
After breakfast I returned home, as my mother, with my sister Laura (Mrs. Manningham), and my brother
Russell, had promised to spend the day at Camerton. Not finding them on my arrival, I walked to Cridlingcot to
call on Mrs. Britten.
I always make a point. of visiting the sick when I am sent for, but have never found I have been of the slightest
service to the Methodists excepting through what I may chuse to give. Old Mrs. Britten and all her family are
rigid Methodigts, and why they in the first instance sent for me to attend them I cannot conceive. The poor woman
is very near her end; she has had some port wine and pecuniary assistance, as well as received the Sacrament at
my hands, but as to my conversation being of any service, I fear it has been rendered otherwise by the
misrepresentations of those around her.
Wednesday, September 4
At three o’clock I called on Boodle at Radstock, and accompanied him and his lady to Mr. Knatchbull’s; we
found there Mr. Dickenson, the County Member, his wife and son; Mr. Allen, of Bath Hampton; Mrs. Grey and
her daughter, of Stratton; and the Miss Parrys.
Mr. Knatchbull said there was a bed still at my service, which I did not accept, as I thought I might be of use in
attending the Boodles—there being several gates to open, and they had no servant with them.
Thursday, September 5
I called on the invalids immediately after breakfast, and found Cottle’s daughter very much worse. Adam
Nash’s wife was with her, a thoroughbred Methodist. How strange it is these people will interfere, and thwart and
pervert all the efforts of the regular clergy. Indeed, our advice is held of little value. Adam Nash, the collier,
himself pretends to know far more than I know, and his wife is sent to enquire after assurances, and perplex and
harass a mind, as far as I am able to judge, properly prepared to exchange this state for a better. I have often
thought that some of the more steady and serious among the Methodists might be of great service to the regular
clergy, if they would keep within certain bounds and not be hurried away by feeling and fancy. As they know far
better the private life and disposition of the poorer orders, they might give some very useful information to the
clergyman when he went to visit the sick. In the Primitive Church there were evidently persons of this description
under the name of Catechumens, who were of great assistance to the parochial minister. But alas! the present
Methodists set up their opinions in opposition to those of the clergyman, they in fact endeavour to convert him;
and look upon him as little better than a castaway if he cannot feel as they feel. On his explaining the terms of the
Gospel Covenant, and the necessity of good works as well as faith towards effecting salvation, he is told by some
old woman by the bedside that “Christ is all in all”! A clergyman nowadays has indeed a difficult task to perform.
Friday, September 6
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I was occupied the beginning of the day at the Glebe House, looking over the carpenter's work and settling his
account. I find it will cost me £50 more than I estimated, that is, £200 instead of £150; and indeed it is a very
comfortable residence for a farmer with a small family. Mrs. Jarrett and her family can have no reason to
complain of my incumbency in this respect, however they may disapprove of my conduct in others, since I have
expended in the course of twenty-two years no less than £1,200 on the premises, and moreover recovered the
almost obsolete claim to Woodborough, after a contest of thirteen years in which I expended £500, which would
have been entirely sunk had I not been successful in bringing Mr. Purnell to a compromise.
Thursday, September 12
I wrote letters to my two boys at Winchester and Twyford, and then went into the village.
Cottle’s daughter died last night, quite calm and composed. May every example of mortality and summons
from this sphere remind us!
Friday, September 13
I was engaged the greater part of the morning in overlooking the men employed in walling up the well in the
glebe field, and in my study looking over some papers respecting the analysis of ancient names, which I purpose
arranging.
Frapnell, the tiler and plasterer, asked eight shlllmgs for making some little repairs in the Chancel, which I got
another man to do for two and sixpence. One cannot turn on any side without imposition, and it is melancholy to
think the evil is likely to increase, as we have no school to inculcate honest principles, and the School of the Coal
Pits is decidedly against everything which is in the least connected with them. If this parish were the epitome of
the country in general, our hour of dissolution I should fear were near at hand.
I reminded Gullick of the ten pounds still owing to me, and which he had flattered himself I had forgotten,
notwithstanding he promised in writing to pay it three months ago.
Sunday, Sepumber 15
I preached this morning on the Resurrection, in allusion to the funeral of Cottle’s daughter which took place
after the service was concluded. A considerable number of people attended the remains. Old Cottle and his family
had a post chaise. Surely they would have judged more properly to have made less of an exhibition, as it calls
forth the animadversion of their equals, and stirs up envy.
Thursday, September 19
I received a note before breakfast from Bath, stating that General Gore had breathed his last. As a chaise was
sent for me by the bearer of the note, immediately after breakfast I left Camerton for Marlborough Buildings. On
arriving, I found Mrs. Gore more tranquil than I expected.
Sunday, September 29
I performed duty in the morning at Camerton, and administered the Sacrament. I afterwards called on White’s
daughter, who seems very little altered in face during the last week. She is quite resigned; and begged I would not
permit the singers to sing at her funeral, as she knew they would all go to the public house immediately
afterwards.
After evening service and tea, I called on Osborne and Stephens, wishing to know from them if possible what
were Joseph Goold’s intentions respecting his boys, whether he would consent to their being placed out as
apprentices, if the grandfather could be brought to take that charge upon him. They said they did not think that
Goold would part with them, as they brought in fifteen shillings per week.
I knew this pretty well before, but also knew if I spoke to Goold myself I should hear some deception.
I continued in my study till a late hour.
Tuesday, October 1
Today I had occasion to remark some of the same evil doings amongst my servants I have before seen, and I
expressed myself in terms they could not possibly misunderstand. Mrs. Williams, my housekeeper, professed
entire ignorance, but I saw by her manner she was not so innocent as she pretended to be; but enough on this
head!
After breakfast I drove to dine in 10, Marlborough Buildings, Bath, expecting to meet my mother there, but in
this I was disappointed, as the engagement with Mrs. Gore had been set aside.
I read prayers to Mrs. Gore and her family; also one of Blair’s sermons on the Consolations of Religion in
Adversity and Affliction.
Mrs. Gore having made me a present of Jeremy Taylor’s works—fifteen volumes—they were put up with my
portmanteau and conveyed to my mother’s, where I dined at three o’clock, and returned to Camerton in sufficient
time to save my light.
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I found notices, on my return, from Hicks and Weeks, that they should set out their tythe in kind. The evening
was employed in writing till bed-time.
Monday, October 7
Having deposited as many of my manuscripts as it would hold in the Iron Chest, in case of fire during my
absence, arid giving strict instructions to the servants to be careful of their candles on going to bed, I left home
and drove to Bath in preparation for commencing our journey to town.\fn{ Here the entries for 1822 end:H}
216.189 Excerpt from Self-control: A Novel\fn{by Mary Brunton (1778-1818)} Burray, Orkney Islands, Scotland,
United Kingdom (F) 10
1
It was on a still evening in June, that Laura Montreville left her father’s cottage, in the little village of
Glenalbert, to begin a solitary ramble. Her countenance was mournful, and her step languid; for her health had
suffered from long confinement, and her spirits were exhausted by long attendance on the deathbed of her mother.
That labour of duty had been lessened by no extrinsic circumstance; for Lady Harriet Montreville was a peevish
and refractory patient; her disorder had been tedious as well as hopeless; and the humble establishment of a halfpay officer furnished no one who could lighten to Laura the burden of constant attendance. But Laura had in
herself that which softens all difficulty, and beguiles all fatigue—an active mind, a strong sense of duty, and the
habit of meeting and of overcoming adverse circumstances.
Captain Montreville was of a family ancient and respectable, but so far from affluent, that, at the death of his
father, he found his wealth, as a younger son, to consist only of £500, besides the emoluments arising from a
lieutenancy in a regiment of foot. Nature had given him a fine person and a pleasing address; and to the national
opinions of a Scotish mother, he was indebted for an education, of which the liberality suited better with his birth
than with his fortunes.
He was in London negotiating for the purchase of a company, when he accidentally met with Lady Harriet
Bircham. Her person was showy, and her manners had the glare, even more than the polish of high life. She had a
lively imagination, and some wit; had read a little, and knew how to show that little to advantage. The fine person
of Montreville soon awakened the only sort of sensibility of which Lady Harriet was possessed; and her
preference was sufficiently visible in every step of its progress.
To be distinguished by a lady of such rank and attractions, raised in Montreville all the vanity of three-andtwenty; and, seen through that medium, Lady Harriet’s charms were magnified to perfections. Montreville soon
was, or fancied himself, desperately in love. He sued, and was accepted with a frankness, to which some stiff
advocates for female decorum might give the harsh name of forwardness. Montreville was in love, and he was
pleased to call it the candour of a noble mind.
As his regiment was at this time under orders for the West Indies, Lady Harriet prevailed on him to exchange
to half-pay; and her fortune being no more than £5000, economy, no less than the fondness for solitude natural in
young men in love, induced him to to retire to the country with his bride, who had reasons of her own for wishing
to quit London. He had been educated in Scotland, and he remembered its wild scenery with the enthusiasm of a
man of taste, and a painter. He settled therefore in the village of Glenalbert, near Perth; and to relieve his
conscience from the load of utter idleness at twenty-three, began the superintendence of a little farm.
Here the ease and vivacity of Lady Harriet made her for a while the delight of her new acquaintance. She
understood all the arts of courtesey; and, happy herself, was for a while content to practise them. The store of
anecdote, which she had accumulated in her intercourse with the great, passed with her country neighbours for
knowledge of the world. To Scotish ears, the accent of the higher ranks of English conveys an idea of smartness,
as well as of gentility; and Lady Harriet became an universal favourite.
Those who succeed best in amusing strangers, are not, it has been remarked, the most pleasing in domestic life:
they are not even always the most entertaining. Lady Harriet’s spirits had ebbs, which commonly took place
during her tête-à-têtes with Captain Montreville. Outward attractions, real or imaginary, are the natural food of
passion: but sound principles must win confidence, and kindness of heart engage affection. Poor Montreville soon
gave a mournful assent to these truths; for Lady Harriet had no principles, and her heart was a mere “pulsation on
the left side.” Her passion for her husband soon declined; and her more permanent appetite for admiration finding
but scanty food in a solitary village, her days passed in secret discontent or open murmurings. The narrowness of
their finances made her feel the necessity of economy, though it could not immediately instruct her in the art of it;
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and Montreville, driven from domestic habits by the turmoil of a household, bustling without usefulness, and
parsimonious without frugality, was on the point of returning to his profession, or of seeking relief in such
dissipation as he had the means of obtaining, when the birth of a daughter gave a new turn to all his hopes and
wishes.
“I should not wish the girl to be a beauty,” said he to his friend, the village pastor. “A pretty face is of no use,
but to blind a lover”; and he sighed, as he recollected his ownblindness.Yet he was delighted to see that Laura
grew every day more lovely.
“Wit only makes women troublesome,” said he; but before Laura was old enough to shew the uncommon
acuteness of her understanding, he had quite forgotten that he ever applied the remark to her. To amuse her
infancy became his chosen recreation; to instruct her youth was afterwards his favourite employment.
Lady Harriet, too, early began to seek food for her vanity in the superior endowments of her child, and she
forthwith determined that Laura should be a paragon. To perfect her on Nature’s plan never entered the head of
this judicious matron; she preferred a plan of her own, and scorned to be indebted to the assistance of nature, even
for any part of the perfect structure which she resolved to rear.
The temper of Laura, uniformly calm and placid, was by nature slightly inclined to obstinacy. Lady Harriet had
predetermined that her daughter should be a model of yielding softness. Laura’s spirits were inexhaustible; Lady
Harriet thought nothing so interesting as a pensive beauty. Laura was both a reasonable and a reasoning creature:
her mother chose that she should use the latter faculty in every instance, except where maternal authority or
opinion was concerned.
Innumerable difficulties, therefore, opposed Lady Harriet’s system; and as violent measures ever occur first to
those who are destitute of other resources, she had recourse to so many blows, disgraces, and deprivations, as
must have effectually ruined the temper and dispositions of her pupil, if Laura had not soon learnt to look upon
the ungoverned anger of her mother as a disease, to which she owed pity and concealment. This lesson was taught
her partly by the example of her father, partly by the admonitions of Mrs. Douglas, wife to the clergyman of the
parish.
*
This lady was in every respect Lady Harriet’s opposite. Of sound sense, rather than of brilliant abilities;
reserved in her manners, gentle in her temper, pious, humble, and upright; she spent her life in the diligent and
unostentatious discharge of Christian and feminine duty; beloved without effort to engage the love, respected
without care to secure the praise of man. She had always treated the little Laura with more than common
tenderness; and the child, unused to the fascinations of feminine kindness, repaid her attention with the utmost
enthusiasm of love and veneration. With her she passed every moment allowed her for recreation; to her she
applied in every little difficulty; from her she solicited every childish indulgence.
The influence of this excellent woman increased with Laura's age, till her approbation became essential to the
peace of her young friend, who instinctively sought to read, in the expressive countenance of Mrs. Douglas, an
opinion of all her words and actions. Mrs. Douglas, ever watchful for the good of all who approached her, used
every effort to render this attachment as useful as it was delightful, and gradually laid the foundation of the most
valuable qualities in the mind of Laura. By degrees she taught her to know and to love the Author of her being, to
adore him as the bestower of all her innocent pleasures, to seek his favour, or to tremble at his disapprobation in
every hour of her life.
Lady Harriet had been educated among those who despised or neglected the peculiar tenets of the Christian
faith; she never thought of them, therefore, but as an affair that gave scope to lively argument. On Mrs. Douglas's
own mind they had their proper effect; and she convinced Laura that they were not subjects for cavil, but for
humble and thankful acceptation.
In as far as the religious character can be traced to causes merely natural, it may be formed by those who
obtain over a mind of sensibility and reflection the influence which affection bestows, provided that they are
themselves duly impressed with the importance, the harmony, the excellence of what they teach. Laura early saw
the Christian doctrines, precepts and promises, warm the heart, and guide the conduct, and animate the hopes of
her whom she loved best. Sympathy and imitation, the strongest tendencies of infancy, first formed the disposition
which reason afterwards strengthened into principle, and Laura grew up a pious Christian.
It is the fashion of the age to account for every striking feature of a character from education or external
circumstance. Those who are fond of such speculations may trace, if they can, the self-denying habits of Laura, to
the eagerness with which her enthusiastic mind imbibed the stories of self-devoting patriots and martyrs, and may
find, in one lesson of her preceptress, the tint which coloured her future days. The child had been reading a
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narrative of the triumphant death of one of the first reformers, and, full of the emulation which the tale of heroic
virtue inspires, exclaimed, her eyes flashing through their tears, her little form erect with noble daring,
“Let them persecute me and I will be a martyr.”
“You may be so now, today, every day,” returned Mrs. Douglas. “It was not at the stake that these holy men
began their self-denial. They had before taken up their cross daily; and whenever, from a regard to duty, you
resign anything that is pleasing or valuable to you, you are for the time a little martyr.”
In a solitary village, remote from her equals in age and rank, Laura necessarily lived much alone, and in
solitude she acquired a grave and contemplative turn of mind. Far from the scenes of dissipation and frivolity,
conversant with the grand and the sublime in nature, her sentiments assumed a corresponding elevation. She had
heard that there was vice in the world: she knew that there was virtue in it; and, little acquainted with other minds,
deeply studious of her own, she concluded that all mankind were, like herself, engaged in a constant endeavour
after excellence; that success in this struggle was at once virtue and happiness, while failure included misery as
well as guilt. The habit of self-examination, early formed, and steadily maintained, made even venial trespass
appear the worst of evils; while, in the labours of duty and the pleasures of devotion, she found joys which
sometimes rose to rapture.
The capricious unkindness of her mother gave constant exercise to her fortitude and forbearance, while the
principle of charity, no less than the feelings of benevolence, led to frequent efforts of self-denial. The latter virtue
became daily more necessary, for mismanagement had now brought her mother’s fortune almost to a close; and
Captain Montreville, while he felt that she was injuring his child, could not prevail on himself to withhold from
Lady Harriet the control of what he considered her own, especially as her health was such as to afford a plea for
indulgence.
Laura had reached her sixteenth year, when Mr. Douglas was induced, by a larger benefice, to remove to a
parish almost twenty miles distant from Glenalbert; and parting with her early friend, was the severest sorrow that
Laura had ever yet known. Captain Montreville promised, however, that his daughter should often visit the new
parsonage; but Lady Harriet’s increasing illness long prevented the performance of his promise. After a
confinement of many months she died, and was lamented by her husband, with that sort of sorrow which it
usually costs a man to part with an object which he is accustomed to see, when he knows that he shall see it no
more.
*
It was on the third evening after her mother’s funeral, that Captain Montreville prevailed on his daughter to
take a solitary walk. Slowly she ascended the hill that overlooked the village, and, stopping near its brow, looked
back towards the churchyard, to observe a brown hillock that marked the spot where her mother slept. Tears filled
her eyes, as, passing over long intervals of unkindness, she recollected some casual proof of maternal love; and
they fell fast as she remembered, that for that love she could now make no return. She turned to proceed; and the
moist eye sparkled with pleasure, the faded cheek glowed with more than the flush of health, when, springing
towards her, she beheld the elegant, the accomplished, Colonel Hargrave.
Forgotten was languor; forgotten was sorrow; for Laura was just seventeen, and Colonel Hargrave was the
most ardent, the most favoured of lovers. His person was symmetry itself; his manners had all the fascination that
vivacity and intelligence, joined to the highest polish, can bestow. His love for Laura suited with the impetuosity
of his character, and for more than a year he had laboured with assiduity and success to inspire a passion
corresponding to his own.
Yet it was not Hargrave whom Laura loved; for the being on whom she doated had no resemblance to him, but
in externals. It was a creature of her own imagination, pure as her own heart, yet impassioned as the wildest
dreams of fiction, intensely susceptible of pleasure, and keenly alive to pain, yet ever ready to sacrifice the one
and to despise the other. This ideal being, clothed with the fine form, and adorned with the insinuating manners,
and animated with the infectious love of Hargrave, what heart of woman could resist? Laura’s was completely
captivated.
Hargrave, charmed with her consummate loveliness, pleased with her cheerful good sense, and fascinated with
her matchless simplicity, at first sought her society without thought but of present gratification, till he was no
longer master of himself. He possessed an ample fortune, besides the near prospect of a title; and nothing was
farther from his thoughts, than to make the poor unknown Laura a sharer in these advantages. But Hargrave was
not yet a villain, and he shuddered at the thought of seduction.
“I will see her only once more,” said he, “and then tear myself from her forever.”
“Only this once,” said he, while day after day he continued to visit her, to watch with delight, and to cherish
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with eager solicitude, the tenderness which, amidst her daily increasing reserve, his practised eye could
distinguish.
The passion which we do not conquer, will in time reconcile us to any means that can aid its gratification.
“To leave her now would be dishonourable, it would be barbarous,” was his answer to his remonstrating
conscience, as he marked the glow of her complexion at his approach, the tremor of her hand at his pressure.
“I cannot, indeed, make her my wife. The woman whom I marry, must assist in supporting the rank which she
is to fill. But Laura is not made for high life. Short commerce with the world would destroy half her witchery.
Love will compensate to us for every privation. I will hide her and myself from a censorious world; she loves
solitude; and, with her, solitude will be delightful.”
He forgot that solitude is delightful to the innocent alone.
Meantime, the artless Laura saw, in his highly-coloured pictures of happy love, only scenes of domestic peace
and literary leisure; and, judging of his feelings by her own, dreamed not of ought that would have disgraced the
loves of angels. Tedious weeks of absence had intervened since their last meeting; and Hargrave’s resolution was
taken. To live without her was impossible; and he was determined to try whether he had overrated the strength of
her affection, when he ventured to hope that to it she would sacrifice her all. To meet her thus unexpectedly filled
him with joy, and the heart of Laura throbbed quick as he expressed his rapture. Never had his professions been so
ardent; and, softened by sorrow and by absence, never had Laura felt such seducing tenderness as now stole upon
her.
Unable to speak, and unconscious of her path, she listened with silent rapture to the glowing language of her
lover, till his entreaties wrung from her a reluctant confession of her preference. Unmindful of the feeling of
humiliation that makes the moment of such a confession, of all others, the least favourable to a lover’s boldness,
Hargrave poured forth the most vehement expressions of passion; while, shrinking into herself, Laura now first
observed, that the shades of evening were closing fast, while their lonely path led through a wood that climbed the
rocky hill. She stopped.
“I must return,” said she, “my father will be anxious for me at this hour.”
“Talk not now of returning,” cried Hargrave impetuously, “trust yourself to a heart that adores you. Reward all
my lingering pains, and let this happy hour begin a life of love and rapture.”
Laura, wholly unconscious of his meaning, looked up in his face with an innocent smile.
“I have often taxed you with raving,” said she, “now, I am sure, you must admit the charge.”
“Do not sport with me loveliest,” cried Hargrave, “nor waste these precious moments in cold delay. Leave
forms to the frozen hearts that wait them, and be from this hour mine, wholly and for ever.” Laura threw a tearful
glance on her mourning habit.
“Is this like bridal attire?” said she. “Would you bring your nuptial festivities into the house of death, and
mingle the sound of your marriage vow with my mother’s dying groans?”
Can this simplicity be affected, thought Hargrave. Is it that she will not understand me? He examined her
countenance. All there was candour and unsuspecting love. Her arm rested on his with confiding pressure, and for
a moment Hargrave faltered in his purpose. The next, he imagined that he had gone too far to recede; and pressing
her to his breast with all the vehemence of passion, he, in hurried half-articulate whispers, informed her of his real
design.
No words can express her feelings, when, the veil thus rudely torn from her eyes, she saw her pure, her
magnanimous Hargrave—the god of her idolatry, degraded to a sensualist—a seducer. Casting on him a look of
mingled horror, dismay, and anguish, she exclaimed, “Are you so base?” and freeing herself, with convulsive
struggle, from his grasp, sunk without sense or motion to the ground.
As he gazed on the death-pale face of Laura, and raised her lifeless form from the earth, compassion, which so
often survives principle, overpowered all Hargrave’s impetuous feelings; and they were succeeded by the chill of
horror, as the dreadful idea occurred to him, that she was gone forever. In vain he chafed her cold hands, tried to
warm her to life in his bosom, bared her’s to the evening-breeze, and distractedly called for help; while, with
agony, which every moment increased, he remembered, what so lately he had thought of with delight, that no
human help was near.
No sign of returning life appeared. At last he recollected that, in their walk, they had at some distance crossed a
little stream, and starting up with renovated hope, he ran to it with the speed of lightning; but the way, which was
so short as he passed it before, now seemed lengthened without end. At last he reached it; and filling his hat with
water, returned with his utmost speed. He darted forward till he found himself at the verge of the wood, and then
perceived that he had mistaken the path. As he retraced his steps, a thousand times he cursed his precipitancy, and
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wished that he had more cautiously ascertained the sentiments of his mistress, ere he permitted his licentious
purpose to be seen.
After a search, prolonged by his own frantic impatience, he arrived at the spot where he left her—but no Laura
was there. He called wildly on her name—he was answered by the mountain-echo alone. After seeking her long, a
hope arose that she had been able to reach the village; and thither he determined to return, that, should his hope
prove groundless, he might at least procure assistance in his search.
As he approached the little garden that surrounded Captain Montreville’s cottage, he with joy perceived a light
in the window of Laura’s apartment; and never, in the cheerfulest scenes, had he beheld her with such delight as
he did now, when every gesture seemed the expression of unutterable anguish. He drew nearer, and saw despair
painted on her every feature; and he felt how tender was the love that could thus mourn his degeneracy, and its
own blighted hopes. If she could thus feel for his guilt, the thought irresistibly pressed on his mind, with what
bitterness would she feel her own. Seduction, he perceived, would with her be a work of time and difficulty;
while, could he determine to make her his wife, he was secure of her utmost gratitude and tenderness. The known
honour, too, of Captain Montreville made the seduction of his daughter rather a dangerous exploit; and Colonel
Hargrave knew, that, in spite of the licence of the times, should he destroy the daughter’s honour, and the father’s
life, he would no longer be received, even in the most fashionable circles, with the cordiality he could at present
command.
The dignified beauty of Laura would grace a coronet, and more than excuse the weakness which raised her to
that distinction: his wife would be admired and followed, while all her affections would be his alone. In fancy he
presented her glittering with splendour, or majestic in unborrowed loveliness, to his companions; saw the gaze of
admiration follow wherever she turned; and that thought determined him. He would go next morning, and in form
commence honourable lover, by laying his pretensions before Captain Montreville. Should Laura have acquainted
her father with the adventures of the evening, he might feel some little awkwardness in his first visit; but she
might perhaps have kept his secret; and, at all events, his generous intentions would repair his offence.
Satisfied with himself, he retired to rest, and enjoyed a repose that visited not the pillow of the innocent Laura.
2
Scarcely had Hargrave quitted Laura, when her senses began to return, and with them an indefinite feeling of
danger and alarm. The blood gushing from her mouth and nostrils, she quickly revived to a full sense of her
situation, and instinctively endeavoured to quit a spot now so dark and lonely. Terror gave her strength to proceed.
Every path in her native woods was familiar to her: she darted through them with what speed she could command;
and, reckless of all danger but that from which she fled, she leapt from the projecting rocks, or gradually
descended from the more fearful declivities, by clinging to the trees which burst from the fissures; till, exhausted
with fatigue, she reached the valley, and entered the garden that surrounded her home. Here, supported no longer
by the sense of danger, her spirits utterly failed her; and she threw herself on the ground, without a wish but to
die.
From this state she was aroused by the voice of her father, who, on the outside of the fence, was inquiring of
one of the villagers, whether she had been seen. Wishing, she scarcely knew why, to escape all human eyes, she
rose, and, without meeting Captain Montreville, gained her own apartment. As she closed her door, and felt for a
moment the sense of security, which everyone experiences in the chamber which he calls his own,
“Oh!” cried she, “that I could thus shut out the base world forever.”
There was in Laura’s chamber one spot, which had, in her eyes, something of holy, for it was hallowed by the
regular devotions of her life. On it she had breathed her first infant prayer. There shone on her the eastern sun, as
she offered her morning tribute of praise. There first fell the shades of evening that invited her to implore the
protection of her God. On that spot she had so often sought consolation, so often found her chief delight, that it
was associated in her mInd with images of hope and comfort; and spnngIng towards it, she now almost
unconsciously dropped upon her knees.
While she poured forth her soul in prayer, her anguish softened into resignation; and with the bitter tears of
disappointment, those of gratitude mingled, while she thanked Him who, though He had visited her with
affliction, had preserved her from guilt. She rose, composed though wretched, resigned though hopeless; and,
when summoned to supper, had sufficient recollection to command her voice, while she excused herself on the
plea of a violent head-ache. Left to herself, she passed the sleepless night, now in framing excuses for her lover,
now in tormenting reflections on her mistaken estimate of his character; and in bitter regrets that what seemed so
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excellent should be marred with so foul a stain.
But Laura’s thoughts were so habitually the prelude to action, that, even in the severest conflict of her powers,
she was not likely to remain long in a state of ineffective meditation. “What ought I now to do,” was a question
which, from childhood, Laura had every hour habitually asked herself; and the irresistible force of the habit of
many years, brought the same question to her mind when she rose with the dawn.
With a heavy heart, she was obliged to confess, that delicacy, no less than prudence, must forbid all future
intercourse with Hargrave. But he had for some time been a constant visitor at the cottage, till excluded by the
increasing illness of Lady Harriet. He might now renew his visits, and how was it possible to prevent this? Should
she now refuse to see him, her father must be made acquainted with the cause of such a refusal, and she could not
doubt that the consequences would be such as she shuddered to think of.
She groaned aloud as the horrid possibility occurred to her, that her father might avenge her wrongs at the
expense of his virtue and his life—become for her sake a murderer, or fall by a murderer’s hand. She instantly
resolved to conceal forever the insult she had received; and to this resolution she determined that all other
circumstances should bend. Yet should she receive Colonel Hargrave as formerly, what might he not have the
audacity to infer? How could she make him fully sensible of her indignant feelings, yet act such a part as might
deceive the penetration of her father?
Act a part!—deceive her father!
Laura’s thoughts were usually clear and distinct; and there was something in this distinct idea of evasions and
deceit, that sickened her very soul. This was the first system of concealment that had ever darkened her fair and
candid mind; and she wept bitterly when she convinced herself, that from such conduct there was no escape.
She sat lost in these distressing reflections, till the clock struck the hour of breakfast; then recollecting that she
must not suffer her appearance to betray her, she ran to her glass, and, with more interest than she had perhaps
ever before felt in the employment, proceeded to dress her countenance to advantage. She bathed her swollen
eyes, shaded them with the natural ringlets of her dark hair, rubbed her wan cheeks till their colour returned, and
then entered the parlour with an overacted gaiety that surprised Captain Montreville.
“I scarcely expected,” said he, “to see you so very animated, after being so ill as to go to rest last night, for the
first time in your life, without your father’s blessing.”
Laura, instantly sensible of her mistake, colouring, stammered something of the cheering influence of the
morning air; and then meditating on a proper medium in her demeanour, sunk into so long a silence, as Captain
Montreville could not have failed to remark, had not his attention been diverted by the arrival of the newspaper,
which he continued to study till breakfast was ended, when Laura gladly retired to her room.
Though the understanding of Laura was above her years, she had not escaped a mistake common to the youth
of both sexes, when smarting under a recent disappointment in love—the mistake of supposing, that all the
interest of life is, with respect to them, at an end, and that their days must thenceforth bring only a dull routine of
duties without incitement, and of toils without hope. But the leading principle of Laura’s life was capable of
giving usefulness, and almost respectability, even to her errors; and the gloom of the wilderness, through which
her path seemed to lie, only brightened, by contrast, the splendour that lay beyond.
“The world,” thought she, “has now nothing to offer that I covet, and little to threaten that I fear. What then
remains but to do my duty, unawed by its threatenings, unbribed by its joys. Ere this cloud darkened all my
earthly prospects, I was not untaught, though I had too much forgotten the lesson, that it was not for pastime I was
sent hither. I am here as a soldier, who strives in an enemy’s land; as one who must run—must wrestle—must
strain every nerve—exert every power, nor once shrink from the struggle till the prize is my own. Nor do I live for
myself alone. I have a friend to gratify—the poor to relieve—the sorrowful to console—a father’s age to comfort
—a God to serve. And shall selfish feeling disincline me to such duties as these? No, with more than seeming
cheerfulness, I will perform them all. I will thank Heaven for exempting me from the far heavier task of
honouring and obeying a profligate.”
A profligate! Must she apply such a name to Hargrave. The enthusiasm of the moment expired at the word, and
the glow of virtuous resolution faded to the paleness of despondency and pain.
*
From a long and melancholy reverie, Laura was awakened by the sound of the garden gate, and she perceived
that it was entered by Colonel Hargrave. Instinctively she was retreating from the window, when she saw him
joined by her father; and, trembling lest candour was about to confess, or inadvertence to betray, what she so
much wished to conceal, she continued with breathless anxiety to watch their conference.
Though Colonel Hargrave was certainly one of the best bred men in the kingdom, and, of consequence,
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entirely divested of the awkwardness of mauvaise honte,\fn{False modesty} it must be confessed, that he entered the
presence of the father of Laura with rather less than his accustomed ease; but the cordial salutaton of Captain
Montreville banishing all fear that the lady had been too communicative, our lover proceeded, without any
remaining embarrassment, to unfold the purpose of his visit. Nor could anyone have conjectured, from the courtly
condescension of the great man, that he conceived he was bestowing a benefit; nor from the manly frankness of
the other, that he considered himself as receiving a favour.
Not but that the Colonel was in full possession of the pleasures of conscious generosity and condescension. So
complete, indeed, was his self-approbation, that he doubted not but his present magnanimous resolve would efface
from the mind of Laura all resentment for his offence. Her displeasure he thought would be very short lived, if he
were able to convince her that his fault was not premeditated. This he conceived to be an ample excuse, because
he chose to consider the insult he had offered, apart from the base propensities, the unbridled selfishness which it
indicated. As Laura had so well concealed his indiscretion, he was too good a politician himself to expose it; and
he proceeded to make such offers in regard to settlements, as suited the liberality of his character.
Captain Montreville listened with undisguised satisfaction to proposals apparently so advantageous to his
beloved child; but, while he expressed his entire approbation of the Colonel’s suit, regard to feminine decorum
made him add, “that he was determined to put no constraint on the inclinations of his daughter.” The Colonel felt
a strong conviction, that no constraint would be necessary: nevertheless, turning a neat period, importing his
willingness to resign his love, rather than interfere with the happiness of Miss Montreville, he closed the
conference, by entreating that the Captain would give him an immediate opportunity of learning his fate from the
lips of the fair Laura herself.
Laura had continued to follow them with her eyes, till they entered the house together; and the next minute
Captain Montreville knocked at her door.
“If your headache is not quite gone,” said he, with a significant smile, “I will venture to recommend a
physician. Colonel Hargrave is waiting to prescribe for you; and you may repay him in kind, for he tells me he has
a case for your consideration.”
Laura was on the point of protesting against any communication with Colonel Hargrave; but instantly
recollecting the explanation that would be necessary, “I will go to him this instant,” she exclaimed with an
eagerness that astonished her father.
“Surely, you will first smooth these reddish locks of yours,” said he, fondly stroaking his hand over her dark
auburn hair. “I fear so much haste may make the Colonel vain.”
Laura coloured violently; for, amidst all her fears of a discovery, she found place for a strong feeling of
resentment, at the easy security of forgiveness that seemed intimated by a visit so immediately succeeding the
offence. Having employed the few moments she passed at her toilette in collecting her thoughts, she descended to
the parlour, fully resolved to give no countenance to the hopes her lover might have built on her supposed
weakness. The Colonel was alone; and as she opened the door, eagerly advanced towards her.
“My adored Laura,” cried he, “this condescension—.”
Had he stayed to read the pale, but resolute countenance of his “adored” Laura, he would have spared his
thanks for her condescension. She interrupted him.
“Colonel Hargrave,” said she, with imposing seriousness, “I have a request to make to you. Perhaps the peace
of my life depends upon your compliance.”
“Ah, Laura! what request can I refuse, where I have so much to ask?”
“Promise me, that you will never make known to my father—that you will take every means to conceal from
him the”—she hesitated—“the—our meeting last night,” she added, rejoiced to have found a palliative expression
for her meaning.
“Oh! dearest Laura! forget it; think of it no more.”
“Promise - promise solemnly. If indeed,” added she shuddering, while an expression of anguish crossed her
features, “if indeed promises can weigh with such a one as you.”
“For pity’s sake, speak not such cutting words as those.”
“Colonel Hargrave, will you give me your promise?”
“I do promise—solemnly promise. Say, but that you forgive me.”
“I thank you, Sir, for so far ensuring the safety of my father, since he might have risked his life to avenge the
wrongs of his child. You cannot be surprised, if I now wish to close our acquaintance, as speedily as may be
consistent with the concealment so unfortunately necessary.”
Impatient to conclude an interview which tasked her fortitude to the utmost, Laura was about to retire.
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Hargrave seized her hand.
“Surely, Laura, you will not leave me thus. You cannot refuse forgiveness to a fault caused by intemperate
passion alone. The only atonement in my power, I now come to offer: my hand—my fortune—my future rank.”
The native spirit, and wounded delicacy of Laura, flashed from her eyes, while she replied:
“I fear, Sir, I shall not be suitably grateful for your generosity, while I recollect the alternative you would have
preferred.”
This was the first time that Laura had ever appeared to her lover, other than the tender, the timid girl. From this
character she seemed to have started at once into the high-spirited, the dignified woman; and, with a truly
masculine passion for variety, Hargrave thought he had never seen her half so fascinating.
“My angelic Laura,” cried he, as he knelt before her, “lovelier in your cruelty, suffer me to prove to you my
repentance—my reverence—my adoration; suffer me to prove them to the world, by uniting our fates forever.”
“t is fit the guilty should kneel,” said Laura, turning away, “but not to their fellow mortals. Rise, Sir, this
homage to me is but mockery.”
“Say, then, that you forgive me; say, that you will accept the tenderness, the duty of my future life.”
“What! rather than control your passions, will you now stoop to receive as your wife, her whom so lately you
thought vile enough for the lowest degredation? Impossible! yours I can never be. Our views, our principles, are
opposite as light and darkness. How shall I call heaven to witness the prostitution of its own ordinances? How
shall I ask the blessing of my Maker, on my union with a being at enmity with him?”
“Good heavens, Laura, will you sacrifice to a punctilio—to a fit of Calvinistic enthusiasm, the peace of my
life, the peace of your own? You have owned that you love me—I have seen it—delighted seen it a thousand
times—and will you now desert me for ever?”
“I do not act upon punctilio,” returned Laura calmly; “I believe I am no enthusiast. What have been my
sentiments, is now of no importance; to unit myself with vice would be deliberate wickedness— to hope for
happiness from such an union would be desperate folly.”
“Dearest Laura, bound by your charms, allured by your example, my reformation would be certain, my virtue
secure.”
“Oh, hope it not! Familiar with my form, my only hold on your regard, you would neglect, forsake, despise
me; and who should say that my punishment was not just.”
“And will you then,” cried Hargrave, in an agony, “will you then cut me off forever? Will you drive me for
ever from your heart?”
“I have now no choice—leave me—forget me—seek some woman less fastidious; or rather endeavour, by your
virtues, to deserve one superior far. Then honoured, beloved, as a husband, as a father …”
The fortitude of Laura failed before the picture of her fancy, and she was unable to proceed. Determined to
conceal her weakness from Hargrave, she broke from him, and hurried towards the door; but, melting into
tenderness at the thought that this interview was perhaps the last, she turned.
“Oh, Hargrave,” she cried, clasping her hands as in supplication, “have pity on yourself—have pity on me—
forsake the fatal path on which you have entered, that, though forever torn from you here, I may yet meet you in a
better world.”
She then darted from the room, leaving her lover in dumb amazement, at the conclusion of an interview so
different from his expectations. For the resentment of Laura he had been prepared; but upon her determined
refusal, he had never calculated, and scarcely could he now admit the reality. Could he give her credit for the
professed motive of her rejection? Colonel Hargrave had nothing in himself that made it natural for him to
suppose passion sacrificed to reason and principle. Had he then deceived himself—had she never really loved
him?
The suggestion was too mortifying to be admitted. Had resentment given rise to her determination? She had
spoken from the first with calmness, at last with tenderness. Was all this but a scene of coquetry, designed to
enhance her favours? The simple, the noble, the candid Laura guilty of coquetry? Impossible!
While these thoughts darted with confused rapidity through his mind, one idea alone was distinct and
permanent—Laura had rejected him. This thought was torture. Strong resentment mingled with his anguish; and
to inflict, on the innocent cause of it, pangs answering to those he felt, would have afforded to Hargrave the
highest gratification. Though his passion for Laura was the most ardent of which he was capable, its effects, for
the present, more resembled those of the bitterest hatred. That she loved him, he would not allow himself to
doubt; and, therefore, he concluded that neglect would inflict the surest, as well as the most painful wound.
Swearing that he would make her feel it at her heart’s core, he left the cottage, strode to the village inn, surlily
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ordered his horses, and, in a humour compounded of revenge, impatient passion, and wounded pride, returned to
his quarters at ——. His scheme of revenge had all the success that such schemes usually have or deserve; and
while, for one whole week, he deigned not, by visit or letter, to notice his mistress, the real suffering which he
inflicted, did not exactly fall on her for whom he intended the pain.
3
To an interview which he presumed would be as delightful as interesting, Captain Montreville chose to give no
interruption; and therefore he had walked out to superintend his hay-making. But, after staying abroad for two
hours, which he judged a reasonable length for a tête-à-tête, he returned, and was a little surprised to find that the
Colonel was gone. Though he entertained not a doubt of the issue of the conference, he had some curiosity to
know the particulars, and summoned Laura to communicate them.
“Well, my love,” said he, as the conscious Laura shut the parlour door, “is Colonel Hargrave gone?”
“Long ago, Sir.”
“I thought he would have waited my return.” Laura made no answer.
“When are we to see him again?” Laura did not know.
“Well, well,” said Captain Montreville, a little impatiently, “since the Colonel is gone without talking to me, I
must just hear from you what it is you have both determined on.” Laura trembled in every limb.
“I knew,” said she, without venturing to lift her eye, “that you would never sacrifice your child to rank or
fortune; and therefore I had no hesitation in refusing Colonel Hargrave.”
Captain Montreville started back with astonishment.
“Refuse Colonel Hargrave?” cried he. “Impossible—you cannot be in earnest.”
Laura, with much truth, assured him that she never in her life had been more serious. Captain Montreville was
thunderstruck. Surprise for a few moments kept him silent. At last recovering himself,
“Why, Laura,” said he, “what objection could you possibly make to Hargrave? He is young, handsome,
accomplished, and has shown such generosity in his choice of you—”
“Generosity! Sir,” repeated Laura.
“Yes; it was generous in Colonel Hargrave, who might pretend to the first woman in the kingdom, to think of
offering to share his fortune and his rank with you, who have neither.” Laura’s sentiments on this subject did not
exactly coincide with her father’s, but she remained silent while he continued:
“I think I have a right to hear your objections, for I am entirely at a loss to guess them. I don’t indeed know a
fault Hargrave has, except perhaps a few gallantries; which most girls of your age think a very pardonable error.”
A sickness, as of death, seized Laura; but she answered steadily,
“Indeed, Sir, the Colonel’s views are so different from mine—his dispositions so very unlike—so opposite, that
nothing but unhappiness could possibly result from such an union. But,” added she, forcing a languid smile, “we
shall, if you please, discuss all this tomorrow; for, indeed, today, I am unable to defend my own case with you. I
have been indisposed all day.”
Captain Montreville looked at Laura, and, in the alarm which her unusual paleness excited, lost all sense of the
disappointment she had just caused him. He threw his arm tenderly round her—supported her to her own
apartment—begged she would try to rest, ran to seek a cordial for his darling; and then, fearing that the dread of
his displeasure should add to her disorder, hastened back to assure her that, though her happiness was his dearest
concern, he never meant to interfere with her judgment of the means by which it was to be promoted. Tears of
affectionate gratitude burst from the eyes of Laura.
“My dear kind feather,” she cried, “let me love—let me please you—and I ask no other earthly happiness.”
Captain Montreville then left her to rest; and, quite exhausted with illness, fatigue, and sorrow, she slept
soundly for many hours.
*
The Captain spent most of the evening ruminating on the occurrence of the day; nor did his meditations at all
diminish his surprize at his daughter’s unaccountable rejection of his favourite. He recollected many instances in
which he thought he had perceived her partiality to the Colonel; he perplexed himself in vain to reconcile them
with her present behaviour. He was compelled at last to defer his conclusions till Laura herself should solve the
difficulty. The subject was, indeed, so vexatious to him, that he longed to have his curiosity satisfied, in order
finally to dismiss the affair from his mind.
Laura had long been accustomed, when assailed by any adverse circumstance, whether more trivial or more
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important, to seize the first opportunity of calmly considering how far she had herself contributed to the disaster;
and, as nothing is more hostile to good humour than an ill-defined feeling of self-reproach, the habit was no less
useful to the regulation of our heroine’s temper, than to her improvement in the rarer virtues of prudence and
candour. Her first waking hour, except that which was uniformly dedicated to a more sacred purpose, she now
employed in strict and impartial self-examination. She endeavoured to call to mind every part of her behaviour to
Colonel Hargrave, lest her own conduct might have seemed to countenance his presumption.
But in vain. She could not recall a word, a look, even a thought, that could have encouraged his profligacy.
“Yet why should I wonder,” she exclaimed, “if he expected that temptation might seduce, or weakness betray
me, since he knew me fallible, and of the Power by which I am upheld he thought not.”
Satisfied of the purity of her conduct, she next proceeded to examine its prudence: but here she found little
reason for self-congratulation. Her conscience, indeed, completely acquitted her of levity or forwardness, but its
charges of imprudence she could not so easily parry. Why had she admitted a preference for a man whose moral
character was so little known to her? Where slept her discretion, while she suffered that preference to strengthen
into passion? Why had she indulged in dreams of ideal perfection? Why had she looked for consistent virtue in a
breast where she had not ascertained that piety resided?
Had she allowed herself time for consideration, would she have forgotten that religion was the only foundation
strong enough to support the self-denying, the purifying virtues? These prudent reflections came, in part, too late;
for to love, Laura was persuaded she must henceforth be a stranger. But to her friendships, she conceived, that
they might be applicable; and she determined to make them useful in her future intercourse with her own sex; to
whom, perhaps, they may be applied even with more justice than to the other.
The mind of Laura had been early stored with just and rational sentiments. These were the bullion—but it was
necessary that experience should give the stamp that was to make them current in the ordinary business of life.
Had she called prudence to her aid, in the first stage of her acquaintance with the insinuating Hargrave, what
anguish would she not have spared herself. But if the higher wisdom is to foresee and prevent misfortune, the next
degree is to make the best of it when unavoidable; and Laura resolved that this praise at least should be hers.
Fortified by this resolution, she quitted her apartment, busied herself in her domestic affairs, met her father
almost with cheerfulness; and, when he renewed the subject of their last conversation, repeated, with such
composure, her conviction of the dissimilarity of Hargrave’s dispositions to her own, that Captain Montreville
began to believe that he had been mistaken in his opinion of her preference. Still, however, he could not account
for her rejection of an offer so unobjectionable; and he hinted a suspicion, that some of Hargrave’s gallantries had
been repeated to her, and perhaps with exaggeration.
With trembling lips, Laura assured him she had never heard the slightest insinuation against Colonel Hargrave.
Though Laura had little of romance in her composition, her father now began to imagine, that she allowed herself
to cherish the romantic dream, that sympathy of souls, and exactly concordant tastes and propensities, were
necessary to the happiness of wedded life. But Laura calmly declared, that her tastes were not inflexible; and that,
had she intended to marry, she should have found it an easy duty to conform them to those of her husband: but
that the thought of marriage was shocking to her, and she trusted no man would ever again think of her as a wife.
Montreville, who for once suspected his daughter of a little affectation, made no effort to combat this unnatural
antipathy, but trusted to time and nature for its cure.
As soon as her father left her, Laura, determined not to be brave by halves, began the painful task of destroying
every relic of Hargrave’s presence. She banished from her portfolio the designs he had made for her drawings,
destroyed the music from which he had accompanied her, and effaced from her books the marks of his pencil. She
had amused her solitary hours by drawing, in chalks, a portrait of features indelibly engraven on her recollection,
and her fortitude failed her when about to consign it to the flames.
“No,” she exlaimed, “I can never part with this. This, at least, I may love unreproved,” and she pressed it in
agony to her heart—inwardly vowing that no human being should fill its place.
But such thoughts as these could not linger in the reasonable mind of Laura. The next moment she blushed for
her weakness; and, casting away its last treasure, averted her eyes till the flames had consumed it to ashes.
“Now all is over,” she cried, as she threw herself into a chair and burst into tears. But, quickly wiping them
away, she resolved that she would not wilfully bind herself to the rack of recollection, and hastened to exert
herself in some of her ordinary employments.
Laura was aware that the cottage, where every walk, every shrub, every flower spoke of Hargrave, was a scene
unlikely to aid her purpose of forgetting him; and, therefore, she that evening proposed to her father that they
should pay their long promised visit to Mrs. Douglas. He readily consented. Their journey was fixed for the
139

following day, and Laura occupied herself in preparing for their departure, though with feelings far different from
the delight with which, a few days before, she would have anticipated a meeting with her early friend. …
221.196 Excerpt from Marriage\fn{by Susan Edmondstone Ferrier (1782-1854)} Edinburgh, Edinburgh, Scotland,
United Kingdom (F) 12
1
“Come hither, child,” said the old Earl of Courtland to his daughter, as, in obedience to his summons, she
entered his study; “come hither, I say; I wish to have some serious converation with you: so dismiss your dogs,
shut the door, and sit down here.”
Lady Juliana rang for the footman to take Venus; bade Pluto be quiet, like a darling, under the sofa; and, taking
Cupid in her arms, assured his Lordship he need fear no disturbance from the sweet creatures, and that she would
be all attention to his commands—kissing her cherished pug as she spoke.
“You are now, I think, seventeen, Juliana,” said his Lordship in a solemn important tone.
“And a half, papa.”
“It is therefore time you should be thinking of establishing yourself in the world. Have you ever turned your
thoughts that way?” Lady Juliana cast down her beautiful eyes, and was silent.
“As I can give yon no fortune,” continued the Earl, swelling with ill-suppressed importance, as he proceeded,
“you have perhaps no great pretensions to a very brilliant establishment.”
“Oh, none in the world, papa,” eagerly interrrupted Lady Juliana; “a mere competence with the ma n of my
heart.”
“The man of a fiddlestick!” exclaimed Lord Courtland in a fury; “what the devil have you to do with a heart, I
should like to know? There’s no talking to a young woman now about marriage, but she is all in a blaze about
hearts, and darts, and—and—
“But hark ye, child, I’ll suffer no daughter of mine to play the fool with her heart, indeed! She shall marry for
the purpoee for which matrimony was ordained amongst people of birth—that is, for the aggrandzement of her
family, the extending of their political influence—for becoming, in short, the depository of their mutual interest.
These are the only purposes for which persons of rank ever think of marriage. And pray, what has your heart to
say to that?”
“Nothing, papa,” replied Lady Juliana in a faint dejected tone of voice. “Have done, Cupid!” addressing her
favourite, who was amusing himself in pulling and tearing the beautiful lace veil that partly shaded the head of his
fair mistress.
“I thought not.” resumed the Earl in a triumphant tone—“I thought not, indeed.” And as this victory over his
daughter put him in unusual good humour, he condescended to sport a little with her curiosity.
“And pray, can this wonderful wise heart of yours inform you who it is you are going to obtain for a husband?”
Had Lady Juliana dared to utter the wishes of that heart she would have been at no loss for a reply, but she saw
the necessity of dissimulation, and after naming such of her admirers as were most indifferent to her, she declared
herself quite at a loss, and begged her father to put an end to her uspense.
“Now, what would you think of the Duke of L——” asked the Earl in a voice of half-smothered exultation and
delight.
“The Duke of L——” repeated Lady Juliana, with a scream of horror and surprise; “surely, papa, you cannot
be serious? Why, he’s red-haired and squints, and he’s as old as you.”
“If he were as old as the devil, and as ugly too,” interrtlpted the enraged Earl, “he should be your husband: and
may I perish if you shall have any other!” The youthful beauty burst into tears, while her father traversed the
apartment with an inflamed and wrathful visage.
“If it had been anybody but that odious Duke,” sobbed the lovely Juliana.
“If it had been anybody but that odious Duke,” repeated the Earl, mimicking her, “they should not have had
you. It has been my sole study, ever since I saw your brother settled, to bring about this alliance; and, when this is
accomplished, my utmost ambition will be satisfied. So no more whining—the affair is settled; and all that
remains for you to do is to study to make yourself agreeable to his Grace, and to sign the settlements. No such
mighty sacrifice, methinks, when repaid with a ducal coronet, the most splendid jewels, the finest equipages, and
the largest jointure\fn{Estate} of any woman in England.”
Lady Juliana raised her head, and wiped her eyes. Lord Courtland perceived the effect his eloquence had
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produced upon the childish fancy of his daughter, and continued to expatiate upon the splendid joys that awaited
her in a union with a nobleman of the Duke’s rank and fortune; till at length, dazzled, if not convinced, she
declared herself “satisfied that it was her duty to marry whoever papa pleased; but”—and a sigh escaped her as
she contrasted her noble suitor with her handsome lover—“but if I should marry him, papa, I am sure I shall never
be able to love him.”
The Earl smiled at her childish simplicity as he assured her that was not at all necessary; that love was now
entirely confined to the canaille;\fn{Rabble} that it was very well for ploughmen and dairymaids to marry for love;
but for a young woman of rank to think of such a thing was plebeian in the extreme!
Lady Juliana did not entirely subscribe to the arguments of her father; but the gay and glorious vision that
floated in her brain stifled for a while the pleadings of her heart; and with a sparkling eye and an elastic step she
hastened to prepare for the reception of the Duke.
*
For a few weeks the delusion lasted. Lady Juliana was flattered with the homage she received as a future
Duchess; she was delighted with the éclat\fn{Applause} that attended her, and charmed with the daily presents
showered upon her by her noble suitor.
“Well, really, Favolle,” said she to her maid, one day, as she clasped on her beautiful arm a resplendent
bracelet, “it must be owned the Duke has a most exquisite taste in trinkets; don’t you think so? And, do you know,
I don’t think him so very—very ugly. When we are married I mean to make him get a Brutus, cork his eyebrows,
and have a set of teeth.” But just then the smiling eyes, curling hair, and finely formed person of a certain
captivating Scotsman rose to view in her mind’s eye; and, with a peevish “Pshaw!” she threw the bauble aside.
Educated for the sole purpose of forming a brilliant establishment, of catching the eye, and captivating the
senses, the cultivation of her mind or the correction of her temper had formed no part of the system by which that
aim was to be accomplished. Under the auspices of a fashionable mother and an obsequious governess the
froward petulance of childhood, fostered and strengthened by indulgence and submission, had gradually ripened
into that selfishness and caprice which now, in youth, formed the prominent features of her character. The Earl
was too much engrossed by affairs of importance to pay much attention to anything so perfectly insignificant as
the mind of his daughter. Her person he had predetermined should be entirely at his disposal, and therefore
contemplated with delight the uncommon beauty which already distinguished it; not with the fond partiality of
parental love, but with the heartless satisfaction of a crafty politician.
The mind of Lady Juliana was consequently the sport of every passion that by turns assailed it. Now swayed
by ambition, and now softened by love, the struggle was violent, but it was short. A few days before the one
which was to seal her fate she granted an interview to her lover, who, young, thoughtless, and enamoured as
herself, easily succeeded in persuading her to elope with him to Scotland. There, at the altar of Vulcan, the
beautiful daughter of the Earl of Courtland\fn{ The shire of Courtland lies on the Scottish border:H } gave her hand to her
handsome but penniless lover; and there vowed to immolate every ambitious desire, every sentiment of vanity and
high-born pride.
Yet a sigh arose as she looked on the filthy hut, sooty priest, and ragged witnesses; and thought of the special
license, splendid saloon, and bridal pomp that would have attended her union with the Duke. But the rapturous
expressions which burst from the impassioned Douglas made her forget the gaudy pleasures of pomp and fashion.
Amid the sylvan scenes of the neighbouring lakes the lovers sought a shelter; and, mutually charmed with each
other, time flew for a while on downy pinions.
At the end of two months, however, the enamoured husband began to suspect that the lips of his “angel Julia”
could utter very silly things; while the fond bride, on her part, discovered that though her “adored Henry’s” figure
was symmetry itself, yet it certainly was deficient in a certain air—a je ne sais quoi\fn{An indefinable quality,
especially of personality}—that marks the man of fashion.
“How I wish I had my pretty Cupid here,” said her Ladyship, with a sigh, one day as she lolled on a sofa: “he
had so many pretty tricks, he would have helped to amuse us, and make the time pass; for really this place grows
very stupid and tiresome; don’t you think so, love?”
“Most confoundedly so, my darling,” replied her husband, yawning sympathetically as he spoke.
“Then suppose I make one more attempt to soften papa, and be received into favour again?”
“With all my heart.”
“Shall I say I’m very sorry for what I have done?” asked her Ladyship, with a sigh. “You know I did not say
that in my first letter.”
“Ay, do; and, if it will serve any purpose, you may say that I am no less so.”
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In a few days the letter was returned, in a blank cover; and, by the same post, Douglas saw himself superseded
in the Gazette, being absent without leave! There now remained but one course to pursue; and that was to seek
refuge at his father’s, in the Highlands of Scotland.
At the first mention of it Lady Juliana was transported with joy, and begged that a letter might be instantly
dispatched, contaiing the offer of a visit: she had heard the Duchess of M. declare nothing could be so delightful
as the style of living in Scotland: the people were so frank and gay, and the manners so easy and engaging—oh! it
was delightful! And then Lady Jane G. and Lady Mary L., and a thouseand other lords and ladies she knew, were
all so charmed with the country, and all so sorry to leave it. Then dear Henry’s family must be so charming: an old
castle, too, was her delight; she would feel quite at home while wandering through its long galleries; and she quite
loved old pictures, and armour, and tapestry; and then her thoughts reverted to her fathers magnificent mansion in
D——shire.
At length an answer arrived, containing a cordia1 invitation from the old Laird to spend the winter with them
at Glenfern Castle.
All impatience to quit the scenes of their short-lived felicity, they bade a hasty adieu to the now fading beauties
of Windermere; and, full of hope and expectation, eagerly turned towards the bleak hills of Scotland. They
stopped for a short time at Edinburgh, to provide themselves with a carriage, and some other necessaries. There,
too, she fortunately met with an English Abigail and footman, who, for double wages, were prevailed upon to
attend her to the Highlands; which, with the addition of two dogs, a tame squirrel, and mackaw, completed the
establishment.
2
Many were the dreary muirs and ragged mountains her Ladyship had to encounter in her progress to Glenfern
Castle; and, but for the hope of the new world that awaited her beyond those formidable barriers, her delicate
frame and still more sensitive feelings must have sunk beneath the horrors of such a journey. But she remembered
the Duchess had said the inns and roads were execrable; and the face of the country, as well as the lower orders of
people, frightful; but what signified those things? There were balls, and sailing parties, and rowing matches, and
shooting parties, and fishing parties, and parties of every description; and the certainty of being recompensed by
the festivities of Glenfern Castle, reconciled her to the ruggedness of the approach.
Douglas had left his paternal home and native hills when only eight years of age. A rich relation of his
mother’s happening to visit them at that time, took a fancy to the boy; and, under promise of making him his heir,
had prevailed on his parents to part with him. At a proper age he was placed in the Guards, and had continued to
maintain himself in the favour of his benefactor until his imprudent marriage, which had irritated this old bachelor
so much that he instantly disinherited him, and refused to listen to any terms of reconciliation.
The impressions which the scenes of his infancy had left upon the mind of the young Scotsman, it may easily
be supposed, were of a pleasing description. He expatiated to his Juliana on the wild but august scenery that
surrounded his father’s castle, and associated with the idea the boyish exploits, which though faintly remembered,
still served to endear them to his heart. He spoke of the time when he used to make one of a numerous party on
the lake, and, when tired of sailing on its glassy surface to the sound of soft music they would land at some lovely
spot and, after partaking of their banquet beneath a spreading tree, conclude the day by a dance on the grass. Lady
Juliana would exclaim,
“How delightful! I dote upon picnics and dancing!—apropos,\fn{At an appropriate time} Henry, there will surely
be a ball to welcome our arrival?”
The conversation was interrupted; for just at that moment they had gained the summit of a very high hill, and
the post-boy, stopping to give his horses breath, turned round to the carriage, pointing at the same time, with a
significant gesture, to a tall thin gray house, something resembling a tower, that stood in the vale beneath. A small
sullen-looking lake was in front, on whose banks grew neither tree nor shrub. Behind rose a chain of rugged
cloud-capped hills, on the declivities of which were some faint attempts at young plantations; and the only level
ground consisted of a few dingy turnip fields, enclosed with stone walls, or dykes, as the post-boy called them.
It was now November; the day was raw and cold; and a thick drizzling rain was beginning to fall A dreary
stillness reigned all around, broken only at intervals by the screams of the sea-fowl that hovered over the lake, on
whose dark and troubled waters was dimly descried a little boat, plied by one solitary being.
“What a scene!” at length Lady Juliana exclaimed, shuddering as she spoke. “Good God, what a scene! How I
pity the unhappy wretches who are doomed to dwell in such a place! and yonder hideous grim house—it makes
me sick to look at it. For Heaven’s sake, bid him drive on.” Another significant look from the driver made the
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colour mount to Douglas’s cheek, as he stammered out,
“Surely it can’t be; yet somehow I don’t know. Pray, my lad,” letting down one of the glasses, and addressing
the post-boy, “what is the name of that house?”
“Hoose!” repeated the driver; “ca’ ye thon a hoose? Thon’s gude Glenfern Castle.”
Lady Juliana, not understanding a word he laid, sat silently wondering at her husband’s curiosity respecting
such a wretched-looking place.
“Impossible! You must be mistaken, my lad: why, what’s become of all the fine wood that used to surround
it?”
“Gin you mean a wheen auld firs, there’s some o’ them to the fore yet,” pointing to two or three tall, bare,
scathed Scotch firs, that scarcely bent their stubborn heads to the wind, that now began to howl around them.
“I insist upon it that you are mistaken; you must have wandered from the right road,” cried the now alarmed
Douglas in a loud voice, which vainly attempted to conceal his agitation.
“We’ll shune see that,” replied the phlegmatic Scot, who, having rested his horses and affixed a drag to the
wheel, was about to proceed, when Lady Juliana, who now began to have some vague suspicion of the truth,
called to him to stop and, almost breathless with alarm, inquired of her husband the meaning of what had passed.
He tried to force a smile, as he said,
“It seems our journey is nearly ended; that fellow persists in asserting that that is Glenfern, though I can
scarcely think it. If it is, it is strangely altered since I left it twelve years ago.”
For a moment Lady Juliana was too much alarmed to make a reply; pale and speechless, she sank back in the
carriage; but the motion of it, as it began to proceed, roused her to a sense of her situation, and she burst into tears
and exclamations.
The driver, who attributed it all to fears at descending the hill, assured her she need “na be the least feared, for
there were na twa cannier beasts atween that and Johnny Groat’s hoose; and that they wad ha’e her at the castle
door in a crack, gin they were anee down the brae.”\fn{ There are no open quotes in the text before me; the placing is my own,
on the assumtion that only one open quote is involved:H}
Douglas’s attempts to soothe his high-born bride were not more successful than those of the driver: in vain he
made use of every endearing epithet and tender expression, and recalled the time when she used to declare that
she could dwell with him in a desert; her only replies were bitter reproaches and upbraidings for his treachery and
deceit, mingled with floods of tears, and interrupted by hysterical sobs. Provoked at her folly, yet softened by her
extreme distress, Douglas was in the utmost state of perplexity—now ready to give way to a paroxysm of rage;
then yielding to the natural goodness of his heart, he sought to soothe her into composure; and, at length, with
much difficulty succeeded in changing her passionate indignation into silent dejection.
That no fresh objects of horror or disgust might appear to disturb this calm, the blinds were pulled down, and
in this state they reached Glenfern Castle. But there the friendly veil was necessarily withdrawn, and the first
object that presented itself to the high-bred Englishwoman was an old man clad in a short tartan coat and striped
woollen night-cap, with blear eyes and shaking hands, who vainly strove to open the carriage door.
Douglas soon extricated himself, and assisted his lady to alight; then accosting the venerable domestic as “Old
Donald,” asked him if he recollected him.
“Weel that, weel that, Maister Hairy, and ye’re welcome hame; and ye tu, bonny sir\fn{ A note reads: The
Highlanders use this term of respect indifferently to both sexes } (addressing Lady Juliana, who was calling to her footman to
follow her with the mackaw); then, tottering before them, he led the way, while her Ladyship followed, leaning on
her husband, her sqairrel on her other arm, preceded by her dogs, barking with all their might, and attended by the
mackaw, screaming with all his strength; and in this state was the Lady Juliana ushered into the drawing-room of
Glenfern Castle!
3
It was a long, narrow, low-roofed room, with a number of small windows, that admitted feeble lights in every
possible direction. The scanty furniture bore every appearance of having been constructed at the same time as the
edifice; and the friendship thus early formed still seemed to subsist as the high-backed worked chairs adhered
most pertinaciously to the gray walls, on which hung, in narrow black frames, some of the venerable ancestors of
the Douglas family. A fire, which appeared to have been newly kindled, was beginning to burn, but, previous to
showing itself in flame, had chosen to vent itself in smoke, with which the room was completely filled, and the
open windows seemed to produce no other effect than that of admitting the rain and wind.
At the entrance of the strangers a flock of females rushed forward to meet them. Douglas good humouredly
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submitted to be hugged by three long-chinned spinsters, whom he recognised as his aunts; and warmly saluted
five awkward purple girls he guessed to be his sisters; while Lady Juliana stood the image of despair, and,
scarcely conscious, admitted in silence the civilities of her new relations; till, at length, sinking into a chair, she
endeavoured to conceal her agitation by calling to the dogs, and caressing her mackaw.
The Laird, who had been hastily summoned from his farming operations, now entered. He was a good- looking
old man, with something the air of a gentleman, in spite of the inelegance of his dress, his rough manner, and
provincial accent. After warmly welcoming his son, he advanced to his beautiful daughter-in-law, and, taking her
in his arms, bestowed a loud and hearty kiss on each cheek; then, observing the paleness of her complexion, and
the tears that swam in her eyes, “What! not frightened for our Hieland hills, my leddy? Come, cheer up—trust me,
ye’ll find as warm hearts among them as ony ye ha’e left in your fine English policies”—shaking her delicate
fingers in his hard muscular gripe as he spoke.
The tears, which had with difficulty been hitherto suppressed, now burst in torrents from the eyes of the highbred beauty, as she leant her cheek against the back of a chair, and gave way to the anguish which mocked control
To the loud, anxious inquiries, and oppressive kindness of her homely relatives, she made no reply; but stretching
out her hands to her husband, sobbed,
“Take, oh, take me from this place!”
Mortified, ashamed, and provoked, at a behaviour so childish and absurd, Douglas could only stammer out
something about Lady Juliana having been frightened and fatigued; and, requesting to be shown to their
apartment, he supported her almost lifeless to it, while his aunts followed, all three prescribing different remedies
in a breath.
“For heaven’s sake, take them from me!” faintly articulated Lady Juliana, as she shrank from the many hands
that were alternately applied to her pulse and forehead.
After repeated entreaties and plausible excuses from Douglas, his aunts at length consented to withdraw, and
he then exerted all the rhetoric he was master of to reconcile his bride to the situation love and necessity had
thrown her into. But in vain he employed reasoning, caresses, and threats; the only answer he could extort were
tears and entreaties to be taken from a place where she declared she felt it impossible to exist.
“If you wish my death, Harry,” said she, in a voice almost inarticulate from excess of weeping, “oh! kill me
quickly, and do not leave me to linger out my days, and perish at last with misery here.”
“For heaven's sake, tell me what you would have me do,” said her husband, softened to pity by her extreme
distress, “and I swear that in everything possible I will comply with your wishes.”
“Oh, fly then, stop the horses, and let us return immediately. Do run, dearest Harry, or they will be gone; and
we shall never get away from this odious place.”
“Where would you go?” asked he, with affected calmness.
“Oh, anywhere; no matter where, so as we do but get away from hence: we can be at no loss.”
“None in the world,” interrupted Douglas, with a bitter smile, “so long as there is a prison to receive us. See,”
continued he, throwing a few shillings down on the table, “there is every sixpence I possess in the world, so help
me heaven!”
Lady Juliana stood aghast. At that instant the English Abigail burst into the room, and in a voice choking with
passion, she requested her discharge, that she might return with the driver who had brought them there.
“A pretty way of travelling, to be sure, it will be,” continued she, “to go bumping behind a dirty chaise-driver;
but better to be shook to a jelly altogether than stay amongst such a set of Oaten-toads.”\fn{A note reads: Hottentots}
“What do you mean?” inquired Douglas, as soon as the voluble Abigail allowed him an opportunity of asking.
“Why, my meaning, sir, is to leave this here place immediately; not that I have any objections either to my
Lady or you, sir; but, to be sure, it was a sad day for me that I engaged myself to her Ladyship. Little did I think
that a lady of distinction would be coming to such a poor pitiful place as this. I am sure I thought I should ha’
swooned when I was showed the hole where I was to sleep.”
At the bare idea of this indignity to her person the fury of the incensed fair one blazed forth with such strength
as to choke her utterance.
Amazement had hitherto kept Lady Juliana ailent; for to such scenes she was a stranger. Born in an elevated
rank, reared in state, accustomed to the most obsequious attention, and never approached but with the respect due
rather to a divinity than to a mortal, the strain of vulgar insolence that now assailed her was no less new to her ears
than shocking to her feelings. With a voice and look that awed the woman into obedience, she commanded her to
quit her presence forever; and then, no longer able to support the emotions of inlulted pride, wounded vanity, and
indignant disappointment, she gave way to a violent fit of hysterics.
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In the utmost perplenty the unfortunate husband by turns cursed the hour that had given him such a wife; now
tried to soothe her into composure; but at length, seriously alarmed at the increasing attack, he called loudly for
assistance.
In a moment the three aunts and the five sisters all rushed together into the room, full of wonder, exclamation,
and inquiry. Many were the remedies that were tried and the experiments that were suggested; and at length the
violence of passion exhausted itself, and a faint sob or deep sigh succeeded the hysteric scream.
Douglas now attempted to account for the behaviour of his noble spouse by ascribing it to the fatigue she had
lately undergone, joined to distress of mind at her father’s unrelenting severity towards her.
“Oh, the amiable creature!” interrupted the unsuspecting spinsters, almost stiffing her with their caresses as
they spoke:
“Welcome, a thousand times welcome, to Glenfern Castle,” said Miss Jacky, who was esteemed by much the
most sensible woman, as well as the greatest orator in the whole parish; “nothing shall be wanting, dearest Lady
Juliana, to compensate for a parent’s rigour, and make you happy and comfortable. Consider this as your future
home! My sisters and myself will be as mothers to you; and see these charming young creatures,” dragging
forward two tall frightened girls, with sandy hair and great purple arms; “thank Providence for having blest you
with such sisters!”
“Don’t speak too much, Jacky, to our dear niece at present,” said Miss Grizzy; “I think one of Lady
Maclaughlan’s composing draughts would be the best thing for her.”
“Composing draughts at this time of day!” cried Miss Nicky; “I should think a little good broth a much wiser
thing. There are some excellent family broth making below, and I’ll desire Tibby to bring a few.”
“Will you take a little soup, love?” asked Douglas.
His lady assented; and Miss Nicky vanished, but quickly re-entered, followed by Tibby, carrying a huge bowl
of coarse broth, swimming with leeks, greens, and grease. Lady Juliana attempted to taste it; but her delicate
palate revolted at the homely fare; ad she gave up the attempt, in spite of Miss Nicky’s, earnest entreaties to take a
few more of these excellent family broth.
“I should think,” said Henry, as he vainly attempted to stir it round, “that a little wine would be more to the
purpose than this stuff.”
The aunts looked at each other; and, withdrawing to a corner, a whispering consultation took place, in which
Lady Maclaughlan’s opinion, “birch, balm, currant, heating, cooling, running risks,” etc., etc., transpired. At
length the question was carried; and some tolerable sherry and a piece of very substantial shortbread were
produced. It was now voted by Miss Jacky, and carried nen. con. that her Ladyship ought to take a little repose till
the hour of dinner.
“And don’t trouble to dress,” continued the considerate aunt, “for we are not very dressy here; and we are to be
quite a charming family party, nobody but ourselves; and,” turning to her nephew, “your brother and his wife. She
is a most superior woman, though she has rather too many of her English prejudices yet to be all we could wish;
but I have no doubt, when she has lived a little longer amongst us, she will just become one of ourselves.
“I forget who she was,” said Douglas.
“A grand-daughter of Sir Duncan Malcolm’s, a very old family of the blood, and nearly allied to the present
Ear. And here they come,” exclaimed she, on hearing the sound of a carriage; and all rushed out to receive them.
“Let us have a glimpse of this scion from a noble stock,” said Lady Juliana, mimicking the accent of the poor
spinsters, as she rose and ran to the window.
“Good heavens, Henry! do come and behold this equipage;” and she laughed with childish glee as she pointed
to a plain, old-fashioned whisky, with a large top. A tall handsome young man now alighted, and lifted out a
female figure, so enveloped in a cloak that eyes less penetrating than Lady Juliana’s could not, at a single glance,
have discovered her to be a “frightful quiz”.
“Only conceive the effect of this dashing equipage in Bond Street!” continued she, redoubling her mirth at the
bright idea; then suddenly stopping, and sighing—“Ah, my pretty vis-à-vis!\fn{Counterpart} I remember the first
time I saw you, Henry, I was in it at a review”—and she sighed still deeper.
“True; I was then aid-de.camp to your handsome lover, the Duke of L——.”
“Perhaps I might think him handsome now. People’s tastes alter according to circumstances.”
“Yours must have undergone a wonderful revolution, if you can find charms in a hunchback of fifty- three.”
“He is not a hunchback,” returned her Ladyship warmly; “only a little high-shouldered; but at anyrate he has
the most beautiful place and the finest house in England.” Douglas saw the storm gathering on the brow of hia
capricious wife, and clasping her in his arms.
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“Are you indeed so changed, my Julia, that you have forgot the time when you used to declare you would
prefer a desert with your Henry to a throne with another.”
“No, certainly, not changed; but—I—I did not very well know then what a desert was; or, at least, I had formed
rather a different idea of it.”
“What was your idea of a desert?” said her husband, laughjng. “Do tell me, love.”
“Oh! I had fancied it a beautiful place, full of roses and myrtles, and smooth green turf, and murmuring
rivulets, and, though very retired, not absolutely out of the world; where one could occasionally see one’s friends,
and give dejeunés et fêtes champêtres.”
“Well, perhaps the time may come, Juliana, when we may realiae your Elysian deserts; but at present, you
know, I am wholly dependent on my father. I hope to prevail on him to do something for me; and that our stay
here will be short; as, you may be sure, the moment I can, I will take you hence. I am sensible it is not a situation
for you; but for my sake, dearest Juliana, bear with it for a while, without betraying your disgust. Will you do this,
darling?” and he kissed away the sullen tear that hung on her cheek.
“You know, love, there’s nothing in the world I wouldn’t do for you,” replied she, as she played with her
squirrel; “and as you promise our stay shall be short, if I don’t die of the horrors I shall certainly try to make the
agreeable. Oh! my cherub!” flying to her pug, who came barking into the room, “where have you been, and
where’s my darling Psyche, and sweet mackaw? Do, Harry, go and see after the darlings.”
“I must go and see my brother and his wife first. Will you come, love?”
“Oh, not now; I don’t feel equal to the encounter; besides, I must dress But what shall I do? Since that vile
woman’s gone I can’t dress myself. I never did such a thing in my life, and I am sure it’s impossible that I can,”
almost weeping at the hardships she was doomed to experience in making her own toilet.
“Shall I be your Abigail?” asked her husband, smiling at the distress; methinks it would be no difficult task to
deck my Ju1ia.”
“Dear Harry, will you really dress me? Oh! that will be delightful! I shall die with laughing at your
awkwardness;” and her beautiful eyes sparkled with childish delight at the idea.
“In the meantime,” said Douglaa, “I’ll send some one to unpack your things; and after I have shook hands with
Archie, and been introduced to my new sister, I shall enter on my office.”
“Now do, pray, make haste; for I die to see your great hands tying strings and sticking pins.”
Delighted with her gaiety and good humour, he left her caressing her favourites; and finding rather a acarcity
of female attendance, he despatched two of his sisters to assist his helpless beauty in her arrangements.
4
When Douglas returned he found the floor strewed with dresses of every description, his sisters on their knees
before a great trunk they were busied in unpacking, and his Lady in her wrapper, with her hair about her ears, still
amusing herself with her pets.
“See how good your sisters are,” said she, pointing to the poor girls, whose inflamed faces bore testimony to
their labours. “I declare I am quite sorry to see them take so much trouble,” yawning as she leant back in her
chair; “is it not quite shocking, Tommy?” kissing her squirrel.
“Oh I pray, Henry, do tell me what I am to put on; for I protest I don’t know. Favolle always used to choose for
me; and so did that odious Martin, for she had an exquisite taste.”
“Not so exquisite as your own, I am sure; so for once choose for yourself,” replied the good-humoured
husband; “and pray make haste, for my father waits dinner.”
Betwixt scolding, laughing, and blundering, the dress was at length completed; and Lady Juliana, in all the
pomp of dress and pride of beauty, descended, leaning on her husband’s arm.
On entering the. drawing-room, which was now in a more comfortable state, Douglas led her to a lady who
was sitting by the fire: and, placing her hand within that of the stranger,
“Juliana, my love,” said he, “this is a sister whom you have not yet seen, and with whom I am sure you
will.glad1y make acquaintance.”
The stranger received her noble sister with graceful ease; and, with a sweet smile and pleasing accent,
expressed herself happy in the introduction. Lady Juliana was surprised and somewhat disconcerted. She had
arranged her plans, and made up her mind to be condescending. she had resolved to enchant by her sweetness,
dazzle by her brilliancy, and overpower by her affability. But there was a simple dignity in the air and address of
the lady, before which even high-bred affectation sank abashed. Before she found a reply to the courteous yet
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respectful salutation of her sister-in-law Douglas introduced his brother; and the old gentleman, impatient at any
farther delay, taking Lady Juliana by the hand, pulled, rather than led her into the dining-room.
Even Lady Juliana contrived to make a meal of the roast mutton and moor fowl; for the Laird piqued himself
on the breed of his sheep, and his son was too good a sportsman to allow his friends to want for game.
“I think my darling Tommy would relish this grousse very much,” observed Lady Juliana, as she secured the
last remaining wing for her favourite.
“Bring him here!” turning to the tall, dashing lackey who stood behind her chair, and whose handsome livery
and well-dressed hair formed a striking contrast to old Donald’s tartan jacket and bob-rig.
“Come hither, my sweetest cherubs,” extending her arms towards the charming trio, as they entered, barking,
and chattering, and flying to their mistress. A scene of noise and nonsense ensued.
Douglas remained silent, mortified and provoked at the weakness of his wife, which not even the silver tones
of her voice or the elegance of her manners could longer conceal from him. But still there was a charm in her very
folly, to the eye of love, which had not yet wholly lost its power.
After the table was cleared, observing that he was still silent and abstracted, Lady Juliana turned to her
husband, and, laying her hand on his shoulder, “You are not well, love!” said she, looking up in hie face, and
shaking back the redundant ringlets that shaded her own.
“Perfectly so,” replied her husband, with a sigh.
“What” dull? Then I must sing to enliven you.” And, leaning her head on his shoulder, she warbled a verse of
the beautiful little Venetian air, La Biondina in Gondoletta. Then suddenly stopping, and fixing her eyes on Mrs.
Douglas,
“I beg pardon, perhaps you don’t like music; perhaps my singing’s a bore.”
“You pay us a bad compliment in saying so,” said her sister-in-law, smiling; “and the only atonement you can
make for such an injurious doubt is to proceed.“
“Does anybody sing here?” asked she, without noticing this request. “Do, somebody, sing me a song.”
“Oh! we all sing, and dance too,” said one of the old young ladies; “and after tea we will show you some of
our Scotch steps; but in the meantime Mrs. Douglas will favour us with her song.”
Mrs. Douglas assented good-humouredly, though aware that it would be rather a nice point to please all parties
in the choice of a song. The Laird reckoned all foreign music—i.e., everything that was not Scotch—an outrage
upon his ears; and Mrs. Douglas had too much taste to murder Scotch songs with her English accent. She
therefore compromised the matter as well as she could by selecting a Highland ditty clothed in her own native
tongue; and sang with much pathos and simplicity the lamented Leyden’s Fall of Macgregor:
In the vale of Glenorchy the night breeze was sighing
O’er the tomb where the ancient Macgregors are lying;
Green are their graves by their soft murmuring river,
But the name of Macgregor has perished forever.
On a red stream of light, by his gray mountains glancing,
Soon I beheld a dim spirit advancing:
Slow o’er the heath of the dead was its motion,
Like the shadow of mist o’er the foam of the ocean.
Like the sound or a stream through the still evening dying,
Stranger! who treads where Macgregor is lying?
Darest thou to walk, unappall’d and firm-hearted.
’Mid the shadowy steps of the mighty departed?
See! round thee the caves of the dead are disclosing
The shades that have long been in silence reposing;
Thro’ their forms dimly twinkles the moon-beam descending,
As upon thee their red eyes of wrath they are bending.
Our gray stones of fame though the heath-blossom cover.
Round the fields of our battles our spirits still hover;
Where we oft saw the streams running red from the mountains;
But dark are our forms by our blue native fountains.
For our fame melts away like the foam of the river,
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Like the last yellow leaves on the oak boughs that shiver:
The name is unknown of our fathers so gallant;
And our blood beats no more in the breasts of the valiant.
The hunter of red deer now ceases to number
The lonely gray stones on the field of our slumber.
Fly, stranger! and let not thine eye be reverted;
Why should’st thou see that our fame is departed!

“Pray, do you play on the harp?” asked the volatile lady, scarcely waiting till the first stanza was ended; “and,
apropos, have you a good harp here?”
“We’ve a very sweet spinnet,” said Miss Jacky, “which, in my opinion, is a far superior instrnment: and Bella
will give us a tune upon it. Bella, my dear, let Lady Juliana hear how well you can play.”
Bella, blushing like a peony rose, retired to a corner of the room, where stood the spinnet; and with great,
heavy, trembling hands, began to belabour the unfortunate instmment, while the aunts beat time, and encouraged
her to proceed with exclamations of admiration and applause.
“You have done very well, Bella,” said Mrs. Douglas, seeing her preparing to execute another piece, and
pitying the poor girl, as well as her anditors. Then whispering Miss Jacky that Lady Juliana looked fatigued, they
arose to quit the room.
“Give me your arm, love, to the drawing-room,” said her Ladyship languidly. “And now, pray, don’t be long
away,” continued she, as he placed her on the sofa, and returned to the gentlemen. …
5
The interval, which seemed of endless duration to the hapless Lady Juliana, was passed by the aunts in giving
sage counsel as to the course of life to be pursued by married ladies. Worsted stockings and quilted petticoats
were insisted upon as indispensable articles of dress; while it was plainly insinuated that it was utterly impossible
any child could be healthy whose mother had not confined her wishes to barley broth and oatmeal porridge.
“Only look at thae young lambs,” said Miss Grizzy, pointing to the five great girls; “see what pickters of health
they are! I’m sure I hope, my dear niece, your children will be just the same—only boys, for we are sadly in want
of boys. It’s melancholy to think we have not a boy among us, and that a fine auntient race like ours should be
dying away for want of male heirs.” And the tears streamed down the cheeks of the good spinster as she spoke.
The entrance of the gentlemen put a stop to the conversation. Flying to her husband, Lady Juliana began to
whisper, in very audible tones, her inquiries, whether he had yet got any money—when they were to go, away,
etc. etc.
“Does your Ladyship choose any tea?” asked Miss Nicky, as she disseminated the little cups of coarse black
liquid.
“Tea! oh no, I never drink tea. I’ll take some coffee though; and Psyche doats on a dish of tea.” And she
tendered the beverage that had been intended for herself to her favourite.
“Here’s no coffee,” said Douglas, surveying the tea-table; “but I will ring for some,” as he pulled the bell. Old
Donald answered the summons.
“Where’s the coffee!” demanded Miss Nicky.
“The coffee!” repeated the Highlander; “troth, Miss Nicky, an’ it’s been clean forgot.”
“Well, but you can get it yet?” said Douglas.
“’Deed, Maister Harry, the night’s owre far gane for’t noo; for the fire’s a’ ta’en up, ye see,” reckoning with his
fingers, as he proceeded; “there’s parritch makin’ for oor supper; and there’s patatees boiling for the beasts; and
—”
“I’ll see about it myself,” said Miss Nicky, leaving the room, with old Donald at her back, muttering all the
way. The old Laird, all this while, had been enjoying his evening nap; but, that now ended, and the tea equipage
being dismissed, starting up, he asked what they were about, that the dancing was not begun.
“Come, my Leddy, we’ll let the example,” snapping his fingers, and singing in a hoarse voice,
The mouse ia a merry beastie,
And the moudiwort wants the een;
But folk sall ne’er get wit,
Sae merry sa we twa ha’e been.
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“But whar’s the girlies?” cried he. “Ho! Belle, Becky, Betty, Baby, Beeny—to your posts!”
The young ladies, eager for the delights of music and dancing, now entered, followed by Coil, the piper,
dressed in the native garb, with cheeks seemingly ready blown for the occasion. After a little strutting and puffing,
the pipes were fairly set agoing in Coil’s most spirited manner. But vain would be the attempt to describe Lady
Julian’s horror and a.mazement a the hideous sounds that for the first time assailed her ear. Tearing herself from
the grasp of the old gentleman, who was just setting off in the reel, she flew shrieking to her husband, and threw
herself trembling into his arms, while he called loudly to the self-delighted Coil to stop.
“What’s the matter? What’s the matter?” cried the whole family, gathering round.
“Matter!” repeated Douglas furiously; “you have frightened Lady Juliana to death with your infernal music.
What did you mean,” turning fiercely to the a.stonished piper, “by blowing that confounded bladder?”
Poor Coil gaped with astonishment; for never before had his performance on the bagpipe been heard but with
admiration and applause.
“A bonny bargain, indeed, that canna stand the pipes,” said the old gentleman, as he went puffing up and down
the room. “She’s no the wife for a. Heelandman. Confoonded blather, indeed! By my faith, ye’re no blate!”
“I declare it’s the most distressing thing I ever met with,” sighed Miss Grizzy. “I wonder whether it could be
the sight or the sound of the bagpipe that frightened our dear niece. I wish to goodness Lady Maclaughlan was
here!”
“It’s impossible the bagpipe could frighten anybody,” said Miss Jacky, in a high key; “nobody with common
sense could be frightened at a bagpipe.”
Mrs. Douglas here mildly interposed, and soothed down the offended pride of the Highlanders by attributing
Lady Juliana’s agitation entirely to surprise. The word operated like a charm; all were ready to admit that it was a
surprising thing when heard for the first time. Miss Jacky remarked that we are all liable to be surprised; and the
still more sapient Grizzy said that, indeed, it was most surprising the effect that surprise had upon some people.
For her own part, she could not deny but that she was very often frightened when she was surprised.
Douglas, meanwhile, was employed in soothing the terrors, real or affected, of his delicate bride, who declared
herself so exhausted with the fatigue she had undergone, and the sufferings she had endured, that she must retire
for the night. Henry, eager to escape from the questions and remarks of his family, gladly availed himself of the
same excuse; and, to the infinite mortification of both aunts and nieces, the ball was broken up.
6
Of what nature were the remarks passed in the parlour upon the new married couple has not reached the writer
of these memoirs with as much exactness as the foregoing circumstances; but they may in part be imagined from
the sketch already given of the characters which formed the Glenfern party. The conciliatory indulgence of Mrs.
Douglas, when aided by the good-natured Miss Grizzy, doubtless had a favourable effect on the irritated pride but
short-lived acrimony of the old gentleman. Certain it is that, before the evening concluded, they appeared all
restored to harmony, and retired to their respective chambers in hopes of beholding a more propitious morrow.
Who has not perused sonnets, odes, and speeches in praise of that balmy blessing sleep; from the divine
effusions of Shakespeare down to the drowsy notes of newspaper poets? Yet cannot too much be said in its
commendation. Sweet is its influence on the careworn eyes to tears accustomed. In its arms the statesman forgets
his harassed thoughts; the weary and the poor are blessed with its charms; and conscience—even conscience—is
sometimes soothed into silence, while the sufferer sleeps. But nowhere, perhaps, is its influence more happily felt
than in the heart oppressed by the harassing accumulation of petty ills; like a troop of locusts, making up by their
number and their stings what they want in magnitude. Mortified pride in discovering the fallacy of our own
judgment; to be ashamed of what we love, yet still to love, are feelings most unpleasant; and though they assume
not the dignity of deep distress, yet philosophy has scarce any power to soothe their worrying, incessant
annoyance.
Douglas was glad to forget himself in sleep. He had thought a vast deal that day, and of unpleasant subjects,
more than the whole of his foregoing life would have produced. If he did not curse the fair object of his
imprudence, he at least cursed his own folly and himself; and these were his last waking thoughts. But Douglas
could not repose as long as the seven sleepers,\fn{ An allusion to the Seven Sleepers of Ephesus, seven young men who refused
to abjure their Christian faith and were walled up alive in a cave (250AD) by the order of the Roman Emperor Decius, fell asleep, and
awakened some 150-200 years later during the reign of Theodosius II (408-450), thinking they had slept but a single day:H } and, in
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consequence of having retired sooner to bed than he was accustomed to do, he waked at an early hour in the
morning.
The wonderful activity which people sometimes feel when they have little to do with their bodies, and less
with their minds, caused him to rise hastily and dress, hoping to pick up a new set of ideas by virtue of his
locomotive powers. On descending to the dining-parlour he found his father seated at the window, carefully
penning a pamphlet written to illustrate the principle, Let nothing be lost, and containing many sage and erudite
directions for the composition and dimensions of that ornament to a gentleman’s farmyard, and a cottager’s front
door, ycleped,\fn{Having the name of} in the language of the country, a midden—with the signification of which we
would not, for the world, shock the more refined feelings of our southern readers.
Many were the inquiries about dear Lady Juliana; hoped she had rested well; hoped they found the bed
comfortable, etc. etc. These inquiries were interrupted by the Laird, who requested his son to take a turn with him
while breakfast was getting ready, that they might talk over past events and new plans; that he might see the new
planting on the hill; the draining of the great moss; with other agricultural concerns which we shall omit, not
having the same power of commanding attention for our readers as the Laird had from his hearers.
After repeated summonses and many inquiries from the impatient party already assembled round the breakfast
table, Lady Juliana made her appearance, accompanied by her favourites, whom no persuasions of her husband
could prevail upon her to leave behind. As she entered the room her olfactory nerves were smote with gales, not
of “Araby the blest,” but of old cheese and herrings, with which the hospitable board was amply provided. The
ladies having severally exchanged the salutations of the morning, Mill Nicky commenced the operation of
pouring out tea, while the Laird laid a large piece of herring on her Ladyship’s plate.
“Good heavens! what am I to do with this?” exclaimed she. “Do take it away, or I shall faint!”
“Brother, brother!” cried Miss Grizzy in a tone of alarm, “I beg you won’t place any unpleasant object before
the eyes of our dear niece. I declare! Pray, was it the sight or the smell of the beast\fn{ A note reads: In Scotland
everything that flies and swims ranks in the bestial tribe } that shocked you so much, my dear Lady Juliana; I’m sure I wish
to goodness Lady Maclaughlan was come!”
Mr. Douglas, or the Major, as he was styled, immediately rose and pulled the bell.
“Desire my gig to be got ready directly!” said he.
The aunts drew up stiffly, and looked at each other without speaking; but the old gentleman expressed his
surprise that his son should think of leaving them so soon.
“May we inquire the reason of this sudden resolution?” at length said Miss Jacky in a tone of stifled
indignation.
“Certainly, if you are disposed to hear it; it is because I find that there is company expected.”
The three ladies turned up their hands and eyes in speechless horror.
“Is it that virtuous woman Lady Maclaughlan you would shun, nephew?” demanded Miss Jacky.
“It is that insufferable woman I would shun,”replied her nephew, with a heightened colour and a violence very
unusual with him. The good Miss Grizzy drew out her pocket-handkerchief, while Mrs. Douglas vainly
endeavoured to silence her husband, and avert the rising storm.
“Dear Douglas!” whispered his wife in a tone of reproach.
“Oh, pray let him go on,” said Miss Jacky, almost choking under the effort she made to appear calm. “Let him
go on. Lady Maclaughlan’s character, luckily, is far above the reach of calumny; thing that Mr. Archibald Douglas
can say will have power to change our opinions, or, I hope, to prejudice his brother and Lady Juliana against this
most exemplary, virtuous woman—a woman of family—of fortune—of talents—of accomplishments; a woman
of unblemished reputation—of the strictest morals, sweetest temper, charming heart, delightful spirits, so
charitable—every year gives fifty flannel petticoats to the old people of the parish—”
“Then such a wife as she is!” sobbed out Miss Grizzy. “She has invented I don’t know how many different
medicines for Sir Sampson’s complaint, and makes a point of his taking some of them every day; but for her I’m
sure he would have been in his grave long ago.”
“She’s doing all she can to send him there, as she has done many a poor wretch already, with her infernal
compositions.”
Here Miss Grizzy sank back in her chair, overcome with horror; and Miss Nicky let fall the teapot, the scalding
contents of which discharged themselves upon the unfortunate Psyche, whose yells, mingling with the screams of
its fair mistress, for a while drowned even Miss Jacky’s oratory.
“Oh, what shall I do?” cried Lady Juliana, as she bent over her favourite. “Do send for a surgeon; pray, Henry,
fly! Do fetch one directly, or she will die; and it would quite kill me to lose my darling. Do run, dearest Harry!”
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“My dear Julia, how can you be so absurd! There’s no surgeon within twenty miles of this. “
“No surgeon within twenty miles!” exclaimed she, starting up. “How could you bring me to such a place?
Good God! those dear creatures may die—I may die myself—before I can get any assistance!”
“Don’t be alarmed, my dearest niece,” said the good Miss Grizzy; “we are all doctors here. I understand
something of physic myself; and our friend Lady Maclaughlan, who, I daresay, will be here presently, is perfect
mistress of every disease of the human frame.”
“Clap a cauld potatae to the brute’s tae,” cried the old Laird gruffly.
“I’ve a box of her scald ointment that will cure it in a minute.”
“If it don’t cure, it will kill,” said Mr. Douglas, with a smile.
“Brother,” said Miss Jacky, rising with dignity from her chair, and waving her hand as she spoke, “brother, I
appeal to you to protect the character of this most amiable, respectable matron from the insults and calumny your
son thinks proper to load it with. Sir Sampson Maclaughlan is your friend, and it therefore becomes your duty to
defend his wife.”
“Troth, but I’ll hae aneugh to do if I am to stand up for a’ my friends’ wives,” said the old gentleman. “But,
however, Archie, you are to blame: Leddy Maclaughlan is a very decent woman—at least, as far as I ken—though
she is a little free in the gab; and out of respect to my auld friend Sir Sampson, it is my desire that you should
remain here to receive him, and that you trait baith him and his Lady discreetly.”
This was said in too serious a tone to be disputed, and his son was obliged to submit.
The ointment meanwhile having been applied to Psyche’s paw, peace was restored, and breakfast
recommenced.
“I declare our dear niece has not tasted a morsel,” observed Miss Nicky.
“Bless me, here’s channing barley meal scones,” cried one, thmsting a plateful of them before her. “Here’s
tempting pease bannocks,” interposed another, “and oat cakes. I’m sure your Ladyship never saw such cakes.”
“I can’t eat any of those things,” said their delicate niece, with an air of disgust. “I should like some muffin and
chocolate.”
“You forget you are not in London, my love,” said her husband reproachfully.
“No indeed, I do not forget it. Well then, give me some toast,” with an air of languid condescension.
“Unfortunately, we happen be quite out of loaf bread at present,” said Miss Nicky; “but we’ve sent to
Drymsine for some. They bake excellent bread at Drymsine.”
“Is there nothing within the bounds of possibility you would fancy, Julia?” asked Douglas “Do think, love.”
“I think I should like some grouse, or a beef-steak, if it was very nicely done,” returned her Ladyship in a
languishing tone.
“Beef-steak!” repeated Miss Grizzy.
“Beef-steak!” responded Miss Jaeky.
“Beef-steak!” reverberated Miss Nicky.
After much deliberation and consultation amongst the three spinsters, it was at length unanimously carried that
the Lady’s whim should be indulged.
“Only think, sisters,” observed Miss Grizzy in an undertone, “what reflections we should have to make upon
ourselves if the child was to resemble a moor-fowl!”
“Or have a face like a raw beef-steak!” said Miss Nicky.
These arguments were unanswerable; and a smoking steak and plump moor-fowl were quickly produced, of
which Lady Juliana partook in company with her four-footed favourites. …
219.186 On The Supposed Seat Of Paradise\fn{by Francis R. Chesney (1789-1872)} Annalong, Newry & Mourne,
Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (M) 7
… As, in the preceding chapters, some account has been given of the regions watered by the Euphrates and
Tigris, which are universally admitted to be two of the four rivers of Paradise, it may not be improper here to
devote a chapter to an inquiry concerning the presumed site of the garden of Eden, and to a short notice of the
countries which, in the Scriptures, are mentioned in connection with it.
It must be admitted, however, that in this investigation there is little to guide the inquirer beyond the very brief
description which is contained in the book of Genesis; and the difficulty of the research is the greater, as the
designations given in the Scriptures must be traced among those which were imposed by a people, whose
language, in all probability, differed from that of the Pentateuch, and who, moreover, took possession of the tracts
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about the Black and Caspian seas, after those tracts had ceased to be called by their original names.
It may be added, in order to account for the uncertainty which prevails respecting the Pison and Gihon, that the
rivers which are presumed to have borne those designations, flow in a direction contrary to that of the Tigris and
Euphrates, and watered countries were inhabited by tribes having little intercourse with the Jews; and thus their
connection with the site of Paradise may, subsequently to the time of Moses, have ceased to be rememberd.
Under such discouraging circumstances, any attempt to elucidate the geography of Eden might have been
deemed hopeless, if it were not that many indications afforded by the character and natural productions of the
country presented themselves to me during the progress of my rather extensive researches in that part of the
world.
From these, and from the fact that the sources of the Euphrates and Tigris, and of two other great rivers, exist
within a very circumscribed space in Armenia, I have been led to infer that the rivers known by the comparatively
modern names of Halys and Araxes, are those which, in the book of Genesis, have the names of Pison and Gihon;
and that the country within the former is the land of Havilah, whilst that which borders upon the latter is the still
more remarkable territory of Cush.
Some of the indications alluded to will be found in the description already given of the four rivers themselves,
in the first, second, and third chapters; and the reader is referred to what follows for other corroborations of the
hypothesis which has been adopted respecting the locality of the terrestrial paradise, as a part of the more
extensive territory of Eden.
According to the tradition fondly cherished in the wild valleys of Central Armenia, the tract allotted to our first
parents—or, as the Hebrew expresses it, the Paradise in Eden towards the east\fn{ Genesis 2:8}—[was] included the
northern division of the pashalik\fn{The term of one type of the subdivision of the Ottoman Empire. The territory investigated by
the expedition of Lt. Col. Chesney (1835-1837) was, at this time, under the political control of the Ottomans, and the independent countries
we know as as Armenia and Iraq did not exist:H } of Musul, and it extended from this part of Assyria to some little distance

north of ‘Erz-Rum: its western extremity was in the vicinity of Tokat, towards the Halys, whilst the eastern
boundary included some portion of the district beyond lake Van. This extensive and still fertile tract of country
comprehends, as will be presently seen, the early settlements of two of the branches descended from Hoah. It
coincides nearly with that which originally constituted the principal part of Greater and Lesser Armenia; and
within its limits are the elevated ranges of Ararat and Nimrud, which form parts of the vast chain of the Taurus.
Without attaching particular importance to local impressions, it must be admitted that those traditions which
place Eden in that part of Asia, acquire a certain degree of probability from the fact, that we actually find in the
great plateau round Ararat—that is, within a circle whose radius is about ninety miles—the sources of four noble
rivers, which flow from thence to as many different seasa, and of which two, at least, are known, from the
description given in the Bible, to have been connected with the first abode of man.
Scarcely any subject has given rise to such diverseity of opinion as the site of Paradise. Armenia,
Mesopotamia, Syria, Arabia, Central Asia, and, indeed, almost every other division of the earth’s surface, has, in
turn, laid claim to the distinction of inclosing within its boundaries this interesting spot. The fact that the
Euphrates and Tigris are two of the rivers of Eden appears, however, to limit the inquiry concerning the position
of the Garden to the countries in the vicinity of both; but hitherto the evidences in favour of any particular place
within this tract have been so little conclusive, that two districts very distant from each other, and totally different
in soil, climate, and geographical features, have, by different persons, been assigned as the most probable
situations. One of these is in the parched plains towards the lower part of the courses of the rivers and the other is
the mountainous country about their sources.
The circumstances now about to be presented to the reader’s notice will, it is hoped, make it apparent that the
latter district possesses the best-founded claim to the privilege of having received on its bosom the parents of the
human race.
We are told that a river (or rivers, for the original word has both a singular and a plural signification)\fn{ Some
commentators have considered this word as implying a mass of waters; and one explanation is, “that a stream or supply of water went from
the country of Eden into the garden, where it filled the pools and reservoirs, and thence went out into other countries in four different
directions, forming four rivers” (MS. By Mr. Morrison, authr of the Religious History of Man. Smith, Elder & Co., London, 1838)} “went

out of Eden to water the garden, and from thence it was parted, and became into four heads.” The name of the first
is Pison, and the name of the second is Gihon, &c.
Whatever doubts may be entertained about the first and second streams mentioned in the book of Genesis,
there can be little regarding the third, which flows at present, as it did in the time of Moses, towards the east of
Ashur, or Assyria, bearing, in the Chaldean language, the name of Hiddekel, Dekel, Dijel, or Diglath, and Tigris,
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from its well-known swiftness.\fn{Where it becomes rapid, it takes the name of Tigris, which, in the Median tongue, signifies an
arrow} Still less can there be any uncertainty about the fourth, which was evidently too well known to require
more than the brief but expressive sentence, “and the fourth river is Euphrates.”\fn{ Genesis 2:14}
Presuming the identity of the third and fourth rivers (Tigris and Euphrates) to be sufficiently established, the
inquiry is reduced to that of Pison and Gihon; the sources of which, according to Scripture, must be sought for in
the same region, and there only; since we find it stated that the separation takes place in Paradise itself.
At the head of the fertile valleys of the Halys, Aras, Tigris and Euphrates, we find, as might be expected, the
highest mountains which were known for a great many centuries after the Flood; and in this lofty region are the
sources of the four great streams above-mentioned, which flow through Eden in directions tending towards the
four cardinal points, embracing, as their diverging streams flow onwards, a wider extant of territory, emblematical
of the diffusion of mankind from the same common spot in the center of the ancient world.
All can appreciate the advantages of navigable rivers, and the blessings of an abundant supply of water; but
those only who have traveled over a blighted wilderness, exposed to the scorching rays of a noon-day sun,
tortured with the apprehension of missing the still distant well, can feel in all its force, how much the fitness of
any territory to be the abode of man in a state of bliss must depend on the abundance of its waters. It is not,
therefore, at all surprising that tradition should have assigned, as the site of the earthly paradise, the fertile region
watered by the numerous affluents of the Halys, Araxes, Tigris, and Euphrates; especially since this tract, owing
to the variety of its surface, climate, and temperature, is adapted for the growth of almost every tree that is
pleasant to the sight and good for food.\fn{Genesis 2:9}
This also was the seat of what may be considered the second paradise, and the center of post-diluvian
civilization;\fn{This region occupies the country between the Caucasus and Tarabuzun, and at one time it was called Ethiopia.
(Fallmayer’s Geschichte des Byzantinischen Kaiserthums, p. 3)} having been the first portion of the new world which
emerged from the deluge; when, after the most awful catastrophe ever connected with the historyof mankind,
Armenia was peopled for the second time.
In describing the countries about the sources of the four rivers, it will be convenient to set out from the Jaghi
Tagh, or Mountain of Flowers, (so called by the Armenians from the great beauty of its valleys), on whose side,
which forms one of the slopes of Ararat, the Murad branch of the Euphrates\fn{ The Arsanias of Pliny, lib. V, cap. xxiv}
has its rise. Not far from thence is the plain of Erz-Rum, whose extreme length is about 40 miles, from S.W. to N.
E., along the northern branch, and whose greatest breadth is nearly 20 miles, from N.W. to S.E.; its elevation
above the Black Sea\fn{Vol. X. Part III., p. 431, of the Royal Geographical Journal} being 6114 feet. Up to the time of the
late Russian war, this tract contained about 100 well-peopled and flourishing Armenian villages; and on every side
are still found rich grain countries, in which good horses, fine mules, cattle, and sheep are reared in great
numbers.\fn{Journey of James Brant, Esq., through part of Armenia and Asia Minor in 1835—see ibid., Vol. VI, part II., p. 200}
A little farther to the west is the well watered and fertile plain of Terjan; and, beyond it, that of Erzingan: both
of these plains are covered with fine villages, surrounded by productive fields bearing the most abundant crops;
and extensive gardens, yielding grapes, melons, and other excellent fruits, in great plenty.\fn{ Ibid, p. 202} The plain
northward of Kebban Maden and of the Frat branch, and the adjoining Ovah of Kharput, are also described as
being well cultivated, adorned with gardens and studded with villages.\fn{ Ibid., p. 207, and Vol. X. Part III., p. 365} the
latter district, the ancient Sophene, is about 36 miles long, and from four to six broad, and consists of the plains of
Kharput, Shinshat, and Mezirah: it is watered by numerous streams, and enjoys a temperate climate; and its soil
appears to have always yielded an ample return to the industrious cultivator.\fn{ Mr. Ainsworth’s Travels and Researches
in Asia Minor, Mesopotamia, &c., Vol. I., pp. 291, 292 } It produces every kind of grain, as well as grapes, cotton, and oil,
from seed, with wine of superior quality; and it has, as it had in ancient times,a redundant population.\fn{ Journal of
the Royal Geographical Society, Vol. VI. Part II., p. 207}
The country westward of the Euphrates, throughout the extensive pashalik of Sivas and as far as the river
Halys contains the rich plains of Malatiyah and Amasiyah, with picturesque vales, such as those of Yuz Kat,
Parnassus, Tokat, Zileh, and many others. This tract, which may be considered as the western paradise, includes
the first, second, and third Armenias;\fn{ Chap. V.} or, as a whole, Armenia Minor. The numerous slopes of the
western Taurus, here covering nearly 3º of latitude, are generally wooded; and the uplands which they support,
though but partially cultivated, are fertile in corn, prolific in pasture, and contain the towns of Malatiyah, Divrigi,
Arab-Kir, Tokat, Gurun, Sivas, Amasiyah, and others, with the addition of numerous villages; whose inhabitants,
as in ancient times, enjoy a fine climate, together with a fair portion of the comforts of life.
This region also represents Cappadocia, which, according to Strabo, has a width of 1800 stadia in length, from
Lycaonia and Phrygia to the Euphrates.\fn{ Strabo, lib. XII., pp. 537 and 589 } He adds, that its mines contain the onyx,
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the crystal, the celebrated vermilion of Sinope, and a stone resembling ivory; it likewise produces grain, fruits,
wine, and cattle of all kinds in abundance.\fn{Ibid., pp. 539, 557}
On the eastern side of the Euphrates we find the productive valleys through which runs the Murad branch of
that river, besides the splendid scenery of Mush, Bitlis, and the shores of lake Van.\fn{ The Arissa Palus, and Mantiane
of Strabo} The latter are covered with poplar, tamarisk, myrtles, and oleanders, whilst numerous verdant islands
scattered over its placid bosom offer a prospect altogether enchanting.
The country, moreover, enjoys a temperate climate, and its sky is almost always serene.\fn{ Jaubert’s Voyage en
Arménie et Perse, p. 127} Another traveler, who is more brief, but not less expressive, says, the scenery of lake Van is
the most beautiful he has ever seen in Asia;\fn{ Colonel Shiel’s Journey: Journal of the Royal Geographical Society, Vol. VIII,
Part I, p. 63} and Mr. Brant designates the gardens in the vicinity as the great charm and boast of Van: in once place
they cover an area of seven or eight miles long by four miles broad, with vineyards, orchards, and melon
grounds.\fn{Mr. Brant’s Journal, ibid., Vol. X, Part III, p. 391}
Between the Euphrates and lake Van lie the verdant plain of the Tigris: these, except where open spaces are left
for the growth of maize, melons, gourds, and cucumbers, are covered with groves of plum, apricot, and peach
trees, rising above dense clusters of the fig and pomegranate, which are themselves half hid beneath clustering
vines. At intervals a picturesque cottage appears, like a nest, among the trees; and the silence is occasionally
broken by the sounds oproceeding from a distant mill.\fn{ Mr. Ainsworth’s Travels and Researches in Asia Minor,
Mesopotamia, &c., Vol II, p. 349}
Southward of the eastern extremity of lake Van are the valleys of the Zab, the Berdizawi, and those of the
Assyrian Khabur, which are occupied by the long-secluded Christian tribes of the Kaldani,\fn{ Ibid., pp. 256, 257, 285
and 286} also by the Nestorian Seceders,\fn{ Ibid., pp. 272 and 273} and the Yezidi: with these the travels of Mr.
Ainsworth have just made us acquainted, and there is ground to hope that a beneficial and lasting intercourse will
be the result.
The adjoining territory of Urumiyah forms the southeastern portion of the supposed limits of paradise; towards
the extremity of which, and a little way from the southern shores of the lake, is the plain of Solduz. This is a
magnificent district, having extensive rice grounds, and meadows pasturing at least one thousand mares; it is
likewise covered with herds of buffaloes, cows, sheep, &c., and contains numerous villages, which teem with a
prosperous peasantry.\fn{Major Rawlinson: Vol. X., Part I, p. 14 of the Journal of the Royal Geographical Society } the remainder
of the district, of which Salamast is the western portion, presents one vast extent of groves, orchards, vineyards,
gardens, and villages.\fn{Mr. Ainsworth’s Visit to the Chaldeans—ibid., Vol. XI, Part I, p. 61} This description may be partly
applied to the country round the flourishing town of Khoi; and, with still greater propriety, to the tract extending
along the river Araxes, which, for striking mountain scenery, interspersed with rich valleys, can scarcely be
equaled; this district accords, therefore, in every respect, with the best notions we can form of the cradle of the
human race.
Here, say the Armenians, was the vale of Eden. On the summit of Mount Ararat, at no great distance from
hence, the ark rested; and here, also, the vine was first cultivated by Noah, who then discovered a seductive
quality in the juice of the grape, which he does not appear to have been aware of previously to the flood.\fn{ Genesis 9:20,21. The quality of the wine produced here ranks very high; the red particularly is powerful, and, in my opinion, scarcely inferior to
Burgundy}

Here are forests of oak, ash, walnut, and the finest fruit trees; whilst rice, wheat, barley, hemp, and flax, are
reared in the neighbouring plains almost without culture. Sir Gore Ouseley, in his Oriental Collections, describes
the valley of the Aras as enjoying everything that can contribute to the happiness of its inhabitants, and so
extremely beautiful, that fanciful travelers had imagined that they had there found the situation of the original
garden of Eden.\fn{Ouseley’s Oriental Collections, Vol. II, p. 140}
The Halyas, or Alys, the Eksios of the Armenians\fn{St. Martin, Mémoires, &c., Vol. II, p. 401} is presumed to be the
river which is first mentioned by Moses, and, under the appellation of the Kizi-Irmak, it encompasses a large
portion of Asia Minor. From its springs, close to those of the Euphrates, the Aras flows through the valleys of
Armenia into the Caspian Sea; and this river forms the northern limits of a country answering to the land of Cush.
Reland infers the identity of this river and the Gihon from the Armenian word gulch,\fn{My italics:H} to gush
forth, or tear away;\fn{Reland, de Situ Parad., chapt xvi and xvii, pp. 32 and 33} Calmet says, its impetuous speed from the
Armenian mountains to the Caspian quite accords with the original Hebrew;\fn{ Calmet’s Dictionary, article Gihon} and
an incidental expression used by an Armenian historian (without any reference to the present subject) may be
considered almost conclusive on this point. He says, that, southwest of Erivan, Araxmais, son of Armenac, built a
city of hewn stones in the plain of Aragaz, near the left bank of the river called Gihon, whose name was then
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changed to Arast,\fn{Italics in text:H} or Araxes, after his son.\fn{ Michael Chamish’s History of Armenia, translated by
Johannes Avdall, Esq., Vol I., p. 13}
The two rivers at which we have glanced water large tracts of fertile countries near the western side of Eden:
and the descendants of Ham\fn{ Cronus, or Ham, reigned in Lydia, and built Byblus, in Phœnicia—Bishop Cumberland, Times of
Planting Nations, London, 1724} not only appear to have retained possession of the districts between the Euphrates and
Halys,\fn{Herod[otus], lib. I, cap lxxix, and VII, cap lv, brings Tyrrhenus from Lydia. And Amos 9:7—“Have I not brought the
Philistines from Caphtor and the Syrians from Kur?” (river Kur) } but likewise to have occupied the Cush of Scripture, which
extended along the banks of the Aras, or Gihon, as far as the shores of the Caspian. The former, or that part of
Asia Minor which lies between the Kizil-Irmak and the western side of the Caucasus, has not been, as yet,
perfectly explored; but it is known to produce abundance of the very finest wool, and to be exceedingly rich in
different kinds of metals. The mines which existed in ancient times are situated about Tokat, Gumish Khanah,
&c., and are still partially worked.\fn{ There are silver and lead mines at Ak-Tagh Ma’den, 30 or 40 miles from Yuz-Kat, towards
Tokat; but the greater part of this line of country requires to be more thoroughly explored, in order that its mineral treasures may be turned
to good account. See Journal of the Royal Geographical Society, Vol. VI, Part II, p. 217}
With respect to the second tract, the land of Havilah, more correctly, Chavilah, Reland,\fn{ De Situ Parad., p. 16}

after much pains and research, concludes, that it coincides with the Colchis of the ancients.
According to Herodotus,\fn{Herod., lib. I, cap. ii.} this province is bounded on the north by the Phasis; but other
writers do not make it reach further in that direction than Ophis. Moses Choronensis calls the province Egeria,
and divides it into four districts, viz., Mamalitia, Agrica, Chozia, and Zania, which last is also called
Chaldea.\fn{Geog., cap. lxi.}
It appears that, when the earth was divided in the days of Peleg, the sons of Cush directed their course towards
this region; and their progress may be traced as they turned westward, at the foot of the Caucasus, advancing
along the shores of the Black Sea, till they penetrated as far as the banks of the Halys.
Of the tribes which subsequently occupied this extensive tract, we find that the people about Ophis were called
Macrocephali.\fn{Peripl. Pontus, p. 13} nest to these were the Sanni,\fn{ Vulgarly called Isanos—Dionysius Hal[icarnasus], V,
766} a savage people, who occupied the territory between Trapezus and Colchis. Westward of this people were the
Drilæfn{Xen. Anab., lib. V.} and towards the interior the Macrones, the Macropogenes, and the Armeno
Chalybes.\fn{Plin., lib. VI, chap xi; and Xen. Anab., lib IV and V. They came from the distant Alybe, where there are silver mines—Iliad
II, 857} Afterwards came the Mossynœci, or Moschi, who are called in the Bible Meshech,\fn{ Genesis 10:2; Ezekiel
27:13} and are placed eastward of the Tibareni (the posterity of Tubal);\fn{ Genesis 10:2} these lived, according to
Strabo, above Tarabuzun,\fn{Strabo, lib XII, p. 548} and their country was named Thianetica.\fn{ The later name of the
country lying between Pontus and Ophis—Description of the shores of the Euxine, Dodwell, p. 10 } Adjoining the Mossynœci and
Tibareni, we find a branch of the Chalybes,\fn{ Xen. Anab., lib V} a people who appear to have had colonies
extending all the way from the source of the Euphrates to the western side of the Halys, and eastward as far as the
shores of the Persian Gulf, where they became distinguished for their knowledge of astronomy, their skill in
weaving linen, working in steel and gold, and in the practice of other useful arts.
Calmet says, on the authority of Haiton, that there are in Armenia, in the territory of the Colchians, the cities of
Chalva and Chalvata, also the region or land of Chalvata; and there exists at the present day the town or village
called Haivali,\fn{Between Malatiyah and Sivas—map of Mr. Brant’s Journey, vol. VI, Part II, of the Royal Geographical Journal}
situated on the slope of Aji Tagh, westward of the Euphrates, towards the Halys, where, moreover, gold is found.
Reland seems to have been the first who advanced the opinion that the land of Havilah was identical with
Colchis;\fn{Colchis and Havilah are evidently the same name, the monosyllable is being merely the terminatioin. It would be written in
Hebrew Cwlch, which, being formed from Chwy, is, when the vowels are added, exactly the same except that, in Havilah, there is the letter
i, which is wanting in the other word—Reland, de Situ Prad} but Colchis is, in reality, only a part of Havilah, which was

watered by a river of the first order, and included the village of Haivali, with the district of Chalvata, in Lesser
Armenia; so that, in fact, it corresponds nearly with the pashaliks of Sivas and Tarabuzun.
The abundance of the precious metals in ancient times, in Colchis, is indicated by the fable of the golden
fleece, and in the adjoining territories of Media and Persia,\fn{ The mountain Orontes is celebrated all over the East for its
natural productions; and many of the natives assured us that it contains several veins of gold as well as silver—MS Mr. A. A. Staunton,
1836} by the account of the golden throne\fn{ Malcolm’s History of Persia} which was presented to the king of
Mazanderan after his battle with Kai Kous, and also by a passage in Herodotus,\fn{ Lib. VII, c. xli} where it is said

that 1000 men had golden pomegranates suspended from their spears, and that 9000 Pesians and Medes had the
like ornaments in silver.
These circunmstances show at least that gold and silver were to be obtained in those parts; and to this day they
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are found occasionally both in Armenia and Asia Minor. Herodotus also states,\fn{ Lib V, c. xlix} that the Ionians
were the richest people in Asia, possessing abundance of gold, silver, copper, and stuffs of various colours. He
further mentions, that Xerxes, when passing through the central parts of Asia Minor, received from Pythius, the
son of Atys, a present of a plane tree and a vine, both of wrought gold, besides a sum of money equivalent to
about three and a half millions sterling; an enormous amount, even without making any allowance for the
difference in the value of money in ancient and modern times. The precious metals were drawn from the earth by
means of forced labour, which, it may be presumed, from the well-known story in Plutarch\fn{ De Virtutibus
Mulierum, pp. 262, 263} concerning the golden banquet of Pythius, as well as the account of his wealth given by
Herodotus,\fn{Lib VII, c. xxvii} was then sometimes carried to the utmost extent of human endurance, in order to
satisfy the avarice of the princes.
We read in Strabo,\fn{Lib. XL, p. 529} that Alexander sent Memnon, with a body of troops, to the gold mines
which then existed near Cambala in Armenia; and Ibn Haukal, speaking of Haditha (on the Tigris) says that the
river Dijlah runs by the skirts of Mount Barmah, on which are fountains yielding gold dust and bitumen.\fn{ Lib.
VII, c. xxvii}
The amount paid by the different satrapies in gold and silver to Xerxes,\fn{ This prince received from the Poaricanians,
the Asiatic Ethiopians, and the people of Colchis, 400 talents, and from the Moschians, Tibarenians, and Marcrones, 300 talents—
Herodotus, lib. III, c. xciv} must, of itself, establish the fact, that not only in Asiatic Ethiopia, but generally throughout

the Assyrian empire, the precious metals were anciently obtained in great abundance. They might, in all
probability, still be found in the same regions; for Malte Brun states,\fn{ Vol II, p. 3} that gold is obtained at
Ma’den; and indications of it were recently met with by Mr. Ainsworth a little way south of that place;\fn{ In
granite, near Seliski, not far from Divrigi; also in syenite, a little south of Kebban Ma’den } from whence, according to Sestini,
gold was carried to Constantinople as late as the year 1781.\fn{ Voyage de Constantinople à Basrah, with the Right Hon. John
Sullivan, p. 84}
At this day, the silver mines of Gumish Khanah and Denik, near Tarabuzun, as well as those between Yuz-Kat
and Tokat, might be turned to some account.\fn{Journal of the Royal Geographical Society, Vol. VI, Part II, p. 221}
Pliny asserts that the mountains of the Caucasus,\fn{ Lib. XXXVII, c. xxxiii} and consequently Colchis, abound
with precious metals and stones; a circumstance which is also noted by Diodorus Siculus. The former writer
enumerates twelve kinds of emeralds, the best of which, he says, are called Scythian, from the region in which
they are found.\fn{Lib. LIV.—Colchis was considered a part of Scythia.—Herod., lib IV, c.xi.—Diodoruse (lib. II, c. xliii) says the
original Scythians were an inconsiderable people on the Araxes } None, he adds, are harder, or have less faults; and these are
as much superior to others, as the emerald itself is to other precious stones.\fn{ Pliny, lib. XXXVII, c. xvii}
Solinus also speaks of this tract as abounding in emeralds of the first quality, and superior to those of Egypt,
media, and even Chalcedon.\fn{Solinus, lib. XV} The stone called schoham is found on the river Thermodon, near
Amisius:\fn{See Hartman, vol I, p. 256} this is supposed to be the Sapphire of Pliny;\fn{ Lib. XXXVII, c. xxxvii} who
says it is found as far west as Chalcedon, and is also obtained in Media. We have likewise the stone called lapis
Armenius,\fn{Strabo, lib. XI., p. 529} which seems to have been confounded with lapis lazuli; and another, having the
colour of red lead,\fn{Juba says, sandaracha and ochra are found in the gold minees of the island of Topazus, in the Erythrean Sea.—
Pliny, lib XXXV, c. xxii. And these are mentioned as being the less precious colours } to which Pliny gives the name of
sandyx.\fn{Lib. XXXV, c. xxiii}
Few words have given rise to more discussion than  , in Genesis.\fn{Genesis 2:12} Some writers consider it to
signify the gum which is described under that name by Pliny;\fn{ Lib. XII, c. ix} while others, apparently with
greater reason, have referred it to some more precious substance. The learned Reland, for example, thought that
schoham, or emerald, was the bdellium of Moses; also Eugubinus, and St. Jerome, were of the same
opinion;\fn{Sir Walter Raleigh’s History of the World, book I, chap iii. Oldys and Birch, Oxford, 1829} but Beroaldus, Kimchi,
and Benjamin of Tudela, with more probability, have fixed upon the pearl;\fn{ Ibid.; and Kimchi’s Hebrew Lexicon} and
it is remarkable that, in the same sentence, the last designates this precious stone by the words Bdelliumn and
Lulu.\fn{The Arabic for a defective pearl} This opinion has since received the powerful support of Bochart,\fn{ Hierozoic., Part II, lib V, c. v} and is strengthened by finding the pearl fishery expressly mentioned in the Periplus as
existing on the coast of Colchis; which, says Diodorus Siculus,\fn{ Lib. LIV} abounds in gold, smaragds, and
crystals. It may be added, that the gum supposed to be here indicated, as well as turquois, beryls, and the onyx, is
found there in a still greater quantity: therefore, whether the Hebrew word really meant a gum, a stone, or a pearl,
the locality in question is equally proper, since they are all to be found there.
The object of the above account has been to show what were the countries occupied by that great section of the
human family which included the descendants of havilah, grandson of Ham, and the mineral productions of the
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country extending south-west of the Caucasus, as far as the river Halys.
In another place will be described the course, southwards, of that section which includes the descendants of
Havilah, the son of Joktan, and great-grandson of Shem; and we proceed now to notice the territory occupied by
the descendants of Cush.
This territory, which was bounded on the north by the Araxes, or Gihon, and which constituted the Cossea of
the Greek and Latin writers, was the abode of the posterity of Nimrud, up to the time of the Jewish historian, who
says of the sons of Ham:
“Time has not at all affected the name of Chus; for the Ethiopians over whom he reigned are to this day, both
by themselves and by all the men in Qasia, called Chusites.”\fn{ Josephus, De Bello Jud., lib I, c. 6}.
The word Ethhiopoian is derived from aitho, to burn, and oposis, face: a person with a burnt or black, or very
dark face, such as are the Kurds and other mountaineers of these parts, though they live in a temperate climate.
On the Nahr Malcha, a little way north of Babel are the ruins of the Kush of Abu-l-feda;\fn{ Mr. Rassam’s MS.
Translation} a name which seems to be auite as ancient as the former city, and from whence and its neighbourhood
the inhabitants were transported by Shalmanazar to Samaria.\fn{ II Kings 17:24}
The word Chus remains almost unchanged in Kush, Shus, Sus, and Kushasdan, the Land of the Sun, and the
Land of the Magi.\fn{Vartan’s History, by Newman} it is also repeatedly mentioned in close connection with the
territory lying northward and north-eastward of Babylonia. The Jews are to be called from Assyria, from Cush,
from Elmam, and from Shinar.\fn{ Isaiah 11:11} Again, Elam and his brother Ashur were tributaries of Chus, whose
descendants occupied the country of the Hindi, the Paracani, and the Ethiopians\fn{ Hereodotus, lib. III, c. xciv } the
Asia of Moses Choronensis.
This people were indifferently called by other nations Cushan,\fn{ Habakkuk 3:3} Cuseans, Erythreans, Oritæ,
&c.: and some of them passed into Africa under the name of the Hycsos, led by their enterprising chief
Saites,\fn{Or Salites, the first of the Phœnician shepherd-kings, Manetho.—Ancient Fragments, by T. P. Cory, pp. 170 and 171 }
bearing still their original designation of Ethiopians.
That Asiatic Cush has been rightly placed in the territory adjoining Colchis, seems tolerably clear from some
of the old writers. Hieronymus says, that Andrew, brother of Simon Peter, preached near the rivers Apsarus and
Phasis, where are the inner Ethiopians.\fn{Hieroym. Catal. Script.—Ecclesiast. I.} The same writer assures us that
Matthias, the successor of Judas, preached the Gospel in the other Ethiopia, near the Apsarus and the harbour of
Hyssus, both of which are in Colchis.\fn{ In alterâ Æthiopiâ, ubi est irruptio Apsari et Hyssi portus—Ibid., de Apost. Matthiâ }
Ambrosius and Paulinus\fn{Assemani Bibli. Orient., Tome IV p. 3} assign nearly the same route to this Apostle, who
went first to the Ethiopians, next to the Parthians, and then to the Persians, Medes, &c.; and Sophronius, speaking
of St. Andrew, states that he preached near the Apsarus and Phasis, which country is inhabited by the
Ethiopians,\fn{Hist. Eccles., lib I, c. xix} so that the geography of Asiatic Cush may be said to be determined with a
reasonable degree of certainty.
Elsewhere it is said St. Thomas converted the Syrians (or Assyrians) the Chaldeans, Parthians, Persians, Medes
and the Hindi, or Ethiopians.\fn{Hieronymus; Assemani Bibli. Orient., lib IV, c.xxv} But Moses Choronensis is even more
explicit: for he not only indicates the early locality of the sons of Cush, but likewise their possessions eastward of
Persia Proper, the latter being known as Kusdi Khorasan, whilst the former kingdom was called Kusdi
Nimrud.\fn{St. Martin, Mèmoires de l’ Arménie, tome II, p. 392}
Moreover, the Armenians call the Persians, and all the Hunnish tribes within the Caspian gates, Kushanians;\fn
{Chamchea, Index III, 195} and the whole tract eastward of the sources of the Araxes, or Gihon, is expressly called
Ethiopia by a remarkable Hebrew traveler: the well known Banjamin of Tudela, who visited this part of the world
in the twelfth century, not only took notice of the territory of Cush, but likewise of the river Gihon.\fn {“Le pays des
Alains, de même que chez les Georgeniens ceux qui sont voisins de la rivière Gihon, renferme de hautes montagnes et on y entre par les
portes de fer d’Alexandre.”—Benjamin of Tudela, par Benoit, pp. 36, 37, 1573. And in another place he speaks of the descendants of those
brought to the western side of Assyria by Shalmaneser as making war with the people of Chus.—Ibid.} …

220.33 1. Hobart Town, June 5, 1829 2. Hobart Town, June 12, 1829 3. Hobart Town, June 19, 1829 4. Hobart
Town, June 26, 1829 5. Hobart Town, July 3, 1829: Excerpts from The Hermit In Van Diemen’s Land\fn{by
Henry Savery (1791-1842)} Butcombe, North Somerset, England, United Kingdom (M) 10
1
Notwithstanding all modest men naturally feel a certain degree of diffidence when speaking of themselves, a
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courtesy which is due to the world, requires that a person who makes his first appearance in a given character,
should say something of the pretences whereon he claims attention. Know then, most courteous reader, that he
who this day addresses you, is derived from the ancient stock of the Stukeleys, of the West Riding of Yorkshire, a
race “whose men were always brave, and women ever fair.”
Early disappointments of a tender nature led to a seclusion from the noise and discord of a busy world, at the
very morning of my existence, and induced a retirement, from whence I could learn much, but said nothing. The
fame of this distant Island having, however, reached my abode of privacy, and rumor having represented it as a
place which was well adapted to my acquired habits and inclinations, I determined to judge of it for fashionable
suit by Stultze, boots by Hoby, and hat by Bicknell, I took my passage by one of the vessels which were
advertised to sail positively on the tenth of the coming month, being the seventh positively already announced,
and destined to be succeeded by three others ere we departed. At length setting sail, and patiently enduring the
usual ills of a long voyage, I put my foot upon Terra Firma a few weeks ago, and immediately re-exchanging my
west-end fashionables, for the Hermit’s gown, slippers, and cap, I set about making my observations—but how
have I been altogether deceived!
It was not necessary for me to wait the approach to this hemisphere, before I found that a shipload of
passengers was another term for quarrelling, contention, and strive—that those who would be peaceable, had
scarcely an opportunity afforded them of following the bent of their inclinations—those who were viciously
disposed, had abundant aiders, encouragers, and supporters—those who were virtuous, could scarcely escape
calumny and detraction. Ah! thought I, as I witnessed scenes, to which I had long been unaccustomed, as I heard
language, calculated to stir up anger, or to inflame the passions and corrupt the mind, when I shall reach my
destined shore all this will be over; I shall see only, primitive habits and manners—I shall mix with a population,
who either not having found Old England good enough for them, must themselves be the purest of the pure, or
who having been purified of their sins by punishment, must now have repented, and upon the principle, that a
reformed rake makes the best husband, having become the most virtuous of the virtuous!
But let no man who may chance to peruse the record of my disappointment, ever more presume to indulge in
fairy hopes and dreams. It is for the good of all, who, like myself, are of a sanguine and yet a charitable
temperament, that I have determined to commit my thoughts and observations to paper; but as the routine of
certain official forms has placed me already, though so recently arrived, in all stages of public business, from the
audience room of His Excellency, to the Prisoners’ Barracks, as either under my real character or in my disguise, I
have mixed in all societies from the drawing-room at Government House to the tap room of the Macquarie Hotel;
and, as I have been present in he Courts of Law, and incog.\fn{ Incognito} have witnessed the alternate petulance,
firmness, sparring, and cutting between the lawyers, who, scissors-like ne’er hurt themselves, but only what’s
between—have therein also greatly admired the sudden transition between grotesque gravity and “ inimitable
humour”—have noticed the mode of conducting commercial affairs, so unlike what is practiced at home, and have
in a word, been grievously disappointed in the Utopian picture I had formed, I think myself qualified to impart my
thoughts to the world; and having said thus much for the present, may perhaps make my second appearance this
day week. In the interim, I say to all those who have honoured me, by having perused what I have now written,
that I am their most obedient servant,
Simon Stukeley.
2
It was a remarkably fine clear day when I landed from the ship on the Wharf. What was my surprise, to
observe the large handsome stone buildings, into which, porters were busily engaged rolling casks and other
packages, and at several civil looking well dressed young men, who were standing with pens behind their ears,
and memorandum books in their hands, paying the most diligent attention to what was going on. A number of
other persons formed little knots or circles; and the hallooing of ferrymen, the cracking of whips, and the
vociferation of carters, struck me as creating altogether, a scene of bustle and activity, which indeed I had little
expected. For the moment it occurred to me, that our Captain, in the hurry and confusion which the quarrels on
board had occasioned, has missed his reckoning, and had made a wrong port; and accordingly seeing a fat, portly
sleek-looking, apparently good-humoured Gentleman\fn{ Probably John Bell, arrived in 1827; received a grant of 200 acres of
land; in 1829 appointed a Justice of the Peace and became a director of the Van Diemen’s Land Bank; died in New Town in 1841 }
approaching, I enquired of him, with an apology, in what place I was? Judging from my manner and appearance
that I must be a stranger, he very civilly replied, that I was in Hobart Town, the capital of Van Diemen’s
Land,\fn{As Tasmania was called until 1855-56} adding,
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“Perhaps, Sir, you would like to walk into our Commercial Room, to which I can introduce you.”
I then accompanied my new acquaintance up a flight of stone steps into a rather elegantly fitted-up room, in
which were three or four plainly dressed Gentlemen reading Newspapers. One of them, who appeared bordering
upon sixty, wore spectacles, and had a considerable degree of eagerness in his manner,\fn{ Anthony Fenn Kemp, born at
Aldgate in 1773, traveled in America and then in France, where he found himself at the outbreak of the Revolution; appointed an ensign in
the New South Wales Corps in 1793; became senior military officer at Port Dalrymple in 1804; took some part in the rebellion against
Governor Bligh in 1808; went back to England 1810-1816; returned to Tasmania in 1816, became a prominent merchant-settler, received
700 acres of land in 21817, which had increased to 2,000 by 1829; was made a Justice of the Peace in 1817 and 1837; died in 1868 } rose

upon my entrance, and addressed me,
“Just from England, eh, Sir? What news, Sir, when you left? The Colony is much talked of at home, Sir.
Suppose you heard of our Association, but things are not now as they used to be.”
Before I could make a reply, he offered me a Newspaper, farther acquainting me, that the town maintained
three such publications; one of which, said he, is so dull and prosy, that nobody reads it; another had lately been at
death’s door, owing to some government regulations, but has now, Phœnix-like, risen with redoubled splendour;
and the other is made up of short paragraphs and country letters written in town, but commands an extensive
circulation. I expressed my thanks for the information, and for my courteous reception, and mentally wondering at
a commodious Wharf, fine Stone-buildings, a chamber of Commerce, and three Newspapers, felt that so many
other things, to be in character, must still await my attention, that I made my bow to the company, and proceeded
on my tour through the town. The fat portly Gentleman was my companion to the end of the Wharf, and then,
with a true John Bull air and manner, left me, and turned into one of the stone warehouses.
How great was my astonishment at the magnificent straight line of street, extending apparently for more than a
mile, by which my sight was greeted upon leaving he Quay. I could scarcely credit my senses, that I was in a
town, which is only as it were of yesterday. As I proceeded along, my surprise was increased by seeing other fine
streets, meeting at right angles, the one by which was walking towards a handsome brick church, with a steeple
like the extinguisher upon a flat candlestick, my left being flanked by well laid out gardens and shrubberies, in the
center of which stood the Governor’s residence; and every here and there, the right being ornamented by large two
story brick or stone houses.
The church door happening to be open, I took the opportunity of judging of its interior, and I could almost
have fancied myself in one of the modern churches of the metropolis of the world. Such regular well-arranged
pews, so beautifully a finished pulpit and reading desk, made of wood, which I at first thought was Spanish
mahogany, quite astonished me; upon a nearer examination, however, and upon enquiry of a man who was
dusting the aisles, I learnt that it was the produce of a tree, indigenous to the Colony, known by the name of
Myrtle. While I was thus employing myself, a Gentleman wearing a Clerical hat,\fn{William Bedford, arrifved in
Tasmania 1823, having been a lay assistant to prison clergy in England, being appointed successor to Rev. Robert
Knopowood approached, and with much affability of manner, addressed me as a stranger, and gave me some
general information respecting the religious institutions of the place. He had a lisp in his speech, which was by no
means disagreeable, and his well cased ribs bore evident marks that, whatever other doctrines he might preach,
that of fasting was not one upon which he laid much stress, at least in its practice. He acquainted me, that
independent of the congregations belonging to this large Church, a Presbyterian Chapel, a Roman Catholic
Chapel, and a Wesleyan Meeting House, were each well attended every Sunday, and it gave me great pleasure
afterwards to be told of this Gentleman, as he himself had beautifully expressed of his brother labourers in the
vineyard, that in their lives and conduct the religion they all professed received its brightest ornament—that they
each made a well formed cornerstone of the superstructure they supported.
Oh! thought I, this must be the effect of a virtuous and industrious population. Arts, architecture, literature,
religion, and commerce must here thrive so well, because so many excellent people, for whom Old England was
not good enough, have congregated, and because so many others have been cleansed of their sins, and are now
restored to innocence. Happy people, and thrice happy Simon Stuckeley, to have left your retirement, to come
among them!
Everything seemed indeed greatly superior to my expectations. Well dressed and elegant Ladies were
promenading one street, well mounted Equestrians were galloping along another, respectably attired Pedestrians
helped to add to the scene, which was still more enlivened by the relief-guard of the Military as it approached the
Main-guard House from the Barracks, and by the rapid passing and re-passing of gigs, carts, and other wheel
vehicles. I was completely in a reverie, scarcely knowing through which street I would perambulate, or which
object best claimed my attention. The entire absence of all beggars, or indigent persons, added to my wonder, but
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after a little reflection, I accounted for it in my own mind, by considering that as all the inhabitants were either
pure or purified, it was quite of a piece with their religion and virtue to be charitable, this being the brightest of
the cardinal gems.
I continued my walk for a long time, each moment more astonished than before at the progress which had been
made in laying out and building the town—at the excellent shops in the different streets—at the wide well
macadamized thoroughfares, and their convenient causeways, and at a hundred other matters which excited my
admiration, until I found myself in a quarter of the town situated on an eminence at some distance from the
Church, and where the houses and inhabitants seemed rather of an inferior description to those I had before seen.
In their manner and style of conversation, upon the different subjects, respecting which I interrogated them, they
exhibited however all the easy confidence of virtue. The calls of my appetite now warned me that the day was fast
waning, and I applied my hand to my fob to ascertain the hour, when to my utter dismay I found that one of
Hawley’s best gold watches, with which I had provided myself previous to my departure from England, was
missing. To have lost it in any other manner than by accident, did not cross my mind for an instant, and I pictured
to myself what delight would be the portion of him who had found it, when he should know to whom it was to be
restored, and therefore pursued my journey to the Macquarie Hotel, with the view of taking up my quarters there,
and obtaining some refreshment.
Having knocked at the door, it was opened by a smart dapper waiter, who ushered me into a large and wellfurnished room, which I had scarcely entered before the Landlord,\fn{ Edmund Wilson Hodgson, arrived in Tasmania 1822;
owned several hotels, but was declared insolvent in 1849; participated in the California gold rush, leaving Tasmania in 1849; later became a
disciple of free trade and a teetotaler; died in 1884 when over ninety years of age } an obliging well-behaved man, paid his

respects and enquired what I pleased to order. Upon my telling him that I was exceedingly hungry, he said that if I
should not object to dine in a public room, dinner was now serving up, and that the company who were there,
were all very respectable. I used to like table d’hote dinners before my seclusion from the world, and the idea now
pleased me. Accordingly, I followed my host into the opposite room, in which were the Landlady, whose
appearance and manners were greatly in her favour, and four visitors. They were all men well informed, and of
lively conversation, and as I am ever a good listener, I brought this quality into full play on the occasion, carefully
noting all that passed. It would be tedious to repeat what I then learned; one thing, however, I discovered to my
sorrow, that my ideas of purity and virtue were like snow before the sun—beautiful, but easily dispelled, and that
most probably my chronometer and I had parted company forever.
I determined however to make my less the subject of a visit next morning to the Police-office. Ruminating
upon the events of the day, and full of reflections at which I had heard and seen, I retired to my pillow, and being
weary both in body and mind, was soon in the arms of Morpheus. Amongst my plans for the succeeding, I had
purpose paying my respects at government House. Perhaps the result of my visit, as well there as at the Policeoffice, and the manner in which I spent the remainder of the day, may be communicated to my readers, when they
next hear from me, till when, I am their obedient servant,
Simon Stukeley
3
The intelligence I had collected from the turn, the conversation at the dinner table had taken, having
determined me, as I before said, to make the loss of my watch the occasion of a visit to the Police-office, I
proceeded thither early the following morning, and was shown into the Justice Room, which is large and well
adapted for its intended purposes.
The exterior of the building appeared neat and well finished, the tout ensemble being quite in character with
the apartment which I first entered. Upon my beginning to mention my business to a smart priggish clerk,\fn{ John
James Holland, convicted of highway robbery and transported to Tasmania in 1821, appointed clerk in 1826, charged that year with
omitting to record several fines, with neglect of duty, and with disobedience, but only reprimanded, absconded with the son of a Mr. Smith
and disappears, though granted a Free Pardon in 1836} who was writing at a table, he interrupted me by saying,

“Mr. Siftall will be here directly, Sir, and will attend to you.”
Within a few minutes, a short plainly dressed man\fn{ Adolarius William Henry Humphrey, accompanying the pioneering
party under David Collins to Port Phillip and Van Diemen’s Land (1803-1804); appointed Superintendent of Police for Hobart Town and
surrounding districts in 1818; one of five members of the First Executive Council and one of the six nominees who sat on the First
Legislative Council; retired on a pension of £400/year in 1828, died in 1829 } entered, apparently between thirty and forty years

of age, of pale features, high forehead, and light thin hair, but possessing no particular expression of countenance,
which would induce a bystander to look at him a second time. He was closely followed by a person of about the
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same age,\fn{Edward Foord Bromley, visited Sidney as surgeon-superintend of the transport Ocean in 1816; made a naval officer at
Hobart Town in 1818, arriving there in 1820; appointed Treasurer of the Police Fund in 1820, by the end of which hear he had, besides a
town residence, two farms, each of 100 acres, becoming President of the Van Diemen’s Land Bank when it was established in 1824; tried in
the same year for embezzlement of Police funds of several thousand pounds, at which trial “it became apparent that there was virtually no
check on either the Police Fund or the monies of the Naval Office; nor were receipts of the two bodies ever examined or audited”;
dismissed in 1825; visited England at least once after 1829 and returned to Hobart Town in 1835, but later disappeared, leaving his family
destitute, dying probably before 1842} fair complexioned, dressed in a blue coat and fawn-coloured trousers, with much

spic and span neatness, and holding in his hand a small gold-headed cane or walking stick. There was a certain
consequential air and manner about this personage, which rendered it paradoxical tome what could be his calling.
A third individual accompanied them and completed the group—a man shabbily dressed,\fn{ Ambrose Boyd, nephew
to A. W. H. Humphrey, probably arrived in Tasmania in 1822, chief clerk in the Police office from February 1823.; salary stopped in 1827
because he owed the Treasury £70: cash for beer and spirit licences he had appropriated for his personal use; discovered indulging in
malpractices in 1835, this time receiving without authority £5 18s. 6d due to the Crown; in 1836 appointed Superintendent of Convict
Writers “at a much reduced salary; this office he held until it was abolished” in 1843; then receiving a pension of £75/year until his death in
1847} bearing all the marks of dissipation in his squalid features, and exhibiting the oddest shaped head I had ever

beheld. It was an oblong, nearly flat on the top, of great length from the crown to the forehead, and projecting
over towards the eyes, forming abroad front and narrowing off like the bow of a vessel towards the occiput. The
smart priggish clerk whom I had first seen, then said to me,
“Mr. Siftall, Sir, will now take your deposition.”
I immediately began to detail my loss, but which of the three was Mr. Siftall, nothing that then occurred could
lead me to comprehend. They all seemed of equal power and authority, but the short Gentleman, who had
preceded the others upon entering, asked me the most pertinent questions, and appeared, if anything, to take the
lead. During this time the whole party stood close together. After the affair had been fully explained, he of the
gold-headed cane remarked, with a most complacent simper,
“I see how it is, Sir, the Gentleman is a new chum, and has been up in St. Giles’s, and I suppose being sharp set
after a long voyage, he has eaten a slice of a cut-loaf, without using his eye-teeth! Ha! Ha! Ha!”
“I cannot allow such observations, Mr. Fowler,” gravely replied the short Gentleman, whom I now found was
Mr. Siftall, and who immediately turned towards the Bench, and taking his seat, said,
“Mr. Scribewell, take Mr. Stukeley’s deposition.”
With wonderful rapidity did he perform his task. I never saw a pen so handled, and the constant interruption I
received from Fowler, who still to my great annoyance persevered in acting the Magistrate, by perpetually
questioning me, really made it difficult to keep up with him. My business at length being completed, I made my
bow and retired. Although the anticipation I had formed of the dignified appearance of a Police Magistrate,
judging by my recollection of the Barristers who preside as such, in the English Metropolis, was not realized by
Mr. Siftall’s manner and deportment, he seemed to conduct himself with tolerable tact and acuteness, and if he
were to keep his myrmidons at a greater distance, were to make them confine themselves to the duties of their
own situations, instead of traveling out of them, to lower the dignity of the Magistracy, he might pass muster very
respectably. I could not, however, help admiring the perfection of a machinery, which could be so admirably kept
in motion by such instruments as form the Police Establishment of the town, for in no place that I ever visited, or
have become acquainted with by report, is it superior, if equal, to what I have seen in Hobart Town. I should
observe before I take my leave of describing the interviews with Mr. Siftall, that he gave his head man, Fowler,
directions so to lay his nets and snares, as would be likely to lead to the recovery of my watch, adding a very
significant caution to myself, not in future to visit St. Giles’s, when I might be in search of virtue and innocence.
Some considerable time had been occupied with this affair before it was completed, and it was not too early
therefore to proceed straight to Government House. Approaching it, through a newly-made road, which leads
from the main street, to the court or yard in which it is situated, a sort of half dragoon, that is, a man dressed in a
non-descript light horse uniform, received my card, and forwarded it by a servant. I was immediately requested to
walk into an ante-room, communicating with the vestibule or entrance. I had scarcely taken a seat, when a door
opened, and a pleasant looking young Gentleman accosted me, forthwith acting as Usher, by leading the way into
a commodious well-furnished room, in which stood a table, covered with papers, neatly tied in bundles, and
beyond it, towards the fireplace, was a handsome escrutoire, at which had been sitting, till I entered, a Gentleman
wearing an undress military uniform, whom I at once perceived was the Lieutenant Governor.\fn{ George Arthur, born
in 17784; joined the army 1804; Lieutenant-Governor of British Honduras; received an appointment to Van Diemen’s Land in 1823, then
important as an experiment in penal colonization, arriving in Hobart Town in 1824; returned to /England in 1857; Lieutenant-Governor of
Upper Canada 1837-1842; Governor of Bombay 1842-1846; made a baron in 1841; died in 1854; regarded as “extremely able, if not
always locally popularly” an “administrator who probably would have become governor-General of India had his health been preserved” }
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If I had any doubts however, they were removed, by a few introductory words modestly spoken by my young
Gentleman Usher.
I had brought with me from England some letters, written by parties of high distinction, and addressed to His
Excellency, which I had previously caused to be delivered, and my name and pretensions were not therefore
unknown to him. His style of addressing me was well-bred and gentlemanly, his features and general countenance
were rather hard favoured than otherwise, but expressive; and is eyes denoted quick perception or sagacity, which
was a quality soon developed by the general tenor of his conversation.
“In what manner, Sir, can I promote your views or wishes in the Colony?” he said to me, after a few passing
remarks had been made on various subjects. I fear that your coming here in search of virtue and innocence, as you
tell me, will prove a visionary idea at the best—there is only one way by which your object might by possibility
be even hoped to be attained—and that is by the rule of extremes or contraries. If an extreme of vice, as some
suppose, may beget virtue, I am sorry to say that vice has so much sway here that its opposite extreme cannot be
very remote, and according to this reasoning, the first step to virtue may be nearer than I fear it is.”
I immediately felt that His Excellency was ridiculing my Quixotic search for that which I now fear this world
does not contain—a pure and innocent race of beings—and I was ashamed that I had so exposed myself before
him. Perceiving my confusion, he very good naturedly changed he subject, conversed freely upon the state of the
Colony, respecting which he seemed astonishingy well informed, even to minutiæ—entertained me with some
well told anecdotes, explanatory of the characters over whom he has to rule—exhibiting throughout an interview,
which lasted upwards of an hour, a shrewdness and clearness of intellect, with which I was much delighted. I
could willingly have stayed longer, but thought it quite time to take my departure, and therefore rose for that
purpose, feeling really grateful for my very courteous reception.
As I was turning round the corner which leads into the street, I saw a Gentleman coming quickly across, as if
to speak to me, and I presently recognized my acquaintance of the Commercial Rooms, who had spoken to me of
the newspapers.
“What, Sir, been to Government House, eh Sir?”
“I have, Sir, and am much pleased with the manner in which His Excellency has received me.”
“Yes, Sir, yes, Sir, all very good to new comers; when you have been here as long as I have, you’ll find ’twont
do, Sir. We are too heavily taxed, Sir, and until we have a House of Assembly and Trial by Jury, we shall do not
good, Sir.”
“Really, Sir, these are subjects which I do not understand, and at present if you will excuse me I cannot enter
upon them, as I have a pressing engagement, but probably at some other time I may thank you for information
which doubtless your experience must render valuable.”
With this I took my leave, although he would fain have prolonged the conversation, and marched on to the
Macquarie Hotel, where the same company I had before met, and an excellent dinner rendered the remainder of
the day equally agreeable as its forenoon. Late in the evening, a card from Government House invited me to dine
there the next day, with an apology for the shortness of the notice. I determined to accept it, but as I have no
desire to tire my readers, I must defer an account of my visit, and of the large party to whom I was then
introduced, to another opportunity, remaining in the mean time their most obedient,
Simon Stukeley
4
Six having been named as the dinner hour in the invitation card I had received from Government House, a few
minutes before the clock struck I proceeded thither, dressed in my very best attire. Upon entering the hall by the
front door leading to the shrubbery, through which I had approached the house, a servant in a plain blue livery
received me, and led my way to the drawing-room. Already several Gentlemen were assembled, all of whom were
strangers to me, and amongst them were some Military Officers. His Excellency himself appeared in the full dress
uniform of a Colonel on the Staff, which was not, however, in my idea so becoming to his shape and figure as the
blue frock and trousers in which I had before seen him. His reception of all his guests was easy and polite, and to
myself he paid particular attention.
The room in which we were assembled was well proportioned and neatly furnished. Nothing at all resembling
the splendid drawing-rooms which are met with, even in private life, in England; the furniture being rather good
and substantial, than fashionable or elegant, and certain almost indispensables, such as brilliant chandeliers and
magnificent mirrors, being absent.
The young Gentleman, with whom I had become acquainted the preceding day, met me with much obliging
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frankness, and introduced me to several of the company—amongst others, to a sallow-complexioned
Gentleman,\fn{William Thomas Parramore, arrived in 1823 with his parents, his father, George being “a free settler of means who
received a land grant of one thousand acres at Ross on 25.10.1824”, William receiving a similar grant; admitted to practice as a solicitor
and Proctor in the Supreme Court in 1824; became Clerk of the Peace and Registrar of the Court of Requests in 1825; private secretary for
a period from 1827 to the Lieutenant Governor; appointed acting clerk of the councils in 1829; appointed Police Magistrate for Richmond
in 1832; resigned his civil positions in 1834 and became a land agent for colonel Arthur; died in 1854 } of a very sad and woeful

countenance, upon which a smile seldom even for amoment banished a certain measured demure look, which
might have served for an original whereby to have drawn the portrait of some of the Members of Cromwell’s long
Parliament. He spoke but little—indeed he seemed as if he had been transplanted into society to which he had
formerly been unaccustomed—but I understood that he was much esteemed by the Lieutenant Governor, and that
he held an important and confidential place in His Excellency’s household.
While I was conversing with my young friend upon general chit chat subjects, dinner was announced, and we
proceeded to a large room, apparently of recent construction, in which was a well covered table laid for fourteen
persons. It was my chance to be placed between two Gentlemen, about half-way down the right-hand side of the
table, one of whom was an elderly person,\fn{ Robert Knopwood, who “came from a well-to-do Norfolk family. He inherited a
fortune and as a young man became a member of the gambling set associated with the Prince Regent, soon squandering his patrimony. He
then secured an appointment as naval chaplain and accompanied Collins on his expedition”; chaplain to the colony; made a Magistrate in
1805; resigned in 1822 on the grounds of failing eyesight, receiving a pension of £100/year till his death in 1838 } habited in a straight

cut single breasted coat, with upright collar, and whom I soon discovered to be a clergyman of the old school; and
the other\fn{James Ross, arrived in Tasmania in 1822, having been the superintendent of a plantation on Grenada previously, and
graduating from Aberdeen University with a degree of Doctor of Laws. Received a grant of 1,000 acres; “suffered serious stock losses and
so removed to Hobart”; became editor of the official Gazette at the Lieutenant Governor’s request; established the Hobart Town Courier in
1827, which he edited until 1837; author of a grammar text book and an essay on prison discipline; edited the short-lived Hobart Town
Chronicle in 1833; and of the Van Diemen’s Land Monthly Magazine in 1835; died in 1838} appeared to be turned of forty, wore

spectacles close to his eyes, had a single breasted dress coat, and an appearance altogether somewhat resembling
the celebrated Bob Logic, in Tom and Jerry, and reminding me of what was said of Sir Joshua Reynold’s picture
of Garrick, when personating one of Shakespeare’s finest drawn characters. My clerical neighbour possessed a
remarkably mild placid countenance, and his manners were easy and gentlemanly in the extreme; his conversation
was lively and agreeable, and we soon appeared perfectly to understand each other.
Exactly opposite us sat a tall thin Gentleman,\fn{ John Lewes Pedder, appointed Chief Justice of Van Diemen’s Land in
1823, arriving in Hobart in 1824, bringing the charter of both Civil and Criminal jurisdiction with him, and conducting the first court
session in 1824. knighted in 1838; retired in 1854 and left the colony in 1856, dying in England in 1859 } of solemn melancholy

visage, apparently a valetudinarian, who took snuff largely, and seemed as little pleased with himself as with all
around him. He was engaged in conversation with another tall thin Gentleman, apparently his junior, who sat
upon his right, and with a young man of engaging countenance, dark expressive eyes, and wearing his hair which
was also dark, very thick and bushy;\fn{ John Montagu, nephew by marriage of Lieutenant-Governor Arthur, arriving in 1824;
private secretary to Arthur (1824-1829); acting Colonial Secretary (1832-1834); Colonial Secretary (1835-1842); suspended from office in
1842, but in 1842 became Colonial Secretary to the Cape Colony, South Africa, which office he held until his death in 1853 } but it

became him, and helped to set off tolerable features, into which, when he pleased, he knew how to impart much
grace and sweetness, by a most agreeable smile. He was dressed in the Court-suit of a King’s Sergeant, exhibiting
an unusual display of shirt frill.
I gathered from the conversation of those three Gentlemen, that they were discussing some point connected
with public affairs, for I caught from the one whom I first mentioned,
“I am clearly of opinion that nothing but the most rigorous discipline can do any good; I say that in all cases
the very letter of the law should be fulfilled.” The youngest of the party replied,
“I cannot asgree with you at all, Sir; on the contrary, I am much more the advocate of sun than wind, and I
would always much rather reward than punish.” The other tall Gentleman, who was, like his left hand companion,
a most immoderate snuff taker, then said,
“I doubt very much as to the abstract question, I wish I could find precedents whereon it might be well argued,
but I confess my doubts have increased the more I have considered it, and the cases which I am constantly called
upon to decide, rather still further add to my doubts than otherwise.”
The conversation now became too general for me to understand any more that was said. Had not the last
speaker been gaily dressed in a blue coat, with corresponding et ceteras, I should have taken him for some high
authority, learned in the law; but as it is as much out of the question to see a Barrister in a party coloured suit, as a
Clergyman, or, as a soldier in a sailor’s blue jacket and trousers, my doubts as to who he could be, were fully
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equal to his own upon the question which had been before them, and as my good manners forbad my making any
enquiry, I cannot even at present solve the point.
I now settled into a quiet cozy chat with my friend the Clergyman, whom I soon found to be what is known by
the term a choice spirit. What the true scent and knowledge of a kindred soul, he speedily discovered that I had
been accustomed to follow Lord Fitzwilliam’s fox hounds, and like an old broken down hunter, who will snuff the
gale and snort and toss his head at the exhilarating tones of a pck in full cry, when lame and spavined he cannot
move three paces, so did my worthy neighbour’s face wear a more than usually expressive smile, his voice
became more than usually animated, as he recounted some of the exploits of his early days, and told “each thrice
told field of battle once again.” The good old Gentleman at length so warmed with the subject, that he shook me
by the arm, and said in an under tone, “you must come and see Bob at the cottage—yeoix, yeoix! Tantivy!
tantivy!”—to which friendly invitation I immediately assented. My spectacle companion now addressed me.
“I fancy, Sir, you are of Oxford—may I have the honor of enquiring of what College?”
“Of Brazen-nose, Sir,” was my reply.
“I also am an Oxonian, and have to thank my luck more than my merit, perhaps, that Ihold an honorary degree,
by which I am able to write A.B.”
“Indeed, Sir,” said I, “you are fortunate.”
“Rather so,” he replied, “for I was never very fond of learned palaver, but I have my degree as well as others.”
There was a young delicate looking Gentleman\fn{ Alfred Stephen, who arrived with his wife in the Colony in 1825, in
which year he was appointed Solicitor General and Crown Solicitor, playing a part that year in the suspension of the Attorney General, J. T.
Gellibrand; appointed to the Sydney Bench in 1839; became Chief Justice of New South Wales in 1845; knighted in 1846; died in 1894 }

sitting next below the last speaker—he had a very consumptive appearance, but an agreeable countenance, and
very sprightly manners. Taking up the conversation, he added, “not only as well as others, but better than most,
for if you can say B. A. in virtue of your Oxford degree, so you can write me down A. S. S. in virtue of your
antiquarian honors.” A very hearty laugh followed this sally, but nothing more was said.
It would be tedious to dilate further upon the conversation of the evening. His Excellency was very attentive to
his guests, and exerted himself to do the honours of the table. The dinner was good of the kind, but “though
Heaven sends meat, the Devil sends cooks.” The wine and dessert were excellent, the attendance of the servants
might perhaps been better, but in other respects the entertainment passed off extremely well.
Just before we left the dinner table, my fox-hunting friend said to me, “mind Bob at the cottage,” which I
assured him I would, pledging him my honour.
“A fox-hunter’s honour is good security,” replied he, “but there is nothing like a collateral,” filling at the same
moment two bumpers of burgundy, “come, Sir, your word’s the bond, and this is the collateral,” drinking at the
same moment the wine, and handing me the other glass, “and now,” said he, “’tis signed, sealed, and delivered.”
We retired to the drawing-room soon after nine, when the pleasure of the day was increased by meeting several
elegantly dressed ladies, and who with my late companions formed a lively conversazione, till the Church clock
sounding eleven warned us to make our bows and depart.
If I had not already spun out my account of the dinner so unconscionably, I might enter into a description of
the charming addition thus made to our party. However desirous I might be of employing my pen upon so
interesting subject discretion whispers me to beware of fatiguing my readers. My motto is “ Agam quam
brevissime potero,” I wish to be as brief as possible. I therefore, for the present, subscribe myself their most
obedient,
Simon Stukeley
5
Previously to leaving England, I deposited in the hands of the Colonial Agent, a certain sum of money, taking
from him a letter addressed to the Local Authorities, and which he said would enable me to receive the same
amount upon my arrival here. I had been several times advised to claim the grant of land, to which my property
would entitle me, and having no particular occupation one day last week, I determined to devote the morning to
these objects.
Having so arranged my plans, I felt inclined to deliver in person the letter which I had received in England, as I
always like to acquire information, and to see how business is conducted. For this purpose, I went to a brick twostory building, nearly opposite the Government House, and, having been received at the door by a man in
tolerable attire, was conducted by him to a large room up stairs, which was approached through a small antechamber. At the further end, at a table covered with papers, apparently in sad confusion, sat a man\fn{ Henry James
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Emmett, who arrived in 1819; appointed clerk to the bench of Magistrates in Hobart in 1821; appointed Inspector of Distilleries in 1822;
was a member of the committee for the formation of the Van Diemen’s Land Bank, and in 1824 was a signatory to a petition for separation
of that Colony from New South Wales. “Although he was known to be dishonest and was cautioned more than once, Emmett was not
suspended from office until 1833. Hotel licensees paid their fees to Emmett and he kept £350 for his own use. To a committee of enquiry he
stated that his alary was insufficient to bring up a family of nine, so he had to sell milk and resort to other shifts to make ends meet.” Died
in 1848} perhaps fifty years of age, but of an appearance not gentlemanly or prepossessing. He wore spectacles,

appearing to be near-sighted, as he had a particular manner, when he looked at a distant object, of screwing his
eyes, which were of a hazel gray. His clothes had a good deal of the Monmouth-street cut about them, but did not
seem unsuitable to his tout ensemble. In his tone and gestures, he exhibited a wonderful degree of authority, for
just as I entered the doorway, he was severely censuring one of the clerks\fn{ William Christmas, “an employee of the
banking firm of Hoare, was convicted of embezzlement of £1,000 on 15.9.1825 and sentenced to transportation to Van Diemen’s Land. His
gaol report cited him as a well-behaved, gentleman-like person whose previous character was very good; his hulk report was ‘orderly’”;
clerk in the Colonial Secretary’s Department (Lands Office), 1826-1830; in 1830 “discovered to have copied petitions and other documents
for individuals and collected the fees for himself … it transpired that Christmas not only had access to everything in the Lands Office but
took public papers to his lodgings”; sent to Maria Island in 1830—“on his way thither he tried to escape, but failed. The convict settlement
was officially closed on 30.9.1830; Christmas was left behind, probably accidentally. On 9.1.1833, at great risk and in an unseaworthy boat,
he crossed to the mainland to procure supplies. He then faded into anonymity. The government put Maria Island up for leas in 1832, but
some eighteen months passed before George Meredith took it over. When he visited the island he spoke with a caretaker who may well
have been Christmas.”} for some neglect of duty, and it might have been supposed that was the Minister of War

himself, pouring forth his phials of wrath, from the style of his language, and the expression of his countenance.
The poor fellow who was being drilled, was the exact prototype of the Knight of Mancha, a tall lank figure,
without shape or substance, dressed in a long somber coat, hanging like a garment on a clothes horse, which,
contrasted with his pallid features and staring eyes, gave him altogether a most woeful appearance. He held the
door in one hand, as I passed him, and I heard him say,
“Pardon me, Sir, I was up till 3 o’clock this morning, and I have prepared several plans to be submitted to Mr.
Consumet, one of which particularly relates to a suppression of these German dollars, which are now—“hold your
tongue, Sir, this instant, and don’t talk to me of your plans, and your interferences—go to your room, Sir, and
attend to your business, and leave Mr. Consumet alone till he wants you, I have had quite enough of your
intolerable assurance.”
“Pardon me, Sir,” again was heard, but he could proceed no further, for the peremptory orders he received,
compelled him to retire, taking with him under his arm a large bundle of papers.
As soon as I could command sufficient attention to have the nature of my errand understood, I was requested
to take a chair for a few minutes, when a Messenger presently entered, and announced that the head of the
department wished to see me. I followed him into a handsomely furnished room on the ground floor, where a
Gentleman was sitting, whom I instantly recognized, and who received me with much stiff formality. After a short
space occupied in desultory conversation, in the course of which I gave him to understand that I should be obliged
by his allowing me to be he bearer at once of whatever credentials I was to be furnished with, he rung his bell, and
ordered the attendant to send one of the Clerks to him. Immediately the same gaunt figure I had before seen
entered the room, bearing in his countenance the utmost obsequiousness, almost to fawning, and having receive
his orders withdrew, but shortly returned with a paper in his hand, which he resented to the Gentleman for
signature, and which was then given to me, accompanied by the information that by presenting it as directed, my
wishes would be attended to. I then took my leave and departed.
The letter being an open one, I had the curiosity to see what was the form adopted on these occasions, and I
found that it was merely to transmit a copy of the document I had brought from England, and to say that a warrant
from the governor for paying me the money would be prepared. I proceeded at once to my further destination,
according to the address of the letter. Upon entering a low narrow building, which I understood was the Treasury,
I was shown into a small apparently inconvenient room on the left-hand side of a dark passage, and which was
divided off by a sort of a stop gate and counter, such as I have seen in England at the entrance of a country
Theater, which had been fitted up for the evening by an itinerant corps dramatique, having given full employment
all the forenoon to the industrious exertions of some sturdy thrasher.
Behind this make-shift money changing board, stood a young Gentleman\fn{ Jocelyn Bartholomew Thomas; arrived
with his father in 1824; appointed assistant Treasurer and Sub-Collector of Customs at Launceston in 1824; resigned from public office in
1832; gazetted as a Justice of the Peace from 1832; died in 1861 } of pleasant open countenance, and a person apparently his

senior by a few years, bearing all the appearance of “un homme d’s\affaires,” and whose deportment seemed
marked by obligingness and civility.\fn{ Thomas Smith; arrived in 1822 “with a letter of recommendation for himself and his
brother George”; appointed chief clerk to the Colonial Treasurer in 1826; “discovered the robbery of the Treasurer’s Chest” in 1827;
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probably died in October, 1841, “because on 22 October the effects of a Mr. Smith were sold without reserve to pay his debts of some
£500”} The young Gentleman having been made acquainted with my business, left the room for an instant, when

he returned and motioned me to follow him. Upon his leading the way into another apartment at the end of the
passage, a Gentleman\fn{Jocelyn Henry Connor Thomas, father of Jocelyn Bartholomew Thomas; Colonial Treasurer from 18241832. Confirmed in his office in 1825, he was made a member of the Executive council on the same date. “In 1832 a scandal broke. On
29.9.1832 an audit of the Colonial Treasurer’s chest showed everything to be correct. However, the Auditor had not looked at the monies of
either the Customs or Inland Revenue departments on that date. When Thomas absconded on 26.10.1832 it was discovered he had
embezzled some £10,637. Thomas and the Collector of Customs (Rolla O’Ferrall) had acted in collusion for some time, each lending the
other cash when the Auditor checked their respective chests. Thomas was apprehended after a few weeks and dismissed from office. He
died on 7.4.1862”} who was there seated rose to return my bow, and immediately entered into conversation.

There was a hurried quickness in his manner—a sort of absenteeism, if the expression may be allowed—a
change from one subject to another, which makes it difficult to relate what passed, but upon one or two points, the
information he bestowed, made some impression on me. He had a little of the brogue in his style of language, but
only such as is met with in the best bred Hibernains—just enough to swear by, but it was not difficult to see that
his birth and breeding had been good.
“In what part of the colony do you propose to settle, Sir,” he asked; “the property you possess will, I believe,
entitle you to a maximum grant, but upon this point the Land Board will instruct you.”
“I really do not know, Sir,” I replied, “I have been here so short a time that I am very little acquainted with the
country—indeed, I have scarcely made up my mind about taking land, for I have been informed by several, that,
paradoxical as it may seem, I can buy cheaper than I can have it given to me; but there’s a certain pleasure in
owning dirty acres, and I’ve not yet determined.”
“You say quite true, Sir,” said he, “as to the pleasure of owning dirty acres, perhaps no man places a higher
value upon them than I do. It is to the failure of a large embankment scheme at home, whereby I sought to reclaim
a few hundred thousands of acres from the sea, that I may owe the honour of now addressing you, but the unruly
element paid no more regard to me than to Canute of old, and in one hour the work of years was destroyed. The
same love of these same dirty acres has accompanied me hither, and I am almost constantly either buying, selling,
or bartering them. If you should determine to buy land, I may perhaps have the honour of being allowed to name a
farm or two of mine which are in particularly eligible situations.”
Our conversation was here interrupted by the abrupt entrance of a tall stout person,\fn{ Rolla O’Ferrall; arrived in
the Colony in 1826; dismissed from office in 1833; in 1828 granted 2,000 acres and chose a site at Port Davey in December, 1829 } who,
judging by the easy familiar style in which he addressed the last speaker, I suppose is a Gentleman. He appeared
to have a defect in his eyesight, much resembling in his appearance, an infirmity under which some of the Royal
Dukes labour. His mien was stately and commanding, but its impression was but momentary, for no sooner was
his mouth opened, than my uncertainty as to what rank of life he was filling was two-fold increased. Seeing that
the gentleman with whom I had been conversing was engaged, he said in a tone which would have suited Lady
Morgan, “I’ll just be with ye again by and bye, I did not just bring ye some money,” and not allowing time for a
reply, retired.
I now made some enquiry as to what was my best course to pursue towards obtaining the land to which my
property entitled me, as I seemed in such good quarters for information, and which the Gentleman gave me with
much readiness. I then prepared to depart, when the door-keeper announced that somebody, whose name I could
not collect, was waiting to be admitted, upon which my companion quickly said, “Oh, he’s the very man himself,”
and leaving the room, re-entered in a minute or two, accompanied by a Gentleman\fn{ Unidentified} of perhaps
between forty and fifty, rather above the middle height, and proportionably stout, and who was introduced to me
as a person extremely well qualified to impart information respecting the interior of the Colony. I soon discovered
that he was a man of sense and talents, and along and interesting conversation ensued. In the course of it, several
points were made known to me connected with the capabilities of his Island, of which I was before ignorant; these
however, although they may open the door to future observations, will not be further pursued at present.
Before we parted, I made an engagement to accompany him upon a tour of inspection as soon as the state of
the roads and bridges rendered traveling practicable, for he told me that at this season of the year, many of them
are nearly impassible; a wide field will therefore be opened to my readers. I now subscribe myself, their most
obedient servant,
Simon Stukeley
222.19 Excerpt from Fardorougha The Miser; or The Convicts Of Lisnamona\fn{by William Carleton (1794-1869)}
Prillisk, Dungannon & South Tyrone, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (M) 12
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1
On a gentle declivity facing the south, and sheltered by a sharp esker or land-ridge, lay the long, low,
whitewashed farm-house of Fardorougha Donovan of Lisnamona. There was little of artificial ornament about the
place, but much of the rough, heart-stirring wildness of nature, as it appeared in a strong, vigorous district, well
cultivated, but without being tamed down by those finer and more graceful touches, which now-a-days mark the
skilful hand of the scientific agriculturist.\fn{ In the conversational episodes of his novel, William Carleton has chosen to render
the spoken Irish of his day as it was uttered colloquially; but, in the interests of machine-readability—which is to say, for the sake of its
integration into the Protocol for World Peace—I have recast his attempts back into standard English speech, exclusive of expressions which
I do not pretend to understand, and not with an eye particularly to grammar or syntax, but simply to clarity of expression. All the italics,
however, are from the text itself:H}

To the left waved a beautiful hazel glen, which gradually expanded into the meadows above mentioned. Up
behind the house stood an ancient plantation of Whitethorn, which, during the month of May, diffused its
fragrance, its beauty, and its melody over the whole farm. The plain garden was hedged round by the graceful
poplar, whilst here and there were studded over the fields either single trees or small groups of mountain-ash, a
tree still more beautiful than the former. The small dells about the farm were closely covered with blackthorn and
holly, with an occasional oak shooting up from some little cliff, and towering sturdily over its lowly companions.
Here grew a thick interwoven mass of dog-tree, and upon a wild hedge-row, leaning like a beautiful wife upon a
rugged husband, might be seen supported by clumps of blackthorn, that most fragrant and exquisite of creepers
the delicious honeysuckle. Add to this the neat appearance of the farm itself, with its meadows and corn-fields
waving to the soft sunny breeze of summer, and the reader may admit, that without possessing any striking
features of pictorial effect, it would, nevertheless, be difficult to find an up-lying farm upon which the eye could
rest with greater satisfaction.
This brief description we deemed it necessary to give of a place which, however humble, will be found the
scene of the darkest and tenderest passions of the human heart.
It was on one of those nights in August, when the moon and stars shine through an atmosphere clear and
cloudless with a mildness of luster almost continental, that a horseman, advancing at a rapid pace, turned off a
remote branch of road up a narrow lane, and, dismounting before a neat white-washed cottage, gave a quick and
impatient knock at the door. Almost instantly, out of a small window that opened on hinges, was protruded a
broad female face, surrounded, by way of nightcap, with several folds of flannel, that had originally been white.
“Is Mary Moan at home?” said the horseman.
“For a miracle—ay!” replied the female; “who’s down in the name o’ goodness?”
“Why, then, I’m thinking you’ll be smiling when you hear it,” replied the messenger. “The sorra one else than
Honor Donovan, that’s now married upon Fardorougha Donovan to the tune of thirteen year. Bedad,\fn{ By God}
time for her, any how—but, sure it’ll be good when it comes, we’re thinking.”
“Well, better late than never—the Lord be praised for all his gifts, anyhow! Put your horse down to the
mounting stone, and I’ll be with you in half a jiffy, acushla.”\fn{ Darling; an English term derived from Irish}
She immediately drew in her head, and ere the messenger had well placed his horse at the aforesaid stirrup, or
mounting stone, which is an indispensable adjunct to the midwife’s cottage, she issued out, cloaked and bonneted;
for, in point of fact, her practice was so extensive, and the demands upon her attendance so incessant, that she
seldom, if ever, slept, or went to bed, unless partially dressed. And such was her habit of vigilance, that she
ultimately became an illustration of the old roman proverb, Non dormio omnibus; that is to say, she could sleep as
sound as a top to every possible noise except a knock at the door, to which she might be said, during the greater
part of her professional life, to have been instinctively awake.
Having ascended the mounting stone, and placed herself on the crupper, the guide and she, while passing down
the narrow and difficult lane, along which they could proceed but slowly and with caution, entered into the
following dialogue, she having first turned up the hood of her cloak over her bonnet, and tied a spotted cotton
kerchief round her neck.
“This,” said the guide, who was Fardorougha Donovan’s servantman, “is a queer enough business, as some o’
the neighbours do be saying—married upon one another beyond thirteen year, and ne’er a sign of a harporth till
now. Why then bedad it is queer.”
“Whisht, whisht,” replied Molly, with an expression of mysterious and superior knowledge, “don’t be speaking
about what you don’t understand—sure, nothing’s impossible to God, avick\fn{ Fool}—don’t you know that?”
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“Oh, bedad, sure enough—that we must allow, whether or not—still—”
“Very well; seeing that, what more have we to say, barring to hold our tongues. Children sent late always come
either for great good or great sorrow to their parents—and God grant that this may be for good to the honest
people—for indeed honest people they are, by all accounts. But what myself wonders at is, that Honor Donovan
never once opened her lips to me about it. However, God’s will be done! The Lord send her safe over all her
troubles, poor woman! And, now that we’re out of this thief of a lane, lay on for the bare life, and never heed me.
I’m as good a horseman as yourself, and, indeed, I’ve a good right, for I’m an old hand at it.”
“I’m thinking,” she added after a short silence, “it’s odd I never was much acquainted with the Donovans. I’m
told they’re a hard pack, that loves the money, honest as they are.”
“Faix,”\fn{Burden?} replied her companion, “let Fardorougha alone for knowing the value of a shilling!—
they’re not in Europe can hold a harder grip of one.”
His master, in fact, was a hard frugal man, and his mistress a woman of somewhat a similar character: both
were strictly honest, but, like many persons to whom God has denied offspring, their hearts had for a considerable
time before been placed upon money as their idol; for, in truth, the affections must be fixed upon something, and
we generally find that where children are denied, the world comes in and hardens by its influence the best and
tenderest sympathies of humanity.
After a journey of two miles they came out on a hay-track, that skirted an extensive and level sweep of
meadow, along which they proceeded with as much speed as a pillionless midwife was capable of bearing.
Ere arriving at the house they were met by Fardorougha himself, a small man, with dark but well-set features,
which being at no time very placid, appeared now to be absolutely gloomy, yet marked by strong and profound
anxiety.
“Thank God!” he exclaimed on meeting them. “Is this Mary Moan?”
“It is—it is,” she exclaimed; “how are all within?—Am I in time?”
“Only poorly,” he returned; “you are, I hope.”
The midwife, when they reached the door, got herself dismounted in all haste, and was about entering the
house, when Fardorougha, laying his hand upon her shoulder said in a tone of voice tremulous with apprehension,
“I need say nothing to you: what you can do you will do—but one thing I expect—if you see danger, call in
assistance.”
“It’s all in the hands o’ God, Fardorougha, acushla: be as easy in your mind as you can; if there’s need for more
help you’ll hear it; so keep the man and horse both ready.”
She then blessed herself, and entered the house, repeating a short prayer, or charm, which was supposed to
possess uncommon efficacy in relieving cases of the nature she was then called upon to attend.
*
Fardorougha Donovan was a man of shrewd sense, and of strong, but not obvious or flexible feeling; that is to
say, on strong occasions he felt accordingly, and exhibited very remarkable symptoms of the feeling that swayed
him. In matters of a less important character, he was either deficient in sensibility altogether, or it affected him so
slightly as not to be perceptible. What his disposition might have been, had his parental affections and domestic
sympathies been cultivated by the tender intercourse which subsists between a parent and his children, it is not
easy to say. On such occasions many a new and delightful sensation—many a sweet trait of affection previously
unknown—and, oh! many, many a fresh impulse of rapturous emotion never before felt—gushes out of the heart;
all of which, were it not for the existence of ties so delightful, might have there lain, sealed up forever. Where is
the man who does not remember the strange impression of tumultuous delight which he experienced on finding
himself a husband? And who does not recollect that nameless charm, amounting almost to a new sense, which
pervaded his whole being with tenderness and transport on kissing the rose-bud lips of his first-born babe? It is
indeed by the ties of domestic life that the purity and affection and the general character of the human heart are
best tried. What is there more beautiful than to see that fountain of tenderness multiplying its affection instead of
diminishing them, according as claim after claim arises to make fresh demands upon its love., Love, and
especially parental love, like jealousy, increases by what it feeds on. But, oh! from what an unknown world of
exquisite enjoyment are they shut out, to whom Providence has not vouchsafed those beloved beings on whom the
heart lavishes the whole fullness of its rapture! No wonder, that their own affections should wither in the cold
gloom of disappointed hope, or their hearts harden into that moody spirit of worldly-mindedness which adopts for
its offspring the miser’s idol.
Whether Fardorougha felt the want of children acutely or otherwise, could not be inferred from any visible
indication of regret on his part by those who knew him. His own wife, whose facilities of observation were so
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great and so frequent, was only able to suspect the affirmative. For himself he neither murmured nor repined, but
she could perceive that after a few years had passed, a slight degree of gloom began to settle on him, and an
anxiety concerning his crops, and his few cattle, and the produce of his farm. He also began to calculate the
amount of what might be saved from the fruits of their united industry. Sometimes, but indeed upon rare
occasions, his temper appeared inclining to be irascible or impatient; but in general it was grave, cold, and
inflexible, without any outbreaks of passion, or the slightest disposition to mirth.
His wife’s mind, however, was by no means so cold as his, nor so free from the traces of that secret regret
which preyed upon it. She both murmured and repined, and often in terms which drew from Fardorougha a cool
rebuke for her want of resignation to the will of god. As years advanced, however, her disappointment became
harassing even to herself, and now that hope began to die away, her heart gradually partook of the cool worldly
spirit which had seized upon the disposition of her husband. Though cultivating but a small farm, which they held
at a smart rent, yet by the dint of frugality and incessant diligence they were able to add a little each year to the
small stock of money which they had contrive to put together.
Still would the unhappy reflection that they were childless steal painfully and heavily over them; the wife
would sometimes murmur, and the husband reprove her, but in a tone so cool and indifferent that she could not
avoid concluding that his own want of resignation, though not expressed, was at heart equal to her own. Each also
became somewhat religious, and both remarkable for a punctual attendance upon the rites of their church, and that
in proportion as the love of temporal things overcame them. In this manner they lived upwards of thirteen years,
when Mrs. Donovan declared herself to be in that situation which in due time rendered the services of Mary Moan
necessary.
From the moment this intimation was given, and its truth confirmed, a faint light, not greater than the dim and
trembling luster of a single star, broke in upon the darkened affections and worldly spirit of Fardorougha
Donovan. Had the announcement taken place within any reasonable period after his marriage, before he had
become sick of disappointment, or had surrendered his heart from absolute despair to an incipient spirit of avarice,
it would no doubt have been hailed with all the eager delight of unblighted hope and vivid affection; but now a
new and subtle habit had been superinduced, after the last cherished expectation of the heart had departed; a spirit
of foresight and severe calculation descended on him, and had so nearly saturated his whole being, that he could
not for some time actually determine whether the knowledge of his wife’s situation was more agreeable to his
affection, or repugnant to the parsimonious disposition which had quickened his heart into an energy incompatible
with natural benevolence, and the perception of those tender ties which spring up from the relations of domestic
life. For a considerable time this struggle between the two principles went on; sometimes a new hope would
spring up, attended in the back-ground by a thousand affecting circumstances—on the other hand, some gloomy
and undefinable dread of exigency, distress, and ruin, would wring his heart and sink his spirits down to positive
misery.
Notwithstanding this conflict between growing avarice and affection, the star of the father’s love had risen, and
though, as we have already said, its light was dim and unsteady, yet the moment a single opening occurred in the
clouded mind, there it was to be seen serene and pure, and beatific emblem of undying and solitary affection
struggling with the cares and angry passions of life. By degrees the husband’s heart became touched by the hopes
of his younger years, former associations revived, and remembrances of past tenderness, though blunted in a heart
so much changed, came over him like the breath of fragrance that has nearly passed away. He began, therefore, to
contemplate the event without foreboding, and by the time the looked for period arrived, if the world and its
debasing influences were not utterly overcome, yet nature and the quickening tenderness of a father’s feelings had
made a considerable progress in a heart from which they had been long banished.
Far different from all this was the history of his wife since her perception of an event so delightful. In her was
no bitter and obstinate principle subversive of affection to be overcome. For although she had in latter years sank
into the painful apathy of a hopeless spirit, and given herself somewhat to the world, yet no sooner did the
unexpected light dawn upon her, than her whole soul was filled with exultation and rapture. The world and its
influence passed away like a dream, and her heart melted into a habit of tenderness at once so novel and exquisite,
that she often assured her husband she had never felt true happiness before.
Such are the respective states of feeling in which our readers find Fardorougha Donovan and his wife, upon an
occasion whose consequences run too far into futurity for us to determine at present whether they are to end in
happiness or misery.
*
For a considerable time that evening before the arrival of Mary Moan, the males of the family had taken up
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their residence in an inside kiln, where, after having kindled a fire in the draught hole, or what the Scotch call the
logie, they sat and chatted in that kind of festive spirit which such an event uniformly produces among the
servants of a family. Fardorougha himself remained for the most part with them, that is to say, except while
ascertaining from time to time the situation of his wife. His presence however, was only a restraint upon their
good humour, and his niggardly habits caused some rather uncomplimentary epithets during his short visits of
inquiry.
It is customary upon such occasions, as soon as the mistress of the family is taken ill, to ask the servants to
drink “an easy bout to the mistress, sir, and a speedy recovery—not forgetting a safe landing to the youngster, and,
like a Christmas compliment, many of them to you both! Whoo! Death alive, but that’s fine stuff. Oh, be gorra,
the mistress can’t but thrive with that in the house. Than you, sir, and wishing her once more safe over her
troubles!—Divil a better mistress ever,” etc., etc., etc.
Here, however, there was nothing of the kind. Fardorougha’s heart in the first instance was set against the
expense, and besides, its present broodings resembled the throes of pain which break out from the stupor that
presses so heavily upon the exhausted functions of life in the crisis of a severe fever. He could not, in fact, rest nor
remain for any length of time in the same sot. With a slow but troubled step he walked backward and forward,
sometimes uttering indistinct ejaculations and broken sentences, such as no one could understand. At length he
approached his own servants, and addressed the messenger, whose name was Nogher M’Cormick,
“Nogher,” said he, “I’m troubled.”
“Troubled! Dad, Fardorougha, you ought to be a happy and a thankful man this night, that is, if God sends the
mistress safe over it, as I hope he will, please goodness.”
“I’m poor, Nogher, I’m poor, and here’s a family coming.”
“Faith, take care it’s not sin you’re committing by speaking as you’re doing.”
“But you know I’m poor, Nogher.”
“But I know you’re not, Faradorougha; but I’m afraid, if God hasn’t said it, that your heart’s too much fixed
upon the world. Be my folks, it’s on your knees you ought to be this same night, thanking the Almighty for his
goodness, and not grumbling and stealing about the place, flying in the face of God for sending you and your wife
a blessing—for sure I hear the Scripture says that all children’s a blessing if they’re received as such; ‘and woe be
to the man,’ says Scripture, ‘that’s born with a millstone about his neck, especially if he’s cast into the say.’ I
know you pray enough, but be me soul, it hasn’t improved your morals, or it’s the mistress’s health we’d be
drinking in a good bottle of whiskey at the present time. Faix, myself wouldn’t be much surprised if she had a
hard twist in consequence; and if she does, the fault’s your own and not ours, for we’re willing as the flowers of
may to drink all sorts o’ good luck to her.”
“Nogher,” said the other, “it’s truth a great deal of what you’ve said—may be all of it.”
“Faith, I know,” returned Nogher, “that about the whiskey it’s perfect gospel.”
“In one thing I’ll be advised by you, and that is, I’ll go to my knees and pray to God to set my heart right, if it’s
wrong—I feel strange—strange, Nogher—happy, and not happy.”
“You needn’t go to your knees at all,” replied Nogher, “if you give us the whiskey; or, if you do pray, be in
earnest, that your heart may be inclined to give hit.”
“You deserve none for them words,” said Fardorougha, who felt that Nogher’s humour jarred upon the better
feelings that were rising within him—“you deserve none, and you’ll get none—for the present at least, and I’m
only a fool for speaking to you.”
He then retired to the upper part of the kiln, where in a dark corner he knelt with a troubled heart, and prayed
to God.
*
We doubt not but such readers as possess feeling, will perceive that Fardorougha was not only an object at this
particular period of much interest, but also entitled to sincere sympathy. Few men in his circumstances could, or
probably would, so earnestly struggle with a predominant passion as he did, though without education, or such a
knowledge of the world as might enable him, by any observation of the human heart in others, to understand the
workings of his own. He had not been ten minutes at prayer when the voice of his female servant was heard in
loud and exulting tones, calling out ere she approached the kiln itself,
“Fardorougha, ca woul thu?”\fn{Where are you?} Where’s my footing, master?\fn{ A note reads: To pay one’s footing
means in Ireland to give a present to a servant for any agreeable circumstances or event that happens for the first time or upon entering
any particular place of an humble character in order to testify your approval of what you may see } Where’s my arles?—Come in—

come in, you’re a wanting to kiss your son—the mistress is dying till you kiss your son.” The last words were
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uttered as she entered the kiln.
“Dying!” he repeated—“the mistress dying—oh, Susy, let a thousand children go before her—dying did you
say dying?”
“Ay did I, and it’s truth too, but it’s with joy she’s dying to see you kiss one of the prettiest young boys in all
the barony of Lisnamona—myself’s over head and ears in love with him inready.”
He gave a rapid glance upwards, so much so, that it was scarcely perceptible, and immediately accompanied
her into the house. The child in the meantime had been dressed, and lay on its mother’s arm in the bed when its
father entered. He approached the bedside and glanced at it—then at the mother who lay smiling beside it—she
extended her hand to him whilest the soft tears of delight ran quietly down her cheeks. When he seized her hand
he stooped to kiss her, but she put her other hand up and said,
“No, no, you must kiss him first.”
He instantly stooped over the babe, took it in his arms, looked long and earnestly upon it, put it up near him,
again gave it a long intense gaze, after which he raised its little mouth to his own, and then imprinted the father’s
first kiss upon the fragrant lips of his beloved first born. Having gently deposited the precious babe upon its
mother’s breast, he caught her hand, and imprinted upon her lips a kiss—but to those who understand it we need
not describe it—to those who cannot, we could give no adequate notion of that which we are able in no other way
to describe than by saying that it would seem as if the condensed enjoyment of a whole life were concentrated
into that embrace of the child and mother. When this tender scene was over, the midwife commenced,
“Well, if ever a man has reason to be thank—”
“Silence, woman,” he exclaimed, in a voice which hushed her almost into terror.
“Let him alone,” said the wife, addressing her, “let him alone, I know what he feels.”
“No,” he replied, “even you, Honora, don’t know it—my heart, my heart went astray, and there, under God and
my Saviour, is the being that will be the salvation of his father.” His wife understood him and was touched, the
tears fell fast from her eyes, and extending her hand to him, she said as he clasped it:
“Sure, Fardorougha, the world won’t be as much in your heart now, nor your temper so dark as it was.”
He made no reply, but placing his other hand over his eyes, he sat in that posture for some minutes. On raising
his head the tears were running as if involuntarily down his cheeks.
“Honor,” said he, “I’ll go out for a little—you can tell Mary Moan where anything’s to be had—let them all be
treated so that they don’t take too much—and Mary Moan, you won’t be forgotten.” He then passed out, and did
not appear for upwards of an hour, nor could any one of them tell where he had been.
“Well,” said Honor, after he had left the room, “We’re now married near fourteen years; and until this night I
never seen him shed a tear.”
“But sure, acushla, if anything can touch a father’s heart the sight of his first child will. Now keep yourself
easy, avourneen,\fn{Darling} and tell me where the whiskey and anything else that may be a wanting is, till I give
these creatures of servants a drop of something to comfort them.”
*
At this time, however, Mrs. Donovan’s mother and two sisters, who had for some hours previously been sent
for, just arrived, a circumstance which once more touched the newly awakened chords of the mother’s heart, and
gave her that confidence which the presence of “one’s own blood,” as the people express it, always communicates
upon such occasions. After having kissed and admired the babe, and bedewed its face with the warm tears of
affection, they piously knelt down, as is the custom among most Irish families, and offered up a short but fervent
prayer of gratitude as well for an event so happy, as for her safe delivery, and the future welfare of the mother and
child.
When this was performed, they set themselves to the distribution of the blithe meat or groaning malt, a duty
which the midwife transferred to them with much pleasure, this being a matter which, except in cases of necessity,
she considers beneath the dignity of her profession. The servants were accordingly summoned in due time, and
headed by Nogher, soon made their appearance. In events of this nature, servants in Ireland, and we believe
everywhere else, are always allowed a considerable stretch of good-humoured license in those observations which
they are in the habit of making. Indeed this is not so much an extemporaneous indulgence of wit on their part, as a
mere repetition of the set phrases and traditionary apothegms which have been long established among the
peasantry, and as they are in general expressive of present satisfaction and good wishes for the future, so would it
be looked upon as churlishness, and in some cases a sign of ill-luck to neglect them on the part of the servants.
“Now,” said Honor’s mother to the servants of both sexes, “now, children, that you’ve eaten a trifle, you must
taste something in the way of drink. It would be too bad on this night, above all nights we’ve see yet, not to have a
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glass to the little stranger’s health, at all events. Here, Nogher, try this, avick—you never got a glass with a
warmer heart.” Nogher took the liquor, his grave face charged with suppressed humour, and first looking upo his
fellow-servants with a countenance so droll yet dry that none but themselves understood it, he then directed a very
sober glance at the good woman.
“Thank you, ma’am,” he exclaimed; “be goxty, sure enough if our hearts wouldn’t get warm now, they’d never
warm. A happy night it is for Fardorougha and the mistress, at any rate. I’ll engage the stranger was worth waiting
for too. I’ll hold a thrifle, he’s the beauty o’ the world this minute—and I’ll engage it’s breeches we’ll have to be
getting for him some o’ these days, the darling. Well, here’s his health, any way; and may he—”
“Husht, arogorah!” exclaimed the midwife; “stop, I say—the tree afore the fruit, all the world over: don’t you
know, and bad win to you, that if the stranger was to go tomorrow, as good might come after him, while the parent
stocks are to the fore. The mother and father first, acushla, and then the stranger.”
“Many thanks to you, Mrs. Moan,” replied Nogher, “for setting me right—sure we’ll know something
ourselves when it comes our own turn, please goodness. If the mistress isn’t asleep, by goxty, I’ll call in to her,
that I’m drinking her health.”
“She’s not asleep,” said her mother; “and proud she’ll be, poor thing, to hear you Nogher.”
“Mistress!” he said in a loud voice, “are you asleep, ma’am?”
“No, indeed, Nogher,” she replied, in a good-humoured tone of voice.
“Well, ma’am,” said Nogher, still in a loud voice, and scratching his head, “here’s your health! And now that
the ice is broke—be goxty, and so it is sure,” said he in an undertone to the rest—“Peggy, behave yourself,” he
continued to one of the servant-maids, “mocking’s catching; faix, you don’t know what’s afore yourself yet—beg
pardon—I’m forgetting myself—and now that the ice is broke, ma’am,” he resumed, “you must be decent for the
father. Many a bottle, please goodness, we’ll have this way yet. Your health, ma’am, and a speedy recovery to you
—and a sudden uprise—not forgetting the master—long life to him!”
“What!” said the midwife, “are you forgetting the stranger?” Nogher looked her full in the face, and opening
his mouth, without saying a word, literally pitched the glass of spirits to the very bottom of his throat.
“Begging your pardon, ma’am,” he replied, “is it three healths you’d have me drink with the one glassful?—
not myself, indeed; faix, I’d be long sorry to make so little of him—if he was a bit of a girsha,\fn{Little girl} I’d
not scruple to give him a corner o’ the glass, but, being a young man, alters the case entirely—he must have a
bumper for himself.”
“A girsha!” said Peggy, his fellow-servant, feeling the indignity just offered to her sex, “Why, thin, bad
manners to your assurance for that same! A girsha’s as well entitled to a full glass as a gorsoon, any day.”
“Husht, a colleen,” said Nogher good-humouredly, “sure, it’s taking pattern by such a fine example you ought
to be. This, Mrs. Moan, is the pretty creature I was mentioning as we came along, that intends to get dovetailed
with myself some o’ these days—that is, if she can bring me into good humour, the thief.”
“And if it does happen,” said Peggy, “you’ll have to look sharp after him, Mrs. Moan. He’s pleasant enough
now, but I’ll be bound no man will know better how to hang his fiddle behind the door\fn{ I.e., to leave his good
humour behind him} when he comes home to us.”
“Well, acushla, sure he may, if he likes, but if he does, he knows what’s before him—not saying that he ever
will, I hope, for it’s a woeful case when it comes to that,\fn{A note reads: This refers to an opinion which was prevalent in
Ireland with reference to the old class of midwives, viz: that in cases similar to Honora Donovan’s, they possessed the power of
transferring the penalty of women’s original guilt to the husband, if he chanced to be brutal. The wife merely giving birth to the offspring,
the other bearing all the pain. In many parts of Ireland it is yet believed that they possess this power } ahagur.”

“Faix, it’s a happy story for half the poor wives of the parish that you are in it,” said Peggy,” sure, only for—”
“Be dhe busth, Vread, agus glak shogh—hold your tongue, Peggy, and taste this,” said the mother of her
mistress, handing her a glass: “If you intend to go together, in the name o’ goodness fear God more than the
midwife, if you want to have luck and grace.”
“Oh, is it all this?” exclaimed the sly girl, “faix, it’ll make me hearty if I drink so much—indeed it will. Well,
mistress, your health, and a speedy uprise to you—and the same to the master, not forgetting the stranger—long
life and good health to him!” She then put the glass to her lips, and after several small sips, appearing to be so
many unsuccessful attempts at overcoming her reluctance to drink it, she at length took courage, and bolting it
down, immediately applied her apron to her mouth, making at the same time two or three wry faces, gasping, as if
to recover the breath which it did not take away from her.
The midwife, in the mean time, felt that the advice just given to Nogher and Peggy contained a clause
somewhat more detrimental to her importance than was altogether agreeable to her; and to sit calmly under any
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imputation that involved a diminution of her authority was not within the code of her practice.
“If they go together,” she observed, “it’s right to fear God, no doubt; but that’s no reason why they shouldn’t
pay respect to them that can serve them or otherwise.”
“Nobody says against that, Mrs. Moah,” replied the other; “it’s all fair, and nothing else.”
“A midwife’s nothing in your eyes, we suppose,” rejoined Mrs. Moan, “but maybe there’s them belonging to
you could tell to the contrary.”
“Obliged to you, we suppose, for your services—and we’re not denying that either.”
“For me services—maybe them same services weren’t very sweet or treaclesome to some o’ them,” she
rejoined, with a mysterious and somewhat indignant toss of the head.
“Well, well,” said the other in a friendly tone, “that makes no maxim one way or the other, only drink this—
sure we’re not going to quarrel about it, anyhow.”
“God forbid, Honor More; but sure it would ill become me to hear my own character—no, no, avourneen,” she
exclaimed, putting back the glass, “I can’t take it this-a-way; it doesn’t agree with me; you must put a grain o’
sugar and a drop of boiling water in it. It may do very well hard\fn{Pure, unmixed} for the servants, but I’m not
used to that.”
“I heard that myself before,” observed Nogher, “that she never drinks hard whiskey. Well, myself never tasted
punch but once, and be goxty its great drink. Death alive, Honora More,” he continued, in his most insinuating
manner, “make us all a sup. Sure, blood alive, this is not a common night, after what God has sent us;
Fardorougha himself would allow you, if he was here; deed, bedad, he as good as promised me he would; and you
know we have the young customer’s health to drink yet.”
“Truth, and you ought,” said the midwife; “the boy says nothing but the truth—it’s not a common night; and if
God has given Fardorougha substance, he shouldn’t begrudge a little, if it was only to show a grateful heart.”
“Well, well,” said Honora More—which means great Honora, in opposition to her daughter, Fardorougha’s
wife; this being an epithet adopted for the purpose of contra-distinguishing the members of a family when called
by the same name—“Well,” said she, “I suppose it’s as good. My own heart, dear knows, is not in a trifle, only I
have my doubts about Fardorougha. However, what’s done can’t be undone; so, once we mix it, he’ll be too late
to speak if he comes in, any way.”
*
The punch was accordingly mixed, and they were in the act of sitting down to enjoy themselves with more
comfort when Fardorougha entered. As before, he was silent and disturbed, neither calm nor stern, but labouring,
one would suppose, under strong feelings of a decidedly opposite character. On seeing the punch made, his brow
gathered into something like severity; he looked quickly at his mother-in-law, and was about to speak, but pausing
a moment, he sat down, and after a little time said in a kind voice,
“It’s right, it’s right—for his sake, and on his account, have it; but, Honora, let there be no waste.”
“Sure we had to make it for Mrs. Moan whether or not,” said his mother-in-law—“She can’t drink it hard, poor
woman.” Mrs. Moah, who had gone to see her patient, having heard his voice again, made her appearance with
the child in her arms, and with all the importance which such a burden usually bestows upon persons of her
calling.
“Here,” said she, presenting him the infant, “take a proper look at this fellow. That I may never, if a finer
swaddy ever crossed my hands. Troth if you were dead tomorrow he’d be mistaken for you—your born image—
the sorra thing else—eh, alanna\fn{ Child}—the Lord love my son—faix you’ve daddy’s nose upon you, any how
—and his chin to a turn. Oh then, Fardorougha, but there’s many a couple rolling in wealth that would be proud to
have the likes of him; and that must die and let it all go to strangers, or to them that doesn’t care about them,
excepting to get grabbing at what they have, and that think every day a year that they’re above the sod. What!
Manim-an—kiss your child, man alive. That I may never, but he looks at the darling as if it was a sod of turf!
Troth you’re not worthy of having such a bully.”
Fardorougha, during this dialogue, held the child in his arms and looked upon it earnestly as before, but
without betraying any visible indication of countenance that could enable a spectator to estimate the nature of
what passed within him. At length there appeared in his eye a barely perceptible expression of benignity, which,
however, soon passed away, and was replaced by a shadow of gloom and anxiety. Nevertheless, in compliance
with the commands of the midwife, he kissed its lips, after which the servants all gathered round it, each lavishing
upon the little urchin those hyperbolical expressions of flattery, which, after all, most parents are willing to
receive as something approximating to Gospel truth.
“Bedad,” said Nogher, “that fellow will be the flower of the Donovans, if God spares him—be goxty, I’ll
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engage he’ll give the pretty girls many a sore heart yet—he’ll play the dickens with ’em or I’m not here—
awough! Do you hear how the young rogue gives tongue at that; the sorra one o’ the shaver but knows what I’m
saying.”
Nogher always had an eye to his own comfort, no matter under what circumstances he might be placed.
Having received the full glass, he grasped his mater’s hand, and in the usual set phrases, to which, however, was
added, much extempore matter of his own, he drank the baby’s health, congratulating the parents in his own blunt
way upon this accession to their happiness. The other servants continued to pour out their praises in terms of
delight and astonishment at his accomplishments and beauty, each, in imitation of Nogher, concluding with a toast
in nearly the same words.
How sweet from other lips is the praise of those we love! Fardorougha, who a moment before looked upon his
infant’s face with an unmoved countenance, felt incapable of withstanding the flattery of his own servants when
uttered in favour of the child. His eye became complacent, and while Nogher held his hand, a slight pressure in
return was proof sufficient that his heart beat in accordance with the hopes they expressed of all that the
undeveloped future might bestow upon him.
When their little treat was over, the servants withdrew for the night, and Fardorougha himself, still labouring
under an excitement so complicated and novel, retired rather to shape his mind to some definite tone of feeling
than to seek repose.
*
How strange is life, and how mysteriously connected is the woe or the weal of a single family with the great
mass of human society. We beg the reader to stand with us upon a low, sloping hill, a little to the left of
Fardorougha’s house, and, after having solemnized his heart by a glance at the starry gospel of the skies, to cast
his eye upon the long whitewashed dwelling, as it shines faintly in the visionary distance of a moonlight night.
How full of tranquil beauty is the hour, and how deep the silence, except when it is broken by the loud baying of
the watch-dog, as he barks in sullen fierceness at his own echo; or perhaps there is nothing heard but the sugh of
the mountain river, as with booming sound it rises and falls in the distance, filling the ear of midnight with its
wild and continuous melody. Look around and observe the spirit of repose which sleeps on the face of nature,
think upon the dream of human life, and of all the inexplicable wonders which are read from day to day in that
miraculous page—the heart of man. Neither your eye nor imagination need pass beyond that humble roof before
you, in which it is easy to perceive by the lights passing at this unusual hour across the windows, that there is
something added either to their joy or to their sorrow. There is the mother, in whose heart was accumulated the
unwasted tenderness of years, forgetting all the past in the first intoxicating influence of an unknown ecstasy, and
looking to the future with the eager aspirations of affection. There is the husband, too, in whose heart the lank
devil of the avaricious—the famine-struck god of the miser is even now contending with the almost extinguished
love which springs up in a father’s bosom on the sight of his first-born.
Reader, who can tell whether the entrancing visions of the happy mother, or the gloomy anticipations of her
apprehensive husband, are more prophetic of the destiny which is before their child? Many, indeed, and various
are the hopes and fears felt under that roof, and deeply will their lights and shadows be blended in the life of the
being whose claims are so strong upon their love. There—for some time past the lights in the window have
appeared less frequently, one by one we presume the inmates have gone to repose, not another gleam is visible,
the last candle is extinguished, and this humble section of the great family of man is now at rest, with the veil of a
dark and fearful future unlifted before them. …
2
During the few days that intervened between our hero’s birth and his christening, Fardorough’s mind was
engaged in forming some fixed principle by which to guide his heart in the conflict that still went on between
avarice and affection. In this task he imagined that the father predominated over the miser almost without a
struggle; whereas, the fact ws, that the subtle passion, ever more ingenious than the simple one, changed its
external character, and came out in the shape of affectionate forecast and provident regard for the wants and
prospects of his child. This gross deception of his own heart he felt as a relief, for, though smitten with the world,
it did not escape him that the birth of his little one, all its circumstances considered, ought to have cause him to
feel an enjoyment unalloyed by the care and regret which checked his sympathies as a parent. Neither was
conscience itself altogether silent, nor the blunt remonstrances of his servants wholly without effect. Nay, so
completely was his judgment overreached, that he himself attributed this anomalous state of feeling to a virtuous
effort of Christian duty, and looked upon the encroachments which a desire of saving wealth had made on his
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heart, as a manifest proof of much parental attachment. He consequently loved his wealth through the medium of
his son, and laid it down as a fixed principle that every act of parsimony on his part was merely one of prudence,
and had the love of a father and an affectionate consideration for his child’s future welfare to justify it.
The first striking instance of this close and griping spirit appeared upon an occasion which seldom fails to
open, in Ireland at least, all the warm and generous impulses of our nature. When his wife deemed it necessary to
make those hospitable preparations for their child’s christening which are so usual in the country, he treated her
intention of complying with this old custom, as a direct proof of unjustifiable folly and extravagance—nay, his
remonstrance with her exhibited such remarkable good sense and prudence, that it was a matter of extreme
difficulty to controvert it, or to perceive that it originated from any other motive than a strong interest in the true
welfare of their child.
“Will our wasting meat and money, and for that matter health and time on his christening, either give him more
health, or make us love him better? It’s not the first time, Honor, that I’ve heard yourself make little of some of
our neighbours for going beyond their ability in getting up big christenings. Don’t be foolish now then when it
comes to your own turn.” The wife took the babe up, and after having gazed affectionately on its innocent
features, replied to him in a voice of tenderness and reproof,
“God knows, Fardorougha, and if I do act with folly, as you call it, in getting ready his christening, surely,
surely you ought not to blame the mother for that—little I thought, acushla oge,\fn{My young pulse} that your own
father would begrudge you as good a christening as is put over any other neighbour’s child. I’m afraid,
Fardorougha, he’s not as much in your heart as he ought to be.”
“It’s a poor proof of love for him, Honor, to put to the bad what may and would be serviceable to him
hereafter. You only think for the present, but I can’t forget that he’s to be settled in the world, and you know
yourself what poor means we have of doing that, and that if we begin to be extravagant and wasteful because God
has sent him, we may beg with him afore long.”
“There’s no danger of us begging with him. No,” she continued, the pride of the mother having been touched,
“my boy will never beg—no avourneen—you never will—nor shame or disgrace will never come upon him
either. Have you no trust in God, Fardorougha?”
“God never helps them that neglect themselves, Honor.”
“But if it was pleasing to his will to remove him from us, would you ever forgive yourself not letting him have
a christening like another child?” rejoined the persevering mother.
“The priest,” replied the good man, “will do as much for the poor child as for the rich—there’s but one
sacrament for both—anything else is waste as I said, and I won’t give in to it. You don’t consider that your way of
it would spend as much in one day as would clothe him two or three years.”
“May I never sin this day, Fardorougha, but one would think you’re tired of him already. By not giving in to
what’s decent you know you’ll only fret me—a thing that no man with half a heart would do to any woman
supporting a baby as I am—a fretted nurse makes a child sick, as Molly Moan told you before she went, so that
it’s not on my own account I’m speaking, but on his—poor weeny pet—the Lord love him! Look at his innocent
pretty little face, and how can you have the heart, Fardorougha? Come, avourneen—give way to me this once—
troth if you do, you’ll see how I’ll nurse him—and what a darling lump o’ sugar I’ll have him for you in no time!”
He paused a little at this delicate and affecting appeal of the mother, but except by a quick glance that passed
from her to their child, it was impossible to say whether or not it made any impression on his heart, or in the
slightest degree changed his resolution.
“Well, well,” said he, “let me alone now—I’ll think of it—I’ll turn it over and see what’s best to be done; do
you the same, Honor, and maybe your own sense will bring you to my side of the question at last.”
*
The next day, his wife renewed the subject with unabated anxiety, but instead of expressing any change in her
favour, Faradorougha declined even to enter into it at all. An evasive reply was all she could extort from him, with
an assurance that he would in a day or two communicate the resolution to which he might finally come. She
perceived at once, that the case was hopeless, and after one last ineffectual attempt to bring him round, she felt
herself forced to abandon it. The child, therefore, much to the mother’s mortification, was baptized without a
christening, unless the more presence of the godfather and godmother, in addition to Fardorougha’s own family,
could be said to constitute one.
Our readers, perhaps, are not aware that acuse of deep anxiety hitherto unnoticed by us, operated with latent
power upon Fardorougha’s heart. But so strong in Ireland is the beautiful superstition—if it can with truth gbe
termed so—that children are a blessing, only when received as such, that even though supported by the hardest
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and most shameless of all vices—avarice, Fardorougha had not nerve to avow this most unnatural source of his
distress. The fact, however, was, that to a mind so constituted, the apprehension of a large family, was in itself a
consideration which he thought might, at a future period of their lives, reduce both him and his to starvation and
death. Our readers may remember Nogher M’Cormick's rebuke to him, when he heard Fardorougha allude to this;
and so accessible was he then to the feeling, that on finding his heart at variance with it, he absolutely admitted
his error, and prayed to God that he might be enabled to overcome it.
It was therefore on the day subsequent to the baptism of young Connor, for so had the child been called after
his paternal grandfather, that as a justification for his own conduct in the matter of the christening, he disclosed to
his wife with much reluctance and embarrassment, this undivulged source of his fears for the future, alleging it as
a just argument for his declining to be guided by her opinion.
The indignant sympathies of the mother abashed, on this occasion, the miserable and calculating impiety of the
husband—her reproaches were open and unshrinking, and her moral sense of his conduct just and beautiful.
“Fardorougha,” said she, “I thought up to this time—to this day, that there was nothing in your heart but too
much of the world; but now I’m afeard, if God hasn’t said it, that the devil himself’s there. You’re fretting for
afraid of a family—but has God sent us any but this one yet? No—and I wouldn’t be surprised if the Almighty
would punish your guilty heart, by making the child he gave you, a curse, instead of a blessing. I think as it is, he
has brought little pleasure to you for so far, and if your heart hardens as he grows up, it’s more unhappy you’ll get
every day you live.”
“That’s very fine talk, Honor; but to people in our condition, I can’t see any very great blessing in a houseful of
children. If we’re able to provide for this one, we’ll have reason to be thankful without wishing for more.”
“It's my opinion, Fardorougha, you don’t love the child.”
“Change that opinion then, Honor; I do love the child—but there’s no necessity for blowing it about to
everyone I meet. If I didn’t love him, I wouldn’t feel as I do about all the hardships that may be before him. Think
of what a bad season, or a failure of the crops, might bring us all to! God grant that we mayn’t come to the bag
and staff before he’s settled in the world at all, poor thing.”
“Oh, very well, Fardorougha, you may make yourself as unhappy as you like; for me, I’ll put my trust in the
Saviour of the world for my child. If you can trust in anyone better than God, do so.”
“Honor, there’s no use in this talk—it’ll do nothing either for him or us—besides, I have no more time to
discourse about it.”
He then left her, but as she viewed his dark inflexible features ere he went, an oppressive sense of something
not far removed from affliction weighed her down. The child had been asleep in her arms during the foregoing
dialogue, and after his father had departed, she placed him in the cradle, and throwing the corner of her blue apron
over her shoulder, she rocked him into a sounder sleep, swaying herself at the same time to and fro, with that
inward sorrow, of which, among the lower classes of Irish females, this motion is uniformly expressive.
*
It is not to be supposed, however, that, as the early graces of childhood gradually expanded (as they did) into
more than ordinary beauty, the avarice of the father was not occasionally encountered in its progress by sudden
gushes of love for his son. It was impossible for any parent, no matter how strongly the hideous idol of mammon
might sway his heart, to look upon a creature so fair and beautiful, without being frequently touched into
something like affection. The fact was, that as the child advanced towards youth, the two principles we are
describing nearly kept pace one with the other. That the bad and formidable passion made rapid strides, must be
admitted; but that it engrossed the whole spirit of the father, is not true. The mild and gentle character of the boy
—his affectionate disposition, and the extraordinary advantages of his person—could not fail sometimes to
surprise his father into sudden bursts of affection.
But these, when they occurred, were looked upon by Fardorougha, as so many proofs that he still entertained
for the boy love sufficient to justify a more intense desire of accumulating wealth for his sake. Indeed, ere the lad
had numbered thirteen summers, Fardorougha’s character as a miser had not only gone far abroad through the
neighbourhood, but was felt by the members of his own family with almost merciless severity. From habits of
honesty, and a decent sense of independence, he was now degraded to rapacity and meanness; what had been
prudence, by degrees degenerated into cunning; and he who when commencing life, was looked upon only as a
saving man, had now become notorious for extortion and usury.
A character such as this, among a people of generous and lively feeling like the Irish, is in every state of life
the object of intense and undisguised abhorrence. It was with difficulty he could succeed in engaging servants,
either for domestic or agricultural purposes; and, perhaps, no consideration, except the general kindness which
176

was felt for his wife and son, would have induced any person whatsoever to enter into his employment. Honor and
Connor did what in them lay to make the dependents of the family experience as little of Fardorougha’s griping
tyranny as possible. Yet with all their kind-hearted ingenuity, and secret bounty, they were scarcely able to render
their situation barely tolerable.
It would be difficult to find any language, no matter what pen might wield it, capable of portraying the love
which Honor O’Donovan bore to her gentle, her beautiful, and her only son. Ah! there, in that last epithet, lay the
charm which wrapped her soul in him, and in all that related to his welfare. The moment she saw that it was not
the will of God to bless them with other offspring, her heart gathered about him with a jealous tenderness, which
trembled into agony at the idea of his loss.
Her love for him, then multiplied itself into many hues, for he was in truth the prism, on which when it fell, all
the varied beauty of its colours became visible. Her heart gave not forth the music of a single instrument, but
breathed the concord of sweet sounds, as heard from the blended melody of many.
Far different from this were the feelings of Fardorougha, on finding that he was to be the first and the last
vouchsafed to their union. A single regret, however, scarcely felt, touched even him, when he reflected that if
Connor were to be removed from them, their hearth must become desolate. But then came the fictitious
conscience, with its nefarious calculations, to prove that in their present circumstances, the dispensation which
withheld others was a blessing to him that was given.
“Even Connor himself,” argued the miser, “will be the gainer by it, for what would my trifle of money be
among so many?”
The pleasure, however, that is derived from the violation of natural affection, is never either full or satisfactory.
The gratification felt by Fardorougha, upon reflecting that no further addition was to be made to their family,
resembled that which a hungry man feels who dreams he is partaking of a luxurious banquet. Avarice, it is true,
like fancy, was gratified: but the enjoyment, though rich to that particular passion, left behind it a sense of
emptiness, and an unconscious remorse which gnawed his heart with a slow and heavy pain, that operated like a
smothered fire, wasting what it preys upon, in secrecy and darkness. In plainer terms, he was not happy, but so
absorbed in the ruling passion—the pursuit of wealth—that he felt afraid to analyse his anxiety, or trace to its true
source the cause of his own misery.
In the mean time, his boy grew up the pride and ornament of the parish, idolized by his mother, and beloved by
all that knew him. Limited and scanty was the education which his father could be prevailed on to bestow upon
him; but there was nothing that could deprive him of his natural good sense, nor of the affections which his
mother’s love had drawn out and cultivated. One thing was remarkable in him, which we mention with reluctance,
as it places his father’s character in a frightful point of view; it is this, that his love for that father, was such as is
rarely witnessed, even in the purest and most affectionate circles of domestic life.
But let not our readers infer either from what we have written, or from anything we may write, that
Fardorougha hated this lovely and delightful boy; on the contrary, earth contained not an object, except his money,
which he loved so well. His affection for him, however, was only such as could proceed from the dregs of a
defiled and perverted heart. This is not saying much, but it is saying all. What in him was parental attachment,
would in another man, to such a son, be unfeeling and detestable indifference. His heart sank on contemplating
even the pittance he allowed for Connor’s education; and no remonstrance could prevail on him to clothe the boy
with common decency. Pocket-money was out of the question, as were all those considerate indulgences to youth,
that blunt, when timely afforded, the edge of early anxiety to know those amusements of life, which if not
innocently gratified before passion gets strong, are apt to produce at a later period that giddy intoxication, which
has been the destruction of thousands.
When Connor, however, grew up, and began to think for himself, he could not help feeling, that from a man so
absolutely devoted to wealth as his father was, to receive even the slenderest proof of affection, was in this case
no common manifestation of the attachment he bore him. There was still a higher and nobler motive. He could not
close his ears to the character which had gone abroad of his father, and from that principle of generosity which
induces a man, even when ignorant of the quarrel, to take the weaker side, he fought his battles, until in the end he
began to believe them just.
But the most obvious cause of the son’s attachment we have not mentioned, and it is useless to travel into vain
disquisitions for that truth which may be found in the instinctive impulses of nature. He was Connor’s father, and
though penurious in everything that regarded even his son’s common comfort, he had never uttered a harsh word
to him during his life, or denied him any gratification which could be had without money. Nay, a kind word, or a
kind glance, from Fardorougha, fired the son’s resentment against the world which traduced him; for how could it
177

be otherwise, when the habitual defence made by him when arraigned for his penury, was an anxiety to provide
for the future welfare and independence of his son.
Many characters in life appear difficult to be understood, but if those who wish to analyse them only consulted
human nature, instead of rushing into far-fetched theories, and traced with patience the effect which interest, or
habit, or inclination is apt to produce on men of a peculiar temperament, when placed in certain situations, there
would be much less difficulty in avoiding those preposterous exhibitions which run into caricature, or outrage the
wildest combinations that can be formed from the common elements of humanity.
1819
100.155 A Christmas Carol\fn{by Charles John Huffam Dickens (1812-1870)} Landport (now part of Plymouth),
Portsmouth, England, United Kingdom (M) 33
I
Marley was dead: to begin with. There is no doubt whatever about that. The register of his burial was signed
by the clergyman, the clerk, the undertaker, and the chief mourner. Scrooge signed it: and Scrooge’s name was
good upon ’Change,\fn{The London stock exchange, primitive but extant at this time .} for anything he chose to put his hand
to. Old Marley was as dead as a door-nail.
Mind! I don’t mean to say that I know, of my own knowledge, what there is particularly dead about a doornail. I might have been inclined, myself, to regard a coffin-nail as the deadest piece of ironmongery in the trade.
But the wisdom of our ancestors is in the simile; and my unhallowed hands shall not disturb it, or the Country’s
done for. You will therefore permit me to repeat, emphatically, that Marley was as dead as a door-nail.
Scrooge knew he was dead? Of course he did. How could it be otherwise? Scrooge and he were partners for I
don’t know how many years. Scrooge was his sole executor, his sole administrator, his sole assign, his sole
residuary legatee, his sole friend, and sole mourner. And even Scrooge was not so dreadfully cut up by the sad
event, but that he was an excellent man of business on the very day of the funeral, and solemnized it with an
undoubted bargain.
The mention of Marley’s funeral brings me back to the point I started from. There is no doubt that Marley was
dead. This must be distinctly understood, or nothing wonderful can come of the story I am going to relate. If we
were not perfectly convinced that Hamlet’s Father died before the play began, there would be nothing more
remarkable in his taking a stroll at night, in an easterly wind, upon his own ramparts, than there would be in any
other middle-aged gentleman rashly turning out after dark in a breezy spot—say Saint Paul’s Churchyard for
instance—literally to astonish his son’s weak mind.
Scrooge never painted out old Marley’s name. There it stood, years afterwards, above the warehouse door:
Scrooge and Marley. The firm was known as Scrooge and Marley. Sometimes people new to the business called
Scrooge Scrooge, and sometimes Marley, but he answered to both names: it was all the same to him.
Oh! But he was a tight-fisted hand at the grindstone, Scrooge! A squeezing, wrenching, grasping, scraping,
clutching, covetous old sinner! Hard and sharp as flint, from which no steel had ever struck out generous fire;
secret and self-contained, and solitary as an oyster. The cold within him froze his old features, nipped his pointed
nose, shriveled his cheek, stiffened his gait; made his eyes red, his thin lips blue; and spoke out shrewdly in his
grating voice. A frosty rime was on his head, and on his eyebrows, and his wiry chin. He carried his own low
temperature always about with him; he iced his office in the dog-days;\fn{ An expression meaning the hottest months of the
year.} and didn’t thaw it one degree at Christmas.
External heat and cold had little influence on Scrooge. No warmth could warm, nor wintry weather chill him.
No wind that blew was bitterer than he, no falling snow was more intent upon its purpose, no pelting rain less
open to entreaty. Foul weather didn’t know where to have him.\fn{ To attack him.} the heaviest rain, and snow, and
hail, and sleet, could boast of the advantage over him in only one respect. They often “came down” handsomely
and Scrooge never did.
Nobody ever stopped him in the street to say, with gladsome looks, “My dear Scrooge, how are you? When
will you come to see me?” No beggars implored him to bestow a trifle, no children asked him what it was o’clock,
no man or woman ever once in all his life inquired the way to such and such a place, of Scrooge. Even the
blindmen’s dogs appeared to know him; and when they saw him coming on, would tug their owners into
178

doorways and up courts; and then would wag their tails as though they said, “no eye at all is better than an evil
eye, dark\fn{Blind.} master!”
But what did Scrooge care? It was the very thing he liked. To edge his way along the crowded paths of life,
warning all human sympathy to keep its distance, was what the knowing ones call “nuts”\fn{ Fun.} to Scrooge.
*
Once upon a time—of all the good days in the year, on Christmas Eve—old Scrooge sat busy in his countinghouse. It was cold, bleak, biting weather: foggy withal: and he could hear the people in the court outside go
wheezing up and down, beating their hands upon their breasts, and stamping their feet upon the pavement-stones
to warm them. The city clocks had only just gone three, but it was quite dark already: it had not been light all day:
and candles were flaring in the windows of the neighboring offices, like ruddy smears upon the palpable brown
air. The fog came pouring in at every chink and keyhole, and was so dense without, that although the court was of
the narrowest, the houses opposite were mere phantoms. To see the dingy cloud come drooping down, obscuring
everything, one might have thought that Nature lived hard by, and was brewing on a large scale.
The door of Scrooge’s counting-house was open that he might keep his eye upon his clerk who in a dismal
little cell beyond a sort of tank, was copying letters. Scrooge had a very small fire, but the clerk’s fire was so very
much smaller, that it looked like one coal. But he couldn’t replenish it, for Scrooge kept the coal-box in his own
room; and so surely as the clerk came in with the shovel, the master predicted that it would be necessary for them
to part. Wherefore the clerk put on his white comforter,\fn{ Muffler; scarf.} and tried to warm himself at the candle;
in which effort, not being a man of a strong imagination, he failed.
“A merry Christmas, uncle! God save you!” cried a cheerful voice. It was the voice of Scrooge’s nephew, who
came upon him so quickly, that this was the first intimation he had of his approach.
“Bah!” said Scrooge. “Humbug!”
He had so heated himself with the rapid walking in the fog and frost, this nephew of Scrooge’s, that he was all
in a glow; his face was ruddy and handsome; his eyes sparkled, and his breath smoked again.
“Christmas a humbug, uncle!” said Scrooge’s nephew. “You don’t mean that, I’m sure.”
“I do,” said Scrooge. “Merry Christmas! What right have you to be merry? What reason have you to be merry?
You’re poor enough.”
“Come then,” returned the nephew gaily. “What right have you to be dismal? What reason have you to be
morose? You’re rich enough.”
Scrooge having no better answer ready on the spur of the moment, said “Bah!” again; and followed it up with
“Humbug.”
“Don’t be cross, uncle,” said the nephew.
“What else can I be,” returned the uncle, “when I live in such a world of fools as this? Merry Christmas! Out
upon merry Christmas! What’s Christmas time to you but a time for paying bills without money; a time for
finding yourself a year older, and not an hour richer; a time for balancing your books, and having every item in
’em through a round dozen of months presented dead against you? If I could work my will,” said Scrooge
indignantly, “every idiot who goes about with ‘Merry Christmas’ on his lips, should be boiled with his own
pudding, and buried with a stake of holly through his heart. He should!”
“Uncle!” repeated the nephew.
“Nephew!” returned the uncle, sternly, “keep Christmas in your own way, and let me keep it in mine.”
“Keep it!” repeated Scrooge’s nephew. “But you don’t keep it!”
“Let me leave it alone, then,” said Scrooge. “Much good may it do you! Much good it has ever done you!”
“There are many things from which I might have derived good, by which I have not profited, I dare say,”
returned the nephew: “Christmas among the rest. But I am sure I have always thought of Christmas time, when it
has come round—apart from the veneration due to its sacred name and origin, if anything belonging to it can be
apart from that—as a good time: a kind, forgiving, charitable, pleasant time; the only time I know of, in the long
calendar of the year, when men and women seem by one consent to open their shut-up hearts freely, and to think
of people below them as if they really were fellow-passengers to the grave, and not another race of creatures
bound on other journeys. And therefore, uncle, though it has never put a scrap of gold or silver in my pocket, I
believe that it has done me good, and will do me good; and I say, God bless it!”
The clerk in the tank involuntarily applauded: becoming immediately sensible of the impropriety, he poked the
fire, and extinguished the last frail spark forever.
“Let me hear another sound from you,” said Scrooge, “and you’ll keep your Christmas by losing your
situation. You’re quite a powerful speaker, sir,” he added, turning to his nephew. “I wonder you don’t go into
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Parliament.”
“Don’t be angry, uncle. Come! Dine with us tomorrow.”
Scrooge said that he would see him—yes, indeed, he did. He went the whole length of the expression, and said
that he would see him in that extremity first.\fn{ As in: “I’ll see you in Hell first!” or something similar.}
“But why?” cried Scrooge’s nephew. “Why?”
“Why did you get married?” said Scrooge.
“Because I fell in love.”
“Because you fell in love!” growled Scrooge, as if that were the only one thing in the world more ridiculous
than a merry Christmas. “Good afternoon.”
“Nay, uncle, but you never come to see me before that happened. Why give it as a reason for not coming
now?”
“Good afternoon!” said Scrooge.
“I want nothing from you; I ask nothing of you; why cannot we be friends?”
“Good afternoon!” said Scrooge.
“I am sorry with all my heart to find you so resolute. We have never had a quarrel to which I have been a party.
But I have made the trial in homage to Christmas, and I’ll keep my Christmas humor to the last. So A Merry
Christmas, uncle!”
“Good afternoon!” said Scrooge.
“And A Happy New Year!”
“Good Afternoon!” said Scrooge.
His nephew left the room without an angry word, notwithstanding. He stopped at the outer door to bestow the
greetings of the season on the clerk, who, cold as he was, was warmer than Scrooge; for he returned them
cordially.
“There’s another fellow,” muttered Scrooge, who overheard him: “my clerk, with fifteen shillings a-week, and
a wife and family, talking about a merry Christmas. I’ll retire to Bedlam.’\fn{ A reference to the notorious London asylum
for the mentally ill (founded in 1330 as the ‘Hospital of St. Mary of Jerusalem’) where, even in Dicken’s own time, the inmates thereof
were routinely maltreated, chained to walls, and exhibited in cages for the entertainment of the general public .}

This lunatic, in letting Scrooge’s nephew out, had let two other people in. They were portly gentlemen, pleasant to behold, and now stood, with their hats off, in Scrooge’s office. They had books and papers in their hands,
and bowed to him.
“Scrooge and Marley’s, I believe,” said one of the gentlemen, referring to his list. “Have I the pleasure of
addressing Mr. Scrooge, or Mr. Marley?”
“Mr. Marley has been dead these seven years,” Scrooge replied. “He died seven years ago this very night.”
“We have no doubt his liberality is well represented by his surviving partner,” said the gentleman, presenting
his credentials.
It certainly was; for they had been two kindred spirits. At the ominous word “liberality,” Scrooge frowned, and
shook his head, and handed the credentials back.
“At this festive season of the year, Mr. Scrooge,” said the gentleman, taking up a pen, “it is more than usually
desirable that we should make some slight provision for the poor and destitute, who suffer greatly at the present
time. Many thousands are in want of common necessaries; hundreds of thousands are in want of common comforts, sir.”
“Are there no prisons?” asked Scrooge.
“Plenty of prisons,” said the gentleman, laying down the pen again.
“And the Union workhouses!” demanded Scrooge. “Are they still in operation?”
“They are. Still,” returned the gentleman, “I wish I could say they were not.”
“The Treadmill and the Poor Law are in full vigor, then!” said Scrooge.
“Both very busy, sir.”
“Oh! I was afraid, from what you said at first, that something had occurred to stop them in their useful course,”
said Scrooge. “I’m very glad to hear it.”
“Under the impression that they scarcely furnish Christian cheer of mind or body to the multitude,” returned
the gentleman, “a few of us are endeavoring to raise a fund to buy the Poor\fn{ So capitalized in the text.} some meat
and drink, and means of warmth. We choose this time, because it is a time, of all others, when Want is keenly felt,
and Abundance rejoices. What shall I put you down for?”
“Nothing!” Scrooge replied.
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“You wish to be anonymous!”
“I wish to be left alone,” said Scrooge. “Since you ask me what I wish, gentlemen, that is my answer. I don’t
make merry myself at Christmas, and I can’t afford to make idle people merry. I help to support the establishments I have mentioned: they cost enough: and those who are badly off must go there.”
“Many can’t go there; and many would rather die.”
“If they would rather die,” said Scrooge, “they had better do it, and decrease the surplus population. Besides—
excuse me—I don’t know that.”\fn{I.e., strictly speaking he doesn’t know that the gentleman’s last statement is true .}
“But you might know it,” observed the gentleman.
“It’s not my business,” Scrooge returned. “It’s enough for a man to understand his own business, and not to
interfere with other people’s. Mine occupies me constantly. Good afternoon, gentlemen!”
Seeing clearly that it would be useless to pursue their point, the gentlemen withdrew. Scrooge resumed his
labors with an improved opinion of himself, and in a more facetious temper than was usual with him.
Meanwhile the fog and darkness thickened so, that people ran about with flaring links,\fn{ Torches.} proffering
their services to go before horses in carriages, and conduct them on their way. The ancient tower of a church,
whose gruff old bell was always peeping slily down at Scrooge out of a Gothic window in the wall, became
invisible, and struck the hours and quarters in the clouds, with tremulous vibrations afterwards, as if its teeth were
chattering in its frozen head up there. The cold became intense. In the main street, at the corner of the court, some
laborers were repairing the gas-pipes, and had lighted a great fire in a brazier, round which a party of ragged men
and boys were gathered: warming their hands and winking their eyes before the blaze in rapture. The water-plug
being left in solitude, its overflowing sullenly congealed, and turned to misanthropic ice. The brightness of the
shops, where holly sprigs and berries crackled in the lamp-heat of the windows, made pale faces ruddy as they
passed. Poulterers’ and grocers’ trades became a splendid joke: a glorious pageant, with which it was next to
impossible to believe that such dull principles as bargain and sale had anything to do. The Lord Mayor,\fn{ Still his
title.} in the stronghold of the mighty Mansion House, gave orders to his fifty cooks and butlers to keep Christmas
as a Lord Mayor’s household should; and even the little tailor, whom he had fined five shillings on the previous
Monday for being drunk and blood-thirsty in the streets, stirred up tomorrow’s pudding in his garret, while his
lean wife and the baby sallied out to buy the beef.
Foggier yet and colder! Piercing, searching, biting cold. If the good Saint Dunstan\fn{ Died in 988, a reforming
Archbishop of Canterbury.} had but nipped the Evil Spirit’s nose\fn{ He was maliciously accused of practicing black magic .}
with a touch of such weather as that, instead of using his familiar weapons, then indeed he would have roared to
lusty purpose. The owner of one scant young nose, gnawed and mumbled by the hungry cold as bones are gnawed
by dogs, stooped down at Scrooge’s keyhole to regale him with a Christmas carol: but at the first sound of—
“God bless you, merry gentleman,
May nothing you dismay!”

Scrooge seized the ruler with such energy of action, that the singer fled in terror, leaving the keyhole to the fog
and even more congenial frost.
At length the hour of shutting up the counting-house arrived. With an ill-will Scrooge dismounted from his
stool, and tacitly admitted the fact to the expectant clerk in the Tank, who instantly snuffed his candle out, and put
on his hat.
“You’ll want all day tomorrow, I suppose?” said Scrooge.
“If quite convenient, sir.”
“It’s not convenient,” said Scrooge, “and it’s not fair. If I was to stop half-a-crown\fn{ Of your wages.} for it,
you’d think yourself ill-used, I’ll be bound?”
The clerk smiled faintly.
“And yet,” said Scrooge, “you don’t think me ill-used, when I pay a day’s wages for no work.”
The clerk observed that it was only once a year.
“A poor excuse for picking a man’s pocket every twenty-fifth of December!” said Scrooge, buttoning his greatcoat to the chin. “But I suppose you must have the whole day. Be here all the earlier next morning!”
The clerk promised that he would; and Scrooge walked out with a growl. The office was closed in a twinkling,
and the clerk, with the long ends of his white comforter dangling below his waist (for he boasted no great-coat),
went down a slide on Cornhill, at the end of a lane of boys, twenty times in honor of its being Christmas-eve, and
then ran home to Camden Town\fn{ Now a part of Greater London.} as hard as he could pelt, to play at blindman’s181

buff.
Scrooge took his melancholy dinner in his usual melancholy tavern; and having read all the newspapers, and
beguiled the rest of the evening with his banker’s-book, went home to bed. He lived in chambers which had once
belonged to his deceased partner. They were a gloomy suite of rooms, in a lowering pile of building up a yard,
where it had so little business to be, that one could scarcely help fancying it must have run there when it was a
young house, playing at hide-and-seek with other houses, and have forgotten the way out again. It was old enough
now, and dreary enough, for nobody lived in it but Scrooge, the other rooms being all let out as offices. The yard
was so dark that even Scrooge, who knew its every stone, was fain to grope with his hands.\fn{ Public street-lighting
was virtually non-existent in these days.} The fog and frost so hung about the black old gateway of the house, that it
seemed as if the Genius of the Weather sat in mournful meditation on the threshold.
Now, it is a fact, that there was nothing at all particular about the knocker on the door, except that it was very
large. It is also a fact, that Scrooge had seen it night and morning during his whole residence in that place; also
that Scrooge had as little of what is called fancy about him as any man in the City of London, even including—
which is a bold word—the corporation, aldermen, and livery.\fn{ I.e., the entire financial establishment of the financial
district of the capital city, still known as the ‘City of London’ in the same way as ‘Wall Street’ stands for the same type of district in the
City of New York, as well as being the name of an actual street within that city .} Let it also be borne in mind that Scrooge had

not bestowed one thought on Marley, since his last mention of his seven-years’ dead partner that afternoon. And
then let any man explain to me, if he can, how it happened that Scrooge, having his key in the lock of the door,
saw in the knocker, without its undergoing any intermediate process of change: not a knocker, but Marley’s face.
Marley’s face. It was not in impenetrable shadow as the other objects in the yard were, but had a dismal light
about it, like a bad lobster in a dark cellar. It was not angry or ferocious, but looked at Scrooge as Marley used to
look: with ghostly spectacles turned up upon its ghostly forehead. The hair was curiously stirred, as if by breath or
hot-air; and though the eyes were wide open, they were perfectly motionless. That and its livid color made it horrible; but its horror seemed to be in spite of the face and beyond its control, rather than a part of its own expression.
As Scrooge looked fixedly at this phenomenon, it was a knocker again.
To say that he was not startled, or that his blood was not conscious of a terrible sensation to which it had been
a stranger from infancy, would be untrue. But he put his hand upon the key he had relinquished, turned it sturdily,
walked in, and lighted his candle.
He did pause, with a moment’s irresolution, before he shut the door; and he did look cautiously behind at first,
as if he half-expected to be terrified with the sight of Marley’s pigtail sticking out into the hall. But there was
nothing on the back of the door, except the screws and nuts that held the knocker on; so he said, “Pooh, pooh!”
and closed it with a bang.
The sound resounded through the house like thunder. Every room above, and every cask in the wine
merchant’s cellars below, appeared to have a separate peal of echoes of its own. Scrooge was not a man to be
frightened by echoes. He fastened the door, and walked across the hall and up the stairs: slowly too: trimming his
candle as he went.
You may talk vaguely about driving a coach-and-six up a good old flight of stairs, or through a bad young Act
of Parliament; but I mean to say you might have got a hearse up that staircase, and taken it broadwise, with the
splinter-bar towards the wall, and the door towards the balustrades: and done it easy. There was plenty of width
for that, and room to spare, which is perhaps the reason why Scrooge thought he saw a locomotive hearse going
on before him in the gloom. Half a dozen gas-lamps out of the street wouldn’t have lighted the entry too well, so
you may suppose that it was pretty dark with Scrooge’s dip.\fn{ Candle.}
Up Scrooge went, not caring a button for that: darkness is cheap, and Scrooge liked it. But before he shut his
heavy door, he walked through his rooms to see that all was right. He had just enough recollection of the face to
desire to do that.
Sitting-room, bed-room, lumber-room.\fn{Toilet.} All as they should be. Nobody under the table, nobody under
the sofa; a small fire in the grate; spoon and basin ready; stand the little saucepan of gruel (Scrooge had a cold in
his head) upon the hob. Nobody under the bed: nobody in the closet; nobody in his dressing-gown, which was
hanging up in a suspicious attitude against the wall. Lumber-room as usual. Old fire-guard, old shoes, two fishbaskets, washing-stand on three legs, and a poker.
Quite satisfied, he closed his door, and locked himself in; double-locked himself in, which was not his custom.
Thus secured against surprise, he took off his cravat, put on his dressing-gown and slippers, and his night-cap, and
sat down before the fire to take his gruel.
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It was a very low fire indeed; nothing on such a bitter night. He was obliged to sit close to it, and brood over it,
before he could extract the least sensation of warmth from such a handful of fuel. The fire-place was an old one,
built by some Dutch merchant long ago, and paved all round with quaint Dutch tiles, designed to illustrate the
Scriptures. There were Cains and Abels; Pharoah’s daughters, Queens of Sheba, Angelic messengers descending
through the air on clouds like feather-beds, Abrahams, Belshazzars, Apostles putting off to sea in butter-boats,
hundreds of figures to attract his thoughts; and yet that face of Marley, seven years dead, came like the ancient
Prophet’s rod, and swallowed up the whole. If each smooth tile had been a blank at first, with power to shape
some picture on its surface from the disjointed fragments of his thoughts, there would have been a copy of old
Marley’s head on every one.
“Humbug!” said Scrooge, and walked across the room.
After several turns, he sat down again. As he threw his head back in the chair, his glance happened to rest upon
a bell, a disused bell, that hung in the room, and communicated for some purpose now forgotten with a chamber
in the highest story of the building. It was with great astonishment, and with a strange, inexplicable dread, that as
he looked he saw this bell begin to swing. It swung so softly in the outset that it scarcely made a sound; but soon
it rang out loudly, and so did every bell in the house.
This might have lasted half a minute, or a minute, but it seemed an hour. The bells ceased as they had begun,
together. They were succeeded by a clanking noise, deep down below, as if some person were dragging a heavy
chain over the casks in the wine-merchant’s cellar. Scrooge then remembered to have heard that ghosts in haunted
houses were described as dragging chains.
The cellar-door flew open with a booming sound, and then he heard the noise much louder, on the floors
below; then coming up the stairs; then coming straight towards his door.
“It’s humbug still!” said Scrooge. “I won’t believe it.”
His color changed though, when, without a pause, it came on through the heavy door, and passed into the room
before his eyes. Upon its coming in, the dying flame leaped up, as though it cried, “I know him! Marley’s Ghost!”
and fell again.
The same face; the very same. Marley in his pig-tail, usual waistcoat, tights, and boots; the tassels on the latter
bristling, like his pigtail, and his coat-skirts, and the hair upon his head. The chain he drew was clasped about his
middle. It was long, and wound about him like a tail; and it was made (for Scrooge observed it closely) of cashboxes, keys, padlocks, ledgers, deeds, and heavy purses wrought in steel.\fn{ Mild, carbon steel was first made in ancient
times.} His body was transparent: so that Scrooge, observing him, and looking through his waistcoat, could see the
two buttons on his coat behind.
Scrooge had often heard it said that Marley had no bowels, but he had never believed it until now.
No, nor did he believe it even now. Though he looked the phantom through and through, and saw it standing
before him; though he felt the chilling influence of its death-cold eyes; and marked the very texture of the folded
kerchief bound about its head and chin, which wrapper he had not observed before: he was still incredulous, and
fought against his senses.
“How now!” said Scrooge, caustic and cold as ever. “What do you want with me?”
“Much!”—Marley‘s voice, no doubt about it.
“Who are you?”
“Ask me who I was.”
“Who were you then?” said Scrooge, raising his voice. “You’re particular—for a shade.” He was going to say
“to a shade,” but substituted this, as more appropriate.
“In life I was your partner, Jacob Marley.”
“Can you—can you sit down?” asked Scrooge, looking doubtfully at him.
“I can.”
“Do it, then.”
Scrooge asked the question, because he didn’t know whether a ghost so transparent might find himself in a
condition to take a chair; and felt that in the event of its being impossible, it might involve the necessity of an embarrassing explanation. But the ghost sat down on the opposite side of the fireplace, as if he were quite used to it.
“You don’t believe in me,” observed the Ghost.
“I don’t,” said Scrooge.
“What evidence would you have of my reality, beyond that of your senses?”
“I don’t know,” said Scrooge.
“Why do you doubt your senses?”
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“Because,” said Scrooge, “a little thing affects them. A slight disorder of the stomach makes them cheats. You
might be an undigested bit of beef, a blot of mustard, a crumb of cheese, a fragment of an underdone potato.
There’s more of gravy than of grave about you, whatever you are!”
Scrooge was not much in the habit of cracking jokes, nor did he feel, in his heart, by any means waggish then.
The truth is, that he tried to be smart, as a means of distracting his own attention, and keeping down his terror; for
the specter’s voice disturbed the very marrow in his bones.
To sit, staring at those fixed, glazed eyes, in silence for a moment, would play, Scrooge felt, the very deuce
with him. There was something very awful, too, in the specter’s being provided with an infernal atmosphere of its
own. Scrooge could not feel it himself, but this was clearly the case; for though the Ghost sat perfectly
motionless, its hair, and skirts, and tassels, were still agitated as by the hot vapor from an oven.
“You see this toothpick?” said Scrooge, returning quickly to the charge, for the reason just assigned; and
wishing, though it were only for a second, to divert the vision’s stony gaze from himself.
“I do,” replied the Ghost.
“You are not looking at it,” said Scrooge.
“But I see it,” said the Ghost, “notwithstanding.”
“Well!” returned Scrooge. “I have but to swallow this, and be for the rest of my days persecuted by a legion of
goblins, all of my own creation. Humbug, I tell you—humbug!”
At this the spirit raised a frightful cry, and shook its chain with such a dismal and appalling noise, that Scrooge
held on tight to his chair, to save himself from falling in a swoon.\fn{ From fainting.} but how much greater was his
horror, when the phantom taking off the bandage round its head, as if it were too warm to wear indoors, its lower
jaw dropped down upon its breast!
Scrooge fell upon his knees, and clasped his hands before his face.
“Mercy!” he said. “Dreadful apparition, why do you trouble me?”
“Man of the worldly mind!” replied the ghost, “do you believe in me or not?”
“I do,” said Scrooge. “I must. But why do spirits walk the earth, and why do they come to me?”
“It is required of every man,” the Ghost returned, “that the spirit within him should walk abroad among his
fellow-men, and travel far and wide; and if that spirit goes not forth in life, it is condemned to do so after death. It
is doomed to wander through the world—oh, woe is me! And witness what it cannot share, but might have shared
on earth, and turned to happiness!”
Again the specter raised a cry, and shook its chain, and wrung its shadowy hands.
“You are fettered,” said Scrooge, trembling. “Tell me why?”
“I wear the chain I forged in life,” replied the ghost. “I made it, link by link, and yard by yard; I girded it on of
my own free will, and of my own free will I wore it. Is its pattern strange to you?”
Scrooge trembled more and more.
“Or would you know,” pursued the Ghost, “the weight and length of the strong coil you bear yourself? It was
full as heavy and as long as this, seven Christmas Eves ago. You have labored on it, since. It’s a ponderous
chain!”
Scrooge glanced about him on the floor, in the expectation of finding himself surrounded by some fifty or sixty
fathoms of iron cable; but he could see nothing.
“Jacob,” he said, imploringly. “Old Jacob Marley, tell me more. Speak comfort to me, Jacob.”
“I have none to give,” the Ghost replied. “It comes from other regions, Ebenezer Scrooge, and is conveyed by
other ministers to other kinds of men. Nor can I tell you what I would. A very little more is all permitted to me. I
cannot rest, I cannot stay, I cannot linger anywhere. My spirit never walked beyond our counting-house—mark
me! In life my spirit never roved beyond the narrow limits of our money-changing hole; and weary journeys lie
before me!”
It was a habit with Scrooge, whenever he became thoughtful, to put his hands in his breeches pockets.
Pondering on what the Ghost had said, he did so now, but without lifting up his eyes, or getting off his knees.
“You must have been very slow about it, Jacob,” Scrooge observed, in a business-like manner, though with
humility and deference.
“Slow!” the Ghost repeated.
“Seven years dead,” mused Scrooge. “And traveling all the time?”
“The whole time,” said the Ghost. “No rest, no peace. Incessant torture of remorse.”
“You travel fast?” said Scrooge.
“On the wings of the wind,” replied the Ghost.
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“You might have got over a great quantity of ground in seven years,” said Scrooge.
The Ghost, on hearing this, set up another cry, and clanked its chain so hideously in the dead silence of the
night, that the Ward\fn{Night watchman.} would have been justified in indicting it for a nuisance.
“Oh! Captive, bound, and double-ironed,” cried the phantom, “not to know, that ages of incessant labor by
immortal creatures, for this earth, must pass into eternity before the good of which it is susceptible is all
developed. Not to know that any Christian spirit working kindly in its little sphere, whatever it may be, will find
its mortal life too short for its vast means of usefulness. Not to know that no space of regret can make amends for
one life’s opportunities misused! Yet such was I! Oh! Such was I!”
“But you were always a good man of business, Jacob,” faltered Scrooge, who now began to apply this to
himself.
“Business!” cried the Ghost, wringing its hands again. “Mankind was my business. The common welfare was
my business; charity, mercy, forbearance, and benevolence were all my business. The dealings of my trade were
but a drop of water in the comprehensive ocean of my business!”
It held up its chain at arm’s length, as if that were the cause of all its unavailing grief, and flung it heavily upon
the ground again.
“At this time of the rolling year,” the specter said, “I suffer most. Why did I walk through crowds of fellowbeings with my eyes turned down, and never raise them to that blessed Star which led the Wise Men to a poor
abode? Were there no poor homes to which its light would have conducted me?”
Scrooge was very much dismayed to hear the specter going on at this rate, and began to quake exceedingly.
“Hear me!” cried the Ghost. “My time is nearly gone.”
“I will,” said Scrooge. “But don’t be hard upon me! Don’t be flowery, Jacob! Pray!”
“How it is that I appear before you in a shape that you can see, I may not tell. I have sat invisible beside you
many and many a day.”
It was not an agreeable idea. Scrooge shivered, and wiped the perspiration from his brow.
“This is no light part of my penance,” pursued the Ghost. “I am here tonight to warn you, that you may have
yet a chance and hope of escaping my fate. A chance and hope of my procuring, Ebenezer.”
“You will be haunted,” resumed the Ghost, “by Three Spirits.”
Scrooge’s countenance fell almost as low as the Ghost’s had done.
“Is that the chance and hope you mentioned, Jacob?” he demanded, in a faltering tone.
“It is.”
“I—I think I’d rather not,” said Scrooge.
“Without their visits,” said the Ghost, “you cannot hope to shun the path I tread. Expect the first tomorrow
when the bell tolls one.”
“Couldn’t I take ’em all at once, and have it over, Jacob?” hinted Scrooge.
“Expect the second on the next night at the same hour. The third upon the next night, when the last stroke of
twelve has ceased to vibrate. Look to see me no more; and look that, for your own sake, you remember what has
passed between us!”
When it had said these words, the specter took its wrapper from the table, and bound it round its head, as
before. Scrooge knew this, by the smart sound its teeth made, when the jaws were brought together by the
bandage. He ventured to raise his eyes again, and found his supernatural visitor confronting him in an erect
attitude, with its chain wound over and about its arm.
The apparition walked backward from him; and at every step it took, the window raised itself a little, so that
when the specter reached it, it was wide open. It beckoned Scrooge to approach, which he did. When they were
within two paces of each other, Marley’s Ghost held up his hand, warning him to come no nearer. Scrooge
stopped.
Not so much in obedience as in surprise and fear: for, on the raising of the hand, he became sensible of
confused noises in the air; incoherent sounds of lamentation and regret; wailings inexpressibly sorrowful and selfaccusatory. The specter, after listening for a moment, joined in the mournful dire; and floated out upon the bleak,
dark night.
Scrooge followed to the window: desperate in his curiosity. He looked out.
The air was filled with phantoms, wandering hither and thither in restless haste, and moaning as they went.
Every one of them wore chains like Marley’s Ghost; some few (they might be guilty governments) were linked
together; none were free. Many had been personally known to Scrooge in their lives. He had been quite familiar
with one old ghost in a white waistcoat, with a monstrous iron safe attached to its ankle, who cried piteously at
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being unable to assist a wretched woman with an infant, whom it saw below, upon a door-step. The misery with
them all was, clearly, that they sought to interfere, for good, in human matters, and had lost the power forever.
Whether these creatures faded into mist, or mist enshrouded them, he could not tell. But they and their spirit
voices faded together; and the night became as it had been when he walked home.
Scrooge closed the window, and examined the door by which the Ghost had entered. It was double-locked, as
he had locked it with his own hands, and the bolts were undisturbed. He tried to say “Humbug!” but stopped at the
first syllable. And being, from the emotion he had undergone, or the fatigues of the day, or his glimpse of the
Invisible World, or the dull conversation of the Ghost, or the lateness of the hour, much in need of repose, went
straight to bed, without undressing, and fell asleep upon the instant.
II
When Scrooge awoke, it was so dark, that looking out of bed, he could scarcely distinguish the transparent
window from the opaque walls of his chamber. He was endeavoring to pierce the darkness with his ferret eyes,
when the chimes of a neighboring church struck the four quarters. So he listened for the hour.
To his great astonishment the heavy bell went on from six to seven, and from seven to eight, and regularly up
to twelve; then stopped. Twelve! It was past two when he went to bed. The clock was wrong. An icicle must have
got into the works. Twelve!
He touched the spring of his repeater,\fn{ A clock-watch which struck the intervals of an hour with little chimes, invented
between 1675 and 1685. It would not be a wrist-watch, which was invented between 1895 and 1900.} to correct this most preposterous clock. Its rapid little pulse beat twelve; and stopped.
“Why, it isn’t possible,” said Scrooge, “that I can have slept through a whole day and far into another night! It
isn’t possible that anything has happened to the sun, and this is twelve at noon!”
The idea being an alarming one, he scrambled out of bed, and groped his way to the window. He was obliged
to rub the frost off with the sleeve of his dressing-gown before he could see anything; and could see very little
then. All he could make out was, that it was still very foggy and extremely cold, and that there was no noise of
people running to and fro, and making a great stir, as there unquestionably would have been if night had beaten
off bright day, and taken possession of the world. This was a great relief, because “three days after sight of this
First of Exchange pay to Mr. Ebenezer Scrooge or his order,” and so forth, would have become a mere United
States’ security\fn{A reference to the general suspicion of the worth of American federally-issued bonds by the London financial
markets of Dickens’ day.} if there were no days to count by.
Scrooge went to bed again, and thought, and thought, and thought it over and over, and could make nothing of
it. The more he thought, the more perplexed he was; and the more he endeavored not to think, the more he
thought. Marley’s Ghost bothered him exceedingly. Every time he resolved within himself, after mature inquiry,
that it was all a dream, his mind flew back again, like a strong spring released, to its first position, and presented
the same problem to be worked all through, “Was it a dream or not?”
Scrooge lay in this state until the chimes had gone three quarters more, when he remembered, on a sudden, that
the Ghost had warned him of a visitation when the bell tolled one. He resolved to lie awake until the hour was
past; and, considering that he could no more go to sleep than go to Heaven, this was perhaps the wisest resolution
in his power.
The quarter was so long, that he was more than once convinced he must have sunk into a doze unconsciously,
and missed the clock. At length it broke upon his listening ear.
“Ding, dong!”
“A quarter past,” said Scrooge, counting.
“Ding, dong!”
“Half past,” said Scrooge.
“Ding, dong!”
“A quarter to it,” said Scrooge.
“Ding, dong!”
“The hour itself,” said Scrooge, triumphantly, “and nothing else!”
He spoke before the hour bell sounded, which it now did with a deep, dull, hollow, melancholy ONE. Light
flashed up in the room upon the instant, and the curtains of his bed were drawn.
The curtains of his bed were drawn aside, I tell you, by a hand. Not the curtains at his feet, nor the curtains at
his back, but those to which his face was addressed. The curtains of his bed were drawn aside; and Scrooge,
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starting up into a half-recumbent attitude, found himself face to face with the unearthly visitor who drew them: as
close to it as I am now to you, and I am standing in the spirit at your elbow.
It was a strange figure—like a child: yet not so like a child as like an old man, viewed through some
supernatural medium, which gave him the appearance of having receded from the view, and being diminished to a
child’s proportions. Its hair, which hung about its neck and down its back, was white as if with age; and yet the
face had not a wrinkle in it, and the tenderest bloom was on the skin. The arms were very long and muscular; the
hands the same, as if its hold were of uncommon strength. Its legs and feet, most delicately formed, were, like
those upper members, bare. It wore a tunic of the purest white; and round its waist was bound a lustrous belt, the
sheen of which was beautiful. It held a branch of fresh green holly in its hand; and, in singular contradiction of
that wintry emblem, had its dress trimmed with summer flowers. But the strangest thing about it was, that from
the crown of its head there sprung a right clear jet of light, by which all this was visible; and which was doubtless
the occasion of its using, in its duller moments, a great extinguisher for a cap, which it now held under its arm.
Even this, though, when Scrooge looked at it with increasing steadiness, was not its strangest quality. For as its
belt sparkled and glittered now in one part and now in another, and what was light one instant, at another time was
dark, so the figure itself fluctuated in its distinctness: being now a thing with one arm, now with one leg, now
with twenty legs, now a pair of legs without a head, now a head without a body: of which dissolving parts, no
outline could be visible in the dense gloom wherein they melted away. And in the very wonder of this, it would be
itself again; distinct and clear as ever.
“Are you the Spirit, sir, whose coming was foretold to me?” asked Scrooge.
“I am!”
The voice was soft and gentle. Singularly low, as if instead of being so close beside him, it were at a distance.
“Who, and what are you?” Scrooge demanded.
“I am the Ghost of Christmas Past.”
“Long past?” inquired Scrooge: observant of its dwarfish stature.
“No. Your past.”
Perhaps, Scrooge could not have told anybody why, if anybody could have asked him; but he had a special
desire to see the Spirit in his cap; and begged him to be covered.
“What!” Exclaimed the Ghost, “Would you so soon put out, with worldly hands, the light I give? Is it not
enough that you are one of those whose passions made this cap, and force me through whole trains of years to
wear it low upon my brow!"
Scrooge reverently disclaimed all intention to offend, or any knowledge of having willfully “bonneted” the
Spirit at any period of his life. He then made bold to inquire what business brought him there.
“Your welfare!” said the Ghost.
Scrooge expressed himself much obliged, but could not help thinking that a night of unbroken rest would have
been more conducive to that end. The Spirit must have heard him thinking, for it said immediately:
“Your reclamation, then. Take heed!”
It put out its strong hand as it spoke, and clasped him gently by the arm.
“Rise! And walk with me!”
It would have been in vain for Scrooge to plead that the weather and the hour were not adapted to pedestrian
purposes; that bed was warm, and the thermometer a long way below freezing; that he was clad but lightly in his
slippers, dressing-gown, and night-cap; and the he had a cold upon him at that time. The grasp, though gentle as a
woman’s hand, was not to be resisted. He rose: but finding that the Spirit made towards the window, clasped its
robe in supplication.
“I am a mortal,” Scrooge remonstrated, “and liable to fall.”
“Bear but a touch of my hand there,” said the Spirit, laying it upon his heart, “and you shall be upheld in more
than this!”
As the words were spoken, they passed through the wall, and stood upon an open country road, with fields on
either hand. The city had entirely vanished. Not a vestige of it was to be seen. The darkness and the mist had
vanished with it, for it was a clear, cold, winter day, with snow upon the ground.
“Good Heaven!” said Scrooge, clasping his hands together, as he looked about him. “I was bred in this place. I
was a boy here!”
The Spirit gazed upon him mildly. Its gentle touch, though it had been light and instantaneous, appeared still
present to the old man’s sense of feeling. He was conscious of a thousand odors floating in the air, each one
connected with a thousand thoughts, and hopes, and joys, and cares long, long forgotten!
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“Your lip is trembling,” said the Ghost. “And what is that upon your cheek?”
Scrooge muttered, with an unusual catching in his voice, that it was a pimple; and begged the Ghost to lead
him where he would.
“You recollect the way!” inquired the Spirit.
“Remember it!” cried Scrooge with fervor—“I could walk it blindfold.”
“Strange to have forgotten it for so many years!” observed the Ghost. “Let us go on!”
They walked along the road; Scrooge recognizing every gate, and post, and tree; until a little market-town
appeared in the distance, with its bridge, its church, and winding river. Some shaggy ponies now were seen
trotting towards them with boys upon their backs, who called to other boys in country gigs and carts, driven by
farmers. All these boys were in great spirits, and shouted to each other, until the broad fields were so full of merry
music, that the crisp air laughed to hear it.
“These are but shadows of the things that have been,” said the ghost. “They have no consciousness of us.”
The jocund\fn{Happy.} travelers came on; and as they came, Scrooge knew and named them every one. Why
was he rejoiced beyond all bounds to see them! Why did his cold eye glisten, and his heart leap up as they went
past! Why was he filled with gladness when he heard them give each other Merry Christmas, as they parted at
crossroads and byeways, for their several homes! What was merry Christmas to Scrooge? Out upon merry
Christmas! What good had it ever done to him?
“The school is not quite deserted,” said the ghost. “A solitary child, neglected by his friends, is left there still.”
Scrooge said he knew it. And he sobbed.
They left the high-road, by a well remembered lane, and soon approached a mansion of dull red brick, with a
little weathercock-surmounted cupola, on the roof, and a bell hanging in it. It was a large house, but one of broken
fortunes; for the spacious offices were little used, their walls were damp and mossy, their windows broken, and
their gates decayed. Fowls clucked and strutted in the stables; and the coach-houses and sheds were overrun with
grass. Nor was it more retentive of its ancient state, within; for entering the dreary hall, and glancing through the
open doors of many rooms, they found them poorly furnished, cold, and vast. There was an earthly savor in the
air, a chilly bareness in the place, which associated itself somehow with too much getting up by candle-light, and
not too much to eat.
Not a latent echo in the house, not a squeak and scuffle from the mice behind the paneling, not a drip from the
half-thawed water-spout in the dull yard behind, not a sigh among the leafless boughs of one despondent poplar,
not the idle swinging of an empty store-house door, no, not a clicking in the fire, but fell upon the heart of
Scrooge with softening influence, and gave a freer passage to his tears.
The Spirit touched him on the arm, and pointed to his younger self, intent upon his reading. Suddenly a man, in
foreign garments: wonderfully real and distinct to look at: stood outside the window, with an axe stuck in his belt,
and leading an ass laden with wood by the bridle.
“Why, it’s Ali Baba!” Scrooge exclaimed in ecstasy. “It’s dear old honest Ali Baba! Yes, yes, I know! One
Christmas time, when yonder solitary child was left here all alone, he did come, for the first time, just like that.
Poor boy! And Valentine,” said Scrooge, “and his wild brother, Orson; there they go! And what’s his name, who
was put down in his drawers, asleep, at the Gate of Damascus; don’t you see him! And the Sultan’s Groom turned
upside-down by the Genii; there he is upon his head! Serve him right! I’m glad of it. What business had he to be
married to the Princess!”
To hear Scrooge expending all the earnestness of his nature on such subjects, in a most extraordinary voice
between laughing and crying; and to see his heightened and excited face, would have been a surprise to his
business friends in the city, indeed.
“There’s the Parrot!” cried Scrooge. “Green body and yellow tail, with a thing like a lettuce growing out of the
top of his head; there he is! Poor Robin Crusoe, he called him, when he came home again after sailing round the
island. ‘Poor Robin Crusoe, where have you been Robin Crusoe?’ The man thought he was dreaming, but he
wasn’t. It was the Parrot, you know. There goes Friday, running for his life to the little creek! Halloa! Hoop!
Halloa!”
Then, with a rapidity of Transition very foreign to his usual character, he said, in pity for his former self, “Poor
boy!” and cried again.
“I wish,” Scrooge muttered, putting his hand in his pocket, and looking about him, after drying his eyes with
his cuff: “but it’s too late now.”
“What is the matter?” asked the Spirit.
“Nothing,” said Scrooge. “Nothing. There was a boy singing a Christmas Carol at my door last night. I should
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like to have given him something: that’s all.”
The Ghost smiled thoughtfully, and waved its hand: saying as it did so, “Let us see another Christmas!”
Scrooge’s former self grew larger at the words, and the room became a little darker and more dirty. The panels
shrunk, the windows cracked; fragments of plaster fell out of the ceiling, and the naked laths were shown instead;
but how all this was brought about, Scrooge knew no more than you do. He only knew that it was quite correct;
that everything had happened so; that there he was, alone again, when all the other boys had gone home for the
jolly holidays.
He was not reading now, but walking up and down despairingly. Scrooge looked at the ghost, and with a
mournful shaking of his head, glanced anxiously towards the door.
It opened; and a little girl, much younger than the boy, came darting in, and putting here arms about his neck,
and often kissing him, addressed him as her “Dear, dear brother.”
“I have come to bring you home, dear brother!” said the child, clapping her tiny hands, and bending down to
laugh. “To bring you home, home, home!”
“Yes!” said the child, brimful of glee. “Home, for good and all. Home, for ever and ever. Father is so much
kinder than he used to be, that home’s like Heaven! He spoke so gently to me one dear night when I was going to
bed, that I was not afraid to ask him once more if you might come home; and he said, Yes, you should; and sent
me in a coach to bring you. And you’re to be a man!” said the child, opening her eyes, “and are never to come
back here; but first, we’re to be together all the Christmas long, and have the merriest time in all the world.”
“You are quite a woman, little Fan!” exclaimed the boy.
She clapped her hands and laughed, and tried to touch his head; but being too little, laughed again, and stood
on tiptoe to embrace him. Then she began to drag him, in her childish eagerness, towards the door; and he,
nothing loath to go, accompanied her.
A terrible voice in the hall cried, “Bring down Master Scrooge’s box, there!” and in the hall appeared the
schoolmaster himself, who glared on Master Scrooge with a ferocious condescension, and threw him into a
dreadful state of mind by shaking hands with him. He then conveyed him and his sister into the veriest old well of
a shivering best-parlor that ever was seen, where the maps upon the wall, and the celestial and terrestrial globes in
the windows, were waxy with cold. Here he produced a decanter of curiously light wine, and a block of curiously
heavy cake, and administered installments of those dainties to the young people: at the same time, sending out a
meager servant to offer a glass of “something” to the postboy,\fn{ The boy who held the horses.} who answered that he
thanked the gentleman, but if it was the same tap as he had tasted before, he had rather not. Master Scrooge’s
trunk being by this time tied on to the top of the chaise, the children bade the schoolmaster good-bye right
willingly; and getting into it, drove gaily down the garden-sweep, the quick wheels dashing the hoarfrost and
snow from off the dark leaves of the evergreens like spray.
“Always a delicate creature, whom a breath might have withered,” said the Ghost. “But she had a large heart!”
“So she had,” cried Scrooge. “You’re right. I will not gainsay it, Spirit. God forbid!”
“She died a woman,”\fn{I.e., she died married.} said the ghost, “and had, as I think, children.”
“One child,” Scrooge returned.
“True,” said the ghost. “Your nephew.”
Scrooge seemed uneasy in his mind, and answered briefly, “Yes.”
Although they had but that moment left the school behind them, they were now in the busy thoroughfares of
the city, where shadowy passengers passed and repassed; where shadowy carts and coaches battled for the way,
and all the strife and tumult of a real city were. It was made plain enough, by the dressing of the ships, that here
too it was Christmas time again; but it was evening, and the streets were lighted up.\fn{ Gas lighting was introduced to
London streets about 1812.}
The Ghost stopped at a certain warehouse door, and asked Scrooge if he knew it.
“Know it!” said Scrooge. “Was I apprenticed here!”
They went it. At sight of an old gentleman in a Welsh wig, sitting behind such a high desk, that if he had been
two inches taller he must have knocked his head against the ceiling, Scrooge cried in great excitement:
“Why, it’s old Fezziwig! Bless his heart; it’s Fezziwig alive again!”
Old Fezziwig laid down his pen, and looked up at the clock, which pointed to the hour of seven.\fn{ Sunrise to
sunset was very often the rule for work in these days, master and man alike .} He rubbed his hands; adjusted his capacious
waistcoat; laughed all over himself, from his shoes to his organ of benevolence; and called out in a comfortable,
oily, rich, fat, jovial voice:
“You, ho, there! Ebenezer! Dick!”
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Scrooge’s former self, now grown a young man, came briskly in, accompanied by his fellow-’prentice.
\fn{Apprentice.}
“Dick Wilkins, to be sure!” said Scrooge to the Ghost. “Bless me, yes. There he is. He was very much attached
to me, was Dick. Poor Dick! Dear, dear!”
“Yo ho, my boys!” cried Fezziwig. “No more work tonight. Christmas Eve, Dick. Christmas, Ebenezer! Let’s
have the shutters up,” cried old Fezziwig, with a sharp clap of his hands, “before a man can say, Jack Robinson!”
You wouldn’t believe how those two fellows went at it! They charged into the street with the shutters—one,
two, three—had ’em up in their places—four, five, six—barred ’em and pinned ’em—seven, eight, nine—and
came back before you could have got to twelve, panting like race-horses.
“Hilli-ho!” cried old Fezziwig, skipping down from the high desk, with wonderful agility. “Clear away, my
lads, and let’s have lots of room here! Hilli-ho, Dick! Chrrup, Ebenezer!”
Clear away! There was nothing they wouldn’t have cleared away, or couldn’t have cleared away, with old
Fezziwig looking on. It was done in a minute. Every moveable was packed off, as if it were dismissed from public
life for evermore; the floor was swept and watered, the lamps were trimmed, fuel was heaped upon the fire; and
the warehouse was as snug, and warm, and bright a ball-room, as you would desire to see upon a winter’s night.
In came a fiddler with a music-book, and went up to the lofty desk, and made an orchestra of it, and tuned like
fifty stomachaches. In came Mrs. Fezziwig, one vast substantial smile. In came the three Miss Fezziwigs, beaming and loveable. In came the six young followers whose hearts they broke. In came all the young men and
women employed in the business. In came the housemaid, with her cousin, the baker. In came the cook, with her
brother’s particular friend, the milkman. In came the boy from over the way, who was suspected of not having
board enough from his master; trying to hide himself behind the girl from next door but one, who was proved to
have had her ears pulled by her mistress. In they all came, one after another; some shyly, some boldly, some
gracefully, some awkwardly, some pushing, some pulling; in they all came, anyhow and everyhow.
Away they all went, twenty couple at once, hands half round and back again the other way; down the middle
and up again; round and round in various stages of affectionate grouping; old top couple always turning up in the
wrong place; new top couple starting off again as soon as they got there; all top couples at last, and not a bottom
one to help them. When this result was brought about, old Fezziwig, clapping his hands to stop the dance, cried
out, “Well done!” and the fiddler plunged his hot face into a pot of porter, especially provided for that purpose.
But, scorning rest upon his reappearance, he instantly began again, though there were no dancers yet, as if the
other fiddler had been carried home, exhausted, on a shutter, and he were a brand-new man, resolved to beat him
out of sight or perish.
There were more dances, and thee were forfeits,\fn{ A game in which an article is taken from a player because of a mistake
and redeemed by a fine or penalty .} and more dances; and there was a cake, and there was negus,\fn{ A beverage made of
wine and hot water, with sugar, nutmeg and lemon, and named after Col. Francis Negus (d.1732) who invented it .} and there was a
great piece of cold roast, and there was a great piece of cold boiled,\fn{ Mutton.} and there were mince pies, and
plenty of beer. But the great effect of the evening came after the roast and boiled, when the fiddler (an artful dog,
mind! the sort of man who knew his business better than you or I could have told it him) struck up “Sir Roger de
Coverly.”\fn{Title of a popular reel.}
Then old Fezziwig stood out to dance with Mrs. Fezziwig. Top couple, too; with a good stiff piece of work cut
out for them; three or four and twenty pair of partners; people who were not to be trifled with; poeple who would
dance, and had no notion of walking.
But if they had been twice as many, ah! Four times, old Fezziwig would have been a match for them, and so
would Mrs. Fezziwig. As to her, she was worthy to be his partner in every sense of the term. If that’s not high
praise, tell me higher, and I’ll use it. A positive light appeared to issue from Fezziwig’s calves. They shone in
every part of the dance like moons. You couldn’t have predicted, at any give time, what would become of ’em
next. And when old Fezziwig and Mrs. Fezziwig had gone all through the dance—advance and retire, hold hands
with your partner, bow and courtesy, corkscrew, thread-the-needle, and back again to your place—Fezziwig
“cut,”\fn{Leaped into the air, performing a scissoring movement with his legs .} cut so deftly, that he appeared to wink with
his legs, and came upon his feet again without a stagger.
When the clock struck eleven, this domestic ball broke up. Mr. and Mrs. Fezziwig took their stations, one on
either side the door, and, shaking hands with every person individually as he or she went out, wished him or her a
merry Christmas. When everybody had retired but the two ’prentices, they did the same to them; and thus the
cheerful voices died away, and the lads were left to their beds, which were under a counter in the back shop.
During the whole of this time, Scrooge had acted like a man out of his wits. His heart and soul were in the
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scene, and with his former self. He corroborated everything, remembered everything, enjoyed everything, and
underwent the strangest agitation. It was not until now, when the bright faces of his former self and Dick were
turned from them, that he remembered the Ghost, and became conscious that it was looking full upon him, while
the light upon its head burned very clear.
“A small matter,” said the Ghost, “to make these silly folks so full of gratitude.”
“Small?” echoed Scrooge.
The Spirit signed to him to listen to the two apprentices, who were pouring out their hearts in praise of
Fezziwig: and when he had done so, said,
“Why! Is it not? He has spent but a few pounds of your mortal money: three or four, perhaps. Is that so much
that he deserves this praise?”
“It isn’t that,” said Scrooge, heated by the remark, and speaking unconsciously like his former, not his latter,
self. “It isn’t that, Spirit. He has the power to render us happy or unhappy: to make our service light or
burdensome: a pleasure or a toil. Say that his power lies in words and looks; in things so slight and insignificant
that it is impossible to add and count ’em up: what then! The happiness he gives, is quite as great as if it cost a
fortune.”
He felt the Spirit’s glance, and stopped.
“What is the matter?” asked the Ghost.
“Nothing particular,” said Scrooge.
“Something, I think?” the Ghost insisted.
“No,” said Scrooge, “No. I should like to be able to say a word or two to my clerk just now! That’s all!”
His former self turned down the lamps as he gave utterance to the wish: and Scrooge and the Ghost again stood
side by side in the open air.
“My time grows short,” observed the Spirit. “Quick.”
This was not addressed to Scrooge, or to any one whom he could see, but it produced an immediate effect. For
again Scrooge saw himself. He was older now; a man in the prime of life. His face had not the harsh and rigid
lines of later years; but it had begun to wear the signs of care and avarice. There was an eager, greedy, restless
motion in the eye, which showed the passion that had taken root, and where the shadow of the growing tree would
fall.
He was not alone, but sat by the side of a fair young girl in a morning-dress: in whose eyes there were tears,
which sparkled in the light that shone out of the Ghost of Christmas Past.
“It matters little,” she said, softly. “To you, very little. Another idol has displaced me; and if it can cheer and
comfort you in time to come, as I would have tried to do, I have no just cause to grieve.”
“What Idol has displaced you?” he rejoined.
“A golden one.”
“This is the even-handed dealing of the world!” he said. “There is nothing on which it is so hard as poverty;
and there is nothing it professes to condemn with such severity as the pursuit of wealth!”
“You fear the world too much,” she answered, gently. “All your other hopes have merged into the hope of
being beyond the chance of its sordid reproach. I have seen your nobler aspirations fall off one by one, until the
master-passion, Gain, engrossed you. Have I not?”
“What then?” he retorted. “Even if I have grown so much wiser, what then? I am not changed towards you.”
She shook her head.
“Am I?”
“Our contract is an old one. It was made when we were both poor and content to be so, until, in good season,
we could improve our worldly fortune by our patient industry. You are changed. When it was made, you were
another man.”
“I was a boy,” he said impatiently.
“Your own feeling tells you that you were not what you are,” she returned. “I am. That which promised
happiness when we were one in heart, is fraught with misery now that we are two. How often and how keenly I
have thought of this, I will not say. It is enough that I have thought of it, and can release you.”
“Have I ever sought release?”
“In words. No. Never.”
“In what, then?”
“In a changed nature: in an altered spirit; in another atmosphere of life; another Hope as its great end. In
everything that made my love of any worth or value in your sight. If this had never been between us,” said the
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girl, looking mildly, but with steadiness, upon him; “tell me, would you seek me out and try to win me now? Ah,
no?”
He seemed to yield to the justice of this supposition, in spite of himself. But he said with a struggle, “You think
not.”
“I would gladly think otherwise if I could,” she answered, “Heaven knows! When I have learned a Truth like
this, I know how strong and irresistible it must be. But if you were free today, tomorrow, yesterday, can even I
believe that you would choose a dowerless girl—you who, in your very confidence with her, weigh everything
with Gain: or, choosing her, if for a moment you were false enough to your one guiding principle to do so, do I
not know that your repentance and regret would surely follow? I do; and I release you. With a full heart, for the
love of him you once were.”
He was about to speak; but with her head turned from him she resumed,
“You may—the memory of what is past half makes me hope you will—have pain in this. A very, very brief
time, and you will dismiss the recollection of it, gladly, as an unprofitable dream, from which it happened well
that you awoke. May you be happy in the life you have chosen!”
She left him; and they parted.
“Spirit,” said Scrooge, “show me no more! Conduct me home. Why do you delight to torture me?”
“One shadow more!” exclaimed the Ghost.
“No more!” cried Scrooge. “No more, I don’t wish to see it. Show me no more!”
But the relentless Ghost pinioned him in both his arms, and forced him to observe what happened next.
They were in another scene and place: a room, not very large or handsome, but full of comfort. Near to the
winter fire sat a beautiful young girl, so like the last that Scrooge believed it was the same, until he saw her, now a
comely matron, sitting opposite her daughter. The noise in this room was perfectly tumultuous, for there were
more children there, than Scrooge in his agitated state of mind could count; and, unlike the celebrated herd in the
poem, they were not forty children conducting themselves like one, but every child was conducting itself like
forty. The consequences were uproarious beyond belief; but no one seemed to care; on the contrary, the mother
and daughter laughed heartily, and enjoyed it very much; and the latter, soon beginning to mingle in the sports,
got pillaged by the young brigands most ruthlessly. What would I not have given to be one of them! Though I
never could have been so rude, no, no! I wouldn’t for the wealth of all the world have crushed that braided hair,
and torn it down; and for the precious little shoe, I wouldn’t have plucked it off, God bless my soul! to save my
life. As to measuring her waist in sport, as they did, bold young brood, I couldn’t have done it; I should have
expected my arm to have grown round it for a punishment, and never come straight again. And yet I should have
dearly liked, I own, to have touched her lips; to have questioned her, that she might have opened them; to have
looked upon the lashes of her downcast eyes, and never raised a blush; to have let loose waves of hair, an inch of
which would be a keepsake beyond price: in short, I should have liked, I do confess, to have had the lightest
license of a child, and yet been man enough to know its value.
But now a knocking at the door was heard, and such a rush immediately ensued that she with laughing face
and plundered dress was borne towards it, the center of a flushed and boisterous group, just in time to greet the
father, who came home attended by a man laden with Christmas toys and presents. Then the shouting and the
struggling, and the onslaught that was made on the defenseless porter! The scaling him, with chairs for ladders, to
dive into his pockets, despoil him of brown-paper parcels, hold on tight by his cravat, hug him round the neck,
pommel his back, and kick his legs in irrepressible affection! The shouts of wonder and delight with which the
development of every package was received! The terrible announcement that the baby had been taken in the act of
putting a doll’s frying-pan into his mouth, and was more than suspected of having swallowed a fictitious turkey,
glued on a wooden platter! The immense relief of finding this a false alarm! The joy, and gratitude, and ecstasy!
They are all indescribable alike. It is enough that by degrees the children and their emotions got out of the parlor,
and, by one stair at a time, up to the top of the house; where they went to bed, and so subsided.
And now Scrooge looked on more attentively than ever, when the master of the house, having his daughter
leaning fondly on him, sat down with her and her mother at his own fireside; and when he thought that such
another creature, quite as graceful and as full of promise, might have called him father, and been a spring-time in
the haggard winter of his life, his sight grew very dim indeed.
“Belle,” said the husband, turning to his wife with a smile, “I saw an old friend of yours this afternoon.”
“Who was it?”
“Guess!”
“How can I? Tut, don’t I know,” she added in the same breath, laughing as he laughed. “Mr. Scrooge.”
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“Mr. Scrooge it was. I passed his office-window: and as it was not shut up, and he had a candle inside, I could
scarcely help seeing him. His partner lies upon the point of death, I hear; and there he sat, alone. Quite alone in
the world, I do believe.”
“Spirit,” said Scrooge, in a broken voice, “remove me from this place.”
“I told you these were shadows of the things that have been,” said the Ghost. “That they are what they are, do
not blame me.”
“Remove me!” Scrooge exclaimed. “I cannot bear it!”
He turned upon the Ghost, and, seeing that it looked upon him with a face in which, in some strange way, there
were fragments of all the faces it had shown him, wrestled with it.
In the struggle, if that can be called a struggle in which the Ghost, with no visible resistance on its own part,
was undisturbed by any effort of its adversary, Scrooge observed that its light was burning high and bright; and
dimly connecting that with its influence over him, he seized the extinguisher-cap, and by a sudden action pressed
it down upon its head.
The Spirit dropped beneath it, so that the extinguisher covered its whole form; but though Scrooge pressed it
down with all his force, he could not hide the light, which streamed from under it, in an unbroken flood, upon the
ground.
He was conscious of being exhausted, and overcome by an irresistible drowsiness; and, farther, of being in his
own bedroom. He gave the cap a parting squeeze, in which he hand relaxed; and had barely time to reel to bed,
before he sank into a heavy sleep.
III
Awakening in the middle of a prodigiously tough snore, and sitting up in bed to get his thoughts together,
Scrooge had no occasion to be told that the bell was again upon the stroke of One. He felt that he was restored to
consciousness in the right nick of time, for the especial purpose of holding a conference with the second
messenger dispatched to him through Jacob Marley’s intervention. But, finding that he turned uncomfortably cold
when he began to wonder which of his curtains this new specter would draw back, he put them every one aside
with his own hands; and, lying down again, established a sharp look-out all round the bed. For he wished to
challenge the Spirit on the moment of its appearance, and did not wish to be taken by surprise and made nervous.
Gentlemen of the free-and-easy sort, who plume themselves on being acquainted with a move or two, and
being usually equal to the time-of-day, express the wide range of their capacity for adventure by observing that
they are good for anything from pitch-and-toss to manslaughter; between which opposite extremes, no doubt,
there lies a tolerably wide and comprehensive range of subjects. Without venturing for Scrooge quite as hardily as
this, I don’t mind calling on you to believe that he was ready for a good broad field of strange appearances, and
that nothing between a baby and a rhinoceros would have astonished him very much.
Now, being prepared for almost anything, he was not by any means prepared for nothing; and, consequently,
when the Bell struck One, and no shape appeared, he was taken with a violent fit of trembling. Five minutes, ten
minutes, a quarter of an hour went by, yet nothing came. All this time, he lay upon his bed, the very core and
center of a blaze of ruddy light, which streamed upon it when the clock proclaimed the hour; and which being
only light, was more alarming than a dozen ghosts, as he was powerless to make out what it meant, or would be
at; and was sometimes apprehensive that he might be at that very moment an interesting case of spontaneous
combustion, without having the consolation of knowing it. At last, however, he began to think—as you or I would
have thought at first; for it is always the person not in the predicament who knows what ought to have been done
in it, and would unquestionably have done it too—at last, I say, he began to think that the source and secret of this
ghostly light might be in the adjoining room; from whence, on further tracing it, it seemed to shine. This idea
taking full possession of his mind, he got up softly and shuffled in his slippers to the door.
The moment Scrooge’s hand was on the lock, a strange voice called him by his name, and bade him enter. He
obeyed.
It was his own room. There was no doubt about that. But it had undergone a surprising transformation. The
walls and ceiling were so hung with living green, that it looked a perfect grove, from every part of which bright
gleaming berries glistened. The crisp leaves of holly, mistletoe, and ivy reflected back the light, as if so many
little mirrors had been scattered there; and such a mighty blaze went roaring up the chimney, as that dull
petrifaction of a chimney had not known in Scrooge’s time, or Marley’s, or for many and many a winter season
gone. Heaped up upon the floor, to form a kind of throne, were turkeys, geese, game,\fn{ Wild animals, including birds
and fish, hunted for food.} poultry, brawn,\fn{Boiled boar or pig.} great joints of meat, suckling-pigs, long wreaths of
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sausages, mince-pies, plum-puddings, barrels of oysters, red-hot chestnuts, cheery-cheeked apples, juicy oranges,
luscious pears, immense twelfth-cakes,\fn{ Cakes meant to be consumed on January 6, twelve days after Christmas.} and
seething bowls of punch, that made the chamber dim with their delicious steam. In easy state upon this couch,
there sat a jolly Giant, glorious to see; who bore a glowing torch, in shape not unlike Plenty’s horn, and held it up,
high up, to shed its light on Scrooge, as he came peeping round the door.
“Come in!” exclaimed the ghost. “Come in! and know me better, man!”
Scrooge entered timidly, and hung his head before this Spirit. He was not the dogged Scrooge he had been; and
though its eyes were clear and kind, he did not like the meet them.
“I am the ghost of Christmas Present,” said the Spirit. “Look upon me!”
Scrooge reverently did so. It was clothed in one simple deep green robe, or mantle, bordered with white fur.
This garment hung so loosely on the figure, that its capacious breast was bare, as if disdaining to be warded or
concealed by any artifice. Its feet, observable beneath the ample folds of the garment, were also bare; and on its
head it wore no other covering than a holly wreath set here and there with shining icicles. Its dark brown curls
were long and free; free as its genial face, its sparkling eye, its open hand, its cheery voice, its unconstrained
demeanor, and its joyful air. Girded round its middle was an antique scabbard; but no sword was in it, and the
ancient sheath was eaten up with rust.
“You have never seen the like of me before!” exclaimed the Spirit.
“Never,” Scrooge made answer to it.
“Have never walked forth with the younger members of my family; meaning (for I am very young) my elder
brothers born in these later years?” pursued the Phantom.
“I don’t think I have,” said Scrooge. “I am afraid I have not. Have you had many brothers, Spirit?”
“More than eighteen hundred,” said the Ghost.\fn{As of this transcription, perhaps three over two thousand.}
“A tremendous family to provide for!” muttered Scrooge.
The Ghost of Christmas Present rose.
“Spirit,” said Scrooge, submissively, “conduct me where you will. I went forth last night on compulsion, and I
learnt a lesson which is working now. Tonight, if you have aught to teach me, let me profit by it.”
“Touch my robe!”
Scrooge did as he was told, and held it fast.
Holly, mistletoe, red berries, ivy, turkeys, geese, game, poultry, brawn, meat, pigs, sausages, oysters, pies,
puddings, fruit, and punch, all vanished instantly. So did the room, the fire, the ruddy glow, the hour of the night,
and they stood in the city streets on Christmas morning, where (for the weather was severe) the people made a
rough, but brisk, and not unpleasant kind of music, in scraping the snow from the pavement in front of their
dwellings, and from the tops of their houses: whence it was mad delight to the boys to see it come plumping down
into the road below, and splitting into artificial little snow-storms.
The house fronts looked black enough, and the windows blacker, contrasting with the smooth white sheet of
snow upon the ground; which last deposit had been ploughed up in deep furrows by the heavy wheels of carts and
wagons; furrows that crossed and recrossed each other hundreds of times where the great streets branched off, and
made intricate channels, hard to trace, in the thick yellow mud and icy water. The sky was gloomy, and the
shortest streets were choked up with a dingy mist, half-thawed, half-frozen, whose heavier particles descended in
a shower of sooty atoms, as if all the chimneys in Great Britain had, by one consent, caught fire, and were blazing
away to their dear heart’s content. There was nothing very cheerful in the climate or the town, and yet was there
an air of cheerfulness abroad that the clearest summer air and brightest summer sun might have endeavored to
diffuse in vain.
For the people who were shoveling away on the house-tops were jovial and full of glee, calling out to one
another from the parapets, and now and then exchanging a facetious snowball—better natured missile far than
many a wordy jest—laughing heartily if it went right, and not less heartily if it went wrong. The poulterers’ shops
were still half-open, and the fruiterers’ were radiant in their glory. There were great, round, pot-bellied baskets of
chestnuts, shaped like the waistcoats of jolly old gentlemen, lolling at the doors, and tumbling out into the street
in their apoplectic opulence. There were ruddy, brown-faced, broad-girthed Spanish Onions, shining in their fatness of their growth like Spanish Friars: and winking from their shelves in wanton slyness at the girls as they went
by, and glanced demurely at the hung-up mistletoe. There were pears and apples, clustered high in blooming pyramids; there were bunches of grapes, made, in the shopkeepers’ benevolence, to dangle from conspicuous hooks,
that people’s mouths might water gratis as they passed; there were piles of filberts,\fnb{ A type of nut.} mossy and
brown, recalling, in their fragrance, ancient walks among the woods, and pleasant shufflings ankle-deep through
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withered leaves; there were Norfolk Biffins,\fn{ A deep red apple native to Britain.} squab\fn{Thick.} and swarthy,
setting off the yellow of the oranges and lemons, and, in the great compactness of their juicy persons, urgently
entreating and beseeching to be carried home in paper bags and eaten after dinner. The very gold and silver fish,
set forth among these choicest fruits in a bowl, though members of a dull and stagnant-blooded race, appeared to
know that there was something going on; and, to a fish, went gasping round and round their little world in slow
and passionless excitement.
The Grocers’! Oh the Grocers’! Nearly closed, with perhaps two shutters down, or one; but through those gaps
such glimpses! It was not alone that the scales descending on the counter made a merry sound, or that the twine
and roller parted company so briskly, or that the canisters were rattled up and down like juggling tricks, or even
that the blended scents of tea and coffee were so grateful to the nose, or even that the raisins were so plentiful and
rare, the almonds so extremely white, the sticks of cinnamon so long and straight, the other spices so delicious,
the candied fruits so caked and spotted with molten sugar as to make the coldest lookers-on feel faint and
subsequently bilious.\fn{Fevered.} Nor was it that the figs were moist and pulpy, or that the French plums blushed
in modest tartness from their highly-decorated boxes, or that everything was good to eat and in its Christmas
dress: but the customers were all so hurried and so eager in the hopeful promise of the day, that they tumbled up
against each other at the door, clashing their wicker baskets wildly, and left their purchases upon the counter, and
came running back to fetch them, and committed hundreds of the like mistakes in the best humor possible; while
the Grocer and his people were so frank and fresh that the polished hearts with which they fastened their aprons
behind might have been their own, worn outside for general inspection, and for Christmas daws\fn{ Jackdaws.} to
peck at if they chose.
But soon the steeples called good people all, to church and chapel, and away they came, flocking through the
streets in their best clothes, and with their gayest faces. And at the same time there emerged from scores of byestreets, lanes, and nameless turnings, innumerable people, carrying their dinners to the bakers’ shops. The sight of
these poor revelers appeared to interest the Spirit very much, for he stood with Scrooge beside him in a baker’s
doorway, and taking off the covers as their bearers passed, sprinkled incense on their dinners from his torch. And
it was a very uncommon kind of torch, for once or twice when there were angry words between some dinnercarriers who had jostled with each other, he shed a few drops of water on them from it, and their good humor was
restored directly. For they said, it was a shame to quarrel upon Christmas Day. And so it was! God love it, so it
was!
In time the Bells ceased, and the bakers were shut up; and yet there was a genial shadowing forth of all these
dinners and the progress of their cooking, in the thawed blotch of wet above each baker’s oven; where the
pavement smoked as if its stones were cooking too.
“Is there a peculiar flavor in what you sprinkle from your torch?” asked Scrooge.
“There is. My own.”
“Would it apply to any kind of dinner on this day?” asked Scrooge.
“To any kindly given. To a poor one most.”
“Why to a poor one most?” asked Scrooge.
“Because it needs it most.”
“Spirit,” said Scrooge, after a moment’s thought, “I wonder you, of all the beings in the many worlds about us,
should desire to cramp these people’s opportunities of innocent enjoyment!”
“I!” cried the Spirit.
“You would deprive them of their means of dining every seventh day, often the only day on which they can be
said to dine at all,” said Scrooge. “Wouldn’t you?”
“I!” cried the Spirit.
“You seek to close these places on the Seventh Day?” said Scrooge. “And it comes to the same thing.”
“I seek!” exclaimed the Spirit.
“Forgive me if I am wrong. It has been done in your name, or, at least, in that of your family,” said Scrooge.
“There are some upon this earth of yours,” returned the Spirit, “who lay claim to know us, and who do their
deeds of passion, pride, ill-will, hatred, envy, bigotry, and selfishness in our name; who are as strange to us and all
our kith and kin, as if they had never lived. Remember that, and charge their doings on themselves, not us.”
Scrooge promised that he would; and they went on, invisible, as they had been before, into the suburbs of the
town. It was a remarkable quality of the Ghost (which Scrooge had observed at the baker’s), that, notwithstanding
his gigantic size, he could accommodate himself to any place with ease; and that he stood beneath a low roof quite
as gracefully and like a supernatural creature, as it was possible he could have done in any lofty hall.
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And perhaps it was the pleasure the good Spirit had in showing off this power of his, or else it was his own
kind, generous, hearty nature, and his sympathy with all poor men, that led him straight to Scrooge’s clerk’s; for
there he went, and took Scrooge with him, holding to his robe; and on the threshold of the door the Spirit smiled,
and stopped to bless Bob Cratchit’s dwelling with the sprinklings of his torch. Think of that! Bob had but fifteen
bob\fn{Bob is English slang for shilling .} a week himself; he pocketed on Saturdays but fifteen copies of his Christian
name; and yet the Ghost of Christmas Present blessed his four-roomed house!\fn{ In which six people lived.}
Then up rose Mrs. Cratchit, Cratchit’s wife, dressed out but poorly in a twice-turned gown, but brave in
ribands,\fn{Ribbons.} which are cheap and make a goodly show for sixpence; and she laid the cloth, assisted by
Belinda Cratchit, second of her daughters, also brave in ribands; while Master Peter Cratchit plunged a fork into
the saucepan of potatoes, and getting the corners of his monstrous shirt-collar (Bob’s private property, conferred
upon his son and heir in honor of the day) into his mouth, rejoiced to find himself so gallantly attired, and yearned
to show his linen in the fashionable Parks.\fn{ An aside, commenting on the custom of the time whereby young men of fashion
promenaded in the London public parks to impress young ladies of fashion with their costume .} and now two smaller Cratchits,
boy and girl, came tearing in, screaming that outside the baker’s they had smelt the goose, and known it for their
own; and basking in luxurious thoughts of sage-and-onions, these young Cratchits danced about the table, and
exalted Master Peter Cratchit to the skies, while he (not proud, although his collars nearly choked him) blew the
fire, until the slow potatoes, bubbling up, knocked loudly at the saucepan-lid, to be let out and peeled.
“What has ever got your precious father, then?” said Mrs. Cratchit. “And your brother, Tiny Tim; and Martha
warn’t as late last Christmas Day, by half-an-hour!”
“Here’s Martha, mother!” said a girl, appearing as she spoke.
“Here’s Martha, mother!” cried the two young Cratchits. “Hurrah! There’s such a goose, Martha!”
“Why, bless your heart alive, my dear, how late you are!” said Mrs. Cratchit, kissing her a dozen times, and
taking off her shawl and bonnet for her, with officious zeal.
“We’d a deal of work to finish up last night,” replied the girl, “and had to clear away this morning, mother!”
“Well! Never mind, so long as you are come,” said Mrs. Cratchit. “Sit ye down before the fire, my dear, and
have a warm, Lord bless ye!”
“No, no! there’s father coming,” cried the two young Cratchits, who were everywhere at once. “Hide, Martha,
hide!”
So Martha hid herself, and in came little Bob, the father, with at least three feet of comforter, exclusive of the
fringe, hanging down before him; and his thread-bare clothes darned up and brushed, to look seasonable; and Tiny
Tim upon his shoulder. Alas for Tiny Tim, he bore a little crutch, and had his limbs supported by an iron frame!
“Why, where’s our Martha?” cried Bob Cratchit, looking round.
“Not coming!” said Mrs. Cratchit.
“Not coming!” said Bob, with a sudden declension in his high spirits; for he had been Tim’s blood horse all the
way from church, and had come home rampant. “Not coming upon Christmas Day!”
Martha didn’t like to see him disappointed, if it were only in a joke; so she came out prematurely from behind
the closet door, and ran into his arms, while the two young Cratchits hustled Tiny Tim, and bore him off into the
wash-house, that he might hear the pudding singing in the copper!
“And how did little Tim behave?” asked Mrs. Cratchit, when she had rallied Bob on his credulity, and Bob had
hugged his daughter to his heart’s content.
“As good as gold,” said Bob, “and better. Somehow he gets thoughtful sitting by himself so much, and thinks
the strangest things you ever heard. He told me, coming home, that he hoped the people saw him in the church,
because he was a cripple, and it might be pleasant to them to remember upon Christmas Day, who made lame
beggars walk, and blind men see.”
Bob’s voice was tremulous when he told them this, and trembled more when he said that Tiny Tim was
growing strong and hearty.
His active little crutch was heard upon the floor, and back came Tiny Tim before another word was spoken,
escorted by his brother and sister to his stool beside the fire; and while Bob, turning up his cuffs, as if, poor
fellow, they were capable of being made more shabby—compounded some hot mixture in a jug with gin and
lemons, and stirred it round and round, and put it on the hob to simmer; Master Peter and the two ubiquitous
young Cratchits went to fetch the goose, with which they soon returned in high procession.
Such a bustle ensued that you might have thought a goose the rarest of all birds; a feathered phenomenon, to
which a black swan was a matter of course: and, in truth, it was something very like it in that house. Mrs. Cratchit
made the gravy (ready before-hand in a little saucepan) hissing hot; master Peter mashed the potatoes with incred196

ible vigor; Miss Belinda sweetened up the apple-sauce; Martha dusted the hot plates; Bob took Tiny Tim beside
him in a tiny corner, at the table, the two young Cratchits set chairs for everybody, not forgetting themselves, and
mounting guard upon their posts, crammed spoons into the mouths, lest they should shriek for goose before their
turn came to be helped. At last the dishes were set on, and grace was said. It was succeeded by a breathless pause,
as Mrs. Cratchit, looking slowly all along the carving-knife, prepared to plunge it in the breast; but when she did,
and when the long-expected gush of stuffing issued forth, one murmur of delight arose all round the board, and
even Tiny Tim, excited by the two young Cratchits, beat on the table with the handle of his knife, and feebly cried
Hurrah!
There never was such a goose. Bob said he didn’t believe there ever was such a goose cooked. Its tenderness
and flavor, size and cheapness, were the themes of universal admiration. Eked out by the apple-sauce and mashed
potatoes, it was a sufficient dinner for the whole family; indeed, as Mrs. Cratchit said with great delight (surveying one small atom of a bone on the dish), they hadn’t ate it all at last! Yet every one had had enough, and the
youngest Cratchits in particular were steeped in sage and onion to the eyebrows! But now, the plates being
changed by Miss Belinda, Mrs. Cratchit left the room alone—too nervous to bear witness—to take the pudding
up, and bring it in.
Suppose it should not be done enough! Suppose it should break in turning out! Suppose somebody should have
got over the wall of the back-yard, and stolen it, while they were merry with the goose, a supposition at which the
two young Cratchits became livid! All sorts of horrors were supposed.
Hallo! A great deal of steam! The pudding was out of the copper. A smell like a washing-day! That was the
cloth. A smell like an eating-house and a pastry cook’s next door to each other, with a laundress’s next door to
that? That was the pudding. In half a minute Mrs. Cratchit entered: flushed, but smiling proudly: with the pudding
like a speckled cannon-ball, so hard and firm, blazing in half of half-a-quarter of ignited brandy, and bedight with
Christmas holly stuck into the top.
Oh, a wonderful pudding! Bob Cratchit said, and calmly too, that he regarded it as the greatest success
achieved by Mrs. Cratchit since their marriage. Mrs. Cratchit said that now the weight was off her mind, she
would confess she had had her doubts about the quantity of flour. Everybody had something to say about it, but
nobody said or thought it was at all a small pudding for so large a family. It would have been flat heresy to do so.
Any Cratchit would have blushed to hint at such a thing.
At last the dinner was all done, the cloth was cleared, the hearth swept, and the fire made up. The compound in
the jug being tasted and considered perfect, apples and oranges were put upon the table, and a shovel-full of
chestnuts on the fire. Then all the Cratchit family drew round the hearth, in what Bob Cratchit called a circle,
meaning half a one; and at Bob Cratchit’s elbow stood the family display of glass; two tumblers, and a custardcup without a handle.
These held the hot stuff from the jug, however, as well as golden goblets would have done; and Bob served it
out with beaming looks, while the chestnuts on the fire sputtered and cracked noisily. Then Bob proposed:
“A Merry Christmas to us all, my dears. God bless us!”
Which all the family re-echoed.
“God bless us every one!” said Tiny Tim, the last of all.
He sat very close to his father’s side, upon his little stool. Bob held his withered little hand in his, as if he loved
the child, and wished to keep him by his side, and dreaded that he might be taken from him.
“Spirit,” said Scrooge, with an interest he had never felt before, “tell me if Tiny Tim will live.”
“I see a vacant seat,” replied the Ghost, “in the poor chimney corner, and a crutch without an owner, carefully
preserved. If these shadows remain unaltered by the Future, the child will die.”
“No, no,” said Scrooge. “Oh no, kind Spirit! Say he will be spared.”
“If these shadows remain unaltered by the future, none other of my race,” returned the Ghost, “will find him
here. What then?\fn{But so what?} If he be like to die, he had better do it, and decrease the surplus population.”
Scrooge hung his head to hear his own words quoted by the Spirit, and was overcome with penitence and grief.
“Man,” said the Ghost, “if man you be in heart, not adamant, forbear that wicked cant until you have
discovered what the surplus is, and where it is. Will you decide what men shall live, what men shall die? It may be
that in the sight of Heaven you are more worthless and less fit to live than millions like this poor man’s child. Oh
God! To hear the Insect on the leaf pronouncing on the too much life among his hungry brothers in the dust!”
Scrooge bent before the Ghost’s rebuke, and trembling cast his eyes upon the ground. But he raised them
speedily, on hearing his own name.
“Mr. Scrooge!” said Bob; “I’ll give you Mr. Scrooge, the Founder of the Feast.”
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“The Founder of the Feast indeed!” cried Mrs. Cratchit, reddening. “I wish I had him here. I’d give him a piece
of my mind to feast upon, and I hope he’d have a good appetite for it.”
“My dear,” said Bob, “the children; Christmas Day.”
“It should be Christmas Day, I am sure,” said she, “on which one drinks the health of such an odious, stingy,
hard, unfeeling man as Mr. Scrooge. You know he is, Robert! Nobody knows it better than you do, poor fellow!”
“My dear,” was Bob’s mild answer, “Christmas Day.”
“I’ll drink his health for your sake, and the Day’s,” said Mrs. Cratchit, “not for his. Long life to him! A merry
Christmas and a happy New year!—he’ll be very merry and very happy, I have no doubt!”
The children drank the toast after her. It was the first of their proceedings which had no heartiness in it. Tiny
Tim drank it last of all, but he didn’t care twopence for it. Scrooge was the Ogre of the family. The mention of his
name cast a dark shadow on the party which was not dispelled for full five minutes.
After it had passed away, they were ten times merrier than before, from the mere relief of Scrooge the Baleful
being done with. Bob Cratchit told them how he had a situation in his eye for Master Peter, which would bring in,
if obtained, full five-and-sixpence\fn{Five shillings and six pence.} weekly. The two young Cratchits laughed
tremendously at the idea of Peter’s being a man of business; and Peter himself looked thoughtfully at the fire from
between his collars, as if he were deliberating what particular investments he should favor when he came into the
receipt of that bewildering income. Martha, who was a poor apprentice at a milliner’s, then told them what kind of
work she had to do, and how many hours she worked at a stretch, and how she meant to lie abed tomorrow
morning for a good long rest; tomorrow being a holiday, she passed at home. Also how she had seen a countess
and a lord some days before, and how the lord was much about as tall as Peter; at which Peter pulled up his
collars so high that you couldn’t have seen his head if you had been there. All this time the chestnuts and the jug
went round and round; and by and bye they had a song, about a lost child traveling in the snow, from Tiny Tim;
who had a plaintive little voice, and sang it very well indeed.
There was nothing of high mark in this. They were not a handsome family; they were not well dressed; their
shoes were far from being waterproof; their clothes were scanty; and Peter might have known, and very likely did,
the inside of a pawnbroker’s. But they were happy, grateful, pleased with one another, and contented with the
time; and when they faded, and looked happier yet in the bright sparklings of the Spirit’s torch at parting, Scrooge
had his eye upon them, and especially on Tiny Tim, until the last.
By this time it was getting dark, and snowing pretty heavily; and as Scrooge and the Spirit went along the
streets, the brightness of the roaring fires in kitchens, parlors, and all sorts of rooms, was wonderful. Here, the
flickering of the blaze showed preparations for a cosy dinner, with hot plates baking through and through before
the fire, and deep red curtains, ready to be drawn, to shut out cold and darkness. There, all the children of the
house were running out into the snow to meet their married sisters, brothers, cousins, uncles, aunts, and be the
first to greet them. Here, again, were shadows on the window-blind of guests assembling; and there a group of
handsome girls, all hooded and fur-booted, and all chattering at once, tripped lightly off to some near neighbor’s
house; where, woe upon the single man who saw them enter—artful witches: well they knew it—in a glow.
But if you had judged from the numbers of people on their way to friendly gatherings, you might have thought
that no one was at home to give them welcome when they got there, instead of every house expecting company,
and piling up its fires half-chimney high. Blessings on it, how the Ghost exulted! How it bared its breadth of
breast, and opened its capacious palm, and floated on, outpouring, with a generous hand, its bright and harmless
mirth on everything within its reach! The very lamp-lighter, who ran on before, dotting the dusky street with
specks of light, and who was dressed to spend the evening somewhere, laughed out loudly as the Spirit passed:
though little kenned\fn{Knew.} the lamplighter that he had any company but Christmas!
And now, without a word of warning from the ghost, they stood upon a bleak and desert moor, where
monstrous masses of rude stone were cast about, as though it were the burial-place of giants; and water spread
itself wheresoever it listed—or would have done so, but for the frost that held it prisoner; and nothing grew but
moss and furze, and coarse, rank grass. Down in the west the setting sun had left a streak of fiery red, which
glared upon the desolation for an instant, like a sullen eye, and frowning lower, lower, lower yet, was lost in the
thick gloom of darkest night.
“What place is this?” asked Scrooge.
“A place where Miners live, who labor in the bowels of the earth,” returned the Spirit. “But they know me.
See!”
A light shone from the window of a hut, and swiftly they advanced towards it. Passing through the wall of mud
and stone, they found a cheerful company assembled round a glowing fire. An old, old man and woman, with their
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children and their children’s children, and another generation beyond that, all decked out gaily in their holiday
attire. The old man, in a voice that seldom rose above the howling of the wind upon the barren waste, was singing
them a Christmas song; it had been a very old song when he was a boy; and from time to time they all joined in
the chorus. So surely as they raised their voices, the old man got quite blithe and loud; and so surely as they
stopped, his vigor sank again.
The Spirit did not tarry here, but bade Scrooge hold his robe, and passing on above the moor, sped whither?
Not to sea? To sea. To Scrooge’s horror, looking back, he saw the last of the land, a frightful range of rocks,
behind them; and his ears were deafened by the thundering of water, as it rolled, and roared, and raged among the
dreadful caverns it had worn, and fiercely tried to undermine the earth.
Built upon a dismal reef of sunken rocks, some league or so from shore, on which the waters chafed and
dashed the wild year through, there stood a solitary lighthouse. Great heaps of sea-weed clung to its base, and
storm-birds—born of the wind one might suppose, as sea-weed of the water—rose and fell about it, like the waves
they skimmed.
But even here, two men who watched the light had made a fire, that through the loophole in the thick stone
wall shed out a ray of brightness on the awful sea. Joining their horny hands over the rough table at which they
sat, they wished each other a Merry Christmas in their can of grog; and one of them: the elder, too, with his face
all damaged and scarred with hard weather, as the figure-head of an old ship might be, struck up a sturdy song that
was like a gale in itself.
Again the Ghost sped on, above the black and heaving sea—on, on—until, being far away, as he told Scrooge,
from any shore, they lighted on a ship. They stood beside the helmsman at the wheel, the look-out in the bow, the
officers who had the watch; dark, ghostly figures in their several stations; but every man among them hummed
Christmas tune, or had a Christmas thought, or spoke below his breath to his companion of some bygone Christmas Day, with homeward hopes belonging to it. And every man on board, waking or sleeping, good or bad, had
had a kinder word for another on that day than on any day in the year; and had shared to some extent in its festivities; and had remembered those he cared for at a distance, and had known that they delighted to remember him.
It was a great surprise to Scrooge, while listening to the moaning of the wind, and thinking what a solemn
thing it was to move on through the lonely darkness over an unknown abyss, whose depths were secrets as
profound as Death: it was a great surprise to Scrooge, while thus engaged, to hear a hearty laugh. It was a much
greater surprise to Scrooge to recognize it as his own nephew’s, and to find himself in a bright, dry, gleaming
room, with the Spirit standing smiling by his side, and looking at that same nephew with approving affability.
“Ha, ha!” laughed Scrooge’s nephew. “Ha, ha, ha!”
If you should happen, by any unlikely chance, to know a man more blest in a laugh than Scrooge’s nephew, all
I can say is, I should like to know him, too. Introduce him to me, and I’ll cultivate his acquaintance.
It is a fair, even handed, noble adjustment of things, that while there is infection in disease and sorrow, there is
nothing in the world so irresistibly contagious as laughter and good-humor. When Scrooge’s nephew laughed in
this way; holding is sides, rolling his head, and twisting his face into the most extravagant contortions: Scrooge’s
niece, by marriage, laughed as heartily as he. And their assembled friends being not a bit behindhand, roared out,
lustily,
“Ha, ha! Ha, ha, ha, ha!”
“He said that Christmas was a humbug, as I live!” cried Scrooge’s nephew. “He believed it, too!”
“More shame for him, Fred!” said Scrooge’s niece, indignantly. Bless those women; they never do anything by
halves. They are always in earnest.
She was very pretty: exceedingly pretty. With a dimpled, surprised-looking, capital face; a ripe little mouth,
that seemed made to be kissed—as no doubt it was; all kinds of good little dots about her chin, that melted into
one another when she laughed; and the sunniest pair of eyes you ever saw in any little creature’s head. Altogether
she was what you would have called provoking, you know; but satisfactory, too. Oh, perfectly satisfactory!
“He’s a comical old fellow,” said Scrooge’s nephew, “that’s the truth; and not so pleasant as he might be.
However, his offences carry their own punishment, and I have nothing to say against him.”
“I’m sure he is very rich, Fred,” hinted Scrooge’s niece. “At least you always tell me so.”
“What of that, my dear,” said Scrooge’s nephew. “His wealth is of no use to him. He don’t do any good with it.
He don’t make\fn{The text has: made.} himself comfortable with it. He hasn’t the satisfaction of thinking—ha, ha,
ha!—that he is ever going to benefit us with it.”
“I have no patience with him,” observed Scrooge’s niece. Scrooge’s niece’s sisters, and all the other ladies,
expressed the same opinion.
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“Oh, I have!” said Scrooge’s nephew. “I am sorry for him; I couldn’t be angry with him if I tried. Who suffers
by his ill whims? Himself, always. Here, he takes it into his head to dislike us, and he won’t come and dine with
us. What’s the consequence? He don’t lose much of a dinner.”
“Indeed, I think he loses a very good dinner,” interrupted Scrooge’s niece. Everybody said the same, and they
must be allowed to have been competent judges, because they had just had diner; and, with the dessert upon the
table, were clustered round the fire, by lamplight.
“Well! I am very glad to hear it,” said scrooge’s nephew, “because I haven’t any great faith in these young
housekeepers. What do you say, Topper?”
Topper had clearly got his eye upon one of Scrooge’s niece’s sisters, for he answered that a bachelor was a
wretched outcast, who had no right to express an opinion on the subject. Whereat Scrooge’s niece’s sister—the
plump one with the lace tucker: not the one with the roses—blushed.
“Do go on, Fred,” said Scrooge’s niece, clapping her hands. “He never finishes what he begins to say! He is
such a ridiculous fellow!”
Scrooge’s nephew reveled in another laugh, and as it was impossible to keep the infection off; though the
plump sister tried hard to do it with aromatic vinegar; his example was unanimously followed.
“I was only going to say,” said Scrooge’s nephew, “that the consequence of his taking a dislike to us, and not
making merry with us, is, as I think, that he loses some pleasant moments, which could do him no harm. I am sure
he loses pleasanter companions than he can find in his own thoughts, either in his moldy old office, or his dusty
chambers. I mean to give him the same chance every year, whether he likes it or not, for I pity him. He may rail at
Christmas till he dies, but he can’t help thinking better of it—I defy him—if he finds me going there, in good
temper, year after year, and saying Uncle Scrooge, how are you? If it only puts him in the vein to leave his poor
clerk fifty pounds, that’s something; and I think I shook him yesterday.”
It was their turn to laugh now, at the notion of his shaking Scrooge. But being thoroughly good-natured, and
not much caring what they laughed at, so that they laughed at any rate, he encouraged them in their merriment,
and passed the bottle, joyously.
After tea, they had some music. For they were a musical family, and knew what they were about, when they
sung a Glee or Catch, I can assure you: especially Topper, who could growl away in the bass like a good one, and
never swell the large veins in his forehead, or get red in the face over it. Scrooge’s niece played well upon the
harp; and played among other tunes a simple little air (a mere nothing; you might learn to whistle it in two
minutes), which had been familiar to the child who fetched Scrooge from the boarding-school, as he had been
reminded by the Ghost of Christmas Past. When this strain of music sounded, all the things that ghost had shown
him, came upon his mind; he softened more and more; and thought that if he could have listened to it often, years
ago, he might have cultivated the kindness of life for his own happiness with his own hands, without resorting to
the sexton’s spade that buried Jacob Marley.
But they didn’t devote the whole evening to music. After a while they played at forfeits, for it is good to be
children sometimes, and never better than at Christmas, when its mighty Founder was a child himself. Stop! There
was first a game at blindman’s buff. Of course there was. And I no more believe Topper was really blind than I
believe he had eyes in his boots. My opinion is, that it was a done thing between him and Scrooge’s nephew; and
that the Ghost of Christmas Present knew it. The way he went after that plump sister in the lace tucker, was an
outrage on the credulity of human nature. Knocking down the fire-irons, tumbling over the chairs, bumping up
against the piano, smothering himself among the curtains, wherever she went, there went he. He always knew
where the plump sister was. He wouldn’t catch anybody else. If you had fallen up against him, as some of them
did, and stood there; he would have made a feint of endeavoring to seize you, which would have been an affront
to your understanding; and would instantly have sidled off in the direction of the plump sister. She often cried out
that t wasn’t fair; and it really was not. But when, at last, he caught her; when, in spite of all her silken rustlings,
and her rapid flutterings past him, he got her into a corner whence there was no escape; then his conduct was the
most execrable. For his pretending not to know her; his pretending that it was necessary to touch her head-dress,
and further to assure himself of her identity by pressing a certain ring upon her finger, and a certain chain about
her neck; was vile, monstrous! No doubt she told him her opinion of it, when, another blindman being in office,
they were so very confidential together, behind the curtains.
Scrooge’s niece was not one of the blindman’s buff party, but was made comfortable with a large chair and a
footstool, in a snug corner, where the Ghost and Scrooge were close behind her. But she joined in the forfeits, and
loved her love to admiration with all the letters of the alphabet. Likewise at the game of How, When, and Where,
she was very great, and to the secret joy of Scrooge’s nephew, beat her sisters hollow: though they were sharp
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girls too, as Topper could have told you. There might have been twenty people there, young and old, but they all
played, and so did Scrooge; for, wholly forgetting, in the interest he had in what was going on, that his voice made
no sound in their ears, he sometimes came out with his guess quite loud, and very often guessed right, too; for the
sharpest needle, best Whitechapel, warranted not to cut in the eye, was not sharper than Scrooge: blunt as he took
it in his head to be.
The ghost was greatly pleased to find him in this mood, and looked upon him with such favor that he begged
like a boy to be allowed to stay until the guests departed. But this the Spirit said could not be done.
“Here’s a new game,” said Scrooge. “One half hour, spirit, only one!”
It was a Game called Yes and No, where Scrooge’s nephew had to think of something, the rest must find out
what; he only answering to their questions yes or no as the case was. The brisk fire of questioning to which he
was exposed, elicited from him that he was thinking of an animal, an animal that growled and grunted sometimes,
and talked sometimes, and lived in London, and walked about the streets, and wasn’t made a show of, and wasn’t
led by anybody, and didn’t live in a menagerie, and was never killed in a market, and was not a horse, or an ass, or
a cow, or a bull, or a tiger, or a dog, or a pig, or a cat, or a bear. At every fresh question that was put to him, this
nephew burst into a fresh roar of laughter; and was so inexpressibly tickled, that he was obliged to get up off the
sofa and stamp. At last the plump sister, falling into as similar state, cried out:
“I have found it out! I know what it is, Fred! I know what it is!”
“What is it?” cried Fred.
“It’s your Uncle Scro-o-o-o-oge!”
Which it certainly was. Admiration was the universal sentiment, though some objected that the reply to “is it a
bear?” ought to have been “Yes;” inasmuch as an answer in the negative was sufficient to have diverted their
thoughts from Mr. Scrooge, supposing they had ever had any tendency that way.
“He has given us plenty of merriment, I am sure,” said Fred, “and it would be ungrateful not to drink his
health. Here is a glass of mulled wine ready at our hand at the moment; and I say, ‘Uncle Scrooge!’”
“Well! Uncle Scrooge!” they cried.
“A Merry Christmas and a happy New Year to the old man, whatever he is!” said Scrooge’s nephew. “He
wouldn’t take it from me, but may he have it, nevertheless! Uncle Scrooge!”
Uncle Scrooge had imperceptibly become so gay and light of heart, that he would have pledged the unconscious company in return, and thanked them in an inaudible speech, if the ghost had given him time. But the
whole scene passed off in the breath of the last word spoken by his nephew: and he and the Spirit were again upon
their travels.
Much they saw, and far they went, and many homes they visited, but always with a happy end. The Spirit stood
beside sick beds, and they were cheerful; on foreign lands, and they were close at home; by struggling men, and
they were patient in their greater hope; by poverty, and it was rich. In almshouse, hospital, and jail, in misery’s
every refuge, where vain man in his little brief authority had not made fast the door, and barred the Spirit out, he
left his blessing, and taught Scrooge his precepts.
It was a long night, if it were only a night; but Scrooge had his doubts of this, because the Christmas holidays
appeared to be condensed into the space of time they passed together. It was strange, too, that while Scrooge
remained unaltered in his outward form, the Ghost grew older, clearly older. Scrooge had observed this change,
but never spoke of it, until they left a children’s Twelfth Night party, when, looking at the Spirit as they stood
together in an open place, he noticed that its hair was gray.
“Are spirits’ lives short?” asked Scrooge.
“My life upon this globe is very brief,” replied the Ghost. “It ends tonight.”
“Tonight!” cried Scrooge.
“Tonight at midnight. Hark! The time is drawing near.”
The chimes were ringing the three quarters past eleven at that moment.
“Forgive me if I am not justified in what I ask,” said Scrooge looking intently at the Spirit’s robe, “but I see
something strange and not belonging to yourself, protruding from your skirts. Is it a foot or a claw?”
“It might be a claw, for the flesh there is upon it,” was the spirit’s sorrowful reply. “Look here.”
From the foldings of its robe it brought two children; wretched, abject, frightful, hideous, miserable. They knelt
down at its feet, and clung upon the outside of its garment.
“Oh, Man! Look here. Look, look down here!” exclaimed the Ghost.
They were a boy and a girl. Yellow, meager, ragged, scowling, wolfish; but prostrate, too, in their humility.
Where graceful youth should have filled their features out, and touched them with its freshest tints, a stale and
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shriveled hand, like that of age, had pinched, and twisted them, and pulled them into shreds. Where angels might
have sat enthroned, devils lurked, and glared out menacing. No change, no degradation, no perversion of humanity, in any grade, through all the mysteries of wonderful creation, has monsters half so horrible and dread.
Scrooge started back, appalled. Having them shown to him in this way, he tried to say they were fine children,
but the words choked themselves, rather than be parties to a lie of such enormous magnitude.
“Spirit! Are they yours?” Scrooge could say no more.
“They are man’s,” said the spirit, looking down upon them. “And they cling to me, appealing from their
fathers. This boy is Ignorance. This girl is Want. Beware them both, and all of their degree, but most of all beware
this boy, for on his brow I see that written which is Doom, unless the writing be erased. Deny it!” cried the Spirit,
stretching out its hand towards the city. “Slander those who tell it ye! Admit it for your factious purposes, and
make it worse! And bide the end!”
“Have they no refuge or resources?” cried Scrooge.
“Are there no prisons?” said the Spirit, turning on him for the last time with his own words. “Are there no
workhouses?”
The bell struck twelve.
Scrooge looked about him for the Ghost, and saw it not. As the last stroke ceased to vibrate, he remembered
the prediction of old Jacob Marley, and lifting up his eyes, beheld a solemn Phantom, draped and hooded, coming,
like a mist along the ground, towards him.
IV
The Phantom slowly, gravely, silently, approached. When it came near him, Scrooge bent down upon his knee,
for in the very air through which this Spirit moved it seemed to scatter gloom and mystery.
It was shrouded in a deep black garment, which concealed its head, its face, its form, and left nothing of it
visible save one outstretched hand. But for this it would have been difficult to detach its figure from the night, and
separate it from the darkness by which it was surrounded.
He felt that it was tall and stately when it came beside him, and that its mysterious presence filled him with a
solemn dread. He knew no more, for the Spirit neither spoke nor moved.
“I am in the presence of the Ghost of Christmas Yet to Come?” said Scrooge.
The Spirit answered not, but pointed downward with its hand.
“You are about to show me shadows of the things that have not happened, but will happen in the time before
us,” Scrooge pursued. “Is that so, Spirit?”
The upper portion of the garment was contracted for an instant in its folds, as if the Spirit had inclined its head.
That was the only answer he received.
Although well used to ghostly company by this time, Scrooge feared the silent shape so much that his legs
trembled beneath him, and he found that he could hardly stand when he prepared to follow it. The Spirit paused a
moment, as observing his condition, and giving him time to recover.
But Scrooge was all the worse for this. It thrilled him with a vague uncertain horror, to know that behind the
dusky shroud there were ghostly eyes intently fixed upon him, while he, though he stretched his own to the
utmost, could see nothing but a spectral hand and one great heap of black.
“Ghost of the Future!” he exclaimed, “I fear you more than any Specter I have seen. But, as I know your
purpose is to do me good, and as I hope to live to be another man from what I was, I am prepared to bear you
company, and do it with a thankful heart. Will you not speak to me?”
It gave him no reply. The hand was pointed straight before them.
“Lead on!” said Scrooge. “Lead on! The night is waning fast, and it is precious time to me, I know. Lead on,
Spirit!”
The Phantom moved away as it had come towards him. Scrooge followed in the shadow of its dress, which
bore him up, he thought, and carried him along.
They scarcely seemed to enter the city; for the city rather seemed to spring up about them, and encompass
them of its own act. But there they were, in the heart of it; on ’Change, among the merchants; who hurried up and
down, and chinked the money in their pockets, and conversed in groups, and looked at their watches, and trifled
thoughtfully with their great gold seals,\fn{ Worn on watch chains looped across their vest-encased paunches.} and so forth, as
Scrooge had seem them often.
The Spirit stopped beside one little knot of business men. Observing that the hand was pointed to them,
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Scrooge advanced to listen to their talk.
“No,” said a great fat man with a monstrous chin, “I don’t know much about it either way, I only know he’s
dead.”
“When did he die?” inquired another.
“Last night, I believe.”
“Why, what was the matter with him?” asked a third, taking a vast quantity of snuff out of a very large snuffbox. “I though he’d never die.”
“God knows,” said the first, with a yawn.
“What has he done with his money?” asked a red-faced gentleman, with a pendulous excrescence on the end of
his nose, that shook like the gills of a turkey-cock.
“I haven’t heard,” said the man with the large chin, yawning again. “Left it to his Company, perhaps. He hasn’t
left it to me. That’s all I know.”
This pleasantry was received with a general laugh.
“It’s likely to be a very cheap funeral,” said the same speaker; “for upon my life I don’t know of anybody to go
to it. Suppose we make up a party and volunteer?”
“I don’t mind going if a lunch is provided,” observed the gentleman with the excrescence on his nose. “But I
must be fed, if I make one.”
Another laugh.
“Well, I am the most disinterested among you, after all,” said the first speaker, “for I never wear black gloves,
and I never eat lunch. But I’ll offer to go, if anybody else will. When I come to think of it, I’m not at all sure that I
wasn’t his most particular friend; for we used to stop and speak whenever we met. Bye, bye!”
Speakers and listeners strolled away, and mixed with other groups. Scrooge knew the men, and looked towards
the Spirit for an explanation.
The Phantom glided on into a street. Its finger pointed to two persons meeting. Scrooge listened again,
thinking that the explanation might lie here.
He knew these men, also, perfectly. They were men of business: very wealthy, and of great importance. He had
made a point always of standing well in their esteem: in a business point of view, that is; strictly in a business
point of view.
“How are you?” said one.
“How are you?” returned the other.
“Well!” said the first. “Old Scratch has got his own at last, hey?”
“So I am told,” returned the second. “Cold, isn’t it?”
“Seasonable for Christmas time. You’re not a skater, I suppose?”
“No. No. something else to think of. Good morning!”
Not another word. That was their meeting, their conversation, and their parting.
Scrooge was at first inclined to be surprised that the Spirit should attach importance to conversations
apparently so trivial; but feeling assured that they must have some hidden purpose, he set himself to consider what
it was likely to be. They could scarcely be supposed to have any bearing on the death of Jacob, his old partner, for
that was Past, and this ghost’s province was the Future. Nor could he think of any one immediately connected
with himself, to whom he could apply them. But nothing doubting that to whomsoever they applied they had
some latent moral for his own improvement, he resolved to treasure up every word he heard, and everything he
saw; and especially to observe the shadow of himself when it appeared. For he had an expectation that the
conduct of his future self would give him the clue he missed, and would render the solution of these riddles easy.
He looked about in that very place for his own image; but another man stood in his accustomed corner, and
though the clock pointed to his usual time of day for being there, he saw no likeness of himself among the
multitudes that poured in through the Porch. It gave him little surprise, however, for he had been revolving in his
mind a change of life, and thought and hoped he saw his new-born resolutions carried out in this.
Quiet and dark, beside him stood the Phantom, with its outstretched hand. When he roused himself from his
thoughtful quest, he fancied from the turn of the hand, and its situation in reference to himself, that the Unseen
Eyes were looking at him keenly. It made him shudder, and feel very cold.
They left the busy scene, and went into an obscure part of the town, where Scrooge had never penetrated
before, although he recognized its situation, and its bad repute. The ways were foul and narrow; the shops and
houses wretched; the people half-naked, drunken, slipshod, ugly. Alleys and archways, like so many cesspools,
disgorged their offences of smell, and dirt, and life, upon the straggling streets, and the whole quarter reeked with
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crime, with filth, and misery.
Far in this den of infamous resort, there was a low-browed beetling shop, below a pent-house roof, where iron,
old rags, bottles, and bones, and greasy offal were bought. Upon the floor within, were piled up heaps of rusty
keys, nails, chains, hinges, files, scales, weights, and refuse iron of all kinds. Secrets that few would like to
scrutinize were bred and hidden in mountains of unseemly rags, masses of corrupted fat, and sepulchres of bones.
Sitting in among the wares he dealt in, by a charcoal-stove, made of old bricks, was a gray-haired rascal, nearly
seventy years of age, who had screened himself from the cold air without, by a frowsy curtaining of miscellaneous tatters, hung upon a line, and smoked his pipe in all the luxury of calm retirement.
Scrooge and the Phantom came into the presence of this man just as a woman with a heavy bundle slunk into
the shop. But she had scarcely entered, when another woman, similarly laden, came in too; and she was closely
followed by a man in faded black, who was no less startled by the sight of them than they had been upon the
recognition of each other. After a short period of blank astonishment, in which the old man with the pipe had
joined them, they all three burst into a laugh.
“Let the charwoman alone to be the first!” cried she who had entered first. “Let the laundress alone to be the
second; and let the undertaker’s man alone to be the third. Look here, old Joe, here’s a chance. If we haven’t all
three met here without meaning it!”
“You couldn’t have met in a better place,” said old Joe, removing his pipe from his mouth. “Come into the
parlor. You were made free of it long ago, you know; and the other two ain’t strangers. Stop till I shut the door of
the shop. Ah! How it skreeks! There ain’t such a rusty bit of metal in the place as its own hinges, I believe, and
I’m sure there’s no such old bones here as mine. Ha, ha! We’re all suitable to our calling, we’re well matched.
Come into the parlor. Come into the parlor.”
The parlor was the space behind the screen of rags. The old man raked the fire together with an old stair-rod,
and having trimmed his smoky lamp (for it was night) with the stem of his pipe, put it in his mouth again.
While he did this the woman who had already spoken threw her bundle on the floor and sat down in a flaunting
manner on a stool; crossing her elbows on her knees, and looking with a bold defiance at the other two.
“What odds, then! What odds, Mrs. Dilber?” said the woman. “Every person has a right to take care of themselves. He always did!”
“That’s true, indeed!” said the laundress. “No man more so.”
“Why, then, don’t stand staring as if you was afraid, woman; who’s the wiser? We’re not going to pick holes in
each other’s coats, I suppose?”
“No, indeed!” said Mrs. Dilber and the man together. “We should hope not.”
“Very well, then!” cried the woman. “That’s enough. Who’s the worse for the loss of a few things like these?
Not a dead man, I suppose.”
“No, indeed,” said Mrs. Dilber, laughing.
“If he wanted to keep ’em after he was dead, a wicked old screw,” pursued the woman, “why wasn’t he natural
in his lifetime? If he had been, he’d have had somebody to look after him when he was struck with Death, instead
of lying gasping out his last there, alone by himself.”
“It’s the truest word that ever was spoke,” said Mrs. Dilber. “It’s a judgment on him.”
“I wish it was a little heavier judgment,” replied the woman; “and it should have been, you may depend upon
it, if I could have laid my hands on anything else. Open that bundle, old Joe, and let me know the value of it.
Speak out plain. I’m not afraid to be the first, nor afraid for them to see it. We knew pretty well that we were
helping ourselves, before we met here, I believe. It’s no sin. Open the bundle, Joe.”
But the gallantry of her friends would not allow of this; and the man in faded black, mounting the breach first,
produced his plunder. It was not extensive. A seal or two, a pencil-case, a pair of sleeve-buttons, and a brooch of
no great value, were all. They were severally examined and appraised by old Joe, who chalked the sums he was
disposed to give for each upon the wall, and added them up in a total when he found that there was nothing more
to come.
“That’s your account,” said Joe, “and I wouldn’t give another sixpence, if I was to be boiled for not doing it.
Who’s next?”
Mrs. Dilber was next. Sheets and towels, a little wearing apparel, two old-fashioned silver teaspoons, a pair of
sugar-tongs, and a few boots. Her account was stated on the wall in the same manner.
“I always give too much to ladies. It’s a weakness of mine, and that’s the way I ruin myself,” said old Joe.
“That’s your account. If you asked me for another penny, and made it an open question, I’d repent of being so
liberal, and knock off half-a-crown.”
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“And now undo my bundle, Joe,” said the first woman.
Joe went down on his knees for the greater convenience of opening it, and having unfastened a great many
knots, dragged out a large and heavy roll of some dark stuff.
“What do you call this?” said Joe. “Bedcurtains?”
“Ah!” returned the woman, laughing and leaning forward on her crossed arms. “Bedcurtains!”
“You don’t mean to say you took ’em down, rings and all, with him lying there?” said Joe.
“Yes, I do,” replied the woman. “Why not?”
“You were born to make your fortune,” said Joe, “and you’ll certainly do it.”
“I certainly shan’t hold my hand, when I can get anything in it by reaching it out, for the sake of such a man as
He was, I promise you, Joe,” returned the woman, coolly. “Don’t drop that oil upon the blankets, now.”
“His blankets?” asked Joe.
“Whose else’s do you think?” replied the woman. “He isn’t likely to take cold without ’em, I dare say.”
“I hope he didn’t die of anything catching? Eh?” said old Joe, stopping in his work, and looking up.
“Don’t you be afraid of that,” returned the woman. “I ain’t so fond of his company that I’d loiter about him for
such things, if he did. Ah! You may look through that shirt till your eyes ache; but you won’t find a hole in it, nor
a threadbare place. It’s the best he had, and a fine one too. They’d have wasted it, if it hadn’t been for me.”
“What do you call wasting of it?” asked old Joe.
“Putting it on him to be buried in, to be sure,” replied the woman with a laugh. “Somebody was fool enough to
do it, but I took it off again. If calico\fn{ Plain white cotton cloth.} ain’t good enough for such a purpose, it isn’t good
enough for anything. It’s quite as becoming to the body. He can’t look uglier than he did in that one.”
Scrooge listened to this dialogue in horror. As they sat grouped about their spoil, in the scanty light afforded by
the old man’s lamp, he viewed them with a detestation and disgust, which could hardly have been greater, though
they had been obscene demons, marketing the corpse itself.
“Ha, ha!” laughed the same woman, when old Joe, producing a flannel bag with money in it, told out their
several gains upon the ground. “This is the end of it, you see! He frightened every one away from him when he
was alive, to profit us when he was dead! Ha, ha, ha!”
“Spirit!” said Scrooge, shuddering from head to foot. “I see, I see. The case of this unhappy man might be my
own. My life tends that way, now. Merciful Heaven, what is this!”
He recoiled in terror, for the scene had changed, and now he almost touched a bed: a bare, uncurtained bed: on
which, beneath a ragged sheet, there lay a something covered up, which, though it was dumb, announced itself in
awful language.
The room was very dark, too dark to be observed with any accuracy, though Scrooge glanced round it in
obedience to a secret impulse, anxious to know what kind of room it was. A pale light, rising in the outer air, fell
straight upon the bed; and on it, plundered and bereft, unwatched, unwept, uncared for, was the body of this man.
Scrooge glanced towards the phantom. Its steady hand was pointed to the head. The cover was so carelessly
adjusted that the slightest raising of it, the motion of a finger upon Scrooge’s part, would have disclosed the face.
He thought of it, felt how easy it would be to do, and longed to do it; but had no more power to withdraw the veil
than to dismiss the specter at his side.
Oh cold, cold, rigid, dreadful Death, set up thine altar here, and dress it with such terrors as thou hast at thy
command: for this is thy dominion! But of the loved, revered, and honored head, thou canst not turn one hair to
thy dread purposes, or make one feature odious. It is not that the hand is heavy and will fall down when released;
it is not that the heart and pulse are still; but that the hand was open, generous and true; the heart brave, warm, and
tender; and the pulse a man’s. Strike, Shadow, strike! And see his good deeds springing from the wound, to sow
the world with life immortal!
No voice pronounced these words in Scrooge’s ears, and yet he heard them when he looked upon the bed. He
thought if this man could be raised up now, what would be his foremost thoughts? Avarice, hard dealing, griping
cares; they have brought him into a rich end, truly!
He lay, in the dark empty house, with not a man, a woman, or a child, to say he was kind to me in this or that,
and for the memory of one kind word I will be kind to him. A cat was tearing at the door, and there was a sound of
gnawing rats beneath the hearth-stone. What they wanted in the room of death, and why they were so restless and
disturbed, Scrooge did not dare to think.
“Spirit!” he said, “this is a fearful place. In leaving it, I shall not leave its lesson, trust me. Let us go!”
Still the ghost pointed with an unmoved finger to the head.
“I understand you,” Scrooge returned, “and I would do it, if I could. But I have not the power, Spirit. I have not
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the power.”
Again it seemed to look upon him.
“If there is any person in the town who feels emotion caused by this man’s death,” said Scrooge, quite
agonized, “show that person to me, Spirit, I beseech you!”
The phantom spread its dark robe before him for a moment, like a wing; and withdrawing it, revealed a room
by daylight, where a mother and her children were.
She was expecting some one, and with anxious eagerness; for she walked up and down the room; started at
every sound; looked out from the window; glanced at the clock; tried, but in vain, to work with her needle; and
could hardly bear the voices of the children in their play.
At length the long-expected knock was heard. She hurried to the door, and met her husband; a man whose face
was careworn and depressed, though he was young. There was a remarkable expression in it now; a kind of
serious delight in which he felt ashamed, and which he struggled to repress.
He sat down to the dinner that had been hoarding for him by the fire; and when she asked him faintly what
news (which was not until after a long silence), he appeared embarrassed how to answer.
“Is it good,” she said, “or bad?” to help him.
“Bad,” he answered.
“We are quite ruined?”
“No. There is hope yet, Caroline.”
“If he relents,” she said, amazed, “there is! Nothing is past hope, if such a miracle has happened.”
“He is past relenting,” said her husband. “He is dead.”
She was a mild and patient creature, if her face spoke truth; but she was thankful in her soul to hear it, and she
said so, with clasped hands. She prayed forgiveness the next moment, and was sorry; but the first was the emotion
of her heart.
“What the half-drunken woman, whom I told you of last night, said to me when I tried to see him and obtain a
week’s delay; and what I thought was a mere excuse to avoid me; turns out to be quite true. He was not only very
ill, but dying, then.”
“To whom will our debt be transferred?”
“I don’t know. But before that time we shall be ready with the money; and even though we were not, it would
be bad fortune, indeed, to find so merciless a creditor in his successor. We may sleep tonight with light hearts,
Caroline!”
Yes. Soften it as they would, their hearts were lighter. The children’s faces hushed, and clustered round to hear
what they so little understood, were brighter; and it was a happier house for this man’s death! The only emotion
that the ghost could show him, caused by the event, was one of pleasure.
“Let me see some tenderness connected with a death,” said Scrooge; “or that dark chamber, Spirit, which we
left just now, will be for ever present to me.”
The Ghost conducted him through several streets familiar to his feet; and as they went along, Scrooge looked
here and there to find himself, but nowhere was he to be seen. They entered poor Bob Cratchit’s house; the
dwelling he had visited before; and found the mother and the children seated round the fire.
Quiet. Very quiet. The noisy little Cratchits were as still as statues in one corner, and sat looking up at Peter,
who had a book before him. The mother and her daughters were engaged in sewing. But surely they were very
quiet!
“‘And he took a child and set him in the midst of them,’”
Where had Scrooge heard those words? He had not dreamed them. The boy must have read them out, as he and
the Spirit crossed the threshold. Why did he not go on?
The mother laid her work upon the table, and put her hand up to her face.
“The color hurts my eyes,” she said.
The color? Ah, poor Tiny Tim!
“They’re better now again,” said Cratchit’s wife. “It makes them weak by candle-light; and I wouldn’t show
weak eyes to your father when he comes home, for the world. It must be near his time.”
“Past it, rather,” Peter answered, shutting up his book. “But, I think he’s walked a little slower than he used,
these few last evenings, mother.”
They were very quiet again. At last she said, and in a steady, cheerful voice, that only faltered once:
“I have known him walk with—I have known him walk with Tiny Tim upon his shoulder, very fast, indeed.”
“And so have I,” cried Peter. “Often.”
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“And so have I!” exclaimed another. So had all.
“But he was very light to carry,” she resumed, intent upon her work, “and his father loved him so, that it was
no trouble—no trouble. And there is your father at the door!”
She hurried out to meet him; and little Bob in his comforter—he had need of it, poor fellow—came in. His tea
was ready for him on the hob, and they all tried who should help him to it most. Then the two young Cratchits got
upon his knees and laid, each child, a little cheek, against his face, as if they said, “Don’t mind it, father. Don’t be
grieved!”
Bob was very cheerful with them, and spoke pleasantly to all the family. He looked at the work upon the table,
and praised the industry and speed of Mrs. Cratchit and the girls. They would be done long before Sunday, he
said.
“Sunday! You went today, then, Robert?” said his wife.
“Yes, my dear,” returned Bob. “I wish you could have gone. It would have done you good to see how green a
place it is. But you’ll see it often. I promised him that I would walk there on a Sunday. My little, little child!”
cried Bob. “My little child!”
He broke down all at once. He couldn’t help it. If he could have helped it, he and his child would have been
farther apart, perhaps, than they were.
He left the room, and went upstairs into the room above, which was lighted cheerfully, and hung with
Christmas. There was a chair set close beside the child, and there were signs of some one having been there lately.
Poor Bob sat down in it, and when he had thought a little and composed himself, he kissed the little face. He was
reconciled to what had happened, and went down again quite happy.
They drew about the fire and talked; the girls and mother working still. Bob told them of the extraordinary
kindness of Mr. Scrooge’s nephew, whom he had scarcely seen but once, and who, meeting him in the street that
day, and seeing that he looked a little—“just a little down, you know,” said Bob, inquired what had happened to
distress him. “On which,” said Bob, “for he is the pleasantest-spoken gentleman you ever heard, I told him. ‘I am
heartily sorry for it, Mr. Cratchit,’ he said, ‘and heartily sorry for your good wife.’ By the bye, how he ever knew
that, I don’t know.”
“Knew what, my dear?”
“Why, that you were a good wife,” replied bob.
“Everybody knows that!” said Peter.
“Very well observed, my boy!” cried Bob. “I hope they do. ‘Heartily sorry,’ he said ‘for your good wife. If I
can be of service any way,’ he said, giving me his card, ‘that’s where I live. Pray come to me.’ Now, it wasn’t,”
cried Bob, “for the sake of anything he might be able to do for us, so much as for his kind way, that this was quite
delightful. It really seemed as if he had known our Tiny Tim, and felt with us.”
“I’m sure he’s a good soul!” said Mrs. Cratchit.
“You would be surer of it, my dear,” returned Bob, “if you saw and spoke to him. I shouldn’t be at all
surprised, mark what I say, if he got Peter a better situation.”
“Only hear that, Peter,” said Mrs. Cratchit.
“And then,” cried one of the girls, “Peter will be keeping company with some one, and setting up for himself.”
“Get along with you!” retorted Peter, grinning.
“It’s just as likely as not,” said Bob, “one of these days; though there’s plenty of time for that, my dear. But
however and whenever we part from one another, I am sure we shall none of us forget poor Tiny Tim—shall we—
or this first parting that was among us?”
“Never, father!” cried they all.
“And I know,” said Bob, “I know, my dears, that when we recollect how patient and how mild he was;
although he was a little, little child; we shall not quarrel easily among ourselves, and forget poor Tiny Tim in
doing it.”
“No, never, father!” they all cried again.
“I am very happy,” said little Bob, “I am very happy!”
Mrs. Cratchit kissed him, his daughters kissed him, the two young Cratchits kissed him, and Peter and himself
shook hands. Spirit of Tiny Tim, thy childish essence was from God!
“Specter,” said Scrooge, “something informs me that our parting moment is at hand. I know it, but I know not
how. Tell me what man that was whom we saw lying dead?”
The Ghost of Christmas Yet to Come conveyed him, as before—though at a different time, he thought: indeed,
there seemed no order in these latter visions, save that they were in the Future—into the resorts of business men,
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but showed him not himself. Indeed, the Spirit did not stay for anything, but went straight on, as to the end just
now desired, until besought by Scrooge to tarry for a moment.
“This court,” said Scrooge, “through which we hurry now, is where my place of occupation is, and has been
for a length of time. I see the house. Let me behold what I shall be in days to come.”
The Spirit stopped; the hand was pointed elsewhere.
“The house is yonder,” Scrooge exclaimed. “Why do you point away!”
The inexorable finger underwent no change.
Scrooge hastened to the window of his office, and looked in. It was an office still, but not his. The furniture
was not the same, and the figure in the chair was not himself. The Phantom pointed as before.
He joined it once again, and wondering why and whither he had gone, accompanied it until they reached an
iron gate. He paused to look round before entering.
A churchyard. Here, then, the wretched man whose name he had now to learn, lay underneath the ground. It
was a worthy place. Walled in by houses; overrun by grass and weeds, the growth of vegetation’s death, not life;
choked up with too much burying; fat with repleted appetite. A worthy place!
The Spirit stood among the graves, and pointed down to One. He advanced towards it trembling. The Phantom
was exactly as it had been, but he dreaded that he saw new meaning in its solemn shape.
“Before I draw nearer to that stone to which you point,” said Scrooge, “answer me one question. Are these the
shadows of the things that Will be, or are they shadows of the things that May be, only?”
Still the Ghost pointed downward to the grave by which it stood.
“Men’s courses will foreshadow certain ends, to which, if persevered in, they must lead,” said Scrooge. “But if
the courses be departed from, the ends will change. Say it is thus with what you show me!”
The Spirit was immovable as ever.
Scrooge crept towards it, trembling as he went; and following the finger, read upon the stone of the neglected
grave his own name,

†Ebenezer Scrooge†
“Am I that man who lay upon the bed?” he cried, upon his knees.
The finger pointed from the grave to him, and back again.
“No, Spirit! Oh no, no!”
The finger still was there.
“Spirit!” he cried, tight clutching at its robe, “hear me! I am not the man I was. I will not be the man I must
have been but for this intercourse. Why show me this, if I am past all hope?”
For the first time the hand appeared to shake.
“Good Spirit,” he pursued, as down upon the ground he fell before it: “your nature intercedes for me, and pities
me. Assure me that I yet may change these shadows you have shown me, by an altered life!”
The kind hand trembled.
“I will honor Christmas in my heart, and try to keep it all the year. I will live in the Past, the Present, and the
Future. The Spirits of all three shall strive within me. I will not shut out the lessons that they teach. Oh, tell me I
may sponge away the writing on this stone!”
In his agony, he caught the spectral hand. It sought to free itself, but he was strong in his entreaty, and detained
it. The Spirit, stronger yet, repulsed him.
Holding up his hands in one last prayer to have his fate reversed, he saw an alteration in the phantom’s hood
and dress. It shrunk, collapsed, and dwindled down into a bedpost.
V
Yes! And the bedpost was his own. The bed was his own, the room was his own. Best and happiest of all, the
Time before him was his own to make amends in!
“I will live in the Past, the Present, and the Future!” Scrooge repeated, as he scrambled out of bed. “The spirits
of all Three shall strive within me. Oh, Jacob Marley! Heaven, and the Christmas time be praised for this! I say it
on my knees, old Jacob; on my knees!”
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He was so fluttered and so glowing with his good intentions, that his broken voice would scarcely answer to
his call. He had been sobbing violently in his conflict with the Spirit, and his face was wet with tears.
“They are not torn down,” cried Scrooge, folding one of his bed-curtains in his arms, “they are not torn down,
rings and all. They are here: I am here: the shadows of the things that would have been, may be dispelled. They
will be. I know they will!”
His hands were busy with his garments all this time: turning them inside out, putting them on upside down,
tearing them, mislaying them, making them parties to every kind of extravagance.
“I don’t know what to do!” cried Scrooge, laughing and crying in the same breath; and making a perfect
Lacöon of himself with his stocking.\fn{ A fanciful allusion to the 4 th century BC sculpture grouping showing a Trojan priest and
his two sons being strangled by serpents .} “I am as light as a feather, I am as happy as an angel, I am as merry as a
school-boy. I am as giddy as a drunken man. A merry Christmas to everybody. A happy New Year to all the world.
Hallo here! Whoop! Hallo!”
He had frisked into the sitting-room, and was now standing there perfectly winded.
“There’s the saucepan that the gruel was in!” cried Scrooge, starting off again, and going round the fireplace.
“There’s the door by which the Ghost of Jacob Marley entered! There’s the corner where the Ghost of Christmas
Present sat! There’s the window where I saw the wandering Spirits! It’s all right, it’s all true, it all happened. Ha,
ha, ha!”
Really, for a man who had been out of practice for so many years, it was a splendid laugh, a most illustrious
laugh. The father of a long, long line of brilliant laughs!
“I don’t know what day of the month it is!” said Scrooge. “I don’t know how long I’ve been among the Spirits.
I don’t know anything.\fn{At this point the Scottish character actor Alastair Sim (1900-1976), in his 1951 film portrayal of Scrooge,
adds the following lines, as he is looking at his reflection in his bedroom mirror: “I never did know anything. But now I know that I don’t
know. A merry Christmas to you, you old humbug—humph! humph!—as if you deserved it!”: H } I’m quite a baby. Never mind. I

don’t care. I’d rather be a baby. Hallo! Whoop! Hallo here!”
He was checked in his transports by the churches ringing out the lustiest peals he had ever heard. Clash, clang,
hammer, ding, dong, bell. Bell, dong, ding, hammer, clang, clash! Oh, glorious, glorious!
Running to the window, he opened it and put out his head. No fog, no mist; clear, bright, jovial, stirring, cold;
cold; cold, piping for the blood to dance to; Golden sunlight; heavenly sky; sweet fresh air; merry bells. Oh,
glorious, glorious!
“What’s today?” cried Scrooge, calling down to a boy in Sunday clothes, who perhaps had loitered in\fn{ Into
the close.} to look about him.
“EH?” returned the boy with all his might of wonder.
“What’s today, my fine fellow?” said Scrooge.
“Today!” replied the boy. “Why, CHRISTMAS DAY.”
“It’s Christmas Day!” said Scrooge to himself. “I haven’t missed it. The Spirits have done it all in one night.
They can do anything they like. Of course they can. Of course they can. Hallo, my fine fellow!”
“Hallo!” returned the boy.
“Do you know the Poulterer’s, in the next street but one, at the corner?” Scrooge inquired.
“I should hope I did,” replied the lad.
“An intelligent boy!” said Scrooge. “A remarkable boy! Do you know whether they’ve sold the prize turkey
that was hanging up there? Not the little prize turkey: the big one?”
“What, the one as big as me?” returned the boy.
“What a delightful boy!” said Scrooge. “It’s a pleasure to talk to him. Yes, my buck!”
“It’s hanging there now,” replied the boy.
“Is it?” said Scrooge. “Go and buy it.”
“Walk-ER!” exclaimed the boy.\fn{What this expression means precisely seems not be known. I have reproduced it exactly as in
the text.}
“No, no,” said Scrooge, “I am in earnest. Go and buy it, and tell ’em to bring it here, that I may give them the
direction where to take it. Come back with the man, and I’ll give you a shilling. Come back with him in less than
five minutes, and I’ll give you half-a-crown!”
The boy was off like a shot. He must have had a steady hand at a trigger who could have got a shot off half so
fast.
“I’ll send it to Bob Cratchit’s!” whispered Scrooge, rubbing his hands, and splitting with a laugh. “He shan’t
know who sends it. It’s twice the size of Tiny Tim. Joe Miller never made such a joke as sending it to Bob’s will
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be!”\fn{An allusion to a famous contemporary London comedian.}
The hand in which he wrote the address was not a steady one, but write it he did, somehow, and went down
stairs to open the street door, ready for the coming of the poulterer’s man. As he stood there, waiting his arrival,
the knocker caught his eye.
“I shall love it as long as I live!” cried Scrooge, patting it with his hand. “I scarcely ever looked at it before.
What an honest expression it has in its face! It’s a wonderful knocker!—Here’s the Turkey. Hallo! Whoop! How
are you! Merry Christmas!”
It was a Turkey! He never could have stood upon his legs, that bird. He would have snapped ’em short off in a
minute, like sticks of sealing-wax.
“Why, it’s impossible to carry that to Camden Town,” said Scrooge. “You must have a cab.”
The chuckle with which he said this, and the chuckle with which he paid for the Turkey, and the chuckle with
which he paid for the cab, and the chuckle with which he recompensed the boy, were only to be exceeded by the
chuckle with which he sat down breathless in his chair again, and chuckled till he cried.
Shaving was not an easy task, for his hand continued to shake very much; and shaving requires attention, even
when you don’t dance while you are at it. But if he had cut the end of his nose off, he would have put a piece of
sticking-plaster over it, and been quiet satisfied.
He dressed himself “all in his best,” and at last got into the streets. The people were by this time pouring forth,
as he had seen them with the Ghost of Christmas Present; and walking with his hands behind him, Scrooge
regarded every one with a delightful smile. He looked so irresistibly pleasant, in a word, that three or four goodhumored fellows said, “Good morning, sir! A merry Christmas to you!” And Scrooge said often afterwards, that of
all the blithe sounds he had ever heard, those were the blithest in his ears.
He had not gone far, when coming on towards him he beheld the portly gentleman, who had walked into his
counting-house the day before and said, “Scrooge and Marley’s, I believe?” It sent a pang across his heart to think
how this old gentleman would look upon him when they met; but he knew what path lay straight before him, and
he took it.
“My dear sir,” said Scrooge, quickening his pace, and taking the old gentleman by both his hands. “How do
you do? I hope you succeeded yesterday. It was very kind of you. A merry Christmas to you, sir!”
“Mr. Scrooge?”
“Yes,” said Scrooge. “That is my name, and I fear it may not be pleasant to you. Allow me to ask your pardon.
And will you have the goodness”—here Scrooge whispered in his ear.
“Lord bless me!” cried the gentleman, as if his breath were gone. “My dear Mr. Scrooge, are you serious?”
“If you please,” said Scrooge. “Not a farthing less. A great many back-payments are included in it, I assure
you. Will you do me that favor?”
“My dear sir,” said the other, shaking hands with him. “I don’t know what to say to such munifi—“
“Don’t say anything, please,” retorted Scrooge. “Come and see me. Will you come and see me?”
“I will!” cried the old gentleman. And it was clear he meant to do it.
“Thank’ee,” said Scrooge. “I am much obliged to you. I thank you fifty times. Bless you!”
He went to church, and walked about the streets, and watched the people hurrying to and fro, and patted
children on the head, and questioned beggars, and looked down into the kitchens of houses, and up to the
windows; and found that everything could yield him pleasure. He had never dreamed that any walk—that anything—could give him so much happiness. In the afternoon he turned his steps towards his nephew’s house.
He passed the door a dozen times before he had the courage to go up and knock. But he made a dash, and did
it.
“Is your master at home, my dear?” said Scrooge to the girl. Nice girl! Very.
“Yes, sir.”
“Where is he, my love?” said Scrooge.
“He’s in the dining-room, sir, along with mistress. I’ll show you up stairs, if you please.”\fn{ To deposit his coat
and hat, while she would announce him:H}
“Thank’ee. He knows me,” said Scrooge, with his hand already on the dining-room lock. “I’ll go in here, my
dear.”
He turned it gently, and sidled his face in, round the door. They were looking at the table (which was spread
out in great array); for these young housekeepers are always nervous on such points, and like to see that everything is right.
“Fred!” said Scrooge.
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Dear heart alive, how his niece by marriage started! Scrooge had forgotten, for the moment, about her sitting in
the corner with the footstool, or he wouldn’t have done it, on any account.
“Why bless my soul!” cried Fred, “who’s that?”
“It’s I. Your Uncle Scrooge. I have come to dinner. Will you let me in, Fred?”
Let him in! It is a mercy he didn’t shake his arm off. He was at home in five minutes. Nothing could be
heartier. His niece looked just the same. So did Topper when he came. So did the plump sister when she came. So
did every one when they came. Wonderful party, wonderful games, wonderful unanimity, won-der-ful happiness!
But he was early at the office next morning. Oh! He was early there. If he could only be there first, and catch
Bob Cratchit coming late! That was the thing he had set his heart upon.
And he did it; yes, he did! The clock struck nine. No Bob. A quarter past. No Bob. He was full eighteen
minutes and a half behind his time. Scrooge sat with his door wide open, that he might see him come into the
Tank.
His hat was off, before he opened the door; his comforter too. He was on his stool in a jiffy; driving away with
his pen, as if he were trying to overtake nine o’clock.
“Hallo!” growled Scrooge, in his accustomed voice as near as he could feign it. “What do you mean by coming
here at this time of day?”
“I’m very sorry, sir,” said Bob. “I am behind my time.”
“You are!” repeated Scrooge. “Yes. I think you are. Step this way, if you please.”
“It’s only once a year, sir,” pleaded Bob, appearing from the Tank. “It shall not be repeated. I was making
rather merry yesterday, sir.”
“Now, I’ll tell you what, my friend,” said Scrooge, “I am not going to stand this sort of thing any longer. And
therefore,” he continued, leaping from his stool, and giving Bob such a dig in the waistcoat that he staggered back
into the Tank again, “and therefore I am about to raise your salary!”
Bob trembled, and got a little nearer to the ruler. He had a momentary idea of knocking Scrooge down with it;
holding him; and calling to the people in the court for help and a strait-waistcoat.\fn{ Straitjacket, as we would say
now.}
“A merry Christmas, Bob!” said Scrooge, with an earnestness that could not be mistaken, as he clapped him on
the back. “A merrier Christmas, Bob, my good fellow, than I have given you for many a year! I’ll raise your
salary, and endeavor to assist your struggling family, and we will discuss your affairs this very afternoon, over a
Christmas bowl of smoking bishop,\fn{A hot drink made of port-wine, oranges, cloves, etc.} Bob! Make up the fires, and
buy another coal-scuttle before you dot another i, Bob Cratchit!”
VI
Scrooge was better than his word. He did it all, and infinitely more; and to Tiny Tim, who did NOT die, he was
a second father. He became as good a friend, as good a master, and as good a man, as the good old city knew, or
any other good old city, town, or borough, in the good old world.
Some people laughed to see the alteration in him, but he let them laugh, and little heeded them; for he was
wise enough to know that nothing every happened on this globe, for good, in which some people did not have
their fill of laughter in the outset; and knowing that such as these would be blind anyway, he thought it quite as
well that they should wrinkle up their eyes in grins, as have the malady in less attractive forms. His own heart
laughed: and that was quite enough for him.
He had no farther intercourse with Spirits, but lived upon the Total Abstinence Principle, ever afterward; and it
was always said of him, that he knew how to keep Christmas well, if any man alive possessed the knowledge.
May that be truly said of us, and all of us! And so, as Tiny Tim observed, God Bless Us, Every One!
217.187 Excerpt from The Channings\fn{by Ellen Wood (1814-1887)} Worcester, Worcestershire, England, United
Kingdom (F) 11
1
The sweet bells of Helstonleigh Cathedral were ringing out in the summer’s afternoon. Groups of people lined
the streets, in greater number than the ordinary business of the day would have brought forth; some pacing with
idle steps, some halting to talk with one another, some looking in silence towards a certain point, as far as the eye
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could reach; all waiting in expectation.
It was the first day of Helstonleigh Assizes; that is, the day on which the courts of law began their sittings.
Generally speaking, the commission was opened at Helstonleigh on a Saturday; but for some convenience in the
arrangements of the circuit, it was fixed this time for Wednesday; and when those cathedral bells burst forth, they
gave signal that the judges had arrived and were entering the sheriff’s carriage, which had gone out to meet them.
A fine sight, carrying in it much of majesty, was the procession, as it passed through the streets with its slow
and stately steps; and although Helstonleigh saw it twice a year, it looked at it with gratified eyes still, and made
the day into a sort of holiday. The trumpeters rode first, blowing the proud note of advance, and the long line of
well-mounted javelin men came next, two abreast; their attire that of the livery of the high sheriff’s family, and
their javelins held in rest. Sundry officials followed, and the governor of the county gaol sat in an open carriage,
his long white wand raised in the air. Then appeared the handsome, closed equipage of the sheriff, its four horses,
caparisoned with silver, pawing the ground, for they chafed at the slow pace to which they were restrained. In it,
in their scarlet robes and flowing wigs, carrying awe to many a young spectator, sat the judges. The high sheriff
sat opposite to them, his chaplain by his side, in his gown and bands. A crowd of gentlemen, friends of the sheriff,
followed on horseback; and a mob of ragamuffins brought up the rear.
To the assize courts the procession took its way, and there the short business of opening the commission was
gone through, when the judges re-entered the carriage to proceed to the cathedral, having been joined by the
mayor and corporation. The sweet bells of Helstonleigh were still ringing out, not to welcome the judges to the
city now, but as an invitation to them to come and worship God. Within the grand entrance of the cathedral,
waiting to receive the judges, stood the Dean of Helstonleigh, two or three of the chapter, two of the minor
canons, and the king’s scholars and choristers, all in their white robes. The bells ceased; the fine organ pealed out
—and there are few finer organs in England than that of Helstonleigh—the vergers with their silver maces, and
the decrepit old bedes-men in their black gowns, led the way to the choir, the long scarlet trains of the judges held
up behind: and places were found for all.
The Rev. John Pye began the service; it was his week for chanting. He was one of the senior minor canons, and
head-master of the college school. At the desk opposite to him sat the Rev. William Yorke, a young man who had
only just gained his minor canonry.
The service went on smoothly until the commencement of the anthem. In one sense it went on smoothly to the
end, for no person present, not even the judges themselves, could see that anything was wrong. Mr. Pye was what
was called “chanter” to the cathedral, which meant that it was he who had the privilege of selecting the music for
the chants and other portions of the service, when the dean did not do so himself. The anthem he had put up for
this occasion was a very good one, taken from the Psalms of David. It commenced with a treble solo; it was,
moreover, an especial favourite of Mr. Pye’s; and he complacently disposed himself to listen.
But no sooner was the symphony over, no sooner had the first notes of the chorister sounded on Mr. Pye’s ear,
than his face slightly flushed, and he lifted his head with a sharp, quick gesture. That was not the voice which
ought to have sung this fine anthem; that was a cracked, passee voice, belonging to the senior chorister; a young
gentleman of seventeen, who was going out of the choir at Michaelmas. He had done good service for the choir in
his day, but his voice was breaking now; and the last time he had attempted a solo, the bishop (who interfered
most rarely with the executive of the cathedral; and, indeed, it was not his province to do so) had spoken himself
to Mr. Pye on the conclusion of the service, and said the boy ought not to be allowed to sing alone again.
Mr. Pye bent his head forward to catch a glimpse of the choristers, five of whom sat on his side of the choir,
the decani; five on the opposite, or cantori side. So far as he could see, the boy, Stephen Bywater, who ought to
have taken the anthem, was not in his place. There appeared to be only four of them; but the senior boy with his
clean, starched surplice, partially hid those below him. Mr. Pye wondered where his eyes could have been, not to
have noticed the boy’s absence when they had all been gathered round the entrance, waiting for the judges.
Had Mr. Pye’s attention not been fully engrossed with his book, as the service had gone on, he might have seen
the boy opposite to him; for there sat Bywater, before the bench of king’s scholars, and right in front of Mr. Pye.
Mr. Pye’s glance fell upon him now, and he could scarcely believe it. He rubbed his eyes, and looked, and rubbed
again. Bywater there! and without his surplice! braving, as it were, the head-master! What could he possibly mean
by this act of insubordination? Why was he not in his place in the school? Why was he mixing with the
congregation? But Mr. Pye could as yet obtain no solution to the mystery.
The anthem came to an end; the dean had bent his brow at the solo, but it did no good; and, the prayers over,
the sheriff's chaplain ascended to the pulpit to preach the sermon. He selected his text from St. John’s Gospel:
“That which is born of the flesh is flesh, and that which is born of the Spirit is spirit.” In the course of his sermon
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he pointed out that the unhappy prisoners in the gaol, awaiting the summons to answer before an earthly tribunal
for the evil deeds they had committed, had been led into their present miserable condition by the seductions of the
flesh. They had fallen into sin, he went on, by the indulgence of their passions; they had placed no restraint upon
their animal appetites and guilty pleasures; they had sunk gradually into crime, and had now to meet the penalty
of the law.
But did no blame, he asked, attach to those who had remained indifferent to their downward course; who had
never stretched forth a friendly hand to rescue them from destruction; who had made no effort to teach and guide
in the ways of truth and righteousness these outcasts of society? Were we, he demanded, at liberty to ignore our
responsibility by asking in the words of earth’s first criminal,
“Am I my brother’s keeper?”
No; it was at once our duty and our privilege to engage in the noble work of man’s reformation—to raise the
fallen—to seek out the lost, and to restore the outcast; and this, he argued, could only be accomplished by a
widely-disseminated knowled of God’s truth, by patient, self-denying labour in God’s work, and by a devout
dependence on God’s Holy Spirit.
At the conclusion of the service the head-master proceeded to the vestry, where the minor canons, choristers,
and lay-clerks kept their surplices. Not the dean and chapter; they robed in the chapter-house: and the king’s
scholars put on their surplices in the schoolroom. The choristers followed Mr. Pye to the vestry, Bywater entering
with them. The boys grouped themselves together; they were expecting—to use their own expression—a row.
“Bywater, what is the meaning of this conduct?” was the master’s stern demand.
“I had no surplice, sir,” was Bywater’s answer—a saucy-looking boy with a red face, who had a propensity for
getting into “rows,” and, consequently, into punishment.
“No surplice!” repeated Mr. Pye—for the like excuse had never been offered by a college boy before. “What
do you mean?”
“We were ordered to wear clean surplices this afternoon. I brought mine to college this morning; I left it here
in the vestry, and took the dirty one home. Well, sir, when I came to put it on this afternoon, it was gone.”
“How could it have gone? Nonsense, sir! Who would touch your surplice?”
“But I could not find it, sir,” repeated Bywater. “The choristers know I couldn’t; and they left me hunting for it
when they went into the hall to receive the judges. I could not go into my stall, sir, and sing the anthem without
my surplice.”
“Hurst had no business to sing it,” was the vexed rejoinder of the master. “You know your voice is gone, Hurst.
You should have gone up to the organist, stated the case, and had another anthem put up.”
“But, sir, I was expecting Bywater in every minute. I thought he’d be sure to find his surplice somewhere,”
was Hurst’s defence. “And when he did not come, and it grew too late to do anything, I thought it better to take
the anthem myself than to give it to a junior, who would be safe to have made a mess of it. Better for the judges
and other strangers to hear a faded voice in Helstonleigh Cathedral, than to hear bad singing.”
The master did not speak. So far, Hurst’s argument had reason in it.
“And—I beg your pardon for what I am about to say, sir,” Hurst went on; “but I hope you will allow me to
assure you beforehand, that neither I, nor my juniors under me, have had a hand in this affair. Bywater has just
told me that the surplice is found, and how; and blame is sure to be cast upon us; but I declare that not one of us
has been in the mischief. Mr. Pye opened his eyes.
“What now?” he asked. “What is the mischief?”
“I found the surplice afterwards, sir,” Bywater said. “This is it.”
He spoke meaningly, as if preparing them for a surprise, and pointed to a corner of the vestry.There lay a clean,
but tumbled surplice, half soaked in ink. The head-master and Mr. Yorke, lay-clerks and choristers, all gathered
round, and stared in amazement.
“They shall pay me the worth of the surplice,” spoke Bywater, an angry shade crossing his usually goodtempered face.
“And have a double flogging into the bargain,” exclaimed the master. “Who has done this?”
“It looks as though it had been rabbled up for the purpose,” cried Hurst, in schoolboy phraseology, bending
down and touching it gingerly with his finger. “The ink has been poured on to it.”
“Where did you find it?” sharply demanded the master—not that he was angry with the boys before him, but
he felt angry that the thing should have taken place.
“I found it behind the screen, sir,” replied Bywater. “I thought I’d look there, as a last resource, and there it
was. I should think nobody has been behind that screen for a twelvemonth past, for it’s over ankles in dust there.”
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“And you know nothing of it, Hurst?”
“Nothing whatever, sir,” was the reply of the senior chorister, spoken earnestly. “When Bywater whispered to
me what had occurred, I set it down as the work of one of the choristers, and I taxed them with it. But they all
denied it strenuously, and I believe they spoke the truth. I put them on their honour.”
The head-master peered at the choristers. Innocence was in every face—not guilt; and he, with Hurst, believed
he must look elsewhere for the culprit. That it had been done by a college boy there could be no doubt whatever;
either out of spite to Bywater, or from pure love of mischief. The king’s scholars had no business in the vestry; but
just at this period the cathedral was undergoing repair, and they could enter, if so minded, at any time of the day,
the doors being left open for the convenience of the workmen.
The master turned out of the vestry. The cathedral was emptied of its crowd, leaving nothing but the dust to tell
of what had been, and the bells once more went pealing forth over the city. Mr. Pye crossed the nave, and quitted
the cathedral by the cloister door, followed by the choristers. The schoolroom, once the large refectory of the
monks in monkish days, was on the opposite side of the cloisters; a large room, which you gained by steps, and
whose high windows were many feet from the ground. Could you have climbed to those windows, and looked
from them, you would have beheld a fair scene. A clear river wound under the cathedral walls; beyond its green
banks were greener meadows, stretching out in the distance; far-famed, beautiful hills bounded the horizon. Close
by, were the prebendal houses: some built of red stone, some covered with ivy, all venerable with age. Pleasant
gardens surrounded most of them, and dark old elms towered aloft, sheltering the rooks, which seemed as old as
the trees.
The king's scholars were in the schoolroom, cramming their surplices into bags, or preparing to walk home
with them thrown upon their arms, and making enough hubbub to alarm the rooks. It dropped to a dead calm at
sight of the master. On holidays—and this was one—it was not usual for the masters to enter the school after
service. The school was founded by royal charter—its number limited to forty boys, who were called king’s
scholars, ten of whom, those whose voices were the best, were chosen choristers. The master marched to his desk,
and made a sign for the boys to approach, addressing himself to the senior boy.
“Gaunt, some mischief has been done in the vestry, touching Bywater’s surplice. Do you know anything of it?”
“No, sir,” was the prompt answer. And Gaunt was one who scorned to tell a lie. The inaster ranged his eyes
round the circle.
“Who does?” There was no reply. The boys looked at one another, a sort of stolid surprise for the most part
predominating. Mr. Pye resumed:
“Bywater tells me that he left his clean surplice in the vestry this morning. This afternoon it was found thrown
behind the screen, tumbled together, beyond all doubt purposely, and partially covered with ink. I ask, who has
done this?”
“I have not, sir,” burst forth from most of the boys simultaneously. The seniors, of whom there were three
besides Gaunt, remained silent. But this was nothing unusual, for the seniors, unless expressly questioned or taxed
with a fault, did not accustom themselves to a voluntary denial.
“I can only think this has been the result of an accident,” continued the head-master. “It is incredible to
suppose anyone of you would wantonly destroy a surplice. If so, let that boy, whoever he may have been, speak
up honourably, and I will forgive him. I conclude that the ink must have been spilt upon it, I say accidentally, and
that he then, in his consternation, tumbled the surplice together, and threw it out of sight behind the screen. It had
been more straightforward, more in accordance with what I wish you all to be—boys of thorough truth and
honour—had he candidly confessed it. But the fear of the moment may have frightened his better judgment away.
Let him acknowledge it now, and I will forgive him; though of course he must pay Bywater for another surplice.”
A dead silence.
“Do you hear, boys?” the master sternly asked.
No answer from anyone; nothing but continued silence. The master rose, and his countenance assumed its most
severe expression.
“Hear further, boys. That it is one of you, I am convinced; and your refusing to speak compels me to fear that it
was not an accident, but a premeditated, wicked act. I now warn you, whoever did it, that if I can discover the
author or authors, he or they shall be punished with the utmost severity, short of expulsion, that is allowed by the
rules of the school. Seniors, I call for your aid in this. Look to it.”
The master left the schoolroom, and Babel broke loose—questioning, denying, protesting, one of another.
Bywater was surrounded.
“Won’t there be a stunning flogging? Bywater, who did it? Do you know?”
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Bywater sat himself astride over the end of a bench, and nodded. The senior boy turned to him, some slight
surprise in his look and tone.
“Do you know, Bywater?”
“Pretty well, Gaunt. There are two fellows in this school, one’s at your desk, one’s at the second desk, and I
believe they’d either of them do me a nasty turn if they could. It was one of them.”
“Who do you mean?” asked Gaunt eagerly. Bywater laughed.
“Thank you. If I tell you now, it may defeat the ends of justice, as the newspapers say, I’ll wait till I am sure—
and then, let him look to himself. I won’t spare him, and I don’t fancy Pye will.”
“You’ll never find out, if you don’t find out at once, Bywater,” cried Hurst.
“Shan’t I? You’ll see,” was the significant answer. “It’s some distance from here to the vestry of the cathedral,
and a fellow could scarcely steal there and steal back without being seen by somebody, It was done stealthily,
mark you; and when folks go on stealthy errands they are safe to be met.”
Before he had finished speaking, a gentlemanly-looking boy of about twelve, with delicate features, a damask
flush on his face, and wavy auburn hair, sprang up with a start.
“Why!” he exclaimed, “I saw—”
And there he came to a sudden halt, and the flush on his cheek grew deeper, and then faded again. It was a face
of exceeding beauty, refined almost as a girl’s, and it had gained for him in the school the sobriquet of “Miss.”
“What’s the matter with you, Miss Charley?”
“Oh, nothing, Bywater.”
“Charley Channing,” exclaimed Gaunt, “do you know who did it?”
“If I did, Gaunt, I should not tell,” was the fearless answer.
“Do you know, Charley?” cried Tom Channing, who was one of the seniors of the school.
“Where’s the good of asking that wretched little muff?” burst forth Gerald Yorke. “He’s only a girl. How do
you know it was not one of the lay-clerks, Bywater? They carry ink in their pockets, I’ll lay. Or any of the masons
might have gone into the vestry, for the matter of that.”
“It wasn’t a lay-clerk, and it wasn’t a mason,” stoically nodded Bywater. “It was a college boy. And I shall lay
my finger upon him as soon as I am a little bit surer than I am. I am three parts sure now.”
“If Charley Channing does not suspect somebody, I’m not here,” exclaimed Hurst, who had closely watched
the movement alluded to; and he brought his hand down fiercely on the desk as he spoke. “Come, Miss Channing,
just shell out what you know; it’s a shame the choristers should lie under such a ban: and of course we shall do so,
with Pye.”
“You be quiet, Hurst, and let Miss Charley alone,” drawled Bywater. “I don’t want him, or anybody else to get
pummelled to powder; I’ll find out for myself, I say. Won’t my old aunt be in a way though, when she sees the
surplice, and finds she has another to make! I say, Hurst, didn’t you croak out that solo! Their lordships in the
wigs will be soliciting your photograph as a keepsake.”
“I hope they’ll set it in diamonds,” retorted Hurst.
The boys began to file out, putting on their tranchers, as they clattered down the steps. Charley Channing sat
himself down in the cloisters on a pile of books, as if willing that the rest should pass out before him. His brother
saw him sitting there, and came up to him, speaking in an undertone.
“Charley, you know the rules of the school: one boy must not tell of another. As Bywater says, you’d get
pummelled to powder.”
“Look here, Tom. I tell you—”
“Hold your tongue, boy!” sharply cried Tom Channing. “Do you forget that I am a senior? You heard the
master’s words. We know no brothers in school life, you must remember.”
Charley laughed.
“Tom, you think I am a child, I believe. I didn’t enter the school yesterday. All I was going to tell you was this:
I don’t know any more than you who inked the surplice; and suspicion goes for nothing.”
“All right,” said Tom Channing, as he flew after the rest; and Charley sat on, and fell into a reverie.
The senior boy of the school, you have heard, was Gaunt. The other three seniors, Tom Channing, Harry
Huntley, and Gerald Yorke, possessed a considerable amount of power; but nothing equal to that vested in Gaunt.
They had all three entered the school on the same day, and had kept pace with each other as they worked their
way up in it, consequently not one could be said to hold priority; and when Gaunt should quit the school at the
following Michaelmas, one of the three would become senior. Which, you may wish to ask? Ah, we don’t know
that, yet.
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Charley Channing—a truthful, good boy, full of integrity, kind and loving by nature, and a universal favourite
—sat tilted on the books. He was wishing with all his heart that he had not seen something which he had seen that
day. He had been going through the cloisters in the afternoon, about the time that all Helstonleigh, college boys
included, were in the streets watching for the sheriff’s procession, when he saw one of the seniors steal (Bywater
had been happy in the epithet) out of the cathedral into the quiet cloisters, peer about him, and then throw a
broken ink-bottle in the graveyard which the cloisters enclosed. The boy stole away without perceiving Charley;
and there sat Charley now, trying to persuade himself by some ingenious sophistry—which, however, he knew
was sophistry—that the senior might not have been the one in the mischief; that the ink-bottle might have been on
legitimate duty, and that he threw it from him because it was broken.
Charles Channing did not like these unpleasant secrets. There was in the school a code of honour—the boys
called it so—that one should not tell of another; and if the headmaster ever went the length of calling the seniors
to his aid, those seniors deemed themselves compelled to declare it, if the fault became known to them. Hence
Tom Channing’s hasty arrest of his brother’s words.
“I wonder if I could see the ink-bottle there?” quoth Charles to himself.
Rising from the books he ran through the cloisters to a certain part, and there, by a dexterous spring, perched
himself on to the frame of the open mullioned windows. The gravestones lay pretty thick in the square, enclosed
yard, the long dank grass growing around them; but there appeared to be no trace of an ink-bottle.
“What on earth are you mounted up there for? Come down instantly. You know the row there has been about
the walls getting defaced.”
The speaker was Gerald Yorke, who had come up silently. Openly disobey him, young Channing dared not, for
the seniors exacted obedience in school and out of it.
“I’ll get down directly, sir. I am not hurting the wall.”
“What are you looking at? What is there to see?” demanded Yorke.
“Nothing particular. I was looking for what I can’t see,” pointedly returned Charley.
“Look here, Miss Channing, I don’t quite understand you today. You were excessively mysterious in school,
just now, over that surplice affair. Who’s to know you were not in the mess yourself?”
“I think you might know it,” returned Charley, as he jumped down. “It was more likely to have been you than
I.”
Yorke laid hold of him, clutching his jacket with a firm grasp.
“You insolent young jackanapes! Now! what do you mean? You don’t stir from here till you tell me.”
“I’ll tell you, Mr. Yorke; I’d rather tell,” cried the boy, sinking his voice to a whisper. “I was here when you
came peeping out of the college doors this afternoon, and I saw you come up to this niche, and fling away an inkbottle.”
Yorke’s face flushed scarlet. He was a tall, strong fellow, with a pale complexion, thick, projecting lips, and
black hair, promising fair to make a Hercules—but all the Yorkes were finely framed. He gave young Channing a
taste of his strength; the boy, when shaken, was in his hands as a very reed.
“You miserable imp! Do you know who is said to be the father of lies?”
“Let me alone, sir. It’s no lie, and you know it’s not. But I promise you on my honour that I won’t split. I’ll
keep it close; always, if I can. The worst of me is, I bring things out sometimes without thought,” he added
ingenuously. “I know I do; but I’ll try and keep in this. You needn’t be in a passion, Yorke; I couldn’t help seeing
what I did. It wasn’t my fault.”
Yorke's face had grown purple with anger.
“Charles Channing, if you don’t unsay what you have said, I’ll beat you to within an inch of your life.”
“I can’t unsay it,” was the answer.
“You can’t!” reiterated Yorke, grasping him as a hawk would a pigeon. “How dare you brave me to my
presence? Unsay the lie you have told.”
“I am in God’s presence, Yorke, as well as in yours,” cried the boy, reverently; “and I will not tell a lie.”
“Then take your whacking! I’ll teach you what it is to invent fabrications! I’ll put you up for—”
Yorke’s tongue and hands stopped. Turning out of the private cloister-entrance of the deanery, right upon them,
had come Dr. Gardner, one of the prebendaries. He cast a displeased glance at Yorke, not speaking; and little
Channing, touching his trencher to the doctor, flew to the place where he had left his books, caught them up, and
ran out of the cloisters towards home.
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The ground near the cathedral, occupied by the deanery and the prebendal residences, was called the
Boundaries. There were a few other houses in it, chiefly of a moderate size, inhabited by private families. Across
the open gravel walk, in front of the south cloister entrance, was the house appropriated to the head-master; and
the Channings lived in a smaller one, nearly on the confines of the Boundaries. A portico led into it, and there was
a sitting-room on either side the hall. Charley entered; and was going, full dash, across the hall to a small room
where the boys studied, singing at the top of his voice, when the old servant of the family, Judith, an antiquated
body, in a snow-white mob-cap and check apron, met him, and seized his arm.
“Hush, child! There’s ill news in the house.” Charley dropped his voice to an awe-struck whisper.
“What is it, Judith? Is papa worse?”
“Child! There’s illness of mind as well as of body. I didn’t say sickness; I said ill news. I don’t rightly
understand it; the mistress said a word to me, and I guessed the rest. And it was me that took in the letter! Me! I
wish I had put it in my kitchen fire first!”
“Is it—Judith, is it news of the—the cause? Is it over?”
“It’s over, as I gathered. ’Twas a London letter, and it came by the afternoon post. All the poor master’s hopes
and dependencies for years have been wrested from him. And if they’d give me my way, I’d prosecute them
postmen for bringing such ill luck to a body’s door.”
Charles stood something like a statue, the bright, sensitive colour deserting his cheek. One of those causes,
Might versus Right, of which there are so many in the world, had been pending in the Channing family for years
and years. It included a considerable amount of money, which ought, long ago, to have devolved peaceably to Mr.
Channing; but Might was against him, and Might threw it into Chancery. The decision of the Vice-Chancellor had
been given for Mr. Channing, upon which Might, in his overbearing power, carried it to a higher tribunal. Possibly
the final decision, from which there could be no appeal, had now come.
“Judith,” Charles asked, after a pause, “did you hear whether—whether the letter—I mean the news—had
anything to do with the Lord Chancellor?”
“Oh, bother the Lord Chancellor!” was Judith’s response. “It had to do with somebody that’s an enemy to your
poor papa. I know that much. Who’s this?”
The hall door had opened, and Judith and Charles turned towards it. A gay, bright-featured young man of three
and twenty entered, tall and handsome, as it was in the nature of the Channings to be. He was the eldest son of the
family, James; or, as he was invariably styled, Hamish. He rose six feet two in his stockings, was well made, and
upright. In grace and strength of frame the Yorkes and the Channings stood A 1 in Helstonleigh.
“Now, then! What are you two concocting? Is he coming over you again to let him make more toffy, Judy, and
burn out the bottom of another saucepan?”
“Hamish, Judy says there’s bad news come in by the London post. I am afraid the Lord Chancellor has given
judgment—given it against us.”
The careless smile, the half-mocking expression left the lips of Hamish. He glanced from Judith to Charles,
from Charles to Judith.
“Is it sure?” he breathed.
“It’s sure that it’s awful news of some sort,” returned Judith; “and the mistress said to me that all was over
now. They be all in there, but you two,” pointing with her finger to the parlour on the left of the hall; “and you had
better go in to them. Master Hamish—”
“Well?” returned Hamish, in a tone of abstraction.
“You must everyone of you just make the best of it, and comfort the poor master. You are young and strong;
while he—you know what he is. You, in special, Master Hamish, for you’re the eldest born, and were the first of
’em that I ever nursed upon my knee.”
“Of course—of course,” he hastily replied. “But, oh, Judith! you don’t know half the ill this must bring upon
us! Come along, Charley; let us hear the worst.”
Laying his arm with an affectionate gesture round the boy’s neck, Hamish drew him towards the parlour. It was
a square, light, cheerful room. Not the best room: that was on the other side of the hall. On a sofa, underneath the
window, reclined Mr. Channing, his head and shoulders partly raised by cushions. His illness had continued long,
and now, it was feared, had become chronic. A remarkably fine specimen of manhood he must have been in his
day, his countenance one of thoughtful goodness, pleasant to look upon. Arthur, the second son, had inherited its
thoughtfulness, its expression of goodness; James, its beauty; but there was a great likeness between all the four
sons. Arthur, only nineteen, was nearly as tall as his brother. He stood bending over the arm of his father’s sofa.
Tom, looking very blank and cross, sat at the table, his elbows leaning on it. Mrs. Channing’s pale, sweet face was
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bent towards her daughter’s, Constance, a graceful girl of one and twenty; and Annabel, a troublesome young lady
of nearly fourteen, was surreptitiously giving twitches to Tom’s hair.
Arthur moved from the place next his father when Hamish entered, as if yielding him the right to stand there. A
more united family it would be impossible to find. The brothers and sisters loved each other dearly, and Hamish
they almost reverenced—excepting Annabel. Plenty of love the child possessed; but of reverence, little. With his
gay good humour, and his indulgent, merry-hearted spirit, Hamish Channing was one to earn love as his right,
somewhat thoughtless though he was. Thoroughly well, in the highest sense of the term, had the Channings been
reared. Not of their own wisdom had Mr. and Mrs. Channings trained their children.
“What’s the matter, sir?” asked Hamish, smoothing his brow, and suffering the hopeful smile to return to his
lips. “Judith says some outrageous luck has arrived; come, express, by post.”
“Joke while you may, Hamish,” interposed Mrs. Channing, in a low voice; “I shrink from telling it you. Can
you not guess the news?” Hamish looked round at each, individually, with his sunny smile, and then let it rest
upon his mother.
“The very worst I can guess is not so bad. We are all here in our accustomed health. Had we sent Annabel up in
that new balloon they are advertising, I might fancy it had capsized with her—as it will some day. Annabel, never
you be persuaded to mount the air in that fashion.”
“Hamish! Hamish!” gently reproved Mrs. Channing.
But perhaps she discerned the motive which actuated him. Annabel clapped her hands. She would have thought
it great fun to go up in a balloon.
“Well, mother, the worst tidings that the whole world could bring upon us cannot, I say, be very dreadful, while
we can discuss them as we are doing now,” said Hamish. “I suppose the Lord Chancellor has pronounced against
us?”
“Irrevocably. The suit is for ever at an end, and we have lost it.”
“Hamish is right,” interrupted Mr. Channing. “When the letter arrived, I was for a short time overwhelmed.
But I begin to see it already in a less desponding light; and by tomorrow I dare say I shall be cheerful over it. One
blessed thing—children, I say advisedly, a “blessed” thing—the worry will be over.” Charley lifted his head.
“The worry, papa?”
“Ay, my boy. The agitation—the perpetual excitement—the sickening suspense—the yearning for the end. You
cannot understand this, Charley; you can none of you picture it, as it has been, for me. Could I have gone abroad,
as other men, it would have shaken itself off amidst the bustle of the world, and have pressed upon me only at odd
times and seasons. But here have I lain; suspense my constant companion. It was not right, to allow the anxiety so
to work upon me: but I could not help it; I really could not.”
“We shall manage to do without it, papa,” said Arthur. “Yes; after a bit, we shall manage very well. The worst
is, we are behindhand in our payments; for you know how surely I counted upon this. It ought to have been mine;
it was mine by full right of justice, though it now seems that the law was against me. It is a great affliction; but it
is one of those which may be borne with an open brow.”
“What do you mean, papa?”
“Afflictions are of two kinds. The one we bring upon ourselves, through our own misconduct; the other is laid
upon us by God for our own advantage. Yes, my boys, we receive many blessings in disguise. Trouble of this sort
will only serve to draw out your manly energies, to make you engage vigorously in the business of life, to
strengthen your self-dependence and your trust in God. This calamity of the lost lawsuit we must all meet bravely.
One mercy, at any rate, the news has brought with it.”
“What is that?” asked Mrs. Channing, lifting her sad face.
“When I have glanced to the possibility of the decision being against me, I have wondered how I should pay its
long and heavy costs; whether our home must not be broken up to do it, and ourselves turned out upon the world.
But the costs are not to fall upon me; all are to be paid out of the estate.”
“That’s good news,” ejaculated Hamish, his face radiant, as he nodded around.
“My darling boys,” resumed Mr. Channing, “you must all work and do your best. I have thought this money
would have made things easier for you; but it is not to be. Not that I would have a boy of mine cherish for a
moment the sad and vain dream which some do—that of living in idleness. God has sent us all into the world to
work; some with their hands, some with their heads; all according to their abilities and their station. You will not
be the worse off,” Mr. Channing added with a smile, “for working a little harder than you once thought would be
necessary.”
“Perhaps the money may come to us, after all, by some miracle,” suggested Charley.
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“No,” replied Mr. Channing. “It has wholly gone from us. It is as much lost to us as though we had never
possessed a claim to it.”
It was even so. This decision of the Lord Chancellor had taken it from the Channing family for ever.
“Never mind!” cried Tom, throwing up his trencher, which he had carelessly carried into the room with him.
“As papa says, we have our hands and brains: and they often win the race against money in the long run.”
Yes. The boys had active hands and healthy brains—no despicable inheritance, when added to a firm faith in
God, and an ardent wish to use, and not misuse, the talents given to them.
3
How true is the old proverb:
“Man proposes but God disposes!”
God’s ways are not as our ways. His dealings with us are often mysterious. Happy those, who can detect His
hand in all the varied chances and changes of the world.
I am not sure that we can quite picture to ourselves the life that had been Mr. Channings. Of gentle birth, and
reared to no profession, the inheritance which ought to have come to him was looked upon as a sufficient
independence. That it would come to him, had never been doubted by himself or by others; and it was only at the
very moment when he thought he was going to take possession of it, that some enemy set up a claim and threw it
into Chancery. You may object to the word “enemy,” but it could certainly not be looked upon as the act of a
friend. By every right, in all justice, it belonged to James Channing; but he who put in his claim, taking advantage
of a quibble of law, was a rich man and a mighty one. I should not like to take possession of another’s money in
such a manner. The good, old-fashioned, wholesome fear would be upon me, that it would bring no good either to
me or mine.
James Channing never supposed but that the money would be his some time. Meanwhile he sought and
obtained employment to occupy his days; to bring “grist to the mill,” until the patrimony should come. Hoping,
hoping, hoping on; hope and disappointment, hope and disappointment—there was nothing else for years and
years; and you know who has said, that “Hope deferred maketh the heart sick.” There have been many such cases
in the world, but I question, I say, if we can quite realize them. However, the end had come—the certainty of
disappointment; and Mr. Channing was already beginning to be thankful that suspense, at any rate, was over.
He was the head of an office—or it may be more correct to say the head of the Helstonleigh branch of it, for
the establishment was a London one—a large, important concern, including various departments of Insurance.
Hamish was in the same office; and since Mr. Channing’s rheumatism had become chronic, it was Hamish who
chiefly transacted the business of the office, generally bringing home the books when he left, and going over them
in the evening with his father. Thus the work was effectually transacted, and Mr. Channing retained his salary. The
directors were contented that it should be so, for Mr. Channing possessed their thorough respect and esteem..
After the ill news was communicated to them, the boys left the parlour, and assembled in a group in the study,
at the back of the house, to talk it over. Constance was with them, but they would not admit Annabel. A shady,
pleasant, untidy room was that study, opening to a cool, shady garden. It had oil-cloth on the floor instead of
carpeting, and books and playthings were strewed about it.
“What an awful shame that there should be so much injustice in the world!” spoke passionate Tom, flinging his
Euripides on the table.
“But for one thing, I should be rather glad the worry’s over!” cried Hamish. “We know the worst now—that we
have only ourselves to trust to.”
“Our hands and brains, as Tom said,” remarked Charley. “What is the ‘one thing’ that you mean,
Hamish?”Hamish seized Charley by the waist, lifted him up, and let him drop again.
“It is what does not concern little boys to know: and I don’t see why you should be in here with us, young sir,
any more than Annabel.”
“A presentiment that this would be the ending has been upon me for some time,” broke in the gentle voice of
Constance. “In my own mind I have kept laying out plans for us all. You see, it is not as though we should enjoy
the full income that we have hitherto had.”
“What’s that, Constance?” asked Tom hotly. “The decision does not touch papa’s salary: and you heard him
say that the costs were to be paid out of the estate. A pretty thing it would be if any big-wigged Lord Chancellor
could take away the money that a man works hard for!”
“Hasty, as usual, Tom,” she said with a smile. “You know—we all know—that, counting fully upon this
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money, papa is behind-hand in his payments. They must be paid off now in the best way that may be found: and it
will take so much from his income. It will make no difference to you, Tom; all you can do, is to try on heartily for
the seniorship and the exhibition.”
“Oh, won’t it make a difference to me, though!” retorted Tom. “And suppose I don’t gain it, Constance?”
“Then you will have to work all the harder, Tom, in some other walk of life. Failing the exhibition, of course
there will be no chance of your going up to the university; and you must give up the hope of entering the Church.
The worst off—the one upon whom this disappointment must fall the hardest—will be Arthur.”
Arthur Channing—astride on the arm of the old-fashioned sofa—lifted his large deep blue eyes to Constance
with a flash of intelligence: it seemed to say, that she only spoke of what he already knew. He had been silent
hitherto; he was of a silent nature: a quiet, loving, tender nature: while the rest spoke, he was content to think.
“Ay, that it will!” exclaimed Hamish. “What will become of your articles now, Arthur?”
It should be explained that Arthur had entered the office of Mr. Galloway, who was a proctor, and also was
steward to the Dean and Chapter. Arthur was only a subordinate in it, a clerk receiving pay—and very short pay,
too; but it was intended that he should enter upon his articles as soon as this money that should be theirs enabled
Mr. Channing to pay for them. Hamish might well ask what would become of his articles now!
“I can’t see a single step before me.” cried Arthur. “Except that I must stay on as I am, a paid clerk.”
“What rubbish, Arthur!” flashed Tom, who possessed a considerable share of temper when it was roused. “As
if you, Arthur Channing, could remain a paid clerk at Galloway’s! Why, you’d be on a level with Jenkins—old
Jenkins’s son. Roland Yorke would look down on you then; more than he does now. And that need not be!”
The sensitive crimson dyed Arthur’s fair open brow. Of all the failings that he found it most difficult to subdue
in his own heart, pride bore the greatest share. From the moment the ill news had come to his father, the boy felt
that he should have to do fierce battle with his pride; that there was ever-recurring mortification laid up in store
for it.
“But I can battle with it,” he bravely whispered to himself: “and I will do it, God helping me.”
“I may whistle for my new cricket-bat and stumps now,” grumbled Tom.
“And I wonder when I shall have my new clothes?” added Charley.
“How selfish we all are!” broke forth Arthur.
“Selfish?” chafed Tom.
“Yes, selfish. Here we are, croaking over our petty disappointments, and forgetting the worst share that falls
upon papa. Failing this money, how will he go to the German baths?”
A pause of consternation. In their own grievances the boys had lost sight of the hope which had recently been
shared by them all. An eminent physician, passing through Helstonleigh, had seen Mr. Channing, and given his
opinion that if he would visit certain medicinal spas in Germany, health might be restored to him. When the cause
should be terminated in their favour, Mr. Channing had intended to set out. But now it was given against him; and
hope of setting out had gone with it.
“I wish I could carry him on my back to Germany, and work to keep him while he stayed there!” impulsively
spoke Tom. “Wretchedly selfish we have been, to dwell on our disappointments, by the side of papa’s. I wish I
was older.”
Constance was standing against the window. She was of middle height, thoroughly ladylike and graceful; her
features fair and beautiful, and her dark-blue eyes and smooth white brow wonderfully like Arthur’s. She wore a
muslin dress with a delicate pink sprig upon it, the lace of its open sleeves falling on her pretty white hands,
which were playing unconsciously with a spray of jessamine, while she listened to her brothers as each spoke.
“Tom,” she interposed, in answer to the last remark, “it is of no use wishing for impossibilities. We must look
steadfastly at things as they exist, and see what is the best that can be made of them. All that you and Charles can
do is to work well at your studies—Annabel the same; and it is to be hoped this blow will take some of her
thoughtlessness out of her. Hamish, and Arthur, and I, must try and be more active than we have been.”
“You!” echoed Arthur. “Why, what can you do, Constance?” A soft blush rose to her cheeks.
“I tell you that I have seemed to anticipate this,” she said, “and my mind has busied itself with plans and
projects. I shall look out for a situation as daily governess.”
A groan of anger burst from Torn. His quick temper, and Arthur’s pride, alike rose up and resented the words.
“A daily governess! It is only another name for a servant. Fine, that would be, for Miss Channing!” Constance
laughed.
“Oh, Tom! there are worse misfortunes at sea. I would go out wholly, but that papa would not like to spare me,
and I must take Annabel for music and other things of an evening. Don’t look cross. It is an excellent thought; and
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I shall not mind it.”
“What will mamma say?” asked Tom, ironically. “You just ask her!”
“Mamma knows,” replied Constance. “Mamma has had her fears about the termination of the lawsuit, just as I
have. Ah! while you boys were laughing and joking, and pursuing your sports or your studies of a night, I and
mamma would be talking over the shadowed future. I told mamma that if the time and the necessity came for
turning my education and talents to account, I should do it with a willing heart; and mamma, being rather more
sensible than her impetuous son Tom, cordially approved.”
Tom made a paper bullet and flung it at Constance, his honest eyes half laughing.
“So should I approve,” said Hamish. “It is a case, taking into consideration my father’s state, in which all of us
should help who are able. Of course, were you boys grown up and getting money, Constance should be exempt
from aiding and abetting; but as it is, it is different. There will be no disgrace in her becoming a governess; and
Helstonleigh will never think it so. She is a lady always, and so she would be if she were to turn to and wash up
dishes. The only doubt is—”
He stopped, and looked hesitatingly at Constance. As if penetrating his meaning, her eyes fell before his.
—“Whether Yorke will like it,” went on Hamish, as though he had not halted in his sentence. And the pretty
blush in Constance Channing’s face deepened to a glowing crimson. Tom made a whole heap of bullets at once,
and showered them on to her.
“So Hamish, be quiet, Tom! you may inquire all over Helstonleigh tomorrow, whether anyone wants a
governess; a well-trained young lady of twenty-one, who can play, sing, and paint, speak really good English, and
decent French, and has a smattering of German,” rattled on Constance, as if to cover her blushes. “I shall ask forty
guineas a year. Do you think I shall get it?”
“I think you ought to ask eighty,” said Arthur.
“So I would, if I were thirty-one instead of twenty-one,” said Constance. “Oh dear! here am I, laughing and
joking over it, but it is a serious thing to undertake—the instruction of the young. I hope I shall be enabled to do
my duty in it. What’s that?”
It was a merry, mocking laugh which came from the outside of the window, and then a head of auburn hair,
wild and entangled, was pushed up, and in burst Annabel, her saucy dark eyes dancing with delight.
“You locked me out, but I have been outside the window and heard it all,” cried she, dancing before them in
the most provoking manner. “Arthur can only be a paid clerk, and Constance is going to be a governess and get
forty guineas a year, and if Tom doesn’t gain his exhibition he must turn bell-ringer to the college, for papa can’t
pay for him at the university now!”
“What do you deserve, you wicked little picture of deceit?” demanded Hamish. “Do you forget the old story of
the listener who lost his ears?”
“I always do listen whenever I can, and I always will,” avowed Annabel. “I have warned you so a hundred
times over, and now I warn you again. I wish Tom would turn bell-ringer! I’d make him ring a peal that should
astonish Helstonleigh, the day Constance goes out as governess. Shan’t I have a fine time of it! It’s lessons for me
now, morning, noon, and night, she’s always worrying me; but, once let us get her back turned, and I shall have a
whole holiday! She may think I’ll do my lessons with her at night; but I won’t!”
The boys began to chase her round the table. She was almost a match for all four—a troublesome, indulged,
sunny-hearted child, who delighted in committing faults, that she might have the pleasure of avowing them. She
flew out into the garden, first knocking over Constance’s paint-box, and some of them went after her.
At that moment Mr. Yorke came in. You have seen him once before, in his place in Helstonleigh Cathedral: a
tall, slender man, with pale, well-formed features, and an attractive smile. His dark eyes rested on Constance as he
entered, and once more the brilliant colour lighted up her face. When prospects should be a little better—that is,
when Mr. Yorke should have a sufficient living bestowed upon him—Constance was to become his wife. His
stipend from the minor canonry was at present trifling.
“Judith met me in the hall as I was going into the parlour, and told me I had better come here,” he observed.
“She said bad news had arrived for Mr. Channing.”
“Yes,” answered Hamish. “The lawsuit is lost.”
“Lost!” echoed Mr. Yorke.
“Irrevocably. We were discussing ways and means amongst ourselves,” said Hamish, “for of course this
changes our prospects materially.”
“And Constance is going out as a governess, if she can find anyone to take her, and Arthur is to plod on with
Joe Jenkins, and Tom means to apply for the post of bell-ringer to the cathedral,” interposed the incorrigible
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Annabel, who had once more darted in, and heard the last words. “Can you recommend Con- stance to a situation,
Mr. Yorke?”
He treated the information lightly; laughed at and with Annabel; but Constance noticed that a flush crossed his
brow, and that he quitted the subject.
“Has the inked surplice been found out, Tom—I mean the culprit?”
“Not yet, Mr. Yorke.”
“Charles, you can tell me who it was, I hear?”
There was a startled glance for a moment in Charles’s eye, as he looked up at Mr. Yorke, and an unconscious
meaning in his tone.
“Why, do you know who it was, sir?”
“Not I,” said Mr. Yorke. “I know that, whoever it may have been deserves a sound flogging, if he did it
wilfully.”
“Then, sir, why do you suppose I know?”
“I met Hurst just now, and he stopped me with the news that he was sure Charley Channing could put his hand
upon the offender, if he chose to do it. It was not yourself, was it Charley?”
Mr. Yorke laughed as he asked the question. Charley laughed also, but in a constrained manner. Meanwhile the
others, to whom the topic had been as Sanscrit, demanded an explanation, which Mr. Yorke gave, so far as he was
cognizant of the facts.
“What a shame to spoil a surplice! Have you cause to suspect any particular boy, Charley?” demanded Hamish.
“Don’t ask him in my presence,” interrupted Tom in the same hurried manner that he had used in the cloisters.
“I should be compelled in honour to inform the master, and Charley would have his life thrashed out of him by the
school.”
“Don’t you ask me, either, Mr, Yorke,” said Charles; and the tone of his voice, still unconsciously to himself,
bore a strange serious earnestness.
“Why not?” returned Mr. Yorke. “I am not a senior of the college school, and under obedience to its headmaster.”
“If you are all to stop in this room, I and Tom shall never get our lessons done,” was all the reply made by
Charles, as he drew a chair to the table and opened his exercise books.
“And I never could afford that,” cried Tom, following his example, and looking out the books he required. “It
won’t do to let Huntley and Yorke get ahead of me.”
“Trying for the seniorship as strenuously as ever, Tom?” asked Mr. Yorke.
“Of course I am,” replied Tom Channing, lifting his eyes in slight surprise. “And I hope to get it.”
“Which of the three stands the best chance?”
“Well,” said Tom, “it will be about a neck-and-neck race between us. My name stands first on the rolls of the
school; therefore, were our merits equal, in strict justice it ought to be given to me. But the master could pass me
over if he pleased, and decide upon either of the other two.”
“Which of those two stands first on the rolls?”
“Harry Huntley. Yorke is the last. But that does not count for much, you know, Mr. Yorke, as we all entered
together. They enrolled us as our initial letters stood in the alphabet.”
“It will turn wholly upon your scholastic merits, then? I hear—but Helstonleigh is famous for its gossip—that
in past times it has frequently gone by favour.”
“So it has,” said Tom Channing, throwing back his head with a whole world of indignation in the action.
“Eligible boys have been passed over, and the most incapable dolt set up above them; all because his friends were
in a good position, and hand-in-glove with the head-master. I don’t mean Pye, you know; before he came. It’s said
the last case was so flagrant that it came to the ears of the dean, and he interfered and forbade favour for the
future. At any rate, there’s an impression running through the school that merit and conduct, taken together, will
be allowed fair play.”
“Conduct?” echoed Arthur Channing. Tom nodded.
“Conduct is to be brought in, this time. One day, when the first desk fell into a row with the head-master,
through some mischief we had gone into out of school, he asked us if we were aware that our conduct, as it might
be good or ill, might gain or lose us the seniorship. Yorke, who is bold enough, you know, for ten, remarked that
that was a new dodge, and the master overheard the words, and said, Yes, he was happy to say there were many
new “dodges” he had seen fit to introduce which he trusted might tend to make the school different from what it
had been. Of course we had the laugh at Yorke; but the master took no more notice of it. Since then, I assure you,
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Mr. Yorke, our behaviour has been a pattern for young ladies—mine, and Huntley’s, and Yorke’s. We don’t care to
lose a chance.”
Tom Channing nodded sagaciously as he concluded, and they left the room to him and Charles. …
219.117 Excerpt from Felix Holt, The Radical\fn{by George Eliot aka Mary Anne Evans (1819-1880)} Arbury Hall, nr.
Naneaton, Warwickshire, England, United Kingdom (F) 10
On the 1st of September, in the memorable year 1832, someone was expected at Transome Court. As early as
two o’clock in the afternoon the aged lodge-keepere had opened the heavy gate, green as the tree trunks were
green with nature’s powdery paint, deposited year after year. Already in the village of Little Treby, which lay on
the side of a steep hill not far off the lodge gates, the elder matrons sat in their best gowns at the few cottage doors
bordering the road, that they might be ready to get up and make their curtsy when a traveling carriage should
come in sight; and beyond the village several small boys were stationed on the look-out, intending to run a race to
the barn-like old church, where the sexton waited in the belfry ready to set the one bell in joyful agitation just at
the right moment.
The old lodge-keeper had opened the gate and left it in the charge of his lame wife, because he was wanted at
the Court to sweep away the leaves, and perhaps to help in the stables. For though Transome Court was a large
mansion, built in the fashion of Queen Anne’s time, with a park and grounds as fine as any to be seen in
Loamshire, there were very few servants about it. Especially, it seemed, there must be a lack of gardeners; for,
except on the terrace surrounded with a stone parapet in front of the house, where there was a parterre kept with
some neatness, grass had spread itself over the gravel walks, and over all the low mounds once carefully cut as
black beds for the shrubs and larger plants. Many of the windows had the shutters closed, and under the grand
Scotch fir that stooped towards one corner, the brown fir-needles of many years lay in a small stone balcony in
front of two such darkened windows. All round, both near and far, there were grand trees, motionless in the still
sunshine, and, like all large motionless things, seeming to add to the stillness. Here and there a leaf fluttered
down; petals fell in a silent shower; a heavy moth floated by, and, when it settled, seemed to fall wearilyl; the tiny
birds alighted on the walks, and hopped about in perfect tranquility; even a stray rabbit sat nibbling a leaf that was
to its liking, in the middle of a grassy space, with an air that seemed quite impudent in so timid a creature. No
sound was to be heard louder than a sleepy hum, and the soft monotony of running water hurrying on to the river
that divided the park. Standing on the south or east side of the house, you would never have guessed that an
arrival was expected.
But on the west side, where the carriage entrance was, the gates under the stone archway were thrown open;
and so was the double door of the entrance-hall, letting in the warm light on the scagliola\fn{An imitation
ornamental marble} pillars, the marble statues, and the broad stone staircase, with its matting worn into large
holes. And, stronger sign of expectation than all, from one of the doors a lady, who walked lightly over the
polished stone floor, and stood on the door-steps and watched and listened. She walked lightly, for her figure was
slim and finely formed, though she was between fifty and sixty. She was a tall, proud-looking woman, with
abundant gray hair, dark eyes and eyebrows, and a somewhat eagle-like yet not unfeminine face. Her tight-fitting
black dress was much worn; the fine lace of her cuffs and collar, and of the small veil which fell backwards over
her high comb, weas visibly mended; but rare jewels flashed on her hands, which lay on her folded black-clad
arms like finely-cut onyx cameos.
Many times Mrs. Transome went to the door-steps, watching and listening in vain. Each time she returned to
the same room: it was a moderate-sized comfortable room, with low ebony bookshelves round it, and it formed an
anteroom to a large library, of which a glimpse could be seen through an open doorway, partly obstructed by a
heavy tapestry curtain drawn on one side. There was a great deal of tarnished gilding and dinginess on the walls
and furniture of this smaller room, but the pictures above the bookcases were all of a cherrful kind: portraits in
pastel of pearly-skinned ladies with hair-powder, blue ribbons, and low bodices; a splendid portrait in oils of a
Transome in the gorgeous dress of the Restoration; another of a Transome in his boyhood, with his hand on the
neck of a small pony; and a large Flemish battle-piece, where war seemed only a picturesque blue-and-red
accident in a vast sunny expanse of plain and sky. Probably such cheerful pictures had been chosen because this
was Mrs. Transome’s usual sitting-room; it was certainly for this reason that, near the chair in which she seated
herself each time she re-entered there hung a picture of a youthful face which bore a strong resemblance to her
own; a beardless but masculine face, with rich brown hair hanging low on the forehead, and undulating beside
each cheek down to the loose white cravat.
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Near this same chair was her writing-table, with vellum-covered account-books on it, the cabinet in which she
kept her neatly-arranged drugs, her basket for her embroidery, a folio volume of architectural engravings from
which she took her embroidery patterns, a number of the North Loamshire Herald, and the cushion for her fat
Blenheim, which was too old and sleepy to notice its mistress’s restlessness. For, just now, Mrs. Transome could
not abridge the sunny tedium of the day by the feeble interest of her usual indoor occupations. Her consciousneses
was absorbed by memories and prospects, and except when she walked to the entrance door to look out, she seat
motionless with folded arms, involuntarily from time to time turning towards the portrait close by her, and as
often, whcn its young brown eyes met hers, turning away again with self-checking resolution.
At last, prompted by some sudden thought or by some sound, she rose and went hastily beyond the tapestry
curtain into the library. She paused near the door without speaking: apparently she only wished to see that no
harm was being done. A man nearer seventy than sixty was in the act of ranging on a large library-table a series of
shallow drawers, some of them containing dried insects, others mineralogical specimens. His pale mild eyes,
receding lower jaw, and slight frame, could never have expressed much vigour, either bodily or mental; but he had
now the unevenness of gait and feebleness of gesture which tell of a past paralytic seizure. His threadbare clothes
were thoroughly brushed; his soft white hair was carefully parted and arranged: he was not a neglected-looking
old man; and at his side a fine black retriever, also old, sat on its haunches, and watched him as he went to and
fro. But when Mrs. Transome appeared within the doorway, her husband paused in his work and shrank like a
timid animal looked at in a cage where flight is impossible. He was conscious of a troublesome intention, for
which he had been rebuked before—that of disturbing all his specimens with a view to a new arrangement.
After an interval, in which his wife stood perfectly still, observing him, he ba\egan to put back the drawers in
their places in the row of cabinets which extended under the bookshelves at one end of the library. When they
were all put back and closed, Mrs. Transome turned away, and the frightened old man seated himself with Nimrod
the retriever on an ottoman. Peeping at him again, a few minutes after, she sawa that he had his arm round
Nimrod’s neck, and was uttering his thoughts to the dog in a loud whisper, as little children do to any object near
them when they believe themselves unwatched.
At last the sound of the church-bell readhed Mrs. Transome’s ear, and she knew that before long the sound of
wheels must be within hearing; but she did not at once start up and walk to the entrance-door. She sat still,
quivering and listening; her lips became pale, her hands were cold and trembling. Was her son really coming? She
was far beyond fifty; and since her early gladness in this best-loved boy, the harvests of her life had been scanty.
Could it be that now—when her hair was gray, when sight had become of the day’s fatigues, when her young
accomplishments seemed lamost ludicrous, like the tone of her first harpsichord and the words of the songs long
browned with age—she was going to reap an assured joy?—to feel that the doubtful deeds of her life were
justified by the result, since a kind Providence had sanctioned them?—to be no longer tacitly pitied by her
neighbours for her lack of money, her imbecile husband, her graceless eldest-born, and the loneliness of her life;
but to have at her side a rich, clever, possibly a tender, son?
Yes; but there were the fifteen years of separation, and all that had happened in that long time to throw her into
the backgrtound in her son’s memory and affection. And yet—did not men sometimes become more filial in their
feeling when experience had mellowed them, and they had themselves become fathers? Still, if Mrs. Transome
had expected only her son, she would have trembled less; she expected a little grandson also; and there were
reasons why she had not been enraptured when her son had written to her only when he was on the eve of
returning that he already had an heir born to him.
But the facts must be accepted as they stood, and, after all, the chief thing was to have her son back again.
Such pride, such affection, such hopes as she cherished in this fifty-sixth year of her life, must find their
gratification in him—or nowhere. Once more she glanced t the portrait. The young brown eyes seemed to dwell
on her pleasantly; but, turning from it with a sort of impatience, and saying aloud, “Of course he will be altered!”
she rose almost with difficulty, and walked more slowly than before across the hall to the entrance-door.
Already the sound of wheels was loud upon the gravel. The momentary surprise of seeing that it was only a
post-chaise, without a servant or much lkuggage, that was passing under the stone archway and then wheeling
round against the flight of stone steps, was at once merged in the sense that there was a dark face under a red
traveling-cap looking at her from the window. She saw nothing else: she was not even conscious that the small
group of her own servants had mustered, or that old Hickes the butler had come forward to open the chaise door.
She heard herself called “Mother!” and felt a light kiss on each cheek; but stronger than all that sensation was the
conbsciousneess which no previous thought could prepare her for, that this son who had come back to her was a
stranger. Three minutes before, she had fancied that, in spite of all changes wrought by fifteen years of separation,
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she c\should clasp her son again as she had done at their parting; but in the moment when their eyes met, the sense
of strangeness came upon her like a terror. It was not hard tounderstand that she was agitated, and the son led her
across the hall to the sitting-room, closing the door behind them. Then he turned towards her and said, smiling,
“You would not have known me, eh, mothere?”
*
It was perhaps the truth. If she had seen him in a crowd, she might have looked at him without recognition—
not, however, without startled wonder; for though the lineness to herself was no longer striking, the years had
overlaid it with another likeness which would have arrested her. Before she answered him, his eyes, with a keen
restlessness, as unlike as possible to the lingering gaze of the portrait, had traveled quickly over the room,
alighting on her again as she said,
“Everything is changed, Harold. I am an old woman, you see.”
“But straighter and more upright than some of the young ones!” said Harold; inwardly, however, fgeeling that
age had made his mother’s face very anxious and eagere.
“The old women at Smyrna are like sacks. You’ve not got clumsy and shapeless.How is it I have the trick of
getting fat?” (Here Harold lifted his arm and spread out his plump hand.) “I remember my father was as thin as a
herring. How is my father? Where is he?”
Mrs Transome just pointed to the curtained doorway, and let her son pass through it alone. She was not given
to tears; gbut now,u under the pressure of emotion that could find no other vent, they burst forth. She took care
that they should be silent tears, and before Harold came out of the library again theywere dried. Mrs. Transome
had not the feminine tendency to seek influence through pathos; she had been used to rule in virtue of
acknowledged superiority. The consciousness that she had to make her son’se acquaintance, and that her
knowledge of the youth of nineteen might help her little in interpreting the man of thirty-four, had fallen like lead
on her soul; but in this new acquaintance of theirs she cared especially tat her son, who had seen a strange world,
should feel that he was come home to a mother who was to be sconsulted on all things, and who could supply his
lack of the local experience necessary to an English landholder. Her part in life had been that of the clever sinner,
and she was equipped with the views, the reasons, and the habits which belonged to that character: life would
have little meaning for her if she were to be gently thrust aside as a harmless elderly woman. And besides, there
were secrets which her son must never know. So, by the time Harold came from the library again, the traces of
tears were not discerenible, except to a very careful observer. And he did not observe his mother carefully; his
eyese only glanced at her on their way to the North Loamshire Herald, lying on the table near her, which he tok up
with his left hand, as he said,
“God! What a wreck poor father is! Paralysis, eh? Terribly shrunk and shaken—crawls about among his books
and beetles as usual, though. Well, it’s a slow and easy death. But he’s not much over sixty-five, is he?”
“Sixty-seven, counting by birthdays; but your father was born old, I think,” said Mrs. Transome, a little flushed
with the determination not to show any unasked-for feeling.
Her son did not notice her. All the time he had been speaking his eyes had been running down the columns of
the newspaper.
“But your little boy, Harold—where is he? How is it he has not come with you?”
“Oh, I left him behind, in town,” said Harold, still looking at the papere. “My man Dominic will bring him,
with the rest of the luggage. Ah, I see it is young Debarry, and not my old friend Sir Maximus, who is offering
himself as a candidate for North Loamshire.”
“Yes. You did not answer me when I wrote to you to London about your standing. There is no other Tory
candidate spoken of, and you would have all the Debarry interest.”
“I hardly think that,” said Harold, significantly.
“Why? Jermyn says a Tory candidate can never be got in without it.”
“But I shall not be a Tory candidate.” Mrs. Transome felt something like an electric shock.
“What then?” she said, almost sharply. “You will not call yourself a Whig?”
“God forbid! I’m a Radical.”
Mrs. Transome’s limbs tottered; she sank into a chair. Here was a distinct confirmation fo the vague but strong
feeling that her son was a stranger to her. Here was a revelation to which it seemed almost as impossible to asdjust
her hopes and notions of a dignified life as if her son had said that he had been converted to Mahometanism at
Smyrna, and had four wives, instead of one son, shortly to arrive under the care of Dominic. For a moment she
had a sickening feelingn that it was all of no use that the long-delayed good fortune had come at last—all of no
use though the unloved Durfey was dead and buried, and though Harold had come home with plenty of money.
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There were rich Radicals, she was aware, as there were rich Jews and Dissenters, but she had never thought of
them as country people. Sir Francis Burdett\fn{ (1770-1844), a Radical MP} had been generally regarded as a madman.
It was better to ask no questions, but silentoly to prepare herself for anything else there might be to come.
“Will you go to your rooms, Harold, and see if there is anything you would like to have altered?”
“Yes, let us go,” said Harold, throwing down the newspaper, in which he had been rapidly reading almost every
advertisement while his mother had ben going through her sharp inward struggle. “Uncle Lingon is on the bench
still, I see,” he went on, as he followed her across the hall; “is he at home—will he be here this evening?”
“He says you must go to the Rectory when you want to see him. You must remember you have come back to a
family who have old-fashioned notions. Your uncle thought I ought to have you to myself in the first hour or two.
He remembered that I had not seen my son for fifteen years.”
“Ah, by Jove! Fifteen years—so it is!” said Harold, taking his mother’s hand and drawing it under his arm; for
he had perceived that her words were charged with an intention. “And you are as straight as an arrow still; you
will carry the shawls I have brought youas well as ever.”
They walked up the broad stone steps together in silence. Under the shock of discovereing her son’s
Radicalism, Mrs. Transome had no impulse to say one thing rather than another; as in a man who has just been
branded on the forehead all wonted motives would be uprooted. Harold, on his side, had no wish opposed to filial
kindness, but his busy thoughts were imperiously determined by habits which had no reference to any woman’s
feeling; and even if he could have conceived what his mother’s feeling was, his mind, after that momentary arrest,
would have darted forward on its usual course.
“I have given you the south rooms, Harold,” said Mrs. Transome, as they passed along a corridor lit from
above, and lined with old family pictures. “I thought they would suit you best, as they all open into each other,
and themiddle one will make a pleasant sitting-room for you.”
“Gad! The furniture is in a bad state,” said Harold, glancing round at the middle room which they had just
entered; “the moths seem to have got into the carpets and hangings.”
“I hd no choice except moths or tenants who would pay rent,” said Mrs. Transome. “We have been too poor to
keep servants for uninhabited rooms.”
“What! You’ve been rather pinched, eh?”
“You find us living as we have been living these twelve years.”
“Ah, you’ve had durfey’s debts as well as the lawsuits—confound them! It will make a hole in sixty thousands
pounds to pay off the mortgates. However, he;’s gone now, poor fellow; and I suppose I should have spent more in
bujying an English estate some time or other. I always meant to be an Englishman, and thrash a lord or two who
thrashed me at Eton.”
“I hardly thought you could have meant that, Harold, when I found you had married a foreign wife.”
“Would you hafve had me wait for a consumptive lackadaisical Englishwoman, who would have hung all her
relations round my neck? I hate English wives; they want to give their opinion about everything. They interfere
with a man’s life. I shall not marry again.”
Mrs. Transome bit her lip, and turned away to drawa up a blind. She wouldnot reply to words which showed
how vcompletely any conception of herself and her feelings were excluded from her son’s inward world. As she
turned round again she said,
“I suppose you have been used to great luxury; these rooms look miserable to you, but youcan soon make any
alteration youlike.”
“Oh, I must have a private sitting-room fitted up for myself down-stairs. And the rest are bedrooms, I
suppose,” he went on, opening a side-door. “Ah, I can sleep here a night or two. But there’s a bedroom
downstairs, with an anteroom, I remember, that would do for my man Dominic and the little boy. I should like to
have that.”
“Your father has slept there for years. He will be like a distracted insect, and never know where to go, if you
alter the track he has to walk in.”
“That’s a pity. I hate going upstairs.”
“There is the steward’s room: it is not used, andmight be turned into a bedroom. I can’t offere you my room,
for I sleep upstairs.” (Mrs. Transome’s tongue could be a whip upon occasion, but the lash had not fallen on a
sensitive spot.)
“No; I’m determined not to sleep upstairs. We’ll see about the steward’s room tomorrow, and I dare say I shall
find a closet of some sort for dominic. It’s a nuisance he had to stay behind, for I shall have nobody to cook for
me. Ah, there’s the old river I used to fish in. I often thought, when I was at Smyrna, that I would buy a park with
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a rifver through it as much like the Lapp as possible. Gad, what fine oaks thoses are opposite! Some of them must
come down, though.”
“I’ve held efery tree sacred on the demesne, as I told you, Harold. I trusted to your getting the estate some
time, and releasing it; and I determined to keep it worth releasing. A park without fine timber is no better than a
beauty without teeth and hair.”
“Bravo, mother!” said Harold, putting his hand on her shoulder. “Ah, you’ve had to worry yourself about
things that don’t properly belong to a woman—my father being weakly. We’ll set all that right. You shall have
nothing to do now but to be grandmamma on satin cushions.”
“You must excuse me from the satin cushions. That isa part of the old woman’s duty I am not prepared for. I
am used to be chief baliff, and to sit in the saddle two or three hours every day. There are two farms on our hands
besides the Home Farm.”
“Phew-ew! Jermyn manages the estate badly, then. That will not last under my reign,” said Harold, turning on
his heel and feeling in his pockets for the keys of his portmanteaus, which had been brought up.
“Perhaps when yhou’ve been in England a little longer,” said Mrs. Transome, colouring as if she had been a
girl, “you will understand better the difficulty there is in letting farms in these times.”
“I understand the difficulty perfectly, mother. To let farms, a man must have the sense to see what willl make
them inviting to farmers,and to get sense supplied on demand is just the ost difficult translat\ction I know of. I
suppose if I ring there’s some fellow who can act as valet and learn to attend to my hookah?”
“There is Hickes the butler, and there is Jabez the footman; those are all the men in the house. They were here
when you left.”
“Oh, I remember Jabez—he was a dolt. I’ll have old Hickes. He wa a neat little machine of a butler; his words
used to come like the clicks of an engine. He must be an old machine now, though.”
“You seem to remember some things about home wonderfully well, Harold.”
“Never forget places and people—how they look and what can be done with them. All the country round here
likes likae a map in my brain. A deuced pretty country too; but the people were a stupid set of old Whigs and
tories. I suppose they are much as they wre.”
“I am, at least, Harold. You are the first of your family that ever talked of being a Radical. I did not think I was
taking care of our old oaks for that. I always thought Radicals’ houses stood staring above poor sticks of young
trtees and iron hurdles.”
“Yes, but the Radical sticks are growing, mother, and half the toriy oaks are rotting,” said Harold, with gay
carelessness. “You’ve arranged for Jermyn to be early tomorrow?”
“He will be here to breakfast at nine. But I leave you to Hickes now; we dine in an hour.”
*
Mrs. Transome went away and shut herself in her own dressing-room. It had come to pass nbow—this meeting
with the son who had been the ogjt of so much longing; whom she had longed for before he was born, for whom
she had sinned, from whom she had wrenched hseself with pain at their parting, and whose coming again had
been the one great hope of her years. The moment was gone by; there had been no ecstasy, no gladness even;
hardly half an hour had passed, and few words had been spoken, yet with that quickness in weaving new futures
which belongs to women whose actions have kept them in habita\ual fear of consequences, Mrs. Transome
thought she saw with all the clearness of demonstratoion that her son’s return had not been a tgood for her in the
sense of making her any happier.
She stood before a tall mirror, going close to it and looking at her face with hard scrutiny, as if it were unrelated
to herself. No elderly face can be handsome, looked at in that way; every little detail is startlingly prominent, and
the effect of the whole is lost. She saw the dried-up complexion, and the deep lines of bitter discontent about the
mouth.
“I am a hag!” she said to herself (she was accustomed to give her thoughts a very sharp outline), “an ugly old
woman who happens to be his mother. That is what he sees in me, as I see a stranger in him. I shall count for
nothing. I was foolish to expect anything else.” She turned away from the mirror and walked up and down her
room.
“What a likeness!” she said, in a loud whisper; “yetl perhaps no one will see it besides me.”
She threw herself into a chair, and sat with a fixed look, seeing nothing that was actually present, but inwardly
seeing with painful vividness what had been present with her a little more than thirty years ago—the little roundlimbed creature that had been leaning against her knees, and stamping tiny feet, and looking up at her with
gurgling laughter. She had thought that the possession of this child would give unity to her life, and make some
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gladness through the changing years that would grow as fruit out of these early maternal caresses.
But nothing had come as she had wished. The mother’s early raptures had lasted but a short time, and efven
while they lasted there had grown up in the jmidst of them a hungry desire, like a black poisonous plant feeding in
the sunlight—the desire that her first, rickety, ugly, impecile child shoud die, and leave room for her darling, of
whom she could be proud.
Such desires make life a hideous lottery, where every day may turn up a blank; where men and women who
have the softest beds and the most delicate eating, who have a very large share of that sky and earth which some
are born tohave no more of than the fraction to be got in a crowded entry, yet grow haggard, fevered, and restless,
like those who watch in other lotteries. Day after day, year after yhear, had yielded blanks; new cares had come,
bringing other desires for results quite beyond her grasp, which must also be watched for in the lottery; and all the
while the round-limbbed pet had been growing into a strong youth, who liked many things bnetter than his
mother’s caresses, and who had a much keener consciousness of his independent existence than of his relation to
her:L the lizard’s egg, that white rounded passive prettiness, had become a brown, darting, determined lizard.
The mother’s love is at first an absorbing delight, blunting all other sensibilities; it is an expansion of the
animal existence; it enlarges the imagined range for self to move in; but in after years it can only continue to be
joy on the seame terms as other long-lived love—that is, by much suppression of self, and power of living in the
experience of another. Mrs. Transome had darkly felt the pressure of that unchangeable fact. Yet she had cluing to
the belief that somehow the possession of this son was the best thing she lived for; to believe otherwise would
hage made her memory tooghastly a companion. Somehow the hated Durfey, the imbecile eldest, who seemed to
have become tenacious of a despicable squandering life, would be got rid of; vice might kill him.
Meanwhile the estate was burthened: there was no good prospect for any heir. Harold must go and make a
career for himself: and this was what he was bent on, with a precocious clearness of perception as to the
conditions on which he could hop for any advantages in life. Like most energetic natures, he had a strong faith in
his luck; he had been gay at their parting, and had promised to make his fortune; and in spite of past
disappointments, Harold’s possible fortune still made some ground for his mother to plant her hopes in. His luck
had not failed him; yet nothing had turned out according to her expectations. Her life had been like a spoiled
shabby ples\asure-day, in which the music and the processions are all missed, and nothing is left at evening but
the weariness of striving after what has been failed of.
Harold had gone with the Embassy to Constantinople, under the patronage of a high relative, his mother’s
cousin; he was to be a diplomatist, and work his way upward in public life. But his luck had taken another shape:
he had saved the life of an Armenian banker, who in gratitude had offered him a prospect which his practical mind
had preferred to the problematic promises of diplomacy and high-born cousinship. Harold had become a merchant
and banker at Smyrna; had let the years pass without caring to find the possibility of visiting his early home, and
had shown no eagerness to make his life at all familiar tohis mother, asking for letters about England, but writing
scantily about himself.
Mrs. Transome had kept up the habit of writing to her son, but gradually the unfruitful years had dulled her
hopes and yearnings; increasing anxieties about money had worried her, and she was more sure of being fretted by
bad news about her dissolute eldest son than of hearing anything to cheer her from Harold. She had begun to live
merely in small immediate cares and occupations, and, like all eager-minded women who advance in life without
any activity of tenderness or any large sympathy, she had contracted small rigid habits of thinking and acting, she
had her “ways” which must not be crossed, and had learned to fill up the great void of life with giving small
orders to tenants, insisting on medicines for inform cottagers, winning small triumphs in bargains and personal
economies, and parrying ill-natured remarks of Lady Debarry’s by lancet-edged epigrams.
So her life had gone on till more than a year ago, when that desire which had been so hungry while she was a
blooming young mother, was at last fulfilled—at last, when her hair ws gray, and her face looked bitter, restless,
and unenjoying, like her life. The news came from Jersey that Durley, the imbecile son, was dead.
Now Harold was heir to the estate; now the wealth he had gained could release the land from its burthens; now
he would think it worth while to return home. A change had at last come ogver her life, and the sunlitght breaking
the clouds at evening was pleasant, though the sun must sink before long. Hopes, arffections, the sweeter part of
her memories, started from their wintry sleep, and it once more seemed a great good to have had a second son
who in some ways had cost her dearly.
But again there were conditions she had not reckoned on. When the good tidings had been sent to Harold, and
he had announced that he would return so soon as he could wind up his affairs, he had for the first time informed
his mother that he had been married, that his Greek wife was no longer living, but that he should bring home a
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little boy, the finest and most desirable of heirs and grandsons. Harold, seated in his distant Smyrna home,
considered that he was taking a rational view of what things must have become by this time at the old place in
England, when he figured his mother as a good elderly lady, who would necessarily be delighted with the
possession on any terms of a healthy grandchild, and would not mind much about the particulars of the longconcealed marriage.
Mrs. Transome had torn up that letter in a rage. But in the months which had elapsed before Harold could
actually arrive, she had prepared herself as well as she could to suppress all reproaches or queries which her son
might resent, and to acquiesce in his evident wishes. The return was still looked for with longing; affection and
satisfied pride would again warm her later years. She was ignorant what sort of man Harold had become now, and
of course he must be changed in many ways; but though she told herself this, still the image that she knewe, the
image fondness clung to, necessarily prevailed over the negatives insisted on by her reason.
And so it was, that when she had moved to the door to meet him, she had been sure that she should clasp her
son again, and feel that he was the same who had been her boy, her little one, the loved child of her passionate
yhouth. An hour seemed to have changed everything for her. A woman’s hopes are woven of sunhbeams; a
shadow annihilates them. The shadow which had fallen over Mrs. Transome in this first interview with her son
was the presentiment of her powerlessness. If things went wrong, if Harold got unpleasantly disposed in a certain
direction where her chief dread had always lain, she seemed to forsee that her words would be of no avail. The
keenness of her anxietyin this matter had served as insight; and harold’s rapidity, decision, and indifference to any
impressions in others which did not further or impede his own puroises, had made themselves felt by her as much
as she would have felt by her as much as she would have felt the unmanageable strength of a great bird which had
alighted near her, and allowed her to stroke its wing for a moment because food lay near her.
Under the cold weight of these thoughts Mrs. Transome shivered. That physical reaction roused her from her
reverie, and she could now hear the gentle knocking at the door to which she had been deaf before.
Notwithstanding her activity and the fewness of her servants, she had never dressed herself without aid; nor
would that small, neat, exquisitely clean old woman who now presented herself have wished that her labour
should be saved at the expense of such a sacrifice on her lady’s part. The small old woman was Mrs. Hickes,the
butler’s wife, who acted as housekeeper, ladyi’s maid, and supereintendent of the kitchen—the large stony scene
of inconsiderable cooking. Forty hars ago she had entered Mrs. Transome’s service, when that lady was beautiful
Miss Lingon, and her mistress stioll called her Denner, as she had done in the old days.
*
“The bell has rung, then, Denner, without my hearing it?” said Mrs. Transome, rising.
“Yes, madam,” said Denner, reaching from a wardrobe an old black velvet dress trimmed with much-mended
point, in which Mrs. Transome was wont to look queenly of an evening.
Denner had still strong eyes of that shortsighted kind which sees through the narrowest chink between the
eyelashes. The physical contrast between the tall, eagle-faced, dark-eyed lady, and the little peering waitingwoman, who had been round-featured and of pale mealy complexion from her youth up, had doubtless had a
strong influence in determining Denner’s feeling towards her mistress, which was of that worshipful sort paid to a
goddess in ages when it was not thought necessary or likely that a goddess should be very moral. There were
different orders of beings—so ran Denner’s creed—and she belonged to another order than that to which her
mistress belonged. She had a mnind as sharp as a needle, and would have seen through and through the ridiculous
pretensions of a born servant who did not submissively accept the rigid fate which had given her born superiors.
She would have called such pretensions the wrigglings of a worm that tried to walk on its tail. There was a tacit
understanding that Denner knew all her mistress’s secrets, and her speech was plain and unflattering; yet with
wonderful subtlety of instinct she never said anything which Mrs. Transome could feel humiliated by, as by a
familiarity from a servant who knew too much. Denner identified her own dignity with that of her mistress. She
was a hard-headed godless little woman, but with a character to be reckoned on as you reckon on the qualities of
iron.
Peering into Mrs. Transome’s face, she saw clearly that the meeting with the son had been a disappointment in
some way. She spoke with a refined accent, in a low, quick, monotonous tone—
“Mr. Harold is dressed; he shook me by the hand in the corridor, and was very pleasant.”
“What an alteration, Denner! No likeness to me now.”
“Handsome, though, spite of his being so browned and stout. There’s a fine presence about Mr. Harold. I
remember you used to say, madam, there were some people you would always know were in the room though
they stood round a corner, and others you might never see till you ran against them. That’s as true as truth. And as
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for likenesses, thirty-five and sixty are not much alike, only to people’s memories.”
Mrs. Transome knew perfectly that Denner had divine her thoughts.
“I don’t know how things will go on now; but it seems something too good to happen that they will go on well.
I am afraid of ever expecting anything good again.”
“That’s weakness, madam. Things don’t happen because they’re bad or good, else all eggs would be addled or
none at all, and at the most is but six to the dozen. There’s good chances and bad chances, and nobody’s luck is
pulled only by one string.”
“What a woman yhou are, Denner! You talk like a French infidel. It seems to me you are afraid of nothing. I
have been full of fears all my life—always seeing something or other hanging over me that I couldn’t bear to
happen.”
“Well, madam, put a good face on it, and don’t seem to be on the lookout for crows, else you’ll set other
people watching. Here you have a rich son come home, and the debts will all be paid, and you have your health
and can rid about, and you’ve such a face and figure, and will have if you live to be eighty, that everybody is cap
in hand to you before they know who you are—let me fasten y\up your veil a little higher: there’s a good deal of
pleasure in life for you yet.”
“Nonsense! There’s no pleasure for old women, unless they get it out of tormenting other people. What are
your pleasures, Denner—besides being a slave to me?”
“Oh, there’s pleasure in knowing one’s not a fool, like haf the people one sees about. And managing oner’s
husband is some pleasure; and doing all one’s business well. Why, if I’ve only got some orange flowers to candy,
I shouldn’t like to die till I see them all right. Then there’s the sunshine now and then; I like that, as the cats do. I
look upon it, life is llike our game at whist, when Banks and his wife come to the still-room of an evening. I don’t
enjoy the game much, but I like to play my cards well, and see what will gbe the end of it; and I want to see you
make the best of your hand, madam, for your luck has been mine these forty years now. But I must go and see
how Kitty dishes up the dinner, unless you have any more commands.”
“No, Denner; I am going down immediately.”
*
As Mrs. Transome descended the stone staircase in her old black velvet and point, her appearance justified
Denner’s personal compliment. She had that high-born imperious air which would have marked her as an object
of hatred and reviling by a revolutionary mob. Her person was too typical of social distinctions to be passed by
with indifference by anyone: it would have fitted an empress in her own right, who had had to rule in spite of
faction, to dare the violation of treaties and dread retributive invasions, to grasp after new territories, to be defiant
in desperate circumstances, and to feel a woman’s hunger of the heart for ever unsatisfied.
Yet Mrs. Transome’s cares and occupations had not been at all of an imperial sort. For thirty years she had led
the monotonous narrowing life which used to be the lot of our poorer gentry, who never went to town,and were
probably not on speaking terms with twoout of the five families whose parks lay within the distance of a drive.
When she was young she had been thought wonderfully clever and accomplished, and had been rather ambitious
of intellectual superiority—had secretly picked out for private reading the lighter parts of dangerous French
authors—and in company had been able to talk of Mr. Burke’s style, or of Chateaubriand’s eloquence—had
laughed at the Lyrical Ballads and admired Mr. Southey’s Thalaba.\fn{Thalaba the Destroyer, 1801. Wordsworth and
Coleridge brought out Lyrical Ballads in 1798. Thoughtful and reflective people would have read Edmund Burke’s Refelctions on the
Revolution in France (1790); a popular contemporary work by Chateaubriand was Le Génte du Christianisme (1802)} She always

thought that the dangerous French writers wre wicked, and that her reading of them was a sin; but many sinful
things were highly agreeable to her, and many things which she did not doubt to be good and true were dull and
meaningless.
She found ridicule of biblical characters very amusing, and she was interested in stories of illicit passion: but
she believed all the while that truth and safety lay in due attendance on prayers and sermons, in the admirable
doctrines and ritual of th eChurch of England, equally remote from Puritanism and popery; in fact, in such a view
of this world and the next as would preserve the existing arrangements of English society quite unshaken, keeping
down the obtrusiveness of the vulgar and the discontent of the poor. The history of the Jews, she knew, ought to
be preferred to any profane history; the Pagans, of course, were vicious,a dntheir religions quite nonsensical,
considered as religions—but classical learning came from the Pagans; the Greeks wwere famous for sculpture; the
Italians for painting; the middle ages were dark and Papistical; but now Christianity went hand in hand with
civilization, and the providential government of the world, though a little confused and entangled in foreign
countries, in our favoured land was clearly seen to be carried forward on Tory and Church of England principles,
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sustained by the succession of the House of Brunswick,\fn{ I.e., the House of Hanover; the monarchs of this Estate were
sometimes referred to as the House of Brunswick and Lüneburg, Hanover line } and by sound English divines. For Miss Lington
had had a superior governess, who held that a woman should be able to write a good letter, and to express herself
with propriety on general subjects. And it is astonishing how effective this education appeared in a handsome girl,
who sat supremely wellon horseback, sang and played a little, painted small figures in watercolours, had a
naughty sparkle in her eyes when she made a daring quotation, and an air of serious dignity when she recited
something from her store of correct opinions.
But however such a stock of ideas may be made to tell in elegant society, and during a few seasons in town, no
amount of bloom and beauty can make them a perennial source of interest in things not personal; and the
notionthat what is true and, in general, good for mankind, is stupid and drug-like, is not a safe theoretic basis in
circumstances of temptation and difficulty. Mrs. Transome had been in her bloom before this century began, and
in the long painful years since then, what she had once regarded as her knowledge and accomplishments had
become as valueless as old-fashioned stucco ornaments, of which the substance was never worth anything, while
the form is no longer to the taste of any living mortal. Crosses, mortifications, money-cares, conscious
blameworthiness, had changed the aspect of the world for her: there was anxiety in the morning sunlight; there
was unkind triumph or disapproving pity in the glances of greeting neighbours; there was advancing age, and a
contracting prospect in the changing seasons as they came and went.
And what could then sweeten the days to a hungry much-exacting self like Mrs. Transome’s? Under protracted
ill every living crature will find something that makes a comparative case, and even when life seems woven of
pain, will convert the fainter pang into a desire. Mrs. Transome, whose imperios will had availed little toward off
the great evils of her life, found the opiate for her distontent in the exertion of her will about smaller things. She
was not cruel, and could not enjoy thoroughly what she called the old woman’s pleasure of tormenting; but she
liked every little sign of power her lot had left her.
She liked that a tenant should stand bareheaded below her as she sat on horseback. She liked to insist that work
done without her orders should be undone from beginning to end. She liked to be curtsied and bowed to by all the
congregation as she walked up the little barn of a church. She liked to change a labourer’s medicine fetched from
the doctor, and substitute a prescription of her own.
If only she had been more haggard and less majestic, those who had glimpses of her outward life might have
said she was a tyrannical, griping harridan, with a tongue like a razor. No one said exactly that; but they never
said anything like the full truth about her, or divined what was hidden under that outward life—a woman’s keen
sensibility and dread, which lay screened behind all her petty habits and narrow notions, as some quivering thing
with eyes and throbbing heart may be crouching behind withered rubbish. The sensibility and dread had palpitated
all the faster in the prospect of her son’s return; and now that she had seen him, she said to herself, in a bitter way,
“It is a lucky eel that escapes skinning. The best happiness I shall ever know, will be to escape the worst
misery.” …
219.86 Excerpt from Black Beauty\fn{by Anna Sewell (1820-1878)} Great Yarmouth, Norfolk, England, United
Kingdom (F) 10
1
The first place that I can well remember, was a large, pleasant meadow with a pond of clear water in it. Some
shady trees leaned over it, and rushes and water-lilies grew at the deep end. Over the hedge on one side we looked
into a plowed field, and on the other we looked over a gate at our master’s house, which stood by the roadside; at
the top of the meadow was a plantation of fir trees, and at the bottom a running brook overhung by a steep bank.
While I was young I lived upon my mother’s milk, as I could not eat grass. In the daytime I ran by her side,
and at night I lay down close by her. When it was hot, we used to stand by the pond in the shade of the trees, and
when it was cold, we had a nice, warm shed near the plantation. As soon as I was old enough to eat grass, my
mother used to go out to work in the daytime, and came back in the evening.
There were six young colts in the meadow besides me; they were older than I was; some were nearly as large
as grown-up horses. I used to run with them, and had great fun; we used to gallop all together round and round the
field, as hard as we could go. Sometimes we had rather rough play, for they would frequently bite and kick as well
as gallop. One day, when there was a good deal of kicking, my mother whinnied to me to come to her, and then
she said,
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“I wish you to pay attention to what I am going to say to you. The colts who live here are very good colts, but
they are cart-horse colts, and, of course, they have not learned manners. You have been well bred and well born;
your father has a great name in these parts, and your grandfather won the cup two years at the Newmarket races;
your grandmother had the sweetest temper of any horse I ever knew, and I think you have never seen me kick or
bite. I hope you will grow up gentle and good, and never learn bad ways; do your work with a good will, lift your
feet up well when you trot, and never bite or kick even in play.”
I have never forgotten my mother’s advice; I knew she was a wise old horse, and our master thought a great
deal of her. Her name was Duchess, but he often called her Pet.
Our master was a good, kind man. He gave us good food, good lodging, and kind words; he spoke as kindly to
us as he did to his little children. We were all fond of him, and my mother loved him very much. When she saw
him at the gate, she would neigh with joy, and trot up to him. He would pat and stroke her and say,’
“Well, old Pet, and how is your little Darkie?”
I was a dull black, so he called me Darkie; then he would give me a piece of bread, which was very good, and
sometimes he brought a carrot for my mother. Al the horses would come to him, but I think we were his favorites.
My mother always took him to the town on market day in a light gig.
There was a plowboy, Dick, who sometimes came into our field to pluck blackberries from the hedge. When he
had eaten all he wanted, he would have, what he called, fun with the colts, throwing stones and sticks at them to
make them gallop. We did not much mind him, for we could gallop off; but sometimes a stone would hit and hurt
us.
One day he was at this game, and did not know that the master was in the next field; but he was there,
watching what was going on; over the hedge he jumped in a snap, and catching Dick by the arm, he gave him
such a box on the ear as made him roar with the pain and surprise. As soon as we saw the master, we trotted up
nearer to see what went on.
“Bad boy!” he said, “bad boy! To chase the colts. This is not the first time, nor the second, but it shall be the
last—there—take your money and go home. I shall not want you on my farm again.”
So we never saw Dick anymore. Old Daniel, the man who looked after the horses, was just as gentle as our
master, so we were well off.
2
Before I was two years old, a circumstance happened which I have never forgotten. It was early in the spring;
there had been a little frost in the night, and a light mist still hung over the plantations and meadows. I and the
other colts were feeding at the lower part of the field when we heard, quite in the distance, what sounded like the
cry of dogs. The oldest of the colts raised his head, pricked his ears, and said, “There are the hounds!” and
immediately cantered off, followed by the rest of us to the upper part of the field, where we could look over the
hedge and see several fields beyond. My mother, and an old riding horse of our master’s were also standing near,
and seemed to know all about it.
“They have found a hare,” said my mother, “and if they come this way, we shall see the hunt.”
And soon the dogs were all tearing down the field of young wheat next to ours. I never heard such a noise as
they made. They did not bark, nor howl, nor whine, but kept on a “you! Yo, o, o! yo!, o, o!” at the top of their
voices. After them came a number of men on horseback, some of them in green coats, all galloping as fast as they
could. The old horse snorted and looked eagerly after them, and we young colts wanted to be galloping with them,
but they were soon away into the fields lower down; here it seemed as if they had come to a stand: the dogs left
off barking, and ran about every way with their noses to the ground.
“They have lost the scent,” said the old horse, “perhaps the hare will get off.”
“What hare?” I said.
“Oh! I don’t know what hare; likely enough it may be one of our own hares out of the plantation; any hare they
can find will do for the dogs and men to run after;” and before long the dogs began their “yo! Yo, o, o!” again, and
back they came all together at full speed, making straight for our meadow at the part where the high bank and
hedge overhang the brook.
“Now we shall see the hare,” said my mother; and just then a hare wild with fright rushed by, and made for the
plantation. On came the dogs, they burst over the bank, leaped the stream, and came dashing across the field,
followed by the huntsmen. Six or eight men leaped their horses clean over, closes upon the dogs. The hare tried to
get through the fence; it was too thick, and she turned sharp round to make for the road, but it was too late; the
dogs were upon her with their wild cries; we heard one shriek, and that was the end of her. One of the huntsmen
232

rode up and whipped off the dogs, who would soon have torn her to pieces. He held her up by the leg, torn and
bleeding, and all the gentlemen seemed well pleased.
As for me, I was so astonished that I did not at first see what was going on at the brook; but when I did look,
there was a sad sight; two fine horses were down, one was struggling in the stream, and the other was groaning on
the grass. One of the riders was getting out of the water covered with mud, the other lay quite still.
“His neck is broken,” said my mother.
“And serves him right, too,” said one of the colts. I thought the same, but my mother did not join with us.
“Well! No,” she said, “you must not say that; but though I am an old horse, and have seen and heard a great
deal, I never yet could make out why men are so fond of this sport; they often hurt themselves, often spoil good
horses, and tear up the fields, and all for a hare or a fox, or a stag, that they could get more easily some other way;
but we are only horses, and don’t know.”
While my mother was saying this, we stood and looked on. Many of the riders had gone to the young man; but
my master, who had been watching what was going on, was the first to raise him. His head fell back and his arms
hung down, and every one looked very serious. There was no noise now; even the dogs were quiet, and seemed to
know that something was wrong. They carried him to our master’s house. I heard afterwards that it was young
George Gordon, the squire’s only son, a fine, tall young man, and the pride of his family.
There was now riding off in all directions to the doctor’s, to the farrier’s, and no doubt to Squire Gordon’s, to
let him know about his son. When Mr. Bond, the farrier, came to look at the black horse that lay groaning on the
grass, he felt him all over, and shook his head; one of his legs was broken. Then some one ran to our master’s
house and came back with a gun; presently there was a loud bang and a dreadful shriek, and then all was still; the
black horse moved no more.
My mother seemed much troubled; she said she had known that horse for years, and that his name was Rob
Roy; he was a good bold horse, and there was no vice in him. She never would go to that part of the field
afterwards.
Not many days after, we heard the church bell tolling for a long time; and looking over the gate we saw a long
strange black coach that was covered with black cloth and was drawn by black horses; after that came another and
another and another, and all were black, while the bell kept tolling, tolling. They were carrying young Gordon to
the churchyard to bury him. He would never ride again. What they did with Rob Roy I never knew; but ’twas all
for one little hare.
3
I was now beginning to grow handsome; my coat had grown fine and soft, and was bright black. I had one
white foot, and a pretty white star on my forehead. I was thought very handsome; my master would not sell me till
I was four years old; he said had ought not to work like men, and colts ought not to work like horses till they were
quite grown up.
When I was four years old, Squire Gordon came to look at me. He examined my eyes, my mouth, and my legs;
he felt them all down; and then I had to walk and trot and gallop before him; he seemed to like me, and said,
“When he has been well broken in, he will do very well.”
My master said he would break me in himself, as he should not like me to be frightened or hurt, and he lost no
time about it, for the next day he began.
Everyone may not know what breaking in is, therefore I will describe it. It means to teach a horse to wear a
saddle and bridle and to carry on his back a man, woman, or child; to go just the way they wish, and to go quietly.
Besides this, he has to learn to wear a collar, a crupper, and a breeching, and to stand still while they are put on;
then to have a cart or a chaise fixed behind him, so that he cannot walk or trot without dragging it after him; and
he must go fast or slow, just as his driver wishes. He must never start at what he sees, nor speak to other horses,
nor bite, nor kick, nor have any will of his own; but always do his master’s will, even though he may be very tired
or hungry; but the worst of all is, when his harness is once on, he may neither jump for joy nor lie down for
weariness. So you see this breaking in is a great thing.
I had of course long been used to a halter and a headstall, and to be led about in the field and lanes quietly, but
now I was to have a bit and a bridle; my master gave me some oats as usual, and after a good deal of coaxing, he
got the bit into my mouth, and the bridle fixed, but it was a nasty thing! Those who have never had a bit in their
mouths cannot think how bad it feels; a great piece of cold hard steel as thick as a man’s finger to be pushed into
one’s mouth, between one’s teeth and over one’s tongue, with the ends coming out at the corner of your mouth,
and held fast there by straps over your head, under your throat, round your nose, and under your chin; so that no
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way in the world can you get rid of the nasty hard thing; it is very bad! Yes, very bad! At least I thought so; but I
knew my mother always wore one when she went out, and all horses did when they were grown up; and so, what
with the nice oats, and what with my master’s pats, kind words, and gentle ways, I got to wear my bit and bridle.
Next came the saddle, but that was not half so bad; my master put it on my back very gently, whilst old Daniel
held my head; he then made the girths fast under my body, patting and talking to me all the time; then I had a few
oats, then a little leading about, and this he did every day till I began to look for the oats and the saddle. At length,
one morning my master got on my back and rode me round the meadow on the soft grass. It certainly did feel
queer; but I must say I felt rather proud to carry my master, and as he continued to ride me a little every day, I
soon became accustomed to it.
And now having got so far, my master went on to break me to harness; there were more new things to wear.
First, a stiff heavy collar just on my neck, and a bridle with great side-pieces against my eyes called blinkers, and
blinkers indeed they were, for I could not see on either side, but only straight in front of me; next there was a
small saddle with a nasty stiff strap that went right under my tail; that was the crupper. I hated the crupper—to
have my long tail doubled up and poked through that strap was almost as bad as the bit. I never felt more like
kicking, but of course I could not kick such a good master, and so in time I got used to everything, and could work
as well as my mother.
I must not forget to mention one part of my training, which I have always considered a very great advantage.
My master sent me for a fortnight to a neighboring farmer’s, who had a meadow which was skirted on one side by
the railway. Here were some sheep and cows, and I was turned in among them.
I shall never forget the first train that ran by. I was feeding quietly near the pales which separated the meadow
from the railway, when I heard a strange sound at a distance, and before I knew whence it came—with a rush and
a clatter, and a puffing out of smoke—a long black train of something flew by, and was gone almost before I
could draw my breath. I turned, and galloped to the farther side of the meadow as fast as I could go, and there I
stood snorting with astonishment and fear. In the course of the day many other trains went by, some more slowly;
these drew up at the station close by, and sometimes made an awful shriek and groan before they stopped. I
thought it very dreadful, but the cows went on eating very quietly, and hardly raised their heads as the black,
frightful thing came puffing and grinding past.
For the first few days I could not feed in peace; but as I found that this terrible creature never came into the
field, or did me any harm, I began to disregard it, and very soon I cared as little about the passing of a train as the
cows and sheep did.
Since then I have seen many horses much alarmed and restive at the sight or sound of a steam engine; but
thanks to my good master’s care, I am as fearless at railway stations as in my own stable.
Now, if anyone wants to break in a young horse well, that is the way.
My master often drove me in double harness with my mother, because she was steady, and could teach me how
to go better than a strange horse. She told me the better I behaved, the better I should be treated, and that it was
wisest always to do my best to please my master;
“But,” said she, “there are a great many kinds of men; there are good, thoughtful men like our master, that any
horse may be proud to serve; but there are bad, cruel men, who never ought to have a horse or dog to call their
own. Besides, there are a great many foolish men, vain, ignorant, and careless, who never trouble themselves to
think; these spoil more horses than all, just for want of sense; they don’t mean it, but they do it for all that. I hope
you will fall into good hands; but a horse never knows who may buy him, or who may drive him; it is all a chance
for us, but still I say, do your best wherever it is, and keep up your good name.”
4
At this time I used to stand in the stable, and my coat was brushed every day till it shone like a rook’s wing. It
was early in May, when there came a man from Squire Gordon’s, who took me away to the Hall. My master said,
“Good-by, Darkie; be a good horse, and always do your best.”
I could not say “good-by,” so I put my nose into his hand; he patted me kindly, and I left my first home. As I
lived some years with Squire Gordon, I may as well tell something about the place.
Squire Gordon’s Park skirted the village of Birtwick. It was entered by a large iron gate, at which stood the
first lodge, and then you trotted along on a smooth road between clumps of large old trees; then another lodge and
another gate, which brought you to the house and the gardens. Beyond this lay the home paddock, the old orchard,
and the stables. There was accommodation for many horses and carriages; but I need only describe the stable into
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which I was taken; this was very roomy, with four good stalls; a large swinging window opened into the yard,
which made it pleasant and airy.
The first stall was a large square one, shut in behind with a wooden gate; the others were common stalls, good
stalls, but not nearly so large; it had a low rack for hay and a low manger for corn; it was called a loose box,
because the horse that was put into it was not tied up, but left loose, to do as he liked. It is a great thing to have a
loose box.
Into this fine box the groom put me; it was clean, sweet, and airy. I never was in a better box than that, and the
sides were not so high but that I could see all that went on through the iron rails that were at the top.
He gave me some very nice oats, he patted me, spoke kindly, and then went away. When I had eaten my corn, I
looked around. In the stall next to mine stood a little fat gray pony, with a thick mane and tail, a very pretty head,
and a pert little nose. I put my head up to the iron rails at the top of my box, and said,
“How do you do? What is your name?” He turned round as far as his halter would allow, held up his head, and
said,
“My name is Merrylegs; I am very handsome, I carry the young ladies on my back, and sometimes I take our
mistress out in the low chair. They think a great deal of me, and so does James. Are you going to live next door to
me in the box?” I said,
“Yes.”
“Well, then,” he said, “I hope you are good-tempered; I do not like anyone ext door who bites.”
Just then a horse’s head looked over from the stall beyond; the ears were laid back, and the eye looked rather
ill-tempered. This was a tall chestnut mare, with a long handsome neck; she looked across to me and said:
“So it is you who have turned me out of my box; it is a very strange thing for a colt like you to come and turn a
lady out of her own home.”
“I beg your pardon,” I said, “I have turned no one out; the man who brought me put me here, and I had nothing
to do with it; and as to my being a colt, I am turned four years old, and am a grown-up horse; I never had words
yet with horse or mare, and it is my wish to live at peace.”
“Well,” she said, “we shall see; of course I do not want to have words with a young thing like you.”
I said no more. In the afternoon when she went out, Merrylegs told me all about it.
“The thing is this,” said Merrylegs, “Ginger has a bad habit of biting and snapping; that is why they call her
Ginger, and when she was in the loose box, she used to snap very much. One day she bit James in the arm and
made it bleed, and so Miss Flora and Miss Jessie, who are very fond of me, were afraid to come into the stable.
They used to bring me nice things to eat, an apple or a carrot, or a piece of bread, but after Ginger stood in that
box they dare not come, and I missed them very much. I hope they will now come again, if you do not bite.”
I told him I never bit anything but grass, hay, and corn, and could not think what pleasure Ginger found it.
“Well, I don’t think she does find pleasure,” said Merrylegs; “it is just a bad habit; she says no one was ever
kind to her, and why should she not bite? Of course it is a very bad habit; but I am sure, if all she says be true, she
must have been very ill-used before she came here. John does all he can to please her, and James does all he can,
and our master never uses a whip if a horse acts right; so I think she might be good-tempered here; you see,” he
said with a wise look, “I am twelve years old; I know a great deal, and I can tell you there is not a better place for
a horse all round the country than this. John is the best groom that ever was, he has been here fourteen years; and
you never saw such a kind boy as James is, so that it is all Ginger’s own fault that she did not stay in that box.”
5
The name of the coachman was John Manly; he had a wife and one little child, and they lived in the
coachman’s cottage, very near the stables. The next morning he took me into the yard and gave me a good
grooming, and just as I was going into my box with my coat soft and bright, the Squire came into look at me, and
seemed pleased.
“John,” he said, “I meant to have tried the new horse this morning, but I have other business. You may as well
take him around after breakfast; go by the common and the Highwood, and back by the watermill and the river;
that will show his paces.”
“I will, sir,” said John.
After breakfast he came and fitted me with a bridle. He was very particular in letting out and taking in the
straps, to fit my head comfortably; then he brought the saddle, that was not broad enough for my back; he saw it
in a minute and went for another, which fitted nicely. He rode me first slowly, then a trot, then a canter, and when
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we were on the common he gave me a light touch with his whip, and we had a splendid gallop.
“Ho-ho! My boy,” he said, as he pulled me up, “you would like to follow the hounds, I think, wouldn’t you!”
As we came back through the Park we met the Squire and Mrs. Gordon walking; they stopped, and John jumped
off.
“Well, John, how does he go?”
“First-rate, sir,” answered John, “he is as fleet as a deer, and has a fine spirit too; but the lightest touch of the
rein will guide him. Down at the end of the common we met one of those traveling carts hung all over with
baskets, rugs, and such like; you know, sir, many horses will not pass those carts quietly; he just took a good look
at it, and then went on as quietly and pleasant as could be. They were shooting rabbits near the Highwood, and a
gun went off close by; he pulled up a little and looked, but did not stir a step to right or left. I just held the rein
steady and did not hurry him, and it’s my opinion he has not been frightened or ill-used while he was young.”
“That’s well,” said the Squire, “I will try him myself tomorrow.”
The next day I was brought up for my master. I remember my mother’s counsel and my good old master’s, and
I tried to do exactly what he wanted me to do. I found he was a very good rider, and thoughtful for his horse too.
When we came home, the lady was at the hall door as he rode up.
“Well, my dear,” she said, “how do you like him?”
“He is exactly what John said,” he replied; “a pleasanter creature I never wish to mount. What shall we call
him?”
“Would you like Ebony?” she said. “He is as black as ebony.”
“No, not Ebony.”
“Will you call him Blackbird, like your uncle’s old horse?”
“No, he is far handsomer than old Blackbird ever was.”
“Yes,” she said, “he is really quite a beauty, and he has such a sweet, good-tempered face and such a fine,
intelligent eye—what do you say to calling him Black Beauty?”
“Black Beauty—why, yes, I think that is a very good name. If you like, it shall be his name,” and so it was.
When John went into the stable, he told James that the master and mistress had chosen a good sensible English
name for me, that meant something, not like Marengo, or Pegasus, or Abdallah. They both laughed, and James
said,
“If it was not for bringing back the past, I should have named him Rob Roy, for I never saw two horses more
alike.”
“That’s no wonder,” said John, “didn’t you know that Farmer Gray’s old Duchess was the mother of them
both?”
I had never heard that before, and so poor Rob Roy who was killed at that hunt was my brother! I did not
wonder that my mother was so troubled. It seems that horses have no relations; at least, they never know each
other after they are sold.
John seemed very proud of me; he used to make my mane and tail almost as smooth as a lady’s hair, and he
would talk to me a great deal; of course I did not understand all he said, but I learned more and more to know
what he meant, and what he wanted me to do. I grew very fond of him, he was so gentle and kind, he seemed to
know just how a horse feels, and when he cleaned me, he knew the tender places, and the ticklish places; when he
brushed my head, he went as carefully over my eyes as if they were his own, and never stirred up any ill-temper.
James Howard, the stable boy, was just as gentle and pleasant in his way, so I thought myself well off. There
was another man who helped in the yard, but he had very little to do with Ginger and me.
A few days after this I had to go out with Ginger in the carriage. I wondered how we should get on together;
but except laying her ears back when I was led up to her, she behaved very well. She did her work honestly, and
did her full share, and I never wish to have a better partner in double harness. When we dame to a hill, instead of
slackening her pace, she would throw her weight right into the collar, and pull away straight up. We had both the
same sort of courage at work, and John had oftener to hold us in than to urge us forward; he never had to use the
whip with either of us; then our paces were much the same, and I found it very easy to keep step with her when
trotting, which made it pleasant, and master always liked it when we kept step well, and so did John. After we had
been out two or three times together we grew quite friendly and sociable, which made me feel very much at home.
As for Merrylegs, he and I soon became great friends; he was such a cheerful, plucky, good-tempered little
fellow, that he was a favorite with everyone, and especially with miss Jessie and Flora, who used to ride him
about in the orchard, and have fine games with him and their little dog Frisky.
Our master had two other horses that stood in another stable. One was Justice, a roan cob, used for riding, or
236

for the luggage cart; the other was an old brown hunter, named Sir Oliver; he was past work now, but was a great
favorite with the master, who gave him the run of the park; he sometimes did a little light carting on the estate, or
carried one of the young ladies when they rode out with their father; for he was very gentle, and could be trusted
with a child as well as Merrylegs. The cob was a strong, well made, good-tempered horse, and we sometimes had
a little chat in the paddock, but of course I could not be so intimate with him as with Ginger, who stood in the
same stable.
6
I was quite happy in my new place, and if there was one thing that I missed, it must not be thought I was
discontented; all who had to do with me were good, and I had a light, airy stable and the best of food. What more
could I want?
Why, liberty! For three years and a half of my life I had had all the liberty I could wish for; but now, week after
week, month after month, and no doubt year after year, I must stand up in a stable night and day except when I am
wanted, and then I must be just as steady and quiet as any old horse who has worked twenty years. Straps here
and straps there, a bit in my mouth, and blinkers over my eyes.
Now, I am not complaining, for I know it must be so. I only mean to say that for a young horse full of strength
and spirits who has been used to some large field or plain, where he can fling up his head and toss up his tail and
gallop away at full speed, then round and back again with a snort to his companions—I say it is hard never to
have a bit more liberty to do as you like. Sometimes, when I have had less exercise than usual, I have felt so full
of life and spring that when John has taken me out to exercise I really could not keep quiet; do what I would, it
seemed as if I must jump, or dance, or prance, and many a good shake I know I must have given him, ‘’specially
at the first; but he was always good and patient.
“Steady, steady, my boy,” he would say; “wait a bit, and we’ll have a good swing, and soon get the tickle out of
your feet.”
Then as soon as we were out of the village, he would give me a few miles at a spanking trot, and then bring me
back as fresh as before, only clear of the fidgets, as he called them. Spirited horses, when not enough exercised,
are often called skittish, when it is only play; and some grooms will punish them, but our John did not, he knew it
was only high spirits. Still he had his own ways of making me understand by the tone of his voice or the touch of
the rein. If he was very serious and quite determined, I always knew it by his voice, and that had more power with
me than anything else, for I was very fond of him.
I ought to say that sometimes we had our liberty for a few hours; this used to be on fine Sundays in the
summer-time. The carriage never went out on Sundays, because the church was not far off.
It was a great treat to us to be turned out into the home paddock or the old orchard. The grass was so cool and
soft to our feet; the air so sweet, and the freedom to do as we liked was so pleasant; to gallop, to lie down, and roll
over on our backs, or to nibble the sweet grass. Then it was a very good time for talking, as we stood together
under the shade of the large chestnut tree.
7
One day when Ginger and I were standing alone in the shade we had a great deal of talk; she wanted to know
all about my bringing up and breaking in, and I told her.
“Well,” said she, “if I had had your bringing up I might have had as good a temper as you, but now I don’t
believe I ever shall.”
“Why not?” I said.
“Because it has been all so different with me,” she replied; “I never had anyone, horse or man, that was kind to
me, or that I cared to please, for in the first place I was taken from my mother as soon as I was weaned, and put
with a lot of other young colts; none of them cared for me, and I cared for none of them. There was no kind
master like yours to look after me, and talk to me, and bring me nice things to eat. The man that had the care of us
never gave me a kind word in my life.
“I do not mean that he ill-used me, but he did not care for us one bit further than to see that we had plenty to
eat and shelter in the winter. A footpath ran through our field, and very often the great boys passing through would
fling stones to make us gallop. I was never hit, but one fine colt was badly cut in the face, and I should think it
would be a scar for life. We did not care for them, but of course it made us more wild, and we settled it in our
minds that boys were our enemies.
“We had very good fun in the free meadows, galloping up and down and chasing each other round and round
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the field; then standing still under the shade of the trees. But when it came to breaking in, that was a bad time for
me; several men came to catch me, and when at last they closed me in at one corner of the field, one caught me by
the forelock, another caught me by the nose, and held it so tight I could hardly draw my breath; then another took
my under jaw in his hard hand and wrenched my mouth open, and so by force they got on the halter and the bar
into my mouth; then one dragged me along by the halter, another flogging behind, and this was the first
experience I had of men’s kindness; it was all force.
“They did not give me a chance to know what they wanted. I was high bred and had a great deal of spirit, and
was very wild, no doubt, and gave them, I daresay, plenty of trouble, but then it was dreadful to be shut up in a
stall day after day instead of having my liberty, and I fretted and pined and wanted to get loose. You know
yourself, it’s bad enough when you have a kind master and plenty of coaxing, but there was nothing of that sort
for me.
“There was one—the old master, Mr. Ryder, who I think could have brought me round, and could have done
anything with me, but he had given up all the hard part of the trade to his son and to another experienced man, and
he only came at times to oversee. His son was a strong, tall, bold man; they called him Samson, and he used to
boast that he had never found a horse that could throw him. There was no gentleness in him as there was in his
father, but only hardness, a hard voice, a hard eye, a hard hand, and I felt from the first that what he wanted was to
wear all the spirit out of me, and just make me into a quiet, humble, obedient piece of horse-flesh. ‘Horse-flesh!’
Yes, that is all that he thought about,” and Ginger stamped her foot as if the very thought of him made her angry.
And she went on:
“If I did not do exactly what he wanted, he would get put out, and make me run around with that long rein in
the training field till he had me tired out. I think he drank a good deal, and I am quite sure that the oftener he
drank the worse it was for me. One day he had worked me hard in every way he could, and when I laid down I
was tired and miserable, and angry; it all seemed so hard. The next morning he came for me early, and ran me
round again for a long time. I had scarcely had an hour’s rest, when he came again for me with a saddle and bridle
and a new kind of bit.
“I could never quite tell how it came about; he had only just mounted me on the training ground, when
something I did put him out of temper, and he chucked me hard with the rein. The new bit was very painful, and I
reared up suddenly, which angered him still more, and he began to flog me. I felt my whole spirit set against him,
and I began to kick, and plunge, and rear as I had never done before, and we had a regular fight; for a long time he
stuck to the saddle and punished me cruelly with his whip and spurs, but my blood was thoroughly up, and I cared
for nothing he could do if only I could get him off.
“At last, after a terrible struggle, I threw him off backwards. I heard him fall heavily on the turf, and without
looking behind me, I galloped off to the other end of the field; there I turned round and saw my persecutor slowly
rising from the ground and going into the stable. I stood under an oak tree and watched, but no one came to catch
me. The time went on, the sun was very hot, the flies swarmed round me, and settled on my bleeding flanks where
the spurs had dug in. I felt hungry, for I had not eaten since the early morning, but there was not enough grass in
that meadow for a goose to live on. I wanted to lie down and rest, but with the saddle strapped tightly on, there
was no comfort, and there was not a drop of water to drink. The afternoon wore on, and the sun got low. I saw the
other colts led in, and I knew they were having a good feed.
“At last, just as the sun went down, I saw the old master come out with a sieve in his hand. He was a very fine
old gentleman with quite white hair, but his voice was what I should know him by among a thousand. It was not
high, nor yet low, but full, and clear, and kind, and when he gave orders it was so steady and decided that
everyone knew, both horses and men, that he expected to be obeyed. He came quietly along, now and then
shaking the oats about that he had in the sieve, and speaking cheerfully and gently to me,
“‘Come along, lassie, come along, lassie; come along, come along.’
“I stood still and let him come up; he held the oats to me and I began to eat without fear; his voice took all my
fear away. He stood by, patting and stroking me while I was eating, and seeing the clots of blood on my side he
seemed very vexed.
“‘Poor lassie! It was a bad business, a bad business.’
Then he quietly took the rein and led me to the stable; just at the door stood Samson. I laid my ears back and
snapped at him.
“‘Stand back,’ said the master, ‘and keep out of her way; you’ve done a bad day’s work for this filly.’ He
growled out something about a vicious brute.
“‘Hark ye,’ said the father, ‘a bad-tempered man will never make a good-tempered horse. You’ve not learned
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your trade yet, Samson.’ Then he led me into my box, took off the saddle and bridle with his own hands and tied
me up; then he called for a pail of warm water and a sponge, took off his coat, and while the stable man held the
pail, he sponged my sides a good while so tenderly that I was sure he knew how sore and bruised they were.
“‘Whoa! My pretty one,’ he said, ‘stand still, stand still.’ His very voice did me good, and the bathing was very
comfortable. The skin was so broken at the corners of my mouth that I could not eat the hay, the stalks hurt me.
He looked closely at it, shook his head, and told the man to fetch a good bran mash and put some meal into it.
How good that mash was! And so soft and healing to my mouth. He stood by all the time I was eating, stroking
me and talking to the man.
“‘If a high-mettled creature like this,’ said he, ‘can’t be broken in by fair means, she will never be good for
anything.’ After that he often came to see me, and when my mouth was healed, the other breaker, Job, they called
him, went on training me; he was steady and thoughtful, and I soon learned what he wanted.”
8
The next time that Ginger and I were together in the paddock, she told me about her first place.
“After my breaking in,” she said, “I was bought by a dealer to match another chestnut horse. For some weeks
he drove us together, and then we were sold to a fashionable gentleman, and were sent up to London. I had been
driven with a bearing rein by the dealer, and I hated it worse than anything else; but in this place we were reined
far tighter; the coachman and his master thinking we looked more stylish so. We were often driven about in the
park and other fashionable places. You who never had a bearing rein on don’t know what it is, but I can tell you it
is dreadful.
“I like to toss my head about, and hold it as high as any horse; but fancy, now, yourself, if you tossed your head
up high and were obliged to hold it there, and that for hours together, not able to move it at all, except with a jerk
still higher, your neck aching till you did not know how to bear it. Besides that, to have two bits instead of one;
and mine was a sharp one, it hurt my tongue and my jaw, and the blood from my tongue colored the froth that
kept flying from my lips, as I chafed and fretted at the bits and rein; it was worst when we had to stand by the
hour waiting for our mistress at some grand party or entertainment; and if I fretted or stamped with impatience the
whip was laid on. It was enough to drive one mad.”
“Did not your master take any thought for you?” I said.
“No,” she said, “he only cared to have a stylish turn-out, as they call it; I think he knew very little about horses,
he left that to his coachman, who told him I was an irritable temper; that I had not been well broken to the bearing
rein, but I should soon get used to it; but he was not the man to do it, for when I was in stable, miserable and
angry, instead of being soothed and quieted by kindness, I got only a surly word or a blow. If he had been civil, I
would have tried to bear it. I was willing to work, and ready to work hard, too; but to be tormented for nothing but
their fancies angered me.
“What right had they to make me suffer like that! Besides the soreness in my mouth and the pain in my neck, it
always made my windpipe feel bad, and if I had stopped there long, I know it would have spoiled my breathing;
but I grew more and more restless and irritable, I could not help it; and I began to snap and kick when anyone
came to harness me; for this the groom beat me, and one day, as they had just bucked us into the carriage, and
were straining my head up with that rein, I began to plunge and kick with all my might. I soon broke a lot of
harness, and kicked myself clear; so that was an end of that place.
“After this, I was sent to Tattersall’s to be sold; of course I could not be warranted free from vice, so nothing
was said about that. My handsome appearance and good paces soon brought a gentleman to bid for me, and I was
bought by another dealer; he tried me in all kinds of ways and with different bits, and soon found out what I could
bear. At last he drove me quite without a bearing rein, and then sold me as a perfectly quiet horse to a gentleman
in the country; he was a good master, and I was getting along very well, but his old groom left him and a new one
came.
“This man was as hard-tempered and hard-handed as Samson; he always spoke in a rough, impatient voice,
and if I did not move in the stall the moment he wanted me, he would hit me above the hocks with his stable
broom or the fork, whichever he might have in his hand. Everything he did was rough, and I began to hate him; he
wanted to make me afraid of him, but I was too high-mettled for that; and one day when he had aggravated me
more than usual, I hit him, which of course put him in a great rage, and he began to hit me about the head with a
riding whip. After that, he never dared to come into my stall again, either my heels or my teeth were ready for
him, and he knew it. I was quite quiet with my master, but of course he listened to what the man said, and so I was
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sold again.
“The same dealer heard of me, and said he thought he knew one place where I should do well.
“‘’Twas a pity,’ he said, ‘that such a fine horse should go to the bad, for want of a real good chance,’ and the
end of it was that I came here not long before you did; but I had then made up my mind that men were my natural
enemies, and that I must defend myself. Of course it is very different here, but who knows how long it will last? I
wish I could think about things as you do; but I can’t after all I have gone through.”
“Well,” I said, “I think it would be a real shame if you were to bite or kick John or James.”
“I don’t mean to,” she said, “while they are good to me. I did bite James once pretty sharp, but John said, ‘Try
her with kindness,’ and instead of punishing me as I expected, James came to me with his arm bound up, and
brought me a bran mash and stroked me; and I have never snapped at him since, and I won’t either.”
I was sorry for Ginger, but of course I knew very little then, and I thought most likely she made the worst of it;
however I found that as the weeks went on, she grew much more gentle and cheerful, and had lost the watchful,
defiant look that she used to turn on any strange person who came near her; and one day James said,
“‘I do believe that mare is getting fond of me, she quite whinnied after me this morning when I had been
rubbing her forehead.’
“‘Aye, aye, Jim, ’tis the Birtwick balls,’ said John, ‘she’ll be as good as Black Beauty by and by; kindness is all
the physic she wants, poor thing!’ Master noticed the change too, and one day when he got out of the carriage and
came to speak to us as he often did, he stroked her beautiful neck.
“‘Well, my pretty one, well, how do things go with you now? You are a good bit happier than when you came
to us, I think.’ She put her nose up to him in a friendly, trustful way, while he rubbed it gently.
“‘We shall make a cure of her, John,’ he said.
“‘Yes, sir, she’s wonderfully improved, she’s not the same creature that she was; it’s the Birtwick balls, sir,’
said John, laughing.
This was a little joke of John’s; he used to say that regular course of the Birtwick horse-balls would cure
almost any vicious horse; these balls, he said, were made up of patience and gentleness, firmness and petting, one
pound of each to be mixed up with half a pint of common sense, and given to the horse every day.
9
Mr. Blomefield, the Vicar, had a large family of boys and girls; sometimes they used to come and play with
Miss Jessie and Flora. One of the girls was as old as Miss Jessie; two of the boys were older, and there were
several little ones. When they came, there was plenty of work for Merrylegs, for nothing pleased them so much as
getting on him by turns and riding him all about the orchard and the home paddock, and this they would do by the
hour together.
One afternoon he had been out with them a long time, and when James brought him in and put on his halter, he
said:
“There, you rogue, mind how you behave yourself, or we shall get into trouble.”
“What have you been doing, Merrylegs?” I asked.
“Oh!” said he, tossing his head. “I have only been giving those young people a lesson. They did not know
when they had had enough, nor when I had had enough, so I just pitched them off backwards, that was the only
thing they could understand.”
“What?” said I, “you threw the children off? I thought you did know better than that! Did you throw Miss
Jessie or Miss Flora?” He looked very much offended, and said:
“Of course not, I would not do such a thing for the best oats that ever came into the stable; why, I am as careful
of our young ladies as the master could be, and as for the little ones, it is I who teach them to ride. When they
seem frightened or a little unsteady on my back, I go as smooth and as quiet as old pussy when she is after a bird;
and when they are all right, I go on again faster, you see, just to use them to it; so don’t you trouble yourself
preaching to me; I am the best friend, and the best riding master those children have. It is not them it is the boys’
“Boys,” said he, shaking his mane, “are quite different; they must be broken in, as we were broken in when we
were colts, and just be taught what’s what. The other children had ridden me about for nearly two hours, and then
the boys thought it was their turn, and so it was, and I was quite agreeable. They rode me by turns, and I galloped
them about up and down the fields and all about the orchard for a good hour. They had each cut a great hazel stick
for a riding whip, and laid it on a little too hard; but I took it in good part, till at last I thought we had had enough
so I stopped two or three times by way of a hint.
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“Boys, you see, think a horse or pony is like a steam engine or a thrashing machine, and can go on as long and
as fast as they please; they never think that a pony can get tired, or have any feelings; so as the one who was
whipping me could not understand, I just rose up on my hind legs and let him slip off behind—that was all; he
mounted me again, and I did the same. Then the other boy got up, and as soon as he began to use his stick I laid
him on the grass, and so on, till they were able to understand that was all. They are not bad boys; they don’t wish
to be cruel. I like them very well; but you see I had to give them a lesson. When they brought me to James and
told him, I think he was very angry to see such big sticks. He aid they were only fit for drovers or gypsies, and not
for young gentlemen.”
“If I had been you,” said Ginger, I would have given those boys a good kick, and that would have given them a
lesson.”
“No doubt you would,” said Merrylegs, “but then I am not quite such a fool (begging your pardon) as to anger
our master or make James shamed of me; besides, those children are under my charge when they are riding; I tell
you that are entrusted to me. Why, only the other day I heard our master say to Mrs. Blomefield,
“‘My dear madam, you need not be anxious about the children, my old Merrylegs will take as much are of
them as you or I could; I assure you I would not sell that pony for any money, he is so perfectly good-tempered
and trustworthy.’
“And do you think I am such an ungrateful brute as to forget all the kind treatment I have had here for five
years, and all the trust they place in me, and turn vicious because a couple of ignorant boys used me badly? No!
no! you never had a good place where they were kind to you; and so you don’t know, and I’m sorry for you, but I
can tell you good places make good horses. I wouldn’t vex our people for anything; I love them, I do,” said
Merrylegs, and he gave a low “ho, ho, ho” through his nose as he used to do in the morning when he heard James’
footstep at the door.
“Besides,” he went on, “if I took to kicking where should I be? Why, sold off in a jiffy, and no character, and I
might find myself slaved about under a butcher’s boy, or worked to death at some seaside place where no one
cared for me, except to find out how fast I could go, or be flogged along in some cart with three or four great men
in it going out for a Sunday spree, and I have often seen in the place I lived in before I came here; no,” said he,
shaking his head, “I hope I shall never come to that.” …
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“He didn’t care much about it,” he said. “They might marry him, if they liked, and to whom they liked,
provided he was not expected to make love. Give him his hookah and a volume of Shelley,\fn{ Percy Bysshe Shelley
(1792-1822), English poet.} and really, wife or no wife, it was almost the same thing to him. By the bye, one thing he
must stipulate for—that she should not hunt nor talk slang.”
This Launcelot Chumley said, yawning—although it was only twelve o’clock and he had not long finished
breakfast—and after he had said this, sauntering from the drawing-room through the open window on to the lawn,
he stretched himself under the shadow of the chestnut trees to dream vague poems all the day after; a mode of
existence that seemed to him to fulfil the sacred destiny of his being.
Launcelot Chumley was a spoilt child—a spoilt child full of noble thoughts and generous impulses tarnished
by prosperity and choked for want of stimulants to exertion. He was also vain for want of wholesome opposition.
Provided people left him alone they might do as they liked, he used to say. Let them not disturb his books, nor cut
down the chestnut trees on the lawn, nor break his pipes, nor talk loud, nor make a noise—and he was perfectly
satisfied. His indifference and indolence drove his mother to despair. She tried to tempt him to exertion by dazzling visions of distinction. But Launcelot prided himself on his want of ambition, and vowed he would not accept
a dukedom if offered to him—it would be such a bore! His mother had indeed done her best to ruin him by
unmitigated indulgence; and now she wrung her hands at her own work. But, as something must be done, she
bethought herself of marriage; which, woman-like, she fancied would cure everything—indolence, vanity, selfishness at a blow.
Mrs. Chumley bethought her of a marriage—but with whom? There were in London two Chumley cousins,
Ella Limple and little Violet Tudor. These two young ladies were great friends after the fashion of young ladies in
general. They had mysterious confidences together and wrote wonderful letters of great frequency and appalling
length. Ella Limple, being of a pathetic and sentimental temperament, talked of sorrow and sadness, and said there
was no more happiness for her on earth, there being something she could never forget; though nobody knew what
that something was. Violet Tudor, her bosom friend, laughed at all sentiment, and expressed a supreme contempt
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for lovers. She vowed also that she would never marry a less man than a Lion-king or a general who had seen
severe service and been wounded badly; and then she did not know—perhaps she might. For Violet rode blood
horses, and once pronounced an Indian officer a “muff,” because he had never seen a tiger hunt—an expression
which caused that gentleman to feel the kind of anger which is, among his own sex, usually assuaged by a duel.
It may be imagined therefore that Mrs. Chumley did not place Miss Violet Tudor very high in her scale of
feminine graces; although she did not know one half of that curly-headed gipsy’s escapades. Consequently she
was passed over at once. Ella was, on the contrary, all that Mrs. Chumley wished; young, pretty, mild, manageable; with gold, a stainless pedigree and unexceptionable manners. What more could any mother demand for her
son? Wherefore, much to Ella’s surprise and pleasure Mrs. Chumley sent by that day’s post an affectionate
invitation asking her to pass a week at High Ashgrove; for Cousin Launcelot had long been a kind of heroic myth
to that young lady’s imagination; and she was glad to be asked to be with him—“Though dearest Vi knows that
nothing could make me forget poor dear Henry all alone in those terrible East Indies!” she said in the letter which
communicated the circumstances to her bosom friend. Out of gratitude then and full of poetic fancy, but, without
dangerous designs, she accepted the invitation; and, in less than a week’s time, she found herself at High
Ashgrove, with all her prettiest dresses and her last new bonnet.
Ella’s correspondence with Violet Tudor marvelously multiplied during this visit. The early letters were gay,
for her; but soon they deepened into a nameless melancholy, and were rife with mysterious hints. Occasionally
there burst forth in them the most terrific self-accusings that English words could frame. If she had become the
head of a society of coiners, or the high priestess of a heresy, she could not have used stronger expressions of
guilt. At first Violet was frightened; but then she remembered that it was Ella’s habit to indulge in all sorts of
exaggerated self-accusations and so calmed herself and even smiled. At last came a letter which unveiled the
mystery; reducing the terrible sphynx which devoured men’s bones to a tame dog that stole his neighbor’s cream
—the usual ending of most young ladies’ mysteries.
I do not know what my dearest Violet will think of her Ella,” she said, “but if it is to be the death-blow of that long
and tender love which has supported my sad heart through so many bitter trials, I must tell her the truth. Violet, I have
broken my vows, and am deserving of the fate of Imogen in that dreadful ballad! Poor dear Henry! Violet, love, I am
engaged to my cousin Launcelot. My aunt made me the offer so supplicatingly, and Launcelot said so sweetly: ‘I think
you will make me a very nice wife, Miss Limple,’ that I could not resist. Besides, Cousin Launcelot is very handsome;
and that goes a great way. You know I always found fault with poor dear Henry’s figure; he was inclined to be too stout.
Launcelot’s figure is perfect. He is tall—six feet I should think—and with the most graceful manners possible. He is
like a picture; has very bright brown hair, all in thick curls, not short and close like poor dear Henry’s. He wears them
very long, like the portraits of Raphael. Henry’s hair, poor darling, was inclined to be red. His eyes are large and dark
gray, with such a beautiful expression of melancholy in them. They are poems in themselves, Violet. Now Henry’s, you
know, were hazel; and hazel eyes are unpleasant—they are so quick and fiery. I like such eyes as Launcelot’s—
melancholy, poetic eyes that seem to feel and think as well as to see. Hazel eyes only see. Don’t you know the
difference? He is very quiet; lies all day under the trees smoking out of the most exquisite hookah, and reading Shelley.
I dote on Shelley and hate Shakes-peare. How fond Henry was of Shakespeare!—that wearisome Hamlet! And now her
own Ella is going to beg and pray of her dearest Violet to come here as soon as possible. I enclose a note from Aunt
Chumley, asking you; and darling Vi, I will never forgive you if you do not come directly. For no lover in the world
could ever separate me from my own Violet. If you do not come I shall think you are angry with me for my bad conduct
to poor Henry; and indeed I feel how guilty I am. I had such a terrible dream of him last night! I thought he looked so
pale and reproachful, just like his favourite Hamlet. Goodbye. I cannot write another word; for aunt wants me to go
with her to the village. Do come, dearest Violet, and come immediately.

This letter delighted Ella’s friend. She had never liked the flirtation with Cornet Henry Dampier which she had
thought silly and sentimental; while this seemed to offer a real future. She wrote to her aunt—of whom she was
considerably afraid; and in a few days she also arrived at High Ashgrove. She was received by Ella with a burst of
enthusiasm, which coming from one so calm as his quiet little fiancee, quite electrified Launcelot; by Aunt
Chumley with no superfluity of kindness; and, by Launcelot himself, with a cold bow. Yet Violet was pretty
enough for any man’s admiration. The thick raven hair which it was her will and pleasure to wear crowded over
her face; her great black eyes that never rested; her tiny hand; her fabulous waist; her light fairy figure; her wide
red lips, and her untamable vivacity, made her appear like some wild child of the desert as she alighted on the
steps of that still, lazy, gentlemanlike house.
For the first two days Violet behaved herself with perfect propriety. She embroidered more than two square inches
of Berlin work and did not make a single allusion to the stables. She fell asleep only twice when Launcelot
condescended to read aloud the mistiest parts of Queen Mab;\fn{Queen Mab: A Philosophical Poem, brought out by Shelley
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and she tried hard to look as if she understood what Epipsychidion was all about. Poor little woman! She
knew as much about either as if Cousin Launce, as she called him, had informed her in its native dialect of the
glory of the Anax Andron, or as if he had told her how “arms and the man” were sung at Mantua long ago. But
this state of things could not last long. Old habits and old instincts entered their protest, and Violet Tudor felt that
she must be natural or she should die. Launcelot said that she was noisy and made his head ache; and he changed
his resting-place for one farther off from the house, complaining of Miss Tudor’s voice which he declared was
like a bird’s whistle that penetrated into his brain. This he said to his mother languidly, at the same time asking
when she was going away again.
“You don’t keep horses, Cousin Launce?” Violet said on the third morning at breakfast, raising her eyelids and
fixing her eyes for an instant on him.
“Not for ladies, Miss Tudor,” said Launcelot.
“Why do you call me Miss Tudor?” she asked again. “I am your own cousin. It is rude!”
“I should think myself impertinent if I called you by any other name,” returned Launcelot still more coldly.
“How odd! Aunt, why is Cousin Launce so strange?”
“I don’t know what you mean, Violet,” said Mrs Chumley a little sternly; “I think you are strange—not my
son!”
An answer that steadied the eyes for some time; for Violet looked down, feeling rebuked and wondering how
she had deserved rebuke, A moment after, Ella asked Launcelot for something in her gentle, quiet, unintoned
voice, speaking as if they had been strangers and had met for the first time that day. It was a striking contrast; and
not unnoticed by Chumley, who was inwardly thankful that such a quiet wife had been chosen for him—adding a
grace of thanks for having escaped Violet Tudor. After breakfast he strolled, as usual, into the garden—Mrs.
Chumley going about her household concerns. Violet went to the door, turning round for Ella.
“Come with me, Elly darling,” she said; “let us go and tease Launce. It is really too stupid here!—I cannot
endure it much longer. I want to see what that lazy fellow is really made of. I am not engaged to him, so I am not
afraid of him. Come!”
And with one spring down the whole flight, she dashed on the lawn like a flash of light. Ella descended like a
well-bred lady; but Violet skipped and ran and jumped and once she hopped—until she found herself by Launcelot’s side as he lay on the grass, darting in between him and the sun like a humming-bird.
“Cousin Launce, how lazy you are!” were her first words. “Why don’t you do something to amuse us? You
take no more notice of Elia than if she were a stranger, and you are not even ordinarily polite to me. It is really
dreadful! What will you be when you are a man, if you are so idle and selfish now? There will be no living with
you in a few years; for I am sure you are almost insupportable as you are!”
Launcelot had not been accustomed to this style of address, and for the first few moments was completely at
fault. Ella looked frightened. She touched Violet, and whispered, “Don’t hurt his feelings!” as if he had been a
baby and Violet an assassin.
“And what am I to do to please Miss Tudor?” Launcelot asked in an impertinent voice; “what herculean exertion must I go through to win favor in the eyes of my strong, brave, manly young lady cousin?”
“Be a man yourself, Cousin Launce,” answered Violet; “don’t spend all your time dawdling over stupid poetry,
which I am sure you don’t understand. Take exercise—good strong exercise. Ride, hunt, shoot, take interest in
something and in some one, and don’t think yourself too good for everyone’s society but your own. You give up
your happiness for pride; I am sure you do; yet, you are perfectly unconscious of how ridiculous you make yourself.”
“You are severe, Miss Tudor,” said Launcelot, his face crimson. Though Violet was so small and so pretty he
could not help being dreadfully angry with her.
“I tell you the truth,” she persisted; “and you don’t often hear the truth. Better for you if you did. You must not
let it be a quarrel between us; for I speak only for your own good; and if you will only condescend to be a little
more like other men I will never say a word to you again. Let us go to the stables. I want to see your horses. You
have horses?”
“Yes,” said Launcelot coldly; “but, as I remarked at breakfast, not ladies’ horses.”
“I don’t care for ladies’ horses: men’s horses will suit me better!” said Violet, with a toss of her little head that
was charming in its assertion of equality. “I would undertake to ride horses, Cousin Launce, which you dare not
mount; for I am sure you cannot be good at riding, lying on the grass all your life!”
Launcelot was excessively piqued. His burning blood made his face tingle, his brows contracted, and he felt
humbled and annoyed; but roused. Tears came into Ella’s eyes. She went up to her friend and said:
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“Oh, Violet, how cruel you are!”
Launcelot saw this little bye-scene. He was a vain man and a spoilt child in one; and he hated pity on the one
side as much as interference on the other. So poor Ella did not advance herself much in his eyes by her championship. On the contrary, he felt more humiliated by her tears than by Violet’s rebukes; and, drawing himself up
proudly, he said to Violet as if he were giving away a kingdom,
“If you please we will ride today.”
“Bravo! bravo, Cousin Launce!” she cried gaily; and then left the lovers together, hoping they would improve
the opportunity; but Ella was too well-bred, and Launcelot was too cold for the improvement of opportunities; and
they only called each other Miss Limple and Mr. Chumley, and observed that it was very fine weather—which
was the general extent of their love-making.
They arrived at the stable in time to hear some of Violet’s candid criticisms.
“That cob’s off—fetlock wants looking to. The stupid groom! who ever saw a beast’s head tied up like that?
Why he isn’t a crib-biter, is he?” she said; and with a “Woo-hoo, poor fellow! steady there, steady!” Violet went
dauntlessly up to the big carriage horse’s head, and loosened the strain of his halter before Launcelot knew what
she was about.
In the stable she was in her element. She wandered in and out of the stalls, and did not mind how much the
horses fidgeted; nor even if they turned themselves sideways as if they meant to crush her against the manger.
Launcelot thought all this vulgar beyond words; and he thought Ella Limple, who stood just at the door and
looked frightened, infinitely the superior of the two ladies; and he again thanked his good star that had risen on
Ella and not on Violet.
Violet chose the biggest and the most spirited horse of the lot for her mount, Ella an old gray that was as steady
as a camel; and both went into the house to dress for their ride. When they came back, even Launcelot—
disapproving of Amazons in general—could not but confess that they made a beautiful pair—Ella so fair and
graceful, and Violet so full of life and beauty! He was obliged to allow that she was beautiful; but of course not so
beautiful as Ella. With this thought he threw himself cleverly into the saddle, and off the three started; Ella
holding her pummel very tightly.
They ambled down the avenue together; but, when they got a short distance on the road, Violet raised herself in
the saddle and, waving her small hand lost in its white gauntlets, darted off; tearing along the road till she became
a mere speck in the distance. Launcelot’s blood again came up into his face. Something stirred his heart, strung
his nerves up to their natural tone, and made him envy and long and hate and admire all in a breath. He turned to
Ella and said hurriedly,
“Shall we ride faster, Miss Limple?”
“If you please,” answered Ella timidly; “but I cannot ride very fast, you know.”
Launcelot bit his lip.
“Oh, I remember—yet I hate to see women riding like jockeys; you are quite right,” he said.
All the same he fretted his horse and frowned. Then he observed very loudly,
“Violet Tudor is a very vulgar little girl.”
After a time Violet came back; her black horse foaming, his head well up, his neck arched, his large eyes wild
and bright: she, flushed, animated, bright, full of life and health. Launcelot sat negligently on his bay—one hand
on the crupper as lazy men do sit on horseback—walking slowly. Ella’s dozing gray was hanging down his head
half asleep, with the flies settling on his twinkling pink eyelids.
“Dearest Violet, I thought you would have been killed,” said Ella; “what made you rush off at that dreadful
pace?”
“And what makes you both ride as if you were in a procession and were afraid of trampling on the crowd?” retorted Violet. “Cousin Launcelot, you are something wonderful! A strong man like you to ride in that manner. Are
you made of jelly that would break if shaken? For shame! Have a canter. Your bay won’t beat my black; although
my black is blown and your mare is fresh.”
She gave her cousin’s bay a smart cut with her whip which sent it off at a hard gallop. Away they both flew,
clattering along the hard road, like dragoons. But Violet beat by a full length; or, as she phrased it, “she won
cleverly,” telling Launcelot that he had a great deal to do yet before he could ride against her—which made him
hate her as much as if she had been a Frenchman, or a Cossack; and love Ella more than ever. And so he told his
fiancee, as he lifted her tenderly from her gray, leaving Violet to spring from her black mammoth unassisted.
All that evening he was sulky to Violet and peculiarly affectionate to Ella; making the poor child’s heart flutter
like a caged bird.
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“Cousin,” whispered Violet the next morning, laying her little hand on his shoulder; “have you a rifle in the
house?—or a pair of pistols?”
Launcelot was so taken by surprise that he hurriedly confessed to having guns and pistols and rifles and all
other murderous weapons necessary for the fit equipment of a gentleman.
“We will have some fun, then,” she said, looking happy and full of mischief.
She and Ella—Ella dragged sorely against her will; for the very sight of a pistol nearly threw her into hysterics—went into the shrubbery; and there Violet challenged Launcelot to shoot with her at a mark at twenty paces;
then, as she grew vain, at thirty. Launcelot was too proud to refuse this challenge; believing of course that a little
black-eyed girl, whose waist he could span between his thumb and little finger and with hands that could hardly
find gloves small enough for them, could not shoot so well as he.
Launcelot was nervous—that must be confessed; and Violet was excited. Launcelot’s nervousness helped in his
failure but Violet’s excitement helped her success. Her bullet hit the mark every time straight in the center, and
Launcelot never hit once; which was not very pleasant in their respective conditions of lord and subject; for so
Launcelot classed men and women—especially little women with small waists—in his own magnificent mind.
He had not shot for a long time, he said; and he was out of practice. He drank coffee for breakfast, and that had
made his hand unsteady …
“And confess too, Cousin Launce,” said Violet, “that you were never very good at shooting any time of your
life, without coffee or with it. Why, you don’t even load properly; how can you shoot if you don’t know how to
load? We can’t read without an alphabet!”
In the prettiest manner possible she took the pistol from her cousin’s hand and loaded it for him—first drawing
his charge.
“Now try again!” she said, speaking as if to a child; “nothing like perseverance.”
Launcelot was provoked, but subdued. He did as his little instructress bade him; to fail, once more. His bullet
went wide of the target, and Violet’s lodged in the bull’s eye. So Launcelot flung the pistols on the grass and said,
“It is a very unladylike amusement, Miss Tudor; and I was much to blame to encourage you in such nonsense.”
Offering his arm to Ella, he walked sulkily away.
Violet looked after them both for some time, watching them through the trees. There was a peculiar expression
in her face—a mixture of whimsical humour, of pain, of triumph, and of a wistful kind of longing, of which she
was half unconscious. She then turned away; and with a sigh, said softly to herself,
“It is a pity Cousin Launcelot has such a bad temper!”
After this, Launcelot became more and more reserved to Violet and more and more affectionate to Ella;
although he often wondered at himself for thinking so much of the one—though only in anger and dislike—and so
little of the other. Why should he disturb himself about Violet?
On the other hand Violet was distressed at Launcelot’s evident dislike for her. What had she said? What had
she done? She was always good-tempered to him, and ready to oblige. To be sure she had told him several rough
truths; but was not the truth always to be told? And just see the good that she had done him! Look how much
more active and less spoilt he was now than he used to be! It was allowing to her. She wished, for Ella’s sake, that
he liked her better; for it would be very disagreeable for Ella when she married, if Ella’s husband did not like to
see her in his house. It was really very distressing. And Violet cried on her pillow that night, thinking over the
dark future when she could not stay with Ella, because Ella’s husband hated her.
This was after Violet had beaten Cousin Launcelot three games of chess consecutively. Launcelot had been
furiously humiliated; for he was accounted the best chess player of the neighborhood. But Violet was really a
good player, and had won the prize at a chess club where she had been admitted by extraordinary courtesy; it not
being the custom of that reputable institution to suffer womanhood within its sacred walls. But she was very
unhappy about Cousin Launce for all that; and the next day looked quite pale and cast down. Even Launcelot
noticed his obnoxious cousin’s changed looks and asked her, rather graciously, “If she were ill?” To which
question Violet replied by a blush, a glad smile bursting out like a song and a pretty pout, “No, I am not ill, thank
you,” she said half shyly. Which ended their interchange of civilities for the day.
Lancelot became restless, feverish, melancholy, cross; at times boisterously gay, at times the very echo of
despair. He was kind to Ella and confessed to himself how fortunate he was in having chosen her; but he could not
understand—knowing how much he loved her—the extraordinary effect that she had on his nerves. Her
passiveness irritated him. Her soft and musical voice made him nervous; for he was incessantly watching for a
change of intonation or an emphasis which never came. Her manners were certainly the perfection of manners—
he desired none other in his wife—but, if she would sometimes move a little quicker, or look interested and
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pleased when he tried to amuse her, she would make him so much happier! And oh! if she would only do something more than work those eternal slippers, how glad he would be!
“There they are!” he exclaimed aloud as the two cousins passed before his window. “By Jove, what a foot that
Violet has!—and her hair, what a lustrous black it is!—and what eyes! Pshaw! what is it to me what kind of hair
or eyes she has?”
He closed his window and turned away. But, in a minute after, he was watching the two girls again, seeing only
Violet.
“The strange strength of hate,” he said, as he stepped out on the lawn to follow them.
Launcelot’s life was very different now from what it had been. He wondered at himself. He had become
passionately fond of riding and was looking forward to the hunting season with delight. He rode every day with
his two cousins; and he and Violet had races together, which made them sometimes leave Ella and her gray for
half an hour in the lanes. He used to shoot too—practicing secretly—until one day he astonished Violet by hitting
the bull’s eye as often as she herself could hit it. He talked a great deal more than before; and he had not opened
Shelley for a fortnight. He was more natural and less vain; and sometimes he even condescended to laugh so as to
be heard, and to appreciate Violet Tudor’s fun.
But this was very rare; and always had the appearance of a condescension—as when men talk to children. He
still hated Violet; and they quarreled every day regularly, but were seldom apart. They hated each other so much
that they could not be happy without bickering;—although, to do Violet justice, it was all on Launcelot’s side.
Left to herself, she would never have said a cross word to him. But what could she do when he was so impertinent? Thus they rode and shot and played at chess and quarreled and sulked and became reconciled and quarreled
again; and Ella, still and calm, looked on with her soft blue eyes and often “wondered why they were such
children together.”
One day, the three found themselves together on a bench under a fine old purple beech which bent down its
great branches like a bower about them. Ella gathered a few of the most beautiful leaves and placed them in her
hair. They did not look very well; her hair was too light; and Launcelot said so.
“Perhaps they will look better on you, Miss Tudor,” he added, picking a broad and ruddy leaf and laying it
Bacchante fashion on her curly, thick black bands. His hand touched her cheek. He started and dropped the leaf as
suddenly as if that round fresh face had been burning iron. Violet blushed deeply, and felt distressed, ashamed and
angry. Trembling, and with a strange difficulty of breathing, she got up and ran away; saying that she was going
for her parasol- although she had it in her hand-and would be back immediately. But she stayed away a long time,
wondering at Cousin Launcelot’s impertinence. When she came back no one was to be seen. Ella and Launcelot
had gone into the shrubbery to look after a hare that had run across the path; and Violet sat down on the bench
waiting for them—and very pleased they had gone.
She heard a footstep. It was Launcelot without his cousin.
“Ella had gone into the house,” he said, “not quite understanding that Miss Tudor was coming back to the
seat.”
Violet instantly rose; a kind of terror was in her face, and she trembled more than ever.
“I must go and look for her,” she said, taking up her parasol.
“I am sorry, Miss Tudor, that my presence is so excessively disagreeable to you!” Launcelot said, moving aside
to let her pass.
Violet looked full into his face, trembling no more.
“Disagreeable! Your presence disagreeable to me? Why, Cousin Launce, it is you who hate me!”
“You know the contrary,” said Launcelot hurriedly. “You detest and despise me: and take no pains to hide your
feelings—not ordinary cousinly pains! I know that I am full of faults,” speaking as if a dam had been removed
and the waters were rushing over in a torrent—“but still I am not so bad as you think me! I have done all I could
to please you since you have been here. I have altered my former habits. I have adopted your advice and followed
your example. If I knew how to make you esteem me, I would try even more than I have already tried. I can
endure anything rather than the humiliating contempt that you feel for me!”
Launcelot became suddenly afflicted with a choking sensation; a sense of fullness was in his head, and his
limbs shook. Suddenly tears came into his eyes. Yes, man as he was, he wept.
Violet flung her arms round his neck; and took his head between her little hands. She bent her face till her
breath came warm on his forehead, and spoke a few innocent words which might have been said to a brother. But
they conjured up a strange world in both. Violet tried to disengage herself; for it was Launcelot now who held her.
She hid her face; but he forced her to look up.
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Suddenly, as if conquered by something stronger than herself, she flung her arms round his neck; then with a
little cry and a spasmodic effort she tore herself away and darted into the house in a state of excitement and
tumult.
An agony of reflection succeeded to this agony of feeling; and Launcelot and Violet both felt as if they had
committed or were about to commit some fearful sin. Could Violet betray her friend? Could she, who had always
upheld truth and honor, accept Ella’s trust only to deprive her of her lover? It was worse than guilt! Poor Violet
wept the bitterest tears which her bright eyes had ever shed; for she labored under a sense of sin that was insupportable. She dared not look at Ella, but feigned a headache and went into her own room to weep.
Launcelot was shocked too; but Launcelot was a man; and the sense of a half-developed triumph somewhat
deadened his sense of remorse. A certain dim unraveling of the mystery of the past was also pleasant. Without being dishonorable, he was less overcome.
On that dreadful day Launcelot and Violet spoke no more to each other. They did not even look at each other.
Ella thought that some new quarrel had burst forth in her absence, and tried to make it up between them, in her
amiable way. But ineffectively. Violet rushed away when Launcelot came near her; and she besought of Ella to
leave her alone so pathetically, that the poor girl, bewildered, only sighed at her inability to harmonize the two
greatest loves of her life.
The day after, Violet received a letter from her mother, in which that poor woman, having had an attack of
spasms in her chest and being otherwise out of sorts, expressed her firm belief that she should never see her sweet
child again. The dear old lady consequently bade her adieu resignedly. On ordinary days Violet would have
known what all this pathos meant; now she was glad to turn it to account and to appear to believe it. She spoke to
her aunt and to Ella, and told them that she must absolutely leave by the afternoon train—poor mamma was ill
and she could not let her be nursed by servants. There was nothing to oppose this argument, and Mrs. Chumley
ordered the brougham to take her to the station precisely at two o’clock. Launcelot was not in the room when
these arrangements were made; nor did he know anything that was taking place until he came down to luncheon,
pale and haggard, to find Violet in her traveling dress standing by her boxes.
“What is all this, Violet?” he cried, taken off his guard and seizing her hands as he spoke.
“I am going away,” said Violet as quietly as she could; but without looking at him.
He started as if an electric shock had passed through him.
“Violet—going!” he cried in a suffocated voice. He was pale; and his hands, clasped on the back of the chair,
were white with the strain. “Going? Why?”
“Mamma is ill,” said Violet. It was all she could say.
“I am sorry we are to lose you,” he then said very slowly—each word as if ground from him, as words are
ground out, when they are the masks of intense passion.
His mother looked at him with surprise. Ella turned to Violet. Everyone felt there was a mystery of which they
knew nothing. Ella went up to her cousin.
“Dear Violet, what does all this mean?” she asked, her arm round the little one’s neck caressingly.
“Nothing,” answered Violet with great difficulty. “There is nothing.”
Big drops stood on Launcelot’s forehead.
“Ought you not to write first to your mother—to give her notice before you go?” he said.
“No,” she answered, her flushed face quivering from brow to lip; “I must go now.”
At that moment a servant entered hurriedly to say that she must go at once if she wished to catch the train.
Adieux were given in all haste.
Violet’s tears began to gather—but only to gather as yet; not to flow—kept bravely back for love and pride.
“Goodbye,” she said to Ella, warmly, tenderly, her heart filled with self-reproach.
“Goodbye,” she said to aunt: aunt herself very sad; and then “Goodbye,” she said to Launcelot.
“Goodbye, Mr Chumley,” she repeated, holding out her hand, but not looking into his face.
He could not speak. He tried to bid her adieu; but his lips were dry and his voice would not come. His features
expressed such exquisite suffering that Violet for a moment was overcome, and could scarcely draw away her
hand. The hour struck; and duty ranked before all with brave Violet. Launcelot stood where she left him. She ran
down the lawn; she was almost out of sight, when “Violet! Violet!” rang from the house like the cry of death.
Violet—a moment irresolute—returned; then almost unconsciously she found herself kneeling beside
Launcelot, who lay senseless on the ground, saying:
“Launcelot, I will not leave you!”
The burden of pain was shifted now. From Launcelot and Violet to Ella.
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But Ella—sentimental and conven-tional as she might be—was a girl who, like many, can perform great
sacrifices with an unruffled brow; who can ice over their lives, and suffer without expression; who can consume
their sorrows inwardly—the world the while believing them happy. Many years after—when her graceful girlhood
had waned into a faded womanhood and when Launcelot had become an active country gentleman and Violet a
staid wife—Ella lost her sorrows, and came to her peace in the love of a disabled Indian officer whom she had
known many years ago—and whose sunset days she made days of warmth and joy; persuading herself, and him
too, that the Cornet Dampier, with whom she had flirted when a girl, she had always loved as a woman and had
never forgotten for any other fancy.
221.105 Excerpt from My Life: A Record Of Events And Opinions\fn{by Alfred Russel Wallace (1823-1918)} Usk,
Monmouthshire, Wales, United Kingdom (M) 35
1
Our family had but few relations, and I myself never saw a grandfather or grandmother, nor a true uncle, and
but one aunt—my mother’s only sister. The only cousins we ever had, so far as I know, were that sister’s family of
eight or nine, all but two of whom emigrated to South Australia in 1838. Of the two who remained in England, the
daughter had married Mr. Burningham, and had only one child, a daughter, who has never married. The son, the
Rev. Percy Wilson, had a family, none of whom, however, I have ever met, though I have recently had a visit from
a son of another cousin, Algernon, with whom I had a considerable correspondence.
My father was practically an only son, an elder boy dying when three months old; and as his father died when
he was a boy of twelve, and his mother when he was an infant, he had not much opportunity of hearing about the
family history. I myself left home before I was fourteen, and only rarely visited my parents for short holidays,
except once during my recovery from a dangerous illness, so that I also had little opportunity of learning anything
of our ancestors on the paternal side, more especially as my father seldom spoke of his youth, and I as a boy felt
no interest in his genealogy. Neither did my eldest brother William—with whom I lived till I was of age—ever
speak on the subject. The little I have gleaned was from my sister Fanny and from a recent examination of
tombstones and parish registers, and especially from an old Prayer-book (1723) which belonged to my grandfather
Wallace, who had registered in it the dates of the births and baptisms of his two sons, while my father had
continued the register to include his own family of nine children, of whom I am the only survivor.
*
My paternal grandfather was married at Hanworth, Middlesex, in 1765, and the parish register describes him
as William Wallace, of Hanworth, bachelor, and his wife as Elizabeth Dilke, of Laleham, widow. Both are buried
in Laleham churchyard, where I presume the former Mrs. Dilke had some family burial rights, as my
grandfather’s brother, George Wallace, is also buried there. The register at Hanworth contains no record of my
father’s birth, but the church itself shows that quite a small colony of Wallaces lived at Hanworth. On a long stone
in the floor of the chancel is the name of James Wallace, Esq., who died February 7, 1778, aged eighty-seven
years. He was therefore thirty-five years older than my grandfather, and may have been his uncle. Then follows
Admiral Sir James Wallace, who died on March 6, 1803, aged sixty-nine years; and Frances Sleigh, daughter of
the above James Wallace, Esq., who died December 12, 1820, aged sixty-nine years. Also, on a small stone in the
floor of the nave, just outside the chancel, we find Mary Wallace, who died December 5, 1812, aged thirty-nine
years. She may, therefore, not improbably have been a daughter, or perhaps niece, of the admiral.
Here, then, we have four Wallaces buried in the same church as that in which my grandfather was married, and
of which place he was a resident at the time. As Hanworth is a very small place, the total population of the parish
being only 750 in 1840, it is hardly probable that my grandfather and the others met there accidentally. I conclude,
therefore, that James Wallace was probably an uncle or cousin, and that all were in some way related. As there is
no record of my father’s birth at Hanworth, it is probable that his parents had left the place and gone to live either
at Laleham or in London. How or why my grandfather came to live at Hanworth (probably with his brother
George, who is also buried at Laleham), I can only conjecture from the following facts: Baron Vere of Hanworth
is one of the titles of the Dukes of St. Albans since 1750, when Vere Beauclerc, third son of the first duke, was
created baron, and his son became fifth Duke of St. Albans in 1787. It is to be presumed that the village and a
good deal of the land was at that time the property of this family, though they appear to have parted with it not
long afterwards, as a Mr. Perkins owned the park and rebuilt the church in 1812. The St. Albans family have a
tomb in the church. Now, my father’s name was Thomas Vere Wal- lace, and it therefore seems probable that his
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father was a tenant of the first Baron Vere, and in his will he is styled “Victualler.” He probably kept the inn on
the estate.
*
The only further scrap of information as to my father’s family is derived from a remark he once made in my
hearing, that his uncles at Stirling (I think he said) were very tall men. I myself was six feet when I was sixteen,
and my eldest brother William was an inch taller, while my brother John and sister Fanny were both rather tall.
My father and mother, however, were under rather than over middle height, and the remark about his tall uncles
was to account for this abnormal height by showing that it was in the family. As all the Wallaces of Scotland are
held to be various branches of the one family of the hero Sir William Wallace, we have always considered
ourselves to be descended from that famous stock; and this view is supported by the fact that our family crest was
said to be an ostrich’s head with a horseshoe in its mouth, and this crest belongs, according to Burke’s Peerage, to
Craigie-Wallace, one of the branches of the patriot’s family.
*
Of my mother’s family I have somewhat fuller details, though not going any further back. Her father was John
Greenell, of Hertford, who died there in 1824 at the age of 79. He had two daughters, Martha, who married
Thomas Wilson, Esq., a solicitor, and agent for the Portman estate, and Mary Anne, my mother. Their mother died
when the two girls were two and three years old. Mr. Greenell married a second time, and his widow lived till
1828, so that my elder brothers and sisters may have known her, but she was only their step-grandmother. Mr.
Greenell had died four years earlier. Although he lived to such a comparatively recent period, I have not been able
to ascertain what was his business. His father, however, my mother’s grandfather, who died in 1797, aged 80, was
for many years an alderman, and twice Mayor of Hertford (in 1773 and 1779), as stated in the records of the
borough. He was buried in St. Andrew’s churchyard.
There is also in the same churchyard a family tomb, in which my father and my sister Eliza are buried, but
which belonged to a brother of my mother’s grandfather, William Greenell, as shown by the following inscription:
Under this tomb with his beloved wife are deposited the remains of
WILLIAM GREENELL,
A native of this parish, who resided 56 years in St. Marylebone,
In the County of Middlesex,
Where he acquired an ample fortune,
With universal esteem and unblemished reputation.
He died the 17th day of January, 1791, aged 71.

There is also an inscription to his wife, Ann, who died a year earlier, and is described as the “wife and faithful
friend of William Greenell, of Great Portland Street, Marylebone.” As the tomb was not used for any other
interment till my sister’s death in 1832, it seems likely that William Greenell had no family, or that if he had they
had all removed to other parts of England.
My mother’s mother was a Miss Hudson, whose cousin I remember as owner of the Town-mill in Hertford,
and his daughters were my sister’s playfellows and friends, but this family is now extinct so far as the town is
concerned. A sister of my grandfather Greenell married Mr. John Roberts, whose son lived many years at Epsom,
and this family is also extinct by the death of an only son in early manhood, and of an only daughter at an
advanced age in 1890.
*
Through the kindness of Mr. J. B. Wohlmann, late head-master of the Grammar School, I learned that in the
parish registers of births, deaths, and marriages in Hertford, and also in Chauncey's History and Antiquities of
Hertfordshire and in Clutterbuck’s History of Herts, there are considerable numbers of Greenells (the name being
variously spelt, as Grinell, Greenhill, etc.), going back continuously to 1579. I possess an old seal with a coat-ofarms which belonged to my grandfather, and was believed to be those of the Greenell family—a cross on a shield
with seven balls on the cross, and a leopard’s head for a crest. The balls indicate the name, Greenaille being
French for shot; and the family were not improbably French refugees after the massacre of St. Bartholomew in
1572. My mother had several large oil-paintings of the Greenell ancestors which came to her from her sister, Mrs.
Wilson, when the Wilsons went to South Australia. Being inconveniently large for our small houses and our
frequent removals, they were given to the Miss Roberts above mentioned, who had a large house at Epsom, and
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on her death they passed with the house to some relatives of her mother, who had no kinship whatever with the
Greenells. One of these portraits was that of the great-uncle William Greenell, of Marylebone, who was an
architect, and is represented with the design of some public building which, we were told, he had the honour of
himself showing to the king, George the Second or Third. He is shown as a young man, and I was said to
resemble him, not only in features, but in a slight peculiarity in one eyebrow, which was indicated on the portrait.
I wished to obtain a photograph of this portrait a few years ago, but the present owner refused to allow it to be
copied, having, I fancy, some exaggerated idea of its value as a work of art.
Other friends or relatives of the Greenell family were named Russell and Pugh, and are buried at Hertford. A
large gentleman’s mourning ring in memory of Richard Russell, Esq., was given me by Miss Roberts, as, I
presume, the person after whom I was given my second name, though probably from an error in the register mine
is always spelt with one “l”, and this peculiarity was impressed upon me in my childhood. Another ring is from
Miss Pugh, a friend of my mother’s, and, I believe, one of the Russell family. We also possess a very beautiful
pastel miniature of Mrs. Frances Hodges, who was a Miss Russell, and who died in 1809, and is buried at All
Saints, Hertford; but the precise relationship, if any, of the Russells to the Greenells I have not been able to
ascertain.
One other point may be here mentioned. There seems to have been some connection by marriage between the
Wallace and Greenell families before my father’s marriage, as shown by the fact that his elder brother, who died
in infancy, was named William Greenell Wallace, and it seems not unlikely that his mother, Mrs. Dilke, had been
a Miss Greenell before her first marriage.
*
I will now say a few words about my father’s early life, and the various family troubles which, though
apparently very disadvantageous to his children, may yet have been on the whole, as is so often the case, benefits
in disguise.
*
My father, Thomas Vere Wallace, was twelve years old when his father died, but his stepmother lived twentyone years after her husband, and I think it not improbable that she may have resided in Marylebone near William
Greenell the architect, and that my father went to school there. The only thing I remember his telling us about his
school was that his master dressed in the old fashion, and that he had a best suit entirely of yellow velvet.
When my father left school he was articled to a firm of solicitors—Messrs. Ewington and Chilcot, Bond Court,
Walbrook, I think, as I find this name in an old note-book of my father’s—and in 1792, when he had just come of
age, he was duly sworn in as an Attorney-at-Law of the Court of King’s Bench. He is described in the deed of
admittance as of Lamb’s, Conduit Street, where he probably lodged while pursuing his legal studies, it being near
the Inns of Court and at the same time almost in the country. He seems, however, never to have practised law,
since he came into property which gave him an income of about £500 a year. This I heard from my sister Fanny.
From this time, till he married, fifteen years later, he appears to have lived quite idly, so far as being without
any systematic occupation, often going to Bath in the season, where he used to tell us he had met the celebrated
Beau Brummell and other characters of the early years of the nineteenth century. An old note-book shows that he
was fond of collecting epitaphs from the churchyards of the various places he visited; among which are Brighton,
Lowestoft, Bognor, Ryegate, Godalming, Sevenoaks, Chichester, etc. Most of these are commonplace reflections
on the uncertainty of life or equally commonplace declarations of faith in the orthodox heaven, but here and there
are more original efforts. This is one at Chichester on Henry Case, aged 28:
Here lies a brave soldier whom all must applaud,
Much hardship he suffer’d at home and abroad,
But the hardest Engagement he ever was in
Was the Battle of Self in the Conquest of Sin.

In the following, at Woodford, Essex, the village poet has been severely practical:
ON WILLIAM MEARS, PLUMBER.
Farewell, old friend, for thou art gone
To realms above, an honest Man.
A plumber, painter, glazier, was your trade,
And in sodering pipes none could you exceed.
In Water-work you took great delight
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And had power to force it to any Height,
But in Water-closets great was your skill,
For each branch was subordinate to your will.
But now your Glass is run—your work is done,
And we scarcely can find such another man.
Now mourn ye all, and your great loss deplore,
For this useful man is gone for evermore.

The following seems to be a heartfelt and worthy tribute to a good man—Mr. Mark Sanderson, of Chepstow,
aged 66:
Loving, belov’d, in all relations true,
Exposed to follies, but subdued by few,
Reader, reflect, and copy if you can
The social virtues of this honest man.

One more I will give, as it is at least original, from a tombstone at Lowestoft, Suffolk:
In memory of
CHARLES WARD,
Who died May, 1770, Aged 60.
A dutiful Son, a loving Brother, and an affectionate Husband.
This Stone is not erected by Susan his wife.
She erected a Stone to John Salter her second Husband,
forgetting the affection of Charles Ward her first Husband.

In some other old MSS. and note-books are a number of quotations in prose and verse, mostly from wellknown writers and while not of any great interest, among them are a few that seem worth preserving.
The following epitaph by a Dominican friar on Pope Clement the Fourth is remarkable for the ingenuity of the
verse, which is equally good when the words and sense are inverted:
Laus tua, non tua frans, virtus non copia rerum
Scandere te fecit, hoc decus eximium,
Pauperibus tua das, nunquam stat janua clausa,
Fundere res quæris, nec tua multiplicas,
Conditio tua sit stabilis! non tempore parvo
Vivere te faciat, hic Deus omnipotens.

The same reversed:
Omnipotens Deus hic faciat te vivere parvo
Tempore! non stabilis sit tua conditio!
Multiplicas tua nec quæris res fundere clausa
Janua stat, nunquam das tua pauperibus,
Eximium decus hoc fecit te scandere rerum
Copia, non virtus, fraus tua non tua Laus.

My friend, Mr. Comerford Casey, has kindly given me the following elegant translation of the above:
Not by intrigue but merit, not by wealth
But worth you rose. This is your title, this,
That you bestowed your goods on those in need.
Your hospitable door was never closed:
More eager ever to alleviate
The wants of others than to gather gain.
May your prosperity be lasting, Pope!
May God all-powerful grant you length of days!

The same read backwards:
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May God omnipotent remove you soon
From earth! May your prosperity be short!
You grasp at gain and shun expense: your door,
Inhospitable Pope, stands ever shut.
Naught to the poor you give: your power is due
To wealth not worth: by intrigue you have risen.

In faded ink and very old handwriting, probably my grandfather’s, is the following charade, the answer to
which is not given, but it is worth preserving for its style:
My first’s the proud but hapless Child of danger,
Parent of highest honours and of woe;
Too long my second to the brave a stranger
Heaps useless laurels on the soldier’s brow.
My whole by dexterous artifice contrives
To gain the prize by which he stands accurst,
And plung’d in infamy when most he thrives,
He gains my second whilst he gives my first.

I myself believe the answer to be “cut-purse”—a Shakepearean word in common use in the eighteenth century,
and applying to all terms of the charade with great accuracy. But few of my friends think this solution good
enough.
The following is in my father’s writing, and as it is comparatively easy, I leave the answer to my young
reader’s ingenuity:
A RIDDLE.
O Doctor, Doctor, tell me can you cure
Or say what ’tis I ail? I’m feverish sure!
Sometimes I’m very hot, and sometimes warm,
Sometimes again I’m cool, yet feel no harm.
Part bird, part beast, and vegetable part,
Cut, slash’d, and wounded, yet I feel no smart.
I have a skin, which though but thin and slender,
Yet proves to me a powerful defender.
When stript of that, so desperate is my case,
I’m oft devoured in half an hour’s space.

One more enigma in my father’s writing is interesting because founded on a custom common in my youth, but
which has now wholly passed away.
Kitty, a fair but frozen maid,
Kindled a flame I still deplore,
The hood-wink’d Boy was called in aid
So fatal to my suit before.
Tell me, ye fair, this urchin’s name
Who still mankind annoys;
Cupid and he are not the same,
Though each can raise or quench a flame,
And both are hood-wink’d boys.

My sister told me (and from what followed it was pretty certainly the case) that while he remained a bachelor
my father lived up to his income or very nearly so; and from what we know of his after life did not imply any
extravagance or luxurious habits, but simply that he enjoyed himself in London and the country, living at the best
inns or boarding-houses, and taking part in the amusements of the period, as a fairly well-to-do, middle-class
gentleman.
After the marriage in 1807 he lived in Marylebone, and his ordinary household expenses, of course, increased;
and as by 1810 he had two children and the prospects of a large family, he appears to have felt the necessity of
increasing his income.
Having neglected the law so long, and probably having a distaste for it, he apparently thought it quite hopeless
to begin to practise as a solicitor, and being entirely devoid of business habits, allowed himself to be persuaded
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into undertaking one of the most risky of literary speculations, the starting of a new illustrated magazine, devoted
apparently to art, antiquities, and general literature. A few numbers were issued, and I remember, as a boy, seeing
an elaborate engraving of the Portland Vase, which was one of the illustrations; and in those days before
photography, when all had to be done by skilled artists and engravers, such illustrations were ruinously expensive
for a periodical brought out by a totally unknown man. Another of these illustrations is now before me, and well
shows the costly nature of the work. It is on large paper, 11½ by 8½ inches to the outer line of the engraving, the
margins having been cut off. It is headed Gallery of Antiquities, British Museum, Pl. I., and contains forty distinct
copper-plate engravings of parts of friezes, vases, busts, and full-length figures, of Greek or Roman art, all drawn
to scale, and exquisitely engraved in the best style of the period. The plate is stated at the foot to be “Published for
the Proprietor, May 1st, 1811,” four years after my father’s marriage. It shows that the work must have been of
large quarto size, in no way of a popular character, and too costly to have any chance of commercial success.
After a very few numbers were issued the whole thing came to grief, partly, it was said, by the defalcations of a
manager or book-keeper, who appropriated the money advanced by my father to pay for work and materials, and
partly, no doubt, from the affair being in the hands of persons without the necessary business experience and
literary capacity to make it a success.
A few old letters are in my possession, from a Mr. E. A. Rendall to my father, written in 1812 and 1813,
relating to the affair. They are dated from Bloomsbury Square and are exceedingly long and verbose, so that it is
hardly possible to extract anything definite from them. They refer chiefly to the mode of winding up the business,
and urging that the engraved plates, etc., may be useful in a new undertaking. He proposes, in fact, to commence
another magazine with a different name, which he says will cost only sixty guineas a number, and can be
published at half a crown. He refers to the General Chronicle as if that were the title of the recently defunct
magazine, and he admits that my father may rightly consider himself an ill-used man, though wholly denying that
he, Mr. Rendall, had any part in bringing about his misfortunes.
The result was that my father had to bear almost the whole loss, and this considerably reduced his already too
scanty income. Whether he made any other or what efforts to earn money I do not know, but he continued to live
in Marylebone till 1816, a daughter Emma having been born there in that year; but soon after he appears to have
removed to St. George’s, Southwark, in which parish my brother John was born in 1818. Shortly afterwards his
affairs must have been getting worse, and he determined to move with his family of six children to some place
where living was as cheap as possible; and, probably from having introductions to some residents there, fixed
upon Usk, in Monmouthshire, where a sufficiently roomy cottage with a large garden was obtained, and where I
was born on January 8, 1823.
In such a remote district rents were no doubt very low and provisions of all kinds very cheap—probably not
much more than half London prices. Here, so far as I remember, only one servant was kept, and my father did
most of the garden work himself, and provided the family with all the vegetables and most of the fruit which was
consumed. Poultry, meat, fish, and all kinds of dairy produce were especially cheap; my father taught the children
himself; the country around was picturesque and the situation healthy; and, notwithstanding his reverse of fortune,
I am inclined to think that this was, perhaps, the happiest portion of my father’s life.
*
In the year 1828 my mother’s mother-in-law, Mrs. Rebecca Greenell, died at Hertford, and I presume it was
inconsequence of this event that the family left Usk in that year, and lived at Hertford for the next nine or ten
years, removing to Hoddesdon in 1837 or 1838, where my father died in 1843.
These last fifteen years of his life were a period of great trouble and anxiety, his affairs becoming more and
more involved, till at last the family became almost wholly dependent on my mother’s small marriage settlement
of less than a hundred a year, supplemented by his taking a few pupils and by a small salary which he received as
librarian to a subscription library. While at Hoddesdon my sister Fanny got up a small boarding-school for young
ladies in a roomy, old-fashioned house with a large garden, where my father passed the last few years of his life in
comparative freedom from worry about money matters, because these had reached such a pitch that nothing worse
was to be expected.
During the latter part of the time we lived at Hertford his troubles were great. He appears to have allowed a
solicitor and friend whom he trusted to realize what remained of his property and invest it in ground-rents which
would bring in a larger income, and at the same time be perfectly secure. For a few years the income from, this
property was duly paid him, then it was partially and afterwards wholly stopped. It appeared that the solicitor
himself engaged in a large building speculation in London, which was certain to be ultimately of great value, but
which he had not capital enough to complete. He therefore had to raise money, and did so by using funds
253

entrusted to him for other purposes, among them my father’s small capital, in the absolute belief that it was quite
as safe an investment as the ground-rents—in which it was supposed to be invested. But, unfortunately, other
creditors pressed upon him, and he was obliged to sacrifice the whole of the building estate at almost a nominal
price. Out of the wreck of the solicitor’s fortune my father obtained a small portion of the money due, with
promises to pay all at some future time; and I recollect his having frequently to go to London by coach to
interview the solicitor, and try to get some security for future payment. Among the property thus lost were some
legacies from my mother’s relations to her children, and the whole affair got into the hands of the lawyers, from
whom small amounts were periodically received which helped to provide us with bare necessaries.
As a result of this series of misfortunes the children who reached their majority had little or nothing to start
with in earning their own living, except a very ordinary education, and a more or less efficient training. The oldest
son, William, was first articled to a firm of surveyors at Kington, Herefordshire, probably during the time we
resided at Usk. He then spent a year or two in the office of an architect at Hertford, and finally a year in London
with a large builder named Martin, then engaged in the erection of King’s College, in order to become familiar
with the practical details of building. He may be said, therefore, to have had a really good professional education.
At first he got into general land-surveying work, which was at that time rather abundant, owing to the surveys and
valuations required for carrying out the Commutation of Tithes Act of 1836, and also for the enclosures of
commons which were then very frequent. During the time I was with him we were largely engaged in this kind of
work in various parts of England and Wales, as will be seen later on; but the payment for such work was by no
means liberal, and owing to the frequent periods of idleness between one job and another, it was about as much as
my brother could do to earn our living and traveling expenses.
About the time I went to live with my brother\fn{ Late 1836 or early 1837} my sister Fanny entered a French
school at Lille to learn the language and to teach English, and I think she was a year there. On her return she
started the school at Hoddesdon, but after my father’s death in 1843 she obtained a position as a teacher in
Columbia College, Georgia, U.S.A., then just established under the Bishop of Georgia; and she only returned after
my brother William’s death in 1846, when the surviving members of the family in England were reunited, and
lived together for two years in a cottage near Neath, in Glamorganshire.
My brother John, at the age of fourteen or fifteen, was apprenticed, first, to Mr. Martin and then to Mr.
Webster, a London builder living in Albany Street, Regent’s Park, where he became a thorough joiner and
carpenter. He afterwards worked for a time for Cubitt and other large builders; then, when he came to live with me
at Neath, he learnt surveying and a little architecture. When I went to the Amazon, he took a small dairy-farm at
too high a rent, and not making this pay, in 1849 he emigrated to California at the height of the first rush for, gold,
joined several mining camps, and was moderately successful. About five years later he came home, married Miss
Webster, and returning to California, settled, for some years at Columbia, a small mining town in Tuolumne
County. He afterwards removed to Stockton, where he practised as surveyor and water engineer till his death in
1895.
My younger brother, Herbert, was first placed with a trunk maker in Regent Street, but not liking this business,
afterwards came to Neath and entered the pattern-shops of the Neath Ironworks. After his brother John went to
California he came out to me at Para, and after a year spent on the Amazon as far as Barra on the Rio Negro, he
returned to Para on his way home, where he caught yellow fever, and died in a few days at the early age of
twenty-two. He was the only member of our family who had a considerable gift of poesy, and was probably more
fitted for a literary career than for any mechanical or professional occupation.
It will thus be seen that we were all of us very much thrown on our own resources to make our way in life; and
as we all, I think, inherited from my father a certain amount of constitutional inactivity or laziness, the necessity
for work that our circumstances entailed was certainly beneficial in developing whatever powers were latent in us;
and this is what I implied when I remarked that our father’s loss of his property was perhaps a blessing in
disguise.
Of the five daughters, the first-born died when five months old; the next, Eliza, died of consumption at
Hertford, aged twenty-two. Two others, Mary Anne and Emma, died at Usk at the ages of eight and six
respectively; while Frances married Mr. Thomas Sims, a photographer, and died in London, aged eighty-one.
On the whole, both the Wallaces and the Greenells seem to have been rather long-lived families when they
reached manhood or womanhood. The five ancestral Wallaces of whom I have records had an average age of
seventy years, while the five Greenells had an average age of seventy-six. Of our own family, my brother John
reached seventy-seven, and my sister Fanny eighty-one. My brother William owed his death to a railway journey
by night in winter, from London to South Wales in the miserable accommodation then afforded to third-class
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passengers, which, increased by a damp bed at Bristol, brought on severe congestion of the lungs, from which he
never recovered.
*
I will now give a short account of my father’s appearance and character. In a miniature of himself, painted just
before his marriage, when he was thirty-five years old, he is represented in a blue coat with gilt buttons, a white
waistcoat, a thick white neck-cloth coming up to the chin and showing no collar, and a frilled shirt-front. This was
probably his wedding-coat, and his usual costume, indicating the transition from the richly coloured semi-court
dress of the earlier Georgian period to the plain black of our own day. He is shown as having a ruddy complexion,
blue eyes, and carefully dressed and curled hair, which I think must have been powdered, or else in the transition
from light brown to pure white. As I remember him from the age of fifty-five onwards, his hair was rather thin
and quite white, and he was always clean-shaven as in the miniature. He continued to wear the frilled shirt and
thick white neckties, but never wore any outer clothing but black, of the cut we now term a dress-suit, but the coat
double-breasted, and the whole rather loose fitting. He also wore large shoes and black cloth gaiters out-of-doors.
This dress he never altered, having at first one new suit a year, but latterly I think only one every second or third
year; but he always had one for Sundays and visiting, which was kept in perfect order. The second was for
everyday wear; and when gardening or doing any other work likely to be injurious to his clothes, I think I
remember him wearing a thin home-made holland jacket and a gardener’s apron.
In figure he was somewhat below the middle height. He was fairly active and fond of gardening and other
country occupations, such as brewing beer and making grape or elder wine whenever he had the opportunity; and
during some years at Hertford he rented a garden about half a mile away, in order to grow vegetables and have
some wholesome exercise. He had had some injury to one of his ankles which often continued to trouble him, and
gave him a slight lameness, and in consequence of this he never took very long walks. He was rather precise and
regular in his habits, quiet and rather dignified in manners, and somewhat of what is termed a gentleman of the
old school. Of course, he always wore a top-hat—a beaver hat as it was then called, before silk hats were invented
—the only other headgear being sometimes a straw hat for use in the garden in summer.
In character he was quiet and even-tempered, very religious in the orthodox Church-of-England way, and with
such a reliance on Providence as almost to amount to fatalism. He was fond of reading, and through reading clubs
or lending libraries we usually had some of the best books of travel or biography in the house. Some of these my
father would read to us in the evening, and when Bowdler’s edition of Shakespeare came out he obtained it, and
often read a play to the assembled family. In this way I made my first acquaintance with Lear and Cordelia, with
Malvolio and Sir Andrew Aguecheek, with the thrilling drama of the Merchant of Venice with Hamlet, with Lady
Macbeth, and other masterpieces. At one time my father wrote a good deal, and we were told it was a history of
Hertford, or at other times some religious work; but they never got finished, and I do not think they would ever
have been worth publishing, his character not leading him to do any such work with sufficient thoroughness. He
dabbled a little in antiquities and in heraldry, but did nothing systematic, and though he had fair mental ability he
possessed no special talent, either literary, artistic, or scientific. He sketched a little, but with a very weak and
uncertain touch, and among his few scrap- and note-books that have been preserved, there is hardly anything
original except one or two short poems in the usual didactic style of the period, but of no special merit. I will,
however, give here the only two of these that my mother had preserved, and which are, no doubt, the best
products of his pen. They were evidently both written at Usk.
USK BRIDGE—A SIMILE.
As on this archéd pile I lately strolled
And viewed the tide that deep beneath it roll’d,
Eastward impetuous rushed the foamy wave,
Each quick ingulph’d—as mortals in the grave;
All noisy, harsh, impetuous, was the roar,
Like the world’s bustle—and as quickly o’er.
For when a few short steps I westward made
The river here a different scene displayed,
Its noisy roar seemed now a distant hum,
Calm was the surface—and the stream was dumb,
Silent though swift its course—and such I cried
The life of man! In youth swoll’n high with pride,
The passions raging, noisy, foaming, bold,
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Like the rough stream a constant tumult hold.
But when his steps turn towards the setting sun
And more than half his wayward course is run,
By age, and haply by religion’s aid,
His pride subdued, his passions too allay’d,
With quiet pace—yet swiftly gliding, he
Rolls to the ocean of Eternity!
ON THE CUSTOM OBSERVED IN WALES
OF DRESSING THE GRAVES WITH FLOWERS ON PALM SUNDAY.
The sounding bell from yon white turret calls
The villagers within those sacred walls,
And o’er the solemn precincts of the dead,
Where lifts the church its gray time-honoured head,
That place of rest where parents, children, sleep,
Where heaves the turf in many a mould’ring heap
Affection’s hand hath gaily decked the ground
And spring’s sweet gifts profusely scatter’d round.
Pleas’d memory still delights to linger here
And many a cheek is moistened with a tear.
The wife, the child, the parent, and the friend
In soft regret by these sweet trophies bend.
Nor let the selfish sneer, the proud upbraid,
The tribute thus by love, by duty paid,
In nature’s purest sentiments its source,
Here nature speaks with a resistless force.
What though these flow’rets speedily decay
Yet they our love, our tenderest thoughts display,
Of friends departed a memorial sweet
With which their relics thus we fondly greet,
Our minds revisit those we loved when here,
Tho’ lost to sight, to memory still they’re dear.

In consequence of this custom the Sunday before Easter was called in Wales “Flowering Sunday,” and was
looked forward to by most families as an event of special interest, and by children as quite a festival. It is always a
pretty sight when even a grave here and there is nicely adorned with fresh flowers, but when a whole churchyard
is so decorated, at least as regards all but the oldest tombs, it becomes really beautiful. The long procession during
the morning of women and children carrying baskets of flowers, and coming in from various directions, often
from many miles distant, adds greatly to the interest of the scene. This custom seems to be one of the expressions
of the idealism and poetry characteristic of most Celtic peoples.
2
My earliest recollections are of myself as a little boy in short frocks and with bare arms and legs, playing with
my brother and sisters, or sitting in my mother’s lap or on a footstool listening to stories, of which some fairytales, especially Jack the Giant-Killer, Little Red Riding Hood, and Jack and the Beanstalk, seem to live in my
memory; and of a more realistic kind, Sandford and Merton, which perhaps impressed me even more deeply than
any.
I clearly remember the little house and the room we chiefly occupied, with a French window opening to the
garden, a steep wooded bank on the right, the road, river, and distant low hills to the left. The house itself was
built close under this bank, which was quite rocky in places, and a little back yard between the kitchen and a steep
bit of rock has always been clearly pictured before me as being the scene of my earliest attempt to try an
experiment, and its complete failure. Æsop’s Fables were often read to me, and that of the fox which was thirsty
and found a pitcher with a little water in the bottom but with the opening too small for its mouth to reach it, and of
the way in which it made the water rise to the top by dropping pebbles into it, puzzled me greatly. It seemed quite
like magic. So one day, finding a jar or bucket standing in the yard, I determined to try and see this wonderful
thing. I first with a mug poured some water in till it was about an inch or two deep, and then collected all the
small stones I could find and put into the water, but I could not see that the water rose up as I thought it ought to
have done. Then I got my little spade, and scraped up stones off the gravel path, and with it, of course, s ome of
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the soft gravel, but instead of the water rising, it merely turned to mud; and the more I put in the muddier it
became, while there seemed to be even less water than before. At last I became tired and gave it up, and
concluded that the story could not be true; and I am afraid this rather made me disbelieve in experiments out of
story-books.
The river in front of our house was the Usk, a fine stream in which we often saw men fishing in coracles, the
ancient form of boat made of strong wicker-work, somewhat the shape of the deeper half of a cockle-shell, and
covered with bullock’s hide. Each coracle held one man, and it could be easily carried to and from the river on the
owner’s back. In those days of scanty population and abundant fish the river was not preserved, and a number of
men got their living, or part of it, by supplying the towns with salmon and trout in their season. It is very
interesting that this extremely ancient boat, which has been in use from pre-Roman times, and perhaps even from
the Neolithic Age, should continue to be used on several of the Welsh rivers down to the present day. There is
probably no other type of vessel now in existence which has remained unchanged for so long a period.
But the chief attraction of the river to us children was the opportunity it afforded us for catching small fish,
especially lampreys. A short distance from our house, towards the little village of Llanbadock, the rocky bank
came close to the road, and a stone quarry had been opened to obtain stone, both for building and road-mending
purposes. Here, occasionally, the rock was blasted, and sometimes we had the fearful delight of watching the
explosion from a safe distance, and seeing a cloud of the smaller stones shoot up into the air. At some earlier
period very large charges of powder must have been used, hurling great slabs of rock across the road into the
river, here they lay, forming convenient piers and standing-places on its margin. Some of these slabs were eight or
ten feet long and nearly as wide; and it was these that formed our favourite fishhing-stations, where we sometimes
found shoals of small lampreys, which could be scooped up in basins or old saucepans, and were then fried for
our dinner or supper, to our great enjoyment. I think what we caught must have been the young fish, as my
recollection of them is that they were like little eels, and not more than six or eight inches long, whereas the fullgrown lampreys are from a foot and a half to nearly three feet long.
The lamprey was a favourite dish with our ancestors, and is still considered a luxury in some districts, while in
others it is rejected as disagreeable, and the living fish is thought to be even poisonous. This is, no doubt, partly
owing to its wriggling, snake-like motions, and its curious sucking mouth, by which it sticks on the hand and
frightens people so much that they throw it away instantly. But the Rev. J. G. Wood, in his very interesting
Natural History, tells us that he has caught thousands of them with his bare hands, and has often had six or seven
at once sticking to his hand without causing the slightest pain or leaving the least mark. The quantity of these fish
is so great in some rivers that they would supply a large amount of wholesome food were there not such a
prejudice against them. Since this period of my early childhood I do not think I have ever eaten or even seen a
lamprey.
At this time I must have been about four years old, as we left Usk when I was about five, or less. My brother
John was four and a half years older, and I expect was the leader in most of our games and explorations. My two
sisters were five and seven years older than John, so that they would have been about thirteen and fifteen, which
would appear to me quite grown up; and this makes me think that my recollections must go back to the time when
I was just over three, as I quite distinctly remember two, if not three, besides myself, standing on the flat stones
and catching lampreys.
There is also another incident in which I remember that my brother and at least one, if not two, of my sisters
took part. Among the books read to us was Sandford and Merton, the only part of which that I distinctly
remember is when the two boys got lost in a wood after dark, and while Merton could do nothing but cry at the
idea of having to pass the night without supper or bed, the resourceful Sandford comforted him by promising that
he should have both, and set him to gather sticks for a fire, which he lit with a tinder-box and match from his
pocket. Then, when a large fire had been made, he produced some potatoes which he had picked up in a field on
the way, and which he then roasted beautifully in the embers, and even produced from another pocket a pinch of
salt in a screw\fn{Paper} of paper, so that the two boys had a very good supper. Then, collecting fern and dead
leaves for a bed, and I think making a coverlet by taking off their two jackets, which made them quite comfortable
while lying as close together as possible, they enjoyed a good night’s sleep till daybreak, when they easily found
their way home.
This seemed so delightful that one day John provided himself with the matchbox, salt, and potatoes, and
having climbed up the steep bank behind our house, as we often did, and passed over a field or two to the woods
beyond, to my great delight a fire was made, and we also feasted on potatoes with salt, as Sandford and Merton
had done. Of course we did not complete the imitation of the story by sleeping in the wood, which would have
257

been too bold and dangerous an undertaking for our sisters to join in, even if my brother and I had wished to do
so.
*
Another vivid memory of these early years consists of occasional visits to Usk Castle. Some friends of our
family lived in the house to which the ruins of the castle were attached, and we children were occasionally invited
to tea, when a chief part of our entertainment was to ascend the old keep by the spiral stair, and walk round the
top, which had a low parapet on the outer side, while on the inner we looked down to the bottom of the tower,
which descended below the ground-level into an excavation said to have been the dungeon. The top of the walls
was about three feet thick, and it was thus quite safe to walk round close to the parapet, though there was no
protection on the inner edge but the few herbs and bushes that grew upon it. For many years this small fragment
of a medieval castle served to illustrate for me the stories of knights and giants and prisoners immured in dark and
dismal dungeons. In our friend’s pretty grounds, where we often had tea, there was a summer-house with a table
formed of a brick-built drum, with a circular slate slab on the top, and this peculiar construction seemed to us so
appropriate that we named it the little castle, and it still remains a vivid memory.
Our house was less than a quarter of a mile from the old bridge of three arches over the river Usk, by which we
reached the town, which was and is entirely confined to the east side of the river, while we lived on the west. The
walk there was a very pleasant one, with the clear, swift-flowing river on one side and the narrow side and
wooded steep bank on the other; while from the bridge itself there was a very beautiful view up the river-valley,
of the mountains near Abergavenny, ten miles off, the conical sugar-loaf in the center, the flat-topped mass of the
Blorenge on the left, and the rocky ridge of the Skirrid to the right. These names were so constantly mentioned
that they became quite familiar to me, as the beginning of the unknown land of Wales, which I also heard
mentioned occasionally.
My eldest brother William was about eighteen when I was four, and was articled to Messrs. Sayce, a firm of
land surveyors and estate agents at Kington, in Herefordshire. I have an indistinct recollection of his visiting us
occasionally, and of his being looked up to as very clever, and as actually bringing out a little monthly magazine
of literature, science, and local events, of which he brought copies to show us. I particularly remember one day his
pointing out to the family that the reflection of some hills in the river opposite us was sometimes visible and
sometimes not, though on both occasions in equally calm and clear weather. He explained the cause of this in the
magazine, illustrated by diagrams, as being due to changes of a few inches in the height of the water, but this, of
course, I did not understand at the time.
*
I may here mention a psychological peculiarity, no doubt common to a considerable proportion of children of
the same age, that, during the whole period of my residence at Usk, I have no clear recollection, and can form no
distinct mental image, of either my father or mother, brothers or sisters. I simply recollect that they existed, but
my recollection is only a blurred image, and does not extend to any peculiarities of feature, form, or even of dress
or habits. It is only at a considerably later period that I began to recollect them as distinct and well-marked
individuals whose form and features could not be mistaken—as, in fact, being my father and mother, my brothers
and sisters; and the house and surroundings in which I can thus first recollect, and in some degree visualize them,
enable me to say that I must have been then at least eight years old.
What makes this deficiency the more curious is that, during the very same period at which I cannot recall the
personal appearance of the individuals with whom my life was most closely associated, I can recall all the main
features and many of the details of my outdoor, and, to a less degree, of my indoor, surroundings. The form and
colour of the house, the road, the river close below it, the bridge with the cottage near its foot, the manor fields
between us and the bridge, the steep wooded bank at the back, the stone quarry and the very shape and position of
the flat slabs on which we stood fishing, the cottages a little further on the road, the little church of Llanbadock
and the stone stile into the churchyard, the fishermen and their coracles, the ruined castle, its winding stair and the
delightful walk round its top—all come before me as I recall these earlier days with a distinctness strangely
contrasted with the vague shadow figures of the human beings who were my constant associates in all these
scenes. In the house, I recollect the arrangement of the rooms, the French window to the garden, and the bluepapered room in which I slept, but of the people always with me in those rooms, and even of the daily routine of
our life, I remember nothing at all.
I cannot find any clear explanation of these facts in modern psychology, whereas they all become intelligible
from the phrenological point of view. The shape of my head shows that I have form and individuality but
moderately developed, while locality, ideality, colour, and comparison are decidedly stronger.
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Deficiency in the first two caused me to take little notice of the characteristic form and features of the separate
individualities which were most familiar to me, and from that very cause attracted less close attention; while the
greater activity of the latter group gave interest and attractiveness to the ever-changing combinations in outdoor
scenery, while the varied opportunities for the exercise of the physical activities, and the delight in the endless
variety of nature, which are so strong in early childhood, impressed these outdoor scenes and interests upon my
memory. And throughout life the same limitations of observation and memory have been manifest. In a new
locality it takes me a considerable time before I learn to recognize my various new acquaintances, individually;
and, looking back on the varied scenes amid which I have lived at home and abroad, while numerous objects,
localities, and events are recalled with some distinctness, the people I met, or, with few exceptions, those with
whom I became fairly well acquainted, seem but blurred and indistinct images.
In the year 1883, when, for the first time since my childhood, I revisited, with my wife and two children, the
scenes of my infancy, I obtained a striking proof of the accuracy of my memory of those scenes and objects.
Although the town of Usk had grown considerably on the north side, towards the railway, yet, to my surprise and
delight, I found that no change whatever had occurred on our side of the river, where, between the bridge and
Llanbadock, not a new house had been built, and our cottage and garden, the path up to the front door, and the
steep, woody bank behind it, remained exactly as pictured in my memory. Even the quarry appeared to have been
very little enlarged, and the great flat stones were still in the river, exactly as when I stood upon them, with my
brother and sisters, sixty years before. The one change I noted here was that the well-remembered stone stile into
the village churchyard had been replaced by a wooden one. We also visited the ruined castle, ascended the
winding stair, and walked around the top wall, and everything seemed to me exactly as I knew it of old, and
neither smaller nor larger than my memory had so long pictured it. The view of the Abergavenny mountains
pleased and interested me as in childhood, and the clear-flowing Usk seemed just as broad and as pleasant to the
eye as my memory had always pictured it.
There is one other fact connected with my mental nature which may be worth noticing here. This is an oftenrepeated dream, which occurred at this period of my life, and, so far as I can recall, then only. I seemed first to
hear a distant beating or flapping sound, as of some creature with huge wings; the sound came nearer and nearer,
till at last a deep thud was heard and the flapping ceased. I then seemed to feel that the creature was clinging with
its wings outspread against the wall of the house just outside my window, and I waited in a kind of fearful
expectation that it would come inside. I usually awoke then, and all being still, went to sleep again.
I think I can trace the origin of this dream. At a very early period of these recollections I was shown on the
outside of a house, at or near Usk, a hatchment or funeral escutcheon—the coat-of-arms on a black lozengeshaped ground often put up on the house of a deceased person of rank or of ancient lineage. At the time I only saw
an unmeaning jumble of strange dragon-like forms surrounded with black, and I was told that it was there because
somebody was dead; and when this curious dream came I at once associated it with the hatchment, and directly I
heard the distant flapping of wings, I used to say to myself (in my dream),
“The hatchment is coming; I hope it will not get in.”
So far as I can remember, this was the only dream—at all events, the only vivid and impressive one—I had
while living at Usk, and it came so often, and so exactly in the same form, as to become quite familiar to me. It
was, in fact, the form my childish nightmare took at that period, and though I was always afraid of it, it was not
nearly so distressing as many of the nightmares I have had since.
I may here add another illustration of how vividly these scenes of my childhood remain in my memory. My
father was very fond of Cowper’s poems, and often used to read them aloud to us children. Two of these
especially impressed themselves on my memory. That about the three kittens and the viper, ending with the lines
—a
With outstretched hoe I slew him at the door.
And taught him never to come there no more!

was perhaps the favourite, and whenever I heard it or read it in after years, the picture always in my mind was of
the doorstep of the Usk cottage with the kittens and the viper in the attitudes so picturesquely described.
The other one was the fable of the sheep, who, on hearing some unaccustomed noise, rushed away to the edge
of a pit, and debated whether it would be wise to jump into it to escape the unknown danger, but were persuaded
by a wise old bell-weather that this would be foolish, he being represented as saying—
259

What I jump into the pit your lives to save,
To save your lives leap into the grave!

And as almost the only sheep I had seen close at hand were in the little narrow field between our house and the
bridge, I always associated the scene with that field, although there was no pit of any kind in it. So, in after years,
when I became fascinated by the poems of Hood, the beautiful and pathetic verses beginning—
I remember, I remember,
The house where I was born,
The little window where the sun
Came peeping in each mom;
He never came a wink too soon,
Nor brought too long a day,
But now I often wish the night
Had borne my breath away,

always brought to my mind the memory of the little blue-papered room at Usk, which faced somewhat east of
south, and into which, therefore, the sun did “come peeping in each morn”—at least, during a large portion of the
year.
So far as I can remember or have heard, I had no illness of any kind at Usk, which was no doubt due to the free
outdoor life we lived there, spending a great part of the day in the large garden or by the riverside, or in the fields
and woods around us. As will be seen later on, this immunity ceased as soon as we went to live in a town.
I remember only one childish accident. The cook was taking away a frying-pan with a good deal of boiling fat
in it, which for some reason I wanted to see, and, stretching out my arm over it, I suppose to show that I wanted it
lowered down, my forearm went into the fat and was badly scalded. I mention this only for the purpose of calling
attention to the fact that, although I vividly remember the incident, I cannot recall that I suffered the least pain,
though I was told afterwards that it was really a severe burn. This, and other facts of a similar kind, make me
think that young children suffer far less pain than adults from the same injuries. And this is quite in accordance
with the purpose for which pain exists, which is to guard the body against injuries dangerous to life, and giving us
the impulse to escape rapidly from any danger. But as infants cannot escape from fatal dangers, and do not even
know what things are dangerous and what not, only very slight sensations of pain are at first required, and such
only are therefore developed, and these increase in intensity just in proportion as command over the muscles
giving the power of rapid automatic movements become possible. The sensation of pain does not, probably, reach
its maximum till the whole organism is fully developed in the adult individual. This is rather a comforting
conclusion in view of the sufferings of so many infants needlessly massacred through the terrible defects of our
vicious social system.
I may add here a note as to my personal appearance at this age. I was exceedingly fair, and my long hair was of
a very light flaxen tint, so that I was generally spoken of among the Welsh-speaking country people as the “little
Saxon.”
3
My recollections of our leaving Usk and of the journey to London are very faint, only one incident of it being
clearly visualized—the crossing of the Severn at the Old Passage in an open ferry-boat. This is so very clear to
me, possibly because it was the first time I had ever been in a boat. I remember sitting with my mother and sisters
on a seat at one side of the boat, which seemed to me about as wide as a small room, of its leaning over so that we
were close to the water, and especially of the great boom of the mainsail, when our course was changed, requiring
us all to stoop our heads for it to swing over us. It was a little awful to me, and I think we were all glad when it
was over and we were safe on land again. We must have traveled all day by coach from Usk to the Severn, then on
to Bristol, then from Bristol to London. I think we must have started very early in the morning and have reached
London late in the evening, as I do not remember staying a night on the way, and the stage then traveled at an
average speed of ten miles an hour over good roads and in the summer time. The monotony of the journey
probably tired me so that it left no impression; but besides the ferry-boat the only other incident I can clearly
recall is our sleeping at an old inn in London, and our breakfast there the next morning. I rather think the inn was
the Green Man, or some such name, in Holborn, and the one thing that lives in my memory is that in the morning
my mother ordered coffee for breakfast, and said to the waiter,
“Mind and make it good.”
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The result of which injunction was that it was nearly black, and so strong that none of the party could drink it,
till boiling water was brought for us to dilute it with. I, of course, had only milk and water with perhaps a few
drops of coffee as a special luxury.
Of the next few months of my life I have also but slight recollections, confined to a few isolated facts or
incidents. On leaving the inn we went to my aunt’s at Dulwich. Mrs. Wilson was my mother’s only sister, who
had married a solicitor, who, besides having a good practice, was agent for Lord Portman’s London property. I
remember being much impressed with the large house, and especially with the beautiful grounds, with lawns,
trees, and shrubs such as I had never seen before. There were here also a family of cousins, some about my own
age, and the few days we stayed were very bright and enjoyable.
I rather think that my father, and perhaps my brother also, had left Usk a few days before us to make
arrangements for the family at Hertford, and I think that I was taken to a children’s school at Ongar, in Essex, kept
by two ladies—the Misses Marsh. I think it was at this place, because my father had an old friend there, a Mr.
Dyer, a clergyman. There were a number of little boys and girls here about my own age or younger, and what I
chiefly remember is playing with them in the playground, garden, and house. The playground was a gravel yard
on one side of the house, and there we occasionally found what I here first heard called “thunderbolts”—worn
specimens of belemnites-fossils of the chalk formation. We all believed that they fell down during thunderstorms.
One rather exciting incident alone stands out clear in my memories of this place. There was a garden sloping
down to a small pond in the center, with rather steep banks and surrounded by shrubs and flower-beds. This was
cut off from the house and yard by a low iron fence with a gate which was usually kept locked, and we were not
allowed to play in it. But one day the gardener had left it open, and we all went in, and began pulling and pushing
an old-fashioned stone roller. After a little while, as we were pushing it along a path which went down to the
pond, it suddenly began to go quickly down hill, and as we could not stop it, and were afraid of being pulled into
the water, we had to let go, and the roller rushed on, splashed into the pond, and disappeared. We were rather
frightened, and were, of course, lectured on the narrow escape we had had from drowning ourselves. This is really
all I recollect of my first experience of a boarding-school.
*
My next recollections are of the town of Hertford, where we lived for eight or nine years, and where I had the
whole of my school education. We had a small house, the first of a row of four at the beginning of St. Andrew’s
Street, and I must have been a little more than six years old when I first remember myself in this house, which had
a very narrow yard at the back, and a dwarf wall, perhaps five feet high, between us and the adjoining house. The
very first incident which I remember, which happened, I think, on the morning after my arrival, was of a boy
about my own age looking over this wall, who at once inquired,
“Hullo! who are you?”
I told him that I had just come, and what my name was, and we at once made friends. The stand of a water-butt
enabled me to get up and sit upon the wall, and by means of some similar convenience he could do the same, and
we were thus able to sit side by side and talk, or get over the wall and play together when we liked. Thus began
the friendship of George Silk and Alfred Wallace, which, with long intervals of absence at various periods, has
continued to this day.
The way in which we were brought together throughout our boyhood is very curious. While at Hertford I lived
altogether in five different houses, and in three of these the Silk family lived next door to us, which involved not
only each family having to move about the same time, but also that two houses adjoining each other should on
each occasion have been vacant together, and that they should have been of the size required by each, which after
the first was not the same, the Silk family being much the largest. When we moved to our second house, George’s
grandmother had an old house opposite to us, and we were thus again brought together. Besides this, for the
greater part of the time we were schoolfellows at the Hertford Grammar School; and it is certainly a curious
coincidence that this the earliest acquaintance of my childhood, my playmate and schoolfellow, should be the only
one of all my schoolfellows who were also friends, that I have ever seen again or that, so far as I know, are now
alive.
*
The old town of Hertford, in which I passed the most impressionable years of my life, and where I first
obtained a rudimentary acquaintance with my fellow-creatures and with nature, is, perhaps, on the whole, one of
the most pleasantly situated county towns in England, although as a boy I did not know this, and did not
appreciate the many advantages I enjoyed. Among its most delightful features are numerous rivers and streams in
the immediately surrounding country, affording pleasant walks through flowery meads, many picturesque old
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mills, and a great variety of landscape. The river Lea, coming from the south-west, passes through the middle of
the town, where the old town mill was situated in an open space called the Wash, which was no doubt liable to be
flooded in early times. The miller was reputed to be one of the richest men in the town, yet we often saw him
standing in the mill doors in his dusty miller’s clothes as we passed on our way from school. He was a cousin of
my mother’s by marriage, and we children sometimes went to tea at his house, and then, as a great treat, were
shown all over the mill with all its strange wheels and whirling millstones, its queer little poockets, on moving
leather belts, carrying the wheat up to the stones in a continual stream, the ever-rattling sieves and cloths which
sifted out the bran and pollard, and the weird peep into the dark cavern where the great dripping waterwheel went
on its perpetual round. Where the river passed under the bridge close by, we could clamber up and look over the
parapet into the deep, clear water rushing over a dam, and also see where the stream that turned the wheel passed
swiftly under a low arch, and this was a sight that never palled upon us, so that almost every fine day, as we
passed his way home from school, we gave a few moments to gazing into this dark, deep water I almost always in
shadow owing to high buildings on both sides of it, but affording a pleasant peep to fields and gardens beyond.
After passing under the bridge, the river flowed on among houses and workshops, and was again dammed up
to supply another mill about half a mile away, and to form the river Lea navigation. There was also, in my time, a
small lateral stream carried off to pump water to the top of a wooden water-tower to supply part of the town, so
that about half a mile from the middle of the town there were four distinct streams side by side, though not
parallel, which I remember used to puzzle me very much as to their origin. In addition to these there was another
quite distinct river, the Beane, which came from the north-west till it was only a furlong from the Lea at the town
bridge, when it turned back to the north-east, and entered that river half a mile lower down, enclosing between the
two streams the fine open space of about thirty acres called Hartham, which was sufficiently elevated to be always
dry, and which was at once a common grazing field and general cricket and playground, the turf being very
smooth and good, and seldom requiring to be rolled. The county cricket matches were played here, and it was
considered to be a first-rate ground.
Here, too, in the river Beane, which had a gentle stream with alternate deep holes and sandy shallows, suitable
for boys of all ages, was our favourite bathing place, where not long after our coming to Hertford, I was very
nearly being drowned. It was a place called Willowhole, where those who could swim a little would jump in, and
in a few strokes in any direction reach shallower water. I and my brother John and several schoolfellows were
going to bathe, and I, who had undressed first, was standing on the brink, when one of my companions gave me a
sudden push from behind, and I tumbled in and went under water immediately. Coming to the surface half dazed,
I splashed about and went under again, when my brother, who was four and a half years older, jumped in and
pulled me out. I do not think I had actually lost consciousness, but I had swallowed a good deal of water, and I lay
on the grass for some time before I got strength to dress, and by the time I got home I was quite well.
It was, I think, the first year, if not the first time, I had ever bathed, and if my brother had not been there it is
quite possible that I might have been drowned. This gave me such a fright that though I often bathed here
afterwards, I always went in where the water was shallow, and did not learn to swim, however little, till several
years later.
Few small towns (it had then less than six thousand inhabitants) have a more agreeable public playground than
Hartham, with the level valley of the Lea stretching away to Ware on the east, the town itself just over the river on
the south, while on the north, just across the river Beane, was a steep slope covered with scattered fir trees, and
called the Warren, at the foot of which was a footpath leading to the picturesque little village and old church of
Bengeo. This path along the Warren was a favourite walk of mine, either alone or with a playmate, where we
could scramble up the bank, climb up some of the old trees, or sit comfortably upon one or two old stumpy yews,
which had such twisted branches and stiff spreading foliage as to form delightful seats. This place was very little
frequented, and our wanderings in it were never interfered with.
In the other direction the river Beane, as already stated, flows down a picturesque valley from the north, but I
do not remember walking much beyond Bengeo. A little way beyond Hartham, toward Ware, another small
stream, the Rib, came from the north, with a mill-stream along the west side of Ware Park, but this also was quite
unexplored by us. Just out of the town, to the south-west, the river Mimram joined the Lea. This came through the
village of Hertingfordbury, about a mile off, and then through the fine park of Panshanger, about two miles long
and containing about a thousand acres. This park was open to the public, and we occasionally went there to visit
the great oak tree which was, I believe, one of the finest grown large oaks in the kingdom. It was one of the sights
of the district.
About three-quarters of a mile from the center of the town, going along West Street, was a mill called Horn’s
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Mill, which was a great attraction to me. It was an old-fashioned mill for grinding linseed, expressing the oil, and
making oil-cake. The mill stood close by the roadside, and there were small low windows always open, through
which we could look in at the fascinating processes as long as we liked. First, there were two great vertical
millstones of very smooth red granite, which shone beautifully from the oil of the ground seeds. These were fixed
on each side of a massive vertical wooden axis on a central iron axle, revolving slowly and silently, and crushing
the linseed into a fine oily meal. A curved fender or scoop continually swept the meal back under the rollers with
an eccentric motion, which was itself altogether new to us, and very fascinating; and, combined with the two-fold
motion of the huge revolving stones, and their beautiful glossy surfaces, had an irresistible attraction for us which
never palled.
But this was only one part of this delightful kind of peep-show. A little way off an equally novel and still more
complex operation was always going on, accompanied by strange noises always dear to the young. Looking in at
other windows we saw numbers of workmen engaged in strange operations amid strange machinery, with its hum
and whirl and reverberating noises. Close before us were long erections like shop counters, but not quite so high.
Immediately above these, at a height of perhaps ten or twelve feet, a long cylindrical beam was continually
revolving with fixed beams on each side of it, both higher up and lower down. At regular intervals along the
counter were great upright wooden stampers shod with iron at the bottom. When not in action these were
supported so that they were about two feet above the counter, and just below them was a square hole. As we
looked on a man would take a small canvas sack about two feet long, fill it quite full of linseed meal from a large
box by his side, place this bag in a strong cover of a kind of floor-cloth with flaps going over the top and down
each side. The sack of meal thus prepared would be then dropped into the hole, which it entered easily. Then a
thin board of hard wood, tapered to the lower edge, was pushed down on one side of it, and outside this again
another wedge-shaped piece was inserted.
The top of this was now just under the iron cap of the heavy pile or rammer, and on pulling a rope, this was
freed and dropped on the top of the wedge, which it forced halfway down. In a few seconds it was raised up again,
and fell upon the wedge, driving it in a good deal further, and the third blow would send it down level with the top
of the counter. Then when the rammer rose up, another rope was pulled, and it remained suspended; a turn of a
handle enabled the first wedge to be drawn out and a much thicker one inserted, when, after two or three blows,
this became so hard to drive that the rammer falling upon it made a dull sound and rebounded a little; and as the
process went on the blows became sharper, and the pile would rebound two or three times like a billiard ball
rebounding again and again from a stone floor, but in more rapid succession. This went on for hours, and when
the process was finished, the meal in the sack had become so highly compressed that when taken out it was found
to be converted into a compact oilcake.
In this mill there were, I think, three or four counters parallel to each other, and on each, perhaps, six or eight
stamps, and when all these were at work together, but rebounding at different rates and with different intensities of
sound, the whole effect was very strange, and the din and reverberation almost deafening, but still at times
somewhat musical. During this squeezing process the oil ran off below through suitable apertures, but was never
seen by us. I believe these old stamping-mills are now all replaced by hydraulic presses, which get more oil out
and leave the cake harder, but the process would be almost silent and far less picturesque.
*
A very interesting and beautiful object connected with the water-supply of the neighbourhood was the New
River Head or Chadwell Spring, the source of the original New River brought to London by Sir Hugh Myddleton.
It is about two-thirds of the distance from Hertford to Ware, and is situated in a level meadow not far from the
high-road, and about a quarter of a mile from the main river. As I knew it, it was a circular pond nearly a hundred
feet in diameter, filled with the most crystal clear water, and very deep in the center, where the springs were
continually bubbling upward, keeping up a good stream which supplied a considerable part of the water in the
New River. But its chief beauty was, that the center was filled with great flocculent masses of green
confervæ,\fn{Greenish algae, typically occurring in fresh water } while the water in the center appeared to have a blue tint,
producing exquisite shades of blue and green in ever-varying gradations, which were exceedingly beautiful. In
fact, only once have I seen another spring which equaled it in beauty, in the little island of Semau, near Timor, and
that was by no means equal in colour-effects, but only in the depth and purity of the water and the fine rock-basins
that contained it. I am informed that now this beautiful Chadwell Spring has been entirely destroyed by the boring
of deep wells in the neighbourhood, which have drawn off the springs that supplied it, and that it is now little
more than a mud-hole, the whole New River supply being drawn from the river Lea or pumped up from deep
wells near Ware. Thus does our morbid civilization destroy the most beautiful works of nature. This spring was, I
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believe, unequalled in the whole kingdom for simple beauty.
*
While the country to the north and west of the town was characterized by its numerous streams, mills, and rich
meadows, that to the east and south was much higher and drier, rising gradually in low undulations to about four
hundred feet and upwards at from four to five miles away. This district was all gravelly with a chalk subsoil, the
chalk in many places coming up to the surface, while in others it was only reached at a depth of ten or twenty feet.
In the total absence of any instruction in nature-knowledge at that period, my impression, and that of most other
boys, no doubt, was, that in some way chalk was the natural and universal substance of which the earth consisted,
the only question being how deep you must go to reach it.
All this country was thickly dotted with woods and coppices, with numbers of parks and old manor houses;
and as there were abundance of lanes and footpaths, it offered greater attractions to us boys than the more
cultivated districts to the north and west. Walking along the London Road, in about a mile and a half we reached
Hertford Heath at a height of three hundred feet above the sea, and half a mile further was Haileybury College,
then a training college for the East India Company, now a public school. All around here the country was woody
and picturesque; but our favourite walk, and that of the Grammar School boys, on fine half-holidays in summer,
was to what we called the racing-field, a spot about two miles and a half south of the town. As this walk is typical
of many of the best features of this part of the town’s surroundings, it may be briefly described.
From the south-west corner of All Saints’ Churchyard was a broad pathway bounded by hedges, called
Queen’s-bench Walk, near the top of which was a seat, whence there was a nice view over the town, and the story
was that the seat had been put there for Queen Elizabeth, who admired the view. This led into a lane, and further
on to an open footpath across a field to Dunkirk’s Farm. In this field, about fifty yards to the left, was a spring of
pure water carefully, bricked round, and as springs were not by any means common, we seldom went this way
without running down to it to take a drink of water and admire its purity and upward bubbling out of the earth. At
Dunkirk’s Farm we crossed the end of Morgan’s Walk, a fine straight avenue of lofty elms (I think) about threequarters of a mile long, terminating in a rather large house—Brickenden Bury. In after years, when I became
acquainted with Hood as a serious writer, the scene of that wonderful poem which begins with the verse—
’Twas in a shady Avenue,
Where lofty Elms abound—
And from a tree
There came to me
A sad and solemn sound,
That sometimes murmur’d overhead
And sometimes underground

was always associated with this Morgan’s Walk of my boyhood, an association partly due to the fact that
sometimes a woodman was at work felling trees not far off, and this recalled another verse—
The Woodman’s heart is in his work,
His axe is sharp and good:
With sturdy arm and steady aim
He smites the gaping wood;
From distant rocks
His lusty knocks
Re-echo many a rood.

Leaving the avenue we crossed a large field, descending into a lane in a hollow, whence a little further on a
path led us along the outside of Bayfordbury Park, the old oak palings of which were well covered with lichen and
ivy. Following this path about a mile further by hedges and little brooks and small woods, we came out into a
sloping grass field of irregular shape and almost entirely surrounded by woods, while little streamlets, usually
with high banks on one side and low banks of gravel heaps on the other, offered the most enticing places for
jumping and for playing the exciting game of follow-my-leader.
This we called the racing-field; why I never heard, as it was certainly not suited for horse-racing, though
admirably adapted for boyish games and sports. When the boarders of the Grammar School came here, usually
accompanied by some of the day-scholars and in charge of one of the masters, or ushers, as we then called them,
this was the end of our walk, and we were all free to amuse ourselves as we liked till the hour fixed for our return.
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We then broke up into parties. Some lay down on the grass to rest or to read, some wandered into the woods birdnesting, some played leap-frog or other games. Here again in after years when I read The Dream of Eugene Aram,
I always associated it with our games in the racing field, although the place described was totally unlike it—
Like sportive deer they coursed about,
And shouted as they ranTurning to mirth all things of earth,

As only boyhood can;
But the Usher sat remote from all,
A melancholy man.

Our ushers were not melancholy men, but sometimes one of them would bring a book to read while we played,
and this was sufficient to carry out the resemblance to the poem, and summon up to my imagination this charming
spot whenever I read it.
In one corner of this field there was a rather deep circular hole, from which chalk was brought up as a topdressing for some of the poor gravel soil, and this was one of the instances which led me to the belief that chalk
was always somewhere underground. In this field I was once told that a wonderful plant, the bee-orchid,\fn{ Spelt
here: orchis} was sometimes found, and my father used to talk of it as a great rarity. Once, during the time we lived
at Hertford, some one showed us the flower, and I remember looking at it as something so strange as to be almost
uncanny, but as I never found one myself I did not think more of it.
Just over the boundary wall of our school playground, and continuing along the side of the churchyard, and
then across the fields for a long distance southward, was a dry, irregular ditch or channel cut in the gravel by
flood-water after heavy rains. In places this would be very deep—six or eight feet or more, in others shallow, and
in some places there were vertical drops where regular little waterfalls occurred after storms. The whole
appearance of this channel was very strange and mysterious, as there was nothing like it anywhere else. We called
it the Gulps or Gulphs, but it is now marked on the ordnance maps as Hag’s Dell, showing that it was looked upon
as a mysterious phenomenon by those who gave it the name. This also was a kind of playground, and we
sometimes spent a whole afternoon wandering about it. In the neighbourhood of Morgan’s Walk, however, there
were many interesting spots, among others, some old hedgerows which had been so undermined in a chalky slope
as to form complete overhanging caves, one of which I and two of my companions made our own, and stored it
with a few necessaries, such as bits of candle, a tinder-box with flint-steel and matches, and a few provisions,
such as potatoes, which we could roast in our fire, and play at being brigands. It was in a rather out-of-the-way
spot, and quite concealed from ordinary passers-by, and during all the time that we frequented it we were never
disturbed by visitors.
Among the interesting places in the town itself were the castle and the Bluecoat School. The castle was a
modern building in the castellated style, but it stood in spacious grounds of about four acres near the middle of the
town, with the river flowing through a part of it, and with about two hundred yards of the old defensive wall still
remaining in a very complete state. During a short period the family of some of our schoolfellows lived in the
castle, and we occasionally went there to play with them, and enjoyed scrambling along the top of the old wall,
which, having a parapet still left, was quite practicable and safe. The moat which formerly surrounded it, and was
connected with the river, had been long filled up and formed into gardens, which sloped down from the outside of
the wall. The original castle was built by Edward the Elder to protect the town against the Danes.
The Bluecoat School was a branch of the celebrated school of the same name, or more properly, Christ’s
Hospital, in London. It stood at the upper end of Fore Street, opposite where the London Road branched off.
Enclosed by lofty iron railings and gates was an oblong playground, about four hundred feet long by a hundred
feet wide, bounded on each side by low buildings, forming offices, schoolrooms and dormitories, while at the end
were the large dining-hall and schoolrooms, and in front, near the gates, the master[s residence. On the gate pillars
stood two nearly life-size figures of boys in the costume of the school—long blue coat and yellow petticoat, with
breeches and yellow stockings, a dress which was quite familiar to us. Occasionally we went to see the boys dine
in the grand dining-hall, where the old-world style of everything was of great interest. At the ringing of an outside
bell the boys, 250 in all, came in, and seated themselves at the long rows of tables. Then one of the older boys
mounted a sort of pulpit and read a long grace, followed by a hymn, in which the boys joined. Then the serving
began, a number of the boys taking this duty by turns. Hot meat and vegetables were served on flat wooden
platters instead of plates, and I used to pity the boys for not having any place for gravy, which to me was (and still
is) the chief luxury of hot meat. What was still more amusing to us was that in place of mugs there were little
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wooden flagons with wooden hoops and handles, in which they had, I think, beer. If I remember rightly, during
the meal the boy in the pulpit read a chapter from the Bible, and at the end there was another grace and hymn. All
was carried out with great regularity and very little noise, and the crowds of brightly clad boys, who had red
leather belts over their blue coats, and whose yellow stockings were well visible, together with the fine, lofty hall,
had a very pleasing effect.
Among the other features of interest in the town was All Saints’ Church, adjoining the Grammar School. I used
to wonder at what seemed to me a curious and rather dangerous plan of groups of four very slender pillars instead
of one large one to support the arches on each side of the nave. I did not know then that these were characteristic
of the Early English Gothic, but are not common in our churches. Another feature of this church was its peal of
ten bells, which were not only uncommonly numerous, but were of very fine tones, so that when they were well
rung, as they frequently were, they produced an exceedingly musical effect, which I have never heard equaled
since. The church has since been burnt down and rebuilt, but whether the bells were saved, I do not know.
Very conspicuous was the square, ugly brick Town Hall and Market Place at the bottom of Fore Street. This
had, however, a large clock-face projecting outwards and supported by three or four pieces of wood which seemed
to hold it quite detached from the building, and I used to wonder whether it was a huge watch with all the works
inside it. What made this more curious (to me) was that it struck the hours and quarters on very loud and sweettoned bells, which again, I have never since heard surpassed. In this hall were the law-courts, where the Assizes
were held, and to which I sometimes gained admittance, and heard a trial of some poor sheep-stealers, who in
those days were liable to transportation for life, in order to protect the landed interest, which then ruled the
country.
The elections for members of Parliament were at that time scenes of considerable show and excitement, and
the members elected had to undergo the ceremony of being chaired, which consisted in being carried around the
town on their supporters’ shoulders seated in a chair highly decorated with rosettes and coloured ribbons. I well
remember the election which took place after the Reform Bill of 1832 was passed, when Thomas Slingsby
Duncombe was the Radical member, and was returned at the head of the poll. I saw him being chaired, and when
he had been brought back to the door of his hotel, the chair was overturned, as was then the custom, and he had to
jump out into his friends’ arms to avoid an awkward fall. There was then a scramble for the ribbons and chaircoverings, which were carried away as trophies.
To celebrate the great national event—the passing of the Reform Bill—a banquet was given in the main street
to all who chose to attend. It was summer time, and fine weather, and we went to see the feast, which was enjoyed
by almost all the poorer people of the town on rows of tables which filled the street for a long distance.
In connection with the game of cricket, I may mention that in those days the players, whether professional or
amateur, had none of the paraphernalia of padded leggings and gauntlets now worn; while a suit of white duck,
with an ordinary white or black top-hat, was the orthodox costume. This was the time when the practice of
overhand bowling was just beginning, and there was much controversy as to whether or not it should be allowed. I
once saw tried a curious bowling machine which it was thought might advantageously take the place of the human
bowler. It was called a catapult, and was on the principle of the old instrument used for throwing stones into
besieged cities. It consisted of a strong wooden frame about three feet high. On a cross-bar at top was a place for
the ball, and this was struck by a knob on an upright arm, which was driven on to it by a powerful spring,
something in the manner of a spring-trap. The upright arm was pulled back and held by a catch, which was
released by pulling a cord. By slight alterations in the position of the ball and the force of the spring, the ball
could be made to pitch on any spot desired, and could thus be slightly changed each time, as is the case with a
good bowler. It seemed to answer very well, and it was thought that it might be used for practice where good
bowlers were not available, but it never came into general use, and is now, perhaps, wholly forgotten.
4
My recollections of life at our first house in St. Andrew’s Street are very scanty. My father had about half a
dozen small boys to teach, and we used to play together; but I think that when we had been there about a year or
two, I went to the Grammar School with my brother John, and was at once set upon that most wearisome of tasks,
the Latin grammar. It was soon after this that I had the first of the three serious illnesses which at different periods
brought me within a few hours of death in the opinion of those around me. I know that it must have been after I
went to the school by the way the illness began. We had school before breakfast, from half-past six to eight in
summer, and as we had nearly half a mile to walk, it was necessary to be out of bed at six. One morning I got up
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and dressed as usual, went down the two flights of stairs, but when I got to the bottom I suddenly felt so weak and
faint and curiously ill all over that I could go no further, so I had to lie down on the bottom step, and was found
there shortly afterwards by the servant coming down to light the fire. That was the beginning of a severe attack of
scarlet fever, and I remember little more but heat and horrid dreams till one evening when all the family came to
look at me, and I had something given me to drink all night. I was told afterward that the doctor said this was the
crisis, that I was to have port wine in teaspoonfuls at short intervals, and that if I was not dead before morning I
might recover. For some weeks after this I lived a very enjoyable life in bed, having tea and toast, puddings,
grapes, and other luxuries till I was well again.
Then, before going back to Latin grammar and other studies of the period, a little incident or interlude occurred
which I am unable to place at any other period. How it came about I do not at all remember, but a gentleman
farmer from Norfolk must have come to see us about some business, possibly connected with my sister and her
desired occupation as a governess, and seeing me, and perhaps hearing of my recent illness, offered to take me
home with him for a visit to play with his boy of about my age, and to go to Cromer, where his wife, with her
sister and son, were going for change of air. As it was thought that the change would do me good, and I was
delighted at the idea of going to such a nice seaside place as Cromer, his offer was kindly accepted.
As it happened we did not go to Cromer, but my visit was, so far as I remember, an enjoyable one. We went by
coach to Ely, where we stayed the night at a large inn almost joining the cathedral. No doubt we had had dinner on
the way, and I had tea on our arrival, but my host, whose name I cannot remember, dined with a large party of
gentlemen—probably a farmers’ dinner—about six o’clock, and he told me to walk about and see the shops or
wait in the hall, and I should come in for dessert. So for more than an hour I wandered up and down the street
near the hotel and past the great entrance to the cathedral. At last a servant came and called me in, and my friend
bade me sit beside him, and introduced me to the company as a real Wallace—“Scots wha hae wi’ Wallace bled,”
he added, I suppose to show what he meant. Then I had fruit of many kinds, including fine grapes, and a glass of
wine, and after an hour more went to bed.
In the morning, after breakfast, we started in a chaise which had been sent from my friend’s home over night to
meet him, and we had a long drive to the farm, where we arrived early in the afternoon, and found dinner ready
for us. There were, I think, two ladies, my friend’s wife and her sister, a boy about my own age, and I think the
lady’s brother, who had come some miles on a pony to meet us, and rode back alongside of the carriage.
Of this visit I remember very little except one or two incidents. On the very day of our arrival, I think about
tea-time, soon after I and my boy-friend had come in, Mrs.—— became very excited, and then went off into
violent hysterics, and was obliged to be taken upstairs to bed. Whether this had anything to do with putting off the
visit to Cromer, or some other domestic affairs, I never heard. However, next day all was right again, and I was
treated very kindly, as if to show that I had nothing to do with it.
I recall the house as a rather long white building with green outside shutters, with a lawn and flowerbeds in
front, and a kitchen garden and large orchard on one side. In the fields around were some fine trees, and I think
there was a pond or a stream near the house and a small village not far off. I and my companion played and
roamed about where we liked, but what most struck me was the fruit-gathering in the large orchard, which began
the very day after our arrival. I had never seen so many apples before. They were piled in great heaps on the
ground, while men and boys went up the trees with ladders and gathered those from the higher branches into
baskets. Of course, my little friend knew the best trees, and we ate as many as we liked. Sometimes we went out
for drives, or were taken to visit at houses near, or visitors came to tea; but how long I stayed there, or how I
returned, I have no recollection, but the main features of the visit as here related have always remained clearly
impressed upon my memory.
*
It may be well here to give a brief outline of my school life at Hertford and of the schoolmaster who taught me.
The school itself was built in the year 1617, when the school was founded. It consisted of one large room, with a
large square window at each end and two on each side. In the center of one side was a roomy porch, and opposite
to it a projecting portion, with a staircase leading to two rooms above the schoolroom and partly in the roof. The
schoolroom was fairly lofty. Along the sides were what were termed porches—desks and seats against the wall
with very solid, roughly carved ends of black oak, much cut with the initials of names of many generations of
schoolboys.
In the central space were two rows of desks with forms on each side. There was a master’s desk at each end,
and two others on the sides, and two open fireplaces equidistant from the ends. Every boy had a desk, the sloping
lid of which opened, to keep his school-books and anything else he liked, and between each pair of desks at the
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top was a leaden ink-pot, sunk in a hole in the middle rail of the desks. As we went to school even in winter at
seven in the morning, and three days a week remained till five in the afternoon, some artificial light was
necessary, and this was effected by the primitive method of every boy bringing his own candles or candle-ends
with any kind of candlestick he liked. An empty ink-bottle was often used, or the candle was even stuck on to the
desk with a little of its own grease. So that it enabled us to learn our lessons or do our sums, no one seemed to
trouble about how we provided the light.
The school was reached by a path along the bottom of All Saints’ Churchyard, and entered by a door in the
wall which entirely surrounded the school playground and master’s garden. Over this door was a Latin motto:
Inter umbras Academi studere delectat.
This was appropriate, as the grounds were surrounded by trees, and at the north end of the main playground
there were two very fine old elms, shown in the old engraving of the school here reproduced.
The headmaster in my time was a rather irascible little man named Clement Henry Crutwell. He limped very
much owing to one leg being shorter than the other, and the foot, I think, permanently drawn up at the instep, but
he was very active, used no stick, and could walk along as quickly and apparently as easily as most people. He
was usually called by the boys Old Cruttle or Old Clemmy, and when he overheard these names used, which was
not often, he would give us a short lecture on the impropriety and impoliteness of miscalling those in authority
over us. He was a good master, inasmuch as he kept order in the school, and carried on the work of teaching about
eighty boys by four masters, all in one room, with great regularity and with no marked inconvenience. Whatever
might be the noise and games going on when he was absent, the moment his step was heard on the porch silence
and order at once reigned.
Flogging with a cane was not uncommon for more serious offences, while for slighter ones he would box the
ears pretty severely. If a boy did not obey his orders instantly, or repeated his offence soon afterwards, however
trifling it might be, such as speaking to another boy or pinching him surreptitiously, he often, without another
word, came down from his desk and gave the offender a resounding box on the ear. On one occasion I well
remember his coming down to a rather small boy, giving him a slap on one side of his head which knocked him
down flat on the seat, and when he slowly rose up, giving him another, which knocked him down on the other
side.
Caning was performed in the usual old-fashioned way by laying the boy across the desk, his hands being held
on one side and his feet on the other, while the master, pulling the boy’s trousers tight with one hand, laid on the
cane with great vigour with the other. Mr. Crutwell always caned the boys himself, but the other masters
administered minor punishments, such as slight ear-boxes, slapping the palm with a flat ruler, or rapping the
knuckles with a round one.
These punishments were usually deserved, though not always. A stupid boy, or one who had a bad verbal
memory, was often punished for what was called invincible idleness when it was really congenital incapacity to
learn what he took no interest in, or what often had no meaning for him. When the usual extra tasks or impositions
failed with such a boy he was flogged, but I cannot remember whether in such cases his conduct was improved or
whether he was given up as “a thoroughly lazy, bad boy, who was a disgrace to the school,” and thereafter left to
go his own way. Such boys were often very good playfellows, and the magisterial denunciations had little effect
upon us.
Mr. Crutwell was, I suppose, a fairly good classical scholar as he took the higher classes in Latin and Greek. I
left school too young even to begin Greek, but the last year or two I was in the Latin class which was going
through Virgil’s Æneid with him.
The system was very bad. The eight or ten boys in the class had an hour to prepare the translation, and they all
sat together in a group opposite each other and close to Mr. Crutwell’s desk, but under pretence of work there
were always two or three of the boys who were full of talk and gossip and school stories, which kept us all
employed and amused till within about a quarter of an hour of the time for being called up, when some one would
remark,
“I say, let’s do our translation; I don’t know a word of it.”
Then the cleverest boy, or one who had already been through the book, would begin to translate, two or three
others would have their dictionaries ready when he did not know the meaning of a word, and so we blundered
through our forty or fifty lines. When we were called up, it was all a matter of chance whether we got through
well or otherwise. If the master was in a good humour and the part we had to translate was especially interesting,
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he would help us on whenever we hesitated or blundered, and when we had got through the lesson, he would
make a few remarks on the subject, and say,
“Now I will read you the whole incident.”
He would then take out a translation of the Æneid in verse by a relative of his own—an uncle, I think—and,
beginning perhaps a page or two back, read us several pages, so that we could better appreciate what we had been
trying to translate. I, for one, always enjoyed these readings, as the verse was clear and melodious, and gave an
excellent idea of the poetry of the Latin writer. Sometimes our laziness and ignorance were found out, and we
either had to stay in an hour and go over it again, or copy it out a dozen times, or some other stupid
imposition.\fn{Elsewhere called “impots” by the students:H } But as this only occurred now and then, of course it did not
in the least affect our general mode of procedure when supposed to be learning our lesson. Mr. Crutwell read well,
with a good emphasis and intonation, and I obtained a better idea of what Virgil really was from his readings than
from the fragmentary translations we scrambled through.
The three assistant masters, then called ushers, were very distinct characters. The English and writing master,
who also taught French, was a handsome, fair young man named Fitzjohn. He was something of a dandy, wearing
white duck trousers in the summer, and always having a bright-coloured stiff stock, which was the fashionable
necktie of the day. Those being ante-steel-pen days he had to make and mend our quill pens, and always had a
sharp penknife. He was consequently the authority among the boys on the different knife-makers and the best kind
of hones for keeping them sharp; and when he declared, as I once heard him, that some knives required oil and
others water on the stone to bring them to the proper edge, we marveled at his knowledge. What raised him still
higher in our estimation was that he was a fairly good cricketer, and, even more exciting, he was one of the
County Yeomanry, and upon the days appointed for drill or inspection, when from his bedroom over the
schoolroom he came down in his uniform with sword and spurs, and marched across the room, our admiration
reached its height.
Though rather contemptuous to the younger boys, he was, I think, a pretty fair teacher. I learnt French from
him for about two or three years, and though he taught us nothing colloquially, and could not, I think, speak the
language himself, yet I learned enough to read any easy French book, whereas my years’ grinding at Latin only
resulted in a scanty knowledge of the vocabulary and grammar, leaving me quite unable to construe a page from a
Latin author with any approach to accuracy.
Of course this was partly due to the fact that one language is much more difficult than the other, but more to
the method of instruction. Had half the time been devoted to teaching us simple colloquial Latin thoroughly, I feel
sure it would have been far more useful to those who left school early, and who had no special talent for
languages. The only use Latin has been to me has been the enabling me to understand the specific descriptions of
birds and insects in that tongue, and also to appreciate the derivation from Latin of many of our common English
words. If the remaining time had been spent in learning German, the result would have been far more useful, but I
do not think this language was taught in the school.
The second master, or head usher, was named Hill. He had the end desk opposite to Mr. Crutwell’s, and was a
rather hard man, who knocked the boys’ knuckles with his ruler very severely. On one occasion I remember
seeing a boy whose hand was not only black and swollen from blows, but had the skin cut, and was covered with
blood. In this case I think a complaint was made by the boy’s parents, and Mr. H. was informed privately that he
must be more moderate in the future. I do not think I ever had any lessons with this master.
The youngest of the ushers was named Godwin, and was a nephew of Mr. Crutwell. He was rather a largelimbed, dark young man of eighteen or twenty. He was very good natured, and was much liked by the boys, in
whose games he often took part. He was, I believe, studying the higher classics with his uncle with the idea of
going to the University, but I never heard what became of him afterwards. He taught generally in the school, but
the only recollection I have of him as a teacher was in one special case.
Shortly before I left the school, I and a few others were put to translate one of the works of Cicero, and we
were to be heard the lesson by Godwin. We had none of us any experience of this author before, having translated
only Ovid and Virgil. We sat down and worked away with our dictionaries till we knew the meanings, or some of
the meanings, of most of the words, but, somehow, could not fit them together to make sense. However, at last we
thought we had got something of the meaning.
We were called up, and the boy at the head of the class began his translation. When he got stuck Godwin asked
the others if they could help him, and when we could not, he would tell us the meaning of some difficult word,
and then tell the translator to go on. He went on bit by bit till we got to the end of a long sentence. Then Godwin
asked us if we thought we had got it right. We said we didn’t know. Then he said,
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“Let’s see; I will read it just as you have translated it.” This he did, and then we could see that we had not
made the least approach to anything that was intelligible. So we had to confess that we could only make nonsense
of it.
Then he began, and translated the whole passage correctly for us, using very nearly the same words as we had
used, but arranging them in a very different order and showing us that the very ideas involved and the whole
construction of the sentence was totally different from anything we had imagined. He did all this in a goodhumoured way, as if pitying our being put upon a task so much beyond us, and, so far as I now recollect, that was
our last as well as our first attempt at translating Cicero. I felt, however, that if we had had Godwin for our Latin
teacher from then beginning we should have had a much better chance of really learning the language, and,
perhaps, getting to understand Cicero, and appreciate the beauty and force of his style.
Next to Latin grammar the most painful subject I learned was geography, which ought to have been the most
interesting. It consisted almost entirely in learning by heart the names of the chief towns, rivers, and mountains of
the various countries from, I think, Pinnock’s School Geography, which gave the minimum of useful or
interesting information. It was something like learning the multiplication table both in the painfulness of the
process and the permanence of the results. The incessant grinding in both, week after week, and year after year,
resulted in my knowing both the product of any two numbers up to twelve, and the chief towns of any English
county so thoroughly, that the result was automatic, and the name of Staffordshire brought into my memory
Stafford, Litchfield, Leek, as surely and rapidly as eight times seven brought fifty-six. The labour and mental
effort to one who like myself had little verbal memory was very painful, and though the result has been a
somewhat useful acquisition during life, I cannot think but that the same amount of mental exertion wisely
directed might have produced far greater and more generally useful results. When I had to learn the chief towns of
the provinces of Poland, Russia, Asia Minor, and other parts of Western Asia, with their almost unpronounceable
names, I dreaded the approaching hour, as I was sure to be kept in for inability to repeat them, and it was
sometimes only by several repetitions that I could attain even an approximate knowledge of them. No interesting
facts were ever given in connection with these names, no accounts of the country by travelers were ever read, no
good maps ever given us, nothing but the horrid stream of unintelligible place-names, to be learned in their due
order as belonging to a certain country.
History was very little better, being largely a matter of learning by heart names and dates, and reading the very
baldest account of the doings of kings and queens, of wars, rebellions, and conquests. Whatever little knowledge
of history I have ever acquired has been derived more from Shakespeare’s plays and from good historical novels
than from anything I learned at school.
At one period when the family was temporarily broken up, for some reason I do not remember, I was for about
half a year a boarder in Mr. Crutwell’s house, in company with twenty or thirty other boys; and I will here give
the routine of a pretty good boarding-school at that period.
Our breakfast at eight consisted of a mug of milk-and-water and a large and very thick slice of bread-andbutter. For the average boy this was as much as they could eat, a few could not eat so much, a few wanted more,
and the former often gave their surplus to the latter. Any boy could have an egg or a slice of bacon cooked if he
bought it himself or had it sent from home, but comparatively very few had such luxuries. Three times a week half
the boys had a hot buttered roll instead of the bread-and-butter. These penny rolls were much larger than any I
have seen in recent years, although this was in the corn-law days, and one of them was as much as any boy
wanted. They were cut in two longitudinally and well buttered, and were served quite hot from the kitchen oven.
Any boy who preferred it could have bread-and-butter instead, as a few did, and any bread-and-butter boy who
had not much appetite could have a thin slice instead of a thick one by asking for it.
For dinner at one o’clock we had hot joints of meat and vegetables for five days, hot meat-pies on Saturdays
made of remnants, with some fresh mutton or beef to make gravy, well seasoned, but always with a peculiar
flavour, which I think must have been caused by the meat having been slightly salted or pickled to keep it good.
Of course the boys used to turn up their noses at this dinner, but the pie was really very good, with a good
substantial crust and abundance of gravy. On Sundays we had a cold joint of meat, with hot fruit pies in the
summer and plum-pudding in the winter, with usually some extra delicacy as custard or a salad. Every boy had
half a pint of fairly good beer to drink, and anyone who wished could have a second helping of meat, and there
were always some who did so, though the first helping was very liberal.
At half-past five, I think, we had milk-and-water and bread-and-butter as at breakfast, from seven to eight we
prepared lessons for the next day, and at eight we had supper, consisting of bread-and-cheese and, I think, another
mug of beer. The house where the masters lived and where we had our meals and slept was in Fore Street, and
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was about two hundred feet away from the school; and the large school- room was the only place we had to go to
in wet weather, when not at meals, but as we were comparatively few in number, it answered our purpose very
well.
Occasionally Mr. Crutwell gave us a special treat on some public occasion or holiday. Once I remember he
gave us all syllabub in his private garden, two cows being brought up for the occasion, and milked into a pail
containing two or three bottles of wine and some sugar. Having been all regaled with this delicacy and plum cake,
and having taken a walk round the garden, we retired to our playground rejoicing.
Our regular games were cricket, baseball, leapfrog, high and long jumps, and, in the winter, turnpikes with
hoops. This latter was a means of enabling those who had no hoops to get the use of them. They kept turnpikes,
formed by two bricks or stones placed the width of the foot apart, and the hoop-driver had to pass through without
touching. If the hoop touched he gave it up, and kept the turnpike in his place. When there were turnpikes every
five or ten yards all round the playground and a dozen or more hoops following each other pretty closely, the
game was not devoid of its little excitements.
We never played football (so far as I remember), which at that time was by no means such a common game as
it is now.
Among the smaller amusements which were always much liked were marbles and peg-tops. Marbles were
either a game of skill or a form of gambling. In the latter game a small hole was made against a wall, and each
player in turn asked for a hand of two or four or even a higher number from some other boy; then with an equal
number of his own he tried to pitch them into the hole, and if all or any even number remained in he won the
whole, while if the number was odd he lost them. When a boy had lost all his stock of marbles he bought a halfpenny worth and went on playing, and in the end some would lose all the marbles they began with and several
pence besides, while others would retire with their trouser-pockets almost bursting with marbles, and in addition
several pence resulting from sales in their pockets. I well remember the excitement and fascination even of this
very humble form of gambling play; how we would keep on to the very last moment in hopes of retrieving our
losses or adding to our gains, then rush home to dinner, and return as quickly as possible to play again before
school began. It was really gambling, and though perhaps it could not have been wholly forbidden, it might have
been discouraged and made the text for some important teaching on the immorality of gaining only by another’s
loss. But at that time such ideas had hardly arisen in the minds of teachers.
Peg-tops, whipping-tops, and humming-tops were all more or less appreciated, but peg-tops were decidedly the
most popular, and at certain times a large number of the boys would have them. We used to pride ourselves on
being able to make our tops keep up as long as possible, and often painted them in rings of bright colours, which
showed beautifully while they were spinning. Those made of box-wood and of rather large size were preferred, as
their weight, and the longer string that could be used, caused them to spin longer. The individuality of tops was
rather curious, as some could only be made to spin by holding them with the peg upwards, others with it
downwards, while others would spin when held in either position, and thrown almost anyhow. When tops were in
fashion they might have been made the vehicle for very interesting teaching of mechanics, but that again was
quite beyond the range of the ordinary schoolmaster of the early part of the nineteenth century.
*
During my last year’s residence at Hertford an arrangement was made by which, I suppose, the fees paid for
my schooling were remitted on condition that I assisted in the school. I was a good writer and reader, and while
continuing my regular classes in Latin and algebra, I took the younger boys in reading and dictation, arithmetic
and writing. Although I had no objection whatever to the work itself, the anomalous position it gave me in the
school—there being a score of boys older than myself who were scholars only—was exceedingly distasteful. It
led to many disagreeables, and subjected me to painful insinuations and annoying remarks. I was especially
sensitive to what all boys dislike—the being placed in any exceptional position or having to do anything different
from other boys, and not of my own choice. Every time I entered the schoolroom I felt ashamed, and whether I
was engaged at my own lessons or occupied as a teacher, I was equally uncomfortable.
I cannot now remember all the details of what was to me a constant humiliation, but I am sure it must have
been a time of very real mental anguish from one result that persisted almost into middle life. For at least twenty
years after I left school, and I think even longer, I was subject to frequently recurring dreams of still having to go
to school in the hybrid position of pupil and teacher, aggravated by feeling myself taller, and at least a man, and
yet suffering over again with increased intensity the shyness and sense of disgrace of my boyhood. In my dreams I
hated to go; when I reached the schoolhouse I dreaded to open the door, especially if a few minutes late, for then
all eyes would be upon me. The trouble of not always knowing what to do came upon me with exaggerated force,
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and I used to open my desk and fumble about among its contents so as to hide my face as long as possible.
After some years the dream became still more painful by the thought occurring to me sometimes that I need
not go, that I had really left school; and yet the next time the dream came I could not resist the impulse to go,
however much I dreaded it. At last a phase came in which I seemed to have nothing to do at school, and my whole
time there was spent in pretending to do something, such as mending pens or reading a school-book, all the while
feeling that the boys were looking at me and wondering what I was there for. Then would come a struggle not to
go. I would say to myself that I was sure I had left school, that I had nothing to do there, that if I never went again
nothing would happen; yet for a long time I always did go again. Then for a time I would dream that it was close
to the holidays, or that the next day was breaking-up, and that I had better not go at all. Then I would remember
that my books and slate and others things were in my desk, and that I must take them away. And after this for
some years I would still occasionally dream that I had to go on this last day to carry away my books and take
formal leave of Mr. Crutwell. After having got to this point even, the dream reappeared, and I went over the last
school-day again and again; and then the final stage came, in which I seemed to have the old impulse to go to
school, even started on the way, and then remembered that I had really left, that I need never go any more, and
with an infinite sense of relief turned back, and found myself in some quite different life.
Now, the very long persistence of such a dream as this shows, I think, how deeply impressionable is the mind
at this period of boyhood, and how very difficult it is to get rid of painful impressions which have been almost
daily repeated. Whether or not this particular form of experience in my boyhood produced any permanent effect
on my character I cannot say, but the mere continuance of a painful dream for so many years is in itself an evil,
and must almost certainly have had an injurious effect upon the bodily health. Even in my home-life I was subject
to impressions of the same general nature, though far less severe. Many slight faults of conduct which had been
long overlooked were often suddenly noticed, and I was ordered at once to change them. One such that I
remember was that I had been accustomed to use my spoon at table with my left hand, when I was one day told to
use my right. No doubt I could have done this without much trouble, but I seemed to feel that to make such a
change would be singular, would draw the attention of my brothers and sisters to me, and would be a kind of
confession of ignorance or clumsiness which I could not make. I felt too much ashamed to do it. I put down my
spoon and waited, and when I thought no one was looking, took it up again in the way forbidden. This was said to
be obstinacy, but to me it seemed something else which I could hardly describe. However, the result was that I
was sent away from the table up to my bedroom, and was ordered to have my meals there till I would “do as I was
bid.” I forget exactly how it ended, but I think I remained under this punishment several days, and that it was only
under the kind persuasions and advice of my mother and sisters that I was at length allowed to come down; and
this was the most terrible ordeal of all, and when I actually took the spoon in my right hand, I felt more hurt and
ashamed than when I was sent away from table.
This is only an example of numbers of little things of a similar character, which were treated in the same rough
and dogmatic manner, which was then almost universal, and was thought to be the only way of training children.
How, exactly, to treat each case must depend upon circumstances, but I think that a little mild ridicule would have
a better effect than compulsion. I might have been told that, although we did not much care about it, other people
would think it very strange, and that we should then be ashamed because people would say that we did not know
good manners. Or I might have been asked to practise it by myself, and try the experiment, using sometimes one
hand and sometimes the other, till at last, when the holidays or my next birthday came, or I first had new clothes
on, I was to complete the victory over myself by discarding the left-hand spoon altogether.
One other case of this kind hurt me dreadfully at the time, because it exposed me to what I thought was the
ridicule or contempt of the whole school. Like most other boys I was reckless about my clothes, leaning my
elbows on the desk till a hole was worn in my jacket, and, worse still, when cleaning my slate using my cuff to
rub it dry. Slate sponges attached by a string were unknown to our school in those days. As new clothes were too
costly to be had very often, my mother determined to save a jacket just taken for school wear by making covers
for the sleeves, which I was to wear in school. These were made of black calico, reaching from the cuff to the
elbow, and though I protested that I could not wear them, that I should be looked upon as a guy\fn{ A grotesquely
dressed person: chiefly British slang } and other equally valid reasons, they were one day put in my pocket, and I was
told to put them on just before I entered the school. Of course I could not do it; so I brought them back and told
my mother. Then, after another day or two of trial, one morning the dreaded thunderbolt fell upon me. On entering
school I was called up to the master’s desk, he produced the dreaded calico sleeves, and told me that my mother
wished me to wear them to save my jacket, and told me to put them on.
Of course I had to do so. They fitted very well and felt quite comfortable, and I dare say did not look so very
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strange. I have no doubt also that most of the boys had a fellow-feeling for me, and thought it a shame to thus
make me an exception to all the school. But to me it seemed a cruel disgrace, and I was miserable so long as I
wore them. How long that was I cannot remember, but I do not think it was very long, perhaps a month or two, or
till the beginning of the next holidays. But while it lasted it was, perhaps, the severest punishment I ever endured.
In an article on the civilizations of China and Japan in The Independent Review (April, 1904), it is pointed out
that the universal practice of “saving the face” of any kind of opponent rests upon the fundamental idea of the
right of every individual to be treated with personal respect. With them this principle is taught from childhood,
and pervades every class of society, while with us it was only recognized by the higher classes, and by them is
rarely extended to inferiors or to children. The feeling that demands this recognition is certainly strong in many
children, and those who have suffered under the failure of their elders to respect it, can well appreciate the agony
of shame endured by the more civilized Eastern peoples, whose feelings are so often outraged by the total absence
of all respect shown them by their European masters or conquerors.
In thus recognizing the sanctity of this deepest of human feelings these people manifest a truer phase of
civilization than we have attained to. Even savages often surpass us in this respect. They will often refuse to enter
an empty house during the absence of the owner, even though something belonging to themselves may have been
left in it; and when asked to call one of their sleeping companions to start on a journey, they will be careful not to
touch him, and will positively refuse to shake him rudely, as an Englishman would have no scruple in doing.
5
As the period from the age of six to fourteen which I spent at Hertford was that of my whole home life till I
had a home of my own twenty-eight years later, and because it was in many ways more educational than the time
I spent at school, I think it well to devote a separate chapter to a short account of it.
During the year or two spent at the first house we occupied in St. Andrew’s Street very little occurred to
impress itself upon my memory, partly, I think, because I was too young and had several playfellows of my own
age, and partly, perhaps, because the very small house and yard at the back offered few facilities for home
amusements. There was also at that time too much inequality between myself and my brother John for us to
become such constant companions as we were a little later.
When we moved to the house beyond the Old Cross, nearly opposite to the lane leading to Hartham, the
conditions were altogether more favourable. The house itself was a more commodious one, and besides a yard at
one side, it had a small garden at the back with a flower border at each side, where I first became acquainted with
some of our common garden flowers. The gable end of the house in the yard, facing nearly south, had few
windows, and was covered over with an old vine which not only produced abundance of grapes, but enabled my
father to make some gallons of wine from the thinnings. But the most interesting feature of the premises to us two
boys was a small stable with a loft over it, which, not being used except to store garden-tools and odd lumber, we
had practically to ourselves.
The loft especially was most delightful to us. It was reached by steps formed by nailing battens across the
upright framing of the stable, with a square opening in the floor above. It thus required a little practice to climb up
and down easily and to get a safe landing at top, and doing this became so easy to us that we ran up and down it as
easily as sailors run up the shrouds of a vessel. Then the loft itself, under the sloping roof, gloomy and nearly dark
in the remote corners, was almost like a robber’s cave, while a door opening to the outside by which hay could be
pitched up out of a cart, afforded us plenty of light when we required it, together with the novel sensation and
spice of danger afforded by an opening down to the floor, yet eight or nine feet above the ground.
This place was our greatest delight, and almost all the hours of daylight we could spare from school and meals
were spent in it. Here we accumulated all kinds of odds and ends that might be useful for our various games or
occupations, and here we were able to hide many forbidden treasures such as gunpowder, with which we used to
make wild-fires as well as more elaborate fireworks. John was of a more mechanical turn than myself, and he
used to excel in making all the little toys and playthings in which boys then used to delight. I, of course, looked on
admiringly, and helped him in any way I could. I also tried to imitate him, but only succeeded in some of the
simpler operations. Our most valuable guide was the Boy’s Own Book, which told us how to make numbers of
things boys never think of making now, partly because everything is made for them, and also because children get
so many presents of elaborate or highly ornamented toys when very young, that by the time they are old enough to
make anything for themselves they are quite blase, and can only be satisfied by still more elaborate and expensive
playthings. I think it may be interesting to give a short enumeration of the things which at this time John and I
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used to make for ourselves.
I may mention first that, owing to the very straitened circumstances of the family during the whole of our life
at Hertford, we were allowed an exceedingly scanty amount of pocket-money. Till I was ten years old or more I
had only a penny a week regularly, while John may perhaps have had twopence, and it was very rarely that we got
tips to the amount of the smaller silver coins. We were, therefore, obliged to save up for any little purchase
required for our various occupations, as, for example, to procure the saltpetre and sulphur required for making
fireworks; the charcoal we could make ourselves, and obtain the iron filings from some friendly whitesmith. The
simplest fireworks to make were squibs, and in these we were quite successful, following the receipt in the Boy’s
Own Book. The cases we made beforehand with a little copy-book paper and paste. Crackers were much more
difficult, and the home-made ones were apt to go off all at once instead of making the regular succession of bangs
which the shop article seemed never to fail in doing. But by perseverance some fairly good ones were made,
though they could never be thoroughly trusted. Roman candles we were also tolerably successful with, though
only the smallest size were within our means; and we even tried to construct the beautiful revolving Catherinewheels, but these again would often stop in the middle, and refuse either to revolve properly or to burn more than
half way.
In connection with fireworks, we were fond of making miniature cannon out of keys. For this purpose we
begged of our friends any discarded box or other keys with rather large barrels, and by filing a touch-hole, filing
off the handle, and mounting them on block carriages, we were able to fire off salutes or startle our sister or the
servant to our great satisfaction. When, later, by some exchange with a fellow schoolboy or in any other way, we
got possession of one of the small brass cannons made for toys, our joy was great; and I remember our immense
admiration at one of these brass cannon, about six inches long, in the possession of a friend, which would go off
with a bang as loud as that of a large pistol. We also derived great pleasure by loading one of our weapons to the
very muzzle, pressing it down into the ground so that we could lay a train of powder to it about two feet long, and
then escape to a safe distance, and see it jump up into the air with the force of the explosion.
On the fifth of November we always had a holiday, and in the evening there was always in the playground a
large bonfire and a considerable display of fireworks by a professional, some of the wealthier of the boys’ parents
contributing the outlay. On these occasions almost all the day-scholars came, their pockets more or less filled with
crackers and squibs, to occupy the time before the more elaborate fireworks. The masters were all present to help
keep order and prevent accidents, and no boy was allowed to light squib or cracker till about seven o’clock, when
Mr. Crutwell himself lighted the first squib, threw it in the air, and was immediately followed by the boys in every
part of the playground, which soon presented a very animated scene. Many of the parents, relatives, and friends of
the boys were also present, so that the playground was quite crowded, yet though the boys recklessly threw squibs
and crackers in all directions, no accidents of any importance happened. Now and then a boy would have the
squibs or crackers in his pocket exploded, but I do not remember any injury being done in that way. But shortly
after I left, I think, a serious accident occurred, by which someone was permanently injured, and after that I
believe the miscellaneous fireworks of the boys were no longer allowed.
Among our favourite playthings were pop-guns and miniature spring-guns and pistols. Pop-guns were made of
stout pieces of elder-wood, which, when the pith is pushed out has a perfectly smooth, glossy inner surface which
made a better pop than those bought at the toy shop. Many a pleasant walk we had to get good straight pieces of
elder, which, when cut to the proper length and a suitable strong stick made to force out the pellets of wellchewed brown paper or tow, would shoot them out with a report almost equal to that of a small pistol.
Far more elaborate and ingenious, however, were the spring-pistols which my brother made so well and
finished so beautifully that he often sold them for a shilling or more, and thus obtained funds for the purchase of
tools or materials. For the stocks he would beg odd bits of mahogany or walnut or oak from a cabinet-maker’s
shop, and carve them out carefully with a pocket-knife to the exact shape of pistol or gun. The barrel was formed
of a goose-quill or swan’s-quill, carefully fastened into the hollow of the stock with waxed thread, and about an
inch of the hinder part of this had the upper half cut away to allow the spring to act. In the straight part near the
bend of the stock a hole was cut for the trigger, which was held in its place by a stout pin passing through it on
which it could turn. The only other article needed was a piece of strong watch or clock-spring, of which we could
get several at a watchmaker’s for a penny. The piece of watch-spring being broken off the right length and the
ends filed to a smooth edge, was tied on to the stock between the barrel and the trigger, curving upwards, and one
end fitting into a notch at the top of the trigger, while the other end was bent round so that the end fitted into a
small notch in the open part of the quill at its hinder end. It was then cocked, and a pea or shot being placed in
front of the spring, a slight pressure on the trigger would release it and cause it to drive out the shot or pea with
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considerable velocity.
My brother used to take great delight in making these little pistols, shaping the stocks very accurately, rubbing
them smooth with sandpaper, and then oiling or varnishing them; while every part was finished off with the
greatest neatness. I do not think there was any boy in the school who made them better than he did, and very few
equaled him.
One of the most generally used articles of a boy’s stock of playthings are balls, and as these are often lost and
soon worn out we used to make them ourselves. An old bung cut nearly round formed the center; this we
surrounded with narrow strips of list, while for the outside we used coarse worsted thread tightly wound on,
which formed a firm and elastic ball. We had two ways of covering the balls. One was to first quarter it tightly
with fine string, and using this as a base, cover the whole with closely knitted string by means of a very simple
loop-stitch.
A much superior plan was to obtain from the tan-yard some partly tanned sac-shaped pieces of calf-skin which
were of just the size required for a small-sized cricket-ball. These were stretched over the ball, stitched up closely
on the one side, the joint rubbed down smooth, and by its partial contraction when drying, an excellent leathercovered ball was made, which at first was hairy outside, but this soon wore off. In this way, at a cost of about
twopence or threepence, we had as good a ball as one which cost us a shilling to buy, and which served us well for
our boyish games at cricket.
Other house occupations which employed much of our spare time in wet weather and in winter were the
making of cherry-stone chains and bread-seals. For the former we collected some hundreds of cherry-stones in the
season. These, with much labour and scraping of fingers, were ground down on each side till only a ring of
suitable thickness was left. The rings were then soaked in water for some days, which both cleaned and softened
them, so that with a sharp pen-knife they could be cut through, and by carefully expanding them the next ring
could be slipped in, the joint closing up so as to be scarcely, if at all, visible. When nicely cleaned, and if from
stones of nearly uniform size, these chains made very pretty and useful watch-guards, or even necklaces for little
girls of our acquaintance.
Bread-seals were easier to make, and were more interesting in their results. In those ante-penny-postage days
envelopes were unknown, as one of the rules of the post-office was that each letter must consist of a single sheet,
any separate piece of paper either enclosed or outside constituting it a double letter with double postage. Almost
every letter, therefore, was sealed, and many of them had either coats-of-arms, crests, heads, or mottoes, so that
besides the contents, which were, perhaps, only of importance to the recipient, the seal would often interest the
whole family. In such a case we begged for the seal to be carefully cut round so that we might make a copy of it.
To do this we required only a piece of the crumb of new bread, and with cleanly washed hands we worked this up
with our fingers till it formed a compact stiff mass. Before doing this, we begged a little bright water-colour,
carmine or Prussian-blue, from our sisters, and also, I think, a very small portion of gum. When all was
thoroughly incorporated so that the whole lump was quite uniform in colour and texture, we divided it into balls
about the size of a large marble, and carefully pressed them on to the seals, at the same time squeezing the bread
up between our fingers into a conical shape to form the upper part of the seal serving as a handle and suspender.
Each seal was then carefully put away to dry for some days, when it got sufficiently hard to be safely removed. It
was then carefully trimmed round with a sharp pen-knife, and accurately shaped to resemble the usual form of the
gold or silver seals which most persons carried on their watch-chains to seal their letters. The seal itself would be
perfectly reproduced with the glossy surface of the original, and when still more hardened by thoroughly drying,
would make a beautiful impression in sealing-wax. In this way we used to get quite a collection of ornamental
seals, which, if carefully preserved, would last for years.
*
Almost all the above amusements and occupations were carried on in the stable and loft already described,
during the two or three years we lived there. After that my brother John went to London, and was apprenticed to a
builder to learn carpentry and joinery. When left alone at home, my younger brother being still too young for a
playmate, I gave up most of these occupations, and began to develop a taste for reading. I still had one or two
favourite companions with whom I used to go for long walks in the country round, amusing ourselves in gravel
and chalk pits, jumping over streams, and cutting fantastic walking-sticks out of the woods; but nothing
afterwards seemed to make up for the quiet hours spent with my brother in the delightful privacy of the loft which
we had all to ourselves.
The nearest approach to it was about a year later when, for some family reason that I quite forget, I was left to
board with Miss Davies at All Saints’ Vicarage, then used as a post-office, a large rambling old house with a large
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garden, in which there was among other fruit an apple tree which bore delicious ribston-pippins, of which I was
allowed to eat as many as I liked of the windfalls. In this house there was a loft in the roof, which I was told was
full of old furniture and other things, so I one day asked if I might go up into it. Miss Davies, who was very kind
though melancholy, said I might.
So I went up, and found all kinds of old broken or moth-eaten furniture, broken lamps, candlesticks, and all the
refuse of a house where a family have lived for many years. But among these interesting things I hit upon two
veritable treasures from my point of view.
One was a very good, almost new, cricket-bat, of a size just suitable to me; and the other was still more
surprising and attractive to me, being a very large, almost gigantic, box-wood peg-top, bigger than any I had seen.
It seemed to me then almost incredible that such treasures could have been ranked as lumber, and purposely left in
that old attic. I thought someone must surely have put them there for safety, and would soon come and claim
them. I therefore waited a few days till Miss Davies seemed rather more communicative than usual, when I said to
her,
“I found something very nice in the lumber-room.”
“Oh, indeed; and what is it?” said she. “I did not know there was anything nice there.”
“May I go and fetch them for you to see?” said I; and she said I might. So I rushed off, and brought down the
top and the bat, and said,
“I found these up there; do you know whose they are?” She looked at them, and said,
“They must have belonged to ——,” mentioning a name which I have forgotten. “They have been there a good
many years.” Then, as I looked at them longingly, she said, “You can have them if you like “—as if they were not
of the least value.
I. felt as if I had had a fortune left me. The top was the admiration of the whole school. No one had so large a
top or had even seen one so large, yet I was quite able to spin it properly, my hands being rather large for my age.
This occurred in the winter, and when the cricket season came, I equally enjoyed my bat, which at once elevated
me to the rank of the few bigger boys who had bats of their own.
But even these rapturous delights were not so enduring, and certainly not so educational, as those derived from
making as well as possessing toys and playthings, and the year or two I spent with my brother in these pleasant
occupations were certainly the most interesting and perhaps the most permanently useful of my whole early
boyhood. They enabled me to appreciate the pleasure and utility of doing for one’s self everything that one is able
to do, and this has been a constant source of healthy and enjoyable occupation during my whole life. It led, I have
no doubt, to my brother being apprenticed to a carpenter and builder, where he became a first-rate workman; and
from him later on I learnt to use the simpler tools. During my whole life I have kept a few such tools by me, and
have always taken a pleasure in doing me various little repairs continually needed in a house and garden. I
therefore look with compassion on the present generation of children and schoolboys who, from their earliest
years, are overloaded with toys, so elaborately constructed and so highly finished that the very idea of making any
toys for themselves seems absurd. And these purchased toys do not give anything like the enduring pleasure
derived from the process of making and improving as well as afterwards using; while it leads to the great majority
of men growing up without any idea of doing the simplest mechanical work required in their own homes.
*
It was during our residence at this house near the Old Cross that, I think, my father enjoyed his life more than
anywhere else at Hertford. Not only had he a small piece of garden and the fine grape-vine already mentioned, but
there was a roomy brew-house with a large copper, which enabled him to brew a barrel of beer as well as make
elder-wine and ;rape-wine, bottle gooseberries, and other such work as he took great pleasure in doing. When here
also, I think, he hired a small garden about half a mile off, where he could grow vegetables and small fruit, and
where he spent a few hours of every fine day. And these various occupations were an additional source of interest
and instruction to us boys.
It was here, however, that our elder sister died of consumption in the year 1832, a little before she attained her
twenty-second year. This was a severe loss to my father and mother, though I was not of an age to feel it much. I
think it was soon afterwards that my remaining sister went to live at Hoddesdon, four miles away, as governess to
two girls in a gentleman’s family there. These girls were somewhere near my age, or a little older, and
occasionally in the summer my brother and I were invited to dine and spend the afternoon with them, which we
greatly enjoyed, as there was a large garden, and beyond it a large grass orchard full of apple and other fruit trees.
We also enjoyed the walk there, and back in the evening, through the picturesque country I have already
described. My sister lived in this family for two or three years, and was on terms of affection with the two girls till
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they were married.
*
In the year 1834, I think, my sister went to a French school in Lille in order to perfect herself in conversation,
in view of becoming a governess or keeping a school. But the following year the misfortune occurred that still
further reduced the family income. Mr. Wilson, who had married my mother’s only sister, was one of the
executors of her father’s will, and as he was a lawyer (the other executor being a clergyman), and his own wife
and her sister were the only legatees, he naturally had the sole management of the property. Owing to a series of
events which we were only very imperfectly acquainted with, he became bankrupt in this year, and his own wife
and large family were at once reduced from a condition of comfort and even affluence to poverty, almost as great
as our own. But we children also suffered, for legacies of £100 each to my father’s family, to be paid to us as we
came of age, together with a considerable sum that had reverted to my mother on the death of her stepmother in
1828, had remained in Mr. Wilson’s hands as trustee, and was all involved in the bankruptcy. He did all he
possibly could for us, and ultimately, I believe, repaid a considerable part of the money, but while the legal
proceedings were in progress, and they lasted full three years, it was necessary for us to reduce expenses as much
as possible. We had to leave our comfortable house and garden, and for a time had the use of half the rambling old
house near All Saints’ Church already mentioned.
Before this, I think, my brother John had gone to London to be apprenticed, and the family at home consisted
only of myself and my younger brother Herbert till my sister returned from France. It must have been about this
time that I was sent for a few months as a boarder at the Grammar School, as already stated; but this whole period
of my life is very indistinct. I am sure, however, that we moved to the next house in St. Andrew’s Street early in
1836, because on May 15 of that year an annular eclipse of the sun occurred, visible in England, and I well
remember the whole family coming out with smoked glasses into the narrow yard at the side of the house in order
to see it. I was rather disappointed, as it only produced a peculiar gloom such as often occurs before a
thunderstorm. While we were here a brewery was being built at the bottom of the yard, and while inspecting it and
inquiring what the various tanks, boilers, etc., were for, I learnt that the word “water” was tabooed in a brewery;
that it must always be spoken of as “liquor,” and any workman or outsider mentioning “water” is immediately
fined or called upon to stand a gallon of beer, or more if he can afford it.
At midsummer, I think, we again moved to a part of a house next to St. Andrew’s Church, where we again had
the Silk family for neighbours in the larger half of the house. They also had most of the garden, on the lawn of
which was a fine old mulberry tree, which in the late summer was so laden with fruit that the ground was covered
beneath it, and I and my friend George used to climb up into the tree, where we could gather the largest and ripest
fruit and feast luxuriously.
This was the last house we occupied in Hertford, the family moving to Hoddesdon some time in 1837, to a
pretty but very small red-brick house called Rawdon Cottage, while I went to London and stayed at Mr. Webster’s
with my brother John, preparatory to going with my eldest brother William to learn land-surveying.
*
During the time I lived in Hertford I was subject to influences which did more for my real education than the
mere verbal training I received at school. My father belonged to a book club, through which we had a constant
stream of interesting books, many of which he used to read aloud in the evening. Among these I remember Mungo
Park’s travels and those of Denham and Clapperton in West Africa. We also had Hood’s Comic Annual for
successive years, and I well remember my delight with The Pugsley Papers and A Tale of the Great Plague, while
as we lived first at a No. 1, I associated Hood’s Number One with our house, and learnt the verses by heart when I
was about seven years old. Ever since those early experiences I have been an admirer of Hood in all his various
moods, from his inimitable mixture of pun and pathos in his Sea Spell, to the exquisite poetry of The Haunted
House, The Elm Tree, and The Bridge of Sighs.
We also had some good old standard works in the house, Fairy Tales, Gulliver’s Travels, Robinson Crusoe, and
the Pilgrim’s Progress, all of which I read over again and again with constant pleasure. We also had The Lady of
the Lake, The Vicar of Wakefield, and some others; and among the books from the club I well remember my father
reading to us Defoe’s wonderful History of the Great Plague. We also had a few highly educational toys, among
which were large dissected maps of England and of Europe, which we only had out as a special treat now and
then, and which besides having the constant charm of a puzzle, gave us a better knowledge of topographical
geography than all our school teaching, and also gave me that love of good maps which has continued with me
throughout life. Another valuable toy was a model of a bridge in wood, the separate stones constituting the arch of
which could be built up on a light center, showing beautifully the principle of the arch, and how, when the
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keystone was inserted the center supports could be removed and a considerable weight supported upon it. This
also was a constant source of pleasure and instruction to us, and one that seems to be not now included among
instructive toys.
*
I think it was soon after we went to the Old Cross house that my father became librarian to a fairly good
proprietary town library, to which he went for three or four hours every afternoon to give out and receive books
and keep everything in order. After my brother John left home and I lost my chief playmate and instructor, this
library was a great resource for me, as it contained a large collection of all the standard novels of the day. Every
wet Saturday afternoon I spent here; and on Tuesdays and Thursdays, which were our four-o’clock days, I usually
spent an hour there instead of stopping to play or going straight home. Sometimes I helped my father a little in
arranging or getting down books, but I had most of the time for reading, squatting down on the floor in a corner,
where I was quite out of the way. It was here that I read all Fenimore Cooper’s novels, a great many of James’s,
and Harrison Ainsworth’s Rookwood, that fine highwayman’s story containing a vivid account of Dick Turpin’s
ride to York. It was here, too, I read the earlier stories of Marryat and Bulwer, Godwin’s Caleb Williams, Warren’s
Diary of a Physician, and such older works as Don Quixote, Smollett’s Roderick Random, Peregrine Pickle, and
Humphry Clinker, Fielding’s Tom Jones, and Miss Burney’s Evelina. I also read, partially or completely, Milton’s
Paradise Lost, Pope’s Iliad, Spenser’s Faerie Queene, and Dante’s Inferno, a good deal of Byron and Scott, some
of the Spectator and Rambler, Southey’s Curse of Kehama, and, in fact, almost any book that I heard spoken of as
celebrated or interesting. At this time Pickwick was coming out in monthly parts, and I had the opportunity of
reading bits of it, but I do not think I read it through till a considerably later period. I heard it a good deal talked
about, and it occasioned quite an excitement among the masters in the Grammar School. Walton’s Angler was a
favourite of my father’s, and I well remember a wood-cut illustration of Dove Dale with greatly exaggerated rocks
and pinnacles, which made me long to see such a strange and picturesque spot—a longing which I only gratified
about a dozen years ago, finding it more exquisitely beautiful than I had imagined it to be, even if not quite so
fantastic.
*
I may now say a few words about our home-life as regards meals and other small matters, because I think its
simplicity was perhaps better for children than what is common now. Till we reached the age of ten or twelve we
never had tea or coffee, our breakfast consisting of bread-and-milk and our tea of milk-and-water with bread-andbutter. Toast, cake, muffins, and such luxuries were only indulged in on festive occasions. At our one-o’clock
dinner we began with pudding and finished with meat and vegetables. During this period we made our own bread,
and good wholesome bread it was, made with brewer’s yeast (which I often went for to the brewery), and sent to
the nearest baker to be baked, as were most of our baked pies and puddings. Kitcheners\fn{ Elaborate kitchen stoves}
were almost unknown then, and meat was roasted before the open fire with a clock-work jack, dripping-pan, and
large tinned screen to reflect the heat and to warm plates and dishes.
A few words about the cost of living will not be out of place here, and will serve to correct some erroneous
ideas on the subject. Tea was about double the price it is now, but coffee and cocoa were about the same as at
present; and these latter were commonly used for breakfast, while tea was only taken at tea, and then only by the
older members of the family. Sugar was also more than twice as dear, but milk, eggs, and butter were all cheaper.
Although this was in the corn-law days I doubt if our bread was any dearer than it is now, and it was certainly
much better. It was ground in the mills of the town from wheat grown in the country round, and the large size of
the penny rolls, which I have already mentioned, shows that there cannot have been much difference of price to
the retail buyer, who was then usually one or two steps nearer to the actual corn-grower than he is now.
Meat also was cheaper than now. The price of the best beef was sixpence to seven pence a pound; while
mutton was seven pence to eight pence for the best joints, but for ordinary parts much less. In the country
gleaning was a universal practice, and numbers of cottagers thus got a portion of their bread; while a much larger
proportion than now lived in the country and had large gardens or a few acres of land. My mother often took me
with her when visiting such poor cottagers as were known to her, and my impression is that there was very little
difference in the kind and degree of the rural poverty of that day and this; and a few years later, as I shall show,
the same may be said of the skilled mechanic. As a prime factor in this question, it must always be remembered
that rent, both in villages and towns, was in most cases less than half what it is at present, and this more than
compensated for the few cheaper articles of food and clothing today.
My father and mother were old-fashioned religious people belonging to the Church of England, and, as a rule,
we all went to church twice on Sundays, usually in the morning and evening. We also had to learn a collect every
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Sunday morning, and were periodically examined in our catechism. On very wet evenings my father read us a
chapter from the Bible and a sermon instead of the usual service. Among our friends, however, were some
Dissenters, and a good many Quakers, who were very numerous in Hertford; and on rare occasions we were taken
to one of their chapels instead of to church, and the variety alone made this quite a treat. We were generally
advised when some “friend” was expected to speak, and it was on such occasions that we visited the Friends’
Meeting-House, though I remember one occasion when, during the whole time of the meeting, there was complete
silence. And when any brother or sister was “moved to speak,” it was usually very dull and wearisome; and after
having attended two or three times, and witnessed the novelty of the men and women sitting on opposite sides of
the room, and there being no pulpit and no clergyman and no singing, we did not care to go again. But the
Dissenters’ chapel was always a welcome change, and we went there not unfrequently to the evening service. The
extempore prayers, the frequent singing, and the usually more vigorous and exciting style of preaching was to me
far preferable to the monotony of the Church service; and it was there only that, at one period of my life, I felt
something of religious fervour, derived chiefly from the more picturesque and impassioned of the hymns. As,
however, there was no sufficient basis of intelligible fact or connected reasoning to satisfy my intellect, this
feeling soon left me, and has never returned.
Among our Quaker friends were two or three to whose houses we were occasionally invited, and I remember
being greatly impressed by the excessive cleanliness and neatness of everything about their houses and gardens,
corresponding to the delicate colouring and simple style of their clothing. At that time every Quaker lady wore the
plainest of dresses, but of the softest shades of brown or lilac, while the men all wore the plain cutaway coat with
upright collar, also of some shade of brown, which, with the low broad-brimmed beaver hat of the best quality,
gave them a very distinctive and old-world appearance. They also invariably used “thee” and “thou” instead of
“you” in ordinary conversation, which added to the conviction that they were a people apart, who had many habits
and qualities that might well be imitated by their neighbours of other religious denominations. …
218.162 Excerpt from At The Back Of The North Wind\fn{by George MacDonald (1824-1905)} Huntly,
Aberdeenshire, Scotland, United Kingdom (M) 12
1
I have been asked to tell you about the back of the North Wind. An old Greek writer mentions a people who
lived there, and were so comfortable that they could not bear it any longer, and drowned themselves. My story is
not the same as his. I do not think Herodotus had got the right account of the place. I am going to tell you how it
fared with a boy who went there.
He lived in a low room over a coach-house; and that was not by any means at the back of the North Wind, as
his mother very well knew. For ono side of the room was built only of boards, and the boards were so old that you
might run a pen-knife through into the north wind. And then let them settle between them which was the sharper!
I know that when you pulled it out again the wind would be after it like a cat after a mouse, and you would know
soon enough you were not at the back of the North Wind.
Still, this room was not very cold, except when the north wind blew stronger than usual: the room I have to do
with now was always cold, except in Summer, when the sun took the matter into his own hands. Indeed, I am not
sure whether I ought to call it a room at all; for it was just a loft where they kept hay and straw and oats for the
horses. And when little Diamond—
But stop: I must tell you that his father, who was a coachman, had named him after a favourite horse, and his
mother had had no objection:--when little Diamond then lay there in bed, he could hear the horses under him
munching away in the dark, or moving sleepily in their dreams. For Diamond’s father had built him a bed in the
loft with boards all round it, because they had so little room in their own end over the coach-house; and
Diamond’s father put old Diamond in the stall under the bed, because he was a quiet horse, and did not go to sleep
standing, but lay down like a reasonable creature.
But, although he was a surprisingly reasonable creature, yet, when young Diamond woke in the middle of the
night, and felt the bed shaking in the blasts of the north wind, he could not help wondering whether, if the wind
should blow the house down, and he were to fall through into the manger, old Diamond mightn’t eat him up
before he knew him in his nightgown. And although old Diamond was very quiet all night long, yet when he woke
he got up like an earthquake, and then young Diamond knew what o’clock it was, or at least what was to be done
next, which was—to go to sleep again as fast as he could.
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There was hay at his feet and hay at his head, piled up in great trusses to the very roof. Indeed it was
sometimes only through a little lane with several turnings, which looked as if it had been sawn out for him, that he
could reach his bed at all. For the stock of hay was, of course, always in a state either of slow ebb or of sudden
flow. Sometimes the whole space of the loft, with the little panes in the roof for the stars to look in, would lie
open before his open eyes as he lay in bed; sometimes a yellow wall of sweet-smelling fibres closed up his view
at the distance of half a yard. Sometimes, when his mother had undressed him in her room, and told him to trot
away to bed by himself, he would creep into the heart of the hay, and lie there thinking how cold it was outside in
the wind, and how warm it was inside there in his bed, and how he could go to it when he pleased, only he
wouldn’t just yet; he would get a little colder first. And ever as he grew colder, his bed would grow warmer, till at
last he would scramble out of the hay, shoot like an arrow into his bed, cover himself up, and snuggle down,
thinking what a happy boy he was. He had not the least idea that the wind got in at a chink in the wall, and blew
about him all night. For the back of his bed was only of boards an inch thick, and on the other side of them was
the north wind.
Now, as I have already said, these boards were soft and crumbly. To be sure, they were tarred on the outside,
yet in many places they were more like tinder than timber. Hence it happened that the soft part having worn away
from about it, little Diamond found one night, after he lay down, that a knot had come out of one of them, and that
the wind was blowing in upon him in a cold and rather imperious fashion. Now he had no fancy for leaving things
wrong that might be set right; so he jumped out of bed again; got a little strike of hay, twisted it up, folded it in the
middle, and, having thus made it into a cork, stuck it into the hole in the wall. But the wind began to blow loud
and angrily, and, as Diamond was falling asleep, out blew his cork and hit him on the nose, just hard enough to
wake him up quite, and let him hear the wind whistling shrill in the hole.
He searched for his hay-cork, found it, stuck it in harder, and was just dropping off once more, when, pop!
with an angry whistle behind it, the cork struck him again, this time on the cheek. Up he rose once more, made a
fresh stopple of hay, and corked the hole severely. But he was hardly down again before—pop! it came on his
forehead. He gave it up, drew the clothes above his head, and was soon fast asleep.
Although the next day was very stormy, Diamond forgot all about the hole, for he was busy making a cave by
the side of his mother’s fire, with a broken chair, a three-legged stool, and a blanket, and then sitting in it. His
mother, however, discovered it, and pasted a bit of brown paper over it, so that, when Diamond had snuggled
down the next night, he had no occasion to think of it.
Presently, however, he lifted his head and listened.
Who could that be talking to him? The wind was rising again, and getting very loud, and full of rushes and
whistles. He was sure some one was talking—and very near him too it was. But he was not frightened, for he had
not yet learned how to be; so he sat up and hearkened. At last the voice, which, though quite gentle, sounded a
little angry, appeared to come from the back of the bed. He crept nearer to it, and laid his ear against the wall.
Then he heard nothing but the wind, which sounded very loud indeed.
The moment, however, that he moved his head from the wall, he heard the voice again, close to his ear. He felt
about with his hand, and came upon the piece of paper his mother had pasted over the hole. Against this he laid
his ear, and then he heard the voice quite distinctly. There was, in fact, a little corner of the paper loose, and
through that, as from a mouth in the wall, the voice came.
“What do you mean, little boy—closing up my window?”
“What window?” asked Diamond.
“You stuffed hay into it three times last night. I had to blow it out again three times.”
“You can’t mean this little hole! It isn’t a window; it’s a hole in my bed.”
“I did not say it was a window: I said it was my window.”
“But it can’t be a window, because windows are holes to see out of.”
“Well, that’s just what I made this window for.”
“But you are outside: you can’t want a window.”
“You are quite mistaken. Windows are to see out of, you say. Well, I’m in my house, and I want windows to
see out of it.”
“But you’ve made a window into my bed.”
“Well, your mother has got three windows into my dancing-room, and you have three into my garret.”
“But I heard father say, when my mother wanted him to make a window through the wall, that it was against
the law, for it would look into Mr. Dyves’s garden.” The voice laughed.
“The law would have some trouble to catch me!” it said.
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“But if it’s not right, you know,” said Diamond, “that’s no matter. You shouldn’t do it.”
“I am so tall I am above that law,” said the voice.
“You must have a tall house, then,” said Diamond.
“Yes; a tall house: the clouds are inside it.”
“Dear me,” said Diamond, and thought a minute. “I thilnk, then, you can hardly expect me to keep a window
in my bed for you. Why don’t you make a window into Mr. Dyves’s bed?”
“Nobody makes a window into an ash-pit,” said the voice, rather sadly. “I like to see nice things out of my
windows.”
“But he must have a nicer bed than I have, though mine is very nice—so nice that I couldn’t wish a better.”
“It’s not the bed I care about: it’s what is in it—but you just open that window.”
“Well, mother says I shouldn’t be disobliging; but it’s rather hard. You see the north wind will blow right in my
face if I do.”
“I am the North Wind.”
“O-o-oh!” said Diamond, thoughtfully. “Then will you promise not to blow on my face if I open your
window?”
“I can’t promise that.”
“But you’ll give me the toothache. Mother’s got it already.”
“But what’s to become of me without a window?”
“I’m sure I don’t know. All I say is, it will be worse for me than for you.”
“No; it will not. You shall not be the worse for it—I promise you that. You will be much the better for it. Just
you believe what I say, and do as I tell you.”
“Well, I can pull the clothes over my head,” said Diamond, and feeling with his little sharp nails, he got hold of
the open edge of the paper and tore it off at once.
In came a long whistling spear of cold, and struck his little naked chest. He scrambled and tumbled in under
the bedclothes, and covered himself up: there was no paper now between him and the voice, and he felt a little—
not frightened exactly—I told you he had not learned that yet—but rather queer; for what a strange person this
North Wind must be that lived in the great house—“called Out-of-Doors, I suppose,” thought Diamond—and
made windows into people’s beds!
But the voice began again; and he could hear it quite plainly, even with his head under the bed-clothes. It was a
still more gentle voice now, although six times as large and loud as it had been, and he thought it sounded a little
like his mother’s.
“What is your name, little boy?” it asked.
“Diamond,” answered Diamond, under the bed-clothes.
“What a funny name!”
“It’s a very nice name,” returned its owner.
“I don’t know that,” said the voice.
“Well, I do,” retorted Diamond, a little rudely.
“Do you know to whom you are speaking?”
“No,” said Diamond. And indeed he did not for to know a person’s name is not always to know the person’s
self.
“Then I must not be angry with you. You had better look and see, though.”
“Diamond is a very pretty name,” persisted the boy, vexed that it should not give satisfaction.
“Diamond is a useless thing rather,” said the voice.
“That’s not true. Diamond is very nice—as big as two—and so quiet all night! And doesn’t he make a jolly row
in the morning, getting up on his four great legs! It’s like thunder.”
“You don’t seem to know what a diamond is.”
“Oh, don’t I just! Diamond is a great and good horse; and he sleeps right under me. He is Old Diamond, and I
am Young Diamond; or, if you like it better, for you’re very particular, Mr. North Wind, he’s Big Diamond, and
I’m Little biamond; and I don’t know which of us my father likes best.”
A beautiful laugh, large but very soft and musical, sounded somewhere beside him, but Diamond kept his head
under the clothes.
“I’m not Mr. North Wind,” said the voice.
“You told me that you were the North Wind,” insisted Diamond.
“I did not say Mister North Wind,” said the voice.
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“Well, then, I do; for mother tells me I ought to be polite.”
“Then let me tell you I don’t think it at all polite of you to say Mister to me.”
“Well, I didn’t know better. I’m very sorry.”
“But you ought to know better.”
“I don’t know that.”
“I do. You can’t say it’s polite to lie there talking—with your head under the bed-clothes, and never look up to
see what kind of person you are talking to—I want you to come out with me.”
“I want to go to sleep,” said Diamond, very nearly crying, for he did not like to be scolded, even when he
deserved it.
“You shall sleep all the better tomorrow night.”
“Besides,” said Diamond, “you are out in Mr. Dyves’s garden, and I can’t get there. I can only get into our own
yard.”
“Will you take your head out of the bed-clothes?” said the voice, just a little angrily.
“No!” answered Diamond, half peevish, half frightened.
The instant he said the word a tremendous blast of wind crashed in a board of the wall, and swept the clothes
off Diamond. He started up in terror. Leaning over him was the large beautiful pale face of a woman. Her dark
eyes looked a little angry, for they had just begun to flash; but a quivering of her sweet tipper lip made her look as
if she were going to cry. What was most strange was that away from her head streamed out her black hair in every
direction, so that the darkness in the hayloft looked as if it were made of her hair; but as Diamond gazed at her in
speechless amazement, mingled with confidence—for the boy was entranced with her mighty beauty—her hair
began to gather itself out of the darkness, and fell down all about her again, till her face looked out of the midst of
it like a moon out of a cloud. From her eyes came all the light by which Diamond saw her face and her hair; and
that was all he did see of her yet. The wind was over and gone.
“Will you go with me now, you little Diamond? I am sorry I was forced to be so rough with you,” said the lady.
“I will; yes, I will,” answered Diamond, holding out both his arms. “But,” he added, dropping them, “how
shall I get my clothes? They are in mother’s room, and the door is locked.”
“Oh, never mind your clothes. You will not be cold. I shall take care of that. Nobody is cold with the North
Wind.”
“I thought everybody was,” said Diamond.
“That is a great mistake. Most people make it, however. They are cold because they are not with the North
Wind, but without it.”
If Diamond had been a little older, and had supposed himself a good deal wiser, he would have thought the
lady was joking. But he was not older, and did not fancy himself wiser, and therefore understood her well enough.
Again he stretched out his arms. The lady’s face drew back a little.
“Follow me, Diamond,” she said.
“Yes,” said Diamond, only a little ruefully.
“You’re not afraid?” said the North Wind.
“No, ma’am; but mother never would let me go without shoes: she never said anything about clothes, so I dare
say she wouldn’t mind that.”
“I know your mother very well,” said the lady. “She is a good woman. I have visited her often. I was with her
when you were born. I saw her laugh and cry both at once. I love your mother, Diamond.”
“How was it you did not know my name, then, ma’am? Please, am I to say ma’am to you, ma’am?”
“One question at a time, dear boy. I knew your name quite well, but I wanted to hear what you would say for
it. Don’t you remember that day when the man was finding fault with your name—how I blew the window in?”
“Yes, yes,” answered Diamond, eagerly. “Our window opens like a door, right over the coach-house door. And
the wind—you, ma’am—came in, and blew the Bible out of the man’s hands, and the leaves went all flutter flutter
on the floor, and my mother picked it up and gave it back to him open, and there—”
“Was your name in the Bible—the sixth stone in the high-priest’s breast-plate.”
“Oh!—a stone, was it?” said Diamond. “I thought it had been a horse—I did.”
“Never mind. A horse is better than a stone any day. Well, you see, I know all about you and your mother.”
“Yes. I will go with you.”
“Now for the next question: you're not to call me ma’am. You must call me just my own name—respectfully,
you know—just North Wind.”
“Well, please, North Wind, you are so beautiful, I am quite ready to go with you.”
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“You must not be ready to go with everything beautiful all at once, Diamond.”
“But what’s beautiful can’t be bad. You’re not bad, North Wind?”
“No; I’m not bad. But sometimes beautiful things grow bad by doing bad, and it takes some time for their
badness to spoil their beauty. So little boys may be mistaken if they go after things because they are beautiful.”
“Well, I will go with you because you are beautiful and good too.”
“Ah, but there’s another thing, Diamond. What if I should look ugly, without being bad—look ugly myself
because I am making ugly things beautiful? What then?”
“I don’t quite understand you, North Wind. You tell me what then.”
“Well, I will tell you. If you see me with my face all black, don’t be frightened, If you see me flapping wings
like a bat’s, as big as the whole sky, don’t be frightened. If you hear me raging ten times worse than Mrs. Bill, the
blacksmith’s wife—even if you see me looking in at people’s windows like Mrs. Eve Dropper, the gardener’s wife
—you must believe that I am doing my work. Nay, Diamond, if I change into a serpent or a tiger, you must not let
go your hold of me, for my hand will never change in yours if you keep a good hold. If you keep a hold, you will
know who I am all the time, even when you look at me and can’t see me the least like the North Wind. I may look
something very awful. Do you understand?”
“Quite well,” said little Diamond.
“Come along, then,” said North Wind, and disappeared behind the mountain of hay.
Diamond crept out of bed and followed her.
2
When Diamond got round the corner of the hay, for a moment he hesitated. The stair by which he would
naturally have gone down to the door was at the other side of the loft, and looked very black indeed; for it was full
of North Wind’s hair, as she descended before him. And just beside him was the ladder going straight down into
the stable, up which his father always came to fetch the hay for Diamond’s dinner. Through the opening in the
floor the faint gleam of the stable lantern was enticing, and Diamond thought he would run down that way.
The stair went close past the loose-box in which Diamond the horse lived. When Diamond the boy was halfway down, he remembered that it was of no use to go this way, for the stable-door was locked. But at the same
moment there was horse Diamond’s great head poked out of his box on to the ladder, for he knew boy Diamond
although he was in his night-gown, and wanted him to pull his ears for him. This Diamond did very gently for a
minute or so, and patted and stroked his neck too, and kissed the big horse, and had begun to take the bits of straw
and hay out of his mane, when all at once he recollected that the Lady North Wind was waiting for him in the
yard.
“Good night, Diamond,” he said, and darted up the ladder, across the loft, and down the stair to the door. But
when he got out into the yard, there was no lady.
Now it is always a dreadful thing to think there is somebody and find nobody. Children in particular have not
made up their minds to it; they generally cry at nobody, especially when they wake up at night. But it was an
especial disappointment to Diamond, for his little heart had been beating with joy: the face of the North Wind was
so grand! To have a lady like that for a friend—with such long hair, too! Why, it was longer than twenty
Diamonds’ tails! She was gone. And there he stood, with his bare feet on the stones of the paved yard.
It was a clear night overhead, and the stars were shining. Orion in particular was making the most of his bright
belt and golden sword. But the moon was only a poor thin crescent. There was just one great, jagged, black and
gray cloud in the sky, with a steep side to it like a precipice; and the moon was against this side, and looked as if
she had tumbled off the top of the cloud-hill, and broken herself in rolling down the precipice. She did not seem
comfortable, for she was looking down into the deep pit waiting for her. At least that was what Diamond thought
as he stood for a moment staring at her.
But he was quite wrong, for the moon was not afraid, and there was no pit she was going down into, for there
were no sides to it, and a pit without sides to it is not a pit at all. Diamond, however, had not been out so late
before in all his life, and things looked so strange about him—just as if he had got into Fairyland, of which he
knew quite as much as anybody; for his mother had no money to buy books to set him wrong on the subject. I
have seen this world—only sometimes, just now and then, you know—look as strange as ever I saw Fairyland.
But I confess that I have not yet seen Fairyland at its best. I am always going to see it so some time. But if you
had been out in the face and not at the back of the North Wind, on a cold rather frosty night, and in your nightgown, you would have felt it all quite as strange as Diamond did.
He cried a little, just a little, he was so disappointed to lose the lady: of course, you, little man, wouldn’t have
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done that! But for my part, I don’t mind people crying, so much as I mind what they cry about, and how they cry
—whether they cry quietly like ladies and gentlemen, or go shrieking like vulgar emperors, or ill-natured cooks;
for all emperors are not gentlemen, and all cooks are not ladies—nor all queens and princesses for that matter,
either.
But it can’t be denied that a little gentle crying does one good. It did Diamond good; for as soon as it was over
he was a brave boy again.
“She shan’t say it was my fault anyhow!” said Diamond. “I daresay she is hiding somewhere to see what I will
do. I will look for her.”
So he went round the end of the stable towards the kitchen-garden. But the moment he was clear of the shelter
of the stable, sharp as a knife came the wind against his little chest and his bare legs. Still he would look in the
kitchen-garden, and went on. But when he got round the weeping-ash that stood in the corner, the wind blew
much stronger, and it grew stronger and stronger till he could hardly fight against it
And it was so cold! All the flashy spikes of the stars seemed to have got somehow into the wind. Then he
thought of what the lady had said about people being cold because they were not with the North Wind. How it was
that he should have guessed what she meant at that very moment I cannot tell, but I have observed that the most
wonderful thing in the world is how people come to understand anything. He turned his back to the wind, and
trotted again towards the yard; wherupon, strange to say, it blew so much more gently against his calves than it
had blown against his shins, that he began to feel almost warm by contrast.
You must not think it was cowardly of Diamond to turn his back to the wind: he did so only because he thought
Lady North Wind had said something like telling him to do so. If she had said to him that he must hold his face to
it, Diamond would have held his face to it. But the most foolish thing is to fight for no good, and to please
nobody.
Well, it was just as if the wind was pushing Diamond along. If he turned round, it grew very sharp on his legs
especially, and so he thought the wind might really be Lady North Wind, though he could not see her, and he had
better let her blow him wherever she pleased. So she blew and blew, and he went and went, until he found himself
standing at a door in a wall, which door led from the yard into a little belt of shrubbery, flanking Mr. Coleman’s
house.
Mr. Coleman was his father’s master, and the owner of Diamond. He opened the door, and went through the
shrubbery, and out into the middle of the lawn, still hoping to find North Wind. The soft grass was very pleasant
to his bare feet, and felt warm after the stones of the yard; but the lady was nowhere to be seen. Then he began to
think that after all he must have done wrong, and she was offended with him for not following close after her, but
staying to talk to the horse, which certainly was neither wise nor polite.
There he stood in the middle of the lawn, the wind blowing his night-gown till it flapped like a loose sail. The
stars were very shiny over his head; but they did not give light enough to show that the grass was green; and
Diamond stood alone in the strange night, which looked half solid all about him. He began to wonder whether he
was in a dream or not. It was important to determine this; “for,” thought Diamond, “if I am in a dream, I am safe
in my bed, and I needn’t cry. But if I’m not in a dream, I’m out here, and perhaps I had better cry, or, at least, I’m
not sure whether I can help it.” He came to the conclusion, however, that, whether he was in a dream or not, there
could be no harm in not crying for a little while longer: he could begin whenever he liked.
The back of Mr. Coleman’s house was to the lawn, and one of the drawing-room windows looked out upon it.
The ladies had not gone to bed; for the light was still shining in that window. But they had no idea that a little boy
was standing on the lawn in his night-gown, or they would have run out in a moment. And as long as he saw that
light, Diamond could not feel quite lonely. He stood staring, not at the great warrior Orion in the sky, nor yet at
the disconsolate, neglected moon going down in the west, but at the drawing-room window with the light shining
through its green curtains. He had been in that room once or twice that he could remember at Christmas times; for
the Colemans were kind people, though they did not care much about children.
All at once the light went nearly out: he could only see a glimmer of the shape of the window. Then, indeed, he
felt that he was left alone. It was so dreadful to be out in the night after everybody was gone to bed! That was
more than he could bear. He burst out crying in good earnest, beginning with a wail like that of the wind when it
is waking up.
Perhaps you think this was very foolish; for could he not go home to his own bed again when he liked? Yes;
but it looked dreadful to him to creep up that stair again and lie down in his bed again, and know that North
Wind’s window was open beside him, and she gone, and he might never see her again. He would be just as lonely
there as here. Nay, it would be much worse if he had to think that the window was nothing but a hole in the wall.
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At the very moment when he burst out crying, the old nurse, who had grown to be one of the family, for she
had not gone away when Miss Coleman did not want any more nursing, came to the back-door, which was of
glass, to close the shutters. She thought she heard a cry, and, peering out with a hand on each side of her eyes like
Diamond’s blinkers, she saw something white on the lawn. Too old and too wise to be frightened, she opened the
door, and went straight towards the white thing to see what it was. And when Diamond saw her coming he was
not frightened either, though Mrs. Crump was a little cross sometimes; for there is a good kind of crossness that is
only disagreeable, and there is a bad kind of crossness that is very nasty indeed.
So she came up with her neck stretched out, and her head at the end of it, and her eyes foremost of all, like a
snail’s, peering into the night to see what it could be that went on glimmering white before her. When she did see,
she made a great exclamation, and threw up her hands. Then without a word, for she thought Diamond was
walking in his sleep, she caught hold of him, and led him towards the house. He made no objection, for he was
just in the mood to be grateful for notice of any sort, and Mrs. Crump led him straight into the drawing-room.
Now, from the neglect of the new housemaid, the fire in Miss Coleman’s bedroom had gone out, and her
mother had told her to brush her hair by the drawing-room fire—a disorderly proceeding which a mother’s wish
could justify. The young lady was very lovely, though not nearly so beautiful as North Wind; and her hair was
extremely long, for it came down to her knees—though that was nothing at all to North Wind’s hair. Yet when she
looked round, with her hair all about her, as Diamond entered, he thought for one moment that it was North Wind,
and, pulling his hand from Mrs. Crump’s, he stretched out his arms and ran towards Miss Coleman. She was so
pleased that she threw down her brush, and almost knelt on the floor to receive him in her arms. He saw the next
moment that she was not Lady North Wind, but she looked so like her he could not help running into her arms and
bursting into tears afresh.
Mrs. Crump said the poor child had walked out in his sleep, and Diamond thought she ought to know, and did
not contradict her: for anything he knew, it might be so indeed. He let them talk on about him, and said nothing;
and when, after their astonishment was over, and Miss Coleman had given him a sponge-cake, it was decreed that
Mrs. Crump should take him to his mother, he was quite satisfied.
His mother had to get out of bed to open the door when Mrs. Crump knocked. She was indeed surprised to see
her boy; and having taken him in her arms and carried him to his bed, returned and had a long confabulation with
Mrs. Crump, for they were still talking when Diamond fell fast asleep, and could hear them no longer.
3
Diamond woke very early in the morning, and thought what a curious dream he had had. But the memory grew
brighter and brighter in his head, until it did not look altogether like a dream, and he began to doubt whether he
had not really been abroad in the wind last night. He came to the conclusion that, if he had really been brought
home to his mother by Mrs. Crump, she would say something to him about it, and that would settle the matter.
Then he got up and dressed himself, but, finding that his father and mother were not yet stirring, he went down
the ladder to the stable. There he found that even old Diamond was not awake yet, for he, as well as young
Diamond, always got up the moment he woke, and now he was lying as f1at as a horse could lie upon his nice—
trim bed of straw.
“I’ll give old Diamond a surprise,” thought the boy; and creeping up very softly, before the horse knew, he was
astride of his back. Then it was young Diamond’s turn to have more of a surprise than he had expected; for as
with an earthquake, with a rumbling and a rocking hither and thither, a sprawling of legs and heaving as of many
backs, young Diamond found himself hoisted up in the air, with both hands twisted in the horse’s mane.
The next instant old Diamond lashed out with both his hind legs, and giving one cry of terror young Diamond
found himself lying on his neck, with his arms as far round it as they would go. But then the horse stood as still as
a stone, except that he lifted his head gently up, to let the boy slip down to his back. For when he heard young
Diamond’s cry he knew that there was nothing to kick about; for young Diamond was a good boy, and old
Diamond was a good horse, and the one was all right on the back of the other.
As soon as Diamond had got himself comfortable on the saddle place, the horse began pulling at the hay, and
the boy began thinking. He had never mounted Diamond himself before, and he had never got off him without
being lifted down. So he sat, while the horse ate, wondering how he was to reach the ground.
But while he meditated, his mother woke, and her first thought was to see her boy. She had visited him twice
during the night, and found him sleeping quietly. Now his bed was empty, and she was frightened.
“Diamond! Diamond! Where are you, Diamond?” she called out. Diamond turned his head where he sat like a
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knight on his steed in enchanted stall, and cried aloud,
“Here, mother!”
“Where, Diamond?” she returned.
“Here, mother, on Diamond’s back.” She came running to the ladder, and peeping down, saw him aloft on the
great horse.
“Come down, Diamond,” she said
“I can’t,” answered Diamond
“How did you get up?” asked his mother.
“Quite easily,” answered he; “but when I got up, Diamond would get up too, and so here I am.”
His mother thought he had been walking in his sleep again, and hurried down the ladder. She did not much like
going up to the horse, for she had not been used to horses; but she would have gone into a lion’s den, not to say a
horse’s stall, to help her boy. So she went and lifted him off Diamond’s back, and felt braver all her life after. She
carried him in her arms up to her room; but, afraid of frightening him at his own sleep-walking, as she supposed
it, said nothing about last night.
Before the next day was over, Diamond had almost concluded the whole adventure a dream. For a week his
mother watched him very carefully—going into the loft several times a night—as often, in fact, as she woke.
Every time she found him fast asleep.
All that week it was hard weather. The grass showed white in the morning with the hoar-frost which clung like
tiny comfits to every blade. And as Diamond’s shoes were not good, and his mother had not quite saved up
enough money to get him the new pair she so much wanted for him, she would not let him run out. He played all
his games over and over indoors, especially that of driving two chairs harnessed to the baby’s cradle; and if they
did not go very fast, they went as fast as could be expected of the best chairs in the world, although one of them
had only three legs, and the other only half a back.
At length his mother brought home his new shoes, and no sooner did she find they fitted him than she told him
he might run out in the yard and amuse himself for an hour.
The sun was going down when he flew from the door like a bird from its cage. All the world was new to him.
A great fire of sunset burned on the top of the gate that led from the stables to the house; above the fire in the sky
lay a large lake of green light, above that a golden cloud, and over that the blue of the wintry heavens. And
Diamond thought that, next to his own home, he had never seen any place he would like so much to live in as that
sky. For it is not fine things that make home a nice place, but your mother and your father.
As he was yet looking at the lovely colours, the gates were thrown open, and there was old Diamond and his
friend in the carriage, dancing with impatience to get at their stalls and their oats. And in they came. Diamond was
not in the least afraid of his father driving over him, but, careful not to spoil the grand show he made with his fine
horses and his multitudinous cape, with a red edge to every fold, he slipped out of the way and let him dash right
on to the stables. To be quite safe he had to step into the recess of the door that led from the yard to the shrubbery.
As he stood there he remembered how the wind had driven him to this same spot on the night of his dream.
And once more he was almost sure that it was no dream. At all events, he would go in and see whether things
looked at all now as they did then. He opened the door, and passed through the little belt of shrubbery. Not a
flower was to be seen in the beds on the lawn. Even the brave old chrysanthemums and Christmas roses had
passed away before the frost.
What? Yes! There was one! He ran and knelt down to look at it. It was a primrose—a dwarfish thing, but
perfect in shape—a baby-wonder. As he stooped his face to see it close, a little wind began to blow, and two or
three long leaves that stood up behind the flower shook and waved and quivered, but the primrose lay still in the
green hollow, looking up at the sky, and not seeming to know that the wind was blowing at all. It was just a one
eye that the dull black wintry earth hid opened to look at the sky with.
All at once Diamond thought it was saying its prayers, and he ought not to be staring at it so. He ran to the
stable to see his father make Diamond’s bed. Then his father took him in his arms, carried him up the ladder,and
set him down at the table where they were going to have their tea.
“Miss is very poorly,” said Diamond’s father; “Mis’ess has been to the doctor with her today, and she looked
very glum when she came out again. I was a-watching of them to see what doctor had said.”
“And didn’t Miss look glum too?” asked his mother.
“Not half as glum as Mis’ess,” returned the coachman. “You see—”
But he lowered his voice, and Diamond could not make out more than a word here and there. For Diamond’s
father was not only one of the finest of coachmen to look at, and one of the best of drivers, but one of the most
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discreet of servants as well. Therefore he did not talk about family affairs to anyone but his wife, whom he had
proved better than himself long ago, and was careful that even Diamond should hear nothing he could repeat
again concerning master and his family.
It was bed-time soon, and Diamond went to bed and fell fast asleep.
He awoke all at once, in the dark.
“Open the window, Diamond,” said a voice. Now Diamond’s mother had once more pasted up North Wind’s
window.
“Are you North Wind?” said Diamond. “I don’t hear you blowing.”
“No; but you hear me talking. Open the window, for I haven’t overmuch time.”
“Yes,” returned Diamond. “But, please, North Wind, where’s the use? You left me all alone last time.”
He had got up on his knees, and was busy with his nails once more at the paper over the hole in the wall. For
now that North Wind spoke again, he remembered all that had taken place before as distinctly as if it had
happened only last night.
“Yes, but that was your fault,” returned North Wind. “I had work to do; and, besides, a gentleman should never
keep a lady waiting.”
“But I’m not a gentleman,” said Diamond, scratching away at the paper.
“I hope you won’t say so ten years after this.”
“I’m going to be a coachman, and a coachman is not a gentleman,” persisted Diamond,
“We call your father a gentleman in our house,” said North Wind.
“He doesn’t call himself one,” said Diamond.
“That’s of no consequence: every man ought to be a gentleman, and your father is one.”
Diamond was so pleased to hear this that he scratched at the paper like ten mice, and getting hold of the edge
of it, tore it off. The next instant a young girl glided across the bed, and stood upon the floor.
“Oh dear!” said Diamond, quite dismayed; I didn’t know—who are you, please?”
“I’m North Wind,”
“Are you really?”
“Yes. Make haste.”
“But you’re no bigger than me.”
“Do you think I care about how big or how little I am? Didn’t you see me this evening? I was less then.”
“No. Where was you?”
“Behind the leaves of the primrose, Didn’t you see them blowing?”
“Yes.”
“Make haste, then, if you want to go with me.”
“But you are not big enough to take care of me. I think you are only Miss North Wind.”
“I am big enough to show you the way, anyhow. But if you won’t come, why, you must stay.”
“I must dress myself. I didn’t mind with a grown lady, but I couldn’t go with a little girl in my night-gown.”
“Very well. I’m not in such a hurry as I was the other night. Dress as fast as you can, and I’ll go and shake the
primrose leaves till you come.”
“Don’t hurt it,” said Diamond.
North Wind broke out in a little laugh like the breaking of silver bubbles, and was gone in a moment. Diamond
saw—for it was a starlit night, and the mass of hay was at a low ebb now—the gleam of something vanishing
down the stair, and, springing out of bed, dressed himself as fast as ever he could. Then be crept out into the yard,
through the door in the wall, and away to the primrose. Behind it stood North Wind, leaning over it, and looking
at the flower as if she had been its mother.
“Come along,” she said, jumping up and holding out her hand.
Diamond took her hand. It was cold, but so pleasant and full of life, it was better than warm. She led him
across the garden. With one bound she was on the top of the wall. Diamond was left at the foot.
“Stop, stop!” he cried “Please, I can’t jump like that.”
“You don’t try,” said North Wind, who from the top looked down a foot taller than before.
“Give me your hand again, and I will try,” said Diamond. She reached down, Diamond laid hold of her hand,
gave a great spring, and stood beside her.
“This is nice!” he said
Another bound, and they stood in the road by the river. It was full tide, and the stars were shining clear in its
depths, for it lay still, waiting for the turn to run down again to the sea. They walked along its side. But they had
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not walked far before its surface was covered with ripples, and the stars had vanished from its bosom.
And North Wind was now tall as a full-grown girl. Her hair was flying about her head, and the wind was
blowing a breeze down the river. But she turned aside and went up a narrow lane, and as she went her hair fell
down around her.
“I have some rather disagreeable work to do tonight,” she said, “before I get out to sea, and I must set about it
at once. The disagreeable work must be looked after first.”
So saying, she laid hold of Diamond and began to run, gliding along faster and faster. Diamond kept up with
her as well as he could. She made many turnings and windings, apparently because it was not quite easy to get
him over walls and houses. Once they ran through a hall where they found back and front doors open. At the foot
of the stair North Wind stood still, and Diamond, hearing a great growl, started in terror, and there instead of
North Wind, was a huge wolf by his side. He let go his hold in dismay, and the wolf bounded up the stair. The
windows of the house rattled and shook as if guns were firing, and the sound of a great fall came from above.
Diamond stood with white face staring up at the landing.
“Surely,” he thought, “North Wind can’t be eating one of the children!”
Coming to himself all at once, he rushed after her with his little fist clenched. There were ladies in long trains
going up and down the stairs, and gentlemen in white neckties attending on them, who stared at him, but none of
them were of the people of the house, and they said nothing. Before he reached the head of the stair, however,
North Wind met him, took him by the hand, and hurried down and out of the house.
“I hope you haven’t eaten a baby, North Wind!” said Diamond, very solemnly.
North Wind laughed merrily, and went tripping on faster. Her grassy robe swept and swirled about her steps,
and wherever it passed over withered leaves, they went fleeing and whirling in spirals, and running on their edges
like wheels, all about her feet.
“No,” she said at last, “I did not eat a baby. You would not have had to ask that foolish question if you had not
let go your hold of me. You would have seen how I served a nurse that was calling a child bad names, and telling
her she was wicked. She had been drinking. I saw an ugly gin bottle in a cupboard.”
“And you frightened her?” said Diamond.
“I believe so!” answered North Wind, laughing merrily. “I flew at her throat, and she tumbled over on the floor
with such a crash that they ran in. She’ll be turned away tomorrow—and quite time, if they knew as much as I
do.”
“But didn’t you frighten the little one?”
“She never saw me. The woman would not have seen me either if she had not been wicked.”
“Oh!” said Diamond, dubiously.
“Why should you see things,” returned North Wind, “that you wouldn’t understand or know what to do with?
Good people see good things; bad people, bad things.”
“Then are you a bad thing?”
“No. For you see me, Diamond, dear,” said the girl, and she looked down at him, and Diamond saw the loving
eyes of the great lady beaming from the depths of her falling hair.
“I had to make myself look like a bad thing before she could see me. If I had put on any other shape than a
wolf’s she would not have seen me, for that is what is growing to be her own shape inside of her.”
“I don’t know what you mean,” said Diamond, “but I suppose it’s all right.”
They were now climbing the slope of a grassy ascent. It was Primrose Hill, in fact, although Diamond had
never heard of it. The moment they reached the top, North Wind stood and turned her face towards London. The
stars were still shining clear and cold overhead. There was not a cloud to be seen. The air was sharp, but Diamond
did not find it cold.
“Now,” said the lady, “whatever you do, do not let my hand go. I might have lost you the last time, only I was
not in a hurry then: now I am in a hurry.”
Yet she stood still for a moment. …
218.150 Excerpt from Young Musgrave\fn{by Margaret Oliphant (1828-1897)} Wallyford, East Lothian, Scotland,
United Kingdom (F) 12
1
It would be difficult to say how Penninghame Castle had got that imposing name. It was an old house standing
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almost on the roadside, at least at the termination of a rough country road leading from the village, which widened
into a square space at the side of the house. The village road was lined with trees, and it pleased the Musgraves to
believe that it had been in happier days the avenue to their ancient dwelling, while the rough square at the end had
been the courtyard. The place itself consisted of a small mansion not important enough to be very distinctive in
architecture, built on to the end of an old hall, the only remaining portion of a much older and greater house. This
hall was entered directly by a great door of heavy oak, from which a slope of ancient causeway descended into the
road below—an entrance which was the only thing like a castle in the whole ensemble, though it ought to have led
to an ancient gateway and portcullis rather than to the great door generally wide open, through which, according
to the story, a horse-man once entered to scare the guests at their feast and defy the master at the head of the table.
The hall was not used for such festive purposes now, nor threatened by such warlike intruders. It had known
evil fortune in its day and had been degraded into a barn, its windows blocked up, its decorations destroyed—but
had come to life again for the last fifty years and had come back to human use, though no longer as of old. Round
the corner was the front of the old mansion, built in that pallid gray stone, which adds a sentiment of age, like the
ashy paleness of very old people, to the robust antiquity of mason-work more lasting than any that is done now.
Successive squires had nibbled at this old front, making windows there and doorways here: windows which cut
through the string-courses above, and a prim Georgian front door, not even in the centre of the old arched entrance
which had been filled up, which gave a certain air of disreputable irregularity to the pale and stern old dwellingplace.
Ivy and other clinging growths fortunately hid a great deal of this, and added importance to the four great
stacks of chimneys, which, mantled in its short, large leaves and perpetual greenness, looked like turrets, and
dignified the house. A lake behind somewhat coldly blue, and a great hill in front somewhat coldly green, showed
all the features of that north country which was not far enough north for the wild vigour and vivifying tints of
brown bracken and heather.
The lake came closely up in a little bay behind the older part of the house where there was a rocky harbour for
the boats of the family; and between this little bay and the gray walls was the flower-garden, old-fashioned and
bright, though turned to the unkindly east. Beyond this was a kind of broken park with some fine trees and a great
deal of rough underwood, which stretched along the further shore of the lake and gave an air of dignity to the
dwelling on that side. This was still called “The Chase” as the house was called the Castle, in memory it might be
supposed of better days.
The Musgraves had been Cavaliers, had wasted their substance in favour of the Charleses, and their lands had
been ravaged, their park broken up into fields, their avenue made a common road, half by hostile neighbours, half
by vulgar intrusion, in the days when the Revolutionists had the upper hand. So they said, at least, and pleas of
this kind are respected generally, save by the very cynical. Certainly the present occupants of the house believed it
fervently, and so did the village; and if it was nothing more it was a great comfort and support to the family, and
made them regard the rude approach to “the Castle” with forbearance.
The public right of way had been established in those stormy times. It was a sign even of the old greatness of
the house. It was better than trim lawns and smiling gardens, which would have required a great deal of keeping
up. It was, however, a family understanding that the first Musgrave who made a rich marriage, or who in any
other way became a favourite of fortune, should by some vague means—an act of Parliament or otherwise—
reclaim the old courtyard and avenue, and plant a pair of magnificent gates between the castle and the village:
also buy back all the old property; also revive the title of Baron of Penninghame, which had been in abeyance for
the last two hundred years; and do many other things to glorify and elevate the family to its pristine position; and
no Musgrave doubted that this deliverer would come sooner or later, which took the bitterness out of their
patience in the meantime and gave them courage to wait.
Another encouraging circumstance in their lot was that they were fully acknowledged as the oldest family in
the county. Other and richer persons pushed in before them to its dignities, and they were no doubt very much left
out of its gaieties and pleasures; but no one doubted that they had a right to take the lead, if ever they were rich
enough.
This, however, did not seem likely, for the moment at least. The family at Penninghame had, what is much to
be avoided by families which would be happy, a history, and a very recent one. There were two sons, but neither
of them had been seen at the Castle for nearly fifteen years, and with the name of the elder of these there was
connected a dark and painful story, not much known to the new generation, but very well remembered by all the
middle-aged people in the county; young Musgrave had been for a year or two the most popular young squire in
the north country, but his brightness had ended in dismal clouds of misfortune and trouble and bloodshedding,
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with perhaps crime involved, and certainly many of the penalties of crime. He had not been seen in the north
country since the crisis which made all the world acquainted with his unfortunate name; and his younger brother
had reappeared but once in their father’s house, which was thus left desolate, except for the one daughter, who
had been its delight before and was now its only stay.
So far as the county knew, young Musgrave still lived, though he was never mentioned, for there had been no
signs of mourning in the house, such as must have intimated to the neighbours the fact of John’s death—which
also of course would have made Randolph the heir. And save that once, not even Randolph had ever come to
break the monotony of life in his father’s house.
*
Squire Musgrave and his daughter lived there alone now. They had been alone these fifteen years. They had
little society, and did not keep up a large establishment. He was old, and she was no longer young enough to care
for the gaieties of the rural neighbourhood. Thus they had fallen out of the current of affairs. The family was
much respected, but comparatively little heard of after the undesired and undesirable notoriety it had once gained.
Thus abandoned by its sons, and denuded of the strongest elements of life, it may well be supposed that the
castle at Penninghame was a melancholy house. What more easy than to conjure up the saddest picture of such a
dwelling? The old man, seated in his desolate home, brooding over perhaps the sins of his sons, perhaps his own
—some injudicious indulgence, or untimely severity which had driven them from him; while the sister, worn out
by the monotony of her solitary life, shut herself out from all society, and spent her life in longing for the absent,
and pleading for them—a sad, solitary woman, with no pleasure in her lot, except that of the past.
The picture would have been as appropriate as touching, but it would not have been true. Old Mr. Musgrave
was not the erring father of romance. He was a well preserved and spare little man, over seventy, with cheeks of
streaky red like winter apples, and white hair, which he wore rather long, falling on the velvet collar of his oldfashioned coat. He had been an outdoor man in his day, and had farmed, and shot, and hunted, like others of his
kind, so far as his straitened means and limited stables permitted; but when years and circumstances had impaired
his activity he had been strong enough to retire, of his own free will, while graceful abdication was still in his
power.
He spent most of his time now in his library, with only a constitutional walk, or easy ramble upon his steady
old cob, to vary his life, except when quarter sessions called him forth, or any other duty of the magistracy, to
which he still paid the most conscientious attention. The Musgraves were not people whom it was easy to crush,
and Fate had a hard bargain in the old squire, who found himself one occupation when deprived of another with a
spirit not often existing in old age. He had committed plenty of mistakes in his day, and some which had been
followed by tragical consequences, a practical demonstration of evil which fortunately does not attend all the
errors of life; but he did not brood over them in his old library, nor indulge unavailing compunctions, nor consider
himself under any doom; but on the contrary studied his favourite problems in genealogy and heraldry, and county
history, and corresponded with Notes and Queries, and was in his way very comfortable.
He it was who first pointed out that doubtful blazoning of Marmion’s shield, “colour upon colour,” which
raised so lively a discussion; and in questions of this kind he was an authority, and thoroughly enjoyed the little
tilts and controversies involved, many of which were as warm as their subjects were insignificant. His family was
dropping, or rather had dropped, into decay; his eldest son was virtually lost to his family and to society; his
youngest son alienated and a stranger; and some of this at least was the father’s fault. But neither the decay of the
house, nor the reflection that he was at least partially to blame, made any great difference to the squire. There had
no doubt been moments, and even hours, when he had felt it bitterly; but these moments, though perhaps they
count for more than years in a man’s life, do not certainly last so long, and age has a way of counterfeiting virtue,
which is generally very successful, even to its personal consciousness.
Musgrave was generally respected, and he felt himself to be entirely respectable. He sat in his library and
worked away among his county histories, without either compunction or regret—who could throw a stone at him?
He had been rather unfortunate in his family, that was all that could be said.
*
And Mary Musgrave, his daughter, was just as little disposed to brood upon the past. She had shed many tears
in her day, and suffered many things. Perhaps it was in consequence of the family troubles which had come upon
her just at the turning-point in her life that she had never married; for sbe had been one of the beauties of the
district—courted and admired by everybody, and wooed by many: by some who indeed still found her beautiful,
and by some who had learned to laugh at the old unhappiness of which she was the cause. Miss Musgrave did not
like these last, which was perhaps natural; and even now there would be a tone of satire in her voice when she
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noted the late marriage of one or another of her old adorers
Women do not like men whose hearts they have broken, to get quite healed, and console themselves; this is
perhaps a poor feeling, but it is instinctive, and though it may be stoutly struggled against in some cases, and
chidden into silence in many, it still maintains an untolerated yet obstinate life. But neither the failure of the
adorations she once inspired nor the family misfortunes had crushed her spirit. She lived a not unhappy life,
notwithstanding all that had happened. It was she who did everything that was done at Penninghame. The reins
which her father had dropped almost unawares she had taken up. She managed the estate; kept the bailiff in order;
did all business that was necessary with the lawyer; and what was a greater feat still kept her father unaware of the
almost absolute authority which she exercised in his affairs. It had to be done, and she had not hesitated to do it;
and on the whole, she, too, though she had suffered many heartaches in her day, was not unhappy now, but lived a
life full of activity and occupation.
She was forty, and her hair began to be touched by gray—she who had been one of the fairest flowers of the
north country. A woman always has to come down from that eminence somehow; whether she does it by
becoming someone’s wife or by merely falling back into the silence of the past and leaving the place free for
others, does not much matter.
Perhaps, indeed, it is the old maid who has the best of it. A little romance continues to encircle her in the eyes
of most of those who have worshipped her youth. She has not married; why she has not married—that once
admired of all admirers? Has it been that she, too, sharing the lot which she inflicted on so many, was not loved
where she loved? or was it perhaps that she had made a mistake—sent away someone, perhaps, who knows, the
very man who thought of her thus kindly and regretfully—whom she was afterwards sorry to have sent away?
Nobody said this in words, but Mary Musgrave at forty was more tenderly thought of than Lady Stanton, who
had been the rival queen of the county. Lady Stanton was stout nowadays; in men’s minds, when they met her
sailing into a ball-room, prematurely indued with the duties of chaperon to her husband’s grown-up daughters,
there would arise a half-amused wonder how they could have worshipped at her feet as they once did.
“Can this muckle wife be my true love Jean?” they said to themselves.
But Miss Musgrave, who was slim as a girl in her unwedded obscurity, and whose eyes some people thought
as bright as ever, though her hair was gray, gave rise to no such irreverent thoughts. There were men scattered
through the world who had a romantic regard, and profound respect still, for this woman whom they had loved,
and who had preserved the distinction of loving no one in return. Nobody had died for love of her, though some
had threatened it; but this visionary atmosphere of past adoration supplied a delicate homage, such as is agreeable
even to an old maiden’s heart.
And Miss Musgrave’s life was spent chiefly in the old hall as her father's was spent in his library. She had been
full of gay activity in her youth, a bold and graceful horsewoman, ready for anything that was going; but, with the
same sense of fitness that led the squire to his retirement, she too had retired. She had put aside her riding-habits
along with her muslins, and wore nothing but rich neutral-tinted silk gowns. Her only extravagance was a pair of
ponies, which she drove into the county town when she had business to do, or to pay an occasional visit to her
friends; but by far the greater part of her life was spent in the old hall, where all her favourites and allies came,
and all her poor people from the village, who found her seated like a scriptural potentate in the gate, ready to
settle all quarrels and administer impartial justice.
The hall was connected with the house by a short passage and two doors, which shut out all interchange of
sound. There was nothing above it but the high-pitched roof, the turret chimneys, and the ivy, nor was any
interposition of servants necessary to usher in visitors by that ever-open way. This was a thing which deeply
affected the spirits and feelings of Eastwood, the only male functionary in the house—the most irreproachable of
butlers. A door which opened straight into the lady’s favourite sitting-room was felt by him to be an insult to the
family; it was more like a farmhouse than a castle; and as for Miss Musgrave, she was just as bad—too affable, a
deal too affable, talking to anyone that came to her, the tramps on the road as well as the ladies and gentlemen
whose unwilling steeds pranced and curveted on the old slope of causeway.
This was a standing grievance to the butler, whose complaint was that the “presteedge” of the family was in
hourly jeopardy; and his persistent complaint had thrown a shade of dissatisfaction over the household. This,
however, did not move the lady of the house. Eastwood and the rest did not know, though some other people did,
that it was the proudest woman in the county whom they accused of being too affable, and who received all the
world in the old hall without the assistance of any gentleman usher.
There were no windows in the side of the hall which fronted the road, but only this huge oaken door, all
studded with bars and elaborate hinges of iron. On the other side there was a recess, with a large square window
291

and cushioned seats, “restored” by village workmen in a not very perfect way, but still preserving the ample and
noble lines of its original design. This windowed recess was higher than the rest of the hall, the walls of which
were low, though the roof was lofty. But towards the front the only light was from the doorway, which looked due
west, and beheld all the sunsets, flooding the ancient place with afternoon light and glories of evening colour. The
slanting light seemed to sweep in like an actual visitor in all its sheen of crimson and purple, when the rest of the
house was in the still and hush of the gray evening. This was where Miss Musgrave held her throne.
*
Thus Penninghame Castle stood at the moment this story begins. The lake gleaming cold towards the north,
rippling against the pebbles in the little inlet which held the two boats; the broken ground and ancient trees of the
Chase, lying eastward, getting the early lights of the morning, as did the flower-garden, which lay bright under the
old walls. A little genial hum of the kindly north-country women-servants, who had been there for a lifetime, or
who were the daughters and cousins of those who had been there for a lifetime, with Eastwood strutting important
among them—the one big cock among this barndoor company—made itself audible now and then, a respectful
subdued human accompaniment to the ripple of the lake and the whispering of the wind among the trees: and now
and then, a cheerful cackle of poultry, the sound of the ponies in the stable, or the squire’s respectable cob: the
heavy steps of the gardener walking slowly along the gravel paths.
But for these tranquil sounds, which made the stillness more still, there was nothing but quiet in and about the
old house. There had been a time when much had happened there, when there had been angry dissensions, family
convulsions, storms of mutual reproach and reproof, outbursts of tears and crying. But all that was over. Nothing
had happened at Penninghame for fifteen years. The old squire in his library and Mary in her favourite old
chamber lived as though there were no breaks in life, no anguishes, no convulsions, as quietly as their trees, as
steadily as their old walls, as if existence could neither change nor end.
Thus they went on from day to day and from year to year, in a routine which occupied and satisfied, and kept
the sense of living in their minds, but in a lull and hush of all adventure, of all commotion, of all excitement. Time
passed over them and left no trace, save those touches imperceptible at the moment which sorrow or passion
could surpass in effect in one day, yet which tell as surely at the end.
This was how things were at Penninghame when this story begins.
2
It was not one of Mary Musgrave’s fancies to furnish her hall like a drawing-room. She had collected round
her a few things for use, but she was not rich enough to make her favourite place into a toy, as so many people do,
nor had she the opportunity of “picking up” rarities to ornament it, as she might have liked to do had she been in
the way of them. The room had been a barn fifty years before. Then it became a family storeroom, was fitted up at
one end with closets and cupboards, and held the household linen, and sometimes the winter supply of fruit. It
was Mary who had rescued it back again to gentler use; but she had not been able to redecorate or renew it with
such careful pretence at antiquity as is common nowadays. All that she could do for it was to collect her own
doings there, and all the implements for her work.. The windowed recess which got the morning sun was her
business-room. There stood an old secrétaire, chosen not because of its age or suitability, but because it was the
only thing she had available, a necessity which often confers as much grace as the happiest choice. Opposite the
doorway was an old buffet, rough, yet not uncharacteristic, whicih had been scrubbed clean by a generous
housemaid when Miss Musgrave first took to the hall. And much it had wanted that cleansing; but the soap and
the water and the scrubbing-brush had not agreed very well, it must be allowed, with the carved mahogany, which
ought to have been oak.
Between the open door and this big piece of furniture was a square of old Turkey carpet, very much faded, yet
still agreeable to the eye, and a spindle-legged table of Queen Anne’s days, with drawers, which held Miss
Musgrave’s knitting and a book, and sometimes homelier matters, mendings which she chose to do herself,
calculations which were not meant for the common eye.
She was seated here, on an afternoon of October, warm with the shining of that second summer which comes
even in the north. The sunshine came so far into the room that it caught the edges of the carpet, and made a false
show of gold upon the faded wool; and it was so warm that Miss Musgrave had drawn her chair farther into the
room than usual, and sat in the shade to escape the unusual warmth. At this moment she was not doing anything.
She was sitting quite silent, the book she had been reading laid open upon her knee, enjoying the sun, as people
enjoy it to whom it suddenly reveals itself after a date when it is past expectation. In the end of October in the
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north country, people have ceased to think of warmth out-of-doors, or any blaze of kindly light from the skies—,
and the morning had been gray though very mild. The sudden glow had caught Mary as she sat, a little chilly,
close to her opened door, thinking of a shawl, and had transfigured the landscape and the heavens and her own
sentiments all at once. She was sitting with her hands in her lap, and the open book on her knee, thinking of it,
surprised by the sweetness of it, feeling it penetrate into her very heart, though she had drawn her chair back out
of the sun.
No, not thinking—people do not think of the sunshine; but it went into her heart, bringing back a confused
sweetness of recollection and of anticipation—or rather of the anticipations which were recollections—which had
ceased to exist except in memory. Just so does youth expect some sudden sweetness to invade its life; and
sometimes the memory of that expectation, even when unfulfilled, brings a half sad, half sweet amusement to the
solitary. It was so with this lady seated alone in her old hall. She was Mary again, the young daughter of the
house; and at the same time she was old Miss Musgrave smiling at herself.
*
But as she did so a footstep sounded on the rough pavement of the ascent. No one could come unheard to her
retreat, which was a safeguard. She gave a little shake to her head, and took up the open book; which was no old
favourite to be dreamed over, but a modern book; and prepared herself for a visitor with that smoothing of the
brow and closing up of mental windows which fits us to meet strange eyes.
“It is only I,” said the familiar voice of some one who knew and understood this slight movement: and then she
dropped the book again, and let the smile come back into her eyes.
“Only you! then I may look as I please. I need not put on my company garb,” she said, with a smile.
“I should hope not,” said the newcomer, reaching the door with that slight quickening of the breath which
showed that even the half-dozen steps of ascent was a slight tax upon him. He did not even shake hands with her
—probably they had met before that day—but took off his hat as he crossed the threshold as if he had been going
into a church.
He was a clergyman, slim and slight, of middle size, or less than middle size, in somewhat rusty gray, with a
mildness of aspect which did not promise much strength, bodily or mental. The Vicarage of Penninghame was a
poor one, too poor to be worth reserving for a son of the family, and it had been given to the tutor of Mr.
Musgrave’s sons twenty years ago. What had happened was natural enough, and might be seen in his eyes still,
notwithstanding lapse of time and change of circumstances. Mr. Pennithorne had fallen in love, always hopelessly
and mildly, as became his character, with the Squire’s daughter.
He had always said it did not matter. He had no more hope of persuading her to love him than of getting the
moon to come out of heaven, and circumstances having set marriage before him, he had married, and was happy
enough as happiness goes. And he was the friend, and in a measure the confidant, of this lady whom he had loved
in the superlative poetical way—knew all about her, shared her life in a manner, was acquainted with many of her
thoughts and her troubles. A different light came into his eyes when he saw her, but he was not at all unhappy. He
had a good wife and three nice children, and the kind of life he liked. At fifty, who is there who continues to revel
in the unspeakable blisses of youth? Mr. Pennithorne was very well content: but still when he saw Mary Musgrave
—and he saw her daily—there came a different kind of light into his eyes.
“I was in mental déshabille,” she said, “and did not care to be caught; though after all it is not everybody who
can see when one is not clothed and in one’s right mind.”
“I never knew you out of your right mind, Miss Mary. What was it?—no new trouble?”
“You are always a flatterer, Mr. Pen. You have seen me in all kinds of conditions. No, we don’t have any
troubles now. Is that a rash speech? But really I mean it. My father is in very good health and enjoys himself, and
I enjoy myself—in reason.”
“You enjoy yourself! Yes, in the way of being good to other people.”
“Hush!” she said, putting up her hand to stop him in his little speech. sincere as it was. “Shall I tell you what it
was that put me out of order for anyone’s eyes but an old friend’s? Nothing more than this sunshine, Mr. Pen.
Don’t you recollect when we were young how a sudden thought of something that was coming would seize upon
you, and flood you with delight—as the sun did just now?”
“I recollect,” he said, fixing his mild eyes upon her, and shaking his head, with a sigh: “but it never came.”
“That may be true enough; but the thought came, and ‘life is but thought,’ you know; the thing might not
follow. However, we are all quite happy all the same.” He looked at her, still shaking his head.
“I suppose so,” he said; “I suppose so; quite happy! but not as we meant to be; that was what you were
thinking.”
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“I did not go so far. I was not thinking at all. I think that I think very seldom. It only caught me as the old
thought used to do, and brought so many things back.”
She smiled, but he sighed.
“Yes, everything is very different. Yourself—to see you here, offering up your life for others—making a
sacrifice—”
“I have made no sacrifice,” she said, somewhat proudly, then laughed. “Is that because I am unmarried, Mr.
Pen? You wedded people, you are so sure of being better off than we are. You are too complacent. But I am not so
sure of that.”
He did not join in her laugh, but looked at her with melting eyes—eyes in which there was some suspicion of
tears. It was perhaps a trifle unkind of her to call him complacent in his conjugality. There were a hundred
unspeakable things in his look—pity, reverence, devotion, not the old love perhaps, but something higher;
something that was never to end.
“On the whole, we are taking it too seriously,” she said, after a pause. “It is over now, and the sun is going
down. And you came to talk to me?—perhaps of something in the parish that wants looking to?”
“No—I came in only to look at you, and make sure that you were well. The children you were visiting the
other day have the scarlet fever; and besides, I have had a feeling in my mind about you—a presentiment. I should
not have been surprised to hear that there had been letters—or some kind of advances made—”
“From whom?”
“Well,” he said, after a slight pause; “they are both brothers—both sons—but they are not the same to me,
Miss Mary. From John; he has been so much in my mind these two or three days, I have got to dreaming about
him. Yes, yes, I know that is not worth thinking of; but we were always in such sympathy, he and I. Don’t you
believe in some communication between minds that were closely allied? I do. It is a superstition if you like.
Nothing could happen to any of you but, if I were at ever so great a distance, I should know.”
“Don’t be too sure of that, Mr. Pen. Sometimes the dearest to us perish, and we know nothing of it; but I prefer
your view. You dreamt of poor John? What did you see? Alas! dreams are the only ways of divining anything
about him now!”
“And your father is as determined as ever?”
“We never speak on the subject. It has disappeared like so many other things. Why continue a fruitless
discussion which only embittered him and wore me out? If any critical moment should come, if—one must say it
plainly—my father should be like to die—then I should speak, you need not fear.”
“I never feared that you would do everything the best sister, the bravest friend, could do.”
“Do not praise me too much. I tell you I am doing nothing, and have done nothing for years; and sometimes it
strikes me with terror. If anything should happen suddenly! My father is an old man; but talking to him now is of
no use; we must risk it. What did you see in your dream?”
“Oh, you will laugh at me,” he said with a nervous flutter; “nothing—except that he was here. I dreamt of him
before, that time that he came home—after—”
“Don’t speak of it,” said Miss Musgrave, with a corresponding shiver. “To think that such things should
happen, and be forgotten, and we should all go on so comfortably—quite comfortably! I have nothing particular
to make me happy, and yet I am as happy as most people—notwithstanding all that I have come through, as the
poor women say.”
“That is because you are so unselfish—so—”
“Insensible, more like. I am the same as other people. What the poor folk in the village come through, Mr. Pent
—loss of husbands, loss of children, one after another, grinding poverty, and want, and anxiety, and separation
from all they care for. Is it insensibility? I never can tell; and especially now when I share it myself. I am as happy
sometimes as when I was young. That sunshine gave me a ridiculous pleasure. What right have I to feel my heart
light?—but I did somehow—and I do often—notwithstanding all that has happened, and all that I have gone
through.”
Mr. Pennithome gave a vague smile, but he made no reply; for either she was accusing herself unjustly, or this
was a mood of mind which perhaps derogated a little from Mary Musgrave’s perfection. He had a way himself of
keeping on steadfastly on the one string of his anxiety, whatever it might be, and worrying everybody with it—
and here he lost the object of his faithful worship. It might—nay, must—be right since so she felt; but he lost her
here.
“And speaking of happiness,” she went on after a pause, “I want the children to come with me to Pennington to
see the archery. It is pretty, and they will like it. And they like to drive behind my ponies. They are quite well?-and
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Emily?”
“Very well. Our cow has been ill, and she has been worrying about it—not much to worry about you will say,
you who have so much more serious anxieties.”
“Not at all. If I had a delicate child and wanted the milk, I should fret very much. Will you send up for some of
ours? As usually happens, we, who don’t consume very much, have plenty.”
“Thank you,” he said, “but you must not think that little Emmy is so delicate. She has not much colour—
neither has her mother, you know.”
He was a very anxious father, and looked up with an eager wistfulness into her face. Little Emmy was so
delicate that it hurt him like a foreboding to hear her called so. He could not bear Miss Musgrave, whose word
had authority, to give utterance to such a thought.
“I spoke hastily,” she said; “I did not think of Emmy. She is ever so much stronger this year. As for paleness, I
don’t mind paleness in the least. She has such a very fair complexion, and she is twice as strong as last year.”
“I am so glad you think so,” he said, with the colour rising to his face. “That is true comfort—for eyes at a
little distance are so much better than one’s own.”
“Yes, she is a great deal stronger,” said Miss Musgrave, “but you must send down for the milk. I was pale too,
don’t you remember, when you came first? When I was fifteen.”
“I remember—everything,” he said; “even to the dress you wore. I bought my little Mary something like it
when I was last in town. It was blue—how well I remember! But Mary will never be like you, though she is your
godchild.”
“She is a great deal better; she is like her mother,” said Miss Musgrave promptly; “and Johnny is like his
father, the best possible distribution. You are happy with your children, Mr. Pen. I envy people their children, it is
the only thing; though perhaps they would bore me if I had them always on my hands. You think not? Yes, I am
almost sure they would bore me. We get a kind of fierce independence living alone. To be hampered by a little
thing always wanting something—wanting attention and care—I don’t think I should like it. But Emily was born
for such cares. How well she looks with her baby in her arms—always the old picture over again—the Madonna
and the child.”
“Poor Emily,” he said, though why he could not have told, for Emily did not think herself poor. Mr,
Pennithorne always felt a vague pity for his wife when he was with Miss Musgrave, as for a poor woman who.
had many excellent qualities, but was here thrown into the shade.
He could not say any more. He got up to go away, consoled and made comfortable he could not quite tell why.
She was always sweet he said to himself as he went home. What she had said about being bored by children was a
mere delusion; or perhaps a little conscious effort of self-deception, persuading herself that to have no children
and to be independent was the best. What a wife she would have made! What a mother! he said this to himself
quite impartially, knowing well that she never could have been wife for him and feeling a pang at his heart for the
happiness she had lost. Married life was not unmixed happiness always; it had its difficulties, he knew. But if she
had married it was not possible that she could have been otherwise than happy. With her there could have been no
drawbacks. Mr. Pennithorne looked upon the question from a husband’s point of view alone.
*
When he was gone, Miss Musgrave sat still without changing her place, at first with a smile, which gradually
faded away from her face, like the last suffusion of the sunshine, which was going too. She smiled at her fast
friend, to whom she knew, notwithstanding his legitimate affection for his Emily, she herself stood first of created
beings. It was a folly; but it did not hurt him, she reflected with a faint amusement; and Emily and the children,
notwithstanding this sentiment, were first and foremost really in his heart.
Poor Mr. Pen! he had always been like this, mildly sentimental, offering up an uninterrupted gentle incense.
But he was not in the least unhappy, though perhaps he liked by times to think that he was. Few people were
really unhappy. By moments life was hard; but the struggle itself made a kind of happiness, a strain of living
which it was good to feel by times.
This was her theory. Most people when they come to forty have some theory or another, some settled way of
getting through their existence, and adapting themselves for it. Hers was this: that evil was very much less than
good in every way, and that people suffered a great deal less than they gave themselves credit for. Life had its
compensations, daily and hourly, she thought. Her own existence had no exciting source of joy in it, but how far it
was from being unhappy! Had she been unhappy she would have scoffed at herself. What! so many things to
enjoy, so many good and pleasant circumstances around, and not happy! Would not that have been a disgrace to
any woman?
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So she was apt to think Mr. Pennithorne extracted a certain cunning enjoyment from that vain love for herself
which had been so visionary at all times, and which he persuaded himself had saddened his life. She thought it
had been a harmless delusion; a secret advantage rather; something to fall back upon; a soft and visionary
grievance of which he never wearied. And perhaps she was right. She sat looking after him with a smile on her
face.
The sun had crept away from her open doorway as they had talked. It was stealing further and further off,
withdrawing from the line of the road, from the village roofs, from the gleam of the lake—and like the sun her
smile stole away, from her eyes first, and then from the lingering curves about her mouth. Why was it that he
could think he felt some action upon him of John’s mind in the far distance, while she felt none? No kind of
presentiment or premonition had come to her. It must be foolishness she was sure—superstition; for if sympathy
could thus communicate even a vague thrill of warning from one to another through the atmosphere of the mind,
surely she was a more likely object to receive it than Mr. Pennithorne! John knew her—could not doubt her,
surely. Therefore to her, if to anyone, this secret communication must have come.
The smile disappeared altogether from her mouth as she entered upon this subject, and her whole face and eyes
became I grave and gray, like the dull coldness of the east, half-resentful of the sunset which still went on upon
the other edge of the horizon, dispersing all those vain reflections to every quarter except that from which the sun
rose.
Could it be possible after all that John might trust Mr. Pennithorne with a more perfect confidence, as one
unconnected and unconcerned with all that had passed, than he could give to herself? The thought, even though
founded on such visionary grounds, hurt her a little; yet there was a kind of reason in it. He might think that she,
always at her father’s side, and able to influence him in so many ways, might have done more for her brother;
whereas with Mr. Pennithorne, who could do nothing, the sentiment of trust would be unbroken.
She sat thus idly making it out to herself, making wondering casts of thought after her brother in the darkness
of the unknown, as inch by inch the light stole out of the sky. It was not a fine sunset that night. The sun was
yellow and mournful; long lines of cloud broke darkly upon his sinking, catching only sick reflections of the pale
light beneath. At last he was all gone, except one streaming yellow sheaf of rays that seemed to strike against and
barb themselves into the damp green outline of the hill.
Her eyes were upon this, watching that final display, which, somehow in the absorption of her thoughts, kept
her from observing an object near at hand, an old hackney-coach from Pennington town—where there was a
railway station—which came along the road, a black, slow, lumbering vehicle, making a dull roll of sound which
might have been a country cart. It came nearer and nearer while Miss Musgrave watched the bundle of gold
arrows flash into the hillside and disappear. Her eyes were dazzled by them, and chilled by their sudden
disappearance, which left all the landscape cold and wrapped in a grayness of sudden evening.
Mary came to herself with a slight shiver and shock. And at that moment the dull roll of the cab ceased, and the
thing stood revealed to her. She rose to her feet with a thrill of wonder and expectation. The hackney carriage had
drawn up at the foot of the slope, opposite to and beneath her.
What was coming? Had Mr. Pennithorne been warned after all, while she had been left in darkness? Her heart
seemed to leap into her throat, while she stood clasping her hands together to get some strength from them, and
waiting for the revelation of this new thing, whatever it might be.
3
The cab was loaded with two boxes on the roof, foreign trunks, of a different shape from those used at home;
and a woman’s face, in a fantastic foreign headdress, peered through the window.
Who could this be? Mary stood as if spell-bound, unable to make a movement. The driver, who was an
ordinary cab driver from Pennington, whose homely everydayness of appearance intensified the strangeness of the
others, opened the door of the carriage, and lifted out, first a small boy, with a scared face and a finger in his
mouth, who stared at the strange place, and the figures in the doorway, with a fixed gaze of panic, on the eve of
tears. Then out came with a bound, as if pushed from behind as well as helped a little roughly by the cabman, the
foreign woman, at whose dress the child clutched with a frightened cry. Then there was a pause, during which
someone inside threw out a succession of wraps, small bags, and parcels; and then there stepped forth, with a
great shawl on one arm, and a basket almost as large as herself on the other, clearly the leading spirit of the party,
a little girl who appeared to be about ten years old.
“You will wait a moment, man, till we get the pay for you,” said this little personage in a high-pitched voice,
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with a distinctness of enunciation which made it apparent that the language, though spoken with very little accent,
was unfamiliar to her. Then she turned to the woman and said a few words much more rapidly, with as much aid
of gesture as was compatible with the burdens.
Mary felt herself look on at all this like a woman in a dream. What was it all—a dream or reality? She felt
incapable of movement, or rather too much interested in the curious scene which was going on before her, to think
of movement or interference of any kind.
When she had given her directions, whatever they ,vere, the little girl turned round and faced the open door
and the lady who had not moved. She gave these new circumstances a long, steady, investigating look. They were
within a dozen yards of each other, but the chatelaine stood still and said nothing, while the little invader
inspected her, and prepared her assault.
The child, who looked the impersonation of life and purpose between her helpless companion and the
wondering stranger whom she confronted, was dark and pale, not like the fair English children to whom Mary
Musgrave was accustomed. Her dark eyes seemed out of proportion to her small, colourless face, and gave it an
eager look of precocious intelligence. Her features were small, her dark hair falling about her in half-curling
masses, her head covered with a little velvet cap trimmed with fur, as unlike anything children wore in England at
the time as the anxious meaning of her face was different from ordinary baby prettiness. She made a momentary
pause—then put down the basket on the stones, threw the shawl on the top of it, and mounted the breach with
resolute courage.
The stones were rough to the little child’s feet; there was a dilation in her eyes that looked like coming tears,
and as she faced the alarming stranger, who stood there looking at her, a burning red flush came momentarily over
her face. But she neither sat down and cried as she would have liked to do, nor ran back again to cling to the
nurse’s skirts like her little brother. The small thing had a duty to do, and did it with a courage which might have
put heroes to shame. Resolutely she toiled her way up to Miss Musgrave at the open door.
“Are you—Mary?” she said; the little voice was strange yet sweet, with its distinct pronunciation and
unfamiliar accent.
“Are you—Mary?”
Her big eyes seemed to search the lady all over, making a rapid comparison with some description she had
received. There was doubt in her tone when she repeated the name a second time, and the tears visibly came
nearer, and got with a shake and tremor into her voice.
“What do you want with Mary?” said Miss Musgrave; “who are you, little girl?”
“I do not think you can be Mary,” said the child. “He said your hair was like Nello’s, but it is more like his
own. And he said you were beautiful—so you are beautiful, but old—and he never said you were old. Oh, if you
are not Mary, what shall we do? what shall we do?”
She clasped her little hands together, and for a moment trembled on the edge of a childish outburst, but stopped
herself with a sudden curb of unmistakable will.
“I must think what is to be done,” she cried out sharply, putting her little hands upon her trembling mouth.
“Who are you? who are you?” cried Mary Musgrave, trembling in her turn; “child, who was it that sent you to
me?
The little thing kept her eyes fixed upon her, with that watchfulness which is the only defence of weakness,
ready to fly like a little wild creature at any approach of danger. She opened a little bag which hung by her side
and took a letter from it, never taking her great eyes all the time from Miss Musgrave’s face.
“This was for you, if you were Mary,” she said, holding the letter jealously in both hands. “But he said when I
spoke to you, if it was you, you would know.”
“You strange little girl!” cried Miss Musgrave, stepping out upon the stones and holding out her hands eagerly;
but the child made a little move backward at the moment, in desperation of fear, yet courage.
“I will not give it you! I will not give it! it is everything we have—unless you are Mary,” she cried, with the
burst of a suppressed sob.
“Who are you then, child? Yes, I am Mary, Mary Musgrave—give me the letter. Is not this the house you were
told of? Give me the letter—the letter!” said Miss Musgrave, once more holding out her hands.
And once more the child made her jealous mental comparison between what the lady was, and what she had
been told to look for.
“I cannot do what I please,” she said, with little quivering lips. “I have Nello to take care of. He is only such a
little, little child. Yes, it is the house he told me of; but he said if you were Mary— Ah! he said you would know
us and take us into your arms, and be so kind, so kind!”
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“Little girl,” said Miss Musgrave, the tears dropping from her cheeks. “There is only one man’s child that you
can be. You are John’s little girl, my brother John, and I am his sister Mary. But I do not know your name, nor
anything about you. Give me John’s letter—and come to me, come to me, my child!”
“I am Lilias,” said the little girl; but she held back, still examining with curious though less terrified eyes. “You
will give it me back if you are not Mary?” she went on, at length holding out the letter; but she took no notice of
the invitation to come nearer, which Mary herself forgot in the eagerness of her anxiety to get the letter, the first
communication from her brother—if it was from her brother—for so many years. She took it quickly, almost
snatching it from the child’s reluctant fingers, and leaning against the doorway in. her agitation, tore it hastily
open. Little Lilias was agitated too, with fear and desolate strangeness, and that terrible ignorance of any
alternative between safety and utter destruction which makes danger insupportable to a child. What were they to
do if their claims were not acknowledged? Wander into the woods and die in the darkness like the children in the
story? Little Lilias had feared nothing till that first doubt had come over her at the door of the house, where, her
father had instructed her, she was to be made so happy. But if they were not taken in and made happy, what were
she and Nello to do?
A terror of darkness, and cold, and starvation came upon the little girl. She would wrap the big shawl about her
little brother, but what if wild beasts or robbers should come in the middle of the dark? Her little bosom swelled
full, the sobs rose into her throat. Oh where could sche go with Nello, if this was not Mary?
But she restrajned the sobs by a last effort, like a little hero. She sat down on the stone edge of the causeway,
and held per hands clasped tight to keep herself together, and fixed her eyes upon the lady with the letter. The lady
and the letter swam and changed, through the big tears that kept coming, but she never took those great dark,
intense eyes from Miss Musgrave’s face.
The Italian nurse was bending over Nello, fully occupied in hushing his little plaints. Nello was tired, hungry,
sleepy, cold. He had no responsibility upon him, poor little mite, to overcome the weakness of nature. He looked
no more than six, though he was older, a small and delicate child; and he clung to his nurse, holding her
desperately, afraid of he knew not what. She had plenty to do to take care of him without thinking of what was
going on above; though the woman was indignant to be kept waiting, and cast fierce looks, in the intervals of
petting Nello, upon the lady, the cold Englishwoman who was so long of taking the children to their arms.
As for the cabman, emblem of the general unconcern which surrounds eyery individual drama, he stood
leaning calmly upon his horse, waiting for the dénoûment, whatever it might be. Miss Musgrave would see him
paid one way or another, and this was the only thing for which he needed to care.
“Lilias,” said Miss Musgrave, going hastily to the child, with tears running down her cheeks, “I am your aunt
Mary, my darling, and you will soon learn to know me. Come and give me a kiss, and bring me your little brother.
You are tired with your long hard journey, my poor child.”
“No, no—I am not tired—only Nello; and he is h-hungry. Ah! Kiss Nello, Nello—come and kiss him; he is the
baby. And are you Mary—real, real Mary?” cried the little girl, bursting out into sobs; “oh, I cannot h-help it. I did
not mean it; I was fr-frightened. Nello, come, come, Mary is here.”
“Yes, Mary is here,” said Miss Musgrave, taking the child into her arms, who, even while she sobbed against
her shoulder, put out an impatient little hand and beckoned, crying,
“Nello! Nello!”
But it was not so easy to extract Nello from his nurse’s arms. He cried and clung all the faster from hearing his
sister’s outburst; their poor little hearts were full; and what chokings of vague misery, the fatigue and discomfort
infinitely deepened by a dumb consciousness of loneliness, danger, and strangeness behind, were in these little
inarticulate souls! something more desperate in its inability to understand what it feared, its dim anguish of
uncomprehension, than anything that can be realized and fathomed.
Mary signed eagerly to the nurse to bring the little boy indoors into the hall, which was not a reassuring place,
vast and dark as it was, in the dimness of the evening, to a child. But she had too many difficulties on her hands in
this strange crisis to think of that. She had the boxes brought in also, and hastily sent the carriage away, with a
desperate sense as of burning her ships, and leaving no possible way to herself of escape from the difficulty. The
gardener, who had appeared round the corner, attracted by the sound, presented himself as much out of curiosity
as of goodwill to assist in carrying in the boxes, “though it would be handiest to drive round to the front door, and
tak’ them straight oop t’stair,” he said, innocently enough. But when Miss Musgrave gave authoritative directions
that they were to be brought into the hall, naturally the gardener was surprised. This was a proceeding entirely un:'
heard of, and not to be understood in any way.
“It’ll be a deal more trouble after,” he said, under his breath, which did not matter much. But when he had
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obeyed his mistress’s orders, he went round to the kitchen full of the new event.
“There’s something oop,” the gardener said, delighted to bring so much excitement with him, and he gave a
full account of the two pale little children, the foreign woman with skewers stuck in her hair, and finally, most
wonderful of all, the boxes which he had deposited with his own hands on the floor of the hall.
“I ken nothing about it,” he said, “but them as has been longer aboot t’house than me could tell a deal if they
pleased; and Miss Brown, it’s her as is wanted,” he added leisurely at the end. Miss Brown, who was Mary
Musgrave’s maid, and had been standing listening to his story with frequent contradictions and denials, in a state
of general protestation, started at these words.
“You great gaby,” she said, “why didn’t you say so at first?” and hurried out of the kitchen, not indisposed to
get at the bottom of the matter. She had been Miss Musgrave’s favourite attendant for twenty years, and in that
time had, as may be supposed, known about many things which her superiors believed locked in the depths of
their own bosoms. She could have written the private history of the family with less inaccuracy than belongs to
most records of secret history. And she was paturally indignant that Tom Gardener, a poor talkative creature, who
could keep nothing to himself, should have known this new and startling event sooner than she did.
She hurried through the long passage from the kitchen, casting a stealthy glance in passing at the closed door
of the library, where the Squire sat unconscious. A subdued delight was in the mind of the old servant; certainly it
is best when there are no mysteries in a family, when all goes well—but it is not so amusing. A great event of
which it was evident the squire was in ignorance, which probably would have to be kept from him, and as much
as possible from the household—well, it might be unfortunate that such things should be, but it was exciting, it
woke people up.
Miss Brown obeyed this summons with more genuine alacrity than she had felt for years.
Very different were the feelings of her mistress—standing there in the dimness of the old hall, her frame
thrilling and her heart aching with the appeal which her brother had made to her, out of a silence which for more
than a dozen years had been unbroken as that of the grave. She could scarcely believe yet that she had seen his
very handwriting and read words which came straight from him and were signed by his now unfamiliar name. The
children, who crouched together frightened by the darkness, were as phantoms to her, like a dream about which
she had just got into the stage of doubt. Till now it had been all real to her, as dreams appear at first. But now she
stood, closing the door in the stillness of the evening, which, still as it was, was full of curiosity and questioning
and prying eyes, and asked herself if these little figures were real, or inventions of her fancy. Real children of her
living brother: was it true, was it possible?
They were awestricken by the gathering dusk, by the strange half-empty room, by the dim circle of the
unknown which surrounded them on every side. The nurse had put herself upon a chair on the edge of the carpet,
where she sat holding the little boy on her knee, while little Lilias, who had backed slowly towards this one
familiar figure, stood leaning against her, clutching her also with one hand, though she concealed instinctively this
sign of fear. The boy withdrew the wondering whiteness of his face from the nurse’s shoulder now and then to
give a frightened, fascinated look round, then buried it again in a dumb trance of dismay and terror, too frightened
to cry.
What was to be done with these frightened children and the strange woman to whom they clung? Mary could
not keep them here to send them wild with alarm. They wanted soft beds, warm fires, cheerful lights, food and
comfort, and they had come to seek it in the only house in the world which was closed by a curse and a vow
against them. Mary Musgrave was not the kind of woman who is easily frightened by vows or curses; there was
none of the romantic folly in her which could believe in the reality of an unjust or uncalled-for malediction. But
she was persuaded of the reality of a thing which involved no supernatural mysteries, the obstinacy of her father’s
mind, and his determination to hold by the verdict he had given. Years move and change everything, even the hills
and the seas—but not the narrow mind of an obstinate and selfish man. She did not call him by these names; he
was her father and she did not judge him; but no more did she hope in him.
And in this wonderful moment a whole circle of possibilities ran through her mind. She might take them to the
village; but there were other dangers there; or to the Parsonage, but Mr. Pen was weak and poor Emily a gossip.
Could she dare the danger that was nearest, and take them somehow upstairs out of the way, and conceal them
there, defying her father? In whatever way it was settled she would not desert them—but what was she to do?
Miss Brown coming upon her suddenly in the dusk frightened her almost as much as the children were frightened.
The want of light and the strangeness of the crisis combined made every new figure like a ghost.
“Yes, I sent for you. I am in—difficulty, Martha. These children have just come—the children of a friend”—
her first idea was to conceal the real state of the case even from her confidential and well-informed maid.
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“Dear me,” said Miss Brown, with seeming innocence. “How strange! to bring a little lady and gentleman
without any warning. But I’ll go and give orders, ma’am; there are plenty of rooms vacant, there need not be any
difficulty—”
Miss Musgrave caught her by the arm.
“What I want for the moment is light, and some food here. Bring me the lamp I always use. No, not Eastwood;
never mind Eastwood. I want you to bring it, they will be less afraid in the light.”
“There is a fire in the dining-room, ma’am, it is only a step, and Eastwood is lighting the candles; and there
you can have what you like for them.”
It was confidence Miss Brown wanted—nothing but confidence. With that she was ready to do anything;
without it she was Miss Musgrave’s respectable maid, to whom all mysteries were more or less improper. She
crossed bet hands firmly and waited. The room was growing darker and darker every minute, and the foreign
nurse began to lose patience. She called “Madame! madame!” in a high voice; then poured forth into a stream of
words, so rapid and so loud as both mistress and maid thought they had never heard spoken before. Miss
Musgrave was not a great linguist. She knew enough to be aware that it was Italian the woman was speaking, but
that was all.
“I do not understand you,” she said in distress, going up to the little group.
But as she approached a sudden accession of terror, instantly suppressed on the part of the little girl but
irrepressible by the younger boy, and which broke forth in a disjointed way, arrested her steps. Were they afraid of
her, these children?
“Little Lilias,” she said piteously, “be a brave child and stand by me. I cannot take you out of this cold room
yet, but lights are coming and you will be taken care of. If I leave you alone for a little while will you promise me
to be brave and not to be afraid?”
There was a pause, broken only by little flutterings of that nervous exhaustion which made the children so
accessible to fear. Then a small voice said, dauntless, yet with a falter—
“I will stay. I will not be afraid.”
“Thank God,” said Mary Musgrave, to herself. The child was already a help and assistance.
“Martha,” she said hastily, “tell no one; they are—my brother’s children.”
“Good Lord!” said Martha Brown, frightened out of her primness. “And it’s dark, and there’s two big boxes,
and master don’t know.”
“That is the worst of all,” said Miss Musgrave sadly. She had never spoken to anyone of her father’s inexorable
verdict against John and all belonging to him. “The heir! and I must not take him into the house of his fathers!
Take care of them, take care of them while I go— And, Martha, say nothing—not a word.”
“Not if they were to cut me in pieces, ma’am!” said Miss Brown fervently. She was too old a servant to work
in the dark; but confidence restored all her faculties to her. It was not, however, in the nature of things that she
should discharge her commission without a betrayal more or less of the emergency.
“I want some milk, please,” she said to the cook, “for my lady.” It was only in moments of importance that she
so spoke of her mistress. And the very sound of her step told a tale.
“I told ye there was somethink oop,” said Tom Gardener, still lingering in the kitchen.
And to see how the house brightened up, and all: the servants grew alert in the flutter of this novelty. Nothing
had happened at the castle for so long—they had a right to a sensation. Cook, who had been there for a long time,
recounted her experience to her assistants in low tones of mystery.
“Ah, if ye’d known the place when the gentlemen was at home,” said cook; “the things as happened in t’auld
house—such goings on!—coming in late and early—o’er the watter and o’er the land—and the strivings, that was
enough to make a body flee out of their skin!” She ended with a regretful sigh for the old times.
“That was life, that was!” she said.
Meanwhile Mary Musgrave came in out of the dark hall into the lighted warmth of the dining-room, where the
glass and the silver shone red in the firelight. How cosy and pleasant it was there! how warm and cheerful! Just
the place to comfort the children and make them forget their miseries.
The children! How easily her mind had undertaken the charge of them—the fact of their existence; already
they had become the chief feature in her life. She paused to look at herself in the mirror over the mantelpiece, to
smooth her hair, and put the ribbon straight at her neck. The Squire was “very particular,” and yet she did not
remember to have had this anxious desire to be pleasant to his eyes since that day when she had crept to him to
implore a reversal of his sentence.
She had obtained nothing from him then; would she be more fortunate now? The colour had gone out of her
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face, but her eyes were brighter and more resolute than usual. How her heart beat when Mr. Musgrave said,
“Come in,” calmly from the midst of his studies, as she knocked trembling at the library door. …
220.42 Excerpt from Personal Reminiscences Of A Great Crusade\fn{by Josephine Elizabeth Grey Butler (1828-1906)}
Milfield, Northumberland, England, United Kingdom (F) 12
1
The late Professor Emile de Laveleye, at our International Conference at the Hague, in September, 1883, gave
some account of the inauguration of this system,\fn{The origin of the system of state regulation of vice} which took its rise
in France under the auspices of Napoleon I. The system was first suggested by Aulas in 1762, and by Restif de la
Bretonne\fn{Nicolas-Edme Rétif (1734-1806) French novelist} in 1790. It was brought into full operation on the eve of the
establishment of the French Empire in 1802.
“It could only have had its birth,” said Professor de Laveleye, “at a period of disturbance, when the rights of
human dignity and individual liberty were forgotten or misunderstood. History, in recounting the saturnalia of
vice in Asia Minor, in Greece, and especially in Imperial Rome, narrates horrors which cause us to shudder. But
never, either in Rome, or in Athens, or even in Corinth, was the spectacle witnessed of public abodes of shame
kept open by the State. Juvenal paints Messalina gliding thither under cover of night. But even Heliogabalus\fn
{Marcus Aurelius Antoninus Augustus (ca. 203 – March 11, 222, Emperor of Rome from 218-222) a ruler notorious for his violation of
Roman tradition and sexual taboo} never constituted himself their patron as nowadays do the Municipal and State
authorities of our Christian communities in the full sunshine of the 19 th century.”
Then the same accomplished speaker, in a very forcible address, showed what the legalizing of vice has been
and has produced in all those nations which, following the example of France, have adopted it.
It has been the source of profound disorders, both moral and physical: of moral disorders by destroying the
aversion which vice should inspire, and thereby strengthening its power of physical disorders, by exciting
incontinence, and all its concurrent evils, with proffered facilities and promises of immunity.”
I shall have occasion later to draw attention to the different dates and methods in which this system was
introduced into the several countries of Europe. England was the last country in which it found a foothold. When,
in 1872, I was summoned to give evidence before a Royal Commission to inquire into this question, I stated on
the authority of Mrs. Harriet Martineau\fn{ English social theorist and Whig writer (1802-1876) perhaps the first female
sociologist} and other venerable writers and politicians, a fact which has never been contradicted in any way, i.e.,
than an attempt was made during the Melbourne Ministry to introduce this Parisian system into England. It was
deemed impossible, however, to place such an Act of Parliament in the hands of a young virgin Queen for
signature, and the attempt was dropped. There was a renewed endeavour during the life of the Prince Consort, but
this was also abandoned, from the knowledge that was obtained of the Prince’s distinct disapproval of this
Continental system. Prince Albert died, and it was during the first year of Queen Victoria’s widowhood, when she
was presumably absorbed in her private grief, that the promoters of this system in England succeeded in pushing
an Act through Parliament, and obtaining for it the Royal signature.
There were four Acts; the first, tentative, in 1864. this was repealed when the Act of 1866 was passed, and this,
after verbal amendment in 1868, was still further extended by the Act of 1869. This last Act was not allowed
much peace, for it was in the autumn of the same year that the opposition arose; in fact, a powerful protest had
been raised shortly before the passing of this complete Act. Mrs. Harriet Martineau, with all the shrewdness and
enlightenment of a true woman and an able politician, had seen the tendency of a certain busy medical and
military clique in this direction. The then editor of the Daily News, who was favourable to our views, asked Mrs.
Martineau to write a series of letters in his paper. This she did, and her letters are extremely weighty, and
wonderful to read at this day, when we have an immense accumulation of evidence to support her and our views,
which she, of course, did not possess. Her advice on this matter concerning our army is admirable. Speaking of
our poor soldiers, she says:
But while favouring the element of brutality in him (the soldier), we had not need go further and assume in practice
that his animalism is a necessity which must be provided for. This is the fatal step which it is now hoped that the
English Parliament and the English people may be induced to take. If the soldier is more immoral than his
contemporaries of the working class, it must be because the standard of morality is lower in the army than out of it.
Shall we then raise it to what we clearly see it might be, or degrade it further by a practical avowal that vice is in the
soldier’s case a necessity to be provided for, like his need of food and clothing? This admission of the necessity of vice
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is the point on which the whole argument turns, and on which irretrievable consequences depend. Once admitted, the
necessity of a long series of fearful evils follows of course. There can be no resistance to seduction, procuration,
disease, regulation, when once the original necessity is granted.\fn{All the words and expressions appearing in italics are so
rendered in the text:H} Further, the admission involves civil as well as military society, and starts them together on the
road which leads down to what moralists of all ages and nations have called the lowest hell … It is a national disgrace
that our people should have even been asked to regard and treat their soldiers and sailors as pre-destined fornicators.

And in another of here letters to the Daily News Mrs. Martineau, writing of her experience of Continental cities,
said:
There is evidence accessible to all that the Regulation System creates horrors worse than those which it is supposed
to restrain. Vice once stimulated by such a system imagines and dares all unutterable things. And such things perplex
with misery the lives of parents of missing children in Continental cities, and daunt the courage of rulers, and madden
the moral sense, and gnaw the conscience of whole orders of sinners and sufferers, of whom we can form no
conception here. We shall have entered upon our national decline whenever we agree to the introduction of such a
system.

We, the women of England, were not the first to arise in opposition to this iniquity. For at least fifteen years
before our call to the work, warning lights had been held out from time to time by persons or societies who
thoroughly knew the system, and dreaded the disastrous effects of our country of its establishment in our midst.
A group of Baptist and other Nonconformist ministers, in which my relative, the late Charles Birrell, took a
leading part, early went to the Government, conveying an earnest warning and protest on the subject. I cannot fix
the exact date of this event; but I have a vivid recollection of the account of it given to me by Mr. Birrell. I believe
it was during the Administration of Lord John Russell.
In 1860 a Committee of the House of Lords sat to consider the question of introducing the Acts for the
regulation of vice into India, or establishing a more complete form of Acts already existing there. The majority of
the witnesses examined by that Committee were wholly opposed to the system. Miss Florence Nightingale was
one of these witnesses. Her recorded evidence and expression of opinion are lengthy, and exactly what we might
expect from a true-hearted and an experienced woman. Lord Frederick Fitz-Clarence, Commander-in-Chief of the
forces in India, said that
after giving the whole subject his best attention, he concurred with his predecessors in command of the army to
believing that police measures of the kind in question could not be carried on without involving the certain degradation
and oppression of many innocent women, and occasioning other evils which, in his opinion, would be very much
greater than that which it was their object to remedy.

Dr. Grierson (of the Indian army) said that when the natives of India saw the authorities making such careful
provisions for the protection of immoral persons, and at the same time doing little for the good of the other
classes, they were “sorely perplexed.” General Jacob said:
The proper and only wise method of dealing with this question is to improve the conditions and moral well-being of
the army. Coercion of any kind always increases the evil. Moral forces alone are of any value.

A third strong protest was that of the officers of the Rescue Society in London.\fn{ Officially “The Society for the
Rescue of Young Women and Children,” founded in 1853 by Daniel Cooper, to protect women and children against sexual prostitution; or
in the words of the Charity Organisation Society draft report of 1885, it undertook “the reformation of openly immoral women, and the
guardianship of young girls exposed to danger.” According to Louise A. Jackson (Child Sexual Abuse in Victorian England, 2000), at the
time of its inception, the age of legal consent for entering into sexual relations was 12. } They made a series of very strong efforts
against the threatened introduction of the regulation system. The late Mr. Daniel Cooper, the well-known and
respected Secretary of the Rescue Society, wrote to me in 1870:
You ask me to tell you what the Rescue Society did to bring this infamous legislation under public notice. In 1868
we published a pamphlet and waited on the Home Secretary. With the pamphlet we presented a copy of a Memorandum
of Objections to this legislation. This Memorandum was circulated by thousands. We placed it in the hands of every
member of both Houses of Parliament; we forwarded it to all the principal clergy of the Metropolis\fn{ London:H} and
other important towns in England, and also to the leading Nonconformist ministers. We spent more than £100 in the
circulation of our papers, and with what result? I am ashamed to say that every little effect was produced. The utmost
apathy prevailed; people would not believe our words and would not stir. The infamous Act of 1869 was passed in spite
of all our efforts.
At this crisis we learned that the Women of England were taking this question in hand. We were rejoiced beyond
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measure when we saw the announcement of your ladies’ National Association.
I tell you candidly I had felt an almost utter despair in seeing that, after putting forth our pamphlet, and writing
thousands of letters, imploring our legislators, clergy, principal public men and philanthropists to look into the question,
such a stoical indifference remained. We felt, on hearing of your Association, that Providence had well chosen the
means for the defeat of these wicked Acts. The ladies of England will save the country from this fearful curse; for I
fully believe that through them it has even now had its death blow. The men who charge the ladies foremost in the
struggle with indelicacy are not worthy the name of men. As to our Members of parliament, pray do not excuse their
ignorance; do not try to palliate their error by saying the Act was passed at the fag end of the session. The papers placed
in their hands by ourselves, the letters of warning we addressed to them, leave them no excuse knowing, as none but
ourselves can know, what was done to arouse them, I cannot but conclude that, with a few honourable exceptions, our
Members of Parliament cared nothing about the matter until public opinion forced them to look into it. But for the
ladies’ National Association we should have had no discussion, and the Acts would by this date have probably been
extended throughout the country. I say this solemnly, and from an intimate knowledge of all the plans of the
Association formed to extend these Acts. Go on; give the country no rest till this law is abolished.

The names of Dr. Charles Bell Taylor and Dr. Worth, of Nottingham, must be gratefully remembered, for it was
to those gentlemen that we, the women of England, owed our first clear information of the nature and the passing
of the Act of 1869. I had been on the Continent with my family in that year, and had been learning much there
concerning the disastrous effects of this system. On the journey home I found a telegram awaiting us at Dover,
begging an interview, and this was followed by a somewhat mysterious appeal from those alert friends at
Nottingham to “haste to the rescue.” In a few days the whole state of the case was put before me and a small
group of friends. No organized action, however, was taken by us until the close of December of that year. In fact,
there was much preparation of heart, nerve, and mind necessary for such a task as was now opening out before us.
It was not a thing to be taken up hastily.
Meanwhile, in September of this same year (1869), some other watchful friends had taken occasion of the
Social Science Congress meeting at Bristol to introduce again a strong warning note, or rather now a protest,
against the legislation in question. The Rev. Dr. Hooppell of Northumberland, Mr. George Charleton, of the
Society of Friends, and Mr. Banks, afterwards for so many years the able and indefatigable secretary of the
National Association, proved themselves on this occasion already well-armed and staunch advocates of the
abolition movement, of which they themselves were amongst the earliest initiators. They formed there a local
association, which was afterwards merged into the National Association, which had its offices in London.
I have already, in the “Recollections of George Butler,” recorded sufficiently my own and my husband’s first
call to this great work, the inward preparations for which had been going on for many years previously. I have
spoken there of the horror, the dismay we felt on the first full knowledge that this iniquity had been established by
law in England, of the weeks of self-questioning and hesitation which followed for myself, of the tardy but firm
resolution at last formed to initiate, if I may use the simile, the example of Quintus Curtius of old Roman fame,
and to leap into this yawning gulf in order that the nation’s wound might close again. But this Roman hero, I had
read, met his fate fully equipped, armed from head to foot, fearless, and in the perfection of self-renunciation. I
felt that, for such an enterprise, I should require nothing less than “the whole armour of God.” I have recorded
also in that book the noble and unselfish part which my husband took from the beginning in this warfare; and to
some extent I there also indicated the sacrifices he made, and the anxieties he silently endured for many years,
after he had spoken to me that momentous word (to me a consecration for the work), “Go, and the Lord be with
you.”
This word was spoken after we had conferred fully together on the action we should adopt, and after our
conclusion that we must make an immediate appeal to the great public.
Many persons, honestly judging the matter from the outside, have mistakenly imagined that the persecution
which had to be endured, the ridicule by which we were constantly assailed in the Press, the social ostracism, the
coldness of many who had before been friends and companions, the obloquy, false accusations, abuse and
violence, continued for years, must have been the greatest of the trials incident to the part we were called to take
in so dreadful an enterprise. So far as my own experience bears witness, those who judge so are mistaken. These
things were for me light and easy to bear in comparison with the deep and silent sorrow, the bitterness of soul of
the years which preceded. I recall those years of painful thinking, and of questionings which seemed to receive no
answer and to be susceptible of no solution; those years in which I saw this great social iniquity (based on the
shameful inequality of judgment concerning sexual sin in man and woman) devastating the world, contentedly
acquiesced to, no great revolt proclaimed against it, a dead silence reigning concerning it, a voice feebly raised
perhaps now and again, but quickly rebuked and silenced. The call to action, the field of battle entered, with all its
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perils and trials clearly set out before us, were a joyful relief, a place of free breathing, compared with the
oppression and the heart-woe which went before.
Those alone who have trod the silent and secret “way of Calvary” will fully understand me. Those who have
not may well think the discipline of being traduced, slandered, threatened, and “spitefully entreated” a very hard
discipline. But one who has endured the deeper and keener spiritual discipline, when there seemed no escape, no
ray of hope, must regard the outward persecution and violence only as a welcome sign that the battle is set in
array, and that the enemy is roused to bitterest hatred because his claims are disputed and his sovereignty is about
to be overthrown. The inward sorrow I believe to have been necessary for the vitalizing of righteous action, and
the insuring of depth, reality and constancy. On the 1 st January, 1870, was published the famous Women’s Protest,
as follows:
We, the undersigned, enter our solemn protest against these Acts.
1st—Because, involving as they do such a momentous change in the legal safeguards hitherto enjoyed by women in
common with men, they have been passed, not only without the knowledge of the country, but unknown, to a great
measure, to Parliament itself; and we hold that neither the Representatives of the People, nor the Press, fulfill the duties
which are expected of them, when they allow such legislation to take place without the fullest discussion.
2nd—Because, so far as women are concerned, they remove every guarantee of personal security which the law has
established and held sacred, and put their reputation, their freedom, and their persons absolutely in the power of the
police.
3rd—Because the law is bound, in any country professing to give civil liberty to its subjects, to define clearly an
offence which it punishes.
4th—Because it is unjust to punish the sex who are the victims of a vice, and leave unpunished the sex who are the
main cause, both of the vice and its dreaded consequences; and we consider that liability to arrest, forced medical
treatment, and (where this is resisted) imprisonment with hard labour, to which these Acts subject women, are
punishments of the most degrading kind.
5th—Because, by such a system, the path of evil is made more easy to our sons, and to the whole of the youth of
England; inasmuch as a moral restraint is withdrawn the moment the State recognizes, and provides convenience for,
the practice of a vice which it thereby declares to be necessary and venial.
6th—Because these measures are cruel to the women who come under their action—violating the feelings of those
whose sense of shame is not wholly lost, and further brutalizing even the most abandoned.
7th—Because the disease which these Acts seek to remove has never been removed by any such legislation. The
advocates of the system have utterly failed to show, by statistics or otherwise, that these regulations have in any case,
after several years’ trial, and when applied to one sex only, diminished disease, reclaimed the fallen, or improved the
general morality of the country. We have, on the contrary, the strongest evidence to show that in Paris and other
Continental cities where women have long been outraged by this system, the public health and morals are worse than at
home.
8th—Because the conditions of this disease, in the first instance, are moral, not physical. The moral evil through
which the disease makes its way separates the case entirely from that of the plague, or other scourges, which have been
placed under police control or sanitary care. We hold that we are bound, before rushing into experiments of legalizing a
revolting vice, to try to deal with the causes of the evil, and we dare to believe that with wiser teaching and more
capable legislation, those causes would not be beyond control.

This Protest was published in the Daily News, and the fact of its appearance was flashed by telegram to the
remotest parts of the Kingdom. The local press largely reproduced it. Among the two thousand signatures which it
obtained in a short time there were those of Florence Nightingale, Harriet Martineau, Mary Carpenter, the sisters
and other relatives of the late Mr. John Bright, all the leading ladies of the Society of Friends, and many wellknown in the literary and philanthropic world.
A pause ensued, a silence on the part of our opponents and undecided or critical lookers-on, induced by the
first shock of this unexpected and powerful manifesto. A member of Parliament, fully sympathetic with us, said to
me:
Your manifesto has shaken us very badly in the House of Commons; a leading man in the House remarked to me,
‘We know how to manage any other opposition in the House or in the country, but this is very awkward for us—this
revolt of the women. It is quite a new thing; what are we to do with such an opposition as this?’

But this temporary pause was succeeded by signs of much agitation and business among our opponents in
preparation for an organized stand against our attitude and claims; and simultaneously was inaugurated the great
“Conspiracy of Silence” in the press, which continued unbroken until the autumn of 1874, when a well-known
Ex-Cabinet Minister spoke powerfully at a public meeting on our behalf. After this one occasion, however, the
press, as if by common consent, fell back into its old attitude of silence. This silence could not be in most cases
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attributed to a regard for the feelings of readers, for statements in favour of the Acts were continually admitted.
We had, however, great encouragement from many and often unexpected parts of the world.
Many persons on the Continent, working for social reforms, were even then rejoicing in the trumpet-blast
which had been sounded from England, in open opposition to this vicious system. We had inaugurated a line of
action to the continuance of which we were pledged by sacred duty in regard to the hopes which it had awakened
throughout Europe.
Amongst the reforms which, it was hoped, would be aided by the present agitation was one connected with the
army, in the substitution of some of some better systems of national defence than that of a military army of
celibates, kept as a distinct class, and demoralized by unnatural provisions, supposed to be needful for their
exceptional existence.
The purification of the medical profession was also hoped for, and the exposure and defeat of those deadly
materialist doctrines respecting the necessity of unchastity, which had been secretly and widely promulgated, and
which, together with the dogmatism and despotism of certain doctors, had begun to exercise so fatal an influence
over our legislative counsels. The condition of the womanhood of our country for some time past we often
compared with that of the afflicted woman of whom we read in the gospels, of whom it was said, “She had
endured many things of many physicians,” and that she grew no better, but rather worse.
The great Spiritual Physician, was healed by the touch of faith. A similar faith was coming to the succour of
the womanhood of the present day. Their hearts were lifted up to God, with whom are the issues of life and death,
and they were taught to scorn the perversions of physicians who, in the supposed interests of the body, trampled
under foot the claims of decency and the inalienable rights of every woman, chaste or unchaste, over her own
person. God would henceforth, we trusted, place His gifts of healing in holy hands, and say to the poor afflicted
womanhood of this day,
“Daughter, be of good cheer.”
The purification we hoped for was already indicated by the fact that, among the men who gradually rallied
around us in this cause, from all ranks and all professions, pure-hearted physicians were among the foremost, both
in action and in indignant denunciation of the theories and practices which we abhorred.
Not many weeks after the publication of our Protest, Mr. Gladstone, then Prime Minister, received a Memorial
from women of Geneva on the subject; a beautiful and distinct echo from afar of our own cry for justice.
Even earlier than this, more than one sympathetic voice reached us from Paris itself, the birthplace of the evil
thing against which we were allied. Victor Hugo wrote:\fn{ In a letter dated March 20, 1870}
I am with you, madam and ladies. I am with you to the fullest extent of my power. In reading your eloquent letter, I
have felt a burning sympathy rise in me for the feeble, and a corresponding indignation against the oppressor. France is
apparently about to borrow from England an evil institution, that of chamber executions—legal murders done behind
closed doors; and, in her turn, England prepares to adopt from France a detestable system, that, namely, of a police
dealing with women as outlaws. Protest! Resist! Show your indignation! All noble hearts and all lofty spirits will be on
your side. The slavery of black women is abolished in America, but the slavery of white women continues in Europe;
and laws are still made by men in order to tyrannise over women. Nothing more hateful could be seen than the sight
today—France copying the feudalism of England, and England reproducing the medical tyranny of Paris. It is a rivalry
of retrogression—a miserable spectacle. It disgraces justice in France, and the Executive power in England. Publish this
letter if you think fit, and be assured of my earnest sympathy and respect.

From Mazzini,\fn{Giuseppe Mazzini (1805-1872), Italian politician, journalist, and activist for the unification of Italy } to a member
of our Ladies’ Association:\fn{Dated Italy, February, 1870}
Can you doubt me? Can you doubt how eagerly I watch from afar, and how heartily I bless the efforts of the brave,
earnest British women who are striving for the extension of the suffrage to their sex and for the repeal of the viceprotecting Acts, which last question is but an incident in the great general question of justice to women?
Is your question less sacred than that of the abolition of slavery in America, or the serfdom elsewhere? Ought it not
to be even more sacred to us—in reverence for our mothers—and if we remember that the most important period of
human life—the first—is entrusted to women?
Are not all questions of equality mere baseless rebellion, unless they are derived from an all-embracing religious
principle? And is not that principle—the oneness of the human family—the soul of your country’s religion?
Have the men who deny the righteousness of your claims abjured that religion, or forgotten the holy words of Jesus
and of Paul:
“Neither pray I for these alone, but for them also which shall believe on Me through the Word.”
“That they all may be one; as Thou, Father, art in me, and I in Thee, that they also may be one in us.”—John
17:20,21.
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“For ye are all the children of God by faith in Christ Jesus.”
“There is neither Jew nor Greek, there is neither bond nor free, there is neither male nor female, for ye are all one in
Christ Jesus.”—Epistle Galatians 3:26, 28.
Do they tell you these words apply to heaven? Ask them Who has taught them to pray that God’s will be done on
earth as it is in heaven?
No question such as yours ought to be solved without asking how far does the proposed solution minister to the
moral education of society? The sense of self-dignity, the deep conviction that each of us has a task to fulfill on earth,
for our own improvement and that of our fellow-creatures, is the first step in all education. We are bound to start by
teaching all whom we seek to educate the words you quoted; you are a human being; nothing that concerns mankind is
alien to you. If you crush in man his innate sense of self-respect, you decree the helot. If you sanction moral inequality
to any extent, you either create rebellion, with all its evils, or indifference, hypocrisy and corruption. If you punish the
accomplice, leaving the sinner untouched, you destroy, by arousing the sense of injustice, every beneficial result of
punishment. If you assume the right to legislate for any class, without allowing that class voice or share in the work,
you destroy the sacredness of law, and awaken hatred or contempt in the hear of the excluded class.
In these simple obvious principles lies the justice of your claims.
In this legislation lies—forget it not—the germ of a moral disease far more terrible than the physical evil they thus
brutally and impotently endeavour to “stamp out”; this first step backwards, taken in selfish fear, will, if not speedily
retraced, be followed by others, until the moral sore neglected will be come a cancer infecting the very life-blood of
your nation.
In the moral principles I have stated you will conquer. Your cause is a religious one. Do not narrow it down to what
is called a right or an interest. Let duty be your ground, both in protecting your unhappy sisters and in urging your
political claims. You are children of God. You have the same duty to perform on earth—the progressive discovery and
the progressive fulfillment of His law. You cannot renounce that task without sinning against the God who appointed it,
and gave to you, as to us, faculties and powers for its accomplishment.
You cannot fulfill your task without liberty, which is the source of responsibility. You cannot fulfill it without
equality, which is liberty for each and all.
Your claim to the suffrage identical with that of the working men. Like them, you seek to bring a new element of
progress to the common work; you feel that you, too, have something to say, not merely indirectly, but legally and
officially, with regard to the great problems which stir and torture the soul of mankind.
As for the special cause of which you write, the repeal of these hideous Acts, you will succeed. You have in your
House of Commons men whom surely no giant despair of physical disease can turn aside from the straight path of
principle and justice; but even if these should fail you, which I do not believe, you have your people. Your working
men have shown us, during the Lancashire famine, how they can feel for the down-trodden and oppressed. Appeal to
them. I have lived long enough in England to know what their answer would be.

2
Our appeal, we decided, must be made to the Nation. Letters had previously been written by us during the
autumn of 1869 to every member of both Houses of Parliament, and to many leading men, lay and ecclesiastical.
To all these letters we received only some half-dozen responses which were at all sympathetic. We received others
which contained only a strong denunciation of my own and other women’s action in the matter. These latter came
in some cases from highly esteemed dignitaries in Church and State, several of whom, I am grateful to
acknowledge, wrote to me some years afterwards in a wholly different tone.
Having received so little encouragement from the persons whom we had vainly imagined would have taken an
interest in the question, we turned to the working populations of the Kingdom. Here our reception was wholly
different. I am well aware that the working classes have their faults, and that neither they nor any other class of
men are wholly free from the taint of egotism; but of one thing I am profoundly convinced, and that is, that when
an appeal is made to the people in the name of justice, they will in general respond in the truest and most loyal
manner. Though I had always had confidence in the good sense of the working classes, I was, nevertheless, often
surprised to find how readily they were carried up to the highest standard in judging of a moral question, and how
almost universally they acknowledged the authority of the ethical truths which we endeavoured to put before
them. At times I recollect purposely placing the question on so high a level that I doubted whether the mass of
humble people before me would fully apprehend and respond to an appeal based upon motives so lofty.
Sometimes a few moments of profound silence would follow such an appeal, and then there would arise that
grateful and inspiring sound of the voice of the multitude, deliberately, intelligently and enthusiastically accepting
and endorsing the thought which had been presented to them.
Starting from Liverpool with my husband’s benediction sounding in my ears, I went first to Crewe, and
addressed a meeting prepared in advance by our friend Professor Stuart, of Cambridge, consisting of railway
workmen, engine-makers and boiler-fitters. They perfectly understood the message, and acted upon it with
intelligence. From there I went (January, 1870) to Leeds, Newcastle, Sunderland, Darlington, and other places,
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and shortly afterwards a series of visits was paid to Birmingham and other towns of the Midland district.
Everywhere the working men themselves organized meetings, writing or telegraphing in advance to friends and
acquaintances in other localities to be prepared to give their verdict upon a very urgent question. The meetings
were followed by prompt organization for action, headed in most cases by leading working men. In Leeds, the
Trades Union and other leaders worked valiantly with Mr. Algernon Challis at their head, whose ardour and selfsacrifice in this cause deserve to be specially mentioned; and in Newcastle, Lord Armstrong’s and Mr.
Hawthorne’s men, engaged in the engineering works on Tyneside, supported us strongly. In Birmingham a very
complete working men’s organization was at once formed, an example followed some time after by Sheffield,
Liverpool, and other towns. Petitions were poured in upon Parliament, and at bye-elections the candidates were
severely questioned by the working men electors.
Such was the effect produced by this movement in the Northern and Midland counties, followed by the lessons
of the Colchester Election, that the Government felt obliged to move in the matter. It moved in the direction in
which Governments generally move when a question is raised by the people on which the members of the
Government themselves have little knowledge and less conviction—they appointed a commission to consider it.
We did not accept the proposal of a Commission at all gratefully, for we felt that although Royal Commissions
and Parliamentary Committees are useful, or necessary, in regard to some subjects, the cause we had in hand
could not be served, or usefully treated, by a Commission. Great principles cannot be modified by any assembly,
even of the wisest men, sitting to consider them. The people had very largely already pronounced their verdict on
the principles of Justice, Equality, and Morality involved in our question.
The Abolitionist associations, in presenting a united protest to Government against the appointment of a
Commission gave as one of their motives the following:
Because we maintain that the great principles which have hitherto protected the freedom, the honour, and the bodily
safety of Englishwomen, as well as Englishmen, from the tyrannical control of the Executive, ought not to be referred
for discussion to any irresponsible and delegated body: least of all a Royal Commission. They must be vindicated as
axioms, not debated as doubtful questions, and on the floor of Parliament itself, where every word may be heard by the
nation.

There was no unanimous conclusion arrived at by the Commission. They produced a Majority Report, which
pronounced itself hostile to us, at the same time that it condemned the compulsory treatment of the persons of
women, which is the center and core of the whole system of State Regulation of vice. There was a Minority
Report, in our favour; while several of the members of the Commission personally recorded their opinion, apart
from, or in addition to either of the Reports.
Generally speaking, the evidence given by our opponents served our cause in after years as well as, or better
than, anything said by our friends.
It may not be uninteresting to recall the varied character of some of the meetings which were constantly held
throughout the country during the first two or three years of our movement. The denial to us of publicity in the
press made it of urgent necessity that we should continually address the public in other ways. I will mention
briefly one or two of the meetings of those first years which stand out most prominently in my memory.
After several large gatherings in Leeds, promoted by the energy and enthusiasm of the working people there,
strongly aided by members of the Society of Friends, a larger assembly than any yet held was organized in that
town. The town Hall being found inadequate for the occasion, a Mr. Challis and his friends managed to place seats
in a considerable portion of the immense Corn Exchange, which in the evening was filled to overflowing, many
hundreds standing during the whole time. On the platform we had an encouraging array of M.P.’s, the most
prominent as a speaker being Mr. Jacob Bright, who, with his talented wife, was from the first one of the foremost
in our cause.
The most interesting speech of the evening was, however, made by the well-known anti-slavery leader, George
Thomson. He was then growing old, and was in failing health. His zeal for our cause led him to stand upon our
platform, but with no idea of speaking. As the evening went on, however, the fire of the old anti-slavery apostolate
was rekindled in his heart, and he could not hold his peace. I recollect his tall and fragile figure as he rose. He
supported himself against a pillar, leaning heavily. He began to speak in a low, husky voice, in the midst of
hushed attention; for the audience looked upon him as little less than an oracle on any subject connected with the
sacredness of the human person and of individual liberty.
Before he had spoken many minutes he became perfectly audible, and his voice continued to rise until it
sounded forth with the old bell-like, or rather trumpet-like, clearness and power which had so often stirred the
307

heart of multitudes in the United States. That remarkable utterance was one of the last delivered by him; I well
recollect the profound emotion which was produced by it.
As a rule we had weighty meetings, and found an excellent spirit, in Scotland; but there was one occasion on
which we were for the moment baffled. This was in the great City Hall in Glasgow. The medical students of that
town, incited (it was said) by some of their own Professors, came in a body to the hall, determined that we should
not have a hearing. There were Town Councilors—or, as they are called in Scotland, Baillies—on the platform.
Nortwithstanding this, the noise, violence and rudeness of the students continued for about an hour, until the
patient chairman made up his mind quietly to call in the police, although we never liked resorting to this measure.
The police of Glasgow were a powerful body of men, physically speaking. It was with some amusement,
mingled, perhaps, with a little compassion for the misguided boys, that we watched from the platform, where we
had been unable to speak a single word, these huge officers entering quietly from the gallery behind, taking the
students one by one by the collar, and dropping them over the edge of the galleries as lightly as if they had been
kittens. The fall was not a great one, and no one was hurt. The meeting was then continued in peace, though much
curtailed.
I asked one of the venerable Baillies on the following day to define for me the exact offence for which some of
these students, we were told, had been locked up for the night, or fined. His reply was in broad Scotch, more racy,
perhaps, than clearly judicial.
“They were punished,” he said, “for the offences of barking like dogs, mewing like cats, crowing like cocks,
whistling and rattling with their sticks.”
From letters written to my husband at home, I take a sketch of some meetings held in my own border county to
illustrate the honesty of judgment which we generally found in the North.
At Berwick-on-Tweed I stayed at the house of the Mayor, Mr. Purvis, a pleasant old gentleman of the old
school. There was a great threatening of opposition, which continued even till we drove up to the door of the
Town Hall. We were told that the doctors were all ready to fight. The United Presbyterians and other Scottish
ministers were my best friends here. The Rev. Dr. Cairns was timid about holding a meeting, although he was
wholly in sympathy with us, and he did not at first like the advocacy of ladies. He is a man of much influence in
the Scotch Church, and is said to be one of Sir William Hamilton’s most distinguished pupils. On reaching the
platform he offered up a fervent prayer. It was a full and excellent meeting, and, towards the close, unanimous.
The joy of the ministers and kind ladies afterwards was very great. I had heard so much of the approaching
opposition that I had prepared my arguments with great care. I quoted the weighty evidence of Lord Frederick
Fitz-Clarence against the regulation system in India. You know that he lived at Etal. His name is remembered here
in the North, and the audience seemed struck by his verdict, based upon his experience as Commander-in-Chief of
the forces in India.
Dr. C——, of Berwick, had been put up to oppose us. He came to curse, and lo! He blessed us altogether; that
is to say, he came on the platform and applauded as heartily as anyone. This so often threatened opposition, which
is so often overruled, shows, I think, how slight is the knowledge most people in England have of the subject, and
how ready they are to take up the cry initiated by a few experts or great personages in favour of this regulation
system. It shows, too, that we need only to appeal to their better judgment and sense of justice. Of course, there
are everywhere some bad people as well as good; but I imagine there are few of the ruffianly class of men in
Northumberland who troubled us so much as in South Wales. I shall go back to my home with a deeply grateful
feeling to my own county.
I had not thought of visiting other towns in Northumberland, but poor little Alnwick gave me the most pressing
invitation which I have had from any town. A leading man there wrote:
“You surely will not leave your own county without visiting us. We should feel much hurt.”
I did not expect opposition at Alnwick. I thought the only difficulty might be to keep my audience awake!
When I arrived I found the Town Hall already crowded to excess. I dare say the meeting was an exciting event in
the dull old town. A brave doctor took the chair for me. He read a carefully prepared speech which he had written,
in which he expressed the fullest sympathy with my cause. He had come into the room with a splashed riding
boots, as if from a visit to a distant patient, and with a weather-beaten face. I have a great respect for those hardworking country doctors; they are very unlike some insolent State physicians whom we know, who seem to desire
to rule us all on their own materialistic and despotic principles.
A strong resolution was passed unanimously at Alnwick. At the end of the meeting I observed a number of
pleasant brown faces at the edge of the platform, looking up in the attitude of the cherubs in Raphael’s Madonna
de San Sisto. They seemed to have some communication for me, and when I came forward they smiled, and one
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said,
“We all knew your father well—old Mr. Grey.”
That was all their communication, but I was pleased with the sympathy expressed in it.
I then went on to Morpeth. The meeting there had not been much prepared, for the time was short. We had no
Chairman. I met the Hon. And Rev. Vicar walking down the street, and asked him to take the Chair, but he said,
with many assurances of respect for you and me, that he had signed a petition in favour of the vice-regulating
Acts, and that therefore, it would not be consistent for him to take the Chair.
In the ante-room of the hall I saw a very superior working man, a man who bears so high a character, I was
told, that although of humble rank, no one, they said, would more recommend the movement in Morpeth by
leading it. I asked him to preside. He seemed startled, though for a moment, and then said,
“Well, if ye’ll just wait till I run in and put on my best coat.”
He soon returned with his best coat, his face shining with soap, and his hair stiffly brushed. The hall was quite
crowded with a very respectable audience—all the tradespeople, many pleasant ladies, ministers, working men
and a few gentlemen. I think I never spoke to so agreeable an audience. Their grave, sensible faces were so intent
and full of inquiry. Many of the men stood up and leaned forward, and if the meeting expressed approval of any
sentiment there was immediately a sound of “hush” through the hall, lest they should lose a single word spoken.
The attention did not flag for one moment. An allusion I made to my father, speaking of myself as a
Northumbrian, was most affectionately responded to. I felt supremely comfortable, for it was a thoroughly
Northumbrian atmosphere. The audience was grave and shrewd, not noisily enthusiastic, but just and fair, and
very warm-hearted; and also of superior intelligence; they quickly took up the constitutional and political aspect
of the question.
After the meeting the Chaiirman took me into his bright kitchen, as there was still an hour to wait for the night
mail. I sat by the fire, and a circle sat round—his handsome, comely wife and daughter, and his son, who had all
been to the meeting. His wife is a grand, clever woman. What a difference there is between the intellect of such
working women and some Society ladies whom I have met! I could make a companion of this woman at any time.
I had a lovely walk to the station, and as the train was not due for half an hour I wandered a little way into the
fields. It was a perfectly beautiful moonlight night—the air calm, crispk, and not too cold. A light hoar-frost lay
like a coating of silver on the fields in the moonlight. The silence, the calm, the pure air, and the beauty around
me, with the memory of the kind reception I had had, filled my heart with gratitude. I sent many loving thoughts
to you all at home. At last the express broke upon the stillness, bowling along with its red eyes in front, and
brought me to Newcastle in little more than half an hour, where I found my kind Quaker friends waiting for me.
Besides influencing electors throughout the country, we felt it our duty to fling ourselves into the midst of
contested Parliamentary elections now and again. At this time the question of our army was much before the
government, and there was a strong desire for a more capable administration of military matters, both at home and
abroad. An able military man was wanted in the Government.
Sir Henry Storks was a a man of world-wide experience, and of great reputation as an administrator. He had
been Governor of Malta, and had there administered the Regulation system with so strong a hand that he boasted
of having practically stamped out in that colony the disease incident to vice. The Government had a special
interest in securing this man for one of the new offices which had been created in the War Department. To this end
it was necessary that a seat in the House of Commons should be found for him. His first essay in that direction
was at Newark. There he was strongly opposed, even by persons of his own political party, and chiefly by our
excellent medical friends Dr. Bell Taylor and Mr. Worth, and a group who followed them. He was signally
defeated in his attempt to secure the seat there.
Colchester was next regarded as a place which would be easily won for this purpose. It is a military depot; the
system we opposed was in full operation there, and a Liberal candidate had been called forl. I must give some
prominence to this hotly-contested election at Colchester, as it proved to be somewhat of a turning-point in the
history of our crusade. The Shield, commenting on the result, wrote as follows:
Sir Henry Storks’ name is prominently identified with legislation which is abhorrent to the moral sense of rightthinking people. Our opponents may laugh at the formation of a new party on this question, just as their prototypes in
America were filled with derision when a “nigger party” was first organized in that country. This new party here is to
the cause of insulted and down-trodden woman what the American Abolitionists were to the despised Negro.
Our opponents are welcome to their hilarity. All the coarse satire, all the virulent abuse, all the disgraceful rowdyism
in the world, will not prevent votes and seats being lost by the party which has employed these ignoble tactics. Mobs
were freely employed at Colchester. There was a saturnalia of rioting which those who are so sensitive about the antics
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of mobs in Paris and New York would do well to take to heart.

The Committee of the National Association in London undertook the formidable business of organizing
opposition to the Government candidate. Their tactics and measures were excellent, and ultimately successful. Dr.
Baxter Langley very unselfishly consented to be put up as a third candidate in order to divide the votes. The battle
was a severe one, for those were the days of hustings harangues, and open voting. The former I have always
considered a very useful and healthy outlet for the free expression of opinion and the judgment of the people
concerning their candidates and the principles proclaimed by them.
My own personal recollections are chiefly of the numerous meetings which we Abolitionists held for
consultation day after day in a modest hotel, the master of which was favourable to our views.
A great public meeting had been arranged for in the theatre. I was with our friends previous to this meeting in a
room in this hotel. Already we heard signs of the mob gathering to oppose us. The dangerous portion of this mob
was headed and led on by a band of keepers of houses of prostitution in Colchester, who had sworn that we should
be defeated and driven from the town. On this occasion the gentlemen who were preparing to go to the meeting
left with me all their valuables, watches, etc. I remained alone during the evening.
The mob were by this time collected in force in the streets. Their deep-throated yells and oaths, and the
horrible words spoken by them, sounded sadly in my ears. I felt more than anything pity for these misguided
people. It must be observed that these were not of the class of honest working people, but chiefly a number of
hired roughs, and persons directly interested in the maintenance of the vilest of human institutions. The master of
the hotel came in, and said in a whisper,
“I must turn down the lights; and will you, Madam, consent to go to an attic which I have, a little apart from
the house, and remain there until the mob is quieter, in order that I may tell them truly that you are not in the
house?”
I consented to this for his sake. His words were emphasized at the moment by the crashing in of the window
near which I sat, and the noise of heavy stones hurled along the floor, the blows from which I managed to evade.
Our friends returned in about an hour, very pitiful objects, covered with mud, flour, and other more unpleasant
things, their clothes torn, but their courage not in the least diminished. Professor Stuart, who had come purposely
during the intervals of his duties at Cambridge to lend his aid in the conflict, had been roughly handled. Chairs
and benches had been flung at him and Dr. Baxter Langley; and a good deal of lint and bandages was quickly in
requisition; but the wounds were not severe.
I should have prefaced my recollections of this Election Conflict by saying that on our first arrival in
Colchester we went, as was our wont, straight to the house of a Quaker family. Mrs. Marriage, a well-known
member of the Society of Friends, received us with the utmost cordiality and self-possession. At her suggestion
we began our campaign with a series of devotional meetings, gathering together chiefly women, in groups, to ask
of God that the approaching events might be ever-ruled for good, and might open the eyes of our Government to
the vital nature of the cause for which we were incurring so much obloquy. Among the women who helped us
most bravely were Mrs. King and Mrs. Hampson; there were also many others.
K I may be excused, perhaps, for mentioning an amusing incident of the election. I was walking down a byestreet one evening after we had held several meetings with the wives of electors, when I met an immense
workman, a stalwart man, trudging along to his home after work hours. By his side trotted his wife—a fragile
woman, but with a fierce determination on her small thin face. At that moment she was shaking her little fist in
her husband’s face, and I heard her say,
“Now you know all about it; if you vote for that man Storks, Tom, I’ll kill ye.”
Tom seemed to think that there was some danger of her threat being put in execution. This incident did not
represent exactly the kind of influence which we had entreated the working women to use with their husbands
who had votes, but I confess it cheered me not a little.
The following letter, which I have found among some preserved by my children, may be interesting. It was
written from Colchester to my young sons at home:
I have tried several Hotels; each one rejects me after another; at last I came to a respectable Tory Hotel, not
giving my name, I had gone to bed, very tired, and was dropping asleep, when I heard some excitement in the
street and a rap at my door. It was the master of the hotel; he said,
“‘I am sorry, madam; I have a very unpleasant announcement to make.’
“‘Say on,’ I replied. He said,
“‘I find you are Mrs. Josephine Butler, and a mob outside have found out that you are here and have threatened
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to set fire to the houses-e unless I send you out at once.’ I said,
“‘I will go immediately; but how is it that you get rid of me when you know that though I am a Liberal, I am
practically working into the hands of Colonel Learmont, the Conservative candidate?’ He replied:
“‘I would most gladly keep you, madam; undoubtedly your cause is a good one; but there is a party so much
incensed against you that my house is not safe while you are in it.’ He saw that I was very tired, and I think his
heart was touched. He said,
“‘I will get you quietly out under another name, and will find some little lodging for you.’
I packed up my things, and he sent a servant with me down a little bye-street, to a small private house of a
working man and his wife. Next day I went to the C—— Inn, the headquarters of our party. It was filled with
gentlemen in an atmosphere of stormy canvassing. The master of the inn whispered to me,
“Do not let your friends call you by your name in the streets.”
A hurried consultation was held as to whether our party should attempt to hold other public meetings or not. It
seemed uncertain whether we should get a hearing, and it was doubtful if I personally would be allowed by the
mob to reach the hall where we had planned to hold a women’s meeting. Some of the older men said,
“Do not attempt it, Mrs. Butler; it is a grave risk.”
For a moment a cowardly feeling came over me as I thought of you all at home; then it suddenly came to me
that now was just the time to trust in God and claim His loving care; and I want to tell you, my darlings, how He
helped me, and what the message was which He sent to me at that moment. I should like you never to forget it, for
it is in such times of trial that we feel Him to be in the midst of us—a living Presence—and that we prove the
truth of His promises. As I prayed to Him in my heart, these words came pouring into my soul as if spoken by
some heavenly voice:
“I will say of the Lord, He is my refuge and my fortress: my God; in Him will I trust. Surely He shall deliver
thee from the snare of the fowler, and from the noisome pestilence. He shall cover thee with His feathers, and
under His wings shalt thou trust; His truth shall be thy shield and buckler. Thou shalt not be afraid for the terror
by night; nor for the arrow that flieth by day; nor for the pestilence that waketh in darkness; nor for the destruction
that wasteth at noonday. A thousand shall fall at thy side, and ten thousand at thy right hand; but it shall not come
nigh thee. Because thou hast made the Lord, which is my refuge, thy habitation; there shall no evil befall thee,
neither shall any plague come nigh thy dwelling. For He shall give His angels charge over thee, to keep thee in all
thy ways.”\fn{Psalm 91}
Are they not beautiful words? I felt no more fear, and, strong in the strength of these words, I went out into the
dark street with our friends.
The London Committee had commissioned the two Mr. Mallesons to come down to help us. I like them much;
they are so quiet and firm. Someone had also sent us from London twenty-four strong men of the sandwich class,
as a bodyguard! I did not care much about this “arm of flesh.” It was thought better that these men should not
keep together or be seen, so they were posted about in the crowd near the door of the Hall. Apparently they were
yelling with the Regulationist party, but ready to come forward for us at a given signal.
The two Mr. Mallesons managed cleverly, just as we arrived, to mislead the crowd into fancying that one of
themselves was Dr. Baxter Langley, thus directing all their violence of language and gestures against themselves.
Meanwhile Mrs. Hampson and I slipped into the Hall in the guise of some of the humbler women going to the
meeting. I had no bonnet or gloves—only an old shawl over my head—and looked quite a poor woman. We
passed safely through crowded lines of scoundrel faces and clenched fists, and were unrecognized.
It was a solemn meeting. The women listened most attentively while we spoke to them. Every now wand then
a movement of horror went through the room when the threats and groans outside became very bad. At the close
of the meeting some friend said to me, in a low voice,
“Your best plan is to go quietly out by a back window which is not high from the ground, while the mob is
waiting for you at the front.”
The Mallesons and two friendly constables managed admirably. They made the mob believe I was always
coming though I never came. Mrs. Hampson and I then walked off at a deliberate pace from the back of the Hall,
down a narrow, quiet, star-lit street: about thirty or forty kind, sympathizing women followed us, hut had the tact
to disperse quickly, leaving us alone.
Neither of us knew the town, and we emerged again upon a main street, where the angry cries of the mob
seemed again very near. I could not walk any further, being very tired, and asked Mrs. Hampson to leave me and
try to find a cab. She pushed me into a dark, unused warehouse, filled with empty soda-water bottles and broken
glass, and closed the gates of it. I stood there in the darkness and alone, hearing some of the violent men tramping
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past, never guessing that I was so near.
Presently one of the gates opened slightly, and I could just see in the dim light the poorly-clad, slight figure of
a forlorn woman of the city. She pushed her way in, and said in a low voice,
“Are you the lady the mob are after? Oh, what a shame to treat a lady so! I was not at the meeting, but I heard
of you and have been watching you.”
The kindness of this poor miserable woman cheered me, and was a striking contrast to the conduct of the
roughs. Mrs. Hampson returned, saying, “There is not a cab to be seen in the streets”; so we walked on again. We
took refuge at last in a cheerfully lighted grocer’s shop, where a very kind, stout grocer, whose name we knew, a
Methodist, welcomed us, and seemed ready to give his life for me! He installed me amongst his bacon, soap, and
candles, having sent for a cab; and rubbing his hands, he said,
“Well, this is a capital thing, here you are, safe and sound!” We overheard women going past in groups, who
had been at the meeting, and their conversation was mostly of the following description:
“Ah, she’s right; depend upon it she’s right. Well, what a thing! Well, to be sure! I’m sure I’ll vote for her
whenever I have a vote!”
I always expected when it came to an election contest on this question that men’s passions would be greatly
roused, and that the poorest among women would gather to us; and so it was. …
216.48 Jessica’s First Prayer\fn{by Hesba Stretton aka Sarah Smith (1832-1911)} Wellington, Shropshire, England,
United Kingdom (F) 12
1
In a screened and secluded corner of one of the many railway-bridges which span the streets of London, there
could be seen, a few years ago, from five o’clock every morning until half-past eight, a tidily set out coffee-stall,
consisting of a trestle and a board, upon which stood two large tin cans, with a small fire of charcoal burning
under each, so as to keep the coffee boiling during the early hours of the morning when the work-people were
thronging into the city, on the way to their daily toil. The coffee-stall was a favourite one, for besides being under
shelter, which was of great consequence upon rainy mornings, it was also in so private a niche that the customers
taking their out-of-door breakfast were not too much exposed to notice; and moreover, the coffee-stall keeper was
a quiet man, who cared only to serve the busy workmen, without hindering them by any gossip. He was a tall,
spare, elderly man, with a singularly solemn face, and a manner which was grave and secret. Nobody knew either
his name or dwelling-place; unless it might be the policeman who strode past the coffee-stall every half-hour, and
nodded familiarly to the solemn man behind it. There were very few who cared to make any enquiries about him;
but those who did could only discover that he kept the furniture of his stall at a neighbouring coffee-house,
whither he wheeled his trestle and board and crockery every day, not later than half-past eight in the morning;
after which he was wont to glide away with a soft footstep, and a mysterious and fugitive air, with many
backward and sidelong glances, as if he dreaded observation, until he was lost among the crowds which thronged
the streets. No one had ever had the persevering curiosity to track him all the way to his house, or to find out his
other means of gaining a livelihood; but in general his stall was surrounded by customers, whom he served with
silent seriousness, and who did not grudge to pay him his charge for the refreshing coffee he supplied to them.
For several years the crowd of work-people had paused by the coffee-stall under the railway-arch, when one
morning, in a partial lull of his business, the owner became suddenly aware of a pair of very bright dark eyes
being fastened upon him and the slices of bread and butter on his board, with a gaze as hungry as that of a mouse
which has been driven by famine into a trap. A thin and meagre face belonged to the eyes, which was half hidden
by a mass of matted hair hanging over the forehead, and down the neck; the only covering which the head or neck
had, for a tattered frock, scarcely fastened together with broken strings, was slipping down over the shivering
shoulders of the little girl. Stooping down to a basket behind his stall, he caught sight of two bare little feet curling
up from the damp pavement, as the child lifted up first one and then the other, and laid them one over another to
gain a momentary feeling of warmth. Whoever the wretched child was, she did not speak; only at every steaming
cupful which he poured out of his can, her dark eyes gleamed hungrily, and he could hear her smack her thin lips,
as if in fancy she was tasting the warm and fragrant coffee.
“Oh, come now!” he said at last, when only one boy was left taking his breakfast leisurely, and he leaned over
his stall to speak in a low and quiet tone, “why don’t you go away, little girl? Come, come; you’re staying too
long, you know.”
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“I’m just going, sir,” she answered, shrugging her small shoulders to draw her frock up higher about her neck;
“only it’s raining cats and dogs outside; and mother’s been away all night, and she took the key with her; and it’s
so nice to smell the coffee; and the police has left off worriting me while I’ve been here. He thinks I’m a customer
taking my breakfast.” And the child laughed a shrill little laugh of mockery at herself and the policeman.
“You’ve had no breakfast, I suppose,” said the coffee-stall keeper, in the same low and confidential voice, and
leaning over his stall till his face nearly touched the thin, sharp features of the child.
“No,” she replied, coolly, “and I shall want my dinner dreadful bad afore I get it, I know. You don’t often feel
dreadful hungry, do you, sir? I’m not griped yet, you know; but afore I taste my dinner it’ll be pretty bad, I tell
you. Ah! very bad indeed!”
She turned away with a knowing nod, as much as to say she had one experience in life to which he was quite a
stranger; but before she had gone half a dozen steps, she heard the quiet voice calling to her in rather louder tones,
and in an instant she was back at the stall.
“Slip in here,” said the owner, in a cautious whisper; “here’s a little coffee left and a few crusts. There, you
must never come again, you know. I never give to beggars; and if you’d begged, I’d have called the police. There;
put your poor feet towards the fire. Now, aren’t you comfortable?”
The child looked up with a face of intense satisfaction. She was seated upon an empty basket, with her feet
near the pan of charcoal, and a cup of steaming coffee on her lap; but her mouth was too full for her to reply,
except by a very deep nod, which expressed unbounded delight. The man was busy for a while packing up his
crockery; but every now and then he stopped to look down upon her, and to shake his head gravely.
“What’s your name?” he asked, at length; “but there, never mind! I don’t care what it is. What’s your name to
do with me, I wonder?”
“It’s Jessica,” said the girl “but mother and everybody calls me Jess. You’d be tired of being called Jess, if you
was me. It’s Jess here, and Jess there; and everybody wanting me to go errands. And they think nothing of giving
me smacks, and kicks, and pinches. Look here!”
Whether her arms were black and blue from the cold, or from ill-usage, he could not tell; but he shook his head
again seriously, and the child felt encouraged to go on.
“I wish I could stay here for ever and ever, just as I am!” she cried. “But you’re going away, I know; and I’m
never to come again, or you’ll set the police on me!”
“Yes,” said the coffee-stall keeper, very softly, and looking round to see if there were any other ragged children
within sight; “if you’ll promise not to come again for a whole week, and not to tell anybody else, you may come
once more. I’ll give you one other treat. But you must be off now.”
“I’m off, sir,” she said, sharply; “but if you’ve a errand I could go on, I’d do it all right, I would. Let me carry
some of your things.”
“No, no,” cried the man; “you run away, like a good girl; and mind! I’m not to see you again for a whole
week.”
“All right!” answered Jess, setting off down the rainy street at a quick run, as if to show her willing agreement
to the bargain; while the coffee-stall keeper, with many a cautious glance around him, removed his stock-in-trade
to the coffee-house near at hand, and was seen no more for the rest of the day in the neighbourhood of the
railway-bridge.
2
Jessica kept her part of the bargain faithfully; and though the solemn and silent man under the dark shadow of
the bridge looked out for her every morning as he served his customers, he caught no glimpse of her wan face and
thin little frame. But when the appointed time was finished, she presented herself at the stall, with her hungry eyes
fastened again upon the piles of buns and bread and butter, which were fast disappearing before the demands of
the buyers. The business was at its height, and the famished child stood quietly on one side watching for the
throng to melt away. But as soon as the nearest church clock had chimed eight, she drew a little nearer to the stall,
and at a signal from its owner she slipped between the trestles of his stand, and took up her former position on the
empty basket. To his eyes she seemed even a little thinner, and certainly more ragged, than before; and he laid a
whole bun, a stale one which was left from yesterday’s stock, upon her lap, as she lifted the cup of coffee to her
lips with both her benumbed hands.
“What’s your name?” she asked, looking up to him with her keen eyes.
“Why?” he answered, hesitatingly, as if he was reluctant to tell so much of himself; “my christened name is
Daniel.”
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“And where do you live, Mr. Dan’el?” she enquired.
“Oh, come now!” he exclaimed, “if you’re going to be impudent, you’d better march off. What business is it of
yours where I live? I don’t want to know where you live, I can tell you.”
“I didn’t mean no offence,” said Jess, humbly; “only I thought I’d like to know where a good man like you
lived. You’re a very good man, aren’t you, Mr. Dan’el”
“I don't know,” he answered, uneasily; “I’m afraid I’m not”
“Oh, but you are, you know,” continued Jess. “You make good coffee; prime! And buns too! And I’ve been
watching you hundreds of times afore you saw me, and the police leaves you alone, and never tells you to move
on. Oh, yes! you must be a very good man.”
Daniel sighed, and fidgeted about his crockery with a grave and occupied air, as if he were pondering over the
child’s notion of goodness. He made good coffee, and the police left him alone! It was quite true; yet still as he
counted up the store of pence which had accumulated in his strong canvas bag, he sighed again still more heavily.
He purposely let one of his pennies fall upon the muddy pavement, and went on counting the rest busily, while he
furtively watched the little girl sitting at his feet. Without a shade of change upon her small face, she covered the
penny with her foot, and drew it in carefully towards her, while she continued to chatter fluently to him. For a
moment a feeling of pain shot a pang through Daniel’s heart; and then he congratulated himself on having
entrapped the young thief. It was time to be leaving now; but before he went he would make her move her bare
foot, and disclose the penny concealed beneath it, and then he would warn her never to venture near his stall
again. This was her gratitude, he thought; he had given her two breakfasts and more kindness than he had shown
to any fellow-creature for many a long year; and, at the first chance, the young jade turned upon him, and robbed
him! He was brooding over it painfully in his mind, when Jessica’s uplifted face changed suddenly, and a dark
flush crept over her pale cheeks, and the tears started to her eyes. She stooped down, and picking up the coin from
amongst the mud, she rubbed it bright and clean upon her rags, and laid it upon the stall close to his hand, but
without speaking a word. Daniel looked down upon her solemnly and searchingly.
“What’s this?” he asked.
“Please, Mr. Daniel,” she answered, “it dropped, and you didn’t hear it.”
“Jess,” he said, sternly, “tell me all about it.”
“Oh, please,” she sobbed, “I never had a penny of my very own but once; and it rolled close to my foot; and
you didn’t see it; and I hid it up sharp; and then I thought how kind you’d been, and how good the coffee and buns
are, and how you let me warm myself at your fire; and please, I couldn’t keep the penny any longer. You’ll never
let me come again, I guess.”
Daniel turned away for a minute, busying himself with putting his cups and saucers into the basket, while
Jessica stood by trembling, with the large tears rolling slowly down her cheeks. The snug, dark corner, with its
warm fire of charcoal, and its fragrant smell of coffee, had been a paradise to her for these two brief spans of time;
but she had been guilty of the sin which would drive her from it. All beyond the railway arch the streets stretched
away, cold and dreary, with no friendly faces to meet hers, and no warm cups of coffee to refresh her; yet she was
only lingering sorrowfully to hear the words spoken which should forbid her to return to this pleasant spot. Mr.
Daniel turned round at last, and met her tearful gaze, with a look of strange emotion upon his own solemn face.
“Jess,” he said, “I could never have done it myself. But you may come here every Wednesday morning, as this
is a Wednesday, and there’ll always be a cup of coffee for you.”
She thought he meant that he could not have hidden the penny under his foot, and she went away a little
saddened and subdued, notwithstanding her great delight in the expectation of such a treat every week; while
Daniel, pondering over the struggle that must have passed through her childish mind, went on his way, from time
to time shaking his head, and muttering to himself,
“I couldn’t have done it myself: I never could have done it myself.”
3
Week after week, through the three last months of the year, Jessica appeared every Wednesday at the coffee-stall,
and, after waiting patiently till the close of the breakfasting business, received her pittance from the charity of her
new friend. After a while Daniel allowed her to carry some of his load to the coffee-house, but he never suffered
her to follow him farther, and he was always particular to watch her out of sight before he turned off through the
intricate mazes of the streets in the direction of his own home. Neither did he encourage her to ask him any more
questions; and often but very few words passed between them during Jessica’s breakfast time.
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As to Jessica’s home, she made no secret of it, and Daniel might have followed her any time he pleased. It was
a single room, which had once been a hayloft over the stable of an old inn, now in use for two or three donkeys,
the property of costermongers dwelling in the court about it. The mode of entrance was by a wooden ladder,
whose rungs were crazy and broken, and which led up through a trap-door in the floor of the loft. The interior of
the home was as desolate and comfortless as that of the stable below, with only a litter of straw for the bedding,
and a few bricks and boards for the furniture. Everything that could be pawned had disappeared long ago, and
Jessica’s mother often lamented that she could not thus dispose of her child. Yet Jessica was hardly a burden to
her. It was a long time since she had taken any care to provide her with food or clothing, and the girl had to earn
or beg for herself the meat which kept a scanty life within her. Jess was the drudge and errand-girl of the court;
and what with being cuffed and beaten by her mother, and over-worked and ill-used by her numerous employers,
her life was a hard one. But now there was always Wednesday morning to count upon and look forward to; and by
and by a second scene of amazed delight opened upon her.
Jessica had wandered far away from home in the early darkness of a winter’s evening, after a violent outbreak
of her drunken mother, and she was still sobbing now and then with long-drawn sobs of pain and weariness, when
she saw, a little way before her, the tall, well-known figure of her friend Mr. Daniel. He was dressed in a suit of
black, with a white neckcloth, and he was pacing with brisk yet measured steps along the lighted streets. Jessica
felt afraid of speaking to him, but she followed at a little distance, until presently he stopped before the iron gates
of a large building, and, unlocking them, passed on to the arched doorway, and with a heavy key opened the
folding-doors and entered in. The child stole after him, but paused for a few minutes, trembling upon the
threshold, until the gleam of a light lit up within tempted her to venture a few steps forward, and to push a little
way open an inner door, covered with crimson baize, only so far as to enable her to peep through at the inside.
Then, growing bolder by degrees, she crept through herself, drawing the door to noiselessly behind her.
The place was in partial gloom, but Daniel was kindling every gaslight, and each minute lit it up in more
striking grandeur. She stood in a carpeted aisle, with high oaken pews on each side, almost as black as ebony. A
gallery of the same dark old oak ran round the walls, resting upon massive pillars, behind one of which she was
partly concealed, gazing with eager eyes at Daniel, as he mounted the pulpit steps and kindled the lights there,
disclosing to her curious delight the glittering pipes of an organ behind it.
Before long the slow and soft-footed chapel-keeper disappeared for a minute or two into a vestry; and Jessica,
availing herself of his short absence, stole silently up under the shelter of the dark pews until she reached the steps
of the organ loft, with its golden show. But at this moment Mr. Daniel appeared again, arrayed in a long gown of
black serge; and as she stood spell-bound gazing at the strange appearance of her patron, his eyes fell upon her,
and he also was struck speechless for a minute, with an air of amazement and dismay upon his grave face.
“Come, now,” he exclaimed, harshly, as soon as he could recover his presence of mind, “you must take
yourself out of this. This isn’t any place for such as you. It’s for ladies and gentlemen; so you must run away
sharp before anybody comes. How ever did you find your way here?”
He had come very close to her, and bent down to whisper in her ear, looking nervously round to the entrance
all the time. Jessica’s eager tongue was loosened.
“Mother beat me,” she said, “and turned me into the streets, and I see you there, so I followed you up. I’ll run
away this minute, Mr. Daniel; but it’s a nice place. What do the ladies and gentlemen do when they come here?
Tell me, and I’ll be off sharp.”
“They come here to pray,” whispered Daniel.
“What is pray?” asked Jessica.
“Bless the child!” cried Daniel, in perplexity.”Why, they kneel down in those pews; most of them sit, though;
and the minister up in the pulpit tells God what they want.”
Jessica gazed into his face with such an air of bewilderment that a faint smile crept over the sedate features of
the pew-opener.
“What is a minister and God?” she said; “and do ladies and gentlemen want anything? I thought they’d
everything they wanted, Mr. Daniel.”
“Oh!” cried Daniel, “you must be off, you know. They’ll be coming in a minute, and they’d be shocked to see
a ragged little heathen like you. This is the pulpit, where the minister stands and preaches to ’em; and there are the
pews, where they sit to listen to him, or to go to sleep, may be; and that’s the organ to play music to their singing.
There, I’ve told you everything, and you must never come again, never.”
“Mr. Daniel,” said Jessica, “I don’t know nothing about it. Isn’t there a dark little corner somewhere that I
could hide in?”
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“No, no,” interrupted Daniel, impatiently; “we couldn’t do with such a little heathen, with no shoes or bonnet
on. Come now, it’s only a quarter to the time, and somebody will be here in a minute. Run away, do!”
Jessica retraced her steps slowly to the crimson door, casting many a longing look backwards; but Mr. Daniel
stood at the end of the aisle, frowning upon her whenever she glanced behind. She gained the lobby at last, but
already some one was approaching the chapel door, and beneath the lamp at the gate stood one of her natural
enemies, a policeman. Her heart beat fast, but she was quickwitted, and in another instant she spied a place of
concealment behind one of the doors, into which she crept for safety until the path should be clear, and the
policeman passed on upon his beat.
The congregation began to arrive quickly. She heard the rustling of silk dresses, and she could see the
gentlemen and ladies pass by the niche between the door and the post. Once she ventured to stretch out a thin little
finger and touch a velvet mantle as the wearer of it swept by, but no one caught her in the act, or suspected her
presence behind the door. Mr. Daniel, she could see, was very busy ushering the people to their seats; but there
was a startled look lingering upon his face, and every now and then he peered anxiously into the outer gloom and
darkness, and even once called to the policeman to ask if he had seen a ragged child hanging about. After a while
the organ began to sound, and Jessica, crouching down in her hiding-place, listened entranced to the sweet music.
She could not tell what made her cry, but the tears came so rapidly that it was of no use to rub the corners of her
eyes with her hard knuckles; so she lay down upon the ground, and buried her face in her hands, and wept without
restraint. When the singing was over, she could only catch a confused sound of a voice speaking. The lobby was
empty now, and the crimson doors closed. The policeman, also, had walked on. This was the moment to escape.
She raised herself from the ground with a feeling of weariness and sorrow; and thinking sadly of the light, and
warmth, and music that were within the closed doors, she stepped out into the cold and darkness of the streets, and
loitered homewards with a heavy heart.
4
It was not the last time that Jessica concealed herself behind the baize-covered door. She could not overcome
the urgent desire to enjoy again and again the secret and perilous pleasure; and Sunday after Sunday she watched
in the dark streets for the moment when she could slip in unseen. She soon learned the exact time when Daniel
would be occupied in lighting up, before the policeman would take up his station at the entrance, and again, the
very minute at which it would be wise and safe to take her departure. Sometimes the child laughed noiselessly to
herself until she shook with suppressed merriment, as she saw Daniel standing unconsciously in the lobby, with
his solemn face and grave air, to receive the congregation, much as he faced his customers at the coffee-stall. She
learned to know the minister by sight, the tall, thin, pale gentleman, who passed through a side door, with his head
bent as if in deep thought, while two little girls, about her own age, followed him with sedate yet pleasant faces.
Jessica took a great interest in the minister’s children. The younger one was fair, and the elder was about as tall as
herself, and had eyes and hair as dark; but oh, how cared for, how plainly waited on by tender hands! Sometimes,
when they were gone by, she would close her eyes, and wonder what they would do in one of the high black pews
inside, where there was no place for a ragged, barefooted girl like her; and now and then her wonderings almost
ended in a sob, which she was compelled to stifle.
It was an untold relief to Daniel that Jessica did not ply him with questions, as he feared, when she came for
breakfast every Wednesday morning; but she was too shrewd and cunning for that. She wished him to forget that
she had ever been there, and by and by her wish was accomplished, and Daniel was no longer uneasy, while he
was lighting the lamps, with the dread of seeing the child’s wild face starting up before him.
But the light evenings of summer-time were drawing near apace, and Jessica foresaw with dismay that her
Sunday treats would soon be over. The risk of discovery increased every week, for the sun was later and later in
setting, and there would be no chance of creeping in and out unseen in the broad daylight. Already it needed both
watchfulness and alertness to dart in at the right moment in the gray twilight; but still she could not give it up; and
if it had not been for the fear of offending Mr. Daniel, she would have resolved upon going until she was found
out. They could not punish her very much for standing in the lobby of a chapel.
Jessica was found out, however, before the dusky evenings were quite gone. It happened one night that the
minister’s children, coming early to the chapel, saw a small tattered figure, bareheaded and barefooted, dart
swiftly up the steps before them and disappear within the lobby. They paused and looked at one another, and then,
hand in hand, their hearts beating quickly, and the colour coming and going on their faces, they followed this
strange new member of their father’s congregation. The pew-opener was nowhere to be seen, but their quick eyes
detected the prints of the wet little feet which had trodden the clean pavement before them, and in an instant they
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discovered Jessica crouching behind the door.
“Let us call Daniel Standring,” said Winny, the younger child, clinging to her sister; but she had spoken aloud,
and Jessica overheard her, and before they could stir a step she stood before them with an earnest and imploring
face.
“Oh, don’t have me drove away,” she cried; “I’m a very poor little girl, and it’s all the pleasure I’ve got. I’ve
seen you lots of times, with that tall gentleman as stoops, and I didn’t think you’d have me drove away. I don’t do
any harm behind the door, and if Mr. Daniel finds me out, he won[‘t give me any more coffee.”
“Little girl,” said the elder child, in a composed and demure voice, “we don’t mean to be unkind to you; but
what do you come here for, and why do you hide yourself behind the door?”
“I like to hear the music,” answered Jessica, “and I want to find out what pray is, and the minister, and God. I
know it’s only for ladies and gentlemen, and fine children like you; but I’d like to go inside just for once, and see
what you do.”
“You shall come with us into our pew,” cried Winny, in an eager and impulsive tone; but Jane laid her hand
upon her outstretched arm, with a glance at Jessica’s ragged clothes and matted hair. It was a question difficult
enough to perplex them. The little outcast was plainly too dirty and neglected for them to invite her to sit side by
side with them in their crimson-lined pew, and no poor people attended the chapel with whom she could have a
seat. But Winny, with flushed cheeks and indignant eyes, looked reproachfully at her elder sister.
“Jane,” she said, opening her Testament, and turning over the leaves hurriedly, “this was papa’s text a little
while ago. ‘For if there come into your assembly a man with a gold ring, in goodly apparel, and there come in also
a poor man in vile raiment; and ye have respect to him that weareth the gay clothing, and say unto him, Sit thou
here in a good place; and say to the poor, Stand thou there, or sit here under my footstool; are ye not then partial
in yourselves, and are become judges of evil thoughts?’ If we don’t take this little girl into our pew, we have the
faith of our Lord Jesus Christ, the Lord of glory, with respect of persons.”
“I don’t know what to do,” answered Jane, sighing; “the Bible seems plain;\fn{ Straightforward:H} but I’m sure
papa would not like it. Let us ask the chapel-keeper.”
“Oh, no, no!” cried Jessica, “don’t let Mr. Daniel catch me here. I won’t come again, indeed; and I’ll promise
not to try to find out about God and the minister, if you’ll only let me go.”
“But, little girl,” said Jane, in a sweet but grave manner, “we ought to teach you about God, if you don’t know
him. Our papa is the minister, and if you’ll come with us, we’ll ask him what we must do.”
“Will Mr. Daniel see me?” asked Jessica.
“Nobody but papa is in the vestry,” answered Jane, “and he’ll tell us all, you and us, what we ought to do.
You’ll not be afraid of him, will you?”
“No,” said Jessica, cheerfully, following the minister’s children as they led her along the side of the chapel
towards the vestry.
“He is not such a terrible personage,” said Winny, looking round encouragingly, as Jane tapped softly at the
door; and they heard a voice saying,
“Come in.”
5
The minister was sitting in an easy chair before a comfortable fire, with a hymnbook in his hand, which he
closed as the three children appeared in the open doorway. Jessica had seen his pale and thoughtful face many a
time from her hiding-place, but she had never met the keen, earnest, searching gaze of his eyes, which seemed to
pierce through all her wretchedness and misery, and to read at once the whole history of her desolate life. But
before her eyelids could droop, or she could drop a reverential curtsey, the minister’s face kindled with such a
glow of pitying tenderness and compassion, as fastened her eyes upon him, and gave her new heart and courage.
His children ran to him, leaving Jessica upon the mat at the door, and with eager voices and gestures told him the
difficulty they were in.
“Come here, little girl,” he said, and Jessica walked across the carpeted floor till she stood right before him,
with folded hands, and eyes that looked frankly into his.
“What is your name, my child?” he asked.
“Jessica,” she answered.
“Jessica,” he repeated, with a smile; “that is a strange name.”
“Mother used to play ‘Jessica’ at the theatre, sir,” she said, “and I used to be a fairy in the pantomime, till I
grew too tall and ugly. If I’m pretty when I grow up, mother says I shall play too; but I’ve a long time to wait. Are
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you the minister, sir?”
“Yes,” he answered, smiling again.
“What is a minister?” she enquired.
“A servant!” he replied, looking away thoughtfully into the red embers of the fire.
“Papa!” cried Jane and Winny, in tones of astonishment; but Jessica gazed steadily at the minister, who was
now looking back again into her bright eyes.
“Please, sir, whose servant are you?” she asked.
“The servant of God and of man,” he answered, solemnly. “Jessica, I am your servant.”
The child shook her head, and laughed shrilly as she gazed round the room, and at the handsome clothing of
the minister’s daughters, while she drew her rags closer about her, and shivered a little, as if she felt a sting of the
east wind, which was blowing keenly through the streets. The sound of her shrill, childish laugh made the
minister's heart ache, and the tears burn under his eyelids.
“Who is God?” asked the child. “When mother’s in a good temper, sometimes she says ‘God bless me!’ Do
you know him, please, minister?”
But before there was time to answer, the door into the chapel was opened, and Daniel stood upon the threshold.
At first he stared blandly forwards, but then his grave face grew ghastly pale, and he laid his hand upon the door
to support himself until he could recover his speech and senses. Jessica also looked about her, scared and
irresolute, as if anxious to run away or to hide herself. The minister was the first to speak.
“Jessica,” he said, “there is a place close under my pulpit where you shall sit, and where I can see you all the
time. Be a good girl and listen, and you will hear something about God. Standring, put this little one in front of
the pews by the pulpit steps.”
But before she could believe it for very gladness, Jessica found herself inside the chapel, facing the glittering
organ, from which a sweet strain of music was sounding. Not far from her Jane and Winny were peeping over the
front of their pew, with friendly smiles and glances. It was evident that the minister’s elder daughter was anxious
about her behaviour, and she made energetic signs to her when to stand up and when to kneel; but Winny was
content with smiling at her, whenever her head rose above the top of the pew. Jessica was happy, but not in the
least abashed. The ladies and gentlemen were not at all unlike those whom she had often seen when she was a
fairy at the theatre; and very soon her attention was engrossed by the minister, whose eyes often fell upon her, as
she gazed eagerly, with uplifted face, upon him. She could scarcely understand a word of what he said, but she
liked the tones of his voice, and the tender pity of his face as he looked down upon her. Daniel hovered about a
good deal, with an air of uneasiness and displeasure, but she was unconscious of his presence. Jessica was intent
upon finding out what a minister and God were.
6
When the service was ended, the minister descended the pulpit steps, just as Daniel was about to hurry Jessica
away, and taking her by the hand in the face of all the congregation, he led her into the vestry, whither Jane and
Winny quickly followed them. He was fatigued with the services of the day, and his pale face was paler than ever,
as he placed Jessica before his chair, into which he threw himself with an air of exhaustion; but bowing his head
upon his hands, he said in a low but clear tone,
“Lord, these are the lambs of thy flock. Help me to feed thy lambs!”
“Children,” he said, with a smile upon his weary face, “it is no easy thing to know God. But this one thing we
know, that he is our Father—my Father and your Father, Jessica. He loves you, and cares for you more than I do
for my little girls here.”
He smiled at them and they at him, with an expression which Jessica felt and understood, though it made her
sad. She trembled a little, and the minister’s ear caught the sound of a faint though bitter sob.
“I never had any father,” she said, sorrowfully.
“God is your Father,” he answered, very gently; “he knows all about you, because he is present everywhere.
We cannot see him, but we have only to speak, and he hears us, and we may ask him for whatever we want.”
“Will he let me speak to him, as well as these fine children that are clean, and have got nice clothes?” asked
Jessica, glancing anxiously at her muddy feet, and her soiled and tattered frock.
“Yes,” said the minister, smiling, yet sighing at the same time; “you may ask him this moment for what you
want.”
Jessica gazed round the room with large, wide-open eyes, as if she were seeking to see God; but then she shut
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her eyelids tightly, and bending her head upon her hands, as she had seen the minister do, she said,
“O God! I want to know about you. And please pay Mr. Dan’el for all the warm coffee he’s give me.” Jane and
Winny listened with faces of unutterable amazement; but the tears stood in the minister’s eyes, and he added
“Amen” to Jessica’s first prayer.
7
Daniel had no opportunity for speaking to Jessica; for, after waiting until the minister left the vestry, he found
that she had gone away by the side entrance. He had to wait, therefore, until Wednesday morning, and the sight of
her pinched little face was welcome to him, when he saw it looking wistfully over the coffee-stall. Yet he had
made up his mind to forbid her to come again, and to threaten her with the policeman if he ever caught her at the
chapel, where for the future he intended to keep a sharper look-out. But before he could speak, Jess had slipped
under the stall, and taken her old seat upon the up-turned basket.
“Mr. Dan’el,” she said, “has God paid you for my sups of coffee yet?”
“Paid me?” he repeated, “God? No.”
“Well, he will,” she answered, nodding her head sagely; “don’t you be afraid for your money, Mr. Dan’el; I’ve
asked him a many times, and the minister says he’s sure to do it.”
“Jess,” said Daniel, sternly, “have you been and told the minister about my coffee-stall?”
“No,” she answered, with a beaming smile, “but I’ve told God lots and lots of times since Sunday, and he’s
sure to pay in a day or two.”
“Jess,” continued Daniel, more gently, “you’re a sharp little girl, I see; and now mind, I’m going to trust you.
You’re never to say a word about me or my coffee-stall; because the folks at our chapel are very grand, and might
think it low and mean of me to keep a coffee-stall. Very likely they’d say I mustn’t be chapel-keeper any longer,
and I should lose a deal of money.”
“Why do you keep the stall then?” asked Jessica.
“Don’t you see what a many pennies I get every morning?” he said, shaking his canvas bag. “I get a good deal
of money that way in a year.”
“What do you want such a deal of money for?” she enquired; “do you give it to God?”
Daniel did not answer, but the question went to his heart like a sword thrust. What did he want so much money
for? He thought of his one bare and solitary room, where he lodged alone, a good way from the railway-bridge,
with very few comforts in it, but containing a desk, strongly and securely fastened, in which was his savings’ bank
book and his receipts for money put out at interest, and a bag of sovereigns, for which he had been toiling and
slaving both on Sundays and week-days. He could not remember giving anything away, except the dregs of the
coffee and the stale buns, for which Jessica was asking God to pay him. He coughed, and cleared his throat, and
rubbed his eyes; and then, with nervous and hesitating fingers, he took a penny from his bag, and slipped it into
Jessica’s hand.
“No, no, Mr. Dan’el,” she said; “I don’t want you to give me any of your pennies. I want God to pay you.”
“Ay, he’ll pay me,” muttered Daniel; “there’ll be a day of reckoning by and by.”
“Does God have reckoning days?” asked Jessica. “I used to like reckoning days when I was a fairy.”
“Ay, ay,” he answered, “but there’s few folks like God’s reckoning days.”
“But you’ll be glad, won’t you?” she said.
Daniel bade her get on with her breakfast, and then he turned over in his mind the thoughts which her
questions had awakened. Conscience told him he would not be glad to meet God’s reckoning day.
“Mr. Dan’el,” said Jessica, when they were about to separate, and he would not take back his gift of a penny,
“if you wouldn’t mind, I’d like to come and buy a cup of coffee to-morrow, like a customer, you know: and I
won’t let out a word about the stall to the minister next Sunday, don’t you be afraid.”
She tied the penny carefully into a corner of her rags, and with a cheerful smile upon her thin face, she glided
from under the shadow of the bridge, and was soon lost to Daniel’s sight.
8
When Jessica came to the street into which the court where she lived opened, she saw an unusual degree of
excitement among the inhabitants, a group of whom were gathered about a tall gentleman, whom she recognised
in an instant to be the minister. She elbowed her way through the midst of them, and the minister’s face
brightened as she presented herself before him. He followed her up the low entry, across the squalid court,
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through the stable, empty of the donkeys just then, up the creaking rounds of the ladder, and into the miserable
loft, where the tiles were falling in, and the broken window-panes were stuffed with rags and paper. Near to the
old rusty stove, which served as a grate when there was any fire, there was a short board laid across some bricks,
and upon this the minister took his seat, while Jessica sat upon the floor before him.
“Jessica,” he said, sadly, “is this where you live?”
“Yes,” she answered, “but we’d a nicer room than this when I was a fairy, and mother played at the theatre; we
shall be better off when I’m grown up, if I’m pretty enough to play like her.”
“My child,” he said, “I’m come to ask your mother to let you go to school in a pleasant place down in the
country. Will she let you go?”
“No,” answered Jessica, “mother says she’ll never let me learn to read, or go to church; she says it would make
me good for nothing. But please, sir, she doesn’t know anything about your church, it’s such a long way off, and
she hasn’t found me out yet. She always gets very drunk of a Sunday.”
The child spoke simply, and as if all she said was a matter of course; but the minister shuddered, and he looked
through the broken window to the little patch of gloomy sky overhead.
“What can I do?” he cried mournfully, as though speaking to himself.
“Nothing, please, sir,” said Jessica, “only let me come to hear you of a Sunday, and tell me about God. If you
was to give me fine clothes like your little girls, mother ’ud only pawn them for gin. You can’t do anything more
for me.”
“Where is your mother?” he asked.
“Out on a spree,” said Jessica, “and she won’t be home for a day or two. She’d not hearken to you, sir. There’s
the missionary came, and she pushed him down the ladder, till he was nearly killed. They used to call mother the
Vixen at the theatre, and nobody durst say a word to her.”
The minister was silent for some minutes, thinking painful thoughts, for his eyes seemed to darken as he
looked round the miserable room, and his face wore an air of sorrow and disappointment. At last he spoke again.
“Who is Mr. Daniel, Jessica?” he enquired.
“Oh,” she said cunningly, “he’s only a friend of mine as gives me sups of coffee. You don’t know all the folks
in London, sir!”
“No,” he answered, smiling, “but does he keep a coffee-stall?” Jessica nodded her head, but did not trust
herself to speak.
“How much does a cup of coffee cost?” asked the minister.
“A full cup’s a penny,” she answered, promptly; “but you can have half a cup; and there are halfpenny and
penny buns.”
“Good coffee and buns?” he said, with another smile.
“Prime,” replied Jessica, smacking her lips.
“Well,” continued the minister, “tell your friend to give you a full cup of coffee and a penny bun every
morning, and I’ll pay for them as often as he chooses to come to me for the money.”
Jessica’s face beamed with delight, but in an instant it clouded over as she recollected Daniel’s secret, and her
lips quivered as she spoke her disappointed reply.
“Please, sir,” she said, “I’m sure he couldn’t come; oh! he couldn’t. It’s such a long way, and Mr. Daniel has
plenty of customers. No, he never would come to you for the money.”
“Jessica,” he answered, “I will tell you what I will do. I will trust you with a shilling every Sunday, if you’ll
promise to give it to your friend the very first time you see him. I shall be sure to know if you cheat me.” And the
keen, piercing eyes of the minister looked down into Jessica's, and once more the tender and pitying smile
returned to his face.
“I can do nothing else for you?” he said, in a tone of mingled sorrow and questioning.
“No, minister,” answered Jessica, “only tell me about God.”
“I will tell you one thing about him now,” he replied. “If I took you to live in my house with my little
daughters, you would have to be washed and clothed in new clothing to make you fit for it. God wanted us to go
and live at home with him in heaven, but we were so sinful that we could never have been fit for it. So he sent his
own Son to live amongst us, and die for us, to wash us from our sins, and to give us new clothing, and to make us
ready to live in God’s house. When you ask God for anything, you must say ‘For Jesus Christ’s sake.’ Jesus Christ
is the Son of God.”
After these words the minister carefully descended the ladder, followed by Jessica’s bare and nimble feet, and
she led him by the nearest way into one of the great thoroughfares of the city, where he said good-bye to her,
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adding, “God bless you, my child,” in a tone which sank into Jessica’s heart. He had put a silver six-pence into her
hand to provide for her breakfast the next three mornings, and, with a feeling of being very rich, she returned to
her miserable home.
The next morning Jessica presented herself proudly as a customer at Daniel’s stall, and paid over the sixpence
in advance. He felt a little troubled as he heard her story, lest the minister should endeavour to find him out; but
he could not refuse to let the child come daily for her comfortable breakfast. If he was detected, he would promise
to give up his coffee-stall rather than offend the great people of the chapel; but unless he was, it would be foolish
of him to lose the money it brought in week after week.
9
Every Sunday evening the barefooted and bareheaded child might be seen advancing confidently up to the
chapel, where rich and fashionable people worshipped God; but before taking her place she arrayed herself in a
little cloak and bonnet, which had once belonged to the minister’s elder daughter, and which was kept with
Daniel’s serge gown, so that she presented a somewhat more respectable appearance in the eyes of the
congregation. The minister had no listener more attentive, and he would have missed the pinched, earnest little
face if it were not to be seen in the seat just under the pulpit. At the close of each service he spoke to her for a
minute or two in his vestry, often saying no more than a single sentence, for the day’s labour had wearied him.
The shilling, which was always lying upon the chimney-piece, placed there by Jane and Winny in turns, was
immediately handed over, according to promise, to Daniel as she left the chapel, and so Jessica’s breakfast was
provided for her week after week.
But at last there came a Sunday evening when the minister, going up into his pulpit, did miss the wistful,
hungry face, and the shilling lay unclaimed upon the vestry chimney-piece. Daniel looked out for her anxiously
every morning, but no Jessica glided into his secluded corner, to sit beside him with her breakfast on her lap, and
with a number of strange questions to ask. He felt her absence more keenly than he could have expected. The
child was nothing to him, he kept saying to himself; and yet he felt that she was something, and that he could not
help being uneasy and anxious about her. Why had he never enquired where she lived? The minister knew, and for
a minute Daniel thought he would go and ask him, but that might awaken suspicion. How could he account for so
much anxiety, when he was supposed only to know of her absence from chapel one Sunday evening? It would be
running a risk, and, after all, Jessica was nothing to him. So he went home and looked over his savings’ bank
book, and counted his money, and he found to his satisfaction that he had gathered together nearly four hundred
pounds, and was adding more every week.
But when upon the next Sunday Jessica’s seat was again empty, the anxiety of the solemn chapel-keeper
overcame his prudence and his fears. The minister had retired to his vestry, and was standing with his arm resting
upon the chimney-piece, and his eyes fixed upon the unclaimed shilling, which Winny had laid there before the
service, when there was a tap at the door, and Daniel entered with a respectful but hesitating air.
“Well, Standring?” said the minister, questioningly.
“Sir,” he said, “I’m uncomfortable about that little girl, and I know you’ve been once to see after her; she told
me about it; and so I make bold to ask you where she lives, and I’ll see what’s become of her.”
“Right, Standring,” answered the minister; “I am troubled about the child, and so are my little girls. I thought
of going myself, but my time is very much occupied just now.”
“I’ll go, sir,” replied Daniel, promptly; and, after receiving the necessary information about Jessica’s home, he
put out the lights, locked the door and turned towards his lonely lodgings.
But though it was getting late upon Sunday evening, and Jessica’s home was a long way distant, Daniel found
that his anxiety would not suffer him to return to his solitary room. It was of no use to reason with himself, as he
stood at the corner of the street, feeling perplexed and troubled, and promising his conscience that he would go
the very first thing in the morning after he shut up his coffee-stall. In the dim, dusky light, as the summer evening
drew to a close, he fancied he could see Jessica’s thin figure and wan face gliding on before him, and turning
round from time to time to see if he were following. It was only fancy, and he laughed a little at himself; but the
laugh was husky, and there was a choking sensation in his throat, so he buttoned his Sunday coat over his breast,
where his silver watch and chain hung temptingly, and started off at a rapid pace for the centre of the city.
It was not quite dark when he reached the court, and stumbled up the narrow entry leading to it; but Daniel did
hesitate when he opened the stable-door, and looked into a blank, black space, in which he could discern nothing.
He thought he had better retreat while he could do so safely; but as he still stood with his hind upon the rusty
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latch, he heard a faint, small voice through the nicks of the unceiled boarding above his head.
“Our Father,” said the little voice, “please to send somebody to me, for Jesus Christ’s sake, Amen.”
“I’m here, Jess,” cried Daniel, with a sudden bound of his heart, such as he had not felt for years, and which
almost took away his breath as he peered into the darkness, until at last he discerned dimly the ladder which led
up into the loft.
Very cautiously, but with an eagerness which surprised himself, he climbed up the creaking rounds of the
ladder and entered the dismal room, where the child was lying in desolate darkness. Fortunately he had put his
box of matches into his pocket, and the end of a wax candle, with which he kindled the lamps, and in another
minute a gleam of light shone upon Jessica’s white features. She was stretched upon a scanty litter of straw under
the slanting roof where the tiles had not fallen off with her poor rags for her only covering; but as her eyes looked
up into Daniel’s face bending over her, a bright smile of joy sparkled in them.
“Oh!” she cried, gladly, but in a feeble voice, “it’s Mr. Dan’el! Has God told you to come here, Mr. Dan’el?”
“Yes,” said Daniel, kneeling beside her, taking her wasted hand in his, and parting the matted hair upon her
damp forehead.
“What did he say to you, Mr. Dan’el?” said Jessica.
“He told me I was a great sinner,” replied Daniel. “He told me I loved a little bit of dirty money better than a
poor, friendless, helpless child, whom he had sent to me to see if I would do her a little good for his sake. He
looked at me, or the minister did, through and through, and he said, ‘Thou fool, this night thy soul shall be
required of thee: then whose shall those things be which thou hast provided?’ And I could answer him nothing,
Jess. He was come to a reckoning with me, and I could not say a word to him.”
“Aren’t you a good man, Mr. Dan’el?” whispered Jessica.
“No, I’m a wicked sinner,” he cried, while the tears rolled down his solemn face. “I’ve been constant at God’s
house, but only to get money; I’ve been steady and industrious, but only to get money; and now God looks at me,
and he says, ‘Thou fool!’ Oh, Jess, Jess! You’re more fit for heaven than I ever was in my life.”
“Why don’t you ask him to make you good for Jesus Christ’s sake?” asked the child.
“I can’t,” he said. “I’ve been kneeling down Sunday after Sunday when the minister’s been praying, but all the
time I was thinking how rich some of the carriage people were. I’ve been loving money and worshipping money
all along, and I’ve nearly let you die rather than run the risk of losing part of my earnings. I’m a very sinful man.”
“But you know what the minister often says,” murmured Jessica. “‘Herein is love, not that we loved God, but
that he loved us, and sent his Son to be the propitiation for our sins.’”
“I’ve heard it so often that I don’t feel it,” said Daniel. “I used to like to hear the minister say it, but now it
goes in at one ear and out at the other. My heart is very hard, Jessica.”
By the feeble glimmer of the candle Daniel saw Jessica’s wistful eyes fixed upon him with a sad and loving
glance; and then she lifted up her weak hand to her face, and laid it over her closed eyelids, and her feverish lips
moved slowly.
“God,” she said, “please to make Mr. Dan’el’s heart soft, for Jesus Christ’s sake, Amen.”
She did not speak again, nor Daniel, for some time. He took off his Sunday coat and laid it over the tiny,
shivering frame, which was shaking with cold even in the summer evening; and as he did so he remembered the
words which the Lord says he will pronounce at the last day of reckoning,
“Forasmuch as ye have done it unto one of the least of these my brethren, ye have done it unto me.”
Daniel Standring felt his heart turning with love to the Saviour, and he bowed his head upon his hands, and
cried in the depths of his contrite spirit,
“God be merciful to me, a sinner.”
10
There was no coffee-stall opened under the railway arch the following morning, and Daniel’s regular
customers stood amazed as they drew near the empty corner, where they were accustomed to get their early
breakfast. It would have astonished them still more if they could have seen how he was occupied in the miserable
loft. He had intrusted a friendly woman out of the court to buy food, and fuel, and all night long he had watched
beside Jessica, who was light-headed and delirious, but in the wanderings of her thoughts and words often spoke
to God, and prayed for her Mr. Dan’el. The neighbour informed him that the child’s mother had gone off some
days before, fearing that she was ill of some infectious fever, and that she, alone, had taken a little care of her
from time to time. As soon as the morning came he sent for a doctor, and, after receiving permission from him, he
wrapped the poor deserted Jessica in his coat, and bearing her tenderly in his arms down the ladder, he carried her
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to a cab, which the neighbour brought to the entrance of the court. It was to no other than his own solitary home
that he had resolved to take her; and when the mistress of the lodgings stood at her door with her arms a-kimbo, to
forbid the admission of the wretched and neglected child, her tongue was silenced by the gleam of a halfsovereign, which Daniel slipped into the palm of her hard hand.
By that afternoon's post the minister received the following letter:
Reverend Sir,
If you will condescend to enter under my humble roof, you will have the pleasure of seeing little Jessica, who is at
the point of death, unless God in his mercy restores her. Hoping you will excuse this liberty, as I cannot leave the child,
I remain with duty,
Your respectful Servant,
D. Standring.
P.S. Jessica desires her best love and duty to Miss Jane and Winny.

The minister laid aside the book he was reading, and without any delay started off for his chapel-keeper’s
dwelling. There was Jessica lying restfully upon Daniel’s bed, but the pinched features were deadly pale, and the
sunken eyes shone with a waning light. She was too feeble to turn her head when the door opened, and he paused
for a minute, looking at her and at Daniel, who, seated at the head of the bed, was turning over the papers in his
desk, and reckoning up once more the savings of his lifetime. But when the minister advanced into the middle of
the room, Jessica’s white cheeks flushed into a deep red.
“Oh, minister!” she cried, “God has given me everything I wanted except paying Mr. Dan’el for the coffee he
used to give me.”
“Ah! but God has paid me over and over again,” said Daniel, rising to receive the minister. “He’s given me my
own soul in exchange for it. Let me make bold to speak to you this once, sir. You’re a very learned man, and a
great preacher, and many people flock to hear you till I’m hard put to it to find seats for them at times; but all the
while, hearkening to you every blessed Sabbath, I was losing my soul, and you never once said to me, though you
saw me scores and scores of times, ‘Standring, are you a saved man?’”
“Standring,” said the minister, in a tone of great distress and regret, “I always took it for granted that you were
a Christian.”
“Ah,” continued Daniel, thoughtfully, “but God wanted somebody to ask me that question, and he did not find
anybody in the congregation, so he sent this poor little lass to me. Well, I don’t mind telling now, even if I lose the
place; but for a long time, nigh upon ten years, I’ve kept a coffee-stall on week-days in the city, and cleared, one
week with another, about ten shillings: but I was afraid the chapel-wardens wouldn’t approve of the coffee
business, as low, so I kept it a close secret, and always shut up early of a morning. It’s me that sold Jessica her cup
of coffee, which you paid for, sir.”
“There’s no harm in it, my good fellow,” said the minister, kindly; “you need make no secret of it.”
“Well,” resumed Daniel, “the questions this poor little creature has asked me have gone quicker and deeper
down to my conscience than all your sermons, if I may make so free as to say it. She’s come often and often of a
morning, and looked into my face with those dear eyes of hers, and said, ‘Don’t you love Jesus Christ, Mr.
Dan’el?’ ‘Doesn’t it make you very glad that God is your Father, Mr. Dan’el?’ ‘Are we getting nearer heaven
every day, Mr. Dan’el?’ And one day says she, ‘Are you going to give all your money to God, Mr. Dan’el?’
“Ah, that question made me think indeed, and it’s never been answered till this day. While I’ve been sitting
beside the bed here, I’ve counted up all my savings: 397£.17s it is; and I’ve said, ‘Lord, it’s all thine; and I’d give
every penny of it rather than lose the child, if it be Thy blessed will to spare her life.’”
Daniel’s voice quavered at the last words, and his face sank upon the pillow where Jessica’s feeble and
motionless head lay. There was a very sweet yet surprised smile upon her face, and she lifted her wasted fingers to
rest upon the bowed head beside her, while she shut her eyes and shaded them with her other weak hand.
“Our Father,” she said, in a faint whisper which still reached the ears of the minister and the beadle, “I asked
you to let me come home to heaven; but if Mr. Dan’el wants me, please to let me stay a little longer, for Jesus
Christ’s sake, Amen.”
For some minutes after Jessica’s prayer there was a deep and unbroken silence in the room, Daniel still hiding
his face upon the pillow, and the minister standing beside them with bowed head and closed eyes, as if he also
were praying. When he looked up again at the forsaken and desolate child, he saw that her feeble hand had fallen
from her face, which looked full of rest and peace, while her breath came faintly but regularly through her parted
lips. He took her little hand into his own with a pang of fear and grief; but instead of the mortal chillness of death,
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he felt the pleasant warmth and moisture of life. He touched Daniel’s shoulder, and as he lifted up his head in
sudden alarm, he whispered to him,
“The child is not dead, but is only asleep.”
*
Before Jessica was fully recovered, Daniel rented a little house for himself and his adopted daughter to dwell
in. He made many enquiries after her mother, but she never appeared again in her old haunts, and he was well
pleased that there was nobody to interfere with his charge of Jessica. When Jessica grew strong enough, many a
cheerful walk had they together, in the early mornings, as they wended their way to the railway bridge, where the
little girl took her place behind the stall, and soon learned to serve the daily customers; and many a happy day was
spent in helping to sweep and dust the chapel, into which she had crept so secretly at first, her great delight being
to attend to the pulpit and the vestry, and the pew where the minister’s children sat, while Daniel and the woman
he employed cleaned the rest of the building. Many a Sunday also the minister in his pulpit, and his little
daughters in their pew, and Daniel treading softly about the aisles, as their glance fell upon Jessica’s eager,
earnest, happy face, thought of the first time they saw her sitting amongst the congregation, and of Jessica’s first
prayer.
100.188 Alice’s Adventures In Wonderland\fn{by Lewis Carroll aka Charles Lutwidge Dodgson (1832-1898)} Daresbury,
Halton, England, United Kingdom (M) 35
I
Alice\fn{Charles Dodgson, professionally a mathematician and logician, was afflicted with a stammer, and was also perhaps
emotionally restricted (particularly upon the death of his mother in 1851, which profoundly distressed him, so that his thoughts continually
reverted to his happy childhood). He found himself always at ease in the society of children, however, particularly in that of little girls. This
work was inspired by such a friendship with one Alice Liddell, the daughter of the Dean of Christ Church, Oxford, especially as the result
of a boating excursion which the author took with Alice and her sisters on July 4, 1862. The original manuscript—entitled Alice’s
Adventures Under Ground—was published in facsimile in 1886, and consisted of only 18,000 words. The version reproduced here is the
one deliberately enlarged by the author for publication in 1864 .} was beginning to get very tired of sitting by her sister on the
bank and of having nothing to do: once or twice she had peeped into the book her sister was reading, but it had no
pictures or conversations in it,
“And what use is the use of a book,” thought Alice, “without pictures or conversations?”
So she was considering, in her own mind (as well as she could, for the hot day made her feel very sleepy and
stupid), whether the pleasure of making a daisy-chain would be worth the trouble of getting up and picking the
daisies, when suddenly a White Rabbit with pink eyes ran close by her.
There was nothing so very remarkable in that; nor did Alice think it so very much out of the way to hear the
Rabbit say to itself “Oh dear! Oh dear! I shall be too late!” (when she thought it over afterwards it occurred to her
that she ought to have wondered at this, but at the time it all seemed quite natural); but, when the Rabbit actually
took a watch out of its waistcoat-pocket, and looked it, and then hurried on, Alice started to her feet, for it flashed
across her mind that she had never before seen a rabbit with either a waistcoat-pocket, or a watch to take out of it,
and burning with curiosity, she ran across the field after it, and was just in time to see it pop down a large rabbithole under the hedge.
In another moment down went Alice after it, never once considering how in the world she was to get out again.
The rabbit-hole went straight on like a tunnel for some way, and then dipped suddenly down, so suddenly that
Alice had not a moment to think about stopping herself before she found herself falling down what seemed to be a
very deep well.
Either the well was very deep, or she fell very slowly, for she had plenty of time as she went down to look
about her, and to wonder what was going to happen next. First, she tried to look down and make out what she was
coming to, but it was too dark to see anything: then she looked at the sides of the well, and noticed that they were
filled with cupboards and book-shelves: here and there she saw maps and pictures hung upon pegs. She took
down a jar from one of the shelves as she passed: it was labeled ORANGE MARMALADE but to her great
disappointment it was empty: she did not like to drop the jar, for fear of killing somebody underneath, so managed
to put it into one of the cupboards as she fell past it.
“Well!” thought Alice to herself. “After such a fall as this, I shall think nothing of tumbling down-stairs! How
brave they’ll all think me at home! Why, I wouldn’t say anything about it, even if I fell off the top of the house!”
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(Which was very likely true.)
Down, down, down. Would the fall never come to an end? “I wonder how many miles I’ve fallen by this
time?” she said aloud. “I must be getting somewhere near the center of the earth. Let me see: that would be four
thousand miles down, I think—” (for, you see, Alice had learnt several things of this sort in her lessons in the
school-room, and though this was not a very good opportunity for showing off her knowledge, as there was no
one to listen to her, still it was good practice to say it over)—“yes, that’s about the right distance—but then I
wonder what Latitude or Longitude I’ve got to?” (Alice had not the slightest idea what Latitude was, or Longitude
either, but she thought they were nice grand words to say.)
Presently she began again. “I wonder if I shall fall right through the earth! How funny it’ll seem to come out
among the people that walk with their heads downwards! The antipathies, I think—” (she was rather glad there
was no one listening, this time, as it didn’t sound at all the right word)—“but I shall have to ask them what the
name of the country is, you know. Please, Ma’am, is this New Zealand? Or Australia?” (and she tried to curtsey as
she spoke—fancy, curtseying as you’re falling through the air! Do you think you could manage it?) “And what an
ignorant little girl she’ll think me for asking! No, it’ll never do to ask: perhaps I shall see it written up
somewhere.”
Down, down, down. There was nothing else to do, so Alice soon began talking again. “Dina’ll miss me very
much tonight, I should think!” (Dinah was the cat.) “I hope they’ll remember her saucer of milk at tea-time.
Dinah, my dear! I wish you were down her with me! There are no mice in the air, I’m afraid, but you might catch
a bat, and that’s very like a mouse, you know. But do cats eat bats, I wonder?” And here Alice began to get rather
sleepy, and went on saying to herself, in a dreamy sort of way, “Do cats eat bats? Do cats eat bats?” and
sometimes “Do bats eat cats?” for, you see, as she couldn’t answer either question, it didn’t much matter which
way she put it. She felt that she was dozing off, and had just begun to dream that she was walking hand in hand
with Dinah, and was saying to her, very earnestly, “Now, Dinah, tell me the truth: did you ever eat a bat?” when
suddenly, thump! thump! down she came upon a heap of sticks and dry leaves, and the fall was over.
Alice was not a bit hurt, and she jumped up on to her feet in a moment: she looked up, but it was all dark
overhead: before her was another long passage, and the White Rabbit was still in sight, hurrying down it. There
was not a moment to be lost; away went Alice like the wind, and was just in time to hear it say, as it turned a
corner, “Oh my ears and whiskers, how late it’s getting!” She was close behind it when she turned the corner, but
the Rabbit was no longer to be seen: she found herself in a long, low hall, which was lit up by a row of lamps
hanging from the roof.
There were doors all rounds the hall, but they were all locked; and when Alice had been all the way down one
side and up the other, trying every door, she walked sadly down the middle, wondering how she was ever to get
out again.
Suddenly she came upon a little three-legged table, all made of solid glass: there was nothing on it but a tiny
golden key, and Alice’s first idea was that this might belong to one of the doors of the hall; but, alas! either the
locks were too large, or the key was too small, but at any rate it would not open any of them. However, on the
second time round, she came upon a low curtain she had not noticed before, and behind it was a little door about
fifteen inches high: she tried the little golden key in the lock, and to her great delight it fitted!
Alice opened the door and found that it led into a small passage, not much larger than a rat-hole: she knelt
down and looked along the passage into the loveliest garden you ever saw. How she longed to get out of that dark
hall, and wander about among those beds of bright flowers and those cool fountains, but she cold not even get her
head through the doorway; “and even if my head would go through,” thought poor Alice, “it would be of very
little use without my shoulders. Oh, how I wish I could shut up like a telescope! I think I could, if I only knew
how to begin.” For, you see, so many out-of-the-way things had happened lately, that Alice had begun to think
that very few things indeed were really impossible
There seemed to be no use in waiting by the little door, so she went back to the table, half hoping she might
find another key on it, or at any rate a book of rules for shutting people up like telescopes: this time she found a
little bottle on it (“which certainly was not here before,” said Alice), and tied round the neck of the bottle was a
paper label, with the words
DRINK ME

beautifully printed on it in large letters.
I was all ver well to say “Drink me,” but the wise little Alice was not going to do that in a hurry. “No, I’ll look
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first,” she said, “and see whether it’s marked ‘poison’ or not;” for she had read several nice little stories about
children who had gut burnt, and eaten up by wild beasts, and other unpleasant things, all because they would not
remember the simple rules their friends had taught them: such as, that a red-hot poker will burn you if you hold it
too long; and that, if you cut your finger very deeply with a knife, it usually bleeds; and she had never forgotten
that, if you drink much from a bottle marked “poison,” it is almost certain to disagree with you, sooner or later.
However, this bottle was not marked “poison,” so Alice ventured to taste it, and, finding it very nice (it had, in
fact, a sort of mixed flavor of cherry-tart, custard, pine-apple, roast turkey, toffee, and hot buttered toast), she very
soon finished it off.
*
“What a curious feeling!” said Alice. “I must be shutting up like a telescope!”
And so it was indeed: she was now only ten inches high, and her face brightened up at the thought that she was
now the right size for going through the little door into that lovely garden. First, however, she waited for a few
minutes to see if she was going to shrink any further: she felt a little nervous about this; “for it might end, you
know” said Alice to herself, “in my going out altogether, like a candle. I wonder what I should be like then?” And
she tried to fancy what the flame of a candle looks like after the candle is blown out, for she could not remember
ever having seen such a thing.
After a while, finding that nothing more happened, she decided on going into the garden at once; but, alas for
poor Alice! When she got to the door, she found she had forgotten the little golden key, and when she went back
to the table for it, she found she could not possibly reach it: she could see it quite plainly through the glass, and
she tried her best to climb up one of the legs of the table, but it was too slippery; and when she had tired herself
out with trying, the poor little thing sat down and cried.
“Come, there’s no use in crying like that!” said Alice to herself rather sharply. “I advise you to leave off this
minute!” She generally gave herself very good advice (though she very seldom followed it), and sometimes she
scolded herself so severely as to bring tears into her eyes; and once she remembered trying to box her own ears
for having cheated herself in a game of croquet she was playing against herself, for this curious child was very
fond of pretending to be two people. “But it’s no use now,” thought poor Alice, “to pretend to be two people!
Why, there’s hardly enough of me left to make one respectable person.
Soon her eye fell on a little glass box that was lying under the table: she opened it, and found in it a very small
cake, on which the words
EAT ME

were beautifully marked in currants. “Well, I’ll eat it,” said Alice, “and if it makes me grow larger, I can reach the
key; and if it makes me grow smaller, I can creep under the door: so either way I’ll get into the garden, and I don’t
care which happens!”
She ate a little bit, and said anxiously to herself, “Which way? Which way?”, holding her hand to the top of her
head to feel which way it was growing; and she was quite surprised to find that she remained the same size. To be
sure, this is what generally happens when one eats cake; but Alice had got so much into the way of expecting
nothing but out-of-the-way things to happen, that it seemed quite dull and stupid for life to go on in the common
way.

So she set to work and very soon finished off the cake.
II
“Curiouser and curiouser!” cried Alice (she was so much surprised, that for the moment she quite forgot how
to speak good English). “Now I’m opening out like the largest telescope that ever was! Good-bye, feet!” (for
when she looked sown at her feet, they seemed to be almost out of sight, they were getting so far off). “Oh, my
poor little feet, I wonder who will put on your shoes and stockings for you, now, dears? I’m sure I shan’t be able!
I shall be a great deal too far off to trouble myself about you: you must manage the beast way you can—but I
must be kind to them,” though Alice, “or perhaps they won’t walk the way I want to go! Let me see. I’ll give them
a new pair of boots every Christmas.”
And she went on planning to herself how she would manage it. “They must go by the carrier,”\fn{ The post office
mail-carrier.} she thought; “and how funny it’ll seem, sending presents to one’s own feet! And now odd the
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directions will look!
Alice’s Right Foot, Esq.
Hearthrug,
Near the Fender,
(with Alice’s love).

Oh dear, what nonsense I’m talking!”
Just at this moment her head struck against the roof of the hall: in fact she was now rather more than nine feet
high, and she at once took up the little golden key and hurried off to the garden door.
Poor Alice! It was as much as she could do, lying down on one side, to look through into the garden with one
eye; but to get through was more hopeless than ever: she sat down and began to cry again.
“You ought to be ashamed of yourself,” said Alice, “a great girl like you,” (she might well say this), “to go on
crying in this way! Stop this moment, I tell you!” But she went on all the same, shedding gallons of tears, until
there was a large pool all round her, about four inches deep and reaching half down the hall.
After a time she heard a little pattering of feet in the distance, and she hastily dried her eyes to see what was
coming. It was the White Rabbit returning, splendidly dressed, with a pair of white kid-gloves in one hand and a
large fan in the other: he came trotting along in a great hurry, muttering to himself, as he came, “Oh! the Duchess,
the Duchess! Oh! Won’t she be savage if I’ve kept her waiting!” Alice felt so desperate that she was ready to ask
help of any one: so, when the Rabbit came near her, she began, in a low, timid voice, “If you please, Sir—” The
Rabbit started violently, dropped the white kid-gloves and the fan, and scurried away into the darkness as hard as
he could go.
Alice took up the fan and gloves, and, as the hall was very hot, she kept fanning herself all the time she went
on talking. “Dear, dear! How queer everything is today! And yesterday things went on just as usual. I wonder if
I’ve changed in the night? Let me think: was I the same when I got up this morning? I almost think I can
remember feeling a little different. But if I’m not the same, the next question is ‘Who in the world am I?’ Ah,
that’s the great puzzle!” And she began thinking over all the children she knew that were of the same age as
herself, to see if she could have been changed for any of them.
“I’m sure I’m not Ada,” she said, “for her hair goes in such long ringlets, and mine doesn’t go in ringlets at all;
and I’m sure I can’t be Mabel, for I know all sorts of things, and she, oh, she knows such a very little! Besides,
she’s she, and I’m I, and—oh dear, how puzzling it all is! I’ll try if I know all the things I used to know. Let me
see: four times five is twelve, and four times six is thirteen, and four times seven is—oh dear! I shall never get to
twenty at that rate! However, the Multiplication-Table doesn’t signify: let’s try Geography. London is the capital
of Paris, and Paris is the capital of Rome, and Rome—no, that’s all wrong, I’m certain! I must have been changed
for Mabel! I’ll try and say ‘How doth the little—’,” and she crossed her hands on her lap, as if she were saying
lessons, and began to repeat it, but her voice sounded hoarse and strange, and the words did not come the same as
they used to:—
How doth the little crocodile
Improve his shining tail,
And pour the waters of the Nile
On every golden scale!
How cheerfully he seems to grin,
How neatly spreads his claws,
And welcomes little fishes in,
With gently smiling jaws!

“I’m sure those are not the right words,” said poor Alice, and her eyes filled with tears again as she went on, “I
must be Mabel after all, and I shall have to go and live in that poky little house, and have next to no toys to play
with, and oh, ever so many lessons to learn! No, I’ve made up my mind about it: if I’m Mabel, I’ll stay down
here! It’ll be no use their putting their heads down and saying, ‘Come up again, dear!’ I shall only look up and
say, ‘Who am I, then? Tell me that first, and then, if I like being that person, I’ll come up: if not, I’ll stay down
here till I’m somebody else’—but, oh dear!” cried Alice with a sudden burst of tears, “I do whish they would put
their heads down! I am so very tired of being all alone here!”
As she said this she looked sown at her hands, and was surprised to see that she had put on one of the Rabbit’s
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little white kid-gloves while she was talking. “How can I have done that?” she thought. “I must be growing small
again.” She got up and went to the table to measure herself by it, and found that, as nearly as she could guess, she
was now about two feet high, and was going on shrinking rapidly: she soon found out that the cause of this was
the fan she was holding, and she dropped it hastily, just in time to save herself from shrinking away altogether.
“That was a narrow escape!” said Alice, a good deal frightened at the sudden change, but very glad to find
herself still in existence. “And now for the garden!” And she ran with all speed back t the little door; but, alas! the
little door was shut again, and the little golden key was lying on the glass table as before, “and things are worse
than ever,” though the poor child, “for I never was so small as this before, never! And I declare it’s too bad, that it
is!”
As she said these words her foot slipped, and in another moment, splash! she was up to her chin in salt-water.
Her first idea was that she had somehow fallen into the sea, “and in that case I can go back by railway,” she said
to herself. (Alice had been to the seaside once in her life, and had come to the general conclusion that wherever
you go to on the English coast, you find a number of bathing-machines\fn{ These were (I don’t suppose there are any more
of them, but they keep on turning up in English writings of the Nineteenth Century) little bath-houses constructed on wheels, in which one
could undress, be wheeled into the ocean, bathe therein, and be wheeled out and dress again without every leaving the privacy of four
roofed walls.} in the sea, some children digging in the sand with wooden spades, then a row of lodging-houses, and

behind them a railway station.) However, she soon made out that she was in the pool of tears which she had wept
when she was nine feet high.
“I wish I hadn’t cried so much!” said Alice, as she swam about, trying to find her way out. “I shall be punished
for it now, I suppose, by being drowned in my own tears! That will be a queer thing, to be sure! However,
everything is queer today.”
Just the she heard something splashing about in the pool a little way off, and she swam nearer to make out
what it was: at first she thought it must be a walrus or hippopotamus, but then she remembered how small she was
now, and she soon made out that it was only a mouse, that had slipped in like herself.
“Would it be of any use, now,” thought Alice, “to speak to this mouse? Everything is so out-of-the-way down
here, that I should think very likely it can talk: at any rate, there’s no harm in trying.” So she began: “O Mouse, do
you know the way out of this pool? I am very tired of swimming about here, O Mouse!” (Alice thought this must
be the right way of speaking to a mouse: she had never done such a thing before, but she remembered having
seen, in her brother’s Latin Grammar, “A mouse—of a mouser—to a mouse—a mouse—O mouse!”) The mouse
looked at her rather inquisitively, and seemed to her to wink with one of its little eyes, but it said nothing.
“Perhaps it doesn’t understand English, thought Alice. “I daresay it’s a French mouse, come over with William
Conqueror.”\fn{Who invaded England from Normandy in 1066.} (For, with all her knowledge of history, Alice had no
very clear notion of how long ago anything had happened.) So she began again: “Où est ma chatte?” which was
the first sentence in her French lesson-book. The Mouse gave a sudden leap out of the water, and seemed to
quiver all over with fright. “Oh, I beg your pardon!” cried Alice hastily, afraid that she had hurt the poor animal’s
feelings. “I quite forgot you didn’t like cats.”
“Not like cats!” cried the Mouse in a shrill passionate voice. “Would you like cats, if you were me?”
“Well, perhaps not,” said Alice in a soothing tone: “don’t be angry about it. And yet I wish I could show you
our cat Dinah. I think you’d take a fancy to cats, if you could only see her. She is such a dear quiet thing,” Alice
went on half to herself, as she swam lazily about in the pool, “and she sits purring so nicely by the fire, licking her
paws and washing her face—and she is such a nice soft thing to nurse—and she’s such a capital one for catching
mice—oh, I beg your pardon!” cried Alice again, for this time the Mouse was bristling all over, and she felt
certain it must be really offended. “We won’t talk about her any more if you’d rather not.”
“We, indeed!” cried the Mouse, who was trembling down to the end of its tail. “As if I would talk on such a
subject! Our family always hated cats: nasty, low, vulgar things! Don’t let me hear the name again!”
“I won’t indeed!” said Alice, in a great hurry to change the subject of conversation. “Are you—are you fond—
of—of dogs!” The Mouse did not answer, so Alice went on eagerly: “There is such a nice little dog, near our
house, I should like to show you! A little bright-eyed terrier, you know, with oh, such long curly brown hair! And
it’ll fetch things when you throw them, and it’ll sit up and beg for its dinner, and all sorts of thing—I can’t
remember half of them—and it belongs to a farmer, you know, and he says it’s so useful, it’s worth a hundred
pounds! He says it kills all the rats and—oh dear!” cried Alice in a sorrowful tone. “I’m afraid I’ve offended it
again!” For the Mouse was swimming away from her as hard as it could go, and making quite a commotion in the
pool as it went.
So she called softly after it, “Mouse dear! Do come back again, and we won’t talk about cats, or dogs either, if
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you don’t like them!” When the Mouse heard this, it turned round and swam slowly back to her: its face was quite
pale (with passion, Alice thought), and it said, in a low trembling voice, “Let us get to the shore, and then I’ll tell
you my history, and you’ll understand why it is I hate cats and dogs.”
It was high time to go, for the pool was getting quite crowded with the birds and animals that had fallen into it:
there was a Duck and a Dodo,\fn{ A heavy (it weighed about 50 pounds), clumsy and flightless (though possessed of tiny, vestigial
wings) bird, rather larger than a turkey and found in great numbers on the island of Mauritius, possessed of a gray-blue wispy plumage,
stout yellow legs, a tuft of curly white tail feathers, and a large head with a massive hooked bill, probably used for feeding on roots or fruit.
It was extinct on the upper world by 1681; but clearly survives in Wonderland .} a Lory\fn{Any of numerous parrots still to be found in
Australia, New Guinea, and the adjacent islands, about a foot long, which feed mostly on soft fruits and the honey of flowers; the word also
refers to any of various touracos found in South Africa .} and an Eaglet, and several other curious creatures. Alice led the

way, and the whole party swam to the shore.
III
They were indeed a queer-looking party that assembled on the bank—the birds with draggled feathers, the
animals with their fur clinging close to them, and all dripping wet, cross, and uncomfortable.
The first question of course was, how to get dry again: they had a consultation about this, and after a few
minutes it seemed quite natural to Alice to find herself talking familiarly with them, as if she had known them all
her life. Indeed, she had quite a long argument with the Lory, who at last turned sulky, and would only say, “I’m
older than you, and must know better.”\fn{Many parrots do live extraordinarily long lives, often more than 50 years, and there are
unauthenticated claims of upwards of 80 years for some of the larger species .} And this Alice would not allow, without knowing
how old it was, and as the Lory positively refused to tell its age, there was no more to be said.
At last the Mouse, who seemed to be a person of some authority among them, called out, “Sit down, all of you,
and listen to me! I’ll soon make you dry enough!” they all sat down at once, in a large ring, with the Mouse in the
middle. Alice kept her eyes anxiously fixed on it, for she felt sure she would catch a bad cold if she did not get dry
very soon.
“Ahem!” said the Mouse with an important air. “Are you all ready? This is the driest thing I know. Silence all
round, if you please! ‘William the Conqueror,\fn{ The illegitimate son of Robert I, Duke of Normandy, and Arletta, a daughter of
a Falise tanner (1027-1087); he was thus in his own time occasionally known as William the Bastard .} whose cause was favored by
the pope,\fn{Alexander II.} was soon submitted to by the English,\fn{ England was secure by 1070, despite particularly violent
opposition in the northern and western portions of the country; and the Scottish king, Malcolm III, was forced to submit to Norman rule in
1072.} who wanted leaders,\fn{I.e., did not have their own proper leadership.} and had been of late much accustomed to

usurpation and conquest. Edwin and Morcar, the earls of Mercia and Northumbria—’”
“Ugh!” said the Lory, with a shiver.
“I beg your pardon!” said the Mouse, frowning, but very politely. “Did you speak?”
“Not I!” said the Lory, hastily.
“I thought you did,” said the Mouse. “I proceed. ‘Edwin and Morcar, the earls of Mercia and
Northumbria,\fn{Both at one time precariously independent states.} declared for him; and even Stigand,\fn{ c.995?-1072.}
the patriotic\fn{He is said to have crowned the last Anglo-Saxon king of England, Harold, in January of 1066 .} archbishop of
Canterbury\fn{1052-1070, when he was deposed by papal legates, probably on charges of simony and plurality, for he held on to the
incomes of several abbeys and the bishopric of Winchester after he had become archbishop of Canterbury.}, found it advisable
—’”\fn{He submitted to William and assisted at his coronation.}
“Found what?” said the Duck.
“Found it,” the Mouse replied rather crossly: “of course you know what ‘it’ means.”
“I know what ‘it’ means well enough, when I find a thing,” said the Duck: “it’s generally a frog, or a worm,
The question is, what did the archbishop find?”
The Mouse did not notice this question, but hurriedly went on, “‘—found it advisable to go with Edgar
Atheling to meet William and offer him the crown. William’s conduct at first was moderate. But the insolence of
his Normans—’\fn{Between 1072 and 1075 there were a series of insurrections against him by various of his Norman followers,
including those of Ralph de Gauder (1 st Earl of Norfolk) and Roger Fitzwilliam (Earl of Hereford); and by Robert, his eldest son, in
Normandy itself. All of these were crushed .} How are you getting on now, my dear?” it continued, turning to Alice as it

spoke.
“As wet as ever,” said Alice in a melancholy tone: “it doesn’t seem to dry me at all.”
“In that case,” said the Dodo solemnly, rising to its feet, “I move that the meeting adjourn, for the immediate
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adoption of more energetic remedies—”
“Speak English!”\fn{I was once asked the same question, half-humorously, by a captain of the rugby team of Geneseo State in
1996; “I am,” I replied, in the same vein. They were fine, sturdy men, those rugby players. It was an honor for a year to be their Historian .}
said the Eaglet. “I don’t know the meaning of half those long words, and, what’s more, I don’t believe you do
either!” And the Eaglet bent down its head to hide a smile: some of the other birds tittered audibly.
“What I was going to say,” said the Dodo in an offended tone, “was, hat the best thing to get us dry would be a
Caucus-race.”\fn{The following few sentences form a satire on the English method of selecting Parliamentary representatives, which in
1865 when Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland was first published was undoubtedly far more indirect and confusing than it is today .}
“What is a Caucus-race?” said Alice; not that she much wanted to know, but the Dodo had paused as if it
thought that somebody ought to speak, and no one else seemed inclined to say anything.
“Why,” said the Dodo, “the best way to explain it is to do it.” (And, as you might like to try the thing yourself
some winter-day, I will tell you know the Dodo managed it.)
First it marked out a race-course, in a sort of circle, (“the exact shape doesn’t matter,” it said,) and then all the
party were placed along the course, here and there. There was no “One, two, three, and away!”\fn{ I.e., “On your
mark, get set, go!”} but they began running when they liked, and left off when they liked, so that it was not easy to
know when the race was over. However, when they had been running half an hour or so, and were quite dry again,
the Dodo suddenly called out, “The race is over!” and they all crowded round it, panting, and asking, “But who
has one?”
This question the Dodo could not answer without a great deal of thought, and it stood for a long time with one
finger pressed upon its forehead (the position in which you usually see Shakespeare, in the pictures of him), while
the rest waited in silence. At last the Dodo said, “Everybody has won, and all must have prizes.”\fn{Which, when
you stop and think about it, is a perfect solution to all political matters, then and now .}
“But who is to give the prizes?” quite a chorus of voices asked.
“Why, she, of course,” said the Dodo, pointing to Alice with one finger; and the whole party at once crowded
round her, calling out, in a confused way, “Prizes! Prizes!”
Alice had no idea what to do, and in despair she put her hand in her pocket, and pulled out a box of comfits
(luckily the salt-water had not got into it), and handed them round as prizes. There was exactly one a-piece, all
round.
“But she must have a prize herself, you know,” said the Mouse.
“Of course,” the Dodo replied very gravely. “What else have you got in your pocket?” it went on, turning to
Alice.
“Only a thimble,” said Alice sadly.
“Hand it over here,” said the Dodo.
Then they all crowded round her once more, while the Dodo solemnly presented the thimble, saying, “We beg
your acceptance of this elegant thimble;” and, when it had finished this short speech, they all cheered.
Alice though the whole thing very absurd, but they all looked so grave that she did not dare to laugh; and, as
she cold not think of anything to say, she simply bowed, and took the thimble, looking as solemn as she could.
The next thing was to eat the comfits: this caused some noise and confusion, as the large birds complained that
they could not taste theirs, and the small ones choked and had to be patted on the back. However, it was over at
last, and they sat down again in a ring, and begged the Mouse to tell them something more.
“You promised to tell me your history, you know,” said Alice, “and why it is you hate—C and D,” she added in
a whisper, half afraid that it would be offended again.
“Mine is a long and a sad tale!” said the Mouse, turning to Alice, and sighing.
“It is a long tail, certainly,” said Alice, looking down with wonder at the Mouse’s tail; “but why do you call it
sad?” And she kept on puzzling about it while the Mouse was speaking, so that her idea of the tale was something
like this:—

“Fury said to
a mouse, That
he met in the
house, ‘Let
us both go
to law: I
will prose-
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cute you,—
Come, I’ll
take no denial: We
must have
the trial;
For really
this morning I’ve
nothing
to do!’
Said the
mouse to
the cur,
‘Such a
trial, dear
sir, with
no jury
or judge,
would
be wasting our
breath.’
‘I’ll be
judge,
I’ll be
Jury,’
said
cun’
ning
old
Fury:
‘I’ll
try
the
whole
case
and
condemn
you to
death.’

“You are not attending!”\fn{Paying attention.} said the Mouse to Alice, severely. “What are you thinking of?”
“I beg your pardon,” said Alice very humbly: “you had got to the fifth bend, I think?”
“I had not!” cried the Mouse, sharply and very angrily.
“A knot!” said Alice, always ready to make herself useful, and looking anxiously about her, “Oh, do let me
help to undo it!”
“I shall do nothing of the sort,” said the Mouse, getting up and walking away. “You insult me by talking such
nonsense!”
“I didn’t mean it!” pleaded poor Alice. “But you’re so easily offended, you know!” The Mouse only growled in
reply.
“Please come back, and finish your story!” Alice called after it. And the others all joined in chorus, “Yes,
please!” But the Mouse only shook its head impatiently, and walked a little quicker.
“What a pity it wouldn’t stay!” sighed the Lory, as soon as it was quite out of sight. And an old Crab took the
opportunity of saying to her daughter, “Ah, my dear! Let this be a lesson to you never to lose your temper!” “Hold
your tongue, Ma!” said the young Crab, a little snappishly. “You’re enough to try the patience of an oyster!”
“I wish I had our Dinah here, I know I do!” said Alice aloud, addressing nobody in particular. “She’d soon
fetch it back!”
“And who is Dinah, if I might venture to ask the question?” said the Lory.
Alice replied eagerly, for she was always ready to talk about her pet: “Dinah’s our cat. And she’s such a capital
one for catching mice, you can’t think! And oh, I wish you could see her after the birds! Why, she’ll eat a little
bird as soon as look at it!”
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This speech caused a remarkable sensation among the party. Some of the birds hurried off at once: one old
Magpie began wrapping itself up very carefully, remarking, “I really must be getting home: the night-air doesn’t
suit my throat!” And a Canary called out in a trembling voice, to its children, “Come away, my dears! It’s high
time you were all in bed!” On various pretexts they all moved off, and Alice was soon left alone.
“I wish I hadn’t mentioned Dinah!” she said to herself in a melancholy tone. “Nobody seems to like her, down
here, and I’m sure she’s the best cat in the world! Oh, my dear Dinah! I wonder if I shall ever see you any more!”
And here poor Alice began to cry again, for she felt very lonely and low-spirited. In a little while, however, she
again heard a little pattering of footsteps in the distance, and she looked up eagerly, half hoping that the Mouse
had changed its mind, and was coming back to finish his story.
IV
It was the White Rabbit, trotting slowly back again, and looking anxiously about as it went, as if it had lost
something; and she heard it muttering to itself, “The Duchess! The Duchess! Oh my dear paws! Oh my fur and
whiskers! She’ll get me executed as sure as ferrets are ferrets! Where can I have dropped them, I wonder?” Alice
guessed in a moment that it was looking for the fan and the pair of white kid-gloves, and she very good-naturedly
began hunting about for them, but they were nowhere to be seen—everything seemed to have changed since her
swim in the pool; and the great hall, with the glass table and the little door, had vanished completely.
Very soon the Rabbit noticed Alice, as she went hunting about, and called out to her, in an angry tone, “Why,
Mary Ann, what are you doing out here? Run home this moment, and fetch a pair of gloves and a fan! Quick,
now!” And Alice was so much frightened that she ran off at once in the direction it pointed to, without trying to
explain the mistake that it had made.
“He took me for his housemaid,” she said to herself as she ran. “How surprised he’ll be when he finds out who
I am! But I’d better take him his fan and gloves—that is, if I can find them.” As she said this, she came upon a
neat little house, on the door of which was a bright brass plate with the name
W. Rabbit

engraved upon it. She went in without knocking, and hurried upstairs, in great fear lest she should meet the real
Mary Ann, and be turned out of the house before she had found the fan and gloves.
“How queer it seems,” Alice said to herself, “to be going\fn{ Delivering.} messages for a rabbit! I suppose
Dinah’ll be sending me on messages next!” And she began fancying the sort of thing that would happen: “‘Miss
Alice! Come here directly, and get ready for your walk!’ ‘Coming in a minute, nurse! But I’ve got to watch this
mouse-hole till Dinah comes back, and see that the mouse doesn’t get out.’ Only I don’t think,” Alice went on,
“that they’d let Dinah stop in the house if it began ordering people about like that!”
By this time she had found her way into a tidy little room with a table in the window, an don it (as she had
hoped) a fan and two or three pairs of tiny white kid-gloves: she took up the fan and a pair of the glove gloves,
and was just going to leave the room, when her eye fell upon a little bottle that stood near the looking-glass. There
was no label this time with the words “ DRINK ME,” but nevertheless she uncorked it and put it to her lips. “I know
something interesting is sure to happen,” she said to herself, “whenever I eat or drink anything: so I’ll just see
what this bottle does. I do hope it’ll make me grow large again, for really I’m quite tired of being such a tiny little
thing!”
It did so indeed, and much sooner than she had expected: before she had drunk half the bottle, she found her
head pressing against the ceiling, and had to stoop to save her neck from being broken. She hastily put down the
bottle, saying to herself “That’s quite enough—I hope I shan’t grow any more—As it is, I can’t get out at the door
—I do wish I hadn’t drunk quite so much!”
Alas! It was too late to wish that! She went on growing, and growing, and very soon had to kneel down on the
floor: in another minute there was not even room for this, and she tried the effect of lying down with one elbow
against the door, and the other arm curled round her head. Still she went on growing, and, as a last resource, she
put one arm out of the window, and one foot up the chimney, and said to herself “Now I can do no more, whatever
happens, what will become of me?”
Luckily for Alice, the little magic bottle had now had its full effect, and she grew no larger: still it was very
uncomfortable, and, as there seemed to be no sort of chance of her ever getting out of the room again, no wonder
she felt unhappy.
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“It was much pleasanter at home,” thought poor Alice, “when one wasn’t always growing larger and smaller,
and being ordered about by mice and rabbits. I almost wish I hadn’t gone down that rabbit-hole—and yet—and
yet—it’s rather curious, you know, this sort of life! I do wonder what can have happened to me! When I used to
read fairy tales, I fancied that kind of thing never happened, and now here I am in the middle of one! There ought
to be a book written about me, that there ought! And when I grow up, I’ll write one—but I’m grown up now,” she
added in a sorrowful tone; “at least there’s no room to grow up any more here.”
“But then,” though Alice, “shall I never get any older than I am now? That’ll be a comfort, one way—never to
be an old woman—but then—always to have lessons to learn! Oh, I shouldn’t like that!”
“Oh, you foolish Alice!” she answered herself. “How can you learn lessons in here? Why, there’s hardly room
for you, and no room at all for any lesson-books!”
And so she went on, taking first one side and then the other, and making quite a conversation of it altogether;
but after a few minutes she heard a voice outside, and stopped to listen.
“Mary Ann! Mary Ann!” said the voice. “Fetch me my gloves this moment!” Then came a little pattering of
feet on the stairs. Alice knew it was the Rabbit coming to look for her, and she trembled till she shook the house,
quite forgetting that she was now about a thousand times as large as the Rabbit, and had no reason to be afraid of
it.
Presently the Rabbit came up to the door, and tried to open it; but, as the door opened inwards, and Alice’s
elbow was pressed hard against it, that attempt proved a failure. Alice heard it say to itself “Then I’ll go round and
get in at the window.”
“That you won’t!” thought Alice, and, after waiting till she fancied she heard the rabbit just under the window,
she suddenly spread out her hand, and made a snatch in the air. She did not get hold of anything, but she heard a
little shriek and a fall, and a crash of broken glass, from which she concluded that it was just possible it had fallen
into a cucumber-frame, or something of the sort.
Next came an angry voice—the Rabbit’s—“Pat!\fn{Short for Patrick, a Lizard; the character is most obviously Irish .} Pat!
Where are you?” And then a voice she had never heard before, “Sure then I’m here! Digging for apples, yer
honor!”
“Digging for apples, indeed!” said the Rabbit angrily. “Here! Come and help me out of this!” (Sounds of more
broken glass.)
“Now tell me, Pat, what’s that in the window?”
“Sure, it’s an arm, yer honor!” (He pronounced it “arrum.”)
“An arm, you goose! Who ever saw one that size? Why, it fills the whole window!”
“Sure it does, yer honor: but it’s an arm for all that.”
“Well, it’s got no business there, at any rate: go and take it away!”
There was a long silence after this, and Alice could only hear whispers now and then; such as “Sure, I don’t
like it, yer honor, at all, at all!” “Do as I tell you, you coward!” and at last she spread out her hand again, and
made another snatch in the air. This time there were two little shrieks, and more sounds of broken glass. “What a
number of cucumber-frames there must be!” thought Alice. “I wonder what they’ll do next! As for pulling me out
of the window, I only wish they could! I’m sure I don’t want to stay in here any longer!”
She waited for some time without hearing anything more: at last came a rumbling of little cartwheels, and the
sound of a good many voices all talking together: she made out the words: “Where’s the other ladder?—Why, I
hadn’t to bring but one. Bill’s got the other—Bill! Fetch it here, lad!—Here, put ’em up at this corner—No, tie
’em together first—they don’t reach half high enough yet—Oh, they’ll do well enough. Don’t be particular—
Here, Bill! Catch hold of this rope—Will the roof bear?\fn{ The weight of Bill.}—Mind that loose slate—Oh, it’s
coming down! Heads below!”\fn{Heads up!} (a loud crash)—“Now, who did that?—It was Bill, I fancy—Who’s to
go down the chimney?—Nay, I shan’t! You do it!—That I won’t, then!—Bill’s got to go down—Here, Bill! The
master says you’ve got to go down the chimney!”
“Oh! So Bill’s got to come down the chimney, has he?” said Alice to herself. “Why, they seem to put
everything upon Bill! I wouldn’t be in Bill’s place for a good deal; this fireplace is narrow, to be sure; but I think I
can kick a little!”
She drew her foot as far down the chimney as she could, and waited till she heard a little animal (she couldn’t
guess of what sort it was) scratching an scrambling about in the chimney close above her: then, saying to herself
“This is Bill,” she gave one sharp kick, and waited to see what would happen next.
The first thing she heard was a general chorus of “There goes Bill!” then the Rabbit’s voice alone—“Catch
him, you by the hedge!” then silence, and then another confusion of voices—“Hold up his head—Brandy now—
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Don’t choke him—How was it, old fellow? What happened to you? Tell us all about it!”
Last came a little feeble, squeaking voice. (“That’s Bill,” thought Alice.) “Well, I hardly know—No more,
thank ye; I’m better now—but I’m a deal too flustered to tell you—all I know is, something comes at me like a
Jack-in-the-box, and up I goes like a sky-rocket!”
“So you did, old fellow!” said the others.
“We must burn the house down!” said the Rabbit’s voice. And Alice called out, as loud as she could, “If you
do, “I’ll set Dinah at you!”
There was a dead silence instantly, and Alice thought to herself “I wonder what they will do next! If they had
any sense, they’d take the roof off.” After a minute or two they began moving about again, and Alice heard the
Rabbit say “A barrowful will do, to begin with.”
“A barrowful of what?” thought Alice. But she had not long to doubt, for the next moment a shower of little
pebbles came rattling in at the window, and some of them hit her in the face. “I’ll put a stop to this,” she said to
herself, and shouted out “You’d better not do that again!” which produced another dead silence.
Alice noticed, with some surprise, that the pebbles were all turning into little cakes as they lay on the floor, and
a bright idea came into her head. “If I eat one of these cakes,” she thought, it’s sure to make some change in my
size; and, as it can’t possible make me larger, it must make me smaller, I suppose.”
So she swallowed one of the cakes, and was delighted to find tht she began shrinking directly. As soon as she
was small enough to get through the door, she ran outside of the house, and found quite a crowd of little animals
and birds waiting outside. The poor little Lizard, Bill, was in the middle, being held up by two guinea-pigs, who
were giving it something out of a bottle. They all made a rush at Alice the moment she appeared; but she ran off
as hard as she could, and soon found herself safe in a thick wood.
“The first thing I’ve got to do,” said Alice to herself, as she wandered about in the wood, “is to grow to my
right size again; and the second thing is to find my way into that lovely garden. I think that will be the best plan.”
It sounded an excellent plan, no doubt, and very neatly and simply arranged: the only difficulty was, that she
had not the smallest idea how to set about it; and, while she was peering about anxiously among the trees, a little
sharp bark just over her head made her look up in a great hurry.
An enormous puppy was looking down at her with large round eyes, and feebly stretching out one paw, trying
to touch her. “Poor little thing!” said Alice, in a coaxing tone, and she tried hard to whistle to it; but she was
terribly frightened all the time at the thought that it might be hungry, in which case it would be very likely to eat
her up in spite of all her coaxing.
Hardly knowing what she did, she picked up a little bit of stick, and held it out to the puppy; whereupon the
puppy jumped into the air off all its feet at once, with a yelp of delight, and rushed at the stick, and made believe
to worry it: then Alice dodged behind a great thistle, to keep herself from being run over; and, the moment she
appeared on the other side, the puppy made another rush at the stick, and tumbled head over heels in its hurry to
get hold of it: then Alice, thinking it was very like having a game of play with a cart-horse, and expecting every
moment to be trampled under its feet, ran round the thistle again: then the puppy began a series of short charges at
the stick, running a very little way forwards each time and a long way back, and barking hoarsely all the while, till
at last it sat down a good way off, panting, with its tongue hanging out o fits mouth, and its great eyes half shut.
This seemed to Alice a good opportunity for making her escape: so she set off at once, and ran till she was
quite tired and out of breath, and till the puppy’s bark sounded quite faint in the distance.
“And yet what a dear little puppy it was!” said Alice, as she leant against a buttercup to rest herself, and fanned
herself with one of the leaves. “I should have liked teaching it tricks very much, if—if I’d only been the right size
to do it! Oh dear! I’d nearly forgotten that I’ve got to grow up again! Let me see—how is it to be managed? I
suppose I ought to eat or drink something or other; but the great question is ‘What?’”
The great question certainly was “What?” Alice looked all round her at the flowers and the blades of grass, but
could not see anything that looked like the right thing to eat or drink under the circumstances. There was a large
mushroom growing near her, about the same height as herself; and, when she had a look under it, and on both
sides of it, and behind it, it occurred to her that she might as well look and see what was on the top of it.
She stretched herself up on tiptoe, and peeped over the edge of the mushroom, and her eyes immediately met
those of a large blue caterpillar, that was sitting on the top, with its arms folded, quietly smoking a long hookah,
and taking not the smallest notice of her or of anything else.
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The Caterpillar and Alice looked at each other for some time in silence: at last the Caterpillar took the hookah
out of its mouth, and addressed her in a languid, sleepy voice.
“Who are you?” said the Caterpillar.
This was not an encouraging opening for a conversation. Alice replied, rather shyly, “I—I hardly know, Sir,
just at present—at least I know who I was when I got up this morning, but I think I must have been changed
several times since then.”
“What do you mean by that?” said the Caterpillar, sternly. “Explain yourself!”
“I can’t explain myself, I’m afraid, Sir,” said Alice, “because I’m not myself, you see.”
“I don’t see,” said the Caterpillar.
“I’m afraid I can’t put it more clearly,” Alice replied, very politely, “for I can’t understand it myself, to begin
with; and being so many different sizes in a day is very confusing.”
“It isn’t,” said the Caterpillar.
“Well, perhaps you haven’t found it so yet,” said Alice; “but when you have to turn into a chrysalis—you will
some day, you know—and then after than into a butterfly, I should think you’ll feel it a little queer, won’t you?”
“Not a bit,” said the Caterpillar.
“Well, perhaps your feelings may be different,” said Alice: “all I know is, it would feel very queer to me.”
“You!” said the Caterpillar contemptuously. “Who are you?”
Which brought them back again to the beginning of the conversation. Alice felt a little irritated at the
Caterpillar’s making such very short remarks, and she drew herself up and said, very gravely, I think you ought to
tell me who you are, first.”
“Why?” said the Caterpillar.
Here was another puzzling question; and, as Alice could not think of any good reason, and the Caterpillar
seemed to be in a very unpleasant state of mind, she turned away.
“Come back!” the Caterpillar called after her, “I’ve something important to say!”
This sounded promising, certainly. Alice turned and came back again.
“Keep your temper,” said the Caterpillar.
“Is that all?” said Alice, swallowing down her anger as well as she could.
“No,” said the Caterpillar.
Alice thought she might as well wait, as she had nothing else to do, and perhaps after all it might tell her
something worth hearing. For some minutes it puffed away without speaking; but at last it unfolded its arms, took
the hookah out of its mouth again, and said “So you think you’re changed, do you?”
“I’m afraid I am, Sir,” said Alice. “I can’t remember things as I used—and I don’t keep the same size for ten
minutes together!”
“Can’t remember what things?” said the Caterpillar.
“Well, I’ve tried to say ‘How doth the little busy bee,’ but it all came different!” Alice replied in a very
melancholy voice.
“Repeat ‘You are old, Father William,’” said the Caterpillar.
Alice folded her hands, and began:—
“You are old, Father William,” the young man said
“And your hair has become very white;
And yet you incessantly stand on your head—
Do you think, at your age, it is right?”
“In my youth,” Father William replied to his son,
I feared it might injure the brain;
But, now that I’m perfectly sure I have none,
Why, I do it again and again.”
“You are old,” said the youth, “as I mentioned before,
“And have grown most uncommonly fat;
Yet you turned a back-somersault in at the door—
Pray, what is the reason of that?”
“In my youth,” said the sage, as he shook his gray locks,
“I kept all my limbs very supple
By the use of this ointment—one shilling the box—
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Allow me to sell you a couple?”
“You are old,” said the youth, “and your jaws are too weak
For anything tougher than suet;
Yet you finished the goose, with the bones and the beak—
Pray, how did you manage to do it?”
“In my youth,” said his father, “I took to the law,
And argued each case with my wife;
And the muscular strength ,which it gave to my jaw
Has lasted the rest of my life.”
“You are old,” said the youth, “one would hardly suppose
That your eye was as steady as ever;
Yet you balanced an eel on the end of your nose—
What made you so awfully clever?”
“I have answered three questions, and that is enough,”
Said his father. “Don’t give yourself airs!
Do you think I can listen all day to such stuff?
Be off, or I’ll kick you down-stairs!”

“That is not said right,” said the Caterpillar.
“Not quite right, I’m afraid,” said Alice, timidly: “some of the words have got altered.”
“It is wrong from beginning to end,” said the Caterpillar, decidedly; and there was silence for some minutes.
The Caterpillar was the first to speak. “What size do you want to be?” it asked.
“Oh, I’m not particular as to size,” Alice hastily replied; “only one doesn’t like changing so often, you know.”
“I don’t know,” said the Caterpillar.
Alice said nothing: she had never been so much contradicted in all her life before, and she felt that she was
losing her temper.
“Are you content now?” said the Caterpillar.
“Well, I should like to be a little larger, Sir, if you wouldn’t mind,” said Alice: “three inches is such a wretched
height to be.”
“It is a very good height indeed!” said the Caterpillar angrily, rearing itself upright as it spoke (it was exactly
three inches high).
“But I’m not used to it!” pleaded poor Alice in a piteous tone. And she thought to herself “I wish the creatures
wouldn’t be so easily offended!”
“You’ll get used to it in time,” said the Caterpillar; and it put the hookah into its mouth, and began smoking
again.
This time Alice waited patiently until it chose to speak again. In a minute or two the Caterpillar took the
hookah out of its mouth, and yawned once or twice, and shook itself. Then it got down off the mushroom, and
crawled away into the grass, merely remarking, as it went, “One side sill make you grown taller, and the other
side will make you grow shorter.”
“One side of what? The other side of what?” thought Alice to herself.
“Of the mushroom,” said the Caterpillar, just as if she had asked it aloud; and in another moment it was out of
sight.
Alice remained looking thoughtfully at the mushroom for a minute, trying to make out which were the two
sides of it; and, as it was perfectly round, she found this a very difficult question. However, at last she stretched
her arms round it as far as they would go, and broke off a bit of the edge with each hand.
“And now which is which?” she said to herself, and nibbled a little of the right-hand bit to try the effect. The
next moment she felt a violent blow underneath her chin: it had struck her foot!
She was a good deal frightened by this very sudden change, but she felt that there was no time to be lost, as she
was shrinking rapidly: so she set to work at once to eat some of the other bit. Her chin was pressed so closely
against her foot, that there was hardly room to open her mouth; but she did it at last, and managed to swallow a
morsel of the left-hand bit.
*
“Come, my head’s free at last!” said Alice in a tone of delight, which changed into alarm in another moment,
when she found that here shoulders were nowhere to be found: all she could see, when she looked down, was an
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immense length of neck, which seemed to rise like a stalk out of a sea of green leaves that lay far below her.
“What can all that green stuff be?” said Alice. “And where have my shoulders got to? And oh, my poor hands,
how is it I can’t see you?” she was moving them about, as she spoke, but no result seemed to follow, except a little
shaking among the distant green leaves.
As there seemed to be no chance of getting her hands up to her head, she tried to get her head down to them,
and was delighted to find that her neck would bend about easily in any direction, like a serpent. She had just
succeeded in curving it down into a graceful zigzag, and was going to dive in among the leaves, which she found
to be nothing but the tops of the trees under which she had been wandering, when a sharp hiss made her draw
back in a hurry: a large pigeon had flown into her face, and was beating her violently with its wings.
“Serpent!” screamed the Pigeon.
“I’m not a serpent!” said Alice indignantly. “Let me alone!”
“Serpent, I say again!” repeated the Pigeon, but in a more subdued tone, and added, with a kind of sob, “I’ve
tried every way, but nothing seems to suit them!”
“I haven’t the least idea what you’re talking about,” said Alice.
“I’ve tried the roots of trees, and I’ve tried banks, and I’ve tried hedges,” the Pigeon went on, without
attending to her; “but those serpents! There ‘s no pleasing them!”
Alice was more and more puzzled, but she thought there was no use in saying anything more till the Pigeon
had finished.
“As if it wasn’t trouble enough hatching the eggs,” said the Pigeon; “but I must be on the look-out for serpents,
night and day! Why, I haven’t had a wink of sleep these three weeks!”
“I’m very sorry you’ve been annoyed,” said Alice, who was beginning to see its meaning.
“And just as I’d taken the highest tree in the wood,” continued the Pigeon, raising its voice to a shriek, “and
just as I was thinking I should be free of them at last, they must needs come wriggling down from the sky! Ugh,
Serpent!”
“But I’m not a serpent, I tell you!” said Alice. “I’m a—I’m a—”
“Well! What are you?” said the Pigeon. “I can see you’re trying to invent something!”
“I—I’m a little girl,” said Alice, rather doubtfully, as she remembered the number of changes she had gone
through, that day.
“A likely story indeed!” said the Pigeon, in a tone of the deepest contempt. “I’ve seen a good many little girls
in my time, but never one with such a neck as that! No, no! You’re a serpent; and there’s no use denying it. I
suppose you’ll be telling me next that you never tasted an egg!”
“I have tasted eggs, certainly,” said Alice, who was a very truthful child; “but little girls eat eggs quite as much
as serpents do, you know.”
“I don’t believe it,” said the Pigeon; “but if they do, why, then they’re a kind of serpent: that’s all I can say.”
This was such a new idea to Alice, that she was quite silent for a minute or two, which gave the Pigeon the
opportunity of adding “You’re looking for eggs, I know that well enough; and what does it matter to me whether
you’re a little girl or a serpent!”
“It matters a good deal to me,” said Alice hastily; “but I’m not looking for eggs, as it happens; and, if I was, I
shouldn’t want yours: I don’t like them raw.”
“Well, be off, then!” said the Pigeon in a sulky tone, as it settled down again into its nest. Alice crouched down
among the trees as well as she could, for her neck kept getting entangled among the branches, and every now and
then she had to stop and untwist it. After a while she remembered that she still held the pieces of mushroom in her
hands, and she set to work very carefully, nibbling first at one and then at the other, and growing sometimes taller,
and sometimes shorter, until she had succeeded in bringing herself down to her usual height.
It was so long since she had been anything near the right size, that it felt quite strange at first; but she got used
to it in a few minutes, and began talking to herself, as usual, “Come, there’s half my plan done now! How
puzzling all these changes are! I’m never sure what I’m going to be, from one minute to another! However, I’ve
got back to my right size: the next thing is, to get into that beautiful garden—how is that to be done, I wonder?”
As she said this, she came suddenly upon an open place, with a little house in it about four feet high. “Whoever
lives there,” thought Alice, “it’ll never do to come upon them this size: why, I should frighten them out of their
wits!” So she began nibbling at the right-hand bit again, and did not venture to go near the house till she had
brought herself down to nine inches high.
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For a minute or two she stood looking at the house, and wondering what to do next, when suddenly a footman
in livery came running out of the wood—(she considered him to be a footman because he was in livery:
otherwise, judging by his face only, she would have called him a fish)—and rapped loudly at the door with his
knuckles. It was opened by another footman in livery, with a round face, and large eyes like a frog; and both
footmen, Alice noticed, had powdered hair that curled all over their heads. She felt very curious to know what it
was all about, and crept a little way out of the wood to listen.
The Fish-Footman began by producing from under his arm a great letter, nearly as large as himself, and this he
handed over to the other, saying, in a solemn tone, “For the Duchess. An invitation from the Queen to play
croquet.” The Frog-Footman repeated, in the same solemn tone, only changing the order of the words a little,
“From the Queen. An invitation for the duchess to play croquet.”
Then they both bowed low, and their curls got entangled together.
Alice laughed so much at this, that she had to run back into the wood for fear of their hearing her; and, when
she next peeped out, the Fish-Footman was gone, and the other was sitting on the ground near the door, staring
stupidly up into the sky.
Alice went timidly up to the door, and knocked.
“There’s no sort of use in knocking,” said the Footman, “and that for two reasons. First, because I’m on the
same side of the door as you are: secondly, because they’re making such a noise inside, no one could possibly
hear you.” And certainly there was a most extraordinary noise going on within—a constant howling and sneezing,
and every now and then a great crash, as if a dish or kettle had been broken to pieces.
“Please, then,” said Alice, “how am I to get in?”
“There might be some sense in your knocking,” the Footman went on, without attending to her, “if we had the
door between us. For instance, if you were inside, you might knock, and I could let you out, you know.” He was
looking up into the sky all the time he was speaking, and this Alice thought decidedly uncivil. “But perhaps he
can’t help it,” she said to herself; “his eyes are so very nearly at the top of his head. But at any rate he might
answer questions.—How am I to get in?” she repeated, aloud.
“I shall sit here,” the Footman remarked, “till tomorrow—”
At this moment the door of the house opened, and a large plate came skimming out, straight at the Footman’s
head: it just grazed his nose, and broke to pieces against one of the trees behind him.
“—or next day, maybe,” the Footman continued in the same tone, exactly as if nothing had happened.
“How am I to get in?” asked Alice again, in a louder tone.
“Are you to get in at all?” said the Footman. “That’s the first question, you know.”
It was, no doubt: only Alice did not like to be told so. “It’s really dreadful,” she muttered to herself, “the way
all the creatures argue. It’s enough to drive one crazy!”
The Footman seemed to think this a good opportunity for repeating his remark, with variations. “I shall sit
here,” he said, “on and off, for days and days.”
“But what am I to do?” said Alice.
“Anything you like,” said the Footman, and began whistling.
“Oh, there’s no use in talking to him,” said Alice desperately: “he’s perfectly idiotic!” And she opened the door
and went in.
The door led right into a large kitchen, which was full of smoke from one end to the other: the Duchess was
sitting on a three-legged stool in the middle, nursing a baby: the cook was leaning over the fire, stirring a large
cauldron which seemed to be full of soup.
“There’s certainly too much pepper in that soup!” Alice said to herself, as well as she could for sneezing.
There was certainly too much of it in the air. Even the Duchess sneezed occasionally; and as for the baby, it
was sneezing and howling alternately without a moment’s pause. The only two creatures in the kitchen, that did
not sneeze, were the cook, and a large cat, which was lying on the hearth and grinning from ear to ear.
“Please would you tell me,” said Alice, a little timidly, for she was not quite sure whether it was good manners
for her to speak first, “why your cat grins like that?”
“It’s a Cheshire-Cat,” said the Duchess, “and that’s why. Pig!”
She said the last word with such sudden violence that Alice quite jumped; but she saw in another moment that
it was addressed to the baby, and not to her, so she took courage, and went on again:—
“I didn’t know that Cheshire-Cats always grinned; in fact, I didn’t know that cats could grin.”
“They all can,” said the Duchess; “and most of ’em do.”
“I don’t know of any that do,” Alice said very politely, feeling quite pleased to have got into a conversation.
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“You don’t know much,” said the Duchess; “and that’s a fact.”
Alice did not at all like the tone of this remark, and thought it would be as well to introduce some other subject
of conversation. While she was trying to fix on one, the cook took the cauldron of soup off the fire, and at once set
to work throwing everything within her reach at the Duchess and the baby—the fire-irons came first; then
followed a shower of sauce-pans, plates, and dishes. The Duchess took no notice of them even when they hit her;
and the baby was howling so much already, that it was quite impossible to say whether the blows hurt it or not.
“Oh, please mind what you’re doing!” cried Alice, jumping up and down in an agony of terror. “Oh, there goes
his precious nose!” as an unusually large sauce-pan flew close by it, and very nearly carried it off.
“If everybody minded their own business,” the Duchess said, in a hoarse growl, “the world would go round a
deal faster than it does.”
“Which would not be an advantage,” said Alice, who felt very glad to get an opportunity of showing off a little
of her knowledge. “Just think what work it would make with the day and night! You see the earth takes twentyfour hours to turn round on its axis—“”
“Talking of axes,” said the Duchess, “chop off her head!”
Alice glanced rather anxiously at the cook, to see if she meant to take the hint; but the cook was busily stirring
the soup, and seemed not to be listening, so she went on again: “Twenty-four hours, I think; or is it twelve? I—”
“Oh, don’t bother me!” said the Duchess. I never could abide figures!” And with that she began nursing her
child again, singing a sort of lullaby to it as she did so, and giving it a violent shake at the end of every line:—
“Speak roughly to your little boy,
And beat him when he sneezes:
He only does it to annoy,
Because he knows it teases.”
CHORUS (in which the cook and the baby joined):—
“Wow! wow! wow!”

When the Duchess sang the second verse of the song, she kept tossing the baby violently up and down, and the
poor little thing howled so, that Alice could hardly hear the words”—
“I speak severely to my boy,
I beat him when he sneezes;
For he can thoroughly enjoy
The pepper when he pleases!”
CHORUS
“Wow! wow! wow!”

“Here! You may nurse it a bit, if you like!” the Duchess said to Alice, flinging the baby at her as she spoke. “I
must go and get ready to play croquet with the Queen,” and she hurried out of the room. The cook threw a fryingpan after her as she went, but it just missed her.
Alice caught the baby with some difficulty, as it was a queer-shaped little creature, and held out its arms and
legs in all directions, “just like a star-fish,” though Alice. The poor little thing was snorting like a steam-engine
when she caught it, and kept doubling itself up and straightening itself out again, so that altogether, for the first
minute or two, it was as much as she could do to hold it.
As soon as she had made out the proper way of nursing it (which was to twist it up into a sort of knot, and then
keep tight hold of its right ear and left foot, so as to prevent its undoing itself), she carried it out into the open air.
“If I don’t take this child away with me,” thought Alice, “they’re sure to kill it in a day or two. Wouldn’t it be
murder to leave it behind?” She said the last words out loud, and the little thing grunted in reply (it had left off
sneezing by this time). “Don’t grunt,” said Alice; “that ‘s not at all a proper way of expressing yourself.”
The baby grunted again, and Alice looked very anxiously into its fact to see what was the matter with it. There
could be no doubt that it had a very turned-up nose, much more like a snout than a real nose: also its eyes were
getting extremely small for a baby: altogether Alice did not like the look of the thing at all. “But perhaps it was
only sobbing,” she thought, and looked into its eyes again, to see if there were any tears.
No, there were no tears. “If you’re going to turn into a pig, my dear,” said Alice, seriously, “I’ll have nothing
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more to do with you. Mind now!” The poor little thing sobbed again (or grunted, it was impossible to say which),
and they went on for some while in silence.
Alice was just beginning to think to herself, “Now, what am I to do with this creature, when I get it home?”
when it grunted again, so violently, that she looked down into its face in some alarm. This time there could be no
mistake about it: it was neither more nor less than a pig, and she felt that it would be quite absurd for her to carry
it any further.
So she set the little creature down, and felt quite relieved to see it trot away quietly into the wood. “If it had
grown up,” she said to herself, “it would have made a dreadfully ugly child: but it makes rather a handsome pig, I
think.” And she began thinking over other children she knew, who might do very well as pigs, and was just saying
to herself “if one only knew the right way to change them—” when she was a little startled by seeing the
Cheshire-Cat sitting on a bough of a tree a few yards off.
The Cat only grinned when it saw Alice. It looked good-natured, she thought: still it had very long claws and a
great many teeth, so she felt that it ought to be treated with respect.
“Cheshire-Puss,” she began, rather timidly, as she did not at all know whether it would like the name: however,
it only grinned a little wider. “Come, it’s pleased so far,” thought Alice, and she went on. “Would you tell me,
please, which way I ought to go from here?”
“That depends a good deal on where you want to get to,” said the Cat.
“I don’t much care where—” said the Cat.
“Then it doesn’t matter which way you go,” said the Cat.
“—so long as I get somewhere,” Alice added as an explanation.
“Oh, you’re sure to do that,” said the Cat, “if you only walk long enough.”
Alice felt that this could not be denied, so she tried another question. “What sort of people live about here?”
“In that direction,” the Cat said, waving its right paw round, “lives a Hatter: and in that direction,” waving the
other paw, “lives a March Hare. Visit either you like: they’re both mad.”\fn{ I.e., at least mildly not normal, whatever
normal may be.}
“But I don’t want to go among mad people,” Alice remarked.
“Oh, you can’t help that,” said the Cat: “we’re all mad here. I’m mad. You’re mad.”
“How do you know I’m mad?” said Alice.
“You must be,” said the Cat, “or you wouldn’t have come here.”
Alice didn’t think that proved it at all: however, she went on: “And how do you know that you’re mad?”
“To begin with,” said the Cat, “a dog’s not mad. You grant that?”
“I suppose so,” said Alice.
“Well, then,” the Cat went on, “you see a dog growls when it’s angry, and wags its tail when it’s pleased. Now
I growl when I’m pleased, and wag my tail when I’m angry. Therefore I’m mad.”
“I call it purring not growling,” said Alice.
“Call it what you like,” said the Cat. “Do you play croquet with the Queen today?”
“I should like it very much,” said Alice, “but I haven’t been invited yet.”
“You’ll see me there,” said the Cat, and vanished.
Alice was not much surprised at this, she was getting so well used to queer things happening. While she was
still looking at the place where it had been, it suddenly appeared again.
“By-the-bye, what became of the baby?” said the Cat. “I’d nearly forgotten to ask.”
“It turned into a pig,” Alice answered very quietly, just as if the Cat had come back in a natural way.
“I thought it would,” said the Cat, and vanished again.
Alice waited a little, half expecting to see it again, but it did not appear, and after a minute or two she walked
on in the direction in which the March Hare was said to live. “I’ve seen hatters before,” she said to herself: “the
March Hare will be much the most interesting, and perhaps, as this is May, it won’t be raving mad—at least not so
mad as it was in March.” As she said this, she looked up, and there was the Cat again, sitting on a branch of a tree.
“Did you say ‘pig,’ or ‘fig’?” said the Cat.
“I said ‘pig’,” replied Alice; “and I wish you wouldn’t keep appearing an d vanishing so suddenly: you make
one quite giddy!”
“All right,” said the Cat; and this time it vanished quite slowly, beginning with the end of the tail, and ending
with the grin, which remained some time after the rest of it had gone.
“Well! I’ve often seen a cat without a grin,” thought Alice; “but a grin without a cat! It’s the most curious thing
I ever saw in all my life!”
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She had not gone much farther before she came in sight of the house of the March Hare: she thought it must be
the right house, because the chimneys were shape like ears and the roof was thatched with fur. It was so large a
house, that she did not like to go nearer till she had nibbled some more of the left-hand bit of mushroom, and
raised herself to about two feet high: even then she walked up towards it rather timidly, saying to herself
“Suppose it should be raving mad after all! I almost wish I’d gone to see the Hatter instead!”
7
There was a table set out under a tree in front of the house, and the March Hare and the Hatter were having tea
at it: a Dormouse was sitting between them, fast asleep, and the other two were using it as a cushion, resting their
elbows on it, and talking over its head. “Very uncomfortable for the Dormouse,” thought Alice; “only as it’s
asleep, I suppose it doesn’t mind.”
The table was a large one, but the three were all crowded together at one corner of it. “No room! No room!”
that cried out when they saw Alice coming. “There’s plenty of room!” said Alice indignantly, and she sat down in
a large arm-chair at one end of the table.
“Heave some wine,” the March Hare said in an encouraging tone.
Alice looked all round the table, but there was nothing on it but tea. “I don’t see any wine,” she remarked.
“There isn’t any,” said the March Hare.
“Then it wasn’t very civil of you to offer it,” said Alice angrily.
“It wasn’t very civil of you to sit down without being invited,” said the March Hare.
“I didn’t know it was your table,” said Alice: “it’s laid for a great many more than three.”
“Your hair wants cutting,” said the Hatter. He had been looking at Alice for some time with great curiosity, and
this was his first speech.
“You should learn not to make personal remarks,” Alice said with some severity: “It’s very rude.”
The Hatter opened his eyes very wide on hearing this; but all he said was “Why is a raven like a writingdesk?”
“Come, we shall have some fun now!” thought Alice. “I’m glad they’ve begun asking riddles—I believe I can
guess that,” she added aloud.
“Do you mean that you think you can find out the answer to it?” said the March Hare.
“Exactly so,” said Alice.
“Then you should say what you mean,” the March Hare went on.
“I do,” Alice hastily replied; “at least—at least I mean what I say—that’s the same thing, you know.”
“Not the same thing a bit!” said the Hatter. “Why, you might just as well say that ‘I see what I eat’ is the same
thing as ‘I eat what I see’!”
“You might just as well say,” added the March Hare, “that ‘I like what I get’ is the same thing as ‘I get what I
like’!”
“You might just as well say,” added the Dormouse, which seemed to be talking in its sleep, “that I breathe
when I sleep’ is the same thing as ‘I sleep when I breathe’!”
“It is the same thing with you,” said the Hatter, and here the conversation dropped, and the party sat silent for a
minute, while Alice thought over all she could remember about ravens and writing-desks, which wasn’t much.
The Hatter was the first to break the silence. “What day of the month is it?” he said, turning to Alice: he had
taken his watch out of his pocket, and was looking at it uneasily, shaking it every now and then, and holding it to
his ear.
Alice considered a little, and then said “The fourth.”
“Two days wrong!” sighed the Hatter. “I told you butter wouldn’t suit the works!” he added, looking angrily at
the March Hare.
“It was the best butter,” the March Hare meekly replied.
“Yes, but some crumbs must have got in as well,” the Hatter grumbled: “you should have put it in with the
bread-knife.”
The March Hare took the watch and looked at it gloomily: then he dipped it into his cup of tea, and looked at it
again: but he could think of nothing better to say than his first remark, “It was the best butter, you know.”
Alice had been looking over his shoulder with some curiosity. “What a funny watch!” she remarked. “It tells
the day of the month, and doesn’t tell what o’clock it is!”
“Why should it?” muttered the Hatter. “Does your watch tell you what year it is?”
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“Of course not,” Alice replied very readily: “but that’s because it stays the same year for such a long time
together.”
“Which is just the case with mine,” said the Hatter.
Alice felt dreadfully puzzled. The Hatter’s remark seemed to her to have no sort of meaning in it, and yet it
was certainly English. “I don’t quite understand you,” she said, as politely as she could.
“The Dormouse is asleep again,” said the Hatter, and he poured a little hot tea upon its nose.
The Dormouse shook its head impatiently, and said, without opening its eyes, “Of course, of course: just what I
was going to remark myself.”
“Have you guessed the riddle yet?” the Hatter said, turning to Alice again.
“No, I give it up,” Alice replied. “What’s the answer?”
“I haven’t the slightest idea,” said the Hatter.
“Nor I,” said the March Hare.
Alice sighed wearily. “I think you might do something better with the time,” she said, “than wasting it in
asking riddles that have no answers.”
“If you know Time as well as I do,” said the Hatter, “you wouldn’t talk about wasting it. It’s him.”
“I don’t know what you mean,” said Alice.
“Of course you don’t!” the Hatter said, tossing his head contemptuously. “I dare say you never even spoke to
Time!”
“Perhaps not,” Alice cautiously replied; “but I know I have to beat time when I learn music.”
“Ah! that accounts for it,” said the Hatter. “He won’t stand beating. Now, if you only kept on good terms with
him, he’d do almost anything you liked with the clock. For instance, suppose it were none o’clock in the morning,
just time to begin lessons: you’d only have to whisper a hint to Time, and round goes the clock in a twinkling!
Half-past one, time for dinner!”
(“I only wish it was,” the March Hare said to itself in a whisper.)
“That would be grand, certainly,” said Alice thoughtfully; “but then—I shouldn’t be hungry for it, you know.”
“Not at first, perhaps,” said the Hatter: “but you could keep it to half-past one as long as you liked.”
“Is that the way you manage?” Alice asked.
The Hatter shook his head mournfully. “Not I!” he replied. “We quarreled last March—just before he went
mad, you know—” (pointing with his teaspoon at the March Hare,) “—it was the great concert given by the
Queen of Hearts, and I had to sing
‘Twinkle, twinkle, little bat!
How I wonder what you’re at!’

You know the song, perhaps?”
“I’ve heard something like it,” said Alice.
“It goes on, you know,” the Hatter continued, “in this way:—
Up above the world you fly,
Like a tea-tray in the sky.
Twinkle, twinkle—’”

Here the Dormouse shook itself, and began singing in its sleep
“Twinkle, twinkle, twinkle, twinkle—”

and went on so long that they had to pinch it to make it stop. “Well, I’d hardly finished the first verse,” said the
Hatter, “when the Queen bawled out ‘He’s murdering the time! Off with his head!’”
“How dreadfully savage!” exclaimed Alice.
“And ever since that,” the Hatter went on in a mournful tone, “he won’t do a thing I ask! It’s always six
o’clock now.”
A bright idea came into Alice’s head. “Is that the reason so many tea-things are put out here?” she asked.
“Yes, that’s it,” said the Hatter with a sigh: “it’s always tea-time, and we’ve no time to wash the things between
whiles.”
“Then you keep moving round, I suppose?” said Alice.
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“Exactly so,” said the Hatter: “As the things get used up.”
“But what happens when you come to the beginning again?” Alice ventured to ask.
“Suppose we change the subject,” the March Hare interrupted, yawning. “I’m getting tired of this. I vote the
young lady tells us a story.”
“I’m afraid I don’t know one,” said Alice, rather alarmed at the proposal.
“Then the Dormouse shall!” they both cried. “Wake up, Dormouse!” And they pinched it on both sides at once.
The Dormouse slowly opened its eyes. “I wasn’t asleep,” it said in a hoarse, feeble voice. “I heard every word
you fellows were saying.”
“Tell us a story!” said the March Hare.
“Yes, please do!” pleaded Alice.
“And be quick about it,” added the Hatter, “or you’ll be asleep again before it’s done.”
“Once upon a time there were three little sisters,” the Dormouse began in a great hurry; “and their names were
Elsie, Lacie, and Tillie; and they lived at the bottom of a well—”
“What did they live on?” said Alice, who always took a great interest in questions of eating and drinking.
“They lived on treacle,” said the Dormouse, after thinking a minute or two.
“They couldn’t have don’t that, you know,” Alice gently remarked. “They’d have been ill.”
“So they were,” said the Dormouse; “very ill.”\fn{Treacle is the British term for molasses; it is the overpoweringly sweet
liquor that drains from sugar-refining molds, also called refiners syrup or sugar-house molasses. I first discovered a British version of it in
1972, when I went to England. It was extremely viscous, like liquid glass both in fluidity and opacity .}

Alice tried a little to fancy to herself what such an extraordinary way of living would be like, but it puzzled her
too much: so she went on: “But why did they live at the bottom of a well?”
“Take some more tea,” the March Hare said to Alice, very earnestly.
“I’ve had nothing yet,” Alice replied in an offended tone: “so I can’t take more.”
“You mean you can’t take less,” said the Hatter: “it’s very easy to take more than nothing.”
“Nobody asked your opinion,” said Alice.
“Who’s making personal remarks now?” the Hatter asked triumphantly.
Alice did not quite know what to say to this: so she helped herself to some tea and bread-and-butter, and then
turned to the Dormouse, and repeated her question. “Why did they live at the bottom of a well?”
The Dormouse again took a minute or two to think about it, and then said “It was as treacle-well.”
“There’s no such thing!” Alice was beginning very angrily, but the Hatter and the March Hare went “Sh! Sh!”
and the Dormouse sulkily remarked “If you can’t be civil, you’d better finish the story for yourself.”
“No, please go on!” Alice said very humbly. “I won’t interrupt you again. I dare say there may be one.”
“One, indeed!” said the Dormouse indignantly. However, he consented to go on.” And so these three little
sisters—they were learning to draw, you know—”
“What did they draw?” said Alice, quite forgetting her promise.
“Treacle,” said the Dormouse, without considering at all, this time.
“I want a clean cup,” interrupted the Hatter: “let’s all move one place on.”
He moved on as he spoke, and the Dormouse followed: the March Hare moved into the Dormouse’s place, and
Alice rather unwillingly took the place of the March Hare. The Hatter was the only one who got any advantage
from the change; and Alice was a good deal worse off than before, as the March Hare had just upset the milk-jug
into his plate.
Alice did not wish to offend the Dormouse again, so she began very cautiously: “But I don’t understand.
Where did they draw the treacle from?”
“You can draw water out of a water-well,” said the Hatter; “so I should think you could draw treacle out of a
treacle-well—eh, stupid?”
“But they were in the well,” Alice said to the Dormouse, not choosing to notice this last remark.
“Of course they were,” said the Dormouse: “well in.”
This answer so confused poor Alice, that she let the Dormouse go on for some time without interrupting it.
“They were learning to draw,” the Dormouse went on, yawning and rubbing its eyes, for it was getting very
sleepy; “and they drew all manner of things—everything that begins with an M—”
“Why with an M?” said Alice.
“Why not?” said the March Hare. Alice was silent.
The dormouse had closed its eyes by this time, and was going off into a doze; but, on being pinched by the
Hatter, it woke up again with a little shriek, and went on:—“that begins with an M, such as mouse-traps, and the
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moon, and memory, and muchness—you know you say things are “much of a muchness”—did you ever see such
a thing as a drawing of a muchness!”
“Really, now you ask me,” said Alice, very much confused, “I don’t think—”
“Then you shouldn’t talk,” said the Hatter.
This piece of rudeness was more than Alice could bear; she got up in great disgust, and walked off: the
Dormouse fell asleep instantly, and neither of the others took the least notice of her going, though she looked back
once or twice half hoping that they would call after her: the last time she saw them, they were trying to put the
Dormouse into the teapot.
“At any rate I’ll never go there again!” said Alice, as she picked here way through the wood. “It’s the stupidest
tea-party I ever was at in all my life!”
Just as she said this, she noticed that one of the trees had a door leading right into it. “That’s very curious!” she
thought. “But everything’s curious today. I think I may as well go in at once.” And in she went.
Once more she found herself in the long hall, and close to the little glass table. “Now, I’ll manage better this
time,” she said to herself, and began by taking the little golden key, and unlocking the door that led into the
garden. Then she set to work nibbling at the mushroom (she had kept a piece of it in her pocket) till she was about
a foot high: then she walked down the little passage: and then—she found herself at last in the beautiful garden,
among the bright flower-beds and the cool fountains.
8
A large rose-tree stood near the entrance of the garden: the roses growing on it were white, but there were three
gardeners at it, busily painting them red. Alice thought this a very curious thing, and she went nearer to watch
them, and, just as she came up to them, she heard one of them say “Look out now, Five! Don’t go splashing paint
over me like that!”
“I couldn’t help it,” said Five, in a sulky tone. “Seven jogged my elbow.”
On which Seven looked up and said “That’s right, Five! Always lay the blame on others!”
“You’d better not talk!” said Five. “I heard the Queen say only yesterday you deserved to be beheaded.”
“What for?” said the one who had spoke first.
“That’s none of your business, Two!” said Seven.
“Yes, it is his business!” said Five. “And I’ll tell him—it was for bringing the cook tulip-roots instead of
onions.”
Seven flung down his brush, and had just begun “Well, of all the unjust things—” when his eye chanced to fall
upon Alice, as she stood watching them, and he checked himself suddenly: the others looked round also, and all of
them bowed low.
“Would you tell me, please,” said Alice, a little timidly, “why you are painting those roses?”
Five and Seven said nothing, but looked at Two. Two began, in a low voice, “Why, the fact is, you see, Miss,
this here ought to have been a red rose-tree, and we put a white on in by mistake; and, if the Queen was to find it
out, we should all have our heads cut off, you know. So you see, Miss, we’re doing our best, afore she comes, to
—” At this moment, Five, who had been anxiously looking across the garden, called out “The Queen! The
Queen!” and the three gardeners instantly threw themselves flat upon their faces. There was a sound of many
footsteps, and Alice looked round, eager to see the Queen.
First came ten soldiers carrying clubs: these were all shaped like the three gardeners, oblong and flat, with their
hands and feet at the corners: next the ten courtiers: there were ornamented all over with diamonds, and walked
two and two, as the soldiers did. After these came the royal children: there were ten of them, and the little dears
came jumping merrily along, hand in hand, in couples: they were all ornamented with hearts. Next came the
guests, mostly Kings and Queens, and among them Alice recognized the White Rabbit: it was talking in a hurried
nervous manner, smiling at everything that was said, and went by without noticing her. Then followed the Knave
of Hearts, carrying the King’s crown on a crimson velvet cushion; and, last of all this grand procession, came THE
KING AND THE QUEEN OF HEARTS.
Alice was rather doubtful whether she ought not to lie down on here face like the three gardeners, but she
could not remember ever having heard of such a rule at processions; “and besides, what would be the use of a
procession,” thought she, “if people had all to lie down on their faces, so that they couldn’t see it?” So she stood
where she was, and waited.
When the procession came opposite to Alice, they all stopped and looked at her, and the Queen said, severely,
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“Who is this?” She said it to the Knave of Hearts, who only bowed and smiled in reply.
“Idiot!” said the Queen, tossing her head impatiently; and, burning to Alice, she went on: “What’s you name,
child?”
“My name is Alice, so please your Majesty,” said Alice very politely; but she added, to herself, “Why, they’re
only a pack of cards, after all. I needn’t be afraid of them!”
“And who are these?” said the Queen, pointing to the three gardeners who were lying round the rose-tree; for,
you see, as they were lying on their faces, and the pattern on their backs was the same as the rest of the pack, she
could not tell whether they were gardeners, or soldiers, or courtiers, or three of her own children.
“How should I know?” said Alice, surprised at her own courage. “It’s no business of mine.”
The Queen turned crimson with fury, and, after glaring at her for a moment like a wild best, began screaming
“Off with her head! Off with—”
“Nonsense!” said Alice, very loudly and decidedly, and the Queen was silent.
The King laid his hand upon her arm, and timidly said, “Consider, my dear: she is only a child!”
The Queen turned angrily away from him, and said to the Knave,\fn{ The Jack.} “Turn them over!”
The Knave did so, very carefully, with one foot.
“Get up!” said the Queen in a shrill, loud voice, and the three gardeners instantly jumped up, and began
bowing to the King, the Queen, the royal children, and everybody else.
“Leave off that!” screamed the Queen. “You make me giddy.” And then, turning to the rose-tree, she went on
“What have you been doing here?”
“May it please your Majesty,” said Two, in a very humble tone, going down on one knee as he spoke, “we
were trying—”
“I see!” said the Queen, who had meanwhile been examining the roses. “Off with their heads!” and the
procession moved on, three of the soldiers remaining behind to execute the unfortunate gardeners, who ran to
Alice for protection.
“You shan’t be beheaded!” said Alice, and she put them into a large flower-pot that stood near. The three
soldiers wandered about for a minute or two, looking for them, and then quietly marched off after the others.
“Are their heads off?” shouted the Queen.
“Their heads are gone, if it please your Majesty!” the soldiers shouted in reply.
“That’s right!” shouted the Queen. “Can you play croquet?”
The soldiers were silent, and looked at Alice, as the question was evidently meant for her.
“Yes!” shouted Alice. “Come on, then!” roared the Queen, and Alice joined the procession, wondering very
much what would happen next.
“It’s—it’s a very fine day!” said a timid voice at her side. She was walking by the White Rabbit, who was
peeping anxiously into her face.
“Very,” said Alice. “Where’s the Duchess?”
“Hush! Hush!” said the Rabbit in a low hurried tone. He looked anxiously over his shoulder as he spoke, and
then raised himself upon tiptoe, put his mouth close to her ear, and whispered “She’s under sentence of
execution.”
“What for?” said Alice.
“Did you say ‘What a Pity!’?” the Rabbit asked.
“No, I didn’t,” said Alice. “I don’t think it’s at all a pity. I said ‘What for?’”
“She boxed the Queen’s ears—” the Rabbit began. Alice gave a little scream of laughter. “Oh, hush!” the
Rabbit whispered in a frightened tone. “The Queen will hear you! You see she came rather late, and the Queen
said—”
“Get to your places!” shouted the Queen in a voice of thunder, and people began running about in all
directions, tumbling up against each other: however, they got settled down in a minute or two, and the game
began.
Alice thought she had never seen such a curious croquet-ground in her life: it was all ridges and furrows: the
croquet balls were live hedgehogs, and the mallets live flamingoes, and the soldiers had to double themselves up
and stand on their hands and feet, to make the arches.\fn{ Croquet is a ball-and-mallet game, particularly popular in Britain and
the United States in the mid- to late-19 th century. In the Upper World it is played on a grass court or lawn, ideally 35x38 yards, with an
arrangement of six hoops and one peg. Two to four players attempt to follow a prescribed course through the hoops (which are usually
spindly little wire things), each using a distinctively colored ball, the winner being the first to hit the peg with his ball. If a player’s ball hits
another ball, the player may croquet this ball by placing his own ball next to it and striking his own ball so that the opponent’s ball is also
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moved; the object is to advance his own ball toward the peg and to drive his opponent’s ball off course. After passing through a hoop or
scoring a roquet the player has another turn.}

The chief difficulty Alice found at first was in managing her flamingo: she succeeding in getting its body
tucked away, comfortably enough, under her arm, with its legs hanging down, but generally, just as she had got its
neck nicely straightened out, and was going to give the hedgehog a blow with its head, it would twist itself round
and look up in her face, with such a puzzled expression that she could not help bursting out laughing; and, when
she had got its head down, and was going to begin again, it was very provoking to find that the hedgehog had
unrolled itself, and was in the act of crawling away: besides all this, there was generally a ridge or a furrow in the
way wherever she wanted to send the hedgehog to, and, as the doubled-up soldiers were always getting up and
walking off to other parts of the ground, Alice soon came to the conclusion that it was a very difficult game
indeed.
The players all played at once, without waiting for turns, quarreling all the while, and fighting for the
hedgehogs; and in a very short time the Queen was in a furious passion, and went stamping about, and shouting
“Off with his head!” or “Off with here head!” about once in a minute.
Alice began to feel very uneasy: to be sure, she had not as yet has any dispute with the Queen, but she knew
that it might happen any minute, “and then,” thought she, “what would become of me? They’re dreadfully fond of
beheading people here: the great wonder is, that there’s any one left alive!”
She was looking about for some way of escape, and wondering whether she could get away without being
seen, when she noticed a curious appearance in the air: it puzzled her very much at first, but after watching it a
minute or two she made it out to be a grin, and she said to herself “It’s the Cheshire-Cat: now I shall have
somebody to talk to.”
“How are you getting on?” said the Cat, as soon as there was mouth enough for it to speak.
Alice waited till the eyes appeared, and then nodded. “It’s no use speaking to it,” she thought, “till its ears have
come, or at least one of them.” In another minute the whole head appeared, and then Alice put down her flamingo,
and began an account of the game, feeling very glad she had some one to listen to her. The Cat seemed to think
that there was enough of it now in sight, and no more of it appeared.
“I don’t think they play at all fairly,” Alice began, in rather a complaining tone, “and they all quarrel so
dreadfully one can’t hear oneself speak—and they don’t seem to have any rules in particular: at least, if there are,
nobody attends to them—and you’ve no idea how confusing it is all the things being alive: for instance, there’s
the arch I’ve got to go through next walking about at the other end of the ground—and I should have croqued the
Queen’s hedgehog just now, only it ran away when it saw mine coming!”
“How do you like the Queen?” said the Cat in a low voice.
“Not at all,” said Alice: “She’s so extremely—“ Just then she noticed that the Queen was close behind her,
listening: so she went on “—likely to win, that it’s hardly worth while finishing the game.”
The Queen smiled and passed on.
“Who are you talking to?” said the King, coming up to Alice, and looking at the Cat’s head with great
curiosity.
“It’s a friend of mine—a Cheshire-Cat,” said Alice: “allow me to introduce it.”
“I don’t like the look of it at all,” said the King: “however, it may kiss my hand, if it likes.”
“I’d rather not,” the Cat remarked.
“Don’t be impertinent,” said the King, “and don’t look at me like that!” He got behind Alice as he spoke.
“A cat may look at a king,” said Alice. “I’ve read that in some book, but I don’t remember where.”
“Well, it must be removed,” said the King very decidedly; and he called to the Queen, who was passing at the
moment, “My dear! I wish you would have this cat removed!”
The Queen had only one way of settling all difficulties, great or small. “Off with his head!” she said without
even looking around.
“I’ll fetch the executioner myself,” said the King eagerly, and he hurried off.
Alice thought she might as well go back and see how the game was going on, as she heard the Queen’s voice
in the distance, screaming with passion. She had already heard her sentence three of the players to be executed for
having missed their turns, and she did not like the look of things at all, as the game was in such confusion that she
never knew whether it was her turn or not. So she went off in search of her hedgehog.
The hedgehog was engaged in a fight with another hedgehog, which seemed to Alice an excellent opportunity
for croqueting one of them with the other: the only difficulty was, that her flamingo was gone across the other
side of the garden, where Alice could see it trying in a helpless sort of way to fly up into a tree.
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By the time she had caught the flamingo and brought it back, the fight was over, and both the hedgehogs were
out of sight: “but it does not matter much,” thought Alice, “as all the arches are gone from this side of the
ground.” So she tucked it away under her arm, that it might not escape again, and went back to have a little more
conversation with her friend.
When she got back to the Cheshire-Cat, she was surprised to find quite a large crowd collected round it: there
was a dispute going on between the executioner, the King, and the Queen, who were all talking at once, while all
the rest were quite silent, and looked very uncomfortable.
The moment Alice appeared, she was appealed to by all three to settle the question, and they repeated their
arguments to her, though, as they all spoke at once, she found it very hard to make out exactly what they said.
The executioner’s argument was, that you couldn’t cut off a head unless there was a body to cut it off from:
that he had never had to do such a thing before, and he wasn’t going to begin at his time of life.
The King’s argument was that anything that had ahead could be beheaded, and that you weren’t to talk
nonsense.
The Queen’s argument was that, if something wasn’t done about it in less than no time, she’d have everybody
executed, all round. (It was this last remark that had made the whole party look so grave and anxious.)
Alice could think of nothing else to say but “It belongs to the Duchess: you’d better ask her about it.”
“She’s in prison,” the Queen said to the executioner: “fetch her here.” And the executioner went off like an
arrow.
The Cat’s head began fading away the moment he was gone, and, by the time he had come back with the
Duchess, it had entirely disappeared: so the King and the executioner ran wildly up and down, looking for it,
while the rest of the party went back to the game.
9
“You can’t think how glad I am to see you, you dear old thing!” said the Duchess, as she talked her arm
affectionately into Alice’s, and they walked off together.
Alice was very glad to find her in such a pleasant temper, and thought to herself that perhaps it was only the
pepper that had made her so savage when they met in the kitchen.
“When I’m a Duchess,” she said to herself (not in a very hopeful tone, though), “I won’t have any pepper in
my kitchen at all. Soup does very well without—maybe it’s always pepper that makes people hot-tempered,” she
went on, very much pleased at having found out a new kind of rule, “and vinegar that makes them sour—and
chamomile that makes them bitter—and—and barley-sugar and such things that make children sweet-tempered. I
only wish people knew that: then they wouldn’t be so stingy about it, you know—”
She had quite forgotten the Duchess by this time, and was a little startled when she heard her voice close to her
ear. “You’re thinking about something, my dear, and that makes you forget to talk. I can’t tell you just now what
the moral of that is, but I shall remember it in a bit.”
“Perhaps it hasn’t one,” Alice ventured to remark.
“Tut, tut, child!” said the Duchess. “Everything’s got a moral, if only you can find it.” And she squeezed
herself up closer to Alice’s side as she spoke.
Alice did not much like her keeping so close to her: first because the Duchess was very ugly; and secondly,
because she was exactly the right height to rest her chin on Alice’s shoulder, and it was an uncomfortably sharp
chin. However, she did not like to be rude: so she bore it as well as she could.
“The game’s going on rather better now,” she said, by way of keeping up the conversation a little.
“’Tis so,” said the Duchess: “and the moral of that is—‘Oh, ’tis love, ’tis love, that makes the world go
round!’”
“Somebody said,” Alice whispered, “that it’s done by everybody minding their own business!”
“Ah well! It means much the same thing,” said the Duchess, digging her sharp little chin into Alice’s shoulder
as she added “and the moral of that is—‘Take care of the sense, and the sounds will take care of themselves.’”
“How fond she is of finding morals in things!” Alice thought to herself.
“I dare say you’re wondering why I don’t put my arm round your waist,” the duchess said, after a pause: “the
reason is, that I’m doubtful about the temper of your flamingo. Shall I try the experiment?”
“He might bite,” Alice cautiously replied, not feeling at all anxious to have the experiment tried.
“Very true,” said the Duchess: “flamingoes and mustard both bite. And the moral of that is—‘Birds of a feather
flock together.’”
“Only mustard isn’t a bird,” Alice remarked.
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“Right, as usual,” said the Duchess: “what a clear way you have of putting things!”
“It’s a mineral, I think,” said Alice.
“Of course it is,” said the Duchess, who seemed ready to agree to everything that Alice said: “there’s a large
mustard-machine near here. And the moral of that is—“The more there is of mine, the less there is of yours.’”
“Oh, I know!” exclaimed Alice, who had not attended to this last remark. “It’s a vegetable. It doesn’t look like
one, but it is.”
“I quite agree with you,” said the Duchess; “and the moral of that is—“Be what you would seem to be”—or, if
you’d like it put more simply[[“Never imagine yourself not to be otherwise than what it might appear to others
that what you were or might have been was not otherwise than what you had been would have appeared to them
to be otherwise.’”
“I think I should understand that better,” Alice said very politely, “if I had it written down: but I can’t quite
follow it s you say it.”
“That’s nothing to what I could say if I chose,” the Duchess replied, in a pleased tone.
“Pray don’t trouble yourself to say it any longer than that,” said Alice.
“Oh, don’t talk about trouble!” said the Duchess. “I make you a present of everything I’ve said as yet.”
“A cheap sort of present!” thought Alice. “I’m glad people don’t give birthday-presents like that!” But she did
not venture to say it out loud.
“Thinking again?” the Duchess asked, with another dig of her sharp little chin.
“I’ve a right to think,” said Alice sharply, for she was beginning to feel a little worried.
“Just about as much right,” said the Duchess, “as pigs have to fly; and the m—”
But here, to Alice’s great surprise, the Duchess’s voice died away, even in the middle of her favorite word
‘moral,’ and the arm that was linked into hers began to tremble. Alice looked up, and there stood the Queen in
front of them, with her arms folded, frowning like a thunderstorm.
“A fine day, your Majesty!” the Duchess began in a low, weak voice.
“Now, I give you fair warning,” shouted the Queen, stamping on the ground as she spoke; “either you our your
head must be off, and that in about half no time! Take your choice!”
The Duchess took her choice, and was gone in a moment.
“Let’s go on with the game,” the Queen said to Alice; and Alice was too much frightened to say a word, but
slowly followed her back to the croquet-ground.
The other guests had taken advantage of the Queen’s absence, and were resting in the shade: however, the
moment they saw her, they hurried back to the game, the Queen merely remarking that a moment’s delay would
cost them their lives.
All the time they were playing the Queen never left off quarreling with the other layers and shouting “Off with
his head!” or “Off with her head!” Those whom she sentenced were taken into custody by the soldiers, who of
course had to leave off being arches to do this, so that, by the end of half an hour or so, there were no arches left,
and all the players, except the King, the Queen, and Alice, were in custody and under sentence of execution.
Then the Queen left off, quite out of breath, and said to Alice, “Have you seen the Mock Turtle yet?”
“No,” said Alice. “I don’t even know what a Mock Turtle is.”
“It’s the thing Mock Turtle Soup is made from,” said the Queen.
“I never saw one, or heard of one,” said Alice.
“Come on, then,” said the Queen, “and he shall tell you his history.”
As they walked off together, Alice heard the King say in a low voice, to the company, generally, “You are all
pardoned.” “Come, that’s a good thing!” she said to herself, for she had felt quite unhappy at the number of
executions the Queen had ordered.
They very soon came upon a Gryphon, lying fast asleep in the sun. (If you don’t know what a Gryphon is, look
at the picture.)\fn{The text of Alice’s adventures was almost from the start accompanied by caricature illustrations rendered by Sir John
Tenniel (1820-1914); who, besides these, was noted especially for his humorously satirical cartoons for the English magazine Punch (for
which he labored from 1850-1901); of which some 2,300 survive. I have always thought him rather lucky in his abilities to draw such a
splendid Gryphon (Griffin to Spell-check spelling)—for the beast is extinct now, in the Upper World, and has been so for some thousands
of years—until I learned that it was a favorite motif in the decorative arts in the ancient near east and classical lands, probably originating
in art sometime during the second millennium BC, and becoming commonplace on seals and ivories all over western Asia by c.1500BC.
Tenniel’s Gryphon is much later than this, however, because he shows a sample of the Greek species, which possessed horse’s ears on
either side of the eagle’s head; and this arrangement was apparently not known in art until the 7 th or 8th century BC. } “Up, lazy thing!”

said the Queen, “and take this young lady to see the Mock Turtle, and to hear his history. I must go back and see
after some executions I have ordered;” and she walked off, leaving Alice alone with the Gryphon. Alice did not
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quite like the look of the creature, but on the whole she thought it would be quite as safe to stay with it as to go
after that savage Queen: so she waited.
The Griffin sat up and rubbed its eyes: then it watched the Queen till she was out of sight: then it chuckled.
“What fun!” said the Gryphon, half to itself, half to Alice.
“What is the fun?” said Alice.
“Why, she,” said the Gryphon. It’s all her fancy, that: they never executes nobody, you know. Come on!”
“Everybody says ‘come on!’ here,” thought Alice, as she went slowly after it: “I never was so ordered about
before, in all my life, never!”
They had not gone far before they saw the Mock Turtle in the distance, sitting sad and lonely on a little ledge
of rock, and, as they came nearer, Alice could hear him sighing as if his heart would break. She pitied him deeply.
“What is his sorrow?” she asked the Gryphon. And the Gryphon answered, very nearly in the same words as
before, “It’s all his fancy, that: he hasn’t got no sorrow, you know. Come on!”
So they went up to the Mock Turtle, who looked at them with large eyes full of tears, but said nothing.
“This here young lady,” said the Gryphon, “she wants for to know your history, she do.”
“I’ll tell it her,” said the Mock Turtle in a deep, hollow tone. “Sit down, both of you, and don’t speak a word
till I’ve finished.”
So they sat down, and nobody spoke for some minutes. Alice thought to herself, “I don’t see how he can ever
finish, if he doesn’t begin.” But she waited patiently.
“Once,” said the Mock turtle at last, with a deep sigh, “I was a real Turtle.”
These words were followed by a very long silence, broken only by an occasional exclamation of “Hjckrrh!”
from the Gryphon, and the constant heavy sobbing of the Mock Turtle. Alice was very nearly getting up and
saying, “Than you, Sir, for your interesting story,” but she could not help thinking there must be more to come, so
she sat still and said nothing.
“When we were little,” the Mock Turtle went on at last, more calmly, though still sobbing a little now and then,
“we went to school in the sea. The master was an old Turtle—we used to call him Tortoise—”
“Why did you call him Tortoise, if he wasn’t one?” Alice asked.
“We called him Tortoise because he taught us,” said the Mock Turtle angrily. “Really you are very dull!”\fn{ A
opposed to quick-witted; the reader has no doubt discovered by this time the penchant for plays-on-words and other witticisms so
characteristic of many of the inhabitants of Wonderland .}

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself for asking such a simple question,” added the Gryphon; and then they
both sat silent and looked at poor Alice, who felt ready to sink into the earth. At last the Gryphon said to the Mock
Turtle, “Drive on, old fellow! Don’t be all day about it!” and he went on in these words:—
“Yes, we went to school in the sea, though you mayn’t\fn{May not.} believe it—”
“I never said I didn’t!” interrupted Alice.
“You did,” said the Mock Turtle.
“Hold your tongue!” added the Gryphon, before Alice could speak again. The Mock Turtle went on.
“We had the best of educations—in fact, we went to school every day—”
“I’ve been to a day-school, too,” said Alice. “You needn’t be so proud as all that.”
“With extras?” asked the Mock Turtle, a little anxiously.
“Yes,” said Alice: “we learned French and music.”
“And washing?” said the Mock Turtle.
“Certainly not!” said Alice indignantly.
“Ah! Then yours wasn’t a really good school,” said the Mock Turtle in a tone of great relief. “Now, at ours,
they had, at the end of the bill, ‘French, music, and washing—extra.’”
“You couldn’t have wanted it much,” said Alice; “living at the bottom of the sea.”
“I couldn’t afford to learn it,” said the Mock Turtle with a sigh. “I only took the regular course.”
“What was that?” inquired Alice.
“Reeling and Writhing, of course, to begin with,” the Mock Turtle replied; “and then the different branches of
Arithmetic—Ambition, Distraction, Uglification, and Derision.”
“I never heard of ‘Uglification,’” Alice ventured to say. “What is it?”
The Gryphon lifted up both its claws\fn{The text has: paws; but the Gryphon/Griffin possesses paws only at the termination of
its hind legs; its forelegs being very clearly in Tenniel’s work the legs of an eagle, terminating in talons. On the other hand, the author uses
the same word quite soon to apply to the Mock Turtle’s flippers as well; so he may intend it to be understood in a generic sense, as the
termination of the forelimbs of any beast—except, of course, for us .} in surprise. “Never heard of uglifying!” it exclaimed.
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“You know what to beautify is, I suppose?”
“Yes,” said Alice doubtfully: “it means—to—make—anything—prettier.”
“Well, then,” the Gryphon went on, “if you don’t know what to uglify is, you are a simpleton.”
Alice did not feel encouraged to ask any more questions about it: so she turned to the Mock Turtle, and said,
“What else had you to learn?”
“Well, there was Mystery,” the Mock Turtle replied, counting off the subjects on his flappers,—“Mystery,
ancient and modern, with Seaography: then Drawling—the Drawling-master was an old conger-eel, that used to
come once a week: he taught us Drawling, Stretching, and Fainting in Coils.”
“What was that like?” said Alice.
“Well, I can’t show it you, myself,” the Mock Turtle said: “I’m too stiff. And the Gryphon near learnt it.”
“Hadn’t time,” said the Gryphon: “I went to the Classical master, though. He was an old crab, he was.”
“I never went to him,” the Mock Turtle said with a sigh. “He taught Laughing and Grief, they used to say.”
“So he did, so he did,” said the Gryphon, sighing in his turn; and both creatures hid their faces in their paws.
“And how many hours a day did you do lessons?” said Alice, in a hurry to change the subject.
“Ten hours the first day,” said the Mock Turtle: “nine the next, and so on.”
“What a curious plan!” exclaimed Alice.
“That’s the reason they’re called lessons,” the Gryphon remarked: “because they lessen from day to day.”
This was quite a new idea to Alice, and she thought it over a little before she made her next remark. “Then the
eleventh day must have been a holiday?”
“Of course it was,” said the Mock Turtle.
“And how did you manage on the twelfth?” Alice went on eagerly.
“That’s enough about lessons,” the Gryphon interrupted in a very decided tone. “Tell her something about the
games now.”
10
The Mock Turtle sighed deeply, and drew the back of one flapper across his eyes. He looked at Alice and tried
to speak, but, for a minute or two, sobs choked his voice. “Same as if he had a bone in his throat,” said Gryphon;
and it set to work shaking him and punching him in the back. At last the Mock Turtle recovered his voice, and,
with tears running down his cheeks, he went on again:—
“You may not have lived much under the sea—” (“I haven’t,” said Alice)—“and perhaps you were never even
introduced to a lobster—” (Alice began to say “I once tasted—” but checked herself hastily, and said “No, never”)
—“so you can have no idea what a delightful thing a Lobster-Quadrille is!”
“No, indeed,” said Alice. “What sort of a dance is it?”
“Why, said the Gryphon, “you first form into a line along the sea-shore—”
“Two lines!” cried the Mock Turtle. “Seals, turtles, salmon, and so on: then, when you’ve cleared al the jellyfish out of the way—”
“That generally takes some time,” interrupted the Gryphon.
“—you advance twice—”
“Each with a lobster as a partner!” cried the Gryphon.
“Of course,” the Mock Turtle said: “advance twice, set to partners—”
“—change lobsters, and retire in same order,” continued the Gryphon.
“Then, you know,” the Mock Turtle went on, “you throw the—”
“The lobsters!” shouted the Gryphon, with a bound into the air.
“—as far out to sea as you can—”
“Swim after them!” screamed the Gryphon.
“Turn a somersault in the sea!” cried the Mock Turtle, capering wildly about.
“Change lobsters again!” yelled the Gryphon at the top of its voice.
“Back to land again, and—that’s all the first figure,” said the Mock Turtle, suddenly dropping his voice; and
the two creatures, who had been jumping about like mad things all this time, sat down again very sadly and
quietly, and looked at Alice.
“It must be a very pretty dance,” said Alice timidly.
“Would you like to see a little of it?” said the Mock Turtle.
“Very much indeed,” said Alice.
“Come, let’s try the first figure!” said the Mock Turtle to the Gryphon. “We can do it without lobsters, you
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know. Which shall sing?”
“Oh, you sing,” said the Gryphon. “I’ve forgotten the words.”
So they began solemnly dancing round and round Alice, every now and then treading on her toes when they
passed too close, and waving their fore-paws to mark the time, while the Mock Turtle sang this, very slowly and
sadly”—
“Will you walk a little faster?” said a whiting to a snail,
“There’s a porpoise close behind us, and he’s treading on my tail
See how eagerly the lobsters and the turtles all advance!
They are waiting on the shingle—will you come and join the dance?
Will you, won’t you, will you, won’t you, will you join the dance?
Will you, won’t you, will you, won’t you, will you join the dance?”
“You can really have no notion how delightful it will be
When they take us up and throw us, with the lobsters, out to sea!”
But the snail replied “Too far, too far!” and grave a look askance—
Said he thanked the whiting kindly, but he would not join the dance.
Would not, could not, would not, could not, would not join the dance.
Would not, could not, would not, could not, could not join the dance.
“What matters it how far we go?” his scaly friend replied.
“The further off from England the nearer is to France.
There is another shore, you know, upon the other side.
Then turn not pale, beloved snail, but come and join the dance.
Will you, won’t you, will you, won’t you, will you join the dance?
Will you, won’t you, will you, won’t you, will you join the dance?”

“Thank you, it’s a very interesting dance to watch,” said Alice, feeling very glad that it was over at last: “and I
do so like that curious song about the whiting!”
“Oh, as to the whiting,” said the Mock Turtle, “they—you’ve seen them, of course?”
“Yes,” said Alice, “I’ve often seen them at dinn—” she checked herself hastily.
“I don’t know where Dinn may be,” said the Mock Turtle; “but if you’ve seen them so often, of course you
know what they’re like?”
“I believe so,” Alice replied thoughtfully. “They have their tails in their mouths—and they’re all over crumbs.”
“You’re wrong about the crumbs,” said the Mock Turtle: “crumbs would all wash off in the sea. But they have
their tails in their mouths; and the reason is—” here the Mock Turtle yawned and shut his eyes. “Tell her about the
reason and all that,” he said to the Gryphon.
“The reason is,” said the Gryphon, “that they would go with the lobsters to the dance. So they go t thrown out
to sea. So they had to fall a long way. So they got their tails fast in their mouths. So they couldn’t get them out
again. That’s all.”
“Thank you,” said Alice, “it’s very interesting. I never knew so much about a whiting before.”
“I can tell you more than that, if you like,” said the Gryphon. “Do you know why it’s called a whiting?”
“I never thought about it,” said Alice. “Why?”
“It does the boots and shoes,” the Gryphon replied very solemnly.
Alice was thoroughly puzzled. “Does the boots and shoes!” she repeated in a wondering tone.
“Why, what are your shoes done with?” said the Gryphon. “I mean, what makes them so shiny?”
Alice looked down at them, and considered a little before she gave her answer. “They’re done with blacking, I
believe.”
“Boots and shoes under the sea,” the Gryphon went on in a deep voice, “are done with whiting. Now you
know.”
“And what are they made of?” Alice asked in a tone of great curiosity.
“Soles and eels, of course,” the Gryphon replied, rather impatiently: “any shrimp could have told you that.”
“If I’d been the whiting,” said Alice, whose thoughts were still running on the song, “I’d have said to the
porpoise ‘Keep back, please! We don’t want you with us!”
“They were obliged to have him with them,” the Mock Turtle said. “No wise fish would go anywhere without
a porpoise.”
“Wouldn’t it, really?” said Alice, in a tone of great surprise.
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“Of course not,” said the Mock Turtle. “Why, if a fish came to me, and told me he was going on\fn{ On is not in
a journey, I should say ‘With what porpoise?’”
“Don’t you mean ‘purpose’?” said Alice.
“I mean what I say,” the Mock Turtle replied, in an offended tone. And the Gryphon added “Come, let us hear
some of your adventures.”
“I could tell you my adventures—beginning from this morning,” said Alice a little timidly; “but it’s no use
going back to yesterday, because I was a different person then.”
“Explain all that,” said the Mock Turtle.
“No, no! The adventures first,” said the Gryphon in an impatient tone: “explanations take such a dreadful
time.”
So Alice began telling them her adventures from the time when she first saw the White Rabbit. She was a little
nervous about it, just at first, the two creatures got so closer to her, one on each side, and opened their eyes and
mouths so very wide; but she gained courage as she went on. Her listeners were perfectly quiet till she got to the
part about her repeating “You are old, Father William,” to the Caterpillar, and the words all coming different, and
then the Mock Turtle drew a long breath, and said, “That’s very curious!”
“It’s all about as curious as it can be,” said the Gryphon.
“It all came different!” the Mock Turtle repeated thoughtfully. “I should like to hear her try and repeat
something now. Tell her to begin.” He looked at the Gryphon as if he thought it had some kind of authority over
Alice.
“Stand up and repeat ‘’Tis the voice of the sluggard,’” said the Gryphon.
“How the creatures order one about, and make one repeat lessons!” thought Alice. “I might just as well be at
school at once.” However, she got up, and began to repeat it, but her head was so full of the Lobster-Quadrille,
that she hardly knew what she was saying; and the words came very queer indeed:—
the text.}

“’Tis the voice of the Lobster: I heard him declare
‘You have baked me too brown, I must sugar my hair.’
As a duck with his eyelids, so he with his nose
Trims his belt and his buttons, and turns out his toes.
When the sands are all dry, he is gay as a lark,
And will talk in contemptuous tones of the Shark:
But, when the tide rises and sharks are around,
His voice has a timid and tremulous sound.”

“That’s different from what I used to say when I was a child,” said the Grypon.
“Well, I never heard it before,” said the Mock Turtle; “but it sound uncommon nonsense.”
Alice said nothing: she had sat down with her face in her hands, wondering if anything would ever happen in a
natural way again.
“I should like to have it explained,” said the Mock Turtle.
“She can’t explain it,” said the Gryphon hastily. “Go on with the next verse.”
“But about his toes?” the Mock Turtle persisted. “How could he turn them out with his nose, you know?”
“It’s the first position in dancing,” Alice said; but she was dreadfully puzzled by the whole thing, and longed to
change the subject.
“Go on with the next verse,” the Gryphon repeated: “it begins ‘I passed by his garden.’”
Alice did not dare to disobey, though she felt sure it would all come wrong, and she went on in a trembling
voice:—
“I passed by his garden, and marked, with one eye,
How the Owl and the Panther were sharing a pie:
The Panther took pie-crust, and gravy, and meat,
While the Owl had the dish as its share of the treat.
When the pie was all finished, the Owl, as a boon,
Was kindly permitted to pocket the spoon:
While the Panther received knife and fork with a growl,
And concluded the banquet by—”

“What is the use of repeating all that stuff?” the Mock Turtle interrupted, “if you don’t explain it as you go on?
It’s by far the most confusing thing that I ever heard!”
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“Yes, I think you’d better leave off,” said the Gryphon, and Alice was only too glad to do so.
“Shall we try another figure of the Lobster-Quadrille?” the Gryphon went on. “Or would you like the Mock
Turtle to sing you another song?”
“Oh, a song, please, if the Mock Turtle would be so kind,” Alice replied, so eagerly that the Gryphon said, in a
rather offended tone, “Hm! No accounting for tastes! Sing her ‘Turtle Soup,’ will you, old fellow?”
The Mock Turtle sighed deeply, and began in a voice choked with sobs, to sing this:—
“Beautiful Soup, so rich and green,
Waiting in a hot tureen!
Who for such dainties would not stoop?
Soup of the evening, beautiful Soup!
Soup of the evening, beautiful Soup!
Beau—ootiful Soo—oop!
Beau—ootiful Soo—oop!
Soo—oop of the e—e—evening,
Beautiful, beautiful Soup!”

“Chorus again!” cried the Gryphon, and the Mock Turtle had just begun to repeat it, when a cry of “The trial’s
beginning!” was heard in the distance.
“Come on!” cried the Gryphon, and, taking Alice by the hand, it hurried off, without waiting for the end of the
song.
“What trial is it?” Alice panted as she ran: but the Gryphon only answered “Come on!” and ran the faster,
while more and more faintly came, carried on the breeze that followed them, the melancholy words:—
“Soo—oop of the e—e—evening,
Beautiful, beautiful Soup!”

11
The King and Queen of Hearts were seated on their throne when they arrived, with a great crowd assembled
about them-0-all sorts of little birds and beasts, as well as the whole pack of cards: the Knave was standing before
them, in chains, with a soldier on each side to guard him; and near the King was the White Rabbit, with a trumpet
in one hand, and a scroll of parchment in the other. In the very middle of the court was a table, with a large dish of
tarts upon it: they looked so good, that it made Alice quite hungry to look at them— “I wish they’d get the trial
done,” she thought, “and hand round the refreshments!” But there seemed to be no chance of this; so she began
looking at everything about her to pass away the time.
Alice had never been in a court of justice before, but she had read about them in books, and she was quite
pleased to find that she knew the name of nearly everything there. “That’s the judge,” she said to herself, “because
of his great wig.”
The judge, by the way, was the King; and, as he wore his crown over the wig (look at the frontispiece\fn{ Of the
original English edition.} if you want to see how he did it), he did not look at all comfortable, and it was certainly not
becoming.
“And that’s the jury-box,” thought Alice; “and those twelve creatures,” (she was obliged to say “creatures,”
you see, because some of them were animals, and some were birds,) “I suppose they are the jurors.” She said this
last word two or three times over to herself, being rather proud of it: for she thought, and rightly too, that very few
little girls of her age knew the meaning of it at all. However, “jurymen” would have done just as well.
The twelve jurors were all writing very busily on slates. “What are they doing?” Alice whispered to the
Gryphon. “They can’t have anything to put down yet, before the trial’s begun.”
“They’re putting down their names,” the Gryphon whispered in reply, “for fear they should forget them before
the end of the trial.”
“Stupid things!” Alice began in a loud indignant voice; but she stopped herself hastily, for the White Rabbit
cried out “Silence in the court!” and the King put on his spectacles and looked anxiously round, to make out who
was talking.
Alice could see, as well as if she were looking over their shoulders, that all the jurors were writing down
“Stupid things!” on their slates, and she could even make out that one of them didn’t know how to spell “stupid,”
and that he had to ask his neighbor to tell him. “A nice muddle their slates’ll be in, before the trial’s over!”
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thought Alice.
One of the jurors had a pencil that squeaked. This, of course, Alice could not stand, and she went round the
court and got behind him, and very soon found an opportunity of taking it away. She did it so quickly that the
poor little juror (it was Bill, the Lizard) could not make out at all what had become of it; so, after hunting all about
for it, he was obliged to write with one finger for the rest of the day; and this was of very little use, as it left no
mark on the slate.
“Herald, read the accusation!” said the King.
On this the White Rabbit blew three blasts on the trumpet, and then unrolled the parchment-scroll, and read as
follows”—
The Queen of Hearts
She made some tarts,
All on a summer day:
The Knave of Hearts,
He stole those tarts
And took them quite away!”

“Consider your verdict,” the King said to the jury.
“Not yet, not yet!” the Rabbit hastily interrupted. “There’s a great deal to come before that!”
“Call the first witness,” said the King; and the White Rabbit blew three blasts on the trumpet, and called out,
“First witness!”
The first witness was the Hatter. He came in with a teacup in one hand and a piece of bread-and-butter in the
other. “I beg pardon, your Majesty,” he began, “for bringing these in; but I hadn’t quite finished my tea when I
was sent for.”
“You ought to have finished,” said the King. “When did you begin?”
The hatter looked at the March Hare, who had followed him into the court, arm-in-arm with the Dormouse.
“Fourteenth of March, I think it was,” he said.
“Fifteenth,” said the March Hare.
“Sixteenth,” said the Dormouse.
“Write that down,” the King said to the jury; and the jury eagerly wrote down all three dates on their slates,
and then added them up, and reduced the answer to shillings and pence.
“Take off your hat,” the King said to the Hatter.
“It isn’t mine,” said the Hatter.
“Stolen!” the King exclaimed, turning to the jury, who instantly made a memorandum of the fact.
“I keep them to sell,” the Hatter added as an explanation. “I’ve none of my own. I’m a hatter.”
Here the Queen put on her spectacles, and began staring hard at the Hatter, who turned pale and fidgeted.
“Give your evidence,” said the King; “and don’t be nervous, or I’ll have you executed on the spot.”
This did not seem to encourage the witness at all: he kept shifting from one foot to the other, looking uneasily
at the Queen, and in his confusion he bit a large piece out of his teacup instead of the bread-and-butter.
Just at this moment Alice felt a very curious sensation, which puzzled her a good deal until she made out what
it was: she was beginning to grow larger again, and she thought at first she would get up and leave the court; but
on second thoughts she decided to remain where she was as long as there was room for her.
“I wish you wouldn’t squeeze so,” said the Dormouse, who was sitting next to her. “I can hardly breathe.”
“I can’t help it,” said Alice very meekly: “I’m growing.”
“You’ve no right to grow here,” said the Dormouse.
“Don’t talk nonsense,” said Alice more boldly: “you know you’re growing too.”
“Yes, but I grow at a reasonable pace,” said the Dormouse: “not in that ridiculous fashion.” And he got up very
sulkily and crossed over to the other side of the court.
All this time the Queen had never left off staring at the Hatter, and, just as the Dormouse crossed the court, she
said, to one of the officers of the court, “Bring me the list of the singers in the last concert!” on which the
wretched Hatter trembled so, that he shook off both his shoes.
“Give your evidence,” the King repeated angrily, “or I’ll have you executed, whether you are nervous or not.”
“I’m a poor man, you Majesty,” the Hatter began, in a trembling voice, “and I hadn’t begun my tea—not above
a week or so—and what with the bread-and-butter getting so thin—and the twinkling of the tea—”
“The twinkling of what?” said the King.
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“It began with the tea,” the Hatter replied.
“Of course twinkling begins with a T!” said the King sharply. “Do you take me for a dunce? Go on!”
“I’m a poor man,” the Hatter went on, “and most things twinkled after that—only the March Hare said—”
“I didn’t!” the March Hare interrupted in a great hurry.
“You did!” said the Hatter.
“I deny it!” said the March Hare.
“He denies it,” said the King: “leave out that part.”
“Well, at any rate, the Dormouse said—” the Hatter went on, looking anxiously round to see if he would deny
it too; but the Dormouse denied nothing, being fast asleep.
“After that,” continued the Hatter, “I cut some more bread-and-butter—”
“But what did the Dormouse say?” one of the jury asked.
“That I can’t remember,” said the Hatter.
“You must remember,” remarked the King, “or I’ll have you executed.”
The miserable Hatter dropped his teacup and bread-and-butter, and went down on one knee. “I’m a poor man,
your Majesty,” he began.
“You’re a very poor speaker,” said the King.
Here one of the guinea-pigs cheered, and was immediately suppressed by the officers of the court. (As that is
rather a hard word, I will just explain to you how it was done. They had a large canvas bag, which tied up at the
mouth with strings: into this they slipped the guinea-pig, head first, and then sat upon it.)
“I’m glad I’ve seen that done,” thought Alice. “I’ve so often read in the newspapers, at the end of trials, ‘There
was some attempt at applause, which was immediately suppressed by the officers of the court,’ and I never
understood what it meant till now.”
“If that’s all you know about it, you may stand down,” continued the King.
“I can’t go no lower,” said the Hatter: “I’m on the floor, as it is.”
“Then you may sit down,” the King replied.
Here the other guinea-pig cheered, and was suppressed.
“Come, that finishes the guinea-pigs!” thought Alice. “Now we shall get on better.”
“I’d rather finish my tea,” said the Hatter, with an anxious look at the Queen, who was reading the list of
singers.
“You may go,” said the King, and the Hatter hurriedly left the court, without even waiting to put his shoes on.
“—and just take his head off outside,” the Queen added to one of the officers; but the Hatter was out of sight
before the officer could get to the door.
“Call the next witness!” said the King.
The next witness was the Duchess’s cook. She carried the pepper-box in her hand, and Alice guessed who it
was, even before she got into the court, by the way the people near the door began sneezing all at once.
“Give your evidence,” said the King.
“Shan’t,” said the cook.
The King looked anxiously at the White Rabbit, who said, in a low voice, “Your Majesty must cross-examine
this witness.”
“Well, if I must, I must,” the King said with a melancholy air, and, after folding his arms and frowning at the
cook till his eyes were nearly out of sight, he said, in a deep voice, “What are tarts made of?”
“Pepper, mostly,” said the cook.
“Treacle,” said a sleepy voice behind her.
“Collar that Dormouse!” the Queen shrieked out. “Behead that Dormouse! Turn that Dormouse out of court!
Suppress him! Pinch him! Off with his whiskers!”
For some minutes the whole court was in confusion, getting the Dormouse turned out, and, by the time they
had settled down again, the cook had disappeared.
“Never mind!” said the King, with an air of great relief. “Call the next witness.” And he added, in an undertone to the Queen, “Really, my dear, you must cross-examine the next witness. It quite makes my forehead ache!”
Alice watched the White Rabbit as he fumbled over the list, feeling very curious to see what the next witness
would be like, “—for they haven’t got much evidence yet,” she said to herself. Imagine her surprise, when the
White Rabbit read out, at the top of his shrill little voice, the name “Alice!”
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“Here!” cried Alice, quite forgetting in the flurry of the moment how large she had grown in the last few
minutes, and she jumped up in such a hurry that she tipped over the jury-box with the edge of her skirt, upsetting
all the jurymen on to the heads of the crowd below, and there they lay sprawling about, reminding her very much
of a globe of gold-fish she had accidentally upset the week before.
“Oh, I beg your pardon!” she exclaimed in a tone of great dismay, and began picking them up again as quickly
as she could, for the accident of the gold-fish kept running in her head, and she had a vague sort of idea that they
must be collected at once and put back into the jury-box, or they would die.
“The trial cannot proceed,” said the King, in a very grave voice, “until all the jurymen are back in their proper
places—all,” he repeated with great emphasis, looking hard at Alice as he said so.
Alice looked at the jury-box, and saw that, in her haste, she had put the Lizard in head downwards, and the
poor little thing was waving its tail about in a melancholy way, being quite unable to move. She soon got it out
again, and put it right; “not that it signifies much,” she said to herself; “I should think it would be quite as much
use in the trial one way up as the other.”
As soon as the jury had a little recovered from the shock of being upset, and their slates and pencils had been
found and handed back to them, they set to work very diligently to write out a history of the accident, all except
the Lizard, who seemed too much overcome to do anything but sit with its mouth open, gazing up into the roof of
the court.
“What do you know about this business?” the King said to Alice.
“Nothing,” said Alice.
“Nothing whatever?” persisted the King. “Nothing whatever,” said Alice.
“That’s very important,” the King said, turning to the jury. They were just beginning to write this down on
their slates, when the White Rabbit interrupted: “Unimportant, your Majesty means, of course,” he said, in a very
respectful tone, but frowning and making faces at him as he spoke.
“Unimportant, of course, I meant,” the King hastily said, and went on to himself in an undertone, “important—
unimportant—unimportant—important—” as if he were trying which word sounded best.
Some of the jury wrote it down “important,” and some “unimportant.” Alice could see this, as she was near
enough to look over their slates; “but it doesn’t matter a bit,” she thought to herself.
At this moment the King, who had been for some time busily writing in his note-book, called out “Silence!”
and read out from his book “Rule Forty-two. All persons more than a mile high to leave the court.”
Everybody looked at Alice.
“I’m not a mile high,” said Alice.
“You are,” said the King.
“Nearly two miles high,” added the Queen.
“Well, I shan’t go, at any rate,” said Alice: “besides, that’s not a regular rule: you invented it just now.”
“It’s the oldest rule in the book,” said the King.
“Then it ought to be Number One,” said Alice.
The King turned pale, and shut his note-book hastily. “Consider your verdict,” he said to the jury, in a low
trembling voice.
“There’s more evidence to come yet, please your Majesty,” said the White Rabbit, jumping up in a great hurry:
“this paper has just been picked up.”
“What’s in it?” said the Queen.
“I haven’t opened it yet,” said the White Rabbit; “but it seems to be a letter, written by the prisoner to—to
somebody.”
“It must have been that,” said the King, “unless it was written to nobody, which isn’t usual, you know.”
“Who is it directed to” said one of the jurymen.
“It isn’t directed at all,” said the White Rabbit: “in fact, there’s nothing written on the outside.” He unfolded
the paper as he spoke, and added “It isn’t a letter, after all: it’s a set of verses.”
“Are they in the prisoner’s handwriting?” asked another of the jurymen.
“No, they’re not,” said the White Rabbit, “and that’s the queerest thing about it.” (The jury all looked puzzled.)
“He must have imitated somebody else’s hand,” said the King. (The jury all brightened up again.)
“Please, your Majesty,” said the Knave, “I didn’t write it, ands they can’t prove that I did: there’s no name
signed at the end.”
“If you didn’t sign it,” said the King, “that only makes the matter worse. You must have meant some mischief,
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or else you’d have signed your name like an honest man.”
There was a general clapping of hands at this: it was the first really clever thing the King had said that day.
“That proves his guilt, of course,” said the Queen: “so, off with—”
“It doesn’t prove anything of the sort!” said Alice. “Why, you don’t even know what they’re about!”
“Read them,” said the King.
The White Rabbit put on his spectacles. “Where shall I begin, please your Majesty?” he asked.
“Begin at the beginning,” the King said, very gravely, “and go on till you come to the end: then stop.”
There was dead silence in the court, whilst the White Rabbit read out these verses:—
“They told me you had been to her,
And mentioned me to him:
She gave me a good character,
But said I could not swim.
“He sent them word I had not gone
(We know it to be true):
If she should push the matter on,
What would become of you?
“I gave her one, they gave him two,
You gave us three or more;
They all returned from him to you,
Though they were mine before
“My notion was that you had been
(Before she had this fit)
An obstacle that came between
Him, and ourselves, and it.
“If I or she should chance to be
Involved in this affair,
He trusts to you to set them free,
Exactly as we were.
“Don’t let him know she liked them best,
For this must ever be
A secret, kept from all the rest,
Between yourself and me.”

“That’s the most important piece of evidence we’ve heard yet,” said the King, rubbing his hands; “so now let
the jury—”
“If any one of them can explain it,” said Alice, (she had grown so large in the last few minutes that she wasn’t
a bit afraid of interrupting him,) “I’ll give him sixpence. I don’t believe there’s an atom of meaning in it.”
The jury all wrote down, on their slates, “She doesn’t believe there’s an atom of meaning in it,” but none of
them attempted to explain the paper.
“If there’s no meaning in it,” said the King, “that saves a world of trouble, you know, as we needn’t try to find
any. And yet I don’t know,” he went on, spreading out the verses on his knee, and looking at them with one eye; “I
seem to see some meaning in them, after all. ‘—said I could not swim—’ you can’t swim, can you?” he added,
turning to the Knave.
The Knave shook his head sadly. “Do I look like it?” he said. (Which he certainly did not, being made entirely
of cardboard.)
“All right, so far,” said the King; and he went on muttering over the verses to himself: “‘ We know it to be
true’—that’s the jury, of course—‘If she should push the matter on’—that must be the Queen—‘What would
become of you?’—What, indeed!—‘I gave her one, they gave him two’—why, that must be what he did with the
tarts, you know—”
“But it goes on ‘they all returned from him to you,’” said Alice.
“Why, there they are!” said the King triumphantly, pointing to the tarts on the table. “Nothing can be clearer
that that. Then again—‘before she had this fit’—you never had fits, my dear, I think?” he said to the Queen.
“Never!” said the Queen, furiously, throwing an inkstand at the Lizard as she spoke. (The unfortunate little Bill
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had left off writing on his slate with one finger, as he found it made no mark; but he now hastily began again,
using the ink, that was trickling down his face, as long as it lasted.)\fn{ To no purpose, of course, since it could never be
seen against the black of the slate.}
“Then the words don’t fit you,” said the King, looking round the court with a smile. There was a dead silence.
“It’s a pun!” the King added in an angry tone, and everybody laughed. “Let the jury consider their verdict,” the
King said, for about the twentieth time that day.
“No, no!” said the Queen. “Sentence first—verdict afterwards.”
“Stuff and nonsense!” said Alice. “The idea of having the sentence first!”
“Hold your tongue!” said the Queen, turning purple. “I won’t!” said Alice.
“Off with her head!” the Queen shouted at the top of her voice. Nobody moved.
“Who cares for you?” said Alice (she had grown to her full size by this time). “You’re nothing but a pack of
cards!”
At this the whole pack rose up into the air, and came falling down upon her; she gave a little scream, half of
fright and half of anger, and tried to beat them off,
*
and found herself lying on the bank, with her head in the lap of her sister, who was gently brushing away some
dead leaves that had fluttered down from the trees upon her face.\fn{ The above interruption in the text is mine; it is not
found in the text.}
“Wake up, Alice dear!” said her sister. “Why, what a long sleep you’ve had.”
“Oh, I’ve had such a curious dream!” said Alice. And she told her sister, as well as she could remember them,
all these strange Adventures of hers that you have just been reading about; and, when she had finished, her sister
kissed her, and said “It was a curious dream, dear, certainly; but now run into your tea: it’s getting late.” So Alice
got up and ran off, thinking while she ran, as well she might, what a wonderful dream it had been.
But her sister sat still just as she left her, leaning her head on her hand, watching the setting sun, and thinking
of little Alice and all her wonderful Adventures, till she too began dreaming after a fashion, and this was her
dream:—
First, she dreamed about little Alice herself: once again the tiny hands were clasped upon her knee, and the
bright eager eyes were looking up into hers, she could hear the very tones of her voice, and see that queer little
toss of her head to keep back the wandering hair that would always get into her eyes—and still as she listened, or
seemed to listen, the whole place around her became alive with the strange creatures of her little sister’s dream.
The long grass rustled at her feet as the White Rabbit hurried by—the frightened Mouse splashed his way
through the neighboring pool—she could hear the rattle of the teacups as the March Hare and his friends shared
their never-ending meal, and the shrill voice of the Queen ordering off her unfortunate guests to execution—once
more the pig-baby was sneezing on the Duchess’s knee, while plates and dishes crashed around it—once more the
shriek of the Gryphon, the squeaking of the Lizard’s slate-pencil, and the choking of the suppressed guinea-pigs,
filled the air, mixed up with the distant sob of the miserable Mock Turtle.
So she sat on, with closed eyes, and half believed herself in Wonderland, though she knew she had but to open
them again, and all would change to dull reality—the grass would be only rustling in the wind, and the pool
rippling to the waving of the reeds—the rattling teacups would change to tinkling sheep-bells, and the Queen’s
shrill cries to the voice of the shepherd-boy—and the sneeze of the baby, the shriek of the Gryphon, and al the
other queer noises, would change (she knew) to the confused clamor of the busy farm-yard—while the lowing of
the cattle in the distance would take the place of the Mock Turtle’s heavy sobs.
Lastly, she pictured to herself how this same little sister of hers would, in the after-time, be herself a grown
woman; and how she would keep, through all her riper years, the simply and loving heart of her childhood; and
how she would gather about her other little children, and make their eyes bright and eager with many a strange
tale, perhaps even with the dream of Wonderland of long ago; and how she would feel with all their simple
sorrows, and find a pleasure in all their simple joys, remembering her own child-life, and the happy summer days.
217.198 Excerpt from George Geith Of Fen Court\fn{by F. G. Trafford aka Charlotte Riddel (1832-1906)} Carrickfergus,
Carrickfergus, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (F) 10
1
Quite close to Fenchurch Street—within a few yards of that noisy and crowded thoroughfare—there lies
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hidden away as quiet and forsaken-looking a spot as the heart of man need desire to see.
It is called Fen Court, and I should like to take my readers thither. We have paced the City pavements together
before now, and I am glad to be threading the familiar streets and alleys in good company again.
A narrow covered passage affords ingress to Fen Court, which is but a portion of the graveyard once attached
to St. Gabriel, one of the many churches destroyed by the Great Fire of 1666, and never rebuilt. The parish was
subsequently united to that of St. Margaret Pattens, and this little piece of ground is all that now remains to tell us
of a church past which flowed the clear waters of Langbourne.
It is beside the bones of those who peopled London in those days that we are standing. Shall we sit down for a
moment on the churchyard wall, and leaning back against the iron railings, think of the City they knew before
commencing this commonplace story of modern men and modern doings?
Not a stone’s throw from us stand the lordly Priory of the Holy Trinity; not far from thence the House of the
Crossed Friars; close by that the Abbey of the Nuns of St. Clare, while beyond the Minories stretched away those
fields which Stowe traversed in after days; and, beyond the fields, Ratcliffe swamps.
Returning through one of the posterns of Aldgate, we arrive again at the Priory of the Holy Trinity and find
ourselves at once in an aristocratic quarter.
Here resided Sir Thomas Audley, who, dying in 1544, was succeeded by his son-in-law the Duke of Norfolk,
from whom “Duke’s Place.” That narrow alley which now conducts from Fenchurch Street into Crutched Friars
took its name from Henry Percy, Earl of Northumberland, who had his mansion hard by in the reign of Henry VI;
and whilst monks and nuns, and lords and ladies, were settling themselves down at this—which was then about
the extremest eastern point of the City—all the road from St. Catherine Coleman, where Langbourne took its rise,
was little better than a swamp, to say nothing of the fens and marshes out by Aldgate, and Moorgate, and
Finsbury, which occupied the place of the lake that once washed the City walls.
It is not easy to believe in these things now. Thinking of the City as we think of it at the present day, it seems
.almost incredible that three hundred years since, letters for his Grace the Archbishop of York were forwarded to
Tower Hill; whilst but half that period has elapsed since a Countess of Devonshire lived in Devonshire Square,
Bishopsgate—not in solitude, but surrounded by much gay company—the last lady of rank who clung to the City.
2
There is no need to look scornful about the matter, most beautiful matron, though you may read this book in a
house in Belgravia—for though the City be unfashionable now, no man may ever blot its ancient glory, or its
present power, and strength, out of the page of history. Not all Pickford’s waggons can destroy its romance—not
all the ninth of November mummery can efface the recollection of those days when City pageants were symbols
of a real power—not all the feet that tramp across Tower Hill can obliterate the mournful histories written on its
dust; churches and graveyards, mean courts and narrow alleys, thronged streets and quiet lanes; there is not one of
these but repeats its old world tale, of misery and joy, in the ear of the attentive listener. In the dim summer
twilight we tread softly through the deserted thoroughfares, feeling that the ground whereon we stand is hallowed
—by human suffering—by human courage—by valour and by woe!
But, after all, it is around the City churches that the most interesting memories of olden time cluster.
What story is there that the old walls will not repeat at our bidding? From St. Paul’s down, each has its own
monuments, its own records—its own separate portion of the narrative of ancient days. Close by where we are
now sitting, are some of these old churches, and, from one and another, the soft evening breeze brings whispers of
the greatness and the sorrow they contain. Underneath the high altar of All-Hallows, Barking, lies, crumbling to
dust, a heart which knew no such repose in life.\fn{ Richard Cœur de Lion} In the same church, sleep Surrey the poet,
and Bishops Laud and Fisher, who were executed on the adjacent Tower Hill; whilst a little to the north, stands St.
Katharine Cree, where, in (for him) more prosperous days, Laud and his fat chaplains laid themselves open to the
sarcasm of Prynne, whose description of the consecration of that church will be remembered so long as the history
of ancient London has any charms for readers. Near to St. Katharine Cree we find St. Andrew Undershaft, which
brings with its name thoughts of Spring and May, and garlands and festivity, as well as sadder memories of the
great City historian, who, at eighty years of age, begged his bread by royal licence, and whose bones were moved
from under his own monument to make way for those of a richer comer. Close by there is another All-Hallows,
besides Barking, where the Princess Elizabeth flew to give thanks for her release from the Tower—attracted
thither, so runs the pleasant story, by the joyful ringing of its bells. Almost. within a stone’s throw, what a number
of churches there are!—St. Mary-at-Hill, St. Dunstan’s in the East, St. Margaret Pattens, St. Catherine Coleman,
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Aldgate, St. Benet, and St. Dionsis Backchurch; whilst just beyond the wicket gate stood St. Gabriel, in the almost
forgotten graveyard of which we sit.
Were all the City houses—all the long lines of streets, all the closely-packed warehouses, all the overflowing
shops—swept away, the City churches would still form a town of themselves. Dreaming here, we cannot but
marvel what this place was like when both houses and churches were destroyed—when London was one broad
sheet of flame, and its inhabitants were camped out in the open fields, looking at the ruin which was being
wrought.
Do you not wonder what the congregations were thinking about on that Sunday morning when the
conflagration began? How many were making up their minds about the removal of their worldly goods—how
many thinking of the great and terrible day of the Lord—how many shivering with fear, thought, to quote the Rev.
T. Vincent, that into those churches which were in flames,
“God himself had come down to preach in them as He did in mount Sinai, when the mount burst into fire.”
Doubtless some of those who sleep inside the rusty railings against which we lean, beheld these things—saw
the City depopulated by plague, and purified by fire—followed the dead carts—looked down into the pits—
hurried from the conflagration—witnessed executions on Tower Hill—attended the theatricals in the churchyard
of St. Katharine Cree—and followed royalty, when kings and queens rode in state through the streets.
The very stones in this part of London talk to us eloquently of the past. Under the houses spring the arches of
almost forgotten churches—in dim aisles stand stately monuments—in narrow lanes, mansions, once occupied by
the nobility. The dust of great and good, and notorious and suffering men, has mingled long ago with the earth on
which we tread, and there is scarcely an inch of ground but has some story or tradition connected with it.
If ghosts could return to their former haunts, what a congress should we behold in these old world streets!
Think of Tower Hill! What a regiment of headless men and women would draw up there, and march to
Westminster, to meet the spirits of their oppressors! Think if the vaults were unsealed, and the graves opened, and
the wrong, and the sin, and the cruelty, and the misery of the past suffered to escape into the night, what a ghastly
procession would meet us at every turning!
And, as it is, the ghosts we encounter in fancy, while threading the older parts of London, set us reflecting
about the bodies we shall see at the Day of Judgment.
Giving the imagination leave but to peep into the City churchyards—letting it have only a glimpse of that
horrid foundation on which Windmill Street and the adjacent thoroughfares stand—suffering it to think of the
graves lying deep under the City houses—it is not so difficult to realize what that mighty gathering will be like
when the dead, small and great, shall stand before God, and be judged according to their works.
Fen Court is just the place for such pictures to be perfected. We are seated in the past with its dead, while up
the passage comes to us the muffled roar, of the life, and traffic of the present.
We are not looking from the present into the past, we are for the moment existing in the years gone by. It is the
din of our day which is the dream, and the memories of the olden time that are the reality.
There is not a sound to dispel the charm—not a footfall to break the silence. The murmur of the human tide,
ebbing and flowing through Fenchurch Street, disturbs the illusion no more than if it were the thunder of the sea.
The few offices in Fen Court are closed. The children who come here to play have been in bed this half-hour—the
sparrows have chirped themselves to sleep on the branches overhead. There is a great virtue of stillness stealing
down many a lane, and into many a court and alley, for it is now getting dusk in the City, and the summer twilight
brings silence on its quiet wings.
Unless you know the City well—know it, I mean, in all its moods and tenses—this statement may well surprise
you, for there is a general impression abroad, that London is never quiet, except it may be from two to three
o’clock A.M., when, a comparatively recent writer states, that
“Riot, Profligacy, Want and Misery, have retired, and Labour is scarcely risen.”
Nevertheless, I repeat my assertion, for the great stillness which seems suddenly to fall on the City with the
summer semi-darkness, has always appeared to me little short of marvellous.
In the winter it is different. Life hurries along the pavements at a quicker rate under the gaslamps than under
the dull November sky; the traffic of the day, increased if anything, rolls through the muddy streets; there is no
end to the women one meets going shopping; across the bridges people pour ceaselessly; omnibuses are crowded;
cab horses are whipped into that three-foot gallop which proclaims the last stage of weariness; St. Paul’s
Churchyard is thronged with ladies to whom the goods displayed in the shop windows offer attractions impossible
to withstand; behind the counters, pale young men strive with seductive smiles and graceful arrangements of
ribbons and dresses to bring undecided customers to a decision, whilst in the back streets girls pour out of
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workrooms and fill up the narrow sidepaths, with groups of slight, delicate-looking, thinly clad, giggling
chatterers.
The winter evening brings with its darkness turmoil and unrest, but the summer twilight falls softly on silent
lanes and empty thoroughfares.
The offices are closed, the shopkeepers have put up their shutters, the human passions, fears, hopes, joys and
sorrows, that seethed along the pavement during the day, have been carried by their possessors miles distant, to
the far off seashore, to the pleasant Surrey hills, or the green Hertfordshire fields.
The housekeepers, and the City police are left in possession of the City houses, and the City streets, and very
gently, night steals on, and silence with it.
Where we sit, it is almost dark already, for the houses and the trees make a shade in Fen Court even at mid-day.
Out in the open country or in the nearer suburbs, it is probably light enough still; but here, on this August evening,
it is quite dark, and an increasing feeling of solemnity creeps over us as we sit by the graves in the gloom, whilst
the evening breeze stirs softly and mournfully the leaves above our heads.
3
Fen Court is far from cheerful now, and except that it was fifteen years younger—which fact could not have
made any material difference in its appearance—I do not know that it looked any brighter when George Geith
tenanted the second floor of the house which stands next but one to the old gateway, on the Fenchurch Street side,
and transacted business there, trading under the firm of “Grant and Co., accountants.”
If quietness were what he wanted, he had it. Except in the summer evenings, when the children of the
Fenchurch Street housekeepers brought their marbles through the passage, and fought over them on the pavement
in front of the office doors, there was little noise of life in the old churchyard. The sparrows in the trees, or the
footfall of some one entering or quitting the Court alone disturbed the silence. The roar of Fenchurch Street on the
one side, and of Leadenhall Street on the other, sounded in Fen Court but as a distant murmur; and to a man
whose life was spent among figures, and who wanted to devote his undivided attention to his work, this silence
was a blessing not to be properly estimated save by those who have passed through that maddening ordeal, which
precedes being able to abstract the mind from external influences, and to keep it steady to one object, in spite
alike of the rattle of a fire engine and the thunder of a railway van.
For the historical recollections associated with the locality he had chosen, George Geith did not care a rush.
It was the London of today in which he lived and moved and had his being. The London of old, was as a sealed
book unto him; and if anyone had opened its pages for his benefit, he would not have read a line of the ancient
story.
Passing every day by places famous in former times, he never paused to inquire, how and when and why they
ceased to be of note. In the present he thought of nothing, cared for nothing, save his business; and for the rest, his
dreams, when he had any, were of the future; not of the past.
What the past held of his—what of struggle, sorrow, resolve, grief, fear—no one was ever likely to learn from
George Geith. The people with whom he talked most, did not know whence he had come, what he had been,
whither he was bound.
Never a vessel hoisted fewer signals than the accountant. When other men hung out all their poor rags of
colours, when they spread the stories of their lives out for public inspection, this auditor remained obstinately
mute. Not a word had he to say about home, or friends, or relatives. He made no pretension to having seen better
days—to having ever been anything different from what the world then saw him— a struggling man, who worked
from early in the morning till late at night, and who seemed to have no thought nor care for anything, save making
of money and extending his connection.
He lived with his work, slept in his back office, ate his breakfast while he read his letters, and swallowed his
tea, surrounded on all sides by books and balance sheets, and labyrinths and mazes of figures. As for his dinner, at
whatever hour in the day he could best spare ten minutes, he went to the nearest coffee-house, and had a chop or
steak, as the case might be. From which it will be clearly seen, that the accountant was not labouring for creature
comforts—for rich dishes and old wines, for soft couches and idle hours; but that he was working either for
work’s sake, or for some object far outside the round of his daily and yearly existence.
And what an existence that was! What a dull, monotonous road it would have seemed to most, unrelieved as it
was by social intercourse, unlightened by domestic ties; with no friend to talk to, no wife to love, no child to
caress, no parent to provide for. A lonesome, laborious life, which had little in it, even of change of employment;
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for, so soon as one man’s books were balanced, or schedule prepared, another merchant or bankrupt stood at the
door, and behold, the same routine had to be gone through again.
But monotony did not weary the accountant. Give him work enough, and strength sufficient to toil eighteen
hours a day, and he was content. If he could have taken more out of himself he would have done it; but, as that
was impossible, he laboured through all the working days of the week, and up to twelve o’clock on Saturday
nights; as I hope, you, my reader, may never have to labour for any cause whatsoever.
As is the fashion of the Londoners, those who knew Mr. Geith—whom they called Mr. Grant—ever so slightly,
asked him to come to dinner, tea, supper, what he would on Sunday, and because he persistently declined these
invitations, people said the accountant worked seven days in the week, on his treadmill in Fen Court.
But in this instance people were wrong. Whether he were a saint or a sinner, George Geith still kept the
Sabbath day holy, so far as refraining from labour could keep it so. He put aside his business, and laid down his
pen. He went to church, moreover, in the mornings regularly. Sometimes, too, he walked to Westminster Abbey,
or to St. Paul’s, for afternoon service; but that was seldom, for he usually slept until tea; after which meal he
started off to one or other of the City churches, making in this way, quite a little visitation of his own during the
course of a twelve-month.
A strange life—one so apparently terrible to an outsider in its voluntary loneliness, that his clients marvelled
how he could support it. And yet, my reader, if I can succeed in putting you on friendly terms with this solitary
individual, you will come gradually to understand, why this existence was not unendurable to him.
It is getting dark in Fen Court, as we stand beside the railings in the gathering twilight. The offices have long
been closed; the housekeepers’ children have left for their marbles and their skipping-ropes, and are gone home to
bed. The twitter of the sparrows is hushed, and there is nothing to be heard save the faint hum of the City traffic,
and the rustling of the leaves, as the evening breeze touches them caressingly.
It is getting darker and darker, so dark in fact that there is little more to be seen of Fen Court tonight; but still,
have patience for a moment. This man, whose story I have undertaken to tell as well as I am able, has just
separated himself from the living stream flowing eastward along Fenchurch Street, and is coming up the passage.
You can hear his footsteps ringing through the silence. Hark! how they echo beneath the archway—quick, firm,
even, unhurried. There is no shadow of turning or wavering about that tread. Listen to the footfalls; you cannot
distinguish the left from the right; there is no drag, no twist, no irregularity. Do you think the man whom nature
has taught to walk like that would be a person to refrain from using whip and spur if he had an object to compass?
I tell you, no. As he passes us in the gloom of the summer evening, unmindful of the graves lying to his left, and
deaf to the low, sad tale the wind is whispering among the leaves, I tell you he is a man to work so long as he has
a breath left to draw; who would die in his harness rather than give up; who would fight against opposing
circumstances whilst he had a drop of blood in his veins; whose greatest virtues are untiring industry and
indomitable courage, and who is worth half a dozen ordinary men, if only because of his iron frame and
unconquerable spirit.
He has let himself in by this time with his latch-key, taken such letters as are intended for his firm out of the
box, and proceeded up the easy, old-fashioned staircase, past the painting hanging on the first landing, and so into
his own office, where he lights the gas, which, flaring out across the churchyard, clears a little space for its
reflection out of the blackness of the opposite wall.
Night after night the flare and reflection tell the same tale of patient labour, of untiring application.
It seems strange that the figures did not dance before his eyes, and chase each other up and down his desk.
With many a one the pence would have nodded across to the pounds, and the shillings become confused with their
neighbours’ columns; but the accountant suffered his puppets to take no such liberties.
In the course of a year he went through miles of addition without a stumble; what he carried never perplexed
him; midway up the shillings he never got crazed as common mortals might, but mounted gallantly to the summit
as a racer goes straight to the Winning-post, without a pause.
The skeins of silk which, in the old fairy tale, the godmother gave to her godchild to disentangle were nothing,
compared to the arithmetical confusions out of which George Geith produced order. The chaos of figures from
whence he managed to extract a fair balance-sheet would have seemed hopeless to any person untrained to
passages of arms with the numeration table. The mass of accounts through which he waded in the space of twelve
months was of itself almost incredible. Alps on Alps of figures he climbed with silent patience, and the more Alps
he climbed the higher rose great mountains of arithmetic in the background—mountains with gold lying on their
summits for him to grasp and possess.
If you would like to see the man who thus laboured through the monotonous routine of an accountant’s daily
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life, I do not know that any better opportunity than the present is likely to occur; for, with one foot stretched
wearily on the floor, and the other resting on the rail of his office-stool, he is sitting beside his desk, with the
gaslight streaming full on his face, sorting out the letters he has just brought upstairs with him.
There are eight in all—seven of which he places in a little heap ready to his hand, whilst the other is pushed on
one side till the last. He is not handsome, certainly! Too common-place looking to be the hero of a novel, you
object, perhaps; but you are wrong there. Somehow it is these rough-hewn men who stand at the helms of the best
craft that sail across the ocean of existence. Looking over the portraits of those who have laboured hardest and
longest in the fields of science, literature, theology, and human progress, we find that nature has been niggardly
with them in the matter of beauty. Possibly the better the quality of her coin, the less pains she takes in stamping it
for the world’s market: but let this be as it may, I would rather accept George Geith’s stern hard face for that of
my hero, than have to tell the life’s story of a handsomer man.
He was fit for the fight he had to wage; and it is something to be permitted to tell of the struggles of one, who,
having elected to go down into the battle, bore the heat and burden of the day, and the agony of the wounds he
received during the conflict without a murmur.
A man, moreover, who was able to work, not merely fiercely, but patiently; for whom no task was too long, no
labour too severe. Look in his face and see how it is scored all over with the marks of determination and energy;
look at the square forehead with two deep vertical lines graven on it, at the dark resolute eyes, at the well-marked
unarched brows, at the straight decided nose, at the nostrils that expand and quiver a little when he is struck hard,
as will sometimes happen in business—the only sign of feeling ever to be traced in his features.
As for his mouth, were that mass of disfiguring hair away, you would see, how naturally, as his thoughts get to
work, his lips compress and harden, not with the mannerism to be noted in weak women and weaker men, but
with that fixed rigidity of the muscles never to be found save in a person who is strong mentally, and physically;
strong in planning, in executing, in loving, in hating, for good or for evil.
There are the outward and visible signs of this strength in George Geith, in his face, in his carriage, in his
speech, in his movements. As he now sits reading his letters, his disengaged hand lies on the desk clenched, as
though he held the purpose and fruition of his life within it.
There is a significance likewise about the fashion of his beard which he wears cut and trimmed carefully; not a
straggling hair is to be seen in the brown mass which covers the lower part of his face like a gorse hedge.
In the days when you, my reader, make this man’s acquaintance, hair was no passport to credit, and people
wondered at the accountant’s defiance of City prejudices; but they need not have wondered, for he had suffered
his beard to grow under the same impulse as that which induces a criminal to stain his skin, and don strange
clothes when the police are on his track. In his despair he had dived into the great sea of London life, and when he
rose to the surface again he was so changed that not even the parish clerk of Morelands would have recognized
him, had he seen the accountant sitting under his official nose.
And yet seven years before, the Reverend George Geith had been well known at Morelands; but that was in the
days when he was curate there, before the night when the one great folly of his youth came home to him in all its
bitterness, when he tore the white neckcloth from his throat and flung aside the surplice, and fled from the Church
to recross her portals as a servant of God no more.
To London he came to seek his fortune. In a feigned name he sought employment, which he found at last in the
offices of Horne Brothers, accountants, Princes Street, City. For five weary years he stayed there, wandering
through labyrinths of figures, and applying himself so closely to learn his business thoroughly, that, when at
length he summoned up courage to start on his own account, he carried with him to Fen Court a very respectable
number of clients, profitable to him, but so small in the estimation of the great house, that Homes suffered them to
drop through the large meshes of their trade-net without a regret.
Very patiently he had worked his way on; no business was too paltry or insignificant for him, and thus it came
to pass that one man brought another, and one transaction led to more. He had succeeded; he was doing well. Let
that suffice for our purpose, without speaking further of the weary toil, of the incessant labour, by which success
had been achieved.
Even as Jacob served Laban for Rachel, so George Geith was serving fortune for something which was dear to
him as the maid to the patriarch—Freedom.
Money could give him freedom, and accordingly for money he toiled. Let the day be never so long, he fainted
not; let the heat be never so intense, he sought no cool shade in which to rest. Onward, ever onward, from early
morning till late at night he hasted, turning not to the right hand nor to the left, but keeping the goal of
emancipation ever in view, toiled steadily on.
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People marvelled how he was able to continue the pace, but they did not know of the whip which was lashing
him on. If he were ever to taste the sweets of liberty; if he were ever to resume his proper name and his rightful
station in the future he must work like a slave in the present.
And as a traveller, when seeking some far-off land of golden promise, pauses not to seek rest or companions in
the country through which he is passing, so George Geith, hurrying on his road to freedom, took no heed of the
roughness and loneliness of the path he was traversing.
Money was what he lacked; money what he hoped to gain; and rocks and stones seemed like smoothest turf
under his feet whilst he pressed onward to obtain it.
“A few years more,” he had been thinking, as he came up the passage, “a few years more, and I shall have
enough to free myself.”
And then he entered the house as we have seen.
When he had finished reading his other letters, the accountant lifted that he first laid aside, and slowly turned it
over with the air of a person who expected no pleasure to result from the perusal.
It was directed to Grant & Co., Accountants, Fen Court, Fenchurch Street, City; and the man who opened the
letter, knew it came from the only person in London, who could say, for a certainty, that the Rev. George Geith
was living, and in England.
As no pleasant news had ever come, or was ever likely to come, to Fen Court through his instrumentality, the
accountant pulled out the contents of the envelope leisurely.
Within the outer cover there was an enclosure directed to the Rev. George Geith, which enclosure contained
three documents, viz., a note, a letter, and a telegraphic message. The last Mr. Geith read the first, and as he did so
his face altered in a moment.
Energy, firmness, and impassiveness, were struck out of it at once by surprise, by an amazement which made
him feel like one reading in his sleep. There was no further hesitation after that. He tore open the letter to see what
the message really meant; he seized the note and glanced at the few lines it contained. After that he turned to the
telegram once again, and read and re-read it, till the words danced before his eyes.
Was it true?—was he free? Had death: done for him, in an instant, that which it would have taken years of
work, and all the money he could have earned by work, to have accomplished.
Was it certain that this great deliverance had been effected; that the incubus of his life was removed; that the
shackles were struck off, and the prison-door opened, and he at liberty to walk forth into that fair land of freedom,
which he had left so long, so long ago?
For a moment the accountant covered his face with his hands, and sat with his eyes shut to assure himself,
when he opened them again, he had not been dreaming. Then he read the note and the letter and the telegram once
more, and after he had read, he went for a moment into his back office, whence he returned carrying the clerical
directory in his hand.
He wanted to see if the name of the clergyman, whose letter lay before him, was to be found in the book. Very
eagerly he ran his finger down the page: Claell; Clafield; Claike; Clarke; Claull; Claydon; Clayfield, Arthur;
Clayfield, Charles M.; Clayfield Francis—yes, there he was at last, Clayfield, Honourable Ferdinand G., Vicar of
Lute, St. Austills, Trevannick, Cornwall.
He was a reality, then. The thick note-paper, the clerically illegible handwriting, the large seal and imposing
crest, had concealed no deception, covered no snare. The person who had cursed his life was dead, and he by
consequence free.
Having arrived at which conclusion, the accountant took off his neckcloth, and unfastened his shirt-collar.
Each man has his own especial way of evincing happiness, and that was Mr. Geith’s.
Further, if he had not done something of the kind he must have suffocated; even as it was he felt his veins were
not large enough to let the blood pour through them. His head seemed full of pain, the gaslight flickered and
danced before his eyes, and as he left the desk and walked across the room to his writing-table, he staggered like a
drunken man.
And truly the news he had just received was enough to shake the firmness of anyone. A man cannot pass from
one existence into another without a throe, and the change which had taken place in George Geith’s life was like
nothing save passing from the darkness of the valley of the shadow of death, back into the glorious noon-day of
life, and hope, and youth.
Between the chimes of the clock, liberty had come through the passage, and along the churchyard, and up the
stairs, to sit down beside the accountant in his lonely office. At nine he was a slave, at a quarter past nine, free,
and striving with a gasp to realize that he was so.
364

How poor and insignificant any deliverance he could have wrought out for himself in the days to come,
seemed to this! It was like what filing through chains of iron with a rusty nail might be in comparison to having
the fetters struck off with a smith’s sledge. Death had emancipated him, and he was glad. In that hour he had no
pity to spare for the sinner departed; no prayer to mutter for the soul called so suddenly to its account.
George Geith was neither a very sensitive nor a very scrupulous man; he was fitted to fight out his fight
bravely, but without much compunction, and so he never thought of mingling a regret with his joy, or of baring his
head and humbling himself in the dust whilst the chariot of the Lord rolled by. Through the portals of eternity,
held open for a moment by the hand of death, he never turned to gaze; he only looked out over the future of his
own life, which he was now free to travel as he pleased.
How he travelled it; what he made of it, how the bitter folly of his youth, mingled with his cup when it tasted
the sweetest and seemed full to the brim with happiness and content, you shall know, reader, if you have patience
to follow his fortunes through the pages to come.
Meanwhile he has gone over to his desk again, and, having put aside his letters, got to work. We may go out of
the office now and leave him to himself.
4
Over all sorts of human feelings, the Juggernaught of business rolls relentlessly. It spares neither sorrow nor
joy in its progress; and there are no smiles so bright, no tears so bitter that they can drag, even for a moment, the
wheels of that inexorable car. Let the sickness be ever so fatal, let the dead in her coffin have been ever so dear,
still if business is to go on at all, the sick must be left and the dead forsaken, and the merest details of everyday
commercial life attended to, though a man’s heart should be breaking. Money must be lodged and paid, bills met,
goods sent for shipment, letters answered, customers admitted, though the eyes that were wont to light up the now
desolate home are closed, and the voice which made melody in the deserted rooms, is mute forever. Shall sorrow
stop the trains, keep vessels in the dock, prevent office doors being opened? No surely; nor shall joy, not even
such joy as George Geith felt when he opened his eyes on the following morning, and satisfied himself by another
perusal of his letter, that the liberty which had come to him the previous night was not a dream. Whether bond or
free, it was necessary he should live, and so he thankfully turned himself to business once again, and remained in
Fen Court working as hard, and as fiercely, as ever.
Most men who had been bred up to the church, and compelled to leave it solely by the pressure of external
circumstances, would, when once that pressure was withdrawn, have seriously considered whether they ought not
to return to their old profession. Not so George Geith, however. He did not feel the old vows bind him. He
acknowledged no obligation to return to curate’s work and curate’s pay. He had settled the matter of relinquishing
the church years ago with his own conscience, and although circumstances were much altered since then, he was
not the man to reopen a disagreeable controversy with himself, and resume an argument in which, free as he was
in the present to choose his course, he would have been sure to get the worst of the discussion. The years which
had brought liberty with them had brought likewise a knowledge of his own aptitude for business, and inaptitude
for parish work. In the days when he was compelled to make his decision, it had seemed to him a calamity to have
to leave the Church; but now the calamity would be to have to return to the Church, to relinquish the busy world
of business and profit, the future of wealth and independence, for some country parish, where he should have to
try and please the village gossips, be deferential to his rector, christen the labourers’ children, bury the poor, and
marry those whose banns had first been duly published.
It was not a temporal lot to be coveted by a man of his temperament; and as temporal advantages were; the
gods of George Geith’s idolatry, as loaves and fishes were much more to his taste than any form of spiritual
refreshment that could be offered him; as he had in the first instance decided to be a clergyman solely because his
father had been one, because his friends wished it, and because there was a desirable living in the Geith family, it
will readily be believed that having found there was a more excellent worldly way to rank and wealth and ease, he
was not likely to return to the path he had abandoned, and become either a poor curate, with good connections
certainly but without private means, or the hanger-on of a great house, the windows whereof commanded a view
of the smoke curling up from the chimneys of Great Snareham Rectory.
From the clerical .directory he knew that the old incumbent was still alive; and he knew, likewise, that his aunt,
Lady Geith, and his cousin, Sir Mark, would give him the living whenever it fell in, and settle the question of his
sudden flight from Morelands, and long absence from the Church, with the Bishop, whilst that dignitary ate his
luncheon at Snareham Castle.
It was no doubt about his old advantages being restored to him that kept George Geith in Fen Court. It was just
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this, he liked business better than preaching or praying, or visiting the fatherless and widows in their affliction;
and, accordingly, without arguing out the matter, or giving it more than the most casual consideration, he decided
on remaining an accountant. And if a clergyman’s engagement with the Church be dissoluble, if it be but a matter
of service and payment, of temporal expediency and earthly reward, he was right.
But, on the other hand, if entering the Church be marrying for time and eternity, if the vows vowed are
irrevocable, if the choice, once made, whether hastily or after mature consideration, be one by which a man ought
to abide through life, he was wrong.
Anyhow, he remained in Fen Court, and that may suffice for us, for it is not with the tender scruples of a
sensitive man we shall have to do in these volumes, not with the self-analysis of a. subjective nature, but rather
with the life’s fight of one who now victorious, now defeated, struggled on till he reached the summit of his
hopes, a disappointed man!
See him as he sits in his office, looking over his desk at the waving boughs and the rustling leaves that dance
and are glad in the summer sunshine! Life is before him, and he is free.
He has lost years and years certainly, but at thirty-two a man has still the best part of his life to traverse, and he
who can start from that point with nothing to hinder his making a good thing of the remainder of the road, may
truly be esteemed one of the favourites of fortune.
And this man? He has health, a clear conscience, a strong body, a vigorous mind. He is willing to work, and
has got work to do; he is succeeding in his profession; he can resume his old name. He can, if he pleases, seek out
his relatives, and establish a connection between the City and one of the oldest and proudest families in
Bedfordshire. Or, if he did not care to do that, he could at any rate walk about the world a free and independent
man, dogged no more by the dread of discovery, and he could work with a light heart, knowing what he earned
was his own, and would never again have to be laid aside and devoted to that purpose which had eaten seven
years out of the very heart and glory of his life.
Now, come friend, come foe, George Geith was indifferent. The one enemy who could have beggared, and
disgraced, him was lying at last in a churchyard, far away in Cornwall. After seven years—seven years that had
altered every plan of his life, obliterated the prejudices of birth, taken him out of the Church, and flung him into
the midst of a struggling, pushing world, to fight for his daily bread, George Geith was free.
Seven years! what would the next seven bring to him? For days the accountant asked himself that question; as
he walked along the streets, as he ate his breakfast, and swallowed his dinner; he saw, not the crowds in the City
thoroughfares, not his dingy back office, not the blank formality of Billiter Square, not the comfortless
surroundings of the dirty chop-house; but estates, and houses, and happiness, all possessed by George Geith, who,
with grave face and sober demeanour, saw visions and dreamed dreams!
What businessman has not done this? Who, standing on the borders of that speculative land, which is so fair to
all, and which holds gifts for so few, has not bought and sold, and sowed and reaped, and laboured, and received
abundantly?
Talk of the imagination of poets; what are their wildest fancies in comparison to those which fill the brains of
speculators?
And this is the true fascination of business. Beyond its weary details, beyond its toils, beyond its certainties,
beyond its endless necessities and countless annoyances, lies the limitless region of possibility, which is possessed
in fancy by thousands who might seem to you, my reader, commonplace men enough.
That land is boundless, beautiful, happy. It is the El Dorado of struggling men, the heaven of inventors; it is the
sun which shines into dingy offices, which gilds dark clouds that would otherwise overwhelm with their blackness
tired and anxious hearts.
Into this land the minds of silent and undemonstrative men pass the most readily. And it was because George
Geith was to a great extent self-contained, and unconfiding, that he clothed the future with such glorious hues and
radiant apparel.
And yet as this future had to be won with work, the glimpses he caught of it, instead of inducing idleness, only
made him labour more determinedly in the present. There was nothing in the prospect of rest which caused him to
loathe his harness. At sight of the distant pastures, and the far-off streams, he merely quickened his pace onward.
Every step he took over the City stones, every letter he wrote, every piece of business he completed, brought the
end closer, the journey nearer to a conclusion.
Freed from the danger of detection, George Geith once again made himself a bondsman. Never a master lashed
on a slave to labour as business now lashed on the accountant. It drove him, it hurried him, he lived in it and for it,
far more than he lived by it. He had worked so long fiercely, that his mind seemed cramped unless his body was
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always labouring a little beyond its strength. The object for which he had toiled was gone, but it is easy to install a
pleasant object in place of an unpleasant one; and so for wealth instead of for freedom he began to labour, and
soon every faculty was stretched, in the race he had set himself to run.
He had not a near relation living. Without wife, child, father or mother, sister or brother, he slaved for himself,
as few men slave for their families. He made a god out of that which was sapping his health and strength; and he
fell down and worshipped it, day after day, and night after night, whilst the wind sobbed among the leaves of the
trees, and the dead who, it might be, had some of them worshipped Mammon too, slept inside the rusty railings
forgotten and forsaken.
So passed the autumn, and it was winter. The finest season of the year had departed, and George Geith was
glad. The most profitable time was at hand and the footsteps of clients, old and new, made pleasant music in the
accountant’s ear, as they ascended the stairs, leading to his second-floor.
Bankrupts, men who were good enough, men who were doubtful, and men who were (speaking commercially)
bad, had all alike occasion to seek the accountant’s advice and assistance. Retailers, who kept clerks for their sold
books, but not for their bought; wholesale dealers who did not want to let their clerks see their books at all.
Shrewd men of business, who yet could not balance a ledger; ill-educated traders, who though they could make
money, would have been ashamed to show their ill-written and worse spelled journals to a stranger; unhappy
wretches shivering on the brink of insolvency; creditors who did not think much of the cooking of some dishonest
debtor’s accounts—all these came and sat in George Geith’s back office, and waited their turn to see him.
First come, first served, was the accountant’s rule in business and one which I rather think contributed largely
to his success. One of the blood-royal would not in that office have taken precedence of John Oakes and Tom
Styles; and it is these latter gentlemen who, after all, are more profitable customers than the Upper Ten Thousand,
if tradespeople could only think so.
Country gentry indeed, who came to the City by rail, and west-end folks who made the City more crowded
with their cabs, were somewhat disgusted at a regulation which failed to recognise their superiority over the eastend herd; but never was anyone more indignant than an individual who, having made a journey to town, solely on
purpose to visit the office of Grant and Co., found himself left in the background, whilst common people were
ushered into the presence chamber—vulgar people evidently in trade, whom the clerk would have hinted to any
less stately customer, were a “muslin, two teas, and a cheese.”
But this tall, portly country gentleman, who stood looking out at the drizzling rain which was wetting the
pavement of Billiter Square, would not have understood what he meant, and would not have smiled at the
description if he had and it was quite a relief to the clerk when he knew by the closing of the other office door,
that the stranger’s turn had come at last.
“Mr. Geith is at leisure now, sir,” said the youth, and he rose and opened the door of communication for the
new client to pass through.
Had the new client been of an observant nature he might have noticed that to the rest the clerk had merely
nodded permission to enter; but, wrapped up in his own affairs, he only remembered that others had obtained an
audience before him, and so entering the inner office with the air of an injured man, opened the pleadings as
follows. …
225.240 Excerpt from Mrs. Beeton’s Book of Household Management\fn{by Isabella Mary Beeton (1836-1865)} 24
Milk Street, Cheapside, City of London, Greater London, England, United Kingdom (F) 29
1: The Mistress\fn{Between this heading and the subsequent text there is printed the King James New Testament version of Proverbs
31:25-28: Strength, and honour are her clothing; and she shall rejoice in time to come. She openeth her mouth with wisdom; and in her
tongue is the law of kindness. She looketh well to the ways of her household; and eateth not the bread of idleness. Her children arise up,
and call her blessed; her husband also, and he praiseth her. The subdivisions within each chapter according to the divisions by the asterisk
(*) are exactly as they appear in the original text before me; I have sub-divided some of the longer paragraphs between these asterisks into
shorter thought-units, and I have indented the longer quotations and suffered most of the shorter ones to stand by themselves as separate
paragraphs. There has been, of course, no expansion or contraction of the text itself:H }

As with the commander of an army, or the leader of any enterprise, so is it with the mistress of a house. Her
spirit will be seen through the whole establishment; and just in proportion as she performs her duties intelligently
and thoroughly, so will her domestics follow in her path. Of all those acquirements, which more particularly
belong to the feminine character, there are none which take a higher rank, in our estimation, than such as enter
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into a knowledge of household duties; for on these are perpetually dependent the happiness, comfort, and wellbeing of a family. In this opinion we are borne out by the author of The Vicar of Wakefield, who says:
The modest virgin, the prudent wife, and the careful matron, are much more serviceable in life than petticoated
philosophers, blustering heroines, or virago queens. She who makes her husband and her children happy, who reclaims
the one from vice and trains up the other to virtue, is a much greater character than ladies described in romances, whose
whole occupation is to murder mankind with shafts from their quiver, or their eyes.

*
Pursuing this picture, we may add, that to be a good housewife does not necessarily imply an abandonment of
proper pleasures or amusing recreation; and we think it the more necessary to express this, as the performance of
the duties of a mistress may, to some minds, perhaps seem to be incompatible with the enjoyment of life. Let us,
however, now proceed to describe some of those home qualities and virtues which are necessary to the proper
management of a Household, and then point out the plan which may be the most profitably pursued for the daily
regulation of its affairs.
*
Early rising is one of the most essential qualities which enter into good Household Management, as it is not
only the parent of health, but of innumerable other advantages. Indeed, when a mistress is an early riser, it is
almost certain that her house will be orderly and well-managed. On the contrary, if she remain in bed till a late
hour, then the domestics, who, as we have before observed, invariably partake somewhat of their mistress’s
character, will surely become sluggards. To self-indulgence all are more or less disposed, and it is not to be
expected that servants are freer from this fault than the heads of houses. The great Lord Chatham thus gave his
advice in reference to this subject:
“I would have inscribed on the curtains of your bed, and the walls of your chamber, ‘If you do not rise early,
you can make progress in nothing.’”
*
Cleanliness is also indispensable to health, and must be studied both in regard to the person and the house, and
all that it contains. Cold or tepid baths should be employed every morning, unless, on account of illness or other
circumstances, they should be deemed objectionable. The bathing of children will be treated of under the head of
“Management of Children.”
*
Frugality and economy are home virtues, without which no household can prosper. Dr. Johnson says:
“Frugality may be termed the daughter of Prudence, the sister of Temperance, and the parent of Liberty. He
that is extravagant will quickly become poor, and poverty will enforce dependence and invite corruption.”
The necessity of practising economy should be evident to every one, whether in the possession of an income
no more than sufficient for a family’s requirements, or of a large fortune, which puts financial adversity out of the
question. We must always remember that it is a great merit in housekeeping to manage a little well.
“He is a good waggoner,” says Bishop Hall, “that can turn in a little room. To live well in abundance is the
praise of the estate, not of the person. I will study more how to give a good account of my little, than how to make
it more.”
In this there is true wisdom, and it may be added, that those who can manage a little well, are most likely to
succeed in their management of larger matters. Economy and frugality must never, however, be allowed to
degenerate into parsimony and meanness.
*
The choice of acquaintances is very important to the happiness of a mistress and her family. A gossiping
acquaintance, who indulges in the scandal and ridicule of her neighbours, should be avoided as a pestilence. It is
likewise all-necessary to beware, as Thomson sings,
The whisper’d tale,
That, like the fabling Nile, no fountain knows;—
Fair-laced Deceit, whose wily, conscious aye
Ne’er looks direct; the tongue that licks the dust
But, when it safely dares, as prompt to sting.

If the duties of a family do not sufficiently occupy the time of a mistress, society should be formed of such a
kind as will tend to the mutual interchange of general and interesting information.
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*
Friendships should not be hastily formed, nor the heart given, at once, to every new-comer. There are ladies
who uniformly smile at, and approve everything and everybody, and who possess neither the courage to reprehend
vice, nor the generous warmth to defend virtue. The friendship of such persons is without attachment, and their
love without affection or even preference. They imagine that everyone who has any penetration is ill-natured, and
look coldly on a discriminating judgment. It should be remembered, however, that this discernment does not
always proceed from an uncharitable temper, but that those who possess a long experience and thorough
knowledge of the world, scrutinize the conduct and dispositions of people before they trust themselves to the first
fair appearances. Addison, who was not deficient in a knowledge of mankind, observes that
“a friendship, which makes the least noise, is very often the most useful; for which reason, I should prefer a
prudent friend to a zealous one.”
And Joanna Baillie tells us that
Friendship is no plant of hasty growth,
Though planted in esteem’s deep-fixed soil,
The gradual culture of kind intercourse
Must bring it to perfection.

*
Hospitality is a most excellent virtue; but care must be taken that the love of company, for its own sake, does
not become a prevailing passion; for then the habit is no longer hospitality, but dissipation. Reality and
truthfulness in this, as in all other duties of life, are the points to be studied; for, as Washington Irving well says,
“There is an emanation from the heart in genuine hospitality, which cannot be described, but is immediately
felt, and puts the stranger at once at his ease.”
With respect to the continuance of friendships, however, it may be found necessary, in some cases, for a
mistress to relinquish, on assuming the responsibility of a household, many of those commenced in the earlier part
of her life. This will be the more requisite, if the number still retained be quite equal to her means and
opportunities.
*
In conversation, trifling occurrences, such as small disappointments, petty annoyances, and other every-day
incidents, should never be mentioned to your friends. The extreme injudiciousness of repeating these will be at
once apparent, when we reflect on the unsatisfactory discussions which they too frequently occasion, and on the
load of advice which they are the cause of being tendered, and which is, too often, of a kind neither to be useful
nor agreeable. Greater events, whether of joy or sorrow, should be communicated to friends; and, on such
occasions, their sympathy gratifies and comforts. If the mistress be a wife, never let an account of her husband’s
failings pass her lips; and in cultivating the power of conversation, she should keep the versified advice of
Cowper continually in her memory, that it
Should flow like water after summer showers,
Not as if raised by mere mechanic powers.

In reference to its style, Dr. Johnson, who was himself greatly distinguished for his colloquial abilities, says
that
no style is more extensively acceptable than the narrative, because this does not carry an air of superiority over the rest
of the company; and, therefore, is most likely to please them. For this purpose we should store our memory with short
anecdotes and entertaining pieces of history. Almost everyone listens with eagerness to extemporary history. Vanity
often co-operates with curiosity; for he that is a hearer in one place wishes to qualify himself to be a principal speaker
in some inferior company; and therefore more attention is given to narrations than anything else in conversation. It is
true, indeed, that sallies of wit and quick replies are very pleasing in conversation; but they frequently tend to raise
envy in some of the company: but the narrative way neither raises this, nor any other evil passion, but keeps all the
company nearly upon an equality, and, if judiciously managed, will at once entertain and improve them all.

*
Good temper should be cultivated by every mistress, as upon it the welfare of the household may be said to
turn; indeed, its influence can hardly be over-estimated, as it has the effect of moulding the characters of those
around her, and of acting most beneficially on the happiness of the domestic circle. Every head of a household
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should strive to be cheerful, and should never fail to show a deep interest in all that appertains to the well-being of
those who claim the protection of her roof. Gentleness, not partial and temporary, but universal and regular,
should pervade her conduct; for where such a spirit is habitually manifested, it not only delights her children, but
makes her domestics attentive and respectful; her visitors are also pleased by it, and their happiness is increased.
*
On the important subject of dress and fashion we cannot do better than quote an opinion from the eighth
volume of the Englishwoman’s Domestic Magazine. The writer there says,
“Let people write, talk, lecture, satirize, as they may, it cannot be denied that, whatever is the prevailing mode
in attire, let it intrinsically be ever so absurd, it will never look as ridiculous as another, or as any other, which,
however convenient, comfortable, or even becoming, is totally opposite in style to that generally worn.”
*
In purchasing articles of wearing apparel, whether it be a silk dress, a bonnet, shawl, or riband, it is well for the
buyer to consider three things: 1. That it be not too expensive for her purse. 2. That its colour harmonize with her
complexion, and its size and pattern with her figure. 3. That its tint allow of its being worn with the other
garments she possesses. The quaint Fuller observes, that the good wife is none of our dainty dames, who love to
appear in a variety of suits every day new, as if a gown, like a stratagem in war, were to be used but once. But our
good wife sets up a sail according to the keel of her husband’s estate; and, if of high parentage, she doth not so
remember what she was by birth, that she forgets what she is by match.
To Brunettes , or those ladies having dark complexions, silks of a grave hue are adapted. For Blondes, or those
having fair complexions, lighter colours are preferable, as the richer, deeper hues are too overpowering for the
latter. The colours which go best together are green with violet; gold-colour with dark crimson or lilac; pale blue
with scarlet; pink with black or white; and gray with scarlet or pink. A cold colour generally requires a warm tint
to give life to it. Gray and pale blue, for instance, do not combine well, both being cold colours.
*
The dress of the Mistress should always be adapted to her circumstances, and be varied with different
occasions. Thus, at breakfast she should be attired in a very neat and simple manner, wearing no ornaments. If this
dress should decidedly pertain only to the breakfast-hour, and be specially suited for such domestic occupations as
usually follow that meal, then it would be well to exchange it before the time for receiving visitors, if the mistress
be in the habit of doing so. It is still to be remembered, however, that, in changing the dress, jewellery and
ornaments are not to be worn until the full dress for dinner is assumed. Further information and hints on the
subject of the toilet will appear under the department of the “Lady’s-Maid.”
The advice of Polonius to his son Laertes, in Shakspeare’s tragedy of Hamlet, is most excellent; and although
given to one of the male sex, will equally apply to a “fayre ladye:”—
Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy,
But not express’d in fancy; rich, not gaudy;
For the apparel oft proclaims the man.

*
Charity and benevolence are duties which a mistress owes to herself as well as to her fellow-creatures; and
there is scarcely any income so small, but something may be spared from it, even if it be but “the widow’s mite.”
It is to be always remembered, however, that it is the spirit of charity which imparts to the gift a value far beyond
its actual amount, and is by far its better part.
True Charity, a plant divinely nursed,
Fed by the love from which it rose at first,
Thrives against hope, and, in the rudest scene,
Storms but enliven its unfading green;
Exub’rant is the shadow it supplies,
Its fruit on earth, its growth above the skies.

Visiting the houses of the poor is the only practical way really to understand the actual state of each family;
and although there may be difficulties in following out this plan in the metropolis and other large cities, yet in
country towns and rural districts these objections do not obtain. Great advantages may result from visits paid to
the poor; for there being, unfortunately, much ignorance, generally, amongst them with respect to all household
knowledge, there will be opportunities for advising and instructing them, in a pleasant and unobtrusive manner, in
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cleanliness, industry, cookery, and good management.
*
In marketing, that the best articles are the cheapest, may be laid down as a rule; and it is desirable, unless an
experienced and confidential housekeeper be kept, that the mistress should herself purchase all provisions and
stores needed for the house. If the mistress be a young wife, and not accustomed to order “things for the house,” a
little practice and experience will soon teach her who are the best tradespeople to deal with, and what are the best
provisions to buy. Under each particular head of Fish, Meat, Poultry, Game, &c., will be described the proper
means of ascertaining the quality of these comestibles.
*
A housekeeping account-book should invariably be kept, and kept punctually and precisely. The plan for
keeping household accounts, which we should recommend, would be to make an entry, that is, write down into a
daily diary every amount paid on that particular day, be it ever so small; then, at the end of the month, let these
various payments be ranged under their specific heads of Butcher, Baker, &c.; and thus will be seen the
proportions paid to each tradesman, and any one month’s expenses may be contrasted with another. The
housekeeping accounts should be balanced not less than once a month; so that you may see that the money you
have in hand tallies with your account of it in your diary. Judge Haliburton never wrote truer words than when he
said,
“No man is rich whose expenditure exceeds his means, and no one is poor whose incomings exceed his
outgoings.”
When, in a large establishment, a housekeeper is kept, it will be advisable for the mistress to examine her
accounts regularly. Then any increase of expenditure which may be apparent, can easily be explained, and the
housekeeper will have the satisfaction of knowing whether her efforts to manage her department well and
economically, have been successful.
*
Engaging domestics is one of those duties in which the judgment of the mistress must be keenly exercised.
There are some respectable registry-offices, where good servants may sometimes be hired; but the plan rather to
be recommended is, for the mistress to make inquiry amongst her circle of friends and acquaintances, and her
tradespeople. The latter generally know those in their neighbourhood, who are wanting situations, and will
communicate with them, when a personal interview with some of them will enable the mistress to form some idea
of the characters of the applicants, and to suit herself accordingly.
We would here point out an error—and a grave one it is—into which some mistresses fall. They do not, when
engaging a servant, expressly tell her all the duties which she will be expected to perform. This is an act of
omission severely to be reprehended. Every portion of work which the maid will have to do, should be plainly
stated by the mistress, and understood by the servant. If this plan is not carefully adhered to, domestic contention
is almost certain to ensue, and this may not be easily settled; so that a change of servants, which is so much to be
deprecated, is continually occurring.
*
In obtaining a servant’s character, it is not well to be guided by a written one from some unknown quarter; but
it is better to have an interview, if at all possible, with the former mistress. By this means you will be assisted in
your decision of the suitableness of the servant for your place, from the appearance of the lady and the state of her
house. Negligence and want of cleanliness in her and her household generally, will naturally lead you to the
conclusion, that her servant has suffered from the influence of the bad example.
The proper course to pursue in order to obtain a personal interview with the lady is this:—The servant in
search of the situation must be desired to see her former mistress, and ask her to be kind enough to appoint a time,
convenient to herself, when you may call on her; this proper observance of courtesy being necessary to prevent
any unseasonable intrusion on the part of a stranger. Your first questions should be relative to the honesty and
general morality of her former servant; and if no objection is stated in that respect, her other qualifications are
then to be ascertained. Inquiries should be very minute, so that you may avoid disappointment and trouble, by
knowing the weak points of your domestic.
*
The treatment of servants is of the highest possible moment, as well to the mistress as to the domestics
themselves. On the head of the house the latter will naturally fix their attention; and if they perceive that the
mistress’s conduct is regulated by high and correct principles, they will not fail to respect her. If, also, a
benevolent desire is shown to promote their comfort, at the same time that a steady performance of their duty is
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exacted, then their respect will not be unmingled with affection, and they will be still more solicitous to continue
to deserve her favour.
*
In giving a character, it is scarcely necessary to say that the mistress should be guided by a sense of strict
justice. It is not fair for one lady to recommend to another, a servant she would not keep herself. The benefit, too,
to the servant herself is of small advantage; for the failings which she possesses will increase if suffered to be
indulged with impunity. It is hardly necessary to remark, on the other hand, that no angry feelings on the part of a
mistress towards her late servant, should ever be allowed, in the slightest degree, to influence her, so far as to
induce her to disparage her maid’s character.
*
The following table of the average yearly wages paid to domestics, with the various members of the household
placed in the order in which they are usually ranked, will serve as a guide to regulate the expenditure of an
establishment:—
When not found in Livery.
The House Steward
The Valet
The Butler
The Cook
The Gardener
The Footman
The Under Butler
The Coachman
The Groom
The Under Footman
The Page or footboy
The Stableboy

Fm. £40 to £80*
Fm. £25 to £50
Fm. £25 to £50
Fm. £20 to £40
Fm. £20 to £40
Fm. £20 to £40
Fm. £15 to £30
--Fm. £15 to £30
--Fm. £8 to £18
Fm. £6 to £12

No extra allowance made for tea, sugar and beer.
The Housekeeper
The Lady’s-Maid
The Head Nurse
The Cook
The Upper-Housemaid
The Upper-laundry Maid
The Maid-on-all-work
The Underhouse Maid
The Still-room Maid
The Nursemaid
The Under Laundry-maid
The Kitchen-maid
The Scullery-maid

Fm. £20 to £35*
Fm. £12 to £35
Fm. £15 to £30
Fm. £11 to £30
Fm. £12 to £20
Fm. £12 to £18
Fm. £9 to £14
Fm. £8 to £12
Fm. £9 to £14
Fm. £8 to £12
Fm. £9 to £11
Fm. £9 to £14
Fm. £5 to £9

When found in Livery.
--Fm. £20 to £30
------Fm. £15 to £25
Fm. £15 to £35
Fm. £20 to £35
Fm. £12 to £20
Fm. £12 to £20
Fm. £6 to £14
--Extra allowance made for tea, sugar, and
beer.
Fm. £18 to £40
Fm. £10 to £20
Fm. £13 to £26
Fm. £12 to £26
Fm. £11 to £17
Fm. £10 to £15
Fm. £7½ to £11
Fm. £6½ to £10
Fm. £8 to £13
Fm. £5 to £10
Fm. £8 to £12
Fm. £8 to £12
Fm. £4 to £8

*This figure is given as 20-15 for the Housekeeper, but this must clearly be a misprint; similarly, the avereage for the House Steward must
be 40-80 (as opposed to the printed 10-80) when not found in Livery as found in the text. Note that the rate of pay is less if the
establishment has to pay for the uniform worn by the domestic, or for the extra allowance for tea, sugar and beer:H

These quotations of wages are those usually given in or near the metropolis; but, of course, there are many
circumstances connected with locality, and also having reference to the long service on the one hand, or the
inexperience on the other, of domestics, which may render the wages still higher or lower than those named
above. All the domestics mentioned in the above table would enter into the establishment of a wealthy nobleman.
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The number of servants, of course, would become smaller in proportion to the lesser size of the establishment;
and we may here enumerate a scale of servants suited to various incomes, commencing with —
About £1,000 a year
About £750 a year
About £500 a year
About £300 a year
About £200 or £150 a year

— A cook, upper housemaid, nursemaid, under housemaid, and a manservant.
— A cook, housemaid, nursemaid, and footboy.
— A cook, housemaid, and nursemaid.
— A maid-of-all-work and nursemaid.
— A maid-of-all-work (and girl occasionally).

Having thus indicated some of the more general duties of the mistress, relative to the moral government of her
household, we will now give a few specific instructions on matters having a more practical relation to the position
which she is supposed to occupy in the eye of the world. To do this the more clearly, we will begin with her
earliest duties, and take her completely through the occupations of a day.
*
Having risen early, as we have already advised (see [paragraph] 3), and having given due attention to the bath,
and made a careful toilet, it will be well at once to see that the children have received their proper ablutions, and
are in every way clean and comfortable. The first meal of the day, breakfast, will then be served, at which all the
family should be punctually present, unless illness, or other circumstances, prevent.
*
After breakfast is over, it will be well for the mistress to make a round of the kitchen and other offices, to see
that all are in order, and that the morning’s work has been properly performed by the various domestics. The
orders for the day should then be given, and any questions which the domestics desire to ask, respecting their
several departments, should be answered, and any special articles they may require, handed to them from the
store-closet.
In those establishments where there is a housekeeper, it will not be so necessary for the mistress, personally, to
perform the above-named duties.
*
After this general superintencence of her servants, the mistress, if a mother of a young family, may devote
herself to the instruction of some of its younger members, or to the examination of the state of their wardrobe,
leaving the later portion of the morning for reading, or for some amusing recreation. “Recreation,” says Bishop
Hall,
is intended to the mind as whetting is to the scythe, to sharpen the edge of it, which would otherwise grow dull and
blunt. He, therefore, that spends his whole time in recreation is ever whetting, never mowing; his grass may grow and
his steed starve; as, contrarily, he that always toils and never recreates, is ever mowing, never whetting, labouring much
to little purpose. As good no scythe as no edge. Then only doth the work go forward, when the scythe is so seasonably
and moderately whetted that it may cut, and so cut, that it may have the help of sharpening.

Unless the means of the mistress be very circumscribed, and she be obliged to devote a great deal of her time
to the making of her children’s clothes, and other economical pursuits, it is right that she should give some time to
the pleasures of literature, the innocent delights of the garden, and to the improvement of any special abilities for
music, painting, and other elegant arts, which she may, happily, possess.
*
These duties and pleasures bering performed and enjoyed, the hour of luncheon will have arrived. This is a
very necessary meal between an early breakfast and a late dinner, as a healthy person, with good exercise, should
have a fresh supply of food once in four hours. It should be a light meal; but its solidity must, of course, be, in
some degree, proportionate to the time it is intended to enable you to wait for your dinner, and the amount of
exercise you take in the mean time. At this time, also, the servants’ dinner will be served.
In those establishments where an early dinner is served, that will, of course, take the place of the luncheon. In
many houses, where a nursery dinner is provided for the children and about one o’clock, the mistress and the elder
portion of the family make their luncheon at the same time from the same joint, or whatever may be provided. A
mistress will arrange, according to circumstances, the serving of the meal; but the more usual plan is for the lady
of the house to have the joint brought to her table, and afterwards carried to the nursery.
*
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After luncheon, morning calls and visits may be made and received. These may be divided under three heads:
those of ceremony, friendship, and congratulation or condolence. Visits of ceremony, or courtesy, which
occasionally merge into those of friendship, are to be paid under various circumstances. Thus, they are uniformly
required after dining at a friend’s house, or after a ball, picnic, or any other party. These visits should be short, a
stay of from fifteen to twenty minutes being quite sufficient. A lady paying a visit may remove her boa or
neckerchief; but neither her shawl nor bonnet.
When other visitors are announced, it is well to retire as soon as possible, taking care to let it appear that their
arrival is not the cause. When they are quietly seated, and the bustle of their entrance is over, rise from your chair,
taking a kind leave of the hostess, and bowing politely to the guests. Should you call at an inconvenient time, not
having ascertained the luncheon hour, or from any other inadvertence, retire as soon as possible, without,
however, showing that you feel yourself an intruder. It is not difficult for any well-bred or even good-tempered
person, to know what to say on such an occasion, and, on politely withdrawing, a promise can be made to call
again, if the lady you have called on, appear really disappointed.
*
In paying visits of friendship, it will not be so necessary to be guided by etiquette as in paying visits of
ceremony; and if a lady be pressed by her friend to remove her shawl and bonnet, it can be done if it will not
interfere with her subsequent arrangements. It is, however, requisite to call at suitable times, and to avoid staying
too long, if your friend is engaged. The courtesies of society should ever be maintained, even in the domestic
circle, and amongst the nearest friends. During these visits, the manners should be easy and cheerful, and the
subjects of conversation such as may be readily terminated. Serious discussions or arguments are to be altogether
avoided, and there is much danger and impropriety in expressing opinions of those persons and characters with
whom, perhaps, there is but a slight acquaintance. (See 6, 7, and 9.)
It is not advisable, at any time, to take favourite dogs into another lady’s drawing-room, for many persons have
an absolute dislike to such animals; and besides this, there is always a chance of a breakage of some article
occurring, through their leaping and bounding here and there, sometimes very much to the fear and annoyance of
the hostess. Her children, also, unless they are particularly well-trained and orderly, and she is on exceedingly
friendly terms with the hostess, should not accompany a lady in making morning calls. Where a lady, however,
pays her visits in a carriage, the children can be taken in the vehicle, and remain in it until the visit is over.
*
For morning calls, it is well to be neatly attired; for a costume very different to that you generally wear, or
anything approaching an evening dress, will be very much out of place. As a general rule, it may be said, both in
reference to this and all other occasions, it is better to be under-dressed than over-dressed.
A strict account should be kept of ceremonial visits, and notice how soon your visits have been returned. An
opinion may thus be formed as to whether your frequent visits are, or are not, desirable. There are, naturally,
instances when the circumstances of old age or ill health will preclude any return of a call; but when this is the
case, it must not interrupt the discharge of the duty.
*
In paying visits of condolence, it is to be remembered that they should be paid within a week after the event
which occasions them. If the acquaintance, however, is but slight, then immediately after the family has appeared
at public worship. A lady should send in her card, and if her friends be able to receive her, the visitor’s manner
and conversation should be subdued and in harmony with the character of her visit. Courtesy would dictate that a
mourning card should be used, and that visitors, in paying condoling visits, should be dressed in black, either silk
or plain-coloured apparel. Sympathy with the affliction of the family, is thus expressed, and these attentions are,
in such cases, pleasing and soothing.
In all these visits, if your acquaintance or friend be not at home, a card should be left. If in a carriage, the
servant will answer your inquiry and receive your card; if paying your visits on foot, give your card to the servant
in the hall, but leave to go in and rest should on no account be asked. The form of words, “Not at home,” may be
understood in different senses; but the only courteous way is to receive them as being perfectly true. You may
imagine that the lady of the house is really at home, and that she would make an exception in your favour, or you
may think that your acquaintance is not desired; but, in either case, not the slightest word is to escape you, which
would suggest, on your part, such an impression.
*
In receiving morning calls, the foregoing description of the etiquette to be observed in paying them, will be of
considerable service. It is to be added, however, that the occupations of drawing, music, or reading should be
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suspended on the entrance of morning visitors. If a lady, however, be engaged with light needlework, and none
other is appropriate in the drawing-room, it may not be, under some circumstances, inconsistent with good
breeding to quietly continue it during conversation, particularly if the visit be protracted, or the visitors be
gentlemen.
Formerly the custom was to accompany all visitors quitting the house to the door, and there take leave of them;
but modern society, which has thrown off a great deal of this kind of ceremony, now merely requires that the lady
of the house should rise from her seat, shake hands, or courtesy, in accordance with the intimacy she has with her
guests, and ring the bell to summon the servant to attend them and open the door. In making a first call, either
upon a newly-married couple, or persons newly arrived in the neighbourhood, a lady should leave her husband’s
card together with her own, at the same time, stating that the profession or business in which he is engaged has
prevented him from having the pleasure of paying the visit, with her. It is a custom with many ladies, when on the
eve of an absence from their neighbourhood, to leave or send their own and husband’s cards, with the letters P. P.
C. in the right-hand corner. These letters are the initials of the French words, “Pour prendre congé ,” meaning,
“To take leave.”
*
The morning calls being paid or received, and their etiquette properly attended to, the next great event of the
day in most establishments is “The Dinner;” and we only propose here to make a few general remarks on this
important topic, as, in future pages, the whole “Art of Dining” will be thoroughly considered, with reference to its
economy, comfort, and enjoyment.
*
In giving or accepting an invitation for dinner, the following is the form of words generally made use of. They,
however, can be varied in proportion to the intimacy or position of the hosts and guests:—
Mr. and Mrs. A—— present their compliments to Mr. and Mrs. B——, and request the honour, [or hope to have the
pleasure] of their company to dinner on Wednesday, the 6 th of December next. [The address is then listed, followed by]
November 13th, 1859, R. S. V. P

The letters in the corner imply “Répondez, s’il vous plaît“; meaning, “an answer will oblige.” The reply,
accepting the invitation, is couched in the following terms:—
Mr. and Mrs. B—— present their compliments to Mr. and Mrs. A—-, and will do themselves the honour of, [or will
have much pleasure in] accepting their kind invitation to dinner on the 6 th of December next. [The address is then listed,
followed by] November 18th, 1859.

Cards, or invitations for a dinner-party, should be issued a fortnight or three weeks (sometimes even a month)
beforehand, and care should be taken by the hostess, in the selection of the invited guests, that they should be
suited to each other. Much also of the pleasure of a dinner-party will depend on the arrangement of the guests at
table, so as to form a due admixture of talkers and listeners, the grave and the gay. If an invitation to dinner is
accepted, the guests should be punctual, and the mistress ready in her drawing-room to receive them. At some
periods it has been considered fashionable to come late to dinner, but lately nous avons changé tout cela.
*
The half-hour before dinner has always been considered as the great ordeal through which the mistress, in
giving a dinner-party, will either pass with flying colours, or, lose many of her laurels. The anxiety to receive her
guests,— her hope that all will be present in due time,— her trust in the skill of her cook, and the attention of the
other domestics, all tend to make these few minutes a trying time. The mistress, however, must display no kind of
agitation, but show her tact in suggesting light and cheerful subjects of conversation, which will be much aided by
the introduction of any particular new book, curiosity of art, or article of vertu, which may pleasantly engage the
attention of the company. “Waiting for Dinner,” however, is a trying time, and there are few who have not felt —
How sad it is to sit and pine,
The long half-hour before we dine!
Upon our watches oft to look,
Then wonder at the clock and cook, …
And strive to laugh in spite of Fate!
But laughter forced soon quits the room,
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And leaves it in its former gloom.
But lo! the dinner now appears,
The object of our hopes and fears,
The end of all our pain!

In giving an entertainment of this kind, the mistress should remember that it is her duty to make her guests feel
happy, comfortable, and quite at their ease; and the guests should also consider that they have come to the house
of their hostess to be happy. Thus an opportunity is given to all for innocent enjoyment and intellectual
improvement, when also acquaintances may be formed that may prove invaluable through life, and information
gained that will enlarge the mind. Many celebrated men and women have been great talkers; and, amongst others,
the genial Sir Walter Scott, who spoke freely to every one, and a favourite remark of whom it was, that he never
did so without learning something he didn’t know before.
*
Dinner being announced, the host offers his arm to, and places on his right hand at the dinner-table, the lady to
whom he desires to pay most respect, either on account of her age, position, or from her being the greatest
stranger in the party. If this lady be married and her husband present, the latter takes the hostess to her place at
table, and seats himself at her right hand. The rest of the company follow in couples, as specified by the master
and mistress of the house, arranging the party according to their rank and other circumstances which may be
known to the host and hostess.
It will be found of great assistance to the placing of a party at the dinner-table, to have the names of the guests
neatly (and correctly) written on small cards, and placed at that part of the table where it is desired they should sit.
With respect to the number of guests, it has often been said, that a private dinner-party should consist of not less
than the number of the Graces, or more than that of the Muses. A party of ten or twelve is, perhaps, in a general
way, sufficient to enjoy themselves and be enjoyed. White kid gloves are worn by ladies at dinner-parties, but
should be taken off before the business of dining commences.
*
The guests being seated at the dinner-table, the lady begins to help the soup, which is handed round,
commencing with the gentleman on her right and on her left, and continuing in the same order till all are served. It
is generally established as a rule, not to ask for soup or fish twice, as, in so doing, part of the company may be
kept waiting too long for the second course, when, perhaps, a little revenge is taken by looking at the awkward
consumer of a second portion. This rule, however, may, under various circumstances, not be considered as
binding.
It is not usual, where taking wine is en règle, for a gentleman to ask a lady to take wine until the fish or soup is
finished, and then the gentleman honoured by sitting on the right of the hostess, may politely inquire if she will do
him the honour of taking wine with him. This will act as a signal to the rest of the company, the gentleman of the
house most probably requesting the same pleasure of the ladies at his right and left. At many tables, however, the
custom or fashion of drinking wine in this manner, is abolished, and the servant fills the glasses of the guests with
the various wines suited to the course which is in progress.
*
When dinner is finished, the dessert is placed on the table, accompanied with finger-glasses. It is the custom of
some gentlemen to wet a corner of the napkin; but the hostess, whose behaviour will set the tone to all the ladies
present, will merely wet the tips of her fingers, which will serve all the purposes required. The French and other
continentals have a habit of gargling the mouth; but it is a custom which no English gentlewoman should, in the
slightest degree, imitate.
*
When fruit has been taken, and a glass or two of wine passed round, the time will have arrived when the
hostess will rise, and thus give the signal for the ladies to leave the gentlemen, and retire to the drawing-room.
The gentlemen of the party will rise at the same time, and he who is nearest the door, will open it for the ladies, all
remaining courteously standing until the last lady has withdrawn. Dr. Johnson has a curious paragraph on the
effects of a dinner on men. “Before dinner,” he says, “men meet with great inequality of understanding; and those
who are conscious of their inferiority have the modesty not to talk. When they have drunk wine, every man feels
himself happy, and loses that modesty, and grows impudent and vociferous; but he is not improved, he is only not
sensible of his defects.” This is rather severe, but there may be truth in it.
In former times, when the bottle circulated freely amongst the guests, it was necessary for the ladies to retire
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earlier than they do at present, for the gentlemen of the company soon became unfit to conduct themselves with
that decorum which is essential in the presence of ladies. Thanks, however, to the improvements in modern
society, and the high example shown to the nation by its most illustrious personages, temperance is, in these
happy days, a striking feature in the character of a gentleman. Delicacy of conduct towards the female sex has
increased with the esteem in which they are now universally held, and thus, the very early withdrawing of the
ladies from the dining-room is to be deprecated. A lull in the conversation will seasonably indicate the moment for
the ladies’ departure.
*
After-dinner invitations may be given; by which we wish to be understood, invitations for the evening. The
time of the arrival of these visitors will vary according to their engagements, or sometimes will be varied in
obedience to the caprices of fashion. Guests invited for the evening are, however, generally considered at liberty
to arrive whenever it will best suit themselves,— usually between nine and twelve, unless earlier hours are
specifically named. By this arrangement, many fashionable people and others, who have numerous engagements
to fulfil, often contrive to make their appearance at two or three parties in the course of one evening.
*
The etiquette of the dinner-party table being disposed of, let us now enter slightly into that of an evening party
or ball. The invitations issued and accepted for either of these, will be written in the same style as those already
described for a dinner-party. They should be sent out at least three weeks before the day fixed for the event, and
should be replied to within a week of their receipt. By attending to these courtesies, the guests will have time to
consider their engagements and prepare their dresses, and the hostess will, also, know what will be the number of
her party.
If the entertainment is to be simply an evening party, this must be specified on the card or note of invitation.
Short or verbal invitations, except where persons are exceedingly intimate, or are very near relations, are very far
from proper, although, of course, in this respect and in many other respects, very much always depends on the
manner in which the invitation is given. True politeness, however, should be studied even amongst the nearest
friends and relations; for the mechanical forms of good breeding are of great consequence, and too much
familiarity may have, for its effect, the destruction of friendship.
*
As the ladies and gentlemen arrive, each should be shown to a room exclusively provided for their reception;
and in that set apart for the ladies, attendants should be in waiting to assist in uncloaking, and helping to arrange
the hair and toilet of those who require it. It will be found convenient, in those cases where the number of guests
is large, to provide numbered tickets, so that they can be attached to the cloaks and shawls of each lady, a
duplicate of which should be handed to the guest. Coffee is sometimes provided in this, or an ante-room, for those
who would like to partake of it.
*
As the visitors are announced by the servant, it is not necessary for the lady of the house to advance each time
towards the door, but merely to rise from her seat to receive their courtesies and congratulations. If, indeed, the
hostess wishes to show particular favour to some peculiarly honoured guests, she may introduce them to others,
whose acquaintance she may imagine will be especially suitable and agreeable. It is very often the practice of the
master of the house to introduce one gentleman to another, but occasionally the lady performs this office; when it
will, of course, be polite for the persons thus introduced to take their seats together for the time being.
The custom of non-introduction is very much in vogue in many houses, and guests are thus left to discover for
themselves the position and qualities of the people around them. The servant, indeed, calls out the names of all the
visitors as they arrive, but, in many instances, mispronounces them; so that it will not be well to follow this
information, as if it were an unerring guide. In our opinion, it is a cheerless and depressing custom, although, in
thus speaking, we do not allude to the large assemblies of the aristocracy, but to the smaller parties of the middle
classes.
*
A separate room or convenient buffet should be appropriated for refreshments, and to which the dancers may
retire; and cakes and biscuits, with wine negus, lemonade, and ices, handed round. A supper is also mostly
provided at the private parties of the middle classes; and this requires, on the part of the hostess, a great deal of
attention and supervision. It usually takes place between the first and second parts of the programme of the
dances, of which there should be several prettily written or printed copies distributed about the ball-room.
In private parties, a lady is not to refuse the invitation of a gentleman to dance, unless she be previously
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engaged. The hostess must he supposed to have asked to her house only those persons whom she knows to be
perfectly respectable and of unblemished character, as well as pretty equal in position; and thus, to decline the
offer of any gentleman present, would be a tacit reflection on the master and mistress of the house. It may be
mentioned here, more especially for the young who will read this book, that introductions at balls or evening
parties, cease with the occasion that calls them forth, no introduction, at these times, giving a gentleman a right to
address, afterwards, a lady. She is, consequently, free, next morning, to pass her partner at a ball of the previous
evening without the slightest recognition.
*
The ball is generally opened, that is, the first place in the first quadrille is occupied, by the lady of the house.
When anything prevents this, the host will usually lead off the dance with the lady who is either the highest in
rank, or the greatest stranger. It will be well for the hostess, even if she be very partial to the amusement, and a
graceful dancer, not to participate in it to any great extent, lest her lady guests should have occasion to complain
of her monopoly of the gentlemen, and other causes of neglect. A few dances will suffice to show her interest in
the entertainment, without unduly trenching on the attention due to her guests. In all its parts a ball should be
perfect,—
The music, and the banquet, and the wine;
The garlands, the rose-odours, and the flowers.

The hostess or host, during the progress of a ball, will courteously accost and chat with their friends, and take
care that the ladies are furnished with seats, and that those who wish to dance are provided with partners. A gentle
hint from the hostess, conveyed in a quiet ladylike manner, that certain ladies have remained unengaged during
several dances, is sure not to be neglected by any gentleman. Thus will be studied the comfort and enjoyment of
the guests, and no lady, in leaving the house, will be able to feel the chagrin and disappointment of not having
been invited to “stand up” in a dance during the whole of the evening.
*
When any of the carriages of the guests are announced, or the time for their departure arrived, they should
make a slight intimation to the hostess, without, however, exciting any observation, that they are about to depart.
If this cannot be done, however, without creating too much bustle, it will be better for the visitors to retire quietly
without taking their leave. During the course of the week, the hostess will expect to receive from every guest a
call, where it is possible, or cards expressing the gratification experienced from her entertainment. This attention
is due to every lady for the pains and trouble she has been at, and tends to promote social, kindly feelings.
*
Having thus discoursed of parties of pleasure, it will be an interesting change to return to the more domestic
business of the house, although all the details we have been giving of dinner-parties, balls, and the like, appertain
to the department of the mistress. Without a knowledge of the etiquette to be observed on these occasions, a
mistress would be unable to enjoy and appreciate those friendly pleasant meetings which give, as it were, a fillip
to life, and make the quiet happy home of an English gentlewoman appear the more delightful and enjoyable. In
their proper places, all that is necessary to be known respecting the dishes and appearance of the breakfast, dinner,
tea, and supper tables, will be set forth in this work.
*
A family dinner at home, compared with either giving or going to a dinner-party, is, of course, of much more
frequent occurrence, and many will say, of much greater importance. Both, however, have to be considered with a
view to their nicety and enjoyment; and the latter more particularly with reference to economy. These points will
be especially noted in the following pages on “Household Cookery.” Here we will only say, that for both mistress
and servants, as well in large as small households, it will be found, by far, the better plan, to cook and serve the
dinner, and to lay the tablecloth and the sideboard, with the same cleanliness, neatness, and scrupulous exactness,
whether it be for the mistress herself alone, a small family, or for “company.” If this rule be strictly adhered to, all
will find themselves increase in managing skill; whilst a knowledge of their daily duties will become familiar, and
enable them to meet difficult occasions with ease, and overcome any amount of obstacles.
*
Of the manner of passing evenings at home, there is none pleasanter than in such recreative enjoyments as
those which relax the mind from its severer duties, whilst they stimulate it with a gentle delight. Where there are
young people forming a part of the evening circle, interesting and agreeable pastime should especially be
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promoted. It is of incalculable benefit to them that their homes should possess all the attractions of healthful
amusement, comfort, and happiness; for if they do not find pleasure there, they will seek it elsewhere. It ought,
therefore, to enter into the domestic policy of every parent, to make her children feel that home is the happiest
place in the world; that to imbue them with this delicious home-feeling is one of the choicest gifts a parent can
bestow.
Light or fancy needlework often forms a portion of the evening’s recreation for the ladies of the household,
and this may be varied by an occasional game at chess or backgammon. It has often been remarked, too, that
nothing is more delightful to the feminine members of a family, than the reading aloud of some good standard
work or amusing publication. A knowledge of polite literature may be thus obtained by the whole family,
especially if the reader is able and willing to explain the more difficult passages of the book, and expatiate on the
wisdom and beauties it may contain. This plan, in a great measure, realizes the advice of Lord Bacon, who says,
“Read not to contradict and refute, nor to believe and take for granted, nor to find talk and discourse, but to
weigh and consider.”
*
In retiring for the night, it is well to remember that early rising is almost impossible, if late going to bed be the
order, or rather disorder, of the house. The younger members of a family should go early and at regular hours to
their beds, and the domestics as soon as possible after a reasonably appointed hour. Either the master or the
mistress of a house should, after all have gone to their separate rooms, see that all is right with respect to the lights
and fires below; and no servants should, on any account, be allowed to remain up after the heads of the house
have retired.
*
Having thus gone from early rising to early retiring, there remain only now to be considered a few special
positions respecting which the mistress of the house will be glad to receive some specific information.
*
When a mistress takes a house in a new locality, it will be etiquette for her to wait until the older inhabitants of
the neighbourhood call upon her; thus evincing a desire, on their part, to become acquainted with the new comer.
It may be, that the mistress will desire an intimate acquaintance with but few of her neighbours; but it is to be
specially borne in mind that all visits, whether of ceremony, friendship, or condolence, should be punctiliously
returned.
*
You may perhaps have been favoured with letters of introduction from some of your friends, to persons living
in the neighbourhood to which you have just come. In this case inclose the letter of introduction in an envelope
with your card. Then, if the person, to whom it is addressed, calls in the course of a few days, the visit should be
returned by you within the week, if possible. Any breach of etiquette, in this respect, will not readily be excused.
In the event of your being invited to dinner under the above circumstances, nothing but necessity should
prevent you from accepting the invitation. If, however, there is some distinct reason why you cannot accept, let it
be stated frankly and plainly, for politeness and truthfulness should be ever allied. An opportunity should, also, be
taken to call in the course of a day or two, in order to politely express your regret and disappointment at not
having been able to avail yourself of their kindness.
*
In giving a letter of introduction, it should always be handed to your friend, unsealed. Courtesy dictates this, as
the person whom you are introducing would, perhaps, wish to know in what manner he or she was spoken of.
Should you receive a letter from a friend, introducing to you any person known to and esteemed by the writer, the
letter should be immediately acknowledged, and your willingness expressed to do all in your power to carry out
his or her wishes.
*
Such are the onerous duties which enter into the position of the mistress of a house, and such are, happily, with
a slight but continued attention, of by no means difficult performance. She ought always to remember that she is
the first and the last, the Alpha and the Omega in the government of her establishment; and that it is by her
conduct that its whole internal policy is regulated. She is, therefore, a person of far more importance in a
community than she usually thinks she is. On her pattern her daughters model themselves; by her counsels they
are directed; through her virtues all are honoured;—“her children rise up and call her blessed; her husband, also,
and he praiseth her.”
Therefore, let each mistress always remember her responsible position, never approving a mean action, nor
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speaking an unrefined word. Let her conduct be such that her inferiors may respect her, and such as an honourable
and right-minded man may look for in his wife and the mother of his children. Let her think of the many
compliments and the sincere homage that have been paid to her sex by the greatest philosophers and writers, both
in ancient and modern times. Let her not forget that she has to show herself worthy of Campbell’s compliment
when he said,—
The world was sad! the garden was a wild!
And man the hermit sigh’d, till woman smiled.

Let her prove herself, then, the happy companion of man, and able to take unto herself the praises of the pious
prelate, Jeremy Taylor, who says,—
A good wife is Heaven’s last best gift to man,
his angel and minister of graces innumerable,
his gem of many virtues,
his casket of jewels
her voice is sweet music
her smiles his brightest day;
her kiss, the guardian of his innocence;
her arms, the pale of his safety, the balm of his health, the balsam of his life;
her industry, his surest wealth;
her economy, his safest steward;
her lips, his faithful counsellors;
her bosom, the softest pillow of his cares;
and her prayers, the ablest advocates of Heaven’s blessings on his head.

Cherishing, then, in her breast the respected utterances of the good and the great, let the mistress of every
house rise to the responsibility of its management; so that, in doing her duty to all around her, she may receive the
genuine reward of respect, love, and affection!
Note. — Many mistresses have experienced the horrors of house-hunting, and it is well known that “three
removes are as good (or bad, rather) as a fire.” Nevertheless, it being quite evident that we must, in these days at
least, live in houses, and are sometimes obliged to change our residences, it is well to consider some of the
conditions which will add to, or diminish, the convenience and comfort of our homes.
Although the choice of a house must be dependent on so many different circumstances with different people,
that to give any specific directions on this head would be impossible and useless; yet it will be advantageous,
perhaps, to many, if we point out some of those general features as to locality, soil, aspect, &c., to which the
attention of all house-takers should be carefully directed.
Regarding the locality, we may say, speaking now more particularly of a town house, that it is very important
to the health and comfort of a family, that the neighbourhood of all factories of any kind, producing unwholesome
effluvia or smells, should be strictly avoided. Neither is it well to take a house in the immediate vicinity of where
a noisy trade is carried on, as it is unpleasant to the feelings, and tends to increase any existing irritation of the
system.
Referring to soils; it is held as a rule, that a gravel soil is superior to any other, as the rain drains through it
very quickly, and it is consequently drier and less damp than clay, upon which water rests a far longer time. A clay
country, too, is not so pleasant for walking exercise as one in which gravel predominates.
The aspect of the house should be well considered, and it should be borne in mind that the more sunlight that
comes into the house, the healthier is the habitation. The close, fetid smell which assails one on entering a narrow
court, or street, in towns, is to be assigned to the want of light, and, consequently, air. A house with a south or
south-west aspect, is lighter, warmer, drier, and consequently more healthy, than one facing the north or northeast.
Great advances have been made, during the last few years, in the principles of sanitary knowledge, and one
most essential point to be observed in reference to a house, is its “drainage,” as it has been proved in an endless
number of cases, that bad or defective drainage is as certain to destroy health as the taking of poisons. This arises
from its injuriously affecting the atmosphere; thus rendering the air we breathe unwholesome and deleterious. Let
it be borne in mind, then, that unless a house is effectually drained, the health of its inhabitants is sure to suffer;
and they will be susceptible of ague, rheumatism, diarrhoea, fevers, and cholera.
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We now come to an all-important point—that of the water supply. The value of this necessary article has also
been lately more and more recognized in connection with the question of health and life; and most houses are well
supplied with every convenience connected with water. Let it, however, be well understood, that no house,
however suitable in other respects, can be desirable, if this grand means of health and comfort is, in the slightest
degree, scarce or impure. No caution can be too great to see that it is pure and good, as well as plentiful; for,
knowing, as we do, that not a single part of our daily food is prepared without it, the importance of its influence
on the health of the inmates of a house cannot be over-rated.
Ventilation is another feature which must not be overlooked. In a general way, enough of air is admitted by the
cracks round the doors and windows; but if this be not the case, the chimney will smoke; and other plans, such as
the placing of a plate of finely-perforated zinc in the upper part of the window, must be used. Cold air should
never be admitted under the doors, or at the bottom of a room, unless it be close to the fire or stove; for it will
flow along the floor towards the fireplace, and thus leave the foul air in the upper part of the room, unpurified,
cooling, at the same time, unpleasantly and injuriously, the feet and legs of the inmates.
The rent of a house, it has been said, should not exceed one-eighth of the whole income of its occupier; and, as
a general rule, we are disposed to assent to this estimate, although there may be many circumstances which would
not admit of its being considered infallible.
2: The Housekeeper
As second in command in the home, except in large establishments, where there is a house steward, the
housekeeper must consider herself as the immediate representative of her mistress, and bring, to the management
of the household, all those qualities of honesty, industry, and vigilance, in the same degree as if she were at the
head of her own family. Constantly on the watch to detect any wrong-doing on the part of any of the domestics,
she will overlook all that goes on in the house, and will see that every department is thoroughly attended to, and
that the servants are comfortable, at the same time that their various duties are properly performed.
Cleanliness, punctuality, order, and method, are essentials in the character of a good housekeeper. Without the
first, no household can be said to be well managed. The second is equally all-important; for those who are under
the housekeeper will take their “cue” from her; and in the same proportion as punctuality governs her movements,
so will it theirs. Order, again, is indispensable; for by it we wish to be understood that “there should be a place for
everything, and everything in its place.” Method, too, is most necessary; for when the work is properly contrived,
and each part arranged in regular succession, it will be done more quickly and more effectually.
*
A necessary qualification for a housekeeper is, that she should thoroughly understand accounts. She will have
to write in her books an accurate registry of all sums paid for any and every purpose, all the current expenses of
the house, tradesmen’s bills, and other extraneous matter. As we have mentioned under the head of the Mistress
(see 16), a housekeeper’s accounts should be periodically balanced, and examined by the head of the house.
Nothing tends more to the satisfaction of both employer and employed, than this arrangement. “Short reckonings
make long friends,” stands good in this case, as in others.
It will be found an excellent plan to take an account of every article which comes into the house connected
with housekeeping, and is not paid for at the time. The book containing these entries can then be compared with
the bills sent in by the various tradesmen, so that any discrepancy can be inquired into and set right. An intelligent
housekeeper will, by this means, too, be better able to judge of the average consumption of each article by the
household; and if that quantity be, at any time, exceeded, the cause may be discovered and rectified, if it proceed
from waste or carelessness.
*
Although in the department of the cook, the housekeeper does not generally much interfere, yet it is necessary
that she should possess a good knowledge of the culinary art, as, in many instances, it may be requisite for her to
take the superintendence of the kitchen. As a rule, it may be stated, that the housekeeper, in those establishments
where there is no house steward or man cook, undertakes the preparation of the confectionary, attends to the
preserving and pickling of fruits and vegetables; and, in a general way, to the more difficult branches of the art of
cookery.
Much of these arrangements will depend, however, on the qualifications of the cook; for instance, if she be an
able artiste, there will be but little necessity for the housekeeper to interfere, except in the already noticed articles
of confectionary, &c. On the contrary, if the cook be not so clever an adept in her art, then it will be requisite for
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the housekeeper to give more of her attention to the business of the kitchen, than in the former case. It will be one
of the duties of the housekeeper to attend to the marketing, in the absence of either a house steward or man cook.
*
The daily duties of a housekeeper are regulated, in a great measure, by the extent of the establishment she
superintends. She should, however, rise early, and see that all the domestics are duly performing their work, and
that everything is progressing satisfactorily for the preparation of the breakfast for the household and family. After
breakfast, which, in large establishments, she will take in the “housekeeper’s room” with the lady’s-maid, butler,
and valet, and where they will be waited on by the still-room maid, she will, on various days set apart for each
purpose, carefully examine the household linen, with a view to its being repaired, or to a further quantity being
put in hand to be made; she will also see that the furniture throughout the house is well rubbed and polished; and
will, besides, attend to all the necessary details of marketing and ordering goods from the tradesmen.
The housekeeper’s room is generally made use of by the lady’s-maid, butler, and valet, who take there their
breakfast, tea, and supper. The lady’s-maid will also use this apartment as a sitting-room, when not engaged with
her lady, or with some other duties, which would call her elsewhere. In different establishments, according to their
size and the rank of the family, different rules of course prevail. For instance, in the mansions of those of very
high rank, and where there is a house steward, there are two distinct tables kept, one in the steward’s room for the
principal members of the household, the other in the servants’ hall, for the other domestics. At the steward’s
dinner-table, the steward and housekeeper preside; and here, also, are present the lady’s-maid, butler, valet, and
head gardener. Should any visitors be staying with the family, their servants, generally the valet and lady’s-maid,
will be admitted to the steward’s table.
*
After dinner, the housekeeper, having seen that all the members of the establishment have regularly returned to
their various duties, and that all the departments of the household are in proper working order, will have many
important matters claiming her attention. She will, possibly, have to give the finishing touch to some article of
confectionary, or be occupied with some of the more elaborate processes of the still-room. There may also be the
dessert to arrange, ice-creams to make; and all these employments call for no ordinary degree of care, taste, and
attention.
The still-room was formerly much more in vogue than at present; for in days of “auld lang syne,” the still was
in constant requisition for the supply of sweet-flavoured waters for the purposes of cookery, scents and aromatic
substances used in the preparation of the toilet, and cordials in cases of accidents and illness. There are some
establishments, however, in which distillation is still carried on, and in these, the still-room maid has her old
duties to perform. In a general way, however, this domestic is immediately concerned with the housekeeper. For
the latter she lights the fire, dusts her room, prepares the breakfast-table, and waits at the different meals taken in
the housekeeper’s room (see 58). A still-room maid may learn a very great deal of useful knowledge from her
intimate connection with the housekeeper, and if she be active and intelligent, may soon fit herself for a better
position in the household.
*
In the evening, the housekeeper will often busy herself with the necessary preparations for the next day’s
duties. Numberless small, but still important arrangements, will have to be made, so that everything may move
smoothly. At times, perhaps, attention will have to be paid to the breaking of lump-sugar, the stoning of raisins,
the washing, cleansing, and drying of currants, &c. The evening, too, is the best time for setting right her account
of the expenditure, and duly writing a statement of moneys received and paid, and also for making memoranda of
any articles she may require for her storeroom or other departments.
Periodically, at some convenient time—for instance, quarterly or half-yearly, it is a good plan for the
housekeeper to make an inventory of everything she has under her care, and compare this with the lists of a
former period; she will then be able to furnish a statement, if necessary, of the articles which, on account of time,
breakage, loss, or other causes, it has been necessary to replace or replenish.
*
In concluding these remarks on the duties of the housekeeper, we will briefly refer to the very great
responsibility which attaches to her position. Like “Caesar’s wife,” she should be “above suspicion,” and her
honesty and sobriety unquestionable; for there are many temptations to which she is exposed. In a physical point
of view, a housekeeper should be healthy and strong, and be particularly clean in her person, and her hands,
although they may show a degree of roughness, from the nature of some of her employments, yet should have a
nice inviting appearance. In her dealings with the various tradesmen, and in her behaviour to the domestics under
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her, the demeanour and conduct of the housekeeper should be such as, in neither case, to diminish, by an undue
familiarity, her authority or influence.
*
Note.—It will be useful for the mistress and housekeeper to know the best seasons for various occupations
connected with Household Management; and we, accordingly, subjoin a few hints which we think will prove
valuable.
As, in the winter months, servants have much more to do, in consequence of the necessity there is to attend to
the number of fires throughout the household, not much more than the ordinary every-day work can be attempted.
In the summer, and when the absence of fires gives the domestics more leisure, then any extra work that is
required, can be more easily performed.
The spring is the usual period set apart for house-cleaning, and removing all the dust and dirt, which will
necessarily, with the best of housewives, accumulate during the winter months, from the smoke of the coal, oil,
gas, &c. This season is also well adapted for washing and bleaching linen, &c., as, the weather, not being then too
hot for the exertions necessary in washing counterpanes, blankets, and heavy things in general, the work is better
and more easily done than in the intense heats of July, which month some recommend for these purposes. Winter
curtains should be taken down, and replaced by the summer white ones; and furs and woollen cloths also carefully
laid by. The former should be well shaken and brushed, and then pinned upon paper or linen, with camphor to
preserve them from the moths. Furs, &c., will be preserved in the same way. Included, under the general
description of house-cleaning, must be understood, turning out all the nooks and corners of drawers, cupboards,
lumber-rooms, lofts, &c., with a view of getting rid of all unnecessary articles, which only create dirt and attract
vermin; sweeping of chimneys, taking up carpets, painting and whitewashing the kitchen and offices, papering
rooms, when needed, and, generally speaking, the house putting on, with the approaching summer, a bright
appearance, and a new face, in unison with nature. Oranges now should be preserved, and orange wine made.
The summer will be found, as we have mentioned above, in consequence of the diminution of labour for the
domestics, the best period for examining and repairing household linen, and for “putting to rights” all those
articles which have received a large share of wear and tear during the dark winter days. In direct reference to this
matter, we may here remark, that sheets should be turned “sides to middle” before they are allowed to get very
thin. Otherwise, patching, which is uneconomical from the time it consumes, and is unsightly in point of
appearance, will have to be resorted to. In June and July, gooseberries, currants, raspberries, strawberries, and
other summer fruits, should be preserved, and jams and jellies made. In July, too, the making of walnut ketchup
should be attended to, as the green walnuts will be approaching perfection for this purpose. Mixed pickles may
also be now made, and it will be found a good plan to have ready a jar of pickle-juice (for the making of which all
information will be given in future pages), into which to put occasionally some young French beans, cauliflowers,
&c.
In the early autumn, plums of various kinds are to be bottled and preserved, and jams and jellies made. A little
later, tomato sauce, a most useful article to have by you, may be prepared; a supply of apples laid in, if you have a
place to keep them, as also a few keeping pears and filberts. Endeavour to keep also a large vegetable marrow—it
will be found delicious in the winter.
In October and November, it will be necessary to prepare for the cold weather, and get ready the winter
clothing for the various members of the family. The white summer curtains will now be carefully put away, the
fireplaces, grates, and chimneys looked to, and the House put in a thorough state of repair, so that no “loose tile”
may, at a future day, interfere with your comfort, and extract something considerable from your pocket.
In December, the principal household duty lies in preparing for the creature comforts of those near and dear to
us, so as to meet old Christmas with a happy face, a contented mind, and a full larder; and in stoning the plums,
washing the currants, cutting the citron, beating the eggs, and mixing the pudding, a housewife is not unworthily
greeting the genial season of all good things.
3: Arrangement and Economy of the Kitchen
“The distribution of a kitchen,” says Count Rumford, the celebrated philosopher and physician, who wrote so
learnedly on all subjects connected with domestic economy and architecture, “must always depend so much on
local circumstances, that general rules can hardly be given respecting it; the principles, however, on which this
distribution ought, in all cases, to be made, are simple and easy to be understood,” and, in his estimation, these
resolve themselves into symmetry of proportion in the building and convenience to the cook. The requisites of a
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good kitchen, however, demand something more special than is here pointed out. It must be remembered that it is
the great laboratory of every household, and that much of the “weal or woe,” as far as regards bodily health,
depends upon the nature of the preparations concocted within its walls.
A good kitchen, therefore, should be erected with a view to the following particulars. 1. Convenience of
distribution in its parts, with largeness of dimension. 2. Excellence of light, height of ceiling, and good
ventilation. 3. Easiness of access, without passing through the house. 4. Sufficiently remote from the principal
apartments of the house, that the members, visitors, or guests of the family, may not perceive the odour incident to
cooking, or hear the noise of culinary operations. 5. Plenty of fuel and water, which, with the scullery, pantry, and
storeroom, should be so near it, as to offer the smallest possible trouble in reaching them.
The kitchens of the Middle Ages, in England, are said to have been constructed after the fashion of those of the
Romans. They were generally octagonal, with several fireplaces, but no chimneys; neither was there any wood
admitted into the building. The accompanying cut, fig. 1, represents the turret which was erected on the top of the
conical roof of the kitchen at Glastonbury Abbey, and which was perforated with holes to allow the smoke of the
fire, as well as the steam from cooking, to escape. Some kitchens had funnels or vents below the eaves to let out
the steam, which was sometimes considerable, as the Anglo–Saxons used their meat chiefly in a boiled state.
From this circumstance, some of their large kitchens had four ranges, comprising a boiling-place for small boiled
meats, and a boiling-house for the great boiler. In private houses the culinary arrangements were no doubt
different; for Du Cange mentions a little kitchen with a chamber, even in a solarium, or upper floor.
*
The simplicity of the primitive ages has frequently been an object of poetical admiration, and it delights the
imagination to picture men living upon such fruits as spring spontaneously from the earth, and desiring no other
beverages to slake their thirst, but such as fountains and rivers supply. Thus we are told, that the ancient
inhabitants of Argos lived principally on pears; that the Arcadians revelled in acorns, and the Athenians in figs.
This, of course, was in the golden age, before ploughing began, and when mankind enjoyed all kinds of plenty
without having to earn their bread “by the sweat of their brow.” This delightful period, however, could not last
forever, and the earth became barren, and continued unfruitful till Ceres came and taught the art of sowing, with
several other useful inventions. The first whom she taught to till the ground was Triptolemus, who communicated
his instructions to his countrymen the Athenians. Thence the art was carried into Achaia, and thence into Arcadia.
Barley was the first grain that was used, and the invention of bread-making is ascribed to Pan.
The use of fire, as an instrument of cookery, must have been coeval with this invention of bread, which, being
the most necessary of all kinds of food, was frequently used in a sense so comprehensive as to include both meat
and drink. It was, by the Greeks, baked under the ashes.
*
In the primary ages it was deemed unlawful to eat flesh, and when mankind began to depart from their
primitive habits, the flesh of swine was the first that was eaten. For several ages, it was pronounced unlawful to
slaughter oxen, from an estimate of their great value in assisting men to cultivate the ground; nor was it usual to
kill young animals, from a sentiment which considered it cruel to take away the life of those that had scarcely
tasted the joys of existence.
At this period no cooks were kept, and we know from Homer that his ancient heroes prepared and dressed their
victuals with their own hands. Ulysses, for example, we are told, like a modern charwoman, excelled at lighting a
fire, whilst Achilles was an adept at turning a spit. Subsequently, heralds, employed in civil and military affairs,
filled the office of cooks, and managed marriage feasts; but this, no doubt, was after mankind had advanced in the
art of living, a step further than roasting, which, in all places, was the ancient manner of dressing meat.
*
The age of roasting we may consider as that in which the use of the metals would be introduced as adjuncts to
the culinary art; and amongst these, iron, the most useful of them all, would necessarily take a prominent place.
This metal is easily oxidized, but to bring it to a state of fusibility, it requires a most intense heat. Of all the
metals, it is the widest diffused and most abundant; and few stones or mineral bodies are without an admixture of
it. It possesses the valuable property of being welded by hammering; and hence its adaptation to the numerous
purposes of civilized life.
Metallic grains of iron have been found in strawberries, and a twelfth of the weight of the wood of dried oak is
said to consist of this metal. Blood owes its colour of redness to the quantity of iron it contains, and rain and snow
are seldom perfectly free from it. In the arts it is employed in three states—as cast iron, wrought iron, and steel. In
each of these it largely enters into the domestic economy, and stoves, grates, and the general implements of
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cookery, are usually composed of it. In antiquity, its employment was, comparatively speaking, equally universal.
The excavations made at Pompeii have proved this.
The accompanying cuts present us with specimens of stoves, both ancient and modern. Fig. 2 is the remains of
a kitchen stove found in the house of Pansa, at Pompeii, and would seem, in its perfect state, not to have been
materially different from such as are in use at the present day. Fig. 3 is a self-acting, simple open range in modern
use, and may be had of two qualities, ranging, according to their dimensions, from £3. 10s. and £3. 18s.
respectively, up to £4. 10s. and £7. 5s. They are completely fitted up with oven, boiler, sliding cheek, wroughtiron bars, revolving shelves, and brass tap.
Fig. 4, is called the Improved Leamington Kitchener, and is said to surpass any other range in use, for easy
cooking by one fire. It has a hot plate, which is well calculated for an ironing-stove, and on which as many vessels
as will stand upon it, may be kept boiling, without being either soiled or injured. Besides, it has a perfectly
ventilated and spacious wrought-iron roaster, with movable shelves, draw-out stand, double dripping-pan, and
meat-stand. The roaster can be converted into an oven by closing the valves, when bread and pastry can be baked
in it in a superior manner. It also has a large iron boiler with brass tap and steam-pipe, round and square gridirons
for chops and steaks, ash-pan, open fire for roasting, and a set of ornamental covings with plate-warmer attached.
It took a first-class prize and medal in the Great Exhibition of 1851, and was also exhibited, with all the recent
improvements, at the Dublin Exhibition in 1853.
Fig. 5 is another kitchener, adapted for large families. It has on the one side, a large ventilated oven; and on the
other, the fire and roaster. The hot plate is over all, and there is a back boiler, made of wrought iron, with brass tap
and steam-pipe. In other respects it resembles Fig. 4, with which it possesses similar advantages of construction.
Either maybe had at varying prices, according to size, from £5. 15s. up to £23. 10s. They are supplied by Messrs.
Richard & John Slack 336, Strand, London.
*
From kitchen ranges to the implements used in cookery is but a step. With these, every kitchen should be well
supplied, otherwise the cook must not be expected to “perform her office” in a satisfactory manner. Of the
culinary utensils of the ancients, our knowledge is very limited; but as the art of living, in every civilized country,
is pretty much the same, the instruments for cooking must, in a great degree, bear a striking resemblance to each
other. On referring to classical antiquities, we find mentioned, among household utensils, leather bags, baskets
constructed of twigs, reeds, and rushes; boxes, basins, and bellows; bread-moulds, brooms, and brushes; caldrons,
colanders, cisterns, and chafing-dishes; cheese-rasps, knives, and ovens of the Dutch kind; funnels and fryingpans; handmills, soup-ladles, milk-pails, and oil-jars; presses, scales, and sieves; spits of different sizes, but some
of them large enough to roast an ox; spoons, fire-tongs, trays, trenchers, and drinking-vessels; with others for
carrying food, preserving milk, and holding cheese. This enumeration, if it does nothing else, will, to some extent,
indicate the state of the simpler kinds of mechanical arts among the ancients.
In so far as regards the shape and construction of many of the kitchen utensils enumerated above, they bore a
great resemblance to our own. This will be seen by the accompanying cuts. Fig. 6 is an ancient stock-pot in
bronze, which seems to have been made to hang over the fire, and was found in the buried city of Pompeii. Fig. 7
is one of modern make, and may be obtained either of copper or wrought iron, tinned inside. Fig. 8 is another of
antiquity, with a large ladle and colander, with holes attached. It is taken from the column of Trajan. The modern
ones can be obtained at all prices, according to size, from 13s. 6d. up to £1. 1s.
*
In the manufacture of these utensils, bronze metal seems to have been much in favour with the ancients. It was
chosen not only for their domestic vessels, but it was also much used for their public sculptures and medals. It is a
compound, composed of from six to twelve parts of tin to one hundred of copper. It gives its name to figures and
all pieces of sculpture made of it. Brass was another favourite metal, which is composed of copper and zinc. It is
more fusible than copper, and not so apt to tarnish. In a pure state it is not malleable, unless when hot, and after it
has been melted twice it will not bear the hammer. To render it capable of being wrought, it requires 7 lb. of lead
to be put to 1 cwt. of its own material.
The Corinthian brass of antiquity was a mixture of silver, gold, and copper. A fine kind of brass, supposed to
be made by the cementation of copper plates with calamine, is, in Germany, hammered out into leaves, and is
called Dutch metal in this country. It is employed in the same way as gold leaf. Brass is much used for
watchworks, as well as for wire.
*
The braziers, ladles, stewpans, saucepans, gridirons, and colanders of antiquity might generally pass for those
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of the English manufacture of the present day, in so far as shape is concerned. In proof of this we have placed
together the following similar articles of ancient and modern pattern, in order that the reader may, at a single view,
see wherein any difference that is between them, consists.
Figs. 9 and 10 are flat sauce or sauté pans, the ancient one being fluted in the handle, and having at the end a
ram’s head. Figs. 11 and 12 are colanders, the handle of the ancient one being adorned, in the original, with carved
representations of a cornucopia, a satyr, a goat, pigs, and other animals. Any display of taste in the adornment of
such utensils, might seem to be useless; but when we remember how much more natural it is for us all to be
careful of the beautiful and costly, than of the plain and cheap, it may even become a question in the economy of a
kitchen, whether it would not, in the long run, be cheaper to have articles which displayed some tasteful ingenuity
in their manufacture, than such as are so perfectly plain as to have no attractions whatever beyond their mere
suitableness to the purposes for which they are made. Figs. 13 and 14 are saucepans, the ancient one being of
bronze, originally copied from the cabinet of M. l’Abbé Charlet, and engraved in the Antiquities of Montfaucon.
Figs. 15 and 17 are gridirons, and 16 and 18 dripping-pans. In all these utensils the resemblance between such as
were in use 2,000 years ago, and those in use at the present day, is strikingly manifest.
*
Some of the ancient utensils represented in the above cuts, are copied from those found amid the ruins of
Herculaneum and Pompeii. These Roman cities were, in the first century, buried beneath the lava of an eruption of
Vesuvius, and continued to be lost to the world till the beginning of the last century, when a peasant, in digging
for a well, gradually discovered a small temple with some statues. Little notice, however, was taken of this
circumstance till 1736, when the king of Naples, desiring to erect a palace at Portici, caused extensive excavations
to be made, when the city of Herculaneum was slowly unfolded to view. Pompeii was discovered about 1750, and
being easier cleared from the lava in which it had so long been entombed, disclosed itself as it existed
immediately before the catastrophe which overwhelmed it, nearly two thousand years ago. It presented, to the
modern world, the perfect picture of the form and structure of an ancient Roman city. The interior of its
habitations, shops, baths, theatres, and temples, were all disclosed, with many of the implements used by the
workmen in their various trades, and the materials on which they were employed, when the doomed city was
covered with the lavian stream.
*
Amongst themos essential requirements of the kitchen are scales or weighing-machines for family use. These
are found to have existed among the ancients, and must, at a very early age, have been both publicly and privately
employed for the regulation of quantities. The modern English weights were adjusted by the 27 th chapter of
Magna Charta, or the great charter forced, by the barons, from King John at Runnymede, in Surrey. Therein it is
declared that the weights, all over England, shall be the same, although for different commodities there were two
different kinds, Troy and Avoirdupois. The origin of both is taken from a grain of wheat gathered in the middle of
an ear. The standard of measures was originally kept at Winchester, and by a law of King Edgar was ordained to
be observed throughout the kingdom.
Fig. 19 is an ancient pair of common scales, with two basins and a movable weight, which is made in the form
of a head, covered with the pileus, because Mercury had the weights and measures under his superintendence. It is
engraved on a stone in the gallery of Florence. Fig. 20 represents a modern weighing-machine, of great
convenience, and generally in use in those establishments where a great deal of cooking is carried on.
Accompanying the scales, or weighing-machines, there should be spice-boxes, and sugar and biscuit-canisters
of either white or japanned tin. The covers of these should fit tightly, in order to exclude the air, and if necessary,
be lettered in front, to distinguish them. The white metal of which they are usually composed, loses its colour
when exposed to the air, but undergoes no further change. It enters largely into the composition of culinary
utensils, many of them being entirely composed of tinned sheet-iron; the inside of copper and iron vessels also,
being usually what is called tinned. This art consists of covering any metal with a thin coating of tin; and it
requires the metal to be covered, to be perfectly clean and free from rust, and also that the tin, itself, be purely
metallic, and entirely cleared from all ashes or refuse. Copper boilers, saucepans, and other kitchen utensils, are
tinned after they are manufactured, by being first made hot and the tin rubbed on with resin. In this process,
nothing ought to be used but pure grain-tin. Lead, however, is sometimes mixed with that metal, not only to make
it lie more easily, but to adulterate it—a pernicious practice, which in every article connected with the cooking
and preparation of food, cannot be too severely reprobated.
The following list, supplied by Messrs. Richard & John Slack, 336, Strand, will show the articles required for
the kitchen of a family in the middle class of life, although it does not contain all the things that may be deemed
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necessary for some families, and may contain more than are required for others. As Messrs. Slack themselves,
however, publish a useful illustrated catalogue, which may be had at their establishment gratis, and which it will
be found advantageous to consult by those about to furnish, it supersedes the necessity of our enlarging that which
we give:—\fn{In pounds, shillings and pence, according to the old currency, before decimalization:H }

1 Tea-kettle
1 Toasting-fork
1 Bread-grater
1 pair of Brass Candlesticks
1 Teapot and Tray
1 Bottle-jack
6 Spoons
2 Candlesticks
1 Candle-box
6 Knives and Forks
2 Sets of Skewers
1 Meat-chopper
1 Cinder-sifter
1 Coffee-pot
1 Colander
3 Block-tin Saucepans
5 Iron Saucepans
1 Ditto and Steamer
1 Large Boiling-pot
4 Iron Stewpans
1 Dripping-pan and Stand
1 Dustpan
1 Fish and Egg-slice
2 Fish-kettles
1 Flour-box
3 Flat-irons
2 Frying-pans
1 Gridiron
1 Mustard-pot
1 Salt-cellar
1 Pepper-box
1 Pair of Bellows
3 Jelly-moulds
1 Plate-basket
1 Cheese-toaster
1 Coal-shovel
1 Wood Meat-screen
The Set

£

s.

d.

8

6
1
1
3
6
9
1
2
1
5
1
1
1
2
1
5
12
6
10
8
6
1
1
10
1
3
4
2
1
0
0
2
8
5
1
2
30
11

6
0
0
6
6
6
6
6
4
3
0
9
3
3
6
9
0
6
0
9
6
0
9
0
0
6
0
0
0
8
6
0
0
6
10
6
0
1

As not only health but life may be said to depend on the cleanliness of culinary utensils, great attention must
be paid to their condition generally, but more especially to that of the saucepans, stewpans, and boilers. Inside
they should be kept perfectly clean, and where an open fire is used, the outside as clean as possible. With a
Leamington range, saucepans, stewpans, &c., can be kept entirely free from smoke and soot on the outside, which
is an immense saving of labour to the cook or scullery-maid. Care should be taken that the lids fit tight and close,
so that soups or gravies may not be suffered to waste by evaporation. They should be made to keep the steam in
and the smoke out, and should always be bright on the upper rim, where they do not immediately come in contact
with the fire. Soup-pots and kettles should be washed immediately after being used, and dried before the fire, and
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they should be kept in a dry place, in order that they may escape the deteriorating influence of rust, and, thereby,
be destroyed.
Copper utensils should never be used in the kitchen unless tinned, and the utmost care should be taken, not to
let the tin be rubbed off. If by chance this should occur, have it replaced before the vessel is again brought into
use. Neither soup nor gravy should, at any time, be suffered to remain in them longer than is absolutely necessary,
as any fat or acid that is in them, may affect the metal, so as to impregnate with poison what is intended to be
eaten.
Stone and earthenware vessels should be provided for soups and gravies not intended for immediate use, and,
also, plenty of common dishes for the larder, that the table-set may not be used for such purposes. It is the nature
of vegetables soon to turn sour, when they are apt to corrode glazed red-ware, and even metals, and frequently,
thereby, to become impregnated with poisonous particles. The vinegar also in pickles, by its acidity, does the
same.
Consideration, therefore, should be given to these facts, and great care also taken that all sieves, jelly-bags, and
tapes for collared articles, be well scalded and kept dry, or they will impart an unpleasant flavour when next used.
To all these directions the cook should pay great attention, nor should they, by any means, be neglected by the
mistress of the household, who ought to remember that cleanliness in the kitchen gives health and happiness to
home, whilst economy will immeasurably assist in preserving them.
*
Without fuel, a kitchen might be pronounced to be of little use; therefore, to discover and invent materials for
supplying us with the means of domestic heat and comfort, has exercised the ingenuity of man. Those now known
have been divided into five classes; the first comprehending the fluid inflammable bodies; the second, peat or turf;
the third, charcoal of wood; the fourth, pit-coal charred; and the fifth, wood or pit-coal in a crude state, with the
capacity of yielding a copious and bright flame. The first may be said seldom to be employed for the purposes of
cookery; but peat, especially amongst rural populations, has, in all ages, been regarded as an excellent fuel. It is
one of the most important productions of an alluvial soil, and belongs to the vegetable rather than the mineral
kingdom. It may be described as composed of wet, spongy black earth, held together by decayed vegetables.
Formerly it covered extensive tracts in England, but has greatly disappeared before the genius of agricultural
improvement. Charcoal is a kind of artificial coal, used principally where a strong and clear fire is desired. It is a
black, brittle, insoluble, inodorous, tasteless substance, and, when newly-made, possesses the remarkable property
of absorbing certain quantities of the different gases. Its dust, when used as a polishing powder, gives great
brilliancy to metals. It consists of wood half-burned, and is manufactured by cutting pieces of timber into nearly
the same size, then disposing them in heaps, and covering them with earth, so as to prevent communication with
the air, except when necessary to make them burn. When they have been sufficiently charred, the fire is
extinguished by stopping the vents through which the air is admitted. Of coal there are various species; as, pit,
culm, slate, cannel, Kilkenny, sulphurous, bovey, jet, &c. These have all their specific differences, and are
employed for various purposes; but are all, more or less, used as fuel.
The use of coal for burning purposes was not known to the Romans. In Britain it was discovered about fifty
years before the birth of Christ, in Lancashire, not far from where Manchester now stands; but for ages after its
discovery, so long as forests abounded, wood continued to be the fuel used for firing. The first public notice of
coal is in the reign of Henry III., who, in 1272, granted a charter to the town of Newcastle, permitting the
inhabitants to dig for coal. It took some centuries more, however, to bring it into common use, as this did not take
place till about the first quarter of the seventeenth century, in the time of Charles I. A few years after the
Restoration, we find that about 200,000 chaldrons were consumed in London. Although several countries possess
mines of coal, the quality of their mineral is, in general, greatly inferior to that of Great Britain, where it is found
mostly in undulating districts abounding with valleys, and interspersed with plains of considerable extent. It lies
usually between the strata of other substances, and rarely in an horizontal position, but with a dip or inclination to
one side. Our cut, Fig. 21, represents a section of coal as it is found in the stratum.
*
To be acquainted with the periods when things are in season, is one of the most essential pieces of knowledge
which enter into the “Art of Cookery.” We have, therefore, compiled the following list, which will serve to show
for every month in the year the times when things are in season.
JANUARY
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FISH.— Barbel, brill, carp, cod, crabs, crayfish, dace, eels, flounders, haddocks, herrings, lampreys, lobsters,
mussels, oysters, perch, pike, plaice, prawns, shrimps, skate, smelts, soles, sprats, sturgeon, tench, thornback,
turbot, whitings.
MEAT.— Beef, house lamb, mutton, pork, veal, venison.
POULTRY.— Capons, fowls, tame pigeons, pullets, rabbits, turkeys.
GAME.— Grouse, hares, partridges, pheasants, snipe, wild-fowl, woodcock.
VEGETABLES.— Beetroot, broccoli, cabbages, carrots, celery, chervil, cresses, cucumbers (forced), endive,
lettuces, parsnips, potatoes, savoys, spinach, turnips,— various herbs.
FRUIT.— Apples, grapes, medlars, nuts, oranges, pears, walnuts, crystallized preserves (foreign), dried fruits,
such as almonds and raisins; French and Spanish plums; prunes, figs, dates.
FEBRUARY
FISH.— Barbel, brill, carp, cod may be bought, but is not so good as in January, crabs, crayfish, dace, eels,
flounders, haddocks, herrings, lampreys, lobsters, mussels, oysters, perch, pike, plaice, prawns, shrimps, skate,
smelts, soles, sprats, sturgeon, tench, thornback, turbot, whiting.
MEAT.— Beef, house lamb, mutton, pork, veal.
POULTRY.— Capons, chickens, ducklings, tame and wild pigeons, pullets with eggs, turkeys, wild-fowl,
though now not in full season.
GAME.— Grouse, hares, partridges, pheasants, snipes, woodcock.
VEGETABLES.— Beetroot, broccoli (purple and white), Brussels sprouts, cabbages, carrots, celery, chervil,
cresses, cucumbers (forced), endive, kidney-beans, lettuces, parsnips, potatoes, savoys, spinach, turnips,—
various herbs.
FRUIT.— Apples (golden and Dutch pippins), grapes, medlars, nuts, oranges, pears (Bon Chrétien), walnuts,
dried fruits (foreign), such as almonds and raisins; French and Spanish plums; prunes, figs, dates, crystallized
preserves.
MARCH
FISH.— Barbel, brill, carp, crabs, crayfish, dace, eels, flounders, haddocks, herrings, lampreys, lobsters,
mussels, oysters, perch, pike, plaice, prawns, shrimps, skate, smelts, soles, sprats, sturgeon, tench, thornback,
turbot, whiting.
MEAT.— Beef, house lamb, mutton, pork, veal.
POULTRY.— Capons, chickens, ducklings, tame and wild pigeons, pullets with eggs, turkeys, wild-fowl,
though now not in full season.
GAME.— Grouse, hares, partridges, pheasants, snipes, woodcock.
VEGETABLES.— Beetroot, broccoli (purple and white), Brussels sprouts, cabbages, carrots, celery, chervil,
cresses, cucumbers (forced), endive, kidney-beans, lettuces, parsnips, potatoes, savoys, sea-kale, spinach, turnips,
— various herbs.
FRUIT.— Apples (golden and Dutch pippins), grapes, medlars, nuts, oranges, pears (Bon Chrétien), walnuts,
dried fruits (foreign), such as almonds and raisins; French and Spanish plums; prunes, figs, dates, crystallized
preserves.
APRIL
FISH.— Brill, carp, cockles, crabs, dory, flounders, ling, lobsters, red and gray mullet, mussels, oysters, perch,
prawns, salmon (but rather scarce and expensive), shad, shrimps, skate, smelts, soles, tench, turbot, whitings.
MEAT.— Beef, lamb, mutton, veal.
POULTRY.— Chickens, ducklings, fowls, leverets, pigeons, pullets, rabbits.
GAME.— Hares.
VEGETABLES.— Broccoli, celery, lettuces, young onions, parsnips, radishes, small salad, sea-kale, spinach,
sprouts,— various herbs.
FRUIT.— Apples, nuts, pears, forced cherries, &e. for tarts, rhubarb, dried fruits, crystallized preserves.
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MAY
FISH.— Carp, chub, crabs, crayfish, dory, herrings, lobsters, mackerel, red and gray mullet, prawns, salmon,
shad, smelts, soles, trout, turbot.
MEAT.— Beef, lamb, mutton, veal.
POULTRY.— Chickens, ducklings, fowls, green geese, leverets, pullets, rabbits.
VEGETABLES.—Asparagus, beans, early cabbages, carrots, cauliflowers, creases, cucumbers, lettuces, pease,
early potatoes, salads, sea-kale,—various herbs.
FRUIT.— Apples, green apricots, cherries, currants for tarts, gooseberries, melons, pears, rhubarb,
strawberries.
JUNE
FISH.— Carp, crayfish, herrings, lobsters, mackerel, mullet, pike, prawns, salmon, soles, tench, trout, turbot.
MEAT.— Beef, lamb, mutton, veal, buck venison.
POULTRY.— Chickens, ducklings, fowls, green geese, leverets, plovers, pullets, rabbits, turkey poults,
wheatears.
VEGETABLES.— Artichokes, asparagus, beans, cabbages, carrots, cucumbers, lettuces, onions, parsnips,
pease, potatoes, radishes, small salads, sea-kale, spinach,— various herbs.
FRUIT.— Apricots, cherries, currants, gooseberries, melons, nectarines, peaches, pears, pineapples,
raspberries, rhubarb, strawberries.
JULY
FISH.— Carp, crayfish, dory, flounders, haddocks, herrings, lobsters, mackerel, mullet, pike, plaice, prawns,
salmon, shrimps, soles, sturgeon, tench, thornback.
MEAT.— Beef, lamb, mutton, veal, buck venison.
POULTRY.— Chickens, ducklings, fowls, green geese, leverets, plovers, pullets, rabbits, turkey poults,
wheatears, wild ducks (called flappers).
VEGETABLES.— Artichokes, asparagus, beans, cabbages, carrots, cauliflowers, celery, cresses, endive,
lettuces, mushrooms, onions, pease, radishes, small salading, sea-kale, sprouts, turnips, vegetable marrow,—
various herbs.
FRUIT.— Apricots, cherries, currants, figs, gooseberries, melons, nectarines, pears, pineapples, plums,
raspberries, strawberries, walnuts in high season, and pickled.
AUGUST
FISH.— Brill, carp, chub, crayfish, crabs, dory, eels, flounders, grigs, herrings, lobsters, mullet, pike, prawns,
salmon, shrimps, skate, soles, sturgeon, thornback, trout, turbot.
MEAT.— Beef, lamb, mutton, veal, buck venison.
POULTRY.— Chickens, ducklings, fowls, green geese, pigeons, plovers, pullets, rabbits, turkey poults,
wheatears, wild ducks.
GAME.— Leverets, grouse, blackcock.
VEGETABLES.— Artichokes, asparagus, beans, carrots, cabbages, cauliflowers, celery, cresses, endive,
lettuces, mushrooms, onions, pease, potatoes, radishes, sea-bale, small salading, sprouts, turnips, various kitchen
herbs, vegetable marrows.
FRUIT.— Currants, figs, filberts, gooseberries, grapes, melons, mulberries, nectarines, peaches, pears,
pineapples, plums, raspberries, walnuts.
SEPTEMBER
FISH.— Brill, carp, cod, eels, flounders, lobsters, mullet, oysters, plaice, prawns, skate, soles, turbot, whiting,
whitebait.
MEAT.— Beef, lamb, mutton, pork, veal.
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POULTRY.— Chickens, ducks, fowls, geese, larks, pigeons, pullets, rabbits, teal, turkeys.
GAME.— Blackcock, buck venison, grouse, hares, partridges, pheasants.
VEGETABLES.— Artichokes, asparagus, beans, cabbage sprouts, carrots, celery, lettuces, mushrooms,
onions, pease, potatoes, salading, sea-kale, sprouts, tomatoes, turnips, vegetable marrows,— various herbs.
FRUIT.— Bullaces, damsons, figs, filberts, grapes, melons, morella-cherries, mulberries, nectarines, peaches,
pears, plums, quinces, walnuts.
OCTOBER
FISH.— Barbel, brill, cod, crabs, eels, flounders, gudgeons, haddocks, lobsters, mullet, oysters, plaice, prawns,
skate, soles, tench, turbot, whiting.
MEAT.— Beef, mutton, pork, veal, venison.
POULTRY.— Chickens, fowls, geese, larks, pigeons, pullets, rabbits, teal, turkeys, widgeons, wild ducks.
GAME.— Blackcock, grouse, hares, partridges, pheasants, snipes, woodcocks, doe venison.
VEGETABLES.— Artichokes, beets, cabbages, cauliflowers, carrots, celery, lettuces, mushrooms, onions,
potatoes, sprouts, tomatoes, turnips, vegetable marrows,— various herbs.
FRUIT.— Apples, black and white bullaces, damsons, figs, filberts, grapes, pears, quinces, walnuts.
NOVEMBER
FISH.— Brill, carp, cod, crabs, eels, gudgeons, haddocks, oysters, pike, soles, tench, turbot, whiting.
MEAT.— Beef, mutton, veal, doe venison.
POULTRY.— Chickens, fowls, geese, larks, pigeons, pullets, rabbits, teal, turkeys, widgeons, wild duck.
GAME.— Hares, partridges, pheasants, snipes, woodcocks.
VEGETABLES.— Beetroot, cabbages, carrots, celery, lettuces, late cucumbers, onions, potatoes, salading,
spinach, sprouts,— various herbs.
FRUIT.— Apples, bullaces, chestnuts, filberts, grapes, pears, walnuts.
DECEMBER
FISH.— Barbel, brill, carp, cod, crabs, eels, dace, gudgeons, haddocks, herrings, lobsters, oysters, porch, pike,
shrimps, skate, sprats, soles, tench, thornback, turbot, whiting.
MEAT.— Beef, house lamb, mutton, pork, venison.
POULTRY.— Capons, chickens, fowls, geese, pigeons, pullets, rabbits, teal, turkeys, widgeons, wild ducks.
GAME.— Hares, partridges, pheasants, snipes, woodcocks.
VEGETABLES.— Broccoli, cabbages, carrots, celery, leeks, onions, potatoes, parsnips, Scotch kale, turnips,
winter spinach.
FRUIT.— Apples, chestnuts, filberts, grapes, medlars, oranges, pears, walnuts, dried fruits, such as almonds
and raisins, figs, dates, &c.,— crystallized preserves.
*
When fuel and food are procured, the next consideration is, how the latter may be best preserved, with a view
to its being suitably dressed. More waste is often occasioned by the want of judgment, or of necessary care in this
particular, than by any other cause. In the absence of proper places for keeping provisions, a hanging safe,
suspended in an airy situation, is the best substitute. A well-ventilated larder, dry and shady, is better for meat and
poultry, which require to be kept for some time; and the utmost skill in the culinary art will not compensate for the
want of proper attention to this particular. Though it is advisable that annual food should be hung up in the open
air till its fibres have lost some degree of their toughness, yet, if it is kept till it loses its natural sweetness, its
flavour has become deteriorated, and, as a wholesome comestible, it has lost many of its qualities conducive to
health. As soon, therefore, as the slightest trace of putrescence is detected, it has reached its highest degree of
tenderness, and should be dressed immediately.
During the sultry summer months, it is difficult to procure meat that is not either tough or tainted. It should,
therefore, be well examined when it comes in, and if flies have touched it, the part must be cut off, and the
remainder well washed. In very cold weather, meat and vegetables touched by the frost, should be brought into the
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kitchen early in the morning, and soaked in cold water. In loins of meat, the long pipe that runs by the bone should
be taken out, as it is apt to taint; as also the kernels of beef. Rumps and edgebones of beef, when bruised, should
not be purchased.
All these things ought to enter into the consideration of every household manager, and great care should be
taken that nothing is thrown away, or suffered to be wasted in the kitchen, which might, by proper management,
be turned to a good account. The shank-bones of mutton, so little esteemed in general, give richness to soups or
gravies, if well soaked and brushed before they are added to the boiling. They are also particularly nourishing for
sick persons. Roast-beef bones, or shank-bones of ham, make excellent stock for pea-soup.—
When the whites of eggs are used for jelly, confectionary, or other purposes, a pudding or a custard should be
made, that the yolks may be used. All things likely to be wanted should be in readiness: sugars of different sorts;
currants washed, picked, and perfectly dry; spices pounded, and kept in very small bottles closely corked, or in
canisters, as we have already directed (72). Not more of these should be purchased at a time than are likely to be
used in the course of a month. Much waste is always prevented by keeping every article in the place best suited to
it. Vegetables keep best on a stone floor, if the air be excluded; meat, in a cold dry place; as also salt, sugar, sweetmeats, candles, dried meats, and hams. Rice, and all sorts of seed for puddings, should be closely covered to
preserve them from insects; but even this will not prevent them from being affected by these destroyers, if they
are long and carelessly kept.
4: Introduction to Cookery
As in the Fine Arts, the progress of mankind from barbarism to civilization is marked by a gradual succession
of triumphs over the rude materialities of nature, so in the art of cookery is the progress gradual from the earliest
and simplest modes, to those of the most complicated and refined. Plain or rudely-carved stones, tumuli, or
mounds of earth, are the monuments by which barbarous tribes denote the events of their history, to be succeeded,
only in the long course of a series of ages, by beautifully-proportioned columns, gracefully-sculptured statues,
triumphal arches, coins, medals, and the higher efforts of the pencil and the pen, as man advances by culture and
observation to the perfection of his facilities.
So is it with the art of cookery. Man, in his primitive state, lives upon roots and the fruits of the earth, until, by
degrees, he is driven to seek for new means, by which his wants may be supplied and enlarged. He then becomes
a hunter and a fisher. As his species increases, greater necessities come upon him, when he gradually abandons the
roving life of the savage for the more stationary pursuits of the herdsman. These beget still more settled habits,
when he begins the practice of agriculture, forms ideas of the rights of property, and has his own, both defined and
secured. The forest, the stream, and the sea are now no longer his only resources for food. He sows and he reaps,
pastures and breeds cattle, lives on the cultivated produce of his fields, and revels in the luxuries of the dairy;
raises flocks for clothing, and assumes, to all intents and purposes, the habits of permanent life and the
comfortable condition of a farmer. This is the fourth stage of social progress, up to which the useful or mechanical
arts have been incidentally developing themselves, when trade and commerce begin.
Through these various phases, only to live has been the great object of mankind; but, by-and-by, comforts are
multiplied, and accumulating riches create new wants. The object, then, is not only to live, but to live
economically, agreeably, tastefully, and well. Accordingly, the art of cookery commences; and although the fruits
of the earth, the fowls of the air, the beasts of the field, and the fish of the sea, are still the only food of mankind,
yet these are so prepared, improved, and dressed by skill and ingenuity, that they are the means of immeasurably
extending the boundaries of human enjoyments. Everything that is edible, and passes under the hands of the cook,
is more or less changed, and assumes new forms. Hence the influence of that functionary is immense upon the
happiness of a household.
*
In order that the duties of the Cook may be properly performed, and that he may be able to reproduce esteemed
dishes with certainty, all terms of indecision should be banished from his art. Accordingly, what is known only to
him, will, in these pages, be made known to others. In them all those indecisive terms expressed by a bit of this,
some of that, a small piece of that, and a handful of the other, shall never be made use of, but all quantities be
precisely and explicitly stated. With a desire, also, that all ignorance on this most essential part of the culinary art
should disappear, and that a uniform system of weights and measures should be adopted, we give an account of
the weights which answer to certain measures.
A table-spoonful is frequently mentioned in a recipe, in the prescriptions of medical men, and also in medical,
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chemical, and gastronomical works. By it is generally meant and understood a measure or bulk equal to that
which would be produced by half an ounce of water.
A dessert=spoonful is the half of a table-spoonful; that is to say, by it is meant a measure or bulk equal to a
quarter of an ounce of water.\fn{The phrase occurs somewhere in the concluding chapters of Tom Sawyer, as the measure of water
Injun Joe was able to secure, at the end of his life, every 24 hours, from a dripping stalgtite:H }
A tea-spoonful is equal in quantity to a drachm of water.
A drop.— This is the name of a vague kind of measure, and is so called on account of the liquid being dropped
from the mouth of a bottle. Its quantity, however, will vary, either from the consistency of the liquid or the size
and shape of the mouth of the bottle. The College of Physicians determined the quantity of a drop to be one
grain , 60 drops making one fluid drachm. Their drop, or sixtieth part of a fluid drachm, is called a minim .
Graduated class measures can be obtained at any chemist’s, and they save much trouble. One of these,
containing a wine pint, is divided into 16 oz., and the oz, into 8 drachms of water; by which, any certain weight
mentioned in a recipe can be accurately measured out. Home-made measures of this kind can readily be formed
by weighing the water contained in any given measure, and marking on any tall glass the space it occupies. This
mark can easily be made with a file. It will be interesting to many readers to know the basis on which the French
found their system of weights and measures, for it certainly possesses the grandeur of simplicity. The metre,
which is the basis of the whole system of French weights and measures, is the exact measurement of one fortymillionth part of a meridian of the earth.
*
Excellence in the art of cookery, as in all other things, is only attainable by practice and experience. In
proportion, therefore, to the opportunities which a cook has had of these, so will be his excellence in the art. It is
in the large establishments of princes, noblemen, and very affluent families alone, that the man cook is found in
this country. He, also, superintends the kitchens of large hotels, clubs, and public institutions, where he, usually,
makes out the bills of fare, which are generally submitted to the principal for approval. To be able to do this,
therefore, it is absolutely necessary that he should be a judge of the season of every dish, as well as know
perfectly the state of every article he undertakes to prepare. He must also be a judge of every article he buys; for
no skill, however great it may be, will enable him to, make that good which is really bad. On him rests the
responsibility of the cooking generally, whilst a speciality of his department, is to prepare the rich soups, stews,
ragouts, and such dishes as enter into the more refined and complicated portions of his art, and such as are not
usually understood by ordinary professors. He, therefore, holds a high position in a household, being inferior in
rank, as already shown (21), only to the house steward, the valet, and the butler.
In the luxurious ages of Grecian antiquity, Sicilian cooks were the most esteemed, and received high rewards
for their services. Among them, one called Trimalcio was such an adept in his art, that he could impart to common
fish both the form and flavour of the most esteemed of the piscatory tribes. A chief cook in the palmy days of
Roman voluptuousness had about £800 a year, and Antony rewarded the one that cooked the supper which
pleased Cleopatra, with the present of a city.
With the fall of the empire, the culinary art sank into less consideration. In the middle ages, cooks laboured to
acquire a reputation for their sauces, which they composed of strange combinations, for the sake of novelty, as
well as singularity.
*
The duties of the cook, the kitchen and the scullery maids, are so intimately associated, that they can hardly be
treated of separately. The cook, however, is at the head of the kitchen; and in proportion to her possession of the
qualities of cleanliness, neatness, order, regularity, and celerity of action, so will her influence appear in the
conduct of those who are under her; as it is upon her that the whole responsibility of the business of the kitchen
rests, whilst the others must lend her, both a ready and a willing assistance, and be especially tidy in their
appearance, and active, in their movements.
In the larger establishments of the middle ages, cooks, with the authority of feudal chiefs, gave their orders
from a high chair in which they ensconced themselves, and commanded a view of all that was going on
throughout their several domains. Each held a long wooden spoon, with which he tasted, without leaving his seat,
the various comestibles that were cooking on the stoves, and which he frequently used as a rod of punishment on
the backs of those whose idleness and gluttony too largely predominated over their diligence and temperance.
*
If, as we have said (3), the quality of early rising be of the first importance to the mistress, what must it be to
the servant! Let it, therefore, be taken as a long-proved truism, that without it, in every domestic, the effect of all
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things else, so far as work is concerned, may, in a great measure, be neutralized. In a cook, this quality is most
essential; for an hour lost in the morning, will keep her toiling, absolutely toiling, all day, to overtake that which
might otherwise have been achieved with ease. In large establishments, six is a good hour to rise in the summer,
and seven in the winter.
*
Her first duty, in large establishments and where it is requisite, should be to set her dough for the breakfast
rolls, provided this has not been done on the previous night, and then to engage herself with those numerous little
preliminary occupations which may not inappropriately be termed laying out her duties for the day. This will
bring in the breakfast hour of eight, after which, directions must be given, and preparations made, for the different
dinners of the household and family.
*
In those numerous households where a cook and housemaid are only kept, the general custom is, that the cook
should have the charge of the dining-room. The hall, the lamps and the doorstep are also committed to her care,
and any other work there may be on the outside of the house. In establishments of this kind, the cook will, after
having lighted her kitchen fire, carefully brushed the range, and cleaned the hearth, proceed to prepare for
breakfast. She will thoroughly rinse the kettle, and, filling it with fresh water, will put it on the fire to boil. She
will then go to the breakfast-room, or parlour, and there make all things ready for the breakfast of the family. Her
attention will next be directed to the hall, which she will sweep and wipe; the kitchen stairs, if there be any, will
now be swept; and the hall mats, which have been removed and shaken, will be again put in their places.
The cleaning of the kitchen, pantry, passages, and kitchen stairs must always be over before breakfast, so that it
may not interfere with the other business of the day. Everything should be ready, and the whole house should wear
a comfortable aspect when the heads of the house and members of the family make their appearance. Nothing, it
may be depended on, will so please the mistress of an establishment, as to notice that, although she has not been
present to see that the work was done, attention to smaller matters has been carefully paid, with a view to giving
her satisfaction and increasing her comfort.
*
By the time that the cook has performed the duties mentioned above, and well swept, brushed, and dusted her
kitchen, the breakfast-bell will most likely summon her to the parlour, to “bring in” the breakfast. It is the cook’s
department, generally, in the smaller establishments, to wait at breakfast, as the housemaid, by this time, has gone
upstairs into the bedrooms, and has there applied herself to her various duties. The cook usually answers the bells
and single knocks at the door in the early part of the morning, as the tradesmen, with whom it is her more special
business to speak, call at these hours.
*
It is in her preparation of the dinner that the cook begins to feel the weight and responsibility of her situation,
as she must take upon herself all the dressing and the serving of the principal dishes, which her skill and ingenuity
have mostly prepared. Whilst these, however, are cooking, she must be busy with her pastry, soups, gravies,
ragouts, &c. Stock, or what the French call consommé, being the basis of most made dishes, must be always at
hand, in conjunction with her sweet herbs and spices for seasoning. “A place for everything, and everything in its
place,” must be her rule, in order that time may not be wasted in looking for things when they are wanted, and in
order that the whole apparatus of cooking may move with the regularity and precision of a well-adjusted machine;
— all must go on simultaneously. The vegetables and sauces must be ready with the dishes they are to
accompany, and in order that they may be suitable, the smallest oversight must not be made in their preparation.
When the dinner-hour has arrived, it is the duty of the cook to dish-up such dishes as may, without injury, stand,
for some time, covered on the hot plate or in the hot closet; but such as are of a more important or recherché kind,
must be delayed until the order “to serve” is given from the drawing-room. Then comes haste; but there must be
no hurry,— all must work with order. The cook takes charge of the fish, soups, and poultry; and the kitchen-maid
of the vegetables, sauces, and gravies. These she puts into their appropriate dishes, whilst the scullery-maid waits
on and assists the cook. Everything must be timed so as to prevent its getting cold, whilst great care should be
taken, that, between the first and second courses, no more time is allowed to elapse than is necessary, for fear that
the company in the dining-room lose all relish for what has yet to come of the dinner. When the dinner has been
served, the most important feature in the daily life of the cook is at an end. She must, however, now begin to look
to the contents of her larder, taking care to keep everything sweet and clean, so that no disagreeable smells may
arise from the gravies, milk, or meat that may be there. These are the principal duties of a cook in a first-rate
establishment.
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In smaller establishments, the housekeeper often conducts the higher department of cooking (see 58, 59, 60),
and the cook, with the assistance of a scullery-maid, performs some of the subordinate duties of the kitchen-maid.
When circumstances render it necessary, the cook engages to perform the whole of the work of the kitchen,
and, in some places, a portion of the house-work also.
*
Whilst the cook is engaged with her morning duties, the kitchen-maid is also occupied with hers. Her first
duty, after the fire is lighted, is to sweep and clean the kitchen, and the various offices belonging to it. This she
does every morning, besides cleaning the stone steps at the entrance of the house, the halls, the passages, and the
stairs which lead to the kitchen. Her general duties, besides these, are to wash and scour all these places twice a
week, with the tables, shelves, and cupboards. She has also to dress the nursery and servants’-hall dinners, to
prepare all fish, poultry, and vegetables, trim meat joints and cutlets, and do all such duties as may be considered
to enter into the cook’s department in a subordinate degree.
*
The duties of the scullery-maid are to assist the cook; to keep the scullery clean, and all the metallic as well as
earthenware kitchen utensils.
The position of scullery-maid is not, of course, one of high rank, nor is the payment for her services large. But
if she be fortunate enough to have over her a good kitchen-maid and clever cook, she may very soon learn to
perform various little duties connected with cooking operations, which may be of considerable service in fitting
her for a more responsible place. Now, it will be doubtless thought by the majority of our readers, that the
fascinations connected with the position of the scullery-maid, are not so great as to induce many people to leave a
comfortable home in order to work in a scullery. But we are acquainted with one instance in which the desire, on
the part of a young girl, was so strong to become connected with the kitchen and cookery, that she absolutely left
her parents, and engaged herself as a scullery-maid in a gentleman’s house. Here she showed herself so active and
intelligent, that she very quickly rose to the rank of kitchen-maid; and from this, so great was her gastronomical
genius, she became, in a short space of time, one of the best women-cooks in England. After this, we think, it
must be allowed, that a cook, like a poet, nascitur, non fit
*
Modern cookery stands so greatly indebted to the gastronomic propensities of our French neighbours, that
many of their terms are adopted and applied by English artists to the same as well as similar preparations of their
own. A vocabulary of these is, therefore, indispensable in a work of this kind. Accordingly, the following will be
found sufficiently complete for all ordinary purposes:—
EXPLANATION OF FRENCH TERMS USED IN MODERN HOUSEHOLD COOKERY
ASPIC.— A savoury jelly, used as an exterior moulding for cold game, poultry, fish, &c. This, being of a

transparent nature, allows the bird which it covers to be seen through it. This may also be used for decorating or
garnishing.
ASSIETTE (plate).— Assiettes are the small entrées and hors-d’oeuvres , the quantity of which does not exceed
what a plate will hold. At dessert, fruits, cheese, chestnuts, biscuits, &c., if served upon a plate, are termed
assiettes .— ASSIETTE VOLANTE is a dish which a servant hands round to the guests, but is not placed upon the
table. Small cheese soufflés and different dishes, which ought to be served very hot, are frequently made assielles
volantes .
AU-BLEU.— Fish dressed in such a manner as to have a bluish appearance.
BAIN-MARIE.— An open saucepan or kettle of nearly boiling water, in which a smaller vessel can be set for
cooking and warming. This is very useful for keeping articles hot, without altering their quantity or quality. If you
keep sauce, broth, or soup by the fireside, the soup reduces and becomes too strong, and the sauce thickens as
well as reduces; but this is prevented by using the bain-marie , in which the water should be very hot, but not
boiling.
BÉCHAMEL.— French white sauce, now frequently used in English cookery.
BLANCH.— To whiten poultry, vegetables, fruit, &c., by plunging them into boiling water for a short time, and
afterwards plunging them into cold water, there to remain until they are cold.
BLANQUETTE.— A sort of fricassee.
BOUILLI.— Beef or other meat boiled; but, generally speaking, boiled beef is understood by the term.
BOUILLIE.— A French dish resembling hasty-pudding.
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BOUILLON.— A thin

broth or soup.

BRAISE.— To stew meat with fat bacon until it is tender, it having previously been blanched.
BRAISIÈRE.— A saucepan

having a lid with ledges, to put fire on the top.

BRIDER.— To pass a packthread through poultry, game, &c., to keep together their members.
CARAMEL (burnt sugar).— This is made with a piece of sugar, of the size of a nut, browned

in the bottom of a
saucepan; upon which a cupful of stock is gradually poured, stirring all the time a glass of broth, little by little. It
may be used with the feather of a quill, to colour meats, such as the upper part of fricandeaux; and to impart
colour to sauces. Caramel made with water instead of stock may be used to colour compôtes and other entremets .
CASSEROLE.— A crust of rice, which, after having been moulded into the form of a pie, is baked, and then filled
with a fricassee of white meat or a purée of game.
COMPOTE.— A stew, as of fruit or pigeons.
CONSOMMÉ.— Rich stock, or gravy.
CROQUETTE.— Ball of fried rice or potatoes.
CROUTONS.— Sippets of bread.
DAUBIÈRE.— An oval stewpan, in which daubes are cooked; daubes being meat or fowl stewed in sauce.
DÉSOSSER.— To bone , or take out the bones from poultry, game, or fish. This is an operation requiring
considerable experience.
ENTRÉES.— Small side or corner dishes, served with the first course.
ENTREMETS.— Small side or corner dishes, served with the second course.
ESCALOPES.— Collops; small, round, thin pieces of tender meat, or of fish, beaten with the handle of a strong
knife to make them tender.
FEUILLETAGE.— Puff-paste.
FLAMBER.— To singe fowl or game, after they have been picked.
FONCER.— To put in the bottom of a saucepan slices of ham, veal, or thin broad slices of bacon.
GALETTE.— A broad thin cake.
GÂTEAU.— A cake, correctly speaking; but used sometimes to denote a pudding and a kind of tart.
GLACER.— To glaze, or spread upon hot meats, or larded fowl, a thick and rich sauce or gravy, called glaze .
This is laid on with a feather or brush, and in confectionary the term means to ice fruits and pastry with sugar,
which glistens on hardening.
HORS-D’OEUVRES.— Small dishes, or assiettes volantes of sardines, anchovies, and other relishes of this kind,
served to the guests during the first course. (See ASSIETTES VOLANTES.)
LIT.— A bed or layer; articles in thin slices are placed in layers, other articles, or seasoning, being laid between
them.
MAIGRE.— Broth, soup, or gravy, made without meat.
MATELOTE.— A rich fish-stew, which is generally composed of carp, eels, trout, or barbel. It is made with wine.
MAYONNAISE.— Cold sauce, or salad dressing.
MENU.— The bill of fare.
MERINGUE.— A kind of icing, made of whites of eggs and sugar, well beaten.
MIROTON.— Larger slices of meat than collops; such as slices of beef for a vinaigrette, or ragout or stew of
onions.
MOUILLER.— To add water, broth, or other liquid, during the cooking.
PANER.— To cover over with very fine crumbs of bread, meats, or any other articles to be cooked on the gridiron,
in the oven, or frying-pan.
PIQUER.— To lard with strips of fat bacon, poultry, game, meat, &c. This should always be done according to the
vein of the meat, so that in carving you slice the bacon across as well as the meat.
POÊLÉE.— Stock used instead of water for boiling turkeys, sweetbreads, fowls, and vegetables, to render them
less insipid. This is rather an expensive preparation.
PURÉE.— Vegetables, or meat reduced to a very smooth pulp, which is afterwards mixed with enough liquid to
make it of the consistency of very thick soup.
RAGOUT.— Stew or hash.
REMOULADE.— Salad dressing.
RISSOLES.— Pastry, made of light puff-paste, and cut into various forms, and fried. They may be filled with fish,
meat, or sweets.
ROUX.— Brown and white; French thickening.
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SALMI.— Ragout of game previously roasted.
SAUCE PIQUANTE.— A sharp sauce, in which somewhat of a vinegar flavour
SAUTER.— To dress with sauce in a saucepan, repeatedly moving it about.

predominates.

TAMIS.— Tammy, a sort of open cloth or sieve through which to strain broth and sauces, so as to rid them of

small bones, froth, &c.
TOURTE.— Tart. Fruit pie.
TROUSSER.— To truss a bird; to put together the body and tie the wings and thighs, in order to round it for
roasting or boiling, each being tied then with packthread, to keep it in the required form.
VOL-AU-VENT.— A rich crust of very fine puff-paste, which may be filled with various delicate ragouts or
fricassees, of fish, flesh, or fowl. Fruit may also be inclosed in a vol-au-vent .
216.179 Excerpt from Queen Of The Rushes\fn{by Allen Raine aka Anne Adaliza Puddicombe (1836-1908)} Newcastle
Emlyn, Carmarthenshire, Wales, United Kingdom (F) 9
1
It has always been a matter of great annoyance to Jonathan Rees of Scethryg that the sea made a deep curve
into the middle of his farmlands, forming a miniature bay which divided his two best fields from the rest of his
property, thus obliging him and his labourers to make a circuit of the little creek whenever work had to be done in
the further fields. Rather than make this addition to the day’s labour they would often cross the intruding tide in
old Jerri Jenkins’s boat; and this Jonathan had done on the morning of the day on which our story opens,
accompanied by his band of reapers, grumbling as usual at the inconvenience of the crossing.
They had worked all day in the sunshine, where the yellow wheat was taking a rich red tinge and the oats were
beginning to shed their grain, and in the chat and jollity of the harvest field he had forgotten his ill-humour. At
sunset he was returning with his labourers towards the boat which was waiting for them.
On the other side of the cove a child stood looking at them with a happy smile on her lips and in her brown
eyes, for the boat which she was watching with such interest held all that was dear to her upon earth—the mother
for whom she had waited all day and for whom she had laid the tea-things before she had left the house; the kettle
was even now singing its song of welcome on the cosy hearth.
She heard the laughter and jokes of the reapers as they stepped into the boat, hustling each other with goodhumoured roughness, their sickles gleaming in the sunset light.
It was a small boat for so large a party, and she noticed that it was rather heavily laden, for little Gwenifer
Owen was thoughtful beyond her years, and of a rather anxious, nervous temperament. However, she forgot her
fears in listening to the merry talk and laughter which drew rapidly nearer, when suddenly the boat listed heavily,
there was a rush to the other side, a lurch, a plunge, and, while the child looked on, it capsized, and a moment
afterwards all its occupants were struggling in the water; and in that calm sunset hour the tragic event occurred
that stirred the whole countryside to sympathy and compassion, for out of the eight reapers who entered the boat
four only reached the shore in safety.
Few of the peasantry even on the seacoast can swim, and for those who could not, on this occasion there was
small chance of life, for the little bay ran deep between its craggy shores. For a time they tried to keep afloat by
clinging to the upturned boat, but one by one they had loosened their grasp and sunk into the tide, while the
frantic villagers ran hither and thither, unable to do more than weep and wring their hands; for Jerri’s was the only
boat their tiny strand possessed, and that was lying keel upwards right in the golden pathway made by the setting
sun.
Two of the younger villagers swam out and helped to rescue four of the boatload, and succeeded in righting the
boat; but four had already sunk, amongst them little Gwenifer’s mother. Two were strangers who had asked and
obtained a day’s work and wage in the harvest field, while the fourth was no other than Jonathan Rees himself, the
owner of the most unkempt farm in the parish. The few thatched cottages which stood perched each on its own
hillock above the shore also belonged to him, their occupiers looking up to him as their mishteer as well as their
friendly neighbour.
He had been a good landlord on the whole, seldom refusing their labour on the farm in lieu of any deficit in
their small rents of thirty shillings or two pounds a year.
Standing on the rocks alone, watching the approach of the crazy boat, the child Gwenifer had been an
eyewitness of the tragedy, and it was some time before the villagers found her lying unconscious on the ground.
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She remained in this state for many hours, awaking at last only to the delirium of fever; and the sorrowful
sympathy of the villagers reached its climax when it was discovered that not only the cheerful buxom mother lost
her life in those shining waters, but that the sight of the disaster had deprived her child of the power of speech.
Long little Gwenifer hung between life and death, nursed by a neighbour who, having no household ties of her
own, consented to take up her abode in poor Jinni’s cottage until the child should recover or die; and Gwenifer
lived, grew well and strong again, but her power of speech did not return. She was not alone in her bereavement,
for at Scethryg the sudden death of the head of the family had plunged his home into confusion as well as sorrow.
Being a widower, there was no one left to take on the management of the farm except his only son, Gildas, a boy
of sixteen, who had hitherto, under the somewhat grudging and strict surveillance of his father, shown but little
aptitude for farming. The sudden and tragic manner of his father’s death seemed to overwhelm the lad with
sorrow, and he called to mind his past misdoings with a poignancy of regret that magnified his small
delinquencies into serious faults, and he awoke from the stupor of a first grief with a strong determination to do
better, and to master the adverse fate which seemed to his youthful imagination to have cruelly deprived him of
help and counsel just when he was most in need of them. His father’s irritating and niggardly ways were all
forgotten, and only his acts of kindness and his seasons of tenderness were remembered.
With all his carelessness and his headstrong ways, Gildas had fine traits in his character, and the sad
occurrence which had deprived him of a parent seemed in the mysterious dispensation of Providence to be the
very thing calculated to callout these good traits. His dark eyes lost a little of their sparkle perhaps, and his lips
took a firmer curve as he turned to the duties of his farm life.
His first important step was to take his father’s half-brother to live with him as steward and manager; and
although there had been much shaking of heads and forebodings of evil in the village, when the boy first declared
his intention of keeping on the upland farm in his own hands, the news of this first step met with general approval,
and old Jerri the boatman was heard to declare that “perhaps the lad would behave, if he can only keep that hot,
proud spirit of his in order!”
“Proud spirit!” said Ebben the carpenter. “I’d like to see the man or the spirit that Gildas couldn’t master.” Jerri
deliberately cut a fresh quid for his cheek before he answered:
“I’m not denying that the boy is strong, but he may manage the devil himself and yet not be able to master his
own spirit; that’s what I’m saying, man!” and with a shove of his oar he thrust his boat from land.
The few thatched cottages that bordered the creek were known by the high-sounding name of Tregildas—
Gildas town or home. Who this Gildas had been nobody knew with any certainty, but tradition averred he was an
ancestor of the Scethryg family—a man of proud overbearing spirit, who kept not only his own dependents under
his despotic sway, but carried his raids and cruelties into the surrounding districts, until his name became a terror
to the neighbourhood.
Jonathan Rees treated this tradition with a show of incredulity; but when his son was born he had christened
him Gildas, and as the boy grew up he bid fair to emulate his fierce ancestor in the boldness and determination of
his character, though those traits were counterbalanced by a warmth of heart that was probably wanting in the first
of the name. His father was often heard to declare,
“There’s a fool I was to call him Gildas; as sure as I’m alive, I believe the name puts things into his head and
makes him penstif.”
However that might be, it was evident that after his father’s death the lad seemed to have taken upon himself
not only the management of his own headstrong self, but of all those who came in contact with him. Up early and
late, he and n’wncwl Sam tilled and hoed and planted, and compelled the hitherto bare and badly farmed fields to
yield their full meed of produce, until at last his neighbours said:
“There’s a good farmer is Gildas Rees! Dei anwl! Old Jonathan would stare to see the farm so tidy; but fair
play to him, he gave the boy good schooling.”
“Yes indeed!” said another, “but ’tisn’t that, I am thinking; because there’s our Ben has had the same
schooling, but Gildas knows how to put his schooling into the farm, seems to me.”
“That’s it, that’s it. Got a good heart too, the bachgen! See how he was feeling for the los’ach Gwenifer, and
wouldn’t let her be sent to the workhouse.”
“No, but in my deed I’m thinking we’ll repent that. What will we do with a girl that can’t speak a word? She’ll
be no use for dairy or field!”
“Well, I dono,” said the first speaker, laughing, “perhaps ’twill be a good thing to have one woman amongst us
who won’t clabber and jabber. Poor thing! when she’s well she can come to us to mind the geese and turkeys for a
bit.”
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And so Gwenifer's fate was settled for her, and when at last she was considered well enough to leave the
cottage where she had spent her happy childhood, the bits of furniture were sold and old Jerri Jenkins, taking the
child by the hand, said,
“Don’t she cry, ’merch-i! She shall come and mend the nets, and row the boat across for me sometimes.”
He had meant it kindly, but the girl had dragged her hand away with a scream and run into the empty cottage,
where all that remained of the “bits o’ duds” that had made the place habitable was the framework of an old
bedstead, which, being built on one side into the mud wall, was not removable. Upon its bare boards Gwenifer
had sprung and crouched on the furthest comer, her little brown fingers clasped round her knees, her eyes
glistening with the tears which she restrained with difficulty. One by one the villagers who had gathered to the
sale had tried to entice her from the corner, but blandishments, entreaties, and even threats were all in vain. Not
even the storm of wind that rose at sunset had the effect of moving her from the corner of the bed, where she had
often slept, her head upon the bosom which those shining yellow waters had hidden from her for ever. At last, as
the storm increased in fury, the villagers wearying of their importunities began to look at each other in puzzled
annoyance.
“I was told you we should have trouble with her,” said one. “My advice is, lock the door and let us go home.
No harm can come to her, and perhaps in the morning she’ll have come to her senses.”
“Listen to me,” said Jerri, who was always considered to be a man of strong sense (especially by himself), and
with a turn of his quid and a shrewd wink, he continued: “Who brought this bother upon us? Wasn’t it Gildas
himself, refusing to let her be sent to the workhouse? Well, then, let him manage the girl. We’ll lock the door and
go straight up to Scethryg and tell him about her, and let him settle the matter. After all, ’tis no business of ours,
eh?” and thinking that Jerri had solved the difficulty discreetly, two or three of them accompanied him up to the
farm, locking the door on the wilful child, who sat on the bare bedstead with the look of a frightened animal
which seeks in the faces of those around it for some explanation of its trouble.
*
At Scethryg the fury of the storm was more felt than in the hut, which was somewhat sheltered by a rising of
the moor. In the cosy kitchen, lighted up by the blaze of the logs which n’wncwl Sam had just brought in, Gildas
sat with a knitted brow jotting down his ’counts in a leather-bound volume, in which his father and grandfather
had recorded their losses and gains, together with the births, deaths, and marriages, and other events of
importance in the family. He had just written “action at poor Jinni Owen’s today. Moelen had a fine red bull calf,”
when the thumb latch was raised to admit Jerri and his followers.
“Jari! Here’s a sudden storm! Look here, mishteer, what are we to do? ’tis Gwenifer Owen won’t move from
her mother’s bed, not for kind words, nor threats, nor sweets, nor nothing. What will we do?” The lad looked up
from his writing, with a flush of annoyance.
“How do I know?” was his first hasty answer.
“Well, we’ve done our best with her, whatever,” said Jerri, “but we didn’t like to carry her out by force without
asking you, ’machgen-i, because, of course, you see ’tis to you she belongs.”
“Oh, I see,” said Gildas, with a sudden intuition, “you are throwing her upon me because I wouldn’t let her go
to the workhouse,” and he laughed with a little flash of sarcasm. “All right! go home all of you to your beds, and
leave the key here; I’ll see to the child.” The men were profuse in their denials of his suggestion.
“No indeed, mishteer! nothing could be further from my thoughts,” said Jerri. “I’ll go at once and carry her up
here, with your leave, kick and scream she ever so much.”
“No, no, go you home,” said Gildas; “I’ll manage her.”
“‘I’ll manage her!’” scoffed one of the men, as they fought their way home through the wind; “that boy thinks
he can manage the world!”
“Well, indeed! he is doing very well with his world,” said Jerri, but the wind carried his voice away.
*
In the farm kitchen the lad continued to bend over his diary; n’wncwl Sam rearranging the logs on the hearth,
till the old room glowed with their blazing light, and every pot and pan shone out, and every quaint brown stool
threw its shadow on the floor. Het clumped in and out in her wooden shoes, and Ben Stable came in from the yard
carrying his lantern, which blinked and sparkled through its numerous eyes.
“Don’t put it out,” said the boy-master, seeing that Ben had inflated his cheeks in readiness for the puff: “I’m
going out.”
No one was surprised, as it was his nightly custom to inspect the animals in their sheds before drawing the
clumsy wooden bolt for the night; but n’wncwl Sam called out as he struggled with the wind at the door,
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“I’d see to the horses first if I was you. Leave the ’croten in the dark a bit, and she’ll be ready enough to
come.”
Without answering, Gildas closed the door and turned to the yard, carefully inspecting the sheds, and, last of
all, looking into the barn, to be sure that the beggar who he had permitted to sleep there was not smoking, and so
endangering the safety of the place. All was safe and in order, and, drawing the string latch behind him, he turned
towards the moorland side of the hill, where Jinni’s cottage stood.
*
The wind had risen to a gale, rushing up against him from the sea, and lifting the clumps of heather and furze
in his path as if it would tear them from their roots. The cows, who loved the short herbage on the moor, were
lying here and there under the shelter of the blackthorn bushes; they raised their heads a moment in wonder as the
lantern flashed by them, and a forlorn sheep who had lost her lamb woke up, and, reminded of her loss, bleated
out her sorrow to the stormy night. Gildas pressed on with that curious look of set purpose in his face that hid so
completely from others the feelings that prompted his actions.
It must be confessed that there was much annoyance mixed with the generous pity that incited him to brave the
elements on such a night.
“Bother the chit!” he muttered as his lantern swung round, and his cap flew skywards behind him; for in spite
of the pity he had felt for little Gwenifer Owen, when his own heart was softened by the same loss that had
brought such disaster to her, and though he had firmly opposed the idea of sending her to the workhouse, his
kindness had gone no farther, and he had almost forgotten her existence while she had been laid up fighting so
hard a fight with fever and death.
During that time he had found himself and his own tangled affairs a hard enough problem to grapple with; but
the sale at Jinni’s cottage had recalled the tragedy to his mind, and he had determined as he hoed the turnips that
day to inquire for the child and do something to help her if possible, for he had rather an exalted idea of his
responsibility as a landlord.
Perhaps this accounted for his apparent willingness to take upon him the burden which he saw the villagers
were thrusting upon him. At all events, here he is at the door of the hut, which under the driving clouds, and
beaten by the storm wind, looks desolate in the extreme. He knocked at the door, then at the tiny window, but no
sign of life appeared in the cottage.
“Hai! Gwenifer!” he called at last. “Gwenifer Owen, dost hear, then?”
But no sound reached his ears except the roaring of the wind as it rushed up from the north, and bent the scrub
and heather on its way.
“I am going to unlock the door and bring a light in, child, so don’t thee be frightened”; and in another moment
the perforated lantern shed its dancing patterns upon the bare whitewashed walls and earthen floor of the cottage
—upon the figure of a child also, who sat crouched up in an empty bed, her hands clasped round her drawn-up
knees, her dark hair hanging dishevelled and tumbled over her shoulders, her lustrous brown eyes looking at the
newcomer with the terror and helplessness of a hunted animal. Gildas had felt nothing but annoyance and
impatience as he had fought his way over the moor; for girls and children were but insignificant objects in his
prospect of the world, and Gwenifer was just the age that made her less than nothing to the boy full of new-born
plans and projects. Nevertheless, the sight of that forlorn creature, looking at him with fear and distrust, touched
something deep down in his heart, and some manly feeling of protection rose in his nature.
“Come, child,” he said. “Thee must not stay longer here in the dark. ’Tis autumn, and the nights are cold. Thou
seest the furniture is all gone, and it is not fit for thee to sleep here alone. Come, get thee down.” But the child
only shook her head slowly.
“Wilt not come with me, and sleep with Het in the loft at Scethryg tonight?”
Another shake of her head was her only answer, and in vain did Gildas coax, command, and even threaten; the
child grew firmer, and continued to shake her head. Her obstinacy, however, only moved the lad’s own unyielding
temper, and laying hold of her hand he endeavoured to draw her towards him; but she screamed and struggled so
much that he desisted suddenly, and said in an altered tone of voice:
“Gwenifer, listen! Thou art ten years of age, and I have heard thou hast sense beyond thy years. Knowest thou
that I am thy mishteer? Knowest that I came down through the storm because I was sorry for thee, and could not
sleep in my bed, knowing that thou wert here in the dark and lightning? Yes, it does lighten! Dost remember that I,
too, am an orphan since that red sunset? Art not sorry for me too?”
Now he had touched the chords of tender memories and love, and the brown fingers were unclasped from the
knees. Slipping on to the ground, she drew nearer to Gildas, and, leaning her cheek on his rough coat, sobbed
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heavily, the tears dropping slowly down her cheeks.
“That’s a brave maid!” said Gildas encouragingly. “Why, thee and I ought to be good friends if anyone ought.
Come, trust to me!” and opening the door, they were met by a furious gust of wind which blew over the lantern
and left them in the dark. Locking the door, he took her by the hand once more, and, she, yielding to his guidance
with no further demur, they turned towards the open moor, where the blast blew up behind them, hurrying
Gildas’s pace into a run, and almost tearing the girl from his grasp.
“Seems to me I had better carry thee,” he said, stooping and gathering the little thin form into his arms.
Scarcely feeling her weight and helped on by the gale, he made good progress, and Gwenifer sobbed with her
cheek on his breast. Gradually her tears ceased, and she lay still, and more content than she had been since her
mother’s death.
Reaching a gap in the hedge, Gildas rested a moment, leaning on the bank to recover his breath, and looking
down at his light burden saw that she had fallen asleep, her long, dark eyelashes resting on her pale cheek, on
which the tears glistened.
*
“Here,” he cried, entering the farmhouse door, where n’wncwl Sam was waiting for his supper—“here, Het,
here’s a new shepherdess come to Scethryg!” And he dumped his burden on to the floor with the awkward
unintentional roughness of a boy.
Het drew near, looking rather scared as the rudely awakened brown eyes looked round the comfortable kitchen.
“Diwedd anwl! What am I to do with her?” she asked, not in the most gracious of tones; and instantly detecting
the reluctance in her manner, the sensitive child turned again to Gildas, who, rather tired of the whole affair, was
already sitting down to the table.
“Why, a basin of bread and milk and a good warm by the fire, and then off to bed with thee,” he said, “’tis full
time”; and Het knew by the tone of command that further demur would be useless, so she thrust the round-backed
oak stool towards the hearth, and gently pushed Gwenifer into it.
Before many minutes the girl was hungrily supping her bowl of barley-bread and milk, for she had scarcely
tasted food that day, the sale having occupied everyone’s attention too much to allow them to think of the silent
child, who had crouched behind the garden hedge, her heart bursting with feelings that she was unable to express.
No wonder that the large tears rolled down her cheeks, as she hid there in the shadow—no wonder that a little
wail broke from her dumb lips, as one by one the few rough articles of furniture were brought out and sold. It has
been a bitter experience, one to be ever remembered, and the long day endurance had only been lightened by
Gildas’s kind though firm tones; but when the lad’s strong arms had enfolded her and borne her safely through the
wind and storm, the sorely tried child had sunk into trustful slumber, and from that moment he had taken his place
as her master and her owner.
Unconscious of this, the matter-of-fact Gildas, as soon as he had ordered her in Het’s safe keeping to bed,
dismissed the subject from his mind, and was soon arranging with n’wncwl Sam for the threshing next day.
“And what’st going to do with that dumb girl?” said the latter, when the subject of the threshing had been
settled. “Mark my words! She’ll be a burden upon thee forever!”
For although Gildas often sought and followed his advice in matters of farming experience, yet he felt that he
was generally controlled and dominated by his wilful nephew, and he consoled himself for this by systematically
objecting to everything that the younger man proposed.
“Didn’t you say Twm had grown careless, and had given notice three times this month?”
“Pouf! I don’t take no notice of him, not I!”
“But I do,” said Gildas. “Let him go. This child will be well soon; she can take his place. Let’s to bed.”
N’wncwl Sam put his pipe away, and followed Gildas up the crooked stairs, still grumbling to himself,
“Mark my word, thou’lt see then! As true as there’s rain after wind, thou’lt repent!”
They had reached the turning in the stairs when both stopped and looked at each other, for above the roaring of
the storm they heard a timid but distinct knocking at the door.
“Who can it be this time o’ night?” said Gildas.
“Be bound ’tis some tramp; let him be!” answered n’wncwl Sam, but without replying, his nephew went down
and unbarred the door.
2
When he opened the outer door, Gildas’s first encounter was with the stormy wind, which blew out his candle
before he had more than a moment’s glance at the visitor who knocked at his door so late. That glance, however,
401

was sufficient to reveal the figure of Hezekiah Morgan, an old man who for two years had been permitted to
occupy a loft over the storehouse, paying a small rent for this poor refuge from the storms of life. He had once
filled a responsible position as master of “Bryn Austin”, one of the best schools in South Wales; but now, broken
in health and spirits, he was thankful to find a shelter in the old loft, which had before his advent been used as a
receptacle for old boards, broken harness, rusty tools, and many other unconsidered trifles connected with farm
life.
“Hezek!” exclaimed Gildas in surprise. “Come in, man, while I light my candle and hunt for your key. In the
dear’s name! where have you come from in such a storm, and so early in the year? Is Nance with you?”
“Yes,” said the old man in a gentle voice, which trembled a little from the stress of the wind with which he had
battled. “Yes, here she is”; and he drew aside the folds of his shabby brown cloak, disclosing the figure of a child,
who clung to him closely and looked out from her hiding-place with laughing blue eyes and a dimpled roguish
face.
“She has only played hide-and-seek with the wind under my old cloak. It has buffeted me sorely, but
everything is fun to Nance. We were on the Wildrom Mountains when we heard of the calamity which has
befallen thee and deprived me of a good friend. Gildas, my heart aches for thee, lad; and so I returned, thinking
perhaps I might be of some service to thee. The herb o’ gold has not ripened yet, and the moon-wort was only
beginning to seed; but I could stay no longer after I had heard of thy sore loss. One of the servants at the farm
where we lodged brought a newspaper home from the fair and lent it to me, and in that I read of the accident.”
“Here is the key,” said Gildas, finding it between the plates on the dresser, where he had been fumbling, partly
to hide his awkwardness, for a lad of sixteen shrinks from speaking of his sorrow.
“Will I put the ’cawl on again?” he asked. “A bowl of it would warm you before you go.”
“No, no,” said the old man. “I have all we want in my wallet, and little Nance will soon kindle a fire and put
things straight. Good-night, my lad; I see thine eyes are heavy with sleep.”
“Good-night,” said Gildas, unbarring the door again; and as the old man went out, a bright round face peeped
smilingly from under his cloak. The wind caught them at the doorway, and a peal of merry laughter from the child
reached the lad’s ear with the swirling blast. However, neither laughter nor wind prevented his falling into a heavy
dreamless sleep as soon as he had thrown himself upon his bed, while out in the “old storws,” as it was generally
called, the old man and his grandchild spread their simple supper in the light of the fire of wood which they had
soon kindled. In its warmth and brightness, Hezek—or, to give him his proper name, Hezekiah Morgan—lost the
tremble in his voice somewhat and regained his usual placid demeanour.
*
His had been a life of strenuous efforts, ending in the failure and disappointment that generally attend the man
who allows himself to be led captive by a headstrong passion. As a schoolmaster he had been very popular, so
much so that to have been a pupil of Hezekiah Morgan was considered the best stepping-stone to success in life;
but in a weak moment he had given way to a foolish fancy, and had married a beautiful but uneducated peasant
girl.
This was the commencement of his reverses; for, finding, to his disappointment, that he could not raise her to
his standard of grace and refinement, he became dissatisfied and depressed, and turned for solace more and more
to his own desultory and curious studies, interesting himself much in astrology as well as astronomy, and, most of
all, devoting himself to his favourite study of botany; for in the herbs of the field he believed was to be found a
cure for every ailment to which humanity is liable.
Gradually he lost interest in his school, the numbers of his pupils dwindled away, and his wife, keenly alive to
her own shortcomings, sank into ill-health and died at the birth of her first child, leaving her eccentric husband
and his helpless offspring to face the journey of life without her. This child—a girl—had grown up somehow, and
married early a well-to-do farmer, who had willingly taken her old father also to live with him, as out of his
former earnings he still possessed sufficient to pay his son-in-law for his board and lodging. But misfortune had
not done with Hezekiah Morgan; for his daughter, inheriting her mother’s malady, died soon after the birth of her
first child.
For the next six years the old man lived on at the farm, feeling himself, as his small savings diminished more
and more, an unwelcome encumbrance. He was devotedly attached to his little granddaughter, and upon him fell
the chief care of the child, her rough father taking no interest in her, although she was an attractive little creature,
full of sportive and enticing ways. It was convenient to feel, when the harvest, the sowing, the corn-grinding
called all hands to work, that the child needed no care or nursing while “Dacu,” or in English pronunciation,
“Dakee,” was ready to watch over her and guard her from every danger.
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And so it came to pass that every day, and in every season of the year, the old man and the child might be seen
roaming about the farm lands, sunning themselves on the gold-starred hedges, or sheltering behind the haystacks;
anywhere away from the house where they were both made to feel that they were only in the way.
At last there came a day when the hard-fisted and hard-hearted farmer announced his intention of bringing
home a new mistress to the farm, and Hezekiah, who was now generally known as “old Hezek, the herbalist,” had
said,
“Then perhaps you will not want to keep me here any longer?”
His voice trembled, and his hands closed and opened nervously, for he felt that banishment from the child
would mean death to him. The farmer had seen his anxiety and at once taken advantage of it.
“Well,” he said, “most like, look you, a second wife won’t care to see the first wife’s father here. ’Twill be
enough for her to have another woman’s child to tend.”
“No doubt, no doubt,” said the old man, his tongue cleaving to his parched mouth. “You wouldn’t let the little
one come with me, would you?” To him the favour seemed too great to expect. “You know,” he continued eagerly,
“I have still enough to keep me in food and lodging. You have the capital, and for Nance’s sake you would send
me the interest regularly. I would go back to Tregildas to end my days in my own neighbourhood, I think.”
“Ten shillings a week,” said the farmer grudgingly. “Tan-i-marw! ’tis a fine thing to have money and nothing
to do! But, look here. If you make your will to her, and sign it before you go, you may take the child. ’Twill be a
great bother, but I’ll send the interest regular. You’ll take care of Nance?”
“Yes, yes!” said Hezek, “and whoever wants, she shall not.”
“Very good,” said the farmer. “This day week I’ll be bringing my wife home.”
Before the day was over he had written out the simple document, and the old man had signed it with trembling
fingers, trembling not in sorrow at having to leave the house where he had had little love or tenderness shown
him, but in fear lest his son-in-law might change his mind, and refuse to let him take the child away with him.
“When can I go?” he asked, standing with his old battered hat in his hand.
“That is as you will,” answered the farmer. “There is no hurry for a day or two.”
“Well, ’tis a fine day,” said the old man, “I had better start at once; you will want to see little Nance sometimes,
so we will come here on our rounds, perhaps, eh?”
“Very good,” said the farmer, reaching down his bill-hook, and turning towards the door as if tired of the
conversation.
“Good-bye, then,” the old man called after him, for he had already reached the gate of the close.
“Oh, fforwel!” said the farmer, stopping; “I didn’t think you were going so soon. And here,” he continued,
returning slowly with his hand in his pocket, “give her this—this shilling,” he said, with a burst of generosity. ’Tis
better for me not to see her. Perhaps she’ll cry, and not be willing to go. And mind you, I wouldn’t be willing to let
her go, only I know you’ll treat her well, and if I kept her here she’d worry our lives out fretting after you.”
“Yes, yes! b’t shwr,” said Hezek, “and I thank you for your kind consideration. Good-bye!”
One more “fforwel” from the farmer, and he was gone to trash his hedgerows and give a general tidy up, in
preparation for the new wife who was to arrive so soon.
*
Hezek had never felt much affection for his son-in-law, nevertheless he felt sad and sorrowful as he tied up his
few belongings in his knapsack, for, alas! his heart was warm and tender, and therefore open to many a wound
that one more callous would have escaped.
“Come, dear heart!” he said, affecting a jocose and lively mood which he was far from feeling, “come, tie up
thy bundle. We are going to run away together today, thou and I, as we have often planned. Come! and we will
travel over the blue hills to where the sea is tossing and frothing; I will show thee the white-winged ships that sail
over it to far-off lands, and the sea-pinks growing on the rocks, and the white sea-gulls that float through the air. I
will show thee the house where I was born, and we will find a lodging somewhere near, and live there.
“Yes, for ever and ever, Dakee,” said the child, executing a whirling dance around him, and flipping her tiny
pink fingers. “Oh! There’s happy we’ll be! and father and the new mistress won’t ever find us.”
“No, no, merch-i.” And with his first week’s allowance in his pocket, the old man set forth with a flow of hope
in his heart which had long been a stranger to it, Nance tripping beside him, her little blue bundle hung over
shoulder, and her shilling tied up in the corner of her pocket-handkerchief. Leisa, the servant, had filled a
capacious wallet with sufficient food for two or three days.
“Well, in my deed,” she said, “I don’t know what will we do without you, when we are sick.”
“Thou art never sick, Leisa, so thou wilt not miss me,” answered Hezek, with a gentle smile, and he bade the
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girl good-bye with real regret in his simple old heart.
“But surely,” he thought as he trudged along behind Nance, who fluttered like a butterfly from side to side of
the mountain road, “surely there are kind hearts in the world somewhere still, and where if not in my old
neighbourhood?” His step became lighter and his voice more firm, as visions of his old home rose before him and
old memories awoke within him.
“I’ll go straight to Scethryg,” he thought. “Jonathan and I were good friends long ago, perhaps he’ll find us
lodging,” and with this vague prospect reviving his spirits, he journeyed on over moor and fell, ever like the
wounded deer, drawing nearer and nearer to his old home.
“Tell me about the sea,” Nance would say, when tired of her fluttering, she would return to the old man’s side,
and, nestling her hand into his, would walk soberly for a few minutes.
“The sea! Oh, it is broad and shining, stretching as far as we can see. The sea-pinks grow on the cliffs above it,
and shells, pink, white, brown, and yellow, crowd in the chinks of the rocks around its edge.”
“Shells and sea-pinks? Oh, Dakee!” and Nance would look up at him with wondering blue eyes, and again
ejaculate, “Oh, Dakee!” And so they wandered on together side by side, often hand in hand, the child oblivious to
all but the present happiness, the old man rejoicing in the feeling that at last his darling was all his own.
It was late on the second day when they reached Tregildas, Hezek weary and footsore, but Nance still
brimming over with vivacity and excitement, for here in very truth was the broad blue sea that she had dreamt of;
here were the cliffs, the white-sailed ships, and here the sea-pinks growing on the bare gray rocks. Here, too, were
the ruined lime-kilns which Hezek had told her of, at the curve of the inlet, which in his youth had glowed like
two fiery eyes looking out to sea, and when, on the strand, she picked up shells, real shells! her delight was
unbounded, and she shed some petulant tears and pouted her red lower lip when the old man turned from the
shore toward the higher lands of Scethryg.
“Don’t cry, dear heart,” he said. “But a little way further and we’ll be at the end of our journey.”
“But I don’t want to go further,” said the wilful child. “Go you, and leave me to pick up shells.”
“Tomorrow, my little one; tomorrow thou shalt play all day on the shore.”
But Nance still sulked and lagged behind, until suddenly out of the gloaming a dark-faced boy caught them up
dangling a bundle of fish. In a moment Nance was eagerly interested, and while Hezek inquired the way she
danced round the silver mackerel and clapped her hands with pleasure.
“Did they come from the sea, too?” she asked. “Oh, there’s pretty things are in it. Will I carry them for you,
boy?”
“No,” said the boy rather curtly, “but if you are going to Scethryg I daresay you will have them for supper: that
is where I live.”
“And that is where I want to go,” said Hezek. “Jonathan Rees no doubt is your father, ’machgen-i; have you
ever heard him speak of Hezekiah Morgan?”
“Yes, I think,” answered the boy, slackening his pace a little. “There is Scethryg,” he said, pointing to an old
farmhouse of gray stone.
“Yes, yes, I know it well, my boy; I asked the way because that new bit of road puzzled me; now we’re on the
moor I know every step of it—och-i, och-i!”
Jonathan Rees, waiting in the farmyard for the return of his son, was not in the best humour for granting
favours when Hezek, preceded by Gildas, arrived.
“So thee’st seen fit to come home at last, idle-pack!” were his first words of greeting, words which his son took
no notice of as he passed into the kitchen and delivered his fish to be cooked for supper.
“You don’t know me, Jonathan Rees?” said Hezek, with outstretched hand.
“No, I don’t,” said the farmer, “but coming so late, you must be wanting a lodging, and there are two tramps in
the barn already—so …”
“No, no, I am no tramp; but indeed I thought perhaps you would give us a lodging—just for tonight, at any
rate. Don’t you remember Hezekiah Morgan?”
“Caton pawb! Where did you come from this time of night? Of course I remember you now”; and he took the
proffered hand, but with no warmth of greeting. “Come in,” he added grudgingly, preceding his visitor into the
comfortable farmhouse kitchen, where Hezek proceeded to explain the reason of his advent and to make his
request known.
“I had a longing, you see, to end my days in my old neighbourhood,” he said, when, after many hums and
haws, Jonathan seemed inclined to make room for him.
“Couldn’t he have the old storehouse?” said the brown-skinned boy, who was watching Het frying the fish.
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“Of course I will pay whatever you like to charge me, in reason,” said Hezek.
“And if Dakee hasn’t enough, I have a shilling,” said Nance, who thought it was time to suggest something
definite for the warm glow of the fire was pleasant and the smell of the frying fish appetizing.
Jonathan Rees took no notice of the child’s remark, but, seeing a chance of turning the old storehouse to some
account, agreed to his son’s proposal; and finding that the old man made no demur to his rather exorbitant charge,
added in an effusive manner,
“Well, look you! You’re an old friend, so I’ll throw in the vegetables for your cawl into the bargain; and I
daresay you and your grandchild will weed the garden in return.”
“That we will, indeed,” said Hezek; and so it was settled.
*
And feeling that he had made a good bargain, Jonathan waxed more amiable, and over their supper the two
men vied with each other in recalling old memories, though the farmer was ten years younger than his guest, until
at last Nance fell asleep, and was carried by Het up to the only spare bed the house possessed. Here Hezek,
following soon, sank upon his pillow with a heart full of gratitude; for although he had not been received with the
warmth and friendliness which he had associated with a return to his old neighbourhood, he was used to coldness
and rebuffs, and was thankful that Jonathan Rees had agreed to his request, though grudgingly.
And so he and Nance settled down to the rude but safe shelter of the “old storws,” where Hezek was to end his
days and the child to grow up to womanhood.
“Maldraeth! Maldraeth! When will we go to Maldraeth?” she cried impatiently next morning, when the old
man, assisted by Gildas, was endeavouring to bring some order into the confusion that reigned in the loft.
“By-and-by, by-and-by,” said Hezek, trying to pacify the wilful girl, who stamped her little foot and grumbled
while the others worked.
“By-and-by!” said the lad irritably, for children, especially girls, were to him simply impedimenta to be
ignored and avoided as much as possible. “By-and-by, if I was your grandfather, I’d give you a whipping!”
Nance stood still a moment to stare at him in astonishment before she answered, her eyes flashing, her cheeks
burning.
“You my grandfather!” and pointing her finger at him she continued disdainfully, “You, indeed! There’s a fine
grandfather you’d make! Not if you put on Dakee’s spectacles, and carried his wallet of herbs, you wouldn’t look
wise! Tush! I don’t care that for you! Grandfather, indeed!” and she snapped her fingers derisively; but Gildas was
too busily occupied to notice the little irate fairy. He was entering into the business of domiciling the newcomers
with real zest, and his father, who presently came to see how the work was progressing, said, with a little sarcasm
in his voice, “Oh, yes! Come to Gildas for anything but the farm work!” and he turned away before the boy,
colouring hotly, had time to defend himself. At last everything was arranged to his satisfaction.
“And I’ll come tomorrow to board off the end for the two little bedrooms for you,” he said, preparing to leave
the scene of his operations for a time, when he was surprised to hear a sob from Nance, who was standing with
her pinafore to her eyes.
“What is it then, dear heart?” said the old man, with tender pity.
“I want to make friends with him,” answered the child, looking at the brown-faced boy.
“Oh yes, you must forgive her,” said the old man.
“Alreit, alreit!” he said, turning towards to the door; but Nance, with her face to the wall, wept aloud.
“Give me a kiss, then,” she cried, for that was the only form of reconciliation she knew of.
“Ach! no,” said the boy, “I can't bear kissing.” Then, seeing another wail was imminent, he hastily dived his
hand into his pocket and extracted a screwed paper of sweets.
“Here!” he said, thrusting them into the child’s hand. Nance smiled and accepted the peace-offering.
“You shall be my grandfather, if you like,” she said, sucking her sweets; but Gildas showed scarcely as much
gratitude as she expected, for he was off at once and running down the ruinous flight of stone steps that connected
the loft with the farmyard.
In the afternoon, however, he returned, full of interest and energy, having collected from all sorts of odd nooks
and corners, and eked out by a small outlay in the village shop, a sufficient assortment of articles for the primitive
menage. A few cups, plates, and bowls ranged on a shelf which he had himself fixed on the wall, a crock for the
cawl, a kettle, and a tea-pot, and behold Hezek and Nance settled into their new abode and quite content with its
arrangement!
*
Once more, as the sun was setting, the child began to reiterate her cry for Maldraeth, a lonely cove under the
405

cliffs; and he set out not unwillingly to gratify her desire, for it has been a favourite resort of his boyhood and
often in his mind of late.
He had laid the scene of most of his legends and stories on Maldraeth, stories that had beguiled many an hour
when he and Nance had roamed about the fields of Penwem together, and for this reason she was now impatient to
see it for herself. So over the moor and down the rugged path they made their way, even the excitable child
consenting to “hold tight on Dakee’s hand” as she looked over the dizzy height to the shore below. And when at
last they reached the pebbly strand her voluble tongue was silent, and her little hand clung to his in a solemn awe
as she saw the tall crags towering over the lonely beach, which even at noontide looked dark and forbidding.
“See here!” said Hezek, pointing to the bank of seaweed, driftwood, and starfish left by the tide on the sand.
“’Twas here most likely that Gwrgan found the chain of gold with which he bought his freedom long ago, as I told
thee. And then in that cave, perhaps, the white lady lived, who came out every night when the moon was shining,
and sang so sadly and so sweetly that the shepherds on the hills would weep when they heard her. Dost
remember? I have found wonderful things on this shore myself, for here comes everything in from the sea; the
tide sweeps in here and leaves its treasures, because the rocks close almost round it.”
Nance, however, refused to stoop over the garlanded shore, turning even from the shells that lay scattered
under her feet; and when at last the sun went down like a fiery red ball behind the grey sea, she began to whimper,
“Come home, Dakee! Ach! I am not liking Maldraeth,” and the old man was never afterwards troubled by the
petulant cry of “Maldraeth, Maldraeth; I want to go to Maldraeth!”
Day in, day out, they roamed the fields, the moor, and Tregildas sands together—Hezek with bent shoulders
and peering eyes, ever seeking for herbs and flowers, the child tripping about and making little excursions on her
own account whenever a brighter flower or butterfly attracted her attention; and his expostulating cry of “Come
back, dear heart!” made no more impression upon her than did the sea- wind whistling over the moor, until, tired
out, she returned of her own free will, and nestling her hand into his, looked up into his face with such bewitching
contrition that she seldom heard the word of reproof which she knew she deserved.
The other village children seemed but little attracted by Nance’s volatile ways, and left her rather severely
alone, while she seemed inclined to shrink disdainfully from their stolid manners. Little Gwenifer Owen alone
seemed to take to the stranger, who was of the same age as herself. They soon became much attached to each
other, and Gwenifer was almost as close an attendant upon old Hezek the herbalist as his own grandchild, taking
far more interest in his collection of herbs than did Nance, who was much too busy with her own affairs to waste
her time upon “old plants that smell nasty, and haven’t got flowers on them.”
To Hezek the peace and safety of the old loft was as a haven of refuge from the storms of life which had
buffeted him so sorely, and he thankfully settled down to his uneventful life. In autumn he made excursions
inland, to some locality where the plants he required bloomed more freely than in the keen sea-air, and it was
during one of these pilgrimages that he had learnt from the shepherd of a mountain farm the history of the disaster
which had befallen his old friend Jonathan Rees. As we have seen, he hurried back to Scethryg, and, after a
journey of many days, reached there on the stormy night when Gildas and n’wncwl Sam had been suddenly
disturbed on their way to bed.
How they rejoiced in the shelter of the old loft when Nance had kindled the fire! How Hezek had basked in its
light! How Nance laughed at the spluttering and crackling of the wood! And when they spread on the board the
simple fare which they had had the precaution to bring with them, what simple happiness was theirs! What sweet
content! …
220.1 Excerpt from Recollections\fn{by John Morley (1838-1923)} Blackburn, Blackburn-with-Darwen, England,
United Kingdom (M) 10
1
In a Lancashire valley at the foot of bleak, stern, moorland ridges lies what is now the important and
prosperous manufacturing town of Blackburn. Three neighbouring ruins of abbey, castle, tower are picturesque
links with old history. Antiquaries discover trace of Roman roads, and in the neighbourhood from time to time
make valued finds of pottery, coins, cinerary urns, funeral tumuli, weapons, bones, testifying to the presence in
corners in and adjacent to the Blackburn parish in remote ages of the Roman legionaries, and after them to what
Milton disrespectfully rated as scuffles between kite and crow, among Saxons, Angles, Danes. Cromwell marched
to and from through Blackburn in the course of his rout of the Scots in the battle of Preston, and a current story
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ran that he slumbered for a night in the parish church.
Its modern existence began with the momentous double event in 1770, when Watt patented his steam engine,
and Arkwright, that marvel of a man alike in inventive skill and preter-human energy of purpose, panted his
spinning-jenny. It took three-quarters of a century, nor more, before the factory system with all its opulent
triumphs and all its strange new social perplexities, had definitely established itself in the Lancashire cotton
towns, and worked from stage to stage a social revolution in north and south of this island far more extensive in
range of interests than any purely political chapters of the same epoch. Of all this a group of towns in our
Blackburn corner grew to be a manufacturing center.
The district was the center of the almost countless divisions and subdivisions of the puritan nonconformity of
Lancashire, just as Catholicism prevailed without movement in another area of the same county. The attempt to
trace links between industrial movements and the Reformation is without historical support, but the spirit of the
factory towns, whether church or chapel, was stiffly evangelical. The people had a character with marked force of
its own. Ready to respect where respect on any good ground was due, they were ready, too, with a blunt pride that
is no bad form of self-respect. They have always had the virtues of fraternal and genial plain speakers; they show
themselves independent, shrewd, quick, keen-bitten. They have a cherished vernacular with broad accent and
original vocabulary, which enables them to do apt justice to any of their opinions and emotions.
In this dialect a native genius has produced songs that touch the Lancashire ear at home or over the seas, as
Burns touches the Scot. Waugh’s Come Whoam to thy Childer and Me has been pronounced by critics not too
much given to superlatives one of the most delicious idylls in the world. The popularity of this and other
vernacular products in prose and verse does something to illustrate the kindness and right-mindedness of the
people. They are full of local public spirit and have the excellent quality of putting their whole hearts into the
things they care for, grave or gay.
Here the writer was born in the last week of 1838. Here was my home off and on for some twenty years to
come. The punctual clang of the factory bell in dark early mornings, with the clatter of the wooden clots as their
wearers hastened along the stone flags to the mill, the ceaseless search for improvements in steam-power and
machinery and extension of new markets, the steady industry, the iron regularity of days and hours, long remained
in memory as the background of youth, with perhaps a silent passage into my own ways and mental habits from
the circumambient atmosphere of some traits of my compatriots.
My father was a surgeon of good professional repute. He came of homely stock from one of the Yorkshire
valleys near Halifax, and my mother was Northumbrian. A man of strong character, he was exacting, though
capable of delightful geniality, a moderate lover of his profession, a born lover of books. He had taught himself a
working knowledge of Latin and French, and I long possessed the pocket Virgil, Racine, Byron, that he used to
carry with him as he walked to the houses of handloom weavers on the hillsides round. Born a Wesleyan, he
turned, though without any formality that I know of, from chapel to church, but he was negligent of its
ordinances, critical of the local clergy, and impatient as if of some personal affront of either Puseyites on the one
hand, or German infidels on the other. Though vague, his disapproval of those foes of evangelical truth was stern;
the divine to whom he was chiefly addicted was Channing, and the ecclesiastic whom he most admired both as
preacher and church governor was the famous Chalmers. We were baptized by a genial cleregyman from the
neighbouring parish of Tockholes, who in his youth had been a subaltern at Waterloo.
As domestic disciplinarian he was strict, and the rigours of Sabbatical observance forced on us a literary diet
that neither enlightened the head nor melted heart and temper. He sent me to an excellent school in the town, kept
by an Independent of much local renown for accurate teaching and severe exactitude in general habits. This
school had a strong hold on me, for it abounded in the unadulterated milk of the Independent word, and perhaps
accounted for noncomformist affinities in some of the politics of days to come. Here I made such satisfactory way
that, after a short spell at University College School in Gower Street—where Chamberlain had preceded me, and
Bywater the great Hellenist was my companion—my father thought it worth while to send me, though he could
not well afford it without personal sacrifice, to Cheltenham College. Here under three or four fellows of Trinity,
all of them teachers of talent and experience, I worked along the regular groove, without any marked proficiency,
except that now and then I did a set of Greek iambics that was praised and handed to posterity in the school
album, and in two or three successive years I carried off the first prize for history in a combined class of the two
highest forms. I tried my hand at a prize poem on Cassandra, princess of evil omen; it did not come near the prize,
and I was left with the master’s singular consolation for an aspiring poet, that my verse showed many of the
elements of a sound prose style.
From Cheltenham I got a scholarship at Lincoln College, Oxford, and it gave my father a little whimsical
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pleasure to think that John Wesley had been a fellow of the College (1726), nominated thereto by a rector whose
two names happened to be my own. For many terms I was lodged in Wesley’s rooms, sometimes ruminating how
it was that all the thoughts and habits of my youthful Methodism were so rapidly vanishing.
At the moment Lincoln was in a state of sad intellectual dilapidation. A common-room intrigue had ended in
the installation as its head of a clergyman from a college living in Yorkshire who hardly knew how to read and
write. The consequence was the withdrawal in black, unphilosophic mortification from all college work of Mark
Pattison, the man whose zeal and competence for university teaching in its true sense was unsurpassed by any
tutor or professor then in Oxford, and only rivaled perhaps by one. If I had fallen under his influence, it would
assuredly have made all the difference in a thousand ways. When he afterwards became my friend it was too late.
The tutor to whom I fell was Thomas Fowler, afterwards the Head of Corpus.\fn{ The College of Corpus Christi and
the Blessed Virgin Mary, often shortened to “Corpus”; it is a constituent part of Cambridge University } He had taken a splendid
degree, and the spirit of an ardent practical reformed glowed in him through the whole of a useful, well-filled, and
truly honourable life. His interests and attainments were much wider than those of most dons of that time, when
natural science was just fighting in earnest for a place in education outside of the monopoly of Anglican divinity
and the ancients. Without marked originality, he had vigour and insight; he was careful, moderate, and sound. He
had the quality of the better men of the era in refusing ignoble contentment with life as it is and things as they are.
He had not, it is true, the rare magic of psychagogic influence which, for that matter, made some contemporary
purveyors of cloudy stuff pass for greater than they were. As might be supposed, he made me Aristotelian and not
Platonist, for apart from tutorial teaching that was, I think, the Lancastrian temperament. However that might be,
we all knew our debt for his example of firm clearness of exposition, his ready helpfulness, his patient
perseverance in work, his kindness, his sterling worth.
I attended Conington’s Virgil lectures, Stanley’s on ecclesiastical history, in which I was delighted by new
knowledge and an attractive historic moral; and of course Mansel’s Bamptons, the famous official reply, if reply it
was, in the great controversy of the moment between the doctrines of Mill and those of Hamilton. History as a
subject of serious study—strange as it may seem today—was not formally recognized in either university until the
middle of the century or a little later, and Goldwin Smith, although a master of brilliant and penetrating
expression, figured rather as politician than professor. In politics he was a a liberal champion, with much
influence both on educated men and on those who were glad to have one of the best educated men of his day on
their side.
Seldom did I miss a sermon of the Bishop’s at St. Mary’s, for Wilberforce excelled any man I ever heard,
ecclesiastic or secular, in the taking gift of unction. For this I much confess an irresistible weakness. The only
rival within my experience, unless it were Guthrie at Edinburgh, was Spurgeon in South London; he had a
glorious voice, unquestioning faith, full and ready knowledge of apt texts of the Bible, and a deep earnest desire
to reach the hearts of congregations who were just as earnest in response.
The association of antique halls and gray time-work towers went deeper than the schools, and companionship
was more than lectures. Overton was a friendly and popular man at our scholars’ table, afterwards the writer of
various books, pronounced by competent opinion to be truly meritorious in the field of Church history and
biography. His volume on Law, author of the memorable Serious Call, is liberal-minded and readable, as, the story
of a figure that in spite of theology even Gibbon found attractive, we should expect it to be. Our ways ran in
opposite directions, to a distance that the pious founders whose bread we ate in common would have ill
understood, for I think my book on Diderot appeared in the same year as his history of the English Church in the
eighteenth century. Meanwhile he was stroke of the boat and captain of the Eleven. More is to be said of another
comrade of a very different type.
Beyond the influence of any tutor or professor was the senior commoner, Cotter Morison. No more engaging
figure appeared in an Oxford quadrangle, nor one, it must be confessed, in tone, manners, knowledge, and way of
thinking and living, more entirely unacademic. He was some six or seven years my senior, and at twenty this was
the distinction between manhood and boyhood. He had lived much abroad, mainly in France, with a mother
whose over-tender devotion left him to the undirected gratification of tastes and interests that had grown up within
him somehow, and would by this time have given him a command of really effective attainment, if only they, or
any of them, had been concentrated. Migratory residences had made him desultory and discursive. This, however,
was the quality that did him no harm in the endless discussions, morning, noon, and night, de omni scibili, of
ingenuous, sharp-witted youths, with the lively intellectual ambitions natural to their years, fresh and jubilant
from the restraint of school, just stepping on the threshold of new shrines. It was very bad for exercises in
examination, but it was stimulating, awakening, and, in a slightly random way, instructive.
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He had made a special study of the age of Louis XIV, was capable of considering it seriously in relation to
ideas of general history, was well versed, well informed, and even passionately concerned in Catholicism, not as a
body of faith and rite, but as a stupendous system of government with profound significance in the annals of
mankind. He longed, as in truth any of us well might, for the historian to arises who, as he used to say, would
depict with sweeping brush the Decline and Fall of Theological, as did Gibbon of Imperial, Rome. Even in these
days he was hard at work in preparing the life of St. Bernard, which was so interesting to read, is described today
as the best biography of a leading mediæval spiritual figure, and had the good fortune to gratify so singular a
trinity as Carlyle, Manning, and the Positivists of every tinge. It remains a lasting contribution to the story and the
meaning of Catholic monasticism. His monographs of a later date on Macaulay and Gibbon are admirable
estimates.
His talk was, I have said, discursive, but he was a serious literary worker, not a dilettante. He was versed in
music, and something of an adept in great church architecture and its history. He brought our young souls into
vivid and edifying contact with the forces of Carlyle, with Sartor, the essays on Johnson and Burns, and the epic
of the French Revolution. He pressed Emerson upon us, but for that wise teacher none of us were then ripe, I least
of all. He had the art of kindling new life in our spirits, and if you had anything of your own to say, you were sure
of quick, sincere, and brotherly response.
For brotherly he was in the widest sense both now and always. He was not a man of trenchant power; but his
way of easy remonstrance at a paradox, fallacy, or blunder was a hundred times better corrective and stimulant
than an hour of sermon or lecture. Well did Meredith mark him as “a fountain of our sweetest, quick to spring, in
fellowship abounding.”
His animation won for him a popularity in college that extended beyond the scholars. He was at home in the
saddle, a fencer skilful with the foils, and an excellent boxer; indeed the last of these manly tastes led to the
passing dispute of some heat with the college authorities, who insisted that our pious Wycliffite founder four
centuries ago could never have intended an undergraduate to receive in his rooms lessons in self-defence from a
too ill-scarred prize-fighter, then seeking patronage among us, and whom the college porter was, at whatever
personal risk, forbidden to admit. It was a long journey to the little Holy Club of Oxford Methodists that had, in
the face of gay opponents, gathered itself in the same ancient quadrangle a hundred years before.
Some of Morison’s opinions passed through odd fluctuations. He was ready to look at anything seriously
presented to him; ready to measure and appreciate all values with blithe candour of approach; he had genuine
liberality of intellect, sometimes verging on mere vivacity of intellectual impulse. It was in Comte’s school and
church that he really lived; he was one of their most brilliant adherents. Yet he wound up a volume of fragments
under a pregnant and moving name, The Service of Man. It drew hot fire from orthodox quarters, and in other
ways particularly scandalized the Positivist brotherhood of all their colours. It must, I fear, be judged a
miscarriage both of thought and composition. We can only call it the rash attempt of failing days; it could not
impair the captivating comradeship of his prime.
It was noted that when Palmerston made his Government in 1859, his Cabinet held six Oxford first-class men
(three of them double-firsts), and out of the Cabinet four first-classes. Between 1850 and 1860—my Oxford days
—the clergy held the education of England in the hollow of their hands.
Their day was soon to be over. New avenues of speculation had been opened in the two fields of natural
science, and critical inquiry into the documents and faiths of the world, and philosophic explanations of them.
Both avenues were gradually thronged by eager crowds: the learned and competent on the one hand, and people
of common, plain intelligence on the other.
The metaphysical quarrel between intuition and experience, as I have said, filled the sacred galleries of St.
Mary’s with agitated undergraduates, while Mansel in his Bampton Lectures (1856) made as vigorous an attempt
to demolish Mill as Adam Sedgwick had made to pulverize and affront the Vestiges of Creation fourteen years
before. Loud became the din of internecine war. One group of scientific men fought another group over the origin
of species. Within the bosom of the Church of England orthodox divines dragged other divines, including even a
bishop, into courts of law. Wiseman had seriously begun the important movement that was destined, under the
later influence of men of spiritual genius and literary power like Newman, and men with the art and talent of
governing like Manning, to go so far towards bringing Roman Catholic ideals into the English field of serious
argument, and securing for their professors the same liberality and same respect as was usual towards other
communions. In my college we had the first Catholic undergraduate. The divers German schools began to find
clandestine way into theological disputation here, and traditional thought, devotion, dogma, were brought from
their place of inaccessible constellations in the spacious firmament on high, down into the rationalist arena of
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earth. The force of miracle and myth and intervening Will in the interpretation of the world began to give way
before the reign of law.
2
Critics today\fn{The Recollections were first published in 1917} are wont to speak contemptuously of the midVictorian age. They should now and then pause to bethink themselves. Darwin’s famous book appeared in 1859.
Buckle’s History of Civilisation caught lively public attention the year before, and whatever may be decided on
his worth either as philosopher or scholar, his system with its panoply of detail must, as Acton, the severest and
most destructive of his Catholic critics, allows, have powerfully appealed to something or other in the public
mind, or told something or other very important that people wanted to know.
This something or other in the public mind was, in truth, a common readiness to extend an excited welcome to
explanations whether of species or social phenomena by general laws, at the expense of special providence.
Anybody can see what tremendous questions this curious ferment brought to issue. Herbert Spencer began with
Social Statics in 1850. In Memoriaum (1850) exhausted no problems, but it intimated many of the deepest of
them, and lent the voice of pathetic music and exquisite human feeling to the widening doubts, misgivings, and
flat incredulities of the time. The lines in The Two Voices about coming through lower lives, and growing through
past experience to be consolidate in mind and frame, were taken by Herbert Spencer and other people to show
right evolutionary interest in the elucidation of mental science.
In 1875 George Eliot began the career of story-teller “in shadowy thoroughfares of thought,” that laid such
hold upon the reading England of her time, and made critics of high authority, both French and English, both
Catholic and rationalist, call her the most considerable literary personality since the death of Goethe. On such an
estimate as this perhaps we may say in passing that some teachers, it may be, are too great to be found fault with
—a point well worth bearing in mind by fallible mortals—but we should not be over-prompt in allotting these
seats side by side with the Olympians on their throne. We may now have outgrown our first glow of enthusiasm
for George Eliot’s wide and profound culture, her enviable diligence and fidelity of observation, her strong and
conscientious intellect, the beneficent humanity of her genius.
Experience, as the wise in time discover, brings discrimination. Even of Goethe himself, many and many a
page has grown unreadable. There was a philosopher who ruled the official world of thought in France about this
time; a rival philosopher said of him that for three days of the week he was mediocre, for three days absurd, but
for one day sublime. Let us remain grateful to writers of George Eliot’s standard for their seventh day. At least we
cannot but agree with Acton, as a fact of public mental history, when he calls her books the emblem of a
generation distracted between the intense need of believing and the difficulty of beliefs, while her teaching he
called the highest within the resources to which Atheism is restricted.
Then the second volume of Modern Painters, which George Eliot once told me made a deep and lasting mark
in her mind, was published in 1846, and the fifth volume in the summer of the last year of our decade (1860). The
Seven Lamps and Stones of Venice belong to the intervening period. Long and singular was Ruskin’s journey
through many landscapes, and his influence in all directions, social and æsthetic, was so remarkable that even
those who have least predilection for it may perhaps call it the greatest event in our literary history since Lyrical
Ballads and Waverley. At least one exceptionally good observer judged that as Carlyle, now busied in the
clamorous sophistries of his Frederick the Great, had written himself out as a source of social inspiration, it was
Ruskin alone among writers of prose, apart from fiction, who relieved us from the reign of Commentators.
Whatever else may be said, it was, I think, at any rate possible to be, or think yourself, a fervent disciple of
Ruskin, without adhering to a single article of theological tradition or authority. As much may be said of Carlyle,
whom Ruskin called his master. Ruskin explained his use of the plural word “gods” as meaning
the totality of spiritual powers, delegated by the Lord of the universe to do, in their several heights or offices, parts of
his will respecting men, or the world that man is imprisoned in—not as in fully knowing, or in security believing, that
there are such, but in meekness accepting the testimony and belief of all ages to the presence in heaven and earth of
angels … aiding good work and inspiring the mightiest. … For all these I take the general word “gods” as the best
understood in all languages and widest in meaning … and myself knowing as an indisputable fact that no true
happiness exists, nor is any good work ever done by human creatures, but in the sense of imagination of such
presences.

The currents of our atmosphere of governing forces blew too strong, as we found, for the potent curiosity of
youth to resist. To the charge of youth those of us who were audacious enough could only reply that Descartes,
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Hume, and Berkeley each achieved his revolution in thought at an age nearer twenty than thirty. It was easy to
reproach the new spirit of negation with being rash, headstrong, dilettante, pococurante,\fn{ Apathetic} and to
contemn it because we did not, like Dante’s lecturer in Paradiso, “syllogise” our invidious truths. It was idle to
demand from us, as some did, what pains we had taken seriously, accurately, definitely to master controversies
about the authorship of the Fourth Gospel, or the Epistles to Ephesians or Colossians, or the Second Timothy.
Such questions, to be sure, had their own importance and they were left unsettled, but they found the rationaliser
uninterested and indifferent. The wind had risen, and questions such as these were dissipated.
The rationalist felt no more urgently driven to answer as to particulars of orthodox faith on the banks of the Isis
than to answer objections of the faithful at Bombay or Teheran or Hyderabad. He withdrew into the spirit of a
poet’s line—
“To the eternal silence of the divinities above, cold silence must be the only meet reply.”
This was to be agnostic. There was no mental indolence in the rationaliser; more of that might be charged
against the other side. We know after the event—call it Anarchy or by what other name you will—the tremendous
changes of thought, faith, conceptions of life, that coming years and new historic forces were waiting to unfold
before the undergraduate when he had once floated out beyond the college bar. Newman, that great master of
speech, has drawn what he well calls the heart-piercing case that stood at hand for the reflective mind. Here it is:
To consider the world in its length and breadth, its various history, the many races of men, their starts, their fortunes,
their mutual alienation, their conflicts; and then their ways, habits, governments, forms of worship, their enterprises,
their aimless courses, their random achievements and acquirements, the impotent conclusion of long-standing facts, the
tokens so faint and broken of a superintending design, the blind evolution of what turn out to be great powers or truths;
the progress of things as if from unreasoning elements, not towards final causes, the greatness and littleness of man, his
far-reaching aims, his short duration, the curtain hung over his futurity; the disappointments of life, the defeat of good,
the success of evil, the pervading idolatries, the corruptions, the dreary, hopeless irreligion, that condition of the whole
race so fearfully yet exactly described in the Apostle’s words: “Having no hope and without God in this world”; all this
is a vision to dizzy and appal, and inflicts upon the mind a sense of profound mystery which is absolutely beyond
human solution.

The Cardinal’s own solution had lost its sovereignty in face of the revolution that was begijnning to sweep
over English minds soon after the middle of the century. The position of the churches was summarily set out by
Matthew Arnold, descendant of the most unsparing of believers, the son of Winchester and Oxford:
There is not a creed which is not shaken, not an accredited dogma which is not shown to be questionable, not a
received tradition which does not threaten to dissolve. Our religion has realized itself in the supposed fact, and now the
fact is failing it.

It was easy to reproach us with sunless creeds and declarations of mental insolvency. Supernatural magic was
by no means payment of the rational debt in full, and the fortitude of a resolute, open-hearted stoicism is no
bankrupt or useless thing. Well might students discern how the epoch about the middle of the nineteenth century
resembled in England the epoch of an older world seventeen centuries before. Tide swept upon tide—
Evangelicalism, all the movements of liberal theology, Catholic reaction within the Anglican communion, stay of
ultramontane leanings among English Catholics, the school then so popular in our middle class of High and Dry.
Those who are most alive to the great human impulses that reared the Christian fabric, will most readily recognize
the analogy between this age and that which witnessed the introduction of Christianity, as it was put by Leslie
Stephen from a point of approach opposed to Arnold’s—much empty profession of barren orthodoxy, and,
beneath all, a vague disquiet, a breaking up of ancient social and natural bonds, and a blind groping toward some
more cosmopolitan creed and some deeper satisfaction for the emotional needs of mankind.
Foreign ideas reached us of that generation in glorious mould. England was the refuge of two famous exiles
between 1849 and 1871, a great Italian and a great Frenchman, voices of the most energetic and most imaginative
genius since Byron and Shelley. Mazzini and victor Hugo imparted activity, elevation, and generous breadth of
cosmopolitan outlook to the most ardent spirits of the new time in our own island. Humanity fought one of its
most glorious battles across the Atlantic. An end had been brought to the only war in modern times as to which we
can be sure, first, that no skill or patience of diplomacy could have averted it, and second, that preservation of the
American Union and abolition of Negro slavery were two vast triumphs of good by which even the inferno of war
was justified. The silent, unbroken patience of Lancashire in the sore privations of the cotton famine was another
element in the popular direction.
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If we seek a word for the significance of it all, it is not hard to find. Alike with those who adore and those who
detest, the dominating force in the living mind of Europe for a long generation after the overthrow of the French
monarchy in 1830 has been that marked way of looking at things, feeling them, handling them, judging main
actors in them, for which, with a hundred kaleidoscopic turns, the accepted name is Liberalism.
It is a summary term with many extensive applications; people are not always careful to sort them out, and
they are by no means always bound to one another. There are as many differences in Liberalism in different ages
and communities as there are in the attributes imputed to that great idol of the world which has been glorified
under the name of Republic, though the system of the American Republic is one thing, and the working principles
of the French Republic are another, and the republic in the north of the American continent has little in common
with either system or spirit in the republics of the south.
Respect for the dignity and worth of the individual is its root. It stands for pursuit of social good against class
interest or dynastic interest. It stands for the subjection to human judgment of all claims of external authority,
whether in an organized Church, or in more loosely gathered societies of believers, or in books held sacred. In
law-making it does not neglect the higher characteristics of human nature, it attends to them first. In executive
administration, though judge, gaoler, and perhaps the hangman will be indispensable, still mercy is counted a wise
supplement to terror. General Gordon spoke a noble word for Liberalist ideas when he upheld the sovereign duty
of trying to creep under men’s skins—only another way of putting the Golden Rule. The whole creed is a good
deal too comprehensive to be written out here, and it is far more than a formalized creed. Treitschke, the greatest
of modern absolutists, lays it down that everything new that the nineteenth century has erected is the work of
Liberalism. Needless to say, we use the mighty word in its large, far-spreading, continental sense, not merely in
the zone of English politics and party. It is worth noting that a strange and important liberalizing movement of
thought had awakened the mind of New England with Emerson for its noble and pure-hearted preacher in 1837.
the duty of mental detachment, the supreme claim of the individual conscience, spread from religious opinion to
the conduct of life and its interwoven social relations. Not a reading man, Emerson said with a twinkle of good
humour, but has a draft of a new community in his waistcoat-pocket. The Blithedale Romance and Walden are
enough to tell us what this strange disquiet came to. In deeper, graver, more extensive shape, the like new-born
ideals of simplification, release, enlarged outlook as to Labour, Property, War, political Rule, excited like a
flaming comet the reflective imagination all over Europe in 1848.
Newman, to whom European Liberalism was Antichrist, drew up a provisional list of no fewer than eighteen of
its obnoxious tenets, with plenty of power to add to their number. These, at least, were to be renounced and
abjured. There is little to
quarrel with, either in the Cardinal’s catalogue or his illustrations, and of course
such lists can never disclose the mental disposition, the temper, the frame of mind, the molds, that give them life.
They are words emblazoned on the thousand banners that mark the battlefield of our long era. All over Europe
poets, jurists, publicists, parliaments, statesmen, demagogues, impassioned mobs, divines of all persuasions, have
taken their part, modest or overwhelming as it happens.
I have mentioned a great name in the Western Church. A name hardly less notable among contemporary
enemies of Liberalism is to be found in Pobedonostzeff, the acting head of the holy synod in the orthodox Church
of Eastern Europe, the tutor, counselor, and colleague of two successive Czars of Russia. According to him, a free
Church in a free State is an abstract illusion; elected parliaments are mixed comedy and hypocrisy; jury trial is a
fraud upon justice; the press with its doctored news, its misleading headlines, and its headlong peremptory
criticisms on events and men, weakens all individual development of thought, of will, of character; popular
education is one of the worst maladies of our age, for it hands the young to rationalizing pedagogues, and destroys
the sanctity of home and faith. Why address prayers to St. Nicholas, they say, when you have never seen him
help? To the girl, why become the slave of a husband, when reason teaches that thy rights are just as good as his?
What is all this but to kidnap the young of the flock under pretence of instruction, and then leaving them to
wander, willful and unguided, in the wilderness. The case against the school of the holy synod was both
trenchantly and persuasively worked by the boldest genius that Russia has produced.
If society and social order continue to exist, no thanks to the magistrate with his severities, but on the contrary in
spite of the magistrate, and because by his side men continued to have pity one for another and to love one another.

This was Tolstoy’s doctrine, no bad formula for at least one liberalist interpretation of the social union.
It was inevitable that this deep conflict of theory, idea, social aim, should come to a head in politics. They go to
the root of government and order; and government and order are obviously in the essence of men as political
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beings, whether in rulers holding in their hands the direction of a nation’s fate, or in that great general mass
described in Burke’s imposing phrase as “those whom Providence has doomed to live on trust.”
But if government and order are of the very essence, so, too, are conscience, principle, the thinker, the teacher,
the writer. To treat these elements of the social structure as strictly secondary and subordinate is the contradiction
of Liberalism Napoleon was the master type. If thinkers thought wrong, or gave an inconvenient ply to
conscience, or carried a principle to lengths that were troublesome, it was like mutiny in the regiment. If the
spiritual power gave itself airs before the temporal, you would lock it up at Savona or elsewhere until it came to
its senses. For all this today’s name is Militarism, the point-blank opposite of Liberalism in its fullest and
profoundest sense, whatever the scale and whatever the disguise. Dr. Johnson, though the best of men, marked a
sad divergence from the Liberalism that reigned in the century after him when he said, “I would not give half a
guinea to live under one form of government rather than another: it is of moment to the happiness of the
individual.” The strange, undying passion for the word Republic, and all the blood and tears that have been shed
in adoration of that symbolic name, give the verdict of the world against him.
But what of University life? At Oxford a leading mind between 1860 and 1880 was T. H. Green, a man
remarkable both in mental power and influence. He first gave a shake to Mill’s supremacy as logician and
metaphysician. But, notwithstanding Mill’s conviction that false philosophy is the support of bad institutions, his
critic’s intuitionist philosophy did not prevent Green from being an ardent reformer, with Cobden and Bright for
idols. In 1858 he ventured on a motion at the Union in approval of Bright.
“It was frantically opposed,” he said, “and after two days’ discussion I found myself in a minority of two. I am
almost ashamed to belong to a university which is in such a state of darkness.” Yet light was breaking in more
than one quarter of the sky, and the process was due in no small degree to the sons of Oxford, to be led by the
most illustrious of them all.
In politics the parliamentary bred, so influential or even imperious a factor in our national life was of
remarkable strength. The Gladstonian star reached its ascendant at the election that made the new Prime Minister
in 1868. Disraeli was climbing his giddy ladder up to the high places to which his genius and persistent courage
well entitled him. Neither of the two leaders was without sober and capable colleagues, though one had more of
them than the other. The two Manchester men—Cobden, who had won free trade, and Bright, who forced reform
of the franchise—were well-trusted personifications of definite principles resolutely held. The newspaper press,
from lowered price of paper, and the multiplication of people who knew how to read and had got the
parliamentary vote, had come into new importance, and was conducted with livelier responsibility and
independence and growing sense of power. The temper of vigorous intellectual disputation, again, that had been
raised and sustained in two spheres so wide apart as the war against the Corn Laws and the war against Puseyites,
had become a sort of mental habit in the country. Men of vivid personality took to it. Schools of thought were
metamorphosed into combative parties, and, as I have just been saying, rationalism and natural science blew
defiant bugles against the old tradition.
Dickens, satirist and humorist, whose appearance every month was as eagerly looked for as the morning
newspaper, kindled by his concrete pictures, not by abstract reason, a new feeling for our fellows, new knowledge
of them and their ways, and new anger against the gross and stupid wrongs, social and legal, from which they
suffered. Charles Reade, the admirable practitioner of what he called “the great, the noble, the difficult art of
writing,” awoke our English world to some of the cruel mischiefs in the middle of it. Mrs. Gaskell, too, fearless of
political economy, warned people outside Lancashire of the strange giant forces at work in the new industrialism.
Never was literary art, unless we think of Uncle Tom’s Cabin or Silvio Pellico’s My Prisons, more earnest and
effective in stirring the hear to wise and urgent public ends.
New generations change their literary taste, but questions of taste in books are secondary in their own day to
their active social force. The men of letters and best known writers in every walk were almost if not quite, all
members of the Liberal household in their general politics. Those years—say from 1860 to 1890—were an
animated hopeful, interesting, and on the whole, either by reason of, or in spite of, its perpetual polemics, a happy
generation. Only those whose minds are numbed by the suspicion that all times are tolerably alike, and men and
women much of a muchness, will deny that it was a generation of intrepid effort forward.
One word of sovereign power is to be noted. We all know the fire and enthusiasm that spread with the splendid
flame from France in 1830, or a little later, by half a dozen eternally noble, vibrating, far-sounding words—Right,
Justice, Equality, Fraternity, Progress. The last of these five beacon lights had a profound difference from its
companion phrases.
Progress went further into “the deep heart of man.” Belief in progress has become the basis of social thought,
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and has even taken the place of a religion as the inspiring, guiding, and testing power over social action. It is
mixed idea, hope, emotion; on many lips no better than a convenient catchword, as little able to bear anything like
penetrating analysis as the seventeenth of the thirty-nine articles. The dialectician armed with superficial history
for the past, and with his eyes wide open on the present, may easily, if he should have nothing better to do, seem
to grind the ideas of Progress to powder. Has strength of mind grown stronger? he asks For what proportion of the
world’s inhabitants have the marvelous mechanical inventions of our scientific age lightened lives the same life of
drudgery? Is the small area of the globe that we call civilized more humane, prosperous, peaceful at this very hour
than the Roman Empire was under Severus Antoninus\fn{ Roman emperor from 209 to 217; sole ruler from 211, and
remembered “as one of the most notorious and unpleasant emperors because of the massacres and persecutions he authorized throughout
the empire”:W} centuries ago? A radical Norfolk vicar of bold intelligence, and a wide traveler, found his way to

Egypt (1870), and drew an incidental picture that gave social complacency a start.
It is now winter. Hodge turned out this morning long before daylight. He is now working in a wet ditch up to his
ankles in mud all day long, facing a hedge bank. This is a job that will take him three or four weeks. It is winter work,
in out-of-the-way-fields; and no one will pass in sight all day. He will eat his breakfast of bread and cheese alone,
seated on the damp ground with his back against a tree on the lea-side; and his dinner of the same viands, in the same
place and with the same company.
And what will he be thinking about all day? He will wish that farmer Giles would let him have one of those old
pollards on the hedge bank. He could stay and grub it up after work of moonlight nights. It would give a little firing,
and his missus would be glad to see it come home. Things are getting unneighbourly dear, and he will hope that farmer
Giles will raise his wages a shilling, or even sixpence a week. Times are very hard, and folk must live. He will hope
that baby will soon be better. He will hope his wife may not be held up this winter as she was last. That was a bad job.
He got behind at the mill then. Tom and Dick have been without shoes ever since, and he can’t say how the doctor’s bill
is ever to be paid. He will wish he could buy a little malt to brew a little beer. He shouldn’t make it over-strong. He
doesn’t hold with that. … As he trudges home you see that his features are weather-beaten and hard. His back is bent;
his gait is slouchy; his joints are beginning to stiffen from work and rheumatism. His life is dreary and hard, and so is
his wife’s . She, took is up before daylight; and her candle is alight for some time after he has laid down his weary
limbs, and sleep has brought him forgetfulness. She has some damages to repair, and some odd things to do, which
must be done before tomorrow morning, and which she had no time to do during the day. She is now seated for the first
time since five o’clock in the morning, with the exception of the short intervals when she snatched her humble meals.
She has to look after the sick baby, and the other children; and to look in occasionally on her sick neighbour. …
Achmed is a child of the sun, that sun his forefathers worshipped, and whose symbol he sees on the old temples. Every
day of his life, and all day long, he has seen him—Not as in northern climes, obscurely bright | But one unclouded
blaze of living light—pouring floods of light and gladness about him, as he pours floods of life into his veins. The
sunshine without has created a kind of sunshine within. It has given him plenty of fête-days and holidays. It has made
his muscles springy, his joints supple, his step light, his eye and wits and tongue quick. He is not without his troubles.
The Khedive and his people will take all that his land produces, except the doura, the maize, the cucumbers, and the
onions that will be barely sufficient to keep himself and his family alive. He will get bastinadoes into the bargain. It
always was so, and always will be so. Besides, is it not Allah’s will?\fn{ F. Barham Zincke, Egypt of the Pharaohs}

When this vein has been worked to the dregs, when you have shown, if you can, that it is all chimera and
illusion, yet let us remain invincibly sure that Progress stands for a working belief that the modern world will
never consent to do without. It may be true that the telephone and the miracle of Marconi are not the last words of
civilization, nor are mechanical inventions of its essence. Let us look beyond. The outcast and the poor are better
tended. The prisoner knows more of mercy, and has better chances of a new start. Dueling has been transformed
from folly to crime. The end of the greatest of civil wars—always the bitterest of wars—was followed by the
wildest of amnesties. Slavery has gone, or is going. The creatures below man may have souls or not—a question
that brings us into dangerous dispute with churches and philosophies—either way, the spirit of compassion,
justice, understanding is more steadily extending to those dumb friends and oppressed servitors of ours, who have
such strange resemblances to us in form, faculty, and feeling. These good things the decline of theologic faith has
not impeded, and the votaries of human perfectibility are not likely to let us pause. An enterprising youth,
emerging from collegiate visions into the rough paths of real life, was not likely to take reflective stock of the
wide world into which he had been thrown to sink or swim. He has something else to think of than the Time Spirit
—an ennobling conception, yet an elusive force. Seen or unseen, whether its main confluence or the tributaries
that swell its volume and compress its course—one way or another the Time Spirit makes itself his master, and is
in truth his mirror.
3
The young graduate, born with a political frame of mind, who towards 1860 found himself transported from
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Oxford in pursuit of a literary calling, had little choice but journalism. By political temper I mean the same thing
as was intended by one of the best students and writers of that time when he said:
“Literary opinions hold very little place in my life and in my thoughts. What does occupy me seriously is life
itself and the object of it.”
For this temper journalism is a natural profession, and it offers the temptation of a decent livelihood at short
notice, though the too fastidious moralist, if he likes, may mourn that one of the two gravest of all decisions in life
is so often settled by reason of gold and silver. The notion has long since passed that to accept money for writing
is a traffic that partakes of the sin of Simony.,
It had been intended that when I was of due age I should go into orders but life at Oxford had shaken the
foundations. For teaching, experience with a youthful pupil whom I accompanied for some moths to Paris
discovered to me that I had no liking and little aptitude. In later days it was my long-enduring regret that I had not
made my way to the bar, with its immense opportunities, its honourable prizes, its fine gymnastic in combined
common-sense, accurate expression, and strong thought. But I had no prospects or connections, so I only read for
a time in chambers, was called, and purchased wig and gown. I was consoled by assurances that prizes are vastly
outnumbered by blanks, and that the average income at the bar is lower than the earnings of the rural labourer.
Journalism was left, if I should find that I had the vocation.
We promptly cast behind us the lesson that we had jut learned from Aristotle about the Sophist being a man
who took money for teaching what looked like wisdom but was not wisdom. Journalism is a profession with
drawbacks of its own. It is precarious in a sense that does not affect the lawyer, the schoolmaster, the doctor, the
clerk in holy orders, the soldier, or the sailor. For the writer routine does nothing: the more it does for him, to be
sure, the worse for his writing. Incidents of human life that in other walks are only interruptions, to him may be
ruin.
If his knack, whatever it amounts to, should cease to please, he starves; if his little capital of ideas wears itself
out, he is dispatched as monotonous and tiresome; if the journal to which he is attached changes hands or changes
principles or expires, he too may expire. I say nothing of the temptation lurking in these irregularities for men of
defective quality to ill-starred Bohemian ways, that waste priceless time, impoverish character, and as often as not
spread long trails of overhanging cloud through life.
The posture into which the journalistic critic is almost bound to throw himself, banishes what might be a
salutary suspicion from his mind that the author or the politician under comment may possibly be his superior in
the matter after all. This can hardly be altogether wholesome for a man’s mental habits, though it fitted Carlyle’s
hortatory description of the writer as the new priesthood. Wise and subtle was the great French delineator of
human strength and weakness, who said that the pleasure of criticism takes from us that other pleasure of being
touched to the quick by peculiarly beautiful things.
Writing year after year upon instructions, again, can hardly be good for mental health, and I have in my mind’s
eye more than one contemporary of mine with first-rate literary talent, whom this check upon initiative reduced to
rather second-rate work and name. Yet we may consider that, though journalism may kill a man, it quickens his
life while it lasts. Of all men in educated callings, unless he has a college fellowship to rest upon, he is least able
to let himself degenerate into the too well-known type described by La Fontaine:
Il se lève un matin sans savoir pour quoi faire.
Il se promène, il va, sans dessein, sans sujet.
Il se couche la soir sans savoir d’ordinaire
Ce que dans le jour il a fait.

With intelligent and well-principled industry, and the faith that his private soldier’s knapsack contains the baton of
the field-marshal, he will do well enough both for himself and his public.
Let me hasten to say that I thought myself fortunate when I secured more freedom from journalistic urgencies
by relations into which I was invited by a leader in the production of books. The story of the printing press has
been mostly ignored, even by scholars. Yet the doings of Robert Estienne in Paris, of Aldus Manutius, Giolito, and
the rest of them in Venice, in the fifteenth century, are marked events in the annals of learning; and the history of
typography is a chapter in literature.
So is the book trade. Leipzig, for instance, boasts a University, and its name is famous for the Battle of the
nations a century ago, but its place as the market of the book-world and in the record of the vexed relations
between publisher and author, has had no mean significance in Europe. The effect of Goschen, the publisher, on
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the destinies of Schiller is well known to English readers. Aptly has it been said by one of the most brilliant
writers of our day, that the great publisher is a sort of Minister of Letters, and is not to be without the qualities of a
statesman. Extravagant as it may sound to the unthinking, more than one passage in chronicles of the writing and
selling of books confirms the view.
The head of the house of Macmillan when I came to London—it had been founded at Cambridge by an elder
brother than deceased—had these qualities in the full sense and measure proper for his task. He had the very first
of them to begin with: he was sincerely interested in the drift and matter of good books in serious spheres. The
worst of statesmen is that they sometimes rather feign than feel this sort of interest. With him it was genuine. He
went about his work with active conscience and high standards.
He had the blessing, both attractive and useful, of imagination, added to shrewd sense and zeal for the best
workmanship. His eye for the various movements in his time of knowledge and thought, literary, scientific, and
religious, showed extraordinarily acute insight. He knew his world: it comprised the most enlightened of our
divers social strata, and he gathered a body of men around him with many vigorous talents, with his own strict
exaction in way of competency, and his own honourable sense of public responsibility. His energy, tranquil
persistency, and view of his calling reminded one of Perthes, the famous publisher who did so much for his trade
in Germany in the earlier years of the nineteenth century.
It was no secret between us two how very materially, as he said, my way of looking at men and the world of
things differed from his own. He bore the light opinion I held of some favourite teachers and apostles of his
without the least impatience, consoling himself by the retaliatory guess that “Mill and the Comtists are not quite at
the center of truth, and would speedily pass their day.”
Fortunately for me this made no difference either in his constant and zealous goodwill to me as a friend, or his
indulgent confidence for many years in my professional utilities, though my advice like most advice was
sometimes bad if sometimes good. …
218.241 1. September 3, 1898 (artist and audience)\fn{These tiny descriptive annotations are part of the text:H} 2. From
1899 (a dream) 3. Monday, 1900 (the Boer War) 4. May 31, 1904 (opportunities) 5. From 1905 (character of a
gentleman) 6. July 5, 1906 (Mrs. Pat Campbell; Protestant and Catholic agnosticism) 7. From 1906 (reproaching
his son) 8. August 6, 1906 (rebuking his son) 9. From 1907 (painting) 10. May 9, 1908 (New York) 11. March 24,
1909 (essential quality of poetry) 12. March 5, 1910 (will power and Prostentism; source of his philosophy) 13.
March 8, 1910 (character and personality) 14. February 11, 1911 (Ezra Pound; other people’s children) 15. April
15, 1911 (American idealism and the Irish peasant) 16. August 30, 1911 (art and fine art) 17. July 9, 1912 (art
doctrine; a fortune teller) 18. September 20, 1912 (article on happiness; Pat Quinlan; happiness and sincerity) 19.
January 29, 1913 (personality defined) 20. March 8, 1913 (strenuousness) 21. March 16, 1912 (modern pictures)
22. December 25, 1913 (poetry; the church; democracy) 23. January 6, 1914 (beauty made lovable) 24. March 16,
1914 (influenza) 25. April 20, 1914 (wit and humor; poetry and oratory) 26. August 18, 1914 (poet and man of
action; the war; casement) 27. September 7, 1914 (importance of exact portraiture; the artist and suffering) 28.
December 21, 1914 (art as dreamland) 29. December 22, 1914 (subjectivity of art) 30. December 23, 1914
(artistic values and practical truth) 31. December 24, 1949 (marriage) 32. From 1915 (indulged facility) 33. From
1915 (the solitary and the companionable) 34. From 1915 (poetry and truth) 35. February 2, 1916 (dreaming) 36.
September 19, 1917 (cigars and philosophy) 37. January 23, 1918 (humility) 38. June 10, 1918 (war and the
poets) 39. January 9, 1920 (poetry and philosophy) 40. September 10, 1920 (opinions in art and religion) 41.
September 30, 1920 (the habitual and the actual) 42. April 9, 1921 (the artist’s sincerity) 43. May 28, 1921 (hatred
in politics) 44. May 31, 1921 45. June 25, 1921 (gratitude to his son) 46. June 30, 1921 (what might have been)
47. July 5, 1921 (old and new) 48. July 9, 1921 (aesthetical basis of society) 49. July 23, 1921 (on a portion of his
son’s autobiography, entitled “Four Years: 1887-1891”) 50. January 10, 1922 (Lord Salisury): Fifty (Edited)
Letters From His Father To William Butler Yates\fn{by John Butler Yates (1839-1922)} Lawrencetown, Bambridge,
Scotland, United Kingdom (M) 26
1
… It is always a question how far an artist needs a reception—must he have this actually or, as when he looks
to future fame, ideally? I myself think yes and no. You as a boy would go about (for some weeks) saying over and
over to yourself “Magna est veritas et prevalabit”. (I had told you the meaning of the words. You were only about
six or seven—and knew no latin or English either.) Herein you were an artist and sought manifestly no listeners.
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When an artist finds he can catch a sympathiser and obtain a reception it is an added pleasure to be sought
unweariedly; only if his sincerity moult a feather by so much is his pleasure—the keenest portion of it—
diminished.\fn{I have abstracted this selection from a collection of 251 letters by J. B. Yeats to a number of people (including a few
replies); and have deliberately chosen those (1) addressed to his son, and (2) which deal with abstractions, rather than personalities, as
being more importantly definitive of the artist’s personality. Almost all of them were printed as edited fragments. I have omitted
introductions; and closings, unless followed by post scriptum material. The bracketed synopses are from their editor; all the italicized and
capitalized words and passages are in the text before me (replicated, as is my normal practice):H }

2
… I have no place to which I can invite a possible patron to come—besides which I work under the greatest
difficulties. It was a fatal indecision which prevented my taking Oliver Elton’s house—although I comfort myslf
by thinking that a Studio further into town is the real solution. Last year I paid off over £400 of old debts—if only
I could have kept that £400.
Last night I had an amazing dream—I thought I was listening to a wonderful sermon by my father—he and I
afterwards walked up and down an old garden and to all my delighted compliments he only answered “it was very
loosely constructed”. I remember constantly trying to get hold of the M.S. that I might see his handwriting, which
I have not seen for many years and which I have always wanted to see—my father was a man who excited strong
affection. Afterwards came a lot of events causing to me great pleasure. A sort of dissolving view in which joy
succeeded joy. At the end when all the rest had dispersed I found written on an unnoticed piece of paper the
words, “The apple tree has been made free”—and all seemed to be a consequence of my father’s sermon—the text
was a passage from some modern book or the Times newspaper. A dream like that is a good omen.
I am thinking of painting a picture, the subject The banquet of life—I will make a black and white drawing of
it and perhaps some one would commission me to paint it. I would ask £50.
Lolly is in good health and has been doing well. She goes to France near Dieppe with Mrs. McMahon—her
object to paint landscapes and acquire the French language.
I am sure this is the longest letter I ever wrote you.
Yours affectionately
T. B. Yeats
P. S.
After the dream had departed I mused long on the words “the apple tree has been made free” being still in that
state of semi-consciousness which treats a dream as a series of realities and came to the conclusion that it meant
the apple tree that was in Eden; which seemed to me a very tremendous and beautiful revelation.
Mrs. Hinkson\fn{The poetess, Katherine Tynan} had already sent me the little paper with news of your play’s
success.
3
I am sorry to hear from Jack that you have been so very unwell. When I saw you at the Thompsons I thought
that you looked very badly but had no idea that you had been undergoing so very unpleasant an experience as Jack
describes.
It is beautiful here. I wish it were possible for you to come and occupy Jack’s spare room. He was speaking
about it yesterday. His house is extraordinarily nice and comfortable—Chippendale furniture etc., with pictures
and art in a small thatched house among thick woods seems as if it were something quite new. I think you would
like the place greatly. Cottie is as hospitable as possible and both have the gift of making life peaceable—A ticket
(return) costs only 30/-.
We are stopping in an old farmer’s. I find that he regards this war with growing disfavour—farmers like slow
methods—this rushing into war to subdue 30,000 Boers, when by going to work more slowly etc. … not of course
that he minds about the Boers—but there is the expense.
He tells me he is neither a liberal nor a tory—but that his mind had been much influenced some years ago by a
retired Irish policeman Mr. ’Ogan—who told him all about the Landleague, etc.
When in London I met Mr. Martin and Miss Purser. We went together to see the Romneys which I learned to
admire for the first time.
Lolly has got a grand cycle. She is at home with a girl friend to stay with her.
I suppose it would be quite impossible for you to come here now but if you could it would be pleasant when
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we are all here. I know of course your intentions as regards going to Galway.
4
… For weeks and weeks I have been working strenuously—at the one task, to get rid of these technical defects
which continually keep me back.
To give you an instance of what I mean. Those good comrades the Markeovitches\fn{ Constance Gore Booth and her
husband, Count Markievicz, who at this time were Dublin society people. She took part in the Rising of 1916 and was condemned to be
executed; reprieved, she was the first woman to be elected to the House of Commons, in which, however, she never sat. } tell me that
they told the Lady Grosvenor\fn{ George Wyndham’s wife} that I wished very much to paint her portrait and that she

was gready pleased and quite flattered. Well, suppose she were to give me some sittings and that I did her face
pretty well, but came to grief in my usual style over her draperies, her jewels, etc.—obviously it would be
disastrous.
The opportunities that I am now having or about to have entirely through Hugh Lane’s activity and courage,
have fired me with hope but at the same time with the greatest anxiety. For this reason I have been spending all
my time and all my money, got whenever I could scrape it in working from models—this has left me entirely
without money.
At the same time I have now completed the student labour, and I have quite made up my mind to employ
models no further at any rate than this week by which time these panels will be finished. I think that these panels
will surprise people, when they are put up. My skill now is far ahead of anything you have yet seen.
I am awfully sorry to bother you like this for I know your shillings are not very abundant.
I am making a good thing of Dowden-Dowden a success, and the other T.C.D. people Traill and Mahaffy, etc.
will quickly submit.
Lily and Lolly are obviously much cheered by their Guildhall success, and by Liberty giving them orders.
They are in better spirits than I ever remember them in before …
5
… In my forthcoming article I shall touch on the question of poetic art as a special property of English
civilization, and will give my own theory as to why it suits in England rather than elsewhere.
I should have liked very much to have you down last night but the last few days I have not been very well. For
the first time in my life I have to consider the moods and caprices of that thing—my health, damn it! It is like a
bad wife, and there is no possibility of divorce or even a separation—and were I to indulge in a frisk it would only
be the worse for me afterwards. In my young days a gentleman did not bother about either his health or his
finance, now we are all miserable bourgeois—like George Moore and such like timorous souls!
6
What are you going to do about Mrs. Pat. Campbell? I think it is a difficult question. No doubt the ideal thing
is to keep the play for the Irish theatre, and we all and you especially ought to do ideal things—it might also be
the prudent thing. The theatre is a very serious product of the Irish National movement, we are all embarked in it
—giving it your best play will give you a considerable accession of fortune and authority with such people as
John Quinn, and besides all this, it is the dignified thing to do.
In giving it to Mrs. P. Campbell or any other famous personage, there is nothing very significant. It would
simply be a piece of self-interest, which of course is a very good thing in its way, and especially in your case who
being a poet suffer much from lack of pence.\fn{ W. B. Yates hoped to induce Mrs. Patrick Campbell to pay in his Deidre, first
produced in December, 1906}
Only I think whatever you do it should not be done hastily, and you should not forget that you are a public man
in the Irish movement—and its leader in all literary and philosophical movements and that your influence here is
really more important to you than anything else, and dearer to you—and more important than anything else to
other people as well.
How would young Kettle who has just got in for Tyrone advise you? (Oldham tells me the other side in the
contest had made full preparations for celebrating a great victory.)
Don’t you think there is something in my distinction between Protestant and Catholic Agnosticism and that
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Shakespeare’s was the Catholic variety ?
Catholic Agnosticism is full of self-knowledge, self-esteem, it makes people reason with themselves rather
than with other people, the result of this and the fruits of this spirit are humility and sympathy, and much probing
of the soul of man.
Protestant Agnosticism makes a man turn his eyes outward, to watch the doings of other people, and when it
reasons it does so contentiously in hot debate with other disputants, and it does not judge a deed by the motive but
by the law. There is no humility or sympathy and no willingness to forgive—because there is no searching of
one’s own conscience. A man who has nothing to forgive himself has nothing to forgive others.
Protestantism makes a people energetic about external things and also arrogant and self-complacent, you know
the Belfast-man’s grin.
Agnosticism means that reason is supreme. And there is the Protestant reason and the Catholic reason.
I think too; it is interesting, Shakespeare’s attitude towards self-love, which according to him I think the
besetting sin, alike of poets and lovers,—his Catholic self-criticism made him fight against it. (I wonder has the R
C any special pronouncements on this subject), and besides, as Colum once said to me, Shakespeare knew that
self-love makes a man solitary. The few glimpses we get show Shakespeare to have been very lovable and fond of
his friends, and how he couldn’t have been otherwise. How else could he have written his dramas?
7
… Lolly has courage and courage to the bystander, indifferent or not, always appears indiscretion and often is
so but that Fortune, being a woman, admires the brave.
As regards the other matter in your letter.. As you have dropped affection from the circle of your needs, have
you also dropped love between man and woman? Is this the theory of the overman, if so, your demi-godship is
after all but a doctrinaire demi-godship.
Your words are idle—and you are far more human than you think. You would be a philosopher and are really a
poet—the contrary of John Morley, who is really a philosopher and wants to be a statesman. Morley is never
roused except when some pet synthesis is in jeopardy.
The men whom Nietzsche’s theory fits are only great men of a sort, a sort of Yahoo great men. The struggle is
how to get rid of them, they belong to the clumsy and brutal side of things …
Robert called here this morning. I hope he will give a good report of things. I am awfully worried but in the
highest spirits—but I fear I am wasting your time and that is trivial fond record to a man who has cast away his
humanity.
Yours affectionately
J. B. Yeats.
I never show your letters to them at home. Women are always apt to treat every utterance as if it is something
final—and I don’t think anything you say at present or for some time to come if ever is to be treated as final. You
are haunted by the Goethe idea, interpreted by Dowden, that a man can be a complete man. It is a chimera—a
man can only be a specialist.\fn{ There had been differences of opinion between W. B. Yeats and his younger sister over Miss
Elizabeth Yeat’s conduct of her printing press. These came to a head when W. B. Yeats tried to veto the publication of a book of poems by
Æ on the grounds that Æ had made a bad selection. In this and the next letter, J. B. Yeats stands up for his daughter. }

8
… At present Lily only sees that they have to work very hard at a dull and slavish kind of work, and think they
get very little reward for what they do, and possibly or probably after all it may end in ghastly failure, and she
sees that you live very pleasantly, doing work which is your choice—getting plenty of public and private
consideration. Everyone anxious to help and make smoother your path. I also have a very pleasant tho’
unprofitable profession.
Did you stay too long at that English School, and have you a sort of airy contempt for women? If so cast it
from you, it dishonours you as a man and a poet—and the least drop of the accursed thing within your soul would
be sure to come up in your letters, in spite of their deliberate courtesy and reasonableness, and it would be
detected at once. I think the Protestants were the first people who tried to keep women “in their place”, imposing
servitude on them. The Middle Ages were very much afraid of them, but took no stern measures.
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York Powell’s attitude was medieval, he was afraid, he was medieval also in another matter, he thought
Intellect a something quite secondary, and when women worshipped Intellect he was against them,—for he
thought they deserted what for women and men alike is the true ideal which is to cherish that clairvoyant faculty
which goes with personality and which has been always woman’s speciality since they more often than the other
sex escape bad education. People who lean on logic and philosophy and rational exposition end by starving the
best part of their mind.
Genius is personality—I always say that had Shakespeare had a strong will he would have read for a fellowship in
T.C.D. and there would have been no Shakespeare.
Poetry is written, not by Intellect but by the clairvoyant faculty. I have wandered away from my subject which
is how to make the Dun Emer Press a success—for this purpose I agree with you it must be made a kind of
literary principality and to bring this about peace must be patched up between you and Lolly.
I think also you should treat Russell\fn{ Æ} and Magee\fn{William Kirkpatrick Magee aka John Eglinton (1868-1961), the
Irish essayist} with great respect—after all a writer knows his own work, and he should be anxiously consulted,
besides there is her amour propre which should count for something in all business. You must keep strictly to
advising, otherwise you wreck everything.\fn{ In a further letter, J. B. Yeats thanked his son for “tawking in such good part what I
write.”}
Yrs affectly
J. B. Yeats
I think that it came naturally from the Protestants’ standpoint that they should make much of Intellect, our
Religion professes to be scientific truth.
9
I have had a long letter from Quinn, very interesting—and besides he writes to make two requests:—that I
write the general introduction to Synge’s plays, which I am quite ready to do provided it is done on approval (by
which I chiefly mean my own approval), and the other request is that I do a portrait of you for £30. I need not say
it would be an immense kindness and help to me if you could manage to come up somet!me reasonably soon, and
give me a few sittings. A week will more than suffice, as it is you know I have done a good deal. If the eyes were
opened and the hands finished it would now be almost done.
By getting up early I have been working at an article on Art training. I make a distinction between the artists
who bring with them what I call full minds, and those who have empty minds; the latter take naturally to Art
Schools, but the others keep away from Art Schools.
Ingres seems to me head and chief of those who have empty minds—great artist tho’ he was; Turner and
Hogarth belong to the other category, and I should say Monet. All modern artists or almost all are studio bred.
Must we wait till the working man is as much awake esthetically as he is politically, before we get again into art
the full mind? …
Synge is in hospital; yesterday he was operated on, and on Wednesday he will be accessible to visitors, he is
going on well. I saw him the day before the hospital business and he was in good spirits, wanting to see Jack
about a book on Irish types he is meditating.
Yrs affectly
J. B. Yeats
The portrait painter with the full mind will find interest in his sitter his chief, his sole inspiration—to make his
technique equal to his thought will be his humble painter’s hope. The other sort will think only of his technique.
Do you think I will flutter the Dovecots of the Slade School?—What does Robert [Gregory] think?
10
A few days ago I met Olga Nethersole and a young lady, Miss Field, and they both together and separately told
me of the extraordinary admiration for your poetry that possesses the young Rostand. He knows English as well
as French and translates his father’s works. They said he would read out to anyone who would listen your work,
and does it hours together. I think perhaps this will interest you.
I have had a good deal of success—real success—since I came here, and I have no doubt but that if I could
venture a little, hire a studio for instance, I should soon be in full employment.
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I have made several speeches and found myself as much to my own surprise as to anybody else’s, quite an
orator. When I see you I will tell you all about it in my most flamboyant manner.
Lily has been in much trouble of mind—feeling she ought to be at home, yet very reluctant to leave New York
where for the first time in her life she has had a personal success, and very reluctant also to go home without me. I
do not know whether to stay or go. She sees that I am making a success (it is not altogether made, since I am only
getting 15 dollars—£3—for each sketch) yet wants me to go back with her. I think I ought to stay, but that she
ought to be with me. She would be off like a shot if I would consent to go with her—and I do not know what to
do. To leave New York is to leave a huge fair where any moment I might meet with some huge bit of luck.
Everybody says why not go to Newport whither all fashion is now wending. Some nights I sleep like a top
dreaming of luck. Then again I can’t sleep at all. Lily says she wishes she had a father who could make plans—so
do I—yet how could I make plans? I am like the children of Israel who were not allowed to have plans—only
their trust in Jehovah, and that he would provide manna the next morning …
I am perfectly certain that some day you will come and sojourn here for a long while. Next to Ireland here is
your country. Here and not elsewhere you will find destiny.
You are wrong in thinking that the artists here make display of technical skill. A few days ago I wrote to [name
indecipherable] introducing a friend, and said the artists here are like Constable and his contemporaries, and are
all pious souls, thinking nothing of themselves and much of nature.
I have read Swinburne’s preface to Blake. In old days as I remember (Nettleship told me) Rossetti would never
invite Swinburne without Whistler, who alone was able to keep him from drink. These two little men with
aspiring souls—which taught the other the self-assertiveness, the sacerdotal assumption,—up till then unknown to
poets, and quite alien from Shakespeare, as it was from Shelley or Browning? Their attack upon you would be
nothing without the insolent airs of infallibility. Swinburne is the poet of surely the thinnest humanity ever known
—the damned homunculus, as Walt Whitman said, without sweetheart or wife or child or friend but for Watts
Dunton who, kind creature, doubtless toadies him. It takes goodness to be a flatterer. His poetry at best is a sort of
choric rhetoric. The true poet is a solitary, as is man in his great moments. Shakespeare is so even when he writes
his plays.
Lolly keeps us assiduously posted up in the doings of the theatre and your movements. We hear from her every
post. Lily keeps on making friends, finding them in all sorts of unexpected places. Her experience here has been a
sort of University course for her. It is surprising how well she talks sometimes.
John Quinn is our great standby. With him at hand it is impossible to lose confidence. Sometimes he is lowspirited himself and then recovers courage by angry bragging. I have made immense progress. This practice with
the pencil, doing small sketches, portrait sketches, necessitating the closest study is exactly the discipline I
wanted. I have had some ill-luck—my best sketch just needed another half-hour, and on the day appointed for it,
the lady, the subject of my sketch, lost her brother in suicide, while I lost my fees and an entrance into a most
fashionable and wealthy connection. Also it was arranged for me to do a painting (£40 worth) of a lady, but the
unexpected happened—the lady is indisposed, being the mother of a large and ever increasing family.
The Fords are most kind. We are stopping at their hotel but charged very little for our rooms …
Your name has been my great Open Sesame—at any rate at first. Now I think I have a little position of my
own.
By the way you were wrong in thinking Fitzgerald\fn{ Charles Fitzgerald, a New York drama critic, son of Dr. Firzgerald of
Dublin} did not appreciate Jack. He told me himself that Jack’s only fault was that he did not think enough of his
work. His friend Luke also who is supposed to be the coming man here—an Impressionist and Revolutionist—
several times lauded Jack both to me and Lily. You have a great position here—the ladies (the next epoch in
America belongs to them) meet together to study your Ideas of Good and Evil. They go through it as if it was an
Act of Parliament where every monosyllable is of importance.
If I could find out that someone had made a mistake about my birth and that I was ten years younger, how my
heart would swell!
J. Quinn says you are the straightest and most generous Irishman he ever met. He says you are always
generous—he says this often particularly when he has been railing against Ireland.
Give my kind regards to Lady Gregory.
Lily has decided to go on 21st. I shall be rather desolate—Solitude, but living alone—in a vast solitude like
New York, is not just the form of it I like.
11
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I enclose a little paragraph taken from The Sun to show you that Percy Mackaye who is so enthusiastic about
my play is a person of some position, and now let me add these remarks. I think the reason you have the popular
gift is because your talent is benign. That is its essential quality—[word indecipherable] are malign; so are
aristocracies and pessimists—it is the whole of Nietzsche—so are College Dons and their retinue; but so were not
Shakespeare or Shelley. Had the latter lived he would have proved it. His “passion to reform the world” which he
himself avowed made him quarrelsome, but later on, the quarrels over, he would have been wholly benign. Just
think about Shakespeare and how he was at his best when most benign. Wordsworth was malign, so was Byron
and so is Swinburne. These people could not get away from their self-importance. They must denounce and scold.
This benign quality you get from me; I say this remembering my father’s family. They all of them in every fibre
of their being were “the Good people”, in a sense the fairies are not. For that reason people loved them but did not
fear them, so they passed making no mark.
I am lecturing on you next Friday and have been to the Johnstons to learn something about you and I am trying
to get hold of Gregg!\fn{Frederick Gregg, a northern Irishman, formerly belonged to W. B. Yates’ youthful circle in Dublin, and
worked for the New York Evening Sun. In the distant past he had been considered by Æ and others as Ireland’s hope in poetry. } I think
you would like very much the intimate knowledge Charlie Johnston shows with your work and Mrs. Johnston
also, and the spirit in which they speak.
I am reading your Ideas of Good and Evil with growing wonder and pleasure and also your poems. You are at
your best in verse. Not because verse in itself is superior to prose, but because you are more wholly yourself.
Prose is fettering, verse is lightness and freedom and coaxes the soul out of you.
I am painting a life size half length of my rich and great and stout lady, and getting on, I can tell you. If it
finishes as well as it has begun I shall be a great man, my head striking the stars. She is daughter of an
ambassador and had her husband lived he would have been Bismarck’s successor. She is clever because of her
quick and abundant perceptions and would have been a great barrister.\fn{ In another letter he describes her as “very rich
and very grand and always talks in a sort of official language. One of her most intimate friends is the sister of the Kaiser. She is about 35
years old and very stout and tall. Had she been poor she would have been very intelligent and kind-hearted and simple” } My tendency

over a portrait is always to become too much interested and lose my head. This time so far I have been astute.
I hope Lady Gregory is getting quite well.
12
I did not have any manuscript for my lecture only notes, it is easier for me to talk than to write. My theme was
as I have told you the antagonism between will and human nature. Will represents abstract ideas. The will power
is like the police in a city, and sometimes as you know, there are cities like Berlin where everything is in the hands
of the police, and then again there are other places like villages in the west of Ireland where one is only aware of
the concrete facts of human nature; in the ways, humours, voices and looks of the people; or as in London in the
time of Queen Elizabeth—which probably was very like what New York would be if there were no police here,
only on a very minute scale. In those days a man went out into the street, if a gentleman, with his hand on the hilt
of his sword and the meanest messenger did not go abroad without his staff and his buckler; and as to what
happened among the boys and girls—therein probably the priests had to toil continually. Human nature without
will, things become like Sodom and Gomorrah—it becomes decadent and abominable. On the other hand too
much will, too much strenuousness, too much efficiency, and there is no chance for the poor fine arts or for
literature. Yet will must be the servant of humanity, not humanity the servant of will. Wordsworth to my mind was
a sort of servile poet enforcing always will power. Browning who was only interested in conduct, much the same,
and Shelley suffered also, wasting himself in conflict with the servitude to which Wordsworth complacently
yielded. In England character always means a man in whom the will power is predominant, it is in fact the
bureaucratic mind, and is as interesting as Berlin governed by its police. Such men are valuable for administering
empires, provided they are directed and controlled by people who touch life at many points as do young Irishmen
at the present moment, since though without the modern Englishman’s will power they have the ancient
Elizabethan Englishman’s abundance and variety of human nature and therefore their initiative and charm—as the
natives could tell you. Had Shakespeare possessed a strong will or an admiration for it he would have gone over
like Browning and Wordsworth to the side of the authorities and the preceptors instead of remaining as he did
among aristocratic “publicans and sinners”. As you know he often speaks of doom and punishment but always as
if he was a sinner whose feelings were with his fellow sinners. A schoolmaster might know his school-boys very
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well, yet he could not know them or write about them as it would be done by one of themselves. He could not get
inside the skin, as Synge does in his plays. My complaint is that all literature has gone over to the side of the
schoolmaster and that it used to be carried on by the boys themselves. Also I complain that it requires very little
human nature to carry on modern English civilization but a great deal of will power, very little intellect also. I
myself, for instance, have enough intellect and more than enough to carry on a mercantile business; but my
complicated human feelings for and with people and for happiness would probably very soon trip up my feeble
will power. It is the men of will who rule the modern England; she breeds dull men as we in Ireland breed bright
men. In Ireland we still pursue more or less the simple life and Irish human nature is still a bird uncaged.
Personality to my mind is human nature when undergoing a passion for self-expression. This whether a dry
personality like Rockefeller or a full-blooded one like Roosevelt—it is character in movement to declare itself.
The value of Protestantism is that it enforced will power by the powers of superstition. It did not need much
intelligence to learn by rote the ten commandments and understand them, but it needed a great deal of will power
to do them. The Catholic religion cares very little about morality but enforces religion by the power of
superstition, and you are saved by having a poetical mind; unfortunately with the intellect and the will power left
out. Protestantism produces poetry which is mainly oratorical and didactic or hysterically rebellious. Catholicism
produces poets in abundance, but being without intellectual strength, they have no desire to think or write.
Shakespeare and Milton, we must remember, began their lives under Catholic tuition and influences and then
“got” free thought and arrived too early to suffer from the deadening effects of Protestantism.
The English have become great through Protestantism; that is if we are content to call great what to me is mere
bigness. If only we could get rid of the gospel of getting on and the deluded people who preach it and we could
bring the right teachers to the peasants in the west of Ireland, the musicians and the free thinkers and the artists,
and could touch those lips with the wand of the enchanter. If at the same time we could by some miracle free them
from the fear of starvation and give them the kind of large and comfortable ease which every Englishman
possessed when there were only about 5,000,000 in all England, population being then kept down! by plague and
pestilence and by the fact that then immigration was as impossible as armed invasion …
England being merry because death was so busy. As to my philosophy I gathered it in from all sources chiefly
in a way from York Powell, but never would have found it had I not been an Irishman, the son of an Irish
Evangelical father …
When I say I learned it from York Powell, I am quite aware that he would have rejected all my doctrines, but
that is because I am a better Powellite than he ever was. Powell had an inductive mind—my mind is deductive. He
could not draw conclusions. I can. An ejaculation, an animosity, an affection from him would set me thinking—
that’s why I always found him so profitable. I was the priest to interpret the Pythian utterances.
Of course the early Englishman used not his will power but his personality to enchant his followers. Will
power makes the disciplinarian and the martinet. The leader is a man full of the witchery of a man who is all
flexible with human nature—hot one moment, cold the next. Napoleon was like that—he did not bear the least
resemblance to the modern English machine. We follow such men because they are so visibly enjoying
themselves. Napoleon was always an improvisatore. We follow happiness wherever we see it, even to our own
destruction, following it we seem, because of our sympathy, to possess it. We follow duty because we are taught
to do so. I always think a great orator convinces us not by force of reasoning, but because he is visibly enjoying
the beliefs which he wants us to accept. This is my recollection of Isaac Butt. The cause he was fighting for
enshrined itself in him—to follow him seemed health which is another name for happiness.
At last spring has come, and it is welcome. I used to be miserable with intervals of happiness, now I am happy
with intervals of misery, because I am doing better and have more funds, and all because I left the Hotel and came
to these apartments.
13
I think my last letter will show that we are quite of the same mind and that your splendid sentence “character is
the ash of personality” has my full assent. When I read it out to a friend here, he said: “Ash is soft and character is
hard”, then he reflected and added half to himself, “but lava is hard”. English educational methods are producing
character, when as I have often pointed out they should seek to produce personality. I will send you my article on
Englishmen compared with Americans. I have not sent it because the Editor cut out such a lot that I considered the
article did not represent me any longer. What was cut I have now embodied in a new article which I mean to send
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them. Gladstone’s personality never sank down into Ashes, though he had been a good deal injured by their
methods at Eton and elsewhere—was always getting himself into line with his dull followers. In one of my
lectures I pointed out that he would have been a much finer man had he been brought up like Sheridan, and
Beaconsfield would not have had occasion to say he had not a redeeming vice, for his personal potentialities were
of the finest. Napoleon or Nelson were [word indecipherable] even in their own trade unless roused by some
primal passion. Both these men improvised. Napoleon’s hatred for England would endure for months, long
enough for him to make all his preparations.
I am going to read Browning’s “Strafford” and afterwards Strafford’s life and find whether he did not alter the
facts to suit a poet of the abstract will.
14
Have you met Ezra Pound? Carlton Glidden, an artist of talent who has a lot to learn, but who is a very nice
fellow indeed, told me today that Ezra Pound was at his studio a few days ago and talked a lot about you, quoting
quantities of your verse, which he had by heart, placing you very high, and as the best poet for the last century and
more. I tell you this as he is going in a few days to Europe to stay in Paris, &c. Quinn met him and liked him very
much. The Americans, young literary men, whom I know found him surly, supercilious and grumpy. I liked him
myself very much, that is, I liked his look and air, and the few things he said, for tho’ I was a good while in his
company he said very little. As I have just heard this I thought I would let you know in case you met him in transit
through London.\fn{W. B. Yeats and Pound were already friends at this time}
I have no news, and shall not have any till my lecture on Monday night has become a thing of the past. It is
very important. I will read your Green Helmet after my lecture. Heavens knows what will happen. I shall feel
relieved when it is all over. I am like a woman approaching her confinement.
It is very cold, but winter is moderating a little. When the lecture is over I may go for one or two days to stay
with a young barrister and his wife who live outside New York, and when there, give a reading of one of Synge’s
plays. I like these people very much, there are some books and the house is quiet and delightfully warm and cosy,
with two little children on whom the whole house are in busy attendance, while I watch them—a mere onlooker—
at the same time I am interested, as if after a time I could get really fond and human over these children. About
other people’s children I am, I suppose, inhuman, yet properly encouraged and left to myself, as I am, in this case,
I become gradually human. At any rate it adds to my pleasure in the house that they are there, tho’ I am glad other
people have to take care of them. The mother is a good mother, and the father is extraordinarily fond of them, and
yet they never bore you with them. After all is said there are no people so nice and so tactful as the Americans.
15
You can conceive the delighted surprise with which I read the paragraph in today’s paper, announcing your
getting a pension of £150 a year—this will strike off all your shackles. I hope you will soon find time to write to
me and tell me something about your plans &c.\fn{W. B. Yeats had been placed on the Civil List by the Asquith Government}
I am lecturing this week at Philadelphia, 25 dollars and all expenses and a luncheon paid for. I mean to take as
my subject that Ireland is now an example to the world (at least as it is among the peasants in the West) in that it is
more occupied with the question how to live than it is with the question how to make a living. Herein it is
mediaeval with all its energy thrown into contemplation and desire of truth and beauty. Some weeks ago I lectured
on this theme, and I said a “Give an Irish peasant the sweet accomplishment of verse, and he is a poet fully
endowed; give it to an educated American, and he still remains a man of prose. He has not the poet’s learning
which the peasant has.”
To be a man of Intellect in America means to have opinions—and live in that kind of medium—these opinions
being entertained not for the sake of intellectual happiness, but for the sake of moral progress and action. The
Americans are the most idealistic people in the world and the least poetical. Opinions such as theirs mean logic,
oratory and didacticism, and all the restlessness which is fatal to poetry, and to poetical learning.
The distinction between materialism and ideality is a false distinction. It is a new form of the old error, the
distinction between the senses and the spirit-sense and spirit cannot be separated, and we must not speak of one in
terms which insults the other. The Irish peasant is the least idealistic person in the world and the most poetical—
only the harvest runs to waste, for they do not know how to gather it and stow it, and now we have Plunkett and
Russell digging it all up, so that their taskmasters may not be affronted by a kind of life which yields no revenue,
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either to the Catholic Church or the English capitalist.
As to the Irish population and its decline—I do not regret it. There are far too many people in the world—
congestion is a curse—all we want is enough people to share expenses—in schools, literature and government,
and keep up the supply of great men. When England was really great her population was only what Ireland’s is
now.
When I say the Irish peasant is not idealistic I mean in the American and modern sense of the word. You
cannot be poetical and not idealistic—by selection we keep poetry alive; and idealism is selection—but if the
purpose be to “uplift” ourselves and our neighbours the selection is not the same, as when we seek only visions of
beauty and peace and hope and consolation. Being uplifted is the American recreation—with this kind of exercise
they mako their blood quite thin and colourless. It is sensual to have many children—therefore the American
mother goes on her way with her one chick—and all her “ologies”—and no one cares “tuppence” about her—and
Mrs. Keogh\fn{The inference is to the wife of Judge Keogh, who lived at New Rochelle, West Chester County; Yeats used to motor
there with Quinn} sits among her children and step-children ruling her kingdom—and guests cannot come often
enough to see her and to talk to her. An opinion from her on any question is worth listening to because of her rich
experience, and because of her sense of responsibility. She has a deeper knowledge of life than her own husband
or than any supreme court judge!
Enjoyment seems to me—if it be enjoyment at all—to begin in the senses—that is, in the concrete—and then
crown itself in the affection and in the spirit; the richer the concrete the richer afterwards the abstract. These
Americans are making huge efforts to get away from the concrete and live in the abstract. This is their plan for
living the higher life, and nothing comes of it except a delirious activity—the poor spirit has such fragility and
tenacity that it is blown hither and thither like the lovers in Dante’s Hell, and these uplifting breezes are by no
means gentle zephyrs …
16
I send you a paper in which some priest makes an attack on the theatre, evidently a priest—when you come
here I hope they do attack you. It would make your fortune—all your poets and writers and actors and actresses
would become famous. People would rally to you. People that never heard of you before would gather round you.
It would be a fine fight for a fine principle.
I am writing an article on Sloan for a Socialist paper. I contend that every great painter or great poet practices
both the art and the fine art. The fine artist, has only beauty for his object—but besides being artistic he is also a
serious practical man, who in spite of himself will say somethrng outside his fine art. So you have Dante with his
fury of civic passion aiming at a practical end. It is as if a painter made his pictures into political cartoons, or
Socialist cartoons, while at the same time, as in Hogarth’s picture of [word indecipherable] he remained a great
artist. Eloquence is an art, not a fine art. O’Connell recognised this when he said the test of a speech was the
verdict of the jury. A poet terribly in earnest for his cause would win verdicts by his art of speaking, and drop for
the moment his fine art of poetry. Milton does this often by his outbursts of puritanism and theology. A poet
scolding (a spectacle sometimes seen of gods and men) drops his fine art, since he aims at a strictly practical
purpose to give pain and to have a victim.
A practical purpose runs through all Hogarth’s pictures—but his artistic sense forces him to paint his harlots of
a tender grace and his men however wicked still human, as if he would persuade Justice to break her sword. I
think a novel with a purpose is perhaps the right model, only it generally happens that in such novels the purpose
is made to do duty for everything else.
The trouble with all these modern poets and painters is that they are TRIFLERS. They have never been forced
into any close relation with life—they spend their days in decorated houses. Fancy Sargent forced into a close
relation with life like Millet, like Michael Angelo, with his fine natural gift! or Whistler!
Yours affectionately
J. B. Yeats
The talk of your coming here is exciting people a good deal.
17
Who was the little cuss that sent to T. P.’s that account of your school-days? Among other things that you
would not do Euclid. Why! you have the Euclid mind, like most artists and poets. It is the deductive mind.
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Did you ever happen to meet a lady novelist, May Sinclair? I have just read a book by her The Creators, in
which is a poet superficially drawn from you I think. It is a good novel—some of the characters, especially the
women very well imagined. .
I am trying to write an article which will have for subject that art for art’s sake is a good principle, but not the
principle now so long in vogue—technique for technique’s sake. Swinburne, whether he writes prose or verse is
very largely the latter. Underneath his shining, many-coloured coat of technique beats a heart in which were some
engaging feelings but mainly a craftman’s delight in the practice of his own craft. This delight is a very real thing,
and interesting especially as being something mediaeval and monkish, but not enough to make a poet. I want to
preach to artists a new doctrine which I will call the doctrine of the environment as more important than all. A man
of genius is not only divine. There is also the child’s heart within the man’s, and the child’s heart is all for the
environment. This doctrine needs especially to be preached in America. In old times we all belonged to large
families—12 or 13 to each family and could not get away from the environment—in spite of education and my
best efforts to belong to “higher things”. Reality, minute and particular and flushed with life, pressed in upon
everybody and does now upon peasants. The artistic effort went along side by side with the effort to live and a
fine artist meant a fine personality. Swinburne was a starved personality—nothing came from him but miracles,
beautiful flowers of technique. Sargent gives us only fine painting if he attempts to leave portraiture—if any of
them attempt to leave portraiture how immeasurably they fall behind, not only the great serious painters of Italy
and Belgium but also behind such painters as Hogarth. Sargent’s paintings in Boston are nothing; Mrs. Chas.
Johnston showed some photos of sacred pictures (all life size) done by a modern painter in Russia which are
magnificent.
The countryman of Tolstoi could not fail to be a real man before he was artist. Art is going to have a new
heaven and a new earth. All art is reaction from life but never, when it is vital and great, an escape. There is of
course beautiful art which is an escape but it is languid amid all its beauty, Rossetti’s for instance. In M. Angelo’s
time it was not possible to escape for life was there every minute as real as the toothache and as terrible and
impressive as the judgment day. Everybody here is busy escaping from life—not into art like Rossetti’s, for that
they have not the necessary cultivation nor the leisure—so they escape, if I may so put it, in automobiles, and all
personalities are so slight that personal sorrows have little effect.
Rachel weeping for her children could not have escaped but she might have reacted towards visions that would
have enormously increased her grief and yet converted it into beauty—beauty that would wring her heart and
hasten her death and yet be beauty and life.
Two Fortune-tellers, nay three, whom I have come across predict for me the most tremendous success though
they say that I am not yet out of the “period of distress”. I am to let nothing stop me but to go forward and meet
my chances which are all good, promising both material success and recognition—“tremendous” is the adjective
used. The first of these, as long ago as last December told me of your journey across the sea “to meet your
enemies whom you would overthrow”. She did not know my name—a very clever little old woman, simple and
gentle with the brightest eyes I ever saw. We sat in a darkened room and she never even looked at me and yet she
told me my whole history—she said I should have been a mathematician, and when I laughed incredulously she
said it could have happened, but that my education was neglected till I was ten years old. It was my father’s dream
that I should have been a mathematician, because of some fancied resemblance to my uncle Thos. Yeats who was
as he himself told never beaten in honours examination in T.C.D. At school I never learned anything except Latin
and Greek and Euclid, in all of which I was “top boy.” Sir W. Wilde\fn{ The father of Oscar Wilde} often spoke to me
of Thos. Yeats and of his being “buried in Sligo”. “Fancy it,” he would say, “Tom Yeats gave up everything to
support some delicate sisters and a delicate brother, and an old aunt, and so took to a practical life. The Yeats’s
were the cleverest and most spirited minded people I ever met.” Matt Yeats had little of the cleverness and for that
reason was rather a joke among them, but he had the spirituality which his most material-minded wife did her best
to crush. I fancy one of my ancestors named Voisin was a French Huguenot.
This is a long and I suppose illegible letter.
18
Your cheque was a tremendous surprise. I got it as I sat down in a melancholy mood to dinner and it cheered
considerable. Pat Quinlan an enthusiastic Irishman after dinner ordered for himself me and another Irishman, 3
liqueurs, unprecedented in my knowledge of Pat, but I whispered in his ears: No, I am flush, I will pay for them
and I did, unprecedented in Pat’s knowledge of me. So I celebrated your gift in a way more Irish than nice. I am
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ashamed to say that the £10 is welcome. Ever since Xmas I have done two things, neither having any immediate
profit. I have read a whole lot (for me) and I have worked a tremendous lot on a portrait of myself for which
Quinn is to pay “any sum I like to name”, and my purpose in this effort is not really Quinn’s money but something
else more legitimate. I am to paint a portrait of a friend of Miss Caroline Morgan’s in her apartment in a few
weeks as soon as she returns from Europe, and Miss Morgan is niece of Pierpoint Morgan and besides very rich
herself and has one of the gentlest and most attractive personalities I ever met. She is not unladylike in the English
way, having no insolence, and she is ladylike in the English way being a model of all the graces of delicate
reserve, and of a delicate expansion like the alternation of night and day. It was this so charmed M. Angelo in his
friendship with Vittoria Colonna. If I make this portrait a success what may not happen? Last Xmas I saw a sketch
of her which she had twice reproduced—the second time on a large scale.
I am glad you like the old poet James Nicoll Johnston, what you say will please him and I will send it on. I fear
you have not written to him—James Nicoll Johnston, Buffalo, N.Y. State, will always find him.
To return to Pat Quinlan.\fn{Pat Quinlan, a well-known Labour agitator, concerned in some of the not infrequent troubles in
Paterson, New Jersey. He went to Russia after the Revolution and returned sadly disillusioned. He was present at the riotous first
performance of Synge’s Playboy in New York and expressed the utmost scorn of the noisy objectors to it. } He is a good friend to the

Irish literary movement. He got all his friends to enquire over and over again at the public libraries for Synge’s
books, thereby helping considerably towards making his books highest in the weekly list of “books most in
demand”. He also wrote vigorously defending your pension. He is a friend of Charlie Johnston’s, cabin boy,
professional athlete (he is 6 ft. tall), miner, lecturer, socialist, born in Limerick, in his way “a brilliant creature” as
C. Johnston called him, strangely read in out of the way Irish histories and a good speaker and very witty in a
harum-scarum way, without egotism or vanity, and really modest, and with his mind always open. Everyone likes
him. You cannot offend him, or stop him, or do anything else but like him even when he bores you by his selfmade lack of any sense of proportion in intellectual values. I tell him he has the characteristic Irish fault of too
much destructive criticism, and that what we want is constructive criticism, and he is taking it in. I think he has
influence and he tells me he is always telling his friends this about the destructive criticism. He likes, genuinely
likes helping Irishmen, particularly those in the liteary movement, and everyone likes “Pat”. I think he is quite
without fear, he looks quite young and yet knows England and Scotland as well as Ireland and America for he has
been everywhere. It is a pleasure to watch him, he is so tall and well made and so naturally courteous and refined
—a true gentleman. He is a friend of Kerrigans and of some of the other actors. You will probably come across
him some time so I tell you this. I think he has some kind of a good destiny. His only hatred is for the Irish priests
—all other men he holds in charity.
I am very busy on an article, and I think its subject is happiness, which has several branches, but the only
branch worth considering is intellectual happiness and this can only be found by the man being thrown back on
his own resources. The child with a lot of toys can’t find it, nor the American who is equally busy over toys, in his
case automobiles, Vaudeville shows, trips to Europe, &c. Being thrown back on ourselves is the artistic doctrIne
of sincerity. Poets generally have had lonely childhoods and this, reckoned a sadness, was their chance and out of
it they draw their happiness. There is a wonderful letter of M. Angelo given in Symonds’ life (311 page, read it) in
which he says a man can only preserve his sincerity by meditating on the thought of death, “albeit death by her
nature destroys all things”. The thought of death “holds us together in the bond of our own nature”.
How ignoble beside this doctrine of sincerity, as much pagan as christian, is the Puritan doctrine denouncing
human nature as vile. Of course there may have been in old age some taint of the craven fear of punishment
which is the essence of the Puritan creed but I think that to the last M. Angelo bowed his head to the rightness and
majesty of God mere power.
I have good news from Dundrum. Lolly is now completely recovered … and Lily is marvellously so. I always
know how she is by her letters, which are always very clever, not poetical and poetically humorous like Lily’s, but
trenchant, hitting the nail on the head every time. Years ago when she belonged to a little Literary Society of girls
in London, she gave promise of being able to write novels.
With kind regards to Lady Gregory.
19
… A man with a personality may talk about many things, but in things which touch his personality, he will
prefer to be silent. Lincoln had this kind of silence, and Goethe when greatly moved became silent and wrote
verses. Intellect and the moral sense can always explain themselves—they have words at command. Personality
has too much to say for mortal speech. It can only exclaim—“Here I am, look at me, and not with your corporeal
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eyes but with your spiritual eyes—with my imagery and my rhythm, and the loud music of my harp, I will rouse
you from mortal sleep.”
Have you seen Susan Mitchell’s little volume? She is poet through and through and with intensity—a beautiful
intensity that only half unveils itself—she has naïveté and is full of “particulars” and she has the impersonality of
true personality—she gives herself to what she touches. Keats said “When I see a sparrow outside the window, I
am that sparrow pecking.” I hope all this may interest you, fitting in with your thoughts and not jarring them.
It might be said of Haydon, the painter, Keats’s friend, that he had character but little personality. He was
proud of his strength of character and scorned Keats’s want of it. This I know will harmonize with your ideas.
I hear the players are very successful at Chicago.
Yours affectionately
J. B. Yeats.
Personality in final analysis is love—only it is very difficult to put that into language intelligible to an
unbelieving generation.
P.S. Yet a few more words—this modern development of intellect and the moral nature has left us a loveless
people. We may admire or respect each other—we cannot love. No woman ever loved her husband for his intellect
or his admirable principles—or friend his friend—love is the instinctive movement of personality. Napoleon,
dreaming among his soldiers, learning their names by heart that he might address them individually (Josephine
tells us she could not get him to retire to bed—he would stay up so long getting these names by heart) and Lincoln
thinking about his country, or Goethe about humanity.
In all these men was a tenderness akin to that of a mother watching her child and yearning over him. In the
strange self-love of the hero when he is abandoned by his followers it is there also—the same movement. Forced
back upon himself he must still love. Also the dearth of personality makes men all alike, all so obvious, so that we
are no longer interested in each other, except of course, in argument or in drilling each other. There is no mystery
in life, and nothing for sympathy to interpret. All this is exactly true of America and its women.
20
The more I think about The Countess Kathleen the more I am convinced that it’s destined to a great popular
success—somehow, I don’t think the right people are coming to the theatre. New York people are educated and
alive, as we know, but are not alive to poetry. The American intellect is without intensity—they are far too busy,
busy, that is, in an airy theoretic way. Noyes will suit them—abstract ideas all afloat in a maze of rhetoric—are
their choice. So much for the intellectual classes. The common people like puns and indecency—I mean in New
York.
The American system of education in their high-class schools is destructive of mental concentration—nothing
is thoroughly taught. In my day we learned nothing except Latin and Greek, but learned that in a very minute way,
undergoing all sorts of moral and physical tortures, the lessons made as difficult as possible. We read Horace for
the grammar, and it was always grammar.
Do you notice how busy people always like ugliness. It has for them the actuality of a stench. It takes
prolonged effort, and prolonged leisure to begin to enjoy beauty. The modern doctrine of strenuousness so popular
with democracies is fatal to Beauty, and as to these Socialists—and I am a Socialist—they drag down the esthetic
sense and trample on it. To them artists and poets are egoists—the word gentleman is hateful to them. Yet a
society of poor gentlemen upon whose hands time lies heavy is absolutely necessary to art and literature. Being
gentlemen they know how to idle with dignity, and because of their poverty there is no distraction to prevent their
brooding on life and truth. Thinking of life they become poets; thinking of truth, scientific students. Yet it is all
idleness because every man follows his own bent, and because of this leisure every feeling is explored and every
thought followed up to the utmost, and everything finished with accurate precision. A strenuous modern,
particularly your socialist, will go into a garden and find nothing so agreeable as the pungent smells of the dungheap. It is for maudlin egotists who have nothing else to do to listen to the birds and smell the roses—and as to the
lady regnant, she too is busy and practical, and asks only that her garden like her dress be of the right sort,
however rich she be. Leisure is not on the market.
In England there is a society of poor gentlemen—the scholars and some of the literati; that is why, to quote a
letter from Elton, “depraved England can still write”.
428

I began this letter in order to suggest that you read Stendhal’s Red and White (you can get it in English). It has
enlarged my imagination: it is a tragedy. You read it in a sort of high seriousness in which is no pain.
Lady Gregory tells me that you are better and that your figure is in fine condition.
21
I don’t know whether my letters seem to you full of half knowledge and crude judgments and therefore rather
boring—nevertheless I am writing again.
Last night I saw The Rising of the Moon and found it perfect as regards the play and the acting. It is a play I
cannot see too often. Afterwards came the Playboy, always to me a fresh wonder, and yet always spoiled by
Donovan’s acting. Donovan is a good actor, extremely intelligent. You always know in a general sense what he
means, and he is always consistent with himself, and he is full of variety—too much so since it spoils the
smoothness of the performance. In other words he is here and there too emphatic. The defect of his acting is that
he has a vulgar conception of the part. The play-boy, that poor fragment of humanity, all poetry and dream in his
squalor, becomes in his hands nothing better than a counter-jumper, ugly and impudent, his fine speeches without
conviction—at least generally so, for I do admit that sometimes he rises, or seems to rise “to the occasion”. The
same actor spoils your Countess Kathleen; as to that play, I have not the slightest doubt of its ultimate triumph. I
fancy he\fn{Donovan} is very popular with the American public, so that if he fails they think it the fault of the play.
Sarah Algood, when she is good, and that is nearly always, is superb, and so is Sinclair. Kerrigan also has a
fine naturalness and Morgan who does the sheriff in Blanco Posnet has an attractive quality. Sinclair is all
invention and subtlety and intensity; when called upon to display sympathy, he is out of it, that not being part of
his natural or acquired “make-up”. The … is by nature a vixen … Spite is to Ireland what selfishness is to
England: the first is barbarism—the other civilization, such as it is. Spite is an entirely disinterested desire to
destroy success wherever you see it. Selfishness likes success for therein it sees some opportunity for itself.
Quinn has bought a whole heap of pictures at the International Exhibition. He is wildly happy over the
exhibition. All the Americans think it overtops creation, and it is extraordinarily interesting, but I think artists who
have lived and studied abroad, in France and England, are not so much astonished and impressed. Matisse to my
mind is an artistic humbug, though probably an honest man. If Edwin Ellis were a young man he would be one of
these people. These people claim to be self-centred; it is just what they are not. All the time they are looking for
disciples—hence their desire to say and do the extraordinary. Of course they hit blows in the current modes of art,
it is an easy task, and this victory counts with their friends and it is the thing that counts for everything else, and
we who know are obliged to listen in silence—wisdom has no chance with clever folly. The exhibition is
interesting to me because of some fine things at once new and fine. “The world is saved by the extraordinary” said
Goethe, and here it is in fine form and some of these Quinn has bought. His judgment is really sound, if at times it
goes wrong. One must do extraordinary things, yet long for the sober and the conformable. With this impulse and
this discipline comes spontaneity—a river flowing between its well-kept banks.
Yours affectionately
J. B. Yeats
P. S. Lady Gregory seems in fine humour. I think she is happier than last time—more at rest—that is my
impression. I don’t think she is as much mobbed.
22
Again I am writing, yet I think my theory that the beautiful is the lovable made sensible (we have five senses
and to all or each is the appeal of the beautiful) was worth stating and sending to you. This never relaxing pursuit
of the lovable is that wherewith all nature is travailing, and it is the “pathos” of all existence, and it is because
poetry embodies this desire and feeds it that poetry is now what Religion once was—the Queen of Sciences.
Another important matter to which I have drawn your illustrious attention is that poetry and art deal with what
cannot be expressed in action or in thoughts, being as inarticulate as the cry of a woman in childbirth—and this is
a hard saying for Americans, who reading literature made for the million have acquired the habit of refusing to
believe what cannot be made as clear and convincing as a sum in arithmetic, besides which they have another
habit of testing everything by it: obvious utility and its application to the problems of difficult life. In England you
have a Literary aristocracy who stood together and by each other, keeping to their own standards which are not
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those of the million. Here the Multitude is Lord—and in its way it is a noble well-instructed lord, and like the
Kaiser in Germany, a minor poet. I always think the Salvation Army a splendid instance of what a democracy can
and cannot do. It is absolutely efficient, and its ends those of the most beneficent utility. But its religion is bosh—
while being so articulate that a child can understand it. The Catholic Church built up by individual men,
aristocrats by their singularity and their intellectual culture, preaches doctrines whose mystery no one can unravel,
and these the million—the impatient million—were not allowed to touch—and yet it was sufficient since the
ignorant can enjoy what he cannot explain, as all men enjoyed the rainbow thousands of years before Newton
explained it.
Protestantism made people practical and prosperous because it was an easily understood morality, enforced by
lucid logic, and the menace of Hell, and because it excluded all religion which is poetry, for poetry weakens the
practical will. The Democrat is proud of his reasoning power and rightly so, and yet it is all he has got—when he
attempts poetry he only succeeds in being didactic and eloquent, and eloquent of what? Duty and morality and
upliftment—matters which, however valuable, are not poetry—one cannot be eloquent of beauty—one can only
pull away the curtain, and the less said about the vision the better. It would be “a getting in the way”.
If these ideas can be incorporated in your lectures “changed no doubt in the process” I shall be glad, only in
your lectures don’t make any allusion to me. My individuality must not “get in the way”—nothing should
intervene between a lecturer and his audience and there never can be any question of egotism between you and
me.
23
I am afraid you must sometimes think me very conceited—the fact is not only am I an old man in a hurry, but
all my life I have fancied myself just on the verge of discovering the primum mobile. Of course Beauty is much
more than the lovable made visible, but besides being wondrous and magnetic and astonishing it, when the whole
banner is unflung, is also lovable. In Wordsworth’s Hartleap Well is this verse no doubt by you well remembered:
Upon his side the Hart was lying stretched
His nostril touched a spring beneath a hill,
And with the last deep groan his breath had fetched
The waters of the spring were trembling still.

In these last two lines is beauty made lovable. I have just read Father Ralph\fn{An Irish novel by a priest, who
and am indeed delighted with it—particularly towards the conclusion. All through there is
intensity and yet what delicacy and what restraint! I wish he had told us a little more of Hilda the mother—I mean
before the Bishop and the priests took entire possession of her, about this part of her life he talks only in
generalities and apparently has no facts to go on, or does not wish to reveal them.
——have not paid me for the portrait—the last news is that it was stolen from the theatre—I hope it was not
for the sake of the frame.
I have not heard from home for some days, I generally hear every mail.
I hope you admire Jack’s illustrations to Hannay’s book. I like them better and better and am never tired of
looking at them. They are a great help to the book. Hannay who is a generous kind of man is, I think, quite aware
of it—he spoke to me of them with enthusiasm
24
afterwards left the Church}

… I send on two letters, which I sent after you weeks ago, but which are just returned from the dead letter
office. Also another letter just received which I fancy is in Katherine Tynan Hinkson’s handwriting. I don’t send
on a letter from myself as the news is all now stale news. I have been much indisposed for weeks. They called it
influenza—an insultingly inadequate word. I prefer to call it the black death, for it was certainly death in life. The
Madelles Petitpas would say to me “Mistare Yeats you look so tired”—no wonder I looked tired, whether asleep
or awake I was always present at some witches’ sabbath, and being hailed round the circle by invisible devils,
who chased me with broomsticks and shovels and red hot pincers. My one desire was to lie down—anywhere—
on the carpet and when out in the streets to lie down among the melting snow. If I lay down on the bed I went to
sleep to be worse tormented. I would go to bed a little after eight and sleep for twelve hours if you can call it sleep
—all the outer symptoms of constant headache and sore throat and sore bones and shivering being nothing to the
hell of despair within my mind. I worried angrily about the people at home and about you, and was furious if I did
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not get a letter by every mail or even if there was no mail. When not worrying I amused myself by composing in
sad earnest obituary notices such as would appear in the newspapers announcing my death, and worst of all I was
fully persuaded that this condition was to be permanent. I was to be always like this—it was natural and inevitable
at my age. I lost all power of enjoyment, fancy a state of mind in which the prettiest girl was to me the same as the
ugliest. One day soothed and comforted by the heat of the room I as nearly as possible fell asleep in the Dentist’s
chair. Surely a thing unprecedented. I ceased to smoke and hated the sight of food—both meant exertion—
suddenly the hellhounds were called off, and I felt quite well, and as it were turned round and laughed at myself,
occasionally I have relapses which only last a few hours. It amuses me to write this description and perhaps it will
amuse you to read it …
… I saw a few days ago for just a minute a man named Kavanagh. He had been four months on the other side
seeing a great deal of George Moore—and once he went with George Moore to Ireland for four weeks, they being
together all the time as I understood—he told me that Moore said he had now left Ireland for good because no one
there sympathised with him, except Gogarty. I asked Kavanagh if he had seen Russell, and he replied No, and
rather implied that he had avoided seeing him, for said he Russell has grown so egotistical. Does all this mean that
the friendship between Russell and Magee and Moore is now dissolved? I have always thought Moore was not
worth powder and shot. It is all ending in no-one wanting him, and perhaps at last he will find himself without an
audience which according to my distinction is a calamity beyond redemption for the prose writer. You remember
how it overwhelmed poor Wilde—and killed him …
25
Here is a definition for you—humour is when the humorist with a crowd at his back attacks an individual, a
poor delinquent who from wild courage or because of some inherent depravity dares to separate himself from the
others and be the exceptional—wit, where the same individual rushes sword in hand on the humorist and all his
backers and scatters them howling with rage, all of them wounded and some of them mortally. Shakespeare at will
can be either wit or humorist. In the cruelty of the humorist there is much good nature. The consciousness of
numbers gives them such a feeling of security [that] when the wit attacks them with a cruelty in which is no good
nature their good nature also vanishes and we have the debauchery of the French revolution. As a rule the wit is a
gentleman with a gentleman’s education and we admire his skill with the rapier—as regards courage of course the
honours are all with him—and his cruelty does not insult our intellects as theirs does.
I have just read Ferrero’s life of Savonarola—extraordinarily interesting, he knows all about theology, but also
everything about art—he associated as much with artists and poets and philosophers as with friars. The honour
and glory sought by the poet always consist in the art he employs rather than in the subject treated by him, and
rightly he deprecates a poet treating of religion. Whistler pointed out that Switzerland had produced no landscape
painters, for the reason that mountain scenery was a subject too vast. Landscape painters come, said Whisder,
from countries where the scenery is mild and tame. A woman kneeling in earnest prayer, according to Savonarola,
is the best expression of religious emotion. Do you not think that in Milton’s Paradise there is no religious
emotion?
There is a fine letter of M. Angelo’s in which he expresses his humbleness as artist: praise irritated him. “It is
true they praise me so much that had I Paradise in my bosom less of praise would suffice. I perceive that you
suppose me to be just what God wishes that I were. I am a poor man and of little merit, who plod along in the art
which God gave me, to lengthen out my life as far as possible.” This humility is for the art, the orator is lifted up
by the feeling that he is expressing great thoughts—that is thoughts that dominate because they are those of his
audience, humility does not become him and would be insincerity. I quote this thinking of your speech at the
Poetry Society’s lunch!-fn{A speech by W. B. Yeats in New York}
Poetry is the last refuge and asylum for the individual of whom oratory is the enemy.
I wish you would write and tell me of your health and if you have completely recovered. I am particularly well
—that load of care rolled off my back has done wonders as you will easily imagine.
Summer is now here, tho’ the trees are still leafless.
The heat today a little moderated by April showers.
26
There is one thing never to be forgotten. That the poet is the antithesis of the man of action. Even though the
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hero is always a poet. When Achilles “sulked” in his tent it was because the poet had driven out into exile the hero
—the man of action. When Byron to satisfy his vanity or to put himself right with his contemporaries turned hero,
it was because the man of action prompted and reinforced by ignoble or it may be noble motives (it is difficult to
credit him with anything noble) had driven out the poet (to his own and the world’s loss).
It would be a fine poetical invention to write a description of Achilles when he was “sulking”. The beloved
Patroclus with affection without a thought of self, caressing his master and listening to his complaints—the storytellers drawing near to relate the achievements of other heroes, yet flattering him in their professional way—and
when he thought of Briseis the musicians would have their chance and show their skill. Suddenly Patroclus is
killed, and Hector insolently assumes his arms which had been Achilles’s arms. Then the primitive man awakes—
now the primitive man is either hero or poet according as he has or has not his enemy in sight and has or has not
weapons to his hand. A poet indeed is a hero behind the bars, imprisoned either by circumstances too strong for
him or by his own thoughts. At first Achilles was imprisoned by his own thoughts—his desire for revenge on
Agamemnon and on the Greeks, who on his absenting himself from the fight would be conquered—also he would
escape Fate and live long though it be ingloriously—his pride took this ignoble form—and he became his own
prisoner. Then grief mastered him. A single feeling, and as is the wont with a single feeling it turned him again
into a man of action. Yet in a rich and abundant nature a single feeling in time takes to itself other feelings, and
the poet of many feelings resumes the sovereign power, and the man of action departs however reluctantly. The
politic leader of the Grecian hosts took the chance which offered and Achilles was never again the poet. Achilles
imprisoned by his own thoughts is as modern as Hamlet. At the last he is the primitive man—acting too quckly for
the single feeling to become the multitudinous.
Is not the European situation curious and amazingly unexpected—civilization as Lowell said getting a lift in a
powder cart. Because of that big rogue threatening their existence, the other rogues, Russia and England are
making friends with as they think them the Mammon of Unrighteousness, and all the nationalities including the
Jews and the Irish are invited to share the feast of victory.
It would have pained Dowden as regards Ireland, and it does no doubt pain Lyster, not that Lyster cares for
anything outside his library. Dowden’s mind moved very slowly, in fact was apparently without any of the
impulses of progress and change—full of vitality in his way, which was that of a lichen clinging to its rock.
I have a graphic picture of things from Lily. On Sunday I spent the day with Quinn and Sir Roger Casement.
The latter strong pro-German. He has not really a word to say for Germany except that she is against England—
but I say yes!, but she is also against France—Germany victorious and everywhere authority will tighten the reins.
—France victorious and once more in the lead! it means sympathy taking the place of cold repression—it means
also ideas and the defeat of the dollar. It is curious that Dowden though caring little for money himself, was
always on the side of the dollar—he came, as I wrote to him long ago, out of a rich man’s house, and he never got
over it. Aristocratic wealth is an accident to be apologised for, but middle-class wealth the result of honourable
toil and it is difficult to escape from its religion.
27
People do not understand the importance, the significance of exact portraiture in art. In every picture, in every
poem, there must be somewhere an exact portraiture—otherwise there is no work of art.
Two summers ago, one day at mid-noon, when the strong sun had killed all the breezes, I was taking my daily
walk without which I have no health, keeping on the west side as close to the Hudson as possible, the water being
refreshing to look at, and it being a place where gathered few people (in hot weather to see other people as hot as
oneself always adds to my distress), when quite suddenly I came on an open space with little gardens and all
crowded with children. As these were all quite happy and careless of the heat and as I was curious to see what
brought them, naturally I stopped and mingled among them. I looked about for an elder person whom I might
question. Close to me stood a young woman, and when she answered my questions I knew by her voice that she
was Irish, and to my surprise I found she was from Donnybrook. She was also very pretty, with a gentle sad-eyed
expression, such as one seldom finds in New York. I then noticed that she held a baby in her arms, and that when I
glanced toward it she tried to conceal it from me with her hand. It was asleep, but wasted and scrofulous and very
sick, its arms and legs so thin that the hands and feet looked large; in its wasted neck there were lumps. I could
not resist questioning her and found that she had had two other children who died in infancy and that her father
and mother in Ireland were dead and that she did not expect to go there again, and that her husband was a healthy
man, etc. etc. She spoke with resignation as if to the will of God, or Fate—I did not know which. She spoke of the
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child’s sickness as being due to teething, as if she wished to think it temporary. As a contrast all around were
swarms of healthy children, obstreperous and noisy. She looked at them as if she did not see them.
I came away, and for days and weeks almost to this hour I am haunted and oppressed by the feeling of grief, of
poignant depression which suddenly assailed me as I talked to that poor young woman. Had I been an activeminded philanthropist or a suffragette indignant with a man-managed world, I’d have got busy and never rested
till I eased my heart by doing something to help. As to myself I felt as helpless as would have been a mediaeval
artist—even though I was not prepared to say that such suffering was punishment inflicted by a just God—and
being as helpless as one of these my mental process was probably the same as theirs. Why did I look at her so
constantly, not being able to take away my eyes, and why did I ask so many questions, such as perhaps would
have been resented by a woman less gentle and good? (perhaps also being Irish she thought she owed respect to
one so much older), and why did I, after I left her hoping in a cowardly way never to see her again, make every
effort of memory to recall every detail of what I said and of what she told me? The answer is that every feeling
and especially it might seem the painful feeling, tries to keep itself alive, and not only that but to increase in
strength. This is the law of human nature and is what I have called the spirit of growth—in other words, I would
have given worlds to have painted a careful study of her and her sick infant and carried it away with me to keep
my sorrow alive. Here we have art as portraiture, a kind of art great in its way; there is also the conflict of
feelings—the ghastly repulsive sickness of the infant, the real charm of the mother’s face and form, her mother
pride all abashed, her hopelessness and yet her effort to be hopeful that it was only teething. This hopefulness,
itself a conscious lie, said perhaps out of a social instinct to ease the situation as she talked to me, and then her
manifest love as she looked down at the child asleep, blissfully sleeping. Of course such portraiture is incomplete
art—so the artists and poets of old invented the Madonna with the divine infant. But in this case and in these
times there is no Madonna with the divine infant, and the artist, having made his portrait, must pass by on his way,
unless indeed he pays a visit to the Philanthropists—and in this particular case they could do nothing. The artist
would be excused if he threw a little touch of rhetoric into his portraiture, such as the crowd loves—though if
philanthropists were cultivated as well as rich, they would only offend and bring his truthfulness into doubt,
convicting him of vulgarity and commonness.
At any rate have I not made it obvious that all art begins in portraiture? That is, a realistic thing identified with
realistic feeling, after which and because of which comes the Edifice of Beauty—the great reaction.
Yours affectionately
J. B. Yeats
I think I have already written to you that it is ugliness which created beauty. The purely beautiful only breeds
weariness or rather laziness—vacuity .
28
The chief thing to know and never forget is that art is dreamland and that the moment a poet meddles with
ethics and the moral uplift or thinking scientifically, he leaves dreamland, loses all his music and ceases to be a
poet. Meredith is musical while he stays in dreamland—Browning also. When they turn away from it to discuss
actual life as they constantly do, their lines grown harsh—they cease to sing. Shakespeare never quitted his
dreams. The scene where Hubert talks with Arthur about the putting out of his eyes is all a dream—in actual life
such conversation would have been impossible. We all live when at our best, that is when we are most ourselves,
in dreamland. A man with his wife or child and loving them, a man in grief and yielding to it, girls and boys
dancing together, children at play—it is all dreams, dreams, dreams. A student over his books, soldiers at the war,
friends talking together—it is still dreamland—actual life on a far away horizon which becomes more and more
distant. When the essential sap of life is arrested by anger or hatred we suddenly are aware of the actual, and
music dies out of our hearts and voices—the anger subtly present in ethical thought—as it is also in most kinds of
argument; how many poems has it laid low? …
The poet is a magician—his vocation to incessantly evoke dreams and do his work so well, because of natural
gifts and acquired skill, that his dreams shall have a potency to defeat the actual at every point. Yet here is a
curious thing, the poet and we his dupes know that they are only dreams—otherwise we lose them. With our eyes
open, using our will and powers of selection, we, together in friendship and brotherly love, create this dreamland.
Pronounce it to be actual life and you summon logic and mechanical sense and reason and all the other powers of
prose to find yourself hailed back to the prison house, and dreamland vanishes—a shrieking ghost.
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To find out what was the mind of Shakespeare is valuable, but the real thing is to find out what is my own
mind when I read Shakespeare or any other poem. If I know the mind of Shakespeare and in order that I may
know it better, am made acquainted with the period in which he lived, it is good because thereby I may come
more quickly to know my own mind—for I study him and all other poets exclusively that I may find myself. It is
the same with nature itself. As artist, as man, seeking what I have called dreamland I am concerned still to find
myself and my own mind, and only incidentally am I concerned with the intentions of Nature and her mind.
Herein I am the reverse of the historical and the scientific student. They are concerned with what is other than
themselves, whereas the artist in us and in all men seeks to find himself. Science exists that man may discover and
control nature and build up for himself habitations in which to live in ease and comfort. Art exists that man cutting
himself away from nature may build in his free consciousness buildings vaster and more sumptuous than these,
furnished too with all manner of winding passages and closets and boudoirs and encircled with gardens well
shaded and with everything that he can desire—and we build all out of our spiritual pain—for if the bricks be not
cemented and mortised by actual suffering, they will not hold together. Those others live on another plane where
if there is less joy there is much less pain. Like day labourers they work, with honest sweat to earn their wages,
and mother nature smiles on them and calls them her good children who study her wishes and seek always to
please her and rewards them with many gifts. The artist has not the gift for this assiduity, these servile labours—
so falling out of favour with his great mother he withdraws himself and lives in disgrace, and then out of his pain
and humiliations constructs for himself habitations, and if she sweeps them away with a blow of her hand he only
builds them afresh, and as his joy is chiefly in the act of building he does not mind how often he has to do it. The
men of science hate us and revile us, being angry with impotent rage because we seem to them to live in profitless
idleness, and though we have sad faces we are yet of such invincible obstinacy that nothing can induce us to join
their ranks. There are other things about us which perplex and offend them. They always work in gangs, many
minds engaged on one task, whereas we live and work singly, each man building for himself accepting no
fellowship—for we say it is only thus we can build our habitations. So it follows that they charge us with selfish
egotism and insolence and pride, and it is vain for us to say that we work in the spirit of the utmost humility, not
being strong enough for their tasks, and suffering many pains because of the anger of our offended and beloved
mother. They are mighty men with strong wills. We are weak as water, our weakness is our raison d’être, and now
and again when the strong man is broken he comes to us that we may comfort him. We even may make merry
together, for we love our fellow men more than we do ourselves.
30
In my note yesterday was apparently some confusion of thought. I spoke of art as a means by which a man
searches for and finds himself, and afterwards I said that artists were engaged in building habitations in which the
spirit might live and enjoy its life in full activity. Yet there was no confusion. When a man builds a house on a site
chosen for its beauty making the house also as charming as he can, then he has found himself and also built for his
spirit a habitation where it can live at ease. But if a man builds a house, say close to his factory and with all the
utilities and lives in it merely because it possesses all the utilities—but outside his appreciation of these
conveniences has no other feeling and no affection for his house, then he is of the type scientific or philistine. He
is a man untrained in the art of finding himself, and his poor spirit, if he has one, wanders without a house or
habitation. The late Dr. Salmon was a great man and a great mathematician but it was well known that tho’ he was
an infallible judge of every kind of investment he paid no attention to what is called the artistic values, being
exclusively a man of science and therefore a philistine. Mathematicians are as a rule philistines and are apt to
think that there is nothing in life valuable except the utilities, and that what is called efficiency is the chief of
human faculties. A friend of mine, a fine classical scholar, told me that in his experience, mathematicians could
only talk of the price of things—tell them, he said, what you pay for your boots. I once met Dr. Salmon at dinner
and was much flattered by his taking me aside and asking me what I paid for my lodgings—I thought that the
great man was interested in me. Professor Dowden, his relation and my friend, undeceived me. He said it was
only Salmon’s way. All his long life Dr. Salmon sought for scientific and practical truth and has left a
distinguished name. Yet at that dinner table had he listened to me I could have told him things that would have
opened his eyes to a world of which he had never dreamed and perhaps he would have acknowledged that the
tangible is valuable only for the sake of the intangible. There are whole streets in London, whole districts where
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the people inhabiting the houses are prisoners each in his cell and to walk through them is to breathe prison air
since their houses have no grace, no architectural charm, no artistic decoration, nothing to remind or to suggest
that there is anything in life except this and that utility—houses everywhere but nowhere a home, nowhere an
asylum for the affections—amid such surroundings humanity is withered. Artists exist that these places be
destroyed—a kind of prison reform much needed in great cities.
I said above that the tangible is for the sake of the intangible—that is, we nourish the body that the soul may
live.
I am quite aware of the fact that in these notes there is nothing very profound or revolutionary, yet I think they
tend to make things lucid. We artists do not enough explain our position. We do not undervalue utility—only we
would have people see that it is not an end in itself, but a means. A rich man possesses all the utilities, but is he
alive? A poor man with few of them may lead a life rich and sumptuous with experience.
31
So true is it that people of artistic temperament are forever seeking to find themselves, that it is even true of
our loves. An artist in love is seeking himself and the girl he loves—if she be artistic, is seeking herself—the
practical person, man or woman, is just trying to obtain that convenience, marriage, and it is the safest kind of
marriage, even though it be a humdrum affair. An artist in love is a vehement creature. At one time he finds in his
sweetheart’s eyes and heart and soul all of himself and more than himself—at a single bound attaining to the
artist’s heaven and then he fails, or thinks he fails, and like Milton falls back into a gulf of anger and despair.
[I do, my Lord;] and in her eye I find
A wonder, or a wondrous miracle,
The shadow of myself formed in her eye;
[Which, being but the shadow of your son,
Becomes a sun, and makes your son a shadow.]
I do protest I never loved myself,
Till now infixed I behold myself
Drawn on the flattering table of her eye.\fn{King John, II:1.496-503; J. B. Yeats misquotes “eyes” for the “eye” of the original, and does not include
the bracketed material of the speech:H}

Perhaps the happiest kind of marriage in our mortal state is where the artist weds with a philistine—at any rate
marriage remains for the one who is philistine an abiding convenience, and though the philistine cannot come up
to expectations, still on the philistine’s side there need be no spurning and there will be none, as long as the
marriage is a recognised convenience. Happy is the artist who marries a philistine wife. He is a bird in a cage and
will not sing as of yore—still it is a cage supplied with all the conveniences. It is of course a humdrum happiness
and Milton would have none of it and his proud spirit disdained the laxities and facilities of free love wherein no
man yet ever found himself, dropping the experiment at the first hint of failure.
It is my belief that all great artists have developed their genius by the ways of discipline—otherwise there is no
meaning in what I have said touching the probe of pain. Let the minor genius go his light way and enjoy his life—
the great nature cannot so live, he is never really in holiday mood, even though he often pluck flowers by the
wayside and tie them into knots and garlands like little children and lads out on a sunny morning.
Yours affectionately
J. B. Yeats
Who was the French cynic who said that lovers can go on talking forever, because they are always talking of
themselves?
32
… Indulged facility seems to me a good phrase and should be made current coin. A painter producing what
does not really interest him will fall back on facility and produce to order “modes of thought and of expression
accepted among the best people”. I remember some figures of what is called abstract beauty drawn by Herkomer
that elicited the admiration of Edwin Ellis. Supremely clever himself he worshipped cleverness and cleverness is
another name for facility. German sculpture and architecture is I should say of the indulged facility pattern, since
the artists produce these things to order and without any other interest. Had there existed in the time of Dickens
another Queen Bess and had she demanded of him that he created a beautiful woman—out of his wonderful
435

cleverness he would have accomplished his task and doubtless his admirers would have considered that he had
surpassed himself. For people do admire an indulged facility. Edwin Ellis is not alone, particularly in crowded
cockney London, where no one has time to be much interested in anything. G. B. S.\fn{ George Bernarad Shaw:H}
would not have attempted that job—in fact could not—laughter and self-mockery would have choked him. …
33
… Outside mathematics and science, there is no such thing as belief positive; yet there is a certain intensity of
feeling whether of love, hope or sorrow or fear which we label belief; with the solitary man this remains a feeling
and is something personal, and therefore the very substance of poetry. With the companionable it crystallizes into
opinion which is the substance of prose and is conceived and brought forth in emulous or angry contention. To
keep his faith alive, Carlyle was obliged all his long life to be incessantly scoldmg and prophesying and speaking
to the people. Coventry Patmore was a companionable man, and consequently a poor believer in the dogmas he so
intolerantly professed. Always did he write in the heat of hatred, the most companionable of all the passions. The
man who hates is the furthest from being a solitary and is a man dependent on having about him the people he
hates whether in actual presence or in his mind’s eye. In my own life, I knew a well educated and rather pretty
woman, who was the most hospitable soul alive. Why thus hospitable? Because she was burning to meet people
whom she might contradict in incessant wrangle; we were given a Circean welcome. In the poet of The Dreadful
Night we have a true solitary; Landor also; although in his case it was perhaps the result of a conscious effort;
Browning always a companionable man, a sublime showman with a voice of titanic volume, sometimes
incoherent but always dominating in his energy and learning; evermore would he stand in the public eye. There
are times in the life of every man when he is visited by the solitary spirit; so it happens that occasionally
Browning sang melodious syllables. Coleridge was solitary; whether he wrote or talked, always in soliloquy:
hence that personal charm which seems to have fascinated everyone except the splenetic and self-willed Carlyle.
The old hermits were right in their instinct for the desert since it meant a living to one’s self, wrong in that it
meant a separation from human voices and from the faces of men, women and children and an uprooting of the
human plant from its natural surroundings …
Have you read any of Hardy’s novels? Judging by one of them I have just been reading and by his portrait and
the looks in his eyes, I would call him a true solitary. Meredith seems to me one of the companionable; his nerves
always stretched in social excitement, soothed or irritated by the people about him, so that he is much occupied
argumentatively in communicating with his fellow creatures. He seldom trod the narrow path of the elect of
poetry, but valiantly walked abroad with his companions, a talker, and a lecturer, and a master of incisive speech.
In Hardy’s sentences there is always an undersound which is the croon of poetry and like the noise of the sea
breaking on faraway rockbound shores.
Throughout the world of poetry and art do we not find at the present time a wealth of expression with a
poverty of meaning, and is not this because the companionable are far in excess of the solitary? The method of the
companionable is to find some truth on which all men agree and by harping on that to rouse his fellow mortals to
spiritual excitement and intellectual effort. Carlyle, for instance, knowing that all men hated lies proceeded to
show that the world was living contentedly with every kind of sham. All the meaning as regards thought and idea
and philosophy in Carlyle might be contained in a few pages, but what a wealth of expression expended in the
presenting of that meaning. In Blake, as in all the great poets the wealth of meaning beggars the wealth of
expression; even though the words are strained to their utmost capacity, and every variety of rhythm and verse and
intonation and mental attitude and gesture be pressed into the service, it is only after much study that one gets the
meaning, and even this does not suffice unless there be kindled in us a mood identical with that of the poet. For
the meaning is not a something to be communicated or explained, but to be revealed, a vision and a dream—no
more; we see it or we do not see, that is all—What can be communicated or explained is prose. …
34
… The poet is not primarily a thinker, but incidentally he is a thinker and a stern thinker, since the source of
his magic is his personal sincerity. What he says he believes, and from this it follows that he must have few
beliefs and those of the simplest, for time will not allow him to be travelling over the whole world of thought—
that is for the professional thinker. Yet the brilliant talker and rhetorician can do this—Macaulay, for instance, out
of his facile habit of belief could proceed everywhere, except [to] poetry. Carlyle was such another, only with the
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difference Macaulay flattered his audience whereas Carlyle insulted it—yet neither had the real instinct for truth,
the primal deep-lying sincerity, which is the poet’s virtue …
35
… My theory is that we are always dreaming—chairs, tables, women and children, our wives and sweethearts,
the people in the streets, all in various ways and with various powers are the starting points of dreams.
As we fall asleep we drift away from the control and correction of the facts into the world of memory and hope
—for all night long and all through our sleep we are still dreaming though the dreams be hidden deep in the
subliminal consciousness under the cloud of sleep. As we drift back into consciousness we become aware of the
dreams, note them and observe them until a fuller wakefulness brings us once more into contact with actual fact.
Sleep is dreaming away from the facts and wakefulness is dreaming in close contact with the facts, and since facts
excite our dreams and feed them we get as close as possible to the facts if we have the cunning and the genius of
poignant feeling, and since it is true that certain facts, or facts seen in a particular way, may injure our dreams so
that they pain us, we acquire a knowledge how to handle them so as to deprive them of their power to do
mischief. With what deliberate self-deception, with what sophistry does a lover approach his sweetheart, and at
the same time with what penetration and power of knowledge. All men are artists from morning to night and all
night also, creating phantasy, and we who are artists do deliberately and with science and conscious purpose and a
great ambition what the others are doing without knowing it. In wakefulness and in sleep when we act, when we
think, we are each of us shrouded in dreams—when the soul departs dreams leave us, and not till then.
All great poets and artists are rich in the finite—art they say, like everything, progresses—but I ask in what
direction?—by getting closer to the finite.
There was a time when faces and hands and feet were represented only in profile, and till a short time ago
shadows were rendered as merely brown. After long contention people recognized that they were blue or purple—
and why was this an advance in beauty? Because it was truer and getting closer to the finite. M. Angelo beat the
ancients because of the palpitating quality of his marble flesh.
These artists who say that representation of the fact hinders art are sinning against the first law of art—for art
is imitation—and art is concrete, because you can only imitate concrete things …
36
I have always maintained that every man of sense should keep in his library a box of strong cigars, saturate
each cigar with some drug soporific, so that if anyone said such a sentence as “Excuse me, Sir, but what you are
saying now is quite inconsistent with what you said earlier in the evening, etc.,” you might reply: “Sir, your views
are very interesting. May I offer you a cigar? It is of a special brand that I only give to my most valued friends.”
Ah! with what pleasure one would watch the gradual lowering of the eyelids and the falling away of the mouth
and the paling of the lip as one waited for the blessed silence.
Oriental philosophy is like that cigar. That is why we turn to it. Sir Philip Sidney wrote that poetry cannot lie
because it affirms nothing, and if you affirm nothing, what becomes of the lighting inttelect? Either it conceals its
instincts, or is converted, like a heathen king listening to the preaching of St. Augustine.
The man with the logical mind does not—for he cannot—read poetry …
37
… I am rather glad that this kind of letter goes to your club and not to your breakfast table. At the club one
may be all intellect and not so I fancy when one breakfasts with one’s wife. (Then) intellect is out of its place and
opportunity is just howling wilderness and if a man does not know it his wife does, particularly if she be herself
an intellectual woman …
I have spoken of humility as the artist’s portion—nowadays when everyone is drunk with the hot valiancy of
democratic enthusiasm, it is necessary to apologise when saying a good word for humility …
Humility is the portion not merely of the artist but of every man who is of sound health and judgement, for
what is an artist but a man who is conscious of himself? (As we know it is not enough that a man should be an
Irishman. He must be an Irishman conscious that he is an Irishman.) Humility is the portion of every true man and
of every true artist. As to the pomp, the ceremony, and the retinue with which great men and great artists have
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surrounded themselves from time to time, it is only a sort of “swagger” whereby poor mortals would persuade
themselves that they are as the immortal gods. In every king’s household and in every great man’s retinue is some
“honest” counsellor who does not admire, some Horatio or Kent who just because they do not admire may be
taken for friends and lovers. When I see people living on admiration—a husband with his wife or a wife with her
husband or a vulgar rich man who assails us with ostentation or display—or a Henry Irving who could not bear
the proximity of anyone who did not admire (yet even he had an “honest” counsellor in Ellen Terry), it is as clear
as daylight that what they all suffer from is the ache of conscious failure, and because at heart—if only they but
knew it—they are humble-minded men and students. (Don’t you think there is something very touching about a
vain man? He is all one ache for your praise, would sell his soul for it. Of course you cannot trust a man who will
sell himself for a compliment.)
38
… It is curious. On all sides I hear the murmuring of many voices, all saying the same thing, like voices out of
the darkness and what they say is this, “What I am doing no longer counts unless it be for the war”. One man in
high railway employment assured me that he is unhappy because he does not exactly see how what he does helps
the war.
The way to be happy is to forget yourself. That is why Robert Gregory was happy … Yet there are two ways of
forgetting yourself and two ways of being happy. To forget yourself as in the war, seeing nothing but its vastness.
“Remember those that have lived before you and those that will after and be at peace”, said Marcus Aurelius. Or
to forget yourself in some movement for reform—social reform—or in games of violent self- exertion. I could
multiply instances of what I mean—tances of self-devotion and self-forgetfulness. Yet there is another way of
self-forgetting which does not require any enormous machinery such as sanguinary war. It is of course that of art
and Beauty. The triumph it aims at establishing forever is to lose yourself while remaining within the vast of your
own personality—ch is what I understand by Beauty.
Now you see the antagonism between a state of war and the practice of art and literature. (War) offers an easier
way of forgetting yourself and willing to be happy we grasp at it with eagerness, and all the poets desert the
difficult paths they have been climbing; it is so much easier to carry a rifle and a knapsack than to try to write
poetry. Of course the poet with the vision is not seduced, Alan Seeger, for instance. I suppose you have not read
his halting verses. (He was killed, and by all accounts extraordinarily brave)—a man to me infinitely more
interesting than Brooke …
In everything except art and poetry the loss of self—the oblivion—is not complete … Yet with the people
generally war is something so overwhelmingly gregarious that while it lasts it suspends all the movements and the
susceptibilities of the solitary man. He is caught into the current. That vast of the inner personality where beauty
has her being is deserted, and the external self triumphs …
39
… Facility in believing marks the poet, difficulty in believing the logician, and in this the philosophers are as
the poets, for both philosophy and poetry come out of the heart of belief, Philosophy which is “not harsh and
crabbed as dull fools suppose, but musical as is Apollo’s lute and a perpetual feast of nectared sweets” is born of
like parentage with poetry. Belief is creation, logic is destruction. The Belfast man consumed and kiln-dried by
the fire of logic has opinions, but is far from belief as he is from peace and harmony. Did Sam Butler believe?
Does G. B. Shaw? Is Mr. Magee among the logicans? Do the clever lawyers believe? There are writers like Mr.
George Moore whose methods are strictly logical, and do they believe? … and what about the people of Dublin,
so active- minded and clever enough in all conscience … do they believe? Is Mr. Joyce a creative artist or the
author of the Squinting Windows? …
40
… The more I think of it the more I feel the importance of your sentence. These thoughts have for so long been
my habitual thoughts that I may call them my convictions.
Religion demands that opinions should be proved convictions, absolute truths. Art does not ask this—only that
they should be part of the man and become his habit. A religion that praised the Trojan war and its incidents
would be a false religion. Yet war and its incidents being Homer’s habitual thoughts and part and parcel of his
mind and soul they become by infection our thought and so nourishing to our imagination. So that all our dreams
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and thoughts are fed upon them to all eternity …
41
… York Powell used to say that if Todhunter had been of the brand of poets he would have remained a doctor. I
think for the poets now there is nothing to do except keep silent, for they must know they are in a vacuum—a
great emptiness of all habitual thoughts. Todhunter left doctoring to live in a vacuum.
I have just read Goethe’s Herman and Dorothea—such a poem could not now be written, just as no one could
write another Homer. And we see what is happening in Ireland. There also the actual has conquered and
superseded the habitual. You discovered Ireland which had eluded Dowden and Todhunter, and now where is
Ireland? and where are you? …
42
… I think I myself am fundamentally of the artistic temperament—and I can remember how in discussing real
matters with real people, I would sometimes irritate them and be myself embarrassed and covered with confusion
—in this way, I would produce in the discussion a phrase or some idea that was purely expressive, and apparently
be pleased with myself as if I had made a discovery—while they were seeking a practical result. Perhaps my
ultimate desire was just as practical as theirs was, yet they could not forgive me, that I should waste my time and
possibly theirs in such irrelevancies—and yet, in my effort at expression was a sincerity beyond theirs, and quite
beyond what they sought, since it was without compromise, whereas the practical result they sought must
inevitably be a compromise. Thus I come to my conclusion, that the only sincerity in a practical world is that of
the artist. Hence the eternal dispute between them and the rulers of the world. If we speak at all, we must say what
we believe otherwise our tongue is palsied. For which reason, artists, in the world’s history, have, when they have
been wise, always kept themselves apart. Napoleon hated Literary men; he said they were merely manufacturers
of phrases.
A practical man—and to be practical was Napoleon’s genius—cannot afford to be sincere—cannot afford to
see facts in their reality: the fact for instance, that millions of men were being butchered in his wars, for a
phantom glory. The phrase maker can see this, and if the writer make good phrases, must see this—unless he is
willing to fall in his rank and become like journalists and the manufacturers of banal phrases circulating false
coin.
If therefore anyone were to ask me, what is the use of those dreamers, poets and artists, I can always reply—
that but for them sincerity would perish. Lately I have been reading Keats: he is so young that you can read all his
thoughts—he is so transparent—his purpose was against every discouragement to find the truth. Instead of
Dostoievsky’s angry mood, he has all the appealing ingenuousness of his youthfulness. Both sought truth because
of artistic needs and not from ethical or religious ideas. …
43
… Without imagination—and of the kind that creates—there is no love, whether it be love of a girl or love of a
country or love of one’s friend or even of children, and of our wives. Lawyers, mathematicians and practical
people, that is the minor sort, have logic and can destroy—and the energy of destruction brings with it its own
emotion, which is hatred.
The lawyers here in America directing affairs in Ireland—and all the followers of Parnell, who was a cold
logician and politician, are in their element, they are fed full with hatred, hatred of England, and probably have
among them a sprinkling of Bolshevists who hate everything and everybody. But love, there is none, for, poor
devils, the imagination which God perhaps gave them, is gone. They have been mutilated perhaps by the rusty
knife of some beastly kind of life—but it is gone and therefore they cannot love: all their vehemence is to destroy.
That is what makes them the kind of men of action they are—not loving Ireland they don’t mind if they destroy a
building like the Custom House, built though it was during those 20 years from 1780 to 1800, when Ireland had
her own government and held her own course. To every man in Dublin the Custom House was as one of the
natural features of the country, it was part and parcel of the “Old Home”. No one ever crossed that bridge who did
not lovingly look towards it! However it is the defeat of the men of destruction and violence. How the English
rascals must chuckle with triumph. The Irish heart is full of love, and it is wounded …\fn{ The building was rebuilt by
the Irish Republic after independence; it was further restored and the stonework cleaned by an Office of Public Works team in the 1980s }
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Creation out of love and its innate desire for restfulness, is a woeful business, bringing more tears than smiles;
yet it brings smiles—some smiles. And so, if there be a God, He created our woeful existence. And so Tolstoi and
Dostoievsky wrote their woeful novels, all out of love and its innate desire for its own particular restfulness.
The English novelists have never so worked, their purpose a moral deduction—Dickens, Thackeray, G. Eliot,
all of them—Meredith and Hardy—because of the strength and urgency of this puritan purpose they laboured and
made mighty works, knowing that the whole nation would back them and applaud. But theatrical audiences are
bent on amusement. There is something about the theatre, something inevitable when people come together in
holiday mood and in crowds, which makes deductive purpose and moral effort an irrelevancy and ridiculous. That
is why English writers approach the theatre shorn of half their strength—and that is why we, the mere Irish,
having escaped Puritanism, and so bent on making pleasure a serious concern, succeed where they fail and write
the plays. At the theatre moral purpose is a stranger and unwelcome, and love which cares nothing for moral
distinctions finds itself at home. There is a lot of love in Bernard Shaw, notwithstanding his long residence in
England, and his own conscientious efforts to strangle it, and that is the part of his plays which we like and which
we remember: unmoral love which is always whispering its doubts as to the ten Commandments, and as to rules
and laws generally, finding its way a potent dissolvent through every hindrance—its way to the lovable—where it
stops and refuses to be dislodged—and it can put up a strong defence and strike back, even though the people who
read the novels are against it. That is why I have a hope for the theatre and prefer it to every other form of
Literature. Love striking back can be as fierce as the moralists—in fact having few friends and its situation
desperate it will strike murderously—and be venomous and obscene—and forgetting all prudence, be more
anxious to find enemies than friends—and be in fact love in a temper and write like Ezra Pound and his friends,
very shocking to their well wishers, myself for instance, who am old and timid.
45
I have been an unconscionable burden to you and George\fn{ Mrs. W. B. Yeats} on your comparatively slender
resources and I do assure you that I have sleepless nights thinking of it. Yet from the moment that you invited my
burthening of you, I have given all my thoughts to the portrait of myself. So all my sleepless nights only ended in
my going on with the painting. When you see my magnum opus, I think you will forgive me. I mean it to be ahead
of any portraits Quinn may have and to know this will soothe my last moments. “Ripeness is all” …
46
When is your poetry at its best? I challenge all the critics if it is not when the wild spirit of your imagination is
wedded to concrete fact. Had you stayed with me and not left me for Lady Gregory, and her friends and
associations, you would have loved and adored concrete life for which as I know you have a real affection. What
would have resulted? Realistic and poetical plays—poetry in closest and most intimate union with the positive
realities and complexities of life. And that is the world that waits, so far in vain, its poet. I have always hoped and
do still hope that your wife may do for you what I would have done. Not ideas but the game of life should have
been your preoccupation, as it was Shakespeare’s and the old English writers’, notably the king-like Fielding. The
moment you touch however lightly on concrete fact, how alert you are! and how attentive we your readers
become! Whistler was a fine artist, but as a portrait painter a failure. His Carlyle is ridiculous, a mere
conventional coat of a prophet, the picture merely a good decorative arrangement. Every artist, poet and painter,
should have many visions—first the poem itself or the picture—and with Whistler this included the frame—and
then as part and parcel of that the vision of the man or woman or landscape. Da Vinci had his immortal vision of
that great lady with the smile. But Whistler was too arrogant or rather too insolent—and insolence I do not love, it
makes me think of the nobleman’s footman. So he had not the patience to become the student and lover of life
itself. Carlyle the man was to him nothing except an occasion for an artistic picture. In Shakespeare’s time that
kind of insolence was not known among the poets. France had not ennobled and decorated them, they were little
better than noblemen’s servants or servants to the public—so that there was nothing to prevent their making a
close study of life itself—and they had not despised their fellow creatures’ as did the Puritan and does the modern
English gentleman. For this kind of study you have by nature every natural qualification—your conversation
shows it. Never are you happier and never more felicitous in words than when in your conversation you describe
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life and comment on it. But when you write poetry you, as it were, put on your dress coat and shut yourself in and
forget what is vulgar to a man in a dress coat. Probably you will have a long life, in which will be many
revolutions and epochs. It is my belief that some day you will write a play of real life in which poetry will be the
inspiration as propaganda is of G. B. Shaw’s plays.
Am I talking wildly? Am I senile? I don’t think so, for I would have said the same any time these 20 or 30
years. The best thing in life is the game of life, and some day a poet will find this out. I hope you will be that poet.
It is easier to write poetry that is far away from life, but it is infinitely more exciting to write the poetry of life—
and it is what the whole world is crying out for as pants the hart for the water brook. I bet it is what your wife
wants—ask her. She will know what I mean and drive it home. I have great confidence in her. Does she lack the
courage to say it?
Had you stayed with me, we would have collaborated and York Powell would have helped. We should have
loved the opportunity of a poet among us to handle the concrete which is now left in the hands of the humorists
and the politicians.
My play which you did have and probably did not read, is a poetical play dealing with the concrete—though of
course not very profound, and very demoded, but it is the right sort.
47
Lately I have been reading a not very important book, Le Memorial d’une Famille, par Emil Sabatier.
It is to be read with much skipping—the art of reading is the art of skipping; but I liked it because it described
a side of French life which has always attracted me, when people lived sensitively watching for a happiness made
out of affection and of continual sympathy. It is how “nice” people lived in Ireland, long ago, notably my father’s
people. My mother’s family, of English extraction, worshipped force and so did the Pollexfens and all the English.
Force means courage and honesty.
In the 18th century, this kind of preference meant a frank and unbridled animalism, with cock fighting and bull
baiting and boxing and every kind of blasphemy. It meant Hogarth and Fielding, and solemn hilarious old
Johnson, and the portrait painters like Gainsborough who “loved” the women they painted, or honoured and
worshipped them like Reynolds.
How do we love nowdays? We worship truth. There is to be no more illusion, neither that of sentiment nor that
of romance—and liberation has become discipline. It is a world stripped bare of ornament, swept and garnished
like a monk’s cell—and oh so cold!—and after all is it so very bracing? It seems to me that we have nothing left
of that which made our old content, unless it be the pride of intellect. And so the poor poets and artists who do not
care much about that kind of vanity, are in dismay—and their courage is gone. How are they to get back their
courage?—Please tell me Mr. W. B. Yeats.
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… Life is curious. When I find myself constantly praising anyone and always thinking the nicest things about
anyone, it is nearly always because I am contending against a secret dislike within my own mind. On the contrary,
when I keep gathering facts and arguments industriously against a man, it is because that man attracts me. … We
are threatened with a set of opinions which would make the economical situation the basis of society. The
esthetical is the basis of society, for in the heart of man, woman and child love is more than logic, though it works
so obscurely. Christianity, feudalism, German militarism, patriotism are all of them esthetical. The word itself
comes from the Greek verb to perceive, and it is so, for love works by the direct method of intuition, and not as
logic does by inference. I love a lord, I love a fine horse, I love banners and trumpets, I love the figure on the
Cross, suffering for the sins of the world …
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I am reading those chapters by you in the Dial. I am grateful to you for what you say of Edwin Ellis and of
Nettleship. I know the subjects and besides, I have myself written about them, but so inadequately and so
wretchedly compared with your few sentences, and I think that the unfortunate phrase “enraged family” may be
thought to mean something different from what I thought. There never has been a moment in my life of meeting
you, even though it was by chance in the streets of Dublin, that it did not give me pleasure. As you will find out,
there is a feeling that of itself unbidden and of necessity always springs into actuality when a parent meets his
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offspring, a sort of animalism that defies control, for it is animal and primitive. I think that even in the married
state which is the theme of comedy and latterly of philosophical “high-faluting” contempt, there is the same
survival of animal feeling; at any rate, if they have lived together long enough for it to be generated …
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… It has amused me to read that when Robert Cecil, afterwards Lord Salisbury, was about to marry the Judge’s
widow and his father told him that if he made such a mis-alliance, he would have to undergo many privations, he
said that that could not matter to him, since he had never enjoyed anything, and at this time, he was twenty-five
years of age.
Years afterwards, when he and Bismarck met at a great Congress to decide the fate of Europe Bismarck said he
was a lath\fn{A thin strip of wood} painted to look like iron. Lord Salisbury was a man of low vitality, hence the
gravity of a lath painted to look like iron. You remember how grave under all circumstances was G. T. Pollexfen. I
bet that the gentle Shakespeare was not remarkable for his gravity, and I think that in his plays, he is maliciously
always on the watch for grave people as if he did not like them …
224.150 Excerpt from The Diary Of Francis Kilvert: April-June 1870\fn{by Robert Francis Kilvert (1840-1879)} The
Rectory, nr. Chippenham, Wiltshire, England, United Kingdom (M) 22
May Day, Sunday
… The wind blew wild in the night and rain lashed my west window. The morning broke dark and rainy but
soon brightened. A gleam of sunshine glittered across the village and on the dripping trees, then another shower
and a flat low rainbow, very broad and brilliant, arched over the dingle North West about 8 a.m. It faded and a few
minutes after formed again and spanned the dingle more brilliant than before. Two rainbows by 8 a.m. This looks
like showery weather.\fn{This text reproduces only the month of May, 1870:W}
“A rainbow in the morning is the shepherd’s warning.”
The day turned out a real April day. Morrell helped us at the Sunday School, but there were a good many
children absent. After school I went to the vicarage and found Mrs. Welby in the drawing room and Mr. Welby
came in from the dining room immediately afterwards. He is a pleasant-looking, pleasant-mannered man with
good features but with a light lackadaisical inconsequent unstable air. Mrs. Welby is apparently older, also
pleasant but a little prim, staid and stiff.
Going out to church we met the Crichtons at the door and they took Mrs. Welby to sit in their seat. Mr. Welby
is rather given to light clerical slang and playfully alludes to his gown as his “black” which he did not much
approve of preaching in. He brought his own robes to church in a bundle and wore a cassock in which I should
think he must have been uncommonly cold sitting in the chancel. I read the prayers and those two splendid
Balaam chapters. Mr. Welby preached on the character of Balaam—“Let me die the death of the righteous &c.”—
a short good striking sermon, but his voice has a peculiar faculty for stirring up every echo in the church to make
it indistinct and defeat itself. I should think scarcely anyone heard the Communion Service, and I fear very few
heard all the sermon.
After church went to luncheon with the Welbys. The Crichtons were there. Mr. Welby thought Mr. Venables
had left some wine out for him and solemnly decanted a bottle. It seemed a curious colour and he could not quite
make it out. So he asked me what wine I thought it was. It was a curious red-coloured liquid when seen in the
decanter and I said I thought it was cider, which proved to be the case. The cider was then helped round in wine
glasses and altogether the scene was too rich. Mary, the housemaid, preserved her countenance admirably and
looked as grave as a judge, but she must have been secretly and silently splitting. It is not quite the thing she has
been used to. The Welbys dine at one and I was obliged to hurry away at two to get to Bettws by three.
The day had improved and become lovely. There was a warm sun, fresh breeze and flying showers, all the
primroses sparkling out in the bank fresher than ever, and the bluebells are beginning to peep through the brakes
on the wild rough banks. The fern has come. The rain has brightened the foliage into fresh brilliance and now we
have every variety of living green, the warm golden green-brown of the oaks and the brighter lighter tints of the
horse-chestnut, larch and wych\fn{ A type of Eurasian elm:W} blossom. There is a glorious blossom on the wyches
this year.
As I passed by the chapel barn I heard children’s voices laughing inside and tapped at the door. Upon this there
was a silence within and whispering and someone called out
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“Hollo.” Then the chapel bell began to ring, the wheel creaking and crying out for oil, till it could be heard
nearly as far as the bell itself. I don’t know how they knew I was coming, for not a soul appeared round the corner
of the chapel to look. Pretty Mrs. Vaughan came with her little boy who as usual went to sleep in her lap and made
a pretty picture. I am sorry to hear they have had some losses: two pigs worth £4 died, and a colt that was bought
at the Upper Bettws sale for £22.
Coming out of chapel I fell in with old Gwillim of Tynessa hobbling with his stick, 84 years old. He told me he
remembered digging ten sheep and lambs out of a snowdrift at Upper Cwmgwanon on May Day 70 years ago.
Went into Chapel Farm. Mary Jane Evans of the school on a visit there. The children were swinging in the barn
by turns—the baby sitting on the lap of each and holding on by herself, Eliza swinging while Mary Jones pulled
the rope and vice versa—the baby getting the best of it, for she always had a swing, whoever was in the seat.
Lucretia standing with me at the barn door, pale and quiet, not half well yet. Old Scott the sheep dog prowled into
the kitchen, opened the back door himself with his paw and went out. Gathered cowslips coming home.
This rain has made a wonderful difference in things and these Indian travellers of ours will after all find the
“Glas Ynys” as green as it should be. Beautiful wild lights and shades dappling the mountain. Now and then an
intense brilliant gleam showed every watercourse and furrow and it seemed as if one could almost see the blades
of grass.
Mrs. Dyke of Cabalva and Annie came to Mrs. Chaloner’s to tea after church, and Mr. Benson with the R.
Chaloners was in church this morning. I went in to see him this evening to ask after my pretty little friend and
favourite Flora. I wish he had brought her with him. She was a darling child and I hear is much improved, a highspirited girl and a great romp. Mr. Wannop, Mrs. Chaloner’s new lodger, asked her if she thought I would come in
and sit with him. She discreetly replied in the negative saying that I did not like smoke.
Monday, 2 May
A bright cold morning and while the sun was yet low, the shadow of one of the five poplars fell across part of
the spire of another, deepening and richening the green. Rose and breakfasted early and got two hours work at
“The Pilgrimage” before school at ten. Pussy at school again after some absence. She and Gipsy Lizzie are in the
same class, and there is a fine striking contrast between the fair-haired child with her shy quick blue eyes and the
dark wild bright eyes of the brown girl.
At 11.15 I went to Cae Mawr and Mrs. Morrell was making lovely wreaths of pansy and narcissus for Wye
Cliff, where the Crichtons have a children’s Maypole party today. Morrell and I started to walk to Craig-pwll-du
at 11.30 and got there at 1.30. On the Beacons we flushed a brace of grouse. A splendid day for walking, the
ground dry and the air cool. There were a few flakes of snow as we went. We crossed the brook by jumping from
stone to stone, and had lunch among the rocks on the Llandeilo bank by the waterside.
After lunch we clambered along the bank and shelves of rock till we were in sight of the fall which Morrell
had never seen before, and admired much. The brook was low, but the fall as usual was exceedingly beautiful—
not so grand however and terrible as I have seen it, filling the black deep cavernous chasm with an awful roar and
thunder of waters. The sun broke out gloriously and struck upon the great cliffs and the gleaming white stems of
the silver birches which fringed their tops, and glittered on the rushing brook as it flashed past among the rocks at
our feet, as we sat at lunch listening to the low thunder of the fall within the black chasm. Then we crossed the
brook again and scrambled along under the rocks down the Llanstephan side looking for ferns. The rocks were
draped with the [Cystopteris] Fragilis Fern, and I got some English maidenhair and some stonecrop, but we could
not find any oakfern. Probably it is not up yet. So we scrambled and wound our way up among the hazel woods
independently and as I emerged on the bald crown of the turf-covered, round-topped cliff where the robber giants
bold used to stand, I heard a call above me and Morrell was standing on the top of the pass where the downward
zigzag begins. The grass being so dry was excessively slippery and it was hard to keep the footing climbing up
and down.
While climbing up through the wood I thought I saw the “Fairies’ Oven” in the rocks on the opposite cliff. As
we lay on the turf resting before making the last pull up the rest of the bank, Penshaplwyd was opposite across the
brook in Llandeilo, and there was the three-cornered field where the boy was at work when he heard the fairy
lamenting over the broken “peel”, and where the fairy, grateful to him for having got the “peel” mended, used to
lay out every day at noon for the ploughmen a white cloth, bread and cheese and silver knives.
I had an idea of going over to Penshaplwyd Farm today to see Daniel Bowen, Maria Lake’s old friend, and
getting him to point out the “Fairies’ Oven” and the “Fairies’ Garden” which I have never been able to identify,
and the other fairy haunts. Over the woods of the narrow ravine deep below, a kestrel was hovering, the kestrel
herself being far beneath us; three rock doves sat in a row close together in a tree and jackdaws were flying from
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tree to tree and fluttering about the cliffs. As we came home a wood pigeon suddenly dashed out of an old hollow
pollard by the wayside, frightened at our approach, and Morrell climbed the tree and found in a hole one young
bird and one egg just hatching and already chipped.
We brought back the luncheon basket full of ferns and planted them in pots when we got home, after which I
went home to dress for dinner at Cae Mawr. In Mrs. Chaloner’s garden were Mr. Benson, Miss Chaloner and
Annie Dyke, who was helping Mr. Benson to make a garden seat for Miss Chaloner. Annie was lamenting for
Flora’s absence and longing to have her here. What a dear warm-hearted child she is, and she looked so pretty this
evening in her gray cloak and little black straw hat and scarlet feather upon her soft brown curls. What a sad
contrast between the pure delicate fresh young face, unshadowed as yet by a single cloud of sorrow and
untouched by a line of care or pain, and the one beside, worn sharp and thin and writhen with suffering.
“Don’t you wish Flora was here Annie?” I said stroking her soft curls.
“Yes I do,' she said earnestly and warmly, and I think there were tears in her clear deep beautiful gray eyes.
Tuesday, 3 May
On coming out of school I found Pussy with her shy sweet blue eyes waiting in the porch for a caress and a
hand to be laid on her sunny head. Bless your bright eyes and sweet face my own little darling.
Started at noon to walk to Newchurch. Went by Whitty’s Mill. Stopped on the steep hill above the mill to enjoy
the sight of the peaceful little hamlet, and the chink of the forge at Pentwyn sounded sweet clear and busy across
the dingle. I turned up by the old deserted kiln house, empty now, silent, desolate with its high steep brown tiled
roof and white dirty walls. This old field path is quite new to me. I have never travelled it before. Just above the
kiln I saw and gathered the first red campion. Luxuriantly large cowslips grew on the bank and marsh buttercups
in the ditch.
It is a strange country between the kiln and Whitehall. The trees look wild and weird and a yew was stifling an
oak. The meadow below Whitehall looked sad and strange, wild grown with bramble bushes, thoms, fern and
gorse. Poor Whitehall, sad, silent and lonely with its great black yew in the hedge of the tangled waste grassgrown garden and its cold chimney still ivy-clustered.
I walked round and looked in at the broken unframed windows and pushed open a door which swung slowly
and wearily together again. On another door, at the house end, were carved two figures of ploughs. A dry old
mixen withered before and close to the front entrance.
Here were held the Quarterly Dances. What fun! What merry makings, the young people coming in couples
and parties from the country round to dance in the long room. What laughing, flirting, joking and kissing behind
the door or in the dark garden amongst the young folks, while the elders sat round the room with pipe and mug of
beer or cider from the Black Ox of Coldbrook hard by. Now how is all changed, song and dance still, mirth fled
away, only the wind sighing through the broken roof and crazy doors, the quick feet, busy hands, saucy eyes,
strong limbs all mouldered into dust, the laughing voices silent. There was a deathlike stillness about the place,
except that I fancied once I heard a small voice singing—perhaps it was a fairy—and a bee was humming among
the ivy green, the only bit of life about the place.
From the old long low brown cottage of Whitehall with its broken roof with a chimney at each gable end, I
went up the lane to Pant-y-ci, speculating upon the probable site of the Coldbrook and the Black Ox, which was
the house of call on Clyro Hill for the drovers of the great herds of black cattle from Shire Carmarthen and
Cardigan on their way down into England. I thought I saw the place where the house probably stood.
No one was at home at Pant-y-ci so I stuck a cowslip in the latch hole by way of leaving a card and went on to
Crowther’s Pool. The old crone Mrs. Williams was sitting in the huge old chimney, “very simple” she said. Then
the fine upright old man of eighty-eight came to the door, and when I went out I saw Charles and his niece Selina
coming along the lane lovingly hand in hand, and their dog ran before them and came fawning fondly on me. I
promised Charles to do my best to get him an order as out-patient for Brecon Infirmary from Tom Williams of
Llowes. Selina looked very pretty with her rosy cheeks and low broad white beautiful forehead, under her sun
bonnet. She will be a striking-looking girl some day.
Next I went to Cwm Ithel and as I stood at the door another Selina, Selina Evans, a fine bonny girl of eleven
came hurrying across the field with a pail of water from the spring, changing hands incessantly for the pail was
heavy, and slopping the water into her shoes at every stride. When she opened the door and let me into the house,
I thought for a moment that I saw a ghost sitting by the fire, shrouded in grave clothes—but it was Mrs. Evans’s
sister. Selina nearly set herself on fire in putting the kettle on the fire and then read to me out of the Basket of
Flowers, a prize from her Sunday School at Bryngwyn.
I went next to Saffron Hill, and deaf Mrs. Watkins had got a ear trumpet which enables her to hear much better
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than she had done for many years. They told me of the happy death of their married daughter in Clifford and were
deeply affected by the remembrance of her. The eldest child at home, a black-eyed girl with fresh colour and
strongly marked features, repeated an appropriate hymn in a loud stem voice at her mother’s instigation. They had
a sharp snowstorm here this morning. When across the boundary brook and in Newchurch parish, I turned back to
look and sunny lights were travelling along the north side of Clyro Hill.
By Tynycwm meadows to Newchurch village, and in turning in at the old vicarage garden door I heard the
hum of the little school. The door under the latticed porch was open, and as I went in a pretty dark girl was
coming out of an inner door, but seeing me she retreated hastily and I heard an excited buzzing of voices within
the schoolroom and eager whispers among the children,
“Here’s Mr. Kilvert. It’s Mr. Kilvert.”
Not finding the good parson in his study, I went into the schoolroom and fluttered the dove cot not a little. The
curate and his eldest daughter were away and pretty Emmeline in a russet-brown stuff dress and her long fair
curls, was keeping school gravely with an austere look on her severe beautiful face, and hearing little Polly
Greenway read. Janet and Matilda, dressed just alike in black silk skirts, scarlet bodices and white pinafores and
blue ribbons in their glossy bonny dark brown curls, were sitting on a form at a long desk with the other children
working at sums. Janet was doing simple division and said she had done five sums, whereupon I kissed her and
she was nothing loth. Moreover I offered to give her a kiss for every sum, at which she laughed. As I stood by the
window making notes of things in general in my pocket book, Janet kept on interrupting her work to glance round
at me shyly but saucily with her mischievous beautiful gray eyes. Shall I confess that I travelled ten miles today
over the hills for a kiss, to kiss that child’s sweet face? Ten miles for a kiss.
The parson had been called away to receive strangers. After showing them the church he had taken them up to
the house to tea. And when 4 o’clock came and Emmeline gravely broke up the school I walked up to Gilfach-yrheol with Janet and Arthur, while Emmeline and Matilda came after us presently. We went down the lane and
across the swift flowing little brook, the Milw, by the old footbridge plank and handrail and up the steep bank
through the trees over a recognized shard. Janet and Arthur became communicative and told me how a fox had
visited them one night, and how they had now fifteen gulls, six with one goose and nine with another.
We were soon spied from the house and Sarah Vaughan stood in the door to welcome us with her pretty fair
face, beautiful white brow and luxuriant clustering dark brown curls. I do think the way the Vaughan girls wear
their short curling hair is the most natural and prettiest in the world. Oh! if fashionable young ladies could but see
and perceive and understand and know what utterly ludicrous guys they make of themselves, with the towers and
spires and horns and clubs that they build and torture their hair up into. But slaves to fashion must its gods adore.
At high tea with Mr. and Mrs. Vaughan and Sarah were seated Llewellyn Lloyd, the curate of Llowes, and Mr.
Beavan of Bryn-yr-hydd. I told them to their great astonishment that I had been keeping school for the last hour
and we had a very merry party. I ate a plateful of bread and butter, and when the two gentlemen mounted their
ponies I volunteered to show them the road to Bettws, though I did not know it in the least and had never travelled
that way. But that did not matter in the least and as fortune favours the brave, happily we took the right turn. In
parts the lane was steep, broken and pretty, leading through wild brakes of birch silver and gorse in bloom. Then
over a waste high sheep walk, till we caught the white glint of the chapel on the green hill at Bettws and Llwyn
Gwillim house nestling warm and gray among its groves. I turned into the little farmhouse of Cae Higgin by the
roadside as we passed and sat a few minutes with Mrs. Watkins while my companions went slowly on, and at the
fork of the roads at the dingle I found them asking their way of a labourer. We turned up the steep pitch by the
chapel dingle under the great yew and over the dry brook bed, and went into the chapel field to the brow of the
hill by the chapel looking down upon the valley of the Wye, with the river winding through it with many curves
like the silver snake. And when we came to Ty Dulas, my fellow pilgrims would not alight but drank a stirrup cup
and went their way.
Wednesday, 4 May
Last night I heard a bull roaming and roaring about in the Bridge End, grumbling and muttering deep low
thunder. The crescent moon sparkled through a poplar and between the twin poplar spires hung the twin stars. I
rose early, wrote, and loitered down the sunny lane before breakfast. A lovely morning and I heard the first turtle
dove trilling. The voice of the turtle is heard in our land. I was standing on the bridge plank over the waste water
looking at the black and white ducks and a fine drake preening themselves and splashing about in the mill pond,
when Price of the Swan came down the lane.
“So,” he said smiling, “you are sunning yourself this morning.”
Then he told me that Phillips of Penllan had ploughed up three fields of wheat on account of the drought. It
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was a very serious time for the farmers. Everything a month behind hand, stock and all. No grass. No wheat. We
were standing talking where the waste water crosses the road and Price said suddenly pointing,
“Look there.”
There was a small animal running about the stones by the brook side in the sun, whirling round in circles and
behaving very strangely. Price pronounced it to be a small kind of weasel catching flies. I said I thought it was a
mouse, and it proved to be a shrew. Price called it “a hardy straw”. It was whirling and whisking round swiftly
among the stones in little circles, sometimes almost on its side, showing its white belly, tumbling about, darting to
and fro rapidly and conducting itself in the most earnest but ludicrous manner. It was so absorbed in catching flies
or whatever it was about, that it did not see us or care about us, though we threw stones at it, and allowed us to
come quite near and turn it over with a stick and push it into the water. It squeaked but did not run away and I
took it up. It clung on to Price’s stick, dropped on to the ground, then vanished into a hole in the bank.
Heard from Dora of the safe arrival of the Indians at Langley on Monday. It was a happy meeting. Emmie is
brown but scarcely at all changed. Sam looking well and Katie handsome. They have brought an ayah, who is
domiciled upstairs with the baby. Long expected, come at last. Thank God. They had a fine day to welcome them
back to Langley.
A kind note from Miss Dew. She likes the verses on “Honest Work”, and the Whitney schoolchildren are going
to learn them. Two of the schoolgirls also are copying out for me some of the poems which I admired when I
heard them recited during the sewing at Whitney school last Wednesday. I have looked out for Miss Dew a book
from amongst those which Mrs. Grant gave me, Newton’s Cardiphonia, that she may have remembrance of Mrs.
Grant.
I went to the vicarage to see Mr. Welby. I saw Mrs. Welby, but he was not at home. However, he called upon
me in the course of the morning and I asked him to give me a decided answer about his plans. He said he could
not stay for Sunday May 29. So I wrote to Mr. Vaughan to take the Bettws duty for Mr. Venables on that Sunday.
Went to Wern Vawr and a green-eyed girl came to the door and told me that Hannah was gone out and Mrs. Jones
was at the Oaks. Followed Mrs. Jones thither and found she had taken Mrs. Williams some tea. What a good
neighbour and good Samaritan she is! When she had gathered in the drying clothes off the garden hedge as
carefully as if they had been her own, she came back to Wern Vawr with me and Hannah had just returned from
Wernwg. I lent Hannah a book, and brought away a sun-green from off the great flat porchstone over the door of
the Oaks. They are good for making ointment.
The brook and Painscastle mill pond glancing like silver. A beautiful sunny afternoon and the cuckoo calling
everywhere. Perhaps the cuckoo is the angel of the spring to remind us of the Resurrection.
Met Mrs. Cooper in the churchyard and she told me Cooper is very ill with stoppage.
May 5, Thursday
After school went to see Cooper. Found him better but still in considerable pain. A very satisfactory visit. At
12.30 went to the Savings Bank. Pope was in possession having mistaken the day. So I took his place. But by
some accident, the books had not been returned from Brecon so no business could be done, and a young man who
wanted to sail for America next Monday could not get his money out. A farmer wanted to draw out £100 without
giving notice and was not allowed. Mrs. Bevan said the books had never been missing before since she had been
in Hay. The young aspiring emigrant was obliged to delay the parting with his native land for another fortnight
and truth to tell, it seemed to make uncommonly little difference to him, for he had not even taken any steps to
secure his passage. He said naïvely enough that though he would like to go on Monday next because some old
companions were sailing in that ship, he believed it would be better for him to wait for the next vessel and go
alone, because he knew some of these old comrades were very hard up and would be always borrowing of him.
He was a nice honest-looking fellow, though he gave a strange recommendation of himself, saying that for some
months he had been strolling about the hills. For a long time we did not know what to do, but at last we decided
that the young man should come again for his money on May 17, the first Hay Fair day, by which time the books
would be returned.
Mrs. Bevan, who quite spoils me, had kept hot for me a very nice luncheon of fried liver and pancake. Then
drove up Mrs. Morrell bringing Mrs. Crichton and the two eldest children from Cae Mawr. I played croquet with
all the Bevan girls and Mademoiselle after first going into the schoolroom where they were all in a high state of
repetition. A picture of Paul leaned against the wall on the top of the bookcase, drawn nicely by Mademoiselle.
The face being fair, young and girlish, I took the picture to represent Virginia, taking Paul’s white shirt for a girl’s
white jacket. Mademoiselle made some remark about the tale, and I thought she meant the tail of the shirt which
elicited great laughter and much hiding of faces. Mr. Dew came in and Dewing, and we all left off croquet and
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went in to tea.
Coming home I met Jim Rogers riding hard for the veterinary surgeon, Rutter, on Price’s old bay mare. He
stopped and told me the gray mare had been taken suddenly ill. I hurried on and found Morrell, Price and Richard
Williams in the stable looking at the gray mare in the large loose box. She had got stomach staggers, had fallen
down suddenly and hurt her head. She looked giddy, sleepy, dull, and likely to tumble down without notice. She
was stumbling and staggering about and very dangerous to approach as she was at any moment liable to fall
prostrate upon people near her.
She looked to me as if she had not had enough exercise, had overeaten herself and wanted bleeding. The vet
arrived in half an hour after he was sent for, and bled the mare cleverly. Then injections were used and her head
was blistered. Also she had a drench.
I went away a quarter before midnight and about midnight Rutter rode from Hay again and stayed all night
with the mare, Price and the three men sitting up with him. Just before I went away to bed they were rubbing the
blistering liniment into her head, and thinking she was better and the staggering fits quite over, when suddenly
down she went on her side, stumbled up again and again fell, rolling over on her back with her heels in the air,
scattering us all right and left but no one was hurt. Price was most active, useful and indefatigable. He is a capital
real good neighbour in any emergency or time of trouble.
Poor old gray Gipsy! I believe now I come to think of it that I remember her having a fit or staggers once
before, some three or four years ago. Rutter thought she might have eaten some sawdust that was in the loose box,
or that she had caught a chill from lying on damp sawdust. About three quarts or a gallon of blood was taken from
her and the bleeding seemed to relieve her, probably saved her life. They had a good fire in the saddle room and
were very comfortable.
May 6, Friday
The mare seemed about the same this morning, perhaps a trifle better, and her cheeks and jaws terribly swollen
from the blisters. Went to see Cooper and found him a good deal better and just come in from a slow easy walk
round the garden. A letter from Mr. Venables urging me to put off my visit to Langley for a week, that I may meet
Perch there. So I had to set off for Newchurch again, my second visit there this week. Visited Marianne Price on
the Pitch on the way.
In the dingle gardens between the Dulas and Clyro churchyard, I saw the first rose-coloured and peach-tinted
apple blooms. Oh, the orchards, the orchards! Sat on the stile a field above the tall trees and the ruined cottage to
hear the country sounds, the noises about the farms: dogs barking, cattle lowing, birds singing, children’s voices,
and the cuckoo calling over all.
Beyond Tynessa I saw the figure of a woman dark against the sky, walking over the Vicar’s Hill among the
gorse tufts and dead rusty fern. It proved to be Mrs. Prothero of Pant-y-ci. She came down into the road which she
was going to cross to get to her own house, when I came up. She had a huge root and plant of primroses in her
hand, covered with fine blossoms with which she was going to adorn her house. Whilst I was talking to her, old
Mrs. Gwillim of Tynessa, whom I had seen as I passed fumbling about her garden, deaf and newly blind, came
maundering along the road to the spring with a pitcher. I spoke to her but could not make her hear a single word,
and all I could get out of her was that she had a great many diseases.
Further on, some boys sitting under the wall were minding half a dozen red and white cattle belonging to Cwm
Ithel which were grazing along the road sides. To amuse themselves and pass the time the boys had been making
“a play house”, that is, a ground plan of a house with flat stones laid singly on the green turf. Within this plan of a
house the boys sat grinning with great content. A hundred yards further on three girls were sitting on the turf
under the wall, minding the same cattle and keeping them from straying the other way. One of the girls was my
little friend Selina Evans of Cwm Ithel, another was Hannah Parton of Newgate and the third Polly Davies of
Tymawr. The girls also were sitting happily in their “play house” within which they had made a table of stones.
They laughed when I asked them what they would give me to eat from their table, and I tried hard to persuade
them, and half succeeded, that if they put some “cuckoo’s bread and cheese” on the table and hid behind the wall,
they might possibly see the cuckoo come and eat his bread and cheese.
Selina Evans remembered Maria Lake and spoke very kindly and feelingly about her, telling me how often
Maria had tried to coax her (Selina’s) drunken father away home from the public house when he was getting tipsy.
I am sorry to see they have cut down the fir that grew by Tynessa and the bent larch that used to bow over the
house. Since Maria’s death that larch has always seemed to me to be mourning for her.
I took to Crowther’s Pool an order for Charles Williams of Crowther to be an out-patient at Brecon Infirmary,
which I got from Tom Williams of Llowes for him. The old woman was at home alone but pretty little Selina
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came up to the door as I went away.
By the Caeau the gold bushes of gorse were creeping down and clothing the old worked-out deserted quarry
sides. People had been attempting to burn the gorse trees but had only succeeded in burning the underbrush and
charring the long straggling stems of the old gorse trees which still stood up black and naked, crowned with dry
withered tufts which the fire had not reached. The fire had, however, had the effect of blackening with scorch and
smoke the beautiful silvery bark of some of the lovely birches which form a row down the lane, dividing it from
the gorsy field. On one favourite and beautiful silver birch I was almost tempted to carve my name.
When I got out on to the open of the Little Mountain the lapwings were wheeling about the hill by scores,
hurtling and rustling with their wings, squirling and wailing, tumbling and lurching on every side, very much
disturbed, anxious and jealous about their nests. As I entered the fold of Gilfach-yr-heol, Janet issued from the
house door and rushed across the yard, and turning the corner of the wain house I found the two younger ladies
assisting at the castration of the lambs, catching and holding the poor little beasts and standing by whilst the
operation was performed, seeming to enjoy the spectacle. It was the first time I had seen clergymen’s daughters
helping to castrate lambs or witnessing that operation and it rather gave me a turn of disgust at first. But I made
allowance for them and considered in how rough a way the poor children have been brought up so that they
thought no harm of it, and I forgave them. I am glad however that Emmeline was not present, and Sarah was of
course out of the way. Matilda was struggling in a pen with a large stout white lamb, and when she had mastered
him and got him well between her legs and knees, I ventured to ask where her father was. She signified by a nod
and a word that he was advancing behind me, and turning, I saw him crossing the yard with his usual outstretched
hand and cordial welcome. I don’t think the elder members of the family quite expected that the young ladies
would be caught by a morning caller castrating lambs, and probably they would have selected some other
occupation for them had they foreseen the coming of a guest. However they carried it off uncommonly well. We
went indoors and settled about the Sunday and Bettws chapel where the good parson is to attend on May 22 nd and
until further notice. Then we had tea. Sarah laid the cloth as usual and she and Emmeline as usual sat opposite me,
both looking very pretty, Sarah in her blue shirt and Emmeline in her russet-brown dress.
After tea Sarah and Emmeline were to take to Blaencerde some medicine for a sick parishioner which the good
curate had concocted, and he walked with them as far as the village. Emmeline looked very bewitching in her
little black hat perched on the top of her fair long curls. We parted at the door and Janet and Matilda, having
finished their labours with the lambs, were sitting on a trunk of a tree in the fold, but came to say “Goodbye”.
Certainly these are and will be four as fine handsome girls as we would see in a family in a day’s march.
Near a copse between the Caeau and Crowther’s Pool, I stopped to listen to a cuckoo. He was so near that his
strong deep liquid voice shook the whole air. I never heard a cuckoo so close before.
Found the mare no better. Price went to bed and I agreed to stay up all night with Richard Williams, Jim
Rogers and William Morgan, the boy. Rutter came in the night about eleven. Then Price went home and we began
our watch, with a good fire in the saddle room.
Saturday, 7 May
We were pretty busy all night, blistering the mare’s sides, over the lungs, clystering and drenching. When we
were at leisure between whiles we sat round the saddle room fire talking and Richard smoking. I told them the old
catch saying about the great solitary stones about the country, like those at Cross Foot and in Llowes Churchyard,
going down to drink at the Wye early in the morning as soon as they hear the cock crow—the fact being that as
stones are deaf and never do hear the cock crow, they never do go down to tIle Wye to drink. This amused the
men very much and they laughed a great deal.
At 2 a.m. it became needful to make some gruel in which to give the mare a powder from a packet which
Rogers had ridden into Hay to get, earlier in the evening. Now we had no oatmeal and no saucepan in the saddle
room and we knew that everyone in the house and village was gone to bed. I volunteered to go down to Mrs.
Chaloner’s where I knew the door at least would be open, and forage for a saucepan and some oatmeal. As
William Morgan and I were just setting out on our foraging expedition, from the stable door we saw the glare of a
bull’s eye lantern coming in at the gates.
“Who goes there?” and it was the policeman who, learning our difficulty, volunteered to go to the shop, knock
Miss Morgan up and get some oatmeal from her. Morgan and I meanwhile went down to Ty Dulas and while he
waited in the passage, I went downstairs and hunted about kitchen and scullery and rummaged cupboards for a
long time unsuccessfully. At last I found a saucepan standing on a bench and sent Morgan running up with it at
once, whilst I stayed a minute to get a biscuit and a glass of wine, for I was getting hungry and tired. Then I ran up
to the stables again and found that the policeman had been also successful in getting some oatmeal, and now
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having returned from Glasbury was about to retire to bed with a fearful cold.
At 3 a.m. we began to see the dawn through the stable window and Richard who had been out in the stable
yard came in saying,
“The cuckoos be at their work again.”
I went out. It was not cold but a fresh morning, cloudless, and there was a broad suspicion of light in the east. I
listened for some time. Then I heard a cuckoo near Peter’s Pool, then another near Cilblythe. They had only just
begun singing. It was just cock crowing, and the cocks joined in. The cuckoos began to call thicker and faster, and
now and then might be heard from the woods the hooting of the owls. Presently the cocks ceased for a while; then
the owls gradually stopped altogether and the cuckoos had it all their own way.
At 3.15 the birds woke and burst into song, full chorus almost simultaneously. I never heard birds sing like that
before. I did not know they could sing so. No one who has not heard the first marvellous rush of song when the
birds awake and begin to sing on a fine warm May morning can have any conception what it is like, or how birds
can sing. No idea can be formed from the singing of birds in the day time of what they can do in the early spring
morning. It was wonderful, ravishing, passing anything that I could have imagined. Round Cae Mawr and in the
great pear orchard behind the school, the whole air was in a chorus of song and the air shook thick with rapture
and melody. The air was so full of sound that there was scarcely room for another bird to get a note in. From
every tree and bush the music poured and swelled and every bird was singing his loudest and sweetest. The
morning air was crowded with singing, and the matins, lauds and prime went up altogether like a cloud of
melodious incense. Morning hymns sung in full choir. Truly, the time of the singing of birds is come.
So it was very curious to see and hear the night shading into morning and the birds of dark and light
recognizing the limits of their domain. The cocks at midnight; then the cocks becoming silent. The owls keeping
up the cry of the night like watchmen. The cocks again at dawn cock crowing. The cocks ceasing again. The owls
gradually becoming silent and giving way to the cuckoos who took up the watch, relieved guard and introduced
the morning, heralding the dawn. Then the cuckoos suddenly drowned in the full burst of melody when their
cuckooing had awaked the singing birds. For the cuckoos seemed to be tolling the chapel bell and calling all the
other birds to their orisons. The owls mourned for the departing night.
The cuckoos and the singing birds rejoiced in the morning. Thus God never leaves Himself without witness
and some bird always keeps vigil and praises Him. I went for a walk by the pear orchard along the road as far as
the mouth of the Old Forest lane, an ivy arch. The light broadened in the east, and I had the morning all to myself
with the birds.
Before sunrise Richard remarked cunningly that he supposed the great stones would now be just about moving
down to the Wye to drink. And someone else remarked that if one were to meet the great stone of Llowes
churchyard on its way to the river it might tread very heavily on one’s toes. About sunrise I went home through
the bright sleeping still village and not thinking it worthwhile to go to bed, had a cold bath and then dressed and
went up to the stable again. The mare was no worse and I think a little better. I felt very sleepy all the morning and
kept on falling asleep whilst writing this journal and writing ridiculous words. Wrote to Mrs. Baskerville and
accepted an invitation to luncheon on Tuesday. Then went to sleep a while in my armchair.
At 7 a.m. went to the stable again and met Partridge there. He said he had reason to believe that Rutter was an
ignorant incapable quack and advised me strongly to telegraph for Mr. Fleetwood, the veterulary surgeon from
Hereford, instantly. He said he had called on me yesterday to urge this step upon me and declared that if I had not
been here, he should certainly have done it on his own responsibility.
I hesitated for some time, hardly knowing how to act, as I feared Fleetwood’s fee might be high. But at last I
consented to take the responsibility and risk Mr. Venables’s disapproval, and I walked in to the station
immediately and telegraphed for Fleetwood before 8 a.m. It was very hot and dusty and coming back I met
Lucretia Williams with fresh rosy morning face at the crossroads. Fleetwood came by the 1.16 train and only
stayed three or four minutes so I did not see him and came to the stable just as he was gone. He came with Rutter,
for whom I had left a note at the stable lest I should not see him.
Rutter took very well and sensibly my telegraphing for Fleetwood. I should like to have told him I was going
to do so, but I had not an opportunity, for when he was at the stables last night I had not the remotest intention of
sending for anyone else. Fleetwood seems to confirm Rutter’s opinion and treatment. Rutter came again in the
afternoon and the mare seemed better and was taken out for a walk up and down the road in front of the vicarage
in the sun.
I idled about all day rather tired. Read The Pilgrimage to Miss Chaloner, who liked it. Went to see Cooper
whom I found in the garden not quite so well as yesterday. It was burning hot in the garden and Apperley came in
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with his bag—going his monthly rounds, paying the men’s wages. I think monthly wages are bad. The system
encourages the men to go on tick between whiles and to go to the public house on pay day with a lot of money in
their pockets.
Called on my firm friend Mrs. Brewer who is staunch to us and does not run after Mr. Welby like most people.
Mr. Welby returned to Clyro vicarage at 10 p.m. today without Mrs. Welby.
Sunday, 8 May
The mare was worse in the night and had to be bled afresh. She was wrapped all night in blankets soaked in
very hot water clapped next her skin and covered with heavy clothing so as to steam her. She still suffers from
inflammation of the lungs. I keep Mr. Venables informed of her state by daily bulletins. I had a very kind letter
from him this morning saying he was sure everything right was being done for her.
I went to Hay this morning and took the Union duty and full service in Church with the Offertory and a
Churching afterwards. Cyrus Morgan played the organ to the tune of See the Conquering Hero Comes in honour
of Mr. Pritchard’s return from the wedding with his lovely bride, once Nelly Broad. Just as the organ struck up, I
appeared in full canonicals marching down the church from the vestry to the reading desk. See the Conquering
Hero Comes thundered the organ and Mary Bevan nearly expired with inextinguishable laughter.
Mrs. Bevan is in great trouble about Willy fearing he has failed in his entrance exam for Rugby.
A hasty luncheon at the castle and then away at full speed for Bettws, getting there only a few minutes late.
Back again to Clyro, changed my dress and started for Hay again immediately. Reached the Castle at 5.40, found
them all at tea with Pope. Got a cup of tea and then set out for Church with a large party. Met Mr. Welby in the
churchyard with the Crichtons. Went into the vestry with him and Pope. Pope read prayers in a loud good voice,
very powerful. Mr. Welby preached a very striking sermon from the Gospel for the day, “A little while and ye
shall not see me, and again a little while and ye shall see me.” He said that during the forty days between the
Resurrection and Ascension, our Lord was gradually training His disciples to do without Him and teaching them
to walk by faith and not by sight. So for a while, every now and then, “the impalpable air” gave Him up and they
saw Him suddenly standing at their side, that they might know that when the time came when they should no
longer see Him at all, He was always by them just the same, but no longer choosing to reveal himself There were
many other striking thoughts in the sermon.
Handsome dignified Colonel Wallace and Miss Cox from Pen y Maes were in Church again. The Crichtons sat
with the Beavans and I sat in Mr. Page’s seat. I was rather surprised to see Mr. and Mrs. Morrell and the two
eldest children in Mr. Allen’s seat. What a pleasure it is to go to Church privately as one of the congregation, with
the multitude that keep holy day,
O sweeter than the marriage feast,
Tis sweeter far to me,
To walk together to the Kirk
With a goodly company.

After Church we walked together, a goodly company of twelve, to Hay Bridge gate and there parted, the
Bevans going back with Pope and I going on with Mr. Welby and the Crichtons. We left them at Wye Cliff gate
and walked on to Clyro together.
Monday, 9 May
Letters from my father and Dora, enclosing an admirable photograph of himself, pleasing and very satisfactory.
At Mrs. Chaloner’s special request read The Pilgrimage to her.
The mare seems a little better but does not mend fast. She was in hot steaming blankets again all last night.
Quite forgot it was club day and the women had to send Mary Jones after me to remind me. I forgot it once
before.
Went to Wern Vawr and the Oaks. In Cae Bont Dingle there is a pretty dropping well in a cool dark little cave
under a hawthorn bush. The dropping well is caused by a little rivulet which crosses the rocky path at the foot of
Jacob’s Ladder. The clear water drips slow and cool into a little basin under the hawthorn shade, from which it
overflows away down into the brook.
Now the various tints of green mount one over another up the hanging woods of Penllan above the dingle.
Over the level line of brilliant larch green rises the warmer golden green-brown of the oaks. But the most brilliant
green of all is the young green of the beeches. The brilliance of the beeches is always beyond belief. The turtles
were trilling softly and deeply in the dingles as I went up the steep orchard. The grass was jewelled with cowslips
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and orchises, God’s liveries. His cohorts are gleaming with purple and gold. The dingle was lighted here and there
with wild cherry, bird cherry, the Welsh name of which being interpreted is “the tree on which the devil hung his
mother.”
The mountains burned blue in the hot afternoon and the air felt quite sultry as I climbed the hill. Down the
field path just below the Lower Llainau came a hill lassie dressed in her best bonnet and blue frock and holding a
handkerchief to her face as if she were crying. The sheepdogs at Wern Vawr know me now and only wag their
tails when I come. Good Mrs. Jones gave me some nice tea and bread and butter, which I much appreciated for I
was very thirsty, and she was delighted to give it, only she had been afraid to offer anything.
At the Oaks I found Anne Beavan in charge of Mrs. Williams, and seemingly keeping her clean and tidy.
Coming back up the fallow from the Oaks to Wern Vawr I saw Richard Jones, the eldest son of Wern Vawr, sitting
on the hedge bank with his boot off and a man standing by him, while the horses and polished plough, gleaming
like silver in the sunshine, stood waiting at the beginning of another furrow. At first, I thought he had had an
accident and hurt his foot. But the bystanding man was a shoemaker and the young farmer was trying on a pair of
new boots, a very good accident. The shoemaker had a benevolent face, and as we walked on to Wern Vawr
together he asked me if I knew him and when I said “No”, he said he went every Sunday morning to read the
Bible to Mrs. Williams, but he had been told that if I ever caught him there I should be very cross with him. I
begged him not to believe any such nonsense, and said that so far from my being cross with him, he had my
warmest thanks. He was a Painscastle man and I should think a good man. These are the misconceptions that are
spread abroad about the clergy.
I took Halmah Jones The Pathway of Safety to read and the green-eyed girl sat on their great settle at tea,
having just returned from Painscastle school.
A stout brown hare started out of the young plantation and ran down the slope as if she had an evil conscience
about larches, the sun shining on her clean red-brown fur and white scut. What shall I say about my favourite
ridge and line of birches tonight and their silver white and fairy green? They shone like fairies in silver armour,
covered with green mantles. The shadows of the trees lay long across the broad green ride, looking soft as velvet.
From Cusop Hill rose a column of smoke that reminded me of the Pillar of Cloud. Returning through Cae Bont
Dingle, I stopped in the woodland ways to listen to a powerful sweet ravishing song which seemed to me much
like a nightingale.
Tuesday, 10 May
A letter from Mr. Venables approving of all I have done about the mare and speaking very kindly of his
appreciation of our exertions. Also a letter, and a very rnce one, from my dear Hughie still at Llwyn Madoc with
Wellyn and Owen.
Went to see Cooper who is in bed again ill agonies of pain from having gone to work again before he was fit
and having caught a fresh cold. Visited old Price the Keeper.
At 11.30 a.m. was sent for to see Fleetwood who had come up unexpectedly to see the mare. He said he had
never expected to see the mare alive again, and that she must have a constitution like cast iron to stand what she
had done and survive. He says the blistering of her head was a mistake and that she was nearly poisoned, the
medicine having been much too strong, especially the henbane and ammonia, and administered in excessive
doses. He had her out, stripped, standing at the stable door to have her mouth and jaws washed and rubbed,
though she had been steamed in hot blankets all night and all her pores must have been open from that and the
heavy clothing. Then he had her lightly clothed in one rug and a hood and taken out to walk in the orchard
opposite the Vicarage. The poor beast tried to eat a bit of grass, but her poor neck and jaws were so stiff from the
blistering that she could not get her lips to the ground, and when a bit of grass was plucked and given her, she
could not bear to eat it, though she was so very hungry, because her mouth and tongue were so raw and sore from
the cruel doses of ammonia that had been forced down her throat.
Partridge left a message for me with Mrs Chaloner to ask me to write to Mr. Venables and suggest that he
should write and dispense with Rutter’s further attendance and retain only Fleetwood’s services, but I declined to
interfere in the matter. Poor Gipsy, what agonies she must have suffered amongst them all, and how patient and
good she has been!
I went to luncheon at Clyro Court and there were present the Welbys, the Crichtons, Mr. Allen and Miss Marie
Guise staying in the house. Afterwards we had croquet and archery and I played bowls with Baskerville, an old set
that were rummaged out of an outhouse for the occasion, not having been used for years. His father used to play
with them in Wiltshire and at Clyro Court and they are a fine old set. In the midst of the sports I was obliged to
hurry away before post time to finish my letter to go to my mother on her birthday, May 12 th, with a birthday
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present of Miss Molesworth’s Stray Leaves from the Tree of Life, The Pilgrimage, which I have written on
purpose to give her on her birthday, and a card of the verses Honest Work.
I came back in time to have a game of bowls and some tea after which I took leave and walked with
Baskerville down to the Net House and then up the river, which is very low and the Lap Stone visible, the first
time I have ever seen it. Nash set a gin baited with a rat by the riverside for a crow. The trap was tied to a peg in
the ground, but an otter got caught in it in the night and after a long struggle carried off trap, rat and all.
Rutter came to my rooms this evening and though very courteous to me, was evidently more surprised than
pleased at Mr Fleetwood’s second visit and treatment of the mare. Tonight the mare is having brandy and port
wine with egg in her gruel. Price is very much gratified by a letter which Mr. Venables wrote to thank him for his
kindness and attention to the mare.
Mrs. Welby very kindly offered to teach in the Sunday School next Sunday, an offer which I gladly accepted.
The dandelions under the vicarage road wall outside, on either hand of the front door, are so thick that they look
like a long bed of yellow garden flowers. The horse-chestnuts in the park are now lighted up with their white
tapering clusters, milk white cones, like a Christmas Tree lighted up with tapers.
Wednesday, 11 May
A blessed, blessed rain. It began soft and gentle and silent about 3 a.m. and when I awoke everything was
dripping, and already growing greener. How long it is since we have seen a dark cloudy dripping sky. It was very
cold this morning. Just as I was going to breakfast between 8 and 9 o’clock, Partridge came down and said he was
come to blow me up for neglecting the mare, but I said I had not neglected her and she had every attention during
the night, linseed tea, crushed and boiled oats, port wine and egg beaten up in warm gruel, and brandy and gruel.
However, the mare does not seem so well this morning, perhaps because Fleetwood took her out in the orchard
yesterday too lightly clothed, and let her stand stripped at the stable door while she was being washed, after she
had been sweated and had her pores opened all night with steaming blankets. That certainly did seem rather
incomprehensible to me.
The fact is there is a feud, fight and quarrel going on over the poor mare between two factions. Partridge and
Fleetwood on one side, and Price and Rutter on the other, and the people of Clyro seem inclined to back up
Rutter’s party. Partridge said this morning that he had been told that Rutter ordered Rogers and Richard Williams
to throw Fleetwood’s medicine away and give the mare his instead. What is one to do with such men and among
them all for the best? I wish Mr. Venables and Charles Lacy were here with all my heart. And I wish that people
would not come to me as to one in authority when I have no authority at all, any more than themselves. I am
distracted and torn several ways at once.
Went to see Cooper. He had a terrible night, but is better today and able to rejoice at the rain he has so longed
for. In the lane by Mrs. Rogers’s I met Savin riding “Aberithon” to Hay to fetch linseed meal for Mrs. Cooper to
make a poultice of, to put to Cooper’s bowels. Mr. Venables says in his letter this morning that Charles Lacy has
been worse. Mary, Mrs. Chaloner’s servant, is going to leave at Hay Fair, May 17. I hope her sister Sarah will
come here to be servant. She is a pretty nice gentle girl of seventeen.
Walked to Hay in the beautiful rain. Met Rutter in the street on his way to Clyro to see the mare. Stokes cashed
a £10 cheque for me. Went to the castle. Willy let me in. He came home from Rugby on Monday, still in the dark
as to whether he has passed his entrance examination or not. I stayed to dinner and the girls sang and played in the
evening. Mary is dressing a doll for Florence, and Alice one for Katie.
The rain continued for seventeen hours. I walked home dry by moonlight, and calling at the vicarage stable as I
went by, found the mare better and Price there. He walked just before me from Hay but I could not catch him up.
Thursday, 12 May
My dear mother’s birthday. I hope she will have many happy ones, and I trust she got my parcel safely this
morning. A sharp shower at 6a.m. and everything dripping. When I went to the vicarage stable at 7.15, the mare
seemed decidedly better and I walked on to Hay at 8 o’clock and telegraphed to Fleetwood not to come, as I
feared my yesterday’s letter might possibly bring him. It was much warmer today than yesterday, and I felt quite
hot walking back from Hay. The rising Wye was rolling brown and wide under Hay Bridge and a rough warm
wind blew down the river.
Painscastle Fair, one of the two they have there in the year, and Mr. Wilson of the Dyffryn, the farmer from
whose stable Margaret Griffiths’s son stole the mare this spring, overtook me riding a chestnut pony to the fair. I
asked him to call on Margaret Griffiths and speak kindly to her and comfort her about it next time he goes through
the village, and he said he would call on rent day, tomorrow week. I think this will be a help and comfort to her
for she has been abashed and distressed ever since, thinking people were looking coldly on her.
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Lashing storms and boisterous wind all day and the rain is sinking into the earth. Cooper much better today
and George Lloyd able to be downstairs. A nice letter from Emmie. She says she thinks them all so very little
changed at Langley—my father and Dora the most so, he thinner and she stouter.
As I came out of the school this morning Mr. and Mrs. Welby were just driving off to Stretton Sugwas in their
nice carriage with a handsome bay horse, meaning to stop and bait at Bredwardine. A woman just like a Madonna,
and with a handkerchief over her bonnet tied round her pure pale face, was riding a chestnut horse to Hay market
and a man walked at her side.
Went to Cabalva Banks calling on rheumatic Mrs. Lewis by the way. Old Sackville Thomas came tottering up
the mouth of Boatside Lane by the Lower House in his white smock frock. He was wandering about in search of
his strayed donkey. The Cabalva banks and dingles have been ruthlessly stripped of trees.
Read Luke VI to old blind Watkins. He told me that his and his wife’s ages united made more than 160 years.
Mrs. Lewis, the new widow, and Mrs. Bowen were both at Hay but at Harriet Bowen’s the door was opened by a
noble-looking handsome boy of seventeen, with a sweet expression of face and the most beautiful black eyebrows
and eyes of very dark soft liquid gray. He is very like his sister Emily. I have not seen this boy, William Bowen,
for five years when he was quite a little lad. Hannah, barking like a dog, with a terrible cough, sat on a stool
reading the Common Prayer, and Tom just recovered from his cough reclined magnificently on an easy chair with
his hat on, and grand in a velveteen jacket.
I came back by the Cwm of Cabalva and down through the fold into the enchanted dingle. I have not come this
way or entered this dingle for years, and the sight of the white farmhouse peeping through the golden oaks, high
above on the bank across the brook, brought back many old memories. A little before sunset came a splendid
gleam on hill and town and river, lighting up the white houses brilliantly and the hazy gauzy green slopes of the
hills seen over the lacy straight canal-like reach of the Wye.
Visited the old soldier and read to him Luke XII. He and his wife told me a good deal about nicknames and
quarterly dancing. Coming down that stony lane, met Whitcombe who spoke very properly about the sad doings
at Cwmpelved Green.
Met Dyke riding his chestnut mare home from Hay market or Painscastle Fair. He stopped and pulled out of
his pocket a blue envelope containing some drawings of iron gates, which I am going to send to Mr. Venables. We
want some new gates for the churchyard and we are going to have some iron ones. Poor old Mrs. Parry who lived
at the Pentre came to me today to ask me to interest Mr. Bevan in her case and effort to be elected to an
almshouse.
Went to see the poor gray mare before going in for the night. The skin and flesh of her cheeks, neck, jaws and
shoulders is peeling off from flesh and bone and coming away hanging in great flakes. Oh, poor Gipsy, what you
must be suffering! Yet she was eating carrots. Rogers tells me she fell down suddenly at 3 o’clock with all her legs
under her. She got up again however almost directly and Rogers thought she had fallen in her sleep and whilst
dreaming.
At 10 p.m. went to see the mare the last thing. She seemed to be pretty well. Richard Williams was holding her
by a halter, whilst Jim Rogers anointed her poor face and neck with an oiled feather, when suddenly down she
came headlong, stumbled up to her feet, reared, plunged and fell again heavily, dashing her head and hoofs against
the sides of the stall and leaving blood on the boarding. She tried to rise again, struggled a moment and then lay
still in the straw, breathing heavily and looking round at her heaving flank.
We all flew different ways, I to the stable door, Richard and Morgan into the saddle room and Rogers ran up
into the manger of the next stall with the oiled feather, like a squirrel. We were all frightened and Rogers said it
had “moved his heart”. The mare nearly fell atop of Richard. After a while the mare got up and began to eat. It
was lucky Mr. Welby’s horse was away or we might have had mischief.
On going to Sackville Thomas’s yesterday, I found little Mary Thomas at home because the ground was wet
and her boots full of holes. When she heard her grandmother telling me how it was that she could not go to
school, she went away by herself crying quietly and bitterly. Poor child, it was touching to see her trying to write
on the floor with a bit of chalk, and working as well as she could by herself, with an old broken piece of slate and
torn leaf of a book, trying to think she was at school.
Friday, 13 May
Four hours steady soaking rain from 8 a.m. till noon, and there was some rain lashing against the windows
during the night. The men left at 1 a.m. and came to the stable at 6 a.m. this morning quite expecting to have to
draw the mare away and bury her. But she was not dead and did not seem any worse. She has been eating this
morning.
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A small school today on account of the rain. All next week is a holiday on account of Hay Fair, which breaks
up the school otherwise for two days. The schoolmaster goes away this evening after school to Brecon to enjoy
his well-earned week’s rest.
Went to see Cooper in the afternoon and found him in agonies of pain. In the lane between the Gardens and the
Post Office I met Miss Guise and Miss Baskerville who had been to see after him. I fear much if this
inflammation and pain continue much longer mortification will set in. Visited Annie Powell and her father and
then went to Cae Mawr. Mrs. Morrell wished much to go to the Llowes Concert this evening. At 5 there was a
funeral, Palmer the mason’s little boy Benjamin, fourteen months old.
Directly after the funeral I started to walk to Llowes, meeting Baskerville and Morrell. The rain had happily
cleared off and the evening was beautiful. The banks and hedges dripping, green and luxuriant in growth from the
rain. And the May is come. I have not seen it before today. Fownd Tom Williams at his house and went down with
him to the school, which Lloyd had been decorating with triangles covered with lilac, a very wise precaution in a
small room likely to be hot and crowded, for the flowers smelt very sweet and scented the whole place.
People were beginning to arrive very fast. A carriage drove up and a girl got out. I thought I could not be
mistaken about that tiny slight form, the little delicate head, the pure severe features, and the quick bright full
eyes, as quick and bright and full as the eyes of a bird, so watchful and grave but so sweet. The room soon filled.
The Beavans of Bryn-yr-hydd were in force, Miss Beavan, two Mr. Beavans and Capt. Davies who married
another Miss Beavan. Mrs. Davies had met with a bad carriage overset accident and had been obliged to have a
crushed leg amputated. Mr. Mrs. and Miss Alford were there, Miss Farrs and the Notts of Glasbury, Dr. Clouston,
Dr. and Mrs. Williams of Talgarth, Mr. Williams of Maes y Garn.
Some of the young people came over from Clyro. The singing was very nice, much better than I had expected.
Two Miss Grahams from Hereford sang beautifully together, soprano and contralto. John Lewis of Glasbury
played a good violoncello solo and duet with the piano, the latter a selection of Welsh airs, the March of the Men
of Harlech, Ap Shenkin &c. Mrs. Williams of Talgarth sang The Danube River and accompanied herself. The Miss
Templetons sang prettily. The song I liked was my favourite, Coming through the Rye, beautifully and simply
given by Miss Sarah Templeton, who being a Scottish girl did justice to the words and accent and sang in a
charmingly natural strain, like a linnet of her own glens. The whole concert was very well arranged, unconstrained
and sociable.
I walked about whither I listed, across the platform and into the kitchen which had been made into a green
room or retiring room for the singers, and whenever I could, I sat down on the music stool at the piano and talked
to my pretty little friend who was sitting in the front seats at the end of the row. Between the parts of the
programme we had a good deal of talk and she answered so charmingly with her gentle modest, “Yes Sir”, and
“No Sir”, accompanied by a quick grateful glance from her bright full grave watchful eyes for a little notice,
attention and kindness.
She was perfectly bewitching and I fell immediately deeply in love with her. She told me she had been in the
Glasbury Church Choir ever since she was three years old, and was very fond of music. Her home is in Glasbury
she said, but she has lived in Hay five years last March. Her name was not down on the programme but directly
she was asked if she would sing to supply a deficiency, with the most perfect breeding in the world she kindly
cheerfully and gracefully consented at once, without waiting to be pressed. Twice she was asked to sing and twice
she went up on to the platform as kindly as the sunshine and as good as gold, though she had not brought her
songs with her. Her songs too were very pretty and nicely sung. Her voice and style have greatly improved since I
heard her last at Glasbury and Hay.
The concert lasted from 7 till 9.30. Then some of the people drove away, and the people who had been singing
and Williams’s own friends came up to his house to supper. When supper was announced in the crowded drawing
room, we each took a lady in and there was just room in the dining room to seat all the ladies at once. I devoted
myself almost entirely to my bewitching little friend, stood behind her chair and took care of her, brought her, as
quickly as possible, the best wing of the best chicken I could fmd to carve at the sideboard, and saw that she had
plenty of jelly and wine afterwards, so that she might not feel strange or lonely or think herself neglected for
people who might be thought by some to be of higher rank or greater consequence. I believe she saw I was trying
to be kind to her and keep her from feeling uncomfortable among people she did not know, and poor child, she
looked at me so gratefully.
I’ve heard of hearts unkind, kind deeds
With coldness still returning
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Alas, the gratitude of men
Has oftener left me mourning.

Dear old Wordsworth.
When the ladies had finished and left the room, we gentlemen all sat down, the Vicar at the head of the table
and Mr. Yeomans, Churchwarden, at the bottom. There were toasts and speeches afterwards and loud cheering for
the Vicar, the singers &c., and especially when Clouston gave the health of the ladies. Yeomans was called upon
by the company, as a bachelor, to return thanks for the ladies. But not being ready with his tongue, he escaped
adroitly from his difficulty by rising to propose as an amendment that I, as the youngest bachelor, should return
thanks for the ladies, which I did amidst much laughter at Mr. Yeomans’s escape from his difficulty. The ladies
meanwhile were singing like nightingales in the drawing room, and I well distinguished amongst the rest the
voice of my little friend.
Mr. E. Williams of Maes y Garn made a speech proposing the Vicar’s health, a strange laborious hammering
speech in which no two words were strung or joined together in any way. At the end of it he gravely, and as if it
were a grand triumph of oratory, proposed also “the health of Mrs. Williams in embryo”. It nearly killed me and
poor Williams did not know which way to look. After this, knowing that the choir people and the more humble
singers were waiting to come into the room and have their suppers, and thinking that perhaps Williams would feel
some delicacy about suggesting a move, I rose again and proposed that we should adjourn to the drawing room.
So we went in to the ladies and very soon afterwards people began to go away.
It was raining a little, but there was a nice moonlight, and I saw my tiny friend to the carriage that took her
back to Glasbury. Dr. Clouston had offered to drive me back to Clyro, so I waited in the house while he went in
someone’s carriage to the Templetons at Glanhennw, where he had left his trap. I secured Lloyd to come over to
Clyro on Ascension Day and read prayers at 11 for me, and just as the choir people were filing in from the kitchen
to the tables and seats we had vacated for them in the dining room, I left and went down to the gate to meet
Clouston. I waited a few minutes under the drooping laburnum at the gate and then heard the roll of wheels and
the quick tramp of a horse coming eastward from Glanhennw, and in another minute Clouston drove up to the
gate and pulled up. Halfway home the horse shied at the moonlight patches in the road and galloped half a mile.
We talked of Burns and Coming through the Rye.
I have an ambition to write some songs which shall be sung by the girls of Hay and Glasbury, and at village
concerts and about the hills. I should like once to hear my little friend singing a song of mine.
Saturday, 14 May
Cooper better today.
Went to Cae Mawr in the morning, found Morrell out at a tax meeting. He is a Commissioner of Taxes now.
Mrs. Morrell was at home and gave me a letter in the Hereford Times to read, purporting to be from Alfred in
India to Albert Edward, full of slang and perhaps not unlike what one of the Princes might write to another, but
from internal evidence and allusions manifestly a forgery.
Visited Marianne Price and Mrs. Havard of Court Evan Gwynne. Then wandered about the mound and down
into the dingle which was blazing with apple blossom. It is a strange mysterious lovely dingle, and the effect is
curious as you look up from the bottom of the bank at the great green bushy mound high above. I should like to
write a romance about Court Evan Gwynne, a story of the Border troubles and forays.
I loitered about up and down the winding paths, and at length crossed the brook into a cowslip field where I
gathered a handful for Miss Chaloner. Then I crossed the brook again just above Cwmbythog house and gathered
bluebells amongst the fern and rough thorny bushes. Below the house of Cwmbythog I recrossed the brook which
is very low now, and trickles trickling down its little channel among the masses of rock left bare and dry.
Climbing the opposite bank, I got into the wild deep rocky lane where the broom waves, and so down to the
Lower House with my cowslips and bluebells, coming home by the road in time to dress for dinner at Cae Mawr.
Over the great old-fashioned house door of Court Evan Gwynne hung the sprigs of birch and wittan, the only
renmants of the old custom I have noticed this May. The sprays had been hanging since May Eve and were rather
withered.
Sunday, 15 May
Mrs. Welby and Morrell helped me in the Sunday School as Evans is away. Mary Jane Evans, the
schoolmaster’s little girl, played the harmonium in Church morning and afternoon actually, and very creditably
too, to the astonishment of the congregation, making very few mistakes. She must have wonderful nerve for she
has only tried once before in public, and that was on a Wednesday in Lent when there were few people only in
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Church. There was a good congregation and many people from Hay to hear Mr. Welby preach. He gave us a good
sermon on “Our Father—Thy will be done”. I heard there were also a good many Hay people in Church in the
afternoon.
I went to luncheon at the Vicarage with the Welbys alone, gave him my sick list, took leave of them as they
will be gone before I return, and went to Bettws. It was quite hot walking. Young James Allen who has just come
to the Upper Bettws was in chapel. I went into the Chapel Farm after service, after speaking to the Vaughans of
Llwyn Gwillim at the field gate. They were going down to spend the evening at Cabalva. Spoke to Wall about the
desirability of trying to get James Allen to dislodge his immoral tenants at Cwmpelved Green. A heavy shower
fell as we were talking in the farmhouse and when it was over I came away.
As I came down the hill I struck across the field above Cefn Cethin to the Bird’s Nest and visited the three
houses. Emily Evans was in bed and in violent indignation because the neighbours had said she was in the family
way and growing large.
When I came in, Mrs. Preece was very ill and I went in to see her. Mrs. Chaloner and Mrs. Price were in the
kitchen. Mrs. Preece was well and walking in her garden yesterday, but she was taken suddenly ill in the night.
She would not however let her servant call anyone or get help, and kept the key of the locked gate that no one
might come in. At last Mrs. Preece got so bad that the servant clambered over the palings and told Sarah Williams,
who fetched Mrs. Price and Miss Bynon. They found Mrs. Preece lying helpless and naked on the floor by the
bedside. Clouston was sent for at once and Charles Griffiths came and settled her affairs. When I saw Mrs. Preece
she was very weak and hardly able to articulate, but quite sensible. She said the Lord’s Prayer with me. From her I
went to Cooper and he was better. Then I went home to tea, after which I saw Mrs. Preece again and then packed
up for an early start tomorrow.
When I came home from Cae Mawr last night, seeing lights in the vicarage stable, I went in and was delighted
to find Charles there just returned from Hereford by the last train, with his leg quite well, and as active, merry and
jolly as ever, telling all sorts of funny stories about the Hereford Infirmary, the doctors and patients.
He set to work most energetically, directly he arrived, upon the mare, put on a smock frock, drenched her and
did everything he could think of to do her good, but, though he was sanguine for a while it was evidently too late,
the poor beast was too far gone and Charles even soon allowed that she was out of his “latitude”. While he was
drenching her, she dropped suddenly and heavily and nearly fell upon him. We thought she was dying then. But
though she revived for the time, the end was plainly near and when I went to the stables at 8.45 this morning, I
found her lying stretched out in the straw, quite dead and a fearful object with her head skinned and raw with the
blisters. She died at 7.45 and with a fearful struggle, plunging and rearing till she nearly hung herself up on to
some iron hooks high up the wall. She lay in the stable all day. A good many memories go with this faithful old
servant.
Monday, 16 May
Morrell drove down and picked me and my luggage up at 7.30 and drove me to the station. He had put the
Brahma cock into a poultry crate. It travelled very well and I had not to pay anything extra for it. Pope joined me
at the station at Hay and travelled with me as far as Gloucester. I told him the story of the health of Mrs. Tom
Williams in embryo being proposed and it nearly put an end to him. He suggested that if the future Mrs. Tom
Williams were in embryo now, Williams had a long time to wait.
The Brahma cock, travelling in state through Hereford in his tall crate with a brown holland screen round him
inside the wicker work on the top of an omnibus, created a great sensation, and people in the streets turned round
to stare after him. I should have proclaimed publicly that it was an eagle in the crate if I had not feared that the
cock might thereby be elated and induced to fly away with his cage.
The morning was most lovely, a perfect day for travelling, and it was a luxury simply to sit still and be carried
through the exquisite scenery of Herefordshire and Gloucestershire. The blossoming orchards were a dream of
beauty, and the little homesteads, farms and cottages nestling bosomed deep in the apple bloom, a picture set in
the splendid gleaming green margin of the meadows shining after rain.
Got to Chippenham shortly before 2 p.m. John at the station with the trucks took up the luggage, eagle and all.
I walked up by Cocklebury, the lane and fields deliciously shady, green and quiet. My father came across the
Common to the black gate, waiting for me by that way, then came over the field to meet me. We met the others
one by one under the trees in the drive.
Emmie was indoors and she came running down the front stairs from her room. Dear old Emmie! It was very
delightful seeing her again after being apart nearly five years, such a happy meeting and she not the least changed,
except perhaps that she seemed a little fuller in the face. The old manner, look and voice just the same, so natural,
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so familiar, and she looked so bright, well and happy. A little sunburnt, but she will soon get her rosy cheeks
again. Thank God for bringing them all safe home.
The children were introduced. Katie is much fairer than I expected and quite a different child from the one I
thought to see. She is a pretty, delicate, exquisitely-made child with light brown very curly short hair, brown dark
bright eyes with very long lashes, pretty teeth and mouth, a pale face as yet, dark complexion, a fine forehead
rather overhanging and good hands and feet. Her face is a very remarkable one, variable as shade and sunshine,
sometimes dimpled with a mischievous smile, sometimes stern and frowning with a severe determined look upon
the mouth. When smiling it is a beautiful bewitching fascinating face with an espiègle, spirituelle look.
Katie is plainly a very uncommon child, exceedingly clever and original, changeable, sudden and full of
moods. You never know what is coming next or what she will say or do under given circumstances. She is
somewhat of an elf and a sprite, excitable very and apt to be wild, as playful as a kitten, but shy of strangers and
with a funny watchful jealous suspicious way of eyeing them. She is shy of me yet, but I think we shall soon be
friends.
The baby Annie was brought down in arms, and roared at the sight of me. She was in a long gray frock and
looked so bald and monastic, very fat and jolly in the face withal, that I instantly named her “the Monk”. She is a
very jolly, good-tempered, good baby with a pleasant smile, always ready to eat and often to sleep. Katie dined
with us at 2.30. Some of the Awdrys from Monkton called during dinner but went away leaving cards.
After dinner we played croquet together again on the old lawn till Sam returned from London at 5, where he
has been for the last ten days. He is as little altered as Emmie. What a happy marriage that has been and they seem
so fond of each other! Running about and playing with Katie on the lawn a good part of the evening and walking
round the garden with my father.
The orchard and garden apple trees are in full bloom and the pink stage of the blossom having passed, the trees
seem loaded as if with snow, a sea, a mass of blossom. The copper beech is in its early purple splendour and the
great laburnum near it just about to burst into blossom. The broom that I transplanted has grown much and is in
fine bloom now. The whole place is looking almost more lovely than ever I saw it, and the grass of the lawn so
smooth and brilliantly green.
Wheeled the Monk very swiftly in the chota gharry down the drive and upset him, but righted him again
before any came round the corner by the hornbeam to see. The Monk roared.
Tuesday, 17 May
Hay Fair today and tomorrow and I am right glad to escape the noise, bustle, dust, drunkenness and the general
upturn of the country. They have a splendid day for the Fair so far at all events.
Emmie, Sam, Katie, Fanny, Dora and I all walked to the Marsh after dinner by the fields behind the school,
entering the Marsh by the Barrow gate. Katie dropped a golosh in the meadows and Sam went back to look for
and found it after some search. Dora and I found an Osmunda shooting by a pond where we planted it last year, as
it would not grow in the Rectory garden.
We went to the keeper’s cottage to get “plain water” for Katie to drink. Saw Amelia Brown. The porch
beautifully covered with honeysuckle and a fme white lilac at the end of the cottage rising to the gable. A large
black and tan terrier chained near the gate barked a good deal and Katie wanted him beaten.
Then we went down the “Slates”, which Emmie sees much grown, the birches and gorse especially. Left the
Marsh by the church gate upon which Katie and I swung to her great delight. Katie gathered her first bluebell and
cowslip today. Coming back she was tired and Sam and I carried her in our arms by turns. Near the church we saw
a splendid colour contrast, two white and purple lilac bushes close together in front of Sally Killing’s cottage. We
came back through Becks and the Bowling Green, put up for mowing grass this year. Passing through the John
Knight’s cow yard, Katie, whom I was carrying in my arms, was much interested in seeing the cows milked. Saw
Rosamond and Elizabeth Knight standing at the palings by the home field feeding ducklings and went to speak to
them taking Katie, and Sam and Fanny came too. Katie was charmed with the ducklings. Sam and I took her by
the hands and ran her down to the orchard gate across the home field. Georgie and Margaret Awdry came to call
and stayed to tea, and Mary Strong was there engrossed in Katie.
Sam and Emmie brought an ayah over with them, a short elderly woman with a nice good-tempered face. She
laughs at everything and is devotedly fond of the children. I saw her first on the stairs by my mother’s bedroom
door. She was shy and turned to run away and hide herself but she was called back to speak to me, and when we
were introduced I made her a low salaam and polite speech to her great discomfiture and amusement. She was
robed in loose dark brown clothes over one shoulder, under the other and drawn over the head. She is not very
happy, is homesick and has been miserable with the cold. Emmie and the children suffered much from the cold on
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landing. The ayah is a Catholic and eats with the other servants in the kitchen. She shines her black hair with
cocoanut oil.
I went to see poor patient Jane today. She seems little altered, suffering as much as ever and has now lost her
voice from a dreadful cold.
Wednesday, 18 May
Went down to the Bath Flower Show in Sydney College Gardens. Sam walked with me towards the station
beyond the bottom of Huntsman’s Hill. Found the first train going down was an Excursion train and took a ticket
for it, but over reached myself by taking a return, for I was obliged to return by an ordinary train, and the
excursion return ticket not being available thereby, I had to take a fresh ticket at Bath.
The carriage was nearly full. In the Box tunnel, as there was no lamp, the people began to strike foul brimstone
matches and hand them to each other all down the carriage. All the time we were in the tunnel these lighted
matches were travelling from hand to hand in the darkness. Each match lasted the length of the carriage and the
red ember was thrown out of the opposite window, by which time another lighted match was seen travelling down
the carriage. The carriage was choke full of brimstone fumes, the windows both nearly shut and by the time we
got out of the tunnel I was almost suffocated.
Then a gentleman tore a lady’s pocket handkerchief in two, seized one fragment, blew his nose with it and put
the rag in his pocket. She then seized his hat from his head, while another lady said that the dogs of Wootton
Bassett were much more sociable than the people.
It was very hot in Bath. I went by Pultney Bridge to Raby place with a doll Mary Bevan had made for Florence
and a set of toy teethings sent Florence by Emmie. Alice Bevan made and sent Katie a doll. Went into the town,
paid Titley’s bill and got measured for a suit of clothes. Lost in the street a note I was to have taken to Amery’s.
However I went to the shop, made a shot at the most likely things that would be wanted and found eventually that
I had ordered the right things, but twice too much of everything.
Lunched at Thersie’s and went with her and William to the Flower Show at 2.30. She gave me a spare ticket.
Heat fierce and oppressive, the flower tents like furnaces. Enormous crowds, greater it is said than were ever seen
at a Bath flower show, attracted probably by the splendid weather and excursion trains. Not a chair to be had, but
happily we had taken a camp stool for Thersie. One saw everything but the flowers. It was almost impossible to
get near the roses and the police kept on saying “Move on. Move on,” so we could not stand still to admire
anything a moment. I think it was a good show. The heaths, roses and azaleas were beautiful and the vegetables
and strawberries fine.
Met Tom and Kitty Cockell in the gardens and Kitty was rather demonstrative in her attentions to me. We saw
also Uncle Walter and young Walter, two Misses Davies, Mary and Harriet, and Miss Bennet. I was very glad to
see Mrs. Hopkins of Sidmouth and Ottery St. Mary memory again after so many years. She was in a bath chair
listening to the Life Guards Band, and we had a deal of talk about Radnorshire, Eywood, Norton, Stanwick etc.
Her husband had a living in Shropshire near Knighton. Mrs. Hopkins’s chair was drawn up in a long line of chairs
in a great crowd and it was difficult to find her.
Then we went and had some ices and lemonade. It was a gay sight in the gardens, the brilliant weather, bright
green grass and trees, laburnums, chestnuts, May &c. in blossom, and the masses of gay pretty dresses.
I had some trouble to collect my many parcels at the Bath Station and to struggle to a carriage with my arms
full of them through the crowd, one of the parcels being a hot greasy pigeon pie fresh from the oven without any
basket. This I carried in both hands from Chippenham station to Langley.
Thursday, 19 May
Mary and Emily Rooke, Bertha Fisher and Mr. and Mrs. Moor of Langley Lodge came to luncheon.
Afterwards we played croquet. In the middle of our first game Carrie, Georgie and Margaret Awdry came up and
played in the second game.
I have not seen Carrie for an age. She looks very well and is to be married in September. The other people
went away after tea, but the Awdrys stayed to supper and Georgie sang very nicely several songs especially The
Mask. I walked down to Monkton with them by Cocklebury and the walk by the line and station, through a
beautiful warm starlit night. In the drive close by Monkton House we met West Awdry coming to meet his
daughters.
All the afternoon I had a bad face ache and could enjoy nothing. I tried laudanum and port wine, but nothing
did any good. Georgie found out my trouble somehow and was very kind and sympathizing and insisted on
playing my ball for me.
The ayah has revived under the influence of these last hot days. Emmie thought she was going to be sick.
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Today has been very hot again. She came out in her best white robe and walked up and down the coach road with
the Monk and the chotah gharry, (perambulator). She walks very upright with a fine erect carriage learnt by
carrying weights and burdens on the head. She certainly makes the most of what height she has. Katie walking in
a path in the fields said “God made this little path”, but she will not allow that anyone beside John makes worms
or makes the grass grow. Being shown a picture of the Three Choristers, she asked gravely
“Is that God?”
The Monk, instructed by the ayah, stands on the dining room table and sideboard and “nautches”, dancing like
an Indian dancing girl, with hands tossing and twisting above her head. The Monk also makes horrible grimaces at
people and then laughs at them with intense amusement.
Friday, 20 May
Sam and Emmie went to Bath at 10. Walked to the station and waited for them and the carriage. Met the
Smallcombes at the station. Poor Bee looks very waxen white and ill. Drove into the town with Fanny. Georgie
Awdry came up in the street and asked after my face ache. Went to see Jane Hatherell and read to her, but I felt
very miserable all day with a horrible influenza cold and face ache. Sam prescribed for me when they came back
from Bath, and gave me a powder. Katie was very kind and pitiful seeing I was ill, made me a bed of chairs to lie
on, went about softly on tiptoe, spoke in whispers and came and stroked my head softly and kissed me when I was
lying down on the chairs.
Went to bed with a real bursting headache, put my feet in hot water and had my bed warmed. In the night
broke out into a tremendous perspiration so that I could have wrung the wet out of my night shirt.
Saturday, 21 May
Better this morning. Thersie, Florence and Mary Strange came up at noon from Bath, and my father drove to
the Station to meet them. William was to have come up in the afternoon but he was detained in Bath by some
mischief that Wharton has been making. The three cousins were very friendly, played together with the great
doll’s house happily. My mother has had a beautiful doll’s house made and furnished for the children.
Mrs. Locke drove from Rowde Ford to luncheon. Pauline Keary was drawn up in her long reclining carriage
and had tea with the other children. Perch came from London for his six weeks’ holiday and walked in at 5.30
through the burning heat, “foot gilt” with buttercup gold dust.
So we were all together again once more after a separation of nearly five years. Neither Emmie nor Teddy
knew each other the least, and could hardly be persuaded of each other’s identity. He is much altered and I am not
surprised that she did not know him, but I do wonder that he did not recognize her as she is so very little changed.
We were all gathered on the sunny western terrace in the evening to see Thersie and her party off. Sam drove
them to the station.
My father has bought a nice little black pony, one that Miss Gladstone of Bowden used to drive. He is rather
small for the carriage but a game little beast.
The lawn is perfect now, the blaze of laburnum against the purple glory of the copper beech, the white and
purple lilacs contrasting in the shrubbery, the green limes sweeping down upon the turf, the great acacia bursting
into leaf, the horse-chestnut at the corner lighting its tapers to burn before the shrine, the double pink may
glowing rosy out of the green bush, the ivy on the house lately cut, shooting fresher and greener every day.
Miss Daly and the three girls came from Langley House. I had a romp with Kittens on the lawn and by her
desire put her up in a fork of the pink may, where she stood in glory and smiling with her pretty mischievous
dimple.
Sunday, 22 May
Day after day this glorious cloudless weather goes on. We all went to church this morning except Dora,
walking together as one great family through the may between the hawthorn hedges and trees laden with sweet
snowy blossom. The Bowling green, Becks and the Barrow meadow are sheets of gold buttercup, seas of gold
stretching away under the elms. In Becks there are scarlet may trees and the deep blue sky over all.
It was very hot in church and there was a good congregation. I preached about the Child Samuel, and when the
text was given out Sam and Emmie looked at each other and smiled.
In the afternoon Emmie, Dora and I went to church together by the fields. Sam, leading Katie, came with us as
far as the church gate where we parted and he took her on to Langley Fitzurse to see Aunt Annie. After church we
went to see Jane Hatherell as Emmie had not seen her since her return.
After tea Emmie and I walked across the fields to see old John Bryant who was very merry but did not know
her. He laughed all the time we were there. I wanted Emmie to have seen Mrs Davies but she was gone to
Rebecca Williams’s to see Lizzie.
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Coming back by the Common Farm we saw some of the girls standing by the home field palings and went to
speak to them. Then they all came out, Kitty with Jane’s child from Parton in her arms, a noble boy, very
handsome, much more of a Knight than a Martin, with the high bold handsome Knight features. Rosamond and
Elizabeth were looking well, but Kitty was pale, and poor Mary sadly white and ill and her eyes so dark and
heavy. We went in to see Sarah Hicks. The green parrot was screaming, but she had just gone out with some
“kindred” who came from Hillmarton, said her uncle John Jeffries, so we left a message with him for her.
Monday, 23 May
Sam and Emmie went up to London and Esher by the early express to stay till Thursday. Writing an Ascension
Day sermon. Perch and I harnessed the dog to the chotah gharry (perambulator). We put Katie into the carriage
and the dog drew her across the lawn like the wind, I guiding the dog by a cord round his neck and Perch
steadying the carriage from behind. When Katie got out Bear became obstreperous and got into the perambulator
himself.
Dora and I with the ayah and Charlotte Hatherell took Katie and the Monk in the chotah gharry to see Jane
Hatherell, where Katie was immensely delighted with a tabby kitten.
Thence we went by the school to the Barrow across the meadows, lifting the perambulator over the stiles,
which stiles exercised the ayah exceedingly. She said it was “a plenty bad road”.
The Bryants who were at tea came out into the stone courtyard and wanted us to come in. They admired the
children much and thought the Monk was a boy. Katie was charmed with a hen in a coop mothering a brood of
ducklings. Gough, an old soldier home from India four years and turned farm servant, came from the cow yard
with a pail of milk on his head. We set him to talk to the ayah and they had a few words in common and talked a
little, but he had only been in Bengal and she came from Madras.
At the Barrow Katie was much fascinated by the cows, though a little afraid of the herd of so many. The ayah
seemed pleased with her visit to the Bryants, bent over and I think kissed their hands when she came away. At the
Barrow Cottage Alice Cozens was out, but Mary at home nursing her baby. The Monk got a black cat into the
perambulator and seized it by the bowels, the cat groaned and growled.
Home by the fields under the arch of may by Starveall stile. Walked to Uncle Walter’s to dinner. Willy dined
and his tutor Mr. Morgan, a pleasant sensible chatty man.
Tuesday, 24 May
Chippenham bells pealing and firing all day for the Queen’s birthday. We were to have gone to the Marsh with
the Moors this afternoon, but it was put off: and I went to the river with Perch, over the shard by the pond and
through the bluebells in the long grass on either side of the hedge. Berry’s Hill is to be mowed this year for the
first time within the memory of man. Perch fished while I lay on the sloping grass bank and read The Spanish
Student.\fn{Presumably the play by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (first published in 1843):H } The river was very low and the
roach and dace have not yet come up. The air was full of “green drake” or mayfly just up and are swarming over
the river, and the little bleak leaping at them every moment. Left Teddy down at the river and came back to tea.
On the green bridge a servant girl was wandering about in the grass with two children. Gathered a bunch of
bluebells and with great difficulty struggled up over the shard. The villagers were playing cricket on the common
outside the white gate. We stood watching them. My father went down to the river and came up with Teddy who
had caught a brace of perch.
Wednesday, 25 May
Drove to Notton Lodge, very bright and hot, with Fanny and Perch. Got out on the bridge and walked up the
Rowden road while they drove into Chippenham. The Ivy is much changed and improved, trees cut down, a new
gate with folding doors, a new wall and much of the old shrubbery cleared away. I hardly knew the place again.
And the picturesque old tottering bridge that spanned the road has been swept away to my sorrow, buttresses and
all, and now it is difficult to say where it was.
I walked over Rowden Hill meeting Mr. and Miss Smallcombe walking near the turnpike, and had got a good
way towards Shoel before the carriage overtook me. Just before they came up I heard the first corncrake over the
hedge in a meadow.
Bella and Mary Awdry were at Notton Lodge and we played croquet. They went away at 6.30. But we stayed
to supper at 7 and walked round the fine old garden studded with pear trees, going also through the glass houses.
A hammock was slung under the laburnum on the lawn. H. G. Awdry told us of the Lacock scandal of the vicar,
Mr. Nicholl.
A delightful drive home through the cool evening.
Holy Thursday, 26 May
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The bells ringing for the Ascension. Went to church with my father through the sunny golden fields variegated
with clover and daisies and ground ivy. The church bell tolling for service through the elms. A small congregation,
but many bees buzzing about the church windows as if a swarm were fiying. My father says this has happened on
several Ascension days, and once the Churchwarden John Bryant came after a swarm of his to the curch on
Ascension Day, clinking a frying pan or shovel. My father told him that the bees showed the people the way to
church. I preached from John xx.17.\fn{ Jesus said to her, “Do not hold me, for I have not yet ascended to my Father; but go to my
brethren and say to them, I am ascending to my Father and your Father, to my God and your God.” (Oxford Annotated Bible) }
After dinner went to the Marsh with Perch to see the bluebells. They were not quite in full bloom, but here and
there we saw a beautiful sheet, a mist of blue among the fern, variegated by two white bells. The rhododendrons
too are just coming out. We were sitting on the old stump seats under the great ashes, when we saw a man coming
along the green ride in chequered shade and shine. It was Jacob Brown the Keeper, with a spud over his shoulder.
The rides were swarming with rabbits and hares, and we thought we saw one fox steal across a ride. We went
down to the “Slates”, the may bushes were glorious in their whiteness and fragrance.
We had entered the Marsh by the Barrow gate and we came out by the church gate. The cows from the Barrow
farm yard, released one by one from milking came across the fields towards Steenbrook by themselves, following
each other across the green meadows at intervals, about a field apart, till the whole herd was gathered near the
church.
I went into Jane Hatherell’s and found Jane Austin perspiring upstairs in the bedroom. She went down and I
read to Jane The Christian Year and other things.
Went to the School at 7, but found myself too early for the singing class by half an hour. So I went to Rebecca
Williams’s to see Lizzie, going and returning to the school under the elms by the old church path. At 7.30 I found
the singing people at the school in full quire. Lizzie Williams’s knee does not seem to get much better and the
poor pale patient girl is still confmed very much to the house. She was at church however this morning. While we
were singing at the school the sun set. I watched the golden light lingering still upon the elm tops after it had died
off the gold-sheeted meadows.
Sam and Emmie returned from London this evening and brought down a new nurse who, arriving
unexpectedly in consequence of a letter delayed at the post office, caused some inconvenience and a household
breeze. Every morning Summerflower brings splendid water cresses from Kellaways Mill. Last Tuesday morning
I was out early before breakfast walking along the Common on Maud Heath between the may hedges. Just as I
heard the breakfast bell ring across the Common from the Rectory and turned in at the black gate, a man crossed
the stile carrying a basket. He said his name was Summerflower, that he had fasted since yesterday morning and
that he could buy no breakfast before he had got water cresses to sell.
Friday, 27 May
Early breakfast for the whole family at 6.30, as Sam was going to Salisbury with the poor ayah to put her into
her train for Southampton. She is going back to India, and she does not understand the changing trains. She
seemed very sorry to go and leave the children and came out of the front door to take her seat in the carriage,
crying bitterly and wiping her eyes with a white handkerchief. She shook hands with me cordially and kissed
Emmie’s hand. I am quite sorry she is going. She is a nice old woman. Perch drove Sam and her to the Station for
the 7.25 train.
At 11.30 Dr. Kitchener came to ask me to inquire about a box of instruments he left at Hay. We were sitting
inder the acacia in the half sun, half shade. I took him into the drawing room and he wrote a note to authorize me
to receive his box of instruments from Mrs. James. He talked a good deal of nonsense about Jane Hatherell and
hinted that he suspected some deception as in the case of the Welsh fasting girl, and some attempt to make a good
thing and capital out of this illness. I told him I entirely disagreed with him. He is a man with a shifty hurried illassured manner in whom I should have no confidence and whom I particularly dislike.
I went to see Jane Hatherell after he was gone, for he kept me a long time. Took her an “Honest Work” card
and wished her goodbye.
After dinner at 3 drove to Monkton with Fanny to a croquet and archery party. The Rookes were there and
Bertha and Katie Fellowes came and shook hands with me, though I did not know them from Eve, Mr. and Mrs.
Hussey from Lyneham with a pretty fair-haired little girl and the Riches. Some of us played croquet while the rest
shot in the field below the house. I played with Miss Thompson and a pretty Miss Williams, a friend of Ellen
Clarke, against Fanny, Ellen Clarke and Georgie Awdry. Miss Thompson’s generalship was superb and we won
easily. At 5.30 we left and drove into the town shopping.
When we got home Sam had returned from Salisbury, and Emmie had gone to Peckingell with Perch. We sat
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out on the terrace till quite late, the evening was so warm.
1 got my new clothes from Titley’s by inquiring at the station, and my new boots from Lewis came just in
time. Dora had packed my portmanteau.
Last Tuesday was Bath Races. As 1 was out walking on Maud Heath early before breakfast in the brilliant
morning between the May hedges people were beginning to drive by to the races, and a boy in a white pinafore
limped out into the road from one of the Common Cottages, between the may bushes.
“Are you lame? What is the matter?”
“I hut a reaphook into my foot.”
Then poor Summerflower crossed the Common with his basket to be filled with water cresses at Kellaways
Mill, before he could earn money to buy his breakfast and he had been fasting since yester morning.
Saturday, 28 May
From Langley to Clyro by early express. Galloped through Hereford in a fly with a white horse and just caught
the Hay train at Moorfields. A pleasant journey, the weather fine and the country lovely.
Charles Lacy met me with the elephant and dog cart at Hay, and drove me over, fowl crate and all. Between
Hay Bridge and Wye Cliff we came up to a waggonette drawn by a pair of black horses, with a lady in it on the
box, a gentleman driving, with a white puggery round his hat and two pretty fair-haired little girls inside. They
had lost a valuable silk American waterproof, had pulled up and sent the groom back into Hay to see if he could
find it, and were looking back after him. The man had stopped us in the town to ask if we had seen the waterproof
and the gentleman now accosted us and repeated the question. I promised to tell the Clyro policeman of the loss,
and they sent to the Hay police station and had the cloak cried.
Charles, while driving me over, told me of the charge brought against Brewer by Janet, late kitchenmaid at
Clyro Vicarage, accusing him of being the father of her child. Janet wrote to him at Clyro making the charge as
soon as the child was born and poor Mrs. Brewer opened the letter, read it and sent it on to her husband. I am told
she is nearly heart-broken. Poor child. Charles fears the charge is too well-founded.
I was thunderstruck. I always thought so well of Brewer and believed him to be such a very different man.
Went to Cae Mawr after unpacking and found Mrs. Morrell playing croquet with the children. Wrote to my
Mother. Mrs. Chaloner has put down a new carpet in my sitting room, a green and gold one bought at Capt.
Lowrie’s sale at Glasbury House—not before it was wanted, for the old Turkey carpet was very filthy, full of oil
and unwholesome.
Expectation Sunday, 29 May\fn{The Sunday before Whitsunday:W}
Gentle showers in the morning, but not more rain than enough to lay the dust. I hope the rain is coming
gradually for it is grievously wanted and the farmers are ploughing up their wheat largely. Good congregations
both times. After second service, went to read to Sackville Thomas and tried to see Morgan of the New Inn who is
in bed very ill, but he was asleep. I hear Mrs. Williams of the Tall Oaks died the very day I left, and was buried at
the Rhos Goch Chapel. Mrs. Preece died Saturday week and was buried at Clyro last Wednesday. Lord Romilly’s
butler came down to attend the funeral and it is said that her house is left to Lord Romilly. A letter from Mr.
Venables but no news of Mrs. Venables’s confinement yet. Mrs. Morrell thinks and has said for some time that it
would take place today because it is New Moon.
Monday, 30 May
To the school as usual at 10. Then visited Morgan and got him some port wine from the vicarage. Took back a
pile of Mrs. Venables’s books to the vicarage and made entries in the Register Books for Mr. Welby.
Mrs. Smith of New Barn paid me an interminable visitation and hindered me a long while to no purpose,
wanting me to write to Mr. Weare and ask him to let them have Pen-y-wyrlod if her brother Stephen Davies has to
leave.
Mr. Weare paid his tenant and farm an unexpected visit and finding him living in open concubinage with Myra
Reece gave him notice. I told Mrs. Smith that Mr. Weare is a perfect stranger to me and that I could not interfere
with what is not my business.
After dinner to Hay across the fields. Above Tir-mynach the Lady’s Fingers were growing in multitudes of
distinct round patches, yellow-bright in the mowing grass. Why in these round patches? Because perhaps the
fairies had been dancing there. The gusty South wind swept over the tall grasses, billowing and whitening in silver
shivers. In the North rolling black thunder clouds were spread low upon the Radnorshire hills, and drove up dark
and lurid against the South wind till the heavens were black with clouds and wind, but unhappily there was not a
great rain.
Went to the castle. Mrs. Haig Allen drove up just before me. Mr. Bevan, Mary and Mr. and Mrs. Crichton
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drove through Clyro to call on Whitney Rectory. They were in the Moor carriage. Lord and Lady Joscelyn Percy
are at Llanstephan House and drive into Hay in an open carriage with a pair of bays.
Went to Charles Griffiths’s office to ask about Dr. Kitchener’s box of instruments. Found Mrs. James left Hay
last October and Charles Griffiths knew nothing of the instruments. He gave me Mrs. James’s address which I
sent to Dr. Kitchener. He thought it very odd that Dr. Kitchener has not come down to see after so valuable a thing
as a box of surgical instruments worth as he says £50, or that he has not written to someone else in the town to
make enquiries, or bestirred himself in some way, and I think so too.
Mrs. James bears a very bad character and Charles Griffiths thinks her not at all too good to have gone off with
the box or sold it. It is not however mentioned in the catalogue of her sale.
The wind is rising tonight and one great gust has just roared past almost shaking the house. Wrote to Mr.
Venables and sent him 10/- in stamps, the fee for Mrs. Preece’s grave. Mary Brooks brought me down a hat band
and pair of gloves left for me by Mr. Welby from Mrs. Preece’s funeral.
Tuesday, June Eve
I got my letters at the post office at Clyro just as I was starting to walk to Hay Station to go to the Brecon
Visitation. A letter from Mr. Venables but no news. Called at the vicarage for my gown and took it on my arm.
Went to Brecon with Mr. Bevan. Mr. Thomas Pritchard, draper, his Churchwarden, went to be sworn in
accompanied by his pretty bride in bridal attire, Miss Broad and her mother. Railway banks sheeted and dotted
with broom in gold bushes and tufts. Sweet Glasbury and the glorious variegated view from the station, green
meadow, blossoming orchards, river bridge and castle, the broad bends, sweeps and reaches of the Wye, the
Vicarage and poplars by the river bend, the village cottages dotted amidst trees. Her native place.
Beyond Glasbury the church and graves below the line. At Three Cocks they have created a most vulgar and
hideous red brick refreshment room. But it will be somewhere to go out of the rain while waiting at the junction.
Beyond Three Cocks is the land of glades, cool and green, and fair streams, meetings of sweet waters. The tor of
the mountain rose grand and blue.
Talgarth horse fair, and many people got out of the train. In the deep road far below, horses were being led
about, two horses—a glossy bay and a shining black rearing and plunging at the train passing, and reminding one
of Rose Bonheur’s horse fair.
Bronllys Tower rising round and red from among its trees. At Tal-y-llyn the gleam of the great lake broad and
full, then broken through trees. The Beacons loomed large and rainy but the country was lighted up by fine
gleams of sun.
On Brecon station platform came across Tom Williams, Llanthomas and Alford who had travelled in another
carriage. Drove to Priory Church in omnibus with the Pritchard bridal party, stopping at the Wellington by the
way, which delayed us. Mrs. Pritchard was nearly unseated by a sudden sway of the omnibus. We delayed still
further in the churchyard walking up and down while Bevan ate his lunch. T. Williams on thorns till we got into
church. I tempted Llanthomas to come for a walk in the Priory graves instead of going to church and attending the
Visitation. He laughed and longed, but his virtue was proof against the temptation.
When we got into church morning prayer was nearly over and the prayer for all conditions of men being read.
Thirlwall called the names over. Many men were absent, but Price of Llanbedr Painscastle was there. I thought he
might have walked, but he said he came by train. We shook hands after church. An ordinary charge and the
Archdeacon said arrangements were being made to get someone to confirm in July for the Bishop who seems to
have had a stroke.
After the charge I went round the beautiful walks among the green graves east of the Priory Church. Striking
contrast between the masses of bright green foliage and the bright red steep banks and walks peeping through.
Pretty Welsh girl children in churchyard. Children drinking at a spring basin in the walks. I thought the long red
walks under the dense green shade would never come to an end but at last I turned down a bank and came back
across a bridge over the Honddu and through a mill yard, the mill clattering busily.
Two young men and a girl were leaning over a bridge fishing ill the Honddu. I asked them if the walks were
public or private and the way back to the town. Came out in the lower town and got to the castle at 2, just in time
for the ordinary, 2/6 and 1/- for wine. The usual speeches, from the Archdeacon and Mr. Parry; and funny ones
from John Thirlwall and Williams of the College. H. de Winton of Boughrood eulogized Powell, Churchwarden
of Llanstephan, for rebuilding his church and subscribing £100 towards it, and Powell replied in a short manly
speech.
After luncheon lounging at the door of the Castle Inn waiting for rain to clear off. Archdeacon came out in his
cap, busy putting Mrs. De Winton of the Brecon Bank into her carriage. Saw and shook hands with Mrs. Powell
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Price at the castle door. Her daughter better and drove into Brecon from Castle Madoc today, though in a close
carriage.
Went with Bevan and John Thirlwall to coffee at the College to fill up time till train started at 5.50. Thirlwall
making himself ridiculous and popular with Williams’s children by singing nursery songs and hopping about the
room like a frog.
Henry De Winton came down to coffee afterwards. Two boys, of the College I suppose, at tea. Mrs. Williams
pleasant and hospitable.
Came back in the smoking carriage with Miss Alford and her father. She told me of the well on Ffynnon
Gynod Common at which Cromwell and his men drank. They drank it dry, but it has never been dry since. She
also pointed out what was quite new to me, the site of the churchyard and ruins of old Aberllynwy church,
between Glasbury and the Three Cocks.
They got out at Glasbury. Tom Williams left behind at Brecon too late for the train though it was kept waiting
for him. On Hay Bridge a chimney sweep with a cart and pretty young donkey which shied at the train steaming
under the bridge. The sweep stayed behind, but presently came along full gallop and accompanied me part of the
way to Clyro after I had fallen in with and parted from Edward Evans. He said he knew all the clergymen in the
country and swept their chimneys.
There was a good deal of rain at Brecon today but at Clyro the roads were dusty. Brecon gets a deal of rain. A
man was playing an organ opposite the Swan, chirping like a bird, warbling beautifully. It is done with a leck leaf.
Hamar of Boatside has had the measles heavily. I met him in the road one day and he said, “I suppose I have had
the measles,” as if he did not know that he had. It is the curious aggravating Herefordshire use of the word
“suppose.” …
222.31 Excerpt from The Wicked Woods Of Tobereevil\fn{by Rosa Mulholland Gilbert (1841-1921)} Belfast, Belfast,
Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (F) 11
Simon Finiston was owner of Tobereevil, including Monasterlea; and the Wicked Woods were part of the
patrimony of his race. On one side of his mansion lay long stretches of unploughed fields, and pathless bog and
moor. Behind him rose undulating mountains, clothed with the rich hues of gorse and broom. The thick woods
wrapped him round about, would scarce let the sun shine down upon his roof, and crowded in brilliant masses
towards the horizon on the east. The Golden Mountain, which did not belong to Simon, towered against the
southern sky, so that the lower hills beside it looked like the ridges of a wave upon the sea.
The lands of Tobereevil lie in a remote part of the west of Ireland. They had beauty at the worst of times; but,
now that the curse has passed away, they are lovely and peaceful as a. vision of Arcadia. At the time of the
beginning of this story, they were sadder and drearier than it is needful to describe. The curse was upon them then.
Old Simon, the miser, was lord of many mountains and moors, of many waste places that ought to have been
fields, many fields that might have been gardens, many hovels that might have been comfortable homes, and
some spirit-broken serfs who might have been grateful and light-hearted friends. Yet Simon of Tobereevil was
rather pitied than blamed; for was he not working out the doom, and suffering the punishment, of a race accursed?
A strange story is told of this curse of the Finistons of Tobeceevil. One Paul Finiston. had come into the district
when, as the legend saith, the country was prosperous, the people well housed and clad. He was a man who came
no one knew whence, and had amassed money no one knew how. Some said he had made a fortune by usury. He
had, however, the desire to make himself a gentleman; and had bought the estate of a decayed old family, which,
after the usual long struggle, had dropped into the abyss of acknowledged poverty.
Yet he had no idea of stepping into other folks' shoes, of being only the successor of mightier people. He
would not live under their roof, nor walk in their paths, nor even look upon the same scenes which they had
looked upon. He would pull down their house, plough up their gardens, and plant trees in the spaces which they
had cleared. He would sweep away their fences, and make landmarks of his own. He built a new house to his own
taste, stately and handsome, and furnished it in a style of splendor which would have made his predecessors stare.
The magnificence of his pictures, the costliness of his carvings and gildings, his hangings and carpetings, made a
nine days’ wonder in the country. His servants were a small army, his horses were said to be fine enough and
numerous enough to furnish mounts for half a cavalry regiment. His wines were fit for the table of an emperor.
His carriages were built luxuriously upon a design of his own. He seemed preparing to lead the life of a prince,
when suddenly there fell a blight upon his work.
Had he been content, says the story, with the alterations above, enumerated, he had lived his life of enjoyment,
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and his race had not been cursed; but, in his passion for changing the face of the country, he had conceived the
idea of planting great woods over the land. In pursuit of this idea, he must sweep away the people with their
farms. He did not want tenants: he wanted trees; and he wanted to see his trees grow tall before he died. So he
rooted out the tenants, as he might have rooted out weeds from his garden.
In one winter week a hundred poor families stood houseless on the snow; and their cabins and cottages were
leveled with the ground. Their master, Paul Finiston, knew the way to the great world; but to these ignorant
peasants the mountainside was their world, and they knew of no other. They looked on in amazement while the
work of destruction was in progress, and clung to each other with cries when the pitiless night came down. Storm
and sleet beat about them, and they could find no shelter for their heads.
Their cruel persecutor took no notice of their plight. He had toiled for his gold, and now should he be balked of
his pleasure for a few beggars? Let them go out into the world and work. For him he would have his trees. And
some of these houseless creatures did set out to seek their way across the moors, to carry the tale of their distress
to some city where it could hardly be believed. The aged and the women and children must of course be left
behind to shelter in the hollows of the mountains, and watch in vain for the arrival of relief.
The story goes on to say, that, after many days of hungry wandering, a wretched band mustered on the hills,
and came towards the dwelling of their landlord, intending to appeal to him for food and protection. A terrible
snowstorm overtook them on the outskirts of the wood, at a spot where there is a deep well sunk in the earth.
There their strength quite gave way, and they lay down to die. It was not till the next day, when he came by
accident to the place, and saw the corpses lying around him, that this wicked landlord felt some pang of remorse
for his sin; but it was too late then—too late to rescue those who had perished—too late to save his race from the
curse which had been miraculously pronounced.
The legend is told in Irish verse and at great length. A translation of even half of it would weary the reader. It
was an infant who uttered the curse:
There was a babe swathed up in snowflakes,
Three dreadful days since first it saw the light:
It lay upon its mother’s broken heart;
And she was dead and cold since the morning’s dawn.
Then up and sat that awful babe of death,
And oped its frozen mouth, and spoke aloud;
And all the people stared to hear it speak,
Even the dying raised their heads to hear.

This woeful babe cursed the race of Finiston. Their riches should yield them no pleasure. They should perish
with cold, and be gnawed by hunger. Their lands should lie waste, and their house decay. Their daughters should
never live past childhood and even those of their sons who had gentle hearts should become hardened by
possession of the gold of the Finistons. The curse should lurk for them in the corner-stone of the wall, in the beam
under the roof-tree, in the log upon the hearth-stone, in the meat upon the dish:
In every bud and blade of grass that grows,
In every leaf upon their mighty trees,
In every kindly face that smiles on them,
In every pleasant word that neighbors speak.

In conclusion, there was a prophecy. Never should the family be freed from the curse till one of them should be
murdered by a kinsman of his own:
Then closed his eyes, this dreary babe of woe,
And rolled away from off his mother’s heart:
Her arms were stiff and cold beneath the snow,
And he lies buried in the evil well.

After such a dire event a baneful spirit was, of course, said to haunt the well; and from this the name of the
property took its rise. The old name was forgotten; and the estate was known as Tobereevil, “The Banshee’s
Well.”
The curse seemed to set to work at once upon the master of Tobereevil. .He was seized with a panic; and not
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even his far-spreading, quickly-growing plantations could give him comfort. He could not forget that it had been
predicted that his race should perish with cold, and be gnawed by hunger. He began immediately to retrench his
expenses. Gradually he dismissed his numerous servants, sending away first one and then another upon' some idle
pretence. Now and then a carriage was sent back to the maker’s to be repainted, or to get new springs, and never
returned to Tobereevil. The horses also disappeared. One was too spirited, another too sulky. A fresh stud was to
be procured; but time slipped away, and the stables remained empty. Gardeners and workmen who had been
brought from a distance returned whence they came, gardens began to lie waste, and the place took a neglected
look. The master, hungry-looking now and ill-dressed, toiled at his farm, assisted by a small staff of laborers. His
wife, who had come there as a sort of queen, faded away into a melancholy-looking specter. His two sons grew up
wild and half-educated. They were instructed in little besides the history of the curse, and the means to be taken to
avert its fulfillment. These means were the saving of money, the stinting themselves and their dependents of the
necessaries of life, so that treasure might be hoarded, making it impossible that they should ever come to want.
The elder was to inherit everything: the younger was to go abroad and work for his living. This was to prevent all
risk of the family property being scattered. The elder, however, a gentle, sickly lad, did not long stand in the way
of his brother. The weight of the responsibility broke his heart, and he sought refuge from the curse in another
world.
The younger son succeeded to the property at his father’s death, and became the first genuine miser of
Tobereevil. And so it went on from generation to generation. The curse and gold were handed from father to son,
and from uncle to nephew. It was a singular fact that no daughter of the family ever lived to reach womanhood.
Meanwhile the accursed plantations had grown up; and the magnificent Woods of Tobereevil spread for miles
over the country, and grew thicker and darker, and grander and more mysterious, as the years rolled along, and the
curse tightened its hold around the lean throats of the Finistons. The wicked trees grew proudly out of the hearthplaces of the vanished homes, no wholesome roots and simples were to be gathered among their shades, but
strange and poisonous herbs grew hidden in their depths, nourished by the evil atmosphere of the place. If an old
woman were seen rooting in the dark places of Tobereevil Woods, her character was gone, and she was looked
upon as unholy, and a person to be shunned. There were stories from old times of people who had been poisoned,
and people who had been made mad, by noisome weeds that had been plucked in the heart of the Wicked Woods.
Six generations had passed away, and Simon Finiston was master of Tobereevil. In his youth he had been
gentle and almost generous; and a hope had been entertained that the curse was worn out, and that the reign of
misery was at an end in the country. The tenants on the estate trembled with delight at the prospect of having a
merciful and sympathizing landlord, of seeing the wild places brought to order at last, the decaying mansion
restored, the plough furrowing the idle acres, and employment and plenty going hand in hand along the valleys
and over the hills; but these hopes proved an empty dream. As soon as he became master of the property, Simon’s
character underwent a gradual arid miserable change. His gentleness degenerated into nervous weakness, his
firmness into a dogged obstinacy. The friends who had hoped better things of him then dropped away one by one,
and left him to his fate. The unhappy tenants fell back into despair, and the air was thick with their complaints.
And so, at the time of the opening of this story, the curse was still dragging out its evil existence. The heir to
the estate of the Finistons was said to be a young lad named Paul Finiston, nephew of Simon, the actual owner,
who had always kept him at a distance. The miser was a timid man, and it was said that he had a horror of the
prophecy being fulfilled in his own person. He dreaded being murdered by a kinsman of his own. However this
may be, young Paul Finiston had never been seen at Tobereevil. His father and mother had paid a visit there once
but they had hurried away speedily, and had never come back.
At this time, when Simon was growing old, the mansion of Tobereevil looked grim and dilapidated. It stood in
a slight hollow of the land, with the somber masses of the woods at its back, and a strong force of loftier trees
mustering about it like a guard. The sullen gray walls were bleached and blackened, and rain-soiled and mosseaten. There were broken panes everywhere, and shutters closed over them to keep out the wind. Weeds and wild
plants grew on the pathways, and in the crevices of the steps at the entrance. A solitary cow grazed in the wild
field that had once been a velvet-like lawn, and a few starveling hens pecked among the pebbles in the long, rank
grass; and in this dreary abode dwelt the man who was lord of Tobereevil, including Monasterlea.
2
Monasterlea was a green heap of majestic and picturesque ruins, standing in the center of an ancient graveyard;
and there were attached to it some rich abbey lands which made a comfortable farm. It had been built when
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Christianity was yet very young; it had swarmed with busy monks, and its bell had been heard for miles around
calling over the land. It had sent forth blazoned manuscripts to the readers of its day, had fed the poor, and tilled
the earth. The sun had blazed upon its jeweled windows, where saints and angels gazed back again at the sun. Its
music had floated towards the hills, and been the melody of paradise to many a wanderer astray upon the night
The legend of its ornaments, its mottoes among lilies and cherubs, had been perfect to the eye. Rainbows had
streamed through its arches, and the breath of incense had been warm upon its sculptured stones. Its friars had
slept and waked, and prayed and toiled; then slept and waked no more; and there were their graves under the
carved stone crosses, whose lettering the creeping moss had nigh effaced. The jeweled saints had been carried to
other shrines, walled up in trees, or trodden into dust upon the earth. The winds had rent away the hospitable roof
—the fickle winds, which in so many a past winter had set a friendly bass to the chanting of the choir. The
sanctuary was but a sheltered field, where the sweet wild-roses would blow out of their season. The tall gray
tower was a building-place for rooks, and the clouds peeped through the high hollow arches.
The graves were everywhere—in the churchyard, where the people of the country still came to leave their
dead; among the walls; in the archways; in the doorways. Yet this did not deter Martha Mourne, spinster, from
thinking of making a home among the hollows of its walls.
Miss Martha had had troubles of her own. In her youth she had been comely and lovable; and she had seen
before her a certain prospect of wedded life, of matronhood, motherhood, and something of fine ladyhood
besides; but now? Who could picture old Simon Finiston in the character of a wooer? No one certainly who saw
him cowering over a single brand in the winter day in his mouldering mansion, or riding by like a specter on a
spectral horse. Who but Miss Martha herself could remember that he had been once handsome and generous and
kind?
Miss Martha had traveled since the days she had known him so. She had been saving the pittance of her
fortune, acting as governess to little French children. She was not going to settle down in idleness, and eat up
every farthing of her income. How did she know whom she might not have to help before she died? How could
anyone tell how useful it might be that she should have a little money saved when she was old? Now everyone
could witness how useful it had been when the money had been saved, and an object for her charity had been
found.
It was cause for excitement in the country when she arrived from her foreign exile, and was seen hovering
about the lands and the walls of Monasterlea. A patient-looking lady in a brown silk cloak appeared suddenly in
the country. She was noticed poking about the ruins with a large umbrella. Peasants passing on the road, or
traveling the moors at a distance, saw strange and varied apparitions at this time. One had seen a fairy waving her
wand at the ruin, and striving to put an enchantment on the blessed walls; another had seen the ghost of one of the
friars; while a third had beheld a vision of a strange brown bird fluttering among the bushes.
Old Simon Finiston must have rejoiced greatly when he received a lawyer’s letter offering him a tenant, not
alone for the lands, but for the ruin and graveyard of Monasterlea. A heap of waste walls and a wild, useless field
full of rugged green mounds and broken crosses! Let the fool who coveted them have them to be sure, provided
he paid a heavy rent. Perhaps the miser received a shock when, the bargain being made, he read a legible
signature on parchment. His tenant was called Martha Mourne.
But when the workmen began, then indeed there was wonder in the country. Miss Martha chose a corner to the
south—a pleasant little nook, where the sun loved to shine. She roofed in a space, and covered it in with a warm,
golden thatch. She had five latticed windows and a white-washed front. She had four odd bedrooms and a quaint
sunny parlor. Miss Martha had no fear of the dead. There was a strange gothic doorway in the parlor wall close
beside the homely hearth. This led away into a long, dim cloister. The cloisters were rather in the way to be sure,
but they could not be got rid of, and were coaxed into service. A piece of one persisted in running right across the
dwelling, would not be expelled, and so was obliged to do duty as a passage into the kitchen.
Thus right between the kitchen and the parlor sat a grim stone angel with a font in his lap; and old Nanny
would aver that there were nights when this angel arose from off his perch and walked about the cloister,
scattering holy water to keep evil from the place.
But the little home looked shining and warm with the ivy from the wall, which was its prop and background,
trailing in wild wreaths over its amber thatch. A well-stocked flower-garden ran down the slope beside the graves
to the riverside. The hedges of sweet briar and acacia flung blossoms over the moss-covered tombstones; and here
and there the mutilated crosses leaned a little to one side, and peered through the rifts between the roses.
It was not for the purpose of watching over her ancient lover, of testing the toughness of his miserly heart, or
striving to win him from his unnatural ways, that the woman in the brown silk cloak had come poking with her
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umbrella about the walls of Monasterlea. There was one to bethought of who was an older and a nearer friend. In
days long past Martha had spent her childhood by the side of a very dear mother and two brothers in a home, now
swept away, which had stood but a mile from Monasterlea. The elder brother had been many years her senior; but
they had been happy together, when she was but an infant, and he a big boy. He had been good to her, and his
memory clung warm round her heart. The gates of a monastery had closed on him early, and she had seen only
glimpses of him during a long, lonely life; but at last there had come to her a message in her exile, praying her to
visit and assist him. The message came from the prior of his convent. The old man, Brother Felix, was weakly. He
needed to have some care, some comfort, some change; the convent was too poor, the rules too rigid, to allow of
such luxuries as these. Would the sister take compassion on the brother of her youth?
“Gladly would I minister to him myself;” wrote the prior, who was the aged superior of an aged community,
“but I have not a shilling of my own in the world, and there is nothing I could sell of more value than my girdle,
which if I were to offer to a peasant he could but use as a spancel for his horse.”
But, ah I how the woman clasped her hands over, the letter, and how the tears of joy coursed down her face!
Blessed now be God, who had inspired her to lay by her poor savings! Adieu very fast to the little French
children, who were all grown up and quite ready to forget the old governess. Ah, Felix, the rogue, he could not do
without her! Strong as he was, he wanted her to lean upon. Felix had protected her, a child; but now it was he who
was to be the child, and she, Martha, the protectress.
So the friars in the convent had a visit from Miss Mourne. She came in on tip-toe, with a bloom of delight
under her weary eyes. She saw a little withered old man in a coarse brown gown, tied with a rough white cord.
His face was wasted to the size of a child’s, and his features were not those which Miss Martha had known; but
the countenance was meek and benign, and a placid light seemed to shine from it.
“Ah, little Martha!” he said, in answer to her broken words. “She was a dear little girl. Have you met her lately,
madam? I should like to see her again before I die.” The tears dripped down Miss Martha’s face.
“I am Martha,” she said with a smile. “I am now grown old; but it is little Martha’s heart which is beating here
still.” And she pressed his withered hand to the brown silk cloak.
“You, Martha?” he said, and gazed wistfully in her face. “Nay, do not cry; forgive me, dear. I am older, a long
way, than you. I am grown very old and feeble; but it is so much the better for both you and me: eternal youth is
drawing near.”
Reluctant, but obedient, the old man turned his back upon his convent, the prior, more aged still, kneeling to
ask his blessing on the threshold; and Miss Martha carried him away to the home she had prepared for his
reception.
It had been worthy of her love, that thought of making him a nest in the old monastery. It was a spot that had
been familiar to his childhood, and as a boy he had delighted to dream among the ruins. His dreams in the place
had been to him what poems and fairy tales are to other wonder-loving children. He had lain in the long grass
among the graves, and peopled the walls with his fancy. In spirit he had swung the censer, and rung the peal of
bells from the belfry. Time had been when his mother, missing him long from home, had found him rapt in prayer
among the tombs. A long life hall passed over his head since then, of fasting and doing penance, of praying and
contemplating, of much labor and little rest; and now he had come back here to die. Broken and spent and feeble,
but infinitely happy and at peace, the old man had found a home for his last days in the very haunts of his boyhood’s dreams.
But at the opening of this story the establishment of the home among the ruins was a thing of old date, and a
child was growing up at Monasterlea.
3
Little May Mourne made her humble entry into life in the sunshine of a Roman summer. Her father had been a
painter, younger brother of Martha and Felix, one of those who give up home, country, and friends to follow art
whither she may lead them. She had led him into care and difficulty, had given him hard tasks to do, and bitter
bread to eat. He had had too much love, and too little power; and disappointment had broken his heart in the end.
May’s mother had been a beautiful Roman girl, who had not lived long after the death of her husband; and the
child had disported herself in an Italian vineyard until she was five years old, when the friends of her mother, who
were poor people, yielding to the yearning of Miss Martha, allowed her to come to Rome, and take the girl away
with her. Miss Martha had left her home in the ruins, her fireside among the tombs, had left old Nanny taking care
of Father Felix, and had journeyed to Romr; and returned in triumph with the child; who, with her soft dark eyes
468

and picturesque ways, had become a part of this curious household. It was like ingrafting a crimson rose on a wild
thorn, to bring little May to Monasteriea.
Miss Martha brought home various other treasures besides the one whose tiny hand was squeezed in hers. She
brought a quaint silver lamp, and a picture painted by May’s father, both for the little chapel which she had made
for Father Felix; for she had roofed in a space off one of the cloisters, and set up an altar, and ornamented the
walls. It might have been formerly a chapter-room, or a refectory, or a scriptorium. Now it was a chapel, which
May could dress with flowers, and where Felix could pray the day long if he pleased, and the night long too. Miss
Martha had not counted upon this when out of sympathy she humored him so far; but he would leave his bed,
which she had spread so soft, and would pass whole nights upon the stones.
No wonder that such things should be talked about in the country. Father Felix had been received with much
welcome by the people. They loved him as a Franciscan friar; for these friars have always been friends of the Irish
poor; but they loved him, also, for his simple face and gentle, sympathetic ways. Now, added to this, was the fame
of his sanctity, which went forth in whispers among the hills. It was said he could restore the sick by the great
strength and faith of his prayers. The poor had no other doctor, and they ran to bring their sick to him. He prayed
beside them; long wrestling prayers, which left him utterly exhausted. The sick went away declaring themselves
healed, and the old man was carried fainting to his bed.
He was looked upon as the saint of the country: his fastings, vigils, and communions with heaven, were talked
of at mountain firesides. If people caught a glimpse of his white head moving among the ruined walls, up and
down between the rose hedges, they went forward on their journey with a lighter heart. The mountain world was
the gladder and brighter on account of his coming; and Father Felix had become a part of the poetry of the district.
Monasterlea was a very strange home for a child. The stories of the ghosts that walked abroad from twilight in
the evening till sunrise in the morning, would have made any ordinary mortal feel uncomfortable. But the
inhabitants of this house were not like other people. Miss Martha had no objection to ghosts. They did not harm
her, and she was such a hospitable soul, that she was glad to give a shelter to anything, natural or supernatural,
that chose to seek a harbor under her roof. She rather liked to think, as she lay in her bed, that her snug fireside,
where the warm red ashes glowed all the night through, was a comfort and a refuge for wandering spirits, who,
before she lit her hearth upon the spot, must have had a chill, damp time of it during their inevitable vigils.
Then there was old Nanny, to whom ghosts were a delight. She knew more of them than she would like to tell;
it was not given to many to see and hear the things that she had seen and heard. She could give form and
significance to every shadow on the wall, and could interpret every murmur of the wind. She knew what went on,
when other folks were asleep; knew, but dared not tell. If she did not keep their counsel, they would drag her from
her bed, and carry her through the mountains; she should be dashed against every rock, and dipped in every
stream, besides being whirled through the air the whole of the flight. So, though the ghosts might come trooping
down the cloisters in the darkness, raising their voices, and making a tempest in the corners; though they might
meet her face to face in the passages, dash the things about the kitchen, and bend over her, and talk to her in her
bed, yet of all this and more she dared not tell. She would certainly keep their secrets from light-hearted Bridget,
her fellow-servant, who was so laughter-loving that she could laugh even at the ghosts of Monasterlea; whose red
cheeks would dimple, and black eyes glitter, to hear the very mention of their freaks; and whose delight it was to
come rushing into the kitchen of a dark evening, panting and laughing, and declaring that the great stone angel
had risen up and kissed her, or that a terrible apparition had accosted her in the cloisters, and invited her out for a
walk.
In the midst of the various influences of the place, the little flower from Italy grew hardily and freshly in the
moorland soil. It was a curious occurrence which first drew her towards her visionary uncle.
The child had feared him; his looks struck her with awe; she shrank from him, and dreaded to pass the door of
his room. Nevertheless, she fretted about him; wakened in the night, and wept to think of him prostrate on the
cold flags upon the chapel floor. She mourned to see him touch no food, and hid little cakes in his pocket, hoping
that he might find and eat them.
One night, at last, she got up in her sleep, and made her way through the long, dark cloister of the chapel.
There was no light within but the glimmer of the sanctuary lamp; and the old man believed that he saw a whiterobed angel approaching to comfort and bear him company. His cry of surprise awakened the child, who, looking
wildly around her, shuddered a few moments, and then fled to him, clinging round his neck in her fear.
The old friar soothed her kindly, and gathered from her sobbing account that anxiety and sympathy for him had
caused her to wander in her sleep. He carried her in his arms to her chamber door. Next morning she flew to meet
him with smiles, and the blooming little maiden and the aged ascetic became the fastest of simple-hearted friends.
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And thus out of its many odd elements, Miss Martha’s household contrived to make a cheerful and harmonious
whole. As for her, she had her farm to attend to, and her house and her servants, besides her two children, Felix
and May. She was a very happy woman, who felt herself a power for the protection of the weak. She had known
what it was to lead a lonely life; but now she was in right good company.
4
Sir John and Lady Archbold, who lived at Camlough in the hills, had an only daughter, about a year older than
May. They loved this child better than their own souls and bodies, and as much as they hated the thought of death,
which is saying a good deal. The fame of the beauty and spirit of the girl had traveled to Monasterlea; and many a
time May had stood on tip-toe looking over the hedges to see her riding past by her father’s side, with her yellow
hair streaming on the wind.
The little girl at Camlough was one of May’s dream-playmates. She had many such companions, who shared
all her confidences, and joined in her games. Another was the grim stone angel of the passage, who was petted
and talked to in the daylight, but rather shunned when the night began to come on. The girl from Camlough was
May’s especial friend. This little person was always supposed to be at hand, and her opinion was taken on all
subjects. So fond of her was May, that she would sit for hours upon the highest step of the belfry-stairs, gazing
through a hole in the ruined wall across the land towards Camlough. There, behind the Golden Mountain, she was
told there stood a castle of delights, of which her friend was princess. Wonderful traveling carriages would appear
upon the lonesome road, on their way to this palace of enchantment. May had once been at the inn at the foot of
the mountain, where Sir John’s huge oxen were kept in waiting for his guests; had seen the horses taken out and
the oxen yoked to, and the fine ladies screaming a little, when the oxen began to pull and the carriages began
moving up the fine paved road cut in the steep mountain’s face. From her belfry she could trace the movement of
the oxen on that distant road, could watch them to the very rim of the crown of the mountain, see them quiver
there for a moment against the sun, then drop out of her sight into unknown realms of bliss.
But the little girl at Camlough fell sick. The palace of delights was a saddened palace. The echo of the anguish
of those parents who knew not how to suffer was heard over the moors and through the hills. The child was sick
to death; rallied, fell back, wasted, and grew weaker, and at last was given over as incurable. Doctors took their
way from Camlough. It was said that Lady Archbold quarreled with the last who lingered, and would have waited
a little longer; that she ordered him from the place because he would not tell her that her child should surely live.
Then the frantic parents gave way in despair.
One hot, dark night, Midsummer Eve, Katherine Archbold lay in a trance like death. Her father was sitting by
her bed. Her mother walked about the room close by, mad with rebellious agony. The short darkness of the warm,
summer night hung heavily on this dwelling of luxury. The silver lamps burned softly, and the odor of flowers
came through the open windows. The servants were afraid to sleep, knowing that, at any moment, death might
arrive; and after that they knew not what to expect, for her ladyship was determined that the child should not die.
There was a poor fool sitting down in the kitchen, muttering to himself as idiots do, and nobody was minding
him. He was an “innocent” from birth, one of those who “live among the people.” He wandered from place to
place, and was welcome everywhere; for people say such as he bring luck. The cook had placed meat and beer
before him; but the fool had heard rumors of the trouble that was in the place, and he would not eat as usual. Not
that he cared much for the young lady herself, for she had often tormented him; not that he cared much for Lady
Archbold, who seldom bestowed notice on such as he; but his heart was sore for Sir John. Sir John always threw
him a shilling when he passed him, and sent him to the cook to get his dinner; and he nodded to him and smiled at
him, and Con the idiot knew a smile from a frown.
Two or three servants were talking of the deadliness of the child’s disease, of the uselessness of doctors, of the
grief of the father and mother, and of fifty things besides. All at once Con started from his seat, and sped to the
kitchen-door.
“Hallo, my boy!” cried the cook, “you stay here for the night!”
But Con only flung a grin of delight over his shoulder, and disappeared; not out of doors, but, to the dismay of
all present, upstairs, where he had no business to be.
Sir John, sitting by the side of his daughter, with his face buried in his hands, felt a touch upon his shoulder,
and. looked up with a great start. There were Con’s white face and black eyes gleaming at him in the dull light of
the sick room.
“Master!” said the idiot caressingly. Sir John was about to shake him off; but the great tenderness and
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sympathy in the lad’s face caught his attention.
“Master, take miss down mountain!” said the fool in an excited whisper; and he pointed with his finger to the
open window, beyond which the day was already breaking, leaving the dark peaks of the hills all naked against
the pale rifts between the clouds.
“Father Felix, master! Father Felix, master!”
Sir John started again, and a flush rose to his face. He guessed on the instant at the meaning of the fool.
Everyone in the country knew that the sick were brought to Father Felix. Many a time Sir John had laughed at the
folly; yesterday he would have laughed at it; but now, being in despair, he felt differently.
Within the next half-hour, the whole castle was astir; and all the people of the place knew that a strange thing
was about to happen. Lady Archbold, docile for once, hurried on with quivering hands her riding-habit, and
placed a hat with long feathers and jeweled buckle above her troubled face. A litter was constructed, and the
insensible maiden was placed on it, supported by pillows, and swathed in costly wrappings. A heap of June
flowers lay on her feet. Six stout retainers carried the litter on their shoulders, and the woful parents rode a little in
advance on either side. A crowd of servants, laborers, trades-people, and tenants, who poured out at short notice
from the settlement of Camlough in the lap of the Golden Mountain, made a motley rear-guard to the train. Down
the rugged passage of the steep mountain came winding slowly this mournful procession, with the glory of the
midsummer morning flashing on the rich draperies of the litter, the pale adorned figure of the prostrate child, and
the awed, wondering faces around her; and far on before them fled the swift-footed fool, the herald and vanguard
of the train, with his arms extended as a signal of alarm, and all the fires of the sunrise burning in his eyes.
Early that morning little May had climbed the belfry to send the wishes of her heart to her sick, dreamplaymate. With two level hands above her eyebrows she .had screamed aloud, so sharply that the crows started
cawing out of the ivy.
“Aunt Martha,” she cried, flying into the breakfast parlor, “there is a strange, slow, procession coming down
the Golden Mountain!”
“Guests returning,” said Miss Martha comfortably, speaking from behind the steam of her teapot.
“There are no visitors at Camlough this long, long time,” said May, who was as pale as the white rose in the
garden.
“That is true,” said Miss Martha doubtfully; “but what are you afraid of?”
“I fear that it may be the little girl’s funeral,” said May, and burst into tears.
“Impossible!” said Miss Martha: “we should have heard of her death.”
“Do not cry, little one,” said Father Felix. “It is no doubt an ordinary funeral from the hills;” and he stole away
to his chapel to pray for the rest of some unknown soul.
“Now you take the telescope, May,” said her aunt, “and amuse yourself watching these travelers; and don’t you
fret yourself for nothing, my dear. As for me, I have to boil my preserves.” Funerals were familiar events to Miss
Martha.
“But there are bright things shining in the riders’ hands, and a bier with a cover as white as snow,” muttered
May in her belfry, telescope in hand. And then about noon she beheld wild Con coming flying along the road to
Monasterlea.
“News, Con? News from Camlough?” cried May, speeding to meet him, and clapping her hands to attract his
notice; but he dashed past her without heeding, leaped over the gravestones like a goat, dived into the cloisters
through a breach in the wall, nor pause untill he burst into the chapel. The old priest had been kneeling in prayer
before his altar, but rose in dismay at the rude noise. Wild Con dropped prostrate at his feet.
“Master bring miss down hill,” cried the fool. “Father Felix make her laugh and walk about. Aha! little missy
get up quite well.”
Father Felix patted him soothingly on the head. The idiot was quivering with excitement. He began to laugh
and cry as the sound of many feet and voices became audible through the window; but the priest signed to him to
be still and reverent, and he crouched upon the ground, covering his face with his hands. The door opened again,
and May came radiantly into the chapel, stepping on tip-toe, and looking like a spirit.
“Uncle!” she whispered, clasping his hands, “Sir John and Lady Archbold have come all the way from
Camlough with their daughter, who is sick. You will cure her, uncle? Oh! you will make her well?” The old man
changed colour, and trembled.
“My child,” he said, “you know not what you say; but I will go and learn what they ask of me.”
The procession had poured itself into the graveyard. The litter had been placed upon a fallen tombstone, the
white coverlet swept the earth, and the flowers and draperies glowed with new color in the brilliant air. A tawny471

cheeked woman in a scarlet shawl held a canopy of white silk over the sick girl’s wan face, and over the loose
golden hair, which lay in a shower among the nettles. Sir John had alighted, and, with hat in hand, advanced to
meet the monk. Lady Archbold sat haughtily on her horse.
“Good sir,” said Sir John, “our daughter is sick. All natural aid has failed to cure her. We come to you, begging
you will restore her. We have brought you gifts—the most precious things we could select on the instant; but they
are a small part of what we are prepared to give you.:
The old man glanced all around, and the pomp and pride of the scene troubled him. As he stood there, with the
eyes of these great people upon him, he looked, to worldly view, a meager figure, both as to flesh and garb, yet
with a certain dignity of age and holiness which could not be questioned, still less understood. Sir John grew
impatient at a moment’s delay.
“Sir,” he said, “we are in anguish. Is it not your calling to succor the distressed?”
“Alas,” said the old man, “take away your gifts. God alone can do what you desire. I can pray in your name;
but he looks to the humility of the heart.” Lady Archbold now pressed forward.
“Sir!” she cried wildly. “Exert your power—we care not much if it be of heaven or not. We only want our
child! Oh, me, we only want our child!” and she broke out into a wail of despair.
“Lady,” said the old man, looking at her with mild pity, “you speak to me as if I were a sorcerer. I am no such
thing; neither am I a saint, only the poorest of' God’s servants. And I hesitate, fearing no mercy will be shown
which is demanded in such a spirit.”
Lady Archbold’s face sank beneath his glance. She flung herself from her horse, and went down on her knees
till the feathers of her hat touched the earth.
“Oh!” she moaned, “tell me how to feel, that this be done. You shall put ashes on my head, and I will be the
humblest poor woman in these mountains. I have lived without religion, but I will try to be a Christian
henceforward. Only ask your God to give me back my child!”
Many women began to sob around to see the proud lady humbled thus. The old priest himself had tears in his
eyes as he answered her appeal.
“Daughter,” he said, “I will do as you wish. Let us all, then, kneel, and crave this blessing.”
All sank upon their knees in the grass. Some supported themselves against the broken cross, some leaned upon
the mounds of the graves. Many women were weeping, many men trembling. Lady Archbold crouched with her
face to the very moss of the earth. It was long, whispered the people, since she had knelt before. She shuddered as
the priest made a loud distinct prayer, to which the mass of the people responded with a sound that was like the
roaring of a troubled sea.
But soon there was stillness in the graveyard. The priest had sunk prostrate in silent prayer. The very rooks had
stopped their clamor in the belfry. The people held their breath, and feared even to sway their bent bodies. Only a
lark dared to sing, and sang long and ecstatically, rising higher and higher, till, only for the echo of its notes, it
might have seemed to be consumed in the fires of the sun. It seemed to May that the singing of this lark was the
voice of the old man’s prayer, as it pierced its urgent way to heaven.
An hour passed, and the kneeling people began to grow weary. Lady Archbold glanced once at her child,
crouched to the earth again, and groaned aloud. Another hour passed, and a woman fainted, and some children
stole away to play at a distance. It was far in the third hour when a loud scream rang out upon the air.
The scream came from May, who was close to the sick girl, and had seen her long hair stir among the nettles.
The next moment Katherine Archbold sat up, and began gazing curiously around her. First a hoarse murmur of
awe ran through the crowd; then there arose such a cheer from the hearts of the mountain men as had never been
heard among these walls before. The startled crows set up a wild clamor round the belfry. The mother rushed
towards her daughter, stumbled among the people and fell, but was raised by the strong, kind arms of women, and
carried by them to the side of her Katherine. Mother, father, and child were locked in a wild embrace, amidst the
sobs and exclamations of the people.
It was some minutes before anyone remembered the old priest.. Little May’s shrill voice again raised, and her
slight arm beating back the people, first recalled him to their minds, Then they looked on the ground where he lay
upon his face. They turned him on his back, and found he had passed from prayer into a swoon. Now Miss Martha
bustled up in tears. She had knelt in the distance upon her doorstep, half joining in the scene and half resenting it,
knowing too well the consequences of such efforts for her brother. She gathered his frail body in her arms, and,
with the help of friends, had him carried to the house.
“Ah, yes, good sir,” she said bitterly to Sir John, “he has given your daughter health, but I greatly Fear she has
given him his death.”
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“I pray God no,” said Sir John. Miss Martha was too hospitable to suffer the people from Camlough to return
without refreshment, and bestowed on them such entertainment as it was in her power to give. The crowd soon
scattered to carry far and wide the story of the morning; and Sir John and his wife and child honored Miss
Martha’s dwelling with their presence.
May invited Katherine to her own little room, having leave to wait upon her, whilst Miss Martha was attending
to Lady Archbold. To this Katherine submitted with a languid condescension.
“Have you not a better frock than this?” asks she, surveying the robe of thick white muslin in which May was
attiring her with tender hands.
“Alas, no!” said May, crestfallen. “I always thought it was a pretty frock; but I see it is not good enough for
you.”
“I should think not,” said Katherine, flinging her head about, and tossing her gold mane in May’s eyes. “You
should see what handsome frocks I wear at Camlough; but what makes your eyes so red, little girl?”
“I wept this morning,” said May, who was ready to weep again. “I wept because you were so sick.”
“How funny!” said Katherine, laughing. “I’m sure I should not weep if you were sick; but I like you very well,
and you shall come to Camlough. You are a nice little girl in your own way; but you are not so beautiful as I am.”
“Oh, no!” said May eagerly, “I could not be so silly as to think so.”
“You are a very pleasant little girl,” said Katherine: “I shall certainly have you with me at Camlough.”
Before Sir John and Lady Archbold left Monasterlea, they stood by the old priest’s bedside, to offer him their
thanks. At her husband’s suggestion, Lady Archbold expressed her sorrow for wild words which had been uttered
in her grief. The old man was ill, and could not speak much.
“Forget all that,” he said; “but there is one thing I would bid you remember. Guard well this soul that God has
given back into your keeping. See that in gaining her you have not lost her. Make her modest and holy, gentle and
wise.”
But Lady Archbold’s pride was on the return. She thought herself lectured, and turned away with impatience,
which she hardly took the trouble to conceal. At the same moment Katherine was led unwillingly into the room,
glancing about the place with an air of scorn. The pallid old man upon the couch was an object of ridicule in her
eyes. When her father placed her beneath the hand which was extended to bless her she drew back in disgust. And
then they all departed, and the train went back to Camlough.
And May hid herself in her belfry to weep. This was her first real grief. Katherine had disappointed her. The
sweet dream-playmate was no more. Pride shown to herself she did not mind; but contempt of her uncle the
loving heart could not brook.
And, after all this, Miss Martha’s anxious words came true; for in two days Father Felix was dead.
5
Paul Finiston and his mother had, for many years, lived in a high, narrow house on the Quays, in Dublin, close
by where a light bridge springs over the dark, running river. Tall spars congregated beside it, and old brown sails
flapped heavily in the water, turning orange and red in the sun. High above, there were domes against the sky, and
in the shadow of the up-hill distance loomed the ghostly outlines of many peaks and pinnacles.
Mrs. Finiston was a frail creature, who was chained to a sofa in her dingy room. For years she had had nothing
strong to protect her but her trust in God, nothing bright to look at but the face of her boy. Yet with these two
comforts she had managed to get on pretty well, and now her son was turning into a tall, brave lad. Only let her
live for a few years more, and she might free him forever from the dangers that beset him..
She had saved her husband from the curse of his family, and she would also try to save her son. Her husband
had been the brother of Simon the miser. He had obtained with difficulty a commission in the army, and had been
sent into the world to seek his fortune. It had been her labor to keep him from longing after ill-omened
possessions. She was tender, upright, and somewhat superstitious, and the curse of Tobereevil had been the terror
of her life. The dread of it had made her patient in poverty, and peculiarly unselfish in her love; and her patience
and love had so influenced her husband that he had never shown a desire to touch the rusting treasures of his race.
Husband and wife had paid one visit together to Tobereevil, and had hastened away, shuddering at the
wretchedness they had witnessed. But now he had been dead many years.
Mrs. Finiston was in receipt of a small pension, and possessed also a trifling annuity of her own. But all this
little income would vanish when she died. No wonder, then, that she prayed to be spared; that she stinted and
saved with the hope of being enabled to give her son a protection. She had determined against making him a
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soldier; as such he would be always poor; and in poverty, there was that danger of the longing for the riches of the
misers of Tobereevil. She would hedge round his future from that risk.
Her high sitting-room window was bowed out towards the river, and the narrow panes between its ancient
pilasters afforded a view over the bridge into the sunshine. The dome of the Four Courts shone finely in the
distance above the masts, through the soft amber haze of a summer’s day. She had resolved that, under its shelter,
her Paul should yet win fame and gold—honorable fame, which he would prefer to wealth; gold, honestly earned,
which he would generously share and spend. There were many great men even in her own little day who had
grown up out of smaller beginnings. The mother on the sofa recalled a dozen such.
With a view to all this she had deprived herself of comfort that he might be taught by the best tutors in Dublin.
He was now seventeen, a student of Trinity, and had taken a fair share of honors for his time. He was not a genius,
nor over-fond of books; but he loved his mother, and appreciated the sacrifices she was making for his sake. And,
though he smiled a little at her anxiety about the curse, his horror of it was even greater than her own.
Thus Paul Finiston, sitting among his books in the rude old window, would often also raise his eyes and hopes
to that dome of promise against the clouds. He would stifle in his heart certain yearnings for an open-air life; for
travel, for change, for the ownership of country acres, and the power of mastership in a dominion of his own. He
would determine within him to let no weakness of purpose throw him in the way of temptation. He would become
a learned hard-headed man of business, who should found a new house to redeem the honor of his name; and
above all should have no leisure for bad dreams.
“Paul,” said his mother one evening, as he came in and settled down to his books, “I have had a letter from the
west.”
“From the west!” echoed Paul, startled, thinking of the miser.
“From dear old Martha Mourne. She is coming to Dublin on business with her lawyer; and she says, ‘I will
bring poor Timothy’s child to see you.’”
“Who is poor Timothy’s child?” asked Paul. “Her niece? I hope she is not grown up.” For he was very shy of
women, having been accustomed to speak to none but his mother.
“She is a child of about twelve years old, if I remember. And you must be kind to her, Paul. You must meet
them at the coach, and bring them here.”
Paul pulled a face over his book, a sign of dismay which he would not have shown his mother for the world.
He tried to be glad that she should see a friend; but, for himself, he had a dread of old women and children. Still
he would be kind to them, and civil to them, if he could. He would meet them at the coach-office, of course, and
carry all their band-boxes, if need be. He would pour out the tea as he was accustomed to do, and help little missy
and old madam to cake. But after all these things were resolved upon, it could surely never hurt anyone that he
should kick his old boots about his own little room, and wish the good people safely back where they came from.
At four o’clock next day the coach came in. It was a long, rose-colored evening towards the spring, full of soft
promises of sweet months yet to come; bars of red fell across the bridge, and spikes of burnished gold tipped the
clustering spars, while masses of light and shade rolled up and down the shifting shrouds, gamboling like living
things.
Paul had laid the cloth, and brought the fat roast chicken and the slices of cold ham from the nearest cook’s
shop; had set forth the fresh lemon-cakes and the strawberry preserves. The tea was in the tea-pot, and the kettle
on the hob. He had placed the muffins at a prudent distance from the fire, where his mother on her sofa could turn
them at her leisure; and, all these formidable arrangements made, he sauntered slowly down the quay with his
hands in his pockets. He gazed with new interest at the movements of the men in the boats, spoke to them from
the wall, and was pleased when they invited him on board; but the very last moment of lingering arrived, and Paul
was at his post when the coach drove up.
He scanned the faces inside, and recognized his charge with a thrill of relief. They did not appear awful after
all; and they looked very tired, and very glad of him at the door. This no doubt made Paul look also glad to see
them, and the introduction was quite pleasant and friendly. There was nothing to object to about Miss Martha,
except that her bonnet was a little bruised on one side; but that was from falling asleep against the side of the
coach. She looked thoroughly a lady in her neat garments of lavender and black; and her quick-witted ways
seemed to announce that she was accustomed to be no inconvenience to anyone. Beside her sat a slim little
maiden, in a gray pelisse and a deep straw bonnet tied down with white, who was cherishing fondly a basket of
roses, which had faded, in her lap. And, when the bonnet turned round, there were discovered under it cheeks
flushed with fatigue, and bright eager eyes—a sweet little bloomy carnation of a face.
The travelers, upon their part, saw a strong, graceful, good-looking lad. The face was as good a face as ever
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woman looked upon. The features were manly, the eyes dark and steady under finely marked brows. They were
sweet-tempered eyes, yet suggestive of passion. The forehead was broad; and the temples too full for any man but
a poet. The half-curled locks were thick and fair, and the mouth looked particularly truthful. It was not a very firm
mouth, and yet not weak; truthful-looking and changeful, and very apt to smile; and it smiled broadly as Paul
Finiston handed young missy and old madam out of the coach.
As for. parcels, Miss Martha had only two small bags and a large umbrella; and it was as much as Paul could
do to get leave to carry the latter.
“No, my dear,” she said, though I like you for offering. It is a good sign to see a lad polite to old women; but
I’d rather you’d take hands with little May to keep her steady on the crossings.”
So Paul marched forward with May under one arm and the umbrella under the other, and Miss Martha
followed with a bag in each hand. And, in spite of his dread of old women and children, Paul forgot to be uneasy
lest any of the Trinity fellows should happen to stroll down the street at the wrong minute, and behold this
procession crossing the bridge. …
220.94 Excerpt from On Horseback Through Asia Minor\fn{by Frederick Gustavus Burnaby (1842-1895)} Bedford,
Bedfordshire, England, United Kingdom (M) 18
… Presently the little town appears in sight; a thin skirt of poplar trees encircles it as in a frame. An old ruined
citadel, perched up on a seemingly inaccessible rock, faces us from the opposite side of Divriki\fn{ This is modern
Divrigi, Sivas Province:H} A tower on a still higher peak, but communicating by a hidden path with the citadel, serves
as a place of refuge for the garrison, should the first mentioned stronghold ever be taken by assault. A rapid
stream—the Tchalt Tchai—runs below the citadel. The town is said to contain about 3400 houses, of which 3000
belong to Turks, and the remainder to Armenians.
Behind the houses and in the distance were fresh layers of snow-covered mountains: the valley in which the
town lies has not felt the onslaught of winter; it is still covered with deep mud.
One of the Zaptichs\fn{Officers of the Turkish police} galloped forward with a letter to the governor from the Pacha
at Sivas. Presently the official rode out to meet me. He was accompanied by an escort of gendarmes under the
command of a captain. The latter, who was mounted upon a spirited little Arab, caracoled his steed to and fro—
now bending over the saddle and trying to touch the ground with his hand—then going through all the motions of
throwing the Djerrid—evidently wishing to astonish the weak nerves of the newly-arrived giaours.\fn{An ethnic slur
used by Muslims in Turkey and the Balkins to describe all non-Muslims, particularly Christians; elsewhere in this excerpt it is defined as
“infidel”}

“Lor! What a cropper!”
This remark from my English servant disturbed me in a conversation with the governor. On looking round, I
saw the captain rolling in the mud. His saddle had turned—hence the fall.
“Serve him right, sir!” remarked Radford, catching my eye. “He was a spurring his horse that cruel; now
pulling him up short on his withers, and then loosing him off like an express train. He was trying to show us how
he could touch the ground. I believe, sir, the fellow thinks that we know nothing about riding, and that is why he
wanted to do a[n] Astley’s performance out here in Hasia!”
*
The Caimacan led the way to a large house, belonging to a Turkish gentleman, a personal friend of the Pacha
of Sivas. My host received me very courteously. He was under the impression that I had come to Divriki on some
business connected with mines, and seemed surprised when he was informed that nothing but a wish to see the
country had induced me to ride through Anatolia.
“There are mines in the neighbourhood,” said the Turk, “and, according to tradition, some very rich ones. They
were worked several hundred years ago—that is, when People lived who had brains—but now, alas! every man’s
head is like a blown-out calf’s skin. The people do not know how to get at the treasures which lie hid beneath the
ground, and, even if they did, would be too idle to do so.” I observed that, judging from the ruins about Divriki,
all the houses must formerly have been built of hewn stone.
“Yes,” said my host sorrowfully, “our ancestors were wise men. They lived in stone houses, we are satisfied
with buildings made of dried mud. What do you build your houses of in England?” he inquired.
“Of bricks made of clay burnt in a fire.”
“Yes,” said the Turk, “you English have advanced. You know more than yuour grandfathers. Why have we not
done the same?”
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“Probably because you keep your women shut up in a harem, and do not educate them,” I replied. “Turkish
mothers are very ignorant, and, consequently, cannot instruct their children. The result is that your sons are only
half educated. Besides this, you choose your wives—at least I am told so—for their looks, and without any regard
to other attainments.”
“The Inglis is quite right,” said an old Turk, a friend of my host. “If I want to breed a good foal, I am as
particular about the mare as the sire. He means that we leave the mares out of the question, and then complain that
our stock is not so good as that of other nations.”
“But hundreds of years ago our women knew quite as much as the Frank women,” observed my host.
“Yes,” replied his companion, “and then we could hold our own against the Franks. But the Frank women have
been educated since those times; the Effendi thinks that we ought to educate our wives in the same way.”
“It would be difficult to do so,” said the Turk coldly. “Their women uncover their faces; I have heard that some
of them declare that they are the equals of their husbands. What ridiculous creatures they must be,” he continued,
“not at once to accept that inferior position which Allah in His wisdom has awarded to them!”
*
The following day I walked to the citadel, accompanied by my host. The building had been erected 600 years
ago, as a defence against the Persians, who at that time frequently made encroachments into this part of Turkey.
The solid masonry, which in many places had been allowed to go to ruin, showed that the walls had originally
been built with great care. Two thousand men could have been quartered in the citadel, which now, uninhabited
save by dogs and lizards, is rapidly succumbing to the elements. Convenient embrasures had been left on that side
of the rampart which was easiest to assault; through them the defenders could pour down the celebrated Greek fire
so much used in the middle ages.
The river, which ran below the citadel, separated us from the tower which was used as a final place of retreat
should the citadel be stormed. On my asking how the garrison could cross the water, there being no bridge in the
vicinity, I was informed that a subterranean passage led beneath the stream to the other bank, and, then entering
the side of the rock, a winding staircase gave access to the tower. The defenders were thus able to retreat from the
citadel without their movements being seen by the enemy.
It was a glorious afternoon. The view of Diviriki, of its numerous minarets and domes, lying as it were in
miniature below us, was very lovely. Lofty mountains in winter garb, surrounded the suburbs on every side; and
the silvery garb, threading its way through the more distant quarters of the town, bubbled and splashed against the
rocks and boulders. The murmur of the waters was blended with the hum of the population. The cries of the
herdsmen mingled over and anon with the report of a firearm in the distance.
“Is there much game in the neighbourhood?” I inquired of my companion, who, leaning against one of the
battlements in the tower, was straining his eyes in the direction of the shot.
“No. A few wild goats are sometimes to be seen on the rocks. The sportsman, whoever he is, has probably
managed to come upon some of them unawares. I have a beautiful gun,” he continued; “I will show it you
afterwards.”
“Is it for partridges or for big game?” I asked.
“For big game. It is rifled,” he replied, “but I often load it with shot, and shoot at partridges, that is when they
are all huddled together on the ground. Do you shoot much in your country with ball?”
“Yes; there is a great meeting once a year near London. All the best marksmen attend, and the Queen gives a
prize to the best shot.
“Does she give many paras?”\fn{A subunit of the Ottoman currency: 1 para = 1/4000 of the Turkish lira:W}
“A great many—several hundred liras.”\fn{The major unit of the Ottoman currency}
“Now could one of your best shots hit that cow?” pointing to an animal almost 400 yards distant.
“Yes.”
“What a marvel!” exclaimed the Turk. “Even the Kurds could not do that, and they shoot very well. They
manufacture their own powder,” he continued, “and very good powder it is too. The powder sold by the
permission of our Government is very bad and dear; besides that, a man is only permitted to purchase a very small
quantity at a time. There is plenty of sulphur, saltpeter, and charcoal in the mountains, and the Kurds supply
themselves.”
I afterward learnt that all the powder which is furnished to the troops in Asia Minor is sent from
Constantinople. There is no gunpowder manufactory in this part of Asia Minor. It is a great pity that the Turks
have not long ago started an arsenal in the neighbourhood of Erzingan, which could have supplied the troops on
the Turco-Russian frontier with cartridges and small arms. As it is, every cartridge served out to a soldier before
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Kars costs the Government fifty percent in addition to its original cost, owing to the difficulties of transport.
“The Pasha at Sivas wrote to me to make your stay at Divriki as pleasant as I could,” presently remarked my
companion.
“How did you like him?” observed an Armenian who now joined us.
“Very much.”
“He is civil to all Europeans,” continued the Armenian. Probably he took a fancy to you because his astrologer
had worked out your horoscope, and had reported favourably upon it.”
“You do not mean to say that the Pacha believes in such things?” I observed.
“Yes; he never makes a journey without first of all consulting his astrologer.”
There was no very active trade in Divriki. The Armenian supplied the people of the town with the few goods
which they might require, at exorbitant prices.
In addition to this, most of the Christians were usurers. Any Mohammedan who chanced to require a loan had
to pay his Armenian fellow-citizen a very high rate of interest. However, in this respect Divriki is not an exception
to the towns in Anatolia, and in almost every district which I visited I found that the leading Christians in the
community had made their money by usurious dealings. In some instances, old Turkish families had been entirely
ruined; their descendants were lying in gaol at the suit of Armenian moneylenders.
32
I was now to learn that the usury laws in Turkey are also used against the Christians. On returning to my
house, a servant informed me that an Armenian was downstairs, and wished to see me.
He had been in Paris, and could speak a little French. This he so interlarded with Turkish that it was rather
difficult to follow him. The man’s name was Hanistan Ereek. At length I discovered that, twelve years ago, his
father had borrowed 300 piastres from a Turk. Soon afterwards the father died, and the son, leaving Divriki
without paying the debt, had gone to Europe. On his return the creditor had him arrested for the sum of 6000
piastres. This Hanistan Ereek refused to pay; he had been imprisoned for three months in consequence.
The Caimacan was in the room at the time the man made his complaint.
“It seems a hard case,” I remarked.
“It is our law,” was the reply; “if he had been a Turk, the same thing would have happened.”
“No, it would not have happened; 300 piastres would never have amounted to 6000 piastres!” cried the
Armenian indignantly.
It appeared that the case was one of hard swearing. The Turkish creditor had produced a piece of paper, on
which was written that he had lent a larger amount than 300 piastres to Hanistan Ereek’s father—the document in
question bearing the latter’s signature. This the son swore was a forgery. However, the Turk had been believed,
and the Armenian had been sent to prison.
“What would have been done if this case had happened in your country?” asked the Caimacan; “would you not
have put the man in prison for debt?”
“No; a son is not liable for his father’s debts.”
“Well, each country has its own laws, which doubtless are good for the respective inhabitants,” observed the
governor; “but if my father had died owning a sum of money, I should have thought that it was my duty to pay it.”
“A very proper resolution,” I remarked; “but supposing that the Government has contracted a debt, do you not
think that its successors are bound to pay the interest of the loan?”
The Caimacan stroked his beard and looked at the Cadi, who presently answered:
“We could not put a Government in prison.”
“No,” I observed, “but your nation owes my nation more than a hundred millions of liras, and not only you do
not pay us any interest, but you have even proposed to repudiate the debt altogether!”
“How can we pay?” said the Cadi; “we have no gold, only caime,\fn{Unable to define:H} and your people will
not take that. When the Russians leave us alone, then we shall be able to pay.”
“And in the meantime I suppose I am to go back to prison?” said the Armenian.
“We shall see,” said the Caimacan gravely; “the law must be carried out.”
I have, perhaps, given the above case more prominence than it deserves, but I have done so because in this
instance governor of Divriki and a Christian were confronted in my presence, and the Armenian made his
complaint without the slightest hesitation or fear. Now if the Christians had been so ill treated as some of their coreligionists would have had me believe, Hanistan Ereek would not have been likely to have dared to come
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forward and find fault with the Cadi of his town, who had adjudicated upon the matter.
According to the governor, the people in his district had not shown much readiness to go to the war. In some of
the villages, the redif soldiery\fn{Reserve soldiers; we would call them militia:H } were very reluctant to leave their
homes, and could only be made to do so by the Zaptiehs\fn{ Officers of the Turkish police} of the province, who were
most of them engaged at present in this duty.
“Why do you not give the Armenians arms?” I inquired.
“They would turn them against us, and join the Russians,” was the governor’s reply. “In some districts which
are very near Russia, and where the Armenians have the opportunity of seeing the Russians as they are, and not as
they pretend to be, the Christians prefer being under the Turkish rule; but the Armenians in our central provinces
are constantly being tampered with by Russian agents. If we were to give the Christians arms, Allah only knows
what would take place!”
*
I left Divriki at daybreak the following morning, and continued the march towards Arabkir.
We ascended once more into the clouds, and, after a four hours’ ride, halted to bait our horses at the village of
Yanoot—if, indeed, it deserves the name of village—for it consists of a few huts, and about twenty-five
inhabitants make up the entire population.
Now a curious phenomenon presented itself before us. We were passing a chain of hills which traversed our
track from north to south. The northern side of every height was covered with deep snow, on the southern
declivities some igneous rocks were exposed to view and glared in the sun. Here the rays were so fierce that not
only there was not snow, but the weather became oppressively warm. A few hundred yards further, and winter
attacked us again in all its rigour. Our horses were tried to their utmost in forcing a way before them.
The road became very rugged. An immense quantity of loose sharp pebbles were lying on the track. Our horses
could not see them and were constantly falling on their knees. Not a village or solitary house was met with during
our march. It was a picture of desolation. A few magpies, which from time to time flew mournfully across the
path, were the only living things besides ourselves.
“Well, sir, this is a Jordan of a road,” remarked my servant Radford, referring to some popular song, as the
horse he rode fell down for the fifth time that morning. “That cemetery in Constantinople, where we tried the
’osses, was a bad place for riding, but it was nothing to this. Mohammed, he didn’t seem to take any account of it
whatever. I never see such fellows as these Turks; they don’t seem to be able to master a grumble amongst them,
no matter what they may have to undergo! Why, sir, some of them soldiers as we saw at Sivas had not received a
day’s pay for twenty-five months, and they seemed quite content and happy-like; whilst, as for rations, it is true
that the men fill themselves to bursting when they have the chance, but when they have to go without their grub
they don’t grumble! I wonder, sir, what our soldiers at Aldershot would say if they had not received a ha’p’worth
of pay for two years, and had to march sometimes from morning to night, with nothing inside them save a whiff
or so of tobacco?”
Radford was right in his remark about the track being a Jordan road—that is, if a Jordan road is the
quintessence of everything that is stony and disagreeable. We had to lead our horses. Hour after hour sped by; we
still seemed to be no nearer to any signs of Arabkir. Now we were up to our waists in snow and quagmire, and
then we were lying between our horses’ heels, the result of a slip from some half-hidden boulder.
At last we arrived at a spot close to the town. Here the rocks were of a crimson hue, their sides were covered
with pebbles of ebon blackness. We mounted our horses, and riding along a precipice-bounded path which leads
into the long straggling city, presently halted at the house of an Armenian gentleman, who was kind enough to
offer us a lodging for the night.
My host was a silk merchant. He had started in business a very few years previous. This district being suitable
for breeding silk worms, he had speedily amassed a fortune. He was now one of the wealthiest men in the
province, and not only supplied the Arabkir district with textures of his manufacture, but sent them by caravans to
the limits of Asia Minor. He was very much respected by the Mohammedans in the town, and was on the best of
terms with the Caimacan. The latter, when he heard of my arrival, called, and, after salaaming my host, told him
that he should stay to dinner.
The apartment set aside for my use was hung round with engravings of all the sovereigns of Europe. A
bookshelf in one corner was filled with French books none of which my host could read.
“Do you know French?” I inquired.
“No!”
“Then what is the good of these volumes to you?”
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“I am sorry for my ignorance,” replied the man, “but I mean to have my child sent to Constantinople; there he
shall learn French and afterwards he will be able to read to me what is inside these books. Pretty covers, are they
not?” he continued, pointing to the binding. “I bought them when I was residing at Erzeroum, and the merchant
told me that they were full of wisdom. I have a European servant,” he added.
“A Frenchman?”
“No, a Russian.”
“A Russian?”
“Yes. You may well be surprised,” he said, “for there is not much love lost between the Russians and ourselves.
This man was taken prisoner during the Crimean war. When it was over he preferred remaining with us to
returning to his own country.”
33
My host now called out in a loud voice, “Atech!”\fn{Fire}
“I want to show you my Russian servant,” he remarked.
The door opened. A man of about fifty years of age, with an unmistakable Calmuck cast of countenance,
brought a piece of live charcoal, between a pair of iron tongs, and placed it in the bowl of my host’s chibouk;\fn{A
long-stemmed Turkish tobacco pipe} then, retiring to the end of the room, and crossing his arms, he awaited a fresh
order.
“So you are a Russian?” said, addressing the man in his native tongue.
“Yes, your excellency.”
“And why did you not return to your own country after the Crimean war was over?” The man looked down
upon the floor; presently he remarked:
“I was beaten.”
“Who beat you?”
“I was beaten all day and all night. My colonel beat me. The sergeant boxed my ears, and the corporals kicked
me!”
“But did you get flogged more than the rest of your comrades?”
“No, your excellency; at that time we were all beaten. I am told that now the officers do not flog their men so
much.”
“You are a deserter,” I remarked.
“No, your excellency, I did not desert. I liked my father the Tsar too much to run away when he required my
services. I was taken prisoner; when the war was over, I would not return to Russia. That is all I have done.”
“Well, and if the Russians come here, as it is quite possible they may, what shall you do then? For you would,
in that case, have a very fair chance of being hanged.”
“It would be a dreadful thing, your excellency, but I must take this risk. I would sooner be hanged than go
back.”
“But things have improved in Russia since your time.”
“A little,” replied the man. “Little by little we advance in Russia. It is a nice country for the rich, but it is a
dreadful country for the poor!”
“Is Turkey better?”
“Yes, your excellency, no one is beaten here; when a man is hungry, no Turk will ever refuse him a mouthful of
food—that is, if he has one for himself. I hope my brothers will not come here,” continued the man, pointing
presumably in the direction of the Caucasus. “Allah has given our father the Tsar much land; why does he want
more?” and, after putting some more red-hot charcoal in the bowls of our pipes, the Moujik\fn{ Peasant} left the
room.
My host’s frequent journeys to Erzeroum, where he had occasionally met Europeans, had given him a taste for
the civilized way of eating a dinner. He pointed with some pride to his knives and forks. They had been brought to
Erzeroum from the Caucuses, and were a mixture of silver, lead, and gold—the three metals being blended
together by the Circassian artificers, and then formed into the articles in question.
The Caimacan was also supplied with a knife and fork; however, this gentleman did not seem to understand the
use of his plate, and ate out of the dish.\fn{ I.e., he dipped his hand in the serving dish, putting the food in his mouth directly and
then going back for more:H}
“Which do you like the best—to eat with a knife and fork, or with your fingers?” I inquired.
“With my fingers,” replied the Caimacan. “It is so much cleaner,” he continued. “I first wash my hands, and
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then put them into the dish; but I do not clean my own fork—that is the duty of the servant, who, perhaps, is an
idle fellow. Besides this, who knows how many dirty mouths this fork has been stuck into before I put it in mine?”
*
Later in the evening, and when the governor had retired, my hosts said that his wife and mother would come
and sit with us for a little while.
“I am not like the other Armenians in Anatolia,” continued the speaker. “I have determined to shut up my
female relations no longer.”
“Do they not cover their faces?” I inquired.
“Yes, in the street they do, but not inside the house.”
The ladies now entered. They were dressed in loose yellow silk dressing-gowns. Making a profound reverence
to my host and self, they seated themselves on a divan in the farther corner of the room, tucking their legs
underneath them, and assuming the same position as my companion.
“It is a great honour for them to see an Englishman,” he observed.
“Yes,” said the old lady, “and what a distance you have come! Our roads are bad, and traveling is very
disagreeable for ladies,” she continued. “To have to go always on horseback, or in a box slung on a mule, is not
comfortable. Do English ladies ride?”
“Yes.”
“And why should they ride?” observed my host’s wife. “Have they not carriages and railways in your country,
so that when a man travels he can take a woman with him without any difficulty?”
“Yes, but they ride for pleasure! Our Queen is very fond of riding, and often does so when she is in Scotland.”
“Your Queen likes riding! That is a miracle!” said the old lady.
“I do not like riding at all—it makes me so sore,” said her companion; “but you Franks are wonderful people,
and your women seem to do what they like!”
“Would not you like to do the same?” I inquired.
“A woman’s place is to stay at home, and look after the children,” said my host’s mother gravely.
“Do not the husbands in England often become jealous of their wives?” inquired my host—”
“And the wives of their husbands?” interrupted the old lady.
“Yes, sometimes.”
“Well, there is a great deal to be said on both sides of the question,” observed the Armenian. “It will be a long
time before we follow you in all your customs.”
“You have places in your country where the men and women meet and dance together in the same way as our
gypsies dance—at least so I have been told,” remarked my host’s wife.
“Not exactly like your gypsies,” I replied; “but we have what are called balls, where men and women meet and
dance together.”
“The husband with his own wife?”
“No, not always. In facet, more often with the daughter or wife of a friend.”
“I should like to see a ball very much,” observed my host.
“We had better go,” said his mother, “it is getting late.” Rising from the sofa, she made another very
obsequious reverence, and lerft the room with her daughter-in-law.
*
The following day I rode to see the barracks. Arabkir is built in such a straggling fashion, that, although it only
contains about 3000 houses, it extends for a distance of six miles. The houses are built on each side of a deep
ravine. The streets, which are very precipitous, lead, in some instances, over the flat roofs of the dwellings. The
latter were many of them built of stone, and an air of cleanliness prevailed throughout the town.
Large gardens, planted with all sorts of fruit trees, surrounded the houses. Long avenues of mulberry trees
were to be met with in every direction.
I stopped for a few minutes at the prison, and, dismounting, walked into the building. There were only seven
prisoners—six Turks and one Armenian—the latter for attempting to pass false money, the Mohammedans for
robberies and debt.
The population in Arabkir is equally divided between the Turks and Armenians. It was very creditable to the
latter that there should be only one Armenian in the gaol. Bu all accounts, there was very little crime in this
district, and the prison of Arabkir would be often for weeks together without a single criminal within its walls.
We arrived at the barracks, a square building, with long dormitories for the troops, and which were fairly clean.
It contained t the time of my visit 500 redif (reserve) soldiers. They were shortly to start for Erzeroum. There were
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quarters for three times that number of troops, and another battalion was expected very shortly.
The men had not received their uniform. It was to be given to them at Erzeroum; they were clad for the most
part in rags and tatters, and had been armed with the needle rifle. I was informed that the Martini-Peabody
weapon\fn{Unable to purchase Martini-Henry rifles from the British, Turkey purchased identical weapons from the Providence Tool
Company in Providence, Rhode Island and used them in the Russo-Turkish War (1877–1878):W } would be shortly served out to
them. A squad of men was being instructed in the manual exercise in one of the passages. I spoke to the officer,
and inquired if the battalion had ever been out for target practice.
“No,” replied the man, apparently surprised at the question, “we want all our ball-cartridges for the enemy.”
“But if your men do not practise at a target in the time of peace, they will not be able tohit their enemies in the
time of war.”
“We are a nation of soldiers,” said the officer. “Every Turk carries a firearm. You have doubtless observed this
on your journey,” he continued.
“Yes; but the weapons are for the most part old flint guns, which, if fired, would be quite as dangerous to the
owners as to the foe, and are of no use whatever as a means of enabling your soldiers to aim correctly.”
“If Allah wills it, our bullets will strike the Russians,” observed the Turk.
“If Allah wills it, there will be no war, and all this instruction, which you are giving the men in the manual
exercise will have been wasted. What is the good of teaching your soldiers anything?” I continued; “if Allah wills
it so, they can defeat the enemy with chibouks and nargiles\fn{Water pipes} just as easily as with martini rifles!”
“This is the effect of the doctrine of fatalism,” observed my Armenian host, who had accompanied me to the
barracks; “it is the cause of half the apathy which characterizes the Turks. Why, they only commenced making
roads after Sultan Abdul Aziz’s visit to Europe.”\fn{ Abdülaziz I or Abd Al-Aziz, His Imperial Majesty Abdülaziz I (or Abd AlAziz), 1830-1876, the 32nd Sultan of the Ottoman Empire (reigned 1861-1876). He was the first Sultan to visit Western Europe (1867) }
“But you “Armenians are equally to blame in that respect,” I observed. “Only look at your own town. There
are no roads, the streets are not paved, and they are full of ruts. The inhabitants are half of them Armenians; then
why do not you Christians set the Turks an example, and begin by making a road to Divriki?”
“We are quite as apathetic as the Mohammedans,” replied the Armenian. “The same observation which you
have just made has been repeated to us fifty times over; but there is no one who has energy enough in his
disposition to commence taking the initiative.”
“Why do not you set about the business yourself?”
“I have my own affairs to look after. We are not public-spirited, or like Englishmen,” continued my
companion. “Each one of us thinks of his purse first, and afterwards of how to benefit his fellow-townsmen. What
a good thing it would be for the country if you English were to come here!” he continued. “All we want is a little
of your energy; with it and capital, Anatolia would soon become one of the richest countries in the world.”
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From the barracks we rode to the Mohammedan school. Here there were about thirty boys, all squatting on the
floor, and engaged in spelling verses of the Qu’ran. A few badly-drawn maps of the different quarters of the world
were hung round the whitewashed walls. The governor accompanied me to the school-room. On his entrance the
boys at once stood up and salaamed. The Hodja school-master made a gesture, as if he too would rise; but then,
seeing me, his countenance changed. He sank back into a sitting position.
“This is done to show his contempt of you as a giaour,” whispered an Armenian. “This is how he insults us
Christians.”
The Caimacan turned a little red when he saw the school-master thus seated in his presence. However, he did
not make any remark, but accompanied me to the Armenian school.
There were about a hundred boys in the establishment. The moment I arrived they commenced an Armenian
song, headed by one of the masters—an elderly gentleman, who sang through his nose. A performer on an ancient
harpsichord, which from its signs of age might have belonged to Queen Anne, accompanied the vocalists. The
words, I was informed, were about the glories of Armenia, what a fine nation the Armenians were, and how some
day Armenia will lift up her head once more. My host interpreted to me these verses.
“Do you think that Armenia will ever be independent?” I inquired. He shook his head.
“Russia will very likely be here in a year or two, and then we shall be much more oppressed than we are at
present. Why, the Russian Government will not allow this song to be sung in our schools at Tiflis. Everything is
done to make my fellow-countrymen in the Caucasus forget their own language and nationality, and to thoroughly
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Russify them. If the Russians were to come here, our religion would soon disappear,” he continued.
“But some of your priests rather like the Russians?”
“Some people would sell their souls to obtain a cross or an order,” said another Armenian. “But every patriot
amongst us who has read of what our country once was will scorn the idea of being degraded into a Muscovite.”
“Are the Russians so very degraded?” I remarked.
“They possess all the vices of the Turks, and none of their good qualities. They drink like swine; many of their
officials embezzle the public money; and as to lying, they can even outdo the Greeks in this respect.”
“You have not a high opinion of the Tsar’s people?” I observed.
“No, Effendi; better a hundred times remain as we are than be forced to submit to his rule.”
“Is that really so? I thought that you were always complaining about the want of liberty in Turkey,” I
remarked.
“Yes, Effendi, all we wish for is to be placed on the same footing as the Turks themselves. This is the Sultan’s
desire; a firman\fn{Imperial decree} has been issued to that effect, but it is a dead letter. The Cadis ought to carry out
the law; they will not do so. They ought to be forced to carry out the Padishah’s orders.” On returning to my
quarters, the Caimacan, who accompanied me, remarked:
“Effendi, did you notice the Hodja’s (schoolmaster) conduct?”
“I did.”
“I was sorry to remark that he did not stand up when you entered the room.”
“It is a very bad example for the boys; they could plainly see that their preceptor did not hold the chief
magistrate of the town in much respect,” I observed. The Caimacan hesitated for a moment, and then remarked:
“Oh! it was not on my own account that I spoke, but for the sake of the Effendi, who is an Englishman. It was
an insult to him.”
“Not in the least,” I remarked. “How could it have been, when you were present? Why, you would have taken
notice of it immediately.”
“I did,” said the Caimacan dryly, “and the schoolmaster is in prison!”
“Is in prison? What for?”
“For contempt of his superiors.”
“How long shall you keep him there?”
“That depends upon you, but he has been shut up about two hours already.”
“I should think that it would be sufficient,” I remarked.
“Shall I send and have him released!” said the Caimacan.
“Yes, if you think that he has sufficiently atoned for the way in which he insulted you; but make him come
here and apologize for his conduct.” My Armenian host now came to me.
“Do not ask for that,” he remarked. “All the fanatics amongst the Turks would be furious with me if they heard
that the schoolmaster had been forcibly brought to my home to apologize to you, a giaour. The fellow has had a
good lesson,” he continued, “and will be more particular the next time he sees a European.”
“Are there many fanatics in this neighbourhood?” I inquired.
“Not more so than in other parts of Turkey; it is everywhere very much the same. What ought to be done,”
continued the speaker, “would be to establish large schools, and insist upon the parents sending their children to
be taught. If Mohammedan and Christian boys and girls were to meet in the same schoolroom, and learn their
lessons together, they would be more likely to mutually respect each other in after-life. To carry this idea into
execution, it would first be necessary to procure a staff of efficient schoolmasters. There ought to be a college for
Hodjas in ‘Constantinople, where Mohammedan and Christian young men could be educated and pass an
examination as to their efficiency. We should then have qualified men as teachers, instead of the ignorant fanatics
who now usurp the office. There is another reform which we require,” continued my host, “and this is that the
Mudirs, Caimacans and Pachas in the different provinces should not be exclusively Turks. The various posts
ought to be open to every sect. We are all, Christians as well as Mohammedans, the Sultan’s subjects; then why
make a difference? If the Turkish lower orders saw that Armenians were sometimes selected to be Pachas and
Caimacans, they would be more likely to respect the Christian community.”
“Do the Turks often insult your religion?” I inquired.
“No, not often, but they call us giaours (infidels).”
“Yes,” said another Armenian, a professor at the Armenian school, and who could speak a little French; “in
Malattia there are twelve thousand inhabitants, made up of three thousand Christians and nine thouseand Turks.
Only three months ago some Mohammedans in that town made a cross and tied it to the tail of a dog. The hound
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ran through the streets of the town; the little boys threw stones at him, and the holy syjbol was dragged in the
mud.”
“This is very horrible,” I remarked, “Did you see it yourself?”
“No, but I have heard of it.”
“Who told you?”
“A man in Arabkir.”
“Had he seen it?”
“No, he had not been in Malattia, but he had been told the story. Everyone has heard of it.”
“We are in the East,” I observed to my host, “and it appears to me that you Christians are very much given to
exaggeration.”
“Yes, Effendi; we want newspapers. If we only had newspapers we should then know the truth. How fortunate
you must be in England to have so many newspapers!”
“Even they contradict each other sometimes,” I remarked.
“Perhaps. But you are a great nation; I should like to be an Englishman.”
“So should I,” said the schoolmaster.
*
The mercury in the thermometer fell very much during the night. It was a frosty morning. The steep streets of
Arabkir were extremely slippery. It was difficult enough for a man on foot to avoid falling; as we led our horses
down the treacherous inclines, the poor brutes skated about in all directions.
We crossed a rapid stream, fifty yards wide, on a fairly strong bridge—this river runs into the Euphrates, forty
miles south of Arabkir—and next had to lead our animals through a difficult and mountainous district.
The track was very narrow. It generally sloped towards a precipice. In some instances there was a clear drop of
at least 400 feet within six inches of our horses. The surface upon which they had to walk was like glass. A slip
would have been certain death; it was marvelous how they avoided stumbling. In about three hours’ time we
reached Shephe, an Armenian village. I halted here for a few minutes to bait our animals.
The proprietor of the house where we dismounted spoke highly of the Caimacan at Arabkir. However, he freely
cursed the Kurds, who in the summer-time committed many depredations in the neighbourhood. In the months of
June and July, no man’s life was in safety. There were so few Zaptiehs in the province that the robbers could carry
on their trade with impunity.
Presently we passed a stream called the Erman Su. It is spanned by a good stone bridge. On reaching the other
side, I found myself in a broad, well-cultivated plain. The ruins of a large city lay heaped up by the river’s banks.
This was the site of Hara Bazar, an Armenian town which flourished long before either Arabkir or Egin were built.
The ruins lay some little distance from the path; I did not visit them. My guide informed me that the debris
consists of enormous stones. These are the wonder of the villagers, who generally build their houses of mud. They
cannot conceive what manner of men were their ancestors who had taken the trouble to bring such massive slabs
from the distant mountains.
The village of Ashoot stands in the middle of the plain, and is composed of fifty-one houses, all belonging to
Mohammedans. The inhabitants, for Turks, were extremely wealthy; some nice-looking Arab horses stood in my
host’s drawing-room. He was the chief person in the village, and presently informed me that twenty-soldiers, who
were on their way to Erzeroum, had deserted, a few days before, from a hamlet about six miles distant. He had
been on their track, and would certainly have shot the culprits if he had been able to catch them. There had been
no officer with these soldiers. The men had been left to find their way to Erzeroum without even being
accompanied by a sergeant.
“Three days ago,” continued my informant, “a battalion 800 strong, came to this village. The officer in
command demanded from the inhabitants nine mules for the transport of his sick men. The amount to be paid by
him for the hire of the animals to Egin was fixed at 200 piastres (about 1 lira of our money). The officer omitted
to settle the account. The villagers have applied to the police authorities at Egin for the sum, and are very angry
because it has not been paid.”
A Usebashe (captain) now called. He had just arrived from Erzeroum, and declared that there was a report in
that town to the effect that Yakoob, Khan of Kashgar, had attacked the Russians near Tashkent—had utterly
defeated them, and taken 20,000 prisoners and twenty guns.
“Allah grant that it may prove true!” said my host. “Twenty thousand sons of dogs in captivity! This is
something! I hope Yakoob has cut all their throats.”
“God is evidently on our side!” said the village Imaum.
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“The Russians say He is on theirs,” I remarked.
“Yes,” replied the Imaum. “Infidels even can take the name of the Highest One in vain. But this time they will
be punished, and the Prophet is already arranging a plan for their destruction.”
35
I was beginning to be a little alarmed about the health of my servant Radford. So far he had not been ill, and
had resisted the fatigue of wading through deep snow, of bad sleeping accommodation and indifferent fare. He
had complained of a pain in his heart, during our march that morning, and had not been able to walk up-hill save
at a very slow rate. On arriving at the farmer’s house, he had lain down in a corner, and, according to Mohammed,
was very ill. I went to him, and, feeling his pulse, found that it intermitted. He was feverish, and complained of a
pain in the head.
“Would he be able to march the following day?”
“He thought he should.”
I was exceedingly doubtful about it; and, leaving word with Mohammed to call me, should his fellow-servant
be taken worse in the night, I lay down by the side of our horses and tried to go to sleep.
I myself, for several days past, had experienced considerable difficulty in wading through the snow, but was
inclined to believe that this was owing to our elevation above the level of the sea, and that the diminished pressure
of air upon my body, combined with the hard work, was the real cause of this weakness. However, the fact
remained that the poor fellow was knocked up. It would be impossible to remain for more than a day or two in our
present quarters. I determined to push on as fast as his health would permit to Erzingan; for once there were
should be within a nine days’ march of Trebizonde, and it would be possible, if he were still poorly, for me to send
him home to his relations.
To my great delight he was a little better in the morning, though still very weak. He would have been unable to
walk; he had strength enough left to sit on a horse. I gave orders that he was on no account to go on foot, and
resolved to let him ride my horse from time to time, should his own animal be unable to carry him through the
drifts.
“My brother will be on horseback all day. He will look well down the precipices,” said Mohammed with a
chuckle.
He had observed that the Englishman did not relish riding a few inches from a chasm, and Mohammed was
rather amused to learn that his fellow-servant would now no longer have the chance of walking by the precipices.
He himself, though not particularly brave in other respects, never seemed to value his neck when on horseback.
No matter how steep the slopes might be, Mohammed seldom or ever took the trouble to dismount from his
animal, which, under the influence of two good feeds of barley every day, had improved considerably since the
march from Tokat.
“Why should I dismount?” Mohammed would way. “If I am to slip and be killed, it will happen, and I cannot
prevent it.”
The fellow had been accustomed to a mountainous country all his life, and had previously been employed as a
Zaptish. This may account for his coolness on horseback. But, at a later period of the journey, and when it was
necessary for us to descend some rapids in a boat, Mohammed showed unmistakable signs of fear, and was not at
all to be consoled by Radford’s remark that, if he (Mohammed) were to be drowned, it would be his fate, and so
would not signify.
We reached the crest of a lofty height. A wide stream appeared below our feet.
“What is the name of that river?” I inquired. The welcome announcement, “The Frat,” made me aware that at
last I had arrived on the banks of the Euphrates—here a broad stream about 120 yards wide and nine or ten feet
deep. Numerous boulders half choked up the river’s channel. The waves splashed high in the air and they bounded
over these obstacles; the sound of the troubled waters could be distinctly heard even at our elevation.\fn{ Which
seems to be something like 10,000 feet above sea level:H }
We continued the march alongside the bank of the world-renowned river.\fn{ The Euphrates is the longest river in Asia
(something like 1900 miles) of which 760 miles falls in Turkey:H } The path was cut out of the solid rock. In some places the
track was not above four feet wide. No balustrade or wall had been made to keep a horse or rider from slipping
down the chasm. Presently the road wound still higher amidst the mountains. The river beneath us seemed no
broader than a silver thread.
On we went. The sound of bells made us aware that there was a caravan approaching. Our guide rode first. A
484

few moments later, about 100 mules, all laden with merchandise, could be seen coming towards our party. We
should have to pass them; how to do so seemed a difficult problem to resolve. The track was not wider than an
average dinner-table.
The guide soon settled the matter. Taking a whip, he struck the leading mule; the latter, to avoid punishment,
ran with his load up a steep slope along the side of the path, The rest of the animals followed. There seemed to be
scarcely foothold for a goat, but the mules found one. They were removed from the path on which we stood; my
people could advance in safety.
Numbers of vines clad the lower part of the mountain slopes. Here and there a few chalets made of white stone
could be seen. These, I was informed, belong to the wealthier Turks of Egin, who come to reside here during the
grape season.
Below us some fishermen were seated in a boat apparently made of basket-work. It looked like a Welsh
coracle, but was of much larger dimensions. They were engaged in fishing with a sort of drag-net; one of them
was busily employed in mending a smaller one of the same kind.
“Beautiful fish are caught here,” said the guide. “Some are 100 okes in weight (about 260 lbs.). The people
salt, and eat them in the winter.”
We met some sick soldiers lying across the path. They had fallen out of the ranks and were basking themselves
in the sun, utterly regardless of the fact that their battalion was, ere this, a two hours’ march ahead of them.
“Footsore,” was his reply, at the same time pointing to his frost-bitten feet.
“And with you?” to another.
“I, Effendi, I am weak and hungry.
“What! Have you had no breakfast?”
“No.”
I then discovered that these soldiers had been twenty-four hors without food! There was no grumbling at this
breakdown in the commissariat department. The men were solacing themselves with a cigarette, the property of
one of the party, and which he was sharing with his comrades.
Our route leads us by some high rocks. They are broken into strange and fantastic forms; they rear themselves
up on each bank of the Euphrates, and frown down on the waters below. Here domes and pinnacles stand out in
bold relief; there, the figure of a man, shaped as if from the hands of a sculptor, is balanced on a projecting stone,
and totters on the brink of the abyss.
Mulberry and apple trees grow in wild provision along the banks. We leave them behind. The track steadily
ascends weare more than 1200 feet from the waters. I gaze down on the mighty river; it winds its serpent-like
coils at our feet. They twist and foam and lose themselves behind the drags.
Higher we go. Vegetation disappears, we are in the realms of snow; continuing for some miles over the waste,
the path descends into a valley. Egin lies before us
*
It is a long, straggling town, with a population of 10,000 souls, and much resembles Arabkir. We rode over the
roofs of many houses ere we reached our destination—the house of an Armenian merchant, who had ridden out
himself to place it at our disposal. The following day I called upon the Caimacan—a little man, who spoke Italian
very fairly. He had been only seven months at his present post. The Cadi was seated at his side. After the governor
had announced that the Conference was a failure—a piece of news which I had heard before—the Cadi observed
that he should like to tell me a story.
“He relates a story very well,” said the Caimacan.
“We all like his stories,” said the rest of the company.
“By all means,” I said; and the Cadi, thus encouraged, began:
“Many thousands years ago there was a prophet—he was a marvel—his name was Daniel!” This last word was
duly repeated by the assembled guests; and the Caimacan gave a little cough.
“I have heard this story before,” he observed; “but it is a good one. Go on.”
“Well,” continued the Cadi, “Daniel had a dream. In his dream he saw a young man, Samson was his name.
Samson was beautifully dressed; his clothes alone would have cost all the gold and caime that have ever been
circulated at Constantinople. The rings on his fingers were encrusted with precious stones—beautiful stones—
each one more bright and lovely than the eye of the most beautiful woman whom mortal man has ever seen.
“But, Samson himself was pale, his features were wasted away; he was very thin, and, on carefully looking at
him, Daniel discovered that he was dead. There was a large scroll of paper lying at his feet. No other man could
have deciphered the letters on it; but the Prophet read them at once, and he galloped his eye over the scroll with
485

the same rapidity as a hunter in pursuit of a hare—”
“He read very quickly!” interrupted the Caimacan.
“Daniel was a Hodja,” (learned man), observed the Cadi indignantly; “of course he did.”
“Samson had conquered almost the whole world,” continued the speaker; “but there was one very poor and
mountainous country which did not acknowledge him as its lord.
“Samson had 10,000 wives, all of them fat and lovely. The keys of his treasure chests were in themselves a
load for 10,000 camels. He was all vigorous and able to enjoy every blessing which Allah had bestowed upon him
—”
“Was he not satisfied with 10,000 wives?” remarked one of the audience.
“No,” said the Cadi. “Some men are never satisfied; Samson was one of them. He wanted more. His heart was
not full, he wished to conquer the poor country, and take a few wives from the lovely daughters of the
mountaineers. He came with an enormous army. The people fled. The troops ate up everything. There were no
more provisions. There was nothing left even for the king. Samson offered 10,000 sacks of gold for a handful of
millet-seed. It could not be purchased. The soldiers died; the sergeants died; the officers died; the Pachas died;
and, last of all, Samson died.
“Let this be the fate of the Russians if they come here,” added the Cadi. The Tsar has much land—he is rich—
he has many more soldiers than we have, he has everything to make life happy. Yet he is not content; he wishes to
take from his poor neighbour the pittance which he possesses. Let Allah judge between him and us,” continued
the speaker. “And God alone knows who will be victorious!”
“We shall beat them!” said the Caimacan.
Soon afterwards my visit came to an end.
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I now went to the Armenian church. It was carpeted with thick Persian rugs like a mosque. Several pictures in
gaudy frames were hung against the wall. The building was crowded with devotees; the galleries being filled with
women; their faces were invisible, owing to the lattice-work. However, some bright eyes peering inquisitively
through the holes in the screen were quite sufficient to turn a man’s thoughts in their direction.
The priest put on his robes—several little boys assisting him in his toilette; a heavy, yellow silk garment, with
a cross emblazoned in gold upon the back, was drawn over his every-day apparel. Some more little boys bustled
about with long candles, and seemed to do their best to get into each other’s way, then the service began.
Two songs were sung by the choir—first one for the Queen of England, as a sort of compliment to the
nationality of the foreign visitor; and then another for the Sultan. The old priest next addressed the congregation,
and said that they must do everything in their power to help the Sultan in this war against Russia, who was a
mortal enemy to the Armenian religion.
The Caimacan was standing by me in the church, and seemed pleased at the discourse.
“It is good! Very good!” he said. “I wonder if the priest means it.” The worthy Turk’s meditations were
suddenly interrupted Some insect had bitten him.
“These Armenians are very dirty, they do not wash,” he added. “Let us go.”
Everybody bowed as he walked down the nave, and we then proceeded to the Protestant church. This was
nothing but a large room in the clergyman’s house. On our entry, some boys sang a hymn in English. They
pronounced the words tolerably well, though they were ignorant of their meaning, the clergyman who spoke our
language having taught his pupils merely to read the Roman characters. There were no pictures or images of any
kind in the room. A simple baptismal font was its sole ornament.
After the hymn had concluded, the clergyman, without putting on any extra vestments, addressed his
congregation in a few straightforward and practical sentences, saying that as it was the duty of the Jew to pay
tribute to Cæsar, it was equally proper for all true Christians to respect the Turkish authorities; that the Turks were
on the eve of a great struggle with a power which oppressed all religions but its own, and consequently it was the
duty of all Armenian Protestants to aid the Government in the forthcoming struggle, and shed the last drop of their
blood for the Padishah.
The inhabitants of the town are not a trading community, most of them live by agriculture. There was a
considerable amount of grumbling to be heard about the bankrupt state of the country; I learnt that many of the
farmers had invested their savings in Turkish bonds, and had lost their capital. A Greek doctor who gave me this
information had been established for many years in Egin.
“what do you think of the Turkish doctors?” I inquired.
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“They are very ignorant,” he replied; “but what can you expect in a country where it is not permitted to study
anatomy, &c., in a practical way?”
“What, do they not allow dissection?” I asked.
“No. And even if you were convinced that a patient had died of poison, it would be very difficult to obtain
permission to make a post mortem examination of his body. The result is that poisoners go unpunished. The
Turkish surgeons are so ignorant that they cannot even tie up an artery, much less perform an average operation.”
The Caimacan now joined in our conversation, which was in Italian, and began to find fault with the old school
of Turks, which is an enemy to education, and bigoted about religious matters.
“I make no difference between a Christian or a Mussulman,” said the governor. “All religions are good,
provided that the man who practices them is honest.”
“What we require are schools for the elder Turks,” he continued; “Something to force them to advance with the
age, and to make them forget that old maxim, ‘What was good for my father, is it not good enough for me?’ Until
they forget this, there will not be much improvement in Turkey. A company once offered to make a railway from
Diarbekir to Constantinople, and, if Sultan Abdul Aziz had not spent all the money he borrowed from you English
people in palaces and his harem, the railway might have been made. Meat is here only one penny a pound; at our
seaports you have to pay fourpence for the same quantity. We have mines, too, but no means of transporting the
mineral if we worked them.
“I have been at Egin six months,” he continued. “I may be dismissed at any moment. What inducement is there
for a man to try and improve the condition of the people, when all his work may be upset by his successor.”
“We Caimacans are underpaid,” he added. “We have not enough to live upon. If we received a better salary,
and our positions were more stable, thee would be less bribery throughout the Turkish empire.”
“Do you believe that there are many Russian agents in the neighbourhood?” I inquired.
“Undoubtedly; particularly at Erzeroum, and there they intrigue with the Armenian clergy. In the other towns
the Armenians will not have much to say to them. The Russians are more unpopular near the frontier of the two
empires than elsewhere.
“We are spoken of very harshly in Europe,” continued the Caimacan. “The massacres in Bulgaria were very
horrible, but they were the work of a few fanatics, and brought about by Russian instigation. It is hard upon us for
people to judge of the entire Turkish nation by the misdeeds of a few Circassians.”
My host insisted upon seeing me off, and the following morning we walked down to the narrow wooden bridge
which spans the Euphrates—here about forty yards wide.
*
After crossing the river, our course lay across the Hasta Dagh (mountain). Presently we dame to a glacier. The
frozen surface extended for at least one hundred yards. The incline was steeper than the roof of an average
English house. How was this to be passed? Radford looked at Mohammed. The latter gave a grunt.
“What do you think of it, Mohammed?” I asked.
“Effendi, we shall go down very fast. If the Lord wills it, we shall not break our bones.”
“If we do not take this route,” said the guide, “we must make a detour for at least two hours. I think the horses
can manage it, Effendi.
“Very well,” I said, “you can try.”
The guide rode his horse to the glacier. The poor animal trembled when he reached the brink.
“Haide, get on!” cried Mohammed from behind, and, striking the quadruped on his flanks, the animal stretched
his forelegs over the declivity, almost touching the slippery surface with his girth. Another crack with the whip,
away went the guide and horse down the glacier.
For the first fifty yards the man succeeded in keeping his steed’s head straight. A slight inequality in the ice
gave the animal’s hoof a twist in another direction; horse and rider went round in mazy circles; they had nearly
obtained the velocity of an express train, when they were suddenly brought up by a snow drift. There was not
much damage done, and now I prepared to make the descent.
It was not an agreeable sensation. I was on the edge of the precipice. The yelling Mohammed was castigating
my animal from behind. I felt very much like Mr. Winkle, as described in the Pickwick Papers, the first time he
was on skates. I would have gladly given Mohammed five shillings or a new coat to desist from the flagellating
process. However, the die was cast. My followers were looking on. What the guide had done it was very clear that
an Englishman ought to do. I committed myself to Providence.
Away we went. The steam roundabouts in the Champs Elysées in Paris revolve at a great pace; a slide down
the artificial ice-hills in St. Petersburg will sometimes try a man’s nerves; but the sensations experienced in these
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manners of locomotion are nothing to what I felt when sliding down that glacier. Was I on my horse or was I not?
Now we were waltzing madly down the slippery surface, and then my boots were touching the ice itself, owing to
my animal’s position. One moment we ricocheted from a rough piece of the hard substance, and were flying in the
air, as if jumping the Whissendine brook; a second later we were buried, as the guide had been, in six feet of
snow.
Next came the turn of my followers. Their descent was a fearful thing to witness, but, fortunately, not half so
dangerous as it appeared. With the exception of some damage to the luggage and saddlery, there was little harm
done.
“I never thought as how a horse could skate, sir, before!” remarked my English servant, as he slowly extricated
himself from the snow-drift. “It was more than sliding, that it was—a cutting of figures of eight all down the roof
of a house! And then I was buried alive in snow, to finish up with! Mohammed will have something to pray about,
if he has to go down any more of these hills, for nothing but Providence can save a man’s neck in thee here parts.”
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On we went, fortunately not down any more glaciers, and after being upset about twenty times in the snowdrifts, reached Hasta Khan. This was a house built on the roadside for travelers. It was kept by an old Turk.
According to him, the Kurds in the neighbourhood were engaged all the summer in robbing their neighbours, and
were hardly ever brought to justice.
“They take our cattle,” said the man, “and they bribe the police. There is no sort of order here. What we want is
our Sultan to be Padishah in his own dominions.” I subsequently heard from the English Consul at Erzeroum a
story which rather corroborated the Turk’s account of the Kurds.
It appeared that in the Delsin, not far from Erzingan, a major commanding a battalion of infantry received
orders to apprehend a Kurdish chief. Somehow or other the Kurd heard of this. One day, taking with him about
five thousand followers, he managed to surround the place where the troops were encamped. Riding up to the
commander’s tent, he accosted the officer—who was much surprised at the unexcpected presence of the culprit—
with the words:
“Peace be with you! I have come to dine here this evening.”
It was a very disagreeable position for the major, but what could he do? His battalion had been taken unawares;
it was surrounded by the Kurd’s followers, and all of them were armed men. He put on the best face he could
about the matter, and gave his guest an excellent dinner. The following morning the Kurd said to him:
“I dined very well last night, and slept comfortably. I have accepted your hospitality, and now you must accept
mine. I am going to take you to dine with me. Nay, I am!” he continued, to the officer, who appeared a little
indignant at the proposal, “and every man under your command as well. They shall all dine and sleep in my
encampment this evening.”
“It was a disagreeable position for the major,” observed the Counsul at Erzeroum, when he related the story to
me. “He was ordered to arrest the Kurd, and now the Kurd was about to arrest him! However, resistance was
useless. His battalion was surrounded by Kurds, who, at a sign from their chief, would have massacred every Turk
on the spot. The only thing for the officer to do was to accept the invitation.
“The Kurd, when the soldiers arrived at his mountain home, commanded his servants to make preparation for a
feast. Several hundred sheep were killed, to be cooked for the occasion, and the stream on the hillside ran red with
the blood of the slaughtered animals.” After dinner the major tried very hard to persuade the Kurd to recognize the
Sultan as his lord.
“You need only nominally acknowledge our Padishah,” remarked the officer; “you have 30,000 sheep: give
1500 piastres (10 lira) a year to the sultan. You have 10,000 retainers; give him 10 to serve in his army. I can
arrange the rest. You are a very rich man, but this need not be known at Constantinople.”
“I have never given any one of my children to serve another master,” replied the chieftain, proudly. “Your
Padishah is Sultan at Stamboul, but I am Sultan here!”
The following morning, the Kurd allowed the battalion to return to their quarters, and presented the major with
an Arab charger as a memento of his visit.
“All the circumstances were reported to the military authorities at Erzeroum,” added the Consul when he
related the story “and the officer was afterwards promoted.”
Shortly before leaving Hasta Khan, Mohammed came to me with a smile on his countenance. I at once thought
that something disagreeable had happened. The Turk seldom indulged in a smile. Radford, too, in spite of his
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illness, seemed rather more cheerful than usual. I began to be a little alarmed.
“What is the matter?” I inquired.
“At—the horse!” said Mohammed.
“Yes, sir,” said Radford, who had accompanied him, and had acquired the habit of sometimes interlarding his
English with a few words of Turkish; “the At has a hawful sore back, and all the ’air is off it.”
“Which horse?”
“The old packhorse, the roarer.” Mohammed shook his head mournfully.
“We had better sell him,” he said. “One of the Zaptiehs has a mule; he is not a big mule, but he is a nice
animal, sleek and comely, besides being strong. The man says that if the Effendi will give him five liras and the
horse which makes a noise, that we may have his mule.”
The animal in question was a brute which the gendarme rode, and which was always trying to run away. I had
previously gathered from the fellow that his mule had escaped three times whilst he was being saddled. However,
the gendarme had forgotten that he had told me of this, and in all probability had offered Mohammed a share of
the five liras, should I be fool enough to accept the proposal.
“Let me see the pack saddle!” I exclaimed
On looking at it I found that by cutting out a considerable portion of the lining, it would be possible to prevent
any weight pressing upon the horse’s sore place.
“He can carry his pack,” I remarked to Mohammed.
“If I cut the saddle he can,” replied my servant; “but it will cost twenty piastres to mend it again.”
“Yes,” I observed, “and it will cost five liras to exchange the horse, besides which we should have a worse
animal than at present.”
“The Effendi knows best,” said the Zapiteh, with a grin.
“He knows,” said Mohammed.
“Shall I have a little backsheesh?” remarked the gendarme, rather alarmed lest his endeavour to deceive me
might have done away with his chance of a present.
“Inshallah!” I replied; and, this matter being arranged, we continued our march across the mountains.
*
Presently we had to descend almost to the bed of the Euphrates. Here there were traces of copper ore. A little
farther on we came to a place where what seemed to be iron ore was lying strewn along the mountain side; I was
informed by the guide that a few miles to the east there is a substance in the earth which the villagers used as fuel.
According to my informant it is hard and black, and gives a bright flame; so in all probability coal is also to be
met with in these regions.
As we approached Kemach, the Euphrates became narrower; in many places it was not more than thirty yards
wide. The stream was very rapid. Any man, no matter how good a swimmer he might be, would have a poor
chance for his life if he were to fall into the torrent. Here and there large rocks and loose stones, which have been
washed down from the mountain sides, block up the channel; they check the waters for a second. The river
bubbles and roars; it lashes furiously against the boulders, and, leaping over them, rushes headlong with a fall of
at least four thousand feet to the ocean.
The Caimacan of Kemach and a few of his friends were engaged in playing at Djerrid near the outskirts of the
town. It was a lovely scene. The sun was setting on the snow-capped mountains; the river ran at my feet; brightcoloured vegetation and many-tinted rocks looked down upon us from either hand; cascades and waterfalls dashed
over the rugged crags; whilst the Caimacan and his party, who were immensely excited with their game, shouted
“Allah! Allah!” as they rode at each other and hurled the wooden missile.
The governor stopped playing when he saw our party, and, riding up, asked the Zaptieh who I was. He then
introduced himself and the company to me. They had been busily engaged in learning drill all the morning. An
order had been received from Constantinople for the Caimacan to form a National Guard. Every able-bodied man
in the district has at once enrolled himself as a volunteer. On entering Kemach I was struck by a high rock, which
might have been a miniature Gibraltar, and which stands immediately behind the town. The rock was about 500
feet in height, and a ruined citadel on the summit towers above the Euphrates and the town.
The Caimacan and his friends were well mounted, their horses being of a very different stamp from those
which I had seen during my march from Constantinople. They were most of them fifteen hands high, and one or
two over sixteen. On inquiry, I found that they were Turkoman horses. I also learnt that most of the animals in the
district had been bought by Government agents for the use of the army at Erzeroum.
A large proportion of the houses in Kemach are constructed of dried mud. Numerous walls, with high cross489

bars and long iron chains for the buckets, were to be seen along our path. One of the faithful, on a tower about our
heads, was calling the Mohammedans to prayer. His loud but melancholy strains were being listened to with great
attention by Mohammed and my English servant. It appeared that Mohammed, through some strange
inadvertence, had omitted praying at mid-day. Radford was a little alarmed lest the Turk might make up for his
shortcoming by an extra-long prayer that evening, which would have kept him from attending to the horses.
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There are 800 houses or about 4000 inhabitants in Kemach, and barley is very plentiful throughout the district,
the price for the maintenance of my five horses not exceeding sevenpence per day.
This town had been visited by an English traveler about five years previous; whereas no Englishman, so far as
I could learn, had been in Divriki or Arabkir in the memory of the oldest inhabitant.
The Caimacan, who informed me about my compatriot having been in Kemach, was very curious to learn my
oipinion about the impending wear; and when I told him that I believed England would remain neutral, remarked:
“Yes; but if we beat Russia, will England permit us to take back the Caucasus?”
“I really do not know, but I should hope so.”
“Well,” continued the governor, “if we beat Russia this time, we ought to cripple her. We must take back the
districts she has conquered in Central Asia, and give them to the original possessors, or else form one
Mohammedan empire in Central Asia, under Yakoob Khan, who nominally acknowledges the Sultan. We ought to
free the Poles in Poland,\fn{ Poland at this time had territorially ceased to exist: the Russians, Austrians and Prussians having
partitioned her between themselves somewhat earlier than Burnaby’s expedition across the Anatolian peninsula:H } and give Germany
the Baltic Provinces.”
“You seem to know a little about political geography,” I observed.
“Yes,” said the Caimacan, “I take an interest in the subject, and I love my country. Until we can hem Russia in
on every side, she will always be a thorn, not only in our side, but also in that of Europe.”
“Well, what should you do about the Crimea?” I inquired.
“That we should keep ourselves. Russia would then have to be more or less an inland power, and Moscow
would become her capital.”
“Do you like the Russian system of government?” inquired the Caimacan.
“No.”
“I am not surprised,” said the official. “Foreigners say that there is no liberty in Turkey, but I should like to
know which Government is the most liberal. Mohammedans tolerate every religion, whilst the Russians make
converts by force, and flog women and children to induce them to change their faith. The Russian faith is very
different to the English religion, is it not?” he added.
“Yes, we do not worship idols, or venerate mummified bodies.”
“What do you worship?”
“The one true God, and Jesus Christ His Son.”
“We worship the one true God, and worship Him through Mohammed His Prophet. But Mohammedans dislike
idols and all that sort of thing, quite as much as you do.”
The following morning the Caimacan was up at daybreak to see me off. He accompanied us a little way on the
road. The moon was throwing her pale beams on the old citadel as we rode beneath the turrets.
*
In a few minutes we crossed the Euphrates on a narrow wooden bridge, and, continuing for a short distance
over mountains, come again upon the valley of the river. Here there were green fields in abundance. The country
in summer-time is said to be rich in corn and barley. Hundreds of cattle and sheep, grazing on some rich pasturelands, testified to the wealth of the inhabitants.
It was an eleven hours’ march Erzingan. By the time we neared that city our horses showed symptoms of being
thoroughly exhausted. Indeed, there was no reason to be surprised at this. They had marched a thousand miles
since we left Constantinople. The last two hundred miles had been exceptionally fatiguing, not only on account of
the snow and constant mountain-climbing, but also owing to our high elevation and the rarefied nature of the
atmosphere. Radford was weak and from being a fourteen-stone man had come down to about eleven. His clothes
hung on his wasted limbs. Some rest would be absolutely necessary to enable him to reach Erzeroum.
The road became much better as we entered the suburbs of Erzingan, and, to my surprise, I was met by a man
in a four-wheeled chaise. He announced that he was the intendant of Issek Pacha, the governor of Sivas. The
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governor had written to him to say that I had promised to reside in his house during my stay at Erzingan. A
servant advanced and took my horse; I dismounted, and getting into the vehicle, drove to the Pacha’s residence.
Some pretty Armenian women were standing on the roofs of their houses. They were not so particular about
veiling themselves as their compatriots in Sivas. They stared at the procession with wondering eyes. The Pacha’s
carriage was not often seen in the streets of Erzingan. It was the only vehicle of the kind within an area of 150
miles. It was only brought out on state occasions, religious ceremonies, or when some very important visitor
arrived. This was quite enough to set the ladies in Erzingan on the qui-vive; the European dresses of my servant
and self whetted their curiosity still more.
Erzingan is different to either Egin or Arabkir, both of which towns are built upon the sides of a mountain.
Erzingan stands in the middle of a large plain, the Kara Su—Black Water—as the Euphrates is here called,
running through the plain a few miles south of the city.
I now made the acquaintance of a very intelligent Turk. He was an officer with the rank of major, but
employed as the superintendent of a large manufactory, which had been established to supply the troops in Asia
Minor with boots. He had spent three years in France, where he had studied everything connected with the trade
in question. In addition to this he was a fair chemist and mineralogist.
He informed me that there were ebony forests in the neighbourhood of Erzeroum. A great deal of this wood
used formerly to be bought by Armenian merchants and dispatched to “France. Of late years this branch of
industry has been neglected. Iron, silver, and gold could be found here, but the people were much too idle to
search for these metals. The lead-mines were worked to a small extent by the Kurds. These mountaineers required
this substance for bullets and shot. The lead in the towns of Asia Minor was all brought from Constantinople. It
was, consequently, very dear; this had led the Kurds to make use of the metal beneath their feet. According to my
informant, there is coal of a good quality in the neighbourhood of Kemach. However, the peasantry do not like the
idea that this mineral may some day replace wood as an article of fuel. Cutting down trees is easy work in
comparison with mining. The villagers do their best to keep the people in the towns from burning coal; and they
make their livelihood by bringing firewood from the mountains, and selling it at a large profit to the citizens.
The Government take twenty per cent of the net produce of all mines which are worked in Anatolia, and only
two-and-a-half per cent from the price fetched by sheep, oxen, and horses in the market. The result is that the
people think it more profitable and less laborious to breed cattle, than to dig in the earth for treasure.
I called upon a relation of the Pacha at Sivas. He was a stout, middle-aged man, and at that time ill in bed. I
was shown into his room. During my conversation with him, an Italian doctor came to see the patient. The
medical gentleman was the only European in Erzingan, he had been there half a century; his age, according to
himself, being ninety-two years. The old man’s appearance belied his assertion. He at once commenced talking
with me in his native tongue.
“What is the matter with the invalid?” I inquired.
“Drink, my good sir, drink!” said the old gentleman. “He is forty, and I am over ninety, but, please God, as the
Turks say, I shall outlive him. If the upper classes of Mohammedans were only sober, they would live forever in
this delightful climate. But what with their women, and what with their wine, they shorten their existence by at
least thirty years. This man would have been dead ten years ago if he had lived in Constantinople.”
“Why so?”
“Because of the climate. He would have drunk himself into dropsy.”
“What are you talking about?” said the sick man.
“I was saying, Bey Effendi,” said the doctor, “how very popular you are in the neighbourhood, and how much
everyone loves you!” The sick man smiled benignantly, and the old gentleman continued:
“I should have been sorry if he had divined the topic of our conversation. He would never have employed me
again, and might have called in the Turkish practitioner, an ignorant ass, who does not know so much about
anatomy as a butcher in the market, and who treats cases of inflammation by firing his patient.”
“What! Would he fire the Bey’s foot?” I inquired.
“God knows! But he is quite capable of doing so, if the Bey would let him.”
The doctor now felt his patient’s pulse, and administered a few words of consolation; then, promising to send
some medicine, he left the room.
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I next visited the Mutasarraf pacha, the civil governor of Erzingan. He was an active little man, of about sixty
years of age, full of energy. He seemed to have more of the Gaul than the Osmanli in his disposition. Formerly he
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had been civil governor at Widdin. Whilst he occupied this post some of his Zaptich had arrested a Russian. The
latter had documents on his person which clearly showed that he was an agent of a society in Moscow, formed
with the object of creating a revolution in Bulgaria. Abdul Aziz was then Sultan, and the Mutasarraf Pacha
forwarded the documents to Constantinople. Ignatieff’s influence was at that time paramount with the Sultan. No
notice was taken of the papers. Very shortly afterwards the Pacha was removed from Widdin to Erzingan.
“Were there any names upon the document?” I inquired.
“Yes, names implicating some very high Russian functionaries. I hope that we shall soon be engaged in
hostilities with Russia,” said the Pacha. “Ever since the battle of Sedan she has been secretly at war with Turkey,
and trying to stab us under the guise of friendship. Ignatieff encouraged Abdul Aziz in his extravagance. He
kneew that this would lead to bankruptcy, and to a rupture of the alliance with England; and you may depend
upon it, that the Russian Ambassador was one of the first men to advise his majesty to repudiate the debt. They
are very clever, these Russian diplomats,” continued the Pacha; “and however poor Russia may be, she has always
enough gold to sow the seeds of sedition and rebellion in her neighbour’s territory. You will find this out for
yourselves one day.”
“How so?”
“When she touches your Indian frontier; by that time you will have enough to do to keep your native troops in
order. Will England help us in this war?”
“I do not know; but it is not likely. You see the Turkish Government is very unpopular with us, because it does
not pay the interest of its debt, and also because of the massacres which have taken place in Bulgaria.”
“Say for the first reason,” replied the Pacha, “and I agree with you, for you English, by all accounts, dearly
love your gold. However, I should have thought that by this time your people had learned that we were not the
originators of the massacres in Bulgaria.”
“Who caused them, the Russians?” The Pacha nodded his head affirmatively.
“If there be a war in Asia Minor, they will do their best to excite our Kurds to massacre the Armenians in the
neighbourhood of Van, and will then throw all the blame upon our shoulders.”
“Do you think that the Russians will be able to conquer you in Asia Minor?” I inquired.
“No, we are the strongest in this part of the world. The Georgians, Tartars, and Circassians hate the Russians,
and will rise against them; besides that there are no roads.”
“But Russia has taken Kars before.”
“Yes, but she will not do so this time, and I should not be surprised if we were to go to Tiflis instead.” This I
subsequently found to be the prevailing opinion amidst all the civil and military Pachas in Asia Minor.
“What do you think will be the final result of the war?” I now inquired of the Pacha. He shook his head
sorrowfully.
“If we have no ally, it will go hard with us; but your countrymen will be mad if they do not help us.”
“Why so?”
“Because, when we find that we have no chance against our foe, what is to prevent us from turning round and
allying ourselves with him; that alternative might be preferable to annihilation. And when Russia has our fleet, the
Dardanelles, Batoum, and another port of so in the Black Sea, she might leave us alone at Constantinople.
Anyhow, if she has once crushed us, we shall no longer have the power of lifting our heads, and however much
we may dislike the alternative of slavery or destruction, shall end by being menials of the Russians.” …
220.167 Excerpt from The Mark Of Cain\fn{by Andrew Lang (1844-1912)} Selkirk, Scottish Borders, Scotland,
United Kingdom (M) 13
In the Strangers’ Room of the Olympic Club the air was thick with tobacco-smoke, and, despite the bitter cold
outside, the temperature was uncomfortably high. Dinner was over, and the guests, broken up into little groups,
were chattering noisily. No one had yet given any sign of departing: no one had offered a welcome apology for
the need of catching an evening train.
Perhaps the civilized custom which permits women to dine in the presence of the greedier sex is the proudest
conquest of Culture. Were it not for the excuse of “joining the ladies,” dinner parties (like the congregations in
Heaven, as described in the hymn) would “ne’er break up,” and suppers (like Sabbaths, on the same authority)
would never end.
“Hang it all, will the fellows never go?”
So thought Maitland, of St. Gatien’s, the founder of the feast. The inhospitable reflections which we have
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recorded had all been passing through his brain as he rather moodily watched the twenty guests he had been
feeding—one can hardly say entertaining. It was a “duty dinner” he had been giving—almost everything Maitland
did was done from a sense of duty—yet he scarcely appeared to be reaping the reward of an approving
conscience. His acquaintances, laughing and gossiping round the half-empty wine-glasses, the olives, the
scattered fruit, and “the ashes of the weeds of their delight,” gave themselves no concern about the weary host.
Even at his own party, as in life generally, Maitland felt like an outsider. He wakened from his reverie as a strong
hand was laid lightly on his shoulder.
“Well, Maitland,” said a man sitting down beside him, “what have you been doing this long time?”
“What have I been doing, Barton?” Maitland answered. “Oh, I have been reflecting on the choice of a life, and
trying to humanize myself”! Bielby says I have not enough human nature.”
“Bielby is quite right; he is the most judicious of ‘College dons and father confessors, old man. And how long
do you en to remain his pupil and penitent? And how is the pothouse getting on?”
Frank Barton, the speaker, had been at school with Maitland, and ever since, at College and in life, had bullied,
teased, and befriended him. Barton was a big young man, with great thews\fn{ Powerful muscles} and sinews, and a
broad breast beneath his broadcloth and wide shirt-front. He was blonde, prematurely bald, with an aquiline
commanding nose, keen merry blue eyes, and a short fair beard. He had taken a medical as well as other degrees
at the University; he had studied at Vienna and Paris; he was even what Captain Costigan styles “a scientific
cyarkter.” He had written learnedly in various Proceedings of erudite societies; he had made a cruise in a man-ofwar, a scientific expedition; and his Les Tatouages, Etude Médico-Légale, published in Paris, had been
commended by the highest authorities. Yet, from some whim of philanthropy, he had not a home and practice in
Cavendish Square, but dwelt and laboured in Chelsea.
“How is your pothouse getting on?” he asked again.
“The pothouse? Oh, the Hit or Miss you mean? Well, I’m afraid it’s not very successful. I took the lease of it,
you know, partly by way of doing some good in a practical kind of way. The working men at the waterside won’t
go to clubs, where there is nothing but coffee to drink, and little but tracts to read. I thought if I gave them sound
beer, and looked in among them now and then of an evening, I might help to civilise them a bit, like that fellow
who kept the Thieves’ Club in the East-end. And then I fancied they might help to make me a little more human.
But it does not seem quite to succeed. I fear I am a born wet blanket. But the idea is good. Mrs. St. John Deloraine
quite agrees with me about that. And she is a high authority.”
“Mrs. St. John Deloraine? I’ve heard of her. She is a lively widow, isn’t she?”
“She is a practical philanthropist,” answered Maitland, flushing a little.
“Pretty too, I have been told?”
“Yes; she is ‘conventionally handsome,’ as Izaak Walton says.”
“I say, Maitland, here’s a chance to humanize you. Why don’t you ask her to marry you? Pretty and
philanthropic and rich—what better would you ask?”
“I wish everyone wouldn’t bother a man to marry,” Maitland replied testily, and turning red in his peculiar
manner; for his complexion was pale and unwholesome.
“What a queer chap you are, Maitland: what’s the matter with you? Here you are, young, entirely without
encumbrances, as the advertisements say, no relations to worry you, with plenty of money, let alone what you
make by writing, and yet you are not happy. What is the matter with you?”
“Well, you should know best. What’s the good of your being a doctor, and acquainted all these years with my
moral and physical constitution (what there is of it), if you can’t tell what’s the nature of my complaint?”
“I don’t diagnose many cases like yours, old boy, down by the side of the water, among the hardy patients of
Mundy and Barton, general practitioners. There is plenty of human nature there!”
“And do you mean to stay there with Mundy much longer?”
“Well, I don’t know. A fellow is really doing some good, and it is a splendid practice for mastering surgery.
They are always falling off roofs, or having weights fall on them, or getting jammed between barges, or kicking
each other into most interesting jellies. Then the foreign sailors are handy with their knives. Altogether a man
learns a good deal about surgery in Chelsea. But, I say,” Barton went on, lowering his voice, “where on earth did
you pick up—” Here he glanced significantly at a tall man, standing at some distance, the center of half a dozen
very youthful revelers.
“Cranley, do you mean? I met him at the Trumpet office. He was writing about the Coolie Labour Question
and the Eastern Question. He has been in the South Seas, like you.”
“Yes; he has been in a lot of queerer places than the South Seas,” answered the other, “and he ought to know
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something about Coolies. He has dealt in them, I fancy.”
“I daresay,” Maitland replied rather wearily. “He seems to have traveled a good deal; perhaps he has traveled
in Coolies, whatever they may be.”
“Now, my dear fellow, do you know what kind of man your guest is, or don’t you?”
“He seems to be a military and sporting kind of gent, so to speak,” said Maitland; “but what does it matter?”
“Then you don’t know why he left his private tutor’s; you don’t know why he left the University; you don’t
know why he left the Ninety-Second; you don’t know, and no one does, what he did after that; and you never
heard of that affair with the Frenchman in Egypt?”
“Well,” Maitland replied, “about his ancient history I own I don’t know anything. As to the row with the
Frenchman at Cairo, he told me himself. He said the beggar was too small for him to lick, and that dueling was
ridiculous.”
“They didn’t take that view of it at Shephard’s Hotel.”
“Well, it is not my affair,” said Maitland. “One should see all sorts of characters, Bielby says. This is not an
ordinary fellow. Why, he has been a sailor before the mast, he says, by way of adventure, and he is full of good
stories. I rather like him, and he can’t do my moral character any harm. I’m not likely to deal in Coolies, at my
time of life, nor quarrel with warlike aliens.”
“No; but he’s not a good man to introduce to these boys from Oxford,” Barton was saying, when the subject of
their conversation came up, surrounded by his little court of undergraduates.
The Hon. Thomas Cranley was a good deal older than the company in which he found himself. Without being
one of the hoary youths who play Falstaff to every fresh heir’s Prince Harry, he was a middle-aged man, too
obviously accustomed to the society of boys. His very dress spoke of a prolonged youth. A large cat’s-eye, circled
with diamonds, blazed solitary in his shirt-front, and his coat was cut after the manner of the contemporary
reveler. His chin was clean shaven, and his face, though a good deal worn, was ripe, smooth, shining with good
cheer, and of a purply bronze hue, from exposure to hot suns and familiarity with the beverages of many peoples.
His full red lips, with their humorous corners, were shaded by a small black moustache, and his twinkling bistrecoloured eyes, beneath mobile black eyebrows, gave Cranley the air of a jester and a good fellow. In manner he
was familiar, with a kind of deference, too, and reserve, “like a dog that is always wagging his tail and
deprecating a kick,” thought Barton grimly, as he watched the other’s genial advance.
“He’s going to say goodnight, bless him,” thought Maitland gratefully. “Now the others will be moving too, I
hope!”
So Maitland rose with much alacrity as Cranley approached him. To stand up would show, he thought, that he
was not inhospitably eager to detain the parting guest.
“Good-night, Mr. Maitland,” said the senior, holding out his hand.
“It is still early,” said the host, doing his best to play his part. “Must you really go?”
“Yes; the night’s young” (it was about half-past twelve), “but I have a kind of engagement to look in at the
Cockpit, and three or four of your young friends here are anxious to come with me, and see how we keep it up
round there. Perhaps you and your friend will walk with us.” Here he bowed slightly in the direction of Barton.
“There will be a little bac\fn{Baccarat; a card game, believed to have been introduced from Italy into France by King Charles
VIII (reigned 1483-1498):W} going on,” he continued—“un petit bac de santé; and these boys tell me they have never
played anything more elevating than loo.”
“I’m afraid I am no good at a round game,” answered Maitland, who had played at his Aunt’s at Christmas,
and who now observed with delight that everyone was moving; “but here is Barton, who will be happy to
accompany you, I daresay.”
“If you’re for a frolic, boys,” said Barton, quoting Dr. Johnson, and looking rather at the younger men than at
Cranley, “why, I will not balk you. Good-night, Maitland.” And he shook hands with his host.
“Good-nights” were uttered in every direction; sticks, hats, and umbrellas were hunted up; and while Maitland,
half-asleep, was being whirled to his rooms in Bloomsbury in a hansom, his guests made the frozen pavement of
Piccadilly ring beneath their elegant heels.
“It is only round the corner,” said Cranley to the four or five men who accompanied him. “The Cockpit, where
I am taking you, is in a fashionable slum off St. James’s. We’re just there.”
There was nothing either meretricious or sinister in the aspect of that favoured resort, the Cockpit, as the
Decade Club was familiarly called by its friends—and enemies. Two young Merton men and the freshman from
New,\fn{Merton College, and New College, Oxford University:H} who were enjoying their Christmas vacation in town, and
had been dining with Maitland, were a little disappointed in the appearance of the place. They had hoped to knock
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mysteriously at the back door in a lane, and to be shown, after investigation through a loopholed wicket, into a
narrow staircase, which, again, should open on halls of light, full of blazing wax candles and magnificent
lacqueys, while a small mysterious man would point out the secret hiding-room, and the passages leading on to
the roof or into the next house, in case of a raid by the police. Such was the old idea of a “Hell;” but the advance
of Thought has altered all theses early notions. The Decade Club was like any other small club. A current of warm
air, charged with tobacco-smoke, rushed forth into the frosty night when the swinging door was opened; a sleepy
porter looked out of his little nest, and Cranley wrote the names of the companions he introduced in a book which
was kept for that purpose.
“Now you are free of the Cockpit for the night,” he said, genially. “It’s a livelier place, in the small hours, than
that classical Olympic we’ve just left.”
They went upstairs, passing the doors of one or two rooms, lit up but empty, except for two or three men who
were sleeping in uncomfortable attitudes on sofas. The whole of the breadth of the first floor, all the drawingroom of the house before it became a club, had been turned into a card-room, from which brilliant lights, voices,
and a heavy odour of tobacco and alcohol poured out when the door was opened. A long green baize-covered
table, of very light wood, ran down the center of the room, while refreshments stood on smaller tables, and a
servant out of livery sat, half-asleep, behind a great desk in the remotest corner. There were several empty chairs
round the green baize-covered table, at which some twenty men were sitting, with money before them; while one,
in the middle, dealt out the cards on a broad flap of smooth black leather let into the baize. Every now and then he
threw the cards he had been dealing into a kind of well in the table, and after every deal he raked up his winnings
with a rake, or distributed gold and counters to the winners, as mechanically as if he had been a croupier at Monte
Carlo. The players, who were all in evening dress, had scarcely looked up when the strangers entered the room.
“Brought some recruits, Cranley?” asked the Banker, adding, as he looked at his hand, “J’en donne!” and
becoming absorbed in his game again.
“The game you do not understand?” said Cranley to one of his recruits.
“Not quite,” said the lad, shaking his head.
“All right; I will soon show you all about it; and I wouldn’t play, if I were you, till you know all about it.
Perhaps, after you know all about it, you’ll think it wiser not to play at all. At least, you might well think so
abroad, where very fishy things are often done. Here it’s all right, of course.”
“Is baccarat a game you can be cheated at, then—I mean, when people are inclined to cheat?”
“Cheat? Oh, rather! There are about a dozen ways of cheating at baccarat.”
The other young men from Maitland’s party gathered round their mentor, who, continued his instructions in a
low voice, and from a distance whence the play could be watched, while the players were not likely to be
disturbed by the conversation.
“Cheating is the simplest thing in the world, at Nice or in Paris,” Cranley went on; “but to show you how it is
done, in case you ever do play in foreign parts, I must explain the game. You see the men first put down their
stakes within the thin white line on the edge of the table. Then the Banker deals two cards to one of the men on
his left, and all the fellows on that side stand by his luck. Then he deals two to a chappie on his right, and all the
punters on the right back that sportsman. And he deals two cards to himself. The game is to get as near nine as
possible, ten, and court cards, not counting at all. If the Banker has eight or nine, he does not offer cards; if he has
less, he gives the two players, if they ask for them, one card each, and takes one himself if he chooses. If they
hold six, seven, or eight, they stand; if less, they take a card. Sometimes one stands at five: it depends. Then the
Banker wins if he is nearer nine than the players, and they win if they are better than he; and that’s the whole
affair.”
“I don’t see where the cheating can come in,” said one of the young fellows.
“Dozens of ways, as I told you. A man may have an understanding with the waiter, and play with arranged
packs; but the waiter is always the dangerous element in that little combination. He’s sure to peach or blackmail
his accomplice. Then the cards may be marked. I remember, at Ostend, one fellow, a big German; he wore
spectacles, like all Germans, and he seldom gave the players anything better than three court cards when he dealt.
One evening he was in awful luck, when he happened to go for his cigar-case, which he had left in the hall in his
great-coat pocket. He laid down his spectacles on the table, and someone tried them on. As soon as he took up the
cards he gave a start, and sang out,
“Here’s a swindle! Nous sommes volés!” He could see, by the help of the spectacles, that all the nines and court
cards were marked; and the spectacles were regular patent double million magnifiers.”
“And what became of the owner of the glasses?”
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“Oh, he just looked into the room, saw the man wearing them, and didn’t wait to say good-night. He just
went!” Here Cranley chuckled.
“I remember another time, at Nice: I always laugh when I think of it! There was a little Frenchman, who
played nearly every night. He would take the Bank for three or four turns, and he almost always won. Well, one
night he had been at the theater, and he left before the end of the piece and looked in at the Cercle. He took the
Bank: lost once, won twice; then he offered cards. The man who was playing nodded, to show he would take one,
and the Frenchman laid down an eight of clubs, a greasy, dirty old rag, with Théâtre Français de Nice stamped on
it in big letters. It was his ticket of readmission at the theater that they gave him when he went out, and it had got
mixed up with a nice little arrangement in cards he had managed to smuggle into the club pack. I’ll never forget
his face and the other man’s when Théâtre Français turned up. However, you understand the game now, and if
you want to play, we had better give fine gold to the waiter in exchange for bone counters, and get to work.”
Two or three of the visitors followed Cranley to the corner where the white dissipated-looking waiter of the
card-room sat, and provided themselves with black and red jetons (bone counters) of various values, to be
redeemed at the end of the game. When they returned to the table the Banker was just leaving his post.
“I’m cleaned out,” said he, “décavé. Good-night,” and he walked away.
No one seemed anxious to open a bank. The punters had been winning all night, and did not like to desert their
luck.
“Oh, this will never do,” cried Cranley. “If no one else will open a bank, I’ll risk a couple of hundred, just to
show you beginners how it is done!”
Cranley sat down, lit a cigarette, and laid the smooth silver cigarette-case before him. Then he began to deal.
Fortune at first was all on the side of the players. Again and again Cranley chucked out the counters he had
lost, which the others gathered in, or pushed three or four bank-notes with his little rake in the direction of a more
venturesome winner. The new comers, who were winning, thought they had never taken part in a sport more
gentlemanly and amusing.
“I must have one shy,” said Martin, one of the boys who had hitherto stood with Barton, behind the Banker,
looking on. He was a gaudy youth with a diamond stud, rich, and not fond of losing. He staked five pounds and
won; he left the whole sum on and lost, lost again, a third time, and then said,
“May I draw a cheque?”
“Of course you may,” Cranley answered. “The waiter will give you tout ce qu’il faut pour écrire, as the stage
directions say; but I don’t advise you to plunge. You’ve lost quite enough. Yet they say the devil favours
beginners, so you can’t come to grief.”
The young fellow by this time was too excited to take advice. His cheeks had an angry flush, his hands
trembled as he hastily constructed some paper currency of considerable value. The parallel horizontal wrinkles of
the gambler were just sketched on his smooth girlish brow as he returned with his paper. The bank had been
losing, but not largely. The luck turned again as soon as Martin threw down some of his scrip. Thrice
consecutively he lost.
“Excuse me,” said Barton suddenly to Cranley, “may I help myself to one of your cigarettes?” He stooped as
he spoke, over the table, and Cranley saw him pick up the silver cigarette case. It was a handsome piece of
polished silver.
“Certainly; help yourself. Give me back my cigarette-case, please, when you have done with it.” He dealt
again, and lost.
“What a nice case!” said Barton, examining it closely. “There is an Arabic word engraved on it.”
“Yes, yes,” said Cranley, rather impatiently, holding out his hand for the thing, and pausing before he dealt.
“The case was given me by the late Khédive, dear old Ismail, bless him! The word is a talisman.”
“I thought so. The case seemed to bring you luck,” said Barton. Cranley half turned and threw a quick look at
him, as rapid and timid as the glance of a hare in its form.
“Come, give me it back, please,” he said.
“Now, just oblige me: let me try what there is in luck. Go on playing while I rub up my Arabic, and try to read
this ineffable name on the case. Is it the Word of Power of Solomon?” Cranley glanced back again.
“All right,” he said, “as you are so curious—j’en donne!”\fn{I give}
He offered cards, and lost. Martin’s face brightened up. His paper currency was coming back to him.
“It’s a shame,” grumbled Cranley, “to rob a fellow of his fetish. Waiter, a small brandy-and-soda! Confound
your awkwardness! Why do you spill it over the cards?”
By Cranley’s own awkwardness, more than the waiter’s, a little splash of the liquid had fallen in front of him,
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on the black leather part of the table where he dealt. He went on dealing, and his luck altered again. The rake was
stretched out over both halves of the long table: the gold and notes and counters, with a fluttering assortment of
Martin’s IOU’s, were all dragged in. Martin went to the den of the money-changer sullenly, and came back with
fresh supplies.
“Banco!” he cried, meaning that he challenged Cranley for all the money in the bank. There must have been
some seven hundred pounds.
“All right,” said Cranley, taking a sip of his soda water. He had dealt two cards, when his hands were suddenly
grasped as in two vices, and cramped to the table. Barton had bent over from behind and caught him by the wrists.
Cranley made one weak automatic movement to extricate himself; then he sat perfectly still. His face, which
he turned over his shoulder, was white beneath the stains of tan, and his lips were blue.
“Damn you!” he snarled. “What trick are you after now?”
“Are you drunk, Barton?” cried someone.
“Leave him alone!” shouted some of the players, rising from their seats; while others, pressing round Barton,
looked over his shoulder without seeing any excuse for his behaviour.
“Gentlemen,” said Barton, in a steady voice, “I leave my conduct in the hands of the club. If I do not convince
them that Mr. Cranley has been cheating, I am quite at their disposal, and at his. Let anyone who doubts what I
say look here.”
“Well, I’m looking here, and I don’t see what you are making such a fuss about,” said Martin, from the group
behind, peering over at the table and the cards.
“Will you kindly—No, it’s no uses.” The last remark was addressed to the captive, who had tried to release his
hands. Will you kindly take up some of the cards and deal them slowly, to right and left, over that little puddle of
spilt soda water on the leather? Get as near the table as you can.”
There was a dead silence while Martin made this experiment.
“By gad, I can see every pip on the cards!” cried Martin.
“Of course you can; and if you had the art of correcting fortune, you could make use of what you see. At the
least you would know whether to take a card or stand.”
“I didn’t,” said the wretched Cranley. “How on earth was I to know that the infernal fool of a waiter would
spill the liquor there, and give you a chance against me?”
“You spilt the liquor yourself,” Barton answered coolly, “when I took away your cigarette-case. I saw you
passing the cards over the surface of it, which anyone can see for himself is a perfect mirror. I tried to warn you—
for I did not want a row—when I said the case ‘seemed to bring you luck.’ But you would not be warned; and
when the cigarette-case trick was played out, you fell back on the old dodge with the drop of water. Will anyone
else convince himself that I am right before I let Mr. Cranley go?” One or two men passed the cards, as they had
seen the Banker do, over the spilt soda water.
“It’s a clear case,” they said. “Leave him alone.”
Barton slackened his grip of Cranley’s hands, and for some seconds they lay as if paralysed on the table before
him, white and cold, with livid circles round the wrists. The man’s face was deadly pale, and wet with
perspiration. He put out a trembling hand to the glass of brandy-and-soda water that stood beside him; the glass
rattled against his teeth as he drained all the contents at a gulp.
“You shall hear fro me,” he grumbled, and, with an inarticulate muttering of threats, he made his way,
stumbling and catching at chairs, to the door. When he had got outside, he leaned against the wall, like a drunken
man, and then shambled across the landing into a reading-room. It was empty, and Cranley fell into a large easychair, where he lay crumpled up, rather than sat, for perhaps ten minutes, holding his hand against his heart.
“They talk about having the courage of one’s opinions. Confound it! Why haven’t I the nerve for my
character? Hang this heart of mine! Will it never stop thumping?”
He sat up and looked about him, then rose and walked towards the table; but his head began to swim, and his
eyes to darken; so he fell back again in his seat, feeling drowsy and beaten. Mechanically he began to move the
hand that hung over the arm of his low chair, and it encountered a newspaper which had fallen on the floor. He
lifted it automatically and without thought; it was the times. Perhaps to try his eyes, and see if they served him
again after his collapse, he ran them down the columns of the advertisements.
Suddenly something caught his attention; his whole lax figure grew braced again as he read a passage steadily
through more than twice or thrice. When he had quite mastered this, he threw down the paper and gave a low
whistle.
“So the old boy’s dead,” he reflected; “and that drunken tattooed ass and his daughter are to come in for the
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money and the mines! They’ll be clever that find him, and I shan’t give them his address! What luck some men
have!”
Here he fell into deep thought, his brows and lips working eagerly.
“I’ll do it,” he said at last, cutting the advertisement out of the paper with a penknife. “It isn’t often a man has a
chance to star in this game of existence. I’ve lost all my own social Lives: one in that business at oxford, one in
the row at Ali Musjid, and the third went—tonight. But I’ll star. Every sinner should desire a new Life,” he added
with a sneer.
He rose, steady enough now, walked to the door, paused and listened, heard the excited voices in the card-room
still discussing him, slunk downstairs, took his hat and great-coat, and swaggered past the porter. Mechanically he
felt in his pocket, as he went out of the porch, for his cigarette-case; and he paused at the little fount of fir at the
door. He was thinking that he would never light a cigarette there again.
Presently he remembered, and swore. He had let his case on the table of the card-room, where Barton had laid
it down, and he had not the impudence to send back for it.
“Vile damnum!” he muttered (for he had enjoyed a classical education), and so disappeared in the frosty night.
2
The foul and foggy night of early February was descending, some weeks after the scene in the Cockpit, on the
river and the town. Night was falling from the heavens; or rather, night seemed to be rising from the earth—
steamed up, black, from the dingy trampled snow of the streets, and from the vapours that swam above the squalid
houses. There was coal-smoke and a taste of Lucifer matches in the air. In the previous night there had been such
a storm as London seldom sees; the powdery, flying snow had been blown for any hours before a tyrannous northeast gale, and had settled down, like dust in a neglected chamber, over every surface of the city. Drifts and “snowwreathes,” as northern folk say, were lying in exposed places, in squares and streets, as deep as they lie when
sheep are “smoored” on the sides of Sundhope or Penchrist in the desolate Border-land. All day London had been
struggling under her cold winding-sheet, like a feeble, feverish patient trying to throw off a heavy white
counterpane. Now the counterpane was dirty enough. The pavements were three inches deep in a rich greasy
deposit of mud and molten ice. Above the round glass or iron coverings of coal cellars the foot passengers slipped,
“ricked” their backs, and swore as they stumbled, if they did not actually fall down, in the filthy. Those who were
in haste, and could afford it, traveled, at fancy prices, in hansoms with two horses driven tandem. The snow still
lay comparatively white on the surface of the less-frequented thoroughfares, with straight shining black marks
where wheels had cut their way.
At intervals in the day the fog had fallen blacker than night. Down by the waterside the roads were deep in a
mixture of a weak gray-brown colour. Beside one of the bridges in Chelsea, an open slope leads straight to the
stream, and here, in the afternoon—for a late start was made—the carts of the Vestry had been led, and loads of
slush that had choked up the streets in the more fashionable parts of the town had been unladen into the river. This
may not be the most scientific or sanitary mode of clearing the streets and squares, but it was the way that
recommended itself to the wisdom of the contractor. In the early evening the fog had lightened a little, but it fell
sadly again, and grew so thick that the bridge was lost in mist half-way across the river, like the arches of that
fatal bridge beheld by Mirza in his Vision. The masts of the vessels moored on the near bank disappeared from
view, and only a red lamp or two shone against the blackness of the hulks. From the public-house at the corner—
the Hit or Miss—streamed a fan-shaped flood of light, soon choked by the fog.
Out of the muddy twilight of a street that runs at right angles to the river, a cart came crawling; its high-piled
white load of snow was faintly visible before the brown horses (they were yoked tandem) came into view. This
cart was driven down to the water-edge, and was there upturned, with much shouting and cracking of whips on
the part of the men engaged, and with a good deal of straining, slipping, and stumbling on the side of the horses.
One of the men jumped down, and fumbled at the iron pins which kept the backboard of the cart in its place.
“Blarm me, Bill,” he grumbled, “if the blessed pins ain’t froze.”
Here he put his wet fingers in his mouth, blowing on them afterwards, and smacking his arms across his breast
to restore the circulation. The comrade addressed as Bill merely stared speechlessly as he stood at the smoking
head of the leader, and the other man tugged again at the pin.
“It won’t budge,” he cried at last. “Just run into the Hit or Miss at the corner, mate, and borrow a hammer; and
you might get a pint o’ hot beer when ye’re at it. Here’s fourpence. I was with thee that found a quid in the
Mac,\fn{A note reads: “A quid in the Mac”—a sovereign in the street-scrapings, called Mac from Macadam, and employed as mortar in
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building eligible freehold tenements}

end of last week: here’s the last of it.”
He fumbled in his pocket, but his hands were so numb that he could scarcely capture the nimble fourpence.
Why should the “nimble ninepence” have the monopoly of agility?
“I’m Blue Ribbon, Tommy, don’t yer know,” said Bill, with regretful sullenness. His ragged great-coat, indeed,
was decorated with the azure badge of avowed and total abstinence.
“Blow yer blue ribbon! Hold on where ye are, and I’ll bring the bloomin’ hammer myself.”
Thus growling, Tommy strode indifferent through the snow, his legs protected by bandages of straw ropes.
Presently he reappeared in the warmer yellow of the light that poured through the windows of the old publichouses. He was wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, which he then thrust into the deeps of his pockets,
hugging a hammer to his body under his armpit.
“A little hot beer would do yer bloomin’ temper a deal more good than ten yards o’ blue ribbon at sixpence.
Blue ruin’s more in my line,” observed Thomas, epigrammatically, much comforted by his refreshment. And with
two well-directed taps he knocked the pins out of their sockets, and let down the backboard of the cart.
Bill, uncomforted by ale, sulkily jerked the horses forward; the cart was tilted up, and the snow tumbled out,
partly into the shallow shore-water, partly on to the edge of the slope.
“Ullo!” cried Tommy suddenly. “’Ere’s an old coat-sleeve a sticking out o’ the snow.”
“’Alves!” exclaimed Bill, with a noble eye on the main chance.
“’Alves! Of course ’alves. Ain’t we on the same lay,” replied the chivalrous Tommy. Then he cried,
“Lord preserve us, mate; there’s a cove in the coat!”
He ran forward, and clutched the elbow of the sleeve which stood up stiffly above the frozen mount of lumpy
snow. He might well have thought at first that the sleeve was empty, such a very stick of bone and skin was the
arm he grasped within it.
“Here, Bill, help us to dig him out, poor chap!”
“Is he dead?” asked Bill, leaving the horses’ heads.
“Dead! He’s bound to be dead, under all that weight. But how the dickens did he get into the cart? Guess we
didn’t shovel him in, eh: we’d have seen him?”
By this time the two men had dragged a meager corpse out of the snow heap. A rough worn old pilot-coat, a
shabby pair of corduroy trousers, and two broken boots through which the toes could be seen peeping ruefully,
were all the visibly raiment of the body. The clothes lay in heavy swathes and folds over the miserable bag of
bones that had once been a tall man. The peaked blue face was half hidden by a fell of iron-gray hair, and a
grizzled beard hung over the breast.
The two men stood for some moments staring at the corpses. A wretched woman in a thin gray cotton dress
had come down from the bridge and shivered beside the body for a moment.
“He’s a gonner,” was her criticism. “I wish I was.” With this aspiration she shivered back into the fog again,
walking on her unknown way.
By this time a dozen people had started up fro nowhere, and were standing in a tight ring round the body. The
behaviour of the people was typical of London gazers. No one made any remark, or offered any suggestion; they
simply stared with all their eyes and souls, absorbed in the unbought excitement of the spectacle. They were
helpless, idealess, interested and unconcerned.
“Run and fetch a peeler, Bill,” said Tommy at last.
“Peeler be hanged! Bloomin’ likely I am to find a peeler. Fetch him yourself.”
“Sulky devil you are,” answered Tommy, who was certainly of milder mood; whereas Bill seemed a most
unalluring example of the virtue of Temperance. It is true that he had only been “Blue Ribbon” since the end of
his Christmas bout—that is, for nearly a fortnight—and Virtue, a precarious tenant, was not yet comfortable in her
new lodgings.
Before Tommy returned from his quest the dusk had deepened into night. The crowd round the body in the
pea-coat had grown denser, and it might truly be said that “the more part knew not wherefore they had come
together.” The center of interest was not a fight, they were sure, otherwise the ring would have been swaying this
way and that. Neither was it a dispute between a cabman and his fare: there was no sound of angry repartees. It
might be a drunken woman, or a man in a fit, or a lost child. So the outer circle of spectators, who saw nothing,
waited, and patiently endured till the moment of revelation should arrive. Respectable people who passed only
glanced at the gathering: respectable people may wonder, but they never do find out the mystery within a London
crowd. On the extreme fringe of the mob were some amateurs who had just been drinking in the Hit or Miss. They
were noisy, curious, and impatient.
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At last Tommy arrived with two policemen, who, acting on his warning, had brought with them a stretcher. He
had told them briefly how the dead man was found in the cart-load of snow. Before the men in blue, the crowd of
necessity opened. One of the officers stooped down and flashed his lantern on the heap of snow where the dead
face lay, as pale as its frozen pillow.
“Lord, it’s old Dicky Shields!” cried a voice in the crowd, as the peaked still features were lighted up.
The man who spoke was one of the latest spectators that had arrived, after the news that some pleasant
entertainment was on foot had passed into the warm alcoholic air and within the swinging doors of the Hit or
Miss.
“You know him, do you?” asked the policeman with the lantern.
“Know him, rather! Didn’t I give him sixpence for rum when he tattooed this here cross and anchor on my
arm? Dicky was a grand hand at tattooing, bless you: he’d tattooed himself all over!” The speaker rolled up his
sleeve, and showed, on his burly red forearm, the emblems of Faith and Hope rather neatly executed in blue.
“Why, he was in the Hit or Miss,” the speaker went on, “no later nor last night.”
“Wot beats me,” said Tommy again, as the policeman lifted the light corpse, and tried vainly to straighten the
frozen limbs, “wot beats me is how he got in this here cart of ours.”
“he’s light enough surely,” added Tommy; “but I warrant we didn’t chuck him on the cart with the snow in
Belgrave Square.”
“Where do you put up at night?” asked one of the policemen suddenly. He had been ruminating on the mystery.
“In the yard there, behind that there hoarding,” answered Tommy, pointing to a breached and battered palisade
near the corner of the public-house.
At the back of this rickety plank fence, with its parti-coloured tatters of damp and torn advertisements, lay a
considerable space of waste ground. The old houses that recently occupied the site had been pulled down,
probably as condemned “slums,” in some moment of reform, when people had nothing better to think of than the
housing of the poor. There had been an idea of building model lodgings for tramps, with all the latest
improvements, on the space, but the idea evaporated when something else occurred to divert the general interest.
Now certain sheds, with roofs sloped against the nearest walls, formed a kind of lumber-room for the parish. At
this time the scavengers’ carts were housed in the sheds, or outside the sheds when these were overcrowded. Not
far off were stables for the horses, and thus the waste ground was not left wholly unoccupied.
“Was this cart o’ yours under the sheds all night or in the open?” asked the policeman with an air of
penetration.
“Just outside the shed, worn’t it, Bill?” replied Tommy. Bill said nothing, being a person disinclined to commit
himself.
“If the cart was outside,” said the policeman, “then the thing’s plain enough. You started from there, didn’t
you, with the cart in the afternoon?”
“Ay,” answered Tommy.
“And there was a little sprinkle o’snow in the cart?”
“May be there was I don’t remember one way or the other.”
“Then you must be a stupid if you don’t see that this here cove,” pointing to the dead man, “got drinking too
much last night, lost hisself, and wandered inside the hoarding, where he fell asleep in the cart.”
“Snow do make a fellow bloomin’ sleepy” one of the crowd assented.
“Well, he never wakened no more, and the snow had covered over his body when you started with the cart, and
him in it, unbeknown. He’s light enough to make no difference to the weight. Was it dark when you started?”
“One of them spells of fog was on: you could hardly see your hand,” grunted Tommy.
“Well then, it’s as plain as—as the nose on your face,” said the policeman, without any sarcastic intentions.
“That’s how it was.”
“Bravo, Bobby!” cried one of the crowd. “They should make you an inspector, and set you to run in them
dynamiting Irish coves.”
The policeman was not displeased at this popular tribute to his shrewdness. Dignity forbade him, however, to
acknowledge the compliment, and he contented himself with lifting the two handles of the stretcher which were
next him. A covering was thrown over the face of the dead man, and the two policemen, with their burden, began
to make their way northwards to the hospital.
A small mob followed the, but soon dwindled into a tail of street boys and girls. These accompanied the body
till it disappeared from their eyes within the hospital doors. Then they waited for half an hour or so, and at last
seemed to evaporate into the fog. By this time Tommy and his mate had unharnessed their horses and taken them
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to stable, the cart was housed (beneath the sheds this time), and Bill had so far succumbed to the genial influences
of the occasion as to tear off his blue badge and follow Tommy into the Hit or Miss.
A few chance acquaintances, hospitable and curious, accompanied them, intent on providing with refreshments
and plying with questions the heroes of so remarkable an adventure. It is true that they already knew all Tommy
and Bill had to tell; but there is a pleasure, in moments of emotional agitation, in repeating at intervals the same
questions, and making over and over again the same profound remarks. The charm of these performances was
sure to be particularly keen within the very walls where the dead man had probably taken his last convivial glass,
and where some light was certain to be thrown, by the landlady or her customers, on the habits and history of poor
Dicky Shields.
3
The Hit or Miss tavern, to customers (rough customers, at least) who entered it on a foggy winter night,
seemed merely a public by the river’s brim. Not being ravaged and parched by a thirst for the picturesque, Tommy
and his mates failed to pause and observe the architectural peculiarities of the building. Even if they had been of a
romantic and antiquarian turn, the fog was so thick that they could have seen little to admire, though there was
plenty to be admired. The Hit or Miss was not more antique in its aspect than modern in its fortunes. Few publichouses, if any, boasted for their landlord such a person as Robert Maitland, M.A., Fellow of St. Gatien’s, in the
University of Oxford.
It is, perhaps, desirable and even necessary to explain how this arrangement came into existence. We have
already made acquaintance with “mine host” of the Hit or Miss, and found him to be by no means the rosy, genial
Boniface of popular tradition. That a man like Maitland should be the lessee of a waterside tavern, like the Hit or
Miss, was only one of the anomalies of this odd age of ours. An age of revivals, restorations, experiments—an age
of dukes who are Socialists—an age which sees the East-end brawling in Pall Mall, and parties of West-end
tourists personally conducted down Ratcliffe Highway—need not wonder at Maitland’s eccentric choice in
philanthropy.
“You tell me you don’t see much in life,” Bielby had said. “Throw yourself into the life of others, who have
not much to live on.”
Maitland made a few practical experiments in philanthropy at Oxford. He once subsidized a number of glaziers
out on strike, and thereon had his own windows broken by conservative undergraduates. He urged on the citizens
the desirability of running a steam tramway for the people from the station to Cowleyu, through Worcester,
John’s, Balliol, and Wadham Gardens and Magdalene. His signature headed a petition in favour of having three
“devils,” or steam whoopers, yelling in different quarters of the town between five and six o’clock every morning,
that the artisans might be awakened in time for the labourers of the day.
As Maitland’s schemes made more noise than progress at Oxford, Bielby urged him to come out of his Alma
Mater, and practise benevolence in town. He had a great scheme for building over Hyde Park, and creating a
Palace of Art in Poplar with the rents of the new streets. While pushing this ingenious idea in the columns of the
Daily Trumpet, Maitland looked out for some humbler field of personal usefulness. The happy notion of taking a
philanthropic public house occurred to him, and was acted upon at the first opportunity. Maitland calculated that
in his own bar-room he could acquire an intimate knowledge of humanity in its least sophisticated aspects. He
would sell good g\beer, instead of drugged and adulterated stuff. He would raise the tone of his customers, while
he would insensibly gain some of their exuberant vitality. He would shake off the prig (which he knew to be a
strong element in his nature), and would, at the same time, encourage temperance by providing good malt liquor.
The scheme seemed feasible, and the next thing to do was to acquire a tavern. Now, Maitland had been in the
Oxford Movement just when æstheticism was fading out, like a lovely sunstricken lily, while philanthropy and
political economy and Mr. Henry George were coming in, like roaring lions. Thus in Maitland there survived a
little of the old leaven of the student of the Renaissance, a touch of the amateur of “impressions” and of
antiquated furniture. He was always struggling against this “side,” as he called it, of his “couture,” and in his
hours of reaction he was all for steam tramways, “devils,” and Kindergartens standing where they ought not. But
there were moments when his old innocent craving for the picturesque got the upper hand; and in one of those
moments Maitland had come across the chance of acquiring the lease of the Hit or Miss.
That ancient bridge-houses pleased him, and he closed with his opportunity. The Hit or Miss was as attractive
to an artistic as most public-houses are to a thirsty soul. When the Embankment was made, the bridge-house had
been one of a street of similar quaint and many-gabled old buildings that leaned up against each other for mutual
support near the river’s edge. But the Embankment slowly brought civilization that way: the dirty rickety old
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houses were both condemned and demolished, till at last only the tavern remained, with hoardings and empty
spaces, and a dust-yard round it.
The house stood at what had been a corner. The red-tiled roof was so high pitched as to be almost
perpendicular. The dormer windows of the attics were as picturesque as anything in Nuremberg. The side walls
were broken in their surface by little odd red-tiled roofs covering projecting casements, and the house was shored
up and supported by huge wooden beams. You entered (supposing you to enter a public house) by a low-browed
door in front, if you passed in as ordinary customers did. At one corner was an odd little board, with the oldfashioned sign:

JACK’S BRIDGE HOUSE. HIT OR MISS—LUCK’S ALL.
But there was a side door, reached by walking down a covered way, over which the strong oaken rafters
(revealed by the unflaking of the plaster) lay bent and warped by hears and the weight of the building. From this
door you saw the side, or rather the back, which the house kept for its intimates; a side even more picturesque
with red-tiled roofs and dormer windows than that which faced the street. The passage led down to a slum, and on
the left hand, as you entered, lay the empty space and the dust-yard, where the carts were sheltered in sheds, or
left beneath the sky, behind the ruinous hoarding.
Within the Hit or Miss looked cosy enough to persons entering out of the cold and dark. There was heat, light,
and a bar-parlour with a wide old-fashioned chimney piece, provided with seats within the ingle. On these little
benches did Tommy and his friends make haste to place themselves, comfortably disposed, and thawing rapidly,
in a room within a room, as it were; for the big chimney-place was like a little chamber by itself. Not on an
ordinary night could such a party have gained admittance to the bar-parlour, where Maitland himself was wont to
appear, now and then, when he visited the tavern, and to produce by his mere presence, and without in the least
intending it, an Early Closing Movement.
But tonight was no common night, and Mrs. Gullick, the widowed landlady, or rather manager, was as eager to
hear all the story of the finding of poor Dicky Shields as any of the crowd outside had been. Again and again the
narrative was repeated, till conjecture once more began to take the place of assertion.
“I wonder,” asked one of the men, “how old Dicky got the money for a booze?”
“The money, ay, and the chance,” said another. “That daughter of his—a nice-looking girl she is—kept poor
Dicky pretty tight.”
“Didn’t let him get—,” the epigrammatist of the company was just beginning to put in, when the brilliant
witticism he was about to utter burst at once on the intellect of all his friends.
“Didn’t let him get tight, you was a-goin’ to say, Tommy,” howled three or four at once, and there ensued a
great noise of the slapping of thighs, followed by chuckles which exploded, at intervals, like crackers.
“Dicky ’ad been ’avin’ bad times for long,” the first speaker went on. “I guess he ’ad about tattooed all the
parish as would stand a pint for tattooing. There was hardly a square inch of skin not made beautiful forever about
here.”
“Ah! and there was no sale for his beasteses and birdses nuther; nor else he was clean sold out, and hadn’t no
capital to renew his stock of hairy cats and young parrots.”
“The very stuffed beasts, perched above old Dicky’s shop, had got to look real mangy and mouldy. I think I see
them now: the fox in the middle, the long-legged moulting foreign bird at one end, and that ’ere shiny old
rhinoceros in the porch under them picters of the dying deer and t’other deer swimming. Poor old Dicky! Where
he raised the price o’ a drain, let along a booze, beats me, it does.”
“Why,” said Mrs. Gullick, who had been in the outer room during the conversation, “why, it was a sailor
gentleman that stood Dicky treat. A most pleasant-spoken man for a sailor, with a big black beard. He used to
meet Dicky here, in the private room upstairs, and there Dicky used to do him a turn of his trade—tattooing him,
like. ‘I’m doing him to pattern, mum,’ Dicky sez, sez he: ‘a fac-simile o’ myself, mum.’ It wasn’t much they drank
neither—just a couple of pints; for sez the sailor gentleman, he sez, ‘I’m afeard, mum, our friend here can’t carry
much even of your capital stuff. We must excuse,’ sez he, ‘the failings of an artis’; but I doesn’t want his hand to
shake or slip when he’s a doin’ me,’ sez he. ‘Might spile the pattern,’ he sez, ‘also hurt.’ And I wouldn’t have
served old Dicky with more than was good for him, myself, not if it was ever so, I wouldn’t. I promised that poor
daughter of his, before Mr. Maitland sent her to school—years ago now—I promised as I would keep an eye on
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her father, and speak of a hangel, if here isn’t Mr. Maitland his very self!”
And Mrs. Gullick arose, with bustling courtesy, to welcome her landlord, the Fellow of St. Gatien’s.
Immediately there was a stir among the men seated in the ingle. One by one—some with a muttered pretence at
excuse, others with shamefaced awkwardness—they shouldered and shuffled out of the room. Maitland’s
appearance had produced its usual effect, and he was left alone with his tenant.
“Well, Mr. Gullick,” said poor Maitland, ruefully, “I came here for a chat with our friends—a little social
relaxation—on Economic questions, and I seem to have frightened them all away.”
“Oh, sir, they’re a rough lot, and don’t think themselves company for the likes of you. But,” said Mrs. Gullick,
eagerly—with the delight of the oldest aunt in telling the saddest tale—you’ve heard this hawful story? Poor Miss
Margaret, sir! It makes my blood—” What physiological effect on the circulation Mrs. Gullick was about to
ascribe to alarming intelligence will never be known; for Maitland, growing a little more pallid than usual,
interrupted her:
“What has happened to Miss Margaret? Tell me, quick!”
“Nothing to herself, poor lamb, but her poor father, sir.” Maitland seemed sensibly relieved.
“Well, what about her father?”
“Gone, sir—gone! In a cartload o’ snow, this very evening, he was found, just outside o’ this very door.”
“In a cartload of snow!” cried Maitland. “Do you mean that he went away in it, or that he was found in it
dead?”
“Yes, indeed, sir; dead for many hours, the doctor said; and in this very house he had been n later than last
night, and quite steady, sir, I do assure you. He had been steady—oh, steady for weeks.”
Maitland assumed an expression of regret, which, no doubt, he felt to a certain extent. But in his sorrow there
could not but have been some relief. For Maitland, in the course of his philanthropic labours, had known old
Dicky Shields, the naturalist and professional tattooer, as a hopeless mauvais sujet.\fn{Scamp} But Dicky’s
daughter, Margaret, had been a daisy flourishing by the grimy waterside, till the young social reformer
transplanted her to a school in the purer air of Devonshire. He was having her educated there, and after she was
educated—why, then, Maitland had at one time entertained his own projects or dreams. In the way of their
accomplishment Dicky Shields had been felt as an obstacle: not that he objected—on the other hand, he had made
Maitland put his views in writing. There were times—there had lately, above all, been times—when Maitland
reflected uneasily on the conditional promises in this document. Dicky was not an eligible father-in-law, however
good and pretty a girl his daughter might be. But now Dicky had ceased to be an obstacle: he was no longer (as he
certainly had been) in any man’s way: he was nobody’s enemy now, not even his own. The vision of all these
circumstances passed rapidly, like a sensation rather than a set of coherent thoughts, through Maitland’s
consciousness.
“Tell me everything you know of this wretched business,” he said, rising and closing the door which led into
the outer room.
“Well, sair, you have not been here for some weeks, or you would know that Dicky had found a friend lately—
an old shipmate, or petty-officer, he called him—a sailor-man. Well to do, he seemed; the mate of a merchant
vessel he might be. He had known Dicky, I think, long ago at sea, and he’d bring him here ‘to yarn with him,’ he
said, once or twice it might be in this room, but mainly in the parlour upstairs. He let old Dicky tattoo him a bit,
up there, to put him in the way of earning an honest penny by his trade—a queer trade it was. Never more than a
pint, or a glass of hot rum and water, would he give the old man. Most considerate and careful, sir, he ever was.
Well, last night he brought him in about nine, and they sat rather late; and about twelve the sailor comes in,
rubbing his eyes, and ‘Good-night, mum,’ sez he. ‘My friend’s been gone for an hour. An early bird he is, and I’ve
been asleep by myself. If you please, I’ll just settle our little score. It’s the last for a long time, for I’m bound
tomorrow for the China Seas, eastward. Oh, mum, a sailor’s life!’ So he pays, changing a half-sovereign, like a
gentleman, and out he goes, and that’s the last I ever see o’ poor Dicky Shields till he was brought in this
afternoon, out of the snow-cart, cold and stiff, sir.”
“And how do you suppose all this happened? How did Shields get into the cart?”
“Well, that’s just what they’ve been wondering at, though the cart was handy and uncommon convenient for a
man as ’ad too much, if ’ad he ’ad; as believe it I cannot, seeing a glass of hot rum and water would not intoxicate
a babe. May be he felt faint, and laid down a bit, and never wakened. But, Lord a mercy, what’s that?” screamed
Mrs. Gullick, leaping to her feet in terror.
The latched door, which communicated with the staircase, had been burst open, and a small brown bear had
rushed erect into the room, and with a cry, had thrown itself on Mrs. Gullick’s bosom.
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“Well, if ever I ’ad a fright!” that worthy lady exclaimed, turning towards the startled Maitland, and embracing
at the same time the little animal in an affection clasp. “Well, if ever there was such a child as you, Lizer! What is
the matter with you now?”
“Oh, mother,” cried the bear, “I dreamed of that big Bird I saw on the roof, and I ran down-stairs before I was
’alf awake, I was that horful frightened.”
“Well, you just go upstairs again—and here’s a sweet cake for you—and you take this night-light,” said Mrs.
Gullick, producing the articles she mentioned, “and put it in the basin careful, and knock on the floor with the
poker if you want me. If it wasn’t for that bearskin Mr. Toopny was kind enough to let you keep, you’d get your
death o’ cold, you would, running about in the night. And look ’ere, Lizer,” she added, patting the child
affectionately on the shoulder, “do get that there Bird out o’ your head. It’s just nothing but indigestion comes o’
you and the other children—himps they may well call you, and himps I’m sure you are—always wasting your
screws on pastry and lemonade and raspberry vinegar. Just nothing but indigestion.” Thus admonished, the bear
once more threw its arms, in a tight embrace, about Mrs. Gullick’s neck; and then, without lavishing attention on
Maitland, passed out of the door, and could be heard skipping upstairs.
“I’m sure, sir, I ask your pardon,” exclaimed poor Mrs. Gullick; “but Lizer’s far from well just now, and she
did have a scare last night, or else, which is more likely, her little inside (saving your presence) has been upset
with a supper the Manager gave all them pantermime himps.”
“But, Mrs. Gullick, why is she dressed like a bear?”
“She’s such a favourite with the Manager, sir, and the Property man, and all of them at the Hilarity, you can’t
think, sir,” said Mrs. Gullick, not in the least meaning to impugn Maitland’s general capacity for abstract
speculation. “A regular little genius that child is, though I says it as shouldn’t. Ah, sir, she takes it from her poor
father, sir.” And Mrs. Gullick raised her apron to her eyes.
Now the late Mr. Gullick had been a clown, of considerable merit; but, like too many artists, he was addicted
beyond measure to convivial enjoyment. Maitland had befriended him in his last days, and had appointed Mrs.
Gullick (and a capital appointment it was) to look after his property when he became landlord of the Hit or Miss.
“What a gift, sir, that child always had! Why, when she was no more than four, I well remember her going to
fetch the beer, and her being a little late, and Gullick with the thirst on him, when she came in with the jug, he
made a cuff at her, not to hurt her, and if the little thing didn’t drop the jug, and take the knap! Lord, I though
Gullick would ’a died laughing, and him so thirsty too.”
“Take the knap?” said Maitland, who imagined that “the knap” must be some malady incident to childhood.
“Oh, sir, it’s when one person cuffs at another on the stage, you know, and the other slaps his own hand, on the
far side, to make the noise of a box on the ear; that’s what we call ‘taking the knap’ in the profession. And the beer
was spilt, and the jug broken, and all—Lizer was that clever! And this is her second season, just ended, as a nimp
at the Hilarity pantermime; and they’re that good to her, they let her bring her bearskin home with her, what she
wears, you know, sir, as the Little Bear in The Three Bears, don’t you know, sir.”
Maitland was acquainted with the legend of the Great Bear, the Middle Bear, and the Little Tiny Small Bear,
and had even proved, in a learned paper, that the Three Bears were the Sun, the Moon, and the Multitude of Stars
in the Aryan myth. But he had not seen the pantomime founded on the traditional narrative.
“But what was the child saying about a big Bird?” he asked. “What was it that frightened her?”
“Oh, sir, I think it was just tiredness, and may be, a little something hot at that supper last night; and, besides,
seeing so many queer things in pantermimes might put notions in a child’s head. But when she came home last
night, a little late, Lizer was very strange. She vowed and swore she had seen a large Bird, far bigger than any
common bird, skim over the street. Then when I had put her to bed in the attic, down she flies, screaming she saw
the Bird on the roof. I had hard work to get her to sleep. Today I made her lay a-bed and wear her theatre
pantermime bearskin, that fits her like another skin—and she’ll be too big for it next year—just to keep her warm
in that cold garret. That’s all about it, sir. She’ll be well enough in a day or two, will Lizer.”
“I am sure I hope she will, Mrs. Gullick,” said Maitland; “and, as I am passing his way, I will ask Dr. Barton to
call and see the little girl, Now I must go, and I think the less we say to anyone about Miss Sheilds, you know, the
better. It will be very dreadful for her to learn about her father’s death, and we must try to prevent her from
hearing how it happened.”
“Certainly, sir,” said Mrs. Gullick, bobbing; “and being safe away at school, sir, we’ll hope she won’t be told
no more than she needn’t know about it.”
Maitland went forth into the thick night; a half-hearted London thaw was filling the shivering air with a damp
brown fog. He walked to the nearest telegraph office and did not observe, in the raw darkness and in the con504

fusion of his thoughts, that he was followed at no great distance by a man muffled up in a great-coat and a woolen
comforter. The stranger almost shouldered against him, as he stood reading his telegram, and conscientiously
docking off a word here and there to save threepence.
From Robert Maitland to Miss Marlett.
The Dovecot, Conisbeare,
Tiverton.
I come tomorrow, leaving by 10.30 train. Do not let Margaret see newspaper. Her father dead. Break news.

This telegram gave Maitland, in his excited state, more trouble to construct than might have been expected. We
all know the wondrous badness of post-office pens or pencils, and how they tear or blot the paper when we are in
a hurry; and Maitland felt hurried, though there was no need for haste. Meantime the man in the woolen comforter
was buying stamps, and, finishing his bargain before the dispatch was stamped and delivered, went out into the
fog, and was no more seen. …
196.147 Sweet Revenge\fn{by Mary Gleed Tuttiett aka Maxwell Gray (1846-1933)} New Port, Isle of Wight, England,
United Kingdom (F) 7
Though ruined, Carlen Castle sat proudly upon its steep acclivity, its dismantled and crumbling keep on the
seaward summit, its fine, towered gateway facing landward with stately defiance, and looking up a long valley
between chalk hills. It made a good point of view from Carlen House, a modern white mansion on the opposite
hill slope, half hidden by thick beech woods that, screened by each hill from the salt sea winds, climbed both hills,
the slopes of which, meeting in a broad V, allowed a glimpse of sea from the level highroad running through the
village at the foot of the castled hill.
These ruins were among the show places of the country, and the object of many excursions and picnics all the
year long; but chiefly in the autumn season, when Carlen folk gathered a double harvest—one from the fields and
another from visitors, whose four-horse coaches, wagonettes, and chars-à-banc clustered thickly outside the
Carlen Arms and the Castle Inn, in company with innumerable bicycles, the riders of which found it easier to
climb the precipitous wooded road to the castle gate without wheels. Though of steep ascent it was a fair road,
screened by beech and ash, offering lovely prospects, and passing at its termination on arches over a dry moat. A
groove for a portcullis showed what once had been, and loopholes in each beautifully rounded turret by the
vaulted entrance recalled days when the bows of English yeomen were feared by the world.
Inside the heavy oaken gate spread level greensward, closely shane and shaded by trees; near the gateway
stood a stone cottage with mullioned windows, amid much greenery and bloom in a plot of garden ground. Here
lived the old gatekeeper and his wife.
Another garden, free of the shadow of the towers, lay beneath the broken wall opposite the castellan’s cottage.
It was inclosed by wire fencing, and led to a small modern Tudor house, built into the ruins out of old and
weathered stone. Straight down the middle of this garden ran a broad turf walk bordered with old-fashioned
flowers—lavender, stocks, and carnations—behind which were espalier fruit trees, making a light fencing for
vegetables beyond. The slim figures of two young women, in straw sailor hats, cotton blouses, and dark plain
skirts, moved over the sunny turf among the flowers. One girl was sweeping the fine, short grass, newly mown,
with a heath broom, the other was tying carnations; their voices sounded high and clear as they moved and talked.
“Gerald has shown me his hand, Margie,” said the girl with the broom. “Oh, these men with their transparent
schemes! How they plume themselves on the subtilty of their little wiles and lures!”
“And what is his little game?” asked Margie, who was kneeling by the carnations now just bursting into spicy
pink and crimson bloom.
“The usual refuge of the destitute, child—to marry money.”
“Gerald!” cried Margery. “Why, he's going to marry me—at least so people say.”
“Not Gerald, goosey. His friend, this precious young Carr, this lovely blend of Apollo and Adonis, with a spice
of Bayard thrown in.”
“Dear Rosalind, it’s no use to fight against Fate and suitors. Marry one and you’ll be rid of the rest. Have him.”
“To spite the others? No, Margie; my only chance is to disguise myself in poverty, and go a-hunting for a
disinterested husband. Have him yourself, and leave Gerald to me. He’d be a world the better for a good heartbreak. Gerald couldn’t marry me, you see. He thinks cousins’ marriages wicked. So do I—but that’s neither here
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nor there. By the way, when is this charming youth to arrive—tonight or tomorrow?”
“He dines with us tonight, and he couldn’t unless he had arrived, could he?”
“No, but his astral body might. I’ll be as hideous as I can, at all events—wear that green gown. I wonder what
Fraser will do when he finds I have mown and swept his grass.”
“He will probably swear.”
Presently Rosalind left the inclosed garden and leant on her broom, whistling softly, as if lost in thought, while
Margery sat on a bit of broken wall hard by, arranging a bunch of carnations, tying them with a piece of bast that
hung round her neck, and singing in a soft undertone. Her skirt was tucked up on one side and soiled with garden
mould, her fair hair was ruffled. Rosalind’s darker hair had become loosened with exercise, and her fringe pushed
off her forehead under her hat—a hat once white, but now browned by sun and rain. Both girls were looking at the
heavy oaken gates fitted in the stone archway and barred and crossed with oaken beams, when the large bell,
hanging inside by the lintel, swung to and fro with loud clangour.
“Poor Grannie! She was up all night with the child, and she’s sound asleep now. And Elias gone to cut grass
—”
“I’ll open the gate; Grannie shan’t be waked!” cried Margery, springing to her feet, and going with the bast still
over her shoulders to the gate. “These ’Arries ring loud enough to wake the dead.”
She unhasped and opened a wicket in the gate, disclosing in the shadow of the vaulted gateway two men, one
with a cigarette in his mouth.
“Can we see the castle?” he asked in a well-toned voice, removing the cigarette to speak and then replacing it.
“Certainly,” she replied. “Step in.”
The young man stepped in, followed by another, also young. Margery closed the wicket behind them, and
resumed her seat and her occupation, while the two men stood just inside and looked round them.
In the foreground was Rosalind, leaning pensively on her broom; behind her were the broken walls of gray
stone, the little modern Tudor house, through an open window of which the remains of a luncheon could be seen,
with the distant keep for a background. Full sunshine threw her face into shadow and lit up the faces of the two
men.
The first man was tall and dark, with a beautiful, close-shaven face; he wore a soft felt hat with a pinched
crown and slightly sweeping brim, the belted tunic called a Norfolk; jacket, and knickerbockers of thinner, more
clinging stuff than is usual. Slightly and straightly built, and wearing stockings that disclosed the real shape of the
leg, instead of exaggerating the thickness characteristic of English limbs, he made a graceful and, by contrast with
others, even picturesque figure. His movements were graceful; there was a suggestion of knightly charm in his
look and bearing.
His friend was of sturdier build, with gray eyes and light-brown hair; he was an inch or two shorter than his
comrade, still not short. He was less picturesquely dressed, brown-faced and bearded.
“Not ’Arries,” Rosalind reflected, as she scanned them with a careless glance, her chin resting on the earthstained hands clasped above her broomstick.
The dark man sent a quick, sweeping glance over the whole picture, scarcely noticing the figure in the
foreground, but particularly observing the small house built of old stones.
“Jove! what an owl’s nest!” he exclaimed, with a dissatisfied air.
“What would you have?” his friend rereplied. “Romantic old place—fine ruins, surely.”
“One doesn’t sell one’s soul for an owl’s nest or a heap of ruins,” rejoined the first speaker, whose clear voice
was rather high.
“Oh, souls are cheap enough once in the market,” the deeper voice replied. “Let’s rest and be thankful,” he
added, dropping on a garden seat and stretching his legs comfortably in front of him, with his hands in his
pockets..
“Jolly old place, Carr.. Very good specimen of a feudal stronghold. Norman keep well preserved. Carlen House
on the hill opposite. Perpendicular chapel yonder,” nodding his head slightly to the right, where, opposite the
dwelling house, a perfect and richly traceried window in a roofless chancel was partially revealed between some
beeches.
Rosalind had moved away when the bell again sounded, and she hastened to the gate to let in a party of ladies,
while Margery said that she would go quietly into the cottage and put the kettle on for Grannie’s tea, in case she
waked and wanted it.
“Dear old Grannie is still asleep; I hope no one will rouse her,” she said, coming out of the cottage five
minutes later and addressing Rosalind, who was answering questions, and giving the dates and builders of
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different parts of the castle to the inquisitive men visitors.
“The present owner is not a De Carlen, I think?” the dark man asked, forgetting, despite his knightly
appearance, to remove his cigarette while speaking. To which Rosalind, finding herself unable to understand the
query until it had been repeated twice, the last time without the cigarette, at length replied:
“No, an Ormonde. The male line has twice been broken. Here lies the last De Carlen,” pointing out a small
chantry in the ruined chapel, which was grass-grown and dotted with stone tombs and broken effigies of mailed
knights.
“Very good of the owner to open her ruins to the public,” Carr said. “It must be a bore to her. This Miss
Ormonde courts popularity, eh?”
“Miss Ormonde is not too poor to be popular,” was Rosalind’s somewhat dark reply.
“Rustic irony,” Carr murmured to his friend.
“A plain woman?” he asked of Rosalind.
“Certainly a plain woman.”
“And with such a temper!” added Margery with emphasis.
“But young, surely young?” he protested, as if her age were a personal injury to him.
“Well, not so young as she was, poor lady!”
“Still, she must be under fifty,” added Margery in a deprecating tone.
“Ha! What did I tell you, Brandon? A frumpish, cross old maid. No one ever good enough to marry her, I
suppose?” to Rosalind.
“Those who ask heiresses seldom are good enough to marry them.” Carr laughed a joyous, boy’s laugh.
“Wise women still exist, Brandon,” he said, “and witches, too,” he added, with a side glance at Margery.
“This little thirteenth-century window is much admired,” Rosalind said abruptly, lifting some ivy that
concealed it.
“You two are attached to the place?”asked Brandon, with the respectful air so decidedly absent from his
friend’s bearing. “Have lived here long? You don’t tire of showing it?”
“I am attached to it—like a tree or a serf of oldtime. I never tire of showing it to people who are interested in
it,” she replied, smiling.
“As for me, I am quite in love with the place,” Brandon sighed, with a keen, quick glance at the bright and
intelligent face of the guide. “I could be very, very happy in that little house, Carr,” he added.
“My good chap, you could be happy anywhere with a pen and a pipe. I’ll be bound you’re hatching a sonnet
this moment—savage because you can't rhyme stone.
“‘Would I could bone—
The whole of the stone—‘”

“And the mistress—?”
“Condone. There’s the rub, don't you know. We’ll take the sea view and the tilt-yard for granted this broiling
day,” he added, in an insolent drawl to Rosalind as he turned back to Brandon, who was choosing some
photographs set out on a little table beneath the cottage window. “I can’t afford to spoil my complexion or overtire
myself today. The dragon must be faced this evening and the siege begun at once.”
“What if you do spoil your lovely mug? Easily powder for the evening,” suggested Brandon, “and put on a
fresh pair of stays to support your willowy waist.”
“Too much fag, old Timon. ‘Oh! for a beaker full of the warm South; full of the true, the blushful Hip—‘”
“Or some ginger pop,” suggested Margery, laying her slender forefinger on a stone bottle on the table, while
Rosalind packed Brandon’s views in an envelope and counted out his change.
“With a kiss thrown in?” whispered Carr, as, with a sudden deft movement, he threw his arm round Margery
and brought his face close to hers just in time to receive such a well-intentioned, single-hearted box on the ear as
made the archway echo, startled the owls and bats, sent a cloud of pigeons scurrying up on the ruined walls, and
convulsed Brandon and Rosalind between laughter and indignation, but did not wake Grannie—or, at least, only
enough to season her nap with conscious enjoyment and an agreeable reflection that her work was being
admirably done for her.
Margery’s pretty, merry face was white and angry as she moved haughtily away. Carr, very red, with three
white stripes on his cheek, was the first of the four to recover composure; he moved off with a muttered apology,
and a feeble jest about striking arguments, and, seating himself in the shadow of the broken wall, where a room
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had once been, began to smoke fiercely at a cigar.
“Hard hit for once, my good Wilfrid,” Brandon said, joining him after composedly finishing his purchases.
“Jolly little girl. Straightforward. No nonsense about her. Hits out as if she meant it.”
“Damn!” was the brief reply.
“Wretch!” Margery sobbed, under the shadow of a cedar that reached from the ruined upper room whither she
had fled to the wall under which the two men were smoking. “Nasty, horrid—“
“Nonsense, child,” interrupted Rosalind. “After all, perhaps it served us right for letting them think us—”
“Us, indeed! Nobody kissed you!”
“Or you, either. Come, come,” continued Rosalind, drawing her cousin gently along the narrow path on the
first story of the ruin to a deep-recessed ogee window in the cool thickness of the wall, where they could sit
comfortably. “You had the best of it, Margie. I don’t think he’ll want any more ginger pop just yet, do you? Oh,
hush, look!”
Both peeped through the unglazed win- dow, which was partially hidden by cedar boughs, and saw,
immediately beneath them, the subjects of their conversation. Carr, the white marks still on his flushed cheek, had
thrown his hat on the turf before him, and was speaking with unusual energy.
“If good looks were virtues, he’d soon deserve Paradise,” whispered Rosalind.
“Oh, Miss Dragon! He’d have got no ginger pop from you,” murmured Margery. laughing, with the tears still
on her peach-like cheeks and in her merry eyes.”
“I don’t care,” Carr was saying emphatically, “I must have her or I shall be stone broke.”
“What! Marry a spiteful, frumpish old maid for the sake of an owl’s nest and a heap of ruins?” asked Brandon..
“And half the county and Heaven knows what besides. It’s positively sinful for all that fine property to be
thrown away on a woman.. It ought not to be allowed in any Christian country.”
“Well, but what would stone-broke youths do with no heiresses to marry?”
“Positively sinful,” .he repeated, with pious energy. “And here am I, with at least two-thirds of my rents
unpaid, and all kinds of burdens on the estates, and the mater’s jointure,\fn{ A point in law defining the joint-tenancy of a
property; apparently in this case something to do with his mother’s estate provided by her now-deceased husband as her inheritance to be
ultimately disposed of as she would wish} and her house, and the girls’ portions, not to speak of their keep, and

mortgages here and there and everywhere, and a run of ill-luck at Monte Carlo last March, and losing heavily on
Glendower, and that beast Stone letting Young Lochinvar be got at, besides—one must have one’s fling now and
then; one can’t always live like an anchorite—”
“Did you ever”—drawled Brandon slowly—“ah—try?”
“I can’t understand the principles on which this brute of a world is governed,” complained Carr pathetically.
“Here is this—damn! What’s this creeping inside my collar?” he cried, putting up his hand to feel—“little stones.
Here is this—ah I—this—old crone.”
“Unmarried woman, positively rolling in riches. Dover says she has a whole coal mine to herself.”
“To roll in?”
“And here am I—oh! I’ll make the plunge—I’m blest if I won’t—though she’s as ugly as sin, as old as
Methuselah, as stupid as an owl, as ill-tempered as a sick bear, and as wicked as the devil; I will have her, I say.
Confound it,” he cried, putting up his hand to his collar again, “what the devil can this be?”
“The family ghost protesting,” explained Brandon, with a delighted grin, as his eye followed a thin stream of
mortar from inside Carr’s collar to its source in a slender hand vanishing inside the window. “But suppose she
won’t have you? She must be a dab at refusing by this time if she’s hard upon fifty.”
“She’s a woman,” Sir Wilfrid returned, with a singular smile. “Oh, hang this dust!” he added, shifting his
position. “It’s all over the place. She should keep it in better repair. She’s a woman, Arthur.”
“Most heiresses are; still—they sometimes refuse.”
“They refuse some men. My good Brandon, want a woman, and have a woman; that’s my experience.
Confound it all, the whole blessed place is coming down!” he cried, jumping up under a shower of stone chips and
dust, and turning with bepowdered hair to look up at the window, where no living thing could be seen.
“Let us cut this. The horses will be at the foot of the hill.”
*
Long, level rays of a setting sun were filling one of a suite of drawing-rooms opening into each other at Carlen
House when Rosalind entered it that evening. She looked at the western glory, looked away, and went into another
—a south-facing room—where she saw herself in a full-length mirror, with the reddening radiance streaming past,
and touching her pearl-white satin skirts.
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“‘As ugly as sin, as ill-tempered as a sick bear’—was that it, Margie?”
Margery, very charming in white lace over blue, layghed joyously. The first guest was announced, then
another, and another. Two men, whose names did not reach the hostess, were joined and received at the door by
Gerald Dover and led up to her.
“At last, Rosalind,” her cousin said, presenting him—“here, at last, is my old friend, Sir Wilfrid Carr.”
Sir Wilfrid’s gaze, which had vainly sought the plain, old-maidish frump he expected, was a little dazzled by
the sunset light from the room behind his hostess, who expressed cordial pleasure at making the acquaintance of
her cousin’s friend, already well known to her by report, in a voice that made him look up in her face with a start
and a suppressed ejaculation. His astonished eyes saw no faded, dowdily dressed lady of an uncertain age, but just
a slim, graceful figure in shining satin draperies, with gleaming arms and fair white neck, bemocking the
unusually fine pearls upon it. Then he became aware of kind brown eyes, dark hair curling low on a broad, open
brow, a firm mouth with little humorous dimples at the corners, and a genial yet rather patronizing air. It was a
young, fresh-faced, and attractive woman, whose subtile smile of welcome so strangely perturbed him; and yet
this lofty being was like—cold chills ran over him at the thought—she was very like the girl with the broom, the
old hat, and the tucked-up skirts and sleeves who showed the ruins.
And alas! innocently smiling at her side, in blue and white, was that very pretty, fair-haired girl who had given
him such a hearty box on the ear an hour or two since.
“Plain—with such a temper—frumpish—not yet fifty—not too poor to be popular—the dragon to be faced!
Good Lord! I’ve done it this time, and no mistake,” he thought, trying to remember how much Miss Ormonde
could have overheard. “A nasty trick to play on a man.”
For a moment, realizing that the game was lost, he was completely taken aback and utterly routed; but by the
time Brandon had been presented to Miss Ormonde and his confused self made known to Miss Margery Staines,
he was, as he expressed it, all there again, and so cool and apparently unconscious of what had gone before as
almost to persuade Rosalind, when she found herself following her guests in to dinner on this amiably chatting
person’s arm, that he and the picturesque youth of the cigarette were different people.
Carlen Castle, unlike Sir Wilfrid, was blushing beautifully in the sunset upon the hill, within sight of the
windows of the large, cool hall in which they were dining. Mr. Brandon, who had taken Margery in, commented
upon its beauty to her.
“Isn’t it a dear old owl’s nest?” Miss Ormonde struck in, with a sweet smile. “We are awfully fond of our heap
of ruins, are we not, Margie?”
“And the ghost. I often envy you your family ghost,” Margery replied with infantile simplicity. “I never had so
much as a grandfather, much less a ghost, to boast of.”
“Ah!—do you like this hot weather, Miss Ormonde?” the wretched Carr inquired, with tender solicitude.
“Not much; it’s so unbecoming. It turns one brown, and—makes one as ugly as sin.”
“Really? But sunburn becomes some people,” he insinuated with great sweetness.
“The sun always turns me red,” Margery kindly explained. “Then my head aches, and makes me as stupid as
an owl.”
“Have you some iced seltzer?” he murmured to a servant at the moment. “Nothing so refreshing as iced
seltzer,” he unnecessarily informed his hostess.
“Did you ever try ginger pop, Sir Wilfrid? There’s nothing so cooling as ginger pop, of a hot afternoon. We
have it at the Castle sometimes, Margie and I. Only a penny a bottle. It is gratifying to one’s avarice, even though
one may not be too poor to be popular.”
“Are you much at the Castle, Miss Ormonde?” Brandon inquired, with the pleasant air of one introducing a
fresh and charming topic.
“It depends. Sometimes Margie and I go there for luncheon, especially when things go wrong, and it’s either
too hot or too cold, and one feels as ill-tempered as—as a sick bear.”
“Surely, Miss Ormonde, that can never be,” objected the polite Sir Wilfrid.
“Then it’s such a soothing, tranquillizing place to dream in, to discuss one’s affairs and curse one’s luck, and
lay schemes in,” continued the pitiless Rosalind. “Perhaps you know it, Mr. Brandon?”
“I think I have some vague memories of the place, Miss Ormonde. How good of you to let people see it! I hope
your kindness is never abused. No doubt Arries often come there.”
“Oh, yes; and Reggies and Johnnies, and all sorts and conditions of people. There’s an Arry season and a
Reggie season. We have some lovely specimens there sometimes.”
The beautiful and charming Sir Wilfrid, pensively smiling, as one whose mind is absorbed by ethereal subjects,
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here descended from some summit of lofty speculation, and asked for opinions on Irving’s latest Shakespearian
impersonation.
“I can’t endure Irving in young characters,” Rosalind observed; "Hamlet and Romeo make him look as old as
Methuselah.”
“And Ellen Terry is scarcely so young as she was,” Brandon gently hinted.
“Still she must be under fifty,” Rosalind as gently corrected. “But what is that to a genius?”
“Do you—ah—do you like Ibsen?” asked the unfortunate Carr, addressing Margery.
“I don’t know. I mayn’t know without asking my mamma,” she replied. “People’s mammas don’t seem to
admire him much.”
“It is quite possible to object to problem plays and Ibsenism without being an absolute dragon of propriety,”
Rosalind corroborated, with severity; “and Miss Staines is still young and tender, like Little Billee. A shipwrecked
crew might eat her—she’s so good.”
“Till I’m roused,” corrected Miss Staines; “then I can be as wicked—as the devil.”
“That you can, and hit as hard,” Sir Wilfrid was heard acidly murmuring between his teeth, as Rosalind rather
suddenly rose, and he went to open the door for the ladies.
“What the deuce is the matter with those two girls tonight?” Gerald Dover wondered to himself when they
were gone. “Carr hasn’t made any running as yet. I doubt if he ever will.”
“My dearest Margery,” said the vicar’s wife on reaching the drawing-room, “I am grieved to hear you allowing
yourself the sad license of speech characteristic of too many young women of the present day.”
“It was horrid of me, wasn’t it?” she smiled back with infantile cheerfulness and can dour. “But it was only
quotations, after all.”
“Not from Ibsen, I earnestly trust.”
“Oh, no, not from Ibsen! It didn’t sound Ibscene, now, did it?”
“I am happily unacquainted with these new writers, my dear, so I can not tell.”
*
“But why,” asked Brandon of Rosalind later in the evening—”why did you tell us you were ugly? Were you
never taught that it is wrong to tell stories?”
“I beg your pardon, Mr. Brandon. I said I was a plain woman, and so I am—both in speech and action.”
“Well, but Miss Staines declared that your temper was something awful.”
“‘Such a temper,’ she said. She meant such a delightfully sweet temper. But I can’t answer for it myself. It was
kind of Margie.”
They were having coffee in the open air on a terrace, whence the Castle, all silver-steeped in moonlight, and a
peep of sea between two hill slopes, could be seen. Cock-chafers were still droning in the almond-scented
clematis, a little warm breeze stirred the beech tops, yellow corn stood in aisle on a slope above the peaceful
village, where little orange dots suggested homesteads; the tree-shadowed lawns and dim, dreaming flowers
looked magical and unreal in the silvery light.
Arthur Brandon’s thoughts ran into involuntary rhyme; he had never been so happy in his life. Yet he wished
the never-before-coveted burden of riches was his; still more he wished Rosalind Ormonde poor. Wilfrid Carr and
some other vandals were spoiling the dewy flower scents with cigars, Wilfrid wondering how he was to go
through the promised week at Dover’s seaside cottage and continual meetings with the Carlen people after this
unlucky fiasco.
“And to crown all,” he reflected, “I must needs try to kiss the wrong girl. How like my luck!”
Still even Carr was happier than he deserved to be; the dust and stones that incommoded him in the afternoon
now strewed the carpet of his dressing room; he had a sort of vague idea that the best thing would be to sit on that
terrace forever and watch that tiny ship sailing far and far away on the moonlit sea, and the proud Castle dreaming
in mystic light of its vanished glories, and the village nestling in foliage by the church tower at the foot of the
steep.
But Brandon, the briefless, the impecunious, the blessed, saw all these things with equal joy—and he saw
more: he saw a shadowy company of plumed knights ride with faint, far-off clang over the drawbridge, saw the
moon rays glitter on the breastplates of men at arms; saw banners flutter lightly as the gray moths on the terrace,
and fair ladies leaning from battlements to wave the knights Godspeed.
All this fancy showed him, though ladies fair as any of old moved actually in white, shining raiment among the
flower scents on the terrace, their voices sounding with the charm of open air and stillness, their eyes softer than
silvery stars in the pale moonlit sky. Had not minstrels of old dared to pay homage of song to lovely chatelaines?
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But how should a minstrel in a dress suit and hideous white breastplate—
Just then this modern chatelaine, her pearls half muffled in a silky wrap, happened to turn and meet the full
and ardent gaze of the silent minstrel’s eye, so that for one beatific moment two young hearts throbbed together.
*
Costume changes, custom alters: old castles and old codes and creeds crumble to ruin; but youth and joy, love,
innocence, and song, are the same throughout all ages forever.
A few days later Wilfrid Carr found himself waiting with a beating heart in the library of Carlen House,
whither he had been summoned by its mistress for a private conference.
“What could she want with him?” he asked himself as he stood by the open window and looked at the towered
gateway, shadowed now, with the morning light behind it, and the cornfields and sea robbed of their moonlight
glamour. He had not long to wait; the plain woman quickly entered, and plunged at once into the topic in hand.
“Sir Wilfrid,” she said gently, “I am told that your affairs are greatly embarrassed. Pray do not think me
obtrusive in asking if such is really the case.”
Such, he replied, certainly was the case; it was too kind of Miss Ormonde to be interested in the matter. It
would soon be no secret, since his name was about to appear in the Gazette.
“Well, now,” Miss Ormonde continued, with a genuine, delightful, old-fashioned blush and an agreeable
hesitation in her speech—“could not means be found—ah—to be able—ah—be permitted—help to some slight
extent—pay off—that is to say, to avoid liquidation—”
Sir Wilfrid turned pale. He was standing; he placed both hands on the top of a chair to steady himself.
“Good Lord! She’s going to propose,” he thought, “and I shall have to have her.” He said something
unintelligible in reply, but as she was not listening, and he had not the least notion of what he was saying, it was
of no consequence.
“Would,” she faltered, with deepening blushes and a husky voice—“would fifteen thousand pounds be of any
use in this matter?”
“Wouldn’t it!” he exclaimed, catching his breath and standing erect. “It would just trim the boat; that and
emptying the stables, and so on. But,” he added, with his sunny smile and easy relapse into banality—“but fifteen
thousand pounds, Miss Ormonde, are not so easily obtained as you seem to imagine. Fifteen thousand dewdrops
were on the grass this morning, but where was the fairy to turn them to golden sovereigns?”
“Not as far off, perhaps, as you seem to imagine,” was the tremulous rejoinder.
“In for it now,” thought the distressed baronet, hardening his heart for a desperate leap, as when, in the midst
of a full burst with the hounds, a bullfinch, a stone wall, or double-ditched fence suddenly appears. “I was never
yet proposed to. I don’t know the ropes. But I suppose I must go for it for all I’m worth. I haven’t the cheek—no;
I can’t ask, after this. There are some things you can’t do.”
Raising his lustrous and bashfully drooped eyes to the lady’s gaze, he was surprised, even confused, to see that
hers were moist with feeling. Something rose in his throat, his face crimsoned.
“Beast as I am, I’d rather she hated me,” he thought, quite unable to speak.
“Not far off at all,” she added, in a low, melodious voice. “You have, Sir Wilfrid, where you probably do not
suspect it, a sincere friend and wellwisher, disposed to play the part of a benevolent fairy to you. This person, who
wishes to remain unnamed, thinks to discern through all your weaknesses, follies, and selfishness—”
—“Weaknesses—follies?” he thought. “Ladies have yet to acquire the essentially masculine art of proposing.
But Rome wasn’t built in a day. We’ve been practising since the world began—“
—“some substratum of manhood and worth which may with time and care be developed. It is thought that a
fresh start, with good resolutions, might—almost—make a man of you.”
“I’m infinitely obliged to the fairy who thinks so highly of me,” he replied, savagely.
“Fairies, however beneficent, always took it out of you in some form or other, if I remember rightly. Let us
hope you will justify this person’s good opinion," Rosalind added, with momentary gravity, “for the person to
whom I allude means well by you and has the means of expressing good will in a material form.”
“Does the—ah—fairy—ah—propose, that is—intend—ah—that is to say, mean—in other words—if I asked
her to-to marry me—“
“Her?—marry you? Really, Sir Wilfrid, you have a pretty talent—for a mere man—for jumping at conclusions.
Marry you, indeed! Fairies don’t marry mortals, especially when they disapprove of them. Besides, you don’t
know but she may be a man—a fairy godfather.”
“Oh!” returned Sir Wilfrid, crestfallen but relieved, “I—I—didn’t know she was a man. I thought they were
always godmothers. All kindness seems to be feminine.”
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“The greatest mistake,” she retorted sharply. “Kindness is essentially masculine. This person,” she added,
becoming meek and embarrassed again, “has sent you this”—handing him a goodly roll of banknotes—“the
amount you mentioned. Please—oh, do please—take it!”
But he stood silent, motionless and pale, with quivering lips and brimming eyes. After all, Rosalind reflected,
he was a remarkably handsome fellow; and is not the beautiful the good, and the good the beautiful?
“But not to Monte Carlo,” she added, with a little tremulous laugh, as with some broken words he took it.
“No, not there,” he faltered.
“No soul on earth will know. No—no interest, no acknowledgment. And,” she added, after a little pause, “don’t
pay court to my Margie unless you really love her.”
“Ah! but I do—I do from the very bottom of my heart,” he protested, with genuine feeling.
*
“He’s going to reform and live on penny buns and ginger pop ever after,” Rosalind told Margie that evening,
“and I think—a kiss might very well be thrown in.”
“I don’t think,” sighed Margery, “I ought to have hit him quite so hard.”
“Oh, the harder the better. It was the best stroke of luck he ever had in his life—or I either.”
“You, Rosalind? But you are not—”
“Going to marry Wilfrid Carr, as I might have done else. Unparalleled luck there. And I am going to—”
“Accept Mr. Brandon?”
“Nonsense, child, never jump to conclusions. But stranger things have occurred. And I have had my revenge
upon Sir Wilfrid, the wretch!”
Margery threw her arms round her cousin’s neck and kissed her.
“Revenge is sweet,” she said.
22.9 In The Permanent Way\fn{by Flora Annie Steel (1847-1927/29)} Harrow-on-the-Hill, Harrow Borough, Greater
London Northeast, England, United Kingdom (F) 5
I heard this story in a rail-trolly on the Pind-Oadur line, so I always think of it with a running accompaniment;
a rhythmic whir of wheels in which, despite its steadiness, you feel the propelling impulse of the unseen coolies
behind, then the swift skimming as they set their feet on the trolly for the brief rest which merges at the first hint
of lessened speed into the old racing measure. Whir and slide, racing and resting!—while the wheels spin like
bobbins and the brick rubble in the permanent way slips under your feet giddily, until you could almost fancy
yourself sitting on a stationary engine, engaged in winding up an endless red ribbon. A ribbon edged, as if with
tinsel, by steel rails stretching away in ever narrowing lines to the level horizon. Stretching straight as a die across
a sandy desert, rippled and waved by wrinkled sand-hills into the semblance of a sandy sea.
And that, from its size, must be a seventh wave. I was just thinking this when the buzz of the brake jarred me
through to the marrow of my bones.
“What’s up? A train?” I asked of my companion who was giving me a lift across his section of the desert.
“No!” he replied laconically. “Now, then! hurry up, men.”
Nothing in the wide world comes to pieces in the hand like a trolly. It was dismembered and off the line in a
moment; only however, much to my surprise, to be replaced upon the rails some half a dozen yards further along
them. I was opeping my lips for one question when something I saw at my feet among the brick rubble made me
change it for another.
“Hullo! what the dickens is that?”
To the carnal eye it was two small squares of smooth stucco, the one with an oval black stone set in it
perpendicularly, the other with a round purplish one-curiously ringed with darker circles—set in it horizontally.
On the stucco of one were a few dried tulsi\fn{Marjoram.} leaves and grains of rice; on the other suspiciouslooking splashes of dark red.
“What’s what?” echoed my friend, climbing up to his seat again.
“Why, man, that thing!—that thing in the permanent way!” I replied, nettled at his manner.
He gave an odd little laugh, just audible above the first whir of the wheels as we started again.
“That’s about it. In the permanent way—considerably.”
He paused, and I thought he was going to relapse into the silence for which he was famous; but he suddenly
seemed to change his mind.
“Look here,” he said, “it’s a fifteen-mile run to the first curve, and no trains due, so if you like I’ll tell you why
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we left the track.”
*
“When they were aligning this section I was put on to it—preliminary survey work under an R.E. man\fn{ A
Royal Engineers man.} who wore boiled shirts in the wilderness, and was great on ‘Departmental Discipline.’ He is in
Simla\fn{The warm-weather capital of the British Empire of India, resorted to when the climate in Delhi became simply dreadful .}
now, of course.
“Well, we were driving a straight line through the whole solar system and planting it out with little red flags,
when one afternoon, just behind that big wave of a sand-hill, we came upon something in the way. It was a man.
For further description I should say it was a thin man. There is nothing more to be said. He may have been old, he
may have been young, he may have been tall, he may have been short, he may have been halt and maimed, he
may have been blind, deaf, or dumb, or any or all of these. The only thing I know for certain is that he was thin.
The kalassies’ said he was some kind of a Hindu saint, and they fell at his feet promptly. I shall never forget the
R.E.’s face as he stood trying to classify the creature according to Wilson's Hindu Sects,\fn{A note reads: Horace
Hayman Wilson, Sketches of the Religious Sects of the Hindus (1846).} or his indignation at the kalassies’ ignorant worship
of a man who, for all they knew, might be a follower of Shiva,\fn{ A note reads: The destroyer god, one of the three chief
gods of the trimurti, Hinduism’s tripartite concept of the Divine, dating back to the medieval period of Indian history .}while they were
bound to Vishnu,\fn{A note reads: The preserver of the world, another of the three chief gods representing the Supreme .} or vice
versa. He was very learned over the Vaishnavas and the Saivas;\fn{A note reads: Followers of devotional cults dedicated to
Vishnu and to Shiva.}and all the time that bronze image with its hands on its knees squatted in the sand staring into
space perfectly unmoved. Perhaps the man saw us, perhaps he didn’t. I don’t know; as I said before, he was thin.
“So after a time we stuck a little red flag in the ground close to the small of his back, and went on our way
rejoicing until we came to our camp, a mile further on. It doesn’t look like it, but there is a brackish well and a
sort of a village away there to the right, and of course we always took advantage of water when we could.
“It must have been a week later, just as we came to the edge of the sand-hills, and could see a landmark or two,
that I noticed the R.E. come up from his prismatic compass looking rather pale. Then he fussed over to me at the
plane table.
“‘We’re out,’ he said, ‘there is a want of Departmental Discipline in this party, and we are out.’
“I forget how many fractions he said, but some infinitesimal curve would have been required to bring us plumb
on the next station, and as that would have ruined the R.E.’s professional reputation, we harked back to rectify the
error.
“We found the bronze image still sitting on the sand with its hands on its knees; but apparently it had shifted its
position some three feet or so to the right, for the flag was fully that distance to the left of it. That night the R.E.
came to my tent with his hands full of maps and his mind of suspicions.
“‘It seems incredible,’ he said, ‘but I am almost convinced that byragi or jogi, or gosain or sunyasi,\fn{A note
reads: Hindu holy men. Like King Bharata of Puranic legend, a bairagi withdraws from the world to devote himself to Yoga and selfless
practice. A gosain is a devotee of the erotic theology featuring Krishna and Radha. A sanyasi is a Hindu monk.} whichever he may be,

has had the unparalleled effrontery to move my flag. I can’t be sure, but if I were, I would have him arrested on
the spot.’
“I suggested he was that already; but it is sometimes difficult to make an R.E. see a Cooper’s Hill joke,\fn{ A
note reads: Cooper's Hill was the location of the Royal Indian Engineering College .} especially when he is your superior officer.
So we did that bit over again. As it happened, my chief was laid up with sun fever when we came to the bronze
image, and I had charge of the party. I don’t know why, exactly, but it seemed to me rough on the thin man to
stick a red flag at the small of his back, as a threat that we meant to annex the only atom of things earthly to which
he still clung; time enough for that when the line was actually under construction. So I told the kalassies to let him
do duty as a survey mark; for, from what I had heard, I knew that once a man of that sort fixes on a place in which
to gain immortality by penance, he sticks to it till the mortality, at any rate, comes to an end. And this one, I found
out from the villagers, had been there for ten years. Of course they said he never ate, nor drank, nor moved, but
that, equally of course, was absurd.
“A year after this I came along again in charge of a construction party, with an overseer called Craddock, a big
yellow-headed Saxon who couldn’t keep off the drink, and who had in consequence been going down steadily in
one department or another for years. As good a fellow as ever stepped when he was sober. Well, we came right on
the thin one again, plump in the very middle of the permanent way. We dug round him and levelled up to him for
some time, and then one day Craddock gave a nod at me and walked over to where that image squatted staring
into space. I can see the two now, Craddock in his navvy’s dress, his blue eyes keen yet kind in the red face
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shaded by the dirty pith hat, and the thin man without a rag of any sort to hide his bronze anatomy.
“‘Look here, sonny,’ said Craddock, stooping over the other, ‘you’re in the way—in the permanent way.’
“Then he just lifted him right up, gently, as if he had been a child,and set him down about four feet to the left.
It was to be a metre gauge,\fn{ The measurement of the track width; railroad trains were very small in thoses days, nothing like the
size of today’s freights.} so that was enough for safety. There he sat after we had propped him up again with his
byraga or cleft stick under the left arm, as if he were quite satisfied with the change. But next day he was in the
old place. It was no use arguing with him. The only thing to be done was to move him out of the way when we
wanted it. Of course when the earthwork was finished there was the plate-laying and ballasting and what not to be
done, so it came to be part of the big Saxon’s regular business to say in his Oxfordshire drawl:
“‘Sonny, yo’re in the waiy—in the permanent waiy.’
“Craddock, it must be mentioned, was in a peculiarly sober, virtuous mood, owing, no doubt, to the desolation
of the desert; in which, by the way, I found him quite a godsend as a companion, for when he was on the talk the
quaintness of his ideas was infinitely amusing, and his knowledge of the natives, picked up as a loafer in many a
bazaar and serai,\fn{A note reads: lodgings for travelers.} was surprisingly wide, if appallingly inaccurate.
“‘There is something, savin’ yo’re presence, sir, blamed wrong in the whole blamed business,’ he said to me,
with a mild remonstrance in his blue eyes, one evening after he had removed the obstruction to progress. ‘That
pore fellar, sir, ‘e’s a meditatin’ on the word Hom—Hommipuddenhome’ it is,\fn{Two notes read: Om mi pudmi houm:
the Buddhist invocation. Om is the core Vedic mantra.} sir, I’ve bin told—an’ doin’ ’is little level to make the spiritooal
man subdoo ’is fleshly hinstinckts. And I, Nathaniel James Craddock, so called in Holy Baptism, I do assure you,
a-eatin’ and a-drinkin’ ’earty, catches ’im right up like a babby, and sets ’im on one side, as if I was born to it. And
so I will—an’ willin’, too—so as to keep ’im from ’arm’s way; for ’eathin or Christian, sir, ’e’s an eggsample to
the spiritooal part of me which, savin’ your presence, sir, is most ways drink..’
Poor Craddock! He went on the spree hopelessly the day after we returned to civilization, and it was with the
greatest difficulty that I succeeded in getting him a trial as driver to the material train which commenced running
up and down the section. The first time I went with it on business I had an inspection carriage tacked on behind
the truck-loads of coolies and ballast, so that I could not make out why on earth we let loose a danger whistle and
slowed down to full stop in the very middle of the desert until I jumped down and ran forward. Even
then I was only in time to see Craddock coming back to his engine with a redder face than ever.
“‘It’s only old Meditations, sir,’ he said apologetically, as I climbed in beside him. ‘It don’t take a minute; no
longer nor a cow, and them’s in the reg’lations. You see, sir, I wouldn’t ’ave ’arm come to the pore soul afore ’is
spiritooal nater ’ad the straight tip hoiim. Neither would none of us, sir, coolie nor driver, sir, on the section.. We
all likes old Hommipuddenhome; ’e sticks to it so stiddy, that’s where it is.’
“‘Do you mean to say that you always have to get out and lift him off the line?’ I asked, wondering rather at
the patience required for the task.
“‘That’s so, sir,’ he replied slowly, in the same apologetic tones. ‘It don’t take no time you see, sir, that’s where
it is. P’r’aps you may ’ave thought, like as I did first time, that ’e’d save ’is bacon when the engine come along.
Lordy! the cold sweat broke out on me that time. I brought ’er up, sir, with the buffers at the back of ’is ’ed like
them things the photographers jiminy you straight with. But ’e ain’t that sort, ain’t Meditations.’\fn{ Meaning he
wasn’t a fake.} Here Craddock asked leave to light his pipe, and in the interval I looked ahead along the narrowing
red ribbon with its tinsel edge, thinking how odd it must have been to see it barred by that bronze image.
“‘No! that ain’t his sort,’ continued Craddock meditatively, ’though wot ’is sort may be, sir, is not my part to
say. I’ve arst, and arst, and arst them pundits, but there ain’t one of them can really tell, sir, ’cos he ain’t got any
marks about him. You see, sir, it’s by their marks, like cattle, as you tell ’em. Some says he worships bloody
Shiver—’im ‘oos wife you know, sir, they calls Martha Davy—a Christian sort o ’name,\fn{ A note reads: Mata Devi:
the world-mother goddess.} ain’t it, sir, for a ’eathin idol?—and some says ’e worships Wishnyou Lucksmt\fn{ A note
reads: Vishnu Lukshmi or Lakshmi, the goddess of wealth and happiness, associated with Vishnu .} an’ that lot, an’ Half\fn{A note
reads: Holi, the Indian Sasturanlia: in fact the Hindu spring festival, when colored powder is thrown .} too, though, savin’ your
presence, sir, it ain’t much holiness I see at them times, but mostly drink. It makes me feel quite ’omesick, I do
assure you, sir, more as if they was humans like me, likewise.’
“‘And which belief do you incline to?’ I asked, for the sake of prolonging the conversation.
“He drew his rough hand over his corn-colored beard, and quite a grave look came to the blue eyes. ‘I inclines
to\fn{We might say, I have an attraction to or some sort of intimate connection with.} Shiver,’ he said decisively, ‘and I’ll tell
you why, sir. Shiver’s bloody; but ’e’s dead on death. They calls ’im the Destroyer. ’E don’t care a damn for the
body; ’e’s all for the spiritooal nater, like old Meditations there. Now Wishnyou Lucksmi an’ that lot is the
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Preservers. They eats an’ drinks ’earty, like me. So it stands to reason, sir, don’t it? that ’e’s a Shiver , and I’m a
Wishnyou Lucksmi.’
“He stood up under pretence of giving a wipe round a valve with the oily rag he held, and looked out to the
horizon where the sun was setting, like a huge red signal right on the narrowing line.
“‘So,’ he went on after a pause, ‘that’s why I wouldn’t ’ave ’arm come to old Meditations. ’E’s a Shiver, I’m a
Wishnyou Lucksmi. That’s what I am.’
His meaning was quite clear, and I am not ashamed to say that it touched me.
“‘Look here,’ I said, ‘take care you don’t run over that old chap some day when you are drunk, that's all.
He bent over another valve, burnishing it.
“‘I hope to God I don’t,’ he said in a low voice. ‘That’d about finish me altogether, I expect.’
“We returned the next morning before daybreak; but I went on the engine, being determined to see how that
bronze image looked on the permanent way when you were steaming up to it.
“‘You ketch sight of ’im clear this side,’ said Craddock, ‘a good two mile or more; ef you had a telescope ten
for that matter. It ain’t so easy t’other side with the sun a-shining bang inter the eyes. And there ain’t no big wave
as a signal over there. But Lordy! there ain’t no fear of my missin’ old Meditations.”
Certainly, none that morning. He showed clear, first against the rosy flush of dawn, afterwards like a dark stain on
the red ribbon.
“‘I’ll run up close to him to-day, sir,’ said Craddock, ‘so as you shall see wot ’e’s made of.’
“The whistle rang shrill over the desert of sand, which lay empty of all save that streak of red with the dark
stain upon it; but the stain never moved, never stirred, though the snorting demon from the west came racing up to
it full speed.
“‘Have a care, man! Have a care!’ I shouted; but my words were almost lost in the jar of the brake put on to the
utmost. Even then I could only crane round the cab with my eyes fixed on that bronze image straight ahead of us.
Could we stop in time—would it move? Yes! no! yes! Slower and slower—how many turns of the fly-wheel to so
many yards?—I felt as if I were working the sum frantically in my head, when, with a little backward shiver, the
great circle of steel stopped dead, and Craddock’s voice came in cheerful triumph:
“‘There! Didn’t I tell you, sir? Ain't ’e stiddy? Ain’t ’e a-subdooin’ of mortality beautiful?’ The next instant he
was out, and as he stooped to his task he flung me back a look.
“‘Now, sonny, you’ll ’ave to move. You’re in the way—the permanent way, my dear.’
“That was the last I saw of him for some time, for I fell sick and went home. When I returned to work I found,
much to my surprise, that Craddock was in the same appointment; in fact, he had been promoted to drive the
solitary passenger train which now ran daily across the desert. He had not been on the spree once, I was told;
indeed, the R.E., who was of the Methodist division of that gallant regiment, took great pride in a reformation
which, he informed me, was largely due to his religious teaching combined with Departmental Discipline.
“‘And how is Meditations?’ I asked, when the great rough hand had shaken mine vehemently.
“Craddock’s face seemed to me to grow redder than ever.
“‘’E’s very well, sir, thanking you kindly. There’s a native driver on the Goods\fn{ The freight train.} now. ’E’s a
Shiver-Martha Davy lot, so I pays ’im five rupee a month to nip out sharp with the stoker an’ shovel ’is old saint
to one side. I’m getting’ good pay now, you know, sir.’\fn{ It is not often remarked that men in Craddock’s position not only
saved for their own expenses, but very often sent money back to their families in England, very often as their coolie Asiatic counterparts
did and do to this day, or as their American counterparts do today, when paying rent to parents from Burger King jobs .}

“I told him there was no reason to apologise for the fact, and that I hoped it might long continue; whereat he
gave a sheepish kind of laugh, and said he hoped so too.
“Christmas came and went uneventfully without an outbreak, and I could not refrain from congratulating
Craddock on one temptation safely over.
He smiled broadly.
“‘Lor’ bless you, sir,’ he said, ‘you didn’t never think, did you, that Nathaniel James Craddock, which his name
was given to ’im in Holy Baptism, I do assure you, was going to knuckle down that way to old
Hommipuddenhome? ’Twouldn’t be fair on Christmas noways, sir, and though I don’t set the store ’e does on ’is
spiritooal nater, I was born and bred in a Christyan country, I do assure you.’
“I congratulated him warmly on his sentiments, and hoped again that they would last; to which he replied as
before that he hoped so too.
“And then Holi time came round, and, as luck would have it, the place was full of riff-raff—low whites going
on to look for work in a further section. I had to drive through the bazaar on my way to the railway station, and it
515

beat anything I had ever seen in various vice. East and West were outbidding each other in iniquity, and to make
matters worse, an electrical dust-storm was blowing hard. You never saw such a scene; it was pandemonium,
background and all. I thought I caught a glimpse of a com-coloured beard and a pair of blue eyes in a wooden
balcony among tinkling sutaras\fn{A note reads: Sutaras: strings (usually mnemonic strings ofwords).} and jasmin chaplets,
but I wasn’t sure. However, as I was stepping into the inspection carriage, which, as usual, was the last in the
train, I saw Craddock crossing the platform to his engine. His white coat was all splashed with the red dye they
had been throwing at each other, Holi fashion, in the bazaar; his walk, to my eyes, had a lilt in it, and finally, the
neck of a black bottle showed from one pocket.
“Obedient to one of those sudden impulses which come, Heaven knows why, I took my foot off the step and
followed him to the engine.
“‘Comin’ aboard, sir,’ he said quite collectedly. ‘You’d be better be’ind to-night, for it’s blowin’ grit fit to make
me a walkin’ sandpaper inside and out.’ And before I could stop him the black bottle was at his mouth. This
decided me. Perhaps my face showed my thoughts, for as I climbed into the cab he gave an uneasy laugh. ‘Don’t
be afraid, sir: it’s black as pitch, but I knows where old Meditations comes by instinck, I do assure you. One hour
an’ seventeen minutes from the distance signal with pressure as it oughter be. Hillo! There’s the whistle and the
baboo a-waving. Off we goes!’
“As we flashed past a red light I looked at my watch. ‘Don’t you be afraid, sir,’ he said, again looking at his.
‘It’s ten to ten now,\fn{A note reads: For the narrator’s calculation to be correct this, and the earlier time to which he refers, should
probably read, ten minutes past ten.} and in one hour an’ seventeen minutes on goes the brake. That’s the ticket for
Shivers and Martha Davy; though I am a Wishnyou Lucksmi.’
“He paused a moment, and as he stood put his hand on a stanchion to steady himself.
“‘Very much of a Wishnyou Lucksmi,’ he went on with a shake of the head. ‘I’ve ’ad a drop too much, and I
know it; but it ain’t fair on a fellar like me, ’aving so many names to them, when they’re all the same—a eatin’ an’
drinkin’ lot like me. There’s Christen\fn{Khrisna.}—you’d ’ave thought he’d ’ave been a decent chap by ’is
name, but ’e went on orful with them gopis—that’s Hindu for milkmaids, sir.\fn{A note reads: Radha (not mentioned in
the text) was Krishn’s companion, the favorite among his gopi or milkmaid attendants .} And Harry’—well, he wasn’t no better
than some other Harrys I’ve heard on. And Canyer, I expect he could just about. To say nothin’ of Gopinaughty;\fn{A note reads: Krishna, Hari, Kaniya, Gopi-nath: These are all names of Vishnu in four of his eight Avatars
(“manifesetations,” we might say).} and naughty he were, as no doubt you’ve heard tell, sir. There’s too many on them
for a pore fellar who don’t set store by ’is spiritooal nater; especially when they mixes themselves up with
Angcore\fn{Encore.} whisky, an’ ginger ale.’
“His blue eyes had a far-away look in them, and his words were fast losing independence, but I understood
what he meant perfectly. In that brief glimpse of the big bazaar I had seen the rows of Western bottles standing
cheek by jowl with the bowls of dolee dye, the sour curds and sweetmeats of Holi-tide.
“‘You had better sit down, Craddock,’ I said severely, for I saw that the fresh air was having its usual effect.
‘Perhaps if you sleep a bit you’ll be more fit for work. I’ll look out and wake you when you’re wanted.’
“He gave a silly laugh, let go the stanchion, and drew out his watch.
“‘Don’t you be afraid, sir! One hour and seventeen minutes from the distance signal. I’ll keep ’im out o ’arm’s
way, an’ willing, to the end of the chapter.’
“He gave a lurch forward to the seat, stumbled, and the watch dropped from his hand. For a moment I thought
he might go overboard, and I clutched at him frantically; but with another lurch and an indistinct admonition to
me not to be afraid, he sank into the comer of the bench and was asleep in a second. Then I stooped to pick up the
watch, and, rather to my surprise, found it uninjured and still going.
“Craddock’s words, ‘ten minutes to ten,’ recurred to me. Then it would be twenty-seven minutes past eleven
before he was wanted. I sat down to wait, bidding the native stoker keep up the fire as usual. The wind was simply
shrieking round us, and the sand drifted thick on Craddock’s still, upturned face. More than once I wiped it off,
feeling he might suffocate. It was the noisiest, and at the same time the most silent journey I ever undertook.
Pandemonium, with seventy times seven of its devils let loose outside the cab; inside Craddock asleep, or dead—
he might have been the latter from his stillness. It became oppressive after a time, as I remembered that other still
figure, miles down the track, which was so strangely bound to this one beside me. The minutes seemed hours, and
I felt a distinct relief when the watch, which I had held in my hand most of the time, told me it was seventeen
minutes past eleven. Only ten minutes before the brake should be put on; and Craddock would require all that
time to get his senses about him.
“I might as well have tried to awaken a corpse, and it was three minutes to the twenty-seven when I gave up
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the idea as hopeless. Not that it mattered, since I could drive an engine as well as he; still the sense of
responsibility weighed heavily upon me. My hand on the brake valve trembled visibly as I stood watching the
minute-hand of the watch. Thirty seconds before the time I put the brake on hard, determining to be on the safe
side. And then when I had taken this precaution a perfectly unreasoning anxiety seized on me. I stepped on to the
footboard and craned forward into the darkness which, even without the wind and the driving dust, was blinding.
The lights in front shot slantways, showing an angle of red ballast, barred by gleaming steel; beyond that a
formless void of sand. But the centre of the permanent way, where that figure would be sitting, was dark as death
itself. What a fool I was, when the great circle of the fly-wheel was slackening, slackening, every second! And yet
the fear grew lest I should have been too late, lest I should have made some mistake. To appease my own folly I
drew out my watch in confirmation of the time. Great God! a difference of two minutes!—two whole minutes!—
yet the watches had been the same at the distance signal?—the fall, of course! the fall!
“I seemed unable to do anything but watch that slackening wheel, even though I became conscious of a hand
on my shoulder, of someone standing beside me on the footboard. No! not standing, swaying, lurching—
“‘Don’t!’ I cried. ‘Don’t! it’s madness!’
“But that someone was out in the darkness. Then I saw a big white figure dash across the angle of light with
outspread arms.
“‘Now then, sonny! Yo’re in the way—the permanent way.’
*
The inspector paused, and I seemed to come back to the sliding whir of the trolly wheels. In the distance a
semaphore was dropping its red arm, and a pointsman, like a speck on the ribbon, was at work shunting us into a
siding.
“Well?” I asked.
“There isn’t anything more. When a whole train goes over two men who are locked in each other’s arms it is
hard—hard to tell—well, which is Shivers Martha Davy, and which is Wishnyou Lucksmi. It was right out in the
desert in the hot weather, no parsons or people to object; so I buried them there in the permanent way.”
“And those are tombstones, I suppose?”
He laughed.
“No; altars. The native employees put them up to their saint. The oval black upright stone is Shiva, the
Destroyer’s lingam,\fn{A note reads: Shiva's phallus symbol.} those splashes are blood. The flat one, decorated with
flowers, is the salagrama, sacred to Vishnu the Preserver. You see nobody really knew whether old Meditations
was a Saiva or a Vaishnava; so I suggested this arrangement\fn{A note reads: the mark of Vishnu is an open triangle and a
large black dot.} as the men were making a sectarian quarrel out of the question.”
He paused again and added:
“You see it does for both of them.”
The jar of the points prevented me from replying.
224.79 Excerpt from The Company Of Adventurers: A Narrative Of Seven Years In The Service Of The
Hudson’s Bay Company During 1867-1874\fn{by Isaac Cowie (1848-1907)} Lerwick, Shetland Islands, Scotland,
United Kingdom (M) 12
1
The Orkney Islands, lying off the north of Scotland, have a romantic history of great antiquity. Peopled
originally by the Picts, who have left in their Standing Stones of Stennis and their Brochs, scattered over the
islands, evidence of their primeval occupation, the islands were conquered by the Norsemen, who made them the
base of their forays by the sea on the coasts of Britain and Ireland. From Orkney sallied forth Rollo to the
Conquest of Normandy; and the Earl of Orkney, though under the nominal sovereignty of the king of Norway,
became, as lord of the northern and western isles, by virtue of his sea power, a greater lord than the king of
Scotland.
According to tradition, the Picts were exterminated by these rovers of the seas, and in the eighteenth century
although the islands had long before passed as a dowry of a Norse princess to the king of Scotland, the inhabitants
still remained of purely Norse blood, taking naturally by instinct and environment to a life on the ocean wave.
During the continually recurring wars with France, British shipping bound for North America from all ports on
the east coast avoided the English Channel, infested at such times by the cruisers and privateers of the enemy, and
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took their course north through the German Ocean, and west through the Pentland Firth to the North Atlantic.
Lying north of the Pentland Firth, protected by sheltering islands, the Cairstone Roads afforded fine anchorage off
the town of Stromness, between which and the grand Hills of Hoy runs the Sound of that name—a gate to the
west. In times of war fleets of merchantmen would assemble in Stromness harbor and Cairstone Roads to be taken
in convoy by the Royal Navy, At Stromness, too, whalers and sealers on the way to Greenland gathered to
complete their crews with Orkneymen and together take their departure. So did many arctic exploring expeditions,
including the Erebus and Terror of Sir John Franklin’s last voyage.\fn{ Sir John Franklin (1786-1847) British officer of the
Royal Navy; his last exploration in the Arctic appears to have been in 1825:H }
The first record we have of the long connection which has existed to this day between the English Hudson’s
Bay Company and the men of Orkney occurred in 1707, and again in 1712, when fourteen and forty able-bodied
seamen respectively were engaged by special agents sent from London, for service in the Bay. But it was not till
1740 that the Hudson’s Bay ships began to make Stromness regularly their last port of call and rendezvous for the
outward voyage—a practice which they continued for over a century and a half.
The Orkney seamen proved themselves handy men ashore as well as at sea. They were good fishermen,
splendid boatmen, strong, hardy and obedient, and models of fidelity to the Company. So they came to be sought
for not only for sea service, but for that ashore and inland. The pay given looks ridiculously small compared with
the nominal wages of the present day, if the relative purchasing power of a point then and now be not considered.
Small as the wages appear, they soon accumulated, for there were no ways of spending them in the wilds; and
often these men, after a few years’ service, returned home with savings sufficient to buy a small craft, and settle
down as independent crofters and fishermen, to be envied and emulated by less fortunate neighbors. In the island
of Harray a number of these returned fur traders formed a large colony, known as the “ Peerie (little) lairds
o’Harray,” whose comparative opulence induced many a young Orcadian to enlist for a long exile in the Bay to
attain the same happy result.
Life in the Company’s service was stern and wild in any case; and it became more dangerous during the wars
with France; and still more adventurous and exciting on occasion expeditions sent into the interior to prevent the
depredations of the French-Canadian wood-runners from cutting off their trade with the Indians, who were wont
to come down to the coast with their furs.
Upon the formation of the British Canadian fur companies, the Hudson’s Bay Company was compelled to
establish regular posts in the interior, where their men, adopting the habit of the French in this respect, to foster
more friendly intercourse with the Indians, and to supply some solace in the solitudes, took to themselves the
daughters of the land. Many of the offspring of these connections were sent home to Orkney to be educated. A
splendid school was endowed at St. Margaret’s Hope, in South Ronaldshay, by a Hudson’s Bay officer for the
sons of his fellows, to which many other Orkney gentlemen’s sons were sent, turning out such pupils as the
Sinclairs, Isbisters, Kennedys, Cloustons, Ballendens and Raes, and others of well-known repute.
*
Prior to the firm establishment of the Red River Settlement on the union of the rival companies, in 1821, many
of the Orkneymen, retiring from the Company’s service, took their native wives and offspring home with them to
Orkney. But after the union these and their fellow employees from the Highlands were encouraged to resort to the
Red River, where in numbers they soon exceeded all Lord Selkirk’s own settlers.\fn{ Thomas Douglas, Fifth Earl of
Selkirk (1771-1820) was noteworthy for sponsoring immigrant settlements in Canada at a colony on the Red River:H } And many of
these old fur traders, while seamen and fishermen by profession, had also some knowledge of tilling the soil, both
as practiced in their native islands and in the gardens and fields attached, wherever practicable, to the trading
posts, to eke out the uncertain supply of food from forest and fishery. And it was these Orkneymen, with their
veterans of the fur trade from their neighboring highlands and islands, and the French-Canadians of the NorthWest company, who, coming in sufficient numbers to defend it, made permanent the settlement on the Red river,
and permitted the long harassed settlers brought out by Lord Selkirk to abide in peace.
*
While the discovery of the interior was due to the dexterous and daring French-Canadian canoe-men, and that
ancestor of our present railways, the venerable Red River cart, was evolved by the North-Westers at Pembina in
1801, the greatest improvement in transportation, namely, that from the Bay to the interior, was effected by the
inland “York” boats. These were designed on the model of the ancient Norse galley, manned by Orkney boatmen,
and by their greater freight-carrying capacity, with smaller crews, enable the Hudson’s Bay Company to take such
full advantage of the Hudson Bay route as to compete advantageously with their abler and more energetic rivals of
the North-West, handicapped as these were by the distance from their base at Montreal, and the small cargo
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capacity of their heavily manned canoes.
*
The so-called “English half-breeds” of Rupert’s Land are very largely of Orkney and Swampy Cree origin. The
Swampies were the first Indians with whom the Hudson’s Bay people came in contact on the coast of the Bay.
They are described by an authority who knew every tribe in the territory—Sir George Simpson—as a people the
most comely in appearance and most amenable to civilization of all the natives in it. Years of friendly intercourse
on the coast of Hudson Bay had loyally inclined them to the English, and when the Company’s men began to take
and keep permanently their daughters as wives, a friendship was established which has remained unbroken to this
day. New-coming recruits from Scotland intermarried with the mixed offspring of their predecessors, and the
prepotency of the strong Scottish strain soon tended to make the term “half-breed” a misnomer in the case of
those who were chiefly of British extraction. In the case of the French Metis, although the French original
discoverers, who visited the country and left wood-rangers and traders in it, had freely mingled their blood with
the Indians, after the union of the Hudson’s Bay and North-West companies, and the trade was diverted from
Montreal to York Factory\fn{A settlement and fur-trading post located on the southwestern shore of Hudson Ban, maintained by the
Hudson’s Bay Company on its present site from 1713-1957, when the company closed it down, transferring its remaining settlers to the
town of York Landing Cree Nation} exclusively, there was much less fresh French blood brought in, and their Indian

ancestry was composed of many varieties of Indians, much less susceptible of being influenced by the whites than
the Swampie had been.
Under these stronger Indian influences the descendants of the insouciant French-Canadian voyageurs and
rovers of the woods and prairies became further removed from their European ancestry; while the steadier
“English half-breeds” reverted more and more to the British type, and so became a power for peace and progress
in the land of their birth. Rupert’s Land\fn{ Or Prince Rupert’s Land, a territory in the former British North America nominally
owned by the Hudson’s Bay Company and farmed primarily for the fur trade from 1670-1870; it was made up essentially of the watershed
around the Bay, and extended far enough to the west and south-west to include All of Manitoba, most of Saskatchewan, and parts of
Minnesota, North Dakota, South Dakota and even a small portion of Montana:H } owes much to these English natives, as they

properly prefer to be called. In common with the better class of their countrymen of French extraction they have
been the mediators, peacemakers, interpreters, and guides in the opening up of the country. Those educated in the
good old Red River schools and in Britain have taken good place in all trades and professions. They became most
eminent and successful missionaries; they have supplied many of the best officers and men the Hudson’s Bay
Company every had; and a long list of eminent names might be made of such talented native gentlemen of
Rupert’s land. Still it is due to this class and to their progenitors to make this passing mention, for little has been
written about them, while the literature of the North-West abounds with the records of the daring French
explorers, and full meed of praise has been published regarding the Selkirk settlers, neither of which classes,
meritorious as they undoubtedly are, have exercised so large and beneficial an influence over the North-West as a
whole as the settlers who came from the British Isles and fur traders and their descendants of partly Indian
ancestry. Occasional unions were formed between the British and those of French descent, resulting in a progeny
distinguished by the number of magnificently formed men and lovely women among them.
2
On a bright afternoon in the end of June, 1867, three barque-rigged vessels were riding at anchor in Cairstone
Roads. At a distance the barques appeared like ordinary sailing-ships of their kind, but upon nearer approach their
iron-plated bows and oak-sheathed water-lines showed that they were fortified for encountering the ice of the
northern seas, like those in the whaling and sealing trade. But the string of whaleboats, from fore-shrouds to stern,
carried by whalers, did not hang from the davits of these three barques, which carried only two quarter-boats and
dinghies at the stern, while the longboats rested on chucks on deck between the main and foremasts.
The smallest of the three vessels was the Moravian missionary barque Harmony, bound for mission stations on
the bleak coast of Labrador with supplies, and to return with a cargo of furs and skins which the missionaries had
traded from their native proselytes during the previous year. Such a mixture of trade and religion being viewed
with displeasure by the Hudson’s Bay Company, to whom the other two ships belonged, there was no exchange of
such courtesies as are customary between ships meeting in the same port outward-bound. In fact, the stout old
Hudson’s Bay captains—Bishop of the Prince Rupert and James of the Lady head—seemed to regard the
missionary barque as a pirate, which by rights ought to be blown out of the water; but that being impracticable,
the fur-trade skippers ignored and had no dealings with the fur-trading missionaries.
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A great event in social and business circles at Stromness was the annual visit of the Hudson’s Bay Company’s
ships. The highly respected agent of the Company there for half a century had been Mr. Edward
Clouston,\fn{c.1790-1870} a fine old gentleman of the Orkneys, who annually picked out good men for the service,
and had given two of his own sons as officers to it. Full of years and with a highly honored record, he had shortly
before retired from the agency, leaving the prestige of the Company higher than ever in Orkney.
While the merchants were selling outfits of clothing to the recruits and filling orders for people already at the
far-off posts of Rupert’s Land, friends came in to send parcels away on the ships to their kinsmen across the sea,
and others had come to the old town to see their relatives off on their long journey to exile.
The event was celebrated by the gentry and the officers of the ships in dinners and dances ashore and afloat,
and every kindly attention was paid by the hospitable and kind ladies of Stromness to the young lads who, like
many a young Orcadian before, were going out as gentlemen apprentices to the fur trade.
Fresh provisions of all kinds were taken aboard. Huge quarters of prime Orkney beef were lashed up at the
topmost shrouds, where, under a surface hardened by exposure to wind and sun, the meat kept perfectly fresh
throughout the voyage. Live pigs, sheep and fowls, also for cabin use, were lodged in pens and coops under the
longboat.
As the detachments of recruits from Stornoway, in the Hebrides, and Lerwick, in the Shetlands, and other parts
of Orkney arrived, they were immediately sent aboard the ships and given no leave to visit the shore again. For
they had received a half-year’s pay in advance, and had embarked at the landing amid the howls of lamentation of
groups of old wives, weeping and wailing over the departure of a set of bonnie young lads who, they prophesied,
would meet nought but frost and cold and starvation and “black women” in the wilderness and return no more to
the land of their birth.
The majority of the old wives making this outcry probably had never seen any of the young men before; but
they uproared on general principles, and possibly as much with the object of attracting notice to themselves as of
being in any actual distress over the lads going away. The real mourners—the mothers, wives, sisters and
sweethearts—wept and sighed less obtrusively; and many a longing glance was cast over the bulwarks of the
Prince Rupert towards the shore, while the ships lay waiting for the last letters from London by mail, and for a fair
wind out of Hoy Sound to the Atlantic.
*
Each of these recruits for service in North America had signed the following form:
An agreement made this ____________ day of ____________ in the year of our Lord, one thousand eight hundred
and sixty-seven, between ____________ of the parish of ____________ in the county of ____________ in Scotland, of
the one part, and Governor and Company of Adventurers of England, trading into Hudson Bay, by ____________ their
agent, of the other part, as follows:
The said ____________ hereby contracts and agrees to enter into the service and employment of the said Company
in North America, in the capacity of ____________ and that he will embark when thereunto required on board such
ship or vessel as shall be appointed by or on behalf of the said Company and proceed to Hudson Bay, and for the term
of five years to be computed from the said embarkation, and for such term as hereinafter mentioned and faithfully serve
the said Company as their hired servant in the capacity of ____________ and devote the whole of his time and labor in
their service and for their sole benefit, and that he will do his duty as such and perform all such work and service by
day or by night for the said Company as he shall be required to do and obey all the orders which he shall receive from
the Governors of the company in North America, or others their officers or agents for the time being; and that he will
with courage and fidelity in his said station in the said service defend the property of the said Company, their factories
and territories, and will not absent himself from the said service nor engage or be concerned in any trade or
employment whatsoever, except for the benefit of the said Company, and according to their orders.
And that all goods obtained by barter with the Indians, or otherwise, which shall come to the hands or possession of
the said ____________ shall be held by him for the said Company only, and shall be duly delivered up to the said
Governors or other officers at their factory or trading post, without any waste, spoil, or injury thereto. And in case of
any willful neglect or default herein he shall make good to the said accompany all such loss as they shall sustain
thereby to be deducted out of his wages.
And the said ____________ further agrees that he is to work his passage or passages when proceeding to his
destination, and from post to post in the event of its being found necessary to move him in the country; and that the said
____________ will faithfully obey all laws orders and regulations established or made by the Company for good
government of their settlements and territories, and at all times during the residence of the said ____________ in North
America he will defend the rights and privileges of the said Company and aid and support their officers and agents to
the utmost of his power.
And the said ____________ further engages and agrees that in case he should omit to give notice to the Governor or
officers of the said Company in North America one year or upwards before the expiration of the said term of
____________ years, of his intention to quit their service and return to Europe, then he hereby promises and agrees to
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remain one year longer and also until the next ship in the service of the said Company shall sail from thence to Europe
as their hired servant in North America, upon the like terms as are contained in this contract.
And the said ____________ also engages and agrees that in case the said Company shall not have any ship which
will sail from North America for Europe immediately after the expiration of the said term of ____________ years, or of
such further term as hereinbefore mentioned, then he hereby promises and engages to remain in the service as a hired
servant of the said Company in North America until the next ship of the said company or some ship provided by them
shall sail from thence to Europe upon the like terms as are contained in this contract.
Provided always that the said ____________ further agrees to keep watch and ward and perform such other work in
the navigation of the ship of the said Company in which he shall be embarked on the outward and homeward voyages
as he shall be required to perform by the commanding officer of the said vessel.
And the said ____________ on behalf of the said Company hereby engages that upon condition of the due and
faithful service of the said ____________ in like manner as aforesaid but not otherwise the said ____________ shall
receive from the said Company after the rate of ____________ pounds per annum to commence on the day of his
embarkation for Hudson Bay as aforesaid, and up to the day of his embarkation from thence to Europe on one of the
ships of the said Company’s service, or in any ship provided by them, or in the event of his determining to settle in the
country up to the day of his quitting the service.
Provided always and it is hereby expressly agreed between the said parties thereto that it shall be lawful for the
Governor or Governors or other officers of the said company in North America at any time during the said term of
____________ years or such additional term as aforesaid to dismiss the said ____________ from their service and
direct his return from thence to Europe in one of the ships in their employment or in some ship provided by them; and
in such case his wages are to cease from the day of his embarkation for Europe.
And further, that in the case the said ____________ shall at any time during this contract desert the service of the
said Company or otherwise neglect or refuse duly to discharge his duty as such hired servant as aforesaid then he shall
forfeit and lose all his wages, for the recover whereof there shall be no relief either in law or equity, and shall pay for
his passage to Europe in one of the company’s ships the rate of passage money usually charged by the Company to
persons who have not been in their service.
In witness whereof the said parties have herunto set their hands.
Signed in the presence of _____________________________.

Such were the rather one-sided terms of contract of the “recruits from Europe” on board the Prince Rupert and
Lady Head. Therein the Company had fully guarded themselves against every contingency which might give the
right to legal action against them.\fn{The text concludes with the following sentence: The sub-headings, of course, do not appear
in the lithographed written forms. These appeared at convenient points between each section of the contract, to explain their contents in
general, but I have chosen not to reproduce them:H}

Owing to the nature of their service in the wilds, the Company neither could or would make any promises of
board and lodging to their servants; for after leaving the chief factories and “The Settlement” the men would often
be merely employed in providing themselves with food and shelter according to circumstances, and would have to
rustle for themselves, the spacious heavens for their canopy, and mother earth for their couch. In lieu of rations
they might be served out with powder and shot to hunt, twine to snare and fish, and some seed and a hoe to
provide food for the present and future. But besides the wages specified in their contracts (£22 for laborers, £24
for sloopers,\fn{Seamen} £35 for mechanics per annum), each was entitled to receive a “gratuity” of £2 a year in
lieu of rations of tea and sugar.
*
Many years before, the contracts had also entitles such servants as did not avail themselves of the privilege of
the return passage to Europe, and desired to remain in the country after gaining their freedom, to a land grant up
to one hundred acres out of the Company’s possessions in North America, the precise locality not being given in
the document, but later, in order to augment Lord Selkirk’s Settlement, the land was given in the Red River
Settlement. Some time after the above stipulation ceased to appear in the regular contracts but about 1858, when
the London board seemed anxious to appear active in colonizing, and up to, I think 1862, mechanics and laborers
electing to remain in the territories were guaranteed free grants of land in the Red River Settlement of fifty and
twenty-five acres respectively, instead of their passage to Europe.
*
I am credibly informed that a number of these retired servants, last mentioned, having lost, in their many
journeys in the wilderness, their copies of the contract, have been unable to obtain these grants from the
Company, although, the contracts having been all in triplicate, they must have either the two copies retained by
them or registers thereof in their archives.
*
The barque Prince Rupert was about five hundred tons burden. She had double, patent-reefing topsails, which
had at that time not come into general use, but were such an obvious improvement and such a saving to life and
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limb as to be universally approved of by seamen, who, as a class, scorned all innovations. But here the march of
improvement ceased, for, unlike the whalers and sealers going to Greenland, which some years before had
adopted auxiliary steam propellers, to enable them to thread the winding openings in the ice and make headway
against head winds, the Prince Rupert still depended on her sails alone.
She had a raised poop aft and a topgallant forecastle forward, where the officers aft and the boatswain and
carpenter forward were accommodated. There were also berths for the second mate, a midshipman, and a
passenger in the “half deck,” immediately in front of the poop, while the crew and steerage passengers had
quarters in the steerage forward. The cook’s galley was a little deckhouse before the mainmast.
*
The vessel was commanded by a splendid British sailor, who had made as mate and master over twenty
voyages to the Bay—Captain Henry Bishop. The chief mate was Mr. MacPherson, who afterwards made many
voyages as captain to the Bay Mr. Campbell was the second mate. The boatswain, named Aitchison, was a fine
old tar, and, next to the captain, the best seaman on board. He, too, had made many voyages in the Company’s
ships, besides all over the globe. The carpenter was an Orkneyman called Eunson, a fine, quiet and intelligent
man. The apprentice or midshipman was Sidney Reynell, a refined English youth, who had already voyaged
round the world on the Green Company’s ships out of London. A cook and a steward and twelve able seamen
completed the crew. Of these latter one was a Corsican and another a deserter from the French navy. This crew
was ample to bring the ship from London to Stromness, and for the rest of the voyage all the steerage passengers
were bound to assist on deck, while those engaged as “sloopers”—seamen—for the service on the Bay, and the
Shetlanders, who are supposed to be born sailors, were, as a matter of course, berthed with the crew and sent aloft.
*
That year all the sloopers, twelve fine-looking young Shetland seamen, had been drafted for servitude at
Moose factory, and embarked on the Lady Head for the southern department. For service in the northern
department bound for York Factory on the Prince Rupert, there were two blacksmiths, a boatbuilder, and a cooper
—nominated “tradesmen”—and twenty-four laborers, the majority of the latter coming from the Hebrides; and a
fine, healthy, hardy set of men they were. The recruits for service in the wilds had no weaklings among them, all
such being at once rejected by the medical examiners; and only applicants having certificates of good character
from the ministers of their church were accepted.
The cabin passengers were Miss Mason and maid, and three apprentice clerks, Alexander Christie, David
Armit and myself. Miss Mason was returning home to her father, the Reverend William Mason, of the English
Church Missionary Society at York Factory. After receiving a good education in Scotland, to which his
grandfather, Chief Factor Alexander Christie, twice Governor of Assiniboia,\fn{ The ordinary name for Prince Rupert’s
Land} had retired. Christie was also returning to his native land, where his father was a chief trader and his uncle,
William Christie, was the leading chief factor. Maternally, also, he was well connected, for his mother was sister
of the distinguished scholar and patriotic native of Rupert’s Land, Dr. A. K. Isbister. Armit was the grandson of a
minister of Kirkwall, and son of a gentleman farmer near that place, the family being connections of Mr. William
Armit, of the Hudson’s bay office in London, and afterwards secretary. My own connection with the Company
arose through my father, Dr. John Coewie, of Lerwick, having made several voyages as surgeon to Hudson Bay,
and afterwards becoming the Company’s agent in Shetland. We three had been taken out of a long list of
applicants, mostly English lads inspired by such books as R. M. Ballantyne’s Young Fur Traders, to seek sport and
travel in the wilds of North America. But fgery few such applicants were accepted, and the appointments were
generally given those who had some connection already with the Company, and to the protégés of its directors,
such as Mr. Edward Ellice and Mr. Matheson, of Ardross, who found the patronage useful in the constituencies
which they represented in Parliament.
*
The cargo of the ship consisted of sixty tons of gunpowder necessitating great caution against fire, with bullets
and shot in proportion for large and small game; hundreds of cases of flintlock Indian guns, with a few hundred
flintlock single- and double-barreled guns of better quality, and only a small number, comparatively, of percussion
guns—all being muzzle loaders. The next most important article was twine for fishing nets, upon which the food
supply of most of the people of the country depended; for no food for daily consumption was imported, such as
flour, biscuit and salt meats, except for occasional use at the posts on the coast, and a small animal allowance of
flour for those in the interior. The annual allowance of flour\fn{ Owing to the generally poor quality of Red River flour at that
time the quantity required for those small “winter allowances” to officers and men was imported by the ship. The Red River article was
used by the boatmen plying between the settlement and York Factory } being three hundredweight for chief factors and traders,
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two hundredweight for clerks, one hundredweight for postmasters, one-half hundredweight for interpreters and
merchants, and one-quarter hundredweight for the other yearly servants. There was also a large quantity of tea and
tobacco, but never enough of the former to supply all the natives would consume. Sugar was another limited
luxury in the interior. Other luxuries of civilization were a number of puncheons of rum, and similar quantities of
brandy and wine, forming altogether a considerable portion of the freight.
In hardware, axes, files, traps, knives, needles and awls, frying-pans, pots and copper kettles, flints and firesteels, were all essentials. Blankets and clothing came in huge bales, but while desirable, their place could be
taken by furs and skins, and they therefore could not be considered absolute necessities.
A good proportion of the cargo consisted of supplies being imported by the Red River settlers and the
missionaries throughout the country; and a few cases, many containing books, and parcels of home-made clothing
for individual officers and men, who were allowed so to import special articles for their own use. Some of the
clerks stationed at the factory, by the envy of their brethren in the interior, availed themselves of this privilege by
importing barrels of beer and preserved dainties for supper parties in the long winter nights.
*
The Prince Rupert was well found in food and grog for crew and passengers, also in lime juice to guard against
scurvy. The cabin was supplied from the same source, with the addition of the live stock before mentioned, and
beer, stout, and wine. So in the cabin we fared sumptuously every day, and the sea air increased our relish for
these good things, which the ship’s officers were fond of telling us would be the last chance of getting civilized
food until we again took ship from Hudson Bay. In the wilds our fare would be bear and blubber, fish without
bread or salt or vegetables in times of plenty, and leather and lichen off the rocks in time of want. The mate,
MacPherson, was the chief prophet of the evils we were going to encounter, becoming more particularly
pessimistic whenever we got hold of his entries in the logbook and made fun of his writing, spelling and grammar.
In the course of his sailings over many seas he had acquired tales of horror of all descriptions, the scenes of which
he tried to adapt to the Hudson Bay territories, with the most laughable results. The Indian, according to him, was
a cannibal who preferred tender young clerks to buffalo boss; lions and tigers hunted in packs with the timber
wolves; crocodiles would devour us, serpents would add their stings to those of the mosquitoes, and if we ever
reached the coast again we would take the first ship home and be glad to get salt junk instead of the dainty cabin
fare upon which we were being pampered.
Although not much of a penman, and, as we afterwards saw, a poor hand at coning the ship through the ice, he
was a smart man going aloft to reef topsails in a storm when his help was needed; but, with a terrific squint, he
certainly did not seem to be quite the ladies’ man he used to brag that he was. His attempts to catch the eye of the
lady’s maid as she passed through the cabin, while they filled us, before whom he was showing off, with laughter,
brought forth only a frown on the countenance of that demure and seasick damsel; but to make up for his failure
in this case he went on to boast of the number of women who had fallen in love with him at first sight in every
part he visited. Be that as it may, MacPherson provided us with plenty of merriment during the wearisome
voyage, and I am sure that besides amusing himself he also desired to amuse us, and really pitied us as “young
bears with all our troubles before us”—a favorite expression of his.
3
Everything being now ready, the ships only waiting for a fair wind to carry them through Hay Sound to an
offing at sea, on June 28 th Christie and I, who had been making the best of the hospitalities and attractions of
Stromness, were ordered to embark. Our fine-looking chum, Reynell, who with his attractive address and
midshipmite’s uniform, had become a general favorite while on shore leave, went aboard that evening, and next
morning at 5.30, after bidding a long farewell to my brothers, Robert and James,\fn{ Robert Cowie, M.A. of Aberdeen,
M.D. of Edinburgh, who succeeded to my father in Lerwick, and died in 1874; and James, who, after sailing the seven seas, entered the
H.B.C. as clerk in 1876, and after serving in the Northern, Southern and Western Departments Departments, retired with a pension in
1911} and my cousin, Gordon Haddell, who had come from Lerwick to see me off, I got on a small sailboat with

Christie, and a gale from the west soon put us alongside the Prince Rupert. It was only then I seemed to feel the
wrench of parting from home and friends in all its intensity, and realized that I was bound for a long exile from all
one holds most dear. But we set to work to fix up our stateroom for the voyage, hoping to get ashore for church
next day, which was Sunday.
However, no one was allowed to go ashore on Sunday, but in the evening the Rev. Mr. Brand (brother-in-law
of the bishop of Rupert’s Land), and Dr. Ballenden came aboard, the former holding service and the latter looking
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into the bill of health. The wind continuing unfavorable, though the weather was beautiful, we still lay at anchor
in Cairstone roads on Monday, and Captain Herd, a veteran dandy, and Hudson Bay skipper, who acted as “ship’s
husband” in London for the Company’s Bay and Columbia ships, came off with a party of ladies and gentlemen.
In such company we soon cheered up; and Captain herd, as an old shipmate of my father, did me the special honor
of parading the quarterdeck with me, giving good advice and best wishes for my welfare. At the same time he
duly impressed me with his importance by snubbing Captain Bishop and expatiating on his titled acquaintances in
London.
In the evening, the wind being now favorable, though light, from the north, the Moravian missionary barque
Harmony, bound for Labrador, set all sail from royals down, presenting a beautiful sight as she weighed anchor
and glided out past the rugged hills of Hoy, firing a salute of six guns as she went, which, however, was not
returned by the battery of Stromness on the Sound.
*
nd
On Tuesday, July 2 , at eight bells in the morning watch, our consort, the Lady Head, fired a gun and ran up
“Blue-Peter”\fn{A flag, consisting of a blue rectangle inside of which and equidistant from each corner is a smaller white rectangle, the
flying of which indicates that a ship is ready to sail, and normally advising all crew and passengers to come aboard:H } to her foremast
head as the signal to sail. Immediately the prince Rupert followed suit, both ships also flying the British red
ensign at the mizzen peak and the Company’s arms—“the house flag”—at the mainmast head. The friends we had
made at Stromness were kind and mindful to the last. While canvas was being loosened and the cable hove short,
a pretty cutter with a party of gay picnickers passed us on their way to a neighboring islet. The ladies of the party
fluttered their handkerchiefs and the men their hats in farewell, and raising their voices in a melody wafted over
the waters sang, Will ye no come back again, succeeded, as they sailed away in the distance, by Auld Lang Syne,
of which faint and intermittent strains were borne o’er the breeze till they faintly died away.
Then, immediately after breakfast, to the inspiring strain of the chanties, Haul Away the Bowline and Across
the Western Ocean, the crew, led by the bosun, sheeted home the canvas and tripped anchor, and the ships headed
for Hoy Sound. The Lady Head led and saluted the battery with five guns, which were replied to as the Prince
Rupert ran by, and we answered with another five. Then we dipped our ensign in good-bye to Scotland, from
which a fine east wind swiftly bore us away at the rate of nine and one-half knots.
Next day the fair wind moderated, lessening the rate to about seven knots. On the 4 th, in the morning, a whale
showed himself near us, during a calm with a heavy swell. By midday a gale from the north with a heavy sea
arose, and the water got into our bunks.
*
During the night the gale abated, and next morning the Lady Head was on our lee bow, within half a mile. She
signaled that Captain James was ill and had not been on deck for two days. Having assisted my father and brother
in their practice and taken a session at the Edinburgh University and Royal Infirmary, Captain Bishop told me to
be ready to do what I could for our jovial friend, Captain James, as soon as the sea went down enough to allow a
boat to board his ship. The occasion and necessity did not arise, but that day I commenced my experientia medica
in the service, by prescribing pills composed of cayenne pepper and bread for the seasickness of the lady’s maid,
who derived some physical and, probably, more mental relief therefrom.
On July 5th was a fine breeze from the east, the ship going eight knots. The Lady Head was on our starboard
quarter, hull down. Captain Bishop said we were about quarter of the way to York Factory now, and he had never
before been so far on the way at this date.
The 7th being Sunday was signalized only by a much better dinner than usual for all on board, and no
unnecessary work. The weather was soft and calm, and our consort was seen ahead for the last time on the
voyage, much to our regret, for she was something to look at on this otherwise tenantless ocean, and there was
always the element of interest as to which ship were the better sailor in different winds and on various courses.
Besides it was desirable, for mutual assistance, that the vessels should keep company till their ways diverged on
Hudson Bay for Moose and York Factories respectively.\fn{ Moose Factory lies on the coast of James Bay, which depends to
the south from Hudson Bay, and became so-called in 1821, though the Hudson’s Bay Company had set up in that area since 1673, at a furtrading post originally called Moose Fort (of which nothing remains); York Factory operations were also originally set up near James Bay
about 1685, but were re-established at the mouth of the Hayes River on the southwest coast of Hudson Bay in 1713; this site was closed in
1957 and the few remaining settlers were relocated at an entirely different place called York Landing Cree Nation. Part of the old York
Factory is maintained an historic site by the Canadian national parks system:H }

During the next three days we slipped along slowly with light beam and fair winds, enjoying fine weather,
which encouraged all hands forward, off duty in the dog watch,\fn{ Either or both of two time periods aboard ship (4-6
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and/or 6-8PM)}

to divert themselves by skylarking, dancing and music on deck.
*
The three leading characters in these diversions were a young Orkney recruit, who played on a fiddle, by ear,
almost anything asked for; Jean, the French naval deserter; and Aitchison, the bold bosun, who was the manager
of the show.
The professor of the violin was always ready to oblige; Jean was a tall, strapping and agile Frenchman, with a
handsome, jovial and expressive countenance, black eyes, hair and moustache, always neat and tidy in dress. He
was the boss dancer, executing pas seul, besides many acrobatic tricks and feats. His vis-à-vis in the hornpipe or
break-down jig was the painted wooden figure of a nigger with jointed legs and arms, carved by the boatswain
and operated by him by drumming in time to the fiddle on a thin springy board, over which “Sambo” was
suspended so that his feet barely touched it. The skilful taping of the boatswain on this board threw Sambo into
gentle or rapid motion, or violent contortion at will. Opposite Sambo, Jean would perform, mimicking his steps,
antics and contortions, always commencing to do so with the highest good humor, but as the fun grew fast and
furious and Sambo became inimitable Jean would get excited and frantically furious, both physically and vocally.
This was the climax to which the fiddler and boatswain led up, and it was ever tumultuously applauded. Jean
could sing, too, in French, but the Marseillaise was the only song which was much appreciated.
Then one of the Highlanders from the Hebrides would be called upon, and render a song that reached the
hearts of those who knew Gaelic. The bosun’s mate, Agnew, had a fine voice, and many fine old English songs.
The midshipmite, Reynell, had a beautifully trained voice, and all the latest popular London airs. But the bosun,
the manipulator of Sambo, was the star performer, whether crooning a nigger minstrel air, which was apparently
coming from Sambo, who was gesticulating or jibbing to suit tune and time, or rolling out a song of the sea, and
finally winding up in a strain carrying our thoughts back to bonnie Scotland, where
Shrined among their crystal seas
Thus I saw the Orcades—
Rifted crag and snowy beach,
Where the seagulls swoop and screech;
While around its lonely shore
Wild waves rave and breakers roar,
Gone the isle and distant far
All its loves and glories are

*
The boatswain was a big, powerful man, black haired, bearded and eyed, with a ruddy, bronzed complexion,
and handsome countenance. He had been educated in George Heriot’s Hospital in Edinburgh, and had roved the
seas from his youth up. For several years he had been in the coasting trade in the West Indies, where he had
acquired such experiences as are related in The Cruise of the Midge and innumerable diverting stories of the
Colored people there and in their dialect, and the art of mimicking both. He was in every way a splendid specimen
of the British sailor, and as he was then about fifty years of age, I feel sure that, like this friend of whom he often
sang, Old tom Bowling, Aitchison has long ere this “gone aloft” forever.
*
These\fn{This little section is entitled “Spun Yarns”:H } amusements, under the boatswain’s auspices, with the many
well, fine-spun yarns of his life and experiences, and the long and interesting accounts given by Christie of the
land of his birth, to which he was returning with fond anticipations, form my most pleasant memories of that long,
monotonous and dreary voyage across the Atlantic. Of course we had our good young appetites sharpened by the
sea, and a fine bill of fare to satisfy them; books and cards; sometimes little chats with Miss Mason; and
occasionally the honor of listening to some of the captain’s anecdotes; while the prophet Jeremiah—McPherson,
chief mate—was ever ready to remind us of the blessings we were enjoying in the Paradise afloat, which he made
out the Prince Rupert to be as compared with the Arctic inferno ashore to which we were journeying, impatient to
enter on our career and voyageurs and hunters of bear and buffalo.
*
The cook’s caboose on desk was the only place where a fire was allowed, except a miserable infrequent
apology in the saloon—the danger of fire, with so much gunpowder aboard, being the risk always present in the
captain’s mind. So, perforce, we were obliged to tramp up and down the deck to keep warm, and always seized
with alacrity every occasion to tail on to the end of a rope, which it was our privilege to do at the break of the
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poop in handling the main topgallant and royal sails. The skipper kept a fatherly eye on us, frowning on our going
forward and mixing with those there, except during the frolics of the dog watch and in occasionally visiting his
friend the bosun. When the captain was below I began to go aloft, a favorite amusement of all Lerwick boys from
infancy, and the mate kindly cast his glance the other way. Christie joined me in these gymnastics, and soon could
shin up a rope and the royal mast to touch the main-truck equally well. When the captain found out we had
already “paid our footing” to the sailors, he never stopped us going up the rigging, except during very bad
weather. So the setting and furling of the main royal, during the daytime, always were left for us to exercise
ourselves upon.
*
Having now given an idea of the life we led aboard, I must continue the narrative of the voyage.
We encountered light, baffling head winds on the 11 th and 12th. On the evening of the latter we sighted a barque
heading in our direction, S.W., homeward bound. We hoped she might be the Company’s Ocean Nymph, which
had wintered in the Bay on a whaling and trading trip with the Esquimaux.\fn{ Eskimos} I immediately went below
to write letters for home, but while so engaged the captain came down, saying it was not the Ocean Nymph, but
probably a Danish craft from Greenland, which did not care to swerve a bit from her course to speak to us.
Neither did she; but she gave us some pleasurable excitement for a while on that solitary sea.
*
The 13th was a beautiful but calm day. Towards evening a freshening breeze favored us from the east, and
increasing sent us along next day under full sail at the rate of eight knots till we rounded Cape Farewell,
Greenland. We now began to maintain a bright lookout for icebergs. The next day was our second Sunday at sea.
The wind had veered round dead against us during the night, and we stood in for the coast of Greenland till dinner
time. The ship was then put about and the wind fell so that the sails no longer steadied her in the terrific cross
swells, caused by the meeting of the three different currents, setting along the east and west coasts of Greenland
and from the Atlantic respectively. These, crashing together, threw up pyramids of water composed of the
opposing swells. The Prince Rupert wallowed, dipped her yardarms and pitched and tossed, helplessly becalmed,
in this meeting of aqueous mountains, while every moment the straining threatened to dismast her.
*
Next morning (the 16th) the ship was slipping along at one and a half knots with a light air from the north,
accompanied by mist and drizzly rain. We shot at a number of “whale birds,” of which large flocks were to be
seen during the last three days, and great numbers of “Mother Carey’s Chickens”\fn{ Storm-petrels} (the sign of
coming storm) had been flying around us the previous evening. The monotony of the voyage was still further
broken upon at one o’clock, when two big whales appeared playing within a hundred yards of us, affording a
sight alone worth making the voyage to see. Then, just before dinner, at four o’clock, as we were taking our seats,
the mate rushed down, reporting it had cleared and icebergs and land in sight to the nor’ard.
The bergs were far off and the land still farther, but both were plainly visible, and were sights we had been
longing to see as samples of the rest of the voyage. The land was supposed to be Cape Farewell, which is on an
island lying north-westerly from Staten Hook, the most southernly point on the continent of Greenland. Seen
through the glass the land showed, on the west, a comparatively low rounded outline, followed by a succession of
four lofty, sharp peaks, the western sides rising perpendicularly from the water, and the eastern slopes running
down at a sharp angle thereto, like the teeth of a saw. The color appeared black, flecked with snow, and a big berg,
shaped like a corn stack floating in front, completed our view of Greenland’s icy mountains. There was a beautiful
rainbow and a lovely sunset this evening.
*
During the next few days we made hardly any progress, being either becalmed or favored with very light airs;
and nothing but one solitary seal and the whale birds, still numerous, were to be seen in crossing Davis Straits.
On the 21st, however, we got a good fair wind at last, and with all sail set were making six knots an hour
steering north-west for Resolution Island, which lies north of the eastern entrance of Hudson Straits.\fn{ These, in
turn, leading directly into Hudson Bay}
Next day (Sunday) was damp, but the wind had fallen, though still favorable. On the 23 rd the weather was
beautiful, the sea as smooth as a mill-pond, and we were doing four knots, the captain expecting to reach
Resolution in two days more. In anticipation of getting some shooting when we reached the ice in the straits, the
gunners among us began casting bullets.
During the passage across Davis Straits, the crew hoisted the crow’s nest to the mainmast head, in which to
accommodate the lookout when the ship got into the ice. The arrangement, always used by whalers, consisted of a
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large cask, with a trapdoor in the bottom, and open above. Then a temporary bridge was rigged up, athwart ship,
near the mainmast, and projecting a few feet outside the bulwarks, to enable the officer of the watch to con the
vessel through the ice. Fenders and long spiked poles to protect the vessel’s side and push aside the floes, were
also got ready, as ell as ice anchors to moor her to the ice, if necessary.
4
On Thursday, July 25th, with a heavy swell from the east and a strong breeze from the W.N.W., the ship, under
topgallant sails, was about seventy-eight miles off Resolution Island at noon. At six o’clock in the afternoon
sighted Cape Resolution on starboard quarter, ship standing on to S.W.S. Sighted at the same time a large iceberg
about five points off our weather bow, and were abreast of it two hours later. This was the first ice seen since that
off Greenland.
July 26th. At five o’clock in the morning an immense and ugly iceberg was seen about five miles off. It was
flat-topped, stratified, and of a dirty bluish gray color. A fair wind sprang up after breakfast, accompanied by fog,
compelling a bright lookout. About noon it cleared. Passed another berg on entering the straits, which appeared a
mile long and its wavy pinnacles resembled a king’s crown in shape. Next came a tall spire-like berg, which as we
sailed by capsized, raising enormous rings of billows all round, into which our yardarms dipped. These and
another smaller berg were all of beautiful variegated sheen to which neither artist’s brush nor poet’s pen could do
justice. Open water ahead this evening.
27th. In the morning the ship was surrounded by loose, brashy ice on every side. Stood out to the north-east,
where it was least, and doubled round the northmost edge of the floes. Foggy most of the day, and cold, the braces
being coated with ice. Towards evening it cleared up and I went aloft with a glass, seeing ice as far as the eye
could reach, extending from south-west to north-east, with open water ahead.
28th. A beautiful day Ship slipping along through wide lanes of loose decaying ice, at three knots, over a
smooth sea. Several icebergs in the distance. The ice gathered closer and stuck us up for about an hour in the
afternoon until the tide turned. Saw several seals and a walrus, but being Sunday they were not molested by the
gunners.
*
29th. As there was more wind and the floes were more compact than yesterday, we were banging into big pieces
every now and again, and finding plenty of exercise threading the lanes and dodging the heavier floes. This was
quite an enjoyable change from the monotony of the open ocean. Lower Savage islands, about fourteen miles
abeam this morning.
30th. Still slipping along in the right direction. About half way through the straits now. Anchors being shackled
on to cables, ready for mooring at York. A long month at sea today.
31st. Fine, strong breeze sending us at a great rate, banging into the floes, especially when the mates are on
watch. The captain and bosun, being fine seamen, scarcely ever touch the ice when they are conning her.
MacPherson seems to ram big floes for the fun of the thing, bringing us up “all standing’—on our heads\fn{ The
text has aheads} almost, occasionally. While we were at table, it being a fresh wind with frequent squalls he kept on
sail till we were nearly on our beam ends several times and crashed into heavy ice that once brought the ship to a
sudden dead stop, throwing Christie right over the dinner table with his plate of pea soup into Miss Mason’s lap.
Whereupon the skipper rushed on deck, shortened sail, backed the ship out of the ice, and gave the “false prophet”
a dressing down. In the evening we reached altogether open water, with a slight swell on, which sent our seasickly
passengers back to their sad state on the ocean. One poor young Orkneyman (an apprentice blacksmith) had been
troubled that way from Stromness till we reached smooth water in the straits.
August 1st. Sighted Upper Savage Islands.
2nd. Between North Bluff and Prince of Wales Land. Fine weather, but the wind is light and contrary. Here we
had hoped to be visited by Esquimaux, but were disappointed, the more so as we wished ocular demonstration of
some of the appearances and customs ascribed by the romantic-minded mate and other old voyageurs to these
strange people. From North Bluff we crossed from the north side of the straits, which we had so far followed, to
the southern shore and followed it thereafter, but always giving the land a wide berth, to avoid dangerous currents.
*
3rd. With a fair wind this morning the ship slipped along at four knots among loose ice, with land about twelve
miles off on port beam. The weather was beautiful and warm. At about half-past eleven this morning we sighted a
barque on the port bow close under the land. Thinking it might be the Ocean Nymph I again wrote letters for
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home. We stood in for the barque and fired two cannon to attract her attention, empty beer bottles being put next
the wad to increase the noise. At two o’clock she hove to on our weather bow, and sent a whale boat, manned by a
smart crew, with a very tall, thin and supple man at the steering oar. He came on board, leaving his crew strictly in
their own boat alongside, and went down to the cabin with Captain Bishop, who gave him a glass of grog and sent
him back to his vessel, bearing a nice present of beef, beer and wine for his captain. Our visitor was chief mate of
the St. Andrews of New Bedford, returning from a short and unsuccessful whaling cruise in the Hudson Bay, and
they were now bound out Hudson Straits up to Cumberland Straits in search of better luck. So we were again
disappointed about getting letters sent home.
While the Yankee mate was on board, the mirage of a vessel upside down appeared high in the western sky,
which our captain thought might be our consort, the Lady Head, and perhaps several hundred miles away. When
the mate returned, the St. Andrews bore down in the direction of the phantom ship for about half an hour, and
then, changing his mind, her skipper hauled up to the wind again, and the ships exchanging courtesies by dipping
their ensigns soon parted company.
*
August 4th (Sunday). With a strong breeze from the south, coming off the landing heavy squalls occasionally,
we ran for the first time pretty close along the land, which here, as on the north shore, rose steeply from deep
water to high hills. But while every depression between barren black hills on the north side was filled with snow
or ice, the brown, apparently heath-clad hills of Labrador presented a much warmer and more homelike aspect,
much resembling the last land we had seen across the Atlantic—the Island of Hoy.
We doubled Cape Wolstenholme at two o’clock in the afternoon, and passed Cape Digges at four o’clock,
having passed through the straits proper and reached the vestibule, between them and the main bay, extending
from Cape Digges to Mansfield Island.
*
Into this neutral zone, destitute of the protection afforded by the deep land-locked straits and of the free searoom of the Bay, we shaped a course north of Mansfield Island, which was dreaded as the scene of the wreck of
the Prince Arthur and the stranding of the Prince of Wales in 1864, through the inexperience of their commanders
on a first voyage to the Bay. While on this precarious course making for the island towards dusk a dense fog
enveloped us, and a storm with a heavy short sea arose from the south. The storm struck us suddenly, and it was
fine to see the masterly manner in which Captain Bishop handled his crew and ship. He gave his commands in a
clear trumpet-toned voice, which rang above the roar of the tempest, the rattle of rigging and clatter of canvas,
and soon had her snugly under close reefed topsails and the foretopmast staysail.
August 5th. The ship had been laid to during the night. In the morning it was still blowing hard, with a heavy
sea and the fog still continuing it was impossible to make Mansfield Island. So we kept sounding with the lead
and itched and tossed about all that day and the following night, during which the poor passengers who were
liable to seasickness had a recurrence of its ghastly horrors, and were battened down below; while we all had an
anxious time.
*
th
Next day—the 6 —being now five weeks out from Stromness—the fog abated, and the wind fell and changed
to the west, which was dead ahead, our course being north of Mansfield Island, to avoid the shoals which lie to
the southward of it.
Got the anchors over the bows. Just before dinner a nice breeze from the north-east sprang up and carried us
round the north of Mansfield, into the Bay proper. Still misty.
*
th
7 . We are now fairly out of narrow waters into the open Hudson Bay itself, favored by wind and weather. As
we are ahead of the usual time the captain intends to make for Churchill first and fire cannon to notify the
schooner, which may be there, of her services as tender being required at York. We are 550 miles from the factory.
8th. Got a splendid wind this morning at one o’clock, which kept on freshening and driving us along at nine
knots.
The fair breeze blew,
The white foam flew,
The furrow followed free.

We are now on the last lap of the voyage and were favored by gentle breezes, a smooth summer sea, and bright
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balmy weather to its end. The nights, too, were exquisitely lovely, the full moon blending her radiance with the
silvery crests of the wavelets playing around, and blending her sheen with the phosphorescent, whirling wake left
by the ship as an evanescent trace of her path across the deep.
*
On August 11th we were fifty miles east of Churchill and one hundred and twenty north of York. A couple of
cannon were fired off Churchill on the faint chance of the reports reaching the schooner and fort and intimating
the safe arrival of the Prince Rupert in the offing.
Next morning, by soundings, which had been taken regularly as we approached the coast, we were in twenty
fathoms, and by reckoning twenty miles from York Roads. The ship was running at six knots, in smooth bright
green water, with the wind off the—still invisible—land. Though the low shore was invisible, the wind wafted off
a faint aroma of spruce, and at the same time a few languid representatives of the most numerous inhabitants of
Rupert’s Land—my bloody enemies, the mosquitoes. These, after a little rest, proceeded to introduce themselves
to us, and we submitted with curiosity to these preliminaries to an acquaintance with the family of ubiquitous and
untiring tormentors, which became so intimate, unendurable and infernal during all my summer journeyings in the
wilds.
*
In the afternoon the anchor, last weighed in Cairstone roads, was cast in York Roads in the turbid estuary of the
Nelson River, twenty miles from the Factory, and out of sight of land, the high beacon, twelve miles off on the
Point of Marsh, between the Nelson and Hayes Rivers, only being visible from aloft. For the last time I ran aloft
and stowed the main royal, and my voluntary services on the ocean wave were over.
To convey the glad tidings of our unusually early arrival to the people of the Factory, a cannon was fired at
intervals during the day, and rockets and blue lights were set off after dusk, a lantern being also hoisted to the
mizzen peak. …
196.154 Excerpt from Dame Madge Kendal By Herself\fn{by Dame Madge Kendall (1848-1935)} Great Grimsby,
Northeast Lincolnshire, England, United Kingdom (M) 12
That I was born may be accepted as a fact. I have been told I was present on the occasion, but I have no
recollection of it. So it is not evidence. I accepted it on the assurance of my father and mother and there is a
certificate to that effect. That I know, for it was copied on the registe/r of my one marriage, for I have had only
one husband.
The only circumstance I should like to emphasise about my birth is that, as I wrote to Sir George Higginson on
his one hundredth birthday, I was not born in a monastery or reared in a convent.
When I came to London to play grown-up parts, there were half a dozen leading ladies enthroned in the hearts
of the public and I had to battle against them all for its favour. These ladies were all beautiful. Perhaps the most
beautiful was Lilian Adelaide Neilson whose Juliet was one that filled the shops with her photographs, and
deservedly so. The rich, Southern warmth radiated from her personality and her name will, for a long time, be
associated in theatrical history with that character.
To the credit of her memory, let it be said that in her will she left part of her fortune to form a fund for the
poorer members of the profession who might fall on evil days. It is a fund which still does admirable work.
It is not only the unfortunate members of our profession to whom actors and actresses give their aid. I have
always contended that ours is the most charitable profession in the world. Its charity is not confined to giving its
services to other deserving causes which solicit its help, for it also opens its arms to people who want to enter its
ranks, even people who may have stumbled in their path, whether in the high ranks or in the less exalted places of
life.
On the other hand, I have one fault to find with my profession. Taking them “by small and large,” I should say
that most of the people in the world of the theatre are ungrateful. Authors do not give credit to the actors who
make their reputation, just as actors are not grateful to the people who have taught them what they know. I have
taught many actors and actresses the early part of their business—what is called the ground work—and I have
never been thanked by anybody except Seymour Hicks.
I mention this fact, for I have had many imitators. Probably that is why the profession does not stand as high as
it did, for though imitation is the sincerest form of flattery, we should remember the famous proverb,
“All that glitters is not gold.”
I can truly say that, beautiful as the leading ladies were when I came to London, I was not jealous of them
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professionally; for I was wildly enthusiastic in my work and always thought more of the effect I was producing on
the audience than of myself. That idea had been inculcated in me from my earliest youth. I may, indeed, have
inherited it, for my forbears had for generations been actors. Over two hundred years ago, my great-greatgrandfather, James Robertson, who is frequently mentioned in the memoirs of Tate Wilkinson, was a much
esteemed dramatist and actor. He was connected with the York circuit which then shared the chief position in the
world of the theatre with the Bath circuit.
His son, J.W. Robertson, my grandfather, a very handsome man, as a portrait of him which is extant attests,
was a co-lessee of the Peterborough Theatre which was part of the Lincoln circuit. This included, in addition to
Lincoln and Peterborough, Wisbech, where my brother Tom, the dramatist, was born, Grantham, Boston,
Spalding, Huntingdon, Newark and Grimsby, where I first saw the light of day.
In each of these eight towns one or other of my ancestors built a theatre and the Robertson company used to
travel through the circuit. In time, my great-uncle, who was known as “Old Tom Robertson, the Mogul,”
succeeded to the property. On his death, it was left to his widow, but the active management was really done by
her nephew, William Robertson, who was my father.
Mrs. Tom Robertson must have been a remarkable woman, with a high sense of honour. She kept a careful
diary, and writing of the Oundle Theatre she says,
The theatre has been open four nights and the business bad. I fear I shall again lose a heavy sum, and if so I think I
shall sing, ‘Oundle farewell.’

The song was not sung, for on a later page she wrote:
The great excitement of the week is over and within a few pounds of last year. Bad enough, ’tis true; but I am
grateful even as it is. 1 have sent £20 to Boston, £20 to Newark, and £5 to Wisbech, so there is £45 debt paid. God give
me the means through His Mercy to pay everyone and I will ask no more.

My father is mentioned in Macready’s diary in reference to that great actor’s engagement at Louth in 1834. On
the first night of his engagement when he was to play Virginius, he wrote:
When I was ready to go on the stage, Mr. Robertson appeared with a face full of dismay; he began to apologise, and
I guessed the remainder.
“Bad house?”
“Bad, sir! There’s no one!”
“What, nobody at all?”
“Not a soul, sir, except the Warden’s party in the boxes.”
“What the devil! Not one person in the pit or gallery?”
“Oh, yes, there are one or two.”
“Are there five?”
“Oh, yes, five.”
“Then go on; we have no right to give ourselves airs if the people do not choose to come and see us; go on at once!”
Mr. Robertson was astonished at what he thought my philosophy; being accustomed, as he said, to be “blown up” by
his stars when the houses were bad.

Great actor as he was, Mr. Macready could evidently not prevail against the conditions which then existed in
Lincoln.
My father always had to be ready to act any part for which no suitable actor was available and his quick sense
of humour was always as ready to be exercised. A night or two later, “As You Like It” was in the bill, with
Macready as Jaques and my father had to play the Banished Duke. Again the house was bad. When he came to the
lines,
This wide and universal theatre
Presents more woeful pageants than the scene
Wherein we play in,

which are the prologue to the famous “Seven Ages,” speech, he changed the words to “This wide and almost
empty theatre.” What Mr. Macready said is not recorded, but it can be imagined. On another occasion when
playing Nicodemus in Virginius, and interrogated on a matter of grave importance by the villain Appius Claudius
who asks, “Who says this?” instead of replying, “I her uncle Nicodemus,” he answered, “I, her uncle
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Deuteronomy!” Consternation on the stage!
Closely associated with Macready was Miss Helen Faucit (Lady Theodore Martin), for she was his leading
lady. She was long before my time, but my father was greatly impressed by her acting and told me that when she
played Juliet, the way she spoke the line,
Dost thou love me? I know thou wilt say “Ay,”

was one of the most delightful reminiscences of his youth. She asked the question anxiously and slowly, and
before Romeo could reply she answered it quickly, herself.
She and her husband worshipped one another. She consented to marry him on one condition—that she should
continue her stage career for one month every year. Her reason was that she had three relations, all delicate, whom
she took care of. So she used to act in Edinburgh and Glasgow where she made sufficient money to provide for
them.
She always acted at the Theatre Royal, Edinburgh, where Mr. Robert Wyndham gave her the Green Room of
the theatre for her dressing-room. When she arrived, he always met her at the stage door with lighted candles in a
branched candlestick and bowed her to the room, in exactly the same way as Mr. Buckstone used to receive
Queen Victoria at the Haymarket and conduct Her Majesty to the royal box. Sir Theodore was so devoted to Lady
Martin that when she came on the stage for the first time in the evening he used to rise in his stall and bow to her.
She had a beautiful character which revealed itself in her smile. My husband and I used often to meet her and Sir
Theodore on Sundays at the house of Sir Charles Foster. I remember I when I first met her, her manner seemed
rather alarming. It soon disappeared, however, when she found how gratified I was at meeting her.
When she died, I was invited to attend her funeral. I did not go, because funerals affect me very greatly. On the
following day, however, I took my floral tribute to her grave. On the card I had written two words:
Our Example.

Sir Theodore had evidently read this card, for he wrote me one of the most beautiful and touching letters I ever
received.
Here I run away from the subject and I suppose everybody will be shocked at me, but shocked they must be,
for I am writing of life in general as well as my own life and expressing my feelings as truthfully as I can.
Death is now being associated with memorial services which take place every day for people one has hardly
ever heard of. Old friends constantly insist on my attending them by saying it would look invidious if I were
away. When, yielding to their views I do go, I am met by a battery of snap-shotters assembled outside the church
to take the pictures of the people they regard as celebrities.
I have never loved snap-shotters. On the contrary. I deprecate their mission under every circumstance. At the
funeral of Sarah Bernhardt, at the centenary of Sarah Siddons, even in the church, the snap-shotters are looking at
everybody entering and telling the onlookers who the arrivals are, to the accompaniment of comments as to how
different they look when they are on the stage. On leaving the church the crowd assumes the characteristics of a
party. Not long ago, one woman came up to me and said,
“Oh, my dear, I have enjoyed myself. I’ve seen everybody I’ve ever read of or seen in the theatre.” Then she
asked anxiously,
“Did you get a good seat?” I replied,
“I did.” Whereupon she returned,
“I didn’t see you.”
“I am very sorry,” I answered. “Did you know the corpse well?”
“Oh, no,” she replied. “I didn’t know her at all.”
“Well,” I said. “As you didn’t know the corpse, I can’t tell you what my feelings are regarding her, but I am
sure you will be very glad to know I had a very good seat; it was almost touching the coffin. I know you’ll envy
me.”
If you don’t reply to such people, they think you are giving yourself airs. If you do reply, you give yourself
agonies.
Another great actor of whom my father told me and with whom he acted was Edmund Kean, at the celebration
of the centenary of whose death on May 15 th last I had the privilege of laying a laurel wreath at the foot of his
statue at Drury Lane Theatre, by the invitation of the Board of Directors.
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On one occasion he played Macbeth at the theatre in Lincoln and my father said that his voice rang like a
clarion until the very rafters reverberated. One effect he made was startling in its revelation of his conception of
the part. In the last act, when Macbeth rushed on the stage and spoke, “Hang out our banners on the outward
walls,” he shouted the command in a voice like thunder. Suddenly he paused, dropped his double-handled sword
to the ground and leaning on it, whispered, “The cry is still they come, they come,” at the same time seeming to
become ashy gray with fear, for according to him Macbeth, although spoken of early in the play as “Bellona's
bridegroom," and the quintessence of bravery, had become a moral coward through having steeped himself in sin
by the murder of Duncan, Banquo and Macduff’s wife and children. It is this kind of sudden transition, no doubt,
that inspired Coleridge’s famous phrase,
“To see Kean was like reading Shakespeare by flashes of lightning.”
A striking picture of the actor’s condition in those days was painted by my father in an unpublished manuscript
which he entitled, “The Actor’s Social Position.”
“The most painful penalty of an actor’s social position,” he writes, “results in its isolation from every
community of interest with others that form and cement the elements of mutual protection.”
It is a striking contrast to the actor’s position today when young men and women who have attained no great
prominence in their profession are seen nightly at the most up-to-date supper-rooms and clubs, appear at every
important function, and are courted in society.
My mother’s maiden name was Margharetta Elisabetta Marinus. She was the daughter of Dutch parents and I
have heard she was born near The Hague. On the other hand, I have an idea, derived from I know not what, that
she was really born in London. This may well be true, for her father, who was an excellent linguist and spoke
several languages fluently, came to England and settled down as a teacher of languages. He must have spoken
English remarkably well, for my mother did not have a trace of a foreign accent. How she came to go on the stage
I never heard, but when she was seventeen she became a member of my great-aunt’s company and it was in that
way she and my father met.
After some years the Lincoln circuit failed, my father and mother came to London and joined Mr. J. W.
Wallack in partnership at the Marylebone Theatre which had been opened by Mrs. Warner, about whose talent
Charles Dickens was very enthusiastic. In those days the Marylebone was a house of no inconsiderable
importance, for Mrs. Warner, who had been a member of the company of Samuel Phelps, carried his tradition
from Sadler’s Wells to the Edgware Road. When the theatre came into the management of my father and Mr.
Wallack it maintained its reputation, for one of the critics of the time wrote:
It may be asserted without reserve that there is not a more respectably managed theatre in London than the
Marylebone Theatre under the present management; that at few theatres in London can pieces comprising a greater
number of characters be more adequately represented; and that the inhabitants of St. John's Wood who travel elsewhere
for an evening’s amusement may possibly go farther and fare worse.

It was here I made my debut on the stage on February 20 th, 1854, a month before I completed my fifth year.
The part was Marie in “The Struggle for Gold.” It was followed by a part in “The Orphan of the Frozen Sea,”
Jeannie in “The Seven Poor Travellers,” the Small Pica in “Tit-Tat-Toe,” and the child in “The Stranger.” Of these
performances I have no recollection, but my father and mother always told me an incident which has been widely
chronicled when I played Jeannie, a blind little girl.
For this part I was given a pair of new shoes. This was a cause of great excitement, for as the youngest I had
always been the wearer of “old clo” of all sorts, and I was so proud of my new shoes that, forgetting I had been
told I must keep my eyes closed while I was on the stage, I opened them wide and catching sight of my nurse in
the pit, I went down to the footlights and exclaimed, “Oh, Nursey, look at my new shoes,” to the consternation of
the actors on the stage and the delighted laughter of the audience.
This nurse, a Lincolnshire woman, whose name was Susan, had lived with my parents for many years and was
very devoted to them and to us children. Indeed, my earliest recollections of her are that she shared everything
with the family. She was engaged to be married for many years and as she could neither read nor write she used to
get me to read her love letters to her when I was about nine or ten. I was a mischievous little brat in those days
and I used to make up all sorts of wicked nonsense which I read out to her with a very serious face. Eventually the
wedding day was fixed. At the ceremony in the church my father gave her away, and she went off home with her
husband.
At six o’clock in the evening there was a knock at the door and Susan walked in.
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“Hullo,” said my father. “What are you doing here? I thought I gave you away this morning. You ought to be
with your husband.”
“Oh,” she replied. “I’ve only come back for an hour, for I don’t believe anybody can wash and do Madge’s
hair like me.”
Upstairs, therefore, I was marched and duly washed and brushed. Then, she said good night and went back to
her husband.
Until the day of her death she was a faithful friend of the family. When I think of her I cannot help contrasting
her with the ladies who wait on us today—with knees uncovered, throat exposed, hair cut short and their eyes
invariably covered with spectacles, who have never offered to give up their afternoon and evening out. What my
own dear Susan would have said to them or they have said to her, only the angels in heaven would be able to
record.
Not very long after my debut, I was taken to the theatre to see my elder sister Bessie act in “The Maid and the
Magpie,” a play which was then very popular. Her part was that of a girl who was unjustly accused of the theft of
a silver spoon, and she was arrested by a policeman. The moment he placed his hand on her shoulder, I shouted
from my seat in one of the boxes,
“Mr. Policeman, please don’t touch my dear sister Bessie. I saw the magpie take the spoon.”
The audience rocked with laughter as my childish voice rang through the house, even though my interruption
ruined the play.
An episode in the life of the same dear sister furnished our brother Tom with the embryo of the plot of
“Caste,” for, as a realistic writer, instead of relying entirely on his imagination for his plots, he founded them on
real incidents and then developed them imaginatively. My sister was a very pretty girl and was filling an
engagement in a provincial town in which we were living and in which a regiment was quartered. One of the
officers fell in love with her, as officers had fallen in love with beautiful actresses for hundreds of years before,
and as they will, no doubt, be doing hundreds of years hence. So enamoured was the young man that, in order to
get the chance of seeing and talking to her, he actually called on our father and arranged to have lessons in
elocution.
The young officer’s mother, a typical grande dame of the old regime, very proud of her family, very proud of
her social position, very proud of her son, was horrified at the possibility of what she regarded as a mesalliance.
She furnished the idea which my brother elaborated into the Marquise de Saint Maur, who has a long speech in
which she describes her ancestry and her pride that it is mentioned in the famous Chronicles of Froissart. I don’t
know whether the real old lady had ever heard of Froissart or his Chronicles, but one day, as in the play, in order
to find out all she could about my sister and our family, she called on my father, who, on hearing her story,
assured her that he not only disapproved as highly as she did of the possibility of such a marriage but also that he
found her son incapable of learning anything that he could teach. In the end, an engagement in the theatre of
another town was secured for my sister and the incipient romance was nipped in the bud.
There is an interesting sequel. That young officer remained single for many years, then he married and lived
happily with his wife until she died early this year.\fn{ 1933} Eventually my sister married a man who was an
officer in the Navy. I was only about four years of age at the time, and when he called at the house, one day, I had
my face washed and a clean pinafore put on in order to go down to the sitting-room where he was. My father put
me on his knee and I screamed violently until I was allowed to get down. When, years later, her husband deserted
my sister, my father, recalling the incident of my childhood, said,
“The General knew.”
He always called me “the General” almost from the time I can remember, because he said that although I knew
nothing, I was always able to make people believe I knew everything. I do remember, however, his telling me that
according to the Scottish legend, I, being the nineteenth child (of the same parents) who lived to be a woman,
would be a mascot and bring luck to everyone for whom I wished it.
My sister had a most exquisite disposition and I adored her. She had an only child, a daughter named Annie,
through whom I received a lesson in maternity which I never forgot.
One night my sister woke me up suddenly at ten o’clock to tell me that Annie’s birthday was the next day and
that she had promised the child a doll which she had not been able to get before. As she stood by my bed, I
noticed that she was fully dressed to go out and as soon as I was ready she took me with her to a shop she knew
and knocked at the door until it was opened. After much trouble, she persuaded the proprietor to let her have a
doll which she carried home in triumph saying to me,
“I am so thankful I have got this doll, for a child must never be allowed to lose its faith in its parents’ promises.
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When, years later, I became a mother, I always remembered this incident. A parent’s promises are usually
fulfilled, for parents nurse their children through illness, teach them their daily prayers, work to educate them—
sometimes hundreds of pounds a year are spent to attain this desire. Oh, the promises that parents make to
themselves that their children never fulfil!
My idea of God Almighty has always been that He holds an enormous pair of scales in which He weighs us all,
and then gives us as much pain as we can bear by dashing our hopes, our ambitions and even our maternal love
until it becomes atrophied by insult and neglect. That is our Garden of Gethsemane through which—high and low
—we have to pass, enduring the most poignant shafts and agonies until our dreams are dispelled, and we emerge
with clenched hands and teeth into what we call “Our World.”
This dear sister died of cancer, the agonising pain of which she bore with her usual serene gentleness.
Whatever one did for her during her illness she always declared to be perfect. I remember making a rest for her
poor arm when it began to swell and the way she spoke of the comfort it gave her one would think I had made a
marvellous invention. Again, if I gave her a bunch of grapes, the flavour she always declared was incomparable.
In Boston, Lincs, my mother had an old and dear friend who was engaged to Mr. Henry Compton, a young
member of the Lincolnshire company who later became a very famous actor at the Haymarket Theatre. After a
time, Mr. Compton left the Lincolnshire circuit to go to Bath or Liverpool where he met Miss Emmeline
Montague, a brilliant actress who was a great favourite. The fire of this passion burned out all remembrance of his
first love. He married her and they had a very large family. My mother’s old friend used to come to see us very
often, and patting me on the head would say,
“I quite forgot to bring you any sweetmeats, my dear.” One day when my mother was speaking about her, I
said,
“I don’t like her, mother, for she always forgets to bring me any sweets.”
On the next occasion when her friend came a bag of sweets was given to me without the “forgot” speech. I
took the sweets but I always suspected that my mother had bought them. Later on, this lady married a very rich
man in Boston,\fn{The Boston in Lincolnshire, ancestor of the one in Massachusetts } and while I was still a little girl and was
given a holiday I used to be sent to stay with her and her only daughter who was a couple of years older than I
was. We became friends as children and our friendship has continued until this very day. She is the oldest friend I
have in the world.
In those days they kept a great many horses and it was there I first learnt to ride. On one occasion, when I was
being prepared for one of these visits, I entreated my mother to lend me the jet necklace and bracelets—they were
two inches wide—which she used to wear. She gravely informed me they were not appropriate to a child of my
age who was paying a visit to friends.
“Oh, but mamma,” I said, “they’ll look so nice if I can put them on.”
Eventually, they were put in what I grandiloquently called “my jewel-box,” which was carefully locked. I was
given the key and placed it carefully in a pocket in my dress. On the journey I lost the key and on arriving at my
destination the box had to be broken open! When my mother’s friends saw the jet ornaments, they laughed so
heartily that I became very angry and never put them on. So pride had its fall and punishment.
Arnong my father’s friends at this time was a gentlernan with a large nose with warts on it. The first day he
was coming, my mother, knowing my outspoken nature, said to me,
“Daisy, your father has an old friend coming to see him; you are not to keep looking at him, as you look at
strangers as a rule, and on no account whatever are you to look at his nose.”
“Darling,” I replied enthusiastically, “of course, I won’t.”
I need scarcely add the end of the story, for it tells itself. The moment the gentleman came in, I never for one
instant took my eyes off his nose. At dinner I was much too fascinated by it to eat a mouthful. My mother coughed
and tried several times to get me to look at her or at my dinner. In vain. One thought, one charm possessed me—
that nose with the warts on it! At last my father and his friend left the dining-room. As soon as they were gone I
beat a hasty retreat and went to my own room. Later, when the visitor had departed, my father called me
downstairs.
“I don’t want to come downstairs, daddy,” was all I replied. Eventually he came up.
“Your mother wishes to speak to you,” he said.
“But I don’t wish to speak to my mother.” When, however, he assured me that my mother was not angry but
only ashamed of the way I had behaved I ran down to her and said,
“Mother, are you really cross with me?” Roaring with laughter, she replied,
“Certainly not.” Thus reassured, I turned to my father and said,
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“Daddy, is that gentleman really a friend, or is he what you call a comedian with a funny nose.”
“No, my child, he’s not a comedian,” said my father grimly, “he’s a tragedian, mais, Dieu merci, he’s never
been on the stage.”
The sequel to my Boston friend’s mother’s romance is beautiful. When Mr. Compton retired from the stage,
my husband thought that it was a proper thing that his services should be recognised by a great testimonial and I
was put on the committee to gather subscriptions. My first thought was of the story my mother had told me when
I was a child of his love for her friend. I wrote to her and told her of the projected testimonial. By return of post
she sent me a cheque for one hundred pounds, accompanying it with a strict injunction that her name should never
be mentioned and that in the subscription list it should be entered as “Auld Lang Syne.” These instructions I
carried out scrupulously.
Among the other items, the first act of “Money,” a favourite choice for benefits as it provides parts for so many
popular actors, was included in the programme. Ellen Terry and I were asked to play the two young women and
the question which we would each select was left for us to decide.
“Which part do you choose, Madge?” she said. “They’re both bad ones, especially in the first act.” At that time
I was suffering from a sad family grief and I mentioned this to her adding,
“Clara Douglas has only two lines and is rather melancholy so I think she will suit my present condition best.”
She therefore agreed to play Georgina Vesey while Mrs. Bancroft acted Lady Franklin.
On this occasion Lady Franklin, Georgina and Clara Douglas all made their entrance together. This was
arranged by Mrs. Bancroft who acted Lady Franklin magnificently.
During his last illness, Mr. Compton sent for me. He told me that my list was the best of all the contributions
he had received and asked who “Auld Lang Syne” was. I told him I was forbidden to say.
“I have often thought I knew who it must be,” he said. “Was it”—and he whispered her name. All I could do
was to nod my head.
“I thought so,” he said.
Many years later Mr., then Sir, Squire Bancroft, produced “Money,” at a matinee performance in aid of the
King’s pension fund. On this occasion, Sir Herbert Tree played Graves and giving rein to his occasionally
uproarious spirit of fun determined to play pranks at rehearsal on Sir Squire who had long since retired from the
stage and had no intention of being taught his business by the younger actors who were cast for the various parts.
One of the great effects in Graves’s scene with Lady Franklin is obtained by his taking out a black-bordered
handkerchief in order to dry his eyes, for he is in deep mourning for the death of his first wife, at the mention of
whose name he always wept. At the first rehearsal when Sir Squire wanted to show Sir Herbert the elaborate
business, the latter felt in his pockets and said,
“Dear, dear, I haven’t got a handkerchief. I’ll come with one tomorrow.”
At the rehearsal the next day the handkerchief he produced had a black border so wide that it was much larger
than the little square of white in the middle.
“The border is much too wide,” said Sir Squire, very seriously.
“I’m sorry,” said Sir Herbert Tree. “I’ll bring another one tomorrow.” At the rehearsal the next day, when the
time came for him to take the handkerchief out of his pocket, he produced—a union jack!
Sir Squire had the most awful time of his life with some of the young actors, for your modern actor invariably
makes a point of refusing to do what he is told by the old ones, especially in plays which have a tradition to
maintain and “business” which is the result of the concentrated imagination of the original actors. The modern
actor “wants to think for himself,” as he calls it, with the result that he invariably substitutes what he calls
“nature” for what he calls “art” and produces an effect which the old actor rejects as incompetent ineffectiveness.
If Sir Squire had told that cast that the actor who played Evelyn stood on his head, or that Clara Douglas on her
first entrance undressed herself, I verily think they would have believed him. Unfortunately the women in our
time were compelled to keep their clothes on, while in so many of the plays today they are compelled to take them
off.
Different times, different manners—everything different.
II
February 1st, 1887, was a red-letter day in our life, for on that evening my husband and I appeared by the
command of Queen Victoria at Osborne before Her Majesty and the members of her Court.
I really knew nothing of the preliminary arrangements for the performance which were made by Her Majesty’s
535

secretary, Sir Henry Ponsonby, and my husband, whose diary I have consulted for the details of this chapter. It
was originally suggested that the programme should consist of “Uncle’s Will” and some recitations; but, later, as
the Queen desired to have a programme of more weight, the titles of other plays were submitted and W. S.
Gilbert’s “Sweethearts” was chosen.
“Sweethearts” furnishes an interesting sidelight on the remarkable memory of Queen Victoria. In the letter,
telling of Her Majesty’s approval of this play, Sir Henry Ponsonby wrote that the Queen noticed that one of the
characters was a maidservant and she wanted to know whether it could not be changed to a manservant so that Mr.
Rowley Cathcart, who was a member of our company, might double it with the gardener Wilcox, as Her Majesty
remembered with pleasure having admired his acting when he was a member of Mr. and Mrs. Charles Kean’s
company. Naturally, the desired alteration was made.
Mr. Hare offered to take the small part of the gardener himself so that, as my husband’s partner, he might also
be included in the programme. The suggestion was made, but as Her Majesty wished to see Mr. Cathcart, the idea
naturally fell through.
A few days before the performance, a well-known journalist, evidently on the alert for copy regarding the
Queen’s home in the Isle of Wight, called on my husband, and after explaining that he had never been in any of
the royal palaces and was anxious to remedy this defect, offered to accompany him in the capacity of valet as he
hoped by so doing to get the entree to the rooms he desired to see.
My husband refused this curious request without a moment’s hesitation. With his usual savoir-faire, he made
no comment on the gentleman’s proposed lowering of his status as a journalist.
As, in consequence of the command, both my husband and I were unable to appear at the St. James’s, the
theatre was closed for that evening.
On the morning of the performance, we were met at Waterloo\fn{ Waterloo Station} by Major-General John
McNeil, V.C., K.C.B., and on arriving at Southampton we crossed the Solent in the royal steam-launch. At East
Cowes a carriage was waiting for us and we drove to the hotel where, in accordance with previously made
arrangements, dinner was ready. We then drove to Osborne, where we met Sir Henry Ponsonby and Lady Ely, one
of the Queen’s ladies-in-waiting, who told me to order anything I wanted from the housekeeper.
I was shown to the dressing-room prepared for me, opposite the Council Chamber, with my husband’s room
close by. The stage was erected in the Council Chamber and the pretty little scene with a sea view and side doors,
which had been made expressly for us, was already set up.
After I had inspected these arrangements, I went to the nursery to see the three children of the Duke and
Duchess of Connaught, Princess Margaret, Prince Arthur, and Princess Patricia, who was then called Princess
Patsy, for she was always patting her hands. I took them on to the stage where they looked quite charming and
most appropriate to the diminutive décor. When Lady Ely came to my room I told her that I had never seen Her
Majesty, at which she replied,
“Well, you’ll see her and speak to her tonight, for she means to send for you after the performance.”
Lady Ely then pointed out to me the chair which Her Majesty had had placed in the Council Chamber so that I
might know where to look for her.
When the Court had entered the Council Chamber and the servants who had been given permission to see the
play had also taken their seats, the Queen entered. A few minutes after the curtain went up on “Uncle’s Will,” Her
Majesty began to laugh and the play went smoothly. When the curtain finally fell Her Majesty herself led the
applause.
In seven minutes the curtain went up on “Sweethearts,” which went with no less smoothness. As soon as I had
removed my make-up Lady Ely came for me and Sir Henry Ponsonby for my husband. As we were going to the
drawing-room, Lady Ely told me to take off my right-hand glove as the Queen was going to allow me to kiss
hands; she also told me that during all the years she had been with the Queen, Her Majesty had never received an
actress in the Drawing-Room with all the Court.
When we arrived in the drawing-room Her Majesty moved a step forward to greet me and presented me with
her hand which I kissed. She was more than gracious in her compliments and presented me to Princess Beatrice
and my husband to Prince Henry of Battenberg, with whom she left us while she moved across the room to talk to
Lord Sackville and the Countess of Braemar, who was in waiting on the Princess Frederica of Hanover.
In a few moments, however, Her Majesty returned and talked to my husband and me about “Lady Clancarty,”
which we were rehearsing. Naturally, Her Majesty knew the story, and in reply to her questions, my husband told
her that we often went to Hampton Court Palace to study the furniture that we might get all the appointments
exactly right. This we certainly did.
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In the course of the conversation which we were privileged to have with the Queen, she talked of many of the
great actors whom she had seen earlier in her reign, among them being Mr. Macready, Mr. and Mrs. Charles Kean,
Mr. Phelps, Mr. Buckstone, Mr. Benjamin Webster, the elder William Farren, Mr. Alfred Wigan, Mr. Charles
Mathews, Mr. Keeley, Mr. Compton, Madame Vestris, Mrs. Warner, Mrs. Nesbit, Lady (Theodore) Martin (Helen
Faucit), all passed away, and also Mrs. Keeley, Miss Woolgar (Mrs. Alfred Mellon), Mrs. German Reed (Miss
Priscilla Horton), who were then, happily, alive.
The conversation concluded, Her Majesty bade us good night and, after again offering me her hand which I
kissed, left the room.
I went back to my dressing-room and when bidding good night to Lady Ely she told me she was going back
with us to London as her time in waiting was over.
When I had changed, Sir John McNeil told me H.R.H. Prince Henry of Battenberg was waiting to take me in to
supper. A little while later Major Edwards came to me with two books, the Queen's birthday book in which he
asked my husband and me to sign our names and the Queen’s private German prayer book for my signature only.
This I was told was an exceptional favour. After supper we left Osborne shortly after one o’clock and drove to the
hotel at East Cowes, from which next day we were taken to Southampton in the royal steam-launch and so to
London.
A week later I received a letter from Lady Ampthill telling me that a small parcel was being sent to me by
special messenger from Buckingham Palace. It came, addressed to “Mrs. Kendal Grimston from Her Majesty the
Queen,” and consisted of a brooch in the design of the royal crown composed of diamonds, rubies and sapphires.
A few days later Lady Ampthill wrote again saying Her Majesty wished for the autographs and photographs of the
actors who had appeared before her.
The day after the performance the Court Circular recorded the performance in the following terms:
In the evening Mr. and Mrs. Kendal and Mr. Rowley Cathcart had the honour of appearing at Osborne before the
Queen and the Royal Family.
The following pieces were acted:
“UNCLE'S WILL” by Theyre Smith
Florence Marigold … Mrs. Kendal.
Charles Cashmore … Mr. Kendal.
Mr. Barker … Mr. Cathcart.
Scene: An Apartment at the Seaside
after which,
“SWEETHEARTS “
A Dramatic Contrast in Two Acts by W. S. GILBERT
Miss Jennie Northcote … Mrs. Kendal.
Mr. Harry Spreadbrow … Mr. Kendal.
Wilcox, a gardener … Mr. Cathcart.
Scene: The garden of a pretty country cottage
ACT I: 1844. Spring.
ACT II: 1874. Autumn.
Mr. and Mrs. Kendal had the honour subsequently of being received by Her Majesty in the Drawing Room after the
performance.
The ladies and gentlemen in waiting had the honour of joining the Royal Circle.
General the Rt. Hon. Sir Henry and Lady Ponsonby, Miss and Mr. Frederick Ponsonby, Lady Cowell, the Rev.
Canon and Mrs. Prothero, Major and Mrs. Edwards, and Miss Majendie had the honour of being invited.

It may not be without interest if I add that the programme for the Queen’s use was printed in gold on fringed
white satin and surmounted by the Royal Arms in their proper colours.
The programmes for the general company were printed in the same style on white paper with an embossed lace
design similar to that of the valentines which were in current use at the time.
There is no sunshine without its shadow. When in Lady Ely’s hearing someone congratulated me on the signal
honour which had been shown to my husband and me, she turned to me and said,
“Think of the jealousy this is going to arouse.”
She was right. It did arouse jealousy and even vituperation. Still, one paper did remark that our
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command\fn{Command performance; as in, commanded by the monarch to perform in person:H }
was the first occasion on which Her Majesty will have attended any theatrical presentation for nearly thirty years, the
last private performance having been commanded at Windsor Castle when the late Prince Consort was alive. It is more
than satisfactory to see so tangible a proof of recognition has been paid to those artists alone who have not only by their
talent, but by their domestic virtues, have done so much to lift the drama in both a social as well as from a professional
point of view.

A day or two later, on going into my husband's study he handed me a sheet of paper saying,
“Here is a bill from my partner for the expenses for the night the theatre was closed for the Command
Performance.” As I took the paper from him I asked,
“What are we going to do about it?”
“I’ve already drawn a cheque to pay it,” he replied.
Later he received a cheque from Sir Henry Ponsonby stating that the Queen insisted on paying all the expenses
of the evening and included a special fee of five guineas for Mr. Cathcart’s services. In connection with the
Command Performance I received two letters a few days before we went to Osborne. One was from Miss Patty
Chapman (Mrs. F. M. Paget), Charles Kean’s niece, who had acted with him.
So marked a compliment has not been paid to any member of our profession by Her Majesty since my uncle was
appointed royal manager at Windsor. In truth, the compliment paid to you and Mr. Kendal is even greater than that
bestowed upon my uncle, the Queen having retired for so many years (ever since her great bereavement) from all
theatrical amusements. I am glad, oh, so glad.

The other was from Mrs. Robert Wyndham, the widow of the manager of the Theatre Royal, Edinburgh, where
we always appeared whenever we went to that city.
Dear Mrs. Kendal,
To say I am delighted is not the word. I am enchanted and virtue is its own reward!
You may depend the Queen knows the right persons to select, not because she was kind to me years ago, but she
knows clever and good people.
I am so pleased.

Mrs. Robert Wyndham, the wife of the manager of the Theatre Royal, Edinburgh, was a remarkable woman.
Her resourcefulness in getting out of a difficulty was most felicitous, as a story told me by Mr. Harry Kemble,
who was a member of their company at the time, will prove.
On a certain Friday evening she and her husband found themselves without sufficient money in the bank to
meet the salaries at noon next day, when all the members of the company attended “treasury,” as it used to be
called. Having considered the accounts, Mrs. Wyndham said to her husband:
“You must go to —— and get him to lend you a hundred pounds.”
Mr. Wyndham expostulated. In vain. His wife had the final word, as wives should; and as he had been well
trained in husbandry, he went.
Mrs. Wyndham put on her cloak and hat, went to the theatre and put the office clock forward half an hour. The
moment it struck twelve, she left the treasury, that fatal treasury with nothing in it, and, locking the door after her,
said to the first comer,
“Late again! How terrible all this is; here have I been waiting until my patience is exhausted and I am not
going to open the door again. I shall make a new rule. Anyone who is not here by twelve o’clock must wait until
the evening for his salary. If I do this two or three times, perhaps the ladies and gentlemen will learn the meaning
of the word ‘punctuality.’”
Everybody was distressed at the inconvenience he or she had caused and then all apologised humbly to her for
being late. Mrs. Wyndham hurried home and found that her husband had borrowed the money. The various sums
due to the actors were put into small envelopes with their names written on them. In the evening she handed each
actor the appropriate envelope and with a most delightful smile said,
“I have taught you your lesson today, and, perhaps, I may have to teach it to you again.”
She was a genius, God bless her. She was a wife indeed.
222.41 Excerpt from A Devil Of A Trip; or, The Log Of The Yacht Champlain\fn{by John Armoy Knox (1851-1906)}
Armoy, Moyle, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (M) 11
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1/fn{Headed “Letter to the New York World” and below this: “Copyright, 1887, by J. Armoy Knox”:H}
To start on a cruise of many thousand miles requires a great deal of preparation, especially when you have to
build and equip a yacht, as we had to do. There are vast numbers of odds and ends to be gathered, and many of
them to be brought from long distances.\fn{ I reproduce here the “Publishers Preface” to this book in its entirety: J. Armoy Knox,
the author of this book, had the yacht Champlain built, and, accompanied by “Adirondack” Murray, sailed on her from Lake Champlain
through the Richelieu river into the Saint Lawrence, down to the Saguenay; from thence out into the Gulf of Saint Laurence, around Nova
Scotia, and to New York via Boston. The records of the trip, as written by Colonel Knox, were published, in the form of weekly letters, in the
Boston Herald, New York World, San Francisco Post, Chicago Herald, Toronto Mail, Milwaukee Sentinel, Philadelphia Press, and other
newspapers. The pages of this book consist of these letters—including the editor’s headlines and printers’ errors [in my edition, omitted or
corrected]—as they were cut from the columns of the above mentioned newspapers and photo-engraved, with the addition of the
illustrations by Thos. Worth}

The yacht we sail in is named Champlain after Samuel de Champlain, a Captain of French marines, who came
to American in the beginning of the seventeenth century. He discovered and gave his name to the lake on which
our yacht was built. He was sent by King Henry IV, of France to Canada to hold and govern it in his name and to
convert the Indians to Christianity.
King Henry instructed
our well-beloved Lieut. Samue1 de Champ1ain to make great search for gold in those strange and distant lands and
possess thyself of as much treasure as you may, and bring it back in the goodly ships; also seize and bring some of the
natives to work in our royal galleys; and, above all, concern thyself diligently to convert those savage-men of that
country to our most holy faith.

What a quaint Christian scoundrel was the fourth Henry of France. If he had lived in this land of ours, and in
this age, he would not have sent his well-beloved Lieutenant to Canada. He would have worked for Christianity in
the Sunday-school, would have—aldermanically or otherwise-possessed himself of “much treasure” and would
have then gone to Canada himself.
Champlain obeyed the royal instructions. He got very little gold, but in his ardor to Christianize the natives he
bruised his shoulder firing lead into “the savage men” out of an old smooth-bore called an arquebuse. The poor
red man has always suffered through the Christian zeal of his white brother. Whenever an invader on any part of
this continent met an Indian he either tried to make him a Christian and then shot him, or he tried to Christianize
him and then sold him adulterated rum. The result was about the same in each case. Twenty-five years before
Champlain began firing religion into the Iroquois and the Huron on the St. Lawrence, another soldier of the Cross,
named Hernando Cortez, sailed from Spain to conquer and Christianize the sunburned Aztec. Before departing he
evoked the blessing of God and of the saints. A year afterwards, by his order, his Lieutenant, Alvarado, massacred,
at the City of Mexico, 600 Aztecs, who declined to pay him tribute and accept his plan of salvation, and then he
followed this up by a day of public thanksgiving and prayer.
Sixty years afterwards monks of the order of St. Francis of Assisi arrived on the Rio Grande, at what is now EI
Paso, Texas, and there built forts and churches and aided by Spanish soldiers, proceeded to jam the Comanche
Indians full of imported theology. Those who refused to make profession of faith had spades handed to them and
were put to work digging irrigating ditches, while a Spanish musket, with a soldier at the end of it, occupied a
portion of the adjacent atmosphere. The tough Indians, who would neither work nor convert, were kindly
persuaded with a thumb-screw by the good monks. When thus reasoned with they usually embraced the Christian
religion and afterwards died of alcoholism in that faith.
Oh, they were zealous missionaries and godly pioneers, those genial old ruffians who sailed away from home
to strange and distant lands, from which they wrote piously worded dispatches to their royal masters, recounting
their perils and sufferings, which they meekly bore for their religion’s sake and what they could steal from the
aborigines! The religion of Christ is the purest, sweetest, grandest faith that has ever blessed humanity, but what
an army of cutthroats, thieves and thugs have used it as an excuse for the doing of deeds of devilish darkness!
I shall change the subject, however, as I am not engaged to write history, but to tell the truth about this
yachting cruise of ours. I went down to see our yacht yesterday morning for the first time and stayed on board last
night. She is of very graceful line and has quite a jaunty air as she rides at anchor on the smooth surface of the
lake. She has been built specially strong, with a view to safety, for we expect to cruise in some rough waters. The
last time I sailed the ocean blue was a year ago, when I came from Liverpool to New York on the Etruria. The
Cunarder\fn{The R.M.S. Etruria was a British Royal Mail Service packet ship, owned by the Cunard Line (of Titanic fame), which
539

made her maiden voyage on April 25, 1885; she was the last ship fitted out with auxiliary sails in addition to steam power }

is larger than
our yacht. I discovered this on attempting to pull my valise into my cabin on the yacht. I found that to get it in
there, and to leave any room for myself and a box of collars and cuffs that I wanted to take with me, I would have
to saw six inches off the end of it. I asked Mr. Murray to please have the valise stowed away in the hold. Then I
made another discovery. Mr. Murray kindly but firmly informed me that there was no hold in the Champlain. I
discovered many other differences between our yacht and the Etruria. The place where the main saloon and the
smoking-room would be in the Champlain, if she did not differ from the Etruria, is occupied in our yacht by the
centerboard. I do not know what a centerboard is, but that is what it is called, and it occupies a central position
and is about three and a half inches thick.
To give you a better idea of her dimensions I would state that there are two main cabins. They are both of the
same size; one is on the port and one on the starboard side. Mr. Murray occupies the starboard cabin or saloon,
which has a rose-pattern carpet on it, and into which projects the handle of the pump. There is only one berth in
this saloon. It consists of a mattress, which in the daytime is hung against the wall, and is carefully spread out on
the floor at night. On this Mr. Murray sleeps. As he is a large man, and broad of shoulder, he generally lies down
on his left edge, because if he were to turn on his back to better enjoy his repose he would bulge out the starboard
side of our yacht. The port side is occupied by the artist of the expedition and myself—that is, when we occupy a
perpendicular or a sitting position. When either lies down to sleep the other is crowded out, and goes up on deck
and chews fine-cut. We take alternate watches. The artist says that mine below must be a Waterbury, because it
takes so long to wind up. My saloon has also a carpet of the same rose-pattern as the other, but mine has
watermarks in irregular spots all over it, and there is a cold fowl wrapped in a napkin in the corner. I do not know
what the fowl is there for unless it is because there was not room for him elsewhere. As he lies there cold and still
in death, he gives evidence of having been a fine rooster before he was struck down by the ruthless hand of some
unfeeling hired girl. It would seem to me more appropriate to lay his remains out in the cock-pit or in the shrouds.
We have also a captain and a crew on board of the Champlain. I have not yet noticed any place specially
reserved for them to sleep in. I presume they get an occasional mouthful of sleep while leaning up against a mast
or a bob-stay, or mayhap they lie down in the stern sheets.
Our captain is a taciturn man who wears a yellow oilcloth overcoat and seems to have a strong bias in favor of
potted ham as an article of diet. When he is not tying something with a rope he is either asking me to “please get
out of the way, a little for’ad,” or he is striving to pull a mast out by the roots with another rope.
The crew is about twenty-three years of age. He confines himself almost exclusively to the French language
and canned beef. Mr. Murray informed me that the crew—whose name is Archie—did not speak, but could
understand, the modern language of the State of Vermont. I believe he does know a few words, and I know he is
proud of his knowledge. This morning I asked him to bring me some coffee. He returned in about thirty minutes,
and with a smile and bow that expressed, “If there is anything you want that you don’t see on this ship just ask for
it,” handed me a much-soiled two-cent postage stamp.
The foregoing will give the ordinary landsman a fair idea of the extent and scope of our craft. For the benefit
of yachtsmen I would say that the Champlain is 40 feet on the water line, sharpie-built and schooner-rigged.
Yachtsmen will pardon me for not giving them further particulars. Should I try, I doubt not that the amount of
ignorance regarding yachts that I would unload would so lighten the Champlain that she would rise out of the
water so far that she might careen. I expect, however, as I go along to absorb a vast amount of marine lore, which
as occasion offers shall exude from my pen for your instruction and entertainment. I have a book on yachting,
with a glossary near the terminus of it. I may get some points from that.
2\fn{Headed “Letter to Boston Herald”, undated}
Did you ever build a yacht and appoint a day to launch her and to start on a cruise, and did you ever sail on that
appointed day? If you say you did, you make a statement that should cause Sacred Truth to blush at the bottom of
her well.
There is always something left to the last, and to get it you are delayed a day or two. It may be only a suction
valve or a flywheel or a mouldboard, or some other of those nautical things the names and uses of which I do not
understand; but you have to wait for it, whatever it is, as without it the craft could not go, and might back water,
sprain her spinnaker or unlace her stays. Of course, those are not the proper technical terms to use, but
wot\fn{Know} you not that I am far from being a sailor bold. These terms will be just as good to such lubbers of
landsmen as I am and if you are a yachtsman, you can furnish such marine lingo as you think would best suit the
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case. If you do not know how to do this, certainly yacht to know. This is an original pun. It was originally brought
to England by the Norsemen Hengist and Horsa in the early years of Anno Domini.
The trim and saucy yacht Champlain was launched on the 2nd of July. Our intention was to sail away on the 4 th
from Burlington, Vermont, on the beginning of our extensive cruise through several thousand miles of the inland
waters of the continent.
Just at the last moment, as we were ready to start on the morning of the 4 th of July, it was discovered that a
single-tree, or a sang froid, or something made for the yacht was too large. It was further discovered that the only
mechanic in Burlington who could make a new one was beating the drum at the head of the local fire
department’s parade. We could do nothing that day but wait. I was much disappointed and felt real devilish, but
that brought no result, as Burlington is a prohibition town. The artist and I celebrated the glorious anniversary by
going up from our camp on the beach to Burlington, where we drank root beer and also a circus lemonade sort of
stuff that the druggists squirt out of a marble sarcophagus at five cents a squirt. Then we went down to the
boathouse and sat with our feet dangling over the wharf, and thought of a variety of painful punishments that we
should like to inflict on the man who caused the delay. We tried to catch fish, but the fish wouldn’t bite. Then we
went up to the town again, threw a brick at a cow, and bought two blue flannel shirts and some more drug store
beverages. Then we came back to our camp and retired to bed in a great gaunt gob of gloom.
Next morning a further discovery was made. The intelligent mechanic was found with a wet towel around his
head, and he said that he would be something or other—“blowed,” I think, was the expression—if he would do
any work that day.
He kept his word.
So we had one more day of waiting, and we were sore afraid that it would lengthen into two, or maybe, three.
Then our captain bold spake up.
And up spake he:
And his language. it was bad
As bad could be.

It was regarding the intelligent mechanic that he spoke. The latter was a French-Canadian, so the captain
thought it appropriate to use the French language in speaking of him; that is why I say that the captains language
was bad. He does not know French, he only thinks he does.
The day slowly sinks into the crypt of the days that have been as I sit on the banks of Lake Champlain and
look across the 10 miles of its rippling waters—across to where more than 50 peaks of the Adirondack mountains
can be seen.
As I look I think of other days of long ago—and of the scenes that they have witnessed here. I see into the haze
of the centuries, and there, in the forests, and in the green valleys that wind in and out among those grand old
hills, I behold the bark-built hut of the aboriginal inhabitant—the red man who knew of no other lands or nations
or peoples beyond the big waters of the sunrise. I see the maiden swinging merrily on a vine branch, the mother
patiently preparing the skins of beasts for their scanty clothing, and away up among the rocks and the pines on the
hill tops the young men with bow and arrow hunting bear and deer and down by meandering streams in sunlit
valleys, with hook of bone and sinew of deer, are those who strive for the game whose home is in the water, and
there are others in their rude log canoes, hollowed by hatchet of stone or brand of fire, floating lazily on the
mirror-like bosom of the lake. And the white wings of Peace and a halo of Contentment are overall. Happy and
unmolested, and loving their homes, dwell these simple people in an Arcadia that we of today can never know.
Forward through the ages my mental vision reaches, and I come to within 300 years of our own time. I look
and I see the same valley mountain and lake. The red man is still there, and almost the same does he seem. His
bows, arrows and ornaments are of somewhat finer workmanship, and his birch bark canoe bas replaced the
hollow log. But there is a change, peace has flown and contentment has vanished. The war cry has taken the place
of the whisper of love, and, tribe against tribe, fierce battles are waged, and nature’s emerald carpet is crimson
with the blood of men.
Theirs is the whole land, from the pine regions of the north to the palmetto swamps of the south, but they fight
over its division, they wage war for gain, they take up arms for ambition’s sake, and they plunder and despoil each
other in the name of patriotism.
I look again arid I see enter this lake—sailing along its shores in a canoe—the first white man whose eye has
ever rested on its waters. It is a luckless day, an ill-fated moment for the Indian, when this man—Samuel de
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Champlain, a captain of France—lands on its shores. The sound of his first shot is the death-knell of the red man
in all the region of the St. Lawrence. Friendly with some and at enmity with other tribes, Champlain, and those
who succeed him as representatives of the King of France, use the strength and the weakness of tribes in arraying
them against each other; they profit by their virtues and vices, and eventually absorb their lands and ruin their
national and tribal lives.
Today as I sit looking across the lake I see them not. They are among the things that were. But the hills are still
as grand, the valleys still as green, and river and lake still as clear as when, centuries ago, in those halcyon days of
old, the red man owned them all.
Vae victis.\fn{Woe to the conquered}
3\fn{Headed “Letter to Philadelphia Press” dated July 18}
The last fishing rod, the last. rifle and the last can of condensed milk were stowed away on board, the hawser
was cast off from the shore and the yacht Champlain, with her sails filled by a Southwest breeze, sailed out into
Lake Champlain on the first day of what will be a three months’ cruise through lake, and river and sea—a cruise
that will be thousands of miles in extent, and that will carry her and her owners into strange waters. From Lake
Champlain through the Richelieu River, into the St. Lawrence, up the Ottawa to the Capital of Canada; to Quebec,
a city quaint and curious; through the somber Saguenay out into the Gulf of St. Lawrence and along the coast of
Nova Scotia and, perhaps, Labrador.
The Champlain was built specially for this voyage. She is a schooner rigged, centerboard yacht built and
equipped with a view to speed and safety. The verdict of those who have seen her sail is that she is as pretty a
piece of naval architecture as ever shadowed water. Mr. W. H. H. Murray, who modeled the yacht, is in command.
We have also a captain and a crew. Mr. Murray is an experienced yachtsman. The captain is a seaman of ability.
The crew is a Frenchman who answers to the name of Archie, and who, when not acting in the capacity of a crew,
performs the duties of cook. In camp, two days before we sailed, I received the appointment of cook, but being
too ambitious I lost the position. I aspired to make an omelet and I made it. It turned out to be of the kind that
when stretched out and then let go at one end flies back with a snap. At the Captain’s suggestion it was tried on
the ship’s dog; when he declined to injure his digestive organs with it, I was degraded to the rank of second or
assistant cook, with power to act only in emergencies.
I must leave to Mr. Murray the duty of telling you how the yacht behaves and why she so behaves, and how
she acts when running in the eye of the wind or when her anchor gets foul of a parallel of latitude or a snag, for I
am densely ignorant of all nautical matters. I know nothing of such things except the little I learned while
prodding a team of mules in front of a prairie schooner\fn{A popular nickname of the covered wagons of the 19 th century}
across the plains in 1875.
*
We sailed away from Burlington after breakfast. A light breeze carried us over the deep blue of Lake
Champlain out into the middle of it, ten mile of width, where we encountered a strong wind. The surface of the
lake was lumpy with white crested waves chasing each other before the wind. Something was done to the sails,
the centerboard was tampered with, and we headed for the Canadian line at the Northern end of the lake. It was an
ideal yachting day, and just what we wanted to test the sailing qualities of our yacht. Skimming up the lake we
went with the peaks of the Adirondack Mountains on our port and the cloud-capped Green Mountains in the
distance on our starboard bow. The point is the left hand and the starboard is the right hand side of the boat
looking forward. I know this because I went into the cabin and consulted my library and it said so. My library
consists of one consecutive volume of the Yachtsman’s Manual and I keep it m a tin bucket to prevent it getting
wet. If I can spend au hour every day in my library I may, before the end of this cruise, know enough of nautical
etiquette to go below when it rains.
Champlain is 130 miles in length. On each side are many sheltered bays and secluded inlets. The shores are
thickly wooded from the waters edge, and few signs of human habitations are to be seen. We ran almost twenty
miles in two hours, and the yacht acted nobly. As her admiring pilot expressed it, she ran “like the ghost of a
scared cat.” During the two hours’ run I was not in a perpendicular position more than two seconds at one time,
although heavily ballasted with a breakfast of expensive canned groceries and an unwritten article on “Beans as a
Factor in the Nation’s Growth.”
We ran in near the shore and anchored. We sent the tender ashore for eggs and milk while the artist and I cast a
line to leeward with the intent to secure some of the bass with which the lake is said to be well stocked, but the
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bass declined our bogus insects, India-rubber frogs and feather duster flies. Small fish about four inches in length
and called chubs were hungry and hung themselves on our hooks with distressing frequency. We were fishing for
bass and wanted nothing else. The artist, after hauling out more than twenty chubs, attached to his sinker a card on
which was written:
All small fish, especially chubs, are requested not to bite nor monkey with the bait.
The number of bass we didn’t catch would bankrupt the numerical system.
After luncheon the wind went down and we sailed before a light breeze until we came to a quiet bay on the
Eastern shore, where we cast anchor for the night. The waters of the lake became perfectly smooth and the sun
went down behind the Western hills in unusual splendor.
What a picture it was—the yacht, with her white wings folded, resting without motion on the purple bosom of
the lake, a background of emerald forest and mountain, glimpses of the great dome of deepest blue through rifts of
cloud masses glorious in crimson and gold. No picture ever painted had such wealth of gorgeous tints. Such
contrasts of colors so harmoniously blended never came from painter’s palette. Art never mixed her colors with
such matchless skill nor covered canvas with such magnificent prodigality of hues. As the day faded into night the
purple went out of the waters, the gold in the clouds changed to gray, darkness filled the avenues in the woods and
clothed the mountains with a mantle of gloom, and then star after star came out until, when the clouds drifting in
upper currents passed beyond the horizon, the whole firmament was studied with sparkling jewels. I have seen the
day go and the night come in many lands, but never before have I seen the transformation accompanied by such
beautiful effects, and never have I seen as perfect a Summer night. There was a stillness as if the world and all
therein were dead, the usual lapping sound of water on the beach was absent, beat of heart and tick of watch were
all of sound that the ear could detect, and those slight sounds only served to deepen the silence. Lying on the deck
and looking up at the worlds and suns and planets that glistened and sparkled in the great concavity of celestial
space, and then, looking over the side into the water, there seemed to be no water there, but instead, as we looked
down through a great void, we saw what appeared another and similar galaxy of lustrous worlds and suns
gleaming and scintillating in the lower half of the azure vault, and our boat seemed to be floating in space—the
center of the universe. It was like a dream—a fantasy. Small, trivial and insignificant do we and do our ambitions,
our labours, and our lives seem amid such surroundings. What thoughts come to us amid these scenes. My
speculations as to what lay beyond our earthly being were interrupted by Mr. Murray, who broke the silence and
the spell. He said:
“Do you think it would be possible on such a still night as this to paddle a boat right on to you if you were
camped on the beach—paddle it so silently that, however, intently you might listen, you would not know that boat
or paddle was on the lake until they came within the circle of your campfire’s light? Well, it is possible. The
savage learned to do it that he might undiscovered approach he game he hunted or ambush his enemy. Come with
me and I shall show you how it is done. Years ago I learned to do it, and tonight we shall test whether my hand
has forgotten its cunning. A canoe would be better, but we shall try what can be done with this light boat. Hand
me my old paddle; yes, I have owned it a long time, and, in days that are gone, it carried me through many miles
of lake and river. Take a seat in the stern with your back toward me. Shut your eyes so that your whole attention
may be concentrated on detecting the sound of the paddle in the water. Now keep perfectly still until the boat
becomes steady and until I get ready to start.”
I shut my eyes and I waited. I could hear a bull frog on the shore a quarter of a mile away, the creaking of a
rope in a block on the yacht, and the faint splash of a fish leaping away out in the lake. No other sound reached
my ear. The boat had settled down in the water and was absolutely without motion. After waiting probably five
minutes, I said:
“Well, are you not ready to start?”
Then from the bow of the boat came a laugh that filled the whole bay with hilarious sound, and that went away
up among the hills on the other shore and came echoing back in merry ha-ha.has. I opened my eyes and found that
branches of trees swung over my head and that we were within two feet of the shore. Without a sound or
perceptible motion we had passed over the water between the yacht and the beach. It was a wonderful exhibition
of skill—skill born of circumstances, conditions and necessities requiring that the craft and strategy of man be
pitted against the more acute senses of bird and beast.
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4\fn{Headed “Letter to New York World” dated July 28}
What historic ground this is around Lake Champlain, what fierce contentions have been here, and what savage
battles have been fought on these shores and in these waters! In the long ago this was the dividing line between
the region claimed by the Hurons on the north and that owned by the “Five Nations” on the south—a bloody
arena where, for many years, the war-cry echoed from these hills almost continuously. as savage met savage in
deadly strife. Then the French came, and almost the first thing they did was to make war in these woods. Samuel
de Champlain, the representative of the King of France, and the first white man who ever saw this region, came
up here from the St. Lawrence one summer day nearly three hundred years ago, and with him were two other
Frenchmen and a war party of Huron Indians. On the banks of the lake they encountered some two hundred
Iroquois warriors, the mortal enemies of the Hurons. The latter waited the attack of the Iroquois until they
advanced to within bowshot. Then the ranks of the Huron warriors opened and Champlain and the other two
Frenchmen stepped forward in front of the line. They wore steel armor and each was armed with a gun called an
arquebuse. The Iroquois were filled with amazement when they beheld these strangely attired men of a race they
knew not. To their amazement was added terror at the sound of the Frenchmen’s guns and at the deadly effect of
the four bullets with which each was loaded. The Iroquois were panic-stricken and easily defeated, and the
Hurons killed and scalped many of them.
Soon after this time the warriors of the “Five Nations” obtained guns through trade with the Dutch of
Manhattan, and the wars between them and the Indians of the North continued. Then the French claimed the
territory by right of discovery, and erected forts on Lake Champlain. The English also claimed it by virtue of.
treaty with the “Five Nations,” and for years, beginning with the middle of the eighteenth century, the rhythm of
nature’s melody-song of bird, rustle of leaf and ripple of water—was broken in upon by the jarring sounds of
battle and was lost amid the discord of beat of drum, boom of cannon and yell of savage combatant. The conflict
went on, and thousands of gallant Frenchmen, brave Englishmen and fearless savage allies were slain.
The French passed out of the lake forever in 1759 and the English flag floated over the old fort. There was
peace for a time, and deer and panther, bear and beaver, came back to their old haunts in forest and stream, and on
the rocky heights of Ticonderoga grass grew within the walls of the fort, and in cannons mouth spiders spun their
silken webs. Only a few years of tranquility and once more there was tumult and the fort was taken by Ethan
Allen “in the name of the Great Jehovah and the Continental Congress.” And then Burgoyne, with over seven
thousand British soldiers, came into the lake and again was heard the clash of arms, and blood flowed, and men
died.
With the nineteenth century came peace to the region of Champlain, and only the suns of summer and the
frosts of winter have since attacked the old fort of Ticonderoga. Am I not right in saying that around this lake echo
more memories of strife and warfare that go to make our country’s history than around any other spot on the
continent?
*
We sail down into the Richelieu River, which flows from Lake Champlain into the St. Lawrence, and is nearly
one hundred miles in length. The day is hot and the breeze is light as we cross over the line into Canada and lazily
glide down the Stream, passing occasional farmhouses where the inhabitants come out and stare at us. They seem
surprised at the sight of a yacht in these waters, and they gesticulate and ask us where we are from, where we are
going, and don’t we want to buy a bucketful of blackberries. We meet lumber barges, great strings of them pulled
by spluttering little steam tugs, slowly moving south on their way from Quebec to Albany or New York, and now
and then we pass a lonely boy sitting in a canoe fishing in a lonely inlet. This is not the kind of river that “rolls
proudly on,” or that “runs its turbid race,” or that “hies tumbling onward to the azure main.” It is a quiet, smooth,
decorous river that doesn’t hie, or turb or roll, but that takes its time to wander through sun and shade, along
meadows of green rushes, and past banks clothed with spruce and maple, pine and balsam.
What a blessed thing inaction is! To a man, tired of the rush and rattle and noise of a great city, worn and
weary with the grave cares and petty worries of business, with the fight to hold one’s own in life’s struggle, and
with the selfishness and heartlessness of men whose aim in life is the acquisition of position—the possession of
money—to such a one, what a glorious condition of restfulness is this sailing on summer seas, this abandonment
of cares, this indolent nomadism! No Castle of Indolence ever equaled a yacht on inland waters. No pleasures of
idleness ever excelled this lying stretched out on deck, smoking a pipe and watching the panorama of leagues of
picturesque scenery as it passes. You, who live on shore, have to go to your pleasures or send and have such
things as entertain you brought to your homes. We have woods and waterfalls, mountains and valleys, towns and
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villages come to us and pass in review before us.
Listen to me, you city people. Our days are filled with peace and pleasant companionship, no letters to read
and answer, no visitors to interrupt, no bores to annoy, no trains to catch. At night cool breezes fan our faces as we
sleep. The perfume of flower and tree and carol of nature’s choristers greet us when we wake. Our bathroom is the
whole expanse of cool river and sandy beach. And then our appetites! They are worth a King’s ransom, for is it
not pleasure to be hungry? and then such enjoyment it is to eat when sauces are not needed to create desire for
food.
Now, think of this when the midnight music from the back yard fence and the odor from the ash barrel in the
alley greet you when you wake on some of these hot nights, and think of it as you absorb your morning stimulant
to spur your lethargic appetite, and again, think of it when you run to catch a train and get a cinder in your eye.
Then when you miss the train and have said the first bad word you think of, I want you to sit down and, while you
wait for the next train, spend the time in envying us. Yes, I wish you to envy us, but only for the reason that doing
so may suggest to you that it would be good for you and yours to take such a rest and such a trip as we are taking,
and it may cause you to do so some day. We are pioneering the way through these waters, and we hope to induce
many to follow our path and our plan. You need rest, my overworked business brother, and so do you, my
professional friends—you doctors and you lawyers. Steam engines require to be rested occasionally or they would
not last out half their days, and so do you need rest and need it sorely, and if you take it you will lengthen your
days and brighten your lives.
Here we are at St. Jonns, the first town in Canada that we visit, and I go ashore to mail some letters. St. Johns
differs but little from towns of its size in the States, except that many of the people speak French and that all move
more slowly and do business more leisurely than do the people of the United States.
*
Let me describe the languid, loitering way in which a Canadian does business. It was very hot, and I wanted a
lemonade. I entered a house on the door of which was a sign that read:
VINS ET LIQUEURS, UNE SPECIALITE POUR LES “COCKTAILS”
I made known my wants to the barkeeper, who with the aid of a corkscrew, was trying to kill a fly on the
counter. He missed the fly twice and then followed it over to the beer keg and jabbed at it there until it escaped up
among some old extract-of-beef cans on the top shelf. Then, in an indifferent, interrogative way, he said
“Beer?”
I repeated my order. He took a careful look at my sun-burned nose and from the way he elevated his eyebrows
I could see that he thought it strange that I should prefer lemonade to beer. He, however, made no remark, but
took a lemon out of a drawer, got a knife and, after wiping it on his trousers, laid it down while he put his hand to
his mouth to prevent the too sudden escape of quite an abundant yawn. After cutting the lemon into two parts he
looked for something under the counter and behind a beer keg. Not finding it there, he seemed to remember
something and went into a back room from which he soon emerged with a wooden lemon-squeezer. Then he put
some sugar in the glass, following that with a little water. At this point he suddenly went to the open window and
conversed with a man across the street about the loan of a bird-dog. He began again on my lemonade by
squeezing half of the lemon into the glass. Then he looked out of the window and seemed to pursue a train of
thought. It took so much time that I think he must have pursued it across the Canadian frontier, perhaps as far as
Troy or Syracuse, New York. He went into the back room for ice, and, not being able to remember where his ice
hammer was, he scratched his ear a moment, but memory would not respond land he took a beer bottle and with it
leisurely broke the ice and put it into the glass with some more water. Covering the glass with a conical tin vessel
he rolled up his sleeves preparatory to shaking the beverage. At this moment he was interrupted by a man who
smelled as if he had some connection with the engine-room of a tug. The man slammed an open letter down on
the counter and said,
“That’s a devil of a letter for a man to get from his only son. Just cast your eye over that, Jed.”
The barkeeper paused on his first upward shake of my lemonade and taking up the letter read it, and intimated
that “it was a blooming shame.” Then he changed a dollar bill for a man in his shirt sleeves, who was playing
some game in the next room. At last he shook my lemonade, and while he was searching for a straw to put into it I
drank it, laid a dime on the counter, and went down to the wharf. Should I ever again want a lemonade in St.
Johns I shall try to arrive there and order it the day before.
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*
I think the Canadians are more polite and obliging than are our people. I bought some stamps in the St. Johns
Post-Office and tendered a five-dollar bill. The Postmaster expressed regret that he did not have change. He said
that if I would pardon him and kindly wait he would go out and get the bill changed. He had no clerk to send, and
he actually locked up the Post-Office and went around the block and procured the change. At the express office
the agent was starting to the railroad station to meet the only train that day for New York. He expressed deep
regret that he could not wait for the parcel I wished to send. He said, however, that after I got it sealed and
addressed his son would run with it to the station, and if in time he would forward it. The young man waited until
I had sealed the package; he then locked the express office and the last I saw of him he was moving his legs in a
very impetuous manner in the direction of the railroad station. I fear that two such acts of courtesy would hardly
be met with in one day by a stranger in a United States town. Is it because we are such a busy people that we think
we have not time to be courteous and obliging?
When Mr. Macdonald the Mayor of St. Johns heard of our arrival, he called on us and entertained us
handsomely at his house. Mr. Smith, the editor of the News, and some of the members of the Yacht Club also
made our stay at St. Johns very pleasant, and Mr. Alex. Macdonald gave us welcome and material hospitality on
his steam yacht. So our first impressions of Canada and Canadians are of a rose-tinted character.
5\fn{Paper unidentified; no date}
A queer experience we have had today—twelve miles through a canal on a sailing yacht. It was unique and it
was very interesting. After leaving Lake Champlain we sailed down the Richelieu River to St. Johns, a town in
Canada. Here we came to a series of rapids. To get around these it is necessary to use the canal as far as Chambly.
Before this canal was made the route around these rapids was a trail in the woods used by the Indians and by the
French who followed them. Over this trail, which was called a “carry,” or “portage,” they carried their canoes and
equipments until they came to deep water again. It was up the Richelieu, then called the “River of the Iroquois,”
that Champlain came when, nearly three centuries ago, he discovered the lake that now bears his name.
At St. Johns, where the evening before we had been hospitably entertained by members of the yacht club and
by Mayor Macdonald, we entered the first lock of the Chambly Canal.
It was at 4:30 in the morning when a French Canadian, who looked like a pirate who had been up all night and
had forgotten to change his clothes or wash his face since the fall of Quebec, awoke us with a wild yell as we lay
out in the river off the town. He desired to inform us that he was the man who had been engaged to pilot us
through the vasty depths of the canal. He had about one hundred feet of rope in his hand, and to one end of the
rope was attached a pale horse of nondescript breed and grotesque structure. This brute—I refer to the horse—was
spavined and had an impediment in his aft-starboard leg. (You see I am getting posted in maritime language
already.) Then he lifted this leg: he did it with a jerk as if he had stepped on a tack. He stood about thirteen and a
half hands above the water line, and the only rigging he carried was the rope aforesaid, a singletree and a saddle.
We pulled into the lock, the gate was closed after us, the forward gate raised, and on the rising waters the
Champlain floated until her deck was level with the top of the lock. As the sun appeared over the eastern hills we
passed out of the lock into the canal, the tow line was made fast to the yacht, the driver swore and the pale horse
gybed\fn{Shifted}into the tow-path, and promenaded north with a swinging eccentric stride. The yacht went
rushing through the wild waste of forty feet of surging waters at the rate of three to four miles an hour.
I have a number of friends who like yachting, but deny themselves the pleasure, fearing the attendant danger.
They talk of squalls, and capsizing and running on a lee shore, and that sort of thing. Now, to all such timid
people let me commend canal yachting. You have all the pleasure that you would have on the briny deep. For
instance, you can keep your comb and brush, and socks and tobacco, and soap, and crackers all in one locker, just
the same as if you were yachting on the azure main, and the wood of the locker will get damp and swell, and the
thing won’t open.
On a canal there are the same facilities for falling over stern sheets and bobstays and buckets as there are
elsewhere. Besides this, canal yachting really offers advantages and unique privileges that cannot be had on lake
or sea. There are no sails to trim, no jib-boom to knock off your cap and hit you on the back, of the neck as it
gybes, and, instead of running before the wind with your cap lashed down over your ears, you don’t run at all; you
merely glide along in the wake of a fifteen dollar horse who does not feel himself above his business. Then, if
your horse should stray into a cornfield and run you on a lee shore, you can step off the deck on to lee shore and
buy some buttermilk. Or, if you fall overboard and go to the bottom, you can stand up on the broken pickle bottles
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and lost buckets that canalers have dropped overboard and that you will find there. Should the yacht capsize in
midstream you can run along the mainmast and drop down a farm house chimney, or swing yourself off on to a
haystack.
I tell you—and I speak from experience—there be many advantages in canal yachting of which the deep sea
yachtsman little woteth.
When the yachtsman on the moaning sea wants to stop he has to reef his sail and cast his anchor. When we
wish to pause in our mad career on the canal we have merely to say “Belay” to the driver on the tow-path, and he
says “Whoa,” or its French equivalent, to the pale horse, and that makes him stop with an enthusiasm that scatters
gravel over the adjacent scenery. I never saw a horse that could stop in a more unanimous way or belay on such
small provocation. He also occasionally made an extemporaneous stop.
One of these occasions was nearly being his last. There was a light breeze, and we had put up a small sail to
lighten the labour of the old horse. The speed obtained by the yacht under sail required that he should trot to keep
the tow line taut. He missed his driver, who had stepped into a house to get a light for his pipe, and he made one
of his impromptu pauses. It was not quite what could properly be called a full stop, but more in the nature of a
semicolon. The yacht kept on at double the horse’s speed and there was no means of stopping her. We suddenly
realized that if that horse did not toddle along with more velocity there would presently be a dire catastrophe. We
were lunching on deck at the moment and we promptly got up from the table.
There was great tumult for a time and we began shouting at the horse to go on. The artist in his excitement
yelled, “Whoop! Git up!! Fire!!! Scat!!!!” and hit him on the jerky leg with a cold potato. Our impetuous cook
threw a stove lid at him and the captain put his whole soul into a few boisterous notes on the fog horn. Deafness
seemed to be one of the horse’s many infirmities. Our cries of warning he heeded not. The tow line became slack,
dipped in the water, trailed along in a great loop, then as the yacht forged ahead of the horse the line gradually
straightened out, rose dripping from the water, became taut, and whang! splash! yacht and horse had changed
places; the yacht was towing the horse “stern on,” as the nautical phrase goes.
I cannot do descriptive justice to the wild and voluble excitement of the pirate driver when he saw us sailing
away with his pale horse surging in our wake, and for the same reason I must leave you to imagine the pulling,
hauling and profanity required to get the brute ashore. I had a picture made of the yacht and her motive power. It
was made from a photograph taken on the spot. I instructed the photographer to include me in the work of art. If
be had obeyed my orders the picture would have graced this column. His only excuse for not including me in the
photograph was that at the time it was taken I was on ahead at a farmhouse, a mile away.
*
I was at a farmhouse trying to trade a can of devilled ham for a pound of butter. I would not advise anyone to
attempt this with a French-Canadian. Those who are on terms of intimacy with potted ham know that there is a
picture of Satan with the conventional horns, hoof and tail inlaid in red ink on each can. This probably prejudiced
the farmer against it. I explained to him in my most Parisian French what it was. He said he would rather not have
me do it near the house, but that if I wished to go down behind the bluff I might touch the thing off there, where
the explosion could not damage anything.
I saw that he had failed to understand me. Some of these Canadians speak dreadful French. It is harsh and
guttural, and not at all the French '”as she is spoke” by me. It seems to me that it would give a man a sore throat to
even think in such a patois. I explained that the stuff was not an explosive, that it was plain, everyday, granulated
h-a double m—ham, and I supplemented this statement with signs intended to convey the idea that it was good to
eat. He shook his head and said that he knew all about it, had tried it once, that they did die in the house, and that
traps or terrier dogs were good enough for him.
I would suggest to those who may hereafter go canal-yachting in Canada that they do not waste a good article
of French language nor a can of seaworthy devilled ham on the farmer they may meet by the wayside. If he did
trade he would not appreciate the ham, and would possibly use it as a shaving lather or a plug to stop a leak in a
wheel-barrow. He seems to be addicted to salt bacon which he uses as food, and the buttermilk habit has such a
hold on him that he cares for no other stimulant.
I left the horny handed Canadian son of toil without succeeding in making a trade, but 1 had my little revenge.
I dropped the ham into his well. Some day when the can attains a state of noxious desuetude, it will burst, and he
will think he has struck a vein of antique lard in his drinking water.
6\fn{Paper unidentified; no date}
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On the map that I carry with me there is a marked contrast between Canada and the United States. On this
chromatic chart Canada is distinguished by a pale glacial hue, suggestive of furs, frostbites and snowshoes. There
seems to be a vast expanse of empty landscape and vacant lots between towns and the whole country appears to
be sparsely settled with the few large letters of the alphabet that constitute the names of the several provinces. But
on this map of mine the United States is all aglow with warmth of color, and the railroad lines are so numerous
that they hardly leave room for mountain tops to appear between them, and there are mighty rivers depicted, and
the cities and towns and villages are so numerous that their names are crowded over the edge of the continent, so
that their last syllables float out on the waves of the Atlantic and Pacific oceans. The map was not printed in
Canada.
As we sail through Canadian rivers we note almost as much contrast between the two countries as is shown on
the map.
When we cross the northern frontier of the United States there is no mistaking the fact that we are in Canada;
but the contrast is not due to color as it is on my map. The hue of meadow and wood, river and sky, is just the
same that we see in the States; but when we come to observe and study the people, their homes and their habits,
we note a great difference. Of the 4,500,000 inhabitants of this country, there are almost a million and a half who
are French or of French descent, and who still speak the language of France and conform to French customs in
many things.
In some of the towns there is hardly a sign (on store or wall) painted or printed in English. In the country many
of the houses are thatched with straw, and their pointed gables and queer little windows give them a quaint, oldworld aspect. Years ago how hard it must have been for the French of Canada to put the English yoke around their
necks, and how difficult for a man whose forefathers fought under Napoleon at Waterloo, or manned the guns
within Quebec, to cheer with wild enthusiasm on the birthday of Queen Victoria. Yet I am told that these people
are among the most loyal subjects of her gracious majesty. Queer isn’t it? It hardly seems right that they should be
governed by a people who are of another race and who speak a different language. The English never treated them
as nations usually treat a conquered people, and perhaps that accounts for their loyalty. When Canada was lost to
France and came under British rule, the English did everything possible to make the change easy and pleasant to
the Canadians. They allowed them to retain their lands, the French laws were but slightly changed, and religious
liberty was accorded them
There are many evidences of thrift to be seen as we sail down the Richelieu river past farmhouses and barns,
fields of golden wheat and oats, and meadows rich in grass and clover. There are farmhouses in sight all the time
on both banks of the river, and every three or four miles there is a church. It is like a village of many miles in
length, with the river as its only street. There are but few evidences of progress or improvement to be seen. There
is none of that disposition to open up and develop the new and to improve the old that is characteristic of the
enterprising, progressive, restless people on the other side of the line. The great, gaunt hand of the Frost King
comes down heavily on these people. His reign is cruelly oppressive. He locks up canals and rivers—the
Canadians’ great arteries of commerce—during many dreary months of every year, and the farmer’s seed time and
harvest are but of short duration.
A beautiful country this is in the summer, but in winter how bleak and bare and frigid it must seem. No wonder
that when that ancient mariner, Jacques Cartier, discovered this northland, and sailed along its stern and rocky
coast, he said,
“It verily seemeth as if this might be the land to which God banished Cain.”
There are many ways to travel, but if you desire to travel for pleasure and rest, let me commend to you a
sailing yacht as a pleasant means of locomotion, and if you want to get away from the giddy world’s unrest, from
cares of business, and from all the worries and petty annoyances that make life in the city a daily round of
wearying toil, I say to you go and do as we are doing.
“Cannot spare the time,” you say?
Ah, well, then go on, my friend, and worry and toil, and get worn and weary and exhausted, and one day you
will “spare the time” aye, as far as this world’s work is concerned, you will spare not only time, but eternity, too;
and by the time you should have died, if you had lived a natural life, temperate in labor and indulgent in rest, the
world will be whirling around as smoothly as if you had never been, and you will, long before, have been in your
grave and forgotten.
When the Lord made men he did not intend that they should be gray-haired, physical wrecks at 40, as so many
are. He, doubtless, intended that they should not only work, but rest. The majority of Americans do not seem to
know how to rest. True, many leave the city in the summer, presumably in search of rest, but where do they go?
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Mostly to other cities and to crowded seaside villages where there is no rest. The character of labor and effort
merely is changed, and they experience as much physical and mental wear and tear as they would if they had
remained at home. But you, my brother of the blue shirt and sun-bronzed face—you who, to escape the tumult
and the throng of men and the vain cares that vex human life—go to mountain, lake or river with gun or rod,
paddle or sail, I give my hand to you.
And you who swelter in the heat of city or town, how you would envy us if you could focus your mind’s eye
on us, and see us now, this cold, breezy morning, as we sail down along the northern bank of the St. Lawrence. A
night of restful sleep, such sleep as depends on pure air, moderate exercise, a tranquil mind, and a body not
exhausted by labor or dissipation; then a swim at sunrise, a row of a mile or so, an appetite for ham and eggs, the
possession of which is a delight, an appetite that we lose and find three or four times a day—all this we have.
And after breakfast here we are with pipe in mouth, stretched prone on the quarterdeck, lazily watching the
ever-changing scenery go drifting by, as our yacht courses down the current of the great river of the north.
Danger? Well, no; nothing like the danger that hangs hourly over you in Boston. I might, perhaps, get chocked
to death with a fish bone stuck in my windpipe, or I might fall over a lee scuttle, or a maintop combing, or some
other nautical obstruction, and abrade my skin, but that is the only danger to life or limb that I think we risk.
There is no sewer gas to fear, no chimneys to fall on us, no policemen to club us, no mad dogs to bite us, no street
cars to run over us, no man with a bill to ambush us, and, above all, no “keep off the grass” signs to admonish us,
and no chance to be summoned on a jury
How do we spend the time do you say? Well, we simply spend most of it—squander it, doing nothing, and we
think that is the best use to which holiday time can be put. I have no patience with those old “improve the fleeing
hour” frauds who are always firing at us admonitions to the effect that, if we would only profitably use our spare
moments, we would, etc., etc., etc. They tell us that, as the golden moments go howling down into eternity, we
should occasionally wrench a few out of the calendar and improve them (any insurance company will furnish the
calendar).
Why, anyone can do this if he wishes; genius is not needed, brains are not absolutely necessary: all that is
required is to snatch the moments as they fly and use them. Many have made fame and fortune by doing this. You
have, doubtless, read in your Sunday school books of the man who every day utilized the time while he was
shaving to write, and at the end of one year had completed a two-volume treatise on “The Cruelty of Using
Worms as Bait.” Sir James Ferguson, during one winter, while standing on the register waiting for his wife to
warm the bed, invented the woven-wire bustle of commerce. William Penn grabbed small sections of the 17 th
century while he waited in the morning for his coffee to settle, and he utilized them in settling Pennsylvania and
in laying out Philadelphia. I have read somewhere that both New York and Boston laid out Philadelphia, but I
presume that was a mere printer’s error.
The first Governor of Massachusetts while waiting for a streetcar always employed the golden moments
profitably. We are told that it was on one of these occasions that he discovered beans. An uncle of mine mastered
the French language and white-washed his barn—while paying off a mortgage.
Yes, time is money, I admit that we should use it all to the best advantage. Even the infinitesimal fragment of
time that it takes a three-month note to mature in the bank should be utilized, if only in trying to get it renewed.
George Washington was a great man, but he did not put his scraps of time to good use. He could not tell a lie.
Now, if he had applied himself during his spare moments, say while crossing the Delaware, he might have been as
distinguished a liar as any of us.
218.70 Excerpt from The Heavenly Twins\fn{by Sarah Grand (1854-1943)} Donaghadee, Ards, Northern Ireland,
United Kingdom (F) 10
1
At nineteen Evadne looked out of narrow eyes at an untried world inquiringly. She wanted to know. She found
herself forced to put prejudice aside in order to see beneath it, deep down into the sacred heart of things, where
the truth is, and the bewildering clash of human precept with human practice ceases to vex. And this not of design,
but of necessity. It was a need of her nature to know. When she came across something she did not understand, a
word, a phrase, or an allusion to a phase of life, the thing became a haunting demon only to be exorcised by
positive knowledge on the subject. Ages of education, ages of hereditary preparation had probably gone to the
making of such a mind, and rendered its action inevitable. For generations knowledge is acquired, or, rather,
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instilled by force in families, but, once in a way, there comes a child who demands instruction as a right; and in
her own family Evadne appears to have been that child.
Not that she often asked for information. Her faculty was sufficient to enable her to acquire it without troubling
herself or anybody else, a word being, enough on some subjects to make whole regions of thought intelligible to
her. It was as if she only required to be reminded of things she had learnt before. Her mother said she was her
most satisfactory child. She had been easy of education in the schoolroom. She had listened to instruction with
interest and intelligence, and had apparently accepted every article of faith in God and man which had been
offered for her guidance through life with unquestioning confidence; at least she had never been heard to object to
any time-honoured axiom. And she did, in fact, accept them all, but only provisionally. She wanted to know.
Silent, sociable, sober, and sincere, she had walked over the course of her early education and gone on far beyond
it with such ease that those in authority over her never suspected the extent to which she had outstripped them.
It was her father who struck the keynote to which the future of her early intellectual life was set. She was about
twelve years old at the time, and they were sitting out on the lawn at Fraylingay one day after dinner, as was their
wont in the summer—he, on this occasion, under the influence of a good cigar, mellow in mind and moral in
sentiment, but inclining to be didactic for the moment because the coffee was late; she in a receptive mood, ready
to gather silently, and store with care, in her capacious memory any precept that might fall from his lips, to be
taken out and tried as opportunity offered.
“Where is your mother?” he asked.
“I don’t know, father,” Evadne answered. “I think she is in the drawing room.”
“Never say you think, my dear, about matters of fact,” he said. “When it is possible to know it is your business
to find out, and if you cannot find out you must say you don’t know. It is moral cowardice, injurious to yourself,
not to own your ignorance; and you may also be misleading, or unintentionally deceiving, someone else.”
“How might the moral cowardice of not owning my ignorance be injurious to myself, father?” she asked.
“Why, don’t you see,” he answered, “You would suffer in two ways? If the habit of inaccuracy became
confirmed, your own character would deteriorate; and by leading people to suppose that you are as wise as
themselves, you lose opportunities of obtaining useful information. They won’t tell you things they think you
know already.”
Evadne bent her brows upon this lesson and reflected; and doubtless it was the origin of the verbal accuracy
for which.she afterward became notable. Patient investigation had always been a pleasure, but from that time
forward it became a principle also. She understood from what her father had said that to know the facts of life
exactly is a positive duty; which, in a limited sense, was what he had intended to teach her; but the extent to
which she carried the precept would have surprised him.
Her mind was prone to experiment with every item of information it gathered, in order to test its practical
value; if she could turn it to account she treasured it; if not, she rejected it, from whatever source it came. But she
was not herself aware of any reservation in her manner of accepting instruction. The trick was innate, and in no
way interfered with her faith in her friends, which was profound.
She might have justified it, however, upon her father’s authority, for she once heard him say to one of her
brothers: “Find out for yourself, and form your own opinions,” a lesson which she had laid to heart also. Not that
her father would have approved of her putting it into practice. He was one of those men who believe emphatically
that a woman should hold no opinion which is not of masculine origin, and the maxims he had for his boys
differed materially in many respects from those which he gave to his girls. But these precepts of his were, after
all, only matches to Evadne which fired whole trains of reflection, and lighted her to conclusions quite other than
those at which he had arrived himself.
In this way, however, he became her principal instructor. She had attached herself to him ftom the time that she
could toddle, and had acquired from his conversation a proper appreciation of masculine precision of thought. If
his own statements were not always accurate it was from no want of respect for the value of facts; for he was
great on the subject, and often insisted that a lesson or principle of action is contained in the commonest fact; but
he snubbed Evadne promptly all the same on one occasion when she mentioned a fact of life, and drew a principle
of action therefrom for herself.
“Only confusion comes of women thinking for themselves on social subjects,” he said. “You must let me
decide all such matters for you, or you must refer them to your husband when you come under his control.”
Evadne did not pay much attention to this, however, because she remembered another remark of his with
which she could not make it agree. The remark was that women never had thought for themselves, and that
therefore it was evident that they could not think, and that they should not try.
550

Now, as it is obvious that confusion cannot come of a thing that has never been done, the inaccuracy in one or
other of these statements was glaring enough to put both out of the argument. But what Evadne did note was the
use of the word control.
As she grew up she became her father’s constant companion in his walks, and, flattered by her close attention,
he fell into the way of talking a good deal to her. He enjoyed the fine flavour of his own phrase-making, and so
did she, but in such a silent way that nothing ever led him to suspect it was having any but the most desirable
effect upon her mind. She never attempted to argue, and only spoke in order to ask a question on some point
which was not clear to her, or to make some small comment when he seemed to expect her to do so. He often
contradicted himself, and the fact never escaped her attention, but she loved him with a beautiful confidence, and
her respect remained unshaken.
When she had to set herself right between his discrepancies she did not dwell on the latter as faults in him, but
only thought of how wise he was when he warned her to be accurate, and felt grateful, and in this way she formed
her mind upon his sayings; and as a direct result of the long, informal, generally peripatetic lectures to which she
listened without prejudice, and upon which she brought unsuspected powers of discrimination to bear, he had
unconsciously made her a more logical, reasoning, reasonable being than he believed it possible for a woman to
be.
Poor papa! All that he really knew of his most interesting daughter was that she was growing up a good child,
physically strong and active, morally well educated, with a fortunately equable temper; and that she owed a great
deal to him. What, precisely, was never defined. But when the thought of his kindness recurred to him it always
suffused him with happiness.
He was a portly man, with a place in the country, and a house in town; not rich for his position, but well off; a
magistrate, and much respected; well educated in the ideas of the ancients, with whom his own ideas on many
subjects stopped short, and hardly to be called intellectual; a moderate Churchman, a bigoted Conservative,
narrow and strongly prejudiced rather than highly principled. He was quite ignorant of the moral progress of the
world at the present time, and ready to resent even the upward tendency of evolution when it presented itself to
him in the form of any change, including, of course, changes for the better, and more especially so if such change
threatened to bring ahout an improvement in the position of women, or increase the weight of their influence for
good in the world. The mere mention of the subject made him rabid, and he grew apoplectic whenever he
reflected upon the monstrous pretensions of the sex at the present time.
But the thing that roused his scorn and indignation most was when a woman ventured to enter any protest
against the established order of iniquity. He allowed that a certain number of women must of necessity be
abandoned, and raised no objection to that; but what he did consider intolerable was that any one woman should
make a stand against the degradation of her own sex. He thought that immoral.
He was well enough to live with, however, this obstinate English country gentleman, although without
sympathetic insight, and liable to become a petty domestic tyrant at any moment. “Sound” was what he would
have called himself. And he was a man to be envied upon the whole, for his family loved him, and his friends
knew no ill of him.
2
Evande, like the Vicar of Wakefield, was by nature a lover of happy human faces, and she could be playful
herself on occasion; but she had little if any of the saving sense of humor.
Her habit was to take everything au grand serieux, and to consider it. When other people were laughing she
would be gravely observant, as if she were solving a problem; and she would sooner have thought of trying to
discover what combination of molecules resulted in a joke, with a view to benefiting her species by teaching them
how to produce jokes at will, than of trying to be witty herself. She had, too, a quite irritating trick of remaining,
to all outward seeming, stolidly unmoved by events which were causing an otherwise general commotion; but in
cases of danger or emergency she was essentially swift to act—as on one occasion, for instance, when the
Hamilton House twins were at Fraylingay.
The twins had arrived somewhat late in the married lives of their parents, and had been welcomed as angel
visitants, under which fond delusion they were christened respectively Angelica and Theodore. Before they were
well out of their nurse’s arms, however, society, with discernment, had changed Theodore’s name to Diavolo, but
“Angelica” was sanctioned, the irony being obvious.
The twins were alike in appearance, but not nearly so much so as twins usually are. It would have been quite
easy to distinguish them apart, even if one had not been dark and the other fair, and for this mercy everybody
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connected with them had reason to be thankful, for as soon as they reached the age of active indiscretion they
would certainly have got themselves mixed if they could. Angelica was the dark one, and she was also the elder,
taller, stronger, and wickeder of the two, the organizer and commander of every expedition.
Before they were five years old everybody about the place was upon the alert, both in self-defence and also to
see that the twins did not kill themselves. Bars of iron had to be put on the upstairs windows to prevent them
making ladders of the traveller’s joy and wisteria, modes of egress which they very much preferred to
commonplace doors; and Mr. Hamilton-Wells had been reluctantly obliged to have the moat, which was deep and
full of fish, and had been the glory of Hamilton House for generations, drained for fear of accidents. Argument
was unavailing with the twins as a means of repression, but they were always prepared to argue out any question
of privilege with their father and mother cheerfully. Punishment, too, had an effect quite other than that intended,
They were interested at the moment, but they would slap each other’s hands and put each other in the corner for
fun five minutes after they had received similar chastisement in solemn earnest.
They would have lived out of doors altogether by choice, and they managed to make their escape in all
weathers. If the vigilant watch that was kept upon them were relaxed for a moment, they disappeared as if by
magic, and would probably only be recovered at the farthest limit of their father’s property, or in the kitchen of
some neighbouring country gentleman, where they were sure to be popular. They were always busy about
something, and when every usual occupation failed, they fought each other. After a battle they counted scars and
scratches for the honour of having most, and if there were not bruises enough to satisfy one of them, the other was
always obligingly ready to fight again until there were.
Mr. Hamilton-Wells had great faith in the discipline of the Church service for them, and was anxious that they
should be early accustomed to go there. They behaved pretty well while the solemnity was strange enough to awe
them, and one Sunday when Lady Adeline—their mother—could not accompany him, Mr. Hamilton-Wells
ventured to go alone with them. He took the precaution to place them on either side of him so as to separate them
and interpose a solid body between them and any signals they might make to each other; but in the quietest part of
the service, when everybody was kneeling, some movement of Diavolo’s attracted his attention for a moment
from Angelica, and when he looked again the latter had disappeared. She had discovered that it was possible to
creep from pew to pew beneath the seats, and had started to explore the church. On her way, however, she
observed a pair of stout legs belonging to a respectable elderly woman who was too deep in her devotion to be
aware of the intruder, and, being somewhat astonished by their size, she proceeded to test their quality with a pin,
the consequence being an appalling shriek from the woman, which started a shrill treble cry from herself. The
service was suspended, and Mr. Hamilton-Wells, the most precise of men, hastened down the aisle, and fished his
daughter out, an awful spectacle of dust, from under the seat, incontinently.
When Mr. and Lady Adeline Hamilton-Wells went from home for any length of time they were obliged to take
their children with them, as servants who knew the latter would rather leave than be left in charge of them, and
this was how it happened that Evildne made their acquaintance at an early age.
It was during their first visit to Fraylingay, while they were still quite tiny, and she was hardly in her teens, that
the event referred to in illustration of one of Evadne’s characteristics occurred.
The twins had arrived late in the afternoon, and were taken into the dininig room, where the table was already
decorated for dinner. It evidently attracted a good deal of their attention, but they said nothing. At dessert,
however, to which Evadne had come down with the elder children, the dining room door was seen to open with
portentous slowness, and there appeared in the aperture two little figures in long nightgowns, their forefingers in
their mouths, their inquisitive noses tilted in the air, and their bright eyes round with astonishment. It was like the
middle of the night to them, and they had expected to find the room empty.
“Oh, you naughty children!” Lady Adeline exclaimed.
“The darlings!” cried Mrs. Frayling, Evadne’s mother. “Do let them come in,” and she picked up Angelica, and
held her on her knee, one of the other ladies at the opposite end of the long table taking Diavolo up at the same
time. But the moment the children found themselves on a level with the table they made a dart for the center piece
simultaneously on their hands and knees, regardless of the smash of dessert plates, decanters, wineglasses, and
fruit dishes, which they upset by the way.
“It is!” shrieked Angelica, thumping the flat mirror which was part of the table decorations triumphantly.
“It is what?” cried Lady Adeline, enueavoring to reach the child.
“It’s looking-glass, mamma. Diavolo said it was water.”
There was much amusement at the words, and at the quaint spectacle of the two little creatures sitting amid the
wreckage in the middle of the table not a bit abashed by the novelty of their conspicuous position.
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Only Evadne, who was standing behind her mother’s chair, remained grave. She seemed to be considering the
situation severely, and, acting on her own responsibility, she picked Diavolo up in the midst of the general hilarity,
and carried him out of the room with her hand pressed tight on his thigh.
The child had come down armed with an open penknife, with which to defend Angelica should they encounter
any ogres or giants on the stairs, and in scrambling up the table he had managed to strike himself in the thigh with
it, and had severed the femoral artery; but, with the curious shame which makes some children dislike to own that
they are hurt, he had contrived to conceal the accident for a moment with his nightgown under cover of the
flowers, and it was only Evadne’s observant eye and presence of mind that had saved his life. No one in the house
could make a tourniquet, and she sat with the child on her knee while a doctor was being fetched, keeping him
quiet as by a miracle, and stopping the hemorrhage with the pressure of her thumb, not even his parents daring to
relieve her, since Diavolo had never been known to be still so long in his life with anybody else. She held him till
the operation of tying the artery was safely accomplished, by which time Mr. Diavolo was sufficiently exhausted
to be good and go to sleep; and then she quietly fainted. But she was about again in time to catch him when he
woke, and keep him quiet, and so by unwearied watching she prevented accidents until all danger was over.
Diavolo afterward heard his parents praise her in unmeasured terms to her parents one day in her absence. She
happened to return while they were still in the room, and, being doubtless wide awake to the advantages of such a
connection, he took the opportunity of promising solemnly, in the presence of such respectable witnesses, to
marry her as soon as he was able.
She had added the word “tourniquet” to her vocabulary during this time, and having looked it up in the
dictionary, she requested the doctor to be so good as to teach her to make one. While doing so the doctor became
interested in his silent, intelligent pupil, and it ended in his teaching her all that a young lady could learn of
bandaging, of antidotes to poisons, of what to do in case of many possible accidents, and also of nursing,
theoretically.
But this was not a solitary instance of the quiet power of the girl which already compelled even elderly
gentlemen much overworked and self-absorbed, to sacrifice themselves in her service.
3
It is a notable thing that in almost every instance it was her father’s influence which forced Evadne to draw.
conclusions in regard to life quite unlike any of his own, and very distasteful to him. He was the most
conservative of men, and yet he was continually setting her mind off at a tangent in search of premises upon
which to found ultra-liberal conclusions.
His primitive theories about women and “all that they are good for,” for one thing, which differed so materially
from the facts as she observed them every day, formed a constant mental stimulus to which her busy brain was
greatly indebted.
“Women should confine their attention to housekeeping,” he remarked once when the talk about the higher
education of women first began to irritate elderly gentlemen. “It is all they are fit for.”
“Is it?” said Evadne.
“Yes. And they don’t know arithmetic enough to do that properly.”
“Don’t they? Why?” she asked.
“Because they have no brains,” he answered.
“But some women have been clever,” she ventured seriously.
“Yes, of course; exceptional women. But you can’t argue from exceptional women.”
“Then ordinary women have no brains, and cannot learn arithmetic?” she concluded.
“Precisely,” he answered irritably. Such signs of intelligence always did irritate him, somehow.
Evadne found food for reflection in these remarks. She had done a certain amount of arithmetic herself in the
schoolroom, and had never found it difficult, but then she had not gone far enough, perhaps. And she went at once
to get a Colenso\fn{Arithmetic: Designed for Use in Schools; by John William Colenso (1814-1833)} or a Barnard Smith\fn
{Arithmetic for Schools (1895), published by Charles Laommi Harrington, Charles Smith and Barnard Smith } to see. She found them
more fascinating when she attacked them of her own free will and with all her intelligence than she had done
when necessity, in the shape of her governess, forced her to pay them some attention, and she went through them
both in a few weeks at odd times, and then asked her father’s advice about a book on advanced mathematics.
“Advanced mathematics!”, he exclaimed. “Can you keep accounts?”
“I don’t know,” she answered doubtfully.
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“Then what is this nonsense about advanced mathematics? “
“Oh, I have finished Barnard Smith, and I thought I should like to go on,” she explained.
“Now, isn’t that like your sex?” he observed, smiling at his own superiority. “You pick things up with a parrotlike sharpness, but haven’t intelligence enough to make any practical application of them. A woman closely
resembles a parrot in her mental processes, and in the use she makes of fine phrases which she does not
understand to produce an effect of cleverness—such as “advanced m.lthematics!” Evadne bent her brow, and let
him ruminate a little in infinite self-content, then asked abruptly:
“Can men keep accounts who have never seen accounts kept?”
“No, of course not,” he answered, seeing in this a new instance of feminine imbecility, and laughing.
“Ah,” she observed, then added thoughtfully as she moved away: “I should like to see how accounts are kept.”
She never had any more conversation with her father upon this subject, but from that time forward
mathematics, which had before been only an incident in the way of lessons, became an interest in life, and a solid
part of her education. But, although she found she could do arithmetic without any great difficulty, it never
occurred to her either that her father could be wrong or that there might be in herself the making of an exceptional
woman. The habit of love and respect kept her attention from any point which would have led to a judgment upon
her father, and she was too unconscious of herself as a separate unit to make personal application of anything as
yet. Her mind at this time, like the hold of a ship with a general cargo, was merely being stored with the raw
materials which were to be distributed over her whole life, and turned by degrees to many purposes, useful,
beautiful—not impossibly detestable.
But that remark of her father’s about “all that women are fit for,” which he kept well watered from time to time
with other conventiotlal expressions of a contemptuous kind, was undoubtedly the seed of much more than a
knowledge of the higher mathematics. It was that which set her mind off on a long and patient inquiry into the
condition and capacity of women, and made her, in the end of the nineteenth century, essentially herself. But she
did not begin her inquiry of set purpose; she was not even conscious of the particlar attention she paid to the
subject. She had no foregbne conclusion to arrive at, no wish to find evidence in favour of the woman which
would prove the man wrong. Only, coming across so many sneers at the incapacity of women, she fell insensibly
into the habit of asking why.
The question to begin with was always: “Why are women such inferior beings?” But, by degrees, as her
reading extended, it changed its form, and then she asked herself doubtfully: “Are women such inferior beings?” a
position which carried her in front of her father at once by a hundred years, and led her rapidly on to the final
conclusion that women had originally no congenital defect of inferiority, and that, although they have still much
way to make up, it now rests with themselves to be inferior or not, as they choose.
She had an industrious habit of writing what she thought about the works she studied, and there is an
interesting record still in existene of her course of reading between the ages of twelve and nineteen. It consists of
one thick volume, on the title page of which she had written roundly, but without a flourish, “Commonplace
Book,” and the date. The first entries are made in a careful, unformed, childish hand, and with diffidence
evidently; but they became rapidly decided both in caligraphy and tone as she advanced. The handwriting is small
and cramped, but the latter probably with a view to economy of space, and it is always clear and neat. There are
few erasures or mistakes of grammar or spelling, even from the first, and little tautology; but she makes no
attempt at literary style or elegance of expression. Still, all that she says is impressive, and probably on that
account. She chooses the words best calculated to express her meaning clearly and concisely, and undoubtedly her
meaning is always either a settled conviction or an honest endeavour to arrive at one.
It is the honesty, in fact, that is so impressive. She never thinks of trying to shine in the composition of words;
there was no idea of budding authorship in her mind; she had no more consciousness of purpose in her writing
than she had in her singing, when she sang about the place. The one was as involuntary as the other, and the
outcome of similar sensations. It pleased her to write, and it pleased her to sing, and she did both when the
impulse came upon her.
She must, however, have had considerable natural facility of expression. Writing seems always to have been
her best mode of communication. She was shy from the first in conversation, but bold to a fault with her pen.
Some of the criticisms she wrote in her “Commonplace Book” are quite exhaustive; most of them are temperate,
although she does give way occasionally to bursts of fiery indignation at things which outrage her sense of justice;
but the general characteristic is a marked originality, not only in her point of view, but also in the use she makes of
quite unpromising materials.
In fact, the most notable part of the record is the proof it contains that all the arguments upon which she
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formed her opinions were found in the enemy’s works alone. She had drawn her own conclusions; but after
having done so, as it happened, she had the satisfaction of finding confirmation strong in John Stuart Millon “The
Subjection of Women,” which she came across by accident—an accident, by the way, for which Lady Adeline
Hamilton-Wells was responsible. She brought the book to Fraylingay, and forgot it when she went home, and
Evadne, happening to find it throwing about, took charge of it, read it with avidity, and found for herself a world
of thought in which she could breathe freely.
The Vicar of Wakefield\fn{by Oliver Goldsmith and published in 1761} was one of her early favourites.
She read it several times, and makes mention of it twice in her Commonplace Book. Her first notice of it is a
childishh little synopsis, very quaint in its unconscious irony; but interesting, principally from the fact that she
was struck even then by the point upon which she afterward became so strong.
“The vicar,” she says, “was a good man, and very fond of his wife and family, and they were very fond of him,
but his wife was queer, and could only read a little. And he never taught her to improve herself, although he had
books and was learned.\fn{The author notes here: This is the point alluded to } He had two daughters, who were spiteful
and did not like other girls to be pretty. They had bad taste, too, and wanted to go to church overdressed, and
thought it finer to ride a plough-horse than walk. It does not say that they ever read anything, either. If they had
they would have known better. There is a very nasty man in the book called Squire Thornhill, and a nice one
called Sir William Thornhill, who was his uncle. Sir William marries Sophia, and Squire Thornhill marries Olivia,
although he does not intend to. Olivia was a horrid deceitful girl, and it served her right to get such a husband.
They have a brother called Moses, who used to talk philosophy with his father at dinner, and once sold a cow for a
gross of green spectacles. A gross is twelve dozen. Of course they were all annoyed, but the vicar himself was
cheated by the same man when he went to sell the horse. He seemed to think a great deal of knowing Latin and
Greek, but it was not much use to him then. It was funny that he should be conceited about what he knew himself,
and not want his wife to know anything. He said to her once: ‘I never dispute your abilities to make a goose pie,
and I beg you’ll leave argument to me’; which she might have thought rude, but perhaps she was not a lady, as
ladies do not make goose pies. I forgot, though, they had lost all their money. They had great troubles, and the
vicar was put in prison. He was very ill, but preached to the prisoners, and everybody loved him. I like The Vicar
of Wakefield very much, and if I cannot find another book as nice I shall read it again. Turn, Gentle Hermit is silly.
I suppose Punch took Edwin and Angelina out of it to laugh at them.”
Quite three years must have elapsed before she again mentions The Vicar of Wakefield, and in the meantime
she had been reading a fair variety of books, but for the most part under schoolroom supervision, carefully
selected for her. Some, however, she had chosen for herself—during the holidays when discipline was relaxed; but
it was a fault which she had to confess, and she does so always, honestly. Lewes’ Life of Goethe was one of these.
She wrote a glowing description of it, at the end of which she says:
“I found the book on a sofa in the drawing room, and began it without thinking, and read and read until I had
nearly finished it, quite forgetting to ask leave. But of course I went at once to tell father as soon as I thought of it.
Mother was there too, and inclined to scold, but father frowned, and said: ‘Let her alone. It will do her no harm;
she won’t understand it.’ I asked if I might finish it, and he said, ‘Oh, yes,’ impatiently. I think he wanted to get rid
of me, and I am sorry I interrupted him at an inconvenient time. Mother often does not agree with father, but she
always gives in. Very often she is right, however, and he is wrong, Last week she did not want us to go out one
day because she was sure it would rain, but he did not think so, and said we had better go. It did rain—poured—
and we got wet through and have had colds ever since, but when we came in mother scolded me for saying, ‘You
see, you were right.’ She said I should be saying ‘I told you so!’ next, in a nasty jeering way as the boys do, which
really means rejoicing because somebody else is wrong, and is not generous. I hope I shall never come to that; but
I know if I am ever sure of a thing being right which somebody else thinks is wrong, it won’t matter what it is or
who it is, I shall not give in. I don’t see how I could.”
Her pen seldom ran away with her into personal matters like these, in the early part of the book; but from the
first she was apt to be beguiled occasionally by the pleasure of perceiving a powerful stimulant under the
influence of which everything is lost sight of but the point perceived. She had never to fight a daily and
exhausting battle for her private opinions as talkative people have, simply because she rarely if ever expressed an
opinion; but her father stood ready always, a post of resistance to innovation, upon which she could sharpen the
claws of her conclusion silently whenever they required it. When next she mentions The Vicar of Wakefield, she
says expressly:
“I do not remember what I wrote about it the first time I read it, and I will not look to see until I have written
what I think now, because I should like to know if I still agree with myself as I was then.”
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And it is interesting to note how very much she does agree with herself as she “was then”; the feeling, in fact,
is the same, but it has passed from her heart to her head, and been resolved by the process into positive opinion,
held with conscious knowledge, and delivered with greatly improved power of expression.
“The Vicar of Wakefield makes me think a good deal,” she continues, “but there is no order in my thoughts,
There is, however, one thing in the book that strikes me first and foremost and above all others, which is that the
men were educated and the women were ignorant. It is not to be supposed that the women preferred to be
ignorant, and therefore I presume they were not allowed the educational advantages upon which the men prided
themselves, The men must accordingly have withheld these advantages by main force, yet they do not scorn to
sneer at the consequences of their injustice. There is a sneer implied in the vicar’s remark about his own wife:
‘She could read any English book without much spelling.’ That her ignorance was not the consequence of
incapacity is proved by the evidence which follows of her intelligence in other matters. Had Mrs. Primrose been
educated she might have continued less lovable than the vicar, but she would probably have been wiser. The vicar
must always have been conscious of her defects, but had never apparently thought of a remedy, nor does he dream
of preventing a repetition of the same defects in his daughters by providing them with a better education. He takes
their unteachableness for granted, remarking complacently that ‘an hour of recreation was taken up in innocent
mirth between my wife and daughters, and in philosophical arguments between my son and me,' as if ‘innocent
mirth’ were as much as he could reasonably expect from such inferior beings as a wife and daughters must
nectssarily be. The average school girl of today is a child of light on the subject of her own sex compared with the
gentle vicar, and incapable, even before her education is half over, of the envy and meanness which the latter
thinks it kindest to take a humourous view of, and of the disingenuousness at which he also smiles as the
inevitable outcome of feminine inferiority—at least I never met a girl in my position who would not have admired
Miss Wilmot’s beauty, nor do I know one who would not answer her father frankly, however embarrassing the
question might be, if he asked her opinion of a possible lover.”
The next entry in the book is on the subject of Mrs. Caudle’s Curtain Lectures, and, like most of the others, it
merits attention from the unexpected view she takes of the position. It does not strike her as being humourous, but
pathetic. She feels the misery of it, and she had already begun to hold that human misery is either a thing to be
remedied or a sacred subject to be dwelt on in silence; and she considers Mrs. Caudle entirely with a view to
finding a cure for her case.
“The Caudles were petty tradespeople,” she says, “respectable in their own position, but hardly lovable
according to our ideas. Mr. Caudle, with meek persistency, goes out to amuse himself alone when his day’s work
is done. Mrs. Caudle’s day’s work never is done. She has the wearing charge of a large family, and the anxiety of
making both ends meet on a paltry income, which entails much self-denial and sordid parsimony, but is
conscientiously done, if not cheerfully, nevertheless. It is Mr. Caudle, however, who grumbles, making no
allowance for extra pressure of work on washing days, when she is too busy to hash the cold mutton. The rule of
her life is weariness and worry from morning till night, and for relaxation in the evening she must sit down and
mend the children’s clothes; and even when that is done she goes to bed with the certainty of being roused from
her hard-earned rest by a husband who brings a sickening odour of bad tobacco and spirits home with him, and
naturally her temper suffers. She knows nothing of love and sympathy; she has no pleasurable interest in life.
Fatigue and worry are succeeded by profound disheartenment. One can imagine that while she was young, the
worn garments she was wont to mend during those long lonely evenings were often wet with tears. The dullness
must have been deadly, and dullness added to fatigue time after time ended at last not in tears, but in peevish
irritation, ebullitions of spleen, and ineffectual resistance. The woman was thoroughly embittered, and the man
had to pay the penalty. Whatever pleasure there might have been in their joint lives he had secured for himself,
leaving her to stagnate for want of a little variety to keep her feelings flowing wholesomely; and she did stagnate
dutifully, but she was to blame for it. Had she gone out and amused herself with other wives similarly situated,
and had tobacco and beer, if she liked them, every evening, it would have been better for herself and her
husband.”
There must have been some system in Evadne’s reading, for The Naggletons came immediately after Mrs.
Caudle, and are dismissed curtly enough:
“Vulgar, ill-bred, lower class people,” she calls them. “Objectionable to contemplate from every point of view.
But a book which should enlighten the class whom it describes on the subject of their own bad manners. We don’t
nag.”
She owed her acquaintance with the next two books she mentions to the indirect instigation of her father, and
she must have read them when she was about eighteen, and emancipated from schoolroom supervision, but not
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yet fairly entered upon the next chapter of her existence; for they are among the last she notices before she came
out. The date is fixed by an entry which appears on a subsequent page with the note:
“I was presented at court today by my mother.”
After this entry life becomes more interesting than literature, evidently, for the book ceases to be a record of
reading and thought with an occasional note on people and circumstances, and becomes just the opposile, viz., a
diary of events interspersed with sketches of character and only a rare allusion to literature. But, judging by the
number and variety and the careful record kept of the works she read, the six months or so immediately preceding
her presentation must have been a time of the greatest intellectual activity, her father’s influence being, as usual,
often apparent as primary instigator.
Once, when they were having coffee out on the lawn after dinner, he began a discussion in her hearing about
books with another gentleman who was staying in the house, and in the course of it he happened to praise
Roderick Random and Tom Jones eloquently.\fn{The Adventures of Roderick Random, by Tobias Smollett (1748); The History of
Tom Jones, A Foundling, by Henry Fielding (1749)} He said they were superior in their own line to anything which the
present day has produced.
“They are true to life in every particular,” he maintained, “and not only to the life of those times, but of all
time. In fact, you feel as you read that it is not fiction, but human nature itself that you are studying; and there is
an education in moral philosophy on every page.”
Evadne was much impressed, and being anxious to know what an education ill moral philosophy might be, she
got Roderick Random and Tom Jones out of the library when she went in that evening, and took them to her own
room to study. They were the two books already referred to as being among the last she read just before she came
out. They did not please her, but she waded through them from beginning to end conscientiously, nevertheless,
and then she made her remarks. Of Roderick Random she wrote:
“The hero is a kind of king-can-do-no-wrong young man; if a thing were not right in itself he acted as if the
pleasure of doing it sanctified it to his use sufficiently. After a career of vice, in which he revels without any sense
of personal degradation, he marries an amiable girl named Narcissa, and everyone seems to expect that such a
union of vice and virtue would be productive of the happiest consequences. In point of fact he should have
married Miss Williams, for whom he was in every respect a suitable mate. If anything, Miss Williams was the
better of the two, for Roderick sinned in weak wantonness, while she only did so of necessity. They repent
together, but she is married to an unsavoury manservant named Strap as a reward; while Roderick considers
himself entitled to the peerless Narcissa. Miss Willialns, moreover, becomes Narcissa’s confidential friend, and
the whole disgraceful arrangement is made possible by Narcissa herself, who calmly accepts these two precious
associates at their own valuation, and admits them to the closest intimacy without any knowledge of their true
characters and early lives. The fine flavour of real life in the book seems to me to be of the putrid kind which
some palates relish, perhaps; but it cannot be wholesome, and it may be poisonous. The moral is: Be as vicious as
you please, but prate of virtue.”
Tom Jones she dismissed with greater contempt, if possible:
“Another young man,” she wrote, “steeped in vice, although acquainted with virtue. He also marries a spotless
heroine. Such men marrying are a danger to the community at large. The two books taken together show well the
self-interest and injustice of men, the fatal ignorance and slavish apathy of women; and it may be good to know
these things, but it is not agreeable.”
The ventilation of free discussion would doubtless have been an advantage to Evadne at this impressionable
period, when she was still, as it were, more an intellectual than a human being, travelling upon her head rather
than upon her heart—so to speak—and one cannot help speculating about the probable modification it would have
wrought in some of her opinions. Unfortunately, however, her family was one of those in which the clôture is
rigorously applied when any attempt is made to introduce ideas which are not already old and accustomed.
It was as if her people were satisfied that by enforcing silence they could prevent thought.
4
It is interesting to trace the steps by which Evadne advanced: one item of knowledge accidentally acquired
compelling her to seek another, as in the case of some disease mentioned in a story-book, the nature of which she
could not comprehend without studying the construction of the organ it affected. But haphazard seems to have
determined her pursuits much more than design as a rule. Some people in afterlife, who liked her views, said they
saw the guiding hand of Providence directing her course from the first; but those who opposed her said it was the
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devil; and others again, in idleness or charity, or the calm neutrality of indifference, set it all down to the
Inevitable, a fashionable first cause at this time, which is both comprehensive, convenient, and inoffensive, since
it may mean anything, and so suits itself to everybody’s prejudices.
But she certainly made her first acquaintance with anatomy and physiology without design of her own. Her
mother sent her up to a lumber room one day to hunt through an old box of books for a story she wanted her to
read to the children, and the box happened to contain some medical works, which Evadne peeped into during her
search. A plate first attracted her attention, and then she read a little to see what the plate meant, and then she read
a little more because the subject fascinated her, and the lucid language of a great scientific man, certain of his
facts, satisfied her, and carried her on insensibly. She continued standing until one leg tired, then she rested on the
other; then she sat on the hard edge of the box, and finally she subsided on to the floor, in the dust, where she was
found hours later, still reading.
“My dear child, where have you been?” her mother exclaimed irritably, when at last she appeared. “I sent you
to get a book to read to the children.”
“There it is, mother—The Gold Thread,” Evadne an. swered. “But I cannot read to the children until after their
tea. They were at their lessons this morning, and we are all going out this afternoon.”
She had neither forgotten the children nor the time they wanted their book, which was eminently characteristic.
She never did forget other people’s interests, however much she might be absorbed by the pleasure of her own
pursuits.
“And I found three other books, mother, that I should like to have; may I?” she continued. “They are all about
our bones and brains, and the circulation of the blood, and digestion. It says in one of them that muriatic acid, the
chemical agent by which the stomach dissolves the food, is probably obtained from muriate of soda, which is
common salt contained in the blood. Isn’t that interesting? And it says that pleasure—not excitement, you know—
is the result of the action of living organs, and it goes on to explain it. Shall I read it to you?”
“My dear child, what nonsense have you got hold of now?” Mrs. Frayling exclaimed, laughing.
“It is all here, mother,” Evadne remonstrated, tapping her books. “Do look at them.”
Mrs. Frayling turned over a few pages with dainty fingers:
“Tracing from without inward, the various coverings of the brain are,” she read in one. “The superior extremity
consists of the shoulder, the arm, the forearm, and the hand,” she saw in another. “Dr. Harley also confirms the
opinion of M. Chaveau that the sugar is not destroyed in any appreciable quantity during its passage through tile
tissues,” she learned from the third.
“Oh, how nasty!” she ejaculated, alluding to the dust on the cover. “And what a state you are in yourself! You
seem to have a perfect mania for grubbing up old books. What do you want with them? You cannot possibly
understand them. Why, I can’t! It is all vanity, you know. Here, take them away.”
“But, mother, I want to keep them. They can’t do me any harm if I don’t understand them.”
“You really are tiresome, Evadne,” her mother rejoined. “It is quite bad taste to be so persistent.”
“I am sorry, mother; I apologize. But I can read them, I suppose, as you don’t see anything objectionable in
them.”
“Don’t you see, dear child, that I am trying to write a letter? How do you suppose I can do so while you stand
chattering there at my elbow! You won’t understand the books, but you are too obstinate for anything, and you
had better take them and try. I don’t expect to hear anything more about them,” she added complacently, as she
resumed her letter. Nor did she, but she felt the effect of them strongly in after years.
When Evadne went out for a ride with three of her sisters that afternoon her mind was full to overflowing of
her morning studies, and she would liked to have shared such interesting information with them, but they
discouraged her.
“Isn’t it curious,” she began, “our skulls are not all in one piece when we’re born—”
“I call it simply nasty,” said Julia. She was the one who screamed at a mouse.
“You’ll be a bore if you don’t mind,” cried Evelyn, who monopolized the conversation, as a rule.
Barbara politely requested her to “Shurrup!” a word of the boys which she permitted herself to borrow in the
exuberance of her spirits and the sanctity of private life whenever Evadne threatened, as on the present occasion,
to be “too kind.”
Evadne turned back then and left them, not because they vexed her, but because she wanted to have her head to
the wind and her thick brown hair blown back out of her eyes, and full leisure to reflect upon her last acquisition
as she cantered home happily.
5
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Evadne was never a great reader in the sense of being omnivorous in her choice of books, but she became a
very good one. She always had a solid book in hand, and some standard work of fiction also; but she read both
with the utmost deliberation, and with intellect clear and senses unaffected by anything. After studying anatomy
and physiology, she took up pathology as a matter of course, and naturally went on from thence to prophylactics
and therapeutics, but was quite unharmed, because she made no personal application of her knowledge as the
coarser mind masculine of the ordinary medical student is apt to do. She read of all the diseases to which the heart
is subject, and thought of them familiarly as “cardiac affections,” without fancying she had one of them; and she
obtained an extraordinary knowledge of the digestive processes and their ailments without realizing that her own
might ever be affected.
She possessed, in fact, a mind of exceptional purity as well as of exceptional strength, one to be enlightened by
knowledge, not corrupted; but had it been otherwise she must certainly have suffered in consequence of the effect
of the curiously foolish limitations imposed upon her by those who had charge of her conventional education.
Subjects were surrounded by mystery which should have been explained. An impossible ignorance was the object
aimed at, and so long as no word was spoken on either side it was supposed to be attained. The risk of making
mysteries for an active intellect to feed upon was never even considered, nor did anyone perceive the folly of
withholding positive knowledge, which, when properly conveyed, is the true source of healthy-mindedness, from
a child whose intelligent perception was already sufficiently keen to require it.
Principles were dealt out to her, for one thing, with a generous want of definition which must have made them
fatal to all progress had she been able to take them intact. Her mother’s favorite and most inclusive dictum alone,
that “everything is for the best, and all things work together for good,” should have forced her to a matter of fact
acceptance of wickedness as a thing inevitable which it would be waste of time to oppose, since it was bound to
resolve itself into something satisfactory in the end, like the objectionable refuse which can be converted by
ingenious processes into an excellent substitute for butter. But she was saved from the stultification of such a
position by finding it impossible to reconcile it practically with the constant opposition which she found herself at
the same time enjoined to oppose to so many things.
If everything is for the best, it appeared to her, clearly we cannot logically oppose ourselves to anything, and
there must accordingly be two trinities in ethics, good, better, best, and bad, worse, worst, which it is impossible
to condense into one comprehensive axiom.
But most noticeably prominent, to her credit, through all this period are the same desirable characteristics, viz.,
that provisional acceptance already noticed of what she was taught by those whom she delighted to honor and
obey, and the large-minded absence of prejudice which enabled her to differ from them, when she saw good
cause, without antagonism.
“Drop the subject when you do not agree: there is no need to be bitter because you know you are right,” was
the maxim she used in ordinary social intercourse; but she was at the same time forming principles to be acted
upon in opposition to everybody when occasion called for action.
Another noticeable point, too, was the way in which her mind returned from every excursion into no matter
what abstruse region of research, to the position of women, her original point of departure.
“Withholding education from women was the original sin of man,” she concludes.
Mind as creator appealed to her less than mind as recorder, reasoner, and ruler; and for one gem of poetry or
other beauty of purely literary value which she quotes, there are fifty records of principles of action. The
acquisition of knowledge was her favourite pastime, her principal pleasure in life, and there were no doubts of her
own ability to disturb her so long as there was no self-consciousness.
Unfortunately, however, for her tranquillity, the self-consciousness had to come. She approached the verge of
womanhood. She was made to do up her hair. She was encouraged to think of being presented, coming out, and
having a home of her own eventually. Her liberty of action was sensibly curtailed, but all supervision in the matter
of her mental pursuits was withdrawn. She had received the accustomed education for a girl in her position, which
her parents held, without knowing it themselves, perhaps to consist for the most part in being taught to know
better than to read anything which they would have considered objectionable.
But the end of the supervision, which should have been a joy to her, brought the first sudden sense of
immensity, and was chilling. She perceived that the world is large and strong, and that she was small and weak;
that knowledge is infinite, capacity indifferent, life short—and then came the inevitable moment.
She does not say what caused the first overwhelming sense of self in her own case; but the change it wrought
is evident, and the disheartening doubts with which it was accompanied are expressed. She picks her
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219.145 1. The Glasgow Ghosts 2. The Salvation Of Nature: Two Short Stories\fn{by John Davidson (1857-1909)}
Barrhead, East Renfrewshire, Scotland, United Kingdom (M) 11
1
Philip Marquis arrived in Glasgow one autumn night some years ago, having walked a distance of thirty miles
without tasting food. He was in evening dress, but wore a soft hat. He had no money.
He lounged about the streets till midnight, hunger gnawing his vitals like a rat. About a minute from twelve he
sat down with his back against the hotel in the passage between St. Enoch Square and Dunlop Street. He pulled up
his knees to his chin, clasped his hands round them, pressed himself tightly together, and groaned. Eighteen hours
without food! His six feet, his broad shoulders, his curly beard, mattered nothing; he groaned, and would, I
believe, have sobbed, but twelve o’clock struck.
His hunger vanished, his pain ceased. His mind seemed to grow preternaturally clear. A pleasing sensation
spread through his body. He saw a radiance approach, and a slight fog which filled the air whistled past as the
light came on. The night became a figure, and stopped before him. He knew it was a ghost, yet he felt no fear. He
had never, even as a boy, believed in ghosts; but he knew that this was one.
He rose, helping himself up with his hands, for he felt very weak, and made a polite bow. The those took a step
back, and went through a most graceful and elaborate salute, and then said, with much surprise and in a voice like
that with which the ventriloquist represents someone talking in the chimney,
“It is most unaccountable, sir, that you should be able to see me.”
“Oh, I am not blind,” said Philip.
“Nay, if you had been blind, I would not have wondered. Pray, sir, pardon me, but have you been drinking?”
This was a ghost, and might be allowed liberties. So Philip replied civilly that he had not.
“Then, sir—it is very material, or I would not ask—are you in delirium tremens?”\fn{Do you have “the shakes,” or,
in another way of saying this, just below, “the horrors”:H}
“I am not, and never was,” said Philip. “But what have these questions got to do with my seeing you?”
“This, sir, that in all my experience as a ghost, which extends over a period of more than a hundred years, I
have not met a man of your sanguine-bilious complexion who has been able to see one of us, except in his cups,
or in the horrors, or in bad health. I perceive that none of these causes give you the second sight; and I protest, sir,
that I am hugely interested to know whence you have the gift.”
The ghost took a pinch of snuff out of a large gold snuff-box, and meditated for a minute. Philip, whose
attention had been directed exclusively to the face of the apparition now examined it from top to toe. It wore its
own hair powdered, and carried its little three-cornered laced hat under its left arm. Its eyes were blue and
phosphorescent, but not at all repulsive. Its nose was hooked, but a large good-humoured mouth took from the
hawkish expression of that feature. There was a pale pink tinge on its cheeks and on its lips; but the rest of its
face, and its neck and hands, were of a waxy, semi-transparent whiteness. It wore a green silk coat with gold
facings, and its knee-breeches were of the same material and hue. Its stockings were of white silk, and fitted
exquisitely as tight a leg as ever stepped up the gallows ladder. The shoes had gold buckles and red reels.\fn
{Stitchings?} It wore no waistcoat, and its ruffled shirt of the finest cambric was open at the neck. Two goldmounted pistols were stuck in a belt worn sailor-wise; and a long rapier with a gold hilt, but without a scabbard,
hung at its side.
These arms and articles of dress appeared to have undergone a change like that of their wearer. They were
perfectly visible to Philip; but the whole apparition had an aloof, impalpable air about it not by any means ghostly,
however, as that word is commonly understood.
At the end of about two minutes, having quickened his wits with snuff, six times administered in a manner so
graceful, delicate and noiseless, as to be not only an apology, but almost a reason for that method of taking
tobacco, the ghost, with an elegant bow, presented his box to Philip, saying at the same time,
“I am, sir, exceedingly loath to incur your resentment; but, if you will pledge me your honour not to be
offended, I shall hazard a guess as to the reason of your being able to see me, which, I think, will pretty nearly hit
the mark.” Philip, whose interest and amusement had overcome every other feeling, replied gracious,
“I imagine such a refined gentleman as you most undoubted are, could not, without doing a greater outrage to
himself than to me, utter a single word that could be construed as insolent.”
The ghost bowed and simpered a little in a manly way, while Philip helped himself to a pinch of snuff from the
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box, which was received back by its owner with another engaging bow.
“I protest,” said the ghost, taking a seventh and prodigious pinch, “I protest, sir, that I do not design it as a
reflection upon your character as a gentleman, or your position in the world; but from certain shrewd signs that I
remember to have observed in myself during the first period of my life, and which I now notice in you, I conclude
that it is some time since you broke your fast; indeed, sir, if you will permit me to say it, I fancy you are starving.”
Philip wondered why the ghost should be so delicate in the matter of hunger, and so frank in that of
drunkenness; but, as cribbing the difference to the custom of the age in which the ghost had worn flesh, or to
some rule of spiritual etiquette, he was about to acknowledge his wretched condition, when a fit of sneezing
seized him. The snuff, of which he had taken a good pinch, was of peculiar pungency, and, when thoroughly
moistened, stung his nose like a nettle. He sneezed for two minutes, each paroxysm pealing so loudly that the very
stars seemed to wink. When the fit left him he said,
“It is true; I am dying of hunger. I haven’t eaten for eighteen hours.”
“Good heavens!” cried the ghost, in the greatest consternation.
Without another word he grasped Philip’s right hand, and led him away towards the west end of the city at a
pace of extraordinary rapidity, which caused him not the least uneasiness, for contact with the ghost seemed to
endow him with some ethereal strength. After they had bone a mile or two, the ghost slackened the pace, and
addressed Philip abruptly in the following terms:
“Sir, the power by which you are able to see me arises from the reduction in your animal strength caused by
your long abstinence from food. Your spirit thereby, like air relieved from pressure, has risen up right out of the
bent and blinding posture in which it is usually confined by your coffin.”
“My coffin!”
“Good sir,” said the ghost, with courteous haste, “we spirits call bodies coffins! But, sir, allow me, as we are
about to enter the presence of a number of godly ghosts—my friends—to allay in a measure the curiosity which I
plainly perceive almost equals your hunger. I will let you know everything about ourselves that ghosts are
permitted to tell the coffined. And, to begin with, let me inform you that, at this present moment, the number of
people in Glasgow having intercourse of some nature with ghosts of all ages, from five thousand years to one
second, must be between six and seven thousand. You will be astonished at this; but you must understand that it is
very seldom a true ghost-seer ever publishes his visions, even to the wife of his bosom; because, without getting
special permission from a ghost, the flesh-trammeled soul cannot recount what he sees and heard in our company.
Besides, few know to ask this license, and it is taken away from those to whom it is granted on the least deviation
from the truth, or heightening of colour in what they say of us.”
“Give me this power!” cried Philip.
“it is yours; but many things that you see and hear you will be unable to recall. Well, sir, my name is Hugh
Rawhead, and my wife is Lady Dolly Dimity. You do not know these names, though the latter was once famous in
fashionable circles, and the former noted on the highway, and canonized in the Newgate Calendar.\fn{ Newgate was
a famous London prison (1188-1904, when it was demolished to make way for the Central Criminal Court, more popularly known as the
Old Bailey, subsequently erected on its site) } My lady and I are living at present in an elegantly furnished house in

Gordon Terrace. Its tenant has been out of Glasgow since the beginning of June. Dolly and I came to it in August.
We are English ghosts, but prefer to live in Scotland, because England is so changed since our time that we have
no comfort living there. Scotland we didn’t know in our former existence, and, though the effects of progress
often shock us even here, it is vastly pleasanter than in England. Why, sir, in that woeful country, my father’s
grave has been built over; and I have a friend, a Yorkshire ghost, who saw his own tombstone built into a dyke—a
dry dyke, sir!”
“Atrocious!”
“Monstrous, my good sir, monstrous! But,” continued the ghost, increasing the pace at which they proceeded,
to use an indefinite term for a notion hardly describable, “I will not keep you from satisfying your hunger any
longer, as I see you are getting fainter. You will not be surprised, then, at my servants and guests, who are all
ghosts. I have three couples on a visit to me at present. The gentlemen were all highwaymen like myself. There is
Tony Trippet and his wife, Mirabel Dufresnoy, who was a nun at Rouen; Will Wannion and his wife, the Duchess
of Danskereville, who, you may remember, eloped with her husband’s second gardener; and Robert Balcklock and
his wife, Jemima Jenkinson, who was a Methodist preacher. I am sure they will all make you welcome, and here
we are.”
A footman of the most aristocratic appearance ushered Philip and his friend into a large dining-room, where
the lady and gentlemen ghosts whose names Mr. Rawhead had mentioned, all dressed in costumes of the last
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century, sat round a supper-table.
“Ha! Mr. Rawhead,” said Lady Dolly Dimity in tones of muffled sweetness, “how late you are!”
“My dear life,” replied Mr. Rawhead, “I would have been to the minute had I not required to accommodate my
pace to this gentleman’s, whose name I have not yet inquired.”
Philip announced himself, and Mr. Rawhead’s guests were introduced to him, and shook hands with him
cordially. A peculiar lukewarmth in his own hand was the only sensation conveyed by their grasp.
Supper was served immediately. The food set before the ghosts was wholly liquid; but Philip was too intent on
the solids supplied to himself to observe further the nature of the spiritual repast. When his hunger was
sufficiently appeased to allow of his looking about him, the others had all supped, or rather drunk, and sat
watching him with a placid expression of pleasure.
“Mr. Marquis,” said Rawhead, “if you can now give me your attention, I will let you know how I came to be
walking about the streets tonight.”
“I shall be most happy,” said Philip, “to know the cause of my good fortune.”
“All who have been pronounced criminals,” continued the ghost, “on entering the world of spirits have this
duty laid upon them—to roam up and down in search of people about to commit crime for the purpose of
dissuading them from their evil purposes. This is done by acting secretly on their consciences, and, in cases where
it is possible, by a monitory whisper or apparition. When I met you I was returning from preventing a burglary in
Dennistoun, and several petty larcenies in the Gallowgate. I am glad to have been the means of saving you from
starving, and if I can help you in any other way I shall esteem it a privilege. Lafayette, you may go.
Philip turned and saw a magnificent lacquey leave the room. There could be no mistake. This was none other
than “the sublime hero of two worlds, Grandison-Cromwell-Lafayette.”
“To what base uses!” he exclaimed.
“Ah! You are astonished,” said Rawhead. “But you must understand that, just as we villains are engaged in
preventing evil, so misers occupy themselves in suggesting charity to rich men; philosophers in amusing
themselves; epic poets in helping sub-editors; theologians in learning about God; and those who in the flesh were
of haughty natures, in serving spirits who were more humble-minded. Lafayette is the best servant we ever had. Is
he not, Dolly?”
“He is, indeed, my dear,” replied Lady Dimityi. “We got him as soon as he died, Mr. Marquis; and very glad of
him we were, I can tell you, although we were dubious about taking him.”
“How so?” asked Philip.
“Oh well, you know, sir, when the French Revolution began, we were perfectly deluged with serving ghosts,
on account of the number of aristocrats sent us. Capital domestics they were and are; but in a little while all kinds
of low-mannered French fellows, who, although not well born, had been of the haughtiest natures, plagued us in
shoals, until the very name of Frenchman made us shudder.”
“So you remember Robespierre, my love?” asked Rawhead.
“I’ll never forget him till my dying day!” cried Lady Dolly. Oh, the stiff, awkward brute!”
“I hear,” said the Duchess of Danskerville, “that he has been engaged by Louis XVI, as boots.”
“This is extraordinary!” cried Philip. “Can you tell me anything of Marie Antoinette?”
“Certainly, sir,” said Mirabel Dufresnoy. “She is the most fashionable milliner to the ghosts in Paris, and she is
married, I believe, to a Highland laird, who goes out as a waiter.”
“And Louis XVI?”
“Oh!” said the French lady, “he and an English puritaness who sailed in the Mayflower keep house together.”
“Mr. Marquis,” said Jemima Jenkinson in a solemn voice, “I, who talked so much formerly, never open my lips
now except to the point. When you join us for good, you will find yourself besieged by crowds of serving ghosts.
Of all these the most forward will be a little, stout, unencumbered, olive-complexioned spirit, who, it seems,
created a great disturbance in his time. His name is Napoleon Bonaparte. He is engaged and discharged almost
every day. All new unsophisticated arrivals to whom he offers himself, generally as butler, snap him up with
avidity, thinking themselves highly honoured. But I don’t believe he ever remained in a place longer than three
hours. He is the most incompetent, absent-minded, stumbling, blundering creature imaginable. And the best of it
all is, the wretch is so anxious to please, and looks at one with such a pathetic, dog-like gaze, when he fails, that
nobody has the heart to rate him; and his employers dismiss him with a most excellent character, giving as a
reason for discontinuing his services that they are ashamed to be waited on by such a great spirit.”
Philip thanked Jemima, and promised to profit by her warning.
“Dear me!” exclaimed Lady Dimity, looking at her watch, “how late it is! I must go and see to my children.”
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She went to the nursery, while the other ladies retired to the drawing-room. Then Philip, with a face and accent
expressive of the greatest wonder, said to Mr. Rawhead,
“I thought there was no marrying nor giving in marriage there!”
“Ah, but, my dear sir, you see we are not ‘there’ yet,” replied Mr. Rawhead, smiling good-naturedly.
“And Lady Dimity’s children! Are they—are they—”
“Are they what, sir?”
“Were they born since she died?”
“Most assuredly, my good sir. She is my wife, sir—my affinity. It is the first thing ghosts do, to seek out their
affinities. Sometimes mistakes occur, as you may conceive, many spirits being alike in character.”
“And what takes place when an error is made?”
“A duel, as a rule, which results in the death of one or other of the arties.”
“Death?” gasped Philip.
“Ay; did you think ghosts lived forever?”
“But you said there were ghosts five thousand years old.”
“Quite true. The ghosts of most of the antediluvians and many of the patriarchs still survive; but the average
life of a ghost since the beginning of the Christian era is five hundred years. Adam and Eve are still alive, and
hearty as ever. It is expected that they will live till the end of the world.”
“Is Cain alive?” asked Philip.
“No; he and Abel departed in the end of last century. After having had a great many wives, they both conceived
the notion that their true affinity was Charlotte Corday.\fn{ Marie-Anne Charlotte de Corday d’Armont (27 July 1768 – 17 July
1793), known to history as Charlotte Corday, the assassin of the Jacobin leader Jean-Paul Marat. } They fought a whole week about
her, with intervals for refreshment, and they both died of the wounds they gave each other.”
“And what became of Charlotte Corday?”
“She and Jephthah’s daughter, desperate of ever getting husbands, have founded a sort of nunnery for ladies
similarly situated. It is said that Charlotte would like Cromwell, but Judith won’t give him up.”
Philip was so overpowered by these revelations that he was silent for a while. During the pause Will Wannion
hummed a song, and Tony Trippet drummed time to it on the table; Bobby Blacklock thoughtlessly picked his
clean teeth; Rawhead polished his pistols; and all four ghosts snuffed industriously. .At length Philip said,
“Where do ghosts go when they die?”
“Nobody knows,” replied Rawhead.
“Do they ever reappear?” pursued Philip.
“No, no! There is still talk in some quarter of the spirits of ghosts reappearing, but it is the remnant of a foolish
superstition.”
“The purest humbug,” said Trippet.
This is all that is known of Philip Marquis and the ghosts.
2
On the day that Sir Wenyeve Westaway’s World’s Pleasance Bill became law, the happy baronet kissed his
wife and said,
“Lily, darling, it has taken twenty years, but we have saved Nature.”
“Never mind, dear,” said Lady Westaway, who, though a true helpmeet, loved to quiz her husband, “the time
has not been wholly wasted.”
“Wholly wasted!” cried Sir Wenyeve, too much in earnest for even the mildest persiflage. “The salvation of
Nation is a task worthy of an antediluvian lifetime.”
“In the longest life there is only one youth,” sighed Lady Westaway, as she left the library.
She was thirty-five years old, and her married life had been a continuous intrigue to bring about the fulfillment
of her husband’s dream. Now that his object was gained, she felt that her youth and prime had passed like a rout at
the close of the season—stale, unenjoyed, immemorable. But she dressed beautifully on the night of her husband’s
triumph; and the subtler of her guests mistook the sadness in her eyes and voice for the exquisite melancholy
which overcomes some natures when an arduous undertaking is accomplished.
The day after Sir Wenyeve’s banquet celebrating the passage of his Bill, two thousand clerks and message boys
posted two million copies of the following prospectus. The list of directors, financial agents, bankers, managers,
and other uninteresting details are omitted.
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THE WORLD’S PLEASANCE COMPANY, LIMITED
*
Incorporated under the Companies Acts.
*
Capital: £200,000,000. Issue of 1,000,000 shares of £100 each, of which £50 is called up as follows:—£5 on
application, £5 on allotment, £20 on May 1, and £20 on July 1. The remaining £50 per share is to form security for
debentures.
The capital of the company is divided into 2,000,000 shares of £100 each, of which: (1) 1,650,000 shares will be
issued as ordinary shares, entitled to a cumulative dividend of 15% before the deferred shares participate in profit; (2)
350,000 shares as deferred shares to be issued at £50 paid, which will not be entitled to participate in dividend until
15% has been paid on the paid up capital of the ordinary shareholders.
The deferred shares and 600,000 of the ordinary shares will be taken by the promoters in part payment of the price.
*
This company has been incorporated for the purpose of acquiring that part of Great Britain known as the kingdom of
Scotland, with the outer and inner Hebrides and the Orkney and Shetland Isles.
It is estimated that three-quarters of the capital of the company will be expended on the purchase of Scotland; the
remainder to be devoted: (1) to the demolition of all manufactories, foundries, building-yards, railways, tramways,
walls, fences, and all unnatural divisions, and of all buildings, with some few exceptions, of a later date than 1700 AD;
(2) to the purchases of a number of the Polynesian Islands; (3) to the importation of these islands and the distribution of
their soil over the razed cities, towns, villages, etc.
When the land has thus been returned to the bosom of Nature, it will remain there unmolested for a year or two. At
the end of this nursing time, Scotland, having been in a manner born again, will be called by its new name, “The
World’s Pleasance”; and visitors will be admitted during the six months of summer and autumn on payment of £50 for
each individual per month. At the rate of 100,000 visitors per month, this will give an income of £30,000,000. Figures
like these need no comment.
*
Every species of tent, marquee, awning, and canvas or waterproof erection; every species of rowing or sailing
vessel; and every species of rational land conveyance will be permitted in the World’s Pleasance; but there must not be
laid one stone upon another; nor shall steam, electricity, or hydroelectric power be used for any purpose, except for the
working of Professor Penpergwyn’s dew-condensers. One of these machines will be erected at John o’Groat’s House,
and another at Kirkmaiden. Professor Penpergwyn has recently, at the request of the promoters of this company,
devoted all his time to perfecting his celebrated apparatus; and we are happy to be able to state that the cloudcompelling attachment for withholding rain from an area greater than half that of Scotland, now works with the
requisite power, regularity and delicacy; while the dew-condensers proper can, at a moment’s notice, fill the air with
any degree of moisture, from the filmiest mist to a deluge.
*
The promoters of this company congratulate themselves, and the peoples of every continent, on the salvation of a
fragment of the Old World from the jaws of Civilisation; and in conclusion they think they cannot do better than quote
the peroration of Sir Wenyeve Westaway’s great speech on the motion for the third reading of the Bill with which his
name will be associated to the end of time. The honourable baronet said in conclusion:
“If you would loosen the shackles which bind the poetry and art of the day; if you would give a little ease to the
voiceless, suffering earth, crushed in the iron shell of civilization, like the skull of a martyr in that Venetian head-screw
which ground to a pulp bone and brain and flesh; if, in a word you would provide a home, a second Academe, a new
Arcadia for poetry and art, these illustrious outcasts; if you would save Nature, you will pass this Bill. Make Scotland
the World’s Pleasance, and I venture to predict that the benefits springing from such a recreation-ground to Art and
Morality will be so immense, that the world will bless, as long as the earth endures, the legislators who licensed the
creation of a second Eden.”

The demand for shares during the week in which the prospectus was published was more than double the
supply. Ling-long, the Chinese perpetual president of the United States, applied for a thousand; but His Perpetuity
had to be contented with ten. All the kings and queens in the world took as many as could be allotted to them. The
ancient list of the world’s seven wonders was cancelled, and the company’s palatial and labyrinthine offices on the
English banks of the Tweed became the initial wonder of a new one.
And Sir Wenyeve Westaway? He was made a peer of the realm, and the company, in the joy of success, voted
him for two lives the sole right of visiting the island of Arran.
Professor Penpergwyn superintended the destruction of civilized Scotland. Electrite was the explosive used, on
account of the precision with which the upheaval produced by a given charge could be calculated. It was possible
with this remarkable invention to destroy one half of a building, and leave the other undamaged; for the debris fell
back, like an ill-thrown boomerang, exactly to the spot whence it had shot up. The Professor was truly a great
man. When all the railways and tramways had been removed, and sold at a great profit to the Chinese; when all
the wires had been prepared, and half the known tar, and every tar-barrel beneath the sun had been duly
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distributed among the buildings to be deracinated, he let the world into the secret of the broad and lofty piers
which he had erected on many parts of the Scottish coast, at various distances from the shore. From them the
public could view the great fire, on payment to the Professor of three guineas per head.
He provided no conveyance to or from the piers. He guaranteed nothing, either regarding their security or the
width of view which they commanded. You paid your money and took your chance.
Two million people bought tickets. The Professor’s profit, deducting the cost of the piers, and of the huge army
of ticket-collectors, was £2,000,000.
On the last night of the year, Scotland was set on fire. The Professor had utilized the Scotch telegraph wires.
By their means all his mines were connected with the battery at which he sat in London, waiting impatiently till
ten should strike. In the moment of the last stroke he touched the machine; then he set off for Kamtshatka with his
wife and his only daughter, a child of seven years.
As will be surmised, this extraordinary man was not the only individual who waited with impatience till ten
o’clock that night. All England, all the world was en fête. Miniature explosions were prepared in every town and
hamlet, in nearly every street and lane in the four quarters of the globe—each little mine surrounded by a restless
mob. But the most impatient of all the ihabitants of the earth were the two millions of men and women who
crowded the Professor’s piers.
At a minute from ten, the human zone girdling Scotland was as silent as death. All the clocks in all the towers
and steeples in the doomed country had been wound up for that night. There was no wind, and the air was frosty.
When the hour rang—the last hour that should ever ring in Scotland—pealing in many tones, but harmonized by
the distance to the ears of the listeners so that poets thought of swan-songs and the phœnix, and most prosaic
remembered the death-knwll—a strong thrill passed through the multitude and a rustle went about from pier to
pier, like a wind wandering among the woods. Not a star could be seen. Scotland was only discerned as a more
intense blackness in the bosom of the night. The silence after the striking of the hour was deeper than before—so
deep that the people heard faintly the petty plash of the waves against the piers.
Suddenly the Cheviots were tipped with fire, and two million faces grew pale. In the same breathless instant
these faces, rank after rank, loomed out in the light of the burning country, as the land-wide flash sped over the
mountains to Cape Wrath, and a sound as if the thunder of a century had been gathered into one terrific, longrolling peal shook the whole sea, and forced every head to bend. Then again silence and blackness, uttermost,
appalling. All the people trembled. A wife esaid to her husband in the lowest whisper ever breathed,
“I am going mad.”
“And I too,” he replied hoarsely. A sage old man beside them, who overheard their whispers, cried:
“Hurrah!” He broke the spell. From pier to pier the word ran until the shout became general.
“Hurrah! Hurrah!”—the most voluminous cheer on record—and with that the people fell a-talking.
“Has it failed?” was the universal question. The wise old fellow who had started the cheer thought not.
“The explosions are over,” he said, “but the first will soon break out.”
And he was right. Even as he spoke tongues of flame were jetting up. It was then five minutes past ten. In
another minute, Scotland looked like a huge leviathan, spotted and brindled with eyes and stripes of fire. Where
the towns were thick these ran into each other, and soon the Lowlands were wrapped in one glowing sheet. The
smoke wallowed on high, and dipped and writhed in and out among the flames. Description shrivels before such a
scene.
“Behold,” cried Lord Westaway, “the altar on which the world sacrifices to Nature for the sin of Civilisation!”
It is not known when the last flame of the great fire went out; but in the end of February the first fleet of
vessels from Polynesia arrived in the Clyde. They landed their cargoes among the ruins of Glasgow; and the
débris on the Broomielaw was soon covered with the dust of the coral insect.
In six months the reclamation of Scotland to the bosom of nature was completed by a million men, who
wrought in three relays, night and day. Professor Penpergwyn’s piers were then destroyed; and a cordon of five
hundred war-vessels was placed along the coast, and not a human foot trod Scottish earth—or Polynesian earth in
Scotland—for two years.
Lord Westaway, on the day the company granted him the Island of Arran, had shut himself up in his study.
Three hours he brooded, and thenb summoned his son, Lewellyn, a handsome boy, in his eleventh year.
“Lewellyn,” said Lord Westaway, “ am going to prepare Arran for you. You will enter into possession on your
twenty-first birthday. I will make it the most remarkable island in the world.”
“How will you do that, papa?”
“Do not inquire; don’t try to discover from any source; your surprise and pleasure ten years hence will be the
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greater.” The boy, who worshipped his father, agreed to this unhesitatingly.
The World’s Pleasance brought down the world. At the close of the first season in which the rejuvenated
Scotland was open to the public, instead of the 15% expected by the promoters, a dividend of 30% was declared
on all the shares. From many glowing contemporary accounts of the wonders of the great pleasure-ground, I select
the following letter of the young Empress of the East\fn{ China was still an Empire when this story was written, in 1891:H }
to her Prime Minister, whom she afterwards married, as being the least overcharged:
We landed in the end of June on the shore where Leith once setood. I was carried up to Edinburgh in a litter, the
rugged nature of the ground preventing any other mode of conveyance. A Greek temple-like building—formerly a
picture-gallery, I believe—had been prepared for us. The rent of it is enormous, as the company put up to auction all the
habitable buildings in the country. This was rendered necessary by the battles which took place for the possession of
historical or finely situated houses. At first the directors thought the fighting would lend an additional charm to life
here; but when Ling-long, the American president, besieged the Emperor of the French in Holyrood with bowes and
arrows and battering-rams—a bye-law forbids the use of all explosives—and took the palace with the loss of several
lives on both sides, interference was deemed expedient. All fighting, except in the tourney, is now done with quarterstaves. Every third day we have a quarrel with some other potentate about a fishing stream or a glade for hawking in.
My greatest enbemy is the King of England, who lives in Edinburgh Castle. We are very warm friends and model
disputants, complying graciously with the bye-law which adjuges victory to the side that first draws blood. Although
the King’s retinue exceeds mine, my Tartar giant, by his superior strength and agility, manages, as a rule, to finish the
fight in our favour.
I will just go on scribbling in my woman’s way as I have begun. The next thing that occurs to me is the splendour of
Edinburgh. It is pronounced by everybody the most beautiful piece of the juvenile country. Scientific men are much
perplexed by it, as indeed they are by all the newly naturalized land. It would seem that at present there is a struggle
going on between the imported tropical vegetation and the native plants and grasses. The latter have conquered in
Edinburgh. It is covered with young heather and broom and bracken, and only here and there a dwarfed alien plant
appears. The billows of purple and green and gold toss about in what was the New Town, and, swirling across the
valley, roll up the High Street to throw splashes of colour here and there on the Castle esplanade.
We are clad in sixteenth century costumes; the King of England and his Court in dresses of the time of the
Charleses. Nearly all the Americans go about in Greek robes, as gods and goddesses, heroes and heroines. The French
Court is a minature of that of Louis XIV. The Russians are dressed in Lincoln green; the Czar is called Robin Hood, and
the Czarina, Maid Marian. We have no clocks; the dial is our only timekeeper. It is all a great masque, from the country
itself to the pot-boys and scullions. Last week I rode as far north as Perth, and seemed to journey through all the times
and peoples of Europe. Here, in a broad meadow, we saw a tournament, where some princess sat as queen of love and
beauty. A few miles further on we passed a water-party of the Restoration, with music and laughter. Then a pavilion
gleamed white among the trees, and there two knights of the Round Table hung out their blazoned shields. Up rode,
with lofty air, Don Quixote, wearing the veritable helmet of Mambrino. Behind, all amort, on a sorry ass, ambled the
wisest of fools, dear old Saancho Panza.
“What ho! Vile recreants!” cied the knight of La Mancha, and struck sxultingly one of the shields. We stood aside to
watch the encounter, and beheld him of the sorrowful countenance go down before the spear of Launcelot of the Lake.
Anon, Mary Queen of Scots, followed by Douglases and Graemes and Setons, sped by, chasing a stag of ten.
“Splendeur de Dieu!” cried a deep voice in front; and a body of Norman knights charged the Scotsmen. But after a
brief battle, William the Conqueror and mary Stuart agreed to hunt together.
O me! My heart is sick with dreaming over these old times. And yet, although I know it is the signal for my return, I
long for the day when you are to come, my faithful friend.
I have some, and shall have more, very pleasant stories to tell you of a party of Germans, who have undertaken to
act through all Shakespeare’s comedies, with the whole World’s Pleasance for stage, naming places after localities in
the plays, and traveling about as the scene requires. They have already acted two comedies, and in each of them real
passions and events have grown out of the fiction, so that the company has lost half its original members owing to
elopements and quarrels. This is a long letter, and I am tired.

One result of the success of the World’s Pleasance Company was the establishment of similar companies in
nearly every country. The Americans reclaimed Peru and California. The Empress of the East was the principal
promoter of a company for the naturalization of Greece. The French reclaimed Provence; the Germans the Rhine
Provinces. Italy was given over entirely to Nature; and the whole Italian nation became brigands. >This country
was much frequented by young people in search of adventure. The African Republics made pleasances of
Algeria, and the country about the great lakes;\fn{ I.e., a set of lakes so called, grouped in and around the Rift Valley in East
Africa} and a gigantic Asiatic company bought up the Himalayas and the Indo-Chinese Peninsula. For eight years
all these pleasance companies paid great percentages, and immense fortunes were made. Every other man was a
millionaire.
Then it seemed that the world came bankrupt. Thousands of people committed suicide. Famine followed
bankruptcy; and after it came a new disease. It began in India, and traveled almost as fast as the news of its
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ravages. People fled to their pleasances for refuge, but that pest was there before them. Cities were emptied in a
day. In every town and hamlet the last to die thought himself the last man, and posed mentally as such. London
was swept of life like the deck of a vessel by a mountainous wave. In the World’s Pleasance people wandered
about in twos and threes, shunning strangers, digging roots, dropping dead. Most of them wore their holiday
costumes. Some few carried bottles of wine, and laughed and sang. But the time for such desperate jollity soon
passed, and the plague remained.
In the beginning of July, an old man of great freshness and vigour appeared in that part of the Pleasance
formerly known as Ayrshire. He approached everybody he met. To those whom he could stay, he put this question,
“Do you know anything of Lewellyn Westaway?”
A languid shake of the head was all the answer he ever got. So many kept him aloof, that he resorted to calling
out his question at the pitch of his voice. For an entire forenoon he did this; and shortly after midday a man
dropped out of a tree almost on his head, and said,
“I am Lewellyn Westaway.”
“And I,” said the old man, “am Professor Penpergwyn.”
The professor wore a white hat and a black frock coat, old and rusty. Lewellyn was dressed in a purple velvet
doublet, and from his close-fitting cap a feather hung gracefully, and mingled with his long hair. The contrast was
striking.
“What do you want with me?” asked Lewellyn.
“Why are you not in Arran?”
“In Arran?”
“Yes; you are twenty-one now, and the island awaits you.”
“I had forgotten about it.”
“Drink this, and go there at once.”
“What’s this? And why should I go there at once?”
“This,” said the Professor, opening the morocco case he had offered Lewellyn, and holding up a little vial, “is
an infallible remedy for the plague.” Lewellyn laughed scornfully.
“Faithless, faithless!” cried the Professor, looking earnestly with his strong, convincing eyes into those of the
young man. Lewellyn was bound by his gaze; and the Professor continued,
“I tell you, who may die this moment, who must die within a week, that this will save you, and you laugh in
my face. Will you take it or not?” Lewellyn took it.
“Drink it.” He did so in silence.
“Now listen to me.” The Professor leaned against a tree, while Lewellyn stood meekly before him.
“First tell me—are your father and mother dead?”
“They are.”
“Then you are as free as I could wish you to be, unless you are married.”
“I am not.”
“Good. Many years ago I discovered this disease in Kamtschatka. It is really nothing more or less than hunger,
the millionth power of hunger. I have not time to explain it. It must often have appeared in the world. Probably it
has always existed actively, but never till this great famine has it fairly got wing. I recognized its power in
Kamtschatka, and saw that if it should get strength from feeding on a few thousand lives, it would kill the world.
Its power and velocity increase with its progress. It knows no crisis. In a few days it will be as swift as the
lightning.
“I began in Kamtschatka to try for a remedy. I laboured for years, and then had to come west for materials. It
was during that visit that I burned Scotland. On my returned to Kamtschatka I found that a filtrate I had left
standing had clarified itself, and was, in fact, the required remedy. For the last ten years I have been trying to
repeat the process, but have always failed. When I heard of the breaking out of the pest I came at once from
Kamtschatka. I had sufficient of my remedy to save two lives. My wife is dead, so I give one half to you. Now,
sir, go to Arran.”
“Why give me half?”
”Is that your gratitude? Had I not found you I should have given it to the finest young fellow I could meet
with. But ask no more questions. Do as I bid you. You will find it to your advantage. You will never see me more.
Within a fortnight all who have not drunk of my medicine will be dead.”
“What! Are we two to be the only men left alive, and are we to part forever?”
“Yes. Your father has saved Nature, but in a way he little expected. Goodbye forever.”
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Lewellyn realized but faintly what the old man ha[d] said with such authority, and stood irresolute.
“Go,” said the Professor; and Lewellyn, like one under a spell, hurried down to the coast. He was hardly out of
sight when Professor Penpergwyn dropped dead.
On the shore Lewellyn found many boats—some floating, some high and dry—all masterless. He chose the
one he judged the swiftest sailor, and was soon flying across the firth with a strong east wind behind him. Ass he
neared Arran he saw a white flag run up a short pole on a little eminence near the beach. He was too much
battered with wonder to feel this new stroke. Involuntarily he steered for the flag. When he was some hundred
yards from land he observed below the flagpole, seated on a rock, a figure like that of a woman, motionless and
watching him intently. In landing, his boat occupied all his attention, so that when he stepped ashore and found a
tall girl standing with her back to him, but within reach of his arm, the effect upon him was almost as great as if
he had not seen her before.
He stood still, expecting her to turn round; but she remained as she was for some moments, fingering a bow
she carried. A quiver full of arrows was slung across her shoulder. Her dress, of some dark blue homely stuff,
came to her ankles. She wore shoes of untanned leather, and a belt of the same, in which was stuck a short sword.
On her head she had a little fur cap, and her short golden brown hair curled on her shoulders. Slowly she turned
and gave him a side glance. Then she looked him full in the face and sighed deeply, but as if some doubt had been
resolved to her satisfaction.
He fell back a step at the splendour of her eyes. Her face was broad and her complexion delicate, though
browned. He hardly noticed her low forehead, her straight eyebrows, her strong, round chin, and full red mouth;
her eyes held him. He did not think of their colour. He was subdued by their intense expression. They seemed to
pierce him with intuition, and at the same time to bathe him in a soft warm light. She spoke, and her voice seemed
to caress him; but all she said was,
“So you come from Professor Penpergwyn?” He bowed. If he spoke he felt the vision would vanish.
“Have you drunk the other half?” He bowed again, understanding her to mean the other half of the professor’s
remedy.
“Did he tell you there was only enough for two?”
He found his tongue and answered “Yes,” whispering as intensely as she did, but wondering why there would
be so much passion about the matter.
“Do you know who drank the rest?”
“I supposed it was the Professor.”
She sighed again, a deep sigh of satisfaction, and sank on the beach sobbing. Lewellyn, after a moment’s
thought, knelt beside her and held one of her hands in both his. She made no resistance. In a little she dried her
tears with her disengaged hand, shook back her hair and looked him in the face.
“I’m so glad to see you,” she said; “I have been alone here for a week. You needn’t ask any questions. I’ll tell
you it all at once. Professor Penpergwyn is my papa. Is he alive?”
“He was four hours ago.”
“He may be dead now, though. Poor papa! He would always have his own way. Papa expected to find you.
When he didn’t, he left me all alone and went to search for you. We brought some provisions and weapons with
us, and I have managed to get on very well. But I’m glad you’ve come. Are you Lewellyn Westaway?” she cried
sharply, springing to her feet in sudden doubt.
“Yes, I am—Lord Westaway, if it’s of any consequence.”
“I’m very glad. Tell me what was the name of your father’s steward?”
“Dealtry—Henry Dealtry?”
“It was; it was!” The lady smiled, and looked as happy and self-satisfied as if she had exercised the most
extraordinary subtlety in putting this question, and as if Lewellyn’s answer were conclusive proof of his identity.
“But you must be hungry,” she said suddenly. “Come.”
She led him to a tent at the entrance of a little glen, and bade him sit on the turf at the door, while she went in.
A pleasant odour came through the canvas, and he heard the clatter of dishes—a very wholesome sound to one
who had been living a half-savage life for several weeks. Soon she cried, “Come ink,” and he entered.
“I began to prepare this little dinner when I saw your boat far, far away.”
He thanked her, and they ate in silence, stealing shy glances at each other, and feeling a little uncomfortable.
But being hungry they did not mind that much.
“Now,” she said, resuming here frankness, not perfectly however, “if you’re quite satisfied, come and I’ll show
you the wonders of your island. You know your father promised you it should be the most remarkable island in
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the world.”
“And so it is,” he said, looking at her steadily. She blushed and said nothing. They had not taken many steps up
the glen when a roar shook the ground. He stopped in wonder. She answered the question in his eyes.
“That’s the old lion. He’s the only one left.”
“The only one!”
“Are you frightened? He’s not at all dangerous. He’s got hardly any teeth, and he just crawls. I’ll tell you all
about it now, although I meant to show it to you before explaining. My father and I met Dealtry, your father’s
steward, in London, and he told us about the island being yours, and how your father promised you it should be
the most remarkable island in the world, and how in fulfillment of that promise he stocked it with all kinds of wild
beasts and birds and insects, intending it to be a great hunting-ground. Dealtry told us you would be sure to be
here.”
“I had forgotten all about it.”
“Well, except this old lion, all the originals are dead. But there are many elephants, lions, tigers, bears, leopard,
hyenas, and beasts I don’t know the names of—all very little, and not at all fierce. They’re fast dying out, too, for
they can’t get any food. You’ll hardly see a deer, and even rabbits are scarce. There’s a tiger!”
Lewellyn saw a striped beast about the size of a Newfoundland dog slinking across the path before them.
While he looked at it curiously, something whistled through the air, and with a scream the beast rolled over,
pierced to the heart by one of Miss Penpergwyn’s arrows.
“I always soot them,” she said, “and you will do so, too; for we must get rid of them. That was papa’s order.”
Lewellyn sighed, and thought of his father. This was the end of his high-pitched imaginings, and passionate
endeavours to realize what others would never dream of imagining. A melancholy, profounder than that which
was normal to all high-strung souls at that dread time, seized him and was reflected by his companion.
They wandered about the island, hand in hand, saying little. Every foreign beast, bird and insect that they saw,
all small, and much less brilliant than in their native climes, increased his melancholy until it became almost an
agony, and he was glad when they reached the tent again. She bade him sit once more at the entrance while she
got supper ready.
“And while you are waiting,” she said, “you can read this. My father left it for you, and I forgot about it till
now.”
“Lewellyn took from her a sealed letter, which he read slowly and with much emotion. He had been thinking
over it for some minutes when he was summoned to supper.
“Come out,” he said. Miss Penpergwyn obeyed.
“Stand beside me while I read this to you. There is no date.
You will be beginning to understand by this time. I had a long struggle with myself; but my life would soon have
ended and hers was just beginning. I felt sure I would find you. I had known your father, and had seen you in your
boyhood; I knew your character, and that you must be a strong and handsome man. The world begins again with you
two.

“That is all. What is your name, Miss Penpergwyn?”
“Lynden.”
“Lynden! A strange name.”
“My father was a strange man.” He took both here hands, and drew her towards him.
“Lynden Westaway,” he said. She trembled; then, dropping her head on his shoulder, whispered between a sob
and a laugh,
“My husband.”
*
Next morning Lewellyn said,
“I’ve been thinking over all you did yesterday, and there are two things I don’t understand. Why did you sigh
so deeply and gladly when I said I supposed your father had drunk the other half of the remedy?”
“Because I was glad that you hadn’t taken it knowingly from him.”
“And why did you stand with your back to me when I landed, and then sigh so happily again when I turned
round?”
“I stood with my back to you because I was afraid you might not be easy to love; and I sighed with happiness
when I saw a how handsome you were. Oh! How bold you must have thought me! I imagined that my father
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would have told you about me, and all he meant, and that was why I was so frank. I wanted to put you at your
ease, my dear—to meet you half way, love.”
220.160 Excerpt from The Black Douglas\fn{by Samuel Rutherford Crockett (1859-1914)} Duchrae, Dumfries &
Galloway, Scotland, United Kingdom (M) 8
1
Merry fell the even of Whitsunday of the year 1439, in the fairest and heartsomest spot in all the Scottish
southland. The twined May-pole had not yet been taken down from the house of Brawny Kim, master armourer
and foster father to William, sixth Earl of Douglas and Lord of Galloway.
Malise Kim, who by the common voice was well named “The Brawny,” sat in his wicker chair before his door,
overlooking the island-studded, fairy-like loch of Carlinwark. In the smithy across the green bare-trodden road,
two of his elder sons were still hammering at some armour of choice. But it was a ploy of their own, which they
desired to finish that they might go trig and point-device to the Earl’s weapon-showing tomorrow on the braes of
Balmaghie. Sholto and Laurence were the names of the two who clanged the ringing steel and blew the smoothhandled bellows of tough tanned hide, that wheezed and puffed as the fire roared up deep and red before sinking
to the right welding-heat in a little flame round the buckle-tache of the girdle brace they were working on.
And as they hammered they talked together in alternate snatches and silences—Sholto, the elder, meanwhile
keeping an eye on his father. For their converse was not meant to reach the ear of the grave, strong man who sat
so still in the wicker chair with the afternoon sun shining in his face.
“Hark ye, Laurence,” said Sholto, returning from a visit to the door of the smithy, the upper part of which was
open. “No longer will I be a hammerer of iron and a blower of fires for my father. I am going to be a soldier of
fortune, and so I will tell him—”
“When wilt thou tell him?” laughed his brother, tauntingly. “I wager my purple velvet doublet slashed with
gold which I bought with mine own money last Rood Fair that you will not go across and tell him now. Will you
take the dare?”
“The purple velvet—you mean it?” said Sholto, eagerly. “Mind, if you refuse, and wil not give itup after
promising, I will nick that lying throat of yours with my gullie knife!”
And with that Sholto threw down his pincers and hammer, and valorously pushed open the lower door of the
smithy. He looked with bold, dark blue eye at his father, and strode slowly across the grimy door-step. Brawny
Kim had not moved for an hour. His great hands lay in his lap, and his eyes looked at the purple ridges of Screel,
across the beautiful loch of Carlinwark, which sparkled and dimpled restlessly among its isles like a willful
beauty bridling under the gaze of a score of gallants.
But, even as he went, Sholto’s step slowed, and lost its braggart strut and confidence. Behind him Laurence
chuckled and laughed, smiting his thigh in his mocking glee.
“The purple velvet, mind you, Sholto! How well it will become you, coft\fn{ Bought:W} from Rob Halliburton,
our mother’s own brother, seamed with red gold and lined with yellow satin and cramosie.\fn{ Dark red:W} Well
indeed will it set you when Maud Lindesay, the maid who came from the north for company to the Earl’s sister,
looks forth from the canopy upon you as you stand in the archers’ rank on the morrow’s morn.”
Sholto squared his shoulders, and with a little gbackward hitch of his elbow whidch meant, “Wait till I come
back, and I will pay you for this flonting,” he strode determinedly across the green space towards his father.
The master armourer of Earl Douglas did not lift his eyes till his son had half crossed the road. Then, even as if
a rank of spearmen at the word of command hiad lifted their glittering points to the “ready,” Sholto MacKim
stopped dead where he was, with a sort of gasp in his throat, like one who finds his defenceless body breast high
against the line of hostile steel.
“The purple velvet!” came the cautious whisper from behind. But the taunt was powerless now the smith held
his son a moment with is eyes.
“Well?” came in the deep low voice, more like the lowest tones of an organ than the speech of a man. Sholto
stood fixed, then half turning on his heel he began to walk towards the corner of the dwelling-house over which a
gay streamer of the early creeping convolvulus danced and swung in the stirring of the light breeze.
“You wish speech with me?” said his father, in the same level and thrilling undertone.
“No,” said Sholto, hesitant in spite of himself, “but I thought—that is I desired—saw you my sister Magdalen
pass this way? I have somewhat to give her.”
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“Ah, so,” said Brawny Kim, without moving, “a steel breastplate, belike. Thou hast the brace-buckle in thy
hand. Doth the little Magdalen go with you to the weapon-show tomorrow?”
“No, father,” said Sholto, stammering, “but I was uneasy for the child. It is full an hour since I heard her
voice.”
“Then,” said his father, “finish your work, put out the fire, and go seek your sister.”
Sholto brought his hands together and made the little inclination of the head which was a sign of filial respect.
Then, solemn as if he had been in his place in the ordered line of the Earl’s first levy of archer men, he turned him
about and went back to the smithy.
Laurence lay all abroad on the heap of charcoal of which the armourer’s welding fire was made. He was fairly
expiring with laughter, and when his brother angrily kicked him in the ribs, he only waggled an ineffectual hand
and feebly crowed in his throat like a cock, in his efforts to stifle the sounds of mirth.
“Get up, fool,” hissed his angry brother; “help me with this accursed hammer-striking, or I will make an end of
such a giggling lout as you. Here, hold up.” And seizing his younger brother by the collar of his blue working
blouse, he dragged him upon his feet.
“Now, by the saints,” said Sholto, “if you cast your gibes upon me, by Saint Andrew I will break every bone in
your idiot’s body.”
“The purple velvet—oh, the purple velvet!” gasped Laurence, as soon as he could recover speech, “and the
eyes of Maud Lindesay!”
“That will teach you to think rather of the eyes of Laurence MacKim!” cried Sholto, and without more ado he
hit his brother with his clenched knuckles a fair blow on the bridge of his nose.
The next moment the two youths were grappling together like wild cats, striking, kicking, and biting with no
thought except of who should have the best of the battle. They rolled on the floor, now tussling among the
crackling faggots, anon itching soft as one body on the peat dust in the corner, again knocking over a bench and
bringing down the tools thereon to the floor with a jingle which might have been heard far out on the loch.
They were still clawing and cuffing each other in blind rage, when a hand, heavy and remorseless, was laid
upon each. Sholto found himself being dabbled in the great tempering cauldron which stood by his father’s forge.
Laurence heard his own teeth rattle as he was shaken sideways till his joints waggled like those of a puppet at
Keltonhill Fair. Then it was his turn to be doused in the water. Next their heads were soundly knocked together,
and finally, like a pair of arrows sent right and left, Laurence sped forth at the window in the able end and found
himself in the midst of a gooseberry bush, whilst Sholto, flung out of the door, fell sprawling on all fours almost
under the feet of a horse on which a young man sat, smilingly watching the scene.
Brawny Kim scattered the embers of the fire on the forge-hearth, and threw the breastplate and girdle-grace at
which the boys had been working into a corner of the smithy. Then he turned to lock the door with the massive
key, which stood so far out from the upper leaf that to it the horses waiting their turns to be shod were ordinarily
tethered.
As he did so he caught sight of the young man sitting silent on the black charger. Instantly a change passed
over his face. With one motion of his hand he swept the broad blue bonnet from his brow, and bowed the grizzled
head which had worn it low upon his breast. Thus for the breathing of a breath the master armourer stood, and
then, replacing his bonnet, he looked up again at the young knight on horseback
“My lord,” he said, after a long pause, in which he waited for the youth to speak, “This snot well—you ride
unattended and unarmed.”
“Ah, Malise,” laughed the young Earl, “a Douglas has few privileges if he may not sometimes on a summer
eve lay aside his heavy prisonment of armour and don such a suit as this! What think you, eh? Is it not a valiant
apparel, as might almost beseem one who rode a-courting?”
the mighty master-smith looked at the young man with eyes in whifh reverence, rebuke, and admiration strove
together.
“But,” he said, wagging his head with a grave humourousness, “your lordship needs not to ride a-courting. You
are to be married to a great dame who will bring you wealth, alliance, and the dower of provinces.”
The young man shrugged his shoulders, and swung lightly off his charger, which turned to look at him as he
stood and patted its neck.
“Know you not, Malise,” he said, “that the Earl of Douglas must needs marry provinces and the Lord of
Galloway wed riches? But what is there in that to prevent Will Douglas going courting at eighteen years of his age
as a young man ought. But have no fear, I come not hither seeking the favour of any. Save pf that lily flower of
yours, the only true may-blossom that blooms on the Three thorns of Carlinwark. I would look upon the angel
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smile on the face of your little daughter Magdalen. An she be here, I would toss her arm-high for a kiss of her
mouth, which I would rather touch than that of lady or leman.\fn{ Sweetheart:W} For I do ever profess myself her
vassal and slave. Where have you hidden her, Malise? Declare it or perish!”
The smith lifted up his voice till it struck on the walls of his cottage and echoed like thunder along the shores
of the lake.
“Dame Barbara,” he cried, and again, getting no answer, “ho, Dame Barbara, I say!” Then at the second hallo,
a shrill and somewhat peevish voice proceeded from within the house opposite.
“Aye, coming, can you not hear, great nolt! ’Deed and ’deed ’tis a pretty pass when a woman with the cares of
an household must come running light-toe and clatter-heel to every call of such a lazy lout. Husband, indeed—hot
house-band but house-bound, I wot—house-torment, house-torn, house-cross …”
A sonsy,\fn{Plump} well-favoured, middle-aged head, strangely at variance with the words which came from it,
peeped out, and instantly the scolding brattle was stilled. Back went the head into the dark of the house as if shot
from a bombard. Malise MacKim indulged in a low hoarse chuckle she caught the words:
“Eh, ’tis my Lord William! Save us, and me wanting my Ryssil gown that cost me ten silver shillings the ell,
and no even so muckle\fn{Much:W} as my white peaked cap upon my head.”
Her husband glanced at the young Earl to see if he appreciated the savour of the jest. Then he looked away,
turning the enjoyment over and over under his own tongue, and muttering,
“Ah, well, ’tis not his fault. No man hath a sense of humour before he is forty years of his age—and, for that
matter, ’tis all the riper at fifty.” The young man’s eyes were looking this way and that, up and down the smooth
pathway which skirted like a green selvage the shores of the loch.
“Malise,” he said, as if he had already forgotten his late eager quest for the little Magdalen, “Darnaway here
has a shoe loose, and tomorrow I ride to levy, and may also joust a bout in the tilt-yard of the afternoon. I would
not ask you to work in Whitsuntide, but that there cometh my Lord Fleming and Alan Lauder of the Bass,
bringing with them an embassy from France—and I hear there may be fair ladies in their company.”
“Ah!” quoth Malise, grimly, “so I have heard it said concerning the embassies of Charles, King of France.\fn
{Charles VII (1403-1461) King of France (from 1422)}
But the young man only smiled, and dusted off one or two flecks of foam which had blown backwards from
his horse’s bit upon the rich crimson doublet of finest velvet, which, cinctured closely at the waist, fell half-way to
his knees in heavy double pleats sewn with gold. A hunting horn of black and gold was suspended about his neck
by a bandolier of dark leather, subtly embroidered with bosses of gold. Laced boots of soft black hide, drawn
together on the outside from ankle to mid-calf with a golden cord, met the scarlet chausses which covered his
thighs and outlined the figure of him who was the noblest youth and the most gallant in all the realm of Scotland.
Earl William wore no sword. Only a little gold-handled poignard with a lady’s finger ring wet upon the point
of the hilt was at his side, and he stood resting easily his hand upon it as he talked, drawing it an inch from its
sheath and snicking it back again nonchalantly, with a sound like the clicking of a well-oiled lock.
“Clink the strokes strongly and featly, Malise, for tomorrow, when the black Douglas rides upon Black
Darnaway under the eyes of—well—of the ladies whom the ambassadors are bringing to greet me, there must be
no stumbling and no mistakes. Or on the head of Malise MacKim the matter shall be, and let that weight
remember that the Douglas does not keep a dule tree upon there by the Gallows Slock for nothing.”
The mighty smith was by this time examining the hoofs of the Earl’s charger one by one with such instinctive
delicacy of touch that Darnaway felt the kindly intent, and, bending his neck about, blew and snuffled into the
armourer’s tangled mat of crisp gray hair.
“Up there!” exclaimed MacKim, as the warm breath tickled his neck, and at the burst of sound the steed
shifted and clattered upon the hard-beaten floor of the smithy, tossing his head till the bridle chains rang again.
“Eh, my Lord William,” an altered voice came from the doorstep, where Dame Barbara MacKim, now clothed
and in her right mind, stood louting low before the young Earl, “but this is a blithe and calamitatious day for this
poor bit bigging o’the Carlinwark—to think that your honour should visit his servants! Will you no come ben and
sit doon in the house-place? ’Tis far from fitting for your feet to pass thereupon. But gin ye will so highly favour
—”
“Nay, I thank you, good Dame Barabar,” said the Earl, very courteously taking off the close-fitting black cap
with the red feather in it which was upon his head. “I must bide but a moment for your husband to set right certain
nails in the hoofs of Darnaway here, to ready me for the morrow. Do you come to see th esport? So buxom a dame
as the mistress of Carlinwark should not be absent to encourage the lads to do their best at the sword-play and the
rivalry of the butts.” And as the dame came forth curtseying and bowing her delighted thanks, Earl William,
572

setting a forefinger under her triple chin, stooped and kissed her in his gayest and most debonair manner.
“Eh, only to think on’t,” cried the dame, clapping her hands together as she did at mass, “that I, Barbara
MacKim, that am marriet to a donnert auld earle like Malise there, should hae the privilege o’ a salute frae the
bonny mon’ o’ Yerl William—thank ye kindly, my lord—and be inveeted to the weepen-shawing to sit amang the
leddies and view the sport. Malise, my man, caa’ ye no that an honour, a privilege? Is that no owing to me being
the sister—on my faither’s side—o’ Ninian Halliburton, merchant and indweller in Dumfries?”
“Nay, nay, good dame,” laughed the Earl, “’tis all for the sake of your own very sufficient charms! I trust that
your good man here is not jealous, for beauty, you well do ken, ever sends the wits of a Douglas woolgathering.
Nevertheless, let us have a draught of your home-brewed ale, for kissing is but dry work, after all, and little do I
think of it save”—he set his cap on his head with a gallant wave of his hand—“in the case of a lady so fair and
tempting as Dame Barbara MacKim!” At this the dame cast up her hands and her eyes again.
“Eh, what will Marget Ahanny o’ the Shankfit say noo—this frae the Yerl William. Eh, sirce, this is better than
an Abbot’s absolution. I declare ’tis mair sustainin’ than a’ the consolations o’ religion. Malise, do you hear, great
dour cuif that ye are, what says my lord? And you do think so little of your married wife as ye do! Think shame,
you being what ye are, and me the ain sister to that master o’ merchandise and Bailie o’ Dumfries, Master Ninian
Halliburton o’ the Vennel!”
And with that she vanished into the black oblong of the door opposite the smithy.
2
The strong man of Carlinwark made no long job of the horseshoeing. For, as he hammered and filed, he
marked the eye of the young Earl restlessly straying this way and that along the green riverside paths, and his
fingers nervously tapping the ashen casing of the smithy window-sill. Malise MacKim smiled to himself, for he
had not served a Douglas for thirty years without knowing by these signs that there was the swing of a kirtle in the
case somewhere.
Presently the last nail was made firm, and Black Darnaway was led, passaging and tossing his bridle reins, out
upon the green sward. Malise stood at his head till the Douglas swung himself into the saddle with a motion light
as the first upward flight of a bird. He put his hand into a pocket in the lining of his soubreveste and took out a
golden lion of the King’s recent mintage. He spun it in the air off his thumb and then looked at it somewhat
contemptuously as he caught it.
“I thank you and I, Master-Armourer, could send out a better coinage than that with the old Groat press over
there at Thrieve!” he said. Malise smiled his quiet smile.
“If the Earl of Douglas deigns to make me the master of his mint, I promise him plenty of good, sound, broad
pieces of a noble design—that is, till Chancellor Crichton hangs me for coining in the Grassmarket of Edingurgh.”
“That would he never, with the Douglas lances to prick you a way out and the Douglas gold to buy the good
will of traitorous judges!”
Half unconsciously the Earl sighed as he looked at the fair lake growing rosy in the light of the sunset. His
boyish face was overspread with care, and for the moment seemed all too young to have inherited so great a
burden. But the next moment he was himself again.
“I know, Malise,” he said, “that I cannot offer you gold in return for your admirable handicraft. But ‘’tis nigh
to Keltonhill Fairk, do you divide this gold lion betwixt those two brave boys of yours. Faith, right glad was I to
be Earl of Douglas and not a son of his master armourer when I saw you disciplining for their souls’ good
Messires Sholto and Laurence there!” The smith replied grimly.
“They are good enough lads, Sholto and Laurence both, but they will be forever gnarring and grappling at each
other like messan dogs round a kirk door.”
“They will not make the worse soldiers for that, Malise. I pray you forgive them for my sake.”
The master armourer took the hand of his young lord on which he was about to draw a riding glove of Spanish
leather. Very reverently he kissed the signet ring upon it.
“My dear lord,” he said, “I can refuse naught to any of your great and gracious house, and least of all to you,
the light and pleasure of it—aye, and the light of a surly old man’s heart, more even than the duty he owes to his
own married wife! Oh, be careful, my lord, for you are the desire of many hearts and the hope of all this land.” He
hesitated a moment, and then added with a kind of curious bashfulness,
“But I am concerned about ye this nicht, William Douglas—I fear that ye could not—would not permit me—”
“Could not permit what—out with it, old grumble-pate?”
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“that I should saddle my Flanders mare and ride after you. Malise MacKim wouldnot be in the way even if ye
went a-trysting. He kens brawly, in such a case, when to turn his head and look upon the hills and the woods and
the bonny sleeping waters.” The Earl laughed and shook his head.
“Na, na, Malise,” he said, “were I indeed on such a quest the sight of your gray pow would fright a fair lady,
and the mere trampling of that club-footed she-elephant of yours put to flight every sentiment of love. Remember
the Douglas badge is a naked heart. Can I ride a-courting, therefore, with all my fighting tail behind me as though
I besought an alliance with the King of England’s daughter?”
Silently and sadly the strong man watched the young Earl ride away to the south along that fair lochside. He
stood muttering to himself and looking long under his hand after his lord. The rider bowed his head as he passed
under the rich blazonry of the white May-blossom, which, like creamy lace, covered the three Thorns of
Carlinwark, now deeply stained with rose colour from the clouds of sunset.
“Aye, aye,” he said, “the Douglas badge is indeed a heart—but it is a bleeding heart. God avert the omen, and
keep this young man safe—for though many love him, there be more that would rejoice at his fall.”
The rider on Black Darnaway rode right into the saffron eye of the sunset. On his left hand Carlinwark and its
many islets burned rich with spring-green foliage, all splashed with the golden sunset light. Darnaway’s well-shod
hoofs sent the diamond drops flying, as, with obvious pleasure, he trampled through the shallows, Ben Gairn and
Screel, boldly ridged against the southern horizon, stood out in dark amethyst against the glowing sky of even, but
the young rider never so much as turned his head to look at them.
Presently, however, he emerged from among the noble lakeside trees upon a more open space. Broom and
whin blossom clustered yellow and orange beneath him, garrisoning with their green spears and golden banners
every knoll and scaur. But there were broad spaces of turf here and there on which the conies fed, or fought
terrible battles for the meek ear-twitching does, “spat-spatting” at each other with their forepaws and springing
into the air in their mating fury.
William of Douglas reined up Darnaway underneath this whispering foliage of a great beech, for all at
unawares he had come upon a sight that interested him more than the noble prospect of the May sunset.
In the center of the golden glade, and with all their faces mistily glorified by the evening light, he saw a group
of little girls, singing and dancing as they performed some quaint and graceful pageant of childhood.
Their young voices came up to him with a wistful, dying fall, and the slow, graceful movement of the rhythmic
dance seemed to affect the young man strangely. Involuntarily he lifted his close-fitting feathered cap from his
head, and allowed the cool airs to blow against his brow.
See the robbers passing by, passing by, passing,
See the robbers passing by,
My fair lady!

The ancient words came up clearly and distinctly to hi, and softened his heart with the indefinable and
a\exquisite pathos of the refrain whenever it is sung by the sweet voices of children.
“These are surely but cottars’ bairns,” he said, smiling a little at his own intensity of feeling, “but they sing like
little angels. I daresay my sweetheart Magdalen is amongst them.” And he seat still listening, patting Black
Darnaway meanwhile on the neck.
What did the robbers do to you, do to you, do to you,
What did the robbers to do you,
My fair lady.

The first two lines rang out bold and clear. Then again the wistfulness of the refrain played upon his heart as if
it had been an instrument of strings, till the tears came into his eyes at the wondrous sorrow and yearning with
which one voice, the sweetest and purest of all, replied, singing quite alone:
They broke my lock and stole my gold, stole my gold, stole my gold,
Broke my lock and stole my gold,
My fair lady!

The tears brimmed over in the eyes of William Douglas, and a deep foreboding of the mysteries of fate fell
upon his hear and abode there heavy as doom. He turned his head as though he felt a presence near him, and lo!
Sudden and silent as the appearing of a phantom, another horse was alongside of Black Darnaway, and upon a
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white palfrey a maiden dressed also in white sat, smiling upon the young man, fair to look upon as an angel from
heaven.
Earl William’s lips parted, but he was too surprised to speak. Nevertheless, he moved his hand to his head in
instinctive salutation; but, finding his bonnet already off, he could only stare at the vision which had so suddenly
sprung out of the ground. The lady slowly waved her hand in the direction of the children, whose young voices
still rang clear as cloister bells tolling out the Angelus, and whose white dresses waved in the light wind as they
danced back and forth with a slow and graceful motion.
“You hear, Earl William,” she said, in a low, thrilling voice, speaking with a foreign accent, “you hear? You are
a good Christian, doubtless, and you have heard from your uncle, the Abbot, how praise is made perfect “out of
the mouths of babes and sucklings.” Hark to them; they sing of their own destinies—and it may be also of yours
and mine.” And so fascinated and moved at heart at once by her beauty and by her strange words, the Douglas
listened.
What did the robbers do to you, do to you, do to you,
What did the robbers do to you,
My fair lady?

The lady on the delicately pacing palfrey turned the darkness of her eyes from the white-robed choristers to the
face of the young man. Then, with an impetuous motion of her hand, she urged him to listen for the next words,
which swept over Earl William’s heart with a cadence of unutterable pain and inexplicable melancholy.
They broke my lock and stole my gold, stole my gold, stole my gold,
Broke my lock and stole my gold,
My fair lady!

He turned upon his companion with a quick energy, as if he were afraid of losing himself again.
“Who are you, lady, and what do you here?” The girl (f or in years she was little more) smiled and reined her
steed a little back from him with an air at once prettily petulant and teasing.
“Is that spoken as William Douglas or as the Justicer of Galloway—a country where, as I understand, there is
no trial by jury?” The light of a radiant smile passed from her lips into his soul.
“It is spoken as a man speaks to a woman beautiful and queenly,” he said, not removing his eyes from her face.
“I fear I may have startled you” she said, without continuing the subject. “Even as I came I saw you were
wrapped in meditation, and my palfrey going lightly made no sound on the grass and leaves.” Her voice was so
sweet and low that William Douglas, listening to it, wished that she would speak on forever.
“The hour grows late,” he said, remembering himself “You must have far to ride. Let me be your escort
homewards if you have none worthier than I.”
“Alas,” she answered, smiling yet more subtly, “I have no home near by. My home is very far and over many
turbulent seas. I have but a maiden’s pavilion in which to rest my head. Yet since I and my company must needs
travel through your dominions, Earl William, I trust you will not be so cruel as to forbid us?”
“Yes,”—he was smiling now in turn, and catching somewhat of the gay spirit of the lady—“as overlord of all
this province I do forbid you to pass through these lands of Galloway without first visiting me in my house of
Thrieve!”
The lady clapped her hands and laughed, letting her palfrey pace onwards through the woodland glades bridle
free, while Black Darnaway, compelled by his master’s hand, followed, tossing his head indignantly because it
had been turned from the direction of his nightly stable on the Castle Isle.
3
“Joyous,” she cried, as they went, “Oh, most joyous would it be to see the noble castle and to have all the
famous two thousand knights to make love to me at once! To capture two thousand hearts at one sweep of the net!
What would Margaret of France herself say to that?”
“Is there no single heart sufficient to satisfy you, fair maid?” said the young man, in a low voice; “none loyal
enough nor large enough for you that you desire so many?”
“And what would I do with one if it were in my hands,” she said wistfully; “that is, if it were a worthy heart
and one worth the taking. Ever since I was a child I have always broken my toys when I tired of them.” The
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voices of the singing children on the green came more faintly to their ears, but the words were still clear to be
understood.
Off to prison you must go, you must go, you must go,
Off to prison you must go,
My fair lady.

“You hear? It is my fate!” she said.
“Nay,” answered the Earl, passionately, still looking in her eyes. “Mine, mine—not yours! Gladly I would go
to prison or to death for the love of one so fair!”
“My lord, my lord,” she laughed, with a tolerant protest in her voice, “you keep up the credit of your house
right nobly. How goes the distich? My mother taught it me upon the bridge of Avignon, where also as here in
Scotland the children dance and sing.
First in the love of woman,
First in the field of fight,
First in the death that men must die,
Such is the Douglas right!

“Here and now,” he said, still looking at her, “’tis only the first I crave.”
“Earl William, positively you must come to Court!” she shrilled into sudden tinkling laughter; “there be ladies
there more worthy of your ardour than a poor errant maiden such as I.”
“A Court,” cried Earl w\William, scornfully, “to the Seneschal’s court! Nay, truly. Could a Steward ever keep
his faith or pay his debts? Never, since the firs to them licked his way into a lady’s favour.”
“Oh,” she answered lightly, “I meant not the court of Stirling nor yet the Chancellor’s Castle of Edinburgh. I
meant the only great Court—the Court which already owns the swan of its rarest ornament, your own ‘Scottish
Princess Margaret.”
“Thither I cannot go unless the King of France grants me my father’s rights and estates!” he said, with a certain
sternness in his tone.
“Let me look at your hand,” she answered, with a gentle inclination of her fair head, from which the lace that
had shrouded it now streamed back in the cool wind of evening. Stopping Dunaway, the young Earl gave the girl
his hand, and the white palfrey came to rest close beneath the shoulder of the black war charger.
“Tomorrow, “ she said, looking at his palm, “tomorrow you will be Duke of Touraine. I promise it to you by
my power of divination. Does that satisfy you?”
“I fear you are a witch, or else a being compound of rarer elements than mere flesh and blood,” said the Earl.
“Is that a spirit’s hand,” she said, laughing lightly and giving her own rosy fingers into his, “or could even the
Justicer of Galloway find it in his heart to burn these as part of the body of a witch?” She shuddered and
pretended to gaze piteously up at him from under the long lashes which hardly raised themselves from her cheek.
“Spirit-slender, spirit-white they are,” he replied, “and as for being the fingers of a witch—doubtless you are a
witch indeed. But I will not burn so fair things as these, save s it might be with the fervors of my lips.” And he
stooped and pressed kiss after kiss upon her hand.
Gently she withdrew her fingers from his grasp and rode further apart, yet not without one backward glance of
perfectest witchery.
“I doubt you have been overmuch at Court already,” she said. “I did not well to ask you to go thither.”
“Why must I not go thither?” he asked.
“Because I shall be there,” she replied softly, courting him yet again with her eyes.
As they rode on together through the rich twilight dusk, the young man observed her narrowly as often as he
could. Her skin was fair with a dazzling clearness, which even the gathering gloom only caused to shine with a
more perfect brilliance, as if a halo of light dwelt permanently beneath its surface. Faint responsive roses bloomed
on either cheek and, as it seemed, cast a shadow of their colour down her graceful neck. Dark eyes shone above,
fresh and dewy with love and youth, and smiled out with all ancientest witcheries and allurements in their depths.
Her lithe, slender body was simply clad in a fair white cloth of some foreign fabric, and her waist, of perfectest
symmetry, was cinctured by a broad ring of solid silver, which, to the young man, looked so slender that he could
have clasped it about with both his hands.
So they rode on, through the woods mostly, until they reached a region which to the Earl appeared unfamiliar.
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The glades were greener and denser. The trees seemed more primeval, the foliage thicker overhead, the
interspaces of the golden evening sky darker and less frequent.
“I what place may your company be assembled,” he asked. “Strange it is that I know not this spot. Yet I should
recognize each tree by conning it, and of every rivulet in Galloway I should be able to tell the name. Yet with
shame do I confess that I know not where I am.
“Ah,” said the girl, her face growing luminous through the gloom, “you called me a witch, and now you shall
see. I wave my hands, so—and you are no more in Galloway. You are in the land of faëry. I blow you a kiss, so—
and lo! You are no more William, sixth Earl of Douglas and proximate Duke of Touraine, but you are even as True
Thomas, the Beloved of the Queen of the Fairies, and the slave of her spell!”
“I am indeed well content to be Thomas Rhymere,” he answered, submitting himself to the wooing glamour of
her eyes, “so be that you are the Lady of the milk-white hind!”
“A courtier indeed,” she laughed; “you need not to seek your answer. You make a poor girl afraid. But \see,
yonder are the lights of my pavilion. Will it please you to alight and enter? The supper will be spread, and though
you must not expect any to entertain you, save only this your poor Queen Mab” (here she made him a little bow),
“yet I think you will not be ill content. They do not say that Thomas of Ereildoune had any cause for complaint.
Do you know,” she continued, a fresh gaiety striking into her voice, “it was in this very wood that he was lost.”
But William Douglas sat silent with the wonder of what he saw. Their horses had all at once come out on a
hilltop. The sequestered boscage of the trees had gradually thinned, finally dwarfing into a green drift of fern and
birchen foliage which rose no higher than Black Darnaway’s chest, and through which his rider’s laced boots
brushed till the Spanish leather of their gold-embossed frontlets was all jetted with gouts of dew.
Before him swept horizonwards a great upwards drift of solemn pine trees, the like of which for size he had
never seen in all his domain. Or so, at least, it seemed in that hour of mystery and glamour. For behind them the
evening sky had dulled to a deep and solemn wash of blood red, across which lay one lonely bar of black cloud,
solid as spilled ink on a monkish page. But under the trees themselves, blazing with lamps and breathing odours
of all grace and daintiness, stood a lighted pavilion of rose-coloured silk, anchored to the ground with ropes of
sendal of the richest crimson hue.
“Let your horse go free, or tether him to a pine; in either case he will not wander far,” said the girl. “I fear my
fellows have gone off to lay in provisions. We have taken a day or two more on the way than we had counted on,
so that tonight’s feast makes an end of our store. But still there is enough for two. I bid you welcome, Earl
William, to a wanderer’s tent. There is much that I would say to you.” …
100.251 The Adventure Of The Cardboard Box\fn{by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle (1859-1930)} Edinburgh, Scotland,
United Kingdom (M) 9
In choosing a few typical cases which illustrate the remarkable mental qualities of my friend, Sherlock
Holmes, I have endeavored, as far as possible, to select those which presented the minimum of sensationalism,
which offering a fair field for his talents. It is, however, unfortunately impossible entirely to separate the
sensational from the criminal, and a chronicler is left in the dilemma that he must either sacrifice details which are
essential to his statement and so give a false impression of the problem, or he must use matter which chance, and
not choice, has provided him with. With this short preface I shall turn to my notes of what proved to be a strange,
though a peculiarly terrible, chain of events.
It was a blazing hot day in August. Baker Street was like an oven, and the glare of the sunlight upon the yellow
brickwork of the house across the road was painful to the eye. It was hard to believe that these were the same
walls which loomed so gloomily through the fogs of winter. Our blinds were half-drawn, and Holmes lay curled
upon the sofa, reading and re-reading a letter which he had received by the morning post. For myself, my term of
service in India had trained me to stand heat better than cold, and a thermometer at ninety was no hardship. But
the morning paper was uninteresting. Parliament had risen.\fn{ Gone on vacation.} Everybody was out of town, and I
yearned for the glades of the New Forest or the shingle of Southsea. A depleted bank account had caused me to
postpone my holiday, and as to my companion, neither the country nor the sea presented the slightest attraction to
him. He loved to lie in the very center of five millions of people, with his filaments stretching out and running
through them, responsive to every little rumor or suspicion of unsolved crime. Appreciation of nature found no
place among his many gifts, and his only change was when he turned his mind from the evil-doer of the town to
track down his brother of the country.
Finding that Holmes was too absorbed for conversation I had tossed aside the barren paper, and leaning back in
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my chair I fell into a brown study.\fn{ A mood of depression tinged with melancholy .} Suddenly my companion’s voice
broke in upon my thoughts:
“You are right, Watson,” said he. “It does seem a most preposterous way of settling a dispute.”
“Most preposterous!” I exclaimed, and then suddenly realizing how he had echoed the inmost thought of my
soul, I sat up in my chair and stared at him in blank amazement.
“What is this, Holmes?” I cried. “This is beyond anything which I could have imagined.”
He laughed heartily at my perplexity.
“You remember,” said he, “that some little time ago when I read you the passage in one of Poe’s\fn{ Edgar Allen
Poe (1809-1849), American poet, critic and short-story writer .} sketches in which a close reasoner follows the unspoken
thoughts of his companion, you were inclined to treat the matter as a mere tour-de-force of the author. On my
remarking that I was constantly in the habit of doing the same thing you expressed incredulity.”
“Oh, no!”
“Perhaps not with your tongue, my dear Watson, but certainly with your eyebrows. So when I saw you throw
down your paper and enter upon a train of thought, I was very happy to have the opportunity of reading it off, and
eventually of breaking into it, as a proof that I had been in rapport with you.”
But I was still far from satisfied. “In the example which you read to me,” said I, “the reasoner drew his
conclusions from the actions of the man whom he observed. If I remember right, he stumbled over a heap of
stones, looked up at the stars, and so on. But I have been seated quietly in my chair, and what clues can I have
given you?”
“You do yourself an injustice. The features are given to man as the means by which he shall express his
emotions, and yours are faithful servants.
“Do you mean to say that you read my train of thoughts from my features?”
“Your features and especially your eyes. Perhaps you cannot yourself recall how your reverie commenced?”
“No, I cannot.”
“Then I will tell you. After throwing down your paper, which was the action which drew my attention to you,
you sat for half a minute with a vacant expression. Then your eyes fixed themselves upon your newly framed
picture of General Gordon,\fn{ Charles George Gordon (1833-1885), British general and colonial administrator, known for his
defense during the siege of Khartoum, Sudan, in 1885.} and I saw by the alteration in your face that a train of thought had
been started. But it did not lead very far. Your eyes flashed across to the unframed portrait of Henry Ward
Beecher\fn{American clergyman, abolitionist and feminist (1813-1887) }which stands upon the top of your books. Then you
glanced up at the wall, and of course your meaning was obvious. You were thinking that if the portrait were
framed it would just cover that bare space and correspond with Gordon’s picture over there.”
“You have followed me wonderfully!” I exclaimed.
“So far I could hardly have gone astray. But now your thoughts went back to Beecher, and you looked hard
across as if you were studying the character in his features. Then your eyes ceased to pucker, but you continued to
look across, and your face was thoughtful. You were recalling the incidents of Beecher’s career. I was well aware
that you could not do this without thinking of the mission which he undertook on behalf of the North at the time
of the Civil War, for I remember your expressing your passionate indignation at the way in which he was received
by the more turbulent of our people.\fn{ He lectured successfully in England in 1863, encountering audiences initially hostile to
both him and to the Northern point of view .} You felt so strongly about it that I knew you would not think of Beecher
without thinking of that also. When a moment later I saw your eyes wander away from the picture, I suspected
that your mind had now turned to the Civil War, and when I observed that your lips set, your eyes sparkled, and
your hands clenched I was positive that you were indeed thinking of the gallantry which was shown by both sides
in that desperate struggle. But then, again, your face grew sadder; you shook your head. You were dwelling upon
the sadness and horror and useless waste of life. Your hand stole towards your own old wound and a smile
quivered on your lips, which showed me that the ridiculous side of this method of settling international questions
had forced itself upon your mind. At this point I agreed with you that it was preposterous and was glad to find that
all my deductions had been correct.”
“Absolutely!” said I. “And now that you have explained it, I confess that I am as amazed as before.”
“It was very superficial, my dear Watson, I assure you. I should not have intruded it upon your attention had
you not shown some incredulity the other day. But I have in my hands here a little problem which may prove to be
more difficult of solution than my small essay in thought reading. Have you observed in the paper a short
paragraph referring to the remarkable contents of a packet sent through the post to Miss Cushing, of Cross Street,
Croydon”
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“No, I saw nothing.”
“Ah! then you must have overlooked it. Just toss it over to me. Here it is, under the financial column. Perhaps
you would be good enough to read it aloud.”
I picked up the paper which he had thrown back to me and read the paragraph indicated. It was headed:

----------------------------------A Gruesome Packet----------------------------------Miss Susan Cushing, living at Cross Street, Croydon, has been made the victim of what must be regarded as a
peculiarly revolting practical joke unless some more sinister meaning should prove to be attached to the incident. At
two o’clock yesterday afternoon a small packet, wrapped in brown paper, was handed in by the postman. A cardboard
box was inside, which was filled with coarse salt. On emptying this, Miss Cushing was horrified to find two human
ears, apparently quite freshly severed. The box had been sent by parcel post from Belfast upon the morning before.
There is no indication as to the sender, and the matter is the more mysterious as Miss Cushing, who is a maiden lady of
fifty, has led a most retired life, and has so few acquaintances or correspondents that it is a rare event for her to receive
anything through the post. Some years ago, however, when she resided at Penge, she let apartments in her house to
three young medical students, whom she was obliged to get rid of on account of their noisy and irregular habits. The
police are of opinion that this outrage may have been perpetrated upon Miss Cushing by these youths, who owed her a
grudge and who hoped to frighten her by sending her these relics of the dissecting-rooms. Some probability is lent to
the theory by the fact that one of these students came from the north of Ireland, and, to the best of Miss Cushing’s
belief, from Belfast. In the meantime, the matter is being actively investigated, Mr. Lestrade, one of the very smartest
of our detective officers, being in charge of the case.

“So much for the Daily Chronicle,” said Holmes as I finished reading. “Now for our friend Lestrade. I had a
note from him this morning, in which he says:
I think that this case is very much in your line. We have every hope of clearing the matter up, but we find a little
difficulty in getting anything to work upon . We have, of course, wired to the Belfast post-office, but a large number of
parcels were handed in upon that day, and they have no means of identifying this particular one, or of remembering the
sender. The box is a half-pound box of honeydew tobacco and does not help us in any way. The medical student theory
still appears to me to be the most feasible, but if you should have a few hours to spare I should be very happy to see
you out here. I shall be either at the house or in the police-station all day.

“What say you, Watson? Can you rise superior to the heat and run down to Croydon with me on the off chance
of a case for your annals?”
“I was longing for something to do.”
“You shall have it then. Ring for our boots\fn{ Our man-servant; so called because one of his duties would be to tidy Holme’s
and Watson’s footwear.}and tell them to order a cab. I’ll be back in a moment when I have changed my dressinggown and filled my cigar-case.”
A shower of rain fell while we were in the train, and the heat was far less oppressive in Croydon than in town.
Holmes had sent on a wire, so that Lestrade, as wiry, as dapper, and as ferret-like as ever, was waiting for us at the
station. A walk of five minutes took us to Cross Street, where Miss Cushing resided.
It was a very long street of two-story brick houses, neat and prim, with whitened stone steps and little groups
of aproned women gossiping at the doors. Halfway down, Lestrade stopped and tapped at a door, which was
opened by a small servant girl. Miss Cushing was sitting in the front room, into which we were ushered. She was
a placid-faced woman, with large, gentle eyes, and grizzled hair curving down over her temples on each side. A
worked antimacassar lay upon her lap and a basket of colored silks stood upon a stool beside her.
“They are in the outhouse, those dreadful things,” said she as Lestrade entered. “I wish that you would take
them away altogether.”
“So I shall, Miss Cushing. I only kept them here until my friend, Mr. Holmes, should have seen them in your
presence.”
“Why in my presence, sir?”
“In case he wished to ask any questions.”
“What is the use of asking me questions when I tell you I know nothing whatever about it?”
“Quite so, madam,” said Holmes in his soothing way. “I have no doubt that you have been annoyed more than
enough already over this business.”
“Indeed, I have, sir. I am a quiet woman and live a retired life. It is something new for me to see my name in
the papers and to find the police in my house. I won’t have those things in here, Mr. Lestrade. If you wish to see
them you must go to the outhouse.”
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It was a small shed in the narrow garden which ran behind the house. Lestrade went in and brought out a
yellow cardboard box, with a piece of brown paper and some string. There was a bench at the end of the path, and
we all sat down while Holmes examined, one by one, the articles which Lestrade had handed to him.
“The string is exceedingly interesting,” he remarked, holding it up to the light and sniffing at it. “What do you
make of this string, Lestrade?”
“It has been tarred.”
“Precisely. It is a piece of tarred twine. You have also, no doubt, remarked that Miss Cushing has cut the cord
with a scissors, as can be seen by the double fray on each side. This is of importance.”
“I cannot see the importance,” said Lestrade.
“The importance lies in the fact that the knot is left intact, and that this knot is of a peculiar character.”
“It is very neatly tied. I had already made a note to that effect,” said Lestrade complacently.
“So much for the string, then,” said Holmes, smiling, “now for the box wrapper. Brown paper, with a distinct
smell of coffee. What, did you not observe it? I think there can be no doubt of it. Address printed in rather
straggling characters: “Miss S. Cushing, Cross Street, Croydon.” Done with a broad-pointed pen, probably a J,
and with very inferior ink. The word ‘Croydon’ has been originally spelled with an ‘i,’ which has been changed to
‘y.’ The parcel was directed, then, by a man—the printing is distinctly masculine—of limited education and
unacquainted with the town of Croydon. So far, so good! The box is a yellow, half-pound honeydew box, with
nothing distinctive save two thumb marks at the left bottom corner. It is filled with rough salt of the quality used
for preserving hides and other of the coarser commercial purposes. And embedded in it are these very singular
enclosures.”
He took out the two ears as he spoke, and laying a board across his knee he examined them minutely, while
Lestrade and I, bending forward on each side of him, glanced alternately at these dreadful relics and at the
thoughtful, eager face of our companion. Finally he returned them to the box once more and sat for a while in
deep meditation.
“You have observed, of course,” said he at last, “that the ears are not a pair.”
“Yes, I have noticed that. But if this were the practical joke of some students from the dissecting-rooms, it
would be easy for them to send two odd ears as a pair.”
“Precisely. But this is not a practical joke.”
“You are sure of it?”
“The presumption is strongly against it. Bodies in the dissecting-rooms are injected with preservative fluid.
These ears bear no signs of this. They are fresh, too. They have been cut off with a blunt instrument, which would
hardly happen if a student had done it. Again carbolic or rectified spirits would be the preservatives which would
suggest themselves to the medical mind, certainly not rough salt. I repeat that there is no practical joke here, but
that we are investigating a serious crime.”
A vague thrill ran through me as I listened to my companion’s words and saw the stern gravity which had
hardened his features. This brutal preliminary seemed to shadow forth some strange and inexplicable horror in the
background. Lestrade, however, shook his head like a man who is only half convinced.
“There are objections to the joke theory, no doubt,” said he, “but there are much stronger reasons against the
other. We know that this woman has led a most quiet and respectable life at Penge and here for the last twenty
years. She has hardly been away from her home for a day during that time. Why on earth, then, should any
criminal send her the proofs of his guilt, especially as, unless she is a most consummate actress, she understands
quite as little of the matter as we do?”
“That is the problem which we have to solve,” Holmes answered, “and for my part I shall set about it by
presuming that my reasoning is correct, and that a double murder has been committed. One of these ears is a
woman’s, small, finely formed, and pierced for an earring. The other is a man’s, sun-burned, discolored, and also
pierced for an earring. These two people are presumably dead, or we should have heard their story before now.
Today is Friday. The packet was posted on Thursday morning. The tragedy, then, occurred on Wednesday or
Tuesday, or earlier. If the two people were murdered, who but their murderer would have sent this sign of his
work to Miss Cushing? We may take it that the sender of the packet is the man whom we want. But he must have
some strong reason for sending Miss Cushing this packet. What reason then? It must have been to tell her that the
deed was done! Or to pain her, perhaps. But in that case she knows who it is. Does she know? I doubt it. If she
knew, why should she call the police in? She might have buried the ears, and no one would have been the wiser.
That is what she would have done if she had wished to shield the criminal. But if she does not wish to shield him
she would give his name. There is a tangle here which needs straightening out.” He had been talking in a high,
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quick voice, staring blankly up over the garden fence, but now he sprang briskly to his feet and walked towards
the house.
“I have a few questions to ask Miss Cushing,” said he.
“In that case I may leave you here,” said Lestrade, “for I have another small business on hand. I think that I
have nothing further to learn from Miss Cushing. You will find me at the police-station.”
“We shall look in on our way to the train,” answered Holmes. A moment later he and I were back in the front
room, where the impassive lady was still quietly working away at her antimacassar. She put it down on her lap as
we entered and looked at us with her frank, searching blue eyes.
“I am convinced, sir,” she said, “that this matter is a mistake, and that the parcel was never meant for me at all.
I have said this several times to the gentleman from Scotland Yard, but he simply laughs at me. I have not an
enemy in the world, as far as I know, so why should anyone play me such a trick?”
“I am coming to be of the same opinion, Miss cushing,” said Holmes, taking a seat beside her. “I think that it is
more than probable—” he paused, and I was surprised, on glancing round to see that he was staring with singular
intentness at the lady’s profile. Surprise and satisfaction were both for an instant to be read upon his eager face,
though when she glanced round to find out the cause of his silence he had become as demure as ever. I stared hard
myself at her flat, grizzled hair, her trim cap, her little gilt earrings, her placid features; but I could see nothing
which could account for my companion’s evident excitement.
“There were one or two questions—”
“Oh, I am weary of questions!” cried Miss Cushing impatiently.
“You have two sisters, I believe.”
“How could you know that?”
“I observed the very instant that I entered the room that you have a portrait group of three ladies upon the
mantelpiece, one of whom is undoubtedly yourself, while the others are so exceedingly like you that there could
be no doubt of the relationship.”
“Yes, you are quite right. Those are my sisters, Sarah and Mary.”
“And here at my elbow is another portrait, taken at Liverpool, of your younger sister, in the company of a man
who appears to be a steward by his uniform. I observe that she was unmarried at the time.”
“You are very quick at observing.”
“That is my trade.”
“Well, you are quite right. But she was married to Mr. Browner a few days afterwards. He was on the South
American line when that was taken, but he was so fond of her that he couldn’t abide to leave her for so long, and
he got into the Liverpool and London boats.”
“Ah, the Conqueror, perhaps?”
“No, the May Day, when last I heard. Jim came down here to see me once. That was before he broke the
pledge; but afterwards he would always take drink when he was ashore, and a little drink would send him stark,
staring mad. Ah! it was a bad day that ever he took a glass in his hand again. First he dropped me, then he
quarreled with Sarah, and now that Mary has stopped writing we don’t know how things are going with them.”
It was evident that Miss Cushing had come upon a subject on which she felt very deeply. Like most people
who lead a lonely life, she was shy at first, but ended by becoming extremely communicative. She told us many
details about her brother-in-law the steward, and then wandering off on the subject of her former lodgers, the
medical students, she gave us a long account of their delinquencies, with their names and those of their hospitals.
Holmes listened attentively to everything, throwing in a question from time to time.
“About your second sister, Sarah,” said he. “I wonder, since you are both maiden ladies, that you do not keep
house together.”
“Ah! you don’t know Sarah’s temper or you would wonder no more. I tried it when I came to Croydon, and we
kept on until about two months ago, when we had to part. I don’t want to say a word against my own sister, but
she was always meddlesome and hard to please, was Sarah.”
“You say that she quarreled with your Liverpool relations.”
“Yes and they were the best of friends at one time. Why, she went up there to live in order to be near them. And
now she has no word heard enough for Jim Browner. The last six months that she was here she would speak of
nothing but his drinking and his ways. He had caught her meddling, I suspect, and given her a bit of his mind, and
that was the start of it.”
“Thank you, Miss Cushing,” said Holmes, rising and bowing. “Your sister Sarah lives, I think you said, at New
Street, Wallington? Good-bye, and I am very sorry that you should have been troubled over a case with which, as
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you say, you have nothing whatever to do.”
There was a cab passing as we came out, and Holmes hailed it.
“How far to Wallington?” he asked.
“Only about a mile, sir.”
“Very good. Jump in, Watson. We must strike while the iron is hot. Simple as the case is, there have been one
or two very instructive details in connection with it. Just pull up at a telegraph office as you pass, cabby.”
Holmes sent off a short wire and for the rest of the drive lay back in the cab, with his hat tilted over his nose to
keep the sun from his face. Our driver pulled up at a house which was not unlike the one which we had just
quitted. My companion ordered him to wait, and had his hand upon the knocker, when the door opened and a
grave young gentleman in black, with a very shiny hat, appeared on the step.
“Is Miss Cushing at home?” asked Homes.
“Miss Sarah Cushing is extremely ill,” said he. “She has been suffering since yesterday from brain symptoms
of great severity. As her medical adviser, I cannot possibly take the responsibility of allowing anyone to see her. I
should recommend you to call again in ten days.” He drew on his gloves, closed the door, and marched off down
the street.
“Well, if we can’t we can’t,” said Holmes, cheerfully.
“Perhaps she could not or would not have told you much.”
“I did not wish her to tell me anything. I only wanted to look at her. However, I think that I have got all that I
want. Drive us to some decent hotel, cabby, where we may have some lunch, and afterwards we shall drop down
upon friend Lestrade at the police-station.
We had a pleasant little meal together, during which Holmes would talk about nothing but violins, narrating
with great exultation how he had purchased his own Stradivarius, which was worth at least five hundred guineas,
at a Jew broker’s in Tottenham Court Road for fifty-five shillings. This led him to Paganini,\fn{ Nicolò Paganini
(1782-1840), Italian composer and violin virtuoso, born in Genoa. } and we sat for an hour over a bottle of claret while he told
me anecdote after anecdote of that extraordinary man. The afternoon was far advanced and the hot glare had
softened into a mellow glow before we found ourselves at the police-station. Lestrade was waiting for us at the
door. “A telegram for you, Mr. Holmes,” said he.
“Ha! It is the answer!” He tore it open, glanced his eyes over it, and crumpled it into his pocket. “That’s all
right,” said he.
“Have you found out anything?”
“I have found out everything!”
“What!” Lestrade stared at him in amazement. “You are joking.”
“I was never more serious in my life. A shocking crime has been committed, and I think I have now laid bare
every detail of it.”
“And the criminal?”
Holmes scribbled a few words upon the back of one of his visiting cards and threw it over to Lestrade.
“That is the name,” he said. “You cannot effect an arrest until tomorrow night at the earliest. I should prefer
that you do not mention my name at all in connection with the case, as I choose to be only associated with those
crimes which present some difficulty in their solution. Come on, Watson.” We strode off together to the station,
leaving Lestrade still staring with a delighted face at the card which Holmes had thrown him.
*
“The case,” said Sherlock Holmes as we chatted over our cigars that night in our rooms at Baker Street, “is one
where, as in the investigations which you have chronicled under the names of A Study in Scarlet and of The Sign
of Four, we have been compelled to reason backward from effects to causes. I have written to Lestrade asking
him to supply us with the details which are now wanting, and which he will only get after he has secured his man.
That he may be safely trusted to do, for although he is absolutely devoid of reason, he is as tenacious as a bulldog
when he once understands what he has to do, and indeed, it is just this tenacity which has brought him to the top
at Scotland Yard.”
“Your case is not complete, then?” I asked.
“It is fairly complete in essentials. We know who the author of the revolting business is, although one of the
victims still escapes us. Of course, you have formed our own conclusions.”
“I presume that this Jim Browner, the steward of a Liberpool boat, is the man whom you suspect?”
“Oh! it is more than a suspicion.”
“And yet I cannot see anything save very vague indications.”
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“On the contrary, to my mind nothing could be more clear. Let me run over the principal steps. We approached
the case, you remember, with an absolutely blank mind, which is always an advantage. We had formed no
theories. We were simply there to observe and to draw inferences from our observations. What did we see first? A
very placid and respectable lady, who seemed quite innocent of any secret, and a portrait which showed me that
she had two younger sisters. It instantly flashed across my mind that the box might have been meant for one of
these. I set the idea aside as one which could be disproved or confirmed at our leisure. Then we went to the
garden, as you remember, and we saw the very singular contents of the little yellow box.
“The string was of the quality which is used by sailmakers aboard ship, and at once a whiff of the sea was
perceptible in our investigation. When I observed that the knot was one which is popular with sailors, that the
parcel had been posted at a port, and that the male ear was pierced for an earring which is so much more common
among sailors than among landsmen, I was quite certain that all the actors in the tragedy were to be found among
our seafaring classes.
“When I came to examine the address of the packet I observed that it was to Miss S. Cushing. Now, the oldest
sister would, of course, be Miss Cushing, and although her initial was ‘S’ it might belong to one of the others as
well. In that case we should have to commence our investigation from a fresh basis altogether. I therefore went
into the house with the intention of clearing up this point. I was about to assure Miss Cushing that I was
convinced that a mistake had been made when you may remember that I came suddenly to a stop. The fact was
that I had just seen something which filled me with surprise and at the same time narrowed the field of our inquiry
immensely.
“As a medical man, you are aware, Watson, that there is no part of the body which varies so much as the
human ear. Each ear is as a rule quite distinctive and differs from all other ones. In last year’s Anthropological
Journal you will find two short monographs from my pen upon the subject. I had, therefore, examined the ears in
the box with the eyes of an expert and had carefully noted their anatomical peculiarities. Imagine my surprise,
then, when on looking at Miss Cushing I perceived that her ear corresponded exactly with the female ear which I
had just inspected. The matter was entirely beyond coincidence. There was the same shortening of the pinna,\fn
{The curved part of the ear attached to the side of the head by small ligaments and muscles .} the same broad curve of the upper
lobe, the same convolution of the inner cartilage. In all essentials it was the same ear.
“Of course I at once saw the enormous importance of the observation. It was evident that the victim was a
blood relation, and probably a very close one. I began to talk to her about her family, and you remember that she
at once gave us some exceedingly valuable details.
“In the first place, her sister’s name was Sarah, and her address had until recently been the same, so that it was
quite obvious how the mistake had occurred and for whom the packet was meant. Then we heard of this steward,
married to the third sister, and learned that he had at one time been so intimate with Miss Sarah that she had
actually gone up to Liverpool to be near the Browners, but a quarrel had afterwards divided them. This quarrel
had put a stop to all communications for some months, so that if Browner had occasion to address a packet to
Miss Sarah, he would undoubtedly have done so to her old address.
“And now the matter had begun to straighten itself out wonderfully. We had learned of the existence of this
steward, an impulsive man, of strong passions—you remember that he threw up what must have been a very
superior berth in order to be nearer to his wife—subject, too, to occasional fits of hard drinking. We had reason to
believe that his wife had been murdered, and that a man—presumably a seafaring man—had been murdered at the
same time. Jealousy, of course, at once suggests itself as the motive for the crime. And why should these proofs of
the deed be sent to Miss Sarah Cushing? Probably because during her residence in Liverpool she had some had in
bringing about the events which led to the tragedy. You will observe that this line of boats calls at Belfast, Dublin,
and Waterford; so that, presuming that Browner had committed the deed and had embarked at once upon his
steamer, the May Day, Belfast would be the first place at which he could post his terrible packet.
“A second solution was at this stage obviously possible, and although I thought it exceedingly unlikely, I was
determined to elucidate it before going further. An unsuccessful lover might have killed Mr. and Mrs. Browner,
and the male ear might belong to the husband. There were many grave objections to this theory, but it was
conceivable. I therefore sent off a telegram to my friend Algar, of the Liverpool force, and asked him to find out if
Mrs. Browner were at home, and if Browner had departed in the May Day. Then we went on to Wallington to visit
Miss Sarah.
“I was curious, in the first place, to see how far the family ear had been reproduced in her. Then, of course, she
might give us very important information, but I was not sanguine that she would. She must have hard of the
business the day before, since all Croydon was ringing with it, and she alone could have understood for whom the
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packet was meant. If she had been willing to help justice she would probably have communicated with the police
already. However, it was clearly our duty to see her, so we went. We found that the news of the arrival of the
packet—for her illness dated from that time—had such an effect upon her as to bring on brain fever. It was clearer
than ever that she understood its full significance, but equally clear that we should have to wait some time for any
assistance from her.
“However, we were really independent of her help. Our answers were waiting for us at the police-station,
where I had directed Algar to send them. Nothing could be more conclusive. Mrs. Brownere’s house had been
closed for more than three days, and the neighbors were of opinion that she had gone south to see her relatives. It
had been ascertained at the shipping offices that Browner had left aboard the May Day, and I calculate that she is
due in the Thames tomorrow night. When he arrives he will be met by the obtuse but resolute Lestrade, and I have
no doubt that we shall have all our details filled in.”
Sherlock Holmes was not disappointed in his expectations. Two days later he received a bulky envelope, which
contained a short note from the detective, and a typewritten document, which covered several pages of foolscap.
“Lestrade has got him all right,” said Holmes, glancing up at me. “Perhaps it would interest you to hear what
he says.
My dear Mr. Holmes:
In accordance with the scheme which we had formed in order to test our theories—the “we” is rather fine, Watson,
is it not?—I went down to the Albert Dock yesterday at 6 P.M., and boarded the S. S. May Day, belonging to the
Liverpool, Dublin, and London Steam Packet Company. On inquiry, I found that there was a steward on board of the
name of James Browner and that he had acted during the voyage in such an extraordinary manner that the captain had
been compelled to relieve him of his duties. On descending to his berth, I found him seated upon a chest with his head
sunk upon his hands, rocking himself to and fro. He is a big, powerful chap, clean-shaven, and very swarthy—
something like Aldridge, who helped us in the bogus laundry affair. He jumped up when he heard my business, and I
had my whistle to my lips to call a couple of river police, who were round the corner, but he seemed to have no heart in
him, and he held out his hands quietly enough for the darbies. We brought him along to the cells, and his box as well,
for we thought there might be something incriminating; but, bar a big sharp knife such as most sailors have, we got
nothing for our trouble. However, we find that we shall want no more evidence, for on being brought before the
inspector at the station he asked leave to make a statement, which was, of course, taken down, just as he made it, by our
shorthand man. We had three copies typewritten, one of which I enclose. The affair proves, as I always thought it
would, to be an extremely simple one, but I am obliged to you for assisting me in my investigation. With kind regards,
Yours very truly,
G. Lestrade

“Hmm! The investigation really was a very simple one,” remarked Holmes, “but I don’t think it struck him in
that light when he first called us in. However, let us see what Jim Browner has to say for himself. This is his
statement as made before Inspector Montgomery at the Shadwell Police Station, and it has the advantage of being
verbatim.”
*
Have I anything to say? Yes, I have a deal to say. I have to make a clean breast of it all. You can hang me, or you can
leave me alone. I don’t care a plug which you do. I tell you I’ve not shut an eye in sleep since I did it, and I don’t
believe I ever will again until I get past all waking. Sometimes it’s his face, but most generally it’s hers. I’m never
without one or the other before me. He looks frowning and black-like, but she has a kind o’ surprise upon her face. Ay,
the white lamb, she might well be surprised when she read death on a face that had seldom looked anything but love
upon her before.
But it was Sarah’s fault, and may the curse of a broken man put a blight on her and set the blood rotting in her veins!
It’s not that I want to clear myself. I know that I went back to drink, like the beast that I was. But she would have
forgiven me; she would have stuck as close to me as a rope to a block if that woman had never darkened our door. For
Sarah Cushing loved me—that’s the root of the business—she loved me until all her love turned to poisonous hate
when she knew that I thought more of my wife’s footmark in the mud than I did of her whole body and soul.
There were three sisters altogether. The old one was just a good woman, the second was a devil, and the third was an
angel. Sarah was thirty-three, and Mary was twenty-nine when I married. We were just as happy as the day was long
when we set up house together, and in all Liverpool there was no better woman than my Mary. And then we asked
Sarah up for a week, and the week grew into a month, and one thing led to another, until she was just one of ourselves.
I was blue ribbon at that time, and we were putting a little money by, and all was as bright as a new dollar. My God,
whoever would have thought that it could have come to this? Whoever would have dreamed it?
I used to be home for the week-ends very often, and sometimes if the ship were held back for cargo I would have a
whole week at a time, and in this way I saw a deal of my sister-in-law, Sarah. She was a fine tall woman, black and
quick and fierce, with a proud way of carrying her head, and a glint from her eye like a spark from flint. But when little
Mary was there I had never a thought of her, and that I swear as I hope for God’s mercy.
It has seemed to me sometimes that she liked to be alone with me, or to coax me out for a walk with her, but I had
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never thought anything of that. But one evening my eyes were opened. I had come up from the ship and found my wife
out, but Sarah at home. “Where’s Mary?” I asked. “Oh, she has gone to pay some accounts.” I was impatient and paced
up and down the room. “Can’t you be happy for five minutes without Mary, Jim?” says she. “It’s a bad compliment to
me that you can’t be contented with my society for so short a time.” “That’s all right, my lass,” said I, putting out my
hand towards her in a kindly way, but she had it in both hers in an instant, and they burned as if they were in a fever. I
looked into her eyes and I read it all there. There was no need for her to speak, nor for me either. I frowned and drew
my hand away. Then she stood by my side in silence for a bit, and then put up her hand and patted me on the shoulder.
“Steady old Jim!” said she, and with a kind o’ mocking laugh, she ran out of the room.
Well, from that time Sarah hated me with her whole heart and soul, and she is a woman who can hate, too. I was a
fool to let her go on biding with us—a besotted fool—but I never said a word to Mary, for I knew it would grieve her.
Things went on much as before, but after a time I began to find that there was a bit of a change in Mary herself. She
had always been so trusting and so innocent, but now she became queer and suspicious, wanting to know where I had
been and what I had been doing, and whom my letters were from, and what I had in my pockets, and a thousand such
follies. Day by day she grew queerer and more irritable, and we had ceaseless rows about nothing. I was fairly puzzled
by it all. Sarah avoided me now, but she and Mary were just inseparable. I can see now how she was plotting and
scheming and poisoning my wife’s mind against me, but I was such a blind beetle that I could not understand it at the
time. Then I broke my blue ribbon and began to drink again, but I think I should not have done it if Mary had been the
same as ever. She had some reason to be disgusted with me now, and the gap between us began to be wider and wider.
And then this Alec Fairbairn chipped in, and things became a thousand times blacker.
It was to see Sarah that he came to my house first, but soon it was to see us, for he was a man with winning ways,
and he made friends wherever he went. He was a dashing, swaggering chap, smart and curled, who had seen half the
world and could talk of what he had seen. He was good company, I won’t deny it, and he had wonderful polite ways
with him for a sailor man, so that I think there must have been a time when he knew more of the poop than the
forecastle.\fn{I.e., more of working as a sailor than traveling as a passenger. } For a month he was in and out of my house, and
never once did it cross my mind that harm might come of his soft, tricky ways. And then at last something made me
suspect, and from that day my peace was gone forever.
It was only a little thing, too. I had come into the parlor unexpected, and as I walked in at the door I saw a light of
welcome on my wife’s face. But as she saw who it was it faded again, and she turned away with a look of
disappointment. That was enough for me. There was no one but Alec Fairbairn whose step she could have mistaken for
mine. If I could have seen him then I should have killed him, for I have always been like a madman when my temper
gets loose. Mary saw the devil’s light in my eyes, and she ran forward with her hands on my sleeve. “Don’t, Jim,
don’t!” says she. “Where’s Sarah?” I asked. “In the kitchen,” says she. “Sarah,” says I as I went in, “this man Fairbairn
is never to darken my door again.” “Why not?” says she. “Because I order it.” “Oh!” says she, “if my friends are not
good enough for this house, then I am not good enough for it either.” “You can do what you like,” says I, “but if
Fairbairn shows his face here again I’ll send you one of his ears for a keepsake.” She was frightened by my face, I
think, for she never answered a word, and the same evening she left my house.
Well, I don’t know now whether it was pure devilry on the part of this woman, or whether she thought that she could
turn me against my wife by encouraging her to misbehave. Anyway, she took a house just two streets off and let
lodgings to sailors. Fairbairn used to stay there, and Mary would go round to have tea with her sister and him. How
often she went I don’t know, but I followed her one day, and as I broke in at the door Fairbairn got away over the back
garden wall, like the cowardly skunk that he was. I swore to my wife that I would kill her if I found her in his company
again, and I led her back with me, sobbing and trembling, and as white as a piece of paper. There was no trace of love
between us any longer. I could see that she hated me and feared me, and when the thought of it drove me to drink, then
she despised me as well.
Well, Sarah found that she could not make a living in Liverpool, so she went back, as I understand, to live with her
sister in Croydon, and things jobbed on much the same as ever at home. And then came this last week and all the
misery and ruin.
It was in this way. We had gone on the May Day for a round voyage of seven days, but a hogshead got loose and
started\fn{Ruptured.} one of our plates, so that we had to put back into port for twelve hours. I left the ship and came
home, thinking what a surprise it would be for my wife, and hoping that maybe she would be glad to see me so soon.
The thought was in my head as I turned into my own street, and at that moment a cab passed me, and there she was,
sitting by the side of Fairbairn, the two chatting and laughing, with never a thought for me as I stood watching them
from the footpath.
I tell you, and I give you my word for it, that from that moment I was not my own master, and it is all like a dim
dream when I look back on it. I had been drinking hard of late, and the two things together fairly turned my brain.
There’s something throbbing in my head now, like a docker’s hammer, but that morning I seemed to have all Niagara
whizzing and buzzing in my ears.
Well, I took to my heels, and I ran after the cab. I had a heavy oak stick in my hand, and I tell you I saw red from the
first; but as I ran I got cunning, too, and hung back a little to see them without being seen. They pulled up soon at the
railway station. There was a good crowd round the booking-office, so I got quite close to them without being seen.
They took tickets for New Brighton. So did I, but I got in three carriages behind them. When we reached it they walked
along the Parade, and I was never more than a hundred yards from them. At last I saw them hire a boat and start for a
row, for it was a very hot day, and they thought, no doubt, that it would be cooler on the water.
It was just as if they had been given into my hands. There was a bit of a haze, and you could not see more than a few
hundred yards. I hired a boat for myself, and I pulled after them. I could see the blur of their craft, but they were going
nearly as fast as I, and they must have been a long mile from the shore before I caught them up. The haze was like a

585

curtain all round us, and there were we three in the middle of it. My God, shall I ever forget their faces when the saw
who was in the boat that was closing in upon them? She screamed out. He swore like a madman and jabbed at me with
an oar, for he must have seen death in my eyes. I got past it and got one in with my stick that crushed he head like an
egg. I would have spared her, perhaps, for all my madness, but she threw her arms round him, crying out to him, and
calling him “Alec.” I struck again, and she lay stretched beside him. I was like a wild beast than that had tasted blood.
If Sarah had been there, by the Lord, she should have joined them. I pulled out my knife, and—well, there! I’ve said
enough. It gave me a kind of savage joy when I thought how Sarah would feel when she had such signs as these of
what her meddling had brought about. Then I tied the bodies into the boat, stove a plank, and stood by until they had
sunk. I knew very well that the owner would think that they had lost their bearings in the haze, and had drifted off out
to sea. I cleaned myself up, got back to land, and joined my ship without a soul having a suspicion of what had passed.
That night I made up the packet for Sarah Cushing, and next day I sent it from Belfast.
There you have the whole truth of it. You can hang me, or do what you like with me, but you cannot punish me as I
have been punished already. I cannot shut my eyes but I see those two faces staring at me—staring at me as they stared
when my boat broke through the haze. I killed them quick, but they are killing me slow; and if I have another night of it
I shall be either mad or dead before morning. You won’t put me alone into a cell, sir? For pity’s sake don’t, and may
you be treated in your day of agony as you treat me now.”

*
“What is the meaning of it, Watson?” said Holmes solemnly as he laid down the paper. “What object is served
by this circle of misery and violence and fear? It must tend to some end, or else our universe is ruled by chance,
which is unthinkable. But what end? There is the great standing perennial problem to which human reason is as
far from an answer as ever.”
219.135 Except from A Mask Of Gold\fn{by Annie Shepherd Swan (1859-1943)} Mountskip, Midlothian, Scotland,
United Kingdom (F) 10
1
Merry fell the even of Whitsunday of the year 1439, in the fairest and heartsomest spot in all the Scottish
southland. The twined May-pole had not yet been taken down from the house of Brawny Kim, master armourer
and foster father to William, sixth Earl of Douglas and Lord of Galloway.
Malise Kim, who by the common voice was well named “The Brawny,” sat in his wicker chair before his door,
overlooking the island-studded, fairy-like loch of Carlinwark. In the smithy across the green bare-trodden road,
two of his elder sons were still hammering at some armour of choice. But it was a ploy of their own, which they
desired to finish that they might go trig and point-device to the Earl’s weapon-showing tomorrow on the braes of
Balmaghie. Sholto and Laurence were the names of the two who clanged the ringing steel and blew the smoothhandled bellows of tough tanned hide, that wheezed and puffed as the fire roared up deep and red before sinking
to the right welding-heat in a little flame round the buckle-tache of the girdle brace they were working on.
And as they hammered they talked together in alternate snatches and silences—Sholto, the elder, meanwhile
keeping an eye on his father. For their converse was not meant to reach the ear of the grave, strong man who sat
so still in the wicker chair with the afternoon sun shining in his face.
“Hark ye, Laurence,” said Sholto, returning from a visit to the door of the smithy, the upper part of which was
open. “No longer will I be a hammerer of iron and a blower of fires for my father. I am going to be a soldier of
fortune, and so I will tell him—”
“When wilt thou tell him?” laughed his brother, tauntingly. “I wager my purple velvet doublet slashed with
gold which I bought with mine own money last Rood Fair that you will not go across and tell him now. Will you
take the dare?”
“The purple velvet—you mean it?” said Sholto, eagerly. “Mind, if you refuse, and wil not give itup after
promising, I will nick that lying throat of yours with my gullie knife!”
And with that Sholto threw down his pincers and hammer, and valorously pushed open the lower door of the
smithy. He looked with bold, dark blue eye at his father, and strode slowly across the grimy door-step. Brawny
Kim had not moved for an hour. His great hands lay in his lap, and his eyes looked at the purple ridges of Screel,
across the beautiful loch of Carlinwark, which sparkled and dimpled restlessly among its isles like a willful
beauty bridling under the gaze of a score of gallants.
But, even as he went, Sholto’s step slowed, and lost its braggart strut and confidence. Behind him Laurence
chuckled and laughed, smiting his thigh in his mocking glee.
“The purple velvet, mind you, Sholto! How well it will become you, coft\fn{ Bought:W} from Rob Halliburton,
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our mother’s own brother, seamed with red gold and lined with yellow satin and cramosie.\fn{ Dark red:W} Well
indeed will it set you when Maud Lindesay, the maid who came from the north for company to the Earl’s sister,
looks forth from the canopy upon you as you stand in the archers’ rank on the morrow’s morn.”
Sholto squared his shoulders, and with a little gbackward hitch of his elbow whidch meant, “Wait till I come
back, and I will pay you for this flonting,” he strode determinedly across the green space towards his father.
The master armourer of Earl Douglas did not lift his eyes till his son had half crossed the road. Then, even as if
a rank of spearmen at the word of command hiad lifted their glittering points to the “ready,” Sholto MacKim
stopped dead where he was, with a sort of gasp in his throat, like one who finds his defenceless body breast high
against the line of hostile steel.
“The purple velvet!” came the cautious whisper from behind. But the taunt was powerless now the smith held
his son a moment with is eyes.
“Well?” came in the deep low voice, more like the lowest tones of an organ than the speech of a man. Sholto
stood fixed, then half turning on his heel he began to walk towards the corner of the dwelling-house over which a
gay streamer of the early creeping convolvulus danced and swung in the stirring of the light breeze.
“You wish speech with me?” said his father, in the same level and thrilling undertone.
“No,” said Sholto, hesitant in spite of himself, “but I thought—that is I desired—saw you my sister Magdalen
pass this way? I have somewhat to give her.”
“Ah, so,” said Brawny Kim, without moving, “a steel breastplate, belike. Thou hast the brace-buckle in thy
hand. Doth the little Magdalen go with you to the weapon-show tomorrow?”
“No, father,” said Sholto, stammering, “but I was uneasy for the child. It is full an hour since I heard her
voice.”
“Then,” said his father, “finish your work, put out the fire, and go seek your sister.”
Sholto brought his hands together and made the little inclination of the head which was a sign of filial respect.
Then, solemn as if he had been in his place in the ordered line of the Earl’s first levy of archer men, he turned him
about and went back to the smithy.
Laurence lay all abroad on the heap of charcoal of which the armourer’s welding fire was made. He was fairly
expiring with laughter, and when his brother angrily kicked him in the ribs, he only waggled an ineffectual hand
and feebly crowed in his throat like a cock, in his efforts to stifle the sounds of mirth.
“Get up, fool,” hissed his angry brother; “help me with this accursed hammer-striking, or I will make an end of
such a giggling lout as you. Here, hold up.” And seizing his younger brother by the collar of his blue working
blouse, he dragged him upon his feet.
“Now, by the saints,” said Sholto, “if you cast your gibes upon me, by Saint Andrew I will break every bone in
your idiot’s body.”
“The purple velvet—oh, the purple velvet!” gasped Laurence, as soon as he could recover speech, “and the
eyes of Maud Lindesay!”
“That will teach you to think rather of the eyes of Laurence MacKim!” cried Sholto, and without more ado he
hit his brother with his clenched knuckles a fair blow on the bridge of his nose.
The next moment the two youths were grappling together like wild cats, striking, kicking, and biting with no
thought except of who should have the best of the battle. They rolled on the floor, now tussling among the
crackling faggots, anon itching soft as one body on the peat dust in the corner, again knocking over a bench and
bringing down the tools thereon to the floor with a jingle which might have been heard far out on the loch.
They were still clawing and cuffing each other in blind rage, when a hand, heavy and remorseless, was laid
upon each. Sholto found himself being dabbled in the great tempering cauldron which stood by his father’s forge.
Laurence heard his own teeth rattle as he was shaken sideways till his joints waggled like those of a puppet at
Keltonhill Fair. Then it was his turn to be doused in the water. Next their heads were soundly knocked together,
and finally, like a pair of arrows sent right and left, Laurence sped forth at the window in the able end and found
himself in the midst of a gooseberry bush, whilst Sholto, flung out of the door, fell sprawling on all fours almost
under the feet of a horse on which a young man sat, smilingly watching the scene.
Brawny Kim scattered the embers of the fire on the forge-hearth, and threw the breastplate and girdle-grace at
which the boys had been working into a corner of the smithy. Then he turned to lock the door with the massive
key, which stood so far out from the upper leaf that to it the horses waiting their turns to be shod were ordinarily
tethered.
As he did so he caught sight of the young man sitting silent on the black charger. Instantly a change passed
over his face. With one motion of his hand he swept the broad blue bonnet from his brow, and bowed the grizzled
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head which had worn it low upon his breast. Thus for the breathing of a breath the master armourer stood, and
then, replacing his bonnet, he looked up again at the young knight on horseback
“My lord,” he said, after a long pause, in which he waited for the youth to speak, “This snot well—you ride
unattended and unarmed.”
“Ah, Malise,” laughed the young Earl, “a Douglas has few privileges if he may not sometimes on a summer
eve lay aside his heavy prisonment of armour and don such a suit as this! What think you, eh? Is it not a valiant
apparel, as might almost beseem one who rode a-courting?”
the mighty master-smith looked at the young man with eyes in whifh reverence, rebuke, and admiration strove
together.
“But,” he said, wagging his head with a grave humourousness, “your lordship needs not to ride a-courting. You
are to be married to a great dame who will bring you wealth, alliance, and the dower of provinces.”
The young man shrugged his shoulders, and swung lightly off his charger, which turned to look at him as he
stood and patted its neck.
“Know you not, Malise,” he said, “that the Earl of Douglas must needs marry provinces and the Lord of
Galloway wed riches? But what is there in that to prevent Will Douglas going courting at eighteen years of his age
as a young man ought. But have no fear, I come not hither seeking the favour of any. Save pf that lily flower of
yours, the only true may-blossom that blooms on the Three thorns of Carlinwark. I would look upon the angel
smile on the face of your little daughter Magdalen. An she be here, I would toss her arm-high for a kiss of her
mouth, which I would rather touch than that of lady or leman.\fn{ Sweetheart:W} For I do ever profess myself her
vassal and slave. Where have you hidden her, Malise? Declare it or perish!”
The smith lifted up his voice till it struck on the walls of his cottage and echoed like thunder along the shores
of the lake.
“Dame Barbara,” he cried, and again, getting no answer, “ho, Dame Barbara, I say!” Then at the second hallo,
a shrill and somewhat peevish voice proceeded from within the house opposite.
“Aye, coming, can you not hear, great nolt! ’Deed and ’deed ’tis a pretty pass when a woman with the cares of
an household must come running light-toe and clatter-heel to every call of such a lazy lout. Husband, indeed—hot
house-band but house-bound, I wot—house-torment, house-torn, house-cross …”
A sonsy,\fn{Plump} well-favoured, middle-aged head, strangely at variance with the words which came from it,
peeped out, and instantly the scolding brattle was stilled. Back went the head into the dark of the house as if shot
from a bombard. Malise MacKim indulged in a low hoarse chuckle she caught the words:
“Eh, ’tis my Lord William! Save us, and me wanting my Ryssil gown that cost me ten silver shillings the ell,
and no even so muckle\fn{Much:W} as my white peaked cap upon my head.”
Her husband glanced at the young Earl to see if he appreciated the savour of the jest. Then he looked away,
turning the enjoyment over and over under his own tongue, and muttering,
“Ah, well, ’tis not his fault. No man hath a sense of humour before he is forty years of his age—and, for that
matter, ’tis all the riper at fifty.” The young man’s eyes were looking this way and that, up and down the smooth
pathway which skirted like a green selvage the shores of the loch.
“Malise,” he said, as if he had already forgotten his late eager quest for the little Magdalen, “Darnaway here
has a shoe loose, and tomorrow I ride to levy, and may also joust a bout in the tilt-yard of the afternoon. I would
not ask you to work in Whitsuntide, but that there cometh my Lord Fleming and Alan Lauder of the Bass,
bringing with them an embassy from France—and I hear there may be fair ladies in their company.”
“Ah!” quoth Malise, grimly, “so I have heard it said concerning the embassies of Charles, King of France.\fn
{Charles VII (1403-1461) King of France (from 1422)}
But the young man only smiled, and dusted off one or two flecks of foam which had blown backwards from
his horse’s bit upon the rich crimson doublet of finest velvet, which, cinctured closely at the waist, fell half-way to
his knees in heavy double pleats sewn with gold. A hunting horn of black and gold was suspended about his neck
by a bandolier of dark leather, subtly embroidered with bosses of gold. Laced boots of soft black hide, drawn
together on the outside from ankle to mid-calf with a golden cord, met the scarlet chausses which covered his
thighs and outlined the figure of him who was the noblest youth and the most gallant in all the realm of Scotland.
Earl William wore no sword. Only a little gold-handled poignard with a lady’s finger ring wet upon the point
of the hilt was at his side, and he stood resting easily his hand upon it as he talked, drawing it an inch from its
sheath and snicking it back again nonchalantly, with a sound like the clicking of a well-oiled lock.
“Clink the strokes strongly and featly, Malise, for tomorrow, when the black Douglas rides upon Black
Darnaway under the eyes of—well—of the ladies whom the ambassadors are bringing to greet me, there must be
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no stumbling and no mistakes. Or on the head of Malise MacKim the matter shall be, and let that weight
remember that the Douglas does not keep a dule tree upon there by the Gallows Slock for nothing.”
The mighty smith was by this time examining the hoofs of the Earl’s charger one by one with such instinctive
delicacy of touch that Darnaway felt the kindly intent, and, bending his neck about, blew and snuffled into the
armourer’s tangled mat of crisp gray hair.
“Up there!” exclaimed MacKim, as the warm breath tickled his neck, and at the burst of sound the steed
shifted and clattered upon the hard-beaten floor of the smithy, tossing his head till the bridle chains rang again.
“Eh, my Lord William,” an altered voice came from the doorstep, where Dame Barbara MacKim, now clothed
and in her right mind, stood louting low before the young Earl, “but this is a blithe and calamitatious day for this
poor bit bigging o’the Carlinwark—to think that your honour should visit his servants! Will you no come ben and
sit doon in the house-place? ’Tis far from fitting for your feet to pass thereupon. But gin ye will so highly favour
—”
“Nay, I thank you, good Dame Barabar,” said the Earl, very courteously taking off the close-fitting black cap
with the red feather in it which was upon his head. “I must bide but a moment for your husband to set right certain
nails in the hoofs of Darnaway here, to ready me for the morrow. Do you come to see th esport? So buxom a dame
as the mistress of Carlinwark should not be absent to encourage the lads to do their best at the sword-play and the
rivalry of the butts.” And as the dame came forth curtseying and bowing her delighted thanks, Earl William,
setting a forefinger under her triple chin, stooped and kissed her in his gayest and most debonair manner.
“Eh, only to think on’t,” cried the dame, clapping her hands together as she did at mass, “that I, Barbara
MacKim, that am marriet to a donnert auld earle like Malise there, should hae the privilege o’ a salute frae the
bonny mon’ o’ Yerl William—thank ye kindly, my lord—and be inveeted to the weepen-shawing to sit amang the
leddies and view the sport. Malise, my man, caa’ ye no that an honour, a privilege? Is that no owing to me being
the sister—on my faither’s side—o’ Ninian Halliburton, merchant and indweller in Dumfries?”
“Nay, nay, good dame,” laughed the Earl, “’tis all for the sake of your own very sufficient charms! I trust that
your good man here is not jealous, for beauty, you well do ken, ever sends the wits of a Douglas woolgathering.
Nevertheless, let us have a draught of your home-brewed ale, for kissing is but dry work, after all, and little do I
think of it save”—he set his cap on his head with a gallant wave of his hand—“in the case of a lady so fair and
tempting as Dame Barbara MacKim!” At this the dame cast up her hands and her eyes again.
“Eh, what will Marget Ahanny o’ the Shankfit say noo—this frae the Yerl William. Eh, sirce, this is better than
an Abbot’s absolution. I declare ’tis mair sustainin’ than a’ the consolations o’ religion. Malise, do you hear, great
dour cuif that ye are, what says my lord? And you do think so little of your married wife as ye do! Think shame,
you being what ye are, and me the ain sister to that master o’ merchandise and Bailie o’ Dumfries, Master Ninian
Halliburton o’ the Vennel!”
And with that she vanished into the black oblong of the door opposite the smithy.
2
The strong man of Carlinwark made no long job of the horseshoeing. For, as he hammered and filed, he
marked the eye of the young Earl restlessly straying this way and that along the green riverside paths, and his
fingers nervously tapping the ashen casing of the smithy window-sill. Malise MacKim smiled to himself, for he
had not served a Douglas for thirty years without knowing by these signs that there was the swing of a kirtle in the
case somewhere.
Presently the last nail was made firm, and Black Darnaway was led, passaging and tossing his bridle reins, out
upon the green sward. Malise stood at his head till the Douglas swung himself into the saddle with a motion light
as the first upward flight of a bird. He put his hand into a pocket in the lining of his soubreveste and took out a
golden lion of the King’s recent mintage. He spun it in the air off his thumb and then looked at it somewhat
contemptuously as he caught it.
“I thank you and I, Master-Armourer, could send out a better coinage than that with the old Groat press over
there at Thrieve!” he said. Malise smiled his quiet smile.
“If the Earl of Douglas deigns to make me the master of his mint, I promise him plenty of good, sound, broad
pieces of a noble design—that is, till Chancellor Crichton hangs me for coining in the Grassmarket of Edingurgh.”
“That would he never, with the Douglas lances to prick you a way out and the Douglas gold to buy the good
will of traitorous judges!”
Half unconsciously the Earl sighed as he looked at the fair lake growing rosy in the light of the sunset. His
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boyish face was overspread with care, and for the moment seemed all too young to have inherited so great a
burden. But the next moment he was himself again.
“I know, Malise,” he said, “that I cannot offer you gold in return for your admirable handicraft. But ‘’tis nigh
to Keltonhill Fairk, do you divide this gold lion betwixt those two brave boys of yours. Faith, right glad was I to
be Earl of Douglas and not a son of his master armourer when I saw you disciplining for their souls’ good
Messires Sholto and Laurence there!” The smith replied grimly.
“They are good enough lads, Sholto and Laurence both, but they will be forever gnarring and grappling at each
other like messan dogs round a kirk door.”
“They will not make the worse soldiers for that, Malise. I pray you forgive them for my sake.”
The master armourer took the hand of his young lord on which he was about to draw a riding glove of Spanish
leather. Very reverently he kissed the signet ring upon it.
“My dear lord,” he said, “I can refuse naught to any of your great and gracious house, and least of all to you,
the light and pleasure of it—aye, and the light of a surly old man’s heart, more even than the duty he owes to his
own married wife! Oh, be careful, my lord, for you are the desire of many hearts and the hope of all this land.” He
hesitated a moment, and then added with a kind of curious bashfulness,
“But I am concerned about ye this nicht, William Douglas—I fear that ye could not—would not permit me—”
“Could not permit what—out with it, old grumble-pate?”
“that I should saddle my Flanders mare and ride after you. Malise MacKim wouldnot be in the way even if ye
went a-trysting. He kens brawly, in such a case, when to turn his head and look upon the hills and the woods and
the bonny sleeping waters.” The Earl laughed and shook his head.
“Na, na, Malise,” he said, “were I indeed on such a quest the sight of your gray pow would fright a fair lady,
and the mere trampling of that club-footed she-elephant of yours put to flight every sentiment of love. Remember
the Douglas badge is a naked heart. Can I ride a-courting, therefore, with all my fighting tail behind me as though
I besought an alliance with the King of England’s daughter?”
Silently and sadly the strong man watched the young Earl ride away to the south along that fair lochside. He
stood muttering to himself and looking long under his hand after his lord. The rider bowed his head as he passed
under the rich blazonry of the white May-blossom, which, like creamy lace, covered the three Thorns of
Carlinwark, now deeply stained with rose colour from the clouds of sunset.
“Aye, aye,” he said, “the Douglas badge is indeed a heart—but it is a bleeding heart. God avert the omen, and
keep this young man safe—for though many love him, there be more that would rejoice at his fall.”
The rider on Black Darnaway rode right into the saffron eye of the sunset. On his left hand Carlinwark and its
many islets burned rich with spring-green foliage, all splashed with the golden sunset light. Darnaway’s well-shod
hoofs sent the diamond drops flying, as, with obvious pleasure, he trampled through the shallows, Ben Gairn and
Screel, boldly ridged against the southern horizon, stood out in dark amethyst against the glowing sky of even, but
the young rider never so much as turned his head to look at them.
Presently, however, he emerged from among the noble lakeside trees upon a more open space. Broom and
whin blossom clustered yellow and orange beneath him, garrisoning with their green spears and golden banners
every knoll and scaur. But there were broad spaces of turf here and there on which the conies fed, or fought
terrible battles for the meek ear-twitching does, “spat-spatting” at each other with their forepaws and springing
into the air in their mating fury.
William of Douglas reined up Darnaway underneath this whispering foliage of a great beech, for all at
unawares he had come upon a sight that interested him more than the noble prospect of the May sunset.
In the center of the golden glade, and with all their faces mistily glorified by the evening light, he saw a group
of little girls, singing and dancing as they performed some quaint and graceful pageant of childhood.
Their young voices came up to him with a wistful, dying fall, and the slow, graceful movement of the rhythmic
dance seemed to affect the young man strangely. Involuntarily he lifted his close-fitting feathered cap from his
head, and allowed the cool airs to blow against his brow.
See the robbers passing by, passing by, passing,
See the robbers passing by,
My fair lady!

The ancient words came up clearly and distinctly to hi, and softened his heart with the indefinable and
a\exquisite pathos of the refrain whenever it is sung by the sweet voices of children.
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“These are surely but cottars’ bairns,” he said, smiling a little at his own intensity of feeling, “but they sing like
little angels. I daresay my sweetheart Magdalen is amongst them.” And he seat still listening, patting Black
Darnaway meanwhile on the neck.
What did the robbers do to you, do to you, do to you,
What did the robbers to do you,
My fair lady.

The first two lines rang out bold and clear. Then again the wistfulness of the refrain played upon his heart as if
it had been an instrument of strings, till the tears came into his eyes at the wondrous sorrow and yearning with
which one voice, the sweetest and purest of all, replied, singing quite alone:
They broke my lock and stole my gold, stole my gold, stole my gold,
Broke my lock and stole my gold,
My fair lady!

The tears brimmed over in the eyes of William Douglas, and a deep foreboding of the mysteries of fate fell
upon his hear and abode there heavy as doom. He turned his head as though he felt a presence near him, and lo!
Sudden and silent as the appearing of a phantom, another horse was alongside of Black Darnaway, and upon a
white palfrey a maiden dressed also in white sat, smiling upon the young man, fair to look upon as an angel from
heaven.
Earl William’s lips parted, but he was too surprised to speak. Nevertheless, he moved his hand to his head in
instinctive salutation; but, finding his bonnet already off, he could only stare at the vision which had so suddenly
sprung out of the ground. The lady slowly waved her hand in the direction of the children, whose young voices
still rang clear as cloister bells tolling out the Angelus, and whose white dresses waved in the light wind as they
danced back and forth with a slow and graceful motion.
“You hear, Earl William,” she said, in a low, thrilling voice, speaking with a foreign accent, “you hear? You are
a good Christian, doubtless, and you have heard from your uncle, the Abbot, how praise is made perfect “out of
the mouths of babes and sucklings.” Hark to them; they sing of their own destinies—and it may be also of yours
and mine.” And so fascinated and moved at heart at once by her beauty and by her strange words, the Douglas
listened.
What did the robbers do to you, do to you, do to you,
What did the robbers do to you,
My fair lady?

The lady on the delicately pacing palfrey turned the darkness of her eyes from the white-robed choristers to the
face of the young man. Then, with an impetuous motion of her hand, she urged him to listen for the next words,
which swept over Earl William’s heart with a cadence of unutterable pain and inexplicable melancholy.
They broke my lock and stole my gold, stole my gold, stole my gold,
Broke my lock and stole my gold,
My fair lady!

He turned upon his companion with a quick energy, as if he were afraid of losing himself again.
“Who are you, lady, and what do you here?” The girl (f or in years she was little more) smiled and reined her
steed a little back from him with an air at once prettily petulant and teasing.
“Is that spoken as William Douglas or as the Justicer of Galloway—a country where, as I understand, there is
no trial by jury?” The light of a radiant smile passed from her lips into his soul.
“It is spoken as a man speaks to a woman beautiful and queenly,” he said, not removing his eyes from her face.
“I fear I may have startled you” she said, without continuing the subject. “Even as I came I saw you were
wrapped in meditation, and my palfrey going lightly made no sound on the grass and leaves.” Her voice was so
sweet and low that William Douglas, listening to it, wished that she would speak on forever.
“The hour grows late,” he said, remembering himself “You must have far to ride. Let me be your escort
homewards if you have none worthier than I.”
“Alas,” she answered, smiling yet more subtly, “I have no home near by. My home is very far and over many
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turbulent seas. I have but a maiden’s pavilion in which to rest my head. Yet since I and my company must needs
travel through your dominions, Earl William, I trust you will not be so cruel as to forbid us?”
“Yes,”—he was smiling now in turn, and catching somewhat of the gay spirit of the lady—“as overlord of all
this province I do forbid you to pass through these lands of Galloway without first visiting me in my house of
Thrieve!”
The lady clapped her hands and laughed, letting her palfrey pace onwards through the woodland glades bridle
free, while Black Darnaway, compelled by his master’s hand, followed, tossing his head indignantly because it
had been turned from the direction of his nightly stable on the Castle Isle.
3
“Joyous,” she cried, as they went, “Oh, most joyous would it be to see the noble castle and to have all the
famous two thousand knights to make love to me at once! To capture two thousand hearts at one sweep of the net!
What would Margaret of France herself say to that?”
“Is there no single heart sufficient to satisfy you, fair maid?” said the young man, in a low voice; “none loyal
enough nor large enough for you that you desire so many?”
“And what would I do with one if it were in my hands,” she said wistfully; “that is, if it were a worthy heart
and one worth the taking. Ever since I was a child I have always broken my toys when I tired of them.” The
voices of the singing children on the green came more faintly to their ears, but the words were still clear to be
understood.
Off to prison you must go, you must go, you must go,
Off to prison you must go,
My fair lady.

“You hear? It is my fate!” she said.
“Nay,” answered the Earl, passionately, still looking in her eyes. “Mine, mine—not yours! Gladly I would go
to prison or to death for the love of one so fair!”
“My lord, my lord,” she laughed, with a tolerant protest in her voice, “you keep up the credit of your house
right nobly. How goes the distich? My mother taught it me upon the bridge of Avignon, where also as here in
Scotland the children dance and sing.
First in the love of woman,
First in the field of fight,
First in the death that men must die,
Such is the Douglas right!

“Here and now,” he said, still looking at her, “’tis only the first I crave.”
“Earl William, positively you must come to Court!” she shrilled into sudden tinkling laughter; “there be ladies
there more worthy of your ardour than a poor errant maiden such as I.”
“A Court,” cried Earl w\William, scornfully, “to the Seneschal’s court! Nay, truly. Could a Steward ever keep
his faith or pay his debts? Never, since the firs to them licked his way into a lady’s favour.”
“Oh,” she answered lightly, “I meant not the court of Stirling nor yet the Chancellor’s Castle of Edinburgh. I
meant the only great Court—the Court which already owns the swan of its rarest ornament, your own ‘Scottish
Princess Margaret.”
“Thither I cannot go unless the King of France grants me my father’s rights and estates!” he said, with a certain
sternness in his tone.
“Let me look at your hand,” she answered, with a gentle inclination of her fair head, from which the lace that
had shrouded it now streamed back in the cool wind of evening. Stopping Dunaway, the young Earl gave the girl
his hand, and the white palfrey came to rest close beneath the shoulder of the black war charger.
“Tomorrow, “ she said, looking at his palm, “tomorrow you will be Duke of Touraine. I promise it to you by
my power of divination. Does that satisfy you?”
“I fear you are a witch, or else a being compound of rarer elements than mere flesh and blood,” said the Earl.
“Is that a spirit’s hand,” she said, laughing lightly and giving her own rosy fingers into his, “or could even the
Justicer of Galloway find it in his heart to burn these as part of the body of a witch?” She shuddered and
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pretended to gaze piteously up at him from under the long lashes which hardly raised themselves from her cheek.
“Spirit-slender, spirit-white they are,” he replied, “and as for being the fingers of a witch—doubtless you are a
witch indeed. But I will not burn so fair things as these, save s it might be with the fervors of my lips.” And he
stooped and pressed kiss after kiss upon her hand.
Gently she withdrew her fingers from his grasp and rode further apart, yet not without one backward glance of
perfectest witchery.
“I doubt you have been overmuch at Court already,” she said. “I did not well to ask you to go thither.”
“Why must I not go thither?” he asked.
“Because I shall be there,” she replied softly, courting him yet again with her eyes.
As they rode on together through the rich twilight dusk, the young man observed her narrowly as often as he
could. Her skin was fair with a dazzling clearness, which even the gathering gloom only caused to shine with a
more perfect brilliance, as if a halo of light dwelt permanently beneath its surface. Faint responsive roses bloomed
on either cheek and, as it seemed, cast a shadow of their colour down her graceful neck. Dark eyes shone above,
fresh and dewy with love and youth, and smiled out with all ancientest witcheries and allurements in their depths.
Her lithe, slender body was simply clad in a fair white cloth of some foreign fabric, and her waist, of perfectest
symmetry, was cinctured by a broad ring of solid silver, which, to the young man, looked so slender that he could
have clasped it about with both his hands.
So they rode on, through the woods mostly, until they reached a region which to the Earl appeared unfamiliar.
The glades were greener and denser. The trees seemed more primeval, the foliage thicker overhead, the
interspaces of the golden evening sky darker and less frequent.
“I what place may your company be assembled,” he asked. “Strange it is that I know not this spot. Yet I should
recognize each tree by conning it, and of every rivulet in Galloway I should be able to tell the name. Yet with
shame do I confess that I know not where I am.
“Ah,” said the girl, her face growing luminous through the gloom, “you called me a witch, and now you shall
see. I wave my hands, so—and you are no more in Galloway. You are in the land of faëry. I blow you a kiss, so—
and lo! You are no more William, sixth Earl of Douglas and proximate Duke of Touraine, but you are even as True
Thomas, the Beloved of the Queen of the Fairies, and the slave of her spell!”
“I am indeed well content to be Thomas Rhymere,” he answered, submitting himself to the wooing glamour of
her eyes, “so be that you are the Lady of the milk-white hind!”
“A courtier indeed,” she laughed; “you need not to seek your answer. You make a poor girl afraid. But \see,
yonder are the lights of my pavilion. Will it please you to alight and enter? The supper will be spread, and though
you must not expect any to entertain you, save only this your poor Queen Mab” (here she made him a little bow),
“yet I think you will not be ill content. They do not say that Thomas of Ereildoune had any cause for complaint.
Do you know,” she continued, a fresh gaiety striking into her voice, “it was in this very wood that he was lost.”
But William Douglas sat silent with the wonder of what he saw. Their horses had all at once come out on a
hilltop. The sequestered boscage of the trees had gradually thinned, finally dwarfing into a green drift of fern and
birchen foliage which rose no higher than Black Darnaway’s chest, and through which his rider’s laced boots
brushed till the Spanish leather of their gold-embossed frontlets was all jetted with gouts of dew.
Before him swept horizonwards a great upwards drift of solemn pine trees, the like of which for size he had
never seen in all his domain. Or so, at least, it seemed in that hour of mystery and glamour. For behind them the
evening sky had dulled to a deep and solemn wash of blood red, across which lay one lonely bar of black cloud,
solid as spilled ink on a monkish page. But under the trees themselves, blazing with lamps and breathing odours
of all grace and daintiness, stood a lighted pavilion of rose-coloured silk, anchored to the ground with ropes of
sendal of the richest crimson hue.
“Let your horse go free, or tether him to a pine; in either case he will not wander far,” said the girl. “I fear my
fellows have gone off to lay in provisions. We have taken a day or two more on the way than we had counted on,
so that tonight’s feast makes an end of our store. But still there is enough for two. I bid you welcome, Earl
William, to a wanderer’s tent. There is much that I would say to you.” …
218.1 1. Excerpts from Irene Iddesleigh; 2. Excerpts from Helen Huddleson\fn{by Amanda McKittrick Ros aka Anna
Margaret Ross (1860-1939)} Drumaness, Down, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (F) 13
I
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1\fn{Sir John Dunfern, retiring forty-year-old bachelor of Dunfern Mansion, receives an invitation from Lord and Lady Dilworth to a ball
at Dilworth Castle near Canterbury. He accepts, knowing that among the “fully-fledged belles” present will be Irene Iddesleigh, Lord
Dilworth’s adopted daughter, “more generally known as ‘The Southern Beauty’”. Sir John is captivated by Irene and hopes to marry her }

… The month preceding Irene’s wedding was one of merriment at Dilworth Castle, Lord and Lady Dilworth
extending the social hand of fashionable folly on four different occasions. They seemed drunk with delight that
Irene, whom they looked upon as their own daughter, should carry off the palm of purity, whilst affluence,
position, and title were for years waiting with restless pride to triumph at its grasp.
It was at the second of these social gatherings that the first seed of jealousy was sown within the breast of Sir
John Dunfern, and which had a tendency to remain until it gradually grew to such a rapid state of maturity as to be
rooted, if possible, for ever from its dusty bed of ambush.
Yes, when the merriment was at its height, and the heat too oppressive to allow much comfort to the corpulent,
the espoused of Irene dropped unexpectedly out of the midst of the aristocratic throng, and being passionately an
ardent admirer of the fairy-like fruits of the efforts of the horticulturist, directed his footsteps towards the wellfilled conservatory at the south wing of the building.
The different-shaded lights which dangled from its roof bestowed a look of Indian exquisiteness on the many
quaint and delicate productions of nature that rested daintily in their beds of terra-cotta tint.
But before leaving the room he vaguely scanned the throng to catch a glimpse of Irene, and failed to notice her
amongst the many who danced so gaily to the well-timed tunes of the celebrated pianist, Charles Wohden, whose
musical touch was always capable of melting the most hardened sinner into moods of mellow softness, or
cheering the most downcast and raising their drooping look of sadness to that of high-strung hilarity.
Sir John wandered in and out through the numerous windings of sweetest fragrance, until arriving at the
farthest corner, of rather darkened shade, and on a wire couch beheld the object of his pursuit, in closest
conversation with her tutor, whose name he had altogether failed to remember, only having had the pleasure of his
acquaintance a few hours before.
“Can it be possible?” exclaimed Sir John, in profound astonishment. “Why, I have been searching for you for
some time past, and have accidentally found you at last!”
Irene, rising to her feet in a second, was utterly dazed, and had the dim lights showed her proud face to
advantage, the ruddy glow of deepest crimson guilt would have manifested itself to a much greater degree.
Making multitudinous apologies etc., she at once joined Sir John, who led her back, in apparent triumph, to share
the next waltz.
How the true heart beat with growing passion during the remainder of the merry festivity, and as the final
announcement of separation was whispered from ear to ear, the gradual wane of Love’s lofty right would fain
have dwindled into pompous nothing as the thought kept tickling his warm enthusiasm with the nimble fingers of
jealousy. That she whom he had ardently hoped should share his future with sheer and loving caresses of constant
companionship and wife-like wisdom should be trapped in probably vowing to another her great devotion for
him!
But better allow the sickening thought to die on the eve of insult rather than live in the breast of him who, at no
distant date, would hear the merry peals of wedding bells ring with gladness, and naturally rejoice at the object of
their origin.
*
Our hopes when elevated to that standard of ambition which demands unison may fall asunder like an ancient
ruin. They are no longer fit for construction unless on an approved principle. They smoulder away like the ashes
of burnt embers, and are cast outwardly from their confined abode, never more to be found where once they
existed only as smouldering serpents of scorned pride.
The little chat that Irene apparently enjoyed in the conservatory would gladly have become an act of
forgetfulness on her part had not Sir John reminded her of its existence a few days afterwards. The spark of
jealous passion had not fully died out after the incident referred to, and awaiting silently its decease, Sir John
almost had grown a mourner to its imagined demise, following its undying remains so far as the village of
Opportunity, when it was again to revive and shine as luminously as before.
It happened about three weeks preceding the day set apart for their holy union, on Sir John arriving at the
castle, he was informed of Irene’s recent exit, and gently turning away, he resolved to have a stroll in the tastefully
laid-out gardens with the sole object of meeting her.
Walking leisurely along, and stooping to pick up some fallen fruit, he suddenly heard a faint sound issue from
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amongst the trees. Remaining breathless for a few seconds, lest he might be deceived by the rippling sounds of the
adjacent waves, he again heard the same sweet strain, but of much longer duration than before, and quietly
moving towards the spot whence it issued, another sound met his ear in the distance, which seemed to be the hasty
tread of someone making good an escape, before he got time to view the object he would eagerly have pursued,
but checking his desire somewhat, he allowed the matter to sink into silence. Boldly moving towards the spot
whence the sound of music issued, how delightfully surprised was he to find a magnificently-constructed little
summer-house, a charming pyramidal Gothic structure, robed internally with mossy mantles of nature, and
brightened beyond conception with the instrument of humanity which gave origin to such pathetic and sweetened
strains.
Politely offering an apology for intruding on the private little palace of Irene, who failed completely to hide her
gross confusion from the keen gaze of her espoused, who never seemed to notice in the least the sudden change
that swept so swiftly over her pallid cheeks at his unexpected visit, Sir John sat down.
Irene held in her snowy palms a roll of Italian music, which she earnestly endeavoured to conceal from his
penetrating stare, probably on account of the words contained therein, which forever would be unknown to his
varied sphere of knowledge, and which would undoubtedly have betrayed her feelings, never dreaming that they
should strike other ears than those for whom they practically were intended.
Perceiving her great excitement at the unexpected appearance of him, who ever afterwards kept his jealous
thoughts in silent motion, he absolutely evaded making any enquiry whatever, or slighest allusion to the name and
nature of the parchment she so firmly retained. Sir John chatted gaily until he gained good ground for delivering
to her the message that instinct had so prompted him to utter.
“Irene, my beloved one,” he began, “it is now only about a score of days until I hoped for ever to call you
mine; a hope which unmercifully has haunted me since I fortunately gazed on your lovely face; a hope which I
trusted should be fully appreciated by both you and me, and which, I now must own, can never be realized until
the clearance of the barrier that since our engagement has been but too apparent.
“The sole object of my visit, my dear Irene”—here Sir John clasped her tender hand in his—“tonight is to elicit
from you a matter that lately has cast a shadowy gloom over my anticipated bright and cheerful future. I am not
one of those mortals who takes offence at trifles, neither am I a man of hasty temper or words—quite the contrary,
I assure you; but it has, fortunately or unfortunately, been probably a failing amongst my ancestors to court
sensitiveness in its minutest detail, and, I must acknowledge, I stray not from any of them in this particular point.
“I must acquaint you, though it pains me deeply to do so, that lately you have not treated me with such respect
or attention as you certainly lavished upon me before the announcement of our engagement, and for what reason
or reasons I now wish to be apprised. You seem when in company with others to ignore my remarks to you
entirely, and treat them with proud disdain, as if shame took the place of pride at my wordy approach! I felt and
do feel quite hurt, and am resolved that no such repetition shall take place in future. I promised to be at the castle
last night, but unfortunately I felt indisposed, and only that I wished to have a thorough understanding relative to
your recent conduct, and which has pained me acutely, I should not have ventured out of doors this evening either.
I was, in consequence, obliged to write you last night, asking a written reply, which you failed to give! And this
evening, instead of being doubly rejoiced at my presence, you, on the contrary, seem doubly annoyed! I therefore
pray, my dearest Irene, that you will, and I am persuaded honestly, not hesitate to satisfy me regarding this
unpleasantness, that should anything of which you are now aware cause your conduct to be changed towards me,
do not allow it a lair within your breast, but confide in me as thou wouldst in a dearly-trusted and faithful lover.”
At this stage Irene began to consider seriously the earnestness that accompanied the words of Sir John,
knowing well she had been guilty, grossly guilty, of the charges with which he impeached her, and which were
mixed with child-like simplicity, descriptive only of a world-famed bachelor. She pondered whether or not
honesty should take the place of deceit—too often practised in women—and concluded to adopt the latter weapon
of defence. Raising her hazel eyes to his, and clearing the weft of truth that had been mixing with the warp of
falsehood to form an answer of plausible texture, fringed with different shades of love, she thus began:
“My dearest and much beloved, I assure you your remarks have astounded me not a little! Your words sting
like a wasp, though, I am quite convinced; unintentionally. You are well aware that within a short period I will be
marked out publicly as mistress of Dunfern mansion—an honour revered in every respect by me; an honour to
which I at one time dare never aspire; an honour coveted by many much more worthy than I, whose parentage is
as yet bathed in the ocean of oblivious ostentation, until some future day, when I trust it shall stand out boldly
upon the brink of disclosure to dry its saturated form and watery wear with the heat of equality. You are about to
place me in a position which cannot fail to wring from jealousy and covetousness their flaming torch of abuse.
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Yes, Sir John, on me you have not ceased to lavish every available treasure and token of your unbounded love.
You have been to me not only a loyal admirer, but a thoroughly upright and estimable example of life’s purest
treasures. You have resolved to place me by your side as your equal, whilst wealth in boundless store is thirsting
for your touch. You have elevated my unknown position to such a pitch as to defy taunt or jeer, and at any time if I
may have, seemingly, ignored your advances, it was purely want of thought, and not through any underhand
motive or scheme whatever.
“I assure you your allusion to my verbal answer last night is very pronounced, and may be overlooked on the
ground of pure disappointment. Our time of singleness is now short, and begging your forgiveness for my
seeming neglect or indifference, I hope the tide, which until now has flown so gently, may not be stayed on the
eve of entering the harbour of harmony, peace, and love.”
At the commencement of Irene’s answer of lavishing praises and flimsy apologies, her affianced moved to the
opposite corner of the rustic building to scan the features of her he wholly worshipped and relucantly doubted.
Every sentence the able and beautiful girl uttered caused Sir John to shift his apparently uncomfortable person
nearer and nearer, watching at the same time minutely the divine picture of innocence, until at last, when her reply
was ended, he found himself, altogether unconsciously, clasping her to his bosom, whilst the ruby rims which so
recently proclaimed accusations and innocence met with unearthly sweetness, chasing every fault over the hills of
doubt, until hidden in the hollow of immediate hate. …
2\fn{When Sir John and Irene return from their honeymoon friction develops because Sir John prefers to stay at home, while his wife
yearns for the social prominence once enjoyed by Lord and Lady Dilworth }
… Day after day Lady Dunfern pined like a prisoner in her boudoir, and scarcely ever shared a word with the
great and good Sir John, who many times wished in former days that she had occupied his home and all its joys.
She formed an inward resolution that if prohibited from enjoying life, to which she was accustomed at Dilworth
Castle, she would make her husband, whom she knew too well made her his idol, feel the smart, by keeping
herself aloof from his caresses as much as possible.
Often would he be found half asleep in deep thought, not having any friend of immediate intimacy in whom he
could confide or trust, or to whom he could unbosom the conduct of his wife, whose actions now he was
beginning to detest.
The thoughts of disappointment and shame were building for themselves a home of shelter within him—
disappointment on account of cherished hopes which unmistakably were crushed to atoms beneath the feet of her
who was the sole instigation of their origin; shame, in all probability, lest the love he sought and bought with the
price of self might not be his after all! and may still be reserved against his right and kept for another much less
worthy! The little jealous spark again revived and prompted him to renew its lustre, which had been hidden for a
length of time behind the cloud of dread so silently awaiting the liberty of covering the hill of happiness.
Quietly ruminating over his wife’s manner before marriage, about which he was compelled, through
observation, to demand an explanation, and pondering carefully her strange and silent habits since it, he became
resolved to probe the wound that had swollen so enormously as to demand immediate relief. Ringing furiously for
a maid, he handed her a note, to be delivered without delay to Lady Dunfern, the nature of which might well be
suspected. Be that as it may, its contents were instrumental in demanding immediate attention.
Soon after its delivery a slight tap was heard at the door of Sir John’s study, this room being always his
favourite haunt, where he sat beside a bright and glowing fire, engaged in sullen thought; and with an imperious
“Come in!” he still remained in the same thinking posture; nor was he aware, for fully five minutes or so, that his
intruder was no other than she whom he so recently ordered into his presence!
Gazing up in a manner which startled the cold-hearted woman not a little, he requested her “to have a seat right
opposite his”, to which she instantly complied. At this moment the snow was wafting its flaky handfuls thickly
against the barred enclosures of Dunfern Mansion, and chilly as nature appeared outside, it was similarly so
indoors for the fond and far-famed husband of Lord Dilworth’s charge.
Matters had appeared so unpleasant and altogether bewildering of late that Sir John formed a resolution to
bring them to a crisis. Looking fully into the face that seemed so lovely just now, with the dainty spots of blazing
ire enlivening the pale cheeks of creeping sin, Sir John began:
“Irene, if I may use such familiarity, I have summoned you hither, it may be to undergo a stricter examination
than your present condition probably permits; but knowing, as you should, my life must be miserable under this
growing cloud of unfathomed dislike, I became resolved to end, if within my power, such contentious and
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unladylike conduct as that practiced by you towards me of late. It is now quite six months—yea, weary months—
since I shielded you from open penury and insult, which were bound to follow you, as well as your much-loved
protectors, who sheltered you from the pangs of penniless orphanage; and during these six months, which
naturally should have been the pet period of nuptial harmony, it has proved the hideous period of howling dislike!
“I, as you see, am tinged with slightly snowy tufts, the result of stifled sorrow and care concerning you alone;
and on the memorable day of our alliance, as you are well aware, the black and glossy locks of glistening glory
crowned my brow. There dwelt then, just six months this day, no trace of sorrow or smothered woe—no variety of
color where it is and shall be so long as I exist—no furrows of grief could then be traced upon my visage. But
alas, now I feel so changed! And why?
“Because I have dastardly and doggedly been made a tool of treason in the hands of the traitoress and
unworthy! I was enticed to believe that an angel was always hovering around my footsteps, when moodily
engaged in resolving to acquaint you of my great love, and undying desire to place you upon the highest pinnacle
possible of praise and purity within my power to bestow!
“I was led to believe that your unbounded joy and happiness were never at such a par as when sharing them
with me. Was I falsely informed of your ways and worth? Was I duped to ascend the ladder of liberty, the hill of
harmony, the tree of triumph, and the rock of regard, and when wildly manifesting my act of ascension, was I to
be informed of treading still in the valley of defeat?
“Am I, who for nearly forty years was idolised by a mother of untainted and great Christian bearing, to be
treated now like a slave? Why and for what am I thus dealt with?
“Am I to foster the opinion that you treat me thus on account of not sharing so fully in your confidence as it
may be, another?
“Or is it, can it be, imaginative that you have reluctantly shared, only shared, with me that which I have bought
and paid for fully?
“Can it be that your attention has ever been, or is still, attracted by another, who, by some artifice or other, had
the audacity to steal your desire for me and hide it beneath his pillaged pillow of poverty, there to conceal it until
demanded with my ransom?
“Speak! Irene! Wife! Woman! Do not sit in silence and allow the blood that now boils in my veins to ooze
through cavities of unrestrained passion and trickle down to drench me with its crimson hue!
“Speak, I implore you, for my sake, and act no more the deceitful Duchess of Nante, who, when taken to task
by the great Napoleon for refusing to dance with him at a State ball, replied, ‘You honoured me too highly’—
acting the hypocrite to his very face. Are you doing likewise?” Here Sir John, whose flushed face, swollen
temples, and fiery looks were the image of indignation, restlessly awaited her reply.
Lady Dunfen began now to stare her position fully in the face. On this interview, she thought, largely depended
her future welfare, if viewed properly. Should she make her husband cognisant of her inward feelings, matters
were sure to end very unsatisfactorily. These she kept barred against his entrance in the past, and she was fully
determined should remain so now, until forced from their home of refuge by spirited action.
Let it be thoroughly understood that Lady Dunfern was forced into a union she never honestly countenanced.
She was almost compelled, through the glittering polish Lady Dilworth put on matters, to silently resign the hand
of one whose adoration was amply returned, and enter into a contract which she could never properly complete.
All she could now do was to plunge herself into the lake of evasion and answer him as best she could.
“Sir and husband,” she said, with great nervousness at first, “you have summoned me hither to lash your
rebuke unmercifully upon me, provoked, it may be, by underhand intercourse. You accordingly, in the course of
your remarks, fail not to tamper with a character which as yet defies your scathing criticism. Only this week have
I been made the recipient of news concerning my deceased parents, of whom I never before obtained the slightest
clue, and armed with equality, I am in a position fit to treat some of your stingy remarks with the scorn they merit.
“You may not already be aware of the fact that I, whom you insinuate you wrested from beggary, am the only
child of the late Colonel Iddesleigh, who fell a victim to a gunshot wound inflicted by the hand of his wife, who
had fallen into the pit of intemperance. Yes, Earl Peden’s daughter was his wife and my mother, and only that this
vice so actuated her movements, I might still have lent to Society the object it dare not now claim, and thereby
would have shunned the iron rule of being bound down to exist for months at a time within such a small space of
the world’s great bed.
“If my manner has changed in any way since our union, of it I am not aware, and fail to be persuaded of any
existing difference, only what might be attributed to Lady Dilworth’s sudden and unexpected removal from our
midst, which occasioned me grief indeed.
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“It behoves elderly men like you to rule their wives with jealous supervision, especially if the latter tread on
the fields of youth. Such is often fictitious and unfounded altogether, and should be treated with marked silence.
“I may here say I was mistress, in a measure, of my movements whilst under the meek rule of Lady Dilworth;
nor was I ever thwarted in any way from acting throughout her entire household as I best thought fit, and since I
have taken upon me to hold the reins of similarity within these walls, I find they are much more difficult to
manage. I, more than once, have given orders which were completely prohibited from being executed. By whom,
might I ask, and why? Taking everything into consideration, I am quite justified in acquainting you that, instead of
being the oppressor, I feel I am the oppressed.
“Relative to my affections, pray have those courted by me in the past aught to do with the present existing state
of affairs? I am fully persuaded to answer, ‘Nothing whatever.’
“You speak of your snowy tufts appearing where once there dwelt locks of glossy jet. Well, I am convinced
they never originated through me, and must surely have been threatening to appear before taking the step which
links me with their origin.
“I now wish to retire, feeling greatly fatigued, and trusting our relations shall remain friendly and mutual, I bid
thee good-night.”
Lady Dunfern swept out of the room, and hurrying to her own apartment, burst into an uncontrollable fit of
grief. …
3\fn{Lady Dunfern gives birth to a son. In delirium she declares her love for her tutor, Oscar Otwell, and is imprisoned by Sir John but
escapes with Otwell. Financial difficulties drive the latter to intemperance, violence to Irene and finally suicide. Sir John, seriously ill,
recovers sufficiently before his death to reveal to young Hugh Dunfern the truth about Irene }

… Mocking Angel! The trials of a tortured throng are naught when weighed in the balance of future
anticipations. The living sometimes learn the touchy tricks of the traitor, the tardy, and the tempted; the dead have
evaded the flighty earthly future, and form to swell the retinue of retired rights, the righteous school of the
invisible, and the rebellious roar of raging nothing.
The night was dark and tempestuous; the hill rather inclined to be steep; the clouds were bathed in wrinkled
furrows of vapoury smoke; the traffic on the quiet and lonely roads surrounding Dunfern Mansion was utterly
stopped, and nature seemed a block of obstruction to the eye of the foreigner who drudged so wearily up the slope
that led to the home of Mrs. Durand, who had been confined to bed for the past three years, a sufferer from
rheumatism.
Perceiving the faint flicker of light that occasionally flung its feeble rays against the dim fanlight of faithful
Fanny’s home—the aged sister of the late Tom Hepworth—the two-fold widowed wanderer, with trembling step,
faltered to the door of uncertain refuge, and, tapping against it with fingers cold and stiff, on such a night of
howling wind and beating rain, asked, in weakened accents, the woman who opened to her the door, “if she could
be allowed to remain for the night?”—a request that was granted through charity alone. After relieving herself of
some outer garments, and partaking of the slight homely fare kindly ordered by Mrs. Durand, the widow of Oscar
Otwell and Sir John Dunfern warmed herself and dried her saturated clothing before going to bed. She had just
arrived the day previous, and hastened to take up her abode as near her former home of exquisiteness as she
could, without detection.
On extinguishing the light before retiring, and casting one glance in the direction of the little window, the
innumerable recollections of the abundant past swept across the mind of the snowy-haired widow, and were
further augmented by the different star-like lights which shone from the numerous windows in Dunfern Mansion,
directly opposite where she lay.
A couple of days found her almost rested after such a trying night as that on which she arrived, and observing
the sharpest reticence lest she might be known, she nerved herself to appear next day at Dunfern Mansion, to
accomplish the last wish of her late lover and husband, for whom she ventured so much and gained so little, and
particularly to try and see her son.
The morning was warm and fine; numerous birds kept chirping outside the little cottage of Mrs. Durand. The
widow, with swollen eyes and face of faded fear, prepared herself for the trying moment, which she was certain of
achieving. Partaking of a very slight breakfast, she told Mrs. Durand not to expect her for dinner.
Marching down the hill’s face, she soon set foot on the main road that led directly to Dunfern Mansion. Being
admitted by Nancy Bennet, a prim old dame, who had been in charge of the lodge for the last eighteen years, the
forlorn widow, whose heart sank in despair as she slowly walked up the great and winding avenue she once
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claimed, reached the huge door through which she had been unconsciously carried by Marjory Mason a good
many years ago. Gently ringing the bell, the door was attended by a strange face. Reverently asking to have an
interview with Sir John Dunfern, how the death-like glare fell over the eyes of the disappointed as the footman
informed her of his demise!
“Madam, if you cast your eyes thence”—here the sturdy footman pointed to the family graveyard, lying quite
adjacent, and in which the offcast of effrontery had oftentimes trodden—“you can with ease behold the rising
symbol of death which the young nobleman, Sir Hugh Dunfern, has lavishly and unscrupulously erected to his
fond memory.”
The crushed hopes of an interview with the man she brought with head of bowed and battered bruises, of
blasted untruths and astounding actions, to a grave of premature solitude were further crumbled to atoms in an
instant. They were driven beyond retention, never again to be fostered with feverish fancy. After the deplorable
news of her rightful husband’s death had been conveyed to the sly and shameless questioner, who tried hard to
balance her fairitish frame unobserved, she asked an interview with Sir Hugh Dunfern. This also was denied, on
the ground of absence from home.
Heavily laden with the garb of disappointtnent did the wandering woman of wayward wrong retrace her
footsteps from the door forever, and leisurely walked down the artistic avenue of carpeted care, never more to
face the furrowed frowns of friends who, in years gone by, bestowed on her the praises of poetic powers.
Forgetful almost of her present movements, the dangerous signal of widowhood was seen to float along the family
graveyard of the Dunferns.
Being beforehand acquaint with the numerous and costly tombstones erected individually, regardless of price,
the wearied and sickly woman of former healthy tread was not long in observing the latest tablet, of towering
height, at the north-east end of the sacred plot.
There seemed a touchy stream of gilded letters carefully cut on its marble face, and on reading them with
watery eye and stooping form, was it anything remarkable that a flood of tears bathed the verdure that peeped
above the soil? The lines were these:
The hand of death hath once more brought
The lifeless body here to lie,
Until aroused with angels’ voice,
Which call it forth, no more to die.
*
This man, of health and honest mind,
Had troubles great to bear whilst here,
Which cut him off, in manhood’s bloom,
To where there’s neither frown nor tear.
*
His life was lined with works of good
For all who sought his affluent aid;
His life-long acts of charity
Are sure to never pass unpaid.
*
Sir John Dunfern, whose noble name
Is heard to echo, far and wide;
In homes of honour, truth, and right,
With which he here lies side by side.
*
The wings of love and lasting strength
Shall flap above his hollow bed;
Angelic sounds of sweetest strain
Have chased away all tears he shed.
*
Then, when the glorious morn shall wake
Each member in this dust of ours,
To give to each the sentence sure
Of everlasting Princely Power—
*
He shall not fail to gain a seat
Upon the bench of gloried right,
To don the crown of golden worth
Secured whilst braving Nature’s fight.
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After carefully reading these lines the figure of melting woe sat for a long time in silence until a footstep came
up from behind, which alarmed her not a little. Looking up she beheld the face of a youth whose expression was
very mournful, and asking after her mission, was informed she had been casting one last look on the monument of
her lamented husband.
“Mighty Heavens!” exclaimed Sir Hugh Dunfern, “are you the vagrant who ruined the very existence of him
whom you now profess to have loved? You, the wretch of wicked and wilful treachery, and formerly the wife of
him before whose very bones you falsely kneel! Are you the confirmed traitoress of the trust reposed in you by
my late lamented, dearest, and most noble of fathers? Are you aware that the hypocrisy you manifested once has
been handed down to me as an heirloom of polluted possession, and stored within this breast of mine, an indelible
stain for life, or, I might say, during your known and hated existence?
“False woman! Wicked wife! Detested mother! Bereft widow!
“How darest thou set foot on the premises your chastity should have protected and secured! What wind of
transparent touch must have blown its blasts of boldest bravery around your poisoned person and guided you
within miles of the mansion I proudly own?
“What spirit but that of evil used its influence upon you to dare to bend your footsteps of foreign tread towards
the door through which they once stole unknown? Ah, woman of sin and stray companion of tutorism, arise, I
demand you, and strike across that grassy center as quickly as you can, and never more make your hated face
appear within these mighty walls. I can never own you; I can never call you mother; I cannot extend the assistance
your poor, poverty-stricken attire of false don silently requests; neither can I ever meet you on this side the grave,
before which you so pityingly kneel!”
Speechless and dogged did the dishonoured mother steal forever from the presence of her son, but not before
bestowing one final look at the brightened eye and angry countenance of him who loaded on her his lordly abuse.
The bowed form of former stateliness left forever the grounds she might have owned without even daring to offer
one word of repentance or explanation to her son.
Walking leisurely along the road that reached Dilworth Castle, how the trying moments told upon her who
shared in pangs of insult and poverty!—how the thoughts of pleasant days piled themselves with parched power
upon the hilltop of remembrance and died away in the distance! The whirling brain became more staid as she
heard the approach of horses’ feet, and stopping to act the part of Lot’s wife, gave such a haggard stare at the
driver of the vehicle as caused him to make a sudden halt. Asking her to have a seat, the weary woman gladly
mounted upon its cushion with thankfulness, and alighted on reaching its journey’s end, about three miles from
Audley Hall. The drive was a long one, and helped to rest the tired body of temptation.
Returning thanks to the obliging driver, she marched wearily along until she reached the home of her first
refuge after flight. Perceiving the yellow shutters firmly bolted against the light admitters of Audley Hall, she
feared disappointment was also waiting her. Knocking loudly twice before any attempt was made to open the
door, there came at last an aged man with halting step and shaking limb.
“Is Major Iddesleigh at home?” asked the saddened widow.
“Oh, madam, he has been dead almost twelve years, and since then no one has occupied this Hall save myself,
who am caretaker. The Marquis of Orland was deceived by his nephew, who sold it in an underhand manner to the
major, and he resolved that never again would he allow it to be occupied since the major’s death by any outsider.”
“You are rather lonely,” said the widow.
“Yes, yes,” replied he, “but I have always been accustomed living alone, being an old bachelor, and wish to
remain so. It is better to live a life of singleness than torture both body and soul by marrying a woman who
doesn’t love you, like the good Sir John Dunfern—a nobleman who lived only some miles from this, and who
died lately broken-hearted—who became so infatuated with an upstart of unknown parentage, who lived in
Dilworth Castle, with one Lord Dilworth, the previous owner, that he married her offhand, and, what was the
result, my good woman?—why she eventually ran off with a poor tutor! and brought the hairs of hoary whiteness
of Sir John Dunfern to the grave much sooner than in all probability they would have, had he remained like me.”
Facing fumes of insult again, thought the listener. And asking after Major Iddesleigh’s will, eagerly awaited his
reply. Placing one hand upon her shoulder, and pointing with the other,
“Behold,” said he, “yonder church? that was his last will—Iddesleigh Church. It was only when the jaws of
death gaped for their prey that the major was forced to alter his will, having had it previously prepared in favour
of his niece, whose whereabouts could never be traced until after his death.”
“Enough—enough, I must go,” said the painful listener, and thanking the old man for his information, which,
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like her son’s, had screwed its bolts of deadly weight more deeply down on the lid of abstract need, turned her
back on Audley Hall for ever.
4
Hope sinks a world of imagination. It in almost every instance never fails to arm the opponents of justice with
weapons of friendly defence, and gains their final fight with peaceful submission. Life is too often stripped of its
pleasantness by the steps of false assumption, marring the true path of life-long happiness which should be
pebbled with principle, piety, purity, and peace.
Next morning, after the trying adventure of the lonely outcast, was the scene of wonder at Dilworth Castle.
Henry Hawkes, the head gardener under the Marquis of Orland, on approaching the little summer-house in which
Irene Iddesleigh so often sat in days of youth, was horrified to find the dead body of a woman, apparently a
widow, lying prostrate inside its mossy walls.
“Lord, protect me!” shouted poor Hawkes, half distractedly, and hurried to Dilworth Castle to inform the
inmates of what he had just seen.
They all rushed towards the little rustic building to verify the certainty of the gardener’s remarks. There she
lay, cold, stiff, and lifeless as Nero, and must have been dead for hours. They advised the authorities, who were
soon on the spot.
What stinging looks of shame the Marquis cast upon her corpse on being told that it was that of the once
beautiful Lady Dunfern—mother of the present heir to Dunfem estate.
Lying close at hand was an old and soiled card, with the words almost beyond distinction, “Irene Iddesleigh”.
In an instant her whole history flashed before the unforgiving mind of the Marquis, and being a sharer in her
devices, through his nephew Oscar Otwell, ordered her body to be conveyed to the morgue, at the same time
intimating to Sir Hugh Dunfern her demise.
It transpired at the inquest, held next day, that she was admitted the previous night to the grounds of Dilworth
Castle by the porter at the lodge, giving her name as “Irene Iddesleigh”.
She must have taken refuge in the little construction planned under her personal supervision whilst inhabiting
Dilworth Castle during her girlhood, and, haunted with the never-dying desire to visit once more its lovely
grounds, wandered there to die of starvation.
No notice whatever was taken of her death by her son, who obeyed to the last letter his father’s instructions,
and carried them out with tearless pride.
The little narrow bed at the lowest corner on the west side of Seaforde graveyard was the spot chosen for her
remains. Thus were laid to rest the orphan of Colonel Iddesleigh, the adopted daughter and imagined heiress of
Lord and Lady Dilworth, what might have been the proud wife of Sir John Dunfern, the unlawful wife of Oscar
Otwell, the suicidal outcast, and the despised and rejected mother.
She who might have swayed society’s circle with the sceptre of nobleness—she who might still have shared in
the greatness of her position and defied the crooked stream of poverty in which she so long sailed—had she only
been, first of all, true to self, then the honourable name of Sir John Dunfern would have maintained its standard of
pure and noble distinction, without being spotted here and there with heathenish remarks inflicted by a sarcastic
public on the administerer of proper punishment; then the dignified knight of proud and upright ancestry would
have been spared the pains of incessant insult, the mockery of equals, the haunted diseases of mental trials, the
erring eye of harshness, and the throbbing twitch of constant criticism.
It was only the lapse of a few minutes after the widowed waif left Dunfern Mansion until the arrival of her son
from London, who, after bidding his mother quit the grounds owned by him, blotted her name forever from his
book of memory; and being strongly prejudiced by a father of faultless bearing, resolved that the sharers of
beauty, youth, and false love should never have the slighest catch on his affections. …
II
… She knew all the forms of vice to which the human flesh and mind are heir and to continue a career of evil
she bought Modesty Manor, adopting the nom-de-guerre of Pear. It was soon visited by all the swanks of seekdom
within comfortable range of her rifling rooms of ruse and robbery, degradation and dodgery.
She had a swell staff of sweet-faced helpers swathed in stratagem, whose members and garments glowed with
the lust of the loose, sparkled with the tears of the tortured, shone with the sunlight of bribery, dangled with the
601

diamonds of distrust, slashed with sapphires of scandal and rubies wrested from the dainty persons of the pure.
Always on the alert for attractive magnets whose characters had still to be moulded by artful manoeuvres, she
found the rosy little rural ruby, Helen Huddleson, would add considerably in advocating her accursed object. With
this thought haunting her she had succeeded so far by intriguing Helen to her house of dissipation, damnation,
disorder and distrust.
After capturing her apt prey, Madam Pear considered Lord Raspberry in a state of oblivion as he stood at the
brougham awaiting his wife to join him. What must have been his thoughts when he failed finding her? Every
face that flitted past where he stood in deep dismay, he carefully scrutinised but that of his treacherously-wedded
wife was blanked from his observation. Instinct at once prompted him she had fled. He summoned one of the
platform porters whose fat face was quite familiar to him. Touching the peak of his cap, Lord Raspberry enquired
whether or not he had seen a young lady, at the same time describing her appearance and apparel.
“Well, sir,” said Porter Jamie, “I couldn’t say I saw her but I watched an oul’ blade whiskin’ a wee lassie away
with her in a red hat and coverin’ her with a shawl and both got into a cab and went off.”
“What was she like, the woman who took charge of the young lady?” heaving a great sigh as he queried Porter
Jamie in whom the travelling public implicitly confided, being an old and trustworthy servant of the company.
“Well, sir, she looked as if she was a widda.”
“Was the lady tall, pray?”
“Long and thin,” replied Porter Jamie.
Grasping a truck and wheeling it hurriedly away, Lord Raspberry exclaimed “Halloo”, and the porter returning,
he placed a sovereign in his hand. Choked with gratitude, Porter Jamie couldn’t speak and, raising his cap, went
smilingly away. Lighting a long cigar to cool his nerves, the driver of a vehicle drove up and was asked by Lord
Raspberry:
“Could you tell me the names of those who had cabs here tonight please?”
“I’m the boy can tell you that,” the cabman replied. “There was Joe Cherry, Billy Burley and meself. Burley
picked up a couple of weemin and went off.”
“Do you know where he lives?” spake Lord Raspberry in melancholy tones.
“I do,” said the cabman, “but if you wait another minit or two he’ll be back.” At last Burley arrived and Lord
Raspberry addressed him.
“You drove a friend of mine just now. Where—may I ask?”
“How much will you give me if I tell?” said Burley in a bragging fashion. Lord Raspberry dropped a gold coin
in his hand and the cabman whispered.
“Everybody used to call it Modesty Manor, but it has another name now which nobody can pronounce.”
Throwing away the half-smoked cigar, Burley went off for another outing.
Lord Raspberry hailed another cab and was driven hastily off. On arriving at his destination, he instructed the
man to await his return. Then ascending excitedly step by step until reaching the beautifully-kept grounds
surrounding his iniquitous wing of Hades during days he now damned he had tracked so often, desirous to expel
from the region of his remembrance the thoughts that thrashed his weary brain with the lash of lewdness,
concealing himself behind a fat chestnut tree that rose in overgrown majesty within the grounds, he resolved to
rest within its massive trunk for a short time until his anger subsided somewhat.
As the moments fled, his mind became more and more disturbed lest she whom he sought might be singled out
by the artful Madam to gratify the desire of some of the associates who had accompanied him long ago to her
quarters of quell in quest of such innocent victims as she whose righteous robes still hung about her unsullied and
free from the stamp of passion’s profligacy.
Ruminating over the day’s adventures as he leant against the strong stout body of the chestnut tree, whose
leafy expanding members acted in umbrella fashion to ward off tear-drops of a million sighs as they fell in thick
profusion upon the verdant surface—his anger increased rather than reduced.
Never before did his actions of dishonour stand so prominently as then: how he reflected on the bitter past with
all its hideous associations. Now he stood supported by the strong giant he so often before had hugged because of
its silence, its secrecy, its shade, trembling in every nerve lest the virtue his loved-one claimed would pass forever
from his crafty capture to that of some equally depraved digit of distrust and distinction.
That she whom he stole from the straight and narrow path upon which she unquestionably trod was now about
to walk on the crooked and broad road of destruction, driven thither by his daring desire to stab the life of his
chum, Maurice Munro, with the steel of distrust in order to gratify his licentiousness by the purity of his stolen,
enforced prey distressed him even to the edge of distraction.
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From past experience he well knew that no gem of nature, sparkling with that rare triumphant beauty none but
the true, the most pure possess, could retain chastity under the sway of Madam Pear’s stained sceptre and never
hitherto had this great truth presented itself to him so vividly, so strikingly.
For every finger of his filthy hands, every toe of his treacherous feet, he as often had robbed the dainty
daughters of distinction, the elegant heiresses of wealth untold, the brunettes of brother dignities, the pretending
daughters of saintly divines, down to the most modest maids-of-all-words, priceless pearls neither money nor
prayers could ever reset.
The theft of such a character-coral he, in his moments of passion abstracted from the sacred store-rooms of his
victims never taxed for a moment his designing brain with one thought of wrong or pity until he stood supporting
himself against this leafy queen that so often had hid him from the eyes of the many patrolling profligates who
patronisingly paced past him on their way to the seductive sanctum of searching sham, scandal and sin.
“’Twas all very well,” he meditated, “to treat as trifling the voluptuousness of youth—manhood—middle-age
—inasmuch as they satisfied for the time being the greed of a “grade” passion that so often determines the
downfall of the duped daughters of Eve where love was non-existent, but HE LOVED HELEN HUDDLESON with a
difference, a real love for the express reason she was innocent of the wicked, wily ways of womankind.”
He had found her faithful to his chum. She told him so in her undisguised way she loved Maurice Munro,
which proved a strong point to convince him of her candour, her sincerity, her loyalty to the great king— TRUTH.
And in a certain sense and as a general rule where truth prevails in either sex, in fact even in the sexless, scorn
for evil in its most meagre form is in the ascendant.
Gazing intently at every window to obtain a faint glimpse of her who was torn from his protection by the
vicious Madam Pear, he failed to observe the faintest reflection of shadow or light within.
Often before he had taken shelter there from the scrutiny of the corrupters who frequented this den of
demoralising damndom. At times he had been admitted and emitted by means of a long French window that
opened out of the bedroom, occupied at the moment by her he sought, into a small square protected by high iron
railings which led to a winding staircase that served as an escape. A thick mist formed around him when lo
through its compressed blur “God” escaped from his lips. He pressed his forehead with his hand, large drops of
agony sitting mercilessly thereon. Again he gazed through the dense veil of feathery foam and cried:
”What! Merciful Master! My Helen! My very own! I see you and that disreputable digit of destruction leading
you, my precious pearl, my wife, into the very bedroom set apart as a seal that all therein is virtuous before
corruption. Set apart as a bank in which fabulous sums have been deposited for its hire, wherein the victims sell
their chastity to appease the blackguards who too often patronise its precincts.”
Moving hurriedly away, Lord Raspberry ascended the winding steps that led to this window, peeped through,
saw the flaxen-haired figure of Madam Pear bend over the silk form of his girl-wife, causing her polluted lips to
collide slightly with those of her innocent, artless prey, then drawing a heavy tapestry curtain across, she,
presumably, vacated the room.
Lord Raspberry’s heart leaped in ragged form and, tottering against the iron rails, he grasped them with a
greedy grip, groaning gravely. Dread seizing him, a thousand thoughts thronged his heaving breast. At last broken
sobs reached his ears, growing weaker and weaker until sleep, possibly, acted as a silent substitute. Then the room
was plunged into darkness.
Lord Raspberry breathed the oxygen of artifice, sniffed the smoke of suspicion, exhaled the acid of anxiety as
he stood resolving his scheme.
“Action—action—I must act now,” he murmured in breathless haste, then drawing from his vest pocket a penknife, opened the window as he had so often done before.
On entering he found himself confronted in his pajamas by Sir Peter Plum, a mourning light exhibiting itself
issuing from the next room.
Instantly Lord Raspberry struck Sir Peter who staggered and fell moaning on the softly carpeted floor.
Rushing from her boudoir, Madam Pear soon entered followed by one of her harlot litter bearing a small
copper lamp whose light too was carefully subdued by a dark green silken shade with lace of the same hue.
Gazing upon Lord Raspberry who stood bleached, then on the victim of his jealous wrath as he lay in agony,
blood streaming from mouth and nose, Madam Pear seemed paralysed at the mysterious presence of him who
husbanded her now lying across the bed he loved, dressed as when he made her his wife not so many hours
before.
“Devil! Fiend!” Lord Raspberry gasped. “That is my wife, there in your bed of fornication covered with its
deftly-marked shams of purity instead of sheets of carmine blistered with shame. Only in the nick of time have I
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saved her from polluting her person by the foul act of that profound puppy who lies now breathing the fumes of
the wrath of him, he by his damning achievement would betray and bereave.” Stamping his foot, Madam Pear
listened aghast as he went on:
“I curse you from my heart and I curse myself I ever knew you.”
Moving over where she stood, a string of fear as seen by the twitching of her well-formed frame, he shook her
sharply.
“Madam. How dare you? I say—how dare you? You have dragged my poor innocent dove—my wife—my
angel into your seething saloon of sin and shame, to rob her of all the charm and grace and place her in the singed
list of the loose to be in Co. with your train of degraded elegance. Give me my little rural ruby set in the folds of
innocence she wears, whose mind is as pure as the balm of heaven, within whose breasts sin hath never concealed
itself. I say—give her me with a robe of rags, a mind of modesty, a heart of horror for all things unclean and
hands untainted by the gruesome grasp of vice, rather than a princess—a duchess—a countess—a mimicking
madonna decked with diamonds the purest, rubies the rarest, pearls of matchless lustre (produced by mechanical
and mischievous means) and the defiled non-trappings some of our ugly-faced have-you-believe cream of
aristocracy don to impersonate heaven’s purest virgin of Babylonian blood and bearing, thereby aiming to achieve
what is disgusting in the all-vacillating team of kindred humanity. I say, Madam, give me my wife rather than all
these sistered as aforesaid mentioned!”
With Helen Huddleson still inert, Sir Peter Plum was being bent over by Madam Pear and her harlot help. As
he lay prostrate on the carpet, Lord Raspberry continued:
“I myself,” large sweat drops falling from his brow, “have erred within this very room. I have parred this
domain ere now by bowing to a passion your presence aroused and, owing to the fallen members of humanity
maimed under your unchaste roof by blackguarded blows from myself, I reflect upon the past with loathing and
resolved to restore my good name by coupling it with virtue, truth and purity. And Madam, once you found out
my scheme which you well knew would prove a financial asset in your future, by your designing you thwarted it
in order to still continue in the diabolical role of a regardless past. I ask forgiveness for all my folly, likewise her I
have rescued from the brutish and slovenly embrace of him who now lies at your feet.”
Turning to the woman who still held the small lamp with snow-white hand, who trembled clumsily at the force
of his words, his face blanched.
“Never! Ah, never!” he exclaimed. He saw in her person, acting in the capacity of a menial, the wife of a
lawyer he once knew.
“Madam,” he uttered, “how sorry I am to see you here. Have you likewise fallen? Pray tell me?”
She did not reply.
“Poor Mrs. Strawberry. Poor Mrs. Strawberry,” Lord Raspberry said.
The lamp dropped from Mrs. Strawberry’s hand, its con- tents falling over the face and body of Sir Peter Plum,
converting him immediately into a torch of flame. Pulling him by the feet, then rushing for water to subdue the
flame, dragging him into the corridor, pouring it mercilessly over him, Lord Raspberry remained until he
mastered it but not before it had worked havoc on both his face and body.
*
Helen Huddleson awoke. Her power of perception seemed cleansed forever from that dull deadly dew which
hitherto blinded her, as mist from a mountain top, during these hours of despair she so recently had passed
through. Alert now to all that was going on around her, her planning organ did not fail her in this her hour of
blatant betrayal.
While Lord Raspberry was doing the “brigade-man” on Sir Peter Plum, Helen, with her little satchel on her
arm, was hurrying down the stair of escape, along the pebbled path so recently trodden on by him who, a few
moments before, had shuddered over its shifting surface.
Out into the darkness, then passing through a gate, she ran along, led by the lighted lamps stuck against huge
posts whose lights glimmered darkly against a wealth of trees. Two great pillars, with a large iron gate hanging on
each, next met her view, a bright light with a globe of dull green surrounding each top. She turned towards the
gate to move up the avenue but it was locked. Inside to the right stood a neat little lodge, circular in form, whose
door was ajar. She called at the top of her voice.
“Anyone there, please? Come, come, fast, fast.” The door was soon flung open when a beardy man ran out
asking:
“What’s the matter, little lady? Have you lost your way?”
“Open, open, open the gate, dear good man,” Helen cried. “Oh, sir, let me into your wee house. I’m a stranger
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here. Let me come in, sir, do, I pray you. My name is Helen Huddleson from Crow Cottage near Ballynahinch—
Lord Raspberry will chase me and capture me—and—and—”
Fainting at the gate, the beardy man removed her carefully into his little abode, otherwise an infant gate-lodge.
He laid her on a soft couch in the little room beside the kitchen, slipped a spoonful of brandy between her lips,
which apparently seemed closed in death, then locked the door lest he whom she had mentioned and of whom she
seemed in terror, might possibly find his way in.
Father Guerdo, who had come to her rescue, was a dissipated priest who once held a large stock of parishers
within his tyrannical control. He was educated at a National school in the city of Dublin, receiving his final gloss
at Maynooth, and like a good many more who have been registered as dispensers of divinity in disguise, was
promoted to a comfortable living which he abused in many ways, drawing the censure of those in authority over
him to such a degree that he was bereaved of his sinecure as one unfit to maintain the office of priesthood.
Threatening to disclose some unpleasant duties imposed on him while being initiated into the mysteries of the
Roman fold, he was accordingly installed as porter at the gate-lodge attached to the Convent of St. Iscariot.
Hearing footsteps approach the door, he instantly extinguished the light a small lamp cast forth, suspended by a
chain from the centre of the kitchen’s ceiling of polished pitch pine. By this time the sound of carriage wheels was
heard, then ceased before the huge iron gate through which Helen had been so recently carried. A loud rapping
was next heard at the lodge door which continued for a goodly time, then a voice rang forth.
“Porter, porter, just a moment, please. I am Lord Raspberry. Open the door, please, do.”
Father Guerdo remained obstinate and silent. After some time elapsed, retreating footsteps were heard, when
the carriage wheels hurled forth bearing their load of titled trustlessness, depositing it at the Great Northern
Railway Station.
A sigh of relief escaped from Father Guerdo’s lips as he drew over the kitchen window a jet-black blind.
Awaking from a state edging distraction, Helen’s energies grew fortified more and more, strengthened by the
thought that for a time at least she would be safe from duplicity and distrust.
To analyse her feelings at that moment she felt it would have been her wish to swim the Atlantic, nevertheless
there was a strange sweetness mingled in her cell of sorrow. She was satisfied that one true clean mind twined her
own, that he who probably sat waiting for her away in a foreign land was rejoicing that soon he would clasp her to
his bosom. With this thought her reflective faculties appeared as if she had surmounted one great obstacle in order
to cross over a dangerous chasm and still fight with deadly might for her honour.
Father Guerdo now opened the door and bending over her he had rescued from tyranny, he exclaimed “Laus
Deo,” clasping his hands and turning his eyes northwards. He at once saw Helen had overcome the struggle that
raged within her. Gently assisting her to a comfortable armchair deeply and softly cushioned, which he used
himself in moods of deep melancholy, reflecting over a dissipated past he inwardly abhorred, to allow its pages to
master him so as to tear his thoughts from this beautiful vision of loveliness so rare to be seen in the path Rome
would fain make you believe you must track.
Gazing at her as she sat before a fire of logs that flamed within a well-groomed grate, all thoughts of his past
were buried beneath her glance. Priest though he was, and supposed to be proof against admiration either of
mistress or maid, all heresy became instantly drowned in the great tide of passion that raged within him.
Although doing penance for the past seven years by acting in the capacity of lodge porter, he still felt inclined
to follow the professional routine which Roman tyranny imposes on her sons of heresy, mockery and idolatry, all
of which he was sworn to support once he emitted from Maynooth, carrying them with him in his reticule of
thoughts.
He had obtained a promise from the bishop to be reinitiated as parish priest as soon as a suitable vacancy
conveniently occurred. He had waited seven years, still there was no appointment for him. This piqued him
unpardonably and now he felt a false air blow round him and was likely to still keep blowing until his
expectations became dulled, his energy impaired, his desires more limited without that distinction he had been
falsely led to believe pervaded parish-priestdom.
Wavering under the spell of his misfortune and excited by the beauty of the little stranger who kept nervously
wringing her hands, he asked her to give him a meagre narrative of the day’s events and her reason for seeking his
timely succour, which when ended he wept as never before. Her confidence in disclosing him the horror that still
haunted her made him more anxious to determine her faith.
“What persuasion are you?” he asked, his voice sounding softly.
“I am a Presbyterian,” Helen Huddleson answered, “and worship in Third Ballynahinch Presbyterian Church,
once sitting under the late Reverend John Davis, a great and good man.”
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Father Guerdo's face darkened somewhat, his thin lips parted, exposing two rows of irregularly-set yellowusefuls, while he drew down his brow, instantly impressing her by the fact that he felt displeased.
“In what county,” he enquired, “did this divine try to instruct you on matters relating to your soul’s welfare?”
“In County Down, sir,” replied Helen in a nervous strain.
“Say Father, please, when addressing me,” spake he in a grim, imposmg manner.
“Oh, no, no, no,” Helen answered, “I can’t call you ‘Father’ at all, at all. I was never taught to call anybody
‘Father’, but my own dear parent, Peter Huddleson of Crow Cottage, about a mile outside Ballynahinch, near the
graveyard, sir.”
“‘Father’, please, when addressing me,” speaking in a remonstrating tone.
“Are you a priest, then?” Helen queried, her eyes glaring at his, burning with a fierce glow.
“I AM a priest,” he naïvely replied in a low voice.
“And what is your name, please, sir?”
“Father Guerdo,” he answered quickly.
“Then why are you living in this wee place? I thought all priests had big houses like they have in
Ballynahinch.”
A sarcastic smile crept swiftly over his features.
“What a monstrous pity,” he said, “to see a nice modest girl such as you and so beautiful, I must add, walking
on the broad road to destruction instead of on the narrow path that leadeth to life everlasting. You say you are a
Presbyterian. Then you are a lost sinner. No one on earth is saved from everlasting fire, only those who belong to
the one and only church and that is the Roman Catholic. All others are mere shams whose worshippers pair off in
small sections here and there throughout the world, every section adopting a different name, no two of which
agree in principle. But, my dear girl, they will find out on the great Day of Judgment that the Roman Catholic
religion was the true and only means by which all mankind could rest for ever in the angelic Mansions of Eternal
Glory.
“This, I ask you: what will you think when you see your father and mother and alas yourself all branded as
subjects of sin and told to move down to Hell, there to remain in everlasting punishment and torment, while the
Roman Catholics will all be in Heaven singing carols along with the other angels all day long (for there is no
night there) and peeking upon you and your father and mother roasting, I say ROASTING, in an eternal region of
flame?”
Helen’s face darkened, a choking seemed to grasp her throat with a deadly grip. She closed her eyes, clasped
her hands, her pale lips moving as she prayed in low fervent tones tinged with that modest vehemence a distressed
and anxious mind alone can master. Her prayer ended, she opened her eyes, fixing them steadily on the priest.
“You have been praying,” he observed, tightening his bereaved upper lip.
“Yes,” replied Helen. “I was taught from infancy to pray when in doubt or dread.”
“Who taught you to pray, may I enquire?” asked Father Guerdo, his large dark eyes closed, his long black
lashes reposing uncomfortably on his inflamed cheeks.
“The Reverend John Davis DO, of Third Ballynahinch Presbyterian Church,” Helen answered, “who baptised
me and my dear father and mother. He took the palm for offering up prayer.
“Let it be said here,” she continued, “that no clergyman occupying a pulpit throughout the British Isles could
toe the line with him at offering up prayer. He had no rival during his day for expounding holy scripture and stood
as the brightest gem in the crown of gospeldom. He was different from the majority of holy-tooters who swim
round the hives of humanity at the present day. He never earned a shilling he didn’t work for hard and he
instructed his beloved flock more for a shilling than the clergy of today would for a hundred pounds.” Father
Guerdo observed a stern silence as she continued:
“It is patent to me, sir, that the present-day expounders of religion are merely a clique of unholy stockbrokers,
acting as financial props to safeguard their own comforts than as divine messengers whose duty it is to gather the
fallen of their flocks, endeavouring therefore to use every artifice within their combined power to draw them back
to heavenly tutelage.”
Helen eyed him impatiently, lifting her little sailor hat and satchel, readying herself to move on to some proper
shelter for the night.
“My dear girl,” said Father Guerdo, “sit down. You must remain where you are for the night at any rate. I have
but one bed, nevertheless, I’ll gladly share it with you, as no harm can befall you while you remain under the roof
of a chosen disciple of the Pope.”
“No, no, sir,” Helen said stubbornly. “I have never been absent from my dear home at Crow Cottage where I
606

was born. I can sleep tonight beneath one of those large trees bordering the south of your window blind.”
Putting on her little sailor hat, Father Guerdo stood facing the rustic-ruby, then moved forward and locked the
door of his menial menage of misery …
217.166 Excerpt from War On The Saints: Abridged Edition\fn{by Jessie Penn-Lewis (1861-1927)} Neath, Neath
Port Talbot, Wales, United Kingdom (F) 10
The question this chapter seeks to answer is, how to be victorious over the powers of darkness as a whole.
How to have authority and victory over the wicked spirits in place of their mastery over the believer; who, having
learnt the devices of the enemy, and the way of deliverance, is now deeply concerned that others should be set
free, and brought into the place of victory over all the power of the enemy.\fn{ I have retained all the internal italicized
words and capitalizations exactly as they appear in the text:H }
For this he must now understand, that the degree of Christ’s authority the Spirit of God will energize him to
exercise over the spirits of evil, will be according to the degree of victory he has over them in the personal
conflict, which he must now settle down to face in the sphere of the spiritual life into which he has emerged.
The believer must learn to walk in personal victory over the devil at every point, if he is to have the fullest
victory over the powers of darkness. For this, just as he needs to know the Lord Christ in all the aspects of His
name and character, so as to draw upon His power in living union with Him, so the believer must learn to know
the adversary in his various workings, as described in his names and character, that he may be able to discern his
presence, and all his wicked spirits, wheresoever they may be, either in attacks upon himself, in others, or
working as world-rulers of the darkness in the world.
*
Victory over the devil as a Tempter, and all his temptations personally, direct and indirect, must be learnt by
the believer in experimental reality; remembering that all temptations are not recognizable as temptations, nor are
they always visible, for half their power lies in their being hidden. A believer thinks that he will be as conscious of
the approach of temptation, as of a person coming into the room, hence the children of God are only fighting a
small proportion of the devil’s workings; that is, only what they are conscious of as supernatural workings of evil.
Because their knowledge of the devil’s character and methods of working is limited and circumscribed, many
true children of God only recognize temptation when the nature of the thing presented is visibly evil, and
according to their limited knowledge of evil, so they do not recognize the Tempter and his temptations when they
come under the guise of naural or physical or lawful and apparent good.
When the prince of darkness and his emissaries come as angels of light, they clothe themselves in light, which,
in their case, stands for evil. It is a light which is really darkness. They come in the guise of good. Darkness is
opposed to light, ignorance is opposed to knowledge, falsehood is opposed to truth. Darkness is a term applied to
evil morality and moral darkness. The believer may need to discern evil spirits in the realm of the supposed good.
That which comes to them as light may be darkness. The apparently good may be really cvil; the apparent help
which they cling to may be really a hindrance.
There nceds to be a choice between good and evil perpetually by every man, and the priests of old were
specially called to discern and teach the people the difference between the holy and the common, the unclean and
the clean (Ezekiel 44:23). Yet is the Church of Christ today able thus to discern what is good, and what is evil?
Does she not continually fall into the snare of calling good evil, and evil good? Because the thoughts of God’s
people are governed by ignorance, and limited knowledge, they call the works of God of the devil; and the works
of the devil, of God, and they are not taught the need of learning to discern the difference between the unclean and
the clean, nor how to decide for themselves what is of God, or what is of the devil, although they are unknowingly
compelled to make a choice every moment of the day.
Neither do all believers know that they have a choice between good and good, i.e., between the lesser and the
greater good; and the devil often entangles them here.
*
There are unseen temptations, and temptations in the unseen. Physical temptations, soulish temptations,
spiritual temptations; direct and indirect temptations, as with Christ when He was directly tempted in the
wilderness, or indirectly through Peter. The believer must not only resist the devil when he tempts visibly, or
attacks consciously, but BY CONSTANT PRAYER HE MUST BRING TO LIGHT HIS HIDDEN AND COVERED
TEMPTATIONS, knowing that he is a Tempter, and therefore is always planning temptation for the believer. Those
who thus, by prayer, bring to light these hidden workings are, by experience, widening their horizon in knowledge
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of his work as a Tempter, and becoming better able to co-work with the Spirit of God in the de1iverance of others
from the power of the enemy; for in order to be victorious over the powers of darkness, it is essential to be able to
recognize what they are doing. Paul, on one occasion, did not say circumstances, but Satan hindered me (I
Thessalonians 2:18), because he was able to recognize when circumstances, or the Holy Spirit (Acts 16:6), or
Satan, hindered or restrained him in his life and service.
There are degrees also in the results of temptation. After the wilderness temptation, which settled vast and
eternal issues, the devil left Christ, but he returned to Him again and again with other degrees of temptation (John
12:27; Matthew 22:15), both direct and indirect.
*
There is also a difference between the temptations and attacks of the Tempter, as may again be seen in the life
of Christ. Temptation is a scheme or a plot, or compulsion on the part of the Tempter to cause another to do evil,
whether consciously or unconsciously; but an attack is an onslaught on the person, either in life, character or
circumstances, e.g., the devil made an onslaught on the Lord through the villagers, when they sought to hurl Him
over the brow of the hill (Luke 4:29); when His family brought a charge of insanity against Him (Mark 3:21); and
when He was charged with demon possession by His enemies (John 10:20; Matthew 12:24).
Temptation, moreover, means suffering, as we see again in the 1ife of Christ, for it is written, He suffered being
tempted (Hebrews 2:18), and believers must not think they will reach a period when they will not feel the
suffering of temptation, as this is a wrong conception, which gives ground to the enemy for tormenting and
attacking them without cause.
*
For perpetual victory, therefore, the believer must unceasingly be on guard against the Tempter, praying for his
hidden temptation to be revealed. The degree of understanding his working will be determined by the degree of
victory experienced, for in vain is the net spread in the sight of any bird.
We have given in preceding chapters much knowledge needed by the believer, if he is to gain victory over
every aspect of the Tempter’s workings, but especially does he require power of discrimination between what is
temptation from the Tempter working upon the uncrucified old man; tempting through the things of the world (I
John 2:15-16; 5:4-5); and temptation direct from the spirits of evil.
In temptation the crucial point is for the tempted one to know whether the temptation is the work of an evil
spirit, or from the evil nature. This alone can be discerned by the experimental knowledge of Romans vi as the
basis of the life. Temptation from the fallen nature should be dealt with on the foundation of, “Reckon ye also
yourselves to be dead unto sin, but alive unto God in Christ Jesus” (Romans 6:11), and practical obedience to the
resulting command, “Let not sin reign in your mortal body”. In the hour of temptation to sin—to visible, known
sin—the believer should take his stand on Romans 6:6, as his deliberate position of faith, and in obedience to
Romans 6:11, declare his undeviating choice and attitude as death to sin, in death union with Christ. If this choice
is the expression of his real will, and the temptation to sin does not cease. he should then deal with the spirits of
evil, who may be seeking to awaken sinful desires (James 1:14), or to counterfeit them. For they can counterfeit
the old nature in evil desire, evil thoughts, evil words, evil presentation, and many honest believers think they are
battling with the workings of the old nature, when these things are given by evil spirits. But if the believer is not
standing actively on Romans 6, the counterfeits are not necessary, for the old fallen creation is always open to be
wrought upon by the powers of darkness.
*
VICTORY OVER THE DEVIL AS AN ACCUSER : the difference between the accusation of the enemy and his
temptations, is that the latter is an effort on his part to compel or draw the man into sin; and the former is a charge
of transgression. Temptation is an effort to cause the man to transgress the law, accusation is an effort to place the
believer in the guilty position of having transgressed the law. Evil spirits want the man to be wrong, that they may
accuse and punish him for being wrong. Accusation can be a counterfeit of conviction—the true conviction of the
Spirit of God. It is important that the believer should know when the charge of transgression is made, whether it is
a Divine conviction, or a satanic accusation.
(I) The devil may accuse when the man is truly guilty; (2) he may accuse when the man is not guilty, and cause
him to think and believe that he is guilty; (3) he may endeavour to pass on his accusations as a conviction, and
cause the man to think that it comes from the evil nature, when he is not guilty at all.
Evil spirits are able to infuse a sense of guilt. Sin itself comes from the evil nature within, but it is not forced
into the personality from without, apart from the person. How can the believer tell if evil spirits are at the back of
involuntary sin? If the man is right with God, standing on Romans 6, with no deliberate yielding to known sin,
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then any manifestation of sin coming back again unaccountably, may be dealt with as from evil spirits.
The believer must therefore never accept an accusation—or a charge, supernaturally made, of having
transgressed—unless he is fully convinced, by intelligent knowledge and clear decision, that he has done so; for if
he accepts the charge when innocent, he will suffer as much as if he had really transgressed. He must also be on
guard to refuse any compulsory drive to confession of sin to others, which may be the forcing of the enemy to
pass on his lying accusations.
*
The believer should maintain neutrality to accusations until he is sure of their real source, and if the man
knows he is guilty, he should at once go to God on the ground of I John 1:9, and refuse to be lashed by the devil,
as he is not the judge of God’s children, nor is he deputed as God’s messenger to make the charge of wrong. The
Holy Spirit alone is commissioned by God to convict of sin.
The steps in the working of evil spirits in their accusations and false charges are these, when the believer
accepts their accusations:
1. The believer thinks and believes he is guilty.
2. Evil spirits cause him to feel guilty.
3. They cause him, then, to appear guilty.
4. They cause him then to be actually guilty through believing their lies, it matters not whether he is guilty or not
in the first instance.
Malicious spirits try to make the man feel guilty by their nagging accusations, so as to make him act or appear
guilty before others; at the same moment flashing or suggesting to others the very things about which they are
accusing him, without any cause. All such feelings should be investigated by the believer. Feeling wrong is not
enough for a man to say he is wrong, or the Accuser to accuse him of being wrong. The man says he feels wrong.
He should ask,
“Is the feeling right?”
He may feel wrong, and be right, and feel right, and be wrong. Therefore he should investigate and examine
the question honestly,
“Am I wrong?”
*
There are physical, soulish and spiritual feelings. Evil spirits can inject feelings into either of these
departments. Their aim is to move the man by feelings to substitute these for the action of his mind, so that the
believer is governed by the deceiving spirits through his feelings. Also to substitute feelings for the conscience in
its recognition of right and wrong. If believers feel they can do a thing, they do it, without asking whether it be
right or wrong, if it is not visibly sinful. For victory over the deceitful enemy, it is essential that the children of
God cease to be guided by feelings in their actions.
Again: If believers in any course of action feel relief, they think that sense of relief is a sign that they have
been doing God’s will. But a man gets rest when his work is done, not only in the spiritual, but in ordinary life. A
sense of relief in any line of action, is no criterion that it is in the will of God. The action must be judged by itself,
and not merely by its effects upon the doer of it.
For instance, a believer says he felt happy after doing such and such a thing, and that it was a proof that he was
doing the will of God; but peace and rest and relief are no proof at all of being in God’s will. Believers also think
that if they do some action that the devil wants them to do, they will feel condemned at once, but they overlook
the fact that Satan can give pleasant feelings.
There are innumerable variations of feelings caused by evil spirits, from countless attacks, and countless false
suggestions, which call forth all the spiritual discernment of the believer, and his understanding of spiritual things,
to recognize them.
*
The devil as a Tempter very quickly becomes the Accuser, even if he does not succeed in getting the man to
yield to his temptations. As we have seen, deceiving spirits can cause apparent sin to be manifested to the
consciousness of a believer, and then lash and accuse the man for their own workings. They counterfeit some sin,
which may be called with sadness, my besetting sin, in the believer’s life; and as long as it is believed to be sin
from the evil nature, no confessing or seeking victory over it will cause it to pass away. They can also hide behind
real sin.
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A sense of guiltlessness does not necessarily lead to absolute happiness, for even with the peace of conscious
innocence there may be suffering, and the suffering has its source in some sin which is not known. Walking by
known light, and measuring his guiltlessness by his knowledge of known sin, is very dangerous to him who
desires a fathomless peace, for it leads only to superficial rest, which may be disturbed at any moment by the
attacks of the Accuser, who directs his darts to a joint in the armour of peace, hidden from the believer’s view.
For obtaining victory over the Deceiver’s accusing spirits, spiritual believers should, therefore, understand
clearly whether any consciousness of sin is the result of real transgression, or is caused by evil spirits. If the
believer accepts the consciousness of sin, as from himself, when it is not, he at once leaves his position of death to
sin, and reckons himself alive to it. This explains why many who have truly known victory over sin by the reckon
of Romans 6:11, surrender their basis, and lose the position of victory; because the Accuser has counterfeited
some manifestation of self or sin, and then accused the man of it, with the taunt that Romans 6 does not work, and
by this device made him surrender his basis of victory, causing him to fall into confusion and condemnation as
into a pit of miry clay and darkness.
*
On the other hand, if the believer in the slightest degree is tempted to treat sin lightly, or attribute it to evil
spirits when it is from himself, he is equally on false ground, and lays himself open to the old fallen nature
regaining mastery over him with redoubled force. The warfare against Satan must be accompanied with a
vigorous, unflinching warfare against sin. Any known sin must not be tolerated for a moment. Whether it be from
the fallen nature, or from the evil spirits forcing it into the man, it MUST BE CAST OFF AND PUT AWAY , on the basis
of Rom. 6:6 and 12.
Two misconceptions which give great advantage to the watching enemy are the thoughts in many believers’
minds, that if a Christian commits sin he will at once (1) know it himself, or (2) that God will tell him. They,
therefore, expect God to tell them when they are right or wrong, instead of seeking light and knowledge according
to John 3:21.
Believers seeking victory over all the deceptions of the enemy, must take an active part in dealing with sin.
Based upon a wrong conception of death they may have thought that God would remove sin out of their lives for
them, with the result that they have failed actively to co-work with Him in dealing with evil, within and in their
environment, in others and in the world.
For a life of perpetual victory over Satan as Accuser, it is very important that the believer should understand
and detect any inconsistence between the attitude of the will and the actions in his life. He should read himself
from his actions as well as from his will and motives.
For instance, a person is charged with doing a certain thing, which he at once denies, because the action does
not agree with his will-attitude, and therefore, he says, it is impossible that he should have acted or spoken in the
way stated. The believer judges himself by his own inner standpoint of will and motives, and not by actions as
well as his will (I Corinthians 11:31).
On the Godward side the cleansing power of the blood of Christ is needed (I John 1:7) continuously for those
who seek to walk in the light, cleansing themselves from all defilement of flesh and spirit, perfecting holiness in
the fear of God (II Corinthians 7:1).
The devil as an Accuser also works indirectly through others, inciting them to make accusations which he
wants the man to accept as true, and thus open the door to him to make them true; or he accuses the believer to
others by visions or revelations about him, which causes them to misjudge him. In any case, whatever may come
to the believer from man or devil, LET HIM MAKE USE OF IT FOR PRAYER, and by prayer turn all accusations into
steps to victory.
*
VICTORY OVER THE DEVIL AS A LIAR (John 8:44); “He was a murderer from the beginning, and stood not in
the truth, because there is no truth in him. When he speaketh a lie, he speaketh of his own; for he is a liar, and the
father thereof.” This does not mean that the enemy never tells the truth, but his truth has the objective of getting
the believer involved in evil; e.g., when the spirit of divination spoke the truth, that Paul and Silas were the
servants of God, it was to suggest the lie that Paul and Silas derived their power from the same source as the girl
under the evil spirit’s power. The devil and his wicked spirits will speak, or use, ninety-nine parts of truth to float
one lie, but Paul was not deceived by the witness of a soothsaying prophetess acknowledging their divine
authority. He discerned the wicked spirit and its purpose, exposed it, and cast it out.
Even so must the believer be able to triumph over Satan as a liar, and be able to recognize his lies, and those of
lying spirits, in whatever form they are presented to him. This he does by knowing the truth, and using the
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weapon of truth.
*
There is no way of victory over falaehood but by truth. To have victory over the devil as a liar, and over his
lies, the believer must be determined always to know the truth, and speak the truth about everything, in himself, in
others, and around him.
Satan the liar, through his lying spirits, persistently pours lies on the believer all day long; lies into his thoughts
about himself, his feelings, his condition, his environment; lies misinterpreting everything in himself, and around
him; about others with whom he is in contact; lies about the past and the future; lies about God; and lies about
himself, magnifying his power and his authority. To have victory over this persistent stream of lies from the father
of lies, the believer must fight (1) with the weapon of God’s truth in the written Word, and (2) truth about facts in
himself, others and circumstances. As the believer increasingly triumphs over the devil as a liar, he grows better
able to discern his lies, and equipped to strip away the covering for others.
*
VICTORY OVER THE DEVIL AS A COUNTERFEITER, OR FALSE ANGEL OF LIGHT : Even Satan himself
fashioneth himself into an angel of light, and his ministers (false apostles, deceitful workers, II Corinthians.
11:13) also fashion themselves as ministers of righteousness (II Corinthians 11:14-15). This aspect of victory over
Satan runs on the same lines as the preceding ones; i.e., by the knowledge of truth, enabling the believer to
recognize the lies of Satan, when he presents himself under the guise of light.
Light is the very nature of God Himself. To recognize darkness when clothed in light—supernatural light—
needs deep knowledge of the true light, and a power to discern the innermost sources of things that in appearance
look God-like and beautiful. The main attitude for this aspect of victory over the Adversary, is a settled position of
neutrality to all supernatural workings, until the believer knows what is of God. If any experience is accepted
without question, how can its Divine origin be guaranteed? The basis of acceptance or rejection must be
knowledge. The believer must know, and he cannot know without examination, nor will he examine unless he
maintains the attitude of Believe not every spirit until he has tested and proved what is of God.
*
VICTORY OVER THE DEVIL AS HINDERER: “We would fain have come unto you … but Satan hindered us” (I
Thessalonians 2:18), wrote Paul, who was able to discern between the hindering of Satan, and the restraining of
the Holy Spirit of God (Acts 16:6). This again means knowledge, and power to discern Satan’s workings and
schemings, and the obstacles he places in the paths of the children of God; obstacles which look so natural, and so
like Providence, that numbers meekly bow their heads and allow the Hinderer to prevail.
Power to discern comes (1) by knowledge that Satan can hinder; (2) by observing the objective of the
hindrances, and (3) close observations of his methods along this line; e.g.,
Is it God or Satan withholding money from missioners preaching the Gospel of Calvary, and giving abundance
to those who preach error, and teachings which are the outcome of the spirit of anti-Christ?
Is it God or Satan hindering a believer by circumstances, or sickness, from vital service important to the
Church of God?
Is it God or Satan urging a family to remove their residence, without reasonable grounds, to another
neighbourhood, when it involves the removal of another member from a strategic vantage ground of service to
God, with no other worker to take his place?
Is it God or Satan leading Christians to put first their (1) health, (2) comfort, (3) social position in their
decisions, rather than the needs and the exigencies of the kingdom of God?
Is it God or Satan who hinders service for God through members of a family making objections; or troubles in
business which give no time for such service; or through property losses, etc.?
Knowledge of the Hinderer means victory by prayer over his schemes and workings. The believer should
therefore know his wiles.
*
VICTORY OVER THE DEVIL AS A MURDERER (John 8:44): Satan as the prince of death watches every occasion
to take the life of the servants of God, if in any wise he can get them to fulfil conditions which enable him to do
so (1) by their wilful insistence on going into danger without being sent of God; (2) by trapping them into danger
through visions, or supernatural guidance, drawing them into actions which enable him to work behind the laws of
nature for destroying their lives. That is what Satan tried to do with Christ in the wilderness temptation: “Throw
Thyself down”, he said; then quoting Scripture to show that the Lord had Scriptural warrant for believing that
angel hands would bear Him up (Luke 4:11), and not allow Him to fall.
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But the Son of God recognized the Tempter and the Murderer. He knew that His life would end as a Man, were
He to give occasion to the malignant hate of Satan, by one step out of God’s will; and that the Deceiver would not
propose anything, however apparently innocent or seemingly for God’s glory, unless some great scheme for his
own ends was deeply hidden in his proposition.
Christ now holds the keys of death and of Hades (Revelations 1:18) and “him that hath the power of death, that
is, the Devil” (Hebrews 2:14), cannot exercise his power WITHOUT PERMISSION, but when the children of God,
knowingly or unknowingly, fulfil the conditions which give Satan ground to attack their physical lives, the Lord
with the keys of death works according to law, and does not save them, UNLESS BY THE WEAPON OF PRAYER they
enable God to interpose, and give them victory over the law of death, as well as the law of sin, through “the law
of the Spirit of life in Christ Jesus” (Romans 8:2).
The last enemy that shall be destroyed is death. Death is therefore an enemy; to be recognized as an enemy;
and to be resisted as an enemy. The believer may lawfully “dcsire to depart and be with Christ” (Philippians 1:23),
but never to desire death merely as an end of trouble, or to allow the lawful desire to be with Christ make him
YIELD TO DEATH WHEN HE IS NEEDED FOR THE SERVICE OF THE CHURCH OF GOD . “To abide in the flesh is
needful for you,” wrote the Apostle to the Philippians, therefore “I know that I shall abide.” (Philippians 1:24-25).
*
The will of the believer willing physical death, gives the Adversary power of death over that one, and no
believer should yield to a desire to die until he knows beyond question that God has released him from further
service to His people. That a believer is ready to die is a very small matter; he must be ready to live, until he is
sure that his life work is finished. God does not harvest His corn until it is ripe, and His redeemed children should
be garnered as a shock of corn in its season.
It is oft-times the prince of death as a Murderer, working through the ignorance of God’s children (1) as to his
power; (2) the conditions by which they give him power; and (3) the victory of prayer by which they resist his
power, who cuts off God’s soldiers from the battlefield. It is Satan as a Murderer, who gives visions of glory,
longings to die, to workers of value to the Church of God, so that they yield to death, even in days of active
service, and slowly fade away.
Believers who would have victory over Satan at every point, must resist his attack on the body, as well as on
the spirit and mind. They must seek knowledge of God’s laws for the body, so as to obey those laws, and give no
occasion to Satan to slay them. They should know the place of the body in the spiritual life; (1) its prominence,
and yet (2) its obscurity. Paul said,
“I keep under my body.” They must understand that the more knowledge they have of the devices and power
of the Adversary, and of the fulness of the Calvary victory within their reach for complete victory over him, the
more he will plan to injure them. The whole of his schemes against God’s children may be summed up under
three heads: (1) to cause them to sin, as he tempted Christ in the wilderness; (2) To slander them, as Christ was
slandered by family and foes; (3) to slay them, as Christ was slain at Calvary, when, by the direct permission of
God, the hour and power of darkness gathered around Him, and He by the hands of wicked men was crucified and
slain (Acts 2:23).
As the believer gains victories over Satan and his decciving and lying spirits, by thus recognizing, resisting and
triumphing over them in their varied workings, his strength of spirit to conquer them grows stronger; and he will
become more and more equipped to give the truth of the finished work of Calvary as sufficient for victory over sin
and Satan; in the power and authority of Christ by the Holy Spirit, which will set others free from their power. It
will, of course, be clearly recognized that victory over Satan in these aspects will not be without great onslaughts
from him and sharp conflict, which may well be called “the evil day” (Ephesians 6:13).
*
It is essential that helievers should understand the value of the act of refusal, and the expression of it. Briefly:
REFUSAL IS THE OPPOSITE OF ACCEPTANCE. Evil spirits have gained by the believer giving them (1) ground, (2)
right of way, (3) use of their faculties, etc., and they lose when this is all withdrawn from them. What was given to
the enemy by misconception and ignorance, and given with the consent of the will, stands as ground for them to
work on and through; until, by the same action of the will, the giving is revoked, specificially and generally. The
will in the past was unknowingly put for evil, and it must now be put unceasingly against it.
Once understood, the principle is very simple. The choice of the will gives: the choice of the will withdraws or
nullifies the previous giving. The value and purpose of refusing stands the same toward God and toward Satan.
The man gives to God, or refuses to give. He takes from God, or refuses to take. He gives to evil spirits—
unknowingly or not—and he refuses to give. He finds he has given to them unwittingly, and he nullifies it by an
612

act of withdrawal and refusal.
*
The relation.to the aggressive warfare of freshly discovered ground given to deceiving spirits is, that every new
ground, discovered as given to them, and refused, means a renewed liberation of the spirit, with an access of
deepened enmity to the foe as his subtle deceptions are increasingly exposed, and consequently more war upon
Satan and his minions. It means more deliverance from their power, and less ground in the believer as he realizes
that symptoms, effects and manifestations are not abstract things, but revelations of active, personal agencies,
against whom he must war persistently.
Moreover, all growth in experimental knowledge means increased protection against the deceiving enemy. As
new ground is revealed, and fresh truth about the powers of darkness, and the way of victory over them, is
understood, the truth delivers from their deceptions, and hence protects the believer up to the extent of his
knowledge, from further deception; and he finds in experience that directly the truth ceases to operate by the
believer’s active use of it, he is open to attack from the watching foe, who ceaselessly plans against him.
For example, let the believer who has been undeceived cease to use the truth of (1) the existence of evil spirits,
(2) their persistent watching to deceive him again, (3) the need of perpetual resistance and fight against them, (4)
the keeping of his spirit in purity and strength in co-operation with the Spirit of God, and (5) other truths parallel
with these, the knowledge of which he has gained through so much suffering—he will sink down again into
passivity, and possibly deeper depths of deception. For the Holy Spirit NEEDS THE BELIEVER’S USE OF TRUTH to work
with in energizing and strengthening him for conflict and victory, and does not guard him from the enemy, apart
from his co-operation in watching and prayer.
*
The way to refuse, and what to refuse, is of primary importance in the hour of conflict. As we have seen, the
believer needs to maintain an active attitude, and, when necessary, expression of refusal continually and
persistently, this presupposing the man standing in faith upon the foundation of his identification in death with
Christ at Calvary.
In the hour of conflict, lest there should have been new ground given to evil spirits unknowingly, by accepting
something from them, or believing some lie they have suggested to the mind, the believer should refuse all the
possible things whereby they may have gained a new footing; the conflict, or attack, immediately passing away or
ceasing, directly the means by which the enemy has regained ground is dealt with.
The believer himself will know, from his past experience, most of the ways by which the deceiving spirits have
hitherto gained advantage over him; and he will instinctively turn to the points of refusal which have been of the
most service to him in his fight to freedom—the refusing in this way taking ground from them in many directions.
The wider the scope covered by the act and attitude of refusal, the more thoroughly is the believer separating
himself, BY HIS CHOICE, from the deceiving spirits, who can only hold their ground by the consent of his will. By
refusing all he once accepted from them he can become comparatively clear of ground given to them, so far as his
choice and attitude is concerned.
*
In the hour of conflict, when the forces of darkness are pressing upon the believer, the expression of his active
refusal becomes an aggressive warfare upon them, as well as a defensive weapon. It is then as though the will at
the centre of Mansoul, instead of sinking down in fear and despair when the enemy assaults the city, issues forth
in aggressive resistance against the foe, by declaring its attitude against him.
The battle turns upon the choice of the will in the citadel being maintained, in unshaken refusal to yield to, or
admit anyone of the attacking spirits of evil. The whole power of God, by the Holy Spirit, will be at the back of
the active resistance of the man in his attitude of refusal to the enemy.
It is important to understand the effectiveness of this refusal of the will, on the part of the undeceived believer,
as a barrier against the foe, because the outer man, in feelings and nervous system, bears the scars long after his
deliverance from the pit of deception into which he has been beguiled. When once the wall of the outer man has
been broken into by supernatural forces of evil, it is not quickly rebuilt so that they cease to have any effect upon
it in times of severe conflict. Believers who are emerging from deception should therefore know the power of an
aggressive turning upon the enemy in the moment of his attacking them, with an active expression of their choice
and will in regard to him. In such a way the aggressive becomes a defensive action.
The same weapon of refusing works in many phases of the conflict; for example, in speaking or writing, if the
believer is conscious of difficulties, obstacles, or interference in what he is doing, he should at once refuse all
ideas, thoughts, suggestions, visions (i.e., pictures to the mind) words, impressions, the spirits of evil may be
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seeking to insert or press upon him, so that he may be able to co-operate with the Holy Spirit, and have a clarified
mind for the carrying out of His will.
That is, the believer, by his refusal and resistance of all supernatural attempts to interfere with his outer man, is
actively to resist the powers of darkness, whilst he seeks to co-work with the Holy Spirit within his spirit. At first
this means much conflict, but as he maintains active resistance, and increasingly closes his whole being to the
spirits of evil, and is on the alert to recognize and refuse their workings, his union with the Risen Lord deepens,
his spirit grows strong, his vision pure, his mental faculties clear to realize a perpetual victory over the foes who
once had him in their power.
Especially is he on guard against what may be described as the double counterfeits of the deceiving spirits.
That is, the counterfeits by the enemy in connection with attacks upon himself. For example, the devil attacks him
manifestly and visibly, so that he clearly knows it to be an onslaught of the spirit beings of evil. He prays, resists,
gets through to victory in his will and spirit. Then comes a great feeling of peace and rest, which may be as much
an attack as the onslaught, but more subtle and liable to mislead the believer if he is not on guard. The enemy
suddenly retreating and ceasing the furious attack, hopes to gain the advantage by the second which he failed to
obtain in the first.
*
It is essential to understand how to fight, so to speak, in cold blood; i.e., wholly apart from feelings of any
kind, for the believer may feel it is victory when it is defeat, and vice versa. All dependence upon feeling and
acting from impulse must be put aside in this warfare. Some can only recognize conflict when they are conscious
of it, so to speak; they fight spasmodically, or by accident, when forced to it by necessity; but now the fight must
be permanent and part of the very life. There is a ceaseless recognition of the forces of darkness in cold blood,
because of knowledge of what they are, and a consequent fight from principle. A fight against the unseen foes
when there is nothing to be seen of their presence or workings, remembering that they do not always attack when
they can, i.e., if they were to attack on some occasions, they would lose by it, because it would reveal the
character of the thing and the source.
The believer knows that the devil, as a Tempter, is always tempting, and therefore, he resists from principle. In
brief, he who desires perpetual victory, must understand that it is a question of principle versus feeling and
consciousness. It can only be intermittent victory if the warfare is governed by the latter rather than the former.
For instance, when the enemy attacks the believer, he will find a strong, primary weapon of victory in declaring
deliberately his basic position toward sin and Satan, as standing on the Calvary ground of Rom. 6:11. The man
reckoning himself in the present moment dead indeed unto sin, and alive unto God, refuses to yield to sin and
Satan in any, or all of the points, or cause, or causes, of the attack or conflict.
As the believer thus declares his position in the hour of conflict and onslaught from the foe, he will often find
himself obliged to wrestle in real combat with the invisible enemy. Standing on the finished work of Christ in
death to sin, the spirit of the man becomes liberated for action, and energized to stand against the hierarchic hosts
of Satan, the principalities and powers, the world-rulers of the darkness, and the hosts of wicked spirits in the
heavenly (or spiriulal) sphere.
*
It is only possible to wrestle against the powers of darkness by the spirit. It is a spiritual warfare, and can only
be understood by the spiritual man, that is, a man who lives by and is governed by his spirit. Evil spirits attack,
wrestle with, and resist the believer. Therefore he must fight them, wrestle with them, and resist them. This
wrestling is not with soul or body, but with the spirit; for the lesser cannot wrestle with the higher. Body wrestles
with body in the physical realm; in the intellectual, soul with soul; and in the spiritual, spirit with spirit. But the
powers of darkness attack the three-fold nature of man, and through body or soul seek to reach the spirit of man.
If the fight is a mental one, the will should be used in decisive action, quietly and steadily. If it is a spirit fight,
all the forces of the spirit should be brought to join the mind. If the spirit is pressed down and unable to resist,
then there should be a steady mental fight when the mind, as it were, stretches out its hand to lift up the spirit.
The objective of evil spirits is to get the spirit down, and thus render the believer powerless to take the
aggressive against them; or else they seek to push the spirit beyond its due poise and measure, into an
effervescence which carries the believer beyond the control of his volition and mind, and hence off guard against
the subtle foe; or incapable of exercising the balance of speech, action, thought, discrimination, so that under
cover they may gain some advantage for themselves. A GREAT VICTORY MEANS GREAT DANGER, because when
the believer is occupied with it, the devil is scheming how to rob him of it. The hour of victory therefore calls for
soberness of mind, and watching unto prayer, for a little over-elation may mean its loss and a long sore fight back
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to full victory.
When the spirit triumphs in the wrestling and gains the victory, there breaks out, as it were, a stream from the
spirit of triumph and resistance against the invisible, but very real foe; but sometimes in the conflict the enemy
succeeds in blocking the spirit through his attack on body or soul.
The spirit needs soul and body for expression, hence the enemy’s attacks to close the spirit up, so as to render
the man unable to act in resistance against him. When this takes place the believer thinks that he is reserved,
because he feels shut up; or he has no voice to refuse; in audible prayer the words seem empty, he feels no effect,
it seems a mockery, but in truth it is that the spirit is closing up through the wrestling enemy gripping, holding and
binding it. The believer must now insist on EXPRESSING HIMSELF IN VOICE, until the spirit breaks through into liberty.
This is the word of testimony which is said, in Revelations 12:11, to be part of the overcoming power over the
dragon. The wrestling believer stands on the (1) ground of the blood of the Lamb, which includes all that the
finished work of Calvary means in victory over sin and Satan; he (2) gives the word of his testimony in affirming
his attitude to sin and Satan, and the sure, certain victory through Christ; and (3) he lives in the Calvary spirit,
with his life surrendered to do the will of God, even unto death.
*
Closely bound up with the wrestling of the spirit is the necessity of prayer. Not so much the prayer of petition
to a Father, as the prayer of one joined in spirit with the Son of God, with the will fused with His, declaring to the
enemy the authority of Christ over all their power (Ephesians 1:20-23).
Sometimes the believer has to wrestle in order to pray; at other times to pray in order to wrestle. If he cannot
fight he must pray, and if he cannot pray he must fight.
For example, if the believer is conscious of a weight on his spirit, he must get rid of the weight by refusing all
the causes of the weight; for it is necessary to keep the spirit unburdened to fight, and to retain power of detection.
The delicate spirit-sense becomes dull under weights or pressure upon it, hence the enemy’s ceaseless tactics to
get burdens or pressure on the spirit, unrecognized as from the foe, or else recognized and allowed to remain.
The man may feel bound up and the cause be in others, i.e. (1) no open spirit or open mind in another to
receive from the spirit and mind of the one who feels bound up; (2) no capacity in the other to receive any
message of truth; (3) some thought in the mind of the other, checking the flow from the spirit.
If in the morning the believer finds a weight or heaviness on his spirit, and it is undealt with, he is sure to lose
the position of victory through the day. In dealing with weight on the spirit, the moment it is recognized, the
believer must at once act in spirit, and (1) stand (Ephesians 6:14); (2) withstand (Ephesians 6:13); and resist
(James 4:7) the powers of darkness. Each of these positions means spirit-action, for these words do not describe a
state or an attitude (which is mainly an attitude of the will), or an act by soul or body.
To stand is a spirit-action repelling an aggressive move of the enemy; to withstand is to make an aggressive
move against them; and to resist is actively to fight with the spirit, as a man resists with his body another who is
physically attacking him.
*
THE WILES OF THE DEVIL The word wiles in the original means methods, and bears in its varied forms the
thought of craft, or artifice; to work by method, to over-reach, to outwit, to go in pursuit; also the thought of
system, or a way, or a method of doing things.
Satan’s war on the saints can be summed up in the one word, wiles of the devil. He does not work in the open
but always behind cover. The methods of the deceiving spirits are adapted to each one, with a skill and cunning
gained by years of experience. Generally the wiles are primarily directed against the mind, or thoughts, and apart
from yielding to known sin, most of the workings of Satan in a believer’s life may be traced back to a wrong
thought or belief, admitted into the mind, and not recognized to be from deceiving spirits, e.g., if a believer only
thinks and believes that all that Satan does is manifestly bad, Satan has only to clothe himself with good to gain
full credence with that man.
The war, therefore, is a war of deceit and counterfeit, and only those can stand against the wiles of the
deceiver, who seek the fullest truth from God, about God, Satan and themselves.
*
The Apostle\fn{Paul is meant:H} said that the believer was to be able to stand against the wiles of the devil, and
that he was to put on the whole armour for doing this. How can a man stand against a wile, if he does not know
what the wile is? There is a difference between temptation and wiles; between the principles, and working of
Satan and his emissaries, and their wiles; i.e., they themselves are tempters. Temptation is not a wile. A wile is the
way they scheme to tempt. Paul did not say that the believer must stand against temptations or lies, or mention
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any other specific characteristic of evil spirits; but he must be able to stand against their wiles.
The spiritual man is to be on guard lest he is caught by their wiles. If they can be detected, then their objective
can be frustrated and destroyed. The spiritual man needs the fullest concentration and sagacity of mind for reading
quickly his spirit sense, and detecting the active operations of the foe; he also requires alertness in using the
message his spirit conveys to him. A spiritual believer ought to be able to read the sense of his spirit, with the
same instinctive adroitness as a person recognizes the physical sense of cold when he feels a draught, and
immediately uses his mental intelligence for actively protecting himself from it. So the spiritual man needs to use
his spirit sense in locating and dislodging the foe by prayer.
Again, an objective and a wile are quite distinct. The wile is a means used by the foe to gain an objective. The
evil spirits must use wiles to carry out their objective. Their objective is deception, but their wiles will be
counterfeits. They are liars, but how can they succeed in getting their lies into the mind of a man? They do not
need wiles to make themselves liars, but they need the wile to get the lie accepted by the believer.
The wiles of the devil and his emissaries are countless, and fitted to the believer. If he is to be moved by
suffering from any course of action detrimental to their interests, they will play upon his sympathies by the
suffering they cause to one near and dear to him; or if he shrinks from suffering in himself, they will work upon
this to make him change his course. To those who are naturally sympathetic, they will use the counterfeit of love;
those who can be attracted by intellectual things will be drawn from the spiritual sphere by being driven to overstudy, or be given mental attractions of many kinds. Whilst others, who are over sensitive and conscientious, may
be constantly charged with blame for apparently continuous failure. The lying spirits lash the person for what they
themselves do, but if the believer understands how to refuse all blame from them, he can use their very doings as
a weapon against them.
*
THE ARMOUR FOR THE CONFLICT For this conflict with the powers of darkness the believer must learn
experimentally how to take and use the armour for the battle, described by the apostle in Ephesians 6. The
objective in Ephesians 6 is clearly not victory over sin—this is assumed—but VICTORY OVER SATAN. The call is not
to the world, but to the Church. A call to stand in armour; to stand in the evil day; to stand against the powers of
darkness; to stand after accomplishing the work of overthrowing them—having overcome all—by the strength
given of God.
The armour in detail, as set forth in Ephesians 6, is provided that the child of God should be ABLE to stand
against the wiles of the devil; clearly showing that a believer can be made able to conquer all the principalities
and powers of hell, if he fulfils the necessary conditions, and uses the armour provided for him. .
It must be a REAL ARMOUR if it is provided for meeting a REAL FOE, and it must demand a REAL
KNOWLEDGE of it on the part of the believer; to whom the FACT of the provision, the FACT of the foe, and the
FACT of the fight, must be as REAL FACTS as any other facts declared in the Scriptures. The armoured and nonarmoured believer may be briefly contrasted as follows:\fn{ All capitalizations and italicizations are, of course, in the text:H }
The armoured Christian
Armoured with truth.
Righteousness of life.
Making and keeping peace.
Self-preservation and control
Faith as a shield.
Scriptures in the hand.
Prayer without ceasing.

The non-armored Christian
Open to lies, through ignorance.
Unrighteousness through ignorance.
Divisions and quarrels.
Reckless unwatchfulness.
Doubt and unbelief.
Relying on reason instead of God’s Word.
Relying on work without prayer.

The believer who takes up the whole armour of God as a covering and protection against the foe, must himself
walk in victory over the enemy. He must have (1) his spirit indwelt by the Holy Spirit, so that he is strengthened
with the might of God to stand unshaken; and be given continuously a supply of the Spirit of Jesus to keep his
spirit sweet and pure; (2) his mind renewed (Romans 12:2) so that he has his understanding filled with the light of
truth (Ephesians 1:18), displacing Satan’s lies, and destroying the veil with which Satan once held it; the mind
clarified so that he intelligently understands what the will of the Lord is; (3) his body subservient to the Spirit (I
Corinthians 9:25), and obedient to the will of God in life and service.
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220.23 Excerpt from The Tiger Skin\fn{by Violet Hunt (1862-1942)} Durham, Durham, England, United Kingdom
(F) 10
She wandered about the wards at the Infants’ Hospital, a privileged person, tolerated but ignored, looked on
askance by the properly caparisoned, certified, trained nurses. She was not a nurse; she was not even a
probationer, except by courtesy: she was the daughter of the distinguished Founder, Dr. Emeric Favarger. She
spent a great deal of her time there lounging about, asking queer absurd questions of the impatient nurses and the
polite visiting doctors, getting into the way generally as only privileged persons can do. She was no good; she
could not even amuse a baby or keep it quiet until expert assistance should arrive. She came often to the Hospital,
it was understood, because she liked it, because the gray-green walls and absence of decoration was soothing to
her, and the rows of white cots, to the number of thirty, each with its frontal brass denoting the name and style of
its godparent and pecuniary backer that lined the sides of the room satisfied her sense of proprietorship. For her
own name, Adelaide Favarger, figured over one bed, and she was used to take up its chance, ofttimes varied,
puling occupant every now and gain, or would linger, casting her longing liquid glances at somebody’s baby as it
lay there in peace and comfort with a few of the creases of ill-nature and ill-usage smoothed out and eased by
proper care and the bands of merciful sleep.
She was twenty-five years of age, unmarried, motherless, the doctor’s only daughter. He was grown old and
excessively rich, and long since he found himself able to retire from the activities of the profession. He still had
his room in the Hospital, lectured there twice a week and saw foreign doctors, departmental authorities,
philanthropic cranks and persons interested in this new and expensive departure of baby culture which he had
inaugurated at his own expense, hoping that his example would inspire and lead to eugenical cultivation of the
uncounted progeny of the struggling, uninstructed masses.
At home, in the immense, wool-gathering house he rented in Portland Place, so large and rambling that his
daughter and he, both weedy, unfleshly specimens of the humanity in which they were so deeply interested, wre
lost, overshadowed and swallowed up. He had a room in the basement called his study, the door of which was
kept always closed. Behind this rampart he was understood to be engaged in original and sometimes dangerous
experiments. He entered it never from the house above, but by a door that gave on the mews at the back. As
people said, anything—all sorts of things—might be going on in that house and never be heard of; vivisection
being quite the most harmless practice hinted at. It was known that Dr. Favarger bred and kept there animals—any
amount of cats; he wrote and commented on the habits of these creatures in the monthlies. He was a clever
fascinating old man who might have been asked out to dinner every night in the year, had he chosen to let himself
figure in the list of society’s possible guests. But that he had always refused to do and his daughter, more or less
unwillingly perhaps, shared his self-imposed ostracism. She was not the kind of girl whom hostesses made much
of or asked t a moment’s notice to fill up a gap at their dinner tables. She had no cordiality, no entrain, no “go.”
She was handsome but not pretty; curiously attractive but not obviously charming; the living image of her father,
whose aquiline, sardonic nose she had inherited, as well as the passionate, regretful eyes wherewith her mother,
frighted, oppressed to death, it was said, had dowered her.
But no restraint was put upon her own exercise of hospitality in Portland Place. She might ask anyone and
everyone she liked to dinner, and she constantly availed herself of the privilege. Her dinner-parties were singular
and interesting. Her father’s sinister but suave personality was an asset. For one reason or another the proportion
of male guests who put their knees under the old mahogany dining-table and drank her father’s old port was far in
excess of the female, but “Miss Adelaide” did not object to this disproportion. She was as strange and interesting
as he was. Still, dry, silent, with an air of biding her time, at eighteen; by the time she was twenty-five the mature
reserve of passion in her eyes was, while attractive, terrifying; she seemed, in her fierce, exotic, tigerish dresses,
to glow in her dark setting, a meager, pallid Circe who drew to her with rich cates\fn{ Delicacies} and wine the
ready-made beasts of the world, and shook no deterrent wand at them.
These were Miss Favarger’s famous evenings—smoke of cigars, fame of liqueurs, conversations reeking of
indecency under the guise of scientific discussion. Her father, the cynical heartless old man, nothing loth, led the
talk, holding forth from sheer love of airing views and theories quite over the heads of the audience of illeducated, inferior, second-rate men that his daughter almost nightly provided for him. And for her days, they were
spent between one of the three big yellow satin sofas that almost furnished the drawing-room of Portland Place,
reading excessive and highly spiced novels, or on foot, ambling round the wards of the Hospital that used for the
expression of both hers and her father’s theories of life. She had no sense of humour but much tolerance, and
listened patiently to the cruel old man telling her friends that his daughter was far and away the only maleficent
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microbe in the establishment—that miracle of asepticism. Though he gibed at her and her friends before her face,
he allowed her to do exactly as she liked, gave her plenty of pocket-money to carry out her whims so long as he
was not invited to have an opinion about them, and with no consideration for her youth and the life she would
have to live when he was gone, fared, stately and contemptuous, towards the grave of known finality that awaited
him. He had done his best for the world in the inauguration of a higher ideal of infant-feeding and early physical
culture and, for his daughter, he had fulfilled his duties towards her mind and body as he conceived of them.
He had given her the best of education. She had been to a school by the sea as a child; as a girl she had gone up
to College. She herself had insisted on being highly trained and educated up to the zenith of here powers and, at
sixteen, had all her views for her future cut and dried. Concentrating herself with feverish intentness o her goal of
efficiency she had managed to do well at Oxford, though her friends said that the effort had cost her dear, and that
she had been screwed up to the required pitch by her vanity.
The girls of her year who had come out below her in Honours used to laugh when they met afterwards in the
street, this crank who had forced herself to outstrip them, and noted her peering, as her habit was, under the hoods
of perambulators on her way to lectures on Eugenics and Baby Culture. They had heard all about her fixed
determination to marry and worthily contribute to the World Force. At Somerville Hall she had made no secret of
her intention to bear an eugenical child or two, first having selected its father carefully.
But who was going to select her who had no charm, for her own sex or the other? Oh yes, she talked of nothing
else at tea-parties and walks, and bored them to say that, at leaving, she had made no harvest of life-friends. They
tossed their learned young heads and quite expected some day to hear of Adelaide Favarger, in spite of her big
talk, as the feeble, hang-dong mother, if a mother at all, of one puny infant by the usual self-selecting father who
would just have got hold of her for her money. That is, if any man came forward, and this, in spite of her wealth,
they were inclined to doubt. She wasn’t a girl who appealed to the men that marry. They felt that, and they were
right.
For, looking at Adelaide Favarger with the instinctive cunning of the male that makes, in the long run, so
surely for what Adelaide herself called the “World Purpose,” men were likely enough to pass her by as sexually
ineligible for motherhood. Though Miss Favarger would be rich and able to afford a proper establishment, she
evidenced no aptitude for housekeeping or for satisfying a husband’s standard of comfort and pleasure. She could
do pretty much as she liked now, and there was the dreary, ill-managed, ill-cleaned house in Portland Place, with
its unprobed corners and high ceilings, its flights of stone stairs glimpsed in passing, that seemed to drop you into
unplumbed depths of basement and scullerydom. Though the hall and dining-room were full of valuable
mahogany furniture, its dull unpolished surfaces reflected nothing. The drawing-room was handsomely
upholstered throughout with rich, heavy damask covering the sofas and chairs. Curtains of the same material
masked each scanty light as filtered in through the tall windows that no housemaid could or did reach up to clean,
and soared out of sight into the dusty cornices. They were mostly kept drawn, and the chance hand of the visitor,
essaying to draw them further apart, shook out a musty flavour that nipped the nostrils and compelled him to
desist.
Adelaide’s dinners were ill-cooked and expressing. The service was scrambling or non-existent. Adelaide kept
jumping up and down herself to fetch things. But the cigars were prime and the wine, Dr. Favarger’s own
province, excellent. He himself would have none of it. As soon as the sweets were put on it was the old doctor’s
custom to stuff his creased napkin into the middle of his plate and to rise and leave the room without good-byes to
the guests of comment from Adelaide. It was always the same. He did not, as a rule, appear again: he appeared to
dislike the kind of men that his daughter invited, yet he exercised no sort of control over her visiting list.
These men he despised were quite sorry to see him go; he was witty, cynical and fascinating. Adelaide was
proud of him.
She observed that there was one of her men whom he did not altogether dislike for, although he would not sit
out the dinner even for Wald Ensor, the first time that this young man dined in Portland place, her father stayed
until the coffee and cigars were put on. Perhaps it was because he himself introduced his daughter to the young
fellow at the Children’s Hospital. Ensor had come in to inquire after a child which he had himself been
instrumental in bringing in the day before. It was dying of malnutrition. Its slum mother, stupid, underfed and
wretched but not vile, could not nourish it properly, even if she would.
The image of the tall, handsome young man holding the perishing child in his arms had never left Adelaide;
she had fallen in love with Wald Ensor and, with Adelaide, to fall in love was to ask to dinner.
*
Ensor came. He was a great success with both Adelaide and her father, because he was so different from
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Adelaide’s other young men, and especially from the second-rate Chelsea artist whom she had asked to make a
fourth, and whom, between the first and second course, she already condemned as a survival of her old days of
bad taste. Regarding Ensor, she began to think she preferred gentlemen even when not clever. His manner was
perfection. He was shyish, grayish, content and self-contained, talked respectfully to her father about his Hospital
and his cats, and prettily to herself about the subjects in which a young lady should be interested. Adelaide was
not interested, but she instinctively forbore to disabuse him.
The dinner went on to the satisfaction of all but the fourth guest. Miss Farvarger was too young, too reckless,
to unversed in feminine strategy to conceal the trend of her feelings and, directing as she did all her conversation
and her glances toward Ensor, she seriously alienated the liking of her whilom\fn{ Former; erstwhile} friend, ally and
limner, Mr. Wallace Marks, R.I.B.
He bided his time, however, and what time Dr. Favarger presided over his own table, listened to the
conversation in a frankly bored manner, which contrasted with Wald Ensor’s polite attention to the talk which he
only half approved as coming from the lips of this savage, irresponsible old savant, the indifferent but natural
guardian of a young girl’s morals and mentality.
“There is something,’ the old man was saying, “something to be said for the woman who systematically illtreats her child.” Adelaide protested conventionally.
“Nothing!” she said.
“My daughter,” her father said spitefully, without looking in his daughter’s direction, “wishes to impress you
with the fact of her well-known love for infants. She does not, however, really care for them in the least and, I
may say, has never considered this matter scientifically in her life, although she is always hanging round the
Hospital and hindering my young assistants. .If she had a child of her own she’d neglect it. Cruelty masked by
philanthropy!” He pointed dramatically at his daughter sitting glowering and silent at the other end of the table.
“Look for it, it’s there!”
His fine nose appeared cold, sharp and ferrety. He did not smile, and Ensor shuddered …
Adelaide made a conventional wry face. She was used to and did not really mind being teased by her
extraordinary parent. Mr. Marks had heard this kind of thing scores of times, but Ensor was sorry for her,
disproportionately so. The old man continued:
“Yes, believe me who have no illusions on the subject that, on the lines I have been mentioning to you,
Ensor”—Ensor almost leapt at the direct addressing of him; what had he to do with child-murder?—“even childmurder is excusable, obeying as it does an almost forgotten and laid-away animal instinct, as of a cat, say, who by
some circumstances or other has been disturbed or distressed before parturition and rendered hysterical—”
“Good Lord! An hysterical cat!” ejaculated the bounder, less shocked than bored. Dr. Favarger, taking no
notice of him, continued his sentence—
“will tear, break the backs, eat or otherwise destroy the litter that she knows herself to be unable to feed or
attend to. So do wretched servant girls, faced in their hour of trial with the problem of the disposal of illegitimate
offspring, quite correctly reserve to themselves the right of destroying what their instinct tells them they will nt, in
future, be able to protect and nourish.”
“No, father!” Adelaide suddenly protested, and her tone was sincere. “Father, think of it! The tender, young
life, the helpless weakling, bone of one’s bone, flesh of one’s flesh … Motherhood is so sacred. It should, of
course, be subsidized by the State. Illegitimacy especially. A capitation fee for every child. The State to grant a
mother the wherewithal to nourish herself properly, and maternal feeling would do the rest.”
Dr. Favarger smiled, a smile without kindness in it. She had that too, as well as his nose.
“What you sloppily call maternal feeling, Adelaide, is variable and overrated. It may come with the milk. But,
at the crucial moment of birth, neither maid nor mistress would have any of these fine feelings. The woman has
suffered physically; she is exhausted and therefore irresponsible. Instinct, maternal enough, though not, Adelaide,
in your ridiculous sense, dominates her. For if she disobeys her instinctive wisdom, does not take prompt and
necessary action, but makes an attempt to salve the ‘tender, hapless infant’”—he sneered—“she may have to
watch it through her care surviving, possibly, as a hopeless idiot.”
“Of course,” he continued, “I except cases of mere speculative, money-grabbing cruelty such as baby-farming.
If a woman kills or ill-treats the child of another, no natural, economical, physiological instinct can possibly come
into play since it is not her own child—not even that exceedingly natural motive whose investigation has been
neglected—Mother’s Vanity!”
“Mother’s Vanity,” said Adelaide, stressing the second word.
“Yes, an important factor in these matters, but in most cases it is not necessary to plead it, for Nature’s broad
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back may easily take the blame. But when a woman of our own class, maybe, is brought before the magistrate and
fined or imprisoned because she has taken a broom to the ugly duckling or, by systematic bullying or illtreatment, brought a weakly, ungracious, ill-begotten brat to the point of extinction, she might plead Mother’s
Vanity and contend that she is only doing what every other animal does when her young are not up to sample and
seem degenerate to her keener sense. My cat, Phillippa, for instance—”
Adelaide sneered conventionally. The bounder fidgeted. Ensor preserved his attitude of somewhat strained
attention.
“—had a fine litter of four, the other day. I found one of them, by my uninstructed eye as healthy as the others,
lying on the cold stone floor for three successive mornings before it died. Phillippa had thrown it out of the box.
She had refused to feed it—she had just weeded it out. Why? It was unfit to live, and if you study these trials that
come up every now and then and read carefully the descriptions of the victims given by the officers of the
S.P.C.C., you’ll see that in most cases these brutalized, neglected children are slow, unprepossessing, unpleasant
and revolting in their habits. They work up, through the first few years of their infancy, unpetted, neglected, illtreated; they can be marked down as certain to develop all the successive stages of degeneracy. They are
obviously better dead. Did ever any pretty, healthy, fetching child, like the child in Bubbles, appear in court on
such a plea? And that’s where Mother’s Vanity comes in!”
Adelaide, whom this conversation had ceased to please of interest, rose. The bounder heaved a sigh of relief.
Ensor, though he had been interested, even a little charmed by the old man’s manner and directness, could not
help deploring that the conversation had not post-dated the young girl’s formal departure to her own domain.
Old Dr. Favarger left the room with her. He said to her in the hall before he hobbled away to his own study and
sleeping apartment on the ground floor:
“You have picked up a gentleman for once.”
But she walked on as if he had not spoken. She always made a point of not answering her father when he was
rude to her, and his approval of Ensor, though not unpleasing, was absolutely immaterial to her. She loved him;
she meant to have him—whether through the door of marriage or no. It was not all one to her; she hoped for a
mate in the scheme of things, but for him, somehow she would do without legal sanctions …
She went upstairs to the drawing-room to await the two men, and flung herself down on one of the great
yellow sofas with the black cushions. She was too nervous even to smoke. She was convinced, not perhaps for the
first time, that she had found the eugenical father at last.
*
Wald Ensor, the gentleman according to Dr. Favarger’s acceptance, left sitting after an atrocious dinner with a
man who fulfilled some of the doctor’s conditions, felt extremely uncomfortable. His annoyance grew as his
messmate started a familiar conversation. A wretched artist from Chelsea, self-styled modern, with white hair and
a dyed moustache, to whom the hot and young hostess had hardly vouchsafed a word all through dinner! The old
man had been presumably annoyed by the Cockney accent. He had talked, although she neither answered nor
listened, psychological with Adelaide; his pert, under-bred voice had broken through all the while through Dr.
Favarger’s cultivated tones. Now the father and daughter were gone this creature actually ventured to psychoanalyse his young hostess, and Ensor did not know how to stop him, though he made various efforts to do so,
fidgeting almost on his Spanish leather-covered chair in vain …
“Nice girl, very!” the wretch went on. “With a face like an old master—one of those Primitives, don’t you
know! Lots of drawing about. Pity she’s so morbid!” Wald Ensor made a piteous gesture of denegation.
“Oh yes, she is. Talks of nothing but eugenics and so on. Thinks of nothing but the other thing … It’s only a
mask with these blessed women, you know, all that rot about child-bearing being subsidized by the State. She is
an erotomaniac—that’s what she is—sits about on sofas, livery-yellow for choice, and begs men to love her! They
do that fast enough, she is very good fun—but they don’t marry her. No, sir! Do you know the great Gertrude? Do
you know the reason they put up with her—she is the cook—and why the dinners here are so confoundedly bad?”
“No, I don’t,” Ensor answered fiercely. He didn’t think he could stand it any longer; he wanted to throw his
glass in the fellow’s face. He rose stiffly. The other man, nothing abashed although their conversation had lasted
barely five minutes rose too, saying amiably,
“So! Let’s join our fair hostess.” He continued as they passed out,
“Cook’s no artist, but can’t be parted with, see? Mutual aid society. She’s up to games of her own, is the fair
Gertrude. They found a baby she had just had in a dressing-table drawer, so Adelaide told me. While she was
sitting. Time for confidences, eh? I paint; she talks. Keeps her face alive! Seen my pic of her in The New? Not
bad, though I say it as shouldn’t. I’ve caught the subterranean devil of her …”
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They had got upstairs by this time. The artist opened the drawing-room door and disclosed Adelaide sitting, as
suggested, but not voluptuously. Her head was resting stiffly on the black satin cushion. There was room for one
beside her, and Marks slipped into the place.
Miss Favarger looked put out—it was not what she had intended. She seemed helpless, and Ensor, with a
spasm of jealous disgust, took an early opportunity of making his adieux and left them.
*
He never dined in that house again. He could not bring himself to risk meeting men of that stajp.
Yet he pitied her. He admired her. Her great-fixed, discontented eyes haunted him. He felt as if a white,
plaining\fn{Mournful?} lady’s hand was stretched to him out of the weltering sea of bounderism. Miss Favarger, a
lady, could not really like that sort of man? No, for if anything, she seemed rather to like him!
After this he wrote continually, begging him to accept her hospitality in some form or other. She varied the
form of her invitations, and he still refused steadily to come to her house. She ingeniously assumed that it was
because her father insisted on plain fare and high thinking, and suggested that, if he could not stand her cook, he
might take her out to dinner at some “foreign place—some low pot-house,” as she phrased it.
No, indeed, he laughed to himself. He knew that, if he were to succumb to her blandishments, he would
certainly take her somewhere decent; he did not choose to pander to her taste for bohemianism; he would save her
from himself or her friends!
He conceived some such plan as this after the refusal of such fresh invitation, and quite fancied the idea of
rescuing this really nice girl from second-rate people, taking her to respectable restaurants and showing her how a
decent man would behave to a girl who did him the honour of dining with him alone. The girl was motherless; her
father did not pretend to look after her. She had a fine character, was generous and large in her ideas, she gave
freely and was kind and tolerant to her own sex and would never, he was sure, go back on anyone. The
disreputable cook now—he was sure, in keeping her on, Miss Favarger was undertaking a work of charity! She
had obviously had what is called a “misfortune” in her class; she had possibly gone through a tragedy—a dead
child. Adelaide was not the sort of person who would turn a human being out of doors in any circumstances
whatever, especially a woman in the condition in which her servant found herself. Preoccupied, indifferent,
perhaps indolent, she made no excuses for her unusual tolerance, and even condescended to discuss the details of
it with such worms as Ensor’s fellow-guest of a few weeks ago. Merely an error of taste, the result of her
unmothered, unchaperoned state. She was, at bottom, a really well-bred woman. Ensor, a rover, a man who had
knocked about the world, had yet preserved his vast shyness and a modicum of innocence, thought he saw clearly
that it was the time and the place which were out of joint with Adelaide. Her morals were mediæval, with no
present parallel except perhaps one which should be found in the milieu of the South Sea Islands.
Thus he came to invite her to dine with him at Prince’s; she had tea with him on the slopes in Kensington
Gardens; they walked together in Hyde Park on Sdundays. The handsome girl protesting vehemently that she
hated dressing up and posing as one of the smart set, created quite an impression of that kind. In vain Ensor
assured her that, to mingle casually with that select denomination at Church Parade, was not to be within a
hundred miles of being “of” it; that to dine at Kettner’s with a man alone was sufficiently unconventional.
Adelaide continued to protest, to beg him to take her to his flat and to discuss sex questions in a loud voice
over restaurant tables. She called it eugenics. Ensor, now stung by sex to a certain degree, had become selfconscious and did not enjoy these discussions. The more he came to admire Adelaide the less he liked them. This
oddly handsome young woman, sitting there, her elbows on the table, her hands propping her hard chin, her
burning eyes fixed on the shy man opposite to her who was trying to quieten her and make her eat her dinner,
made both conspicuous. Her chosen topic, ventilated in rather a loud voice, caused him to seem more British than
usual, and ever so little ridiculous. He could stand any amount of talk of this kind from platforms or on the stage,
with the footlights between him and the exponents of the New Feeling, the New World Movement the New
Morality she spoke of so fluently. But here, among the shaded red lights with discreet foreign waiters gliding
about, the chance commensals treated willy-nilly to subjects usually relegated to classrooms outraged his simple
sensitiveness and ordinary canons of decency.
The only thing that at all saved the situation was the girl’s astonishing absence of self-consciousness; she
talked like a boy—some clever, morbid lad just home from College; her sedulous use of slang helped the
impression. Yet all the while her eyes belied her and, occasionally, her voice. Now and then an outrageous note of
sex-bitterness pierced through her level, lazy accents and pierced through her level, lazy accents and brought heir
talk home with a rush from the distances of impersonality. It was when Adelaide Favarger’s eyes, ceasing to
appear eager or piercing, became somber and heavy; it was when her sharp, grating voice grew mellow and
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trailing that Ensor feared and admired her most, and such moments were growing more and more frequent. He
stuck to it, however, and the dinner went on; he was not one to throw the queer, graceless, disconcerting woman
over.
Had he not been the most retiring, most modest of men, he would have realized that the girl was head over ears
in love with him. He would have disliked—he would have refused to realize it, for then he would be forced, in
some way, to formulate his own feeling for her, and that was a queer mixture of sensual pity and revolted
admiration. There were times when he thought he fully grasped what she wanted of him, and so glad of her
assumption that his refusal to dine with her in Portland Place represented merely a protest against the inefficiency
of her cook. This silly, worn-out theory which now, at all times and all seasons, was put before him as an
explanation of his continual snubbing of her, was a convenience to him since it effectually masked his reluctance
to be the father of her so-called eugenical child.
Wald Ensor, like her other men friends, always saw Adelaide home after their evenings together. Unlike the
others he always left her on the step as soon as the door answered to her key, and the dark hall of her father’s
house swallowed her up. No Bianca Capello\fn{ Bianca Cappello (1548-1587) the mistress and later the second wife of
Francesco I de’Medici, Grand Duke of Tuscany } complications for him! She used to say, sometimes, what would she do if
Gertrude by accident forgot she was out and put up the lock, but, as a rule, her “good-nights” were a miracle of
sour brevity and conciseness.
One night, in July, they had been to the Exhibition together, and had sat late listening to the band playing
Tristan. The outdoor performance was but a pale and vapid reflection of the heat and passion of the Opera House,
but, their nostrils choked in the dust-fumed lower air, sitting side by side in the still, shadow-flecked radiance,
they found it affecting. Adelaide had talked less than usual. The summer skies that year were light and clear of
clouds. And when rather late, satiate of emotion, tired physically with pacing the horny graveled walks, they
returned to Portland Place, the wide paved street seemed to sleep lonely under a Norwegian midnight.
Something like an etiolated sunlight shone on its raddled stones, and the stern house-fronts standing a long
way back. There were some trees in the garden next to Adelaide’s house which hung over the steps on one side,
and made a sort of shade. There was a big party higher up in the street, and some cabs stood waiting in the middle
of the roadway, a file of blunt, indistinguished shapes whence the figure of a man now and then disengaged itself,
did something to a vehicle, and was absorbed again.
Adelaide had insisted on Ensor dismissing the taxi which had brought them from Shepherd’s Bush at Oxford
Circus. Together they walked across the broad, stony expanse. The young girl held her exiguous skirts tightly
round her thin, distinctly well-shaped legs. She knew they were fine; she knew she had a beautiful figure.
When they had attained the broad, flat step in front of her door, she turned a little sideways to scan her
companion who stood waiting for her to effect her entry, and bid her a formal and friendly good-bye as usual. He
was not looking at her, but dreamily back across the street they had just traversed. He was still a little bemused by
Tristan, his head full of remembrance of seductively appealing, adroitly moving harmonies—
“Come in and have a drink!” Adelalde said carelessly, over her shoulder. Her voice was rough and throaty.
The demand startled him; he had thought to have cured her of all that. This request was out of order, and he did
not reply. She faced him but did not meet his eyes.
“Why won’t you?” she asked peevishly. “Even if you won’t dine? What have I done? Why am I doomed—
cursed—”
“My dear Miss Favarger!”
“Miss Favarger be blowed!” she said, speaking—and looking—like a schoolgirl. She caught the lapel of his
coat and fumbled at it.
“For God’s sake,” she said, “don’t insult me so! Come in, just for a moment.”
*
Wald Ensor came back to his rooms in Ebury Street some time in the early, piping dawn, and found a
cablegram lying in his letter-box which told him of the sudden death of a distant but beloved relation out in
California, a man in whose business he had a concern. A day or two later he had arranged his affairs and sailed for
the other side. He had found time before he left to forward a bulky package to Miss Favarger containing the skin
of a tiger which he had shot himself under striking and romantic circumstances, and of which he had often spoken
to Adelaide, but had never allowed her to see, since it was a settled thing that she never came to his rooms. But it
“went with” her, somehow, he had thought, and she had looked flattered when he told her so at their last meeting.
He had now a very friendly feeling towards her; she seemed to him on a whole, since their mutual experience,
to be a saner, worthier member of the community than before.
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*
He did not fancy, when he stepped carelessly off this hemisphere, that he was leaving Europe for so long a
time. But it was so. He married out in California. He conceived this marriage to have been accomplished from
motives of pity—an idea of giving a woman, much buffeted by fortune, a home, but, as a matter of fact, Adelaide
had awakened the zest of the feminine in a man who had imagined himself to be a confirmed bachelor. His
attempts at civicism were not blessed in the usual way for, after they had been married five years, his wife died in
giving birth to a child, which died.
Then he drifted, cured of this casual impetus towards a settled life. He did not carry on his cousin’s affairs with
success. He started several other adventures in the world of business, all of which failed, for he had not what is
called la main heureuse. With an orange grove that did not pay and a moderate income, sensibly diminished by
the paying of mortgages on a property about which he was still hopeful and would not let go, he returned to
Europe, deciding to lie low until matters in Florida should have righted themselves. He was too proud to take his
place in society and go out while his only dress suit was shiny at the knees. He avoided London. He did, however,
call once at Portland Place, found new inmates established there, and was told that old Dr. Favarger was dead and
Miss Favarger tone, no one know where, and taken the cook with her.
*
It was in Yorkshire, on a market day in Beverley, that he met Adelaide again.
At first sight she seemed very little altered, only he had always imagined she was taller. She was walking with
her old staccato step that suggested some congenital weakness—a lightly stiffened spine—on the rough
cobblestones of the market square, about and among the pens and square docks of prisoned, lowing cows and
calves and indifferent, sullen bulls. She was not alone. Her companion was a beautiful girl of about fifteen, a
whole head taller than herself. Perhaps that was why he thought her shrunken? There was about her and her
clothes a slightly countrified air; she was dressed in a style very different from that aggravated, rather
meretricious one in which the old Adelaide had been wont to make her points and striven to enhance her own
rather peculiar charm.
The two were leaning their elbows on the well-worn wooden rail of a square which enclosed the unruly stock
and were watching with great interest the movements of a handsome animal which had, as nearly as possible,
succeeded in wrenching his neck free of the headstall. This discontented inflamed eyes, his stubby, determined
shoulder, his dull, passionate intentness on freedom seemed to fascinate one of the women.
“Nice beast, isn’t he, Phyllis?” she murmured.
“Yes, but he’ll get his head out in about a minute,” the child said nervously. The elder woman, appearing to
find enjoyment in the spectacle of her timidity, said,
“He’ll have the whole place cleared in no time then!” Her hand stole towards the frayed rope that bound the
steer:
“We’ll stay and see the racket, shall we?” The child pleaded,
“No, don’t undo it, Addie! Oh, I do believe you’re going to! Please let’s go home. Mary must be tired and cold,
waiting in the car all this time!”
“Mary be damned!” Adelaide said. “Who cares for Mary?”
“But I’m tired, and cold too, if that’s anything!”
“You are? Well, come along then. Mustn’t kill you.”
Laughing complacently she turned and faced Wald Ensor. The long, last look of farewell with which she had
enveloped the splendid, fierce and restless animal had not left her humid eyes.
Quickly she recognized him and righted herself. She put, with the full suggestion of her town manner, the
pince-nez that hung round her neck by a chain of antique workmanship up to her eyes, asking in a thin, hard
voice:
“Is that you?”
Then she hesitated. She raised her arm as if to ward off a blow, and her collection of parcels, tied all together,
fell to the ground and, the string breaking, rolled in all directions. The tall child bent down to pick them up. Ensor
was about to forestall her, but a gesture from Adelaide seemed to him to be intended to prevent and forbid him
doing so. There was an awkward pause. Then Adelaide, indicating with her pince-nez the stooping figure of her
young companion, and looking carefully away, pronounced quickly, in the style of a formal introduction:
“Wald! My daughter, Phyllis.” She murmured, as if it were an afterthought, under her breath,
“What do you think of her?”
“How do you do?” Wald Ensor said, with equal formality, when the child, her cheeks reddened with stooping,
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resumed an upright position. She took no notice of his salutation, nor did she hold out her hand. She was not very
well brought up. She appeared concerned because one of the parcels was missing, and wondered aloud if it had
rolled into the stall under the feet of the bull.
“Never mind,” said Adelaide loudly.
There was pride in her voice. None of the lowing cows, untethered but morally anchored to the posts to which
their calves were firmly bound, their mother love taken into consideration by the cunning butcher, who relied on it
more surely than any rope that was ever spun of hemp, showed more maternal solicitude. Ensor was touched at
once, as she meant him to be.
So the restless, theory-ridden Adelaide was happy and settled at last, her hopes satisfied, her eugenical
requirements fairly well carried out through this girl, with her bucolic graces, her obviously sterling health, a
maternal product of great value. She had golden hair, blue eyes, and a complexion of roses and again roses. There
were hardly any lilies in her composition and, although she was lovely at fifteen, chances were she would be
raddled at twenty-five. Ensor noticed the bare hand clutching the wooden rail was not like her mother’s, but large
and clumsy. She probably had feet to correspond. The dark, bushy eyebrows which struck a note of savagery in
the simple, placidly sensuous countenance, suggested in capturing a thoroughly healthy mate—had married a
prizefighter, perhaps—her ambition in the old days—something rustic, fair and Saxon.
Adelaide released her under-lip which she had drawn in and bitten till it bled, as her habit was, and spoke
quickly with an awkward cordiality that reminded Ensor of the first time she had invited him to dinner in Portland
Place. There was the same uncertain, deprecating, almost offensively peremptory manner as of one continually
expecting to be refused.
“Where are you staying, Wald? At The Antelope? Here on business? Well, you can do it all from High Walls—
we’ll motor you in every day. Let’s go and get your things out of the hotel. The car’s there, as it happens—waiting
for us.”
“Thank you, I hardly think I—” so Ensor was saying at intervals, and continued to say. He felt annoyed,
hustled, overborne by this aggressive, overweening personality with which he had again come into contact. Miss
Favarger’s love of domineering—he didn’t know what her new name was—had once been modified by a touching
physical unfitness, but she had grown out of the delicacy of the young girl and was now—well!—a woman to
count with.
He thought of all this as he walked behind her and Phyllis through the thronging market-place. They threaded
the fusty, interested groups collected round this or that shrewd Cheap Jack extolling yards of tawdry lace, coarse
netting warranted never to tear, rough crockery warranted never to break, and Ensor could hardly hear Adelaide’s
voice through the clatter of hoofs on the stone causeways as the clumsy, puzzled animals were run along them at a
gallop by sweating, panting stablemen. Adelaide would stop dead every now and then and become absorbed in the
contemplation of melancholy stallions with straw-plaited tails which stood, their shiny black hocks turned
outwards, all adown the smooth bits of stone flagging that intersected the rough cobbles. Ensor punctuated his
protests at intervals with “My dear Mrs.—” but she took no notice and, if she heard, did not care to supply the
name. Now and again Phyllis would turn and smile a sweet, irresponsible smile at him, and sketch an inviting
gesture. Ensor liked all children, and especially girls of that age and, after one of these demonstrations, followed
her mother and her with less travail of spirit and fewer protests. He rather wanted to see this “Mary-be-damned!”
who was said to be waiting, cold, tired and neglected in the car. Another of Adelaide’s children? Perhaps an ugly
one? How Adelaide would detest her in that case!
They reached the outer fringe of booths and the raucous voices of the salesmen and the heartrending moos of
cows faded out of hearing, and the old Antelope Inn, where he lay last night, came in sight. Many conveyances
and a small Rover car stood in front of it. He was faced with the immediate problem of acceptance or refusal of
Adelaide’s invitation. There was a child in the motor, hunched up and cowering under the lee of the rolling
swathes of the hood. She seemed about ten years old, and obviously cold and tired of waiting. As they approached
she fixed her eyes on him with a kind of timid, animal interest—the way animals always begin by thinking you
are going to be unkind to them. She did not take her eyes off Ensor as he approached, and her wide, flat face did
not light up in the least at sight of Adelaide, who answered Ensor’s tacit inquiry:
“No, not mine. The cook’s.” She raised here voice—almost shouted.
“You remember Gertrude? The cook who couldn’t cook? Ha, ha! Didn’t you all worry me about it. It kept you
away from me for months, Wald. Her name’s Mary. I have her here for her heath, and I leave her in the car
because she is afraid of bulls. Now, Phyllis, be quick! Run and get the things at Storr’s, and come back. We’re not
on time, and it’s a fairly long run home.”
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She began busying herself with some rugs, to talk to him on intimate matters. He hardly heard. Phyllis saying
to Ensor in a child’s flirtatious way, “Now, mind you come!” obeyed her mother’s orders, and Ensor, slavishly
obeying those of Adelaide—it seemed the easiest thing to do—went into the hotel, paid his bill and collected his
belongings.
He had no idea why he had accepted the invitation, unless it was that the other child, looking up once, had
seemed to him to have seconded it in a dreamy, spiritless way that touched him. He already pitied her. She seemed
so lonely with these two strong, healthy, forceful people. He fancied that he might perhaps make her cheer up a bit
if he could get her to take to him. Children did as a rule, and Adelaide would probably be grateful to him, for she
seemed, in her own hard way, to be anxious to befriend her servant’s child, taking her out in the car and letting her
own girl play with her. The two children seemed fond of each other for, when he came out of the hotel again, they
were both stowed in the car under one rug, and had snuggle dup against each other to keep warm for the long ride
across the Plain of York.
Adelaide took him in front beside her, and they started. She drove in a careless way which suggested the hand
of little practice. She took risks and showed ignorance on some very fundamental rules. This did not disconcert
Ensor; he had physical courage and considered himself capable of taking on any risks that a woman at all events
could take. Full tilt they ran along dull roads, blackish under foot, and hedge-bordered with a sullen, craven green.
The Plain of York, in all its mediocre dreariness, quickly unrolled itself before them. Adelaide’s lips were pursed
and dry; she moistened them now and then. She made no attempt to point out landmarks or objects of interest.
There were no features to point out. Dull, dusty, briony shoots and tendrils of clematis were spread over the
hedges like a netted coverlid on a lodging-house bed, neutral tinted nettles carpeted them at the base, and at due
and distant intervals clean, neatly made gates shut off the entry into fields each one like the other. The same kind
of stupid, spiritless bird rose up now and again and flew stilly into the bordering fields to alight on some tedious
brown furrow that hid the one behind it. Mean clumps of trees that sheltered no possible lover’s walk or trystingplace punctuated the road or looked over it here and there.
Every now and then Ensor heard the little girls behind him whispering and chuckling in the floor of the car,
where they were squatting in avoidance of the cold wind that blew steadily over the Plain. At least he heard
Phyllis’s voice, and took Mary’s for granted. The two seemed to be very good friends.
And then Adelaide suddenly broke her self-imposed fast, and began to talk to him in those wire-drawn tones of
hers which had always suggested to Ensor the idea of a rope lashing the water, or trailing along a gravel walk,
and which he longed to bid her lift, try to get taut again. The passion that smouldered in her eyes seemed only to
lend an edge to her voice. Ensor, searching for the minutiæ of change in her, could think of no feature that had
altered much in twelve years except her mouth. It had always been rather vixenishly straight, and had now lost all
suggestion of curve. Opening raspishly, it seemed to close again in a helpless sourness. Her face altogether
reminded him of the matronly, yet sometimes old-maidish, faces of those mentally starved, materially satisfied
women of the Renaissance that he had seen in pictures and reproductions. It was the same drawing about the
cheeks, the same anxious slope of the flesh away from the consumptive hollows of the bones. Her small, nervous
hands, claw-like, handled the wheel with ill-regulated vigour—an obstinate determination to excel. Her vanity,
pathetic and obvious, amused Ensor and, since it made in the long run for efficiency and pluck, commended itself
to him. He liked women to show grit and did not, on the whole, subject or ever had objected to be managed by the
hand of competency.
As he reckoned, she was not very proficient, and had to give most of her attention to driving the car. Pride
probably incited her to carry on a conversation in which she attempted to amuse her guest with a trickle of ideas
long since formulated by herself or by others.
“Isn’t it a grim country?” She spoke cheerfully.
“They say there are more heirs and heiresses of solitary habit and tottering reason to the square inch here than
in any other country in England. You see”—she knitted her brows—“these old, feudal people—they are mostly
Catholics—have all along gone as they pleased and paid no attention to eugenics. They’ve neglected every known
psychological rule; for one thing, they have intermarried so fearfully—”
“Your old preoccupation, eh?” said Ensor, smiling.
“Don’t sneer, Wald, I beg of you. Why, we met and took to each other on that ground—if you remember our
discussions—and I am keener on it than ever. I hate anything of a misbegotten or deformed nature like death or
sin, as indeed it is.” She looked at him steadfastly, indicating by her manner that she was about to say something
startling.
“Do you know that, if I was not a Christian woman, I should find myself beating Mary here—that hideous
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child behind us that I am so far indulgent to—within an inch of her life.”
Ensor made a sound indicative of his wish and his conviction that she should lower her voice. Adelaide
accepted the criticism and, to some extent, heeded his remonstrance. She continued, laughing:
“But as she is poor faithful old Gertrude’s unique rejeton, I stay my hand and, instead of the lash, give her
Parish’s Food.”
“it’s very good of you,” Ensor murmured, much oppressed. He remembered the awful tale of Gertrude’s first
baby hidden in the chest of drawers and, moreover, he as afraid Mary had heard—he felt those big, helpless,
opaque-seeming eyes of hers plumb in the middle of his back.
“Dead against my own theories, too,” Adelaide went on. “That sort of distinct evidence of alt least one parent’s
physiological ineptitude ought jolly well to be stamped out at birth.”
“Perhaps,” said Ensor slowly and strainedly, “perhaps Mary is going to be a poet. I fancy John Keats had those
beautiful, suffering eyes she has … I only got a glimpse of her before we got in—”
“Eyes of a sick monkey—pah!” ejaculated Adelaide brutally and quite loudly. “Let us not think of her. Tell me
all about yourself.”
Wald Ensor obeyed her, as he was henceforth to do, more or less, and began to render her a full account of his
doings during the last twelve years, without asking for any reciprocal confidence on her part. As he talked on in
the even, rather tame style which in him was aggravated, not diminished, by deep feeling, he was painfully
conscious of a duel waged within him by two opposing and violent moods.
One side of him longed to lay his hand on Adelaide’s and get her to stop the car and allow her prey to step out,
go away behind the range of her terrible, puissant\fn{ Powerful} personality which alarmed while it interested him.
The other side—the explorer, the adventurer—turning away in thought from her image, desired to stay and see it
through and have another look at the two young creatures for whom this living mass of barren theory was making
herself responsible, more especially the cook’s ailing child. A long, attenuated but distinct tendon of passionate
feeling seemed to connect him with her … something like the knotted cord-like sinews that the cook extracts from
the material she is manipulating. As if he were the mother of a child that has never been divided from her?… He
remembered feeling as he felt now towards a monkey caught on a tropical island that the captain of his ship was
bringing home to colder and ore unsuitable climes, and which resented it in sadness and melancholy.
With regard to the adventurous side of the business he could not help wondering if, when they reached the
place called High Walls—a name Adelaide had tossed to him—a fond husband would come to the portal and
welcome his wife and the stranger she had chosen to bring home? For Adelaide had volunteered no information
about herself, and he had been too shy to ask for any. He had gathered that she was well off and had bought High
Walls with her own money, for Dr. Favarger had died some years ago and left his only daughter everything.
He expected her house was some handsome old ancestral place, purchased of a decadent heir with this money,
that the car presently would stop at some pillared gates with stone balls on top, opened by a curtsying lodgekeeper, and turn in at some handsome, leisurely drive bordered by fine old trees. Although he knew the name of
the place he was surprised when, after going for half a mile or so along a bit of road bordered by hedges on one
side and a high buttressed, red brick wall on the other, overhung by heavy elm trees, Adelaide, without any
warning, stopped the car opposite a small, half-sunk door in this very wall.
“I live here. Wald, will you ring?”
Rooks cawed in their nests in the sad clumps of the trees that seemed to fill the enclosure, and a dog barked
shrilly. Ensor, as he stood in the roadway after having rung, had the sense of being at the postern gate of some
embattled fortress standing tall and grimly self-contained on the gloomy level of the Plain.
Time passed. No one came to the door. The dog inside continued to bark, and Adelaide’s voice sounded unreal
in the silence and the great spaces. Yet she was talking as people talk in towns:
“Nice old place!” she was saying jauntily. “I bought it because it agreed so well with my own peculiar
mentality. It belonged to one of the crocky-minded noblemen I told you of. He killed his man-servant, I believe.
He came to need only one room—somewhere else—and padded—so I got this cheap, freehold and all. It needs
delightfully few servants to keep it up. That’s what I like. I hate servants about; they always spy on you …
Hullo!”
She stood up in the car and called out. Her voice was not good. It irritated. At last a blue-gowned, goldenhaired, well-nourished maid appeared, and stood holding the door but not attempting to make herself useful in any
way. It was Ensor who helped Adelaide out, took her rugs and picked up her bag. Then he turned to the two
children. Phyllis had already leaped out. Ensor looked at the other child, sitting or rather crouching alone on the
wide seat. Their eyes met for a moment—Adelaide seemed to intercept them purposely.
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“Mary, stop in the car! No, you may as well come in with us,” she said fussily.
A lad appeared and tooled the vehicle off somewhere. Piled with motor-rugs, Ensor stumbled along a narrow,
stone-flagged path that led a very short way to the sqwuat house which appeared. They walked Indian file. On the
stone perron\fn{Front steps} an ugly puppy rushed at them from the side of the house and covered Phyllis with paw
marks. The child tried in fain to abash and quieten it. Adelaide from behind, in her unnatural, would-be forcible
tones, called it off and bade it come to her. The dog obeyed but, in Ensor’s opinion, without enthusiasm. Adelaide
seemed to think differently.
“You see,” she said, “he loves the hand that chastens him. I have to keep him up to the mark; all these
people”—a glance at the pretty, silly maidservant—“are so tender-hearted, all except Gertrude, she has good
strong hands.”
“I do hate to hear Kraft howling,” remarked Phyllis.
“All young things, including Kraft-Ebing,” said her mother gravely, “need to go through a period of correction
before they are fitted for social purposes. And this is a good dog, or you bet I shouldn’t keep him or trouble to
whip him. I hate mongrels, human and otherwise, don’t you, Wald?” …
218.203 Excerpt from Flemington\fn{by Violet Jacob (1863-1946)} Dun, Angus, Scotland, United Kingdom (F) 12
1
Mr. Duthie walked up the hill with the gurgle of the burn\fn{ Stream} he had just crossed purring in his ears. The
road was narrow and muddy, and the house of Ardguys, for which he was making, stood a little way in front of
him, looking across the dip threaded by the water. The tall white walls, discoloured by damp and crowned by their
steep roof, glimmered through the ash-trees on the bank at his right hand. There was something distasteful to the
reverend man’s decent mind in this homely approach to the mansion inhabited by the lady he was on his way to
visit, and he found the remoteness of this byway among the grazing lands of Angus oppressive.
The Kilpie burn, travelling to the river Isla, farther west, had pushed its way through the undulations of pasture
that gave this particular tract, lying north of the Sidlaws, a definite character; and the formation of the land
seemed to suggest that some vast groundswell had taken place in the earth, to be arrested, suddenly, in its heaving,
for all time. Thus it was that a stranger, wandering about, might come unwarily upon little outlying farms and
cottages hidden in the trough of these terrestrial waves, and find himself, when he least awaited it, with his feet on
a level with some humble roof, snug in a fold of the braes.\fn{ Banks, hillsides} It was in one of the largest of these
miniature valleys that the house of Ardguys stood, with the Kilpie burn running at the bottom of its sloping
garden.
Mr. Duthie was not a stranger, but he did not admire the unexpected; he disliked the approach to Ardguys, for
his sense of suitability was great; indeed, it was its greatness which was driving him on his present errand. He had
no gifts except the quality of decency, which is a gift like any other; and he was apt, in the company of Madam
Flemington, to whose presence he was now hastening, to be made aware of the great inconvenience of his
shortcomings, and the still greater inconvenience of his advantage. He crossed the piece of uneven turf dividing
the house from the road, and ascended the short flight of stone steps, a spare, black figure in a three-cornered hat,
to knock with no uncertain hand upon the door. His one great quality was staying him up.
Like the rest of his compeers in the first half of the seventeen hundreds, Mr. Duthie wore garments of rusty
blue or gray during the week, but for this occasion he had plunged his ungainly arms and legs into the black
which he generally kept for the Sabbath-day, though the change gave him little distinction. He was a homely and
very uncultured person; and while the approaching middle of the century was bringing a marked improvement to
country ministers as a class, mentally and socially, he had stood still.
He was ushered into a small panelled room in which he waited alone for a few minutes, his hat on his knee.
Then there was a movement outside, and a lady came in, whose appearance let loose upon him all those devils of
apprehension which had hovered about him as he made his way from his manse to the chair on which he sat. He
rose, stricken yet resolute, with the cold forlorn courage which is the bravest thing in the world.
As Madam Flemington entered, she took possession of the room to the exclusion of everything else, and the
minister felt as if he had no right to exist. Her eyes, meeting his, reflected the idea.
Christian Flemington carried with her that atmosphere which enwraps a woman who has been much courted by
men, and, though she was just over forty-two, and a grandmother, the most inexperienced observer might know
how strongly the fires of life were burning in her still. An experienced one would be led to think of all kinds of
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disturbing subjects by her mere presence; intrigue, love, power—a thousand abstract yet stirring things, far, far
remote from the weather-beaten house which was the incongruous shell of this compelling personality. Dignity
was hers in an almost appalling degree, but it was a quality unlike the vulgar conception of it; a dignity which
could be all things besides distant; unscrupulous in its uses, at times rather brutal, outspoken, even jovial; born of
absolute fearlessness, and conveying the certainty that its possessor would speak and act as she chose, because she
regarded encroachment as impossible and had the power of cutting the bridge between herself and humanity at
will. That power was hers to use and to abuse, and she was accustomed to do both. In speech she could have a
plain coarseness which has nothing to do with vulgarity, and is, indeed, scarcely compatible with it; a coarseness
which is disappearing from the world in company with many better and worse things.
She moved slowly, for she was a large woman and had never been an active one; but the bold and steady
brilliance of her eyes, which the years had not faded, suggested swift and sudden action in a way that was
disconcerting. She had the short, straight nose common to feline types, and time, which had spared her eyes, was
duplicating her chin. Her eyebrows, even and black, accentuated the heavy silver of her abundant unpowdered
hair, which had turned colour early, and an immense ruby hung from each of her tiny ears in a setting of small
diamonds. Mr. Duthie, who noticed none of these things particularly, was, nevertheless, crushed by their general
combination.
It was nine years before this story opens that Christian Flemington had left France to take up her abode on the
small estate of Ardguys, which had been left to her by a distant relation. Whilst still almost a child, she had
married a man much older than herself, and her whole wedded life had been spent at the Court of James II of
England at St. Germain, whither her husband, a Scottish gentleman of good birth in the exiled King’s suite, had
followed his master, remaining after his death in attendance upon his widow, Mary Beatrice of Modena.
Flemington did not long survive the King. He left his wife with one son, who, on reaching manhood, estranged
himself from his mother by an undesirable marriage; indeed, it was immediately after this latter event that
Christian quitted her post at Court, retiring to Rouen, where she lived until the possession of Ardguys, which she
inherited a few months later, gave her a home of her own.
Different stories were afloat concerning her departure. Many people said that she had gambled away the
greater part of her small fortune and was forced to retrench in some quiet place; others, that she had quarrelled
with, and been dismissed by, Mary Beatrice. Others, again, declared that she had been paid too much attention by
the young Chevalier de St. George and had found it discreet to take herself out of his way; but the believers in this
last theory were laughed to scorn; not because the world saw anything strange in the Chevalier’s alleged
infatuation, but because it was quite sure that Christian Flemington would have acted very differently in the
circumstances.
But no one could be certain of the truth: the one certain thing was that she was gone and that since her retreat
to Rouen she had openly professed Whig sympathies. She had been settled at Ardguys, where she kept her
political leanings strictly to herself, for some little time, when news came that smallpox had carried off her son
and his undesirable wife, and, as a consequence, their little boy was sent home to the care of his Whig
grandmother, much against the will of those Jacobites at the Court of St. Germain who were still interested in the
family. But as nobody’s objection was strong enough to affect his pocket, the child departed.
“Madam” Flemington, as she was called by her few neighbours, was in correspondence with none of her old
friends, and none of these had the least idea what she felt about her loss or about the prospect of the child’s
arrival. She was his natural guardian, and, though so many shook their heads at the notion of his being brought up
by a rank Whig, no one was prepared to relieve her of her responsibility. Only Mary Beatrice, mindful of the elder
Flemington’s faithful services to James, granted a small pension for the boy’s upbringing from her meagre private
purse; but as this was refused by Christian, the matter ended. And now, in the year of grace 1727, young Archie
Flemington was a boy of eight, and the living cause of the Rev. William Duthie’s present predicament.
Madam Flemington and the minister sat opposite to each other, silent. He was evidently trying to make a
beginning of his business, but his companion was not in a mood to help him. He was a person who wearied her,
and she hated red hair; besides which, she was an Episcopalian and out of sympathy with himself and his
community. She found him common and limited, and at the present moment, intrusive.
“It’s sma’ pleasure I have in coming to Ardguys the day—” he began, and then stopped, because her eyes
paralyzed his tongue.
“You are no flatterer,” said she. But the contempt in her voice braced him.
“Indeed, that I am not, madam,” he replied; “neither shall it be said of me that I gang back from my duty. Nane
shall assail nor make a mock of the Kirk while I am its minister.”
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“Who has made a mock of the Kirk, my good man?”
“Airchie.”
The vision of her eight-year-old grandson going forth, like a young David, to war against the Presbyterian
stronghold, brought back Madam Flemington’s good-humour.
“Ye may smile, madam,” said Duthie, plunged deeper into the vernacular by agitation, “ay, ye may
lauch.\fn{Laugh} But it ill beseems the gray hair on yer pow.”
Irony always pleased her and she laughed outright, showing her strong white teeth. It was not only Archie and
the Kirk that amused her, but the whimsical turn of her own fate which had made her hear such an argument from
a man. It was not thus that men had approached her in the old days.
“You are no flatterer, Mr. Duthie, as I said before.”
He looked at her with uncomprehending eyes. A shout, as of a boy playing outside, came through the window,
and a bunch of cattle upon the slope cantered by with their tails in the air. Evidently somebody was chasing them.
“Let me hear about Archie,” said the lady, recalled to the main point by the sight.
“Madam, I would wish that ye could step west to the manse wi’me and see the evil abomination at my gate. It
would gar ye blush.”
“I am obliged to you, sir. I had not thought to be put to that necessity by one of your cloth.”
“Madam—”
“Go on, Mr. Duthie. I can blush without going to the manse for it.”
“An evil image has been set up upon my gate,” he continued, raising his voice as though to cry down her
levity, “an idolatrous picture. I think shame that the weans\fn{Children} ganging by to the schule should see it. But
I rejoice that there’s mony o’ them doesna’ ken\fn{Understand} wha it is.”
“Fie, Mr. Duthie! Is it Venus?”
“It has idolatrous garments,” continued he, with the loud monotony of one shouting against a tempest, “and a
muckle\fn{Large} crown on its head—”
“Then it is not Venus,” observed she. “Venus goes stripped.”
“It is the Pope of Rome,” went on Mr. Duthie; “I kent him when I saw the gaudy claes\fn{ Clothes; i.e., vestments}
o’ him and the heathen vanities on his pow. I kent it was himsel’! And it was written at the foot o’ him,
forbye\fn{In addition to} that. Ay, madam, there was writing too. There was a muckle bag out frae his mou’ wi’
wicked words on it! ‘Come awa’ to Babylon wi’ me, Mr. Duthie.’ I gar’d the beadle run for water and a
clout,\fn{Rag} for I could not thole\fn{Tolerate} that sic’ a thing should be seen.”
“And you left the Pope?” said Madam Flemington.
“I did,” replied the minister. “I would wish to let ye see to whatlike misuse Airchie has put his talents.”
“And how do you know it was Archie’s work?”
“There’s naebody hereabouts but Airchie could have made sic’ a thing. The beadle tell’t me that he saw him
sitting ahint\fn{Behind} the whins wi’ his box of paint as he gae’d\fn{ Went} down the manse road, and
syne\fn{Directly after} when he came back the image was there.”
As he finished his sentence the door opened and a small figure was arrested on the threshold by the sight of
him. The little boy paused, disconcerted and staring, and a faint colour rose in his olive face. Then his glum look
changed to a smile in which roguery, misgiving, and an intense malicious joy were blended. He looked from one
to the other.
“Archie, come in and make your reverence to Mr. Duthie,” said Madam Flemington, who had all at once
relapsed into punctiliousness.
Archie obeyed. His skin and his dark eyes hinted at his mother’s French blood, but his bow made it a certainty.
The minister offered no acknowledgment. If Archie had any doubt about the reason of Mr. Duthie’s visit, it did
not last long. The minister was not a very stern man in daily life, but now the Pope and Madam Flemington
between them had goaded him off his normal peaceable path, and his expression bade the little boy prepare for the
inevitable. Archie reflected that his grandmother was a disciplinarian, and his mind went to a cupboard in the
attics where she kept a cane. But the strain of childish philosophy which ran through his volatile nature was of a
practical kind, and it reminded him that he must pay for his pleasures, and that sometimes they were worth the
expense. Even in the grip of Nemesis he was not altogether sorry that he had drawn that picture.
Madam Flemington said nothing, and Mr. Duthie beckoned to him to come nearer.
“Child,” said he, “you have put an affront upon the whole o’ the folk of this parish. You have raised up an
image to be a scandal to the passers-by. You have set up a notorious thing in our midst, and you have caused
words to issue from its mouth that the very kirk-officer, when he dichted\fn{Wiped} it out wi’ his clout, thought
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shame to look upon. I have jaloused\fn{Supposed} it right to complain to your grandmother and to warn her, that
she may check you before you bring disgrace and dismay upon her and upon her house.”
Archie’s eyes had grown rounder as he listened, for the pomp of the high-sounding words impressed him with
a sense of importance, and he was rather astonished to find that any deed of his own could produce such an effect.
He contemplated the minister with a curious detachment that belonged to himself. Then he turned to look at his
grandmother, and, though her face betrayed no encouragement, the subtle smile he had worn when he stood at the
door appeared for a moment upon his lips.
Mr. Duthie saw it. Madam Flemington had not urged one word in defence of the culprit, but, rightly or
wrongly, he scented lack of sympathy with his errand. He turned upon her.
“I charge you—nay, I demand it of you,” he exclaimed—“that you root out the evil in yon bairn’s nature! Tak’
awa’ from him the foolish toy that he has put to sic’ a vile use. I will require of you—”
“Sir,” said Madam Flemington, rising, “I have need of nobody to teach me how to correct my grandson. I am
obliged to you for your visit, but I will not detain you longer.”
And almost before he realized what had happened, Mr. Duthie found himself once more upon the stone steps
of Ardguys.
Archie and his grandmother were left together in the panelled room. Perhaps the boy’s hopes were raised by
the abrupt departure of his accuser. He glanced tentatively at her.
“You will not take away my box?” he inquired.
“No.”
“Mr. Duthie has a face like this,” he said airily, drawing his small features into a really brilliant imitation of the
minister. The answer was hardly what he expected.
“Go up to the cupboard and fetch me the cane,” said Madam Flemingron.
It was a short time later when Archie, rather sore, but still comforted by his philosophy, sat among the boughs
of a tree farther up the hill. It was a favourite spot of his, for he could look down through the light foliage over the
roof of Ardguys and the Kilpie burn to the rough road ascending beyond them. The figure of the retreating Mr.
Duthie had almost reached the top and was about to be lost in the whin-patch across the strath. The little boy’s
eyes followed him between the yellowing leaves of the tree which autumn was turning into the clear-tinted ghost
of itself.
He had not escaped justice, and the marks of tears were on his face; but they were not rancorous tears, whose
traces live in the heart long after the outward sign of their fall has gone. They were tears forced from him by
passing stress, and their sources were shallow. Madam Flemington could deal out punishment thoroughly, but she
was not one of those who burn its raw wounds with sour words, and her grandson had not that woeful sense of
estrangement which is the lot of many children when disciplined by those they love. Archie adored his
grandmother, and the gap of years between them was bridged for him by his instinctive and deep admiration. She
was no companion to him, but she was a deity, and he had never dreamed of investing her with those dull
attributes which the young will tack on to those who are much their seniors, whether they possess them or not. Mr.
Duthie, who had just reached middle life, seemed a much older person to Archie.
He felt in his pocket for the dilapidated box which held his chief treasures—those dirty lumps of paint with
which he could do such surprising things. No, there was not very much black left, and he must contrive to get
some more, for the adornment of the other manse gatepost was in his mind. He would need a great deal of black,
because this time his subject would be the devil; and there should be the same—or very nearly the same—
invitation to the minister.
2
Eighteen years after the last vestige of Archie’s handiwork had vanished under the beadle’s clout two
gentlemen were sitting in the library of a square stone mansion at the eastern end of the county of Angus. It was
evening, and they had drawn their chairs up to a fireplace in which the flames danced between great hobs of
polished brass, shooting the light from their thrusting tongues into a lofty room with drawn curtains and shelves of
leather-bound books. Though the shutters were closed, the two men could hear, in the pauses of talk, a continuous
distant roaring, which was the sound of surf breaking upon the bar outside the harbour of Montrose, three miles
away. A small mahogany table with glasses and a decanter stood at Lord Balnillo’s elbow, and he looked across at
his brother James (whose life, as a soldier, had kept him much in foreign countries until the previous year) with an
expression of mingled good-will and patronage.
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David Logie was one of the many Scottish gentlemen of good birth who had made the law his profession, and
he had just retired from the Edinburgh bench, on which, as Lord Balnillo, he had sat for hard upon a quarter of a
century. His face was fresh-coloured and healthy, and, though he had not put on so much flesh as a man of
sedentary ways who has reached the age of sixty-two might expect to carry, his main reason for retiring had been
the long journeys on horseback over frightful roads, which a judge’s duties forced him to take. Another reason
was his estate of Balnillo, which was far enough from Edinburgh to make personal attention to it impossible. His
wife Margaret, whose portrait hung in the dining-room, had done all the business for many years; but Margaret
was dead, and perhaps David, who had been a devoted husband, felt the need of something besides the law to fill
up his life. He was a lonely man, for he had no children, and his brother James, who sat opposite to him, was his
junior by twenty-five years.
For one who had attained to his position, he was slow and curiously dependent on others; there was a turn
about the lines of his countenance which suggested fretfulness, and his eyes, which had looked upon so many
criminals, could be anxious. He was a considerate landlord, and, in spite of the times in which he lived and the
bottle at his elbow, a person of very sober habits.
James Logie, who had started his career in Lord Orkney’s regiment of foot with the Scots Brigade in Holland,
had the same fresh complexion as his brother and the same dark blue eyes; but they were eyes that had a different
expression, and that seemed to see one thing at a time. He was a squarer, shorter man than Lord Balnillo, quicker
of speech and movement. His mouth was a little crooked, for the centre of his lower lip did not come exactly
under the centre of the upper one, and this slight mistake on the part of Nature had given his face a not unpleasant
look of virility. Most people who passed James gave him a second glance. Both men were carefully dressed and
wore fine cambric cravats and laced coats; and the shoes of the judge, which rested on the fender, were adorned
by gilt buckles.
They had been silent for some time, as people are who have come to the same conclusion and find that there is
no more to say, and in the quietness the heavy undercurrent of sound from the coast seemed to grow more
insistent.
“The bar is very loud to-night, Jamie,” said Lord Balnillo. “I doubt but there’s bad weather coming, and I am
loth to lose more trees.”
“I see that the old beech by the stables wants a limb,” observed the other. “That’s the only change about the
place that I notice.”
“There’ll be more yet,” said the judge.
“You’ve grown weather-wise since you left Edinburgh, David.”
“I had other matters to think upon there,” answered Balnillo, with some pomp. James smiled faintly, making
the little twist in his lip more apparent.
“Come out to the steps and look at the night,” said he, snatching, like most restless men, at the chance of
movement.
They went out through the hall. James unbarred the front door and the two stood at the top of the flight of
stone steps.
The entrance to Balnillo House faced northward, and a wet wind from the east, slight still, but rising, struck
upon their right cheeks and carried the heavy muffled booming in through the trees. Balnillo looked frowning at
their tops, which had begun to sway; but his brother’s attention was fixed upon a man’s figure, which was
emerging from the darkness of the grass park in front of them.
“Who is that?” cried the judge, as the footsteps grew audible.
“It’s a coach at the ford, ma lord—a muckle coach that’s couped\fn{Overturned} i’ the water! Wullyan’ Tam an’
Andrew Robieson are seekin’ to ca\fn{Pull} it oot, but it’s fast, ma lord—”
“Is there anyone in it?” interrupted James.
“Ay, there was. But he’s oot noo.”
“Where is he?”
“He’ll na get forward the night,” continued the man. “Ane of the horse is lame. He is cursin’, ma lord, an’ nae
wonder—he can curse bonnie! Robieson’s got his wee laddie wi’ him, and he gar’d\fn{ Made} the loonie\fn{Young
lad} put his hands to his lugs.\fn{Ears} He’s an elder, ye see.”
The judge turned to his brother. It was not the first time that the ford in the Den of Balnillo had been the scene
of disaster, for there was an unlucky hole in it, and the state of the roads made storm-bound and bedraggled
visitors common apparitions in the lives of country gentlemen.
“If ye’ll come wi’ me, ma lord, ye’ll hear him,” said the labourer, to whom the profane victim of the ford was
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evidently an object of admiration.
Balnillo looked down at his silk stockings and buckled shoes.
“I should be telling the lasses to get a bed ready,” he remarked hurriedly, as he re-entered the house.
James was already throwing his leg across the fence, though it was scarcely the cursing which attracted him,
for he had heard oaths to suit every taste in his time. He hurried across the grass after the labourer. The night was
not very dark, and they made straight for the ford.
The Den of Balnillo ran from north to south, not a quarter of a mile from the house, and the long chain of miry
hollows and cart-ruts which did duty for a high road from Perth to Aberdeen plunged through it at the point for
which the men were heading. It was a steep ravine filled with trees and stones, through which the Balnillo burn
flowed and fell and scrambled at different levels on its way to join the Basin of Montrose, as the great estuary of
the river Esk was called. The ford lay just above one of the falls by which the water leaped downwards, and the
dense darkness of the surrounding trees made it difficult for Captain Logie to see what was happening as he
descended into the black well of the Den. He could distinguish a confusion of objects by the light of the lantern
which his brother’s men had brought and set upon a stone; the ford itself reflected nothing, for it was churned up
into a sea of mud, in which, as Logie approached, the outline of a good-sized carriage, lying upon its side, became
visible.
“Yonder’s the captain coming,” said a voice. Someone lifted the lantern, and he found himself confronted by a
tall young man, whose features he could not see, but who was, no doubt, the expert in language.
“Sir,” he said, “I fear you have had a bad accident. I am come from Lord Balnillo to find out what he can do
for you.”
“His lordship is mighty good,” replied the young man, “and if he could force this mud-hole—which, I am told,
belongs to him—to yield up my conveyance, I should be his servant for life.”
There was a charm and softness in his voice which nullified the brisk impertinence of his words.
“I hope you are not hurt,” said James.
“Not at all, sir. Providence has spared me. But He has had no mercy upon one of my poor nags, which has
broken its knees, nor on my stock-in-trade, which is in the water. I am a travelling painter,” he added quickly,
“and had best introduce myself. My name is Archibald Flemington.”
The stranger had a difficulty in pronouncing his is; he spoke them like a Frenchman, with a purring roll. The
other was rather taken aback. Painters in those days had not the standing in society that they have now, but the
voice and manner were unmistakably those of a man of breeding. Even his freedom was not the upstart licence of
one trying to assert himself, but the easy expression of a roving imagination.
“I should introduce myself too,” said Logie. “I am Captain James Logie, Lord Balnillo’s brother. But we must
rescue your—your—baggage. Where is your postilion?”
Flemington held up the lantern again, and its rays fell upon a man holding the two horses which were standing
together under a tree. James went towards them.
“Poor beast,” said he, as he saw the knees of one of the pair, “he would be better in a stall. Andrew Robieson,
send your boy to the house for a light, and then you can guide them to the stables.”
Meanwhile, the two other men had almost succeeded in getting the carriage once more upon its wheels, and
with the help of Flemington and Logie, it was soon righted. They decided to leave it where it was for the night,
and it was dragged a little aside, lest it should prove a pitfall to any chance traveller who might pass before
mornmg.
The two gentlemen went towards the house together, and the men followed, carrying Flemington’s possessions
and the great square package containing his canvases.
*
When they entered the Library Lord Balnillo was standing with his back to the fire.
“I have brought Mr. Flemington, brother,” said Logie, “his coach has come to grief in the Den.”
Archie stopped short, and putting his heels together, made much the same bow as he had made to Mr. Duthie
eighteen years before.
A feeling of admiration went through James as the warm light of the house revealed the person of his
companion, and something in the shrewd wrinkles round his brother’s unimpressive eyes irritated him. He felt a
vivid interest in the stranger, and the cautious old man’s demeanour seemed to have raised the atmosphere of a
lawcourt round himsel£ He was surveying the newcomer with stiff urbanity. But Archie made small account of it.
“Sir,” said Balnillo, with condescension, “if you will oblige me by making yourself at home until you can
continue your road, I shall take myself for fortunate.”
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“My lord,” replied Archie, “if you knew how like heaven this house appears to me after the bottomless pit in
your den, you might take yourself for the Almighty.”
Balnillo gave his guest a critical look, and was met by all the soft darkness of a pair of liquid brown eyes
which drooped at the outer corners, and were set under thick brows following their downward lines. Gentleness,
inquiry, appeal, were in them, and a quality which the judge, like other observers, could not define—a quality that
sat far, far back from the surface. In spite of the eyes, there was no suggestion of weakness in the slight young
man, and his long chin gave his olive face gravity. Speech and looks corresponded so little in him that Balnillo
was bewildered; but he was a hospitable man, and he moved aside to make room for Archie on the hearth. The
latter was a sorry sight, as far as mud went; for his coat was splashed, and his legs, from the knee down, were of
the colour of clay. He held his hands out to the blaze, stretching his fingers as a cat stretches her claws under a
caressing touch.
“Sit down and put your feet to the fire,” said the judge, drawing forward one of the large armchairs, “and
James, do you call for another glass. When did you dine, Mr. Flemington?”
“I did not dine at all, my lord. I was anxious to push on to Montrose, and I pushed on to destruction instead.”
He looked up with such a whimsical smile at his own mishaps that Balnillo found his mouth widening in
sympathy.
“I will go and tell them to make some food ready,” said the captain, in answer to a sign from his brother.
Balnillo stood contemplating the young man; the lines round his eyes were relaxing a little; he was
fundamentally inquisitive, and his companion matched no type he had ever seen. He was a little disturbed by his
assurance, yet his instinct of patronage was tickled by the situation.
“I am infinitely grateful to you,” said Archie. “I know all the inns in Brechin, and am very sensible how much
better I am likely to dine here than there. You are too kind.”
“Then you know these parts?”
“My home is at the other end of the county—at Ardguys.”
“I am familiar with the name,” said Balnillo, “but until lately, I have been so much in Edinburgh that I am out
of touch with other places. I am not even aware to whom it belongs.”
“It is a little property, my lord—nothing but a few fields and a battered old house. But it belongs to my
grandmother Flemingcon, who brought me up. She lives very quietly.”
“Indeed, indeed,” said the judge, his mind making a cast for a clue as a hound does for the scent. He was not
successful.
“I had not taken you for a Scot,” he said, after a moment.
“I have been told that,” said Archie; “and that reminds me that it would be proper to tell your lordship what I
am. I am a painter, and at this moment your hall is full of my paraphernalia.”
Lord Balnillo did not usually show his feelings, but the look which, in spite of himself, flitted across his face,
sent a gleam of entertainment through Archie.
“You are surprised,” he observed, sighing. “But when a man has to mend his fortunes he must mend them with
what tools he can. Nor am I ashamed of my trade.”
“There is no need, Mr. Flemington,” replied the other, with the measured benevolence he had sometimes used
upon the bench; “what you tell me does you honour—much honour, sir.”
“Then you did not take me for a painter any more than for a Scot?” said Archie, smiling at his host.
“I did not, sir,” said the judge shortly. He was not accustomed to be questioned by his witnesses and he had the
uncomfortable sensation of being impelled, in spite of a certain prejudice, to think moderately well of his guest.
“I have heard tell of your lordship very often,” said the latter, suddenly, “and I know very well into what good
hands I have fallen. I could wish that all the world was more like yourself.”
He turned his head and stared wistfully at the coals. Balnillo could not make out whether this young fellow’s
assurance or his humility was the real key-note to the man. But he liked some of his sentiments well enough.
Archie wore his own hair, and the old man noticed how silky and fine the brown waves were in the firelight. They
were so near his hand as their owner leaned forward that he could almost have stroked them.
“Are you going further than Montrose?” he inquired.
“I had hoped to cozen a little employment out of Aberdeen,” replied Flemington; “but it is a mere speculation.
I have a gallery of the most attractive canvases with me—women, divines, children, magistrates, provosts—all
headless and all waiting to see what faces chance and I may fit on to their necks. I have one lady—an angel, I
assure you, my lord!—a vision of green silk and white roses—shoulders like satin—the hands of Venus!”
Balnillo was further bewildered. He knew little about the arts and nothing about artists. He had looked at many
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a contemporary portrait without suspecting that the original had chosen, as sitters often did, an agreeable readymade figure from a selection brought forward by a painter, on which to display his or her countenance. It was a
custom which saved the trouble of many sittings and rectified much of the niggardliness or over-generosity of
Nature.
“I puzzle you, I see,” added Archie, laughing, “and no doubt the hair of Van Dyck would stand on end at some
of our modern doings. But I am not Van Dyck, unhappily, and in common with some others I do half my business
before my sitters ever see me. A client has only to choose a suitable body for his own head, and I can tell you that
many are thankful to have the opportunity.”
“I had no idea that portraits were done like that,” said Lord Balnillo; “I never heard of such an arrangement
before.”
“But you do not think it wrong, I hope?” exclaimed Flemington, the gaiety dying out of his face. “There is no
fraud about it! It is not as if a man deceived his sitter.”
The half-petulant distress in his voice struck Balnillo, and almost touched him; there was something so simple
and confiding in it.
“It might have entertained your lordship to see them,” continued Archie ruefully. “I should have liked to show
you the strange company I travel with.”
“So you shall, Mr. Flemington,” said the old man. “It would entertain me very greatly. I only fear that the lady
with the white roses may enslave me,” he added, with rather obvious jocosity.
“Indeed, now is the time for that,” replied Archie, his face lighting up again, “for I hope she may soon wear the
head of some fat town councillor’s wife of Aberdeen.”
As he spoke Captain Logie returned with the news that dinner was prepared.
“I have been out to the stable to see what we could do for your horses,” said he.
“Thank you a thousand times, sir,” exclaimed Archie. Lord Balnillo watched his brother as he led the painter to
the door.
“I think I will come, too, and sit with Mr. Flemington while he eats,” he said, after a moment’s hesitation.
A couple of hours later Archie found himself in a comfortable bedroom. His valise had been soaked in the ford,
and a nightshirt of Lord Balnillo’s was warming at the fire. When he had put it on he went and looked at himself
in an old-fashioned mirror which hung on the wall. He was a good deal taller than the judge, but it was not his
own image that caused the indescribable expression on his face.
3
Archie sat in his bedroom at a table. The window was open, for it was a soft October afternoon, and he looked
out meditatively at the prospect before him.
The wind that had howled in the night had spent itself towards morning, and by midday the tormented sky had
cleared and the curtain of cloud rolled away, leaving a mellow sun smiling over the Basin of Montrose. He had
never been within some miles of Balnillo, and the aspect of this piece of the country being new to him, his
painter's eye rested appreciatively on what he saw.
Two avenues of ancient trees ran southward, one on either side of the house, and a succession of grass fields
sloped away before him between these bands of timber to the tidal estuary, where the water lay blue and quiet
with the ribbon of the South Esk winding into it from the west. Beyond it the low hills with their gentle rise
touched the horizon; nearer at hand the beeches and gean-trees, so dear to Lord Balnillo’s heart, were red and
gold. Here and there, where the gale had thinned the leaves, the bareness of stem and bough let in glimpses of the
distant purple which was the veil of the farther atmosphere. To the east, shut out from his sight by all this wood,
was the town of Montrose, set, with its pointed steeple, like the blue silhouette of some Dutch town, between the
Basin and the North Sea.
A pen was in Flemington's hand, and the very long letter he had just written was before him.
Balnillo House
Madam, my dear Grandmother:
I beg you to look upon the address at the head of this letter, and to judge whether fortune has favoured your devoted
grandson.
I am on the very spot, and, what is more, seem like to remain there indefinitely. Could anything in this untoward
world have fallen out better? Montrose is a bare three miles from where I sit, and I can betake myself there on business
when necessary, while I live as secluded as I please; cheek by jowl with the very persons whose acquaintance I had laid
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so many plots to compass. My dear grandmother, could you but have seen me last night, when I lay down after my
labours, tricked out in my worshipful host’s nightshirt! Though the honest man is something of a fop in his attire, his
arms are not so long as mine, and the fine ruffles on the sleeves did little more than adorn my elbows, which made me
feel like a lady till I looked at my skirts. Then I felt more like a highlandman. But I am telling you only effects when
you are wanting causes.
I changed horses at Brechin, having got so far in safety just after dark, and went on towards Montrose, with the wind
rising and never a star to look comfort at me through the coach window. Though I knew we must be on the right road, I
asked my way at every hovel we passed, and was much interested when I was told that I was at the edge of my Lord
Balnillo’s estate, and not far from his house.
The road soon afterwards took a plunge into the very vilest place I ever saw—a steep way scarcely fit for a cattleroad, between a mass of trees. I put out my head and heard the rushing of water. Oh, what a fine thing memory is! I
remembered having heard of the Den of Balnillo and being told that it was near Balnillo house and I judged we must be
there. Another minute and we were clattering among stones; the water was up to the axle and we rocked like a ship.
One wheel was higher than the other, and we leaned over so that I could scarcely sit. Then I was inspired. I threw
myself with all my weight against the side, and dragged so much of my cargo of canvases as I could lay hold of with
me. There was a great splash and over we went. It was mighty hard work getting out, for the devil caused the door to
stick fast, and I had to crawl through the window at that side of the coach which was turned to the sky, like a roof I
hope I may never be colder.
We turned to and got the horses out and on to dry ground, and the postilion, a very frog for slime and mud, began to
shout, which soon produced a couple of men with a lantern. I shouted too, and did my poor best in the way of oaths to
give the affair all the colour of reality I could, and I believe I was successful. The noise brought more people about us,
and with them my lord’s brother, Captain Logie, hurrying to the rescue with a fellow who had run to the house with
news of our trouble. The result was that we ended our night, the coach with a cracked axle and a hole in the panel, the
postilion in the servants’ hall with half a bottle of good Scots whisky inside him, the horses—one with a broken knee—
in the stable, and myself, as I tell you, in his lordship’s nightshirt.
I promise you that I thought myself happy when I got inside the mansion—a solemn block, with a grand manner of
its own and Corinthian pillars in the dining-room. His lordship was on the hearthrug, as solemn as his house, but with a
pinched, precise look which it has not got. He was no easy nut to crack, and it took me a little time to establish myself
with him, but the good James, his brother, left us a little while alone, and I made all the way I could in his favour. I may
have trouble with the old man, and, at any rate, must be always at my best with him, for he seems to me to be silly,
virtuous and cunning all at once. He is vain, too, and suspicious, and has seen so many wicked people in his judicial
career that I must not let him confound me with them. I could see that he had difficulty in making my occupation and
appearance match to his satisfaction. He wears a mouse-coloured velvet coat, and is very nice in the details of his dress.
I should like you to see him—not because he would amuse you, but because it would entertain me so completely to see
you together.
James, his brother, is cut to a very different pattern. He is many years younger than his lordship—not a dozen years
older than myself, I imagine—and he has spent much of his life with Lord Orkney’s regiment in Holland. There is
something mighty attractive in his face, though I cannot make out what it is. It is strange that, though he seems to be a
much simpler person than the old man, I feel less able to describe him. I have had much talk with him this morning, and
I don’t know when I have liked anyone better.
And now comes the triumph of well-doing-the climax to which all this faithful record leads. I am to paint his
lordship’s portrait (in his Judge’s robes), and am installed here definitely for that purpose! I shall be grateful if you will
send me my chestnut-brown suit and a couple of fine shirts, also the silk stockings which are in the top shelf of my
cupboard, and all you can lay hands on in the matter of cravats. My valise was soaked through and through, and,
though the clothes I am wearing were dried in the night, I am rather short of good coats, for I expected to end in an inn
at Montrose rather than in a gentleman’s house. Though I am within reach of Ardguys, and might ride to fetch them in
person, I do not want to be absent unnecessarily. Any important letters that I may send you will go by a hand I know of.
I shall go shortly to Montrose by way of procuring myself some small necessity, and shall search for that hand. Its
owner should not be difficult to recognize, by all accounts. And now, my dear grandmother, I shall write myself
Your dutiful and devoted grandson,
Archibald Flemington.

Archie sealed his letter, and then rose and leaned far out of the window. The sun still bathed the land, but it was
getting low; the treetops were thrusting their heads into a light which had already left the grass-parks slanting
away from the house. The latter part of his morning had been taken up by his host’s slow inspection of his
canvases, and he longed for a sight of his surroundings. He knew that the brothers had gone out together, and he
took his hat and stood irresolute, with his letter in his hand, before a humble-looking little locked case, which he
had himself rescued the night before from among his submerged belongings in the coach, hesitating whether he
should commit the paper to it or keep it upon his own person. It seemed to be a matter for some consideration.
Finally, he put it into his pocket and went out.
He set forth down one of the avenues, walking on a gorgeous carpet of fallen leaves, and came out on a road
running east and west, evidently another connecting Brechin with Montrose. He smiled as he considered it,
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realizing that, had he taken it last night, he would have escaped the Den of Balnillo and many more desirable
things at the same time.
As he stood looking up and down, he heard a liquid rush, and saw to his right a mill-dam glimmering through
the trees, evidently the goal of the waters which had soused him so lately. He strolled towards it, attracted by the
forest of stems and golden foliage reflected in the pool, and by the slide down which the stream poured into a
field, to wind, like a little serpent, through the grass. Just where it disappeared stood a stone mill-house abutting
on the highway, from which came the clacking of a wheel. The miller was at his door. Archie could see that he
was watching something with interest, for the man stood out, a distinct white figure, on the steps running up from
the road to the gaping doorway in the mill-wall.
Flemingron was one of those blessed people for whom common sights do not glide by, a mere meaningless
procession of alien things. Humanity’s smallest actions had an interest for him, for he had that love of seeing
effect follow cause, which is at once priceless and childish—priceless because anything that lifts from us the
irritating burden of ourselves for so much as a moment is priceless; and childish because it is a survival of the
years when all the universe was new. Priceless yet again, because it will often lead us down unexpected sidetracks of knowledge in a world in which knowledge is power.
He sat down on the low wall bounding the mill-field, for he was determined to know what the miller was
staring at. Whatever it was, it was on the farther side of a cottage built just across the road from the mill.
He was suddenly conscious that a bare-footed little girl with tow-coloured hair had appeared from nowhere,
and was standing beside him. She also was staring at the house by the mill, but with occasional furtive glances at
himself. All at once the heavy drone of a bagpipe came towards them, then the shrill notes of the chanter began to
meander up and down on the blare of sonorous sound like a light pattern running over a dark background. The
little girl removed her eyes from the stranger and cut a caper with her bare feet, as though she would like to dance.
It was evident that the sounds had affected Flemington, too, but not in the same way. He made a sharp
exclamation under his breath, and turned to the child.
“Who is that playing?” he cried, putting out his hand. She jumped back and stood staring.
“Who is that playing?” he repeated. She was still dumb, scrubbing one foot against her bare ankle after the
manner of the shoeless when embarrassed.
Archie was exasperated. He rose, without further noticing the child, and hurried towards the mill. When he had
reached the place where the stream dived through a stone arch under the road he found she was following him. He
heard the pad, pad, of her naked soles in the mud. All at once she was moved to answer his question.
“Yon’s Skirlin’ Wattie!” she yelled after him.
But he strode on, taking no notice; fortune was playing into his hand so wonderfully that he was ceasing to be
surprised. In the little yard of the cottage he found a small crowd of children, two women, and the miller’s man,
collected round the strangest assortment of living creatures he had ever seen. The name “Skirlin’ Wattie” had
conveyed something to him, and he was prepared for the extraordinary, but his breath was almost taken away by
the oddness of what he saw.
In the middle of the group was a stout wooden box, which, mounted on very low wheels, was transformed into
the likeness of a rough go-cart, and to this were yoked five dogs of differing breeds and sizes. A half-bred mastiff
in the wheel of the team was taking advantage of the halt and lay dozing, his jowl on his paws, undisturbed by the
blast of sound which poured over his head, whilst his companion, a large, smooth-haired yellow cur, stood alert
with an almost proprietary interest in what was going on awake in his amber eyes. The couple of collies in front of
them sniffed furtively at the bystanders, and the wire-haired terrier, which, as leader, was harnessed singly in
advance of the lot, was sharing a bannock\fn{ A round, flat cake} with a newly-breeched man-child, the sinister
nature of whose squint almost made the dog’s confidence seem misplaced.
The occupant of the cart was an elderly man, whom accident had deprived of the lower part of his legs, both of
which had been amputated just below the knee. He had the head of Falstaff, the shoulders of Hercules, and lack of
exercise had made his thighs and back bulge out over the sides of his carriage, even as the bag of his pipes bulged
under his elbow. He was dressed in tartan breeches and doublet, and he wore a huge Kilmarnock bonnet with a red
knob on the top. The lower half of his face was distended by his occupation, and at the appearance of Flemington
by the gate, he turned on him, above the billows of crimson cheek and grizzled whisker, the boldest pair of eyes
that the young man had ever met. He was a masterly piper, and as the tune stopped a murmur of applause went
through the audience.
“Man, ye’re the most mountaineous player in Scotland!” said the miller’s man, who was a coiner of words.
“Aye, dod, am I” replied the piper.
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“Hae?”\fn{Have} continued the miller’s man, holding out an apple.
The beggar took it with that silent wag of the back of the head which seems peculiar to the east coast of
Scotland, and dropped it into the cart. Archie handed him a sixpence.
“Ye’ll hae to gie\fn{Give} us mair noo!” cried the squinting child, whose eyes had seen straight enough, and
who seemed to have a keen sense of values.
“Aye, a sang this time,” added its mother. “Ye’ll get a pucklie\fn{Small} meal an’ a bawbee\fn{Coin} gin’ ye
sing The Tod,”\fn{The Fox) chimed in an old woman, who had suddenly put her head out of the upper story of the
cottage.
The beggar laid down his pipes and spat on earth. Then he opened his mouth and gave forth a voice whose
volume, flexibility, and extreme sweetness seemed incredible, considering the being from whom it emanated.
There’s a tod aye blinkin’ when the nicht comes doon,
Blinkin’ wi’ his lang een, and keekin’ round an’ roun’,
Creepin’ by the farm-yaird when gloamin’ is to fa’,
And syne there’ll be a chicken or a deuk awa’,
Aye, when the guidwife rises there’s a deuk awa’!
There’s a lass sits greetin’ben the hoose at harne,
For when the guidwife’s cankered she gie’s her aye the blame,
And sair the lassie’s sabbin’, and fast the tears fa’,
For the guidwife’s tynt a bonnie hen, and it’s awa’,
Aye, she’s no sae easy dealt wi’ when her gear’s awa’!
There’s a lad aye roamin’ when the day gets late,
A lang-leggit deevil wi’ his hand upon the gate
And aye the guidwife cries to him to gar the toddie fa’,
For she canna thole to let her chicks an’ deuks awa’.
Aye, the muckle bubbly-jock himsel’ is ca’ed awa’!
The laddie saw the tod gae by, an’ killed him wi’ a stane,
And the bonnie lass wha grat sae sair she sits nae mair her lane
But the guidwife’s no contented yet—her like ye never saw,
Cries she, ‘This time it is the lass, an’ she’s awa’!’
Aye, yon laddie’s waur nor ony tod, for Jean’s awa’!

Archie beat the top rail of the paling with so much enthusiasm that the yellow cur began to bark. The beggar
quieted him with a storm of abuse.
The beldame disappeared from the window, and her steps could be heard descending the wooden stair of the
cottage. She approached the cart with a handful of meal on a platter which Skirling Wattie tilted into an old leather
bag that hung on his carriage.
”Whaur’s the bawbee?” cried the squinting child. A shout of laughter went up, led by Archie.
“He kens there’s nae muckle weicht o’ meal, and wha’ should ken it better?” said the beggar, balancing the bag
on his palm and winking at the miller’s man. The latter, who happened to be the child’s unacknowledged parent,
disappeared behind the house.
“One more song, and I will supply the bawbee,” said Archie, throwing another coin into the cart. Skirling
Wattie sent a considering glance at his patron; though he might not understand refinement, he could recognize it;
and much of his local success had come from his nice appraisement of audiences.
“I’ll gie ye Logie Kirk,” said he.
O Logie Kirk, among the braes
I’m thinkin’ o’ the merry days
Afore I trod the weary ways
That led me far frae Logie.
Fine do I mind when I was young,
Abune thy graves the mavis sung,
And ilka birdie had a tongue
To ca’ me back to Logie.
O Logie Kirk, tho’ aye the same,
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The burn sings ae remembered name,
There’s ne’er a voice to cry ‘Come hame
To bonnie Bess at Logie!’
Far, far awa’ the years decline
That took the lassie wha was mine
And laid her sleepin’ lang, lang syne
Among the braes at Logie.

His voice, and the wonderful pathos of his phrasing, fascinated Archie, but as the last cadences fell from his
mouth, the beggar snatched up the long switch with which he drove his team and began to roar.
“I’m awa’!” he shouted, making every wall and corner echo.
“Open the gate an’ let me through, ye misbegotten bairns o’ Auld Nick! Stand back, ye clortie-faced weans, an’
let me out! Round about an’ up the road! Just round about an’ up the road, a’ tell ye.”
The last sentences were addressed to the dogs who were now all on their legs and mindful of the stick whirling
in the air above them.
Archie could see that he was not included in the beggar’s general address, but, being nearest to the gate, he
swung it open and the whole equipage dashed through, the dogs guided with amazing dexterity between the posts
by their master’s switch. The rapid circle they described on the road as they were turned up the hill towards
Brechin seemed likely to upset the cart, but the beggar leaned outwards so adroitly that none of the four wheels
left the ground. As they went up the incline he took up his pipes, and leaving the team to its own guidance, tuned
up and disappeared round the next bend in a blast of sound.
Flemington would have given a great deal to run after him, and could easily have overtaken the cart, for its
pace was not very formidable. But the whole community, including the tow-headed little girl, was watching
Skirling Wattie out of sight and speculating, he knew, upon his own identity. So he walked leisurely on till the
road turned at the top of the hill, and he was rewarded at the other side of its bend by the sight of the beggar
halting his team by a pond at which the dogs were drinking. He threw a look around and behind him; then, as no
human creature was to be seen, he gave a loud whistle, holding up his arm, and began to run.
Skirling Wattie awaited him at the pond-side, and as Archie approached, he could almost feel his bold eyes
searching him from top to toe. He stopped by the cart.
“My name is Flemington,” said he.
“A’ve heard worse,” replied the other calmly.
“And I have a description of you in my pocket,” continued Archie. “Perhaps you would like to see it.”
The beggar looked up at him from under his bushy eyebrows, with a smile of the most robust and genial
effrontery that he had ever seen on a human face.
“A’d need to,” said he.
Archie took a folded paper from his pocket.
“You see that signature,” he said, putting his forefinger on it. The other reached up to take the paper.
“No, no,” said Flemington, “this never goes out of my hand.”
“That’s you!” exclaimed the beggar, with some admiration. “Put it back. A’ ken it.”
He unhooked his leather bag, which hung inside the cart on its front board. This Archie perceived to be made,
apparently for additional strength, of two thicknesses of wood. Skirling Wattie slid the inner plank upwards, and
the young man saw a couple of sealed letters hidden behind it, one of which was addressed to himself
“Tak’ yon,” said the beggar, as the sound of a horse’s tread was heard not far off, “tak’ it quick an’ syne awa ye
gang! Mind ye, a gang ilka twa days frae Montrose to Brechin, an am aye skirlin’ as a gang.”
“And do you take this one and have it sent on from Brechin,” said Archie hurriedly, handing him the letter he
had written to Madam Flemington.
The other wagged the back of his head, and laid a finger against the rim of his bonnet.
Archie struck into the fields by the pond, and had time to drop down behind a whin-bush before an
inoffensive-looking farmer went by on his way between the two towns.
The beggar continued his progress, singing to himself, and Flemington, who did not care to face the mill and
the curious eyes of the tow-headed little girl again, took a line across country back to Balnillo.
He hated the tow-headed little girl. …
218.190 Excerpt from The Hustler\fn{by John Henry Mackay (1864-1933)} Greenock, Inverclyde, Scotland, United
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Kingdom (M) 13
1
Punctually the four o’clock afternoon train from the north rolled into the Stettin train station. The travelers
streamed out, crowding and jamming the gates, then dispersing—to be met or not—into the large room, finally to
be drawn out the various exits, and to submerge and disappear in the life outside.
The building was again empty, as it had been a half hour earlier. Only in its middle did there still stand, as if
lost, a boy about fifteen or sixteen years old, looking around indecisively. Wearing a gray, wrinkled, ill-fitting suit,
heavy boots, and a yellow sport cap, he carried a simple cardboard box wrapped around many times with string.
Eventually he found what he was looking for. He resolutely walked up to the hand luggage checkroom, handed
over the check piece, and, ready to pay right away, was abruptly—for he was now in Berlin—rebuked:
“When you pick it up!”
A minute later he was standing at the entrance to the train station, the great city and its boisterous life before
him. He paused, hesitant and still expectant. For what he saw, the flood of human activity, the confusion of
vehicles of all kinds, the noise and bluster, all immersed in a haze of smoke and the humidity of the spring
afternoon, was completely new to him and stunned him. But not for long.
Once more, he pulled himself together, turned instinctively to the right, and resolutely set foot on the pavement
of Berlin, which from that moment, for the duration of the coming year, was to be his true home.
*
Letting himself be pressed and shoved, he reached a street so long that it seemed never to end and turned into it,
stopping in front of each fourth shop. Driven and pushed along again, he eventually halted spellbound before the
show-window of a men’s clothing store.
There, among an enormous quantity of splendid things, were straw hats. He must have something like that, he
felt. But which?—the one with the thick ribbing, or the one with the colorful band? The price written by each was
the same—three marks. He could not decide: he liked both. The colorful one won out.
He gathered up what courage still remained to him since fleeing home and rolled his yellow cap into the side
pocket of his jacket. Without speaking he pointed out the desired article to the young salesman. The hat was put
on, fit, and became his.
Happy again outside, he looked at himself for a long time in the mirror window of the shop. Finding himself
handsome, he contentedly walked on.
Those streets really did seem to have no end. He walked and walked—stopped and walked on. Coming to a
wide bridge under construction, he saw black water under it, and a huge train station stretching above the street.
The street grew narrower and narrower, but then, quite suddenly, spread to the right and left, becoming very broad
and open, with trees in the middle and tall buildings on either side. He was on Unter den Linden—under the
linden trees.
*
It was still early in the evening, hardly six, and still quite light. The wide street was busy, especially on the
south side, and all the benches among the trees were filled with people on this splendid spring afternoon.
The boy was able to find a place on the edge of a bench. He was tired from the long train trip, the trek through
the strange streets, and from all the new and unfamiliar things.
Between the cabs, stopping just in front of him in a driveway, he could peer through the incessant flood of
automobiles, jamming up, when the passage into Friedrich Street became closed for a moment. The cabs stopped
and pulled on again, sliding through and disappearing, their horns sounding awful. Buses, heavily loaded with
people, stopped and rocked around the comer like monstrous animals. Motorcycles and bicycles darted through
the crowd, and the boy stared in amazement, marveling that the riders, plus the people who so carelessly walked
through it all, were not crushed under thick wheels of iron and rubber.
Tired of watching the traffic, he looked up at an immense yellow building precisely opposite. As his eyes slid
down it, he read over its entrance—an entrance to a high passage, it appeared—on a semi-arc, in black letters, the
word: PASSAGE.
Passage! He had heard that word once; and it could have been none other than Max, Max Friedrichsen who
had named it for him on that memorable afternoon. Max had repeatedly talked about Friedrich Street and the
Passage, and had smiled so peculiarly …
He leaned over to see better. Yes, it was obviously the entrance to another street. People were streaming in and
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out of it in masses, and some were just standing around. He wanted to see where it led to if you went inside.
He got up, waited for the traffic to allow him to cross, and entered the hall. For it was a hall, as he saw, very
high and covered with a roof of glass. On two sides were shops which he began to examine. The first ones he saw
did not interest him. But then, to the right, where some people were gathered in a knot, he saw a splendor
unknown to him. There, behind high panes, were hanging and standing some wonderful pictures. Their brilliancy
of color blinded his eyes—pictures of beautiful women in sumptuous gowns, of proud men in colorful uniforms,
of sweet children and lovely girls. Plus, far in the background—he had pushed his way through, to see everything
—there towered, magically lit, entirely in white and larger than life, the grand figure of a woman with blond hair,
a crown on her head, shield and sword in her hands, gazing victoriously into the distance. He did not know what
the picture was supposed to represent. But he did know that it was the most beautiful thing he had seen, today or
ever, and he could barely part from the enchanting sight.
Finally, he tore himself away and walked on. After what he had just seen, the other shops didn't attract him as
much. Only at one with odd tools, small machines, wires and coils, with strange and unintelligible names on their
tags did he again stand for a long time, perplexed about the instruments’ purposes.
“Why were the people here pushing and shoving so!” he wondered.
It was even worse than it had been in the street. And just what did that guy want from him, the one who kept
standing beside him, who seemed to be talking to himself? Again and again when he moved off, the stranger
placed himself beside him and nudged him—intentionally or not?—with his elbow, leering sideways as he did so.
He was a repulsive man with hollow eyes and protruding cheekbones.
The boy left the window with the incomprehensible objects and crossed to the other side. There he saw a case
containing tools of magic equipment—dice-boxes, decks of mysterious cards, a skull—things such as a traveling
magician and illusionist had used to delight an audience in his home village once. He recalled that time as he
looked at the paraphernalia in front of him.
But he was nudged here too. Again a man was standing close beside him. Not the same one as before, but a
taller, fatter man, who said nothing, but smiled at him familiarly. What did this man want from him? He felt
uneasy inside.
He walked on into the middle of the hurrying, driving human flood. The hall made a sharp bend and opened
above to a high dome, with a café with a porch beneath it. Music sounded from the café. He stopped to listen.
And again it felt as if someone were standing beside, or behind him, looking at him. He dared not look up, for
fear of meeting another strange gaze. Just what did all these men want from him? Surely no one knew him! Was
he being pursued? But that could not be possible—who knew that he was here?
With a feeling of uneasiness and fear, his only thought was to get away from this throughway as quickly as
possible. He started for the other exit, visible in the distance, but he could not proceed very quickly in the crowd.
Finally he reached the exit, and the streets opened out before him. He stood still, removed his new hat and
wiped his forehead with a dirty handkerchief. He felt safe now, on the outside. But as he glanced about he felt a
gaze on his face, the gaze of a young man who was standing close, in front of him, looking neither malicious nor
obtrusive, not smiling nor questioning, but obviously aroused as if about to speak to him.
Fear gripped him anew; hat and handkerchief still in hand, he began to run. He ran across the street, between
the automobiles, by the entrance of a subway, over the avenue, and down a street on the other side. On and on,
without looking up or around, as if being pursued, he ran. Through a sidestreet, he continued on further, until he
arrived in a large square, in front of a tall building and beside a low, isolated church.
There he finally halted and looked around. No one appeared to be following. There were benches all around
but he did not sit down. He walked on and on, down new streets until he found himself on a street that was quiet
and empty of people. He looked around. No one was following him. He was entirely alone.
More slowly and calmly, he strode on further. He passed over a large square and across a bridge, going always
into new streets, but narrower and poorer ones. Suddenly he felt hungry, but he dared not go into a pub. They all
looked sinister, and through their open doors he saw noisy, drinking men standing around at the bars by the
entrances. In a nearby bakery he bought a couple of rolls and ate them as he wandered along.
He decided he should look up Max, but it already was almost too late in the day for that. Besides, how was he
to find the street where Max lived? It was probably far away, perhaps hours away. He could no longer roam today
with his feet so tired.
He wanted to sleep. Should he return to the train station? He had seen hotels there. But there must be hotels in
other regions of Berlin, he thought, so he began to watch the signs on buildings. It was not long before he read,
over the door of an old and narrow building, “Guest House.” In the doorway stood a man in shirtsleeves and an
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apron. The boy approached hesitantly, asking,
“Could I perhaps sleep here?”
“Sleep? Well, why not? You have money then, little one?” the man replied.
“Yes, I have money,” he informed the man.
“How much?” Then, as he gave no answer, the man, said,
“Can you pay five marks?”
It startled him at first—five marks! But then he nodded yes.
“Well, just come along then …” the man beckoned him to enter.
He walked two flights up to a tiny hole of a room where, except for a wobbly bed and chair, there was only a
washbasin made of sheet metal. He put a five-mark bill in the landlord’s red, dirty fist, and was left alone. Dead
tired from the long and exciting day, he stripped off his jacket, pants and boots, and fell immediately asleep in the
unclean bed before reflecting clearly about the unconscionable fleecing he had just taken from the brute of an innkeeper.
2
At same day—as chace would have it—and almost at the same hour, there arrived at another train station in
Berlin—the Potsdam station—a traveler coming from far in the south of Germany. The traveler was a young man,
perhaps twenty-two or twenty-three years old. He, too, was coming to Berlin for the first time. But he had become
familiar with the major streets and squares of the capital from books and maps, so he quickly and surely found his
way around. He washed and changed clothes in the Fürstenhof, where he had taken a small room on the top floor.
Almost everything seemed to him, as he slowly walked along, to be recognizable, even familiar—the busy square,
the unique construction of the department store on Leipzig Street in front of which he stood for a long time, the
Tiergarten, and of course, the splendid gate with the row of trees and buildings—Unter den Linden …
He was in no hurry to enter Unter den Linden. He sat for a while, not wearily, though the trip had indeed been
long, but comfortably, on one of the chairs at the nearby lake, enjoying the afternoon hour on this warm spring
day. The first, tender green of the trees, the mild sweetness of the air, the happy feeling of at last being in the great
city—for which he had secretly yearned for so long without being able to say exactly why—all of this filled him
with a cheerfulness that was usually foreign to his serious nature.
After an hour he rose, strode through the gate, and gazed down the broad street. Unter den Linden lay before
him in its entire length. It charmed him with its new fresh garment of trees, even though he had imagined the trees
and the buildings would be taller and more majestic. Joyful at the sight of something so lovely, he strode down the
broad street.
The human and vehicular traffic was lively, but not overpowering. One flower shop looked magnificent with
its profuse splendor of blooms, and another tiny one next to it exuded one single kind of perfume.
He stood in front of the shops a bit, but preferred to keep to the middle of the street where there was more
elbow room and he could better survey the lovely street on both sides, all the way to its far end.
After a stroll that seemed short to him, he came to a long, narrow street that cut across the width of the Linden,
and he knew immediately that he had reached Friedrich Street. He felt no desire to plunge into its thick and loud
traffic. Instead he sat down, somewhat apart, on a folding rental chair and let the traffic just pass by him.
He wanted to remain seated for a while but the behavior of some youths sitting nearby drove him off. Young
boys and girls were laughing loudly and shrieking, with words and gestures so frankly vulgar that he soon got up
again, disgusted. As he did so, his glance fell on a space between the buildings opposite, and he realized that it
must be the Passage.
*
He too had read about the Passage. It was the notorious Passage, the meeting place of a certain segment of the
Berlin population at all times of day and night. He knew he could not find there what he was seeking—and he
would seek until he found it. Yet he was curious, and he walked over to it and was not surprised to find the
entrance populated by young chaps in age from seventeen to twenty. With a cursory glance he scanned their faces,
which seemed to him partly worn-out and greedy, partly crude and common. He noticed that his glance was
immediately and provocatively returned by some youths. He walked into the hall, without further concerning
himself with their invitations or with the mass of humanity flowing round him.
The hall appeared to him, though high, neither beautiful nor light. The window goods were mostly shabby
compared with those he had just seen. These windows were full of cheap trifles and had no elegance. The public
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here also had no elegance. In front of one shop a mass of people was shoving and crowding.
He threw his glance over the crowd to the brightly lit window and drew back immediately, wanting to laugh
out loud. For what he saw were paintings of such mesmerizing richness of color and intoxicating beauty they
froze the eye. One depicted a young, supernaturally handsome officer on whose breast snuggled his bride, sobbing
with the grief of parting, while she fastened violets on his uniform that was already so very blue. Another showed
an old man in a slouch hat and full beard, with fiery eyes in a foolish sheep face. Then there was, in the
backgroud, a Germania—a grand woman with sword and shield. It was overpowering! And the crowd was held
entranced.
Holy smokes! he thought as he walked on, and an amused smile passed over his usually so serious face. If that
is the taste of the Berliners! …
He already had had enough of this famous Passage but what he yet saw only made him leave all the faster. All
around the sides, figures were standing, suspicious-looking and not very likeable. There were bums and idlers,
hard-up or shabby-elegant, who killed time there or attended to their dirty transactions. And everywhere, many
remarkably young faces lurked, as if waiting, yet squeezed into corners and shopfronts as if they did not wish to
be seen. He wanted out, and pressed faster through the stream of humanity.
*
And then it happened.
In front of him, walking as hastily as he, obviously driven by the same wish to quickly get out, was a boy of
fifteen or sixteen years. His clothing was a crude, ill-fitting suit and heavy boots, which did not agree with his
light walk and his tender, still undeveloped figure. From his slender shoulders rose a thin neck with brown hair at
the back.
Oddly drawn against his will and suddenly at a loss, the young man was unable to take his gaze from the boy’s
neck; he did not want to lose the boy from sight. To see the face those shoulders bore, he shoved himself more
quickly through the crowd.
They vanished, the shoulders—disappeared. He walked faster still, and saw them again ahead of him just
where the exit opened up. He saw the boy pause indecisively and take off his new straw hat. He watched the boy
dry his hot forehead with a handkerchief, balled into a dirty lump, which he removed from his pocket.
He must, he must see this face! Three steps further and he was standing close in front of him.
The boy looked up. A pained expression of fright, came over his features. Then abruptly the boy turned and,
running more than walking, went out to the sidewalk, crossed the street, now running as if pursued, and vanished
across the way into the swarm of pedestrians.
The young man stood transfixed. The spot where the boy had just stood was empty. The people around pushed
and crowded, and shoved him away.
Another face popped up close in front of him, a young, impudent face with an importunate grin, challenging
and boldly questioning him. Was this one of the rude fellows from the entrance, who had followed him here?
Disgusting! he thought, and scared the fellow away with an angry gesture.
His first feeling had been to follow the strange boy. His second: impossible!—the boy was gone now. Vanished
there on the other side! …
*
There was nothing left to do but walk on. Hesitantly, he turned to the right into a quiet street and walked
slowly along. His heart was beating hard and he was trembling, like after a sudden scare. But why and from what?
What had just happened? He visualized quite clearly the small, pale face, which for a fraction of a minute, for a
second, had just appeared in front of him. He could still see the gray-blue eyes which had looked up at him with
an expression—of terror?—no, not exactly of terror, but with visible alarm and obvious fright. He could see the
full, red lips, the upper one had twitched so oddly, and the blond, almost brown, disheveled hair across the hot
forehead—a small, shy face, scared by something.
He stopped and laid his hands over his eyes, as though to enable himself to recall the boy’s face more clearly.
But in vain—he could remember no more. The encounter had been too fleeting. He felt a sudden pain, but it
passed as he walked on. He held his head down, lost in thought as he walked along the street. What was it—why
had the boy run away so suddenly? Why had the boy run away from him?
And what was in the expression the boy had given him? Fright, no doubt, but he had read something else in the
look. Something plaintive, begging, as if the boy were saying,
“Leave me in peace! What do you want from me?”
He could not make head nor tail of the episode. Only one thing remained certain—the boy had obviously been
642

a decent sort. A boy, strange to the area, who had strayed into the Passage, noticed where he was, and had wanted
to escape as quickly as possible! That seemed quite clear.
He smiled bitterly. From him, especially from him, the boy would have no need to run. He would have done
nothing to the boy. Again he felt a momentary slight pain, knowing not where it came from. He walked on, not
thinking about time nor place.
Finding his way back to Potsdam Place and his hotel, he had a meal in the neighborhood. Over and over he
kept recalling that small, pale face before him and how it had looked up at him. He was unable to drive the vision
away. He saw it as he undressed, and took it into his dreams on his first night in this strange metropolis.
3
That boy of his dreams awakened toward noon the next day by a rough knocking and a raw voice that roared
through the door, suggesting he finally get up. He stared around at first at his strange surroundings, drunk with
sleep. Then he reached under his pillow, where he had put his money yesterday evening before going to sleep—it
was still there.
He washed himself and dressed. Later, standing on the street with no idea of what region he was in, his first
feeling was intense hunger. Since his train trip yesterday he had only eaten a couple of rolls. After wandering
some streets, he ventured into an empty bar. There he thought about his situation. The main thing now was to find
Max.
He pulled out a dirtied, bent calling card and read for the hundredth time what he knew by heart:—Skalitz
Street 37, c/o Hampel.
“Where is Skalitz Street?” he inquired of the proprietor when leaving.
Near the Silesian train station, he was told. He was instructed to take a 48 and then ask a green. He knew
neither what the number 48 meant, nor what a “green” was. He decided to inquire along the way.
This he did, at first hesitantly and timidly, then with increasing courage. After a walk of almost two hours he
arrived, not in the vicinity of the train station—from where, he was told, it “should not be far away”—but in a
large square, with a brown church and a water basin formed by a canal. Finally, also on the square, he found
Skalitz Street.
He stood for a long while in front of the number 37. Perhaps Max would come out? But Max did not appear, so
he went through the courtyard to the back of the house. An old woman directed him to Max’s flat—upstairs, to the
right. Above was a door with the name Hampel on a metal plate. He shyly rang the bell. The door was promptly
thrown open by a slovenly, untidy woman holding an infant at her half-naked breast.
When he announced he wanted Max Friedrichsen, a flood of verbal abuse poured over the disconcerted boy,
from which he gathered that Max had lived there. The woman said Max “hauled those guys up here,” and that, if
Max hadn’t got out, she would have called the police to arrest him, for Max was certainly one of the “queer boys”
and “looked it, too”!
The crying of other children in the background ended her tirade and she slammed the door. The boy was glad
to get down the stairs again and away from that dreadful woman. Compared with her, the farmer women who
shopped in the store in his village, raising beastly outcries when they thought they were being cheated of a penny,
were the purest angels!
He trembled with the thought that he did not know where to find Max. He became discouraged, and almost
started to cry. What was he to do here—without Max!
The best thing was to go back home. To do that, he had to go back to the train station where he had arrived
yesterday. With tired feet he set out to retrace his path. He now had experience in asking his way. Dead tired, he
finally arrived in late afternoon at the Stettin train station. He was about to go up the stairs when the thought came
to him to eat his fill first. He still had enough money for that.
He found a decent pub and a seat in a corner, where no one paid attention to him. After eating several
sandwiches and a glass of beer his situation no longer seemed quite so desperate. While paying, he saw that he
still had a good deal of money, more than twenty marks. He immediately ordered another glass of beer and
remained seated.
He thought the situation over. He had enough for another couple of days. If forced to return home after all,
then he at least wanted first to see more of Berlin. And maybe he would find Max yet. Berlin was big, but not so
big that you might not find someone you were looking for in two days.\fn{ Berlin in the 1920s, when this novel is set, was
the third largest municipality in the world. In 1920, the government of the state of Prussia passed an Act enlarging the territory of the
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capital and consequently almost doubling its population from 1.9 million people to nearly 4 million:W }

For today, he had to sleep again, tired as he was from the long walk plus unaccustomed drinks of beer. He
climbed to the train station, picked up his box, and then searched the side streets for a hotel. One stood beside
another. He only had to choose.
He found a room, a small and narrow one. It contained not much more than a bed, but it cost only one mark
fifty for the night. An old waiter in a black, greasy tailcoat took payment immediately. Again the boy sank at once
into the deep and dreamless sleep of healthy youth.
*
Why had he come to Berlin from his village? For he had come into the world in a village: He was the child of a
mother who had made off soon after his birth to roam the world. No one knew if she was still alive. His father,
who had been one of many guests on the estate where his mother was employed, had taken her, then thrown her
aside. His father was said to have been a distinguished gentleman.
Grandparents had to keep him. He grew, attended the village school, and became an apprentice to a merchant.
The whole day he emptied sacks, filled bags, weighed, and worked for four years’ apprenticeship, then
presumably the rest of his life.
He never left the village, and his life passed uneventfully up to the day of Max Friedrichsen’s return. Max was
another village boy with whom he sat on the same schoolbench, with whom he was later confirmed. One day, all
of a sudden, Max vanished. Then, just as unexpectedly, Max reappeared and by his appearance set the village
boys into a state of astonishment, wonder, and fascination.
For the Max who returned was entirely different from the Max who had run away a year before. He was an
entirely different Max, wearing new duds—a tight-fitting jacket, pants with cuffs, yellow gloves, a ring on his
finger, a wristwatch, and a walking stick in hands that were carefully groomed. Moreover, Max had money, so
much money that he invited the boys, on a Sunday afternoon, to go to the neighboring village. There he got them
all drunk, not only from beer and schnapps and grog, but also from his tales of Berlin.
He told of Berlin with its theaters and lounges; its cinemas, where there always were seats for five thousand
people; its circus, which played every day; its cafés and fine restaurants without number—this Berlin, where
money nearly lay in the street, so that you only had to pick it up.
The boys sat around him, with open ears and jaws, elbows propped on the table, listening, and when someone
tried to question or object he cut them off with a grand wave of his hand:
“None of you have any idea of it!”
In the evening, staggering home arm in arm with Max, he asked if it were all true and if you could really make
so much money there and how. Max stopped, looked him up and down, and said:
“Such a good-looking boy like you! If you don’t believe it, just come there!”
Then he reached into his pocket and drew out his billfold—a real billfold, with monogram, and corners
covered with silver. From the billfold he drew a calling card with his name in printed letters. Under the name, in
pencil, was his address.
“Just come there! You’ll soon see …” Max pressed the card into his hand and promised,
“I’ll help you …”
On the next day Max, who had so unexpectedly popped up, vanished again; the village became too hot for him.
Max’s card had been kept and preserved like a sacred possession, its promise burning in his breast. He felt
transformed. Again and again he secretly repeated to himself the words he had heard, and each time a decision
was growing in him—he, too, must go to Berlin!
To Berlin and to Max! He knew going would not be easy. He would never receive permission to go, neither
from his grandparents, nor from his guardian. So, like Max, he would also run away.
Thus, when spring arrived, lovely and careless spring which arouses so many wishes—some of which come
true—he could no longer be held. One evening, while the household slept, he donned his Sunday suit, packed
some underwear and personal possessions into a box, emptied his savings bank, and crept out of the humble
house. He left a note saying not to worry about him. He promised to write when he found work and to return once
things were going well for him.
He walked half the night, all the way to a train station other than the one in his village. He bought a ticket there
to another station so as not to give away where he meant to go. From the second station he would go directly to
Berlin.
Everything went well. No one spoke to him or stopped him. The trip had lasted that whole night and into the
next afternoon. Now he had already spent his second day in the city of his longing.
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When he awoke on the third day, earlier than the day before, he thought less than he had the evening before
about returning. As long as his money lasted, he was staying. He counted the money again, carefully, confirming
that it would last for at least two or three days. He decided to pay for the room for the next two nights in advance.
The old waiter acknowledged his payment with the indifferent words,
“All right, it’s paid until early Thursday!”
To be sure, he was bored being so alone with no one to talk to. But there was a lot to see!
The buildings and streets soon did begin to bore him. Some buildings were narrow, long, and level, while
others were high and grand. The buildings, like the streets, seemed endless.
But the shops! What marvels there were to see and buy! He could not get his fill of looking at the merchandise
and he would have liked to own everything—this stylish suit and those colorful tiesj that wristwatch; and this
cigarette case of silver, no, that other case there, the flat, gold one. And this here! And that there! Thus he stared in
wonder, and could stand before the same shop window an hour without stirring.
He was also no longer as shy as on the first day. When he felt hungry and thirsty, he went into the first beer
hall he came to and ordered, thinking every time, you’ve still got money.
He gradually came to know the part of the city where he usually roamed. The long street that started up and
seemed to never end was Friedrich Street. The broad one with trees and benches in the middle and a gate at the
beginning—or at the end?—was the Linden. He even rode on streetcars and buses, up on the top. Once, just for
the pleasure of it, he rode through the Tiergarten. Another time he went down to Kreuzberg and back.
If he became too bored all alone, there was always the cinema. The cinema seemed much lovelier, more
colorful and mysterious in its darkness than the bright life outside. There were some cinemas open in the early
afternoon. He could sit for hours looking at the flickering screen, mostly without comprehending the films, but
held by the quivering and ever-changing spell of the pictures.
One day, he no longer knew which it was, he counted his money on awakening, then counted once more and
realized it was not even enough for the return trip. He was terribly frightened, especially when he counted back
and realized that the day was Thursday, the day to which he had paid for the room.
He had to go home now. What was he to do here without money? He would a thousand times have preferred to
stay, but he had to go home.
He thought it over. His things in the box were worth nothing. But he still had his watch, his confirmation
watch.
He crept out of the hotel, luckily without being seen. Somewhere near the train station he remembered having
seen the sign of a pawnbroker. He found it again.
“Silver? Nonsense, nickel,” the pawnbroker said, and announced he would give one mark on it. One mark! No,
then he’d rather not. But in the end, the boy took the mark anyway.
Now he had two marks and seventy pennies\fn{ The German pfennig is probably translated here; the mark was divided into
100 of these; but with the introduction of the euro in 2002, the pfennig (and, indeed, also the mark) was abolished, the euro being divided
into one, two, five, ten, twenty and fifty cent-denominatioin coins. The word penny, however, is entymologically connected with the word
pfennig:H} altogether. What was he to do? He still had to eat and spend the day in the city.

So he purchased a cup of coffee and a couple of dry rolls, then sat hungry almost the whole day in one corner
of an all-day cinema. His loitering was ferreted out by an usher and he was made to pay an additional fare. He
saw his money shrink to a bit over one mark.
For today, a meal was out of the question, or what would he live on tomorrow? He crept around his hotel,
going inside in an unobserved moment, and reached his room unhindered. He fell uneasily asleep. Early the next
morning the old waiter came to his room, exclaiming angrily.
“What is this? The room is not yet paid for the night. You sleep and not pay? What, leave your old box of rags
here as security? Naturally it is staying here. You will get it again when you bring money. Now you are to get out
of here, quick as possible.” The boy begged:
“Just a couple days more … I’ll pay then, by all means.”
“Nothing doing!” The old man remained standing beside him until he finished dressing, reminding him that
when he had money, he might return and pick up his things.
“Not before, understood?”
*
Standing outside, in the street, he could have howled with rage. Couldn’t the old guy let him stay at least this
night, when he already had slept there four nights, and paid for them on time, in advance even! What now?
If only he could find work. But where and how? He had no idea how. The day had to continue, however, and
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he did have to eat, especially since he had gone to bed hungry yesterday. So, cut- ting into his last mark, he
bought a couple of rolls and some garlic sausages, eating them in a corner of the train station.
He spent the morning loitering near the Friedrich Street train station until sent away by one of the porters. He
spent the afternoon on the benches of the Tiergarten, going from bench to bench, sitting on each a while. Finally,
he fell asleep in the evening on a bench in a less lively part of the park.
In the night he awoke and felt something moist and warm on his hand. He sprang up, to the curse of a
watchman, and ran away as fast as he could. The guard, with stick in hand and a dog on a leash, was after him for
a while, but didn’t catch him.
At the Reichstag building he crouched in a dark niche and slowly dozed off again in the mild spring night.
He woke in the early morning feeling a painful hunger. He still had twenty pennies—enough for four rolls and
a couple of cigarettes. When he smoked, he noticed, he felt less hunger, for a while. He had to smoke.
Again, he loitered through the morning on the benches of the park. From time to time he nodded off, but rose
quickly when he felt the gaze of a passerby on him.
Once, when he looked up, sitting close to him was a small, well-dressed but ugly man, looking at him through
a pince-nez, attentively, with no malice but still so oddly that the boy got up. What did the man want from him?
Certainly not to help.
On the next bench he was startled by the laughter of two youngsters, who suddenly were in front of him asking
what his watch said. He did have one? When they saw his dull face, they walked on laughing. From a third bench
he heard a coachman shout an insult to him from his coach-box, which he did not understand.
He was now too tired to become angry, too dull to be startled, and too hungry to reflect on what all these
people wanted from him. He sat longer, undisturbed on an out-of-the-way bench until noon. A boundless rage,
such as at times had gripped him as a child, came over him. He felt rage at Max, at the old waiter in the hotel, at
the whole world. He stamped on the ground with the heels of his shoes and bit a blade of grass into tiny pieces.
His rage passed and he broke out bawling. Great pity for himself, his misery, and his desolation came over
him. What was he to do?
He wanted to speak to the first passerby that came along and tell him everything. But hardly anyone was
coming just then, and he realized that it would help nothing. In Berlin, he had seen, you had to have money or you
went to the dogs.
When he had cried himself out, an angry defiance gripped him and he got up, furious, and crept behind the
nearest bushes. There he threw himself down at full length and soon fell asleep.
*
After hours of a deep sleep he woke. He no longer felt tired and his hunger no longer pained him. He washed
his face and. hands at a nearby fountain, then he walked slowly into the city, to Unter den Linden. It had become
afternoon.
Over and over again, as he had since yesterday, he thought about what Max had said to him. He tried to recall
every word, so as to finally understand its meaning.
What was it he said?—that you could make money in Berlin, much money. But with what? With what kind of
work? And where was work to be found? And why did good-looking boys—of which he was supposed to be one
—find work easier than others?
He did not understand. No, he did not understand. Yet, he remembered, his former friend always talked about
Friedrich Street, and one afternoon, when they were alone, about the Passage.
The Passage—surely that was the large throughway he had been in on the first afternoon, right after his arrival.
The place people had looked at him so oddly, where he had become frightened, and run away? So frightened that
ever since he had always made a wide detour around it.
Young guys had been standing around there, but they had not seemed to him good-looking, but ugly and
common. Were they gathered there looking for some kind of work?
He wanted to go there again and take a closer look at the situation—maybe ask somebody. No one could do
more than chase him away, or laugh at him.
But suddenly hunger gripped him again. At the same time his heavy boots pained him; he had not taken them
off since yesterday. He sat down on the nearest bench and pressed his hands against his stomach. He was unable
to think clearly any longer. In his burning head everything was all mixed up. A complete lethargy to everything
seized him. If he fell down, someone would pick him up. Or let him lie.
He sat for almost an hour, dully staring straight ahead, when he felt a coin pressed into his hand. He saw an
old, simply dressed woman, who walked away before he could thank her. He stared at the money. Ten pennies!
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Bread! he thought first. Then immediately—cigarettes! Ten pennies’ worth of bread could not ease his hunger
anyway. Better to smoke once more.
Across the way he bought four cigarettes for two pennies each from a peddler. He smoked them hurriedly,
lighting one from the other.
They made him feel clumsy, knocked out. Avoiding the middle walkway of the Linden, he walked beside the
buildings on the north side. Then, crossing over, he looked for a seat on one of the benches opposite the Passage.
Gloomy and irresolute, he stared through the confusion of carriages at the entrance. Only the hunger that
continued to make itself felt kept him alert. He was on the same bench, the same corner of the bench, where he
had sat that first afternoon a week ago.
It was the same hour, and he had looked across then, strange and shy, but oh!—with what other feelings.
4
The other young man, who had arrived in the capital at almost the same time as he, spent his first day in the
most cheerless and tiring of all activites—the search for a room.
Disgusted by almost all available lodgings, the triviality of their furniture, the impossible manner of their
landladies, he arrived, half dead and despairing, at a dead-end street. He was reluctant to enter at first, but then
was drawn by its obvious peace and quiet. The street had houses on one side only, the other side being taken up by
the high firewall of a large warehouse followed by another lower wall that apparently led into a neighboring
courtyard or garden. Only one door, the last one of the ten houses on the street, showed a room-for-rent sign. The
house seemed quiet and clean, and the rental room seemed to be on the first floor up on the left side. He rang.
A woman dressed entirely in black, with scrawny features and strikingly dark, sharp eyes, opened the door,
scrutinized him, and let him enter.
The door to the available room was close beside the house entrance. The room was large and faced the street
with two windows. It was fitted out with large, old-fashioned, comfortable furniture—a two-person sofa, an
armchair with wings, a desk and bookcase. A smaller room joined it, serving as a bedroom. Altogether it made a
cold but clean impression.
Bath and toilet were opposite and the landlady’s own rooms were at the dark end of the hall. Therefore, a
tenant would be independent of her, the young man thought with satisfaction. The lodgings were altogether not
bad.
But the wall? Was it possible to stand the sight of that bare wall across the way for long, without going crazy?
Then he considered that he would mainly be in only evenings, when it was beginning to be dark, or was dark. At
worst, he would have to endure the bleak view on Sundays.
The quiet and peacefulness of the street decided the matter. Carriages almost never would come by, and seldom
pedestrians. With a few more questions asked, he decided to rent the room.
The price was fair and he paid a month in advance. With clear, firm handwriting he signed his name, Hermann
Graff, on a registration card, and a couple of hours later moved into his new quarters.
*
The following day, after a long sleep, he staned his new job in a large publishing house. He was assigned his
place in the office, seated by a window that faced a courtyard where there was constant life and activity. He read
manuscripts and proof sheets, he copied letters and bills. He began to familiarize himself with the work, and his
co-workers, strangers all.
The employees were the usual types: the smart and the stupid; the aspiring and the indifferent; the friendly and
the grumbling; the old, grown gray in service, and the young, still to grow gray. And all of them working among
books, books, books. He had to be in at nine o’clock, and remain until five o’clock—with an hour break at noon
—then his eight-hour workday was at an end.
During the first days of working, he was so tired at day’s end that he only went out in the evenings to eat. Only
toward the end of the first week did his thoughts turn to his new life. What form would life take for him? He was
a very serious person, very solitary and introverted, who experienced difficulty joining others.
He had never felt a mother’s love, since he lost her quite early. He had had one friend, of his own age, but lost
him too. His father had never loved him. After his father died several months ago, he decided to come to Berlin.
He applied to the publishers for a position and was accepted. Now he was here.
He felt that he must change his life. He must win someone to love, and knew that his love could only be for
another boy. He knew that he could not search for love; rather he had to find love as one finds one’s fortune.
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He had read much and thought much, about love and about himself. He knew that his love was directed toward
boys by virtue of the law of his nature. His emotions always were directed toward few people, so he knew that
among many boys there were probably a very few, singular individuals whom he would be able to love. Perhaps
only one. Could he hope to meet him? He must hope, nevertheless—because life without hope is meaningless.
Perhaps he had already met him, right on the first day? he asked himself, only to see at once how foolish this
question was. He was not a person of quick decisions, not a person who gave in to strange impressions. Yet he
knew that he had never experienced such a feeling as in the moment when that strange boy at the Passage had
walked in front of him and looked into his face for a second. But that had all been much too fleeting to be taken
seriously. He had almost forgotten that meeting over these recent days.
Yet he had not totally forgotten it. For now, during his quiet moments in the long, lonely hours of the evening
before going to sleep, that small, pale face popped up again before him. He saw again the gray-blue eyes as they
had looked into his, startled and fearful, and he tormented himself again with the question that had disturbed him
on that first evening, all the way into his sleep. The answer he had given himself then no longer satisfied him.
Where was that boy now? Submerged amidst the millions of people of this huge city. Perhaps gone to another
city far away, out of reach, lost to him forever … If, as he believed, the boy was a decent boy, he would never
meet him again at the only place where he could look for him—the Passage. And, if the boy was not a decent boy,
should he still hope and wish to see him again?
An inner unrest gripped him so strongly during the last days of the week that it drove him out, for the first time
again, to the Linden. He wanted at least to try, just once. If chance and luck were favorable? If he met him again
—what then? He did not believe in chance, nor in good luck, he just wanted to see again the place where he had
met the boy.
He walked this time directly to the entrance of the Passage, strode through the hall without looking around, and
stood at its southern exit. Everything was like before. The people shoved and crowded, shouting and laughing. He
was where he had stood. There was where the boy had run across. He recalled him again before him, as he had
run … Naturally the boy was not there—and why should he be there!
He turned and walked back through the Passage and out. He did not look around, never guessing that the boy
he sought was sitting on a bench not twenty steps away—sitting tired, hungry, and completely in despair.
Unaware of the boy’s presence so near, he strode down the Linden, head low, away from that place so
abhorrent to him.
5
The boy was still sitting on the outer edge of the bench, staring across to the entrance. A whole troop of young
guys stood there, he could see, entirely indifferent to fact that they were blocking traffic. They were laughing and
talking, all at once. He still did not venture over.
Then, as the pain in his stomach again became especially strong, he slowly got up and walked, eyes lowered,
across the road up to the Passage entrance. At the corner, near a mailbox, a boy was standing alone. He was bareheaded, looked down and out, and under his dirty jacket showed a lean, shirtless chest. He stood there as if
waiting for someone.
The boy positioned himself beside the shirtless youth. His legs trembled. Hunger? Fear? Of what? he told
himself. No one looked concerned about him. Yet it did seem that the passersby and people coming out the
Passage—and mostly the older men—looked at him peculiarly before walking on. He became aware also of being
watched by a group of young people in the middle of the entrance. They turned toward him and laughed
disdainfully, then went on talking among themselves. Were they talking about him, he wondered. He did not dare
go ask them if anyone knew where he could find work. He would sooner ask the one standing next to him, though
even he looked as if he had not had work for a long time. Thus thinking, he suddenly heard a hissing, angry voice
close to his ear. It was the shirtless boy beside him.
“Stupid lout! Ain’t ya got eyes in ya head? Can’t ya see that the john there is keen on ya? What ya standing
here for, messing up my chance?” He paused and then said, still more furiously, almost threateningly,
“Go after him!”
He became terribly frightened by the youth's angry tone. What had the boy said? Whom was he talking about?
What did he want? He could not stay there any longer.
He walked rapidly away from the Passage, down the Linden, laughter echoing after him. Were they laughing at
him again? He walked past the buildings with their shops, then across the middle promenade, and again, to
648

another bench. He could not go on.
Why had the shirtless boy been so angry? What had he wanted from him? His head was spinning. He
understood not a word of it all.
Sitting on the bench, trembling from the scare and from hunger, it suddenly occurred to him that he was being
watched. A gentleman on the bench next to his leaned forward and looked over at him. Then the man got up and
came to sit close beside him.
The boy rose and walked away. He felt a sudden rage. What did these strangers want? Would he nowhere be
left in peace? Was he not allowed to sit quietly on a bench like anybody else? He wanted to get away—no matter
where—just away.
He crossed to the other side and turned into a quiet side street. He crept along close to the buildings, tired
enough to drop. I would like to just drop, he thought, drop and stay there. Then it would at least be at an end.
He did not know how long or where he had walked when he heard a voice beside him, a friendly and
encouraging voice.
“Well, little one, also out for a walk? Don’t you want to come along with me?”
He looked up. Was this the gentleman on the bench, or another? He could not say, but he thought he
recognized the man. Was it someone from earlier, who had looked at him so? The gentleman wore a light summer
coat. He carried a briefcase under his arm and had a beardless face. He was smiling and flushed, as if from
walking fast. When the man saw the astonishment on the boy’s face, he changed his tone and said pleasantly,
“You really don’t need to be afraid. Nothing will happen to you. And you get ten marks.” He still received no
answer and asked once more,
“Well, are you coming with me or not?” In his head the boy's thoughts were racing like crazy as he stood
before the stranger and looked up at him.
“Ten marks—what for then?—Come with you—where to?” he stammered. The gentleman seemed to have
missed the question entirely.
“Just come on. It’s not far. Right over there …” He was already walking on. Turning back to the still hesitant
boy, he spoke again:
“But only if you want to. I won’t talk you into it.”
For fear of losing the ten marks, the boy pulled himself together and stepped along beside the gentleman. By
now he was entirely without willpower. It mattered not where he was led … Only the money—he needed the ten
marks. They talked no more.
A couple hundred paces further the gentleman entered a house, waved him in, and they climbed up some stairs.
At a door on the second floor the man rang short and loud.
The boy stood on the top step of the stairway, full of fear. He could still turn back and run away, he knew. But
he followed the man through the door that opened just at that moment.
*
Standing on the street again a half hour later, ten marks in his pocket, he felt like laughing out loud from joy. If
it was nothing more than that! The pastor in his village had done that with him, only he had not been friendly, but
clumsy and rough, and had only given him a couple of apples from the garden.
So that’s how one could make money! And he had thought for a moment on the stairs he was to be murdered!
The hundreds of thoughts that were ready to storm over him were for the present drowned by a single one—
eat, now, just eat! Eat as soon as possible, and as much as possible! Eat! Eat and drink!
He dashed to Aschinger’s on Friedrich Street. He sat in the farthest room back, in a remote comer, where he
was alone at this early afternoon hour. He shoved the ten-mark bill at the waiter. The waiter laughed:
“You’ve got time! What will it be, then?”
“Sausages. And bread. Right away. And then a glass of dark beer, a large—”
The waiter laughed again and first set a basket of bread in front of him. He soon came back with the rest.
The first pair of sausages the boy devoured and then he studied the menu. There were many unfamiliar things
listed so he stayed with sausages—a second and then a third pair—with lots of potato salad and much more bread.
Eagerly, the first glass of beer was followed by a second, then a small cognac. Next he bought cigarettes, ten all at
once. And everything was paid for immediately. A half hour later he felt ready to calmly think over the
unprecedented experience he had just had.
So that’s how one could make money … he mused. He felt well and relaxed, as never before in his life. Also,
he was no longer tired. He had not a trace of fatigue—it had all been only hunger.
He did not want to leave the café. It was so cozy in the corner, alone, with beer and cigarettes in front of him,
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as many as he wanted.
So that’s how one could make money here in Berlin! he thought again.
Now he knew how Max had acquired the stack of money, the ring, the watch, the cane and everything! Finally
he saw what was behind Max’s talk about good-looking boys, Friedrich Street, and the Passage! Max had not
plainly spelled it out, the deceitful dog! Did Max think he would have betrayed the secret! How well he knew that
you just did not tell something like that—to no one!
He was unable, though, to become really angry at Max. His good feeling of being filled up was too great, and
he felt relieved, released from the puzzle which had racked his brains so much these past days!
Now he knew why so many boys stood around in the Passage. He realized why the gentlemen nudged him,
looked at him, and whispered to him. He understood the reason the shirtless boy had been so angry with him. It
was clear why the other guys had laughed at him, and why the nice gentleman just earlier guessed that he was
new to Berlin.
Now it amused him that he had been afraid! Even if the encounter had not been any great fun, there had indeed
been nothing frightening about it. God, how stupid I have been! he thought. But now he would no longer be so
stupid. The thought came to him—What if I went to the Passage now! And looked the affair over again, but now
with entirely different eyes! Right away, today!
He had enough money, more than enough for today and tomorrow. He counted. He still had seven marks and
twenty pennies. Aschinger’s was cheap. With the remaining money he could go to his hotel, pay his room for the
night, and redeem his things. Yet it would also be nice if he got some more money, maybe ten marks again … He
wanted to go back to the Passage once more. Right now. But something else occurred to him.
While he was loitering around the train station, across the way he had noticed that besides the toilet there were
also washrooms, in which travelers could clean themselves and change clothes. He had nothing to change into,
but after these last two days he really needed to wash. He felt ashamed that everything about him was so dirty.
He walked to the station, found an empty washroom, and after generously adding another fifty to the fiftypenny fee, received soap, a second towel, brush, and comb. He put himself in order, as well as he could. His dirty
shirt he tucked under his jacket, leaving his chest bare; his pants he smoothed over his boots. He viewed himself
in the mirror, and found, as Max had suggested, that he was a good-looking boy, and felt confident to show
himself. Now he would learn whether the two of them—Max and he—were right.
Refreshed, cheered, with no trace of fear now, he strode to the Linden and sat, not on one of the benches, but
instead on one of the chairs for rent. He sat directly across from the Passage, yet near enough to keep an eye on it
and to see what took place. To begin with, he lit another cigarette. He would soon see how things were done.
He had no suspicion of the acquaintance he was to make this very day, within the next half hour.
*
People streamed by, including some individual gentlemen. He observed them now, carefully, but none paid
attention to him, sitting with one leg carelessly crossed over the other, comfortably smoking and digesting his
meal.
He began to be bored and decided to walk over to the Passage, when three young men came by, talking loudly
and laughing. He could not understand what they were saying, but all three were finely dressed, it seemed to him.
Then one of the three, after a quick, brief glance at him, stopped, shouted something to the others—to indicate to
the group to go on without him—and then came directly over and sat down on the chair beside him. To his
amazement, he heard himself addressed and a hand was extended to him.
“Hello, Chick! Well, how’s it going with ya? Have ya not got a cigarette for me?” He thought at first he had
not heard correctly, and stared disconcertedly at the hand extended to him.
This stranger was a slender boy, somewhat older than he—maybe seventeen or eighteen—with brown hair
smoothly combed back over his forehead. He had cheerful brown eyes, a strikingly red, as if painted, mouth, and
white teeth which, as he laughingly returned the boy’s look, he showed as much as possible. The boy was still so
taken aback at being spoken to that he could only bring out the words,
“Do we know one another then?”
The stranger laughed out loud. Then, withdrawing his hand, he said in an almost reproachful tone,
“Are you really not going to give me a cigarette?” The boy brought out the package of cigarettes and handed it
over to him.
“Thanks! One’s enough. For the moment.” He handed the package back.
“Light?”
What a fresh guy! the boy said to himself. Then he noted how he was being examined from head to foot,
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critically at first, then more approvingly, and he heard the stranger say,
“Now tell me, Chick, how long have you been here in Berlin now? And just what is your name? First name
only, of course!” The boy answered, “My name is Gunther”—and he found the courage to add,—“And what is
your name, sir?”
“‘Sir’ is good,” the stranger replied, grinning. “What my name is? Mine? Mine? Man, where do you come
from, that you don’t know me? I’m Atze, the refined Atze!”
Now Gunther had to laugh. Atze! He had never before heard such a funny name. The ice was broken.
“What does it stand for, ‘Atze’?”
“Atze—well, it just stands for Atze. Or Arthur.” Leaning over in his chair in the tone of a world-wise Berliner,
Atze continued.
“Man, you don't know from nothing! I’ll just have to take the Chick under my wing as quickly as possible, or
else he’ll fly wrong. Well, let’s see to that—all right, who am I?”
“Atze. The refined Atze,” said Gunther, laughing and taken with a sudden liking for the other boy. Arm in arm
they walked along the promenade to Friedrich Street. His new friend said scornfully,
“Passage? A boy who thinks highly of himself just doesn’t go to the Passage!”
Gunther was astonished. He was not to come out of his astonishment the whole evening. First they went to a
café, not one of the best, because of Gunther’s clothes, but still a decent one, where they ate pastry and drank a
couple of fine liqueurs. Then to a cinema, and after that a cellar restaurant in a side street, where the food was
simple but good, and the portions were large.
Everywhere, the refined Atze was recognized. He met acquaintances, and was greeted by name. And
everywhere, when Gunther made an attempt to pay, Atze rejected it.
“Just never mind, it will be all right,” and Atze would cover the whole check.
In the cellar restaurant, at a scrubbed white table, when they were alone, sated and smoking, Gunther told Atze
everything—everything that he had to tell—and Atze listened quietly and attentively, without interrupting him.
Gunther told of his earlier life in the village, of Max’s visit, of his flight to Berlin and the misery of these last
days. Finally he told of his encounter with the man who had just given him the ten marks.
Atze pricked up his ears at this. He inquired about details, made Gunther describe the exact appearance of the
gentleman, and finally asked what he had received. When Gunther told the amount Atze gave his opinion
thoughtfully, again as a Berliner:
“Ten marks is not exactly plenty. But in those duds …” When Gunther indicated, about midnight, that he must
go to his hotel to sleep, Atze said curtly: “Sleep? You can sleep at my place,” and he packed Gunther into a real
automobile. The trip in the auto was the high point of the evening. Gunther was blissful.
Atze was a friend! Gunther had no fear of him. With Atze he would go to the end of the world! Atze listened,
and he held nothing back like underhanded Max, the ape! Gunther wanted to learn much more from Atze—
everything he did not know. Everything.
*
At Atze’s dwelling, in a respectable-appearing house far up in the north, they did not even have to ring.
Standing at the door was an enormously fat woman, with a rosy, good-natured face, wearing a dazzling white
nightgown covering huge breasts. She held a burning lamp in her hand, as if expecting the late guests, and she
greeted them with the words,
“Well, Atze, what kind of a shady little bird have you brought with you again, you shameless rascal, you!”
But Atze, already in her room, took the lamp from her hand, grasped her around the hips, and whirled the
reluctant woman around a couple of times.
“Little Mama,” he cried, “Little Mama, just think, he lost his virginity only today!”
During this night, as they lay side by side in Atze’s bed in his room, with Little Mama audibly snoring,
Gunther learned much more. He learned what a hustler was, and what a john was. He learned which gentlemen
one should go with, and which not; what one should do, and what not; and what price to ask for. Also, he learned
what a cop was, and what an auntie was. An auntie—well, that was just, “oooh nooo! an auntie—like girls when
they’re young and then like old maids …”
Cops however—the police were called that—were the criminal officers who were always after the boys, and
against whom you really had to be on your guard. Then there also were the boys over twenty—smart guys, hot
heads, toughs—precisely those who were so dangerous to every auntie.
Gunther, awake and entirely spellbound by everything he heard, listened with both ears as if to a revelation. He
drank it in. His respect for his new friend knew no bounds. Atze knew everything. There was nothing that Atze
651

did not know.
Atze, however, as much as he enjoyed hearing himself talk, finally grew tired of his own wisdom, and since at
the bottom of his black soul he “loved ’em young,” he threw himself on Gunther. …
225.210 Excerpt from Halcyone\fn{by Elinor Glyn (1864-1943)} Saint Helier, Jersey, Channel Islands, United
Kingdom (F) 10
1
Outside one of the park gates there was a little house; in the prosperous days of the La Sarthe it had been the
land steward’s; but when there was no longer any land to steward it had gone with the rest, and for several years
had been uninhabited.
One day in early spring Halcyone saw smoke coming out of the chimney. This was too interesting a fact not t0
be investigated; she resented it too, because a hole in the park paling had often let her into the garden, and there
was a particularly fine apple-tree there whose fruit she had yearly enjoyed.
She crept nearer, a tall, slender shape, with mouse-coloured hair waving down her back, and a scarlet cap
pulled jauntily over her brow, the delightful feeling of adventure tingling in her veins. Yes, the gap was there, it
had not been mended yet; she would penetrate and see for herself who this intruder could be.
She climbed through and stole along the orchard and up to the house. Signs of mending were around the
windows, in the shape of a new board here and there in the shutters; but nothing further. She peeped over the low
sill, and there her eyes met those of an old man seated in a shabby armchair amid piles and piles of books. He had
evidently been reading while he smoked a long clay pipe.
He was a fine old man with a splendid presence; his gray hair was longer than is usual, and a silvery beard
flowed over his chest. Halcyone at once likened him to Cheiron in the picture of him in her volume of Kingsley’s
Heroes.
They stared at one another and the old man rose and came to the window. Halcyone did not move.
“Who are you, little girl?” he said. “And what do you want?”
“I want to know who you are, and why you have come here?” she answered fearlessly. “I am Halcyone, you
know.” The old man smiled.
“That ought to tell me everything,” he said gravely, “but unfortunately it does not! Who is Halcyone?”
“I live at La Sarthe Chase with the Aunts La Sarthe,” she said proudly, as though La Sarthe Chase had been
Windsor Castle; “and I have been accustomed to play in this garden. I don’t like your being here much.”
“I am sorry for that, because it suits me and I have bought it. But how would it be if I said you might come into
the garden still and play? Would you forgive me then for being here?”
“I might,” said Halcyone. “What are all these books for?”
“They are to read.”
“I knew that,” and she frowned, beetling her delicate dark brows; “but why such a lot? You can never read
them all.” The old man smiled.
“I have read most of them already,” he said. “I have had plenty of time, you see.”
“Yes, I daresay you are old,” said Halcyone; “and what are they about? I would like to know that. My books so
seldom interest me.”
He handed her one through the window, but it was written in Greek and she could not read it. She frowned
again as she turned over the pages.
“Perhaps there is something nice in that,” she said.
“Possibly.”
“Well, won’t you tell me what?”
“That would take a long time. Suppose you come in and have tea with me, then we could talk comfortably.”
“That sounds a good plan,” she said gravely. “Shall I climb through the window—I can quite easily—or would
you like me to go round by the door?”
“The window will serve,” said the old man.
And with one bound, as light as a young kid, Halcyone was in the room. There was a second armchair beyond
the pile of books, and into that she nestled, crossing her knees and clasping her hands round them.
“Now we can begin,” she said.
“Tea or talk?” asked the old man.
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“Why, talk, of course; there is no tea—”
“But if you rang that bell some might come.”
Halcyone jumped up again and looked about for the bell. She was not going to ask where it was—she disliked
stupid people herself. The old man watched her from under the penthouse of his eyebrows with a curious smile.
The bell was hidden in the carving of the mantelpiece, but she found it at last and gave it a lusty pull. It seemed
answered instantaneously by a strange-looking man, a dark, extremely thin person with black dull eyes. The old
man spoke to him in an unknown language and he retired silently.
“Who was that?” asked Halcyone.
“That is my servant—he will bring tea.”
“He is not English?”
“No; does that matter?”
“Of course not; but what country does he come from?”
“You must ask him some day.”
“I want to see countries,” and, she stretched out her slender arms; “I want to fly away outside the park and see
the world.”
“You have time,” said the old man.
“When I am big enough I shall run away—I get very tired of only the Aunts La Sarthe. They never understand
a word I say.”
“What do you say?”
“I want to say all sorts of things, but if it isn’t what they have heard a hundred times before, they look shocked
and pained.”
“You must come and say them to me then, perhaps I might understand, and in any case I should not be shocked
or pained.”
“They remind me of the Three Gray Sisters, although there are only two of them—one eye and one tooth
between them.”
“I see; there is something we can talk about at all events,” said the old man. “The Three Gray Sisters are
friends of yours, are they?”
“Not friends!” Halcyone exclaimed emphatically. “I can’t bear them, silly old things nodding there, with their
ridiculous answers to Perseus, saying old things were better than new—and their day better than his—I should
have thrown their eye into the sea if I had been he. Do all old people do that—pretend their time was the best? Do
you? I don’t mean to.”
“You are right. It is a bad habit.”
“But are they better, the old things?”
The old man did not answer for a moment or two. He looked his visitor through and through with his wise gray
eyes—an investigation which might have disconcerted some people, but Halcyone was unabashed.
“I know what you are doing,” she said. “You are seeing the other side of my head, and I wish I could see the
other side of yours—I can the Aunts La Sarthe, and Priscilla’s, in a minute, but yours is different.”
“I am glad of that—you might be disappointed, though, if you did see what was there.”
“I always want to see,” she said simply. "See everything; and sometimes I find the other side not a bit what this
is—even in the birds and trees and the beetles—but you must have a huge big one.” The old man laughed.
“You and I are going to be good acquaintances,” he said. “Tell me some more of Perseus. What more do you
know of him?”
“I have only read The Heroes,” Halcyone admitted, “but I know it by heart—and I know it is all true, though
my governess says it is fairy-tales and not for girls. I want to learn Greek, but they can’t teach me.”
“That is too bad.”
“When things are put vaguely I always want to know them—I want to know why Medusa turned into a
gorgon? What was her sin?” The old man smiled.
“I see,” said Halcyone, “you won’t tell me, but some day I shall know.”
“Yes, some day you shall know,” he said.
“They seem such great people, those Greeks, they knew everything—so the preface of my Heroes says; and I
want to learn the things they knew—mathematics and geometry, rather—and especially logic and metaphysics,
because I want to know the meaning of words and the art of reasoning, and above everything I want to know
about my own thoughts and soul.”
“You strange little girl,” said the old man. “Have you a soul?”
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“I don’t know, I have something in there,” and Halcyone pointed to her head, “and it talks to me like another
voice, and when I am alone up a tree away from people, and all is beautiful, it seems to make it tight, round here,
and go from my head into my side,” and she placed her 1ean brown paw over her heart.
“Yes, you perhaps have a soul,” said the old man, and then he added, half to himself, “What a pity.”
“Why a pity?” demanded Halcyone.
“Because a woman with a soul suffers, and brings tribulation; but since you have one we may as well teach
you how to keep the thing in hand.”
At that moment the dark servant brought tea, and the fine oriental china pleased Halcyone, whose perceptions
took in the texture of every single thing she came in contact with.
The old man seemed to go into a reverie, he was quite silent while he poured out the tea, forgetting to enquire
her tastes as to cream and sugar—he drank his black, and handed Halcyone a cup of the same. She looked at him,
her enquiring eyes full of intelligence and understanding, and she realised at once that these trifles were not in his
consideration for the moment. So she helped herself to what she wanted and sat down again in her armchair—she
did not even rattle her teaspoon. Priscilla often made noises which irritated her when she was thinking. The old
man came back to a remembrance of her presence at last.
“Little girl,” he said, “would you like to come here pretty often and learn Greek, and about the Greeks?”
Halcyone bounded from her chair with joy.
“But of course I would!” she said. “And I am not stupid—not really stupid, Mademoiselle says, when I want to
learn things.”
“No, I daresay you are not stupid,” the old man said. “So it is a bargain then. I shall teach you about my friends
the Greeks, and you shall teach me about the green trees, and your friends the rabbits and the beetles.”
Then those instinctive good manners of Halcyone’s came uppermost, inherited, like her slender shape and
balanced head, from that long line of La Sarthe ancestors, and she thanked the old man with a quaint, courtly,
sweetly pedantic grace. Then she got up to go.
“I like being here—and may I come again tomorrow?” she said afterwards. “I must go now, or they will be
disagreeable and perhaps make difficulties.” The old man watched her as she curtsied to him and vaulted through
the window again, and on down the path, and through the hole in the paling, without once turning round. Then he
muttered to himself:
“A woman thing who refrains from looking back! Yes, I fear she has a soul.” Then he returned to his pipe and
his Aristotle.
2
Halcyone struck straight across the park until she came to the beech avenue near the top, which ran south. The
place had been nobly planned by that grim old La Sarthe who raised it in the days of the seventh Henry. It stood
very high, with its terraced garden in the centre of four splendid avenues of oak, lime, beech and Spanish chestnut
running east, west, north and south; and four gates in different stages of dilapidation gave entrance through a
broken wall of stone to a circular drive which connected all the avenues giving access to the house, a battered
irregular erection of gray stone.
To reach the splendid front door you entered from the oak avenue and crossed the pleasaunce, now only an
overgrown meadow where the one cow grazed in the summer. Then you were obliged to mount three stately
flights of stone steps until you reached the first terrace, which was flagged near the house and bordered with stiff
flowerbeds. Here you might turn and look back due west upon a view of exquisite beauty. An undulating fertile
country beneath, and then in the far distance a line of dim blue hills.
But if you chanced to wish to enter your carriage unwetted on a rainy day, you were obliged to deny yourself
the pleasure of passing through the entrance hall in state, and to go utt at the back by stone passages into the
courtyard, where the circular avenue came up close to a fortified door, under the arch of which you could drive.
Everything spoke of past grandeur and present decay. Only the flowerbeds of the highest terrace appeared even
partly cultivated; the two lower ones were a wild riot of weeds and straggling rose-trees unpruned and untrained,
and if you looked up at the windows in the southern wing of the house, you saw that several panes in them were
missing, and that the holes had been stuffed with rags.
At this time of the year the beech avenue presented an indescribably lovely sight of just opening leaves of
tender green. It was a never-failing joy to Halcyone. She walked the few paces which separated her from it, and
turning, stood leaning against the broken gate now, drinking in every tone of the patches the lowered sun made of
gold between the green. For her it was full of wood nymphs and elves—it did not contain gods and goddesses like
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the others—she told herself long stories about them.
The beech avenue was her favourite for the spring, the lime for the summer, the chestnut for the autumn, and
the oak for the winter. She knew every tree in all four, as a huntsman knows his hounds. And when, in the great
equinoctial storm of the previous year, three giant oaks lay shattered and broken, the sight had caused her deep
grief, until she wove a legend about them and turned them into monsters for Perseus to subdue with Medusa’s
head. One, indeed, whose trunk was gnarled and twisted, became the serpent of the brazen scales who sleepeth
not, guardIng the golden fleece.
“As the tree falls so shall it lie,” seemed to be the motto of La Sarthe Chase, for none were removed. Halcyone
stretched out her arms and beckoned to her fairy friends.
“Queen Mab,” she called, "come and dance nearer to me—I can see your wings, and I want to talk to you
today!” And as if in answer to this invitation, the rays of the lowered sun shifted to an opening almost at her feet,
and with a cry of joy the child began to dance in the gorgeous light.
“Come follow, follow me, ye fairy elves that be,” she sang softly.
And the sprites laughed with gladness, and gilded her mouse hair with gold, and lit up her eyes, and wove
scarves about her with gossamer threads, and beneath her feet tall bluebells offered their heads as a carpet. But
Halcyone sprang over them, she would not have crushed the meanest weed.
“Queen Mab,” she said at last, as she sat down in the middle of the sunlight, “I have found an old gentleman—
and he is Cheiron, and if one could see it in the right light, he may have a horse’s body—and he is going to teach
me just what Jason learnt—and then I shall tell it to you.” The rays shifted again to a path beyond, and Halcyone
bounded up and went on her way.
Old William was drawing the elder Miss La Sarthe, in a dilapidated basket-chair, up and down on the highest
terrace. She held a minute faded pink silk parasol over her head—it had an ivory handle which folded up when
she no longer needed the parasol as a shade. She wore one-buttoned gloves, of slate-coloured kid, and a wristband
of black velvet clasped with a buckle. An inverted cake-tin of weatherbeaten straw, trimmed with rusty velvet,
shadowed her old tired eyes, and an Indian shawl was crossed upon her thin bosom.
“Halcyone!” she called querulously. “Where have you been, child? You must have missed your tea.” And
Halcyone answered:
“In the orchard.” For of what use to inform Aunt Ginevra about that enchanting visit to Cheiron? Aunt Ginevra
who knew not of such beings!
“The orchard’s let,” grunted old William; “they do say it’s sold—”
“I had rather not hear of it, William,” said Miss La Sarthe, frowning. “It does not concern one what occurs
beyond one’s gates.”
Old William growled gently, and continued his laborious task—one of the wheels squeaked as it turned on the
flags.
“Aunt Ginevra, you must have that oiled,” said Halcyone, as she screwed up her face. “How can you bear it!
You can’t see the lovely spring things, with that noise.”
“One does not see with one’s ears, Halcyone,” quavered Miss La Sarthe. “Take me in now, William.”
“And she can’t even see them with her eyes—poor Aunt Ginevra!” Halcyone said to herself, as she walked
respectfully by the chair until it passed the front door on its way to the side. Then she bounded up the steps and
through the panelled desolate hall, taking joy in climbing the dog-gates at the turn of the stairs, which she could
easily have opened—and she did not pause untIl she reached her own room in the battered south wing, and was
soon curled up in the broad window-sill, her hands clasped round her knees.
For this was a wonderful thing which had come into her life—she had met someone who could see the other
side of her head! Henceforth there would be a human voice, not only a fairy’s, to converse with her. Indeed the
world was a very fair place!
Here Priscilla found her when it was growing dark, still with the rapt expression of glad thought on her face.
And the elderly woman shook her head.
“That child is not canny,” she muttered, while aloud she chided her for idleness and untidiness in having
thrown her cap on the floor. But Halcyone flung her arms round Priscilla’s neck and laughed in her beard.
“Oh, you dear old goosiel I have been with the Immortals on the blue peaks of Olympus, and there we did not
wear caps!”
“Them immortals!” said Priscilla. “Better far you were attending to things you can see. They’ll be coming
down and carrying you off, some of these fine nights!”
“The Immortals don’t care so much about the nights, Priscilla—unless Artemis is abroad—she does; but the
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others like the sunlight, and great white clouds and a still blue sky. I am quite safe,” and Halcyone smiled.
Priscilla began tidying up.
“Mamselle’s wrote to the mistresses to say she won’t come back, she can’t put up with the place any longer.”
This sounded too good to be true. Another governess going! Surely they would see it was no use asking any
more to come to La Sarthe Chase—Halcyone had never had one who could appreciate its beauties. Governesses
to her were poor-spirited creatures, afraid of rats and the dark passages—and one and all resentful of the ragstuffed panes in the long gallery. Surely with the new-found Cheiron to instruct her about those divine Greeks a
fresh governess was unnecessary.
“I shall ask Aunt Ginevra to implore my stepfather not to send any more. We don’t want them, do we,
Priscilla?”
“That we don’t, my lamb,” agreed Priscilla; “but you must learn something more useful than gods and
goddesses. Your poor dear mother in heaven would break her heart if she knew you were going to be brought up
ignorant.” Halcyone raised her head haughtily.
“I shan’t be ignorant—don’t be afraid; I would not remain ignorant even if no other governess ever came near
me. I can read by myself, and the dear old gentleman I saw today will direct me.”
And then, when she perceived the look of astonishment on Priscilla’s face—“Ah! that is a secret! I had not
meant to tell you—but I will. The orchard cottage is inhabited, and I’ve seen him, and he is Cheiron, and I am
going to learn Greek!”
“Bless my heart!” said Priscilla. “Well, now, it is long past seven o’clock, and you must dress to go down to
dessert.”
And all the time she was putting Halcyone into her too-short white frock, and brushing her mane of hair, the
child kept up a brisk conversation. Silent for hours at a time, when something suddenly interested her she could be
loquacious enough.
One candle had to be lit before her toilet was completed, and then at half-past seven she stole down the stairs,
full of shadows, and across the hall to the great dining-room, where the Misses La Sarthe dined in state at seven
o’clock, off some thin soup and one other dish, so that at half-past seven the cloth had been cleared away by old
William (in a black evening coat now and rather a high stock), and the shining mahogany table reflected the two
candles in their superb old silver candlesticks.
At this stage, as Halcyone entered the room, it was customary for William to place the dish of apples on the
table in front of Miss La Sarthe, and the dish of almonds and raisins in front of Miss Roberta. The dessert did not
vary much for months—from October to late June it was the same; and only on Sundays was the almond and
raisin dish allowed to be partaken of; but each evening an apple was divided into four quarters, after being
carefully peeled by Miss La Sarthe, and Miss Roberta was given two quarters and Halcyone one, while the eldest
lady nibbled at the remaining piece herself.
In her day children had always come down to dessert, and had had to be good and not greedy, or the fate of
Miss Augusta Noble of that estimable book The Fairchild Family would certainly fall upon them. Halcyone, from
her earliest memory, had come down to dessert every night—except at one or two pleasant moments when the
measles or a bad cold had kept her in bed. Half-past seven o’clock, summer and winter, had meant for her the
quarter of an apple, two or three strawberries or a plum and almost always the same conversation.
Miss La Sarthe sat at the head of the table, in a green silk dress cut low upon the shoulders, and trimmed with a
bertha of blonde lace. Miss Roberta—sad falling off from dignity—had her thin bones covered with a habit shirt
of tulle, because she was altogether a poorer creature than her sister, and felt the cold badly. Both ladies wore
ringlets at the sides of their faces and little caps of ribbon and lace.
Even within Halcyone’s memory the dining-room had lost some of its adornments. The Chippendale chairs had
gone, and had been replaced by four stout kitchen ones; the bits of rare china were fewer; but the portrait of the
famous Timothy La Sarthe by Holbein still frowned from his place of honour above the chimney-piece. All the La
Sarthes had been christened Timothy since that time.
The affair of the governess seemed to be troubling Miss Roberta. At intervals she had found comfort in these
denizens of the outer world, and, free from the stern eye of Sister Ginevra, had been wont to chat with one and
another. They never stayed long enough for her to know them well, and now this lady—the fifth within two years
—had refused to return. Life seemed very dull.
“Need I have any more governesses, Aunt Ginevra?” Halcyone said. “There is an old gentleman who has
bought the orchard house, and he says he will teach me Greek—and I already know a number of other tiresome
things.”
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Halcyone had not meant to tell her aunts anything about Cheiron—this new-found joy—but she reasoned after
she heard of Mademoiselle’s non-return, that the knowledge that she would have some instructor might have
weight with those in charge of her. It was worth risking at all events. Miss La Sarthe adjusted a gold pince-nez
and looked at the little girl.
“How old are you, Halcyone?” she asked.
“I was twelve on the seventh of last October, Aunt Ginevra.”
“Twelve—a young gentlewoman’s education is not complete at twelve years old, child—although governesses
in the house are not very pleasant, I admit,” and Miss La Sarthe sighed.
“Oh, I know it isn’t!” said Halcyone; “but, you see, I can speak French and German quite decently, and the
other things surely I might learn myself in between the old gentleman’s teaching.”
“But what do you know of this—this stranger?” demanded Miss La Sarthe. “You allude to someone of whom
neither your Aunt Roberta nor I have ever heard.”
“I met him today—I went into the orchard as usual, and found the house was inhabited, and I saw him and he
asked me in to tea—he is a very old gentleman with a long white beard, and very, very clever—his room is full of
Greek books, and we had a long talk, and he was very kind, and said he would teach me to read them.” This
seemed to Halcyone to be sufficient in the way of credentials for anyone.
“I have heard from Hester,” Miss Roberta interposed timidly, “that the orchard house has been bought by an
Oxford professor—it sounds most respectable, does it not, sister?” Miss La Sarthe looked stern,
“More than thirty-five years ago, Roberta, I told you I disapproved of Hester’s chattering. I cannot conceive
personally how you can converse with servants as you do—Hester would not have dared to gossip to me!”
Poor Miss Roberta looked crushed. She had often been chided on this point before. Halcyone would like to
have reminded her elder aunt that William, who was equally a servant, had announced some such news to her that
afternoon; but she remained silent—she must gain her point if she could, and to argue, she knew, was never a road
to success.
“I am sure if we could get a really nice English girl,” hazarded Miss Roberta, wishing to propitiate, “it might
be company for us all, Ginevra; but if Mrs. Anderton insists upon sending another foreign person—”
“And of course she will,” interrupted the elder lady; “people of Mrs. Anderton’s class always think it is more
genteel to have a smattering of foreign languages than to know their own mother-tongue; we may get another
German—and that I could hardly bear.”
“Then do write to my stepfather, please, please,” cried Halcyone. “Say I am going to be splendidly taught—
lots of interesting things—and, oh, I will try so hard by myself to keep up what I already know—I will practise—
really, really, Aunt Ginevra—and do my German exercises, and dear Aunt Roberta can talk French to me, and
even teach me the Italian songs that she sings so beautifully to her guitar!”
This last won the day as far as Miss Roberta was concerned—her faded cheeks flushed pink—the trilling
Italian love-songs, learnt some fifty years ago during a two years’ residence in Florence, had always been her
pride and joy. So she warmly seconded her niece’s pleadings, and the momentous decision was come to that
James Anderton should be approached upon the subject. If the child learned Greek—from a professor—and could
pick up a few of Roberta’s songs as an accomplishment, she might do well enough, and a governess in the house,
in spite of the money paid by Mr. Anderton to keep her, was a continual gall and worry to them.
Halcyone knew very little about her stepfather—she was aware that he had married her mother when she was a
very poor and sorrowful young widow—that she had had two stepsisters and a brother very close together, and
then that the pretty mother had died. There was evidently something so sad connected with the whole story that
Priscilla never cared much to talk about it. It was always “Your poor sainted mother in heaven,” or, “Your blessed
pretty mother”—and with that instinctive knowledge of the feelings of other people which characterised
Halcyone’s point of view, she had avoided questioning her old nurse. Her stepfather, James Anderton, was a very
wealthy stockbroker—she knew that, and also that a year or so after her mother’s death he had married again—“A
person of his own class,” Miss La Sarthe had said, “far more suitable to him than poor Elaine.”
Halcyone had only been six years old at her mother’s death, but she kept a crisp memory of the horror of it.
The crimson, crumpled-looking baby brother, in his long clothes, whose coming somehow seemed responsible for
the loss of her tender angel, for a long time was viewed with resentful hatred. It was a terrible, unspeakable grief.
She remembered perfectly the helpless sense of loss and loneliness.
Her mother had loved her with passionate devotion. She was conscious even then that Mabel and Ethel, the
stepsisters, were as nothing in comparison to herself in her mother’s regard. She had a certainty that her mother
had loved her own father very much—the young, brilliant, spendthrift, last La Sarthe. And her mother had been of
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the family too—a distant cousin. So she herself was La Sarthe to her finger-tips—slender and pale and
distinguished-looking.
She remembered the last scene with her stepfather before her coming to La Sarthe Chase. It was the
culmination after a year of misery and unassuaged grieving for her loss. He had come into the nursery where the
three little girls were playing—Halcyone and her two stepsisters—and he had made them all stand up in his rough
way, and see who could catch the pennies the best that he threw from the door. His brother—“Uncle Ted”—was
with him. And the two younger children, Mabel of five and Ethel of four, shouted riotously with glee and snatched
the coins from one another, and greedily quarrelled over those which Halcyone caught with her superior skill and
handed to them. She remembered her stepfather’s face—it grew heavy and sullen, and he walked to the window,
where his brother followed him—and she remembered their words and had pondered over them often since.
“It’s the damned breeding in the brat that fairly gets me raw, Ted,” Mr. Anderton had said. “Why the devil
couldn’t Elaine have given it to my children too? I can’t stand it—a home must be found for her elsewhere.”
And soon after that Halcyone had come with her own Priscilla to La Sarthe Chase to her great-aunts Ginevra
and Roberta, in their tumble-down mansion which her father had not lived to inherit. Under family arrange ments
it was the two old ladies’ property for their lives.
And now the problem of what James Anderton—or rather the second Mrs. James Anderton—would do was the
question of the moment. Would there be a fresh governess, or would they all be left in peace without one? Mrs.
James Anderton, Miss Roberta had said once, was a person who “did her duty,” “as people often did in her class!”
“A most worthy woman—if not quite a lady,” and she had striven to do her best by James Anderton’s children,
even his stepchild Halcyone.
Miss La Sarthe promised to write that night before she went to bed, but Halcyone knew it was a long process
with her, and that an answer could not be expected for at least a week, therefore there was no good agitating
herself too soon about the result. It was one of her principles never to worry over unnecessary things. Life was
full of blessed certainties to enjoy without spoiling them by speculating over possible unpleasantnesses.
The old gentleman—Cheiron—and old William and the timid curate who came to dine on Saturday nights
once a month were about the only male creatures Halcyone had ever spoken to within her recollection—their
rector was a confirmed invalid and lived abroad—but Priscilla had a supreme contempt for men as a sex.
“One and all set on themselves, my lamb,” she said, “even your own beautiful father had to be bowed down to
and worshipped; we put up with it in him of course—but I never did see one that didn’t think of himself first. It is
their selfishness that causes all the sorrow of the world to women—we needn’t have lost your angel mother but
for Mr. Anderton’s selfishness—a kind, hard, rough man—abut as selfish as a gentleman.”
It seemed a more excusable defect to Priscilla in the upper class, but had no redeeming touch in the status of
Mr. Anderton. Halcyone, however, had a logical mind and reasoned with her nurse:
“If they are all selfish, Priscilla, it must be either women’s fault for letting them be, or God intended them to be
so—a thing can’t be all unless the big Force makes it.”
This “big Force”—this “God”—was a real personality to Halcyone. She could not bear it when in church she
heard the meanest acts of revenge and petty wounded vanity attributed to Him. She argued it was because the
curate did not know. Having come from a town, he could not be speaking of the same wonderful God she knew in
the woods and fields. The God so loving and tender in the spring-time to the budding flowers—so gorgeous in the
summer and autumn and so pure and cold in the winter—with all that to attend to He could not possibly stoop to
punish ignorant people and harbour anger and wrath against them. He was the sunlight and the moonlight and the
starlight. He was the voice which talked in the night and made her never lonely.
And all the other things of nature and the universe were gods also—lesser ones obeying the supreme Force and
somehow fused with Him in a whole—being part of a scheme which He had invented to complete the felicity of
the world He had created. Not beings to be prayed to or solicited for favours, but just gentle, glorious,
sympathetic, invisible friends. She was very much interested in Christ, He was certainly a part of God too—but
she could not understand about His dying to save the world, since the God she heard of in the church was still
forever punishing and torturing human beings, or only extending mercy after His vanity had been flattered by
offerings and sacrifices.
“I expect,” she said to herself, coming home one Sunday after one of Mr. Miller’s lengthy discourses upon
God’s vengeance, “when I am older and able really to understand what is written in the Bible, I shall find it isn’t
that a bit, and it is either Mr. Miller can’t see straight or he has put the stops all in the wrong places and changed
the sense. In any case I shall not trouble now—the God who kept me from falling through the hole in the loft
yesterday, by that ray of sunlight to show the cracked board, is the one I am fond of.” It was the simple and
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logical view of a case which always appealed to her.
“Halcyone” her parents had called her well—their bond of love—their tangible proof of halcyon days—and
always when Halcyone read her Heroes she felt it was her beautiful father and mother who were the real Halcyone
and Ceyx, and she longed to see the blue summer sea and the pleasant isles of Greece that she might find their
floating nest, and see them sail away happily forever over those gentle southern waves.
3
Mr. Carlyon—for such was Cheiron’s real name—knocked the ashes from his long pipe next day at eleven
o’clock in the morning, after his late breakfast, and began to arrange his books. His mind was away in a land of
classical lore—he had almost forgotten the sprite who had invaded his solitude the previous afternoon, until he
heard a tap at the window, and saw her standing there—great intelligent eyes aflame and rosy lips, apart.
“May I come in, please?” her voice said. “I am afraid I am a little early, but I had something so very interesting
to tell you, I had to come.” He opened wide the window and let in the May sunshine.
“The first of May and a May Queen,” he told her presently, when they were seated in their two chairs. “And
now begin this interesting news.”
“Aunt Ginevra has promised to write to my stepfather at once, and suggest that no more governesses are sent
to me. Won’t it be perfectly splendid if he agrees?”
“I really don’t know,” said Cheiron. Halcyone’s face fell.
“You promised to teach me Greek,” she said simply, “and I know from my Heroes that is all that I need
necessarily learn from anyone to acquire the other things myself.” This seemed to Mr. Carlyon a very conclusive
answer—his bent of mind found it logical.
“Very well,” he said. “When shall we begin?”
“Perhaps tomorrow. Today if you have time, I would like to take you for a walk in the park, and show you
some of the trees. The beeches are coming out very early this year, they have the most exquisite green just
showing, and the chestnuts in some places have quite large leaves. It is damp underfoot, though—do you mind
that?”
“Not a bit,” said Cheiron. And so they went, creeping through the hole in the paling like two brigands on a
marauding expedition.
“There used to be deer when I first came five years ago,” Halcyone said,—“I remember them quite well, and
their sweet little fawns—but the next winter was that horribly cold one, and there was no hay to be put out to
them. My Aunts La Sarthe are very poor—and some of them died—and in the summer the Long Man came and
talked and talked, and Aunt Roberta had red eyes all the afternoon, as she always does when he comes, and Aunt
Ginevra pretended hers were a cold in her head—and the week after a lot of men arrived and drove all the tender,
beautiful creatures into corners, and took them away in carts with nets over them—the does—but the bucks had
pieces of wood because their horns would have torn the nets.” Her delicate lips quivered a moment, as though at a
too painful memory—then she smiled.
“But one mother doe and her fawn got away—and I knew where they were hiding, but I did not tell, of course
—and now there are four of them, or perhaps five; but they are very wild and keep in the copses, and fly if they
see anyone coming. They don’t mind me, of course, but strangers. The mother remembers that awful day, I
expect.”
“No doubt,” said Cheiron; “and who is the ‘LongMan’ you spoke of as having instigated this outrage?”
“He is the man of business, he was the bailiff once, but is a house-agent now in Applewood. And whenever he
comes something has to go—we all dread it—last Michaelmas it was the Chippendale dining-room chairs—”
“I know him then—I bought my cottage from him. I suppose all this is necessary, because he seemed an honest
fellow.”
“Someone long ago made it necessary—it is not the aunts’ fault—” and then Halcyone stopped abruptly and
pointed to the beech avenue, which they were approaching now through the bracken—brown and crisp from last
year, with only here and there a green shoot showing.
“Queen Mab and the elves live there in May and early June,” she said; “they dance every afternoon as the sun
sets, and sometimes in the dawn too, and the early morning. You can see them if you keep quite still.”
“Naturally,” said Cheiron.
“Do you know, since last winter I have had a great pleasure,” and Halcyone’s grave, intent eyes looked up into
the old gentleman’s face. “There was a terrible storm in February—but can you really keep a secret?"—and then,
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as he nodded his head seriously, she went on:
“It blew down a narrow piece of the panelling in the long gallery—it is next to my room, you know, and I
heard the noise in the night and lit a candle and went to see—some of the window-panes are broken, so it is very
blustery there in storms. Well, there was a door behind it—a secret door! I was so excited, but I could not keep the
candle alight and it was very cold. I saw nothing was broken—only the wind had dislodged the spring. I was able
to push it back and pull a little chest against it, and wait till morning. And then what do you think I found?—it led
to a staircase in the thickness of the wall, which went down and down until it came to a door right below the cellar
—it took me days of dodging Mademoiselle and Priscilla to carry down oil and things to help me to open it—and
then it came out in a hollow archway on the second terrace, which has a stone bench in it, and is where old
William keeps his tools. It is so cleverly done you could never see it; it looks just as if it was no door, but was
only there for ornament. You may fancy I never told anyone! It is my secret—and yours now—and it enabled me
to do what I have always longed to do—go out in the night.”
“You go out in the night all alone!” exclaimed Cheiron, almost aghast.
“But of course,” said Halcyone. “You cannot think of the joy when there is a moon and stars, and some of the
night creatures are such friends—they teach me wonderful things. Only the dreadful difficulty is in avoiding
Priscilla—she sleeps in the dressing-room next me. I love her better than anyone else in the world, but she could
never understand—she would only worry about the wet feet and clothes being spoilt. I always think it is so
fortunate, though, don’t you, that servants—even a dear like Priscilla—sleep so soundly. Aunt Ginevra says they
can’t help it, every class has its peculiarity.”
Mr. Carlyon was extremely interested—he wanted to hear more of these adventures.
“How do you avoid Priscilla seeing your things in the morning then?” he asked.
“I have got a pair of big guttapercha boots—they were my father’s waders once, and I found them, and have
hidden them in one of the chests, and I tuck everything into them—so there are no marks—it is enchanting.”
“And do you often have these nocturnal outings, you odd little girl?” Cheiron said wonderingly.
“Not very—I have to be so careful, you see—and I only choose moonlight or starlight nights, and they are rare
—but when the summer comes I hope to enjoy many more of them.”
Then Mr. Carlyon’s old eyes looked away into distance and seemed to see a slender shape wrapped in a spotted
fawn’s skin, its head crowned with leaves, joining the throng of those other early worshippers of Dionysos as they
beat their weird music among the dark crags of Parnassus—searching for communion with the spiritual. beyond in
the only way they knew of then to reach it, through a wild ecstasy of emotion. Here was the same impulse—
unconscious, instinctive. The probing of Nature to discover her secrets. Here was a female thing with a soul,
unafraid in her pure innocence, alone in the night.
Halcyone did not interrupt his meditations, and presently they came to the broken gate close to the house.
Cheiron paused and leaned on the top bar.
“Is this the elves’ home?” he asked.
“Yes,” she answered gravely. “But so late in the day you cannot see them, you must wait again until the sun is
setting—and I expect when it is warm they come in the moenlight too, but I have not been able to get a fine
enough night—as yet. This avenue is the most beautiful of all, because a hundred years ago the La Sarthe had a
quarrel with the Wendovers, whose land just touches at the end of it, and they closed the gate, and so the turf has
covered the gravel—and look at the tree,—you can see the fairy ring where they dance; and I, always fancy they
sup under the one with the very low branch at the side,—but I don’t believe I should like ‘marrow of mice,’
should you?”
“Not at all!” said Cheiron.
Then they wandered on. Halcyone led him to each of her favourite points of view, and he became acquainted
with the great serpent, and so vivid was her picturing that he almost fancied he saw the Golden Fleece nailed to
the tree beyond, and heard Orpheus’ exquisite melodies charming the reptile to sleep while Jason stepped over his
slumbering coils.
“But I do not have Medea here,” she said. “I play her part myself, and I make her different—she was too
cunning, and had wicked thoughts in her heart, and so the poor Heroes suffered. If she had been good and true and
had not killed Absyrtus, things might have had a different ending. I never like to think of Absyrtus in any case,—
because, do you know, I once hated my baby brother, and would have been glad if anyone had killed him.” Her
eyes became black as night with this awful recollection.
“It was very long ago, you understand—when I was quite a little girl, before I knew the wonderful things the
wind and the flowers and the stars tell me.”
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Cheiron did not ask the cause of this hate, he reserved the question for a future time, and encouraged her to tell
him of her discoveries in wonderland. Some trees had strange personalities, she said—you could never guess the
other side of their heads until you knew them very well. But all had good in them, and it was wisest never even to
see the bad.
“I always find if you are afraid of things they become real and hurt you, but if you are sure they are kind and
true they turn gentle and love you. I am hardly ever afraid of anything now—only I do not like a thunderstorm. It
seems as if God were really angry then, and were not considering sufficiently just whom He meant to hit.” Justice
to her appeared to hold chief place among the virtues.
“Do you stay here all the year round?” asked Cheiron presently, “or do you sometimes have a trip to the
seaside?”
“I have never been away since I first came—I would love to see the sea,” and her eyes became dreamy. “I can
just remember long ago with my mother, we went once—she and I alone.” Then she turned to her old companion
and looked up in his face.
“Had you a mother? Of course you had, but I mean one that you knew?”
The late Mrs. Carlyon had not meant anything much to her son in her lifetime, and was now a far-off memory
of forty years ago, so Cheiron answered truthfully upon the subject, and Halcyone looked grave.
“When we have been friends for a long time I will tell you of my beautiful mother—and I could let you share
my memory of her perhaps—but not today,” she said.
And then she was silent for awhile as they walked on. But when they were turning back towards the orchardhouse she suddenly began to laugh, glancing at the old gentleman with eyes full of merriment.
“It is funny,” she said, “I don’t even know your name! I would like to call you Cheiron—but you have a real
name, of course.”
“It is Arnold Carlyon, and I come from Cornwall,” the old gentleman said, “but you are welcome to call me
Cheiron if you like.” Halcyone thanked him prettily.
“I wish you had his body—don’t you? How we could gallop about, could we not? But I can imagine you have,
easily. I always can see things I imagine, and sometimes they become realities then.”
“Heaven forbid!” exclaimed Cheiron. “What would my four legs and my hoofs do in the little orchard house?
and how should I sit in my armchair?”
Halcyone pealed with merry laughter; her laughs came so rarely and were like golden bells. The comic side of
the picture enchanted her.
“Of course it would only do if we lived in a cave, as the real Cheiron did,” she admitted. “I was silly, was not
I?”
“Yes,” said Mr. Carlyon, “but I don’t think I mind your being so,—it is nice to laugh.” She slipped her thin
little hand into his for a moment, and caught hold of one of his fingers.
“I am so glad you understand that,” she said. “How good it is to laugh. That is what the birds sing to me. It is
no use ever to be sad, because it draws evil and fear to yourself, and even in the winter one must know there is
always the beautiful spring soon coming. Don’t you think God is full of love for this world?”
“I am sure He is.”
“The aunts’ God isn’t a very kind person,” she went on. “But I expect, since you know about the Greeks, yours
and mine are the same.”
“Probably,” said Cheiron. Then, being assured on this point, Halcyone felt she could almost entrust him with
her greatest secret.
“Do you know,” she said in the gravest voice, “I will tell you something. I have a goddess too. I found her in
the secret staircase. She is broken—even her nose a little—but she is supremely beautiful. It is just her head I
have got, and I pretend she is my mother sometimes, really come back to me again. We have long talks. Some day
I will show her to you. I have to keep her hidden, because Aunt Ginevra cannot bear rubbish about, and as she is
broken she would want to have her thrown away.”
“I shall be delighted to make her acquaintance. What do you call her?”
“That is just it,” said Halcyone. “When I first found her it seemed to me I must call her Pallas Athene, because
of that noble lady in Perseus; but as I looked and looked I knew she was not that. It seems she cannot be anything
else but just Love—her eyes are so tender, she has many moods, and they are not often the same—but no matter
how she looks, you feel all the time just love, love, love—so I have not named her yet. You remember when
Orpheus took his lyre and sang after Cheiron had finished his song—it was of Chaos and the making of the world,
and how all things had sprung from Love, who could not live alone in the Abyss. So I knew that is she—just
661

Love.”
“Aphrodite,” said Cheiron.
“It is a pretty name—if that is what it means, I would call her that.”
“It will do,” said Cheiron.
“Aphrodite—Aphrodite;” she repeated it over and over. “It must mean kind and tender, and soft and sweet, and
beautiful and glorious, and making you think of noble things, and making you feel perfectly happy and warmed
and comforted and blessed. Is it all that?”
“It could be—and more,” said Cheiron.
“Then I will name her so.”
After this there was a long silence. Mr. Carlyon would not interrupt what was evidently a serious moment to
his little friend. He waited, and then presently he turned the channel of her thoughts by asking her if she thought
he might call on her aunts that afternoon. Halcyone hesitated a second.
“We hardly ever have visitors. Aunt Ginevra has always said one must not receive what one cannot return, and
they have no carriage or horses now, so they never see anyone. Aunt Roberta would—but Aunt Ginevra does not
let her, and she often says in the last ten years they have quite dropped out of everything. I do not know what that
means altogether, because I do not know what there was to drop out of. I have scarcely ever been beyond the park,
and there do not seem to be any big houses for miles, do there? except Wendover—but it is shut up, it has been for
twenty years.”
“Then you think the Misses La Sarthe might not receive me?”
“You could try, of course. You have not a carriage—if you just walked it would make it even. Shall I tell them
you are coming? I had better, perhaps.”
“Yes, this afternoon.”
And if Halcyone had known it, she was receiving an unheard-of compliment. The hermit Carlyon—the old
Oxford Professor of Greek, who had come to this out-of-the-way corner because he had been assured by the agent
there would be no sort of society around him—now intended to put on a tall hat and frock-coat, and make a
formal call on two maiden ladies, all for the sake of a child of twelve years, with serious gray eyes—and a soul!…
224.32 1. The Sorrowing of Conal Cearnach 2. The Shearing of the Fairy Fleeces 3. The Red Whistler 4. The
Traveling Scholars 5. The Last Battle of Iliach of the Clanna Rury 6. How Oisin Convinced Patrick the Cleric: Six
Short Tales\fn{by Ethna Carbery aka Anna Johnston (1866-1902)} Ballymena, Ballymena, Northern Ireland, United
Kingdom (F) 13
1
The autumn night had set in with a dreary darkness full of the howling of angry winds that swept up from the
sea, and flung clouds of salt foam even to the crest of the gray cliffs that stood sentinel over the Northern coast of
Uladh. White screaming flocks of seagulls darted inland, flying low, as is their wont when the storm-fiend comes
to take his pleasure; and in scanty hedge or stunted fir-tree the little timid land-birds cowered before the blast. The
air held the chill of coming winter; the moaning waters seemed to chant a dirge for all the dead whose bones lay
far beneath among the weeds and wrecks and tossing shells; and overhead the thick clouds went drifting by
without the glimmer of a single star to light the gloom, while, through this maze of storm and darkness, with
sorrow in his heart and on his brow, after his many and perilous wanderings over distant countries, Conal
Cearnach, the chieftain of Dunseverick, and Champion of the Red Branch Knights of Uladh, came back to his
own.
But though the storm might sport and rave in ecstasy as it circled the open coast-line, it seemed to shriek its
madness round the towers of the Caiseal, which stood but a short way from the brink of a tall cliff that sheered
straight down into the foaming wild water. It hissed and swirled through the broad open chimney of the
banqueting hall, scattering the flames in the heart of the glowing logs piled high upon the hearth, and sending
showers of light peat ashes almost to the feet of Conal Cearnach himself, who, sitting silent in his carven chair of
dark oak, with mournful eyes gazing steadily at the leaping fire, heeded neither the rattle, as each fresh gust
hurled itself against the timbers of the walls, nor the chanting of his harper, nor yet the sweet voice of his lady as
she strove to win him from the bitter thoughts that held him in that sad and woeful quietude. Many and melodious
were the strains by which the harper sought to rouse his master; now soft and silvery as the thrush’s warble in the
glow of a mellow summer eve; anon\fn{ Then} bursting into loud and triumphant pealing like the return of a victor
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army from the field of conflict, and again sinking into melting harmony as when a mother croons at slumber-hour
above the baby on her bosom. Clear and tuneful the song rose with the harp-music, telling of Conal Cearnach’s
wonderful and world-enduring feats; of his manly beauty and his valour; of his loyalty to friend and vengefulness
to foe, of all the glorious attributes that had raised him to the Champion’s place in the Court of the Red Branch,
and won him renown at home and afar as the flower of Uladh’s matchless chivalry. Loudly and proudly did the
music-maker chant the death of Misgedhra, the great soldier, slain single-handed in a trial of skill by the Chieftain
of Dunseverick. Solemnly he related the making of the brain-ball of that valiant fighter, and how the dead had
been revenged upon Uladh afterwards, when this ghastly trophy, that belonged to Conal Cearnach by right of
prowess, and was lodged for safety in the royal palace of Crovdearg, passed into the hands of the enemy through
the hands of a fool, and brought about the gravest sorrow under which Uladh had ever bowed, in the death of her
gifted and noble ruler Conor MacNessa. And as he sang the death-lament for Conor, the warriors ranged all down
the long hall took up the strain, and mingled their praise and regret for the kingly king with the twanging of the
harp until the sob of the wind seemed hushed outside and the hissing of the waters died away. Then in the distant
chamber of the Lady of Dunseverick her waiting women and maidens, hearing this weird and mournful chanting,
took up the caoine,\fn{Lament} and shrilled the dead man’s praises with clapping of palms and rending of hair,
until, in sooth,\fn{Truth} throughout the Caiseal from end to end no sounds but those of grief and dismay echoed
on this the return-night of the Chieftain. Once, and once only, was his brooding gaze lifted, and his brows arched,
not in anger, but in surprise, as he asked curiously,
“Wherefore this clamour in my halls to-night? There seems but storm without and storm within, and it vexeth
me. Hush ye, hush ye, my people.” The harper rose, flushing red because of the reproof, and vouchsafed a reply.
“It was the death-lament for Conor the King we sang, my honoured lord, and inasmuch as he hath died but a
short time since, we feared you sorrowed for him in silence. And because our battle-strains or strains of love have
been powerless to win you from your grief, in our affection we have fallen in with this mood, and have joined in
your regrets. The death he died was a strange one, and unknown in all the annals of the land.”
“I, too, have looked on death,” said Conal Cearnach, slowly and reverently, still gazing into the burning
brightness on the hearth, “but not such a death as a King of Eirinn might die. Nay, ’twas such as only a God could
endure and make no moan. A great end and a terrible. Yet the divine pity in His eyes bore naught but forgiveness
for those who tortured Him, and their dying glory hath made me His slave forever.”
“My lord, my lord,” pleaded his wife, rising and clasping her white arms round his neck, “put these haunting
thoughts away, I pray thee, and turn to the feast where thy kin and clan await to give thee welcome home. Tell us
how thou didst bear thyself at Rome, and of thy wrestling feats in those far distant cities. Thou wert champion
swordsman there as well as here, my love and brave knight, were thou not? They indeed had courage who
accepted the challenge of Conal Cearnach and strove to match their strength with his. Sad for Ceat was the day
when he met thee; he that was ever a champion of renown. Sing, harper, sing the death of Ceat, son of Magach of
Connacht, that my lord may remember only his own great fame and forget this grief that holds him enchained.”
Once more the harper ran his fingers across the strings, breaking into high, proud chanting. The oft-told tale,
ever new because of their joy in it, brought a glint of battle-fury into the eyes of all those listening warriors. Only
the Chieftain heeded not, though well he might have gloried in that marvelous recital. How Ceat came out of
Connacht to fight the stoutest champions of Uladh, and how he slew three of them, one by one, in single combat.
And setting forth with their heads as trophies to show to his own people he was pursued by the Chieftain of
Dunseverick and overtaken at Athceitt. Then the bloodiest and most furious combat that had ever been known in
Eirinn took place between these two. Shields were pierced and swords were hacked, and many men died that day,
but it was left to the two champions to decide the issue of war. And the victory was with Uladh, for after many
most wonderful exploits Ceat of Connacht fell by the hand of Conal Cearnach, who, pierced with wounds, lay
well-nigh dead himself upon the field. The song told how Conal was carried into Connacht by Bealchue Breifne
and tended until his strength was restored to him, when, for fear of his strong arm and following, his host sought
to put the Ultonian to death, repenting that he had saved him. How Conal baffled the treacherous schemers, and
made his way back into Uladh, all was chanted, and chorused and cheered.
But still the hero sat silent, taking no pride, as of yore, in his own exploits, and slowly the voices sank, the
harping ended in a few faint silvery echoes, and all grew mournful because of the brooding eyes of their lord.
*
This was the vision that Conal Cearnach saw in the heart of the fire that night of his return to Dunseverick. He
saw himself at the beginning of this, the most curious adventure that had yet befallen him, setting forth with a
strong, well-chosen band, on a foray into Britain, a country lying beyond a narrow sea to the east of the land of
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Eirinn. Many were the tales that had reached his ears and the ears of other warriors of Uladh concerning the
descent of the mighty, world-famed Romans upon this island; how they had exhibited to the people their muchvaunted feats of athletic skill until the report of their daring and courage had penetrated the Court of Emania.
What wonder that the war-like, hot blood of Conal Cearnach pulsed to hear the deeds of the Roman soldiers,
that he longed to try his strength with theirs on battlefield or in the field of sport. And when he had come amongst
them, and they noted his great height, his agile limbs, and the muscles that swelled adown\fn{ Down} the length of
his powerful arms, their admiration and awe of him surpassed all bounds. Easily did he overthrow the stalwart
wrestlers sent from the Roman ranks against him; easily did he bear away the victor’s palm at the hurling of
weights and enormous stones; and more easily still did he excel their highest leaps by the swift-darting of his
strong and beautiful body. Then, ere their exclamations had time to die away, he rose once more into the air in his
last and most marvelous feat—the salmonsault; shooting up like that great fish from a river, turning over in his
flight once and twice, and coming down to earth again as surely and as swiftly as the salmon might dive into the
broad river from which it had sprung so boldly.But envy as well as admiration grew in the hearts of the Romans,
and they said,
“Wert thou in our arena at Rome thou hadst met thy master, all powerful as thou art, O Conal. Come with us
for thy fame’s sake, that thou mayest have tales to tell thy children when the gray is on thy hair—if our gladiators
let thee live so long.”
And the Lord of Dunseverick took up the challenge, sailing from Britain in the company of these worldcompelling foreigners, far from his northern home and loving clansmen.
Then the vision changed, and he seemed to see again the wide arena and the crowds of eager faces that
watched the mighty wrestlers as they strained and struggled, tight locked in each other’s embrace. He felt the long
arms of the huge gladiator go round him like a ring of steel—a grand and gigantic figure of equal height with
himself, to whom victory would have come readily had his opponent been other than the flower of the Red
Branch Chivalry. Across the arena they wrestled, now on foot, now bent on knee, sending showers of sand high
into the air, while cries of praise or blame broke from thousands of throats, aye, and from Imperial Caesar too, as
the Roman strove to end the contest.
But the battle-fury had fallen upon Conal, as it fell on him what time he slew the King of Leinster at AthaCliath, and he put forth suddenly his own renowned strength for the final wrestle. He noted how a tremor of
strained agony then ran through the frame of the other; how his bloodshot eyeballs rolled, and the beads of sweat
gathered on brow and cheek until his bones creaked under the stress of the champion’s hold, and his lifeless head
fell backwards over his crushed and blackened shoulder. And Conal wore that day upon his ruddy head the palmcrown of the victor.
Again the vision shifted and changed, and he saw himself the comrade of a band of centurions, who had
journeyed over land and sea in peaceful wise\fn{ Manner} to the populous and glowing cities of the East. It was
afternoon of a certain day when they reached Jerusalem, the city of the Jews, a strange day and a fearful, for the
sun hung like a ball of fire in the heavens, and the air was filled with the noise of shouting men and the wail ing of
women. Past the bare and brown synagogues the strangers went, following in the track of hurrying crowds that
stayed not for question or reply, so intent were they on the purpose that drew them onward. Here and there a
group of women talked in whispers, pausing at sight of the Romans and the splendidly-clad chieftain of Uladh,
whose like they had never gazed upon before. For Conal Cearnach wore his wide-spreading scarlet cloak,
fastened with a large brooch of gold, across his breast, and his ruddy hair fell down in many plaits to his broad
shoulders, each plait being tied at the end by a string and tiny ball of gold. His short trimmed beard was ruddy as
his hair, his cheeks were like an apple when the sun hath kissed it, and his blue bright eyes, keen-glancing, drew
the eyes of all to look at him.
And the Jewish women hushed their talk as he came up the way to marvel at his height and grandeur, and it
was then that the centurions, seeking speech of them, learned what had so disturbed the wonted customs of the
city.
“It is One whom they go to crucify on Golgotha,” said the women. “A Man who hath called Himself the Son of
God, and we know not if the deed they do be just or wise.”
“What crime hath He done?”
“Nay, no crime, unless crime it be to raise the dead to life, or restore sight to the blind, or hearing to the deaf,
or give strength to the lame and feeble, and comfort to the sad of heart. All this He hath done, for we have seen it;
and there are many who have followed Him in the belief that He is the long-looked-for Messiah, whom the
prophets have foretold.”
664

“And is it for this the Jews have given Him to death?”
“Yea,” answered the women, “and because that He hath spoken of the Kingdom of His Father and of Himself
as King of the Jews.”
“Then He deserves death for that saying,'” cried the Centurions, “for Caesar, and Caesar alone, is your king.
We go to see Him die. What name hath He?”
“Jesus of Nazareth/”
Up the steep stony road that led to Calvary Conal Cearnach went with his Roman companions. Here and there
he noted drops of blood upon the pathway, as they hastened onward with such speed that the crowds gave way
before them, and the little black-eyed Jewish children drew aside from their course in terror. Once they stopped
before a weeping woman, shrouded in a long dark cloak, across whose knees as she sat was stretched a bloodstained towel, upon which her tears fell thick as rain, and over which many people were bending. Then they saw
that the towel bore the impress in lines of blood of a most sad and weary Face—“the Face of Him Who is being
crucified,” said a bystander, in answer to their looks of wonder.
“This woman wiped the sweat from His Brow as He passed by, and His Face is here as a memento of Him
whom Pilate hath called ‘that just Man.’”
Into the soul of Conal the hot anger came rushing as he broke away from the centurions and sped like a blast of
wind towards the mount where the people had assembled. One thought filled his mind,
“Shall I be nigh and witness the torture of this Man, whose only crime hath been the good that He hath done?
Nay, it were not known in Emania that many should fall upon one; it is the trial of single combat we give even to
our enemies. I shall be His champion to the death if He will take me for such.”
Yet, alas, and alas! it was a bleeding and dying Christ that hung upon the cross when the Chieftain of
Dunseverick drew near and stood beneath. And as he gazed in horror at the dastard deed, a soldier coming up in
haste pierced the Victim’s side with a spear so that the Blood shot forth and trickled down the rough wood upon
which they had nailed Him. And a drop touched the brow of Conal Cearnach ere he knew, and the fury left him
for a marvelous and unwonted peace while he watched the Saviour die. Then rocks were rent and graves opened,
so that the dead came forth in their cerements in that most awful hour; and lightnings flashed from the black thick
clouds that had suddenly covered the sky, and all was dread and unearthly, so that the people shrieked and
crouched upon the ground repentant and sore afraid.
“It was indeed a God who died,” said the chieftain sadly and slowly, “this cruel and untimely death. My grief,
oh! my bitter grief, that the Red Branch Knights are afar, else a sure and fierce revenge would overtake these
Jews, aye, their city should be leveled and their name effaced had the chivalry of Uladh been here this day with
sword and skean\fn{Dagger} and blue-black lance to hold the battle straight with me.”
This was the memory that Conal Cearnach dwelt upon the night he returned through storm and dark ness, after
many wanderings, to his Caiseal of Dunseverick on the bleak sea-swept Northern coast of Uladh.
2
The King had listened day after day to the rambling tales that were brought him by the mountain people and
the people of the valley, and while he watched the fear that lurked behind their wide-open eyes his own narrowed
in thought as to how this panic that had seized upon his subjects could be assuaged. That there was in truth some
serious cause for their misery of mind he could not doubt. He had hearkened with them to the bleating of the
phantom sheep echoing clear from the high-peaked summits far above; and gazing from the doorway of his royal
dun he had seen the snow-white flocks moving hither and thither over the heather where the mountain folk had
their homes in the mist-wreathed caves. His Druids had sought knowledge from the stars in their night vigils, and
returned with awed faces to tell the futility of their research.
“It is not for us to probe, O King, the designs of the Immortals. The hand of Manannan-Mac-Lir is visible in
the heavens, and these are his fairy flocks that appear before the eyes of men but rarely in the passing of the ages.
Whether it be for good or evil that he hath shown them to us now we know not, save that it were unwise to
meddle with the manifestations of the Gods.”
“Alas! my people are withering away before mine eyes,” said the King, “and the sick are groaning on their
couches while the white fear clutches at their heart-strings. Can nought be done to appease the anger of the Seagod, or can ye discover therefore his wrath is turned against us?”
“We shall go back to our vigils, O Monarch, and in the dawning bring thee whatever tidings may be
vouchsafed to us,” they answered humbly, wending forth from the royal presence; weary because of their long
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night watches, yet eager to fathom the mystery of the dread apparition that had caused such woe to the people of
Sorcha.
Then the King bent his thoughtful gaze on the kneeling throng, looking longest at the shaggy mountaineers
clad in their barbaric garments of fur and hard-tanned leather. Their hair and beards grew in wild profusion, and
on their hunting-spear handles were traces of newly dried blood. They began to talk hurriedly, and in uncouth
speech, lifting up hands of supplication.
“What is it that ye have seen, and what do ye dread?” spake the King to them in soothing wise, and like the
roar of a tumbling torrent came the clamour of their words.
*
“We have heard round our homes at twilight in the high secret places of the hills, O King, the bleating from a
great sheep-fold, and when we followed whither it led, we became enveloped in clouds of mist so that many of
our number, slipping from the narrow pathways, were dashed to pieces on the rocks below. The bleating and
trampling of feet still came to us out of the mist as if a multitude were behind, and when we stretched our arms
into it, it broke apart and floated upward like huge flakes of snow.
“Now the sound is heard all over the mountains, so that our people are frozen in the horror of a great fear, and
dare not venture forth to kill the wild animals that give them food. Our flocks have fled down into the valley, even
as we have done, in terror. The hunger is on us, and the sickness hath caught our women and little ones. And the
demnaeoir (the demons of the air) are shrieking round us in the winds, and the geinte glindi (the wild people of
the glens), are treading in our footsteps everywhere, until we know not where to go, and for very horror pray the
Gods to give us death.”
“And we,” said the dwellers of the valley, “also live in the shadow of this great fear, O King, for our eyes are
ever turned upward towards the mountains, while our fields are left untilled and our work undone because of this
cruel fascination that is on us. The bean-sidhe’s\fn{Woman-blasted} wail is heard from end to end of the valley,
chasing sleep from us in the night hours, and the dogs shrink shuddering with bristling hair, when our women
would drive them from the hearth-stones into the open day.”
The King moaned wearily, rocking from side to side on his gilded throne. His heart was warm for even the
least of his subjects, and his wise ruling had kept peace in the land for many years. This disaster was none of his
bringing, nor did one of those fear-drawn faces look at him with eyes of blame.
“When the next dawn breaks,” he said to them in tender tones, “I shall climb to the summit of those high hills
with ye, my children, and if the Gods be kind mayhap Manannan-Mac-Lir will grant speech to me. Moreover, my
Druids shall offer gifts in propitiation—gold and silver and precious stones—aye, holocausts of cattle from my
pastures that this curse may be taken off me and mine.”
And kissing the hem of his royal robe they left the hall of audience, hushed into silence by the sorrow in the
voice of the King.
*
The territory of Sorcha lay within a long high chain of mountains which guarded it on east and north and west,
but sloped to the south, where the sea broke on a white sandy beach in the shelter of great protecting cliffs. There
the King’s royal house stood like a sentinel, and from his watch-tower the vast horizon was visible so that no
encroachment of hostile ships could come unseen within reach of the land; nor could one single stranger cross the
outer boundary unknown to the captains of the army, so closely and minutely was the territory kept secure from
foreign invasion. It was through his exceeding care for his people and their lands, that King Feredach had gained
his title of the Generous, and wide-spread renown had haloed his name as with a glory.
Now his soul had grown sick within him at the trouble overshadowing his kingdom. He still sat, after the last
suppliant had left the hall, brooding over the inexplicable panic that bade fair to turn his beautiful fertile country
into waste of loneliness and want. As he leaned forward, his gray beard sweeping his breast, and his eyes glaring
glassily downwards, a stranger, entering the wide doorway, came up the rush-strewn floor and bent in salutation
before him.
“Hail! O King Feredach,” he said, “I would have speech with thee.”
The King lifted his eyes and saw a man clad in wonderful garments of colour like the changing skin of the seasnake, and round his waist a golden snake was coiled for girdle, while over all a mantle of green, with the shifting
shining hues of the sea in moonlight, was thrown, which trailed behind him on the floor. His hair was a bright
ruddy golden, and on it lay a crown of wondrous sea-weeds still sparkling with the salt-moisture of the deep. His
face was young and fair, and open, with clear quick-flashing eyes; and his height was beyond that of any man in
Sorcha. In his hand he held a pair of immense glittering sharp shears.
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“Who art thou?” said Feredach, “and how comest thou to pass my guards below, for no man enters my
presence unannounced?”
“Not one of thy guards saw me, O King, for they are hiding their faces from the sun, and their ears were deaf
to my footfalls. I have traveled far to take from thy people the panic that hath fallen on them.”
“Thy name?”
“My name is but the name of a wanderer, O King, a rover of the sea; a vendor of marvelous silks and curios
from many lands. Wherever such are to be found I follow in pursuit; and having heard how thy kingdom is
distressed with signs and tokens of the enmity of the Gods, I, who know no fear, have come to find the fairy flock
and shear their fleeces so that thy misery may be ended.”
“’Twill be death to thee,” said the King, “since no man can discover them.”
“Yet shall I find their hiding-places,” spoke the sea-stranger, “and do thou bide here on thy throne until I
return.”
At the command in his voice the King sat moveless, nor did the guards ranged down the audience-hall seem to
see or hear.
And while the King waited, sitting erect as a statue of stone, morn gave place to noon, and noon glided gently
towards the arms of sunset. Then when the vast portals of the West were opened for the passing of the Day God,
the stranger re-entered the palace-hall in the radiance of the fading splendour. In his arms he held, piled high,
white masses of finest silky wool, such as had never been seen before in Sorcha, so soft it was, so great in length,
so snowy in colour. He held the fleeces out before the King.
“The blight hath gone from thy people, O Feredach, nor shall the bleating of the flocks molest them more. Thy
valleys shall grow green again, and the wild boar return to thy mountains. For me, I go to the Land of Eirinn—to
the looms of the De-Danaans in the heart of a lonely hill, that an invisible cloak may be woven out of these
fleeces for my foster-son, the young Champion of Uladh, Cuchulainn. It shall protect him in battle from wounds,
and in peace from sickness; nor shall aught have power over it save the people of the Sea. It has been shorn from
the Sheep of Manannan, that roam invisible over many mountains of the world, and whose appearance before the
eyes of men is attended with great disaster—through no ill-will of the God’s. Fare thee well, O King, my task is
finished.”
“Stay, thou wise stranger,” cried Feredach, grasping at the sea-green cloak, but his hand closed upon empty air,
and instead of a footfall there was but faintly heard a placid murmur as of waves breaking upon a pebbly strand.
“It was Manannan-Mac-Lir, himself,” said the Druids, blanched with awe. “It was the Deity of the Waters, for
as we looked from the watch-tower we saw a long white narrow wave creep up the shore even to the door of thy
dun, O King, and on the crest of it rose and fell a silver sea-chariot, with four white swift-footed horses yoked
thereto, into which he stepped bearing the fleeces, and while we strained our eyes the white wave subsided into
the ocean with a high-splashing of reddened foam as the Sun went through the Golden Gates.”
“Praise to the Gods,” said Feredach.
“Praise. And to thee, O King,” chanted the Druids.
3
In the land of Eirinn there was no palace so wonderful and so beautiful as the Great House of the Thousands
of Soldiers which stood within the rath\fn{Stronghold} of the Kings on the gentle green slope of Tara. Cormac Mac
Art had rebuilt it, since the last burning, with added magnificence, until it had become as a vast gem with the
glitter of silver and bronze and precious polished woods. Red yew carved and emblazoned with gold made the
doorposts and the interior of the hall; bronze shutters were to every window; vessels of gold and silver stood tall
upon the hospitable board, and over the sitting-place of each warrior hung his well-kept shining arms of valour.
Cormac the King was there in his royal seat, and beside him Fionn Mac Cumhaill. Oisin swept his harp-strings
into rousing battle-strains, yet the King heard not; his ear was bent for the fall of fairy feet that came southward
from Slieve Cullain, and his heart was sad for the coming destruction of his noble house.
Now, the manner of the burning of Tara was this: Once a year, on the eve of Samhain, the Tuatha De Danaan,
who had been vanquished and driven from the land over which they once ruled into rath and hollow hillside,
where they had become expert in enchantment and subtle magic arts, came forth into the world again with power
over their conquerors. Naught could withstand their fairy craft, nor could all the searching of the stars inspire the
Druids as to how this superb palace might be saved from the pitiless tongues of flame blown against it by the
Dedanaan people.
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It was Midna, the chief enchanter, who sent his son Ailinn every year against Tara. He came out from Slieve
Cullain in Ulster, whistling the music of sleep on his fedan, and none who listened could keep his eyelids open.
Kings, warriors, and serving-men sank at the table or in the council-hall, and in the dawn of day they wakened
unhurt amid the ashes of the ruined splendour. Cormac had sought advice from Fionn Mac Cumhaill as to how
this disaster could be averted, and Fionn, putting his Thumb of Knowledge to his mouth said straightway,
“I shall seek Fiach Mac Conga, who was a brother-in-arms of my father. A magic spear he hath, and wisdom to
guide us aright.” Said Fiach Mac Conga to Fionn, giving him the magic spear,
“When you hear the fairy music and the sweet-stringed tympan and the melodious-sounding fedan, uncover the
blade of this spear and apply its sharp edge to your forehead. Sleep will then keep far from you, until Ailinn
comes within reach. Follow him, and he will die like mortal man through the piercing of its flying point.”
This was the comfort Fionn brought to Cormac as they waited on the fateful night for the coming of the Red
Whistler. Ears were strained in listening, and the keen, swift-glancing eyes of war-worn nobles grew shadowy
with anticipation. Slowly and sweetly, through the starlight, the music came down the bare arches of the wood.
“I hear my mother’s voice,” said an old man, speaking before the King could speak.
“And I the last sob of my son who fell in battle,” said another.
“Ah!” cried Cormac, hiding his paling face in his robe, “It is a woman’s singing voice I hear, and I see the
shine of a woman’s hair: my first love, and my Heart’s Delight, who is dead.”
In the eyes of the Queen horror struggled with drowsiness as an old memory rose and taunted her. Nearer and
nearer the silvern haunting strains approached. Heavier the sleep fell upon shrinking eyelids. Said Coilte
slumberously:
“It is a child I am, and my head is laid against my father’s knee.”
He stretched his huge frame upon the yielding rushes. And Oisin, with groping fingers across his harp-strings,
“I have a vision … her eyes speak … she calls my name … I come … I come … It is the Land of Youth … I
come.” His voice trailed off into forgetfulness.
“Hark, hark, it is the Dord Fianna and the hunting-song,” whispered Goll Mac Morna in his beard, and he, too,
passed away into dreaming.
So, one by one, the warriors listened and sank helplessly to the ground. To each the fedan-player bore a
message, and where one saw sorrow, another saw joy. Some there were who saw fear only; fear of a moving
battle-place and spouting blood. These shuddered as the fairy sleep overtook them.
*
“Pierce me, O Spear,” cried Fionn, “that the enchantment may be withstood.” Plaintive and wondrously sweet,
like an echo over moonlit waves, he heard tender tones calling.
“It is Berach the Freckled, whom I once wooed,” he groaned. “Her voice was ever sweeter than the linnet in
the springtime.”
Around him it played. His gray hair was stirred by it; he felt the ripples of music on his face.
“Deeper, deeper, O Spear. Bring blood between my eyelids lest I fail.”
And he drove the point into his high wrinkled forehead. The music was below and above him now, floating
into his heart, filling his brain, bearing his soul away on wings.
“O Spear, leap out of my hand that is afraid to pierce deep enough. Pierce thou, O Spear!” and he loosed his
hold.
It sank between his brows in a swift bound. The red tide came flowing. Fionn thrust the stream aside with one
hand, and saw, nearing the Royal House, the fairy Whistler. He was clad in scarlet from head to heel. His hair,
coal-black, came curling from beneath a scarlet cap, and his berry-tinted, beardless lips were curved around his
fedan. As he played flames came and went with his breath on the air. So near were they at times that the doorposts
were licked with fire. Fionn waited.
The Whistler crossed the threshold, and as he moved on the wavering flames touched Goll Mac Morna’s
bratta. Then Fionn sprang up with a loud cry, which echoed like peals of thunder in that hall of sleep. The red
figure before him seemed made of fire as he chased it through the night. Down the leafless wood, over brown
sodden bogs in which its passing shadow danced and glimmered, he tracked it.
By its magic potency it crossed, unwet, the wide shining river of Boyne, where Angus dwelt. It bounded like a
blood-soaked arrow from end to end of the gray-green valleys, and glowed as a beacon on the high-crested hills.
Close did Fionn follow unafraid. He held the spear in his right hand ready for the cast; he shook the beads of
sweat from his hair, which strayed backward on the wind, and on his lips was a prayer to the gods of his fathers.
Faster, faster, O son of Cumhaill, and noble chieftain of the Fianna. Faster, oh faster, for the somber crown of
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Slieve Cullain lowers through the dark, and the Tuatha de Danaan are ready to bring thee captive to their
underworld. Faster, oh, faster. The spear leaps, bounds, pants between thy fingers; its slender length quivers with
life; its point is as a star showing thee the way.
Then Fionn put forth his hunting speed. Swifter than a deer he dashed over the rocky ground, wary as a hawk
might swoop upon its prey he tracked the Red Whistler to his lair, and when the rock-door slowly opened in the
rugged side of Slieve Cullain he lifted high the hand that held the spear, and let it go. It hissed and glittered in its
passage through the air, and still hissing and glittering it struck the Red Whistler, piercing him to the marrow. He
fell, face downwards, half in and half out of the fairy doorway.
Then Fionn drew nigh cautiously, lest the Tuatha de Danaan might weave their spells about him; and he pulled
the spear from the body of Ailinn. When he looked at it there was no blood upon the point, only a moisture that
shone with changing hues as dew might under the silver glow of a summer moon.
Thereafter Cormac Mac Art had peace and joy in Tara. The bards sang the praises of Fionn, and from the
meshes of her long fair hair Princess Grainne gazed upon him. The wonder in her eyes was very sweet, so sweet
that he felt the quickening of his pulses as in the remote passionate days of his youth.
“Let her be mine, O King,” he said, and Cormac replied,
“Even so.”
Thereat Grainne smiled radiantly in consent, not dreaming yet of a young brown face which was to make her
destiny and give to Eirinn the tenderest love-tale that was ever told.
4
Upon the wind-swept bosom of Loch Lein, in the Kingdom of Kerry, lie many beautiful and well-wooded
islands, where birds sing at dawn and twilight most enchanting strains. Very sweet and far-reaching is their
singing, silvery and heart-moving, tender and jubilant, a paean of grateful praise to the Lord of sky and earth and
sea. And Echo, the Son of the Rock, steals out of his fastnesses to listen, and en raptured joins his voice to the
concert of rippling melody until the tremulous warble of the birds is hurled strong and loud across the blue waters,
down misty glen and deep ravine; over slow rivers winding through green meadow-lands, to die away at last
above the cloud-capped crest of the distant purple mountains.
But loveliest of all these lovely islands, where songbirds have their home among blossoms and fluttering
leaves, is Innisfallen, the fairy isle. Here it was that Saint Finan built his great monastery in the ages long ago, and
here did Maelsoohan O’Carroll rule as eminent scholar and chief Doctor of the western world during the reign of
Brian the Ardrigh of Erin. It was by Maelsoohan that Brian in his boyhood was educated and taught the duties of a
king, and in after years when the renowned Dalcassian was monarch over all the land, mindful of the love and
reverence his heart held ever towards the teacher of his youth, he sent for the sage, and raised him to the dignity
of Anmchara or Counselor to the King. It was during this period that the event which I am about to relate
occurred; a wonderful tale and a true one.
There came one day, at the same hour, three students from Connor, in Ulster, to receive education from
Maelsoohan O’Carroll in his monastery on Innisfallen. These three students resembled each other in figure, in
features, and in their name, which was Domnall. They remained three years learning with him, and their talent
was so marvelous that his pride in them became very great. At the end of the three years they said to their
preceptor,
“It is our desire to go to Jerusalem, in the land of Judea, that our feet may tread every path our Saviour walked
in when on earth. This is our wish, oh master, and we pray thee hinder us not, but give us thy blessing, and let us
go.” And while his heart was sad at parting with them Maelsoohan made answer,
“You shall not go until you have left with me the reward of my labour.” In grief and amazement the pupils
said,
“We have not anything that we can give you, oh master, to compensate for all the care and affection you have
spent upon us, but we will remain three years more to serve you humbly if it be your will.”
“I do not wish that,” replied the sage, “but I have a demand to make, which you shall grant, or my curse will
rest heavy upon you.”
“Name it,” said they, “and if it lies within our power we shall do what you decree.” Then Maelsoohan bound
them by an oath on the Gospel of the Lord that their promise might be kept.
“You shall go and make your pilgrimage in the path that your souls desire,” said he, “and you shall die, at the
same time, all together. The demand I require from you is that you wend not to heaven after your deaths, until you
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have first visited me, to tell me the length of my life and whether I shall obtain the peace of the Lord.”
“We promise you all this,” said the three, “for the sake of the Lord,” and leaving him their blessing they
departed.
*
In due time they reached the land of Judea, and walked in the footsteps of the Saviour. They came at last to
Jerusalem, and there death overtook them, all three together at the same hour, as their master had foretold, and
they were buried with much honour in that holy place. Then Michael the Archangel came from God for them, but
they said,
“We will not go until we have fulfilled the promise which we made to our preceptor, under our oaths on the
Gospel of Christ.”
“Go,” commanded the angel, “and tell him that he has three years and a half to live, and that he goes to hell for
all eternity after the sentence of the Day of Judgment.”
“And wherefore?”
“For three causes,” replied the angel, “namely, because of how much he interpolates the canon, and because of
his love for women, and also for having abandoned the Altus.”\fn{ A note reads: This was the celebrated poem or hymn
written by Saint Columcille at Iona in honour of the Trinity, when the messengers of Pope Gregory came to him with the great cross and
other presents}

The reason why Maelsoohan abandoned the Altus was this. He had a very good son named Maelpatrick, who
became seized with a mortal sickness, and the Altus was seven times sung round him that he should not die. This
was, however, of no avail, since the son died forthwith, and the father then declared that he would no longer sing
the hymn, as he did not see that God honoured it. Therefore Maelsoohan had been seven years without singing the
Altus when his three pupils came to talk to him in the form of white doves.
“Tell me,” said he, “what shall be the length of my life, and if I shall receive the heavenly reward?”
“You have,” replied they, “three more years to live, and after that time you go to hell forever.”
“Why should I go to hell?” queried Maelsoohan, in great awe and wonderment.
“For three causes,” and they related to him the three causes already known.
“It is not true that I shall go to the place of the wicked,” said their master, “for those three vices that are mine
this day shall not be mine even this day, nor shall they be mine from this time forth, for I will abandon these vices,
and God will forgive me for them, as He Himself has promised, when He said, ‘The impiety of the impious, in
whatever hour he shall be turned from it, shall not injure him.’ I will put no sense of my own into the canons, but
such as I shall find in the Divine Books. I will perform a hundred genuflections every day. Seven years have I
been without singing the Altus; now I will sing it seven times every night while I live; and I will keep a three
days’ fast every week. Go you now to heaven, and come back on the day of my death to tell me the result.”
“We will come,” they promised, so the three departed as they came, first leaving a blessing with him, and
receiving his blessing in return.
When, at the end of three years, Maelsoohan lay on his death-bed, the three pupils appeared to him in the same
forms—that of white doves. They saluted him, and he returned their salutations, saying, “Is my life the same
before God as it was on the former day when you came to talk to me, oh my children?” and they replied,
“It is not, indeed, the same, for we were shown your place in heaven, and we are satisfied with its goodness,
We are now here, as we promised, to take you with us to the place which is prepared for you that you may be in
the presence of God, in the unity of the Trinity, and of the hosts of heaven, till the Day of Judgment.”
There were assembled about Maelsoohan many priests and ecclesiastics; he was anointed, and his pupils parted
not with him until they all went to heaven together. And in the Monastery of Innisfallen, on Loch Lein, there was
exceeding sorrow and regret because of the loss of so learned and holy a man.
But in the truly wonderful books he had compiled the priests and scholars found much food for study and
reflection in after years; hence it is that the name and fame of Maelsoohan O’Carroll is handed down even to us of
this day as a sage Doctor of far-extending renown—the preceptor and counselor of Brian Boroimbhe, Ard-righ of
Erin, and victor of the bloody field of Cluain-tairbh.
5
The war-trumpet of Queen Meave has sent forth its challenge from the borders of Uladh, where she lies
encamped with her vast army on its march of invasion into the Northern province. She has come to reave\fn
{Seize} the Brown Bull of Coolney from its pasturage and carry it—the pride of the foray—back with her to the
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valleys of Connacht as a rival to the famous White Bull which her husband, Ailill, numbers amongst his kingly
herds. Her challenge had penetrated to the Court of the Red Branch at Emania, where Conor, the King, reigned
nobly and well, but alas! it found the son of Nessa and his brave warriors lying in a state of torpidity under the
spells of a woman whom they had, once upon a time, wronged.
Macha was her name, and sadly did the Ultonians rue the day on which they condemned her to a trial of speed
with the swiftest chariot of the King. Her husband’s life was the price of the wife’s fleet-footedness, and when the
woman, having won, sank down, dying in giving birth to her twin children, before Conor, she laid a bitter curse
upon him and his knights because of this evil eric they had devised for her undoing. And the curse had wrought
itself out in the strange debility which had overtaken them year after year since that day at the same fateful time;
so that now, when the red specter of war came knocking upon their gates and shouting the battle-cry of Connacht
in their unheeding ears, they reclined upon their skin-covered couches, half asleep, nor made a move towards the
spear and shield that dangled overhead against the wall; nor did even one listless hand stretch gropingly for the
short sharp sword that held its place in the leather belt above the thigh of each fallen warrior.
Evil, in truth, was the deed that had brought about this spell on the flower of the Red Branch chivalry; and evil
was the curse that had left the borders of Uladh unguarded to the encroachment of a hostile clan. Only the youths
who were in training in the great military school of Emania—children of those spellbound chieftains—brightfaced lads with flowing hair and white unwounded limbs, and the very old fighting men whose day of prowess
was over long since, were left to meet the onslaught of the fierce fair Queen and her wild tribes from the Western
kingdom.
Yet, of those who were untouched in Uladh by the curse of Macha but two came swiftly towards the Ford of
Watching at the challenge of the Connacht marauders. One was in the flower of his youth, smooth-skinned and
blue-eyed. His golden curls fell down upon his young shoulders and blew backwards on the wind with the speed
of his approach. He wore a shirt and tunic of saffron colour closely fastened around his body with a strong supple
belt of leather, and over this was his battle-girdle, also of hard-tanned leather, which encircled him from his hips
to his arm-pits, so that neither javelins, nor sharp-pointed irons, nor spears, nor darts could pierce through it, but
bounded away from it as if from a rock.
In his right hand he held a tall bronze spear, and on his left arm a great curved black-red shield with a
scalloped keen-edged rim, so sharp that whenever he used it as a weapon he cut equally with it as with his spear
or his sword. As he stood up straight in his chariot behind the flying horses, which guided by the unerring hand of
Laegh, his charioteer, bore him like a lightning shaft towards the Ford. Queen Maeve leaning forward in her
chariot-seat on the opposite brink of the river, turned her proud eyes, full of ques tioning, on a tall dark youth who
stood near.
“Is it but a boy they send to stay my progress?” she exclaimed in scornful wonder. “Dost thou know his name,
Ferdia? Thou hadst knowledge of the Ultonian lads in thy younger days.”
“I know him, O Queen, and thou wilt find him a foe-man worthy of thy steel. Setanta, the son of Sualtainn,
was his name ere he was my comrade at the Military School of the Lady Scathach over the seas in Alba. But
afterwards, because of a wondrous feat, in which he tore the watch-dog of Culann, the Armourer of King Conor,
asunder when it strove to prevent his entrance into the Smith’s house in the wake of the King, he hath been called
Cuchulainn, that is the Hound of Culann. His strength shall yet be felt in this battle as I and others have felt it in
the wrestle, and his feats of championship are many and marvelous.”
“Yet he is but a boy,” repeated the Queen softly, “a boy, and oh! the pity that against him our javelins shall fly,
and our blue sharp-pointed spears be set. Can he be won to us, O Ferdia?”
“Nay, nay, my Queen, he is pledged to Conor, who is his mother’s brother; and Cuchulainn was never known
to forsake his friend, or break his plighted word.”
*
While all eyes were fixed upon the young hero, the rumbling noise of another chariot, hastily driven, reached
their ears across the Ford. Then a great mocking shout of laughter rose from Maeve and her attendant warriors,
and in a moment it had spread throughout the army. A second champion had come to guard the borders of Uladh,
and it was at his appearance their mirth had broken forth.
He drove forward to the margin of the Ford beside Cuchulainn, and stayed his horses in full view of the
invaders. Their laughter rang louder and longer at nearer sight of him.
Iliach, the Son of Cas, of the Clanna Rury, was his name, and in his youth he had been one of the chief fighters
of that royal race. But now, alas, he had grown very old, and being exempted by age from active warfare he had
settled down into ways of peace. As he sat by the fireside in his caiseal, he fought once more, in memory, the
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battles of his youth and manhood. The sword that he never hoped to wield again rusted in its scabbard, his spears
swung idly to and fro upon the wall, the two old steeds that had borne him into the core of conflict many a time
and oft, were turned out loose for life into the green, wide-spreading meadows round his home, where the river
rippled between high banks of sheltering trees, and the battle-car which had withstood the dint of many a shock in
his fierce fighting days was lying, almost decaying, hard by in a corner of his bawn.
Yet, when Iliach heard of the hostile descent upon Uladh, the old war-anger wakened in his heart again, until
he felt that the strength had come back to his arm and the keen, far-seeing visions to his dimmed and weary eye.
He called his clansmen around him from the high hills and deep glens of that Northern tribe-land, exhorting them
to follow whither he led, that the Clanna Rury might stand, as it had often stood before, for the defence of Uladh
in the face of the enemy.
And while the clansmen were gathering and making ready, the old chieftain, impatient for the fray, set out
alone. He had caused the venerable speckled steeds to be yoked once more to the shattered chariot, which had
neither cushions nor skins to it, for in his earlier days a warrior looked upon these as luxuries unbefitting his
manly hardihood. He slung over his shoulder his rough dark shield of iron with its thick rim of silver, and round
his waist, by its leathern girdle, he fastened his gray-tilted heavy-striking sword to his left side. In his hand he
took his shaky-headed, many-gapped spears, and because that his armament was ancient and scanty, his people
filled the chariot around him with stones and rocks and great flags that he might, with these, defend himself to the
last.
It was the sight of this shaggy, strangely-equipped champion beside the young Cuchulainn that awakened the
mirth of the Olne-Machta. Great, indeed, was their merriment as he waved his rusty spear threateningly across the
water, and Maeve’s shrill womanly laughter rang clearest of all.
“A boy and a dotard—Uladh is, in truth, well guarded.” She stood up in her seat and looked round upon her
immense army which darkened the plain as far as eye could reach.
“The Bull of Coolney is mine, O Ailill,” she cried to her husband, “won without blood or loss, only by this
pleasant journey from our own territories to those of King Conor. Let us cross the Ford.”
But, straight as a young poplar, on the other side stood Cuchulainn challenging her bravest to single combat,
and on a level with him, Iliach raised his battle-shout of defiance.
*
Then the fight began, and it shall be related hereafter how the Hound of Uladh kept his guaranty while the Red
Branch slept. It is with Iliach of the Clanna Rury our tale is concerned, and how he fought and died.
When the heat of the fray made men pant and strain and wrestle agonisingly in the trial of single combat with
Cuchulainn, Iliach held his own against the lesser champions that approached him. The strength of youth had,
indeed, been renewed in him, and he fought as in the bygone days, when his name was revered throughout Uladh
as that of a warrior of renown. Nay, he fought better than ever in that heroic time, for it seemed as if a magic skill
pervaded his being, so quick-darting was he to avoid a blow, so strong was his body to withstand the assaults of
those ferocious Connacians, and so supple was the hand that held his long shaky spear as it darted hither and
thither under and above the shields of his enemies, piercing, hacking and hewing them until the dead lay piled in
heaps around. And when the spear, through excess of use, broke off in two, he mounted into his chariot again,
and, picking up the heavy large stones with which it was filled, hurled them on the heads of Maeve’s men,
crushing, grinding, and bruising them until those who had fallen were covered as with a cairn.
Many wounds did he receive from lance and javelin as he stood holding the Ford of Watching with Cuchulainn
—many and grievous wounds, through which his life-blood swiftly flowed. And when he felt the icy hand of
Death clutch at his heart-strings he groped his way, barely alive, to the spot where Doche Mac Magach, of
Connacht, stood, one who had been his brother in arms in their boyhood. Now, they were on different sides in this
great encounter.When Doche saw Iliach approach he went to meet him.
“Well hast thou fought this day, old friend,” said he. “Yet it has been against heavy odds, and many are the
gaping wounds upon thee. Wherefore dost thou seek me?”
“To beg thee for one last favour, O Doche Mac Magach,” replied Iliach, “since my day is over and the night of
Death is creeping fast in my track. I have fought my last battle, and no longer can I stand against King Conor’s
foes. In memory of the friendship that was between thee and me, who never lifted hands against one another until
this day, I pray thee grant my request.”
“It is granted, O my friend,” said Doche.
“Then since I would not be led a prisoner to the camp of Queen Maeve, but would rather, of a surety, die upon
the field, do thou strike off my head with thy sword that I may pass through the Dark Gates speedily and reach the
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heroes waiting beyond. And yet another favour I would ask, O Doche, that thou wilt convey my sword, now
broken and edgeless, to thy friend and mine, Leury of Uladh, as a parting token of my affection.”
“I promise,” said the other, mournfully.
“Then farewell, friend of my heart. Strike swift and sure.”
He knelt on the bloody ground before Doche and bent his withered neck for the blow. Swift and sure it came,
and the head of Iliach of the Clanna Rury bounded forward till it reached the feet of Cuchulainn, who saw it
without ceasing one moment in his terrible slaughter of his enemies.
“For thee, and for thee,” he cried loudly, “for thee, and for thee, O brave chieftain, who hath been my mainstay,
I shall deal havoc on those who have slain thee.” And the clansmen of Connacht fell as grass falls beneath the
scythe of the mower around him, because of his pity for the old warrior whose last battle was done.
In the Northern Glen on the sea-swept eastern coast of Uladh the Clanna Rury raised the caoine for their
chieftain, and over his body, which had been tenderly conveyed from the Ford of Watching, they raised the
monumental mound.
6
Day after day Oisin kept grumbling at the fare set forth upon the monastery table until the holy men well-nigh
lost the patience that was a habit with them. Patrick alone had wisdom to deal gently with the old Pagan whom he
had baptised and housed, for with the clearer insight of his pity he saw the woe of loneliness that racked the heart
of Fionn’s son, and the dread of a future life in which the Christian’s God might turn his converted soul aside
from the happy land through which the Fianna hunted and reveled beyond the grave. Therefore Patrick spake
softly to him as Oisin held out a shaky massive hand, and pointed scornfully at the large meskin of butter and
bannock of bread and quarter of beef that were his daily rations.
“And is it this little portion you offer me, O Cleric; me that am son of Fionn Mac Cumhaill and Bard and
Warrior of the Fianna? Why, in my father’s house he would have given a larger share to the beggar at his door.”
“I have given more than we can spare, old man,” said Patrick. “Eat and be thankful that it is not less.”
“My grief,” said Oisin, “that the days of my father are over, for then an ivy leaf was larger than your bannock
of bread, O Patrick, and a rowan berry, than your meskin of butter, and a quarter of a blackbird than your quarter
of beef. A man could eat his fill nor fear that more should not be forthcoming.”
“Now it is not truth you would be saying, Oisin, my soul,” exclaimed Patrick, “to tell me these things. Never
have I heard of such ivy leaves, or such rowan berries, or such great monstrous blackbirds, even in the wonder
times of the Fianna.”
“Yet it was so, and I know where they can be found to this day. Let me go, O Patrick, with my dog, Bran’s pup,
and a boy to guide me since my sight is dim, and I shall return to your cell with all three of these marvels you
deny.”
“Then go,” said Patrick, “go, Oisin; and oh! grumbling old man, it is empty-handed you will be coming back
to me.” Patrick gave him the boy-guide and brought to him his dog, of which Bran, the hound of Fionn, had been
the mother.
Now these dogs possessed a sagacity truly marvelous and an affectionateness that almost rivaled human
feeling. The Fianna believed that Bran had not always been a four-footed animal, but in earlier times was a man,
handsome, supple, and strong, the son of Fair Fergus, the King of Ulster. He had fallen under enchantment, and
became the swift, keen-sighted hound, bodyguard and faithful companion of Fionn.
So it was accompanied by the pup of this noble hound and a little boy, that Oisin, half-blind and slow of step,
with the weight of ages bowing him down, set forth upon his journey. They wandered southwards until they
reached the hill called Cnocan-an-Ein-fionn, and climbed its slope to the place where is the cave. It was barred by
an enormous boulder.
“Roll away the stone that is there, little boy,” said Oisin, “so that I may enter.” The boy laughed.
“Ten men could not do it, old man, for it is a great heavy stone and firm in the ground.”
“Lead me close to it.”
The boy took the groping hand of Oisin and led him to the stone. Then the old warrior made an easy thrust at
it, and the huge block rolled aside, leaving the entrance to the cave open.
“Go into the cave, little boy, and tell me what you see there,” Oisin commanded.
The boy passed through timorously, holding his breath for fear of the shadows. He gazed round in awe.
“I see a great silver horn hanging on the wall, old man,” he cried.
“Bring it to me, little boy.”
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“Three men could not lift it, old man, and it will not even move at my touch.”
“Come out and lead me to it.”
Then Oisin took the huge horn down from the wall and held it lovingly. It was the Dord Fianna—the hunting
horn of the Fianna.
“Alas,” he moaned, “many a time have I sounded the hunting-call on thee, O horn of many memories. Oft did
my father Fionn waken the echoes with thy music from Loch Lein of the beauty places to Tory of the Kings. My
grief that Oisin should live to sound thee and not one of the Fianna left in Eirinn to hear.”
Standing on the hill-top, from whence the sound traveled far and wide, he blew upon it a strong clear note.
From the west a flock of birds came sweeping like a cloud. The boy cried out,
“It is a great flock of blackbirds that are flying towards us, old man. They will be on the hilltop ere long.”
“Do you see a fine bird among them, little boy?”
“No, old man, not to say a fine bird.”
Oisin raised the Dord Fianna to his lips and blew a second time. A larger crowd of birds came winging in
response.
“Is there a fine bird among these, little boy?” Oisin demanded.
“No,” said the boy, “not to say a fine bird.”
A third time the music of the Dord Fianna pealed from the hill crest over the woods and beyond the shining
rivers that threaded the glens and meadows far below.
“What do you see now, little boy?” The boy shrieked in terror.
“I see a huge bird larger than a cow making for us. Let us hide, old man, he is coming swiftly.”
“Loose the pup,” said Oisin.
The lad did so with trembling hands, and the dog leaped forward at the monstrous bird. For hours they fought
there on the summit, clawing, biting, rending each other. At last the bird lay dead with claws upturned to the sky.
“Lead me to the bird, little boy,” said Oisin.
But suddenly the dog gave a deep howl of rage, and, mad from the fearful fight he had undergone, rushed
towards Oisin with his mouth wide open. From his head a thick cloud of steam arose, and his eyes were like
moving balls of red fire in their sockets.
“The pup is coming towards us, old man,” shouted the boy in a panic of fear. “The madness is on him and the
foam falling from his lips. Oh, let us hide. Run, old man, run.”
“Nay, little boy,” said Oisin, “I will not run. But the dog will kill us unless we kill him first. Take this ball of
lead and hurl it into his mouth.”
“O, I cannot,” cried the boy. “I am afraid.”
“Then place me in his path, little boy.”
So, placed in the dog's path, Oisin met his rush, and hurling the leaden ball with accurate aim it flew into his
open mouth and throat. The dog gave a gasp and fell dead. Then going up to the huge blackbird, Oisin and the boy
disjointed him, taking a quarter of him as a proof to Patrick the Cleric. They found the rowan berry and the ivy
leaf in the woods of Ballyvalley down by the Shannon River.
Patrick looked long at the three proofs of Oisin's bringing.
“Now I shall ever believe, Oisin my soul, in the truth of the Fianna, though their God was not my God nor
their ways my ways. Come, old weary man, to the table. Henceforth your share shall be three times greater than
before.”
“Three-quarters of beef, three bannocks of bread, and three meskins of butter?” queried Oisin.
“Even so, old man,” said Patrick. …
219.193 Excerpt from Mystery Of Easter Island\fn{by Katherine Maria Routledge (1866-1935)} Darlington,
Darlington, England, United Kingdom (F) 10
9
… Easter Island at last! It was in the misty dawn of Sunday, march 29 th, 1914, that we first saw our destination,
just one week in the year earlier than the Easter Day it was sighted by Roggeveen and his company of
Dutchmen.\fn{The Dutch admiral discovered the island in 1722 } We had been twenty days at sea since leaving Juan
Fernandez, giving a wide berth to the few dangerous rocks which constitute Salo-y-Gomez and steering directly
into the sunset. It was thirteen months since we had left Southampton, out of which time we had been 147 days
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under way, and here at last was our goal.
As we approached the southern coast we gazed in almost awed silence at the long gray mass of land, broken
into three great curves, and diversified by giant molehills. The whole looked an alarmingly big island land in
which to find hidden caves. The hush was broken by the despairing voice of Bailey, the ship’s cook.
“I don’t know how I am to make a fire on that island, there is no wood!”
He spoke the truth; not a vestige of timber or even brushwood was to be seen. We swung round the western
headland with its group of islets and dropped anchor in Cook’s Bay.\fn{ The English Captain Cook had visited the island in
1774} A few hundred yards from the shore is the village of Hangar Road, the native name for Cook’s Bay. This is
the only part of the island which is inhabited, the two hundred and fifty natives, all that remain of the population,
having been gathered together here in order to secure the safety of the livestock, to which the rest of the island is
devoted. The yacht was soon surrounded by six or seven boat-loads of natives, clad in nondescript European
garments, but wearing a head-covering of native straw, somewhat resembling in appearance the high hat of
civilization.
The Manager, Mr. Edmunds, shortly appeared, and to our relief, for we had not been sure how he would view
such an invasion, gave us a very kind welcome. He is English, and was, to all intent, at the time of our arrival, the
only white man on the island; a French carpenter, who lived at Hanga Roa with a native wife, being always
included in the village community.\fn{ The French first visited the island in 1786 } His house is at Mataveri, a spot about
two miles to the south of the village, surrounded by modern plantations which are almost the only trees on the
island; immediately behind it rises the swelling mass of the volcano Rano Kao.
The first meal on Easter Island, taken here with Mr. Edmunds, remained a lasting memory. It was a large plain
room with uncarpeted floor, scrupulously orderly; a dinner table, a few chairs, and two small bookcases formed
the whole furniture. The door on to the verandah was open, for the night was hot, and the roar of breakers could
be heard on the beach; while near at hand conversation was accompanied by a never-ceasing drone of mosquitoes.
The light of the unshaded lamp was reflected from the clean, rough-dried cloth on the table round which we sat,
and lit up our host’s features, the keen brown face of a man who had lived for some thirty years or more, most of
it in the open air and under a tropical sun. He was telling us of events which one hardly thought existed outside
magazines and books of adventure, but doing it so quietly that, with closed eyes, it might have been fancied that
the entertainment was at some London restaurant, and we were still at the stage of discussing the latest play.
“This house,” said our host, “was built some fifty years ago by Bornier,\fn{ M. Dutrou Bornier, from Tahiti, arrived
about 1867; he was the first person hired to oversee commercial exploitation of the island } who was the first to exploit the island.
He was murdered by the natives: they seized the moment when he was descending from a ladder; one spoke to
him and another struck him down. They buried him on the hillock near the cliff just outside the plantation: you
will see his grave, when the grass is not so long; it is marked by a circle of stones. A French warship arriving
almost immediately afterwards, they explained that he had been killed by a fall from his horse, and this is the
version still given in some of the accounts of the island, but murder will always out. After that another manager
had trouble: it was over sheep-stealing. There were three or four white men here at the time, and they all rode
down to the village to teach the natives a lesson, but the ponies turned restive at the sound of gunfire, and the
rifles themselves were defective, so the boot was on the other foot, and they had to retreat up here followed by the
mob; for months they lived in what was practically a state of siege, with one man always on guard for fear of
attack.
“My latest guests were a crew of shipwrecked mariners, Americans, who landed on the island last June.\fn{ The
first American contact was with the U. S. S. Mohican, a warship, in 1888} A fortnight earlier the barometer here had been
extraordinarily low, but we did not get much wind; further to the south, however, the gale was terrific, and the El
Dorado was in the midst of it. The captain, who had been a whaler in his day, said that he had never seen anything
approaching it, the sea was simply a seething mass of crested waves. The ship was a schooner, trading between
Oregon and a Chilean port;\fn{ The Chilean Government took formal possession of Easter Island in 1888; but the Spanish Captain
Gonzalez first visited the island in 1770 } she was a long way from land, as sailing vessels make a big semicircle to get
the best wind. She had a deck load of temper, 15 feet high, which of course shifted in such a sea; she sprang leaks
in every direction, and it was obvious that she must soon break up.
“The crew took to their boat, not that they had much hope of saving their lives, but simply because there was
nothing else to be done. They got some tins of milk and soup on board, and a box of biscuits, and a cask holding
perhaps twenty gallons of water. The captain managed to secure his sextant, but when he went back for his
chronometers the chart-room was too deep in water for him to be able to reach them.
“They saw by the chart that the nearest land was this island: it was seven hundred miles off, and as they had no
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chronometer, and could take no risks, they would have to go north first in order to get their latitude, which would
add on another two hundred. There was nothing for it, however, but to do the best they could; they had more gales
too, and only saved the boat from being swamped by making a sea-anchor of their blankets. The spray of course
kept washing over them, and as the boat was only 20 feet long and there were eleven of them, there was no room
for them to lie down. Each day they had between them a tin of the soup and one of milk, and an allowance of
water, but the sea got into the water-cask and made it brackish, and before the end their sufferings from thirst were
so great that one or two of them attempted to drink salt water; the mate stopped that by saying that he would shoot
the first man who did it.
“After nine days they sighted this island, but then luck was against them, for the wind changed, and it was
forty-eight yours, after they saw the coast, before they were able to beach the boat. They got on shore at the other
end of the island, which is uninhabited. They were pretty much at the last stage of exhaustion, and their skin was
in a terrible condition with salt water; their feet especially were so bad that they could hardly walk. One of them
fell down again and again, but struggled on saying,
“‘I won’t give up, I won’t give up.’
“At last my man, who looks after the cattle over there, saw them and brought me word. The officers were put
up here; you must really forgive the limitations of my wardrobe, for I had to give away nearly everything that I
had in order to clothe them.
“The most curious part of the whole business was that after they had been here three or four months the captain
took to the boat again. I believe that he was buying his house at home on the installment plan, and that if he did
not get in the last payment by the end of the year the whole would be forfeited; anyway, as soon as the fine
weather dame on he had out the boat and patched her up.
“He got two of his men to go with him. I lent him a watch for navigation purposes, and we did all we could for
him in the way of food; there were no matches on the island, so he learnt how to make fire with two pieces of
wood native fashion. Anyway, off he started last October for Mangareva, sixteen hundred miles from here; he
must have got there safely, for you brought me an answer to a letter that I gave him to post.\fn{ A note reads: Captain
Benson and his crew made the voyage in the ship’s boat to Mangareva in sixteen days, and after two days there left in the same manner for
Tahiti, accomplishing the further nine hundred miles in eleven days. Mr. Richards, the British Consul at the latter place, told us later of his
astonishment, when, in answer to his question whence the crew had come, he received the amazing reply, “Easter Island.” For the account
see Captain Benson’s Own Story, James H. Barry Co., San Francisco}

“But,” and here for the first time the eyes of our host grew animated, and he raised his voice slightly, “it is
maddening to think of that cargo drifting about in the Pacific. I do trust that next time a ship breaks up with a
deck-load of timber, she will have at least the commonsense to do so near Easter Island.” Then, after a pause,
“I wish you no ill, but the yacht would make a splendid wreck.”
We kept Mana\fn{The name of their yacht} for nearly two months while learning our new surroundings. Not only
were we anxious to find if we had the necessary camp gear and stores, but we were engaged in agonized
endeavors to foresee the details of excavation and research, in case essential tools or equipment had been
forgotten, which the yacht could fetch from Chile. The time, however, arrived when she must go. Mr. Ritchie was
now on shore with us for survey work, but as his service with the Expedition was limited, the vessel had to return
in time to take him back to civilisastion by the correct date. Mr. Gillam had from this time sole charge of the
navigation of Mana. Instructions for him had to be written, and correspondence grappled with; business letters,
epistles for friends, and reports to Societies were hurriedly dealt with; and an article which had been promised to
the Spectator, First Impressions of Easter Island, was written in my tent, by the light of a hurricane-lamp, during
the small hours of more than one morning.
When the mail-bag was finally sealed, there was great difficult in getting hold of Mana. The position of a
skipper of a boat off Easter Island, unless she has strong steam-power, is not a happy one. Mr. Gillam used to lie
in his berth at Cook’s Bay hearing the waves break on the jagged reaches of lava, and the longer he listened the
less he liked it. The instant that the wind shows signs of going to the west, a ship must clear out. It is reported that
on one occasion there were some anxious moments on board: a sudden change of wind and tide were setting the
yacht steadily on the rocks; they engineer was below in the engine-room, and Mr. Gillam shouted to him down the
hatchway,
“If you can’t make that motor of yours round in three minutes, you will know whether there is a God or not!”
To get in touch with the yacht was like a game of hide-and-seek, for often by the time those on shore arrived at
one side of the island, the wind had shifted, and she had run round to the other. She was on the north coast when
we managed to catch her, and to bet back to Mataveri necessitated retracing our steps, as will be seen from the
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map, over the high central ground of the island, and down on the other side; the track was rough, and the ride
would ordinarily take from two to three hours. It was 4 p.m. before all work was done on board, the good-byes
said, and we were put on shore; the sandy cove, the horses and men, with Mana in the offing, formed a delightful
picture in the evening light, but there the charms of the situation ended. There was only one pack-horse, and a
formidable body of last collections sat looking at us in a pile on the grass. In addition we had not, in the general
pressure, sufficiently taken into account that we were bringing off the engineer, now to be turned into
photographer; there he was, and not he alone but his goods and bedding. The sun set at five o’clock, and it would
be dark at half-past five; it seemed hopeless to get back that night.
A neighbouring cave was first investigated as a possible abiding-place, but proved full of undesirable
inhabitants, so everyone set to work and the amount stowed on that wretched pack-horse was wonderful. Then
each attendant was slung round with some remaining object, S. took the additional member on his pony, and off
we set.
Before we got to the highest point all daylight had gone, and there was only just enough starlight to keep to the
narrow track by each man following a dim vision of the one immediately in front. My own beast had been chosen
as “so safe” that it was most difficult to keep him up with the others, let alone on his four legs. The pack-horse,
too, began pointing out that he was not enjoying the journey; the load was readjusted more than once, but when
we were on the downgrade again he came to a full stop and we all dismounted.
There in the creepy darkness we had a most weird picnic; not far off was a burial-place, with a row of fallen
statues, while the only light save that of the stars was the striking of an occasional match. S. produced a tin of
meat, which he had brought from the yacht, and which was most acceptable, as he and I had had no substantial
food, save a divided tin of sardines, since breakfast at 7 o’clock. He shared it out between the party amid cries
from our retainers of “Good food, good Pappa,” for we were, as in East Africa, known as “Pappa” and “Mamma”
to a large and promising family. By some inducement the pack-horse was then deluded into proceeding, and we
finally reached Mataveri at nine o’clock, relieved to find we had not been given up and that supper awaited us. So
did we cut our last link with civilization, and were left in mid-Pacific with statues and natives.
The next part of this story deals with the island, the conditions of life on it, and our experience during the
sixteen months we were to spend there. Such scientific work as the Expedition was able to accomplish will be
recounted later.
10
Easter is a volcanic land, and in the earliest days of the world’s history great lights and flowing lava must have
gleamed across the expanse of water, then gradually lessened and died away, leaving their work to be moulded by
wind and tide. The island, as the forces of nature have thus made it, is triangular in shape and curiously
symmetrical. The length of the base—that is, of the south, or strictly speaking south-east, coast—is about thirteen
miles, and the greatest width about seven miles; the circumference, roughly speaking, is thirty-four miles. The
apex, which is the highest ground, is a volcano over 1,700 feet in height whose summit is formed of a cluster of
small craters; the eastern and western angles are each composed of a large extinct volcano. The place is
geologically young, and the mountains, in contrast to those of Juan Fernandez, still preserve their original rounded
shape; there are no ravines, no wooded precipices, no inaccessible heights, but round the hole coast erosion is at
work, with the result that, while on the land side the slopes of all these three mountains are gradual, on the sea
side—that is, in portions of the north, east, and west coasts respectively—they have been worn back by the power
of the waves into imposing cliffs. In the lower districts the sheets of lava form a shoreline of some 50 to 100 feet
in height, and extend into the sea in black, broken ridges. Against this coast of alternating high cliffs and jagged
rocks the swell of the Pacific is always dashing, and in a high wind clouds of white spray first hide, and then
reveal, the inhospitable shore.
The comparatively level and low-lying regions of the island, namely, those which are not covered by the three
great volcanoes, consist of the south coast, and of two tracts which run across the island on either side. The high
ground which forms the apex of the triangle is thus divided from that of the eastern and western angles
respectively. Another level strip, some quarter of a mile wide at its broadest, lies in an elevated and romantic
position around the northern apex between the highest portion of the central mountain and the precipitous seacliff. This distribution of the level ground is, as will be later seen, reflected in the disposition of the various clans
which formerly spread over the island.
In addition to the three large mountains, there are smaller elevations some hundreds of feet in height, generally
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in the form of cones with craters distinctly visible. These lesser volcanoes, with one or two exceptions, may be
roughly said to lie in two lines which radiate irregularly from the northern eminence, spreading out from it like
fingers and pointing respectively to the east and west ends of the south coast. The hills, which may be termed the
root of the fingers, form part of the high ground, while those equivalent to the tips rise out of the low-lying
portion, where the east and west transverse belts join the southern plain.
In some instances the crater of a mountain has become a lake; when this is the case the term rano is prefixed to
its name. It is quaintly told that one visitor, considering the volcanic origin, hazarded the suggestion that rano was
equivalent to fire, to which the natives indignantly replied that, on the contrary, it meant water. These lakes are
almost the only water supply of the island: there is a good rainfall, but no single running stream. Owing to the
porous nature of the ground the water sinks beneath the surface, sometimes forming underground channels from
which it flows into the sea below high-water mark, thus giving rise to the curious statement of early voyagers that
the natives were able to drink salt water. The lower portions of the island are composed of sheets of lava, in
process of disintegration, across which walking is almost impossible and riding a very slow process; the surface
of the mountains and hills is smoother, being volcanic ash. The whole is covered with grass, which sprouts up
between the masses of lava and gives the hills a delightful down-like appearance. Forest growth has probably
never consisted of more than brushwood and shrubs, and today even those have disappeared.
The best panorama of the island is obtained from the western volcano, by name Rano Kao. Below on the left
lies Cook’s Bay, with Mataveri and the village of Hanga Roa, and beyond them the high bleak central ground of
the island, generally known by the name of one of its craters, Rano Aroi. On the right is the plain of the south
coast, culminating in the eastern headland, a district the greater art of which is known as Poike. Just in front of the
headland can be seen the two peaks of the mountain of Rano Raraku, from which the statues were hewn and
which is the most interesting place in the island; while on a clear day there can be obtained a glimpse of the
northern coast and the sea beyond.
Such is Easter Island. It bears no resemblance to the ideal lotus-eating lands of the Pacific; rather, with its
bleak grass-grown surface, its wild rocks and restless ocean, it recalls some of the Scilly Isles or the coast of
Cornwall. It is not a beautiful country nor even a striking one, but it has a fascination of its own. All portions of it
are accessible; from every part are seen marvelous views of rolling country; everywhere is the wind of heaven;
around and above all are the boundless sea and sky, infinite space and a great silence. The dweller there is everlistening for he knows not what, feeling unconsciously that he is in the antechamber to something yet more vast
which is just beyond his ken.
The objects of antiquarian interest proved to be widely scattered. The statues have originally stood on a
particular kind of burial-place, generally known as a “terrace” or “platform.” These terraces surround the whole
coast, and each one had of course to be studied. For those at the western end, and for certain stone remains on the
volcano of Rano Kao, Mataveri was a most convenient center; but the distance from there to the places of interest
at the other end of the island was unduly great. We therefore decided to avail ourselves of the offer of the manager
and remain for a while at his establishment, where Mana left us, and later move camp. Survey and photography
had of course to keep pace with research, and a general lookout to be kept for any caves which it might pay to
explore. There was also the question of getting into touch with the natives and finding if any lore existed which
threw light on the antiquities: this last, from what we had been told in England, was not a very hopeful quest;
anyway, it seemed wiser to defer it for the moment till we knew something of the language and were more at
home in our surroundings.
The Manager’s house has six rooms, three of which are at the front, and three, having a separate entrance, at
the back. These last, with a most useful attic, Mr. Edmunds kindly put at our disposal, and we supplemented the
accommodation with tents pitched in the grounds. My own tent, for the sake of quietness, was on the western side
of the plantation, about a hundred yards from the house. S. used to escort me down at night, with a camp lantern,
by a little track through the eucalyptus trees, see that all was well, put down the light, and leave me with the
mystery of the island.
The site was one dedicated to cannibal feasts; immediately behind was the hillock with the grave of the
murdered manager; while not far away the waves thundered against the cliffs, making in stormy weather the
ground tremble as if with an earthquake. In the morning came the glory of the waking, of being at once tête à tête
with air, sunshine, and dewy grass: to those who have not known the wonder of these things, it cannot be
explained; to those who have experienced it, no words are needed.
Tent life is not all “beer and skittles”; Easter is too windy for an ideal camping –ground; my pitch was
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sheltered, but even so it seemed at times as if the structure would be carried away bodily. To preserve a tent in
place taut ropes are needed, but if rain descends these shrink, and either burst with the strain or tear the pegs out
of the ground: the conscientious dweller under canvas will, under these conditions, arise from his warm bed, and
in the pouring deluge race round the tent, slacking off the said ropes. Mine, like the stripes of St. Paul, numbered
forty save one. Before the end we were able to make different arrangements.
When we had been some three and a half months at Mataveri—that is, in the middle of July 1914—we felt that
the time had come to begin work on the other end of the island. It must be remembered that our original idea was
that six months would probably suffice for the whole inquiry, and in any case we had no intention of staying
behind the period which would allow of Mama’s making a second trip to Chile.
We therefore established ourselves at Rano Raraku as the most convenient site. It takes about two hours to ride
there from Mataveri. The road is made, like all those in the island, by simply clearing away the stones, but it is
wide enough to permit the passage of a wagon. It leads first across the island by the western transverse plain till,
at Vaihu, the sea is reached, then runs along the south coast with its low rocks and continuous line of breaking
surf. Every step of this part of the way is marked, for those who have eyes to see, with ruined burial-places; many
of them strewn with the remains of the statues which have once been erected upon them. As Raraku is approached
there lie by the roadside isolated figures of portentous size, abandoned, it has been thought, in the act of removal
from the quarries to the terraces.
We grew to know by heart this road, which led from what we termed our “town establishment,” to our
“country house,” and have ridden it, together or separately, at all hours and in every weather.
We were not
infrequently detained by business, at one end or the other, till too late to save the daylight, and after dark it was
not easy to keep to the track, even with the help afforded by the sound of the breakers. Our ponies gave us no
assistance in the difficulty, for as foals they had run wild with their mothers and were, therefore, equally happy
wandering off among the fields of broken lava. As the “twilight of the dove” gradually changed to the “twilight of
the raven,” and the huge figures loomed larger than ever in the gathering bloom, it seemed that, if ever the spirits
of the departed revisit their ancient haunts, the ghosts of the old image-makers must be all abroad about their
works and places of burial.
Ranko Raraku stands by itself where the flat ground of the southern coast meets the eastern transverse plain,
and forms the isolated tip of those lesser volcanoes which have been described as the eastern finger. About a mile
to the eastward rises the high ground of Polke. Raraku scarcely deserves the name of mountain, being little more
than a basin containing a crater lake; yet it curiously dominates the scene. There will be much to tell of it
hereafter; for the moment suffice it to say that a large number of statues stand on its lower slopes, while above are
the quarries from which, with very few exceptions, all the figures in the island have been obtained.
The side nearest the sea is a sheer cliff, the extremities of which form the two peaks which are so characteristic
of the mountain. Beneath the cliff is a flow of lava; here the French carpenter had managed to put up two iron huts
which had been sent ahead from England; one was a store, the other formed my one-roomed villa residence. Their
erection was somewhat of a triumph, as all the bolts had been stolen on the way. The rest of the camp, the tent for
meals, that of S., and those for the servants, were pitched for protection about 50 feet lower down, on the further
side of the lava flow; but even here, owing to the tearing wind which howled round the mountain, their canvas
flies had to be tied back and walls erected around them.
On every hand were the remains of native life prior to the removal of the inhabitants to Hanga Roa, the most
welcome being a single well-grown tree of the sort known in tropical countries as the “umbrella tree.” It was the
only example of its kind on the island, and was of an age that suggested it had been planted by the early
missionaries.\fn{The first missionary contact was from Valparaiso, Chile, in January, 1864}
The whole situation was not only one of striking beauty, but brought with it an indescribable sense of
solemnity. Immediately above the camp towered the majestic cliff of Raraku, near at hand were its mysterious
quarries and still erect statues; on the coast below us, quiet and still, lay the overturned images of the great
platform of Tongariki, one fragment of which alone remains on its base, as a silent witness to the glory which has
departed. The scene was most wonderful of all when the full moon made a track of light over the sea, against
which the black mass of the terrace and the outline of the standing fragment were sharply defined; while the white
beams turned the waving grass into shimmering silver and lit up every crevice in the mountain above.
Eater Island lies in the sub-tropics, and, if the question of wind be eliminated, the climate is as near perfection
as possible in this world. There may be, especially in the winter months, a spell of three or four days of rain, or a
wind from the Atlantic when woolen clothes are welcome; and occasionally, in the summer, it is preferable to be
indoors during the noontide hours; but with these exceptions, it is one of those rare localities where it is possible
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to be warm the whole year round, and yet to utilize to the full the hours of daylight.
There are, as might be expected, too many insects; cockroaches abound, out of doors and under statues as well
as in houses and tents; when things were very bad they might even be seen on the dinner-table. I was calmly told,
with masculine insensibility, that “if I had not naturally a taste for such things, the sooner that I acquired it the
better”; the only consolation was that they were of a handsome red variety and not shiny black. Flies also are
numerous; I have counted two hundred in a bowl of soapy water, and six or eight at once on my hand while busy
writing; “their tameness was shocking to me.” Mosquitoes, which have been imported, varied in their attentions;
when they were at their worst it was necessary to wear head-gear and dine in gloves. There is said to be no fever
in the islands; we had two or three attacks, but it may have been “original sin.” Once we had a plague of little
white moths, and occasionally, for a short while, visitations of a small flying beetle, whose instinct seemed to be
to crawl into everything, making it safer to stuff one’s ears with cotton-wool. On these occasions dinner had to be
put earlier, owing to Bailey’s pathetic complaint that, with a lamp burning in the kitchen, business was rendered
impossible from the crowds which committed suicide in the soup.
The lack of firewood was met by using oil; when, later, we had to economise in that commodity, it was
supplemented by collecting dried manure. The natives use brushwood or anything they can pick up; their manner
of cooking, which is after Polynesian fashion by heating stones placed in the earth, requires very little fuel.
The water difficulty was ever-present. At the Mataveri establishment the supply collected from the roof was
generally sufficient; we arrived, however, in a dry spell, and one morning the request for water was met by the
information that the “tank was empty”; even Mana, one felt, had never fallen quite so low. It was consoling to be
informed that “clothes could always be washed in the crater,” a climb of 1,300 feet. At our Raraku camp all the
water, except that which could be collected on the roof of a tin hut, had to be fetched from the crater lake; this
rendered us tiresomely dependent on getting native labour. The rain-clouds are often intercepted by the high
grounds at the south-western end of the island, in a manner which is most tantalizing to the dweller in the eastern,
if supplies happened to be low.
The ranch supported at this time about 12,000 sheep, 2,000 head of cattle, and other livestock; we were
generously supplied with milk and could purchase any quantity of mutton: beef was not often killed for so small a
party. Chickens of a lean species were sometimes available. Mana later brought Mr. Edmunds some turkeys which
did well. Bananas were useful, when in season. Fig-trees thrive, and we had a lavish and most acceptable supply
at Raraku of this fruit from those planted by the natives prior to their removal to Hanga Roa. Vegetables were
scarce, as the Manager took no interest in his garden, owing to the depredations of the natives, and we had no
time for their cultivation. Groceries had, of course, been brought with us, and on our arrival they were deposited
in the locked and strongly built wool-shed at Hanga Piko, a small-boat landing between Hanga Roa and Mataveri.
Housekeeping was a much easier business than on the yacht, but S.’s share of practical work was considerably
greater, for, beside the initial camp-pitching, all tent or kitchen gear that went wrong and every lamp which would
not burn made demands on his time. In his department also came the stud; we had been kindly provided with
some of the island ponies, of which there are about five hundred; as export is impossible, the value of each animal
is put at five shillings. When not in use the steeds were put out to graze as best they might; and in addition to the
care of the saddlery, every tethering rope when chafed through against the stones was brought for repair to the
head of the Expedition. In judging of scientific work under such conditions, it must always be borne in mind how
many hours and days are thus inevitably consumed in practical labour.
There was, luckily for us, the one skilled workman on the island, the French carpenter who had made his way
from New Caledonia; his name was Vincent, but he answered to the appellation of “Varta” (the figure in fig. 37);
the difficulty was to obtain his services as he was constantly employed on the estate. One of the few retainers,
Mahanga (fig. 89), was not a native of Easter, but had come from the Paumotu Islands; he served faithfully for
many months, the goal in view being the possession of one of the tin huts, which passed into his keeping when we
left the island. It was related that having been at one time afflicted with some skin disease, he had taken the heroic
remedy of plunging into a vat in which the sheep were being dipped, with painful but beneficial results.
The native girls make quite tolerable servants, and I was fortunate in never being without one. They take a
keen interest in their own clothes and some of them are surprisingly good needle-women; in some of the houses
there are even sewing-machines. But to obtain labour, whether for camp work or excavation, was always difficult,
and for a while circumstances rendered it almost impossible.
11
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It was stated a little while back that we were left on the island with statues and natives.
The statues remained quiescent, the natives did not. The inhabitants, or Kanakas to give them their usual
name\fn{A note says that this was “a name originally given by Europeans to the inhabitants of the South Seas, and is one form of the
Polynesian word meaning ‘man’; but W defines it as “a word, meaning ‘people’ or ‘person’, used by various Polynesian people to refer to
themselves” and makes no mention of its origin:H } are on the whole a handsome race, though their voices, particularly

those of the women, are very harsh. They are fortunate also in possession attractive manners, from which they get
the full benefit in their intercourse with passing ships. The older people we found always kind and amiable, but
the younger men have a high opinion of their own merits, and are often difficult to deal with
Their general morality, using the word in its limited sense, is, in common with that of all Polynesians, is of a
particularly low order; it is true that the Europeans with whom they have come into contact did not initiate this
condition, but they have seldom done anything to show that that of their own lands is in any way higher; a fact
which should be remembered when complaint is made that Kanakas “have no respect for white men.”
The native love of accuracy also leaves a good deal to be desired, and their lies are astonishingly fluent; but
lack of truthfulness is scarcely confined to Kanakas. In common with all residents in the south Seas, or indeed
elsewhere, they exert themselves no more than is necessary to supply their wants; unfortunately these, save in the
matter of clothes, have scarcely increased since pre-Christian days.
The food-supply of sweet potatoes and bananas, with a few pigs and fowls, can be obtained with a minimum of
labour; the keeping of sheep and cattle is not permitted by the Company, owing to the impossibility of discovering
or tracing theft. Their old huts, which were made with sticks and grass, have been replaced by small houses of
wood or stone, but, except in a few cases, there is no furniture, and the inhabitants continue to sleep on the floor,
in company wit hens, which freely run in and out. There seems no desire to improve their condition; “Kanakas no
like work, Kanakas like sit in house,” was the ingenious reply given by one of them, when my husband pointed
out the good results which would accrue from planting some trees in village territory.
Perhaps the greatest barrier to native progress lies in the absence of security of property; they steal freely from
one another, as well as from white men, so that all individual effort is rendered nugatory. At the same time they
are curiously lacking in pugnacity, and if detected in theft quietly desist or return the property. As a typical
instance or cook once met a man wearing one of his, Bailey’s, ties; he looked steadily at him, the man’s hand went
up, he took off the tie and handed it back.
Their own native organization was peculiarly lax, no kind of justice being administered, and they have never
had for any duration the civilizing effect of religious instruction or civil power. The missionaries were replaced by
a native lay reader; there is a large church where services are regularly held, which form important functions for
the display of best clothes, but it is difficult to say how much they convey to the worshippers. The older ones, at
any rate, have two names, both a native and Christian appellation. Mr. Edmunds had, on our arrival, the status of a
Chilean official, and was both just and kind in his dealings, but he had no means of enforcing order; the two
policemen who had been at one time on the island had been withdrawn owing to their own bad conduct. The
marvel is not that the Kanakas are troublesome, but that they are as good as they are.
We had heard in Chile rumours of native unrest, owing to the action of a white man, who had been for a short
while on the island, and who had done his best to undermine the authority of the Manager. We had before long
unpleasant evidence that they were out of hand. The wool-shed, which contained our minutely calculated stores,
was broken into, and a quantity of things stolen, the most lamented being three-fourths of the stock of soap; no
redress or punishment was possible.
One June 30th, while we were still at the Manager’s, a curious development began which turned the history of
the next five weeks into a Gilbertian opera—a play, however, with an undercurrent of reality which made the time
the most anxious in the story of the Expedition. On that date a semi-crippled old woman, named Angata, came up
to the Manager’s house accompanied by two men, and informed him that she had had a dream from God,
according to which M. Merlet, the chairman of the Company, was “no more,” and the island belonged to the
Kanakas, who were to take the cattle and have a feast the following day.\fn{ A note reads: “The natives of Easter hold very
firmly the primitive belief in dreams. If one of them dreamt, for example, that Mana was returning, it was retailed to us with all the
assurance of a wireless message” } Our party also was to be laid under contribution, which, it later transpired, was to

take the form of my clothes. Later in the day the following declaration of war was formally handed in to Mr.
Edmunds, written in Spanish as spoken on the island:
June 30th, 1914
Senior Ema, Mataveri,
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Now I declare to you, by-and-by we declare to you, which is the word we speak today, but we desire to take all the
animals in the camp and all our possessions in your hands, now, for you know that all the animals and farm in the camp
belong to us, our Bishop Tepano gave to us originally. He gave it to us in truth and justice. There is another thing, the
few animals which are in front of you,\fn{The mulch-cows} are for you to eat. There is also another thing, tomorrow
we are going out into the camp to fetch some animals for a banquet. God for us, His truth and justice. There is also
another business, but we did not receive who gave the animals to Merlet also who gave the earth to Merlet because it is
a big robbery. They took this possession of ours, and they gave nothing for the earth, money or goods or anything else.
They were never given to them. Now you know all that is necessary.
Your friend,
Daniel Antonio, Hangaroa

If some of the arguments are probably without foundation, as, for example, that regarding native rights in the
cattle, they were at least, as will be seen, of the same kind which have inspired risings in many lands and all ages.
The delivery of the document was immediately followed by action. The Kanakas went into “the camp,”
eluding Mr. Edmunds, who had gone in another direction, and secured some ten head of cattle. The smoke from
many fires was shortly to be seen ascending from the village, and one of our party was shown a best which was to
be offered to us in place of our stolen property, “God” having apparently reversed his message on the subject of
our contribution to the new republic.
The next few days there was little more news “from the front,” save that Angata, the old woman, had had
another dream, in which God had informed that “He was very pleased that the Kanakas had eaten the meat and
they were to eat some more.”
A week later, riding home through the village, I saw a group on the green engaged in dressing a girl’s hair; on
inquiry it was found that she was to be married next day. Congratulations had hardly been expressed, when
another young woman was pointed out who was also to change her state at the same time, and another and
another, till the prospective brides totaled five in all. The idea, it seemed, was prevalent, that if punishment was
subsequently inflicted for the raids, it was the single men who would be taken to Chile, hence this rush into
matrimony, undeterred by the fact that Mr. Edmunds, in his capacity as Chilean official, had declined for the
present to perform the civil part of the ceremony. The wedding feast was, of course, to be furnished by the sheep
of the Company. Unfortunately, under such circumstances, it seemed hardly loyal to our host to attend the
multiple wedding, which was duly solemnized in the church next day.
Meanwhile, the white residents had, of course, been considering their position, and in orthodox fashion,
counting the number on which they could rely in an emergency. Beside Mr. Edmunds there were at this time in
our party, myself and five men: S., Mr. Ritchie, the photographer, the cook, and a boy from Juan Fernandez. There
were about half a dozen more or less reliable Kanakas, including the native Overseer and the village Headman,
but everyone else was involved.
Mr. Edmunds’s position was custodian of the livestock was unenviable, and our was not much more pleasant.
After much thought we strongly dissuaded him from taking any action; if he interfered, there would be an affray.
The natives were said to have a rifle and some pistols; it was doubtful how many would go off, but there would
anyway be stone-throwing: if he was then forced to shoot, the only deterrent possible, he would have to continue
till resistance was entirely cowed, or all our lives would remain in danger.
His personal safety was, however, another matter, and our party therefore accompanied him in an attempt to
frustrate a raid, but this obviously could not be continued if our work was to be accomplished. We were
strengthened in adopting a waiting policy by the fact that, most fortunately, a fortnight earlier a passing vessel had
left us newspapers; they confirmed the news heard in Chile that the naval training-ship, the General Baquedano,
whose visits occurred at intervals of anything from two to five years, was shortly leaving for Easter Island. We
could only hope her arrival would be soon.
S. suggested that, being an unofficial person, he might meanwhile try the effect of negotiations; for the raids
were continuing, and the head of cattle killed on one day had risen to fifty-six, including females and young. He
therefore went down to the village, assembled the natives, and offered the company a present of two bullocks a
week, if they would refrain from taking any more stock till the arrival of the warship, when the whole matter
could be referred to the captain.
The audience laughed the suggestion out of court, for “the whole of the cattle,” they said, belonged to them, as
God had told Angata, but they would let our party “have twenty” if we wished; as for Mr. Edmunds, “he is a
Protestant, and therefore, of course, has no God.”
When my husband returned saying he had accomplished nothing, I felt that it was “up to me.”
“This,” I said, “is a matter requiring tact, and is therefore a woman’s job; I will go and see the old lady.”
682

I had already received from her an embarrassing present of fowls, which, after referring the matter to our host,
it had seemed better to accept. Not without inward trepidation, I rode down to the village, taking the Fernandez
boy as interpreter, for many of the native speak a smattering of Spanish.
The place was a perfect shambles, joints of meat hanging from all the tress, and skins being pegged out to dry
on every hand, but the raiders had been displaying energy in rebuilding the wall round the church. The Prophetess
was with a group outside the house of the acting priest, who was her son-in-law; she was a frail old woman with
gray hair and expressive eyes, a distinctly attractive and magnetic personality. She wore suspended round her neck
some sort of religious medallion, a red cross, I think, on a white ground, and her daughter who supported her
carried a small picture of the Saviour in an Oxford frame. She held my hand most amiably during the interview,
addressing me as “Caterina.” I had brought her a gift and began by thanking her for the fowls. She refused all
payments, saying, “Food comes from God, I wish for no money,” and proceeded to offer me some of the meat.
This gave me an opening, and in declining I besought her not to let the Kanakas go out again after the animals,
for Mr. Edmunds said he would shoot if they did, and there would be trouble for them when the Baquedano came.
As I spoke of the raids her face hardened and her eyes took the look of a fanatic; she said something about “God”
with the upward gesture which was her habit in speaking His name. I hastened to relieve the tension by saying
that “We must all worship God,” and was happy to find that I was allowed a share in the Deity. Her manner again
softened, and looking up to heaven she declared, with an assured confidence, which was in its way sublime,
“God will never let the Kanakas be either killed or hurt.”
The natives were, in fact, firmly persuaded that no bullet could injure them. As for myself, Angata would, she
said, “pray” for me, adding, with a descent to the mundane, that if ever she had “chickens or potatoes,” I should
be the first to have them. It was impossible to reason further; we parted the best of friends, but the “tactful”
mission had failed!
This was the state of affairs when we decided that we must transfer our work and consequently our belongings
to the other end of the island. Our surveyor and photographer remained, however, at Mataferi, as the
accommodation there was more convenient for their occupations, so Mr. Edmunds was not alone. Moving camp,
leveling the ground, and building walls, were not light matters, when the Kanakas had found such much more
interesting employment, but at last it was accomplished, and then came the question of the stores, which after the
robbery at the wool-shed had been taken to Mataveri. After much consultation it was decided to remove them to
Raraku, as on the whole safer than leaving them at the Manager’s house, which might, by the look of things, be
any day looted or burnt down. But when the ox-cart had been carefully loaded up with the numerous boxes and
goods, the cash supply, consisting of £50 of English gold and some Chilean paper, being carefully hidden amongst
them, a spell of bad weather set in. It was impossible to move the cart, and our possessions sat there day after day
most handily arranged for the revolutionists if their desires should turn that way.
Our new camp we were often obliged to leave without defence save for the redoubtable Bailey, who had also
served as guard at Mataveri. There had been no demonstration against us so far, but of course the future was
unknown, and I never came in sight of our house, on returning from any distant work, without casting an anxious
glance to see if it were still standing. We always went about armed, and the different ranges for rifle-shot were
measured off from my house and marked by cairns, which will no doubt in future add yet one more to the
mysteries of Easter Island.
One day I had just come back from a troll, when the dry was raised, “The Kanakas are coming,” and a troop of
horsemen, about thirty strong, appeared on the sky-line some four hundred yards distant. Fortunately S. was at
hand, we hurried inside my house, shut the lower half of its door, which resembled that of a loose-box, and
carelessly leant out. Any unpleasantness could then only be frontal; at the same time all weapons were within easy
grasp, though not visible from the outside.
It soon, however, became clear that the visitors were approaching at a walk only, from which it was gathered
their intentions were friendly. Nevertheless it was a relief when, as they got nearer, they raised their hats and gave
a cheer; they then formed a semi-circle round the door and dismounted. The “priest” who was with them, and who
carried a picture of the Virgin, read something, presumably a prayer, at which the company crossed themselves.
He then gave greetings from Angata, and a message from her to say that Mana was returning safely with letters on
board, and the men presented from their saddle-bows, eggs, potatoes, and about a dozen hens. The position was
unwelcome, but as one of the goods were stolen, it seemed better to accept and discharge the obligation as far as
possible by giving in return what European food we could spare.
We subsequently informed Mr. Edmunds, and sent a message to the Prophetess that, as our camp was out of
bounds, the Kanakas must not come without leave. The old lady herself, however, kept sending to us for anything
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she happened to want, and as the requests continually grew in magnitude the breaking-point seemed only a
question of time. One of the earlier demands, to which Mr. Edmunds thought it advisable we should accede, was
for material for a flag for the new Republic; later, it floated proudly as a tricolour, made of a piece of white cotton,
some red material from the photographic outfit, and a fragment of an old blue shirt.
Elsewhere things went from bad to worse, and it seemed as if the expected warship would never arrive. Word
came that the Kanakas had ordered the native overseer to leave his house, the only one outside the village, and
were taking away the servants of the Manager; our photographer wrote that he “dared not come over as their lives
were being threatened”; and finally, one afternoon we received a note from Mr. Edmunds, saying, that “he could
not leave the place as the Kanakas were talking of coming up in a body to the house.” They were also, as we later
learnt, threatening to kill him if he resisted their taking possession.
It was obvious that the crisis had arrived; that we must risk leaving the camp and go into Mataveri. We talked
over every conceivable plan of campaign, but it was too late to do anything that night, and I remember that,
finally at dinner, to turn our thoughts, we discussed the curious manner in which some of the statues had fallen. In
four cases which we had seen that day, while the body lay on its front, the head had broken off in mid air, turned a
complete somersault, and rested on its back, with the crown towards the neck. The next morning, August 5 th, I
awoke early and recorded in my journal the events of the day before.
“Of course,” I added, “if it were a stage play, just as the crisis arrived there would be cries of ‘the Bauqedano
is here,’ and the curtain would fall. But, alas! it is not” Scarcely was the ink dry—only it was pencil—when a man
rode up waving a note from Mr. Edmunds, and shouting,
“A ship!—a ship!” The previous afternoon, as the Kanakas were assembling in the village to go up to
Mataveri, the Baquedano had been sighted, and four of the ringleaders were now in irons. I scarcely knew how
great had been the long strain till the relief came.
Our rejoicings, however, we found to have been partly premature. The warship had unfortunately brought with
her large gifts of clothes for the natives from well-wishers in Chile. Some little while before attention had been
drawn to the inhabitants of Easter, by an Australian captain who had touched there on his homeward voyage. The
natives had, as usual, come off to his ship in their oldest garments; he had been impressed with their ragged
condition and made a collection of clothes for them in Australia amounting to many bales, but on his next voyage
to Chile he had been unable to touch again at the island and had left them at Valparaiso. We had been asked to
bring these bales, but had declined on the score of space. The Chileans disliked the idea of their protectorate being
indebted to strangers, made a collection on their own account, and dispatched them by the Baquedano.
It seemed unthinkable that people, every one of whom for weeks had been consuming stolen goods, and who,
two days before, had been on the verge of murder, should be immediately presented officially with the commodity
they most prized. I therefore went on board the Baquedano, saw the Captain, and ventured to request that the
goods should be handed over to us, promising personally to visit every house before our departure, ascertain the
needs of the people, and distribute the articles.
“Surely,” he said, “you shall have them.”
Within a few hours they had been distributed by his officers on the beach. Some of the garments were useful,
but an assortment of ball-slippers seemed a little out of place, and the greater part of the community, men and
women, blossomed out into washing waistcoats. The stolen sheepskins, or some of them, were returned, but three
of the four ringleaders were set at liberty, and no corporate punishment was inflicted; indeed the Captain had told
me he considered that the nativese had “behaved very well not to murder Mr. Edmunds” prior to our arrival.
Before the ship left the island, the Captain wrote officially to the “Head of the British Scientific Expedition” to the
effect, that the action he had been obliged to take to restore order would probably have the result of rousing more
feeling against foreigners; he therefore could not guarantee our safety and offered us passages to Chile—an offer
which, needless to say, we declined.
So ended the Revolution; we felt with interest that the confidence of the Prophetess had been justified, at any
rate as far as 249 Kanakas were concerned out of the 250.
The old lady died six months later; I attended her funeral. The coffin was pathetically tiny, and neatly covered
with black and white calico. A service was first held in the church where, during the rising, she used to take part in
the assemblies and address her adherents. There figured prominently in the ceremony a model of the building and
also two prie-dieu, roughly made of boards, one of which she had used in private, the other in public worship. She
was laid to rest beneath the great wooden cross, which marks the Kanaka burying-ground, between the village and
the bay.
She was laid to rest beneath the great wooden cross, which marks the Kanaka burying-ground, between the
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village and the bay. I stood at a little distance watching gleams of sunshine on the great stones of the terrace of
Hanga Roa and on the gray and on the gray sea beyond, and musing on the strange life now closed, whose early
days had been spent in a native hut beneath the standing images of Raraku. My attention was recalled by an
evident hitch in the proceedings: difficulty had arisen in lowering the coffin, owing to the fact that the prie-dieu
was also being fitted into the grave.
When all had been finally adjusted and the interment was completed, a sound was heard, unusual in such
circumstances—three English cheers—hip, hip, hooray; the natives had learnt it from passing ships and esteemed
it an essential part of a ceremony. The company was not large for the obsequies of one who had so recently been
the heroine of the village, and on asking in particular why a certain near relative was absent, the answer received
was that “there was to be a great feast of pigs, and he was busy preparing it”; doubtless others were similarly
detained.
During the remainder of our sojourn there were, as will be seen, additional white men on the island. The
Kanakas were occupied in various ways and there was no further open demonstration, but their independence and
demands increased daily. Since we left, a white employee of the Company has been murdered by them and thrown
into the sea.
100.265 The Man Who Could Work Miracles\fn{by Herbert George Wells (1866-1946)} Bromley, Bromley Borough,
Greater London Southeast, England, United Kingdom (M) 8
It is doubtful whether the gift was innate. For my own part, I think it came to him suddenly. Indeed, until he
was thirty he was a skeptic, and did not believe in miraculous powers. And here, since it is the most convenient
place, I must mention that he was a little man, and had eyes of a hot brown, very erect red hair, a moustache with
ends that he twisted up, and freckles. His name was George McWhirter Fotheringay—not the sort of name by any
means to lead to any expectation of miracles—and he was a clerk at Gomshott’s. He was greatly addicted to
assertive argument. It was while he was asserting the impossibility of miracles that he had his first intimation of
his extraordinary powers. This particular argument was being held in the bar of the Long Dragon, and Toddy
Beamish was conducting the opposition by a monotonous but effective “So you say,” that drove Mr. Fotheringay
to the very limit of his patience.
There were present, besides these two, a very dusty cyclist, landlord Cox, and Miss Maybridge, the perfectly
respectable and rather portly barmaid of the Dragon. Miss Maybridge was standing with her back to Mr.
Fotheringay, washing glasses; the others were watching him, more or less amused by the present ineffectiveness
of the assertive method. Goaded by the Torres Vedras tactics of Mr. Beamish, Mr. Fotheringay determined to
make an unusual rhetorical effort. “Looky here, Mr. Beamish,” said Mr. Fotheringay. “Let us clearly understand
what a miracle is. It’s something contrariwise to the course of nature done by power of Will, something what
couldn’t happen without being specially willed.”
“So you say,” said Mr. Beamish, repulsing him.
Mr. Fotheringay appealed to the cyclist, who had hitherto been a silent auditor, and received his assent—given
with a hesitating cough and a glance at Mr. Beamish. The landlord would express no opinion, and Mr.
Fotheringay, returning to Mr. Beamish, received the unexpected concession of a qualified assent to his definition
of a miracle.
“For instance,” said Mr. Fotheringay, greatly encouraged. “Here would be a miracle. That lamp, in the natural
course of nature, couldn’t burn like that upsy\fn{Upside.}-down, could it, Beamish?”
“You say it couldn’t,” said Beamish.
“And you?” said Fotheringay. “You don’t mean to say—eh?”
“No,” said Beamish reluctantly. “No, it couldn’t.”
“Very well,” said Mr. Fotheringay. “Then here comes someone, as it might be me, along here, and stands as it
might be here, and says to that lamp, as I might do, collecting all my will—‘Turn upsy-down without breaking,
and go on burning steadily,’ and—Hullo!”
It was enough to make anyone say “Hullo!” The impossible, the incredible, was visible to them all. The lamp
hung inverted in the air, burning quietly with its flame pointing down. It was as solid, as indisputable as ever a
lamp was, the prosaic common lamp of the Long Dragon bar.
Mr. Fotheringay stood with an extended forefinger and the knitted brows of one anticipating a catastrophic
smash. The cyclist, who was sitting next the lamp, ducked and jumped across the bar. Everybody jumped, more or
less. Miss Maybridge turned and screamed. For nearly three seconds the lamp remained still. A faint cry of mental
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distress came from Mr. Fotheringay. “I can’t keep it up,” he said, “any longer.” He staggered back, and the
inverted lamp suddenly flared, fell against the corner of the bar, bounced aside, smashed upon the floor, and went
out.
It was lucky it had a metal receiver, or the whole place would have been in a blaze. Mr. Cox was the first to
speak, and his remark, shorn of needless excrescences, was to the effect that Fotheringay was a fool. Fotheringay
was beyond disputing even so fundamental a proposition as that! He was astonished beyond measure at the thing
that had occurred. The subsequent conversation threw absolutely no light on the matter so far as Fotheringay was
concerned; the general opinion not only followed Mr. Cox very closely but very vehemently. Everyone accused
Fotheringay of a silly trick, and presented him to himself as a foolish destroyer of comfort and security. His mind
was a tornado of perplexity, he was himself inclined to agree with them, and he made a remarkably ineffectual
opposition to the proposal of his departure.
He went home flushed and heated, coat-collar crumpled, eyes smarting, and ears red. He watched each of the
ten street lamps nervously as he passed it. It was only when he found himself alone in his little bedroom in
Church Row that he was able to grapple seriously with this memories of the occurrence, and ask, “What on earth
happened?”
He had removed his coat and boots, and was sitting on the bed with his hands in his pockets repeating the text
of his defence for the seventeenth time, “I didn’t want the confounded thing to upset,” when it occurred to him
that at the precise moment he had said the commanding words he had inadvertently willed the thing he said, and
that when he had seen the lamp in the air he had felt that it depended on him to maintain it there without being
clear how this was to be done. He had not a particularly complex mind, or he might have stuck for a time at that
“inadvertently willed,” embracing, as it does, the abstrusest problems of voluntary action; but as it was, the idea
came to him with a quite acceptable haziness. And from that, following, as I must admit, no clear logical path, he
came to the test of experiment.
He pointed resolutely to his candle and collected his mind, though he felt he did a foolish thing.
“Be raised up,” he said. But in a second that feeling vanished. The candle was raised, hung in the air one giddy
moment, and as Mr. Fotheringay gasped, fell with a smash on his toilet-table, leaving him in darkness save for the
expiring glow of its wick.
For a time Mr. Fotheringay sat in the darkness, perfectly still. “It did happen, after all,” he said. “And ’ow I’m
to explain it I don’t know.” He sighed heavily, and began feeling in his pockets for a match. He could find none,
and he rose and groped about the toilet-table. “I wish a had a match,” he said. He resorted to his coat, and there
were none there, and then it dawned upon him that miracles were possible even with matches. He extended a hand
and scowled at it in the dark. “Let there be a match in that hand,” he said. He felt some light object fall across his
palm, and his fingers closed upon a mach.
After several ineffectual attempts to light this, he discovered it was a safety-match. He threw it down, and then
it occurred to him that he might have willed it lit. He did, and perceived it burning in the midst of his toilet-table
mat. He caught it up hastily, and it went out. His perception of possibilities enlarged, and he felt for and replaced
the candle in its candle-stick. “Here! you be lit,” said Mr. Fotheringay, and forthwith the candle was flaring, and
he saw a little black hole in the toilet-cover, with a wisp of smoke rising from it. For a time he stared from this to
the little flame and back, and then looked up and met his own gaze in the looking-glass. By this help he
communed with himself in silence for a time.
“How about miracles now?” said Mr. Fotheringay at last, addressing his reflection.
The subsequent meditations of Mr. Fotheringay were of a severe but confused description. So far s he could
see, it was a case of pure willing with him. The nature of his first experiences disinclined him for any further
experiments except of the most cautious type. But he lifted a sheet of paper, and turned a glass of water pink and
then green, and he created a snail, which he miraculously annihilated, and got himself a miraculous new
toothbrush. Somewhere in the small hours he had reached the fact that his will-power must be of a particularly
rare and pungent quality, a fact of which he had certainly had inklings before, but no certain assurance. The scare
and perplexity of his first discovery were now qualified by pride in this evidence of singularity and by vague
intimations of advantage. He became aware that the church clock was striking one, and as it did not occur to him
that his daily duties at Gomshott’s might be miraculously dispensed with, he resumed undressing, in order to get
to bed without further delay. As he struggled to get his shirt over his head he was struck with a brilliant idea. “Let
me be in bed,” he said, and found himself so. “Undressed,’ he stipulated; and, finding the sheets cold, added
hastily, “and in my nightshirt—no, in a nice soft woolen nightshirt. Ah!” he said with immense enjoyment. “And
now let me be comfortably asleep …”
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He awoke at his usual hour and was pensive all through breakfast-time, wondering whether his overnight
experience might not be a particularly vivid dream. At length his mind turned again to cautious experiments. For
instance, he had three eggs for breakfast; two his landlady had supplied, good, but shoppy, and one was a
delicious fresh goose-egg, laid, cooked, and served by his extraordinary will. He hurried off to Gomshott’s in a
state of profound but carefully concealed excitement, and only remembered the shell of the third egg when his
landlady spoke of it that night. All day he could do no work because of this outstanding new self-knowledge, but
this cause him no inconvenience, because he made up for it miraculously in his last ten minutes.
As the day wore on his state of mind passed from wonder to elation, albeit the circumstances of his dismissal
from the Long Dragon were still disagreeable to recall, and a garbled account of the matter that had reached his
colleagues led to some badinage. It was evident he must be careful how he lifted frangible articles, but in other
ways his gift promised more and more as he tuned it over in his mind. He intended among other things to increase
his personal property by unostentatious acts of creation. He called into existence a pair of very splendid diamond
studs, and hastily annihilated them again as young Gomshott came across the counting-house to his desk. He was
afraid young Gomshott might wonder how he came by them. He saw quite clearly the gift required caution and
watchfulness in its exercise, but so far as he could judge the difficulties attending its mastery would be no greater
than those he had already faced in the study of cycling. It was that analogy, perhaps, quite as much as the feeling
that he would be unwelcome in the Long Dragon, that drove him out after supper into the lane beyond the gasworks, to rehearse a few miracles in private.
There was possibly a certain want of originality in his attempts, for apart from his will-power Mr. Fotheringay
was not a very exceptional man. The miracle of Moses’ rod came to his mind, but the night was dark and
unfavorable to the proper control of large miraculous snakes. Then he recollected the story of Tannhäuser that he
had read on the back of the Philharmonic program. That seemed to him singularly attractive and harmless. He
stuck his walking-stick—a very nice Poona-Penang lawyer—into the turf that edged the footpath, and
commanded the dry wood to blossom. The air was immediately full of the scent of roses, and by means of a match
he saw for himself that this beautiful miracle was indeed accomplished. His satisfaction was ended by advancing
footsteps. Afraid of a premature discovery of his powers, he addressed the blossoming stick hastily: “Go back.”
What he meant was “Change back;” but of course he was confused. The stick receded at a considerable velocity,
and incontinently came a cry of anger and a bad word from the approaching person. “Who are you throwing
brambles at, you fool?” cried a voice. “That got me on the shin.”
“I’m sorry, old chap,” said Mr. Fotheringay, and then, realizing the awkward nature of the explanation, caught
nervously at his moustache. He saw Winch, one of the three Immering constables, advancing.
“What d’yer mean by it?” asked the constable. “Hullo! It’s you, is it? The gent that broke the lamp at the Long
Dragon!”
“I don’t mean anything by it,” said Mr. Fotheringay. “Nothing at all.”
“What d’yer do it for then?”
“Oh bother!” said Mr. Fotheringay.
“Bother, indeed? D’yer know that stick hurt? What d’yer do it for, eh?”
For the moment Mr. Fotheringay could not think what he had done it for. His silence seemed to irritate Mr.
Winch. “You’ve been assaulting the police, young man, this time. That’s what you done!”
“Look here, Mr. Winch,” said Mr. Fotheringay, annoyed and confused, “I’m very sorry. The fact is—”
“Well!”
He could think of no way but the truth. “I was working a miracle.” He tried to speak in an off-hand way, but
try as he would he couldn’t.
“Working a—! ‘’Ere, don’t you talk rot. Working a miracle, indeed! Miracle! Well, that’s downright funny!
Why, you’s the chap that don’t believe in miracles. … Fact is, this is another of your silly conjuring tricks—that’s
what this is. Now, I tell you—”
But Mr. Fotheringay never heard what Mr. Winch was going to tell him. He realized he had given himself
away, flung his valuable secret to all the winds of heaven. A violent gust of irritation swept him to action. He
turned on the constable swiftly and fiercely. “Here,” he said, “I’ve had enough of this, I have! I’ll show you a silly
conjuring trick, I will. Go to Hades! Go, now!”
He was alone!
Mr. Fotheringay performed no more miracles that night nor did he trouble to see what had become of his
flowering stick. He returned to the town, scared and very quiet, and went to his bedroom. “Lord!” he said, “it’s a
powerful gift—an extremely powerful gift! I didn’t hardly mean as much as that. Not really. … I wonder what
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Hades is like!”
He sat on the bed taking off his boots. Struck by a happy thought he transferred the constable to San Francisco,
and without any more interference with normal causation went soberly to bed. In the night he dreamt of the anger
of Winch.
The next day Mr. Fotheringay heard two interesting items of news. Someone had planted a most beautiful
climbing rose against the elder Mr. Gomshott’s private house in the Lullaborough Road, and the river as far as
Rawling’s Mill was to be dragged for Constable Winch.
Mr. Fotheringay was abstracted and thoughtful all that day, and performed no miracles except certain
provisions for Winch, and the miracle of completing his day’s work with punctual perfection in spite of all the
bee-swarm of thoughts that hummed through his mind. And the extraordinary abstraction and meekness of his
manner was remarked by several people, and made a matter for jesting. For the most part he was thinking of
Winch.
On Sunday evening he went to chapel, and oddly enough, Mr. Maydig, who took a certain interest in occult
matters, preached about “things that are not lawful.” Mr. Fotheringay was not a regular chapel goer, but the
system of assertive skepticism, to which I have already alluded, was now very much shaken. The tenor of the
sermon threw an entirely new light on these novel gifts, and he suddenly decided to consult Mr. Maydig
immediately after the service. So soon as that was determined, he found himself wondering why he had not done
so before.
Mr. Maydig, a lean, excitable man with quite remarkably long wrists and neck, was gratified at a request for a
private conversation from a young man whose carelessness in religious matters was a subject for general remark
in the town. After a few necessary delays, he conducted him to the study of the Manse, which was contiguous to
the chapel, seated himself comfortably, and, standing in front of a cheerful fire—his legs threw a Rhodian arch of
shadow on the opposite wall—requested Mr. Fotheringay to state his business.
At first Mr. Fotheringay was a little abashed, and found some difficulty in opening the matter. “You will
scarcely believe me, Mr. Maydig, I am afraid”—and so forth for some time. He tried a question at last, and asked
Mr. Maydig his opinion of miracles.
Mr. Maydig was still saying “Well” in an extremely judicial tone, when Mr. Fotheringay interrupted again:
“You don’t believe, I suppose, that some common sort of person—like myself, for instance—as it might be sitting
here now, might have some sort of twist inside him that made him abler to do things by his will.”
“It’s possible,” said Mr. Maydig. “Something of the sort, perhaps, is possible.”
“If I might make free with something here, I think I might show you a sort of experiment,” said Mr.
Fotheringay. “Now, take that tobacco-jar on the table, for instance. What I want to know is whether what I am
going to do with it is a miracle or not. Just half a minute, Mr. Maydig, please.”
He knitted his brows, pointed to the tobacco-jar and said: “Be a bowl of vi’lets.”
The tobacco-jar did as it was ordered.
Mr. Maydig started violently at the change, and stood looking from the thaumaturgist\fn{ Miracle-worker.} to the
bowl of flowers. He said nothing. Presently he ventured to lean over the table and smell the violets; they were
fresh-picked and very fine ones. Then he stared at Mr. Fotheringay again.
“How did you do that?” he asked.
Mr. Fotheringay pulled his moustache. “Just told it—and there you are. Is that a miracle, or is it black art, or
what is it? And what do you think’s the matter with me? That’s what I want to ask.”
“It’s a most extraordinary occurrence.”
“And this day last week I knew no more than I could do things like that than you did. It came quite sudden. It’s
something odd about my will, I suppose, and that’s as far as I can see.”
“Is that—the only thing? Could you do other things besides that?”
“Lord, yes!” said Mr. Fotheringay. “Just anything.” He thought, and suddenly recalled a conjuring
entertainment he had seen. “Here!” He pointed. “Change into a bowl of fish—no, not that—change into a glass
bowl full of water with goldfish swimming in it. That’s better! You see that, Mr. Maydig?”
“It’s astonishing. It’s incredible. You are either a most extraordinary … But no—”
“I could change it into anything,” said Mr. Fotheringay. “Just anything. Here! Be a pigeon, will you?”
In another moment a blue pigeon was fluttering round the room and making Mr. Maydig duck every time it
came near him. “Stop there, will you,” said Mr. Fotheringay; and the pigeon hung motionless in the air. “I could
change it back to a bowl of flowers,” he said, and after replacing the pigeon on the table worked that miracle. “I
expect you will want your pipe in a bit,” he said, and restored the tobacco-jar.
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Mr. Maydig had followed all these later changes in a sort of ejaculatory silence. He stared at Mr. Fotheringay
and, in a very gingerly manner, picked up the tobacco-jar, examined it, replaced it on the table. “ Well!” was the
only expression of his feelings.
“Now, after that it’s easier to explain what I came about,” said Mr. Fotheringay; and proceeded to a lengthy
and involved narrative of his strange experiences, beginning with the affair of the lamp in the Long Dragon and
complicated by persistent allusions to Winch. As he went on, the transient pride Mr. Maydig’s consternation had
caused passed away; he became the very ordinary Mr. Fotheringay of everyday intercourse again. Mr. Maydig
listened intently, the tobacco-jar in his hand, and his bearing changed also with the course of the narrative.
Presently, while Mr. Fotheringay was dealing with the miracle of the third egg, the minister interrupted with a
fluttering extended hand—
“It is possible,” he said. “It is credible. It is amazing, of course, but it reconciles a number of difficulties. The
power to work miracles is a gift—a peculiar quality like genius or second sight—hitherto it has come very rarely
and to exceptional people. But in this case … I have always wondered at the miracles of Mahomet,\fn{ Muhammed
(570?-632), Prophet of Islam.} and at Yogi’s miracles, and the miracles of Madame Blavatsky.\fn{ Helena Petrovna
Blavatsky (1831-1891), Russian-born American leader of the modern religio/philosophical system known as Theosophy .} But, of
course! Yes, it is simply a gift! It carries out so beautifully the arguments of that great thinker”—Mr. Maydig’s
voice sank—“his Grace the Duke of Argyll.\fn{ The comment seems meant satirically; perhaps George Douglas Campbell (18231900), 8th Duke of Argyll (from 1847), who was responsible for the refusal of aid to the then amir of Afghanistan (which ultimately led to
the Second Afghan War), who opposed Home Rule for Ireland, and was preoccupied with both his rights as a landowner and reconciling
Christian dogma with the advance of scientific discovery—none of which actions would have sat well with the Fabian-, Socialist-, and
Utopian-minded Wells, a prophet of that period of optimism and experiment the preceded World War I with its energy, its adventurousness,
and its sense of release from the conventions of Victorian thought .} Here we plumb some profounder law—deeper than the

ordinary laws of nature. Yes—yes. Go on. Go on!”
Mr. Fotheringay proceeded to tell of his misadventure with Winch, and Mr. Maydig, no longer overawed or
scared, began to jerk his limbs about and interject astonishment. “It’s this what troubled me most,” proceeded Mr.
Fotheringray; “it’s this I’m most mightily in want of advice for; of course he’s at San Francisco—wherever San
Francisco may be—but of course it’s awkward for both of us, as you’ll see, Mr. Maydig. I don’t see how he can
understand what has happened, and I dare say he’s scared and exasperated something tremendous, and trying to
get at me. I dare say he keeps on starting off to come here. I send him back, by a miracle every few hours, when I
think of it. And of course, that’s a thing he won’t be able to understand, and it’s bound to annoy him; and, of
course, if he takes a ticket every time it will; cost him a lot of money. I done the best I could for him, but of course
it’s difficult for him to put himself in my place. I thought afterwards that his clothes might have got scorched, you
know—if Hades is all it’s supposed to be—before I shifted him. In that case I suppose they’d have locked him up
in San Francisco. Of course, I willed him a new suit of clothes on him directly I thought of it. But, you see, I’m
already in a deuce of a tangle—”
Mr. Maydig looked serious. “I see you are in a tangle. Yes, it’s a difficult position. How you are to end it …”
He became diffuse and inconclusive.
“However, we’ll leave Winch for a little and discuss the larger question. I don’t think this is a case of the black
art or anything of the sort. I don’t think there is any taint of criminality about it at all, Mr. Fotheringay—none
whatever, unless you are suppressing material facts. No, it’s miracles—pure miracles—miracles, if I may say so,
of the very highest class.”
He began to pace the hearthrug and gesticulate, while Mr. Fotheringay sat with his arm on the table and his
head on his arm, looking worried. “I don’t see how I’m to manage about Winch,” he said.
“A gift of working miracles—apparently a very powerful gift,” said Mr. Maydig, “will find a way about Winch
—never fear. My dear sir, you are a most important man—a man of the most astonishing possibilities. As
evidence, for example! And in other ways, the things you may do. …”
“Yes, I’ve thought of a thing or two,” said Mr. Fotheringay. “But—some of the things came a bit twisty. You
saw that fish at first? Wrong sort of bowl and wrong sort of fish. And I thought I’d ask someone.”
“A proper course,” said Mr. Maydig, “a very proper course—altogether the proper course.” He stopped and
looked at Mr. Fotheringay. “It’s practically an unlimited gift. Let us test your powers, for instance. If they really
are … If they really are all they seem to be.”
And so, incredible as it may seem, in the study of the little house behind the Congregational Chapel, on the
evening of Sunday, November 10, 1896, Mr. Fotheringay, egged on and inspired by Mr. Maydig, began to work
miracles. The reader’s attention is specially and definitely called to that date. He will object, probably has already
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objected, that certain points in this story are improbable, that if any things of the sort already described had indeed
occurred, they would have been in all the papers a year ago. The details immediately followed he will find
particularly hard to accept, because among other things they involve the conclusion that he or she, the reader in
question, must have been killed in a violent and unprecedented manner more than a year ago. Now a miracle is
nothing if not improbable, and as a matter of fact the reader was killed in a violent and unprecedented manner a
year ago. In the subsequent course of this story it will become perfectly clear and credible, as every right-minded
and reasonable reader will admit. But this is not the place for the end of the story, being but little beyond the
higher side of the middle. And at first the miracles worked by Mr. Fotheringy were timid little miracles—little
things with the cups and parlor fitments, as feeble as the miracles of Theosophists, and, feeble as they were, they
were received with awe by his collaborator. He would have preferred to settle the Winch business out of hand, but
Mr. Maydig would not let him. but after they had worked a dozen of these domestic trivialities, their sense of
power grew, their imagination began to show signs of stimulation, and their ambition enlarged. Their firs larger
enterprise was due to hunger and the negligence of Mrs. Minchin, Mr. Maydig’s housekeeper. The meal to which
the minister conducted Mr. Fotheringay was certain ill-laid and uninviting as refreshment for two industrious
miracle-workers; but they were seated, and Mr. Maydig was decanting in sorrow rather than in anger upon his
housekeeper’s shortcomings, before it occurred to Mr. Fotheringay that an opportunity lay before him. “Don’t you
think, Mr. Maydig,” he said, “if it isn’t a liberty, I—”
“My dear Mr. Fotheringay! Of course! No—I don’t think”
Mr. Fotheringay waved his hand. “What shall we have?” he said, in a large, inclusive spirit, and, at Mr.
Maydig’s order, revised the supper very thoroughly. “As for me,” he said, eyeing Mr. Maydig’s selection, “I am
always particularly fond of a tankard of stout and a nice Welsh rarebit, and I’ll order that. I ain’t much given to
Burgundy,” and forthwith stout and Welsh rarebit promptly appeared at his command. They sat long at their
supper, talking like equals, as Mr. Fotheringay presently perceived with a glow of surprise and gratification, of all
the miracles they would presently do. “And, by the bye, Mr. Maydig,” said Mr. Fotheringay, “I might perhaps be
able to help you—in a domestic way.”
“Don’t quite follow,” said Mr. Maydig, pouring out a glass of miraculous old Burgundy.
Mr. Fotheringay helped himself to a second Welsh rarebit out of vacancy, and took a mouthful. “I was
thinking,” he said, “I might be able (chum, chum) to work (chum, chum) a miracle with Mrs. Minchin (chum,
chum)—make her a better woman.
Mr. Maydig put down the glass and looked doubtful. “She’s—She strongly objects to interference, you know,
Mr. Fotheringay. And—as a matter of fact—it’s well past eleven and she’s probably in bed and asleep. Do you
think, on the whole—”
Mr. Fotheringay considered these objections. “I don’t see that it shouldn’t be done in her sleep.”
For a time Mr. Maydig opposed the idea, and then he yielded. Mr. Fotheringay issued his orders, and a little
less at their ease, perhaps, the two gentlemen proceeded with their repast. Mr. Maydig was enlarging on the
changes he might expect in his housekeeper next day, with an optimism that seemed even to Mr. Fotheringay’s
super senses a little forced and hectic, when a series of confused noises from upstairs began. Their eyes
exchanged interrogations, and Mr. Maydig left the room hastily. Mr. Fotheringay heard him calling up to his
housekeeper and then his footsteps going softly up to her.
In a minute or so the minister returned, his step light, his face radiant. “Wonderful!” he said, “and touching!
Most touching!”
He began pacing the hearthrug. “A repentance—a most touching repentance—through the crack of the door.
Poor woman! A most wonderful change! She had got up out of her sleep to smash a private bottle of brandy in her
box. And to confess it, too! … But this gives us—it opens—a most amazing vista of possibilities. If we can work
this miraculous change in her …”
“The thing’s unlimited seemingly,” said Mr. Fotheringay. “And about Mr. Winch—”
“Altogether unlimited.” And from the hearthrug Mr. Maydig, waving the Winch difficulty aside, unfolded a
series of wonderful proposals—proposals he invented as he went along.
Now what those proposals were does not concern the essentials of this story. Suffice it that they were designed
in a spirit of infinite benevolence, the sort of benevolence that used to be called post-prandial. Suffice it, too, that
the problem of Winch remained unsolved. Nor is it necessary to describe how far that series got to its fulfillment.
There wee astonishing changes. The small hours found Mr. Maydig and Mr. Fotheringay careering across the
chilly market-square under the still moon, in a sort of ecstasy of thaumaturgy, Mr. Maydig all flap and gesture,
Mr. Fotheringay short and bristling, and no longer abashed at his greatness. They had reformed every drunkard in
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the Parliamentary division, changed all the beer and alcohol to water (Mr. Maydig had overruled Mr. Fotheringay
on this point), they had, further, greatly improved the railway communication of the place, drained Flinder’s
swamp, improved the soil of One Tree Hill, and cured the Vicar’s wart. And they were going to see what could be
done with the injured pier at South Bridge. “The place,” gasped Mr. Maydig, “won’t be the same place tomorrow.
How surprised and thankful everyone will be!” And just at that moment the church clock struck three.
“I say,” said Mr. Fotheringay, “that’s three o’clock! I must be getting back. I’ve got to be at business by eight.
And besides, Mrs. Wimms—”
“But—” said Mr. Fotheringay.
Mr. Maydig gripped his arm suddenly. His eyes were bright and wild. “My dear chap,” he said, “there’s no
hurry. Look”—he pointed to the moon at the zenith—“Joshua!”
“Joshua?” said Mr. Fotheringay.
“Joshua,” said Mr. Maydig. “Why not? Stop it.”
Mr. Fotheringay looked at the moon.
“That’s a bit tall,” he said after a pause.
“Why not?” said Mr. Maydig. “Of course it doesn’t stop. You stop the rotation of the earth, you know. Time
stops. It isn’t as if we were doing harm.”
“Hmmm!” said Mr. Fotheringay. “Well.” He sighed. “I’ll try. Here—”
He buttoned up his jacket and addressed himself to the habitable globe, with as good an assumption of
confidence as lay in his power. “Jest stop rotating, will you?” said Mr. Fotheringay.
Incontinently he was flying head over heels through the air at the rate of dozens of miles a minute. In spite of
the innumerable circles he was describing per second, he thought; for thought is wonderful—sometimes as
sluggish as flowing pitch, sometimes as instantaneous as light. He thought in a second and willed. “Let me come
down safe and sound. Whatever else happens, let me down safe and sound.”
He willed it only just in time, for his clothes, heated by his rapid flight through the air, were already beginning
to singe. He came down with a forcible but by no means injurious bump in what appeared to be a mound of freshturned earth. A large mass of metal and masonry, extraordinarily like the clock-tower in the middle of the marketsquare, hit the earth near him, ricocheted over him, and flew into stonework, bricks, and masonry, like a bursting
bomb. A hurtling cow hit one of the larger blocks and smashed like an egg. There was a crash that made all the
most violent crashes of his past life seem like the sound of falling dust, and this was followed by a descending
series of lesser crashes. A vast wind roared throughout earth and heaven, so that he could scarcely lift his head to
look. For a while he was too breathless and astonished even to see where he was or what had happened. And his
first movement was to feel his head and reassure himself that his streaming hair was still his own.
“Lord!” gasped Mr. Fotheringay, scarce able to speak for the gale. “I’ve had a squeak! What’s gone wrong?
Storms and thunder. And only a minute ago a fine night. It’s Maydig set me on to this sort of thing. What a wind!
If I go on fooling in this way I’m bound to have a thundering accident!
“Where’s Maydig?
“What a confounded mess everything’s in!”
He looked about him so far as his flapping jacket would permit. The appearance of things was really extremely
strange. “The sky’s all right anyhow,” said Mr. Fotheringay. “And that’s about all that is all right. And even there
it looks like a terrific gale coming up. But there’s the moon overhead. Just as it was just now. Bright s midday. But
as for the rest—where’s the village? Where’s—where’s anything? And what on earth set this wind a-blowing? I
didn’t order no wind.”
Mr. Fotheringay struggled to get to his feet in vain, and after one failure, remained on all fours, holding on. He
surveyed the moonlit world to leeward, with the tails of his jacket streaming over his head. “There’s something
seriously wrong,” said Mr. Fotheringay. “And what it is—goodness knows.”
Far and wide nothing was visible in the white glare through the haze of dust that drove before a screaming gale
but tumbled masses of earth and heaps of inchoate ruins, no trees, no houses, no familiar shapes, only a
wilderness of disorder vanishing at last into the darkness beneath the whirling columns and streamers, the
lightnings and thunderings of a swiftly rising storm. Near him in the livid glare was something that might once
have been an elm-tree, a smashed mass of splinters, shivered from boughs to base, and further a twisted mass of
iron girders—only too evidently the viaduct—rose out of the piled confusion.
You see, when Mr. Fotheringay had arrested the rotation of the solid globe, he had made no stipulation
concerning the trifling movables upon its surface. And the earth spins so fast that the surface at its equator is
traveling at rather more than a thousand miles an hour, and in these latitudes at more than half that pace. So that
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the village, and Mr. Maydig, and Mr. Fotheringay, and everybody and everything had been jerked violently
forward at about nine miles per second—that its to say, much more violently than if they had been fired out of a
cannon. And every human being, every living creature, every house and every tree—all the world as we know it—
had been so jerked and smashed and utterly destroyed. That was all.
These things Mr. Fotheringay did not, of course, fully appreciate. But he perceived that his miracle had
miscarried, and with that a great disgust of miracles came upon him. He was in darkness now, for the clouds had
swept together and blotted out his momentary glimpse of the moon, and the air was full of fitful struggling
tortured wraiths of hail. A great roaring of wind and waters filled earth and sky, and, peering under his hand
through the dust and sleet to windward, he saw by the play of the lightnings a vast wall of water pouring towards
him.
“Maydig!” screamed Mr. Fotheringay’s feeble voice amid the elemental uproar. “Here!—Maydig!
“Stop!” cried Mr. Fotheringay to the advancing water. “Oh, for goodness’ sake, stop!
“Just a moment,” said Mr. Fotheringay to the lightnings and thunder. “Stop jest a moment while I collect my
thoughts … And now what shall I do?” he said. “What shall I do? Lord! I wish Maydig was about.
“I know,” said Mr. Fotheringay. “Sand for goodness’ sake let’s have it right this time.”
He remained on all fours, leaning against the wind, every intent to have everything right.
“Ah!” he said. “Let nothing what I’m going to order happen until I say ‘Off!’ … Lord! I wish I’d thought of
that before!”
He lifted his little voice against the whirlwind, shouting louder and louder in the vain desire to hear himself
speak. “Now then—here goes! Mind about that what I said just now. In the first place, when all I’ve got to say is
done, let me lose my miraculous power, let my will become just like anybody else’s will, and all these dangerous
miracles be stopped. I don’t like them. I’d rather I didn’t work ’em. Ever so much. That’s the first thing. And the
second is—let me be back just before that blessed lamp turned up. It’s a big job, but it’s the last. Have you got it?
No more miracles, everything as it was—me back in the Long Dragon just before I drank my half-pint. That’s it!
yes.”
He dug his fingers into the mold, closed his eyes, and said “Off!”
Everything became perfectly still. He perceived that he was standing erect.
“So you say,” said a voice.
He opened his eyes. He was in the bar of the Long Dragon, arguing about miracles with Toddy Beamish. He
had a vague sense of some great thing forgotten that instantaneously passed. You see, except for the loss of his
miraculous power, everything was back as it had been; his mind and memory therefore were now just as they had
been at the time when this story began. So that he knew absolutely nothing of all that is told here, knows nothing
of all that is told here to this day. And among other things, of course, he still did not believe in miracles.
“I tell you that miracles, properly speaking, can’t possibly happen,” he said, “whatever you like to hold. And
I’m prepared to prove it up to the hilt.”
“That’s what you think,” said Toddy Beamish, and “Prove it if you can.”
“Looky here, Mr. Beamish,” said Mr. Fotheringay. “Let us clearly understand what a miracle is. It’s something
contrariwise to the course of nature done by power of Will. …”
219.177 Excerpt from The Avatars: A Futurist Fantasy\fn{by A. E. aka George William Russell (1867-1925)} Lurgan,
Craigavon, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (M) 10
1
In the winter twilight a young man was flying from civilization. His way lay between many snow-covered
hills. Why was he flying from city to mountain? On the morning of that wintry day his city had appeared to him to
be an evil wrought by sorcerers, who, at the close of their labours, had summoned fog, gloom and cold, a gray
consistory, to intervene between the heart and heaven. He had watched from his window dejected figures looming
and vanishing in the fog, their world a blur of gray mist above, a blur of murky brown underfoot. He had thought
for an instant a picture might be made of these sad shadows darkling and fading in the cloudy air, but shrank from
the idea of giving permanence to what was not in itself desirable life. A wind had swept the fog from the street,
but the thinning mist revealed only the dull darkness of the houses opposite, in bleak unlikeness to the City the
artist imagination would build on earth.
“It must be sorcery keeps the world as it is,” he had thought.
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And fancy had created a vivid grotesque, a council of wizards riding high on the steely air, monstrous shapes
with eyes opaque as stone, like to that fabled Balor of the Evil Eye, but petrifying hearts, not bodies, with a
glance. If not like these in body, like these in soul must have been the creators of that dark industrial architecture
which made a gloom in the air. He thought of the minds darkened in those mills, face and form losing comeliness,
the mechanical eliminating use of the joyous creative faculty. He had himself been manacled to the mechanical
world when a boy. He recalled his agony at the dimming of imaginative life in dull labours; an agony which one
day grew unendurable, and impelled him there and then to escape, prepared to let body starve rather than soul.
The exaltation of revolt carried him far from the city, a vagabond truly, but happy, restored to the everlasting
companions, air and light, who flung their arms about him. He had journeyed on and on over an earth rich with
lakes and woods, with noon’s misty with light, and mountains that in the evening seemed to ascend in flame. They
were all calling him to be of their brotherhood. It was then he first felt their beauty was transparent. Some being,
remote yet intimate, peered at him from the deeps of air. The apparitions of light, cloud, mountain and wood
underwent a transfiguration into life, a vaster remoter self or oversoul to his own being.
So, spell-stricken, he had passed from wonder to wonder, until at last the western sea stayed his traveling.
There he met Michael Conaire, who became to him an elder brother; and, by his help, Paul came to be the artist
which was nature’s intent for him. The thought of that old friend had come to him in his despondency as light
draws the lost traveler in some midnight valley. With an impetuous obedience to impulse in which he never failed,
he had hastened to pack up the materials of his art. In his hurrying mind the air was shining, the foam was leaping,
the snow was pure on mountain and field, the fire was on the hearth and the whimsical elder was beside it, all that
would meet him at the end of his journey.
So he started on his second flight from civilization. An hour after the dull city and its melancholy slaves were
behind him. He wondered if time would ever come when they would revolt as he had done, return to nature and
let that mother restore their lost likeness in soul and body to the ancestral beauty. Only a god, he thought, could
arouse them from their stupor. As he drew nigh at twilight to that western land he loved, half in a dream he
watched from the silently running car the fields white without a gleam; the hills a chilly violet against a sky of
lemon light; the cottages on the hillside; tall smoke rising up through stillest air; here and there a glint of gold
from door or window. It was all so pure and cold and lovely that he closed his eyes to lay it reverently in the
chamber of beautiful memories. Then his mood of half dream became wholly dream, and passed into trance, and
vision came strangely to him with power and the sense of purpose.
In that illumination of vision he was brought to a cottage on some mountainside. He knew not where. He saw,
by a light in himself which made the dusk lucid, the snow pale as pearl lying on rock and ridge and roof with a
blue luster taken from a sky with just awakening stars. One window only was aglow piercing the whitewashed
walls, and about that homestead a delicate nimbus was spread as if rayed from a lovely life hidden within. Above
the cottage rose two watchers, crested with many-coloured lights, gigantic forms that seemed shaped from some
burnished and exquisite fire. They held swords of wavering flame as if guardians of some precious thing. There
was gentleness amid the awe the vision created: and it was all marvelously clear, clearer than anything
imagination had ever beheld and beyond his own imagination beautiful.
Paul opened his eyes and, starting up, he looked wildly about him, but he could see nothing but the dark ridged
mountains rising on either side of the valley road. The only lights were the stars and the far lights of homes on the
hillside, and he knew not where to search for that cottage of wonder. He sank back, closing his eyes that he might
see again, but the vision had vanished, and memory could not recreate it in its first magical luster. He groaned in
himself that he should have started up and had lost maybe some further revelation.
The car ran on along the snowy road, the driver, unconscious of the mad imaginations of his silent passenger,
hurrying him from the valley of vision. At last there came a twist in the road, and then the shadowy shining of a
lake below battlements of rock, and beyond that dim sea, and beyond that still dimmer mountains. Paul recalled
his thoughts from their wild careering as the car turned into an avenue. In a moment he was beside an open door;
there was a hall ruddy with light and a figure with arms uplifted in welcome.
2
“Dear Paul, I felt at midday you were coming. You sent your thought flying before you. I have been looking
along the road for an hour or more.”
Behind Conaire was his wife, kind as himself, the silent and affectionate listener to interminable rhapsody and
speculation from the talkative philosopher. Conaire was radiant in the anticipation of a less silent hearer. He
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foresaw colloquies stretching beyond midnight with the artist he had fostered. That night truly he was stirred as
Paul hesitatingly told of the vision in the dark valley. Conaire sat up quivering with excitement.
“There is a prologue in heaven to that,” he began impressively. “I know now why I met you seven years ago. I
know why you revolted against the mechanical. I know why you and I are what we are. I know why Lavelle
fashioned poetry out of a legend and coloured it with fairy. I know why Brehon turned to a language which had
become almost a tradition, and why the enthusiasts of a rural civilization began their labours. They were all
forerunners. Now there will be spiritual adventures, knights-errant, dragons to be slain, black magic and divine
enchantments. I would not now exchange this my age for any other; not to sit at the Banquet and hear the wisdom
of Socrates: not to be in Babylon with the great king: not to see Solomon bewitch the Queen of Sheba!”
“Incurable romantic! Tell me about the prologue in heaven,” said Paul, amused and pleased as all are when
thought of there is taken by another, and the psychic juggler tosses it in the air, and it breaks out into many shining
forms with faces looking in every direction. It was to warm himself at this glow of fancy he had fled from the city.
“I came here to have my gloom lit up by the torch of your mind. Begin in heaven, dear friend, and you can
descend by way of the half-gods to the hearth where I sit. Make the journey as long as you like. I am excited
about that aureoled cottage with its watchers. I never dreamed earth had such fiery gigantic citizens. My being
leaped up in light when I saw them. Do you think it more than imagination?”
“It is not imagination. It is seership. Listen, Paul. When I was young the whole world was at war, as you know.
You could not remember the agony, but you know the black night which settled on men’s souls after it. I thought
the Iron Age was to be with us forever, that beauty was to be but a memory, that earth deserted by the gods was to
spin desolate in space. You know what infinite sorrow the heart can feel when we are young. In the midnight of
my despair I too had a vision. My sleep broke into a dazzle of light, and I was raised above myself to be with the
immortals. They glimmered starlike about me, each in the image by which they were fabled. They were gazing
silently at a ruddy divinity who was waving his hand from the heaven world at the troubled earth. It was Ares,
proud for he had drawn in millions to act in his greatest drama. The gentler deities held counsel together. The
memory of that tragedy must be obliterated. The curtain of blackness which would fall when it was over must be
lifted on a new drama to be enacted, a drama like one of the beautiful plays of antiquity in which gods took part as
hero or heroine. Such was the play of Helen which made men realize that beauty was a divinity. Such was the play
of Radha and Krishna which taught lovers how to evoke god and goddess in each other. Only a deity could undo
what a deity had done. So now there must e born on earth divine shepherds to lead men back to ancient happiness
and beauty. The immortals, gazing on earth, communed as to where the incarnation would take place. In the Old
World the hearts of men were so heavy that they could not be uplifted even by a god. In the New World the hearts
of men were so fierce that not even the power of the immortals could save their avatar if he did not worship the
idols men had there set up. There was India always ready to prostrate itself before a divinity. But India had many
avatars, and if a new avatar came it would still be prostrate and gentle and would not rise up in pride. Then one
pointed to a land where lived a perfectly impossible with whom anything was possible. And when he had pointed
it out, all the immortals turned their eyes and looked on me and I awoke.”
“Your imagination leaps by the tipsiest stepping-stones from darkness to light and with seven-leagued boots,”
said Paul, contrary from old custom, yet all the while willing to be convinced life’s darkness could be transmuted
into precious fires. “But if you took any two dreams by any two other people and made them stepping-stones for
your seven-leagued imagination, into what increditable regions in space and time would you not be carried?”
“There are not two stepping-stones only. But by treading on these I can see the stepping-stones behind me and
other ahead,” Conaire answered, delighted at an opposition which was a signal to summon up whole legions of
theory. My vision doubtless appears to you more personal fantasy than an image of truth. But truth may be
revealed in symbol. When we fall asleep after a day of anxiety our desires often dramatizes themselves in dream
which is a true symbol of our waking state. The circumstance of the dream may be incredible. What it symbolizes
is a truth. In the secrecy of sleep, in that state we call dreamless, we wake to a life of divine reality. When we
emerge from that state its realities may dramatise themselves in symbolic dreams, and these realities must drape
themselves in whatever shapes they can find. The circumstance of the dream may be incredible and yet the idea
symbolized may be worthy philosophic scrutiny. I know,” continued Conaire with a deprecating movement of
hands and features, “my mind is encrusted with fantasies. I built them up as a defence against the gray folk who
were ever assailing me with the wish that I become as colourless as themselves. For that habit of mind the penalty
is, I receive truth only through a mist of fantasy. But I have come to believe my dream, however fantastic,
mirrored some reality in divine consciousness brooding on the future, devising religions, philosophies, arts,
sciences and civilisations, and breathing forth the moods by which acceptance is made possible I think your vision
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was of some reality while mine was symbolic. You must not think of gods or avatars as fountains only of
theological piety. In the ancient world any around whom nations pivoted to new destinies were regarded as
avatars. So the goddess was surmised in Helen, the god in Alexander or Cuchulain.\fn{ An Irish mythological hero who
appears in the stories of the Ulster Cycle, as well as in Scottish and Manx folklore. The son of the god Lug and Deichtine, he was originally
named Sétanta:W} You must not allow your mind to be dominated by traditions of the avatars of theology. Plato says

if there be any gods they certainly do not philosophise, and I am equally certain they are not like even the
saintliest of archbishops. They are, I fancy, more like poets who live their own lordly imaginations. It is not an
incredible speculation that one of these divine poets has taken a body in this world, and is now as child or man in
that aureoled cottage on the mountainside. Are not the greater poets half gods, and why should we shrink from
belief in one who is fully conscious of his divinity?”
“I would undertake labours like those of Hercules to learn the truth about my dream,” cried Paul. “But what
have the gods been doing since the Council in Heaven? Tell me about the forerunners. You have a segment of the
divine circle, and I expect an imagination like yours to complete the full orb for me.”
“It is not so easy as that,” returned the philosopher. “An ancient scripture says, ‘The Wise Ones guard well the
home of Nature’s order. They assume excellent forms in secret.” Whatever happens I am sure will be surprising
however we speculate. Ares is the only deity who repeats himself. The warrior mind in heaven as on earth is
devoid of imagination. Was there ever clearer evidence of flagging invention than in the Russian revolution
following the French? The dramatis personae were the same in both dramas. A half-witted king, a haughty queen,
angry philosophers, magicians, charlatans, ferocious dictators, jacquerie and peasant wars. But it is a fascinating
subject for speculation how, after thought in Heaven on the affairs of Earth, the Divine Will might be transmuted
into earthly activites. The ancients spoke of Fountains welling out of Hecate, by which symbols they expressed
their belief that from the heart of divine nature there was a ceaseless flow of spiritual energy on all that live. In
many lands there are legends of these sidereal Fountains—in our own country also. It was by breathing the
exhalations from mystic nature the Sibyla were inspired to prophecy. This indicated the belief of the ancients that
ideas born in the Heaven world descended to the Earth dwellers by these ethereal streams. We can imagine on e of
these Fountains feeding with spiritual vitality the people among whom the incarnation is to take place, first
coloured by the presence of the god; and the spiritually sensitive, awakened to a new consciousness by the current
laving heart and mind, stirred to give it expression and so becoming forerunners of the Avatar. These naturally
would seek symbols and affinities in myth, legend and tradition of ages when this commerce between Heaven and
Earth was understood. What is spoken of as the mystic paganism or our poets is not merely a protest against
mechanical life, but is the desire of the soul to live amid its spiritual affinities. The very names they use, the
names of ancient gods and heroes, have a power of evocation. Those who, allured by the magic of rhythm,
murmur these names, whether they know it or not, are weaving spells and incantations. The powers evoked flow
to them out of the Ever Living. The earth is changed for them; and all this prepares the way for the Avatar; for, if
there were no forerunners, there would be none who could understand his voice. The forerunners arouse ideas
latent in the character of the people. The Avatar wakens these to full consciousness and indicates their final goal.
The purpose of an Avatar is to reveal the spiritual character of a race to itself.”
“Can you say of us that we do not know our own spiritual character?” asked Paul.
“Do you know when you listen to orchestra what next shall follow on the music sounding on the air, whether
flute or violin shall most intoxicate the sense? But whatever instrument dominates, if the work be by a great
master, we feel the sequence was inevitable even if unforeseen. The master knows the quality of the instrument
and its full tones. We do not know until the master has played on the instrument what music it can make. We do
not know ourselves but we are known. The spiritual cultures we associate with Greece, Egypt, India, Persia, China
or Judea were all in the divine consciousness before they were in the human. I can imagine, before the awakening
of Greece, before a poet had sung to a lyre or a statue was carved, the Lords of the world, who know what is
within, perceiving the latent instinct for beauty, and that some divine messenger incarnated to be its Avatar. It may
have been that being, fabled long after as Apollo, by whom was awakened that consciousness which culminated in
epic, drama, statue, temple; and which relaised its divine origin in a philosophy which declared that Deity was
Beauty in its very essence. Can we say of our own people what one mood is dominant, as we can say in ancient
Greece there was the passion for beauty, or in ancient India there was the longing for spiritual truth?”
“But,” said Paul, “you came out of that high conclave with the thought we were an impossible people. Why, if
that be so, should everything be possible?”
“The marriage of Heaven and Earth has not taken place here as among the races I have mentioned,” returned
the philosopher placidly. “Where it has taken place men can live by reason. We have not that rational life. We live
695

by intuition or instinct. At times our life is golden. At other times we are like demons from Eblis.”
“I am in a mood to believe anything tonight,” said Paul.
He moved about the room restless as the orange-glow dancing and dwindling on the wall, an echo in light of
the ruddy hearth. Then he went to the window and looked out on a mountainous earth, all blue, fairy and still in its
mask of snow. It seemed more imagination than reality. The sky leaning over the lofty crags was like a face all
majesty of expression yet without features. The sense of it being living overcame him. It seemed to draw nearer
and nearer, to be at the window, intense with spirit being. The window for an instant was a portal into eternity. He
came back to Conaire.
“I do not understand myself. I know nothing about life. This morning I felt as if iron bars were to close about
us forever and I hurried here like the condemned escaping from a dungeon. Tonight I feel as if I had but to lift my
hands and call, ‘Be ye lifted up, ye everlasting doors,’ and that apparition of earth and sky would be rolled up as a
curtain. But,” he said dejectedly, “they would not be lifted up. We are only children tilting at unassailable walls.”
“It is in the awakening of an eye the dead shall be raised,” said Conaire. “Was it with those eyes you saw the
fiery watchers on the hillside? I think you are a natural seer, but you have been content as an artist with the images
you created for yourself. An Eastern sage said we could climb into Heaven by brooding on knowledge which
came in dream. If you brood on your vision it may start you on some marvelous traveling. Remember the Persian
poet:
A single Alif were the clue,
Could we but find it, to the Treasure House
And peradventure to the Master too.

3
A mood at once gay and solemn is born in the soul when it first discovers a path to light out of the dark cavern
of the body, and is made aware of wide realms to travel in with a higher order of beings as companions. Such a
mood overwhelmed Paul when he laid his head on a pillow and closed his eyes to sleep. He found, not the
accustomed shade into which consciousness fades, but a jewel luster as if whatever being had imparted to him its
own vision, by that momentary commerce with him had made everything radiant, leaving behind it shining
memories of its own nature and its travel from Heaven to Earth.
In that mood of mingled awe and exaltation Paul pursued the trail of glittering images. He seemed to himself to
be borne up on a river of luminous and living air, and to be carried in vision into the heart of a great mountain.
When he had passed within there was no hill, but a dazzle of light cast up from some interior fountain. He was
aware of lofty beings there, kinsmen of those fiery watchers who kept guard on the mountain ridges. He did not
feel anything was strange, for he seemed to have some ancient knowledge of it all. There was a spirit in him, too,
deeper than conscious thought, which knew of a vaster life beyond all vision. He would have drawn nigher those
lordly ones, but there was some constraint on him which he could not break, and art last there came relaxing of
the will and he slept. It may have been the spirit within him desired to part from the waking self before it passed
through the gateway of light to high adventures of its own.
However it may have been, when Paul awoke he felt inexpressibly young and happy as if he had been reborn
and baptized with some glorious fire. His limbs were light to move, and his fancies like a gay multitude of fish,
flying to and fro, sunlit in water. He dressed and went out, climbing the snow-covered ridge that rose behind the
house, so that his eyes might drink in all his heart loved.
The world without, like his world within, was all radiance in the dawn. The sea was a waste of quivering light.
The lake was frozen silver. In the mountainous lands the heights were glittering with gold, and the hollows blue,
lustrous and ethereal as the abyss of air overhead. Here and there was a starry sparkling as of diamonds and opals
scattered in the light. Here and there were patches of dark gray or purple or green rock, vestiges of the rugged
country he knew before, but now veiled by the purity and frailty of snow. He breathed with delight the clear, cold,
life-giving air. Every atom in his being was fiery. Never did he feel charged with so intense a vitality. He
interpreted the universe by his own being and had the sense of life throughout dense infinitudes. He lifted up his
hands crying out as one spirit to another, as if he knew in those wide spaces there was that which could hear him
and could answer to his call.
Then he heard a shout and saw a ruddy little figure, Conaire’s only child, flying to him over the snow. She
flung herself on the young artist whom she loved. Paul lifted the girl in his arms and, talking gaily to her, went
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back to the house.
4
What was told of that mystic Babylon of the Apocalypse, the haunt of every unclean spirit, might have been
spoken of the cities of the Iron Age dominated by the dark mechanic genius. They were haunted by yet more evil
divinities and knew it not. The stars were not darkened over them. The sun shone on their streets. The clouds were
snowy and spiritual as of old. All the tapestry of the heavenly houses hung and flamed overhead, but there was
midnight about them in Anima Mundi. In vain was the wealth created bartered for beauty. It could not purchase a
light by which the soul could see it, and because of that psychic night, what was lovely to the eyes could not make
gay the soul.
As there are houses haunted by the shades of those who in them have done evil, so were the cities haunted by
evil memories. The shades grew thicker about them through the centuries as the ocean of life bathing them
became more impregnated by the emanations of men leprous with sensuality, blind with fear or smouldering with
hate. The larvae of the dead hung about the living with unsatiated passion, and a base desire was never solitary,
for it summoned up legions of evil affinities to urge it to its consummation.
As the lights of the soul became extinguished, its darkened halls and corridors were thronged by sinister
inhabitants breathing animalism and corruption. They held revelry within and hence came frenzies, obsessions
and unappeasable desires. The body possessed by the shades, was made meet for its inhabitants. The character of
the goat, the hog and the rat began to appear in men’s faces and to efface the divine signature. In the Babylons of
the ancient earth there was beauty and magnificence even of sin. Beauty was born in their courts and byways
because mechanical devices had not yet been set to do the work of man.
The imagination was still artificer, and the slave might hold commerce with heaven and be a creator at his
labours. But, as the demon of the mechanical began to dominate the cities of the Iron Age, it brought life itself
into subservience to it. The looms of the soul became silent and rich webs of fantasy no longer poured from them.
The potter no more shaped his vessel with delight, moulding about it the dancing figures which were in his heart.
No song sounded over labour, for the machine chanted its iron droning by day and by night, and the sorcery made
men to forget the soul had once been as illuminated as nature. The heart was ever heavy, and few were those who
could hold back the gloom by creating their own light.
The imagination could no more conceive of lordly life, and multitudes fell blindly into a mould devised that
society might have the precision of the machine. The artificers of this vast degradation wrought on the
unillumined nature so that, if any had a dream of freedom, they were made to seem the enemies of all by which
men lived. By identity of character souls become welded together in the psychic world, and tend there to become
entities, beings made out of multitudes, the dominant passion as soul moving all to act together as a single being.
To the divine vision these cities of the Iron Age appeared as monstrous beasts, the dragon devourers of virgin life.
Unable themselves to give birth to vital beings, they became insatiable vampires drawing youth out of nature to
themselves to replace the life which became so rapidly burnt out, so decadent and decrepit, that none could trace
ancestry beyond a grandsire who had been born in the cities.
As the cities exercising this magnetic power grew more thronged the country became more desolate and
deserted. The Earth itself for leagues about them suffered a blight so that there was less magic in woodland or
glade. These seemed empty of their elemental populace, dryad and hamadryad, the gentle silvery presences
blowing their horns, or making with childlike voices melodies with no passion or pain in them; or else the power
to see and hear these had been lost and a world of ethereal beauty had drifted beyond human congnisance.
It was in one of the blackest of these cities Paul had heard a voice like that which cried in the mythic Babylon,
“Come out of her, my people,” and had fled away from it to hear the voice of the Earth Spirit, to listen to its
multitudinous meditation, and to be inspired to become one of its instruments so that the spirit might not pass
forgotten from the minds of men.
5
As a cloud fades leaving bare the fields of heaven, so the cloud of snow crumbled from rock, hill and hollow.
Summer came, and Paul, still under the enchantment, lingered in the western land. Such moods of majesty and
sweetness arose in him that he felt omnipresence was working the same miracles in his soul that it wrought out of
earth, turning dark clay into the brilliance of leaf and flower. Nothing that lived close to the earth could altogether
escape the wizardry. There was a spirit in the wild people who lived among the hills which was not in the people
of the cities. They belonged, however remotely, to some mystic empire. The dullest peasant might break silence
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with a phrase in which the mountains seemed to speak rather than a man. Even in their orgies there was a leaven
of imagination, and a spiritual light glowed, however fitfully, amid the bestial as a star might glow in the darkness
of a tarn.
Daily Paul was discovering the affinity between these people, himself and that mystic nature. In a late twilight
he sat on a rock above a mountain road. From that twilight nigh the earth the night rose up from one blue heaven
to another, and he stayed gazing through the night until his soul became one with the stillness, prolonging his
reverie until it seemed to become part of the reverie of Earth itself or to take colour from its imaginations.
An incoherent babbling broke the silence. It came from a man staggering along the road below. That drunken
babble outraged the solemn ceremonial whereby the Lights nightly unveil the infinitude which is the symbol of
God, and the Ivory Gate seemed to close at the sound. Then there was again silence, and Paul, peering through the
dusk, saw the drunkard had fallen in the middle of the road. He clambered down from his seat on the rocks; and,
as he bent to lift the fallen man out of danger from any cart which might pass in the darkness, he heard the halfinarticulate crooning and caught the words of an old song full of gentleness and beauty: “She passed the sally
garden on little snow-white feet,” and Paul knew that, through the fever and blind disorder of the reeling senses,
the soul of that man was following images which were quiet and lonely, and it too belonged to the mystic empire.
Paul had brooded on that rocky ridge night after night, for he was painting the mountain which rose beyond the
wooded valley and the long lake, and he carried memory of shadowy form and dim illumination to the hours of
light when he could work. One morning he brought this picture to the rocky seat to compare the forms revealed by
day with his memory of them shrouded in the summer night.
As he brooded on the picture he felt a quickening of imagination. He closed his eyes and he saw again the huge
mountain in the dim night, but now a light glowed above the high plateau and wavering flames streamed up into
the air. His fingers began to quiver as if what he had imagined had run from head to hand, and he took the brushes
and began to paint that mystic light above the high land. He was inspired by something beyond himself. The hand
moved almost without guidance from the mind. Yet when he had ended, the psychic illumination on the mountain
did not appear alien to earth but a portion of natural beauty.
“What is that light on the hill?” asked an eager and imperative voice.
Paul turned. He had never seen a more beautifully boy than this who stood before him. The sunlight through
the yellow curls made them glow like an aura of fire. The eyes, strange, innocent and intense, were like pools of
blue light in the shadowed face. Paul’s own eyes remained fixed on the boy and he could not move them, so
stricken was he with that beauty. The child of a peasant, he thought. What a wonder. He might be tending sheep,
but no sheep were visible.
“I do not know,” he answered at last, for the boy’s eyes dazzled him, and his mind was confused as the mind is
oft-times by the eyes of women. “I imagined it there. It might be a palace of the Sidhe\fn{ A supernatural race in Irish
mythology comparable to the fairies or elves, said to live underground in the fairy mounds, across the western sea, or in an invisible world
that coexists with the world of humans:W} who were the old gods of our people. You may have heard of them.”

“Old people speak of them,” said the boy. I have not seen them though they call me a changeling.”
“Why do they call you that?” asked Paul.
“I will not do the things they wish me to do. I will not be made to learn like the others. I will not be shut out of
the air. I run away.”
“Do you not want to know what others know?” asked Paul.
“I know what they think,” answered the boy. “They have no light in their minds unless I blow into them. Then
I can make them think what I will.”
“What do you make them do?” asked Paul, amused at the young dictator whose years might number twelve or
fourteen. He thought the boy might indeed move people to do anything by his beauty.
“I imagine them wearing gay colours and they begin to wear them. I imagine them dancing in curves like the
clouds and they begin to dance,” said the boy. Paul, who was now in imagination devising a picture of the lad as a
shepherd on the hills, and who wished to know where he could find him again, asked,
“What is your name?”
“Aodh,” answered the boy.\fn{Aodh, or Aed, is the prince of the Daoine Sidhe and a god of the underworld in Irish mythology }
“I have not seen you before. Where do you live?” The boy waved a hand to a ridge made faint and blue by
many miles of air and heat and light.
“There!” he said. “It was to see the sea I came here.”
“So far!” said Paul. “How tired you must be!”
The boy laughed, and before Paul could find words to delay him he ran up the hill as lightly as another might
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run down. Paul saw the golden curls in a last flashing against the blue sky as the light figure leaped over the ridge
of rock. I am sure to meet him again, he thought; but many years were to pass before he again saw Aodh.
6
The boy went on lightly leaping from rock to rock, choosing always the high ridges for his path. He had
delight in his airy leapings like to that the soul feels when it wakes in dream and is buoyed on air and exults,
because the vast dragging of earth no more ties its feet to heath or stone, and it can, though wingless, wander at its
will like a bird. In fancy this tireless child thought of leaping from crest to crest of the long blue waves of hills.
Why could he not do it? He imagined the run and the mad gathering of power for the leap, and in the very act of
imagining he had left the body behind.
What had happened? The air in which he floated was vibrant with timeless melody, a sound as beautiful and
universal as the light. Where was he? Earth was vanishing, swallowed up in a brightness fiery as the sun, and
mountains, crags and vales were fading from vision as if consumed by the ecstasy of the fire. A moment more and
he would have passed from the illusion of boyhood. He was reaching up to some immeasurable power which was
himself when consciousness faded. When it awoke again he heard voices speaking above him.
“It is time to awaken him. The seer cannot be held to the eyes. The being cannot be tied to the body.”
He looked up. He saw a figure thrice the height of mortals, a body gleaming as if made of golden and silver
airs. It was winged with flame above the brows. The eyes which looked on him were still as if they had gazed
only on eternities, and the boy cried and knew not why he uttered the words.
“I know you, Shepherd of the Starry Flocks. What soul do you now draw from the abyss?”
There were others, a high companionship, but he saw only for an instant a light of calm and lordly faces, and
the next instant he was standing on the mountain grass, his limbs still bent for the leap he had imagined. He shook
his ruddy curls in perplexity as he looked about him. The air was still and empty of sound or light, save the light
from the far fire in the sky, and it seemed a gray twilight to the light which had vanished.
“The sun is dark today,” he said to himself. He felt a chill which was spiritual such as one might feel who is
solitary on a lost planet.
He flung himself on the heather and, with face buried in his arms shutting out the world, he began to think
about himself. He lay there for hours, and when he rose to journey homewards the setting sun was reddening the
battlement of the rocks and the valleys were brimming up with purple shadow. He walked on and on over the
ridges and at last came to a cottage in the mountainside.
As he entered he flung off the sadness which had beset him and spoke sweetly to the elders he called
grandfather and grandmother. He ate the porridge and milk the old woman gave to him, and talked about the sea
and the artist who was painting the mountain, but did not speak of the shining figure he had called the Shepherd
of the Starry Flocks. He knew, though he was loved, that they looked doubtfully at times upon this child of their
child, that they wondered often if he was indeed a changeling as the people of the hills said of him. He knew this,
for he could see their thoughts as he could feel their love.
He went out after that and ran about the fields with other children, racing and shouting with them until voices
from distant cottages began to call them home, and he too went back to the cottage where he lived, and, climbing
a ladder, went into a little room where his bed lay close to a window looking across the valley and lake. Beyond
that was the same great mountain which he had watched with the artist in the morning. He took up a fiddle which
lay on a box and he began in the dark to play a melody of his own imagining. In the room below the old man,
drowsing by the turf fire, heard the music and it awakened long-sleeping emotions. His heart was melted as when
he was young, and he sat with wet eyes listening until the music ceased and there came a creaking which showed
the boy had climbed into his bed.
It may have been an hour or hours may have passed. Aodh sat up in his bed. He looked through the open
window. He saw the great mountain beyond the dark valley and the lake, but now it was crested with a glowing
light like that he had seen in Paul’s imagination. The boy’s eyes were starry in the dark. The light beckoned him to
it. He must go.
In a moment he was out in the night and was hastening down the valley. He felt tireless and full of power as if
he had not already roamed for many miles. The rocks glimmered grayly in the summer night. He leaped them
more lightly than he had leaped them in the dawn.
Then he left the rocky fields behind and entered the black woods silvered here and there by flakes of moonfire.
His feet moved as surely through the mazes of the blackness as through the light, and at last he came to the reed699

fringed margin of the lake. He thought he saw silvery forms looking at him from the water but heeded them not.
He strode along swiftly by the lake to its eastern shore, where he turned and entered anew the blackness of the
woods which covered the mountains to its knees.
The boy climbed upwards. He felt the huge mountain to be living. It poured its strength into him. There was a
vibration in the air that melody of the aether which had sounded on his ear, but now it grew until the mountain
seemed mad with song. As he climbed from the last trees he saw far above him the light brightening on the
highest plateau, and he ran up the steep side in his eagerness lest it might fade before he came. There were voices
mingling with the music, voices ethereal and divinely gentle, yet with all the power of that great tone out of which
they rose.
As he overcame the last steep rock and stood on the turf of the plateau his eyes were dazzled, for there rose
into the blue night a mighty and many-coloured palace, its pillars, walls and towers all luminous opal enwrought
with precious fires and carven over with mythic forms. From the great gate came a blinding light, but the boy
unterrified passed through it; and he was in the lofty hall and, through a light intense but clear, he saw many
immortals shining as that figure he had beheld in dream, but beyond his dream in majesty, each on their thrones,
with calm faces turned to him.
As the child strode into the hall, the immortals from their thrones descending stood with bowed heads, for the
child who was there was one of themselves, one who had left the Imperishable Light, laying aside scepter and
diadem and had narrowed himself to that body that he might waken the souls in the abyss of earth. At that
moment Aodh was divested of the childhood into which he had imagined himself, and he towered up to a
consciousness inimaginable and not to be fully remembered by his mortality, for it enveloped Earth and Heaven.
He was struggling, when he wakened at dawn in his room, to recapture a lost magnificence of power.
Had he been singing a song which went in every direction and into thousands of hearts? Had he blown shining
images into myriads of darkened souls? Had he taken these from eternity to scatter the fiery seed through
humanity. Or was the fiery seed already sown and did he but blow it to a vivid flame?
The child mind was bewildered, and it was long before Aodh came to a surety about himself, for even the
immortals when they put on mortality are but a little part of themselves, a spark in the immensity of their own
fiery being.
7
Men are never nearer to the gods or more partakers of their ecstasy than when they are creators.
Paul, incessantly creative, was the happiest of men. Seated in a glade of the forest he could see the branches,
green-burdened and wind-swayed, make fire and darkness to reel to and fro on the russet floor. He watched the
flying of tattered flame and purple shadow; and the mad dance of colour evoked whirling figures which rushed
out of the house of the soul to mix with the reeling light. He could see swirling draperies, flushed faces, loosened
and rippling hair, the glint of a white arm, a gleaming neck, the dance of lovely feet, all sun-flecked, dazzling and
bewildering as the anarchy of flame and darkness in which they rioted.
His heart was singing as his brush moved swiftly. If we were many-armed as an Indian god, he thought, one
might keep pace with imagination. But the phantasmal figures went on dancing, being gay of themselves with a
life of their own, and they would not be stayed in any one movement however beautiful. He pretended
unhappiness, but all the whole was delighted at his own swift mastery in evolving rhythm from chaos. So swiftly
did his brush move that he surprised his hand shaping form ere an image had become present to consciousness.
And suddenly he knew that the daimon, which had let loose the whirling figures, had also liberated energies
which played on the strings of the body, directing hand and mind; and, if the mind wavered for a moment, the
guidance of the hand was sure. For an instant he rose above himself and became one with that creative genius
which is behind all conscious motion of the mind. He felt in that instant his being was rooted in some paradise of
fiery and beautiful forms, ready to rush out through any open door to populate earth with their ecstatic life.
Where did it all come from? Had there been a dance like that in some forest of antiquity with only the Eternal
Mind to remember its beauty, and was it from that treasure house the flock of images escaped?
He went on painting, intoxicated with the beauty he saw and the beauty he imagined. The forest depths before
him were a dazzle of green and sparry scintillations. Branches were suddenly burnished with vivid colour as
suddenly vanishing. Patches of orange flame awoke, blazed on the russet floor, then darkened to purple. There
was incessant birth and death of light. Through it all went the dance of lovely shapes.
Then into the figures of imagination a living figure raced, a girl running down the glade, the sunlight on her
blue dress flecking it with a glow rich as the bloom on a peacock’s tail. It was Conaire’s child. She slipped behind
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him to look at the picture.
“Oh, Paul, how lovely! I want to dance! I want to dance!” and she went whirling about, face, flickering hair
and dress fretted with light like the figures of his dream. At last she flung herself down on the moss beside him.
“Why isn’t Aoife here to dance with me? She is like a daffodil in the sun—all burning.”
“Who is this wonderful Aoife?”\fn{A character from the Ulster Cycle of Irish mythology, a warrior-woman:W }
“Aoife! The mountain, the lake and the woods as far as you can see are hers. I call her the Princess, because
though she is only my age everybody has to be her servant.”
“Must an old woman of twelve even be her slave?”
“Oh, Paul, I can’t help it. I think she gets inside me, and can run in and out of me as if I was a cave. She sets
me on fire.”
“She keeps you to do her mischief for her as another young person keeps me!”
“No. It is not like that,” said the child mysteriously. “She is like someone in the fairy tales. I never told
anybody but you. I hear music inside the rocks when she is with me. Sometimes there are people like twinkling
mists who come out of the mountain to look at her. And tall silvery people grow from the trees, gleaming people
with long purple hair. I was frightened when I saw them, but Aoife laughed and clapped her hands, and they all
faded back into the trees.”
“You and your Aoife are living in fairyland now, sweetheart. And to think they are sending you both out of
fairyland to Europe where never a dryad has been seen for thousands of years! Why are they doing it?”
“Father and mother think I ought to learn languages where they are spoken.”
“Oh, Olive dear, don’t let them take all the fairy out of your mind. If you do, the hills, when you come back,
will be only rocks empty of music, and the bark door of the trees will be shut so that not a dryad can slip through
to play with you.”
“It is cruel of you even to think that. Why should I grow out of seeing things any more than you?”
She sat looking at him reproachfully, the child’s lovely face a pure oval, the eyes a rich gray with a spark of
silver like a little star dancing in each, the fair hair falling in curves and clusters; and all of such beauty that Paul,
gazing on her, lapsed into one of those mystical moods, which what was beautiful more and more evoked in him.
And she was no longer Conaire’s child, but a fragile exquisite imagination of the Master of all arts who dreamed
and devised it within and without, and held it together, face, eyes, innumerable hair, heart beating adorably,
breathing body, grace of limb, through every motion, speaking through it to him, evolving it until it became the
perfect mirror of the immortal thought in the immortal mind and could be a dwelling-place for the gentleness in
that majesty. He murmured in his heart over this little citizen of the mystic empire,
“Oh, if you should ever become an exile!” And a wild protest burned in him because the great Artist seemed to
set out his masterpieces carelessly and without defence, so that miracles of beauty might be marred, and the lamp
set within them be dimmed. And then something within him cried,
“No! no! the Master never fails in his art. Through life, and through death to life again He follows His works,
and He will not cease until He has fashioned in immortal substance what was but evanescent air.” He shook off
his sadness and said gaily:
“No! You will never be out of hail of fairyland! Never! Yet it is tragic this going away tomorrow. But I’ll steal
you all for myself now, and we will row on the lake, and come to our own enchanted island, and light a fire there,
and signal to the stars when they come out, and I’ll have a whole afternoon of my dearest to remember when she
is away.”
He had been folding easel, gathering up brushes, paints and canvas; and with the child moving happily beside
him he walked down the glade, and crossed a rushy field to a wooded promontory running out into the lake. His
own cottage was there, built a little way from the trees. He cried to his elderly housekeeper:
“Margaret. I want tea and a kettle full of water and a boat-load of cakes, for we are going to be wrecked on a
desert island, and the earth will have to race a million miles from where it is before we get back.”
He rowed out leisurely into the haze of sunny mist which lay in the lake, half rowing, half drifting, to a
wooded island from which great branches stretched far out, sheltering lustrous shallows and inlets. It was a place
in which he often sought solitude, and the mood of the Earth became life for him as he rested there, and the vision
of the Earth was speech and no other speech was needed. They lay on the mosses, sometimes watching through
half-closed eyes the roof of sunlit leaves quivering as if millions of emerald, blue and yellow birds were fluttering
above them, sometimes watching the diamond dance of lights on the water. The lake, as the long afternoon ended,
was burnished with gold and that melted into every iridescence.
Paul with a half-sigh woke out of his dream, and then there was a bustle for fallen ranches. The fire was lit, the
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kettle was boiled, the feast was spread. He invented many fantasies for their common delight. The isle became
movable as the carpet of the magicians of Arabia, and he brought it to Eastern seas, or planted it as an oasis beside
the ruins of great cities, and they had imaginary adventures with dusky races, and both agreed that when they died
the island must go with them to Paradise. At last, looking through the leaves, Paul saw the Evening Star sparkling
above the cliffs, and he said sadly,
“Our day is over.”
They went to the boat and he rowed it back silently to the shore. The child stood looking at him when they
landed. He saw her eyes were wet. She took his hand, pressed it to her wet cheek, and then ran away as if she
could not bear a longer parting. He followed the little figure with his eyes until it was swallowed up in the
darkening twilight. Over the hills the stars were moving in the paths appointed them, and it seemed that she, no
less than the other stars, was guided on her way by the Great Shepherd. …
225.221 Excerpt from Anna Of The Five Towns: A Novel\fn{by Enoch Arnold Bennett (1867-1931)} Hanley, Stokeon-Trent, England, United Kingdom (M) 10
1
The yard was all silent and empty under the burning afternoon heat, which had made its asphalt springy like
turf, when suddenly the children threw themselves out of the great doors at either end of the Sunday-school—
boys from the right, girls from the left—in two howling, impetuous streams, that widened, eddied, intermingled
and formed backwaters until the whole quadrangle was full of clamour and movement. Many of the scholars
carried prize-books bound in vivid tints, and proudly exhibited these volumes to their companions and to the
teachers, who, tall, languid, and condescending, soon began to appear amid the restless throng. Near the left-hand
door a little girl of twelve years, dressed in a cream coloured frock, with a wide and heavy straw hat, stood quietly
kicking her foal-like legs against the wall. She was one of those who had won a prize, and once or twice she took
the treasure from under her arm to glance at its frontispiece with a vague smile of satisfaction. For a time her
bright eyes were fixed expectantly on the doorway; then they would wander, and she started to count the windows
of the various Connexional buildings which on three sides enclosed the yard-chapel, school, lecture-hall, and
chapel-keeper’s house. Most of the children had already squeezed through the narrow iron gate into the street
beyond, where a steam-car was rumbling and clattering up Duck Bank, attended by its immense shadow. The
teachers remained a little behind. Gradually dropping the pedagogic pose, and happy in the virtuous sensation of
duty accomplished, they forgot the frets and fatigues of the day, and grew amiably vivacious among themselves.
With an instinctive mutual complacency the two sexes mixed again after separation. Greetings and pleasantries
were exchanged, and intimate conversations begun; and then, dividing into small familiar groups, the young men
and women slowly followed their pupils out of the gate.
The chapel-keeper, who always had an injured expression, left the white step of his residence, and, walking
with official dignity across the yard, drew down the side-windows of the chapel one after another. As he
approached the little solitary girl in his course he gave her a reluctant acid recognition; then he returned to his
hearth. Agnes was alone.
“Well, young lady?”
She looked round with a jump, and blushed, smiling and screwing up her little shoulders, when she recognised
the two men who were coming towards her from the door of the lecture-hall. The one who had called out was
Henry Mynors, morning superintendent of the Sunday-school and conductor of the men’s Bible-class held in the
lecture-hall on Sunday afternoons. The other was William Price, usually styled Willie Price, secretary of the same
Bible-class, and son of Titus Price, the afternoon superintendent.
“I’m sure you don’t deserve that prize. Let me see if it isn’t too good for you.” Mynors smiled playfully down
upon Agnes Tellwright as he idly turned the leaves of the book which she handed to him. “Now, do you deserve
it? Tell me honestly.” She scrutinised those sparkling and vehement black eyes with the fearless calm of infancy.
“Yes, I do,” she answered in her high, thin voice, having at length decided within herself that Mr. Mynors was
joking.
“Then I suppose you must have it,” he admitted, with a fine air of giving way.
As Agnes took the volume from him she thought how perfect a man Mr. Mynors was. His eyes, so kind and
sincere, and that mysterious, delicious, inexpressible something which dwelt behind his eyes: these constituted an
ideal for her.
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Willie Price stood somewhat apart, grinning, and pulling a thin honey-coloured moustache. He was at the
uncouth, disjointed age, twenty-one, and nine years younger than Henry Mynors. Despite a continual effort after
ease of manner, he was often sheepish and self-conscious, even, as now, when he could discover no reason for
such a condition of mind. But Agnes liked him too. His simple, pale blue eyes had a wistfulness which made her
feel towards him as she felt towards her doll when she happened to find it lying neglected on the floor.
”Your big sister isn’t out of school yet?” Mynors remarked. Agnes shook her head.
“I’ve been waiting ever so long,” she said plaintively.
At that moment a gray-haired woman with a benevolent but rather pinched face emerged with much briskness
from the girls’ door. This was Mrs. Sutton, a distant relative of Mynors’—his mother had been her second cousin.
The men raised their hats.
“I’ve just been down to make sure of some of you slippery folks for the sewing-meeting,” she said, shaking
hands with Mynors, and including both him and Willie Price in an embracing maternal smile. She was shortsighted and did not perceive Agnes, who had fallen back.
“Had a good class this afternoon, Henry?” Mrs. Sutton’s breathing was short and quick.
“Oh, yes,” he said, “very good indeed.”
“You’re doing a grand work.”
“We had over seventy present,” he added.
“Eh!” she said, “I make nothing of numbers Henry. I meant a good class. Doesn’t it say—Where two or three
are gathered together …? But I must be getting on. The horse will be restless. I’ve to go up to Hillport before tea.
Mrs. Clayton Vernon is ill.”
Scarcely having stopped in her active course, Mrs. Sutton drew the men along with her down the yard, she and
Mynors in rapid talk: Willie Price fell a little to the rear, his big hands half-way into his pockets and his eyes
diffidently roving. It appeared as though he could not find courage to take a share in the conversation, yet was
anxious to convince himself of his right to do so.
Mynors helped Mrs. Sutton into her carriage, which had been drawn up outside the gate of the schoolyard.
Only two families of the Bursley Wesleyan Methodists kept a carriage, the Suttons and the Clayton Vernons. The
latter, boasting lineage and a large house in the aristocratic suburb of Hillport, gave to the society monetary aid
and a gracious condescension. But though indubitably above the operation of any unwritten sumptuary law, even
the Clayton Vernons ventured only in wet weather to bring their carriage to chapel. Yet Mrs. Sutton, who was a
plain woman, might with impunity use her equipage on Sundays. This license granted by Connexional opinion
was due to the fact that she so obviously regarded her carriage, not as a carriage, but as a contrivance on four
wheels for enabling an infirm creature to move rapidly from place to place. When she got into it she had exactly
the air of a doctor on his rounds. Mrs. Sutton’s bodily frame had long ago proved inadequate to the ceaseless
demands of a spirit indefatigably altruistic, and her continuance in activity was a notable illustration of the
dominion of mind over matter. Her husband, a potter’s valuer and commission agent, made money with facility in
that lucrative vocation, and his wife’s charities were famous, notwithstanding her attempts to hide them. Neither
husband nor wife had allowed riches to put a factitious gloss upon their primal simplicity. They were as they
were, save that Mr. Sutton had joined the Five Towns Field Club and acquired some of the habits of an
archæologist. The influence of wealth on manners was to be observed only in their daughter Beatrice, who, while
favouring her mother, dressed at considerable expense, and at intervals gave much time to the arts of music and
painting. Agnes watched the carriage drive away, and then turned to look up the stairs within the school doorway.
She sighed, scowled, and sighed again, murmured something to herself, and finally began to read her book.
“Not come out yet?” Mynors was at her side once more, alone this time.
“No, not yet,” said Agnes, wearied. “Yes. Here she is. Anna, what ages you’ve been!”
Anna Tellwright stood motionless for a second in the shadow of the doorway. She was tall, but not unusually
so, and sturdily built up. Her figure, though the bust was a little flat, had the lenient curves of absolute maturity.
Anna had been a woman since seventeen, and she was now on the eve of her twenty-first birthday. She wore a
plain, home-made light frock checked with brown and edged with brown velvet, thin cotton gloves of cream
colour, and a broad straw hat like her sister’s. Her grave face, owing to the prominence of the cheekbones and the
width of the jaw, had a slight angularity; the lips were thin, the brown eyes rather large, the eyebrows level, the
nose fine and delicate; the ears could scarcely be seen for the dark brown hair which was brushed diagonally
across the temples, leaving of the forehead only a pale triangle. It seemed a face for the cloister, austere in
contour, fervent in expression, the severity of it mollified by that resigned and spiritual melancholy peculiar to
women who through the error of destiny have been born into a wrong environment. As if charmed forward by
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Mynors’ compelling eyes, Anna stepped into the sunlight, at the same time putting up her parasol.
“How calm and stately she is,” he thought, as she gave him her cool hand and murmured a reply to his
salutation. But even his aquiline gaze could not surprise the secrets of that concealing breast: this was one of the
three great tumultuous moments of her life—she realised for the first time that she was loved.
“You are late this afternoon, Miss Tellwright,” Mynors began, with the easy inflections of a man well
accustomed to prominence in the society of women. Little Agnes seized Anna’s left arm, silently holding up the
prize, and Anna nodded appreciation.
“Yes,” she said as they walked across the yard, “one of my girls has been doing wrong. She stole a Bible from
another girl, so of course I had to mention it to the superintendent. Mr. Price gave her a long lecture, and now she
is waiting upstairs till he is ready to go with her to her home and talk to her parents. He says she must be
dismissed.”
“Dismissed!”
Anna’s look flashed a grateful response to him. By the least possible emphasis he had expressed a complete
disagreement with his senior colleague which etiquette forbade him to utter in words.
“I think it’s a very great pity,” Anna said firmly. “I rather like the girl,” she ventured in haste; “you might speak
to Mr. Price about it.”
“If he mentions it to me.”
“Yes, I meant that. Mr. Price said—if it had been anything else but a Bible—”
“Um! he murmured very low, but she caught the significance of his intonation. They did not glance at each
other: it was unnecessary. Anna felt that comfortable easement of the spirit which springs from the recognition of
another spirit capable of understanding without explanations and of sympathising without a phrase. Under that
calm mask a strange and sweet satisfaction thrilled through her as her precious instinct of common sense—rarest
of good qualities, and pining always for fellowship—found a companion in his own. She had dreaded the
overtures which for a fortnight past she had foreseen were inevitably to come from Mynors: he was a stranger,
whom she merely respected. Now in a sudden disclosure she knew him and liked him. The dire apprehension of
those formal “advances” which she had watched other men make to other women faded away. It was at once a
release and a reassurance. They were passing through the gate, Agnes skipping round her sister’s skirts, when
Willie Price reappeared from the direction of the chapel.
“Forgotten something?” Mynors inquired of him blandly.
“Ye-es,” he stammered, clumsily raising his hat to Anna. She thought of him exactly as Agnes had done. He
hesitated for a fraction of time, and then went up the yard towards the lecture-hall.
“Agnes has been showing me her prize,” said Mynors, as the three stood together outside the gate. “I ask her if
she thinks she really deserves it, and she says she does. What do you think, Miss Big Sister?” Anna gave the little
girl an affectionate smile of comprehension.
“What is it called, dear?”
“Janey’s Sacrifice or the Spool of Cotton, and other stories for children,” Agnes read out in a monotone: then
she clutched Anna’s elbow and aimed a whisper at her ear.
“Very well, dear,” Anna answered loud, “but we must be back by a quarter-past four.” And turning to Mynors:
“Agnes wants to go up to the Park to hear the band play.”
“I’m going up there, too,” he said. “Come along, Agnes, take my arm and show me the way.” Shyly Agnes left
her sister’s side and put a pink finger into Mynors’ hand.
Moor Road, which climbs over the ridge to the mining village of Moorthorne and passes the new Park on its
way, was crowded with people going up to criticise and enjoy this latest outcome of municipal enterprise in
Bursley: sedate elders of the borough who smiled grimly to see one another on Sunday afternoon in that
undignified, idly curious throng; white-skinned potters, and miners with the swarthy pallor of subterranean toil;
untidy Sabbath loafers whom neither church nor chapel could entice, and the primly-clad respectable who had not
only clothes but a separate deportment for the seventh day; house-wives whose pale faces, as of prisoners free
only for a while, showed a naïve and timorous pleasure in the unusual diversion; young women made glorious by
richly-coloured stuffs and carrying themselves with the defiant independence of good wages earned in warehouse
or painting-shop; youths oppressed by stiff new clothes bought at Whitsuntide, in which the bright necktie and the
nosegay revealed a thousand secret aspirations; young children running and yelling with the marvellous energy of
their years; here and there a small well-dressed group whose studious repudiation of the crowd betrayed a
conscious eminence of rank; louts, drunkards, idiots, beggars, waifs, outcasts, and every oddity of the town: all
were more or less under the influence of a new excitement, and all with the same face of pleased expectancy
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looked towards the spot where, half-way up the hill, a denser mass of sightseers indicated the grand entrance to
the Park.
“What stacks of folks!” Agnes exclaimed. “It’s like going to a football match.”
“Do you go to football matches, Agnes?” Mynors asked. The child gave a giggle.
Anna was relieved when these two began to chatter. She had at once, by a firm natural impulse, subdued the
agitation which seized her when she found Mynors waiting with such an obvious intention at the school door; she
had conversed with him in tones of quiet ease; his attitude had even enabled her in a few moments to establish a
pleasant familiarity with him. Nevertheless, as they joined the stream of people in Moor Road, she longed to be at
home, in her kitchen, in order to examine herself and the new situation thus created by Mynors. And yet also she
was glad that she must remain at his side, but it was a fluttered joy that his presence gave her, too strange for
immediate appreciation. As her eye, without directly looking at him, embraced the suave and admirable male
creature within its field of vision, she became aware that he was quite inscrutable to her. What were his inmost
thoughts, his ideals, the histories of his heart? Surely it was impossible that she should ever know these secrets!
He—and she: they were utterly foreign to each other. So the primary dissonances of sex vibrated within her, and
her own feelings puzzled her.
Still, there was an instant pleasure, delightful, if disturbing and inexplicable. And also there was a sensation of
triumph, which, though she tried to scorn it, she could not banish. That a man and a woman should saunter
together on that road was nothing; but the circumstance acquired tremendous importance when the man happened
to be Henry Mynors and the woman Anna Tellwright. Mynors—handsome, dark, accomplished, exemplary and
prosperous—had walked for ten years circumspect and unscathed amid the glances of a whole legion of maids. As
for Anna, the peculiarity of her position had always marked her for special attention: ever since her father settled
in Bursley, she had felt herself to be the object of an interest in which awe and pity were equally mingled.
She guessed that the fact of her going to the Park with Mynors that afternoon would pass swiftly from mouth
to mouth like the rumour of a decisive event. She had no friends; her innate reserve had been misinterpreted, and
she was not popular among the Wesleyan community. Many people would say, and more would think, that it was
her money which was drawing Mynors from the narrow path of his celibate discretion. She could imagine all the
innuendoes, the expressive nods, the pursing of lips, the lifting of shoulders and of eyebrows. ‘Money’ll do owt’:
that was the proverb. But she cared not. She had the just and unshakable self-esteem which is fundamental in all
strong and righteous natures; and she knew beyond the possibility of doubt that, though Mynors might have no
incurable aversion to a fortune, she herself, the spirit and body of her, had been the sole awakener of his desire.
By a common instinct, Mynors and Anna made little Agnes the centre of attraction. Mynors continued to tease
her, and Agnes growing courageous, began to retort. She was now walking between them, and the other two
smiled to each other at the child’s sayings over her head, interchanging thus messages too subtle and delicate for
the coarse medium of words.
As they approached the Park the bandstand came into sight over the railway cutting, and they could hear the
music of The Emperor’s Hymn. The crude, brazen sounds were tempered in their passage through the warm, still
air, and fell gently on the ear in soft waves, quickening every heart to unaccustomed emotions. Children leaped
forward, and old people unconsciously assumed a lightsome vigour,
The Park rose in terraces from the railway station to a street of small villas almost on the ridge of the hill.
From its gilded gates to its smallest geranium-slips it was brand-new, and most of it was red. The keeper’s house,
the bandstand, the kiosks, the balustrades, the shelters—all these assailed the eye with a uniform redness of brick
and tile which nullified the pallid greens of the turf and the frail trees. The immense crowd, in order to circulate,
moved along in tight processions, inspecting one after another the various features of which they had read full
descriptions in the Staffordshire Signal—waterfall, grotto, lake, swans, boat, seats, faïence, statues—and scanning
with interest the names of the donors so clearly inscribed on such objects of art and craft as from divers motives
had been presented to the town by its citizens. Mynors, as he manœuvred a way for the two girls through the main
avenue up to the topmost terrace, gravely judged each thing upon its merits, approving this, condemning that. In
deciding that under all the circumstances the Park made a very creditable appearance he only reflected the best
local opinion. The town was proud of its achievement, and it had the right to be; for, though this narrow
pleasaunce was in itself unlovely, it symbolised the first faint renascence of the longing for beauty in a district
long given up to unredeemed ugliness.
At length, Mynors having encountered many acquaintances, they got past the bandstand and stood on the
highest terrace, which was almost deserted. Beneath them, in front, stretched a maze of roofs, dominated by the
gold angel of the Town Hall spire. Bursley, the ancient home of the potter, has an antiquity of a thousand years. It
705

lies towards the north end of an extensive valley, which must have been one of the fairest spots in Alfred’s
England, but which is now defaced by the activities of a quarter of a million of people. Five contiguous towns—
Turnhill, Bursley, Hanbridge, Knype, and Longshaw—united by a single winding thoroughfare some eight miles
in length, have inundated the valley like a succession of great lakes. Of these five Bursley is the mother, but
Hanbridge is the largest. They are mean and forbidding of aspect-sombre, hard-featured, uncouth; and the
vaporous poison of their ovens and chimneys has soiled and shrivelled the surrounding country till there is no
village lane within a league but what offers a gaunt and ludicrous travesty of rural charms. Nothing could be more
prosaic than the huddled, red-brown streets; nothing more seemingly remote from romance. Yet be it said that
romance is even here—the romance which, for those who have an eye to perceive it, ever dwells amid the seats of
industrial manufacture, softening the coarseness, transfiguring the squalor, of these mighty alchemic operations.
Look down into the valley from this terrace-height where love is kindling, embrace the whole smoke-girt
amphitheatre in a glance, and it may be that you will suddenly comprehend the secret and superb significance of
the vast Doing which goes forward below. Because they seldom think, the townsmen take shame when indicted
for having disfigured half a county in order to live. They have not understood that this disfigurement is merely an
episode in the unending warfare of man and nature, and calls for no contrition. Here, indeed, is nature repaid for
some of her notorious cruelties. She imperiously bids man sustain and reproduce himself, and this is one of the
places where in the very act of obedience he wounds and maltreats her. Out beyond the municipal confines, where
the subsidiary industries of coal and iron prosper amid a wreck of verdure, the struggle is grim, appalling, heroic
—so ruthless is his havoc of her, so indomitable her ceaseless recuperation. On the one side is a wresting from
nature’s own bowels of the means to waste her; on the other, an undismayed, enduring fortitude. The grass grows;
though it is not green, it grows. In the very heart of the valley, hedged about with furnaces, a farm still stands, and
at harvest-time the sooty sheaves are gathered in.
The band stopped playing. A whole population was idle in the Park, and it seemed, in the fierce calm of the
sunlight, that of all the strenuous weekday vitality of the district only a murmurous hush remained. But
everywhere on the horizon, and nearer, furnaces cast their heavy smoke across the borders of the sky: the Doing
was never suspended.
“Mr. Mynors,” said Agnes, still holding his hand, when they had been silent a moment, “when do those
furnaces go out?”
“They don’t go out,” he answered, “unless there is a strike. It costs hundreds and hundreds of pounds to light
them again.”
“Does it?” she said vaguely. “Father says it’s the smoke that stops my gilliflowers from growing.” Mynors
turned to Anna.
“Your father seems the picture of health. I saw him out this morning at a quarter to seven, as brisk as a boy.
What a constitution!”
“Yes,” Anna replied, “he is always up at six.”
“But you aren’t, I suppose?”
“Yes, I too.”
“And me too.” Agnes interjected.
“And how does Bursley compare with Hanbridge?” Mynors continued. Anna paused before replying.
“I like it better,” she said. “At first-last year—I thought I shouldn’t.”
“By the way, your father used to preach in Hanbridge circuit—”
“That was years ago,” she said quickly.
“But why won’t he preach here? I dare say you know that we are rather short of local preachers—good ones,
that is.”
“I can’t say why father doesn’t preach now:” Anna flushed as she spoke. “You had better ask him that.”
“Well, I will do,” he laughed. “I am coming to see him soon—perhaps one night next week.”
Anna looked at Henry Mynors as he uttered the astonishing words. The Tellwrights had been in Bursley a year,
but no visitor had crossed their doorsteps except the minister, once, and such poor defaulters as came, full of
excuse and obsequious conciliation, to pay rent overdue.
“Business, I suppose?” she said, and prayed that he might not be intending to make a mere call of ceremony.
“Yes, business,” he answered lightly. “But you will be in?”
“I am always in,” she said. She wondered what the business could be, and felt relieved to know that his visit
would have at least some assigned pretext; but already her heart beat with apprehensive perturbation at the
thought of his presence in their household.
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“See!” said Agnes, whose eyes were everywhere. “There’s Miss Sutton.”
Both Mynors and Anna looked sharply round. Beatrice Sutton was coming towards them along the terrace.
Stylishly clad in a dress of pink muslin, with harmonious hat, gloves, and sunshade, she made an agreeable and
rather effective picture, despite her plain, round face and stoutish figure. She had the air of being a leader. Grafted
on to the original simple honesty of her eyes there was the unconsciously- acquired arrogance of one who had
always been accustomed to deference.
Socially, Beatrice had no peer among the young women who were active in the Wesleyan Sunday-school.
Beatrice had been used to teach in the afternoon school, but she had recently advanced her labours from the
afternoon to the morning in response to a hint that if she did so the force of her influence and example might
lessen the chronic dearth of morning teachers.
“Good afternoon, Miss Tellwright,” Beatrice said as she came up. “So you have come to look at the Park.”
“Yes,” said Anna, and then stopped awkwardly. In the tone of each there was an obscure constraint, and
something in Mynors’ smile of salute to Beatrice showed that he too shared it.
“Seen you before,” Beatrice said to him familiarly, without taking his hand; then she bent down and kissed
Agnes.
“What are you doing here, mademoiselle?” Mynors asked her.
“Father’s just down below, near the lake. He caught sight of you, and sent me up to say that you were to be
sure to come in to supper tonight. You will, won’t you?”
“Yes, thanks. I had meant to.”
Anna knew that they were related, and also that Mynors was constantly at the Suttons’ house, but the close
intimacy between these two came nevertheless like a shock to her. She could not conquer a certain resentment of
it, however absurd such a feeling might seem to her intelligence. And this attitude extended not only to the
intimacy, but to Beatrice’s handsome clothes and facile urbanity, which by contrast emphasised her own poor little
frock and tongue-tied manner. The mere existence of Beatrice so near to Mynors was like an affront to her. Yet at
heart, and even while admiring this shining daughter of success, she was conscious within herself of a
fundamental superiority. The soul of her condescended to the soul of the other one. They began to discuss the
Park.
“Papa says it will send up the value of that land over there enormously,” said Beatrice, pointing with her
ribboned sunshade to some building plots which lay to the north, high up the hill. “Mr. Tellwright owns most of
that, doesn’t he?” she added to Anna.
“I dare say he does,” said Anna. It was torture to her to refer to her father’s possessions.
“Of course it will be covered with streets in a few months. Will he build himself, or will he sell it?”
“I haven’t the least idea,” Anna answered, with an effort after gaiety of tone, and then turned aside to look at
the crowd. There, close against the bandstand, stood her father, a short, stout, ruddy, middle-aged man in a shabby
brown suit. He recognised her, stared fixedly, and nodded with his grotesque and ambiguous grin. Then he sidled
off towards the entrance of the Park. None of the others had seen him.
“Agnes dear,” she said abruptly, “we must go now, or we shall be late for tea.”
As the two women said good-bye their eyes met, and in the brief second of that encounter each tried to wring
from the other the true answer to a question which lay unuttered in her heart. Then, having bidden adieu to
Mynors, whose parting glance sang its own song to her, Anna took Agnes by the hand and left him and Beatrice
together.
2
Anna sat in the bay-window of the front parlour, her accustomed place on Sunday evenings in summer, and
watched Mr. Tellwright and Agnes disappear down the slope of Trafalgar Road on their way to chapel. Trafalgar
Road is the long thoroughfare which, under many aliases, runs through the Five Towns from end to end, uniting
them as a river might unite them. Ephraim Tellwright could remember the time when this part of it was a country
lane, flanked by meadows and market gardens. Now it was a street of houses up to and beyond Bleakridge, where
the Tellwrights lived; on the other side of the hill the houses came only in patches until the far-stretching borders
of Hanbridge were reached. Within the municipal limits Bleakridge was the pleasantest quarter of BursleyHillport, abode of the highest fashion, had its own government and authority—and to reside “at the top of
Trafalgar Road” was still the final ambition of many citizens, though the natural growth of the town had robbed
Bleakridge of some of that exclusive distinction which it once possessed.
Trafalgar Road, in its journey to Bleakridge from the centre of the town, underwent certain changes of
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character. First came a succession of manufactories and small shops; then, at the beginning of the rise, a quarter of
a mile of superior cottages; and lastly, on the brow, occurred the houses of the comfort- able-detached, semidetached, and in terraces, with rentals from 25/. to 60/. a year. The Tellwrights lived in Manor Terrace (the name
being a last reminder of the great farmstead which formerly occupied the western hill side): their house, of light
yellow brick, was two-storied, with a long narrow garden behind, and the rent 30/. Exactly opposite was an
antique red mansion, standing back in its own ground—home of the Mynors family for two generations, but now
a school, the Mynors family being extinct in the district save for one member. Somewhat higher up, still on the
opposite side to Manor Terrace, came an imposing row of four new houses, said to be the best planned and best.
built in the town, each erected separately and occupied by its owner. The nearest of these four was Councillor
Sutton’s, valued at 60/. a year. Lower down, below Manor Terrace and on the same side, lived the Wesleyan
superintendent minister, the vicar of St Luke’s Church, an alderman, and a doctor.
It was nearly six o’clock. The sun shone, but gentlier; and the earth lay cooling in the mild, pensive effulgence
of a summer evening. Even the onrush of the steam-car, as it swept with a gay load of passengers to Hanbridge,
seemed to be chastened; the bell of the Roman Catholic chapel sounded like the bell of some village church heard
in the distance; the quick but sober tramp of the chapel-goers fell peacefully on the ear. The sense of calm
increased, and, steeped in this meditative calm, Anna from the open window gazed idly down the perspective of
the road, which ended a mile away in the dim concave forms of ovens suffused in a pale mist.
A book from the Free Library lay on her lap; she could not read it. She was conscious of nothing save the quiet
enchantment of reverie. Her mind, stimulated by the emotions of the afternoon, broke the fetters of habitual selfdiscipline, and ranged voluptuously free over the whole field of recollection and anticipation. To remember, to
hope: that was sufficient joy.
In the dissolving views of her own past, from which the rigour and pain seemed to have mysteriously departed,
the chief figure was always her father—that sinister and formidable individuality, whom her mind hated but her
heart disobediently loved. Ephraim Tellwright was one of the most extraordinary and most mysterious men in the
Five Towns. The outer facts of his career were known to all, for his riches made him notorious; but of the secret
and intimate man none knew anything except Anna, and what little Anna knew had come to her by divination
rather than discernment.
A native of Hanbridge, he had inherited a small fortune from his father, who was a prominent Wesleyan
Methodist. At thirty, owing mainly to investments in property which his calling of potter’s valuer had helped him
to choose with advantage, he was worth twenty thousand pounds, and he lived in lodgings on a total expenditure
of about a hundred a year. When he was thirty-five he suddenly married, without any perceptible public wooing,
the daughter of a wood merchant at Oldcastle, and shortly after the marriage his wife inherited from her father a
sum of eighteen thousand pounds. The pair lived narrowly in a small house up at Pireford, between Hanbridge and
Oldcastle. They visited no one, and were never seen together except on Sundays.
She was a rosy-cheeked, very unassuming and simple woman, who smiled easily and talked with difficulty,
and for the rest lived apparently a servile life of satisfaction and content. After five years Anna was born, and in
another five years Mrs. Tellwright died of erysipelas. The widower engaged a housekeeper: otherwise his
existence proceeded without change. No stranger visited the house, the housekeeper never gossiped; but tales will
spread, and people fell into the habit of regarding Tellwright’s child and his housekeeper with commiseration.
During all this period he was what is termed “a good Wesleyan,” preaching and teaching, and spending himself
in the various activities of Hanbridge chapel. For many years he had been circuit treasurer. Among Anna’s earliest
memories was a picture of her father arriving late for supper one Sunday night in autumn after an anniversary
service, and pouring out on the white tablecloth the contents of numerous chamois-leather money-bags. She
recalled the surprising dexterity with which he counted the coins, the peculiar smell of the bags, and her mother’s
bland exclamation,
“Eh, Ephraim!”
Tellwright belonged by birth to the Old Guard of Methodism; there was in his family a tradition of holy valour
for the pure doctrine: his father, a Bursley man, had fought in the fight which preceded the famous Primitive
Methodist Secession of 1808 at Bursley, and had also borne a notable part in the Warren affrays of ’28, and the
disastrous trouble of the Fly-Sheets in ’49, when Methodism lost a hundred thousand members. As for Ephraim,
he expounded the mystery of the Atonement in village conventicles and grew garrulous with God at prayermeetings in the big Bethesda chapel; but he did these things as routine, without skill and without enthusiasm,
because they gave him an unassailable position within the central group of the society. He was not, in fact, much
smitten with either the doctrinal or the spiritual side of Methodism. His chief interest lay in those fiscal schemes
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of organisation without whose aid no religious propaganda can possibly succeed. It was in the finance of salvation
that he rose supreme—the interminable alternation of debt-raising and new liability which provides a lasting
excitement for Nonconformists. In the negotiation of mortgages, the artful arrangement of appeals, the planning
of anniversaries and of mighty revivals, he was an undisputed leader. To him the circuit was a “going concern,”
and he kept it in motion, serving the Lord in committee and over statements of account. The minister by his
pleading might bring sinners to the penitent form, but it was Ephraim Tellwright who reduced the cost per head of
souls saved, and so widened the frontiers of the Kingdom of Heaven.
Three years after the death of his first wife it was rumoured that he would marry again, and that his choice had
fallen on a young orphan girl, thirty years his junior, who “assisted” at the stationer’s shop where he bought his
daily newspaper. The rumour was well-founded. Anna, then eight years of age, vividly remembered the homecoming of the pale wife, and her own sturdy attempts to explain, excuse, or assuage to this wistful and fragile
creature the implacable harshness of her father’s temper. Agnes was born within a year, and the pale girl died of
puerperal fever. In that year lay a whole tragedy, which could not have been more poignant in its perfection if the
year had been a thousand years. Ephraim promptly re-engaged the old housekeeper, a course which filled Anna
with secret childish revolt, for Anna was now nine, and accomplished in all domesticity. In another seven years
the housekeeper died, a gaunt gray ruin, and Anna at sixteen became mistress of the household, with a small sister
to cherish and control.
About this time Anna began to perceive that her father was generally regarded as a man of great wealth, having
few rivals in the entire region of the Five Towns. Definite knowledge, however, she had none: he never spoke of
his affairs; she knew only that he possessed houses and other property in various places, that he always turned
first to the money article in the newspaper, and that long envelopes arrived for him by post almost daily. But she
had once heard the surmise that he was worth sixty thousand of his own, apart from the fortune of his first wife,
Anna’s mother. Nevertheless, it did not occur to her to think of her father, in plain terms, as a miser, until one day
she happened to read in the Staffordshire Signal some particulars of the last will and testament of William
Wilbraham, J. P., who had just died.
Mr.Wilbraham had been a famous magnate and benefactor of the Five Towns; his revered name was in every
mouth; he had a fine seat, Hillport House, at Hillport; and his superb horses were constantly seen, winged and
nervous, in the streets of Bursley and Hanbridge. The Signal said that the net value of his estate was sworn at
fifty-nine thousand pounds. This single fact added a definite and startling significance to figures which had
previously conveyed nothing to Anna except an idea of vastness. The crude contrast between the things of Hillport
House and the things of the six-roomed abode in Manor Terrace gave food for reflection, silent but profound.
Tellwright had long ago retired from business, and three years after the housekeeper died he retired, practically,
from religious work, to the grave detriment of the Hanbridge circuit. In reply to sorrowful questioners, he said
merely that he was getting old and needed rest, and that there ought to be plenty of younger men to fill his shoes.
He gave up everything except his pew in the chapel.
The circuit was astounded by this sudden defection of a class-leader, a local preacher, and an officer. It was an
inexplicable fall from grace. Yet the solution of the problem was quite simple. Ephraim had lost interest in his
religious avocations; they had ceased to amuse him, the old ardour had cooled. The phenomenon is a common
enough experience with men who have passed their fiftieth year—men, too, who began with the true and sacred
zeal, which Tellwright never felt. The difference in Tellwright’s case was that, characteristically, he at once
yielded to the new instinct, caring naught for public opinion. Soon afterwards, having purchased a lot of cottage
property in Bursley, he decided to migrate to the town of his fathers. He had more than one reason for doing so,
but perhaps the chief was that he found the atmosphere of Hanbridge Wesleyan chapel rather uncongenial. The
exodus from it was his silent and malicious retort to a silent rebuke.
He appeared now to grow younger, discarding in some measure a certain morose taciturnity which had hitherto
marked his demeanour. He went amiably about in the manner of a veteran determined to enjoy the brief existence
of life’s winter. His stout, stiff, deliberate yet alert figure became a familiar object to Bursley: that ruddy face,
with its small blue eyes, smooth upper lip, and short gray beard under the smooth chin, seemed to pervade the
streets, offering everywhere the conundrum of its vague smile. Though no friend ever crossed his doorstep, he had
dozens of acquaintances of the footpath. He was not, however, a facile talker, and he seldom gave an opinion; nor
were his remarks often noticeably shrewd. He existed within himself, unrevealed.
To the crowd, of course, he was a marvellous legend, and moving always in the glory of that legend he
received their wondering awe—an awe tinged with contempt for his lack of ostentation and public splendour.
Commercial men with whom he had transacted business liked to discuss his abilities, thus disseminating that solid
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respect for him which had sprung from a personal experience of those abilities, and which not even the shabbiness
of his clothes could weaken.
Anna was disturbed by the arrival at the front door of the milk-girl. Alternately with her father, she stayed at
home on Sunday evenings, partly to receive the evening milk and partly to guard the house. The Persian cat with
one ear preceded her to the door as soon as he heard the clatter of the can. The stout little milk-girl dispensed one
pint of milk into Anna’s jug, and spilt an eleemosynary supply on the step for the cat.
“He does like it fresh, Miss,” said the milk-girl, smiling at the greedy cat, and then, with a “Lovely evenin’,”
departed down the street, one fat red arm stretched horizontally out to balance the weight of the can in the other.
Anna leaned idly against the doorpost, waiting while the cat finished, until at length the swaying figure of the
milk-girl disappeared in the dip of the road.
Suddenly she darted within, shutting the door, and stood on the hall mat in a startled attitude of dismay. She
had caught sight of Henry Mynors in the distance, approaching the house. At that moment the kitchen clock struck
seven, and Mynors, according to the rule of a lifetime, should have been in his place in the “orchestra” (or, as
some term it, the “singing-seat”) of the chapel, where he was an admired baritone. Anna dared not conjecture
what impulse had led him into this extraordinary, incredible deviation. She dared not conjecture, but despite
herself she knew, and the knowledge shocked her sensitive and peremptory conscience. Her heart began to beat
rapidly; she was in distress.
Aware that her father and sister had left her alone, did he mean to call? It was absolutely impossible, yet she
feared it, and blushed, all solitary there in the passage, for shame. Now she heard his sharp, decided footsteps, and
through the glazed panels of the door she could see the outline of his form. He stopped; his hand was on the gate,
and she ceased to breathe. He pushed the gate open, and then, at the whisper of some blessed angel, he closed it
again and continued his way up the street.
After a few moments Anna carried the milk into the kitchen, and stood by the dresser, moveless, each muscle
braced in the intensity of profound contemplation. Gradually the tears rose to her eyes and fell; they were the
tincture of a strange and mystic joy, too poignant to be endured. As it were under compulsion she ran outside, and
down the garden path to the low wall which looked over the gray fields of the valley up to Hillport. Exactly
opposite, a mile and a half away, on the ridge, was Hillport Church, dark and clear against the orange sky. To the
right, and nearer, lay the central masses of the town, tier on tier of richly-coloured ovens and chimneys. Along the
field-paths couples moved slowly. All was quiescent, languorous, beautiful in the glow of the sun’s stately
declension.
Anna put her arms on the wall. Far more impressively than in the afternoon she realised that this was the end
of one epoch in her career and the beginning of another. Enthralled by austere traditions and that stern conscience
of hers, she had never permitted herself to dream of the possibility of an escape from the parental servitude. She
had never looked beyond the horizons of her present world, but had sought spiritual satisfaction in the ideas of
duty and sacrifice. The worst tyrannies of her father never dulled the sense of her duty to him; and, without
perhaps being aware of it, she had rather despised love and the dalliance of the sexes. In her attitude towards such
things there had been not only a little contempt but also some disapproval, as though man were destined for
higher ends.
Now she saw, in a quick revelation, that it was the lovers, and not she, who had the right to scorn. She saw how
miserably narrow, tepid, and trickling the stream of her life had been, and had threatened to be. Now it gushed
forth warm, impetuous, and full, opening out new and delicious vistas. She lived; and she was finding the sight to
see, the courage to enjoy. Now, as she leaned over the wall, she would not have cared if Henry Mynors indeed had
called that night. She perceived something splendid and free in his abandonment of habit and discretion at the
bidding of a desire. To be the magnet which could draw that pattern and exemplar of seemliness from the strict
orbit of virtuous custom! It was she, the miser’s shabby daughter, who had caused this amazing phenomenon. The
thought intoxicated her. Without the support of the wall she might have fallen. In a sort of trance she murmured
these words:
“He loves me.”
This was Anna Tellwright, the ascetic, the prosaic, the impassive. After an interval which to her was as much
like a minute as a century, she went back into the house. As she entered by the kitchen she heard an impatient
knocking at the front door.
“At last,” said her father grimly, when she opened the door. In two words he had resumed his terrible sway
over her. Agnes looked timidly from one to the other and slipped past them into the house.
“I was in the garden,” Anna explained.
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“Have you been here long?” She tried to smile apologetically.
“Only about a quarter of an hour,” he answered, with a grimness still more portentous.
“He won’t speak again tonight,” she thought fearfully. But she was mistaken. After he had carefully hung his
best hat on the hat-rack, he turned towards her, and said, with a queer smile:
“Ye’ve been day-dreaming, eh, Sis?”
“Sis” was her pet name, used often by Agnes, but by her father only at the very rarest intervals. She was
staggered at this change of front, so unaccountable in this man, who, when she had unwittingly annoyed him, was
capable of keeping an awful silence for days together. What did he know? What had those old eyes seen?
“I forgot,” she stammered, gathering herself together happily, “I forgot the time.”
She felt that after all there was a bond between them which nothing could break—the tie of blood. They were
father and daughter, united by sympathies obscure but fundamental. Kissing was not in the Tellwright blood, but
she had a fleeting wish to hug the tyrant. …
225.175 Excerpt from Journals: Captain Scott’s Last Expedition\fn{by Robert Falcon Scott (1868-1912)} Plymouth,
Plymouth, England, United Kingdom (M) 25
18
… Self 43, Wilson 39, Evans (P.O.) 37, Oates 32, Bowers 28. Average 36.\fn{ Note: On the Flyleaf. This book is
headed, probably by the editor, “A Fresh MS Book”:H}

Friday, December 22.
Camp 44, about 7100 feet. T: -1°. Bar. 22.3. This, the third stage of our journey, is opening with good promise.
We made our depot this morning, then said an affecting farewell to the returning party, who have taken things
very well, dear good fellows as they are.
Then we started with our heavy loads about 9.20, I in some trepidation—quickly.dissipated as we went off and
up a slope at a smart pace. The second sledge came close behind us, showing that we have weeded the weak spots
and made the proper choice for the returning party.
We came along very easily and lunched at 1, when the sledgemeter had to be repaired, and we didn’t get off
again till 3.20, camping at 6.45. Thus with 7 hours’ marching we covered 10½ miles (geo.) (12 stat.).
Obs.: Lat. 85° 13½’; Long. 161° 55’; Var. 175° 46’ E.
Tomorrow we march longer hours, about 9 I hope. Every day the loads will lighten, and so we ought to make
the requisite progress. I think we have climbed about 250 feet today, but thought it more on the march. We look
down on huge pressure ridges\fn{ Ice formations typically found on large frozen lakes or sea ice during the winter. In the most basic
sense, a pressure ridge is a long crack in the ice that occurs because of repeated heating and cooling on the surface of the lake. In cases of
extreme cold, ice will shrink in volume like any other solid, opening up cracks in the surface of lakes that are completely frozen over. The
cracks quickly fill with water and freeze again, but when the temperature rises later, the ice expands and forces itself upward along the lines
of the crack, in much the same fashion that plate tectonics creates mountain ranges, albeit on a much smaller scale. Pressure ridges can
sometimes extend for miles, making an ice road impassable for truckers hauling freight to far northern locations:W Or, in this case, in far
southern locations:H}to the south and S.E., and in fact all round except in the direction in which we go, S.W. We

seem to be travelling more or less parallel to a ridge which extends from Mt. Darwin. Ahead of us tonight is a
stiffish incline and it looks as though there might be pressure behind it. It is very difficult to judge how matters
stand, however, in such a confusion of elevations and depressions. This course doesn’t work wonders in change of
latitude, but I think it is the right track to clear the pressures—at any rate I shall hold it for the present.
We passed one or two very broad (30 feet) bridged crevasses with the usual gaping sides; they were running
pretty well in N. and S. direction. The weather has been beautifully fine all day as it was last night. (Night Temp.
-9°.) This morning there was an hour or so of haze due to clouds from the N. Now it is perfectly clear, and we get
a fine view of the mountain behind which Wilson has just been sketching.
Saturday, December 23.
Lunch. Bar. 22.01. Rise 370? Started at 8, steering S.W. Seemed to be rising, and went on well for about 3
hours, then got amongst bad crevasses and hard waves. We pushed on to S.W., but things went from bad to worse,
and we had to haul out to the north, then west. West looks clear for the present, but it is not a very satisfactory
direction. We have done 8½ (geo.), a good march. (T: -3°. Southerly wind, force 2.) The comfort is that we are
rising. On one slope we got a good view of the land and the pressure ridges to the S.E. They seem to be disposed
en echelon\fn{I have italicized all French words and Russian/Latinized words and expressions, whether this is true in the diary or not;
on the other hand, I have recorded all his italicizations and capitalizations just as I found them. I have de-italicized the dates of his daily
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entries and repositioned them above and to the right of each entry, to make the divisions more obvious; and I have re-inserted into the text
at their appropriate places those deletions originally made by those original editors of his manuscript diaries, now long dead, who originally
made them, in the interest of his posthumous reputation and that of others of his family and friends still alive—for none of that can possibly
matter to them now. I have also de-hyphenated “to-day, to-night, to-morrow” etc., in line with modern usage; but I have left intact those
few interrogation marks which occur in his diary at the oddest moments—as, for example, in the entry at the beginning of December 24,
“Lunch. Bar. 21.48. ? Rise 160 feet.’, etc.—in line with the policy of retaining as much as possible of the original form of the records
before me without compromising the machine-readability so necessary in this Protocol to the solution of the problem of world peace:H }

and gave me the idea of shearing cracks. They seemed to lessen as we ascend. It is rather trying having to march
so far to the west, but if we keep rising we must come to the end of the obstacles some time.
Saturday night.
Camp 45. T: -3°. Bar. 21.61. ? Rise. Height about 7750. Great vicissitudes of fortune in the afternoon march.
Started west up a slope—about the fifth we have mounted in the last two days. On top, another pressure appeared
on the left, but less lofty and more snow-covered than that which had troubled us in the morning. There was
temptation to try it, and I had been gradually turning in its direction. But I stuck to my principle and turned west
up yet another slope. On top of this we got on the most extraordinary surface—narrow crevasses ran in all
directions. They were quite invisible, being covered with a thin crust of hardened névé without a sign of a crack in
it. We all fell in one after another and sometimes two together. We have had many unexpected falls before, but
usually through being unable to mark the run of the surface appearances of cracks, or where such cracks are
covered with soft snow. How a hardened crust can form over a crack is a real puzzle—it seems to argue extremely
slow movement.
Dead reckoning, 85° 22’1” S., 159° 31’ E. In the broader crevasses this morning we noticed that it was the
lower edge of the bridge which was rotten, whereas in all in the glacier the upper edge was open.
Near the narrow crevasses this afternoon we got about 10 minutes on snow which had a hard crust and loose
crystals below. It was like breaking through a glass house at each step, but quite suddenly at 5 P.M. everything
changed. The hard surface gave place to regular sastrugi\fn{Various surface irregularities resulting from wind erosion,
saltation of snow particles and deposition, the small types of which (-10mm high) are known as ripples, or wind ridges } and our
horizon levelled in every direction. I hung on to the S.W. till 6 P.M., and then camped with a delightful feeling of
security that we had at length reached the summit proper. I am feeling very cheerful about everything tonight. We
marched 15 miles (geo.) (over 17 stat.) today, mounting nearly 800 feet and all in about 8½ hours. My
determination to keep mounting irrespective of course is fully justified and I shall be indeed surprised if we have
any further difficulties with crevasses or steep slopes. To me for the first time our goal seems really in sight. We
can pull our loads and pull them much faster and farther than I expected in my most hopeful moments. I only pray
for a fair share of good weather. There is a cold wind now as expected, but with good clothes and well fed as we
are, we can stick a lot worse than we are getting. I trust this may prove the turning-point in our fortunes for which
we have waited so patiently.
Sunday, December 24.
Lunch. Bar. 21.48. ? Rise 160 feet. Christmas Eve. 7½ miles geo. due south, and a rise, I think, more than
shown by barometer. This in five hours, on the surface which ought to be a sample of what we shall have in the
future. With our present clothes it is a fairly heavy plod, but we get over the ground, which is a great thing. A high
pressure ridge has appeared on the “port bow.” It seems isolated, but I shall be glad to lose sight of such
disturbances. The wind is continuous from the S.S.E., very searching. We are now marching in our wind blouses
and with somewhat more protection on the head.
Bar. 21.41. Camp 46. Rise for day ? about 250 ft. or 300 ft. Hypsometer,\fn{ An instrument for measuring height or
altitude} 8000 ft.
The first two hours of the afternoon march went very well. Then the sledges hung a bit, and we plodded on and
covered something over 14 miles (geo.) in the day. We lost sight of the big pressure ridge, but tonight another
smaller one shows fine on the “port bow,” and the surface is alternately very hard and fairly soft; dips and rises all
round. It is evident we are skirting more disturbances, and I sincerely hope it will not mean altering course more
to the west. 14 miles in 4 hours is not so bad considering the circumstances. The southerly wind is continuous and
not at all pleasant in camp, but on the march it keeps us cool. (T -3°.) The only inconvenience is the extent to
which our faces get iced up. The temperature hovers about zero.
We have not struck a crevasse all day, which is a good sign. The sun continues to shine in a cloudless sky, the
wind rises and falls, and about us is a scene of the wildest desolation, but we are a very cheerful party and
tomorrow is Christmas Day, with something extra in the hoosh.
Monday, December 25.
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CHRISTMAS. Lunch. Bar. 21.14. Rise 240 feet. The wind was strong last night and this morning; a light
snowfall in the night; a good deal of drift, subsiding when we started, but still about a foot high. I thought it might
have spoilt the surface, but for the first hour and a half we went along in fine style. Then we started up a rise, and
to our annoyance found ourselves amongst crevasses once more—very hard, smooth névé between high ridges at
the edge of crevasses, and therefore very difficult to get foothold to pull the sledges. Got our ski sticks out, which
improved matters, but we had to tack a good deal and several of us went half down. After half an hour of this I
looked round and found the second sledge halted some way in rear—evidently someone had gone into a crevasse.
We saw the rescue work going on, but had to wait half an hour for the party to come up, and got mighty cold. It
appears that Lashly went down very suddenly, nearly dragging the crew with him. The sledge ran on and jammed
the span so that the Alpine rope had to be got out and used to pull Lashly to the surface again. Lashly says the
crevasse was 50 feet deep and 8 feet across, in form U, showing that the word “unfathomable” can rarely be
applied. Lashly is 44 today and as hard as nails. His fall has not even disturbed his equanimity.
After topping the crevasse ridge we got on a better surface and came along fairly well, completing over 7 miles
(geo.) just before 1 o’clock. We have risen nearly 250 feet this morning; the wind was strong and therefore trying,
mainly because it held the sledge; it is a little lighter now.
Night. Camp No. 47. Bar. 21.18. T. -7°. I am so replete that I can scarcely write. After sundry luxuries, such as
chocolate and raisins at lunch, we started off well, but soon got amongst crevasses, huge snowfields roadways
running almost in our direction, and across hidden cracks into which we frequently fell. Passing for two miles or
so along between two roadways, we came on a huge pit with raised sides. Is this a submerged mountain peak or a
swirl in the stream? Getting clear of crevasses and on a slightly down grade, we came along at a swinging pace—
splendid. I marched on till nearly 7.30, when we had covered 15 miles (geo.) (17½ stat.). I knew that supper was
to be a “tightener,” and indeed it has been—so much that I must leave description till the morning.
Dead reckoning, Lat. 850 50’ S. Long. 159º 8’2” E. Bar. 21.22. Towards the end of the march we seemed to get
into better condition; about us the surface rises and falls on the long slopes of vast mounds or undulations—no
very definite system in their disposition. We camped half-way up a long slope.
In the middle of the afternoon we got another fine view of the land. The Dominion Range ends abruptly as
observed, then come two straits and two other masses of land. Similarly north of the wild mountains is another
strait and another mass of land. The various straits are undoubtedly overflows, and the masses of land mark the
inner fringe of the exposed coastal mountains, the general direction of which seems about S.S.E., from which it
appears that one could be much closer to the Pole on the Barrier by continuing on it to the S.S.E. We ought to
know more of this when Evans’ observations are plotted.
I must write a word of our supper last night. We had four courses. The first, pemmican, full whack, with slices
of horse meat flavoured with onion and curry powder and thickened with biscuit; then an arrowroot, cocoa and
biscuit hoosh sweetened; then a plum-pudding; then cocoa with raisins, and finally a dessert of caramels and
ginger. After the feast it was difficult to move. Wilson and I couldn’t finish our share of plum-pudding. We have
all slept splendidly and feel thoroughly warm—such is the effect of full feeding.
Tuesday, December 26.
Lunch. Bar. 21.11. Four and three-quarter hours, 6¼ miles (geo.). Perhaps a little slow after plum- pudding, but
I think we are getting on to the surface which is likely to continue the rest of the way. There are still mild
differences of elevation, but generally speaking the plain is flattening out; no doubt we are rising slowly.
Camp 48. Bar. 21.02. The first two hours of the afternoon march went well; then we got on a rough rise and the
sledge came badly. Camped at 6.30, sledge coming easier again at the end.
It seems astonishing to be disappointed with a march of 15 (stat.) miles, when I had contemplated doing little
more than 10 with full loads.
We are on the 86th parallel. Obs.: 86° 2’ S.; 160° 26’ E. The temperature has been pretty consistent of late, -10°
to -12° at night, -3° in the day. The wind has seemed milder today—it blows anywhere from S.E. to south. I had
thought to have done with pressures, but tonight a crevassed slope appears on our right. We shall pass well clear
of it, but there may be others. The undulating character of the plain causes a great variety of surface, owing, of
course, to the varying angles at which the wind strikes the slopes. We were half an hour late starting this morning,
which accounts for some loss of distance, though I should be content to keep up an average of 13’ (geo.).
Wednesday, December 27.
Lunch. Bar. 21.02. The wind light this morning and the pulling heavy. Everyone sweated, especially the second
team, which had great difficulty in keeping up. We have been going up and down, the upgrades very tiring,
especially when we get amongst sastrugi which jerk the sledge about, but we have done 7V4 miles (goo.). A very
713

bad accident this morning. Bowers broke the only hypsometer thermometer. We have nothing to check our two
aneroids. I am very much annoyed.
Night camp 49. Bar. 20.82. T. -6.3°. We marched off well after lunch on a soft, snowy surface, then came to
slippery hard sastrugi and kept a good pace; but I felt this meant something wrong, and on topping a short rise we
were once more in the midst of crevasses and disturbances. For an hour it was dreadfully trying—had to pick a
road, tumbled into crevasses, and got jerked about abominably. At the summit of the ridge we came into another
“pit” or “whirl,” which seemed the centre of the trouble—is it a submerged mountain peak? During the last hour
and a quarter we pulled out on to soft snow again and moved well. Camped at 6.45, having covered 13 ⅓ miles
(geo.). Steering the party is no light task. One cannot allow one’s thoughts to wander as others do, and when, as
this afternoon, one gets amongst disturbances, I find it is very worrying and tiring. I do trust we shall have no
more of them. We have not lost sight of the sun since we came on the summit; we should get an extraordinary
record of sunshine. It is monotonous work this; the sledgemeter and theodolite govern the situation.
Thursday, December 28.
Lunch. Bar. 20.77. I start cooking again tomorrow morning. We have had a troublesome day but have
completed our 13 miles (geo.). My unit pulled away easy this morning and stretched out for two hours—the
second unit made heavy weather. I changed with Evans and found the second sledge heavy—could keep up, but
the team was not swinging with me as my own team swings. Then I changed P.O. Evans for Lashly. We seemed to
get on better, but at the moment the surface changed and we came up over a rise with hard sastrugi. At the top we
camped for lunch. What was the difficulty? One theory was that some members of the second party were stale.
Another that all was due to their bad stepping and want of swing; another that the sledge pulled heavy. In the
afternoon we exchanged sledges, and at first went off well, but getting into soft snow, we found a terrible drag, the
second party coming quite easily with our sledge. So the sledge is the cause of the trouble, and talking it out, I
found that all is due to want of seamanlike care. The runners ran excellently, but the structure has been distorted
by bad strapping, bad loading, &c. The party are not done, and I have told them plainly that they must wrestle
with the trouble and get it right for themselves. There is no possible reason why they should not get along as
easily as we do.
Obs.: 86° 27’ 2” S.; 161° 1.15’ E.; 179° 33’ E. Bar. 20.64.
Friday, December 29.
Bar. 20.S2. Lunch. Height 9050 about. The worst surface we have struck, very heavy pulling; but we came 6½
miles (geo.). It will be a strain to keep up distances if we get surfaces like this. We seem to be steadily but slowly
rising. The satisfactory thing is that the second party now keeps up, as the faults have been discovered; they were
due partly to the rigid loading of the sledge and partly to the bad pacing.
Night camp 51. Bar. 20.49. T. -6°. Had another struggle this afternoon and only managed to get 12 miles
(geo.). The very hard pulling has occurred on two rises. It appears that the loose snow is blown over the rises and
rests in heaps on the north-facing slopes. It is these heaps that cause our worst troubles. The weather looks a little
doubtful, a good deal of cirrus cloud in motion over us, radiating E. and W. The wind shifts from S.E. to S.S.W.,
rising and falling at intervals; it is annoying to the march as it retards the sledges, but it must help the surface, I
think, and so hope for better things tomorrow. The marches are terribly monotonous. One’s thoughts wander
occasionally to pleasanter scenes and places, but the necessity to keep the course, or some hitch in the surface,
quickly brings them back. There have been some hours of very steady plodding today; these are the best part of
the business, they mean forgetfulness and advance.
Saturday, December 30.
Bar. 20.42. Lunch. Night camp 52. Bar. 20.36. Rise about 150. A very trying, tiring march, and only 11 miles
(geo.) covered. Wind from the south to S.E., not quite so strong as usual; the usual clear sky.
We camped on a rise last night, and it was some time before we reached the top this morning. This took it out
of us at the start and the second party dropped. I went on 6½ miles (when the second party was some way astern)
and lunched. We came on in the afternoon, the other party still dropping, camped at 6.30—they at 7.15. We came
up another rise with the usual gritty snow towards the end of the march. For us the interval between the two rises,
some 8 miles, was steady plodding work which we might keep up for some time. Tomorrow I’m going to march
half a day, make a depot and build the 10-feet sledges. The second party is certainly tiring; it remains to be seen
how they will manage with the smaller sledge and lighter load. The surface is certainly much worse than it was 50
miles back. (T -10°.) We have caught up Shackleton’s dates. Everything would be cheerful if I could persuade
myself that the second party were quite fit to go forward.
Sunday, December 31. New Year’s Eve.
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20.17. Height about 9126. T. -10°. Camp 53. Corrected aneroid. The second party depôted its ski and some
other weights equivalent to about 100 lbs. I sent them off first; they marched, but not very fast. We followed and
did not catch them before they camped by direction at 1.30. By this time we had covered exactly 7 miles (geo.),
and we must have risen a good deal. We rose on a steep incline at the beginning of the march, and topped another
at the end, showing a distance of about 5 miles between the wretched slopes which give us the hardest pulling, but
as a matter of fact, we have been rising all day.
We had a good full brew of tea and then set to work stripping the sledges. That didn’t take long, but the process
of building up the 10-feet sledges now in operation in the other tent is a long job. Evans (P.O.) and Crean are
tackling it, and it is a very remarkable piece of work. Certainly P.O. Evans is the most invaluable asset to our
party. To build a sledge under these conditions is a fact for special record. Evans (Lieut.) has just found the
latitude—86° 56’ S., so that we are pretty near the 87 th parallel aimed at for tonight. We lose half a day, but I hope
to make that up by going forward at much better speed.
This is to be called the “3 Degree Depot,” and it holds a week’s provision for both units.
There is extraordinarily little mirage up here and the refraction is very small. Except for the seamen we are all
sitting in a double tent—the first time we have put up the inner lining to the tent; it seems to make us much
snugger.
10 P.M.—The job of rebuilding is taking longer than I expected, but is now almost done. The 10-feet sledges
look very handy. We had an extra drink of tea and are now turned into our bags in the double tent (five of us) as
warm as toast, and just enough light to write or work with. Did not get to bed till 2 A.M.
Obs.: 86° 55’ 47” S.; 165° 5’ 48” E.; Var. 175° 40’ E. Morning Bar. 20.08.
Monday, January 1, 1912.—NEW YEAR’S DAY.
Lunch. Bar. 20.04. Roused hands about 7.30 and got away 9.30, Evans’ party going ahead on foot. We
followed on ski. Very stupidly we had not seen to our ski shoes beforehand, and it took a good half-hour to get
them right; Wilson especially had trouble. When we did get away, to our surprise the sledge pulled very easily,
and we made fine progress, rapidly gaining on the foot-haulers.
Night camp 54. Bar. 19.98. Risen about 150 feet. Height about 9600 above Barrier. They camped for lunch at
5½ miles and went on easily, completing 11.3 (geo.) by 7.30. We were delayed again at lunch camp, P.O. Evans
repairing the tent, and I the cooker. We caught the other party more easily in the afternoon and kept alongside
them the last quarter of an hour. It was surprising how easily the sledge pulled; we have scarcely exerted
ourselves all day.
We have been rising again all day, but the slopes are less accentuated. I had expected trouble with ski and hard
patches, but we found none at all. (T: -14°.) The temperature is steadily falling, but it seems to fall with the wind.
We are very comfortable in our double tent. Stick of chocolate to celebrate the New Year. The supporting party not
in very high spirits, they have mismanaged matters for themselves. Prospects seem to get brighter—only 170
miles to go and plenty of food left.
Tuesday, January 2.
T. -17°. Camp 55. Height about 9980. At lunch my aneroid reading over scale 12,250, shifted hand to read
10,250. Proposed to enter heights in future with correction as calculated at end of book (minus 340 feet). The foot
party went off early, before 8, and marched till 1. Again from 2.35 to 6.30. We started more than half an hour later
on each march and caught the others easy. It’s been a plod for the foot people and pretty easy going for us, and we
have covered 13 miles (geo.).
T. -11°.: Obs 87° 20’ 8” S.; 160º 40’ 53” E.; Var. 180º. The sky is slightly overcast for the first time since we
left the glacier; the sun can be seen already through the veil of stratus, and blue sky round the horizon. The
sastrugi have all been from the S.E. today, and likewise the wind, which has been pretty light. I hope the clouds
do not mean wind or bad surface. The latter became poor towards the end of the afternoon. We have not risen
much today, and the plain seems to be flattening out. Irregularities are best seen by sastrugi. A skua gull visited us
on the march this afternoon—it was evidently curious, kept alighting on the snow ahead, and fluttering a few
yards as we approached. It seemed to have had little food—an extraordinary visitor considering our distance from
the sea.
Wednesday, January 3.
Height: Lunch, 10,110; Night, 10,180. Camp 56. T. -17°. Minimum -18.5°. Within 150 miles of our goal. Last
night I decided to reorganise, and this morning told off Teddy Evans, Lashly, and Crean to return. They are
disappointed, but take it well. Bowers is to come into our tent, and we proceed as a five-man unit tomorrow. We
have 5½ units of food—practically over a month’s allowance for five people—it ought to see us through. We
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came along well on ski today, but the foot-haulers were slow, and so we only got a trifle over 12 miles (geo.).
Very anxious to see how we shall manage tomorrow; if we can march well with the full load we shall be
practically safe, I take it. The surface was very bad in patches today and the wind strong.
“Lat. 87° 32’. A last note from a hopeful position. I think it’s going to be all right. We have a fine party going
forward and arrangements are all going well.”
Thursday, January 4.
T. -17°, Lunch T. -16.5°. We were naturally late getting away this morning, the sledge having to be packed and
arrangements completed for separation of parties. It is wonderful to see how neatly everything stows on a little
sledge, thanks to P.O. Evans. I was anxious to see how we could pull it, and glad to find we went easy enough.
Bowers on foot pulls between, but behind, Wilson and myself; he has to keep his own pace and luckily does not
throw us out at all.
The second party had followed us in case of accident, but as soon as I was certain we could get along we
stopped and said farewell. Teddy Evans is terribly disappointed but has taken it very well and behaved like a man.
Poor old Crean wept and even Lashly was affected. I was glad to find their sledge is a mere nothing to them, and
thus, no doubt, they will make a quick journey back. Since leaving them we have marched on till 1.15 and
covered 6.2 miles (geo.). With full marching days we ought to have no difficulty in keeping up our average.
Night camp 57. T. -16°. Height 10,280.—We started well on the afternoon march, going a good speed for 1½
hours; then we came on a stratum covered with loose sandy snow, and the pulling became very heavy. We
managed to get off 12½ miles (geo.) by 7 P.M., but it was very heavy work.
In the afternoon the wind died away, and tonight it is flat calm; the sun so warm that in spite of the temperature
we can stand about outside in the greatest comfort. It is amusing to stand thus and remember the constant horrors
of our situation as they were painted by S.: the sun is melting the snow on the ski, &c. The plateau is now very
flat, but we are still ascending slowly. The sastrugi are getting more confused, predominant from the S.E. I
wonder what is in store for us. At present everything seems to be going with extraordinary smoothness, and one
can scarcely believe that obstacles will not present themselves to make our task more difficult. Perhaps the surface
will be the element to trouble us.
Friday, January 5.
Camp 58. Height: morning, 10,430; night, 10,120. T. –14.8º. Obs. 87º 57’, 159º 15’. Minimum T. –23.5º; T.
-21º A dreadfully trying day. Light wind from the N.N.W. bringing detached cloud and constant fall of ice
crystals. The surface, in consequence, as bad as could be after the first hour. We started at 8.15, marched solidly
till 1.15, covering 7.4 miles (geo.), and again in the afternoon we plugged on; by 7 P.M. we had done 12½ miles
(geo.), the hardest we have yet done on the plateau. The sastrugi seemed to increase as we advanced and they
have changed direction from S.W. to S. by W. In the afternoon a good deal of confusing cross sastrugi, and
tonight a very rough surface with evidences of hard southerly wind. Luckily the sledge shows no signs of
capsizing yet.
We sigh for a breeze to sweep the hard snow, but tonight the outlook is not promising better things. However,
we are very close to the 88th parallel, little more than 120 miles from the Pole, only a march from Shackleton’s
final camp, and in a general way “getting on.”
We go little over a mile and a quarter an hour now—it is a big strain as the shadows creep slowly round from
our right through ahead to our left. What lots of things we think of on these monotonous marches! What castles
one builds now hopefully that the Pole is ours. Bowers took sights today and will take them every third day. We
feel the cold very little, the great comfort of our situation is the excellent drying effect of the sun. Our socks and
finnesko\fn{Reindeer-skin boots} are almost dry each morning. Cooking for five takes a seriously longer time than
cooking for four; perhaps half an hour on the whole day. It is an item I had not considered when reorganising.
Saturday, January 6.
Height 10,470. T. -22.3°. Obstacles arising—last night we got amongst sastrugi—they increased in height this
morning and now we are in the midst of a sea of fish-hook waves well remembered from our Northern
experience. We took off our ski after the first 1½ hours and pulled on foot. It is terribly heavy in places, and, to
add to our trouble, every sastrugus is covered with a beard of sharp branching crystals. We have covered 6½
miles, but we cannot keep up our average if this sort of surface continues. There is no wind.
Camp 59. Lat. 88° 7’. Height 10,430-10,510. Rise of barometer? T. -22.5°. Minimum -25.8°. Morning.
Fearfully hard pull again, and when we had marched about an hour we discovered that a sleeping-bag had fallen
off the sledge. We had to go back and carry it on. It cost us over an hour and disorganised our party. We have only
covered 10½ miles (geo.) and it’s been about the hardest pull we’ve had. We think of leaving our ski here, mainly
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because of risk of breakage. Over the sastrugi it is all up and down hill, and the covering of ice crystals prevents
the sledge from gliding even on the down-grade. The sastrugi, I fear, have come to stay, and we must be prepared
for heavy marching, but in two days I hope to lighten loads with a depot. We are south of Shackleton’s last camp,
so, I suppose, have made the most southerly camp.
Sunday, January 7.
Height 10,560. Lunch. Temp. -21.3°. The vicissitudes of this work are bewildering. Last night we decided to
leave our ski on account of the sastrugi. This morning we marched out a mile in 40 min. and the sastrugi
gradually disappeared. I kept debating the ski question and at this point stopped, and after discussion we went
back and fetched the ski; it cost us 1½ hours nearly. Marching again, I found to my horror we could scarcely
move the sledge on ski; the first hour was awful owing to the wretched coating of loose sandy snow. However, we
persisted, and towards the latter end of our tiring march we began to make better progress, but the work is still
awfully heavy. I mean to stick to the ski after this.
Afternoon. Camp 60. T. -23°. Height 10,570. Obs.: Lat. 88° 18’ 40” S.; Long. 157° 21’ E.; Var. 179° 15’ W.
Very heavy pulling still, but did 5 miles (geo.) in over four hours.
This is the shortest march we have made on the summit, but there is excuse. Still, there is no doubt if things
remained as they are we could not keep up the strain of such marching for long. Things, however, luckily will not
remain as they are. Tomorrow we depot a week’s provision, lightening altogether about 100 lbs. This afternoon
the welcome southerly wind returned and is now blowing force 2 to 3. I cannot but think it will improve the
surface.
The sastrugi are very much diminished, and those from the south seem to be overpowering those from the S.E.
Cloud travelled rapidly over from the south this afternoon, and the surface was covered with sandy crystals; these
were not so bad as the “bearded” sastrugi, and oddly enough the wind and drift only gradually obliterate these
striking formations. We have scarcely risen at all today, and the plain looks very flat. It doesn’t look as though
there were more rises ahead, and one could not wish for a better surface if only the crystal deposit would
disappear or harden up. I am awfully glad we have hung on to the ski; hard as the marching is, it is far less tiring
on ski. Bowers has a heavy time on foot, but nothing seems to tire him. Evans has a nasty cut on his hand (sledgemaking). I hope it won’t give trouble. Our food continues to amply satisfy. What luck to have hit on such an
excellent ration. We really are an excellently found party.
Monday, January 8.
Camp 60. Noon. L -19.8°. Min. for night -25º. Our first summit blizzard. We might just have started after
breakfast, but the wind seemed obviously on the increase, and so has proved. The sun has not been obscured, but
snow is evidently falling as well as drifting. The sun seems to be getting a little brighter as the wind increases.
The whole phenomenon is very like a Barrier blizzard, only there is much less snow, as one would expect, and at
present less wind, which is somewhat of a surprise.
Evans’ hand was dressed this morning, and the rest ought to be good for it. I am not sure it will not do us all
good as we lie so very comfortably, warmly clothed in our comfortable bags, within our double-walled tent.
However, we do not want more than a day’s delay at most, both on account of lost time and food and the slow
accumulation of ice. (Night T. -13.5°.) It has grown much thicker during the day, from time to time obscuring the
sun for the first time. The temperature is low for a blizzard, but we are very comfortable in our double tent and the
cold snow is not sticky and not easily carried into the tent, so that the sleeping-bags remain in good condition. (T.
-3°.) The glass is rising slightly. I hope we shall be able to start in the morning, but fear that a disturbance of this
sort may last longer than our local storm.
It is quite impossible to speak too highly of my companions. Each fulfils his office to the party; Wilson, first as
doctor, ever on the lookout to alleviate the small pains and troubles incidental to the work; now as cook, quick,
careful and dexterous, ever thinking of some fresh expedient to help the camp life; tough as steel on the traces,
never wavering from start to finish.
Evans, a giant worker with a really remarkable headpiece. It is only now I realise how much has been due to
him. Our ski shoes and crampons have been absolutely indispensable, and if the original ideas were not his, the
details of manufacture and design and the good workmanship are his alone. He is responsible for every sledge,
every sledge fitting, tents, sleeping-bags, harness, and when one cannot recall a single expression of
dissatisfaction with anyone of these items, it shows what an invaluable assistant he has been. Now, besides
superintending the putting up of the tent, he thinks out and arranges the packing of the sledge; it is extraordinary
how neatly and handily everything is stowed, and how much study has been given to preserving the suppleness
and good running qualities of the machine. On the Barrier, before the ponies were killed, he was ever roaming
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round, correcting faults of stowage.
Little Bowers remains a marvel—he is thoroughly enjoying himself I leave all the provision arrangement in his
hands, and at all times he knows exactly how we stand, or how each returning party should fare. It has been a
complicated business to redistribute stores at various stages of reorganisation, but not one single mistake has been
made. In addition to the stores, he keeps the most thorough and conscientious meteorological record, and to this
he now adds the duty of observer and photographer. Nothing comes amiss to him, and no work is too hard. It is a
difficulty to get him into the tent; he seems quite oblivious of the cold, and he lies coiled in his bag writing and
working out sights long after the others are asleep.
Of these three it is a matter for thought and congratulation that each is sufficiently suited for his own work, but
would not be capable of doing that of the others as well as it is done. Each is invaluable. Oates had his invaluable
period with the ponies; now he is a foot slogger and goes hard the whole time, does his share of camp work, and
stands the hardship as well as any of us. I would not like to be without him either. So our five people are perhaps
as happily selected as it is possible to imagine.
Tuesday, January 9.
Camp 61. RECORD. Lat. 88° 25’. Height 10,270 ft. Bar. risen I think. T. -4°. Still blowing, and drifting when
we got to breakfast, but signs of taking off. The wind had gradually shifted from south to E.S.E. After lunch we
were able to break camp in a bad light, but on a good surface. We made a very steady afternoon march, covering
6½ miles (geo.). This should place us in Lat. 88° 25’, beyond the exaggerated record of Shackleton’s exaggerated
walk. All is new ahead. The barometer has risen since the blizzard, and it looks as though we were on a level
plateau, not to rise much further.
Obs.: Long. 159° 17’ 45” E.; Var. 179° 55’ W.; Min. Temp. -7.2°. More curiously the temperature continued to
rise after the blow and now, at -4°, it seems quite warm. The sun has only shown very indistinctly all the
afternoon, although brighter now. Clouds are still drifting over from the east. The marching is growing terribly
monotonous, but one cannot grumble as long as the distance can be kept up. It can, I think, if we leave a depot,
but a very annoying thing has happened. Bowers’ watch has suddenly dropped 26 minutes; it may have stopped
from being frozen outside his pocket, or he may have inadvertently touched the hands. Anyway it makes one more
chary of leaving stores on this great plain, especially as the blizzard tended to drift up our tracks. We could only
just see the back track when we started, but the light was extremely poor.
Wednesday, January 10.
Camp 62. T. -11°. Last depot 88° 29’ S.; 159° 33’ E.; Var. 180°. Terrible hard march in the morning; only
covered 5.1 miles (geo.). Decided to leave depot at lunch camp. Built cairn and left one week’s food together with
sundry articles of clothing. We are down as close as we can go in the latter. We go forward with eighteen days’
food. Yesterday I should have said certain to see us through, but now the surface is beyond words, and if it
continues we shall have the greatest difficulty to keep our march long enough. The surface is quite covered with
sandy snow, and when the sun shines it is terrible. During the early part of the afternoon it was overcast, and we
started our lightened sledge with a good swing, but during the last two hours the sun cast shadows again, and the
work was distressingly hard. We have covered only 10.8 miles (geo.).
Only 85 miles (geog.) from the Pole, but it’s going to be a stiff pull both ways apparently; still we do make
progress, which is something. Tonight the sky is overcast, the temperature (-11°) much higher than I anticipated; it
is very difficult to imagine what is happening to the weather. The sastrugi grow more and more confused, running
from S. to E. Very difficult steering in uncertain light and with rapidly moving clouds. The clouds don’t seem to
come from anywhere, form and disperse without visible reason. The surface seems to be growing softer. The
meteorological conditions seem to point to an area of variable light winds, and that plot will thicken as we
advance.
Thursday, January 11.
Lunch. Height 10,540. T. -15° 8’. It was heavy pulling from the beginning today, but for the first two and a half
hours we could keep the sledge moving; then the sun came out (it had been overcast and snowing with light
south-easterly breeze) and the rest of the forenoon was agonising. I never had such pulling; all the time the sledge
rasps and creaks. We have covered 6 miles, but at fearful cost to ourselves.
Night camp 63. Height 10,530. Temp. -16.3°. Minimum -25.8°. Another hard grind in the afternoon and five
miles added. About 74 miles from the Pole—can we keep this up for seven days? It takes it out of us like
anything. None of us ever had such hard work before. Cloud has been coming and going overhead all day, drifting
from the S.E., but continually altering shape. Snow crystals falling all the time; a very light S. breeze at start soon
dying away. The sun so bright and warm tonight that it is almost impossible to imagine a minus temperature. The
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snow seems to get softer as we advance; the sastrugi, though sometimes high and undercut, are not hard—no
crusts, except yesterday the surface subsided once, as on the Barrier. It seems pretty certain there is no steady
wind here. Our chance still holds good if we can put the work in, but it’s a terribly trying time.
Friday, January 12.
Camp 64. T. -17.5°. Lat. 88° 57’. Another heavy march with snow getting softer all the time. Sun very bright,
calm at start; first two hours terribly slow. Lunch, 4¾ hours, 5.6 miles geo.; Sight Lat. 88° 52’. Afternoon, 4
hours, 5.1 miles—total 10.7.
In the afternoon we seemed to be going better; clouds spread over from the west with light chill wind and for a
few brief minutes we tasted the delight of having the sledge following free. Alas! in a few minutes it was worse
than ever, in spite of the sun’s eclipse. However, the short experience was salutary. I had got to fear that we were
weakening badly in our pulling; those few minutes showed me that we only want a good surface to get along as
merrily as of old. With the surface as it is, one gets horribly sick of the monotony and can easily imagine oneself
getting played out, were it not that at the lunch and night camps one so quickly forgets all one’s troubles and
bucks up for a fresh effort. It is an effort to keep up the double figures, but if we can do so for another four
marches we ought to get through. It is going to be a close thing.
At camping tonight everyone was chilled and we guessed a cold snap, but to our surprise the actual
temperature was higher than last night, when we could dawdle in the sun. It is most unaccountable why we should
suddenly feel the cold in this manner; partly the exhaustion of the march, but partly some damp quality in the air,
I think. Little Bowers is wonderful; in spite of my protest he would take sights after we had camped tonight, after
marching in the soft snow all day where we have been comparatively restful on ski.
Night position.—Lat. 88° 57’ 25” S.; Long. 160° 21’ E.; Var. 179° 49’ W. Minimum T. –23.5º.
Only 63 miles (geo.) from the Pole tonight. We ought to do the trick, but oh! for a better surface. It is quite
evident this is a comparatively windless area. The sastrugi are few and far between, and all soft. I should imagine
occasional blizzards sweep up from the S.E., but none with violence. We have deep tracks in the snow, which is
soft as deep as you like to dig down.
Saturday, January 13.
Lunch Height 10,390. Barometer low? lunch Lat. 89° 3’ 18”.
Started on some soft snow, very heavy dragging and went slow. We could have supposed nothing but that such
conditions would last from now onward, but to our surprise, after two hours we came on a sea of sastrugi, all
lying from S. to E., predominant E.S.E. Have had a cold little wind from S.E. and S.S.E., where the sky is
overcast. Have done 5.6 miles and are now over the 89th parallel.
Night camp 65.—Height 10,270. T. -22.5°, Minimum -23.5°. Lat. 89° 9’ S. very nearly. We started very well in
the afternoon. Thought we were going to make a real good march, but after the first two hours surface crystals
became as sandy as ever. Still we did 5.6 miles geo., giving over 11 for the day. Well, another day with double
figures and a bit over. The chance holds.
It looks as though we were descending slightly; sastrugi remain as in forenoon. It is wearisome work this
tugging and straining to advance a light sledge. Still, we get along. I did manage to get my thoughts off the work
for a time today, which is very restful. We should be in a poor way without our ski, though Bowers manages to
struggle through the soft snow without tiring his short legs.
Only 51 miles from the Pole tonight. If we don’t get to it we shall be d—d close. There is a little southerly
breeze tonight; I devoutly hope it may increase in force. The alternation of soft snow and sastrugi seem to suggest
that the coastal mountains are not so very far away.
Sunday, January 14.
Camp 66. Lunch T. -18°, Night T. -15°. Sun showing mistily through overcast sky all day. Bright southerly
wind with very low drift. In consequence the surface was a little better, and we came along very steadily 6.3 miles
in the morning and 5.5 in the afternoon, but the steering was awfully difficult and trying; very often I could see
nothing, and Bowers on my shoulders directed me. Under such circumstances it is an immense help to be pulling
on ski. Tonight it is looking very thick. The sun can barely be distinguished, the temperature has risen, and there
are serious indications of a blizzard. I trust they will not come to anything; there are practically no signs of heavy
wind here, so that even if it blows a little we may be able to march. Meanwhile we are less than 40 miles from the
Pole.
Again we noticed the cold; at lunch today (Obs.: Lat. 89° 20’ 53” S.) all our feet were cold, but this was mainly
due to the bald state of our finnesko. I put some grease under the bare skin and found it made all the difference.
Oates seems to be feeling the cold and fatigue more than the rest of us, but we are all very fit. It is a critical time,
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but we ought to pull through. The barometer has fallen very considerably and we cannot tell whether due to ascent
of plateau or change of weather. Oh! for a few fine days! So close it seems and only the weather to baulk us.
Monday, January 15.
Lunch camp, Height 9950. Last depot. During the night the air cleared entirely and the sun shone in a perfectly
clear sky. The light wind had dropped and the temperature fallen to -25°, minimum -27°. I guessed this meant a
hard pull, and guessed right. The surface was terrible, but for 4¾ hours yielded 6 miles (geo.). We were all pretty
well done at camping, and here we leave our last depot—only four days’ food and a sundry or two. The load is
now very light, but I fear that the friction will not be greatly reduced.
Night, January 15.
Height 9920. T -25°. The sledge came surprisingly lightly after lunch—something from loss of weight,
something, I think, from stowage, and, most of all perhaps, as a result of tea. Anyhow we made a capital afternoon
march of 6.3 miles, bringing the total for the day to over 12 (12.3). The sastrugi again very confused, but mostly
S.E. quadrant; the heaviest now almost east, so that the sledge continually bumps over ridges. The wind is from
the W.N.W. chiefly, but the weather remains fine and there are no sastrugi from that direction.
Camp 67. Lunch obs.: Lat. 89° 26’ 57”; Lat. dead reckoning, 89° , 33’ 15” S.; Long. 160º 46’ 45” E.; Var. 179º
E.
It is wonderful to think that two long marches would land us at the Pole. We left our depot today with nine
days’ provisions, so that it ought to be a certain thing now, and the only appalling possibility the sight of the
Norwegian flag forestalling ours. Little Bowers continues his indefatigable efforts to get good sights, and it is
wonderful how he works them up in his sleeping-bag in our congested tent. (Minimum for night -27.5°.) Only 27
miles from the Pole. We ought to do it now.
Tuesday, January I6.
Camp 68. Height 9760. T. -23.5°. The worst has happened, or nearly the worst. We marched well in the
morning and covered 7½ miles. Noon sight showed us in Lat. 89° 42’ S., and we started off in high spirits in the
afternoon, feeling that tomorrow would see us at our destination. About the second hour of the march Bowers’
sharp eyes detected what he thought was a cairn; he was uneasy about it, but argued that it must be a sastrugus.
Half an hour later he detected a black speck ahead. Soon we knew that this could not be a natural snow feature.
We marched on, found that it was a black flag tied to a sledge bearer; near by the remains of a camp; sledge tracks
and ski tracks going and coming and the clear trace of dogs’ paws—many dogs. This told us the whole story. The
Norwegians have forestalled us and are first at the Pole. It is a terrible disappointment, and I am very sorry for my
loyal companions. Many bitter thoughts come and much discussion have we had. Tomorrow we must march on to
the Pole and then hasten home with all the speed we can compass. All the day dreams must go; it will be a
wearisome return. We are descending in altitude—certainly also the Norwegians found an easy way up.
Wednesday, January 17.
Camp 69. T. -22° at start. Night -21°. The POLE. Yes, but under very different circumstances from those
expected. We have had a horrible day—add to our disappointment a head wind 4 to 5, with a temperature -22°,
and companions labouring on with cold feet and hands.
We started at 7.30, none of us having slept much after the shock of our discovery. We followed the Norwegian
sledge tracks for some way; as far as we make out there are only two men. In about three miles we passed two
small cairns. Then the weather overcast, and the tracks increasingly drifted up and obviously going too far to the
west, we decided to make straight for the Pole according to our calculations. At 12.30 Evans had such cold hands
we camped for lunch—an excellent “week-end one.” We had marched 7.4 miles. Lat. sight gave 89° 53’ 37”. We
started out and did 6½ miles due south. Tonight little Bowers is laying himself out to get sights in terribly difficult
circumstances; the wind is blowing hard, T. -21°, and there is that curious damp, cold feeling in the air which
chills one to the bone in no time. We have been descending again, I think, but there looks to be a rise ahead;
otherwise there is very little that is different from the awful monotony of past days. Great God this is an awful
place and terrible enough for us to have laboured to it without the reward of priority. Well, it is something to have
got here, and the wind may be our friend tomorrow. We have had a fat Polar hoosh in spite of our chagrin, and
feel comfortable inside—added a small stick of chocolate and the queer taste of a cigarette brought by Wilson.
Now for the run home and a desperate struggle to get the news through first. I wonder if we can do it.
Thursday morning, January I8.
Decided after summing up all observations that we were 3.5 miles away from the Pole—one mile beyond it
and 3 to the right. More or less in this direction Bowers saw a cairn or tent.
We have just arrived at this tent, 2 miles from our camp, therefore about 1½ miles from the Pole. In the tent we
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find a record of five Norwegians having been here, as follows:
Roald Amundsen
Olav Olavson Bjaaland
Hilmer Hanssen
Sverre H. Hassel
Oscar Wisting.
16 Dec. 1911.

The tent is fine—a small compact affair supported by a single bamboo. A note from Amundsen, which I keep,
asks me to forward a letter to King Haakon! I am puzzled at the object.
The following articles have been left in the tent: 3 half bags of reindeer containing a miscellaneous assortment
of mits and sleeping socks, very various in description, a sextant, a Norwegian artificial horizon and a hypsometer
without boiling-point thermometers, a sextant and hypsometer of English make.
Left a note to say I had visited the tent with companions. Bowers photographing and Wilson sketching. Since
lunch we have marched 6.2 miles S.S.E. by compass (i.e. northwards). Sights at lunch gave us ½ to ¾ of a mile
from the Pole, so we call it the Pole Camp. (Temp. Lunch -21°.) We built a cairn, put up our poor slighted Union
Jack, and photographed ourselves—mighty cold work all of it—less than ½ a mile south we saw stuck up an old
underrunner of a sledge. This we commandeered as a yard for a floorcloth sail. I imagine it was intended to mark
the exact spot of the Pole as near as the Norwegians could fix it. (Height 9500.) A note attached talked of the tent
as being 2 miles from the Pole. Wilson keeps the note. There is no doubt that our predecessors have made
thoroughly sure of their mark and fully carried out their programme. I think the Pole is about 9500 feet in height;
this is remarkable, considering that in Lat. 88° we were about 10,500.
We carried the Union Jack about ¾ of a mile north with us and left it on a piece of stick as near as we could fix
it. I fancy the Norwegians arrived at the pole on the 15 th Dec. and left on the 17th. I think it quite evident they
attempted to forstall ahead of a date quoted by me in London as ideal, viz. Dec. 22. It looks as though the
Norwegian party expected colder weather on the summit than they got; it could scarcely be otherwise from S’s
overdrawn account. Well, we have turned our back now on the goal of our ambition with sore feelings and must
face our 800 miles of solid dragging—and good-bye to most of the day-dreams!
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Friday, January 19.
Lunch 8.1, T: -22.6°.
Early in the march we picked up a Norwegian cairn and our outward tracks. We followed these to the ominous
black flag which has first apprised us of our predecessors’ success. We have picked this flag up, using the staff for
our sail, and are now camped about 1½ miles further back on our tracks. So that is the last of the Norwegians for
the present. The surface undulates considerably about this latitude; it was more evident today than when we were
outward bound.
Night camp R. 2.\fn{Note: A number preceded by R. marks the camps on the return journey ] Height 9700. T. -18.5°,
Minimum -25.6°. Came along well this afternoon for three hours, then a rather dreary finish for the last 1½.
Weather very curious, snow clouds, looking very dense and spoiling the light, pass overhead from the S., dropping
very minute crystals; between showers the sun shows and the wind goes to the S.W. The fine crystals absolutely
spoil the surface; we had heavy dragging during the last hour in spite of the light load and a full sail. Our old
tracks are drifted up, deep in places, and toothed sastrugi have formed over them. It looks as though this sandy
snow was drifted about like sand from place to place. How account for the present state of our three day old tracks
and the month old ones of the Norwegians?
It is warmer and pleasanter marching with the wind, but I’m not sure we don’t feel the cold more when we stop
and camp than we did on the outward march. We pick up our cairns easily, and ought to do so right through, I
think; but, of course, one will be a bit anxious till the Three Degree Depot is reached.\fn{ Note: Still over 150 miles
away. They had marched 7 miles on the homeward track the first afternoon, 18½ the second day } I’m afraid the return journey is
going to be dreadfully tiring and monotonous.
Saturday, January 20.
Lunch camp, 9810. We have come along very well this morning, although the surface was terrible bad—9.3
miles in 5 hours 20 m. This has brought us to our Southern Depôt, and we pick up 4 days’ food. We carry on 7
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days from tonight with 55 miles to go to the Half Degree Depôt made on January 10. The same sort of weather
and a little more wind, sail drawing well.
Night Camp R. 3. 9860. Temp. -18°. It was blowing quite hard and drifting when we started our afternoon
march. At first with full sail we went along at a great rate; then we got on to an extraordinary surface, the drifting
snow lying in heaps; it clung to the ski, which could only be pushed forward with an effort. The pulling was really
awful, but we went steadily on and camped a short way beyond our cairn of the 14 th. I’m afraid we are in for a bad
pull again tomorrow, luckily the wind holds. I shall be very glad when Bowers gets his ski; I’m afraid he must
find these long marches very trying with short legs, but he is an undefeated little sportsman. I think Oates is
feeling the cold and fatigue more than most of us. It is blowing pretty hard tonight, but with a good march we
have earned one good hoosh and are very comfortable in the tent. It is everything now to keep up a good
marching pace; I trust we shall be able to do so and catch the ship. Total march, 18½ miles.
Sunday, January 21.
R. 4. 10,010. Temp. blizzard, -18° to -11°, to -14° now. Awoke to a stiff blizzard; air very thick with snow and
sun very dim. We decided not to march owing to likelihood of losing track; expected at least a day of lay up, but
whilst at lunch there was a sudden clearance and wind dropped to light breeze. We got ready to march, but gear
was so iced up we did not get away till 3.45. Marched till 7.40—a terribly weary four-hour drag; even with
helping wind we only did 5½ miles (6¼ statute). The surface bad, horribly bad on new sastrugi, and decidedly
rising again in elevation.
We are going to have a pretty hard time this next 100 miles I expect. If it was difficult to drag downhill over
this belt, it will probably be a good deal more difficult to drag up. Luckily the cracks are fairly distinct, though we
only see our cairns when less than a mile away; 45 miles to the next depot and 6 days’ food in hand—then pick up
7 days’ food (T. -22°) and 90 miles to go to the “Three Degree” Depot. Once there we ought to be safe, but we
ought to have a day or two in hand on arrival and may have difficulty with following the tracks. However, if we
can get a rating sight for our watches tomorrow we shall be independent of the tracks at a pinch.
Monday, January 22.
10,000. Temp. -21°. I think about the most tiring march we have had; solid pulling the whole way, in spite of
the light sledge and some little helping wind at first. Then in the last part of the afternoon the sun came out, and
almost immediately we had the whole surface covered with soft snow.
We got away sharp at 8 and marched a solid 9 hours, and thus we have covered 14.5 miles (geo.) but, by Jove!
it has been a grind. We are just about on the 89 th parallel. To-night Bowers got a rating sight. I’m afraid we have
passed out of the wind area. We are within 2½ miles of the 64 th camp cairn, 30 miles from our depot, and with 5
days’ food in hand. Ski boots are beginning to show signs of wear; I trust we shall have no giving out of ski or
boots, since there are yet so many miles to go. I thought we were climbing today, but the barometer gives no
change.
Tuesday, January 23.
Lowest Minimum last night -30°, Temp. at start -28°. Lunch height 10,100. Temp, with wind 6 to 7, -19°. Little
wind and heavy marching at start. Then wind increased and we did 8.7 miles by lunch, when it was practically
blowing a blizzard. The old tracks show so remarkably well that we can follow them without much difficulty—a
great piece of luck.
In the afternoon we had to reorganise. Could carry a whole sail. Bowers hung on to the sledge, Evans and
Oates had to lengthen out. We came along at a great rate and should have got within an easy march of our depot
had not Wilson suddenly discovered that Evans’ nose was frostbitten—it was white and hard. We thought it best to
camp at 6.45. Got the tent up with some difficulty, and now pretty cosy after good hoosh.
There is no doubt Evans is a good deal run down—ahis fingers are badly blistered and his nose is rather
seriously congested with frequent frost bites. He is very much annoyed with himself, which is not a good sign. I
think Wilson, Bowers and I are as fit as possible under the circumstances. Oates gets cold feet. One way and
another, I shall be glad to get off the summit! We are only about 13 miles from our “Degree and half” Depot and
should get there tomorrow. The weather seems to be breaking up. Pray God we have something of a track to
follow to the Three Degree Depot—once we pick that up we ought to be right.
Wednesday, January 24.
Lunch Temp. -8°. Things beginning to look a little serious. A strong wind at the start has developed into a full
blizzard at lunch, and we have had to get into our sleeping-bags. It was a bad march, but we covered 7 miles. At
first Evans, and then Wilson went ahead to scout for tracks. Bowers guided the sledge alone for the first hour, then
both Oates and he remained alongside it; they had a fearful time trying to make the pace between the soft patches.
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At 12.30 the sun coming ahead made it impossible to see the tracks further, and we had to stop. By this time the
gale was at its height and we had the dickens of a time getting up the tent, cold fingers all round. We are only 7
miles from our depôt, but I made sure we should be there tonight. This is the second full gale since we left the
Pole. I don’t like the look of it. Is the weather breaking up? If so, God help us, with the tremendous summit
journey and scant food. Wilson and Bowers are my standby. I don’t like the easy way in which Oates and Evans
get frostbitten.
Thursday, January 25.
Temp. Lunch -11°, Temp. night -16°. Thank God we found our Half Degree Depot. After lying in our bags
yesterday afternoon and all night, we debated breakfast; decided to have it later and go without lunch. At the time
the gale seemed as bad as ever, but during breakfast the sun showed and there was light enough to see the old
track. It was a long and terribly cold job digging out our sledge and breaking camp, but we got through and on the
march without sail, all pulling. This was about 11, and at about 2.30, to our joy, we saw the red depôt flag. We had
lunch and left with 9½ days’ provisions, still following the track—marched till 8 and covered over 5 miles, over
12 in the day. Only 89 miles (geogr.) to the next depôt, but it’s time we cleared off this plateau. We are not without
ailments: Oates suffers from a very cold foot; Evans’ fingers and nose are in a bad state, and tonight Wilson is
suffering tortures from his eyes. Bowers and I are the only members of the party without troubles just at present.
The weather still looks unsettled, and I fear a succession of blizzards at this time of year; the wind is strong from
the south, and this afternoon has been very helpful with the full sail. Needless to say I shall sleep much better with
our provision bag full again. The only real anxiety now is the finding of the Three Degree Depot. The tracks seem
as good as ever so far; sometimes for 30 or 40 yards we lose them under drifts, but then they reappear quite
clearly raised above the surface. If the light is good there is not the least difficulty in following. Blizzards are our
bugbear, not only stopping our marches, but the cold damp air takes it out of us. Bowers got another rating sight
tonight—it was wonderful how he managed to observe in such a horribly cold wind. He has been on ski today
whilst Wilson walked by the sledge or pulled ahead of it.
Friday, January 26.
Temp. -17°. Height 9700, must be high barometer. Started late, 8.50—for no reason, as I called the hands
rather early. We must have fewer delays. There was a good stiff breeze and plenty of drift, but the tracks held. To
our old blizzard camp of the 7 th we got on well, 7 miles. But beyond the camp we found the tracks completely
wiped out. We searched for some time, then marched on a short way and lunched, the weather gradually clearing,
though the wind holding. Knowing there were two cairns at four mile intervals, we had little anxiety till we picked
up the first far on our right, then steering right by a stroke of fortune, and Bowers’ sharp eyes caught a glimpse of
the second far on the left. Evidently we made a bad course outward at this part. There is not a sign of our tracks
between these cairns, but the last, marking our night camp of the 6 th, No. 59, is in the belt of hard sastrugi, and I
was comforted to see signs of the track reappearing as we camped. I hope to goodness we can follow it tomorrow.
We marched 16 miles (geo.) today, but made good only 15.4.
Saturday, January 27.
R. 10. Temp. -16° (lunch), -14.3° (evening). Minimum -19°. Height 9900. Barometer low? Called the hands
half an hour late, but we got away in good time. The forenoon march was over the belt of storm-tossed sastrugi; it
looked like a rough sea. Wilson and I pulled in front on ski, the remainder on foot. It was very tricky work
following the track, which pretty constantly disappeared, and in fact only showed itself by faint signs anywhere—
a foot or two of raised sledge-track, a dozen yards of the trail of the sledgemeter wheel, or a spatter of hard snowflicks where feet had trodden. Sometimes none of these were distinct, but one got an impression of lines which
guided. The trouble was that on the outward track one had to shape course constantly to avoid the heaviest
mounds, and consequently there were many zig-zags. We lost a good deal over a mile by these halts, in which we
unharnessed and went on the search for signs. However, by hook or crook, we managed to stick on the old track.
Came on the cairn quite suddenly, marched past it, and camped for lunch at 7 miles. In the afternoon the sastrugi
gradually diminished in size and now we are on fairly level ground today, the obstruction practically at an end,
and, to our joy, the tracks showing up much plainer again. For the last two hours we had no difficulty at all in
following them. There has been a nice helpful southerly breeze all day, a clear sky and comparatively warm
temperature. The air is dry again, so that tents and equipment are gradually losing their icy condition imposed by
the blizzard conditions of the past week.
Our sleeping-bags are slowly but surely getting wetter and I’m afraid it will take a lot of this weather to put
them right. However, we all sleep well enough in them, the hours allowed being now on the short side. We are
slowly getting more hungry, and it would be an advantage to have a little more food, especially for lunch. If we
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get to the next depôt in a few marches (it is now less than 60 miles and we have a full week’s food) we ought to
be able to open out a little, but we can’t look for a real feed till we get to the pony food depot. A long way to go,
and, by Jove, this is tremendous labour.
Sunday, January 28.
Lunch, -20°. Height, night, 10,130. R. I I. Supper Temp. -18°. Little wind and heavy going in forenoon. We
just ran out 8 miles in 5 hours and added another 8 in 3 hours 40 mins. in the afternoon with a good wind and
better surface. It is very difficult to say if we are going up or down hill; the barometer is quite different from
outward readings. We are 43 miles from the depôt, with six days’ food in hand. We are camped opposite our lunch
cairn of the 4th, only half a day’s march from the point at which the last supporting party left us.
Three articles were dropped on our outward march—Oates’ pipe, Bowers’ fur mits, and Evans’ night boots. We
picked up the boots and mits on the track, and tonight we found the pipe lying placidly in sight on the snow. The
sledge tracks were very easy to follow today; they are becoming more and more raised, giving a good line shadow
often visible half a mile ahead. If this goes on and the weather holds we shall get our depôt without trouble. I shall
indeed be glad to get it on the sledge. We are getting more hungry, there is no doubt. The lunch meal is beginning
to seem inadequate: we are pretty thin, especially Evans, but none of us are feeling worked out. I doubt if we
could drag heavy loads, but we can keep going well with our light one. We talk of food a good deal more, and
shall be glad to open out on it.
Monday, January 29.
R. 12. Lunch Temp. -23°. Supper Temp. -25°. Height 10,000. Excellent march of 19½ miles, 10.5 before lunch.
Wind helping greatly, considerable drift; tracks for the most part very plain. Some time before lunch we picked up
the return track of the supporting party, so that there are now three distinct sledge impressions. We are only 24
miles from our depôt—an easy day and a half. Given a fine day tomorrow we ought to get it without difficulty.
The wind and sastrugi are S.S.E. and S.E. If the weather holds we ought to do the rest of the inland ice journey in
little over a week. The surface is very much altered since we passed out. The loose snow has been swept into
heaps, hard and wind-tossed. The rest has a glazed appearance, the loose drifting snow no doubt acting on it,
polishing it like a sand blast. The sledge with our good wind behind runs splendidly on it; it is all soft and sandy
beneath the glaze. We are certainly getting hungrier every day. The day after tomorrow we should be able to
increase allowances. It is monotonous work, but, thank God, the miles are coming fast at last. We ought not to be
delayed much now with the down-grade in front of us.
Tuesday, January 30.
R. 13. 9860. Lunch Temp. -25°, Supper Temp. -24.5°. Thank the Lord, another fine march—19 miles. We have
passed the last cairn before the depot, the track is clear ahead, the weather fair, the wind helpful, the gradient
down—with any luck we should pick up our depôt in the middle of the morning march. This is the bright side; the
reverse of the medal is serious. Wilson has strained a tendon in his leg; it has given pain all day and is swollen
tonight. Of course, he is full of pluck over it, but I don’t like the idea of such an accident here. To add to the
trouble Evans has dislodged two fingernails tonight; his hands are really bad, and to my surprise he shows signs
of losing heart over it which makes me much disappointed in him. He hasn’t been cheerful since the accident. The
wind shifted from S.E. to S. and back again all day, but luckily it keeps strong. We can get along with bad fingers,
but it [will be] a mighty serious thing if Wilson’s leg doesn’t improve.
Wednesday, January 31.
9800. Lunch Temp. -20°, Supper Temp. -20°. The day opened fine with a fair breeze; we marched on the
depôt,\fn{Note: Three Degree Depôt} picked it up, and lunched an hour later. In the afternoon the surface became
fearfully bad, the wind dropped to light southerly air. Ill luck that this should happen just when we have only four
men to pull. Wilson rested his leg as much as possible by walking quietly beside the sledge; the result has been
good, and tonight there is much less inflammation. I hope he will be all right again soon, but it is trying to have an
injured limb in the party. I see we had a very heavy surface here on our outward march. There is no doubt we are
travelling over undulations, but the inequality of level does not make a great difference to our pace; it is the sandy
crystals that hold us up. There has been very great alteration of the surface since we were last here—the sledge
tracks stand high. This afternoon we picked up Bowers’ ski\fn{ Note: Left on December 31}—the last thing we have to
find on the summit, thank Heaven! Now we have only to go north and so shall welcome strong winds.
Thursday, February 1.
R. 15. 9778. Lunch Temp. -20°, Supper Temp. -19.8°. Heavy collar work most of the day. Wind light. Did 8
miles, 4¾ hours. Started well in the afternoon and came down a steep slope in quick time; then the surface turned
real bad—sandy drifts—very heavy pulling. Working on past 8 P.M. we just fetched a lunch cairn of December
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29, when we were only a week out from the depôt.\fn{The Upper Glacier Depôt, under Mount Darwin, where the first
supporting party turned back} It ought to be easy to get in with a margin, having 8 days’ food in hand (full feeding).
We have opened out on the 1/7 increase and it makes a lot of difference. Wilson’s leg much better. Evans’ fingers
now very bad, two nails coming off, blisters burst.
Friday, February 2.
9340. R. 16. Temp.: Lunch -19°, Supper -17°. We started well on a strong southerly wind. Soon got to a steep
grade, when the sledge overran and upset us one after another. We got off our ski, and pulling on foot reeled off 9
miles by lunch at 1.30. Started in the afternoon on foot, going very strong. We noticed a curious circumstance
towards the end of the forenoon. The tracks were drifted over, but the drifts formed a sort of causeway along
which we pulled. In the afternoon we soon came to a steep slope—the same on which we exchanged sledges on
December 28. All went well till, in trying to keep the track at the same time as my feet, on a very slippery surface,
I came an awful “purler” on my shoulder. It is horribly sore tonight and another sick person added to our tent—
three out of five injured, and the most troublesome surfaces to come. We shall be lucky if we get through without
serious injury. Wilson’s leg is better, but might easily get bad again, and Evans’ fingers.
At the bottom of the slope this afternoon we came on a confused sea of sastrugi. We lost the track. Later, on
soft snow, we picked up E. Evans’ return track, which we are now following. We have managed to get off 17
miles. The extra food is certainly helping us, but we are getting pretty hungry. The weather is already a trifle
warmer and the altitude lower, and only 80 miles or so to Mount Darwin. It is time we were off the summit—Pray
God another four days will see us pretty well clear of it. Our bags are getting very wet and we ought to have more
sleep.
Saturday, February 3.
R. 17. Temp.: Lunch -20°; Supper -20°. Height 9040 feet. Started pretty well on foot; came to steep slope with
crevasses (few). I went on ski to avoid another fall, and we took the slope gently with our sail, constantly losing
the track, but picked up a much weathered cairn on our right. Vexatious delays, searching for tracks, &c., reduced
morning march to 8.1 miles. Afternoon, came along a little better, but again lost tracks on hard slope. Tonight we
are near camp of December 26, but cannot see cairn. Have decided it is waste of time looking for tracks and cairn,
and shall push on due north as fast as we can.
The surface is greatly changed since we passed outward, in most places polished smooth, but with heaps of
new toothed sastrugi which are disagreeable obstacles. Evans’ fingers are going on as well as can be expected, but
it will be long before he will be able to help properly with the work. Wilson’s leg much better, and my shoulder
also, though it gives bad twinges. The extra food is doing us all good, but we ought to have more sleep. Very few
more days on the plateau I hope.
Sunday, February 4.
R.18. 8620 feet. Temp.: Lunch -22°; Supper -23°. Pulled on foot in the morning over good hard surface and
covered 9.7 miles. Just before lunch unexpectedly fell into crevasses, Evans and I together—a second fall for
Evans, and I camped. After lunch saw disturbance ahead, and what I took for disturbance (land) to the right. We
went on ski over hard shiny descending surface. Did very well, especially towards end of march, covering in all
18.1. We have come down some hundreds of feet. Half way in the march the land showed up splendidly, and I
decided to make straight for Mt. Darwin, which we are rounding. Every sign points to getting away off this
plateau. The temperature is 20° lower than when we were here before; the party is not improving in condition,
especially Evans, who is becoming rather stupid and incapable.\fn{ Note: The result of concussion in the morning’s fall }
Thank the Lord we have good food at each meal, but we get hungrier in spite of it. Bowers is splendid, full of
energy and bustle all the time. I hope we are not going to have trouble with ice-falls.
Monday, February 5.
R. 19. Lunch, 8320 ft., Temp. -17°; Supper, 8120 ft., Temp. -17.2°. A good forenoon, few crevasses; we
covered 10.2 miles. In the afternoon we soon got into difficulties. We saw the land very clearly, but the difficulty
is to get at it. An hour after starting we came on huge pressures and great street crevasses partly open. We had to
steer more and more to the west, so that our course was very erratic. Late in the march we turned more to the
north and again encountered open crevasses across our track. It is very difficult manreuvring amongst these and I
should not like to do it without ski.
We are camped in a very disturbed region, but the wind has fallen very light here, and our camp is comfortable
for the first time for many weeks. We may be anything from 25 to 30 miles from our depôt, but I wish to goodness
we could see a way through the disturbances ahead. Our faces are much cut up by all the winds we have had,
mine least of all; the others tell me they feel their noses more going with than against wind. Evans’ nose is almost
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as bad as his fingers. He is a good deal crocked up and very stupid about himself.
Tuesday, February 6.
Lunch 7900; Supper 7210. Temp. -15°. We’ve had a horrid day and not covered good mileage. On turning out
found sky overcast; a beastly position amidst crevasses. Luckily it cleared just before we started. We went straight
for Mt. Darwin, but in half an hour found ourselves amongst huge open chasms, unbridged, but not very deep, I
think. We turned to the north between two, but to our chagrin they converged into chaotic disturbance. We had to
retrace our steps for a mile or so, then struck to the west and got on to a confused sea of sastrugi, pulling very
hard; we put up the sail, Evans’ nose suffered, Wilson very cold, everything horrid. Camped for lunch in the
sastrugi; the only comfort, things looked clearer to the west and we were obviously going downhill. In the
afternoon we struggled on, got out of sastrugi and turned over on glazed surface, crossing many crevasses—very
easy work on ski. Towards the end of the march we realised the certainty of maintaining a more or less straight
course to the depôt, and estimate distance 10 to 15 miles.
Food is low and weather uncertain, so that many hours of the day were anxious; but this evening, though we
are not as far advanced as I expected, the outlook is much more promising. Evans is the chief anxiety now; his
cuts and wounds suppurate, his nose looks very bad, and altogether he shows considerable signs of being played
out. Things may mend for him on the glacier, and his wounds get some respite under warmer conditions. I am
indeed glad to think we shall so soon have done with plateau conditions. It took us 27 days to reach the Pole and
21 days back—in all 48 days—nearly 7 weeks in low temperature with almost incessant wind.
Wednesday, February 7.
Mount Darwin\fn{Or Upper Glacier} Depôt, R. 21. Height 7100. Lunch Temp. -9°; Supper Temp.\fn{ Note: a blank
here}
A wretched day with satisfactory ending. First panic, certainty that biscuit-box was short. Great doubt as to
how this has come about, as we certainly haven’t over-issued allowances. Bowers is dreadfully disturbed about it.
The shortage is a full day’s allowance. We started our march at 8.30, and travelled down slopes and over terraces
covered with hard sastrugi—very tiresome work—and the land didn’t seem to come any nearer. At lunch the wind
increased, and what with hot tea and good food, we started the afternoon in a better frame of mind, and it soon
became obvious we were nearing our mark. Soon after 6.30 we saw our depôt easily and camped next it at 7.30.
Found note from E. Evans to say the second return party passed through safely at 2.30 on January 4—half a
day longer between depots than we have been. They have taken on their full allowance of food. The temperature
is higher, but there is a cold wind tonight.
Well, we have come through our 7 weeks’ ice camp journey and most of us are fit, but I think another week
might have had a very bad effect on P.O. Evans, who is going steadily downhill.
It is satisfactory to recall that these facts give absolute proof of both expeditions having reached the Pole and
placed the question of priority beyond discussion.
Thursday, February 8.
R. 22. Height 6260. Start Temp. -11°; Lunch Temp. -5°; Supper, zero. 9.2 miles.
Started from the depot rather late owing to weighing biscuit, &c., and rearranging matters. Had a beastly
morning. Wind very strong and cold. Steered in for Mt. Darwin to visit rock. Sent Bowers on, on ski, as Wilson
can’t wear his at present. He obtained several specimens, all of much the same type, a close-grained granite rock
which weathers red. Hence the pink limestone. After he rejoined we skidded downhill pretty fast, leaders on ski,
Oates and Wilson on foot alongside sledge—Evans detached. We lunched at 2 well down towards Mt. Buckley,
the wind half a gale and everybody very cold and cheerless. However, better things were to follow. We decided to
steer for the moraine under Mt. Buckley and, pulling with crampons, we crossed some very irregular steep slopes
with big crevasses and slid down towards the rocks. The moraine was obviously so interesting that when we had
advanced some miles and got out of the wind, I decided to camp and spend the rest of the day geologising. It has
been extremely interesting. We found ourselves under perpendicular cliffs of Beacon sandstone, weathering
rapidly and carrying veritable coal seams. From the last Wilson, with his sharp eyes, has picked several plant
impressions, the last a piece of coal with beautifully traced leaves in layers, also some excellently preserved
impressions of thick stems, showing cellular structure. In one place we saw the cast of small waves on the sand.
Tonight Bill has got a specimen of limestone with archeo-cyathus\fn{ Archaeocyatha, the reef-building marine organisms of
warm tropical and subtropical waters that lived during the early (lower) Cambrian period. It is believed that the centre of the Archaeocyatha
origin is in East Siberia, where they are first known from the beginning of the Tommotian Age of the Cambrian, 525 million years ago. In
other regions of the world, they appeared much later, during the Atdabanian, and quickly diversified into over a hundred families. They
became the planet’s very first reef-building animals and are an index fossil for the Lower Cambrian worldwide } the trouble is one
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cannot imagine where the stone comes from; it is evidently rare, as few specimens occur in the moraine. There is
a good deal of pure white quartz. Altogether we have had a most interesting afternoon, and the relief of being out
of the wind and in a warmer temperature is inexpressible. I hope and trust we shall all buck up again now that the
conditions are more favourable. We have been in shadow all the afternoon, but the sun has just reached us, a little
obscured by night haze. A lot could be written on the delight of setting foot on rock after 14 weeks of snow and
ice and nearly 7 out of sight of aught else. It is like going ashore after a sea voyage. We deserve a little good
bright weather after all our trials, and hope to get a chance to dry our sleeping-bags and generally make our gear
more comfortable.
Friday, February 9.
R. 23. Height 5,210 ft. Lunch Temp. +10°; Supper Temp. +12.5°.
About 13 miles. Kept along the edge of moraine to the end of Mt. Buckley. Stopped and geologised. Wilson
got great find of vegetable impression in piece of limestone. Too tired to write geological notes. We all felt very
slack this morning, partly rise of temperature, partly reaction, no doubt. Ought to have kept close in to glacier
north of Mt. Buckley, but in bad light the descent looked steep and we kept out. Evidently we got amongst bad ice
pressure and had to come down over an ice-fall. The crevasses were much firmer than expected and we got down
with some difficulty, found our night camp of December 20, and lunched an hour after. Did pretty well in the
afternoon, marching 3¾ hours; the sledgemeter is unshipped, so cannot tell distance traversed. Very warm on
march and we are all pretty tired. Tonight it is wonderfully calm and warm, though it has been overcast all the
afternoon. It is remarkable to be able to stand outside the tent and sun oneself. Our food satisfies now, but we
must march to keep in the full ration, and we want rest, yet we shall pull through all right, D.V. We are by no
means worn out.
Saturday, February 10.
R. 24. Lunch Temp. +12°; Supper Temp. +10°.
Got off a good morning march in spite of keeping too far east and getting in rough, cracked ice. Had a splendid
night sleep, showing great change in all faces, so didn’t get away till 10 A.M. Lunched just before 3. After lunch
the land began to be obscured. We held a course for 2½ hours with difficulty, then the sun disappeared, and snow
drove in our faces with northerly wind—very warm and impossible to steer, so camped. After supper, still very
thick all round, but sun showing and less snow falling. The fallen snow crystals are quite feathery like
thistledown. We have two full days’ food left, and though our position is uncertain, we are certainly within two
outward marches from the middle glacier depôt. However, if the weather doesn’t clear by tomorrow, we must
either march blindly on or reduce food. It is very trying. Another night to make up arrears of sleep. The ice
crystals that first fell this afternoon were very large. Now the sky is clearer overhead, the temperature has fallen
slightly, and the crystals are minute.
Sunday, February 11
R. 25. Lunch Temp. +6.5°; Supper +3.5°.
The worst day we have had during the trip and greatly owing to our own fault. We started on a wretched
surface with light S.W. wind, sail set, and pulling on ski—horrible light, which made everything look fantastic. As
we went on light got worse, and suddenly we found ourselves in pressure. Then came the fatal decision to steer
east. We went on for 6 hours, hoping to do a good distance, which in fact I suppose we did, but for the last hour or
two we pressed on into a regular trap. Getting on to a good surface we did not reduce our lunch meal, and thought
all going well, but half an hour after lunch we got into the worst ice mess I have ever been in. For three hours we
plunged on on ski, first thinking we were too much to the right, then too much to the left; meanwhile the
disturbance got worse and my spirits received a very rude shock. There were times when it seemed almost
impossible to find a way out of the awful turmoil in which we found ourselves. At length, arguing that there must
be a way on our left, we plunged in that direction. It got worse, harder, more icy and crevassed. We could not
manage our ski and pulled on foot, falling into crevasses every minute—most luckily no bad accident. At length
we saw a smoother slope towards the land, pushed for it, but knew it was a woefully long way from us. The
turmoil changed in character, irregular crevassed surface giving way to huge chasms, closely packed and most
difficult to cross. It was very heavy work, but we had grown desperate. We won through at 10 P.M. and I write
after 12 hours on the march. I think we are on or about the right track now, but we are still a good number of miles
from the depôt, so we reduced rations tonight. We had three pemmican meals left and decided to make them into
four. Tomorrow’s lunch must serve for two if we do not make big progress. It was a test of our endurance on the
march and our fitness with small supper. We have come through well. A good wind has come down the glacier
which is clearing the sky and surface. Pray God the wind holds tomorrow. We ought to have kept the bearings of
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our outward compass that is where we have failed. Short sleep tonight and off first thing, I hope.
Monday, February 12.
R. 26. In a very critical situation. All went well in the forenoon, and we did a good long march over a fair
surface. Two hours before lunch we were cheered by the sight of our night camp of the 18 th? December, the day
after we made our depôt—this showed we were on the right track. In the afternoon, refreshed by tea, we went
forward, confident of covering the remaining distance, but by a fatal chance we kept too far to the left, and then
we struck uphill and, tired and despondent, arrived in a horrid maze of crevasses and fissures. Divided councils
caused our course to be erratic after this, and finally, at 9 P.M. we landed in the worst place of all. After discussion
we decided to camp, and here we are, after a very short supper and one meal only remaining in the food bag; the
depôt doubtful in locality. We must get there tomorrow. Meanwhile we are cheerful with an effort. It’s a tight
place, but luckily we’ve been well fed up to the present. Pray God we have fine weather tomorrow.\fn{ Note: At this
point the bearings of the mid-glacier depôt are given, but need not be quoted }
Tuesday, February 13.
Camp R. 27, beside Cloudmaker. T +10°.
Last night we all slept well in spite of our grave anxieties. For my part these were increased by my visits
outside the tent, when I saw the sky gradually closing over and snow beginning to fall. By our ordinary time for
getting up it was dense all around us. We could see nothing, and we could only remain in our sleeping-bags. At
8.30 I dimly made out the land of the Cloudmaker. At 9 we got up, deciding to have tea, and with one biscuit, no
pemmican, so as to leave our scanty remaining meal for eventualities. We started marching, and at first had to
wind our way through an awful turmoil of broken ice, but in about an hour we hit an old moraine track, brown
with dirt. Here the surface was much smoother and improved rapidly. The fog still hung over all and we went on
for an hour, checking our bearings. Then the whole place got smoother and we turned outward a little. Evans
raised our hopes with a shout of depôt ahead, but it proved to be a shadow on the ice. Then suddenly Wilson saw
the actual depot flag. It was an immense relief, and we were soon in possession of our 3½ days’ food. The relief to
all is inexpressible; needless to say, we camped and had a meal.
Marching in the afternoon, I kept more to the left, and closed the mountain till we fell on the stone moraines.
Here Wilson detached himself and made a collection, whilst we pulled the sledge on. We camped late, abreast the
lower end of the mountain, and had nearly our usual satisfying supper. Yesterday was the worst experience of the
trip and gave a horrid feeling of insecurity. Now we are right up, we must march. In future food must be worked
so that we do not run so short if the weather fails us. We mustn’t get into a hole like this again. Greatly relieved to
find that both the other parties got through safely. Evans seems to have got mixed up with pressures like
ourselves. It promises to be a very fine day tomorrow. The valley is gradually clearing. Bowers has had a very bad
attack of snow blindness, and Wilson another almost as bad. Evans having no power to assist with camping work
is a great nuisance and very clumsy.
Wednesday, February 14.
Lunch T 0 Supper T +1.
A fine day with wind on and off down the glacier, and we have done a fairly good march. We started a little
late and pulled on down the moraine. At first I thought of going right, but soon, luckily, changed my mind and
decided to follow the curving lines of the moraines. This course has brought us well out on the glacier. Started on
crampons; one hour after, hoisted sail; the combined efforts produced only slow speed, partly due to the sandy
snowdrifts similar to those on summit, partly to our torn sledge runners. At lunch these were scraped and sandpapered. After lunch we got on snow, with ice only occasionally showing through. A poor start, but the gradient
and wind improving, we did 6½ miles before night camp.
There is no getting away from the fact that we are not pulling strong. Probably none of us: Wilson’s leg still
troubles him and he doesn’t like to trust himself on ski; but the worst case is Evans, who is giving us serious
anxiety. This morning he suddenly disclosed a huge blister on his foot. It delayed us on the march, when he had to
have his crampon readjusted. Sometimes I fear he is going from bad to worse, but I trust he will pick up again
when we come to steady work on ski like this afternoon. He is hungry and so is Wilson. We can’t risk opening out
our food again, and as cook at present I am serving something under full allowance. We are inclined to get slack
and slow with our camping arrangements, and small delays increase. I have talked of the matter tonight and hope
for improvement. We cannot do distance without the ponies. The next depôt some 30 miles away and nearly 3
days’ food in hand.
Thursday, February 15.
R. 29. Lunch T +10°; Supper T +4°.13.5 miles.
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Again we are running short of provision. We don’t know our distance from the depôt, but imagine about 20
miles. Heavy march—did 13¾ (geo.). We are pulling for food and not very strong evidently. In the afternoon it
was overcast; land blotted out for a considerable interval. We have reduced food, also sleep; feeling rather done.
Trust 1½days or 2 at most will see us at depôt.
Friday, February 16.
12.5m. Lunch T -6.1°; Supper T +7°. A rather trying position. Evans has nearly broken down in brain, we
think. He is absolutely changed from his normal self-reliant self and has become impossible. This morning and
this afternoon he stopped the march on some trivial excuse. We are on short rations with not very short food; spin
out till tomorrow night. We cannot be more than 10 or 12 miles from the depôt, but the weather is all against us.
After lunch we were enveloped in a snow sheet, land just looming. Memory should hold the events of a very
troublesome march with more troubles ahead. Perhaps all will be well if we can get to our depôt tomorrow fairly
early, but it is anxious work with the sick man. But it’s no use meeting troubles half way, and our sleep is all too
short to write more.
Saturday, February 17.
A very terrible day. Evans looked a little better after a good sleep, and declared, as he always did, that he was
quite well. He started in his place on the traces, but half an hour later worked his ski shoes adrift, and had to leave
the sledge. The surface was awful, the soft recently fallen snow clogging the ski and runners at every step, the
sledge groaning, the sky overcast, and the land hazy. We stopped after about one hour, and Evans came up again,
but very slowly. Half an hour later he dropped out again on the same plea. He asked Bowers to lend him a piece of
string. I cautioned him to come on as quickly as he could, and he answered cheerfully as I thought. We had to
push on, and the remainder of us were forced to pull very hard, sweating heavily. Abreast the Monument Rock we
stopped, and seeing Evans a long way astern, I camped for lunch. There was no alarm at first, and we prepared tea
and our own meal, consuming the latter. After lunch, and Evans still not appearing, we looked out, to see him still
afar off. By this time we were alarmed, and all four started back on ski. I was first to reach the poor man and
shocked at his appearance; he was on his knees with clothing disarranged, hands uncovered and frostbitten, and a
wild look in his eyes. Asked what was the matter, he replied with a slow speech that he didn’t know, but thought
he must have fainted. We got him on his feet, but after two or three steps he sank down again. He showed every
sign of complete collapse. Wilson, Bowers, and I went back for the sledge, whilst Oates remained with him. When
we returned he was practically unconscious, and when we got him into the tent quite comatose. He died quietly at
12.30 A.M. On discussing the symptoms we think he began to get weaker just before we reached the Pole, and
that his downward path was accelerated first by the shock of his frostbitten fingers, and later by falls during rough
travelling on the glacier, further by his loss of all confidence in himself. Wilson thinks it certain he must have
injured his brain by a fall. It is a terrible thing to lose a companion in this way, but calm reflection shows that
there could not have been a better ending to the terrible anxieties of the past week. Discussion of the situation at
lunch yesterday shows us what a desperate pass we were in with a sick man on our hands at such a distance from
home.
At 1. A.M. we packed up and came down over the pressure ridges, finding our depôt easily.
20
Sunday, February 18.
R. 32. Temp. -5.5°. At Shambles Camp. We gave ourselves 5 hours’ sleep at the lower glacier depôt after the
horrible night, and came on at about 3 today to this camp, coming fairly easily over the divide. Here with plenty
of horsemeat we have had a fine supper, to be followed by others such, and so continue a more plentiful era if we
can keep good marches up. New life seems to come with greater food almost immediately, but I am anxious about
the Barrier surfaces.
Monday, February 19.
Lunch T. -16°. It was late (past noon) before we got away today, as I gave nearly 8 hours sleep, and much
camp work was done shifting sledges\fn{ Note: Sledges were left at the chief depôts to replace damanged ones } and fitting up
new one with mast, &c., packing horsemeat and personal effects. The surface was every bit as bad as I expected,
the sun shining brightly on it and its covering of soft loose sandy snow. We have come out about 2’ on the old
tracks. Perhaps lucky to have a fine day for this and our camp work, but we shall want wind or change of sliding
conditions to do anything on such a surface as we have got. I fear there will not be much change for the next 3 or
4 days.
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R. 33. Temp. -17°. We have struggled out 4.6 miles in a short day over a really terrible surface—it has been
like pulling over desert sand, not the least glide in the world. If this goes on we shall have a bad time, but I
sincerely trust it is only the result of this windless area close to the coast and that, as we are making steadily
outwards, we shall shortly escape it. It is perhaps premature to be anxious about covering distance. In all other
respects things are improving. We have our sleeping-bags spread on the sledge and they are drying, but, above all,
we have our full measure of food again. Tonight we had a sort of stew fry of pemmican and horseflesh, and voted
it the best hoosh we had ever had on a sledge journey. The absence of poor Evans is a help to the commissariat,
but if he had been here in a fit state we might have got along faster. I wonder what is in store for us, with some
little alarm at the lateness of the season.
Monday, February 20.
R. 34. Lunch Temp. -13°; Supper Temp. -15°.
Same terrible surface; four hours’ hard plodding in morning brought us to our Desolation Camp, where we had
the four-day blizzard. We looked for more pony meat, but found none. After lunch we took to ski with some
improvement of comfort. Total mileage for day 7—the ski tracks pretty plain and easily followed this afternoon.
We have left another cairn behind. Terribly slow progress, but we hope for better things as we clear the land.
There is a tendency to cloud over in the S.E. tonight, which may turn to our advantage. At present our sledge and
ski leave deeply ploughed tracks which can be seen winding for miles behind. It is distressing, but as usual trials
are forgotten when we camp, and good food is our lot. Pray God we get better travelling as we are not so fit as we
were, and the season is advancing apace.
Tuesday, February 21.
R. 35. Lunch T +9º Supper T -11°.
Gloomy and overcast when we started; a good deal warmer. The marching almost as bad as yesterday. Heavy
toiling all day, inspiring gloomiest thoughts at times. Rays of comfort when we picked up tracks and cairns. At
lunch we seemed to have missed the way, but an hour or two after we passed the last pony walls, and since, we
struck a tent ring, ending the march actually on our old pony-tracks. There is a critical spot here with a long
stretch between cairns. If we can tide that over we get on the regular cairn route, and with luck should stick to it;
but everything depends on the weather. We never won a march of 8½ miles with greater difficulty, but we can’t go
on like this. We are drawing away from the land and perhaps may get better things in a day or two. I devoutly
hope so.
Wednesday, February 22.
R. 36. Supper Temp. -2°. There is little doubt we are in for a rotten critical time going home, and the lateness
of the season may make it really serious. Shortly after starting today the wind grew very fresh from the S.E. with
strong surface drift. We lost the faint track immediately, though covering ground fairly rapidly. Lunch came
without sight of the cairn we had hoped to pass. In the afternoon, Bowers being sure we were too far to the west,
steered out. Result, we have passed another pony camp without seeing it. Looking at the map tonight there is no
doubt we are too far to the east. With clear weather we ought to be able to correct the mistake, but will the
weather get clear? It’s a gloomy position, more especially as one sees the same difficulty returning even when we
have corrected the error. The wind is dying down tonight and the sky clearing in the south, which is hopeful.
Meanwhile it is satisfactory to note that such untoward events fail to damp the spirit of the party. Tonight we had a
pony hoosh so excellent and filling that one feels really strong and vigorous again.
Thursday, February 23.
R. 37. Lunch Temp. -9.8°; Supper Temp. -12°. Started in sunshine, wind almost dropped. Luckily Bowers took
a round of angles and with help of the chart we fogged out that we must be inside rather than outside tracks. The
data were so meagre that it seemed a great responsibility to march out and we were none of us happy about it. But
just as we decided to lunch, Bowers’ wonderful sharp eyes detected an old double lunch cairn, the theodolite
telescope confirmed it, and our spirits rose accordingly. This afternoon we marched on and picked up another
cairn; then on and camped only 2½ miles from the depôt. We cannot see it, but, given fine weather, we cannot
miss it. We are, therefore, extraordinarily relieved. Covered 8.2 miles in 7 hours, showing we can do 10 to 12 on
this surface. Things are again looking up, as we are on the regular line of cairns, with no gaps right home, I hope.
Friday, February 24.
Lunch. Beautiful day—too beautiful—an hour after starting loose ice crystals spoiling surface. Saw depôt and
reached it middle forenoon. Found store in order except shortage oil—shall have to be very saving with fuelotherwise have ten full days’ provision from tonight and shall have less than 70 miles to go. Note from Meares
who passed through December 15, saying surface bad; from Atkinson, after fine marching (2¼ days from pony
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depôt), reporting Keohane better after sickness. Short note from Evans, not very cheerful, saying surface bad,
temperature high. Think he must have been a little anxious.\fn{Note: It will be remembered that he was already stricken with
scurvy} It is an immense relief to have picked up this depôt and, for the time, anxieties are thrust aside. There is no
doubt we have been rising steadily since leaving the Shambles Camp. The coastal Barrier descends except where
glaciers press out. Undulation still but flattening out. Surface soft on top, curiously hard below. Great difference
now between night and day temperatures. Quite warm as I write in tent. We are on tracks with half-march cairn
ahead; have covered 4½ miles. Poor Wilson has a fearful attack snow-blindness consequent on yesterday’s efforts.
Wish we had more fuel.
Night camp R. 38. Temp. -17°. A little despondent again. We had a really terrible surface this afternoon and
only covered 4 miles. We are on the track just beyond a lunch cairn. It really will be a bad business if we are to
have this pulling all through. I don’t know what to think, but the rapid closing of the season is ominous. It is great
luck having the horsemeat to add to our ration. Tonight we have had a real fine “hoosh.” It is a race between the
season and hard conditions and our fitness and good food.
Saturday, February 25.
Lunch Temp. -12°. Managed just 6 miles this morning. Started somewhat despondent; not relieved when
pulling seemed to show no improvement. Bit by bit surface grew better, less sastrugi, more glide, slight following
wind for a time. Then we began to travel a little faster. But the pulling is still very hard; undulations disappearing
but inequalities remain passed.
Twenty-six Camp walls about 2 miles ahead, all tracks in sight—Evans’ track very conspicuous. This is
something in favour, but the pulling is tiring us, though we are getting into better ski drawing again. Bowers
hasn’t quite the trick and is a little hurt at my criticisms, but I never doubted his heart. Very much easier—write
diary at lunch—excellent meal—now one pannikin very strong tea—four biscuits and butter.
Hope for better things this afternoon, but no improvement apparent. Oh! for a little wind—E. Evans evidently
had plenty.
R. 39. Temp. -20°. Better march in afternoon. Day yields 11.4 miles—the first double figure of steady dragging
for a long time, but it meant and will mean hard work if we can’t get a wind to help us. Evans evidently had a
strong wind here, S.E. I should think. The temperature goes very low at night now when the sky is clear as at
present. As a matter of fact this is wonderfully fair weather—the only drawback the spoiling of the surface and
absence of wind. We see all tracks very plain, but the pony-walls have evidently been badly drifted up. Some kind
people had substituted a cairn at last camp 27. The old cairns do not seem to have suffered much.
Sunday, February 26.
Lunch Temp. -17°. Sky overcast at start, but able see tracks and cairn distinct at long distance. Did a little
better, 6½ miles to date. Bowers and Wilson now in front. Find great relief pulling behind with no necessity to
keep attention on track. Very cold nights now and cold feet starting march, as day footgear doesn’t dry at all. We
are doing well on our food, but we ought to have yet more. I hope the next depot, now only 50 miles, will find us
with enough surplus to open out. The fuel shortage still an anxiety.
R. 40. Temp. -21°. Nine hours’ solid marching has given us 11½ miles. Only 43 miles from the next depot.
Wonderfully fine weather but cold, very cold. Nothing dries and we get our feet cold too often. We want more
food yet and especially more fat. Fuel is woefully short. We can scarcely hope to get a better surface at this
season, but I wish we could have some help from the wind, though it might shake us badly if the temp. didn’t rise.
Monday, February 27.
Desperately cold last night: -33° when we got up, with -37° minimum. Some suffering from cold feet, but all
got good rest. We must open out on food soon. But we have done 7 miles this morning and hope for some 5 this
afternoon. Overcast sky and good surface till now, when sun shows again. It is good to be marching the cairns up,
but there is still much to be anxious about. We talk of little but food, except after meals. Land disappearing in
satisfactory manner. Pray God we have no further setbacks. We are naturally always discussing possibility of
meeting dogs, where and when, &c. It is a critical position. We may find ourselves in safety at next depot, but
there is a horrid element of doubt.
Camp R. 41. Temp. -32°. Still fine clear weather but very cold—absolutely calm tonight. We have got off an
excellent march for these days (12.2) and are much earlier than usual in our bags. 31 miles to depot, 3 days’ fuel
at a pinch, and 6 days’ food. Things begin to look a little better; we can open out a little on food from tomorrow
night, I think.
Very curious surface—soft recent sastrugi which sink underfoot, and between, a sort of flaky crust with large
crystals beneath.
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Tuesday, February 28.
Lunch. Thermometer went below -40° last night; it was desperately cold for us, but we had a fair night. I
decided to slightly increase food; the effect is undoubtedly good. Started marching in -32° with a slight northwesterly breeze—blighting. Many cold feet this morning; long time over foot gear, but we are earlier. Shall camp
earlier and get the chance of a good night, if not the reality. Things must be critical till we reach the depot, and the
more I think of matters, the more I anticipate their remaining so after that event. Only 24½ miles from the depot.
The sun shines brightly, but there is little warmth in it. There is no doubt the middle of the Barrier is a pretty
awful locality.
Camp 42. Splendid pony hoosh sent us to bed and sleep happily, after a horrid day, wind continuing; did 11½
miles. Temp. not quite so low, but expect we are in for cold night (Temp. -27°).
Wednesday, February 29.
Lunch. Cold night. Minimum Temp. -37.5°; -30° with north-west wind, force 4, when we got up. Frightfully
cold starting; luckily Bowers and Oates in their last new finnesko; keeping my old ones for present. Expected
awful march and for first hour got it. Then things improved and we camped after 5½ hours marching close to
lunch camp—22½. Next camp is our depot and it is exactly 13 miles. It ought not to take more than 1½ days; we
pray for another fine one. The oil will just about spin out in that event, and we arrive 3 clear days’ food in hand.
The increase of ration has had an enormously beneficial result. Mountains now looking small. Wind still very
light from west—cannot understand this wind.
Thursday, March 1.
Lunch. Very cold last night—minimum -41.5°. Cold start to march, too, as usual now. Got away at 8 and have
marched within sight of depôt; flag something under 3 miles away. We did 11½ yesterday and marched 6 this
morning. Heavy dragging yesterday and very heavy this morning. Apart from sledging considerations the weather
is wonderful. Cloudless days and nights and the wind trifling. Worse luck, the light airs come from the north and
keep us horribly cold. For this lunch hour the exception has come. There is a bright and comparatively warm sun.
All our gear is out drying.
Friday, March 2.
Lunch. Misfortunes rarely come singly. We marched to the (Middle Barrier) depôt fairly easily yesterday
afternoon, and since that have suffered three distinct blows which have placed us in a bad position. First we found
a bare ½ gallon of oil instead of the full; with most rigid economy it can scarce carry us to the next depôt on this
surface (71 miles away). Second, Titus Oates disclosed his feet, the toes showing very bad indeed, evidently bitten
by the late temperatures. The third blow came in the night, when the wind, which we had hailed with some joy,
brought dark overcast weather. It fell below -40° in the night, and this morning it took 1½ hours to get our foot
gear on, but we got away before eight. We lost cairn and tracks together and made as steady as we could N. by W.,
but have seen nothing. Worse was to come—the surface is simply awful. In spite of strong wind and full sail we
have only done 5½miles. We are in a very queer street since there is no doubt we cannot do the extra marches and
feel the cold horribly.
Saturday, March 3.
Lunch. We picked up the track again yesterday, finding ourselves to the eastward. Did close on 10 miles and
things looked a trifle better; but this morning the outlook is blacker than ever. Started well and with good breeze;
for an hour made good headway; then the surface grew awful beyond words. The wind drew forward; every
circumstance was against us. After 4½ hours things so bad that we camped, having covered 4½ miles. (R. 46.)
One cannot consider this a fault of our own—certainly we were pulling hard this morning—it was more than three
parts surface which held us back—the wind at strongest, powerless to move the sledge. When the light is good it
is easy to see the reason. The surface, lately a very good hard one, is coated with a thin layer of woolly crystals,
formed by radiation no doubt. These are too firmly fixed to be removed by the wind and cause impossible friction
on the runners. God help us, we can’t keep up this pulling, that is certain. Amongst ourselves we are unendingly
cheerful, but what each man feels in his heart I can only guess. Pulling on foot gear in the morning is getting
slower and slower, therefore every day more dangerous.
Sunday, March 4.
Lunch. Things looking very black indeed. As usual we forgot our trouble last night, got into our bags, slept
splendidly on good hoosh, woke and had another, and started marching. Sun shining brightly, tracks clear, but
surface covered with sandy frost-rime. All the morning we had to pull with all our strength, and in 4½ hours we
covered 3½ miles. Last night it was overcast and thick, surface bad; this morning sun shining and surface as bad
as ever. One has little to hope for except perhaps strong dry wind—an unlikely contingency at this time of year.
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Under the immediate surface crystals is a hard sastrugi surface, which must have been excel- lent for pulling a
week or two ago. We are about 42 miles from the next depôt and have a week’s food, but only about 3 to 4 days’
fuel—we are as economical of the latter as one can possibly be, and we cannot afford to save food and pull as we
are pulling. We are in a very tight place indeed, but none of us despondent yet, or at least we preserve every
semblance of good cheer, but one’s heart sinks as the sledge stops dead at some sastrugi behind which the surface
sand lies thickly heaped. For the moment the temperature is on the -20°—an improvement which makes us much
more comfortable, but a colder snap is bound to come again soon. I fear that Oates at least will weather such an
event very poorly. Providence to our aid! We can expect little from man now except the possibility of extra food at
the next depôt. A poor one. It will be real bad if we get there and find the same shortage of oil. Shall we get there?
Such a short distance it would have appeared to us on the summit! I don’t know what I should do if Wilson and
Bowers weren’t so determinedly cheerful over things.
Monday, March 5.
Lunch. Regret to say going from bad to worse. We got a slant of wind yesterday afternoon, and going on 5
hours we converted our wretched morning run of 3½ miles into something over 9. We went to bed on a cup of
cocoa and pemmican solid with the chill off. (R. 47.) The result is telling on all, but mainly on Oates, whose feet
are in a wretched condition. One swelled up tremendously last night and he is very lame this morning. We started
march on tea and pemmican as last night—we pretend to prefer the pemmican this way. Marched for 5 hours this
morning over a slightly better surface covered with high moundy sastrugi. Sledge capsized twice; we pulled on
foot, covering about 5½ miles. We are two pony marches and 4 miles about from our depôt. Our fuel dreadfully
low and the poor Soldier nearly done. It is pathetic enough because we can do nothing for him; more hot food
might do a little, but only a little, I fear. We none of us expected these terribly low temperatures, and of the rest of
us Wilson is feeling them most; mainly, I fear, from his self-sacrificing devotion in doctoring Oates’ feet. We
cannot help each other, each has enough to do to take care of himself. We get cold on the march when the trudging
is heavy, and the wind pierces our warm garments. The others, all of them, are unendingly cheerful when in the
tent. We mean to see the game through with a proper spirit, but it’s tough work to be pulling harder than we ever
pulled in our lives for long hours, and to feel that the progress is so slow. One can only say “God help us!” and
plod on our weary way, cold and very miserable, though outwardly cheerful. We talk of all sorts of subjects in the
tent, not much of food now, since we decided to take the risk of running a full ration. We simply couldn’t go
hungry at this time.
Tuesday, March 6.
Lunch. We did a little better with help of wind yesterday afternoon, finishing 9½ miles for the day, and 27
miles from depot. (R.48.) But this morning things have been awful. It was warm in the night and for the first time
during the journey I overslept myself by more than an hour; then we were slow with foot gear; then, pulling with
all our might (for our lives) we could scarcely advance at rate of a mile an hour; then it grew thick and three times
we had to get out of harness to search for tracks. The result is something less than 3½ miles for the forenoon. The
sun is shining now and the wind gone. Poor Oates is unable to pull, sits on the sledge when we are track-searching
—he is wonderfully plucky, as his feet must be giving him great pain. He makes no complaint, but his spirits only
come up in spurts now, and he grows more silent in the tent. We are making a spirit lamp to try and replace the
primus when our oil is exhausted. It will be a very poor substitute and we’ve not got much spirit. If we could have
kept up our 9-mile days we might have got within reasonable distance of the depôt before running out, but
nothing but a strong wind and good surface can help us now, and though we had quite a good breeze this morning,
the sledge came as heavy as lead. If we were all fit I should have hopes of getting through, but the poor Soldier
has become a terrible hindrance, though he does his utmost and suffers much I fear.
Wednesday, March 7.
A little worse I fear. One of Oates' feet very bad this morning; he is wonderfully brave. We still talk of what we
will do together at home.
We only made 6½miles yesterday. (R. 49.) This morning in 4½ hours we did just over 4 miles. We are 16 from
our depôt. If we only find the correct proportion of food there and this surface continues, we may get to the next
depôt\fn{Note: Mt. Hooper, 72 miles farther} but not to One Ton Camp. We hope against hope that the dogs have been
to Mt. Hooper; then we might pull through. If there is a shortage of oil again we can have little hope. One feels
that for poor Oates the crisis is near, but none of us are improving, though we are wonderfully fit considering the
really excessive work we are doing. We are only kept going by good food. No wind this morning till a chill
northerly air came ahead. Sun bright and cairns showing up well. I should like to keep the track to the end.
Thursday, March 8.
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Lunch. Worse and worse in morning; poor Oates’ left foot can never last out, and time over foot gear
something awful. Have to wait in night foot gear for nearly an hour before I start changing, and then am generally
first to be ready. Wilson’s feet giving trouble now, but this mainly because he gives so much help to others. We
did 4½ miles this morning and are now 8½ miles from the depôt—a ridiculously small distance to feel in
difficulties, yet on this surface we know we cannot equal half our old marches, and that for that effort we expend
nearly double the energy. The great question is, What shall we find at the depot? If the dogs have visited it we
may get along a good distance, but if there is another short allowance of fuel, God help us indeed. We are in a
very bad way, I fear, in any case.
Saturday, March 10.
Things steadily downhill. Oates' foot worse. He has rare pluck and must know that he can never get through.
He asked Wilson if he had a chance this morning, and of course Bill had to say he didn’t know. In point of fact he
has none. Apart from him, if he went under now, I doubt whether we could get through. With great care we might
have a dog’s chance, but no more. The weather conditions are awful, and our gear gets steadily more icy and
difficult to manage. At the same time of course poor Titus is the greatest handicap. He keeps us waiting in the
morning until we have partly lost the warming effect of our good breakfast, when the only wise policy is to be up
and away at once; again at lunch. Poor chap! it is too pathetic to watch him; one cannot but try to cheer him up.
Yesterday we marched up the depôt, Mt. Hooper. Cold comfort. Shortage on our allowance all round. I don’t
know that anyone is to blame but generosity and thoughtfulness have not been abundant. The dogs which would
have been our salvation have evidently failed.\fn{ Note: For the last six days the dogs had been waiting at One Ton Camp under
Cherry-Garrard and Demetri. The supporting party had come out as arranged on the chance of hurrying the Pole travellers back over the
last stages of their journey in time to catch the ship. Scott had dated his probable return to Hut Point anywhere between mid-March and
early April. Calculating from the speed of the other return parties, Dr. Atkinson looked for him to reach One Ton Camp between March 3
and 10. Here Cherry-Garrard met four days of blizzard; then there remained little more than enough dog food to bring the teams home. He
could either push south one more march and back, at imminent risk of missing Scott on the way, or stay two days at the Camp where Scott
was bound to come, if he came at all} Meares had a bad trip home I suppose. It is a miserable jumble.

This morning it was calm when we breakfasted, but the wind came from the W.N.W. as we broke camp. It
rapidly grew in strength. After travelling for half an hour I saw that none of us could go on facing such conditions.
We were forced to camp and are spending the rest of the day in a comfortless blizzard camp, wind quite foul. (R.
52.)
Sunday, March 11.
Titus Oates is very near the end, one feels. What we or he will do, God only knows. We discussed the matter
after breakfast; he is a brave fine fellow and understands the situation, but he practically asked for advice.
Nothing could be said but to urge him to march as long as he could. One satisfactory result to the discussion; I
practically ordered Wilson to hand over the means of ending our troubles to us, so that anyone of us may know
how to do so. Wilson had no choice between doing so and our ransacking the medicine case. We have 30 opium
tabloids apiece and he is left with a tube of morphine. So far the tragical side of our story. (R. 53.)
The sky completely overcast when we started this morning. We could see nothing, lost the tracks, and
doubtless have been swaying a good deal since—3.1 miles for the forenoon—terribly heavy dragging—expected
it. Know that 6 miles is about the limit of our endurance now, if we get no help from wind or surfaces. We have 7
days’ food and should be about 55 miles from One Ton Camp tonight, 6 x 7 = 42, leaving us 13 miles short of our
distance, even if things get no worse. Meanwhile the season rapidly advances.
Monday, March 12.
We did 6.9 miles yesterday, under our necessary average. Things are left much the same, Oates not pulling
much, and now with hands as well as feet pretty well useless. We did 4 miles this morning in 4 hours 20 min.—
we may hope for 3 this afternoon, 7 x 6 = 42. We shall be 47 miles from the depot. I doubt if we can possibly do
it. The surface remains awful, the cold intense, and our physical condition running down. God help us! Not a
breath of favourable wind for more than a week, and apparently liable to head winds at any moment.
Wednesday, March 14.
No doubt about the going downhill, but everything going wrong for us. Yesterday we woke to a strong
northerly wind with temp. -37°. Couldn’t face it, so remained in camp (R. 54) till 2, then did 5½ miles. Wanted to
march later, but party feeling the cold badly as the breeze (N.) never took off entirely, and as the sun sank the
temp. fell. Long time getting supper in dark. (R. 55.)
This morning started with southerly breeze, set sail and passed another cairn at good speed; half-way, however,
the wind shifted to W. by S. or W.S.W., blew through our wind clothes and into our mits. Poor Wilson horribly
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cold, could not get off ski for some time. Bowers and I practically made camp, and when we got into the tent at
last we were all deadly cold. Then temp. now midday down -43º and the wind strong. We must go on, but now the
making of every camp must be more difficult and dangerous. It must be near the end, but a pretty merciful end.
Poor Oates got it again in the foot. I shudder to think what it will be like tomorrow. It is only with greatest pains
rest of us keep off frostbites. No idea there could be temperatures like this at this time of year with such winds.
Truly awful outside the tent. Must fight it out to the last biscuit, but can’t reduce rations.
Friday, March 16 or Saturday 17.
Lost track of dates, but think the last correct. Tragedy all along the line. At lunch, the day before yesterday,
poor Titus Oates said he couldn’t go on; he proposed we should leave him in his sleeping-bag. That we could not
do, and induced him to come on, on the afternoon march. In spite of its awful nature for him he struggled on and
we made a few miles. At night he was worse and we knew the end had come.
Should this be found I want these facts recorded. Oates’ last thoughts were of his Mother, but immediately
before he took pride in thinking that his regiment would be pleased with the bold way in which he met his death.
We can testify to his bravery. He has borne intense suffering for weeks without complaint, and to the very last was
able and willing to discuss outside subjects. He did not—would not—give up hope to the very end. He was a
brave soul. This was the end. He slept through the night before last, hoping not to wake; but he woke in the
morning—yesterday. It was blowing a blizzard. He said,
“I am just going outside and may be some time.”
He went out into the blizzard and we have not seen him since.
I take this opportunity of saying that we have stuck to our sick companions to the last. In case of Edgar Evans,
when absolutely out of food and he lay insensible, the safety of the remainder seemed to demand his
abandonment, but Providence mercifully removed him at this critical moment. He died a natural death, and we did
not leave him till two hours after his death. We knew that poor Oates was walking to his death, but though we
tried to dissuade him, we knew it was the act of a brave man and an English gentleman. We all hope to meet the
end with a similar spirit, and assuredly the end is not far.
I can only write at lunch and then only occasionally. The cold is intense, -40º at midday. My companions are
unendingly cheerful, but we are all on the verge of serious frostbites, and though we constantly talk of fetching
through I don’t think anyone of us believes it in his heart.
We are cold on the march now, and at all times except meals. Yesterday we had to lay up for a blizzard and
today we move dreadfully slowly. We are at No. 14 pony camp, only two pony marches from One Ton Depot. We
leave here our theodolite, a camera, and Oates’ sleeping-bags. Diaries, &c., and geological specimens carried at
Wilson’s special request, will be found with us or on our sledge.
Sunday, March 18.
Today, lunch, we are 21 miles from the depôt. Ill fortune presses, but better may come. We have had more
wind and drift from ahead yesterday; had to stop marching; wind N.W., force 4, temp. -35º. No human being
could face it, and we are worn out nearly.
My right foot has gone, nearly all the toes—two days ago I was proud possessor of best feet. These are the
steps of my downfall. Like an ass I mixed a small spoonful of curry powder with my melted pemmican—it gave
me violent indigestion. I lay awake and in pain all night; woke and felt done on the march; foot went and I didn’t
know it. A very small measure of neglect and have a foot which is not pleasant to contemplate. Bowers takes first
place in condition, but there is not much to choose after all. The others are still confident of getting through—or
pretend to be—I don’t know! We have the last half fill of oil in our primus and a very small quantity of spirit—
this alone between us and thirst. The wind is fair for the moment, and that is perhaps a fact to help. The mileage
would have seemed ridiculously small on our outward journey.
Monday, March 19.
Lunch. We camped with difficulty last night and were dreadfully cold till after our supper of cold pemmican
and biscuit and a half a pannikin of cocoa cooked over the spirit. Then, contrary to expectation, we got warm and
all slept well. Today we started in the usual dragging manner. Sledge dreadfully heavy. We are 15½ miles from the
depot and ought to get there in three days. What progress! We have two days’ food but barely a day’s fuel. All our
feet are getting bad—Wilson’s best, my right foot worst, left all right. There is no chance to nurse one’s feet till
we can get hot food into us. Amputation is the least I can hope for now, but will the trouble spread? That is the
serious question. The weather doesn’t give us a chance—the wind from N. to N.W. and -40° temp. today.
Wednesday, March 21.
Got within 11 miles of depot Monday night;\fn{ Note: The 60th camp from the Pole} had to lay up all yesterday in
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severe blizzard. Today forlorn hope, Wilson and Bowers going to depot for fuel.
Thursday, March 22 and 23.
Blizzard bad as ever—Wilson and Bowers unable to start—tomorrow last chance—no fuel and only one or two
of food left—must be near the end. Have decided it shall be natural—we shall march for the depôt with or without
our effects and die in our tracks.
Thursday, March 29.
st
Since the 21 we have had a continuous gale from W.S. W. and S. W. We had fuel to make two cups of tea
apiece and bare food for two days on the 20 th. Every day we have been ready to start for our depôt 11 miles away,
but outside the door of the tent it remains a scene of whirling drift. I do not think we can hope for any better
things now. We shall stick it out to the end, but we are getting weaker, of course, and the end cannot be far.
It seems a pity, but I do not think I can write more.
R. Scott.
Last Entry.
For God’s sake look after our people.
225.200 Excerpt from Mr. Justice Raffles\fn{by Ernest William Hornung (1868-1921)} Middlesbrough, Middlesbrough, England, United Kingdom (M) 10
1
Raffles had vanished from the face of the town, and even I had no conception of his whereabouts until he
cabled to me to meet the 7.31 at Charing Cross next night. That was on the Tuesday before the Varsity match, or a
full fort-night after his mysterious disappearance. The telegram was from Carlsbad, of all places for Raffles of all
men! Of course there was only one thing that could possibly have taken so rare a specimen of physical fitness to
any such pernicious spot. But to my horror he emerged from the train, on the Wednesday evening, a cadaverous
caricature of the splendid person I had gone to meet.
“Not a word, my dear Bunny, till I have bitten British beef!” said he, in tones as hollow as his cheeks. “No, I’m
not going to stop to clear my baggage now. You can do that for me tomorrow, Bunny, like a dear good pal.”
“Any time you like,” said I, giving him my arm. “But where shall we dine? Kellner’s? Neapolo’s? The Carlton
or the Club?” But Raffies shook his head at one and all.
“I don’t want to dine at all,” he said. “I know what I want!”
And he led the way from the station, stopping once to gloat over the sunset across Trafalgar Square, and again
to inhale the tarry scent of the warm wood-paving, which was perfume to his nostrils as the din of its traffic was
music to his ears, before we came to one of those political palaces which permit themselves to be included in the
list of ordinary clubs. Raffles, to my surprise, walked in as though the marble hall belonged to him, and as straight
as might be to the grill-room where white-capped cooks were making things hiss upon a silver grill. He did not
consult me as to what we were to have. He had made up his mind about that in the train. But he chose the fillet
steaks himself, he insisted on seeing the kidneys, and had a word to say about the fried potatoes, and the Welsh
rarebit that was to follow. And all this was as uncharacteristic of the normal Raffles (who was least fastidious at
the table) as the sigh with which he dropped into the chair opposite mine, and crossed his arms upon the cloth.
“I didn’t know you were a member of this place,” said I, feeling really rather shocked at the discovery, but also
that it was a safer subject for me to open than that of his late mysterious movements.
“There are a good many things you don’t know about me, Bunny,” said he wearily. “Did you know I was in
Carlsbad, for instance?”
“Of course I didn’t.”
“Yet you remember the last time we sat down together?”
“You mean that night we had supper at the Savoy?”
“It’s only three weeks ago, Bunny.”
“It seems months to me.”
“And years to me!” cried Raffies. “But surely you remember that lost tribesman at the next table, with the nose
like the village pump, and the wife with the emerald necklace?”
“I should think I did,” said I; “you mean the great Dan Levy, otherwise Mr. Shylock? Why, you told me all
about him, A. J.”
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“Did I? Then you may possibly recollect that the Shylocks were off to Carlsbad the very next day. It was the
old man’s last orgy before his annual cure, and he let the whole room know it. Ah, Bunny, I can sympathisewith
the poor brute now!”
“But what on earth took you there, old fellow?”
“Can you ask? Have you forgotten how you saw the emeralds under their table when they’d gone, and how I
forgot myself and ran after them with the best necklace I’d handled since the days of Lady Melrose?”
I shook my head, partly in answer to his question, but partly also over a piece of perversity which still rankled
in my recollection. But now I was prepared for something even more perverse.
“You were quite right,” continued Raffles, recalling my recriminations at the time; “it was a rotten thing to do.
It was also the action of a tactless idiot, since anybody could have seen that a heavy necklace like that couldn’t
have dropped off without the wearer’s knowledge.”
“You don’t mean to say she dropped it on purpose?” I exclaimed with more interest, for I suddenly foresaw the
remainder of his tale.
“I do,” said RafHes. “The poor old pet did it deliberately when stooping to pick up something else; and all to
get it stolen and delay their trip to Carlsbad, where her swab of a husband makes her do the cure with him.”
I said I always felt that we had failed to fulfil an obvious destiny in the matter of those emeralds; and there was
something touching in the way Raffies now sided with me against himself.
“But I saw it the moment I had yanked them up,” said he, “and heard that fat swine curse his wife for dropping
them. He told her she’d done it on purpose, too; he hit the nail on the head all right; but it was her poor head, and
that showed me my unworthy impulse in its true light, Bunny. I didn’t need your reproaches to make me realise
what a skunk I’d been all round. I saw that the necklace was morally yours, and there was one clear call for me to
restore it to you by hook, crook, or barrel. I left for Carlsbad as soon after its wrongful owners as prudence
permitted.”
“Admirable!” said I, overjoyed to find old Raffies by no means in such bad form as he looked. “But not to
have taken me with you, A. J., that’s the unkind cut I can’t forgive.”
“My dear Bunny, you couldn’t have borne it,” said Raffies solemnly. “The cure would have killed you; look
what it’s done to me.”
“Don’t tell me you went through with it!” I rallied him.
“Of course I did, Bunny. I played the game like a prayer-book.”
“But why, in the name of all that’s wanton?”
“You don’t know Carlsbad, or you wouldn’t; ask. The place is squirming with spies and humbugs. If I had
broken the rules one of the prize humbugs laid down for me I should have been spotted in a tick by a spy, and
bowled out myself for a spy and a humbug rolled into one. Oh, Bunny, if old man Dante were alive today I should
commend him to that sink of salubrity for the red-raw material of another and a worse Inferno!”
The steaks had arrived, smoking hot, with a kidney apiece and lashings of fried potatoes. And for a divine
interval (as it must have been to him) Raffles’s only words were to the waiter, and referred to successive tankards
of bitter, with the superfluous rider that the man who said we couldn’t drink beer was a liar. But indeed I never
could myself, and only achieved the impossible in this case out of sheer sympathy with Raffles. And eventually I
had my reward, in such a recital of malignant privation as I cannot trust myself to set down in any words but his.
“No, Bunny, you couldn’t have borne it for half a week; you’d have looked like that all the time!” quoth
Raffies. I suppose my face had fallen (as it does too easily) at his aspersion on my endurance.
“Cheer up, my man; that’s better,” he went on, as I did my best. “But it was no smiling matter out there. No
one does smile after the first week; your sense of humour is the first thing the cure eradicates. There was a hunting
man at my hotel, getting his weight down to ride a special thoroughbred, and no doubt a cheery dog at home; but,
poor devil, he hadn’t much chance of good cheer there! Miles and miles on his poor feet before breakfast; mudpoultices all the morning; and not the semblance of a drink all day, except some aerated muck called Gieshübler.
He was allowed to lap that up an hour after meals, when his tongue would be hanging out of his mouth. We went
to the same weighing machine at cock-crow, and though he looked quite good-natured once when I caught him
asleep in his chair, I have known him tear up his weight ticket when he had gained an ounce or two instead of
losing one or two pounds. We began by taking our walks together, but his conversation used to get so physically
introspective that one couldn’t get in a word about one’s own works edgeways.”
“But there was nothing wrong with your works,” I reminded Raffles; he shook his head as one who was not so
sure.
“Perhaps not at first, but the cure soon sees to that! I closed in like a concertina, Bunny, and I only hope I shall
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be able to pull out like one. You see, it’s the custom of the accursed place for one to telephone for a doctor the
moment one arrives. “I consulted the hunting man, who of course recommended his own in order to make sure of
a companion on the rack. The old arch-humbug was down upon me in ten minutes, examining me from crown to
heel, and made the most unblushing report upon my general condition. He said I had a liver! I’ll swear I hadn’t
before I went to Carlsbad, but I shouldn’t be a bit surprised if I’d brought one back.” And he tipped his tankard
with a solemn face, before falling to work upon the Welsh rarebit which had just arrived.
“It looks like gold, and it’s golden eating,” said poor old Raffles. “I only wish that sly dog of a doctor could see
me at it! He had the nerve to make me write out my own health-warrant, and it was so like my friend the hunting
man’s that it dispelled his settled gloom for the whole of that evening. We used to begin our drinking day at the
same well of German damnably defiled, and we paced the same colonnade to the blare of the same well-fed band.
That wasn’t a joke, Bunny; it’s not a thing to joke about; mud-poultices and dry meals, with teetotal poisons in
between, were to be my portion too. You stiffen your lip at that, eh, Bunny? I told you that you never would or
could have stood it; but it was the only game to play for the Emerald Stakes. It kept one above suspicion all the
time. And then I didn’t mind that part as much as you would, or as my hunting pal did; he was driven to fainting at
the doctor’s place one day, in the forlorn hope of a toothful of brandy to bring him round. But all he got was a
glass of cheap Marsala.”
“But did you win those stakes after all?”
“Of course I did, Bunny,” said Raffies below his breath, and with a look that I remembered later. “But the
waiters are listening as it is, and I’ll tell you the rest some other time. I suppose you know what brought me back
so soon?”
“Hadn’t you finished your cure?”
“Not by three good days. I had the satisfaction of a row royal with the Lord High Humbug to account for my
hurried departure. But, as a matter of fact, if Teddy Garland hadn’t got his Blue at the eleventh hour I should be at
Carlsbad still.”
E. M. Garland (Eton and Trinity) was the Cambridge wicketkeeper, and one of the many young cricketers who
owed a good deal to Raffles. They had made friends in some country-house week, and foregathered afterward in
town, where the young fellow’s father had a house at which Raffles became a constant guest. I am afraid I was a
little prejudiced both against the father, a retired brewer whom I had never met, and the son whom I did meet once
or twice at the Albany. Yet I could quite understand the mutual attraction between Raffles and this much younger
man; indeed he was a mere boy, but like so many of his school he seemed to have a knowledge of the world
beyond his years, and withal such a spontaneous spring of sweetness and charm as neither knowledge nor
experience could sensibly pollute. And yet I had a shrewd suspicion that wild oats had been somewhat freely
sown, and that it was Raffles who had stepped in and taken the sower in hand, and turned him into the stuff of
which Blues are made. At least 1 knew that no one could be sounder friend or saner counsellor to any young
fellow in need of either. And many there must be to bear me out in their hearts; but they did not know their Raffles
as I knew mine; and if they say that was why they thought so much of him, let them have patience, and at last they
shall hear something that need not make them think the less.
“I couldn’t let poor Teddy keep at Lord’s,” explained Raffles, “and me not there to egg him on! You see,
Bunny, 1 taught him a thing or two in those little matches we played together last August. I take a fatherly interest
in the child.”
“You must have done him a lot of good,” I suggested, “in every way.”
Raffies looked up from his bill and asked me what I meant. I saw he was not pleased with my remark, but I
was not going back on it.
“Well, I should imagine you had straightened him out a bit, if you ask me.”
“I didn’t ask you, Bunny, that’s just the point!” said Raffies. And I watched him tip the waiter without the least
arrière-pensée on either side.
“After all,” said 1, on our way down the marble stair, “you have told me a good deal about the lad. I remember
once hearing you say he had a lot of debts, for example.”
“So I was afraid,” replied Raffies, frankly; “and between ourselves, I offered to finance him before I went
abroad. Teddy wouldn’t hear of it; that hot young blood of his was up at the thought, though he was perfectly
delightful in what he said. So don’t jump to rotten conclusions, Bunny, but stroll up to the Albany and have a
drink.”
And when we had reclaimed our hats and coats, and lit our Sullivans in the hall, out we marched as though 1
were now part-owner of the place with Raffles.
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“That,” said I, to effect a thorough change of conversation, since I felt at one with all the world, “is certainly
the finest grill in Europe.”
“That’s why we went there, Bunny.”
“But must I say I was rather surprised to find you a member of a place where you tip the waiter and take a
ticket for your hat!” I was not surprised, however, to hear Raffles defend his own caravanserai.
“I would go a step further,” he remarked, “and make every member show his badge as they do at Lord’s.”
“But surely the porter knows the members by sight?”
“Not he! There are far too many thousands of them.”
“I should have thought he must.”
“And I know he doesn’t.”
“Well, you ought to know, A. J., since you’re a member yourself.”
“On the contrary, my dear Bunny, I happen to know because I never was one!”
2
How we laughed as we turned into Whitehall! I began to feel I had been wrong about Raffles after all, and that
enhanced my mirth. Surely this was the old gay rascal, and it was by some uncanny feat of his stupendous will
that he had appeared so haggard on the platform. In the London lamplight that he loved so well, under a starry sky
of an almost theatrical blue, he looked another man already. If such a change was due to a few draughts of bitter
beer and a few ounces of fillet steak, then I felt I was the brewers’ friend and the vegetarians’ foe for life.
Nevertheless I could detect a serious side to my companion’s mood, especially when he spoke once more of
Teddy Garland, and told me that he had cabled to him also before leaving Carlsbad. And I could not help
wondering, with a discreditable pang, whether his intercourse with that honest lad could have bred in Raffles a
remorse for his own misdeeds, such as I myself had often tried, but always failed, to produce.
So we came to the Albany in sober frame, for all our recent levity, thinking at least no evil for once in our
lawless lives. And there was our good friend Barraclough, the porter, to salute and welcome us in the courtyard.
“There’s a gen’leman writing you … letter upstairs,” said he to RafHes. “It’s Mr. Garland, sir, so I took him
up.”
“Teddy!” cried Raffles, and took the stairs two at a time.
I followed rather heavily. It was not jealousy, but I did feel rather critical of this mushroom intimacy. So I
followed up, feeling that the evening was spoilt for me—and God knows I was right! Not till my dying day shall I
forget the tableau that awaited me in those familiar rooms. I see it now as plainly as I see the problem picture of
the year, which lies in wait for one in all the illustrated papers; indeed, it was a problem picture itself in flesh and
blood.
Raffles had opened his door as only Raffies could open doors, with the boyish thought of giving the other boy
a fright; and young Garland had very naturally started up from the bureau, where he was writing, at the sudden
clap of his own name behind him. But that was the last of his natural actions. He did not advance to grasp Raffies
by the hand; there was no answering smile of welcome on the fresh young face which used to remind me of the
Phrebus in Guido’s Aurora, with its healthy pink and bronze, and its hazel eye like clear amber. The pink faded
before our gaze, the bronze turned a sickly sallow; and there stood Teddy Garland as if glued to the bureau behind
him, clutching its edge with all his might. I can see his knuckles gleaming like ivory under the back of each
sunburnt hand.
“What is it? What are you hiding?” demanded Raffies.
His love for the lad had rung out in his first greeting; his puzzled voice was still jocular and genial, but the
other’s attitude soon strangled that. All this time I had been standing in vague horror on the threshold; now Raffies
beckoned me in and switched on more light. It fell full upon a ghastly and a guilty face, that yet stared bravely in
the glare. Raffies locked the door behind us, put the key in his pocket, and strode over to the desk.
No need to report their first broken syllables: enough that it was no note young Garland was writing, but a
cheque which he was laboriously copying into Raffles’s cheque-book, from an old cheque abstracted from a passbook with A. J. RAFFLES in gilt capitals upon its brown leather back. Raffles had only that year opened a
banking account, and I remembered his telling me how thoroughly he meant to disregard the instructions on his
cheque-book by always leaving it about to advertise the fact. And this was the result. A glance convicted his friend
of criminal intent: a sheet of notepaper lay covered with trial signatures. Yet RafHes could turn and look with
infinite pity upon the miserable youth who was still looking defiantly on him.
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“My poor chap!” was all he said. And at that the broken boy found the tongue of a hoarse and quavering old
man.
“Won’t you hand me over and be done with it?” he croaked. “Must you torture me yourself?”
It was all I could do to refrain from putting in my word, and telling the fellow it was not for him to ask
questions. Raffles merely inquired whether he had thought it all out before.
“God knows I hadn’t, A. J.! I came up to write you a note, I swear I did,” said Garland with a sudden sob.
“No need to swear it,” returned Raffles, actually smiling. “Your word’s quite good enough for me.”
“God bless you for that, after this!” the other choked, in terrible disorder now.
“It was pretty obvious,” said Raffles reassuringly .
“Was it? Are you sure? You do remember offering me a cheque last month, and my refusing it?”
“Why, of course I do!” cried RafHes, with such ontaneous heartiness that I could see he had never thought of it
since mentioning the matter to me at our meal. What I could not see was any reason for such conspicuous relief,
or the extenuating quality of a circumstance which seemed to me rather to aggravate the offence.
“I have regretted that refusal ever since,” young Garland continued very simply. “It was a mistake at the time,
but this week of all weeks it’s been a tragedy. Money I must have; I’ll tell you why directly. When I got your wire
last night it seemed as though my wretched prayers had been answered. I was going to someone else this morning,
but I made up my mind to wait for you instead. You were the one I really could turn to, and yet I refused your
great offer a month ago. But you said you would be back tonight; and you weren’t here when I came. I telephoned
and found that the train had come in all right, and at there wasn’t another until the morning. Tomorrow morning’s
my limit, and tomorrow’s the match.” He stopped as he saw what Raffles was doing.
“Don’t, Raffles, I don’t deserve it!” he added in fresh distress.
But Raffles had unlocked the tantalus and found a syphon in the corner cupboard, and it was a very yellow
bumper that he handed to the guilty youth.
“Drink some,” he said, “or I won’t listen to another word.”
“I’m going to be ruined before the match begins. I am!” the poor fellow insisted, turning to me when Raffles
shook. his head. “And it’ll break my father’s heart, and—and—”
I thought he had worse still to tell us, he broke off in such despair; but either he changed his mind, or the
current of his thoughts set inward in spite of him, for when he spoke again it was to offer us both a further
explanation of his conduct.
“I only came up to leave a line for Raffles,” he said to me, “in case he did get back in time. It was the porter
himself who fixed me up at that bureau. He’ll tell you how many times I had called before. And then I saw before
my nose in one pigeon-hole your cheque-book, Raffles, and your pass-book bulging with old cheques.”
“And as I wasn’t back to write one for you,” said Raffles, “you wrote it for me. And quite right, too!”
“Don’t laugh at me!” cried the boy, his lost colour rushing back. And he looked at me again as though my long
face hurt him less than the sprightly sympathy of his friend.
“I’m not laughing, Teddy,” replied Raffles kindly. “I was never more serious in my life. It was playing the
friend to come to me at all in your fix, but it was the act of a real good pal to draw on me behind my back rather
than let me feel I’d ruined you by not turning up in time. You may shake your head as hard as you like, but I never
was paid a higher compliment.”
And the consummate casuist went on working a congenial vein until a less miserable sinner might have been
persuaded that he had done nothing really dishonourable; but young Garland had the grace neither to make nor to
accept any excuse for his own conduct. I never heard a man more down upon himself, or confession of error
couched in stronger terms; and yet there was something so sincere and ingenuous in his remorse, something that
Raffles and I had lost so long ago, that in our hearts I am sure we took his follies more seriously than our own
crimes.
But foolish he indeed had been, if not criminally foolish as he said. It was the old story of the prodigal son of
an indulgent father. There had been, as I suspected, a certain amount of youthful riot which the influence of
Raffles had already quelled; but there had also been much reckless extravagance, of which Raffles naturally knew
less, since your scapegrace is constitutionally quicker to confess himself as such than as a fool. Suffice it that this
one had thrown himself on his father’s generosity, only to find that the father himself was in financial straIts.
“What!” cried RafRes, “with that house on his hands?”
“I knew it would surprise you,” said Teddy Garland. “I can’t understand it myself; he gave me no particulars,
but the mere fact was enough for me. I simply couldn’t tell my father everything after that. He wrote me a cheque
for all I did own up to, but I could see it was such a tooth that I swore I’d never come on him to pay another
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farthing. And I never will!”
The boy took a sip from his glass, for his voice had faltered, and then he paused to light another cigarette,
because the last had gone out between his fingers. So sensitive and yet so desperate was the blonde young face,
with the creased forehead and the nervous mouth, that I saw Raffles look another way until the match was blown
out.
“But at the time I might have done worse, and did,” said Teddy, “a thousand times! I went to the Jews. That’s
the whole trouble. There were more debts—debts of honour—and to square up I went to the Jews. It was only a
matter of two or three hundred to start with; but you may know, though I didn’t, what a snowball the smallest sum
becomes in the hands of those devils. I borrowed three hundred and signed a promissory note for four hundred
and fifty-six.”
“Only fifty per cent!” said Raffles. “You got off cheap if the percentage was per annum.”
“Wait a bit! It was by way of being even more reasonable than that. The four hundred and fifty-six was
repayable in monthly instalments of twenty quid, and I kept them up religiously until the sixth payment fell due.
That was soon after Christmas, when one’s always hard up, and for the first time I was a day or two late—not
more, mind you; yet what do you suppose happened? My cheque was returned, and the whole blessed balance
demanded on the nail!”
Raffles was following intently, with that complete concentration which was a signal force in his equipment.
His face no longer changed at anything he heard; it was as strenuously attentive as that of any judge upon the
bench. Never had I clearer vision of the man he might have been but for the kink in his nature which had made
him what he was.
“The promissory note was for four-fifty-six,” said he, “and this sudden demand was for the lot less the hundred
you had paid?”
“That’s it.”
“What did you do?” I asked, not to seem behind Raffles in my grasp of the case.
“Told them to take my instalment or go to blazes for the rest!”
“And they?”
“Absolutely drop the whole thing until this very week, and then come down on me for—what do you
suppose?”
“Getting on for a thousand,” said Raffles after a moment’s thought.
“Nonsense!” I cried. Garland looked astonished too.
“Raffles knows all about it,” said he. “Seven hundred was the actual figure. I needn’t tell you I have given the
bounders a wide berth since the day I raised the wind; but I went and had it out with them over this. And half the
seven hundred is for default interest, I’ll trouble you, from the beginning of January down to date!”
“Had you agreed to that?”
“Not to my recollection, but there it was as plain as a pikestaff on my promissory note. A half-penny in the
shilling per week over and above everything else when the original interest wasn’t forthcoming.”
“Printed or written on your note of hand?”
“Printed—printed small, I needn’t tell you—but quite large enough for me to read when I signed the cursed
bond. In fact I believe I did read it; but a halfpenny a week! Who could ever believe it would mount up like that?
But it does; it’s right enough, and the long and short of it is that unless I pay up by twelve o’clock tomorrow the
governor’s to be called in to say whether he’ll pay up for me or see me made a bankrupt under his nose. Twelve
o’clock, when the match begins! Of course they know that, and are trading on it. Only this evening I had the most
insolent ultimatum, saying it was my ‘dead and last chance.’”
“So then you came round here?”
“I was coming in any case. I wish I’d shot myself first!”
“My dear fellow, it was doing me proud; don’t let us lose our sense of proportion, Teddy.”
But young Garland had his face upon his hand, and once more he was the miserable man who had begun
brokenly to unfold the history of his shame. The unconscious animation produced by the mere unloading of his
heart, the natural boyish slang with which his tale had been freely garnished, had faded from his face, had died
upon his Jips. Once more he was a soul in torments of despair and degradation; and yet once more did the absence
of the abject in man and manner redeem him from the depths of either. In these moments of reaction he was
pitiful, but not contemptibJe, much less unlovable. Indeed, I could see the qualities that had won the heart of
Raffles as I had never seen them before.
There is a native nobility not to be destroyed by a single descent into the ignoble, an essential honesty too
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bright and brilliant to be dimmed by incidental dishonour; and both remained to the younger man, in the eyes of
the other two, who were even then determining to preserve in him all that they themselves had lost. The thought
came naturally enough to me. And yet I may well have derived it from a face that for once was easy to read, a
clear-cut face that had never looked so sharp in profile, or, to my knowledge. half so gentle in expression.
“And what about these Jews?” asked Raffles at length.
“There’s really only one.”
“Are we to guess his name?”
“No, I don’t mind telling you. It’s Dan Levy.”
“Of course it is!” cried Raffles with a nod for me. “Our Mr. Shylock in all his glory!” Teddy snatched his face
from his hands.
“You don’t know him, do you?”
“I might almost say I know him at home,” said Raffles. “But as a matter of fact I met him abroad.” Teddy was
on his feet.
“But do you know him well enough—”
“Certainly. I’ll see him in the morning. But I ought to have the receipts for the various instalments you have
paid, and perhaps that letter saying it was your last chance.”
“Here they all are,” said Garland, producing a bulky envelope. “But of course I’ll come with you—”
“Of course you’ll do nothing of the kind, Teddy! I won’t have your eye put out for the match by that old
ruffian, and I’m not going to let you sit up all night either. Where are you staying, my man?”
“Nowhere yet. I left my kit at the club. I was going out home if I’d caught you early enough.”
“Stout fellow! You stay here.”
“My dear old man, I couldn’t think of it,” said Teddy gratefully. .
“My dear young man, I don’t care whether you, think of it or not. Here you stay, and moreover you turn in at
once. I can fix you up with all you want, and Barraclough shall bring your kit round before you’re awake.”
“But you haven’t got a bed, Raffles?”
“You shall have mine. I hardly ever go to bed—do I, Bunny?”
“I’ve seldom seen you there,” said I.
“But you were travelling all last night!”
“And straight through till this evening, and I sleep all the time in a train,” said Raffles. “I hardly opened an eye
all day; if I turned in tonight I shouldn’t get a wink.”
“Well, I shan’t either,” said the other hopelessly. “I’ve forgotten how to sleep!”
“Wait till I learn you!” said Raffles, and went into the inner room and lit it up.
“I’m terribly sorry about it all,” whispered young Garland, turning to me as though we were old friends now.
“And I’m sorry for you,” said I from my heart. “I know what it is.”
Garland was still staring when RafHes returned with a tiny bottle from which he was shaking little round black
things into his left palm.
“Clean sheets yawning for you, Teddy,” said he. “And now take two of these, and one more spot of whisky,
and you’ll be asleep in ten minutes.”
“What are they?”
“Somnol. The latest thing out, and quite the best.”
“But won’t they give me a frightful head?”
“Not a bit of it; you’ll be as right as rain ten minutes after you wake up. And you needn’t leave this before
eleven tomorrow morning, because you don’t want a knock at the nets, do you?”
“I ought to have one,” said Teddy seriously. But Raffles laughed him to scorn.
“They’re not playing you for runs, my man, and I shouldn’t run any risks with those hands. Remember all the
chances they’re going to lap up tomorrow, and all the byes they’ve not got to let!”
And RafHes had administered his opiate before the patient knew much more about it; next minute he was
shaking hands with me, and the minute after that RafHes went in to put out his light. He was gone some little
time; and I remember leaning out of the window in order not to overhear the conversation in the next room. The
night was nearly as fine as ever. The starry ceiling over the Albany Courtyard was only less beautifully blue than
when Raffles and I had come in a couple of hours ago.
The traffic in Piccadilly came as crisply to the ear as on a winter’s night of hard frost. It was a night of wine,
and sparkling wine, and the day at Lord’s must surely be a day of nectar. I could not help wondering whether any
man had ever played in the University match with such a load upon his soul as E. M. Garland was taking to his
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forced slumbers; and then whether any heavy-laden soul had ever hit upon two such brother confessors as Raffles
and myself!
3
Raffles was humming a snatch of something too choice for me to recognise when I drew in my head from the
glorious night. The folding-doors were shut, and the grandfather’s clock on one side of them made it almost
midnight. Raffles would not stop his tune for me, but he pointed to the syphon and decanter, and I replenished my
glass. He had a glass beside him also, which was less usual, but he did not sit down beside his glass; he was far
too fidgety for that; even bothering about a pair of pictures which had changed places under some zealous hand in
his absence, or rather two of Mr. Hollyer’s fine renderings of Watts and Burne-Jones of which I had never seen
RafHes take the slightest notice before. But it seemed that they must hang where he had hung them, and for once I
saw them hanging straight. The books had also suffered from good intentions; he gave them up with a shrug.
Archives and arcana he tested or examined, and so a good many minutes passed without a word.
But when he stole back into the inner room, after waiting a little at the folding-doors, there was still some faint
strain upon his lips; it was only when he returned, shutting the door none too quietly behind him, that he stopped
humming and spoke out with a grimmer face than he had worn all night.
“That boy’s in a bigger hole than he thinks. But we must pull him out between us before play begins. It’s one
clear call for us, Bunny!”
“Is it a bigger hole than you thought?” I asked, thinking myself of the conversation which I had managed not
to overhear.
“I don’t say that, Bunny, though I never should have dreamt of his old father being in one too. I own I can’t
understand that. They live in a regular country house in the middle of Kensington, and there are only the two of
them. But I’ve given Teddy my word not to go to the old man for the money, so it’s no use talking about it.”
But apparently it was what they had been talking about behind the folding-doors; it only surprised me to see
how much Raffles took it to heart.
“So you have made up your mind to raise the money elsewhere?”
“Before that lad in there opens his eyes.”
“Is he asleep already?”
“Like the dead,” said Raffles, dropping into his chair and drinking thoughtfully; “and so he will be till we wake
him up. It’s a ticklish experiment, Bunny, but even a splitting head for the first hour’s play is better than a
sleepless night; I’ve tried both, so I ought to know. I shouldn’t even wonder if he did himself more than justice
tomorrow; one often does when just less than fit; it takes off that dangerous edge of over-keenness which so often
cuts one’s own throat.”
“But what do you think of it all, A. J.?”
“Not so much worse than I let him think I thought.”
“But you must have been amazed?”
“I am past amazement at the worst thing the best of us ever does, and contrariwise of course. Your rich man
proves a pauper, and your honest man plays the knave; we’re all of us capable of every damned thing. But let us
thank our stars and Teddy’s that we got back just when we did.”
“Why at that moment?” Raffies produced the unfinished cheque, shook his head over it, and sent it fluttering
acrossto me.
“Was there ever such a childish attempt? They’d have kept him in the bank while they sent for the police. If
ever you want to play this game, Bunny, you must let me coach you up a bit.”
“But it was never one of your games, A. J.!”
“Only incidentally once or twice; it never appealed to me,” said Raffles, sending expanding circlets of smoke
to crown the girls on the Golden Stair that was no longer tilted in a leaning tower.
“No, Bunny, an occasional exeat at school is my modest record as a forger, though I admit that augured ill. Do
you remember how I left my cheque-book about on purpose for what’s happened? To be sinned against instead of
sinning, in all the papers, would have set one up as an honest man for life. I thought, God forgive me, of poor old
Barraclough or somebody of that kind. And to think it should be ‘the friend in whom my soul confided’! Not that
I ever did confide in him, Bunny, much as I love this lad.”
Despite the tense of that last statement, it was the old Raffles who was speaking now, the incisively cynical old
Raffies that I still knew the best, the Raffles of the impudent quotations and jaunty jeux d’ esprit. This Raffles
only meant half he said—but had generally done the other half! I met his mood by reminding him (out of his own
743

Whitaker) that the sun rose at 3.51, in case he thought of breaking in anywhere that night. I had the honour of
making Raffles smile.
“I did think of it, Bunny,” said he. “But here’s only one crib that we could crack in decency for this money;
and our Mr. Shylock’s is not the sort of city that Ccesar himself would have taken ex itinere. It’s a case for the
testudo and all the rest of it. You must remember that I’ve been there, Bunny; at least I’ve visited his ‘moving
tent,’ if one may jump from an ancient to an Ancient and Modern. And if that was as impregnable as I found it, his
permanent citadel must be perched upon the very rock of defence!”
“You must tell me about that, Raffles,” said I, tiring a little of his kaleidoscopic metaphors. Let him be as
allusive as he liked when there was no risky work on hand, and I was his lucky and delighted audience till all
hours of the night or morning. But for a deed of darkness I wanted fewer fireworks, a steadier light from his
intellectual lantern. And yet these were the very moments that inspired his pyrotechnic displays.
“Oh, I shall tell you all right,” said Raffles. “But just now the next few hours are of more imporance than the
last few weeks. Of course Shylock’s the man for our money; but knowing our tribesmen as I do, I think we had
better begin by borrowing it like simple Christians.”
“Then we have it to pay back again.”
“And that’s the psychological moment for raiding our ‘miser’s sunless coffers’—if he happens to have any. It
will give us time to find out.”
“But he doesn’t keep open office all night,” I objected.
“But he opens at nine o’clock in the morning,” said Raffies, “to catch the early stockbroker who would rather
be bled than hammered.”
“Who told you that?”
“Our Mrs. Shylock.”
“You must have made great friends with her?”
“More in pity than for the sake of secrets.”
“But you went where the secrets were?”
“And she gave them away wholesale.”
“She would,” I said, “to you.”
“She told me a lot about the impending libel action.”
“Shylock v. Fact ?”
“Yes; it’s coming on before the vacation, you know.”
“So I saw in some paper.”
“But you know what it’s all about, Bunny?”
“No, I don’t.”
“Another old rascal, the Maharajah of Hathipur, and his perfectly fabulous debts. It seems he’s been in our Mr.
Shylock’s clutches for years, but instead of taking his pound of flesh he’s always increasing the amount. Of course
that’s the whole duty of money-lenders, but now they say the figure runs well into six. No one has any sympathy
with that old heathen; he’s said to have been a pal of Nana's before the Mutiny, and in it up to the neck he only
saved by turning against his own lot in time; in any case it’s the pot and the kettle so far as moral colour is
concerned. But I believe it’s an actual fact that syndicates have been formed to buy up the black man’s debts and
take a reasonable interest, only the dirty white man always gets to windward of the syndicate. They’re on the
point of bringing it off, when old Levy inveigles the nigger into some new Oriental extravagance. Fact has
exposed the whole thing, and printed blackmailing letters which Shylock swears are forgeries. That’s both their
cases in a philippine! The leeches told the Jew he must do his Carlsbad this year before the case came on; and the
tremendous amount it’s going to cost may account for his dunning old clients the moment he gets back.”
“Then why should he lend to you?”
“I’m a new client, Bunny; that makes all the difference. Then we were very good pals out there.”
“But you and Mrs. Shylock were better still?”
“Unbeknowns, Bunny! She used to tell me her troubles when I lent her an arm and took due care to look a
martyr; my hunting friend had coarse metaphors about heavy-weights and the knacker’s yard.”
“And yet you came away with the poor soul’s necklace?”
Raffles was tapping the chronic cigarette on the table at his elbow; he stood up to light it, as one does stand up
to make the dramatic announcements of one’s life, and he spoke through the flame of the match as it rose and fell
between his puffs.
“No—Bunny—I did not!”
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“But you told me you won the Emerald Stakes!” I cried, jumping up in my turn.
“So I did, Bunny, but I gave them back again.”
“You gave yourself away to her, as she’d given him away to you?”
“Don’t be a fool, Bunny,” said Raffles, subsiding into his chair. “I can’t tell you the whole thing now, but here
are the main heads. They’re at the Savoy Hotel, in Carlsbad I mean. I go to Pupp’s. We meet. They stare. I come
out of my British shell as the humble hero of the affair at the other Savoy. I crab my hotel. They swear by theirs. I
go to see their rooms. I wait till I can get the very same thing immediately overhead on the second floor—where I
can even hear the old swine cursing her from under his mud-poultice! Both suites have balconies that might have
been made for me. Need I go on?”
“I wonder you weren’t suspected.”
“There’s no end to your capacity for wonder, Bunny. I took some sweet old rags with me on purpose, carefully
packed inside a decent suit, and I had the luck to pick up a foul old German cap that some peasant had cast off in
the woods. I only meant to leave it on them like a card; as it was—well, I was waiting for the best barber in the
place to open his shop next morning.”
“What had happened?”
“A whole actful of unrehearsed effects; that’s why I think twice before taking on old Shylock igain. I admire
him, Bunny, as a steely foeman. I look forward to another game with him on his own ground. But I must find out
the pace of the wicket before I put myself on.”
“I suppose you had tea with them, and all that 1ort of thing?”
“Gieshübler!” said Raffhles with a shudder. “But I made it last as long as tea, and thought I had located the
little green lamps before I took my leave. There was a japanned despatch box in one corner. ‘That’s the Emerald
Isle,’ I thought, ‘I’ll soon have it out of the sea. The old man won’t trust ’em to the old lady after what happened
in town.’ I needn’t tell you I knew they were there somewhere; he made her wear them even at the tragic travesty
of a Carlsbad hotel dinner.”
Raffles was forgetting to be laconic now. I believe he had forgotten the lad in the next room, and everything
else but the breathless battle that he was fighting over again for my benefit. He told me how he waited for a dark
night, and then slid down from his sitting-room balcony to the one below.
“And my emeralds were not in the japanned box after all;” and just as he had assured himself of the fact, the
folding-doors opened “as it might be these,” and there stood Dan Levy “in a suit of swagger silk pyjamas.”
“They gave me a sudden respect for him,” continued Raffles; “it struck me, for the first time, that mud baths
mightn’t be the only ones he ever took. His face was as evil as ever, but he was utterly unarmed, and I was not;
and yet there he stood and abused me like a pickpocket, as if there was no chance of my firing, and he didn’t care
whether I did or not. So I stuck my revolver nearly in his face, and pulled the hammer up and up. Good God,
Bunny, if I had pulled too hard! But that made him blink a bit, and I was jolly glad to let it down again.
“‘Out with those emeralds,’ says I in low German mugged up in case of need. Of course you realise that I was
absolutely unrecognisable, a low blackguard with a blackened face.
“‘I don’t know what you mean,’ says he, ‘and I’m damned if I care.’
“‘Das halsband,’ says I, which means the necklace.
“‘Go to hell,’ says he. But I struck myself and shook my head and then my fist at him and nodded. He laughed
in my face; and upon my soul we were at a deadlock. So I pointed to the clock and held up one finger.
“‘I’ve one minute to live, old girl,’ says he through the doors, ‘if this rotter has the guts to shoot, and I don’t
think he has. Why the hell don’t you get out the other way and alarm the ’ouse?’
“And that raised the siege, Bunny. In comes the old woman, as plucky as he was, and shoves the necklace into
my left hand. I longed to refuse it. I didn’t dare. And the old beast took her and shook her like a rat, until I covered
him again, and swore in German that if he showed himself on the balcony for the next two minutes he’d be ein
toter Englander! That was the other bit I’d got off pat; it was meant to mean ‘a dead Englishman.’ And I left the
fine old girl clinging on to him, instead of him to her!”
I emptied my lungs and my glass too. Raffies took a sip himself.
“But the rope was fixed to your balcony, A. J.?”
“But I began by fixing the other end to theirs, and the moment I was safely up I undid my end and dropped it
clear to the ground. They found it dangling all right when out they rushed together. Of course I’d picked the right
ball in the way.of nights; it was bone-dry as well as pitch-dark, and in five minutes I was helping the rest of the
hotel to search for impossible footprints on the gravel, and to stamp out any there might conceivably have been.”
“So nobody ever suspected you?”
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“Not a soul, I can safely say; I was the first my victims bored with the whole yarn.”
“Then why return the swag? It’s an old trick of yours, Raffles, but in a case like this, with a pig like that, I
confess I don’t see the point.”
“You forget the poor old lady, Bunny. She had a dog’s life before; after that the beans he gave her weren’t even
fit for a dog. I loved her for her pluck in standing up to him; it beat his hollow in standing up to me; there was
only one reward for her, and it was in my gift.”
“But how on earth did you manage that?”
“Not by public presentation, Bunny, nor yet by taking the old dame into my confidence more cuniculi!”
“I suppose you returned the necklace anonymously?”
“As a low-down German burglar would be sure to do! No, Bunny, I planted it in the woods where I knew it
would be found. And then I had to watch lest it was found by the wrong sort. But luckily Mr. Shylock had sprung
a substantial reward, and all came right in the end. He sent his doctor to blazes, and had a buck feed and lashings
on the night it was recovered. The hunting man and I were invited to the thanksgiving spread; but I wouldn’t
budge from the diet, and he was ashamed to unless I did. It made a coolness between us, and now I doubt if we
shall ever have that enormous dinner we used to talk about to celebrate our return from a living tomb.” But I was
not interested in that shadowy fox- hunter.
“Dan Levy’s a formidable brute to tackle,” said I at length, and none too buoyantly.
“That’s a very true observation, Bunny; it’s also exactly why I so looked forward to tackling him. It ought to be
the kind of conflict that the halfpenny press have learnt to call Homeric.”
“Are you thinking of tomorrow, or of when it comes to robbing Peter to pay Peter?”
“Excellent, Bunny!” cried Raffles, as though I had made a shot worthy of his willow. “How the small hours
brighten us up!” He drew the curtains and displayed a window like a child’s slate with the sashes ruled across it.
“You perceive how we have tired the stars with talking, and cleaned them from the sky! The mellifluous
Heraclitus can have been no sitter up o’nights, or his pal wouldn’t have boasted about tiring the sun by our
methods. What a lot the two old pets must have missed!”
“You haven’t answered my question,” said I resignedly. “Nor have you told me how you propose to go to work
to raise this money in the first instance.”
“If you like to light another Sullivan,” said Raffles, “and mix yourself another very small and final one, I can
tell you now, Bunny.”
And tell me he did. …
218.180 Excerpt from The House With The Green Shutters\fn{by George Douglas Brown (1869-1902)} Ochitree, East
Ayrshire, Scotland, United Kingdom (M) 10
1
The frowsy chamber-maid of the Red Lion had just finished washing the front door steps. She rose from her
stooping posture, and, being of slovenly habit. flung the water from her pail, straight out, without moving from
where she stood. The smooth round arch of the falling water glistened for a moment in mid-air. John Gourlay,
standing in front of his new house at the head of the brae,\fn{Hillside} could hear the swash of it when it fell. The
morning was of perfect stillness.
The hands of the clock across the Square were pointing to the hour of eight. They were yellow in the sun.
Blowsalinda, of the Red Lion, picked up the big bass\fn{Door-mat} that usually lay within the porch and, carrying
it clumsily against her breast, moved off round the corner of the public house, her petticoat gaping behind.
Halfway she met the ostler with whom she stopped in amorous dalliance. He said something to her, and she
laughed loudly and vacantly. The silly tee-hee echoed up the street.
A moment later a cloud of dust drifting round the corner, and floating white in the still air, showed that she was
pounding the bass against the end of the house. All over the little town the women of Barbie were equally busy
with their steps and door-mats. There was scarce a man to be seen either in the Square, at the top of which
Gourlay stood, or in the long street descending from its near corner. The men were at work; the children had not
yet appeared; the women were busy with their household cares.
The freshness of the air, the smoke rising thin and far above the red chimneys, the sunshine glistering on the
roofs and gables, the rosy clearness of everything beneath the dawn, above all the quietness and peace, made
Barbie, usually so poor to see, a very pleasant place to look down at on a summer morning. At this hour there was
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an unfamiliar delicacy in the familiar scene, a freshness and purity of aspect—almost an unearthliness—as though
you viewed it through a crystal dream.
But it was not the beauty of the hour that kept Gourlay musing at his gate. He was dead to the fairness of the
scene, even while the fact of its presence there before him wove most subtly with his mood. He smoked in silent
enjoyment because on a morning such as this, everything he saw was a delicate flattery to his pride. At the
beginning of a new day to look down on the petty burgh in which he was the greatest man, filled all his being with
a consciousness of importance. His sense of prosperity was soothing and pervasive; he felt it all round him like
the pleasant air, as real as that and as subtle; bathing him, caressing. It was the most secret and intimate joy of his
life to go out and smoke on summer mornings by his big gate, musing over Barbie ere he possessed it with his
merchandise.
He had growled at the quarry carters for being late in setting out this morning (for like most resolute dullards
he was sternly methodical), but in his heart he was secretly pleased. The needs of his business were so various that
his men could rarely start at the same hour, and in the same direction. Today, however, because of the delay, all his
carts would go streaming through the town together, and that brave pomp would be a slap in the face to his
enemies.
“I’ll show them,” he thought, proudly.
“Them” was the town-folk, and what he would show them was what a big man he was. For, like most scorners
of the world’s opinion, Gourlay was its slave, and showed his subjection to the popular estimate by his anxiety to
flout it. He was not great enough for the carelessness of perfect scorn.
Through the big green gate behind him came the sound of carts being loaded for the day. A horse, weary of
standing idle between the shafts, kicked ceaselessly and steadily against the ground with one impatient hinder
foot, clink, clink, clink upon the paved yard.
“Easy, damn ye; ye’ll smash the bricks” came a voice. Then there was the smart slap of an open hand on a
sleek neck, a quick start, and the rattle of chains as the horse quivered to the blow.
“Run a white tarpaulin across the cheese, Jock, to keep them frae melting in the heat,” came another voice.
“And canny on the top there wi’ thae big feet o’ yours; d’ye think a cheese was made for you to dance on wi’ your
mighty brogues?” Then the voice sank to the hoarse warning whisper of impatience; loudish in anxiety, yet
throaty from fear of being heard.
“Hurry up, man—hurry up, or he’ll be down on us like bleezes for being so late in getting off!”
Gourlay smiled, grimly, and a black gleam shot from his eye as he glanced round to the gate and caught the
words. His men did not know he could hear them.
The clock across the Square struck the hour, eight soft slow strokes, that melted away in the beauty of the
morning. Five minutes passed. Gourlay turned his head to listen, but no further sound came from the yard. He
walked to the green gate, his slippers making no noise.
Are ye sleeping, my pretty men?” he said, softly … “Eih?” The “Eih” leapt like a sword, with a slicing
sharpness in its tone, that made it a sinister contrast to the first sweet question to his “pretty men”.
“Eih?” he said again, and stared with open mouth and fierce dark eyes,
“Hurry up, Peter,” whispered the gaffer, “hurry up, for Godsake. He has the black glower in his e’en.”
“Ready, sir; ready now!” cried Peter Riney, running out to open the other half of the gate. Peter was a wizened
little man, with a sandy fringe of beard beneath his chin, a wart on the end of his long, slanting-out nose, light
blue eyes, and bushy eyebrows of a reddish gray. The bearded red brows, close above the pale blueness of his
eyes, made them more vivid by contrast; they were like pools of blue light amid the brownness of his face. Peter
always ran about his work with eager alacrity. A simple and willing old man, he affected the quick readiness of
youth to atone for his insignificance.
“Hup horse; hup then!” cried courageous Peter, walking backwards with curved body through the gate, and
tugging at the reins of a horse the feet of which struck sparks from the paved ground as they stressed painfully on
edge to get weigh on the great wagon behind. The cart rolled through, then another, and another, till twelve of
them had passed. Gourlay stood aside to watch them. All the horses were brown; “he makes a point of that,” the
neighbours would have told you. As each horse passed the gate the driver left its head, and took his place by the
wheel, cracking his whip, with many a “hup horse; yean horse; woa lad; steady!”
In a dull little country town the passing of a single cart is an event, and a gig is followed with the eye till it
disappears. Anything is welcome that breaks the long monotony of the hours, and suggests a topic for the
evening’s talk.
“Any news?” a body will gravely enquire.
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“Ou aye,” another will answer with equal gravity, “I saw Kennedy’s gig going past in the forenoon.”
“Aye, man, where would he be off till? He’s owre often in his gig, I’m thinking—” and then Kennedy and his
affairs will last them till bedtime.
Thus the appearance of Gourlay’s carts woke Barbie from its morning lethargy. The smith came out in his
leather apron, shoving back, as he gazed, the grimy cap from his white-sweating brow; bowed old men stood in
front of their doorways, leaning with one hand on short trembling staffs, while the slaver slid unheeded along the
cutties which the left hand held to their toothless mouths; white-mutched grannies were keeking past the jambs;
an early urchin, standing wide-legged to stare, waved his cap and shouted, “Hooray!”—and all because John
Gourlay’s carts were setting off upon their morning rounds, a brave procession for a single town! Gourlay,
standing great-shouldered in the middle of the road, took in every detail, devoured it grimly as a homage to his
pride.
“Hal hat ye dogs,” said the soul within him.
Past the pillar of the Red Lion door he could see a white peep of the landlord’s waistcoat—though the rest of
the mountainous man was hidden deep within his porch. (On summer mornings the vast totality of the landlord
was always inferential to the town from the tiny white peep of him revealed.) Even fat Simpson had waddled to
the door to see the carts going past. It was fat Simpson—might the Universe blast his adipose—who had once
tried to infringe Gourlay’s monopoly as the sole carrier in Barbie. There had been a rush to him at first, but
Gourlay set his teeth and drove him off the road, carrying stuff for nothing till Simpson had nothing to carry, so
that the local wit suggested “a wee parcel in a big cart” as a new sign for his hotel. The twelve browns prancing
past would be a pill to Simpson! There was no smile about Gourlay’s mouth—a fiercer glower was the only sign
of his pride—but it put a bloom on his morning, he felt, to see the suggestive round of Simpson’s waistcoat, down
yonder at the porch. Simpson, the swine! He had made short work o’ him!
Ere the last of the carts had issued from the yard at the House with the Green Shutters the foremost was
already near the Red Lion. Gourlay swore beneath his breath when Miss Toddle—described in the local records as
“a spinster of independent means”—came fluttering out with a silly little parcel to accost one of the carriers. Did
the auld fool mean to stop Andy Gow about her petty affairs—and thus break the line of carts on the only morning
they had ever been able to go down the brae together?
But no. Andy tossed her parcel carelessly up among his other packages, and left her bawling instructions from
the gutter, with a portentous shaking of her corkscrew curls. Gourlay’s men took their cue from their master, and
were contemptuous of Barbie, most unchivalrous scorners of its old maids.
Gourlay was pleased with Andy for snubbing Sandy Toddle’s sister. When he and Elshie Hogg reached the
cross they would have to break off from the rest to complete their loads, but they had been down Main Street over
night as usual picking up their commissions, and until they reached the Bend o’ the Brae it was unlikely that any
business should arrest them now. Gourlay hoped that it might be so, and he had his desire, for, with the exception
of Miss Toddle, no customer appeared. The teams went slowly down the steep side of the Square in an unbroken
line, and slowly down the street leading from its near corner. On the slope the horses were unable to go fast—
being forced to stell themselves back against the heavy propulsion of the carts behind; and thus the procession
endured for a length of time worthy its surpassing greatness.
When it disappeared round the Bend o’ the Brae the watching bodies disappeared too; the event of the day had
passed and vacancy resumed her reign. The street and the Square lay empty to the morning sun. Gourlay alone
stood idly at his gate, lapped in his own satisfaction.
It had been a big morning, he felt. It was the first time for many a year that all his men, quarry-men and
carriers, carters of cheese and carters of grain, had led their teams down the brae together in the full view of his
rivals.
“I hope they liked it” he thought, and he nodded several times at the town beneath his feet, with a slow up and
down motion of the head, like a man nodding grimly to his beaten enemy. It was as if he said,
“See what I have done to ye!”
2
Only a man of Gourlay’s brute force of character could have kept all the carrying trade of Barbie in his own
hands. Even in these days of railways, nearly every parish has a pair of carriers at the least, journeying once or
twice a week to the nearest town. In the days when Gourlay was the great man of Barbie, railways were only
beginning to thrust themselves among the quiet hills, and the bulk of inland commerce was still being drawn by
horses along the country roads. Yet Gourlay was the only carrier in the town. The wonder is diminished when we
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remember that it had been a decaying burgh for thirty years, and that its trade, at the best of times, was of meagre
volume. Even so, it was astonishing that he should be the only carrier. If you asked the natives how he did it,
“Ou,” they said, “he makes the one hand wash the other, doan’t ye know?”—meaning thereby that he had so
many horses travelling on his own business, that he could afford to carry other people’s goods at rates that must
cripple his rivals.
“But that’s very stupid, surely,” said a visitor once, who thought of entering into competition. “It’s cutting off
his nose to spite his face! Why is he so anxious to be the only carrier in Barbie that he carries stuff for next to
noathing the moment another man tries to work the roads? It’s a daft-like thing to do!”
“To be sure is’t, to be sure is’t! Just the stupeedity o’ spite! Oh, there are times when Gourlay makes little or
noathing from the carrying; but then, ye see, it gies him a fine chance to annoy folk! If you ask him to bring ye
ocht, ‘Oh,’ he growls, ‘I’ll see if it suits my own convenience.’ And ye have to be content. He has made so much
money of late that the pride of him’s not to be endured.”
It was not the insolence of sudden wealth however that made Gourlay haughty to his neighbours; it was a
repressiveness natural to the man and a fierce contempt of their scoffing envy. But it was true that he had made
large sums of money during recent years. From his father (who had risen in the world) he inherited a fine trade in
cheese; also the carrying to Skeighan on the one side and Fleckie on the other. When he married Miss Richmond
of Tenshillingland, he started as a corn broker with the snug dowry that she brought him. Then, greatly to his own
benefit, he succeeded in establishing a valuable connection with Templandmuir.
It was partly by sheer impact of character that Gourlay obtained his ascendancy over hearty and careless
Templandmuir, and partly by a bluff joviality which he—so little cunning in other things—knew to affect among
the petty lairds. The man you saw trying to be jocose with Templandmuir, was a very different being from the
autocrat who “downed” his fellows in the town. It was all “How are ye the day, Templandmuir?” and “How d’ye
doo-oo, Mr Gourlay?” and the immediate production of the big decanter.
More than ten years ago now, Templandmuir gave this fine dour upstanding friend of his a twelve-year
tack\fn{Lease} of the Red Quarry—and that was the making of Gourlay. The quarry yielded the best building stone
in a circuit of thirty miles, easy to work and hard against wind and weather. When the main line went north
through Skeighan and Poltandie, there was a great deal of building on the far side, and Gourlay simply coined the
money. He could not have exhausted the quarry had he tried—he would have had to howk down a hill—but he
took thousands of loads from it for the Skeighan folk; and the commission he paid the laird on each was
ridiculously small. He built wooden stables out on Templandmuir’s estate—the Templar had seven hundred acres
of hill land—and it was there the quarry horses generally stood. It was only rarely—once in two years, perhaps—
that they came into the House with the Green Shutters. Last Saturday they had brought several loads of stuff for
Gourlay’s own use; and that is why they were present at the great procession on the Monday following.
It was their feeling that Gourlay’s success was out of all proportion to his merits that made other great-men-ina-small-way so bitter against him. They were an able lot, and scarce one but possessed fifty times his weight of
brain. Yet he had the big way of doing, though most of them were well enough to pass. Had they not been aware
of his stupidity they would never have minded his triumphs in the countryside, but they felt it with a sense of
personal defeat that he—the donkey, as they thought him—should scoop every chance that was going, and leave
them, the long-headed ones, still muddling in their old concerns. They consoled themselves with sneers, he
retorted with brutal scorn, and the feud kept increasing between them.
They were standing at the Cross, to enjoy their Saturday at e’en, when Gourlay’s “quarries”—as the quarry
horses had been named—came through the town last week-end. There were groups of bodies in the streets,
washed from toil to enjoy the quiet air; dandering slowly or gossiping at ease; and they all turned to watch the
quarriers stepping bravely up, their heads tossing to the hill. The big-men-in-a-small-way glowered and said
nothing.
“I wouldn’t mind,” said Sandy Toddle at last, “I wouldn’t mind if he weren’t such a demned ess!”
“Ess?” said the Deacon unpleasantly. He puckered his brow and blinked, pretending not to understand.
“Oh, a cuddy,\fn{Stupid fool} ye know,” said Toddle, colouring.
“Gourlay’th stupid enough,” lisped the Deacon. 'We all know that. But there’th one thing to be said on hith
behalf. He’s not such a ‘demned ess’ as to try and thpeak fancy English!”
When the Deacon was not afraid of a man he stabbed him straight. When he was afraid of him he stabbed him
on the sly. He was annoyed by the passing of Gourlay’s carts, and he took it out of Sandy Toddle.
“It’s extr’ornar!” blurted the Provost (who was a man of brosey speech, large-mouthed and fat of utterance).
“It’s extr’ornar. Yass; it’s extr’ornar! I mean the luck of that man—for gumption he has noan. Noan whatever! But
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if the railway came hereaway I wager Gourlay would go down,” he added, less in certainty of knowledge than as
prophet of the thing desired. “I wager he’d go down, sirs.”
“Likely enough,” said Sandy Toddle; “he wouldn’t be quick enough to jump at the new way of doing.”
“Moar than that!” cried the Provost, spite sharpening his insight, “moar than that! He’d be owre dour to
abandon the auld way. I’m talling ye. He would just be left entirely! It’s only those, like myself, who approach
him on the town’s affairs that know the full extent of his stupeedity.”
“Oh, he’s a ‘demned ess’,” said the Deacon, rubbing it into Toddle and Gourlay at the same time.
“A-ah, but then, ye see, he has the abeelity that comes from character,” said Johnny Coe, who was a sage
philosopher. “For there are two kinds of abeelity, don’t ye understaand? There’s a scattered abeelity that’s of no
use! Auld Randie Donaldson was good at fifty different things, and he died in the poorhouse! There’s a dour kind
of abeelity, though, that has no cleverness, but just gangs tramping on; and that’s—”
“The easiest beaten by a flank attack,” said the Deacon, snubbing him.
3
With the sudden start of a man roused from a daydream Gourlay turned from the green gate and entered the
yard. Jock Gilmour, the “orra” man, was washing down the legs of a horse beside the trough. It was Gourlay’s
own cob, which he used for driving round the countryside. It was a black—Gourlay “made a point” of driving
with a black.
“The brown for sturdiness, the black for speed,” he would say, making a maxim of his whim to give it the
sanction of a higher law.
Gilmour was in a wild temper because he had been forced to get up at five o’clock in order to turn several
hundred cheeses, to prevent them bulging out of shape owing to the heat, and so becoming cracked and spoiled.
He did not raise his head at his master’s approach. And his head being bent, the eye was attracted to a patent
leather collar which he wore, glazed with black and red stripes. It is a collar much affected by ploughmen,
because a dip in the horse-trough once a month suffices for its washing. Between the striped collar and his hair (as
he stooped) the sunburned redness of his neck struck the eye vividly—the cropped fair hairs on it showing whitish
on the red skin.
The horse quivered as the cold water swashed about its legs, and turned playfully to bite its groom. Gilmour,
still stooping, dug his elbow up beneath its ribs. The animal wheeled in anger, but Gilmour ran to its head with
most manful blasphemy and led it to the stable door. The off hind leg was still unwashed.
“Has the horse but the three legs?” said Gourlay suavely. Gilmour brought the horse back to the trough,
muttering sullenly.
“Were ye saying anything?” said Gourlay. “Eih?”
Gilmour sulked out and said nothing; and his master smiled grimly at the sudden redness that swelled his neck
and ears to the verge of bursting.
A boy standing in his shirt and trousers at an open window of the house above, had looked down at the scene
with craning interest—big-eyed. He had been alive to every turn and phase of it—the horse’s quiver of delight and
fear, his skittishness, the groom’s ill-temper, and Gourlay’s grinding will. Eh, but his father was a caution! How
easy he had downed Jock Gilmour! The boy was afraid of his father himself, but he liked to see him send other
folk to the right about. For he was John Gourlay, too. Hokey, but his father could down them!
Mr. Gourlay passed on to the inner yard which was close to the scullery door. The paved little court, within its
high wooden walls, was curiously fresh and clean. A cock-pigeon strutted round, puffing his gleaming breast L
and rooketty-cooing in the sun. Large clear drops fell slowly from the spout of a wooden pump, and splashed upon
a flat stone. The place seemed to enfold the stillness. There was a sense of inclusion and peace.
There is a distinct pleasure to the eye in a quiet brick court where everything is fresh and prim; in sunny
weather you can lounge in a room and watch it through an open door, in a kind of lazy dream. The boy, standing
at the window above to let the fresh air blow round his neck, was alive to that pleasure: he was intensely
conscious of the pigeon swelling in its bravery, of the clean yard, the dripping pump, and the great stillness.
His father on the step beneath had a different pleasure in the sight. The fresh indolence of morning was round
him too, but it was more than that that kept him gazing in idle happiness. He was delighting in the sense of his
own property around him, the most substantial pleasure possible to a man. His feeling, deep though it was, was
quite vague and inarticulate.
If you had asked Gourlay what he was thinking of he could not have told you, even if he had been willing to
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answer you civilly—which is most unlikely. Yet his whole being, physical and mental (physical, indeed, rather
than mental), was surcharged with the feeling that the fine buildings around him were his, that he had won them
by his own effort and built them large and significant before the world. He was lapped in the thought of it.
All men are suffused with that quiet pride in looking at the houses and lands which they have won by their
endeavours—in looking at the houses more than at the lands, for the house which a man has built seems to
express his character and stand for him before the world, as a sign of his success. It is more personal than cold
acres, stamped with an individuality. All men know that soothing pride in the contemplation of their own property.
But in Gourlay’s sense of property there was another element, an element peculiar to itself, which endowed it
with its warmest glow. Conscious always that he was at a disadvantage among his cleverer neighbours, who could
achieve a civic eminence denied to him, he felt nevertheless that there was one means, a material means, by which
he could hold his own and reassert himself: by the bravery of his business, namely, and all the appointments
thereof—among which his dwelling was the chief. That was why he had spent so much money on the House. That
was why he had such keen delight in surveying it. Every time he looked at the place he had a sense of triumph
over what he knew in his bones to be an adverse public opinion. There was anger in his pleasure, and the pleasure
that is mixed with anger often gives the keenest thrill. It is the delight of triumph in spite of opposition. Gourlay’s
house was a material expression of that delight, stood for it in stone and lime.
It was not that he reasoned deliberately when he built the house. But every improvement that he made—and he
was always spending money on improvements—had for its secret motive a more or less vague desire to score of
fhis rivals.
“That’ll be a slap in the face to the Provost!” he smiled, when he planted his great mound of shrubs. “There’s
noathing like that about the Provost’s! Ha, ha!”
Encased as he was in his hard and insensitive nature he was not the man who in new surroundings would be
quick to every whisper of opinion. But he had been born and bred in Barbie, and he knew his townsmen—oh, yes,
he knew them. He knew they laughed because he had no gift of the gab, and could never be Provost, or Bailie, or
Elder—or even Chairman of the Gasworks! Oh, verra well, verra well; let Connal and Brodie and Allardyce have
the talk, and manage the town’s affairs (he was damned if they should manage his!)—he, for his part, preferred
the substantial reality. He could never aspire to the Provostship, but a man with a house like that, he was fain to
think, could afford to do without it.
Oh, yes; he was of opinion he could do without it! It had run him short of cash to build the place so big and
braw, but, Lord! it was worth it. There wasn’t a man in the town who had such accommodation!
And so, gradually, his dwelling had come to be a passion of Gourlay’s life. It was a by-word in the place that if
ever his ghost was seen, it would be haunting the House with the Green Shutters. Deacon Allardyce, trying to
make a phrase with him, once quoted the saying in his presence.
“Likely enough!” said Gourlay. “It’s only reasonable I should prefer my own house to you rabble in the
graveyard!”
Both in appearance and position the house was a worthy counterpart of its owner. It was a substantial two-story
dwelling, planted firm and gawcey on a little natural terrace that projected a considerable distance into the Square.
At the foot of the steep little bank shelving to the terrace ran a stone wall, of no great height, and the iron railings
it uplifted were no higher than the sward within. Thus the whole house was bare to the view from the ground up,
nothing in front to screen its admirable qualities. From each corner, behind, flanking walls went out to the right
and left, and hid the yard and the granaries. In front of these walls the dwelling seemed to thrust itself out for
notice. It took the eye of a stranger the moment he entered the Square—“Whose place is that?” was his natural
question.
A house that challenges regard in that way should have a gallant bravery in its look; if its aspect be mean, its
assertive position but directs the eye to its infirmities. There is something pathetic about a tall, cold, barn-like
house set high upon a brae; it cannot hide its naked shame; it thrusts its ugliness dumbly on your notice, a
manifest blotch upon the world, a place for the winds to whistle round.
But Gourlay’s house was worthy its commanding station. A little dour and blunt in the outlines like Gourlay
himself, it drew and satisfied your eye as he did.
And its position, ‘cockit up there on the brae’,” made it the theme of constant remark, to men because of the
tyrant who owned it, and to women because of the poor woman who mismanaged its affairs.
“Deed, I don’t wonder that gurly Gourlay, as they ca’ him, has an ill temper,” said the gossips gathered at the
pump, with their big bare arms akimbo; “whatever led him to marry that dishclout of a woman clean beats me! I
never could make head nor tail o’t!”
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As for the men, they twisted every item about Gourlay and his domicile into fresh matter of assailment.
“What’s the news?” asked one, returning from a long absence—to whom the smith, after smoking in silence
for five minutes, said,
“Gourlay has got new rones!”\fn{Waterspouts; for carrying off rainwater from the roof of a house}
“Ha—aye, man, Gourlay has got new rones!' buzzed the visitor, and then their eyes, diminished in mirth,
twinkled at each other from out their ruddy wrinkles, as if wit had volleyed between them. In short, the House
with the Green Shutters was on every tongue—and with a scoff in the voice if possible.
4
Gourlay went swiftly to the kitchen from the inner yard.. He had stood so long in silence on the step, and his
coming was so noiseless, that he surprised a long thin trollop of a woman, with a long thin scraggy neck, seated
by the slatternly table, and busy with a frowsy paper-covered volume, over which her head was bent in intent
perusal.
“At your novelles?” said he. “Aye, woman; will it be a good story?”
She rose in a nervous flutter when she saw him; yet needlessly shrill in her defence, because she was angry at
detection.
“Ah, well!” she cried, in weary petulance, “it’s an unco thing if a body’s not to have a moment’s rest after such
a morning’s darg. I just sat down wi’ the book for a little, till John should come till his breakfast!”
“So?” said Gourlay. “God ayel” he went on, “you’re making a nice job of him. He’ll be a credit to the House,
Oh, it’s right, no doubt, that you should neglect your work till he consents to rise.”
“Eh, the puir la-amb,” she protested, dwelling on the vowels in fatuous maternal love. “The bairn’s wearied,
man! He’s ainything but strong, and the schooling’s owre sore on him.”
“Poor lamb, atweel,” said Gourlay. “It was a muckle sheep that dropped him.”
It was Gourlay’s pride in his house that made him harsher to his wife than others, since her sluttishness was a
constant offence to the order in which he loved to have his dear possessions.. He, for his part, liked everything
precise. His claw-toed hammer always hung by the head on a couple of nails close together near the big clock; his
gun always lay across a pair of wooden pegs, projecting from the brown rafters. just above the hearth. His bigotry
in trifles expressed his character. Strong men of a mean understanding often deliberately assume, and passionately
defend, peculiarities of no importance, because they have nothing else to get a repute for.
“No, no,” said Gourlay; “you’ll never see a brown cob in my gig—I wouldn’t take one in a present!”
He was full of such fads, and nothing should persuade him to alter the crotchets, which, for want of something
better, he made the marks of his dour character. He had worked them up as part of his personality, and his pride of
personality was such that he would never consent to change them. Hence the burly and gurly man was prim as an
old maid with regard to his belongings.
Yet his wife was continually infringing the order on which he set his heart. He went forward to the big clock to
look for his hammer, it was sure to be gone—the two bright nails staring at him vacantly.
“Oh,” she would say in weary complaint, “I just took it to break a wheen coals”;—and he would find it in the
coal-hole, greasy and grimy finger-marks engrained on the handle which he loved to keep so smooth and clean.
Innumerable her offences of the kind. Independent of these, the sight of her general incompetence filled him with
a seething rage, which found vent not in lengthy tirades but the smooth venom of his tongue. Let him keep the
outside of the House never so spick and span, inside was awry with her untidiness.
She was unworthy of the House with the Green Shutters—that was the gist of it. Every time he set eyes on the
poor trollop, the fresh perception of her incompetence which the sudden sight of her flashed, as she trailed
aimlessly about, seemed to fatten his rage and give a coarser birr to his tongue.
Mrs. Gourlay had only four people to look after, her husband, her two children, and Jock Gilmour, the orra
man. And the wife of Drucken Wabster—who had to go charing because she was the wife of Drucken Wabster—
came in every day, and all day long, to help her with the work. Yet the house was always in confusion. Mrs.
Gourlay had asked for another servant, but Gourlay would not allow that; “one’s enough,” said he, and what he
once laid down, he never went back on. Mrs. Gourlay had to muddle along as best she could, and having no
strength either of mind or body, she let things drift and took refuge in reading silly fiction.
As Gourlay shoved his feet into his boots, and stamped to make them easy, he glowered at the kitchen from
under his heavy brows with a huge disgust. The table was littered with unwashed dishes, and on the corner of it
next him was a great black sloppy ring, showing where a wet saucepan had been laid upon the bare board. The
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sun streamed through the window in yellow heat right on to a pat of melting butter. There was a basin of dirty
water beneath the table, with the dishcloth slopping over on the ground.
“It’s a tidy house!” said he.
“Ach well,” she cried, “you and your kitchen-range! It was that that did it! The masons could have redd out the
fireplace to make room for’t in the afternoon before it comes hame. They could have done’t brawly, but ye
wouldna hear o’t—oh, no—ye bude to have the whole place gutted out yestreen. I had to boil everything on the
parlour fire this morning—no wonder I’m a little tousy!'
The old-fashioned kitchen grate had been removed and the jambs had been widened on each side of the
fireplace; it yawned, empty and cold. A little rubble of mortar, newly dried, lay about the bottom of the square
recess. The sight of the crude, unfamiliar scraps of dropped lime in the gaping place where warmth should have
been, increased the discomfort of the kitchen.
“Oh, that’s it!” said Gourlay. “I see! It was want of the fireplace that kept ye from washing the dishes that we
used yestreen. That was terrible! However, ye’ll have plenty of boiling water when I put in the grand new range
for ye; there winna be its equal in the parish! We’ll maybe have a clean house than.”
Mrs. Gourlay leaned, with the outspread thumb and red raw knuckles of her right hand, on the sloppy table,
and gazed away through the back window of the kitchen in a kind of mournful vacancy. Always when her first
complaining defence had failed to turn aside her husband's tongue, her mind became a blank beneath his heavy
sarcasms, and sought refuge by drifting far away. She would fix her eyes on the distance in dreary contemplation,
and her mind would follow her eyes. in a vacant and wistful regard. The preoccupation of her mournful gaze
enabled her to meet her husband’s sneers with a kind of numb unheeding acquiescence. She scarcely heard them.
Her head hung a little to one side as if too heavy for her wilting neck. Her hair, of a dry red brown, curved low
on either side of her brow, in a thick untidy mass, to her almost transparent ears. As she gazed in weary and dreary
absorption her lips had fallen heavy and relaxed, in unison with her mood; and through her open mouth her
breathing was quick, and short, and noiseless. She wore no stays, and her slack cotton blouse showed the flatness
of her bosom, and the faint outlines of her withered and pendulous breasts hanging low within.
There was something tragic in her pose, as she stood, sad and abstracted, by the dirty table. She was scraggy
helplessness, staring in sorrowful vacancy. But Gourlay eyed her with disgust—why, by Heaven, even now her
petticoat was gaping behind, worse than the sloven’s at the Red Lion. She was a pr-r-retty wife for John Gourlay!
The sight of her feebleness would have roused pity in some; Gourlay it moved to a steady and seething rage. As
she stood helpless before him he stung her with crude, brief irony.
Yet he was not wilfully cruel; only a stupid man with a strong character, in which he took a dogged pride.
Stupidity and pride provoked the brute in him. He was so dull—only dull is hardly the word for a man of his
smouldering fire—he was so dour of wit that he could never hope to distinguish himself by anything in the shape
of cleverness. Yet so resolute a man must make the strong personality of which he was proud, tell in some way.
How, then, should he assert his superiority and hold his own? Only by affecting a brutal scorn of everything said
and done unless it was said and done by John Gourlay.
His lack of understanding made his affectation of contempt the easier. A man can never sneer at a thing which
he really understands. Gourlay, understanding nothing, was able to sneer at everything.
“Hah! I don’t understand that; it’s damned nonsense!”—that was his attitude to life. If that had been an
utterance of Shakespeare or Napoleon it would have made no difference to John Gourlay. It would have been
damned nonsense just the same. And he would have told them so, if he had met them.”
The man had made dogged scorn a principle of life to maintain himself, at the height which his courage
warranted. His thickness of wit was never a bar to the success of his irony. For the irony of the ignorant Scot is
rarely the outcome of intellectual qualities. It depends on a falsetto voice and the use of a recognized number of
catchwords. “Dee-ee-ar me, dee-ee-ar me”; “Just so-a, just so-a”; “Im-phm!”; “D’ye tell me that?”; “Wonderful,
serr, wonderful”; “Ah, well, may-ay-be, may-ay-be”,—these be words of potent irony when uttered with a certain
birr.
Long practice had made Gourlay an adept in their use. He never spoke to those he despised or disliked, without
“the birr”. Not that he was voluble of speech; he wasn’t clever enough for lengthy abuse. He said little and his
voice was low, but every word from the hard, clean lips was a stab. And often his silence was more withering than
any utterance. It struck life like a black frost.
In those early days, to be sure, Gourlay had less occasion for the use of his crude but potent irony, since the
sense of his material well-being warmed him and made him less bitter to the world. To the substantial farmers and
petty squires around he was civil, even hearty, in his manner—unless they offended him. For they belonged to the
753

close corporation of “bien men”, and his familiarity with them was a proof to the world of his greatness. Others,
again, were far too far beneath him already for him to “down” them.
He reserved his jibes for his immediate foes, the assertive bodies his rivals in the town—and for his wife, who
was a constant eyesore. As for her, he had baited the poor woman so long that it had become a habit; he never
spoke to her without a sneer.
“Aye, where have you been stravaiging to?” he would drawl, and if she answered meekly, “I was taking a
dander to the linn owre-bye,”
“The linn!” he would take her up; “ye had a heap to do to gang there; your Bible would fit you better on a
bonny Sabbath afternune!” Or it might be;
“What’s that you’re burying your nose in now?” and if she faltered, “It’s the Bible,”
“Hi!” he would laugh, “you’re turning godly in your auld age. Weel, I’m no saying but it’s time.”
“Where’s Janet?” he demanded, stamping his boots once more, now he had them laced.
“Eh?” said his wife vaguely, turning her eyes from the window. “Wha-at?”
“Ye’re not turning deaf, I hope. I was asking ye where Janet was.”
“I sent her down to Scott’s for a can o’ milk,” she answered him wearily.
“No doubt ye had to send her,” said he. “What ails the lamb that ye couldna send him? Eh?”
“Oh, she was about when I wanted the milk, and she volunteered to gang. Man, it seems I never do a thing to
please ye! What harm will it do her to run for a drop milk?”
“Noan,” he said gravely, “noan. And it’s right, no doubt, that her brother should still be a-bed—oh, it’s right
that he should get the privilege—seeing he’s the eldest!”
Mrs. Gourlay was what the Scotch call “browdened\fn{A Scot devoted to his children is said to be “browdened on his
bairns”} on her boy”. In spite of her slack grasp on life—perhaps, because of it—she clung with a tenacious
fondness to him. He was all she had, for Janet was a thowless\fn{Weak, useless} thing, too like her mother for her
mother to like her. And Gourlay had discovered that it was one way of getting at his wife to be hard upon the
thing she loved. In his desire to nag and annoy her, he adopted a manner of hardness and repression to his son—
which became permanent. He was always “down” on John. The more so because Janet was his own favourite—
perhaps, again, because her mother seemed to neglect her.
Janet was a very unlovely child, with a long tallowy face and a pimply brow, over which a stiff fringe of
whitish hair came down almost to her staring eyes, the eyes themselves being large, pale blue, and saucer-like,
with a great margin of unhealthy white. But Gourlay, though he never petted her, had a silent satisfaction in his
daughter. He took her about with him in the gig, on Saturday afternoons, when he went to buy cheese and grain at
the outlying farms. And he fed her rabbits when she had the fever. It was a curious sight to see the dour silent man
mixing oatmeal and wet tea-leaves in a saucer at the dirty kitchen-table, and then marching off to the hutch, with
the ridiculous dish in his hand, to feed his daughter’s pets.
*
A sudden yell of pain and alarm rang through the kitchen. It came from the outer yard.
When the boy, peering from the window above, saw his father disappear through the scullery door, he stole
out. The coast was clear at last.
He passed through to the outer yard, Jock Gilmour had been dashing water on the paved floor, and was now
sweeping it out with a great whalebone besom. The hissing whalebone sent a splatter of dirty drops showering in
front of it. John set his bare feet wide (he was only in his shirt and knickers) and eyed the man whom his father
had “downed” with a kind of silent swagger. He felt superior. His pose was instinct with the feeling: “My father is
your master, and ye daurna stand up till him.” Children of masterful sires often display that attitude towards
dependants. The feeling is not the less real for being subconscious.
Jock Gilmour was still seething with a dour anger because Gourlay’s quiet will had ground him to the task.
When John came out and stood there, he felt tempted to vent on him, the spite he felt against his father. The subtle
suggestion of criticism and superiority in the boy’s pose intensified the wish. Not that Gilmour acted from
deliberate malice: his irritation was instinctive. Our wrath against those whom we fear is generally wreaked upon
those whom we don’t.
John, with his hands in his pockets, strutted across the yard, still watching Gilmour with that silent offensive
look. He came into the path of the whalebone.
“Get out, you smeowt!”\fn{Small, insignificant person; literally, a small salmon or trout } cried Gilmour, and with a
vicious shove of the brush he sent a shower of dirty drops spattering about the boy’s bare legs.
“Hallo you! what are ye after?” bawled the boy. “Don’t you try that on again, I’m telling ye. What are you,
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onyway. Ye’re just a servant. Hay-ay-ay, my man, my faither’s the boy for ye. He can put ye in your place.”
Gilmour made to go at him with the head of the whalebone besom. John stooped and picked up the wet lump
of cloth with which Gilmour had been washing down the horse’s legs.
“Would ye?” said Gilmour, threateningly.
“Would I no?” said John, the wet lump poised for throwing, level with his shoulder.
But he did not throw it for all his defiant air. He hesitated. He would have liked to slash it into Gilmour’s face,
but a swift vision of what would happen if he did, withheld his craving arm. His irresolution was patent in his
face; in his eyes there was both a threat and a watchful fear. He kept the dirty cloth poised in mid-air.
“Drap the clout,” said Gilmour.
“I’ll no,” said John.
Gilmour turned sideways and whizzed the head of the besom round so that its dirty spray rained in the boy’s
face and eyes. John let him have the wet lump slash in his mouth. Gilmour dropped the besom and hit him a
sounding thwack on the ear. John hullabalooed. Murther and desperation!
Ere he had gathered breath for a second roar his mother was present in the yard. She was passionate in defence
of her cub, and rage transformed her. Her tense frame vibrated in anger; you would scarce have recognized the
weary trollop of the kitchen.
“What’s the matter, Johnny dear?” she cried, with a fierce glance at Gilmour.
“Gilmour hut me!” he bellowed angrily.
“Ye muckle\fn{Big} lump!' she cried shrilly, the two scraggy muscles of her neck standing out long and thin as
she screamed; “ye muckle lump—to strike a defenceless wean!—Dinna greet, my lamb, I’ll no let him meddle ye.
—Jock Gilmour, how daur ye lift your finger to a wean of mine. But I’ll learn ye the better o’t! Mr Gourlay’ll gie
you the order to travel ere the day’s muckle\fn{Much} aulder. I’ll have no servant about my hoose to ill-use my
bairn.”
She stopped, panting angrily for breath, and glared at her darling’s enemy.
“Your servant!” cried Gilmour in contempt. “Ye’re a nice-looking object to talk about servants.” He pointed at
her slovenly dress and burst into a blatant laugh: “Huh, huh, huh!”
Mr. Gourlay had followed more slowly from the kitchen as befitted a man of his superior character. He heard
the row well enough, but considered it beneath him to hasten to a petty squabble.
“What's this?” he demanded, with a widening look. Gilmour scowled at the ground.
“This!” shrilled Mrs Gourlay, who had recovered her breath again; “this! Look at him there, the muckle
slabber,”\fn{Great slack-lipped fool; great slobberer } and she pointed to Gilmour who was standing with a red-lowering,
downcast face; “look at him! A man of that size to even himsell to a wean!”
“He deserved a’ he got,” said Gilmour sullenly. “His mother spoils him at ony rate. And I’m damned if the best
Gourlay that ever dirtied leather’s gaun to trample owre me.”
Gourlay jumped round with a quick start of the whole body. For a full minute he held Gilmour in the middle of
his steady glower.
“Walk,” he said, pointing to the gate.
“Oh, I’ll walk,” bawled Gilmour, screaming now that anger gave him courage. “Gie me time to get my kist,
and I'll walk mighty quick, And damned glad I’ll be, to get redd o’ you and your hoose. The Hoose wi’ the Green
Shutters,” he laughed, “hi, hi, hi! the Hoose wi’ the Green Shutters!”
Gourlay went slowly up to him, opening his eyes on him black and wide.
“You swine!” he said with quiet vehemence; “for damned little I would kill ye wi’ a glower!”\fn{Glare}
Gilmour shrank from the blaze in his eyes.
“Oh, dinna be fee-ee-ared,” said Gourlay quietly, “dinna be fee-ee-ared, I wouldn’t dirty my hand on ’ee! But
get your bit kist,\fn{Little trunk} and I’ll see ye off the premises. Suspeecious characters are worth the watching.”
“Suspeecious!” stuttered Gilmour, “suspeeciousl Wh-wh-whan was I ever suspeecious? I’ll have the law of ye
for that. I’ll make ye answer for your wor-rds.”
“Imphm!” said Gourlay. “In the meantime, look slippy wi’ that bit box l’ yours. I don’t like daft folk about my
hoose.”
“There’ll be dafter folk as me in your hoose yet,” spluttered Gilmour angrily as he turned away.
He went up to the garret where he slept and brought down his trunk. As he passed through the scullery, bowed
beneath the clumsy burden on his left shoulder, John, recovered from his sobbing, mocked at him.
“Hay-ay-ay,” he said, in throaty derision, “my faither’s the boy for ye. Yon was the way to put ye down!” …
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221.136 Excerpt from Lloyd George\fn{by Thomas Jones (1870-1955)} Rhymney, Caerphilly, Wales, United
Kingdom (M) 14
1
The greatest Welshman whom that unconquerable race has produced since the age of the Tudors—this was the
verdict on Lloyd George pronounced in Parliament two days after his death by the Prime Minister, Winston
Churchill. It was fitting that this tribute should have been paid in the Chamber where in former days Lloyd
George’s oratory had roused the Commons, stirring some to a frenzy of admiration, others to a frenzy of anger.
Fitting also that it was paid by the only parliamentarian and leader of his day comparable to him in stature and
achievement. They were lifelong friends; in turn they led the nation through a world war; both had seen their
efforts crowned with victory. Contrasted in the circumstances of birth and education, each in the hour of need
proved to be the saviour of his country.
It is in the direction of his ancestry and childhood that we may find some clue to the personality whose
character and career we are about to trace through eighty-two years of ceaseless activity. Had Lloyd George
remained in the populous city of his birth he would still have challenged his fate with courage and been as
impatient of frustration as he later proved to be; but had he missed the rich intimacies of village life and the
training of a remarkable uncle he might not have grown into the unmistakable Welshman, intolerant of injustice
and oppression, famous throughout the world.
The parents of David Lloyd George spent three months in Manchester, and there he was born on 17 January
1863, at 5 New York Place. His father, William George, was the son of a well-to-do Pembrokeshire farmer, but,
because of his intellectual bent, preferred the teaching profession to farming. He seems to have been of a roving,
restless disposition, and before going to Manchester he had held posts in London, Liverpool, Haverford-west,
Pwllheli, and Newchurch. While at Pwllheli he had met and married Elizabeth Lloyd, whose home was in
Llanystumdwy, seven miles away. A girl, Mary, was the first child of the marriage, and then came David. At this
time the fathe’s health broke down, so he gave up his teaching appointment and went back to his native county
where he rented a small farm. After an illness lasting barely a week he died on 7 June 1864.
But Elizabeth George, widowed at the age of thirty-six, was not left friendless. Her brother, Richard Lloyd, six
years her junior, hastened to her help. The affairs of the little farm were soon wound up and then, with few
material relics of her married life except her husband’s library, the widow and her little family set off with her
brother for Llanystumdwy in Caernarvonshire; David was then about eighteen months old. A third child was born
shortly afterwards who, in memory of his father, was called William.
The household at Llanystumdwy was ruled by Rebecca Lloyd, the mother of Richard and Elizabeth. Her
husband, a shoemaker, had died twenty-five years before, when her only son was five years old and her daughters
quite young girls. A good businesswoman, she retained and directed the two craftsmen who had been employed
by her husband, while she herself bought the leather needed for the trade and saw to the accounts. When he grew
up, Richard took his father’s place in the workshop, but the mother held the reins in her capable hands until she
died a few years after the widowed daughter had come back to her.
By the Welsh standards of that time it was a reasonably comfortable and prosperous home of its type and
period to which Elizabeth George and her family returned. The house, “Highgate”, with its three rooms on the
ground floor and two bedrooms above, stood on the main road from Llanystumdwy to Criccieth. Llanystumdwy is
a pleasant village of stone cottages through which the River Dwyfor flows, the curving, upward sweep of the road
carried over its waters by a long triple-arched bridge. Behind the village the rising ground gives promise of the
distant heights of Snowdonia, while towards the river mouth and the sea, about a mile away, the country opens out
into wide low-lying fields. Everywhere there are trees.
In the lower part of the village the episcopal church and school are situated. Here, too, is the village smithy.
Nearer “Highgate” were two Nonconformist chapels, but the Lloyd family were members of the Church of the
Disciples of Christ, a sect which had hived off from the Baptist denomination because its founders wished to
conform in creed, church government, and worship more closely to what, in their opinion, were the teachings of
the New Testament. So the family attended Penymaes, the little chapel above Criccieth, about two miles away,
where the Disciples met. Round about were the estates of the squires and landowners who were sharply divided
by language, religion, and politics from most of the ordinary people.
The home in which David Lloyd (as he was called after the Welsh fashion) spent his early years represented
what was best in the rural Wales of the period. It was a life far richer in cultural content than was imagined by its
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alien neighbours, who were shut out from all knowledge of it by ignorance of the language. There was a strong
dual tradition: one of a national literature stretching back a thousand years and widely diffused; the other of the
Christian religion, rekindled in the evangelical fervours of the eighteenth century—the Methodist Revival which,
originating within the Established Church, had roused the nation from religious indifference, stung its conscience,
quickened its mind.
The remote district in which the boy grew up was far less deeply penetrated by English and foreign influences
than it has since become. Its center was the chapel, its leaders were the Nonconformist ministers, sometimes men
of exceptional natural ability and good education. The practice of inviting ministers from all over Wales to
preaching festivals lasting two or three days meant that a Welsh boy in a small village such as Llanystumdwy
could hear the ablest and most eloquent orators, speaking in the language of the people, once or twice a year—or
oftener if he cared to walk a few miles from home. These men had a profound influence on aspiring youth. The
Welsh literary tradition was also important in furnishing Lloyd George’s mind and shaping his outlook on the
world. The districts of Lleyn and Eifionydd in his native county were rich in minor and medium poets, the chief of
whom were familiar and honoured names in his home, and throughout his life he was in the habit of quoting from
them.
In Wales, when Lloyd George was young, there existed a sharp division between the common people and the
upper classes, an estrangement which had a long history. During a period of 300 years the anglicizing policy
instituted by the Welsh Tudors had succeeded in assimilating the Welsh landed gentry and nobility with the
English ruling class. Deserted by the rich and great, neglected by many slack and perfunctory clergy of the
Established Church of England, the daemon of Wales lay dormant, awaiting the appropriate stimulus to bring it to
life again.
It was the Methodist Revival of the eighteenth century which roused the sleeping nation. At first the reformers
worked as “shock troops” within the Established Church, but when they left it a great gulf was fixed between the
common people who were predominantly Nonconformists and the gentry who were members of the English
Church.
When the Welsh woke to new awareness of themselves they felt themselves foreigners in their own land. Two
communities inhabited the country: one, strongly conservative, allied with and exerting the powers of
government, ruled the destinies of the workers, controlling the security and well-being of farmer and peasant
through ownership of the land and its resources. It was devoted to the maintenance of the English State Church
and its schools and, in many overt or subtle ways, disparaged the national democratic sentiments of the people
and their love for their language. This community had become so thoroughly attuned to English modes of thought
that, to all intents and purposes, they were English people living in Wales, but holding by inheritance a highly
privileged position.
The other community consisted of those who were not in sympathy with the governing class, but were
Nonconformist, intellectual in their interests, Welsh-speaking, Liberal in politics, and openly or secretly resentful
of the sway exerted over their lives by these renegades or intruders.
There could be no doubt to which group David Lloyd would belong. The squire, the vicar, the curate, the
schoolmaster—for there was only the Church of England school—would belong to the other. Fortunately, in the
daily give-and-take of life all but the doctrinaire learn to respect and rub along with their fellows. So the curate
was a crony of Richard Lloyd the shoemaker, lent him weekly the Guardian, the church periodical, and
frequented the informal debating society in the workshop where all things in heaven and earth were discussed; the
schoolmaster, an enlightened, devoted teacher, got on well with his pupils—they with him and with their studies.
But at times of crisis in the little world of school and the greater world outside the latent antagonism sprang to
life.
Naturally a parliamentary election was such an occasion, and when David Lloyd was nearly six years old the
contest of 1868 took place. The county of Caernarvon returned two Members; the boroughs’ representation had
varied, but the shire had been uncontested for seventy years and had always returned a Tory Member This time,
however, to the ecstatic joy of Liberals and Nonconformists all over Wales, Caernarvonshire returned a Liberal.
Richard Lloyd was the only Liberal in his village who, openly, at any rate, professed the Liberal faith. His fiveyear-old nephew was the only child to wear the Liberal colour, but wear it he did, and proudly. There were
humble families in his neighbourhood and in other Welsh counties, however, who possessed Richard Lloyd’s
courage, tenants of cottage and farm, and the general Liberal victory cost them dear. They were evicted from their
homes for voting against their landlords and, with their belongings, turned out on to the roads. The effect of the
intimate knowledge of such injustice and suffering upon a nature high-spirited, intolerant of opposition, and quick
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to take sides can be imagined.
In school, the storm-center was religious teaching. With the exception of the bigots in their midst, the Welsh
people had no objection to the Church of England as such but only to its privileged position, established and
endowed, in a predominantly Nonconformist country like Wales. They objected to their children, who had to
attend the church school when there was no other, being forced to learn and repeat the catechism, because this was
for them insincere, and they disliked the pressure put upon them to be confirmed and to attend church on special
occasions.
Behind all this, embittering the relations between the two sections of the community, was the legal obligation
of the Nonconformists to pay, to a church to which they did not belong, tithes on land held precariously and on
unfair conditions. These were, primarily, matters for the parents, but they coloured the attitudes of the pupils,
especially the more intelligent. Foremost amongst these was David Lloyd, who early showed the courage and
independence which later marked the politician. His childhood, early manhood, and thirteen out of the first fifteen
years of his parliamentary career were spent in opposition and in challenging authority. On his side, he felt, were
the forces of justice and righteousness. In his intimate and affectionate home circle, and in the village, as his
exceptional gifts, his courage, and charm unfolded themselves, he enjoyed a position of privilege during those
early years when such an environment fosters self-confidence and self-reliance. His beliefs were secure and he
himself was secure.
He enjoyed to the full, until adolescence brought malaise and discontent with the restraints and limitations of
village life, the delights which the country-side offered to this strong, intrepid boy, to whom natural beauty always
appealed. Though David Lloyd never seems to have courted popularity, his personal attractiveness, the exciting
games he devised, and his inborn distinction made him a natural leader of marauding expeditions on the strictly
preserved lands round about, in search of nuts or fruit or even the forbidden rabbit. These early experiences may
have helped determine the bias against landowners which marked his career as lawyer and legislator.
Sometimes he cared only for reading. He read and re-read the Bible stories in Welsh. He also read English
books, novels, histories such as Rollin’s Ancient History and Macaulay’s History of England, and before his
middle teens he had read Sartor Resartus, Sesame and Lilies, and The Crown of Wild Olive. At an early period he
became very fond of the works of Victor Hugo.
Then there was always good talk, which he soon came to appreciate, in his uncle’s workshop. The whole
village, and the poets and litterateurs of the countryside, came there for the exchange of ideas, for counsel and
criticism, to read or recite poetry. He might hear what had been the theme of a striking sermon at the last
preaching meeting and how the listeners had been spellbound. Someone might bring in a copy of one of the many
Welsh journals which, besides dealing with all things Welsh, kept the nation up to date in the political news of the
day and in happenings abroad. Richard Lloyd might read what Gladstone had said about Home Rule for Ireland,
and David Lloyd might notice that Wales suffered from the same injustices as Ireland.
On Wednesday evening the family always walked to Criccieth to Penymaes chapel for the week-night service
and on Sundays they went three times. The meetings, morning and evening, were conducted by Uncle Lloyd or
his fellow pastor-both doing this work, in accordance with the tenets of the Disciples of Christ, entirely as a
labour of love. In the afternoon there was Sunday School. When he was twelve David Lloyd was baptized in the
stream beside the chapel and after that he partook of Communion which, in this denomination, was administered
every Lord’s Day. He soon began to lead the singing and read portions from the scriptures.
By the time Lloyd George was twelve a momentous decision had been taken. Neither Richard Lloyd nor Mrs.
George, in spite of their narrow means, ever dreamt of any career but one of the learned professions for their two
boys. The religious bias of his home seemed, in that era of great pulpit oratory, to mark out David Lloyd, with his
special gifts, for a career as a Nonconformist minister. There was, however, no paid ministry among the Disciples.
Schoolmastering was excluded, for he would have had to join the Established Church in order to become a teacher
in the parish school; and his shrinking from disease and death prevented his falling in with his uncle’s wish and
embarking upon the medical profession. So the career favoured by his mother was chosen: he should be a
solicitor, a calling recommended to her by the kindness shown by a Liverpool lawyer during her early
widowhood.
This was a course strewn with difficulties for, besides putting off for years the day when the boy would begin
to earn a living, it involved spending a large sum on fees. The uncle and mother decided to use their savings to
meet these expenses. But the passing of even the preliminary examination presented a serious obstacle because it
included French, for which there was no teacher within reach. So Uncle Lloyd tackled it himself. No doubt this
venture on the part of the shoemaker in his forties was taken entirely as a matter of course, so varied and unusual
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were his gifts.
Cassell’s Popular Educator gave form to the lessons and a second-hand dictionary and grammar supplied the
substance. At night, by candlelight, with these aids, the uncle and nephew picked their way through La Fontaine’s
fables and mastered the construction of French sentences.
One day in November 1877, David Lloyd and his uncle went away without telling anyone where they were
going. When the news that their favourite had passed the preliminary examination of the Law Society reached the
village on 8 December the secret of the mysterious journey was revealed.
In January 1879 he was articled at the office of Messrs. Breese, Jones & Casson, of Portmadoc, and a firm
better suited to prepare him for his future career could not have been found. The character of the principals was
such that any boy was fortunate to be trained by them. Mr. Breese was Clerk of the Peace for Merioneth, Clerk to
the Magistrates in two petty sessional divisions, and a Liberal agent. In such a varied country practice a clerk
would obtain an insight into the affairs of landed estates and learn much about assessments, rating, electioneering,
the franchise, and the poor laws—all valuable for later life. Lloyd George became increasingly aware of the wide
world and of his possible place in it. Of the widespread grief at the death of President Garfield (1881) William
George in his biography of Richard Lloyd says he wrote in his diary:
“There never was anything similar. For myself I could not feel as much for any public man. Such is the
influence of a good man. Is there not a hint of success here? Can he not be emulated? It is worth trying at any
rate.” And after visiting the House of Commons in November 1881, when in London for an examination, he
writes, and Du Parcq records:
“I will not say but that I eyed the Assembly in a spirit similar to that in which William the Conqueror eyed
England on his visit to Edward the Confessor, as the region of his future domain. Oh, vanity!”
When he was nineteen he began to give addresses at Penymaes chapel, where the Disciples worshipped.
Richard Lloyd notes the night, 17 July 1882, when he first spoke:
“A splendid meeting. D. Ll. G. speaking for the first time. O! my dear boy, he did speak so well. Never was
anything more striking and profitable. May Thy support be his, O Lord, to prolong his life and strength with Thy
blessing, to do good in reality to his age, through Christ. Never did I feel so deeply.”
This address was the prelude to others in the home church and in the district. But never, apparently, did he lead
the congregation in prayer. Some years later his friend Sir Herbert Lewis recorded in his diary:
Dec. 22nd, 1904
S.S. Ormuz
At breakfast this morning Lloyd George said he regretted that he had not become a preacher. The pulpit, dealing as it
did with every phase of human life, offered infinite opportunities for influence, and it dealt with matters of eternal
consequence. Politics, after all, belong on a lower plane; they are concerned with material things. “That”, he said, “is
why I have gone in to such an extent for persiflage\fn { Light and slightly contemptuous mockery or banter }—it is the only
way in which one can let one’s imagination have free rein.”
Of one thing I feel pretty sure. If G. had gone into the pulpit he would have started a new sect.

Soon after his survey of the House of Commons as the “region of his future domain”, he had joined the
Portmadoc Debating Society. The members of this society included his employers and other professional men.
Lloyd George frequently took part in the debates, and his first reported speech on “Should Irish landlords be
compensated on account of the working of the Land Act?” is referred to by the North Wales Express (3 February
1882) as “argumentative and nervous”, and as “shaking the very foundations of the Irish landlords’ claim”.
He had been writing, too, in these years. The first article he sent to a newspaper—the North Wales Express (5
November 1880)—was accepted. He was then seventeen. It was an attack on Lord Salisbury and a justification of
the Liberal Government. In it the methods of the future debater are foreshadowed. The war is carried into the
enemy’s camp. Generalities are not depended on, but facts are marshaled for the confounding of the opponent
and, though the style shows some signs of pedantry and ornateness, the composition is vivid, strong, and effective.
The same can be said of his two open letters to Mr. Ellis Nanney, his village squire, during the by-election of
November 1880, in which he attacked the claims of the candidate and the foreign and domestic policy of the party
he stood for with fierce but reasoned invective. At this election he had taken an active part, accompanying the
Liberal candidate, Mr. William Rathbone, to meetings, entering with all the fervour of his impressionable,
responsive nature into the excitement and carrying out faithfully duties as committeeman.
Meanwhile, ill health had forced Richard Lloyd to give up his shoemaking business—and this at a time when
the boys were costing the family a great deal, for William soon followed his brother’s footsteps as a student of
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law. The family moved to Criccieth where it was possible to make money by taking in summer visitors; but in
spite of their efforts the expenses incurred for the boys, which had used up their small capital, and the shortness of
the season for letting rooms made it difficult to make both ends meet. On 9 May 1884, however, part of the long
struggle was over for the devoted family: a telegram announced that David Lloyd had passed the final law
examination.
The end of the period of apprenticeship brought the necessity for a new decision. Lloyd George severed his
connection with Messrs. Breese, Jones & Casson, though his brother remained articled to them, and opened an
office of his own at Criccieth in the back parlour of his home. Since there was far too little work for a lawyer in
this small town, he started practices also at Pwllheli, Festiniog, and Portmadoc. His uncle acted as managing
clerk, keeping the Criccieth headquarters open while Lloyd George was absent. Before very long William George
qualified, and then the burden was further lightened for Richard Lloyd.
Lloyd George immediately made his mark in the lower law courts. He was a wise counselor and refused to
take cases to court unless he was convinced that there was a good chance of winning them; in this his judgment
rarely led him astray. As a pleader he displayed sound knowledge, careful preparation, skill in cross-examination,
and, when the presiding justices considered cases on their merit, due respect to authority. When, however, he
thought that the Bench was serving the interests of privilege-ecclesiastical or temporal, rather than the law, he
used all his audacity and his ample and apposite vocabulary of invective.
The years between 1884 and 1890, when he first entered Parliament, were filled with legal work and other
widening interests. His personal life broadened, for he left home and started a family of his own. On 24 January
1888 he married Margaret Owen, the daughter of Richard Owen, of Mynydd Ednyfed, a substantial farm about a
mile from Criccieth, having overcome through her her loyalty and his growing reputation the opposition of her
parents to what they were inclined to consider a misalliance for their daughter. He was indeed fortunate in gaining
the affection and companionship of this serene, steadfast, wise, and large-hearted woman.
His public life became increasingly crowded. He was in continual demand for addresses on temperance and
foreign missions; he took an active part in organizing the farmers’ union and in anti-tithe agitation, addressing
meetings up and down his area. He was of the people, one of them, and he had emancipated himself from all the
fears of landlord, law, and parson which restricted their lives. In him there was promise for them.
During the years immediately preceding his election to Westminster, the Welsh people were showing a
quickened interest in politics, world affairs, and especially in their own national identity. This strongly nationalist
trend was strengthened by the election to Parliament, in 1886, of Tom Ellis, the son of a peasant farmer in
Merionethshire. The election was a milestone on the road to national self-respect.
“The Wales of the past, Cymru Fu, used to be all-in-all to us. From now on it must be the Wales of the future,
Cymru Fydd.”
This phrase became the motto of many societies in Wales which, growing into a National League, came into
conflict with the less nationalist Liberal Federations of North and South Wales. Lloyd George eagerly threw
himself into this new crusade.
Ever since July 1869, when the bill to disestablish the Irish Church became law, the disestablishment and
disendowment of the Church had been the dominant subject of political controversy in Wales, with Irish Home
Rule in the second place, and social and economic questions only slowly coming to the front. The merits of the
controversy need not be examined in detail. The relation between the spiritual and secular power is one of the
permanent problems of human society, and raises issues of the deepest import to all citizens.
But though these were at the root of the Welsh controversy, the battle was largely fought on nationalist and
sectarian rather than on philosophical and religious issues. At Cardiff, in February 1890, Lloyd George demanded
“as complete a measure of Home Rule as the one to be granted to Ireland”. Later, in Merthyr Tydfil (November
1890), he condensed his ideal into the words:
“A free religion and a free people in a free land.”
He was always aware of the political defects of his countrymen, with whose nature his experience in a lawyer’s
office had made him thoroughly familiar. In October 1894, when he had had some experience of Parliament, he
stressed the Welshman’s tendency to shy at “the unpleasant truth” that only a concentration of energy and selfsacrifice would bring to Wales the measures which Ireland had taken so long to wrench from England.
“There is but one way of curing him [the Welshman] of his fault, and that is by adopting a method used by
trainers when a spirited horse starts at an object in the roadway—turn his head towards it and compel him,
whether he will or not, to stare at it. … Let us pursue the same strategy with the Welsh spirit. … The amount of
pressure brought to bear on Parliament must be increased.”
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The attempt to translate the nationalist sentiments into policy had led to conferences and conflicts. Some
thought the Liberal Government should not be harassed; others demanded the formation of an independent Welsh
party on the lines made familiar by the Irish. Some thought that Welsh members should pledge themselves not to
take office under a Liberal Government unless their demands were acceded to; others saw in the appointment of
Welshmen the opportunity to further Welsh causes.
The political life of the Principality had greatly changed during the eighties. Progressive leaders, strengthened
by the widening of the franchise in 1885 which made Liberal representation dominant, had been quick to seize the
opportunity provided by the Local Government Act of 1888, for this meant the substitution of the power of a
popularly elected assembly, a county council, for rule by the justices hitherto representative of the privileged
classes. The elections early in 1889 resulted in a sweeping victory for the Liberal cause. The people’s trust in
Lloyd George was shown at the first meeting of the new Caernarvon County Council by his election as alderman
—an honour which he retained throughout his life—and by his nomination as Liberal candidate for Caernarvon
Boroughs.
That his political ambition developed early is indicated by his comment, already quoted, after his first visit to
the House of Commons when he eyed it as the region of his future domain. His subsequent activities were in line
with this ambition, while his ever-increasing reputation as an eloquent, effective protagonist of popular causes and
as a dangerous enemy of privilege and vested interest marked him out in the public eye as a promising candidate.
Though older Liberals were inclined to distrust the young rebel, ardent, enterprising spirits regarded him as the
only suitable candidate for Caernarvon Boroughs; the southern boroughs—Nevin, Pwllheli, Criccieth—nominated
him, and the northern boroughs followed suit. Linked with his insight and shrewdness went a forceful personality,
an impatience of obstruction, and a lack of respect for established institutions and the attachment men feel for
them—these qualities had made him a storm-center by the time he fought and won his first election.
2
As result of the sudden death of Mr. Edmund Swetenham, Q.C., Conservative Member for Caernarvon
Boroughs, Lloyd George found himself, at the age of twenty-seven, fighting his first election. His opponent was
Mr. Ellis Nanney, the local squire in Llanystumdwy, who had opposed the Liberal candidate in the by-election of
1880, a personally acceptable and good-hearted man.
As Liberal candidate, Lloyd George pledged himself to a comprehensive programme: justice for Ireland;
religious equality in Wales; various measures of land reform; direct local veto on the granting of licences for the
sale of intoxicants; a liberal extension of the principle of decentralization; and the promotion of various other
reforms, such as the abolition of plural voting, graduated taxation, a free breakfast table (that is, free from foreign
duties on food), and the freeing of fisheries from irksome restrictions. He was elected by the narrow majority of
eighteen, and continued to represent the Caernarvon Boroughs for fifty-five years.
The result was hailed with delight by the more radical elements in Wales. Other Liberals welcomed it as a
victory for their cause, but some contended that the narrow majority was due to the record of the new member. In
the May number of the newspaper Cymru Fydd this comment was made:
“He appeared before the constituency under serious disadvantages. He was young and unproved, he had his
fortune to make in every sense. He had also unhappily brought himself to disfavour by some violent speeches, and
the extreme views he had advocated more than once.”
*
On 17 April 1890 Lloyd George took his seat in the House of Commons—as R. C. K. Ensor says:
“On the back benches appeared another man of destiny. … Black-haired, blue-eyed, Welsh-speaking, addicted
to picture-phrases, using English with great wit and fluency, but with the air of a foreign language, this young
man seemed then an incarnation of the Celtic spirit.”
The Conservatives, strengthened by the Liberal Unionists who had left Gladstone in 1886 on the issue of
Home Rule for Ireland, were in power, with Lord Salisbury as Prime. Minister. Gladstone, aged eighty, was in
Opposition. Joseph Chamberlain sat on the Government benches, and it must have been strange for Lloyd George,
who had written in the North Wales Observer (17 October 1884), “Mr. Chamberlain is unquestionably the future
leader of the people. … He is a Radical and doesn’t care who knows it as long as the people do”, to see his former
hero sitting on the opposite side. There was only one Socialist Member, Cunninghame Graham, a picturesque
Scottish laird.
During his two and a quarter years’ experience of this Ministry (1890-92) Lloyd George’s Welsh nationalism
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was confirmed. He was inured to discord within the Liberal party on nationalist issues, and, with the example of
Ireland’s record before him, he had learned the utility of successful obstruction. The ignorant opposition shown by
the Tory rank and file, and even by the leaders, to questions affecting his country inflamed his zeal for her cause.
Accordingly, Lloyd George took every opportunity of acquiring and practising the technique of parliamentary
procedure in promoting legislation and obstructing it. His resourcefulness, industry, courage, and the quality of his
oratory soon earned him a prominent place in the House and in the country.
His daily letter home described his doings and the political situation and asked for advice or criticism on notes
of speeches submitted to the judgment of his uncle and his brother. This advice he sincerely valued. His letters
home also show his complete objectivity in his unaffected appraisal of his successes. The directness of these
utterances presents a striking picture of a completely detached, self-controlled agent ordering his activities to a
certain end, and expressing without conceit or offence a fair estimate of his achievements.
On 13 June 1890 he delivered his maiden speech. The reception accorded to the speech by the House was very
cordial. He wrote home:
“It has already made a great difference in the reception I get among the members of the House.”
The end of the year introduced Lloyd George to Wales in a new character. He had, on occasion, written
anonymous political articles for newspapers in Wales. Now the Genedl Gymreig (“The Welsh Nation”), in the
purchase of which he was supposed to have been interested, proudly advertised on 19 November that the “popular
and talented” young Member was to write a weekly parliamentary letter and that with this authorship it was sure
to be “readable, interesting and edifying”. Never did parliamentary correspondent start his career at a more
dramatic moment. Parnell was falling from power, and the House could think of nothing else. Parnell’s stubborn
defiance appealed strongly to Lloyd George’s instinct for drama. On 10 December 1890, he wrote:
Mr. Parnell has proved to the world the kind of leader the Irish nation is on the point of losing. He is a man of iron
determination, inflexible will, matchless courage and audacity and of peerless skill as a leader, but a man who will not
allow even the demands of conscience and honour to stand in the way of his purposes, “who neither fears God nor
respects man”. … Who can withhold his meed of admiration from the old fallen commander and who can help feeling
compassion at the ruin of such grandeur.

The main lines of policy which Lloyd George pursued during the first ten years of his parliamentary career
were already implicit in the accounts he gives to the readers of the Welsh weekly during his first ten weeks as its
correspondent. He was a Welsh nationalist who was also a radical of an advanced type. His tactics were strongly
affected by his observations of what he considered to be the successful methods of the Irish. He did not feel that
loyalty to a party, whether that of the Welsh members or of the official Liberals, should debar him from criticism
or opposition if he thought that the party was not acting in a way likely to promote the causes he had at heart.
During the life of his first Parliament (until June 1892), Lloyd George took a prominent part in the debates on
the Liquor Traffic Local Veto (Wales) Bill and the Elementary Education Bill; he also opposed the Clergy
Discipline Bill which Gladstone, though in Opposition, was supporting. The veteran statesman actually replied
himself (28 April 1892) to a speech by the young Member:
“I ask my honourable friend not to interpose unnecessarily, not to search with something of a feverish heat for
arguments of all kinds in order to put this bill away.”
But Gladstone asked in vain. Neither Lloyd George nor his companions (Tom Ellis and S. T; Evans) gave any
quarter and, seeing that his replies to their objections merely played into their hands and prolonged the
discussions, the old man ceased to speak and merely glared.
Parliament was dissolved in June and Lord Salisbury’s Government, without resigning, appealed to the
country; so, after a little over two years, Lloyd George had to fight his second election.
In the meantime he with his family—there were now three children, Richard, Mair, and Olwen—had settled in
London, and, besides the practice in Portmadoc which he shared with his brother, William—who, in fact, bore
most of the burden of it—he had established a practice in London. The meeting of the demands of his profession,
on which he was financially dependent, his indefatigable attendance at the House and his speeches there and all
over England and Wales, were only possible to a man possessed of great powers of physical endurance and mental
concentration.
At the general election of July 1892, Lloyd George encountered a new opponent. This was Sir John Puleston, a
Welshman who had helped Welsh cultural causes but whose career and views classed him as of the anglicized
variety. Lloyd George’s electoral policy was the same as it had been in 1890, so the points at issue between the
two parties were unchanged. Polling day brought him victory again and an increased majority: George 2,154,
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Puleston 1,958.
Gladstone had gained a victory in the country, but a very narrow one, his majority of forty depending on the
support of the Celtic fringe. The Irish group on whose support he could count numbered fifty; Wales returned
thirty-one Liberals and only three Conservatives. This constituted a strong argument in support of Welsh claims.
Moreover, on the Newcastle Programme, adopted by the Liberal party in October 1891 and confirmed in a speech
by Gladstone immediately afterwards, disestablishment in Wales had been placed second only to Home Rule for
Ireland.
After his election Lloyd George made a triumphal entry into Conway, and there in a speech made clear what
was to be expected if the Liberal party did not honour its pledge to Wales.
Why had Wales made sacrifices in the face of unexampled difficulties and intimidation from squires and agents? It
was not to install one statesman in power. It was not to deprive one party of power in order to put another party in
power. It was not to transfer the emoluments of office from one statesman to another. No; it was done because Wales
had by an overwhelming majority demonstrated its determination to secure its own progress. … Welsh members
wanted nothing for themselves but something for their country, and I do not think they would support a Liberal
Ministry, I do not care how illustrious the Minister might be who led it, unless it pledged itself to concede to Wales
those great measures of reform on which Wales had set its heart.\fn{ North Wales Observer and Express, 29 July 1892}

Possibly it was thought that the appointment of Tom Ellis, the favourite and leader of Young Wales, to the
office of Junior Lord of the Treasury and Second Whip would serve as guarantee for the tractability of the Welsh
party. Tom Ellis had given the matter much consideration and decided to accept the post. This decision
disappointed many people in Wales because it muzzled him as a Welsh party leader by making him a Liberal
watchdog. Lloyd George’s view was that having all Wales behind him if he took office at all he should have
demanded higher office—at least a seat in the Cabinet.
It was an interesting group of Welshmen who now went to Westminster. Some of them were later to hold
important offices—S. T. Evans, D. A. Thomas, and Herbert Lewis—but at this stage they were attached to the
“ginger group”, led by Lloyd George, who, now that Tom Ellis had official ties, became the moving spirit in
Young Wales.
The defeat of the Conservative Government in the House in August cleared the way for a new administration
with Gladstone at its head. Sir William Harcourt became Chancellor of the Exchequer; John Morley, Irish
Secretary; Lord Rosebery, Foreign Secretary; Campbell-Bannerman, Secretary for War; and Asquith, Home
Secretary. Its course was a difficult one, its majority small and uncertain, and its legislation frustrated by the veto
of the House of Lords. The measures which the Government succeeded in piloting through the Commons before
this long session of Parliament came to an end were of a type to delight Lloyd George: Home Rule for Ireland, the
Parish Councils Bill, an Employers Liability Bill. It is true that the Lords threw out the first, seriously amended
the second, and so mutilated the third that the Cabinet abandoned it, but that was not the fault of the Government.
On 23 February 1893 Mr. Asquith moved the Suspensory Bill, a measure intended to clear the way for a
Disestablishment Bill by preventing “for a limited time the creation of new interests in Church of England
bishoprics, dignities and benefices in Wales and Monmouthshire”. The pressure brought to bear by the Welsh
members to secure attention to their claims is illustrated by an interpolation in Parliament on the same day by
Randolph Churchill:
“We have not been perfectly unobservant of the meetings of the Welsh Party and of the negotiations which
passed between that Party and H. M. Government, and I venture to say that we are not ignorant of the ultimatum
the Welsh Party gave.” There was ample justification for Lord Randolph’s view.
“Cost what it may”, said Lloyd George in the Genedl Gymreig (14 February 1893), “we shall force the
Government to expedite the passage of the Suspensory Bill through the House of Commons this Session and we
shall not permit the Administration to give precedence before it to anything but Home Rule and a simple
Registration Bill.” Gladstone’s fidelity to the principle that a nation had a right to autonomy had decided him,
very much against the grain as a Churchman, to support Welsh disestablishment, but in spite of the official
support of the bill it did not become law.
Through the long summer days when the Home Rule Bill was being debated, Lloyd George was mainly
thinking out ways of securing the introduction of a Disestablishment Bill for Wales. Yet he writes with great
sympathy of the Irish debate, and to Gladstone’s exhortation to patience he responded with,
“I shall be perfectly content if we get Disestablishment next year” (Genedl Gymreig, 20 June 1893). There was
a conflict in his mind between his loyalty to, and admiration of, the gallant, aged statesman and his eagerness to
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carry the Welsh Bill. At any rate, he did not move to actual rebellion until the Grand Old Man had resigned. His
regard for Gladstone and delight in Gladstone’s mastery of the House and of the art of oratory were then, and
throughout his life, unbounded. .
While the House of Lords was occupied in filling its cup of iniquity, by rejecting or mangling almost all of the
Government’s important bills passed by the Commons, the Liberal majority with its many factions and cliques
played its part in wearing down the old statesman’s endurance. Gladstone resigned on 1 March 1894, his last
speech in the House being a vigorous assault upon the House of Lords. The Queen sent for Lord Rosebery. The
interest of the Welsh members was now directed to the Queen’s forthcoming speech. When it was read in the
middle of the month in the Lords, the question of the ecclesiastical establishments in Wales and Scotland had
precedence over all matters except the Eviction of Tenants Bill (Ireland) and a bill to amend registration and
abolish plural voting. In the Commons, Asquith gave notice of the Bill for the Disestablishment of the Church in
Wales, and on 26 April he introduced the bill.
The intervening five or six weeks had not been uneventful. Four members of the Welsh party, Lloyd George,
D. A. Thomas, Herbert Lewis, and Frank Edwards, observing that time was being earmarked for other bills,
believed that the Government did not mean to redeem its pledge to them and decided to withhold their support
from it on all questions except the budget and registration. A meeting of Lloyd George’s constituents at
Caernarvon, on hearing his explanation, endorsed his action, with only one dissentient, while the executive of the
North Wales Liberal Federation decided to support “Welsh members in any course they might deem necessary in
order to secure the passing of the Disestablishment Bill through the Commons during the session” (Cambrian
News, 20 April 1894). It should be remembered, however, that twenty-seven of the Welsh members were not in
the rebel camp with the Four.
Nearly all the newspapers of Wales, Welsh and English, supported the rebels, with the exception of the
Goleuad and Cymro. Various bodies, religious and secular, when meeting to transact their own business, passed
resolutions in favour of the action of the Four. On 23 May, speaking in Birmingham, Lord Rosebery declared:
“I hope before we meet the country, that we shall meet it with a measure of Welsh Disestablishment passed through
the House of Commons. … I cannot control its fate after it leaves the House of Commons. I say if they (the Welsh
members) don’t believe in our honour and our honesty, the sooner they carry their threats into effect the better I shall be
pleased.

This declaration satisfied the rebels, who undertook to support the Government so long as the Prime Minister’s
promise was kept.
On Monday, 28 May 1894, the Welsh Disestablishment Bill occupied a place upon the order paper
immediately after the Budget. It passed its second reading with a majority of forty-four on 1 April 1895. The
Government, however, was defeated while the bill was in committee on 21 June 1895. The defeat was on a minor
issue and the opposition majority was only seven. If several Welsh members had not been at Llandrindod at a
meeting of the North and South Wales Liberal Federations, the defeat would probably not have occurred, but the
position of the Government seems to have been so precarious that it might have happened in some other
incalculable way.
The result of the appeal to the country, which followed the fall of the Government, was a sweeping victory for
the Conservatives. It is perhaps idle to speculate about what would have happened if the Liberal administration
could have lived out the span then allotted to governments and remained in office until 1899; for in spite of Lloyd
George’s hustling and driving, the Welsh Church Bill did not become law for twenty years, and then not until after
the Parliament Act had nullified the power of the House of Lords. It is at least arguable that Wales would have
done better if Lloyd George had turned his talents to keeping the Liberals in instead of undermining their position
for his own ends and, doubtless, sapping the vigour and enthusiasm of the leaders. There were people in Wales
who took this view. As it was, the Liberal party now went into Opposition for ten years.
The election which resulted in a Liberal defeat was the third which Lloyd George had fought in little over five
years. This was a very serious matter for a poor man. In 1892 his constituents had presented him with a
testimonial as an expression of their regard; in 1894 he told them that unless his expenses were paid, he could not
stand again. This they agreed to do.
These early years entailed constant struggle and strain. Members of Parliament were not paid; there were two
homes and two law practices to be kept up, one at Criccieth and one in London; continual traveling meant
perpetual spending. What work, planning, and economies this occasioned Mrs. Lloyd George, now the mother of
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four children, can well be imagined.
Lloyd George's friends bear witness to the fact that he was not a lover of money as such. There were
opportunities for Members of Parliament to feather their nests, quite legitimate ones, but these he did not take.
Mrs. Lloyd George, with the housekeeping to manage, may have wished that he had done so. Sir Herbert Lewis,
in his reminiscences, writes:
He was never a mammon worshipper. When he first came into Parliament he was living with his wife and children
in a tiny flat under very uncomfortable and straitened conditions, just making both ends meet. He was offered the
chairmanship of one of the Hardwood Companies that were coming on the market, at a salary of £500 a year, which at
that time would have meant all the difference to his family between poverty and comfort; to himself the contrast
mattered little. I believe that it was a perfectly sound proposition from the business point of view. … The head of a
large organization … that was not paying came to him for legal advice, and was led to ask for counsel of a more
practical kind. … The offer of a company directorship with a substantial salary was, having regard to his means at the
time, a great temptation to him, probably the greatest and most insidious of its kind that ever came to him, but he
wisely chose the narrow way. There are many members of Parliament who add to their income quite legitimately by
accepting directorships of companies, but he exercised a wise discretion in refusing invariably the many offers of this
kind that he received.

Fortunately, the vitality and buoyancy necessary to stand up to a life of this kind were among nature’s rich gifts
to this much-favoured son. He writes to Sir Herbert Lewis during the autumn recess the fact that in those days
there was no autumn session did allow some opportunity for members to attend to their own concerns:
I am really and seriously in a prostrate state. The doctor ordered absolute rest and physic a fortnight ago. I followed
his precepts by addressing eight meetings in South Wales and going to bed at three o’clock in the morning and leaving
his medicine at home. I have three or four meetings to face in the coming week with a heavy police court thrown in.

When Lloyd George’s strong, deep, and lively interest was aroused, an almost inexhaustible fund of nervous
energy was available in its service. This was to be still more clearly proved in the course of many a test of
endurance in the lifetime of the next Parliament.
The actions and speeches of Lloyd George and his friends had not met with the approval of all Welsh Liberals,
and in some quarters the fall of the Government was attributed to the persistent hostility of his “small, selfadvertising clique”. In addition to doubt about the political wisdom and loyalty of Lloyd George, there was
disapproval of the campaign to capture the country for the Cymru Fydd League. This society was intended to
unify Wales, but its opponents regarded it as an additional source of division. Consequently, there were crosscurrents to be navigated when he embarked upon his third election. Mr. Ellis Nanney was again his opponent, and
though the differences within the Liberal camp may have made for a little awkwardness, they were not likely to
induce many of its members to vote for the Tory, and Lloyd George was returned by a majority of 194. He
returned to a Parliament, however, in which the Liberal party had been eclipsed, even Harcourt and Morley
having failed to retain their seats.
The Welsh members did much during the next few years to keep up the spirits of the Liberal Opposition, and it
was not in vain that Lloyd George promised that the Government should suffer from “Welsh earache”.
The Welsh press continued to criticize the action of Lloyd George and his friends. The Goleuad lashed out on
25 September 1895 with an article entitled “Clean”, in which that demagogue is contrasted with the wise Pericles,
and Lloyd George is reminded that hundreds of Liberals voted for him, not because they believed in the kind of
“noise” he made, but because they were faithful to their party, and expected that he would do as much harm to the
Tories as he had done to his friends.
He remained quite unmoved by these criticisms. He was convinced that he had acted rightly and that his tactics
had nothing to do with the fall of the Ministry. No-one ever wasted less time on barren regrets for the “might have
been” than Lloyd George. The Liberals were out, the Tories were in and likely to remain in for years. He therefore
turned his forward-looking mind to the finding of a policy which would unite Liberals and give them a good
chance of victory at the next election.
In order that justice should be done to the peoples of the Celtic fringe, and also in the interests of the efficient
conduct of public affairs, Lloyd George considered that federal Home-Rule-All-Round should now be the leading
item in the Liberal programme. It would be an issue on which Liberals would unite, and one which would stir the
country.
In Wales this programme met with a mixed reception. One critic in the Goleuad (20 November 1895)
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compared Lloyd George to a dog, always after a new quarry:
“The day before yesterday it was the Land Bill, yesterday Disestablishment, today Home-Rule-All-Round, and
tomorrow who knows what will crop up.”
But Lloyd George held that he did not urge the relegation of Welsh disestablishment to a second place. Welsh
Liberals should not bind themselves to any priority of items but should recognize the necessity of adapting
themselves to the demands of political warfare and expediency.
In March 1896 he organized a meeting of Members of Parliament at which he proposed that this policy should
be recognized as the chief item in the party programme. The meeting, which ended without any vote being taken,
showed no very wide gulf between supporters and opponents. The cause, however, declined with the general
atrophy of Liberalism that had set in, and two years later when Mr. Herbert Roberts (now Lord Clwyd) introduced
a Home-Rule-All-Round resolution in the House of Commons, the House was counted out.
Lord Salisbury’s triumphant party passed its time in practising the languid arts of braking and soft-pedaling.
The Conservatives alone could out-vote the whole Opposition. The usual consequences of this situation followed:
apathy and indifference spread and deepened, sittings became fewer, attendances smaller, the House not
infrequently being counted out. And all this despite menaces to British interests abroad and the urgency of social
questions at home. Lloyd George must often have mused over the uses to which he would have put this great
majority, neglectful of its power and opportunity, if it had been ranged on his side. Meanwhile, he kept
unremitting watch in the House, securing what he could by a well-considered policy of persuasion, stalling, and
attack. Sir Herbert Lewis bears witness to the success of these tactics:
“The supineness of the crushed and dispirited opposition, small in numbers and divided in leadership, brought
our own activity into bold relief and we quickly made ourselves a force to be reckoned with.”
An interesting comment on the skill and enterprise of Lloyd George is noted by Llewelyn Williams, who calls
him the finest Parliamentarian Wales has yet sent to the House of Commons. Mr. Lloyd George not only has
shown an intimate knowledge of the rules of the House, a readiness in debate, and a keen perception of the weak
points of the Tory case, but he has been able, by his pluck and resolution, to do more than any other man to infuse
a new courage into the Liberal ranks and to discredit the methods and the policy of an overbearing majority
(Young Wales, August 1896, p. 192).
While it is true that the causes for which Lloyd George now wrestled had in the first place been taken up
because of their connection with, or origin in, conditions in Wales, they had, with certain exceptions, a wider
reference. A change of attitude became perceptible after the 1895 election. This change took the form of a
widening of Lloyd George’s political outlook. As Watkin Davies says:
His unerring political instinct told him that the interests of Wales could best be served by identifying them with
those of the rising English democracy. … It was only slowly that Lloyd George freed himself from the bonds of a
narrow nationalism, but the process of emancipation began in 1895, to the great advantage of Wales as well as
England.\fn{No reference is given in the text:H}

As one of the foremost Liberal speakers he traveled over the length and breadth of Britain. Always alive to the
tragedy of human frustration and distress, he felt the urgency of the social needs of the time and the stirring in the
ranks of labour to which they were giving rise. Welsh and English social problems, he saw, were identical.
Journeys abroad which Lloyd George now took contributed to a wider patriotism than that which had marked
his earlier life, though nothing can have been more alien to his attitude than the Jingo imperialism which prevailed
in certain circles in England, as distinct from the rest of the kingdom. In August 1896 he went for a tour in South
America. The end of 1897 brought a visit to Italy, and in January 1899 he went for a short cruise in the
Mediterranean, while the autumn of that year found him on a semi-official visit to Canada to study the
opportunities it offered to emigrants.
It may have been this change in outlook which partly, at least, accounted for the form which Lloyd George’s
agitation for Home Rule took at this time, that is, devolution all round. He had seen the machinery of Parliament
clogged by too much business, and now he saw how the imperialistic trend of popular feeling in England clouded
the thinking of the electorate so that even where local governing bodies were Liberal, anti-progressive members
were returned to Parliament. His efforts to secure the adoption of Home-Rule-All-Round as a main plank in the
Liberal party platform were reinforced by speeches in the country. In Bangor he said:
The best-managed concern is the one that keeps abreast of its work. Parliament which is the pride of the greatest
commercial community in the world is at least thirty years in arrears. The verse I would inscribe on every Parliament
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House is this:
“The cause which I knew not, I searched it out.”
I would make these local Parliaments so many searchlights to flash into all the dark places of the land, so as to
shame oppression, wretchedness and wrong out of their lurking-places (North Wales Observer and Express, 18
December 1895)

A two-way movement was going on in Lloyd George’s mind. He took Britain as a whole into the scope of his
thinking, and he saw the value for England of those benefits which he had desired for his own people.
Lloyd George and his friends in the House of Commons engaged in rough-and-tumble, day-by-day fighting
which heartened the Liberal Opposition, dispirited by differences of opinion, lack of policy, and changes in
leadership. The Westminster Gazette commented on 2 July 1896:
It is doubtful if a private member has ever done greater service to his Party in Parliament. He started … a little
suspect with the majority of Liberals, but it is generally recognised now that, primarily on the [Agricultural] Rating
Bill, but also on the Education Bill, no words of praise could be too strong for what Mr. Lloyd George has done.

The Education Bill, which was brought forward in 1896, was withdrawn, but on 8 April, in the following year,
the Voluntary Schools Act was passed. It provided for grant aid to voluntary schools and for exemption from rates
of voluntary elementary schools. This act, therefore, extended the subsidizing of sectarian teaching, for these
schools were almost always run by the Established Church and, in strengthening the position of these schools,
accentuated the injustice felt by Nonconformist parents of having to send their children to them when there was
no other in their district. Moreover, the act increased the amount of money paid to managing bodies which were
not under public control. These features in the act led to constant opposition from the Liberals, and especially
from the Welsh members, during the debates on the abortive bill of 1896, the act of 1897, and the Education Act
of 1902.
Other interventions by Lloyd George in debate are too numerous to detail: his support of his friend William
Jones’s defence of the Penrhyn quarrymen during their strike in the late nineties; his “pregnant, rattling sentences”
in favour of the Welsh Land Bill; his protest at the earmarking of time for the Voluntary Schools Bill at the
expense of the consideration of regulations for the safety of the miners, may be cited as examples.
The year 1899, which, before the fall of the leaf, plunged Britain into war,\fn{ The Boer War, subject of the next
section of this chapter:H} brought, in the spring, grief to Wales. Tom Ellis died at Cannes on 5 April. There survives
an undated note in Welsh written in pencil by Lloyd George to D. R. Daniel bidding him come to Criccieth to talk
over their common loss:
“I feel paralysed.”
These events helped to shape Lloyd George’s life during its next phase.
*
News of Dr. Jameson's raid into the Transvaal, on his way to Johannesburg to bring relief to the wives and
children of Englishmen alleged to be in danger, reached London on New Year’s Day, 1896. The raid failed;
Kruger handed Jameson and his small force over to Great Britain for trial and they were duly sentenced. But
popular enthusiasm in London for the ringleaders served to increase the bitterness against England felt by the
Boers.
After the raid grievances grew apace, and so did preparations for hostilities on both sides. In October 1899
Kruger precipitated war by issuing an ultimatum demanding sharply that no British troops on the high seas be
landed at any South African port, and that those already in the country be withdrawn. In the House of Commons
on 27 October a Member summed up the views of the majority by saying: '
“I believe the war will be brief and that we shall be victorious and that such a result will be to the advantage of
the Boers, the blacks, and the British alike.”
The fighting qualities of the Boers were grossly underestimated, and the series of British reverses and disasters
with which the war opened came as a severe and sobering shock to a people who had entered upon it lightheartedly and had no notion that it would last thirty-two months and cost much life and treasure.
The Liberal party, already divided on Home Rule, was no less divided on the Boer War, between Liberal
Imperialists and pro-Boers, or Little Englanders, as they were variously dubbed. Opinion amongst the Welsh
members reflected this cleavage, but Lloyd George ranged himself unwaveringly with the opponents of the war.
His attitude was compounded of sympathy for a small nation, Gladstonian humanitarianism, and hatred of the
renegade hero of his youth, Joseph Chamberlain who, with Alfred Milner, had charge of negotiations on behalf of
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England. His views were pronounced from the start. On 18 September, when he realized war was approaching, he
wrote:
“If I have the courage I shall protest with all the vehemence at my command against the outrage which is
perpetrated in the name of human freedom.” After war was declared, he wrote to his Welsh friend, D. R. Daniel:
“This war is a damnable, even worse perhaps, a senseless war.”
But he was not a pacifist; military heroes were ardently admired by him, and speeches of this period support
and advocate the use of force. If belief in the British Empire made him an imperialist then he was one, but he
demanded an Empire founded on and sustained in righteousness. He saw the problem of the Boers through the
sympathetic eyes of a fighter for the rights of his own small country. He praised the courage and tenacity of the
Boers; the government of the Orange Free State, perhaps the best in the world; the Liberal elements in the
Transvaal. He held that loyal subjects had been convened into rebels, and that fifty million Britishers were
fighting a few thousand farmers who were holding their own with desperate courage—this was conquest, military
occupation. We had set out to obtain the franchise for everybody, we would end it with the franchise for nobody.
Bad statesmanship had blundered into the war; bad management was continuing it. He indulged in bitter personal
attacks on Chamberlain and the Chamberlain family—at one point hurling charges against them of profiting by
armament contracts, charges which were to recoil upon him later when he himself was entangled in the “Marconi
Affair”. In the House of Commons he deliberately and persistently continued to attack Chamberlain, one of the
greatest debaters in the whole history of Parliament. Had it not been for his solid argument, his dexterity, his
virulence, his humour, and his sincerity, his quixotry might have been merely ridiculous; as it was, all these things
combined to exasperate the domineering Colonial Secretary. One of Lloyd George’s biographers, E. T. Raymond
(Mr. Lloyd George, p. 69), had the good fortune to light upon “a daring comparison between Mr. Chamberlain and
the man who is seen by the crowd as his antithesis” in a Daily Mail of this period; it is worth quoting, both for its
insight and its foresight:
The same clear, low-pitched cruel voice; the same keen, incisive phrases; the same mordant bitterness; the same
caustic sneer; the same sardonic humour; the same personal enmity. It is the very re-incarnation of the present Colonial
Secretary in his younger days—a specter of his dead self arisen to haunt him. … Will time that has had so mellowing
an influence on the great Imperialist work a similar change in the virulent Little Englander? Will he a score of years
hence be the tower of strength of the Imperial or the Parochial party? None can say now, but that he will be by then one
of the foremost men in the nation’s Parliament is beyond question.

Lloyd George made innumerable speeches in Parliament and in the country by which he sought to put an end
to “methods of barbarism”, to secure an early and generous peace, and to discredit Chamberlain. The thought of
Gladstone’s Britain losing the esteem of freedom-loving peoples all over the world enraged him, and the prospect
of the nation becoming military-minded, with incalculable effects upon peace abroad and social reform at home,
filled him with dark foreboding.
The nineties in Britain were marked by aggressive national feeling and a widespread desire for expansion and
domination. The war was undoubtedly popular. “I am depressed about this war”, wrote Sir Edward Grey;
“I admit the necessity of it, and that it must be carried through, but it has no business to be popular.”
The stand which Lloyd George took made him conspicuous. He risked his life at the hands of infuriated mobs,
especially in Birmingham and even in his own constituency; he also risked his livelihood for principles in which
he profoundly believed, and in doing so with endless courage and endurance he became the most hated public
man in the kingdom.
The Khaki Election in the autumn of 1900 resulted in the return of 402 Unionists, 186 Liberals, and 82
Nationalists, a Unionist majority of 134. Lloyd George, who was opposed by a Colonel Platt, fought with his
usual skill and vigour. He was returned with his majority increased to 296.
Parliament met in December, and Lloyd George renewed his relentless attacks on the Colonial Secretary,
especially for the treatment of Boer women and children in concentration camps. At this time it looked as if the
war was drawing to a close. The Boers asked for peace and on 26 February 1901 Botha and Kitchener met at
Middleburg. The negotiations broke down. The war entered its remarkable guerrilla phase and was fought
desperately by the elusive foe for another year. At last, in March 1902, the Boers sued for peace, and at
Vereeniging on 31 May Kitchener made generous terms with the dour enemy.
*
On Monday, 24 March 1902, the day after the Boers sued for peace, Balfour introduced an Education Bill
which aimed at systematizing the administration of the schools throughout the country. From this point of view it
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was an excellently conceived and constructive measure, but it contained proposals which were abhorrent to
radicals and dissenters. Lloyd George had started his parliamentary fight on education measures in 1896, when the
Voluntary Schools Act was passed. His opposition to the Boer War had made him notorious; his fight against this
new Education Bill brought him influence and fame. By the time that the Liberals took office in December 1905
he was marked out by friend and foe for a place in the Cabinet.
Lloyd George was not a secularist in education. He had an ardent belief in the value of the Bible as an
instrument of literary, moral, social, and religious training, and was strongly opposed to its exclusion from the
schools. He spoke of it\fn{So D. R. Daniel, Papers in the National Library of Wales } as
the most democratic book in the world. Its heroes are David the Shepherd and Jesus the Carpenter. Indeed it is
extraordinary that respectable people can tolerate it: its terrible condemnation of oppression and riches, its
magnification of poverty. Think who the evangelists were: one, a fisherman, another an exciseman (the most
respectable of them all, perhaps) and one other just a simple follower of the man of the people who started the
movement.

But the bill by its treatment of denominational schools perpetuated two things which were anathema to him as
dissenter and democrat: it forced sectarian teaching upon unwilling pupils and permitted the use of public money
without full public control. It was not only to the contents of the measure that Lloyd George took exception, but
also to its introduction by a Ministry which had assured the electorate during the contest of 1900 that the South
African war was the only question at issue. He wrongly held Joseph Chamberlain as especially responsible for
this breach of faith, the very man who, in his early days, had been the most bitter assailant of sectarian teaching.
The objects to which Lloyd George addressed himself were three in number: while the bill was being debated
he tried on the floor of the House and by organizing public opinion in the country to secure the emendation of
offending clauses; when the passing of the act made further protest useless he set himself to obstructing its
administration without actually breaking the law; and in the third place, he used all his resources to support the
local authorities in their campaign against the act. His efforts only ceased with the formation of the Liberal
Government in December 1905.
During the eight strenuous, crowded months of 1902 from March until the Education Bill received the Royal
Assent on 18 December, Lloyd George was constant in his attendance at the House, directing his criticisms with
all the force that an unerring command of detail could supply. Alert, diplomatic, blunt, fierce, as occasion
demanded, he won the admiring gratitude of his friends and the respect of his foes as the unofficial leader of the
Liberal Opposition to the measure.
But Lloyd George was sincerely interested in education, so his criticisms were not all destructive. His
experience of the inestimable benefits of the opening of secondary schools throughout Wales, after the Welsh
Intermediate Act of 1889, led him to urge the Government to make it compulsory and not merely permissible for
the English local authorities to make adequate provision for secondary education.
It is not true to say that the fight against the measure was engineered by the politicians or forced upon them by
the Nonconformists. The disturbance was spontaneous and caused by the introduction into the body politic of
radical and Nonconformist England and Wales of something to which it was sensitively and violently allergic.
While the bill was being fought in the House, obstruction was being mobilized in the country. In Wales, which
was predominantly Nonconformist, it was confidently expected that the Opposition would have the support of the
local authorities to be set up to carry out its provisions. Not so in England. A passive resistance movement was
therefore organized among individuals under leaders, such as Dr. Clifford, who refused to pay the education rate.
Lloyd George threw himself into the campaign in Wales. When the bill became law, concrete planning and
definite action were needed. A general election which might transform the whole situation was possible and the
Welsh county council elections, due in March 1904, certainly would give the ratepayers a chance to express their
opinion. In January 1903, therefore, he advised the local authorities, set up by the act, to administer it, but to use
every loophole it provided to carry it out with strict respect for civil and religious equality and so, in fact, to
circumvent it. Lloyd George satisfied himself that his tactics were legal, and he deprecated the action of
Carmarthen, for example, which refused to administer the act at all.
In the county council elections of March 1904, the Liberals, following the advice of their leader, voted only for
those candidates who pledged themselves to secure religious equality in the schools and to refuse rate aid to
schools not under full public control. These candidates swept the polls. Nevertheless, the new year brought its
anxieties. The Government countered his moves by a one-clause measure, quite frankly leveled at Wales. This
was the Defaulting Authorities Bill, permitting the managers of schools, if forced to spend money because of the
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refusal of the local authority to finance them, to be paid direct from the national exchequer, which would then be
reimbursed by the deduction of the sum so advanced from the grant due to the authority in question.
Naturally, Lloyd George and his group fought the bill fiercely and doggedly. It was, however, rushed through
the House, and by devices so unfair that Asquith led the Liberals out of the Chamber as an expression of
sympathy with the protest of the Welsh party. This was only one of the many signs of solidarity within the Liberal
ranks which had been brought about by opposition to the obnoxious act of 1902. The bill passed its third reading
without a word or a division.
The Welsh Coercion Act, as it was called, received Royal Assent on 15 August 1904. Lloyd George forthwith
framed a plan of resistance. A campaign fund was started, the money to be used for the establishment of revolt
schools. Indeed, several were actually opened. At a great convention in Cardiff, in October 1904, it was decided
that if the Coercion Act were applied to any authority it was to divest itself of all responsibility for the elementary
schools in its area. Nonconformist parents were to withdraw their children from church schools, and new schools
were to be opened for them. The English Free Churches promised help, Welshmen in the great cities subscribed,
the chapels in Wales, even the weakest ones, gave generously, and door-to-door collections were taken.
This period of education revolt coincided with a religious revival in Wales. Lloyd George’s meetings were
changed at times into revival meetings. This mixture of spiritual exaltation, hero-worship, and national feeling
reinforced the determination of the people.
It is impossible to say what would have happened if the coming into power of the Liberals at the end of 1905
had not ended the protest movement. It was expected that following the Liberal victory at the polls the hated act
of 1902 would be amended. Attempts to do so were made, but the power of sectarianism and the House of Lords
was too strong. Anglican and Roman Catholic churches are still rate-aided. The revolt, organized and led by Lloyd
George in Opposition, petered out when he took office.
Not even Lloyd George’s resilient health could stand the strain he put upon it during his first years in
Parliament. Following an operation for tonsillitis, he had to give up public speaking and, in November 1905, went
to Italy with his brother. The resignation of the Balfour Ministry recalled him, and a few days after his return he
became a member of Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman’s Cabinet.
218.136 Excerpt from Daisy, Princess Of Pless: By Herself\fn{by Daisy Pless aka Mary Theresa Olivia Cornwallis-West
(1873-1943)} near Ruthin Castle, Denbighshire, Wales, United Kingdom (F) 14
January-December, 1918
1
… Even now, looking back across ten years, one cannot review the events of 1918 without emotion. I suppose
that, for good or ill, it was one of the most fate-filled years in history. In retrospect how trivial our own personal
and domestic chronicle appears in comparison with events that must remain memorable as long as time itself shall
last.
In January I was still at Berchtesgaden, in Bavaria, glad of the change and quiet, and yet restless to get back to
war-work; and while I was thus fussing about matters that seemed to me important the great Russian Empire was
in collapse; Kerensky had disappeared, and his successor Lenin and those who were associated with him had
embarked upon a course the end of which no one can even now foresee.\fn{ This memoir was published in 1929:H}
In Germany the immediate result of the Russian collapse was greatly to enhearten the nation and Army, and
strengthen the hands of the Military Chiefs, who now thought all they had to do was to concentrate their entire
efforts on a sweeping victory in the West under Hindenburg—that god with the feet of clay. On January 27 the
Emperor’s birthday was celebrated at Great Headquarters in the West with marked enthusiasm. Was not the
Ukraine going to make immediately a separate Peace and, as Hans wrote, was it not “chock full of every foodstuff for man and animal.” As a result of the Russian peace negotiations the price of goose flesh in Silesia had
already fallen at this date from six to four marks per pound. It was extraordinary how the delusion about
Ukrainian plenty grew and flourished; why even in realistic England in 1920, Mr. Lloyd George not only waxed
lyrical about “bursting Russian corn bins,” but quite a number of people even believed him.
Early in January I heard from Shelagh that Patsy was dreadfully ill. I consulted Hans about the possibility of
getting to England to see her, but he said it was absolutely out of the question. In these circumstances both he and
I thought it much better to distract my mind by returning to Belgrade to nurse. My sister-in-law Lulu Solms, the
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Crown Princess Cecile and all the friends whom I consulted, approved; Prince Gottfried Hohenlohe, who in the
autumn of 1914 had become Austro-Hungarian Ambassador to Germany, was most kind in facilitating all the
necessary arrangements, providing me with a laisser-passer and so on.
I have just been re-reading a letter which Fanny Sternberg wrote me from Vienna just then. It is so dear and
comforting that even now it brings tears to the eyes. And yet her son Leopold was terribly ill at the time, all his
wounds having broken open again and his shrapnel-smashed leg still in plaster, and yet Fanny, who naturally was
in despair, could find time and energy to write and comfort me. In a letter of sympathy about Patsy from Prince
Eitel Fritz, he enclosed a snapshot of the grave of his dog, a companion for eleven years, who had just died in
France. The Prince spoke of him as “the faithfullest friend I ever possessed.” It seemed a comparatively trivial
thing and yet how well I understood his feelings and his grief, and it helped to still my own.
Both Princess Mossy (of Hesse) and the other Daisy (of Sweden) were indefatigable in getting through to me
news of Patsy; and the dear Swedish Princess could understand my mood so well because had not she herself been
unable to go to her own mother, the Duchess of Connaught, during the illness that preceded her death in March,
1917?
At the end of January I started for Belgrade, leaving Bolko behind at Partenkirchen with his faithful and
reliable governess, Fräulein Staehle. Lexel went to Fürstenstein where Hans saw him at intervals when he went
there to inspect the building operations; the stage of putting in ceilings and fireplaces, and deciding on panelling
and coverings for the walls, had at last been reached. I suppose all this helped Hans to forget the War: he aimed at
having the private Chapel the finest and most striking thing in the house and, I think, succeeded.
At the end of February in Belgrade I received terrible news.
The Grand Duke Adolphus had drowned himself in a canal in the Park at Strelitz.
I could not believe it. I had written to him at Christmas and received in reply a nice chatty letter from Strelitz
where he was on leave. He spoke of it being the first Christmas without “his darling Granny,” and was so grateful
because I did not fail to “mention her in every letter; she was a darling.” He also spoke of the progress being made
at the Park House, where he had just hung in the passages some old coloured English prints. There was, too, a
reference to the young Princess whom I hoped he would marry, and also to her mother. It was a dear letter, quite
hopeful, and dated January 10. Yet in less than seven weeks he had gone … voluntarily.
One says that; but was it voluntary? Such events are mysterious and baffling. All one can know is that to face
them a human soul must feel utterly defenceless and alone. Then the consuming grief and regret that one was not
there in time of greatest need to help, perhaps even to prevent.
So much nonsense was written about the death of the Grand Duke both at the time and since, that I must, in
fairness to his memory, set down what I know. A stupid story, constantly repeated, is that it was discovered by the
German Secret Service that he had been spying in the interests of England, and that he was given the alternative
of being shot as a traitor or taking his own life. The Yellow Press took the opportunity of insinuating that, like me,
the Grand Duke was more English than German, and that I was, somehow, the cause of his death. A great friend of
his and of mine wrote to me as follows. I was far away in Belgrade at the time, and personally knew nothing of
the details, but her letter may be accepted as the full and authentic account of what took place, as far as the
exterior aspect of the tragedy was concerned: the heart’s secret is mercifully folded with my dead friend in the
great heart of God:
Your telegram I received here yesterday evening and had waited for it. Terribly quick and unexpected this tragedy
comes, and I look upon it as an insoluble puzzle. At the end of January we were some days in Berlin together, where he
was pleased and contented and so full of future plans. One cannot understand or conceive what has made this horrible
issue possible. So far as I can judge, his character was not at all disposed to melancholy. Lonely he certainly was, but I
had not the impression that this troubled him, and understood that he felt himself well and was continually busy with
things he ordered or directed. The death of his beloved Granny had, to be sure, taken from him his truest adviser and
her loss he had grievously felt. Even so, there was the near prospect that he would not need to live any longer so
solitary …
He was the truest friend of my son and had given him much good advice, especially as he knew life. What must the
poor thing have suffered those last days and no one to help him. I know how heavily you will feel this misfortune. This
naturally loving nature, loved by all who knew him …
Can you imagine that the charming Parkhaus has for ever lost its creator. What joy he had with it. All that can make
life desirous was his; he had all means at his command. He was so good for the Poor and Needy, and if he could make a
pleasure for anyone he did it. We have suffered a great loss which cannot be replaced. You will also feel this and I
heartily sympathize with you and embrace you in mutual grief.
The facts which are known to me are as follows: He went out with his dog at four o’clock on the 23 rd inst. As he did
not come back to dinner his people began to be disturbed. They made a search at once but found nothing. Military
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Police with dogs then searched further and at mid-day the next day the Bodyguard first found his dog sitting near his
cap at the Canal. After dragging the Canal they found the body with a shot wound in the temple. So far the weapon has
not been found. This is all I know.

My diary tells how deeply I felt this blow, but the passages are too intimate to be transcribed here. His Granny
loved and admired “Fred” more than anything in the world, and I have never seen, between old and young,
anything to equal their mutual understanding and devotion. He loved flowers so much and was so tender, gay,
gallant and considerate that together we had christened him Rosenkavalier, while my two youngest boys always
called him “Uncle Freddie” or “Uncle Strelitz.” I think the loss of his Grandmother, the apparent endlessness of
the War, his heart in England and his home in Germany, and the two countries fighting with each other, just tore
him in pieces and he could stand it no longer. Then there was that terrible exhausting chronic hay fever, which, so
I am told, leads to the utmost depression.
Never mind. He went alone (as we all must) to join that great band of compassionate hearts, each one of whom
died because of our sorrows and the sorrow of the world.
2
On March 3, 1918, Germany signed the Treaty of Brest-Litovsk with the infamous Lenin and Trotsky. At the
time this was officially looked upon as both a military and a diplomatic victory. All the same it gave many people
in Germany a shiver of horror down the back, and I was one of them.
For some time Princess Mossy had been arranging with Princess Daisy that I should go to Sweden and have a
real rest and change. In a dear letter promising, if I came, to do everything possible for me, the Crown Princess
remarked:
What do you say to Molly Crichton going to marry Algy Stanley? She is still such an invalid that it seems strange. I
see Birdie Ilchester has got a little girl, and Marjorie Anglesey has just had a daughter which makes three, and no son.

“Molly” was, of course, Lady Mary Grosvenor, whose first husband was Lord Crichton. He was killed early in
the War, and she afterwards married Lieutenant-Colonel the Honourable Algernon Stanley. As I write these lines I
see in the papers a description of the wedding of her girl Kathleen to Lord Hamilton, the eldest son of the Duke of
Abercorn.
In March, I think it was, Prince Lichnowsky’s account of his Mission to London, written and printed for his
family alone, was, owing to a deliberate and well-meaning indiscretion, published without the author’s
knowledge. In consequence the Prince was deprived of his rank à la suite in the German Army, and, later,
expelled from the Prussian House of Peers. There was a tremendous outcry throughout Germany. Even kind
Fanny Sternberg wrote: “He has really made a fool of himself, and cannot show himself anywhere”; and Hansel,
from the Western front, vividly expressed his young astonishment on a post card. I longed to write to the Prince,
but did not dare to put my name to a letter addressed to him, as I knew all his correspondence was being opened.
In France something had happened that might well have seemed to Germany ominous. On March 26, Allied
unity of command was at last achieved at Doullens. Two days later Hans wrote to me as follows: The quotation
displays an almost unbelievable ignorance of the national psychology of France and England and a childish notion
of what was happening in Ireland:
From the Western Front, March 29, 1918:
Everything is going on extremely well, much better than was expected. We must have made by now fifty thousand
English prisoners. They were taken quite by surprise with our offensive. This accounts too for the tremendous amount
of war material of every sort which fell into our hands. They had not even the time to blow up their ammunition depots.
But what now? I think, that the French will try to help with a flank attack, and when this will have been repulsed and
the English driven still more back they will take to the boats, putting the blame on the French, who came too late, and
pretend that the state of Ireland makes it necessary to retire from the Continent. Which of the two will make Peace first,
is impossible to know today, but there is no doubt, that this battle brings us a great deal nearer Peace …
What do you say to Lichnowsky’s book? Can you imagine a man making such an ass of himself. Tactlessness and
vanity are the two main features in his character. He can thank God, if he is not put into prison and kicked out of the
army.
We will have Peace soon and then you can go to England. It is only a question of weeks. Lloyd George cannot last
over this defeat, by far the biggest in English history. And Clemenceau has already declared that he would only stay in
office as long as Lloyd George did.
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Even as these lines were being written by Hans the issue of the Battle for Amiens was being decided against
Germany, and that, whether they realized it at the time or not, was, for the Central Powers, the beginning of the
end. I have never known whether Hans wrote with his tongue in his cheek or not. I cannot think that, having been
at Great Headquarters throughout the War, it would have been easy to deceive him as to the actual situation, nor
throughout the War did I ever notice that he deliberately sent me misleading information. I can, therefore, only
conclude that the Germans really did think that all was going well for them, and that the Battle for Amiens was a
victory and not a defeat. That is perhaps not so impossible as it sounds. Did not England in May, 1916, win a
Naval victory at Jutland and in the official announcement hail it as a defeat! On April 7, Hans wrote from the
West:
I saw Hansel yesterday, after I had missed him twice. He is very well. They have plenty to eat, as they took
tremendous storages from the retiring army. He gave me some chocolate, which they took from the French, and which I
am sending to Lexel and Bolko. I sat with Hansel for an hour in his room, which he has to share with another officer.
The beds are good, but not a single window pane is left, as the place was some days ago under artillery fire. We had tea
with his General. Prince Eitel Friedrich. who lives in the same village, was there too. We have been living in our train
since the 20th of March.
Everything is going on well. If our enemies would only shake off Lloyd George and Clemenceau. peace would come
soon. By the time you will get this letter, you will have heard of more interesting news from the front than I could tell
you. Now I must finish. The Crown Prince has just arrived for luncheon and the courier is leaving.

Towards the end of April I received from Princess Daisy\fn{ Princess Margaret of Sweden; she was also called “Daisy”:H}
a letter which set my mind at ease a little about Patsy. but dashed my hopes of a visit to Sweden. Somehow one
seldom thought of the Neutral Countries as having serious food difficulties or being short of housing:
Sofiero, Helsingborg, April 20
Dear Daisy:
Many thanks for your last letter. I’m afraid it looks as if it won’t be possible to get any rooms for you to live in
here, there’s been such a rush on them. I’m so sorry but perhaps we could manage it later. Fröken Holmberg
hasn’t come back from Germany as far as I know, at least she hasn’t given any sign of life as she promised to do.
Will you be able to arrange to go to the watering-place in Germany that she frequents during summer, and get her
to give you massage again? We are here in the country for a week’s change and rest and to see to the garden. The
sea is so beautiful and calm and blue; it helps one to forget all the awfulness in the world around one. The
question of when it will end seems as far off as ever.
I’m thankful to have heard that my father has returned safely from the East and is well again. I only heard a
little while ago that he was quite ill in January. The children too are all well and happy and that is much to be
thankful for.
How are you getting on with your nursing? Isn’t it very tiring? I don’t think I could nurse, it’s not at all my
line. So many at home though seem to have developed a taste and ability for it.
Much love from Yours affectionately,
D.
On the same day Fanny Sternberg wrote me from Vienna that:
We have passed through great excitements and all regret so much that the Emperor let Carl Czernin go—just at such
a moment.\fn{Count Ottokar Czernin was appointed Austro-Hungarian Foreign Minister in December, 1916. On April 11, 1918, the
French Government published the text of the Emperor of Austria’s letter to Prince Sixte of Bourbon-Parma proposing peace
negotiations, and Czernin resigned four days later.}

We were all devoted to dear Czernin and his wife Marichi. Of course he could not remain on as Foreign
Minister when his young Emperor, behind his back, was sending his wife’s brother, Prince Sixte of BourbonParma, who was an officer in the French Army, to the French President Monsieur Poincare, and all over the place
with secret offers of Peace. I must admit that, from the moment of his Accession in November, 1916, the Emperor
Karl had longingly turned his eyes towards an Armistice, but a Sovereign cannot do one thing and his Foreign
Minister another.
Oh! what a warm and sustaining thing the true friendship of woman for woman can be. I like and appreciate
the friendship of men, but, inevitably, there must be many deep feelings, needs, emotions—mostly quite illogical
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and inarticulate—which they can never understand. Here is a letter from Princess Pilar of Bavaria such as only
she can write. I remember as if it were yesterday how its arrival comforted and strengthened me:
Nymphenburg Palace, Munich, 21.IV.1918
Daisy dearest:
No I have not changed, nor will I change, concerning you. I care for you very much and I understand your ways. I
do not care what other people say; I am sorry if they do not understand you, but it won’t change me or my feelings, be
sure of that. A letter of mine must have got lost by the way. Your other letter, before this one, was so very dear and so
dreadfully sad. And this one too. You have learned to smile to hide your tears; I think we must all learn to do so; and we
all do, but yet I am sorry, that you have come to that.
This war has shown us how people really are—many we found nice before, have turned out to be the contrary, while
others we never had cared for, showed a heart. I found your letter on my table when I returned home yesterday evening
from a lecture about Spain given by a young Spaniard of only seventeen; it was very good. I had rather a lonely feeling
about me and wished for sun and a blue sky. Then I found your letter; it gave me so much pleasure; it comforted me.
Only I would like you to be happy.
I did get an Order, or a kind of one, like all, at the Golden Wedding!\fn{ Of King Ludwig III of Bavaria and his Consort,
celebrated in Munich with considerable pomp in the spring of 1918; he abdicated ten months later } I take it as remembrance; that
is all. When do you come back? It is spring already. The Park is in bloom all over. Won’t you come soon?
All my love. I won’t change.
Love from my parents.
Pilar.

At the beginning of May I was officially asked if I would undertake the post of Director of a new Soldiers'
Home about to be opened at Constanza, for Austro-Hungarian soldiers returned from the Russian campaign. I
gladly consented, partly because all my friends were constantly urging me to give up the work in Belgrade which
was much too hard, and partly because I much preferred Austrians and Hungarians to Serbians. The authorities in
Belgrade were all as kind and considerate as circumstances would allow, but the city in war-time was a dismal
spot. Constanza was healthy and on the sea. Above all, Sisters Edith and Clara, my two nice faithful friends from
the Tempelhof days, were there and anxiously desired me to join them.
From the end of 1917 onwards in Germany there was a great deal of pandering to the Socialistic element
which was daily becoming more openly aggressive. Many people considered this a great mistake, rightly holding
that it was indefensible to pass new and extremely radical laws when so many men were serving in the Army and
could not therefore make their wishes known. I suppose the truth is that you cannot make a whole nation submit
for four years to what is in effect a military dictatorship without breeding a strong reaction towards revolution. It
is unwise not to foresee and consider that the nation most amenable to the iron discipline essential to success in
modern war, is the very nation most likely in the end to perish by internal revolution, whether the war be lost or
won. This consideration might cause rulers and politicians to hesitate who are otherwise undismayed by the
prospect of War. Both the Russian and German people accepted war discipline and restrictions far more readily
than England or France, and yet both succumbed to the heady wine of unexpected and unfamiliar freedom.
I do not know where Hansel got his information, but, on May 24, he wrote to me:
It is quite possible that the war will be finished and Peace signed in November. You will not perhaps believe this?

A day or two after receiving Hansel's note I heard from Prince Eitel Fritz, who said:
I will take care of your big boy so far as one can do so in this war. Soap and cigarettes would be beautiful, thank
you.

Peace was likely in November; but soap and cigarettes were an immediate and daily necessity!
During April and May the German Armies were making their desperate and final effort to seize Amiens. I do
not quite remember, but rather think that by the end of May that effort was finally spent. Here is an inside picture
of those momentous days as painted by Hans:
From the West, May 29, 1918.
I saw Hansel yesterday. He is extremely well and in excellent spirits. We left the G.H.Q. the 27th at night and on the
28th at 2 a.m. the artillery began. Two thousand batteries began firing at the very same second. The enemy was taken
quite by surprise, from what French prisoners told me. I interviewed some already at midday on the 28 th. I went out
early in the morning, directly our train arrived, with Count Dohna (the commander of the Moewe). He had never seen a
good land fight, and we had great fun. We motored directly towards the famous Chemin des Dames which our troops

774

took at 11 a.m. I could not get to Hansel that day, as it was too far to walk to where his Brigade was fighting, and
motoring was impossible.
Yesterday, however, I motored over to Hansel, crossing the Chemin des Dames at two different places. It was very
difficult for the motor, as the road was full of shell holes. There were only three English Divisions northwest of
Rheims, nothing but recruits, who offered no resistance. Opposite Hansel’s lot were Frenchmen, who ran, too, like
hares. Our losses are extremely small. The enemy must have lost about forty thousand men, as we took about twentyfive thousand prisoners.
While I made my trip to Hansel, the Emperor went to another place (one cannot send him very much forward) and
met an English General, called R——, whom they took the day before. The Emperor described him to me as a man of
thirty-eight years of age, a Welshman, looking like a sergeant-major. This General’s opinion was that the resisting
power of England was over, because she has no more men. The fact is that the English were a dangerous enemy, so
long as they could stick to their trenches, but now, as we have passed the trench country, the fighting goes on in the
open field for which they are not trained, and their leadership is naturally very bad.
Those fights, which I talk of, are only the beginning of the second act of our offensive; you will have heard already
more about the development of it, by the time this letter reaches you. But I hope that this second act will be the last one.
About these insulting newspaper cuttings: the Emperor was not furious about you, but about the papers. It was I who
showed him the cuttings, and he agreed with me that proceedings should be taken at once.

The “insulting newspaper cuttings” to which Hans referred were some which he had sent me concerning the
death of the Grand Duke of Mecklenburg-Strelitz, and which I had returned. Here is one of them. It shows the
infamous depths to which certain German newspapers can descend. That, during war, was perhaps understandable
and excusable; but many of them are just as bad or even worse now in time of peace. The British public, used to
the British Press, with its extremely high standards of honour, probity and decency, has no idea of the malicious
vulgarity of many German newspapers considered quite reputable in that country:
The mystery of the suicide of the Grand Duke of Mecklenburg-Strelitz has
not been cleared up yet in spite of great publicity. Some papers, especially
Austrian, announced that the young Prince had been married morganatically to
a Hungarian, Frau von H., who would not set him free when he thought of
marrying a Princess of Anhalt. Likewise a well-known opera singer, Frau S.,
was mentioned in connection with the death of the Grand Duke. Although it
will hardly be possible to lift the veil from the Strelitz drama during the War, it
must be said in the interests of truth, that neither the singer nor that Baroness
(who by the way possessed no legitimate rights) had anything whatever to do
with the tragic end of the Grand Duke. Every one who is acquainted with
Strelitz and its surroundings knows the real motive and to play hide-and-seek in
this case is of no avail whatever. The evil influence of the deceased (as a big
Berlin paper has already mentioned) is the wife of a German Prince and
magnate who is an Englishwoman by birth and—as many symptoms in her
surroundings have indicated—has remained English in her thoughts and in her
mind. (The lady in question can only be the Princess of Pless.—The Editor of
the Paper.) This lady, a greatly celebrated beauty, had won a fatal influence over
her Grand Ducal friend. The mutual relations finally ended in a public scandal.
The consequence of it was that the Grand Duke was obliged to stay far from his
capital, having been given to understand that his role as the head of his country,
and as a soldier, was no longer acceptable to his subjects. Shortly before his
death he is said to have received the visit of his sweetheart. It came to a tragic
issue and those who have followed the course of the conflict were not surprised
at the end.

The Grand Duke had never considered marrying a Princess of Anhalt. As this book shows, he was repeatedly
in his capital in the months immediately preceding his death. He was there in November, 1917, settling things
after his grandmother’s illness and death. He was there again at Christmas for the purpose of visiting the wounded
and the hospitals and he was there on sick leave at the time of his death. I had not been thcre, nor had I seen him
since the spring of 1916. The article from beginning to end was a tissue of lies.
On June I, the Princess Margaret (Daisy) of Sweden wrote me another letter from Sofiero, their lovely country
home on the Baltic, where they were revelling in a rest after nine months in town. The children were running
wild. Her brother to whom she refers is, of course, Prince Arthur of Connaught, the “friend” the Grand Duke
Adolphus, and his “cousin” Queen Mary of England:
I’ve not had any news from home lately but when last I heard all were well, and my brother in America on a special
Mission. I know whom you mean by the friend who had such a dear old Granny; poor thing, how sad it was; have you
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ever heard the real story? His cousin at home really liked him and she was so unhappy about it, but glad her aunt the
old Granny had gone before. I hope you are getting the best out of the nursing you can, it may of course be a help in
spite of the hard work.
With best love, Yours,
D.

3
In June we kept the anniversary of our Silver Wedding in beautiful Munich, which had now become dear to
me. Pilar was there and her parents, and many kind friends; and I could have Bolko and his really nice, kind
governess, Fräulein Staehle, in from Partenkirchen. I went back to my little furnished house on the outskirts of the
city close to the Palace of Nymphenburg. Lexel was at Fürstenstein, and Pless was of course now empty.
But it was very difficult to settle down to anything when constantly receiving from my husband letters
containing passages like the following. The idea of Paris being blown to pieces by huge guns gave me constant
nightmare. That beautiful city where I had spent the earliest days of my honeymoon and which I had loved since
years, had been under long-range shell fire since the end of March from the one or two German guns christened
by the British “Big Berthas”; but this was not taken very seriously in informed circles in Germany, being merely
an advertisement to cheer up the troops and the civilians. Hans’s letter described something far more menacing:
From the West, June 4, 1918.
Here are the two last photos of Hansel and me. On the one of them you can see his E.K.J.\fn{ I.e., his medal; he had
been awarded the Iron Cross, First Class, for repeatedly crossing and recrossing the Somme bridges carrying dispatches } He was not
in the least astonished to see me, but greeted me by saying that he was sure I would come that day, because I had
always managed to arrive when something important had been going on …
That we got in such a short time to the Marne, is beyond every expectation. Yesterday I met Engelbert Arenberg,
who was of course even more unwashed than in peace time. We went with the Emperor on to the top of a hill, from
where we could see with the naked eye a great part of the fighting. Everything is going on so marvellously well, that it
can only be now a question of a few weeks, till, at least, the French will give in. Our line is at present seventy
kilometres (forty-four English miles) from the centre of Paris. A few kilometres further, and we can place our ordinary
big guns, of which we have scores. This means that in a few days Paris will be shelled so that not one stone will be left
on the other, simply wiped off the face of the earth, like so many other French towns which I have seen. Would not the
French prefer to make peace, to avoid this disaster?
I got a letter from Patsy from Geneva. I am answering it today.

Having, with the approval of Hans, put the matter of the scandalous newspaper reports concerning the Grand
Duke Adolphus into the hands of our Berlin lawyers, I also wrote to the Emperor. I did so through my ever
faithful and indulgent friend, Princess Mossy. Here is what she said:
Friedrichshof, June 10, 1918.
Dear Daisy:
Just a line to say, that the Person I am very fond of, and to whom you wrote through me, let me know that he had
received the letter, and would do what he could to help you, and put your mind at ease. So I hope this will comfort you
and cheer you up. You can be sure that you will never be forsaken by your friends so there is no reason to worry, nor to
believe that they distrust you. Just do as they advise, and put up with all the complications and difficulties of these
terrible times. I can assure you it is not easy for anyone, and all have their share of trouble.
Hoping you are pretty well, and with much love, Yours affectionately,
Margaret.

The Emperor himself replied at once, doing so through the Chief of his Personal Staff, General von Plessen. I
realized that he adopted this method in order that his attitude in the matter should become publicly known and that
his condemnation of the outrage should have all the weight carried by his own official action.
This was the last personal kindness the Emperor did for me. It was done at a time when his country, his throne
and even his person were in grave danger. In such circumstances not many men or women would have stepped
aside from stupendously important affairs to interfere on behalf of a perhaps silly woman who had been libelled
by a scurrilous rag. Yet the Emperor did so, and the loyalty and fineness of this action would of itself place his
name, in my humble opinion, on the starry roll of the noble friendships of history. In that letter written just after
his mother’s death in 1901 he said he would never allow me to be “maliced”; and as far as he could prevent it he
never did.
Here is a translation of General von Plessen’s letter:
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Great Headquarters, 10.VI.18.
Your Serene Highness, Most Gracious Princess:
His Majesty sends you his best greetings and thanks for your letter of May 19 th, which has arrived here on June 8th,
and directs me to reply as follows:
You may be sure that His Majesty did not believe one word of the gossip concerning the late Grand Duke of
Mecklenburg-Strelitz.
The newspaper article which treats of this matter in such a brutal way had been forbidden by the Chief Censor. The
author of the article nevertheless published it and—at the request of the Prince of Pless—will be prosecuted by the
State-Attorney. The investigation is still proceeding.
The authorities have been instructed not to in any way inconvenience Your Highness. However, in order to prevent
any misconceptions, it would be well for Your Highness to avoid in public life everything that might appear in the least
unusual.
His Majesty would be glad if Your Highness would lend your time and valuable strength more to the narrower home
country in place of the unquiet activity in Hospital Trains and foreign Hospitals. With the expression of my most
complete esteem, I have the honour to be,
Your Highness’s devoted servant.
Von Plessen, Aide-de-camp General.

Von Plessen’s reference to Foreign Hospitals was also very characteristic. The Prussians and Austrians hated,
and still hate, each other. The Emperor Francis Joseph, the most egotistical man who ever lived, looked upon the
German Empire as upstart and shoddy, and the German Emperor, and indeed every German, simply squirmed
when one spoke of the Holy Roman Emperor. The Austrian Kaiser was the last of the Cæsars; whereas the
German Kaiser was only the third of what?
Although I had in principle accepted the offer to go and work in Constanza, when it came to the point, I was
reluctant to leave the Imperial and Royal Hospital Brcko in Belgrade where everyone was so kind, particularly Dr.
Theodor Hüttl, the Chairman of the Surgical Department of the Hospital and a most skilful surgeon, and Dr.
Bohm, the Head Staff Surgeon and Commandant.
I had been there from the end of November, 1917, and, at the end of June was, as I have said, given two
months’ leave. After a short stay at Nymphenburg with Bolko and his governess, I sent them back to the
mountains and myself went to Klitschdorff to spend a few days with Lulu and Fritz Solms. They were devotedly
kind to me and Lulu looked so pretty and sweet with her white hair, girlish complexion and very young face and
figure. From there I went to Fritz for a day or so at Halbau on my way to Fürstenstein. When I got home I wrote
to Hermann Hatzfeldt to ask whether he advised me to go to Constanza or return to Belgrade.
On July 18, the French launched their counterstroke after the attack on Amiens. It marked definitely the
beginning of Victory for the Allied Armies. While at Halbau I received the following interesting letter from
Hansel, who writes an excellent description of the beginnings of a modern battle:
From the West, July 27, 1918.
As soon as I have time I will write to Uncle Fritz too, but just now we are in an awful mess. On the 15 th in the
morning at 1 a.m. our Artillery fire began, and continued till five o’clock. In the meantime Engineers were to build
bridges over the Marne which flowed between the French and German trenches. At five o’clock our Infantry was going
to attack.
Everything would have gone all right if the whole offensive had not been betrayed. When the Engineers started to
work searchlights suddenly flashed up from the enemy side and revealed the whole place in their cones of light.
Immediately French Artillery, which was only waiting for that moment, shelled the place so that nearly all the boats and
a lot of the poor devils working on the bridges were blown to bits. Somehow or other we managed to get one bridge so
far ready that our first Battery was able to get over at seven in the morning.
The Infantry got over all right and took the chain of hills above the valley of the Marne in a swift attack. Instead of
going on then and keeping the enemy running, and so preventing him from bringing up his reserves, the Infantry had to
stop because our Artillery could not cross the Marne and support them.
It would take too long to explain everything to you, but you can perhaps imagine what it means to cart artillery,
ammunition, and everything else that troops need over bridges which are badly shelled during day and night. Besides
that, enemy bomb-squadrons threw many bombs on every bridge and every little group of trees—where they perhaps
thought somebody could hide—from early in the morning till late at night. They also tried to block the valley by gas,
but did not succeed because the wind was too strong.
I was afraid I had lost one of my horses (Mougu out of Marabout—you must know the mother). I think I wrote you
about it.
When we saw that the offensive could not continue, we tried to send all our horses back over the Marne, because
they certainly would have been killed otherwise. As I needed one with me I could only send one back …
On the night of the 19th-20th we went back on the north side of the river, as it was not possible to maintain such a
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position: the French luckily noticed nothing till the next morrung.
Halbau must be lovely now. I think I am the only one who has never been there.

Hans had to visit Berlin on some Parliamentary affairs and from there he dashed to Fürstenstein to see either
me or the building operations—I was not in the least sure which. Anyhow men never grow up and must always
have some ploy or another on to keep them a little out of mischief: nothing could do that completely. When he got
back to Great Headquarters he wrote me :
From G.H.Q., August 1, 1918.
The day after I arrived (Saturday) I had breakfast with the Emperor alone and with one A.D.C. I had Count Freytag’s
letter in my pocket, and when the A.D.C. went out with some order, I told the Emperor about you and read the letter to
him. He was very angry about this behaviour towards you and told me to give the letter to Plessen and to tell him to
write at once to the Generalstab. This was done, of course, the same day. The Emperor asked me, why you wanted to
stick to Belgrade, instead of nursing in Germany. This was just my chance and I said: In the beginning of the War, my
wife tried to occupy herself with the Silesian Hospitals and Breslau, but they kicked her out. So she went to Berlin,
where the same thing happened. Then she travelled in Hospital Trains, but this was too tiring in the long run, and so she
went to Belgrade. He said it was disgraceful the way you had been treated. I answered, especially after all she has done
for Silesia and Germany, even having her clothes made in Breslau, and her lace schools, cripple-homes and Hospitals.
He is full of sympathy for you, and I am sure, he will always be a true friend to you, and you will see it after the War is
over.
When the Emperor asked why you did not occupy yourself in Germany, he said too, that I should talk this over with
Ernie Hohenlohe. But I will not do it unless you want it, as I don’t know how far you are booked for Belgrade or
Constanza. If you want me to arrange something with Hohenlohe for Germany or the West, then tell me so. I think that
the West front with the English wounded would not be advisable, as it would only be a cause of new gossip.
That bit of poetry you sent me is very nice. I pray for our dead every night, and am sure they pray for us, and
especially for Hanse. He has been in a hell of a fire on the south of the Marne …

A week later Hans wrote me again. His letter is very interesting, because, on the 8 th, the beginning of the final
British attack on the Germans had begun, and the King of England was at the front to see it launched:
From G.H.Q., August 10, 1918.
The Americans publish the names of sixty-four thousand officers and men killed, wounded, made prisoners and
missing of their seven Divisions which took part in that engagement. This means a loss of ninety per cent., or
practically the annihilation of those seven Divisions. À propos of Americans, I read in some paper some time ago that
Mrs. Leeds, an immensely rich American widow, who paid some fabulous sum for a famous necklace (so it must be
Mrs. Nancy Leeds) is engaged to Prince something of Greece, brother of the real King. As they have no Family
Regulations in the Greek family, she will become a Royal Highness. But the future of the American fortunes seems to
me rather doubtful.
I like very much your long letter with all what just comes in your head, what you call “jabbering.” I am only sorry
that I cannot answer in the same way, because here there is a lot to do, and very little time to write letters.

4
From that moment events just hurled themselves along.
From Fürstenstein I went to the Villa Silva at Carlsbad to join Hansie and Olivia Larisch for a bit, as my two
months’ leave from Belgrade was not yet over. While there I had a letter from the Swedish Princess Daisy. They
were still at Sofiero. She said:
I sent the wire to your mother which Mossy let me know about; I hope she understood.
Have you heard—it’s very sad—Bertie Paget, 10 th Hussars, has died, and Mary Greer’s eldest son has been killed
and now she’s got none left; and he was only married this year too! The Albemarles too have lost a son and one is a
prisoner. Such sadness everywhere! When will it all end? An officer from home wrote me the other day:
“Thank God this war can’t go on forever!”
No, thank God, it can’t; but it can last for a long time yet.
Some day you must come and see this place; we have to leave here on the 5 th of September and are so sorry. It is less
peaceful in town. Love from
Yours affectionately,
D.

During the last days of August and the first part of September Hans was on leave; it was a great pity because
far-reaching events of the utmost significance were taking place at the front, and I did want to know about them. I
do not think that, even then, Germany was seriously uneasy; at all events Hans was not, because on September 4,
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before his return to Great Headquarters, he wrote to me:
The situation is good. The continual attacks of the enemy are only the proofs, that they must finish the War before
the winter, or they would wait till they had more Americans at their disposal. But it is also possible that England at last
comes back to her senses; i.e., that she realizes that she becomes more and more a vassal of America. I don’t know, if
an arrangement with us would not be preferable and give England a greater independence.
Best love to Olivia and Hansie.

Even the most highly-placed Germans were unbelievably badly informed about the Allies, their plans,
objective and resources. On September 5, darling Princess Mossy wrote me:
They seem desperate on the other side to come to some sort of a decision soon. Is it that they fear America becoming
too powerful? Perhaps; otherwise they would wait till next year when they could have still greater quantities of
coloured people to fight for them, as America manages to bring over any amount.

I have not quoted anything from my diary for a long time. Here is a bit that gives a glimpse of my life at
Carlsbad and at Fürstenstein during the last agonizing days of the Great War:
September 9, 1918.
Carlsbad. I went to a shop and bought a small piece of ham for which I paid forty kronen; this would be in English
money about sixteen shillings. How funny it seems to talk of food and buying it. If one thinks of it, during the whole of
this war, it has really not been necessary to starve except, I fear, amongst the very, very poor people, and that is why in
a sense I almost would prefer to eat nothing.
One learns a lot though, diary, and in strange ways that make one see things very differently. Elsa, my maid, is the
dearest girl with the dearest heart and loves God and believes in things in the most charming manner; in fact she talks
sometimes about everything in a most extraordinary, peaceful, sure way which does one good, and helps one.
The other day when I was at Fürstenstein there were th.ree old women working on the Schlossplatz in the pouring
rain. I simply could not bear it—as just in front of me they were putting down a new elaborate marble floor for me to
walk on. So I went with tears in my eyes—I felt I should sob—and said:
“No, I don’t allow this; go back to the garden, take shelter, do not work any more, you will be paid all the same.”
One old woman I had known for many years; I pointed out that their coats were dripping wet, which was true. They
did not seem to mind, but smiled and off they went. Elsa said to me afterwards:
“Oh, Your Highness, they are used to it since so many years, they don’t mind. They go back to their little home
afterwards. Those sort of people are often happier than those that are placed in life quite differently.” I dare say she was
right.

While at Carlsbad I read, on the 9 th September, the Daily Mail of August 21, which was, I think, quite
wonderful, considering the War and the muddled state of Europe.
By September 16 Hans was back at Great Headquarters and wrote:
What do you say to Lansdowne’s new party and his programme?\fn{ In November, 1917, Lord Lansdowne addressed a
letter to the Press advocating the opening of peace negotiations with Germany; it was printed by the Daily Telegraph, though the
Times and other newspapers refused to publish it } I think it might lead to peace. He seems to share my opinions that
America will be a greater danger for England in the future than Germany.

Even while Hans was writing this the great German Retreat had begun and Allied victories had taken place in
Palestine and Macedonia. Concerning these tremendous events I feel that I really ought to use my letters and diary
as much as possible, as they give what one then knew, without any of the vagueness and inaccuracy brought about
by things that have happened since. By September 22 I was back in Belgrade, having passed a day or two in
Vienna on the way. I wrote:
September 22, 1918.
Belgrade. Hansie Larisch said to us all the other day in Vienna (we were discussing Ottokar Czernin’s marvellous
and rightful letter which he wrote to the papers, as he was not allowed to speak it). Well, Hansie said: “Germany will
have to give back Alsace-Lorraine to the French.” I merely thought of the words I had said to the Emperor seven years
ago in Pless: “Give back Alsace-Lorraine to the French, Your Majesty, and they will be on their knees before you and
there will never, never be a European or any other war.” At that moment he did not quite know what to say (and I think
he was also not certain of his own thoughts) for he turned and said to the guests at the table: “What do you think she
wants me to do now? She wants me to give back Alsace-Lorraine to the French.” No answer was given him. Well, we
will see what the future brings!
In two days Prince Lonyay is coming here from Constanza as he has been transferred somewhere else. I do not
know who will be his successor there or what he will be like, but all this the Prince will be able to tell me when I see
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him. I must know what exactly my responsibilities are to be and if I will have a proper Staff of doctors and nurses.

Prince Lonyay, I should explain, was the man who had married the widowed Crown Princess Stephanie of
Austria. He was therefore a brother-in-law of Prince Philippe of Coburg and Prince Napoleon, both of whom had
married sisters of Stephanie. They were all, of course, the daughters of old King Leopold II of Belgium; a great
man in the true sense of the word, the King was in a way too big a personality for the small somewhat
provincially-minded people whom he ruled.
On September 29 Hansel wrote me from the front that:
One hears from men who come back from leave that the frame of mind is not very good at home. The people have
forgotten the war and only think of gaining money and feeding themselves. Even the educated classes hardly realize
that their country is fighting for its existence. They cannot understand what this little word “existence” means, because
they have not seen how France is ruined, thousands of villages burnt and plundered, and how their women and children
are killed by shells and bombs …

A letter full of intelligent foresight from a lad not yet nineteen. On the very day it was written Bulgaria
capitulated. Five days later King Ferdinand abdicated and his son Boris succeeded him. From that moment
Crowns—Imperial, Royal, Grand Ducal and Princely—rattled down one on top of the other in a great heap.
Bulgaria and Turkey were finished and Austria, at last, had summed up the moral courage to desert her Ally. Poor
Austria, she was on the verge of collapse and revolution, and one supposes that with nations, as with individuals,
it is conceded that self-preservation is the first law of being. On October 7, Hans wrote:
We seem really to get nearer Peace, only God knows what sort of Peace it will be. Max of Baden, the new
Chancellor, is the one who was once engaged to the Grand Duke Vladimir’s daughter—at the time we were in St.
Petersburg.

By now the civil and military situation in Germany was involved in mystery and uncertainty.\fn{ On October 3 all
the German Secretaries of State resigned. Prince Max of Baden, heir presumptive to the Grand Duke of Baden, became German Imperial
Chancellor and succeeded Admiral von Hint as Foreign Minister on October 4. Count Georg Hertling had resigned the Chancellorship on
September 30.} Even Hindenburg, as I afterwards learned, was completely at sea! One day advising an immediate
Armistice, the next insisting upon continued resistance, right up to the end declaring his “hopefulness” and then,
when he had failed ignominiously, retiring. Is it any wonder the poor Emperor did not know what to do.
Had the civil population stood firm even then much, if not everything, might have been saved. But, on the
collapse of Russia, a wave of communism had insidiously spread like poison gas over the whole of Germany.
Germany indeed beat the Russians, but in their stead a much more elusive and deadly enemy invaded her. The
German Empire fell at Brest-Litovsk—not in France.
5
It seemed almost an absurdity to try to arrange one’s personal life while Empires were breaking into pieces
before one’s very eyes.
I was on my way from Belgrade to Constanza with Helene when we were stopped at Herkulesbad, in South
Hungary. I decided to return to Belgrade, collect Elsa, Seidel and the luggage, and make for Vienna or Munich.
We travelled from Herkulesbad to Orsova on the Danube by carriage and from there up the river to Belgrade by
steamer. It was small, overcrowded and filthy and took about sixteen hours to do the journey instead of ten. At
Semendria at midnight in the dark a lot of Germans got on board and Helene and I talked with them. They took
her for a nurse as she had on a blue cap with red crosses on it. She and I huddled together on a sort of black box—
God knows what was inside—but we sat there for hours.
At last a German Major spoke to us. He sent his servant to fetch us some wine—which I thought was awfully
nice of him, as by then he knew who I was, but very rightly and bravely said to me:
“Well, my wife could hardly speak a word of German; we have been married now since years; but she talks it
much better than you do.”
He had asked me what nationality I was and at first I said I was a Swede; I had been this so often during the
War. Then, when he proved friendly, I was too proud to continue to sail under false colours and told him I was
English. Anyway we became quite friends, and he told me he was related to Countess Brockdorff in Berlin. He
sent through official channels a dienstliche Depesche for me (which otherwise Seidel would never have got),
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directing him to join me at Budapest.
When at length I got safely back to Belgrade I learned that Seidel, having sent my luggage to Uskub, had fled
with Elsa to Vienna. This sounds improper because I have quite forgotten to mention that they were married some
months before. Belgrade was by this time in a turmoil, so I continued my journey to Budapest, there to await my
fugitive servants and wandering baggage. I was much upset by reading in the Daily Mail of August that the
Entente Powers insisted on the Abdication of the Emperor. My diary will give some idea of what took place in
Budapest during the last hectic days of the ancient and once great and powerful Austrian Empire:
October 26, 1918.
Budapest, Hotel Ritz. It is terrible that they now propose the German Emperor should give up his Crown for the
sake of peace. He is one of the dearest, truest friends I have.\fn{ On November 9, 1918, revolution broke out in Berlin,
the Emperor decided to abdicate, and Prince Max of Baden became Regent, with Herr Ebert as Imperial Chancellor }
Weaknesses he most certainly has, like all men and women, but a true heart! If Germany is left without an Emperor I do
not know what will happen; but I only pray as I think of it that he will accept this demission for the sake of peace; as
Christ died for mankind on the Cross, so the Emperor must die for the present, and later with all my heart I wish that
the people will recall him again as Sovereign.
Our journey here was not very pleasant. We travelled by boat in weeny little cabins with refugees of all countries, so
it seemed to me, one end dirtier than the other, as Helene got a louse on her coat. There were Hungarians, Serbians,
Rumanians, and so on.
When we got to Belgrade at three o’clock in the morning only poor Dr. Bender was there, sent by the General von
Rhemen to meet me. Thank God for this, as we saw no one in civil clothes and could not find Seidel. Dr. Bender told
me Seidel and Elsa had gone, also Baroness Rhemen, Frau von Spetzler and her daughter; but that the General had
found rooms for me. He asked:
“What do you care to do, Princess? There is a boat leaving for Budapest in ten minutes; will you go by it or will you
stay here?”
I scarcely knew what to answer but I thought as Elsa and Seidel had gone and Helene and I were very tired, I would
decide to come here direct: the journey took two days.
The King-Emperor\fn{I.e., King of Hungary and Emperor of Austria:H On October 16, 1918, the Austrian Emperor issued a
Manifesto proclaiming a Federal State on the principle of Nationality, but excluding Hungary. } came here yesterday and had a big
meeting today. Well, as Count Esterhazy said,\fn{ He was appointed Hungarian Premier on June 15, but resigned on August 9. }
there is little use in all these meetings as there is no Chancellor and they all spend their time in giving new advice to the
unfortunate, stupid, weak little Emperor.
Esterhazy, to my astonishment, is quite against Czernin. When I asked him why he himself had not remained Prime
Minister he simply said:
“Well, they would not do as I wished.” I answered:
“You are young, you could not expect this all at once.”
He told me later that his one wish was to get to England. Strangely enough I have never met him there and did not
know he cared for it so. He too has wished for some time past to make a separate peace and end all this murder …
Yesterday Count Schönborn-Buchheim, the head of the Schönborn family, came to see me; he is the brother of Ninie
Hohenlohe-Langenburg and Irma Furstenberg. His wife was in a Sanatorium on the other side of the Danube; he said
her nerves and health were absolutely ruined through the War. We talked politics and he promised to return today, but to
my astonishment this morning I heard he had gone. I suppose he decided suddenly to take away his wife, as during the
night there was a throwing of bombs and a row just across the Danube opposite here. I laughed and said:
“Well, tomorrow night they will probably come here, as all the banks and hotels are this side of the river.”
A lot happens now in a short time. Schonborn advised me to leave, but I had to wait for Seidel and my luggage from
Uskub …
All Austria is now in bits and every part wishes to become an independent state, the Croats, Bohemians, Hungarians,
and Poles.
This afternoon the Head Surgeon from Belgrade in the Brcko Spital came to see me (he left soon after I got there
nearly a year ago). And then Dr. Hüttl came; I hope they will come and dine with me tomorrow. We had worked
happily in Belgrade.
I eat and sleep and live in this one room, a bedroom, and I see everyone here who cares to come. Many hotels are
shut and all rooms are now turned into bedrooms. Yesterday Georg Pallavacini’s wife came, a nice little thing. We
talked of her stepfather, Count Andrassy who, I see in the papers tonight, has gone to Vienna to undertake a new
position. What he will do there I do not yet know. Esterhazy comes again tomorrow. I hope if he has time he will try
and take me out for a walk, as I have been here three days and have not moved, but somehow there is such an unrest all
round one that it is more peaceful to stay in sitting on a chair.

In the very middle of all this beloved Princess Mossy wrote to me:
“Oh! Daisy, what a mess the world is in and how dark everything seems! But good will come of it, I am sure.
We must keep our courage and think of building up in the future.”
What a great, unselfish heart that woman has. Every inch the granddaughter of Queen Victoria and the
daughter of the Empress Frederick. Her brother’s Crown all but lost and her country on the verge of ruin, and she
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talks quietly of rebuilding.
Budapest and Vienna were now very uncomfortable and quite dangerous, so I decided to make my way to
Munich as soon as possible. I rather liked the idea of being in the midst of turmoil and revolution as I am not in
the least afraid of crowds and find danger of any kind exhilarating. But I had to think of Lexel alone in
Fürstenstein, and Baby Bolko with only his governess to look after him at Berchtesgaden.
6
At last I got away from Budapest and back to my little lodgings at Nymphenburg during the first week in
November. There I hoped to be joined by the boys when we would all go together to the quiet and peace of
Partenkirchen. In a day or two the wandering Elsa and Seidel turned up with the wretched luggage. Hans, it
appeared, was at Fürstenstein and wrote that, owing to the threatening attitude of the people, neither Fürstenstein
nor Pless were safe.
On November 6, I heard a noise of aeroplanes overhead and my two maids and I rushed to the windows to see
what they were. There were five of them, coming from the direction of the Austrian frontier, which is only about
forty miles away. We thought they were going to drop bombs. Instead they showered over Munich thousands of
poisonous pamphlets inciting the people to revolution, having been sent for this purpose by the Communists of
Vienna. That day there was a great popular stop-the-war meeting in the big field opposite the Exhibition Ground.
It was really quite quiet, and only demanded the end of a war, which Bavaria had never liked and of which it had
long been tired. But the imported poison gas from Russia via Vienna did its work.
Eisner\fn{Kurt Eisner (1867-1919) Minister President of Bavaria (1918-1919, when he was assassinated:H } led the crowd
through the city. A few determined police with batons could easily have dispersed them. But no one did anything.
The King was seventy-three, the Crown Prince Rupprecht and all the Royal Princes under sixty were at the front.
The small garrison, which like nearly all garrison, home, and base troops, suffered from chronic “grouseitis,” left
their barracks and joined the crowd. A Workmen’s and Soldiers’ Council was formed, sat in the Diet buildings all
night, and early the next morning, November 7, proclaimed the ancient Wittelsbach Dynasty deposed and a
Republic set up. That evening the aged King Ludwig III left for the Castle of Anif, near Salzburg, in Austria.
The next day, November 6, a Government with Eisner, an alien half-mad Jew and a communist, at its head was
set up in Conservative Catholic Bavaria. I left turbulent Munich for the peace, quiet and stability of the
mountains.
A day or two after I arrived in my little villa in Partenkirchen a Workmen’s and Soldiers’ Council was formed
in the town, and five of its members were billeted on me. My diary says:
November 15, 1918.
Partenkirchen.
They are all very, very nice to me and I have given parties for them and their friends twice in my little house; and
then in the village hall two big parties of two hundred men; this means simply providing cigarettes and beer, otherwise
it is all done at the expense of the community. The little I do is simply done most truly from all my heart, as one must
not forget those men have all been at the front since four years and in my eyes, as I see things clearly coming, they are
our only defence against Bolshevism.
They simply want, as far as I can learn by talking to them, a certain right to what God made the world for, and that is
that the poor shall not hunger and want, and that fields and green grass shall be free for men and women to walk over.
Of course this does not mean that some paths cannot be marked private, but since Vater died I have hated to see at
Fürstenstein and Pless new roads built to hide every single soul that could pass near us, chains hung everywhere with
the words upon them Verbotener Weg. God’s heavens are not verboten and there all, thank God, will some day be on
the same level and only the soul and heart may speak. Work we shall have to do, but it will be a work of kindness to all.

After a fortnight at Partenkirchen I felt that I must return to Munich and find out all that had happened to the
Royal Family, particularly my dear friend Pilar and her parents, Prince and Princess Ludwig Ferdinand. Everyone
at Partenkirchen was most kind to me, but I felt isolated and lonely and longed to talk intelligently with people
who shared my outlook. Also, I wanted authentic news of the great outside world. At Partenkirchen one was
completely isolated.
When I arrived at Nymphenburg I found that Pilar’s brother, Prince Adalbert, had returned from the front;
Prince Ludwig Ferdinand was no longer in uniform; they did not then know where Duke Luitpold was; and the
upstart Government had ordered them to leave the Palace of Nymphenburg. I think it was the day after my arrival;
we were standing by the piano talking about politics and I suddenly said to Pilar:
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“One day Bavaria and Prussia will separate; I feel it coming.” It has not happened yet, but I know I shall live to
see this prophecy come true.
While I was at Nymphenburg I received from a Hungarian friend the following tragic little account of how
things were in Vienna. It was written about the middle of November:
I truly did not imagine that a Peace would be like this. Since yesterday I am in command as a Guard-officer over the
men guarding the King’s Treasury at the Hofburg Imperial Palace. If you could only see me! One’s whole pride rears
itself up. The Guard-officers at the Schönbrunn Palace themselves broke in and stole private property of the Emperor.
Consequently this incapable new State Council allows the Court Jewels and valuables to be guarded by real officers.
Here I stand as a simple Guardsman, here, where my father for many years was Royal Treasurer and Keeper of the
Seal; I remember so well as a little chap when I visited him how I admired the Guardsman on duty.
If the papers continue to insult and slander us officers then I shall leave at once, as for that I am too proud still.
The German-Austrian is showing himself really as quite an unprincipled individual. Old Generals have in public
made speeches soiling the honour of the old faithful Army of the Emperor. I will not talk about the proletariat!
A few days ago some English officers arrived in Vienna and are staying at the Hotel Bristo. When they walked
through the Ringstrasse even better-class people cheered them. A fortnight ago they were still our enemies.

How well one understands the chagrin and bitterness of this aristocratic son of a long line of Hungarian Princes
and courtiers. On November 27 I wrote in my diary:
I see so distinctly a future when England and Germany will be (and have to be) friends—not alone, but with many
others; that means without signed treaties, which are no use, but with just a good understanding, and what the Soldiers’
Council call Kameradschaft.

Thank God my boy Hansel was safe and sound: here is his description of what happened when he marched
into Berlin on December 11, 1918, with what had once been the Imperial Guards:
Many thanks for all your long letters which I only received yesterday, as we have had no post for at least five weeks.
This morning I managed to telephone to Daddy, but could not tell him much, as one dare not talk or write openly of
the things that are going on here. I still hope to be able to come to Partenkirchen for Christmas.
Yesterday we marched in to Potsdam. Most of the old men (Kriegsverein) howled at seeing the coming back of the
men who for four years have defended a proud country, and now find, instead of a home, a manure heap which one
formerly called Germany.
In spite of this the joy of the people was very great. We were bombarded with flowers as in a Carnival at Nice.
…\fn{This is the last entry of the last chapter in this memoir:H}

220.63 Excerpt from A Life’s Work\fn{by Margaret Grace Bondfield (1873-1953)} Chard, Somerset, England, United
Kingdom (F) 22
Mrs. Glendower Evans, of Boston, U.S.A., had won our friendship at the time of her visit to England in the
spring of 1910, where she joined a group of Labour delegates on the journey to Portsmouth W.L.L. Conference.
She had been for many years a friend of the MacDonalds, and had been immensely stimulated by what she had
heard and seen of the growth of the Labour and Trade Union Movements.
On the journey to Portsmouth she asked me if it was at all possible for some of us to come over and tell the
American people about our form of organization, and she offered hospitality for as long as we would sstay.
She had with her a young friend named Fanneal Harrison. Maud Ward and Fanneal made friends, and Ward
was also invited to come over to stay with Miss Harrison at her home in Fernbank, Georgia.
Both Ward and I felt that it would be good for us to see something of another country. As free-lance lecturers
we had very much overworked ourselves, and we wanted a period of renewal. So we agreed that we would accept
her very kind invitation and try to get over this summer of 1910, after going to tea with Mrs. MacDonald, where
Mrs. Nodin, Dr. Phillips, Dr. Bentham, Mrs. Macpherson, Dorothy Lunn and others came to say good-bye. The
first two came to see us off at the station.
When we got to Southampton we spent the night with Mrs. Lockett. We went to the Seniors’ (master of the
workhouse) for supper and enjoyed ourselves very much. I was delighted with them and we talked Poor Law all
the evening.
July 23, [1910]
Mr. Goodyer called and told us our berths were first class. He had been arranging that we should have a good
time on board. We embarked on the American liner S. S. St. Louis bound for New York. Aat last we were on the
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way to see our friends in the U.S.A. Incidentally, we hoped to earn enough by lecturing to cover our expenses and
a bit more. We had received flowers from Mrs. Kennedy, Mr. Graham, the Baggage Master and members of the
I.L.P. who came to see us off.
We settled down on deck and soon got very hungry. We went down for tea and, back on the deck-chairs,
listened to scraps of conversation. Two Americans talking imperially as they passed; we heard,
“Give them Christianity and alcohol and clear them out.”
Two nice American women sit opposite us at table. One of them told us the above speaker was “one of those
men who are always talking but have very little to say”.
I became very sick about 8.30 p.m.
The seagulls followed us till sundown, then they disappeared. Sunset was lovely, beautiful sky for hours. The
stars came out and the moon rose, but I was in my bunk and saw it not.
We are taking the southern course to avoid icebergs. It is 115 miles longer.
July 26
The second-class passengers a queer crowd. Many professionals, fourth rate, behaving very badly.
Increasingly rough weather. I got up at tea-time and the doctor came to see me at five o’clock. At last I have
had a good sleep.
Ward has been wonderful, all things considering—just a little squeamish at times.
447 knots today.
July 28 and 29
Much the same. Bad weather, the crowd on deck getting worse behaved. Mrs. Robertson and Miss Stretton and
one or two others kept together in the quietest places we could find on the crowded deck. Friday, 29 th, was our
worst day—both feeling very ill. We slept on deck all night and we were literally poisoned on going below to
dress. The doctor has supported us in our determination not to spend another night in that unhealthy inside cabin.
July 30
Fog and delay. A wonderful thunderstorm and a strange sunset, with sudden squalls and storm effect. It
fascinated us. Made Sandy Hook at nightfall and were taken into quarantine by the pilot. There we had to stay till
morning, landing at 8 a.m. We had very few acquaintances to say good-bye to. The last night had been a perfect
orgy, many getting quite tipsy, both men and women.
We were interested in the immigration regulations. An officer stood beside the doctor and looked at everyone
closely, then another officer cross-questioned everybody as to destination, acquaintances, amount of money. Two
men were detained for further enquiry. The officer was distinctly sharp and rough with the poor, and inclined to be
impertinent with the better-off. Fortunately we had no trouble.
Getting from the docks to the station we were surprised to find we had to pay three dollars for a cab to take us
and our luggage. We had a first glimpse of New York, which we found unpleasing.
In the restaurant a woman and man came in. The woman was nursing a monkey in her arms, dressed up as a
child. We felt quite nauseated at the uncouth sight, so did the waitress, and the manager tried to turn them out, but
they would not go—so this was not a usual sight.
We had a very interesting and pretty journey to Boston. A clergyman who has long lived in America, sat
opposite to us at lunch (which was excellent and cost one dollar). He talked to us and seemed rather amused at our
amazement at the cost of things. In comparison with our experience on board ship we felt that the nice coloured
gentlemen waited on us in a very correct manner, with a touch of quiet condescension for our inexperience.
We hired a cab to take us to 12 Otis Place. It was just half the new York charge and it turned out to be a
comfortable landau and pair of excellent horses. The horses impress us as well cared for and well bred. We were
driven through lovely leafy boulevards and passed a beautiful park to Back bay, the fashionable part of Boston.
The house has a lovely view of the Bay, part of the Charles River looking towards Harvard. We had a warmhearted welcome from Mrs. Glendower Evans.
August 1
Went to the public gardens in the morning and to see the shops in Boylston Street. We compared prices and
found everything very different and interesting. In the afternoon we saw the Public Library with the inscription
“Built by the people, and dedicated to the advancement of learning.” A beautiful building in the classical style.
The hall contained thirteen frescoes by Abbey of the story of Sir Galahad and the Holy Grail. In another hall we
saw Sergent’s frescoes\fn{ by John Singer Sergent (1856-1925) American artist} and, in bas-relief, “The Law and the
Prophets” and “The Redemption”. Another appreciated lecture by Ward.
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Leaving the library, we went along Boylston Street, where Ward had root beer for five cents. Home to a
delicious evening meal at 8 p.m. Mrs. Evans brought an offer of lecturing work from the Boston Suffrage Society
to take part in the summer campaign to start tomorrow. After that we thought it advisable to go to bed.
August 2
Started at 10:34 a.m. for New Bedford. Met by a most charming Miss Carpenter, who explained that we were
wanted to speak at a select meeting of rich Americans at Nonquitt. We had lunch at the parker House. Tasted
green corn—most delicious—and had pear fritters served as a vegetable. By trolley-car to Nonquitt—glorious
drive—the car lines were grassed to keep down the dust and the scenery was quite perfect all the way.
Leaving the car we were driven in a trap the rest of the way to a house of Mrs. Putnam—a “summer home”—
one of a group dotted about the grounds along the seashore. No fences, and appearance of streets gave a most
restful and yet a free and open aspect to this summer resort.
Meeting was very interesting to us. Miss Carpenter took the Chair. Ward spoke first and I followed. Questions
at the close showed keen interest and some intelligent opposition. We had cool drinks, then a good tea, and drive
back to New Bedford, where we had to wait two hours for a train to Boston. Got home at midnight.
Met Mrs. O’Sullivan, very strong character, and Miss Foley, the organizer of the Boston Women’s Suffrage
Association, a capable woman who will arrange our work
We found things were cheaper in New Bedford than in Boston. We were told New Bedford was a factory town,
but with trees in the streets, grass plots round the detached houses, and clean aspect of the houses, the bright clean
factory buildings—this American factory town to us belonged to a class of industrial community very different
from that implied by the term in England.
August 3
Rested and visited State House and monuments on Boston Common.
August 4
We started for Concord and walked to the North Station through the slums, which were pretty bad. We thought
the open drinking saloons a great improvement on the public-house. The quarter was Jewish. There seemed to be
practically no slums containing Americans by birth—they are generally foreign quarters.
Mrs. Prescott Kayes, wife of Judge Kayes, met us with her horse and carriage and drove us around to see the
sights. We saw the schools, the road where the British came along, the inn on the signboard of which is the boast
of the English officer who said he would stir the American blood that day! We saw the homes where Emerson,
Thoreau, Nathaniel Hawthorne and Miss Louis M. Alcott lived. We saw that wonderfully impressive bronze statue
at Concord, with its inscription:
By the rude bridge that arched the flood,
This flag to April’s breeze unfurled,
Where then the embattled farmers stood,
And fired the shot heard round the world.

We then drove on to Mrs. Kayes’ house, a lovely home.
The town of Concord is beautiful. The grounds of the houses are open to the road. No fences; piazzas and
verandahs look most comfortable. Mrs. Kayes’ drawing-room with fine open hearth and mantel of red brick,
characteristic of all the hearths we had seen, where great logs are burned. Polished floors and Persian rugs—no
stuffy carpets in New England houses.
We went to Sleepy Hollow after lunch and saw the graves of the illustrious dead already mentioned. The most
lovely burying ground we ever saw. We heard the story of Memorial Day, when the Veterans come and place a
wreath on the grave of every soldier. All soldiers’ graves are marked with a little flag. Also Miss Alcott’s, because
she was a Red Cross nurse. We note the absence of crosses as headstones, showing the Protestants’ objection to
the use of the cross as a religious symbol. The headstones are often rough natural stones with a name and date let
in.
The streets are lined with beautiful avenues of trees; many of them are elms—wych elm, we should say in
England. These have been attacked by three pests which threaten the trees, and the authorities are waging war on
the insects in order to save them. Thousands of dollars are being spent on spraying and treatment.
The three pests are the Brown-tial Moth, the Gypsy Moth and the Elm Moth. It is now rumoured that a fourth
pest is appearing. As each insect pest has to be treated with a different dose of poison the sprayings have to be
repeated at enormous cost. A Tree Warden has been appointed, whose whole duty it is to watch the trees and look
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after them.
Going down the road where the British retreated, we passed a house where we were shown a bullet-hole which
went right through the boards, and the bullet went out at the other side of the room. A man named Jones was
standing in the doorway making faces at the defeated British, when one of them fired at him, but missed his head
by a few inches. The hole is protected by a glass slip, to prevent people wearing it away by feeling it with their
fingers.
August 5
We went to see the Cafeteria, laboratory Kitchen and popular restaurant managed by three American women—
the two McCallums and a Miss Stevenson. The Cafeteria is an attempt to cheapen meals by minimizing services,
but to give good food in clean healthy surroundings. The place is flourishing and is used by the women clerks and
assistants. The whole thing works with perfect smoothness and far more quickly than one is served in a Lyons or
an A.B.C. in London.
In the Laboratory Kitchen the service is provided at lunch bars. Here it is a little more expensive, but
everything is excellently done. We saw over the kitchens, were shown how the orders were received and
dispatched.
All orders have a number attached, which the servers know. Then one looks at the menu, and seeing a group of
dishes one price, simply calls the numbers to the waitress. Then the dishes appear without further trouble and in
an incredibly short time, as there is a separate lift service to each counter from the kitchen below. The recipes are
worked out scientifically and the food is of the best.
At 4 p.m. we entrained for New Bedford.
Had a fine meeting on the Library Square. We started by lighting a Bengal light—most effective for drawing a
crowd. We had a very attentive audience, mostly men. Miss Foley was surprised at the collection.
We slept at a boarding-house at 50 cents per night, for a most excellent room. Comfortable bed and very clean,
with own bathroom included, but no meals. We went to the Parker House for breakfast.
August 6
We found that we were just too late for the breakfast tariff, which began at 25 cents for two eggs, stewed
prunes, bread, butter and coffee, and went up by stages to 50 cents. These breakfasts had to be ordered by number
and could not be altered.
After breakfast we visited a 5 and 10 cent store; everything of the most varied character from postcards to
garden tools and kitchen utensils was arranged in 5 cent and 10 cent lots.
We joined the others in time to parade the street with banners and bills and black chalked cards advertising
meetings at 4.30 and 7.30. When we returned to headquarters Miss Foley said 4.30 was too late, so it was
arranged to begin at 3.30. We worked the two meetings by exchange of speakers, each speaking twice. Then we
rested in Miss Carpenter’s boarding-house parlour, a cool room with heaps of easy chairs and two couches. We
made lunch with fresh fruit, six bananas 10 cents, three pears 10 cents, twelve plums 10 cents.
The evening meetings on Saturday were splendid. Miss Pierson was chairman for Ward, who held a fine crowd
for an hour. Miss Carpenter was chairman for Miss Gardiner and myself. Altogether on Saturday our collections
came to 14 dollars. We like American crowds.
Gardiner was an old friend and colleague, with whom we had worked in London and whom we unexpectedly
met during this campaign. We walked into a restaurant, sat down at a table, and there she was!
Home after midnight. We walked up Boylston Street, where we saw a very graceful darkie girl, handsomely
dressed, a most fascinating woman, who seemed all dash and “dandy”. Turning into the quiet beauty of the public
garden was like a benediction.
August 8
Went to the Library in the morning to see a file of the English papers. We read about questions in the House on
the facilities for the Conciliation Bill, and the letter from the Committee to Asquith and his reply.
Ward bought a booklet about the pictures. After lunch we went for a walk and had tea in the Laboratory
Kitchen, then caught the train to Lawrence.
We had a fine meeting, at which we all made short speeches giving our plan of campaign for the week. The
audience was most appreciative. Reporters were present. Mrs. Fielding, who had been to Holloway Gaol working
with the W.S.P.U., turned up. She had heard us in England.
August 9
A very strenuous day. Went to the Mill Gates near the railway station—the noise was too dreadful. The
American railway trains over the level crossing made an appalling row, clanging their bells. Every leaflet was
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eagerly taken by the mill workers. In the afternoon we held meetings, and again in the evening. We took the
Broadway and Essex pitch. We had a wonderful meeting. Yorkshire and Lancashire people turned up, who had
heard me in London. They afterwards shook hands and were most sympathetic with the campaign.
August 10
We went to the Lower Pacific Mills. I addressed a huge crowd from a lorry and at the end, when asking for
questions, a voice from the back said, “Yes, how is Fred Jowett?” in broad Yorkshire!
I asked the crowd if those who were from Yorkshire and Lancashire would hold up their hands, and at least
half the hands went up, and then I got down from the lorry and was surrounded by textile operatives who had
migrated to New England fifteen years ago. I asked one woman how long she had worked in Bradford, and she
told me fifteen years. I then asked her how long she had been in Lawrence, and she said fifteen years. I asked her
first what difference it made to her in cash, and she said there was very little difference between the cost of living
if you reckoned a dollar in America would purchase what a shilling would purchase in Bradford, because
everything in America was dearer.
Then I asked her which she preferred, what made her sty in America; with a very dramatic gesture she swept
the horizon with her arm and said,
“Just look at this, and then think of that hell upon earth, Bradford.”
The Lawrence Mill was as clean as when it was first built. The windows were clean. The mill was surrounded
with grass verges, and here and there tree-lined streets. The girls wore clean overalls, tidy feet and shoes, with
hair beautifully clean and nicely dressed. A mill crowd in Lawrence certainly would compare most favourably
with Bradford.
She had a very nice house with kitchen, parlour, bathroom and three bedrooms, for three dollars rent per week;
the gas and coals were very expensive. We exchanged gossip about the people we knew at home and finally went
on to the next group.
The newspaper the Lawrence Eagle had a very fine report of our meeting and the local Suffrage Societies were
delighted at the progress of the campaign. We had similar experiences in many of the towns, with only an
occasional ruffling of tempers under great stress.
August 12
At some of our meetings to speak against the noise of trains and trams was trying. We went to Garrat and
Pemberton’s Mills. Others went to Woodhalls Mills. At all our meetings bagfuls of leaflets were given away and
taken by interested crowds.
We then took the train to Methuenin and there we had a glorious walk for hours in a wood. We got a wonderful
bouquet of strange wild flowers. We found michaelmas daisies and a variety of meadowsweet. Blueberries and
huckleberries and toad flax were growing wild. Ward got very much stung by mosquitoes. We came out of the
wood at another part of the road and took a trolley home. Glorious ride, and country looked lovely. It is so
wooded and wild.
We got back in time to wash and get ready for the evening meeting. When I got to the pitch I found about 200
people waiting. By the time I came to speak I had a crowd of at least 1,000 the people stood steadily throughout
the address.
August 13
Were taken to the Town Hall to meet Mayor Jordan and the City Clerk, Mr. Wade. We were shown over the
municipal buildings and told a good deal about the City government. The mayor has recently resigned and Mayor
Jordan is Acting Mayor.
August 14
Went to Harvard. Waited all the afternoon in our best frocks for a man who did not turn up. Played chess in the
evening. We were not impressed by Harvard.
August 15
Went to Boston Headquarters. Met Mrs. Fitzgerald and the editor of the Woman’s Journal and a group of
reporters. We discussed the success of the campaign.
Went to Haverill, Massachusetts, for a meeting at 8 p.m. Stayed at the Y.W.C.A. in Winter Street—charming
house, very nice hostess. We experienced more turpitude of the Press, who went off to games and just made up
our speeches or lifted them from Lawrence Press.
Ward had a fairly easy week, but when she did speak she was in fine form and made a very deep impression.
August 16
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Meetings at noon. Met Ann Withington, a “Smith’s Scholar” and a cultured woman. Meetings afternoon and
night are well attended. I spoke at the City Hall Square, nearly deafened by the awful racketing of the children.
August 17
We went to Salisbury Beach for the afternoon display of literature. It was a saddening experience to see tawdry
shops and sands littered with paper. The people were cordial and we had a good tea of clams and coffee and a
glorious ride in the train through New Hampshire scenery. The meeting at 8 p.m. was quite good.
Foley arranged a big meeting in the Pines (a pleasure place at Groveland, near Haverill) for Professor Zemblin.
I was in the Chair. Disappointing meeting. He was brief and the bulk of the speaking fell on me. We went to
Washington Square, at a second street, with more effect.
August 18
After the noon meetings we had a great excitement. I am off to Gloucester to Hawthorn Inn, where the
Suffrage cause is being injured by two rather vulgar advocates. Traveled to Boston the whole way by trolley,
taking four and a half hours to get there. Then I took the wrong car. The conductor most kindly brought me back
to Boylston Street without extra charge.
Ward went to Lake Saltenstall and read the book Women in Industry, by Edith Abbott, whom we met at Oxford
with Miss Collett.
August 19
Meeting in the Square. Gardiner spoke finely. Ward had the Cosy Nickel Theater in the afternoon. Foley
explained the pictures, which were illustrative of the value of Suffrage, and Ward gave a short address. Quite a
success.
Went to Gloucester. Great meeting. Miss Carpenter, Mrs. Evans and I managed to quell the storm and evoke
great enthusiasm. A 50-dollar collection. All the swell dames of the Summer Colony had been antagonized by the
ill-bred impertinence of the two Suffragists, so we did a good morning’s work in wiping up that incident.
Afterwards lunched with Mrs. Evans’ sister, Miss Gardiner, who lives in a lovely house on the hill, with the
most wonderful views of sea and country I have yet seen in America. Gloucester, the North Shore, is a
millionaires’ pleasure place. The town was a fishing hamlet and has quite an English look close to the shore, but
the picturesque part has been built in by modern cheap houses of no style or beauty. They are mostly lodginghouses. The rich people’s houses are in great parks and reserves of natural country. There is still a considerable
stretch offshore and country which is common land, however, and Miss Gardiner’s house commands this view.
The Wreck of the Hesperus Bell Rock is close.
Got back to Haverill via Lawrence, to which point Mrs. Evans came with me. Met Mrs. Conboy and Miss
Galligar of the Women’s Trade Union League.
Off day at Lawrence and went to bed early.
August 20
Ward had some fine meetings, one at 4 p.m. and one at 8, and finished up the week in fine style.
Withington, Mrs. Evans and I went to a lawn party and interested a small group of club women. Got back at 9
p.m. to find letters and enclosures from home.
August 21
Had a lazy morning. Miss Gardiner and her sister came to lunch. Also a lazy afternoon, as we had been fairly
strenuous. Mrs. Evans told us a story about the way boys are indulged—go to the theater every day, sometimes
twice a day in vacation. Dr. Endicott Peabody, headmaster of Groton School, begged mothers to give their boys
some conversation in the home; not servants and scandals and automobiles, but something worth remembering:
“You cannot all be intellectual, but at least you can talk about public affairs”!
August 22
Ward to Fitchburgh, Massachusetts, on Suffrage Campaign. We arrived at Hastings Hall, delightful place of
residence for women. Comfortable bedrooms with deep hanging closets and shelves. Comfortable chairs and
beds. Lovely bathrooms and ample supply of very hot water. Quiet corridors, spacious common rooms, great easy
chairs. All the magazines, games, etc., a piano, a fine piazza with swing-couches, a garden and tennis courts, airy
spacious refectory. No irritating rules, religious texts or anything objectionable. It was like a college hall.
We had our first meeting, which was most successful, at blossom Street; it promises to be a good site.
August 23
We met the first hitch in the programme. Ward had just said to Gardiner,
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“Something will happen, as we are too comfortable.”
The officer who had been giving the course rose early and went forth before Gardiner woke up. We were all
rather late at the Street, which annoyed Foley our organizer, and there was no literature folded for distribution.
They set to work, but the recalcitrant officer did not arrive. Foley waited for instead of starting for the
factories. She arrived at 11.45 a.m. Foley was awfully angry. They went tearing along in the hot sun to find a
factory. They were in the thick of the operatives before they could secure a pitch. They had missed the coming-out
crowd, but at 12.45 Foley told Ward to start in.
She had a very small crowd, mostly foreigners. It was a hard job and Foley made her stand in the full mid-day
sun. She kept on speaking until we went in at 1 p.m. After lunch they had to fold hard. As Ward folded to Foley
who had to go very fast till 2.40 They then went up to the new pitch at Upper Common. Two reporters from
Boston were there to witness about the worst meeting of the campaign.
Ward had to take the Chair and get a crowd from nowhere and it was an almost empty thoroughfare. After
twenty minutes she had bout thirty listeners, and called on Gardiner, who did her best, but found it hard to speak
to a ere handful. Other speakers came up, but it was a dreary and exhausting experience. The brave thirty who
came first stood all the time and we had a half-dollar collection, which was excellent for so few, but they were all
exhausted.
They came back to Hastings Hall. Ward had an hour’s rest on a swing couch, and then had to speak to two
meetings in the evening.
Ward suggested starting under the great electric standard lower down than the place first appointed, and in four
or five minutes had a big crowd. The police then moved them back a hundred yards to the Common and lost half
the audience. The others crossed over. They were in the dark—the worst possible fault for a meeting site. The
audience was almost entirely foreign.
August 24
Fitchburgh, Massachusetts. This is a horrid town for food. Dirty restaurants. Typhoid raging. I was at Lawrence
on the 23rd and did not arrive till about 8 p.m. The evening meeting was announced at 7.30. I reached the meeting
by eight o’clock to find Ward and the others quite exhausted. Ward had spoken four times already that day and
was speaking when I arrived to relieve her. At home I got the full blast of Ward’s reaction to the day’s hard labour
and disappointments.
August 25
A much easier day. Only spoke at the mill in the morning. I felt in better form and we had a splendid meeting.
Ward distributed literature and worked at the collection, and took the Chair for me. Sales and collection 2½
dollars. Yesterday I had a big lunch for 75 cents at America House. Today we had lunch in a stuffy quick-lunch
counter for 20 cents.
Foley went to Worcester and came back with an awful account of violent opposition. Could hardly get an
audience—violent demonstration of the “anti’s”. The public had been with us and only officialism in the person of
the Chief of Police against us. He had made the giving of literature in the streets an offence, so we had to give the
literature out from the doorsteps by permission of the inhabitants.
August 26
The Misses Holden came. We did the Works together and in the afternoon Gardiner took the Chair for me.
When we arrived at the scene of action in Blossom Street the police moved us up and would not have us speak in
front of American House. We thought it would be useless to try an afternoon meeting higher up, so we went to the
Chief of Police to ask for another place, but we could not get one.
At night I had a good meeting higher up, to which Gleeson came. She asked us to go out to see them tomorrow
on the Vegetable Farm.
August 27
Got up early. After breakfast we talked to the man who sells the patent darner. He told us that my reference to
his patent had increased his next day’s sales by 32 dollars. We got one of his darners.
We then had a fine trolley ride to Westminster, right over the hills, and we saw the Wachuset mountains in the
distance, but had not time to climb them. We got back to the drug store at twelve to meet Miss Gleeson, who
drove us out in the buggy to the market-garden people. We found them most interesting, intelligent and cultured
folk, just typical New Englanders. We saw all kinds of vegetables growing and were shown many new wild
plants: the milkweed with its curious pod, saxifrage and wild bean, and as we sat in the fruit orchard we ate ripe
peaches.
We came back to Hastings Hall to supper, then took our bags over to the station, and held a meeting at 7 p.m.
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Ward spoke a long time to save my voice and we had a fine meeting, the biggest yet. People came crowding round
to bid us good-bye, and one woman said:
“You do not know the good you have done in Fitchburgh.”
Men came up to sign the cards of membership, and we sold nineteen journals and other literature, and buttons.
Took 2 dollars 53 cents.
We were escorted to the station by the roses and their friend in a motor-car. They had just raced down to say
good-bye.
August 29
Boston. We rested, played chess and arranged about packing for Atlanta.
August 30
We find there is a train for Atlanta on September 3, when Maud goes South. Had photos taken and bought
postcards, and read papers in the library. In afternoon we rested and then Maud went to Worcester by trolley.
Arrived in time for the meeting, which was good.
Typhoid fever bad in the town also, so we are all to have our food at the Y.W.C.A. It is bare and not
particularly comfortable. Very different from Hastings Hall.
Ward went off to mill meetings in the afternoon and started at the evening pitch. Found it quite impossible in
the daytime. The next place marked out was too narrow. Every cart dispersed the crowd. We wound up and got a
collection. Great applause and sale of literature. We started again in a new place in Chatham Street. Found the site
excellent and had a good meeting and a good collection.
Went by trolley-ride and found a lovely bank, where Ward plucked red maple leaves, golden rod, Joe Pie weed,
Jersey tea, lobelia, asters like our michaelmas daisies, rabbits foot clover.
After supper, an excellent clam chowder, we went to meetings at Church Street, Saleham Square; Gardiner
started the meeting, and if I had not turned up Ward was to go on. She watched the cars anxiously and I arrived at
the psychological moment. It was an excellent meeting.
One dollar 50 cents collection.
August 31
We had a good meeting at the Westminster Corset Works and Crompton and Knowles Spinning Shops.
The meeting in the afternoon was very trying. It was the early-closing day and train-lines making awful noise.
Seventy-four cents collection.
Two meetings at night, again transferring speakers from one meeting to the other. We had come to the last
meeting for that day—all very tired. Gardiner, equally tired, spoke well and was very much appreciated.
September 1
Ward, Gardiner and I went off to the mills in South Worcester. Our car broke down and we got off instead at a
group of mills near a railway bridge—spinning mostly, with some brass foundry. It reained and Ward asked
permission at the office of one mill to stand in the covered passage for our meeting.
“Sure,” said the man, but we had not been there long when a little chap came out and began raving about
decorating his gates without permission. Ward told him we had it, as we thought. He walked away muttering, but
she followed and told him we would prefer to get out in the rain than stay where we were not welcomed.
Ward gave out literature at a nearby mill. It was a great strain to speak against the noise. The girls let down
strings from the mill windows for the leaflets. The rain spoilt the rest of the meetings and we had a quiet time at
home.
September 2
Ward had a good meeting at mid-day. Gardiner and I had the carpet factories—Whittles—a non-union shop. I
got Mr. Whittles permission to speak in the yard. He said the operatives did not want to hear about it, and we were
pleased that on his return from lunch in a motor-car he could not get through his own yard for the crowd.
Gardiner and another took the afternoon meetings, and Ward and I were speakers at night. Ward was in
magnificent form. Took Theodore Roosevelt’s speech for her text. Some of our friends were nearly in tears about
it. I grieve that I could not hear that speech.
September 3
Amateur photos on the roof of the Y.W.C.A. Ward is as frisky as a young tiger pup, and got snapshotted in
about six grotesque attitudes.
Off by car to catch a train. She decided to go by trolley back to Boston. I went as far as Westboro and came
back feeling rather lonely.
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Gardiner had arranged a turn at the theatre for me. Our outdoor meeting was spoilt by rain. I found the play
was Charlie’s Aunt—it was dreadful. We took the last trolley back to Boston. It was quite late. Did not get to Back
Bay till 7.30. Ward and I had only a few minutes together before she started for Atlanta on her visit to Fanneal
Harrison.
September 4
I spent a quiet morning, reading and writing. Gardiner came about 3 p.m. and stayed till 9 p.m. Mrs. Evans was
the most lovely hostess. She enjoyed seeing us do what we wanted to do.
September 5
Labour Day. Foley’s nice plans all broke down—thank goodness! She rang up frantically at 9 a.m. I must come
to the office at once. The motor would be waiting. I must come. She sounded in hysterics. So I bundled down in a
motor.
Gardiner and others of the team were already there, having had no breakfast. We all started out with flags and
cards to find the motor, which, as Foley thought, had joined the procession. We streamed out from the house to
Beacon Street and back. Every street lined with Trade Union groups. Some chaffed good-naturedly, others gave us
a ringing cheer. Finally we found the Boston Post Float full of young hgirls. Poor Foley was tragically speechless.
We boarded another float at the invitation of its inmates, but a marshal came down and ordered us out or we must
take in our flags.
“Never,” we said, and out we marched and went and had some soft drinks.
We then decided to write out posters and Foley and I to head off the procession and give out the cards. We
found the men took the cards eagerly.
I came home frightfully tired without having really seen the procession, only parts of it. It was a fine turn-out.
The different Unions adopted some distinctive uniform, as all white shirts, blue ties, black caps (engineers); white
trousers and coats, blue caps and red umbrellas (bar-tenders). The laundry girls all had Japanese parasols. The
carpet girls were all white. All marched with spirit and precision. The bar-tenders had a hearse with two draped
horses, and the inscription
“These saloons are dead to us.” Then followed a list of some nine saloons with the names of the saloon
keepers. The carpet girls had a motto:
“You may tread on our carpets, but not on us.”
The longest group were the hod-carriers—the Italian labourers’ Union. They all wore khaki-coloured caps and
blouses.
I rested at home in the afternoon. It rained nearly all day and night. Fortunately it held off until the procession
was over.
As we had a free evening Mrs. Evans suggested visiting some great friends of hers whom I had not yet met.
We went to the outskirts of Boston, and there I was introduced to Mr. And Mrs. Brandies. I found that he was a
great sympathizer with the Labour Movement. As a lawyer he was most helpful in stimulating support for all
forms of Labour legislation so badly needed.
September 6
Went to Jordon Marsh to get some Seersuke; a mammoth store with a cheap store within itself in the basement,
for people who are too poor or too timid to approach the grand counters. Had a quiet day preparing for meeting on
Boston Common.
Mrs. Hodder and her boy arrived. Very capable good-looking woman, who had some position in connection
with the hospital for venereal disease.
Meeting spoilt by violent thunderstorm.
September 7
Quiet day. Central Square, East Boston, the first meeting. Awful crowd of children. Very poor district. We
spoke from the motor-car. Mrs. Fitzherbert. Foley and myself. Then drove to Hayes Square, Charlestown, where I
spoke again. Much nicer crowd, Gardiner and Pierson were plagued by the children during the first part of their
meeting.
September 8
Sent for photos from Mitchell, Tremond Street. He is a great humbug. When I told him what I thought about it
he only said,
“God help the country when it is governed by Suffragists.” The photos of Ward were spoilt.
Meeting at Roxbury Crossing and Andrew Square, South Boston. Charles Zemblin was with me. Fine meetings
but the first again spoilt by the noise of the children. Zemblin’s voice gave out and mine was severely strained.
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September 9
A wire from Ward yesterday advised me to proceed to Tallulah Falls, via Cornelia. Very mysterious! Must see
about ticket and arrange trains.
Meeting on Boston Common. A lot of speakers. The gang and Mrs. Fitzherbert, Miss Carpenter and others
were all there.
September 10
Start for the South. Mrs. Hodder packed a lovely lunch. I got to Washington, where my troubles began.
Arriving about 10 p.m. I find to my dismay the train was full and the booking clerk said I could not travel on that
train. A compassionate train conductor patted me on the shoulder and said:
“We will take care of you. Don’t cry.”
After a dreadful half-hour of uncertainty he found a sleeper top berth. This seemed heaven, but it seemed much
less so when I had to get up in the middle of the night and summon a black porter to help me down the steps.
September 11
We got to Cornelia 4 p.m. on the 11th, in time to see a man killed by the up train. The shock so numbed me that
when I was told the connection to Tallulah had been taken off that week I hardly felt even vexed. Ward had found
out the train was not running on Sunday and came trundling down to spend the night at Cornelia. She arrived just
half an hour after I got in. It was good to see her again looking so fit. She then explained to me why the route had
been altered. A death had occurred in the Harrison family. Of course Ward left Fernbank at such a time. She began
to think what to do then. She did not wish to back North, completely out of touch, and so thought that if she could
get me to break my journey at some quiet place Fannel might be able to join us for q few days’ rest.
Fanneal was evidently relieved by this solution and suggested Tallulah Falls.
This place is beautiful. We ate at the head of the falls and the ceaseless roar is always in one’s ears. The gorge
is densely wooded, so much so that the views are difficult to get, but the sweep of the river bed is fine and the
crags on either side very impressive.
There is the same carelessness as in England in this beauty spot. The hotels are surrounded by the debris of the
village; old cars and paper boxes are heaped up in front of the hotel, where the view through the trees with the red
soil showing to the edge of the gorge is lovely. The wild flowers are most beautiful and varied.
Just outside Maplewood Inn, where we stayed, is a little waste patch full of flowers. Ward gathered nine
varieties—a sweet-scented flower like a spiraea, which grows gracefully; one dainty bloom like a delicate pink
antirrhinum with foliage of gypsophila; all kinds of snapdragons.
Fernbank (Atlanta), she tells me, “is built of a natural granite quarried in the grounds. The architecture is most
dignified and the grounds of the house most beautiful.”
A noble arch spans the porch, approached by a double flight of marble steps. The porch verandah runs round the
house. The roof is very fine and the supporting pillars to the piazza give it a dignity and charm. The interior gives lofty
quiet rooms with space and air. A brooding peace seems everywhere. Not a jarring not in drapery or furniture.
Everything is of use and so planned as to be the expression of appropriate purpose.\fn{ Extract from Ward’s lecture on
Fernbank}

I still hope I may be able to visit Fernbank myself, but must wait till Fanneal arrives here.
The food at Fernbank is full of surprises because of the new fruits and vegetables to which we are
unaccustomed. Scupperhongs are a kind of delicious grapes, from which wine is made. They grow plentifully in
the garden. We found apples and beans and tomatoes and other English and American plants in the jungle of
overgrowth. Fanneal later on showed us her strawberry bed, the result of much hard labour, but left to itself since
she had gone abroad. Fanneal also told us there were rattlesnakes and deadly moccasins in plenty, but none
seldom sees them. One ought to be careful in the grass and undergrowth. Fanneal talks about it, but there her
caution ends.
There is a pond in the garden which supplies the cleaning water for the house. Here Fanneal can swim—such a
beautiful place with stately trees and undergrowth around.
Ward thinks I look terribly tired. I feel it. I was only thankful to get to Tallulah Falls, where I could sleep. We
did not leave Cornelia until 11.50 a.m. and after a short walk and lunch I slept most of the afternoon. Then, when I
had had a bath and dressed, we called on Mrs. Campbell and heard about the model school. She has a colleague
and these two teachers instruct the young people in this out-of-the-way spot. The movement is financed and
supported by the ladies of the Georgian Club. They bring instruction and education in cooking, gardening and
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manual work to the children on lonely farms up in the mountains.
When we got back from our walk a telegram was waiting from Fanneal to say she could not come tomorrow.
She hopes that she may come in a week, or failing that there is a possibility of our going back to Fernbank. I was
not really sorry to have a complete rest. The campaign in the New England States was far more strenuous than we
expected it to be. Ward has hay fever, which makes her feel wretched.
This hotel is shutting down for the season, so we are going to try some other place to stay tomorrow.
September 13
We found a room at Mrs. Hughes’ for 2½ dollars a week, and arranged to go to Glenwood, a hotel open all the
year round, for dinner every day.
September 14
We moved to Mrs. Hughes’ yesterday. I bought tined goods from the Maplewood Hotel and we had great fun
light housekeeping.
I had an awful night because chiggers got into my bed. Their bites resulted in a burning rash all over my body
with intense irritation. They are minute red insects and had got into the mattress in swarms.
September 15
While waiting for dinner at Glenwood, to our great delight Fanneal walked up the path to greet us. We were so
glad. We decided to stay where we were until Saturday, and Fanneal thought it would be very delightful to have
two days in the mountains together. Miss Cambell from the model school came in the afternoon and we walked
down the falls. Fanneal got stung by yellow-jackets. This gave her great pain and lasted for two days. She had got
a dreadful cold and looked thoroughly ill and run down, having had a terribly hard time.
September 16
We had a long walk, following a horse’s track to a small clearing in the valley. We found a planter who gave us
water. Ward stole a few figs. We had to come back mostly the same way as the river could not be forded and there
was no path through on the other side. We enjoyed the walk home.
September 17
We went to the top of the mountain in the morning, although Fanneal had a bad night from her cold, which
became worse.
We all arrived at Fernbank about 10.30 p.m. very tired.
September 18
Fanneal drove us to Decatur, a little town\fn{ Still small; 18,147 in the 2000 census:H } near where she was born. We
enjoyed jogging through the country and seeing the homes and the country places.
September 19
It was decided that we accept an invitation to go to Knoxville to lecture. This was a great disappointment to
Maud, who hated leaving Fernbank again. I was very keen to go. I wanted to see and hear all I could about the
Southern States. Fanneal came with us.
September 20
We received great hospitality from the Suffragist ladies of Knoxville, who entertained us most kindly. We
rested in the afternoon and then went to a reception with Mrs. French, a society affair.
Fanneal stayed with Miss Crozier. She was keeping open house to visitors that day, and I was intensely
interested to discover that the purpose of the gathering was to christen an Ice with much ceremony—a new ice
called after a distinguished visitor, Lawrie. It had apparently some connection with the past, as those who had
them dressed in “Before the War” clothes, the men wearing lace with their ceremonial coats.
“It is the women who won’t let us forget,” said a man friend.
In the evening we went to the meeting at the Exposition. Ward spoke first—then I followed. A small meeting. I
do not think either of us interested the people very much. They gave one the feeling that they expected a more
sensational stunt and that we made too much demand on their attention, which they did not want to give to a
subject not greatly interesting to them. That a woman may make as great an intellectual demand on an audience as
a man seems to come as a surprise.
The attitude of the men towards women here seems to be that they are hopelessly silly, of course, but that they
must be petted and humoured, and it is necessary to keep on the right side of them. The way to do this is to
patronize them if they want to do public service, and to flatter their vanity.
September 21
Back to Fernbank and met Fanneal’s relatives. Thjey were most kind to us.
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September 25
I have been intensely interested in the stories Fanneal has told us about the relationship between the Negroes
and the whites.
Incidentally a suggestion was discussed that Fanneal should come back to England with us as newspaper
correspondent for American journals. It is not looked upon with favour by her relations.
September 26
We go to Atlanta to meet the ladies of the Civic League. Afterwards to see Mrs. Ottley, the President of the
Federation of Women’s Clubs—the most energetic woman in the South, with quite an international reputation.
The “At Home” was at the house of Mrs. McCabe. Ward rather irritated by the denial of opportunity for
consecutive conversation owing to the constant arrival of visitors, and of things to eat. Just as we had to go a lady
said gushingly to me,
“Now do tell us all about the House of Lords.”
September 27
We go to Athens to stay with Emily Harrison. We went to a circus with “Bud” Linton and his sister Lucy—a
Presbyterian of the strictest sect, whose one vice, recreation or worldly indulgence is to go to a circus once a year.
The town was flooded with Negroes. Buggies were piled up with Negroes, all in festive dress. The young
negress belles were most coquettish with “rats” and pads in their hair, wide hats and garish colours. The black
skin can tone down a great deal of colour. I loved the gay sight, particularly the piccaninnies, who lined the
wagons, their little faces forming a dado. I did not hear a single baby cry. They all seemed to enjoy themselves
immensely.
September 28
Went to a cotton mill. Obsolete machinery; not a fair sample of the mills because they only used up waste,
woven into floor-cloths and dusters. Looms were slow, some working only thirty-six picks to the inch, and eight
to the minute. One interesting machine connected with starching the warp. Negro labour only employed in the
sorting-room. The dust was shocking. No shafts under the sorting screens. The operatives looked most
respectable. We saw one or two women of quite unusual beauty in the weaving-room. This was a bright, wellventilated room. There is a movement, semi-philanthropic, to provide evening schools for the operatives. No halftime system, but children of ten may work full time. They are much too tired to benefit by evening schools.
Went to tea with Mr. Orr, the headmaster of the model school, Mrs. Orr and Miss Parish. The latter wanted us
to go to her house to meet the young students the following evening. Mrs. Orr’s mother was crazy about the
English Royal Family, and catechized us.
We spent evening after supper on the porch at the Lintons. Had a delightful time discussing English politics,
the Suffrage Movement and modern drama. We discussed Galsworthy’s Justice at length.
September 29
We had a picnic with Emily Harrison and built a fire for boiling the tea-kettle. It was lovely lying under the
pine trees.
We went to Miss Parish’s after supper, and I had to entertain the whole assembly of twenty-five to thirty young
women. Mr. And Mrs. Orr were there, and he helped by putting one or two questions. I was very tired and I am
afraid the audience was easily pleased.
We saw a great many persimmon trees on the walk, and also pomegranates bearing fruits.
September 30
Went to Athens Normal College. I was by this time feeling strained and exhausted. I gave an address to the
senior women students of forty-five minutes. Ward seemed to think that showed recovery.
We got the train to Atlanta—great rush. Went to tea with Mr. and Miss Stark, Fanneal’s aunt and cousin. Their
hospitality was so spontaneous and hearty. They gave us a drawing of a piccaninny with a water melon to remind
us of Georgia.
October 1
Fanneal introduced us to Carrie, the Negro sewing-woman, who proved most interesting. She knew all about
the negroes’ educational movements. She was a woman of property and had no need to go out to work, but she
was so disturbed about the treatment of the Negro children in the courts that she was willing to take work with the
rich families of white people because it gave her an opportunity to talk to them about this problem, and to try and
win their support for permitting the Negro children to be tried in the juvenile courts. At present they are tried in
the adult courts, and are sent to the same prison as is used for adults.
We drove Carrie to the trolley-car in the evening; quite a long walk from the house to the beginning of the car
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lines.
Mrs. Harrison packed off to Cincinnati to the church conference, and Mr. Harrison left on Saturday, so we
three spent the evening alone.
October 6
We had a long, quiet day of rest and talk. We drove in the morning and in the afternoon we read and did some
dressmaking.
October 7
Heavy rain broke last night. We went in spite of muddy roads to Murray Hill and took the car to Atlanta. We
heard Amos Pinchot speak at the conservation Congress being held in Atlanta. We were greatly impressed by his
earnest personality and latent force. He has the qualities of good leadership.
October 8
We heard Theodore Roosevelt at the Conservation Congress in the afternoon, and we experienced for the first
time the system of organized applause. A man stood with a stop-watch in his hand, and occasionally through a
megaphone he would yell, “Keep it up, boys. Seven minutes. Keep it up, once more. Nine minutes,” and so on,
until they finally announced that they had kept the applause—whistles, rattles, cat-calls, hysteria—going for
eleven minutes, and Roosevelt was then permitted to speak.
They sang Dixie, and it was thrilling to hear it sung in the South.
We went to super at Lanra’s and then back to the auditorium to hear Roosevelt speak for the Uncle Remus
memorial Fund at night. We were extremely pleased to have had the chance to hear Roosevelt. Found him so
much more dignified and careful in language than we had expected. He combines the statesman and propagandist
orator very effectively. The audience showed keen appreciation and enthusiasm. He seems to be able to interpret
the best that is in the American people to themselves, and hold up the things that they would like to have and to
make them want to get them.
October 9
Our last day at Fernbank. A general gathering of friends. Fanneal read Sidney Lanier’s poems very well
indeed. He is a relation of the family. We finally go upstairs to sleep for the last time on the porch with the sound
of woods around us. Fanneal was very pleased at the success of her house party. She had striven to give us all a
good time, and everyone had thoroughly enjoyed the day.
October 10
Spent the day packing up, and Fanneal and Courtney saw us off at the station.
We got the 5.10 train to Chicago, so that we were able to sleep most of the journey.
Among the deepest impressions we brought away from Georgia was that of the chain gang at work on the
roads. We had been driven to see a “Before the War” house, the only building left in the wake of General
Sherman’s march to the coast. The women keep alive the resentment against the North. Visitors are not allowed to
forget the atrocities perpetrated by the “carpet baggers” who followed the army through the South and exploited
it. It was on this journey that we passed the gang of Negroes, each one having a heavy iron ball chained to his
ankle. This had to be dragged along as he worked on road repairs. A guard with a loaded carbine on his shoulder
walked up and down.
“That is why we have such good roads in Georgia,” said our driver.
October 11
Arrived at Hull House, Chicago. We were invited to proceed immediately to a Suffrage meeting, but we
decided to go to bed at once. We were very tired.
October 12
We collected our baggage from the station, came back to dress for lunch with Mrs. Raymond Robbins, at the
Women’s College Club. It was Columbus Day, and the Italians make a great fiesta—processions, bands, carnival
cars, with triumphal trophies, and gorgeous costumes. They greatly enjoy dressing up.
We visited the Women’s Trade Union League offices, and were introduced to various secretaries and the editor
of the Union Labour Advocate, a vigorous paper with a circulation of 80,000.
At lunch we were a party of twelve—Miss Sholto, whom we saw at Fitchburgh, Miss Sullivan, Miss Nestor,
W.T.U.L., Miss Franklin, Trade Union officers and a number of Suffragist supporters. Mrs. Donahue of the
Chicago Tribune interviewed us. We thought she was far ahead of the women journalists we had met, intelligent
and keen. She stayed with us all afternoon and had us photographed for her paper.
We gave her a great deal of copy. After seeing her editor she came back for more and said she would use it on
the front page. We found later that the Chicago Tribune came out with the most vulgar, stupid misrepresentation
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of the interview with Miss Donahue. We have decided that the Chicago papers are hopeless. We are more amazed
than ever that Miss Foley, organizer of the Suffrage Campaign in New England, was able to get such good reports
in Massachusetts.
After lunch we arranged to go to Milwaukee, to meet Miss Sholto and go over to Madison. On Sunday we are
to go to Springfield to a Women’s Trade Union Conference for the State of Illinois. In the evening we are to speak
at a meeting—Ward on Suffrage and myself on Labour.
We were in the streets a good deal and went into Marshall Field’s great store.
The hustle of Chicago is a great contrast to the Southern States we have visited. It is ugly and the slums
terrifying. The squalor seemed worse than anything we had seen in America so far.
In the evening after dinner we saw part of Hull House activities, which are amazing. It is the center for many
delightful people. Mrs. O’Sullivan from Boston turned up, in fact all sorts of interesting people will turn up from
all sorts of places. Edith Abbott and her sister Grace, whom we had met in England, dined at Hull House.
After dinner we were shown over the theater and the Labour Museum, filled with old hand-looms and
spinning-wheels, illustrating the wonderful handicrafts with which the immigrants had enriched America.
Jane Addams told me of the successful adventures of staging an exhibition. It was an eye-opener, not only for
the immigrants themselves, but particularly for their children, to discover how interested were the citizens of
America in this proof of the skills they possessed.
The professors of Greek received an invitation to watch the performance of some Greek plays. They were
astonished when they were told that the players in daily lie were hod-carriers. The dress they wore was their
native dress, and Greek was their native language.
In other directions also the spirit of Hull House was felt in all the reforms they undertook. She was carrying on
a long battle against privilege and graft, so prevalent in local administration.
Jane herself came to the cafeteria for breakfast at eight o’clock, as all the residents were expected to do.
She invited us to her room, and amongst other things we talked over she told me something of some of the
things she had done with the assistance of Julia Lathrop and Mrs. Florence Kelly. They organized the campaign to
secure an eight-hour law for women on the statue book of the State of Illinois. She secured the backing of the
Labour Unions and it was the first legislation of its kind to be adopted by any State, but the Supreme Court found
that the Illinois statute was unconstitutional.
These three dauntless pioneers had secured an Act concerning the education of children and the Child Labour
Law, which took the children from the sweated industries and secured places for them to good schools with
competent teachers.
Miss Lathrop especially helped her in the education of the women’s clubs, and with her help secured from the
State Legislature the first juvenile court law in the world. By it the children were no longer sent to gaols and
prisons and police, but placed under the care of social workers as probation officers.
The first juvenile court was established in Chicago and that in its turn opened the door to the Mothers’ Pension
Law—in fact it is difficult to think of any project for social reform at the end of the nineteenth century which has
not at some time or other received the impetus and wended its way to success with the help of this great
personality.
Edith and Grace Abbott, Frances Perkins and many other famous names in American social history had
received from her lessons in patience, perseverance and dauntless courage. She had started a boarding-house for
women employed in shops and offices. It was called the Jane Club. It was a new kind of boarding-house, which
gave more privacy to the individual; they were to run it themselves, having a rota of members who undertook the
housekeeping and supervision for stated periods. I spent a night there and was extremely pleased to see the
excellence of the accommodation provided for an extraordinarily low weekly payment. It was self-supporting.
During our stay at Hull House we heard all about the splendid work undertaken by the Abbotts and a number
of other residents to meet the immigrants’ trains, and to shepherd the strangers to that part of Chicago where they
would be met by people speaking their own language. This was done to safeguard them from being robbed of all
their possessions, which was frequently the case before Hull House, in association with interested companies,
started this vigilance corps.
The great strike in the clothing trades was at its height. There again the personality of Jane Addams helped
enormously to make the Chicago citizens see the workers’ side. Many of her well-to-do friends remonstrated with
her because she allowed the strikers to meet in a room at Hull House. Jane’s reply was, “Well, it is better for them
to meet there than in a saloon,” and she refused to withdraw permission.
I have no doubt that the Hull House finances lost as a consequence, but she won a place in the hearts of the
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workers. This was a great fight involving more than 40,000 workers. They needed seven separate committee
rooms because the members were divided into seven language groups, and could not speak enough English to
understand directions. Their leader was Sydney Hillman, and as a result of that strike and of his wise guidance at
the crisis, the clothing industry became remodeled, and employers and workers joined hands for the benefit of all.
It was a painful sight to see the riots and the suppressions, to see blacklegs being driven in under armed escort.
We found that in labour disputes at this period both sides used firearms, and when I asked why private people
were allowed to use firearms in public places I was told that it was the inalienable right of every American to have
firearms with which to protect himself—evidence of the slow emergence from pioneer days.
October 13
We started for Milwaukee this morning and met Victor Berger, the only Socialist Senator in the Federal House.
He held the position of leadership in the local government of Milwaukee. He was German-American, very
strongly Marxian, and did not believe in Women’s Suffrage! However, he was a great administrator.
We had a talk with him and with Miss Thomson, the Socialist State Secretary at the office. We went to the City
Hall and heard from her about the work the Socialists were doing in Milwaukee. They are a power. Mrs. Berger
also was an enthusiastic member of the Education Board and keen about children. Mr. E. G. Ward is in the
University Extension Department.
Milwaukee is in close touch with the University of Madison, which supplies information on every question of
Local Government which has to be dealt with. We attended a citizens’ meeting, in which with blackboard and
chalk one of the leaders was explaining just exactly why it was proposed to build a new bridge to expedite the
movement of transport, and how much it would cost the ratepayers, with an estimate of the possibility of
refunding the whole amount by increase of trade. Meantime the original capital would be raised by taxes. The
audience seemed to be quite delighted to have this opportunity of asking questions about possible expenditure.
Miss Sholto was in the Labour Department of the Board of Trade, a graduate of Madison University, and she
gave us all sorts of information during our journey to Madison. She is of Scots, Irish and Norse descent—
American born.
We were met at Madison Central by Fola La Follette and her brother, Robert La Follette, and we were driven
to their home at Maple Bluff Farm. We found Miss la Follette most charming. We are glad the Senator is better. It
is a disappointment to us that owing to his recent operation we shall not meet him and Mrs. La Follette.
October 14
Fola drove us down to the University with her team of Shetland ponies, and we attended professor John R.
Commons’ class on labour legislation. Then we visited the Agricultural Department and met Professor Moore,
who took us into his seed-breeding laboratory, and explained his work for agriculture, and all about the Wisconsin
experiment.
He had 3,000 post-graduate students in the State of Wisconsin engaged in land development, each of them
pledged to give a quarter of an acre for the use of the college in experimental work, and in return they were
entitled to the latest information, guidance and suggestion from the Agricultural Department, which would
undertake to test soils, suggest manures and help in every possible way with the latest scientific information. His
specialty was breeding barley. He had made some wonderful discoveries.
Then we went to a luncheon at which we again met Professor Commons, also Professor Lightly, Miss Sholto,
Miss Hunt and many others. Miss Hunt is a remarkable person. She concentrated on food values and was head of
the domestic science section. She felt very strongly about racial discrimination, and was particularly glad to
welcome some of the Negroes as friends, even to the point of shocking some of her other friends with white skins.
In this University, with its lovely campus, and on the edge of Lake Mendota, there was a desire to give the best
to students who were working their way through college. I was sitting next to Professor John R. Commons at
lunch, when he said, “I want you to meet my most brilliant student”—and he introduced me to the waiter who was
bringing my soup. It seemed to us astonishing that such a gifted youth should not be in the least embarrassed by
his position as waiter. I wondered what sort of attitude one would find for a similar case, say in Eton or Harrow.
Here his fellow students were proud of him.
We saw the Wisconsin Historical Society Library in the University and we looked at the outside of Professor
Commons’ work in ten volumes—A Documentary History of American Industrial Society.
In the afternoon Fola took us to the Capitol, which is being rebuilt, and showed us the Law Library. Here they
codify the laws and have all the information arranged in a most accessible form, publishing digests of proposals
and of similar legislation. They draft bills and are responsible for the way in which measures are framed. Miss
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Imhoff explained their methods.
October 15
Fola took us for a picnic. We drove to the woods behind Lake Mendota, young Grace La Follette and a little
friend riding on the Shetland ponies, Miss Hunt coming with us.
These Shetland ponies were a great joke among the family. The La Follettes were always hard up because their
money went to causes in which they were interested, and they had the brainy idea that they would breed Shetland
ponies for sale, but as each colt was born it was appropriated by one or other of the children, and nobody was
willing to sell any of their ponies, with the result, as Mrs. La Follette said,
“They are eating us out of house and home, but they are members of the family.”
We enjoyed a perfect day, with lovely scenery—the sumach, maple and oak illuminated the woodland and
countryside. Always we are impressed with the sense of space and distance in these country houses. Then we had
a rest and were driven to Madison to catch the train back to Chicago, where we arrived about 11 p.m.
Last night a number of people were invited to meet us at Maple Bluff Farm, including Professor and Mrs. Ross
and Miss Hunt, of whom we could not see too much.
October 16
We had to reach Union Street, Chicago, by 8.45 to meet Mrs. Raymond Robbins and a party of delegates on
their way to Springfield, Illinois. There was a meeting in the evening at which we both spoke.
On the train we were able to make the acquaintance of many delegates. We thought the women were very able.
We met Miss Margaret Haley of the Teachers’ Union, who was a most capable speaker. Agnes Nestor gave us
information about the W.T.U.L. fight for an eight-hour law for women, resulting in a ten-hour law for some trades.
They are now fighting to get it extended to other occupations.
At the conference I met Mrs. Jean B. Anderson, daughter of bishop Hooper of Kent, and a number of other
people. Evening meeting a great success. The speakers were ourselves and Miss Haley. The audience proved very
keen.
October 17
In the morning we were driven to see the Cemetery and the Lincoln Memorial Tomb, a site arranged as a
museum of Lincoln relics. We saw his house and were shown the beautiful park and country club. Springfield is a
lovely city, the State capital of Illinois.
We were staying with Mrs. Morrissy, the grand-daughter of Judge Logan, who was closely associated with
Abraham Lincoln. The house was most luxurious and we had a comfortable time. I was particularly impressed
with Mrs. Morrissy’s little electric brougham. We have had a grand time, with fine weather, cloudless sunshine;
unusually hot for so late in the Fall.
October 18
Got in last night about 9.45, very hot and dirty. Had a bath and washed our hair before going to bed.
Friday we went with Miss Newcom to the Chicago fruit market, a gigantic version of Covent Garden. We were
shown a fruit store with bananas hung in electric-lighted caves to ripen. Then we went to steel Windeles Co., a
great wholesale grocery store. From there to the warehouses, where we saw the up-to-date arrangements for
warehousing and distributing commodities. We saw the chute like a helter-skelter lighthouse, down which goods
are sent to save lift power. Also the method of dispatching trucks underground to various railway termini through
tunnels connected with the warehouse, five floors below the street level.
We lunched at a Greek restaurant with Miss Newcom, went through the hotel auditorium and to see the shops
in the shopping streets. Home about 5 p.m. Had baths and dressed. Dinner with Miss Philps at her home. Here we
met a number of Socialist and Labour women. We talked Suffrage and Socialism all the evening. Got home about
11 p.m.
Miss Newcom went to see about employment for a young Greek and while waiting for her we saw the head
office of the Associated Charities organization and the School of civics and Philanthropy for Chicago. Miss Jane
Addams and the Abbotts are connected with the Institution. Its outlook is so different from that of the C.O.S. in
England.
We were told the following story about a little Jew boy who came to the office one day and asked to borrow
two dollars in order to set up a tally tray. He wanted to earn money to go to school.
“And what do you want to be, sonny?” she asked him.
“I want to be a great lawyer,” he said. She replied,
“And so you shall, Sonny, if you have got it I you.”
He was lent the two dollars, which he faithfully paid back. Arrangements were made for him to attend classes.
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He was helped with his law studies, and today he is a great lawyer.
October 19
We had to pack all our things, except the grip for Madison, and catch the 1.15 train. We just caught it, but
without time to get lunch. We had two bananas and some peanuts, and bad headaches. After playing chess for
some time we tried to sleep, but could not. When we left Chicago the heat was overpowering, and before we got
to Madison it was very cold.
We arrived at about 6.40—an hour and fifteen minutes late. We telephoned to Maple Bluf Farm. Meantime we
got some coffee and bread and butter at the depot. We were glad to get to bed. Senator and Mrs. La Follett were at
home, and were charming to us. The Senator—a staunch liberal independent—and I disagreed amicably about
Socialism.
October 20
Felt much better and started out for the University in the forenoon, where we saw the University Extension
Department, under the direction of Professor Lightly. The correspondence work includes general information for
debates on any subject, a clearing-house of magazines and the four libraries of the town are put into requisition to
serve the department. In addition to the listed subjects dealt with this month seventy-six different questions have
been attended to, articles, books of reference having been provided for enquirers free.
From there we went to the Dairy and the Horticultural Department, where we were shown the Babcott milk
tester invented by Professor Babcott and presented unpatented to the community. Many other valuable ideas and
inventions have been contributed by the research work done in this department. We met Fola and the Shetland
ponies at 5 p.m. and were driven home. It was very cold. The falling temperature from intense summer heat to
nearly freezing was trying.
October 21
We drove in early to the University. I was met by Professor Commons on the doorstep and asked if I would
lecture to the Senior Economics Class on the British Trade Union Movement “From Taff Vale to the Osborne
Judgment”. The address was received with great interest and regret was expressed that it had not been delivered to
the whole University. It was lucky for me they chose a subject with which I was very familiar.
Afterwards we went to the women’s building, containing gym, theater, swimming-pool, restaurant, club rooms,
etc., for the use of the women students attending the University. This was specially organized for the women who
belong to no sorority.
It was very cold after lunch. We drove home to sit by a roaring log fire. After a cozy talk in the evening two
men came to ask me some questions about the English Labour Movement, and they stayed till 11 p.m.
October 22
We enjoyed a restful morning at the farm. Fola kept me in bed for breakfast. We caught the mid-day train and
took a Pullman, which gave us a most comfortable and restful journey. In the U.S.A. railway system there is
nominally only one class, but one can pay extra and have a parlour car or a Pullman. The cost amounts only to
about one dollar on a day’s traveling, but the difference in comfort is enormous. Comfortable dressing-rooms and
very often swinging arm-chairs and couch seats, the underpart pulling out if one wants to lie down in the daytime.
The porter expects the invariable tip; fixes a table if required.
We got to Hull House in time to wash and change for the Suffrage meeting at which I gave the address. There
was a roll call of Senatorial candidates, who had been summoned to the meeting. Three turned up, two
Prohibitionists and one Socialist. The others, except those whose views were known to be favourable, were duly
read out of the Party and excommunicated.
Miss Mary Miller, a lawyer, Chairman of the Legislation Suffrage Committee and Treasurer, took this matter in
hand at the meeting.
October 23
I had a bad night with neuralgia. Ward read Will Archer’s Afro-America, all about the South.
In the afternoon we went to a reception given in our honour by the Chicago Women Socialists. We both spoke,
and met a great many interesting women and most determined Suffragists. Mrs. Chader, eighty-two years of age
and a worker with Susan B. Anthony, was present. It was inspiring. We were made honorary members of the
society.
October 24
We went to Marshall Field’s great store, where we had lunch with Miss Henry and Miss Franklin. In the
afternoon I had to go to the dentist. Ward went to the John Creer Library, from whence one got a good view of
Lake Michigan. Access to the lake is barricaded by railway tracks. We met again at the Women’s Trade Union
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League offices. After the gathering there I had to go back to the dentist. I very soon lost myself, having only the
vaguest idea of the name and address of the dentist. Fortunately Ward had been to a shipping office in the district,
from which we were able to trace the place.
Evening at Hull House; Jane invited us to her own room, where we had a delightful intimate talk. Every time
we meet her she seems more wonderful. A great personality.
October 25
Spent the morning packing, sorting laundry and getting ready for the start homewards. We went to the School
of Civics by invitation of Miss Edith Abbott and Miss Breckenridge, and went with them to lunch at a very nice
restaurant.
Then to Mrs. Raymond Robbins’ flat for tea, where we met more interesting people. Came back to Hull House,
dined at the Jane Club, and heard some more about the conditions of shop life in Chicago.
October 26
Had breakfast very early. Miss Edith Abbott had a taxi for us at 7.45 a.m. to take us to Chicago University. I
lectured to Miss Breckenridge’s class on my experiences connected with the investigation into married women’s
employment. We saw the Library and various buildings, and we got our tickets and berths on the S. S. Haverford.
After dinner Ward took the baggage in a car and checked it forward, then came back in time for the Suffrage
meeting at Hull House. We both spoke; Mrs. Raymond Robbins was in the chair. At 10 p.m. we started for the
station, Miss Newcom coming to see us off. We went to our bunks at once.
October 27
We slept late and had breakfast about 9 a.m. Wrote letters and postcards and played chess all day in the
Pullman. We went through the long tunnel said to be the longest in the world (but I seem to remember a longer
one at Fort Huron, called the St. Clair tunnel). It comes out at Sarnia, and then one is in Canada. We went to
Hamilton across the strip of Ontario between the Lakes Huron and Ontario, and enjoyed the lovely and extensive
views during the latter part of the way.
The fruit-growing is a great feature of this part. We passed through miles of orchard. There is much wheat,
corn and pasture, and we saw a quantity of stock grazing. The woods at Lake Ontario have not yet quite lost the
autumn glory, and the time seemed to pass very quickly—there was so much to look at. We went over several fine
rivers and pleasant streams. We crossed the suspension bridge over Niagara and got to the Falls about 4.30. We
took tickets for a round trip tomorrow and were driven to very comfortable rooms.
After going to supper in a restaurant we made some purchases and then walked to the bridge along the rapids.
It was very weird and wild, as it was getting dark rapidly; in fact the stars were out—only a stain of light was left
in the west. The roar of the water was deafening and the swirling rush foamed its way at a terrific rate. We were
turned back by a watchman as we were innocently walking across the bridge to Goat Island. It appears that not
even men are allowed to go there after dusk. People may lurk there and rob one, and throw the body into the Falls.
One is never heard of any more.
Many people have disappeared at Niagara and now the authorities are very careful. The noise of water is so
great that if one called one could not be heard even a short distance off. We came home and had hot baths. Went to
bed early.
October 28
We drove to Goat Island. Then we went on to the Three Sisters Islands at the Rapids and watched the tumbling
waters. The foliage of Goat Island was very beautiful. The straight level country all round is not picturesque, and
is made perfectly hideous with factories and power stations. It is better to keep looking at the water and so avoid
the eyesores. We drove to the Belt Cara Line and took our seats in the car which goes down the Gorge and to the
end of the Rapids.
This ride was very interesting. The Canadian side of the gorge is wooded and all the trees were illuminated
with Fall colours. The American side is much more disfigured with vulgar advertisements and hideous buildings.
At the observatory, a little ugly building opposite the Falls, on the fourth storey we got a very good view of the
American and Horseshoe Falls (Canadian). We stayed on the Canadian side for lunch.
At 5 p.m. we took our seats in the train going to Buffalo, where we had to change, and got our sleeper. We had
2½ hours to wait for the Leheigh Valley train, so we went to a dime theater and enjoyed the programme very
much. It included two sketches, one political showing the hold the Insurgent Movement is gaining on the
imagination of the people. Some excellent dancing and performing dogs, and a turn by a very talented company of
coloured people called “Five Liquorice Sticks”. Their dancing was most exciting. Real Negro dancing with the
hand-clap and chant—very weird.
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For two hours on the journey we were able to enjoy the scenery. There was starlight and a setting waning
moon, which gave enough light to show the contour of the hills and the gleam of the water.
October 29
We stayed in Philadelphia long enough to see about our baggage going to the office of the American line for
the S. S. Haverford. Then came on to Washington, D. C., where we were met by Mrs. Thompson. We found
ourselves in a most comfortable and luxurious flat withal the equipment of a modern American home. After
resting and washing we had a walk and then dined. Miss foster and Mr. Thompson were of the party.
Mr. Thompson among very interesting things showed us the loophole in the Constitution by which it is
possible Southern women may become enfranchised if certain political contingencies arise in connection with the
Negro enfranchisement.
October 30
After a late breakfast our charming host and hostess took us on a long trip by taxi to see the sights of
Washington, D.C. We went out to Arlington Cemetery, where the soldiers are buried and where the military
settlement is situated. The view of Washington is wonderful. We saw the New Lake, the Washington Monument
and the Potomac River.
In the evening we went to the Congressional Library with Mr. And Miss Thompson. He was one of the
custodians. We saw the clever mechanical contrivance which takes books to and from the central distributing
desk. We were taken behind the scenes to the book stacks arranged with marble floor slabs dividing the huge
racks as high as a man can reach conveniently. We saw the MSS and illuminated missals, original State
documents and the photographs of the old Declaration of Independence, which was destroyed by the process used
to reproduce it!
We saw the Chinese Encyclopaedia of 5,000 volumes.
Miss Woodruff called on us in the afternoon and promised to take me a drive in her electric runabout
tomorrow.
October 31
I went with Miss Woodruff. Mrs. Thorp and Ward went to the White House, where later we met again. We
went over the State rooms and saw the dining-room all set out for lunch, and the various reception rooms. We had
lunch at the congressional Library with Mr. and Mrs. Thompson and then went by steamer down the Potomac
River to Mount Vernon, George Washington’s house and burial place.
It was very interesting to see how the old Southern house was arranged with Negro servants’ and slave
quarters. We saw over the house, which is kept as nearly as possible exactly as it was when in use—all beds ready
for occupation and chairs labeled “George Washington’s Chair” in various rooms. His wife, Martha, moved to an
attic after he died, from which she could see the grave.
The sunset was very beautiful, as was the view from Mount Vernon.
In the evening we went to a reception given by the College Women’s Suffrange Society. Here we seemed to
interest them very much by our speeches and it generated a good deal of enthusiasm.
November 1
We had to say good-bye to our dear host and hostess. We again went to lunch at the Library and then went over
[to] the House of Representatives and the Senate—so we were rushing right to the end. The Thompsons have
made us feel that they are real friends and comrades. They are David and Laura to us now. We hope we will see
them at home in Ward’s little cottage, as they often come to England.
We arrived at the Henry Street Settlement, New York, rather late, but we heard something of the Settlement
activities from Miss Wald and Miss McDougal.
November 2
We called on Mrs. Chapman Catt, President of the International Women’s Suffrage movement. She impressed
us as being quite a powerful personality and we learnt a good deal from her. We went to the Women’s Trade
Union League offices, where we met Rose Schneiderman and a number of Trade Union women, practically all the
staff of the League. We went to the women’s Equal Suffrage Society and found them busy circularizing voters,
trying to defeat Artemus Ward, who is an anti-Women’s Suffrage candidate. We also went to the women’s
Suffrage Party’s office and met Miss Howson and Miss Edith Cobb.
In the evening we went to Miss Ovington’s to meet Professor Du Bois. We found ourselves at a social
gathering of educated Negroes, who were considering the proposals for the coming Race Conference to be held in
London next year, July 20-29. Professor Du Bois will be there.
Ward was able to have a long talk with the women and to discuss Will Archer’s Afro-America.
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November 3
Raining hard. Miss Wald bade us good-bye as she is going off on a journey. We packed our bags, not yet
having decided whether to go to Philadelphia today or wait till tomorrow. We went out into floods of rain and left
our bags at the W.T.U.L. offices. Then we went to Miss Mary Drier’s for lunch (Mrs. Raymond Robbins’ sister).
Ward was suffering from chill and felt she had a temperature. After lunch we were motored back again to the
Settlement. Later we went to the City Forum, where we arranged the preliminaries of a future visit. We decided to
stay in Philadelphia overnight, so took a room at the Martha Washington, a very comfortable hotel for women.
We dined with some Women Socialists and had a long talk about Trade Union and Suffrage subjects. We were
tired when we got back and Ward was still seedy.
November 4
I bought a thermometer. Ward had a temperature of 102.
November 5
During the night I had a battle with the bell-boys. I wanted some iced water. Frequently rang my bell, but when
the boy did at last come up he refused quite definitely to fetch anything, as he said there was no service after some
time earlier in the evening.
We had breakfast in our room and taxied to the boat. We had a most comfortable outside four-berth cabin
allotted to us. The S. S. Haverford was a very clean, airy and comfortable boat, with good deck space. Not many
traveling, so we were not crowded.
We had some hot milk and I felt much better, but so sleepy. I parked myself on a deck chair and closed my
eyes. A woman stopped and said in an acrid voice:
“Get up and walk. Surely you should not give way to soon, before the boat starts to move.”
I just looked at her and closed my eyes again, and in two minutes was sound asleep.
November 11
Lovely morning. Cold. We soon got warm on deck. We passed the S. S. Red Star from Antwerp. We saluted
with British colours. We asked the officer why they flew British colours on an American ship. He said this was an
English boat built at Glasgow. To fly the American ensign the boat must be built in America.
“That is where protection comes in”; and as it was cheaper to build in Glasgow they built there, and the ship
was officered by Englishmen.
We noticed that the Purser with whom we changed our money today was socially inferior to the Purser of the
St. Louis, which was an American boat manned by Americans and flying the U.S.A. emblem. Probably one went
through College—the other did not.
I was thoroughly enjoying myself by this time.
November 12
Raining in the morning. Cleared up later. The sea was rather rough with white horses and spray flying off the
top of the waves, making rainbows and foam effects.
The Mauritania passed us about 3.45, going very fast.
We had a delightful book by Owen Wister—Lady Baltimore.
November 13
We saw very fine moon effects last night late on deck, including a lunar rainbow. We have seen plenty of solar
rainbows with the showery weather and bright sun. Blew hard at nightfall.
November 14
Blowing hard all night and at noon we had only reached 258 knots. We rested on our bunks and went on deck
just before tea. We could hardly stand. The guide-ropes were out. We were watching one extraordinary wave on
the S. E. of the deck by the taffrail when the vessel gave a great lurch and both rows of deck chairs and all their
occupants were swept into the scuppers. There lay old ladies, young children and men, all tangled up in an
inextricable heap. It took quite a long while to sort them out. When this was accomplished it was found that
everyone had escaped unhurt. The Mate was on deck and told us,
“If we had been on the Mauritania this would have been called a tidal wave, but we call it a cross-sea.”
Someone asked him if they ever got worse weather than this, and he said,
“Oh, you should be with us in the winter and see her loop the loop.”
After this the seas got rougher. People came on deck and said they had been flung out of their berths. We went
on to the bridge by permission, between 4 and 5 p.m., and saw the mysteries thereof.
We also saw the Marconi house and the operator, his cabin and the wonderful apparatus.
The glass is falling very much and all the seamen say we are in for a wild night. One vessel near us has been
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having a frightful time. She is tacking across, back and forth. So far we have kept our course. The wind is blowing
from the north, right across us. As Ward sits writing in her cabin her chair glissades across the floor from side to
side. Very few faced dinner with the fiddles on the table, and some of those who came made a hasty retreat. So far
neither of us had had any discomfort from sea-sickness, but we have suffered from the cold.
November 15
At noon we had made 254 knots only. This makes it certain that we shall not land until Thursday morning. It
was cold but fine on deck; the sea is calmer.
As the pilot would come on at Queenstown about 6 a.m. we got our mail ready. We jointly wired to Mrs. Ward
and to Esplin, a friend who was going to put us up for the night.
I had another attack of neuralgia.
We had a concert in the evening. There was a sad case of destitution in the steerage. Man and wife and two
children sent back by charity from Philadelphia. Passage paid, but not a penny of money to land. They have to go
to Scotland and the woman is ill and is to undergo an operation; man cannot work either, for some reason. The
steerage passengers got up a concert for them and realized £1, an instance of the generosity of the very poor. A
collection amongst the saloon passengers realized £3 only.
The old lady who was thrown across the ladies’ cabin when the big wave came is better, and on deck. She is
seventy-eight years old, and quite merry over her experiences. There are many elderly passengers. They have all
been extremely plucky. Two have been very ill all the way.
November 16
We saw the Fastnet Lights about 3 a.m. I woke up feeling very well and quite excited about landing. I watched
the pilot come on board about 6 a.m. and the passengers for Ireland landed. I pranced about on the bunk, looking
through the port-hole, till Ward was jumped up and down on the air mattress like a tennis ball. She was very
sleepy.
The morning was beautiful with brilliant sunshine. We shall land at 8 a.m. tomorrow morning, as we shall get
in tonight just too late to go through the Customs.
219.156 Excerpt from Unforgettable, Unforgotten\fn{by O. Douglas aka Anna Masterton Buchan (1877-1938)} Perth,
Perth and Kinross, Scotland, United Kingdom (F) 10
It is a help in dark days to remember bright beginnings. Though, later, the clouds roll up, the sun is obscured
and all colour drained from the landscape, no one can take from us the memory of a perfect morning. Oddly
enough, what I remember most clearly looking back across the years is the nigh-nursery in the old Manse in Fife:
that seems to have been the spiritual home of my childhood.
The day-nursery, with a snowball tree at the window, and a cupboard full of toys (mostly broken), is only
associated with material things like porridge and bread-and-butter, whereas the night-nursery had a magic
casement. One of the two windows looked across the garden and the field beyond and a jumble of roofs, to the
gray water of the Firth of Forth and the Inchkeith Lighthouse. As the darkening fell, we children clustered round
to watch the light come and go, convinced in our own minds that it was caused by a giant waving a lantern. My
bed was alongside the fireplace, and from it I could see the twinkling light, and went to sleep every night thinking
warmly of the patient giant.
Willie and Walter and I shared the night-nursery. John, the eldest, had a small room to himself, a sort of
prophet’s chamber, containing only a bed, a chair, and a table. I did not envy him his lonely splendour. Being
easily scared, I was only too thankful for the companionship of my two brothers; besides, if we woke early we
had fine games, making an Indian tent in the boys’ bed with our blankets and sheets. Once, having tied a sheet to
the gas-bracket, and being too intent on our game to notice that the bracket had given away, and that gas was
escaping, we were much surprised to see the panic-stricken face of Ellie Robbie (the nurse) as she rushed in and
threw open the window, upbraiding us bitterly the while.
Opening out of the nursery was a small room with a fitted-in bath, and a window that gave a glimpse of the
high road. It also contained the tallest soiled-linen basket that I have ever met. Willie once said,
“If anyone comes to marry me, I’ll hide in the dirty-clothes basket.”
There is probably nothing a child values so much as a feeling of safety, and the night-nursery was the safest,
friendliest room in the whole house. To reach it, when we went to bed, meant braving a dimly lit staircase and a
long landing peopled, we were certain, not only by fabulous monsters of every description, but by all the most
frightening book-people. The last few yards were always a frenzied rush, with a moment of terror in case the door
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would not open, and then—Ellie Robbie, moving quietly about in the firelight, our beds neatly made down, with
the nightgowns laid out. In winter we wore nightgowns of red flannel, and when we heard of the virtuous Woman
in Proverbs who clothed her household in scarlet, we felt we could picture them exactly, down to the white
herringbone on the belts and cuffs.
Ellie Robbie was such a kind and comfortable nurse (her real name was Ellen Robinson, and her father was
believed by us to be the original of the saying, “Before you can say Jack Robinson”), that bedtime was no bugbear
to us. In fact, the last half-hour of the day was something to look forward to, for Mother was nearly always with
us, sitting on the low “nursing” chair, with the youngest on her lap, telling of what she did when she was little.
Father often looked in too, and played us a tune, for, like R. L. S., he was a great performer on the penny-whistle!
Sometimes he sang to us old Scots songs of which we had an inexhaustible store, or Negro songs about “Way
down South in the land of cotton,” or “A coloured girl whose name was Nancy Till.” But what we liked best were
the odd old rhymes that he had been taught as a child:
Cockybendy’s lying sick,
Guess ye what’ll mend him?
Twenty kisses in a clout.
Lassie, will ye send them?

and the long list of animals owned by one, Katie Bairdie, beginning:
Katie Bairdie had a coo
A’ black about the mou’;
Wasna that a denty coo?
Dance, Katie Bairdie!

There was one about a strange person called Aitken Drum. “His breeks they were made of the haggis bags,”
we were told, and “his buttonse they were made of bawbee baps,” and, strangest of all, “he rade upon a razor.
Being a passionate lover of his own countryside, Father never tired repeating to us the Border ballads; how
“Jamie Telfer of the fair Dodhead” carried the fran to Branksome Ha”, and how Johnny Armstrong went out in all
good faith to meet his King, only to find that death was to be his portion. He told us, too, of William Wallace, of
Flodden Field, and Mary Queen of Scots, until we burned with fury against “the English.”
Imagine, then, our horror and amazement when we were told that an English cousin was coming to us for a
night on her way North.
An English cousin! We had not known that such a thing existed, and we felt it shameful that we should harbour
even for a night one of a race that had treated our country so basely. In herself she seemed harmless, a pretty
creature, just grown up, whom, had things been different, we would have welcomed gladly, and to whom we
would have been delighted to show our small treasures. But, as we stood and glowered, we were laying at this
innocent’s door all the ill-done deeds of her country—the head of William Wallace on a spike, the ring of dead
nobles round their King at Flodden, not to speak of the cruel, lonely death of the loveliest Queen in history.
Doubtless she had been warned about Scots manners, and expected little; anyway, she only smiled at us—she
had a beguiling smile—and went on making conversation with our parents, and we retreated to a lair of our own.
English Marjorie, we heard later, had not been favourably impressed with our house. She thought it ghostly,
and dreaded sleeping alone.
There were two guest-rooms in the Manse, and Marjorie was in what we called “besbedroom.” It was a large
room furnished in some sort of golden wood much admired by Father. The dressing-table had a row of tiny
drawers on either side of the looking-glass, and at Christmas time these were filled with small gifts for our
stockings. It was quite an adventure before the great day came, to tiptoe in and peek at Santa Claus’ store, and
sniff that “unforgettable, unforgotten” smell made up of lavender, beeswax-and-turpentine and chocolate frogs in
silver paper.
There was also a large cupboard in “besbedroom” which we were afraid to enter, John having told us a
dreadful story about it. To cheer homesick Marjorie on her way to bed, Mother had taken her with her to see that
all was well in the night-nursery. There she had been so envious of me curled in my bed by the side of the fire and
companioned by brothers, that she begged to be allowed to take me to sleep with her, and, Mother consenting, I
had been carried, still sound asleep, to the large double bed.
The light was filtering in through the curtains when I woke, and at first I could not imagine where I was. The
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window was in the wrong place, the boys’ bed was not there. I peered over the sheet. There was the towering
wardrobe, the dressing-table with the rows of little drawers—I was sharing the bed of the English cousin.
An agonizing loneliness came over me such as I have never again experienced. Samson bound in Gaza with
the Philistines around him could not have felt more cut off from his own people than I did. It was not to be borne,
so, very cautiously, I slipped from under the covers on to the floor. Skirting the writing-table, I passed safely the
haunted cupboard and reached the door. The handle was difficult, and I glanced fearfully at the sleeper as I turned
and twisted it; but at last it opened and I was free.
I did not dare go back to my own bed. The night-nursery was not safe from the marauding English; I would go
to John. The door of the prophet’s chamber stood invitingly open, and like a frightened rabbit I burrowed into his
bed. Here was safety. In a minute I was asleep.
In the morning there were explanations. Mother apologized to our guest, explaining that I had wakened and
missed the boys, and Marjorie bore no ill-will, and went off in high spirits, kissing us all in what we thought of as
her “English way.”
But Mother had been well aware of our coldness and antagonism the night before, and demanded to know
what was the meaning of it. We told her, and she looked at Father.
“This is your fault, John,” she said. Father drew his hand over his moth and acknowledged his guilt.
“Yes,” he said, “I’m the culprit. I’ve told them too many stories, taught them too many ballads.” Later, when
he was taking us for a walk in the Den, he explained that all he had told us had happened long ago.
“Why, you silly little people, don’t you know that England and Scotland are one, have been for hundreds of
years? Our interests are the same; we work together, play together, and, if need be, fight together. Every Scot
worth the name thinks his country is the best and wants to do it credit, but we’re not shedding any glory on
Scotland when we’re rude to a guest because she’s English. When Marjorie comes back we must show her how
kind and courteous Scots really are.”
But Marjorie never came back. Perhaps the haunted cupboard was too much for her, perhaps she did not like
the “queer-like smell,” from the linoleum factories, and thought the place dull and uninteresting.
Years later I spent an afternoon with her in her home in Surrey. She was large and handsome, and had several
good-looking children. She said vaguely,
“You know, I think I must have seen you when you were a small child. I once stayed a night in your house in
Fife. You won’t remember …”
“I murmured something and changed the subject. I had not forgotten the lesson her visit taught us.
John once wrote, rather rudely, “I never likit the Kingdom of fife,” and certainly we never loved it as we loved
the Borders, but looking back our life there seems full of sunshine.
Some time ago we crossed the Forth Bridge, anxious to see how much remained of the place we remembered
so well. Few found practically nothing. The big Manse garden had disappeared. The Manse itself was still there,
but crushed among tenements. Of our dear Hyacinth Den not a vestige remained: electric trams clanged through
streets that had not existed in our day. It depressed us at the moment, but, once away, the horrid reality faded, and
our memories remained.
Pathhead, where our father’s church was, stood at the top of the path, a rather steep hill connecting our little
town with the much larger town of Kirkcaldy. At the foot of the Path was the Harbour, a fascinating place where
foreign sailors might be met with strolling about in a friendly way. They could sometimes be persuaded to let us
go on board their ships, and once a Norwegian captain gave us coffee in gaily painted bowls.
The path seemed to me a very long way from home (I suppose it was about a quarter of a mile), and I was
always in dread of being caught in the middle of it by the Last Day. I knew that dread Day would come suddenly
—with a shout. The angel Gabriel would stand with one foot on solid ground—probably the linoleum rectory—
and one foot on the sea, near the Inchkeith Light, I thought, and blow a trumpet, whereupon the heavens would
roll up like a scroll. The only scroll I had ever seen was a brandy scroll, made of treacle, which somehow added to
the horror. Another thing that worried me a good deal was Eternity. I could more or less cope with no ending, but
no beginning was beyond me, and I simply had to rush madly about the garden when the thought of it came into
my head.
There was nothing interesting or romantic about Pathhead except the sea and Ravenscraig Castle, once the
home of the ancient St. Clairs. We liked Sir Walter Scott’s ballad of the “lovely Rosabelle”:
Each St. Clair was buried there,
With candle, with book, and with knell;
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But the sea-caves rang and the wild winds sang
The dirge of lovely Rosabelle.

It is odd to think that time meant nothing to us in those days. So far as we were concerned the King still sat in
Dunfermline town, calling for a “skeely skipper” to sail his ship to “Norraway over the faim,” and many a time
we looked out to sea watching for the gallant ship that never more came home.
More even than the sea and the Harbour we loved the Coal-pit, and felt we were indeed greatly blessed to have
one so near our home. There was no romance about the Coal-pit, but there were glorious opportunities to get
thoroughly dirty. We had many friends among the miners, and they gave us rides on trolleys, and helped us to
make seesaws, and admitted us into outhouses containing, among other treasures, the yellow grease that trains are
greased with.
No wonder Mother and Ellie Robbie hated the Coal-pit. We escaped there at every opportunity and generally
came back much the worse of wear. Willie broke his arm on one occasion, and I had the nails torn from one hand.
But it was John who had the really spectacular accident, and we younger ones felt defrauded that we only
knew about it from hearsay. When he was about four years old he fell out of a carriage, and the back wheel caught
his head, making a frightful wound. They were passing through a village at the time, and Mother used to tell us
dramatically how she rushed into a cottage and without a by-your-leave began pulling out drawers to get
something with which to cover it. It was nearly a year before John was able to be up and about again, but terrible
as the experience was, it was worth it. He had been a delicate child, but after that he was as hardy as a Shetland
pony.
I never heard anyone say we were either interesting or attractive children, but we were uncommonly wild and
mischievous. Anyone who doubted the theory of Original Sin in Father’s hearing was invited to regard his family.
Sometimes we did really wicked things like celebrating a birthday by setting light to a pile of wood at the Coalpit, and nearing burning the place down.
The Pathead people said, “They’re a’ bad, but the lassie’s the verra deil,” so I can’t claim to have been a
refining influence. John , as eldest, was, of course the ringleader in all our escapades, and a funny little desperado
he must have been, with his large head, the forehead crossed by a wide scar. In our rough play his head was
always getting knocks, and the doctor warned him to be careful. So, when he fell from a height—as he frequently
did, for he was fond of climbing—we would stand a bit away and shout, “Is it your scar?”, prepared, if the answer
was in the affirmative, to run and run, it mattered not where, so long as we did not see what happened next.,
I never knew anyone with such a thirst for information as John. Long before it was time for him to begin
regular lessons he had taught himself to read. Everything interested him and he tried to get information from
everyone he met. At one time it was fowls, and he sat for hours with a specialist on the subject, returning home
with pictures of prize cocks which he insisted on pinning round the nursery walls. For a long time it was ships,
and he spent most of his time with a retired sea-captain. Next it was precious stones, and he accosted every lady,
known to him or not, and asked about the stones she was wearing.
John was an amazing contrast to his sisters and brothers. We never asked for information on any subject, for
we wanted none. We were ignorant and unashamed.
But John’s great passion was always for books. I remember when he discovered he could make words rhyme.
His first effort, a poem on the Covenanters, so impressed the Superintendent of the Sunday School that he had it
printed on a card and presented one to each scholar, an action that made us all feel rather shy and silly. It led to
my first acquaintance with a critic. A big boy, fourteen perhaps, happened to remark as we walked up the road
together, that the poem wasn’t worth printing, whereupon I ran at him and kicked him savagely, sobbing loudly
the while. It was not that I had any idea whether the verses were good or bad, but they were John’s verses, and as
such must be treated with respect.
One wet afternoon when someone was ill in a house, John was told to amuse Willie and me quietly. What he
did was to give us each a pencil and sheet of paper, and tell us to write a poem on the Battle of Bannockburn.
Then he left us, locking the door behind him. As he was always very much our big brother and we were
accustomed to obey his decrees, we both tried our hardest, and Willie did manage two lines:
On the 23rd of June
When the bold de Bohun—

But not a vestige of an idea came to me, so the prize (a pennyworth of acid drops) went to Willie.
It seems to me looking back that money, or the lack of it, mattered oddly little in our home. It certainly
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mattered nothing to Father, who was almost provokingly otherworldly, and if it had not been for Mother’s
practical common sense we would certainly have crashed. She was well fitted to bear the burden. We were far
from rich, indeed after the failure of the Glasgow Bank there was little more than my father’s modest stipend, but
so well did Mother manage that the house was run with every comfort.
My mother was essentially a home-maker. Hers was no patient enduring of the trivial round, the common task;
she frankly delighted in the work the different seasons brought, and made us enjoy them with her. Fruit-pulling in
the sunny kitchen garden meant “skimmings” for tea (is there anyone so ignorant as not to know that
“skimmings” is the froth from the fruit as it boils in the pan? And has anyone been so cheated by life as to have
missed eating strawberry-skimmings with freshly churned butter on a hot griddle scone?). Autumn with its yellow
leaves and shrill winds brought apples to be stored and plums to be ripened; then it was December when the plum
pudding was mixed in a gigantic bowl and then divided into a number of smaller bowls, one or two for ourselves,
the others to be given away, for Mother shared everything she had.
But the spring cleaning was the sweet of the year to her. She prided herself on being able to get the house
cleaned meticulously with the minimum of discomfort to its inhabitants, and how she enjoyed it! She began in the
attic and worked down, superintending everything herself, glorying in letting the clear cold March sunlight into
every corner.
There was one March that Mother never to the end of her days forgot—the March my little sister was born. As
she grew old and frail she liked more and more to recall it. She would say,
“I think perhaps that was the very happiest time of my life, those weeks after Violet came. Not that I hadn’t
always been happy, but the years before had been rather a mêlée. Now I had found my feet, more or less, and
church work and housekeeping and baby-rearing no more appalled me. It was in march she was born. We had
finished the spring-cleaning well beforehand, and the Deacon’s Court had painted the staircase, and we had saved
up for crimson stair and landing carpets, and the house was as fresh as it’s possible for a house to be. I lay there
with my baby, so utterly contented, listening to your voices as you played in the garden in the spring sunshine,
pleasant thoughts going through my head about my healthy, happy children, and thanking god for the best man
ever woman had. It seems to me that my cup of happiness must have been lipping over then …”
We were all glad about our baby sister. From the first she was a specially precious child. I had lived a tumbled,
puppy-like life, giving and taking hard knocks, expecting no special consideration because of my sex, but with
Violet the boys were never anything but gentle. Marget, always a stern critic of our failings (the only thing she
could say in our favour was “There’s one thing about our bairns, they’re no’ ill-kinded to beasts”), almost
worshipped the child.
Marget was a great figure in our childhood. She was a large woman with a broad, plain face, and a most
capacious and comfortable lap. I never remember any servant troubles in our house. Mother often said that here
servants had been her best friends, and certainly they made all the difference to the peace and comfort of our
home. A kitchen without Marget moving methodically about was unthinkable. We children were devoured with
curiosity about her age, but she would never reveal it, exasperating us with quips such as,
“I’m as old as ma little finger and I’m older than ma teeth.”
We thought she was about eighty, but as a matter of fact she came to us before she was forty. It was her
massive appearance that deceived us, and the sort of majestic caps she wore. When a certain aunt came to stay, to
her was given the honour of creating a new cap. Bandboxes were brought down from the attics, bits of velvet
ribbon and lace were chosen, and the whole household took an interest in the progress of the cap.
When Marget came to enquire about the place, away back in the beginning of time, she said,
“I doubt you’ll think my wage awful big—I’ve been getting £14 a year.” When it was increased she had
qualms of conscience that she was being overpaid, and insisted,
“I dinna work for it except on washing days.” As if any wage, however large, would have paid for her interest
and loyalty!
John was always the favourite—buy she felt it her duty to deal faithfully with him when he disappointed her. A
friend of his, known as Sandy Hutch, had, in Marget’s eyes, put himself outside the pale by riding his pony on the
Sabbath day. She prophesied that he would go straight to the Ill Place. (After that I always regarded this boy with
a fearful interest as one who was Lost.) Later, Marget included Sir Walter Scott in the same condemnation,
because he had written “novellas,” upon which John remarked,
“If Sir Walter’s there, and Sandy going, I wouldn’t mind being there too.”
“Wheesht, laddie, wheesht,” said Marget solemnly, her face white, “remember it’s where the worm dieth not
and the fire is not quenched.”
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Marget remained with us until she was nearing the age we had credited her with, and when she went it was as
if a strong prop had been removed.
*
To children “born beneath the shadow of a steeple” life must always be a little different. Perhaps we were more
aware than other children of the sound of “time’s winged chariots.” Brought up in the doctrine of John Calvin we
ought, I suppose, to have been full of repressions and inhibitions. When I read of the terrible consequences of
such an upbringing, how the long dreary Sabbaths and enforced attendance at church have driven many to crime
and others to atheism, I laugh—like Fish. (Fish was a loofah with a boot-button for an eye, and belonged to
Willie. He was an unholy influence. When anyone did or said anything rather noble, Fish laughed.) Calvinism sat
lightly on our shoulders. I think Father had too keen a sense of humour to be the stern Victorian parent. He was a
very human saint, and never expected because he was virtuous that there should be no more cakes and ale. No one
lived more simply, but if good things came his way he enjoyed them to the full.
Desiring no possessions for himself, he was enthusiastic about the possessions of others. Jewels he loved. A
jeweler’s window was a feast to him, and he liked to quote to us,
“And the twelve gates were twelve pearls; every several gate was of one pearl, and the street of the city was
pure gold, as it were transparent glass.” On one occasion one of us said pertly, “That’s a Jew’s idea of Heaven,”
and Father only said mildly,
“Perhaps, but it’s very beautiful. All the same I’d prefer a Border glen myself—‘Bourhope at a reasonable
rent,’ as the old farmer said.”
It was my father who taught us to love books. His study was a book-lined room, with a carpet of gray and
scarlet checks (excellent for playing games) and a clock on the chimney-piece with the honestest face a clock
could have. To that room we went every winter evening after tea, and Father either read to us or told us stories.
There we met “Alice” and went with her through the Looking-glass to Wonderland. We met Bully Bottom and
his fellow actors, and the Knights of Ivanhoe. We thrilled to The Long Pack, and shouted with delight over the
exploits of Tom Sawyer and Huckleberry Finn. We enjoyed an evening among the cunning fellows in Grimm, and
felt vaguely uneasy in Hans Andersen’s sad, lovely enchanted land, but what we liked best were the stories Father
had heard from his mother, many of them unprinted and handed down by word of mouth. There was
The Red Etin of Ireland,
Who lived in Ballygand,
And stole the King’s daughter,
The King of fair Scotland.

And The Bannock that went to see the World, with its cynical ending, “We’ll all be in the tod’s\fn{ Death’s:H} hole
in less than a hunner years,” and many others.
But what of the Sabbath? Was it really such a day of profound gloom as it has been pictured? Not to us; most
certainly not to us. True, toys and story-books were put away, and we trotted to church mboth morning and
afternoon, where our boredom was lightened by the gift of small pieces of liquorice, which we called “black
sugar,” from an elderly gentleman in the next pew. There was no porridge on Sunday morning, ham and eggs
instead, and there was cake for tea, and sugar biscuits. After tea we played bible games.
The Bible was a veritable mine of wealth to us, not, I fear, because it was the Word of Life, but because it was
full of such grand stories. The Bible and the Pilgrim’s Progress we never tired of, but what we could not bearw
was to have these broken down to us. Much of them we did not understand, but the roll and thunder of the words
delighted us, and the drama.
We used to marchg round and round the nursery table blowing lustily on trumpets to cause the walls of Jericho
to fall, or Walter, as Jeremiah, would be lowered by John and Willie into the pit (which was the back of the old
sofa) with “clouts under his armpits,” or again, Willie and Walter, as spies, lay prostrate on the sofa (now the flat
roof of an Eastern house) while I, as Rahab, the harlot, concealed them with flax. Shadrach, Meshach and
Abednego in the fiery furnace was the most thrilling game of all, but it was stopped when we burned the nursery
rug and nearly set the house on fire.
My own favourite was Jonathan and the honey. I always wept when Jonathan said, “I did but taste a little
honey with the end of the rod that was in mine hand, and, lo, I must die,” remembering that I had done many
worse things than that without being put to death.
For an hour before bed-time we pored over “bound books” which contained serial stories that were considered
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Sabbath reading. They were mostly bout men and women who had suffered for their faith, and from them we
learned that courage and self-sacrifice were among the greatest things in life. But I fear that as I read of the
horrors of the Inquisition, I often wondered why the poor victims had not tried saying their prayers in bed and so
saved themselves such fiery trials.
Our Sabbath always ended with singing, each of us choosing his or her favourite psalm or hymn, and for a
finish we all demanded Prophet Daniel. It was a sort of chant. The first line ran: “Where is now the Prophet
Daniel?” This was repeated three times and the fourth line was the answer: “Safe in the Promised Land.” The
second verse told the details: “He went through the den of lions” (repeated three times) “Safe to the Promised
Land.” The great point about this hymn was that any favourite hero could be added at will. Of Sir William
Wallace we sang, “He went up from an English scaffold,” and always insisted on adding Prince Charles Edward’s
name, defiantly assuring ourselves that the Prince who had come among his people seeking an earthly crown had
attained to a heavenly one, and was safe in the Promised Land.
My father never seemed to mind about his children’s wild ways, perhaps because his own past had not been
blameless—we had heard whispers of a not very perfect boyhood—and he was never hard on us as long as we did
not cheat or tell lies, or hurt anything weaker than ourselves. He was really amazingly patient, but it was never
safe to presume too much on his mildness. One of the few times I ever saw him really angry, was when he was
holding a class for young communicants in his study, and we crawled into the cubby-hole under the stairs which
contained the meter, and turned off the gas.
Father emerged like a raging lion and caught poor Walter who had lingered. The rest of us had gained the attics
and were in hiding.
Happy though we were in Fife, the thought of our two summer months in the Borders was never far from our
minds. How often we talked of the journey, dwelling on every step of the way. First to Edinburgh, where we got
lunch in a shop, then to Peebles, where we passed an hour or two in the old house on the bridge which had been
Father’s home in his boyhood, and where his brother and sisters still lived. Peebles seemed a sort of land of
Canaan to us, flowing with milk and honey, which meant sweets in abundance, not one at a time but as many as
we cared to eat, and toyshops where we were allowed to choose anything in reason. It was only twelve miles by
rail from Peebles to Broughton—Mother’s home—and every foot of the way was exciting. The tunnel so long and
black that it seemed unlikely that we should ever emerge into the daylight, Tweed beside us most of the way, the
thrill of guessing if a heron would be seen at the meeting of Tweed and Biggar Water. Every landmark was
greeted with shouts, until we puffed importantly into a flowery station. The large board with Broughton p[painted
on it seemed to us a most unnecessary thing. Surely there were no people living so ignorant as not to recognize
Broughton when they saw it.
With glad yells we leapt from the train, all agog to meet our friends, the Station-master, the porter and the local
worthies who were always there when a train came in. It was perhaps rather complacent of us to expect a
welcome, for to most of the inhabitants our absence must have seemed good company.
“Thae little deils o’Buchans back again!”
Our grandfather’s house, The Green, stood at the end of the village, a tall, white-washed building with a steep
roof. At one time it had been an inn, and the rooms had still numbers painted on the doors. Our play-room was
called Jenny Berry, but the reason of the name is lost in the mists of antiquity. The garret, which ran the length of
the house, was called Frizzel’s End. (John had a theory that Frizzel had been a highwayman and was done to death
there.) We liked to go to the garret on wet days, and hear the heavy summer rain drum on the roof, and browse
among the old books and magazines that were piled in one corner. There was Oliver Twist in green pasteboard
covers and very small print, some years of Blackwood’s Magazine, which meant endless good reading, and several
bound volumes of Punch and Good Words.
We never tired of hearing Mother tell of her childhood in Broughton; a whirl of excitement it must have been,
we thought enviously, when we heard of Ord’s Circus in the stackyard, peep-shows in the barn, and Hallowe’en
held in the stone-flagged kitchen with all its rites. When she was sent to boarding school at The Priory, Peebles,
though it was only twelve miles away it seemed as far as Timbuctoo, and she wept with delight when her three
brothers were brought down to see her.
Mother was at home for the summer holidays when she met Father, and they got engaged. Instead of going
back to school she was sent to Edinburgh to take cooking lessons and learn to be a good housekeeper. She was
barely seventeen, and her hair was put up for the first time on her wedding-day.
We listened eagerly to every detail of that day, and felt it hard that we had not been there to smell the kitchen
simmering with all the good things—hare soup, turbot, game, creams, and trifles. The guests had certainly not
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been starved, for, after luncheon and the speeches were over, they were regaled with tea. Our mouths watered as
we heard of great rich cakes being cut down with a lavish hand, and the thick cakes of shortbread with sweeties
on the top—just the things we liked most.
It had been a great storm that December, drifts were piled high round the house, a white bridal in very truth,
and we who only knew Broughton in summer sighed at the thought of missing such a sight. When Mother told us
of the white satin gown and little square-toed kid slippers, with stiff rosettes and blue silk laces, she would
sometimes say,
“Ah well, I had my day.” Willie, who was sensitive to the feelings of others, once assured her,
“But, Mother, you’d do again.”
The household at The Green consisted of our grandparents, their three sons and their daughter, our kind and
gentle aunt, called by us “Antaggie.” She did not marry as long as her parents needed her and was there all
through our childhood. My grandmother, whom we held in great respect and not a little awe, was a somewhat
formidable old lady. A word of praise from her meant a lot to us: the pity was we so seldom earned it. But
“Antaggie” had a wonderful gift for seeing the best in us, for finding excuses for our worst behaviour, and for
comforting us when the heavens were darkened. I can see her now on a hot summer day, in a blue dress and shady
hat, patiently picking fruit in the garden, while we gamboled round her, pretending to help but really only stuffing
ourselves with gooseberries: or seated at the piano, singing in a small sweet voice Tam Glen or Robin Adair. She
once confided to us that her great ambition was to have a sealskin coat like the one our mother had when she was
married; and when she was free to marry the man she had long cared for, John remembered that wish, and sent her
from South Africa (he had just gone out to be with Lord Milner) a cheque to buy it, and—what she prized even
more—a letter telling her what she had meant to us through our childhood.
Our grandfather died when we were still children. For years he had suffered from asthma and was never able to
do much, but sometimes he drove himself in a low basket trap to overlook the work in his outlying farms. We
often accompanied him, and I remember how the fat white pony stopped of his own accord when we met anyone
on the road, for he knew his master was friends with everyone and enjoyed nothing better than a “crack” with all
and sundry. One occasion when he came to our rescue is imprinted on my memory. We had got into trouble with
the village blacksmith—not an unusual thing—but this time we thought we were suffering for righteousness’ sake.
He had shut up three young starlings in a cage and we took it upon ourselves to set them free. The ’smith had
often threatened to horsewhip us, for we were constantly trespassing in his garden, chasing his ducks, and making
a nuisance of ourselves generally, and here was his opportunity. Hiding behind the dyke we heard his roar of
wrath when he discovered the empty cage, and fled down the burnside. The ’smith, only waiting to get his whip,
followed us. We knew then what Jack the Giant Killer must have felt when the giant came after him, but we alas!
had none of Jack’s cunning and aplomb. All we could do was to climb a tree.
From our precarious perch—it was a small tree to bear four hefty children—we watched the approach of our
enemy. He was telling the world what we would be like when he was finished with us. The fact that he was
wearing the black leather apron of his trade seemed to make him more frightsome.
When he reached us and looked up, we saw that his eyes were red with rage, and, taking the trunk of the tree in
his powerful hands, he began to shake it. That we had not expected. We clung desperately, twisting our legs round
the branches, but in another minute we must have dropped like ripe fruit, had not an interruption occurred.
Unnoticed by us our grandfather had appeared on the scene. I shall always remember him as he stood there
facing our fierce accuser, a frail figure in baggy tweeds and a panama hat that had seen many summers. In one
hand he carried a copy of the Spectator, and anything more remote from heat and angry passions could hardly be
imagined. He nodded to the ’smith and said mildly,
“Nothing wrong, I hope, Mr. Guthrie?” (That astonished us. Mr. Guthrie! We had not known that he had any
name except “the ’smith”)
“Wrong?”
The word jerked out red-hot, and a list of our misdeeds followed. Grandfather listened in his courteous way,
and then spoke. We could not hear what he said, but his tone was conciliatory, and gradually the ’smith began to
look less turbulent, and in a short time we were told to come down. Surprised at the turn things had taken we
slithered to the ground, looking none the better for our sojourn in the tree. Grandfather’s voice was cold as he
said,
“I’ve promised Mr. Guthrie that after this you will respect his property and cease making a nuisance of
yourselves!” We gaped, and the ’smith said,
“Well, I’ll be going.”
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“I’m sorry you were interrupted,” Grandfather said. “Good-day to you, sir. Come along, children.”
He walked on, and we followed considerably crestfallen, and feeling vaguely ashamed of ourselves without
quite knowing why. (After all it was an act of mercy to let birds free.) Before we reached home Grandfather
turned and looked at us, and we were relieved to see that his face was kind again.
“Come down to tea looking less like tramps,” he said, and then, “Johnny, how old are you now?”
“Nearly thirteen.”
“Don’t you think it’s about time you stopped leading the others into mischief? Oh, I know, I know, you wanted
to be kind to the birds, but I fear you wanted even more a chance to annoy the ’smith. Learn a little common
sense. If I hadn’t suspected something and turned up in time you might have got a pretty bad beating, but what
would have been much worse, you might have got a decent, hard-working man into trouble. That I would have
been sorry about. Run off now—and we won’t worry your grandmother with this episode.”
During our summers in the Borders there must have been dreary times, days when nothing seemed worth
doing, days when we made ourselves miserable by quarrelling, days when we smarted under the feeling of being
unjustly blamed—but the odd thing is I cannot remember them. Always it seems:
The day was just a day to my mind,
All sunny before and sunny behind.

Those halcyon mornings when we set out after breakfast each with a “piece,” and spent long hours among the
hills, eating “blackberries” till our mouths were dyed purple, drinking from every burn we came to, racing on the
hilltops like mad things. When John was at Oxford he got a book specially bound for me, a sort of commonplace
book, and in it he wrote of those days:
We were two children, you and I,
Unkempt, unwatched, far-wandering, shy,
Trudging from morn with easy load,
While Faery lay adown the road.
Sometimes, on sunny summer’s noon,
Our wearied feet got elfin shoon,
And we toiled up the hill so high
We seemed to knock against the sky
While far above the clouds we heard
The singing of the snow-white Bird.
You in such lore were wondrous wise,
My princess of the shining eyes.
Our favour was the crimson Rose,
Our light the glow-worm’s lamp, our ways
The Road, the King of Errin goes,
And that is to the End of Days.

“Princess of the shining eyes” is good, but brotherly compliments were rare. When I provoked my brothers
they had a hideous habit of chanting in unison some verses they had composed, enumerating all my worst points,
and finishing;
If you want to see how ugly a girl can be,
Come and look at she,
Buchan Nan.

“Smells are surer than sights or sounds to make the heart-strings crack,” and the smell of mint with the sun on
it brings back tome a day that seemed the distilled essence of all summer days that have ever dawned. At the bend
of the road leading to Broughton Place Glen (once the home of Mr. “Evidence” Murray) there used to stand an old
mill, and above it a mill-pond, a very favourite haunt of ours. On this hot, still day the water for some reason had
been drained off, and the sun had baked the mud fairly dry, so that it was possible for us to walk into the middle
and inspect the water-hen’s nest that we knew to be there. The flags were higher than our heads, and we walked in
a green underwood that smelt deliciously of peppermint. I suppose the water-hen’s nest must have been an old
one, there were no eggs in it, but that did not damp us at all, and I, for one, was beatifically happy.
It was at the old mill that, wandering alone one day, I came across an artist. He nodded kindly, if vaguely, to
me, and went on with his work, while I, encouraged by his smile, settled myself before him, hoping to be included
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in the picture. Still kind, he gave me sixpence to go away. I took it.
As we grew older our love for Broughton did not diminish, but increased as we realized what enchanted land it
was. There was one place, at the foot of the loan between Broughton and Skirling, near the churchyard with its
ruined Kirk, a huddle of stones that had once been a houses, beside it a well, and round it some ancient twisted
trees, which seemed to us a most eerie place. John used to stand and look at it, and tell us that at one time the
village lay in the shadow of a great wood, a remnant of that forest where once Merlin harped and Arthur mustered
his men. Years later he wrote a book about the church and the huddle of stones that had been the manse. In Witch
Wood he told the story of the minister of Woodilee (Broughton), a tale of the days of Montrose, set against the
background of an intolerant Church, and the pagan worship of an older Scotland.
It was a heart-breaking business every year when the time came to return to Fife. We really did suffer horribly.
Tweed might almost have been in spate with the tears we shed. Next summer was much too far away to mean
anything to us; we were without hope. For days before our departure we went round saying good-bye to our
favourite haunts. I kissed the calves and the kittens, stroked the horses and even patted the pigs. We glared with
bitter envy at everybody to whom this Eden was home and who would never be driven out of it.
Our grandmother would remind us in bracing tones that our Fife home was a most desirable place, and that we
had everything there that any child could want. We admitted it dully. Fife was all right, but—Broughton was our
darling own place.
It was odd to live over again those partings with the next generation. Their love for the place was as keen as
ours had been, their sorrow at leaving as despairing, and they were in a worse case for they had to go home to
England.
“I’m not homesick, I’m Scotland sick,” one of them said, and when I asked him what he thought of most in
Broughton when he was away from it, he said,
“The creak of the gate at the level crossing.”
That summed it all up for him—a long happy day ended, the return home across the footbridge and through the
creaking gate, supper to look forward to, a game by the fire, dreamless sleep, and another happy day tomorrow.
We were hopeless sentimentalists about the corner of the Borders that was particularly our own, and yet, when we
had crossed the Firth of Forth and were once more in the Kingdom of Fife, we were conscious of a stirring of
interest. The rabbits must have missed us, Lord Turkey would be glad to see us back, there might be a new kitten
—and there was always the sea and the friendly Inchkeith Light.
*
One September when we returned to Fife we were aware of a certain disturbance in the home atmosphere.
Father and Mother seemed to have much to talk about in private, and we were frequently shooed out of the study.
In time we heard from John that changes were brewing. Father had been, or was going to be , offered a church
in Glasgow, and he and Mother were trying to make up their minds whether to go or stay. We could not see why
there should be any hesitation; always to children “changes are lichtsome,” and the thought of going to a city was
full of charm. When at last the decision was made and the parents set off for Glasgow to look for a house, we
stood on the doorstep and earnestly advised them to get one near a coal-pit.
It might be supposed that we would have shown regret at leaving a place full of kindly people, where we had
been happy, but we did not because we felt none. Our time was taken up packing our small belongings, and
leaping delightedly about in the disheveled rooms. We did not even regret the garden, where so many of our
happiest hours had been spent until we discovered the coarser delights of the Coal-pit. Part of the sunny garden
had been christened by John “Nontland,” because it was ruled by one Nont. He had once been a common ninepin, but having had a hole bored through his middle by a red-hot wire he became possessed of a mystic power and
personality.
Besides ourselves and Nont and two white Russian rabbits with pink eyes, there was only one other denizen of
our Kingdom—a turkey with a broken leg, a lonely lovable fowl whom John out of pity had raised to the peerage
and the office of Prime Minister. We would certainly have grieved over leaving the turkey and the rabbits, but, as
it happened, we did not have to leave them. Lord turkey died suddenly, and a wicked weasel got in and sucked the
blood of the rabbits. The blank they left was great, and we so hated the sight of the empty hutch that we felt the
sooner we were away the better.
Nont, it was obvious, could not be left to aliens who would not recognize his Kingliness so we decided to give
him a funeral pyre. John said it was suttee. We accepted this as we accepted all John’s statements, but we learned
later that he had got his facts mixed. Anyway, with a great cackle of twigs and the smell of burning leaves Nont
left the world.
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Pathhead was a hospitable place, and in winter we had many parties—simple affairs; a large tea followed by
games, and finishing at an early hour with jam-tartlets and lemonade. But just before we left we were bidden to
our first real party, quite a pretentious one, beginning at six and going on till eleven. John wore his Eton suit and a
very wide collar and was instructed never to loses sight of me. I must have been about eight at the time, and very
proud of the fact that I had golden butterflies on my slippers.
It seemed to us a very large house. A maid took me upstairs, while John was directed to leave his coat in a
cloak-room. There were a lot of girls taking off their wraps in the bedroom, all alarmingly grown-up, all laughing
together. The maid, a kindly creature, removed my cloak and brushed my hair, and then, giving me a little shove,
remarked, “There now,” and left me. I was too shy to do anything but stand where I was. No one paid any
attention to me, and when at last the room was empty I crept cautiously to the door and looked out.
To my profound relief there was my faithful John, and with him another brother and sister well known to us,
often, indeed, our companions in crime—Dan and Annie. Like us, they were feeling rather oppressed by the
occasion. We looked down into the hall and saw a that already some of the company were dancing, dancing in a
correct, grown-up way quite beyond us. What a party! What were we to do till nine o’clock when Ellie Robbie
would come for us? We stood about for what seemed a long time, and then a half-open door attracted Dan’s
attention and he looked in.
“It’s their bathroom,” he announced, and we all had a look.
We had never seen such a bathroom, so large, and so full of gadgets. John at once began to investigate, and
under his direction we were soon engaged in an exciting game of pirates, first taking the precaution to lock the
door. There was simply no end of the things we could play at in that bathroom, and we had a thoroughly enjoyable
time.
The Little Revenge had just gone down to be lost evermore in the main, when John took out his Waterbury
watch and after some intricate calculations said it was nearly nine o’clock. Annie got her own cloak and mine, and
we all slipped quietly downstairs, wet, but in excellent spirits. The hall was empty except for Ellie Robie and a
maid, but through a door we could hear sounds of talk and laughter.
When we reached home Mother could not understand what sort of party it had been. Had we enjoyed the
supper? There was no supper, we told her; we hadn’t had anything to eat. All we could do was to babble bout a
bathroom where water squirted out of the ceiling when we pulled a cord, and hit us like a wave of the sea from all
sides when we turned a handle. Later she learned from the mother of Dan and Annie how we had spent the
evening, and reproached John for having behaved in such a rude and childish manner. I was honestly astonished
to hear that we had done anything wrong. You went to a party to enjoy yourself, didn’t you? And we had certainly
done that.
*
In the end of November we left Fife. John was thirteen, and Baby Violet eight months.
Mother was very sad when it came to parting with so many trusted friends, and I remember one of the oldest
and kindest saying to her:
“My dear, you’re vexed to go, and I’m glad you’re vexed to leave us, but you’re taking all your own with you.
You don’t know what it means to leave a grave.”
We wondered what she meant. Why should we leave a grave? When Marget tried to make us say, “If I’m
spared,” after any statement about what we meant to do, we would reply,
“But, Marget, we’re always spared.” …
222.1 Excerpt from Jim Davis\fn{by John Edward Masefield (1878-1967)} Ledburn, Herefordshire, England, United
Kingdom (M) 8
1
I was born in the year 1800, in the town of Newnham-on-Severn, in Gloucestershire. I am sure of the year,
because my father always told me that I was born at the end of the century, in the year that they began to build the
great house. The house has been finished now these many years. The red-brick wall, which shuts its garden from
the road (and the Severn), is all covered with valerian and creeping plants. One of my earliest memories is of the
masons at work, shaping the two great bows. I remember how my nurse used to stop to watch them, at the corner
of the road, on the green strip by the river-bank, where the gypsies camped on the way to Gloucester horse-fair.
One of the masons was her sweetheart (Tom Farrell) his name was), but he got into bad ways, I remember, and
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was hanged or transported, though that was years afterwards, when I had left that countryside.
My father and mother died when I was still a boy—my mother on the day of Trafalgar battle, in 1805, my
father four years later. It was very sad at home after mother died; my father shut himself up in his study, never
seeing anybody. When my father died, my uncle came to Newnham from his home in Devonshire; my old home
was sold then, and I was taken away . I remember the day so very clearly. It was one sunny morning in early
April. My uncle and I caught the coach at the top of the hill, at the door of the old inn opposite the church. The
coachman had a hot drink handed up to him, and the ostlers hitched up the new team. Then the guard (he had a
red coat, like a soldier) blew his horn, and the coach started off down the hill, going so very fast that I was afraid,
for I had never ridden on a coach before, though I had seen them every day. The last that I saw of Newnham was
the great house at the corner. It was finished by that time, of course, and as we drove past I saw the beautiful
woman who lived there walking up and sown the lawn with her husband, Captain Rylands, a very tall, handsome
man, who used to give me apples. I was always afraid to eat the apples, because my nurse said that the Captain
had killed a man. That was in the wars in Spain, fighting against the French.
I remember a great deal about my first coach-ride. We slept that night at Bristol in one of the famous coaching
inns, where, as a great treat, I had bacon and eggs for supper, instead of bread-and-milk. In the morning, my uncle
took me with him to the docks, where he had some business to do. That was the first time I ever really saw big
ships, and that was the first time I spoke with the sailors. There was a captain on one of the wharves, and men
were at work, heaving round it, hoisting casks out of a West Indiaman. One of the men said,
“Come on, young master; give us a hand on the bar here.”
So I put my hands on to the bar and pushed my best, walking beside him till my uncle called me away. There
were many ships there t the time, all a West Indian convoy, and it was fine to see their great figure-heads, and the
brass cannon at the ports, and to hear the men singing out aloft as they shifted spars and bent and unbent sails.
They were all very lofty ships, built for speed; all were beautifully kept, like men-of-war, and all of them had their
house-flags and red ensigns flying, so that in the sun they looked splendid. I shall never forget them.
After that, we went back to the inn, and climbed into another coach, and drove for a long, long time, often very
slowly, till we reached a place near Newton Abbot, where there was a kind woman who put me to bed (I was too
tired to notice more). Then, the next morning, I remember a strange man who was very cross at breakfast, so that
the kind woman cried till my uncle sent me out of the room. It is funny how these things came back to me; it
might have been only yesterday.
Late that afternoon we reached the south coast of Devon, so that we had the sea close beside us until the sun
set. I heard the sea, as I thought, when we reached my uncle’s house, at the end of the twilight; but they told me
that it was a trout-stream, brawling over its boulders, and that the sea was a full mile away. My aunt helped to put
me to bed, but I was too much excited to sleep well. I lay awake for a long, long time, listening to the noise of the
brook, and to the wind among the trees outside, and to the cuckoo clock on the landing calling out the hours and
half-hours. When I fell asleep I seemed to hear the sea and the crying out of the sailors. Voices seemed to be
talking close beside me in the room; I seemed to hear all sorts of things, strange things, which afterwards really
happened. There was a night-light burning on the wash-handstand. Whenever I woke up in the night the light
would show me the shadow of the water jug upon the ceiling. It looked like an old, old man, with a humped back,
walking the road, bowed over his cudgel.
I am not going to say very much about my life during the next few years. My aunt and uncle had no children of
their own, and no great fondness for the children of others. Sometimes I was very lonely there; but after my tenth
birthday I was at school most of my time, at Newton Abbot. I used to spend my Easter holidays (never more than
a week) with the kind woman who put me to bed that night of my journey. My summer and winter holidays I
spent with my uncle and aunt in their little house above the trout-stream.
The trout-stream rose about three miles from my uncle’s house, in a boggy wood full of springs. It was a very
rapid brook, nowhere more than three or four feet deep, and never more than twenty feet across, even near its
mouth. Below my uncle’s house it was full of little falls, with great mossy boulders which checked its flow, and
pools where the bubbles spun. Further down, its course was gentler, for the last mile to the sea was a flat valley,
with combes on each side covered with gorse and bramble. The sea had once come right up that valley to just
below my uncle’s house; but that was many years before—long before anybody could remember. Just after I went
to live there, one of the farmers dug a drain, or “rhine,” in the valley, to clear a boggy patch. He dug up the wreck
of a barge fishing-boat, with her anchor and a few rusty hoops lying beside her under the ooze about a foot below
the surface. She must have sailed right up from the sea hundreds of years ago, before the brook’s mouth got
blocked with shingle (as I suppose it was) during some summer gale when the stream was nearly dry. Often, when
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I was a boy, I used to imagine the ships coming up from the sea, along that valley, firing their cannon. I the winter,
when the snow melted, the valley would be flooded, till it looked just like a sea, and then I would imagine seafights there, with pirates in red caps boarding Spanish treasure galleons.
The sea-coast is mostly very bold in that part of Devon. Even where there are no cliffs, the land rises steeply
from the sea, in grassy hills, with boulders and broken rock, instead of a beach, below them. There are small
sandy beaches wherever the brooks run into the sea. Everywhere else the shore is “steep-to”—so much so that in
many places it is very difficult to reach the sea. I mention this because, later on, that steep coast gave me some
queer adventures.
2
When I was twelve years old, something very terrible happened, with good results for myself. The woman near
Newton Abbot (I have spoken of her several times) was a Mrs. Cottier, the wife of a school-master. Her husband
used to drink very hard, and in this particular year he was turned out of the school, and lost his living. His wife
left him then (or rather he left her; for a long time no one knew what became of him) and came to live with us,
bringing with her little Hugh Cottier, her son, a boy of about my own age. After that, life in my uncle’s house was
a different thing to me. Mrs. Cottier was very beautiful and kind; she was like my mother, strangely like, always
sweet and gentle, always helpful and wise. I think she was the dearest woman who ever lived. I was always proud
when she asked me to do something for her.
Once, I remember (in the winter after Mrs. Cottier came to us), she drove to Salcombe to do her Christmas
shopping. It came on to snow during the afternoon; and at night-time the storm grew worse. We put back supper,
expecting her to come in at any minute, but she did not come. The hours went by, and still the storm worsened.
The wind was not very high, but the air was full of a fine, powdery, drifting snow; the night seemed full of snow;
snow fell down the chimney and drifted in under the door. My uncle was too lame with sciatica to leave his bed;
and my aunt, always a woman of poor spirit, was afraid of the night. At eight o’clock I could stand it no longer, so
I said that I would saddle the pony, and ride out along the Sealcombe road to find her. Hugh was for going in my
place; but Hug was not so strongly built as I, and I felt that Hugh would faint after an hour in the cold. I put on
double clothes, with an oilskin jacket over all, and then lit the lantern, and beat out of the house to the stable. I put
one or two extra candles in my pockets, with a flint and steel, and some bread and meat. Something prompted me
to take a hank of cord, and a heavy old boat-rug; and with all these things upon him old Greylegs, the pony, was
heavy-laden.
When we got into the road together, I could not see a yard in front of me. There was nothing but darkness and
drifting snow and the gleam of the drifts where the light of the lantern fell. There was no question of losing the
road; for the road was a Devon lane, narrow and deep, built by the ancient Britons, so everybody says, to give
them protection as they went down to the brooks for water. If it had been an open road, I could never have found
my way for fifty yards. I was strongly built for a boy; even at sea I never suffered much from the cold, and this
night was not intensely cold—snowy weather seldom is. What made the ride so exhausting was the beating of the
snow into my eyes and mouth. It fell upon me in a continual dry feathery pelting, till I was confused and tired out
with the effort of trying to see ahead. For a little while, I had the roar of the trout-stream in my ears to comfort
me; but when I topped up next combe that died way; and there I was in the night, beating on against the storm,
with the strange moaning sound of the wind from Dartmoor, and the snow rustling to keep me company. I was not
exactly afraid, for the snow in my face bothered me too much, but often the night would seem full of people—
laughing, horrible people—and often I would think that I saw Mrs. Cottier lying half-buried in a drift.
I rode three miles or more without seeing anybody. Then, just before I reached the moor cross-roads, in a lull
when the snow was not so bad, I heard a horse whinny, and old Graylags baulked. Then I heard voices and a noise
As of people riding; and before I could start old Greylegs I saw a party of horsemen crossing my road by the road
from the sea to Dartmoor. They were riding at a quick trot, and though there wee many horses (some thirty or
forty), I could see, even in that light, that most of them were led. There were not more than a dozen men; and only
one of all that dozen carried a lantern. Something told me that they were out for no good, and the same instinct
made me cover my lantern with my coat, so that they passed me without seeing me. At first I thought that they
were the fairy troop, and that gave me an awful fear; but a moment later, in the wind, I felt a whiff of tobacco, and
of a strong, warm, sweet smell of spirits, and I knew then that they were the nightriders or smugglers. After they
had gone, I forced old Greylegs forward, and trotted on, against the snow, for another half-mile, with my heart
going thump upon my ribs. I had an awful fear that they would turn, and catch me; and I knew that the nightriders
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wanted no witnesses of their adventures in the dark.
About four miles from home, I fame to an open part of the road, where the snow came down in its full fury,
there being no hedge to give a little shelter. It was so thick that I could not get Greylegs to go on. He stood stock
still, and cowered, though I beat him with my hank of cord, and kicked his ribs. It was cruel of me; but I thought
of Mrs. Cottier, with her beautiful kind face, lying in a drift of snow, and the thought was dreadful to me. I got
down from the saddle, and put my lantern on the ground, and tried to drag him forward, but it was useless. He
would not have stirred if I had lighted a fire under him. When he had the instinct to stand still, nothing would
make him budge a yard. A very fierce gust came upon me then. The snow seemed to whirl upon me from all sides,
so that I got giddy and sick.
And then, just at the moment, there were horses and voices all about me, coming from Salcombe way.
Somebody called out, “Hullo,” and somebody called out “Look out, behind;” and then lot of horses pulled up
suddenly, and some men spoke, and a led horse shied at my lantern. I had no time to think or to run. I felt myself
backing into old Greylegs in sheer fright; and then someone thrust a lantern into my face, and asked me who I
was. By the light of the lantern I saw that he wore a woman’s skirt over his trousers; and his face was covered by
one of those great straw bee-skeps, pierced with holes for his eyes and mouth. He was one of the most terrible
things I have ever seen.
“Why, it’s a boy,” said the terrible man. “What are you doing here, boy?” Another man, who seemed to be a
leader, called out from his horse, “Who are you?” but I was too scared to answer; my teeth were rattling in my
head.
“It’s a trick,” said another voice. “We had best go for the moor.”
“Shut up,” said the leader, sharply. “The boy’s scared.”
He got down from his horse, and peered at me by the lantern light. Hew, too, wore a bee-skeep; in fact, they all
did, for there is no better disguise in the world, while nothing makes a man look more horrible. I was not quite so
terrified by this time, because he had spoken kindly.
“Who are you?” he asked. “We shan’t eat you. What are you doing here?”
As well as I could I told him. The leader strode off a few paces, and spoke with one or two other men; but I
could only catch the words, “Yes; yes, Captain,” spoken in a low, quick voice, which seemed somehow familiar.
Then he came back to me, and took me by the throat, and swayed me to and fro, very gently, but in a way which
made me feel that I was going to be killed.
“Tell me,” he said, “I shall know whether you’re lying, so tell the truth, now. What have you seen tonight?”
I told him that I had seen a troop of horsemen going through the snow towards the moor.
“That settles it, Captain,” said another voice. “You can’t trust a young chap like that.”
Shut up,” said the man they called Captain; “I’m master, not you.”
He strode off again, to speak to another man. I hear someone laugh a little, and then the Captain came back to
me. He took me by the throat as before, and again shook me. “You listen to me,” he said, grimly. “If you breathe
so much as one word of what you’ve seen tonight—well—I shall know. D’ye hear? I shall know. And when I
know—well—your little neck’ll go. There’s poetry. That will help you remember:
When I know
Your neck’ll go
Like so.

He gave a sharp little twist of his hand upon my Adam’s apple.
I was terrified. I don’t know what I said; my tongue seemed to wither on its stalk. The captain walked to his
horse, and remounted.
“Come along, boys,” he said. The line of horses started off again. A hand fell upon my shoulder, and a voice
spoke kindly to me.
“See here,” it said, “you go on another half-mile, you’ll find a barn by the side of the road. There’s no door on
the barn, and you’ll see a fire inside. You’ll find your lady there. She is safe all right. You keep your tongue shut
now.” The speaker climbed into his saddle, and trotted off into the night.
“Half a mile. Straight ahead!” he called; then the dull trampling died away, and I was left alone again with
Greylegs.
Some minutes passed before I could mount; for I was stiff with fright. I was too frightened after that to mind
the snow; I was almost too frightened to ride. Luckily for me the coming of the night-riders had startled old
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Greylegs also; he trotted on gallantly, though sometimes he floundered into a drift, and had to be helped out.
Before I came to the barn the snow stopped falling, except for a few aimless flakes, which drifted from all
sides in the air. It was very dark still; the sky was like ink; but there was a feel of freshness (I cannot describe it)
which told me that the wind had changed. Presently I saw the barn ahead of me, to the right of the road, spreading
a red glow of fire across the way. Old Greylegs seemed glad of the sight; he gave a whinny and snorted. As well
as he could he broke into a canter, and carried me up to the door in style.
“Are you safe, Mrs. Cottier?” I called out.
“What! Jim!” she answered. “How good of you to come for me!”
The barn, unlike most barns in that country, was of only one story. It may have been a farmhouse in the long
ago, for it had larger windows than most barns. These had been stuffed with sacks and straw, to keep out the
weather. The door had been torn from its place by someone in need of firewood; the roof was fairly sound; the
floor was of trampled earth. Well away from the doorway, in the center of the barn, someone had lighted a fire,
using (as fuel) one of the faggots stacked against the wall. The smoke had long since blown out of doors. The air
in the barn was clear and fresh. The fire had died down to a ruddy heap of embers, which glowed and grew gray
again, as the draughts fanned them from the doorway.
By the light of the fire I could see Mrs. Cottier, sitting on the floor, with her back against the wheel of her trap,
which had been dragged inside to be out of the snow. I hitched old Greylegs to one of the iron bolts, which had
once held a door-hinge, and ran to her to make sure that she was unhurt.
“How in the world did you get here?” I asked. “Are you sure you’re not hurt?” She laughed a little at this, and
I got out my stores, and we made our supper by the fire.
“Where’s old Nigger?” I asked her; for I was puzzled by seeing no horse.
“Oh, Jim,” she said, “I’ve had such adventures.” When she had eaten a little she told me her story.
“I was coming home from Walcombe,” she said, “and I was driving fast, so as to get home before the snow lay
deep. Just ourtside Southpool, Nigger dast a shoe, and I was kept waiting at the forge for nearly half an hour. After
that, the snow was so bad that I could not get along. It grew dark when I was only a mile or two from the
blacksmith’s, and I began to fear that I should never get home. However, as I drove through Stokenham, the
weather seemed to clear a little, so I hurried Nigger all I could, hoping to get home in the lull.
“When I got to within a hundred yards from here, in the little hollow, where the stunted ashes are, I found
myself among a troop of horsemen, who stopped me, and asked me a lot of questions. They were all disguised,
and they had lanterns among them, and I could see that the horses carried tubs; I suppose full of smuggled lace
and brandy and tobacco, ready to be carried inland. Jim, dear, I was horribly frightened; for while they were
speaking together I thought I heard the voice of—of someone I know—or used to know.”
She stopped for a moment overcome, and I kneew at once that she was speaking of her husband, the
schoolmaster that was.
“And then,” she continued, “some of them told me to get down out of the trap. And then another of them
seized Nigger’s head, and walked the tgrap as far as the barn here. Then they unharnessed Nigger, and led him
away, saying they wre short of horses, but would send him back in a dy or two. They seemed to know all about
me, where I lived, and everything. One of them took a faggot from a wall here, and laid the big fire, with straw
instead of paper. While he lit it he kept his great bee-skep on his head (they all wore them), but I noticed he had
three blue rings tattooed onhis left ring-finger. Now, somewhere I have seen a man, quite recently, with rings
tattooed like that, only I can’t remember where. I wish I could think where. He was very civil and gentle. He saw
that the fire burnt up well, and left me all those sticks and logs, as well as the flint and steel, in cse it should go out
before the snow stopped. Oh, and he took the rugs out of the trap,and laid them on the ground for me to sit on.
Before he left, he said, very civilly,
“‘I am sure you don’t want to get foks into trouble, madam. Perhaps you woun’t mention this, in case they ask
you.’
“So I said that I didn’t want to get people into trouble; but that it was hardly a manly act to leave a woman
alone, in an open barn, miles from anywhere, on a night like tonight. He seemed ashamed at this; but he slunk off,
saying something about ‘only obeying orders,’ and ‘not having much choice in the matter.’ Then they all stood
about ooutside, in thesnow, leaving me alone here. They nmust have stayed outside a couple of hours. About a
quarter of an hour before you came I heard someone call out, ‘There it is, boys1’ and immediately they all trotted
off, at a smart pace. They must have seen or heard some signal. Of course, up here on the top oif the combe, one
could see a long way if the snow lulled for a moment.”
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It was very awesome sitting there by the firelight in the lonely barn, hearing the strange moan of the snowwind. When Mrs. Cottier finished her story we talked of all sorts of things; I think that we were both a little afraid
of being silent in such a place, so, as we ate, we kept talking just as though we were by the fireside at home. I was
afraid that perhaps the revenue officers would catch us there and force us to tell all we knew, and I was dreadfully
frightened when I remembered the captain in the bee-skep who had shaken my throat and given me such a
warning to be silent. When we had finished our supper, I told Mrs. Cottier that perhaps we could harness old
Greylegs to the trap, but this she thought would never do, as the drifts on the road made it such bad going; at last I
persuaded her to mount old Greylegs to ride astride like a boy, or like so many of the countrywomen in our parts.
When she had mounted I took the old pony by the head and led him out, carrying the lantern in my hand.
When we got outside we found, to our great surprise, that the sky had cleared—it was a night of stars now that
the wind had changed. By the “blink” of the snow our road was quite plain to us, and the sharp touch of frost in
the air (which we felt all the more after our bonfire in the barn) had already made the snow crisp underfoot. It was
pleasant to be traveling like that so late at night with Mrs. Cottier; I felt like a knight who had just rescued a
princess from a dragon; we talked together as we had never talked before whenever we climbed a bad combe she
dismounted, and we walked together hand in hand like dear friends. Once or twice in the quiet I thought I heard
the noise of the excisemen’s horses, and then my heart thumped in my throat; then, when I knew myself mistaken,
I felt only the delight of being of service to this dear woman who walked by me so merrily.
When we dame to the foot of the combe, to the bridge over the trout-stream, she stopped for a moment.
“Jim,” she said, drawing me to her, “I shall never forget tonight, nor the little friend who rode out to help me; I
want you, after this, always to look on me as your mother—I knew your mother a little, years ago., Well, dear, try
to think of me as you would of her, and be a brother to my Hugh, Jim: let us all three be one family.” She stooped
down and kissed my cheek and lips.
“I will, Mrs. Cottier,” I said; “I’ll always be a brother to Hugh.” I was too deeply moved to say much more for
I had so long yearned for some woman like my mother to whom I could go for sympathy and to whom I could tell
everything without the fear of being snubbed or laughed at. I just said,
“Thank you, Mims.”
“I don’t know why I called her “Mims” then, but I did, and afterwards I never called her anything else; that
was my secret name for her. She kissed me again and stroked my cheek with her hand, and we went on again
together up the last steep bit of road to the house. Always, after that, I never thought of Mrs. Cottier without
feeling her lips upon my cheek and hearing the stamp of old Greylegs as he pawed on the snow, eager for the
stable just round the corner.
It was very nice to get round the corner and to see the lights of the house a little way in front of us; in a minute
or two we were there. Mrs. Cottier had been dragged in to the fire to all sorts of comforting drinks and
exclamations, and old Greylegs was snug in his stable having his coat rubbed down before going to sleep under
his rug. We were all glad to get to bed that night: Hugh and my aunt were tired with anxiety, and Mrs. Cottier and
I had had enough adventure to make us very thankful for rest.
Before we parted for the night she drew me to one side and told me that she had not mentioned the night-riders
to my uncle and aunt while I was busy in the stable, and that it might be safer if I, too, kept quiet about them. I do
not know how she explained the absence of Nigger, but I am sure they were all too thankful to have her safely
home again to bother much about the details of her drive.
Hugh and I always slept in soldier’s cot-beds in a little room looking out over the lane. During the night we
heard voices, and footsteps moving in the lane beneath us, and our dog (always kenneled at the back of the house)
barked a good deal. Hugh and I crept from our bed and peered through the window, but it opened the wrong way;
we could only look down the lane, whereas the noise seemed to come from just above us, near the stable door;
unluckily, the frost had covered the window with ice-flowers, so that we could not see through the glass. We were,
however, quite certain that there were people with lights close to our stable door; we thought at first that we had
better call Mrs. Cottier, and then it flashed through my mind that these were the night-riders, come to return
Nigger, so I told Hugh to go back to bed and forget about it. I waited at the window for a few moments,
wondering if the men would pass the house; I felt a horrible longing to see those huge and ghastly things in skirts
and bee-skeps striding across the snow, going home from their night’s prowl like skulking foxes; but whoever
they were they took no risks. Someone softly whistled a scrap of a tune (Tom, Tom, the Piper’s Son) as though he
were pleased at having finished a good piece of work, and then I heard footsteps going over the gap in the hedge
818

and the crackling of twigs in the little wood on the other side of the lane. I went back to bed and slept like a top
until nearly breakfast time.
I went out to the stable as soon as I was dressed, to find Joe Barnicoat, our man, busy at his morning’s work;
he had already swept away the snow from the doors of the house and stable, so that I could not see what
footmarks had been made there since I went to fetch Greylegs at eight the night before. Joe was in a great state of
excitement, for during the night the stable had been broken open. I had left it locked up, as it always was locked,
after I had made Greylegs comfortable. When Joe came there at about half-past seven, he had found the broken
padlock lying in the snow and the door-staple secured by a wooden peg cut from an ash in the hedge. As I
expected, Nigger was in his stall, but the poor horse was dead lame from a cut in the fetlock: Joe said he must
have been kicked there. I was surprised to find that the trap also had come home—there it was in its place with the
snow still unmelted on its wheels. I helped Joe to dress poor Nigger’s leg, saying that it was a pity we had not
noticed it before. Joe was grumbling about “some people not having enough sense to know when a horse was
lame,” so I let him grumble.
When we had dressed the wound, I turned to the trap to lift out Mrs. Cottiere’s parcels, which I carried indoors.
Breakfast was ready on the table, and Mrs. Cottier and Hug were toasting some bread at the fire. My aunt was, of
course, breakfasting upstairs with my uncle; he was hardly able to stir with sciatica, poor man; he needed
somebody to feed him.
“Good morning, Mims dear,” I cried “What do you think? The trap’s come back and here are all your parcels.”
I noticed then (I had not noticed it before) that one of the parcels was very curiously wrapped. It was wrapped
in an old sack, probably one of those which filled the windows of the barn, for bits of straw still stuck in the
threads.
“Whatever have you got there, Jim?” said Mrs. Cottier.
“One of your parcels,” I answered; “I’ve just taken it out of the trap.”
“Let me see it,” she said., “There must be some mistake. That’s not one of mine.”
She took the parcel from me and turned it over before opening it. On turning the package over, we saw that
someone had twisted a piece of dirty gray paper (evidently wrapping-paper from the grocer’s shop) about the rope
yarn which kept the roll secure. Mrs. Cottier noticed it first.
“Oh,” she cried, “there’s a letter, too. I wonder if it’s meant for me?”
We untied the rope yarn and the paper fell upon the table; we opened it out, wondering what message could be
written on it. It was a part of a grocer’s sugar bag, written upon in the coarse black crayon used by the tallymen on
the quays at Kingsbridge. The writing was disguised, so as to give no clue to the writer; the letters were badlyformed printer’s capitals; the words were ill-spelled, and the whole had probably been written in a hurry, perhaps
by the light of our fire in the barn.
“Hors is laimd,” said the curious letter. “Regret inconvenuns axept Respect from obt servt Captain Sharp.”
“Very sweet and to the point,” said Mrs. Cottier. “Is Nigger lame, then?”
“Yes,” I answered. “Joe says he has been kicked. You won’t be able to drive him for some time.”
“Poor old Nigger,” said Mrs. Cottier, as she unwrapped the parcel. “Now, I wonder what ‘Respect’ captain
Sharp has sent me?”
She unrolled the sacking, and out fell two of those straw cases which are used to protect wine-bottles. They
seemed unusually bulky, so we tore them open. In one of them there was a roll, covered with a bit of tarpaulin. It
contained a dozen yards of very beautiful Malines lace. The other case was full of silk neckerchiefs packed very
tightly, eleven altogether; most of them of uncoloured silk, but one of green and another of blue—worth a lot of
money in those days, and perhaps worth more today, now that such fine silk is no longer woven.
“So this is what we get for the loan of Nigger, Jim,” said Mrs. Cottier. “We ought, by rights, to give these things
to the revenue officer.”
“Yes,” I said, “but if we do that, we shall have to say how they came, and why they came, and then perhaps the
exciseman will get a clue, and we shall have brought the night-riders into trouble.”
It was cowardly of me to speak like this; but you must remember that I had been in “Captain Sharp’s” hands
the night before, and I was still terrified by his threat-When I know,
Your neck’ll go
Like so.
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“Well,” said Mrs. Cottier, looking at me rather sharply, “we will keep the things, and say nothing about them:
but we must find out what duty should be paid on them, and send it to the exciseman at Dartmouth. That will
spare our consciences.”
After breakfast, Mrs. Cottier went to give orders to the servant, while Hugh and I slipped down the lane to see
how the snow had drifted in our little orchard by the brook. We had read somewhere that the Red Indians often
make themselves snow-houses, or snow-burrows, when the winter is severe. We were anxious to try our hands at
making a snow-house. We wanted to know whether a house with snow walls could really be warm, and we
pictured to ourselves how strange it would be to be shut in by walls of snow, with only one little hole for air,
seeing nothing but the white all round us, having no window to look through. We thought that it would be
wonderful to have a snow-house, especially if snow fell after the roof had been covered in, for then no one could
know if the dweller were at home. One would lie very still, wrapped up in buffalo robes, while all the time the
other Indians would be prowling about in their war-paint, looking for you. Or perhaps the Spaniards would be
after you with their bloodhounds, and you would get down under the snow in the forest somewhere, and the snow
would fall and fall, covering your tracks, till nothing could be seen but a little tiny hole, melted by your breath,
through which you got fresh air. Then you would hear the horses and the armour and the baying of the hounds; but
they would never find you, though their horses’ hoofs might almost sink through the snow to your body.
We went down to the orchard, Hugh and I, determined to build a snow-house if the drifts were deep enough.
We were not going to plunge into a drift, and make a sort of chamber by wrestling our bodies about, as the Indians
do. We had planned to dig a square chamber in the biggest drift we could find, and then to roof it over with an old
tarpaulin stretched upon sticks. We were going to cover the tarpaulin with now in the Indian fashion, and we had
planned to make a little narrow passage, like a fox’s earth, as the only doorway to the chamber.
It was a bright, frosty morning: the sun shone, the world sparkled, the sky was of a dazzling blue, the snow
gleamed everywhere. Hoolie, the dog, was wild with excitement. He ran from drift to drift, snapping up mouthfuls
of snow, and burrowing down sideways till he was half buried.
There was a flower garden at one end of the orchard, and in the middle of the garden there was a summerhouse. The house was a large, airy single room (overlooking the stream), with a space beneath it, half-cave, halfcellar, open to the light, where Joe Baranicoat kept his gardening tools, with other odds-and-ends, such as bast,
peasticks, sieves, shears, and traps for birds and vermin. Hugh and I went directly to this lower chamber to get a
shovel for our work. We stood at the entrance for a moment to watch Hoolie playing in the snow; and as we
watched, something caught my eye and made me look up sharply.
Up above us, on the side of the combe beyond the lane, among a waste of gorse, in full view of the house (and
of the orchard where we were), there was a mound or barrow, the burial-place of an ancient British king. It was a
beautifully-rounded hill, some twenty-five feet high. A year or two before I went there it had been opened by the
vicar, who found inside it a narrow stone passage, leading to an inner chamber, walled with unmortared stone. In
the central chamber there were broken pots, a few bronze spear-heads, very green and brittle, and a mass of burnt
bones. The doctor said that they were the bones of horses. On the top of all this litter, with his head between his
knees, there sat a huge skeleton. The vicar said that when alive the man must have been fully six feet six inches
tall, and large in proportion, for the bones were thick and heavy. He had evidently been a king: he wore a soft gold
circlet round his head, and three golden bangles on his arms. He had been killed in battle. In the side of his skull
just above the circlet of gold, there was a great wound, with a flint ax-blade firmly wedged in the bone. The vicar
had often told me about this skeleton. I remember to this day the shock of horror which came upon me when I
heard of this great dead king, sitting in the dark among his broken goods, staring out over the valley. The country
people always said that the hill was a fairy hill. They believed that the pixies went to dance there whenever the
moon was full. I never saw the pixies myself, but somehow I always felt that the hill was uncanny. I never passed
it at night if I could avoid it.
Now, when I looked up, as I stood with Hugh watching the dog, I saw something flash upon the to of the
barrow. In that bright sun, with all the snow about, many things were sparkling; but this thing gleamed like
lightning, suddenly, and then flashed again. Looking at it sharply, I saw that there was a man upon the barrow top,
apparently lying down upon the snow. He had something in his hand turned to the sun, a piece of glass perhaps, or
a tin plate, some very bright thing, which flashed.
He flashed it three times quickly, then paused, then flashed it again. He seemed to be looking intently across
the valley to the top of the combe beyond, to the very place where the road from Salcombe swings round to the
dip. Looking in that direction, I saw the figure of a man standing on the top of the wall against a stunted holly-tree
at the curve of the road. I had to look intently to see him at all, for he was in dark clothes, which shaded off
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unnoticed against the leaves of the holly. I saw him jump down now and again, and disappear round the curve of
the road as though to look for something. Then he would run back and flash some bright thing once, as though in
answer to the man on the barrow.
It seemed to me very curious. I nudged Hugh’s arm, and slipped into the shelter of the cave. For a few
moments we watched the signaler. Then, suddenly, the watcher at the road-bend came running back from his little
tour up the road, waving his arms, and flashing his bright plate as he ran. We saw him spring to his old place on
the wall, and jump from his perch into the ditch. He had some shelter there, for we could see his head peeping out
above the snow like an apple among straw.
We were so busy watching the head among the snow that we did not notice the man upon the barrow.
Something made us glance towards him, and, to our surprise and terror, we saw him running across the orchard
more than half-way towards us. In spite of the snow he ran swiftly. We were frightened, for he was evidently
coming towards us. He saw that we saw him, and lifted one arm and swung it downwards violently, as though to
bid us lie down.
I glanced at Hug and he at me, and that was enough. We turned at once, horribly scared, and ran as fast as we
could along the narrow garden path, then over the wall, stumbling in our fright, into the wood. We did not know
why we ran nor where we were going. We only felt that this strange man was after us, coming in great bounds to
catch us. We were too frightened to run well; even had there been no snow upon the ground we could not have run
our best. We were like rabbits pursued by a stoat, we seemed to have lost all power in our legs.
We had a good start. Perhaps without that fear upon us we might have reached the house, but as it was we felt
as one feels in a nightmare, unable to run though in an agony of terror. Getting over the wall was the worst, for
there Hugh stumbled badly, and I had to burn and help him, watching the man bounding ever nearer, signing to us
to stay for him. A minute later, as we slipped and stumbled through the scrub of the wood, we heard him close
behind us, crying to us to us in a smothered voice to stop. We ran on, terrified; and then Hugh’s foot caught in a
briar, so that he fell headlong with a little dry.
I turned at once to help him up, feeling like the doe rabbit, which turns (they say) against a weasel, to defend
its young ones. It sounds brave of me, but it was not: I was scared almost out of my wits. …
219.165 Excerpt from Lying Awke: An Unfinished Autiobiography And Other Posthumous Papers\fn{by
Catherine R. Carswell (1879-1946)} Glasgow, Glasgow, Scotland, United Kingdom (F) 12
1
I was born towards the end of March, 1879, on top of a steep, gray, stony hill in and overlooking that “seat of
discipline”—as Henry James has called it—the city of Glasgow.
There have been times when I resented the place of my birth. Such resentment might have been more lasting
and more just had I been one of those ragged, bare-legged, blue-footed, verminous and valgus\fn{ Bowlegged}
children, whose condition, not far from our square-pillared portico, often aroused my envy while occupying much
of my father’s leisure and my mother’s compassion.
George Eliot chose well when she lodged Felix Holt in a Glasgow slum to discover there that “this world is not
a very fine place for a good many people in it”, and that countless people lived in streets where there was “little
more than a chink of daylight to show the hatred in women’s faces”.
When I was born the shame of the slums, gaining tidal force from the industrial revolution, already lapped
murkily round three sides of the eminence where our home stood. It was a tide all the more foul in that it was fed
from the cleanly Scottish Highlands and the Irish East Coasts, polluting these innocent, if also idle feeders, within
a generation of their entry. Yet they floated us and our like in arks of safety, industry, prosperity and hope.
In our particular ark we were taught to love, honour and entertain the poor. The poor, one might say, were our
pets. Decidedly they were always with us. We were not taught that our own privileged nature was largely
sustained at the price of their poverty. How should we be taught by our parents what they themselves did not
know? Both country born, upright, sensitive, lofvers of their kind, they were oppressed as I now fully realize, by
“the stench of trade”, besides which John Stuart Mill found “little else … at Glasgow”. They were horrified by the
conditions. They deplored the squalor and the hideous inequality. They lived without luxury, feeling, I think, that
self-indulgence would be ill-mannered. In the thirty years I knew her, my mother had only one evening dress, and
that her wedding dreww of thick white Irish poplin which, as she aged, she veiled with black lace. They strove
hard and constantly to ameliorate and to reform. True, they had the vaguest comprehension of the economic
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implications of the position in which they found themselves. Their souls were noble, their hearts Christian, their
actions consistent. But they had been reared in a conventional social and religious code which on the whole
commended itself to their reason. Poorly read outside the Bible and a few major classics, their intellectual
equipment w3as meager in spite of educations on which some thought had been expended. And my father had his
living, and ours to get. Like most sons of Scottish country ministers he had gone out into the world when still in
his teens (to be circumsteantial, he had been shipped to Trinidad upon leaving Merchiston School) with scarcely
more in his purses than any Highland or Irish immigrant to Glasgow.
No doubt it was a fault to be so little capable of economic thought; to see so clearly the wrongness of the
situation, yet so obscurely the proper remedy. Myself becoming at fourteen a lifelong socialist (through reading
Robert Blatchford) I have blamed them.
But I cannot claim an effort towards a fairer society comparable with their effort towards the coming of God’s
kingdom on earth. Those of a similar inheritance with mine who were able to carry on the example and transfer
the impulse were the salt of the next generation. But I notice that, upon a further remove, where the religious and
humanist elements are not merely repudiated but become inoperative (two very different states), many who think
with economic correctness excuse in themselves much personal selfishness and ill behaviour on the ground of a
wrong social system. I cannot judge them or my parents for these different failures. None the less I hold it a
calumny to say that the Christian philanthropists of the nineteenth century prolonged the shames of the industrial
revolution by a sop of charity. Those like my parents (there were many) were inspired to most practical and most
handsome energies by their leaders—men such as Shaftsbury, Wilberforce, Livingstone, Chalmers, Candlish.
They stood for social justice. They fought against evil, ignorance and greed. They served their generation and
every cause of progress. And they did all with graciousness, with modesty, with lives that were personally
scrupulous at home and in the market-place. They were good. And I have come to think more highly of goodness
than of anything else. Nothing can take the place of goodness.
Besides, of course, Mill was wrong. There was much in Glasgow besides the stench of trade. Even omitting the
estimable aspects, which I did not appreciate until my childhood was past, there was life, fierce, reckless and
abundant, more especially when this life was low.
I have said that I was sometimes envious. I envied most of all the tattered, bare-headed, bare-footed trace-boys
(fortunate in having neither hats, shoes, nor any new clothes) who waited with their powerful horses at the St.
Vincent Street crossing for the two-horse cars which it was their work to help uphill to Sauchiehall Street. While
the car was moving, a boy, running alongside, hitched his trailing trace to an outside hook, hurled himself with a
wild cry upon his steed, and cantered up abreast of the car horses, sitting sideways almost on the tail of his own
beast, till they reached the top. There he unhitched again without stopping the car, and returned at leisure to his
former station. I greatly admired this feat of horsemanship, and gladly would I have spent my days in its
acquisition and practice.
Again, I envied those children, poorest of the poor, who were not on the platform and wearing detestable
Sunday clothes, but down in the body of the City Hall upon occasions of Mr. McKeith’s Children’s Dinner Table.
Their enjoyment seemed as great as my discomfort. The appetizing smell of thick hot pea soup and chunks of new
bread, which ran among them in trolleys, rose in my nostrils. We had already attended St. John’s Church that
morning, and, after nibbling an unsatisfactory sandwich in the vestry there, had walked to the City Hall. After a
long hour and more of hymns and hunger, we should walk all the way home again, to sit down to the tureen of
rice-and-milk soup—a favourite with my father and decreed for our Sunday dinner “to save the servants”. I liked
pea soup very much. I hated rich-and-milk soup—hence proving that I was no worthy member of my father’s
family, because he had said that “all Macfarlanes love rice”. I could well have done with even a chunk of the new
bread (unwholesome, my mother would have said) of which the aroma almost unendurably stimulated my hunger,
while I saw it being snatched by a thousand small hands from the passing trolleys.
Already I have said how attractive I found the homes of our poorest friends among the godly. I found a
different, perhaps even more powerful attraction where no godliness was in evidence. Sometimes of a Saturday
night my father took us down with him to walk about one of the worst, most crowded neighborhoods so that we
might see “the heathen at our doors” and, no doubt, that we might conceive a horror of strong drink which never
entered our house except for jam-making, when it was my mother’s country habit to dip the pot covers in brandy
for the better preservation of the fruit. Our parents had not been brought up as teetotalers. My father had keenly
enjoyed good wines, and my mother had a liking for ales and cider. Both worked and spoke always for the open
tavern service of food with liquor for everybody.
But, seeing the drunkenness of the Glasgow poor under only the lowest conditions, the absurd licensing laws,
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the clandestine drinking of the obscure, and the privileged sideboards of the richer citizens, they felt that
circumstances forbade any self-indulgence no matter how innocent and temperate. Every Sunday afternoon, for
some years, my father went a round of the cells in the police station, baling out the week-end drunks with halfcrowns so that they might not lose their jobs on the Monday morning. He asked each one to sign the pledge and to
return his half-crown out of the next week’s wages. The pledges were often broken, though once only was a halfcrown not repaid. But how, he asked, could he even suggest to one of these men the giving up of drink if he
himself were going home to refresh himself with a glass of port?
So far as I was concerned, however, a horror of drunkenness would better have been attained had my father
gone on the Greek model and shown us some of the servants at home in a state of intoxication. When such a
misfortune arose, as it did, though not often, it was concealed from us if possible by charitable mis-statements.
But in the teeming Saturday night crowd, where all the men and women, and even children at the breast, were
openly drunk, drunkenness assumed an epic quality. It was an orgy, an abandon, a bacchanal, a celebration, a wild
defiance. Shawled women fought, screaming and tearing out each other’s hair, while the men stood round roaring
them on with laughter. Other men and women reeled along in song or reclined oblivious in gutters. At that date—
round about 1890—whisky, gin, even brandy, could be bought by the lowest wage-earner, and cheaper, more
potent liquids were to be had for a few pence. No alternative pleasures were offered except for a hard thrift. The
spectacle was shocking.
But it had a sordid splendour, a whole-hearted, ruinous contempt which, for the moment, excluded other
considerations in at least one beholder. Hence, my father’s morality play miscarried. I was of course frightened. I
clung to my father’s hand. My heart bled for the children of my own age who dodged or trembled unshielded in
the gas-lit, milling, vociferous throng. But, though I did not then, and do not now analyse my emotion, I know
that I partook in some sort in a triumph. Being a child I was unaffected by the frightful hygienic and sociological
implications of the scene, and in spirit I inclined rather to applaud than to censure the actors in it. I remained
almost untouched by the simple missionary passion by which my parents were informed. I breathed more easily in
the Trongate on a Saturday night than when joining in the hymns at a meeting on the Grove Street Institute (my
father presiding) or at a “Happy Sunday Afternoon” for the Canal Boatmen, or helping arrange the flowers for a
soirée at the Y.M.C.A., of which my father was the president and one of the initiators. If we had been in Central
Africa and I had been given the choice between a native dance and a service in the mission hall, I cannot doubt
which would have had my preference. In spite of our mother’s prayers and our father’s heartfelt dedication, none
of us were born to be missionaries.
The long humped thoroughfare, on which we lived, afforded endless interest to me throughout my childhood.
Running from poor and shabby regions in the east to genteel ones—becoming shabby too—each way by
considerable inclines, it looked down abruptly from our summit upon districts even more sharply contrasted. Our
big blackened stone house, bearing the number 127, was at the westernmost corner of half a dozen similar houses
cut off by crossroads and dominating the height. The house at the easternmost corner was inhabited by priests of
the Jesuit College behind it, on the backside of the lane which ran all along the wall and ashpits of a row of backgreens.
The priests’ house (which we always ran past on tiptoe), and ours were the two biggest houses of the six, but
we felt ours to be superior because it had a small railed square of green separating the end from the crossroads
pavement. This green, together with the world of wall, lane and ashpits (large as some of the slum rooms housing
whole families) made part of a happy hunting ground for us children. In addition we had in our back-green, which
was divided into two parts on different levels, what we called “the woodhouse”. This was made over to us to do
with as we liked. We painted it all pale blue enamel inside, furnished it from the boxroom, lighted the vilesmelling stove, made feasts there with cousins who came to us on holiday from their boarding schools, and found
in it innumerable sources of enjoyment. So strong were my homemaking instincts that I seriously considered
converting our ashpit into an annexe for myself and my dolls.
Below and behind, to the north, lay the furtive steeps of Garnethill leading precipitously to the denser
purlieus\fn{Neighborhoods} of the Cowcaddens. For a solitary child these were not without dangers to explore, and
I still sometimes find myself there in bewildered, though not painful, dreams. In front, to the south, the life of
Sauchiehall Street clanged and sauntered past, well within sight of our windows across an exciting waste piece of
land, where later we watched the buildings of a panorama. This duly opened to display the Battle of Bannockburn,
which we enormously admired, especially the “real” grass and twigs in the foreground. We were near enough to
Sauchiehall Street to have a detailed view of Queen Victoria when the little, bonneted, old lady drove past on her
Diamond Jubilee visit. Indeed we were sure that she responded with a special smile and wave of her hand to our
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frantic greetings from the top of our porch, upon which we had assembled with flags by getting out of one of the
drawing-room windows. From farther off we could hear the sounds of the river: sirens and steam-whistles on
foggy days, the clangor of the shipyards when the wind was set from there. From a nursery window we watched
the first illumination of the town by electricity, and we saw the fireworks of the Exhibition. In every direction we
had wide and eventful prospects.
Though this was the earliest home in Glasgow that I can remember, my sister and I had been born round the
corner on that same hill in a house, or rather half-house, where our parents had begun their married life with the
modesty demanded by their circumstances. Those houses now are mostly theatrical lodgings. But in the last
quarter of the nineteenth century, Hill Street still displayed well-polished brass plates on many glossy doors, and
housed some of our near acquaintances. Hector Cameron, the celebrated surgeon, was one of these; and our only
Glasgow relatives, the Roxburghs, had lived next door to us.
Of these Roxburghs I have no very early memories. They were of a generation older than my parents, and their
numerous children and grandchildren, whom we came later to know, were then already winning distinction in
England and in more distant part of the world. With old Dr. Roxburgh I became acquainted only from his portraits
(we had a remarkably vivid oil painting of him and several photographs), and from talk. He looks stuffy, choleric,
and almost too full of irritable character, with a crumpled red Ibenish face round which white tufts of hair stuck
out irascibly, and I have heard it said with smiling tolerance that, in his later years, he liked surreptitious draughts
of whisky “behind the cupboard door”. He had been the minister of our church, Free St. John’s, which was
engulfed I slumdom and trade traffic to the East before ever I sat sleeping against my mother’s shoulder in one of
its dark pews.
St. John’s had an interesting history and bulked large in our lives. It was one of the twenty new churches built
in Glasgow by the great Thomas Chalmers, and the one which he chose as the first center for his great social
experiments when he left the Old Tron Church to occupy its pulpit in 1819, by which date he was already famous
as a preacher in London and as a mathematician in Scotland.
In a population largely composed of weavers, labourers and operatives, Chalmers found that of 3000 families
more than 800 had no contact with any church, much less with any culture. Children attended no school. Poverty
and drunkenness ruled. He divided the parish of St. John’s into districts, setting over each a deacon an elder to be
responsible for the temporal and spiritual care of its inhabitants, and in the course of each year he visited every
family himself at least once. He founded two day schools, at fees of two shillings to three shillings a quarter, and
several Sunday and mission schools. Seven hundred children attended the day schools. The others had free
instruction. He issued quarterly publications on The Christian and Civic Economy of Large Towns, and in four
years had substantially reduced the pauper expenditure of Glasgow.
After he left to become Professor of Moral Philosophy at St. Andrews University the work at St. John’s was
carried on successively by three men of strongly contrasted characters: Dr. Roxburgh, Dr. Alexander Whyte, and
Dr. John Carroll. Dr. Roxburgh, my great-uncle, baptized me; Dr. Whyte married my parents and later supplied
me with godly books by himself; Dr. Carroll was our minister at St. John’s, where my father was a leading elder.
At the Disruption of 1843,\fn{A schism within the Church of Scotland, in which 474 ministers of the church (of a total of about
1200) left the church basically over whether or not the State, in return for subsidies for its maintenance, should have the last word on the
placement and discipline of Ministers in the churches, and other matters } in which Chalmers acted as the spearhead, both my

grandfathers and both my great-uncles were among the 450 ministers who withdrew with him from the Church of
Scotland, forsaking their comfortable manses and stipends at what they felt to be the call of duty. If, when success
rewarded their hardihood, they tended to become a trifle smug, perhaps they may be forgiven by lesser men who
claim lack of smugness but never risked their all for a principle.
When I was born Dr. Roxburgh was on the even of retirement, and my baptism must have been one of the last
offices he performed. He being infirm and I frail, the ceremony took place in one of the Hill Street drawingrooms. I was named Catherine Roxburgh, after old Dr. Roxburgh’s wife—Aunt Roxburgh as we came to call her.
Soon afterwards they left Glasgow with their one remaining and only unmarried daughter, Cousin Eliza, to settle
in Weston-super-Mare. Poor Cousin Eliza was of saintly life, but, subject to a morbid streak which was apt to crop
u in her father’s family, she had a sad end. Following upon an accident that seemed trifling at the time (entering a
room in the dark she collided with a marble mantelpiece cutting an eyebrow) she became completely blind. This
she interpreted as an affliction sent by God to punish her for some lack of goodness, and, falling into melancholy,
she took her own life.
Aunt Roxburgh lived to be very old, and she never forgot her small namesake. Every birthday I had from her a
letter full of good advice and a present (a Bible, a doll, a workbox), and at her death she left me a hundred pounds
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by which I was enabled to study music for two years in Germany. During her life we children came to know her
and to welcome her visits with rejoicing. She had been a Miss Gray, one of the daughters of a family still
remembered in Dundee. Her sister, who married my paternal grandfather Dr. Macfarlane, died leaving nine young
children. My grandfather’s second wife, Miss Telfer-Smollett (a relative of the Admiral and of the novelist)
herself childless, had proved unsympathetic as a stepmother.
To this situation Aunt Roxburgh had brought so much wisdom, laughter and loving-kindness that my father
and the rest came to regard her with more than filial affection. Only one of the nine Macfarlanes—yet another
Catherine—had died in youth (“outgrew her strength” was the phrase used) and the eight who survived were
unanimous in praise of Aunt Roxburgh if in nothing else. Her descendants are many. One of her grandson doctors
introduced a literary element. His father was a cousin of George Macdonald, and his wife is a niece of “Mark
Rutherford”. He also introduced my son into the world, and a son of his own (of much the same age as mine, for
Henry married late) is, as I write this, a prisoner of war in Germany after heroic exploits as a paratrooper.
In Hill Street we had had the Synagogue near us. Certain beliefs held with enthusiasm by my mother—less
ardently by my father—made the Jews our special concern. She desired that the world should be converted to
Christianity with the least possible delay—at all events that Christianity should be preached to all the world so
that everybody could know about it and make speedy choice, thus to hasten the second coming of Christ, when all
true believers would be “caught up in the air” to dwell in Heaven. From her reading of the bible she had further
ascertained that the gospel was to be offered “to the Jew first, and afterwards to the gentiles”. For her there was no
disputing Holy Writ. Hence she found that many well-meaning people, more especially in pulpits, were going
about the business the wrong way and putting the cart before the horse. She hung up in our dining-room a shiny
maroon-coloured card with the words TO THE JEW FIRST embossed upon it in silver letters that caught the eye.
And she was sadly puzzled when her ministerial and other Christian friends showed embarrassment or lukewarmness in the face of her gentle but tactless and frequent reminders.
Certainly she did her own duty with regard to Israel. Many very poor Jews, mostly Polish, came to Glasgow, to
lodge in cheap streets on the south side of the Clyde. They, or some philanthropist for them, had opened a sort of
informal club in Abbotsford Place, where at one time rich Glasgow merchants had flaunted their Wet Indian
fortunes. My mother decided that we ought to attend the club, if only to bid the refugees welcome and to help
them learn English, of which many knew scarcely a word.
I cannot have been more than twelve when I started giving these informal English lessons in Abbotsford Place.
I shall never forget the physical atmosphere of that room. The pupils were effusive in their gratitude, but they had
traveled across the globe in the clothes they stood up in, and I suppose that few had come by the convenience of a
bath since their arrival. For some reason my teaching days did not continue many weeks though the classes were
necessarily at night, and it may be that my father forbade them. But in the time I picked up a fair sprinkling of
Yiddish. Later, more selective Jews were bidden instead to come to our house, and several of these we came to
know well and to like. This, however, was at a later date, and of course long after we left Hill Street.
In the Renfrew Street house (now a large nursing home) while we dominated the western corner the Jesuits
reigned in the other, extending far behind the garden walls at the back by way of a training college and nunnery.
They, of course, were outside our missionary scope. Were they not already Christians—of a sort?
Our tradition was one of militant Protestantism. Not long ago I had for the first time the opportunity of reading
my Lewis grandfather’s two-volume exposition on The Bible, the Missal and the Breviary and he was evidently
no bigot, being not only fair-minded towards the sister institution, but urgent that his own might learn much from
its greater insistence upon the contemplative aspect of religion. Instructed thus by her admired father, and perhaps
because she had been at a French school besides living in Italy, my mother hoped and believed that, when the
blissful moment arrived, almost as many Catholics as Protestants would be “caught up in the air” rejoicing.
Jesuits, though, were in a category by themselves. To put it gently they lacked the simplicity of true worship.
Thus, from our perches on the back-garden wall, we used to peer across at their windows behind which we felt
dark things were planned and done.
Our own contribution to the variety of the street was made by our visitors, who were of every colour and
nation—freed Negro slaves, Indian rajahs, South Sea Island royalties (my father was on friendly terms with the
King and Queen of the Sandwich Islands, where he had spent some time when a young man), Jewish evangelists
and all kinds of white missionaries. It was a household full of interest for the young. At least so I found it as a
child. I grew to love coloured people, in particular Negroes, so that I now have not merely no colour prejudice
(few Scots have) but I often find myself wishing that my world was mainly populated by black people and that
whites, with their anxious faces, were in a minority. So soothing in their hue, so comfortable in their ways,
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expressions, smiles an songs, so infectious in their laughter, so touching in their agitations and endearments, so
pure in their beliefs are the Africans. I find myself in agreement with Renan when he says that his ideal home
would contain a huge, devoted and contented staff of Negroes.
My special playmate for a time was an African boy, a Christian convert called Bompole. He and I used to play
a football game of our own invention in our vast basement laundry, in a corner of which a bed had been put for
him near the fire. He could hold red-hot cinders in his mouth, which I much admired, and when I obeyed his
request to pull his hair, a whole curl of black wool would come out in my fingers. This made him shout with
laughter, while it mystified and delighted me. He was a well-behaved, merry and truly pious child, far more so
than the Glasgow street boys (“keelies”) with whom we were also permitted freely to consort. Returning to the
Congo, poor Bompole died of sleepy sickness when he was about thirteen. On his account I love all Negroes.
There was Sophy, too, a Negro nurse brought home, strangely enough, from India, in charge of one of our
many cousins whose homes were there. I used to sleep with Sophy and to take delight in her affectionate ways.
She was dearer to me than any of our long line of nurses save one Highland woman called Kate. Sophy died of
consumption. She cannot have been much more than eighteen when she died. She was very pretty and always
lovably laughing.
Not that we were invariably so lucky with our Africans. There was Nero, a big buck nigger, an eloquent
preacher and powerful in prayer and praise, but a bigamist of the most flagrant sort and a great pocketer of
collections. But he came too late to affect my amiable predilection.
Perhaps the sort of hospitality we practiced had some connection with a fact that used to puzzle me, namely,
that we ourselves always felt alien in Glasgow. Though my mother’s paternal grandfather (the soldier with the
shop) had settled there, his sons had left in youth never to return. And though my father, returning to Scotland
from the West Indies, had become prominent as a Glasgow merchant, a citizen and, in time, a town councilor, so
that for us children it was our native place, we never had a relative in Glasgow after the departure of the
Roxburghs, and we had no sense of roots in the Glasgow soil.
The early associations of both my parents were with the environs of Edinburgh, where we still had vast
numbers of relatives; with England, or with foreign parts. My father’s dearest friendships had been formed in
America. While he had a wide business, philanthropic, and religious acquaintance in Glasgow, he found but one
or two close congenial friends among them. And, though he never said so, being strictly loyal to those he worked
with, he felt, I am now sure, very lonely in Glasgow.
My mother was frank in declaring that she took no pleasure in Glasgow society, though she was on cordial
terms with a few women, mostly older than herself, and rarely Glasgow born. Glasgow ways were not her ways.
Admittedly her ways were sometimes peculiar. Heaven was her home, and that can be awkward. But next to
heaven she would have felt herself at ease in Italy, in France, or perhaps in Ireland, where she had relations in
Wexford of whom she spoke with affection, but we never made their acquaintance. As things were, she certainly
felt less of an exile in Edinburgh than in Glasgow.
If it may be said without offence, both my parents were of aristocratic, or at least of country tradition, outlook
and habits, and their preoccupation, beginning early in life, with evangelical and social effort, cut them off from
those of their fellow citizens who were of their own kind. The small number of Glasgow people in whose
company they could have felt at home were apt to be religiously indifferent or socially irresponsible. There were,
of course, notable exceptions, such as Henry Drummond and his mother, Professor Denny, Professor Lindsey,
Principal Douglas and others. But my father was intellectual, and my mother maladroit, which tended to turn them
yet further in upon themselves, upon their manifold activities, upon family life and upon God, who was never far
from their thoughts. They accepted this and never uttered any complaint. I once asked why Mr. X, like most of the
leading Glasgow evangelicals who came to our house, was “so awful”.
My mother shook her head in wistful reproof.
“Not many rich,” she quoted, “not many noble, are called to the Kingdom of God.”
2
Sunday clothes, lozenge pattern, discomfort. Drugget on floor for parties. Decorative efforts. Fairy lights.
Crimson carpet in drawing-room. Salmon-coloured watered silk effect paneled in white and gold on walls.
Father’s foreign travels. Chinese sword and helmet. Maltese lace collar.
Gray fur-edged boots.
*
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It is a little strange, when one comes to think of it, what a large place houses and rooms occupy in any human
life, how much these insentient things mean to our emotions (so that some would even deny them insentience and
give them ghosts of men and women preferring their walls to heaven or escaping from hell to cling to the stones
they lived among when on earth), and how they persist and show new creation in our dreams.
If we include hotels, inns, lodgings and the houses of friends, we should have enough to make a city of many
mansions. What would novelists do without them? There was something about the bombed homes of the war that
made an animal appeal when one passed them in the street and saw the fireplace, the cupboard, the bookshelf
exposed; and flapping in the draught a tattered strip of wallpaper once put there after serious choice and admired
by the assembled family.
H But other people’s description of the house where they were born demands some patience in those who
cannot readily extend their architectural sympathies beyond their own experience, and I do not intend to enlarge
on my own. Enough to say that houses—at least buildings where I have slept, eaten, lived, not always with
desirable results, have meant as much to me as to anybody. Derelict, neglected or hopeless houses are hard for me
to resist. Houses we pass on the road—in a trice we have lived whole lives in them ourselves.
Homes of which the drawbacks have crystallized character and stimulate idiosyncrasy.
*
It might never be worth enquiring what proportion of writers (including poets), painters and lovers of the arts
in general have come from homes in which none of the arts were much regarded. Musicians—at least composers
and executants—are in a class apart. So are actors. Learning of the more scholarly sort is often either inherited or
induced by early culture. But writers and painters? How many came of fathers or begat sons, of their kind? Not
many, I should say.
We were, as can be seen, a simple and Philistine family. How came it then, that lacking all exemplars and
encouragement in the home, all four of us turned our enthusiasm to the arts as to the sun? I have no explanation.
“I’m bound to say that my father practically confined himself to the newspaper. He enjoyed listening to
Dickens read aloud and he sang and recited comic ballads, some of which were to be found in a gilt-edged, red
morocco-covered book in the drawing-room. But I never remember seeing him with a book in his hand other than
the Bible, and that he handled twice daily.
When I say that we had, except for Scott’s, no novels in the house, I omit the presence of one. This was a
small, fat, small-printed volume, bound in ornamental red and black, which was kept mysteriously locked in the
middle part of my mother’s wardrobe.\fn{ According to a note, it was perhaps a copy of Pamela, or Virtue Rewarded by Samuel
Richardson (1689-1761), first published in 1740, and criticized for “its perceived licentiousness”:W,H }
The revelation of discovering the existence of the arts in a household like ours—no cultured household can
know it. Religion we had from the start—with the matchless poetry of the Bible. Nothing else.
*
There was the Lobby Box: there was Grandpapa’s Cabinet: there was Grandpapa’s bookcase.
The Box is a large dower chest of dark oak, carved on the front and sides, ridged along its double-sloped top
which had been polished by years of contact with four young bottoms as it stood in the entrance hall of each
house we inhabited.
The Cabinet, now robbed of its crowning bust of the Reverend Doctor Candlish in white marble, was a slimrailed and layered stand of red mahogany with a neat hidden compartment at the back for holding unused leaves
of the big dining-room table. How we used to enjoy slipping these heavy leaves in and out from their sweetly set
baize compartments!
But it was Grandpapa’s bookcase that counted most, and it was also the most beautiful and lastingly original of
the three. The rarest as a piece of furniture, it was the fullest repository of family feeling, so I shall give myself
the pleasure of a description in some detail.
Grandpapa’s bookcase, which now looks smaller than I remember it, is none the less an erection not wanting in
massive dignity. The glossy timber from which it is made, strongly red in colour and richly grained, is of a kind
that Scotland imported in her palmy days, perhaps from Jamaica. Its lines are decidedly architectural. Two
substantial round pillars make a doorway, as to a temple, of the upper part, which has the shelves concealed by a
criss-cross casement of brass with a small rose cast in the metal at each crossing. The old lining of pleated
crimson silk which I remember is gone. It may have rotted away (already in my youth it was brittle) or it may
have been considered out of date. All the books I remember are gone too, and the shelves are now used to display
valuable china. Below a narrow shelf and a drawer with fittings for writing materials, is a deep lower cupboard,
also furnished with pillars. This cupboard used to be filled by a moveable chest fitted with drawers, each drawer
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having small square compartments full of stones. My maternal grandfather combined sermons with stones, and if
he kept his sermons in the drawer midway and his theological sources in the upper temple, he had filled every
division of the lower drawers with specimens of quartz, lava and the rest. Among these the most valuable was
probably an oyster shell containing several incipient pearls, and one of considerable size that had matured and
come away from its parent. I never tired of handling the specimens and of trying to read the tiny labels adhering
to them. I even went so far as to make a collection of my own for some time, going about with a hammer when
we were in the country. But though I like collecting, I have never had any capacity for keeping a collection in
order, and mine have long vanished together with all Grandpapa’s specimens and the chest he had caused to be
made for them.
*
What the small Elizabethan children must have suffered judging by the costumes in their portraits makes my
skin prickle even now with sympathetic sadness. The clothes of the Victorian child were less constraining, but the
left much to be desired. We wore in winter heavy woolen combinations and over that a substantial long cloth
chemise stretching from neck to knee and with prickly Swiss trimming round neck and armholes; then a wadded
stay-belt with buttons at intervals to which other garments had to be attached. Long, thick stockings of black
cashmere were joined to the stays by elastic; white long-cloth knickers (also trimmed Swiss) were buttoned to it.
Over them a scalloped white flannel bodiced petticoat, and lat of all a complicate high-necked dress—and for
school a holland apron over the dress.
On Sunday for some reason, the dress was made far more complicated and abounding in discomforts. In one of
these—it was patterned with lozenges, the shape of which has ever since made me feel slightly ill—I suffered so
acutely and continuously that I had bilious attacks. It was a misery which increased when a coat was added and I
had to sit still for nearly two hours in church without having the coat removed. By the time we emerged, unless I
had mercifully fallen asleep, I was like a fish on land gasping for air at every pore. Yet all this was as nothing to
what we wore when we became young ladies and put up our hair.
When we were verging on our teens, my sister and I, in scorn of young ladies, vowed to each other (1) that we
would never wear “real stays with bones in them”, and (2) that we should never carry a parasol. We did not keep
our vows. At eighteen I wore the same garments as at eight—except that they were longer and the top petticoat
was a divided affair, white camisole above and frilled silk or stout mohair as to skirt. The straight padded band of
our stays became confining and stiff with steel fronts. The neckbands of the dresses were fortified with
whalebones and the lined bodices also. The skirt, also lined, and reaching to the ground in front and at the back,
had braid all round inside the hem which came constantly unstitched as it caught in the wearer’s heel.
Our hair was rolled up over a pad on top, to which pad a hat was precariously pinned and a veil adjusted.
Gloves were a necessity, and usually an umbrella or parasol. With one hand, while out walking, the back of the
skirt had to be held clear of the pavement in such a manner as just to show an edge of petticoat but no stocking or
ankle. This involved many backward and downward glances. The other hand was usually occupied in grasping the
hat brim and frantically adjusting the veil—both subject to the least breath of wind. The umbrella or parasol being
on the hat arm it was hard to assume an unconcerned smile.
At fifteen or so I had more or less reorganized my costume, discarding much below and removing neckbands
above, and at all times in the country or by the sea we went about anyhow, often in trousers or jerseys. But when
my skirts grew long and I was corseted, I succumbed for a time to overpowering convention.
*
There are two rivers in the city where I was born. One is a romantically genteel stream with high banks along
which nursemaids wheel prams. Upon the other—of which this stream is a feeder—the prosperity of the place has
been built up. Poems and songs—none of them good—have been written about the stream, none, as far as I know,
about the river. Our living was derived from the river, whence my father sent ships and merchandise to the West
Indies, but we rarely saw it. We lived—latterly—on the banks of the stream and in the region to which it gave its
name.
We did know the river farther down where it grew salt and turned into the lochs upon which we spent part of
our summer holidays, and we saw it farther up. The Clyde in Glasgow itself we scarcely thought about.
Money was a subject I never remember as a topic of conversation at home during my youth. Such things as the
rent of our town house or the cost of country lodgings for holidays, or even the prices of clothes, food or
household articles never came up in talk. Father, of course, went off on foot each morning (after kissing us all
round the breakfast table and being assisted with his coat and hat in the lobby and waved after till out of sight) to
“make money” for us; and he returned each evening a little tired after having presumably made enough for our
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needs. He came home also for his midday meal, after which he lay down on the long red-leather-covered sofa
where, covered by us with a huge tartan shawl and undisturbed by the continued family life about him he
immediately slept. After some twenty minutes he sprang up refreshed and fit for a renewal of his money-making.
The building where these daily efforts were made bore an appropriate resemblance to a money-box—one of
those early money-boxes that war known as “savings banks”. These were of cast metal painted black, square in
shape, elaborately corniced with a slot in the roof for the entrance of pennies. It was in Wet Regent Street, and we
entered it only on special occasions. As we drew near to its pseudo-Gothic portals we became silent: as we
ascended the wide but dirty stone staircase awe fell upon us.
My father was, I believe, a commission agent. He negotiated in particular the shipping and sale of textiles to
the West Indies. Some of the ships concerned were built for, and for a time at least owned by, him. One of these, a
steamship named the Claudine, I launched from its slips on the Clyde when I was perhaps thirteen years old, and
we all took part proprietarily in her trial trip down the river. Another of his ships, the Collessie—a sailing vessel
named after the village where part of his childhood was spent—my sister Fanny launched. The Claudine was
wrecked on her first voyage, the Collessie, under a different name, came to figure in Robert Louis Stevenson’s
tale The Wrecker.
It would seem that father was not lucky with ships, and looking back I seem to know now what was then never
apparent to me, that he was frequently unlucky in business undertakings which were much in the nature of
commercial gambling. I remember once his bringing home to show us a yard or two of printed cotton—yellow
corn stalks in full ear effectively set against a background of turkey red. Some of this, he told us, had been sent
“on spec” to the Sandwich Islands, and it had so pleased the islanders that the more prosperous took to riding
about on horseback with streamers of the fabric fluttering from their shoulders. To such a pitch did this emulation
in display develop that he had a request for a repeat order of many bales—possibly the hold of the Claudine was
filled with them.
But such exotic hints had little or no connection in my mind with the making of money by my father. I had a
vague idea that consequent upon certain mysterious ceremonies enacted before his large desk, of which he was
sole master, coins in sufficient quantity insinuated themselves through a hole in the office roof.
I have said we were awed when we went there. Father in these surroundings became for us a different being—
more distant and impressive because of the numerous respectful underlings through whom we had to pass to reach
him. There was, for example, Mr. Andrew McCrindell. But of him I will not write now. And there might be a
young male cousin whom for a time he had taken in as an experimental charity (or a charitable experiment).
While Mr. McCrindell remained year after year like the office furniture, these cousins, after a short stay, took
wing for Africa, India, or the United States.
Of the money father made we each had a penny a week in pocket money. Much thought and choice was
expended each Saturday on the laying out of this penny that father had made and given to us. In those days,
especially in a small shop in —— Street, a penny seemed to go a very long way. You could buy a wooden box of
sherbet for a halfpenny (with a wooden spoon in it to eat from delicately), and the other halfpenny could be laid
out in a more permanent possession, such as a rubber balloon, or one of those contraptions at the end of a long
string, which by a process of suction could fish up something desirable from the deepest street area, if lowered
between the iron bars on pavement level. I have even on occasion fished up another penny, thus increasing my
weekly allowance by 100%. At a more advanced age we began to receive a three-penny piece each Saturday, and
when this was raised to sixpence, maturity was announced.
Coins counted to us, not money. This persists with me even now. With a half-crown to finger in my pocket, I
feel far removed from destitution. As a petty trader I take some beating. But money in its larger sense has always
remained a mystery, with me as an uncomprehending outsider. It is something that is made in larger or smaller
quantities. If I were to pick up piles of stones in his field for a farmer I should demand and value the sixpence
paid for each pile. But I cannot see myself as “earning” money.
With guidance and encouragement I should have made a good counterfeit coiner.
*
Thirteen, to one of my upbringing, was a serious age, and I was, at least during the midnight hours, serious,
nay ethical. By that age, for at least eight years, I had heard two sermons every Sunday, had often accompanied
my parents to the Wednesday night prayer meetings. I had been taken to revival and other religious gatherings. At
least once I had been moved to hold up my hand as a signal to Messrs. Torrey and Alexander—or was it Gipsy
Smith?—that here was a soul convicted of sin and anxious to repent. I calculate that I had heard with attention
near one thousand carefully prepared exhortations, many of them appealing to the mind, others effectively
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addressed to the emotions. In addition I had hearkened, more or less since I could remember, to the converse of
missionaries, and had twice daily participated—about six thousand times—in family prayers, which with us
involved reading the Bible, verse and verse about, from beginning to end, over and over again, as the years
proceeded.
I knew most of the psalms and many hymns by heart. I could recite my Shorter Catechism and chapters from
the Old and New Testaments. I won a Bible at my Sunday school for the most word-perfect and intelligent
rendering of the twelfth chapter of Romans. I had read and enjoyed a number of godly books, including the
Pilgrim’s Progress and Foe’s Book of Martyrs (this last my favourite Sabbath reading when still of a tender age).
Pious stories intended for the young had struck me as either tedious or namby-pamby—with the exception of
Maria Edgeworth’s The Parent’s Assistant, which I read more than twice with relish. Dr. Whyte of Edinburgh had
sent me some of his own Lives of the saints. Until I came as it were by chance upon the classics of English
fiction, tears had been shed by me, and sacrificial yearnings instilled, during the perusal of works by
“A.L.O.E.”, \fn{Charlotte Maria Tucker (1821-1893); the initials stand for “A lady of England” } Edna Lyell, and other
mistresses of the current craft. I remember our all weeping uncontrollably together over a story by “A.L.O.E.”
which my mother read aloud to us in a breaking voice one afternoon when my sister and I were both in bed with
colds.
At the age of thirteen, I had, I think, put such tales aside (exception for occasional lachrymose dips into Mrs.
Humphrey Ward), in favour of sterner stuff … I began to flirt with heresy. To the sorrow of our parents my sister
and I became occasional frequenters of Doctor Hunter’s church, which to their minds belied its name of trinity,
being little more than a Unitarian conventicle.
Now let me confess that nothing of all this had yet bored me. Church had many a time lulled me to sleep
against a parent’s welcoming shoulder. From some discourses my imagination had taken flight into fantasies of its
own. Upon occasion I had been oppressed—Sunday clothes could make me feel physically ill. But unlike Herbert
Spencer at the same age, I did not feel any disgust or surfeit at hearing familiar scripture phrases or Hebrew
prayers and songs. These retained for me, and indeed still retain, their startling beauty, and not as familiar spells
alone, but as words to be pondered over for their unfathomable wisdom and enduring poetry.
But other things, and I myself were being transformed. The halcyon season of childhood was past. New suns
had risen and new shadows fallen
For one thing—though of this I did not know the facts until much later—my father had suffered financial
reverses. Twice he was swindled by partners, both Englishmen, one the husband of his favourite sister Jemima.
My father had concealed his financial troubles from her as from us children, and she died without knowing of it.
He kept equal silence over unfortunate experiences with the various nephews whom he had taken into his business
by way of starting them in life.
By nature as simple as he was upright—far simpler than my mother, with whose innocence much peasant guile
was mixed—he was, I must think, a poor judge of character, and anything like deceit found him as it left him,
unprepared. He was not so much angered by it as bewildered. He was silent and he readily forgave, but he was
saddened.
He had other reverses. I remember his taking us all “by way of a treat” to Edinburgh to sit through a case
before the Court of Session in which he was involved. He had bought and sent upon a voyage a ship that proved
to be unseaworthy. Hitherto Hengler’s Circus at Christmas time and a recital by Grossmith père had been the
nearest we had come to witnessing a theater. But no play could have entertained or impressed us more than this
drama of the Law Courts in which our father was a protagonist. Breathless with excitement, confident of his
triumph yet unconscious of how much was at stake, we hung upon every word, estimated every gesture. I forget
now who sat upon the bench, but Salfeson, then a young man not long married to Lord Trayvers’ daughter, was
one of my father’s counsel, and I remember that he had a habit of blushing furiously. He was very blond, and this
weakness was obvious to everybody when all else in his demeanour was calculated to conceal chagrin or wrath.
No doubt by the time he too became a Lord of Session he had ceased to redden. The case having been taken to
avizandum, we went off to have a meal, secure in the belief that our father had won. In fact, though he was
personally exonerated from all blame, the judgment went against him, and this entailed a heavy loss of money.
A point had been reached in his finances, as I learned long afterwards, at which he was advised to go bankrupt.
With my mother’s heartfelt support he refused. Given time, he would pay all his creditors in full. He did so, and in
addition recovered a fair degree of prosperity. We were never told of all this. Life for us went on much as usual.
Fanny and I went to the same schools.
But there was a subtle change. This and that about which there had formerly been no question, became “too
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expensive”. Mount Quharrie was given up. Though money was never referred to, my mother pored more
anxiously over her little account books, and no longer chose the best stuffs when we needed new clothes. My
brothers have told me that they were early oppressed by injunctions of economy. Perhaps because I had been used
so long to freedom from such thoughts, I felt the change rather as an inevitable development of life, and, occupied
with other thoughts I accepted this without troubling to examine its particularity. I remained a dreamer while the
substance of my dreams underwent a change quite unconnected with economic circumstances.
Yet these, I dare say, all unknown to us had some bearing upon an ardour which seized upon us to “make
money” We sang in the streets—I disguised as a boy, Fanny carrying a fiddle on which she played badly. Our
performance of rounds and catches for voices only brought people to their lighted windows, and we collected
quite a number of coppers and even sixpences; we went from house to house (both disguised as elderly women)
taking orders for patent linen stampers, but tired of that before we had delivered them; we addressed envelopes
and worked out schemes for making fortunes. Perhaps such efforts were due to ancestral trading instincts. Again,
though we regarded them as pranks, it may be that the other explanation accounted for them
I cannot say for certain how often during these years my father indulged in the sort of speculative business
gamble which I think was attractive to his temperament so long as it involved no conscious fraud. But I think that
he did. His face grew paler and he became often grave and anxious. At times he looked exhausted, and, though
never out of temper, more abstracted and silent than he had used to be. The favourite sister died and he came back
from England with a look of deep sadness on his face. When Aunt Roxburgh died and her body was brought from
Clifton to be buried from St. John’s Church, he was as white as paper and unable to speak. I was at the service,
and his face as he staggered up the aisle with five other powerful men, shouldering the terrific weight of the
coffin, struck at my heart.
He looked suddenly old. In the street he had often to sit down on any wall or railing for what he called
“vertigo”, and though he made light of it I knew it was no trifle.
*
For my mother the sky was full of angels.
I would set down, if I can, what our religion was, not so much in its formalities, which are sufficiently well
known, but in the operative underlying beliefs which have been, it seems to me, far more subject to travesty and
miscomprehension (even to serious historians) than to a proper appreciation. Calvinism, Presbyterianism, even
Puritanism, have in my experience and my reading been too often wholly misjudged, judged not by their effects
upon the living and the faculties of those who lived under their doctrines, but by certain excrescences and
exaggerations for which the said doctrines appeared to be responsible, though in fact the main responsibility lay
elsewhere.
Predestination: some aspects we regarded with Calvin as an otiose curiositas. On the whole we did say with
Locke,
“I cannot have a clearer perception of anything than that I am free, yet I cannot make freedom in man
consistent with omnipotence and omniscience in God, though I am most fully persuaded of both as of any truth I
most firmly assent to; and therefore I have long since given off consideration of that question, resolving all into
the short conclusion that if it be possible for God to make a free agent, then man is free, though I see not the way
of it.”
We avoided extravagance. We were orthodox. While we held that our utmost efforts after righteousness were
“as filthy rags”—and hence no ground for “justification”—we yet strove hard after good deeds. We accepted
“justification by faith” as a general principle, but declined to speculate on its niceties. We were practical,
sentimental, orthodox.
I submit that so far as doctrine is concerned we had the sinews both of Catholic and Protestant in an integral
blend. Form the first the superstition was omitted (with its sensual beauties), from the second its harsh
complacency.
We greatly hoped (and my mother inclined to believe) that we in Britain were closely allied to the sons of
Judah in being ourselves descended from Abraham. Many eminent persons are of that belief, and at our house
some of the more distinguished callers—retired soldiers of high rank, engineers, and other men of action (as, for
example, the builder of the great Nile dam) were all convinced British Israelites who had written books upon the
subject, nay, had caused these books to be printed and circulated at their own expense.
My mother was “in love with heaven and heavenly things”, as Thomas White urges that Lady Katherine White
should strive to be. My mother’s striving had rather to be to love earthly things.
My mother’s prayers unavailing—except that they sometimes brought sleep while she was still on her knees.
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My mother’s pure and poetic Christianity, as of an early Christian, was awkward for ministers. Sooner or later
she felt bound to call upon her pastor with a pressing query and return with a disappointing reply. The worst of it
was that her question was of the most orthodox kind concerning the Christian creed, in which belief is declared
that Christ not only rose from the dead, but will again appear in person to judge both the quick and the dead and
to welcome all believers to everlasting bliss.
“You remind us,” she would say, “and rightly, of our Lord’s suffering and of his death and resurrection. But all
the year round we never hear you speak of his second coming, which has been promised to us, and for which we
eagerly wait. How is this?”
I was brought up in two securities which, while they conflicted when considered in the light of reason,
combined in fact to give confidence. I had been born into a world that was at once stable and rapidly improving.
That was the first security—everywhere in the air I breathed and implicit rather than mentioned. True, some of the
changes were regarded with distrust and even alarm. But one realized that this was something that could be
dismissed as having existed in every age.
What counted was that everybody believed in our general advance. Scientific discoveries were exquisitely new
and promising for mankind. The social evils that we saw only too clearly, and greatly deplored, were being
attacked with a good will, with energy, with every belief in their demolition. My father represented in himself
both the stability and the steady amelioration of this world. So did all his friends and acquaintances without
exception. They were unsparing of their energy and never lacked sureness of hope, no matter how they might
debate details of method.
On the other hand, he shared in some degree my mother’s very different and almost mediæval sense of security
which regarded all the world of man, nature and appearances as a painted veil, a vale of tears, a short season of
trial, a school, something that might at any moment, and would certainly some day, be “rolled up like a scroll” to
reveal the abiding world of heaven or spirit, while we ourselves would “be changed”. Things were not what they
seemed. There was a great scheme of which we were a part, and in which we were privileged, if we would, to take
a part, but we could never understand it because it was God’s mystery. We could only feel it, bow to it, further it
by our attitude, faith, readiness.
For wars we were, it follows, admirably prepared. Were they not foretold—with horrors akin to the warfare of
1939 onwards—as precursors to the coming of Christ, which might (my mother hoped) not be long delayed? We
could get along nicely without gas, electricity, bathrooms, tap water, indoor lavatories, restaurants, luxuries, hotwater bottles—in a word, in an Arran cottage or a remote Perthshire farmhouse. Like my father I was naturally a
good shot and I was skilled at climbing and ambuscades. I should, I believe, have made a good guerrilla fighter
and (not having yet made Tolstoi’s acquaintance) I should have picked out the country’s enemies with satisfaction
unmixed with remorse of a pacific nature.
It is the custom now\fn{ This book was published in 1950 } to attribute to Victorians. On the contrary, we were ready
for everything, and though our background was ample and settled we (especially we evangelicals) were instructed
twice on weekdays and thrice on Sundays that ours was no abiding city, that all we saw was but an elusive and
passing scene, that enjoying the best we must constantly be prepared for the worst.
One thing we were not prepared for, and it is difficult to see how this could have been done without the
greatest immediate disadvantages—though perhaps such a proviso is open to argument. We were not prepared for
crossness, ill temper, sarcasm or deceit in our fellows. Somewhere in his letters—in, I think, a letter to Georges
Sand—Flaubert condemns his own happy childhood. He grew up in an amiable family circle. When he came to
see and know humanity outside that circle, his horror and disillusionment was such, that he says he believes it
would have been happier for him had he been harshly, even cruelly, reared.
I understand but cannot agree with him in this. The unhappiness of a child brought up in fear and without love
is apt, I should say (unless the individual is of unusual strength and balance), to create as much weakness as
strength. There is a folly that it is valuable lust as there is a caution that it is disastrous. It is well to have some
secure ground to stand upon besides one’s own integrity, strength, cunning or what not—all of which may break
down or not be there. One might as well say that an ill-fed army goes better equipped into war on hard tack or
short commons. I can, if need be, do a day’s hard physical work on a bowl of oatmeal or rice thickened with
water, and a draught of water that has stood on apple peels and cores. But I have the memory in me, and the
results, of a lavish, varied and regular series of meals, for each of which God was thanked s for a special favour.
*
All slightly ridiculous? Perhaps: but we did not feel it to be so—at least I did not. Looking back I have no
serious regrets as to my religious upbringing. My parents being kind-hearted themselves, softened the idea of hell,
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and we were subjected to no such inhuman terrorism as that practiced by the Catholic mother of Leopardi.\fn
{Giacomo Leopoardi (1798-1827); his mother was a cold and authoritarian woman, obsessed with restoring the family fortunes, practicing
in her house a rigorous disciple of religion and savings } Nature was admitted, suffering and deformity were deplored, as
God was our father, and our father would never have sent his worst enemy to hell, let alone his children. We felt
fairly sure that God was keeping one of his many mansions for us, and that if our behaviour “grieved” him we
should not have to expect much worse than a scolding before crossing the mansion’s threshold. It was nice to feel
that God took so much interest in our little doings, that no matter what happened, “underneath were the
everlasting arms”. Then, after all, though it may been less rational to regard this world as a period of trial, error
and discipline rather than as a place in which primarily to enjoy oneself, how much less disappointing when one
comes to know what the world is like! …
100.281 The Celestial Omnibus\fn{by Edward Morgan Forster (1879-1970)} Marleybone, City of Westminster
Borough, Greater London North, England, United Kingdom (M) 7
The boy who resided at Agathox Lodge, 28, Buckingham Park Road, Surbiton, had often been puzzled by the
old sign-post that stood almost opposite. He asked his mother about it, and she replied that it was a joke, and not a
very nice one, which had been made many years back by some naughty young men, and that the police ought to
remove it. For there were two strange things about this sign-post; first, it pointed up a blank alley, and, secondly, it
had painted on it, in faded characters, the words,
To Heaven.
“What kind of young men were they?” he asked.
“I think your father told me that one of them wrote verses, and was expelled from the University and came to
grief in other ways. Still, it was a long time ago. You must ask your father about it. He will say the same as I do,
that it was put up as a joke.”
“So it doesn’t mean anything at all?”
She sent him upstairs to put on his best things, for the Bonses were coming to tea, and he was to hand the
cakestand.\fn{I.e., to physically carry it round to this guest and that, offering them slices .}
It struck him, as he wrenched on his tightening trousers, that he might do worse than ask Mr. Bons about the
sign-post. His father, though very kind, always laughed at him—shrieked with laughter whenever he or any other
child asked a question or spoke. But Mr. Bons was serious as well as kind. He had a beautiful house and lent one
books, he was a church-warden, and a candidate for the County Council; he had donated to the Free Library
enormously, he presided over the Literary Society, and had Members of Parliament stop with him—in short, he
was probably the wisest person alive.
Yet even Mr. Bons could only say that the sign-post was a joke—the joke of a person named Shelley.\fn{ Percy
Bysshe Shelley (1792-1822), English poet; who circulated a pamphlet at the age of 19 which he had co-authored, entitled The Necessity Of
Atheism, and who lived all his life in a radical mode.}

“Of course!” cried the mother; “I told you so, dear. That was the name.”
“Had you never heard of Shelley?” asked Mr. Bons.
“No,” said the boy, and hung his head.
“But is there no Shelley in the house?”
“Why, yes!” exclaimed the lady, in much agitation. “Dear Mr. Bons, we aren’t such Philistines as that. Two at
the least. One a wedding present, and the other, smaller print, in one of the spare rooms.”
“I believe we have seven Shelleys,” said Mr. Bons, with a slow smile. Then he brushed the cake crumbs off his
stomach, and, together with his daughter, rose to go.
The boy, obeying a wink from his mother, saw them all the way to the garden gate, and when they had gone he
did not at once return to the house, but gazed for a little up and down Buckingham Park Road.
His parents lived at the right end of it. After No. 39 the quality of the houses dropped very suddenly, and 64
had not even a separate servants’ entrance. But at the present moment the whole road looked rather pretty, for the
sun had just set in splendor, and the inequalities of rent were drowned in a saffron afterglow. Small birds
twittered, and the bread-winners’ train shrieked musically down through the cutting—that wonderful cutting
which has drawn to itself the whole beauty out of Surbiton, and clad itself, like any Alpine valley, with the glory
of the fir and the silver birch and the primrose. It was this cutting that had first stirred desires within the boy—
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desires for something just a little different, he knew not what, desires that would return whenever things were
sunlit, as they were this evening, running up and down inside him, up and down, up and down, till he would feel
quite unusual all over, and as likely as not would want to cry. This evening he was even sillier, for he slipped
across the road towards the sign-post and began to run up the blank alley.
The alley runs between high walls—the walls of the gardens of Ivanhoe and Bella Vista,\fn{The fanciful names of
adjoining estates.} respectively. It smells a little all the way, and is scarcely twenty yards long, including the turn at
the end. So not unnaturally the boy soon came to a standstill.
“I’d like to kick that Shelley,” he exclaimed, and glanced idly at a piece of paper which was pasted on the wall.
Rather an odd piece of paper, and he read it carefully before he turned back. This is what he read:

S. AND C.R.C.C. ALTERATION IN SERVICE
Owing to lack of patronage, the Company are regretfully
compelled to suspend the hourly service, and to retain only the
Sunrise and Sunset Omnibus,
which will run as usual. It is to be hoped that the public will
patronize an arrangement which is intended for their
convenience. As an extra inducement the Company will, for the
first time, now issue
Return Tickets!
(available one day only), which may be obtained of the driver.
Passengers are again reminded that no tickets are issued at the
other end, and that no complaints in this connection will
receive consideration from the Company. Nor will the
Company be responsible for any negligence or stupidity on the
part of Passengers, nor for Hailstorms, Lightning, Loss of
Tickets, nor for any Act of God.
For the Direction.

Now he had never seen this notice before, nor could he imagine where the omnibus\fn{ In these days, a large
wooden coach drawn by horses. } went to. S., of course, was for Surbiton, and R.C.C. meant Road Car Company. But
what was the meaning of the other C.? Coombe and Malden, perhaps, or possibly “City.” Yet it could not hope to
compete with the South-Western. The whole thing, the boy reflected, was run on hopelessly unbusinesslike lines.
Why no tickets from the other end? And what an hour to start! Then he realized that unless the notice was a hoax,
an omnibus must have been starting just as he was wishing the Bonses good-bye. He peered at the ground through
the gathering dusk, and there he saw what might or might not be the marks of wheels. Yet nothing had come out
of the alley. And he had never seen an omnibus at any time in the Buckingham Park Road. No: it must be a hoax,
like the sign-post, like the fairy tales, like the dreams upon which he would wake suddenly in the night. And with
a sigh he stepped from the alley—right into the arms of his father.
Oh, how his father laughed! “Poor, poor Popsey!” he cried, “Diddums! Diddums! Diddums think he’d walkypalky up to Evvink!” And his mother, also convulsed with laughter, appeared on the steps of Agathox Lodge.
“Don’t Bob!” she gasped. “Don’t be so naughty! Oh, you’ll kill me! Oh, leave the boy alone!”
But all that evening the joke was kept up. The father implored to be taken too. Was it a very tiring walk? Need
one wipe one’s shoes on the door-mat? And the boy went to bed feeling faint and sore, and thankful for only one
thing—that he had not said a word about the omnibus. It was a hoax, yet through his dreams it grew more and
more real, and the streets of Surbiton, through which he saw it driving, seemed instead to become hoaxes and
shadows, and very early in the morning he woke with a cry, for he had a glimpse of its destination.
He struck a match, and its light fell not only on his watch but also on his calendar, so that he knew it to be halfan-hour to sunrise. It was pitch dark, but he know realized that it was an impossible terminus for an omnibus. If it
had not been for a policeman, whom he heard approaching through the fog, he would never have made the
attempt. The next moment he had made the attempt and failed. Nothing. Nothing but a blank alley and a very silly
boy gaping at its dirty floor. It was a hoax. “I’ll tell papa and mama,” he decided. “I deserve it. I deserve that they
should know. I am too silly to be alive.” And he went back to the gate of Agathox Lodge.
There he remembered that his watch was fast. The sun was not risen; it would not rise for two minutes. “Give
the bus every chance,” he thought cynically, and returned into the alley.
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But the omnibus was there.
*
It had two horses, whose sides were still smoking from their journey, and its two great lamps shone through the
fog against the alley’s walls, changing their cobwebs and moss into tissues of fairyland. The driver was huddled
up in a cape. He faced the blank wall, and how he had managed to drive in so neatly and so silently was one of the
many things that the boy never discovered. Nor could he imagine how ever he would drive out.
“Please,” his voice quavered through the foul brown air, “Please, is that an omnibus?”
“Omnibus est,”\fn{It is an omnibus.} said the driver, without turning round. There was a moment’s silence. The
policeman passed, coughing, by the entrance of the alley. The boy crouched in the shadow, for he did not want to
be found out. He was pretty sure, too, that it was a Pirate;\fn{ I.e., a rogue omnibus not part of the official system (and so not
having to pay fees allowing it to operate) .} nothing else, he reasoned, would go from such odd places and at such odd
hours.
“About when do you start?” He tried to sound nonchalant.
“At sunrise.”
“How far do you go?”
“The whole way.”
“And can I have a return ticket which will bring me all the way back?”
“You can.”
“Do you know, I half think I’ll come.” The driver made no answer. The sun must have risen, for he unhitched
the brake. And scarcely had the boy jumped in before the omnibus was off.
How? Did it turn? There was no room. Did it go forward? There was a blank wall. Yet it was moving—moving
at a stately pace through the fog, which had turned from brown to yellow. The thought of warm bed and warmer
breakfast made the boy feel faint. He wished he had not come. His parents would not have approved. He would
have gone back to them if the weather had not made it impossible. The solitude was terrible; he was the only
passenger. And the omnibus, though well-built, was cold and somewhat musty. He drew his coat round him, and
in so doing chanced to feel his pocket. It was empty. He had forgotten his purse.
“Stop!” he shouted. “Stop!” And then, being of a polite disposition, he glanced up at the painted notice-board
so that he might call the driver by name. “Mr. Browne! Stop; oh, do please stop!”
Mr. Browne did not stop, but he opened a little window and looked in at the boy. His face was a surprise, so
kind it was and modest.
“Mr. Browne, I’ve left my purse behind. I’ve not got a penny. I can’t pay for the ticket. Will you take my
watch, please? I am in the most awful hole.”
“Tickets on this line,” said the driver, “whether single or return, can be purchased by coinage from no
terrene\fn{Earthly.} mint. And a chronometer, though it had solaced the vigils of Charlemagne,\fn{ Carolus Magnus in
Latin (Charles the Great, 742?-814), King of the Franks (from 768) and Emperor of the Romans (from 800) .} or measured the
slumbers of Laura,\fn{?} can acquire by no mutation the double-cake that charms the fangless Cerberus of
Heaven!” So saying, he handed in the necessary ticket, and, while the boy said “Thank you,” continued, “Titular
pretensions, I know it well, are vanity. Yet they merit no censure when uttered on a laughing lip, and in an
homonymous world are in some sort useful, since they do serve to distinguish one jack from his fellow.
Remember me, therefore, as Sir Thomas Browne.”\fn{ Sir Thomas Browne (1605-1682), English physician and essayist, born
in London, and knighted in 1671 by Charles II for his antiquarian scholarship, rich in imagery and eloquent in style .}
“Are you a Sir? Oh, sorry!” He had heard of these gentlemen drivers.\fn{ At one time it was possible to find gentlemen
of independent means voluntarily driving stagecoaches (without pay) as a means of personal diversion, both to solace their boredom and
keep themselves physically up to the mark. It may still happen, in those forgotten areas of the world where the terrors of civilized regularity
have yet to intrude their nonsense upon decent people .} “It is good of you about the ticket. But if you go on at this rate,

however does your bus pay?”
“It does not pay. It was not intended to pay. Many are the faults of my equipage; it is compounded too
curiously of foreign woods; its cushions tickle erudition rather than promote repose; and my horses are nourished
not on the evergreen pastures of the moment, but on the dried bents and cloves of Latinity. But that it pays!—that
error at all events was never intended and never attained.”
“Sorry again,” said the boy rather hopelessly. Sir Thomas looked sad, fearing that, even for a moment, he had
been the cause of sadness. He invited the boy to come up and sit beside him on the box, and together they
journeyed on through the fog, which was now changing from yellow to white. There were no houses by the road;
so it must be either Putney Heath or Wimbledon Common.
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“Have you been a driver always?”
“I was a physician once.”\fn{He received a doctorate in medicine from the University of Leiden c.1633 .}
“But why did you stop? Weren’t you good?”
“As a healer of bodies I had scant success, and several score of my patients preceded me. But as a healer of the
spirit I have succeeded beyond my hopes and deserts. For though my draughts were not better nor subtler than
those of other men, yet, by reason of the cunning goblets wherein I offered them, the queasy soul was ofttimes
tempted to sip and be refreshed.”
“The queasy soul,” the boy murmured; “if the sun sets with trees in front of it, and you suddenly come strange
all over, is that a queasy soul?”
“Have you felt that?”
“Why, yes.”
After a pause he told the boy a little, a very little, about the journey’s end. But they did not chatter much, for
the boy, when he liked a person, would as soon sit silent in his company as speak, and this, he discovered, was
also the mind of Sir Thomas Browne and of many others with whom he was to be acquainted. He heard, however,
about the young man Shelley, who was now quite a famous person, with a carriage of his own, and about some of
the other drivers who are in the service of the Company. Meanwhile the light grew stronger, though the fog did
not disperse. It was now more like mist than fog, and at times would travel quickly across them, as if it was a part
of a cloud. They had been ascending too, in a most puzzling way; for over two hours the horses had been pulling
against the collar, and even if it were Richmond Hill they ought to have been at the top long ago. Perhaps it was
Epsom, or even the North Downs; yet the air seemed keener than that which blows on either. And as to the name
of their destination, Sir Thomas Browne was silent.
Crash!
“Thunder, by Jove!” said the boy, “and not so far off either. Listen to the echoes! It’s more like mountains.”
He thought, not very vividly, of his father and mother. He saw them sitting down to sausages and listening to
the storm. He saw his own empty place. Then there would be questions, alarms, theories, jokes, consolations.
They would expect him back at lunch. To lunch he wouldn’t come, nor to tea, but he would be in for dinner, and
so his day’s truancy would be over. If he had his purse he would have bought them presents—not that he should
have known what to get them.
Crash!
The peal and the lightning came together. The cloud quivered as if it were alive, and torn streamers of mist
rushed past.
“Are you afraid?” asked Sir Thomas Browne.
“What is there to be afraid of? Is it much farther?”
The horses of the omnibus stopped just as a ball of fire burst up and exploded with a ringing noise that was
deafening but clear, like the noise of a blacksmith’s forge. All the cloud was shattered.
“Oh, listen, Sir Thomas Browne! No, I mean look; we shall get a view at last. No, I mean listen; that sounds
like a rainbow!”
The noise had died into the faintest murmur, beneath which another murmur grew, spreading stealthily,
steadily, in a curve that widened but did not vary. And in widening curves a rainbow was spreading from the
horses’ feet into the dissolving mists.
“But how beautiful! What colors! Where will it stop? It is more like the rainbows you can tread on. More like
dreams.”
The color and the sound grew together. The rainbow spanned an enormous gulf. Clouds rushed under it and
were pierced by it, and still it grew, reaching forward, conquering the darkness, until it touched something that
seemed more solid than a cloud.
The boy stood up. “What is that out there?” he called. “What does it rest on, out at that other end?”
In the morning sunshine a precipice shone forth beyond the gulf. A precipice—or was it a castle? The horses
moved. They set their feet upon the rainbow.
“Oh, look!” the boy shouted. “Oh, listen! those caves—or are they gateways? Oh, look between those cliffs at
those ledges. I see people! I see trees!”
“Look also below,” whispered Sir Thomas. “Neglect not the diviner Acheron.”\fn{ The river of Hades; so named by
the Greeks.}
The boy looked below, past the flames of the rainbow that licked against their wheels. The gulf also had
cleared, and in its depths there flowed an everlasting river. One sunbeam entered and struck a green pool, and as
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they passed over he saw three maidens rise to the surface of the pool, singing, and playing with something that
glistened like a ring.
“You down in the water—” he called.
They answered, “You up on the bridge—” There was a burst of music. “You up on the bridge, good luck to
you. Truth in the depth, truth on the height.”
“You down in the water, what are you doing?”
Sir Thomas Browne replied: “They sport in the mancipiary\fn{ Enslaving.} possession of their gold;” and the
omnibus arrived.
*
The boy was in disgrace. He sat locked up in the nursery of Agathox Lodge, learning poetry for a punishment.
His father had said, “My boy! I can pardon anything but untruthfulness,” and had caned him, saying at each
stroke, “There is no omnibus, no driver, no bridge, no mountain; you are a truant, a guttersnipe, a liar.” His father
could be very stern at times. His mother had begged him to say he was sorry. But he could not say that. It was the
greatest day of his life, in spite of the caning and the poetry at the end of it.
He had returned punctually at sunset—driven not by Sir Thomas Browne, but by a maiden lady who was full
of quiet fun. They had talked of omnibuses and also of barouche landaus.\fn{ Four-wheeled vehicles with a drivers box up
front, the passengers sitting facing one another on two double seats behind and lower than the driver; it could be covered in inclement
weather.} How far away her gentle voice seemed now! Yet it was scarcely three hours since he had left her up the

alley.
His mother called through the door. “Dear, you are to come down and to bring your poetry with you.”
He came down, and found that Mr. Bons was in the smoking-room with his father. It had been a dinner party.
“Here is the great traveler!” said his father grimly. “Here is the young gentleman who drives in an omnibus
over rainbows, while young ladies sing to him.” Pleased with his wit, he laughed.
“After all,” said Mr. Bons, smiling, “there is something a little like it in Wagner. It is odd how, in quite illiterate
minds, you will find glimmers of Artistic Truth. The case interests me. Let me lead for the culprit. We have all
romanced in our time, haven’t we?”
“Hear how kind Mr. Bons is,” said his mother, while his father said, “Very well. Let him say his Poem, and that
will do. He is going away to my sister on Tuesday, and she will cure him of this alley-slopering.” (Laughter.) “Say
your Poem.”
The boy began Standing Aloof in Giant Ignorance.
His father laughed again—roared. “One for you, my son! Standing Aloof in Giant Ignorance! I never these
poets talked sense. Just describes you. Here, Bons, you go in for poetry. Put him through it, will you, while I fetch
up the whisky?”
“Yes, give me the Keats,”\fn{John Keats (1795-1821), English poet, one of the most gifted and appealing of the 19 th Century.}
said Mr. Bons. “Let him say his Keats to me.”
So for a few moments the wise man and the ignorant boy were left alone in the smoking-room.
Standing aloof in giant ignorance,
Of thee I dream and of the Cyclades,
As one who sits ashore and longs perchance
To visit—

“Quite right. To visit what?”
To visit dolphin coral in deep seas,

said the boy, and burst into tears.
“Come, come! why do you cry?”
“Because—because all these words that only rhymed before, now that I’ve come back they’re me.”
Mr. Bons laid the Keats down. The case was more interesting than he had expected. “ You?” he exclaimed.
“This sonnet, you?”
“Yes—and look further on:
Aye, on the shores of darkness there is light,
And precipices show untrodden green.
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It is so, sir. All these things are true.”
“Nonsense,” said Mr. Bons.
“If I had stopped! They tempted me. They told me to give up my ticket—for you cannot come back if you lose
your ticket. They called from the river for it, and indeed I was tempted, for I have never been so happy as among
those precipices. But I thought of my mother and father, and that I must fetch them. Yet they will not come,
though the road starts opposite our house. It has all happened as the people up there warned me, and Mr. Bons has
disbelieved me like everyone else. I have been caned. I shall never see that mountain again.”
“What’s that about me?” said Mr. Bons, sitting up in his chair very suddenly.
“I told them about you, and how clever you were, and how many books you had, and they said,
Mr. Bons will certainly disbelieve you.

“Stuff and nonsense, my young friend. You grow impertinent. I—well—I will settle the matter. Not a word to
your father. I will cure you. Tomorrow evening I will myself call here to take you for a walk, and at sunset we will
go up this alley opposite and hunt for your omnibus, you silly little boy.”
His face grew serious, for the boy was not disconcerted, but leapt about the room singing, “Joy! Joy! I told
them you would believe me. We will drive together over the rainbow. I told them that you would come.” After all,
could there be anything in the story? Wagner? Keats? Shelley? Sir Thomas Browne? Certainly the case was
interesting.
And on the morrow evening, though it was pouring with rain, Mr. Bons did not omit to call at Agathox Lodge.
The boy was ready, bubbling with excitement, and skipping about in a way that rather vexed the President of
the Literary Society. They took a turn down Buckingham Park Road, and then—having seen that no one was
watching them—slipped up the alley. Naturally enough (for the sun was setting) they ran straight against the
omnibus.
“Good heavens!” exclaimed Mr. Bons. “Good gracious heavens!”
It was not the omnibus in which the boy had driven first, nor yet that in which he had returned. There were
three horses—black, gray, and white, the gray being the finest. The driver, who turned round at the mention of
goodness and of heaven, was a sallow man with terrifying jaws and sunken eyes. Mr. Bons, on seeing him, gave a
cry as if of recognition, and began to tremble violently.
The boy jumped in.
“Is it possible?” cried Mr. Bons. “Is the impossible possible?”
“Sir; come in, sir. It is such a fine omnibus. Oh, here is his name—Dan someone.”\fn{ Dante Alighieri (1265-1321),
Florentine poet; one of the towering giants of world literature .}
Mr. Bons sprang in too. A blast of wind immediately slammed the omnibus door, and the shock jerked down
all the omnibus blinds, which were very weak on their springs.
“Dan … Show me. Good gracious heavens! We’re moving.”
“Hooray!” said the boy.
Mr. Bons became flustered. He had not intended to be kidnapped. He could not find the door-handle nor push
up the blinds. The omnibus was quite dark, and by the time he had struck a match, night had come on outside also.
They were moving rapidly.
“A strange, a memorable adventure,” he said, surveying the interior of the omnibus, which was large, roomy,
and constructed with extreme regularity, every part exactly answering to every other part. Over the door (the
handle of which was outside) was written—

Lasciaste ogni baldanza voi che entrate
at least, that was what was written, but Mr. Bons said that it was Lashy arty something, and that baldaza was a
mistake for speranza.\fn{Line III:3.9 of Hell by Dante reads: Lasciate ogni speranza voi che entrate. The translator of my Dante
Louis Biancolli renders this: Leave all hope behind, you who enter here .} His voice sounded as if he was in church. Meanwhile, the boy called for the cadaverous driver for two return tickets. They were handed in without a word. Mr.
Bons covered his face with his hand and again trembled. “Do you know who that is!” he whispered, when the
little window had shut upon them. “It is the impossible.”
“Well, I don’t like him as much as Sir Thomas Browne, though I shouldn’t be surprised if he had even more in
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him.”
“More in him?” He stamped irritably. “By accident you have made the greatest discover of the century, and all
you can say is that there is more in this man. Do you remember those vellum books in my library, stamped with
red lilies? This—sit still, I bring you stupendous news!—this is the man who wrote them.”
The boy sat quite still. “I wonder if we shall see Mrs. Gamp?” he asked, after a civil pause.
“Mrs.——?”
“Mrs. Gamp and Mrs. Harris. I like Mrs. Harris. I came upon them quite suddenly. Mrs. Gamp’s bandboxes
have moved over the rainbows so badly. All the bottoms have fallen out, and two of the pippins off her bedstead
tumbled into the stream.”
“Out there sits the man who wrote my vellum books!” thundered Mr. Bons, “and you talk to me of
Dickens\fn{Charles John Dickens (1812-1870), English novelist; one of the most popular writers in the history of literature; these two
must be characters he invented.} and of Mrs. Gamp?”
“I know Mrs. Gam; so well,” he apologized. “I could not help being glad to see her. I recognized her voice.
She was telling Mrs. Harris about Mrs. Prig.”
“Did you spend the whole day in her elevating company?”
“Oh, no. I raced. I met a man who took me out beyond to a race-course. You run, and there are dolphins out at
sea.”
“Indeed. Do you remember the man’s name?”
“Achilles. No; he was later. Tom Jones.”
Mr. Bons sighed heavily. “Well, my lad, you have made a miserable mess of it. Think of a cultured person with
your opportunities! A cultured person would have known all these characters and known what to have said to
each. He would not have wasted his time with a Mrs. Gamp or a Tom Jones. The creations of Homer, of
Shakespeare, and of Him who drives us now, would alone have contented him. He would not have raced. He
would have asked intelligent questions.”
“But, Mr. Bons,” said the boy humbly, “you will be a cultured person. I told them so.”
“True, true, and I beg you not to disgrace me when we arrive. No gossiping. No running. Keep close to my
side, and never speak to these Immortals unless they speak to you. Yes, and give me the return tickets. You will be
losing them.”
The boy surrendered the tickets, but felt a little sore. After all, he had found the way to this place. It was hard
first to be disbelieved and then to be lectured. Meanwhile, the rain had stopped, and moonlight crept into the
omnibus through the cracks in the blinds.
“But how is there to be a rainbow?” cried the boy.
“You distract me,” snapped Mr. Bons. “I wish to meditate on beauty. I wish to goodness I was with a reverent
and sympathetic person.”
The lad bit his lip. He made a hundred good resolutions. He would imitate Mr. Bons all the visit. He would not
laugh, or run, or sing, or do any of the vulgar things that must have disgusted his new friends last time. He would
be very careful to pronounce their names properly, and to remember who knew whom Achilles did not know Tom
Jones—at least, so Mr. Bons said. The Duchess of Malfi\fn{ Chief character in a play of that name by William Shakespeare
(composed 1613-1614).} was older than Mrs. Gamp—at least, so Mr. Bons said. He would be self-conscious, reticent,
and prim. He would never say he liked anyone. Yet, when the blind flew up at a chance touch of his hand, all
these good resolutions went to the winds, for the omnibus had reached the summit of a moonlit hill, and there was
the chasm, and there, across it, stood the old precipices, dreaming, with their feet in the everlasting river. He
exclaimed, “The mountain! Listen to the new tune in the water! Look at the camp fires in the ravines,” and Mr.
Bons, after a hasty glance, retorted, “Water? Camp fires? Ridiculous rubbish. Hold your tongue. There is nothing
at all.”
Yet, under his eyes, a rainbow formed, compounded not of sunlight and storm, but of moonlight and the spray
of the river. The three horses put their feet upon it. He thought it the finest rainbow he had seen, but he did not
dare to say so, since Mr. Bons said that nothing was there. He leant out—the window had opened—and sang the
tune that rose from the sleeping waters.
“The prelude of Rhinegold?”\fn{Das Rhinegold, an opera by Wagner.} said Bons suddenly. “Who taught you these
leit motifs?” He, too, looked out of the window. Then he behaved very oddly. He gave a choking cry and fell back
onto the omnibus floor. He writhed and kicked. His face was green.
“Does the bridge make you dizzy?” the boy asked.
“Dizzy!” gasped Mr. Bons. “I want to go back. Tell the driver.”
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But the driver shook his head.
“We are nearly there,” said the boy. “They are asleep. Shall I call? They will be so pleased to see you, for I
have prepared them.”
Mr. Bons moaned. They moved over the lunar rainbow, which ever and every broke away behind their wheels.
How still the night was! Who would be sentry at the Gate?
“I am coming,” he shouted, again forgetting the hundred resolutions. “I am returning—I, the boy.”
“The boy is returning,” cried a voice to other voices, who repeated, “The boy is returning.”
“I am bringing Mr. Bons with me.”
Silence.
“I should have said Mr. Bons is bringing me with him.”
Profound silence.
“Who stands sentry?”
“Achilles.”
And on the rocky causeway, close to the springing of the rainbow bridge, he saw a young man who carried a
wonderful shield.
“Mr. Bons, it is Achilles, armed.”
“I want to go back,” said Mr. Bons.
The last fragment of the rainbow melted, the wheels sang upon the living rock, the door of the omnibus burst
open. Out leapt the boy—he could not resist—and sprang to meet the warrior, who, stooping suddenly, caught him
on his shield.
“Achilles!” he cried, “let me get down, for I am ignorant and vulgar, and I must wait for that Mr. Bons of
whom I told you yesterday.”
But Achilles raised him aloft. He crouched on the wonderful shield, on heroes and burning cities, on vineyards
graven in gold, on every dear passion, every joy, on the entire image of the Mountain that he had discovered,
encircled, like it, with an everlasting stream. “No, no,” he protested, “I am not worthy. It is Mr. Bons who must be
up here.”
But Mr. Bons was whimpering, and Achilles trumpeted and cried, “Stand upright upon my shield!”
“Sir, I did not mean to stand! Something made me stand. Sir, why do you delay? Here is only the great
Achilles, whom you knew.”
Mr. Bons screamed, “I see no one. I see nothing. I want to go back.” Then he cried to the driver, “Save me! Let
me stop in your chariot. I have bound you in vellum. Take me back to my world.”
The driver replied. “I am the means and not the end. I am the food and not the life. Stand by yourself, as that
boy has stood. I cannot save you. For poetry is a spirit; and they that would worship it must worship in spirit and
in truth.”
Mr. Bons—he could not resist—crawled out of the beautiful omnibus. His face appeared, gaping horribly. His
hands followed, one gripping the step, the other beating the air. Now his shoulders emerged, his chest, his
stomach. With a shriek of “I see London!” he fell—fell against the hard, moonlit rock, fell into it as if it were
water, fell through it, vanished, and was seen by the boy no more.
“Where have you fallen to, Mr. Bons? Here is a procession arriving to honor you with music and torches. Here
come the men and women whose names you know. The mountain is awake, the river is awake, over the racecourse the sea is awakening those dolphins, and it is all for you. They want you—”
There was the touch of fresh leaves on his forehead. Someone had crowned him.
ΤΕΛΟΣ\fn{Greek: it means finish, or the end.}
*
From the Kingston Gazette, Surbiton Times, and Raynes Park Observer.
The body of Mr. Septimus Bons has been found in a
shockingly mutilated condition in the vicinity of the
Bermondsey gas-works. The deceased’s pockets contained
a sovereign-purse, a silver cigar-case, a bijou pronouncing
dictionary, and a couple of omnibus tickets. The
unfortunate gentleman had apparently been hurled from a
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considerable height. Foul play is suspected, and a
thorough investigation is pending by the authorities. …….

220.10 Excerpt from The Well Of Loneliness\fn{by Marguerite Radcliffe-Hall (1880-1943)} Bournemouth,
Bournemouth, England, United Kingdom (F) 12
1
Not very far from Upton-on-Severn—between it, in fact, and the Malvern Hills—stands the country seat of the
Gordons of Bramley; well-timbered, well-cottaged, well-fenced and well-watered, having, in this latter respect, a
stream that forks in exactly the right position to feed two large lakes in the grounds.
The house itself is of Gerogian red brick, with charming circular windows near the roof. It has dignity and
pride without ostentation, self-assurance without arrogance, repose without inertia; and a gentle aloofness that, to
those who know its spirit, but adds to its value as a home. It is indeed like certain lovely women who, now old,
belong to a bygone generation—women who in youth were passionate but seemly; difficult to win but when won,
all-fulfilling. They are passing away, but their homesteads remain, and such an homestead is Morton.
To Morton Hall came the Lady Anna Gordon as a bride of just over twenty. She was lovely as only an Irish
woman can be, having that in her bearing that betokened quiet pride, having that in her eyes that betokened great
longing, having that in her body that betokened happy promise—the archetype of the very perfect woman, whom
creating God has found good. Sir Philip had met her away in County Clare—Anna Molloy, the slim virgin thing,
all chastity, and his weariness had flown to her bosom as a spent bird will fly to its nest—as indeed such a bird
had once flown to her, she told him, taking refuge from the perils of a storm.
Sir Philip was a tall man and exceedingly well-favoured, but his charm lay less in feature than in a certain wide
expression, a tolerant expression that might almost be called noble, and in something sad yet gallant in his deepset hazel eyes. His chin, which was firm, was very slightly cleft, his forehead intellectual, his hair tinged with
auburn. His wide-nostrilled nose was indicative of temper, but his lips were well-modeled and sensitive and
ardent—they revealed him as a dream and a lover.
Twenty-nine when they had married, he had sown no few wild oats, yet Anna’s true instinct made her trust him
completely. Her guardian had disliked him, opposing the engagement, but in the end she had had her own way.
And as things turned out her choice had been happy, for seldom had two people loved more than they did; they
loved with an ardour undiminished by time; as they ripened, so their love ripened with them.
Sir Philip never knew how much he longed for a son until, some ten years after marriage, his wife conceived a
child; then he knew that this thing meant complete fulfillment, the fulfillment for which they had both been
waiting. When she told him, he could not find words for expression, and must just turn and weep on her shoulder.
It never seemed to cross his mind for a moment that Anna might very well give him a daughter; he saw her only
as a mother of sons, nor could her warnings disturb him. He christened the unborn infant Stephen, because he had
admired the pluck of that Saint. He was not a religious man by instinct, being perhaps too much of a student, but
he read the Bible for his fine literature, and Stephen had gripped his imagination. Thus he often discussed the
future of their child: “I think I shall put Stephen down for Harrow,” or: “I’d rather like Stephen to finish off
abroad, it widens one’s outlook on life.”
After listening to him, Anna also grew convinced; his certainty wore down her vague misgivings, and she saw
herself playing with this little Stephen, in the nursery, in the garden, in the sweet-smelling meadows.
“And himself the lovely young man,” she would say, thinking of the soft Irish speech ofher peasants: “And
himself with the light of the stars in his eyes, and the courage of a lion in his heart!”
When the child stirred within her she would think it stirred strongly because of the gallant male creature she
was hiding; then her spirit grew large with a mighty new courage, because a man-child would be born. She would
sit with her needle-work dropped on her knees, while her eyes turned away to the long line of hills that stretched
beyond the Severn valley. From her favourite seat underneath an old cedar, she would see these Malvern Hills in
their beauty, and their swelling slopes seemed to hold a new meaning. They were like pregnant women, fullbosomed, courageous, great green-girdled mothers of splendid sons! Thus through all those summer months, she
sat and watched the hills, and Sir Philip would sit with her—they would sit hand in hand. And because she felt
grateful she gave much to the poor, and Sir Philip went to church, which was seldom his custom, and the Vicar
came to dinner, and just towards the end many matrons called to give good advice to Anna.
But: “Man proposes—God disposes,” and so it happened that on Christmas Eve, Anna Gordon was delivered
841

of a daughter; a narrow-hipped, wide-shouldered little tadpole of a baby, that yelled and yelled for three hours
without ceasing, as though outraged to find itself ejected into life.
*
Anna Gordon held her child to her breast, but she grieved while it drank, because of her man who had longed
so much for a son. And seeing her grief, Sir Philip hid his chagrin, and he fondled the baby and examined its
fingers.
“What a hand!” he would say. “Why it’s actually got nails on all its ten fingers: little, perfect, pink nails!”
Then Anna would dry her eyes and caress it, kissing the tiny hand. He insisted on calling the infant Stephen,
nay more, he would have it baptized by that name.
“We’ve called her Stephen so long,” he told Anna, “that I really can’t see why we shouldn’t go on …” Anna
felt doubtful, but Sir Philip was stubborn, as he could be at times over whims.
The Vicar said it was rather unusual, so to mollify him they must add female names. The child was baptized in
the village church as Stephen Mary Olivia Gertrude—and she throve, seeming strong, and when her hair grew it
was seen to be auburn like Sir Philip’s, There was also a tiny cleft in her chin, so small just at first that it looked
like a shadow; and after a while when her eyes lost the blueness that is proper to puppies and other young things,
Anna saw that her eyes were going to be hazel—and thought that their expression was her father’s. On the whole
she was quite a well-behaved baby, owing no doubt, to a fine constitution. Beyond that first energetic protest at
birth, she had done very little howling.
It was happy to have a baby at Morton, and the old house seemed to become more mellow as the child,
growing fast now and learning to walk, staggered or stumbled or sprawled on the floors that had long known the
ways of children. Sir Philip would come home all muddy from hunting and would rush into the nursery before
pulling off his boots, then down he would go on his hands and knees while Stephen clambered on his back. Sir
Philip would pretend to be well corned up, bucking and jumping and kicking wildly, so that Stephen must cling to
his hair or his collar, and thump him with his hard little arrogant fists. Anna, attracted by the outlandish hubbub,
would find them, and would point to the mud on the carpet.
She would say: “Now, Philip, now, Stephen, that’s enough! It’s time for your tea,” as though both of them were
children. Then Sir Philip would reach up and disentangle Stephen, after which he would kiss Stephen’s mother.
*
The son that they waited for seemed long a-coming; he had not arrived when Stephen was seven. Nor had
Anna produced other female offspring. Thus Stephen remained cock of the roost. It is doubtful if any only child is
to be envied, for the only child is bound to become introspective; having no one his of its own ilk in whom to
confide, it is apt to confide in itself. It cannot be said that at seven years old the mind is beset by serious problems,
but nevertheless it is already groping, may already be subject to small fits of dejection, may already be struggling
to get a grip on life—on the limited life of its surroundings. At seven there are miniature loves and hatreds, which,
however, loom large and are extremely disconcerting. There may even be present a dim sense of frustration, and
Stephen was often conscious of this sense, though she could not have put it into words. To cope with it, however,
she would give way at times to sudden fits of hot temper, working herself up over everyday trifles that usually left
her cold. It relieved her to stamp and then burst into tears at the first sign of opposition. After such outbreaks she
would feel much more cheerful, would find it almost easy to be docile and obedient. In some vague, childish way
she had hit back at life, and this fact had restored her self-respect. Anna would send for her turbulent offspring and
would say:
“Stephen darling, Mother’s not really cross—tell Mother what makes you give way to these tempers; she’ll
promise to try to understand if you’ll tell her …”
But her eyes would look cold, though her voice might be gentle, and her hand when it fondled would be
tentative, unwilling. The hand would be making an effort to fondle, and Stephen would be conscious of that effort.
Then looking up at the calm, lovely face, Stephen would be filled with a sudden contrition, with a sudden deep
sense of her own shortcomings; she would long to blurt all this out to her mother, yet would stand there tonguetied, saying nothing at all. For these two were strangely shy with each other—it was almost grotesque, this
shyness of theirs, as existing between mother and child. Anna would feel it, and through her Stephen, young as
she was, would become conscious of it; so that they held a little aloof when they should have been drawing
together.
Stephen, acutely responsive to beauty, would be dimly longing to find expression for a feeling almost
amounting to worship, that her mother’s face had awakened. But Anna, looking gravely at her daughter, noting the
plentiful auburn hair, the brave hazel eyes that were so like her father’s, as indeed were the child’s whole
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expression and being, would be filled with a sudden antagonism that came very near to anger.
She would awake at night and ponder this thing, scourging herself in a access of contrition; accusing herself of
hardness of spirit, of being an unnatural mother. Sometimes she would shed slow, miserable tears, remembering
the inarticulate Stephen. She would think:
“I ought to be proud of the likeness, proud and happy and glad when I see it!” Then back would come flooding
that queer antagonism that amounted almost to anger.
It would seem to Anna that she must be going mad, for this likeness to her husband would strike her as an
outrage—as though the poor, innocent seven-year-old Stephen were in some way a caricature of Sir Philip; a
blemished, unworthy, maimed reproduction—yet she knew that the child’s soft flesh would be almost distasteful
to her; when she hated the way Stephen moved or stood still, hated a certain largeness about her, a certain crude
lack of grace in her movements, a certain unconscious defiance. Then the mother’s mind would slip back to the
days when this creature had clung to her breast, forcing her to love it by its own utter weakness; and at this
thought her eyes must fill again, for she came of a race of devoted mothers. The thing had crept on her like a foe
in the dark—it had been slow, insidious, deadly; it had waxed strong as Stephen herself had waxed strong, being
part, in some way, of Stephen.
Restlessly tossing from side to side, Anna Gordon would pray for enlightenment and guidance; would pray that
her husband might never suspect her feelings towards his child. All that she was and had been he knew; in all the
world she had no other secret save this one most unnatural and monstrous injustice that was stronger than her will
to destroy it. And Sir Philip loved Stephen, he idolized her; it was almost as though he divined by instinct that his
daughter was being secretly defrauded, was bearing some unmerited burden. He never spoke to his wife of these
things, yet watching them together, she grew daily more certain that his love for the child held an element in it
that was closely akin to pity.
2
At about this time Stephen first became conscious of an urgent necessity to love. She adored her father, but
that was quite different; he was part of herself, he had always been there, she could not envisage the world
without him—it was other with Collins, the housemaid.
Collins was what was called “second of three”; she might one day home for promotion. Meanwhile she was
florid, full-lipped and full-bosomed, rather ample indeed for a young girl of twenty, but her eyes were unusually
blue and arresting, very pretty inquisitive eyes. Stephen had seen Collins sweeping the stairs for two years, and
had passed her by quite unnoticed; but one morning, when Stephen was just over seven, Collins looked up and
suddenly smiled, then all in a moment Stephen knew that she loved her—a staggering revelation! Collins said
politely:
“Good morning, Miss Stephen.”
She had always said, “Good morning, Miss Stephen,” but on this occasion it sounded alluring—so alluring that
Stephen wanted to touch her, and extending a rather uncertain hand she started to stroke her sleeve. Collins picked
up the hand and started at it.
“Oh, my!” she exclaimed, “what very dirty nails!” Whereupon their owner flushed painfully crimson and
dashed upstairs to repair them.
“Put them scissors down this minute, Miss Stephen!” came the nurse’s peremptory voice, while her charge was
still busily engaged on her toilet. But Stephen said firmly:
“I’m cleaning my nails ’cause Collins doesn’t like them—she says they’re dirty!”
“What impudence!” snapped the nurse, thoroughly annoyed. “I’ll thank her to mind her own business!”
Having finally secured the large cutting-out scissors, Mrs. Bingham went forth in search of the offender; she
was not one to tolerate any interference with the dignity of her status. She found Collins still on the top flight of
stairs, and forthwith she started to upbraid her—“putting her back in her place,” the nurse called it—and she did it
so thoroughly that in less than five minutes the “second-of-three” had been told of every fault that was likely to
preclude promotion.
Stephen stood still in the nursery doorway. She could feel her heart thumping against her side, thumping with
anger and pity for Collins who was answering never a word. There she knelt mute, with her brush suspended, with
her mouth slightly open and her eyes rather scared; and when at long last she did manage to speak, her voice
sounded humble and frightened. She was timid by nature, and the nurse’s sharp was a byword throughout the
household. Collins was saying:
“Interfere with your child? Oh, no, Mrs. Bingham, never! I hope I knows my place better than that—Miss
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Stephen herself showed me them dirty nails; she said: ‘Collins, just look, aren’t my nails awful dirty!’ And I said:
‘You must ask Nanny about that, Miss Stephen.’ Is it likely that I’d interfere with your work? I’m not that sort,
Mrs. Bingham.”
Oh, Collins, Collins, with those pretty blue eyes and that funny alluring smile! Stephen’s own eyes grew wide
with amazement, then they clouded with sudden and disillusioned tears, for far worse than Collins’ poorness of
spirit was the dreadful injustice of those lies—yet this very injustice seemed to draw her to Collins, since
despising, she could still love her.
For the rest of that day Stephen brooded darkly over Collins’ unworthiness; and yet all through that day she
still wanted Collins, and whenever she saw her she caught her self smiling, quite unable, in her turn, to muster the
courage to frown her innate disapproval. And Collins smiled too, if the nurse was not looking, and she held up her
plump red fingers, pointing to her nails and making a grimace at the nurse’s retreating figure. Watching her,
Stephen felt unhappy and embarrassed, not so much for herself as for Collins; and this feeling increased, so that
thinking about her made Stephen go hot down her spine. In the evening, when Collins was laying the tea, Stephen
managed to get her alone.
“Collins,” she whispered, “you told an untruth—I never showed you my dirty nails!”
“’Course not!” murmured Collins, “but I had to say something—you didn’t mind, Miss Stephen, did you?”
And as Stephen looked doubtfully up into her face, Collins suddenly stooped and kissed her.
Stephen stood speechless from a sheer sense of joy, all her doubts swept completely away. At that moment she
knew nothing but beauty and Collins, and the two were as one, and the one was Stephen—and yet not Stephen
either, but something more vast, that the mind of seven years found no name for. The nurse cam in grumbling:
“Now then, hurry up, Miss Stephen! Don’t stand there as though you were daft! Go and wash your face and
hands before tea—how many times must I tell you the same thing?”
“I don’t know,” muttered Stephen. And indeed she did not; she knew nothing of such trifles at that moment.
*
From now on Stephen entered a completely new world, that turned on an axis of Collins. A world full of
constant exciting adventures; of elation, of joy, of incredible sadness, but withal a fine place to be dashing about
in like a moth who is courting a candle. Up and down went the days; they resembled a swing that soared high
about the tree-tops, then dropped to the depths, but seldom if ever hung midway. And with them went Stephen,
clinging to the swing, waking up in the mornings, with a thrill of vague excitement—the sort of excitement that
belonged by rights to birthdays, and Christmas, and a visit to the pantomime at Malvern. She would open her eyes
and jump out of bed quickly, still too sleepy to remember why she felt so elated; but then would come memory—
she would know that this day she was actually going to see Collins. The thought would set her splashing in her
sitz-bath, and tearing the buttons off her clothes in her haste, and cleaning her nails with such ruthlessness and
vigour that she made them quite sore in the process.
She began to be very inattentive at her lessons, sucking her pencil, staring out of the window, or what was far
worse, not listening at all, except for Collins’ footsteps. The nurse slapped her hands, and stood her in the corner,
and deprived her of jam, but all to no purpose; for Stephen would smile, hugging closer her secret—it was worth
being punished for Collins.
She grew restless and could be induced to sit still even when her nurse read aloud. At one time she had very
much liked being read to, especially from books that were all about heroes; but now such stories so stirred her
ambition, that she longed intensely to live them. She, Stephen, now longed to be William Tell, or Nelson, or the
whole Charge of Balaclava; and this led to much foraging in the nursery rag-bag, much hunting up of garments
once used for charades, much swagger and noise, much strutting and posing, and much staring into the mirror.
There ensued a period of general confusion when the nursery looked as though smitten by an earthquake; when
the chairs and the floor would be littered with oddments that Stephen had dug out but discarded. Once dressed,
however, she would walk away grandly, waving the nurse peremptorily aside, going, as always, in search of
Collins, who might have to be stalked to the basement. Sometimes Collins would play up, especially to Nelson.
“My, but you do look fine!” she would exclaim. And then to the cook:
“Do come here, Mrs. Wilson! Doesn’t Miss Stephen look exactly like a boy? I believe she must be a boy with
them shoulders, and them funny gawky legs she’s got on her!” And Stephen would say gravely:
“Yes, of course I’m a boy. I’m young Nelson, and I’m saying: ‘What is fear?’ you know, Collins—I must be a
boy, ’cause I feel exactly like one, I feel like young Nelson in the picture upstairs.” Collins would laugh and so
would Mrs. Wilson, and after Stephen had gone they would get talking, and Collins might say:
“She is a queer kid, always dressing herself up and play-acting—it’s funny.” But Mrs. Wilson might show
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disapproval:
“I don’t hold with such nonsense, not for a young lady. Miss Stephen’s quite different from other young ladies
—she’s got none of their pretty little ways—it’s a pity!” There were times, however, when Collins seemed sulk,
when Stephen could dress up as Nelson in vain.
“Now, don’t bother me, Miss, I’ve got my work to see to!” or
“You go and show Nurse—yes, I know you’re a boy, but I’ve got my work to get on with. Run away.”
And Stephen must slink upstairs thoroughly deflated, strangely unhappy and exceedingly humble, and must
tear off the clothes she so dearly loved donning, to replace them by the garments she hated. How she hated soft
dresses and sashes, and ribbons, and small coral beads, and openwork stockings. Her legs felt to free and
comfortable in breeches; she adored pockets too, and these were forbidden—at least really adequate pockets. She
would gloom about the nursery because Collins had snubbed her, because she was conscious of feeling all wrong,
because she so longed to be someone quite real, instead of just Stephen pretending to be Nelson. In a quick fit of
anger she would go to the cupboard, and getting out her dolls would begin to torment them. She had always
despised the idiotic creatures which, however, arrived with each Christmas and birthday.
“I hate you! I hate you! I hate you!” she would mutter, thumping their innocuous faces. But one day, when
Collins had been crosser than usual, she seemed to be filled with a sudden contrition.
“It’s me housemaid’s knee,” she confided to Stephen. “It’s not you, it’s me housemaid’s knee, dearie.”
“Is that dangerous?” demanded the child, looking frightened. Then Collins, true to her class, said:
“It may be—it may mean an ’orrible operation, and I don’t want no operation.”
“What’s that?” inquired Stephen.
“Why, they’d cut me,” moaned Collins; “they’d ’ave to cut me to let out the water.”
“Oh, Collins! What water?”
“The water in me kneecap—you can see if you press it, Miss Stephen.
They were standing alone in the spacious night-nursery, where Collins was limply making the bed. It was one
of those rare and delicious occasions when Stephen could converse with her goddess undisturbed, for the nurse
had gone out to post a letter. Collins rolled down a coarse woolen stocking and displayed the afflicted member; it
was blotchy and swollen and far from attractive, but Stephen’s eyes filled with quick, anxious tears as she touched
the knee with her finger.
“There now!” exclaimed Collins. “See that dent” That’s the water!” And she added:
“It’s so painful it fair makes me sick. It all comes from polishing them floors, Miss Stephen; I didn’t ought to
polish them floors.” Stephen said gravely:
“I do wish I’d got it—I wish I’d got your housemaid’s knee, Collins, ’cause that way I could bear it instead of
you. I’d like to be awfully hurt for you, Collins, the way that Jesus was hurt for sinners. Suppose I pray hard,
don’t you think I might catch it? Or supposing I rub my knee against yours?”
“Lord bless you!” laughed Collins, “it’s not like the measles; no, Miss Stephen, it’s caught from them floors.”
That evening Stephen became rather pensive, and she turned to the Child’s Book of Scripture Stories and she
studied the picture of the Lord on His Cross, and she felt that she understood Him. She had often been rather
puzzled about Him, since she herself was fearful of pain—when she barked her shins on the gravel in the garden,
it was not always easy to keep back her tears—and yet Jesus had chosen to bear pain for sinners, when He might
have called up all those angels! Oh, yes, she had wondered a great deal about Him, but now she no longer
wondered.
At bedtime, when her mother came to hear her say her prayers—as custom demanded—Stephen’s prayers
lacked conviction. But when Anna had kissed her and had turned out the light, then it was that Stephen prayed in
good earnest—with such fervour, indeed, that she dripped perspiration in a veritable orgy of prayer.
“Please, Jesus give me a housemaid’s knee instead of Collins—do, do, Lord Jesus. Please, Jesus, I would like
to bear all Collins’ pain the way You did, and I don’t want any angels! I would like to wash Collins in my blood,
Lord Jesus—I would like very much to be a Saviour to Collins—I love her, and I want to be hurt like You were;
please, dear Lord Jesus, do let me. Please give me a knee that’s all full of water, so that I can have Collins’
operation. I want to have it instead of her, ’cause she’s frightened—I’m not a bit frightened!”
This petition she repeated until she fell asleep, to dream that in some queer way she was Jesus, and the Collins
was kneeling and kissing her hand, because she, Stephen, had managed to cure her by cutting off her knee with a
bone paper-knife and grafting it on to her own. The dream was a mixture of rapture and discomfort, and it stayed
quite a long time with Stephen.
The next morning she awoke with the feeling of elation that comes only in moments of perfect faith. But a
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close examination of her knees in the bath, revealed them to be flawless except for old scars and a crisp, brown
scab from a recent tumble—this, of course, was very disappointing. She picked off the scab, and that hurt her a
little, but now, she felt sure, like a real house-maids knee. However, she decided to continue in prayer, and not to
be too easily downhearted. For more than three weeks she sweated and prayed, and pestered poor Collins with
endless daily questions:
“Is your knee better yet?”
“Don’t you think my knee’s swollen?”
“Have you faith? ’Cause I have …”
“Does it hurt you less, Collins?” But Collins would always reply in the same way:
“It’s no better, thank you, Miss Stephen.” At the end of the fourth week Stephen suddenly stopped praying, and
she said to Our Lord:
“You don’t love Collins, Jesus, but I do, and I’m going to get housemaid’s knee. You see if I don’t!” Then she
felt rather frightened, and added more humbly:
“I mean, I do want to—You don’t mind, do You, Lord Jesus?”
The nursery floor was covered with carpet, which was obviously rather unfortunate for Stephen; had it only
been parquet like the drawing-room and study, she felt it would better have served her purpose. All the same it
was hard if she knelt long enough—it was so hard, indeed, that she had to grit her teeth if she stayed on her knees
for more than twenty-minutes. This was much worse than barking one’s shins in the garden; it was much worse
even than picking off a scab! Nelson helped her a little. She would think:
“Now I’m Nelson. I’m in the middle of the Battle of Trafalgar—I’ve got shots in my knees!”
But then she would remember that Nelson had been spared such torment. However, it was really rather fine to
be suffering—it certainly seemed to bring Collins much nearer; it seemed to make Stephen feel that she owned
her by right of this diligent pain.
There were endless spots on the old nursery carpet, and these spots Stephen could pretend to be cleaning;
always careful to copy Collins’ movements, rubbing backwards and forwards while groaning a little. When she
got up at last, she must hold her left leg and limp, still groaning a little. Enormous new holes appears in her
stockings, through which she could examine her aching knees, and this led to rebuke:
“Stop your nonsense, Miss Stephen! It’s scandalous the way you’re tearing your stockings!”
But Stephen smiled grimly and went on with the nonsense, spurred by love to an open defiance. On the eighth
day, however, it dawned upon Stephen that Collins should be shown the proof of her devotion. Her knees were
particularly scarified that morning, so she limped off in search of the unsuspecting housemaid. Collins stared:
“Good gracious, whatever’s the matter? Whatever have you been doing, Miss Stephen?” Then Stephen said,
not without pardonable pride:
“I’ve been getting a housemaid’s knee, like you, Collins!” And as Collins looked stupid and rather bewildered
—
“You see, I wanted to share your suffering. I’ve prayed quite a lot, but Jesus won’t listen, so I’ve got to get
housemaid’s knee my own way—I can’t wait any longer for Jesus!”
“Oh, hush!” murmured Collins, thoroughly shocked. “You mustn’t say such things: it’s wicked, Miss Stephen.”
But she smiled a little in spite of herself, then she suddenly hugged the child warmly. All the same, Collins
plucked up her courage that evening and spoke to the nurse about Stephen.
“Her knees was all red and swollen, Mrs. Bingham. Did ever you know such a queer fish as she is? Praying
about my knee too. She’s a caution! And now if she isn’t trying to get one! Well, if that’s not real loving than I
don’t know nothing.” And Collins began to laugh weakly.
After this Mrs. Bingham rose in her might, and the self-imposed torture was forcibly stopped. Collins, on her
part, was ordered to lie, if Stephen continued to question. So Collins lied nobly:
“It’s better, Miss Stephen, it must be your praying—you see Jesus heard you. I expect He was sorry to see your
poor knees—I know as I was when I saw them!”
“Are you telling me the truth?” Stephen asked her, still doubting, still mindful of that first day of Love’s young
dream.
“Why, of course I’m telling you the truth, Miss Stephen.” And with this Stephen had to be content.
*
Collins became more affectionate after the incident of the housemaid’s knee; and she could not but feel a new
interest in the child whom she and the cook had now labeled as “queer,” and Stephen backed in much
surreptitious petting, and her love for Collins grew daily.
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It was spring, the season of gentle emotions, and Stephen, for the first time, became aware of spring. In a
dumb, childish way she was conscious of its fragrance, and the house irked her sorely, and she longed for the
meadows, and the hills that were white with thorn-trees Her active young body was forever on the fidget, but her
mind was bathed in a kind of soft haze, and this she could never quite put into words, though she tried to tell
Collins about it. It was all part of Collins, yet somehow quite different—it had nothing to do with Collins’ wide
smile, nor her hands which were red, nor even her eyes which were blue, and very arresting. Yet all that was
Collins, Stephen’s Collins, was also a part of these long, warm days, a part of the twilights that came in and
lingered for hours after Stephen had bee put to bed; a part too, could Stephen have only known it, of her own
quickening childish perceptions. This spring, for the first time, she thrilled to the cuckoo, standing quite still to
listen, with her head on one side; and the lure of that far-away call was destined to remain with her all her life.
There were times when she wanted to get away from Collins, yet at others she longed intensely to be hear her,
longed to force the response that her loving craved for, but quite wisely, was very seldom granted. She would say:
“I do love you awfully, Collins. I love you so much that it makes me want to cry.” And Collins would answer:
“Don’t be silly, Miss Stephen,” which was not satisfactory—not at all satisfactory. Then Stephen might
suddenly push her, in anger:
“You’re a beast! How I hate you, Collins!”
And now Stephen had taken to keeping awake every night, in order to build up pictures: pictures of herself
companioned by Collins in all sorts of happy situations. Perhaps they would be walking in the garden, hand in
hand in hand, or pausing on a hillside to listen to the cuckoo; or perhaps they would be skimming over miles of
blue ocean in a queer little ship with a leg-of-mutton sail, like the one in the fairy story. Sometimes Stephen
pictured them living alone in a low thatched cottage by the side of a mill stream—she had seen such a cottage not
vary far from Upton—and the water flowed quickly and made talking noises; there were sometimes dead leaves
on the water. This last was a very intimate picture, full of detail, even to the red china dogs that stood one at each
end of the high mantelpiece, and the grandfather clock that ticked loudly. Collins would sit by the fire with her
shoes off.
“Me feet’s that swollen and painful,” she would say. Then Stephen would go and cut rich bread and butter—
the drawing-room kind, little bread and much butter—and would put on the kettle and brew tea for Collins, who
liked it very strong and practically boiling, so that she could sip it from her saucer. In this picture it was Collins
who talked about loving, and Stephen who gently but firmly rebuked her:
“There, there, Collins, don’t be silly, you are a queer fish!”
And yet all the while she would be longing to tell her how wonderful it was, like honeysuckle blossom—
something very sweet like that—or lie fields smelling strongly of new-mown hay, in the sunshine. And perhaps
she would tell her, just at the very end—just before this last picture faded.
*
In these days Stephen clung more closely to her father, and this in a way was because of Collins. She could not
have told you why it should be so, she only felt that it was. Sir Philip and his daughter would walk on the
hillsides, in and out of the blackthorn and young green bracken; they would walk hand in hand with a deep sense
of friendship, with a deep sense of mutual understanding.
Sir Philip knew all about wild flowers and berries, and the way of young foxes and rabbits and such people.
There were many rare birds, too, on the hills near Malvern, and these he would point out to Stephen. He taught
her the simpler laws of nature, which, though simple, had always filled him with wonder: the law of the sap as it
flowed through the branches, the law of the wind that came stirring the sap, the law of bird life and the building of
nests, the law of the cuckoo’s varying call, which in June changed to “Cuckoo-kook!”
He taught out of love for both subject and pupil, and while he thus taught he watched Stephen. Sometimes,
when the child’s heart would feel full past bearing, she must tell him her problems in small, stumbling phrases.
Tell him how much she longed to be different, longed to be someone like Nelson. She would say:
“Do you think that I could be a man, supposing I thought very hard or prayed, Father?”
Then Sir Philip would smile and tease her a little, and would tell her that one day she would want pretty frocks,
and his teasing was always excessively gentle, so that it hurt not at all. But at times he would study his daughter
gravely, with his strong, cleft chin tightly cupped in his hand. He would watch her at play with the dogs in the
garden, watch the curious suggestion of strength in her movements, the long line of her limbs—she was tall for
her age—and the poise of her head on her over-broad shoulders. Then perhaps he would frown and become lost in
thought, or perhaps he might suddenly call her:
“Stephen, come here!”
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She would go to him gladly, waiting expectant for what he should say; but as likely as not he would just hold
her to him for a moment, and then let go of her abruptly. Getting up he would turn to the house and his study, to
spend all the rest of that day with his books.
A queer mixture, Sir Philip, par sportsman, part student. He had one of the finest libraries in England, and just
lately he had taken to reading half the night, which had not hitherto been his custom. Alone in that grave-looking,
quiet study, he would unlock a drawer in his ample desk, and would get out a slim volume recently acquired, and
would read and re-read it in the silence. The author was a German, Karl Heinrich Ulrichs, and reading, Sir Philip’s
eyes would grow puzzled; then groping for a pencil he would make little notes all along the immaculate margins.
Sometimes he would jump up and pace the room quickly, pausing now and again to stare at a picture—the portrait
of Stephen painted with her mother, by Millais, the previous year. He would notice the gracious beauty of Anna,
so perfect a thing, so completely reassuring; and then that indefinable quality in Stephen that made her look
wrong in the clothes she was wearing, as though she and they had no right to each other, but above all no right to
Anna. After a while he would steal up to bed, being painfully careful to tread very softly, fearful of waking his
wife who might question:
“Philip darling, it’s so late—what have you been reading?”
he would not want to answer, he would not want to tell her; that was why he must tread very softly. The next
morning, he would be very tender to Anna—but even more tender to Stephen.
*
As the spring waxed more lusty and strode into summer, Stephen grew conscious that Collins was changing.
The change was almost intangible at first, but the instinct of children is not mocked. Came a day when Collins
turned on her quite sharply, nor did she explain it by a reference to her knee.
“Don’t be always under my feet now, Miss Stephen. Don’t follow me about and don’t be always staring. I ’ates
being watched—you run up to the nursery, the basement’s no place for young ladies.” After which such rebuffs
were of frequent occurrence, if Stephen went anywhere near her.
Miserable enigma! Stephen’s mind groped about it like a little blind mole that is always in darkness. She was
utterly confounded, while her love grew the stronger for so much hard pruning, and she tried to woo Collins by
offerings of bull’s-eyes and chocolate drops, which the maid took because she liked them. Nor was Collins so
blameworthy as she appeared, for she, in her turn, was the puppet of emotion. The new footman was tall and
exceedingly handsome. He had looked upon Collins with eyes of approval. He had said:
“Stop that damned kid hanging around you; if you don’t she’ll go blabbing about us.”
And now Stephen knew very deep desolation because there was no one in whom to confide. She shrank from
telling even her father—he might not understand, he might smile, he might tease her—if he teased her, however
gently, she knew that she could not keep back her tears. Even Nelson had suddenly become quite remote. What
was the good of trying to be Nelson? What was the good of dressing up any more—what was the good of
pretending?
She turned from her food, growing pasty and languid; until, thoroughly alarmed, Anna sent for the doctor. He
arrived, and prescribed a dose of Gregory powder, finding nothing much wrong with the patient. Stephen tossed
off the foul brew without a murmur—it was almost as though she liked it.
The end came abruptly as is often the way, and it came when the child was alone in the garden, still miserably
puzzling over Collins, who had been avoiding her for days. Stephen had wandered to an old potting-shed, and
there, whom should she see but Collins and the footman; they appeared to be talking very earnestly together, so
earnestly that they failed to hear her.
Then a really catastrophic thing happened, for Henry caught Collins roughly by the wrists, and he dragged her
towards him, still handling her roughly, and he kissed her full on the lips. Stephen’s head felt suddenly hot and
dizzy, she was filled with a blind, uncomprehending rage; she wanted to cry out, but her voice failed completely,
so that all she could do was to splutter. But the very next moment she had seized a broken flower-pot and had
hurled it hard and straight at the footman. It struck him in the face, cutting open his cheek, down which the blood
trickled slowly. He stood as though stunned, gently mopping the city, while Collins stared dumbly at Stephen.
Neither of them spoke, they were feeling too guilty—they were also too much astonished.
Then Stephen turned and fled from them wildly. Away and away, anyhow, anywhere, so long as she need ot see
them! She sobbed as she ran and covered her eyes, tearing her clothes on the shrubs in passing, tearing her
stockings and the skin of her legs as she lunged against intercepting branches. But suddenly the child was caught
in strong arms, and her face was pressing against her father, and Sir Philip was carrying her back to the house, and
along the wide passage to his study. He held her on his knee, forbearing to question, and at first she crouched
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there like a little dumb creature that had somehow got itself wounded. But her heart was too young to contain this
new trouble—too heavy it felt, too much over-burdened, so the trouble came bubbling up from her heart and was
told on Sir Philip’s shoulders.
He listened very gravely, just stroking her hair.
“Yes—yes—“ he said softly; and then, “go on Stephen.” And when she had finished he was silent for some
moments, while he went on stroking her hair. Then he said:
“I think I understand, Stephen—this thing seems more dreadful than anything else that has ever happened,
more utterly dreadful—but you’ll find that it will pass and be completely forgotten—you must try to believe me,
Stephen. And now I’m going to treat you like a boy, and a boy must always be brave, remember. I’m not going to
pretend as though you were a coward; why should I, when I know that you’re brave? I’m going to send Collins
away tomorrow; do you understand, Stephen? I shall send her away. I shan’t be unkind, but she’ll go away
tomorrow, and meanwhile I don’t want you to see her again. You’ll miss her at first, that will only be natural, but
in time you’ll find that you’ll forget all about her; this trouble will just seem like nothing at all. I am telling you
the truth, dear, I swear it. If you need me, remember that I’m always near you—you can come to my study
whenever you like. You can talk to me about it whenever you’re unhappy, and you want a companion to talk to.”
He paused, then finished rather abruptly:
“Don’t worry your mother, just come to me, Stephen.”
And Stephen, still catching her breath, looked straight at him. She nodded, and Sir Philip saw his own
mournful eyes gazing back from his daughter’s tear-stained face. But her lips set more firmly, and the cleft in her
chin grew more marked with a new, childish will to courage. Bending down, he kissed her in absolute silence—it
was like the sealing of a sorrowful pace.
*
Anna, who had been out at the time of the disaster, returned to find her husband waiting for her in the hall.
“Stephen’s been naughty, she’s up in the nursery; she’s had one of her fits of temper,” he remarked.
In spite of the fact the he had obviously been waiting to intercept Anna, he now spoke quite lightly, Collins and
the footman must go, he told her. As for Stephen, he had had a long talk with her already … Anna had better just
let the things drop, it had only been childish temper …
Anna hurried upstairs to her daughter She, herself, had not been a turbulent child, and Stephen’s outbursts
always made her feel helpless; however she was fully prepared for the worst. But she found Stephen sitting with
her chin in her hand; and calmly staring out of the window; her eyes were still swollen and her face very pale,
otherwise she showed no great signs of emotion; indeed she actually smiled up at Anna—it was rather a stiff little
smile. Anna talked kindly and Stephen listened, nodding her head from time to time in acquiescence. But Anna
felt awkward, and as though for some reason the child was anxious to reassure her; that smile had been meant to
be reassuring—it had been such a very unchildish smile. The mother was doing all the talking she found. Stephen
would not discuss her affection for Collins; on this point she was firmly, obdurately silent. She neither excused
nor upheld her action in throwing a broken flowerpot at the footman.
“She’s trying to keep something back,” thought Anna, feeling more nonplussed every moment.
In the end Stephen took her mother’s hand gravely and proceeded to stroke it, as though she were consoling.
She said,
“Don’t feel worried, ’cause that worries Father—I promise I’ll try not to get into tempers, but you promise that
you won’t go on feeling worried.” And absurd though it seemed, Anna heard herself saying:
“Very well then—I do promise, Stephen.”
3
Stephen never went to her father’ study in order to talk of her grief over Collins. A reticence strange in so
young a child, together with a new, stubborn pride, held her tongue-tied, so that she fought out her battle alone,
and Sir Philip allowed her to do so. Collins disappeared and with her the footman, andin Collins’ stead came a
new second housemaid, a niece of Mrs. Bingham’s, who was evern more timid than her predecessor, and who
talked not at all. She was ugly, having small, round black eyes like currants—not inquisitive blue eyes like
Collins.
With set lips and tight throat Stephen watched this intruder as she scuttled to and from doing Collins’ duties.
She would sit and scowl at poor Winefred darkly, devising small torments to add to her labours—such as stepping
on dustpans and upsetting their contents, or hiding away brooms and brushes and slop-cloths—until Winefred,
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distracted, would finally unearth them from the most inappropriate places.
’Owever did them slop-cloths get in ’ere!” she would mutter, discovering them under a nursery cushion. And
her face would grow blotched with anxiety and fear as she glanced towards Mrs. Bingham.
But at night, when the child lay lonely and wakeful, these acts that had proved a consolation in the morning,
having sprung from a desperate kind of loyal to Collins—these acts would seem trivial and silly and useless, since
Collins could neither know of them nor see them, and the tears that had been held in check through the day would
well under Stephen’s eyelids. nor could she, in those lonely watches of the night-time, pluck up courage enough to
reproach the Lord Jesus, who, she felt, could have helped her quite well had He chosen to accord her a
housemaid’s knee. She would think:
“He loves neither me nor Collins—He wants all the pain for Himself; He won’t share it!” And then she would
feel contrite:
“Oh, I’m sorry, Lord Jesus ’cause I do know You love all miserable sinners!” And the thought that perhaps she
had been unjust to Jesus would reduce her to still further tears.
Very dreadful indeed were those nights spent in weeping, spent in doubting the Lord and His servant Collins.
The hours would drag by in intolerable blackness, that in passing seemed to envelop Stephen’s body, making her
feel now hot and now cold. The grandfather clock on the stairs ticked so loudly that her head ached to hear its
unnatural ticking—when it chimed, which it did at the hours and the half-hours, its voice seemed to shake the
whole house with terror, until Stephen would creep down under the bedclothes to hide from she knew not what.
But presently, huddled beneath the blankets, the child would be soothed by a warm sense of safety, and her
nerves would relax, while her body grew limp with the drowsy softness of bed. Then suddenly a big and most
comforting yawn, and another, and another, until darkness and Collins and tall clocks that menaced, and Stephen
herself, were all blended and merged into something quite friendly, a harmonious whole, neither fearful nor
doubting—the blessed illusion we call sleep.
*
In the weeks that followed on Collins’ departure. Anna tried to be very gentle with her daughter, having the
child ore frequently with her, more diligently fondling Stephen. Mother and daughter would walk in the garden, or
wander about together through the meadows. A great sadness would cloud her eyes for a moment, an infinite
regret as she looked down at Stephen; and Stephen, quick to discern that sadness, would press Anna’s hand with
small, anxious fingers; she would long to inquire what troubled her mother, but would be held speechless through
shyness.
The scents of the meadows would move those two strangely—the queer, pungent smell from the hearts of
dog-daises; the buttercup smell, faintly green like the grass; and the meadow-sweet that grew close by the hedges.
Sometimes Stephen must tug at her mother’s sleeve sharply—intolerable to bear that thick fragrance alone! One
day she had said:
“Stand still or you’ll hurt it—it’s all round us—it’s a white smell, it reminds me of you!” And then she had
flushed, and had glanced up quickly, rather frightened in case she should find Anna laughing.
But her mother had looked t her curiously, gravely, puzzled by this creature who seemed all contradictions—at
one moment so hard, at another so gentle, gentle to tenderness, even. Anna had been stirred as her child had been
stirred, by the breath of the meadowsweet under the hedges; for in this they were one, the mother and daughter,
having each in her veins the warm Celtic blood that takes note of such things—could they only have divined it,
such simple things might have formed a link between them.
A great will to loving had suddenly possessed Anna Gordon, there in that sunlit meadow—had possessed them
both as they stood together, bridging the gulf between maturity and childhood. They had gazed at each other as
though asking for something, as though seeking for something, the one from the other; then the moment had
passed—they had walked on in silence, no nearer in spirit than before.
*
Sometimes Anna would drive Stephen into Great Malvern, to the shops, with lunch at the Abbey Hotel on cold
beef and wholesome rice pudding. Stephen loathed these excursions, which meant dressing up, but she bore them
because of the honour which she felt to be hers when escorting her mother through the streets, especially Church
Street with its long, busy hill, because everyone saw you in Church Street. Hats would be lifted with obvious
respect, while a humbler finger might fly to a forelock; women would bow, and a few even curtsy to the lady of
Morton—women in from the country with speckled sunbonnets that looked like their hens, and kind faces like
brown, wrinkled apples. Then Anna must stop to inquire about calves and babies and foals, indeed all such young
creatures as prosper on farms, and her voice would be gentle because she loved such young creatures.
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Stephen would stand just a little behind her, thinking how gracious and lovely she was; comparing her slim and
elegant shoulders with the toil-thickened back of old Mrs. Bennett, with the ugly, bent spine of young Mrs.
Thompson who coughed when she spoke and then said: “I beg pardon!” as though she were conscious that one
did not cough in front of a goddess like Anna. Presently Anna would look round for Stephen:
“Oh, there you are, darling! We must go into Jackson’s and change mother’s books”; or,
“Nanny wants some more saucers; let’s walk on and get them at Langley’s.”
Stephen would suddenly spring to attention, especially if they were crossing the street. She would look right
and left for imaginary traffic, slipping a hand under Anna’s elbow.
“Come with me,” she would order, “and take care of the puddles, ’cause you might get your feet wet—hold on
by me, Mother!”
Anna would feel the small hand at her elbow, and would think that the fingers were curiously strong; strong
and efficient they would feel, like Sir Philip’s, and this always vaguely displeased her. Nevertheless she would
smile at Stephen while she let the child guide her in and out between the puddles.
She would say: “Thank you, dear; you’re as strong as a lion!” trying keep that displeasure from her voice.
Very protective and careful was Stephen when she and her mother were out alone together. Not all her queer
shyness could prevent her protecting, nor could Anna’s own shyness save her from protection. She was forced to
submit to a quiet supervision that was painstaking, gentle but extremely persistent. And yet was this love? Anna
often wondered. It was not, she felt sure, the trusting that Stephen had always felt for her father; it was more like a
sort of instinctive admiration, coupled with a large, patient kindness.
“If she’d only talk to me as she talks to Philip, I might get to understand her,” Anna would muse, “it’s so odd
not to know what she’s feeling and thinking, to suspect that something’s always being kept in the background.”
Their drives home from Malvern were usually silent, for Stephen would feel that her task was accomplished,
her mother no longer needing her protection now that the coachman had the care of them both—he, and the
arrogant-looking gray cobs that were yet so mannerly and gentle. As for Anna, she would sigh and lean back in
her corner, weary of trying to make conversation. She would wonder if Stephen were tired or just sulky, or if, after
all, the child might be stupid. Ought she, perhaps, to feel sorry for the child? She could never quite makeup her
mind.
Meanwhile, Stephen, enjoying the comfortable brougham, would begin to indulge in kaleidoscopic musings,
those musings that belong to the end of the day, and occasionally visit children. Mrs. Thompson’s bent spine, it
looked like a bow—not a rainbow but one of the archery kind; if you stretched a tight string from her feet to her
head, could you shoot straight with Mrs. Thompson? China dogs—they had nice china dogs at Langley’s—that
made you think of someone; oh, yes, of course, Collins—Collins and a cottage with red china dogs. But you tried
not to think about Collins! There was such a queer light slanting over the hills, a kind of gold glory, and it made
you feel sorry—why should a gold glory make you feel sorry when it shone that way on the hills? Rice pudding,
almost as bad as tapioca—not quite though, because it was not so slimy—tapioca evaded your efforts to chew it, it
felt horrid, like biting down on your own gum. The lanes smelt of wetness, a wonderful smell! Yet when nanny
washed things they only smelt soapy—but then, of course, God washed the world without soap; being God,
perhaps He didn’t need any—you needed a lot, especially for hands—did God wash His hands without soap?
Mother, talking about calves and babies, and looking like the Virgin Mary in church, the one in the stained-glass
window with Jesus, which reminded you of Church Street, not a bad place after all; Church Street was really
rather exciting—what fun it must be for men to have hats that they could take off, instead of just smiling—a
bowler must be much more fun than a Leghorn—you couldn’t take that off to Mother …
The brougham would roll smoothly along the white road, between stout leafy hedges starred with dog-roses;
blackbirds and thrushes would be singing loudly, so loudly that Stephen could hear their voices about the quick
clip, clip, of the cobs and the muffled sounds of the carriage. Then from under her brows she must glance across
at Anna, who she knew loved the songs of black birds, and thrushes; but Anna’s face would be hidden in shadow,
while her hands lay placidly folded.
And now the horses, nearing their stables, would redouble their efforts as they swung through the gates, the
tall, iron gates of the parklands of Morton, faithful gates that had always meant home. Old trees would fly past,
then the paddocks with their cattle—Worcestershire cattle with uncanny white faces; then the tow quiet lakes
where the swans reared their cygnets; then the lawns, and at last the wide curve in the drive, near the house, that
would lead to the massive entrance.
The child was too young to know why the beauty of Morton would bring a lump to her throat when seen thus
in the gold haze of late afternoon, with its thoughts of evening upon it. She would want to cry out in a kind of
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protest that was very near tears:
“Stop it—stop it, you’re hurting!”
But instead she would blink hard and shut her lips tightly, unhappy yet happy. It was a queer feeling; it was too
big for Stephen, who was still rather little when it came to affairs of the spirit. For the spirit of Morton would be
part of her then, and would always remain somewhere deep down within her, aloof and untouched by the years
that must follow, by the stress and the ugliness of life. In those afteryears certain scents would evoke it—the scent
of damp rushes growing by water; the kind, slightly milky odour of cattle; the smell of dried roseleaves and orrisroot and violets, that together with a vague suggestion of gees-wax always hung about Anna’s rooms. Then that
part of Stephen that she still shared with Morton would know what it was to feel terribly lonely, like qa soul that
wakes up to find itself wandering, unwanted, between the spheres.
*
Anna and Stephen would take off their coats, and go to the study in search of Sir Philip who would usually be
there waiting.
“Hallo, Stephen!” he would say in his pleasant, deep voice, but his eyes would be resting on Anna. Stephen’s
eyes invariably followed her father’s, so that she too would stand looking at Anna, and sometimes she must catch
her breath in surprise at the fullness of that calm beauty. She never got used to her mother’s beauty, it always
surprised her each time she saw it; it was one of those queerly unbearable things, like the fragrance of
meadowsweet under the hedges. Anna might say:
“What’s the matter, Stephen? For goodness’ sake darling, do stop staring!” And Stephen would feel hot with
shame and confusion because Anna had caught her staring. Sir Philip usually came to her rescue:
“Stephen, here’s that new picture-book about hunting”; or,
“I know of a really nice print of young Nelson; if you’re good I’ll order it for you tomorrow.”
But after a little he and Anna must get talking, amusing themselves irrespective of Stephen, inventing absurd
little games, like two children, which game did not always include the real child. Stephen would sit there silently
watching, but her heart would be a prey to the strangest emotions—emotions that seven-years-old could not cope
with, and for which it could find no adequate names. All she would know was that seeing her parents together in
this mood, would fill her with longings for something that she wanted yet could not define—a something that
would make her as happy as they were. And this something would always be mixed up with Morton, with grave,
stately rooms like her father’ study, with wide views from windows that let in much sunshine, and the scents of a
spacious garden. Her mind would go groping about for a reason, and would find no reason—unless it were
Collins—but Collins would refuse to fit into these pictures; even love must admit that she did not belong there
any more than the brushes and buckets and slop-cloths belonged in that dignified study.
Presently Stephen must go off to her tea, leaving the two grown-up children together; secretly divining that
neither of them would miss her—not even her father.
Arrived in the nursery she would probably be cross, because her heart felt very empty and tearful; or because,
having looked at herself in the glass, she had decided that she loathed her abundant long hair. Snatching at a slice
of thick bread and butter, she would upset the milk jug, or break a new teacup, or smear the front of her dress with
her fingers, to the fury of Mrs. Bingham. If she spoke at such times it was usually to threaten:
“I shall cut all my hair off, you see if I don’t!” or
“I hate this white dress and I’m going to burn it—it makes me feel idiotic!”
But once launched she would dig up the grievances of months, going back to the tie of the would-be young
Nelson, loudly complaining that being a girl spoilt everything—even Nelson. The rest of the evening would be
spent in grumbling, because one does grumble when one is unhappy—at least one does grumble when one is
seven—later on it may seem rather useless.
At last the hour of the bath would arrive, and still grumbling, Stephen must submit to Mrs. Bingham, fidgeting
under the nurse’s rough fingers like a dog in the hands of a trimmer. There she would stand pretending to shiver, a
strong little figure, narrow-hipped and wide-shouldered; her flanks as wiry and thin as a greyhound’s and even
more ceaselessly restless.
“God doesn’t use soap!” she might suddenly remark. At which Mrs. Bingham must smile, none too kindly:
“Maybe not, Miss Stephen—He don’t ’ave to wash you; if He did He’d need plenty of soap, I’ll be bound!”
The bath over, and Stephen garbed in her nightgown, a long pause would ensue, known as: “Waiting for
Mother,” he if mother, for some reason, did not happen to arrive, the pause could be spun out for quite twenty
minutes, or for half an hour even, if luck was with Stephen, and the nursery clock not too precise and old-maidish.
“Now, come on, say your prayers,” Mrs. Bingham would order, “and you’d better ask the dear Lord to forgive
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you—impious I calls it, and you a young lady! Carrying on because you can’t be a boy!”
Stephen would kneel by the side of the bed, but in such moods as these her prayers would sound angry. The
nurse would protest:
“Not so loud, Miss Stephen! Pray slower, and don’t shout at the Lord, He won’t like it!”
But Stephen would continue to shout at the Lord in a kind of impotent defiance. …
221.1 Old Soldiers Never Die\fn{by Frank Richards aka Francis Philip Woodruff (1883-1961)} nr. Blaina, Blaenau Gwent,
Wales, United Kingdom (M) 93
1
I was a reservist belonging to the Royal Welch Fusiliers whom I had first joined in the year that Queen Victoria
died. I had served eight years with the Colours, very nearly seven of them in India and Burma, and had been back
in civil life for another five years and a half, when all this commenced. My job now was coal-mining; I was a
timberman’s assistant.
On the fourth of August, 1914, I was at Blaina, Mon.,\fn{ Monmouthshire} having a drink in the Castle Hotel with
a few of my cronies, all old soldiers and the majority of them reservists. One had took in around South Africa;
there wasn’t a Boer left in South Africa by the time he had finished his yarn. Next I had took them around India
and Burma, and there wasn’t a Pathan or Dacoit left in the world by the time I had finished mine. Now another
was taking us through North China in the Boxer Rising of 1900; and he had already got hundreds of Chinks
hanging on the gas brackets when someone happened to come in with a piece of news. He said that war had
broken out with Germany and that the Sergeant of Police was hanging up a notice by the post office, calling all
reservists to the Colours. This caused a bit of excitement and language, but it was too late in the evening for any
of us to proceed to our depots so we kept on drinking and yarning until stop-tap\fn{ I.e., last call} By that time we
were getting a little top-heavy, and an old artilleryman wound up the evening by dropping howitzer shells over the
mountain and destroying a mining village in the valley beyond.
The next day I proceeded to the Regimental Depot at Wrexham, arriving there about 9 p.m. On my way to
barracks I called at a pub which I used to frequent very often when I was a recruit, and found it full of Royal
Welch reservists. We hadn’t seen one another for years, and the landlord had a tough job to get rid of us at stoptap. We arrived at barracks in a jovial state and found that the barrack rooms were full, so about thirty of us had to
sleep on the square that night. I was medically examined next morning, and afterwards got my equipment and kit
out of stores. On the evening of the 5th a draft of reservists who had arrived early in the day had left the Depot to
join the Second Battalion which was stationed at Portland. The Second was the battalion I had served with abroad
and had arrived back in England about March 1914, after 18 years absence. The First Battalion was stationed was
stationed at Malta, just beginning its tour overseas.
On the evening of August 7th the Depot Sergeant-Major called for ten volunteers to join the Second Battalion.
Every man volunteered and I was one of the selected ten. We went by train to Dorchester, where the Battalion,
which had left Portland, was now billeted in the Town Hall. Two old chums of mine, Stevens and Billy, who were
Section D reservists like myself, were posted to the same platoon in A Company. When I went on reserve there
were eight companies to a battalion, and four sections in each company; now there were four companies in the
battalion, four platoons in each company, and four sections in each platoon. We reservists were a little muddled at
first by all this. A battalion at full strength consisted of twelve hundred, officers and men, which roughly meant
about a thousand bayonets. All bandsmen became stretcher-bearers. We sailed from Southampton about 2 a.m. on
August 10th, and arrived about 3 p.m. in the afternoon at Rouen, where we were billeted in a convent. I had never
visited France before.
I believe we were the first infantry battalion to enter Rouen, and the inhabitants gave us a wonderful reception,
and cheered us loudly all the way from the docks to our billets in a convent. On arrival at the new station we preWar soldiers always made enquiries as to what sort of a place it was for booze and fillies. If both were in
abundance it was a glorious place from our point of view. We soon found out that we had nothing to grumble
about as regards Rouen. Each man had been issued with a pamphlet signed by Lord Kitchener warning him about
the dangers of French wine and women; they may as well have not been issued for all the notice we took of them.
Billy and I went out the following evening and called in a café. The landlord was very busy, the place being full of
our chaps.
Billy used to boast that no matter what new country he went to he could always make the natives understand
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what he required. He ordered a bottle of red wine, speaking in English, Hindustani and Chinese, with one French
word to help him out. The landlord did not understand him and Billy cursed him in good Hindustani and told him
he did not understand his own language, threatening to knock hell out of him if he did not hurry up with the wine.
One of our chaps who spoke a little French told the landlord what Billy required. The wine was brought but we
did not care for it very much, so we left for another café. I remonstrated with Billy and told him we could not treat
the French who were our allies the same as we treated the Eastern races. He said:
“Look here, Dick, there is only one way to treat foreigners from Hong Kong to France, and that is to knock
hell out of them.”
Billy and I spent a very enjoyable evening and the two young ladies who we picked up with proved true
daughters of France. Billy said that Rouen was a damned fine place and he hoped that we would be stationed there
until the War finished. I went out by myself the following evening, Billy being on guard. Going by the cathedral I
struck up an acquaintance with a young English lady who informed me that she was an English governess to a
well-to-do French family in Rouen. She took me around Rouen, showing me the places of interest and informed
me that the opinion of the upper and middle classes of Rouen was that Great Britain had only come into the War
for what she could make out of it, and that if she could see there was nothing to be gained she would soon
withdraw her army that she was now sending over.
On the evening of the 13th my company was ordered to Amiens, the other three companies remaining at Rouen.
At every railway station on the way the villagers turned up with bottles of wine and flowers. Duffy, a time-serving
soldier with six years service, said it was a glorious country. In those early days British soldiers could get
anything they wanted and were welcomed everywhere, but as the War progressed they were only welcomed if
they had plenty of money to spend, and even then they were made to pay through the nose for everything they
bought.
We billeted in a school outside Amiens and were allowed out in the afternoon when not on duty. It was no
uncommon sight for the first few evenings we were there to see about fifty young ladies lined up outside the
school. A man simply had to hitch his arm around one of them and everything was plain sailing. Amiens proved
an excellent place and we were sorry to leave it. General French had his Headquarters at the Hotel Moderne and
we round a guard for him there.
About the 16th of August we attended a funeral of two of our airmen who had crashed; all the notabilities of the
town were present. We also brought General Grierson’s body from the railway station to the Town Hall. He was
Chief-of-Staff to General French. All sorts of stories were going around regarding his death. One was that he had
been poisoned when eating his lunch on the train, but I believe now it was just heart failure from the strain and
excitement. We took his body back to the railway station where a detachment of Cameron Highlanders took it
down-country.
Stevens and I visited the cathedral and we were very much taken up with the beautiful oil paintings and other
objects of art inside. One old soldier who paid it a visit said it would be a fine place to loot. Nothing had been
removed from the cathedral at this time.
One the evening of the 22nd August we entrained with the remainder of the Battalion who had came up from
Rouen that day, and early next morning detrained at Valenciennes\fn{ A commune in Nord Department, in northern France
very near the Belgian border} and marched to a little village named Vicq. We, with the 1 st Middlesex, 1st Cameronians,
and the 2nd Argyle and Sutherland Highlanders formed the 19 th Brigade. We did not belong to any division: we
were a spare brigade. The majority of men in my battalion had given their cap and collar badges to the French
ladies they had been walking out with, as souvenirs, and I expect in some cases had also left other souvenirs
which would either be a blessing or curse to the ladies concerned.
2
I was at Vicq that we first realized that there was a war in progress. We advanced out of the village across open
country. High shrapnel was exploding in the air some miles in front of us, and an officer and twelve of us were
sent out about half a mile in front of the company and took up an outpost position at some crossroads. About
midnight orders came for us to rejoin our company which was now lined up on a railway. Rations for the next day
were issued out. The bread ration was a two-pound loaf between four men. It was the last bread ration we were to
get for many a day, for our service had now begun in earnest.
We marched all that night and the greater part of the next day and dug trenches on the evening of the 24 th
August, outside a little village, the name of which I never heard, or else I have forgotten it. Old men and women
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from the village gave a hand in the digging. Whilst visiting outposts that evening Major Walwyn was shot through
the foot with a spent bullet—the Battalion’s first casualty in the War.
We were only in those trenches a few hours before we were on the march again; we didn’t know where to, or
why. We were issued out with an extra fifty rounds of ammunition, making in all two hundred rounds to carry. We
marched all night again and all next day, having a few times to fire at German scouting aeroplanes but not hitting
one. At one halt of about twenty minutes we realized that the Germans were still not far away, some field-artillery
shells bursting a few yards from my platoon, but nobody was damaged. We reservists fetched straight out of civil
life were suffering the worst on this non-stop march, which would have been exhausting enough if we had not
been carrying fifty pounds weight or so of stuff on our backs. And yet these two days and nights were only the
start of our troubles.
We arrived in Le Cateau about midnight, dead-beat to the world. I don’t believe any one of us at this time
realized that we were retiring, though it was clear that we were not going in the direction of Germany. Of course
the officers knew, but they were telling us that we were drawing the enemy into a trap. Le Cateau that night
presented a strange sight. Everyone was in a panic, packing up their stuff on carts and barrows to get away south
in time. The Royal Welch camped on the square by the center of the town. We were told to get as much rest as we
could. The majority sank down where they were and fell straight asleep.
Although dead-beat, Billy, Stevens and I went on the scrounge for food and drink. We entered a café, where
there were a lot of officers of other battalions, besides a couple of staff-officers, mixed up with ordinary troops, all
buying food and drink. For three days officers and men had been on short rations. This was the only time during
the whole of the War that I saw officers and men buying food and drink in the same café. I slept the sleep of the
just that night, for about three hours. I could have done with forty-three, but we were roused up at 4 a.m., and
ordered to leave our packs and greatcoats on the square.
Everyone was glad when that order was issued; the only things we had to carry now, besides rifle and
ammunition, were an extra pair of socks and our iron rations which consisted of four army biscuits, a pound tin of
bully beef, and a small quantity of tea and sugar. Iron rations were carried in case of emergency but were never
supposed to be used unless orders came from our superior officers. Haversacks were now strapped on our
shoulders and each man was issued with another fifty rounds of ammunition, which made two hundred and fifty
rounds to carry. At dawn we marched out of Le Cateau with fixed bayonets. Duffy said:
“We’ll have a bang at the bastards today.”
We all hoped the same. We were all fed up with this marching and would have welcomed a scrap to relieve the
monotony. But we were more fed up before the day was over. The Second Argyles who went to the assistance of
the East Yorks lost half of their battalion during the day, but we simply marched and countermarched during the
whole time that this was going on.
We kept on meeting people who had left their homes and were making their way south with the few belongings
they could carry. One little lad about twelve years of age was wheeling his old grandmother in a wheelbarrow.
They all seemed to be terror-stricken. In every village we marched through the church had been converted into a
field hospital and was generally full of our wounded. At about twilight we lined up in a sunken road. I was the
extreme left-hand man of the Battalion, Billy and Stevens being on my right.
Our Colonel was speaking to our Company Commander just behind us when up the road came a man wheeling
a pram with a baby in it and two women walking alongside. They stopped close by me and the man, speaking in
English, told me that the two women were his wife and mother-in-law, and that his only child was in the pram. He
was an Englishman, the manager of some works in a small town nearby, but his wife was French. They had been
traveling all day. If they had delayed their departure another hour they would have been in the enemy’s hands.
Just at this moment a staff-officer came along and informed our Colonel that all our cavalry patrols were in and
that any cavalry or troops who now appeared on our front would be the enemy. He had hardly finished speaking
when over a ridge in front of us appeared a body of horsemen galloping towards us. We immediately got out of
the sunken road, and standing up opened out with rapid fire at six hundred yards. I had only fired two rounds
when a bugle blew the cease-fire. This, I may say, was the only time during the whole of the War with the
exception of the German bugle at Bois Grenier, that I heard a bugle in action. The light was very bad, and the
majority of the bullets had been falling short because we couldn’t clearly see the sights of our rifles, but several
horses fell. The horsemen stopped and waved their arms. We had been firing on our own cavalry who, I was told
later, belonged to the 19th Hussars: I never heard whether any of them had been killed.
When we got back down in the sunken road the women were crying and the child was bawling, but the man
seemed to have vanished. Stevens said:
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“Where has he got to?”
I asked the women but couldn’t get a word out of them, only crying, when out from under the cover of the
pram crawled the man. He commenced to storm and rave and wanted to know what we meant by all that firing
which had terrified his wife and child. (He didn’t say a word about his mother-in-law.) He said that he would
report us. Billy got hold of him and said:
“Call yourself an Englishman! What the hell do you reckon you were going to do under that pram? For two
pins I’d bayonet you, you bloody swine!”
“Fall in!” came the order, and we were on the march again. It was now dusk and I expect that family fell into
the hands of the enemy during the night.
We retired all night with fixed bayonets, many sleeping as they were marching along. If any angels were seen
on the Retirement, as the newspaper accounts said they were, they were seen that night. March, march, for hour
after hour, without no halt; we were now breaking into the fifth day of continuous marching with practically no
sleep in between. We were carrying our rifles all shapes and it was only by luck that many a man didn’t receive a
severe bayonet wound during the night. Stevens said: “There’s a fine castle there, see?” pointing to one side of the
road. But there was nothing there. Very nearly everyone were seeing things, we were all so dead-beat.
At last we were halted and told that we would rest for a couple of hours. Outposts and sentries were posted and
we sank down just off the road and were soon fast asleep.
Fifteen minutes later we were woke up, and on the march again. We had great difficulty in waking some of the
men. About ten yards from the side of the road was a straw rick, and about half a dozen men had got down the
other side of it. I slipped over and woke them up. One man we had a job with but we got him going at last. By this
time the Company had moved off, so we were stragglers. We came to some crossroads and didn’t know which
way to go. Somehow we decided to take the road to the right.
Dawn was now breaking. Along the road we took were broken-down motor lorries, motor cycles, dead horses
and broken wagons. In a field were dumped a lot of rations. We had a feed, crammed some biscuits into our
haversacks and moved along again. After a few minutes, by picking up more stragglers, we were twenty strong,
men of several different battalions. I inquired if anyone had seen the 2 nd Royal Welch Fusiliers, but nobody had.
By the time it was full daylight there were thirty-five of us marching along, including two sergeants. We got
into a small village—I had long since lost interest in the names of the places we came to, so I don’t know where it
was—where we met a staff-officer who took charge of us. He marched us out of the village and up a hill and told
us to extend ourselves in skirmishing order at two paces interval and lie down and be prepared to stop an attack at
any moment.
About five hundred yards in front of us was a wood, and the attack would come from that direction. The
enemy commenced shelling our position, but the shells were falling about fifteen yards short. The man on my left
was sleeping: he was so dead-beat that the shelling didn’t worry him in the least and the majority of us were not
much better. We lay there for about half an hour but saw no signs of the enemy. The staff-officer then lined us up
and told us to attach ourselves to the first battalion we came across. I had to shake and thump the man on my left
before I could wake him up.
We marched off again and came across lots of people who had left their homes. Four ladies in an open carriage
insisted on getting out to let some of our crippled and dead-beat men have a ride. We packed as many as we could
into the carriage and moved along, the ladies marching with us. Late in the afternoon we took leave of the ladies.
The men who had been riding had a good day’s rest and sleep. If the ladies had all our wishes they would be
riding in a Rolls-Royce for the rest of their lives.
During the evening when passing through a village I got news that the Battalion had passed through it an hour
before. I and a man named Rhodes decided to leave the band and try and catch them up. During the next few days
we attached ourselves to three different battalions, but immediately left them when we got news of our own. We
wandered on for days, living on anything we could scrounge. It seemed to us that trying to find the Battalion was
like trying to chase a will-o’-the wisp. But we were going the right way. All roads seemed to lead to Paris.
One day, when we were on our own, not attached to any unit, Rhodes and I came across a band of gypsies in a
wood and made them understand that we were very hungry. They invited us to the meal they were about to have,
and I think we surprised them by our eating abilities. We thanked them heartily, and with bellies like poisoned
pups staggered along again. It was the first square meal we had had since we lift Amien.
The following day we came to a railhead. A train was in and an officer inquired if we had lost our unit. We said
that we had, so he ordered us to get into the train which was full of troops who were in the same fix as ourselves.
No one knew where we were going to, but we all believed that we were going to Paris. One battalion that we had
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been with had been told by their officers that they were going to Paris for a rest. Everybody seemed to have Paris
on the brain.
We had a long train journey and I slept the greater part of the way. We detrained at a place called Le Mans. The
only thing I can remember about this place was a large French barracks where we stayed and a street named after
one of the Wright brothers of aeroplane fame. I expect I was too dulled with marching to notice anything more.
We were there about a week and then got sent up country again.
We picked the Battalion up just after they had passed through Coulommiers. I could not find Billy or Stevens;
when I asked what had become of them I was told that Stevens had been missing after the Battalion left St.
Quentin. Then a man named Slavin said that Billy and himself had left the Battalion about fifteen miles from
Paris. Billy had a touch of fever. The had got a lift in a motor lorry into Paris where Billy was admitted into
hospital. Slavin said that he had stayed in Paris for four days and the last day he was there he saw Billy riding in a
grand motor car with two French ladies; the way Billy waved his hand to him, anyone would have thought he was
a bloody lord. Billy was lucky enough to be sent home, and I never saw him again.
3
We had finished with our retirement and were facing in the right direction. We marched up some rising ground
Down in the valley in front of us ran the River Marne. On each side of the river was a village. A fine bridge had
spanned the river, but it was now in a half, the enemy having blown it up.
We advanced down the hill in extended order. The enemy were supposed to be holding the two villages, and
we had to take them. We were met by a hail of bullets. The men on the right and left of me fell with bullet wounds
in the legs, and a sergeant just behind me fell with one through the belly. We were having heavy casualties, but
couldn’t see one of the enemy.
We lined the edge of a little copse and opened fire on the village, aiming at the windows of the hoses. But the
hidden enemy were still keeping up with an intense rifle-fire, so we doubled back up the hill and under cover.
Some of his men had remarkable escapes, several having their water-bottles pierced. A man named Berry
happened to ask me to undo his haversack from his shoulders, saying that he had a spare of tin of bully and some
biscuits in it. When I did so he found that whilst lying on the slope of the hill his haversack must have flopped up
and a bullet must have just missed his head, gone through his haversack, right through the tin of bully, and
through one of his folded socks; because here it was now, reposing in the other sock. No, Barry didn’t know what
a narrow squeak he had had until I pulled his haversack off.
When it was dusk we carried on with the attack. We advanced and got into the grounds of a big château.
Everything was now quiet, and from the château my platoon advanced quietly into the village. The first house we
came to was locked. We heard some groans in the yard of the house and found an officer of the King’s Own
Lancaster Regiment who was badly wounded. He told the Second-in-Command of the Battalion, who was with
us, that the enemy was strongly entrenched the other side of the river. He said it was quite possible there were still
a lot of them left in the village we were now in. We also came across the dead bodies of three other officers of the
same regiment; I expect they had been reconnoitering the village earlier in the day.
Six of us and a young lance-corporal were told to occupy the nearest large house, and if we found any of the
enemy inside not to fire but use the bayonet. The doors and the wooden shutters of the windows were securely
fastened and we tried to burst a door open, but failed. We then knocked a panel out of the bottom of it, which left
a space just big enough for one man to crawl through. The seven of us looked at one another: no doubt each one
of us had thought it out that if any of the enemy were still inside the house the first man that crawled in didn’t
have a ghost of a chance. We were all old soldiers except the lance-corporal, who had about twelve months
service. One old soldier had very nearly persuaded him that it was his duty as a lance-corporal to lead the way,
when our officers came on the scene and ordered us to get in the house at once, also warning me to take the lead.
It took me a couple of seconds to crawl through, but it seemed like a couple of years. I had every prospect of
being shot, bayoneted, stabbed, or clubbed whilst crawling through; but nothing happened and the remainder soon
followed. We searched the house. There was not a soul inside, but we found a small back door wide open which a
few minutes before had been securely fastened.
I went out to report and going down the street came across one of our majors and half a dozen men knocking at
the door of a house which had a Red Cross lamp hanging outside. The major had just given orders to burst the
door in when it was opened and a German Red Cross nurse appeared in the doorway. We went in and found
twenty-seven wounded Germans, including two officers, inside. Our major, who was an excitable man, was
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cursing and raving and informing the German officers that if one weapon was found in the house he would order
his men to bayonet the bloody lot of them. We searched the house but did not find a weapon of any description.
One of the German officers who spoke English told me that we were the first British troops he had seen in action
since the War commenced. He had a slight wound in the leg.
I went back to the house I had left, with orders that the seven of us had to stay the night there. We were lucky
in that house. In one room we found the remains of a big dinner—roast chickens, ducks, vegetables all nicely
cooked, and bottles of wine. By the look of it half a dozen men had just sat down to dine when they were
disturbed and had to leave in a hurry. One man said he was going to have a feed and chance whether it was
poisoned or not, and that he didn’t believe pukka\fn{Hindi for “first class”; “real”} soldiers would ever poison good
food and drink. Stories had been going around that the Germans had been poisoning the water in the wells and we
had been warned to be very careful not to eat or drink anything where they had been. We never took much notice
of the stories or warnings. So now we got down to that feed and ate\fn{ The text has “eat”; but the author probably intends
the reader to understand the phonetic pronunciation of this word in his dialect—which was probably “et”; I have amended the word to “ate”
for the sake of machine-readability:H } until we very nearly busted, and washed it down with good wine. We retired

upstairs and got into some nice beds, just as we were and were soon fast asleep.
We were woke up next morning by one of our own eighteen-pounder shells, which had dropped short, hitting a
house a few yards away. The street below was full of our men. Some were drumming up—that is, making tea—
others wandering about on the scrounge, when suddenly a machine-gun opened fire from across the river,
sweeping the street. Second-Lieutenant Thompson of my battalion was badly wounded; most of the men had
taken cover as soon as the gun opened out. Two men named Jackson and Edwards rushed forward, in spite of the
machine-gun, and carried him to safety, Jackson getting shot through the wrist. The young lieutenant, who had
been shot low down, lived about half an hour. Jackson was awarded the distinguished Conduct Medal, also the
French Medaille Militaire on the recommendation of some French staff-officers who were in the village and
happened to be witnesses. Edwards only got the French Medaille Militaire, because his wrists escaped injury.
Jackson went home with his wound but came back to France to the First Battalion, and I was told he got killed at
Festubert; Edwards was killed at Loos.
The enemy were fighting a rearguard action and the seven of us were told to get up in the tollet\fn{ Unable to
define; he cannot mean “toilet”, which makes no sense; perhaps “tower”?:H } of the house and make loopholes in the walls with
our entrenching tools. We found a couple of picks in a toolhouse and we soon made the loopholes. We could now
see right across the river and the rising ground behind the village the other side. There were a few more bursts of
machine-gun fire from the other side of the river and then silence. We spotted some of the enemy making their
way up the rising ground and opened out with rapid fire which we kept up until we could see no one to fire at. We
had some excellent shooting practice for about five minutes and saw a lot of men fall.
A few hours later the Engineers had constructed a pontoon bridge across the river which we crossed without
having a shot fired at us. There were a lot of dead Germans in the village the other side of the river and they were
soon relieved of any valuables they had on them. As fast as we retired on our retirement, the Germans were
equally as fast on their from the Marne to the Aisne.
Our rations were very scarce at this time. Bread we never saw; a man’s daily rations were four army biscuits, a
pound tin of bully beef and a small portion of tea and sugar. Each man was his own cook and we helped our
rations out with anything we could scrounge. We never knew what it was to have our equipment off and even at
night when we sometimes got down in a field for an all-night’s rest we were not allowed to take it off. One night
just after we had got down to it a man lying beside me was spotted by a sergeant to have slipped his equipment
off. He was brought up the next morning before we moved off and was sentenced to twenty-eight days Number
One Field Punishment.
After many days of hard marching, which we did not mind so much now because we were advancing, not
running away, we crossed the Aisne and arrived at Venizel Wood. We were there a few days and on the day we left
we were shelled with large shells which we called Jack Johnsons, because they burst with a black
smoke.\fn{Probably a reference to John Arthur Johnson, the first African-American world heavyweight boxing champion (1908-1915) }
We moved to a little village not far from Solssons where my company was billeted in a linseed-cake factory.
Whilst there a General Army Order from the Commander-in-Chief, General Sir John French, was read out, in
which he thanked the officers and men for the magnificent spirit they had shown since the twenty-third of August
and also said that it was only a question of hours or days before they would be in pursuit of a beaten enemy.
Twenty-four hours later another General Army Order from Sir John French was read out, in which he stated
that it had been brought to his notice that men did not salute their superior officers, and that the men were
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probably of the opinion that they did not have to salute their superior officers whilst on active service. But officers
must be saluted on active service the same as in peace time, and officers commanding units must see that this is
carried out.
Ever since we had landed in France we had been under the impression that we did not have to salute officers
now; our officers were under the same impression and never pulled us up for not saluting them: we simply stood
to attention and answered “Sir” when they were speaking to us. The following day we were on saluting drill, and
each one of us tried to outdo the other in our flow of language.
There were two parade. The old pre-War soldier heartily disliked saluting parade and church parade. Duffy
said we didn’t have a ghost of a chance under this sort of conditions and that we were bound to lose the War. I
have often thought since then that our time would have far better been employed if we had been learned
something about a machine-gun.
During the time we were on the Aisne our brigade were in reserve and during our leisure hours we played Kitty
Nap, Pontoon, Brag, and Crown and Anchor. A pukka old soldier’s Bible was his pack of cards. Corporal Pardoe
of my section and I won quite a lot of money. Mine came in handy afterwards for having a good time, but
Corporal Pardoe was thrifty with his winnings, and didn’t spend hardly a penny. Duffy told me I was in God’s
pocket but that he had no doubt in his own mind that I would get killed during the next action I was in, and that all
men who were lucky at gambling very soon had their lights put out. Duffy was a pessimist in his way, but a firstclass soldier and good all-round chap.
About sixty men who had got separated from the Battalion on the Retirement and had been serving with other
units, rejoined us on the Aisne. One man had taken part in a bayonet charge forty-eight hours before. There was an
order by Sir John French instructing commanding officers not to punish any men who had left their battalions on
the Retirement and had since rejoined. Our Commanding Officer, Colonel Delme-Radcliffe, took no more notice
of that order than a crow. We all had to parade in front of him and he wouldn’t listen to no explanations. He said
that no man should have left the Battalion for five minutes, and punished us by giving us extra route marching in
the afternoon to improve our marching. Three or four young officers were in the same boat with us and they had
to do the same punishment as we did. In the Royal Welch at this time no good soldier would ever dream of falling
out on the line of march unless he was ill with fever. I have seen men hobbling along with blistered feet and
skinned heels, chafed between the thighs and backside, cursing and grousing but still with the Battalion after
weeks of marching. We thought it very unfair of our Colonel in punishing us, as there were exceptional
circumstances in the majority of cases. The man who had taken part in the bayonet charge offered up some
beautiful prayers for the Colonel’s soul: they would have been a revelation to any bishop who could have
overheard them.
4
The first week in October we left the Aisne to march north, and were issued with topcoats but no packs.
We folded our topcoats and tied them on our shoulder-straps with string. We marched by night and rested by
day. My gambling money came in very handy: we could buy food in the villages where we rested. There were
three of us mucking in and we lived like fighting cocks. Our clothes were beginning to show signs of wear,
though, and some of the men were wearing civilian trousers which they had scrounged. A lot of us had no caps: I
was wearing a handkerchief knotted at the four corners—the only headgear I was to wear for some time. We
looked a ragtime lot, but in good spirits and ready for anything that turned up. About eighty per cent of us were
Birmingham men: I never saw better soldiers or wished for better pals. Our Colonel was very strict but a good
soldier: the Adjutant likewise. We all admired the Adjutant very much: he could give us all chalks on at swearing
and beat the lot of us easily.
Our Company Commander had left us on the Retirement, and during the last day’s march from the Aisne a new
one took over the company: he was a First Battalion officer and the majority of us had never seen him before. We
were loading a train when he first appeared on the scene and he commenced to rave and storm, saying that
everything was being loaded up wrong and that we were a lot of ruddy idiots. Company-Sergeant-Major Stanway
and Sergeant Fox, who was my platoon sergeant, were directing the loading of the train, and what they didn’t
know about loading trains was not worth knowing. Stanway had about fifteen years service and Fox about twelve,
the greater part of which they had spent abroad. They were the two best non-commissioned officers I ever
soldiered under. In any battalion of men there were always a number of bullies, and it’s natural to expect one or
two among the officers: our new Company Commander was agreed to be a first-class bully. Bullies as a rule are
bad soldiers, but he was an exception to the rule.
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We entrained that evening and arrived at St. Omer. We were on the move next morning, and a couple of days
later we had a brush-up with some German Uhlans who were fine cavalrymen and excellent raiders; there were
bands of them operating around the Bailleul area. One lot had done a good deal of damage to Steenwerk railway
station, between Armentieres and Bailleul, blowing up the points. We were advancing by platoons in extended
order over open country when rifle-fire opened out from somewhere in front. We judged it to come from a fair
sized wood about six hundred yards away, and laying down opened out with rapid fire at it. A few more shots
were fired at us and then the firing ceased. We advanced again and through the wood but saw no one. No doubt
the Uhlans had seen us advancing and opened fire with their carbines from inside the wood, then mounting their
horses and using the wood as a screen had galloped safely out of sight. My platoon had no casualties, but Number
2 and Number 3 platoons had about half a dozen during the day. The men of Number 3 told us later in the day that
they had killed four Uhlans and their horses as they had galloped out of a small wood on their right front about
five hundred yards away.
One of our badly wounded men was taken to a lone farmhouse; McGregor, a stretcher-bearer, volunteered to
stay the night with him. The next morning he told us that he had been through a bit of torture: the wounded man
had been carried upstairs and during the night six Uhlans had rode up to the farm, tied their horses up outside and
entered. They had made the old lady of the farm put them out food and drink. McGregor was wondering whether
they would have a scrounge through the house after they had finished their meal. The wounded man was delirious
too and might easily have given the show away. The Uhlans left as soon as they had finished their meal but
McGregor reckoned that he had lost a stone in weight during that short time they were in the house.
We entered Bailleul in the afternoon and the people there were very glad to see us. The place had been in
possession of the enemy for a few days and the Uhlans had intended to billet there that night. At this place
Stevens rejoined the Battalion. His wanderings on the retirement had been similar to my own: he had also been to
Le Mans and had been in hospital a week with fever and ague, after which he had been sent up country and had
been serving with another unit for a fortnight. The next morning as we left Bailleul on our way to Vlamertinghe
we saw about a dozen Uhlans galloping for all they were worth back from the outskirts. We fired a few shots but
they were too far away for us to do any damage. The sight of one Uhlan would frighten the French people more
than if half a dozen large shells were exploding in their villages. They told us that the Uhlans were brigands of the
first water and would pinch\fn{ Steal} anything they could carry with them. Although the French were our allies we
used to do much the same. But we had to be careful: at this early date in the War the penalty for looting was death.
We were at Vlamertinghe a few days and then marched for thirteen hours, arriving at a place named Laventie the
following morning; we must have come a roundabout way to have taken that time. We moved off again at
daybreak and relieved some French troops the further side of Fromelles on the Belgian frontier: two days later we
retired back through Fromelles and dug our trenches about four hundred yards this side of that village.
Little did we think when we were digging those trenches that we were digging our future homes; but they were
the beginnings of the long stretch that soon went all the way from the North Sea to Switzerland and they were our
homes for the next four years. Each platoon dug in on its own, with gaps of about forty yards between each
platoon. B Company were in support, but one platoon of B were on the extreme right of the Battalion’s front line.
On our left were the 1st Middlesex, and on our right was a battalion of Indian native infantry. Our Company
Commander used to visit the other three platoons at night; he, the Second-in-Command of the Company and the
platoon officer stayed on the extreme right of our trench. We dug those trenches simply for fighting; they were
breast-high with the front parapet on ground level and in each bay we stood shoulder to shoulder. We were so
squeezed for room that whenever an officer passed along the trench one man would get behind the traverse if the
officer wanted to stay awhile in that bay. No man was allowed to fire from behind the traverse: because the least
deflection of his rifle would put a bullet through someone in the bay in front of him. Traverses were made to
counteract enfilade rifle-fire. Sandbags were unknown at this time.
A part of our trench crossed a willow ditch and about forty yards in front of us we blocked this ditch with a
little bank which was to be our listening post at night. The ditch was dry at present. Every order was passed up the
trench by word of mouth, and we found in many instances that by the time an order reached the last man it was
entirely different from what the first man had passed along. When our Company Commander passed along the
trench we had to squeeze our bodies into the front parapet to allow him to pass. If a man did not move smart
enough, out would come his revolver and he would threaten to blow the man’s ruddy brains out. During this time
he had a perfect mania for pulling his gun and threatening us one and all for the least trifling thing we done. Our
platoon officer followed his example, but he used to pull his gun in a half ashamed manner. The platoon
nicknamed them Buffalo Bill and Deadwood Dick. I got on very well with Deadwood Dick and he was a decent
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platoon officer. We always numbered off at night: one, two, one, two—odd numbers up, even numbers down, and
change every hour. It made no difference whether we were down or up: we could only lay over the parapet by our
rifles and with our heads resting on the wet ground try and snatch an hour’s sleep.
About the third day we were there Buffalo Bill came up to our part of the trench: I got behind the traverse to
allow him to get in the bay. He ordered us to keep a sharp look-out, as the enemy were attacking on our extreme
right, and said that it was quite possible the attack would develop all along the front. About four hundred yards in
front of us was a road leading into Fromelles. Just behind the road were some trees. I spotted a few of the enemy
advancing among the trees and, forgetting for a moment that I was behind a traverse, I rose my rifle to fire, but
recollected in time and put it down again. At the same time a man in the next bay below me opened fire. Buffalo
Bill turned around. He was red in the face, the veins in his neck had swelled, and he looked for all the world like a
cobra ready to strike.
“You dog!” he shouted. “You fired!”
I replied that I hadn’t. He did not go for his gun but picked up a big clod of earth and threw it at me, hitting me
on the chest. All my discipline vanished at that moment.
“You dirty swine!” I said.
By a bit of luck he didn’t hear me, for at that moment the enemy’s artillery happened to open out and shells
began bursting all along our front; but I could hear him all right.
“Get in that next bay,” he roared.
I squeezed myself in the next bay. Some of the enemy had now come out of the trees and no doubt intended to
advance a little way under cover of their barrage. But the shelling was not severe enough to prevent us opening
out rapid fire at them. I don’t think any one of them ran twenty yards before he was dropped. To good, trained,
pre-War soldiers who kept their nerve, ten men holding a trench could easily stop fifty who were trying to take it,
advancing from a distance of four hundred yards. The enemy now put up a tremendous barrage on our trench, but
fortunately for us the shells were dropping short. Some more of the enemy had advanced at the run under cover of
this bar- rage and had dropped down behind some little tumps of ground about two hundred and fifty yards away.
I was watching the ground in front but it was very difficult to make anything out through the smoke and showers
of dirt being blown up by the exploding shells. Buffalo Bill came into the bay I was in: he had his glasses out and
was peering through them but seemed unable to see more than we had done. Most of us now had our heads well
below the parapet, waiting for the barrage to lift. The enemy opened out with rifle-fire, and although they could
not see us their bullets were kicking up the dirt all around. Buffalo Bill was as cool as a cucumber: he had plenty
of guts, I’ll say that for him. He passed down the trench warning us as soon as the barrage lifted to be prepared to
stop an attack.
At last the barrage lifted: the shells were now exploding about a hundred yards behind us. We were all on the
alert and stood to. The enemy rose up and started to advance. They were stopped at once: with the parapet as a
rest for our rifles it was impossible to miss. The attack was over before it had hardly commenced. From
somewhere under cover by the trees the enemy then opened out with rifle-fire on our trench and a couple of men
in the next bay to me were shot through the head. We directed our fire in that direction. Stevens shouted to me to
look at one of the men in our bay: he had his head well below the parapet and was firing in the air. We made him
put his head well up and fire properly. The whole of the men in the bay threatened to shoot him dead if he done it
again. If Buffalo Bill had seen him he wouldn’t have given him that chance, but soon put daylight through him.
The left platoon of Indian native infantry on the extreme right of the Battalion had lost their white officer and
the enemy's shelling had put the wind up them properly. While the enemy was advancing toward them our men on
their left noticed that none of the Germans were falling; so they got a cross fire on them which soon held the
attack up. The Indians were firing all the time as if they were mad, but they must have had their heads well below
the parapet, like the man in our bay, and been firing up in the air. Every evening after, until the native infantry
were relieved by a British battalion, twelve of our men were sent over to their trench with orders to stay the night
there; they went over at dusk and returned at dawn. Every man of the twelve had served in India. One of the men
told me later that the first night they went over they found the natives wailing and weeping; no one was on sentry
and they hadn’t attempted to remove their dead out of the trench. Our fellows cursed the natives in Hindustani and
finding that of no avail commenced to kick and hit them about and also threatened to shoot or bayonet the lot of
them if they did not put their heads over the parapet: in fact, they put the wind up them more thoroughly than
what the German shells had. It was quite possible that the natives might have hopped it\fn{ Deserted} in the dark,
but if they had attempted to in the day they would have been mowed down by our own men as well as by the
enemy. Native infantry were no good in France. Some writers in the papers wrote at the time that they couldn’t
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stand the cold weather; but the truth was that they suffered from cold feet, and a few enemy shells exploding
round their trenches were enough to demoralize the majority of them. But there was one thing about them: over
three years later the Battalion passed through a village they had been billeted in, and I saw several half-caste mites
playing in the street. One old Expeditionary Force man remarked to me that if the bloody niggers were no good at
fighting they were good at something else that sounded much the same.
That night we heard the enemy working on our front, but we didn’t know whether they were entrenching
themselves or not. The next morning a heavy mist hung over everywhere and it was impossible to see ten yards
ahead. Buffalo Bill decided to send a patrol out, consisting of a corporal and two men; in my battalion throughout
the whole of the War no privates were ever warned to go out on patrol—volunteers were always called for.
Corporal Pardoe, Private Miles and I went out on that patrol; our orders were simply to proceed as far as we could
up the willow ditch and to discover what we could. We had gone a considerable way past our listening-post when
we halted. Pardoe said:
“How far do you think we have come?”
“Over two hundred yards,” said Miles, and I agreed with him.
The mist was still heavy and we were listening intently. Presently we heard voices not far off and the sounds of
men working. We were wondering whether to work up closer or to go back and report, when all of a sudden the
mist blew away, and there, a little over a hundred yards in front of us, were new enemy trenches. The enemy were
taking advantage of the mist and working on the parapet: some were a good thirty yards from their trench—they
had been leveling some corn-stacks so as to have a clear line of fire. Pardoe got one side of the ditch, and Miles
and I on the other, and opened out with rapid fire. We had our rifles resting on the bank. The three of us had been
marksmen all through our soldiering: each of us could get off twenty-five aimed rounds a minute and it was
impossible to miss at that distance. We had downed half a dozen men before they realized what was happening;
then they commenced to jump back in the trench. Those that were out in front started to run, but we bowled them
over like rabbits. It put me in mind of firing at the “running man” on a peace-time course of musketry. Against we
had expended our magazines which held ten rounds there wasn’t a live enemy to be seen, and the whole affair had
not lasted half a minute. We quickly reloaded our magazines, which took us a couple of seconds, turned around,
and ran towards our trench, each of us in turn halting to fire five rounds covering fire at the enemy’s trench.
The mist had now lifted everywhere: we could see our own trench quite plainly and bullets were zipping
around us. Our men on the extreme left of the platoon had opened fire on the enemy’s trench, but the men in line
with the ditch were not allowed to fire for fear of hitting us (we learned this when we got back). We arrived at our
listening-post, jumped the little bank and laid down, properly winded. We were not out of the soup yet: we still
had forty yards to travel before we got back in our trench. We were safe from rifle-fire as long as we crawled on
our bellies to the parapet but when we got to the end of the ditch we would have to jump out in the open before
getting into the trench, and we knew full well that the enemy would be waiting for that move. We arrived at the
end of the ditch and there we heard Buffalo Bill shouting over for us to remain where we were for a couple of
minutes, and then to get back in the trench one by one. He passed word up the trench for the whole platoon to
open out with rapid fire which would make the enemy keep their heads down and give us a decent chance to get
home without being hit. We got back safely; I never knew how well I could jump until that morning. I was out of
the ditch and into the trench in the twinkling of an eye: Duffy said that I cleared the parapet like a Grand National
winner. The corporal made his report to Buffalo Bill who was delighted at our brush-up. Miles and I did not know
what narrow squeaks we had had until someone noticed a bullet-hole through Miles’s trousers and two more
through the right sleeve of my tunic.
About an hour later Miles was busy sniping. In those early days of trench-warfare both sides were pretty
reckless, and it was no uncommon sight on our front, and especially on our right front, to see a German pop up
out of his trench and make a dart for the village. He did not always get there, and as time went on both sides
respected the marksmanship of each other so much that no one dared to show a finger. Miles had just claimed to
have popped a German over when he got a bullet through the head himself. That same evening Corporal Pardoe
also got killed in the same way, after getting away with that stunt in the morning it was tough luck on the both of
them.
Our dead we used to put on the back of the parapet and we carried them at night to a place just behind the line
and buried them there. All companies carried their dead to the same place. If a dead man’s clothes or boots were
in good condition we never hesitated to take them off him, especially when they would fit a man. My own puttees
were in ribbons, so I took the Corporal’s, which were in good condition. In a belt that Corporal Pardoe wore next
to his skin they found about sixty English sovereigns, besides French money. None of it went back to his next-of862

kin. I could have had some but I didn’t want to touch it: I was satisfied with his puttees. We began to sap out to
our left and right platoons and dug a trench from the officers’ bay back to a dip in the ground about twenty yards
from a farmhouse. We used to fill our water bottles at the farm at night, and each man’s water bottle had to last
him twenty-four hours.
There was no such thing as cooked food or hot tea at this stage of the War, and rations were very scarce: we
were lucky if we got our four biscuits a man daily, a pound tin of bully between two, a tin of jam between six, and
the rum ration which was about a tablespoonful and a half. Even at this early period the jam was rotten and one
firm that supplied it must have made hundreds of thousands of pounds profit out of it—the stuff they put in
instead of fruit and sugar. One man swore that if ever he got back to England he would make it his first duty to
shoot up the managing director and all the other heads of that particular firm. Tobacco, cigarettes and matches
were also very scarce. We had plenty of small-arm ammunition but no rifle-oil or rifle-rag to clean our rifles with.
We used to cut pieces off our shirts for use as rifle-rags, and some of us who had bought small tins of vaseline (in
villages we passed through during our Aisne advance) for use on sore heels or chafed legs, used to grease our
rifles with that. A rifle soon got done up without oil in these conditions. Our sanitary arrangements were very bad:
we used empty bully-beef tins for urinating in, throwing it over the back of the parapet. If a man was taken short
during the day he had to use the trench he was in and then throw it over the back of the trench and throw earth
after it.
One night there was an enemy attack which we beat off and the next morning some corpses were to be seen
lying just out in front of us: they were wearing spiked helmets. We crawled out the next night and went through
their packs, taking anything they had of value from them. The spiked helmets we intended to keep as souvenirs,
but we soon came to the conclusion that it was no good keeping souvenirs of that sort when any moment we may
be dancing a two-step in another world. So we used them as latrine buckets, throwing them over the parapet at the
back when we had used them. A few days later we had completed a trench back to a dip in the ground where we
dug a square pit which we used as a latrine: we could go back in the day to it and be quite safe from rifle-fire.
The only artillery covering our front were two eighteen-pounders who had a limited number of shells to fire
each day. They were so hard up for shells that they couldn’t spare a shell to fire at a large straw rick on our right
from which some enemy snipers were causing us casualties. The young artillery officer with the guns often used
to come up to our trench during the night, and sometimes bring us tobacco and cigarettes: he was a very cheery
soul. Two companies of Argyle and Sutherland Highlanders were in reserve to the whole of the Brigade front.
The 29th October, 1914, was a miserable rainy day. One young soldier remarked that he did not believe anyone
was in support or reserve to us. But Duffy said,
“What the hell does it matter about supports or reserves? We have plenty of small-arm ammunition, and as
long as our rifles hold out we can stop any attack, especially if they make it during the day.”
The night before a party of Engineers had come up to our trench and had driven some posts in the ground
about fifteen yards in front with one strand of barbed wire stretching across them. It looked like a clothesline
during the day. We had put a covering party about thirty yards in front of them while they were doing the work.
The Old Soldier of the platoon remarked that the British Government must be terribly hard up, what with short
rations, no rifle-oil, no shells, and now sending Engineers up to the front line to stretch one single bloody strand
of barbed wire out, which he had no doubt was the only single bloody strand in the whole of France, and which a
bloody giraffe could rise up and walk under. It was enough to make good soldiers weep tears of blood, he said, the
way things were going on. This was the first and last time Engineers put out wire in front of the Battalion: after
this we always put out our own, no matter where we were.
Well, it was still raining on the night of the 29 th when heavy rifle-fire broke out on the extreme right of our
front. At the same time our listening-post sent back to say that the enemy were getting out of their trenches, so the
post was called in at once, and presently we could see dim forms in front of us. Then our right platoon opened out
with rapid fire. We opened out with rapid fire too. We were firing as fast as we could pull the trigger: no man can
take a sight in the dark so we were firing direct in front of us. One of our eighteen-pounders had fired a star shell
which enabled us to see the enemy dropping down on their stomachs. Five or six ordinary shells were fired too,
and one of them set fire to the straw-rick on our right front which was soon burning merrily. The enemy in front
of us were held up for the time being, so we opened fire on our right front where we could see some more of them
quite clearly by the light of the burning rick. On the left of our left platoon the enemy had captured one platoonfrontage of trench from the Middlesex, but a company of the Argyles had been rushed up and soon recaptured it.
The platoon of Middlesex holding that trench had lost a lot of men a few days before, and the trench was thinly
manned.
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One of our chaps in turning to get another bandolier of ammunition out of the box, noticed three men coming
towards our trench from the back.
“Halt! Hands up! Who are you?” he challenged.
We turned around. We knew it was quite possible for some of the enemy to have got through the gap between
us and our left platoon and come around the back of us. Instead of answering the challenge two of the men
dropped on their stomachs and the other mumbled something which we did not understand. Two men opened fire
at him and he dropped; then one of the men on the ground shouted:
“You bloody fools! We’re artillery signalers and you’ve shot our officer.”
We asked them why they did not answer when challenged. They said that they had left it to the officer to
answer, and that they were running a telephone line out to our trench. He was the young officer who used to visit
us: one bullet had gone through his jaw and the other through his right side. The two men carried him back and
we all hoped that he would recover from his wounds; but we never heard any more news of him.
The attack was still going on: we kept up a continuous fire on our front, but one by one our rifles began to jam.
Word was passed up the trench for Richards and Smith to go down to the officers’ bay. When we two arrived there
we were warned to stay in that bay for the night. In a short time mine and Smith’s rifles were about the only two
that were firing in the whole of the platoon. Then ours were done up too: the fact was that continual rain had made
the parapet very muddy and the mud had got into the rifle mechanism, which needed oiling in any case, and
continual firing had heated the metal so that between the one thing and the other it was impossible to open and
close the bolts. The same thing had happened all along the Battalion front.
About a couple of hours before dawn, word was passed along the trench for every man to get out and lay down
five paces in front of the parapet and be prepared to meet the enemy with the bayonet. When everyone was out
Buffalo Bill walked up and down the platoon and told us all that we would have to fight to the last man. He had
his sword in one hand and his revolver in the other; officers carried their swords in action at this time. We were all
dead-beat, and if any man had slept two hours during the last seven days without being disturbed he had been a
very lucky man. Smith said to me:
“I expect this is our last time around, Dick, but I hope we take a few of them on the long journey with us.”
I replied that I was going to do my level best in that way. The straw-rick had practically burned itself out, but it
had now stopped raining and we could see more clearly in front of us. The enemy were about thirty yards away.
They had halted and begun talking together. One of them fired a rocket; it was a very poor one, it spluttered into
sparks and fell only a few paces in front of them.
There was no firing all along our front. The enemy were not firing either; perhaps their rifles were done up the
same as our own. In spite of the danger I had great difficulty in keeping my eyes open, and the man on the left of
Smith had commenced to snore. Smith drove his elbow into his ribs. The Second-in-Command of the company
had dozed off too. Buffalo Bill spoke to him sharply a few times before he answered; even the knowledge that it
might be their last minute on earth did not prevent some of the men from dozing off. Sleep will beat any man and
under any conditions. It was passed along for us to get up on our feet to receive the charge. But no charge came. It
was getting a little lighter, and just before dawn broke the enemy turned around and hurried back to their trench;
and we didn’t have a single good rifle to fire a round at them. We had two machine-guns in the Battalion at this
time, one in the center and the other on the extreme right, and both had done good work during the night; but they
were done up too, the same as our rifles.
We got back in our trench wet through to the skin (but we were getting used to that) and commenced to clean
our rifles. This proved a difficult job; but the metal had cooled now and some of us who still had some vaseline
left handed it around and we got them all in working order again. A sentry was posted in each bay and we
snatched a few hours sleep, the best way we could. Our rations that day, October 30 th, were three biscuits, a tin of
bully between four, a spoonful of jam and our rum ration. To hungry, half-starved men it was a flea-bite. The Old
Soldier remarked that the Government was trying to make us as fierce as Bengal tigers so that all the Germans we
killed in future we would also devour as well. We could now see the effects of our night’s work: a lot of the
enemy dead lay out in front. One of the men in our left platoon threw his equipment off, jumped on the parapet
with his hands above his head and then pointed to a wounded German who was trying to crawl to our lines. He
then went forward, got hold of the wounded man and carried him in, the enemy clapping their hands and cheering
until he had disappeared into our trench.
We were constantly sapping out to our left and right platoons whenever we had the chance and now had plenty
of room in the trench. There was a decent orchard in the farm at the back of our trench, and Stevens and I used to
slip over in the night and fill his pack full of apples—Stevens was the only man in the whole platoon with a pack.
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We had to fill our bellies with something. There was one cow and one pig left in the farm. Buffalo Bill had the pig
killed and sent back to the company cooks with instructions to melt a lot of the fat down and cook the remainder;
the pork came up the following night and we enjoyed it greatly although we had no bread to eat with it. The fat
that was melted down we used for greasing our rifles with. With the exception of one dicksee of tea, which was
stone-cold against it reached us, this was the only occasion that the cooks had to do anything for us the whole of
the time we were there.
One morning the officers were about to have breakfast at the end of the trench leading to their bay, from where
it was possible by stooping low in a ditch to get into the farm by daylight. One of the officers’ servants, whose
duty it was to milk the cow so that the officers could have milk in their tea, reported that the cow had broken loose
and that they would have to do without milk that morning. Buffalo Bill jumped to his feet, revolver out, and
roared at the man:
“My God, you’ll catch that cow and milk her or I’ll blow your ruddy brains out!”
The cow was grazing about twenty yards away where there was a dip in the ground. The man ran after her, the
cow ran up the slope in the rear, the man following; if they kept on they would soon be in full view of the enemy.
Buffalo Bill saw the danger the man would soon be in. He shouted:
“Come back, you ruddy fool, and never mind the cow!”
The man evidently did not hear him, but kept on. One or two bullets hit up the dirt around him. The enemy had
been sending over a few light shells that morning, and now they sent over one or two more. One burst quite close
to the cow. The cow got killed and the man received a nice wound in the leg which took him back to
Blighty.\fn{England} I expect when he got home he blessed Buffalo Bill, also the cow and the German who shot
him: even at this time we used to reckon that anyone who got a clean wound through the leg or arm was an
extremely fortunate man.
One night some of the men in the company on our right were pinching chickens out of the farm when Buffalo
Bill appeared on the scene. He roared like a lion and threatened to blow their ruddy brains out if he caught them
again and told them that everything on the farm belonged to him. Not many hours later there wasn’t a feathered
fowl left on that farm: the men had pinched the lot. His favourite punishment from now on was forty-eight hours
continual digging in a support trench. Yet he never troubled himself to see whether the punishment was being
done or not, and in some instances that punishment was a blessing in disguise because we took things far easier
behind than in the front trench. I never remembered him having any favourites: he treated all men in the same way
—like dirt.
The enemy made a half-hearted attack on us a few nights after the 29 th, but we stopped them before they had
come far. After this we settled down to ordinary trench-warfare, and were finally relieved on the night of the 15 th
November. By this time we were as lousy as rooks. No man had washed or shaved for nearly a month, and with
our beards and mud we looked a proper ragtime band of brigands.
5
Twenty-four hours later, after a wash, shave and sleep we were different men, and in another twenty-four hours
we had marched through Armentieres and relieved some troops in trenches on the right of Houplines. We were
relieved eight days later and billeted in a cotton factory in that place. We thought we were going to have a rest, but
we were wrong: every night we had to go up the line digging communication trenches leading back from the front
line. During this time we were issued with caps and packs. It was the first cap I had worn since August.
About one hundred of us were sent to a village outside Armentieres, where the King inspected some of his
Army. I hadn’t seen the King since he was Prince of Wales, when early in 1905 he held a garden party in the
grounds of Sikundra Taj, about six miles from Agra in India. I was present as a signaler at that party, and although
over nine years had elapsed he did not look a day older. No king in the history of England ever reviewed more
loyal or lousier troops than what His Majesty did that day. To look at us we were as clean as new pins, but in our
shirts, pants and trousers were whole platoons of crawlers. His Majesty decorated one of our sergeants with the
Distinguished Conduct Medal, who had won it at Fromelles.
There were fifty-eight Number One Field Punishment prisoners in the Battalion at this time. When out of
action they were locked up and had to do all the dirty jobs that wanted doing, and were tied up two hours a day
(by the ankles and wrists, generally) to the carts and wagons in the transport lines. Outside the factory on the one
side of the street was a wall with some iron railings sunk in. One afternoon the fifty-eight prisoners were tied up
to the railings and I should think three parts of the female population of Houplines and Armentieres paraded that
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street in the afternoon. Some were sympathetic and some were laughing. The prisoners resented this very much,
and one remarked that he didn’t mind being tied up but he didn’t want a bloody lot of frog-eating bastards gaping
at him. There were some hard cases among the Number One’s and the majority were continually in trouble, but
these on the whole were the finest soldiers, in action, that I ever saw. During the first four months of the War, if a
man was sentenced to imprisonment he left the Battalion to serve his sentence, but afterwards it was only an
isolated case that was sent away. I have known men who were sentenced to five or ten years imprisonment stay
with the Battalion, and in less than a month's time have their sentences washed out for gallant conduct in the field.
One man in my company whom we called Broncho was the hardest case of the lot. Whenever we were out of
action he was always up in front of the Colonel for some crime or other. He was a grand front-line soldier, and
most of his crimes were caused by overbearing non-commissioned officers. There was an old saying that in the
Army they tamed lions; but Broncho was never tamed. I was one of the escort to him one morning when he was in
front of the Colonel. His crime was too serious for the Company Commander to deal with. It was insubordination
to an N.C.O.—he had told a corporal that he was no bloody good. The Colonel gave Broncho the usual twentyeight days Number One and warned him that he would be put up against the wall and shot if he did not alter.
Broncho then reminded the Colonel that it was the third time he had given him that warning and that he didn’t
care a damn whether he was shot or not.
“March him out!” shouted the Colonel.
He was brought up again next morning and sentenced to another twenty-eight days Number One for
insubordination to his Commanding Officer. But he got the whole lot washed out a fortnight later in the following
manner.
The enemy had been shelling so badly in the rear of us that all communication had broken down, and Buffalo
Bill called for a volunteer to take a message back to Battalion Headquarters. Anyone who took the message back
would have to make his way through the barrage and the communication trench had not yet been dug. Broncho
shouted out: “I’ll take the bloody message,” and it was handed to him. It was a hundred to one he would be blown
to bits before he had gone sixty yards—he not only arrived at Battalion Headquarters with the message but also
came back with an answer. He was recommended for a decoration for this. A week previous when returning from
a night-patrol one of the patrol had got badly wounded by unaimed fire; and it was Broncho who carried him back
safely to the trench. For these two acts he had a term of imprisonment washed out and about six months
accumulated Number Ones; but he got no decoration.
About the 2nd of December we took over some trenches in front of Houplines. Our trench ran into the River
Lys and we were exactly eighty yards from the enemy’s trench, which was dug in front of a brewery. Duffy said
that there was some sense in digging a trench in front of a place like that and that only good soldiers could have
chosen such a spot. Ten yards behind our trench was a house which had been badly knocked about, but which had
a good cellar. A small trench led from the front line to the house. Buffalo Bill and Deadwood Dick, who was now
Second-in-Command of the company, stayed in the cellar. In a château five hundred yards behind the front line
were Battalion Headquarters. Colonel Delme-Radcliffe had gone home with a nervous breakdown and our senior
major, Major Williams, had taken his place. Just below the château on the other side of the road was a block of
houses, and a corporal and four of us who were sent out to do police duty for a week were billeted in one of them.
The people living in the block were given twenty-four hours in which to clear out, but if they failed to do so we
had to turn them out and drive them back into Houplines. At the end of twenty-four hours not one of them had
budged, so we had a very unpleasant duty to perform, especially as it was snowing heavily at the time. We entered
every house and in two cases had to pull the ladies out of their beds, but we finally turned them all out with the
exception of one very old lady who was over eighty years of age, and she absolutely refused to budge an inch, and
we didn’t want to use force on an old lady that age, so we gave her best. The end house of the block was the
Battalion’s Aid Post and three young French ladies were allowed to stay in that house. They were always up
during the night and doing what they could for our wounded men who were brought there before they were
evacuated down the line. The communication trench leading to the front line had not yet been completed and our
wounded had to stay in the trench until dusk before they could be brought back.
No civilians were allowed up this road during the day and they were only allowed to visit one of the houses in
the block if they had permits signed by the Assistant Provost-Marshal of the police. At night a password was used
and anyone coming up that road was challenged and asked for the password. Our orders were that if anyone came
up the road at night and didn’t have the password we were to march them to Battalion Headquarters, and if they
attempted to run away to either shoot or bayonet them.
That week we lived like lords. There were plenty of ducks and chickens about, pigeons in the tollet of the
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house we were staying in, and vegetables in the gardens. We also scrounged a lot of bottles of champagne and
other wines and made up for the starvation diet we had been on for some time. Our usual rations were also more
plentiful now and we were getting a bread ration.
One morning a man came up with a permit. He had formerly occupied the house we were staying in and he
told us he wanted to take two pigeons away. We had killed some pigeons the day before and only that morning I
had killed another four which were boiling merrily away with a couple of chickens in a dicksee. He went up to the
tollet and came down crying. He made us understand by pointing to the photographs of two pigeons hanging up
on the wall that they were the two finest pigeons in the whole of Northern France and that they had pedigrees as
long as ships’ cables. But we also made him understand by pointing to our bellies that they were as empty as
drums. The finish was that we told him to take as many pigeons as he liked and clear off. I expect we had had a
very expensive feed during one of the days we were in that house, because the man could not find those two
pigeons anywhere.
Early in October the Germans had occupied Houplines, Armentieres and other villages for a day or two before
they were driven out. One old lady had had twelve billeted in her house, and one night after they had retired
upstairs for the night one of them came down and commenced pulling her grand-daughter about. Her screams
awoke the other Germans who came downstairs, seized hold of the dirty dog and gave him a good hiding. They
then tied him to a post outside the house, where he spent the night (the old lady said), and it was raining heavily at
the time. Another woman keeping a café in Houplines told me that a lot of German soldiers had looted her place,
but a German officer came in while the looting was going on; there was hardly anything left by this time and he
paid her in gold marks for the damage that had been done.
A café near the cotton factory in Houplines was the scene of a remarkable fight, with only the lady of the café
and her daughter as witnesses. When our troops drove the enemy out of Armentieres one man who, I expect, was
on the scrounge, wandered into Houplines, which was joining Armentieres, and entered this café. He came on six
Germans drinking: they had their rifles leaning against the wall by them. He recovered from his surprise first and
attacked them before they knew where they were. Finally he killed the six but received a very bad wound himself.
The old lady and her daughter carried him upstairs and laid him on the bed, dressing his wound the best way they
could, but he died within an hour, she told me. They buried the seven in the garden behind the café, the six
Germans side by side and the British soldier a few paces from them. The old lady had the man’s identity disc and
pay-book, which she was keeping as souvenirs. He belonged to the Buffs (the East Kents) who were in the Sixth
Division. The old lady wouldn’t allow anyone to sleep in that bed. She used to say that a grand soldier had died in
it; and she was right: the man of the Buffs must have had the heart of a lion, and if ever a man won the Victoria
Cross, he did. In the early days of open warfare, where a man fell so he was buried.
We were back in the trenches again and the five of us had gained about a stone each during the week. Our
trenches were flooded. We were knee-deep in some places, and it was continually raining; but we had hand-pumps
which we had scrounged from Houplines and worked them day and night. At night, we numbered off, one, two,
three, one, two, three—ones up on sentry, twos and threes working. Every evening at twilight the order would
come “Stand to!” and every man in the trench would get up on the fire-step and gaze across no-man’s-land at the
enemy’s trench. The same thing would happen at dawn in the morning. After standing to about five minutes the
order would come
“Stand down!”
A sentry would be on from stand to in the evening until stand to the next morning, which during the long
winter nights meant fourteen or fifteen hours continual standing on the fire-step and staring out at no-man’s-land.
At night all sentries stood head and shoulders above the parapet: they could see better and were less liable to be
surprised. Also when enemy machine-guns were traversing or enemy sentries firing it was better to be hit through
the chest and shoulders than through the head; although that was all according to a man’s luck. Twos and threes
were working all night, some carrying R. E. material from Houplines—this consisted of duckboards for laying on
the bottom of the trench when the water was cleared out, barbed wire, sandbags and other material for building
trenches. Some were carrying rations, others filling sandbags. There was a great dump of sand just behind our
trench on the river bank which came in very useful. Some were putting out barbed wire in front, and others
strengthening the parapet.
A good standing trench was about six foot six deep, so that a man could walk upright during the day in safety
from rifle-fire. In each bay of the trench we constructed fire-steps about two feet higher than the bottom of the
trench, which enabled us to stand head and shoulders above the parapet. During the day we were working in
reliefs, and we would snatch an hour’s sleep, when we could, on a wet and muddy fire-step, wet through to the
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skin ourselves.
If anyone had to go to the company on our right in the daytime he had to walk through thirty yards of
waterlogged trench which was chest-deep in water in some places. We took turns in one part of the trench bailing
out water with a bucket; we had to lift the bucket and empty it in a little ditch, on the back of the parapet, which
led into the river. Of course we kept our heads well down during the operation. One morning a man named Davies
had his thumb shot off whilst bailing. Every one of us volunteered to take his place, but one man got the bucket
first. He deliberately invited a bullet through one of his hands by exposing them a little longer than was necessary;
but the bucket got riddled instead and he spent the remainder of the day grousing and cursing over his bad luck.
Everyone was praying for a wound through the arm or leg, and some were doing their level best to get one.
Behind the back wall of the house behind the trench was a pump and we could safely get to it by day and draw
drinking water. The pump was about a foot from the edge of the wall, and if a man rose the handle to the full
extent of his arm, his arm would be seen by the enemy. Two men got shot through the forearm within five minutes
of one another, and then Buffalo Bill wisely gave orders that no more water was to be drawn from the pump in the
daytime. He would have lost some more men in a short space of time if he hadn’t given that order. During the
whole of the 1914-15 winter we endured enough of physical hardships, one would have supposed, to break men
that were made of iron; but we sufferered more in our morale than in our health, for casualties from sickness were
comparatively few.
About this time the 5th Scottish Rifles, a Territorial battalion, joined our brigade. They were in billets at
Houplines. I was ordered one night to proceed to Houplines and guide a platoon of them into our trench; they
were coming to us for instructional purposes; I was also warned to bring them along the communication trench
which had just been completed. I had never been through this trench and the only way I knew back and forth to
our trench was along the river bank. I met the platoon not far from the mouth of the communication trench,
reported myself to their officer, and we started on our way.
I came to a part of the trench which branched off in two or three directions, and made a wrong guess. Soon I
found myself in C Company’s part of the front line. I worked my way to B which was the company on our right,
and then had to decide whether I would take the platoon through that water-logged trench or over the top. An
enemy machine-gun was traversing every now and then and the enemy sentries were busy with their rifles too. As
soon as the machine-gun packed up for the moment I decided to make my way over the top and we arrived at our
trench without a casualty. It took us an hour and a half to do that journey. If I could have brought them the way I
knew along the river bank it would have taken us ten minutes.
Old regular soldiers never held a very high opinion of the Territorials, but as time went on we got to like the 5 th
Scottish Rifles very much. They were the best Territorial battalion that I ever saw, and after they had been a few
months with us we never worried if they were on the left or right of us in the line or in attacks.
The enemy in front of us had about half a dozen stoves in their trench, and the stove pipes were sticking up
like periscopes above the parapet. Some of us used to do snap-shooting at them until the smoke would be coming
out of dozens of holes. We used to fix iron plates in the parapet of our trench, concealing them as cleverly as we
could, but in a day or two the enemy generally discovered them and would rattle bullets all around. Later they had
a bullet which would penetrate them; a man was never safe even when firing from behind them.
The hole in the iron plate was just large enough to put the muzzle of the rifle through, and one morning I saw
the greatest shooting feat that I ever saw during the whole of the War. A man named Blacktin was firing behind
one of the plates. He had fired two rounds and was just about to pull the trigger to fire the third when he seemed
to be hurled against the back of the trench, his rifle falling from his hands. A German sniper had fired and his
bullet had entered the barrel of Blacktin’s rifle, where it was now lodged fast, splitting the top end of the barrel the
same way as a man would peel a banana. Blacktin’s shoulder was badly bruised.
About halfway between our trench and the enemy’s were two large mounds about ten yards from the bank of
the river: we didn’t know whether the enemy were using them for some purpose or not. So one night Deadwood
Dick asked me to go out on patrol with him, and we were going to endeavour to find out for sure. We got out of
the trench and started to crawl on our stomachs towards the enemy’s trench: it was very misty and we were about
five yards from the bank of the river. We approached the mounds very warily and had a good hunt round, but
discovered nothing. We went on another ten yards when Deadwood Dick whispered to me to stay where I was and
he would go on a little further on his own: he would signal when he was returning by a low whistle. I didn't like
the idea and told him so, but he insisted on it.
We were now only about thirty yards from the enemy’s trench, but it was so misty that we could hardly see
five yards in front of us. It takes a man a long time to crawl a little distance on his stomach and the minutes
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seemed hours whilst I was waiting for his return. I was straining my eyes trying to pierce the mist; but this was
now clearing a little. Presently I spotted what I thought were two men approaching me; one was crawling and the
other seemed to be walking in a crouching attitude behind and now and again dropping down. In a couple of
seconds many thoughts rushed through my head. Had Deadwood Dick been captured and was this a German
patrol coming towards me? I rose my rifle to fire, but put it down as the thought struck me that he might be still
safe and that I would be putting him in danger by firing. I now made up my mind to lay still and when they were
very nearly on top of me to spring up and, trusting to the element of surprise, bayonet the one and capture the
other. I could now see the man that was crawling quite plainly but the other had disappeared.
The crawling man gave a low whistle, which I did not answer. I couldn’t make it out; he whistled again and
stood up on his feet. I answered the whistle this time and recognized Deadwood Dick. When he had been crawling
Doer the tumps in the ground his legs would go up in the air, and I now think that that’s what I took for the man
walking and dropping down. He informed me when we arrived back in the trench that he had crawled until he
could dimly see them working on the barbed wire and that he had come across no listening-post of theirs. He had
plenty of guts. When I told him what a fright he had given me by the way he was crawling, he said that I had had
an optical illusion caused through the mist.
6
On Christmas morning we stuck up a board with “A Merry Christmas” on it. The enemy had stuck up a similar
one. Platoons would sometimes go out for twenty-four hours rest—it was a day at least out of the trench and
relieved the monotony a bit—and my platoon had gone out in this way the night before, but a few of us stayed
behind to see what would happen. Two of our men then threw their equipment off and jumped on the parapet with
their hands above their heads. Two of the Germans done the same and commenced to walk up the river bank, our
two men going to meet them. They met and shook hands and then we all got out of the trench. Buffalo Bill rushed
into the trench and endeavoured to prevent it, but he was too late: the whole of the Company were now out, and
so were the Germans. He had to accept the situation, so soon he and the other company officers climbed out too.
We and the Germans met in the middle of no-man’s-land. Their officers was also now out. Our officers
exchanged greetings with them. One of the German officers said that he wished he had a camera to take a
snapshot, but they were not allowed to carry cameras. Neither were our officers.
We mucked in all day with one another. They were Saxons and some of them could speak English. By the look
of them their trenches were in as bad a state as our own. One of their men, speaking in English, mentioned that he
had worked in Brighton for some years and that he was fed up to the neck with this damned war and would be
glad when it was all over. We told him that he wasn’t the only one that was fed up with it. We did not allow them
in our trench and they did not allow us in theirs.
The German Company-Commander asked Buffalo Bill if he would accept a couple of barrels of beer and
assured him that they would not make his men drunk. They had plenty of it in the brewery. He accepted the offer
with thanks and a couple of their men rolled the barrels over and we took them into our trench. The German
officer sent one of his men back to the trench, who appeared shortly after carrying a tray with bottles and glasses
on it. Officers of both sides clinked glasses and drunk one another’s health. Buffalo Bill had presented them with
a plum pudding just before. The officers came to an understanding that the unofficial truce would end at midnight.
At dusk we went back to our respective trenches.
We had a decent Christmas dinner. Each man had a tin of Maconochie’s and a decent portion of plum pudding.
(A tin of Maconochie’s consisted of meat, potatoes, beans and other vegetables and could be eaten cold, but we
generally used to fry them up in the tin on a fire. I don’t remember any man ever suffering from tin or lead
poisoning through doing them in this way. The best firms that supplied them were Maconochie’s and Moir
Wilson’s, and we could always depend on having a tasty dinner when we opened one of their tins. But another
firm that supplied them at this time must have made enormous profits out of the British Government. Before ever
we opened the first tins that were supplied by them we smelt a rat. The name of the firm made us suspicious.
When we opened them our suspicions were well founded. There was nothing inside but a rotten piece of meat and
some boiled rice. The head of that firm should have been put against the wall and shot for the way they sharked us
troops.)
The two barrels of beer were drunk, and the German officer was right: if it was possible for a man to have
drunk the two barrels himself he would have bursted before he had got drunk. French beer was rotten stuff.
Just before midnight we all made it up not to commence firing before they did. At night there was always
plenty of firing by both sides if there were no working parties or patrols out. Mr. Richardson, a young officer who
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had just joined the Battalion and was now a platoon officer in my company wrote a poem during the night about
the Briton and the Bosche meeting in no-man’s-land on Christmas day, which he read out to us. A few days later it
was published in The Times or Morning Post, I believe. During the whole of Boxing Day we never fired a shot,
and they the same, each side seemed to be waiting for the other to set the ball a-rolling. One of their men shouted
across in English and inquired how we had enjoyed the beer. We shouted back and told him it was very weak but
that we were very grateful for it. We were conversing off and on during the whole of the day.
We were relieved that evening at dusk by a battalion of another brigade. We were mighty surprised as we had
heard no whisper of any relief during the day. We told the men who relieved us how we had spent the last couple
of days with the enemy, and they told us that by what they had been told the whole of the British troops in the
line, with one or two exceptions, had mucked in with the enemy. They had only been out of action themselves
forty-eight hours after being twenty-eight days in the front-line trenches. They also told us that the French people
had heard how we had spent Christmas day and were saying all manner of nasty things about the British Army.
Going through Armentieres that night some of the French women were standing in the doors spitting and shouting
at us:
“You no bon, you English soldiers, you boko kamerade Allemenge.”
We cursed them back until we were blue in the nose, and the Old Soldier, who had a wonderful command of
bad language in many tongues, excelled himself. We went back to Erquinghem on the outskirts of Armentieres
and billeted in some sheds.
Not far from the sheds was a large building which had been converted into a bathhouse for the troops. We had
our first bath one day in the latter end of November, and on the twenty-seventh of December we had our second.
Women were employed in the bath- house to iron the seams of our trousers, and each man handed in his shirt,
underpants and socks and received what were supposed to be clean ones in exchange; but in the seams of the
shirts were the eggs, and after a man had his clean shirt on for a few hours the heat of his body would hatch them
and he would be just as lousy as ever he had been.
I was very glad when I had that second bath, because I needed a pair of pants. A week before whilst out in the
village one night I had had a scrounge through a house and found a magnificent pair of ladies’ bloomers. I thought
it would be a good idea to discard my pants, which were skin-tight, and wear these instead, but I soon discovered
that I had made a grave mistake. The crawlers, having more room to manreuvre in, swarmed into those bloomers
by platoons, and in a few days time I expect I was the lousiest man in the company. When I was stripping for the
bath Duffy and the Old Soldier noticed the bloomers, and they both said that I looked sweet enough to be kissed.
Some drafts of reinforcements had joined us since the retirement and one of the lieutenants, a Third Battalion
officer, who had joined us at Fromelles, had lately been with my company. He was a very brave man and popular
with us all and was always quoting Kipling. Amongst ourselves we always called him Jimmie. He lasted in
France, off and on, longer than any officer but Lieutenant Yates, the Quartermaster, of those who were with us in
1914. More than once he was in temporary command of the Battalion and I am glad to hear from a friend that he
survived the War. The last time I saw him was in June 1918, on the Somme: he was then Second-in-Command of
one of our Service battalions which we passed on the road. He stopped me and shook hands and said:
“Well, well, Richards; it takes a hell of a lot to kill us old ’uns!”
7
The first week in January 1915 we took over some trenches at Bois Grenier; they were about six or seven
hundred yards in front of the village. There were only three houses occupied in the village; the remainder of the
population had vanished. Early in October the Germans had been in possession of Bois Grenier for twenty-four
hours before they were driven out. In a farm where we had our Battalion Headquarters a Frenchman was still
living and tilling the land. A few yards from the farm was a tall new red-brick house in which lived an old lady
and her daughter, and a very old lady was living next door to them. Three of us and a lance-corporal were left
behind in the village for ten days to do police duty. The village used to get shelled every day, but we noticed that
no shells ever fell near the farm or the red-brick house. So we billeted in a house opposite them.
French people could come up to the village at their own risk and take their furniture away, but they had to have
a permit signed by the Assistant Provost-Marshal of police before they were allowed to come. Bois Grenier
consisted of one main street and a side street, with farms dotted here and there. We stayed in the side street. Our
chaps would come from the front line at night and take anything that might be useful to them in the trench. Also
rations and R. E. stores were brought up to the village at night. Very few French people took the risk of getting
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their furniture, but one hunchbacked Frenchman came into the village four days running with a deep French cart
and took loads of furniture away. He took his own and he pinched other people’s as well. One old man came up
with a cart one day, and when he arrived at his house there was hardly a rag left in it: the hunchback had been
there the day before. The old man commenced to cry and blamed the British troops, but I made him understand
that one of his own countrymen had taken the furniture. So he commenced to shout
“Brigand!”
I then took him to another house which was full of grand furniture and told him to help his self: there was not
much left in that house by the time that deep cart was full, and I assisted him to load some of the heavy pieces. I
thought it queer that he did not hesitate to steal another man’s furniture but had cried when he had found his own
was stolen. Of course it was only a question of time before everything would be blown to bits, and not one of us
four cared a damn whether a man who had the guts to come up to the village took away his own furniture or
someone else’s, or both.
The hunchback was coming up to the village the following morning when a shell exploded just off the road
near him. His horse was killed and his cart was smashed but he himself was not hurt in any way. He picked
himself up and ran back down the road like a hare. It was the last I ever saw of him; I expect he became a
prosperous furniture dealer somewhere in France. He was eminently gifted that way. He must have told a good
tale, because I never saw anyone come up to the village for furniture after that morning.
The old lady’s daughter living in the red-brick house was about twenty-eight years of age and could speak
English. In a conversation I had with her she told me that the German officers had better manners than the English
officers and that some of them had stayed in her house when they had occupied the village. Both she and her
mother did not seem to like British soldiers and we always suspected them of being spies. Every morning about
11 a.m. a priest used to come up to the village and visit them. He would stay about two hours and then depart, and
we noticed that during the time he was in the village it was very rare that an enemy’s shell came over. It might
have been a pure coincidence, or it might have been that the German artillery always packed up about this time
for their dinners, but we thought it very queer. We had never asked him to produce his permit but decided one day
that whoever was on duty the following morning would ask him to produce it, and if he did not have one to rush
him to Battalion Headquarters, where the Assistant Provost-Marshal would be phoned for to send up some police
to take him away.
I happened to be on duty next morning; the enemy had been shelling the village for a couple of hours and some
houses about twenty yards to the right of us had been practically demolished. About 10.30 a.m. the shelling
ceased, and at 11 a.m. the priest appeared on the scene. I halted him a few yards from the red-brick house and
asked him to produce his permit.
He didn’t have one. I ordered him to put his hands up. He pretended that he didn’t understand that order, so I
put the muzzle of my rifle into his belly. His hands shot up like lightning: he understood that all right. I turned
him around and marched him to Battalion Headquarters. The Adjutant was standing outside and he called the
Colonel out. They both burst out laughing. I expect it was enough to make anyone laugh, the priest with his hands
above his head and I with the muzzle of my rifle in his back, marching along. I explained to the Adjutant why I
had arrested him, and later in the day some police came up and took him away. That evening the four of us were
ordered to rejoin our companies in the trenches and four nights later, when I was back in the village drawing
rations, one of the Battalion Headquarters’ signalers told me that the priest had put in an appearance at the village
that morning again, for the first time since I had arrested him. He evidently had explained himself, but I honestly
believe to this day that he and the young lady were spies.
Our trenches at Bois Grenier were as bad as the Houplines ones and we were working day and night to put
them in shipshape order. There was no communication trench and we used to travel back and forth to the village
at night over a corduroy track which looked like a long black winding snake stretching over the top of the ground.
Some of the men would be carrying up the rations during the night and then would be carrying up R. E. stores
until stand-to in the morning. We were now getting plenty of sandbags, barbed wire, duck-boards and other trench
materials. We were also getting a ration of coke and charcoal. We scrounged buckets from the village and by
stabbing holes in them converted them into fire-buckets. Half the duck-boards that were brought up at this time
we chopped up for firewood.
Rations were also more plentiful and we were getting more bully beef and jam than we could eat, also plenty
of biscuits; but the bread ration was still small—we were always short of that. Each man still drew his own rations
and was his own cook: the regimental cooks were back with the transport and only cooked for us when we were
out of action. It was not until the following September that hot tea and cooked food were sent up to the trenches
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for the Battalion. A man who had plenty of tea and sugar, a tin of milk, bread and some candles was looked upon
as a millionaire; but there were ways and means to get those things, especially if a man had a pal on the transport
who was working in the Quartermaster’s stores.
A willow-ditch with about two feet of water in it ran from the enemy’s trench through no-man’s-land and
through our trench; we drew water from it for drinking and cooking purposes. One night a patrol who had gone
forward along it about one hundred and fifty yards discovered some dead bodies lying in it, who I expect had been
killed early in October; the ditch may have been dry at that time. Orders were then issued that we were not to
drink any more of the ditch water. But we still continued to drink it; our insides were now as tough as the outsides
of our bodies.
Our trenches were about three hundred yards from the enemy’s and we frequently sent out night patrols,
generally an officer and two men, sometimes a sergeant and two men. The main object of patrols was to try and
discover where the enemy had their listening-posts and also what regiment was holding the trenches in front of us.
Sometimes the Germans would send out a strong patrol of between twenty and thirty men, which would spread
out like a fan over the ground they were traveling, and it was quite possible, when they had a large patrol out like
that, for one of our patrols to get right in the center of theirs before spotting them, and if the German patrol
spotted them first their flank men would simply have to close in and our patrol would be surrounded.
When a patrol went out, word was passed up and down the line and no shots were fired until they returned,
unless it was to fire a flare telling them to return. One night three of us went out on patrol: we had gone out about
one hundred yards walking and then began to crawl. We had crawled a considerable way towards their trench
when we spotted forms moving to right and left of us: we knew at once that we were inside the ring of a large
German patrol. They were walking and there was a possibility that they hadn’t seen us, so we did what another
patrol had done a fortnight before—we separated and lay very still, pretending we were dead men. I crawled into
a shell hole which was half full of water, and laid down with half my body in the water. We had blackened our
faces and bayonets before going out. I unfixed my bayonet and put it underneath my leg. Shortly after I could hear
whispering voices and knew that the enemy patrol was returning, and two of them passed by me on each side of
the shell hole. I lay there a little longer and then had a quick look to my front and could see their forms
disappearing in the distance. The trick had worked all right with the three of us, and we got back to our trench
quite safe. But we were in a state, and I believe I never felt so cold during the whole of the War as what I did
when I was laying in that water in the shell hole. I don’t know whether the patrol spotted us or not, but their flank
men had closed up when they were returning.
One very dark night, with not a star in sight, a sergeant and two men from B Company were out on patrol.
Some hours later the two men returned without the sergeant. The two men reported that after wandering about noman’s-land and falling in shell holes here and there the sergeant decided to return. They started to argue the point
as to which direction their trenches lay, the sergeant saying they lay one way, and the men the other. The enemy
had not sent up any flares or fired any shots—they must have had a working party out or a patrol. The sergeant
then commenced to walk to what he thought was his own lines, but was really the Germans, informing the men
that he would report them when he got back. The men decided to wait where they were for a bit until either a
German flare, or one of their own went up. Suddenly machine-gun and rifle-fire rung out and up went a German
flare, which told them that they had been right and the sergeant wrong. The sergeant no doubt had walked up to
the edge of the German barbed wire, shouted in English that it was one of the patrol returning and had been
absolutely riddled. Next day a body could be seen lying over the enemy’s wire which had not been there the day
before.
About February periscopes were introduced in the trenches: they were little mirrors stuck up on the back
parapet, and day-sentries could sit on the fire-step of the trench and view no-man’s-land in front. Before they were
introduced day-sentries would have to get up on the fire-step and take a sharp look ahead every now and then.
Many a day-sentry had been drilled through the head before periscopes had been introduced.
One morning Stevens and I were watching a man fixing a hand-pump; the trench at this point took a sharp turn
to our right front and we were on the corner. It was Berry, the man who had that bullet in his haversack on the
Marne. He had his boots, socks and puttees off, with his trousers rolled up above his knees, and his language was
delightful to listen to. Soon he slipped on his back in the water and we burst out laughing. Then suddenly Stevens
too dropped down in a sitting position with his back against the back of the trench; but this was no laughing
matter. A sniper on our right front had got him right through the head.
No man ever spoke who was shot clean through the brain: some lived a few seconds and others longer. Stevens
lived about fifteen minutes. We buried him that light in Bois Grenier cemetery. He was a married man with
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children and one of the cleanest white men I ever met. He was different to the majority of us, and during the time
he was in France never looked at another woman and he could have had plenty of them in some of the places we
were in, especially during our first fortnight in France. We now discovered that there was a slight dip in the
ground on our right front, and anyone who stood at the corner of the trench would expose his head to the enemy.
There was a ruined farm at the back of our trench where we had a cunningly concealed sniping-post. There
were no hard and fast rules as regards sniping, and although we had one recognized company sniper any man
could go sniping if he wished to. I felt very sore after Stevens and for a number of days I spent many hours in that
sniping-post. A man needed plenty of patience when sniping and might wait hours before he could see a man to
fire at. I was very fortunate on two days and felt that I had amply revenged Stevens. We could always tell when a
man had been hit by an expanding bullet, which caused a frightful wound. Whenever one of our men got shot by
one of those bullets, some of us would cut off the tips of our own bullets which made them expanding and then go
on sniping with them. It would be very difficult to decide which side used those bullets first, but one man of ours
whom I knew very well never went sniping unless he had cut the tips of his bullets off.
We liked the hard and frosty weather: we could move about better. We could also keep ourselves much warmer
than when it was raining, which caused us a lot of misery, generally being up to our eyebrows in mud. At night
when it was freezing hard we sometimes used to hang our shirts on the barbed wire in front and fetch them in
before dawn. The idea was to freeze the crawlers. We would brush as many dead ones off as we could find, then
rub the stiffening out of the shirts and put them back on. In a few minutes time those that we had not found would
be coming back to life and were soon hale and hearty. Being very hungry after their night out they would
commence to bite us as if they had had no food for weeks.
We tried many experiments to get rid of them, but they always beat us. The Old Soldier used to say that if a
man had the craftiness of a woman and the staying abilities of a louse he could easily conquer the world.
We had one man in the Company who suddenly started a queer habit. In the day he would curl himself up for
an hour or two’s sleep, and as soon as he woke up he would seize hold of his rifle and a bandolier of ammunition,
get up on the fire-step and with head and shoulders fully exposed fire fifty rounds rapid at the enemy’s trench. He
would then get down, clean his rifle and curl up for another sleep; but as soon as he woke up again he would
repeat the performance. How he didn’t have his head drilled through we could never make out. He didn’t believe
in iron plates. Any other man who exposed his head for a few seconds would have had a hole drilled through it.
After a week of this he was ordered not to fire any more during the day. But when he was on sentry during the
night, if there were no working parties or patrols out, he would be blazing away all the time and wouldn’t cease
until his rifle became too hot to hold. There were always boxes of spare ammunition in the trench, and I daresay
this man fired more rounds in a week than what the majority of men fired in a year.
It was very rare that Buffalo Bill pulled his gun now, but he used a different threat, which was to tie us on the
ruddy wires at night for an hour. It was impossible to make a dug-out in the earth in this sector owing to striking
water at a couple of feet down, so we built an upright timber shack for him in the back parapet, with some
sandbags on the top. When it was completed he had a stove carried up to it which he had picked out in the village.
A few nights later he went back to the village and picked the best feather bed he could find and ordered it to be
taken up to his shack. We didn’t mind his shack or stove, but the bed was the limit; at this time although we were
working little shacks under the front parapet of our trench the majority of us still had only a wet and muddy firestep to rest on, and we rather resented that bed being a feather one. Duffy and I carried it up, and when about ten
yards from his shack dumped it in a shell hole which was full of water. Then we pulled it out, rolled it in the mud,
and handed it over in that condition to Buffalo Bill’s servant.
We made our way back to the village and met the remainder of the carrying-party with the N.C.O. in charge,
who inquired if we had landed with the bed all right. We replied that we had, but that we had fell down on a few
occasions through ducking from shells and that perhaps the bed had got a little wet. We also told him that Buffalo
Bill was somewhere along the trench and that we had handed the bed over to his servant. He told us to remain in
the village until he came back: we generally used to make four or five journeys during the night. The N.C.O. and
the party arrived back and they were cursing flashes, for just as they had got to the trench with their loads Buffalo
Bill had rushed out of his shack bellowing like a bull and shouting for the ruddy N.C.O. in charge of the carryingparty. The N.C.O. went up to him wondering what was the matter, but as soon as he saw the bed he knew at once
what all the commotion was about. He informed Buffalo Bill that the two men carrying the bed had fell down a
few times when ducking from shells, and that's how the bed got wet and muddy.
“Wet and muddy,” roared Buffalo Bill. “By the look of the bed it has been drawn through every shell hole in
France; but by God, you’ll find me another bed tonight if you have to pull it from underneath the President of the
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French Republic. And I’ll hold you responsible that it is brought here bone dry, and if it isn’t you’ll not be
wearing those ruddy stripes of yours by this time tomorrow.”
Another bed was found, and Duffy and I volunteered to carry it, but the N.C.O. wouldn’t let us touch it at any
price: he knew perfectly well what had happened to the other. So all our good intentions for our worthy captain’s
comfort had come to nothing, and we had caused extra work for the carrying-party. The N.C.O. saw that the
second bed arrived all right: he accompanied the two men that were carrying it the whole of the way.
The most powerful searchlight that I ever saw during the whole of the War was operated by the enemy on this
part of the Front. Whenever we came in the full rays of it when carrying up to the trench, we stopped dead in our
tracks, sinking our heads on our chests so that we would resemble stumps of trees, or posts. One man used to say
that when the war was over the ghosts of dead soldiers would be marching over these fields every night, cursing
and grousing as they were moving along, and that no farmer would be ever able to live around these parts again.
As time went on we worked quite a lot of shacks in the front parapet of our trench which we could crawl into head
first. The only time we were ever dry was when it was freezing, but nobody ever had a cold during the whole of
this winter. My company never had a case of trench fever or frostbitten feet either. When we had a few hours
sleep we wrapped sandbags around our boots and legs.
The conditions in the enemy trenches must have been equally as bad as our own and several Germans had been
deliberately inviting a bullet through their hands or arms, which would take them back out of it. One morning the
sentry in my bay called my attention to a German opposite us who was rising a trench mallet and leaving his
hands and arms hanging for a few seconds before bringing it down. We watched him for a minute through the
periscope and saw what his game was. To oblige him we started to take pot-shots at his hands or arms, but were
afraid to take too careful an aim as we might have had our own heads drilled through. We had another man
looking through the periscope who gave a shout whenever the mallet rose, and we on the fire-step crouching
down behind the parapet would spring up and take a pot-shot. The German evidently got fed up with our bad
shooting as he jumped right out of the trench and exposed his whole body, chancing his luck whether he got hit
through a vital part or not. We both fired. By the way he fell back in his trench we knew he had been unlucky.
Two men in the Company when they were using a trench mallet were always trying the same experiment, but they
never got hit. Hands and arms holding a mallet was not an easy target for a quick snap-shot.
We commenced to work five days in the line and five days out, being billeted in huts and farms about two
thousand yards behind the front line and on the outskirts of Armentieres. But the five days we were out we had to
go up the line every night digging communication trenches. After these were completed we could walk from the
front line into the village of Bois Grenier in safety from rifle-fire. Very nearly opposite the entrance of the
communication trench was a solitary house which an elderly Frenchman from Armentieres had taken possession
of, and he was soon selling beer and ving blong and doing a roaring trade; many a day if we had any money we
would slip down the communication trench with rum jars, pretending we were going for water. We would get
them full of beer and with a couple of ving blong bottles which we carried in a sandbag would arrive back in the
trench and have a drink amongst ourselves. Ving blong was very cheap at this time and a man could get a decent
pint and a half bottle for a franc; but as the War went on it got very dear and was also not so good as the stuff we
were buying at this time. This was a grand drink; a drink to make a man talk about his relations.
One day, early in March 1915, we paraded to go back to the front line after five days behind. A man called
“Fizzer” Green who was the outside man of his section of fours and who was very drunk and staggering, fell into
the ditch by the side of the road, which had about two feet of water in it. It was freezing at the time. Green was
fished out spitting and cursing and the platoon officer seeing that it was impossible for him to keep up with the
Company, detailed two men off to conduct him to the trench. The next time we were out of the line Green was
tried for the crime of being Drunk whilst Proceeding to the Front-Line Trench. I was one of the escort to him
when he appeared in front of the Commanding Officer. After the platoon officer and the platoon sergeant had
given their evidence of the drunken state of Private Green, the C.O. asked Green if he had anything to say in
answer to the charge.
Green replied that the charge was a terrible mistake and that he was as sober as a judge on that particular
evening. In fact for the last six weeks he had been a strict tee-totaller; during that period he had given his daily
rum ration to his comrade Private Elliot, who could bear him out in this statement. He could quite understand the
platoon officer and sergeant thinking he was drunk when he staggered and fell into the ditch, but ever since he
was a lad he had been subject to sharp lightning attacks of rheumatic paralysis in the legs which caused him to
stagger and fall, no matter where he was. His father, grandfather and many generations back in his line had
suffered in the same way, and one of his uncles had collapsed in this way in front of a horse-tram and got killed.
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He would like very much if the C.O. could see his way clear to adjourn the case so that he could get medical
evidence from home to support his statement.
By the time Fizzer had finished everybody in the Orderly Room had a difficult job to refrain from laughing and
the C.O. instead of awarding him a court-martial awarded him twenty-eight days Number Ones. I think it was the
horse-tram that saved him. When we were outside the Orderly Room and dismissed, Fizzer said he was very
lucky; but he considered the yarn he had spun was good enough to get a man dismissed on a charge of murder.
If we happened to be out of the line on a Sunday we were compelled to attend Church Parade which ninetyfive per cent of the Battalion thoroughly detested. Any pukka old soldier would have much preferred a dose of
opening medicine, and we were on many Church Parades when heavy guns on the right and left of us had been
firing and also our eighteen-pounders in front of us, so that enemy shells would be coming over in answer. One
Sunday they were bursting so close to the parade we were holding in the open air that we had to be dismissed
before half the service was over and scatter in all directions; that was the only time that we offered up a genuine
prayer for the welfare of German gunners. I expected God and his angels were doing a quiet grin as they were
looking down on some of the Church Parades held around that area.
After that incident Church Parades were held in a barn. We had a mouth-organ band who used to play the
hymns: we liked the tunes of some of the hymns, but not the words. We much preferred our own words which we
set to the tune and sung with great gusto when we were having a jollification. These words set to the tune of the
well-known hymn O God, our Help in Ages Past was a great favourite amongst us:
John Wesley had a little dog,
He was so very thin,
He took him to the Gates of Hell
And threw the bastard in.

There were six verses to this hymn, and each one a little more racy than the first.
We had some grand parsons with us during the War. One who was with us a considerable time had a wonderful
reputation: he could drink our Quartermaster-Sergeant blind, and he had to be a great man to do that. Parsons
always stayed with the transport when we were in the line, but on two occasions when we were in a quiet part of
the front line this one paid us visits. The first time he called on each company commander at company
headquarters and did not shift until they had each in turn run out of whiskey. Yes, he drunk them out of house and
home and walked down the communication trench as sober as a judge. The second time he visited the front line he
didn’t get a drink anywhere: each company commander said how sorry they were when they told him that they
had completely run out of whiskey. So he didn’t stay long that time and never visited the front line again. The old
hands of the Battalion admired him very much, and often used to say that when he went west he would be put in
charge of the largest and finest drinking bar in Hell.
We had another parson just before him who never came up at all. One of our grooms who had a very good
billet with an old lady and her daughter was asked if he would mind giving up his billet for the parson, who was
supposed to have a poor one. Of course if he had refused he would have been ordered from there just the same, so
he moved out and the parson moved in. A few days later the groom called at his old billet for a few things he had
left there. The parson met him and said:
“Look here, my man, I don’t want you coming around here after my little bit of meat.”
The groom, who was a bit of an hard case and didn’t care a damn for any man, called him a dirty old pig, not
to mention a few other good names as well.
The best parson we ever had was one who came to us a few months before the War finished; we also had a
young Wesleyan minister with us during that time and he was very good, but if he had listened to me one morning
he might have still been preaching sermons in this world instead of preaching them in the other.
When we were out of the line the trimmings to our walking-out dress was a rifle and a bandolier of
ammunition which held fifty rounds; and it was no uncommon sight when we were drinking in a café to see us
leave our drinks and start firing at a German aeroplane which was flying overhead, and then resume our drinks
when he had passed out of sight.
One day two of our chaps with a drop on shot up all the bottles and glasses in a café. Another man absolutely
riddled everything that was hanging up in a butcher’s shop. Perhaps he mistook the carcases for Germans. The
butcher was dancing a two-step around the corner of the house and yelling for the military police. They quickly
appeared on the scene as soon as the man had expended his bandolier of ammunition. Shortly after that, walking875

out dress was abolished.
Buffalo Bill bought a large and powerful dog with harness and got the Pioneer Sergeant to make a little cart.
All over Flanders it was a common sight to see dogs in harness working and pulling little carts about, which in
England is against the law. Buffalo Bill calculated that the dog would be able to pull as much trench stores to the
front-line trench in one journey as six men could carry, thereby saving six men who could work repairing the
trenches. He appointed a man to take charge of the dog, whom we afterwards called the Dog- Major on the lines
of the Goat-Major, the lance-corporal who has charge of the Regimental Goat. He told this man he would hold
him responsible for the dog’s safety.
The idea was all right but the dog had other ideas. On the first night that the dog made the trip it was deemed
advisable to send another man with the Dog-Major. I was detailed off to accompany him. We loaded the cart up
with reels of barbed wire and other small trench materials and set off for the trench. The dog strode out resolutely
along the road and the Dog-Major remarked that we would put a little heavier load on for the next journey. I
replied that we had not completed this one yet, and that it was time to talk when we had safely landed in the
trench with the load we had got.
As soon as we left the main road and got on the corduroy track our troubles began. We had not proceeded very
far when the dog left the track, the cart upset and everything was in the mud. We cursed, got the dog and cart back
on the track, loaded up and got going again. We had not proceeded very far when a small shell exploded some
distance from us. The dog gave a leap off the track, pulling cart and stores into a shell hole which was knee-deep
in mud and water. It took us about an hour to get the dog and cart back on the track and load up again. This
happened a couple more times, and then I carried as much as I could of the load whilst the Dog-Major tried to
guide him.
But it made no difference. He would have left the track even if the cart had been quite empty. I tried to
persuade the Dog-Major to let me shoot the dog or bayonet it, and he could report to Buffalo Bill that a piece of
shrapnel had did the trick. But he wouldn’t agree to it. Just before dawn we landed in the trench thoroughly
exhausted. We reported to Buffalo Bill the trouble we had had, but he said that the dog was strange to the work,
and after a few nights would be making six or eight trips a night.
A sandbagged kennel was made adjoining the officers’ shack where the dog rested during the day. The
following night another man accompanied the Dog-Major. Only one journey was made, and when he arrived in
the trench he was too exhausted to curse. This man believed in the transmigration of souls, and later in the day he
told us that the souls of ten old soldiers and ten Indian crows had entered the dog when he was born, and no
human being on this Ball of Clay would ever succeed in making him work.
He was right. The dog was too artful to work, and was as wrong as a wagonload of old soldiers and Indian
crows put together. One night the dog had a rest, and when the Dog-Major went to his kennel the next morning he
found six bayonet thrusts in the sandbags inside the kennel, which he reported to Buffalo Bill. No doubt as some
of the men had moved along the trench they made a quick jab at the dog in passing by.
The Dog-Major was now struck off all trench duties and ordered to take up his abode in the kennel with the
dog. Buffalo Bill warned him, pulling out his revolver, that if anything happened to the dog something just as
serious would happen to him.
Then the cart which used to be left some yards from the kennel was blown to pieces. I don’t know whether the
dog knew that his troubles were over for the time being but for the rest of the day he was yelping and barking with
delight.
When Buffalo Bill left us, the dog stayed with the Company, but never did no more work. He got used to shells
and rifle grenades when they were coming over, and it was very funny to see him flatten his body against the wall
of a trench when he heard the whine of a shell which he knew would be falling somewhere near him. He used to
wander around the trench, but he would never attempt to jump on top during the daytime. He seemed to sense that
it was not safe.
We all got to like the dog which used to go in and out of the line with us. I may as well tell his whole story
now and get it over. About a month before we left the Bois Grenier Sector and during one of our little spells out of
the line, he got lost. I expect a Frenchman pinched him. Nine months later when we were in Bethune two old
soldiers of A Company were having a stroll around the town when a large dog came running up to them barking
and wagging his tail with delight. They recognized him at once and took him back with them. He was given a
permanent home with the transport. In the autumn of 1917, when we were around the Ypres Sector, he was killed
by a shell splinter when the transport lines were shelled. He had survived four or five months in a front-line trench
but was killed miles behind one.
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Sometimes the rations would come up to a farm outside the village and more near the front line, and carryingparties would take their loads down a road which ran behind the trenches. One night in February a man named
Bolton and I were each carrying a sandbag of bread down this road. Bolton’s puttees became undone and I stayed
with him until he had put them right, the remainder of the party going on in front. We were just about to start off
again when the enemy opened out a terrific bombardment, the majority of the shells bursting on the road in front
of us. We ran for the nearest trench, which happened to be B Company's, and jumped into a hole just behind their
front line. It turned out to be their latrine pit, and we sank knee-deep in it. We were in a grand mess but we still
had our bags of bread safe. We scrambled out and made our way into the front line where everyone was standing
to. The shells were now falling just behind our front line and all the way back to the road. We heard a bugle blow
in the enemy’s trench, followed by a lot of shouting and yelling, and then the whole of the enemy opened out with
rifle-fire. Bolton and I had got on the fire-step and the whole of our front returned the fire. After a bit the enemy
ceased firing, and we the same: they had simply been trying to put the wind up us, pretending they were going to
make an attack.
Every man on our fire-step now commenced to sniff.
“What the hell stinks?” exclaimed one.
I explained what had happened. We passed along the trench to our own company lines and the men were
holding their noses and pretending that they had never smelt anything so bad in all their lives, and against we had
reached our own platoon we had been called all the stinking hounds and dirty names imaginable. We met Mr.
Richardson, who was pleased to see us safe: the majority of our ration party had been killed by the barrage on the
road. Bolton’s puttees had undoubtedly saved us. Mr. Richardson was holding his nose and inquiring what was the
matter with us, as we smelt like polecats. We explained to him what had happened, but that anyway we had saved
the bread. We scraped ourselves with our knives and then plastered ourselves with clean mud. Later in the night it
commenced to freeze and we were a decent weight by morning. That day we started scraping ourselves again and
got not as clean as new pins but decently clean. We had to undergo a bit of chaffing for the next few days.
It was as hard to get a new suit of khaki as it was to get a Divisional general to come up the front line and see
for himself how we were existing. During the whole of the War I never saw a general above the rank of brigadiergeneral in a front-line trench. The Brigadier that we had at this time used to pay us a Lightning visit now and
again on fine days, but he had no conception of what we were going through: he didn’t have to live in the
trenches.
Six weeks later Bolton met his death in a very peculiar way. At this time there was a great demand for the
nosecaps of enemy shells which we used to sell to men in Back Areas who were not coming in the line. Just
behind our trench was a shack which had a small table in it. One afternoon Bolton and some friends were in there
with an enemy’s shell which had failed to explode. They had unscrewed the nosecap and were trying to detach the
detonator from it. Three men were around the table and a fourth was standing behind Bolton and looking over his
shoulder. They all had a try to detach the detonator but couldn’t do it, so one of them threw the thing down on the
table in disgust, saying:
“Oh, bust it!”
The detonator exploded and killed the three of them; but the man that was looking over Bolton’s shoulder did
not receive a scratch. Bolton’s body was absolutely perforated, but we noticed that there was not a mark on his
face.
We had bombs made out of jam tins with a fuse attached. Later stick-bombs arrived and later we had another
kind of bomb called the cricket ball, but these had to be lighted with a match. They were very crude compared to
the Mills bombs which were introduced the latter end of 1915 or the beginning of 1916. Some bombing raids
were made with the stick-bombs in April: they were the first raids I can remember in the Battalion.
Mr. Richardson left us to go to the First Battalion. We were very sorry to lose him: he was popular with all of
us. We heard he was killed at Fricourt on the Somme in the following spring. Shortly after, Buffalo Bill left us,
also for the First Battalion which had been having a great many casualties since their arrival in early October. At
the time of our Fromelles fighting they were reduced to about fifty men under command of a recruit officer and
made into a 5th Company to the Queen’s.
Buffalo Bill was a great soldier and a great bully. The man who believed in the transmigration of souls used to
say that Buffalo Bill had only had two existences on this earth before the present one. In one he had been a great
general and in the other a great slave-driver, and that now he had the combined qualities of both, and that he had
no doubt that Buffalo Bill in his next existence would be a bloody roaring Bengal tiger. Buffalo Bill got some fine
decorations and a brigade in the end, and survived the War.
877

Our next Company Commander was Captain G. O. Thomas, who was a very efficient soldier and was soon
very popular with all the Company: it was a pleasure to serve under him. Company-Sergeant-Major Stanway had
been granted a commission in Fromelles, and was now with C Company, Sergeant Fox now being our CompanySergeant-Major.
The French people were devils for jam and when we were out for five days we used to sell them a lot of it at
four tins for a franc, which was twopence halfpenny a tin. Three of us went out one afternoon with fifty tins of
jam to sell. The Company was parading that evening at 5 p.m. to return to the trenches. We got rid of our stock,
entered a café and decided to leave at 4 p.m., which would give us ample time to get back before the Company
paraded. We were drinking ving blong and stout mixed, and before we could look around it was 4.30 p.m. We
hurried back and would have still been in time if the other two hadn’t been so busy arguing the point about
something that had happened years before when the Battalion was in Burma.
The argument had cropped up just before we left the café. When we were stationed at Shwebo in North
Burmah, at one race meeting that was held there was a race called the Shwebo Grand National. One man argued
that a certain officer in the Battalion at the time had won it; and the other man argued that he hadn’t won it when
we were stationed there but in another year. I knew which of them was right, but I thought, to save further
argument, it was better to tell them they were both wrong.
I only made it worse. They wouldn't accept my decision and pulled their coats off. They appointed me as
referee and had exchanged a good few blows when the enemy commenced to shell one of our heavy batteries
about fifty yards away. Some shells burst only a few yards from us, but we had flattened ourselves in a ditch by
the side of the road just in time: we could hear them coming. Those shells finished the fight but delayed us for
some minutes; we ran back to billets to find that the Company had moved off, and that we were absent from
parading to go in front-line trenches.
This was a crime punishable by death, and at the very least meant ten years imprisonment. We reported
ourselves in the front-line trench, of course, as soon as ever we could, but we were prisoners and would be tried
when we got back out of the line again. When we went back out of the line for the usual five days we were
brought up in front of Captain Thomas and our crime was read out to us. We were charged with being absent from
parading with the Company when about to proceed to the front line, until reporting ourselves in the front line an
hour later. We knew perfectly well that our crime was too serious for the Captain to punish and that he would have
to pass us onto the Colonel, who no doubt would have given us a court-martial. But we also knew that a company
commander could use his own discretion and squash any crime of that description if he chose to do so. Not one of
us had been in any trouble before, we had been very lucky in that way, and we were on excellent terms with
Deadwood Dick, who was still Second-in-Command of the Company.
“What have you got to say?” asked Captain Thomas.
All old soldiers believed that any excuse was better than none and I replied, speaking for the three of us, that
we had gone for a little stroll and when returning about 4 p.m. the other two had been taken suddenly ill with colic
from something they had eaten and were doubled up with pain for about an hour: it was impossible for them to
move so I had to stay with them. We had arrived in the trench only fifteen minutes after the Company. The other
two supported me in my statement and one said that it was the most severe attack of colic he had experienced
since he had left India.
We had been rehearsing this yarn for the last five days. Captain Thomas did a good grin and then gave us a
severe talking to and warned us that if we ever appeared in front of him again he would pass us on for the
Commanding Officer to deal with. He then tore the crime up and dismissed us. Duffy and the Old Soldier were
delighted at me getting away with it, but they both said that if they had been up for the same crime they would
have been shot at dawn.
The argument about the Shwebo Grand National was finally settled by me suggesting to them to accept the Old
Soldier’s decision on the matter, to which they both agreed. The Old Soldier was an authority on races,
particularly where regimental officers were concerned, and soon put them right.
One night Smith and I were on sentry in adjoining bays in the trench. An enemy sentry had been persistently
firing for a couple of hours and we decided to fire in his direction when our wiring party came in. At night the
flash of a rifle could be seen a fraction of a second before hearing the report. About an hour before dawn our
wiring party came in; they had just arrived in the trench when the sentry fired again.
“See—” but that was the only word Smith uttered, and then he crashed off the fire-step. Another man took my
place on sentry, and I rushed around the traverse to warn the stretcher-bearers. I found a stretcher-bearer already
attending to Smith by the time I got back, and he informed me that it was a bloody bake as Smith had stopped it
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through the pound. The bullet had entered by the side of the nose and had come out by the back of the neck. In
about fifteen minutes time Smith came around and with great difficulty called me by name. I knew then that the
bullet, which was a clean one, had not touched the brain. We carried him down to the Aid Post in the village. The
doctor examined him and said that he was the luckiest man in France. Smith managed to ask the Doctor if he had
a chance.
“Why?” said the Doctor. “Have you got the wind up?”
“No,” replied Smith, "but I want to know the bloody truth.”
The Doctor then explained to us how by an hair’s breadth the bullet had missed so and so many vital parts after
entering by the nose, and that it had come out lengthways at the back of the neck. Smith was sent home and
recovered from his wound but I was told that he was sent back out to France and was wounded again in the head
whilst serving with the First Battalion on the Somme.
One day a few of us were warming ourselves by a fire and debating whether the spirits of the soldiers that were
killed early in the War could wander through space and could look down upon us and see how we were existing.
“Of course they can,” exclaimed one, “and I wouldn’t mind betting that at this very moment they are looking
down on us and dancing a two-step and clicking their heels together in holy glee to think that they have scrounged
out of this blasted misery, whilst the most of us here after enduring all kinds of hardships are bound to be popped
over in the course of time, the same as them. They were the lucky ones and we are the unlucky ones.”
Our idea of Paradise during the 1914-1915 winter was a shelter over our heads and dozens of buckets of fire
around us and buckets of fire suspended by chains hanging over our bodies.
When we were out of the line we got on fairly well with the French people. A lot of them could speak a little
English and were very proud of it, but it was proper old-soldier’s English they spoke. Some of them could curse
better than some of us, and not know it. We got on a lot better with the people living near the line than what we
did, as we found out later, with the people that were living a long way from it. We had a few young officers join
the Battalion, most of whom had been in the Artists’ Rifles. Two were posted to my company. We always judged a
new officer by the way he conducted himself in a trench, and if he had guts we always respected him. The two
new officers soon won our respect.
One of them had been Brigade dispatch-rider on the Retirement and had been granted a temporary commission
in the Regiment when we were on the Aisne. Since then he had been with B Company. His name was Mr.
Fletcher, and all the men in B swore that he was not only the bravest man in France, but had more brains than all
the Battalion officers put together. He had done some brave and brainy deeds at Fromelles where he was always
out on night patrols, along with a man of his company. He could talk German like a native and once or twice
mixed with their patrols, for the fun of it and to pick up what information he could. When we were in the
Houplines trenches he had planted a British flag right on the enemy’s parapet. We soon agreed with B about Mr.
Fletcher; but he was not long with us. One morning when we were in the line he was informed that he had been
awarded the Distinguished Service Order, and it happened that only a few minutes after he took a sharp quick
look over the parapet and got sniped through the head.
During the whole of the War I never saw men so cut up over an officer’s death as in this case. The following
December when we were out on rest, his father, who was an Oxford professor and wrote history books, came out
from home and paid a visit to the Battalion.
We had one officer attached to us during this time who I always considered had the worst job in France. He
had no trench duties to perform but generally went out in no-man’s-land three nights out of five. He was an expert
in the German language and his job was to get as near as he could to the enemy’s lines and listen to their
conversation which he used to memorize and then write down after he had come back. He had every prospect of
being shot by unaimed fire and spotted by a German patrol or working party, who would have soon made short
work of him. Private Lloyd, a young time-serving soldier with about two years service, but one of the old
Expeditionary Force, generally accompanied him. For over a month they went out on their job, but one night
young Lloyd returned carrying the officer. He reported that they had got quite close to the enemy, who were
putting barbed wire out, and could distinctly hear them speaking; they had returned when the enemy were going
back to their trench. They had crawled a considerable way and then began to walk. Shots were now ringing out
from the enemy’s lines and he knew that all their parties and patrols were in. They hadn’t walked very far before
the officer fell: he had been shot through the head and only lived about a minute. Lloyd then slung his rifle and
managed to get the officer across his shoulder to carry him back. Lloyd was a small man and the officer was a
good two stone heavier than him, and it must have taxed his strength to the utmost to have carried him back over
that uneven ground. I don’t believe he even got recommended for all that he had done; in our estimation he should
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have had at least a D.C.M.
I have read in some paper about troops in the War being doped with rum before going into action. In my
battalion we never got enough of rum to make a louse drunk. Of course some of us had certain ways and means to
get a drop extra, but our proper ration was about a tablespoonful and a half and we were lucky if we got as much
as a tablespoonful. The rum came up with the rations and was handed over to the Company-Sergeant-Major. If he
liked his little drop he took his little drop; then the platoon sergeants would draw the allowance for each platoon,
and they would take their little drops; sometimes the section corporals would draw their allowance from the
platoon sergeants and by the time they had had a few little sips there was damned little left for us. Sometimes
platoon officers would issue it out and the majority I knew were very honest, but we had one in the Company who
was a proper shark. His platoon sent up many prayers for his soul, which were not answered, as he went away
sick and never rejoined the Battalion again. I have seen non-commissioned officers and men drunk in action, but it
wasn’t on their rum ration: it was rum they had scrounged from somewhere else. Our ordinary ration was very
beneficial to us and helped to keep the cold out of our bodies, but any man who had had an extra drop before he
went out on patrols, night raids or attacks was looking for trouble; a man needed all his wits and craft when he
was taking part in any of those, and an extra drop made one reckless.
We had a man in our platoon who was one of the most windy men I ever saw in France, and when working on
the parapet at night the report of a rifle was enough to make him jump back in the trench shivering with fright: it
was pitiable to see him when the enemy were shelling our line. We decided one evening to see what effect an
extra drop of rum would have on him. When the rations came up to the village the Old Soldier exchanged two
nosecaps for about a pint of rum (this deal had been arranged the night before) with one of the transport men. We
were issued out with our rum ration in the trench, and later in the night we gave the windy one who was working
on the parapet a few swigs out of the pint.
His own ration never had any effect on him, but those swigs did. For the next half hour he was the bravest man
in France. He danced and yelled like a Red Indian on the warpath, shouting across to the Germans to come over
and meet him halfway so that he could bayonet the bloody lot of them. We had a job to prevent him from going
across and attacking the German Army single-handed.
We had a sergeant called Billy Townshend who was middle-weight boxing champion of the Battalion in India,
and one year had reached the final of the All-India Boxing Championships held at Simla. On being transferred to
the Reserves he joined the Metropolitan Police Force; he did not look tall enough for a London policeman and
must have scraped in by raising on his toes when they were not looking. He was very proud of the fact that he did
not swear like the rest of us, but always used words that was something like the swear words we used but didn’t
mean so much, which I often told him was a damned sight worse than swearing properly.
About April, Billy and two other men were out in front erecting barbed wire. It was very quiet, hardly a shot
coming from the trenches opposite. After they had been working a couple of hours the enemy sentries suddenly
began firing as if they had gone mad, and a machine-gun opened out too. The three men rushed back in the trench,
one holding his face in his hands. A bullet had gone neatly through his two cheeks. Billy came into a little upright
shack where Duffy and I were, to recover his breath. By the light of C a candle we noticed that Billy’s trousers
was ripped and his backside was bleeding. No doubt in his rush back to the trench he had caught his trousers on
the wire and a prong had pierced his flesh but in the excitement he had not felt it. Duffy gave me the wink and
suddenly exclaimed:
“By Christ, Billy! You’ve been shot through the bloody arse! You’d better let one of us bandage you.”
Billy put his hand to his backside and seeing blood on his hand was out of that dug-out like a madman and
making his way back to the Aid Post in the village as fast as his legs would carry him. He did not come back to
the trench that night, and we began wondering whether he had been hit out with a shell when making his way
down the communication trench. The following evening he returned to the trench with a ration party and
explained to some of the men what a marvelous escape he had had from that bullet, which had just penetrated the
cheek of his backside sideways and came out about an inch from where it had entered. He swore that the Doctor
wanted to evacuate him to hospital, but he told the Doctor bravely that he would much prefer to be back with the
boys in the trench. For a long time after that Duffy and I were constantly asking him if he felt any ill effects from
his bullet wound; but he simply used to grin and turn the conversation into other channels. It took a lot to ruffle
Billy. He got wounded early in 1917 when we were around the Clery sector.
During this time we often carried on conversations with the enemy, and one night one of them shouted across
in excellent English:
“Hello, Second Royal Welch Fusiliers, how are you?” We shouted back and enquired who they were.
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“The same regiment that you spent your Christmas day with in Houplines,” came the reply.
The enemy always seemed to know who was opposite them in the line. We were never opposite a German
regiment during this time but what didn’t have a few men who could speak English. In one German regiment they
had a wonderful violin player who often played selections from operas, and in the summer evenings when a slight
breeze was blowing towards us we could distinguish every note. We always gave him a clap and shouted for an
encore.
The Old Soldier had been reading in a paper that our bishops and ministers had been praying for a speedy
victory and also that the German clergy had been praying for the same.
“God’s truth!” he exclaimed. “That poor old Chap above must be very nearly bald-headed through scratching
His poll, trying to answer the prayers of both sides. If I had my way I would collect all the parsons and ministers
of the both countries and stick the whole bloody crowd of them in a waterlogged trench. After they had been in it
a week it’s a hundred to one they would be offering up the same kind of prayers that we do now.”
I might mention here that about April or May latrine pits were abolished in standing trenches, and latrine
buckets introduced which the sanitary men emptied every night.
8
About June we commenced to go on leave. At this time men were only granted five days’ leave—one day to
go, three at home, and one day to return—and they had to take their one hundred and fifty rounds of ammunition
with them. At 4 p.m. one afternoon I left the front-line trench and at 6 p.m. the following evening I was in
Newport, Mon.,\fn{Monmouthshire. Newport is now it’s own unitary authority; it is now within the ceremonial county of Gwent, and
the historic county of Monmouthshire (which was in the author’s day much larger than it is now):H } which was about nineteen
miles from my home. There were no rest camps at Boulogne or other ports at this time: they came into being a
little later. Just before I went on leave the Battalion had their trousers cut short and every man had to have his hair
closely cropped, which was a good idea especially when a man received a shrapnel wound in the head. My friends
were delighted to see me but were disappointed because I hadn’t brought a few German helmets. When I told
them what use I had made of a couple of them they laughed and put it down to an old soldier’s yarn. Those three
days I did nothing but booze; if I called in a pub everybody wanted me to have one. There was no restrictions on
public houses.
Returning from leave, Victoria Station was open to the public: they were all old regular soldiers returning to
France and there were little groups here and there dancing and singing with their relatives and friends, the
majority a little top-heavy and to the onlookers as happy as birds. I wonder how many of them saw Victoria
Station again. On my remaining leaves the public were not allowed on the platforms where the leave trains were
coming in or returning back: they had to stay outside a barrier erected on the platform. There were always the
ladies soliciting outside and I expect many young soldiers who went with them wished afterwards that they had
been blown to pieces in France. I was never foolish enough to go with one of those birds, not because I was
different to some but because I was afraid of the consequences. When a man is between twenty and thirty nature
rules his brain, but between thirty-five and forty-five brains should rule nature. I wasn’t a young soldier any
longer, so I was a bit careful. I left my home at 9 a.m. in the morning and was back with the Battalion at 8 a.m. the
following morning. Some time later leave was increased to seven or eight days and men might be detained for
days in the rest camps at the ports, both going and returning. Also the carrying of ammunition was abolished and
any man caught with a round on him was sent back to his battalion and was supposed to forfeit his leave.
About July we left the Bois Grenier sector and relieved a Territorial battalion in the trenches in front of
Laventie. They informed us that they had arrived in France in March and had been on this part of the Front for the
last few months. We noticed that the trenches were in a very bad state, in some places being only breast-high and
the parapet and traverses were crumbling to pieces, and very little barbed wire had been erected in front; there
were stacks of barbed wire and sandbags on the back of the trench which had not been used. We asked them why
they hadn’t made their parapet higher so that in the day they could walk upright instead of having to crawl about
in their two doubles. They replied that it wasn't safe to work out on the parapet or out in front during the night, as
the enemy were continually firing and sometimes a machine-gun would open out.
If Buffalo Bill had been with us he would have shot the lot of them at sight. I never saw a more windy crowd,
and before they had filed out of the trench the majority of us were up on the parapet working and cursing flashes.
One of their officers ordered us to keep quiet until they had left the trench: we replied by making more noise and
the Old Soldier told him to put a sock in it and clear out with his men as they only made good soldiers weep. If
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the Germans had made a raid on them they would have had a beanfeast.
Our Brigade was sent to that sector simply to rebuild the trenches: it was a quiet place and we had very few
casualties during the time we were there. In one part of the line the ground dipped in the rear of us and we could
walk through a little trench and out into the open. One afternoon we were filling sandbags on this spot and some
of the men who were digging discovered a large chest and some smaller ones. The smaller ones contained glass
and crockery and household stuff, and one was full of ladies’ clothes, but no jewelry. The large chest was the most
useful to us: it was full of bottles of wine including some champagne well packed with straw. They had been
probably buried by the owner of a ruined café which was close by. At stand-to that evening most of the men who
had been filling sandbags were three sheets in the wind and one man had drunk so much that he fell insensible off
the fire-step and had to be carried down to the Aid Post on a stretcher. The Old Soldier remarked that every man
in a front-line trench should be carried out in the same condition. The man was sentenced to five years’
imprisonment, but had the sentence washed out a few months later.
During the time we were there I was warned to go back on the signalers. I had been a signaler during my preWar soldiering and had been asked to go back on the job several times by the signaling sergeant, but had refused.
Now I was warned and had no option in the matter. There were at this time eighteen signalers to a battalion, with a
sergeant in charge; in the front line there were generally three signalers in each company and the remainder in
Battalion Headquarters, but sometimes four were posted to a company. Signalers were also runners; in the Royal
Welch there were no Battalion runners except signalers until July 1916. Signalers had to do no trench work or
patrols and were the only men in the trench that were exempt from stand-to. When going in the line we were not
always posted to our own companies, and although I belonged to A, I would sometimes be in the line with B, C,
or D, or Battalion Headquarters. Each station had its D3 telephone, which was a small portable instrument which
could be used for speaking or sending Morse. We sent all our messages in Morse, which was quicker and more
accurate than speaking them. In standing trenches our telephone lines generally ran down the communication
trench from Battalion Headquarters to the front-line companies and then along the front-line trench. All
companies and Battalion Headquarters were linked up. A signaler could wander around the front line and no
questions were asked. In sectors where there was plenty of straffing the lines would often get broken and many a
good signaler went West in the act of repairing a broken wire. Signalers also got to know when something
important was coming off, in many instances before the company commanders did. When we were out of the line
we formed a unit on our own and were billeted together. A signaler’s life on the whole was far more pleasant than
a rifle-and-bayonet man’s.
We had a young officer named Mr. Graves join the Battalion at this time and he was posted to the Company.
He was soon highly respected. He and a sergeant went out on patrol his first night in the trenches with us and
brought back a large round bottle in a basket which they had found in an unoccupied German listening post. All
sorts of yarns were going round regarding the contents of the bottle which had some chemical liquid in it,
supposed to be used for damping German gas-respirators, but we never heard for sure what it was.
We left that sector and marched to Bethune. On the way Lord Kitchener inspected us as we marched by. He
looked much better in health than when I last saw him, which was years before in India. We took the place of the
Guards’ Brigade in the 2nd Division, which had left to join the Guards’ Division which was then being formed.
Since the Aisne we had been attached to the 6th Division; except for a short time with the 8th in the Laventie sector.
We went in the line at Cuinchy brickfields. There were great brick stacks between twenty and thirty feet high
around this part of the line; we held some and the enemy held some. Givenchy trenches were on our left and
Cambrin trenches on our right and the whole area was infested with rats. The first rats I saw was in January in the
Bois Grenier sector, but this place was absolutely alive with them, and another thing, we were continually
stretching our necks looking for trench-mortar shells which came hurtling over in all shapes and sizes. During the
day sentries were provided with whistles with which they blew different blasts which informed the men in their
part of the trench whether a trench-mortar was coming straight towards him or to the left or right of him and then
there would be a scamper; we had necks like giraffes after we had been there a little while.
At any moment, too, we might have been blown into the air by an enemy mine: two of the largest mines that I
ever saw was exploded by the enemy the following year at Cuinchy and Givenchy. In fact, it was a very healthy
part of the Front, what with one thing and another, and anyone who were suffering with their nerves could not
have come to a better place for a cure.
The second time we went in Givenchy trenches I was posted to C Company with two others. I tried hard to
exchange with a man named Green who was posted to A, though he belonged to B. I much preferred going to my
own company where I could have a chat with the Old Soldier and Duffy, but Green wouldn’t exchange. Signalers
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generally went into standing trenches an hour or two before their companies to enable them to go around the
telephone wires and see which way they were running. When going into the line we carried the next day’s rations
with us and distributed them amongst us, each station generally mucking in when in the line. We went down the
communication trench and had a rest where the trench branched off in different directions to the front-line
companies. Green now said that he was quite willing to exchange with me, but I told him it was too late, as we
three had distributed our rations amongst us, and that I wasn’t going to take my pack off to get at the rations I was
carrying. He said, “It won’t take you a minute, Dick,” and begged hard for me to exchange, but I wouldn’t. There
were four signalers posted to A this time—we all wished one another luck and went on our different ways to the
front line.
The next morning the enemy were shelling all along our front and their big shells which were said to come
from a naval gun mounted on a truck on the railway behind La Bassee seemed to us, in C Company’s trench, to be
falling most on the extreme left of the Battalion front where A Company was. I called up A. Green happened to be
on the phone and said that they were having a very warm time of it and that he wished—but he did not finish his
sentence. I called him up again but could get no reply and I knew the lines had gone West. I called up D
Company, in between us and A, and they informed me that the lines between them and A had gone too. Shortly
after this our line with D went too, so I set off to find the breaks. I repaired them and went on till I reached D
signaling station. They told me that they were still out of touch with A and that Battalion Headquarters could get
no reply from A either. They had just sent a man along the A line to find the breaks.
The shelling had now slackened and I decided to go along to A myself. I hadn’t gone many yards before the
news was passed along that the four signalers of A and Captain Thomas’s servant who happened to be in their
shack at the time had been killed. A Company’s signalers were in an upright shack and one of the naval shells had
exploded in the trench just outside it. They must have been killed at the moment Green was talking with me. I
thought to myself how nearly I had been in Green’s place.
I came across Duffy and the Old Soldier. They were both cursing flashes: they had made a brew of tea, cooked
their bacon and were just going to sit down to have their breakfast when they noticed a trench-mortar shell
dropping straight towards them. They both made a dive around the traverse and hardly had time to flatten
themselves on the bottom of the trench before the trench-mortar pitched on the parapet of the bay they had left,
blowing it to bits and their breakfast as well. I had lost one or two breakfasts that way and could quite understand
their feelings. The Company had many casualties besides the signalers, and the both of them had been very busy
bandaging the wounded during the shelling. As I was proceeding back to my own trench the enemy were sending
over grenades which were fired from a rifle: they rose to a great height before descending and were difficult to
see. When we were in the Bois Grenier sector the enemy often dropped them on our parapet and in the trench, and
I remember one dropping in the bay of a trench where there were five men, killing three and wounding two. Our
rifle-grenade at that time was a very poor one compared to theirs.
We were back in Bethune and billeted in a girls’ school: our billet was in the next room to the Aid Post. I had
an attack of fever and ague and went sick: the Doctor ordered me to hospital. Coming out of the Aid Post I met
one of our old officers who inquired if I had fever. I replied that I had and was going to hospital. I packed my
haversack and returned to the Aid Post: the Doctor then informed me that he had decided to keep me in the Aid
Post for a few days to see how I got on. I had a temperature for four days and then got better. The Aid Post
Sergeant told me that while I was packing my haversack the officer had come in and had a chat to the Doctor
about me and that was the reason I was not sent to hospital. Later in the War it was very nearly impossible for old
hands who was sick to get sent to hospital, and during the time that Dr. Dunn was with the Battalion and we were
out of action, whenever an old hand went sick he would doctor him himself and do his utmost to keep the man in
the Battalion. He knew as well as the Colonel the moral support that the old hands gave to the young soldiers that
were then coming out to join the Battalion. During the first twelve months of the War I never remember a man
going sick when in the line unless he had a severe attack of fever, which all the old soldiers suffered from who
had been any length of time abroad. But when out of action a man would often fall sick to dodge a sloppy parade.
9
We went in the Cambrin trenches about the 19 th of September and I was posted to C Company. Our artillery
were bombarding the enemy’s trenches for days, and night after night our carrying parties were bringing gas
cylinders and scaling ladders up to the front line. There were rumours going around that a large attack was coming
off but nobody seemed to know anything definite. On the night of the 22 nd I was conversing with some old hands:
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there was a lull in our bombardment and it was pretty quiet at the time. Suddenly a German from the trench
opposite shouted across in English:
“You can come over on the 25th, you English swine, and send your gas over: but we’ll smarten you up!”
Then our artillery opened out again. During this long bombardment we had a lot of casualties through our
shells dropping short and in some cases actually dropping in our own trenches. The Second-in-Command of the
Battalion, Major Clegg-Hill, was severely wounded in the head in this way. Some of the old hands swore that all
the shells that were dropping short were being fired by the Territorial batteries: which was very unfair—only a
couple of days before one of our signalers had overheard a conversation between the Adjutant and an artillery
observation officer who complained very bitterly about the bad shells the artillery were now receiving.
On the morning of the 23rd I came across the Old Soldier and Duffy: I had paid a visit to the Company to
borrow some candles. With them was a young soldier who had only been with the Battalion a few months, but he
had been out on patrols with the Old Soldier, who thought very highly of him. I sat down and gave them the news:
that there was going to be a big attack on the 25th and that we were going to send our gas over.
“Where did you get that from?” enquired the Old Soldier.
“From the Germans,” I said, and told him what the man had shouted over the night before.
“Then it’s bound to be true, man,” said Duffy, “the Jerries always gets to know things before we do.”
The three of us discussed the attack from all points of the compass and arrived at the same conclusion, which
was that we didn’t have a dog’s chance. The enemy trenches were about three hundred yards away and we knew
that the men in front of us were good soldiers and excellent shots and could do without the aid of machine-guns to
mow us down advancing from that distance; as surely as if they were attacking us we could have done the same to
them.
The Young Soldier called us three bloody old pessimists and said that if the attack did come off on the 25 th
there couldn’t be many Jerries left alive after our bombardment had finished with them, and what was left our gas
would soon polish off. The Old Soldier then had a fit of swearing and wound up by calling upon J.C. and his
Angels to knock a bit of sense in the Young Soldier’s pound. He then said,
“Look here, youngster, it’s quite possible that not one shell in six is dropping on their parapet or in their trench
and I wouldn’t mind betting that they have plenty of deep dug-outs which the majority can get into, just leaving a
sentry here and there in the trench. In fact they don’t want a sentry whilst our bombardment is on, because we
can’t move over until it stops. And just glance your eye through that periscope and see how much of their barbed
wire have been cut. My old granny in one hour with a blunt scissors could cut more wire than what our shells
have cut these two days.” The Young Soldier had a look through the periscope and admitted that up to now the
enemy’s wire had hardly been touched.
We discussed the gas, wondering whether the men who were going to send it over had ever been in a
bombardment before: if they hadn’t it was quite possible they might get the wind up and make a proper box-up of
things. We also thought,
“Suppose the cylinders get smashed and the gas settles in our own trenches.”
For we old hands knew that if the attack was to come off Old Jerrie would blow hell out of our trenches before
it commenced. He hadn’t been sending many shells over for the last few days and we guessed he was saving them
up for the Grand Slam which he seemed to know all about and of which we knew nothing except what he had told
us the night before. We all took it for granted that this was genuine information.
In May we had been issued with a respirator which we tied over the mouth and nose, and we now had a gas
helmet with a teat which we pulled down over our heads; it was proof enough against cloud gas which was used at
this time but it was impossible to walk many yards with it on owing to the eyepieces becoming obscured. (In 1916
we were issued with the box-respirator through which we breathed oxygen but still had the same difficulty with
the eyepieces and had to be continually cleaning them when we were walking with them on; the eyepieces in the
German gas helmets were a hundred per cent better than ours.)
Some of our eighteen-pounder shells were now coming over and Duffy said that we might as well send over a
bloody bag of f—ts at the enemy trenches for all the damage they were going to do. Eighteen-pound shells which
we called whizz bangs were all right when fired at advancing infantry and would make a man duck his head
quicker than any shell that was sent over; but they were no good against good trenches: it wanted a heavier shell
to inflict any damage on them. Both sides used a lot of them, the Germans’ being a little lighter than ours. Just as I
was leaving, the Old Soldier said:
“You mark my words, Dick, if this attack does come off on this particular part of the Front it’s going to be the
biggest balls-up ever known, and unless J. C. is very kind to us the majority of the Brigade will be skinned alive.”
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We were relieved on the night of the 23 rd and went back to Montmorency Barracks in Bethune; the following
day we were definitely told about the attack. Signalers were then posted to companies: I was posted to B, and
paraded with them to hear all about it. We were going over first, with the Middlesex in support, and after taking so
many lines of trenches we would push on and take the village of Haisnes where we would breakfast. (This village
was taken three years later.)
The gas would be discharged for forty minutes, to be followed by a short artillery bombardment before we left
the front line. Men would carry two hundred rounds of ammunition, signalers one hundred and fifty and bombthrowers fifty. Packs and greatcoats would be dumped in the Barracks and the Company would parade at 9 p.m.
that evening to move off. The way the Company Commander was speaking anyone would think we were going to
have a cake walk, and when we were dismissed off parade one old hand remarked that if the Captain had said we
would breakfast in Hell he would have believed him just the same, or better. About an hour later I was warned to
parade with my own company in the evening and told that I would be with them in the attack.
We were paid out that day the usual five francs. The Old Soldier who had got a decent bit of money from
somewhere said,
“Let’s go out and have a beano as it’s probably the last day we will spend on this Ball of Clay.”
Bethune was congested with troops: new divisions that had just arrived in France being billeted in the
surrounding villages. There was a Red Lamp in Bethune situated about five yards off the main street. Only once
had I been in it: the first time we were in Bethune the three of us had walked in there one evening to have a look
around. There were four women on the stairs and if a man wanted to go with one of them he paid two francs to the
landlord behind the bar. We had a drink and left at once, the Old Soldier remarking that if we three old birds
couldn’t find something better than this it was about time we packed our traps and went West; and sure enough,
forty-eight hours later in a village not far from Bethune each one of us had picked up with a respectable bit of
goods. It was these ladies whom we were now going to visit, and later on at a fixed time to meet at a certain café
where we would spend the remainder of the evening before returning to barracks.
Passing through the town, we saw stretching from the Red Lamp and down the street towards the rue de Aire
about three hundred men in a queue, all waiting their turns to go in the Red Lamp, the majority being mere lads.
Duffy said,
“I expect they are determined to have a short time before they go West tomorrow.”
We very nearly had a fight with some of them through the Old Soldier’ stopping and telling them that it would
pay them far better if they jumped in the canal and had a swim around to cool themselves. The Old Soldier was
very indignant at the men in the queue, as he considered they were showing up the British Army. When I
remarked that they were no different to us, as we were going on the same errand, he looked at me in disgust and
told me I was fast developing into a bloody Bible-puncher. Any man who was a bit religious was known as a
“Bible-puncher” or a “man that’s carrying the brick”; if a teetotaller he was known as a “char wallah”, “bunpuncher” or “wad-shifter”.
So later we met in the cafe where we found two old soldiers of B Company whom we knew were about timeexpired. In the Regular Army a man enlisted for seven years with the Colours and five on Reserve; if abroad or on
active service an additional twelve months had to be served. When the War broke out some reservists only had
days, weeks, or months, as the case may be, to complete their time and some of these had now finished the
additional twelve months. All time-expired men had to leave their units fourteen days before their time was up so
as to enable them to land in England before they were time-expired and not after. Later in the War, when the
Conscription Act came into force, time-expired men were forced to stay in the Army for the duration of the War
and compensated to the tune of £20 and a month’s furlough. The two men of B told us that they were time-expired
and had been warned that morning that they would leave the Battalion to proceed down the line on the evening of
the 25th, and they had appeared in front of the Colonel to ask his permission if they could be left out with the
transport instead of going in the line that night as they were leaving the Battalion the following evening to
proceed home. He told them that they would proceed with their company to the front line and dismissed them.
They were both married men and both were killed the following morning.
(A few weeks before the Colonel had some time-expired men in front of him and expressed his surprise that
they wanted to go home when the Country needed men so badly. One of the men informed him that he had every
intention of still serving his Country but in a safer place and with no hardships to endure, also with better pay and
rations than what he was getting now; he said he had been told that men were being enlisted at home simply for
working at home and down the Bases, and receiving four shillings a day. A first-class soldier’s pay at this time
was eighteen-pence a day: some were receiving fifteen pence and some a shilling. A few of us were on nineteen
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pence. The latter end of 1917 a first-class soldier’s pay was increased to two shillings a day and the others in
proportion.)
We arrived back in Barracks and paraded about an hour later and marched to the assembly trenches in front of
the village of Cambrin. We must have taken a roundabout way, the hours we took to get there, and the La Bassee
Road was congested with troops and guns. We were now told that the Argyles and Middlesex were going over
first, the Cameronians supporting the Argyles and we supporting the Middlesex; the 5 th Scottish being in reserve.
The weather had been glorious during the last ten days but during the night a drizzly rain set in and we were soon
shivering in the trench we were in. Some of the men had to carry tools for digging-in purposes and an N.C.O.
informed me that I would have to carry one as well. I told him that I and the two signalers with me were not going
to carry tools for him nor for J.C. either, as we were loaded up sufficiently and would have a bloody hell of a job
to carry what we got. Captain Thomas then appeared on the scene as we were arguing the toss and told him that
signalers were not to be given tools. During the twenty-four hours we were back in Bethune either the Divisional
or Brigade Signaling Officer had received a brainwave and orders were issued that all company signalers taking
part in the attack would, in addition to their D3 telephone, carry one reel of wire, one large and one small
signaling flag, also signaling blinds; and each company to also carry a roll of rabbit-hutching wire which with our
full fighting order made each of us look like Father Christmas. We were wondering how the hell we were going to
get over the top with all of it.
The rabbit wire was a new one on me. I had never seen it before and I never saw it again. The idea was that
after we had got over the top we would unroll the rabbit wire out and hitch our telephone wire on to it which we
would run out with the Company; then Battalion Headquarters behind, instead of joining up with our lines, would
simply have to hitch their lines on any part of the rabbit wire and establish communication straight away. It had
been tried out umpteen miles behind the front line where there were no shells and bullets flying about and had
proved a great success.
Many signaling stunts tried out in this way were an absolute washout when used in attacks. The truth was that
we were very lucky if Battalion Headquarters could keep up communication with Brigade and always, with the
exception of one case, had to depend on runners for taking company messages back from any captured position to
Battalion Headquarters. I could never make out why signalers were not issued with revolvers instead of rifles. A
rifle was very cumbersome when carrying signaling gear and a revolver was far more handy. After July 1916 I
always carried one, in addition to my rifle. A man could easily get one in action from some dead officer or other
and it came in very handy.
I was trying to snatch an hour's sleep and had just dozed off when I was woke up by Dann, one of our
signalers, who said,
“Have a drink of this.”
He had about half a pint of rum in his canteen. He told me that he had come across the storeman who the
Company-Sergeant-Major had left in charge of the rum, about three sheets in the wind and giving some of the rum
away to his pals; so he thought he might as well have a drop himself and being a bit pally with the storeman had
coaxed a drop out of him. I was wishing the Old Soldier and Duffy was near to have a swig, but their platoon was
some distance away, so we three signalers had a good swig each and passed the canteen around to a few men who
were by us. We at least were making sure of our rum-ration beforehand.
Dawn broke at last and we were anxiously waiting for the time when the Grand Slam commenced. The
assembly trenches were about seven hundred yards behind our front line. Dann and I were closely watching to see
our gas going over, which we were told would kill every German for over a mile in front of us and which none of
us believed in. Our artillery were still sending them over and also the enemy’s artillery had opened out and some
of the shells were falling around our front line. At last we saw the gas going over in two or three places: it looked
like small clouds rolling along close to the ground. The white clouds hadn’t traveled far before they seemed to
stop and melt away. I found out later that the wind that should have taken it across no-man’s-land hadn’t put in an
appearance and the gas had spread back into our trenches. Shortly after machine-gun and rifle-fire rung out and
we guessed that the Argyles and Middlesex had begun the attack without waiting for our intense bombardment.
We were now told to hold ourselves in readiness to proceed to the front line. I told Dann we wouldn’t carry
that rabbit wire any further, so we dumped it in a shell hole. I heard someone say that Captain Thomas had gone
down the communication trench, which was now being shelled by five-point-nines; so I went after him in case he
had a message to send back to the Company—I was not aware that he had taken an orderly with him. I was also
under the impression that he had gone to the front line, so I made my way there. (I found out later that he had
gone to Battalion Headquarters which was about halfway between the assembly trenches and the front line.) I met
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some of the lightly-wounded men of the Middlesex and enquired how the show was going.
“A bloody balls-up” was the reply. One man said that as soon as Old Jerrie commenced to shell the front line
the gas-wallahs vanished. The trench was soon full of gas, and that was the reason they went over the top before
the bombardment commenced. The enemy were now shelling all along our front and the communication trench
was congested.
I found myself along with C Company and we could only proceed at a snail’s pace owing to the dead and
dying that were laying about and the wounded that were coming back. We reached the front line and found that
half of B Company had gone over and the Company Commander, Captain Freeman, was laying dead on the firestep: he had died of heart failure. C and the remainder of B were now preparing to go over. A platoon officer of C
was as drunk as a lord and was making a mug of himself: he had formerly been a non-commissioned officer in the
Guards but had been granted a commission in the Royal Welch Fusiliers and had joined the Battalion at Bois
Grenier. Major Samson who was Company Commander of C noticed him and told him to remember that he was
an officer and to try and behave like a gentleman. The trench was reeking with gas and we were wearing our tube
helmets rolled up on our heads; if we pulled them down over our faces we wouldn’t have been able to see
anything. The scaling-ladders were not much good; when rested on the bottom of the trench or against the back of
a traverse they were too short, and when rested on the fire-step they were too long.
C and the remainder of B now went over, the majority climbing over the parapet from the fire-steps, to be met
with heavy machine-gun and rifle-fire, some of them falling back in the trench killed or wounded as they were
climbing over the parapet. Not a man in either company got more than thirty yards from his own trench. The
officer that was drunk was shot through the thigh but he managed to scramble back in the trench without any
further damage; he was very lucky. Major Samson was laying out in front mortally wounded: three men, one after
the other, sprung over the parapet and made a rush towards him with the intention of bringing him in but they
were bowled over by rifle-fire.
Captain Thomas and A Company then arrived and we were just about to go over to be slaughtered when the
Adjutant, who was now in command of the Battalion, came hurrying up to tell Captain Thomas that he was not
going to have any more losses and ordered A and D Companies to stand fast and await further orders. He sent a
signaler back with a message to advanced Brigade Headquarters, which was about six hundred yards behind the
front line, and from where I expect the Brigadier-General had witnessed the massacre of half his brigade. All our
telephone lines had gone West just after the attack commenced, and the Colonel had been slightly wounded on the
back of the hand and had gone back with the wounded. Orders came from Brigade that the attack was suspended
for the time being and we were to hold the trench.
Our artillery now commenced to shell the enemy's trench, but a lot of the shells were falling short again and
exploding amongst the men laying out in the open. Some of these men were not hit but if either they or the
wounded attempted to return they were immediately fired at. Some of the wounded were crying out with their
pain but we could do nothing, only wait for the night when we would be able to bring them in. The enemy in front
of us now put up a cross-fire on our troops attacking on our right and several of them jumped up on the parapet
directing the fire. We could have shot them down but we were ordered not to fire in case we might hit some of the
wounded Middlesex men laying a long way out in front. There was not much danger of us doing that, especially
amongst the old Expeditionary Force men, but orders were orders and had to be obeyed.
In less than an hour from the commencement of the attack the Brigade had lost fifteen hundred men, the
majority being killed. Argyles and Middlesex were the worst sufferers. If our Adjutant hadn’t stopped A and D
from going over, in a few minutes most of them would have been kicking their heels up in a different world from
this one.
From the time I had arrived in the front line I had been looking through a trench periscope. Some of the
Argyles and Middlesex had very nearly reached the enemy’s barbed wire: I don’t think any had got any further.
But if the whole Brigade had reached the enemy’s barbed wire without any casualties they would have been
skinned alive trying to make their way through it, as hardly any damage had been done to it by our shelling. As
the Old Soldier had truly remarked some days before, it was a glorious balls-up from start to finish; and J.C. had
not been very kind to our Brigade.
We were all coughing and sneezing and some of my Company were soon gas cases. One of my own platoon,
Private Bale, was coughing very badly and also vomiting: a man by the name of Morris was ordered to assist him
down to the Casualty Clearing Station. Two months later Dale rejoined the Battalion and told me that when they
arrived at the Casualty Clearing Station Morris dug up a cough from somewhere that would take some beating
and the Doctor, who was very busy, evacuated the both of them as gas cases. Travelling down to one of the Base
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hospitals Morris told Dale that he was not gassed but he was going to try and work it to get home. On arrival at
the Base hospital Morris dug up a series of coughs that were as loud as high shrapnel exploding, and also
commenced retching. In less than twenty-four hours he was in England as a bad gas case. Dale himself had not
been further than the Base hospital and the Base camp before being sent up the line again. Four months later he
was severely wounded at Givenchy.
Dann told me that the Company had moved off without receiving their rum issue; just before they moved off
from the assembly trenches Deadwood Dick gave orders for the storeman to bring it along so that he could see it
issued. The storeman was a long time arriving and Deadwood Dick commenced to swear; the storeman appeared
on the scene and as drunk as a broken cart-wheel. As he handed over the jar he dropped face downwards in the
trench and Deadwood Dick trod him into the mud; there was no time to issue the rum that was left, as orders then
came for the Company to move off. (The storeman was forgotten lying there face downwards in the mud and that
was the last we heard of him.)
Coming up the communication trench the Company had some casualties through shelling and one minute they
were advancing and the next minute retiring: no one knew where the orders were coming from and they had been
lucky to reach the front line when they did. The both of us went along repairing the telephone lines, leaving the
other signaler to fix up things in the dug-out: in a few hours’ time we were in communication with all front-line
companies and with Battalion Headquarters. During the afternoon a message came through that sixty thousand
French troops had broken through the enemy’s front in the Champagne district. Passing along the trench to deliver
the message to Captain Thomas I came across the Old Soldier and told him about the break through of the French.
His only comment was
“Bloody B.S.”
The message was read out to the Company but the old hands took it with a grain of salt: they had heard yarns
like that before. One old hand said that if it was true that sixty thousand Froggies had broken through it would be
the bloody last that we would hear of them, as Old Jerrie had simply let them through, closed the gap up and
roped them all in. We never had no more news of that break through by the French. Ever since the War
commenced we had been dished up with yarns of that description. (The best yarn of all was one we had on the
Retirement: we were then informed that a huge Russian army had invaded Germany and surrounded Berlin,
giving the German Government twenty-four hours in which to accept their terms, failing which Berlin would be
blowed to bits.) I expect yarns like that were dished up to buck up the spirits of the troops and we had now got so
that we didn’t believe anything; we would have been the dullest and most ignorant of men if we had believed
some of the B.S. that was dished out to us.
During the whole of that night the Company were employed bringing in the wounded and dead and the enemy
didn’t fire a shot during the whole of the night. The dead that were too far out were left. Young Mr. Graves
worked like a Trojan in this work and when I saw him late in the night he looked thoroughly exhausted. He was
helping to get a stretcher down in the trench when a sentry near him forgot orders and fired a round. Mr. Graves
called him a damned fool and wanted to know why he was starting the bloody war again. He told a few of us
outside the signalers’ dug-out in the trench how bravely Major Samson had died. He had found him with his two
thumbs in his mouth which he had very nearly bitten through to save himself crying out in his agony, and also not
to attract enemy fire on some of the lightly-wounded men that were laying around him. Some of the men as they
died had stiffened in different attitudes. One was on his knees in a boxing attitude and another had died with his
right hand pointing straight in front of him. (I remember a man on the Arras front in 1917 who was down on one
knee with his rifle at his shoulder as if he was about to fire. He must have died at that moment and stiffened in
that position. One side of his face had been cut away by a piece of falling shell, leaving the teeth showing. He
looked like a man who was doing a fiendish grin as he was taking aim with his rifle.)
Just after stand-to on the morning of the 26th I decided to have a scrounge around the trench of the battalion on
our right: they were the Highland Light Infantry, a service battalion of one of the new divisions that had just
arrived in France. I went along their trench a considerable way and was surprised not to find a sentry anywhere;
they had lost heavily the day before, having over six hundred casualties, the majority being killed. There were
dead and bandaged wounded men in the trench and men sleeping on the fire-steps dead-beat to the world. I woke
one or two of them by shaking them, but they were so dead-beat that they instantly dropped back to sleep as soon
as I ceased shaking them. In the Royal Welch, if every officer and N.C.O. had been casualties the oldest soldier
that was left would have posted his sentries and seen for himself that they were keeping a sharp look-out.
Proceeding along the trench I met the Old Soldier and two other men of ours: one of them was carrying a rum
jar which the Old Soldier said was three-parts full. So I didn’t go any further but returned back with them. Before
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we arrived back in our trench we filled some spare water bottles with the rum and I took one of them back to my
dug-out. During the next forty-eight hours there were no more cheerier men in France than some of the old hands
of my platoon and more brews of tea were made than what had been known for some time.
Shortly after I delivered a message to Captain Thomas whom I found standing on the fire-step looking through
his field glasses at something on our right front. He got down from the fire-step and read the message, then got
back on the fire-step, his head and shoulders being fully exposed. I told him that he had better keep his head
down, as only a few minutes before a man had been sniped through the head in the bay on the right of him.
“Thanks very much,” he replied, “I am watching the show over on our right.”
Some of our new divisions in the direction of Loos had advanced through a gap that had been made but were
now retiring in disorder. A few minutes later Captain Thomas was killed: a sniper had spotted him and the bullet
had entered the side of his neck. We were very cut up over his death: he was a soldier to his finger-tips and a very
brave and humane man. He always treated us as men and not as machines.
On the night of the 26th all the good gas cylinders were carried to the left flank and if the man who invented
them had all the good wishes of the men that were carrying them he would have been in untold agony both before
and after his death. The Old Soldier was in magnificent form and going around the trench during the night I met
him and the young soldier carrying one of the cylinders. They had a rest and he swore for some minutes, hardly
using the same word twice. After he had calmed down a bit he asked me if I had any idea for the reason of
carrying the blasted cylinders to the left flank. I replied that I had not. It was a hundred-to-one that they were
going to send the stuff over again before long; but I had no news over the telephone about it.
“Well,” he replied, “If they do send it over again it won’t do no good. The Jerries will simply inhale it and
think they are having a champagne supper.”
There was going to be another slam on the 27 th and we signalers got to know all about it before some of the
platoon officers. Of course we handed over the information to some of our pals, though the men were not
supposed to be told until shortly before the attack. At 4 p.m. the gas would be discharged, then a fifteen minutes’
bombardment by our artillery, to be followed by the attack. The enemy seemed to know all about this attack: at 4
p.m. there were fires all along their parapet which would send the gas up over their trenches. This time the gas
went over all right and our artillery carried out their bombardment. The enemy did not reply with any shelling or
even fire a rifle shot. Orders now came to stand fast, and at twilight a patrol of Cameronians consisting of one
officer and twenty-five men were sent out. They reached the enemy’s barbed wire and then machine-gun and riflefire rung out from the enemy’s trench: only two wounded men returned from that patrol.
A drizzly rain was now falling and after being hours on the fire-step orders came that the attack was cancelled.
We were not sorry as we all knew that it was a fifty-to-one chance against any man getting in the enemy’s trench.
In the dark we might have got to their wire with a small number of casualties but we would have been skinned
alive trying to get through it; the small amount of damage that had been done to it before the 25 th had been
repaired during the nights of the 25th and 26th.
A few days later I visited Duffy in his dugout: he was now a company stretcher-bearer. There were good
dugouts in some parts of the Cambrin trenches which had been made by the French when they occupied this part
of the line. Some were down twelve or fifteen feet in the earth and some had two outlets. Duffy’s dug-out only
had one outlet: he always kept a supply of dry and wet wood and even with a dry-wood fire burning in the bottom
of the dug-out a man would have to go through a strong smoke barrage before he reached the bottom, but the men
sitting around the fire-bucket on the ground were quite free from the smoke which would be above their heads and
going up the outlet. When any unwelcome visitor attempted to come down the dugout, wet wood was put on the
fire and before he had come two or three steps he would be very nearly suffocated and would generally retire
cursing, coughing and wiping his eyes. I found Duffy making a brew of tea and the Young Soldier was laying on
his back reading aloud a newspaper to the Old Soldier and him. French newsboys used to come up, even under
shellfire, from Bethune to the mouth of the communication trenches in this sector, selling English newspapers.
The Young Soldier was reading out an account of the attack on the 25 th which had been written by a wellknown war correspondent who had been donkeys miles behind the front line at the time: how the troops had gone
over the top laughing and joking as if they had been on a joy-ride back in Old England. The tea was made and
with a drop of rum to go in it we gave full vent to our feelings: if that well-known war correspondent whose
dispatches were read by millions in England had been in that dug-out he would have heard something about
himself that would have surprised him. Ever since the War commenced these men had been writing the biggest
B.S. imaginable about the Germans being no good, how they couldn’t shoot, they couldn’t do this and that, and in
fact were no good at anything; if all that these men wrote was true we simply had to leave our trenches and walk
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through them.
This particular well-known war correspondent was the top of every soldier’s roll: he was a great romancer and
wrote the biggest B.S. of them all—even the young soldiers that had lately joined the Battalion had him in line. In
May 1917 we were in reserve, in a sunken road about a mile behind the front line; one afternoon three civilians
passed us and we mistook one of them for him. We called out his name and gave three cheers for the Biggest Liar
on the Western Front; the three civilians laughed most heartily and we found out later that they were big pots from
England, Members of Parliament or something, who were paying a visit to the Arras front. We had never seen our
hero in person and we were going by his photograph which closely resembled one of these civilians. War
correspondents in front-line trenches or attacks were rarer than full generals. The Old Soldier was always
threatening to draw up a petition signed by front-line troops asking the Government to strike a special medal with
the words inscribed on it, “For Distinguished Lying off the Field,” which was to be awarded to all Western front
war correspondents, as soon as they arrived at Army Headquarters.
10
We were relieved the first week in October and went back to Sailly La Bourse where our Colonel rejoined us,
and a few days later went back to Annezin where we had reinforcements of officers and men. Since the death of
Captain Thomas, Deadwood Dick had been our Company Commander. We worked the Cambrin and Givenchy
trenches until December and then went back for a three weeks rest to a place named Busnes. The signalers were
billeted in a barn which was also the guard-room, and I volunteered to do the cooking for us while we were out of
action. Whilst we were there Private Jones of my company arrived back with an escort. He had been a deserter
since the 24th September. Jones was a grand front-line soldier, but when out of action was continually in trouble; a
few days before the 24 th he had the whole of his field punishment washed out for gallant work on patrols. A man
doing field punishment never received any pay, and when the company were paying out Jones went in front of the
young officer who was paying out to receive his, but was refused. Jones said:
“I beg your pardon, sir. I am not now on Number Ones and I am entitled to pay, the same as the remainder of
the company.” The young officer, who was not a Royal Welch Fusilier, but attached to us from the East Surreys,
replied:
“I know that, Jones, but I am afraid if I give you any pay you will be getting in trouble again.”
Jones then told him that he hadn't received any pay for twelve months and that it would be impossible for him
to get in any trouble with five francs. But the officer wouldn’t give him any.
“All right,” said Jones, “no bloody pay, no bloody fighting.”
Jones spent the remainder of the day in the guard-room until he paraded that night to march off with the
Company. Going down the La Bassee Road Jones fell out and when the roll was called in the assembly trenches
he was absent. We old hands who knew him very well knew when he said to the officer “No bloody pay, no
bloody fighting” that he would keep his word. There was only one penalty for being absent from an attack, and
that was death.
Whilst Jones was awaiting his court-martial he told me of his wanderings in Back Areas during the three
months he had been away, and how he could have still been away if he hadn’t got fed up and given himself up. He
had gone back to Bethune and in two days was in Boulogne: he had a good time there and then went to Calais. He
never walked far, always getting lifts with motor lorries and got more food than what he had had since he landed
in France. He also had some glorious drunks with some of the men he had met and nobody ever pulled him up or
questioned him. He made his way back up country to Bailleul and one night when passing through that town an
Assistant Provost-Marshal of police called upon him to assist two of his men to take an obstinate soldier to the
guard-room. He gave the assistance and the A.P.M. told him that he would be delighted to have a man like him on
his staff. Jones then asked the A.P.M. if he would do him a favour.
“Certainly,” replied the A.P.M., “if it’s in my power.”
“Well, bloody well put me in the clink with the man I have just assisted your men to put there. I have been a
deserter from my battalion for the last three months and I want to give myself up.”
He had a job to convince the A.P.M. that he was a deserter, who said at last that he would put him under lock
and key pending enquiries. I told Jones that, assure as God made both the louse and the lark, he would be put up
against the wall and shot. I said also that I had better fatten him up a bit before he faced the firing-squad. He said
he didn’t care a damn about being shot, but on the other hand he didn’t mind being fattened up a bit.
During the time he was awaiting his court-martial he lived like an owl and drank like a lord. He was sentenced
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to death, but owing to his gallant conduct on numerous occasions in the line and other extenuating circumstances
in his case, the sentence was altered to ten years imprisonment. Jones was one of the few men that were sent away
to serve their sentences. Seven months later one of our chaps met him on the Somme: he was then a full sergeant
in one of our service battalions. He had been sent to England to serve his sentence and after being three weeks in
prison was took in front of the Governor, who asked him if he would like to go back out to the front.
“I don’t mind,” said Jones, '”as long as I don’t have to go back to my old battalion.”
Three days later he was released and sent back out with a draft to one of our service battalions where he was
made a full sergeant two months later. I knew several cases like this. Good soldiers were not kept very long in
prison after the year 1915.
We had a grand Christmas dinner. We bought two chickens and pinched seven. We eighteen signalers had
plenty to eat that day. A few days later we were back in the line and for the next six months did spells in the front
line between Givenchy and Hulloch. The 1915-1916 winter was hard enough, but we were getting more time out
of the line than the previous winter. We were up at the front for sixteen days: eight days in the front line and eight
in supports, and then back out to Bethune or one of the neighbouring villages for an eight days rest. I have seen
the Battalion arrive at Bethune plastered in mud from head to feet, and twenty-four hours later turn out as clean as
new pins. Long waders were issued to the men going in the front line, which reached to the top of the thigh. They
were all right for walking through water but were a nuisance when the trenches were very muddy; often when
walking down a communication trench a man would sink in mud above the knees and in trying to get one leg free
the other would be sinking deeper. He generally released himself by pulling one leg out of the wader and putting
one of his boots on, which we carried with us tied around our necks, and then doing the same with the other leg;
and against he had pulled and tugged to release his waders, and fell on his backside in the mud, his curses would
be loud and deep enough to blow up every wader factory in the world.
The Machine-Gun Corps was formed during this winter, and our machine-gunners left us. Each company now
had Lewis guns. The Mills bomb was also introduced: it was the best bomb on either side that was invented
during the whole of the War. The German bomb was a stick-bomb and looked like a swedemasher.
During a spell in Givenchy I was posted to Battalion Headquarters. One afternoon I and a young signaler, a
little fellow called Tich, had to take some orders to front-line companies. A hundred yards of the communication
trench was waterlogged, being four feet deep in some parts. Tich was exactly five feet high, and in these parts,
being a very poor swimmer, he walked carefully. But at last his feet shot from under him, and when I fished him
out he looked like a young walrus. He had only been out in France a month and was getting a good breaking in. If
it had been night we would have walked over the top, but we couldn’t chance it in the daytime. Returning back he
wanted to chance it over the top, saying that he might as well be bloody well shot as drowned, but I made him
listen to reason, and against we arrived back at Battalion Headquarters his language had improved fifty per cent.
In January 1916 I went on my second leave. Leave had now been increased to seven days and there were also
rest-camps at the ports. My second leave was similar to my first. They made as much of me as before, and if I
wanted a quiet drink with my friends I had to go to another village to get it, everyone crowded about me so,
asking questions. A smoker was held at the Castle Hotel at Blaina, and I and an old soldier called Tiny, who was
also home on leave at the time, were the guests of honour. I was presented with a pipe and pouch, and suitably
responded. Tiny, who was three sheets in the wind, was presented with a wristlet-watch, which was the last thing
in the world he required. He responded in this way:
“Well, Mr. Chairman and gentlemen, I thank you very much for this magnificent present, but I can honestly
assure you that I have pinched dozens of better watches than this one from the dead Jerries laying out between the
lines. And [here he pointed at me] my worthy friend Private Richards can bear me out in my statement.”
The majority of the company took it in good part: they knew Tiny very well.
I picked the Battalion up in a little village behind Cambrin, and met Duffy who was looking pretty glum; he
told me that one of his pals had been killed and the Young Soldier had been badly wounded and gassed. But the
Old Soldier was safe. I had left the Battalion in the trenches at Givenchy with two more days to do before they
were relieved; on the last day the enemy had shelled hell out of our front line and some of the gas-cylinders,
which were still there, had been smashed. The Company had many casualties from gas. We thoroughly hated the
sight of these cylinders and knew the danger we were in when the front line was being shelled. Some time later
they were all removed, and our artillery sent over gas shells instead; but as yet this was only tear-gas, not
poisonous.
On the night of the 4th February, C Company, made up to two hundred men, were sent in the line between
Cuinchy and Cambrin to capture a large crater which was about sixty yards from our front-line trench. In the first
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place the enemy had exploded a large mine and had rushed and occupied the crater. They had been driven out of it
the following night but had recaptured it two nights later. During the last fourteen days three separate attacks had
been made on the crater but each one had failed. We could not afford to let the enemy hold the crater that distance
from our front line: they would have been able in a short space of time to have driven mine galleries from there in
under our front line and blown up hundreds of yards of our trenches. Four signalers were told off for the attack—
two with the attacking party and two to remain with Lieutenant Stanway who was in charge of operations and
who would be in the front line trench. We were issued out with steel helmets, the first we ever wore, and arrived
in the front line at 10.30 p.m.
I and a signaler called Paddy were going over with the attacking party, and our orders were to run a reel of wire
out and endeavour to keep up communication if the crater was taken. There was to be no bombardment by our
artillery, and men were to leave the front line as silently as possible; each man was to carry as many bombs as he
could and a number of men were told off as bomb-carriers. The attack would be made at 11 p.m. The 2 nd
Worcesters holding the front line thought we had come up to relieve them, and were surprised to learn that we had
come up for an attack on the crater. There were very few old Expeditionary Force men left in this battalion. One
man said:
“I don't envy you your job: only two nights ago two hundred men came up to do the same job and failed, and
two hundred didn’t get back, not by a big number. And the other night we had a try at it too, but we got more than
we bargained for, just look over the parapet and see for yourself.”
I got up on the fire-step and although it was very dark I could see little heaps dotted here and there which I
knew were dead men. I told him that we were having no artillery bombardment before going over.
“All the better,” he replied, “you are more likely to surprise them, but you’ll surprise me greatly if you do
capture that crater: there are good men holding it and they are very wide awake as well.”
He was such a cheery individual that I was delighted when 11 p.m. arrived. We left our trench and dashed
silently for the crater, we signalers running our wire out; we could not keep pace with the rest of the company,
who were soon ahead of us. They had reached over halfway before they were spotted. Then the enemy opened out
with machine-gun and rifle-fire and bullets were now zipping around us. We had made it up before we left the
trench that if one of us fell the other would carry on the best way he could; but luck was with us and we got safely
across to the lip of the crater.
The scrap was well in progress and I covered Paddy whilst he was fixing the lines to the instrument and
establishing communication. At 11.30 p.m. the whole of the crater was captured, and we were consolidating our
position. Half of the men were digging in, the other half covering them. The officer in charge now got on the
phone to Stanway, reporting the complete success of the attack. But five minutes before that Paddy had privately
sent the news by Morse to our signalers at the end of the line. I don’t remember this officer’s name. He was a tall,
big-limbed, young man, inclined to be sandy, with a small sandy moustache, and was awarded the M.G. for his
night’s work. He was killed on the Somme a few months later.
About twelve o’clock the enemy commenced shelling our position and by 12.30 a.m. they had put up an
intense barrage between us and the front-line trench. It was impossible to get our wounded back, and our lines
also went West. Paddy and I decided to try and keep the line going and go back, every other time, when there was
a break; and if one did not come back within a reasonable time the other would go out to look for him. Paddy
went first. I didn’t expect to see him come back, but he did. I went next. I don’t know how many times we
repaired that line, but during the whole of the night we managed to keep up communication, which we were
afterwards told was of the utmost assistance to our officer and Lieutenant Stanway. About 2.30 a.m. the shelling
ceased and we were expecting a counter-attack, but none carne. The men in the front line began hurriedly to sap
out to us, and at 5.30 a.m. we were relieved by a company of our own battalion. During the night our casualties
were sixty killed and wounded. The crater was afterwards named the R.W.F. Crater. For our night’s work Paddy, I
and two sergeants were awarded the D.G.M. We had did no more than the other men; we were the lucky ones. In a
successful stunt a man who got recommended had far more chance of receiving a decoration than a man who had
been recommended in an unsuccessful stunt.
11
We were in the Cambrin trenches and a Bangalore Torpedo was sent up to the Battalion, which had to be taken
out and attached to the German barbed wire. This torpedo had been tried and proved a great success in some Back
Area or other where there were no shells and bullets flying about and also no enemy waiting to ram a foot of steel
through a man’s chest. It was claimed that this torpedo would destroy more barbed wire than a battery of artillery
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would, firing for a week. Our comments were that if the inventor and the men who had tried it out in the Back
Areas had the job of hitching it on the enemy’s wire here at Cambrin they’d not reach halfway across no-man’sland before they’d be returning to change their underpants.
Volunteers were called for from C Company: which met with no response. Everyone knew that the men who
went out with the thing would be extraordinarily lucky to get back. There was every prospect of being spotted by
a German patrol or listening-post and even if they escaped these, there would probably be German working
parties busy on the wire. There was also the danger of the torpedo being struck with a bullet as they were carrying
it and blowing them to pieces. A second call came for volunteers, and three old soldiers, as a matter of Regimental
esprit de corps, said that before anyone should be warned for the job as a duty, they’d volunteer.
One of the men was called “Freezer”: I knew him very well, having soldiered with him in India, and he was a
hard case. He was continually being awarded Field Punishment Number One and getting the sentence washed out
for some daring deed or other. What he didn’t know about patrols and trench warfare in general was not worth
knowing.
The volunteers were shown how the torpedo was to be fixed and where to fix it, and before they left the trench
it was set ready to explode at 1 a.m. that night. They went out at midnight with Freezer in charge, and perhaps
forty minutes later we were glad to have the message passed along that they were safe back. A little group of
officers was now in the front trench. They had their watches out and were anxiously studying the luminous hands.
One of them commenced to reel the seconds off: five seconds to go, four, three, two-CRASH! This was a German
shell exploding five yards from them. But the Bangalore Torpedo failed to explode.
When day came and we stood-to, the torpedo could be distinctly seen where Freezer and his chums had put it
on the enemy’s wire. Some very beautiful remarks were made about it. One old soldier told a few young soldiers
that the torpedo hadn’t finished yet. It was liable to go off and when it did it would travel up and down the
German Front, with a rage against barbed wire, blasting it all away without missing a single strand; after which it
would turn its attention to the barbed-wire dumps in Back Areas, and finally make for Germany where it would
destroy the factories where the barbed wire came from until there wasn't a strand of barbed wire left in enemy
territory large enough to stick a louse with.
It lay out on the wire all that day but a message came through from Brigade Headquarters that it must be
retrieved without delay. We all wanted to know what they wanted the thing back for, after calling for volunteers to
get rid of it. I heard an officer remark that the reason was so as the enemy would not be able to get the Secret of it.
So volunteers were again called for. The first journey had been dangerous enough, but this would be doubly so:
the enemy would be on the watch, and have their machine-guns set. The same three men volunteered.
It was a quiet night. The Germans were not firing a shot in front of C Company, which made us think that they
were waiting for whoever might come to fetch the thing back. But the men crept out, unhooked the torpedo and
brought it back, much to everyone’s surprise, without themselves or it being hit. Freezer, safe home in the trench,
remarked that the torpedo seemed a damned sight lighter than when they took it out. He was right. Either that
night or the night before the Germans had got hold of it and brought it into their trench. They had taken it to
pieces, removed the mechanism and hung the empty thing back on their wire for us to retrieve. That was why they
had not fired—to invite us to come and fetch it. I expect they did a good grin over the Secret of that torpedo. It
was the first and last Ban- galore Torpedo that I ever saw come up the line. The three men were not even
recommended for medals, let alone get them, for this daring job they undertook. But they did get an extra drop of
rum when they returned from the first journey.
In our next turn in the Cambrin trenches, after he had taken out the Bangalore Torpedo, Freezer formed one of
a patrol of three who had a running fight with a German patrol of six. They both spotted one another
simultaneously and the enemy patrol opened fire, which was a very unusual thing to do. If patrols ever clashed it
was generally settled by the bayonet. Our patrol returned the fire and the enemy then began to run back to their
own trench, turning around now and again to fire. Our patrol chased them back to their barbed wire and then had
to give it up. Once the enemy patrol were safely in their trench the whole of the German front line opened fire,
which they kept up for a considerable time, but Freezer’s patrol was under cover in a large shell hole where they
stayed until the firing died down. For this and other patrol work and the Bangalore Torpedo job, Freezer had a lot
of twenty-eight days’ Number Ones washed out.
We were back in billets in a village five miles behind. The Regimental-Sergeant-Major’s batman, who was
time-expired, invited me to his billet to spend an enjoyable evening the day before he left the Battalion. He
informed me that he had roast ducks and all kinds of vegetables, four bottles of champagne and two charming
young ladies who were refugees from one of the villages closer to the line. The batman was called “Nutty” and he
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was a nut. He was a proper Don Juan among the ladies and there wasn’t a feathered fowl from Houplines to
Bethune but what wouldn’t attempt to rise on the wing and fly away in terror at the sight of him. Also we had
some first-class scroungers among the old soldiers but he was the greatest of them all.
The supper and champagne were excellent and so were the ladies. Late in the evening Nutty and one of the
ladies retired into an adjoining room leaving me with the other in the dining room. After a few minutes the enemy
commenced to shell the village and one shell exploded in the yard of the house we were in. We could hear the
lady with Nutty exclaiming,
“Oh, Monsieur Nutty, Allemenge Boko Bombard.”
“Yes,” replied Nutty, “and in one minute Monsieur Nutty Boko Bombard too.”
I and the young lady with me burst out laughing. Nutty called out to us to keep quiet. About an hour later the
enemy packed up shelling and I spent one of the most enjoyable evenings, and nights, that I ever spent in France.
It hadn’t cost Nutty a cent. He wasn’t the Regimental Sergeant-Major’s batman for nothing.
In Bethune and some of the mining villages around, the men used to spend their Sundays in a way which we
old soldiers considered a hundred per cent better than the way our folks spent theirs in England and Wales. The
general rule around these places was church in the morning, and after church the men went to the cafés for a drink
and a game of cards, then in the afternoon cock-fights were held in the back of the cafés. There was still a lot of
miners working in the pits around here and Sunday was the only day when they could get a bit of pleasure. I saw
some wonderful cock-fights around this area and thoroughly enjoyed them. About the middle of 1916 cockfighting was prohibited until the War was over. It went on just the same.
In a café in one of these mining villages was a fine stuffed cockerel. I had never seen a stuffed cockerel before, so I asked the landlord the reason of it. He burst out crying! I asked his wife. She burst out crying too, and so
did their eldest daughter, a young lady of about nineteen summers, going at it as if tears were her life’s profession.
Though I knew full well that most ladies are born with a well in their heads, I thought it strange that they and the
landlord too, a big strong man, should begin crying over a stuffed cockerel.
After they had calmed down a bit the landlord explained in French and bits of English that the bird had been
the champion fighting-cock of the whole of the La Bassee district, and undefeated for three years. Every Sunday
afternoon, when it was fighting, crowds of people used to visit the café and much champagne and other wines
were drunk. He had won thousands of francs on that cock’s matches. Then one morning he had found him dead in
his cot.
At this point they all started crying again. Both he and his wife then told me that they would have parted with
one of their children sooner than lose that bird. And knowing the fondness for shekels these people all had I quite
believed him.
The latter end of March we were in the Cuinchy trenches between the brick stacks and the Bethune-La Bassee
Canal. We had waders issued but were in a sorry state, the weather having been very bad for some time. A
message came through that I, Paddy and Sergeant Aston of A Company were to report ourselves at once at
Battalion Headquarters. We arrived there about 1 p.m. and were told that we were due at Montmorency Barracks
in Bethune at 2 p.m. We were to be decorated with the D.C.M. ribbon by General Munro who had lately come to
France from the Dardanelles and was now in command of the First Army. Sergeant Aston was from Burnley,
Lancashire, a short, wiry, hatchet-faced man with sandy hair and blue eyes and as gutsy as a bull terrier. On the
night we took the R.W.F . Crater he seemed to be here, there and everywhere during that little show, and after the
crater was taken but bombing still had to be done, was continually dancing round the crater and yelling for more
bombs. He did the work of three men and set a wonderful example to the men alongside him. Another sergeant,
Sergeant Bale of D, had also been warned for the Decoration ceremony.
It was impossible for us to arrive in Bethune in an hour on foot, but the Brigadier’s car was waiting for us at
the mouth of the communication trench and in it we piled. Bethune was about six miles behind the front line, and
the main road was being heavily shelled. I believe our driver broke all records along that road and arrived at
Bethune before we hardly had time to settle down in the car. Montmorency Barracks was situated off a small
narrow street adjoining the Fish Market and the car had to proceed very slowly when going down this street and
around the corner into the Barracks. Every general’s car carried a small flag in front and outside the Barracks the
sergeant of the guard had posted a scout who would shout to the sentry when General Munro’s car was
approaching. The scout seeing our car approaching warned the sentry, who turned the guard out, being under the
impression that General Munro was in it. The Sergeant gave the order,
“General Salute! Present Arms.” As the car passed slowly by I popped my head out of the window and rose my
hand to acknowledge the salute.
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“All right, Sergeant,” I said, “you may dismiss the guard!”
We could still hear his language after the car had driven into the Barracks. It was the first and last time I was
ever given a General Salute by a guard.
Inside the Barracks about thirty men were on fatigue with a sergeant in charge: they were picking up fag-ends
and matchsticks and cleaning the place up. As the car stopped the Sergeant sprung the men smartly to attention
and stood at the salute. Paddy was the first to step out of the car and he returned the salute this time, but this
sergeant was different to the other and took it in good part.
Troops were lined up on the square and with brasses polished they looked clean enough to have mounted guard
at Buckingham Palace: they had been warned for this show three days before, whilst we who were the principals
had only been warned during the last hour. We looked at ourselves: we were in fighting order and I and Paddy
were as black as two sweeps. Not one of us had washed or shaved for the last three days and we must have been
the four most dirty men in Bethune. We were wondering whether we would have time for a wash and shave when
a sergeant-major approached us and lined us up in the square in front of the troops.
A few minutes later General Munro and his staff arrived. He gave a lecture on the spirit of self-sacrifice;
afterwards each one of us marched up to him and it was read out what each man had did to win the D.C.M. After
pinning the ribbon on our breasts he shook each man heartily by the hand and wished him the best of luck to live
and wear it. When I was in front of him he asked me where I came from. I replied that only an hour before I had
left the Cuinchy trenches. He said it must be very dirty there, I told him it was, and in more ways than one; and a
good honest grin swept over his face. We were took back by the car and were in the front-line trench in no time.
All parades for the distribution of decorations were afterwards held when troops were out of action and
warning was generally given a few days before; then it was spit and polish until the parade came off. We always
made it a rule now to wash and shave on the day we were relieved in the line; we would boil a pint of shell-hole
water and about a dozen men would have a shave and a lather-brush wash in it.
About this time a new decoration was introduced which could only be won by officers and warrant officers; it
was called the Military Cross. I overheard one of our old officers say that it had been simply introduced to save
awarding too many D.S.C.s. All officers thought a lot of the D.S.C., and all men thought a lot of the D.C.M.; both
decorations ranking next to the Victoria Cross. In the spring of 1916 another decoration was introduced which was
called the Military Medal. It was a decoration for N.C.C.s and men and in order of merit ranked below the D.C.M.
There were no grants or allowances with the Military Medal, which without a shadow of a doubt had been
introduced to save awarding too many D.C.M.s. With the D.C.M. went a money-grant of twenty pounds, and a
man in receipt of a life pension who had won the C.D.M. was entitled to an extra sixpence a day on to his pension.
After the new decoration was introduced, for every D.C.M. awarded there were fifty Military Medals. The old
regular soldiers thought very little of the new decoration.
12
During the latter end of 1915 the 19 th Brigade were transferred to the 33 rd Division, the Middlesex and Argyles
were transferred to the 99th or 100th Brigades, and we, the Cameronians, 5th Scottish Rifles and 20th Royal Fusiliers
now formed the 19th Brigade. The 20th Royal Fusiliers were a Public Schools battalion who had arrived in France
about November 1915. They were very decent chaps but hopeless as soldiers; the only thing they ever became
proficient in was swearing. Their mail was always twice as large as the rest of the Brigade’s put together.
We old hands were sorry that the Brigade had been split up and would have much preferred for it to remain as
it was. Young Mr. Graves had been transferred to the First Battalion: he rejoined us on the Somme but was soon
wounded in the chest, and again in 1917, but only lasted a few weeks before he went sick and did not return.
Deadwood Dick had also left us and our Adjutant had been given the command of a Territorial battalion. We had a
new medical officer, Dr. Dunn. He was the bravest and coolest man under fire that I ever saw in France. Whilst
serving as a yeomanry trooper in the South African war he had won the D.C.M. I always thought he was more cut
out for a general than a doctor and that he certainly would have made a better one than most of those who were in
France. The Old Soldier had also left us—he had been transferred to the sappers and miners—and I missed him
very much.
On this part of the Front on both sides trenches would be sapped out from the front line towards the enemy.
Some of our sap-heads were only fifteen yards from the German sap-heads. Generally an N.C.O. and three men
were posted in the sap-heads. Each side could have easily thrown their bombs into one another’s saps, but this
was very rarely done and they generally lived in peace with one another; sometimes they held conversations. In
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some parts of the front line and up the saps mine shafts were sink and galleries driven forward at various depths
until they reached under the enemy trenches, and then mines were exploded. Sometimes both sides would knock
loose into one another’s galleries and many a scrap took place in the bowels of the earth. The miners on both sides
were often blowing one another’s galleries in and many a good man was buried alive. In the galleries a man was
always posted as a listener with a listening apparatus in his ears which would record any sound within reasonable
distance in the earth.
We were in the trenches at Hulloch, and a Battalion Headquarters’ signaler came in our dug-out and handed me
Battalion Orders to give to the Company Commander; of course Dann and I read it before handing it over. It
consisted mainly of orders sent by the Lieutenant-General commanding the corps we were now in, and ran
something like this:
“It has been brought to my notice that a pessimistic feeling prevails amongst the officers, N.C.O.s and men in
my Corps; such expressions as ‘We will never shift the enemy out of their entrenched positions’ and ‘The War has
now become a stalemate’, are frequently made. Officers must eradicate this feeling from their minds and from the
minds of the men serving under them, and remember that it is only a question of time before the enemy will be
driven headlong out of the lines that they now occupy.” There was also too much swearing in the corps for his
liking, and the officers were worse than the men:
“This practice must also cease.”
I took the message to the Company Commander, and his language for the remainder of the day was delightful
to listen to: it would have done that Lieutenant-General a heap of good if he could have heard it.
The Corps Commander was right about the pessimistic feeling prevailing: all along this front from Cambrin to
Hulloch and as far as the eye could see, our dead were still lying out in front of us, and looking through the
periscopes by day we could see the rats crawling over their bodies. They had a good picking along this front and
were as fat as prize porkers. We also knew that from now on any attack that was made by us would involve huge
casualties. We old hands were always hoping that the enemy would attack us, so that we could get a bit of our
own back for the Loos battle. It was all very well for the Corps General to be so optimistic: he was living in a
chateau or mansion many many miles behind the front line from where he issued his orders, which went from him
to Divisions then to Brigades then to battalion commanders, from them to company commanders and platoon
officers who with the men had to do the real dirty work. If he had been in a front-line trench on a dark or dirty
night, and going around a traverse had been knocked head over heels on his back in the deep mud by someone
carrying a roll of barbed wire, or by the burst of a shell, I expect his language would have been a little stronger
than what he used back in his abode of luxury.
A few weeks previously he had inspected the Battalion in Montmorency Barracks and noticed that the men’s
brasses were not polished. He gave orders that all men in his corps when out of action must polish their brasses
the same as if they were at home. Up to this time it had been a standing order in the Battalion to keep the brasses
dull, but after that inspection our brasses were polished good enough to shave in. Many prayers were offered up
for his soul, and a few days later when we marched down the main road towards the line, with the sun shining
brightly and striking on our polished brasses, the enemy in their observation balloons must have thought that
hundreds of small heliographs were moving into action. Duffy swore that the Corps Commander was a chief
director in one of the large metal-polish companies and another man remarked that the old bastard would sooner
lose his trenches than his button-sticks.
During one spell in the line at Hulloch, Dann and I came out of our little dug-out, which was about fifteen
yards behind the front-line trench, to clean our rifles and bayonets. We were just about to begin when there
appeared, on the back of the trench we were in, the largest rat that I ever saw in my life. It was jet black and was
looking intently at Dann, who threw a clod of earth at it but missed, and it didn’t even attempt to dodge it. I threw
a clod at it then; it sprung out of the way, but not far, and began staring at Dann again. This got on Dann’s nerves;
he threw another clod but missed again, and it never even flinched. I had my bayonet fixed and made a lunge at it;
it sprung out of the way for me all right, but had another intent look at Dann before it disappeared over the top. I
would have shot it, for I had a round in the breach, but we were not allowed to fire over the top to the rear of us
for fear of hitting men in the support trench; one or two men had been hit in this way by men shooting at rats, and
orders were very strict regarding it.
Dann had gone very pale; I asked him if he was ill. He said that he wasn’t but the rat had made him feel queer.
I burst out laughing. He said:
“It’s all right, you laughing, but I know my number is up. You saw how that rat never even flinched when I
threw at it, and I saw something besides that you didn’t see or you wouldn’t be laughing at me. Mark my words,
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when I do go West that rat will be close by.”
I told him not to talk so wet and that we may be a hundred miles from this part of the front in a week’s time.
He said:
“That don’t matter: if it’s two hundred miles off or a thousand, that rat will still be knocking around when I go
West.”
Dann was a very brave and cheery fellow, but from that day he was a changed man. He still did his work, the
same as the rest of us, and never shirked a dangerous job, but all his former cheeriness had left him. Old soldiers
who knew him well often asked me what was wrong with him. But I never told them; they might have chaffed
him about it. Neither I nor Dann ever made any reference about the rat from that day on, and though we two had
passed many hours together shooting at rats for sport in those trenches, especially along at Givenchy by the canal
bank, he never went shooting them again.
We had one platoon officer who was very thick in his speech. He was constantly going out on patrols,
sometimes alone, sometimes with a sergeant, and he always looked three sheets in the wind. Out in no-man’s-land
he would commence shouting and cursing the Germans in their own language. One sergeant who had been out
with him on two occasions told me that he had to clap his hand over the officer’s mouth after he had been
shouting and cursing for some time. At the time they were not very far from the enemy’s wire. This officer had
only been with us six weeks, and the last time we were in the Hulloch trenches one of our sergeants, who was an
old crony of mine, came up and asked me what I thought of this officer. I told him that I didn’t think very much of
him and that I wouldn’t go out on patrol with him, not for a gold cow. He then told me in confidence that he had
been detailed off to watch him, and if he caught him acting in a very suspicious manner his orders were to shoot
him on sight.
The same night the officer went out on patrol, and when lying about fifty yards from the enemy’s wire was
shot through the backside. The shot must have come from further along the enemy’s front as the enemy were not
firing directly in front of him and we were not firing because the patrol was out. After he was shot he began to
shout and curse louder than ever and the sergeant who was with him had to very nearly strangle him before he
could make him shut up. They arrived back in our trench and he was carried away on a stretcher, one old hand
remarking that if he had received such a beautiful wound as that he would have run all the way to the bloody
dressing-station. We always thought that he was imparting information to the enemy when he was out shouting
and cursing them, and it was evident that the senior officers had their suspicions, otherwise they would never have
detailed a sergeant to watch him. Of course it may have been the sergeant himself who fired that shot from just
behind.
We were in supports in a little village, and early one morning the enemy sent a lot of gas over. I had just
finished cooking the breakfast, and our buttons and badges and the bacon and tea and everything else turned as
green as grass. We had no breakfast that morning and some of the men were vomiting very badly. When we
moved back into reserves Paddy and I decided to celebrate our winning the D.C.M. by going to a certain café
where we were well known and which was standing alone about two hundred yards from the village we were in.
No one was allowed in a café after 8 p.m., and at 8 p.m. we were the only two men in the café; with ving blong,
the gramophone playing, and two fair damsels to dance with, we were celebrating very well. About 9.3o p.m. the
door was thrown open and in walked two military policemen. I was at that moment pouring out some ving blong.
They seemed two decent chaps, so we asked them if they could overlook it: we were not thinking of ourselves,
but we knew very well that the two young ladies and their mother who owned the café would get into trouble over
it. They said that they would like to, but their Assistant Provost-Marshal was just up the road and they would have
to take our names. They took our names from our pay-books—otherwise we could have given any name and a
different battalion of the regiment we belonged to, and they would have never found us when they sent the crime
in.
Some time later our crime came through, with also a postscript from the Divisional General informing
commanding officers that they had been too lenient with this kind of crime, and that the punishment these two
men were awarded should be sent back to him. I appeared in front of my young Company Commander, Captain
Higginson, who was one of the Artists’ Rifles men, and my crime was read out, which was “Found drinking after
hours in a café”. He tried to be serious but failed, and burst out laughing. He then said that if he had his way he
would tear the bally crime up but that he had no option in the matter and would be bound to put me back for the
Commanding Officer to deal with. Paddy’s Company Commander had also dealt with him in the same way. We
both had a lovely yarn to tell the Colonel, which any judge in the land would have accepted as the truth, and he
awarded us eight days Number One Field Punishment, which was twenty days less than we expected. There’s no
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doubt but that no two men could have celebrated their winning of the D.C.M. better than what Paddy and I did,
tied to those G.S. wagon wheels in the transport lines. The Provost-Sergeant was allowed to use his discretion as
to whether he tied us by our ankles and our wrists or only by our wrists; and in this case he left our ankles free.
We were lucky.
All our letters home were censored by platoon officers: we were not allowed to mention what part of the Front
we were on, or casualties, or the conditions we were living in, or the names of villages or towns we were staying
in. Green envelopes for private correspondence were introduced, which platoon officers did not censor, but they
were censored by the Base Censor who I expect opened one here and there. When we had no time to write letters
we sent field-service post cards which we called “quick-firers”. We simply wrote the address on them and signed
our names and dates of sending on the backs; there was some printed matter on the backs, such as “I have been
wounded” or “I received your parcel”, which we crossed out if it did not say what we wanted, simply leaving the
words “I am all right”.
A private called Tim went on leave, and a few of us for a lark decided to send him half a dozen quick-firers and
sign each with a French lady’s name, with kisses; and one which we signed Mdlle. Yvonne had three times more
kisses than the others. We judged the cards to reach him about three or four days after he was home. Tim was a
married man and thought the world of his wife and children, and little did we think when we sent the cards how
disastrous they would be. If we had known we wouldn’t have sent them: we all liked Tim very much. We were in
the trenches when he returned. He was posted to a different company than I was; so I took a stroll around to his
trench to ask him if he had received the quick-firers. On the way I met one of the signalers of Tim’s company,
who inquired if I had seen Tim since he arrived back off leave. I replied that I hadn’t but was now on my way to
see him. He said:
“I advise you to keep away. Last night he called in our dug-out breathing fire and blood and swearing that if he
found the men who had sent him those quick-firers he would bloody well bayonet them. We asked him what was
the matter and he said that his wife had received the cards from the postman and had raised holy hell when she
saw the senders’ names. We assured him that it wasn’t us who had sent the quick-firers, we were quite innocent.
When he left us he said it was either a signaler or a policeman that had sent the cards and that he would find the
man out before he was many days older.”
I then decided not to see Tim and to let him cool down a bit before explaining things to him. When we were
out of the trenches he was cook for the regimental police who were generally billeted by the signalers.
Ten days later we were back in Bethune and Tim asked me if I had sent any of those quick-firers to him; I
admitted that it was at my suggestion that the lot were sent and that they were only sent for a lark.
“Yes, I know that,” he replied, “but they made me the most miserable man in England for the last few days of
my leave. Just listen to me for a bit and you’ll be able to understand the damage you have done. It was like this:
on the evening of the third day of my leave a smoking concert was held in my honour, and the following morning
I woke up with a very fat head. The wife went downstairs to make a cup of tea, and while she was making it I
heard the postman knock at the door. A few minutes later she rushed up the stairs taking two steps at a time. I was
wondering what was the matter for her to come up the stairs at such a rate, when she burst into the bedroom,
threw those cards in my face, and called me all the filthy names imaginable.
“‘You!’ she cried. ‘Pretending you have been fighting with the Germans and up to your waist in blood and mud
in the trenches, when all the time you have been in France you have done nothing but carry on with a pack of
mucky French girls. And now they have the cheek and impudence to send you cards with kisses on, the dirty cats!
I am going to leave you now and take the children with me and I never want to see you again.’
She then began to pack a box and I picked up the cards to see what had caused all the mischief. The first
signature I read was ‘Mdlle. Yvonne’ with a whole row of kisses, and although my head was bad I burst out
laughing. She turned on me like a flash and said:
“‘You laugh, do you, you filthy old Mormon! You are worse than the girls that sent the cards.’
“I tried to explain to her that the cards must have been sent for a lark by some of my pals and that I knew no
Mdlle. Yvonne nor none of the other ladies, but she wouldn’t listen to no such explanations. She said that if my
pals was anything like me they were a bad dirty lot and she hoped they were not married men. That day she went
to her mother’s and took the children with her.
“I thought she would return in the evening, but she didn’t, so the following morning I took a stroll around to
my mother-in-law who lived about a quarter of a mile away. As I approached the house the door was opened and
my mother-in-law appeared in the doorway, and I could tell by the look of her that she was out for blood. I was a
good ten yards from her when she commenced, and for the next fifteen minutes I couldn’t get a word in
898

edgeways. She finished up by telling me that I was Brigham Young and Henry the Eighth and the Sultan of
Turkey rolled into one. By this time a lot of women in the street had gathered around and I overheard a few of
them saying what they would do to me if I had been their husband. I tried to explain to my mother-in-law, but she
cut me short and ordered me from her house, saying that she always knew I was a wrong ’un. My wife and
children stayed with her for the remainder of my leave, and the only time I saw them again was when I was
waiting to catch the train returning from leave. My wife’s last words to me were:
“‘I hope Mdlle. Yvonne will be waiting for you with all those kisses when you land back in France.’”
I told Tim that I and the other two men were very sorry for the mischief we had done but that I would write a
letter to his wife explaining everything, and the three of us would attach our names and addresses to it. I sent the
letter, but not one of us received an answer. Instead she wrote to Tim, informing him that she had received the
letter but that she had no doubt in her own mind that we had wrote the letter to screen him. Two months later Tim
was lightly wounded and was lucky enough to be sent home, and I have heard since the War that he and his wife
are living happily together. \
13
Late in June we relieved a battalion of the Hertfordshire Regiment in the Givenchy trenches. One of their
signalers informed me that they had a very quiet time and that during the last four days there hadn’t been a dozen
casualties in the whole of their battalion. I thought it very strange and knew that any battalion holding this part of
the line was extremely lucky if it had under fifty casualties in that period. Some months previously we had been
relieved in Cuinchy by the Argyles after spending four of the quietest days that I ever remembered; a few hours
after we were relieved the enemy exploded a mine under the front-line trench and blew up one hundred and thirty
men—mostly Argyles, but a lot of sappers and miners amongst them. I was posted to my own company on the left
of the Battalion’s front. D and C were in the center and B on the right. About 11 p.m. I strolled along our front line
and arrived at B Company trenches. All company signalers with the exception of B had dug-outs and I found the
three signalers of B sitting on the fire-step with their D3 telephone, doing a good old soldiers’ grouse, saying that
they were the only signalers on the whole of the Western Front without a dug-out.
I made them grouse a bit more when I told them what a grand dug-out we had, with two outlets to it and
enough of dry wood to last us the whole of the time we were in the line. I pulled their legs to some order and
when I left them they cursed me until they were blue in the nose. Old hands were continually pulling one
another’s legs: our dug-out was really a poke of a hole. It was a glorious summer’s night but much too quiet for
my liking. All along our front the enemy were not hardly sending a shell over or firing a shot and the stillness was
uncanny. Several old hands that I stopped to talk with didn’t like it no more than I did; we knew that something
was going to happen.
I arrived back in my dug-out and about 1.30 a.m. was woken up by a terrific explosion on our right front. The
ground shook and rocked as if an earthquake had taken place. The enemy’s artillery had also opened out and they
were bombarding our right front, the majority of the shells being five-point-nines. The company stood-to: we
knew that the enemy had exploded a mine on our extreme right but were not sure whether it was in our Battalion’s
area or not. All communication with the exception of D on our right had broken down. A little later the enemy
shells began falling all along the Battalion’s front and the lines went between us and D and also we lost touch with
Battalion Headquarters in the rear. I made my way along the trench to D and met one of their signalers who told
me that he had just repaired two breaks in the line. I asked if they were in touch with C or B. He replied that they
hadn’t received a sound since the mine went up.
Word was now passed along the trench that the enemy had set off a mine under B Company. A and D were
now being heavily bombarded and about an hour later word came that with the exception of eight men the whole
of B had been blown up by the mine and that the enemy had made a rush to occupy the crater, but had been
repulsed by C Company and the eight survivors of B.
Dawn was now breaking and I made my way to C. Passing along the trench I came across the headless body of
Sergeant Bale, one of the two sergeants who had been decorated with the D.C.M. by General Munro the same
time as Paddy and me: as he was standing on the fire-step a piece of shell had took his head clean off and
deposited it on the back parapet in such a way that it now seemed to be looking down at the body. He was an old
Expeditionary Force man and one of the best N.C.O.s in the Battalion. The part of the trench near the mine-crater
was now only between three and four feet deep because of the showers of earth that had fallen into it, and there I
found the survivors of B with “Hammer” Lane, an old soldier, in command. There wasn't a lance-corporal left.
One of the men gave me a full account of it and said that after the mine went off the enemy bombarded their
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lines with five-point-nines, and when they switched the barrage to the left, right and rear of them he had a pretty
good idea that they were coming over to try and occupy the crater. Soon they did come over and into the trench.
Some got around the rear to their left and there was some hand-to-hand fighting. A platoon officer of C lost his
head and shouted,
“We’ll have to surrender! They’ve got around the back of us.”
“Surrender my bloody arse!” shouted Hammer Lane. “Get your men to meet them front and rear.”
Captain Stanway with the rest of C Company then made a counter-attack and the show was soon over. One
young officer of B who had escaped the mine had been killed in the fighting; a dagger had been driven up to the
hilt in his belly. A young German officer and some of his men had been killed in the trench and a few prisoners
had been taken. It was a big mine and the crater must have been a hundred feet across from lip to lip. The
company commander of B, Captain Blair, was dug out alive on the lip of the crater, where he had been buried up
to the neck. He was a man with many lives: he had been in the South African War, had been severely wounded on
the 25th September, when serving with the same company, and had only lately rejoined the Battalion. If the
signalers of B had had a dug-out I might have stayed with them a couple of hours swopping yarns and brewing tea
and would have gone West with them. Captain Stanway was awarded the D.S.O., which he had thoroughly earned
before this affair. The platoon officer who shouted “We’ll have to surrender” was awarded the Military Cross. He
really deserved something different. Lane was awarded the D.C.M.
It was a glorious summer morning the next day and anyone who had visited this part of the Front would have
thought it was the most peaceful spot in France. No shells coming over, no reports of rifles, and the larks were up
singing beautifully. It was generally like this after a show. A Staff Colonel from the Corps visited the front line to
see the crater, and a few old soldiers put the dead German officer on a fire-step, fixing a lighted candle in one of
his hands and a small pocket Bible in the other. Just as the Staff officer approached them they fixed a lighted
cigarette in his mouth. The Staff officer didn’t stay long in that part of the trench.
This was done out of no disrespect to the dead German officer, but just to give the Staff officer a shock; who I
don’t expect would have come up to the front line if the enemy had been shelling it. We all hated the sight of Staff
officers and the only damned thing the majority seemed to be any good at was to check men who were out of
action for not saluting them properly. The big mine-crater was afterwards called Red Dragon Crater, after our
Regimental badge. A prisoner told one of our chaps that the German officer was the bravest and most popular
officer in the whole of the Jaeger Battalion to which he belonged. The same chaps that had propped him up on the
fire-step also gave him a decent burial about thirty yards behind the back of the trench.
During the day one of the men of the 5 th Scottish Rifles on our right noticed a wounded man of ours lying out
in front who was trying to crawl back to the trench. He jumped over the parapet and ran towards him and under a
heavy fire of rifle-bullets safely brought him back to his trench. He was awarded the Victoria Cross for this but
was killed on the Arras front in 1917.
We were relieved and went back to a delightful little village called Le Prele (I don’t think this is the right
spelling) by the side of the La Bassee Canal. Paddy and I had bought some cheap rods and lines and went for a
day’s fishing, also taking a couple of Mills bombs in case we met with no success. After three hours fishing not
one of us had caught a tadpole. An elderly Frenchman then commenced fishing by us and in no time he had
caught half a dozen lovely fish.
We stuck it another hour but with no results. We then gave it up and walked a couple of hundred yards down
the Canal, and after a careful look around pulled the pins out of our bombs and dropped them in. Ten seconds later
we had more fish than what we could carry back. This was a favourite method of fishing with some of us although
strictly prohibited: if a man was caught the least punishment he could expect was twenty-eight days Number
Ones. When the Old Soldier was with the Battalion he always went fishing in this way: he often used to say that a
man who shot, bayoneted or bombed a dozen Jerries was complimented on his gallant deed and perhaps given a
decoration, but if the same man stunned one fish with a bomb he was given twenty-eight days Number Ones.
“That’s what they call civilization,” he would finish up.
Our next spell in the line was a little to the left of where the mine exploded but still in the Givenchy area and a
big raid had been planned for the night of July 5 th in retaliation for the mine, in which A Company was to take
part. There was always an element of luck with night raids: we had made one three months previously when we
were in the line at Cuinchy. Our artillery and trench-mortars had been blowing up the enemy’s wire, and looking
at it by day it seemed to be leveled to the ground, yet when the raiding party from B Company went over they
found that not a quarter of it had gone and they were soon entangled in it. That raid was a washout, not a man
getting in the enemy’s trench, and we had many casualties, amongst them being Sergeant Joe Williams, a
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Liverpool man with whom I was very pally. In addition to the ordinary barbed wire, both sides used trip-wires,
concertina-wires and other varieties. For a night raid to have any hope of success it was essential that the enemy’s
wire should be very nearly obliterated, and this was no easy matter. On both sides, on some parts of the Front I
had been in, the barbed wire was between thirty and fifty feet in depth.
The raid on July 5th had been carefully thought out and our artillery and trench-mortars had sent enough of
stuff over to level all the wire in front of us-at least we hoped so. Four signalers were detailed off to go with A
Company and it was hoped that we would be able to establish communication as soon as we arrived in the
enemy’s trench and so save sending runners back. Two would run a line out with the Company and the other two,
who was Tich and I, would run a line out by ourselves, about one hundred yards to the right of where the
Company would leave the trench; so in case one line went West we would have the other to fall back on. During
the day Captain Higginson pointed out the way we should run our line and hoped we would have the luck to pick
up the Company just before they entered the enemy’s trench. D Company, under Captain Moodie, were going
over on the right without signalers and with them were men of the Royal Engineers, who if the raid was
successful would blow in the enemy’s mine-shafts and concrete dug-outs.
On the morning of July 5th I went back to Battalion Headquarters for a reel of wire. For the last two days and
nights their linesmen had been very busy running out spare lines along the communication trenches and over the
top. These lines were looped and laddered and with them done this way it was quite possible to have many breaks
and still keep up communication. If we signalers going over with the raiding party failed to establish
communication with the front-line signal stations, it was arranged that runners would have to be used who would
hand their messages in to one of those stations, from where they would be dispatched to Battalion Headquarters.
One old signaler wanted to bet that no station would be in touch with any other fifteen minutes after the raid
commenced. He wanted to back a cert because we old hands knew that if Old Jerrie did bombard our front all the
looped and laddered lines would be blown to the four winds of Heaven. When I arrived back I came across
“Fizzer” Green and Seth Elliott, the two sanitary men of the Company, whom I have mentioned before, fixing
knives on to a couple of broomsticks which they were going to use in the raid: they had borrowed some stickingplaster for the job from the Aid Post. They were two old soldiers and two of the greatest scroungers on the
Western Front; it was said of them that they would have dug up the body of their grandfather and cut it open if
they thought he had swallowed a penny before he died. Elliott once saw a German leg, blown off, lying in front,
but remarked that it still had a trouser-pocket, and the same night went out and found a purse of gold marks in it.
Fizzer was a steeplejack in civil life. Some of the officers were going to carry clubs with spikes on, which were
very handy weapons at close quarters in a trench.
An order was issued that the raiding party would leave their pay books and badges behind, so in case of a man
being killed in the enemy’s trench they would not be able to tell what regiment he belonged to. But all men would
carry their identity discs. This order created a lot of amusement amongst the raiding party, and no wonder, as each
man had stamped on his identity disc his regimental number, rank, name, battalion and regiment. Duffy who was
going over as a stretcher-bearer said that the Big Pot who had issued that order in the first place should have been
immediately rose to the rank of a Field Marshal.
Each man was issued with a white band to tie on his sleeve and the password after we left the trench would be
“Welch”. The Company Commander informed me that the Company would leave the trench at dusk and get out as
far as they could and lie down, and at a given time our trench-mortars and artillery who would still be putting up a
barrage on the enemy’s wire and trenches would cease bombarding. Our artillery would then lengthen their range
and put up a barrage behind the enemy’s front, preventing any reinforcements from coming up. That would be the
signal for the Company to make a dash for the enemy’s trench.
Just before dusk Tich and I took up our position in the trench. Our trench mortars were Stokes trench mortars,
a very efficient type that had been introduced a month or two previous to this, and could fire extremely fast, being
very different from the clumsy ones that we had had up till then which were more danger to ourselves than they
were to the enemy, having a short range and the shell often bursting in the gun. These Stokes trench-mortars were
still putting up a tremendous barrage on the enemy’s wire and trenches, and the enemy’s artillery now opened out
and commenced to bombard our line with big shells. We decided we would be safer out in no-man’s-land and left
our trench, running our wire out. The ground over which we had to travel was very uneven and for over an
hundred yards we were walking over large shell holes, mine-craters and boggy ground; and what with falling into
some of the shell holes and craters and getting stuck in the mud we were soon in a sorry state. No one could have
told whether we had a white band on our arms or not, they were caked with mud. Tich sunk to his waist in one
place and I had a job to tug him out; we were making very slow progress with running our wire out.
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Our trench-mortars had packed up by now and our artillery were bombarding the enemy’s reserve lines and
communication trenches. Looking behind us we saw that the enemy were putting up a proper barrage all along the
Battalion’s front. Heavy shells were bursting everywhere. At last we got on some good ground and had a rest: we
knew that by this time the Company must have entered the enemy’s trench, but we were only halfway there. We
tried the bolts of our rifles but couldn’t move them: they were caked with mud and clogged.
On our left front an enemy’s machine-gun started traversing; we sprung to our feet and carried on, running our
line forward. We stopped about ten yards from their front-line trench and found that our artillery and mortars had
done their work very well, the whole of the wire being practically obliterated, with only a post here and there left
standing. We tested our lines but could get no reply from our front-line stations; we kept calling for some time and
then gave it up. We decided to leave our reel of wire where it was and have no more to do with it.
We advanced cautiously towards the trench where we could hear screams, yells, explosion of bombs and
louder explosions from the demolitions that the R.E. men were busy doing. It was quite possible that there were
stray Germans knocking about who had been missed by the raiders, and we were taking no chances.
When we were a few yards from the trench Tich pulled my sleeve and pointed to his right: a man was
approaching us and we couldn’t tell whether he was one of our men or not. We stood still and as he came nearer
we could see he was a German. We went to meet him but when we were a few paces from him he threw his arms
above his head and commenced to jabber in German. He then threw himself on the ground and sobbed like a
child, he was absolutely terror stricken. We were puzzled what to do with him. We couldn’t very well take him
back in his own trench which was now very quiet (our chaps by now had reached their support trenches) because
some of his comrades might be still prowling about. Tich then said, “There is only one way out of the difficulty
and that’s to bayonet him,” and drawing his arm back with the words was about to drive the bayonet home; but I
prevented him. At the same moment we were challenged with the cry,
“Halt! Hands up! Who are you?” I replied:
“Welch!” One of our men now clambered out of the trench on our left and approached us; he said that he had
spotted us a little higher up the trench and not knowing whether we were friend or foe had advanced along the
trench nearer to us and challenged us. He told us that the raid was very nearly over and that the raiding party
would soon be returning. He had left the Company in the enemy’s second line of trenches and was going back
with a message as our two signalers had failed to get any answer to their signals. He was in a hurry and off he
went.
We decided to take our prisoner back and we had a job to get him up on his feet. I pointed towards our lines.
He nodded his head and led the way to our lines, I behind him and Tich behind me. He seemed to know the
ground all right: probably he had done many a patrol over it. When we were about fifty yards from our trench he
jumped a large shell hole half full of water and cleared it easily. I followed, but failed to clear it and was over my
waist in water and stuck fast in the mud. I gave a quick glance over my shoulder but failed to see Tich: he had
lagged a little behind. I shouted at the prisoner, who turned around. I still retained my rifle and menaced him with
it. If he had known it was useless for firing, he could easily have got away and hid himself in a shell hole until our
raiding party returned and then have made his way back to his own lines. But he stood fast. Tich now came along
and seeing my plight went around the lip of the shell hole and made the prisoner, who was a magnificent made
man, pull me out. It took some tugging on his part before he released me. Tich said that he wasn’t far behind and
hearing me shout and seeing the prisoner and not me he thought there was something wrong and put a spurt on.
When we arrived back in our front-line trench we hardly recognized it: it had been leveled to the ground in
some parts and the enemy were still shelling. We arrived at the signalers’ dug-out which was about twenty yards
behind the front line. The entrance to it was three steps down and turn to the left; sitting on the steps were three
men who had been over with the raiding party but had returned with messages which they had taken to Battalion
Headquarters, and just arrived back. They got up off the steps and stood in the little trench to allow us to enter,
Tich now leading the way, then the prisoner and I in the rear.
I was on the bottom step and Tich had just entered the dug-out when crash! a large shell exploded just outside.
At the same moment I crashed into the prisoner, knocking him and Tich in a heap. The two signalers in the dugout thought that we were hit, but we had not been touched: I shouted to the three men and, receiving no reply,
mounted the steps and found the three of them dead: the shell had exploded on the parapet about a yard from the
top step and they were horribly mangled. It was tough luck for them after surviving the raid.
The two signalers told us that ten minutes after the raid began they could get no reply from the front-line signal
stations or Battalion Headquarters. They had gone to look and found that all the lines had been blown to bits. We
took our prisoner to Battalion Headquarters and when we arrived back the raiding party were returning.
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The raid had been a great success: over forty prisoners, a trench-mortar and two machine-guns were brought
back. Many mine-shafts and concrete dug-outs had also been blown in and the only thing that had been a failure
were the signaling arrangements. I don’t know how many of the enemy had been killed, but the two sanitary men
swore they had killed a dozen each. But going by the display that they spread out the next morning on the firestep, they did not seem to have had much spare time for killing, they had been so busy with the looting; they had
enough of watches to have opened a jeweler’s shop. But they were very brave men for all that, and had proved it
on many occasions.
Looting was universal amongst us old hands, and all prisoners were made to hand over their valuables; if we
didn’t have them, the men in the Back Areas would before they got in the prisoners’ cages, and we always found a
ready market for our loot among non-combatant soldiers in Back Areas, such as the Army Service Corps and men
on duty at Divisional Headquarters. We never reckoned to keep anything, and the money that was realized in this
way enabled us to have a good time when we were out of action. We made merry whenever we had the chance:
we knew we might be dead cocks the next time we were in the line. Our casualties for that night were about sixty:
the two companies holding the front line had suffered worst than the raiding companies.
I don’t know what happened to Fizzer Green and Seth Elliott after Elliott, who had been made a sergeant
shortly after this, was badly wounded on the Somme in our High Wood show, and Green got one through the
muscle of the arm about the same time. Neither of them returned to the Battalion.
14
We were relieved, and some days later we entrained for the Somme. We had a new colonel now, Colonel
Crawshay, who proved to be the best we ever had. I had soldiered with him in the Channel Isles and abroad. He
was universally liked by everyone, a stickler for discipline, and when in the line, no matter what the conditions
were, was always visiting the front-line trenches and seeing things for himself. He had a cheery word for
everyone and was as brave as they make them. Captain Stanway had left us to take command of a new service
battalion. He and Fox had been the only two sergeant-majors of the Company that never pinched our rum.
It had been very noticeable during the last few months that all old hands were getting killed and youngsters
who had only been out a few months were receiving lovely blighty wounds. This had happened so frequently of
late that we old hands often used to remark that when we did get hit it would either be a bullet through the pound
or stop a five-point-nine all on our own. But we considered that men were very lucky who met their death in this
way: they didn’t know anything about it and it was the death we all wished for if death must come our way. It was
much preferable than to be blinded for life or to be horribly wounded and disfigured by shell splinters and perhaps
still survive it.
We arrived on the Somme by a six days march from the railhead, and early in the morning of the 15 th July
passed through Fricourt, where our First Battalion had broken through on 1 st July, and arrived at the end of
Mametz Wood which had been captured some days before by the 38 th Welsh Division which included four of our
new service battalions. The enemy had been sending over tear-gas and the valley was thick with it. It smelt like
strong onions which made our eyes and noses run very badly; we were soon coughing, sneezing and cursing. We
rested in shell holes, the ground all around us being thick with dead of the troops who had been attacking Mametz
Wood. The fighting was going on about three-quarters of a mile ahead of us.
Dann, a young signaler named Thomas, and I, were posted to A Company. The three of us were dozing when
Thomas gave a shout: a spent bullet with sufficient force to penetrate had hit him in the knee—our first casualty
on the Somme. Dann said:
“I don’t suppose it will be my luck to get hit with a spent bullet; it will be one at short range through the pound
or a twelve-inch shell all on my own.” I replied, as usual, that he would be damned lucky if he stopped either, and
that he couldn’t be able to grouse much afterwards.
“You’re right enough about that, Dick,” he said.
A few hours later the Battalion moved around the corner of the wood, the Company occupying a shallow
trench which was only knee-deep. The first officer casualty on the Somme was the lieutenant who got the M.C.
for shouting:
“We’ll have to surrender. They’ve got behind us.”
Hammer Lane was next to this officer, deepening the trench, when a very small bit of shrapnel ricocheted off
his shovel and hit the officer in the foot. He began to holler like mad and the Colonel who was not far off rushed
up and wanted to know if he was badly hit. Lane answered:
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“No, sir. He’s making a lot of bloody row over nothing at all.”
The Colonel told Lane to shut up and never speak of an officer in that way again. Lane told me later in the day
that if the officer had had his bloody belly ripped open he could not have made more row than what he did.
Dann and I were by ourselves in one part of this trench, the Company Commander being about ten yards below
us. The majority of the Company were soon in the wood on the scrounge; we had been told that we were likely to
stay where we were for a day or two. I told Dann that I was going in the wood on the scrounge and that I would
try and get a couple of German top-coats and some food if I could find any. The topcoats would be very handy as
we were in fighting order, and the nights were cold for July.
Just inside the wood, which was a great tangle of broken trees and branches, was a German trench, and all
around it our dead and theirs were laying. I was in luck’s way: I got two tins of Maconochies and half a loaf of
bread, also two topcoats. The bread was very stale and it was a wonder the rats hadn’t got at it. Although gas
destroyed large numbers of them there were always plenty of them left skipping about. I returned to Dann telling
him how lucky I had been, and that we would have a feed.
“Righto,” he replied, “but I think I’ll write out a couple of quick-firers first.”
Enemy shells were now coming over and a lot of spent machine-gun bullets were zipping about. He sat on the
back of the trench writing his quick-firers when—zip—and he rolled over, clutching his neck. Then a terrified
look came in his face as he pointed one hand behind me. I turned and just behind me on the back of the trench saw
the huge black rat that we had seen in Hulloch. It was looking straight past me at Dann. I was paralysed myself
for a moment, and without looking at me it turned and disappeared in a shell hole behind. I turned around and
instantly flattened myself on the bottom of the trench, a fraction of a second before a shell burst behind me. I
picked myself up amid a shower of dirt and clods and looked at Dann, but he was dead. The spent bullet had
sufficient force to penetrate his neck and touch the spinal column.
And there by his side, also dead, was the large rat: the explosion of the shell had blown it up and it had
dropped by the side of him.
I seized hold of its tail and swung it back in the shell hole it had been blown from. I was getting the creeps.
Although Mametz Wood was, I daresay, over fifty miles as the crow flies from Hulloch, I had no doubt in my own
mind that it was the same rat what we had seen in the latter place. It was the only weird experience I had during
the whole of the War. There was no one near us at the time, and men on the right and left of us did not know Dann
was killed until I told them. If I hadn’t handled that rat and flung it away I should have thought that I had been
seeing things, like the many of us who saw things on the Retirement.
For the next couple of days we didn’t have much to do; there were batteries of our eighteen-pounders just in
front of us and heavier artillery behind us, and there was a proper artillery duel going on. The valley we were in
was thick with guns. One afternoon a couple of guns in front of us were blown to bits and two young artillery
officers were led past us, hysterical and horribly shell-shocked. They were the two worst cases I ever saw, and
anyone would have been doing them a kindness if they had put them out of their misery.
Just behind us on a ridge was a battery of small howitzer guns, and as we were watching them, guns, men and
everything else vanished. The enemy shells were simply raining on that ridge. It was the most accurate shellfire I
had seen, and Duffy who was standing by me said:
“If the Jerry gunners were only fifty yards away they couldn’t drop their shells more accurately than what they
are doing.”
We both thought it very queer. About a couple of hours later two men of the Middlesex were on the scrounge
in Bazentin Le Petit wood which was just in front of us, and happened to see a man dressed in gray disappear in a
dug-out. They followed him but on reaching the bottom of the dug-out could see no one. They didn’t have a
candle and were striking matches to have a look around it. One of the men said that they must have been
mistaken, but the other was positive that someone had entered and told his pal to bring along an officer with a
pocket torch whilst he kept watch. The man arrived back with an officer who examined the walls of the dug-out
with his torch, and found a door in one of the walls that they had not spotted because it fitted very close and was
covered with canvas, the same as the wall. He said in a loud voice, “No, you made a mistake, there’s nothing
here;” and they went back out of the dug-out. When outside, the officer said quietly to the men:
“Did you see that door? There may be someone behind it. We might have been met by a stream of bullets as
we opened it. Now if there is anybody behind it he’ll think we’ve gone away. I want one of you men to stay at the
entrance and the other to come very quietly with me back inside.”
So one man waited outside and the other, with the officer, re-entered the dug-out. Soon the door was quietly
opened and a man appeared in the doorway. The officer flashed his torch on him and at the same moment fired his
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revolver. It was a German officer dressed in his own uniform and the bullet got him in the breast. Behind the door
was a neat little dug-out with an underground cable running into it and also two trench telephones. He had been
sending back the positions of every one of our batteries that he spotted, and no wonder the German shellfire had
been so accurate. He wasn’t dangerously wounded; the bullet had entered high up in his breast and he was
walking assisted by two men as he passed us. He admitted to the Middlesex officer that he had volunteered to stay
behind for this dangerous work, and he was proud he had served his country so well. I heard some officers remark
that he was a very brave man. Two days later when digging a trench on the right front of Bazentin Le Petit we
came across the cable which must have run right back to High Wood.
On the 18th the Company took over a position on the east front of Bazentin Le Petit; we were in a shallow
trench which ran into a cemetery. High Wood was about seven hundred yards in front of us. The following day the
enemy shelled us heavily, and by the afternoon they had a nasty barrage extending right down to the valley we
had left. In our part of the trench the shells were falling either in front or behind us; but the other end of the
Company was not so lucky, the shells bursting right on the parapet, blowing trenches and men to pieces. The
whole of a Lewis-gun team was killed. In the cemetery the shells were throwing corpses and coffins clean out of
the graves, and some of our killed were now lying alongside of them.
We could only sit tight and grin and bear it. One shell burst just outside the trench not far from me, and a man
had one side of his face cut clean away by a piece of shell. He was also hit low down but was still conscious. His
two pals were deliberating whether they would put him out of his misery or not; fortunately they were spared that,
as he died before they had made up their minds. One of our old stretcher-bearers went mad and started to undress
himself. He was uttering horrible screams, and we had to fight with him and overpower him before he could be
got to the Aid Post. He had been going queer for the last month or two.
Duffy was hit low down on the right side: it was a bad wound and I knew his case was hopeless; but he was
still conscious. I asked the Company Commander if I could help to carry him down to the Aid Post.
“Certainly,” he replied.
We had gone halfway to the Aid Post, four of us carrying the stretcher, one at each handle, when as I lifted my
right foot in its stride a shell splinter buried itself in the ground beneath it. Although Duffy was dying on the
stretcher he noticed it as he hung his head over the side and said:
“Hard lines, Dick! If a youngster had been in your place he would have had a beautiful Blighty wound through
the foot. We old ones aren’t lucky enough to stop one that way. We generally stop one the way I have done.” I told
him to shut up, saying that he had every chance to get over it. He replied simply:
“You know better than that, Dick.”
We arrived at the Aid Post and I should have liked to stay with him for a little while, but I had to get back to
the Company. As I shook him by the hand he wished me the best of luck, and about two hours later I had news
that he had died where I left him. No man could wish for a better pal, and I never scrounged much around the
Company, when in the line, after he was gone.
We were relieved that evening and went back to Mametz Wood, and during the night we got wind that the
Brigade were going to attack High Wood. A message came through that the Battalion would send one visual
signaler to Brigade Headquarters who would report himself there at 2 a.m. on the morning of the 20 th. I was
detailed off for this and as I made my way there was wondering what the idea was. Eight of us and the Brigade
Signaling Corporal were detailed off to form a transmitting station between High Wood and Brigade Headquarters
which was situated on the fringe of Mametz Wood. No telephones would be carried and our station would receive
messages by flag from the signalers with the attacking force; which we would transmit to Brigade by heliograph
or flag.
The position that we had to take up was by a large mill about six hundred yards this side of High Wood.. The
mill was built on some rising ground which made it a very prominent landmark. We had a good view of
everything from here, but we also found that when we were exchanging messages with the wood, the enemy
would have an equally good view of us, especially when we were flag-wagging. An old soldier of the
Cameronians who was now a Brigade signaler, an old soldier of the Royal Welsh who was now a Brigade runner,
and the corporal, were the only ones I knew of our station. I was wondering how the other five would conduct
themselves if we were heavily shelled.
The Cameronian and I fixed our heliograph and telescope up, and at 8 a.m. we were in communication with
Brigade. Shortly after this the enemy began shelling us and by 10 a.m. they had put up one of the worst barrages
that I was ever under. Twelve-inch, eight-inch, five-point-nines and whizzbang shells were bursting around us
continually and this lasted during the whole of the day. North, south, east and west it was raining shells, and we
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seemed to be the dead center of it all.
The barrage of the previous day was a flea-bite to this one. The ground shook and rocked and we were
continually having to reset the heliograph. When receiving a message the smoke of the bursting shells and the
earth and dust that was being thrown up constantly obscured our vision, and we could only receive a word now
and then.
The five men I didn't know were sheltering in a large shell hole by the side of the mill; they were absolutely
useless and terror-stricken. We were not able to see our attacking troops who were to advance up a valley to the
right of us at dawn, to enter the wood on our right front, but during the afternoon I saw some of our men moving
about on the outskirts, and a flag commenced to call us up. I asked one of the men in the shell hole to come and
write the message down, but not one of them would budge. The corporal and the Cameronian were busy receiving
a message from Brigade at the time. I cursed them until I was blue, but it made no difference. The Brigade runner
who was not a signaler then volunteered to write the message down and stood behind me in the doorway of the
mill whilst I read it.
The message said that the whole of High Wood had been captured. About an hour later I was receiving another
message from the wood, the runner again writing it down, standing behind me in the doorway of the mill. When I
was about halfway through it, he gave a shout; I turned round and found him groaning on the ground. A shell
splinter which must have passed high up between my legs had hit him in the thigh. It was a nasty wound, but he
stopped groaning after a bit and said:
“Carry on with the message, Dick, I can bandage this myself.”
I shouted to the Cameronian to come and finish writing the message down. We only received about another six
words when the signaler in the wood who was sending the message, and the other with him who was evidently
calling it out, both fell; that message was never completed. The message as far as we got with it stated that the
enemy were counter-attacking. It was the last visual message that arrived from the wood: every message after this
came by runner.
The enemy now turned a machine-gun on the mill, Our flag-wagging had attracted their attention. On the right
front of the mill a battalion of Manchesters of another division were in some shallow trenches; they had heavy
casualties during the day, a number of shells bursting right among them. One of their captains ran across to us and
asked if it was possible to get a message back to his Brigade Headquarters, as his men were being blown to
pieces. We told him we were very sorry but we were under orders only to deal with messages connected with our
own Brigade. As we were speaking, some large shells exploded right on the parapet of the trench he had left,
knocking in a big stretch of it. He then rushed back there to look after the survivors. He was a very brave and
humane man. But even if we had been able to send his message I don't suppose our Brigade Headquarters, being
in a different division, would have known where his Brigade Headquarters was situated; and even if they had, and
transmitted it on, his Brigadier would have taken no notice of it, for sure.
A number of lightly wounded men from the wood passed by us on their way to the dressing-station which was
in the valley below. We inquired how things were going. Most of them said that half the Brigade had been wiped
out before they entered the wood, and that old Jerrie was counter-attacking when they left. Many of these men
were killed on their way to the dressing-station. I saw one of our old signalers limping along; he had stopped one
through the ankle. He told me that if he had the luck to get through the bloody barrage, and then the luck also to
be sent home, J.C. and all his angels would never shift him out to France again.
He was true to his word. He got through the barrage and was sent home. His wound soon healed up and he was
pronounced fit for the blood-tub. Draft after draft going overseas he was absent from, and he was finally
sentenced to six months imprisonment. After a week in prison he was taken in front of the Governor, who
informed him that if he volunteered to go back out to the Front he would be released. He informed the Governor
that he had done close on two years active service, and that he considered he had done his whack, and that he
didn’t mind if he was kept in prison until the bloody War finished. The last I heard of him was about a month
before the War finished, and he was still in England.
We received a message that no more visual signaling would be carried out, and that we would be employed as
runners between Brigade and High Wood. Down in the valley below us a company of Argyles were occupying
some shell holes and shallow trenches: they seemed to be just outside the barrage. I had to pass by them when I
was taking back a message to Brigade Headquarters, about a hundred yards beyond. I had just reached Brigade
when it seemed that every German artillery gun had lengthened its range and was firing direct on the Argyles.
This lasted about fifteen minutes, and then the shelling slackened. I waited awhile before making my way back,
and when I did pass by the Argyles’ position I could only see heads, arms, legs and mangled bodies. I have often
906

wondered since then, if all the leading statesmen and generals of the warring countries had been threatened to be
put under that barrage during the day of the 20 th July, 1916, and were told that if they survived it they would be
forced to be under a similar one in a week’s time, whether they would have all met together and signed a peace
treaty before the week was up.
The Brigade, which was still hanging on to three parts of the wood, was relieved at 10 p.m., three-quarters of
them being casualties. The Public Schools Battalion was practically annihilated, and the Royal Welch were not
much better off. We had lost ten of our eighteen signalers; but Paddy and Tich were safe. Half the Brigade had
been knocked over before they ever entered the wood.
It was the custom that all parcels that arrived for men who were casualties should be distributed among the
survivors. The Commanding Officer of the Public Schools Battalion kindly sent a number of mailbags full of
parcels for distribution among our men. We lived on luxuries for the next few days.
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We went back to a village the other side of Albert to reorganize. We were sent drafts of officers and men, but a
lot of the men belonged to other regiments. During this time men at the Bases were lucky if they were sent to one
of the battalions of their own regiment. In 1917 this practice was stopped: if a man was sick or lightly wounded
and got no further than the Base he was generally sent back to his own battalion.
A lot of the men that joined us did not know the way to load their rifles. Any old hand could have been given a
stripe or two if he wanted them, and Freezer, who had just had a lot of Number Ones washed out as usual, told me
that he had been offered to be made a full corporal but had refused. He would either be a sergeant or nothing. Two
days later he was made a sergeant.
Apart from the transport, there were not fifty men left now in the Battalion of the old Expeditionary Force
men, and most of these had been wounded once or twice. Yet, if we had known, we had not yet reached half-way
in the War, and the conditions and casualties in 1917 and early 1918 were worst than what we had yet
experienced.
There was a big concentration of troops around this village and the cafés were always full of troops. It was no
uncommon sight to see a dozen Crown-and-Anchor boards outside each café, and one evening Paddy and I won
over a thousand francs—about £40—which we invested in champagne, buying fifty bottles at twelve francs a
bottle. The remainder of the money we kept until next day. We were making sure of something. The old signalers
had a muck-in with that lot of champagne, and anyone else we knew. We never used to drink anything, when we
could afford to drink, unless we could get properly drunk on it. It made us merry and helped us to forget. The
majority of young soldiers that joined us from this time on soon followed our example.
Each division had its Concert Party, the artists generally staying at Divisional Headquarters when the Division
was in action, and entertaining the troops when they were out. We had some first-class artists in our Divisional
Concert Troupe and I used to enjoy myself very much when I attended their shows. The Battalion had a drumand-fife band, formed the latter end of 1915, who sometimes played selections when we were out of action and
also when we were on the line of march. They stayed with the transport when we were in the line.
Permanent Battalion runners were now formed who stayed with Battalion Headquarters in the line and out. We
signalers, the runners and the regimental police formed a platoon of our own when on the march. One day when
we were route-marching a newly-joined officer was put in charge of us. After every fifty minutes’ marching there
was a ten minutes’ rest and the command was given,
“Halt! Fallout on the side of the road!” But we had no ten-minute rest with our new officer, who gave the
command,
“Halt! Order arms!” Then, considering that we had ordered arms very slovenly, he gave the command,
“Slope arms!”
This also was not very satisfactory, so we were soon doing a little arms drill. By the time he had given the
command, “Fall out!” it was time to fall in again. This happened on several occasions until the Adjutant spotted
him and called him aside and I expect gave him a good talking to, as the next halt we had there was no drilling.
Many impromptu prayers went up for him, but an old hand called Snooky said he would offer up a pukka one for
him when he arrived back in billets. Snooky, who had served in India with us had a mania for praying: once in
India he had had a touch of the sun, which we old soldiers called the “Deolalic Tap”.
The following day I found him with his two hands clasped in front of him and down on his knees praying
beautifully. He prayed that the next time we were in the line every German shell on our part of the Front would be
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directed by heavenly guidance right on top of the new officer’s pound and blow him into a million little pieces for
the misery he had caused the humble, God-fearing troops the day before. Just before we moved back towards the
line I came across the new officer twirling a club with spikes on. He said,
“These are very handy weapons in a trench.”
I replied that they were, at close quarters, but that if we went back to the same part of the Front as we had last
left he would be very lucky if he ever used one, as he had every chance of being killed a few miles before he
arrived there. He said that he had heard that yarn before and that we old soldiers were all the same, we thought we
knew everything, and that every old soldier he had met had given him the jerks. I then told him he might have a
good jerk before he was many days older. He then threatened to put me on the peg for speaking to an officer in
such a manner. Every young officer that I can remember with the exception of two who had joined us since we
had been in France had proved themselves real good men, but this man was the limit.
We moved up by easy stages and stayed a few days near Albert. The statue of the Virgin on top of the church
was hanging head downwards and the French people believed that when it fell the War would come to an end. We
moved up to Fricourt Wood.
Just inside the Wood were some decent shacks, made out of tree branches, which a few of us got into. During
the afternoon some of the signalers were sent to their companies, leaving an old signaler, Private Salisbury, whom
we called “Sol”, in one shack and I in another about five yards apart. The shack I was in was really a shell hole
with tree branches tied together over it. Sol, who had been a signaler in India, had did his first twelve months in
France as a rifle-and-bayonet man and had wan the D.C.M. and Russian Order of St. George, which always went
with the D.C.M. in the first part of the War. He had been invalided home with shingles when we were in Bois
Grenier and had rejoined the Battalion early in 1916. The two of us had been detailed off to proceed to Divisional
Headquarters the following morning for a forty-eight hours’ course of instruction in a new trench telephone,
called the Fullerphone. Sol and I were smoking and yarning about the times we had together abroad. Just before I
left he said,
“Why not shift your equipment into my shack? It’s better than the one you are in. You can spend the night with
me.”
I replied that it wasn’t worth the trouble, being as we were going to Division early in the morning. We wished
one another good night and I entered my shack and was soon fast asleep. During the night I was woke up by the
explosions of shells. The enemy were bombarding us with heavy stuff and bursting shells in a wood were a lot
more nerve-racking than when out in the open. My shack was blown in on top of me and I had a job to work my
way out of the tree branches. Men were bolting out of the wood and some of the youngsters were yelling. Sol’s
shack was blown down too and I could hear groans. I began to clear the branches and other stuff off him and
called his name, but he did not answer me. The enemy were still shelling and the majority of shells were falling
just inside the fringe of the wood. I had cleared the debris off him but without a torch I could not tell where he
was hit. I went to the Aid Post cart which was just outside the wood and found the Aid Post Corporal who
willingly came with me in the wood. By the aid of his torch we could see that Sol was beyond our help: he had
been badly hit in three places. He never recovered consciousness and died about half an hour later. All the good
ones seemed to be going West. If it had not been that my shack had been built over a shell hole and I had been
laying in it, I would have been finished too.
Paddy went back with me to Division. Our bacon ration in the Battalion was never very much: there was
always a bit of sharking done with it, the same as with the rum, but we found that things were even worse in the
Division: the following morning we had to file by the cooks for our tea and bacon and were told that we could
either have a bit of bacon (about half the size of a Woodbine packet) or a dip in the fat. I chose a dip in the fat and
considered I had backed a winner. Paddy was lucky that he was not put in clink for airing his views on the subject.
We were glad that we were rejoining the Battalion that evening.
About the middle of August and early in the morning we took over the trenches in High Wood.
Communication trenches had been dug and troops could now enter the wood by day. Since July two separate
attacks had been made to drive out the enemy from the portion they were holding but both had failed with heavy
losses. I was posted to my own Company with a young signaler who had been in France about nine months, the
first five months as a rifle-and-bayonet man. He was a very decent chap but had been through one experience
which he had never recovered from. He had only been a month in France when he took part in the attack on the
R.W.F. Crater: in the rush across no-man’s-land a bullet went through his steel helmet and parted his hair on the
top of his head, knocking him unconscious. When he came to his self the enemy were putting up their barrage and
shells were exploding around him. He ran back to the front line screaming and more frightened than hurt. He was
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only away about a month and since then it was a pity to see him when we were under intense shellfire.
Our trench ran from just inside the wood to the center of it and we dumped our telephone on the fire-step in a
bay by ourselves. Anyone leaving the center of the wood would have to pass us to make their way to the
communication trenches. Some parts of the parapet had been built up with dead men, and here and there arms and
legs were protruding. In one bay only the heads of two men could be seen; their teeth were showing so that they
seemed to be grinning horribly down on us. Some of our chaps that had survived the attack on the 20 th July told
me that when they were digging themselves in, the ground being hardened by the sun and difficult to dig away
quickly, if a man was killed near them he was used as head cover and earth was thrown over him. No doubt in
many cases this saved the lives of the men that were digging themselves in. The troops who relieved them would
immediately begin to deepen the trench and since that time the rain and shells had exposed the bodies in their
different ways.
About 8 a.m. the enemy started shelling us very heavily. It was big stuff they were sending over and by 10 a.m.
we had sixty casualties in the Company. Great trees were uprooted and split like matchwood, some falling over
the trench. We were throwing our dead on the back of the parapet, from where in some cases they were blown up
again and thrown further afield. All communication had gone West and the young signaler was huddled up in a
heap on the fire-step and shaking like a madman. I told him to buck up and that it would be better if he moved
about. I asked him to go halfway along the lines to Battalion Headquarters and repair any breaks, pointing out to
him that we were just as liable to be blown to bits where we were as in any part of the trench, but he wouldn't
move. I then told him to stick on the telephone and that I would go along the lines and also run any messages that
we received. For thirty-six hours he hardly moved off that fire-step to do anything. He took no food but was
constantly drinking out of his water bottle until it was empty.
The lines had been repaired between us and Battalion Headquarters by one of their signalers, so I made my
way along the other lines to C Company. When I was about halfway there I was told that a large shell had burst
right on top of the dug-out C Company signalers were in, killing and burying them at the same time.
In the afternoon the shelling ceased and about an hour later I heard the sharp explosions of bombs somewhere
on the left of us. A few minutes later about half a dozen newly-joined men came running down the trench towards
us. They had no rifles and looked properly scared. I barred their way and asked what was the matter, but they
couldn’t get a word out. A young Platoon-Sergeant who had been with us a decent time now, came running down
the trench in rear of the men. He shouted,
“Don’t let any of them pass you, Dick. They’re running away.”
He told me that some German bombers, dodging from tree to tree, had crept close up and hurled their bombs in
the trench and these men had dropped their rifles and ran away. He now drove them back to their part of the
trench, but never reported them. They would have been all court-martialed and probably shot if he had. If a proper
look-out had been kept those German bombers should have been shot down before ever they came in bombing
range. Then the shelling started again and kept on more or less until we were relieved.
Late in the afternoon a shell burst near a group of ten men. There were nine mangled bodies but no trace of the
other man: we thought he had been blown to pieces. But we were mistaken; six weeks later when we were out of
action he was brought back to the Battalion under escort. While he was waiting for his court-martial for deserting
in face of the enemy he told a few of us what had happened. He had been blown clean out of the trench and
landed in a shell hole on the back of the parapet. When he recovered consciousness it was dark and he could see
the stars twinkling overhead. For a few minutes he didn’t know where he was or what had happened to him. The
enemy were still shelling and he was dazed and terror stricken. He got up and ran for all he was worth until he got
out of the shelling, and had been scrounging around Back Areas until he was arrested. He was sentenced to death,
but owing to his extreme youth the sentence was commuted to a term of imprisonment; but he still stayed with the
Battalion. I believe our Colonel, who was given the full facts of the case, was instrumental in getting the young
chap away with it. In 1917 he was either killed or taken prisoner on the Arras front.
The new officer who said that we old soldiers gave him the jerks was blown to pieces by this same barrage,
and Snooky, who I met a little later, said it was wonderful how his prayer had been answered so quickly, and that
little prayers sometimes did a great deal of good.
The first evening at High Wood the whole of the ration party, mail and all, were blown to bits. I was expecting
a parcel with a pint-and-half tin-jack of whisky in it, which was to be labeled “Sauce”, and was wondering if it
had gone West. The following evening rations and mail arrived safe, and also my parcel, which I found at
Battalion Headquarters. I left half of the whisky with the signalers there and took the other half back with me,
giving some stiff doses to the young signaler, but which had no effect on him: it was good stuff wasted.
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One of the newly-joined men called Sealyham, who was about forty years of age, had been appointed a
Battalion runner and although it was his first time in action he conducted himself like a veteran. He had a business
in the Midlands and had joined the Army because he was patriotic. He was one of the best amateur elocutionists I
ever heard.
16
We were relieved at last, and a fortnight later the whole Division was marching away from the Somme. We
marched by easy stages, picking up drafts of reinforcements on the way. We had a song at this time, the words
being sung sadly to the tune of The Church’s One Foundation.
We are in Kitchener’s Army
The ragtime A.S.C.
We cannot fight, we cannot shoot,
What bloody use are we?
But when we get to Berlin
We’ll hear the Kaiser say,
“Hoch, Hoch! Mein Gott, what a bloody fine lot,
To draw six bob a day!”

This song was sung out of no disrespect to Kitchener’s Army, but was a kick against the motor lorry drivers of
the A.S.C., who were receiving between four and six shillings a day.
During this time an old regular officer joined us who had been in West Africa when the War commenced and
had taken part in the operations there. This was his first appearance in France and he was put in charge of the
signalers: we called him “The Peer”. Discipline was still good in the Battalion, but not so severe as it had been,
and gone were the days when a man would be brought up and punished for having the lace of his rifle-sling not
properly tied. There was also a better spirit of comradeship between officers and men than what there had been.
But we soon found out that The Peer had not lost his pre-War ways. On the very first morning that he inspected
us before moving off, Paddy and I, who had been drinking some rotten ving blong the night before, had made
some rapid journeys to the latrine which was situated at the bottom of a wet and muddy orchard, and when we fell
in there was mud around the soles of our boots. The Peer passed along the ranks and when he came to me he
noticed my boots. He exclaimed to the sergeant who was following behind him:
“Good heavens, Sergeant! This man is absolutely filthy!” I said: “I beg your pardon sir—”
I was going to explain to him how it was that my boots were dirty but I got no further with my sentence. He
roared at me:
“Damn you, who are you? I’ll run you in. How dare you speak to an officer before he addresses you?”
Paddy was also checked, and The Peer instructed the sergeant to warn the both of us to parade in full marching
order and properly cleaned two hours after we had completed the day’s march; which was a very stiff one that
day. Two days later he gave orders that the whole of the signalers would parade in the same way, two hours after
each day’s march was completed. Snooky, who was now the signalers’ cook, was severely reprimanded by him for
some other trivial thing. We all offered up the usual soldiers’ prayers, and when Snooky was not cooking he was
praying. But all his prayers were in vain; The Peer survived the War.
We took over some trenches on the Arras front and they were proper convalescent homes compared to some
we had been in. We had very few casualties during the time we were there, and The Peer became worse than ever.
He must have thought that all parts of the Front were the same. We were in a village about six miles from
Doullens and the Battalion were in strict training for an attack on Gommecourt Wood; the attack that had been
made on it on the 1st July had been a failure. I didn’t do any of that training, having a knee which had swelled very
badly. Dr. Dunn detained me in the Aid Post for four days and then lanced it. Afterwards I was attending hospital
and excused all duties during the time we were there.
One morning in the Aid Post I noticed a man who had a very bad boil high up on his back. The doctor lanced it
and removed a large core, which left a decent hole. The Aid Post sergeant put a little dressing on, with some strips
of sticking plaster over it. The following morning the man informed the doctor that he had spent a very restless
night, and that if he could have reached the spot where the dressing was he would have ripped it off. When the
plaster and dressing were removed, inside the hole were three lice. No wonder the man had spent a restless night,
and yet only forty-eight hours previously the man had had a bath and a supposed clean shirt.
At the last moment the attack on Gommecourt Wood was cancelled and we departed by buses and arrived back
910

on the Somme. The portion of High Wood had now been captured and Guillemont, Ginchy and Les Boeufs had
also been taken. It was impossible to tell whether a house had ever existed in these villages, so heavy had been the
shelling on both sides. We were in shell holes around Ginchy, and on the way there we saw a few tanks, which
were first in action on September 13th.
In October we took over the trenches in front of Les Boeufs. The enemy trenches were in front of Le Transloy,
which was directly facing us. Our trenches were shell holes linked up, with gaps here and there; on our right were
the French. There was also a gap between us and them. About sixty yards behind the front line was a small trench
which was used as an advanced signal station. Messages were brought by runners who made use of an old
German communication trench to this station: they were then transmitted back to Battalion Headquarters which
was in a sunken road about five hundred yards behind. I and three young signalers were posted to the advanced
signal-station and we decided to go along the line in turns to repair any breaks, and also made arrangements with
Battalion Headquarters for the[m]\fn{ The text has they} to keep one half of the line in repair, and we would keep the
other half. In standing trenches Battalion Headquarters always appointed linesmen to look after the lines running
to the front line, company signalers repairing their own between companies, but in a case like this every N.C.O.
and man, with the exception of the signaling-sergeant, took their turns along the lines to repair the breaks.
It had been raining for days, and the ground was nothing but a sea of mud. On the second night the enemy,
who had been sending over an occasional shell, began a heavy bombardment and we were continually repairing
the lines. One of our young signalers had taken his turn and as he was a long time coming back, and we were still
out of communication, I went along the line to look for him; about fifty yards from the trench I came across his
body: he had been killed in the act of repairing a break. I repaired the break myself and walked back further along
the line and found another break about halfway. I saw a man approaching me, who turned out to be an old signaler
from Battalion Headquarters out on the line. I told him about the young signaler being killed, and he said he was
sorry to hear it, as he was a damned good kid. He then began to swear, and when he cooled down a bit said:
“It’s rotten, Dick, how the good ones are popped over so quick and the rotten ones simply get nice blighty
wounds. There’s a bloody bun-punching swine back there who has just gone back with a beautiful blighty one in
the arm. When it came his turn to go along the line he refused. He said it was not the place for a full corporal to go
out on the lines. The sergeant warned him if he didn’t go out on the lines he would report him to the Adjutant. I
was hoping he would refuse, so that I would have the pleasure of reading that he had been shot at dawn for
cowardice in face of the enemy, but he didn’t. He left the dug-out and I followed him out and drove him up over
the bank of the sunken road as the sergeant had warned me to do. He hadn’t walked ten yards along the line when
a shell burst some distance from him and a bit of shrapnel hit him in the arm. He howled like a stuck pig and ran
back to me. As I was dressing his wound I told him that if he had his due he would have had his bloody head
knocked off. That’s the third we have had hit to-night on the blasted line; but the other two were good kids.”
This corporal had joined us about four weeks previously; he had been sent out to France as a signaling corporal
and was a pukka bun-puncher. When we were near Doullens I had often seen him buying tins of condensed milk
and sucking them like a kid.
A few hours before we were relieved, the following night, The Peer who was back at Battalion Head- quarters
paid us a visit. It was pretty quiet at the time, only an occasional shell coming over. Just after he arrived the
enemy opened out again and put up a barrage from our front line to about fifty yards in the rear of us. There were
about a dozen men in the little trench and they tried to get into the signalers’ dug-out, but there wasn’t room for
them. I was speaking to The Peer when the barrage started, and was wondering whether Old Jerrie was about to
make an attack when the shelling finished. We were in the trench at the time, and The Peer made no effort to get
into the dug-out. He showed he had guts and went up twenty holes in my estimation. If a large shell burst on the
dug-out the men in it would be finished with, and if one pitched anywhere on our part of the trench we would be
the same. It was heavy stuff they were sending over, with an occasional salvo of whizzbangs. I expect The Peer
did more ducking that night than ever he had during the whole of his life before. The barrage lasted about an hour
and then suddenly stopped. He asked me if I had ever been under a worse barrage and when I told him it was a
popcorn barrage compared to some I had been under, he thought I was romancing.
I then told him that the enemy might make an attack and some of them rush through the gaps in our front line,
and be on us in no time. He lined every man in the trench, and looking over the parapet we saw a party of men
crossing our front. We challenged them sharply, but they turned out to be some French troops who had been
relieved and making their way back had hopelessly lost themselves. They had been wandering about for some
time. The Peer gave the officer along with them his bearings and they went on their way. It was a very dark night
and raining very heavily. The enemy made no attack, but just before we were relieved began shelling again.
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Making my way back I came across Captain Radford whose company had been relieved, trying to rally his
men together. The majority were newly joined and the rain and mud had completely beat them. As I passed him he
said:
“Hullo, Richards! What would the old hands say about this crowd?”
I replied that no doubt they would curse a bit. Captain Radford had joined my company after the Loos battle,
having been an officer in the Loyal North Lancashire Regiment, but now transferred to us. He was highly
respected and very popular with the old hands. He was commanding C Company. My young Company
Commander, Captain Higginson, had been sent home three weeks previously with a nervous breakdown. My
present Company Commander, Lieutenant Greaves or Grieves, I did not know. He was a tall slight chap with a
stutter, and a very decent officer. There were only about half a dozen men I knew in the whole of the Company.
The little experience that The Peer had just gone through had did him and us a lot of good; he dropped his preWar ways and started to act like a sensible human being.
We went back to a sunken road on the edge of Trones Wood. Signalers and some of the runners stayed in an
elephant hut. Early the following morning Hammer Lane, who was now the Colonel’s orderly, and I went out on
the scrounge for wood. The first thing we saw as we stepped out of the hut was a dead German hung up on the
branch of a tree, and he seemed to be carefully watching over the hut. No doubt he had been blown up by a large
shell, and in falling the sharp end of a branch pointing upwards had pierced his jacket and held him. He looked
like a man who had been hung up on a hook and left there, yet there seemed to be no mark on him.
On November 4th, 1916, we went back in the line, Paddy taking his turn with B Echelon, which consisted of
the transport and a small number of officers and men who were left out of the line when the Battalion went in.
Some time later Minimum Reserve was introduced and a certain number of officers and men of each battalion
were left out, so in case of a battalion being wiped out there was something left to make a new one with. We were
only going in for forty-eight hours, and it was decided not to send the mail up for that period. I instructed Paddy
that if anything happened to me he was to do what he liked with a parcel I was expecting, and to give the tobacco
away to a pipe smoker.
About an hour before we moved off, one of our planes brought a German plane crashing to the ground about
half a mile in front of us and on the edge of a sunken road which we knew we would have to pass. I had seen it
happen once or twice that when a German plane had been shot down just behind our front line some time later the
enemy would do their level best to blow it to pieces. This plane was about a mile behind our front. I had been
posted to Battalion Headquarters and it was dark when we were passing the plane, which was now being shelled.
We had a few casualties and one of the killed was the Regimental Sergeant-Major’s batman, who was carrying a
lovely bag of rations. One of our old signalers picked it up. During the following day each one of us put on a little
weight and the R.S.M. lost a little. There were more rations in that bag than what the whole of the signalers had,
put together.
We stayed in an old German dug-out. Two steps below us in another dug-out stayed the Colonel and Adjutant.
All communication with our front line was by runners. We had lines running back to Brigade, which were very
weak and we had difficulty in receiving Morse or speaking to them. The following morning the Colonel’s servant
came into the dug-out and reported that the Colonel’s raincoat, which was a new one, was missing. The servant
had put it on the bank of the sunken road by the dug-out, along with other stuff, and no doubt someone of the
troops we relieved had walked off with it. The servant seemed more cut up over the loss than what the Colonel
did, who took it as the fortune of war. Sealyham now went out of the dug-out saying that he had dumped his
haversack on the bank, which had two fine razors and other valuables in it; at the same moment the Adjutant got
on the phone to speak to the Brigade-Major and the line being so weak he was continually asking
“What’s that?” Sealyham came to the mouth of the dug-out and shouted down:
“The swine have pinched my haversack too.”
“What’s that?” asked the Adjutant.
“The bloody pigs have pinched my haversack with the two best razors in France in it.”
“What's that?” shouted the Adjutant, but this was too much for Sealyham who, being under the impression that
one of us was answering him and pulling his leg, launched out with a flow of language which would have done
credit to the Old Soldier. The Adjutant put the phone down and burst out laughing and told me to go outside to tell
him to shut up until he had finished speaking on the phone. He had been our Adjutant for over twelve months, and
was an excellent officer in every way: his name was Mr. Mann. Sealyham found his haversack a few yards away,
but it was empty. Haversacks were easy to get, but razors were scarce.
We and the Public Schools Battalion on our left, with the French on our right, now had to advance and capture
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a position in front of us. On this part of the Front the enemy were scattered here and there in shell holes and it was
quite possible that the first wave of attacking troops would miss some of the enemy, who would then be popping
up and firing on them from behind. So a mopping-up party was detailed off to follow in the rear of the first wave
and mop up everything they had left. I was with Headquarters so I saw none of the actual fighting. Our companies
and the French reached their objectives and began consolidating the position—which meant to turn the firing
positions the other way about, block communication trenches and put out a bit of barbed wire.
But the troops on our left never advanced a yard. The captain of the Public Schools company on our left
reported to our Colonel that they had been held up by heavy machine-gun fire—which was all bunkum: they had
never made any effort to advance, and our Colonel told him so. I had never seen the Colonel in such a rage as he
was that day, and he told the captain that he and his rotten men were no good as they had endangered the lives of
decent soldiers. Our left flank was now up in the air, and anything might happen.
Some of the mopping-up party discovered a concealed dug-out in a large shell hole. They were just about to
throw bombs into it when they heard an English voice cry out:
“Don’t throw bombs in here.”
Inside the dug-out were six Germans, and one of our own men who was badly wounded in the legs. He told
them he had been part of a strong patrol that had been sent out to reconnoiter the night before. A German shell had
fallen short and caused several casualties. He had been knocked unconscious and left for dead in the confusion.
When he came to his self he tried to crawl back to our lines. He had crawled some way but could not get any
further. His groans had attracted these Germans, who had carried him in and dressed his wounds and attended him
as if he had been one of their own men. He had heard the first wave go by and was wondering if any of the
mopping-up party would discover the dug-out, and had shouted out as soon as he heard their voices. We were
relieved that evening, and the following morning I met Paddy, who was thunderstruck to see me.
“Hell!” he exclaimed, “I thought you was on the way to Blighty.” I enquired what was the matter, and he
replied:
“I am glad to see you quite safe, but I have devoured your parcel and given the tobacco away, the same as you
told me.”
He then explained that the night we went in the line there were all manner of yarns flying around the transport
about the casualties in Battalion Headquarters. The first yarn was that every one had been killed and wounded and
that I had received a lovely one in the muscle of the arm. Another yarn then came that I had one arm blown clean
off and also a leg. Another yarn came that I was seen walking back with my arm in a sling and smoking my pipe.
My parcel had arrived the next day and he had opened it, and gave the tobacco away as I had told him to. Paddy
brought up so many different yarns that he said he had heard that I almost smelled a rat. I was hard up for tobacco
at the time and I thought my luck was dead out.
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We were back in a village, about twenty miles from Abbeville, on rest. The villagers were not very sociable:
they wanted our money but not us. In this place it was very difficult to get wood, and a fire was everything:
Sealyham, Lane, Paddy, an old signaler called Ricco and I were staying in a little place on our own and with
bottles of wine and a pint-and-half of rum decided to make a night of it. But we were short of a fire.
There was a house near us, which was also a bit of a farm, with a cesspool in front. The lady of the house sold
eggs and chips, and drink that was highly watered, and she was a proper shark. Ricco and I pinched two massive
tubs belonging to her, knocked them up and threw the hoops in the cesspool. During the night we had a good
drink, a good fire, and swopped yarns and sung in turns. Sealyham was the star performer and excelled himself in
his impersonation of characters from Dickens. He proved himself as excellent out of the line as in.
The lady made more row over the loss of her tubs than what she would have done if she had lost her whole
kith and kin in the War. There were a lot more tubs disappeared in that village during the next few days and we
were never without a fire.
We were now in the South African Corps and I was sent back to the Corps for a special course of signaling
which I never completed, the Division being ordered back up the line after I had been there a week. I found the
South Africans very good chaps; also the food was excellent and plenty of it. During a lecture by the Chief
Intelligence Officer, he mentioned that during the whole of the Somme operations only one important message
had been picked up from the enemy and before it could be made any use of it was too late.
We took over the line the other side of Combles. During this winter the British Army was gradually taking over
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a big part of the line from the French. We spent Christmas Day in some huts and in January were back for a three
weeks’ rest in a village a mile or two from Abbeville. We relieved a French battalion in the line in front of Clery
and the longest communication trench I ever saw was in this sector. I was posted to the Company again. When we
relieved the French signalers, instead of decently showing us which way our lines ran, they unhitched the wires
off their instrument, packed it up and were out of the dug-out like greased lightning. It was the same with the rest
of their men: as soon as they saw our chaps arriving they were out of the trench and making their way back over
the top as if the whole of the German Army were at their heels.
It was hard, frosty weather and on two days it snowed very heavily. We used the snow for making tea but it
took a mountain of snow to make a quart of water. Our trenches ran into the River Somme, which was soon frozen
over a foot thick, except for a small stream in the middle. The whole of this sector was nothing but bleak hills and
valleys and the only life around were the wild ducks and moorhens. It was one of the most desolate places that I
had been in in France. There was hardly a fire-bucket in the trenches and firewood was equally scarce; also our
charcoal and coke rations were very small. We took the wooden crosses from lonely graves that we found here
and there. They were no good to the dead but they provided warmth for the living.
Our Division was the worst in the whole of France for rum issues: if we got any at all we were issued with half
a ration instead of a whole one. In lieu of the half ration of rum the Divisional General, Major- General Pinney,
erected places a couple of miles behind the front line where men returning from the line could have a cup of hot
tea and one small biscuit. In his comfortable quarters many miles behind the Front I expect he couldn’t see what
benefit rum was to any man. Because of this there were more prayers offered up for him than for any general in
France. He was called a bun-punching crank and more fitted to be in command of a Church Mission hut at the
Base than a division of troops.
One beautiful frosty morning I went back to Battalion Headquarters for some candles. The ground dipped from
the front line to Battalion Headquarters which were in the valley. Just as I arrived there a fight started overhead
between a French plane and a German scout which had been hovering over our lines during the morning.
Suddenly smoke appeared coming out of the tail of the German plane which began to make its way to its own
lines. It hadn’t gone very far before it turned around and came back over our lines, a mass of flames.
A bundle fell out of it, which struck the hard ground about one hundred and fifty yards from where a few of us
were standing, the plane crashing on a hill behind us. Hammer Lane and I rushed to the bundle, which turned out
to be one of the German airmen, who had either fallen out or deliberately thrown himself out. Every bone in his
dead body was broken. As we started to search him one of our new officers appeared on the scene and told us that
anything we found on the German he would take back to the Colonel. We found a few valuables and some papers,
which we handed to him. We found out later that he handed over the papers to the Colonel but retained the
valuables for his self. He must have been a distant relation to A Company’s old sanitary men, who had now both
gone home wounded.
The plane was burning merrily on the hill and against my better judgment I accompanied Lane towards it.
When we were about fifty yards from it we could see the other German still sitting strapped in his seat with his
head and arms hanging limply down and the flames licking his body. We were now in full view of the enemy but
too far away from them to be popped over by bullets, but they soon opened out with whizz-bangs and we were
very lucky to get back in the valley.
During one spell in the line we lost Colonel Crawshay who went away badly wounded. When snow was upon
the ground all patrols went out with white smocks on. Two nights running a German patrol had been spotted
moving about no-man’s-land and the Colonel, Dr. Dunn and Lane went out the following night with the intention
of capturing this patrol. They went out from the extreme right of the Battalion’s front.
After they had been out some time the left-hand sentry of the Public Schools Battalion on our right, who
happened to be a Lewis gunner, was relieved. He forgot to warn his relief about the patrol. Shortly after, the new
sentry saw some white forms moving about not far off and opened fire with his Lewis gun, the Colonel being
badly hit, but the other two not touched. The whole of the Battalion was very cut up over the loss of Colonel
Crawshay: we knew we would be very lucky if we got another who would be as good in every way as what he
was. I have heard since the War that he recovered but still suffers from his wounds and is often in nursing homes.
The officer we called Jimmie, who was with us again, became Acting-Colonel.
We were relieved the first week in March and two days before we were relieved the thaw set in. We lost nearly
a hundred men through trench feet, the trenches being knee-deep in mud when we left them, and from having our
rum ration taken from us. We went back to Suzanne and from there to some huts which were erected in a hollow
and miles from anywhere. There was nearly as much mud around the huts as in the trenches we had just left. I was
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down with a touch of fever for the first four days but with the help of some quinine pills which I got from the Aid
Post N.C.O. I recovered. The Battalion received drafts of officers and men: we had now on the signalers a
schoolmaster, two school teachers, two bank clerks and a young architect.
A few days after the Battalion was relieved, the relieving battalion sent out a patrol which entered the German
trenches and found them empty. The German Army had begun their retirement back to the Hinden burg line. When
we received the news that the enemy had retired to within four miles of St. Quentin, Paddy wanted to bet two to
one that the German front line would still be four miles this side of St. Quentin in twelve months’ time. If anyone
had accepted the bet Paddy would have been an easy winner. Yet one famous war correspondent had written that it
was only a question of hours before our victorious troops would occupy that place.
We had one old soldier called Bob who had been a Battalion scout, but for the last twelve months had been a
signaler. He was a very humorous sketcher and one of the first humorous sketches of the troops in the trenches
which appeared in Punch he sketched an addition to, and sent it to the Editor of Punch; who sent him an
autographed letter in reply, complimenting him on his skill, which Bob prized more highly than anything he
possessed.\fn{The original of this sentence reads as follows: He was a very humorous sketcher and one of the first humorous sketches of
the troops in the trenches which first appeared in Punch he sketched an addition to it and sent it to the Editor of Punch; who sent him an
autographed letter in reply, complimenting him on his skill, which Bob prized more highly than anything he possessed. }

He was also a born pessimist and had a great admiration for the German General von Mackensen whom he
called “The Ramrod” and who was commanding the German forces on the Eastern Front against the Russians. He
often used to say that, with the exception of The Ramrod, there wasn’t a general on any side that had the brains of
a gander. Paddy came in the hut one day and, winking at me, said:
“What do you think, boys? Von Mackensen is coming to the Western Front to take command of the German
Army.” Bob was lying down but he sprung to his feet and exclaimed,
“Thank God for that news! The bloody War will now soon be over. The Ramrod will roll up the British and
French Armies like a man rolling a blanket up. As sure as God made me, in the next stunt I am in, if I’m not
popped over, I’m going to surrender to the Germans and volunteer to do batman to The Ramrod. It will be a
pleasure to black his boots.”
The following month in a stunt in the Hindenburg Tunnel when it was every man for his self, Bob received a
flesh wound in the arm. He went stone-mad for a while, bayoneted two Germans and fought like a tiger until his
arm gave out. He was lucky enough to get out of it and was sent to England. I corresponded with him for a time
and in every letter I received there was a newspaper cutting about Mackensen on the Eastern Front.
We had a new Colonel, Garnett by name. I had soldiered with him abroad; he was a decent old stick but not to
be compared with the colonel we had just lost. Two new officers that had just arrived seemed of a far better stamp
than some that we had had during the last few months, and one named Mr. Sassoon, who was wearing the ribbon
of the Military Cross was soon very popular with the men of the Company he was posted to. He had been with the
First Battalion before he came to us. The Battalion was doing the ordinary training but I did no parades. From this
time on when we were out of action I cleaned the signalers’ billet up. I much preferred doing this than the
monotonous parades that we were put on when out of action. I had refused promotion many times. If I went as a
sergeant to the Company I should have been on parade day and night. If I had been a N.C.O. on the signalers the
same thing would have happened. But, as it was, every morning the officer would inspect the billet and then I was
free to go scrounging around.
Lane, who also did no parades, and I had some glorious days in the villages some miles from the huts. We at
least were getting all the enjoyment we could before going back to the blood-tub where we never knew what
might happen to us.
We had seven signalers killed and six wounded between July and August and had lost six around Les Boeufs.
Signalers who went into attacks with their companies had to muck in with the scrapping until the objective was
taken and then if they were still on their feet were generally converted into runners. A runner’s job was very
dangerous: he might have to travel over ground from where the enemy had just been driven and which now was
being heavily shelled. In shell holes here and there might be some of the enemy who had been missed by the
mopping-up party or who had been shamming dead; they would pop up and commence sniping at him.
I remember one show we were in later on, where extra runners had been detailed off for the day, losing fifteen
out of twenty. Each battalion was now supposed to have thirty-two signalers, and a new signaling lamp called the
Lucas Lamp was introduced which could be used by day or night. Only once during the whole of 1917 did I see
this lamp worked in attacks, and then it was only from Battalion Headquarters back to Brigade, and then not very
successfully. But during the last few months of the War, when the shelling was not a fleabite to what it had been,
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it was used very frequently.
We also had an aeroplane signaling-sheet which was pegged down to the ground to send messages to an
aeroplane circling overhead, which had a kind of horn attached to it which conked back answers in Morse. This
sheet was all right in Back Areas where there were no iron foundries exploding around one, but useless in attacks.
In one stunt we were in on the Arras front a wireless instrument was introduced which sent messages but could
not receive them. With the attacking troops one signaler carried the instrument and the other man with him the
cells in a bag on his back. The one was no good without the other; only once was this experimented with and it
was a rotten failure. We never saw no more of those instruments after that.
There was also a wireless instrument called “the amplifier”, which picked up any message within so many
miles of the amplifying station, which was generally near Battalion Headquarters, being manned by Brigade
signalers. When first introduced the amplifier could only pick up messages but not send them. If ever they picked
up a German message, which was once in a blue moon, the message was brought to Battalion Headquarters to be
transmitted back to Brigade.
Later in the War these stations had sending and receiving sets. I spent many an hour in the stations and found it
very amusing. I was listening one day to a conversation over the line between two of our front-line signalers. One
was speaking very thickly and the other lost his temper and told him to pull the bloody frog out of his throat, for
he couldn’t understand a bloody word he was speaking. There was some delightful language over the line after
that.
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We left the huts on April 1 st and although we were not told where we were off to we had a good idea that we
were going to the Arras front. The second day’s march it was raining and snowing and under a tree on the side of
the road was the General of the Corps we were joining with a few of his staff, who inspected the Battalion as it
marched by him. Wet snow was falling at the time and we old hands couldn’t make out how he had ventured out
on such a miserable day. Bob said,
“I expect the old B— will receive a big decoration for this day’s work.” I was told later that he had played up
holy hell with the Colonel because the cookers were carrying brooms stuck up on the carts.
We arrived some days later at a place named Basseux and passed some cavalry lined up on a road. The young
soldiers who had never been in action were very optimistic and one of them said,
“I expect they are getting ready for a break through.” We old hands laughed like anything and Paddy said,
“They couldn’t break through my granny’s apron-strings! And they might as well be mounted on bloody
rocking-horses for all the good they are going to do.”
Since the first four months of the War the cavalry had been mostly converted into infantry, even including a
battalion of Household Cavalry who relieved us at Clery and whom we had to relieve again forty-eight hours later
because fifty per cent of them were down with trench feet. I did see one lot of Bengal Lancers in July on the
Somme riding forward into action, but was told that they were very nearly wiped out. One good German machinegunner who kept his nerve could easily mow down a squadron of cavalry.
On Easter Sunday we were in Basseux. The old trenches which the Germans had retired from were not far
from this place and although many a man on both sides had endured great hardships in their trenches it must have
been a quiet part of the Front, otherwise Basseux would have been blown to bits. The people were still living
there. We could get a drink in cafés and the whole of the village, including the church, had hardly been touched by
shellfire.
The Battle of Arras had started and we listened to our artillery bombardment which some of us were now so
familiar with. One afternoon we left Basseux. We were in fighting order, leaving our top coats and packs in the
village, though it was snowing heavily. We marched over ground the enemy had retired from. They had carried
out their retirement in a very efficient manner. Villages had been leveled and everything that could have been of
any use to us had been destroyed. From Basseux to the Hindenburg Line, which was about eight miles away, it
was now a desert.
A few days later we were in the Hindenburg Line which was now our front-line trench and which had only
lately been captured. On the way there we saw a tank which had got stuck fast passing over a wide trench. In the
autumn fighting I saw many in the same plight, especially when it was muddy. A very wide trench or large shell
hole was the cause of many being put out of action.
Passing one place we saw the corpses of between three and four hundred British soldiers which had been
collected and laid out in rows for burial. I told some of the newly joined, who turned a bit queer at the sight, that if
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they were alive in a month’s time they would take no more notice of a dead man than they would of a dead crow.
The Hindenburg Trench and Tunnel combined was a marvelous piece of work. In parts of the trench were
entrances with very wide steps and handrails on the side leading down into the tunnel which was about sixty feet
below the earth. The tunnel had a concrete floor with boarded sides and roof. There were recesses in parts and
tiers of wire-netting beds on one side. Between the beds and the other side was sufficient room to carry a man on
a stretcher. If all the artillery in France had been bombarding, though they would have leveled the trench all right,
they would have made no impression on the tunnel.
It had its advantages but also its disadvantages. If troops holding the trench were sheltering in it from a fierce
bombardment before an attack, it was quite possible for the attacking troops to be in the trench before they could
climb out of the entrances, which were very steep, and men could not come up them very well without the
assistance of the hand-rail. Once the trench was captured they in the tunnel would be bombed from front, rear and
side entrances.
The tunnel ran into a little river on our left. On our right there was a block-end in both trench and tunnel. The
other side of the block-end the trench and tunnel continued, which was still held by the enemy. There were enemy
dead still laying about in some parts of the tunnel which was littered with weapons of all descriptions. With the
aid of a candle one of the newly-joined men was about to drag some things from underneath a bed. I pulled him
sharply away; he might have blown us all to bits. Underneath some of the beds were German stick-bombs which
exploded in five seconds after the string was pulled, and he could have easily pulled one of the strings of them by
mistake. I gave him and a couple more instructions what to do and what not to do.
The following morning one hundred bombers of the Battalion under the command of Mr. Sassoon were sent to
the Cameronians to assist in a bombing attack on the Hindenburg Trench on our right. A considerable part. of it
was captured but was lost again during the day when the enemy made a counter attack. During the operations Mr.
Sassoon was shot through the top of the shoulder. Late in the day I was conversing with an old soldier and one of
the few survivors of old B Company who had taken part in the bombing raid. He said,
“God strike me pink, Dick, it would have done your eyes good to have seen young Sassoon in that bombing
stunt. He put me in mind of Mr. Fletcher. It was a bloody treat to see the way he took the lead. He was the best
officer I have seen in the line or out since Mr. Fletcher, and it’s wicked how the good officers get killed or
wounded and the rotten ones are still left crawling about. If he don’t get the Victoria Cross for this stunt I’m a
bloody Dutchman; he thoroughly earned it this morning.”
This was the universal opinion of everyone who had taken part in the stunt, but the only decoration Mr.
Sassoon received was a decorated shoulder where the bullet went through. He hadn’t been long with the Battalion,
but long enough to win the respect of every man that knew him.
At night we used to pop over the parapet of the trench and into any shell hole when we wanted to go to the
latrine. We also got our drinking water from the shell holes. On the third night we discovered that the water we
had been drinking and making tea with had been brought from a shell hole which a couple of us had used for
another purpose. I asked the man who had brought the jars of water the night before to come and show me which
shell hole he had brought it from, as it seemed better water than the stuff we had the day before. He replied,
“You come with me and I’ll show you the best shell-hole water in France.” We hopped over the top and he
took me to a shell hole which I knew very well. When I told him so he exclaimed,
“Hell, how was I to know? I also took a jar of water from this hole for the officer’s cook, who gave me a
packet of Woodbines and a piece of bread for it. He told me during the day that the officers had complimented
him on the excellent tea he had made with it.”
I didn't fill my jar out of that hole but went to another, and the same thing may have happened there for all I
knew.
We were relieved and went back a few miles. Paddy and I visited a German cemetery which had been
beautifully kept. There were a number of British soldiers buried in it and their graves had been equally as well
cared for as their own men’s and each man had a cross with his number, rank, name and regiment on, which they
took from the identity discs which the men had on them. The finest grave in the cemetery belonged to a British
airman which in addition to the cross also had two propellers at the head of the grave.
Five days later we went up the line to do an attack. Two companies were to attack a part of the Hindenburg
Trench, the other two were to attack a position to the left front of that trench. I was with one of the latter
companies. The two companies who were attacking the trench under cover of our barrage got as near as they
possibly could to it, and as soon as the barrage lifted they made a dash for the trench and were in it before the
majority of the enemy could come up the entrances. A part of the trench and tunnel was captured and droves of
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prisoners were filing by us as we moved forward to take up our position.
We took up our position in a trench which was about two hundred and fifty yards in front and to the left of the
Hindenburg Trench which had just been taken. Our objectives were now some trenches and a strong point a little
over an hundred yards in front of us. Two attacks had been made on it during the last four days by troops of our
Division, but the enemy had repulsed both. From our parapet across to the objective our dead were laying thick,
and for the first fifty yards it would have been impossible for a man to have walked three paces unless he stepped
on a dead man. In the afternoon we attacked but were held up by machine-gun and rifle-fire the same as the
previous battalions: not a man got further than halfway. The fortunate ones got back to their own trench, but the
majority were laying where they fell. We company signalers were in communication with no one and Battalion
Headquarters who were in the same trench were also in the same plight.
Late in the afternoon a runner arrived from the Hindenburg Trench with the news that the enemy had made a
counter attack and had recovered part of it. We received no further news and at dusk the Adjutant sent Lane and
another man to find out whether the Hindenburg Trench on our right was still held by our chaps. It was quite
possible that the enemy had recovered the trench they had lost in the morning and also recaptured a part that we
had been holding for some time.
The two returned from their dangerous job and reported that the trench on our right was still occupied by our
chaps but that the enemy were back again in the other. Lane told me that there had been some fierce scrapping
with bomb and bayonet. Barricades had been erected in trench and tunnel when the enemy counter attacked, the
two companies having heavy casualties. We brought our wounded in during the night, the enemy not firing a shot.
The following day we were without food and water and during the night some of us were out searching the
dead to see if they had been carrying any with them. I was lucky enough to discover a half-loaf of bread, some
biscuits and two bottles of water, which I would not have sold for a thousand pounds. The majority of shell holes
were quite dry around this place.
Early next morning we had a surprise. A man of the Argyles who had taken part in one of the attacks some
days before came limping over from the German position and informed us that the enemy had retired from their
position during the night. He had been shot through the leg quite close to the German trench and for the last few
days had been laying in a deep shell hole. He had heard a lot of noise during the night and hearing no sounds for
the last few hours had decided to chance it and have a look around. He crawled to the German trenches and found
they had retired from it during the night. Our objective which we had failed to take we now occupied without
having a shot fired at us. We were relieved and went back to a village about ten miles behind the Front, where we
received drafts of officers and men. We had lost heavily in that last show.
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One lady in the village received a letter from her husband, who was a French soldier, informing her that he was
coming on leave and would probably arrive home on the evening of a certain date. A few hours before her
husband was due she went for a walk, and just after he arrived she returned with disheveled hair and crying
bitterly. She complained to him that when she was returning from her walk some British soldiers had assaulted
and outraged her. There was a rumour that there was going to be an identification parade so that the lady could
pick out the guilty ones; but nothing came of it.
If the parade had taken place, although we had only been in the village a week, she could have identified at
least forty men who had outraged her—at so much the crime. The lady was a star turn, but her husband thought he
had one of the most virtuous wives in France. British soldiers often got blamed for things which they were
entirely innocent of.
A message was read out from the Commander-in-Chief, Sir Douglas Haig, which ran something like this:
On the 1st of May a division made an attack which was very successful. After capturing lines of trenches they were
soon in open country and advanced a considerable way. During the afternoon the enemy counter-attacked and instead of
making use of the rifle to beat back the attack they depended on the bomb. Late in the evening they were back in the
trenches which they had left in the morning. Officers commanding units must see that their men are thoroughly
instructed in the use of the rifle and also inform them how the original divisions kept the enemy at bay at Le Cateau and
the First Battle of Ypres solely by rifle-fire.

The Commander-in-Chief was right. Everybody at this time seemed to be bomb mad. The Mills bombs were
wonderful for throwing into shell holes, trenches and dug-outs, but were absolutely useless for holding up attacks.
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The distance one could be thrown was only between twenty and thirty yards; some men could throw them a bit
further but many not so far. The young soldiers that were now arriving had been taught more about the bomb than
about the rifle, which some of them hardly knew the way to load.
We had lost several of our young signalers in the last show, including one of the school teachers, and I very
nearly sent the schoolmaster home in our next turn in the line. He brought me a captured German sniping rifle. I
detached the magazine and pointing the rifle downwards I pulled the trigger. I had forgot there might have been a
round in the breech, which there was in this case, and the bullet struck the ground between his feet. We were in
the tunnel at the time. The candle got blown out and I didn’t know whether I had shot him or not until someone
hurriedly lit it again. I had witnessed so many accidents since the War began that I had got into the habit, when
unloading a rifle, to point the muzzle downwards. A man on the Marne who was going to clean his rifle dropped
his magazine out, and forgetting about the round in the breech, pulled the trigger: the bullet went clean through
two men in front of him who were standing behind one another, killing the both of them. I knew many cases fatal
or otherwise which had occurred through the same mistake.
During the course of the War there were many cases of self-inflicted wounds and a few suicides in the
Battalion. Some men would deliberately wound themselves to get out of it. What punishment they received after
they recovered I never heard. There were also cases where men had wounded one another. In one part of the line,
when we were in standing trenches, three men who were out at a listening-post decided one night to shoot one
another through the forearm, and choose the moment for it when the enemy in front of them had opened out with
heavy rifle-fire. They wrapped a part of their overcoats around their forearms so that the flesh would not be
scorched by firing with the rifle so close to the arm. Two of them returned to their trench wounded, leaving the
other man on his own, neither of them being able to raise their rifles to do the same for him. He considered his
luck was dead out.
In one little stunt we were in two men dropped in a shell hole. They were supposed to have been hit. They
were hit all right when they limped out of the shell hole. Wrapping some sandbags which they were carrying
around their legs, they had shot one another just above the ankle. In both cases the men left the Battalion
honourably wounded; they were wise birds and evidently didn’t believe in getting punished after they were shot.
We were back out of action in a desolate place where we could not spend our money, and the Friday before
Whit-Sunday Lane and I and the Regimental Officers’ Mess-Sergeant named Owens paid a visit to our First
Battalion who were out of action some miles away from us. The officers of the Battalion had been invited over by
the officers of the First, and late in the afternoon a tug-of-war was arranged between them, twelve a side. Only ten
of our officers were present, so Owens and I made up the number. After a long pull we were the victors.
We spent a very pleasant evening, the First Battalion having a wet canteen, and when we started back we were
three sheets in the wind. About halfway back we had a rest in a cornfield, and Owens said: “We may as well drink
this bottle of whisky,” which he was carrying. We both agreed. Having no corkscrew to pull the cork with, we
knocked the neck off and poured the stuff in one of our caps. I expect we drunk about one half and wasted the
other. We now decided to have a couple of hours sleep and got down to it.
I was woke up some time during the night by what I thought was heavy rain falling. I was still half drunk and
muddled and for a moment did not know where I was. Owens sprung to his feet, cursing, and I did the same. Lane
in his half-drunken condition had got up and had been mistaking the both of us for a shell hole. But Lane had
unwittingly done us a good turn, saving us from a court-martial for desertion. We arrived back just in time to
move off with the Battalion who were marching towards the line to make an attack on the following morning,
which was Whit-Sunday. Another half hour’s sleep and we should have been posted absent.
There was a part of the Hindenburg Trench which the enemy were still holding, and all efforts so far had failed
to dislodge them. It was this part that was going to be attacked. I was posted to Battalion Headquarters and the
two other battalions who were taking part in the attack, the 1 st Cameronians and the 5th Scottish Rifles, had their
headquarters close to ours. We took over our trenches during the night, and the attack started at 6 a.m. the
following morning.
Whitsun of 1917 was a fine day from the weather point of view, but a damned rotten dirty day from our point
of view. We lost half the Battalion in the rush across to the enemy’s trench. The Cameronians on our left were
held up by machine-gun and rifle-fire and suffered heavy losses. The enemy put up a tremendous barrage on our
trenches, which extended to three hundred yards behind us. In addition to heavy stuff they were sending over a lot
of high shrapnel which exploding in the air made more noise than the heavy shells. Our lines running back to
Brigade soon went West and we did our best to keep up communication with the Lucas Lamp but found it very
difficult owing to the smoke and dust that was being blow up.
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It was only a matter of luck whether we would make a rapid exit into the next world or not. Some men were
perfect philosophers under heavy shellfire, whilst others used to go through severe torture and would cower down,
holding their heads in their hands, moaning and trembling. For myself I wasn’t worrying so much if a shell
pitched clean amongst us: we would never know anything about it. It was the large flying pieces of a shell
bursting a few yards off that I didn’t like: they could take arms or legs off or, worst still, rip our bellies open and
still leave us living; we would know something about them all right.
During this day when the barrage was at its worst two runners and a signaler were in a shell hole by a sandbagged shack playing pontoon. Any moment they might have been blown to smithereens yet they were carrying
on with their game as if they were in a barrack-room at home. The game was only broken up when the runners
were called upon to take messages back to Brigade. Both carried identical messages: in case one was knocked out
the other might get there. The signaler was doing a good old-soldier’s grouse saying that as soon as his luck began
to turn the bloody game was broken up.
Five minutes later the sandbagged shack was blown to bits, and also the men inside it. Undoubtedly the card
party would also have been killed if they had still been playing in the shell hole.
We found it impossible to send or receive messages with the lamp, and runners were now employed. The 5 th
Scottish Rifles on our right had lost heavily in signalers and runners, and on one occasion there was no one left
around their headquarters to take a message, so the Adjutant ran with it. He hadn’t gone very far when he was
knocked over, shot through the thigh. We had received no news of our attacking troops since they had entered the
enemy’s trench, but during the afternoon one of our signalers arrived back with a verbal message that a part of the
trench had been captured, but the enemy were making a counter-attack when he was sent back with this message.
That was the last news we received until later in the day when some of the survivors arrived back with the
news that the enemy had recaptured their trench. Only one officer returned who had went over with the attacking
troops. It was Captain Radford. Meeting me later in the evening, he said:
“Well, Richards, only you, Sergeant Owens and I are left out of that tug-of-war team of the day before
yesterday.”
Dr. Dunn had been wandering about no-man’s-land attending to the wounded and doing what he could for
them. How he didn’t get riddled was a mystery. Some of the men who did not know him so well as the rest of us
were saying that he was fed up with life and was doing his level best to get killed. It was a disastrous day for all
concerned. The attack had been a complete failure all along the line.
We were relieved the following evening, and after knocking around this area for a little while the whole
Division marched many miles away behind this front. We were billeted in houses in a fair sized town where we
had large drafts of officers and men. One old regular officer whom I had known in my pre-War soldiering came
with one of the drafts. Since I had gone on the Reserve he had been seconded to the Egyptian Army. He was Mr.,
now Major, Kearsley, and had been severely wounded with the First Battalion in 1915. Although his one arm was
practically useless he had volunteered to come out to the Front again. He was soon much respected. He was a neat
precise little man with fair hair and not a very strong word of command, but a first-class soldier.
A dozen new signalers joined us. One was the owner of a large business and the others were pretty well off
with this world’s goods. One of them was a bit religious and told me that he had been studying for the ministry
but had joined up at his country’s call. I told him that if he was lucky enough to be still alive and with the
Battalion in four months time his language would be the same as mine. He wouldn’t believe me, but said that
every old soldier he had met at home had told him the same thing. In three months he was the only one left out of
the twelve, and by that time, which was a month less than I had said, nobody would have thought who came in
contact with him that he had ever studied for the ministry. His bad language won universal approval and he also
became highly proficient in drinking a bottle of ving blong, and proved himself a very brave and good soldier as
well.
He was killed in December on Passchendaele Ridge.
Paddy, Ricco and Tich were still kicking. Also the bank clerk and architect had survived the Arras stunts. The
schoolmaster who was still with us was a very decent chap. He took a commission some months later in the
Garrison Artillery. From now on it was very easy for a man to get a commission in the infantry, and many that I
knew put in for one simply to get sent home to a Cadet School, so as they could get out of the War for a spell,
hoping that the War would end before they had completed their cadet training. An old regular soldier who had
been a non-commissioned officer for any length of time was generally granted a commission in the field, and it
was very rare that they were sent to the cadet schools at home. Hammer Lane and Sealyham were still alive and
Lane, who had been a former feather- weight champion of India, won a boxing contest against the light-weight
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champion of the Cameronians, whose name was Newman, a cockney and a very decent chap. Hammer won by a
knock-out. We had sports, and a newly joined officer whom we called “the Athlete”easily won the chief running
events.
About this time the Germans first used their mustard-gas, and all manners of yarns were going around
regarding it. One of the transport men, who were noted for their tall stories, solemnly informed me that the
Germans had used it on a twenty mile front and had killed everyone in the front line and Back Areas for a distance
of five miles. I did a good grin over that one.
The worst yarn of all was that, even if a man did not inhale it, it would penetrate his clothes and burn certain
parts of the body and leave him in the same state as a man in the last stages of venereal. The majority believed this
yarn and several lectures were given to reassure the men that it was all bunkum. Later we were to find out for
ourselves that mustard-gas was the most deadly sort that was used during the course of the War.
Our new box-respirators, however, were proof against it. I have seen cases where it had burned through the gas
mask and a few days later the men were temporarily blind, but in each case they were breathing their oxygen and
did not inhale it. It would burn through the clothes and nasty blisters would break out over certain parts of the
body. If an area had been shelled with these gas-shells it was never safe to use a shell hole as a latrine: the gas
being heavier than air would hang around the shell holes for a day or two and many a man had become a gas
casualty in this way. I received several letters from gas cases who had been sent to England, and in each case they
had recovered with no after-effects. Of course these cases were the temporary blinded and blister ones. But the
men who slightly inhaled and are still living must still be suffering terrible agonies. During the last fifteen months
of the War I don’t believe the Battalion had fifty gas cases, and very few of them were fatal.
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The third Battle of Ypres commenced on July 31st and our Division were sent to the Belgian coast.
We traveled by train and barge and arrived at Dunkirk. A little higher up the coast was a place named Bray
Dunes, where we stayed about a week, and the architect and I went for many a long swim in the sea. We moved
closer to the line along the coast and arrived at a place which the majority of inhabitants had only just evacuated.
In July a British division had relieved the Belgian troops around this part.
Ever since November 1914 the people had been living in peace and security in the towns and villages in this
area, but as soon as the British troops took over the enemy began shelling these places and the people cleared out.
In one place we were in the people were in the act of leaving and complaining very bitterly because the arrival of
British troops had caused a lot of shelling and forced them to leave their homes. In one pretty village by the sea
there hadn’t been enough of shells exploded in it to have frightened a poll parrot away, yet there wasn’t a soul left
there now. They were evidently not such good stickers as the French people who worried less about their lives
than about their property and hung on to the last possible minute.
At Bray Dunes I got in conversation with a Canadian officer who was in charge of some men building a light
railway. He said it was a good job that the States came in the War as the French were ready to throw the sponge
up. A few days later two of our signalers overheard a full colonel of the Staff telling our Colonel that he did not
know what would have happened if the United States had not come in when they did. It was common knowledge
among the Staff that the whole of the French Army were more or less demoralized, and the States coming in had
to a great extent been the means of restoring their morale.
We got wind that our Division and another had been sent up the coast to try and break through the German
Front and capture Ostend. This was freely discussed by the officers, but no break through was attempted owing to
so little progress being made on the Ypres front.
One of the largest concentration prison camps I ever saw was erected in this area. It was estimated to hold
between ten and fifteen thousand prisoners, but all I saw in it were two solitary prisoners who must have been
very lonely in so large a place.
On the night the Battalion went in the line I went on leave. It was eighteen months since I had the last one and
as usual I made the most of it. I didn’t spend the whole of it in pubs: I spent two days going for long tramps in the
mountains, which I thoroughly enjoyed after being so long in a flat country. I was presented with a gold watch, in
recognition of winning the D.C.M., which I still have, but it has been touch-and-go with it several times since the
War. Probably if there hadn’t been an inscription on it I should have parted with it.
This time every man of military age that I met wanted to shake hands with me and also ask my advice on how
to evade military service, or, if they were forced to go, which would be the best corps to join that would keep
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them away from the firing line. They were wonderfully patriotic at smoking concerts given in honour of soldiers
returning from the Front, but their patriotism never extended beyond that.
When I landed back at Boulogne I came across the man who had been shot through his cheeks at Bois Grenier
in April 1915. If any thing, that bullet had improved his appearance. He now had a nice little dimple on each side
of his face.
We had a chat. I asked what he was doing now and he said that he had a Staff job, as a military policeman
around the Docks. He told me very seriously that if it was possible, and he had the name and address of the
German that shot him, he would send him the largest parcel he could pack and a hundred-franc note as well. He
was having the time of his life on his present job and had one of the smartest fillies in Boulogne, who was the
goods in every way. As I left him I could not help thinking how lucky some men were and how unlucky were
others.
When I arrived back I found that the Division had left the coastal area on short notice. All returning leave men
of the Division were in a little camp outside Dunkirk. One night some German planes came over bombing and
one of our searchlights kept a plane in its rays for some time. Anti-aircraft guns, machine-guns and Lewis guns,
and we with our rifles were all banging at him, but he got away with it. Whilst everyone was busy firing at that
one, his friends were busy dropping their bombs on Dunkirk. It was very rare that a plane flying at any height was
brought down by anti-aircraft guns or rifle-fire but we lost a lot of planes on the Somme by rifle-fire when they
came down very low, machine-gunning the enemy before our troops attacked. German planes used to do the same
thing and seldom got away with it either.
I rejoined the Battalion in a village near Ypres and guessed that we would soon be in the blood tub. Ricco and
Paddy had been made full corporals but Paddy had taken a lot of persuading before he consented to be made an
N.C.O. He was sent back to Division Headquarters for a special course of signaling and was lucky enough to miss
the next show we were in. Our Colonel went on leave and missed the show too.
The name of our Acting-Colonel was Major Poore. He was not an old regimental officer but had been posted to
us some six months before from the Yeomanry, I believe. He was a very big man, about fifty years of age, slightly
deaf, and his favourite expression was “What, what!” He was a very decent officer.
A tall, slender young lieutenant who had just returned from leave was made Assistant-Adjutant for the show. I
believe he was given that job because he was an excellent map-reader. As we were marching along the road,
Sealyham asked him if he had come across Mr. Sassoon during his leave. He replied that he hadn’t and that he had
spent a good part of his leave trying to find out where he was but had failed to get any news at all. This young
officer had joined the Battalion about the same time as Mr. Sassoon and we old hands thought he was a man and a
half to spend his leave looking for a pal. His name was Casson. I wrote it down first here as Carson, but an old
soldiering pal tells me that I had it wrong. Mr. Casson was said to be a first-class pianist, but trench warfare did
not give him much opportunity to show his skill at that. If he was as good a pianist as he was a cool soldier he
must have been a treat to hear.
During the night we passed through a wood where a Very-light dump had been exploded by a German shell. It
was like witnessing a fireworks display at home. We stayed in the wood for the night. Our Brigade were in reserve
and ready to be called upon at any moment. Orders were given that no fires were to be lit. September 26 th, 1917,
was a glorious day from the weather point of view and when dawn was breaking Ricco and I who were crack
hands at making smokeless fires had found a dump of pick-handles which when cut up in thin strips answered
very well. We soon cooked our bacon and made tea for ourselves and the bank clerk and architect, and made no
more smoke than a man would have done smoking a cigarette. We had at least made sure of our breakfast which
might be the last we would ever have.
At 8 a.m. orders arrived that the Battalion would move off to the assistance of the Australians who had made
an attack early in the morning on Polygon Wood. Although the attack was successful they had received heavy
casualties and were now hard pressed themselves. Young Mr. Casson led the way, as cool as a cucumber. One part
of the ground we traveled over was nothing but lakes and boggy ground and the whole of the Battalion were
strung out in Indian file walking along a track about eighteen inches wide. We had just got out of this bad ground
but were still traveling in file when the enemy opened out with a fierce bombardment. Just in front of me half a
dozen men fell on the side of the track: it was like as if a Giant Hand had suddenly swept them one side. The
Battalion had close on a hundred casualties before they were out of that valley. If a man’s best pal was wounded
he could not stop to dress his wounds for him.
We arrived on some rising ground and joined forces with the Australians. I expected to find a wood but it was
undulating land with a tree dotted here and there and little banks running in different directions. About half a mile
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in front of us was a ridge of trees, and a few concrete pillboxes of different sizes. The ground that we were now on
and some of the pillboxes had only been taken some hours previously. I entered one pillbox during the day and
found eighteen dead Germans inside. There was not a mark on one of them; one of our heavy shells had made a
direct hit on the top of it and they were killed by concussion, but very little damage had been done to the pillbox.
They were all constructed with reinforced concrete and shells could explode all round them but the flying pieces
would never penetrate the concrete. There were small windows in the sides and by jumping in and out of shell
holes attacking troops could get in bombing range: if a bomb was thrown through one of the windows the pillbox
was as good as captured.
There was a strong point called Black Watch Corner which was a trench facing north, south, east and west. A
few yards outside the trench was a pillbox which was Battalion Headquarters. The bank clerk, architect and I got
in the trench facing our front, and I was soon on friendly terms with an Australian officer, whom his men called
Mr. Diamond. He was wearing the ribbon of the D.C.M., which he told me he had won in Gallipoli while serving
in the ranks and had been granted a commission some time later.
About a hundred yards in front of us was a bank which extended for hundreds of yards across the ground
behind which the Australians were. Our chaps charged through them to take a position in front and Captain Mann,
our Adjutant, who was following close behind, fell with a bullet through his head. The enemy now began to
heavily bombard our position and Major Poore and Mr. Casson left the pillbox and got in a large shell hole which
had a deep narrow trench dug in the bottom of it. They were safer there than in the pillbox, yet in less than fifteen
minutes an howitzer shell had pitched clean in it, killing the both of them.
During the day shells fell all around the pillbox but not one made a direct hit on it. The ground rocked and
heaved with the bursting shells. The enemy were doing their best to obliterate the strong point that they had lost.
Mr. Diamond and I were mucking-in with a tin of Maconochies when a dud shell landed clean in the trench,
killing the man behind me, and burying itself in the side of the trench by me. Our Maconochie was spoilt but I
opened another one and we had the luck to eat that one without a clod of earth being thrown over it. If that shell
had not been a dud we should have needed no more Maconochies in this world. I had found eight of them in a
sandbag before I left the wood and brought them along with me. I passed the other six along our trench, but no
one seemed to want them with the exception of the bank clerk and architect who had got into my way of thinking
that it was better to enter the next world with a full belly than an empty one.
The bombardment lasted until the afternoon and then ceased. Not one of us had hardly moved a yard for some
hours but we had been lucky in our part of the trench, having only two casualties. In two other parts of the strong
point every man had been killed or wounded. The shells had been bursting right on the parapets and in the
trenches, blowing them to pieces. One part of the trench was completely obliterated. The fourth part of the strong
point had also been lucky, having only three casualties.
Mr. Diamond said that we could expect a counter attack at any minute. He lined us up on the parapet in
extended order outside the trench and told us to lie down. Suddenly a German plane swooped very low, machinegunning us. We brought him down but not before he had done some damage, several being killed including our
Aid Post Sergeant.
A few minutes later Dr. Dunn temporarily resigned from the Royal Army Medical Corps. He told me to get
him a rifle and bayonet and a bandolier of ammunition. .I told him that he had better have a revolver but he
insisted on having what he had asked me to get. I found them for him and slinging the rifle over his shoulder he
commenced to make his way over to the troops behind the bank. I accompanied him. Just before we reached there
our chaps who were hanging on to a position in front of it started to retire back. The doctor barked at them to line
up with the others. Only Captain Radford and four platoon officers were left in the Battalion and the Doctor
unofficially took command.
We and the Australians were all mixed up in extended order. Everyone had now left the strong point and were
lined up behind the bank, which was about three feet high. We had lent a Lewis-gun team to the 5 th Scottish Rifles
on our right, and when it began to get dark the Doctor sent me with a verbal message to bring them back with me,
if they were still in the land of the living. When I arrived at the extreme right of our line I asked the right-hand
man if he was in touch with the 5 th Scottish. He replied that he had no more idea than a crow where they were, but
guessed that they were somewhere in front and to the right of him.
I now made my way very carefully over the ground. After I had walked some way I began to crawl. I was
liable any moment to come in contact with a German post or trench. I thought I saw someone moving in front of
me, so I slid into a shell hole and landed on a dead German. I waited in that shell hole for a while trying to pierce
the darkness in front. I resumed my journey and, skirting one shell hole, a wounded German was shrieking aloud
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in agony: he must have been hit low down but I could not stop for no wounded man.
I saw the forms of two men in a shallow trench and did not know whether they were the 5 th Scottish or the
Germans until I was sharply challenged in good Glasgow English. When I got in their trench they told me that
they had only just spotted me when they challenged. The Lewis-gun team were still kicking and my Journey back
with them was a lot easier than the outgoing one.
I reported to the Doctor that there was a gap of about one hundred yards between the 5 th Scottish Rifles and
we; and he went himself to remedy it. The whole of the British Front that night seemed to be in a semi-circle. We
had sent up some S O S rockets and no matter where we looked we could see our S O S rockets going up in the
air: they were only used when the situation was deemed critical and everybody seemed to be in the same plight as
ourselves. The bank clerk and I got into a shell hole to snatch a couple of hours rest, and although there were two
dead Germans in it we were soon fast asleep.
I was woke up to guide a ration party to us who were on their way. Dawn was now breaking and I made my
way back about six hundred yards, where I met them. We landed safely with the rations.
Major Kearsley had just arrived from B Echelon to take command of the Battalion. The Brigadier-General of
the Australians had also arrived and was sorting his men out. It was the only time during the whole of the War that
I saw a brigadier with the first line of attacking troops. Some brigadiers that I knew never moved from Brigade
Headquarters. It was also the first time I had been in action with the Australians and I found them very brave men.
There was also an excellent spirit of comradeship between officers and men.
We were moving about quite freely in the open but we did not know that a large pillbox a little over an hundred
yards in front of us was still held by the enemy. They must have all been having a snooze, otherwise some of us
would have been riddled. Major Kearsley, the Doctor and I went out reconnoitring. We were jumping in and out
of shell holes when a machine-gun opened out from somewhere in front, the bullets knocking up the dust around
the shell holes we had just jumped into. They both agreed that the machine-gun had been fired from the pillbox
about a hundred yards in front of us. We did some wonderful jumping and hopping, making our way back to the
bank. The enemy’s artillery had also opened out and an hour later shells were bursting all over our front and in the
rear of us.
A sapping platoon of one sergeant and twenty men under the command of The Athlete were on the extreme left
of the bank, and the Major and I made our way towards them. We found the men but not the officer and sergeant,
and when the Major inquired where they were they replied that they were both down the dug-out. There was a
concrete dug-out at this spot which had been taken the day before. I shouted down for them to come up, and the
Major gave the young officer a severe reprimand for being in the dug-out, especially as he knew our men had just
started another attack. Our chaps and the 5 th Scottish Rifles had attacked on our right about fifteen minutes
previously.
The Major gave The Athlete orders that if the pillbox in front was not taken in fifteen minutes he was to take
his platoon and capture it and then dig a trench around it. If the pill-box was captured during that time he was still
to take his platoon and sap around it.
I felt very sorry for The Athlete. This was the first real action he had been in and he had the most windy
sergeant in the Battalion with him. Although The Athlete did not know it, this sergeant had been extremely lucky
after one of the Arras stunts that he had not been court-martialed and tried on the charge of cowardice in face of
the enemy.
We arrived back at our position behind the bank. We and the Australians were in, telephone communication
with no one; all messages went by runners. Ricco, the bank clerk and the architect were running messages, the
majority of our Battalion runners being casualties. Sealyham was still kicking and Lane was back in B Echelon; it
was the first time for over two years he had been left out of the line. The Sapping-Sergeant came running along
the track by the bank and informed the Major that The Athlete had sent him for further instructions as he was not
quite certain what he had to do. The Major very nearly lost his temper and told me to go back with the Sergeant
and tell him what he had to do. Just as we arrived at the sapping-platoon we saw some of our chaps rushing
towards the pillbox, which surrendered, one officer and twenty men being inside it.
C and D Companies were now merged into one company. They advanced and took up a position behind a little
bank about a hundred yards in front of the pillbox. I informed The Athlete that he had to take his platoon and sap
around the pillbox, and that this was a verbal message which Major Kearsley had given me for him. I left him and
the Sergeant conferring together and made my way back by a different route.
The enemy were now shelling very heavily and occasionally the track was being sprayed by machine-gun
bullets. I met a man of one of our companies with six German prisoners whom he told me he had to take back to a
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place called Clapham Junction, where he would hand them over. He then had to return and rejoin his company.
The shelling was worse behind us than where we were and it happened more than once that escort and prisoners
had been killed making their way back. I had known this man about eighteen months and he said,
“Look here, Dick. About an hour ago I lost the best pal I ever had, and he was worth all these six Jerries put
together. I’m not going to take them far before I put them out of mess.”
Just after they passed me I saw the six dive in one large shell hole and he had a job to drive them out. I expect
being under their own shelling would make them more nervous than under ours. Some little time later I saw him
coming back and I knew it was impossible for him to have reached Clapham Junction and returned in the time,
especially by the way his prisoners had been ducking and jumping into shell holes. As he passed me again he said:
“I done them in as I said, about two hundred yards back. Two bombs did the trick.”
He had not walked twenty yards beyond me when he fell himself: a shell-splinter had gone clean through him.
I had often heard some of our chaps say that they had done their prisoners in whilst taking them back but this was
the only case I could vouch for, and no doubt the loss of his pal had upset him very much.
During the afternoon the Major handed me a message to take to A Company, which consisted of the survivors
of two companies now merged into one under the command of a young platoon officer. They had to advance and
take up a position about two hundred yards in front of them. The ground over which I had to travel had been
occupied by the enemy a little while before and the Company were behind a little bank which was being heavily
shelled. I slung my rifle, and after I had proceeded some way I pulled my revolver out for safety.
Shells were falling here and there and I was jumping in and out of shell holes. When I was about fifty yards
from the Company, in getting out of a large shell hole I saw a German pop up from another shell hole in front of
me and rest his rifle on the lip of the shell hole. He was about to fire at our chaps in front who had passed him by
without noticing him. He could never have heard me amidst all the din around: I expect it was some instinct made
him turn around with the rifle at his shoulder. I fired first and as the rifle fell out of his hands I fired again. I made
sure he was dead before I left him. If he hadn’t popped his head up when he did no doubt I would have passed the
shell hole he was in. I expect he had been shamming death and every now and then popping up and sniping at our
chaps in front. If I hadn’t spotted him he would have soon put my lights out after I had passed him and if any of
his bullets had found their mark it would not have been noticed among the Company, who were getting men
knocked out now and then by the shells that were bursting around them. This little affair was nothing out of the
ordinary in a runner’s work when in attacks.
The shelling was very severe around here and when I arrived I shouted for the officer. A man pointed along the
bank. When I found him and delivered the message he shouted above the noise that he had not been given much
time; I had delivered the message only three minutes before they were timed to advance. During the short time
they had been behind the bank one-third of the Company had become casualties. When I arrived back I could only
see the Major. All the signalers had gone somewhere on messages and the Doctor was some distance away
attending wounded men whom he came across. He seemed to be temporarily back in the R.A.M.C.
The Major asked me how my leg was. I replied that it was all right when I was moving about, but it became
very stiff after I had been resting. During the two days many pieces and flying splinters of shells and bullets must
have missed me by inches. But when a small piece of spent shrapnel had hit me on the calf of the leg I knew all
about it. I thought at the time that someone had hit me with a coal hammer. I had the bottom of my trousers
doubled inside the sock on the calf and also my puttee doubled in the same place which, no doubt, had helped to
minimize the blow. If it had not been a spent piece it would have gone clean through the calf and given me a
beautiful blighty wound, which I don’t mind admitting I was still hoping for.
Ricco in returning from running a message to Brigade had come across the ration party of another battalion
who had all been killed, and he had brought back with him a lovely sandbag full of officers’ rations. There were
several kinds of tinned stuffs and three loaves of bread. The bank clerk, architect and Sealyham had also arrived
back and we all had a muck-in. The way the bank clerk and architect got a tin of cooked sausages across their
chests made me wonder whether their forefathers had not been purebred Germans. The officers who the bag of
rations were intended for could never have enjoyed them better than we did.
Just as we finished our feed Major Kearsley called me and told me to follow him. I could see we were making
our way towards where we had visited the sapping-platoon, but I could not see any men sapping around the
pillbox and was wondering if they had been knocked out. When we arrived at the concrete dug-out some of the
sapping-platoon were still outside it and some had become casualties, but The Athlete and the Sergeant were still
down in the dug-out. I shouted down and told them to come up and the Major asked The Athlete the reason why
he had not carried out his orders. He replied that the shelling had been so intense around the pillbox after it was
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taken that he decided to stop where he was until it slackened. Then he had seen our troops advance again and he
was under the impression that the trench would not be needed. The Major again gave him a severe reprimand and
told him to take what men he had left and sap around the pillbox as he had been ordered at first.
Shortly after, the Major said he was going to visit the positions our companies had lately taken. We set off on
our journey and when we passed through the Australians they started shouting,
“Come back, you bloody fools! They’ve got everything in line with machine-gun fire.”
We took no notice and by jumping in shell holes now and again we reached halfway there. We had only
advanced a few yards further when in jumping into a large shell hole an enemy machine-gun opened out and the
ground around us was sprayed with bullets. The Major was shot clean through the leg just above the ankle. As I
dressed his wound we discussed the possibility of returning to the bank. I said that it would be dusk in two hours’
time and that we had better wait until then. He replied that he could not do that as he would have to hand over the
command of the Battalion, and also wanted to discuss matters with the Commanding Officer of the 5 th Scottish
Rifles, and that we would make our way back at once. He clambered out of the shell hole and I followed. He
hopped back to the bank, taking a zig-zag course and I the same. How we were not riddled was a mystery: the
machine-gun had been playing a pretty tune behind us.
We met the Doctor and Captain Radford, who had been sent for some time before, advancing along the bank.
They had decided to shift Battalion Headquarters more on the left of the bank and they had just shifted in time.
The spot where Battalion Headquarters had been was now being blown to pieces. Shells were bursting right along
the bank and for a considerable way back and men were being blowed yards in the air. The Major said that the
Battalion would be relieved at dusk and he would try to stick it until then; but the Doctor warned him, if he did,
that it might be the cause of him losing his leg.
He then handed over the command to Captain Radford, who said that he would much prefer the Doctor taking
command, as he seemed to have a better grip of the situation than what he had. But the Major said he could not do
that as the Doctor was a non-combatant, but that they could make any arrangements they liked when he had left.
We made our way to the 5 th Scottish Rifles and met their colonel outside a little dug-out. He mentioned that only
three young platoon-officers were left in his battalion. They went in the dug-out to discuss matters and when we
left the Major had a difficult job to walk.
The Casualty Clearing Station was at Clapham Junction and all along the track leading down to it lay stretcherbearers and bandaged men who had been killed making their way back. Many men who had received what they
thought were nice blighty wounds had been killed along this track. The previous day the track, in addition to
being heavily shelled had also been under machine-gun fire. As we were moving along I counted over twenty of
our tanks which had been put out of action. Mr. Diamond, whom I had not seen since the previous day, passed us
with his arm in a sling and said,
“Hello. I’m glad to see you alive.”
He had been hit through the muscle of his arm. Shells were bursting here and there and we could sniff gas. We
put our gas helmets on for a little while and it was twilight when we reached Clapham Junction.
The Major told me that the Battalion was going back to Dickiebusch after it was relieved and that I had no
need to return. He wrote me out a note to take back to the transport. He then said that he would have liked to have
remained with the Battalion until they were relieved but he thought it best to follow the Doctor’s advice,
especially when he said that he might lose his leg. I told him not to take too much notice of the Doctor, who
would have made a better general than a doctor, and that I had seen worse bullet-wounds than what he had which
had healed up in a fortnight’s time. I hoped he would be back with the Battalion inside a couple of months. We
shook hands and wished one another the, best of luck and I made my way back to the transport. The enemy
bombed Dickiebusch that night but it was such a common occurrence around this area and I was so dead-beat that
I took no notice of it.
The following morning I rejoined the remnants of the Battalion and found that Ricco, the bank clerk, the
architect and Sealyham were still kicking. They thought I had gone West and were as delighted to see me as I was
them. We had lost heavily in signalers, but Tich was still hale and hearty.
21
We were back in a village many miles from the Front, and one dark evening when I was standing outside my
billet The Athlete came up to me and asked me if I would mind going for a walk with him. I thought it was a
strange request for an officer to make to a private, especially when out of action, but I accompanied him. If he had
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been seen by a senior officer he might easily have been brought up for a breach of discipline. The Peer who had
been back with Minimum Reserve had rejoined us, and also the Colonel from leave. When we were out of the
village he said:
“Richards, I’m in a fix, and what I am going to tell you is in confidence.”
He then told me that the previous day he had been sent for to appear in front of the Colonel, who informed him
that he had received a very bad report on the way he had conducted himself in action on September 26 th and 27th,
and then read out the charges that had been made against him. He was then asked what explanation he could give
in answer to the charges. He had explained to the best of his ability, and the Colonel had then dismissed him. He
did not know whether he would be court-martialed or not. In case he was, he thought about calling upon me as a
witness.
I told him I was very sorry, but if he called upon me as a witness I was afraid I would do him more harm than
good. I said that the sergeant he had with him was the most windy man in France and didn’t care a damn who else
got in the soup as long as he didn’t, and that he should never have listened to his advice. The Athlete said that a
young officer who had been left out in Minimum Reserve had since told him the same, and he wished he had
realized it before. We then parted.
When I arrived back at my billet the boys wanted to know where I had been, and when I told them I had picked
up with a fair young maid they called me a scrounging old hound.
Two days later I called at the transport lines and an old soldier asked me if I thought The Athlete would be
stuck against the wall and shot. I inquired what for. He then gave me full details of the case and said it was now
stale news on the transport and was surprised I knew nothing about it. Our transport men were marvels: they knew
everything that was happening on the Western Front. The Old Soldier when he was with the Battalion often used
to say that they had a private telephone line to the Commander-in-Chief’s bedroom.
The Athlete was not court-martialed, however, and later proved himself a very brave and capable officer,
winning the Military Cross. In July 1918 he was wounded in a night raid on Beaumont-Hamel. I don’t remember
what became of the windy sergeant in the end; if he had had his just deserts he should have been given a couple of
severe reprimands and then put against the wall and shot. All I know is that he later was with one of our new
service battalions as a company-sergeant-major. It was only natural that a young inexperienced lieutenant would
look for guidance from an experienced sergeant, but in this case it very nearly proved the undoing of what turned
out to be a brave and capable officer.
The calf of my leg was badly bruised, but in a few days the stiffness had wore off. We did two days heavy
marching and arrived at Neuve Eglise. I was suffering very' badly with hemorrhoids and was forced to go sick.
After the doctor examined me he told me that he would lend me away for a three weeks’ rest. At this time there
was an order that a few men from each battalion who had been continually serving in the line could be sent down
to Boulogne for a three weeks’ rest. The Battalion went in to hold the line at Messines Ridge and I was left out
with the transport.
A Brigade doctor came over to the transport to see the men who reported sick that morning, and ordered me to
hospital. He told me that I should always have trouble with my complaint, especially when marching, and that he
was sending me down the line for an operation. Before being evacuated to Rouen I was kept in a field-hospital
about twenty miles behind the Front for two days, and whilst there I came across an old soldier of the Battalion
who had left us on the retirement in August 1914. He told me that during the last three years he had been on some
excellent jobs down at the Bases and had only lately been moved to this field-hospital. At this time every
available man who was passed A1 was being combed out and a few old soldiers who had been on good jobs down
at the Bases had lately rejoined the Battalion. When I mentioned this to him he said he was well away with the
doctors and nurses, who thought the world of him as an orderly, and they would work it all right for him to remain
at the field-hospital. He was quite near enough to the line, and if he could avoid it he was not going a yard further;
he had seen enough of the poor wounded devils that had come from there since he had been at the field-hospital.
He was as fat as a water buffalo.
Seven weeks later he had been combed out, rejoined the Battalion, and killed.
I arrived at Rouen and all sick men who could walk had to make their way to the hospital, which I was
informed was some distance out of the town, close to the “Bull Ring” This was the place where all troops who
arrived from England spent a week or two before proceeding up the line. I had left the town and was walking up a
long hill when I saw a sergeant coming towards me. I stopped him and asked him the way to the hospital. As soon
as he spoke I knew he had never seen the sky over a front-line trench.
“Where did you land when you first arrived in France?” he asked me.
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“In this place,” I replied civilly, “but I’ve not been back here lately.”
“Surely you have not forgot your way to the hospital? It’s close to the Bull Ring where you must have spent
some time before you were sent up the line. I don’t suppose you have been long enough up there to have
forgotten. And remember, my man, when you address me again to give me my rank.”
I had my overcoat on which hid my campaigning ribbons, and he must have took me for a young soldier. I
exploded and told him that when I arrived at Rouen there was not enough of tent-canvas in the place to make a
patch for a sore eye, and not a hut large enough to hold a trench-louse, and that if he thought I was going to call
him “Sergeant” he was very much mistaken indeed. I said I could have been a full sergeant when he was sucking
milk at his mother’s breast. I cursed him up hill and down, using Hindustani and French and other languages until
I was blue in the nose; but he made no response and cleared off. I met many like him at the Base who were
holding good jobs and were supposed to be unfit for the front line. A few weeks in a front-line trench in any bad
part of the Front would have done them the world of good.
I spent the night in an hospital hut, the large hospital which consisted of marquee tents being close by. The
following morning the doctor came around, who also, by the look of him, had never been no further than Rouen.
Each man’s complaint was on a board by the foot of his bed, and when he came to me he inquired, without
picking up the board, where I had won the D.C.M. and how long I had been in France. When I told him, he picked
up my board. I mentioned that I had been sent down for an operation. He then exclaimed:
“Good God, man, what are you talking about? They want men like you back in the front line. But look here,
I’ll send you this evening for a three weeks rest to a convalescent camp which will do you the world of good.”
I started to explain to him what the Brigade doctor had told me, but he would not listen. He passed to the next
bed where lay a nice rosy-cheeked young soldier. I had been standing by my bed fully dressed but the rosycheeked one was evidently more wiser than I. He was between the sheets and had a boil on his stomach. The
doctor picked up his board, examined him and asked him how long he had been in France.
“Three months,” he answered.
“Poor boy,” said the doctor, “I’ll send you over to the large hospital.”
There were twenty-eight sick men in the hut, including four old soldiers. The majority of the youngsters who
had not been in France any length of time were sent over to the hospital, but the four old soldiers were sent for a
three weeks rest. The doctor did not even examine me. By what I could see it was no good for an old soldier to be
ill: his place was the front line where he must stay until he got killed or wounded.
The Convalescent Camp was some hours ride by train from Rauen and was known by a map reference. It was
miles from anywhere and a very dismal place. There were between six and seven thousand men in it, and the
majority were swinging the lead and would do anything to prevent themselves being marked A1. The morning
after arriving there I appeared in front of a doctor who asked me why I had not received an operation. I explained
everything and he said it was rotten, but that he could do nothing for me. All men in this camp were medically
examined once a week and were marked B or C as the case might be, but as soon as a man was marked A1 he was
sent back to Rouen, and from there back up the line. One young chap told me that he had been four months in
France: the last three he had spent in this camp, where he now had a permanent job. He was still a C man and
intended to remain one as long as he could. This young chap looked strong enough to carry an eighteen-pounder
gun over his shoulder, and there were many more like him.
I received a letter and copy of Battalion Orders from Ricco. Major Kearsley had received a bar to his D.S.O.
Captain Radford and the Doctor had been awarded the D.S.O.—they had both won the Military Cross some time
previous. The bank clerk and I had been awarded the Military Medal. I had did no more than the other men, and
would have much preferred the young architect or Sealyham having the Military Medal instead of myself. I
thought the Doctor would have been awarded the Victoria Cross. He had honestly earned it; in addition to taking
charge of affairs, which of course could not be officially rewarded, he had also been under continual shell and
machine-gun fire when he was wandering about attending to the wounded. I have always held that he was the
coolest man under fire that ever stepped foot in France.
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I was back in Rouen in three weeks and in another week I was up the line again with the Battalion in some huts
not far from Ypres. I had been away a little over five weeks and during all that time they had been out on rest and
had been finding working parties up the line. I had not missed a battle with the Battalion for the last three years. I
met Dr. Dunn, who asked me if I was better. I told him I was and that I was delighted with the treatment I had
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received down the Base. He inquired what treatment I had received and when I told him that I had received a
three weeks rest, a new suit of khaki, a new pair of boots and sent back up the line, he did a good grin. He told me
they would come in very handy as the Battalion was going in the line the following evening to hold the line in
front of Passchendaele.
The third battle of Ypres had finished, and Passchendaele had been captured. Our Divisional General had
another brainwave, and we were ordered to go in the line without puttees. It had been snowing for a few days and
he thought the men would be better off without their puttees when moving about in the snow. We marched up the
Frezenburg Road and then got on a duckboard track that extended a long way over the ground towards
Passchendaele Ridge. What was left of the village was the other side of the ridge, and our front line was beyond it.
There was a large hill this side of the ridge named Abraham Heights, and dotted here and there were pillboxes,
some on high ground, others on low, and our dead were laying everywhere. When men were traveling over this
area at night they could not help trampling on the dead bodies, and no doubt when it was muddy hundreds of men
had received their burial in this way.
The duckboard track was constantly shelled, and in places a hundred yards of it had been blown to
smithereens. It was better to keep off the track when walking back and forth, but then a man had to make his way
sometimes through very heavy mud. Twenty-four hours after we were in the line the majority of the Battalion
were wearing puttees. Those that did not have them in their haversacks found plenty of dead men to borrow them
from. Wet snow had begun to fall, which turned into rain and some parts of the land were soon a bog of mud to
get drowned in.
After four days we were relieved and went back to shell holes and dug-outs outside Ypres cemetery. Over half
of the dead in the cemetery had been blown out of their graves and corpses and coffins were lying about in all
directions. In the afternoon, just before we were to go back to the trenches, the regimental officers-mess cart
stopped at the bottom of the road about two hundred yards from us and Sergeant Owens brought some stuff up for
the officers. When he left he wished Lane and me the best of luck and had reached halfway to the cart when he
turned around and came back towards us. He explained that he had forgot to ask the Colonel about something.
Making his way back the second time, when he had again reached about halfway to the cart a shell burst about six
yards from him and he was killed instantly. The job that he had, a man could have taken an insurance policy on
his life; if he had not forgot something he might have still been knocking about this ball of clay. He had did me
many a good turn, and we had many a good time together, and it was rotten luck the way he had gone West.
We did another four days in Passchendaele and about a week before Christmas we were relieved and went
back to Poperinghe where we billeted in a convent. The shelling around Passchendaele had been very severe and
we had had heavy casualties. Although we had received drafts of officers and men after the Polygon Wood stunt
we were still considerably under strength. Major Kearsley rejoined us at the convent, and everyone was glad to
see him back. He told me that his wound had healed up very quickly. Either we or the Cameronians had to go up
the line as a working party on Christmas day, so the two C.O.s tossed for it, and ours won.
I soon found out that the Brigade doctor was right. After a few days around Passchendaele my complaint was
as bad as ever, but from now on I suffered in silence. I was doing nothing when back out of the line, and got better
through resting, but when in the line if it was very muddy, and on long marches, I used to go through some agony.
Poperinghe used to get shelled now and again, but it did not prevent the cafés from doing a roaring trade. We
had a good Christmas dinner and also a good drink. The bank clerk told me that he had an invitation to spend the
evening with a gunner in the Royal Garrison Artillery, whom he had met during the day. The gunner was a bank
inspector in the same banking firm that he was in, and an officer in the same battery was also a bank clerk in the
same firm. I thought it very funny, and wondered what the gunner’s feelings would be if his officer told him to
smarten himself up a bit as he was getting very slovenly in his ways.
A few days after Christmas we moved back around Ypres, the Battalion finding working parties up the line.
Working parties were generally digging trenches, making roads and sometimes collecting dead within a certain
distance of the front line, and were often heavily shelled. During this time 1 was attached to Battalion
Headquarters, and one evening when on duty I received a message from Brigade which had come from England.
It ran something like this:
To Major Kearsley, 2nd Royal Welch Fusiliers.
Am ordered to Egypt can you do something to get me back to France?
Signed, Sassoon.
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As I handed the message to the Major I was wishing he could do something in the matter, as it was only once
in a blue moon that we had an officer like Mr. Sassoon. But he was unable. Mr. Sassoon was in Palestine for a
while with a Yeomanry regiment which had been dismounted and made into the Twenty-fifth Battalion of the
Royal Welch. Then they were sent to France, and he was soon back in England, wounded in the head.
The following morning Major Kearsley went out on his horse, and when riding through Ypres (it was freezing
at the time) it slipped on the hard ground and threw him out of the saddle, breaking his leg. I thought his luck was
dead out, as he was leaving us the following day to take command of a service battalion. I heard no news of him
for some years and then it was that he had been knocked over in the last month of the War, but I am glad to say
that the rumour has proved false. He is alive and kicking.
In January 1918 the Division went back to St. Omer to be reorganized. While we were there a new order came
into operation. Brigades, instead of having four battalions in a brigade, would now have three. Many service
battalions were broken up, and we received officers and men from our Fifteenth Battalion and also officers and
men from the Nineteenth (Bantam) Battalion, with some drafts from England. The drafts from home were a sorry
looking lot of men, and during the next six months they got worse. The doctors that had passed some of them A1
cannot have had tender consciences.
I remember one draft some months later who were very nearly all crocks. One man had a double rupture and
was soon sent to hospital. Another told me that he had been a C3 man ever since the Military Service Act came
into force, and had been driving a lorry in London. One evening he was warned to parade for medical inspection
the following morning. There were ranks of naked men lined up in a long hut when he arrived, and he fell in, after
he had stripped, in one of the ranks. A doctor passed up and down the ranks without hardly looking at one of
them. He was passed A1 and, before he hardly knew where he was, he was handed a rifle and equipment and sent
out to France. He was hardly strong enough to carry his rifle and equipment.
These men could not help their physical disabilities, and when I thought of the fat greasy oily men that I had
seen swinging the lead at the Base I came to the conclusion that some of the doctors had gone seriously insane
and were not responsible for their actions, when they passed perfectly fit men C3 and perfectly unfit men A1. I
don’t know what old Buffalo Bill would have done if he had had to command a company of these chaps. I expect
he would have had a half dozen revolvers in his belt which he would have been pulling out, three at. a time in
each hand. If he had not shot the lot in a couple of days it would have been because he had dropped dead from
exhaustion.
Tich and I were watching some of the Bantams drilling, and he remarked that the Battalion was coming to
something when little men like that were sent to us. I laughed. Every man we were looking at was a good inch
taller than what he was. He had been so long with us that he imagined he was as big as a Prussian Guard. But the
Bantams turned out all right: they were good soldiers in action.
We were inspected by the Divisional General, who told us how sorry he was that we were leaving the 33 rd
Division and that we were being transferred to the 38 th (Welsh) Division. But when the history of the Division was
written we would be very prominent in it. After we were dismissed, Ricco remarked that the most prominent thing
in that history should be about the way the old bun-punching wallah had docked our rum. I am told that the
history did get written some years later but this important item was omitted.
I was sorry we were leaving the Brigade. There were many in the Cameronians and 5 th Scottish Rifles I was
friendly with. The 38th, recruited largely by Lloyd George’s influence with the chapels, had arrived in France at
the end of 1915. We were posted to the 115 th Brigade, the other two battalions being our Seventeenth Battalion
and the 10th South Wales Borderers. We were the only regular battalion in the Division, yet with the exception of
the transport we probably had more young soldiers with us than any of the others. The Division were holding the
line in the Laventie Sector, which was still a quiet part of the Front.
The Portuguese, whom we called the Pork and Beans, were also in this part and they looked a ragtime lot.
There was a yarn going around that when they were in the front line Old Jerrie would come over whenever he
liked, pinch their rations and smack their backsides before leaving, telling them that they were not worth taking
back as prisoners.
The latter end of February we took over the Bois Grenier Sector. We were out of the line for a few days before
going in the trenches. Paddy and I visited Bois Grenier village, our first visit for nearly three years. We went to
the cemetery and I had a job to find the graves of Stevens and others I knew. The grass and nettles and poppies
very nearly hid the wooden crosses. We made them a bit respectable before we left. We went down the road where
the tall red-brick house and farm were. The whole of the street had been blown down and leveled to the ground,
but the red-brick house with the exception of a hit by one small shell had not been touched. The ladies had left.
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The farm was practically untouched too and the farmer was still tilling his land. The ving blong man had
vanished. He had either been killed or cleared out with a fortune. There was not much left of his house.
One night we were marching along the road on our way to the front line. I was an inside man of my section of
fours and the man on my right flank had only returned from leave that evening. He was a married man and told
me that he had left his home forty-eight hours before, staying only one night in the rest-camp at Boulogne. I told
him that this was a quiet part of the Front and a man with ordinary luck should live forever around here.
Almost as I said these words we heard a solitary shell coming over. We checked our pace, but it burst just on
our right before we had time to do more than this. He fell against me, nearly knocking me down; a piece of shell
had made a big hole through his head. As soon as we were in the line one of our chaps wrote a letter to his wife,
telling her of her husband’s death, and a man who was going back to the transport just after with a message took it
back and gave it to the Post Corporal. Some days later he received a reply saying that some terrible mistake had
been made. Her husband had only left home forty-eight hours previously and he had told her before leaving that
he would spend two, if not three, nights at the Rest Camp before leaving to rejoin the Battalion. Another letter
arrived from her some days later saying that she had been officially notified about her husband’s death, but she
still believed that a mistake must have been made.
When in standing trenches at nine o’clock every morning all casualty returns were in and sent back to
Battalion Headquarters, and if a man was killed at 9.15 a.m. he would not be officially reported until 9 a.m. the
following morning. When a man was killed his pal or one of his section would write a letter to his relatives which
they might receive a day or two before the one from the War Office. After an attack there was a roll-call when the
Battalion were relieved, and sometimes it was impossible to tell whether a man was killed, wounded, or missing.
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The month of March., 1918, was more like June than March. We had plenty of sun but a thick haze hung over
everything early in the morning—ideal weather and conditions for either side to make an attack. Everybody
seemed to have got the notion that the Germans were going to launch out with a big offensive but nobody seemed
to know anything definite. Our young signaling officer asked whether I thought the enemy would break through
the British Front if they did make an attack. I told him that if every man made full use of his rifle Old Jerrie would
find it very difficult to break through, but that the British Army was not like it used to be and anything might
happen.
Ricco decided to put in for a regular commission and being a regular soldier could do so; there were more
money grants and allowances for kit than a temporary one. He tried to persuade me and Paddy to do the same,
saying that we could all go to the cadet school together. But we would have nothing to do with it. He appeared in
front of the Colonel and then had an interview with the Divisional General, which was the usual procedure, and a
week later was informed that he could not be granted a regular commission but could have a temporary one. He
told the Colonel that he would not accept a temporary one, and for the time being that finished the matter.
On March 21st the Germans launched their big offensive, down the Somme. We were in the front line near Bois
Grenier. It was a misty morning but turned out a beautiful day. Nothing happened out of the ordinary for the next
few days on our part of the Front, with the exception of the last day we were in the line, when the enemy shelled
us very heavily and also sent a lot of gas shells over.
Early in April we left for the Somme and a few days before we left Ricco was sent for and told that he had
been granted a regular commission and would proceed down to the Base that evening to go to a cadet school at
home. He said he would drop a line to Paddy or me as soon as he reached England, and would be thinking of us
when he was laying in his nice comfortable warm bed at home whilst we were laying in a shell hole or a wet and
muddy trench. He was an extraordinary man in many ways and as tough as steel. At the battle of Loos he had
been shot clean through the chest and in less than five months he was back out with us and as chirpy as a cricket.
He had won the Military Medal in High Wood and it was a rotten shame he was not awarded the D.C.M.
The division that relieved us had been badly battered on the Arras Front where the enemy were also attacking
and had been sent to this quiet part of the Front as a kind of rest and pick-me-up. We were lucky and they were
unlucky, for less than a week after our being relieved the enemy launched a big offensive on the Laventie and
Bois Grenier sectors and took the whole line of trenches, advancing miles beyond them. I was told that the way
the Portuguese ran, the best runners that ever lived would never have caught them. By the time we arrived on the
Somme the great German advance had more or less come to a halt, but what it had taken us six months to gain in
1916 they had now regained in three weeks, and a bit more besides.
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Our transport had evidently been very busy with their private line to Sir Douglas Haig’s office during the last
week. One man told me that he had had it straight from the horse’s mouth that Old Jerrie had captured over one
hundred thousand troops and fifty million pounds’ worth of goods in the large canteens that he had captured. I
found out later that there was more truth in what he had told me than what I gave him credit for. The Germans
were now in possession of Albert and were dug in some distance in front of it, and we were in trenches opposite
them. The upside-down statue on the ruined church was still hanging. Every morning our bombing planes were
going over and bombing the town and our artillery were constantly shelling it, but the statue seemed to be bearing
a charmed existence. We were watching the statue one morning. Our heavy shells were bursting around the church
tower, and when the smoke cleared away after the explosion of one big shell the statue was missing. Some of our
newspapers said that the Germans had wantonly destroyed it, which I expect was believed by the people that read
them at the time. But I have since heard on good authority that even if they had done so they had a good right to
it: the statue was made in Germany by a German firm and it was neither old nor valuable.
The 38th Division was better for rum issues than the 33 rd and we were also getting a better bread ration. The
Brigadier often used to visit the troops in the front line. He was called “Merry and Bright”. He was a decent old
stick, and everybody seemed to like him. He must have belonged to a different kind of species than the brigadiers
I had come in contact with during the last three years. There was also an excellent Divisional Concert Troupe.
The Brigade did a little attack to take a bit of rising ground and another man and I had to take some lightlywounded prisoners back. It was very misty and we decided to make our way over some ground which would
shorten our journey considerably, though if the mist rose we would be in full view of the enemy. We had not
walked very far before one of the prisoners collapsed. He was only a slip of a lad and more badly wounded in the
legs than what he thought. We decided to carry him between us and had covered half the journey when the mist
rose. We proceeded on our way and nothing happened until we were off the ground and safe in the sunken road.
Then an enemy machine-gun opened out and traversed the ground from the edge of the sunken road and along the
ground we had been walking; which was as good as telling us that we had been seen and would have been riddled
if we had not had prisoners with us.
Early one morning a runner was sent back to the Aid Post, which was in a cellar. This cellar was the only thing
left of a farm. When he arrived there he lifted the trapdoor up and shouted down for the Aid Post Sergeant.
Receiving no answer he entered the cellar and found the Sergeant unconscious and Dr. Dunn’s servant and an Aid
Post orderly dead. They had made a fire with a bucket of mixed charcoal and coke, and after a while had laid
down for a night’s sleep. The fumes had killed the two men and undoubtedly the Sergeant was saved by sleeping
near the bottom of the cellar steps, where he could receive the air that was coming down through the chinks in the
trapdoor and which also had a piece ripped out of one of the boards. After he was brought into the open air he was
a decent time before he revived. He was evacuated to hospital.
About two months later when the Battalion were in the line he was sent back up from the Base and stayed with
the transport in a fair-sized town. One night the enemy shelled the place and he was killed when entering a house
trying to rescue some wounded men who were inside. He was a South African veteran and Fate played a dirty
trick with him. In a dug-out the fumes of coke fires were bad enough, but when mixed with charcoal were worse.
Any man who went to sleep in a dug-out where there was not much air with one of those fires going, and
especially if there was more charcoal than coke, would soon drop into a sleep from which there would be no
awakening. I was told that a bucket of charcoal fire was a favourite method of suicide with French soldiers who
were fed up with the War.
We were back in a village and the companies were paying out. Sergeant Freezer asked the young platoon
officer who was paying out his company for an advance of pay, saying that he was over £40 in credit. He had been
having a little drink in the morning and was slightly top-heavy. The officer refused and told him he should be
satisfied with the same pay as the other sergeants were receiving. He informed the officer that he was more
pounds in credit than the majority of the young sergeants were shillings: which was perfectly true. The officer said
it made no difference and told him to leave the pay table, which was outside a farm-house and near the company
cooker. Freezer lost his temper, seized hold of a camp dixie which had some dirty slops in it, throwed the slops
over the officer and then rubbed the dirty dixie up and down the officer’s coat, cursing him until he was pink. He
was placed under arrest, court-martialed, reduced to the ranks, and sentenced to two years’ imprisonment. He was
one of the few cases who were sent away to do their imprisonment. When out of action his drilling of a squad of
men may have not been up to the standard of a drill sergeant but he was highly skilled in the real arts of war and
in an attack the best drill sergeant in the British Army would have been a dunce alongside of him. The officers of
his company were never too proud to accept his advice then and the men under him would follow him anywhere.
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I remember one sergeant who was a first-class drill instructor, but when in action was no wiser than a newborn babe and as jumpy as a bag of fleas. The men whom he had been drilling when out of action soon found this
out and afterwards treated him with contempt. He missed two consecutive attacks by going sick and being sent to
Minimum Reserve, but the next attack he did not miss, and he was the first to pass into the next world.
Sixteen months before the War commenced I had completed my Reserve service, but had re-engaged for an
additional four years on the Reserve. I had now completed seventeen years’ service and was a time-expired man
and was wondering if I would have the luck to get my month’s leave which I was now entitled to. All leave had
been cancelled for some time and no one knew when it would start again but one of the transport men wanted to
bet me two to one that it would start again inside a week. He would have been an easy winner if I had accepted
the bet. The transport knew everything.
The Battalion was in the line in front of Bouzicourt, which was this side of Albert, and Battalion Headquarters
were in dug-outs and houses on the outskirts of the village, which was constantly being shelled. The people had
stuck it in this village all through the War until the German advance, but now there was not a soul in the place.
One morning the bank clerk and I took a couple of petrol-cans for water. Every well we visited had been blown in,
so we made our way into the village and asked a man where was the best place to get water. He told us that there
was a farm which had a long yard outside it, opposite the church, where a lot of the men were getting their water
from. The enemy were shelling the village at the time and most of the shells were falling on the left and right of
the church. When I said that we would find some other place to get our water, he wanted to know if I had the wind
up.
“Not exactly,” I replied. “But I have still got some sense left.”
It was a small stone church with a conical tower and no good for observation purposes, but I thought it must be
an excellent guide to go by when the German observation officers were observing the hits made by their batteries.
About half an hour later a large shell exploded in the yard of the farm, killing or wounding twenty men who were
waiting their turn to use the pump. The bank clerk and I were lucky enough to find a well which had not been
blown in and got our water from it.
We had a message that leave had commenced. It was not an official one but one of the Brigade signalers had
sent it us over the wire. I was warned during the night to proceed on leave. The railhead was seventeen kilometers
from the front line and several villages that I passed through during the night were being shelled. I had an
excellent chance of being blown to bits before ever I reached the railhead.
I arrived at the railhead the following morning and just before the train left the enemy began to shell it with
long-range guns. The shells were bursting about twenty yards from the train. I arrived at Abbeville, where I stayed
the night. During the night enemy planes came over and bombed the town. During the course of the War I expect
thousands were killed going and returning from leave. The railhead outside Poperinghe was constantly shelled and
men waiting for leave trains there used to do more trembling than ever they did when in the front line.
Twenty-four hours after I arrived at my home I was surprised to receive a post card from the bank clerk, to say
that he was in hospital at Cardiff which was about thirty miles from my village, and that four Battalion runners,
whom I knew very well, were in the same hospital. They were all gas cases. The following day I went to Cardiff
and saw him and the others. They were not so bad. Luckily they had not inhaled the gas. Their eyes looked very
bad but they could see all right. The blisters on their bodies were the main things that were troubling them. The
bank clerk told me that two hours after I had left the enemy bombarded them unmercifully and also sent a lot of
mustard-gas shells over. They had their gas-masks on for over an hour but the gas burned through their clothes
and had also penetrated some of the gas-masks. As far as he knew Paddy, Tich, Lane, Sealyham and the architect
were all right when he left but he was not sure about Dr. Dunn, who had been very busy through it all. When I
told him that he had met a far better fate than what he would have done if he had gone to that pump for water, he
laughed and agreed with me. He also said that he was lucky to be sent to an hospital so near his home. The four of
them made a quick recovery but were not sent out again to France. During the time the bank clerk had been with
the Battalion he had seen much and endured much and become a pukka old soldier in action.
A lot of young miners had enlisted during the War and others had been conscripted. Some of the publicans,
business men and outdoor workers, who were too old for active service but young enough for home service, now
rushed to the mines and got work which exempted them from home service. Here they were doing “Work of
National Importance” and they were too windy even to join their own town guard. There were a few exceptions,
who wouldn’t even go down the mines: they had been exempted at umpteen tribunals until the men who sat on the
Tribunal Boards were ashamed to exempt them any more and at last they were forced to go. Only one of them, to
my knowledge, was ever sent out on active service, and he went to France but by the time he reached the front
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line and got one of his boots wet, the Armistice was proclaimed. He won his medal cheap.
Everybody I met was complaining that they had to wait in queues for different articles of food, and what
hardships they were enduring through lack of nourishment. I told them I didn’t know what they would have said if
they had to live on four army biscuits and a spoonful of jam a day. I expect they would have ordered their coffins
right away. My complaint stopped me from tramping mountains this leave and I took things quietly.
A concert was given at the local theatre in honour of my D.C.M. and M.M. There was a big Pow-Wow
presided over by Councillor Gathen Jenkins, who was also a schoolmaster and a man I admired very much. I
made a small speech to the large audience and never felt so windy in the whole of my life before.
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I rejoined the Battalion, who were out of the line about two miles behind Aveuloy Wood, and the first news I
received was that Dr. Dunn had left the Battalion, a gas casualty. A. few days after the bank clerk had left the gas
had taken its effect on the Doctor who had hung on until he could hardly see, and then had to be led away. I was
sorry to hear this news and everyone that knew him said that we would never see his equal again. It is only during
the last few years that I heard he was still in the land of the living and in practice at Glasgow. Here’s good luck to
Dr. Dunn!
Although out of the line we were sent up to do a raid. Our trenches were the other side of Aveuloy and about
two hundred yards in front of our front-line trench were some old disused trenches where the Battalion holding
the line had an outpost of an N.C.O. and two men who were relieved each night. The whole place was honeycombed with trenches and it was quite easy in some places for either we or the enemy to walk into one another’s
lines.
Paddy and I and another signaler were detailed off to accompany the raiding party which was going over from
the trench the post was in. An hour before we were in position the relieving post found no one to relieve. Old
Jerrie had come over and captured them.
The raid was a washout and we were lucky to get off as light as we did. Paddy and I were told to assist two
young soldiers to carry a wounded man back. If we went around the old disused trenches it would have taken us
hours to have reached the front line, but if we traveled over the top, with ordinary luck we would be there in
fifteen minutes. We decided to take the short cut and although it was breaking day we would be very unlucky if
we were shot in that light. A young frail Wesleyan Minister who was now attached to the Battalion as chaplain and
had come up with the raiding party volunteered to accompany us. He carried our rifles. The wounded man, whom
I slightly knew, had been with the Battalion about twelve months. He was a very big man, weighing over fourteen
stone, and was too heavy for two men to carry him any distance on the stretcher. So the four of us hoisted the
stretcher on our shoulders. We had not walked very far before one of the young soldiers wanted a rest, but I told
him to keep on. A little way beyond that they both said that they were bound to have a rest; so we put the stretcher
down. Paddy and I pointed out to them that it was getting lighter and we would soon be easy targets, but they
insisted on resting. We began to swear.
Suddenly we heard the report of a rifle and a bullet hit up the dirt by us. That moved them. We hoisted the
stretcher on our shoulders and the rate we were now walking anyone would have thought we were carrying a
paperweight. Several rifles were now cracking and bullets were whizzing very close by us. When we were about
fifty yards from our front-line trench an enemy machine-gun opened out on our left. They were not firing at us,
but at the first burst one of the youngsters pulled his hand off the handle and ducked. The stretcher tilted and
down crashed the wounded man: he had a nasty wound in his side from which he might have recovered if it had
not been for this fall. The youngster said he had stumbled.
“You bloody liar,” said Paddy. “You ducked from underneath the stretcher, and for two pins I’d blow your
bloody lights out.”
We arrived in the front-line trench and were lucky to get there. As soon as we arrived at the Aid Post and put
the stretcher down the young soldier disappeared very quickly. The wounded man died: the fall had undoubtedly
been the finish of him.
Our Colonel, Colonel Norman, had left us and our new Commanding Officer, Colonel Cockburn, who was an
old regular officer of the Regiment, having the South African and, I believe, Ashantee ribbons, was a proper old
war-horse and a very brave man. Forty-eight hours later we went up for another raid near Beaumont Hamel. It
was a very successful raid this time and prisoners and machine-guns were brought back.
We were two miles behind the line and one morning I told a few young signalers to keep their eyes on our
934

observation balloons, which we called “sausages”, and if they had not seen an aeroplane swooping down on a
sausage and setting it on fire it was quite possible they would before midday. Behind us and as far as the eye
could see our sausages were up. It was a grand morning for observation but the sky overhead was covered with
fleecy clouds which had formed into little pats and made an excellent cover for a plane flying above them to
swoop down on the sausages.
About half an hour later we saw a man jump out of a sausage and his parachute opened out. At the same time
we heard the drone of a plane-engine and an enemy plane swooped down out of the clouds and opened fire with
tracer bullets on the sausage, which was soon a mass of flames. The plane then disappeared back in the clouds; it
had been flying so high that we never heard the engine until it swooped down. In a little over half an hour six of
our sausages had been served in the same way, the airman going back above the clouds after shooting each one
down; but he never fired at any of the men who were coming to earth with their parachutes. We could now see the
plane quite clearly, because the clouds had cleared away. Anti-aircraft, Lewis guns, and we with our rifles, were
all popping at him, but firing ceased when we saw one of our own planes had appeared on the scene and was
chasing him for all he was worth and rattling away at him with his Lewis gun. We watched them until they were
out of sight, but I think the German got away with it. Our planes used to bring enemy sausages down in the same
way and when the sky was like it was that morning the observation officers on both sides had a rotten job. The
young signalers said it had been very thrilling. I don’t expect they would have said it was thrilling if they had been
the occupants of the sausages.
The most interesting to watch were aeroplane fights, but the majority I saw were more over the enemy lines
than ours. I witnessed a fight on the Somme in July 1916 between one of our planes and one of theirs which took
place over our lines. The German was having the best of it and our airman had been wounded. He had ceased
firing and was coming to earth with his machine, the German hovering above him until he had landed safe on the
ground and not firing a shot at him.
We were out of the line and a few of us went for a booze to a village some miles away. An American division
were billeted around the Lealvillers area and we met a lot of them in a café. They looked a fine lot of men and we
found them very sociable. We spent a very pleasant evening with some of them and before we left promised to
meet them again. The Royal Air Force were holding some sports and an American band was in attendance. A lot
of us enjoyed the band more than the sports and when they were playing ragtime music hardly anyone was
looking at the races. The bandsmen were then making some funny capers which was enough to make an owl
laugh.
All officers who had done two and a half years’ continuous front-line service were entitled to go home if they
wished. I don’t expect there were many of them left in France, although we had two of them. One of them,
Captain Moodie, was one of the Artists’ Rifles who had been posted to D Company when he joined us, and the old
soldiers of his company at the time soon respected him. He had been commanding D Company for close on two
years and was now back at Brigade as temporary Brigade-Major. (The other Artists’ Rifles man, Mr. Owens, had
been killed near Albert recently.) The other man to go was Captain Radford who before he left came around to
Paddy and I to wish us good-bye. I was glad he was getting out of it, yet sorry he was leaving us. He said that the
one thing during the War that was impossible for him to forget was the smoky dug-outs of us old signalers around
the Givenchy area, which had given him more torture than anything he had been through. There was no two and a
half years’ rule about N.C.O.s or men, of course.
A week after the Polygon Wood stunt the Battalion had been inspected by Sir Douglas Haig, who decorated
Captain Radford with the French Croix de Guerre which he had been awarded some time previously. The Captain
thought so highly of this decoration that he wanted to sell it for twopence. To pukka soldiers those Croix de
Guerres were jokes. Even the French gendarmes in Paris were being awarded them.
About a fortnight before our last big offensive, Paddy, Sealyham, the architect, and I were sent back to
Minimum Reserve. It was the first time I had been sent there, so I was not going out of my turn. We had one
signaler who had been with us fifteen months and had been back there four times. He had did a few spells in
standing trenches but had never taken part in any attack, always going sick just beforehand. That man swung the
lead to some purpose. When he went on leave there were three columns in his local paper giving his war record
and the wonderful escapes he had had. During the big offensive, when Minimum Reserve was abolished, he was
killed in the first attack he had been in.
We were under canvas with proper tent-lines. The Brigade carried out its drills, the Minimum Reserve of the
three battalions together, under the special command of a major of another battalion. For the first few days
signalers had to drill with the company-men, and the first morning we were doing saluting drill by numbers to
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improve our saluting. We then had to march up to N.C.O.s who were representing officers, and salute them. Paddy
was one of the N.C.O.s, and when I marched up to him and saluted we both nearly burst out laughing. I was on
other sloppy parades during the day and by the afternoon I was that fed up that I was wishing myself back in the
line.
I told Paddy the following morning that I would much prefer going in the clink than doing those sloppy
parades and that when he called the Roll on parade he had better report me absent. He told me not to talk rot and
to stay off parade, and if any officer came along I was to tell him that I was cleaning the tents up. Orders had been
given that morning that every man with the exception of the orderly corporal and cooks must be on parade. The
parade moved off to the drilling ground and I was putting my coat on to move out of the camp when the Major in
command came around the tents and inquired the reason why I was not on parade. I told him that I had hurt my
big toe just before the parade moved off and had a job to walk. If I had told him Paddy had left me off to clean the
tents up, Paddy would have been crimed for reporting the parade present when there was a man absent. I did not
want to get him in a row so I made the excuse about the toe. All men that reported sick were seen early in the
morning by the Doctor, so that men who received medicine-and-duty would have to do the early-morning parades.
Any man who reported sick during the day would have a special sick report made out, and a man would have to
be seriously ill before he had one of those. We were back so far from the line that the same system prevailed as in
England. The Major roared for the orderly corporal and told him to make a special sick report for me, and after I
had seen the Doctor to bring the report back to him.
I went with the orderly corporal to the Brigade Field Ambulance, which was close by, and waited in the hut
where the sick were seen whilst the corporal went to look for the Doctor, whom he found in the officers’ mess. He
happened to be a young American doctor—there were two or three attached to the Field Ambulance—who when
he looked at my sick report told me to pull my boot off. I told him there was no need for it as there was nothing
wrong with my toe and would he kindly listen to what I had to say. He told me to fire away. I told him how I had
been through the whole War and this was my first time in Minimum Reserve where I had to do drills which I had
learnt seventeen years previously. I also gave him the true facts of the special sick report. He asked me what my
medal ribbons represented and when I told him he said “Shake!” and held his hand out. He then told me to pull
my boot off, as he wanted to see my toe, and when I again told him there was nothing wrong with it he said,
“Who is the doctor? You or I?”
After I had pulled my boot and sock off he said my toe was in a very bad state and wrote on the sick report
“attending hospital and excused all duties”. As I was leaving the hut he told me that as long as he was seeing the
sick I was going to have an easy time while I was in Minimum Reserve. I thanked him and as I left the hut the
thought struck me that I had received more consideration from an American doctor than from any of my own
countrymen.
We met the Major and when he read the sick report his jaw dropped a foot. I had denied him the pleasure of
trying me the following morning on the serious crime of “going sick without a cause”. He had not been in France
long and he was like a good many more that I came across in Back Areas: the only thing they believed in was
saluting drill and spit-and-polish parades. If the whole blasted crowd of them had been forced to do a few months
in the front-line trenches in the dead of winter and where the shelling was heavy it would have made them realize
that there was a war on.
I attended hospital every morning and one morning a young English doctor was seeing the sick. As soon as I
went in front of him he said,
“All right, Richards, carry on! I don’t think your toe will get better until you leave here.” Evidently the young
American doctor had told him to carry on with the good work.
I received a letter from the bank clerk, who was out of hospital now and soldiering at Limerick with our Third
Reserve Battalion. Sealyham was sent down to the Base with a very bad knee. If ever a man earned a decoration
he had, but he never got one.
25
The big offensive had begun and we were rushed up the line to join the Battalion. On the way I passed many
familiar places and picked the Battalion up on the Somme between Guillemont and Ginchy. Colonel Cockburn
had been wounded in rushing a machine-gun post with the sergeant who was in charge of the runners; that was the
sort of man he was. We had an American doctor in place of Dr. Dunn, who soon proved himself a brave and cool
man under fire. We hung on for a few days around this spot.
I received a letter from Ricco, which, being an officer, he had censored himself. The first two pages were full
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of delightful language. I wouldn’t have thought it possible for any man to get so many swear words on two sheets
of ordinary writing paper. Ricco had been sent for, while at the Base, and had been told that owing to his long War
service and magnificent record there was no need to send him home to a cadet school and that he had been
granted a commission in the Field. A few days later he had been sent up country and joined a battalion of
Cheshires. After the first action they were in he had been left Second-in-command of the Battalion. Shortly after
this it was disbanded and he was transferred to another battalion of the Cheshires, where he was agreeably
surprised to find that his new Colonel was Stanway. I was delighted to hear that my old Company-Sergeant-Major
was still in the land of the living. I answered Ricco’s letter and gave him all the news since he had left us, but
from that day to this I have never found out whether he is alive or dead. I hope he is very much alive and enjoying
all the good things on this ball of clay.
Our chaps made a small attack and took their objectives, and a few days later we were moving along and
arrived at a place named Equancourt, from where we took over some trenches on the right of Havrincourt Wood,
about six miles from Cambrai. Paddy and I were in Battalion Headquarters which were in a sunken road about an
hundred yards behind the front line. Our telephone lines ran over the top and any breaks had to be repaired at
night. We and two young signalers stayed in an upright boarded shack.
One night by the aid of a candle the four of us started to play pontoon and with our heads close together were
soon deep in the game. After we had been playing some time the enemy began shelling. Some of the shells were
bursting close to the shack and blowing out the candle. One of us would remark “That’s a near one” as we relit it.
Gas shells were, also corning over and we pulled our helmets out ready to slip on as soon as we sniffed gas. There
were no loud explosions with gas shells: they struck the ground with a soft thud and it was difficult to tell them
from duds. We still carried on with our game and after we had relit the candle many times the shelling slackened.
Paddy said,
“I hope they will now give us a bit of peace.”
A few minutes later crash! a shell had exploded just outside the shack and we never heard even the last whine
of it. As I struck a match to light the candle one of the two young signalers shouted,
“I’m hit, Dick!”
“So am I,” called the other.
Paddy said nothing. I found him on his back with one of his wrists three parts severed and a nasty wound in the
head. He was unconscious. It was not a large shell but quite large enough, and the splinters had crashed through
the boards on the side of the shack. How I was not hit was a mystery. One of the young signalers had a splinter
clean through the shoulder high up, and the other was hit in the muscle of his left arm. Some runners came into
the dug-out and attended to the youngsters whilst I went on dressing Paddy’s wrist, which I had just completed
when the Aid Post Sergeant came in. He examined Paddy’s head and told me he had a compound fracture of the
skull, but that he had a chance. The gas was now reeking badly and we had to put our helmets on for a few
minutes. Poor old Paddy must have inhaled a lot of it as the Sergeant was dressing his head. He was now talking
deliriously. About an hour later he died at the Casualty Clearing Station. It was tough luck, after going through the
whole War right down to September 1918 to get killed the way he did. I had lost another good pal,
There was a lot of gas hanging around that night and I felt pretty rough. Hammer Lane was wounded the
following day: a small piece of shrapnel hit him high up on the back. (I am glad to say that he survived the War,
returning to Birmingham, where he was we]l known.)
All my pals seemed to be leaving me one way or the other. During the time we were here three attacks were
made to capture a strong point but each one was a failure. I overheard the colonel of our Seventeenth Battalion,
who was talking with our Commanding Officer, say that he believed some of the survivors of the Boche’s 1914
troops were holding the strong point. Our Colonel now was Colonel Norman, an old regular officer of the
Regiment, who proved himself a very efficient man.
The first week in October the Division moved to the right and arrived on the ground where the American
Division had made their attack from. About two hundred yards in front of us was a thin belt of barbed wire, three
feet high and two feet in depth, which extended across the ground as far as the eye could see. I counted eleven of
our tanks, a distance apart, stationary in the wire. An artillery signaler gave me an account of the attack which he
had witnessed from an observation-post.
The eleven tanks had gone over in advance but the belt of wire was a concealed minefield. They were all put
out of action, and the Yanks had to do their attack without the aid of them. They had taken their first objective and
had to wait a while before they advanced and took their final objective, which was Le Catelet, a town situated in a
hollow. They rushed to take their final objective and their mopping-up party, instead of waiting behind to do their
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work, were so eager that they rushed forward with the attacking troops. Some of the enemy who were hidden in
concealed machine-gun posts, and riflemen outside the trench in shell holes, now rose up and the Yanks were
being fired on from front and rear. In spite of that some of them got to Le Catelet but were forced to retire out of it
and there were not many left to tell the tale. Since then our artillery had blowed Le Catelet to bits and the enemy
had retired a few miles beyond it.
The following morning we advanced slowly over this ground and halted for a few minutes by the belt of wire,
which a man could easily stride over. Scores of small mines, about the size of a kitchen kettle with the spout and
handle off, had been dug up inside the wire. We examined one tank: it had the bottom blown out. A hundred yards
beyond the wire hundreds of dead Americans had been collected and laid out in rows, and more were still being
carried to the spot. We advanced down the slope into Le Catelet. On the other side of the road leading into the
town were some very high banks where a couple of machine-guns could have played havoc with any advancing
troops, and when I looked at them I marveled how any of the Yanks had got into the place. They must have had
plenty of guts. We occupied some old enemy trenches on low-lying hills the other side of Le Catelet, where we
stayed two days. On one of the nights our Seventeenth Battalion and a company of our own made a night attack
on a village named Villers Outreaux but were held up by machine-gun and rifle-fire. Many a good man went West
that night.
Early one morning just before break of day, we advanced and moved up a railway to take up a position in a
sunken road about two hundred and fifty yards from Villers Outreaux. The sunken road was congested with troops
of another division who had to move out for us to get in, and about an hundred of us were held up on the railway
track. It was now breaking day and getting lighter every moment, and I thought if we did not soon get a move on
we had an excellent chance to get riddled. I hugged the bank on the one side of the track pretty close. It was broad
daylight when we finally arrived in the sunken road and from that day to this I have often wondered how we were
not slaughtered like sheep.
We were not in position very long before the enemy began shelling us. We had been told that the enemy were
short of shells, which was the truth. Their shelling was nothing compared to what it had been, and I only
witnessed one decent straffe by them from now on until the end of the War.
Our new Church of England Chaplain was in the sunken road to see what he could do for the wounded. He was
a powerfully-built man and looked strong enough to carry a Lewis gun in each hand as easily as an ordinary man
could carry a rifle. If he had said to one of the weaklings in the Battalion, “Here, son, give me your rifle and
equipment: you are weaker than I and I will take your place in the attack,” no doubt the One above would have
considered it a very Christian act and would have amply rewarded him if he had gone West. But he never said
anything of that order at all. The Clergy on both sides were a funny crowd: they prayed for victory and thundered
from the pulpits for the enemy to be smitten hip and thigh, but did not believe in doing any of the smiting
themselves. They were all non-combatants with the exception of the Catholic priests who were forced to serve in
the French Army the same as anybody else.
The Brigade was going to attack the village—troops of other divisions were also attacking on our left and right
and we had two tanks to help us. Tich and I were told to act as runners. I took a message to A Company on our
right flank. On their right was a main road leading into the village, where no doubt just outside the village the
enemy would have a machine-gun post on each side of the road. I found the frail Wesleyan Minister I have
mentioned with this company. I liked him very much, although he had chastised me several times for my
language. I told him the attack would start in about five minutes and he told me that he was going over with the
first wave of attacking troops, so that he could attend the wounded as soon as they were hit. I told him that he was
different from all the chaplains of my experience and that I admired his pluck but not his sense. It would be far
better if he waited a few minutes until after the first wave had gone over; then he would be able to go forward and
attend the wounded. But if he went over with the first wave it was quite possible he would get knocked out
himself and would not be able to attend anyone. He would not take my advice and went over with the first wave,
dropping dead before he had run ten paces.
This company lost a third of their men by machine-gun fire before they entered the village. Our tanks were
there before them, but missed an enemy machine-gun which continued spitting at us infantry. At last one of our
aeroplanes discovered it and swooping down very low soon put its team out of action. Once their machine-guns
went West the enemy made little resistance and the village was soon taken, with many prisoners. If the German
troops of 1914-1915 had been holding the positions around the village I don’t believe it would have been taken in
a month of Sundays.
In the afternoon the 19 th Brigade staff of the 33 rd Division marched along the road and I greeted several I knew.
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The 33rd advanced over ten miles before they were checked and took many prisoners during their advance.
26
From now to the finish as soon as the enemy were driven from one position, they would retire back to another
prepared one. But by the look of the prisoners they seemed half starved, the majority of them being mere lads.
One dark evening we entered a place named Bertry. A lot of French people were still there. They had been given
the option by the enemy of either going back with them or remaining in the town. Some went back with the
enemy, those that stayed being warned that they might be killed by their own shellfire.
I don’t believe half a dozen shells had hit the place. I was told that from now on our artillery had been ordered
to shell as little as possible the towns and villages the enemy were retiring from, and only when it was absolutely
necessary were these places to be heavily shelled. All the villages around this area had been occupied by the
enemy since August 1914.
There had been a scrap just outside the town and the following morning some of us went on the scrounge. Two
runners called Pip and Darby entered a house which was a kind of chemist shop and café combined. Darby got
hold of a bottle of stuff, had a taste but immediately spit the stuff out. A few minutes later he had to be led to the
Doctor with his tongue badly bleeding, who, after he examined him, said that if he had swallowed one drop of it
he would have been a dead man.
Darby was sent to the Base and from there to England, which was the last thing he wanted. He was the only
man I ever met who enjoyed the War—of course I mean of us front-line soldiers. He had worked at different jobs
in every state in America and when the War broke out he was on a ranch in Canada. He joined up and was sent to
England with some remounts. He received a severe kick in the ribs and was invalided back to Canada where he
was discharged with a pension as medically unfit for further service. He worked his passage to England, thereby
forfeiting his pension, joined the British Army and came out to us in 1916. He had been a runner for eighteen
months and wounded twice. He received a nasty wound on the last occasion and I was surprised to see him when
he rejoined us three months later. He had been no further than the Base. No doubt he had asked the Doctor not to
send him home.
He was a well- educated man and, like the officer we called Jimmiet who was also on a Canadian ranch when
the War broke out, he was always quoting Kipling. Pip had been with the Battalion about three years and was in
charge of a golf course when he joined up. I am pleased to state that he is still in charge of one. In a letter I
received from him twelve months after the War finished he mentioned that Darby was living not far from him but
the poison had affected his speech a little. I was sorry to hear that and I hope he has completely recovered by now.
Tich and I went scrounging on our own and walking down the pavement in a street we saw two women
approaching us who were also walking on the pavement. As soon as they saw us they got off the pavement and as
we were passing them they made a deep bow to us. For the moment I was back in India and was being salaamed. I
expect during the years that they had been under German rule they had to get off the pavement when German
soldiers were walking on it, and it would take them some time to get out of the habit.
All the villages around this area had German signs, and the names of some of the streets had been altered to
German ones. Some were named after the members of the royal family of Germany and others after some of their
leading generals. I expect if the United States had not entered the War there would have still been German names
on them. Some of the German soldiers carried cognac in their water bottles and we were lucky enough to find two
of them.
We stayed in a lovely house, the occupants having gone back with the enemy. There was some beautiful
furniture in it which we soon knocked up for firewood. We got a bucket, stabbed holes in it and soon had a fine
fire going in a magnificent room which had a piano. One of our chaps was a good pianist and we were soon as
happy as birds. We went upstairs, pulled the beds down the cellars and slept the sleep of the just.
The following morning we moved out of Bertry and just outside the town were half a dozen dead horses which
had been killed by shell splinters. A lot of Frenchmen were around them with their knives, cutting the best joints
away. They evidently intended to have a good feed. During the early part of the War, on the Retirement, I had
several meals of horse stew with the French, and thoroughly enjoyed them.
In one village we stayed in some of our men who were billeted in a barn attached to a little farm, accidentally
found a stock of tins of condensed milk which were hidden under some straw. The people who owned the place
had gone back with the Germans. They kept some and gave some to the women who were living close by, who
said that the people who owned the place had been brigands. Neutral countries had been providing food and
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clothing for the inhabitants of the Occupied Areas and these women complained very bitterly that the people who
owned the barn were too friendly with some of the distributing officials and could get anything they wanted,
while they themselves were lucky to get anything at all. It was the same as everything else in the War—there were
certain ways of pulling the strings. I heard the same complaint in other villages I stayed in, that some were getting
a lot and others very little.
We took over a position about a mile on the left of Le Cateau, which I had not seen since August 1914, and
now I could only see some of the tops of the buildings. The enemy were in a position on a ridge and railway.
There was a valley between us, through which ran a little river called the Selle. One of our front-line companies
was isolated and runners had to be employed. We were short of telephone wire to run out to this company, so one
morning a young signaler and I went on the scrounge to see if we could get any. A thousand yards to the right of
us and in a valley were some old German dug-outs and shacks. They had been occupied forty-eight hours
previously by a battalion headquarters of another division, who had been shelled out of them and had many
casualties. We made for this place and found some new lines which had only lately been run out and which were
now lying idle. There were breaks in the wires here and there, but to us it was a godsend.
As we were coiling it up on a reel we noticed three officers corning towards us from our front. I very nearly
fainted when I saw that one of them was a divisional staff officer and thought that something was bound to
happen when one of his kind was so near the front line. I expect he had been visiting some battalion headquarters
and was now on his way back. They stopped by us and when the staff officer found we did not belong to his
division he became highly indignant, saying that we were now out of our own Divisional Area and had a bally
cheek to come into another division’s area, salvaging wire. He ordered me to drop the reel and clear off. I began to
explain to him how urgently we required this wire, which was lying idle, when he cut me short. He had just
started to give me a severe dressing down for not immediately obeying his order, when Crash! Crash! a couple of
shells burst not far away. Others followed. The way he and the two others sprinted back out of it, anyone would
have thought they had been in strict training for months for some important track event. I shouted after him to
come back and take his wire, but the three of them were soon out of sight.
The shelling was now worse, so we retired back up the slope for an hundred yards and sat in a shell hole. There
was not a soul to be seen anywhere, yet for over an hour the enemy bombarded that valley, and the dug-outs and
shacks which had been badly damaged before were now blown to bits. We had got the wire that we had coiled up
on the reel but it was not enough, and we were waiting for the shelling to pack up to collect some more. The
enemy must have used more shells that morning than what he had used for the last month on a whole divisional
area. When the shelling finally ceased we had to go a little further away for our wire, but we got it, and that night
ran a line out to the Company, which saved the runners some work and perhaps their lives.
We were around this spot for ten days and one morning a grand attack was made all along the Front which was
a complete success. The following morning we were moving about the railway track which the enemy had
occupied the day before when a German plane swooped low down over the ridge and commenced firing along the
track. There were small holes dug in the bank of the track and rabbits would not have bolted into them quicker
than we did. We tried to bring him down but he got away with it.
A few days later we were in a village named Englefontaine, which was a long, straggling place with woods all
around and the Forest of Mormal behind it. We held one-half the village and the enemy the other. Civilians were
in both parts but the civilians on our side were clearing back out of it. We Headquarters’ men were in a house
outside the village in an orchard. One of our companies was in a small trench. Two companies more were in
houses and the other company was in the open.
On the morning of November 4th a new attack was made. Our orders were to take the other half of the village
and remain in it until the following morning. Battalion Headquarters were detailed off for the mopping-up party.
Our artillery put up an excellent smoke screen and the attack was made under cover of this. The company that
advanced from the orchard had heavy casualties: not sixty yards from them was a solitary house which was a
machine-gun post. Only thirty yards up the road from the house we were in were two machine-guns, one on each
side of the road, but these did very little damage. In two hours the whole of the village was in our possession.
There was some bayonet work that morning but the majority of the enemy surrendered without putting up a fight.
When bombing dug-outs or cellars it was always wise to throw bombs into them first and have a look around
them after. But we had to be very careful in this village as there were civilians in some of the cellars. We shouted
down them to make sure. Another man and I shouted down one cellar twice and receiving no reply were just about
to pull the pins out of our bombs when we heard a woman’s voice cry out and a young lady came up the cellar
steps. As soon as she saw us she started to speak rapidly in French and gave the both of us a hearty kiss. She and
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the members of her family had their beds, stove and everything else of use in the cellar which they had not left for
some days. They guessed an attack was being made and when we first shouted down had been too frightened to
answer. If the young lady had not cried out when she did we would have innocently murdered them all.
A German doctor who was captured that morning and who could speak excellent English said that he was the
most unlucky man in France, for if we had not made the attack that morning he would have been proceeding to
Germany the following evening on leave. All arrangements had been made for them to retire back out of the
village that evening and through the forest behind to some prepared positions some miles the other side of the
Sambre River. He had calculated that by the time his leave had expired peace would have been proclaimed and
there would have been no need for him to have come back.
He honestly believed that their men could not hold out for another fortnight. He said he did not know how their
front-line troops had stuck it so well on the scanty rations they had been getting during the last few months. Their
men serving in Back Areas were even worst off as regards rations and the people in his country were more or less
starving.
A German prisoner who was an excellent sketcher drew a lightning sketch on post-cards of another man and
myself. We had not washed or shaved for days and were in a state, and he sketched an excellent likeness of us just
as we were. We paid him with a tin of bully beef and a cigarette. He was quite satisfied. He could speak English
and told us he had lived a couple of years in Chelsea. Tich and I found two bottles of Black and White Whisky
which was evidently a bit of loot from the canteens they had captured on the Somme, in their advance in March.
We also found two tame rabbits, and the thought struck me that they must have been a very poor lot of soldiers
that were holding the village, otherwise we would have never found those rabbits. The pukka old German soldiers
would have soon had them in the stew pots. They would never have gone hungry as long as tame rabbits were
kept by civilians. There were vegetables in the gardens and in the evening some of us had a glorious feed. The
whisky livened us up and when I got down to it to snatch a few hours’ sleep Tich was singing a song.
We marched through Mormal Forest, where, so the civilians had told us, British prisoners had been working
for years cutting down trees. There was a railway running through it and also good roads. We crossed the Sambre
River over a pontoon bridge our engineers had built. The enemy were still retiring back in a soldier-like manner.
All bridges had been destroyed and all cross roads were now mine craters. We arrived at a place named Aulnoye.
There was a railway junction at this place and hundreds of small mines had been dug up from underneath the
metals. Not very far from the railway station had been a huge German workshop, which was now in ruins. The
civilians told us that during the early part of the night three weeks previously our big bombing planes had come
over and dropped their bombs on it and also on a German leave train which was getting ready to leave: train,
troops and workshop had been destroyed and the explosions had been so terrific that hardly a pane of glass was
left in the village.
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On the morning of November 11 th, just before we left the house we were staying in, a small enemy shell
crashed through the roof, but nobody was hit. We advanced about a mile out of the village and were halted behind
some banks. On the right of us on the road was a cooker which had been badly knocked about, and laying
alongside of it were the two dead cooks of another battalion in the Division. One of the last shells that the enemy
had fired on this part of the Front had burst by them as they were moving along the road that morning.
We were ordered back to the village, where I met the architect, who was now a full corporal and attached to the
Brigade Staff. He told me that all manner of yarns were flying around Brigade (where Colonel Cockburn who had
recovered from his wound was now acting Brigadier) about Peace being proclaimed. He said that he knew for a
fact that orders had been given to our artillery to cease fire and await orders. Shortly after, the official news came
through that the Armistice had been proclaimed. Everyone was glad to hear the news though, of course, an
Armistice was not the same as a Peace and there was no booze in the village to add to our cup of happiness.
With the exception of some men of the transport there were not more than two or three of us left that had seen
it through since the commencement, and ours was supposed to be a lucky battalion. I expect we had pulled off a
twenty-thousand-to-one chance. Some of us celebrated the day by adjourning down the cellar of a house and
playing pontoon. We had accumulated a lot of money during the last few months and had been unable to spend it.
About six hours later I rose up, stony broke. I had got the money easily and now I lost it easily.
The following day I sold some German field-glasses and automatic pistols and tried my luck once more at
Pontoon, with the same result as the previous day. My luck had changed with a vengeance. But I consoled myself
with the thought that I had arrived in France broke and would leave it in the same way.
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Since August 1914 the women living in towns and villages in the Occupied Areas had received no news of
their menfolk who were serving in the French Army, and were now eagerly waiting for the French mail to arrive
which would give them news of them. Some of the villages had been taken in the first German onset in 1914
without any fighting and in our advance we had retaken some of them in the same way. The people living in these
places had no conception of what the War had been really like. They did not consider that even if their menfolk
were now still living they might perhaps be insane, blind, or maimed for life, which was worse than being killed.
There was one young woman living in Aulnoye who had a bonny little boy over four years old whom his father
had never seen. When War broke out the father had been called to the Colours and the last letter he wrote was
dated August 5th 1914. Her boy had been born a few days before the Germans had occupied the village and she
was now overjoyed to think that her husband would soon be back with her and how proud he would be to see the
boy. The mail arrived a few days later and she was officially notified that her husband had been killed on August
12th 1914, which was before her boy was born.
The Peer was in temporary command of the Battalion, and a few days after the Armistice was proclaimed he
gave a lecture to all the non-commissioned officers in the Battalion on discipline. He told them that while the War
was on it was a case of every man for himself when in action, and discipline had become a little lax. They must
remember that they belonged to a Line Battalion and discipline must revert back to its pre-War standard. He said
that if any N.C.O. was brought up in front of him for walking out with a private he would reduce him to the ranks.
In my pre-War soldiering days an N .C.O. was not allowed to walk out with a private and even if a young lancecorporal was caught walking out with one he was brought in front of the Colonel, who would ask him to explain
why he had committed so deadly a crime. All this had been altered as the War progressed and a more brotherly
love had existed between N.C.O.s and men. Ninety-five per cent of the N.C.O.s that attended the lecture were
men that had joined up for the duration of the War and the majority did not care a damn whether they were
reduced or not. They were only waiting their time to be demobilized.
The architect, who had rejoined the Battalion, gave me full particulars of the lecture, which he considered was
a lot of bally rot, and said that he was glad he had not been a soldier in pre-War days. I was doing nothing, but the
Battalion was on parade all the time, doing the ordinary drills that are carried out in peace time. The Peer had
another brainwave and issued out an order that every man was to parade on a certain date with his steel helmet
burnished. The helmets were coated with a dark green paint and it took a man at least six hours to scrape the paint
off and another two to polish it up as it should be done. There was more swearing over this order than I had heard
for some time. The men who had been any length of time in the War were praying for it to break out again.
The Battalion paraded in their burnished helmets. It was a beautiful day and I found it impossible to look at
them with the sun shining on them. They were inspected by the Brigadier who said that the men looked very
smart in their burnished helmets, but as no orders had been issued from Division regarding the burnishing of
helmets they would have to be repainted. As soon as the parade was dismissed all helmets had to be taken to the
pioneers’ shop to be restored to their original state. The only good it had done was to improve the praying
language of the men.
Miners were sent home first, so I was lucky: and after wishing my pals good-bye I paraded one day with some
more of the same trade as myself and we were inspected by The Peer. He shook hands and wished me the best of
luck, and I returned the wish. Just as I was getting into the motor lorry I noticed on parade with his company my
old Platoon-Sergeant and Company-Sergeant-Major, now Captain Fox, commanding B Company. I was sorry I
did not have time to go over and shake hands with him, as the motor lorry was about to leave, but I hope I shall
have the pleasure some day to read that he is commanding a battalion of his old Regiment of which he was so
worthy an N.C.O.
We arrived in Cambrai and the following morning paraded in front of some mining officers who asked us a
few simple questions about mining and seemed to be satisfied with the replies. One man admitted to me before he
left the Battalion that he had never been on top of a coal pit in his life. I gave him a few particulars and he passed
the mining officers all right. No doubt he had saved himself another six or twelve months’ soldiering. I expect
many more did the same. We stayed in a large convent for two days and then entrained for the Base.
Our train was a long one, consisting of corridor coaches and cattle trucks for the troops. There were a lot of
civilian passengers in the coaches but eight of us were lucky enough to get in one of them. Before the train left we
collected enough of wood, which we stacked in the coach, to last us all the way to Boulogne, and also a fire
bucket. During the whole of the journey we had the fire going and we very nearly drove the French passengers
crazy with our smoke barrage. They did nothing but spit, cough and curse until they had reached their destination.
We were in a coach on our own and the smoke was traveling the corridor; we were lucky we did not set the train
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on fire, but a fire was everything to us and it was very hard for us to drop out of habits which we had cultivated
during the War.
28
I was demobilized at Liverpool on December 5 th and when I filed by the doctor he inquired, after looking at my
medical history sheet, if I still suffered from my complaint. I replied that I did; but would see what I could do for
myself. I left the Army A1 and soon got down to work.
But my complaint grew worse and after spending much money and giving every known remedy a fair trial I
got fed up. In two years and a half I drunk enough of medicine to float the British Navy and swallowed enough of
pills which if they had been made into cannon balls would have knocked down all the concrete pillboxes on the
Western Front. I was also suffering with rheumatism at the time and in August 1921 I applied for a Medical
Board.
I had to go to Newport for my board and met a man from my village who was going there for the same
purpose. He informed me that he had not served in the War but had been guarding a railway bridge about seven
miles from his home and one night when on sentry it had rained and he had got wet. Some days later he had been
admitted to hospital where he had spent a week with rheumatism. I sympathized with him and said it was
marvelous how he looked so well after what he had been through.
The doctors who examined me as good as told me that if I did not agree to have an operation I would not be
granted a disability pension. I wanted an operation and when I asked him why I had not been operated on in the
first place, they coldly informed me that they had nothing to do with the past and was dealing with the present. A
few weeks later I was notified that the Medical Board had found that I was suffering with hemorrhoids and
rheumatism and that the hemorrhoids had been aggravated by my War service: for which I had been awarded a
disability pension of eight shillings a week for sixty-five weeks. Before this time expired I would be notified to
appear in front of a Medical Board for a further examination. No disability pension could be awarded for my
rheumatism which in their opinion had not been caused or aggravated by War service. If I wished to appeal I
could do so.
I knew it was useless to appeal. I have never been in hospital with rheumatism and the War had now been over
two years and nine months. I also knew that Medical Boards went by what hospital service a man had entered on
his medical history sheet and not by his front-line service. If a man had only done four weeks’ service in England
and had been admitted to hospital for a few days he would have a better chance of being awarded a disability
pension than a man who had done four years in the firing line and whose medical history sheet was clean. No
matter what complaint had come on a man since the War ceased he could claim a Medical Board, but if he had
never been admitted to hospital during the War with what he was now suffering from he had no more chance than
a crow of being awarded a disability pension.
I met the man who had got wet guarding the bridge and he informed me he had been awarded a disability
pension of twelve shillings a week for sixty-five weeks and had also been recommended for massage treatment.
When I told him that I had been awarded nothing for my rheumatism he said:
“I thought you wouldn’t: you have never been admitted to hospital with it and that’s what they go by.”
Two months later I was sent to an hospital and was operated on. The Staff Nurse who was present at my
operation told me that I was the worst case she ever saw with my complaint, and the most serious operation, and
that also I had used the worst language she had ever heard. I apologized and said that I had probably gone back to
my 1914-1918 language. I had good treatment in that hospital but was still very groggy when I left it and was
granted two months convalescent treatment, which meant that I was receiving the maximum pension of two
pounds a week for that period.
My operation was a success in one way but not in another, and I have never been the same man as what I was
before. I appeared in front of another Medical Board and was notified that I had been awarded a final weekly
allowance of seven-and-sixpence for seventy weeks, and the award could not be extended beyond this period. My
civilian friends were astonished that I did not receive a pension of some sort, and had a job to understand me
when I told them that I was quite satisfied, and thankful that I was not blind, that I had my limbs, that I was not
horribly disfigured and that I was not an inmate in a mental home like tens of thousands of poor men still are who
served in the War.
Yet I can well understand their astonishment. In the village where I was living the majority of men receiving
disability pensions in that year, 1923, were men who had never left the British Isles or who had served at the
Bases and never seen the sky over the firing line. Some of them in this year of 1932 are now drawing life pensions
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and larger ones than the men who were wounded or disabled in action. One man who did two months on
Salisbury Plain is still drawing a pension, another who did six months somewhere else in England is still drawing
a pension and doing work besides that would kill a buck nigger. Another actually went as far as Ireland and
endured terrible hardships in a cook-house. He is still drawing a pension.
I could go on for a long time like this and I expect it is the same in every town and village throughout the
British Isles. These men are greatly admired and are often spoken of as the men who worked their knobs during
the War. Yet if the whole of the British Army had been like them during the War there would have been no
pensions and not much England.
An old regular soldier had to complete twenty-one years’ service with the Colours and if he was a private at the
end of that period was entitled to a life service pension of one shilling a day; which I am told has now been
increased to two shillings a day. During the War if an old regular soldier was invalided out of the service his
Reserve service would count as Colour service, and if he had over eleven years’ service was entitled to a life
service pension of one halfpenny a day for every year or part of a year served. If a man was invalided out, say,
with sixteen years and one months’ service, he would receive eightpence-halfpenny a day.
Living not far from me is an old artilleryman who had served abroad in his pre-War days, where he had his fair
share of fever. He was a reservist when the War broke out and after serving in France for three years was wounded
and gassed and finally invalided out of the service with a disability pension. He was receiving this pension for
some time and was then given his final award. He still suffers with his health and simply receives his service
pension of roughly five shillings a week. He is what the papers call one of the Old Contemptibles, and indeed no
man has been treated with greater contempt than what he has.
This is a funny world and I have come to the conclusion that lead-swingers and dodgers gets on best in it.
Since 1921 I have had a pretty tough time and have had long periods of unemployment and I expect there are
thousands of old soldiers like me who are worse off than I am. I was standing one day by a group of ex-Service
men who had been lead-swingers and dodgers throughout the War and they were discussing the distribution of
some work. One of them said that it was about time they had a say in the matter: they had done their bit during the
War and it was only fair that the men who had served their Country should have a greater share of the work than
the men who had never left their own homes. This particular man had contracted several dangerous complaints
through shaking the Crown and Anchor dice down at the Base.
It is Armistice day today and the ex-Service men are on parade wearing their War medals. The men who served
at the Bases and a hundred miles behind the front line are wearing their medals more proudly than the men who
served in the firing line. There is no distinction between the War medals. In former wars, for each engagement a
man took part in he was awarded a bar, and a pukka old soldier would be very nearly ashamed to wear a war
medal that did not have a bar attached. They were known as bare-arsed medals. The thought has often struck me
during these parades how vain we all are, and how much preferable the old Red Indians were. In their belts they
wore the scalps of their enemies that they had slain in action, as proof of their soldiering: but we just wear war
medals, and there are some on parade today wearing war-medals on their breasts as if to say that they have been in
action—but the only action they were ever in was with some of the charming damsels in the Red Lamps behind
the Front and down at the Bases where they served. The Red Indians were vain but they were honest.
I have relied on my memory for the greater part of my story and may be out a day or two in dates, and also
may have spelt the names of towns or villages wrong. But there are no fictitious characters, though I have given
nicknames instead of names for safety in some cases. In 1920 the bank clerk, architect and I met and spent a very
enjoyable evening together. I corresponded with them and Sealyham up to 1922 and it was my fault and not theirs
that we ceased corresponding. The bank clerk was now a Second Cashier, and under him in the same branch were
two clerks, one who had been a captain and the other a lieutenant during the War.
Living three miles from me is an old soldier of the Regiment who still calls me Dick. We served in the same
battalion abroad and also in the War. For the first ten months of the War he was a rifle-and-bayonet man and the
remainder an officer’s groom. He was one of the men who used to pop over to the Native trench at Fromelles, and
also the groom who gave up his billet to the Parson, and he still don’t care a damn for any man. When times were
good before the mines started closing down we often used to meet and adjourn to a pub for a drink and chat over
old times, but if ever the conversation veered around to Native troops or parsons he would launch out with a flow
of language which on two occasions was very nearly the cause of us being turned out of the pubs we were in. By
stop-tap he generally had thousands of Native troops in one spittoon and thousands of parsons in another whom at
times he would be fetching out again to trample them down in the sawdust with his heels. We generally wound up
our evenings with the old song, set to the tune of a well-known hymn,
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“Old soldiers never die, they simply fade away.”
217.176 Excerpt from Grandma Did It This Way\fn{by Louisa Watson Peat (1883-1962)} Keady, Armagh, Northern
Ireland, United Kingdom (F) 10
1
Grandma was a stickler for correct speech. How she expected that we could come through life unscathed by a
bit of brogue or the retention of an Irish phrase or two, I do not know. Yet this is what Grandma expected. It was
not often that she failed in an enterprise, but she succeeded only partially in this. If enterprising young publishers
had brought out crossword puzzles in Grandma’s day, she would have been as enamored of them as her
granddaughter is of hers. She loved words. But, unless provoked (a favorite word of hers), she used them
sparingly; whatever she said carried weight. When she spoke she was obeyed..
The correct speech business came about this way. My cousins, Charles and Peter, had an argument. At the
breakfast table. They’d been out early, oh, around six o’clock or so. I had too. We believed Grandma in
everything, and she quoted old saws by the half dozen; “early to bed and early to rise, makes a man healthy,
wealthy, and wise.” I was a girl as the two boys reminded me frequently, but the adage applied just the same. A
proverb was much the same as the Bible; when it read “man” it meant woman also.
Being a short, fat girl, I tagged ten laps behind the boys as we took a quick run around the lawns. They were
arguing then, and they kept it up, even through the ringing of the big bell which was the summons to breakfast.
That big brass bell stands on the mantelpiece of this room where I write. The burnish has dulled; it won’t take
a high polish as it used to; the ebony handle is loose; and the tone is cracked. But the clapper chain is yellow as
gold, and clangs out determinedly when needed. It still fetches grandchildren back to the house from excursions
over a lawn. Those grandchildren never get into arguments over pronunciations, grammatical phrases, or accents.
Not yet. They don’t know what lies before them; if their speech becomes slangy and slovenly they’ll hear about it.
Grandma’s grammatical maxims scored deep with all who heard her.
The bell has traveled far; it has crossed the Atlantic, and maybe it is the broken note of homesickness that we
hear in its tolling; maybe it vibrates in a minor key in weariness for the call of peat-laden air, the mist that rises
from the dark brown bog, the purple of distant mountains, the crisp tinkle of heather bells, tinkles of fancy to be
sure, but real in the dreams of a home long gone. Perhaps the bell suffers only from old age. It must have been
cast almost two centuries ago, for it was in the old house long before Grandma came there as a bride. ’Tis but an
old, ancient bell.
When we came in, Grandma was already at the breakfast table set in the “wee parlor,” a room used in the
morning instead of the morning room proper. Two doors led in and out of it. One came from the front hall, and the
other led into a stone-floored passage leading past the pantries. With a curving swing to the right and round a
bend, this corridor seemed to go uphill without steps, and then there was the kitchen. The wee parlor seemed to
belong more to the back ell of the house than to the front.
We sat at a mahogany table covered with a white damask cloth; our chairs were upholstered in shiny, black
horsehair, and I had a bright red cushion to increase my height. There were bookcases by the windows, and beside
the fireplace there was a high, built-in cupboard which was known as Grandpa’s “press.” We saw the inside of this
press very seldom, but there were pigeonholes filled with legal blue papers tied with red tape, which was real
woven tape and really of a pinkish red color. We were forbidden to go near the press, or the desk that jutted out
from beneath it. We could not sit in the office chair before the desk, which was a temptation for it could swing
round like the piano stool.
What the purpose of all this equipment was I do not know for estate business was transacted in a proper office
located on the other side of the house, and approached by a doorway opening from a courtyard, which we knew as
the “inner yard.” Grandpa did write letters at the wee parlor desk, and when the notion struck her, Grandma totted
up accounts at it. Grandma conducted bookkeeping after a system all her own.
Inside the press, a glass jar stood on the top shelf. In this Grandpa kept “black men.” They were flat bits of
licorice, flexible as rubber and as tough, but delicious. Sometimes, when he was feeling well, Grandpa called us to
him and counted out six of these candies, one for each hand of the three of us.
Grandma sat at the head of the table, the cosy’ed teapot before her, the cups waiting to be filled. She was
opening the postbag. It was made of brown leather, slightly scuffed along the edges, and had a brass lock. The key
for this, when not in use, stayed on the mantelpiece, a stubby key of brass, thick and ornamented.
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She took out the letters, and tapped the small table gong for Susan to distribute the letters that were not for
Grandpa and herself. She laid aside the Belfast Newsletter which came daily, and magazines that arrived monthly.
There were Chambers’ Journal, and The Quiver, and The Review of Reviews. Chambers’ had an orange colored
cover. It did not interest me then. Years later, in our other home, I found a full set of Chambers’, bound volumes, a
gold mine of fine reading. The binding was a Burgundy colored leather with gold lettering. They were lovely
books, inside and out.
Grandma opened a thick letter of many pages, both sides written upon, and then the last pages crisscrossed
with more writing. It was difficult to read, and the contents did not seem to please her. That may have made her
sharper than customary when the argument between the boys penetrated, and, as Grandma said, I put the “coping
stone” on the whole matter. Charles said, continuing where he had left off:
“I tell you, ’tis a Jenny Wran—”
“’Tisn’t,” said Peter, swallowing his last spoonful of oatmeal porridge.
We all had to consume a bowl of this cereal before we were allowed to eat bread and jam or get a cup of tea.
My tea was more than half milk, and I never liked it, but we ate and drank what was put before us and were
thankful. There was grace said before every meal in Grandma’s house:
“For what we are about to receive …”
’Tis not Jenny W ran, ’tis Jinny Wren.”
“Jenny Wran,” said Charles.
“Jinny Wren,” said Peter. They ding-donged the words, and Grandma took no notice, at least she gave no sign
until I spoke.
“’Tisn’t ayther, I said, blissfully unaware that this was reaching Grandma’s attention.
“What did you say, Lulu?”
“’Tisn’t ayther Jenny Wran, nor yet Jinny Wren. “’Tis Jenny Wren, no less. Peter says it’s Jinny Wren, Charles
says it’s Jenny Wran, ’tisn't ay—”
“That will do, Miss.” She put on her stern face. “It is Jenny Wren, and the word is not ay-ther, it is ey-ether,
and do not forget it—ever.”
I subsided. But quick. When Grandma called me “Miss,” it was well to clamp the lips shut, to slide down in
one’s chair, and become invisible if that were possible. Hardly for me. I was too fat. Across the table, and between
the seats the boys occupied, I could see part of my own reflection in the high polish of the small sideboard that
occupied one wall of the parlor. The top drawer of the sideboard curved outward; in it a fat reflection became
fatter, and broader. My face was stretched to the width of the drawer, my ears disappeared round the sides, the
head was squashed queerly at top and chin. There was no neck.
Above the sideboard there hung a huge and awful picture. It was a steel engraving, probably almost a yard
high, framed in beveled mahogany. After I learned to read, the title made me queasy in the stomach. The
engraving was of men seated at a table, with other men standing out in the room as though they, too, were about to
sit down to breakfast or supper. The men wore long, black gowns like ministers in their surplices, and white bands
or rabats jutted out where their collars should have been. The title of the picture was The Diet of Worms.
I knew what diet meant, and I knew what worms were, so that is why the combination always made me a trifle
sick. I’d love to see a copy of that picture again; there was a lot of minute detail in it that I missed.
Grandma was finished breakfast. She stood up, then lifted her cup and drank the last drops of tea while “on her
foot.” Sometimes, in winter, she preferred a morning cup of a dreadful concoction known as an “infusion of
coconibs.” I don’t know why she took it. We had to drink it also as it was good for the system. I did not know
what system was, and I doubt if the boys did either. Grandma said to us:
“I shall need you this morning; do not go far from the house”; and then she made her way to the exit that led
toward the kitchen premises. She said to herself as she went:
“I should have thought of it; certainly, I should have thought of it …” As Grandma disappeared, Charles said,
speaking in a goose’s whisper:
“’Tis, too, Jenny Wran, William Curry says so.”
“’Tisn’t,” said Peter, getting down from his chair and squaring off a bit.
“Stop fighting,” I said, “’tisn’t ay—eyether, so there!”
I had the last word as was the prerogative of my sex, although 1 was too young to know it.
2
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So that is why—whenever I heard Susan Fanner, the housemaid, address Jane Hennessey, the cook, in as thick
a brogue as she knew, thick as good buttermilk it was—I knew very well that something was afoot I wasn’t
supposed to hear. For that reason, I listened the harder, and before I was six I could roll the vernacular off my
tongue with the best. I knew the swear words too—begor and begorra, bedad, Sints above, bejabers—and I knew
better than to let Grandma hear me use them.
Grandma had cautioned the girls, and the male help likewise, that proper English only was to be used in the
children’s hearing. The girls and men knew proper English and if they spoke it with a lilt to their tongues, and in
times of sorrow, with a gnaah in the tones, that was not to be gainsayed. That was because of the way their and
our throats were formed. Irish-open-throated. We could pronounce the och and the ach as they should be, soft.
The Monaghan and the Drogheda, the Armgh, the Ma’lcuddy and the Youghal. No English person could do that,
and no Scottish, not even the Welsh.
Grandma had cautioned the help, and to good purpose. So good indeed that when as time passed and courtings
and weddings changed the complexion of our household, it was Kate the parlormaid who, waiting table at dinner,
proffered a dish of runner beans, and said to each guest:
“Shall you have beans?”
A phrase that remains in the family to this hour.
Grandma cautioned the girls. We had no servants nor maids in our home, they were “girls” no matter what
their age or standing: housemaids, cooks, parlormaids. Likewise, male help were either boys or men, and the older
the men the more likely they were to be known as “the boy.”
Don’t ask me why. I do not know; perhaps up there in that Irish county and townland, we had a way of living
that was more nearly democracy than any other I have sampled. Grandma and Grandpa were employers, they
were master and mistress, they paid wages and hired extra help when it was needed. If they ever dismissed a
servant, I never heard of it. Those who served us and cared for us, were retainers, that is the word; a part of the
family. They loved us and we loved them, and when those who were too old to work retired or died, their sons and
daughters succeeded them. They seemed happy too.
That morning I knew why Grandma told us not to go far from the house. I heard Susan speak, and she
addressed herself to Jane Hennessey, the cook:
“May the powers be wid us, an’ the howly sints luk down on us; the misthress is about to make a cake!” And,
like an antiphonal chorus, Jane replied:
“Glory be to Mary, an’ St. Joseph be good to me; the misthress a cake, and for why wud she be bakin’, an’ it a
Satterda’, and phwat cake is it—the sponge belike.”
If that is not intelligible to the reader, it was to me. I knew perfectly well what they meant. Grandma was going
to bake a cake, something she did once in a blue moon; well, maybe twice a year. Jane was a better cook than
Grandma, and why Grandma persisted in penetrating into her domain at intervals no one knew. It portended some
event about to happen that disturbed Grandma. Maybe the cake baking relaxed her; maybe it took her mind away
from the problem that worried, or the event foreshadowed.
It was not difficult to guess what it was today. That criss-crossed letter. It must be from Aunt Bessie. I went
after the boys.
“Aunt Bessie wrote. Grandma is going to make a sponge cake.”
“Let’s go to the woods,” said Charles.
“Grandma told us not to go far from the house,” I said virtuously.
It was too late anyway. We heard Grandma call, and so this lovely June morning we were caught. It was
summer, the hens were “laying free,” and eggs were plentiful. We’d be lucky if there were not two sponge cakes
to be made.
Sponge cake was simple to make. Simple for Grandma. We did the work, or if we did not, Susan helped, or
Jane herself took a :turn at the beating.
Sponge cake beating is awful. The day of the mixmaster was not yet, and I doubt if Grandma would have used
it. In making cake she believed in elbow grease, the grease of someone else’s elbow.
Today Susan was turning out the biggest of the spare rooms. Someone was coming. Aunt Bessie! Jane had
disappeared. She was out in the yard, calling for Skinny Martin, a boy about the place who killed the fowl when
ducks, geese, turkeys, or chickens were on the dinner menu. Skinny was known as a “man about the place,” a
yardman, a Jack-of-all-trades. Skinny could turn his hand to just about anything.
On this lovely sunny morning, when the boys and I ached to be out in the woods, and even chance a
surreptitious trip to the river which I most certainly was not supposed to do, we were roped into a cake baking. I
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was forbidden the river because it ran like a mill race through our woods; it had steep embankments, a swift
current, and was dangerous.
We sighed and made the best of it. Besides, there was always a bit of sport about the job in hand. Grandma
might let one or all three of us test the heat of the oven. The oven had to be warm, but still cool enough to be “a
pleasant heat indeed against the bareness of the elbow.” Then we drew lots to see who of the three of us would
have last turn with the wooden beating spoon. We were not always sure of winning the right to lick the spoon,
even if we won the drawing of straws.
The hazard lay in the fact that Grandma might take it into her head that the batter was “lemon yellow” enough
before the last beating turn was reached according to our calculations. Twenty minutes was the least time for the
batter beating, not counting the beatings between additions of dry ingredients to the egg yolks. Thirty minutes was
the more likely, and it was forty-one minutes less a few seconds, so Charles said, on the day Grandma decided the
batter should be “primrose yellow” instead of lemon. We brought that on ourselves.
It happened the day we ran out of the house and got as far as the meadows that lay beyond the lawns, where
meadowsweet flowered in close clusters and there was a high hedge of clipped hawthorn. In and out of it twined
periwinkle vines with dark green shiny leaves and the most delicate of blue blossoms, as though someone had
been cutting scraps from the sky above, and they fell to sprinkle the earth below. The hedge grew from top of a
high ditch, and spreading over the ditch were primroses, flat faced, pale yellow, satin-petaled blossoms. Dear
heaven, what a place of sweetness was that meadow’s farther corner.
We plucked the long-stemmed primroses, and packed them into a Victorian bouquet, then bordered the flowers
with their own stiff, crinkled leaves, and put on an outer fencing of big stiff, mottled ivy leaves. Ivy with cream
shadings is more rare in the Irish ditch and woodland than the common green variety. The florists call it English
ivy over here. It isn’t. They’ve no basic claim to all the ivy in the world. Ireland’s full of it.
It was the primroses got us in on the cake beating that morning. We’d raced up the meadow, over the eighteen
acres that we called the “far lawn,” with its close-cropped turf, green as the greenest emerald. We hopped over the
cropped copper-beech hedge, skirted the tennis court that was taboo to our padding feet “on pain of death,” as we
heard many times. The tennis court was of shaven green grass that was cut and rolled and rolled and cut, day in
and day out. It bounced back like rubber under a running foot.
Then into the house we raced, and called for Grandma so that, breathless as we were, our faces purple with
exertion and heat, we could present our flower offering.
Grandma was in the kitchen already. The eggs with brown shells patterned against the cream-colored delft
bowl made an extension of tint rather than a contrast. Grandma believed brown eggs to be better than white. So do
I Why? I don’t know. One of those things that grow up with one..
The flour was in the blue bowl, the sugar in the low dish of old gray Wedgwood, an antique treasure even then,
but it was nothing to us but the “old bowl,” an opposite to the “new bowl,” which was of Staffordshire, and may
have had fifty years less service than the hoary old timer. The last time I saw that old gray sugar bowl, unchipped
and still perfect, an auctioneer was handling it:
“What am I bid?”
“Tuppence!” said a voice from the rear of the crowd.
I had not the heart to bid it in for something over four cents. What would I do with it? I was about to leave for
a new land, the United States of America. I thought I was going to a new home. I was, but I had yet to find out
that where the roots are not, there is a dwelling place but not a home. Always the heart stirs and there is nostalgia
like a physical sickness—even thirty years after. The new land is lovely of landscape, rich and abundant, kindly of
people, and you have happiness.
But you are not at home.
After a while the homesickness is fleeting. There’s a familiar haze rising in the early morning over inland
water, or there is the aftermath of a perfume that has long been familiar. Only for a moment, then it is gone, and
the inland water is too big, and the perfume but the wraith of scent once familiar and beloved.
You can find a solace for this loneliness of spirit if you go to your kitchen in that new dwelling place, and there
follow Grandma’s recipes, for she had books of them for all she did not use them often. Make the sponge cake, or
the seed cake, or one of the meat pies that Jane Hennessey made much better than Grandma, because of constant
practice no doubt. If you make the cake your arm will not drop off for weariness of beating, for you use a
mixmaster, a mighty convenience, but an inhuman, impersonal, electrical device without feeling and without
interest in whether the cake rises or falls in the baking. It does what it has to do, as any machine will, and has no
responsibility.
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Grandma baked by weight. In that chrome and aluminum kitchen where I cook, I use the scales almost as
regularly as Jane, which would surprise Grandma very much. As a weighing device these scales are some
contraption.
They are made of metal—iron, I think. The height rises six inches from the table surface; they measure about
twelve inches from side to side. There is a copperplated tray, eight inches in diameter upon which to pour out the
ingredients. On the other side is a narrow “bench” for the weights. The over-all heft of the machine is some seven
pounds, without the weights which are of a most unrefined iron. The two-pound one would brain a burglar with
ease, if one threw straight and managed to hit the target. The one-pound disk is shaped like a “print” of farmhouse
butter, and in ever diminishing sizes and circles are the half pound, the four ounce or quarter pound, the two ounce
and the minuscule one ounce. For under an ounce, Grandma’s formula was simple. She said, “Oh, just what you
think will be enough,” ans that could refer to baking powder, salt, cream of tartar, herb mixtures, and spices. She
had an instinct for amounts, and those who sat under Grandma’s instruction reaily became expert cooks, which
was what Grandma intended.
Jane Hennessey was a case in point. Jane came to Grandma’s kitchen, the niece of a former cook and a raw
recruit straight from her home upon the mountainy road back o’ beyant. We visited Jane’s home once a year, one
whole long day’s visit, and it was grand. Jane, her mother and father, her ten brothers and sisters, were our hosts.
Jane’s father farmed his own few stony acres, and helped out at harvest as a hired man on the larger estates around
about. Once in a while, he took a few weeks at road grading, but for the succor of his family, he had a fixed credo,
and he never failed to mention it, especially every time a new brother or sister, or twins (as on three occasions)
added to the family quota:
“The Lord will provide,” said Pat Hennessey. Of children, Jane’s prolific mother remarked:
“They add a mite to the work, but, Lord love them, each one brings his own welcome.”
Jane was our cook, but Jane was a member of the family also. She spoke of Grandma as “mistress”; she
addressed us as Master Charles, Master Peter, and Miss Lulu, but Jane was a friend, and it was Jane who helped
prepare Grandma for burial when Grandma died. Jane wept as we did.
But we were about to make a sponge cake. Grandma said:
“We are making two of the five-egg cake. Take up a scoop of sugar, Lulu, the soft sugar, mind you, and don’t
spill as much as one grain.”
Grandma had a memory like an elephant for unpleasant things that gave me a guilty feeling. There was one
terrible day when I’d brought the big, coarse, granulated sugar, each of the grains an exact square. There is a name
for that sugar, but I cannot recall it; it is not brown, and it shines like bits of glass, but yet it is opaque.
Grandma suffered a conniption fit. Didn’t I know by this time that for cakes you use soft, white sugar, the
sugar that stayed in the small canister and not in the big, white bin, with the cover shaped like one sloping side of
a Noah’s Ark? Of course, I knew. But it was fun to swing against one’s middle on the edge of the sugar, flour, or
meal bin when the covers were up. It was special fun when the contents were low. Your heels came up from the
floor, your toes scrabbled on the outside, and your head dipped lower and lower; you held on fearsomely with
your left hand, palm against the wooden side, and you scraped the big scoop which was held in the right hand at
an awkward angle. Then, puffing like a grampus and crimson as a dahlia, with the blood of one’s body gathered in
the head, you fetched whatever dry ingredient you had gone after.
Maybe it was the stone-ground oatmeal with which Essie Christie made the oatcakes. Fine meal; steel-cut it is
called over here. It softened to a nutty mush in the mouth when one snatched a sly mouthful. We were not
supposed to gobble handfuls of raw oatmeal.
“Do you want to get worms?” Grandma would ask.
That scared me a little, mainly because of the wee parlor picture, but also there was often temptation and often
I fell. Essie Christie, who was our nurse, always baked the oatcakes and the shortcakes. Essie came from
Scotland, and knew how. So did Jane know how, but Jane didn’t let on. She had plenty to do.
By the time you got back from the pantry where the sugar was kept, and across the breadth of the stoneflagged kitchen, Grandma had the eggs tended to. She never trusted us children to break them. The shells were
very hard, for the hens got plenty of lime in their foodstuffs. We might have broken the yolks and mixed them in
with the whites, and that meant disaster before the cake properly started.
“Plunk!” went the eggshell against the rim of the big yellow baking bowl, while the whites dripped into the
shallower pan with the rounded bottom. This was made of white delft and had a pattern of buttercups and fern on
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the outside. The yellow bowl had a blue band.
Grandma weighed out a quarter-pound of sugar from my scoop and sifted it, then weighed it again. Peter
fetched the flour. He had a good eye for measurements, and could guess that quarter pound almost exactly. If
things had been as God meant them to be, Peter would have been a great inventor and an engineer.
The flour was sifted and its container placed on the plate rack of the big stove. We called the stove a range, and
it was built into the width of one wall of the kitchen. The flour was put in the warm air over the hot range because
flour for sponge cake should be dried out completely. So Grandma said.
Grandma gave the first turn to the egg beater, and usually she left for one of us the unutterable joy of chasing a
recalcitrant yolk around the bowl, until at last it gave in through sheer weariness and our persistence, burst and
joined its four fellows in the yellow mass.
It was also Grandma who gave the first whisk to the egg whites, after tossing in a pinch of salt taken up
between her finger and thumb. She whisked vigorously, but she did not keep that up long. She handed over the
whisk and bowl to Charles, the oldest of us three.
Charles’s parents were in Hong Kong, and Peter’s were in India, and mine were both dead. That’s why we
three lived our childhood days with Grandma in the big home backed by an Irish hillside even higher than the hill
on which the house was built. The place was rich with great trees, the landscaped grounds ended in meadows and
plowed fields that lost themselves at last in beech coverts, tangled fern, and brier-grown woods.
Charles hated whisking. The whisk was like a small baseball, but made in an intricate pattern of meshed,
twisted, and flexible wires. Charles wIelded it viciously. He got up a fine head of steam on himself, and a grand
froth on the egg whites. Charles was ten, and he went to boarding school when it wasn’t holiday time. He was
practically grown up in the eyes of Peter and me. But Charles was not too much of a man to refuse the lickings of
batter leavings. He often got more than he should of them. Grandma would say:
"Oh, Lulu … Peter … greedy, fie … poor Charles is at school when you can help at many cake bakings.”
Poor Charles indeed! He could pull a doleful, sad, and sorry face, like that of a forsaken child who stands cold
and shivery outside a gay candy store window on a bitterly cold Christmas Eve. That look got Grandma every
time. It got for Charles the very best licks.
I turned the egg beater handle, and knelt up on a chair placed against the table as I did so. The eggs became
creamy, and then Grandma fed in the quarter-pound of sugar slowly, and changed from the machine-like beater to
the wooden In that had a pattern cut out in its bowl, and the going became harder.
Peter took over from me. There was finesse in this transfer, for although the spoon and bowl changed hands,
there could be no let up on the strokes made within the batter as the change was made. It was quite an art, that
carefulness, and not at all necessary.
Grandma fed in the flour—slowly, slowly, taking it up in what, despite her strictures on speech, Grandma, like
Jane, called “locks.” A lock is as much as you can hold between the thumb and three fingers of one hand. She
scattered the flour evenly.
Peter labored. Then Charles’s whisking arm began to waver. He hitched up the bowl; the frothy white of the
eggs was coming up like feathery drifts of snow.
“Take over, Lulu,” said Grandma. “Charles, do you take the yellows, that will rest your arm. Peter, you cut the
paper to line the cake pan—careful now, it’s hot!”
The big round, heavy copper-bottomed cake pan had warmed on top of the coal heated range. It was a good
pan, but a modern, aluminum, spring-form cake pan is a hundred times better. I should not tell Grandma that if
she were alive; nor that long ago I dispensed with the elaboration of paper lining.
Peter cut a round of white paper for the pan bottom. Then he cut a tall, standing collar to fit inside the pan,
meeting as tightly as the back-to-front collar of the minister at the meetinghouse in the village where our other
house was situated. This paper collar topped the pan edges by an eighth of an inch.
Grandma did the buttering of the papers herself. She used a spatula about the size of an artist’s small palette
knife, and it probably had been one, for she had painted pretty pictures in her youth. She swept butter over the
paper evenly, thoroughly but not too lavishly. Butter gave a delicious flavor to the cake edges.
Now there came a crucial moment. The whites stood up in gorgeous stiff peaks; the batter of yolks, sugar, and
flour was yellow to the right degree, and molasses thick.
Grandma took over. She tipped the egg whites into the yellow mixture. They left their bowl all of a piece, and
clean as a whistle. Gently, and carefully, she cut under the whites with the wooden spoon. What a mass of
goodness! She turned to get the lined cake pan which had been set back on the range top, and simultaneously we
three young ones dipped each a finger into the batter—dipped it up to the second knuckle. Grandma turned back
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to her work in a leisurely fashion. I thought we had outwitted her, for when she turned, there we stood with our
hands folded behind us, and on our faces extreme innocence. I wiped my sticky, half-licked finger on the sash of
my white pinafore. I suppose the boys wiped theirs on their shirttails.
Grandma poured the batter slowly into the cake pan.
“Shut the kitchen door,” she ordered, “and tell William Curry not to come inside, nor to send in James Reilly
with the dinner vegetables for an hour. I can’t have a sudden aught on my cake.”
Then she lifted the cake pan in both hands, and carried it like a votive offering to the oven. Already, the heat of
the oven had been tested by her own elbow and ours. It was just right. She never heard of modern automatic
temperature adjustments, and I doubt if she would have used them. Grandma was a great believer in her own
judgment.
Now the door of the big oven was closed .very gently.
“Bang your oven door, and you kill your cake,” was something I learned from Grandma, or it might have been
Jane.
Then, with our faces sticky with batter, we children finished licking the bowl and spoon. The boys tiptoed
along the stone-lined passage to the side door, and from there rushed into the yard where they dabbled their hands
in the rain water of the big cistern. I stayed with Grandma, for she watched the cake herself.
“Never open a cake oven door until fifteen minutes have gone by from first putting it in,” she instructed me.
By then the cake was rising, and little spots of beige color were on top. Grandma stretched back to the table for
another sheet her thick white paper, and laid it over the pan top. Then she made sure the cake had another thirty
minutes in an even heat.
“Lulu, it should be done. Pluck me a straw from the clean broom.”
So I tugged out a thin, clean straw from the small broom upended in the closet where the ironing board stayed.
Grandma rammed the straw like a dagger into the very innards of our sponge cake. And she had always guessed
right. The straw came out clean, and she broke it in two pieces before she removed the cake from the oven. The
straw went into the fire.
A wire cake rack waited on the table. Grandma turned over the cake pan on the rack. She tapped the hot pan on
the bottom. She used her first two fingers, the second finger crossed on top of the first, and that made an even,
rhythmic tap-tap all the way around. Then, slowly, she lifted the pan, and there was the lovely soft, golden tinted
sponge, ready to be turned right side up where it was a trifle browner and sugary at the edges.
Somehow, and never yet have I figured out how, Grandma produced next from the oven, a tiny cookie pan. It
was oblong and fluted, and in it she had baked a spoonful or two of the sponge batter. It made a perfect miniature
cake. And it was all mine.
“Turn up the corner of your pinny, Lulu.” She turned the little cake into my apron-protected hands.
“You’re Grandma’s own good girl,” said Grandma.
Yes, all these years after, with Grandma gone, and I a grandma myself, a lump comes into my throat at that
memory.
“Special for you, childie,” and she patted my head.
Mother, whom I never saw, had been Grandma’s only daughter.
4
Grandma did not spend many of her days, or even hours, in the kitchen. If she visited it for five or ten minutes
each morning, that was enough. She could cook. If a dish were brought to the table lacking perfection in flavor,
Grandma could put her finger, so to speak, upon the missing ingredient without hesitation. She had a taste for the
savory, she enjoyed spicy concoctions, and she delighted in the products of the tropics and far places. Perhaps her
appetite was whetted by the exotic.
Except for the sponge cakes, when Grandma cooked it was to produce a dainty out of the ordinary, or to
experiment with a new recipe. She collected recipes with the assiduity of a jackdaw purloining bright, shining
things for its nest. Her newly acquired recipes were passed on to Jane, and took with them the names of their
sources. There was a nice cake to be served hot with much butter; Jane made that when Grandma said: “Let’s
have Mrs. McCoach”; and “the sweet will be Norwood,” meant a boiled pudding. Very delicious. It was named
for Norwood Towers, a mansion outside of Belfast, and, I think, now the residence of an official of government in
Northern Ireland. There was only one Ireland in Grandma’s day.
Grandma was not a practicing cook. She was an executive, and a good one. She knew how to delegate work
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and assign responsibility. Once she gave an order or established a routine, it would not have occurred to her that it
would not be carried out. She liked the term “to the letter.” She was the head of a household, several households
in fact, for we did not reside every month of the year in the one big home; there were two smaller ones to which
we paid periodic visits. There was even one year when we remained for a full twelve months in the village house.
I’m not sure why. It might have been an experiment in economy, but if it was, it might only have been in the
saving of coal for heating the biggest place, for all the homes seemed to function whether the family was in
residence or not.
During her morning visits to the kitchen, Grandma talked over the day’s menu with Jane. It did not take long.
Their ideas on food seemed to dovetail, and it is probable that Grandma planned menus as much as a week ahead.
Jane catalogued supplies that were available in larder and on pantry shelves, and sometimes she had a list of
staples that must be renewed.
It might be that Grandma decided to go to town and do the shopping herself. For me that meant an occasion,
for Grandma always took me along.
“Keep her from under your feet,” was her comment to Essie, “and let you get on with your work.”
As I look back, it seems that Essie did much more than oversee what went on in the nurseries; she must have
done a lot of sewing and mending—Grandma was thrifty. And Essie helped too sometimes with the upstairs work.
There were many, many rooms in the big house, and visitors who came to see Grandpa were not infrequent. I
suppose Grandma was in evidence as hostess, but I can’t recall that this added duty ever allowed her to slacken on
others.
Grandma was a great one for duty—duty and responsibility, those were two of her headline words. Punctuality
and politeness were two others. She had a nice taste in alliteration also, and “punctuality is the politeness of
kings” was one of those adages frequently on her lips. When sent on an errand to bring her something, and to hear
Grandma say: “Be prompt, Miss,” or in the case of the boys when she paused significantly and added “Sir” to the
instruction, we put an inch to our step. That inch to the step was another of her phrases.
“Make speedy heels,” was another, and this one forever and a day is associated with a large book from which
only one illustration stands out. The book is without title, nameless, coverless, textless; there is the one page, a
finely etched limning of Mercury, a tin hat on his head upon which the helmets of the First World War seem to
have been patterned, a twisted wand in his hand, and wings on his heels.
“There,” Grandma’s voice speaks down the years, “there now, see that—the god Mercury, and he made speedy
heels!”
If Grandma did not drive into town, one of the yardmen was supplied with a grocery list, and harnessing up a
horse to a light cart, he drove off to fetch what was needed. There was no telephone in the big house; in the village
home there was a speaking tube, a mouthpiece attached to a flexible bit of metal tubing. One could talk through
that to distant parts of the premises. I don’t know how. It must have gone underground in some manner, but there
was no means of communication with the outside world but by mail, telegraph, and written note delivered by
hand. For all of these a messenger equipped with a horse, and in later years, a bicycle, was necessary. There never
seemed to be any great hurry about anything in those days; the hours were twice as long, the conveniences a
hundred times less.
Today was one of those red letter times when Grandma was going to town. Essie put me into a “better” dress.
It must have been a best one for I had a photograph taken in it, and I remember the color and pattern. It was of
some sort of wool delaine, which now I know means a duplication of title; there was a cream ground and over it a
pattern of scattered blossoms. They were miniature purple pansies. The dress was gathered to a yoke, and hung
straight down over crisp white petticoats with, eyelet embroidered frills. It must have been warm on a June day.
There were a hat and gloves.
“The marks of a lady,” said Grandma, who would haul one back unceremoniously from exit by the hall door to
the street of the village house, if an attempt was made, in the haste of getting ready, to step on the pavement
without the last button of the gloves well fastened.
No mental picture comes to illumine what Grandma may have worn herself. It must have been black; I never
remember any color about her dresses. The gleam of a heavily engraved and diamond shaped silver brooch takes
form in my mind, but only perhaps because it lies upstairs in a box neighboring the cushioned case which holds
Grandma's “good” pin. This is of gold, finely wrought leaves twining as a background for jeweled blossoms
which are aquamarine; there is a garnet brooch very much of the same design, and one of a large cameo. Her
wedding ring is in the case also, worn almost to the point of disappearance, and a guard ring of engraved gold
which was not worn smooth when Grandma died. Its condition puzzled me until I found out the guard ring was
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not Grandma’s own, but her daughter’s wedding ring. She took it from that daughter’s still, dead hand and slipped
it on her own, when she stooped to lift a screaming, ten-day-old girl child from the side of her unmoving mother.
The companion wedding ring is now with the “guard.” Grandma brought that back to the big house too, after the
funeral of the little girl’s father, held less than a twelvemonth after his young wife’s death.
Grandma never spoke of these things. She was a reserved and reticent woman; if there were passion and
emotion in her being, one did not see it. Perhaps stoicism was one of the traits of Grandma’s character.
So now we were ready, face clean, hair neat, shoes shining, gloves buttoned. The boys? No knowing, chasing
through the woods somewhere. The sidecar with McKeever driving, had come round from the second yard where
the cars, carriage, and dogcart stayed. It was the “good” car. Definitely, something was up, the second best car
was usually employed for shopping expeditions. This one had smoothly running rubber-tired wheels; there were
rounded back rests, highly varnished and of light colored wood; the cushioned seats were covered with a dark red
plush; and the metal appointments of traces, reins, and bits, were highly polished silver.
We mounted. Grandma seated with her back shaping easily into the rest; I beside her, my legs dangling until,
for safety’s sake, Grandma instructed McKeever to come round and lift me further back on the seat, so my feet in
their shiny, patent leather slippers stuck out in front until the pale gray linen dust robe was laid over our knees and
securely buttoned to the rails of the sidecar.
On a commodious vehicle such as this one, two adults and a child could easily fit to a side, the opposite side of
the car being kept in balance by the driver. When both sides of the car had an occupant from amongst the
“quality,” then the driver occupied the dickey, a perilous perch in which he sat, reins in hand, and the whip easily
reached from its leather socket. There were headlamps for night use, shaped like lanterns. They threw a short
beam ahead, a foot or two beyond the head of the trotting horse, and illumined faintly the sides of the road. But on
a dark night, driving around a sharp turn, it was an easy thing to get the off-wheel of a car into the ditch.
McKeever walked the horse from the gravel sweep before the house front to the gate at top of the avenue. Over
the gate there drooped a laburnum tree. In my memory, it is always in bloom, thick with the blossoms, yellow as
gold, and hanging as do the blooms of wisteria vines. Beyond the laburnums were rowan trees, and to me they
seem always to have been fruiting. Once, Grandma tried her hand at rowanberry jelly, and I don’t know why the
experiment was not repeated.
The horse walked down the very steep grade of the avenue, McKeever held a tight rein, and the brake ground
against the wheels. The car bumped against the hindquarters of the roan horse; the hind legs of the beast took on
an attitude of squatting to hold the vehicle back. That was a high hill.
In an age of fast autos and airplane travel, I doubt if I could travel with equanimity on the side of a jaunting
car. Grandma never turned a hair. If she were ever nervous she did not show it. Twice I saw her upset, and yet in
face of tragedy, she was calm, and that was years later.
We were stopping the car before Henry Jackson’s. He kept the grocery store where we dealt for most of our
commodities. Vaguely, I think of Graham’s … Graham’s, the word brings up hardware, ploughs, harrows, sacks of
feed grains. There were walls of little drawers, and outside of the drawers hung brass hooks, screws, strange
gadgets, padlocks in miniature of a lovely polished brass. Brass has always had a fascinatIon for me, brass
ornaments, brass andirons, highly polished bits of brass about carriages and dogcart, lengths of brass chain, a
watering pot of metal with a spout that ended in a brass rose through which water sprinkled.
That day we must have visited Graham’s, and we also went to Mitchell’s which was a “cloth shop,” not a
drapery, not dress emporium, not a department store. It was a dark place, a long gallery-like shop, with light
coming from the entrance door, and a light that came from far, far down at the opposite end. There was a skylight,
and two counters, of great width and solid appearing timber stretched on both sides of the aisle. Beyond the
counters a passage extended for use of the clerks, and the walls of the passage were enormous pigeonholes on
which rested bales of cloth, suitings, tweeds, dress materials. There were silks, satins, prints, and muslins. When a
clerk crossed from behind one counter to get behind the other, he indulged in a gymnastic of putting both feet
together, sitting on the counter, worn shiny with use, and pivoted himself upon an equally shiny seat of his
trousers, land, feet down and right side up exactly opposite his customer.
Henry Jackson brought Grandma a plain wooden chair on which to sit while she ordered. Grandma was an
active woman; the chair was a mark of respect and distinction. She accepted it with dignity.
“And the little lady,” said Henry.
He put his hand around where my waist eventually would be, and hoisted me to sit the counter. I did not like
that much, but I endured. No lady ever made even a moue of displeasure when a courtesy is offered. Besides,
Grandma was watching.
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Henry had had a red beard in his day; it was now flecked with white, or that may have been dust from the flour
and meal bags he hoisted, opened, and emptied into the hinged bins which he could pull out from under the
counter upon which I now perched. He was always in shirt sleeves, but must have had coats, for he wore one, and
left off his white apron when in church. I saw him there. He took up the collection, and was an elder. There was a
fringe of hair circling a bald spot on top of his head, and the head shone when a shaft of sunlight came through the
small panes of the shop window.
I had to twist my head at an angle from my body in order to see him, for he placed me with my feet jutting out
toward the shop space, so he was more behind me than before in his solicitous waiting upon Grandma. He was
obliging; he was rather obsequious. Grandma had out a checkbook, and borrowed his pen and ink bottle. She was
about to pay the quarterly bill. She wrote the check in precise, fine, copperplate lettering. Henry waited, watching
her hand from which she had removed the glove. His own hands helped his body lean against the counter; they
were gnarled, gray looking, and lay against the wood in a peculiar, splay-footed manner, pointing east and west.
Grandma had nice hands. Firm, they must have been since she held the guiding reins of many affairs in them.
But they were white, smooth of texture, and the nails carefully manicured. Gay colored nail polish had not been
invented, anyway it had not reached our village, but Grandma buffed her nails until they gleamed pink. On the
chamois buffer she sprinkled a little dry rouge from the box from which she dipped some for cleaning her jewelry.
She never put rouge on her face; there was no need for it. Grandma’s rather high cheekbones were hidden under a
pink and white complexion; in warm weather, or when she had been busy at an affair which heated her, the white
of her skin was accentuated by a dusting of rice powder. The delicate pink of her cheeks persisted almost until the
moment of her death.
Grandma stood up. The check was written, the new order given. It was lavish, Henry Jackson purred in his
beard. Our household was large, and the table set was generous: three big, full meals a day for those who ate in
the dining room, and those that ate in the servants’ quarters; morning tea for Grandpa and Grandma and any
visitors; breakfast, a snack around eleven, luncheon, afternoon tea, dinner, and “just a little something before we
go to bed” in the evening. No wonder the youngest in the complicated regime was much too fat.
Grandma was tall, at least she seemed so to me, and I do not think the stature was exaggerated because of a
child’s view of an adult. She was a dignified, stately woman, and had been a toast in the county in her early
married life. Her dark hair was worn parted down the middle, and smoothed at the temples. I believe it might have
curled if she had let it, but when a tendril would loosen above the ear, I have seen her open the small jar of
vaseline which stood on her dressing table, dip her finger tip into the salve, and with it glaze the unruly tress into
its regimented alignment.
In the house, Grandma always wore a cap. She carried this fashion on to more modern times because it was the
style when a maiden left her home and married. It was the insignia of marriage and housewife, even more so than
the wedding ring, and the title she assumed from her husband’s standing and rank.
Grandma’s caps were fancy items. She had a morning one, and an afternoon. She changed at midday, when her
morning dress was also changed for an afternoon one. Sometimes the afternoon dress carried on into the evening,
and there was no elaborate dressing for dinner. But that was when Grandpa had been so ill.
The base of the cap was cream or white lace; cream for preference. There was a tiny bow of colored ribbon
pinned at a coquettish angle, and the favorite seems to have been a strawberry shade. I do not recall Grandma’s
wearing earrings although her ears were pierced. She may have worn plain gold “sleepers.” If earrings were out of
fashion, she was not one to be hidebound by what other people did. Grandma had my ears pierced for earrings,
and gave me some of her own for my adornment.
Earrings are not a style nor yet a fashion. They are a habit. One feels as undressed without them as though a
blouse or skirt had been forgotten.
Grandma’s eyes were gray-blue. They were not smiling eyes, but had a piercing quality, yet they lightened and
sparkled with humor. Henry Jackson had said something that made her laugh, and somehow Grandma’s laughter
was inclined to embarrass me. Her eyes brimmed tears, as her mirth poured out. Whatever it was that amused
Grandma, the entertainment stayed with her. She chuckled and murmured, “No Charlotte at the tomb of Werther
… no Charlotte …” and she laughed again, then wiped her eyes.
McKeever had returned with the car, and now waited outside the grocery store with the horse’s head facing up
instead of down Dublin Street, as it had been on arrival. Down Dublin Street a little way was a wide place; this
was the entrance to the Presbyterian Church. He could have turned the car there.
We mounted, and mounting was easier from the raised stone of the sidewalk than from the level of the gravel
sweep. I scrambled up alone, a triumphant feat.
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“To the station,” directed Grandma, and our coachman, standing respectfully, touched his hat (it was a shiny
tall beaver, very smooth and with a cockade at the side), and said:
“M’am, I’ve been to the station, and it is an hour late the Belfast train is.”
“Oh.” Grandma thought a moment. What would we do with this hour, too long to wait in the railroad station,
too short to drive all the way back to the house and return again. Grandma smiled suddenly.
“I know,” she said. “’Tis right by the station anyway, drive to Arbuthnot’s, McKeever. I can have the child’s
photograph taken.”
“Why are we going to the station, Grandma?”
“Didn't I tell you? Aunt Bessie’s coming … to stay.”
So that was why we had the best car. And years later I understood two of Grandma’s references that afternoon.
She said apropos of nothing as far as I was concerned, “Henry Jackson is a well read man.” She laughed again,
but only a little. “Charlotte at the tomb of Werther … she’s no Charlotte!”
“Who, Grandma?”
“Your Aunt Bessie, who else?” All of which meant nothing to me.
We arrived at the building which resembled a greenhouse, being made entirely of glass, and was Arbuthnot’s
photographic studio.
He took the photographs. He must have been flustered at the unexpected patronage. Hitherto, all our
photographs had been taken by Spofford in Armagh. Armagh was a city as well as a county, and lay some
seventeen miles from where our big home was located. Armagh, not overwhelming in population, was yet of
importance. Grandma shopped there when we lived in the village house, and in later years Armagh loomed large
and gloomily on my educational horizon. It is important still, for there are two cathedrals in the place: St.
Patrick’s which is named, they say, for its founder, and has within its confines the bones of Brian Boru, King of
Ireland. The other, and newer cathedral is of the Roman Catholic faith; I do not know to which Saint it may be
dedicated. The Archbishop of Ireland, head of the churches of the Latin rite, resides in Armagh, and so does the
Primate of all Ireland, head of the Protestant Episcopal churches. ’Tis indeed an old and ancient city; its twelve
hundredth anniversary was celebrated some time back.
Arbuthnot posed me sitting sidewise on a papier-mâché wall, painted to resemble marble. He kept moving it
from position to position; as he lifted the awkward property Grandma always seemed to get into his way.
“Excuse me ’til I lift the balcony,” said Arbuthnot, and Grandma would step aside. That is why “Excuse me ’til
I lift the balcony,” is one of our family sayings.
Arbuthnot did not tell one to “look at the birdie”; he did not say “look pleasant please,” nor even “smile
please.” As he ducked under his black camera cloth he spoke, his voice a bit smothered because of the covering:
“I’m going to make an exposure—it won’t take a minute.”
As a too plump Juliet I rode the balcony side-saddle; then the belated train whistle sounded from the cut below
the embankment. Grandma and I went down the steps from the viaduct to the platform, and Aunt Bessie was upon
us. …
218.127 Excerpt from Unfinished Journey\fn{by Jack Jones (1884-1970)} Merthyr Tydfil, Merthyr Tydfil, Wales,
United Kingdom (M) 9
1
“An awful night,” the old puddler said it was. It blew and it rained as he sat near the fire in the living-room of
the bug-ridden hovel in which, two years previous to this November night, his youngest daughter, Saran, had
started her married life with David Jones. She had been the last to leave home. All gone now. Harry and Marged,
in homes of their own. Grandchildren coming. But Ike and John …
He chuckled as he recalled how the old woman, his wife, had dished Harry that morning he was about to sling
his hook to America. But the old woman, concerned about Ann and her baby, instead of calling Harry, called Ike,
and packed him off to America with Harry’s papers and carpet bag full of clothes and things. How Harry had
roared when he got out of bed about middle-day to find that his brother Ike had gone off with his ticket and carpet
bag. But the old woman managed to smooth him over, and persuaded him to marry Ann—who was a tidy gel. Ike,
of course, could go off to America, for he had no gel in trouble. He hadn’t been back home from the Zulu War six
weeks when the old woman sent him off so early in the morning instead of Harry. And not a word from him or
about him had they heard since he had left.
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Where is he out there? True, he can’t write any more than the others, but surely he could get somebody to write
a word for him. Ah, well, that’s the way they are. That John again …
Tramping the country. Never a word—no, nor a penny of help, either. His sons-in-law were better to him than
his own boys. Still, it would be nice to hear from ’em once in a while; the old woman was worrying about ’em.
Always running to ask people who received letters from relatives in America if there was anything in the letter
about her boy Ike. She seemed to think that everybody in America must know her boy Ike; but he had told her that
America was a big place. No good her telling people to write to their relations to ask if they had met a young man
who had arrived in America shortly after he had finished fighting the Zulus with the good old 24 th.
Anyway, she was in her oil now. He could hear her clucking and moving about upstairs. She was never happier
than when helping her grandchildren into the world. No sooner had she heard that her youngest, Saran, was about
to take to her bed, than off she went, leaving him alone in the house. So he had locked the door, put the key under
the stone, and followed her down to Saran’s. Not that he could do anything, but it was better him sit in Saran’s by
the fire, where he could hear ’em talking, than sit in the house up the back by hisself. He could keep the fire
going, anyway. Yes, he could do that.
Time that midwife was here. Saran had lost her first before she had her long. A lovely little gel it was, and they
had named her Raddy after somebody. She died, and with her many more babies that had been born to die in
homes too near the stinking Morlais and Taff. That last very dry summer had brought the fever which had took
many a baby, ay, and old people like hisself, from the houses along the side of the Morlais Brook and the River
Taff, to the new cemetery up in Cefu, where they were laid to rest far enough from the stink of the town. Lovely
up there in the Cefu, where they buried people, but down in the town the old fever kept coming and coming“Blowing again,” he muttered, as the glare of the furnaces reddened the window. In Dowlais Works now. SteelBessemer. Yes, that was what had finished him and many a-more old iron puddlers. Not wanted now. The year
previous the world-famous Cyfarthfa Works where he had worked for the Crawshay who was the greatest of the
Iron Kings, had gone on from iron to steel, and he—ay, and many thousands like him—had been scrapped with
the old iron-making plant. After having toiled to make eight millions sterling for the great Iron King they had
been scrapped and left to die as paupers.
His thoughts were bitter as he sat noting the new furnaces of Dowlais and Cyfarthfa illuminating the district
and the sky above. He had worked for them all, all the English iron masters who had made their millions in
Merthyr and Dowlais. Sir Josiah John Guest, yes, he had worked for him before ever he was “Sir” or M.P. Just
plain Josiah John; ay, and for his lady, Charlotte, who had kept the Dowlais colliers out for two months.
Unconditional surrender was what she had demanded. As bad as old Crawshay himself, she was. Now they were
gone, gone to live in their parks at Caversham and Wimbourne, leaving their old puddlers with constitutions
ruined by too much hard work, drinking, and insanitary home life, to fill workhouses and fatten graveyards.
There’s Dowlais blowing again. Iron rails had died hard at that greatest of the world’s ironworks—yes, had
died harder than the scrapped iron puddlers were dying. Not until that very day had they started rolling steel rails
at Dowlais. Ah, he thought, if the great Guest, the great Crawshay, and old Sam Homfray were alive, they would
not have allowed the puddlers who had worked so hard for them to want a day’s work in their old age. For they—
The door opened, and the wind rushed in to blow the flame of the oil-lamp which was on the table out through
the glass globe.
“Oh, what a night,” gasped the midwife.
“Shut the door,” cried the old man. “Shut it quick before the wind blows us away. I can’t light the lamp again
until you shut the door.”
“Neither can I shut the door until this umbrella of mine is right side out again,” said the old midwife. “What a
night to pick to bring babies into the world—That’s got it!” She closed the door.
“Now let’s see if we can light this lamp—oh, the globe’s hot.”
“What are you sitting in the dark for?” said Saran’s mother as coming downstairs.
“I’m not sitting,” said the midwife.
“The wind blew the lamp out,” said the old man, lighting it. “There you are.”
“Now we can see what we’re doing,” said the midwife, hanging her umbrella, cloak and bonnet to drip from a
hook fastened to the door. “How is she up there?”
“Pretty good—I don’t think it’ll be long now.”
“Time for me to drink a cup of tea by here by the fire, do you think?”
“Yes, plenty—I’ll pour it for you. Sit down.”
“I will for a minute. Me an’ my umbrella was very near blown over the iron railing of the bridge down into the
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Morlais. If it rises much higher, you people in these houses will be like Noah an’ his family—”
“We haven’t got any milk, for Saran had to take to her bed before—”
“I never take milk in my tea, nor water in my drop of short, thank you. Oh, a cup of tea is nice. Listen to
Morlais Brook roaring like if it was the River Taff. Still, I’d rather it be like that than the way it is in the dry
summers, when it stinks enough to knock you down. Ay, an’ that stink’s took more babies to their graves up the
Cefn than ever I’ll bring to replace ’em. Why in the name of God don’t they make place for people to live up on
the breast, where there’s plenty of room? No, leave ’em down here in the hole, ‘the cinder hole,’ as I once heard
Lady Charlotte Guest herself call it. Your gel’s husband not home from his work yet?”
“Not yet.”
“Must be working a doubler. Ah, that cup o’ tea warmed me—though it’s a drop of short a body wants on such
a night. Let’s go up an’ see how she’s getting on with the job.”
“I’ll be up after you as soon as I’ve taken Dai’s taters an’ meat out of the oven in case he comes whilst we’re
upstairs.”
“Stay you down to tend to him; Saran an’ me’ll manage.”
“No doubt you will,” muttered Saran’s mother as the midwife went upstairs. “But Saran’s my daughter—did
you hear what she said about her drop of short?” she said in a whisper to the old man.
“Ay, I heard.”
“So did I. But I’m not going through this rain across to the Nelson for a drop of short for her. Here’s Dai’s
taters an’ meat drying up—leave it out on the hob with a plate over it. Keep the fire as high as you can, for he’ll
be wet to the skin, I expect. He’s later than he’s ever been.”
“P’raps he’s turned in somewhere for a pint on strap.”
“Ay, an’ p’raps two—don’t let this big saucepan of water boil away, for we’ll be wanting hot water.”
She climbed the ladder-like stairway as the old man attended to the fire. Quarter of an hour later she came
down again.
“Dai not come?”
“Not yet.”
“I want that little tin bath down from our house, so take that umbrella of hers from behind the door—don’t be
long now.”
Out into the night he went, soon to return with the little tin bath, and to find his son-in-law, David Jones, taking
off his wet pit-clothes.
“So you’ve come at last.”
“Ay, an’ wet to the skin,” said the old woman, taking the little tin bath he had fetched. She half-filled it with
hot water. “There’s plenty left for you to wash yourself all over, Dai. I must go back upstairs to Saran.” Upstairs
she went.
“My feet are wet too,” said the old man.
“Then take your boots an’ stockings off,” said his son-in-law.
“I will after I’ve been down to the tap to get plenty of water for you to wash, and for them upstairs.”
“Pass me the tub in as you’re going.”
The old man, whilst Dai shielded the lamp from the wind, passed the bath-tub, made out of half a beer barrel,
in to him. Then he went on down to the tap which was fixed to the wall about the middle of the row. Having filled
the two buckets he returned to the house. Dai had washed his upper part, with the exception of his back.
“Quick, take your boots an’ stockings off, an’ put them old slaps of mine on whilst they dry before the fire. Sit
there in the armchair. What time did Saran take to her bed?” The old man looked up with one of his sopping wet
elastic-sided boots in his hand.
“Let’s see—it was after dark, I know. Somewhere between six an’ seven it was when the boy from next door
came up to tell her mother to come down.”
“H’mm. Then she didn’t ought to be long now.” Quite naked now as he stepped into the tub to wash his legs.
“Do you want me to wash your back for you, Dai?”
“No, leave it tonight—don’t stand there in your bare feet. Put those old slaps of mine on.”
“I will as soon as I’ve hung these stockings of mine in front of the fire to dry. How was you so late tonight?”
“Had to stay to clear a top-hole so as to be able to start filling coal first thing tomorrow morning.”
“Sixteen hours is a longish shift. From five in the morning till nine at night—tut, no sense in it.”
“Sense or not it’s got to be done to get anything like a wage. Reach me that towel.”
“Funny, isn’t it?”
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“What is?”
“Us old puddlers can’t get any work at all; an’ you young colliers got to work the clock round nearly. Stand
between the wind and that lamp till I empty this tub over the doorstep.”
“Ay, an’ let the tub go out with the water on to the bailey.”
After he had emptied the water and closed the door, and fixed the piece of sacking along the bottom of the
door, the old man returned to the armchair. He lit his pipe. Dai, with only his evening flannel shirt and drawers on,
sat down to his taters an’ meat as the old woman, Saran’s mother, came downstairs for more hot water.
“Not yet,” she said in reply to the men’s inquiring looks. Back upstairs she went, but not before she had said in
a whisper:
“She’s still botherin’ about her drop of short up there. Says she gets it everywhere she goes—but I’m taking no
notice of her old bother.”
“Tell her that she shall have the price of a two of rum to take on her way home,” said Dai. “But if she brings
me a boy, tell her she shall have the price of two-twos of rum.”
“Indeed, I’ll tell her no such thing,” said Saran’s mother, who didn’t hold with women, let them be wives,
widows or midwives, supping drink. Back upstairs she went.
“Our Harry told me today that they’ve started to roll steel rails up in Dowlais works,” said the old man.
“Oh, ay,” said Dai indifferently.
“Ay,” sighed the old man, “an’ it’s domino on us old puddlers now that Dowlais has gone from iron to steel.
Dai, if old Sam Homfray an’ William Crawshay an’ Josiah John Guest had.lived, them works wouldn’t be rolling
steel rails that’s put all us puddlers on the road to the workhouse.” Dai said:
“Wouldn’t they? That’s air you know. The bosses always makes what pays ’em best. If it paid ’em to they’d
make rails out o’ black-pudding—that’s if rails could be made out of black-pudding. What the hell do they care?
None of ’em b’longs here. They came, the damned lot of ’em, from God only knows where up England way. The
Crawshays; the Guests; Bacon an’ Homfray; Bruce an’ Fothergill; an’ the rest.”
He poured strong tea into the saucer to cool.
“They came—an’ now they’re on the wing. They didn’t come here for our good—nor to stay here after they’d
done their eye-good. No fear. Now that they’ve turned the place shang-de-vang they’re on the wing. We Welsh
people couldn’t turn it out fast enough for ’em, so they brought the English down, an’ shipped the Irish across—
ay, an’ all nationalities till they’ve made Merthyr like what it was where they tried to build the Tower of Babel.
Humph, an’ you talk about what the old bosses would do if they was alive—”
“Dai, you listened too much to that man Halliday, who only came down here from England—yes, he came
from England too, remember, to start unions and make strikes.”
“John, if you wasn’t my father-in-law I’d tell you something. Halliday? Humph, pity there wasn’t more like
him, then we’d have wages we could live on—ay, an’ houses we could live in, not places like this where we’re
eaten alive by bugs that we can’t get rid of. Saran an’ her mother have tried every damned thing they can think of,
an’ still—a fire is wanted to burn the damned town clean. You old puddlers—with one breath you’re talking about
being driven to the workhouse, and with the next you’re sticking up for them who’ve driven you there. Ay, voting
for ’em. Halliday would have been standing up for us in Parliament instead of one of these two we’ve got if the
likes of you had had enough sense to see which was the best man.”
“I shall always vote for Henry Richard, Dai, who is a Welshman—I can’t make you young chaps out. There’s
you, Ned, Luke, an’ that Harry of mine always talking against the bosses, and about ’em coming here from
England to do their eye-good. Yet when this Halliday came here from England to make unions—”
“Yes, unions, not money, remember.”
“All right, we’ll leave it at that. All the same, you’ll never see Halliday or any of them Labour men in
Parliament for Merthyr. An’ I’ll say again what I’ve said before, if the old bosses was alive, we’d still be making
iron rails same as we used to; an’ all the works would be in full swing; an’ us puddlers would all be working same
as you colliers are. Ay, the furnaces would all be—what are them women laughing about up there?”
“A boy, a boy,” the old woman his wife was crying as she fell over herself coming down the almost
perpendicular, ladder-like stairway.
“No, no, I didn’t hurt myself a bit,” she assured the two men as they helped her to her feet. “Oh, Dai, Saran’s
got a lovely boy up there—go an’ see. A lovely boy he is …”
2
958

The named me after my grandfather, the old puddler, my mother’s father. The brother who followed me into
the world they called William; and the brother who followed him they called Frank. It was this Frank who forced
me, a rising three-year-old, off the breast. With a full set of teeth in my head I still cried for the breast on which
William and Frank were feeding and thriving.
“Shut up, and don’t be a baby. You’re a big boy now,” our man and her mother kept on telling me as they
spoonfed me and handed me crusts to chew.
Big boy, was I? Well, being as I had the name I’d have the game, and off I wandered alone to find out for
myself the sort of world I was in. Then it was:
“Where’s that Johnny of ours—the little devil as he is—gone to now again?”
They would find me under coal-trucks playing with the coal, and trying to eat bits of it; or down by the Morlais
Brook smiling at the rats that chased each other into the water and back into their holes in the wall of the far right
bank. Several times I fell into the brook. Always I fouled myself and my clothes with the human excrement with
which the left bank, the bank on which we lived, was thickly overlaid. Then, after I had been washed and changed
and scolded by our mam and her mother, I would be taken by the latter up around the back to where she lived in a
house even smaller than ours with the old man, my mother’s father, who was learning to read now that he had no
work to go to. Not English, but Welsh he was learning to read from a big Bible. Glasses on nose he worked aloud
on word-breaking, and he was hoping some day to be such a good reader that his five illiterate children, of whom
our mam was one, would be fired by his example to learn to read themselves.
“Here,” the old woman used to shout as she pushed me forward against the Bible on the old man’s knee, “why
don’t you keep an eye on this boy of our Saran’s? Killed under the trucks he’ll be, or drowned in the river—yes,
you can laugh, you little devil, you.”
Who could help laughing at our mam’s mother when she spoke so fast in Welsh. The old man, with the Bible
on his lap, would look down at me through his glasses.
“Drowned?” he would murmur.
“Certainly, unless you look after him better.”
“Oh, then I must look after them all. Saran’s, and Harry’s, and Marged’s—”
“Nobody’s asking you to look after Harry’s children and Marged’s, for they’re not living where you can keep
an eye on ’em same as you can on Saran’s. She’s got as much as she can do with them other two babies an’
another one coming, without fishing this one out of the river every whipstitch. Come on, move yourself, an’ take
the boy with you down the road for a bit of a walk.”
I pulled him by the hand until he smiled, for they had called me John after him. In less than a minute we would
be crossing the bridge in front of our house to get out on to the main street of the town, to me the street of many
wonders. But before he and I started knocking about town together, I had, in my childish way, made myself
familiar with the neighbourhood in which our house was situated in a row of houses called Tai-Harry-Blawd,
which in the English tongue is renderedas Harry Blawd’s Houses. This row, “our row,” as I called it, was a row of
about twelve double-houses built on the left bank of Morlais Brook, into which our dad, had he wanted to, could
have, from our doorstep, jumped in three jumps. We lived in the third of the twelve backless hovels called the
bottom houses, or the front row, the houses at each end of which were what one might call the bridge houses,
being nearest the two bridges over which one crossed the brook to get to the main street.
Then there was the top, or the back row of houses, the third storey of our bottom row. To get to them we had to
round the end of the row and go through a narrow bottle-necked gully. The passageway between the door of the
top-houses and the bank of rock was about a yard wide. Our mam’s parents lived “around the back,” so I knew the
back as well as I knew the front. It was a sort of “back becomes front” building scheme—that’s if such places can
be called a “scheme.” In the bottom row we could look out on to the main street from the doorstep; people living
above us in the top row looked out on to the main street through their back windows.
The twelve families living in the twelve houses of the bottom row shared two privies, two little caves of ease
let into the wall at each end of the row. These two little caves of concentrated stink the children of the row rarely
used, rarely had the chance to use, for when we did go there it was usually to find one of the men of the row
enjoying a smoke as he eased himself leisurely.
Still, there was always the left bank of the brook, more often than not referred to as the river, this being the
recognized place of easement for juveniles; and for adults under cover of darkness, and when the two holes in the
wall were occupied. The top row also had two privies for communal use; but there was only one water-tap, and
that was fixed to the wall at half-way point in the bottom row. On the recognized washing-days the supply was
often less than the demand, and women would for long, and throughout the day, be seen with buckets and pans
959

waiting their turn to go to the tap which, after being heavily taxed in the earlier part of the day, would only yield a
trickle which would only fill one bucket per half-hour. Losing patience, the women would go down to the brook
when there was enough water to cover the many dead cats and dogs, and fill their buckets there. They had plenty
of coal to boil the poison out of it, they said.
For the families of both top and bottom rows there was one ashpit. It was an iron receptacle which when full to
overflowing held about a cart-load of refuse, say half a ton. This was supposed to be cleared twice a week, but
wasn’t always. No sooner was it emptied than it was full again. Then the families carried their refuse to the two
bridges and emptied it down into the brook to wait for the heavy rains to flood the brook and rush our refuse
along to the River Taff and along to the sea.
The two bridges which flanked our row were not quite the same. The lower one carried a colliery railway,
single line, along which the colliery company sent trucks of house-coal for distribution to its workmen at
privileged rates. About five trucks at a time, say forty tons, were sent up to be unloaded at the colliery railway
terminus that was within a few yards of the main street. The top bridge, the bridge in line with the door of our
house and within a few yards of it, was for pedestrians and horse-drawn traffic only. Over this bridge something
quite as wonderful as the railway engine and trucks using the lower bridge daily travelled. It was the four-in-hand
Merthyr-Dowlais bus, the coach-house and stables for which were sixty yards to the right of our house. From
there two double-decker buses, each drawn by four spirited horses, issued each morning. Throughout the day
spare teams of fresh horses crossed the bridge to be like lightning put into the harness the blown and perspiring
horses stepped out of to go to the stables for a rest. Every other journey they changed, so it was like an all-day
circus for us Tai-Harry-Blawd children.
Why, to see old Bob Harris up aloft in the driver’s seat, handling reins and long whip like the artist he was, was
far more satisfying to me than were the engine and trucks using the lower bridge.
It was horses we boys of Tai-Harry-Blawd admired most. After the spirited bus-horses, the heavy cart-horses
harnessed to the coal-carts. When the coal-carts were being loaded in certain winds the coal-dust would be blown
across to settle on the clothes the women of the row had that day washed. All heavy things, owing to there being
no proper drying-ground, used to be hung to drip and dry over the two bridges. Heavy patchwork quilts, and
sometimes a blanket, would be seen hanging from the railing of the bridges.
Only the women who continued the fight against the bugs troubled to wash heavy things, the others said it was
no good trying. They used beds and bedding for as long as they could before throwing the lot into the brook and
buying new. The floods were welcomed to rush these beds and bedding down the brook through three culverts
under the streets to the Taff River, and from there along to the hospitable and sanitary ocean.
Our mam, having no money to buy food some weeks, let alone new bedding, had to go on fighting the bugs as
best she could. She and her mother tried all sorts of things from time to time, but without success, for the bugs
used to retreat into the walls, the ceiling, everywhere. Still, the bugs didn’t worry me much after I had got used to
them.
The strip of ground between the row and the brook was the playground for the children of the row; a drying
and meeting-place for the women; and a moping-ground for the men when they lacked the means to raise the latch
of a pub. Then they would sit around the ashpit. Sometimes they would empty the ash pit to make a sort of cockpit
of it. They would put a live rat, the biggest they could get hold of, and a veteran jackdaw that couldn’t fly, down
into the empty ashpit, then poke them with sticks to make them fight. That was in the ashpit.
Sometimes the men themselves would fight each other bare-knuckle and stripped to the waist on the strip of
ground between the brook and the houses. This was frowned upon by the people of the row, for the recognized
place for bare-knuckle fights, “the Twmp,” was only a couple of hundred yards up the hill. There two men could
fight it out without having their wives shrieking at them from their doorsteps.
A few couples in our row often quarrelled in a showy way. Most of those in the row shut and locked the door
when they began to quarrel, not to give the neighbours a laugh. Our mam always did.
But there were others who not only gave the neighbours a laugh; the whole town had a laugh, for people
passing along the main road could hear ’em at it. They were in a minority, a minority composed of men and
women who thought their houses too small to quarrel in properly.
True, the table and a couple of chairs filled the one and only livingroom, so there wasn’t room for a man to let
himself go properly. What with the kids hanging on to his legs, crying: “Don’t hit our mam,” and she herself the
other side of the table with the baby in her arms. So out on to the communal strip of ground he would run, and
after he had spat on his hands, shouted as loud as he could:
“Come out here, you cow, you, come out here so as I can settle you.”
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The woman was never so foolish as to accept such an invitation. She stayed on the doorstep with the baby in
her arms, telling the man what she thought of him. The neighbours had their laugh before the man would say,
“Oh, go to hell,” then rush across the nearest of the two bridges and into the nearest pub to drink all the beer he
could buy and have on strap till payday.
All the people in Tai-Harry-Blawd were not like that. There were a few tidy families, tidy in their ways, I
mean. People who locked their doors on the inside when they could see they were bound to quarrel; these people
often went to chapel on Sundays. Ours was one of the “tidy” families of the row.
Having described the outer features of Tai-Harry-Blawd, a word now about the inside of our house, which is
practically the same as all the other houses in the bottom front row. The great difference between the bottom and
top houses was that the bottom houses had an upstairs, the top houses didn’t. In front of our house was a bit of
wall, and inside the wall was our coal-cwtch, or place to hide the coal. Not that there was any need to hide it, for
everybody had coal. However, our mam called the bit of wall and the coal-cwtch—above which she used to keep
hanging from a six-inch nail the tub dad washed hisself all over in every night of the week except Sunday and the
days when there was no work, and in which she used to wash all us children on Saturday nights—and out there
where she kept the tub she called “the bailey.”
We children will always remember that “bailey,” as mam called it, and as we all called it after her. For the pack
of hounds which Major Jones kept in the hound-house on the road to Pontsarn once jumped the little wall into our
“bailey’—and some of them came right into our house after our little Skye terrier, Gyp, which the hounds had no
doubt mistaken or something else, and had chased her across from the main road, across the bridge, the top
bridge, not the bridge the engine used, and into our “bailey”—and a few of them into the house, where they
yapped until the huntsman came after them on his horse and called them out. It was the talk of the place for a long
time.
Inside our house there was not a lot of room. The table, Dad’s high-backed armchair, two small kitchen chairs
and a three-legged stool, and the chest of drawers as well, filled the one and only living-room. The table had to be
pushed back tight against the wall to make room for dad to wash hisself in the tub before the fire. There were two
bedrooms, a tiny one downstairs—on the right going in—and one a bit bigger upstairs. Dad had to bend double
when going upstairs, so did our mam. They had to squeeze themselves flat to get past our bed to the bed in which
they slept with the baby. About the time I had my leg broke our mam put up a sort of partition between our bed
and the bed in which she slept with dad and the baby.
When we were all in bed we could hear as plain as anything what the people in the house above us were saying
and doing, for there was only the thickness of the bit of board between us above the rafters against which dad
used to knock his head when he forgot himself and straightened hisself up. Our upsairs window was about the size
of dad’s big coloured pocket andkerchief. There was no back way to our house, for the back wall was built against
the foot of the hill.
We nearly always had a dog, and the breed was Skye terrier, which dad thought was the best ratters. He took
our dog with him to the pit during the day, but at night the dog was in the living-room downstairs. Once when we
didn’t have a dog some rats from the brook came across into our house by night and ate the tops of dad’s pitboots, and next morning he had to go to the pit in his best boots. Before the week was out we had another dog.
The rats which had runs under the road from the brook into the houses liked the tops of pit-boots because they
were always well oiled to keep them soft. If mam ran out of shoe-oil for a couple of days our dad’s pit-boots went
as hard as iron, and he used to swear then when trying to force his foot into them in the morning.
The Welsh were in a minority in Tai-Harry-Blawd, where they were mixed with English, Irish and Scotch
people, whose fathers and grandfathers had been brought into Wales by the old Iron Kings. At first I knew only
Welsh from my parents and grandparents, but as I went on playing with the Scott, Hartley, Ward and McGill
children, I became more fluent in English than in my native language. Dad was annoyed when I started replying
in English to what he had said in Welsh, but our mam said, in Welsh:
“Oh, let him alone. What odds, anyway?”
“Plenty of odds,” dad said.
However, it was seldom I saw our dad, and when I did he rarely spoke. But I was playing about with the
children who couldn’t speak Welsh from morning till it was time to go to bed at night, and from them I learnt not
only to speak their sort of English; I also learnt many of their far from harmless tricks. One of the boys whose
lead we followed was, so several of our neighbours said, born to be hung. Sure enough, he was hung when he was
a grown man.
There were many interesting men and women living in Tai-Harry-Blawd, though few of them could read a
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word of Welsh or English. Our dad was one of the few. He could read a little Welsh and English, sing Welsh and
English songs, and speak in both languages, but it was Welsh he preferred to speak.
There were some lovely women living in Tai-Harry-Blawd. Inclined to stoutness, most of them, but they were
lovely all the same. Our mam was the loveliest, I thought. But Saran McGill was lovely too. Then Jane Jones,
whom we boys called Jane Fat, was lovelier than any of the women of the row from the shoulders up—ay,
lovelier than our mam. She used to sit, Jane Jones, I mean, out on the “bailey” of her house, which was the end
house of both bottom and top rows. One rounded her house to go up around the back to the top houses where our
mam’s mother and father lived. So I used to see Jane Jones sitting out on her “bailey” combing her long hair.
Seated there she looked like a queen, for she had noble features, lovely eyes, and hair down below her waist.
Sitting there the mountain of fat from her neck down was not so noticeable. My granser many times told me that
he remembered Jane Fat when she was altogether lovely, remembered when he could span her waist.
Like most other women in the row she had many children, girls all. After she had combed her own hair she
would, out on the “bailey” where everyone could see, hunt the children’s heads.\fn{ For head-lice:H} Her husband
was George Jones, a little man with a ragged moustache. Jane had a sister who was a very good dressmaker, she
too was very stout. Then there was old Mrs. Rees, who told fortunes, and who used a lot of high-dry snuff. Tom
Scott, whose nose was broke, and his wife. They had an Aunt Sally three-balls-a-penny standing which they used
to erect out on the main street when the town was on holiday. Mrs. Davies “the butter” lived and sold farmhouse
butter in the bottom house. And ever so many others.
3
“Where are you taking him, dad?” my mother cried as we were passing our house. She was seated out on the
‘bailey’ giving our Frank the breast; and I could tell that granser didn’t like her sitting there with her bodice open,
for, before he replied he muttered something about not knowing what the world was coming to when women sat
outside their houses giving children the breast and hunting the children’s heads.
“I’m taking him for a bit of a walk down the road,” he said. “According to your mother, that’s to be my job
from now on. P’raps you’d like me to take them other two in the shawl as well.” Our mam laughed out loud.
“You’ll have your hands full with him. The two Johns—never mind, off you go.” She laughed again; and I
pulled at granser.
Over the bridge and out on to the main street we went. Once out on the street granser talked and talked,
pointed out this place and that, this thing and that. Buildings.
“That was built by your father’s father when he was alive. Poor fellow fach, he never lived to see you. Frank
the mason, they called him, Johnny.” According to him my father’s father, who died before I was born, had built
ever so many places in our town.
“Your father’s father could start a house—ay, an’ finnsh it, Johnny. He didn’t wait, like some of these we’ve
got today, for carpenter, plasterer an’ tiler. No, he could do it all hisself, Johnny. Right from the foundation to the
tilings. But he was took, poor fellow fach, when he was about fifty; an’ your father’s mother wasn’t long after
him. As tidy a man an’ woman as ever …”
He went on talking as we slowly moved along the narrow street crowded with the people of the new steel age.
The iron age had ended, the steel age had begun, was what was young learnt by me owing to my having to listen
to the conversations between my granser and the other old puddlers whom he was forever meeting and standing to
talk to on the street. They lamented over the death of iron, and shook their heads and sighed as they talked of the
steel rails which were now being rolled at the Dowlais and Cyfarthfa works.
I kept trying to pull granser away from the old men he talked to. Coal, iron and steel meant nothing to me just
then. The street, the street of wonders, along which my progress was continually being delayed by old men who
talked and talked, was what I wanted to see and see and talk about. The four-in-hand Merthyr-Dowlais bus, as the
horses breasted the hill rising from Pontmorlais Square, I was content to stand and watch until it was out of sight,
but as for standing whilst granser “passed the time o’ day,” as he called his long talks, with old men who like
himself were finished and done for by steel, well, that was most annoying.
“Whose little boy is that, John?” was what they would say to granser after hearty and elaborate greetings.
“This is my gel’s oldest boy—his name is John too.”
“Oh, your Marged’s oldest boy.”
“No, no, Saran’s oldest boy. Well, how are things with you?”
Forgetting all about me, they went on talking. Having endured this for some time, I discovered a way of
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breaking up their talks. On the narrow pavements there were stands on which goods were displayed for sale by the
people whose shops were not designed for the display of goods. So they brought the goods out and displayed
them on stands which took up the whole of the pavement\fn{I.e., the sidewalk:H} along the shop’s frontage. So as the
old men and granser talked I put out my hand to take things off the stands. Cakes, fruit, sweets, brandy-snaps—
pigs’ feet. Nine times out of ten I was seen by the shopkeeper, who, after he had taken whatever it was I had
stolen from me, would want to know from grandser what he was thinking about to allow me to go about stealing.
“If you don’t watch that boy he’ll grow up to be a thief.”
So granser had to keep his eye on me, which he couldn’t do and talk and talk to the other old men all the time.
But he had to talk to someone, and evidently I was better than nothing. He talked to me as we went hand-in-hand
along the street day after day. Having been born in 1820 he could remember ever so much he had seen with his
own eyes, and heard for himself; then he could also rememebr a lot of what his father told him, all of which he
told me as we went about together. Every step of our way recalled something to his mind.
Being inattentive it was little of what he said that I committed to memory, for before he could interest me he
had to remember something more striking than I was seeing on the street with my own eyes. A few things which
he said about soldiers; the great Lord Nelson; and Trevethick’s wonderful engine; and the players at the theatre
who were turned out of their lodgings by order of the deacons of Pontmorlais Chapel, stuck in my mind because I
was interested in soldiers, sailors, engines, and players. In any case, I was bound to remember a little of what he
told me, for he told me the same thing again and again.
He related to me what his father had told him about the coming to Merthyr of the Dragoons in 1800. Drawn
swords, with which they sliced dogs in half, and the crowns off old men’s high hats. They had come to cow those
who in their fierce hunger had looted the company shop down by the Angel. Two of the hungriest of the men were
taken to Cardiff to be hung. He showed me the Star public house where Nelson and Lady Hamilton had put up the
time when Nelson came to see the great Cyfarthfa Works. Showed me where Trevethick started the first steamengine that ever pulled a load behind it. Seventy tons of iron and seventy passengers on top of the iron
Trevethick’s engine had taken nine miles.
“All that was before my time, Johnny,” he would remind me. “But”—each time we neared the Castle Hotel he
would stop to point and say—“what happened there in ’31 I seen with these two eyes. Heard the shots which the
Scotch highlanders fired from in there, Johnny, and seen the people fall. Nobody knows how many was killed by
here where we’re standing that time, Johnny, for people was afraid to say about them that was carried to their
homes to die. But it’s safe to say that the soldiers killed twenty, Johnny. No soldiers killed. But they hung Dic
Penderyn down Cardiff before he was twenty-three because, so they said, he had wounded one of the Scotch
highlanders.” After he had sighed and shaken his head he would say:
“No, the poor boy was as innocent as you, Johnny. But they hung him all the same.”
Sometimes he would chuckle as we passed Pontmorlais Chapel.
“That mother of yours, she’d die if she was stopped to go to what she calls “the threeatre.” Good job for her
some of the deacons who used to be at Pontmorlais are in their graves. They wouldn’t ’low members of this
chapel to have people from the theatre under their roof. Made ’em turn ’em out on to the street. Now, of course—
but that’s how things change.”
We were always meeting our relations on the street. Uncles and aunties, the aunties with cousins in arms. Our
mam’s brothers and sisters; dad’s brothers and sisters. Their wives, husbands and children. Roaring Uncle Harry;
quiet Uncle Daniel. Talk, talk, talk, until I began to think that I was related to everybody in town.
One day granser and I met my Uncle Harry on the pavement outside the Owen Glyndwr public-house, and
grandser told him to go on home before he got himself into more trouble. Uncle Harry went off towards the Drill
Hall, and granser stood watching him until he was lost to sight. Then he sighed, and stood with a far-away look in
his eyes for a time before he told me the same old story about the club walk which had ended with a grand
assembly on Pontmorlais Square.
There had been a prize for the handsomest young married couple on parade that day, and he and granny had
won the prize.. He had worn a new bottle-green coat that day, but he couldn’t quite remember what granny had on
altogether. Goodness knows how many times he told me that same story about the club walk and about him and
granny winning the prize for the handsomest young married couple on parade that day.
Granser was not what you can call well the day the new hospital was opened. Henry Richard, M.P., was either
dying or had just died, and granser thought there was no one alive to compare with Henry Richard, our senior
M.P. Uncle Harry wanted to take granser to have rum hot, but granser said no. Our dad was with Uncle Harry that
day, more fool him, for Uncle Harry was always playing tricks on our dad. Still, they were together, and in
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agreement about the new hospital. They said quite a lot. Uncle Arthur, the distant uncle who always gave us
children pennies, was saying thank goodness for a hospital at last.
“You’re right, ‘at last,’!” roared Uncle Harry. “They’ve built it for shame’s sake at last. An’—you watch now
—it’s we’ll have to pay for it in the long run, same as we’ve had to pay for everything else—”
“Too true,” our dad said.
“The last thing they thought about,” said my uncle Harry. “Humph, the lords an’ ladies we’ve made ’em. They
made canals to Cardiff—”
“And the railway,” said our dad.
“I’m talking,” said my uncle Harry. “Castles to live in; banks to keep their money in—every damned thing
’cept a hospital. For about a hundred an’ thirty years they’ve done their eye-good out of us; an’ for a hundred an’
thirty years we’ve been getting smashed up an’ blown up without a place to get patched up in—”
“What about the workhouse infirmary?” said Uncle Arthur. '
“What tidy man would ’low hisself to be taken there?” our dad said.
“I’m talking,” said my uncle Harry, “an’ I know what we’ve had—an’ what we haven’t had.” He pointed to
granser.
“Here’s my father after working since he was a child in arms for ’em—”
“Never mind me; you look after yourself,” said granser. Then to me he said:
“Come on, Johnny.”
“Come with me now an’ have that rum hot for your chest,” said my uncle Harry.
“Ay, come on,” said our dad.
“I’m going home with this boy,” granser said firmly. He was bad all the time after that, but he went out to see
the voting when Prichard Morgan was voted into Henry Richard’s place.
One fine day after that, he took me and my brother Billa for a long walk. Our mam had a new baby, so Billa
had been forced off the breast as I had been, and was now turned over to granser, who took us both for a long
walk up to a high place, from where the whole district was to be seen from Dowlais Top down the Vale to
Troedyrhiw.
Granser was breathing a bit fast all the time we were up there. After he had caught his breath a bit he said:
“There it is. Pits, works; the talk and wonder of the world. All over the world they’ve been talking of Merthyr
an’ Dowlais. Ay, and of Penydarren and Plymouth works when they was going. I’ve worked in ’em all, an’ now
…”
He was talking when Billa and I went across to the hedge to look for blackberries, but before we got to the
hedge I stopped to see if I could see our house from up there. I couldn’t be certain. For long I looked right from
where Dowlais began to shape itself below the uplands to follow the huge works down to Penydarren. Then the
derelict old Penydarren Works—our house must be somewhere near there. Yet I can’t see it. My eyes next rested
on the Cyfarthfa Castle and Works, all the operations of which could be noted from one or other of the Castle’s
many windows. Then I turned to look away down to the right to where the old Plymouth Works were crumbling to
ruin—
But what was the matter with granser? He was sitting where we had left him, but now his head was in his
hands—
“Look, our Johnny,” said BIlla, showing me blackberries.
I took him by the hand and with him walked back to where granser was sitting. He sat up and said:
“Hullo, my boys. Come on, we’ll go home now.”
That was the last time he was out, I believe. A lot of old people in Tai-Harry-Blawd and along the Tramroad
died about that time, and granser and granny were two of them.
Now we didn’t have any gransers or grannies, so from that time on I had to look after the children who needed
looking after. After granser and granny were dead and buried the few things left in the little house up around the
back were divided into three lots—though all of it wasn't what could properly be called a lot. Uncle Harry had a
few things. Auntie Marged had a few things, and our mam had a few things.
A young couple who were not related to us went to the landlord to ask for the house and got it. …
224.44 Excerpt from Dame Of Sark: An Autobiography\fn{by Sibyl Mary Collings Beaumont Hathaway (1884-1974)}
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… It must have been a shock for my parents to discover when I was three months old that one of my legs was
two and a half inches shorter than the other. As a tiny baby I was so swaddled in long petticoats, flannel wrappers
and shawls that no one noticed the uneven length of my legs until I was “short-coated”. At this time my mother
found out that my nurse, Lizzie, suffered from epileptic fits, and it was assumed that she had dropped me during
one of her seizures. She was hastily transferred from the nursery to the kitchen as cook, but by that time the
damage was done and I was fated to be lame for life. One of my most terrifying childhood memories is of Lizzie
lying rigid in a churn full of cream which she had upset on the dairy floor. In my mind’s eye I can still see her
dripping and being carried upstairs by John Hamon, the cowman. She was replaced by my much loved Nana, who
watched over me in the nursery until I was old enough to graduate to the schoolroom, which was presided over by
a governess, while my baby sister Doris occupied the nursery with Nana.
I may have inherited my bad temper from my father or my childish tantrums may have been caused by my
lameness. On the one occasion I clouted the housemaid with her dustpan because she did not get out of my way
on the stairs. Needless to say, I was severely punished nd my father carried me upstairs raging and struggling and
shut me in my room. I was in such a fury that I threw the water jug, basin and soap dish out of the window. There
was a skylight below, over the pantry, and I can remember enjoying a feeling of revenge when I heard the crash
they made falling through the glass on to the stone floor below.
“That’s what they get,” I thought, “for shutting me away from my dog and my donkey.”
When I was four years old Mother took me to see a specialist in London. The trip was a great adventure. It
took twelve hours by sea from Guernsey to Southampton and then there was all the excitement of traveling by the
first train I had ever seen. Even now there are people in Sark who have never seen one. There are no railways in
the Islands, and the inhabitants seldom take holidays in England or on the Continent.
Mother and I stayed in London with Mother’s Canadian father, George Moffatt. He lived in a tall Victorian
house in Westbourne Terrace near Paddington Station, and I was taken by my mother’s old American maid to see
the trains puffing in and clanging out of the station. One day we were rewarded for our vigil by seeing Queen
Victoria arrived from Windsor.
For me the visit to London was spoiled by the clothes I had to wear. I particularly detested a black and white
checked pelisse and bonnet garnished with a white ostrich feather and tied under my chin. The specialist who
examined me offered to operate in an attempt to correct the dislocation in my right hip, but Father would not hear
of it, so I was made to wear a surgical boot. No punishment could have been worse for me than that monstrous
boot. It had a thick sole and heel which always felt wobbly, and because I was accustomed to the shortness of that
leg, which never really impeded me, I felt hampered rather than helped. To add to the physical inconvenience, I
was made miserable by other children who stared with avid curiosity whenever they caught sight of me. I cried so
much that my mother came to the conclusion I would be better off without the boot and it was discarded.
Although the trip to London had been exciting, it was wonderful to get home to Father and Nana. Father
always treated me more like a son than a daughter. The toys that normally appealed to small girls had no attraction
for me. I disliked dolls and by the time I could appreciate my rocking-horse I was already mounted on a live one.
Father filled the nursery and schoolroom with books which I enjoyed wholeheartedly. Between the ages of nine
and ten I read Masterman Ready, Midshipman Easy, The Last of the Mohicans, and Rolfe Bolderwood’s Robbery
Under Arms, and had started on Henty.\fn{ George Alfred Henty (1832-1902) wrote 122 children’s novels between 1970 and
1902, the plots of which typically revolved around an intelligent, courageous honest and resourceful (but modest) boy or young man, with
plenty of “pluck” and living in troubled times:H} I despised the goody-goody books for girls that my aunts gave me.

We had, and have, our own fairy-tales and ghost stories on the island, which were as familiar to me as the
Seigneurie\fn{The name of the residence where she lived, as Seigneur of Sark:H} in and no more frightening than my own
nursery. I knew that the ledges below the chimneys of all old houses in Sark—including the Seigneurie—were for
the witches to rest on instead of coming down the chimney and putting spells on the house and its people and
animals. It was well known that the evil eye could cause cows to cease giving milk and infest with fleas or lice
those people who were opposed to the possessor of “the eye”. In fact, an unforeseen domestic calamity could be
attributed to this.
Tchico, or Old Dog, was supposed to belong to a witch and roam the roads, even crossing the Coupée\fn{The
isthmus collecting Greater Sark and Little Sark; a narrow paved road runs across its top:H } at night, but is never seen now—
though I was told that he once came to announce a death. This legend of a black dog is not rare and I was
interested to read in A Ghost Hunter’s Game Boy by my friend James Wentworth Day that “the legend of the
Black Dog is common throughout East Anglia. It is supposed to be derived from the Norse myth of the Hounds of
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Odin, and to have been brought here by the Vikings”. We know that the Channel Islands were occupied by the
Vikings—the progenitors of the Dukes of Normandy—so what can our Tchico be but another ghostly Hound of
Odin?
Fairy pipes, pipes de fériaux, were sometimes unearthed while digging foundations or ploughing. They are tiny
clay pipes with miniature barrels, probably the first pipes made when Sir Walter Raleigh was Governor of Jersey
and introduced tobacco as a rare and costly luxury. The islanders were convinced that they had belonged to the
pouquelayes—the “little people”—who they thought inhabited the dolmens and menhirs, burial sites and votive
stones dating from the earliest known occupation of the island. The pouquelayes could be very helpful if you put
fresh milk out for them to drink and would make the cream ripen so that the butter came quickly (though some
farmers’ wives had more faith in throwing a coin into the churn—always a sliver florin because of the cross on it).
They would also finish your knitting for you, and find things if you lost them. But if you made them angry by not
believing in them or doing any mean trick, they would get blackberry bushes to scratch you or make you add up
wrong or stop the hens laying. The most important thing to remember in dealing with the pouquelayes was to take
neither count nor tally—n’en prendre ni compte ni taille. Even today some old man will claim that he has seen
fairies, and when laughed at by the young will retort,
“It does not mean that because you have not seen any, it cannot happen now.”
One of the legends of Sark concerns a certain well. It is said that anyone bold enough to draw water on
Christmas Eve is sure to hear a voice calling him by name and will die before the year is out. This superstition
was once put to the test many years ago when a bold man decided to prove whether it was true or false. He
became so elated by the thought of his bravery that he drank too much brandy before midnight and when the
moment came to test the superstition he fell into the well and was drowned. This certainly proved the story as far
as he was concerned, though he was unable to leave any record as to whether he had heard the voice or not.
There is also a legend about the Eve of St. John. It is believed that at midnight all the cattle can be found on
their knees and at that moment are gifted with the power of human speech.
My great-uncle Frank Lukis of Guernsey, a well-known archaeologist, taught me always to keep a sharp
lookout for any flint arrowheads or stone implements whenever I walked across ploughed land. Our present
Infant’s School stands on the site of an early mediaeval cemetery. When it was being built a quantity of old stone
roofing tiles were found as well as some skeletons in stone graves. Oddly enough the skeletons’ heads were laid to
the east and rested on stones. These stones now form the base of the railing enclosing the schoolyard.
A.D. 565 marked the arrival in Sark of the Welsh Saint, Magloire, with sixty-two followers from France. Saint
Maglorius (from the Gaelic MacGlor—Son of Glory} and his disciples built their monastery on the spot where the
Seigneurie now stands, above a boisterous brook. They made three ponds for carp, a dam and a water-mill for
grinding their corn.
According to the cartulaire kept by the monks the monastic routine of Saint Maglorius was constantly being
interrupted by raiding pirates. These were often Scots, and one Edward Bruce is several times mentioned. Before
the year 1100 a high outside wall of defense was built—fifteen feet thick at the bottom and eighteen inches thick
at the top—which today forms part of my garden wall.
A little more than a hundred years later, Sark was plagued by the dastardly scoundrel Eustace Le Moine, the
renegade monk who was commissioned by King John in 1205 to recover Normandy which had been reunited to
France after 292 years. This Robin Hood of the sea had a gift for leadership and soon united a number of English
and Flemish pillage-seekers who rapidly became a formidable band of pirates inflicting horror on the coasts of
Normandy and Brittany. Seven years later he threw over his loyalty to King John and offered his services to
France, occupying Sark for a time, but John having appointed Philip d’Aubigny as “Guardian of the Isles”, he
quickly attacked Sark and took the uncle and brother of Eustace prisoners to Porchester Castle.
In 1216 Eustace again took Sark, but the islands were again returned to Henry III by the King of France, and
Henry III gave it to “His beloved Richard, Vicar of St. Mary’s in Sark”. The monks continued their agricultural
activities until 1463, when they transferred themselves to Normandy where they founded the Abbey of
Montebourg, near Cherbourg, alas completely destroyed by the Allied landings in 1944.
Nothing now remains to record the long occupation of Sark by the Monks except their place names (the bay, a
230-foot drop below their mill, is still called Mort du Moulin), the defence walls and their well, marked with a
stone cross. All that is left of the original cell of Saint Maglorius from which he directed the building of the
monastery is a pile of rocks (many of them water-worn, indicating that they were probably dragged up from the
beach), massed at the corner of my garden wall. They say on Sark that these rocks must never be moved away or
back luck will follow
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Ultimately the body of Saint Maglorius was stolen from Sark by henchmen of a Norman nobleman, Nivo, who
wanted a saint’s relics for a shrine in which he was interested at Lehon, in order to be exempted from
excommunication. Happily, before he had time to remove the cell, the excommunication order for his wild life as
a marauder was renewed. The island remained uninhabited for 120 years after the monks had gone.
Perhaps the spirits of monks and pirates really do haunt Sark. Many people have told me tat in certain parts of
the island they have a strange feeling that dreadful deeds have taken place. Personally, I have never had any such
feeling, probably because all my life I have been too intent on living in the present to be conscious of the past.
From earliest childhood, I had heard the islanders’ stories of witchcraft, folklore and fairies, but for me Father’s
companionship was much more interesting that old wives’ tales.
As soon as I was old enough to hold a revolver Father taught me how to shoot. He used to toss an old top hat
of my grandfather’s into the air and was furious if I did not it as it fell. I was only eleven when he gave me a .3-3
Martini rifle and a shotgun to use when I went rabbit-shooting with him. If I wounded a rabbit he insisted that I
should kill it myself. This made me so sick that I very soon learnt to shoot straight.
Mother was convinced that I had a steadying influence on Father and encouraged us to spend as much time as
possible together, which we were glad to do. But he was often busy dealing with the arrears of the island, sailing
round other islands with my mother in his yacht or carrying on feuds with the Church—one of his favourite
occupations.
In those days the Church of England service was conducted entirely in French, which made it difficult to find a
suitable English parson. The first of the French clergy that I remember was a Monsieur Vermeil, who
demonstrated his anti-British feelings by skipping the prayers for Queen Victoria. On these occasions my father
would rise in wrath from the family pew which was, of course, the front pew, stamp out of the church and go
straight home to write a letter to the Bishop. The Bishop would protest to Monsieur Vermeil and for the next few
weeks he would unwillingly read the prayers ... until he’d skip them again, and again there was the same angry
performance from Father.
I was grateful when death removed Monsieur Fermeil, because with him went his daughter, my first governess.
Daily, since I was five, she had taught me the rudiments of education, combined with piano lessons.
Mademoiselle Vermeil was a fierce little woman with an intense hatred of Germany. She had been at school in
Alsace during the 1870 war and it was from her that I learnt to distrust all Germans. She made me say the Lord’s
Prayer every morning in French before starting lessons, and when I was stumbling through my first piano pieces
she would rap my back with a ruler and once, exasperated with me, slammed down the piano lid on my fingers.
The Reverend Louis Napoleon Seichan, who replaced Monsieur Fermeil, was a law unto himself. If he disliked
any parishioner who had died he would refuse to allow the Church pall to be used on the coffin. He once went so
far as to take his maidservant to help him pull down a tombstone that had been erected to a man he hated. In
English that was not good, he used to announce the Collection would be for the “Organist’s Fun”.
It was inevitable that Monsieur Seichan and my father would fall foul of each other. After a dramatic quarrel
one day, my father, riding a mare with the foal trotting behind, chased the vicar round and round the vicarage
garden. For this indignity Monsieur Seichan sued Father, who had to appear before the Sark Court. As Seigneur,
he was more or less a dictator, since he had the right of veto in our parliament, the Chief Pleas. Nevertheless he
was subject to his own laws and found himself “bound over to keep the peace” by his Sénéschal.\fn{The head of the
Chief Pleas} This episode, which doubtless caused much entertaining gossip on the island, must have embarrassed
my mother beyond words.
Father also spent a good deal of time persecuting my governesses, who consequently did not stay long enough
for me to form any lasting impression of them. The only settled character in the nursery was nana. I dimply
remember a Miss Pritchard, whose taste in bright mauve and emerald hats infuriated Father so much that he threw
them out of the window. There was nothing for her to do but retrieve them from the lead roof of the pantry and
take her leave.
Mademoiselle Mathilde Des Essarts was the only governess with whom my father had a truce, perhaps because
she took his side against Monsieur Seichan. She was a sensible, gay little French woman, passionately proDreyfus, whereas Monsieur Seichan, the Corsican, was anti. This led to many excitable rows in which Monsieur
Seichan would shake his fist and Mademoiselle Mathilde would throw her head up and snort.
One of the recurring exercises set by Mademoiselle was to write letters to the heroes and villains of the
Dreyfus case—to Maître Labory to congratulate him on his defence; to Colonel Henry, one of Dreyfus’s accusing
officers, and to the Commandant-in-the-Woodpile, Esterhazy, deploring their actions.
I followed the Dreyfus case closely in the Standard, the chief Conservative newspaper. From the moment I
967

could read well—at eight years old—Father made me read to him, every day, the leading article. If, owing to
gales, the boat didn’t come for a week, the accumulated papers were doled out one by one on the subsequent days.
From the Standard I read about Gladstone, Kitchener and Khartoum, and the Battle of Omdurman,\fn{ September 2,
1898} at which a Mr. Nicholson, whom I had actually met, was killed. This made a great impression on me.
Soon after mademoiselle Mathilde left the island we heard that Esterhazy was lying low at one of the hotels in
Sark, but nobody would condescend to take any notice of him—not even Monsieur Seichan.
My sister Doris was born when I was seven years old, and Nana looked after her until she married the farm
carter and I was freer to do as I liked. Very few other children came to Sark in those days, so I was lonely when
Father was away from the island. The crony of my loneliness was our very old cowman, John Hamon, who in his
youth had worked in the le Pelley silver mines. I used to follow him around, admiring the squeak-squeak of his
stiff corduroy trousers, while he allowed me to help him lead the cows in and state them out. One of the most
peaceful sounds of my childhood was the knocking-in of cow pegs.
Hamon also acted as the local barber and dentist. On Sunday mornings he would don his gbest Guernseys,
made for him by his wife, with his initials knitted into the side, and proceed to the farmyard outside the forge.
There he attended to people whose faces were swollen by toothache. Each one would be seated ritually on a barrel
and held firmly by an assistant while John produced a formidable-looking instrument and yanked the offending
tooth out. I enjoyed watching this performance and was not in the least upset by the yells of the patients, although
when any of the farm animals were killed I would shut myself up in the nursery and cry bitterly.
On Mondays when the trippers came to see the gardens, I entertained myself by climbing to the top of the large
arch of the entrance gate, hiding in the ivy and making ghostly noises to puzzle them. While I waited among the
dusty-smelling leaves for my next victim I would study the Collings coat of arms over the gate—a horse’s head
with the motto Fidelis in Omnibus—and ponder what fate had befallen this so fondly commemorated horse who
once pulled an omnibus.
Always inventive, I harnessed a pair of goats to a miniature mahogany phaeton which had once belonged to
one of my great-aunts, and drove along the dusty lanes and cliff paths of the island at a tearing speed. The trouble
was that the goats had a habit of coming to a sudden stop and lying down. The only way to make them get up was
to pull their hair. Fortunately I was oblivious of their smell.
From the time I could ride Father provided me with a donkey. One of these had a foal who used to come into
the house and follow me upstairs. There came a day when the drawing-room tables were laid for a tea party and
Tuffy somehow got in among them. By the time the guests were ushered in Tuffy had done her worst. Bread and
butter, jam sandwiches and cakes were strewn all over the floor and Tuffy trotted innocently past the startled
guests and down into the garden. Both she and I were in disgrace, and Tuffy was forbidden the house. But she had
already experienced the joys of gorging on gache, one of the Sark specialties which consists of a dough cake
crowded with raisins. Thereafter she took to experimenting gastronomically. This proved the death of her. One
day she ate the poisonous berries of iris foetida, which grows wild in Sark.
My next donkey had a strange fear of the Coupée. Nothing would induce her to cross it. Although she never
hesitated on the narrowest path, she refused to budge from the spot where she could see the 240-foot drop on
either side, even when she was blindfolded. I have never heard of a horse that would refuse to cross and some of
the islanders concluded that my donkey must be sensitive to the presence of Tchico.
Many people who suffer from vertigo will not cross the Coupée even now that we have put rails on either side.
There was a sensible man of Little Sark who used to visit a pub on Great Sark and on his way home would first
try walking the length of an old George III cannon which lies on the cliff near-by, to test his sobriety. If it was
doubtful, he would lie down and sleep off his excesses beside the gun. There is only one recorded instance of
anyone being killed by falling over the side of the Coupée, and that was two hundred years ago, when a man
carrying a bale of straw in a gale was caught by a ferocious gust and blown over.
Although I lived an enterprising, boyish life, my nursery routine was very strict and regular. Meals were
severely plain and solid. I had to eat four thick pieces of bread and butter at tea before I was allowed jam or cake.
Baths (in a tub in front of the fire) were allowed once a week. There were only a few inches of water which,
because it had to be carried by one of the four women servants, by the time it was brought upstairs had become
lukewarm.
We went regularly to church on Sundays. Later, my father encouraged me to argue with him on anything we
had heard in the service. To support his own arguments on the Gospels he would produce a Greek testament
saying,
“Now I will give you the correct version.” Or if any Old Testament discussion was on, then Josephus was the
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reference. He hated Nonconformists.
“Their sheep have no wool,” he would say, and could support his claim, because he knew the sheep’s wool
tithes which were paid to him annually.
For social life we depended a great deal on visitors to the island. Mr. Crofts, who came first when I was ten,
was an annual visitor eagerly anticipated and much loved by me. He had been a winner of the Diamond Sculls and
was a typical rowing man, tall and powerfully built. We used to go swimming together and although I never
remember a time when I was not able to swim, my confidence in the water was due to his example. It was he who
set me swimming problems in tricky tides. Had it not been for him I might not have been able to qualify for my
life-saving certificate when I grew up. We used to explore the caves which can only be reached from the sea. He
died as he would have wished—drowned one rough morning when he had gone down to bathe—and is buried in
Sark.
Frederick Waugh came to Sark and later dedicated a book of reproductions of his famous pictures from the
most important United States galleries to me and “to the memory of Sark where I learned to paint the sea.” There
were several other Americans in those days and I remember being taken by Mother to admire a new American
baby in its cradle. Making no attempt to conceal my disappointment, I cried indignantly,
“Oh! I thought it would be black and it’s just an ordinary white baby.”
A visitor who did not disappoint me was the very dark ex-Queen Liliuokalani of the Sandwich Islands (as we
then called Hawaii), whom I admired for her height and her colour. She had been driven from her kingdom in a
revolution organized by the American Minister, and had come to Jersey for her exile.
Father was the first Seigneur to remain in Sark the whole year round and not spend winters in Guernsey. But
we paid frequent visits there, to stay with my great-uncle and great-aunt Mary Ann—the one my grandfather had
wanted to marry. Her face was so masculine that she looked like a female impersonator, and her hair, worn à la
Lady Blessington, did little to improve her looks. Her side-curls were dressed with macassar oil, against which
antimacassars were invented to protect the headrests of chairs. She sternly disapproved of bicycling and usesd to
call me “Miss” when she was angry. She would say:
“Mark my words, Miss, you will grow deformed and bow-legged from this ridiculous riding.”
Great-uncle was a veteran of the Indian Mutiny and had been at Lucknow. I remember the grim thrill of
opening a drawer and finding it full of relics of children’s blood-stained clothing and locks of hair.
This household seemed intensely old to me. I slept in a large four-poster bed which had red rep curtains with
heavy black fringes, and was forbidden to open my windows at night for fear the air would make me deaf. Our
once-a-week bath was a tin one raised from the ground like a soup plate and ornamented with painted vine leaves
and tendrils. We had sherry and biscuits at noon, and dinner at four o’clock. The valuable old Waterford glass and
Sèvres china was in everyday use, but was not destined to survived intact because it was constantly being knocked
off the table by the old servant, who was nearly blind.
As I grew older, my Guernsey visits became gayer. There was always some regiment stationed in the island,
socially reinforced by a collection of Gunners, Sappers, and Naval officers. We would go for moonlight picnics on
bicycles to one of the bays while our chaperones drove sedately down in carriages to join us. There we would
catch sand-eels which when fried tasted just like whitebait, or go ormering.\fn{ Hunting for sea-snails} In the spring
and autumn when your great tides take the sea down thirty-five or forty-feet you can prise ormers off the rocks
with hooks. They have an oval-shaped shell like a small-sized ablone from the Pacific, and when properly done by
an island-born cook they are utterly, uniquely delicious.
After these nocturnal excursions we would cycle home in pairs and often “get lost” to the scandal and secret
delight of the Mrs. Grundys.
Though I was much younger than my companions, life with Father had made me extremely sophisticated for
my age. The time he abandoned me at Cherbourg was an example of my having to deal with a situation like a
grownup. I was barely fourteen, and off with Father on one of his frequent yachting trips. Since his boat had no
auxiliary engine we were at the mercy of head winds, or lack of wind. On this occasion we were obliged to put
into Cherbourg, driven there by a gale. Father took rooms for us at an hotel and then disappeared. There was no
sign of him for days and although the owner of the hotel, Madame Zoppi, was exceedingly kind to me I grew at
first impatient and eventually desperate.
A report came at last that my father had been sighted at Crteret. So, borrowing the fare from the kindly
Madame Zopopi, I set out by train and horse-bus to search for him. At Carteret there was no sign of him. I had no
money left. Seeing AMY over the door of a shop and recognizing it as a Jersey name, I marched in boldly and told
the shopkeeper my story. Believing me, he lent me money to take a little steamer which ran between Carteret and
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Jersey though he was not, as it turned out, a Jersey man after all, but a stolid Norman. In Jersey a friend of my
mother’s, a Mrs. Hawksford, put me up, and after a short stay I sailed for Sark. Since in those days there was no
telephone between the islands, Mother knew nothing of my adventures until I was safely home.
In our house the greatest entertainment of the year was in October for the Harvest Home, and we gave a
special dinner for the men. The room was decorated with sheaves of corn, flags and hydrangeas. About fourteen
people sat down to a meal of boiled mutton, roast beef, plum duff and some sort of milk pudding, Father presiding
and the doctor at the other end of the table. After the dinner the women servants burst in, giggling, for the dancing
to the music of a concertina. The men took part in the broomstick dance. Two of them, holding a broomstick
between them at arm’s length, would throw their legs agilely over it and stamp in rhythm to the music. The
evening came to an end with everyone roaring Mon Beau Marin; Madeleine; and Auprès de ma blonde.
In 1895, there was a rebellion against a law passed by the Chief Pleas proclaiming a close season for rabbits
from February to July. Ricks and barns were burnt in revenge against the farmers who had passed the law. Father,
determined that there should be no damage on our farm, rigged up a Heath Robinson system of wires and alarm
bells. There was no electricity then, of course, so the wires were attached to bells that would ring inside his
bedroom window. When the warning tinkled he would wake me up and we would sally out in dressing-gowns
with our revolvers. One night we caught a rebel skulking under a hedge. Father seized him, threw him on top of
the thorny hedge and sat on him.
Then, as now, I could speak the island patois—a mediaeval French incomprehensible to any but the Channel
Islanders. My parents, perturbed that this was affecting my accent in real French, which I spoke equally fluently,
decided to send me to school in France.
So at fourteen I was dispatched to the Sacré Cœur convent at Tours, the strictest of the Order in the whole of
France, and the most exclusive. All pupils, before they could be accepted, were required to have the requisite
number of quarterings in their armorial bearings.
The journey between Sark and Tours was not easy in those days. I traveled by the old steamer Courier from
Guernsey to St. Malo in charge of Captain Whales. There a nun of the Sacré Cœur swept me up with
monosyllabic efficiency and took me by train for one night to her convent at Rennes. Next morning another nun
came from the school to escort me on the long all-day railway journey to Marmoutiers.
The old Abbey of Marmoutiers stands outside the city of Tours, a steep cliff behind it and the lush landscape of
the farmlands and vineyards of the Loire in front. This was school: scrubbed refectory tables, coffee in bowls,
plentiful food (though for me and the other two English girls too much garlic and too many snails; frogs’ legs,
however , could be treated as merely tasteless chicken), too much praying and a rigorous accent on modesty. For
the rare baths we were allowed, we were given a sort of tented wrap and told to remember that our guardian angel
was a man and always watching us.
After a childhood with my wild father it was difficult for me to accept school restrictions or the Sacré Cœur
idea of recreation: no games except hopscotch, modest rambles along the banks of the Loire within sight of the
shepherding nuns, solemnly organised visits to the nearby châteaux and, the only Babylonian diversion, a
conducted expedition to taste the new vintage of Vouvray.
On the site of the school there had once stood the church from which Tristan the Hermit preached the First
Crusade. Here, centuries later, exasperated nuns preached humility, obedience and the other Christian virtues to a
rebellious, lame young girl from Sark. The cliff behind the Abbey was honeycombed with grottoes once used s
dells by pilgrims on the road to Rome and the Holy Land, and there, as penance for sliding down the lovely flat
polished banisters or for dipping our modesty robes in the bath and dropping them on the floor or for some other
defiant exploit, I and the girls I had led into mischief were sent to kneel on the rough-hewn stone floor.
Unrepentant before the altars of St. Bride, St. Patrick or St. Samson, and unable to kneel evenly, I would shift
uncomfortably from one knee to another for hours at a time, and plan the next gesture against authority.
I handled the inevitable show-down before the Reverend Mother with equanimity. I pointed out to her sagely
that the disciplinary psychology of the school was wrong. If, for instance, there were no nun lying in wait at the
foot of the stairs to pounce on us for punishment when we slid down the banisters, what would be the challenge?
Where would be the thrill? Much impressed, the Reverend Mother experimented with my suggestion. We said we
were sorry and I did it no more. After that I was not reprimanded, nor did much to deserve reprimand, and was
only brought before the Reverend Mother once again, and that was for my mispronunciation of the words “Rome”
and “Ecureuil”.
Although Father was afraid I might become a Catholic, Mother insisted that I should attend all the services in
the school chapel (the first was at six a.m. and there were others throughout the day) until, as she knew I would, I
970

became saturated with prayer and in revolt from religion. In the holidays, to extract the last remnants of any latent
fervour the nuns might have engendered, Father made me read Josephus and Gibbon, and when the Bishop visited
Sark I refused to be confirmed.
After two terms I was removed from the Sacré Cœur where I had, on the whole, been very happy. My mother
and father met me at St. Malo on the way home and took me to stay at Mont St. Michel—isolated in those days at
high tide, with the old causeway under water, and after dark the people carrying lanterns up and down the steep
streets. There in the faulted kitchens, brass pots glittering through the charcoal smoke, Madame Poulard herself
taught me to make an omelette. You never washed the pan, otherwise, she maintained, the omelette would stick
and burn. A slight flavouring of garlic—apart from that there was no real secret.
But I never liked cooking—I much preferred the dairy. The cows in Sark were always pure-bred Guernseys.
Their cream forms too rich a curd for making hard cheese, but our cream and butter are like none other in the
world—a glorious golden yellow. Our dairyman churned it twice a week and I helped work up the butter and
shape it into pats. This custom came from the law which ordered every farmer to emboss his sign on each pat,
thus making him responsible for the quality of his butter and its correct weight. I have known the finer points of a
Guernsey cow and all our crops and their seasons ever since I can remember.
So I returned from school to share a governess with my sister Doris, then only eight. I felt it was rather an
insult and implored to be sent away to school again, but Father wanted me at home, and that was where I stayed.
Someone once said, “There is no need for women to be clever”—a comforting thought for my sister and
myself, considering the small amount of education we got.
3
My birthday falls in January and my fifteenth birthday was most unhappy because by now I was conscious of
my lameness in a different way and dreaded the impact it might make on men. During the previous summer when
crossing to and from Guernsey I had noticed that people sitting on deck would glance up as I walked by, then
quickly from their eyes. Since my short leg had never hampered me in any way and no one on the island had ever
seemed to notice it, it came as a tremendous blow to find that strangers regarded me as a cripple. The realization
was insufferable. Night after night I buried my face in the pillow and sobbed for the pleasures which I would
never have a chance to enjoy—sobbing with despair and indignation that fate had treated me so unfairly.
Had I still been at boarding school with girls of my own age there would have been less time to brood over the
future, but Sark in winter is a lonely place for young people without companions of their own age. The hotels
close at the end of summer, and the boat service is cut down to three days a week. There was no telephone on the
island and radio had not been dreamed of. We were completely cut off from the rest of the world except on the
days when a boat arrived in our small harbour with mail, newspapers and extra provisions.
The winter dragged on. When lessons were finished I went out climbing over the cliffs by myself and thought
of all the fun other girls would have when their schooldays were over. They could look forward to gay romances,
flirtations, proposals from young men, and marriage, while I was doomed to be an old maid; it was too much to
hope that any man would fall in love with a girl who limped.
At last sheer misery galvanized me into working out a constructive plan for the future. I decided that as
romance and marriage were out of the question I must train myself to be as useful as possible tot he world. The
best way to start would be by making myself indispensable to Father. This could be done by writing his letters,
checking farm accounts and becoming familiar with the island affairs. Once my mind was made up and I had a
definite goal in view, I more or less forgot my handicap and the less I thought \about it the less important it
seemed to be.
It was about this time that Horatio Bottomley had the idea that there was a great deal of money to be made out
of Seark if he could lay hands on it. He offered Father £30,000 for the island—a very large sum of money in those
days. This offer seemed fantastic to me and I asked,
“What use would the island be to Mr. Bottomley, and how on earth does he think he can make a fortune out of
it?” Father explained,
“He has calculated that he can start a casino here and make such a profit that he will be able to get out before
public opinion is aroused and causes the Privy Council to legislate to close it down.” As it happened, nothing
came of the proposition, which was just as well considering Bottomley’s later colourful and nefarious deals.
The next would-be purchaser was Athelstan Riley, a most distinguished member of the a High Church, whose
one worldly ambition was to become Seigneur of Sark. It was my mother who put an end to that scheme. With
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great politeness and firmness she informed the worthy gentleman that it was quite useless for him to try to induce
Father to sell because she would never agree to it, and went on to explain that by our law a wife hads the right of
refusing to agree to a sale—moreover, she can retain for her own use and occupation one-third of the house,
outbuildings, garden and farm during her lifetime. This is our legal form of The married Women’s Property Acrt,
which it pre-dated by many years, making it quite impossible for an erring husband to cut out his wife. As we also
allow no divorce it is a most effective law.\fn{ In 2003, Chief Pleas voted to vary the ban on divorce in the island by extending to
the Royal Court of Guernsey power to grant divorces}
After this interview the subject was closed for good and all. Athelstan Riley gave up the idea of becoming
Seigneur of Sark and made his home in Jersey.
By now winter was behind us. A soft warmth poured over the island and spring was in the air, bringing the
delicious faint fragrance of wild flowers and sweet-scented gorse. The high rocky ground that slopes down to the
steep road from Bel Air to the harbour was bay with flowers. Butterflies fluttered in the gardens and above the
deep narrow footpaths winding along the edges of the island. The fishing boats put out to sea again and boatloads
of trippers arrived each day from Guernsey.
For me the summer was made all the more delightful by a young man who was reading for Cambridge. We
became friend, and when he could get away from his tutor and I from my governess we went climbing and
swimming. I introduced him to the grottoes and caves. After a while our friendship developed in a very youthful
and romantic way, which made me realize how silly I had been to worry about my limp.
It was on a fine, breezy day in October, when I was sent down in the dog-cart to meet my new governess at the
harbour, that I first laid eyes on Dudley Beaumont. He had decided in a most casual way to come to Sark with his
friend Cecil Hayter, a black-and-white artist who often visited the island. Intrigued by the other’s description of
Sark, Dudley had agreed to come along. There were few tourists arriving from Guernsey at that time of the year
and when Dudley saw me standing on the extreme end of the pier as the boat edged its way into the old Creux
Harbour he said,
“I would like to paint that girl.” The reply was,
“You haven’t a hope—she is the daughter of the Seigneur.”
Cecil Hayter knew Sark well and on a previous visit had made friends with Mrs. Judkins, an amateur in watercolours, a charming old lady who wore her curly white hair cut short and drove about the island like Queen
Victoria in a bath-chair which looked like a sort of chaise, drawn by a donkey. My mother was devoted to her and
she lived in Rose cottage next to the Vicarage.
If anyone could persuade my mother to allow Dudley to paint a miniature of me it would be Mrs. Judkins.
Cecil Hayter took him to call on her. In a short time Dudley had met Mother and received an invitation to the
Seigneurie. He followed up this visit with so much charm that he quickly induced Mother to let me sit for him,
which was the last thing I wanted to do. The sittings bored me to distraction. They did not get me off my lessons
with the new governess and, worse still, they prevented me from going out riding and amusing myself in my own
way. I soon discovered that miniature painting requires a great many sittings. Half hoping to make Dudley look a
fool, I invited him to come out climbing with me, trying him out on our most precipitous cliffs. Rather to my
disappointment he came up to my standard, but even so this attractive-looking, slim young man did not impress
me at the time. He had a slight stammer, which admittedly he managed very well by dropping the first letter of
any word he found difficult to say.
On leaving Sark he wrote me constantly and sent me many books. She knew what kind I liked and chose them
with great dare. With so much to read, life was made more interesting for me through that dull winter, only
enlivened by occasional visits to Guernsey. One of these resulted in my completely losing my nerve in a ship, a
fear which has lasted all my life.
It was a stormy day, but I wanted to go over to Guernsey for a dance. I set off quite happily in the little steamer
Alert. When we reached the west side of Sark we ran into very rough seas and seemed to make little headway.
Then we met a really terrible squall off the dangerous island of Jethou. The ship stopped and rolled helplessly on
the heavy swell, each roll bringing us nearer to the rocks of Jethou and making it obvious that we were out of
control. I knew all too well how dangerous these waters were. My grandfather and grandmother, as I have said,
had been wrecked off the reef between Herm and Jethou, one of the former Seigneurs had been drowned within
sight of Sark, and there had been any number of wrecks off the Channel Islands. Clinging to the deck rail and
paralysed with fear, I waited for the moment when we would strike a rock.
At last a small tug came out from Guernsey and towed us in. Fortunately in those days when many large
sailing ships came to Guernsey with coal and timber a tug was always ready to go out. On arrival I found my aunt
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ill in bed, and my uncle went off to his club before I had a chance to tell him of my escape, so there was no one to
talk to. Sitting alone at supper, and afterwards by the fire, it was impossible to take my mind off the terrifying
experience I had just been through. The night was one of nightmare dreams.
Since that day I have never been able to overcome my fear of the sea. Its relentless strength and weight and
cruelty have become an obsession—so much so that I have seriously considered trying hypnotism to cure myself.
Although I have crossed both the Atlantic and Indian Oceans several times I have never felt happy at sea. I love
swimming. I have no fear when I am in the water, but I am an utter coward on it. Only the knowledge of what
courage I need to go on a voyage makes me unashamed of admitting my cowardice.
A year had gone by since Dudley had left Sark., I considered myself quite grown up at sixteen and a half and
had been in England since July visiting a friend of Mother’s. The son of the house was paying me a great deal of
attention, which added to my enjoyment. I was flattered because he was older and, in my opinion, much more a
man of the world than Dudley. It was a surprise when Mother wrote saying she had invited Dudley. To stay and
had asked him to meet me at Waterloo and escort me home. Two days later a letter arrived from Dudley telling me
of the invitation, but adding that before he accepted, he wanted me to realise that he hoped to marry me.
“Please think it over seriously,” he wrote, “and try to look at me in a new light before I come to Sark.”
I thought it over and decided that it would be silly to make a decision one way or the other and it was unfair to
expect me to do so. Here was a situation that called for tact, I told myself, and wrote what seemed to me a most
diplomatic letter telling him to come because I wanted to see him again after such a long absence and get to know
him better. Then I deliberation missed the train at Waterloo so as to arrive in Sark a day later.
After spending every day and all day long with each other for a month I decided that after all I did want to
marry Dudley. We talked to Mother, who was very sympathetic but said she felt it was too soon and insisted we
must wait until after my seventeenth birthday in January before saying anything to Father who, she felt sure,
would make many difficulties. Dudley said miserably,
“It is wonderful for me to know that we have your approval but I can’t help being disappointed. I had so hoped
—”
“I know you are disappointed, Dudley, but you must admit Sibyl is too young to be engaged. Come back and
stay with us near Easter. By that time you will both have had a chance to make up your minds and be certain that
you really do want to marry.”
“My mind is made up. It has been for a long time.”
“Yes, so it seems, but it is only fair that you should give Sibyl a few months more to be sure of herself.” He
agreed reluctantly and we had to be content ourselves with long letters through the winter.
When Mother tried to prepare the way with Father there was a stormy scene and I was given a wretched time.
At last I was summoned to the study. Here he announced angrily,
‘I have no intention of considering this idiotic proposal until you are eighteen. Get that into your head. I refuse
to listen to any more argument, but as your mother has already invited the young man for Easter it would be
making this silly business look too important if he was put off, so he can come.”
After that visit Father’s fury boiled over. Living in the house with him was a nightmare to me and a misery to
Mother, who began to look ill with worry.
Looking back I am not sure that I was really in love, but all this opposition made me determined to get away
and marry. The situation went from bad to worse. Almost every day I was shouted at to come into the study where
I had to listen to long tirades of abuse and a forecast of all the awful things that would happen to me if I continued
to be so “infatuated” with Dudley. Books would be seized off the table and hurled at me as I tried to escape out of
the door. Finally the day came when I lost my temper. There was the usual shout of,
“Come into the study at once!” I went in, slammed the door behind me, stood with my back to it and ssaid in a
very loud voice that shook with rage,
“Stop shouting at me, I’m not standing fro any more of this; I’ve been bullied enough and I wont put up with
insults any more. You don’t care about anyone but yourself nd you don’t mind who suffers as long as you get your
way. AIt doesn’t matter to me; sooner or later I will escape from you; but Mother can’t because—well, because
she loves you. And you behave abominably in front of her.”
The stored up anger of years against his treatment of Mother came out in a torrent of words. I was in such a
towering rage that I hardly noticed his look of astonishment. At least he shouted,
“You’re a damned virago!”\fn{A loud, overbearing woman; a harridan, harpy, vixen, etc.} There wzs a slight
pause and he added with smug satisfaction, “But all the same you’re a cyhip off the old block,” and I sailed out of
the room in triumph.
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My triumph was not to last long. Three weeks later Father ame into my room about midnight, dragged me out
of bed and downstairs in my night-gown, and without saying a word opened the front door and threw me out of
the house.
For the first and only time I suddenly felt afraid of him. I fled up the drive and across fields till I had put a safe
distance between me and the house. Then I hid in a hedge.
Waves of fear swept through me. What could I do? How could I escape? Where could I go for help? The island
was so small that I was bound to be found. If this had happened during the day I could have gone to one of the
hotels or somebody’s house without causing a scandal, but I could not appear in the middle of the night wearing
nothing but a nightgown. Did Father know that Dudley was still on the island staying with friends? I must keep
away from him at all costs. My thoughts went round in circles and it was some time before I realized how cold I
was. My teeth were chattering and the rough ground had torn at my bare feet. The island was wrapped in a chill
mist that blurred the nearby trees and under the hedge the earth felt damp and clammy; but it was a hiding place
and I stayed there.
It was somewhere near dawn when the sound of footsteps reached me; two men were walking along the road,
and one of them must have caught sight of my white nightdress. The steps halted and Dudley’s voice called
quietly,
“Come out, Sibyl. It’s all right—your mother sent word asking us to look for you and take you to Mrs. Judkins.
She says you will be safe there and Mrs. Judkins is expecting you.”
So Mother had found out and arranged everything for me. The relief was so overwhelming that I was unable to
say a word. The three of us walked silently up the road to Rose Cottage where Mrs. Judkins greeted me with a
cheerful,
“My dear, you must be half frozen—come upstairs at once. I have already made up the bed for you.” Without
more ado she led me upstairs, handed me a nightgown of her own, tucked me into bed surrounded with hot-water
bottles and made me drink a glass of hot milk well laced with whisky.
I slept for hours and was only woken up by the bright sunlight streaming into the room at high noon. Meantime
Mrs. Judkins had managed to get a message to Mother telling her that I had been found. When I woke up Mother
was there with my day clothes wrapped in a small parcel. She said I must go away at once and went on to give me
careful instructions:
“You must go down to the harbour without being seen and get on the boat as soon as the passengers from
Guernsey have landed. You will have to tell the captain more or less what has happened and say that I want you to
be away for the time being. He has seen your father in one of his rages and he will understand.”
“What am I to do in Guernsey?”
“Stay away from your aunt and uncle, and board the boat for Southampton, then take the train to London and
go straight to your grandfather. I have written out two telegrams, one to your grandfather, which I want you to
send as soon as you get to Guernsey, and the other to your father’s relatives in Somerset, which you must send off
as soon as you reach London. And here are two letters, one for your grandfather, which will explain why I have
sent you to him, and the other to Somerset saying you are in need of care and protection. You will need money.
Here it is and I have packed a case for you which will be sent to the harbour with passenger luggage from the
Dixcart Hotel. It’s not labeled, but you will find it in the Guernsey boat.”
“How about Dudley?” I asked.
“I wish he could go with you, but that would look like an elopement and cause a lot of talk. He had better stay
on here till the end of his visit and then go over to England. You can be married in London.” She ewas silent for a
moment and then said very seriously,
“Are you quite certain that you want to marry him, Sibyl?”
“Yes, now I am quite certain.” Mother glanced at the cock on the mantle-piece and stood up.
“If I stay any longer your father will miss me. I had better be getting home.” Suddenly I noticed how tired she
looked and, forgetting my own problems, asked anxiously,
“What will happen to you? Will you be all right? Will Father—?” Seeing my panic-stricken expression Mother
laughed for the first time.
“Don’t be a goose, Sibyl. Your Father won’t throw me out of the house. He may not realise it, but he really is
devoted to me. He will be very angry but we all know his temper. It will take a long time before he forgives you
for wanting to marry a very nice and perfectly suitable young man, but you must try to remember that, in his
opinion, no man has a right to take you away from home.” She kissed me and before I had a chance to say
anything more the front door closed behind her.
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That day, while Father was hunting for me all over the island on a mare, I made my way safely down to the
harbour, following hedges and by ways, and slipped on to the boat about half an hour before it was due to leave. I
explained all that was necessary to the dcaptain, who had known Father for many years. He was most
understanding and helpful.
“Now don’t you worry, Miss Collings—just go and hide yourself in my cabin, and leave the rest to me.”
I had hardly got into the captain’s cabin when Father rode into the harbour and came on board. He was at once
headed off by the captain who invited him into the bar for a drink while I crouched in the cabin in an agony of
suspense. How many drinks were required to keep Father occupied for the next half-hour will never be known,
but when sailing time came he was coaxed away over the gangway just in time.
All Mother’s instructions went according to plan. First I stayed with Father’s relations in a quiet country place
called Bawdrip in Somerset where he did not think of enquiring for me. After that I went to stay with an old friend
of Mother’s in London and collected a very modest trousseau. It was from her house that I was married two
months after leaving Sark.
When Dudley and I went to obtain the licence for your marriage we produced a letter from Mother giving her
consent. As I was only seventeen, parental consent was necessary, but no difficulties were made because it was
assumed that Mother was a widow.
We were married at St. James’s, Piccadilly. I had sent Father a telegram before hand to tell him the news.
Mother’s father gave me away, and as we walked up the aisle I was conscious of a cold prickling feeling at the
back of my neck. I thought it quite possible that Father would burst into the church with a gun because I knew he
had arrived in ‘England the previous day. The service began, but the words did not penetrate to my mind until I
heard the clergyman say,
“Therefore if any man can show any just cause why they may not lawfully be joined together, let him now
speak, or else hereafter forever hold his peace.”
There was an awful pause. I held my breath and felt my knees shaking, but there was no angry shout of protest.
Although Mother was in England, we persuaded her to keep away from the church. Father might never have
forgiven her if she had been present.
Shortly after we were married Dudley discovered that I had never been confirmed. This omission shocked him
a good deal. So I was confirmed at the very same church in which I had been married a few weeks previously,
wearing my wedding dress for the occasion. This, I think, must have been a record.
Father apparently had a fixed objection to any daughter of his wishing to leave home. My sister Doris had an
equally exciting time when she wanted to marry. She was locked up in her room and shots were fired through the
window into the ceiling. During a lull she escaped by sliding down sheets knotted together and hung out of the
window. The sheets were part of our grandmother’s trousseau and were dated 1844, but they held fast and proved
a credit to those who had woven the linen sixty years before. Doris also got safely away and was married in
Gibraltar to Captain Henry Verschoyle. …
225.230 Excerpt from Wild Honey\fn{by Alison Uttley née Alice Jane Taylor (1884-1976)} Cromford, Derbyshire,
England, United Kingdom (F) 10
1
Style is the manner of writing, the fashion and beauty of the expression, the way in which the art of writing is
performed, and style cannot be learned by rules. Nobody can become an artist in words unless the art lies within
his mind. One cannot take lessons in style, but writing can be improved by taking pains in the presentation of the
subject. The artistic quality which is called style is a gift of the gods, a birthright which will come into being
without extraneous help, although that help may quicken the seed and bring forth the flower earlier.
The seed may wither if the art is never put into practice, or it may stay alive as a power of appreciation, a
critical faculty with no practical expression. Style cannot be taught, but it can be influenced and assisted in its
birth. When it comes into being it is a personal attribute of the writer’s, unique as his own character.
As a gardener tends his soil so the writer can help his seed to fruition. Most people think they can write at least
one book. It is the easiest thing in the world, they aver, to take up a pencil and scribble a work of art. “My life
would make a good book,” they say, but they do not produce the book, they say they have no time. It remains
unwritten because they have not the knowledge of their own tongue. There is more to the writing of a book than
the mere possession of a vague plot.
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Where can the art be learned? Painters go to the Slade, musicians study under various masters and then go to
an academy of music, but writers have no such help. They may take the English school at a university, but this is
not a training for writing books. It is not an apprenticeship in the art of writing.
Fundamentally writing demands a knowledge of syntax of the language, rules which are taught at school, with
parsing and parts of speech, all very dull but necessary for everyone, whether a writer, blacksmith or housewife.
Children are taught to write essays, and this is at best a small help to the would-be writer, and often a hindrance to
originality of thought.
All my ideas of being a writer were shattered by the essays and their structure as I was taught in my youth. Our
essays were a test of good handwriting and an absence of blots. I could attain the former by exerting the greatest
care over forming each individual letter, with loops unfilled with ink, but smudges and blots always were a
hazard.
We had to provide our own paper for essays and this was a problem, for money was scarce and paper was even
more rare. My parents drove me to the little town a few miles away and we inspected paper in the high-class
stationer and bookshop. I chose “Sermon paper”, on the advice of the lady who owned the shop; it was an
expensive packet of shiny thick paper of loose leaves and ivory surface. It was fit for a bishop at least and I felt
very proud to possess it, with a new “Waverley” pen and a new bottle of ink. Our bottles of ink were always
watered down to make them last and a thick sediment lay at the bottom, to be brought up on the tip of the nib by
the unwary writer.
They come as a boon and a blessing to men,
The Pickwick, the Owl and the Waverley pen.

The advertisement for my pen was everywhere, on railway stations, and in newspapers. It must be right.
I felt inspired by my sermon paper, and I wrote with extreme care, underlining the title and the headings with
red ink. I wrote my essays on the bare scrubbed table, white as a bone, in the kitchen, with the cloth, the plates
and cups pushed back to make room. Men walked through the kitchen, carrying cans brimming with sweet frothy
milk, doors were wide open to the wild winds which blew across, and the lamp flared up, or candles blew out in
the draughts. Tales of horses, cattle, revival meetings, circuses and robberies went on regardless of my presence,
and I gazed dreamily at the kind homely faces around me as I struggled to find words to describe a Shakespearian
character, when the live characters out of the past were already there. Phoebe and William, Audrey and
Touchstone were playing their parts, and Bottom the Weaver was whittling the sticks, and I had only an inkling of
the truth of time itself, time past and time present mingled there.
Then somebody going through the kitchen from the back door where the troughs lay, to the side door, with a
large square basket, squeezing between my Windsor chair and the oak dresser, nudged my arm violently, and a
long streak of ink fell on the white page. That was the direst calamity and it often happened to me. Ink was the
arch enemy. I had no indiarubber, for I was careless over such trifles, they got lost or borrowed, and a crust of
bread was always used at home. Even a sharp penknife came into use to scratch out a blot, although it
occasionally made a hole to rouse the anger of my teacher.
So I went on with my essay, but my words never came to life. I could not use my own experiences, the pithy
talk of the countrymen I knew, the tales I heard, the awareness of earth, and woods and fields, which were the
kernel of the life around me. There was no spark of inspiration, I was cut off. by the inky smudge which took
possession. It was the symbol of my life, a struggle between the perfection of a sheet of white paper and the
rugged proximity of people, but I could not bear to sit by myself in another room in solitary grandeur, away from
the great fire and the hissing copper kettle, from the ticking talking clock and the tales of the travellers home from
the fields. I might miss something vital by my absence, some old story of long ago, some exciting incident of the
present, with fox’s cunning or the humanity of an animal. So unconsciously I laid a store of memories, warm and
life-giving and the sterile essay languished for want of food.
Nobody could write even a humble essay without some idea of the subject, and my attempts were dull with no
gleam of light or fancy because I was afraid to wander from the beaten track of conformity. Individuality was not
encouraged. No essays were set on country subjects, and we were all country children. Essays were read aloud by
the teacher who would pounce on anything that gave a chance for sarcasm. The girl who compared the moon to an
incandescent light, in the evening sky, was mocked at before the whole class.
It was the most exciting light anyone had ever seen, this modern incandescent, but afterwards we kept the
moon in her place, with no imagery. The moon was our friend, our companion and guide, more personal than a
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relation, and we did not wish to bring her into disrepute.
Once, in an essay upon “The Novel”, I found myself involved in near disaster. I had never read a novel, and
indeed the word “novel” meant something loose and immoral in my strict home. Dickens was read aloud, and so
were George Eliot’s The Mill on the Floss, and Adam Bede, but these were homely household books about
country people. Novels were something different, wicked.
There was a novelist with the romantic name of Marie Corelli. I had heard her name when some visitor spoke
to my mother about her book The Sorrows of Satan. She had the authentic aura of the novelist, who was
acquainted with the Devil himself. Such a book was not for us, although I dearly wanted to know what were the
sorrows of the great king of Evil.
I wrote my essay with imaginative flights of fancy about novels, as I discussed various categories of books
which might exist in the great world of literature. No children were more ignorant about novels than we, with no
libraries and no books, and parents who read the Bible. I divided novels into books of family life, such as I knew,
dramatic novels such as Treasure Island, and It’s Never too late to Mend, for we read the “novels” of Charles
Reade, Dumas, Stevenson, with delight. Sherlock Holmes and The Moonstone came into this section of novels.
Finally I ventured on novels of passion, where passion had the old meaning of the word, hot-tempered clashes,
and wild feuds. Scott was in this list, but unluckily I gave the names of two authors whose names I had heard, but
whose books I had not even seen, so I did not know their titles. Thomas Hardy and Grant Allen, and I added
Marie Corelli with some misgiving. I gave in my essay neatly written on the sermon paper, and I had a feeling of
satisfaction, for it was longer than usual, and there was something in it. Never a smudge or blot defaced the pages,
and my heart rejoiced.
To my surprise the town headmaster, who had set the essay in a spirit of enquiry into the lives of his unknown
country pupils, came white-faced and bitter-tongued to the class. He waved the bundle of essays, he scolded
everybody for their rubbish, but I got the worst of his flow of anger, which poured in a spate of wrath, scalding us
all.
What did I know of novels of passion, he demanded? What could a schoolgirl know of passion? What had I
read of Hardy, or Grant Allen, or Marie Corelli?
“Nothing sir,” I murmured truthfully. “What did you mean by passion?”
I was too frightened to reply. He was in such a passion himself that I was intimidated and scared out of my
wits. I thought of the hymn, which we often sang with my mother.
When bitter words are on our tongues
And tears of passion in our eyes.

I was a passionate child who should curb her hasty words, I was often told, but I did not discuss this with the
master. I was mocked at and scorned and degraded by the man’s tongue. In adult life one never has the
humiliations and agonies of childhood, nor do we feel the pricks so acutely. I never wrote an essay at school with
any ease after this, I said as little as possible, and only in exterior examinations could I do well.
School days were no preparation for the art of writing, except in one respect. Latin was a compulsory subject
for Matriculation, which we had to take. It was the ancient language of the earth, the tongue of trees, and we read
legends I never forgot. Somebody gave me a copy of Smith’s Smaller Classical Dictionary, and the stories of the
gods and heroes become my daily reading, with the Bible for company. The dryads lived in our trees, I had always
known, the water nymphs in our river and in the springs, the fauns in the woods and Pan himself in the pastures.
The world was peopled by the figures of mythology, and I accepted them as true.
Poetry, already a part of home life, came again with the Odes of Horace, which we read with an imaginative
teacher. Cicero, Virgil, Ovid, we read slowly and painfully, with many a struggle, but the task of translation, the
search for words, the grammar, all gave an appreciation of words and a realization of choice offered to us.
This teacher also advised us to read books by Thomas Hardy, in spite of the ban by the headmaster, and I found
the life depicted in the books very similar to tales told by my famer of his childhood, in our farmhouse, with
shepherds and ploughmen, guisers and fairs.
The Bible was an everyday book, and I listened to the stories in the beautiful terse prose from my earliest
years. It was not archaic language, for many of the words and turns of speech were in use among us. People used
the second person singular, and they often used poetic phrases culled from their Bible reading. Every night before
we went to bed we had the prayer,
“Lighten our darkness we beseech thee, and by Thy great mercy defend us from all the perils and dangers of
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this night.”
“Perils and dangers,” that closely aligned pair both enchanted me and made me shiver with apprehension, for
the doors were barricaded, shutters fastened, the big keys turned in well-oiled locks, the huge wooden bolts were
drawn across, an iron bar was placed across the front door, falling into a socket. Ever since the house was built
and the ancient house which had stood there before it, the doors were barred, and these measures were taken
against perils and dangers that lurked outside. Everywhere is a frontier, and the outposts must be on guard.
Robbers and highwaymen once, goblins and witches now, haunted my nights, although I was not sure they even
existed, but the prayers kept them at bay.
The stories I heard read aloud from the Bible gave me a sense of literature such as I had from no other source.
The seed lay dormant in my mind, for I had no desire to write, I was afraid of mockery, I was unsure of the art
which required pen and paper. I made up stories and never wrote a word except in little home-made books of
stitched sheets of notepaper, cut small. I received a silver medal for English, but it was for work on Shakespeare
and poetry, not for any talent in writing.
Later, when more books came my way I fell under the spell of Joseph Conrad. He was the first writer whose
prose fascinated me. I was alone in my admiration, nobody else read his books. I had fallen in love with
something else by that time, I did not care a button for any essays, and writing had the rival of mathematics. I was
taught by a master who took the place of the fierce denouncer of essays, one who showed me a language I could
understand, more exciting than English or Latin, a speech of signs and patterns, a musical language, and this new
view of mathematics came when figures were left and symbols were used, the Greek letters, the sign of infinity,
the signs for the differential calculus. This salved me, it was a power, and we felt we were gods at play. Long
explanations and statements could be expressed in a few letters and symbols, we saw this symbolism as a key to
immortal knowledge.
I sat on my bedroom floor each night with a candle by my side and queer shadows fluttering over the ceiling,
as I worked at Conic Sections, going from one example to the next, transforming them into reality. The ellipse
was one of the beauties of this early work, a curve which enthralled me as far away and long ago someone must
have discovered the circle. The bridge, the cantilever, the parabola, all were like music. We wished to turn
everything into shapes and symbols, for the course of the earth itself and the stars were mathematical shapes.
So I went off at a tangent to study physics and mathematics, and English became the lost and forgotten love.
Sometimes there was a tug at my heart when I came across a poem, a book of fine prose. A physics lecturer lent
me Diana of the Crossways to see if I could bear it. I was lost in the story and the wonderful way of writing of
George Meredith, and I borrowed every book of Meredith’s and his poetry to satisfy my craving for it. This tutor
spoke to me of the link between Philosophy and Physics, and made me aware of the writing of some of the
ancient physicists, so that I read their lives.
Then came Turgenev, from a woman tutor, and the clear limpidity of the style was like spring water, and I read
every one of the row of pale yellow books. If ever I wrote I would choose to write like Turgenev, I decided, with
no knowledge of the difficulty of attaining such simplicity. After my Physics Honours degree I would study
English, I thought, but I went on to Cambridge with a small scholarship to study education, psychology and
philosophy. Here essays had to be written each week, the first since schooldays.
The subjects were interesting—Rousseau’s Emile, on Country schools, on Pestalozzi’s life,—on children’s
imaginations. There was a good reference library, too. The essays were not scorned and there was no heavy
sarcasm. One’s grammatical faults were corrected, and we were encouraged and praised. For the first time I
received positive help in writing, and I enjoyed writing in my little room overlooking Fenner’s. For the first time I
was drawn to literature, but I was still bound by strong ties to science. I was told these two loves were
antagonistic, but I did not believe this. Science and literature could go hand in hand, each showing one side of
life. I visited the Cavendish laboratory where a friend was a research student, working on cloud formation. This
was worth all the writing, I felt, to be in at the exploration of the sky.
I wanted to write a book but I was not ready. The words would not settle themselves in any pattern, I had not
found my style. It was too soon. I knew I wanted to write of the country as I saw it with all its beauty and serenity,
from within.
Once I sat with pencil and paper in a bedroom at my old home, determined to write the feelings that flooded
my mind before I went away. I could not do it. I was too near the subject of my desire. I stared at the beech trees
on the horizon, like a cock’s comb straggled against the sky. I could see the water trough, the shapes of stones, the
flowers, the ragged man who sometimes walked there picking up sticks, the old pack road.
Not until I went away from home and brought before my inner eye the vision of the pack road and the shaggy
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wood could I capture it in writing. I discovered that remembrance is the sieve through which the experiences must
pass to remove the extraneous matter. To write is to paint a picture, not to take a photograph. The plot is
unimportant, but the presentation of the plot is the unique possession of the author. Time passed, years sped by, I
wrote nothing, but I scribbled impressions—sunlight on a field, the wind beating the trees and the swaying of the
branches, pleasures I wished to keep.
One day I went up to the attic of my Cheshire home, a room that had been the playroom. It was very quiet, all
sounds were dulled up there, and I looked around with pleasure. In a gable, like a doll’s house in the large attic,
was a tiny pointed window and below it stood an old Pembroke table from my child-days, banished there. It
looked enticing, this small intimate little room within a room. I fetched pen and paper, and sat down to write. I
drew around me a cloak of silence, and within its shelter I worked. I told of my country home, for I was filled
with longing to write of that place before I forgot the spell that bound me to it.
As I wrote I became a child again, living in the kitchen, peeping in the parlour, walking in the woods and
avoiding the stones, alarmed, secretive, alert, frightened, happy, and alive as I had never been since those young
days. I felt each sensation as once I had experienced it. I opened drawers and cupboards and saw things I had
forgotten. They lay there waiting, as if they were in an unseen world, out of our time, existing in eternity. I could
even smell the strong odours of the house, stuffy, mildewed, scented, according to the room, and I heard voices as
if I were there.
It was a miracle, and I felt sick with the intensity of the vision, as I scribbled my thoughts. I was caught up in
the web of time remembered, just as Proust returned to his childhood drawn there by the taste of a brioche in a
cup of tea. Hours passed like minutes as I secretly wrote. It was not memory but a return in time, and I was
exhausted when at last I went downstairs.
I finished the book, I cut it shorter, I copied it out on a borrowed typewriter which I could hardly use, and I
kept it secret for the old fear of mockery was strong. I was justified, for unwillingly I was prevailed to show the
copy and even the beginning was scorned as “not the way to write a book”. It was too simple, too childish even to
read.
I threw it in a drawer and forgot about it for some months, and then I read it again and sent it to a publisher, but
it was returned with a word of praise. I tried again and it was accepted by my present publisher. It was something
living, it was an entity with a life of its own, and I felt the joy of a creator.
The subject-matter of a book is not of immense importance. I wanted to write about my home because I loved
the fields and woods so passionately, the birds, the flowers, the little grassy paths which nobody could see unless
they were pointed out, the invisible ways of rabbit and sheep, and a human child. I wanted to paint in words the
effect of the clouds and the sun over wide spaces of land, when everything is united, part of the world, and in
harmony with it.
The tale must leave in the reader’s mind a perfume, a modicum of pleasure, a quality of the feeling that was in
the writer’s mind as he wrote. This feeling, this essence pervades the reader’s remembrance when the subject of
the book is forgotten. It lingers on, a fragment of remembered happiness, a glimpse into some place not on earth.
It is a haunting of the mind by beauty, by immensity of space, by the immortals as if they had appeared for a
moment and shown their luminous faces. I had seen them and I knew they were there. Perhaps this gets through to
the reader but probably circumstances, the time and place are against the revelation, but when it pervades the
reader’s mind there is an affinity between writer and reader, and the reader has a moment of bliss in making
contact with the unknown.
So the writer weaves a spell to capture the heart of the reader, and it is an individual enchantment, a
“supernatural windfall”, accepted with humility if it occurs, lost if it is denied.
Memory is a weak and shallow possession, and few people can remember a book completely when they have
read it, but various episodes, the feeling of a white road, the scent of a herb patch, remain, to bring the story to
mind. Something is recaptured, and it is this that the book exudes, the smell of country days, of the sea, of a fetid
town, a pleasure in the simplicity of the tale which has no ornamentation, no richness, except its own private
worth.
2
Most of my early life was spent in reading, for pure pleasure, and, like a drug addict I concealed my intense
longing for books by various devices of secrecy. There was a time for reading, and a time for helping others, and
my father often asked me in exasperation,
“Can’t you find something better to do than reading from morning to night? If I read all day who would feed
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the cattle, or plough the field, who would milk the cows and fettle the mare? We should all starve and so would all
the livestock.”
I did not answer, I put away my book and waited and then I took it out again and went on with the tale. One of
the reasons for just anger at my reading was that I became deaf and dumb. I did not hear when anyone spoke to
me, I was lost in another land and in another time than ours. I still have this power of concentration in a book, so I
dare not read in a train lest I get carried past my destination. In writing a story I am completely absorbed,
forgetting time and place and people.
Poetry has always been my favourite reading, and it coloured my life before I knew even the alphabet, for my
mother sang or recited poetry every day, and the lilt of it filled my early years. Ballads of Robin Hood, old
country ballads, pious stories in verse, hymns for the young, all led me on to seek rhyme, but there was a dearth of
the printed verse except Longfellow and Tennyson, which I chose for my birthdays. The sound of the verse, the
swing of the rhythm meant more than the sense, and the music of poetry was always ringing in my mind. A young
man, whom I thought to be very old (he was in his twenties), gave me a copy of Browning from his bookshop,
and so introduced me to a poet who was a favourite for years. A girl at school brought a Shelley to lend me, and I
read avidly, taking it all to myself for my own. Later on Walter de la Mare’s The Listener came with the impact of
a vision of the future, a revelation, and I sought for more of his poetry, to read in fields and lanes.
The books were read out of doors, for there was peace in the country with no motor cars, no sound except the
singing of birds and the bleating of lambs. Even these rural sounds faded away as I drifted into another world,
sitting under the oak tree, or at the end of the garden by the herb patch. The literary memories are mixed with the
scenes where I read the books, or heard the tales read aloud to me. Adam Bede, Romola, The Mill on the Floss,
were kitchen books, warm and contented, with the great copper kettle singing softly on the hob and the
grandfather clock ticking gently with its changing note, as if the clock was aware of what it heard. Dickens too
was a kitchen book, and it brings the smells of baking, of brewing, of horses, of milk cans and farmyard to me, as
I absorbed these odours with my reading. The nightmare which often followed some of the horrors of Dickens
came afterwards when I went upstairs with a candle shielded from the draughts, held against the shadows which
threatened me with knives and robbers and shrieking females. Wuthering Heights nearly drove me to the
madhouse, I was so frightened by the story which seemed deeply akin to all I knew. I imagined a hand on the
window, clutching, knocking, tapping, and the tap of the rose tree was enough to make me quake and shiver. I
read this book in a grim little north country inn where I had to stay with my husband who was doing some
engineering work in the bleak hills. Snow fell all day, the place was dirty and gloomy, and I found this book at a
small twopenny lending library in the village. It possessed me in an uncanny way, terrifying me, as the gales
roared down from the moorland, and the ugly village with its steep street and the bare little inn were part of the
Yorkshire setting for the tale. Jane Eyre also gave me this vivid horror as the madwoman (the first of my
acquaintance) shrieked and I sat alone, listening to her voice, waiting for the knife to strike me.
Pastures, stone walls, wooden gates were the safe familiar backgrounds to my reading, and they brought
comfort of touch in times of fear. A rug spread on the lawn for Paradise Lost, and the wild winds of Shelley and
the school book of As You Like It, made a friendly feeling and an intimacy with Heaven and Hell. George
Macdonald’s books were very real to me, events happening in our house and land, the horse in the stable, the
goblins in the lead mines. I frightened my brother and myself by relating the tales of the goblins tapping, as
unconsciously I tapped and we listened.
I never read in a wood, although the great woods surrounding my home were as familiar as the rooms of the
house. There were dark rocks, lichen-bossed, uprising in massive stature from the sea of bracken, with seats
roughly carved by nature in their shapes, but I did not read there. The woods possessed me with their own spirit,
and who knows what I might have seen, what spirit of primitive man, what faun of mythology might have risen to
confront me?
Even in the fields, as I read in the silence with my back to a tree, so quiet that the silence deepened till I was
unconscious of this world, I was sometimes aware of a deeper stillness than anything on earth, and I tore myself
unwillingly from my book to look up and meet a pair of amber eyes regarding me, a weasel standing near, a fox, a
bird, and I felt I had nearly been captured and taken away to a world not my own. This feeling of the proximity of
another world than ours always pervaded me. I might be seized by a tree’s long branches and held captive; I might
enter a rock and have to stay there for a thousand years; I was invisible and aware of other invisible shapes around
me, claiming me, for my defences were down when I read and I was vulnerable.
In youth a book was a treasure of diamond and pearl. It was something bound in gold, a secret revealed to the
listener, a private possession for myself alone. We had no idea of the number of books in the world, of the making
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of books, and each was unique and beyond price. Historical novels gave me great pleasure, so Scott was
welcomed, in spite of the small type, and the poor paper on which the tales were printed. The books cost a shilling
in the village, they were bound in red cloth and I recovered them in brown paper. Witches and warlocks, knights
and fair ladies, filled the pages and filled my mind as I read Guy Mannering, Kenilworth, Ivanhoe, The Talisman
and Peveril of the Peak, Rob Roy and others. I was utterly enchanted with Scott’s novels which displaced Dickens
from my thoughts but not from my inner consciousness which was always haunted by some of the characters.
Kim and the “Jungle books” followed, bringing a new world, India, and strange magic.
Then came Thomas Hardy, in a clandestine way, for Tess shocked my mother. I lived in a Thomas Hardy
country, and our ways were his ways. The love tales were those of the village people. The fields and barns, the
singing of the waits, the churches, the shepherds with their smocks, were all known to us. Even the sale of a man’s
wife was an incident in my father’s youth where there had been a similar happening. I read every book of Hardy’s
and also the poetry. Then I found Henry James, and again I read each and every book, with Meredith’s complete
novels. I liked the style of James, the involved sentences, the classical women, the plots.
Joseph Conrad came before James, from a book a friend had bought on a railway journey. It was called Youth,
and I read it under the fir trees on the edge of the lawn, with the fields and hills around me. I felt my own youth,
my ignorance, my insularity as I read of the great seas with their storms and their ships. This was my first book of
the sea and of seafaring and foreign travel, and I read every book Conrad wrote. I read as I walked along the white
roads where only an occasional horse and cart went by, I walked with the book held in my two hands, with my
eyes fixed upon the printed page. I heard the roar of the sea and the river sang by my side, as I went on that
limestone road, under the trees, among foxgloves and dog daisies and meadowsweet pools, to the station, to the
post-office, to carry out various errands for my mother. So the sound of the river, the scent of flowers was mingled
with the smell of foreign lands, the dark-skinned natives, the traders, and the lovely heroine, the great beautiful
ship herself.
The only ship I had known was the one from which Robinson Crusoe had been wrecked. We had no seafaring
people among our ancestors, we were country bred and the sea was a mystery. So Conrad opened my mind to
receive impressions which never faded, and no sea books ever had the same intensity for me. Robert Louis
Stevenson, admired and loved, had not this power, although in Treasure Is/and he came close to it. Long John
Silver tapped with his stick down the paved path to our door, and he came in one night and lured me off to sea,
but he lacked the effect of Joseph Conrad, that master mariner, whose descriptions of waves and vast spaces were
never excelled.
The great Russian writers came to me from some unremembered source in my late teens. I do not recollect
meeting anyone with this introduction to Dostoievsky, and Tolstoy, to The Brothers Karamazov, to Anna
Karenina, to War and Peace, to Maxim Gorki whom I read at night in the dining-room at our farmhouse, with
shutters barred and a great fire burning, and a candle lighting the room, making long shadows on the thick
curtains.
”Time to go to bed. It’s past ten o’clock,” said somebody coming in with another candle but my lesson books
were spread on the table, mathematics and physics, and nobody knew I was not reading these. In extenuation I
confess I got as much excitement and allure over the mathematics adventures and the new ideas of the structure of
matter as I did over the Russian writers.
After these Russians came Turgenev, whose yellow books were on the shelf of a College tutor. I borrowed
them, two or three at a time, and read them all with joy and appreciation. The country life portrayed was akin to
our own country’s feelings, I could understand and enter into the lives of these Russian aristocrats and peasants,
and I was the peasant, although I felt like the aristocrat.
I read Flatland, a book on two-dimensional world, lent to me by a tutor who was a wrangler, with whom I
talked about other dimensions of space. I read the lives of famous scientists, Faraday, Newton, Sylvanus
Thompson, Tindall, and I adored Oliver Lodge and Rutherford and Sir J. J. Thomson. These books too were read
in fields and lanes, among foxgloves and buttercups, with the sun streaming down and the Irish haymakers
walking past me with their forks and rakes and wicker-covered beer bottles. I knew I ought to be helping them,
and sometimes I took up a rake and worked at the long green furrows, turning the grass to dry in the sun, or
tedding it with a fork as I repeated to myself some formula I wished to remember. The modern novels of that
period were never read by me because they were unknown. Somerset Maugham, the Bensons, Hichens, were
popular novelists I never knew, but Anthony Hope’s Rupert of Hentzau came from a girl at school, and The
Scarlet Pimpernel caused a flutter in the dovecot of my mind.
I have never been a great reader of novels, and I met Miss Austen’s novels only when I was grown-up, when
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they were read aloud to me to lure me by their magic. I realized their wit and their subtle mastery of the English
language, but the characters were outside my experience, and my desires. They lived in a world of great houses,
of many servants, of balls, and I felt like little Fanny, in Mansfield Park, an adopted poor relation spying out the
land.
I read books over and over again, I enjoy turning back to passages which have been my delight once before,
with the added luxury of knowing what is coming. I am like the little girl in Ernest Dimnet’s tory, who sat in the
Paris train reading a dull dry book, completely absorbed and lost in its contents. Dimnet suddenly asked the child.
“What are you reading so delightedly?” The girl looked up, called from some far away regions.
“Monsieur, c’est I’Histoire Romaine, et je vais arriver à Jules Cesar.”
“How do you know you are coming to Julius Caesar?” he asked.
“Oh, I have read this book many times,” she replied.
So one can return, lost to the world, to enter a time and place and to stay there, tasting the joys, refreshed by
them, savouring the magic and delight of the meeting with old friends.
3
I was brought up among craftsmen, certainly not among machine-men or even bookmen, and I was used to
seeing things made by hand, either up in the Master’s Chamber (my father’s workroom), or in the barn, or down
in the village at the wheelwright, the blacksmith, the carpenter’s shop. Willa Cather speaks of “that irregular and
intimate quality of things made entirely by the human hand”, and this quality came into being with all the things
we had. When we wanted hencoops we made them at home. There was the planing and sawing and hammering,
and out from the workshop came a clean, neatly made hencoop which the hen entered as if it were a beautiful
little house.
When we wanted a wall mended, the stone-waller came to do it, and my father helped him. It was a work of
great skill. I stood near watching them lift the great stones and fit them in the dry walls, with a chip here and there
by a stone hammer to make them the correct shapes. The servant boy also stood near to give a hand and to learn
the art. Wall-making was an important piece of craftsmanship, for walls were made to last a hundred years. The
large stones were fitted neatly, on a strong, broad base, and the coping stones along the top were cut to a rounded
shape. Flat stones made layers in the walls, and these stones added to the strength of the wall. In places of
importance a stone with a flat surface projected a little to make a half-hidden step for climbing. We knew where
these secret steps were but they were almost invisible to strangers. We kept these private stairs as meeting places,
and parcels or even letters might be placed there hidden on the grass.
My father’s hands were beautiful, I always admired them although I knew nothing about hands. They were the
clever hands of a craftsman, who could mould and carve and finger very small objects as well as large ones. There
was nothing clumsy about them and he could take up the most delicate object of flower, feather or ornament and
see its beauty. He was ready to invent a device for foiling a fox, for keeping a horse from opening gates, for
growing a choice flower without glass, for bringing spring-water to a new place by methods of irrigation in the
rocks. He made roads on the land.
The spinning-wheel had worked in the corner of the room, and he often spoke of my grandmother spinning
there. Beer was made in the brew house, a little stone room, and we looked at the density stick which was
inscribed with measures and used to make the beer of the correct weight. Candles were made at home in his
boyhood, and medicines of every kind from herbs in the garden and fields, from goose grease and various animal
fats.
When we wanted a summer-house my father built one of stone on the edge of the lawn, a little square house
with a door and a window. He roofed it with timber, rising to a pointed pinnacle at the central apex. Round the
wall inside he put a wooden seat and there we played at Robinson Crusoe or I kept my dolls. He helped to build
one of the great barns. All countrymen knew the working of stone in that county of stone, just as they all knew
how to thatch a stack and make an ornamental tassel at the end.
Fences were made in the stackyard, chairs and wooden hay-rakes were mended in the Master’s Chamber, but
gates and ladders came from the village. It was grand to see the rakes fashioned and the wooden teeth put in.
Saucepans, kettles, milkcans and churns were soldered on the steps near the kitchen, and it was one of the joys to
watch the long silver stick of solder and the soldering iron red-hot from the kitchen fire as the silver drop filled up
the hole. I had the pleasure of seeing this same work in France when a travelling tinker sat at the gates of an
ancient town in Southern Provence with an array around him of all the old kettles and pans in the town which he
982

was mending with skill, to the music of a flute and tabor which called the people to bring their utensils. The trade
of the tinker is one of the most ancient, and the tinker is not a gipsy, but a real craftsman with inherited facility.
A travelling tinker called occasionally, to mend the tin, brass and copper vessels in general use, too badly
damaged for my father’s mending. He was heralded by barking dogs, and calling children, and an air of
excitement. He set out his small furnace and heated his soldering iron, sitting on the steps with the broken metal
around him. We stood near, watching with fascinated eyes to see the silvery solder (called sodder), as it filled the
holes under the tinker’s skilful brown hands. He was dark as a gipsy, with raven hair and quick speech, with
magic in his fingers, a descendant of tinkers who have roamed this country since the Middle Ages. He tapped to
hear the ring of bell-metal, he whistled and muttered, and he sang a snatch of wild song, as he went on with his
work. He could make a small toy out of the scraps of metal melted in his crucible, and he bought up any bits we
did not want.
We hunted in the chambers for worn-out saucepans, a century old, hidden away there. Our own tin saucepans
were tall as top hats, made to fit the stove, to hang over the flames of a dying fire. They were very old and he
mended them with care, recognizing their good metal and their character. Copper and brass, he looked at them all,
the little pans to poach an egg, the large ones for preserving fruit and boiling puddings. Whole hams were boiled
in a large iron “kettle” with a lid and a flat handle. It took two men to lift it. The Irishmen also had a great kettle
of their own for cooking, and it was kept in the barn. The tea-kettles, a brood of them, were copper, blackened
with age and smoke, and all had to be kept in order by the tinker.
Tinker, tailor, soldier, sailor,
Rich man, poor man, beggar-man, thief

we chanted as we counted our plum-stones; and of these the tinker, the tailor, and the beggar-man were our
familiars. I always hoped I should not be obliged to marry the tinker.
In former times most countrymen were craftsmen, and they did their repairs because they knew how to do
them. When we wanted a low wall which had to be decorative as well as useful, my grandfather and his brothers
built such a wall about two feet high and eighteen inches wide. They fetched stone from the woods, splitting off
the lamina in thin sheets, and trimming the blocks, and fitting them over the low wall to form a comfortable
seating wall which has lasted a hundred and fifty years. Nature took a hand in it, and planted stone crops and ferns
in the crannies. Cowslips seeded under the south side, and bird’s-eye spread a carpet of blue on the bank. We used
to have tea on this wall, and everybody rested there as a convenient place to look at the view.
When we wanted hinges or bolts we went to the blacksmith and he made the nails too. When we wanted
harness the saddler made it. He repaired the saddles, he stuffed the horse-collars, he stitched reins, and a new pair
of reins was something to be very proud about.
The wheelwright made a new cart, and it was painted in bright colours, according to our desire. We went to the
wheelwright’s yard to see this done, and to watch the men make the great wheels in the pit. The love of colour is
strong in country people and I admire the carts I see in the Buckinghamshire villages. A four-wheeled wagon,
majestic as a ship, which we saw in a field near Boarstall Castle in the gated road, was painted canary yellow
picked out with blue and I stared enchanted at the beauty. We kept away from these canary and lemon yellows,
but we had deep blue, almost ultramarine carts and scarlet ones were often used.
The painter used decorative designs, little scrolls of snow-white panels of contrasting colour. The spring cart,
which was made by a coach builder, had lovely lines on every spoke of the wheel and every facet of the high side.
I remember standing with my parents to gaze in deep content and admiration at the spring cart which had just
come back from the coachmaker where it had been re-sprung and repainted. We gazed at the dark, green cart with
its white lines, which glittered and sparkled when a wheel was spun round on the jack. Milk carts were yellow,
pony traps were navy blue, gigs were golden yellow, manure carts were scarlet, farm carts were bright blue and
red, and wagons were also blue and red. The constructional lines were picked out in white, as if to show what a
fine thing it was.
The farm carts in Buckinghamshire have not always these gay colours, but colours are present in the houses,
whereas our farms were gray stone. Here the old rose-tinted red brick, with the timbers natural or painted black,
make colour enough in a village. In this county of Buckinghamshire, where wood takes the place of stone, I have
been deeply interested in the crafts I have seen. Men working with their pole-lathes in the woods are craftsmen in
a limited sense as were the men working with lathes in the hill villages, cutting and polishing stone ornaments.
Buckinghamshire, a county of woodland, has a great tradition of furniture making. A few years ago one could
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see the bodgers at work in the woods making chair legs on a simple pole-lathe which had a living tree as part of
its structure, in the woods at Great Hampden and Speen. Some of them may still be there, doing their craftsman
work, and there are small household factories which make complete chairs. I used to visit a famous craftsman,
Harold Goodchild, the chairmaker, in his cottage at Naphill. He could make a beautiful Windsor chair from start
to finish, beginning with the tree which he cut down, to the final result. He bent the wood for the curving bows in
a manner of his own devising, and he carved the splats for the chair back, using old traditional patterns which he
varied by his own artistic splats. It was a joy to watch him in the little shed packed full of parts of chairs, close to
his cottage. In the orchard wood for seasoning was stacked, and from it he chose his pieces, yew or elm, beech or
ash according to the part of the chair. For these chairs have various woods in their structure, and often a chair is
made of at least three kinds of timber. Mr. Goodchild died a few years ago and his individual work is still carried
on by those who worked with him and shared his integrity in good work. There is an enthusiasm for a chair made
by one man, as opposed to a chair assembled by many people, and more love goes to the making. I always wish
my childhood villages had included chairmaking in their crafts, but stone was the source of the work, whereas in
Buckinghamshire the crafts depend on the beech trees.
Although factory methods are used, good country work is sent out more speedily, and most of the carving is
done by hand. Many of these wood-carvers use their talents in making articles privately and one can see charming
toys or carved chests, or small pieces of furniture made by these men in their spare time in the evenings. There is
a strong feeling for working in wood in Buckinghamshire, and beautiful carving is inherent in the south.
In the Buckinghamshire churches we think of those craftsmen of long ago who had art in their fingers. The
master mason carved the portraits on the capitals of the pillars giving them a freshness and a living sense, a
cynical smile or a knowing wink, as if the men who made them were getting their own back against the church
dignitaries. The faces are human, probably portraits of worthies who were caught and turned to stone. When a
church is renovated, probably a modern inhabitant of the village is enthroned there among the sculptures.
Artists painted the walls with frescoes and decorations such as we see at Little Missenden and Little Kimble.
There are figures of St. Christopher and St. George and St. Francis, and Our Lady weighing souls against the
Devil, and Salome dancing with her beautiful curved body in its transparent veils, swaying back. The wood-carver
made the misericords and poppy heads, with great freedom, finding the face in the wood, suiting the design to the
material. I think of the carvings at Edlesborough and at Stewkley, and at Maids Morton. The worker in iron, the
blacksmith, made the iron bands on the painted chests and the handles and hinges of the great doors, and the nails
with square heads and a cross upon each. Gold and silver work have disappeared and probably it was not made by
the village craftsmen, but the smith made the wrought-iron stand for the hour-glass at Edlesborough Church to
hold the glass which timed the long sermon and he made the beautiful little weathercock of the centaur at High
Wycombe Guild Hall.
A number of cottages are thatched and one can see a thatcher at work any day of the week in the Bucks
villages. There is the long ladder and the thatcher combing the straw on the roof, with a great pile of straw lying
on the ground below. The thatcher works to the right of the ladder and the tools are thrust in the straw to his left
all ready for use. A long bind of withy holds down the thatch, and a thatching needle is used. We had our own
thatcher, belonging to a family of thatching ancestry, and he put the neat roofs on the stacks of hay.
In the village of my youth, a few miles from my home, there were self-supporting trades and crafts upon which
the economy of the place depended. It was a misty-blue village, of stone-built cottages, with a squire and a
parson, and a long winding hilly road and market square. Hills encircled it and fields were adjacent, behind the
cottages. It was very workaday, sleepy to the casual eye but full of hard-working people, who were craftsmen and
proud of their work.
Wheelwright, carpenter, joiner, stone-mason, and cooper, tinsmith and blacksmith and bootmaker, all had their
“shops”, and their regular jobs, and all we knew and visited on Saturday morning. There was a noise of
hammering and sawing, of tinkering, of shop bells and horse bells, of wheels and muffled sounds which
commanded us to stop and stare at the goings-on. There was time to stare, and I looked with vivid interest, for it
was the great wide world to me.
There was the brewer, who lived in a Queen Anne house, with horse-mounting-block, and lace curtains and
maids, opposite his romantic brewery in the old thick-walled mill. He made beer and stout which connoisseurs
praised, for he used the local water which sprang out of the earth in a clear fountain and ran through a tiny
aqueduct to an ancient mossy water mill, whose great wheel entranced me as I gazed at it, dripping with water.
The sweet smell of hops pervaded the scene. We called here each year for a barrel of beer for the Irishmen at
harvest time, chosen with care and ordered some months earlier for maturity. The Irish were very particular over
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their drinks. Men brought the cask from the brewery and settled it firmly in the cart, when there had to be an
adjustment to balance it. Accessories to the brewer’s craft were made in the village. The casks were made by the
cooper, the spigots and wooden taps and the wooden funnels (which we called by the old name of tundish as
dishes used in a tun or cask) fitted into the bungholes of the casks. Wooden butter-prints and Scotch hands,
wooden milkpails and small wooden churns for butter, and dollies for washing day were turned in the village.
Clothes pegs were made by the wandering gipsies, who always sold a good length of these delightful little
doll-like pegs when they came to our door. The gipsies were craftsmen who made baskets, rough but unique in
their way, and very cheap. They had rustic baskets put together from small branches, mossed and picturesque, and
these they lined with moss and filled with ferns from the woods.
Wooden milking stools of traditional pattern were made in the country town, and stools of many kinds were
used as alternatives for chairs. A servant sat on a stool and so did a child. Three-legged stools with scarlet or blue
seats were the presents for children, who sat on the hearth, close to the fire. These were made in the villages and
sold for a shilling. Wooden skewers, and pins for doors also were made, and much used. Iron hooks which hung
from the ceilings and beams of kitchen, larder and dairy to keep goods out of the way, and to dry them, were made
by the busy blacksmith. He also fashioned the long pokers and the tongs and shovels, but the tinsmith made the
bright Chastener and the trivets and Dutch ovens which hung before the fires.
A friend and neighbour is a real modern craftsman, for he can make anything, carve a detail, and above all he
is a mender of the trifles that are loved. He puts a new wooden leg on an old Dutch doll whose straight, painted
leg disappeared half a century ago. He pegs the new leg into place so that it swings to and fro in the nonchalant
manner of an active Dutch doll. He mends a brooch which the puppy has bitten to a shapeless mass, and he mends
a grandfather clock which occasionally defies the laws of time by striking a hundred without pause, instead of the
midnight hour. He can put a ship in a bottle, and make a musical box play its tunes. Like Doctor Cornelius in the
ballet Coppelia, he brings life to the inanimate. He delights in repairing children’s toys and he brings new vigour
to the worn-out toys of the nursery.
All is done in his spare time, for the love of the craftsmanship, and he pits his wits against some mechanical
detail, which he overcomes. He reminds me of countrymen who used to make toys for their children out of slips
of wood carved with a penknife by the kitchen fire on winter nights.
His hobby is to bring life to the crooked and maimed in the world of the inanimate. He says he would like to
spend his days of retirement when they come, in travelling round the world with a small workshop on wheels, to
restore the broken toys of childhood for all nations. Some men are born craftsmen, and whatever their path in life
those who have the magical touch exercise it in well-doing for the pure pleasure of creation.
101.210 The Rocking-Horse Winner\fn{by David Herbert Richards Lawrence aka D. H. Lawrence (1885-1930)} Eastwood,
Nottinghamshire, England, United Kingdom (M) 7
There was a woman who was beautiful, who started with all the advantages. Yet she had no luck. She married
for love, and the love turned to dust. She had bonny children, yet she felt they had been thrust upon her, and she
could not love them. They looked at her coldly, as if they were finding fault with her. And hurriedly she felt she
must cover up some fault in herself. Yet what it was that she must cover up she never knew. Nevertheless, when
her children were present, she always felt the center of her heart go hard. This troubled her, and in her manner she
was all the more gentle and anxious for her children, as if she loved them very much. Only she herself knew that
at the center of her heart was a hard little place that could not feel love, no, not for anybody. Everybody else said
of her: “She is such a good mother. She adores her children.” Only she herself, and her children themselves, knew
it was not so. They read it in each other’s eyes.
There were a boy and two little girls. They lived in a pleasant house, with a garden, and they had dis-creet
servants, and felt themselves superior to anyone in the neighborhood.
Although they lived in style, they felt always an anxiety in the house. There was never enough money. The
mother had a small income, and the father had a small income, but not nearly enough for the social position which
they had to keep up. The father went into town to some office. But though he had good prospects, these prospects
never materialized. There was always the grinding sense of the shortage of money, though the style was always
kept up.
At last the mother said, “I will see if I can’t make something.” But she did not know where to begin. She
racked her brains, and tried this thing and the other, but could not find anything successful. The fail-ure made
deep lines come into her face. Her children were growing up, they would have to go to school. There must be
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more money, there must be more money. The father, who was always very handsome and expensive in his tastes,
seemed as if he never would be able to do anything worth doing. And the mother, who had a great belief in
herself, did not succeed any better, and her tastes were just as expensive.
And so the house came to be haunted by the unspoken phrase: There must be more money! There must be more
money! The children could hear it all the time, though nobody said it aloud. They heard it at Christmas, when the
expensive and splendid toys filled the nursery. Behind the shining modern rocking-horse, behind the smart doll’shouse, a voice would start whispering: “There must be more money! There must be more money!”
Yet nobody ever said it aloud. The whisper was everywhere, and therefore no one spoke it. Just as no one ever
says: “We are breathing!” in spite of the fact that breath is coming and going all the time.
“Mother,” said the boy Paul one day, “why don’t we keep a car of our own? Why do we always use uncle’s, or
else a taxi?”
“Because we’re the poor members of the family,” said the mother.
“But why are we, mother?”
“Well—I suppose”, she said slowly and bitterly, “it’s because your father has no luck.”
The boy was silent for some time.
“Is luck money, mother?” he asked, rather timidly.
“No, Paul. Not quite. It’s what causes you to have money.”
“Oh!” said Paul vaguely. “I thought when Uncle Oscar said filthy lucker, it meant money.”
“Filthy lucre does mean money,” said the mother. “But it’s lucre, not luck.”
“Oh!” said the boy, “Then what is luck, mother?”
“It’s what causes you to have money. If you’re lucky you have money. That’s why it’s better to be born lucky
than rich. If you’re rich, you may lose your money. But if you’re lucky, you will always get more money.”
“Oh! Will you? And is father not lucky?”
“Very unlucky, I should say,” she said bitterly.
The boy watched her with unsure eyes.
“Why?” he asked.
“I don’t know. Nobody ever knows why one person is lucky and another unlucky.”
“Don’t they? Nobody at all? Does nobody know?”
“Perhaps God. But he never tells.”
“He ought to, then. And aren’t you lucky either, mother?”
“I can’t be, if I married an unlucky husband.”
“But by yourself, aren’t you?”
“I used to think I was, before I married. Now I think I am very unlucky indeed.”
“Why?”
“Well—never mind! Perhaps I’m not really,” she said.
The child looked at her, to see if she meant it. But he saw, by the lines of her mouth, that she was only trying to
hide something from him.
“Well, anyhow,” he said stoutly, “I’m a lucky person.”
“Why?” said his mother, with a sudden laugh.
He stared at her. He didn’t even know why he had said it.
“God told me,” he asserted, brazening it out.
“I hope He did, dear!” she said, again with a laugh, but rather bitter.
“He did, mother!”
“Excellent!” said the mother, using one of her husband’s exclamations.
The boy saw she did not believe him; or rather, that she paid no attention to his assertion. This angered him
somewhere, and made him want to compel her attention.
He went off by himself, vaguely, in a childish way, seeking for the clue to “luck”. Absorbed, taking no heed of
other people, he went about with a sort of stealth, seeking inwardly for luck. He wanted luck, he wanted it, he
wanted it. When the two girls were playing dolls in the nursery, he would sit on his big rocking-horse, charging
madly into space, with a frenzy that made the little girls peer at him uneasily. Wildly the horse careered, the
waving dark hair of the boy tossed, his eyes had a strange glare in them. The little girls dared not speak to him.
When he had ridden to the end of his mad little journey, he climbed down and stood in front of his rockinghorse, staring fixedly into its lowered face. Its red mouth was slightly open, its big eye was wide and glassybright.
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“Now!” he would silently command the snorting steed. “Now, take me to where there is luck! Now take me!”
And he would slash the horse on the neck with the little whip he had asked Uncle Oscar for. He knew the horse
could take him to where there was luck, if only he forced it. So he would mount again, and start on his furious
ride, hoping at last to get there. He knew he could get there.
“You’ll break your horse, Paul!” said the nurse.
“He’s always riding like that! I wish he’d leave off!”\fn{ Stop.} said his elder sister Joan.
But he only glared down on them in silence. Nurse gave him up. She could make nothing of him.\fn{ She could
not conceive what it was that he was up to.} Anyhow he was growing beyond her.\fn{Beyond her abilities to discipline him.}
One day his mother and his Uncle Oscar came in when he was on one of his furious rides. He did not speak to
them.
“Hallo, you young jockey! Riding a winner?” said his uncle.
“Aren’t you growing too big for a rocking-horse? You’re not a very little boy any longer, you know,” said his
mother.
But Paul only gave a blue glare from his big, rather close-set eyes. He would speak to nobody when he was in
full tilt. His mother watched him with an anxious expression on her face.
At last he suddenly stopped forcing his horse into the mechanical gallop, and slid down.
“Well, I got there!” he announced fiercely, his blue eyes still flaring, and his sturdy long legs straddling apart.
“Where did you get to?” asked his mother.
“Where I wanted to go,” he flared back at her.
“That’s right, son!” said Uncle Oscar. “Don’t you stop till you get there. What’s the horse’s name?”
“He doesn’t have a name,” said the boy.
“Gets on without all right?” asked the uncle.
“Well, he has different names. He was called Sansovino last week.”
“Sansovino, eh? Won the Ascot.\fn{Throughout this story there are scattered the names of some of the most famous places in
English turf-racing. The St. Leger, the Lincoln, the Lincolnshire, the Grand National and the Derby are all mentioned .} How did you
know his name?”
“He always talks about horse-races with Bassett,” said Joan.
The uncle was delighted to find that his small nephew was posted with all the racing news. Bassett, the young
gardener, who had been wounded in the left foot in the war\fn{ A passing inference that he might have shot himself; but
Lawrence does not particularly say so.} and had got his present job through Oscar Cresswell, whose batman\fn{ Officer’s
servant.} he had been, was a perfect blade\fn{ Dashing young man.} of the “turf”. He lived in the racing events, and the
small boy lived with him.
Oscar Cresswell got it all from Bassett.
“Master Paul comes and asks me, so I can’t do more than tell him, sir,” said Bassett, his face terribly serious,
as if he were speaking of religious matters.
“And does he ever put anything on a horse he fancies?”
“Well—I don’t want to give him away—he’s a young sport, a fine sport, sir. Would you mind asking him
yourself? He sort of takes a pleasure in it, and perhaps he’d feel I was giving him away, sir, if you don’t mind.”
Bassett was serious as a church.
The uncle went back to his nephew, and took him off for a ride in the car.
“Say, Paul, old man, do you ever put anything on a horse?” the uncle asked.
The boy watched the handsome man closely.
“Why, do you think I oughtn’t to?” he parried.
“Not a bit of it! I thought perhaps you might give me a tip for the Lincoln.”
The car sped on into the country, going down to Uncle Oscar’s place in Hampshire.
“Honor bright?” said the nephew.\fn{I.e., the following information is to be kept in strictest confidence. It is an oath-speech,
like “Cross your heart and hope to die.”}
“Honor bright, son!” said the uncle.
“Well, then, Daffodil.”
“Daffodil! I doubt it, sonny. What about Mirza?”
“I only know the winner,” said the boy. “That’s Daffodil.”
“Daffodil, eh?”
There was a pause. Daffodil was an obscure horse comparatively.
“Uncle!”
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“Yes, son!”
“You won’t let it go any further, will you? I promised Bassett.”
“Bassett be damned, old man! What’s he got to do with it?”
“We’re partners. We’ve been partners from the first. Uncle, he lent me my first five shillings, which I lost. I
promised him, honor bright, it was only between me and him; only you gave me that ten-shilling note I started
winning with, so I thought you were lucky. You won’t let it go any further, will you?”
The boy gazed at his uncle from those big, hot, blue eyes, set rather close together. The uncle stirred and
laughed uneasily.
“Right you are, son! I’ll keep your tip private. Daffodil, eh? How much are you putting on him?”
“All except twenty pounds,” said the boy. “I keep that in reserve.”
The uncle thought it a good joke.
“You keep twenty pounds in reserve, do you, you young romancer? What are you betting, then?”
“I’m betting three hundred,” said the boy gravely. “But it’s between you and me, Uncle Oscar! Honor bright?”
The uncle burst into a roar of laughter.
“It’s between you and me all right, you young Nat Gould,”\fn{ An author of books about horse-racing, who attained
considerable fame in the late 19th and early 20th centuries.} he said, laughing. “But where’s your three hun-dred?”
“Bassett keeps it for me. We’re partners.”
“You are, are you! And what is Bassett putting on Daffodil?”
“he won’t go quite as high as I do, I expect. Perhaps he’ll go a hundred and fifty.”
“What, pennies?” laughed the uncle.
“Pounds,” said the child, with a surprised look at his uncle. “Bassett keeps a bigger reserve than I do.”
Between wonder and amusement Uncle Oscar was silent. He pursued the matter no further, but he determined
to take his nephew with him to the Lincoln races.
“Now, son,” he said, “I’m putting twenty on Mirza, and I’ll put five for you on any horse you fancy. What’s
your pick?"
“Daffodil, uncle.”
“No, not the fiver\fn{Slang for a five pound note; still part of the vocabulary.} on Daffodil!”
“I should if it was my own fiver,” said the child.
“Good good! Right you are! A fiver for me and a fiver for you on Daffodil.”
The child had never been to a race-meeting before, and his eyes were blue fire. He pursed his mouth tight, and
watched. A Frenchman just in front had put his money on Lancelot. Wild with excitement, he flayed his arms up
and down, yelling “Lancelot! Lancelot!” in his French accent.
Daffodil came in first, Lancelot second, Mirza third. The child, flushed and with eyes blazing, was curiously
serene. His uncle brought him four five-pound notes, four to one.
“What am I to do with these?” he cried, waving them before the boy’s eyes.
“I suppose we’ll talk to Bassett,” said the boy. “I expect I have fifteen hundred now; and twenty in reserve; and
this twenty.”
His uncle studied him for some moments.
“Look here, son!” he said. “You’re not serious about Bassett and that fifteen hundred, are you?”
“Yes, I am. But it’s between you and me, uncle. Honor bright!”
“Honor bright all right, son! But I must talk to Bassett.”
“If you’d like to be a partner, uncle, with Bassett and me, we could all be partners. Only, you’d have to
promise, honor bright, uncle, not to let it go beyond us three. Bassett and I are lucky, and you must be lucky,
because it was your ten shillings I started winning with. …”
Uncle Oscar took both Bassett and Paul into Richmond Park\fn{ I think this is a reference to the large public park in
London.} for an afternoon, and there they talked.
“It’s like this, you see, sir,” Bassett said. “Master Paul would get me talking about racing events, spinning
yarns, you know, sir. And he was always keen on knowing if I’d made or if I’d lost. It’s about a year since, now,
that I put five shillings on Blush of Dawn for him: and we lost. Then the luck turned, with that ten shillings he had
from you: that we put on Singhalese. And since that time, it’s been pretty steady, all things considering. What do
you say, master Paul.”
“We’re all right when we’re sure,” said Paul. “It’s when we’re not quite sure that we go down.”
“Oh, but we’re careful then,” said Bassett.
“But when are you sure?” smiled Uncle Oscar.
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“It’s Master Paul, sir,” said Bassett, in a secret, religious voice. “It’s as if he had it from heaven. Like Daffodil,
now, for the Lincoln. That was as sure as eggs.”
“Did you put anything on Daffodil?” asked Oscar Cresswell.
“Yes, sir. I made my bit.”
“And my nephew?”
Bassett was obstinately silent, looking at Paul.
“I made twelve hundred, didn’t I, Bassett? I told uncle I was putting three hundred on Daffodil.”
“That’s right,” said Bassett, nodding.
“But where’s the money?” asked the uncle.
“I keep it safe locked up, sir. Master Paul he can have it any minute he likes to ask for it.”
“What, fifteen hundred pounds?”
“And twenty! And forty, that is, with the twenty he made on the course.”
“It’s amazing!” said the uncle.
“If Master Paul offers you to be partners, sir, I would, if I were you: if you’ll excuse me,” said Bassett.
Oscar Cresswell thought about it.
“I’ll see the money,” he said.
They drove home again, and, sure enough, Bassett came round to the garden-house with fifteen hun-dred
pounds in notes.\fn{Bills; cash.} The twenty pounds reserve was left with Joe Glee, in the Turf Com-mission
deposit.
“You see, it’s all right, uncle, when I’m sure! Then we go strong, for all we’re worth. Don’t we, Bas-sett?”
“We do that, Master Paul.”
“And when are you sure?” said the uncle, laughing.
“Oh, well, sometimes I’m absolutely sure, like about Daffodil,” said the boy; “and sometimes I have an idea;
and sometimes I haven’t even an idea, have I, Bassett? Then we’re careful, because we mostly go down.”
“You do, do you! And when you’re sure, like about Daffodil, what makes you sure, sonny?”
“Oh, well, I don’t know,” said the boy uneasily. “I’m sure, you know, uncle; that’s all.”
“It’s as if he had it from heaven, sir,” Bassett reiterated.
“I should say so!” said the uncle.
But he became a partner. And when the Leger was coming on Paul was “sure” about Lively Spark, which was
a quite inconsiderable horse. The boy insisted on putting a thousand on the horse, Bassett went for five hundred,
and Oscar Cresswell two hundred. Lively Spark came in first, and the betting had been ten to one against him.
Paul had made ten thousand.\fn{This is pounds, not dollars.}
“You see,” he said, “I was absolutely sure of him.”
Even Oscar Cresswell had cleared two thousand.
“Look here, son,” he said, “this sort of thing makes me nervous.”
“It needn’t, uncle! Perhaps I shan’t be sure again for a long time.”
“But what are you going to do with your money?” asked the uncle.
“Of course,” said the boy, “I started it for mother. She said she had no luck because father is unlucky, so I
thought if I was lucky, it might stop whispering.”
“Our house. I hate our house for whispering.”
“What does it whisper?”
“Why—why”—the boy fidgeted—“why, I don’t know. But it’s always short of money, you know, uncle.”
“I know it, son, I know it.”
“You know people send mother writs,\fn{Court orders demanding payment of back debts.} don’t you, uncle?”
“I’m afraid I do,” said the uncle.
“And then the house whispers, like people laughing at you behind your back. It’s awful, thqt is! I thought if I
was lucky—’
“You might stop it,” added the uncle.
The boy watched him with big blue eyes, that had an uncanny cold fire in them, and he said never a word.
“Well, then!” said the uncle. “What are we doing?”
“I shouldn’t like mother to know I was lucky,” said the boy.
“Why not, son?”
“She’d stop me.”
“I don’t think she would.”
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“Oh!”—and the boy writhed in an odd way—“I don’t want her to know, uncle.”
“All right, son! We’ll manage it without her knowing.”
They managed it very easily. Paul, at the other’s suggestion, handed over five thousand pounds to his uncle,
who deposited it with the family lawyer, who was then to inform Paul’s mother that a relative had put five
thousand pounds into his hands, which sum was to be paid out a thousand pounds at a time, on the mother’s
birthday, for the next five years.
“So she’ll have a birthday present of a thousand pounds for five successive years,” said Uncle Oscar. “I hope it
won’t make it all the harder for her later.”
Paul’s mother had her birthday in November. The house had been “whispering” worse than ever lately, and,
even in spite of his luck, Paul could not bear up against it. He was very anxious to see the effect of the birthday
letter, telling his mother about the thousand pounds.
When there were no visitors, Paul now took his meals with his parents, as he was beyond the nursery control.
His mother went into town nearly every day. She had discovered that she had an odd knack of sketching furs and
dress materials, so she worked secretly in the studio of a friend who was the chief “artist” for the leading drapers.
She drew the figures of ladies in furs and ladies in silk and sequins for the newspaper advertisements. This young
woman artist earned several thousand pounds a year, but Paul’s mother only made several hundreds, and she was
again dissatisfied. She so wanted to be first in something, and she did not succeed, even in making sketches for
drapery advertisements.
She was down to breakfast on the morning of her birthday. Paul watched her face as she read her letters. He
knew the lawyer’s letter. As his mother read it, her face hardened and became more expressionless. Then a cold,
determined look came on her mouth. She hid the letter under the pile of others, and said not a word about it.
“Didn’t you have anything nice in the post for your birthday, mother?” said Paul.
“Quite moderately nice,” she said, her voice cold and absent.
She went away to town without saying more.
But in the afternoon Uncle Oscar appeared. He said Paul’s mother had had a long interview with the lawyer,
asking if the whole five thousand could not be advanced at once, as she was in debt.
“What do you think, uncle?” said the boy.
“I leave it to you, son.”
“Oh, let her have it, then! We can get some more with the other,” said the boy,
“A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush, laddie!” said Uncle Oscar.
“But I’m sure to know For the Grand National; or the Lincolnshire; or else the Derby. I’m sure to know for one
of them,” said Paul.
So Uncle Oscar signed the agreement, and Paul’s mother touched\fn{ Acquired access to.} the whole five
thousand. Then something very curious happened. The voices in the house suddenly went mad, like a chorus of
frogs on a spring evening. There were certain new furnishings, and Paul had a tutor. He was really going to Eton,
his father’s school, in the following autumn. There were flowers in the winter, and a blossoming of the luxury
Paul’s mother had been used to. And yet the voices in the house, behind the sprays of mimosa and almondblossom, and from under the piles of iridescent cusions, simply trilled and screamed in a sort of ecstasy: “There
must be more money! Oh-h-h; there must be more money. Oh, now, now-w! Now-w-w—there must be more
money!—more than ever! More than ever!”
It frightened Paul terribly. He studied away at his Latin and Greek with his tutors. But his intense hours were
spent with Bassett. The Grand National had gone by: he hadn’t “known,” and had lost a hundred pounds. Summer
was at hand. He was in agony for the Lincoln. But even for the Lincoln he didn’t “know,” and he lost fifty pounds.
He became wild-eyed and strange, as if something were going to explpde in him.
“Let it alone, son! Don’t you bother about it!” urged ncle Oscar. But is was as if the boy couldn’t really hear
what his uncle was saying.
“I’ve got to know for the Derby! I’ve got to know for the Derby!” the child reiterated, his big blue eyes blazing
with a sort of madness.
His mother noticed how overwrought he was.
“You’d better go to the seaside. Wouldn’t you like to go now to the seaside, instead of waiting? I think you’d
better,” she said, looking down at him anxiously, her heart curiously heavy because of him.
But the child lifted his uncany blue eyes.
“I couldn’t possibly go before the Derby, mother!” he said. “I couldn’t possibly!”
“Why not?” she said, her voice becoming heavy when she was opposed. “Why not? You can still go from the
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seaside to see the Derby with your Uncle Oscar, if that’s what you wish. No need for you to wait here. Besides, I
think you care too much about these races. It’s a bad sign. My family has been a gambling family, and you won’t
know till you grow up how much damage it has done. But it has done damage. I shall have to send Bassett away,
and ask Uncle Oscar not to talk racing to you, unless you promise to be reasonable about it: go away to the
seaside and forget it. You’re all nerves!”
“I’ll do what you like mother, so long as you don’t send me away till after the Derby,” the boy said.
“Send you away from where? Just from this house?”
“Yes,” he said, gazing at her.
“Why, you curious child, what makes you care about this house so much, suddenly? I never knew you loved
it.”
He gazed at her without speaking. He had a secret within a secret, something he had not divulged, even to
Bassett or to his Uncle Oscar.
But his mother, after standing undecided and a little bit sullen for some moments, said:
“Very well, then! Don’t go to the seaside till after the Derby, if you don’t wish it. But promise me you won’t let
your nerves go to pieces. Promise you won’t think so much about horse-racing and events, as you call them!”
“Oh, no,” said the boy casually. “I won’t think much about them, mother. You needn’t worry. I wouldn’t worry,
mother, if I were you.”
“If you were me and I were you,” said his mother, “I wonder what we should do!”
“But you know you needn’t worry, mother, don’t you?” the boy repeated.
“I should be awfully glad to know it,” she said wearily.
“Oh, well, you can, you know. I mean, you ought to know you needn’t worry,” he insisted.
“Ought I? Then I’ll see about it,” she said.
Paul’s secret of secrets was his wooden horse, that which had no name. Since he was emancipated from a nurse
and a nursery-governess, he had had his rocking-horse removed to his own bedroom at the top of the house.
“Surely, you’re too big for a rocking-horse!” his mother had remonstrated.
“Well, you see, mother, till I can have a real horse, I like to have some sort of animal about,” had been his
quaint answer.
“Do you feel that he keeps you company?” she laughed.
“Oh, yes! He’s very good, he always keeps me company, when I’m there,” said Paul.
“So the horse, rather shabby, stood in an arrested prance in the boy’s bedroom.
The Derby was drawing near, and the boy grew more and more tense. He hardly heard what was spoken to
him, he was very frail, and his eyes were really uncanny. His mother had sudden strange seizures of uneasiness
about him. Sometimes, for half an hour, she would feel a sudden anxiety about him that was almost anguish. She
wanted to rush to him at once, and know he was safe.
Two nights before the Derby, she was at a big party in town, when one of her rushes of anxiety about her boy,
her first-born, gripped her heart till she could hardly speak. She fought with the feeling, might and main, for she
believed in common sense. But it was too strong. She had to leave the dance and go downstairs to telephone to the
country. The children’s nursery-governess was terribly surprised and startled at being rung up in the night.
“Are the children all right, Miss Wilmot?”
“Oh, yes, they are quite all right.”
“Master Paul? Is he all right?”
“He went to bed as right as a trivet. Shall I run up and look at him?”
“No,” said Paul’s mother reluctantly. “No! Don’t trouble. It’s all right. Don’t sit up. We shall be home fairly
soon.” She did not want her son’s privacy intruded upon.
“Very good,” said the governess.
It was about one o’clock when Paul’s mother and father drove up to their house. All was still. Paul’s mother
went to her room and slipped off her white fur cloak. She had told her maid not to wait up for her. She heard her
husband downstairs, mixing a whisky and soda.
And then, because of the strange anxiety at her heart, she stole upstairs to her son’s room. Noiselessly she went
along the upper corridor. Was there a faint noise? What was it?
She stood, with arrested muscles, outside his door, listening. There was a strange, heavy, and yet not loud
noise. Her heart stood still. It was a soundless noise, yet rushing and powerful. Something huge, in violent,
hushed motion. What was it? What in God’s name was it? She ought to know. She felt that she knew the noise.
She knew what it was.
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Yet she could not place it. She couldn’t say what it was. And on and on it went, like a madness.
Softly, frozen with anxiety and fear, she turned the door-handle. The room was dark. Yet in the space near the
window, she heard and saw something plunging to and fro. She gazed in fear and amazement.
Then suddenly she switched on the light, and saw her son, in his green pajamas, madly surging on the rockinghorse. The blaze of light suddenly lit him up, as he urged the wooden horse, and lit her up, as she stood, blonde, in
her dress of pale green and crystal, in the doorway.
“Paul!” she cried, “Whatever are you doing?”
“It’s Malabar!” he screamed, in a powerful, strange voice. “It’s Malabar!”
His eyes blazed at her for one strange and senseless second, as he ceased urging his wooden horse. Then he fell
with a crash to the ground, and she, all her tormented motherhood flooding upon her, rushed to gather him up.
But he was unconscious, and unconscious he remained, with some brain-fever. He talked and tossed, and his
mother sat stonily by his side.
“Malabar! It’s Malabar! Bassett, Bassett, I know! It’s Malabar!”
So the child cried, trying to get up and urge the rocking-horse that gave him his inspiration.
“What does he mean by Malabar?” asked the heart-frozen mother.
“I don’t know,” said the father stonily.
“What does he mean by Malabar?” she asked her brother Oscar.
“It’s one of the horses running for the Derby,” was the answer.
And, in spite of himself, Oscar Cresswell spoke to Bassett, and himself put a thousand on Malabar: at fourteen
to one.
The third day of the illness was critical: they were waiting for a change. The boy, with his rather long, curly
hair, was tossing ceaselessly on the pillow. He neither slept nor regained consciousness, and his eyes were like
blue stones. His mother sat, feeling her heart had gone, turned actually into a stone.
In the evening, Oscar Cresswell did not come, but Bassett sent a message, saying could he come up for one
moment, just one moment? Paul’s mother was very angry at the intrusion, but on second thoughts she agreed. The
boy was the same. Perhaps Bassett might bring him to consciousness.
The gardener, a shortish fellow with a little brown moustache, and sharp little brown eyes, tiptoed into the
room, touched his imaginary cap to Paul’s mother, and stole to the bedside, staring with glittering, smallish eyes at
the tossing, dying child.
“Master Paul!” he whispered. “Master Paul! Malabar came in first all right, a clean win. I did as you told me.
You’ve made over seventy thousand pounds, you have; you’ve got over eighty thousand. Mala-bar came in all
right, Master Paul.”
“Malabar! Malabar! Did I say Malabar, mother? Did I say Malabar? Do you think I’m lucky, mother? I knew
Malabar, didn’t I? Over eighty thousand pounds! I call that lucky, don’t you, mother? Over eighty thousand
pounds! I knew, didn’t I know I knew? Malabar came in all right. If I ride my horse till I’m sure, then I tell you,
Bassett, you can go as high as you like. Did you go for all you were worth, Bassett?”
“I went a thousand on it, Master Paul.”
“I never told you, mother, that if I can ride my horse, and get there, then I’m absolutely sure—oh, absolutely!
Mother, did I ever tell you? I am lucky!”
“No, you never did,” said the mother.
But the boy died in the night.
And even as he lay dead, his mother heard her brother’s voice saying to her: “My God, Hester, you’re eightyodd thousand to the good, and a poor devil of a son to the bad. But, poor devil, poor devil, he’s best gone out of a
life where he rides his rocking-horse to find a winner.”
101.217 A Day In A Woman’s Life\fn{by Sheila Kaye-Smith (1887-1956)} St.-Leonard-on-the-Sea, East Sussex,
England, United Kingdom (M) 8
The first colorless light of dawn crept slowly up from the east, over the meadows of Padgeham and Dorngate.
It left the other Marshes in shadow, touching only the tops of the hills, making them stand out as pale islands
above the valleys of the little streams. It shimmered on the windows of Pipsden, that cluster of tiny cottages on
the road from Hawkhurst to Rye. The cottages were beginning to wake—blinds were drawn, windows opened,
columns of blue, wood-scented smoke rose out of their chimneys into the windless air. It was time for the men to
go to work—on the tong Wood estate, or on the Manor Farm—and the women were busy preparing breakfast.
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Only a house rather larger than the rest, standing a little way back from the road among some barns, was still
asleep.
For some time Joyce Armstrong had been conscious of the disturbing light. She had thrust her face into the
pillow ands tried to shut it away. But she was aware of it spilling itself about the room over her shoulders, into the
mirror, and she knew when the moment came when it filled itself with sunshine and she could ignore it no longer.
She sat up in bed, shaking back the long hair from her face, stretching her arms slowly. She was a beautiful
woman, of slow movement and heavy though not ungraceful build—in the middle of her thirties, but bearing their
trace not in any aging of her features or her skin so much as in an indefinite weight of character expressed in her
somber eyes. The first spring sun had tanned her slightly, and her extending throat and arms showed a warm
yellowish brown against her white muslin nightdress.
She yawned … carelessly flinging the back of one large hand to her mouth … then a deep shiver went through
her. …
Time to get up. It must be quite seven o’clock, and she had a lot to do before she started. Started … should she
go? Why, of course, she’d go. She must know for certain—understand the meaning of all this. Anything would be
better than the past week with its uncertainty, its hope deferred.
There might be a letter this morning. Of course it wasn’t likely that he’d write at the last minute—unless he put
her off. He’d done that before—put her off at the last minute. He probably did it like that to avoid any protest or
entreaty from her. Bah! His little treacheries. But after three years on e couldn’t help it—if only one could help
going on in spite of his faults. That was what humiliated her—forgive, forgive, forgive. Angry tears flowed into
her eyes, and she jumped out of bed.
She pulled up the blind, and the sunshine filled the room. A soft blue sky lay over the fields, over the woods
that roughened the piling ridges of Kent. Near at hand was the smoke of the Pipsden breakfast fires, the red roofs
slanting to windward, the busyness of the little backyards, the stillness of a pond. Her throat tightened, and the
tears of anger became tears of blinding sorrow. Oh, those soft blue and golden days that had been in the
beginning, when every day some token of his love and tenderness came up to her from the Marsh—either a letter
or a little gift, or he himself in his big Sunbeam car … she remembered how once she had heard its throbbing in
her dreams, and woken at seven to find him already there. Those were the days before he was sure of her. She
turned quickly from the window, back into the sun-filled room, and shrugged on a kimono which lay over a chair,
thrusting at the same time her bare feet into mules. Clap, clap went her heels on the carpet of the room, and then a
louder clap on the polished boards that surrounded it. It would wake Mother if she went clapping downstairs like
that—mules were not good if your heels were slim—better have got moccasins. … But Laurie had loved the way
they used to hang from her toes when she dangled her legs … she must not think of Laurie—already she could
feel the tears coming back. She made a vow to herself not to think of Laurie till she had made the tea.
The kitchen was dark. The blinds were down and the sun was at the other side of the house. She hoped there
were no black-beetles about. Oh, what was that?—Only Perkins the cat, rubbing against her legs in an ecstasy of
joy. His tail waved like a pine tree above his arched back, his hair stood out, all his body quivered with the organmusic of his song. The lovely, lovely thing. She picked him up, and buried her face in the humming softness of his
flank.
“Oh, Perkins, love me—don’t kick—don’t go away.”
But Perkins was on the floor, still vibrant, but aloof. His love was strictly practical, with a view to the
morning’s milk—it was not to be squandered on anything merely human. He stepped daintily beside her to the
door, as she went to take in the jug. Then he led the way back to his saucer. She filled it with new milk.
“You don’t deserve it, you naughty Perkins. You don’t really love me—it’s only cupboard love.”
“Lap-lap-lap-smack,” said Perkins.
“After all why should you love me more disinterestedly than—no, I haven’t made the tea.”
She leaped to the stove. What a nuisance it was, being unable to get a girl to sleep in the house. One had to do
all the morning’s work oneself. In summer it wasn’t so bad, but in winter. … Ugh! Thank heaven, winter was
over. But next winter … what would that be like?—Not like last winter—no, it couldn’t be. It must be different.
But would it be?—She mustn’t think of it. “If winter comes can spring be far behind?” … A tear fell hissing on
the stove. “Some more milk, Perkins? Don’t put your head in the jug.”
A loud rat-tat sounded in the front of the house. Joyce jerked herself upright, and the blood ebbed out of her
cheeks. That was the post. For a moment she felt as if she could not move. Was there a letter from him lying on
the doormat, where she had so often seen it—his black, vigorous handwriting distinguishing it from other letters
even at a distance. But if there was, it could mean nothing good—it would be putting her off, otherwise he’d
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never leave her ten days without a letter and then write on the morning he was expecting to see her. It would be
better if there was no letter—and yet, would it? Would the fact that he had not written tell her anything? Wouldn’t
it leave her more hopeless in the dark than ever? At least if he wrote, she would know definitely if he expected to
see her, and if he did not, why not. Lord! What a coward she was! She had it in her power to put an end to all this
questioning by going to the door. But she could not move. Rat-tat! Again! That meant the postman was waiting.
She would have to go.
“Good morning—a registered parcel to be signed for?” That must be from Laurie—who else? … No, it was
her mother’s tortoise-shell spectacles, sent back from repair. … “Thanks. And the letters? Thanks. Good
morning.”
A circular,\fn{Advertisement.} her mother’s weekly letter from her aunt—that was all.
Then suddenly she knew that she had wanted desperately to hear, even if it meant the destruction of her one
faint hope of seeing him. Anything was better than this uncertainty. He had not written for ten days, not since their
last meeting. He had never been so long before without writing—and she had written twice, the last letter
imploring him to write to her, if it was only a line. What had happened? Something must have happened to
account for his silence. Had he gone away suddenly and in his hurry forgotten to post the letter that told her of it
—or had he given the letter to someone else who had forgotten to post it? All the explanations which could
possibly leave her a good opinion of him rushed through her mind, and she took the kettle off the stove, filled the
teapot, and set the bedroom tray. By the time she was carrying the tray upstairs, others more disquieting had
arrived. Perhaps he was wanting to choke her off, and had chosen this way of doing it—perhaps he had found
someone else he liked. … Oh, no, he had been so sweet when she had seen him last and they had planned this day.
… He could not have changed—perhaps he was ill, too ill to write—perhaps he was dead.
“Good morning, Mother dear—I hope you had a good night.”
She sat down the tray by her mother’s bed, and kissed her.
“Here are your spectacles come back—and Aunt Milly’s letter.”
“I heard you go downstairs a great while ago.”
“Yes—I’m afraid my heels flopped and woke you. I must get some new slippers.”
“No, no, I was awake. I’ve been awake since five. I wish I could get someone to help you in the mornings,
dear—it’s a shame for you to have to get up and make my tea.”
“Oh, I don’t mind a bit. I like getting up early on these fine mornings.”
So they prattled to each other—about the house and the weather and the tea and the cat; and all the time Joyce
was saying to her mother in her heart—“Oh, Mother, I’m in anguish because my lover doesn’t write to me,
because he’s getting casual about mer, getting tired—soon he’ll want a change, and I love him as much as I ever
did, though I see all his faults as I never did. Oh, Mother, help me! But you can’t!”
No, her mother couldn’t help her, because her mother had never known anything like this. Love had come to
her, as it seemed to have come to so many of her generation, as an expanding flower instead of a devouring flame.
Love for her had meant marriage, protection, children … why must it mean something so different to her
daughter, who needed all these things as much as she?—Oh, why, why, why? … “If Laurie really loved me he
would marry me,” she said in her heart—“it is all nonsense what he says about being unable to. He has a
comfortable home and lots of money to spend on things like cars and trips to London. If he really loved me, he’d
let the mortgage rip, and be poor with me. He doesn’t really love me. Then why do I love him? Because I can’t
help it, I suppose.”
As she was carrying the tray out of the door, a new thought flashed upon her—“I won’t go.” She suddenly
made up her mind not to go to see him at Warehorne. If he was calmly expecting her to come, though he hadn’t
written to her since their last meeting, it would serve him right if she failed to appear, and perhaps make him
appreciate her a little more. If he had been untrue to her, it would save her face—if he had merely gone away …
it would be horrible turning up at the farm and having to ask: “Where is Mr. Holt?” and be answered: “He’s not
here, ma’am, he’s in London.” No, she had much better not to go, and for quite an hour she really thought she
wouldn’t.
During that hour she dressed, let in the daily girl who prepared the breakfast, helped her mother over the last
stages of her toilet. Perkins came up, voluptuous with the thought of fish, rubbing against Joyce as she knelt to
fasten her mother’s frock, with little hoarse cries in his throat. Joyce thought: “If I don’t go it will mean more
uncertainty. Today’s Saturday—I can’t hear from him till Monday—perhaps I shan’t\fn{ Shall not.} hear then. I
can’t bear this for another three days. I must go and find out what’s happened, however bad it is.”
“What are you doing today, my dear?” asked her mother, when they were at breakfast.
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“I’m going over in the car to Warehorne to see the Holts—don’t you remember my telling you?”
“Yes, of course I do—and Lilian Smith is coming to spend the day with me.”
That was another reason why she must go—she’d ask Lilian Smith to come in and spend the day with her
mother—“So good of you, Lilian dear; you know I can’t leave Mother alone all day, and I simply must go to see
some people at Warehorne.” What a fool she’d look if she stayed at home!
“Has Mrs. Holt come back from Italy?” continued her mother.
“Yes, she came back last week”—no need to tell that Mrs. Holt had gone to stop with a sister at Brighton.
“Well, give her my very kind remembrances. Tell her I’m so sorry I’m not equal to calling upon her. Mr. Laurie
Holt is at home, I suppose?”
“Yes, Mother,” said Joyce, and blushed heavily. It was dreadful having to deceive Mother like this—Mother
who was so understanding, and so young, in spite of her age—so much younger than her daughter.
Mrs. Armstrong saw the blush and the droop of the head.
“Well, you be wise and careful, my dear. He’s paid you a great deal of attention, but young men seem to be so
queer nowadays. You mustn’t let him play with you.”
Joyce laughed.
“Darling, I’m not what you’d exactly call in my first youth, and if I’m not able to look after myself I ought to
be.”
That was true, anyhow.
When breakfast was over, she went out to get here car. It was kept in one of the sheds at the back of the house
—sheds which did not belong to the Armstrongs, but to the smallholder who rented the steading. The car was a
small Humber; she had bought it secondhand in a fit of extravagance and daring with some money left her by an
uncle. Those were the days when the big Sunbeam could no longer be depended on as in the beginning to bridge
the gulf between Pipsden and Warehorne, and she had become terribly conscious of the looping miles of the
marsh road. Moreover, the lesson had given her a less plaintive excuse for her demands on Laurie’s time and
company. She would never be a good driver—she was not capable or resourceful enough—but she had the right
amount of timidity, neither so much as to make her nervous, nor so little as to make her presumptuous, and had
come through her first six months without any mishap, though her speedometer recorded over a thousand miles,
most of which had been run to and fro between Hawkhurst and the Marsh.
The Humber was difficult to start. She flooded the carburetor, advanced the spark, cranked furiously and in
vain. This was when one wanted a man—when one saw the preposterousness of a woman living alone. Living
alone … and she and Laurie were what she supposed was called “living together” … living together fifteen miles
apart.
There! It had started at last. Chug-chug-chug. She brought it round to the door, and ran in to fetch her hat and
driving gloves and say good-bye to her mother.
“When will you be back, dear?”
“I don’t know. They may ask me to stay to tea. But you’ll be all right with Lilian, won’t you?”
“Oh, perfectly. Enjoy yourself, my dear. You’ve got a lovely day.”
Suppose Laurie wasn’t there—what should she do about lunch? Suppose her conjectures were right as to his
being away? She couldn’t come home and tell them she’d found nobody at Warehorne. She’d have to get lunch at
the inn—she must take enough money with her. Lord! What a fool she was, setting out on a wild-goose chase like
this.
*
She backed out of the gate—a process she hated—and was on the great ridge road that flows like a ribbon from
Hawkhurst to Rye. Crunch!—that was an ugly gear-change—how careless she was—crunch!—the second was
just as bad. Now the little car was running smoothly, the speedometer climbing into the twenties. She leaned back,
giving herself up to the soothing of speed. It soothed her thoughts into a queer rhythm—they no longer fluttered
to and from like the needle on the accumulator dial—but went resolutely and rhythmically forward like the
wheels. They told her that she was a fool to make this journey, and just because she was a fool to make it, it must
not be made in vain. When she came home some useful purpose must have been accomplished, she must
somehow have retrieved her life out of this miserable uncertainty, either by a fresh start in happiness or by a
decided end. Here journey would definitely show her what had happened and what was going to be. She dared not
think of joy, so she thought of sorrow.
She was going to break off with Laurie. She could bear no more of his treatment, of his neglect, of the slow,
selfish dying of his love. Better end it all, and find herself free again as she had been once. Free … it seemed a
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hundred years since she had been free, since she had worked in the morning feeling that the day belonged to her.
Some words floated into her mind—“union libre” … that meant “free union”—free when you were bound in
body, mind, and heart. … But soon she would be really free, so free that she would forget that once she had found
her slavery sweet.
Free … She remembered some words she had read in a novel, about how at the beginning of a love affair, the
man is the seeker, the maker of occasions, and how at the end it is the woman. That was true. At the beginning it
had all been Laurie’s pursuit, his delicious pursuit—now it was hers, her sorrowful, humiliating pursuit. Why, it
was she who had fixed today’s meeting—he would have trusted to something more fortuitous bringing them
together. Why couldn’t she let him go?—as he would have let her go at the beginning if she had run away faster
than she had.
But now she would let him go—more, she would send him away. “Laurie, I have endured enough—I can
endure no more.” “Oh, Joyce,” he would plead. But she would be firm—“No, I am going. You must learn that a
woman can’t be treated like this.” Oh, she almost hoped that he would give her the opportunity—that he would
not have a reasonable excuse for his conduct in … of course, he might. He might have gone away—he must have
gone away—he couldn’t have received both her last letters and not answered them. … Perhaps he had been away,
and for some reason the letters had not been forwarded, and he had come back either last night or early this
morning and had found them there, and was now waiting for her full of anxiety, full of regret and tenderness. …
“Oh, my darling little Joyce—how dreadful for you. I’m so terribly sorry. But I was sent for suddenly up to town,
and those idiots never forwarded anything. How can I make things up to you? It’s difficult now, but when we are
married …” The color had mounted on her cheeks and her lips parted joyfully—she almost forgot it was a dream.
She came out of it the next moment, as a flock of sheep met her in Sandhurst. She stopped the car, and her
thoughts seemed to stop with it. She saw only the dusty, panting sheep, and her heart was full of pity for the poor
things—many of them had lambs running along beside them, bleating too, but in shriller voices. They were past
now, and she set forward again, through the trim wide street of Sandhurst, quickening her pace towards Linkhill.
How well she knew the road—the sign of the running greyhound outside the inn, the throws where one road
went into Sussex and the other into Kent. She had hardly ever been along that Kentish road, though she had often
wanted to. She had used the car almost entirely for her visits to Warehorne. But when she was Free she would
drive a lot about the country. She would take her mother out for drives—her mother had often seemed as if she
wanted to come and wondered why her daughter drove off without her. She would make up to her mother for a lot
of things when she was Free … she knew now that she would be free—that momentary softness of hope was but a
dream. Laurie would have no reasonable excuse to offer, and short of a clear, convincing, reasonable excuse she
would not forgive. If he had been unfaithful(she had forgiven him for that once) or remiss (she had forgiven him
for that a hundred times), or had got into another of his queer, selfish muddles, her mind was made up as to what
she would do. “I can bear no more. You don’t really love me, or you couldn’t treat me like this. No—it really is
ended now.”
Let us agree to give up love
And root up the infernal grove,
Then shall we return and see
The worlds of happy Eternity—

sang the car, as she ran across the Rother Marshes into Sussex—where the villages of Northiam and Beckley and
Peasmarsh were threaded on the road like beads on a string.
Well, she had lived through three years of it, and only the first had been worth living. The others had been hell.
However, they had done her this service in showing her the kind of husband he would have made—weak, selfish,
unreliable—how dreadful it sounded!—but it was true. It was true, too, that she had loved him in spite of it all. He
was so attractive. … But she was glad she had not married him … though she would never forget the day he had
told her he could not marry her, bringing forward long strings of figures and talks of mortgages and his plans for
the farm, and other things which she could not understand. What a fool she had been not to finish it all that day …
that was when she ought to have broken with him, and spared herself all this. What had made her stick to him—
love or hope? Had she hoped that her love would make him change his mind, change his fate, and marry her after
all?—Hadn’t she all along been hoping that he would marry her in the end?—didn’t she hope it still? Oh, God!—
what it is to have a patient, indestructible hope … and wouldn’t it be degrading as well as foolish to marry him
after all that had happened? … Hang it all, he had treated her badly from the start … a woman like herself,
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desirable, well-connected, who had been sought by others … to condemn her to this unutterable life, just so that
he could be free and spend money and buy land … it was monstrous! She owed it to her dignity to end things at
once.
And throughout all eternity
I forgive you, you forgive me—
As our dear Redeemer said,
This the wine and this the bread—

sang the car, taking her through Peasmarsh.
She would soon be in Rye. Already the fields were falling away to the southeast. She saw the blue line of the
sea … and then the green vastness of the marsh spreading away into veiled distances. From the ridge it looked
like a huge map, marked out with roads and water-courses, with dots of roofs and steeples. She saw the foot of the
Isle of Oxney—she saw the abrupt hillock of Stone with its square church tower … when she was Free she would
go to church again … Now she was entering Rye, and for a few relieving moments her mind was a fixed on
maneuvering the car through the narrow streets. … Now she was out of the town, rushing along the Straight Mile
—zip-zip … let her out … open the throttle wide … zip-zip … thirty coming round on the speedometer tape …
thirty-five … oh, if only I can get her up to forty … if I can get her up to forty, Laurie will have a reasonable
excuse that I can accept … zip-zip … Guildeford corner … I must slow down … and of course I won’t accept any
excuse. … I’m going to be Free.
Now she was nearing Warehorne she began to feel afraid. It would be a very terrible meeting—it would make
her sick. And suppose he had taken the matter out of her hands and had decided to get rid of her—suppose she
found a message from him telling her all was over … it would be a cruel way of doing things, but then men were
often cruel when they were frightened … or angry … angry with themselves. Besides, what else could have
happened?—What else could account for his silence, except a definite determination to break with her? … Unless
he was dead. … Oh, God, Laurie dead!
Then a new fear attacked her. What would she say to the parlor-maid when she arrived? If he was away from
home, she didn’t want the girl to think that she had come to lunch. She must put on speed and arrive well before
the luncheon hour—she must put on a careless and haphazard manner as if she’d called in on the chance. Yet if he
was expecting her and had told the servants, it would look queer if she seemed undecided herself. …
Both these fears—the big that made her feel sick and the little that made her feel silly—went with her all the
way to Warehorne. Her hand on the steering-wheel was clammy, her foot shook on the accelerator. What a pitiful
spectacle is a woman driving a motor-car when she is in love!
By the time she had reached the house, she had made up her mind to be casual—better that the maid should
think her foolish than disappointed. Agney House stood just outside the village—it was really a glorified farm, in
the midst of its steading, a red, comfortable, seventeenth-century house, with staring, white-rimmed windows. It
looked prosperous—exceedingly prosperous for a man who professed himself too poor to marry; but of course the
prosperity was in the house only and the penury was in the land, the land which Laurie refused to give up for her
sake.
She was on the doorstep—her tongue was thick and her mouth was dry. In a minute now she would know.
“Is Mr. Laurence Holt at Warehorne?”
“Yes, ma’am. But he’s gone over to Brenzett on business.”
“When will he be back!”
“He said about three o’clock.”
“Then he’s not lunching at home?”
“No, ma’am—he’s lunching at Mr. Staple’s.”
“I see. But he’ll be back at three.”
“Yes, ma’am. Shall I give him any message?”
“No—that’s to say—yes, tell him Miss Armstrong called, and that she’ll call again later in the afternoon. Tell
him it’s on urgent business.”
“Very well, ma’am.”
The girl was a new importation—she suspected nothing. Joyce had saved her face, but nothing else.
She mechanically got into the car—as part of the program of casualness she had left the engine running—and
drove round the little sweep\fn{Curved carriage-drive in front of a house; Kaye-Smith originated this definition of the word .} and
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out of the gate. Mechanically she turned to the right, into the village. Everything she did was mechanical. Her
brain felt rigid, frozen—ossified—she could not think.
Then suddenly she began to feel, in furious throes. She felt anger, bewilderment, grief, despair—so violently
that she had to bring the car to a standstill. She was trembling all over. This was worse than anything she had
expected. Laurie was at home, but had gone out to lunch with someone else on the day he had invited her to come
to him. He could not have forgotten their arrangement—no, that was impossible—he must have meant to slight
her, to show her in this incredibly male, clumsy way that all was over between them. What should she do?—for
nothing was certain. How should she act? For the first time she knew nothing was certain. How should she act?
For the first time she knew the meaning of the expression “at your wit’s end.”
Should she go home?—No, that was impossible. What explanation could she make to her mother or Lilian
Smith? Besides, she would be condemning herself to long days of uncertainty. She could not endure that. Should
she drive to Mr. Staple’s and demand to see Laurie?—In her desperation she felt inclined to do that. She had a
right to make a fuss, to make things hot for him—he mustn’t expect her always to take everything lying down.
But something at the bottom of her heart restrained her from exposing herself—better far wait till he came home,
and see him there. She could manage to fill in the time somehow till three o’clock.
What should she do? Lunch was out of the question—she could not eat. Neither could she sit still. A terrible
restlessness was in all her limbs—her anxiety translated into terms of motion. She would drive out somewhere in
the car—drive really far and really fast—fill up all the hours with speed.
There was a wide space to turn in outside the church, and she swung round, the nose of her car pointing
towards the sea. A long, white, flat road ran out into flat distances. It was the road to New Romney, so she was
told by the signpost, and she set out along it, with the throttle well open. Oh, she was thankful she had got the car,
that she could fill her waiting-time with fierce activity and the lull of motion, and yet was not required to support
herself on legs that were weak and shaking. Her speedometer showed her that she had already come twenty-five
miles, and there would of course be the twenty-five miles home. By driving out seawards she would probably add
thirty miles to her day’s tally, and fifty was quite enough for her unaccustomed driving. But she did not care. She
must go—she could not live through time without the help of space.
She had never been out on the seaward side of the marsh, knowing only the road between Rye and Warehorne.
Soon a toll-gate pulled her up.
“Sixpence … thank you” … crunch! Another noisy change—and how her leg was shaking as she put out the
clutch!
How many miles to New Romney?
Scarcely more than ten.
Shall I get there by three o’clock?
Yes, and back again.

She mustn’t be later than three, or he might have gone out again. She had better be there at a quarter to three.
She could contrive to sit still for a quarter of an hour.
The marsh felt very huge lying there all round her, misty, flat, and green. It was foreign—unlike the country
round Hawkhurst, which was all little hills covered with spinneys\fn{ Small thickets of woods with undergrowth.} and
fields, and farms with fairy names. Here the farms were set far apart among sheep-toted miles of pasture—their
roofs were immensely steep and high, and yellowed over with sea-lichen, and their ricks were thatched with
osiers.\fn{Willow-branches.} She passed an enormous church standing between two farms—a few miles farther on
she passed another, standing among some tiny cottages which could easily have been packed into its aisles. She
thought of Brookland church, and the color left her face.
It was in Brookland tower, all among the salt-riddled oak beams, that he had first told her that he loved her,
holding her to him in the darkness. She had not been surprised—for several days she had been expecting, hoping
he would speak, and now at last he had spoken … at least, he had not spoken—his lips had given her kisses
instead of words. But she had understood—or rather she had not understood. She had thought he wanted to marry
her—it was not till quite a week later that she discovered he did not.
O stop your ringing and let me be—
Let be, O Brooklands bells—
You’ll ring Old Goodman out of the sea
Before I wed one else.
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Old Goodman’s farm is rank sea sand
And was this thousand year.
But it shall turn to rich plough land
Before I change my dear.

That was the way her little car, rushing and humming along, always set her thoughts to music. But this was a
silly song—Because she was going to change her dear that very evening. She had made up her mind. Weakness
hitherto had been her fault, but now she would be firm. She could bear no more. How many times had she told
herself that since the beginning? The first year had been beautiful, full of happiness, in spite of some twinges of
conscience and the stinging of the lies she had to tell. By the second year he had grown casual and remiss, but she
had born with him, knowing that it was his nature, and having always understood that men don’t bother about
little things the way women do. In the third year he had been unfaithful to her, but she had forgiven him, because
she had always understood that men were liable to these attacks. Besides, she could not do without him. … What
had happened that she could do without him now? A lot had happened—her heart was dead. He had slowly killed
her heart. She did not love him any more. No, she didn’t. She didn’t, she didn’t, she didn’t!
The flat horizon was growing rough. A great shaggy wood spread across it, out of which a tower rose. Here
was new Romney and the marsh’s edge. Should she turn before going into the town? What time was it?—Nearly
two. She had better turn. It would be too dreadful if she were late and missed him—she would turn at the next
cross roads.
A signpost said: To New Romney: To Ivy-Church: To Lydd. She stopped the car and backed up the Lydd road.
She did it clumsily and blocked the way. A little boy on a bicycle squeezed past. He turned round and smiled at
her—not mockingly, but encouragingly and kindly. The smile at once comforted and melted her—she felt grateful
for this unknown being’s token of good will.
*
Back again … back over the same road she had come. The bonnet of her car running before her was like the
nose of a living thing—the cap of the radiator was like a funny little inquiring snout. If only her car was alive and
loved her, how happy she would be! She was a big fool. … But, oh! she did want a little love—a little
affectionate, tender love—love that never demanded anything. … She did not think she had ever had it. Of course
there was her mother … but so many lies stood between her and her mother. She would love her mother when she
was Free. Well, today wouldn’t be wasted now, for all its anguish—at the end of it she would be Free. No longer
would she have to tell lies, no longer would she have to wrestle with circumstances, no longer would she have to
run after Laurie, either drawn by his whims or driven by her longings. Free … Free … he had set her Free at last
—kicked her out, put her on the pavement—but she was Free. “There’s no good, Laurie—it really is done—
finished this time. You don’t love me. You wouldn’t treat me like this if you did. …”
Ah, here was the toll gate. How much quicker she seemed to have come back. Another sixpence … the girl
said: “If I’d seen who it was, I’d have let you through. We’re not supposed to, but—” Another kind creature.
Joyce wanted to thank her, but instead she said in her heart to Laurie: “No, this time I really will not pass it over.
It’s nothing to me if you care for this woman or not. You can take her, or nobody, you’re not going to have me. Of
course I will always be your friend.”—No—she was done with him—for good—till she was fifty at any rate …
then perhaps. … Not, even then. …
Lord! There he was on the road in front of her. She recognized his familiar step, his familiar gray suit, the way
he flourished his stick instead of walking with it like other men. He must have left Mr. Staple’s earlier than he had
intended. What should she do? Pass him carelessly by? … That might hurt. … No, she must speak to hi, otherwise
the break would not be definite. She would leave no raw edges. She would cut—clean.
She sounded her horn as she drew even with him, ran on a few yardds ahead, and then stopped. Without
getting out of the car she turned and fced him—she saw the recognition in his eyes, without reproach or fear.
“Dearest child …”
He came up to her, and was in the car beside her before she could speak.
“Laurie …” she said faintly.
“Start away, dear, and drive me home. You’ll come in for a few minutes, won’t you?”
“Laurie—didn’t you know I was coming today? Weren’t you expecting me?—You asked me to lunch.”
She saw his face grow blank—his brown, speckled eyes looked vacantly into hers. Sit was only for a second,
but in that second such an agony of realization rushed over her as almost to deprive her of consciousness. She
knew that he had forgotten. All her wild conjectures of unfaithfulness, urgent business, or determined slight were
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beside the mark. He had made no effort to shake her off, to break bad news, his absence had been no part of a plan
either cruel or compassionate. He had simply forgotten all about her.
“My dear,” he was saying—“how absolutely dreadful! How perfectly awful of me! But surely we didn’t fix
anything definite. I said I’d let you know.”
“No, you didn’t”—she spoke gruffly—“it was fixed. Don’t you remember? You said your people would be
away, and we’d have a whole lovely day together. We’d go over to St. Mary’s …” Her voice broke.
“Yes—of course.” … He was beginning to be embarrassed. “Mind the gatepost”—she nearly struck it as she
swung the car into the sweep. … “I’m awfully sorry, Joyce, you came all this way and found me out. You make
me feel dreadful.”
He got out and opened the door for her. She followed him into the familiar room, half office, half study—she
sank down in an armchair and burst into tears.
“Joyce—darling—don’t! Don’t be so upset about it—it’s only a little thing.”
“A little thing! … Oh! … and I’ve been thinking all sorts of things about you—that you’d thrown me over—
that you were dead even—but this is worse than anything I’d imagined.”
“Worse!—My dear girl, don’t be hysterical.”
He came over to her and tried to pull her hands down from her eyes.
“Don’t—you don’t love me, or you couldn’t have forgotten me. And you haven’t write, either—not for ten
days.”
“I’d nothing to write about … and I was waiting till I was sure about today.” … He was tying two lies together.
“Laurie, don’t tell me you’d have forgotten about me, if you loved me as much as you used to.”
“But I do love you just as much.” Again he tried to pull away her hands.
“You don’t.”
“I do.”
“You don’t.” This wasn’t what she had meant to say, how she had intended the interview to go off. He slipped
his arm round her, and in spite of her resistance, drew her head to his shoulder as he knelt beside her.
“Oh, Joyce darling, don’t be angry. Don’t let us quarrel over this. Surely we know each other well enough not
to be upset by an accident.”
“An accident! Oh, Laurie, if you knew what I’ve suffered—what I’ve thought. …”
“But it’s all over now—oh, do be generous and forgive me.”
“But it will happen again—something like it … Laurie, I can’t bear any more … and I mean, what am I
bearing it for?—where is all this leading us?”
“What do you mean, dear?”
“I mean—are—are we just going on like this until one of us marries someone else?”
“My dear child, I’ve told you that I can’t marry you. Don’t let us go over all that again.”
“But I don’t understand …”
He had risen and was walking about the room.
“Dearest, can’t you let that alone? Can’t we love each other as we used to do, without worrying about what
may happen years ahead?”
“But we don’t love each other as we used to do. Oh, Laurie, I won’t say you love me less, but you love me
differently. You forget me. I could bear it if I thought it was … I mean if we were going to be … but I have to bear
it in vain.”
“In vain? So this is ‘in vain,’ Joyce—all our love, all our friendship, all the heavenly moments we’ve had
together?—It’s all in vain, if you haven’t something material to look forward to? Is that what you mean?”
“Oh, no, no!”
“Then what in God’s name do you mean?”
She wished she knew. She wished she had said the things she had meant to say—done what she had meant to
do. His sin against her was even worse than she had imagined, and yet … Free … the things she had meant to do
when she was Free … But she would be Free—even the sight of him there before her in all his alert and lovely
strength should not cheat her of her freedom. She sprang to her feet.
“Laurie … I’m, not going on with it—I can’t … I can’t bear … I’m going to be Free.”
His arms were round her—her words were choked out against his breast … the smell of his tweed coat seemed
to stifle her. She felt his warmth and strength, his arm upholding her. His lips were warm against her ear,
murmuring tenderly and reproachfully—“Oh, you silly little thing—you don’t know what you’re saying. You’re
going to forgive me, and love me more than ever. Of course you are. You’re upset with the heat.”
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Then her spirit fainted. She did not know whether she despaired more of him or of herself. He tilted back her
unresisting head, and his lips came down upon hers, the seal of her bondage.
“‘Lord, how oft shall my brother sin against me and I forgive him—till seven times?’
“‘Not until seven times; but until seventy times seven’” … unto the bitter end. …
*
Tired … tired … that was the only refrain her car had for her on the journey home … no more furious thinking
…. No more furious rhymes … only tired … tired … exhausted, eight-seven miles on the speedometer. … Tired
… tired …
Home at last.
“Well, dear, have you had a nice day?”
“Yes, Mother, thank you—a lovely day.”
218.93 Heaven Lies About Us: The First Of Three Autobiographies By Howard Spring\fn{by Howard Spring
(1889-1965)} Cardiff, Cardiff, Wales, United Kingdom (M) 21
When you told a boy you’d meet him at Joe Andrew’s Stone, he knew well enough what you meant; for to us
the Stone was a landmark as geographically important as the Cape or the Horn to more distant wanderers.
Our street was short, but nevertheless it was cleft in twain by another street that ran across it. Standing at the
cross-road, looking to one end of our street and then to the other, you would see little to choose. The houses were
identical. Each one of them contained a sitting-room, a kitchen and a scullery downstairs, a stairway that ran up
between walls with no banister or rail, and two bedrooms.
At each end of the street you would see a high wall, closing the uninspiring view, so that whether, coming into
the street from the cross-road, you turned right or left, you were in a dead end.
Nothing to choose then, looking from the cross-road. Yet in our end of the street the other end was always
spoken of as The Other End. We understood, yet knew not why we understood, that The Other End was nefarious
and evil. “Don’t go down The Other End” my mother would say; and I remember as one of the queer facts of
childhood that, for all the years I lived in the street, not once did I go down The Other End.
Joe Andrew’s public house stood at the intersection of the roads; and in a corner of the wall was the tarblackened buttress that was Joe Andrew’s Stone. The fathers of the street met in Joe Andrew’s bright bar; the boys
consorted each night at the Stone.
Thence we ranged on our simple pleasures. It was unfortunate for Mr. Hann that every time the door of his
corner shop was opened a bell rang. He would come from the parlour behind the shop, rubbing his hands in his
apron in expectation of some such petty sale as his miserable stock permitted, and find a grinning row of young
fiends chanting:
Hann, Hann,
Catch us if you can.

He would fling up the flap of the counter and plunge spasmodically towards us, only to find that his quarry had
disappeared into the dark lane that ran behind our street with the electric speed of a shoal of minnows among
whom a stone has been dropped.
But Hann was a tactician ever alert to devise new methods of outwitting his tormentors. His first essay at
counter-measures was a long cane, concealed behind the row of glass jars that shone with all the delectable and
deceptive colours of cheap confectionery. Emerging from the parlour one night, he feigned a dull stupidity as he
stared at ten dancing impudent eyes set in five impertinent faces; then with lightning speed grabbed the cane,
threw his body across the counter, and slashed.
It taught us caution; we hovered nearer the door next night, more swiftly poised for flight. Alas! that it did not
suggest something of the cunning of our enemy. For not long after that, no sooner did the bell ring and we stand
there gazing with unholy rapture at the lighted panes of the parlour door, than Hann leapt from concealment
behind a parapet of sacks loaded to their chins with split peas and potatoes; and there for the first time in our
experience was the baited bear plumb among the terriers. He seized me in a grip of iron, bent me in one masterly
stroke across his knee, and with a flat brush, designed for the sweeping of carpets but alas! not ill-adapted to more
lethal ends, proceeded to demonstrate the inadequacy of my trousers.
Perhaps it was this revelation of Hann’s readiness to meet enterprise with craft, that turned our thoughts for
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much of that winter to the safer delights of Rap-tap-ginger. A game simple enough, God knows, consisting, in its
crude and inartistic form, of merely banging on the neighbours’ knockers and crying Rap-tap-ginger as you fled
from the wrath to come.
It was Joe Blain, ever an alert and enterprising mind, who raised this horse-play to the status of an eerie art. A
neighbouring street was well designed to meet the needs of the case, for the houses on one side of the street were
flat to the pavement, while on the other side were niggardly yards of blackened earth where privets pushed an
untidy growth against the rails.
A piece of blackened string was fastened to a knocker, the string was carried to our ambush behind the privets,
and a pull set the knocker at work. Again and again some wretched householder was drawn from the peace and
comfort of his fireside; and we, trembling behind the privets, savoured to the full a deep conviction that that
householder must sooner or later attribute the knockings to a ghostly agency.
Running Round the Block was another joy of winter nights, the competitors starting from the same point and
running in opposite directions. We had paced the track and marked with white chalk the half-way point; and what
horror it was to find that your opponent was past the point—five, ten or fifteen yards—before you reached it!
How, then, your heart pumped, and you urged your feet, cased in heavy hob-nailed boots, to a tremendous
endeavour! Awful those moments of isolation not seeing your flying foe, but knowing that not far away he, too,
was panting his young heart out, bent on adding insolence to victory by running out to meet you!
But perhaps our greatest joy was that which depended on awful and grisly provision. Not far away was the
slaughterhouse, to which, in defiance of all rules and orders, we would often creep in, drawn by the repulsion of
its dreadful sights and sounds and smells. In our street there lived a man who gained his living in that shambles,
and we would waylay his homeward march and beg the boon of a pig’s bladder.
He was an apparition from Hell, a little shambling man with a squint, whose clothes and hands were always
imbrued with blood. I could never see him without a shudder; but he was kind enough, and always our petition
would be granted. Taking a bloody mess from his pocket, he would throw it to us, and there were, fortunately,
boys who, with no qualms at all, would blow it up; and then the game would be on.
Playing football with a pig’s bladder, enclosed in no leather case, is an exercise fit for fairies, and goodness
knows there were no fairies among us. The game soon ended either with the bursting of the ball or with a shrill
cry of
“Creeping Jesus!”
I do not know why the sergeant of police had received that name, though the adjective was appropriate. One
moment he was not; and the next, lo! in all his panoply he was materialising in the misty winter night. I have at
this distance of time no difficulty in supposing that he was a simple and humane being; but then his mere
appearance convinced us all of unimaginable guilt, and, taking to our heels, we would run till he was out of sight,
and then steal home by the darkest and most devious ways. No citizen as law-abiding as myself has fled the
officers of the law through so many terror-stricken miles.
*
Terror is a dreadful companion once you have admitted him to your heart. From the start, there was terror for
me in our street. The Other End held terrors unguessed. The women sitting on their doorsteps in the hot summer
nights might have been hags from Hell; the men, with their cruelly-buckled leather belts, lounging towards Joe
Andrew’s pub, looked fierce and inimical; and old Pheney who lived opposite to us, and set out every morning
with a great basket of crockery on his head to cry his wares about the streets, seemed always to me a presence to
be peculiarly dreaded. Never once in my young life did I speak a word to old Pheney, or he to me; yet it would not
have surprised me had he suddenly swooped upon me and subjected me to diabolic torture.
And this is how the Terror came to me. I do not know how old I was when we went to the street, but I must
have been five or six. We shifted, as poor people do, with the aid of a handcart. My father carted such furniture as
there was from the old house to the new one in a series of journeys, and on one of those journeys he took me and
my brother with him. He took us into the kitchen, and sat us side by side on his old wooden armchair. Then he left
us, and went away for another cartload.
It was wintertime, and the night was coming on. We were alone in that strange dark house. A glimmer of fire
burned in the grate on our right; in front of us was an uncurtained window, giving upon blackness. The stairs in
that house always creaked. They creaked of their own accord without anyone setting foot upon them. They
creaked that night. We sat there, two babes in the wood of Terror, clutching one another, speaking no word,
looking at the dark window and listening to the stairs creaking.
Then through the night there boomed suddenly the sound of a great drum beating. Loud voices were upraised
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singing “The Lamb, the Lamb, the bleeding Lamb,” and upon them all burst a greater voice that shrieked through
the night
“The Blood!” Still we spoke no word. We sat and trembled in that forlorn and empty house, and listened to the
voice crying “The Blood!”
We soon got to know it as a regular performance: that arrival of the Salvation Army outside Joe Andrew’s pub,
the rush from the bar of Mrs. Murphy, the street’s most notorious drunkard. The singing of the hymns converted
her every time she heard them; crying upon the Blood she would rush forth, join the singers, march with them to
their barracks, and be at Joe’s again the next night.
So the Terror came to the street. Always to me the house in some sort was haunted. Sleepless, I would listen to
the stairs creaking below me; to the thudding of the drum, to the cries upon the Blood; and to these were added
now and then the shrieks of beaten women, the commotion of the arriving police; and then, when everything else
was quiet, again the stairs would creak as though impalpable beings had weight and were ascending and
descending.
*
For years, on Sunday nights, we sat around the fire and read. My father sat in his armchair on the right. My
mother sat facing him in a low rocking chair. Between them was a long wooden backless bench on which we all
sat: my sisters, my brother and I.
It was cosy enough in the kitchen then. There was a lamp hanging to a nail in the wall: a tin lamp, a glass
chimney with no shade, a reflector of polished tin. We read The Pilgrim’s Prosress and Robinson Crusoe, and
many another good book, because my father abhorred rubbish. He would read a little; then, one by one, the
children would take their turns. If we mispronounced a word once, he would correct us irritably; if twice, he
would clout us across the head. So we became acquainted with wholesome English.
He was an irritable man. I can remember only one occasion when I was conscious, in the fullest sense, of
enjoying his company. I was a child just recovered from the only serious illness I have had in my life. I had been
in bed for a long time, and my life was despaired of. I lived in a little cottonwool jacket, and a Queen Victoria
nurse came in every day. One of the boys whom I was accustomed to meet at the Stone sent me a present. It was a
minnow in a Rose’s lime juice cordial bottle—one of those absurdly long bottles with a neck-opening no wider
round than a shilling. But there the minnow was in the bottle beside my bed to remind me of streams and fields. I
do not think that to this day a more thoughtful gift has been made to me.
I recovered; and I recall walking on thin tottery legs, very slowly, in the street, holding my father’s hand. He
met a neighbour, and even now I can hear him say: “You see, he’s better,” and feel again the thrill that filled my
heart at the swift consciousness that he was glad I was better, that I meant something to the silent, aloof and
enigmatic being who was my father.
His trade was that of a man who did such jobs as he could get in gardens. He had a printed card which set forth
in terms worthy of a Micawber the multiplicity of his qualifications. He was—on this card—first and foremost, a
landscape gardener, by which, no doubt, he meant that if the Duke of Devonshire had offered him the overlordship of Chatsworth he would with serene confidence have done with the job what he could. From that peak he
descended to the plain of a straightforward offer to make asphalt paths, supply gravel, design and layout gardens
or tend them and to provide turf in any quantity.
In practice, it came to little more than such jobs as any labourer might do; and long after he was dead my
mother told me that, taking one week with another, he supplied her with about a pound a week throughout their
married life. Nine children were born of the marriage; seven grew to manhood and womanhood.
He was very proud of his tools and was for ever oiling their shafts and polishing the blades which all too often
were not shining from use. He had a branding iron with which he would burn his name into all he possessed; not
only on to the shafts of tools but on to the legs of tables, the bench we sat on for the readings, and all sorts of
other improbable places.
I recall a night when there was gladness because, after being out of work for a long time, he had some shabby
little job to start on the morrow. He made great play of assembling spade and rake, turf-cutting iron, a huge
pounding weapon which he himself had fabricated from a block of teak, and much else. A neighbour came in
then, asking the loan of a spade for a friend who, also, had been fortunate enough to find some work in a garden.
My father heaped all his tools into the man’s arms.
“Give him these,” he said. And when, the man being gone, my mother protested, he made no answer, which
was his front to all complaints, but, smoking his clay pipe as silently as an Indian, sulked in his chair.
“God help us,” said my mother. “You’ll be the ruin of us all.”
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*
Many a day I spent with him in gardens or in the fields where he cut his turf. We would take our dinner with
us, and tea and sugar in a tin can whose lid was used as a cup. When the time for the meal came, I would be sent
to the nearest house to ask for hot water “for the gardener.” Never did anyone refuse, though we had no claim
upon them.
With a tool which he called a half-moon he would cut down through the turf, drawing long parallel lines, then
slice lines cross-wise, till the whole area was marked out in long oblongs of about one foot by three. Then he
would use the tool which slid beneath the turf, loosening it from the chocolate-brown earth; and it was my job to
roll the turfs then till they were like big Swiss rolls, and pile them side by side. He promised me again and again
that he would pay me a penny a hundred; but never a penny did I get. He must have had few enough pennies for
himself; and with such as he had he would visit the second-hand bookstalls in the market, bringing home for
himself, perhaps, some such book as the battered version of Paradise Lost—the only one of his books which I still
possess—and for us a Swiss Family Robinson or Tom Jones.
Save for the occasions of the readings, he was taciturn, morose, and reserved, rarely stirring from his fireside
chair in the kitchen, where he wrapped himself in aloofness and tobacco smoke. Never, I should think, was there a
family which knew less about its own father. My mother told me that even to her he had never spoken a word
concerning himself, save to tell her that, as a boy, he ran away from his home in County Cork.
Because I knew so little of him, and because even when I accompanied him, I was in no sense with him, I
recall the more vividly a Sunday walk when the barrier came near to obliteration. We stood on the top of a hilly
field, with young spring woods greening on the right hand and the left. There were cowslips growing in the field
and a stream at its foot where kingcups floated their golden saucers upon the water. The whole day was full of
bird-song and the quavering cries of lambs. I remember how my father stood there on the top of the hilly field,
bare-headed, holding my hand; and when I loooked up into his face I saw with a shock that there were tears
behind his eyes. Brusquely then he urged me down the field to where, at the bottom, a man was turning the handle
of a turnip-cutting machine. He and my father talked of the weather and this and that. as strangers will, while I
munched a long finger of turnip.
It cannot have been long after that that he died. My brother and I were taken in to see him lying in his coffin;
and when we were in bed that night we fell to arguing about the number of small pearl buttons that had fastened
the top of the shroud. We crept out of bed and into his room to settle the matter.
After the funeral, I walked out to Fairwater to collect the wages due for the last job he had done. We could not
afford to let those few shillings slide; and week after week thereafter I called every Saturday at a small grocer’s
shop to pay something off the bill. We began to get straight as soon as he was gone. God rest his soul! He was a
lonely and unhappy man.
*
There were many ways of adding small sums to a family’s income.
Joe Blain, who brought ghostly complication to the simple game of Rap-tap-ginger, had a handcart made of a
box fixed to the wheels of a perambulator! On the side he had painted
J. BLAIN
Dealer in White Rats
and
Old Iron.

Joe had discovered the fecundity of rats and the irresistibility of the pink eyes that looked out over the soft
pointed snouts. Any boy who coveted one of Joe’s rats had to pay heavily in junk: any sort of old iron, jam jars,
rags, bones or bottles. These he conveyed in his handcart to the marine-store dealer’s.
We, lacking his imagination and enterprise, acted on the simple commercial principle of buying a thing and
then selling it for more than it had cost. Behind the high wall which made our end of the street a cul de sac there
was a sawyer’s yard, presided over by a patriarchal man whose flowing beard was always powdered with
sawdust. It was a good place to visit, that woodyard, with its rich resinous scents, its chugging steam-engine, its
whining circular saw, and its good-natured old proprietor who was always willing to give sawdust for nothing to
boys who owned rats, mice or rabbits.
His son, who ran the engine, was something of a celebrity with us because once, taking the saw in his father’s
absence, he had sliced one of his fingers clean off.
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There we bought wood: planks sawn into pieces that were approximately a foot square. Our only contribution
to increasing their value consisted in chopping each piece into a dozen sticks and tying the sticks into bundles.
There was always a perambulator knocking about the house, and that made a good enough hawker’s cart. From
door to door in the better-class streets that were not far away we would hawk our firewood and add about fifty per
cent to the capital invested in the enterprise.
Rhubarb, in its season, was another line of ours, and one that I preferred, because it meant an early call at the
market gardens where everything smelt fresh and dewy. To sell rhubarb, you had to be an early bird—earlier than
the orthodox greengrocers who came about the streets with their carts. So we would go to the gardens before
breakfast, and we were always told to pull our own supplies. That was an agreeable thing to do, sinking your
hands deep amid the wet lush leaves and pulling at the stalks that came away with a ripe sucking sound. Then
home to breakfast, a hasty bundling of the rhubarb, and off on the round.
When winter set in I became engaged as a regular Saturday errand boy at the greengrocer’s and fishmonger’s.
Before there was light in the sky I would be at the shop where a natty little pony was pawing the ground,
harnessed to a light cart. The greengrocer was a woman, and a devil of a driver. Already she would be waiting,
reins in her fingers, and no sooner had I leapt up beside her than we were off with a jingle of harness and a brisk
cloppity-clop of the pony’s hoofs.
I loved those rides, though to this day I can feel the bitter tingling in my feet that did not reach down to the
friendly straw strewn on the floor. The sharp air cut like whips, but what of that when such a gallant drive was
forward! Over the river bridge we went before a soul was stirring, and into the heart of the town. There in Custom
House Street, which is Cardiff’s Covent Garden, I held the pony while the woman chaffered over boxes of kippers
and crates of oranges, sacks of potatoes and all the ingredients of her picturesque calling.
Dead though the city might be elsewhere, Custom House Street was wide awake, full of champing horses, and
rattling harness, and shouting men; and the pavements exhaled into the still frosty air their unforgettable smell of
trodden vegetable garbage.
Back then we would rattle as briskly as we had come, the lash lightly stroking the pony’s flank as he tore past
the gray face of the workhouse behind the elms that were winter-bare. Then, after a cup of tea in the parlour
behind the shop, we would open up for business, and the day degenerated into a prosaic lugging of baskets about
the streets, delivering the three-penn’orths of this and that which housewives were too lazy or too proud to carry
for themselves.
At eleven p.m., while the gas-flares were still sizzling in the shop, I would be sent home after a sixteen hour
day with a shilling for wages and a couple of herrings for charity. I had no complaints to make, for a sumptuous
midday dinner was thrown in, too.
I liked that job, but lost it through ambition. A scholarship examination was held one Saturday, and in order to
sit, my employer having refused me permission, I took French leave. I did not win the scholarship, but I was
given the sack.
*
All these money-making enterprises were engaged in on Saturdays, for we were still at school. School and
money-making could be combined. My brother and one of my sisters used to get up very early, do an hour’s work
at a large house which provided them with breakfast, and be at school like the rest of us at nine.
I have no affection for the only school I ever knew. It was a gaunt and dismal barrack, full of stone stairs that
echoed coldly to the clang of hob-nailed boots. It was honeycombed with classrooms, and into each classroom
fifty or sixty children were herded twice daily.
Our little mob was usually early before the gates, supported by a conviction, that had no warrant so far as I
know, that at 8:30 the right of entry was ours. Just inside the great iron gates was the caretaker’s house, and as
soon as the caretaker was espied, walking wearily from the school to his own door, laden with brushes and pans, a
shrill chorus would break out, as thin hands rattled the bars:
Half-past eight, Mr. Haywood
Open the gate, Mr. Haywood.

This chant would be monotonously maintained till in desperation Haywood would open the gate and spring deftly
aside from the stampede.
I do not know why, but the first rush was always to what were incorrectly called the lavatories, outbuildings in
the far corner of the yard. More understandably, this was the immediate objective at the mid-morning break.
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Down the stone stairs we would run with a hellish clatter, across the gravelled yard, and into the lavatories. If a
boy was first in, and, having done what he had come to do, first out again, he would stand without the wall
triumphantly crowing: “First in! First out!” though a poorer cause for boasting I have never known. But that, in
our school, was one of the ingredients of prestige.
The most popular game in the school yard bore the strange name of Bumberino. Sides were chosen, and about
six boys made a team. A boy, tucking his head well down, would grasp a waterspout. The next would grasp this
bending boy round the waist, the third would grasp the second, and so on, till the whole team made a line of bent
backs and had the appearance of a strange and rather tall caterpillar. Then No. 1 of the opposing team, taking a run
of ten yards, would make a leapfrog jump, landing as far as possible along the line of backs. No. 2 would follow,
and soon the whole team was astride its opponents, and as each leap was made, the leaper would yell:
“Bumberino!”
Then the leapers would comport themselves as violently as they knew how, hurling themselves up and down
on the bent bodies below them, doing all they could to bring about their fall. But the horses—as the leapt-on team
was called—would yell “Strong horses! Strong horses!” as long as they could stay upright and gasp a word; and
when at last they crashed—and sooner or later crash they must—the riders shouted: “Weak horses! Weak horses!”
and took their turn to be leapt upon. A strange game, which I have never seen played elsewhere.
Mr. Flegg, the headmaster, had made a rule that when he appeared upon a balcony overlooking the playground
and blew his whistle, sound and motion must on the instant cease. On the second blast, everyone must fall into his
own rank in front of his teacher. It need hardly be said that watchful eyes were on Mr. Flegg as soon as he
appeared on the balcony. The raising of the whistle to his lips was the signal for monstrous attitudes to be
assumed, and when the whistle had sounded the school yard took on the appearance of a vast lunatic asylum
struck to petrifaction. Mouths gaped open; fingers were pushing noses into strange distorted shapes, boys lay flat
on their backs or, standing upon their hands, had their feet against a wall; couples were engaged in grotesque
wrestling attitudes; or, caught in the middle of a run, remained struck with one leg lifted in air. Mr. Flegg never
knew that the whole schoolyard was a howling derision: it seemed to give him a godlike sense of power to be
able, with one expulsion of his puny breath, to strike life suddenly into the silence and immobility of death.
The whistle sounded again; the ranks formed; one by one the battalions marched to their several dooms.
*
The Boer War was in full swing. In the playground we played Britons and Boers: a primitive pastime which
consisted of chasing the Boers and lamming them with belts when they were caught.
We all wore in our lapels buttons bearing the photographs of Gatacre\fn{Lieutenant General Sir William Forbes
Gatacre (1843-1906)} and Buller,\fn{General Sir Redvers Henry Buller (1839-1908) } Roberts,\fn{Field Marshal Frederick Sleigh
Roberts, 1st Earl Roberts (1832-1914)} White\fn{General Sir George Stewart White (1832-1914) } and Kitchener\fn{Field Marshal
Horatio Herbert Kitchener (1850-1916) }; and those boys were greatly admired whose mothers could afford the popular
extravagance of sending them to school dressed in little replicas of a private’s uniform.
Mr. Simey, whom I chiefly remember of all my undistinguished masters, was never without a tie of khaki and
red. He was a stripling thickly powdered with chalk-dust, and on his upper lip grew a tuft that might have been the
consequence either of negligence or ambition. He was as lithe as a panther, and a cane seemed always to be
twitching about him, angrily, like a panther’s tail.
Under Mr. Simey we learned the prepositions by rote. We would intone: “The prepositions are: About, Above,
Athwart, Against—” and so through every preposition known to the English tongue.
All, in that way, was handed to us in made-up packets, which no one bothered to explain.
The Grand Patriotic Concert was a glorious break in the deadly routine of the board school. Mr. Jones, the
pleasant little consumptive who was the musical authority of the school, was continually raiding classrooms and
having out the boys who were to sing this song or give that recitation. He lived in a whirl of most congenial
excitement, a tuning-fork rarely out of his hand. We were assembling in the school hall for rehearsal one bitter
November morning when Mr. Jones called me to him.
“Will you run along to my house for me?” he said, knowing I should be no loss to the choir.
“Yes, sir.”
“I forgot to bring my milk and biscuits this morning. Ask Mrs. Jones to let you have them.”
A thin little woman answered my knock when I reached Mr Jones’s house, and asked me in when I had
explained what I wanted. It was a very clean house, but so poorly furnished that it shocked all my preconceptions
concerning the status of board school teachers. A baby in a wicker cot was crying lustily in the kitchen. Mrs. Jones
put the biscuits into a tin box, and the milk into a bottle, and the whole into a basket. She said to me very suddenly
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and urgently:
“How is Mr Jones this morning? Is he coughing much?”
I answered truthfully that he was. To my consternation she broke down in bitter tears.
“He always says,” she sobbed, “that he never coughs at school.” She added: “There, there! Don’t tell him I was
crying. Will you give him these?” And she handed to me three clean handkerchiefs.
*
Neither my father nor my mother attended any place of worship. We children were allowed to go whither we
pleased; but, as parents expected to be free of children on Sunday afternoons, we were expected to go somewhere.
Thus, fortuitously, I made the acquaintance of the Plymouth Brethren. Their dingy chapel was the nearest one to
our house; and so I attended their Sunday school.
I soon discovered that I was a goat among lambs. All the other boys in my class were the children of Plymouth
Brethren parents, and they had, young as they were, taken the Great Decision. Not one among them but possessed
a Bible, inscribed in some such way as this:
J. Smith, Born Feb. 18th, 1889.
Born again, July 16th, 1899, 11:32 a.m.
They knew to the dot when they had left the broad highway
and taken to the straight and narrow path.

In a second-hand shop I bought a Bible whose former owner had underscored in red a great many verses. It
was a battered book, and when first I produced it in the Sunday school class, the teacher seized it with a glitter in
his eye.
“This,” he exclaimed, holding it up for the admiration of all, “is how I like the Old Book to be—worn with
use.” He flicked the pages.
“And see,” he said, “Bob has underlined the Promises.”
I kept a cowardly silence. I could not with my own words tear down their beginnings of respect.
All the Brethren were monomaniacs of the Book. Nothing else—literally nothing else—was admitted to be fit
to read. I became a hypocrite of hypocrites at the age of ten. The Brethren were great visitors in pursuit of souls.
They took to visiting our house; and one night, when I was reading the Pickwick Papers, I heard the voice of one
of them at the front door. I hastily buried Pickwick beneath the old rag cushion on my father’s chair and sunk
myself deep into the Bible with the Promises underlined in red.
From the Sunday school I passed to attendance at the morning services. They were held in a drab oblong hall.
A few painted texts relieved the coldness of the ugly walls. Pinned to a seat halfway down the room was a notice:
Unbelievers! Sit behind this seat.
Thus there was no chance to pass yourself off for what you were not. Though my dirty Bible was held to show
the dawn of grace, I remained unregenerate and sat with the damned behind the notice. There were advantages in
that, for the collecting-plate never came to the unredeemed.
How many sermons I listened to in that blear place, with my toes dangling above the ground: a thin dark little
goat, with sticks of wrists and poor clothing. No sermon was ever written or, it seemed, thought about. Torrents of
denunciation poured out: particularly denunciation of “our friends the Wesserleens,” who went to worship in tophats, which were held by the Brethren to be worldly and blasphemous, who sat on cushions, paid pew rents in the
House of God, quoted profane poetry in the belief that it helped to expound Divine truths, and sang “Amen” at the
end of their hymns. “The Wesserleens” were fair game; they were always for it; and so was smoking, and the
theatre, and the wearing of jewelry, and any sort of sport.
I was not the only goat. I soon got to know of boys who kept their football boots and jerseys in the homes of
friends, changed there before and after a match, and never let their parents know how dangerously they had
warmed their hands at the flames of Hell.
But even the Brethren unbent on a Whit Monday, which was the day of Sunday school outings. Wagons with
benches lashed upon them would draw up in the early morning before the chapel door and, when we were all
aboard, the great lumbering horses would plod slowly away to some green field where the day was spent in
sunshine. There the true and secular selves of the Brethren would be betrayed in round games and an enthusiasm
for swinging the young women teachers from the Sunday school in the shade of the oaks and elms. There were tea
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and buns and sweets, and if lugubrious hymns damped the temper of the journey home, still the day had been
good and nothing could alter that.
But even on these occasions the Brethren maintained the sober fashion of dress which their minds allied with
holiness; and once, when Brother Thompson, a young and not unhandsome spark, appeared at the Treat wearing
white trousers, a crimson cummerband and a straw hat, it was whispered in more than one quarter that he had
Gone Too Far.
*
I have never in my life sought jobs. I have always been pushed into them or lured into them. So it was with the
first full-time job I held. But before I got the job I had to leave schbol. I was only twelve years old, and the law
had laid it down that I must imbibe the milk of education for another two years. But there was little enough
difficulty in getting over that rule. Any boy who sold evening papers was permitted to leave school before the last
lesson was finished; and any master who wanted to send a boy out on some errand of his own made no bones
about it.
Some sort of application must have been made about me, because one day Flegg sent for me to his study. He
told me what a fool I was to want to leave school, as though the affair were of my devising. He told me just what
magnificent advantages I was missing by losing two years of learning; but he said not a word which would help
me to understand that all need not be over when the board school had done with me. Then he handed me some
sort of certificate and growled ungraciously that that was that.
So there I was at twelve with school days ended and no job in sight. My brother was already at work. He had
won the scholarship which I had failed to win; but after long family conferences it was decided that we could not
afford for him to go on as a mere honey-bee. He had to set to and do some donkey-work.
And now my turn had come, too, and I was all for it. I had not left school with work in view, but only in order
to be free to take any work that offered. It was on a Friday that I said good-bye to Mr. Flegg, and on the Monday
the job appeared.
There it was, in the window of a butcher’s shop: the conventional notice,
Smart Boy Wanted.
I was engaged in five minutes, ran home to tell my mother about it, and half-an-hour later had begun the first
of all the jobs that have gone on without intermission ever since.
I had not been in the shop an hour before an awkward hobbledehoy, whose business was to look after the
stable, groom the horse, and drive it when it had to be driven, whispered in my ear:
“D’you want to get on?” I assured him that such was my firm intention.
“Well, don’t let the boss see you loafing about the shop. Find something to do. Clean all the brass on the
harness.”
With the utmost goodwill I cleaned the harness, and only when Mr. Ventricle, the boss, appeared in the stable
and wanted to know why I was messing my hands with metal polish when they had to handle meat did I realise
that I had been taught my first lesson by a twister.
Ventricle seemed to me a forbidding and redoubtable chap. Years before, when chopping through a bone, he
had caused a sliver to leap at his eye, and the consequence was that now he always wore a black shade carried by
a string that slanted across his temple. It impressed my mind out of all proportion to the cause, and made him
sinister.
When I was not carrying joints to customers’ houses, and discovering how very heavy joints in a big basket
can be to a small boy, Ventricle kept me perpetually chopping up suet on a block. It became as odious a torture as
picking oakum, and it was not surprising that I ended by chopping off the fleshy end of a finger. It was dressed in
a rough and ready way, and I went on chopping.
I disliked that job very much. If you have to be an errand boy, be an errand boy in a greengrocer's shop. There
you have atmosphere: lovely colours, exciting smells, and the strange sense of all the queer places that the fruits
have come from. To this day I love the smell of a greengrocer’s shop and I dislike the smell of a butcher’s.
On the Saturday night I waited till Ventricle had handed me my wages. Then, with the money safely in my
pocket, I told him I should not come on Monday.
“What about notice?” he asked.
“What’s notice, sir?” I innocently demanded.
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“P’shaw!” said Ventricle, and left me to go my ways.
*
By Monday morning I was employed again. There had been swift work somewhere, and it was not done by
me. I can see now what acute anxiety on my mother’s part was betrayed by that instantaneous finding of a job.
She had canvassed the Brethren! My next job was that of office boy to a Plymouth Brother.
Richard Basham, F.S.A.A., was a short, thickset fellow with a close-cropped black beard. All his movements
were swift darting rushes. All his words were sharp quick barks. His chief clerk, an old bearded man named
Hadley, had a giggling laugh and the dirtiest teeth I have ever seen on a human being. He, too, was a Plymouth
Brother, but Hallows, the articled clerk, was only a nephew of two lady Plymouth Brethren. They had put him into
the office because they thought the atmosphere would be good for him, but Hallows did not like it. ]
All this was clear within a week even to a twelve-year-old office boy. It was the most intimate office
imaginable. Basham was almost always out, auditing books, and Hadley and Hallows discussed him and one
another with unrivalled freedom. Young Hallows was a non-smoker, a teetotaller, a regular football player in a
good team, as fit a man as you could see; yet decrepit old Hadley nagged him like a naughty child; and always
found some offence which “your aunts wouldn’t like, my boy.”
One theme which recurred again and again in Hadley's diatribe was the smoking concerts which Hallows
attended with his football team.
“But I don’t drink myself, and I don’t smoke,” Hallows would explain. Hadley would cease totting up figures
to say darkly:
“Ay, but some day you will, and what will your aunts say then?”
Another thing which offended Hadley was the songs which Hallows brought from the concerts and which he
would sing con brio. To Hadley they were disgusting, though he himself again and again burst into the only line
of a song he seemed to know.
“I saw Esau kissing Kate,” he would sing in a whining voice and then let out his childish giggle.
It was a brown dingy little office, packed to the door and the ceiling with furniture and packets of dusty
documents done up in brown paper parcels. There was a gas fire which smelled abominably though a saucer of
water was kept in front of it, someone holding the opinion that the steam purified the atmosphere. Opening out of
the office was a second room which was used only for board meetings of the innumerable companies of which
Basham was secretary.
On the same landing was an office occupied by an Italian named Mansoni. Mansoni was always popping in to
pass the time of day. He never seemed to have any work to do. He would stay talking as long as Hadley and
Hallows would let him. He was the first perfectly-dressed man I ever saw, a real little beau, and his cheerful face,
shaved to incredible smoothness, would have shone with good humour if he had not used so much powder.
“Gooda morning, Hallows! Gooda morning, Hadley!” he would say, and then, turning to me,
“Gooda morning, Mr. String!”
Every time Mansoni came in, smoking his perfumed cigarettes, he made that little joke, a poor enough one,
God knows, but I don’t begrudge it to him, for he was a goodhearted man. The sight of the smallest and thinnest
office boy at Cardiff docks seemed a bigger joke than he could bear.
Mansoni would have known how to give a present without making it an offence. But Basham didn’t. He must
have weighed me up on that first morning, for on the second, blowing in in his tempestuous way, he threw me a
piece of paper, and barked:
“Here boy! Take this, and wear it.”
The paper contained a tie, the first I ever wore. Basham didn’t like the look of my Eton collar stud, but he
might have taken a quieter way of showing it. I wore the tie for a week, and out of my first wages bought a new
one. I hope Basham noticed it. I put his in the fire.
*
I spent a happy year at Basham's. The Docks were a long way from my home, a good four miles, I should
think; and I walked there and back each day. The wages didn’t run to tramfares, and, anyway, there was
fascination in the walk through Tiger Bay. Chinks and Dagos, Lascars and Levantines, slippered about the faintly
evil byways that ran off from Bute Street. The whole place was a warren of seamen’s boarding-houses, dubious
hotels, ships’ chandlers smelling of rope and tarpaulin, shops full of hard flat ship’s biscuit, dingy chemists’ shops
stored with doubtful looking pills, herbs and the works of Aristotle. Children of the strangest colours, fruit of
frightful misalliances, staggered half-naked about the streets; and the shop windows were decorated with names
that were an epitome of all the clans and classes under the sun. The flags of all nations fluttered on the house
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fronts; and ever and anon the long bellowing moan of a ship coming to the docks or outward bound seemed the
very voice of this meeting place of the seven seas. It was a dirty, smelly, rotten and romantic district, an offence
and an inspiration, and I loved it.
In the lunch hour a mob of us office boys would take our food to the Pier Head and watch the shipping: the
pleasure boats of the White Funnel Line setting off on high jinks we could not hope to share, the coal steamers
lying under the chutes, the pilot cutters which then still carried sail. A grand spot, the Pier Head, on a day when
the sun was shining and the white gulls were screaming, and Penarth Head, across the muddy flats where the Taff
found the sea, towered up at the entrance to the Channel which contained so many delights. As yet they were
delights on paper only—on the posters stuck about the Pier Head, advertising the joys of Ilfracombe and Clovelly,
Lundy Island, Lynmouth and Clevedon.
Sometimes we would go down the steps to the water and timorously embark upon a dinghy lying there, never
daring to untie her painter, but, by the mere fact of being afloat and feeling the swell and undulation of another
element, savouring the infinite possibilities of navigation. The clock in the tall red tower of the Docks Office
crawled all too swiftly round to two, and, lamming and batting one another as boys will, we scuttled back to our
various servitudes.
*
And stilll was learning nothing. Indeed, I was unlearning, for now I did none of the reading which my father
had insisted on, but found instead the delights of the Union Jack, the Marvel and the Bull’s-eye. These were the
daily pabulum of Hallows, who had a trusty knack of covering them with a ledger when Basham snorted and
butted into the office. Hallows handed them to me when he had done with them; and for a long time Crusoe and
Christian were ousted by the White Chief of the Umzimvubu Kaffirs and other heroes of the same brand.
I had to leave home before eight, I was not back till after six; I was only twelve, and I let things slide.
There was plenty to think about. There were changes at home. We had left The Street. The terrors of The Other
End were gone. We were in a house with a bathroom! True, there was no hot water system. Only cold water ran
into the bath, but hot could be carried upstairs in a bucket.
That did away with the ritual of the Wash All-Over. From as far back as I could remember, the time would
come now and again when my mother would drastically announce:
“Wash All-Over tonight.”
The operation was sufficiently complicated to make it necessary for all the children to be Washed All-Over on
the same night, so that the business could be got through and done with. A big wooden tub was put in front of the
kitchen fire, kettles were boiled, the water prepared, and No. 1 began the ritual. First you knelt on a mat alongside
the tub, stuck your head into the water, soaped your hair, and washed it. Then you got into the water and Washed
All-Over.
While No. 1 was in train, a kettle would be boiling to warm up the water—the same water—for No.2, who
would go through the same ritual while No. 1 was drying his or her hair, kneeling before the fire. The kettle was
kept going all the time, so that the water was hot for all, though for the last of the clan it would also be pretty
slimy. And by the time the last was done, and had joined the kneeling line by the fire, No. 1 would be dry, dressed
for bed, and sent packing.
But now that was done with. We had a bath!
*
How on earth was that family kept together? I received four shillings for my five-and-a-half day week at the
Docks. Older than I were one brother and two sisters. All were earning some pittance; but then there were another
brother and two more sisters still at school.
As I see it, only the indefatigable realism of my mother kept us afloat. She was a little five-foot woman who
could read the simplest things, but made a great to-do if she had to sign her name. She was not often called upon
to do so; but when she was, the occasion was elevated to such dignity, the operation was performed with such care
and circumspection, that one would think no document she signed could have less importance than Magna Carta.
She worked her fingers to the bone. Screwing her “coarse apron” into a roll, she would set off with a brisk
step, wearing rather jauntily a man’s cap. She scrubbed and charred, while the younger children were at school;
and when they were at home she found time to do her own housework, to run piles and piles of other people’s
linen through the mangle, and to wash the clothes which it was my business to collect from our clientele, and to
take back when they were laundered. I would gather the bundles on the way home from the Docks, huge loads
done up in sheets that I heaved on to my back, then staggered off like Christian before his sins rolled away.
These things troubled me. I was bitterly ashamed of being seen lugging those bundles. The boys used to yell:
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“Your mother takes in washing!” and, by Heaven, she did!
But these things worried her not at all. She was a realist. There was a family to be, somehow, “brought up”.
She set about it in the only way she knew. She acquired in those years a sort of terrific momentum, so that, long
after it was necessary for her to do such things, she could not stop; and when the rest of us were lying abed we
could hear her downstairs laying into the beginning of the day’s washing. A woman would be coming in to do it,
but she couldn’t be restrained. She would be up early on the specious pretence of “putting things ready”.
It was never possible to get a maid to suit her. Her own dogmatic views about how things ought to be done
were too deeply planted. In those early days she cared nothing what anybody thought of her, and when I
complained that boys were yelling after me in the street, she replied with a favourite saying of hers:
“Let them call you what they like so long as they don’t call you pigeon-pie and eat you.”
It cost her much to bring up her sons. She lost two of them; and for the one she lost in the war she was awarded
five shillings a week. It was I who had to be the realist then. She was very small, very gray, but fierce and
energetic as ever.
“They can keep it!” she said. “They can keep it! He was worth more than that.”
Her only relaxation in those arduous days was on Sunday nights. We carried on with the readings—and it was
only during those few hours that I read anything that was good. We went through book after book by Dickens. He
pleased my mother immensely.
“I’ll tell you all about my life, some day,” she used to say to me. “Then you can write a book. That’ll make
people laugh.”
I don't know where the idea came from that I would write books, or whence she got the notion that her life had
been comic. Certainly, she refused to consider it tragic. It was just a job like any other and she put all she knew
into it.
One night there was illness in the house. I was told to run for the doctor. I was to say to him:
“Come at once. It will be all right. We can pay you.”
It seemed to me horrible to have to say any such thing to the doctor. For the first time I realised in a concrete
way how poor we were.
*
No money was spent on amusements. It was unthinkable. I was about seventeen years old before I went away
for a holiday, and I did not enter a theatre until I went as the “dramatic critic” of the first newspaper I worked for.
I do not suppose any other dramatic critic in the history of the world has taken a completely virgin mind to his
task. But my first acquaintance with the stage was in the Theatre Royal, Cardiff, when I told the world what I
thought of A Wrecker of Men. It moved me profoundly, and when a pistol was actually and literally let off upon
the stage, causing a deafening report accompanied by a perceptible flash of fire, I saw at once that here was
realism as in my wildest dreams I had not till then envisaged it.
But that was yet a long way off; and though amusements could not be bought, that is not to say that
amusements could not be had.
We were all walkers. We did not call it hiking, and no special clothes were necessary. We just said we were
going for a walk, and we went for a walk. We did a good deal of walking as a clan; but, by one of those tacit
understandings that arise in families, my elder brother and I, about this time when I was twelve and he nearly
fourteen, split off from the rest, discovered one another, and became friends as well as brothers. From then on we
did everything together until he prematurely died.
And here is the place where I may as well speak of the first holiday I ever took, because he and I took it
together.
The holiday stands out in my mind as a bright foreground, but you will understand nothing about the
foreground unless you bear in mind the background too.
You will already have gathered that it was not a drab background, but it was one of startling opportunism. You
took what you could get when you could get it, and it didn’t work out badly. If there was no long stretch of joyous
freedom by the sea or in the hills to which you could look back and say: “That was my holiday!” there were at any
rate rare jewels of days threaded here and there along the string of the year, and they made a gleaming handful to
count over in a dark time.
There was the waifs’ and strays’ outing, as we called it, though we were not precisely to be reckoned in either
category. We were just very poor children whose parents snatched anything they could for their offspring, and the
outing to Barry Island was certainly a thing to snatch. I remember little of it, but chiefly the delirium of passing
through the tunnel. Railway coaches were not lighted in those days. The sexes were segregated, God help us: little
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boys in one compartment, little girls in another; but the partition did not go right up to the ceiling. You could stand
on your seat and look over. And when you came to the tunnel you could do more. With a knotted handkerchief, a
belt, or a cricket- stump, you could lash over blindly into the darkness, raising hell generally, and filling the
tunnel, unfortunately brief, with demoniac uproar.
That, chiefly, I remember of the waifs’ and strays’ outing from Cardiff to Barry Island: that and running on
sand, and the persuasion, which lasted for years, that we had been “cut off by the tide” because we had waded
some yards through rising water from a rock; and tea and buns; and a man with black formal clothes and a great
power of producing a piercing whistle by putting two fingers in his mouth and blowing; and giving at the end of
the day, when we were all hot and tired and dusty, three cheers for God knows whom, and going home happy.
There was, too, the annual picnic of the Wesleyan Bible Class. Each year the power of God among us waxed in
early June, to wane at the month’s end. The graph of membership rose steeply, declined as sharply. The picnic was
in mid-June.
We would betake ourselves with the paraphernalia of cricket and rounders to some meadow newly green from
the year’s haymaking and there beguile a sunny hour or two till the moment came for the day’s high peak: tea in a
cottage garden. How well I recall one such occasion: the table of planks piled with buttered scones, and cake
richly brown, oozing currants, lashings of bread and butter, pineapple chunks and stewed pears! Tea-urns sizzled
at the table’s head where sat the lame old man with silver hair who was our shepherd during these ungraceful
ventures into the fold; and all about were tall hollyhocks, and beehives of golden plaited straw, and the shrill call
of swifts wheeling under the blue sky. And what added joy we felt in the security of that brief paradise, when we
perceived, gazing over the hornbeam hedge, one of our number who had turned his footsteps to the path of truth
too scandalously late to deceive even the ingenuous shepherd who now, in a thin tenor voice, was leading us in
the singing of our grace.
“Praise God from Whom all Blessings Flow,” we shrilly sang, and the face at the hedge disappeared as a
sinner’s might do who had been permitted, as torture’s refinement, to peep upon angels at play.
And when life could not rise to such heights as these, there was always the improvisation of our own delights.
In the long school holiday we would be up early and away into the dewy fields which lay then much nearer to the
city than they do now, and we would seek mushrooms, though I do not remember that we ever found one, or
gather the flat bunches of elderberries that stained our fingers an exciting purple, and from which our mother
concocted wine. Or, making a whole-day job of it, we would set out with a few slabs of bread-and-butter and a
bottle of water; and in those unexacting days these simple provisions answered to all that we knew by the name of
dinner. We took with us a book on natural history, and discovered much joy in identifying this and that; and in a
stream at Fairwater, crossed by a railway bridge whose embankment was at times like a long snowdrift, so thickly
the dog-daisies grew there, we would fish by the hour, tirelessly turning over the stones in search of millers’
thumbs.
Once I wandered away from my brothers and sisters and went into a near-by field, and right out in the middle
of it I lay down in grass so high that no one could see me. The red sorrel from that angle rose like spires and the
dog-daisies trembled against the blue with fantastic loveliness. The silence was so great that I could hear the
grasses making a small commotion like the trees of a forest in which I was a beetle. I shut my eyes and tried to
forget that I was anyone at all. I tried to imagine that I was a stone lying on the ground; and I remember snatching
myself up from what must have been something near to unconsciousness and rushing away frightened.
So in the summer we improvised our substitute for what other people called “holidays,” and when school was
again in session and we back at it, it would be not wholly with a sense of desolation that we heard other children
speak of grand times they had had at Ilfracombe or Weston-super-Mare.
Nor were the winters without joyful occasions. There was an entertainment, known no doubt to those who
organised it by some magniloquent title, which we called briefly “Santa Claus.” Santa Claus was always held in a
great hall in the centre of Cardiff. It was a feed, and an entertainment, and a bright new penny for each child, and
as you left you were given a bag containing an apple and an orange and some cast-off clothing.
It doesn’t sound great fun; and I suppose that to children whose Christmas entertainment is stalls at the
pantomime and everything else to scale it wouldn’t be great fun; but Santa Claus remains, all the same, in my
mind as a high light, a time of chewing and bawling, of gusty good humour, and the surprise of the sack which
you lugged home to see what your mother’s patient fingers could do with the garments it contained.
These were strange things from which to extract joy, but joy we found in them; and, stranger still, there was
joy to be found in the soup kitchen. In bitter winters the soup kitchen was opened in the fire station, and to get the
soup thence was to me a fascinating experience. Tickets were supplied by the police, and armed therewith you
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could enter that mysterious and attractive place where all woodwork was a glowing red, and all metal work was
twinkling brass, and the hoses were rolled like very tidy snakes who had washed themselves and coiled up for
sleep. A grand place, full of all that cleanness and glitter, and beatified now with the incense rising from the
steaming cauldrons of good pea soup!
What a long time I am getting to my first holiday; but that’s just it: I was a long time getting to it, and when it
came it had all the enchantment of a complete experience after so many nibblings at the rind of joy.
There was an interregnum, a time when we were still too poor to go away for a holiday, but now too proud to
take the bliss offered by Santa Claus and the Bible Class or anyone else who could give us something for nothing.
This was perhaps the hardest time of all: the time of waking up to the good things that can be wrested from life
while you are still too weak to do the wresting.
I do not remember in what year the first holiday came. I was sixteen or seventeen years old. My elder brother
and I had been saving up for a long time, and at last a week’s holiday could be achieved. We decided to go to
Bideford because somebody we knew had been there and had given us the name of a sensationally cheap
boarding-house. We had written and arranged to pay twelve-and-six a week each, to cover everything. We were to
share a bed, but we had always done that, and had occasionally had other members of the family sleeping at the
foot of it with their legs pushed up between us. So there was no hardship in sharing a bed.
But when we had saved the twelve-and-six each, and a few shillings each for expenses when we got there, the
question remained of getting to Bideford.
Now it is one of the joys and the scandals of newspaper life that newspaper men can get many things for
nothing. We were both working in a newspaper office, and the office possessed a pass which permitted free travel
on the paddle steamers plying between Cardiff and Ilfracombe. We were allowed the use of the pass, but there still
remained the railway journey from Ilfracombe to Bideford and back. My brother settled that heroically.
“We’ll walk it.”
It is something like twenty miles.
On a cloudless day of June we set out on that holiday. We had no appropriate clothes. We wore the stuffy city
clothes that were all we had. Inexperienced travellers as we were, we had fantastic notions of the things we should
need. It still is a bafflement to me, when I see a poor family going for a day at the seaside, to behold the
meaningless things they take. All that we took with us that far-off June day was stuffed into a great tin
portmanteau—food, overcoats, books, and God knows what—and in the brave spirit of youth we proposed to
carry that portmanteau twenty miles!
Blue and lovely was the sea at llfracombe, darkening to green at the foot of Capstone Hill, grown so thick with
valerian that a single sprig of the plant brings back the moment to me: the gulls wheeling and crying, and the
paddles making a noisy, frothy dither as we edged in to the pier as though over the effervescence of a colossal
Seidlitz powder.
We humped that monstrous trunk ashore and then we ate the lunch that we had brought with us. We did not
dream of spending our precious savings on restaurants. And when we had eaten we began to walk to Bideford.
It was about one o’clock, and the sun was at its powerful height. The noon of the day, and the noon of the year,
that trunk, and twenty miles to go! Now when I take a taxi to go a mile, I am not sure whether to be ashamed or to
say:
“By God, you’ve earned it!”
We didn’t carry that trunk to Bideford! How could we have dreamed of doing it? We were skinny strengthless
boys. We did our best. We sweated along between hedgerows dripping with honeysuckle and ditches where the
meadowsweet made a creamy foam. There were no tarmac roads then. Our shoes kicked up the pitiless dust. We
took turns with the trunk. We carried it at times between us. At times we dumped it and subsided into the hedge
among the ragged robins and the foxgloves.
Never once did we complain. We were on our first holiday, and neither of us would admit that there was any
flaw in the loveliness of the time we were having. No complaint, but at last from my brother a complete
admission:
“We can’t do it.”
It was true. We couldn’t do it.
We dumped the old trunk again and turned out our pockets. Each set aside his twelve-and-six and considered
what was left. We could take the train, but it would mean that those small diversions we had promised ourselves
must all be abandoned.
So on we went again till we came to the next village at which the train stopped. We had walked about ten
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miles. When we got to Bideford we carried the trunk up to our lodgings in a back street. A supper of shepherd’s
pie was waiting for us. It was brought in by a stout kind girl who said we looked very tired and that she hoped we
would enjoy our holiday.
We were tired. We went straight to bed by candle-light. Neither of us had ever spent a night away from home
before, and that bare little bedroom in a quiet back street, with the candle-light flickering on a steel engraving of
Jael driving the nail into the head of Sisera, seemed uncanny, cold and dubious. My brother read his Bible, as he
always did at night right up to the time when he died soon afterwards on a ship at sea; and I lay on my back
looking across the thin outline of his chest against the yellow candle-shine to the dark eyes of Jael.
They haunted me all through the holiday, but we slept well because we were out all day. Long before breakfast
the next morning we were on the quay, looking right towards the many arches of the lovely bridge and left
towards the estuary. Behind us was the Rose, the inn that has its place in Westward Ho! and before us were the
shining sands where Amyas Leigh fought his duel. I had brought Westward Ho! with me. I have never read it
since, nor ever shall I. But I am prepared to defend it as a grand romance, let who say what he will. Every stone
and tree, the pebble ridge on the near-by shore, the estuary sand and the boats in the river, all conspired to paint
bright pictures that nothing can ever efface of Amyas and Salvation Yeo and all the others going about their high
and mighty business.
No; I do not want to read it again and I do not want to go to Bideford again. It is now a place in a dream, far
off but very bright; and I fear what I should find if I put it to the touch of waking. I should not find the tree in
which I sat all through a summer day. We had taken food with us, and we found the tree on the edge of a field that
was being mown. I climbed into it, and with my legs along a bough and my back to the trunk I read and read,
peeping out through the leafy screen now to a blue vision of the estuary, now at my brother who was reading
Henry Esmond at the tree’s foot, now at the swarthy men whose scythes advanced with a rasping rhythm through
the standing grass. That afternoon I read in Westward Ho!: “And beauty born of murmuring sound shall pass into
her face,” and that led me on to Wordsworth.
Of the brief holiday that day remains forever, and whatever modern villas may now adorn the hill, my men for
ever swing their scythes and my brother reads on in a green shade.
Wherever our legs could take us we wandered that week; out to Northam where, beneath gray crooked stones,
the graves of drowned mariners are green; to Appledore and Instow which come back to me now, standing above
the pearly iridescence of the estuary at flood with the intangible grace and mystery of a water-colour by Wilson
Steer; to the old Army and Navy college which we found deserted and open to any intruder. We looked about its
rooms, seeking on door or wall some scrawled “R.K.” which might testify to the sojourn there of Stalky’s creator.
But we found nothing.
All through the week we spent hardly a shilling, but I doubt whether I shall ever again know a holiday so
mightily endowed with wonder and refreshment. All too soon we were back. On my way home from work each
day thereafter, I would glimpse my face in shop mirrors, admiring its tan; then regretting that the tan was passing
like the holiday itself. Soon nothing was left—except this which, long years after, I have been able to set down.
Since then, what holidays there have been! But none like that. None which has left a place-name so magic in
my ears as Bideford is to this day.
Ah, res premièeres fleurs qu’elles sont parfumées!
*
I have gone ahead, and now I must go back—a few years back before that first holiday—to the humble
expeditions during which my brother and I fully discovered one another.
It is a long time since I have seen the environs of Cardiff, but there were grand walks to be had in those days.
We would take our bread and butter and bottle of water, and make a day of it. We would go to Caerphilly or Castel
Coch; or take the dusty road to Leckwith Hill and climb over its broad shoulder to a sight of the gray water of the
Bristol Channel. We would lie for hours in the sun, just doing nothing, or fish in small clear streams, or gather
blackberries in their season. They were good days, free of fret and intrusion, just he and I, away in places where
we could be quiet. He was a boy of profound seriousness, and it was he who began to see that we were pleasantly
loafing along with no aim or object. We decided that we had better stop it, that when the autumn came we must go
to night school. Not a very heroic decision! But it was something to be going on with.
Here, now, is Mr. Simey, that mighty wielder of the board school stick, but in how changed a guise! When you
go to night school you go as a free agent, and free agents cannot be caned. Mr Simey is no longer called “Sir.” A
spirit of cameraderie irradiates the new relationship. Mr. Simey is trying to add a few shillings to his doubtless
insufficient income. We are trying to add a few ideas to a meagre stock.
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The whole feeling of the school is different. The classrooms are nearly empty. Not many boys elect to go to
night school, and as the session wears along even the thin field of starters dwindles. In the English class I alone
am left.
Many an intimate evening Mr. Simey and I spent together in the English class. A pleasant fire is burning; there
is no one but us two. Mr. Simey takes from his pocket Chardenal’s First French Course.
“D’you mind if we run through these verbs again?” he says.
I am enchanted. It is a great thing to be assisting Mr. Simey to learn French. I know nothing of pronunciation.
so Mr. Simey has to spell each word as he ploughs through the verbs of the first conjugation. A tedious business,
but if it suits him, it’s all right for me.
Thus did Simey interpret his duties as my instructor in English. But, completely by accident, he taught me as
much as I or any other boy needed to learn about the structure of the language. He said:
“You should read the best things in the newspapers. There’s a man called Sub Rosa writing in the Morning
Leader.”
I bought a copy of the Moming Leader next day, and in his column Spencer Leigh Hughes said how splendid a
book was Cobbett’s Grammar. I went to a second-hand bookshop and got the book for twopence. It is written in
the form of letters to a ploughboy, and if any don has beaten that book as an exposition of English I have yet to
see his work.
So the first winter’s work at the night school was not all loss. It cost nothing. Mr. Simey got on with his
French; I got to know Cobbett; and, for reasons unknown, I was told to choose a book for a prize. I took Lamb’s
Tales from Shakespeare.
And now all sorts of things began to happen which were to affect my destiny—if I have anything so imposing
as a destiny.
The poor are always restlessly on the move. We shifted to a new house, and—which did not often happen—we
became friendly with the family next door. The son of the house, a dark handsome youth, was a corporal in a
cavalry regiment. He was at home on a long leave, and a friend of his wanted to be near him so that they might
spend their time together. This young man came to us as a lodger; not the first by any means, but indubitably the
pleasantest.
Frank brought a large trunk stuffed with books. He was completely uninterested in them. They had belonged to
his brother, a youth who had died while studying for the Nonconformist ministry. Frank was a rolling stone, and
when his corporal friend from next door left to go with his regiment to India, he himself decided to go and try his
luck in South Africa. He said those books were just a nuisance. Would we look after them till he decided what he
wanted to do about them?
So off went Frank—God bless his soul!—and left us a little library. My brother and I unpacked the books and
set them up. There were the complete works of Scott, cheap editions of most of the English poets, the works of the
then popular Drummond, who wrote Natural Law in the Spiritual World, Darwin’s Origin of Species, Hawthorne,
translations from Goethe, the Shah Nameh of Firdausi, odds and ends of Thackeray, and a hotch-potch of other
stuff, all good of its sort and seeming to us as imposing in its array upon the tops of chests-of-drawers as the
Vatican Library or the Bibliothèque Nationale. Not that we had then heard of either.
Frank’s books remained with us for about three years. By then we had whacked our way through every page;
and I am free now to confess that when they were claimed I kept back one volume, which I have to this day, with
Frank’s brother’s writing on the flyleaf, as a memorial of the great awakening.
And the second thing which happened now was that I said good-bye to Mr. Basham, and to Hadley and
Hallows and to the charming Mr. Mansoni. It was a question of finance. For a year I had trudged the miles
through Tiger Bay, morning and evening. By trial and error upon Basham’s Empire typewriter I had made myself
what I considered an efficient typist. True, my handwriting was abominable, and I could not be trusted to add up a
row of figures. Nevertheless, I thought it time that Basham should make some advance on four shillings. Trusting
already to the pen rather than to my tongue, I told him so in a letter which I saw him read with a frown. He told
me that for my wages he could get a boy from the Higher Grade School, and added that anyway he was paying me
four shillings only because my mother was a widow. Reluctantly, I handed in a week’s notice, and so ended my
contact with the great world of affairs.
*
From then till now I have had to do with newspapers, but my becoming connected with newspapers was, like
everything else at that time, haphazard and accidental. I felt no vocation, followed no star more compelling than
the need to get a job.
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There I was, now thirteen years old, thin as a rail, wearing ridiculous short trousers and big boots. (Why is it
that poor people always put ungainly boots instead of shoes on their children’s feet?) There I was with a week to
go, and then my job would be ended.
My mother, always optimistic, thought that a year’s service as an office boy qualified me to apply for work as
a Junior Clerk, but things happened otherwise. One of my sisters was a domestic servant in the house of a man
who was a sub-editor on a Cardiff newspaper. She learned from him that a messenger boy was wanted in the
office. I was given the job.
The manager who interviewed me was a haughty personage with an unsmiling manner. One of his cheeks was
afflicted with a persistent tic. That, and a very dry cough, made him seem terribly aloof and impersonal. And from
that day till the day I left the office to go to The Yorkshire Observer in Bradford, nine years later, the manager
remained an austere Olympian, a sort of very polar bear on a very tall iceberg.
But if the manager was aloof, the editor was familiar with an awful and embarrassing familiarity. Never shall I
forget the first time I was called into his room. His appearance was no surprise to me, for his was a well-known
figure about the Cardiff streets. On the thin and awkward body of an Abraham Lincoln, clothed always, summer
and winter, in a dark gray suit of very thick broadcloth, was imposed a head that reminded me at once of
Tennyson’s, as I had seen it portrayed in the frontispiece of one of Frank’s books. The bold high forehead with a
sweep of hair flowing nobly back, the beard, the nose: all were there, amazingly Tennysonian.
Now, at close quarters, I looked at him with awe. He addressed me in a voice that was deep and completely
without tone. There was no light or shade in it. It was a sepulchral rumble coming out of the beard.
“Boy,” he said, “how is it with your soul?”
This was awful. Mr. Basham, good Plymouth Brother though he was, had never allowed the soul to intrude
into the office; and there was my editor, the high and mighty chief of everything that constituted my new universe,
tackling me on first principles at the very outset. I stood and stared at him, then mumbled:
“I don’t know, sir.” He placed a hand on my shoulder, propelling me kindly towards the door.
“Boy,” he said, “your soul comes first. Think of your soul.”
I wondered for a time whether there was about me some imprint of the primal curse, some mark of the beast
which said to all beholders: “This boy’s soul needs watching,” but I soon learned that this was not so, that the
editor's concern about souls was all-embracing. He would come into the sub-editors’ room and boom his famous
question at sub-editors wrestling with the peak-confusion of the day’s chief edition. He would ask men at street
corners and in tramcars how it was with their souls.
The aureole of poesy that was about his brow was a fraud and a deception. He once swooped upon me when I
was reading verse and informed me tersely that I would be better employed reading political economy. He looked
with suspicion on all musical and dramatic criticism that went into the paper, and once, when Shakespeare was on
our local boards, declared forthright that Shakespeare was “all rubbish.”
This dark consistency of his proselytising character I was to learn bit by bit, learning at the same time his
generosity, his selflessness, the reality of what I can only call a perverted saintliness. But during that first startling
interview I knew nothing of that: I knew only that I felt upset and afraid, and I crept away to see what work there
was to do.
*
There was all sorts of work. There was running to the station for parcels of news sent in by the district
correspondents; there was opening the unending stream of telegrams and learning to sort them into home news,
sporting news, foreign news, and to deliver them to the sub-editor concerned. There was running down to the
machine-room for editions. A grand place the machine-room worked by steam in those days, and it was thrilling
to see the engineers, incredibly daring souls, crawling about in the pits beneath the stationary monsters, to leap out
at the sound of a bell, just in time, as it seemed, to escape annihilation amid the rushing cogs and whirling
cylinders, the noise and deep, satisfying vibration, that all culminated in the neatly-folded pale primrose sheets
spewing out dozen by dozen and filling the air with the hot scent of fresh newsprint.
There was going down to the boiler-room with the pipes of sub-editors and reporters to have steam blown
through them; there was running with copy to the compositors, watching their deft fingers tapping their machines
to produce those long galleys of type that, afterwards, were all picked to pieces again by the girls upstairs. There
were journeys through the streets to places where reporters were at work, so that their “copy” might be taken bit
by bit to the office, and thus, at one moment you would be in the police court listening with rapt attention to the
charge against a girl of soliciting, or against a big buck nigger of using a razor on a policeman in Tiger Bay; and
the next you would be at an inquest, or a meeting of the City Councilor the august Assizes to which in the
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morning you had seen the judge drive up to the music of trumpets and with all the solemn pomp of black and
scarlet.
Through it all was threaded the feeling of an immensely enlarged horizon, of belonging to a great and intricate
concern that was so much more spacious than the little brown office in Mount Stuart Square, where Hallows and
Hadley were still toasting their toes by the gas fire and discussing the anxieties of the Aunts.
And one memorable day there was to be an important political meeting.
Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman was coming to the Park Hall. I was ordered to be there to run to and fro with
“copy.” I had never before been at a political meeting of any sort; I had never seen a “great man.” The excitement
was intense. The hall was packed with a cheering singing crowd. The gaslight filled the place with a sizzling heat
and the organ pealed as the local grandees filed on to the platform.
Then suddenly everyone on the floor and in the galleries stood up and cheered and cheered. I was standing by
the press-table under the platform, too small to see anything. A hefty reporter took me under the arms, hoisted me
up, and there I was, with my nose and eyes just above the platform level, gazing from two feet away at the
bottoms of a pair of creased trouser legs and a pair of big boots. They were Campbell-Bannerman’s. I raised my
eyes to the other end of him, and saw him standing there, ruddy, commonplace, kind-looking: my first “great
man.” He looked very much like the doctor to whom I had said that we would pay him if he came quickly.
*
Though blind chance took me to a newspaper office, I was happy there at once; and I have been happy in
newspaper offices ever since.
It was clear from the first that the way up was through the reporters’ room; and the way to the reporters’ room
in those days was by learning shorthand. It was a lucky thing for me that there was another boy in the office who
shared my passion for learning shorthand. It is the easiest thing in the world to learn; but when we had learned the
principles there came the question of practice.
We solved this by coming to the office at eight each morning. Our work began at nine, and for an hour before
that time we harangued and declaimed to one another from a volume of Sir Edward Clarke’s speeches, borrowed
from the office library. To this day, I could pass with honours an examination upon Sir Edward Clarke’s\fn{ 18411931} reactions to the burning problems of his day. It was a hard and long-continued grind, but we made ourselves
efficient shorthand writers, and in due course we both earned such laurels as efficient shorthand writers may hope
to wear. But that is another story.
What is more important is that in time my brother and I made the discovery, which seemed astonishing to us,
that you can work for a university degree without attending a university. We learned of such things as the London
University, and extra-mural students, and Tutorial Correspondence Courses.
My brother was now in my newspaper office as secretary to our strange editor. He had never ceased to regret
that missed scholarship. Some of the boys who had gone on that time to the Higher Grade School could now be
seen a stage further in their careers, going through the streets with mortar boards on their heads and gown
fluttering in the wind: undergraduates of the University of Wales. The thought of all they were getting and all we
were missing gnawed him, and suddenly he hurled himself with what can only be called passion into the acquiring
of knowledge. With his day filled by the earning of his living, with a wretched physical constitution that was the
bequest of our childhood, he nevertheless drove at learning with sustained frenzy. I have come home late at night
and found him asleep with his head on the table amid a pile of books and with a penny bottle of ink upset at his
hand.
It killed him in a few years. He took a trip round the world on a cargo boat in the hope that a wrecked body
might be repaired, and he died at sea.
For all of us they were toilsome years that came now. We had somehow got embarked on a grand push. A death
or glory atmosphere was abroad and used us up. Our editor had something to do with it. Evening classes were
held in the University College, a hotch-potch collection of wooden shacks surrounding a building that had once
been a hospital. They were good classes. Many of them were conducted by the professors of the University,
seeking, even like my old friend Simey, some small addition to what they could earn by day. But they differed
from night school in this: they had to be paid for.
This was where our strange editor came in. For all the secret laughs we had at that man and his passionate
evangelism, he was one of those rare souls who practise what they preach. Out of his scanty means he was a
generous giver. He would call you down and inquire about your soul, and then go on to call your attention to the
classes at the University. You could join as many as you liked, and he would pay the bill.
With the major problem solved, my brother and I leapt at it, and for about five years we slaved as I hope never
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to slave again. It grew worse as the time went on, because by then I had found new work in the office. From nine
in the morning till five or six at night my job was to take over the telephone news reports from district
correspondents for the evening paper. Then forthwith I switched over to the status of reporter for the morning
paper, which meant working all through the evening. From seven to eight I might have a class to attend in those
old University buildings; then on I would go to pick up a bit of news somewhere. The tail-end of another class
could be reached when that was done. Back then to the office to write my report. Then home to supper and
homework; and on again in the morning at nine.
We found a flaw in our arrangements. Latin was compulsory for the matriculation of the London University,
and there was no Latin class on the syllabus. We decided heroically that we would find a private tutor. We would
raise the money somehow. We would give lessons in shorthand. That would fetch in a bit. I did indeed begin to
teach shorthand. One small boy, a few months younger than myself, began to attend at our home. That was
something else to fit in. Either I was a bad teacher or he a dull scholar. Anyway, we got nowhere. I threw up the
whole thing, and hopes of an income from that source died. In any case we could never have paid for those private
Latin lessons.
We advertised for a teacher. The answers shocked us. The cheapest offer was ten shillings an hour. It seemed a
monstrous sum; but we didn’t give in. We took our case to the principal and urged him to found a Latin class. He
said he would do it if we could guarantee a dozen students. We beat them up somehow. Soon they declined to four
or five; but by then the class was started, and it went on. We fitted it in. Everything, in those days, seemed capable
of being “fitted in.”
*
English, French, Latin, mathematics and history were “fitted in” to our bursting days. They had to be, because
they were the matriculation subjects. Now all that struggle seems very far off, very dim and dusty, singularly
unenriched by human contact. All save the French classes.
Who that ever sat under him will forget the boisterous, swelling humanity of old Paul Dalou? For all his long
residence in England, he never dimmed the rich Gallic flavour of his being. With his imperial and fierce
moustachios, his hair which he treated like a hay field, allowing it to grow to a luxuriant crop and then having it
scythed down till the very skin of his scalp shone through the stubble, with his rolling voice full of deep and
splendid inflexions in which he would declaim the verses of his country’s poets, with his fondness for little
English puns as feeble as the gusto with which he produced them was heroic: he was indeed a moving and
inspiring figure of my infancy. He dragooned us mercilessly, drove the conjugations into us with oaths of mock
ferocity, and for reward, when all that dry and arid preamble was done, he would take up a French anthology into
which, as it were by the gracious afterthought of a tolerant editor, there had crept some verses by his son.
“Et maintenant,” he would cry, “les poètes, les grands poètes français.”
Before each poem he would utter the name of the author in tones of a deep, vibrant veneration, so that we felt
we were permitted to quaff of cups which gods had charged with wisdom and beauty. And when he had gone
through his list—Hugo, Verlaine, de Musset, and the rest—he would end:
“Maintenant, un poète de nos jours—Paul Dalou fils.”
And he would read his son’s poems with his voice running lovingly over the lines like a light hand caressing
velvet. It was an impressive performance.
But how long—how long, O Lord!—it seemed before the stubborn tongue would yield to us, unaided, the
riches that came as gaily as light leaping at the touch of a switch when old Paul Dalou’s was the master hand.
Hour by hour, dictionary on knee, we ploughed through the obvious elementary books with which the learner is
lured: Daudet’s Lettres de Mon Moulin, Souvestre’s Philosophe Sous les Toits, and one or two others. But these
authors seemed tough and grudging till the night of illumination came. I was reading Hugo’s Quatre Vingt Treize,
dictionary and note-book at hand, going as lightly as a clod-hopping ploughboy through clay. And then I forgot
the dictionary, forgot the note-book, forgot that I was “studying” French, forgot everything, till I came to with a
start and realised that the miraculous thing had happened—the thing that comes to the cyclist and the swimmer—
the sudden swift enjoyment of having, Heaven knows how, done the trick. It was Hugo’s gorgeous passage about
the fight with the gun that got loose on the ship—one of the most exciting passages, I still feel, that he ever
penned—that had caught me up and by the magic of its invoked scene made me a participant unaware of the
medium through which I was seeing. And after that it was all right.
I shall not pretend that I ever found myself on such happy terms with Latin. I never read it with joy, never
without a sense that it was both a dead and foreign tongue. There was a dilapidated arcade, making a right angle
from the Hayes to Queen Street. Now, I believe, it is very neat and modern. But then it had a phrenologist’s shop
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where a white plaster cast of a well-developed pate stood on moth-eaten black velvet; and it had a “pets” shop,
where puppies and kittens, little caged birds and goldfish of a dim debased currency existed in a warm atmosphere
of sawdust and excreta; it had all sorts of queer, remote and somehow dubious businesses existing in its rightangled enclosure of warm and breathless air. It had a bookshop, blessed of impecunious students; and there, for
twopence a time, the fruits of all man’s wit and wisdom could be picked up as it were from under the
contemptuous and unregarding feet of time.
It was thence we salved our Latin readers: the dim brown-covered version of De Bello Gallico, the little slim
blue volumes which enshrined Cicero’s reflections De Amicitia and De Senectute. We dutifully ploughed through
them, and through many another Latin book, bought in the same place, which always seemed to me to be, in that
moist creek of an arcade, like a ship-breaker’s yard to which limped up the crippled residuum of lofty fleets
launched with high hopes that had dwindled down the years.
But if Latin never meant to me more than an occasional creep of the spine as the echo of an intended cadence
made itself heard through words at best but poorly grasped, yet at any rate it helped to fortify me in another
direction. It won me a prize, and for the prize I took Taine’s History of English Literature.
*
Till then, what with the books my father had instilled into my mind, what with the rich and heterogeneous
mass Frank’s brother had left beind him, and what with the vast and unrelated forays I had here and there made on
my own account: what with all these things, English literature was for me a glorious, coloured jig-saw, not yet
composed. And, reading Taine, I saw all the bits and pieces shuffling to their places; I saw new and unguessed bits
moving into the pattern; I saw at last not a welter but a design, the rich and royal road of letters, marching from
the rugged cell of Baeda to the fertile and watered meadows of Tennyson’s England. And that, too, was one of the
grand and unforgettable adventures of the spirit, such as might come to a watcher of the skies not when some new
planet swims into his ken but when there breaks an apprehension of the rich and ordered harmony in which all the
planets swing together about their celestial business.
They were great moments, those on which we went to receive our prizes. Gone now was the dingy old Town
Hall of Cardiff. No longer were we mere townsfolk: we were citizens, whose Mayor had become a Lord Mayor
and been knighted to boot, and we had built for ourselves goodly white palaces, dragon-straddled domes and
slender campaniles whence the mellow bells called the hours of that golden and prosperous day.
That day is ended, but it is good to recall those white buildings and some of the happy occasions they housed.
One of them was our annual prize-giving. A long, packed room, a formal and academic array at its upper end, a
distinguished visitor to give away the prizes, which repose before him on a table like a rich coloured cake which
bit by bit is nibbled away as the evening proceeds.
On one of those occasions, for a variety of subjects, I had won three pounds worth of books. It was in the
happy days when the volumes of the Everyman Library cost but a shilling apiece. Decorously the students walked
up and received their books—one, two or three. But, with a lust for quantity, and to the devil with morocco
bindings, I had staked out my claim on Everyman. On my first call, I was received with ironic cheers as I bore
away a toppling pile of thirty volumes; and when, called later, I added another thirty to the store and walked back
to my seat, chin firmly pressed into the topmost volume, there were roars of laughter. It was a business getting
home those sixty volumes. I had taken the precaution to provide myself with plenty of string, and what is more I
got on to a tram, a rare thing to do in those days.
*
Why does one start to write? And how?
Long before this, I had been at it, on the sly. And, again, why is it that one hides those early writings as
furtively as one hides some secret sin?
I had a small notebook with a hard shiny cover. A piece of elastic, fastened to the back, snapped round it. To
this I confided my first literary work, which was an Ode on the Death of Gladstone. I had read about Gladstone’s
death in a newspaper, and that fixes the date. I was nine years old. I do not know why Mr. Gladstone’s decease
should have given birth to my Muse. He was, I assure you, nothing to me or mine. Nor do I remember anything of
the Ode except the last line—an unfulfilled prophecy which is indelible upon the tablets of my memory:
The Sun that sets in cloud shall rise in Glory.

Having inscribed the Ode in the shiny note-book and snapped the elastic round it, I placed the book in a flat
tobacco tin, and the tin under the contents of the topmost drawer in a chest-of-drawers. From time to time I would
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sneak up to the bedroom, unearth the Ode, gloat sinfully upon it, and then bury it again.
An idea that the writing of books was an almost supernatural occupation persisted in my mind. I began to keep
a scrapbook into which I pasted every piece of gossip concerning literary people that I could rake together, dozens
of photographs of nonentities, reviews of books, interviews. The last time I looked at that book I noticed that the
net had been trawled with generous indiscrimination and had landed Tom Gallon, Henry James, Meredith and
“Iota.” Who today knows, as I knew then, that Iota’s name was Mrs. Catryn?
When I had settled down in my newspaper office, I discovered with an unimaginable thrill that it had two
authentic contacts with books. One was that a member of the staff had been a reporter on the Nottingham paper
which had employed Barrie; the other was that in this very office had worked the novelist whom I shall call Henry
Francis.
Francis was already a legend. It was told how he used to come into the reporters’ room wearing an amazing
check suit, with a sporting gun over his shoulder and a setter at his heels; how once, when there had been an
important coal arbitration in the town, he had been commissioned to take a shorthand note of the proceedings, and
with the money thus earned had bought a part share in a small sailing ship, in which he spent much of his time on
our adjacent seas.
I never entered a railway station at that time without scanning the rows of sixpenny novels, whose coloured
covers had a curious shiny attractiveness. There were always a number of Francis’s books among them, and
merely to see his name there, and to realise that I was working in the very room where this man had worked, gave
me a feeling of personal pride that seems a little ludicrous now but which I can recall with the least effort of the
imagination.
The something bizarre and foreign about him must have had its part in the matter. I knew from Who’s Who all
about his mixed parentage of French and English, about his education in a Continental seminary, about his having
left our humble paper to work in one of the Dominions. That gesture of taking a part share in a boat seemed to me
very fine. I knew how the men in the office scrambled for their bits of “lineage” and shorthand notes like dogs for
bones, and nothing but a fiercer scramble seemed to come of it. But to wire in like that, intensively, on one good
slog, and do something liberating with the cash! That was another matter.
I used to think with a thrill that some day Francis would stroll casually into the office to see his old
companions. He never did. Nor is his photograph in my cutting-book. I never found a picture of him anywhere,
but his picture is still clearly in my mind. I “made it up” myself. There is a foreign swarthiness about that face, its
strangeness mitigated by a love of homely English fields. It is a young face, alert and energetic, and in the poise of
the head there is something that suggests a glance accustomed to horizons. The body is lithe and athletic; and all
the romances that Francis writes I see as prompted by his own quick and varied experience.
I never read one of them. Why, I wonder? What instinct was preventing me then, when perhaps it was good to
have a hero, from taking the first step towards smudging the fair canvas my mind had painted?
It was written that I was to meet Henry Francis. More than twenty years had passed. The war had come and
gone, and up and down the country memorials were being unveiled to the dead. My work took me to many of
those mournful ceremonies. I was in an hotel one night, far from home, that I might be ready for an unveiling by a
royal personage the next day. It was a bleak and inhospitable winter night. I had dined and saw no resource for the
evening but a novel in the hotel lounge.
Suddenly I recalled that Henry Francis, “settled down” at last, was living in that town. An impulse to call upon
him seized me. There was no reason why I should not. He was not the great man I had thought him; a less prolific
Guy Boothby was about his mark. And our common association with a certain old rag would be an excuse for an
evening’s talk. Some inhibition prevented the impulse from going far. I began to perceive that Henry Francis
would never be for me merely a creature discerned by the intellect.
I cannot say how it was that I knew him as soon as I saw him the next morning. The memorial was unveiled,
and we stood with heads bared on a rainy hill overlooking a sea of lead. The old man—oh, so old and sad!—who
stood opposite me, twisting in his fingers a ruffled silk hat, was Henry Francis. He wore an old-fashioned frock
coat. He had scanty white hair, and his face was flabby and sagging. He looked very poor. The purple ribbon of a
common-place order was round his neck. I asked a local reporter who the old man was, knowing well enough.
“Oh, that’s Francis, the chap who writes stories. He lost his only son.”
In the hotel that night, I completed the disillusion by reading one of Francis’s novels. And yet … When, rarely,
something brings Francis to my mind—for he is dead now and his work forgotten—I do not think of an old man
with a crumpled face and a crumpled hat, standing on a cliff in the rain, and taking what doubtful consolation he
may for the death of a son. I think of a swarthy youth bustling into an office I once knew, whistling his dog to
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heel; or, on a day all blue and white and blowy, setting a sail to catch a fair breeze down the Channel.
*
In that new house to which we had moved, and where Frank’s brother’s books were for so long spread out for
our delight, we were piling up some stylish things by the simple means of buying tea in the right shop. You got
coupons with the tea, and furniture for the coupons. There was a bamboo tripod which supported an aspidistra, a
table lamp with an ornate base, plush photograph frames. All these things were in the “front room.” We had all
that fanatical devotion to the “front room” which is peculiar to the poor. It was a sacred place. A room of our own
to work in would have suited me and my brother splendidly. But the whole family, including us, still crowded into
the kitchen for all purposes.
It was a fine, comfortable kitchen with an open fireplace, a cheerful room to be in if you had nothing to do but
read or talk. Not so good, though, if you had any other sort of work to do. The simple fact is, of course, that the
use of one room for all purposes, in a house with a beggarly income and no servants, arises from the necessity to
save money and labour. Using another room would mean laying fires, and fires would mean money, and so would
light. That is what really lies behind all the old jokes about the unused “parlours” of the poor. But the consequence
is the creation of the “sacred” feeling where the parlour is concerned. Even in the summer-time, when light and
fire were not in question, one kept out of it.
So when the time came for me to write a novel, my bedroom was the only refuge. The work could not be done
while the winter classes were on, but once they were out of the way I set to. Under the window in the bedroom
there was a washstand, supporting an immense basin containing an immense jug and flanked by a covered soapdish and a small vase, presumably for tooth-brushes. I have no recollection that anyone of these things was ever
used. For all ablutions—labour-saving again—a tin bowl under the scullery tap, supplemented by the Wash AllOver, and later by the cold bath, had sufficed.
Yet there was that imposing Set, and there was another like it in another bedroom, cumbering the earth. To
propose that they be sold, given away, or taken into the back yard and smashed, would have seemed to my mother
subversive if not revolutionary. So the first thing to do was to shove the Set, piece by piece, under the bed. Then I
could get on with the novel.
I had just been reading David Copperfield. I had wanted to read it for a long time, and I knew where I could
get a fine edition for a shilling. My brother’s birthday was due, so I borrowed a shilling from him and gave him
David Copperfield. He was a boy who never took back money lent.
My hero, suspiciously, was named Dangerfield, and when the novel was finished, knowing that Messrs
Chapman and Hall had been Dickens’s publishers, I gave them the first opportunity of keeping in the great
tradition. But if they have records going back over more years than I care to count, they will find that they
returned the book with scant encouragement to its author. It was a heavy blow to me, and scarcely a lighter one to
my brother, who had taken the stuff day by day to the office, arriving early and staying late in order to knock it
out on the editorial typewriter.
Dangerfield never went out again, nor was another novel begun. The labour was so immense, both for my
brother and me, that we decided I had better try short stories.
A new weekly for boys had just come into being, and, shifting the Set again, I sat down to see if I could give it
what it wanted. I wrote a rollicking tale of life in a public school. My mind was as virgin of knowledge
concerning public schools as it was to be later concerning the theatre, when I sat down to assess the merits of a
Wrecker of Men. I filled the tale with prefects and quads, introduced a Doctor, and devised gay doings in the
Upper Sixth. What was Talbot Baines Reed born for if not to give ideas to hard-up boys?
And the consequence was a cheque for £1 12S. 6d.—the first cheque ever to fall through the letter-box of a
house we had lived in. It was incredible! One and a half guineas for two evenings’ work! Something like delirium
settled on us all; and before the first flush had faded I struck again, and again the editor reacted. He was one of
those splendid editors who pay when they accept a thing, not when they use it, and that was fortunate, for neither
of those two stories ever saw the light of day, nor did a third, which was bought and paid for. ]
A man-to-man letter came from the editor. The new paper was not making the headway that had been hoped.
He was asking all contributors whether, for the time being, they would write for half-rates.
I felt so much affection for that editor that I would have supplied him with boundless quads and unlimited
prefects for a good deal less than half-rates.
But, alas! soon there were no rates at all. The good ship sank, and the Doctor with his prefects disappeared into
the limbo where Dangerfield was already with the unhonoured dead.
But blessings on that editor's name. He had demonstrated that it was worth while to shove the Set under the
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bed, to take up the pen and lay into it.
“You want a new overcoat,” my mother said, when we discussed the spending of the £1 12S. 6d. “Put on your
cap and come with me.”
I resisted. Never before had I bought clothes alone, but I did not want my mother to buy that overcoat. I would
buy it myself.
I did, and there was half-a-crown change to jingle in my pocket. It was a responsible moment, a moment of
beginning to fend for myself and make my own choices.
It was the end of infancy.
217.157 Excerpt from The Winged Bull\fn{by Dion Fortune (1890-1946)} Llandudno, Conwy, Wales, United
Kingdom (F) 10
1
There was a sky-fog in Central London that made the heavens look like dirty metal and caused the street lamps
to be lit at three o’clock in the afternoon. The British Museum, seen across its hazy forecourt, looked like the
entrance to Hell. Ted Murchison had no wish to return to his brother’s house at Acton before the hour of the
evening meal. He disliked his sister-in-law, and the house was full of kids that needed a spanking and didn’t get it.
He turned in at a gateway in railings that dripped soot and fog-dew, and set out across the wide expanse of gravel
in the gathering gloom.
It suddenly struck him as he mounted the steps of the portico that if the fog grew worse he would have the
devil’s own job recrossing that wide expanse without any landmarks. But he didn't care. He wasn't going back to
Acton to kick his heels till supper-time. The Museum would be warm and lighted, and would give him something to think about and distract his mind from the memory of the interview which had just ended. He had gone
up for that interview on a personal introduction from his brother, and had failed to get the job. Now he had to go
back to Acton and tell his brother that he had failed to get it, and hear his comments on the failure. And his sisterin-law’s comments, too. She was a strong believer in kicking a man when he is down as the best way of helping
him to rise.
A rush of hot air smote him in the face as he entered the building. It was warm, as he had expected, and he was
glad of the warmth, for there was no overcoat under the old trench-coat that he wore. A relic of the War, it had
been good in its day, and had outworn a succession of cheap overcoats. Coats like that did not come his way
nowadays. His father had been a colonel in the Old Contemptibles, and one of the first to fall. He himself had
joined up straight from school. When he came out of the army there was no money to give him a start in life, and
no one to care whether he had a start in life or not. So he took the first job that offered, and when that proved to be
a blind alley, took the next one; and as that was a shady employment agency, he came perilously near gaol before
he tumbled to what was afoot.
So the years had gone by. Clerking without short-hand. Salesmanship on commission. Anything and
everything that would enable him to hand over thirty shillings a week to his sister-in-law at Acton. In normal
times he was the type that goes out to the Dominions, but the Dominions were not taking men without capital
during the post-war depression. His brother never proposed advancing him the capital. Thirty shillings a week is
not to be despised in the home of a clergyman whose principles oblige him to bring into the world an annual baby,
whether he has anywhere to put it or not.
With demobilisation Ted Murchison’s halcyon days were over. He had been an officer and a gentleman, even if
a very young one. Digging out the old trench-coat to wear in this drizzling fog had turned his mind back to those
days. He had been lucky in his colonel, and his year in the army had done something for him that churches and
universities between them often fail to do. As he handed over his hat and coat to the attendant in the muggy
warmth of the Museum, he speculated upon what had become of the rest of the members of his mess.
Had any of them missed the boat as he had, or were they all getting on in the world and raising families to fight
in the next war? Marriage had been out of the question for him, and life had not been any easier in consequence.
He was thirty-three now, and was beginning to steady down. There were times when he thought he had quite
steadied down. There were other times when he doubted it. The handling his colonel had given him had stood him
in good stead during those difficult years and steered him past much miscellaneous trouble.
Brangwyn had been the chap’s name. He wondered what had become of him. No one knew whence he came
when he joined up, and no one knew whither he went when he had been demobbed. He was of the soldiering type,
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but was not a professional soldier. He had been a most marvellous handler of men, both in billets and in action.
There was less crime and fewer casualties in his command than in any other down the line. As a lad in his teens,
Ted Murchison had adored him. As an older man, with wider experience, he realised more and more clearly that
his old chief was a man of no ordinary calibre.
The Museum, though warm, was not brightly lit, for the fog hung in wreaths down the long galleries and
haloed the lights with a golden haze. It was not the best of conditions under which to see the exhibits, and
Murchison was sauntering idly down the central aisle, lost in thought, paying no attention to his surroundings,
when suddenly he was startled out of his oblivion by the sight of a face staring at him through the gloom with a
curious, questioning expression, as if its owner were about to speak to him. It was a good-humoured face, though
slightly cynical, and its eyes seemed to probe his very soul. They looked at each other, he and the owner of the
face, without speaking. There did not seem to be any need of speech between them, for thought flowed from one
to the other unchecked. He knew that the owner of the face thought he was a damned fool, but liked him. The
impulse was on him to speak to this stranger, but an intuition told him that the stranger was a foreigner and would
not understand the spoken word.
Then he suddenly realised that the face was larger than human, that it was high above his head; he saw the
shadow of a vast wing stretching away into the gloom; a vast hoof upon a plinth was planted beside his knee. It
was one of the winged, human-headed bulls that guarded the temples of Nineveh that he had been communing
with
The realisation gave him something of a shock. He had been so sure the beast was alive, and it had seemed to
have something very important to communicate to him; something that would have altered his whole life if he
could have learnt it. He gazed up into the quizzical, cynical face that gazed back so steadily, and it seemed to him
as if it had a life of its own, a very definite life, despite his disillusionment as to its nature. He had a curious
sensation that he had made a friend. That winged bull would know him again, in the same way that some of the
beasts at the Zoo get to know visitors who have a flair for animals. He knew that by day the great bull stares out
into space over the heads of the sight-seers, and that it was only an optical illusion caused by the shadows which
made it appear to be looking at him; nevertheless, he believed that even if he returned in broad daylight he would
catch its eye, and that there would be recognition in it.
He made up his mind that he would return, and return again and again to visit his new-found friend; he had a
dashed sight more in common with it, graven image though it was, than with most of the humans he had known
during his thwarted life. He believed the bull knew it, too; it knew he would return; it knew they had a lot in
common. Reluctantly he turned away and moved off down the gallery; an attendant was eyeing him in much the
same that the bull had eyed him, though with considerably less goodwill.
He passed slowly on down the Egyptian Gallery, and shadowy gods on their pedestals sat quietly watching
They, too, were alive with a strange life of their own in the uncertain light of the mist-filled gallery; but they had
not the energy of his Babylonian friend, nor did he get en rapport with them in the same way, though he felt their
life, till he came to an enormous arm in rose-red granite outstretched with clenched hand upon its pedestal; an arm
so vast that it was inconceivable what manner of statue it had come from, ending in a Hand of Power, if ever there
was one.
Murchison remembered the Ingoldsby Legend of the Hand of Glory that could open locked doors; but this
rose-red granite arm was utterly different in the feeling it gave him from that sinister relic. It was its benignity that
impressed him; the benignity that controlled the awful power it possessed. It was an utterly different kind of god
to the crucified God in the Christian churches; but it was a good god nevertheless; and it was very much of a god;
let the orthodox say what they would.
Reluctantly he moved on again. Another attendant was eyeing him. It did not do to admire the exhibits
overmuch or one was suspected of wanting to steal them; though how anyone could make off with that mighty,
twenty-foot arm was beyond imagination.
He drifted on at random up the broad, shallow stairs, and presently found himself in the Mummy Room, and
stood gazing thoughtfully at the desecrated dead. A scanty handful of fog-bound sight-seers were gathered around
the official lecturer, and Murchison joined them. The lecturer exasperated him by patronising both the dead and
the living. Were not the ancients men like unto us? he asked himself. Why should one credit them with the
mentality of imbeciles? They had known enough to build the pyramids.
The party was gathered around the leathery individual lying curled up in his imitation tomb. The lecturer was
explaining that the ancientest ancients buried their dead like that because that was the attitude in which they slept,
and the less ancient ancients buried their dead out flat, because that was the attitude in which they slept.
1023

Murchison wondered whether they eyer turned over in bed at night, same as other folko—put the question, and
got snubbed.
He quitted the party, and drifted off towards the gallery where aboriginal godlets vie with each other in
ugliness. But on the threshold he halted.
This was altogether too much of a good thing. These, too, had come alive under the influence of fog and dusk,
and he backed away, startled. The place smelt of blood.
Murchison turned and went striding away down the long galleries in search of the exit. He had had enough of
these presences, and he wanted to smoke. Their effect was altogether too queer. Something in him that the
dragging years had numbed into a merciful insensibility woke up and began to ache again. He thought of fighting
men on the march, and longed for open spaces and high winds. He was a man, and he wanted a man’s job, not this
wretched quill-driving for a pittance in the dingy offices of shady concerns. Murchison struggled against a rising
tide of anger with life; but it does not do to be angry with life unless one has private means, lest one’s last state be
even worse than one’s first.
Murchison took his hat and coat and went towards the exit. As he approached the glass doors he saw that it was
now quite dark outside, but it was not until he passed through them that he realised that a black wall of fog,
opaque as a curtain, pressed against his face. He hesitated for a moment. Then suddenly stepped forward into the
clinging, smothering darkness, which closed behind him as water closes over a swimmer.
There was no sound whatsoever in that impenetrable blackness; for not only does fog blanket sound, but all
traffic was at a standstill. Murchison wondered whether the end of the world had arrived at last, after so many
abortive prophecies; or whether, under the influence of his new friend, the man-bull, he had slid back to the dawn
of creation, and this was the formless void before the spirit of God moved upon the face of the waters. He stood
motionless, staring with unseeing eyes into the slowly swirling invisibility. Any moment he might see the spirit of
God come through and the darkness part, and vast forms of great winged bulls formulate out of the formless mist.
Then a sudden horror smote him at the thought that it might be hideous godlets, creatures of the slime, that
would formulate first. But he rejected the thought. Those things in the Aboriginal Gallery had belonged to the
decadence of a race, not its prime. No, the things he would see formulate out of the mist were noble, and
beautiful, and very strong.
He remembered Hans Andersen’s story of the toys that came alive at night and held their revels in the moonlit
nursery. The gods on their pedestals had been alive right enough, even before he had left the building. As soon as
the last of the readers in the great library had been given his hat and pushed out, would they get off their pedestals
and begin their revels? His friend, the door-keeper of the gods, relieved from duty, might come out and join him
for a chat and a smoke in the courtyard. He wished he would. He liked him a darned sight better than any human
he had ever met before, with one exception, his boyhood’s idol, the colonel of the regiment in which he had held
his brief commission.
Someone passed him in the smother, and, desiring to be alone with the gods, he advanced a few paces
diagonally across the broad portico, felt the edge of the steps under his feet, and passed down them, striking off at
random across the wide stretch of invisible gravel. A queer feeling came to him that in so doing he had committed
himself beyond all possibility of return. He had left the flagged path that would have guided his feet to the gate,
despite the murk, and was astray in black vacancy. He had left the lighted and landmarked ways of men and was
adrift in primeval darkness. And who, in that darkness, would come to meet him? The hideous godlets? The spirit
of the Ancient of Days, with a long white beard and a golden crown? Or a mighty rose-red Arm that parted the
clouds and gave light?
His choice fell upon the Arm. He was sick to death of his brother’s God, “A grasping de’il, the image of
himsel’, Got out of books by meenisters, clean daft on Heaven and Hell.”
His brother had asked him once whether he thought God would ever forgive him for his attitude towards Him;
and he had asked his brother whether he thought he would ever forgive God for His attitude towards him.
Anyway, He was a spiteful brute, if all that was said of Him were true; and a poor judge of human nature, for He
regarded some pretty awful specimens with favour, if their statements were to be believed. Ted Murchison had
had enough of Him, and He could go to His own Hell and stop there, for all he cared. He stood alone in the
breathless smother and called mentally to his new friend, the winged bull of Babylon.
“I am upon your side!” he cried aloud in his imagination. “Come to me, O winged one. Door-keeper of the
gods! Open to me the doors!”
His chant ceased abruptly. By what name should he call upon his new friend? For names were needful in order
that the gods might be invoked. Man-headed, eagle-winged, bull-footed, how should he name him?
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“Rushing with thy bull-foot, come!” The words of the old school crib came back to him.
“Evoe, Iacchus! Io Pan!”
Murchison stood alone in the fog-bound darkness of the forecourt of the British Museum and cried aloud,
“Evoe, Iacchus! Io Pan, Pan! Io Pan!” And echo answered
“Io Pan!” But a voice that was not echo also answered,
“Who is this that invokes the Great God Pan? “
2
Murchison was so startled by the immediate response to his invocation that he involuntarily exclaimed, “Good
Lord!” which was the invocation of his brother’s “graspin’ de’il,” and had nothing whatever to do with the deity
he had been invoking with such fervour a moment ago. He heard a footstep on the gravel beside him, and held his
breath. A hand touched his arm.
“You seem to have lost your way pretty thoroughly,” said a voice, and Murchison came back to earth with a
bump.
“Unless you are going to call on the Keeper of the King’s Books, you are decidedly wide of the mark,”
continued the voice. “Would you like me to put you on the track of the gate? I have a pretty good sense of
direction. I think you will find me a reliable guide.”
The voice was that of an educated man, and it had the indefinable something that is only to be found in the
voice of one who habitually associates with educated men. It was also a strangely resonant voice. He had only
heard one other voice as resonant as that. Curious how his mind kept on going back to his brief soldiering that
afternoon. He was so astray among his thoughts that he neglected to answer his interlocutor, and the invisible
voice went on again.
“I think you had better come along with me, whether you want to or not. No, I am not a policeman, but you
don’t appear to me to be in any state to take care of yourself at the moment, and Christian charity compels me to
lend you a hand as far as the gate. Or, since you were calling upon the Great God Pan, you may prefer to call it
pagan charity. But in any case you had better come with me lest you get yourself locked in and have to spend the
night in these insalubrious precincts.”
Murchison, feeling very foolish, allowed himself to be led by the arm through the darkness, made a desperate
snatch at his scattered wits, and managed to say:
“I’m frightfully sorry. I am afraid you must think me an awful fool. I’m not drunk, really. I-I was just thinking
of something else, and got lost in the fog.”
“Hullo? I have heard that voice before somewhere. I never forget a voice. Now, who is it?” exclaimed his
invisible companion.
Murchison stiffened. He wondered what sort of confidence trick was about to be played upon him, and did not
answer.
“Quite right,” continued the voice, “never tell a stranger your name in the dark. But I’ll tell you my name,
however, for I am pretty certain I know you. My name is Brangwyn. Now can you place me?”
If the Great God Pan had appeared in person the effect upon Murchison could not have been more
overwhelming. It took him so long to collect his wits and answer that his companion began to think that he had
been mistaken in identifying him; but at last he managed to say:
“Good Lord, sir, is it you?”
“Yes, it’s me all right, and from your mode of address I think you must have been one of my cubs. Now which
is it? Roberts? Atkinson? Murchison? Yes, I believe you are Murchison. Am I right?”
“Yes,” said Murchison, and that was all he could find to say. When one has offered one’s soul to the devil,
according to all the traditions of one’s upbringing, and the god of one’s youth suddenly accosts one out of the
darkness, the association of ideas is irresistible. Murchison had been deeply stirred by the uprushing rebellion at
his thwarted life; his wits were astray in the fourth dimension and could not readily be recalled, and the sudden
voice in the darkness that answered his invocation had seemed to turn all his imaginations into reality, and the old
gods had verily come again for him. They were all about him, pressing in upon him; for his mind had turned
bottom-side up with the shock and reaction that had caught him off his guard, and for the moment
subconsciousness had superseded reason and taken charge of his affairs.
Brangwyn could not see his companion’s face in the murk, but he listened attentively to the timbre of his
voice, for his quick ear told him that something was very much amiss with this man, and that he was under high
emotional tension. He remembered well the alert, eager youngster of the last years of the War, and wondered what
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the years of the peace had made of him.
“How has life used you since last we met?” he asked.
“I’m still alive,” said Murchison, with a curt laugh. A dull orange glow loomed up through the haze ahead of
them.
“I expect those are the lamps by the gates. At least, I hope they are,” said Brangwyn. “Now, if I can continue to
pilot you successfully, I will steer you into a certain teashop of my acquaintance in Southampton Rowand ask you
to join me at a cup of tea.”
Murchison accepted with more than the eagerness that is normally due to the offer of a cup of tea, and
Brangwyn wondered if he were down and out and starving. Queer things happened during the peace to fellows
who had been temporary gentlemen during the War. But he was wrong. It was not food for which Murchison was
starving, but something quite different.
Now that there were the street lamps and the kerb to guide them, it was easier going. Bloomsbury is a land of
right angles, and it was only a matter of knowing how many streets to cross until the right turning was reached in
order to find Southampton Row. Once there, the lit-up shops gave them all the guidance they needed, and in a few
moments they turned into a big café whose brightness almost blinded them after the gloom in which they had
been groping for so long.
Brangwyn led the way to a corner table, and for the first time was able to see the face of his companion as they
sat down opposite each other.
So this is what the alleged peace had made of that fine youngster? If he had seen him in the street he would not
have known him. There was a family likeness to what he had been, but no more.
He studied him closely. He was looking rather dazed and self-conscious, Brangwyn thought, and wondered
what had been at the bottom of that extraordinary outcry of “Io Pan” in the foggy forecourt of the British
Museum. It was exceedingly curious that the fellow should have turned up when he did, for he had just been
thinking that the type of man he was looking for was the Murchison type. Big-boned, upstanding, Nordic. The
Viking breed, in fact; and Murchison, if he remembered aright, was a Yorkshireman, and therefore probably of
Viking stock. He studied him closely, after handing him the menu to distract his attention from the inspection. It
would not do to be sentimental because the fellow was down on his luck. Nor must he jump to the conclusion that,
because the youngster had been the right sort, the man was all that could be desired. Strange things can happen to
men in the vital ten years between twenty and thirty, especially in times of stress. He must be cautious, and not let
impulse, masquerading as intuition, lead him astray. A mistake would have very far-reaching repercussions.
Murchison looked up from the menu, having made his choice, and for the first time met the eyes of the elder
man that had been fixed on him so steadily. He, too, had been making use of the menu for other purposes than
those it was intended for, and under cover of its perusal had contrived to pull himself together. Crumpets were
agreed upon, and the waitress departed, leaving them alone together. They had the place to themselves, all other
wayfarers having been driven home by the fog.
Brangwyn had no mind to come straight to the point. He wanted to walk round his companion sniffing before
he committed himself. It would not be fair to rouse the fellow’s hopes and then dash them. So he turned the talk
on to old comrades and wartime experiences, and Murchison followed him thankfully, for he had no mind to be
asked about himself, since he had nothing good to tell, and had no love for pitching a hard-luck story.
So they chatted contentedly over their tea and cigarettes, and Brangwyn watched the likeness to the lad he had
known come back into the face of the man opposite him.
“Have you far to go tonight, before you get home?” he asked at length, when empty plates gave them no
further excuse to defy a hovering waitress who obviously wanted to get rid of them and go home herself.
“Acton,” said Murchison curtly, brought down to earth abruptly by the word.
“Good Lord, you’ll never get there,” said Brangwyn, secretly delighted, and grabbing his opportunity. “Let me
put you up for the night at my place. I’ve got bachelor quarters just round the corner. We’ll brew rum punch over
the fire and make a night of it.”
Murchison agreed eagerly. This was a treat beyond all expectation. Brangwyn had all his old fascination for
him. He could imagine nothing more delightful than to sit up half the night yarning with him; and, above all, to
meet him on an equality; for there is a great gulf fixed between twenty and forty, but the gap between thirty-three
and fifty-three is by no means unbridgeable. The younger man was now mature, and the elder still in his prime.
They left the shop together, and found that the fog had lifted considerably, which was fortunate, for
Brangwyn’s abode was by no means easy to find, even by daylight, and he had been wondering whether he had
promised more than he could fulfil in inviting his companion to go home with him.
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They left Southampton Row, and went down an alley, crossed a square, and went down another alley. It was a
cross-country journey, and the district was distinctly insalubrious; Brangwyn was not sorry to have a companion
when he saw the lounging groups in alley entrances, for this was a night on which an assault could be committed
with impunity.
Despite the slum to which it had been reduced, the district had a charm of its own, and even the extremes of
grime and dilapidation of the houses could not destroy the grace of the Georgian architecture, though what the
drains might be like it was better not to inquire.
They turned south, into a street of mean shops, and Brangwyn inserted a key in a narrow door beside an Italian
restaurant on the corner, and entered. Sufficient light from the street lamp shone through the fanlight to reveal the
worn oilcloth of the entry, and a long flight of dingy stairs leading upwards into darkness and flanked on either
side by a wall bereft of handrail. It was an unprepossessing abode, and Murchison concluded that Brangwyn must
also have come down in the world since the War, for he had been reputed to have money.
At the top of the stairs there was another door, and this also Brangwyn unlocked with a latch-key, though why
both doors should require keys was difficult to understand, for no other entrance opened into the slot-like passage
and stairs. Brangwyn switched on the light and held the door open for his companion to enter, and Murchison
found himself in another world.
The entire upper part of the corner house and its two neighbours had been reconstructed, leaving the façade
intact, so that there was nothing outside to hint at what was within. To all appearances the three houses were as
dingy as the rest of the street, for such painting as had been done to their woodwork had been carefully matched
with the surrounding grime, and dingy Nottingham lace curtains were stretched against the glass of the windows,
hidden from the eyes of the occupants of the house by inner curtains of thin golden silk.
A whole floor had been pulled clean out of the corner house, making the lounge hall into which they entered
spacious and lofty. A great chimney of mellowed brick, salved from the discarded party wall, occupied the rear
angle of the fan-shaped apartment; on its wide, flat hearth a pile of wood and peat awaited lighting, though the
place was warm almost to stuffiness with central heating. Thick soft rugs lay about on the dark polished parquetry
of the floor, and a divan and two vast armchairs flanked the hearth. Books lined the walls from the floor to the
gallery, supported on massive posts of old timber that had once been floor-joists, and on to the gallery opened
doors that were presumably bedrooms and what house agents call the usual offices.
Brangwyn bent down and put a match to the pile on the hearth.
“I believe in plenty of fire-lighters,” he said, as the flames roared up the chimney. “Those are the sort of little
things that make all the difference to life, and you never can get women to understand them.”
“Take this chair,” he continued, “and mind how you sit down; it is on wheels instead of casters.”
Despite the warning, Murchison felt the chair go from under him, and sat down sooner than he meant to.
Brangwyn stretched out a hand to a cocktail cabinet and drew it towards him, for it also was on wheels.
Murchison noted that all the heavy furniture was mounted on small, rubber-tyred wheels, and marvelled that no
one had ever before thought of such a simple device for increasing comfort and minimising labour. He drew his
great chair up to the now blazing fire with a single easy kick of his heel, and stretched out in luxurious comfort,
giving himself up to his brief hour of enjoyment. This was the way a man ought to live. Solid comfort, but no
show or fuss; and, above all, no servants to make themselves a nuisance and pinch the drinks. He remembered
that even in the front line Brangwyn had always believed in being comfortable, and managed to be so, too, within
twenty-four hours of the biggest push.\fn{Attack} Moreover, he believed in everyone he was responsible for being
comfortable also, as being the best way to get the best work out of them.
Brangwyn was a tall, slight, dark-skinned man; and his black hair, brushed straight back from the forehead,
was graying over the ears and receding over the temples. That was the only difference the years had made to him,
thought Murchison, as he watched him picking and choosing among a formidable array of bottles. Murchison had
never seen him in mufti before, and thought it became him better than uniform; for that ascetic-looking scholar’s
head had always seemed rather incongruous sticking out of a tunic, though his bearing was soldierly enough.
The cocktail Brangwyn finally evolved, after much thought and care and accuracy, was amber-coloured and
aromatic, not quite like anything Murchison had ever met before; but it had an authentic kick in it, as was
evidenced by the sudden glow of his chilled skin and the livening up of his dazed brain. It amused him to observe
that Brangwyn, who looked so ascetic, could be so fastidious in every detail of his way of living. Everything
about him seemed to have had the most careful thought lavished on it, though nothing in itself was of any great
intrinsic value. Even the compactness of the cocktail cabinet had been forced to find room for three sets of
glasses, amber, green and rose, to set off the complexions of the various kinds of drinks, and in its recesses he
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caught a glimpse of a pile of small black bowls, with silver bases, and wondered what manner of tipple was
imbibed out of these.
“Getting a trifle warm, don’t you think?” said Brangwyn.
Murchison had thought for some time past it was getting decidedly warm, what with the cocktails, fires and
central heating. Brangwyn rose and opened a cupboard in the wall, inset among the books, and revealed an array
of what looked like voluminous silk dressing. gowns ranged on hangers; he selected a dark crimson one, and then
paused and eyed Murchison, and selected another of peacock blue shading off to emerald.
“Like this?” he questjoned.
Murchison did not quite know what was expected of him, and returned a polite non-committal affirmative.
“Then shed your coat and collar and get into it,” said Brangwyn. “The slippers are in the pocket.”
Murchison did as he was bid, shedding coat, waistcoat and collar after the example of his host, and girding
himself about with the flowing silk, amazed to find the extraordinary change that came over his mood as the folds
fell about him. In this garb he could have invoked the Great God Pan without any embarrassment.
“I always change my kit when I come indoors,” said Brangwyn, “I find it helps me to think.”
“It’s dashed nice stuff,” said Murchison. “What does it smell of? It’s got the same flavour as the cocktails.”
“It’s sandal-wood,” said Brangwyn.
“But you don’t put sandal-wood in the cocktails?”
“No, essential oil of santal.”
“How do you get it to mix?”
“Smear it round the glass, and the spirit picks up the aromatic essence.”
They sank into a companionable silence after another round of cocktails, watching the fire change and glow
and fall apart in caves of flame. The peat and the pine wood of which it was made smelling sweet and aromatic,
blending harmoniously with the sandal-flavoured cocktail. Murchison had never realised before the way in which
odour and flavour reinforce each other.
He found Brangwyn an extraordinarily interesting study, apart from the liking and respect he had always had
for him. He had evidently brought the art of living up to the level of an applied science. Murchison approved with
a sigh of envy. That, beyond all question, was the right way to live; but it needed cash, and plenty of it, for the
development of its fine flower, and he, for his part, had had to bring the art of doing without to the level of a
science.
“You like my little place?” Brangwyn broke the silence conversationally.
“I like it immensely,” said Murchison. “But don’t you find it rather noisy, what with kids playing in the street,
and barrel-organs, and chuckings-out from the local pub? Especially in summer when the windows are open.”
“We never hear them,” said Brangwyn. “I put sheets of good thick plate-glass inside the windows, and the
ventilation comes down the old chimneys with the aid of electric fans.”
“I suppose you wonder why I elect to live in a slum?” he continued. “I am like Oscar Wilde; I can manage
without necessities so long as I can have luxuries. I dropped a good deal of money through the War; rents are high
in decent parts, so I picked up this bit of slum property cheap because it was too far gone to be worth
reconditioning. I didn’t attempt to recondition it. I gutted it. I left the front alone because if I had put in decent
windows I should only have had ’em broken twice a week and been assaulted every time I opened the front door.
It isn’t tactful to make yourself out to be better than yuur neighbours in this part of the world. They think I am
going out disguised for a crime when they see me in my best togs, and entirely approve. If anyone comes around
inquiring if I live here, the entire street swears I am non-existent without waiting to be asked. It suits me
excellently.
“The chaps in the shops underneath are my tenants; in fact, the lad in the bookshop is a manager, not a tenant,
because book-collecting is one of my hobbies. The fellow in the Dago restaurant has to look after me as part of his
rent. It works admirably. You should see him supervising the charwomen. I will give him a ring when we want
supper, and he will come up the back stairs and produce it out of his hat.”
3
Whether it was the drinks, or the smell of the sandalwood, or all this warmth and light after his drab existence,
Murchison could not have said, but he felt his whole personality changing and unfolding and flowering as he lay
back in the big chair sharing the tranquil silence. The warmth of the fire was lulling him to sleep, and as he
drowsed with half-shut eyes it seemed to him as if the face of the bull of Babylon was superimposed upon that of
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his host, so that the two had become one; and the arm that lay along the padded arm of the big chair, its loose,
crimson sleeve catching the firelight, was the rose-red granite Arm of Power.
Whether his dream would have led on to the coming of the Great God Pan himself, was mercifully concealed,
for his host arose and phoned for a meal, and they adjourned to a small but beautifully equipped little diningroom, where a dark, lively Italian, the owner of the restaurant, served them with admirable food, openingly
adoring Brangwyn, and apparently quite accustomed to waiting on birds of paradise. Murchison had felt
somewhat embarrassed at appearing before Brangwyn’s domestic staff in his flowing robes, but Italians take that
sort of thing in their stride.
The proprietor-waiter informed Brangwyn of the ingredients of every course; Murchison would have found
this exasperating were it not for the light it threw upon his host as an epicure. Brangwyn evidently sensed his
irritation, for he murmured in a low voice when the little man was momentarily absent from the room, “One tips
an hireling, but one appreciates an artist,” and Murchison got a yet further insight into his host’s nature. The
excitable little man, in his second-hand dress-suit, proprietor of a cheap eating-house in a slum, was to be treated
as an artist because in his queer way he was an artist.
As Murchison had expected, the talk swung round to his own affairs when they returned to the lounge after
dinner. He felt grateful to Brangwyn for his leisurely, Oriental style of diplomacy. It is so much easier to face a
thing when one comes to it gradually. But, even so, he was almost rudely secretive in response to the leads his
host gave him, because his need was so great, and he was so desperately anxious not to appear to cadge.
Brangwyn could learn nothing of his affairs save that he made his home with his brother, had not got any special
line of work, and was disengaged at the moment; he guessed the rest, and thought well of his one-time subaltern
for leaving him to guess it.
But even the reticence of self-respect can be carried too far, and there were things Brangwyn greatly wished to
know about his guest, though he was careful to hide his interest. The fellow might be suitable; and, again, he
might not, and he did not wish to commit himself beyond the point where he could readily back out if the latter
proved to be the case. But there are more ways of killing a cat than choking it with butter, and he thought that
Murchison had had enough butter, and that it was time to cut the cackle and come to the 'osses. He shot a sudden,
authoritative question at him:
“What were you up to when I met you, calling upon Pan in front of the British Museum?” Murchison jumped
as if he had been stung, and his fair skin blushed painfully.
“Raising the devil, I suppose,” he muttered resentfully, greatly disliking his host’s reference to the matter.
“Why did you wish to raise the devil?”
“Living with my brother, who’s a clergyman, and his wife, who’s a clergyman’s wife, is apt to make you want
to raise the devil if you can’t raise the wind.”
Brangwyn saw that nothing was to be obtained by the direct method, so tried the indirect one, watching for
reactions.
“It appeared to me, from what I know of the matter, and I have studied it a good deal, that you were well on the
way to obtaining the presence of Pan when I interrupted you.” Murchison did not answer, but Brangwyn fancied
he pricked up his ears.
“Have you ever seen that invocation performed effectually?” he continued.
“No,” said Murchison uneasily.
“I have, and the results are very striking.”
“Does Pan appear in person?”
“How would you define Pan?”
“Ah, you have me there. I haven’t any ideas on the subject, save that he gave his name to panic.”
“Panic is what he produces in the unprepared, but in those who are prepared for his coming he produces a
divine inebriation.”
“Oh, does he?” said Murchison sulkily, “I prefer beer myself.”
Brangwyn saw that it was inadvisable to pursue the matter further, as the subject seemed a sore one. But as it
was sore, he concluded that it was also vital, and ticked off the chief point in favour of the candidature of the
unsuspecting Murchison for the matter he had in view. Murchison was reaching out beyond the veil, whether he
knew it or not, and whether he could be got to admit it or not, and as Brangwyn’s interests lay exclusively beyond
the veil, this was as it should be in a prospective employee. He came to the point abruptly,
“Murchison, would you care to consider the offer of a post as secretary-chauffeur with myself? Live in and
five pounds a week? It’s only temporary, I am afraid, because I am liable to be called abroad at any time, and then
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the arrangement would have to come to an end, but I would help you to get fixed up with something else after you
had finished with me.” That gave him a bolt-hole if Murchison did not come up to expectations.
Murchison’s first reaction was a horrible suspicion that he was .being offered charity, and the suspicion made
him ungracious.
“What would the duties be?” he asked unemotionally, though his heart was turning over inside him at this
extraordinary piece of luck that had come his way after the long years in the wilderness.
“The duties,” said Brangwyn, a little puzzled by his manner, “would be a certain amount of chauffing, as my
eyes are not equal to long runs, but mainly odd jobs. Cope with correspondence; tackle tradesmen; keep an eye on
Luigi and the chars, and stand between me and the world generally. I am engaged in some rather special work,
and there are times when I can’t be interrupted; and I want someone with the sense to handle things for me on his
own initiative at those times.”
“My usual salary is three pounds a week and keep myself,” said Murchison sullenly. “Why are you offering me
a salary like that? It isn’t my market price.”
“Because it is a position of trust and requires initiative,” said Brangwyn tactfully, “and because the hours are
irregular. I believe in paying enough to make the job worth while, and then I secure satisfactory service.
Moreover, you will have to dress decently and generally keep up appearances, so it isn’t all net profit.”
Murchison was mollified. He looked up with a sudden, quick smile that completely changed his face.
“I’d like the job first-rate,” he said. “I’ll do my best for you, you know that.”
“Splendid!” said Brangwyn. “You can fetch your belongings tomorrow. Meanwhile, I suggest we think about
turning in. I hope you won’t mind if I put you in my sister’s room until I can get one fixed up for you.”
“Your sister’s room?” demanded Murchison in sudden horror, all his dreams of a delightful bachelor menage
falling about his ears.
“Yes, my sister keeps a couple of rooms as a pied à terre,\fn{A small living space kept for occasional use } but she
doesn’t use them much. I can fix you up quite comfortably upstairs. There’s a whole lot of space I have never
made any use of in this place.”
Brangwyn rose and led the way up a corkscrew wooden stair in the corner on to the gallery that ran round the
room at half its height. He opened a door and entered a small room furnished as a sitting-room, passed through it
into a bathroom, and then on into a bedroom, Murchison following him.
“A complete flat, you see,” he said, with a wave of his hand. “All ready for occupation. We always keep the
bed made up in case she appears unexpectedly.”
“Is she likely to appear unexpectedly at the present moment?” asked Murchison anxiously.
“I trust not,” said his host negligently.
“What time is breakfast?” Murchison thought that he would not be sorry when the night was safely over.
“Tennish,” said Brangwyn, “I am a night-worker, I am afraid. But if you ring through on the house-phone in
the sitting-room, Luigi will bring you rolls and coffee or tea and toast, any time you fancy. Then we have a decent
breakfast between ten and eleven. Tea about three, and supper latish, when I’ve finished work. I find that a better
way of breaking up the day than the usual arrangement, which spoils your morning sleep, sends you to bed when
you are just beginning to wake up, and lays you dead in the afternoon.”
Murchison acquiesced readily enough. He would have acquiesced if his new employer had suggested
cannibalism.
Good-nights having been said, Murchison strewed his clothes all over the room in the manner his sister-in-law
had never been able to break him of, and then gathered them up hastily in case the redoubtable Miss Brangwyn
returned unexpectedly. He wondered what sort of an old dame she would prove to be. Was she lean and
cantankerous, or placid and whale-like? Would she keep an eye on his doings and report to her brother, or want to
use him as a lounge lizard? She was the one fly in the ointment of what promised to be a perfect existence, and he
found it hard to take her philosophically. Then he remembered his employer’s words to the effect that the post was
only temporary, and a sudden pang shot through him; he must be careful not to strike his roots too deeply lest the
wrench of pulling them up should be too great.
He got into the heavy silk pyjamas that had been lent him, comparing them with the flannelette ones that were
waiting in vain for him at Acton. He considered the bed, with its great square frilled pillow and deep rosecoloured eiderdown, but did not feel like sleep. It was by no means late, and he suspected that he had been pushed
politely out of the way while his employer got on with whatever it was that occupied him o’ nights.
He wandered into the sitting-room to see if he could find a book. There were plenty of books here, just as there
were downstairs. Miss Brangwyn was evidently a lady with catholic tastes in the literal, but by no means the
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theological, sense. Modern science and ancient philosophy jostled each other on her shelves, together with many
modern novels and a very representative selection of the poets.
Embarras de richesse here, thought Murchison, moving from shelf to shelf round the little room. He picked
out a book at last. Jung on the psychology of the Unconscious. What a book for an elderly female who ought to be
knitting socks while she read missionary reports! He opened it and glanced at the fly-leaf, saw there a book-plate,
looked more closely, and lo, his friend the Babylonian bull stared him in the face, wings neatly folded over his
back, great bull-foot advanced, and on his plinth the name Ursula Brangwyn.
Murchison nearly dropped the book in his astonishment, not to say horror. He thrust it hastily back into its
place on the shelf, got into bed, turned out the light, and put his head under the bedclothes.
It may have been this last act, or it may have been Brangwyn’s cocktails that made him dream. For dream he
did, and dreams of a quality he had never had before. He was a vivid dreamer, as are many men whose lives are
shut in and inhibited; but his dreams were not particularly vivid that night. They reminded him of the times when
he slept through his brother’s services and the dronings mingled with his dreams. He thought he heard an organ
being played in the distance, and the chanting of a mighty choir drawing near and dying away and drawing near
again. He dreamt of the War, and searchlights playing up and down the sky, only they were coloured searchlights,
of the colours of the robes he and Brangwyn had worn at dinner. All these things he seemed to be seeing and
hearing between sleeping and waking, and they were vague and a long way off.
Then suddenly his dreams came to a focus and became crystal-clear and vividly bright, and he dreamt that at
the foot of his bed a woman’s head, bodiless, hung in mid-air, no larger than an orange, but vividly living, gazing
at him intently. He sat up in bed in his dream and stared back at it open-mouthed, unable even to think. There was
a curious likeness to Brangwyn about it. It might have been Brangwyn’s daughter, if he had ever had a daughter. It
neither spoke nor stirred, but it was alive, for the eyelids blinked from time to time. Then it slowly faded, and he
woke up to find that he actually was sitting up in bed, but gazing into the blanc emptiness of midnight.
He switched on the bedside stand-lamp and looked round the room. The door was shut and locked as he had
left it; but even if it had not been, the vision could not possibly have been of a living woman because of the
smallness of the head. He switched off the light and dropped back on to Miss Brangwyn’s frilled pillow in disgust.
He had dreamt of beautiful females before; they were no particular novelty, and he had read enough of popular
psychology, which interested him, to know that night was compensating him for the denials of the day. He
dropped off to sleep again, and slept dreamlessly till morning. …
218.81 Excerpt from Laughing Torso: Reminiscences Of Nina Hamnett\fn{by Nina Hamnett (1890-1956)} Tenby,
Pembrokshire, Wales, United Kingdom (F) 12
1
One morning towards the end of the year 1889, a lady who lived in a terrace of houses on the top of a high
rock surrounded by battlements descended into the kitchen to order the food for the day. She was in a few months’
time to have a child. She was suddenly seized with a strong feeling that she must come upstairs, cross the garden
and look down on the seashore. The impulse became so strong that she went upstairs, crossed the garden and
looked over the battlements. Standing on the shore far below was a man with dark hypnotic eyes. This man,
whenever he saw her, stared at her in a way that frightened her; he had lived a long time in the East.
The child she was about to bear was myself. I have often wondered if that man hypnotized her in any way that
may afterwards have affected me or induced me to start on a career that was so different from that of my family or
my upbringing. On February the fourteenth, 1890, I was born.
Everybody was furious, especially my Father, who still is. As soon as I became conscious of anything I was
furious too, at having been born a girl; I have since discovered that it has certain advantages. My first recollection
of anything is walking downstairs, step by step, to join a little boy who was standing at the bottom of the stairs
holding out a china vase with pink and blue flowers on it. That was my second birthday. We then went to Saltash,
where, seated on the front doorstep one day, I went for a walk with a strange lady and was later discovered by my
nurse all dressed in white chasing a flock of sheep down a hillside followed by an angry shepherd. At this time my
brother was born, and as everyone was very much occupied I had a good time rooting up all the carnations in the
front garden that my Father, whom I disliked, had recently planted. Next door lived a boy of about six. I spent
much time trying to pull him through the wire-netting which separated our gardens, but without success; he is
now, I believe, a Brigadier-General in the Royal Engineers. We then went to York. I was taken out one evening in
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my nurse's arms to see the Duke and Duchess of York driving through the streets and was thrilled by the lights and
the crowd; this was their honeymoon visit to York. They are now King George and Queen Mary.
There was a lunatic asylum next door and sometimes a fair; the noise of the fair and the lunatics kept us awake
at night. On Christmas Day I was given a glass of champagne, which gave me a pleasant and gay feeling. I was
then sent back to Tenby and to my Grandmother, who was the most stupid and sentimental of women and loathed
my Father. I was free and allowed to do as I liked. I rode every day on a donkey, accompanied by a donkey-boy
and my nurse. I liked the donkey-boy, but the nurse and he talked all the time. I felt the terrible misery of being so
young and ignorant and having no conversational powers: I decided that something must be done to improve
things. I fell in love with a little boy of seven and ran allover the town after him saying, “Tony, I will kiss you,”
but I never caught him. Many years later, when I was eleven I was asked to a party and everyone said, “Aren’t
you going to kiss Tony?” and we both nearly died of shame. He is today a successful rancher in South America.
I was now four, and had the first feeling of shame. I spent most of my time writing stories and drawing. I wore
socks, and one day my Grandmother said,
“You are too big to wear socks and people will think it shameful and will stare at you.” I hung my head and
blushed and had to wear black woollen stockings.
A birthday party was given for me and I was given an oyster to taste; I spat it on the floor and was carried out
screaming. I objected to girls, and was asked to a refined Christmas tree party where I was given a beautiful pink
doll. I made so much disturbance that I was taken home at once in the Bath chair that always took us to parties.
There was a woman with a horrible face who passed the house every morning; I always waited for her to poke
my tongue out and make grimaces; I found out later that she was a Sunday School teacher. She complained to my
Grandmother, who had me locked into a back room during the time she passed the window.
Life with my Grandmother was, on the whole, too easy, and, finding my behaviour impossible to cope with,
she sent me to Chatham to my Father. There I had a donkey to ride on which was kept in the barracks and all was
well until the soldier servant gave her oatmeal that had not been soaked and she swelled up and burst and I was
very sad.
Life at Chatham was not pleasant. My Grandmother arrived and then there was one perpetual argument as to
how I was to be brought up, violent arguments that nearly came to blows; one particularly awful moment when I
locked myself into the W.C.\fn{Water Closet; the bathroom:H} and the battle raged in the passage outside. There was a
picture of Lord Nelson when young, a coloured plate from the Illustrated London News, on the wall that I had to
gaze at trembling. I think I could draw that picture now. The only friendly person in the house was the soldier
servant whom I would grab whenever he came into the nursery and tie him to a chair with a skipping rope. My
Father was selfish and bad-tempered and beat me. I must admit that I was a dreadful child but I think he rather
overdid it. He had a bag of bamboo canes which were sent to him from India. If I had behaved badly during the
morning I was locked into his dressing-room to wait for him to come home. How I hate still the smell of shaving
soap and pomade. When he arrived, he made a noise like a hungry lion, took the bag of canes, and tried each one
out on his hand to see which was the most effective, then as I skipped about and screamed he would cut me on the
legs or anywhere he could. I had to go to bed on one occasion as my legs were cut and bleeding; such was the
Spartan upbringing of the ’nineties.
A large doll was brought for me with a view to instilling some feminine feeling into me, but being of an
imitative disposition I placed its head in the fireplace with its legs sticking over the nursery fender, stole one of
my father’s bamboo canes, turned up its skirts, and beat it so that its head was battered on the grate; it was
mended but as this occurred again and again the family gave it up. One nursemaid left after another. A very tall
one came and I found that her white apron made a very nice slide, so she went too.
We went to the grand review on the Lines; I sat beside the coachman. In the carriage was my Mother, my
Grandmother, an old lady and an old gentleman. The ladies wore hats like birds’-nests. When the guns went off I
gave a loud howl and fell backwards into the carriage on to the birds’-nests. I was left at home next time.
In 1898 my Father was sent to Belfast where we had a house near the Ormeau Road. I was sent out one
Saturday evening to fetch a medicine glass as my sister was ill and the servants had gone out. It was a terrifying
experience, every house seemed to be a pub and outside lying against the barrels of whisky were drunken men
and women: I had to dodge them and wind my way through them.
I and my brother went to an Irish mixed school; we were regarded as foreigners, and as I did not feel able to
deal with the pupils I did my best to have my revenge on the music mistress who, poor woman, had a miserable
time and probably still hates the English.
In Belfast I first felt real affection. An Irish lady my family knew had three little girls; I stayed with them as
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often as I could escape from home and was really happy.
When we left Ireland I had to be carried on to the boat wailing loudly with misery. We went back to Tenby and
my parents went to Malta, leaving me with my Grandmother. I spent most of my time and money on fishing; I sat
daily on the end of the old pier alone with a line and caught pollack and sometimes sprats which were generally
too small to cook. One day I met a butcher boy whose face I had never liked, so I kicked his tray of meat over and
hit him in the stomach; I was rescued by two nuns, and taken home to my infuriated Grandmother.
I made friends with bathing-machine boys whom I found sympathetic and a pleasant change from home life. I
learnt the pleasing expression of “Bloody b——r” from them, which I found acted very effectively on a nasty
park keeper. I also had a dispute with my Grandmother who locked me into a bedroom and spoke about the devil,
so I threw a basin, a jerry, a jug and two bananas out of the window and knocked her down. Every day I rode on a
fat pony kept by the sweep but I only rode it because I liked the sweep, who was a nice kindly old man and not
because of his pony, which was old and fat.
2
One day a grim aunt appeared; she said that boarding school was the only place for me, so I was sent to a highclass Academy for young Ladies at Westgate-on-Sea. I was plunged in gloom. My Father wrote quoting from
Thackeray, I can’t remember the exact quotation, but it was about the boy who was sad at school, not because he
was sorry to leave his parents, but because the school was a very uncomfortable place. He was right, but it pained
me at the time and I did miss the bathing-machine boys. My Grandmother had fitted me out in a splendid manner.
I had a bag with my initials on it, a writing-case from the Army and Navy Stores with initials too, and a fine Bible
with large print handsomely bound in leather with my name in gold. I was thrilled to see my name in print. I
shared a room with another girl. Apart from her beautiful red hair which was curly and hung down to her waist, I
decided that she was the same kind of gutless half-wit as the rest of the sex. I cried all that night and she cried too.
I cried, mostly from rage and a feeling of being caged in: she cried because she loved her parents. I cried daily for
a week.
On Sunday we went to church. The altar walls and ceiling were painted blue with silver stars; after gazing at
the stars during the sermon I had an idea.
“Why not run away?”
At seven-thirty the next morning I saw that my room-mate was still asleep; I looked round the room and saw
the Bible with my initials in gold; I put it under one arm and a pair of indoor slippers under the other. I took seven
and sixpence which was my pocket money for some time, climbed over the garden wall, and started in the
direction of the station. I must have been rather a noticeable figure at that hour as I had the school colours on my
hat. I got to the station and asked about the trains to London, where my Grandmother was staying. By this time I
had worked up a considerable amount of affection for her. Alas! no trains for an hour and a half; what should I
do? I took a road behind the station. I passed by a farmyard and looked through the iron gates. I saw chickens and
pigs feeding. I felt awfully hungry and envied them. I passed a road of villas and could see the detested bourgeois
eating eggs and bacon through the lace curtains. I came to a field of turnips and sat down on the roadside. I had
heard that turnips were good to eat so I chipped a bit off one and found it extremely disagreeable. I thought that it
must be nearly time for the train to go and got up to walk on, suddenly a hand was laid on my shoulder: the HEAD
MISTRESS!
The mistresses—three sisters—were charming and very intelligent women, and although I won a prize for
writing an essay on a play of Shakespeare’s, my performances in the schoolroom were far from satisfactory. I was
by this time quite resigned to my fate and began rather to enjoy it. In the winter term I overheard a discussion on
theatricals and to my joy was told that the theatre was to be hired for two nights and that I was to play the leading
part in Jack and the Beanstalk.
“Fame at last.”
I danced extremely well. The most brilliant pupil was a child of ten, my own age, with blue eyes and short
golden hair, a relation of the mistresses, who was very conceited and was furious that she was not given the
leading part. I met her in Paris a few years ago. It still rankled. Like most blondes later in life, she resembled
instead of a ripe fruit or flower, those pale faded waxen fruits and flowers in Victorian glass cases. Blondes should
dye their hair and paint their faces or get married and have children.
Rehearsing was fun and the costumes were made by the mistresses and the great night came. I wore red tights
and high-heeled red shoes and a little cap with a feather and felt that I was about to conquer the world. I went
through my part and climbed the beanstalk—a rope covered in leaves which hung over a beam and was held by
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two old gentlemen in the wings. I was very well received, I danced a hornpipe and brought the house down. I was
called for over and over again. The only time I shall know what real Fame is, to stand in front of an enthu- siastic
and cheering audience. Some rich people wanted to get me an engagement in London and others to dance at
concerts but alas! my family again.
“Ladies do not go on the stage.” I was furious; besides a lady was the last thing that I wanted to be.
3
My family had decided that the school at Westgate was very expensive and decided to get votes for me to go to
the Royal School, Bath; this was for officers’ daughters; it meant passing a rather stiff exam, so I returned to
Tenby. My Father was in South Africa at the War, so things looked good. Some nice little boys and I organized an
army with a view to beating up some members of the lower classes who had taken exception to us. They despised
girls but said that I and a girl friend of mine, the only one who was not a fool that I could find, could join,
provided that we put red crosses on our arms and attended to the wounded, which we had to do after the first
encounter.
Our army went out on the prowl every Sunday. One day we marched out on to the sand dunes. We approached
a high rock and to our horror when we got near we were bombarded with huge stones and large lumps of turf; we
were forced to retreat. One day the enemy appeared unexpectedly. My noble army all ran away and left me. They
tied my hands behind my back with rope and marched me back triumphantly through the streets where I met my
Grandmother!
We had a charming milkman who had a milk cart with big cans which I could hide behind when I did the
rounds with him and saw any undesirables about.
My Brother’s school had just started a girls’ class, so I was sent there. The Headmaster’s wife was terrifying
but kind and intelligent. I could not do arithmetic, so cried with rage whilst she roared at me. The Headmaster
appeared from time to time and when my sums were shown to him he would exclaim “Moly Hoses!” which we
thought very dashing and clever. My friend who wore the red cross in our ill-fated army was brilliant at arithmetic
and what was my astonishment when one day in the middle of an impossible sum the Mistress glared at my friend
and pointing to me said,
“She has more brains in her little finger than you have in your whole body.”
That gave me confidence in myself and I took to writing stories. I could never arrive at any satisfactory result
as I never could think of anything to write about and had to console myself with doing drawings, which I
considered to be an inferior art. I passed the examination with honours,
I think principally on my viva voce examination in scripture. I was examined by a charming and sympathetic
Welsh clergyman who found my views on the Bible quite unusual.
Every Saturday since I can remember, my Grandmother insisted on my accompanying her to the cemetery to
visit the tomb of my Grandfather. She was of a sentimental disposition and lived only for the dead. It was a dismal
proceeding. I had to fill the iron anchor and cross with water and arrange the flowers. After a speech about death
and the uselessness of living, we went home. The flowers chosen were often “Stars of Bethlehem,” which smelt
strongly of onions: it seemed an odd way of demonstrating one’s affection and I was glad that the dead had lost
their sense of smell.”
My Grandfather was a remarkable man and if he had only lived—he died in I893—we would all not have got
into so much trouble. Any artistic talent that I have I inherited from him. He was a naval officer and did all the
surveying in the ’seventies of Heligoland, Western Wales, and Western Australia. He drew all the maps himself
with beautiful drawings of islands and little landscapes. I believe that they are still in use at the Admiralty. In
those days naval officers took their wives and families with them when they went abroad. They sailed to Australia
in a sailing ship with two masts; this took three months. Perth was then a convict settlement and all the servants
were convicts. My Grandfather bought for a few hundred pounds land that is now the main street of Perth; he sold
it for a few thousand pounds. When they sailed back there was a terrible storm and one mast was washed
overboard and they knelt down and said their prayers; a shark followed the ship and the second mate went mad
and jumped overboard. They got home safely, however.
My Grandmother was a Canadian and was one of three very beautiful sisters; she met my Grandfather when he
was in Canada with his ship and married him. One of her ancestors was Joseph Howe, who federated the
Canadian States and had a dispute with Mr. Gladstone, who was forced to apologize ( Dictionary of National
Biography). She had many ancestors: in fact there was no end to the ancestors who came over on that very
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overcrowded ship, the Mayflower. She was what the Americans would describe as “dumb.”
From here I went to Bath. This was very different from my private school; there were a hundred and fifty girls
and I was delighted with it: the girls complained bitterly that it was a charity institution; the only advantage being
that we were not made to wear uniforms and be completely like workhouse inmates.
My first term I won the foreign languages prize because I had had the verb “To be” and the verb “To have”
dinned into my head for two years. I had no particular talent for languages. I drew maps for a friend of mine and
she did my arithmetic. At Christmas I played the “Mad Hatter” in Alice in Wonderland, and had a great success;
the Archdeacon of Bath always sent his old top hats to the school for theatricals, so I wore one. One day during
preparation someone handed me a copy of Edward Lear’s Nonsense Rhymes. I thought them so funny and made
such a disturbance that I was sent out. A friend and I started to write a magazine together, I doing the illustrations,
having abandoned writing. This was stopped as it was considered unconventional.
Bath made me horribly ill and depressed; I developed glands and had to stay at home for a term. My family
were at Portsmouth waiting for the return of my Father from South Africa and I was sent to the Portsmouth
School of Art. This was in 1903. I was given coloured pictures of Venice to copy in water-colours; it bored me
after a time and so I used to wander about the Art School. I found a passage, on the walls of which were nude
studies done by the students which fired me with enthusiasm. I found myself in the Antique Room with white
plaster casts of Venus, Hercules, and the Dancing Faun. I had an irresistible desire to get a hammer and chip off
the plaster fig leaves that seemed to me to be ugly and silly.
I met at this time a family who were very kind to me. The sister had hair nearly down to the ground, reddish
gold and most beautiful. She had a wonderful voice and used to act in amateur theatricals; she was always getting
engaged to naval officers but none of them came up to her ideal. I believe she is still a maiden. Her family would
not allow her to become a singer notwithstanding the fact that they were almost penniless; because
“Ladies did not go on the stage.”
She would probably have become a famous singer. I fell in love with her brother Morris who was nineteen, six
foot three, and a dream of beauty. He was in the Rifle Brigade and looked magnificent in his uniform. I stayed
with them sometimes when my family went to London, and as his sister sat each evening with me when I was in
bed and talked about life he would rush into the room and fire a revolver out of the window. This seemed to me
the height of daring and manliness.
One day he invited me to go for a drive in a horse trap of the American pattern that one sees in old cowboy
films. It had big spidery wheels and held two people. We drove to Portsdown Hill. He put his arm along the back
of the seat. I was terrified. My Father had warned me that one should “Never let a man touch you”; I did not know
what he meant but I sat straight up on the end of the seat un, til the arm was removed.
I was sadly disillusioned the following Christmas, when we had moved to Plymouth. A photograph album was
sent to me and inside was written, “Nina with love from Morris,” but it was in his sister’s handwriting. He is now
the father of a large family.
4
In 1905 my throat was so bad that I had to leave school, which I did, shedding a tear on the Headmistress’s
shoulder. My Father was stationed in Dublin opposite Guinness’s Brewery, and I was sent to the Dublin School of
Art. I liked the Irish, they were free, easy, and amiable. I was known as “the foreigner.” I drew extremely well and
the other students came round to admire my drawing. I did a charcoal drawing of the head of Michael Angelo’s
“David,” half life size, the curls nearly killed me but I was very proud of it and took it home triumphantly. My
Father then went to the Curragh Camp where I had a splendid time and hunted with the Kildare. I had to ride the
army horses, which had very hard mouths, but I rode well and did not mind.
Then the crash came and my Father ruined the family. We crept away one night in a jaunting car along the wet
and lonely roads. We were not feeling very cheerful and the only vehicle we met was another car with a coffin on
it. My Grandmother had a big flat at Chiswick and she and my Father fought daily as they tried to plan out our
future. This was in 1905. My Father said to me,
“Now you must earn your own living. I believe that it is quite respectable for ladies to study to become clerks
in the Post Office.”
I was sent to the Regent Street Polytechnic, the commercial side. The Headmaster was a Yorkshire man and an
old beast. The students were mostly board-school children whose talent for adding up and doing sums staggered
me. I gave one look of despair at the figures and took to drawing on the blotting paper. At the end of the term the
Headmaster told my Father that I was a hopeless case and quite incapable of getting on in any walk of life. As I
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persisted in drawing, my Grandmother decided to send me to an Art School.
About this time I was confirmed. I never knew quite why or what it was all about, but I was sent alone to a
very sympathetic clergyman. We prayed together and I had to write an essay on one’s Duty to one’s Parents. This I
did so well and filled it with such noble and pious sentiments that he told my Grandmother that I had something
of a real Saint in my disposition. It occurred to me that if leg-pulling was as easy as all that the future might not be
so bad. I was dressed in white and taken to a church at Chiswick where the Bishop of London confirmed me.
Some friends of my Grandmother’s knew A. B. Cull, now a famous marine artist; he said that five years’ free
education was to be had at the Royal Academy Schools. He had just finished the course there himself. The
examination was difficult and he said that once having passed the examination one’s artistic future was easy! I
was sent to prepare for this exam. at the Pelham School of Art in South Kensington. The students were very
refined and snobbish, the girls were mostly of well-to-do families who, I think, sent their daughters there to await
the happy moment when they would find husbands.
I was deadly serious and determined to get on. The old man who kept the school was a sweet old Scotsman
who painted curious pictures of Highlanders and romantic scenes at dawn. They did not seem to me to mean very
much. I drew from the antique with energy. Mr. Cope, now Sir Arthur, conducted the life class. He used to roar,
“Line! Line!” at the young ladies and they would burst into tears.
I lived at the flat at Chiswick with my Grandmother. I wore a stiff linen collar and tie and corsets with bones in
them. A few years later I cast them aside. My Grandmother and an elderly cousin said that it was indecent and
disgraceful and women’s backs were not strong enough to support themselves; I am now forty-one and my
backbone has not yet crumpled up.
In the flat underneath. lived a very charming family. They knew H. M. Bateman,\fn{ Henry Mayo Bateman (18871970), artist and cartoonist, born in Australia } which thrilled me, and I would go down in the evenings and hear about the
great man, of whom I am still a very great admirer. One of the sons, Charlie, was a medical student. I fell
violently in love wi.th him. I was ugly and shy, and he used to take beautiful and well-dressed girls to dances.
This made me sad. I was studying Anatomy at the time and going to lectures at the Royal Academy. The grand
passion gave me such interest in Anatomy that I learnt and knew by heart every muscle and its attachment. I
borrowed his bones, a skull, a backbone, and a chain of vertebrae on a string which hung over the end of my bed
at night. I placed the skull affectionately on the table at my bedside. My Grandmother thought that I was mad.
Poor Charlie! he is now dead.
I was now sIxteen. I drew from the nude at the Art School, but I had never dared to look at myself in the
mirror, for my Grandmother had always insisted that one dressed and undressed under one’s nightdress using it as
a kind of tent. One day, feeling very bold, I took off all my clothes and gazed in the looking-glass. I was
delighted. I was much superior to anything I had seen in the life class and I got a book and began to draw.
I went away for the summer to Margate and painted four water-colour landscapes, for which I got a silver
medal at Christmas.
A girl student one day gave me a small book by Camille Mauclair\fn{ Séverin Faust aka Camille Mauclair (1872-1945)
French poet, novelist, critic, travel writer and biographer } on the French Impressionists; I thought they were most interesting
and so different from Highlanders in action.
I travelled home one day in the same carriage as a girl who had won the gold medal at the Royal Academy
Schools for portrait painting. I was much impressed at first but bitterly disillusioned when I showed her the book
and found that she had never heard of Edouard Manet.
One of our students had found a Sketch Class where clothed models, workpeople, and interesting character
models posed from five till seven. It was at the London School of Art, where John Swan, the animal painter, and
Frank Brangwyn were the professors, and Joseph Simpson took the sketch class. Simpson was a brilliant
caricaturist and draughtsman. I went along with her and when I got there I knew for certain that the Royal
Academy was no place for me and decided at all costs to leave Pelham Street. This was not so easy, as my
Grandmother was thinking of the five years’ free education at the Royal Academy Schools rather than my artistic
development.
I wrote to Mr. George Clausen, the Academician, who occasionally gave criticisms at Pelham Street. I went
with some of my drawings to his studio in St. John’s’ Wood. He was very encouraging and sympathetic and when
I asked his opinion on the advisability of going to the London School of Art he seemed to think that it was a good
idea. The result was that my Grandmother was induced to pay my fees for a short time. .
The next term I went to “Brangwyns,” as we called it. Here at last was paradise. It was run as a French
Academy. The class had a Massier who posed the models and the professor came once a week.
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Swan was a remarkable personality and was very hard to please. One day a negro model was posing and I was
doing a large drawing in charcoal. Swan appeared and said,
“Go and wash your hands and face and if you can draw like that you are all right.”
Most of the students imitated Brangwyn and their work was atrocious. They imitated his mannerisms instead
of learning from his real qualities. He was not a good professor, he had too much personality to teach well. Later
George Lambert and William Nicholson were the professors. Nicholson always wore a white duck suit, with a
spotted tie and socks to match, and came on a push bike.
As we decorated the walls with palette scrapings I am afraid he never left as spotless as he arrived. He taught
still life. We began with a white plate and a stout bottle with some white drapery against a gray wall. Nicholson
always said when he saw a somewhat shaky plate, “Draw the plate round, it looks more professional,” so he got a
pair of compasses. He was an excellent teacher.
George Lambert was the best professor I have ever had. He drew beautifully and took endless pains over
anyone whom he thought had talent. Lambert took a whole morning painting a leg for me.
Everyone was terrified of Swan and we all ran like rabbits when we saw him coming. One bold student wrote
on the door of his Life Class, “Abandon hope all ye who enter here,” but as it was high up I don’t think he ever
saw it.
A girl who was with me at Brangwyns had a room in Chelsea and we shared models. She and her brother
Henry Savage knew Richard Middleton, the poet, very well. I found her extremely interesting. She was very well
read and talked a great deal about people like Frank Harris and Edward Thomas and we wallowed in the
“Shropshire Lad” and the poems of John Davidson.
Wilenski, the critic, was a student there too. He wore a large sombrero and a black cloak and carried a silverheaded stick. He had studied abroad and painted purple and green studies and was the admiration of the whole
school, but we were rather frightened of him and regarded him as a superior being who understood the mysteries
of life. Jan Gordon was there also.
One day there came to the school a strange young man with a funny hat made of cloth in the pattern of an
American sailor’s hat. He had a long nose and stuttered. He was at once named “The Genius.” He certainly had
talent. I fell in love with him. I used to visit him in Chelsea; we were very pure.
I used to come home late at night. My Father screamed about virtue. We were only too virtuous. He kissed me
one day. We read d’Annunzio. I wished I were older. I bought a large black hat like a coal-scuttle and a dress with
a slight train and tried to feel fatal.
We went to the Coliseum to see Sarah Bernhardt. We imagined that we were greater than all the lovers in
history. We remained pure because I don’t think he quite knew what to do about it, anyway he lacked initiative
and so nothing happened.
We drank crème-de-menthe and felt really devilish.
He painted a picture of me lying on a sofa with an out-stretched hand like a fork. I forget what it represented; I
think one of the phases of the soul. I was convinced that I had a fatal and hopeless passion.
About this time I met Arthur Ransome who had written a book called Bohemia in London. I walked into a
friend’s room and a man in knickerbockers, with a very large moustache, was there. He produced a flute from his
pocket and I danced. We were later introduced. This was Ransome. I went to his flat one day; as he opened the
door there was an awful smell of shag and beer. Ransome said,
“I am awfully sorry but a friend of mine, a gipsy, arrived here with his donkey-cart filled with ferns which he
hawks round. I have not seen him for years.”
Ransome invited him in and they talked Romany, drank beer, and smoked shag. Later, when they came out, the
donkey-cart had been taken to the police station.
Ransome was editing a series of translations of short stories by foreign authors. One day he asked me to dine
with him at the Good Intent, on Chelsea Embankment, he was meeting a young man who was in Fleet Street. I
was much impressed as I had just read The Street of Adventure, by Philip Gibbs. The young man was Hugh
Walpole. They talked and I listened and felt that life had really begun.
*
Nineteen hundred and nine. A very talented girl at the Art School, who had been born and brought up in
Russia, asked me to spend the summer vacation with her family. I was delighted and took the last ten pounds out
of the savings bank and we took a ship from the Millwall Dock to St. Petersburg.
We were given in charge of the Captain, but he could never find us in the evenings. We discovered some
students in the Second Class with guitars and we spent our evenings singing and drinking port. The farther the
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ship got away from England the better I felt, and my Father and my Grandmother seemed like some nightmare of
a forgotten age.
At Kronstadt a steamboat approached filled with the wildest-looking men dressed in green uniforms, with high
boots, large flowing beards, carrying swords. These were the Customs officers. They climbed over the side of the
ship and looked through our things.
When we got to St. Petersburg we drove in a droshky to my friend’s family’s flat, a magnificent apartment with
salons and many rooms. The next day we went to a place on the Gulf of Finland. This part of Finland is not very
beautiful. Nothing but pine trees and forests. I stayed there for two months.
For one week they came to Petersburg to show me the sights. I went to the first night of the ballet The Sleeping
Beauty. Pavlova was the Premiere Danseuse, Karsavina the second, and the Corps de Ballet was wonderful.
Anyone of them would have been a star now.
My friend had two unmarried sisters and they had two very beautiful Russian friends who were both
unmarried. Every day roses and poems were brought to the Russian girls by students and young officers. I was
very envious, but they were bored and sent them away. The students came in their blue uniforms and talked and
talked; they never seemed to repeat themselves. They all talked French and most of them English. After their
visits we were quite exhausted and they never seemed to have really said anything at all. We had violent
arguments in the evenings over the respective values of Dostoievsky and Shakespeare.
A Russian uncle appeared one day, his name was Alexander. There was a piano in the house called the
Castrule, which is the Russian name for sauce-pan, because it made such an odd noise. Uncle Alexander sat down
to it after luncheon one day and played without stopping for eight hours; he played rather like a barrel organ. He
was very sweet and had an enormous gray beard and steel-rimmed spectacles.
I went to my first cinema in Finland. There were no street lamps so we started in a procession with sticks and
Chinese lanterns attached by strings. We saw the old Italian funny films where cart wheels dropped off and old
ladies were left sitting on them being whirled round and round.
There was a Kursaal where we were taken and given one glass of Swedish punch each—quite enough, as it
was very intoxicating and would certainly have gone to our heads. Sometimes they had fêtes and we would dance
the Mazurka with Finns and Russians. That was fun and much better than Charlestons and jazz dances. The Finns
are mostly very ugly and quick-tempered. One of our friend’s cooks disappeared suddenly and we heard that she
had been displeased with the butcher and had thrown a large mutton bone at him, doing considerable damage, and
had been locked up for a month. There were Northern Lights at night, not very strong but most irritating, as one
woke up at one a.m. and thought it was five, and the nights were interminable.
I learnt a little Russian and was sent out to buy stamps and cigarettes.
In September I sailed from St. Petersburg. On the boat I met a woman who, like my friends, had been born and
brought up in Russia, although of English parents. We became great friends. Her family had cotton mills in
Russia. As I shall explain later she was the means of my going to Paris.
I would very much have liked to have stayed in Russia, but there was no chance of an English person getting
anything to do. The only thing was to go into a home for decayed gentlewomen and wait for an opportunity to
teach English.
I went back to my Grandmother’s and felt extremely discontented. I returned to Brangwyns, and as my
Grandmother refused to pay any more fees, the manager of the Academy was kind enough to allow me to work
there for nothing on the conidition that I acted as Massier for the still life class. We painted onions and potatoes
and strawberries. The braver and better off students painted melons and pumpkins out of respect for Brangwyn.
I still continued to visit my friend the “Genius” and worked in his studio. He was still painting souls in torture.
I did not belong to the imaginative school of painting, so drew charwomen and small children.
One day I was in the King’s Road, Chelsea, and, someone said,
“There goes Augustus John!”
In 1906, when I first went to Pelham Street, I had heard of him and went to his first Exhibition at the Carfax
Galleries. There were drawings and water-colours and I was thrilled by them and visited the Exhibition many
times. I saw a tall man with a reddish beard, in a velvet coat and brown trousers, striding along; he was a
splendid-looking fellow and I followed him down the King’s Road keeping a respectable distance behind. I did
not discover until I met him in 1914 that he came from Tenby and had had the same German and dancing mistress
as I had had twelve years before.
Epstein lived in Cheytle Walk and I would stand outside hoping to get a glimpse of him. I saw him through the
window one day.
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Life was dull and I knew nobody of any real interest. I went to the local Public Library and read everything. I
had to find out something about life at all costs, and in order to meet interesting people decided that I must not be
an ignorant bore.
I went and lived with my family. In the evenings, when I was reading, my Father would come in and, seeing
reproductions of Whistler etchings on the wall, would scream,
“Whistler! Ha! Ha! If you continue this rot I will have you put into a lunatic asylum.”
What with this and my hopeless passion I became paralyzed. I lost the use of my hands completely. I was taken
to a doctor friend of my Father’s, an unpleasant man who might have been my Father’s twin brother. What I really
was suffering from was virginal hysteria and boredom, but this monster invented a disease called Spinal Adhesion
and made me lie down for hours. This made me worse.
I went to Margate with my Mother who I had really never known before. I found her charming and we got on
very well. I read philosophy and poetry; my Mother thought that I was overstraining my brain and suggested a
little light literature, Ethel M. Dell, etc. I was horrified and continued to read Kant, Schopenhauer, and Baudelaire.
I got slightly better and on my return got worse.
My Father had a friend who worked with Dr. Forbes Winslow and went in for hypnotic suggestion. I was taken
there; he had a medium who went into a trance, she held my hands and he said to her,
“She has nothing the matter with her whatever.” The medium then came out of her trance, let go of my hands,
and the doctor said,
“What you want to do is some work, any kind, but occupy your mind.” From that moment I recovered.
A second cousin of mine was an opera singer; he had sung at Covent Garden. He had a fine baritone voice but
he was not strong and had to spend most of his time touring the Colonies with Madame Albani and singing “Land
of Hope and Glory.” which urged large crowds to a feeling of patriotism bordering on frenzy. I never liked him;
when I was fifteen he would stare at me in a way that made me embarrassed. He was at this time Thomas
Beecham’s manager and a play called Proud Maisie, by Hemmerde, was running at the Aldwych Theatre. I wrote
to him asking him if he could get me a job to walk on. I had finished with the Art School and was at home with no
money to buy paints or canvas and very miserable. My cousin wrote and asked me to go to his office. To my joy
he said that I could start that night and walk on in the chorus at £1 a week. I was delighted to earn £1 a week at
anything, it was a fortune.
The play was an eighteenth-century Scottish play, with powdered and bewigged ladies, of whom I was one,
and Highlanders in kilts. I thought with a smile of the old Professor at Pelham Street and his pictures of
Highlanders in action. There was plenty of action in this play. We had Henry Ainley, Leon Quartermaine, and
Alexander Carlisle in the caste, a splendid caste, but the play was not a success. The hero and adored of all the
chorus was Leon Quartermaine; Henry Ainley was quite out of the picture. My first night I was standing in the
wings and Ainley, seeing a new face, came up to me and, putting his hand under my chin, tilted up my face,
looked at it, and walked away. I was in a dressing-room with eleven other girls; they showed me how to make up
and were very kind. The management provided eleven wicker-work frames to wear under the dresses and make
the panels at the side stick out, and eleven pairs of white drawers with white lace on the legs. These hung on a rail.
We had to hold empty golden glasses and sing a drinking song.
All the girls had young men who waited for them. They brought them flowers and accompanied them home. I
was very much distressed. I had quarrelled, with the “Genius” and had no one at all. At the end of the week I got
my £1. At the end of the second week the play came to an end. All the chorus were upset and recommended me to
visit Mr. Blackmore in Garrick Street. It was strange after my youthful cravings to find myself acting on the stage
of a London theatre, but the glamour had already worn off, and even two weeks showed me that I had done well
to paint and not to act.
I put on my coal-scuttle hat and the dress with the train, and sat down in Mr. Blackmore’s waiting-room. There
were dowdy-looking painted ladies of all ages, and a good many rather horsey and beery-looking men, nothing at
all like the present-day chorus boy. We all waited, in fact we waited and waited. After waiting about three weeks,
one day a page boy, who used to come round daily and peer into our faces, tapped on the window of Mr.
Blackmore’s office, and as the window was lifted up, shouted,
“A little bit of fluff, sir.”
I then realized that if I sat there for forty years I should never be a “Little Bit of Fluff.” I returned to painting. I
worked at home and joined the Polytechnic evening life classes at Turnham Green. A neighbour sat for me and I
did a pastel of her head which was accepted by the Liverpool Art Gallery.
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I was now twenty-one. I was introduced one day to a poet. He had long hair. He lived with an extremely
beautiful girl who was an actress. She had golden eyes and the most perfect eyebrows; she had long black hair
down to her waist. He wrote hundreds and hundreds of poems to her. She had plenty of money always.
The poet talked of Aleister Crowley, of whom I had heard a good deal. He was supposed to be very clever and
very wicked. I was taken to his studio and introduced to him. I found him extremely intelligent and he did not
strike me as being very bad. He asked me to paint four panels with signs representing the elements, earth, air, fire,
and water; while I was painting Fire, apparently the Fire Element escaped, and three fires started in mysterious
ways in the studio on the same day. It was said that Crowley was so wicked that no young thing could remain
alone in the same room with him in safety.
One day I was painting by the fire and his secretary went out, leaving me alone with him. He was lying on the
hearthrug in front of the fire asleep. He woke up, stared at me, and said, “ ARE YOU ALONE?” I said, “YES,” and
he lay down and went to sleep again.
Crowley had some drug from South America; it was quite harmless and one saw colours. He never offered to
give me any. One day a rich marmalade manufacturer, who had come to study magic, was given some. He was
stone deaf and was sitting by the fireplace with a dreamy look on his face; he had just taken some. Every now and
then Crowley would write on a piece of paper, “What are your impressions?” and the marmalade manufacturer
wrote, much to Crowley's disgust,
“I see coloured patterns like the tiles in the Victoria and Albert Museum.”
I visited the poet and the beautiful girl quite often. She had a big studio in Chelsea. She seemed often
depressed and one day said to me,
“I am going away tomorrow for a long time, perhaps forever, come in the morning and I will give you some
clothes.”
I was delighted as I had very few clothes. I felt rather worried about her but did not know what I could do. The
next day I went to the studio. Outside pinned on the door was an envelope and inside was the key. I was rather
frightened. I opened the door and inside was a large red curtain. I hesitated for a moment, terrified; I pulled it
aside and on the sofa she lay dead, with a mother-o’-pearl revolver and her slippers beside her on the floor. Her
face was quite white and her golden eyes were half closed. She had placed the revolver to her chest, inside her
dress, and shot herself through her heart and lungs. I called the caretaker and he fetched the police. I, of course,
had to be a witness. This depressed me for some time.
The following summer my family went to Margate for two weeks. I did not want to go, so my Father gave me
two pounds and I took a furnished studio in Chelsea for ten shillings a week and worked. I was quite alone,
everyone was away, and I had no one to talk to at all for two weeks, but I could work and was quite happy.
About this time my Grandmother died. Nobody was at all sorry. She had to be taken back to Tenby to be buried
with my Grandfather. The family went to Paddington to see her off.
I found my friend the “Genius” and we ate ham and drank coffee in the Fulham Road. He took a room in
Charlotte Street and we became friendly again; the great passion had vanished and he rather bored me. He talked
very much about a woman older than himself whom he had met in Cornwall. He had a little picture of hers that I
thought very good. He said that she had a wonderful voice and was also very musical. I felt quite jealous. One day
I met her and we became great friends. The “Genius” has long since vanished, but often I see his friend. I am
afraid we are unkind enough to make fun of him.
One day I visited the Chelsea Palace and saw Fred Karno’s Mumming Birds. Then there was a man who just
walked up and down the stage. He did not speak but he was so funny that the whole house roared. This man, I
found out afterwards, was Charlie Chaplin, who must have already done a good many films.
At this time two aunts of mine took pity on me to the extent of providing me with 2s. 6d . a week each to help
my artistic career. Also a girl whom I had met at Brangwyns had a maiden aunt who suffered from suicidal mania
and was certified insane. I taught her painting and cheered her up considerably; she paid me 5s. a lesson, so I was
quite well off.
This poor woman’s life had been completely ruined by her parents’ stupid way of bringing her up. When she
was a girl she was never even allowed to go to dances, her. Father was a clergyman. She had no friends and at the
age of twenty fell in love with the coachman. There was a scandal in the village and she never recovered. She
drew rather like a child and some of her pictures of ships and the sea were quite good. She eventually died and so
my finances were again in a bad way.
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My paternal Grandfather was an Indian Civil Servant. He had had at one time a considerable sum of money in
a bank that went smash. There still remained a few hundred pounds which the grandchildren would eventually
get. A sympathetic uncle by marriage arranged that I could get fifty pounds in advance. This was a fortune and I
was overjoyed. I took a room in Grafton Street, Fitzroy Square, for seven and sixpence a week. There were bugs
in it. I chased them with a can of petrol. I slept there sometimes but generally went home as I could not afford
much to eat during the daytime and there was always food at home.
My Father by this time had quite given up any hopes of my becoming a decent human being or marrying a nice
man and settling down in the suburbs. He secretly hoped that I would get into some awful mess and then he would
be able to say,
“I told you so, this is what Art leads to.” He and his horrible doctor friend would discuss me with leers and
winks and talk about what they thought went on in Art Schools.
In Gower Street was the Slade School. The London School of Art and the Slade were rivals and we despised
the students there. There were dances at the Botanical Gardens. Marquees were put in the gardens and everyone
went in fancy dress. We wore very few clothes but the Slade wore Aubrey Beardsley costumes and were covered
up to their necks. Our school had the reputation for being immoral whereas we were very innocent and
respectable. So much so that one day a girl was discovered kissing a young man behind a door and she was
practically cut by the whole school. I now began to feel that having finished with Art Schools I must leave the
student stage and become an artist. This I realized was a difficult thing to do as many students at the Art School—
and they were of all ages—seemed to have remained students all their lives.
I painted a life-size portrait of myself in the looking-glass. The colour was very dull but it was very well
drawn. I painted a pale-faced and half-starved looking woman in black, holding a yellow tulip. She was one of
Crowley’s poetesses and he called her the “Dead Soul”; it was a very good description.
One day when I was going home in the tube I sat opposite a girl. She had a most wonderful face, like the
portrait of the girl in the National Gallery by Ghirlandaio; she was rather fatter and I decided that at all costs I
must paint her portrait. I followed her out at Hammersmith and touched her on the arm. I said,
“Do let me do a painting of you.”
She looked rather frightened, but I pressed my name and address into her hand. She had a sister who knew
some artists in Chelsea and wondered what strange kind of individual I could be. She wrote asking me to tea. The
family were charming people. My future model’s name was Dilys and her father was Welsh. She came and sat for
me and I painted a life-size portrait which delighted us both. I gave it to a second-rate woman novelist who, I
believe, put it in the dustbin.
At this time Mark Gertler was very much talked about. He was painting pictures of Jewish characters in
Whitechapel which were very interesting, and I saw an exhibition of his things at Chenil’s in Chelsea. There was.a
self-portrait there of a young man with a fringe and very blue eyes. One day I met him and a girl called
Carrington, who had won a Scholarship at the Slade. She had fair hair which was cut like an Italian page. She was
one of the first women in England to cut off her hair and was very much stared at as she never wore a hat. I
invited them both to tea and felt rather as if I had invited a god and goddess.
Carrington appeared in one red shoe and one blue. We talked about Art and the future, and I preserved
Gertler’s tea-cup intact and unwashed on the mantelpiece. It remained there for about a month; I felt that it ought
to be given to a museum. He asked me to come to tea. He lived in Bishopsgate with his sister and brother-in-law. I
found myself in a Jewish market. where hardly anyone spoke English. I finally got to his house. He went
downstairs and fetched up a tray with the tea on it; he put it down on the floor and said,
“Help yourself!”
I met at this time a girl with long red hair. She was a friend of Gertler’s and was an actress. She was acting at
the St. James’s Theatre, where a Shakespeare season was being given by Granville Barker. I met Cathleen Nesbitt
with her, too, and one day Dennis Neilson Terry came to her flat. He had to give a recitation and chose one from
the Bible. He recited it to us. In the middle was an awful shriek and he shrieked so loudly that the people upstairs
came down thinking someone was being murdered.
I met a woman who took me to one of Walter Sickert’s Saturday afternoons. I thought him a wonderful person
and he seemed to like me. He came to my room in Grafton Street and liked my work. I used to go to see him
nearly every Saturday. I met Lucien Pissarro, who also came to my room and liked my work. I met Wyndham
Lewis, T. E. Hulme, and Epstein. At this time a society was started called the “Independants,” which was founded
on the principle of the Salon des Indépendants in Paris. Anyone could send five pictures on the payment of a
small fee. The Albert Hall was hired for the occasion and I sent five pictures, including the “Dead Soul,” my
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portrait of “Dilys,” and two others, and it was a most interesting exhibition. The sculpture was downstairs and
many famous foreign artists showed there. My pictures were hung upstairs in a group and I thought they looked
very nice. All my friends from Brangwyns showed there. I had two press cuttings, one in the Times, of which I
was very proud. Glutton Brock was then the art critic. I met him some years afterwards and he was always very
kind to me in his criticisms.
Some months before in a paper called Rhythm, which I took in, I saw some drawings that interested me very
much. They were by a young man called Henri Gaudier Brzeska. Downstairs there were statues by him, one was
of a wrestler, and four others. I used to visit the show several times a week and when I was tired of walking round
I sat down on a chair in the midst of his statues.
One day a young man, looking like a foreigner with a little beard, looked at me in an amused kind of way. I
thought that this was probably the sculptor, but was too shy to tell him how much I liked his works. He walked
away and afterwards I went upstairs and to my delight found him standing in front of my pictures.
One day an elderly woman whom I knew asked me if I knew a sculptor who could give her lessons at five
shillings a time. I knew the bookseller, Dan Rider, who lived near Charing Cross Road. He was a fat little man
who roared with laughter the whole time. He knew Frank Harris very well. He also knew Gaudier Brzeska. I went
to see him and I said, “Is Brzeska rich?” and he said, “He is very poor”; so I said, “There is a lady who would like
lessons in sculpture.” This was in 1913, when five shillings meant more than it does now. It was not very good
payment but I wanted to meet him. Dan Rider arranged a meeting at his book shop. I turned up and was
introduced to him. I said,
“Come back to my place and we will talk about the lessons in sculpture.” We walked up Charing Cross Road.
He said,
“What do you do?” I said that I painted and had exhibited at the Independants at the Albert Hall. He said,
“There were so many pictures.” I said nervously I had a picture of a “Dead Soul,” holding a yellow tulip. He
said,
“Yes, of course, I remember it, you are the young girl who sat with my statues; my sister and I called you La
Fillette.” We walked on. He gave my friend lessons, and one day came to my room and said,
“I am very poor and I want to do a torso, will you sit for me?” I said, “I don’t know, perhaps I look awful with
nothing on,” and he said,
“Don’t worry.”
I went one day to his studio in the Fulham Road and took off all my clothes. I turned round slowly and he did
drawings of me. When he had finished he said,
“Now it is your turn to work.” He took off all his clothes, took a large piece of marble and made me draw, and
I had to. I did three drawings and he said,
“Now we will have some tea.”
From the drawings he did two torsos. The other day Harold Nicolson published one of the drawings in the
Evening Standard and said that the torso was of myself.
Henri was very poor and lived with an elderly woman who, he told me, was his sister. We used to wander
round Putney and look at stonemasons’ yards, where tombstones were exhibited, in the hopes of finding odd bits
of stone in reach of the railings. One day we found a nice piece of marble and that night we arranged to meet. At
10:30 we went to the yard. I watched for a policeman and he took the piece of marble and put it in his pocket.
Out of this piece of marble he made the first torso of me, which is now in the Victoria and Albert Museum. I
thought he was the most wonderful person that I had ever met. The sister was rather terrifying and Polish. At that
time young men had the idea that Polish women were the only women in the world. They certainly had brains, but
also temperaments and many “complexes.” She and Henri lived in rooms in Putney and Henri had a workshop
under one of the arches of Putney Bridge. I spent every Sunday afternoon with him. We bought chestnuts and
roasted them and he drew me in my clothes. Henri had a bright red shirt. A friend of mine had invented a shirt, the
neck was cut square, it was what is now called a jumper. Henri had a red one and wore it inside his trousers. I
wore mine outside my skirt and people stared at us in the street. Henri talked about the “sales bourgeois.”
In the next arch of Putney Bridge there lived an academic sculptor who did monuments. He did not carve
stone, so Henri despised him. He had a band of Italian workmen who came and did the dirty work for him, that is
to say, they hacked out the stone. When the sculptor was out Henri would buy the workmen some Chianti and
learn from them how to carve stone. He bought a forge cheaply and put it in his backyard. There he used to forge
the tools that he sculpted with. It was a wonderful machine with large bellows and made a great noise. Henri said
to me,
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“Don’t mind what people say to you, find out what you have in yourself and do your best, that is the only hope
in life.” One day I sold six of Henri’s drawings to a friend of mine for £1 each. He said,
“Don’t tell my sister you sold six, say it was only five and we will go to the ‘Swiss’ in Soho and have some
drinks.”
I dined with him and his sister in their rooms in Putney. There was a row during dinner and they threw some
beefsteaks at each other. After dinner she said to Henri, “You bore me, take Nina away and give her something to
drink,” so we went to the “Swiss.” After we had had some beer Henri said, “She is not my sister, she is my
mistress,” and I choked down some sobs. She did not seem to mind my going out with Henri and in fact rather
encouraged it, so I thought that it didn’t matter. Henri bought a large knife with a curved blade. He had met W. B.
Yeats who told him about the ghosts of his ancestors. Henri said,
“I have never met a ghost and if I did I should take this bloody great knife and kill him.” Henri never met a
ghost, but I did later on, and I didn’t have a knife.
Henri knew Ezra Pound very well and liked him. Ezra said, “You must sculpt me,” and bought him a block of
marble. He said,
“You must make me look like a sexual organ.”
So Henri got to work with a piece of charcoal and drew on the stone. He chipped and chipped and it was
magnificent and it has been offered to and refused by many museums. It is now in a front garden in Kensington,
surrounded by geraniums.
Henri slept generally under the arch on an iron bed, one of the kind that servants used to sleep on and could be
folded up. It looked very uncomfortable. He disapproved of comfort.
“Artists should be poor and not indulge in comforts of any kind.”
One night we went to an anarchist meeting in Soho. They had weekly meetings and each week in a different
language. This night it was in German. Henri knew five languages and translated for me. I did not know much
about anarchy but I thought that any kind of revolt against anything was good. I decided that it was dreadful not to
have been born in Whitechapel and that the proletariat were the only people who were capable of anything.
Henri came to my room sometimes. He arrived one day and took out of his pocket a large statue. I could see it
sticking out as it was about a foot long. It was “The Singing Woman” and is now in the Tate Gallery. We put it on
the table and admired it. Henri talked about art and said,
“Painting is an art for women, Literature is an art for old people, but Sculpture is the art for strong men.”
I still had my room in Grafton Street. One day somebody said,
“You might get a job to paint furniture and do decorative work at the Omega workshops in Fitzroy Square.”
The man who owned it was Roger Fry. I knew his name very well as he organized the first Post-Impressionist
show in London in 1911. Feeling brave one morning I went to Fitzroy Square and asked to see Mr. Fry. He was a
charming man with gray hair, and said that I could come round the next day and start work. I went round and was
shown how to do Batiks. I was paid by the hour. I made two or three pounds a week and felt like a millionaire. I
brought Henry round one day and he did a design for a tray which was eventually carried out in inlaid woods. …
222.140 Excerpt from Bony And The Mouse\fn{Arthur William Upfield (1890-1964)} Gosport, Hampshire, England,
United Kingdom (M) 11
1
Should you alight from the Q.A.N.T.A.S. air liner at the Golden Mile in Western Australia, travel northward to
Laverton, then along a faint bush track for one hundred and fifty miles, you would come to the Land of Melody
Sam.
Inspector Napoleon Bonaparte, equipped with a sound alias, did not travel by this route, as he had reason to
enter Sam Loader’s kingdom by the back door. It was a clear, hot and windy day when first he sighted the Land of
Melody Sam from the verge of a breakaway, and there he dismounted from a horse and rolled a cigarette whilst
contemplating the scene. The breakaway was the granite lip of a vast and shallow saucer, on which grew a mulga
forest the like of which is exceedingly rare in modern Australia, where steel axes have been frantically wielded for
more than a century. The limits of the forest in the saucer could be seen; the entire area difficult to guess. Outside
the saucer, on higher ground, there grew only the sparse jam tree, the waitabit bush, and the spinifex, patched by
large areas of surface rock, and larger areas of salmon-pink sand.
Over beyond the many square miles of this mulga forest, Bulow’s Range lay sprawled above the eastern
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horizon, a pale-gray daub under the light-blue shimmering sky. Bony could see the burnt matchstick of the poppet
head of Sam’s Find, and the outline of the town of Daybreak surmounting the whale-back Range, distant at least
ten miles. There was the Land of Melody Sam, the destination of this traveler whose business was luring
murderers from their holes.
The hot north wind ruffled the mane of the brown mare, and that of the pack-horse burdened with saddle bags,
spare saddle, and the gear of a horse-breaker. Scorched clouds moved across the sky, and not one passed over the
face of the conquering sun. From this breakaway were no limits to confine the soaring spirit of a man.
Down in the mulga forest it was different. Again astride his horse, the man who was “Bony” to all his friends
rode through the forest which had aroused his interest in the story of its being. Before Cook first sighted Australia,
an aborigine had stood on the breakaway and had seen, not this forest, but a vast flat expanse of spinifex dotted
with jam-woods, gimlet trees, and ancient drought-stricken mulga trees of the broad leaf variety. Game was
scarce, and he and his family were hungry, so he called the lubra whose job it was to carry the fire-stick from
camp to camp, and with this he put the fire to the spinifex, for the purpose of driving into the open snakes, lizards,
iguanas and banded ant-eaters.
Doubtless the present day was like that day, and the wind took charge and carried the fire across the saucer
from side to side, burning everything to a gray ash. For many years the native trees had dropped their seed
encased within iron-hard pods which nothing but fireheat could burst open. They exploded like small-arms after
the major fire had passed by, scattering the seed wide to fall into the cooling ash.
Quite soon thereafter came a deluge of rain and the seeds split open and sent their roots down into the steamy
earth. A riot of spinifex and scrub covered the fire-bared land, and the mulga seedlings, proving the strongest of
all, eventually gained the victory. More rain fell and, like Jack’s beanstalk, the saplings branched and the weaker
of these were eliminated, the strongest ultimately surviving to claim their own living space, and leaving no
surface moisture for anything else to mature.
Of uniform height, about twenty-five feet, they were uniformly shaped, the branch-spread dome-like, the
trunks straight and metal-hard, and matching the dark-green foliage massed to give shade, unusual in the interior
of this continent.
Bony and his horses passed over the parquet floor of salmon-pink and shadow-black. The wind hissed and
raved among the topmost branches, and failed to sink low enough to reach him. The summit of the arches swayed;
the walls of the arches did not move.
Nothing else moved either. There being no ground feed, there were no animals to be seen; and no reptilian life,
and thus no birds. The entire absence of lesser trees, low scrub and spinifex, and grass, quickly made of it an
empty forest. It was almost a relief to enter the clearing, and Bony dismounted at the edge of it and rolled a
cigarette, whilst the horses nickered and raised their upper lips to the scent of water.
Bony found the water in a deep hole among a rockpile, and beside it a bucket fashioned from a petrol tin. Thus
able to give the animals a drink, he loosened saddle girths and boiled water in his quart pot and brewed tea. Seated
in the shadow of the rock-pile, he lunched leisurely and ruminated on his mission.
The Case-files, the Statements, 'the Plaster Casts of shoeprints, and the Reports of Detective-Officers,
seemingly piled as high as this isolated rock-mass, had given him a fairly clear picture of a community, and the
shadow of murder which had fallen upon it. Daybreak, a town which had been created by one man, and seemingly
controlled by this man, of unknown age and known to every prospector and miner in Western Australia as
“Melody Sam”. Three hundred miles from Kalgoorlie, a hundred and fifty miles inward from the end of the
terminus of a branch line at Laverton, all this country unfenced, unused, never properly prospected, save a ribbon
either side of the unmade road based on the rail-head. And they called it “The Land of Melody Sam”.
Daybreak, a one-pub town owned by Melody Sam. He owned the general store, he financed the mail-andgoods run from Laverton. He built and owned the church and paid the parson’s stipend. He built the court-house,
the school of arts, and would have built the police station, the post office and the school, had the authorities
agreed. He did not, therefore, pay the salaries of the officials.
Melody Sam. A tycoon! A dictator! A political boss! There was only the one verdict provided by the records.
Melody Sam was universally honoured, if not universally loved. It seemed that he had one failing in the
estimation of his people: he would, without notice, march up and down Main Street playing a violin very well, but
not the tunes in greatest favour. And, too, he was a trifle unpredictable. No one could forecast the hour when he
would start on a bender which might last many days.
Murders at Daybreak! There were three, the first that of a young aborigine called Mary, who was a protégé of
the minister and his wife. In July of the previous year she was found on the footpath outside the Manse, having
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been killed with a blunt instrument. A month later, a Mrs. Mavis Lorelli, the wife of a cattleman living five miles
on the road to Laverton, was found by her husband, having been strangled during his absence. In January of this
year the third murder had been committed, this time the victim being a youth employed in the town as garage
apprentice. His throat was cut.
Now it was April, ten months after the aborigine’s death, and nothing achieved by the police, other than a
collection of plaster casts of sandshoes worn by a man having a slight limp in his right leg.
It was surprising how many men living at Daybreak had an injury to their right leg, and yet not so in a
comparable community of bush people. It was strange that the local aboriginal tribe was absent when the girl was
killed outside the Manse, for the aborigines were on walkabout and she should have been with them. It was also
odd that when the remaining two crimes of homicide were committed the tribe was away on walkabout, and the
policeman had to call for the services of a native tracker at Kalgoorlie, and he seemed to be useless.
It was reasonable to assume that one man killed these three people. His tracks were found on the scene of the
second and third murders, and the plaster casts made of them identified him on each occasion. There was nothing
more of any value. Motive was not indicated. No one crime was related to the others.
Suspects? Only one, a young man named Tony Carr, a teenage delinquent of bad record, and now employed by
the local butcher.
Quite an unusual set-up, and not to be resisted by D. I. Bonaparte when in Perth on an assignment. On the
evening before leaving Perth he had dined with the Commissioner and his wife, and the Commissioner had
wished him luck, and the Commissioner’s wife had urged him to make himself known to her niece, Sister Jenks,
from whom he could obtain much local colour.
Sister Jenks! She had often appeared in the case records. Constable George Harmon, it would seem, was
efficient and inclined to be ruthless. There was a man called the Council Staff, and Katherine Loader, Melody’s
granddaughter. A man named Fred Joyce did the butchering for Daybreak, and was stated to be guardianemployer and general tamer of the delinquent Tony Carr. And, of course, others, including a gentleman called Iriti,
and his medicine-man, having the euphonious name of Nittajuri.
Too small a town, a too closely related community for a detective-inspector to enter in full uniform of braided
cap and sword and spurs. Success would surely attend on an itinerant horse-breaker called Nat.
Bony tightened girth straps, and left the rock-pile, to be immediately intrigued by an arrangement of stones,
obviously the work of aborigines. The stones were roughly circular and flat, each about the size of a white man’s
soup plate. Between each was a space of about two feet. They formed two circles joined by a narrow passage, that
farther from the rock-pile being much larger than the nearer one. Twenty men could have stood without contacting
one another in the larger circle, ten could have done this in the smaller one, and two men could walk abreast along
the connecting passage, a hundred yards long. At the far curve of the large circle, three stones were missing, so
that it was possible for a man to walk into the circle, and from it along the passage to the small circle, without
stepping over the outline of the design.
An aboriginal ceremonial ground. The carefully selected stones had been brought from outside the forest. All
were of white quartz. The upthrust of rock, amid which was water, was, however, of conglomerate ore, and thus
evoked the question: why bring stones from outside the forest when a plentiful supply was to be obtained on the
site?
There were additional points. The white stones were maintained in regular spacing, and free from drift sand.
The absence of human tracks proved that the design had not been used for a ceremony for some time. It was a
secret place which no white man would have reason to visit in a search for lost cattle, or on a kangaroo hunt. It
was a lonely place, a magic place, and Bony was sure that amid the rock-pile was the local tribe’s treasure-house
where were kept the pointing-bones and the father and mother churinga stones.
The spirits of his maternal ancestors came from the trees to whisper their taboos. Under the wind there was a
silence, a watchfulness by the unseen, and sudden withdrawal from this place, of the world of living men.
Bonaparte’s white progenitors mocked him in these moments, called up his education, his reputation, to wave like
flags before his eyes.
He compromised by leading his horses round the edge of the clearing to avoid crossing over the ceremonial
ground, and so continued his journey through the forest, which never varied in aspect from what it had been
before coming to the rock-pile. The floor of salmon-pink sand, unmarred by the feet of man or beast, continued
flat and unruffled by the defeated wind.
Can a man disown his father and his mother? In the mind of this man, so constantly battled for by his unknown
parents, the thought was created that in everyone of these identical trees was imprisoned for eternity the spirit of a
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once living aborigine.
Bony must have ridden nine or ten miles since leaving the breakaway, when he sighted the eastern extremity of
the forest, vistas of space appearing in the arches, and extending as he approached. Before him was no rock- faced
breakaway. He could see the land rising gently beyond the mulgas, could see in the open spaces the snow-white
trunks of several ghost gums.
The mulgas thinned at the forest limit, and the ground here was scarred by shallow water gutters. He found he
hadn’t done badly when crossing the maze, for he was out of course for Daybreak by very little when he saw the
town on the curved back of Bulow’s Range. A four-wire fence skirted the forest, obviously marking the boundary
of the town common, and he rode to the right, hoping to come to a gate, and thus disturbed a party of crows
settled on an object slightly inside the forest. Well, it was early yet, and curiosity took him to the crows’ find—the
body of a doe kangaroo. And at once his attention was removed from it to the story written on this page of the
Book of the Bush.
A barefooted woman accompanied by a dog had run into the forest. The dog had killed the kangaroo. The
woman had fallen, and had lain on the ground for some time. Then she had crawled over the sandy soil out of the
forest to the skirting wire fence. She was a white woman.
Bony urged his horses along the track of the crawling woman, coming to the fence, and seeing that she had
crawled beneath the bottom wire, and so on into the open country, and towards the seven or eight widely spaced
and ancient ghost gums. Tethered to one of the gums was a saddled horse. Bony cautiously followed the trail of
the crawling woman until he came to the edge of the slight depression where grew the ghost gums.
Under one of them a woman was lying, and a man was bending over her with a long-bladed knife lying
horizontally on his two hands, as though he were contemplating just where to plunge it.
2
The man was oblivious of Bony’s proximity. The woman lay with her eyes closed, and her light-gold hair was
draggled, her face stained and white. She said:
“Go on, Tony Carr, cut it out. You got to cut it out.”
“I tell you I can’t. I couldn’t do it,” reacted the man.
The long knife was lifted from his hands, and he was aware that someone knelt beside him before moving his
gaze from the woman’s foot, to encounter the blue eyes of a stranger. Swift in defence, he explained:
“She got a rotten splinter in her foot, and she wants me to cut it out. Look at it! It’s dug in inches. She’s been
here since yesterday morning. She’s had it. I found her with her mouth stopped up tight with her tongue ’cos of
thirst.”
The stake was driven in just behind the toes, deep in the sole and almost to the heel. It was fifteen or sixteen
inches long, iron-hard, a wind-break from a mulga.
“I want a drink, Tony Carr,” moaned the girl, for she was not yet twenty, and now her eyes were open, and
golden, like her hair.
“Didn’t ought to have any more for a bit,” said the young man, looking appealingly at the stranger. “You
mustn’t give ’em a lot when they’re like that.”
“You make a fire and I’ll fetch water and things we’ll want.”
Retaining the knife, an old butcher's killing knife honed to razor-sharpness, Bony brought a water-drum, billycan and quart pot, tea and sugar, and a simple first-aid kit.
“I came this way to push cattle up to the yards,” Carr explained, as Bony made his preparations. “I see her dog
on a rock. The dog is famished, and then I see Joy Elder lying here. She says she was looking for garnets. Her and
the dog put up a kanga with a fair-sized joey, and the dog chased the kanga over the fence into the mulga, and she
went in after and landed her foot on a stick lying buried with the point just sticking up like.
“She knows that no one ever goes in there, so she crawled out under the fence and got this far. Couldn’t pull
the stick out, and couldn’t walk with it in. A mug could see she couldn’t. That was early yesterd’y morning. When
I got here she can’t talk. Tongue swollen that big. So I dripped water from me bag on her tongue till it sort of
loosened up, like the blacks say you gotta do. You can’t let ’em have a lot of water straight off. Look, mister, I’m
slaughterman at the butcher’s, but I can’t take that stick out. What are we gonna do?”
He was solid, this Tony Carr; thick and wide and not so tall. His bare forearms were sunburned to match the
backs of the powerful wrists and hands. His features were rugged, his eyes brown like his hair, and at this moment
his face did not support the dossier Bony had studied when in Perth.
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“We have everything ready,” Bony said. “When I tell you to grip the ankle firmly, you must do that.” Going to
the girl, he placed a wet rag over her eyes, saying gently:
“It will hurt, but you must bear it. Think you can?”
“Yes. Oh, yes. Please get it out.”
Tony Carr didn’t watch this bush operation. Gripping the ankle as instructed, he felt her body rebel against the
knife, heard her sharp cry, and himself felt the pain, and then felt the patient’s relief when her taut nerves relaxed,
and she gave a long sigh. On being asked to release the ankle, he saw that the gentle stranger was packing the
wound with gauze.
“My guess is that the town is something like four to five miles away. There’s a nursing sister there?”
“Yes, Sister Jenks. But Joy here lives at Dryblowera Flat. We goin’ to carry her?”
“Better not try that,” decided Bony, glancing swiftly at the semi-masked face of the girl. “You ride hard for the
town and tell them to bring a truck and a stretcher. Tell Sister Jenks just what has happened. Now get going.”
The boy left at a gallop over the rough ground. The dog came and nuzzled the water-bag, and Bony punched a
dent into the crown of his hat and filled it for the famished animal. Testing the tea poured into the tin cup, and
finding it cool enough, he added a little sugar, and knelt beside the girl and removed the now dry rag. Her large
golden eyes were swimming in tears of exhaustion.
“This is going to be good,” Bony told her, slipping an arm under her shoulders. ‘Joy’, the young man said. ‘Joy
Elder’ and you live at Dryblowers Flat. Now don’t gulp so. There’s plenty more, but we must take it slowly.”
When refilling the cup he heard her sobbing.
“I can’t help crying. I can’t …”
“Of course you must cry,” he told her. “Here’s a clean handkerchief. Cry all you want. Do you good. Now a
little more tea, and then rest for a while. Your dog was famished too. Must have stayed with you all along.” The
girl nodded, and managed to call, and the dog came and crouched beside her.
“He bailed up a kanga in the mulga, and when I got to him, the mother was fighting him off and she had a baby
in her pouch. It was when I ran to haul him off the kanga that I got the stick in my foot, and I couldn’t do a thing
about the kanga after that. So I crawled out to here, hoping Tony or Mr. Joyce might come this way looking for
cattle.”
“And you go out looking for garnets without wearing shoes?”
“Us girls don’t wear shoes exceptin’ when we go to church in Daybreak,” Joy explained, tiredly, and Bony
thought that to talk was better than not. “Janet and I live with father, who’s a dryblower. Father’s pretty old, you
see, and we haven’t much money. And besides, why wear out shoes? Father says we ought to, though. Then father
says me and Janet are both as wild as brumbies, and we ought to be our age. I suppose we are wild and all that,
but we can take care of ourselves. Pompy, you see, knows judo. All the kids have learned it off him.”
Wearily she said she was just over eighteen, and then fell asleep with his arm still about her shoulders. The ants
were bad, and the flies too. He brought the blanket roll from the pack-horse, and laid a blanket on hard clay-pan in
the shadow and moved her to it. Then he sponged her face and sat beside her to prevent the flies from settling. He
doubted she would have lived through the coming night. He wondered why no one had looked for her.
An hour later he was still keeping the flies at bay when three horsemen rode over the low ridge and down into
the depression. Tony Carr was one of them. Another was large and hard, gimlet-eyed and stiff in the saddle. The
third man was also large but not hard, and his eyes were frank. He rode loosely and with the ease of one used to
horses all his life. They alighted, and the gimlet-eyed man advanced to stoop over the girl, listen to her breathing
and lift the groundsheet to inspect her wounded foot. Straightening, his eyes widened. They were hazel and
penetrating.
“Now, what’s your name, and where d’you come from?” he demanded.
“Who are you?” returned Bony.
“Police,” snapped the big man.
“The name is Nat Bonnar. I’ve come down from Hall’s Creek. I’m looking for horse-work. I was on my way to
Daybreak when I came across this young feller trying to make up his mind to cut the splinter from the girl’s foot.
We did that, and he went off to Daybreak for help.”
“What time did you get here?”
“Between four and five, I suppose.”
“You ought to get nearer than that. Your kind can generally tell the time by the sun. What was this young chap
actually doing when you first saw him?”
“As I said, making his mind up about cutting a stick from the girl’s foot.”
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“When you got here, was she unconscious or asleep?”
“She was conscious. I heard her urging the young feller to cut the stick out.”
“And between you, you cut it out. Why didn’t you pack the girl on one of the horses and bring her up to
town?”
“’Cos she was all in,” Carr replied for Bony, and was roughly told to shut up. Tony’s hands were clenched, but
the policeman continued to stare at Bony, waiting for him to answer the question.
“The girl was exhausted by pain and exposure and thirst,” Bony said evenly, and continued: “Also the golden
rule is not to move an accident case until first examined by a medical expert.”
“Ah I Know-all, eh! When you first came in sight of this business, what was this young feller really doing?”
“He was kneeling beside the girl. He was looking at the stick protruding from the injured foot. In his right hand
was a long, pointed knife. As it was obvious he wasn’t going to cut the girl’s throat, I tethered my horses, and
knelt beside him. He said, in reply to the girl’s urging: ‘I can’t’, and I said: ‘I can’. We then proceeded to remove
the stick.”
“You sure he wasn’t interfering with her?”
“Interfering with her!” echoed Bony, his eyes masked. And the big man snapped:
“That’s what I said. Come on. Out with it.”
“Nice clean mind you have,” Bony said and, indicating Tony, added: “Looks all right to me. No black eyes. No
bones broken.”
“Huh! We’ll see what the girl says when she comes to. So you came from Hall’s Creek, eh! What were you
doing up there?”
“Breaking in a couple of colts for the policeman.”
“So. And the policeman’s name?”
“Kennedy. Collstable First-Class.”
“Oh! Soon check. I gotta horse you can break for me.”
He turned back to the girl, and Bony and Tony turned with him. The other man was bending over the girl,
peering into her face, and on the girl’s other side the dog was crouched with belly just clear of the ground, and lips
lifted to reveal white fangs. The dog went to ground when the man straightened and said to the policeman:
“Sleeping all right. Musta had all it took. Lucky these two happened along.”
“Yes,” agreed the policeman. “Coincidence. I don’t like coincidences. No one comes down here ever, except
you, Tony Carr, and you must explain just why you came this way this afternoon. And you too, whatever’s your
name. Blast! The stretcher party should be here by now.”
He strode away from them, proceeding to circle the place and examine the tracks left by horses and men, and
must have seen the trail left by Joy Elder when crawling to the tree. It was then that the stretcher party appeared
on the ridge, and he returned to meet them. There were several men, two of them carrying the folded stretcher,
and a young woman wearing blue slacks and a red jacket. As she came down to the floor of the depression, her
walk bespoke the agility of youth. Bony estimated her age as well under thirty. Her hair was reddish-brown, and it
glistened beneath the brim of the shallow straw hat. Her interest was limited to the injured girl. They stood back
watching her, noting that she felt the girl’s pulse, then regarded the bandage about the wounded foot, without
touching it. She spoke to the girl and, receiving no answer, raised an eyelid.
“All right, Bert Ellis, bring the stretcher. The blankets first, please, and one to cover her. Better take her to
town. She’ll need a little watching. You’ll supervise, Mr. Harmon?”
“Righto, Sister,” agreed the policeman.
Sister Jenks stood, nonchalantly produced a cigarette case, and removed a cigarette. A match was struck, and
above the flame she looked into the masked blue eyes of Napoleon Bonaparte. She glanced away to the men
engaged with the stretcher, protested at their work, and herself arranged the lifting of the inert girl to the stretcher
and directed the manner of the covering. Bony was taking the now unwanted blanket roll to the pack-horse when
he heard her call him. She wanted to know who he was. He told her.
“You removed the stick, I’m told.”
“Yes, Marm,” he replied, looking into her dark eyes, surveying the delicate features of the small face, not the
least revealing being the determined chin.
“What did you do?” He detailed the rough operation with the sterilised knife, the antiseptic and subsequent
dressing.
“Sensible,” she voted. “You couldn’t have done better in the circumstances.”
“Thank you, Marm.”
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“Oh, that’s all right … Bonnar, I think you said? Don’t call me Marm. I’m Sister Jenks, and I’ve never been
married. May I be inquisitive for half a minute?”
“For ten minutes do you wish, Sister.”
“All right. See if you’ll smile at my questions. Your mother was an aborigine?”
“I have been so informed,” Bony replied, smiling slightly.
“And your father was white?”
“That is additional information, Sister.”
“You are an oddity, Bonnar—a man of two races having adorable blue eyes. Are you not Inspector Napoleon
Bonaparte?”
“Could be.”
“End of inquisitiveness, plus rudeness. No forgiveness asked. I am very glad you have come. We are not at all
happy in Daybreak. You are working incognito?” Bony nodded, saying:
“In this investigation a horse-breaker might succeed more quickly than a known detective.” For the first time,
Sister Jenks smiled, and Bony was obliged to keep pace with her.
“I hope to meet you again soon,” she said. “I must tell you what my aunt says about you, just to see how vain
you’ll become. Now I must hurry after my patient. It’s going to be fun knowing you. And I shall keep your
secret.”
3
When Bony rode from the depression where grew the ghost gums, the men were loading the stretcher on to a
utility stopped by rough ground half a mile up the long slope. The horsemen were riding to town on a more direct
route.
Following the truck’s trail, he came to a track rising diagonally towards the town, and falling away in the other
direction to a distant clump of sandalwoods, amid which could be seen dwellings which he guessed comprised
Dryblowers Flat. He passed the butcher’s killing yards and skin shed, skirted the remains of Sam’s Find, and so
came to Main Street by the back door.
Main Street was wide and divided by thriving pepper trees, each being encircled by a wooden bench. Main
Street! Why ‘Main’ could not be determined, as there were no side streets. The number of people on the unmade
sidewalks tended to surprise, as did the several cars and utilities parked angle-wise. There was a small crowd
outside the house where the truck which had brought in the wounded girl was parked. Now dismounted, the
policeman, young Carr, and the third rider were talking outside the police station.
Bony rode carelessly by them. He found the one hotel at the far end of Main Street, which there abruptly
became the track, rising and falling over the vast land swells, to the distant rail-head at Laverton. The hotel was
the last building on the west side of Main Street. A small and neat school of arts faced it from the opposite side.
Between these buildings was a stone statue of a man forever gazing towards Laverton, or ever waiting to welcome
the traveler to Daybreak. He wore no hat. His hair was unruly, and his moustache was full and slightly drooping.
The left arm hugged to his side a violin and bow, and in the right hand, held forward as though in greeting, was
what looked like a nugget of gold. Chiseled expertly into the low stone base was inscribed:
MR. SAMUEL LOADER

Bony surveyed the Hotel Melody Sam, a single-storeyed wood-built erection having a long front. There was no
one outside and, as far as he could see and hear, no one inside. Every other place of business was fairly busy.
Nodding to the stone man, he rode his horses into the hotel yard, in the center of which grew a gnarled and
solitary gum tree. Bordering the yard were horse- yards, stables and sheds, and a row of five bachelor’s bedrooms.
He watered the horses and put them into an empty yard. No one was in view, and were it not for smoke issuing
from a rear chimney the place could be thought deserted.
He entered the bar from the front, found it void of customers, discovered a compact woman seated on a high
stool behind the counter and engrossed in a highly-coloured picture magazine.
“Evening!” she said, looking up. Her hair was jet-black and plastered to her head. Her face was red and
polished like a gibber. A necklace of pearls first caught the eye, then the flash of diamonds on her hands.
“Evening!” politely countered Bony. “Now a nice cool beer. Then a room, and the adjuncts.”
“Traveling, eh?”
“Traveling is correct, Marm.” The woman made no move to draw or pour a nice cool beer. She said:
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“No beer. All the beer’s down under. So’s Melody Sam. So’s a case of gelignite and caps and fuse. You try to
go down for beer, and we’ll go up in flames and smoke.”
The woman pretended more interest in her paper than in her customer, and thoughtfully Bony rolled a cigarette
and was smiling when he struck a match. This bar-room was spotless, airy and empty. The floor was polished and
on it no smallest litter indicated any business. The framed pictures of unnatural horses were clean and level, and
the bar counter was neat with its tray and glasses. Peace, when all should have been uproar.
“I think you said something about gelignite.”
“And about fuse and detonators and such like,” agreed the woman, who could not be called a barmaid because,
with the pearls, she was wearing a necklace of gold nuggets.
“Yes, that’s how the beer is. All down below with Melody Sam. Haven’t seen you before.”
“Staying for a while, if you’ll fix me with a room. The name’s Bonnar, Nat Bonnar.”
The woman left her stool, and peered at the page of an open book on the narrow bench at the back of the bar,
Returning, she said:
“Number Seven. Dinner’s at seven. Breakfast’s at seven. It’s all seven, three of a kind.”
Her dark eyes narrowed when she smiled, and when she smiled twenty odd years flew out of the door. He
experienced the sensation of his face being explored, and he watched the expression in the dark eyes become one
of warm interest when he held their gaze with his own. He knew precisely what was going on: forgetfulness of his
duality of race. She said:
“Sorry about the beer. He’ll come up soon. Been down there now for eight days. Has these turns, you know.”
Bony chuckled, and the woman smiled again.
“All crossed tracks to me,” he confessed. "I take it that Melody Sam is down in the cellar on a bender. And that
he has explosives with him, which he will set off if anyone goes down after him, or the beer. That right?”
“Correct. He does it about twice a year. Sort of saves up for it. Plants a case of gelignite, and the doings, tin of
kero and a lamp, and then without warning slips down there and swears he’ll blow the place to bits if … As I said,
if anyone goes down after him or more beer.”
“And you really believe he will blow the place up?”
“I really think. Which is why I won’t go down there, or allow anyone else to. You see, Melody Sam owns the
hotel and all, and after he dies I own the hotel and all. So I’m not having the hotel blasted.”
“It would be a pity, with the nearest hotel a hundred and fifty miles away at Laverton,” agreed Bony, matching
the woman’s coolness. “What does the local policeman say about it?”
“What can he? Law says we keep open to provide food and drink for man and beast. Well, we’re open. We’re
not compelled by law to serve wine and spirits and beer. We serve food and tea or coffee to people, and we have
hay and water for horses. As it is, there’s plonk and spirits still on the shelves. The law don’t say the licensee has
to sell beer he owns, and if he likes swilling on his own property, and sitting on a case of gelignite, well, there’s
nothing in the law against that.”
“You could be right,” doubtfully agreed Bony.
“Oh, I know what I’m talking about.”
“But surely Melody Sam should be prevented from blowing the place to matchwood?”
“How?” contended the woman. “Assuming I allowed it, who would take a chance and go down below? No one
that I know. Even the policeman wouldn’t take a chance. You wouldn’t either, not after you see Melody Sam
holding a lighted match to the end of a short piece of fuse. No one’s game to go down, even if I agreed to it. No
one’s game to come in here and ask even for a nobbler of whisky. That’s how it is, Bonnar. You staying?”
“If you can stand the tickling of anticipation to the soles of your feet, I can,” he said. “Anyway, almost two
hours yet to dinner, and I may as well stay here and keep you company.”
“Nice of you. Come far?”
“From the Creek.”
“Oh, quite a way.”
“How are you called?”
“Katherine Loader. Kat for short.” The gold nuggets about her throat reflected shafts of sunshine when she
laughed. “You’re Nat Bonnar. Nat for short. Kat and Nat! Married?”
Bony’s even white teeth gleamed, and his blue eyes momentarily sparkled, as each summed up the other for a
second impression. He was of medium height and build, and there were springs in his legs and ropes in his arms
resting on the counter. They possessed one attribute in common. Despite her black dress and tightly dressed hair,
and the wealth about her neck and on her hands, and despite his rough riding clothes and drill shirt open at the
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neck, and sleeves rolled above the elbows, both had that well-groomed appearance which emanates from the spirit
rather than the person. As she waited for his answer, he said:
“What d’you think?”
“I’d bet on it. I’m only lucky at cards.”
“That how you will own the pub one day?”
“No. I’m old Sam’s granddaughter. And I’ll never own the pub. He’ll never die. He’s just the same now as he
was when I was a little girl. My father looked twice as old as Sam when he died at sixty. Hark at him down
there!”
The voice was full yet sepulchral beneath the floorboards—a pleasing baritone!
Oh, come to me arms, me darlin.

Silence for a moment, then the accompaniment softly played on a violin:
Oh, come to me arms, me darlin’,
Oh, come to me arms right now!
Oh, tell me you love me, me darlin’,
While I gurgle and guggle you down.

Nat and Kat gazed at each other over the bar counter whilst awaiting the next stanza, verse, or whatever. When
there was but silence, relieved only by distant street noises, Bony said:
“Isn’t there any more to it?”
“Don’t think. He makes it up as he goes. You like a cup of tea?”
“I certainly would,” assented Bony promptly, and fell to rolling yet another cigarette when the woman left the
bar by the passage door. A strange situation, was his verdict. The town full of people, and the only hotel full of
emptiness. Unreasonable. Unheard of. Beyond his experience. It is said that Australia rides on the sheep’s back.
All tosh, of course, because it floats on beer. Yet he had entered this hotel and called for beer, and was offered tea.
Someone at the open street doorway said:
“Old Sam still down under?” Bony turned to see the little man Sister Jenks had named Ellis when arranging
the stretcher.
“Could be,” he replied. “Just heard the old boy singing.”
“Well, you gotta nerve, anyhow,” asserted Ellis.
“Why?”
“Standin’ there as calm as you like. Don’t you know Melody Sam always locks himself down under with a
case or two of gelly, caps, fuse and all?”
“I have just been told so,” admitted Bony.
“Well … Blimey! Runnin’ a risk, ain’t you? Makes me sick in me stommick just hanging around here. You can
have it.”
The little man vanished. Bony heard someone ask if the beer was still off, and Ellis’s reply was akin to a moan
of anguish. When Kat Loader returned with a tea tray, he said:
“You say your grandfather’s been on a bender for eight days. Isn’t it time he came up for air?”
“He’s probably getting round to it. Milk and sugar in your tea?”
“Thank you, Miss … Missus …”
“Miss. Kat for short, like I said. Don’t worry over Sam. He’ll come to light some day.”
“What’s he living on?”
“Nothing. The whisky’s living on him.”
“But he can’t go on long, surely?”
“Can’t he! His top record so far is fifteen days, two years ago.” The woman chuckled, genuinely mirthful, and
Bony thought she must be dead from the ears up, or the most placid woman he had ever encountered.
Oh, come to me arms, me darlin’

Bony stamped a foot hard, and the singer stopped in his tracks. The woman’s eyes opened wide, and her face
paled. The vivacity in her stilled to marble.
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Oh, come to me—

Again Bony stamped a foot, and this time shouted:
“Quiet, down there. Quiet, I say!”
A bow was scraped across taut strings. Silence filled with potential menace, then the singer’s voice dispelled it.
“Hell’s delight! Who’s that up there telling me to be quiet?”
“Giggle,’ whispered Nat to Kat. “Make believe I’m an ardent lover. Go on.” Reaching over the counter he
gripped her wrist.
“Scuffle your feet on the floor,” he commanded. He scuffled his own boots, and smiled happily when the
woman actually did giggle, and he said loudly:
“Never mind about the old coot down below, love.”
“You stop it, Nat,” and proof was given that the woman was a born actress—as all women have been since
Eve. “No, not here, Nat. Not here, please.”
“Just one, Kat, darlin’,” pleaded Nat.
More scuffling followed as they moved along the counter to the drop-flap, which already was open. Then a
crash as the trap-door above the steps leading down to the cellar was flung up, and there emerged, as though from
the grave, Melody Sam.
Standing clear of the trap, he glared at the two temporary lovers. He stood well over six feet. He stood straight
and strong like a tree. He looked worse than terrible; he looked just plain horrible.
As Melody Sam advanced to the counter, his granddaughter slid to one side, and eventually was behind him
and ran to the trap, which she closed swiftly and silently. With both hands supporting himself against the counter,
the unwashed, bewhiskered, flaring-eyed monstrosity glared at Bony, who was calmly rolling a cigarette.
“What’s your name, stranger?” he demanded.
“I’m Nat Bonnar.”
“What you doin’ here, Mister Nat Bonnar?”
“I’m the new yardman,” he answered, lighting the cigarette. “Didn’t you know?”
“The new yardman!” roared the ancient immortal. “Hey, Kat! What’s this about a new yardman?”
Kat was rolling empty barrels over the trap-door. She said, and now her voice was shrill:
“I put him on just now. What about it?”
“What about it!” shouted the old man. “Who’s the flaming licensee around here?” He lurched to the open cut
in the counter and advanced upon Bony.
“Out you go, whatever your name is. I do the hiring in this place, and I do the firin’ too. I’m the boss of this
pub. I’m the boss of this town as well. You going peaceful?”
“I’m not going at all,” whined Nat Bonnar. “I don’t know you. Never seen you before. The lady here put me on
as yardman, and yardman I’m goin’ to be until she sacks me. Now you keep off me. You touch me, and I’ll have
the Union sue you, see? I’m a workin’ man, and we have our rights.”
Melody Sam exploded. A vast shout of laughter rocked him on his bare feet, and blew a hurricane through his
forest of whiskers.
“Bash me ribs! The feller tells me he has rights,” he roared. “Rights! Rights, he says! Now, Mister Working
Man who has rights, I got the rights to heave you out of my pub, and when you stop going it will be against the
garage on the other side of the track.”
The granddaughter was adding an ice-chest to the barrels on the cellar trap, and her back was towards the
couple in the middle of the bar-room. She heard a short, smart slap, and turned in time to see her ancestor swaying
groggily on his feet and then collapse into the arms of Nat Bonnar.
“You hit him!” she cried.
“He fell asleep on his two feet,” indignantly countered Bony, and hauled the body over a shoulder. “A good
yardman can do much about a place like this. Besides cleaning up the yard and tossing out the drunks, helping in
the bar and carting away the empties, he can be a wonderful companion to the boss. Where shall I dump your
grandfather?”
“This way,” replied the granddaughter. “No, wait. Hold him.”
She almost ran to the front door and slammed it shut and bolted it. Then she ran out through the door to the
passage, and Bony heard her shut and lock the main house door. When she appeared at the passage door, she
beckoned, calling:
“This way. I’ll show you the Lion’s Den we always put him in.”
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The burdened Bony staggered after her. They passed through the kitchen, watched with amazement by the
cook and a housemaid. Then out into the yard, and, turning right, came to an outbuilding which had bars to its
small high window, and a door so thick a horse could not have kicked it open. Within was a bunk and blankets
placed for a lodger.
“Put him there,” ordered Kat Loader.
Bony laid out the body, and the woman drew up the blankets. The body moaned, and the eyelids deep in the
forest of whiskers trembled.
“He’ll come to in a minute. Let’s leave him, quick.”
She almost pushed Bony out of this strong-room, which even had a small opening in the massive door,
protected by two iron bars. She shot a bolt, and turned the key in a padlock, and she was panting a little and
trembling slightly. Her voice suddenly was a little frightened, and as suddenly was firm again.
“They know already,” she said. “Listen!”
Beyond the yard fence the street was alive. Men shouted. Others whistled. And more were pounding on the
hotel doors.
“Come on,” ordered the granddaughter of Melody Sam. “Into the bar before they break in the doors.”
Taking hold of Bony’s hand, she literally dragged him into the kitchen, through it to the passage and along to
the bar, calling to the cook to follow. The pounding at the front door was urgent. Men peering through the
windows shouted and set up a cheer.
“Shift all that stuff off the trap,” ordered the woman. “Quick about it, now. That’s right. Now, Nat, down you
go and haul up the bottled beer for a start. And, Sue, you take it from Nat and open the cases and set out the
bottles to serve.”
“I’m to be the new yardman?” queried Nat Bonnar. “True?”
“You are the new yardman, Nat,” she told him, holding open the trap-door, and revealing the flight of steps
down to the floor of the cellar, where burned a kerosene lamp near a large case on which was a length of fuse and
a box of detonators.
“Be quick, Nat, before they break something. Of course you are the yardman. You’re going to be the loveliest
yardman we ever had at Daybreak.”
And Detective-Inspector Napoleon Bonaparte proceeded to re-float Australia on beer. …
219.126 Excerpt from The Inheritor\fn{by Richard Crompton aka Richmal Crompton Lamburn (1890-1969)} Bury, Greater
Manchester, England, United Kingdom (M) 10
1
Nicholas Radlett set down his shopping basket on the road and turned to survey the little village of Netherford
that straggled at the foot of the hill. It looked, from the distance, more picturesque than it really was. A group of
elm trees hid the garish petrol pumps of the new garage and the corrugated structure of the Baptist chapel, and all
that could be seen from where he stood was the church spire rising above the trees and the twisted chimney of the
oasthouse\fn{A building housing the kiln used for drying hops} beyond the river.
Nicholas generally halted at this spot to look down at the village, not because the view interested him (he had
known it from childhood and it held for him all the unreality of the familiar) but in order to gather his forces for
the last lap of the hill. His eyes went from the newly gilded weathercock on the church spire to the flagpole in
Miss Cleveland’s garden, then down to the shopping basket at his feet. He inspected the contents frowningly.
“I’m sure to have forgotten something,” he said to himself. “I expect Lucy gave me a list, but I don’t know
what I did with it. Yes, I’ve forgotten the cooking fat …” He took refuge behind his accustomed defences. “Oh,
well, they should try it for themselves, lugging basketfuls of stuff about with only one leg.”
A faint smile of self-mockery played on his lips as he took up the shopping basket. Sometimes he saw himself
with disconcerting clarity, and was amused by the little orgies of self-pity in which he occasionally indulged and
which never failed to give him a certain acrid satisfaction.
He had worn an artificial leg for nearly twenty years, but a secret resentment, bitter and ineradicable, had
always prevented his coming to terms with it or even trying to come to terms with it. He still wore it clumsily and
ineffectively. There were times when it seemed to take on a malignant personality of its own, gloating over his
disability, rousing a futile childish hatred in him.
Leaning sideways to balance the weight of the basket, he continued his slow lurching progress up the hill. He
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was a tall spare man, with white hair, white drooping moustache and an aquiline high-bridged nose. In his youth
he had been upright and handsome, but now—in hit sixty-ninth year—his thin figure stooped, his blue eyes were
weak and watery, and the aquiline nose had assumed an undue prominence in his narrow face.
At the top of the hill he stopped outside the gate of a villa built of yellow brick interspersed with clumsy
ornamental stonework. A gable, incongruously surmounting the whole, bore the name Highfield and the date 1860
on a stone shield. Nicholas let his gaze flicker over it, as if registering each detail of gracelessness and ineptitude,
then walked up the narrow flagged pathway and entered the hall.
The door of the room that James, his brother, used as his “den” stood open, revealing a large deal table covered
with albums. James took in several daily papers and each day he cut out what he considered the chief items of
interest in each and pasted them into an album under appropriate headings. The process could generally be
counted on to occupy most of the morning.
Files were neatly ranged on shelves against the wall. James had nothing in particular to file, but he always filed
it. Even circulars and advertisements found their way into the large important-looking containers. His
correspondence was not extensive, but every letter he received was carefully docketed, together with a copy of his
reply. A ledger that recorded in detail each day’s weather lay on the desk beside his news-albums. A red-and-white
check duster hung from a hook by the window, for James allowed no one but himself to dust the room.
Nicholas went down the little passage to the kitchen. A large stout woman with heavy purple-veined features,
pendulous cheeks and gray hair done, surprisingly, in a pony-tail, stood at the sink washing out a teacloth.
“Here’s the shopping, Mrs. Crumbles,” said Nicholas, putting the basket on the table and lighting a cigarette.
Mrs. Crumbles wiped her hands on her apron and took out the parcels one by one, examining each with a critical
frown.
“New-fangled,” she said as she took out a packet of detergent. “Unnatural. What’s God give us kitchen soap
for? You’ve forgot the cooking fat.”
“I know,” said Nicholas.
“Oh, well, we’ve got enough to go on with. Forgot the sweetbreads, too.”
“No, I didn’t,” said Nicholas. “The butcher hadn’t any. He gave me chops instead.”
“Well, it’s your sister that’s partial to it. Mucky stuff, to my mind. Offal.”
“I think it’s the pancreas of the animal,” said Nicholas vaguely. Mrs. Crumbles gave a harsh laugh.
“Whatever’ll they think of next?” she aid. “Well, your sister’ll have to make do with chops.” She examined the
chops with a derisive curl of her lips.
“Proper monkeys on sticks, they’ve give you. More like lollypops than yuman food.”
“Where is my sister?” said Nicholas.
“In the veg garden. She asked me to tell you to go an’ give her a hand when you come in.”
Nicholas went out of the back door into the garden. It was a rectangular piece of ground enclosed by a fence.
On one side was a straggling herbaceous border, choked by weeds, on the other a border that was deeply dug and
cleared, in which stood long straight rows of dahlias. A circular bed in the middle of the lawn also contained
dahlias, ranged in concentric circles and set apart at exactly measured spaces.
The dahlias were James’s concern, and the third side of the garden was taken up by James’ sheds. One shed
was his dahlia shed in which he kept his tubers and fertilizers and the log book in which the progress of each pant
was minutely recorded. James could tell you on which say—almost at which hour—each plant had shown its first
bloom for the past ten years.
The other shed was James’s carpentry shed, where, during the winter months, he occupied himself by
fashioning spindly little shelves and brackets in fretwork. Once he had made them, James took little further
interest in them and they were generally dispatched to the Vicarage, to be kept in readiness for the Fêtes, Bazaars
and Sales of Work that were held at frequent intervals throughout the year. Few of them found purchasers, and the
Vicarage outhouse was piled high with unsold fretwork articles of James’s manufacture.
A gate led from the end of the garden into the field beyond, part of which was used as a vegetable garden. A
row of apple trees separated the vegetable plot from the field. This was Lucy’s domain, and she stood there now,
in gardening boots and heavy overall, picking broad beans and placing them in a trug.\fn{A shallow, usually oval
gardening basket made with wide strips of wood:W}
She was a short sturdy woman, with a round weather-beaten face, brown eyes and graying hair, twisted
carelessly into a “bun” at the back of her head. Lucy took no interest in her appearance. She seldom discarded the
heavy overall, and spent most of the day pottering about her vegetable plot.
“Look,” she said, holding out a bean before she dropped it into the trug. “Nearly a foot long.”
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“Wonderful,” said Nicholas in a lukewarm voice.
Occasionally he tried to force himself to show an interest in James’s’ dahlias and Lucy’s vegetables but
without success. Sometimes he even tried to bring himself to take over the stretch of neglected herbaceous border,
but his own clumsiness irked and exasperated him, and he soon gave up the attempt.
“Have you done the shopping?” said Lucky.
“Yes. I forgot the cooking fat and the butcher hadn’t any sweetbread. I got chops instead. Mrs. Crumbles said
you wanted me.”
“Oh, yes.” She turned to point out two more trugs, one filled with lettuces and the other with peas.
“I thought you wouldn’t mind carrying these back to the house for me.”
“Certainly.” He looked down at the three overflowing trugs.
“Surely we don’t get through all this stuff.”
“Two meals a day for three people gets through a lot of vegetables,” said Lucy a little tartly, “and one can
always give them away to someone who hasn’t a garden. Miss Cleveland, for instance.”
Miss Cleveland was the village schoolmistress. Her cottage had belonged formerly to a retired sea captain,
who had paved over the tiny front garden and erected a large flagpole in the middle of it. Miss Cleveland had
mitigated the austerity as best she could by a tub of geraniums and a selection of concrete animals, but the paving
stones had resisted her attempts ant removal and an obscure feeling of patriotism had prevented her from
tampering with the flagpole.
“Everyone dumps their surplus greens on Miss Cleveland,” said Nicholas. “She’s a godsend to the whole
neighbourhood. I expect she buries the stuff at night.”
“Don’t swing the trugs like that, Nicholas. You’re spilling the peas.”
“Sorry,” said Nicholas.
James came out of his dahlia shed as they crossed the lawn. He was thick-set like Lucy, with short-sighted
peering eyes and a mouth that was generally pursed as if in consideration of some serious problem. He looked
younger than Nicholas, though he was his senior by two years.
“I wish you’d be more careful with your cigarette-ends, Nick,” he said irritably. “You threw one away very
carelessly as you were coming down the garden. It landed right in the middle of a Barbara Webb. It might have
damaged the bud.”
“Did it damage the bud?” said Nicholas.
“I said it might have done,” said James.
“Sorry,” said Nicholas.
He knew that James and Lucy had to struggle against a constant irritation with him. He mooned about. He had
no hobbies and few interests of his own, and he held himself aloof from the hobbies and interests that filled their
lives.
“Just look at the size of this, James,” said Lucy, taking the elongated bean from the trug. James looked at it.
“I never like those large vegetables,” he said. “They’re coarse-flavoured.”
“Nonsense!” said Lucy. She turned a critical eye on the dahlia bed.
“Is all that scaffolding really necessary?”
“Insufficient stalking can ruin a plant,” he said stiffly. He paused and looked round the garden.
“I think I’ll enlarge that center bed next spring. There are several new varieties I’d like to try.”
When James first made the dahlia bed in the middle of the lawn it had been a small circle about six feet in
diameter. He had enlarged it each year till now it almost filled the lawn.
“There won’t be any grass left soon,” objected Lucy.
“I don’t see any point in grass,” said James. “It only has to be cut.” His eyes wandered to the herbaceous
border. I could use that—”
“Oh, no, James,” said Lucy. “We can’t have the garden just one unbroken sea of dahlias.”
Nicholas had turned to look at the house. Through the open French windows he could see a little girl sitting on
the floor, her head bent over a book.
“Heard anything from Magda?” he said.
“Nothing,” said Lucy. “Isn’t it just like Magda—dumping two children on us without a word of explanation
and then vanishing for a fortnight!”
“She definitely said she’d come to collect them at the end of the fortnight,” said James.
“The fortnight was up yesterday,” said Lucy. “I thought that at least she’d have telephoned. I’d have got in
touch with her if I’d known where she was.”
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“She’s probably still in the South of France,” said Nicholas.
Magda was the youngest of the family and the only one of the four who had married. She was now a widow of
sixty-four—as gay and charming and irresponsible as she had been in her girlhood. Neither her brothers nor sister
nor married daughter, Di, saw much of her, but a fortnight ago she had suddenly appeared at the front door of
Highfield with her two grandchildren and their belongings.
“Di’s got chicken-pox, darlings,” she explained, as she flung push-chair and suitcase out of the car, “and
nanny’s on holiday so I said I’d have the children, but it had gone completely out of my mind that I’d promised to
go to Nice with the Andersons, so you will take care of them, darlings, won’t you” It’ll only be for a fortnight. I’ll
collect them without fail at the end of a fortnight. I’ve got to dash away now, I’m afraid, or I shall miss the plane.”
She had gone almost before they could gather breath to reply, leaping nimbly into her long shining Jaguar,
leaning precariously out of the window to wave goodbye as she vanished from sight, leaving the nine-year-old
Janet clutching the baby in her arms and gazing after her, as bewildered as her hosts.
“They’re been very little trouble,” said Lucy. “They seem to spend most of their time at the Merediths’. The
Meredith children have had chicken-pox, so it doesn’t matter.”
“It isn’t fair on the Meredith’s,” said James fretfully.
“Oh, well, with three children and a large house, two more don’t mean any extra trouble,” said Lucy. “There’s
really no room for children in a house of this size. It was different when we were children at Danescourt with
nurses and nurseries and all the rest of it.”
Nicholas turned from them and went into the house. He stood for a moment in the passage then opened the
door of the sitting-room.
2
A think little girl, her fair hair twisted into two tight plaits, sat on the floor in the middle of the room, couched
over a book. She held a long leather rein, the end of which was attached to a pair of rompers worn by a plump
baby who was crawling round her. Whenever the baby tried to extend his sphere of activities beyond the leading
string, she jerked him sharply back. Automatically, her yes still fixed on the book. She changed the rein from hand
to hand, as the baby circled round her. The baby seemed resigned to the situation. He crawled with an air of
concentration, occasionally uttering unintelligible but cheerful sounds.
“Hello, Janet,” said Nicholas. “How are you getting on?”
Janet raised her head. Her small face was tensed with anxiety.
“Mark’s backward, Uncle Nick,” she said. “He’s fifteen months and it says here that he ought to be starting to
walk at fifteen months. I keep trying to teach him, but he won’t concentrate. He just sits down.”
“I shouldn’t worry,” said Nicholas.
“I can’t help worrying,” she said. “I’ve never had entire charge of him before. I’m his other-substitute and it’s a
great responsibility. The whole thing’s worrying. I don’t think he’s been properly brought up. Listen to what it
says here.”
The baby made a grab at Nicholas’s trousers. She jerked him back, turning over the pages of the book.
“‘At this age he will be able to say some simple words though he cannot form sentences.’ He won’t even say
any simple words. He makes no effort at all.”
“Where did you get the book?” said Nicholas curiously.
“I bought it. Mummy gave me a book token so that I could buy a book to bring away with me. I rather wanted
Treasure island but I decided in the end to get this, because I really think I’ll have to bring him up. Mummy and
Daddy are too busy. They don’t give him”—she turned another page of the book—“‘the background of security
that is one of the child’s first requisites’. He hasn’t got enough teeth either. That’s another thing that’s worrying
me.”
The baby crawled up to her and gave one of her plaits a sharp tug. She smiled proudly at Nicholas.
“That’s all right. That’s his aggressiveness. He ought to be aggressive at that age. Some of his reactions are
perfectly normal. I thought at one time”—she turned to another page of the book—“he might be mentally
retarded, but I don’t really think he is.”
“He doesn’t look it,” said Nicholas. “I should just let him take things in his stride.” He went towards the door.
“Well, call me if you want me for anything.”
He climbed the narrow staircase to his bedroom and stood at the window, his eyes fixed on the chimneys and
upper windows of Danescourt that showed through a gap in the trees. The sight brought to his spirit the peace and
serenity that it never failed to bring. His mind’s vision saw the whole graceful façade—the pillared entrance with
1056

the filigree fanlight above it, the delicate wrought-iron railings that followed the sweep of the steps, the rows of
sash windows and, above them, peeping over the line of the roof, the small dormer windows with their curved
stone canopies.
Lucy could talk casually about “the days when we were children at Danescourt”. The words meant nothing to
her. Danescourt—to her and to James—was merely the house in which they had lived before a diminishing
income made it necessary to move elsewhere. Highfield itself roused no emotion in them. They had never even
noticed its ugliness. It was just a convenient house—not too big and not too small. They often said how lucky they
had been to find it.
Nicholas’s love of Danescourt was interwoven with every strand of his existence. He could not have endured
to let a day go by without standing for a few moments motionless at his window, his eyes fixed on the gap in the
trees. It was like a tryst with a lover. The ugliness of Highfield roused a perverse pleasure in him. He would have
hated to live in a house that mirrored, even every so slightly, the grace and beauty of Danescourt.
As he stood there his vision seemed to extend to the garden, the stretch of parkland, the yew walk, shadowy
and mysterious between its tall green bastions, the kitchen garden, where peaches and nectarines ripened against
the wall, the lime tree whose petals drifted through the summer air like snow. The terrace with its carved stone
balustrade and the long shallow steps leading down to the lawn. He could smell again the faint perfume of the
peaches, the acrid tang of the yew, the honey of the lime blossom, the clamorous sweetness of the old-fashioned
roses that grew in a corner of the herb garden. He saw himself as a boy, putting his pony at a canter round the
paddock, playing hide-and-seek with James and Lucy and Magda among the stables and outhouses, setting off
with his father, their guns under their shoulders. He recaptured the sharp stab of delight that the sight of the old
house always gave him when he returned to it from school for the holidays.
“Nothing that’s happened since has been real to me,” he said to himself. “I’m a sort of ghost haunting it. And
—worst of all—I don’t want not to be.”
Suddenly he heard voices in the hall—Magda’s voice, high-pitched and sweet with laughter.
“Darlings, I am so sorry. You’ll hardly believe it, but I’d forgotten where I’d left them. I thought I’d left them
with the Millers, so I went along to the Millers yesterday to collect them but they weren’t there, and then I rang up
the Forresters, but they weren’t there, and then I suddenly remembered that I’d left them with you, but it was too
late to do anything then, so I spent the night with the Millers and went to a wonderful party and came on here as
soon as I could pull myself together today.”
Nicholas went slowly downstairs. James and Lucy and Magda were in the hall. Standing there between James
and Lucy, Magda looked like a bright little humming-bird between a couple of sparrows. She wore an absurd little
hat that she had bought in Paris and a cleverly cut two-piece that combined the more daring elements of the latest
fashion with a hint of Victorian demureness. She was built on slender lines—so erect and supple and alert that she
seemed to be poised on wings. Though she looked younger than her years, she made no attempt to conceal her
age. Her hair had a silvery gleam beneath the Paris hat. Her face had lost the contours of youth, but it was alight
with intelligence and charm.
“hello, Nick,” she said, then a sudden look of dismay flashed into her eyes and her hand went to her mouth.
“I—I did leave them with you didn’t I? Heaven knows where I’m going to look for them next if I didn’t.”
“Yes, you left them with us,” said Lucy dryly. “We were expecting you to come and fetch them yesterday.”
“Darling, I meant to . I tried to. Where are they?”
Janet came out of the sitting-room. She still held the book in one hand and the leather strap in the other. Mark
crawled behind her at the end of the strap, a piece of coal projecting from his mouth.
“There you are, my sweet!” said Magda, dropping on to her knees. “But why have you got him hitched up like
that? And what’s he eating?”
“Coal,” said Janet. “He takes it out of the fireplace. I don’t think it does him any harm. He’s eaten heaps,
anyway. You aren’t supposed to frustrate them more than is necessary. I’m worried about him, Gran. He’s
backward.”
“Backward, darling?” laughed Magda.
“Yes. Look.” She pointed to the page she was holding open. “He ought to be starting to walk and talk and he
isn’t.”
“But how should he know he ought, the poor poppet!” said Magda. “He can’t read.”
“Janet’s looked after him beautifully,” said Lucy. “She’s devoted to him, aren’t you, dear?” Janet considered
the question.
“No, I don’t think I am,” she said. “He doesn’t really attract me, but I’d like to get him normal before I give
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him up.” There came a series of sharp knocks at the front door.
“That’ll be the Merediths,” said Lucky. “They always knock with Jeremy’s spade. I expect they want you to go
and play with them, Janet. Do you want to go?”
“No,” said Janet, “but I think we’d better. It’s good for Mark to mix with other children. It helps to develop his
social instincts. They’re very undeveloped at present.”
Lucy opened the door. Three children stood there. They were almost identical in appearance, with dark hair
and round rosy faces. Their hair was uncombed, their faces dirty, their clothes grubby.
“Yes, Janet and Mark will come,” said Lucy. “Go and wait for them at the gate.” She lowered her voice as the
children went away and turned to Magda.
“They’re the doctor’s children. He’s a widower. They’re rather neglected, I’m afraid.”
“They’re deprived children,” said Janet, dragging a push-chair from the cupboard under the stairs. “I know
from the book how to deal with them, but, with mark on my hands, I can’t take on anything else.” She dumped
Mark, still sucking the piece of coal, into the chair, fastened the strap and set off to join the children at the gate.
“How harassed she looks, poor pet!” said Magda, “but I suppose she’s happy in her own way. Of course Di’s a
hopeless mother. She never stops turning out those ghastly books for a single second. It’s like blowing bubbles
from a bubble pipe. The next one’s out before the one before it’s had time to get away.”
“I’ve never read any of them,” said Lucy, “but you’d certainly think she could find something more useful to
do.”
“Well, I tried to bring her up to be a social success,” said Magda, “and she just didn’t take to it. But it was a
mistake to marry another writer and a still greater mistake to have children. I told her so at the time, but I suppose
I was such a terrifying example of an aimless life that she had to avoid it at all costs.”
“Come into the sitting-room,” said Lucy.
They followed her into the sitting-room. It was a bleak little room, furnished with three sagging armchairs, a
bookcase, two wooden chairs and a table. Lucy lacked the home-making instinct.
“Now tell us your plans,” said Lucy.
“I haven’t any,” said Magda. “I never make plans. There’s something so prudent and petty-minded about
making plans. I just take what comes.” She looked at Lucy’s gardening boots and apron.
“Do you still grow enough vegetables to feed the whole neighbourhood, Lucy?”
“Good greens need never be wasted,” said Lucy with dignity.
“And James,” said Magda, glancing out of the window at James’s sheds, “still ‘busy idleness pursues’, I see.”
“Not much idleness about it,” said James indignantly. “The days simply aren’t long enough for me to get
through what I have to do.”
“I’m so glad you don’t change, James,” said Magda. “There were never any molehills in your life. Everything
was mountains.” She turned to Nicholas.
“Are you still the family grasshopper, Nick, or have you taken up some improving hobby?”
“I’m afraid not,” said Nicholas, smiling faintly.
“But what about your plans, Magda?” said Lucy impatiently. “You must have some. It’s ridiculous to say you
haven’t any. You’ll be taking the children home, of course?”
“I suppose so,” said Magda. “Nanny must have finished her holiday and Di her chicken-pox by now … but I
had a wonderful idea as I came through the village.”
“What?” said Lucy apprehensively.
“Well, Di had been saying that she and Leonard were thinking of getting a cottage in the country and I
suddenly thought it would be fun to get one for them here.”
“Surely they wouldn’t want to come here,” said James, terrified by the prospect of having his carefully mapped
out time-table upset by family claims.
“Oh, Di wouldn’t mind where she was,” said Magda. “She never even knows where she is. Her mind’s full of
those ghastly books all the time. And Leonard just wants a cottage in the country because it’s the right thing for a
writer to have. He could ask his literary friends to it. His books don’t sell like Di’s but he’s got a better class of
literary friend.”
“What do you propose doing about it?” said Lucy.
“I’ll stay the night here, if I may, and we can start looking for a cottage tomorrow.”
“Tomorrow?” said James. “We’re always busy in the mornings and we’re going to the Ticehursts’ in the
afternoon.” Magda’s brows drew together in a puzzled frown.
“The Ticehursts? … Oh, yes, of course. The people who live at Danescourt. Well, I’ll do a little cottage1058

hunting on my own, then.”
“But, Magda,” protested Lucy, “there isn’t room for you to stay the night here. We’ve only got one spare room
and the children are in it.”
“I’ll put up at the hotel, then,” said Magda.
“There isn’t a hotel,” said Lucy. “There’s only a pub and it’s not the sort of pub that people stay at.”
“Surely there’s somewhere.”
“There’s Mrs. Abbott at Ferndale,” said Nicholas.
“She only takes P.G.s,”\fn{Paying Guests} said Lucy.
“But I’d love to be a P.G.,” said Magda. “I’ve never been one.”
“P.G.s are permanent,” said Lucy. “You can’t be a P.G. for a night.”
“She might just happen to have a bedroom free,” said Nicholas, taking an impish pleasure in the discomfiture
that showed in James’s and Lucy’s faces.
She only takes men,” said Lucy, “and calls them Uncle. I don’t know why.”
“It sounds perfect,” said Magda. .”Come along. Let’s go there.”
“Already she was out of the house, flying down the path to where the long gleaming car waited in the road.
James and Lucy followed slowly and almost as if against their will. Nicholas remembered that Magda had always
taken possession of every situation in which she found herself. Even as a child she had been able to rouse in them
this feeling of outraged helplessness. He joined them at the gate and hoisted himself into the back seat of the car.
They sped down the hill to the village.
“you’re driving much too fast, Magda,” said Lucy.
“Nonsense, darling!” said Magda. “Where is the place?”
“Through the village street and then the first on the left,” said Nicholas.
The car shot through the village street. Lucy sat forward clutching the handle of the door.
“You’ll have an accident if you’re not careful,” she said. “You’re a shocking driver.”
“I’m not,” said Magda. “The number of accidents I have in the course of a year is almost negligible.”
“Mind the baker’s van,” said James sharply.
By what seemed a miracle, Magda avoided the baker’s van. Nicholas was very surprised by the sound of his
own laughter. The drive had roused in him the sense of adventure that he always associated with Magda. But
when they drew up at the gate of Ferndale, and the three got out of the car and stood waiting patiently for him to
extricate himself, his face settled down again into its familiar lines of exasperation and chagrin.
3
Ferndale was a square house of red brick, with bay windows on either side of the front door and a moonshaped bed of yellow calceolarias beneath each. Brightly patterned cretonne curtains showed at the windows and
a ginger cat lay curled up in a wire flower basket that hung from the roof of the porch.
Mrs. Abbott opened the door to them. She was a think little wisp of a woman, with fluffy gray hair and a stalklike neck. Except for her eyes her features were vague and indeterminate, but her eyes were so large and soft and
velvety that she had always reminded Nicholas of the picture of the baby owl in his childhood’s book, The
Glories of Nature. She wore a pair of men’s leather slippers and an apron and dust-cap obviously made from the
same length of cretonne that had furnished the window curtains. She held a feather duster in her hand.
“Oh, do come in,” she said, moving her large soft eyes round the group and putting up a claw-like hand to
straighten the dust-cap. “I’m afraid I’m in a bit of a mess.” She glanced at the hall, which was piled with chairs
and tables, stacked on top of one another. It’s the day I do out the drawing-room, you see, so I’m, afraid I can’t
show you into that, but the games-room is free, so shall we go there? She opened a door that was just clear of the
barricade and, still talking in a quick nervous voice, ushered them into it.
“I do out every room thoroughly once a week just as Mother used to do. I take out all the portable furniture and
give the room a good clean. People don’t seem to do it nowadays, but somehow I never feel that a room’s been
properly done unless the furniture’s been taken out. This room, of course, is a hard nut to crack.”
They looked round the room. A ping-pong table stood in the middle and a miniature billiard table in the
window recess. There was a darts board on one wall and a quoits board on another.
“Uncle Percy likes a game of ping-pong, and Uncle Ernest is wonderful at darts.” Her gaze turned curiously to
Magda. “Your sister, I believe …”
“Yes. Mrs. Beresford,” said Lucy, adding rather dryly, “She doesn’t often visit us.”
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“I’m by way of being the family skeleton,” put in Magda.
“She was wondering if you could put her up for the night,” said Lucy. “We have only one spare bedroom at
Highfield and the children are occupying it. I told her that probably you wouldn’t be able to take her, because
naturally your guests are resident, but—” An eager smile it up Mrs. Abbott’s face.
“Oh, but I can,” she said. “I can. I have an empty bedroom. You see, I used to take four P.G.s, but it was
getting a little too much for me and now I only take three. So there is a bedroom, and I’d be only too delighted to
have her.”
“That’s lovely of you,” said Magda. “I shall adore being here. It’s years since I played ping-pong,” said Mrs.
Abbott encouragingly.
“I must practice, then,” said Magda. “Have we time for a game now?”
“No, Magda,” said Lucy.
“There’s just one thing,” said Mrs. Abbott. “I’m afraid you’ll think it rather odd.” Her thin face had flushed.
“It’s a long story and it all goes back to my marriage. My married life was a very short one, because it turned
out that my husband had been married several times before. A bigamist, I mean, not a widower. And it happened
that he’d managed to realize my little bit of capital and—well, made off with it, before the truth came to light.
Anyway, I came back home to look after Mother, who was somewhat of an invalid, but things were a little
difficult, so I suggested taking P.G.s and at first Mother was horrified. Well, one can understand it, can’t one? Her
father had been a colonel in the Indian Army and her mother was connected—not closely, but still connected—
with a titled family. She agreed in the end, however, but on condition that we put it out in the village that the P.G.s
were relatives who had come to live with us. The village didn’t believe it, of course, but as long as Mother
thought they did, that was all that mattered. And the P.G.s were always very nice about it. She had felt so strongly
about it that it would have seemed a sort of disloyalty to make any change. Of course I know that everyone
knows, but Mother was so kind and helpful when I had my little matrimonial trouble that I feel that in keeping on
the—one must face facts—the pretence I’m paying a sort of tribute to her memory. I’m sorry to run on so long,
but I want you to understand, I know it’s only for one night but”—she turned a beseeching, almost an agonized
look on Magda—“would you mind terribly being—just while you’re here—Aunt Magda?”
“I’d love it,” said Magda with a gurgle of delight. “I’d love it more than anything else in the world.”
“How kind of you!” said Mrs. Abbott, here whole body quivering with relief. “Somehow I thought you’d
understand. And now I’m sure you’d like to see your bedroom, wouldn’t you?” She took Magda and Lucy
upstairs, leaving James and Nicholas in the games-room.
“The whole thing’s ridiculous,” exploded James. Nicholas was examining the cards of darts scores on the
chimney-piece.
“Uncle Percy … Uncle Ernest … Uncle Martin,” he said. “Uncle Ernest certainly seems to be the crack shot.”
James snorted.
“One would have thought that Magda would have outgrown her habit of involving people in undignified
situations. She could easily have gone back to London for the night.” Nicholas had turned his attention to a shelf
on the wall.
“Games!” he said. “They play halma\fn{A board game in which players attempt to transfer their pieces from their own to their
opponents’ bases} and draughts\fn{Checkers} and dominoes and ludo\fn{ A board game for two to four players, in which the
players race their tokens from start to finish according to dice rolls; patented in 1896; similar to the Indian Pachisi, but simpler } …”
“Good lord!” said James.
“And here’s a book of puzzles.” He turned over the pages. Riddles … Finding your way out of a maze …
match tricks …”
“Do stop fiddling about,” said James.
Upstairs, Lucy, Magda and Mrs. Abbott stood in a small bedroom that overlooked the back garden. Lucy was
throwing critical glances around. The floor was covered with linoleum and the bed was high and narrow under an
old-fashioned bedspread of crochet work. An upright chair and a chest of drawers were the only furniture.
“There’s no bedside light,” said Lucy.
“I don’t want a bedside light,” said Magda. “I shall be so healthily exhausted by ping-pong and quoits and
billiards that I shall go straight off to sleep.” She stood at the window, looking down at the garden, where a tall
weedy-looking man with sparse gray hair, wearing khaki shorts, was playing clock golf\fn{ A form of golf in which one
putts from positions arranged on the circumference of a circle around the hole by oneself on the lawn } by himself on the lawn.
“Of course,” Mrs. Abbott said deprecatingly, “it hasn’t the little feminine touches that one would expect in a
lady’s bedroom. I’ve always had gentlemen. They’re less exacting.”
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“Which of them is that?” said Magda.
“That’s Uncle Percy,” said Mrs. Abbott, joining her at the window. “He’s very good at clock golf, but not quite
so good as Uncle Ernest. We have an archery set, too. Uncle Percy is the best at that. Uncle Percy is really
magnificent with a bow and arrow. They’re all retired gentlemen, so they have plenty of time to practise their little
sports and pastimes. I try to keep them happy and comfortable. Uncle Ernest has gone to London for the day and
Uncle Martin is having his little annual holiday at Bournemouth.”
“What relation am I exactly to Uncle Percy?” said Magda. “I think I ought to know.”
“Oh, we don’t go into details of relationship,” said Mrs. Abbott. “It would become too complicated. We just
leave it at ‘uncle’.”
“And ‘aunt’,” said Magda. “It’s a milestone in my life, you know. I’ve never been an aunt before. I feel that
this rounds off my whole existence.”
“I do hope you’ll be happy here,” said Mrs. Abbott fervently. “There’s every comfort.” She pointed to a bed of
cabbages beneath a pine tree at the bottom of the garden.
“Home produce, you see.”
“We ought to be going, Magda,” said Lucy.
“About terms …” said Mrs. Abbott. Magda waved that aside.
“Anything you suggest will be all right for me. Now I’ll go back and have dinner at Highfield and then I’ll
come along here for the night.”
“If you care to dine here,” said Mrs. Abbott, “we’re going to have a nice shepherd’s pie with home-grown
vegetables.”
“I’d love to,” said Magda. “I adore shepherd’s pie. We used to have it when we were children. I loved the hard
burnt bits at the top round the edge.”
“Uncle Percy likes those,” said Mrs. Abbott, beaming at her.
“I knew I was going to have a lot in common with Uncle Percy,” said Magda.
“Come along Magda,” said Lucy impatiently.
“Yes, I’m afraid I must forgo the shepherd’s pie for the present,” said Magda. “Anyway, I’ll be back before
midnight. Shall I take a latch-key?”
“Oh, I’ll be up to welcome you with a nice hot glass of milk,” said Mrs. Abbott. “My first aunt! It’s quite a
milestone in my life, too.”
“Come along, Magda,” called Lucy from halfway down the stairs. She went to the car with James and
Nicholas and they took their seats, while Magda lingered to examine the list of rules that hung in the hall.
“She gets less and less sense as she grows older,” said Lucy, her lips tightly set.
“Better than more and more,” said Nicholas. “The trouble with most of us is that we get too much.” Lucy
ignored him.
“I don’t mind telling you,” she said, “I’ll be glad when she goes. One never knows what she’s going to do next.
One never did.” Magda came out of the house, followed by Mrs. Abbott. She looked up at the ginger cat.
“Does he live up there?” she said.
“Well, not exactly,” said Mrs. Abbott. “Not all the time. We used to have geraniums there, but he dug them up
as fast as we planted them, so in the end we put a little blanket in it and he spends quite a lot of his time there. He
climbs up the pillar of the porch and jumps into it. He can swing it, you know, and he likes the motion.”
“Magda!” called Lucy.
Magda came with quick light steps down the path and sprang into the driving-seat. The car shot off down the
country road.
“Isn’t it fascinating!” she said. “There’s a rule that you mustn’t play musical instruments in your bedroom after
ten o’clock at night and another that only rabbits and budgies may be kept as pets. I don’t know how I’m going to
tear myself away. I must stay for a week at least.”
Lucy closed her eyes and stiffened as the car shot between a mail van and the doctor’s car, missing both, as it
seemed, by a fraction of an inch.
“And archery,” said Magda. I’ve always wanted to take up archery, but somehow life never gave me an
opportunity. It would be wicked to let this one slip.”
“There’s a speed limit through the village, Magda,” said James.
“Well, I’m almost out of it,” said Magda. “Just up the hill and there we are!” Mrs. Crumbles opened the door.
“She’s put ’im to bed ’erself,” she said. “Wouldn’t let me so much as touch ’im. ‘No, Mrs. Crumbles,’ she said,
‘I know you mean well, but I’m his mother-substitute and it would upset his sense of security if anyone else did
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it.’ Said I didn’t fold ’is nappy right either an’ she’d got to do it again.” She gave a chuckle of mingled amusement
and rufulness. “Me that’s ’ad six of me own!”
“I’ve brought her a doll from Paris,” said Magda, “but I don’t know where it is. I shall have to unpack
everything to find it. It won’t take long.”
“No, Magda,” said Lucy.
“She won’t want no doll,” said Mrs. Crumbles. “Not while she’s got ’im. She gave ’erself some bread an’ milk
an’ went to bed same time as ’im. Says it unsettles ’im, ’er goin’ up later. She’s a-lyin’ in bed now a-readin’ of ’er
book. It fair beats me.”
“Oh, well,” said Lucy. “We’d better have supper. There’s the stew to warm up.”
“Oh, but, darlings,” said Magda. “I got some wonderful things in Paris. They’re in the car. Escargots …” Lucy
had turned pale.
“Not snails,” she said.
“Fricassée de grenouilles?”
“Not frogs,” said James firmly.
“What about you, Nick?”
“I think not, thank you,” said Nicholas.
“I’ll make a savoury omlette, then, I can make a wonderful savoury omlette. I learnt it in Italy. I’ll go and see
what Mrs. Crumbles and I can find in the kitchen.”
Lucy’s protests were lost in a flurry of preparations. The rattle of cookery and saucepans came from the
kitchen. They could hear Magda’s clear quick voice, her sudden peal of laughter. Lucy closed the door.
“Can’t anything be done to stop her?” she said.
“You know it can’t,” said James irritably. “You know it was never any use even trying.”
“We shall lose Mrs. Crumbles, that’s certain,” said Lucy.
“It’s no good worrying about it,” said Nicholas.
“No good worrying about it!” snapped Lucy. “Someone’s got to worry about it. Why on earth did she have to
come? I’m worn out already. I can’t stand another minute of it. She’s only been her a few hours and it seems like
weeks.”
“She’s going tomorrow,” said Nicholas.
“Is she?” said Lucy darkly. “You never know what she’s going to do.”
“I think I’ll finish mulching the dahlias,” said James.
“And I’ll water the peas,” said Lucy. “One must do something. One can’t just sit and think.”
“I’ll go and see how they’re getting on,” said Nicholas, making his way to the kitchen.
It was some time before the meal was ready. The omlette was delicious, but Lucy caught a glimpse of the
kitchen, littered with utensils, and her lips tightened again.
“Is thee anything you haven’t used?” she said. Magda, flushed and happy, wearing an all-enveloping apron of
Mrs. Crumbles’, laughed.
“I don’t think so,” she said, “I used everything I could lay my hands on.” The tension of James’s features
relaxed slightly as he ate the omlette.
“Palatable,” he said. “quite palatable.”
“I hope Mrs. Crumbles has gone home,” said Lucy. “We’ve never kept her as late as this before.”
“No, she said she’d stay to help with the washing-up. And she wanted to try the omlette.”
“We don’t give her supper,” said Lucy frigidly.
“She’s having this one.” When the meal was over, Magda began to pile up the dishes.
“Mrs. Crumbles and I are going to wash-up,” she said. “We don’t want any help from any of you.”
“You won’t get any from me,” said Lucy. “I have a splitting headache. I’ve simply given up.”
“Poor darling!” said Magda, piling the dishes precariously on top of each other.
Lucy averted her eyes, took up the evening paper and tried to read. When nearly an hour had passed she put it
down.
“They’ve surely finished by now,” she said. “Mrs. Crumbles is certain to give notice and if she makes a scene
on top of it it’ll be just more than I can stand, but I’d better get it over.”
She opened the kitchen door. The washing-up had not been started. Saucepans and dishes lay haphazard
everywhere. Magda and Mrs. Crumbles sat at the kitchen table eating fricassee de grenouilles and talking together
confidentially.
“We’ve eaten the whole tin!” said Magda. “It was heavenly, wasn’t it, Mrs. Crumbles?”
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“They was lovely,” said Mrs. Crumbles.
“Do you know what time it is?” said Lucy.
“We’d better be getting’ on with the washin’-up,” said Mrs. Crumbles. Then the humour of the situation swept
over her and she sat down again.
“Frogs’ legs,” she said, clinging to the table in helpless mirth. “Frogs’ legs!”
Suddenly Janet appeared in the doorway. She wore striped pyjamas. Her small face was set and stern.
“Will you please make less noise?” she said. “He’s a light sleeper and you’ve wakened him twice already.” …
101.225 The Disappearance Of Mr. Davenheim\fn{by Agatha Mary Christie aka Mary Clarissa (1890-1976)} Torquay,
Torbay, England, United Kingdom (F) 7
Poirot\fn{The name of her French-speaking Belgian detective: Hercule is his first name .} and I\fn{Sherlock Holmes had his John
Watson; Poirot has his Artur Hastings .} were expecting our old friend Inspector Japp of Scotland Yard to tea. We were
sitting around the tea table awaiting his arrival. Poirot had just finished carefully straightening the cups and
saucers which our landlady was in the habit of throwing, rather than place, on the table. He had also breathed
heavily on the metal teapot, and polished it with a silk handkerchief. The kettle was on the boil, and a small
enamel saucepan beside it contained some thick, sweet chocolate which was more to Poirot’s palate than what he
describe as “your English poison.”
A sharp “rat-tat” sounded below, and a few minutes afterward Japp entered briskly.
“Hope I’m not late,” he said as he greeted us. “To tell the truth, I was yarning\fn{ Talking.} with Miller, the man
who’s in charge of the Davenheim case.”
I pricked up my ears. For the last three days the papers had been full of the strange disappearance of Mr.
Davenheim, senior partner of Davenheim and Salmon, the well-known bankers and financiers. On Saturday last
he had walked out of his house, and had never been seen since. I looked forward to extracting some interesting
details from Japp.
“I should have thought,” I remarked, “that it would be almost impossible for anyone to ‘disappear’ nowadays.
Poirot moved a plate of bread and butter the eighth of an inch, and said sharply: “Be exact, my friend. What do
you men by ‘disappear?’ To which class of disappearance are you referring?”
“Are disappearances classified and labeled, then?” I laughed.
Japp smiled also. Poirot frowned at us both.
“But certainly they are! They fall into three categories: First, and most common, the voluntary disappearance.
Second, the much abused ‘loss of memory’ case—rare, but occasionally genuine. Third, murder, and a more or
less successful disposal of the body. Do you refer to all three as impossible of execution?”
“Very nearly so, I should think. You might lose your own memory, but someone would be sure to recognize
you—espeicially in the case of a well-known my like Davenheim. Then ‘bodies’ can’t be made to vanish into thin
air. Sooner or later they turn up, concealed in lonely places, or in trunks. Murder will out. In the same way, the
absconding clerk, or the domestic defaulter, is bound to be run down in these days of wireless telegraphy. He can
be headed off from foreign countries; ports and railway stations are watched; and, as for concealment in this
country, his features and appearance will be known to everyone who reads a daily newspaper. He’s up against
civilization.”
“Mon ami,”\fn{My friend.} said Poirot, “you make one error. You do not allow for the fact that a man who had
decided to make away with another man—or with himself in a figurative sense—might be that rare machine, a
man of method. He might bring intelligence, talent, a careful calculation of detail to the task; and then I do not see
why he should not be successful in baffling the police force.”
“But not you, I suppose?” said Japp good-humoredly, winking at me. “He couldn’t baffle you, eh, Monsieur
Poirot?”
Poirot endeavored, with a marked lack of success, to look modest. “Me, also! Why not? It is true that I
approach such problems with an exact science, a mathematical precision, which seems, alas, only too rare in the
new generation of detectives!”
Japp grinned more widely.
“I don’t know,” he said. “Miller, the man who’s on this case, is a smart chap;. You may be very sure he won’t
overlook a footprint, or a cigar ash, or a crumb even. He’s got eyes that see everything.”
“So, mon ami,” said Poirot, “has the London sparrow. But all the same, I should not ask the little brown bird to
solve the problem of Mr. Davenheim.”
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“Come now, monsieur, you’re not going to run down the value of details as clues?”
“By no means. These things are all good in their way. The danger is they may assume undue importance. Most
details are insignificant; one or two are vital. It is the brain, the little gray cells”—he tapped his forehead—“on
which one must rely. The senses mislead. One must seek the truth within—not without.”
“You don’t mean to say, Monsieur Poirot, that you would undertake to solve a case without moving from your
chair, do you?”
“That is exactly what I do mean—granted the facts were placed before me. I regard myself as a consulting
specialist.”\fn{Holmes always regarded himself as a “consulting detective.”}
Japp slapped his knee. “Hanged if I don’t take you at your word. Bet you a fiver\fn{ A five-pound note; when this
story was first released to the general public (1924) the pound was probably worth more than the only exchange rate I can find (1935),
which was $4.86 to the pound .} you can’t lay your hand—or rather tell me where to lay my hand—on Mr. Davenheim,

dead or alive, before a week is out.”
Poirot considered. “Eh bien, mon ami, I accept. Le sport,\fn{A note reads: “Oh well, my friend … The sport.”} it is the
passion of you English. Now—the facts.”
“On Saturday last, as is his usual custom, Mr. Davenheim took the 12:40 train from Victoria to Chingside,
where his palatial country place, The Cedars, is situated. After lunch, he strolled around the grounds, and gave
various directions t the gardeners. Everybody agrees that his manner was absolutely normal and as usual. After tea
he put his head into his wife’s boudoir, saying that he was going to stroll down to the village and post some
letters. He added that he was expecting a Mr. Lowen, on business. If Lowe should come before he himself
returned, he was to be shown into the study and asked to wait. Mr. Davenheim then left the house by the front
door, passed leisurely down the drive, and out at the gate, and—was never seen again. From that hour, he
vanished completely.”
“Pretty—very pretty—altogether a charming little problem,” murmured Poirot. “Proceed, my good friend.”
“About a quarter of an hour later a tall, dark man with a thick black mustache rang the front-door bell, and
explained that he had an appointment with Mr. Davenheim. He gave the name of Lowen, and in accordance with
the banker’s instructions was shown into the study. Nearly an hour passed. Mr. Davenheim did not return. Finally
Mr. Lowen rang the bell, and explained that he was unable to wait any longer, as he must catch his train back to
town. Mr. Davenheim apologized for her husband’s absence, which seemed unaccountable, as she knew him to
have been expecting the visitor. Mr. Lowen reiterated his regrets and left.
“Well, as everyone knows, Mr. Daenheim did not return. Early on Sunday morning the police were
communicated with, but could make neither head nor tail of the matter. Mr. Davenheim seemed literally to have
vanished into thin air. He had not been to the post office; nor had he been seen passing through the village. At the
station they were positive he had not departed by any train. His own motor had not left the garage. If he had hired
a car to meet him in some lonely spot, it seems almost certain that by this time, in view of the large reward offered
for information, the driver of it would have come forward to tell what he knew. True, there was a small racemeeting at Entfield, five miles away, and if he had walked to that station he might have passed unnoticed in the
crows. But since then his photograph and a full description of him have been circulated in every newspaper, and
nobody has been able to give any news of him. We have, of course, received many letters from all over England,
but each clue, so far, has ended in disappointment.
“On Monday morning a further sensational discovery came to light. Behind a portière\fn{A note reads: a doorcurtain.} in Mr. Davenheim’s study stands a safe, and that safe had been broken into and rifled. The windows were
fastened securely on the inside, which seems to put an ordinary burglary out of court, unless, of course, an
accomplice within the house fastened them again afterwards. On the other hand, Sunday having intervened, and
the household beiung in a state of chaos, it is likely that the burglary was committed on the Saturday, and
remained undetected until Monday.”
“Précisément,” said Poirot dryly. “Well, is he arrested, ce pauvre M. Lowen?”\fn{A note reads: “Precisely … this
poor Mr. Lowen?”}
Japp grinned. “Not yet. But he’s under pretty close supervision.”
Poirot nodded. “What was taken from the safe? Have you any idea?”
“We’ve been going into that with the junior partner of the firm and Mrs. Davenheim. Apparently there was a
considerable amount in bearer bonds, and a very large sum in notes, owing to some large transaction having been
just carried through. Thee was also a small fortune in jewelry. All Mrs. Davenheim’s jewels were kept in the safe.
The purchasing of them had become a passion with her husband of late years, and hardly a month passed that he
did not make her a present of some rare and costly gem.”
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“Altogether a good haul,” said Poirot thoughtfully. “Now, what about Lowen? Is it know what his business was
with Davenheim that evening?”
“Well, the two men were apparently not on very good terms. Lowen is a speculator in quite a small way.
Nevertheless, he has been able once or twice to scour a coup\fn{A note reads: a sudden, brilliant blow, or victory .} off
Davenheim in the market, though it seems they seldom or never actually met. It was a matter concerning some
South American shares which led the banker to make his appointment.”
“Had Davenheim interests in South America, then?”
“I believe so. Mrs. Davenheim happened to mention that he spent all last autumn in Buenos Aires.”
“Any trouble in his home life? Were the husband and wife on good terms?”
“I should say his domestic life was quite peaceful and eventful. Mrs. Davenheim is a pleasant, rather
unintelligent woman. Quite a nonentity, I think.”
“Then we must not look for the solution of the mystery there. Had he any enemies?”
“He had plenty of financial rivals, and no doubt there are many people whom he has got the better of who bear
him no particular good will. But there was no one likely to make away with him—and, if they had, where is the
body?”
“Exactly. As Hastings says, bodies have a habit of coming to light with fatal persistency.”
“By the way, one of the gardeners says he saw a figure going around to the side of the house toward the rose
garden. The long French window of the study opens on to the rose garden, and Mr. Davenheim frequently entered
and left the house that way. But the man was a good way off, at work on some cucumber frames, and cannot even
say whether it was the figure of his master or not. Also, he cannot fix the time with any accuracy. It must have
been before six, as the gardeners cease to work at that time.”
“And Mr. Davenheim left the house?”
“About half-past five or thereabouts.”
“What lies beyond the rose garden?”
“A lake.”
“With a boathouse?”
“Yes, a couple of punts are kept there. I suppose you’re thinking of suicide, Monsieur Poirot? Well, I don’t
mind telling you that Miller’s going down tomorrow expressly to see that piece of water dragged. That’s the kind
of man he is!”
Poirot smiled faintly, and turned to me. “Hastings, I pray you, hand me that copy of the Daily Megaphone. If I
remember rightly, there is an unusually clear photograph the of the missing man.”
I rose, and found the sheet required. Poirot studied the features attentively.
“Hmmm!” he murmured. “Wears his hair rather long and wavy, full mustache and pointed beard, bushy
eyebrows. Eyes dark?”
“Yes.”
“Hair and beard turning gray?”
The detective nodded. “Well, Monsieur Poirot, what have you got to say to it all? Clear as daylight, eh?”
“On the contrary, most obscure.”
The Scotland Yard man looked pleased.
“Which give me great hopes of solving it,” finished Poirot placidly.
“Eh?”
“I find it a good sign when a case is obscure. If a thing is clear as daylight—eh bien, mistrust it! Someone has
made it so.”
Japp shook his head almost pityingly. “Well, each to their fancy. But it’s not a bad thing to see your way clear
ahead.”
“I do not see,” murmured Poirot. “I shut my eyes—and think.”
Japp sighed. “Well, you’ve got a clear week to think in.”
“And you will bring me any fresh developments that arise—the result of the labors of the hard-working and
lynx-eyed Inspector Miller, for instance?”
“Certainly. That’s in the bargain.”
“Seems a shame, doesn’t it?” said Japp to me as I accompanied him to the door. “Like robbing a child!”
I could not help agreeing with a smile. I was still smiling as I re-entered the room.
“Eh bien!” said Poirot immediately. “You make fun of Papa Poirot, is it not so?” He shook his finger at me.
“You do not trust his gray cells? Ah, do not be confused! Let us discuss this little problem—incomplete as yet, I
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admit, but already showing one or two points of interest.”
“The lake!” I said significantly.
“And even more than the lake, the boathouse.”
I looked sidewise at Poirot. He was smiling in his most inscrutable fashion. I felt that, for the moment, it would
be quite useless to question him further.
We heard nothing of Japp until the following evening, when he walked in about nine o’clock. I saw at once by
his expression that he was bursting with news of some kind.
“Eh bien, my friend,” remarked Poirot. “All goes well? But do not tell me that you have discovered the body
of Mr. Davenheim in your lake, because I shall not believe you.”
“We haven’t found the body, but we did find his clothes—the identical clothes he was wearing that day. What
do you say to that?”
“Any other clothes missing from the house?”
“No, his valet is quite positive on this point. The rest of his wardrobe is intact. There’s more. We’ve arrested
Lowen. One of the maids, whose business it is to fasten the bedroom windows, declares that she saw Lowen
coming toward the study through the rose garden about a quarter past six. That would be about ten minutes before
he left the house.”
“What does he himself say to that?”
“Denied first of all that he had even left the study. But the maid was positive and he pretended afterward that
he had forgotten just stepping out of the window to examine an unusual species of rose. Rather a weak story! And
there’s fresh evidence against him come to light. Mr. Davenheim always wore a thick gold ring set with a solitaire
diamond on the little finger of his right hand. Well, that ring was pawned in London on Saturday night by a man
called Billy Kellett! He’s already known to the police—did three months last autumn for lifting an old
gentleman’s watch. It seems he tried to pawn the ring at no less than five different places, succeeded at the last
one, got gloriously drunk on the proceeds, assaulted a policeman, and was run in in consequence. I went to Bow
Street with Miller and saw him. He’s sober enough now, and I don’t mind admitting we pretty well frightened the
life out of him, hinting he might be charged with murder. This is his yarn, and a very queer one it is.
“He was at Entfield races on Saturday, though I dare say scarfpins was his line of business, rather than betting.
Anyway, he had a bad day, and was down on his luck. He was tramping along the road to Chingside, and sat down
in a ditch to rest just before he got into the village. A few minutes later he noticed a man coming along the road to
the village, ‘dark-complexioned gent, with a big mustache, one of them city toffs,’\fn{ Snappy dressers.} is his
description of the man.
“Kellett was half concealed from the road by a heap of stones. Just before he got abreast of him, the man
looked quickly up and down the road, and seeing it apparently deserted he took a small object from his pocket and
threw it over the hedge. Then he went on toward the station. Now, the object he had thrown over the hedge had
fallen with a slight ‘chink’ which aroused the curiosity of the human derelict in the ditch. He investigated and,
after a short search, discovered the ring! That is Kellett’s story. It’s only fair to sway that Lowen denies it utterly,
and of course the word of a man like Kellett can’t be relied upon in the slightest. It’s within the bounds of
possibility that he met Davenheim in the lane and robbed and murdered him.”
Poirot shook his head.
“Very improbable, mon ami. He had no means of disposing of the body. It would have been found by now.
Secondly, the open way in which he pawned the ring make it unlikely that he did murder to get it. Thirdly, your
sneak thief is rarely a murderer. Fourthly, as he has been in prison since Saturday, it would be too much of a
coincidence that he is able to give an accurate description of Lowen.”
Japp nodded. “I don’t say you’re not right. But all the same, you won’t get a jury to take much note of a
jailbird’s evidence. What seems odd to me is that Lowen couldn’t find a cleverer way of disposing of the ring.”
Poirot shrugged his shoulders. “Well, after all, if it were found in the neighborhood, it might be argued that
Davenheim himself had dropped it.”
“But why remove it from the body at all?” I cried.
“There might be a reason for that,” said Japp. “Do you know that just beyond the lake, a little gate leads out on
to the hill, and not three minutes’ walk brings you to—what do you think?—a lime kiln.”
“Good heavens!” I cried. “You mean that the lime which destroyed the body would be powerless to affect the
metal of the ring?”
“Exactly.”
“It seems to me,” I said, “that that explains everything. What a horrible crime!”
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By common consent we both turned and looked at Poirot. He seemed lost in reflection, his brow knitted, as
though with some supreme mental effort. I felt that at last his keen intellect was asserting itself. What would his
first words be? We were not long left in doubt. With a sigh, the tension of his attitude relaxed, and turning to Japp,
he asked:
“Have you any idea, my friend, whether Mr. and Mrs. Davenheim occupied the same bedroom?”
The question seemed so ludicrously inappropriate that for a moment we both stared in silence. Then Japp burst
into a laugh. “Good Lord, Monsieur Poirot, I thought you were coming out with something startling. As to your
question, I’m sure I don’t know.”
“You could find out?” asked Poirot with curious persistence.”
“Oh, certainly—if you really want to know.”
“Merci, mon ami.\fn{Thank you, my friend.} I should be obliged if you would make a point of it.”
Japp stared at him a few minutes longer, but Poirot seemed to have forgotten us both. The detective shook his
head sadly at me, and murmuring, “Poor old fellow! War’s been too much for him!” gently withdrew from the
room.
As Poirot still seemed sunk in a daydream, I took a sheet of paper, and amused myself by scribbling notes
upon it. My friend’s voice aroused me. He had come out of his reverie, and was looking brisk and alert.
“Que faites vous là, mon ami?”\fn{A note reads: “What are you doing there, my friend?”}
“I was jotting down what occurred to me as the main points of interest in this affair.”
“You become methodical—at last!” said Poirot approvingly. I concealed my pleasure. “Shall I read them to
you?”
“By all means.”
I cleared my throat.
“‘One: all the evidence points to Lowen being the man who forced the save.
“‘Two: He had a grudge against Davenheim.
“‘Three: He lied in his first statement that he had never left the study.
“‘Four: If you accept Billy Kellett’s story s true, Lowen is unmistakable implicated.’”
I paused. “Well?” I asked, for I felt that I had put my finger on all the vital facts.
Poirot looked at me pityingly, shaking his head very gently. “Mon pauvre ami! But it is that you have not the
gift! The important detail, you appreciate him never! Also, your reasoning is false.”
“How?”
“Let me take your four points.
“One: Mr. Lowen could not possibly know that he would have the chance to open the safe. He came for a
business interview. He could not know before hand that Mr. Davenheim would be absent posting a letter, and that
he would consequently be alone in the study!”
“He might have seized his opportunity,” I suggested.
“And the tools? City gentlemen do not carry round housebreaker’s tools on the off chance!\fn{ That some sort of
opportunity might arise.} And one could not cut into that safe with a penknife, bien entendu!”\fn{A note reads: “Of
course!” or “naturally!”}
“Well, what about Number Two?”
“You say Lowen had a grudge against Mr. Davenheim. What you mean is that he had once or twice got the
better of him. And presumably those transactions were entered into with the view of benefiting himself. In any
case you do not as a rule bear a grudge against a man you have got the better of—it is more likely to be the other
way about. Whatever grudge there might have been would have been on Mr. Davenheim’s side.”
“Well, you can’t deny that he lied about never having left the study?”
“No. But he may have been frightened. Remember, the missing man’s clothes had just been discovered in the
lake. Of course, as usual, he would have done better to speak the truth.”
“And the fourth point?”
“I grant you that. If Kellett’s story is true, Lowen is undeniably implicated. That is what makes the affair so
very interesting.”
“Then I did appreciate one vital fact?”
“Perhaps—but you have entirely overlooked the two most important points, the ones which undoubtedly hold
the clue to the whole matter.”
“And pray, what are they?”
“One, the passion which has grown upon Mr. Davenheim in the last few years of buying jewelry. Two, his trip
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to Buenos Aires last autumn.”
“Poirot, you are joking!”
“I am most serious. Ah, sacred thunder, but I hope Japp will not forget my little commission.”
But the detective, entering into the spirit of the joke, had remembered it so well that a telegram was handed to
Poirot about eleven o’clock the next day. At his request I opened it and read it out:
Husband and wife have occupied separate rooms since last winter
“Aha!” cried Poirot. “And now we are in mid-June! All is solved!”
I stared at him.
“You have no moneys in the bank of Davenheim and Salmon, mon ami?”
“No,” I said, wondering. “Why?”
“Because I should advise you to withdraw it—before it is too late.”
“Why, what do you expect?”
“I expect a big smash in a few days—perhaps sooner. Which reminds me, we will return the compliment of a
dépêche\fn{A note reads: Telegram.} to Japp. A pencil, I pray you, and a form. Voilà!”\fn{A note reads: “There you are!”}
Advise you to withdraw any money deposited with firm in question.

That will intrigue him, the good Japp! His eyes will open wide—wide! He will not comprehend in the slightest—
until tomorrow, or the next day!”
I remained skeptical, but the morrow forced me to render tribute to my friend’s remarkable powers. In every
paper was a huge headline telling of the sensational failure of the Davenheim bank. The disappearance of the
famous financier took on a totally different aspect in the light of the revelation of the financial affairs of the bank.
Before we were halfway through breakfast, the door flew open and Japp rushed in. In his left hand was a
paper; in his right was Poirot’s telegram, which he banged down on the table in front of my friend.
“How did you know, Monsieur Poirot? How the blazed could you know?”
Poirot smiled placidly at him. “Ah, mon ami, after your wire, it was a certainty! From the commencement, see
you, it struck me that the safe burglary was somewhat remarkable. Jewels, ready money, bearer bonds—all so
conveniently arranged for—whom? Well, the good Monsieur Davenheim was of those who ‘look after Number
One’ as your saying goes! It seemed almost certain that it was arranged for—himself! Then his passion of late
years for buying jewelry! How simple! The funds he embezzled he converted into jewels, very likely replacing
them in turn with paste duplicates, and so he put away in a safe place, under another name, a considerable fortune
to be enjoyed all in good time when everyone has been thrown off the track. His arrangements completed, he
makes an appointment with Mr. Lowen (who has been imprudent enough in the past to cross the great man once
or twice), drills a hole in the safe, leaves orders that the guest is to be shown into the study, and walks out of the
house—where?” Poirot stopped, and stretched out his hand for another boiled egg. He frowned. “It is really
insupportable,” he murmured, “that every hen lays an egg of a different size! What symmetry can there be on the
breakfast table? At least they should sort them in dozens at the shop!”
“Never mind the eggs,” said Japp impatiently. “Let ’em lay ’em square if they like Tell us where our customer
went to when he left The Cedars—that is, if you know!”
“Eh bien, he went to his hiding place. Ah, this Monsieur Davenheim, there may be some malformation in his
gray cells, but they are of the first quality!”
“Do you know where he is hiding?”
“Certainly! It is most ingenious.”
“For the Lord’s sake, tell us, then!”
Poirot gently collected every fragment of shell from his plate, placed them in the egg cup, and reversed the
empty egg shell on top of them. This little operation concluded, he smiled at the neat effect, and then beamed
affectionately on us both.
“Come, my friends, you are men of intelligence. Ask yourselves the question which I asked myself. ‘If I were
this man, where should I hide?’ Hastings, what do you say?”
“Well,” I said, “I’m rather inclined to think I’d not do a bolt at all. I’d stay in London—in the heart of things,
travel by tubes and busses; ten to one I’d never be recognized. There’s safety in a crowd.”
Poirot turned inquiringly to Japp.
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“I don’t agree. Get clear away at once—that’s the only chance. I would have had plenty of time to prepare
things beforehand. I’d have a yacht waiting, with steam up, and I’d be off to one of the most out-of-the-way
corners of the world before the hue and cry began!”
We both looked at Poirot. “What do you say, monsieur?”
For a moment he remained silent. Then a very curious smile flitted across his face.
“My friends, if I were hiding from the police, do you know where I should hide? In a prison!”
“What?”
“You are seeking Monsieur Davenheim in order to put him in prison, so you never dream of looking to see if
he may not be already there!”
“What do you mean?”
“You tell me Madame Davenheim is not a very intelligent woman. Nevertheless I think that if you took her to
Bow Street and confronted her with the man Billy Kellett, she would recognize him! In spite of the fact that he
has shaved his beard and mustache and those bushy eyebrows, and has cropped his hair close. A woman nearly
always knows her husband, though the rest of the world may be deceived!”
“Billy Kellett? But he’s known to the police!”
“Did I not tell you Davenheim was a clever man? He prepared his alibi long beforehand. He was not in Buenos
Aires last autumn—he was creating the character of Billy Kellett, ‘doing three months,’ so that the police should
have no suspicions when the time came. He was playing, remember, for a large fortune, as well as liberty. It was
worth while doing the thing thoroughly. Only—”
“Yes?”
“Eh bien, afterwards he had to wear a false beard and wig, had to make up as himself again, and to sleep with a
false beard is not easy—it invites detection! He cannot risk continuing to share the chamber of madame his wife.
You found out for me that for the last six months, or ever since his supposed return from Buenos Aires, he and
Mrs. Davenheim occupied separate rooms. Then I was sure! Everything fitted in. The gardener who fancied he
saw his master going around to the side of the house was quite right. He went to the boathouse, donned his
‘tramp’ clothes, which you may be sure had been safely hidden from the eyes of his valet, dropped the others in
the lake, and proceeded to carry out his plan by pawning the ring in an obvious manner, and then assaulting a
policeman, getting himself safely into the haven of Bow Street, where nobody would ever dream of looking for
him!”
“It’s impossible,” murmured Japp.
“Ask Madame,” said my friend, smiling.
The next day a registered letter lay beside Poirot’s plate. He opened it, and a five-pound note fluttered out. My
friend’s brow puckered.
“Ah, sacré!\fn{A note reads: “Oh, damn!”} But what shall I do with it? I have much remorse! Ce pauvre Japp! Ah,
an idea! We will have a little dinner, we three! That consoles me. It was really too easy. I am ashamed. I, who
would not rob a child—mille tonnerres!\fn{A note reads: “by thunder!”} Mon ami, what have you, that you laugh so
heartily?”
101.237 The Desert Islander\fn{by Stella Benson (1892-1933)} Lutwyche Hall, Much Wenlock, Shropshire, England,
United Kingdom (F) 9
Constantine hopefully followed the Chinese servant through the unknown house. He felt hopeful of success in
his plan of begging this Englishman for help, for he knew that an Englishman, alone among people of a different
color (as this Englishman was alone in this South China town), treated the helping of stray white men almost as
part of the White Man’s Burden.\fn{ A reference to the general attitude of those colonials who either did not realize or (much more
likely) preferred not to realize, the true nature of colonial empires—which was to loot the occupied countries of as much of their natural
resources as possible, in order to shore up the standard of living and provide derivative occupations for as many of the citizens of the
imperialist nation as possible. It was coined by Rudyard Kipling, a phrase which Orwell notes “instantly conjures up a real problem, even if
one feels that it ought to be altered to ‘black man’s burden.’—and he doesn’t blame Kipling for it either—“Kipling,” he said “deals in
thoughts which are both vulgar and permanent.” In fact, as far as Kipling (Nobel Prize for Literature in 1907, the first Englishman to be so
honored) is concerned, Orwell came to feel that Kipling was held at arms length by the true criminal element in the Conservatives of his
day. “I know from several private sources that many of the Anglo-Indians who were Kipling’s contemporaries did not like or approve of
him. They said, no doubt truly, that he knew nothing about India, and on the other hand, he was from their point of view too much of a
highbrow. While in India he tended to mix with ‘the wrong’ people, and because of his dark complexion he was wrongly suspected of
having a streak of Asiatic blood.} (Not that that let him off: in the same essay—“It is no use pretending that Kiplings view of life, as a
whole, can be accepted or even forgiven by any civilized person.”) [George Orwell, The Decline of the English Murder and Other Essays;
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Penguin Books, Harmondsworth, 1953; ‘Rudyard Kipling,’ pp 45-62.] }

But even without his claim of one lonely white man
upon another, Constantine would have felt hopeful. He knew himself to be a man of compelling manner in spite of
his ugly, too long face, and his ugly, too short legs.
As Constantine stumped in on his hobnailed soles, Mr. White—who was evidently not a very tactful man—
said, “Oh, are you another deserter from the Foreign Legion?”
“I am Constantine Andreievitch Soloviev,” said Constantine, surprised. He spoke and understood English
almost perfectly (his mother had been English), yet he could not remember ever having heard the word another
applied to himself. In fact it did not—could not possibly—so apply. There was only one of him, he knew.
Of course, in a way there was some sense in what this stupid Englishman said. Constantine had certainly been
a légionnaire in Tonkin\fn{North Vietnam, in her past role as one of the five French colonies in Southeast Asia which made up
French Indochina from 1893-1954.} up till last Thursday—his narrow pipe-clayed helmet, stiff khaki greatcoat, shabby
drill uniform, puttees,\fn{Thin bands of cloth wound round the lower leg between knee and ankle on various types of military
uniforms of several countries till after World War I .} brass buttons, and inflexible boots were all the property of the French
Government. But the core—the pearl inside this vulgar, horny shell—was Constantine Andreievitch Soloviev.
That made all the difference.
Constantine saw that he must take this Didymus\fn{ Probably intended as a comical allusion to the nickname of one
Didymus of Alexandria (c.313-398), which was “Didymus the Blind”; he was an Orthodox theologian .} of an Englishman in hand at
once and tell him a few exciting stories about his dangerous adventures between the Tonkin border and this
Chinese city. Snakes, tigers, love-crazed Chinese princesses and brigands passed rapidly through his mind, and he
chose the last, because he had previously planned several impressive things to do if he should be attacked by
brigands. So now, though he had not actually met a brigand, those plans would come in useful. Constantine
intended to write his autobiography some day when he should have married a rich wife and settled down. Not
only did his actual life seem to him a very rare one but, also, lives were so interesting to make up.
Constantine was a desert islander—a spiritual Robinson Crusoe. He made up everything himself and he wasted
nothing. Robinson Crusoe\fn{Full title: The Life and Strange Surprizing Adventures of Robinson Crusoe, of York, Mariner; it
appeared in 1719, when its author, Daniel Defoe (c.1660-1731) was almost 60 .} was his favorite book—in fact, almost the only
book he had ever read—and he was proud to be, like his hero, a desert islander. He actually preferred clothing his
spirit in the skins of wild thoughts that had been the prey of his wits and sheltering it from the world’s weather in
a leaky hut of his brain’s own contriving, to enjoying the good tailoring and housing that dwellers on the mainland
call experience and education. He enjoyed being barbarous, he enjoyed living alone on his island, accepting
nothing, imitating nothing, believing nothing, adapting himself to nothing—implacably home-made. Even his
tangible possessions were those of a marooned man rather than of a civilized citizen of this well-furnished world.
At this moment his only luggage was a balalaika that he had made himself out of cigar boxes, and to this he sang
songs of his own composition—very imperfect songs. He would not have claimed that either his songs or his
instrument were better than the songs and instruments made by song-makers and balalaika-makers; they were,
however, much more rapturously his than any acquired music could have been and, indeed, in this as in almost all
things, it simply never occurred to him to take rather than make. There was no mainland on the horizon of his
desert island.
“I am not a beggar,” said Constantine. “Until yesterday I had sixty piastres which I had saved by many
sacrifices during my service in the Legion. But yesterday, passing through a dark forest of pines in the twilight,
about twenty versts from here, I met—”
“You met a band of brigands,” said Mr. White. “Yes, I know … you all say that.”
Constantine stared at him. He had not lived, a desert islander, in a crowded and over-civilized world without
meeting many rebuffs, so this one did not surprise him—did not even offend him. On the contrary, for a minute he
almost loved the uncompromising Mr. White, as a sportsman almost loves the chamois on a peculiarly
inaccessible crag. This was a friend worth a good deal of trouble to secure, Constantine saw. He realized at once
that the desert islander’s line here was to discard the brigands and to discard noble independence.
“Very well then,” said Constantine. “I did not meet brigands. I am a beggar. I started without a penny and I still
have no penny. I hope you will give me something. That is why I have come.” He paused, drawing long pleased
breaths through his large nose. This, he felt, was a distinctly self-made line of talk; it set him apart from all
previous deserting lègionnaires.
Mr. White evidently thought so too. He gave a short grunting laugh. “That’s better,” he said.
“These English,” thought Constantine lovingly. “They are the next best thing to being originals, for they
admire originals.” “I like you,” he added extravagantly, aloud. “I like the English. I am so glad I found an
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Englishman to beg of instead of an American—though an American would have been much richer than you are, I
expect. Still, to a beggar a little is enough. I dislike Americans; I dislike their women’s wet finger-nails.”
“Wet finger-nails?” exclaimed Mr. White. “Oh, you mean their manicure polishes. Yes … they do always have
wet finger-nails … ha, ha … so they do. I should never have thought of that myself.”
“Of course not,” said Constantine, genuinely surprised. “I thought of it. Why should you have thought of it?”
After a moment he added, “I am not a gramophone.”
Mr. White thought that he had said, “Have you got a gramophone?” and replied at once with some pleasure,
“Yes, I have—it is a very precious companion. Are you musical? But of course you are, being Russian. I shold be
very lonely without my daily ration of Chopin.\fn{ Frédéric François Chopin (1810-1849), Polish composer and pianist .}
Would you like some music while the servants are getting you something to eat?”
“I should like some music,” said Constantine, “but I should not like to hear a gramophone. I will play you
some music—some unique and only music on a unique and only instrument.”
“Thank you very much,” said Mr. White, peering doubtfully through his glasses at the cigar-box balalaika.
“What good English you speak,” he added, trying to divert his guest’s attention from his musical purpose. “But all
Russians, of course, are wonderful linguists.”
“I will play you my music,” said Constantine. “But first I must tell you that I do not like you to say to me,
‘Being Russian you are musical’ or ‘All Russians speak good English.’ To me it seems so stupid to see me as one
of many.”
“Each one of us is one of many,” sighed Mr. White patiently.
“You, perhaps—but I, not,” said Constantine. “When you notice my English words instead of my thoughts it
seems to me that you are listening wrongly—you are listening to sounds only, in the same way as you listen to
your senseless gramophone—”
“But you haven’t heard my gramophone,” interrupted Mr. White, stung on his darling’s behalf.
“What does it matter what sounds a man makes—what words he uses? Words are common to all men; thoughts
belong to one man only.”
Mr. White considered telling his guest to go to hell, but he said instead, “You’re quite a philosopher, aren’t
you?”
“I am not quite an anything,” said Constantine abruptly. “I am me. All people who like Chopin also say,
‘You’re quite a philosopher.’”
“Now you’re generalizing, yourself,” said Mr. White, clinging to his good temper. “Exactly what you’ve just
complained of my doing.”
“Some people are general,” said Constantine. “Now I will play you my music, and you will admit that it is not
one of many musics.”
He sang a song with Russian words which Mr. White did not understand. As a matter of fact, such was
Constantine’s horror of imitating that the words of his song were just a list of the names of the diseases of horses,
learned while Constantine was a veterinary surgeon in the Ukraine. His voice was certainly peculiar to himself; it
was hoarse—so hoarse that one felt as if a light cough or a discreet blowing of that long nose would clear the
hoarseness away; it was veiled, as though heard from behind an intervening stillness; yet with all its hoarseness
and insonorousness, it was flexible, alive, and exciting. His instrument had the same quality of quiet ugliness and
oddity; it was almost enchanting. It was as if an animal—say, a goat—had found a way to control its voice into a
crude goblin concord.
“That’s my music,” said Constantine. “Do you like it?”
“Frankly,” said Mr. White, “I prefer Chopin.”
“On the gramophone?”
“On the gramophone.”
“Yet one is a thing you never heard before and will never hear again—and the other is a machine that makes
the same sound for millions.”
“I don’t care.”
Constantine chewed his upper lip for a minute, thinking this over. Then he shook himself. “Nevertheless, I like
you,” he said insolently. “You are almost a person. Would you like me to tell you about my life, or would you
rather I explained to you my idea about Zigzags?”
“I would rather see you eat a good meal,” said Mr. White, roused to a certain cordiality—as almost all AngloSaxons are—by the opportunity of dispensing food and drink.
“I can tell you my Zigzag idea while I eat,” said Constantine, leading the way towards the table at the other
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end of the room. “Are you not eating too?”
“I’m not in the habit of eating a meat meal at ten o’clock at night.”
“Is ‘not being in the habit’ a reason for not doing it now?”
“To me it is.”
“Oh—oh—oh—I wish I were like you,” said Constantine vehemently. “It is so tiring being me—having no
guide. I do like you.”
“Help yourself to spinach,” said Mr. White crossly.
“Now shall I tell you my Zigzag idea?”
“If you can eat as well as talk.”
Constantine was exceedingly hungry; he bent low over his plate, though he sat sidewise to the table, facing Mr.
White, ready to launch a frontal attack of talk. His mouth was too full for a moment to allow him to begin to
speak, but quick, agonized glances out of his black eyes implored his host to be silent till his lips should be ready.
“You know,” he said, sw3allowing hurriedly, “I always think of a zigzag as going downwards. I draw it in the air,
so … a straight honest line, then—see—a diagonal subtle line cuts the air away from under it—so … Do you see
what I mean? I will call the zig a to, and the zag a from. Now—”
“Why is one of your legs fatter than the other?” asked Mr. White.
“It is bandaged. Now, I think of this zigzag as a diagram of human minds. Always human minds are zigs or
zags—a to or a from—the brave zig is straight, so … the cleverer, crueler zag cuts away blow. So are men’s—”
“But why is it bandaged?”
“It was kicked by a horse. Well, so are men’s understandings. Here I draw the simple, faithful understanding—
and here—zag—the easy, clever understanding that sees through the simple faith. Now below that—see—zig
once more—the wise, the serene, and now a zag contradicts once more; this is the cynic who knows all answers to
serenity. Then below, once more—”
“May I see your leg?” asked Mr. White. “I was in an ambulance unit during the war.”
“Oh, what is this talk of legs?” cried Constantine. “Lets are all the same; they belong to millions. All legs are
made of blood and bone and muscle—all vulgar things. Your ambulance cuts off legs, mends legs, fits bonese
together, corks up blood. It treats men like bundles of bones and blood. This is so dull. Bodies are so dull. Minds
are the only onliness\fn{So the text.} in men.”
“Yes,” said Mr. White. “But minds have to have legs to walk about on. Let me see your leg.”
“Very well, then, let us talk of legs. We have at least legs in common, you and I.”
“Hadn’t you got more sense than to put such a dirty rag round an open wound?”
“It is not dirty; it is simply of a gray color. I washed it in a rice field.” Constantine spoke in a muffled voice
from somewhere near his knee-cap, for he was now bent double, wholeheartedly interested in his leg. “I washed
the wound too, and three boils which are behind my knee. This blackness is not dirt; it is a blackness belonging to
the injury.”
Mr. White said nothing, but he rose to his feet s though he had heard a call. Constantine, leaving his puttee in
limp coils about his foot like a dead snake, went on eating. He began to talk again about the zigzag while he
stuffed food into his mouth, but he stopped talking soon, for Mr. White was walking up and down the long room
and not pretending to listen. Constantine, watching his host restively pacing the far end of the room, imagined that
he himself perhaps smelled disagreeable, for this was a constant fear of his—that his body should play his rare
personality this horrid trick. “What is the matter?” he asked anxiously, with a shamed look. “Why are you so far?”
Mr. White’s lazy, mild manner was quite changed. His voice seemed to burst out of seething irritation. “It’s a
damn nuisance just now. It couldn’t happen at a worse time. I’ve a great deal of work to do—and this fighting all
over the province makes a journey so damn—”
“What is so damn?” asked Constantine, his bewilderment affecting his English.
“I’ll tell you what,” said Mr. White, standing in front of Constantine with his feet wide apart and speaking in
an angry voice. “You’re going to bed now in my attic, and tomorrow at daylight you’re going to be waked up and
driven down in my car, by me (damn it!) to Lao-chow, to the hospital—a two days’ drive—three hundred miles—
over the worst roads you ever saw.”
Constantine’s heart gave a sickening lurch. “Why to hospital? You think my leg is dangerous?”
“If I know anything of legs,” said Mr. White rather brutally, “the doctor won’t let you keep that one an hour
longer than he has to.”
Constantine’s mouth began instantly to tremble so much that he could scarcely speak. He thought, “I shall die
—I shall die like this—of a stupid black leg—this valuable lonely me will die.” He glared at Mr. White, hungry
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for consolation. “He isn’t valuable—he’s one of many … of course he could easily be brave.”
Mr. White, once more indolent and indifferent, led the little Russian to the attic and left him there. As soon as
Constantine saw the white sheets neatly folded back, the pleasant blue rugs squarely set upon the floor, the open
wardrobe fringed with hangers, he doubted whether, after all, he did value himself so much. For in this neat room
he felt betrayed by this body of his—this unwashed, unshaven, tired body, encased in coarse dirty clothes,
propped on an offensive, festering leg. He decided to take all his clothes off, even though he had no other garment
with him to put on; he would feel more appropriate to the shiny linen in his own shiny skin, he thought. He would
have washed, but his attention was diverted as he pulled his clothes off by the wound on his leg. Though it was
not very painful, it made him nearly sick with disgust now. Every nerve in his body seemed on tiptoe, alert to feel
agony, as he studied the wound. He saw that a new sore place was beginning, well above the knee. With only his
shirt on, he rushed downstairs, and in at the only lighted doorway. “Look—look,” he cried. “A new sore place. …
Does this mean the danger is greater even that we thought?”
Mr. White, in neat blue-and-white pajamas, was carefully pressing a tie in a tie-press. Constantine had never
felt so far away a from a human being in his life as he felt on seeing the tie-press, those pajamas, those
monogrammed silver brushes, that elastic apparatus for reducing exercises that hung upon the door.
“Oh, go to bed,” said Mr. White irascibly. “For God’s sake, show a little sense.”
Constantine was back in his attic before he thought, “I ought to have said, ‘For God’s sake, show a little
nonsense yourself.’ Sense is so vulgar.”
Sense, however, was to drive him three hundred miles to safety, next day.
All night the exhausted Constantine, sleeping only for a few minutes at a time, dreamed trivial, broken dreams
about establishing his own superiority, finding, for instance that he had after all managed to bring with him a
suitcase full of clean, fashionable clothes, or noticing that his host was wearing a filthy bandage round his neck
instead of a tie.
Constantine was asleep when Mr. White, fully dressed, woke him next morning. A clear, steely light was
slanting in at the window. Constantine was always fully conscious at the second of waking, and he was
immediately horrified to see Mr. White looking expressionlessly at the disorderly heap of dirty clothes that he had
thrown in disgust on the floor the night before. Trying to divert his host’s attention, Constantine put on a merry
and courageous manner. “Well, how is the weather for our motor-car jaunt?”
“It could hardly be worse,” said Mr. White placidly. “Sheets of rain. God knows what the roads will be like.”
“Well, we are lucky to have roads at all, in this benighted China.”
“I don’t know about that. If there weren’t any roads we shouldn’t be setting off on this beastly trip.”
“I shall be ready in two jiffies,” said Constantine, springing naked out of bed and shuffling his dreadful clothes
out of Mr. White’s sight. “But just tell me,” he added as his host went through the door, “Why do you drive three
hundred miles on a horrible wet day just to take a perfect stranger—a beggar too—to hospital?” (He thought,
“Now he must say something showing that he recognizes my value.”)
“Because I can’t cut off your leg myself,” said Mr. White gloomily. Constantine did not press his question
because this new reference to the cutting off of legs set his nerves jangling again; his hands trembled so that he
could scarcely button his clothes. Service in the Foreign Legion, though it was certainly no suitable adventure for
a rare and sensitive man, had never obliged him to face anything more frightening than non-appreciation, coarse
food, and stupid treatment. None of these things could humiliate him-on the contrary, all confirmed him in his
persuasion of his own value. Only the thought of being at the mercy of his body could humiliate the excited and
glowing spirit of Constantine. Death was the final, most loathsome triumph of the body; death meant dumbness
and decay—yet even death he could have faced courageously could he have been flattered to its very brink.
The car, a ramshackle Ford, stood in the rain on the bald gravel of the compound, as Constantine, white with
excitement, limped out through the front door. His limp, though not consciously assumed, had developed only
since last night. His whole leg now felt dangerous, its skin shrinking and tingling. Constantine looked into the car.
In the back seat sat Mr. White’s coolie,\fn{ Chinese servant.} clasping a conspicuously neat little white canvas kitbag with leather straps. The kit-bag held Constantine’s eye and attacked his self-respect as the tie-press had
attacked and haunted him the night before. Every one of his host’s possessions was like a perfectly well-balanced,
indisputable statement in a world of fevered conjecture. “And a camp-bed—so nicely rolled,” said Constantine,
leaning into the car, fascinated and humiliated. “But only one …”
“I have only one,” said Mr. White.
“And you are bringing it—for me?” said Constantine, looking at him ardently, overjoyed at this tribute.
“I am bringing it for myself,” said Mr. White with his unamused and short-sighted smile. “I am assuming that a
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légionnaire is used to sleeping rough. I’m not. I’m rather fixed in my habits and I have a horror of the
arrangements in Chinese inns.”
“He is morally brave,” thought Constantine, though, for the first time, it occurred to him how satisfactory it
would be to slap his host’s face. “A man less brave would have changed his plans about the camp-bed at once and
said, “For you, my dear man, of course—why not?” Constantine chattered nervously as he took his seat in the car
next to his host, the driver. “I feel such admiration for a man who can derive a motor-car. I adore the machine
when it does not—like the gramophone—trespass on matters outside its sphere. The machine’s sphere is space,
you see—it controls space—and that is so admirable—even when the machine is so very unimpressive as this
one. Mr. White, your motor-car is very unimpressive indeed. Are you sure it will run three hundred miles?”
“It always seems to,” said Mr. White. “I never do anything to it except pour petrol, oil, and water into the
proper openings. I am completely unmechanical.”
“You cannot be if you work a gramophone.”
“You seem to have my gramophone on your mind. To me it doesn’t answer the purpose of a machine—it
simply is Chopin, to me.”
Constantine stamped his foot in almost delighted irritation, for this made him feel a god beside this groundling.
After a few minutes of self-satisfaction, however, a terrible thought invaded him. He became obsessed with an
idea that he had left fleas in his bed in Mr. White’s attic. That smug, immaculate Chinese servant would see them
when he made the bed, and on Mr. White’s return would say, “That foreign soldier left fleas in our attic bed.”
How bitterly did Constantine wish that he had examined the bed carefully before leaving the room, or
alternatively, that he could invent some elaborate lie that would prevent Mr. White from believing this revolting
accusation. Constantine’s mind, already racked with the fear f pain and death and with the agony of his impotence
to impress his companion, became overcast with the hopelessness and remorselessness of everything. Everything
despairing seemed a fact beyond dispute; everything hopeful, a mere dream. His growing certainty about the fleas,
the persistence of the rain, combined with the leakiness of the car’s side-curtains, the skiddiness of the road, the
festering of his leg, the thought of the surgeon’s saw, the perfection of that complacent kit-bag in the back seat,
with the poor cigarbox balalaika tinkling beside it, the overstability and overrightness of his friend in need—there
was not one sweet or flattering thought to which his poor trapped mind could turn.
The absurdly inadequate bullock-trail only just served the purpose of a road for the Ford. The wheels slid
about, wrenching themselves from groove to groove. Constantine’s comment on the difficulties of the road was
silenced by a polite request on the part of Mr. White. “I can’t talk while I’m driving, if you don’t mind. I’m not a
good driver, and I need all my attention, especially on such a bad road.”
“I will talk and you need not answer. That is my ideal plan of conversation. I will tell you why I joined the
Foreign Legion. You must have been wondering about this. It will be a relief for me from my misfortunes, to
talk.”
“I’d rather not, if you don’t mind,” said his host serenely.
“Mean old horse,” thought Constantine passionately, his heart contracting with offence. “It is so English to
give away nothing but the bare, bald, stony fact of help—no decorations of graciousness and smilings. A Russian
would be a much poorer helper, but a how much better friend.”
The car ground on. Constantine turned over again and again in his mind the matter of the fleas. The wet ochreand-green country of South China streamed unevenly past, the neat, complex shapes of rice fields altering,
disintegrating and re-forming, like groups in a country dance. Abrupt horns of rock began piercing through the flat
rain-striped valley, and these, it seemed, were the heralds of a mountain range that barred the path of the travelers,
for soon cliffs towered above the road. A village which clung to a slope at the mouth of a gorge was occupied by
soldiers. “This is where our troubles begin,” said Mr. White peacefully. The soldiers were indolent, shabby,
ineffectual-looking creatures, scarcely distinguishable from coolies, but their machine-guns, straddling mosquitolike about the forlorn village street, looked disagreeably wideawake\fn{ One word in the text.} and keen. Constantine
felt as if his precious heart were the cynosure of all the machine-guns’ waspish glances, as the car splashed
between them. “Is this safe?” he asked. “Motoring through a Chinese war?”
“Not particularly,” smiled Mr. White. “But it’s safer than neglecting that leg of yours.”
Constantine uttered a small, shrill, nervous exclamation—half a curse. “Is a man nothing more than a leg to
you?”
As he spoke, from one side of the gorge along which they were now driving, a rifle shot cracked, like the
breaking of a taut wire. Its echoes were overtaken by the sputtering of more shots from a higher crag. Constantine
had been tensely held for just such an attack on his courage as this—and yet he was not ready for it. His body
1074

moved instantly by itself, without consulting his self-respect; it flung its arms round Mr. white. The car, thus
immobilized at the source of energy, swerved, skidded,. And stood still askew upon the trail. Constantine,
sweating violently, recalled his pride and reassembled his sprawling arms. Mr. White said nothing, but he looked
with a cold benevolence into Constantine’s face and shook his head slightly. Then he started the car again and
drove on in silence. There was no more firing.
“Oh, oh, I do wish you had been a little bit frightened too,” said Constantine, clenching his fists. He was too
much of a desert islander to deny his own fright, ad a citizen of the tradition-ruled mainland might have denied it.
Brave or afraid, Constantine was his own creation; he had made himself, he would stand or fall by this self that he
had made. It was indeed, in a way, more interesting to have been afraid than to have been brave. Only,
unfortunately, this exasperating benefactor of his did not think so.
The noon-light was scarcely brighter than the light of early morning. The unremitting rain slanted across the
gray air. Trees, skies, valleys, mountains, seen through the rain-spotted windshield, were like a distorted, stippled
landscape painted by a beginner who has not yet learned to wring living color from his palette. However, sun or
no sun, noontime it was at last, and Mr. White, drawing his car conscientiously to the side of the bullock trail, as if
in a procession of Rolls-Royces might be expected to pass, unpacked a neat jigsaw puzzle of a sandwich-box.
“I brought a few caviar sandwiches for you,” he said gently: “I know Russians like caviar.”
“Are your sandwiches then made of Old England’s Rosbif?” asked Constantine crossly, for it seemed to him
that this man used nothing but collective nouns.
“No; of bloater paste.”
They said nothing more but munched in a rather sullen silence. Constantine had lost his desire to tell Mr. White
why he had joined the Foreign Legion—or to tell him anything else, for that matter. There was something about
Mr. White that destroyed the excitement of telling ingenious lies—or even the common truth; and this something
Constantine resented more and more, though he was uncertain how to define it. Mr. White leaned over the
steering wheel and covered his eyes with his hands, for driving tired him. The caviar, and his host’s evident
weariness, irritated Constantine more and more; these things seemed like a crude insistence on his increasing
obligation. “I suppose you are tired of the very sight of me,” he felt impelled to say bitterly.
“No, no,” said Mr. White politely but indifferently. “Don’t worry about me. It’ll all the be same a hundred
years hence.”
“Whether my leg is off or on—whether I die in agony or live—it will all be the same a hundred years hence, I
suppose you would say,” said Constantine, morbidly goading his companion into repeating this insult to the
priceless mystery of personality.
“My good man, I can’t do more than I am doing about your leg, can I?” said Mr. White irritably, as he restarted
the car.
“A million times more—a million times more,” thought Constantine hysterically, but with an effort he said
nothing.
As the wet evening light smoldered to an ashen twilight, they drove into Mo-ming, which was to be their
night’s stopping-place. Outside the city wall they were stopped by soldiers; for Mo-ming was being defended
against the enemy’s advancer. After twenty minutes’ talk in the clanking Cantonese tongue, the two white men
were allowed to go through the city gate on foot, leaving the Ford in a shed outside, in the care of Mr. White’s
coolie. Mr. White carried his beautiful little kit-bag and expected Constantine to carry the camp-bed.
“What—and leave my balalaika in the car?” protested Constantine childishly.
“I think it would be safe,” said Mr. White, only faintly ironic. “Hurry up, I must go at once and call on the
general in charge here. I don'’ want to have my car commandeered.”
Constantine limped along behind him, the camp-bed on one shoulder, the balalaika faintly tinkling under his
arm. They found the inn in the center of a tangle of looped, frayed, untidy streets—a box-like gaunt house, one
corner of which was partly ruined, for the city had been bombarded that day. The inn, which could never have
been a comfortable place, was wholly disorganized by its recent misfortune; most of the servants had fled, and the
innkeeper was entirely engrossed in counting and piling up on the verandah his rescued possession from the
wrecked rooms. An imprudent little boy, naked down to the waist—the only remaining servant—showed Mr.
White and Constantine to the only room the inn could offer.
“One room between us?” cried Constantine, thinking of his shameful, possibly verminous, clothes and his
unwashed body. He felt unable to bear the idea of unbuttoning even the greasy collar of his tunic within sight of
that virgin-new kit-bag. Its luminous whiteness would seem in the night like triumphant civilization’s eye fixed
upon the barbarian—like the smug beam of a lighthouse glowing from the mainland upon that uncouth
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obstruction, a desert island. “I’m not consistent,” thought Constantine. “That’s my trouble. I ought to be proud of
being dirty. At least that is a home-made condition.”
“Yes—one room between us,” said Mr. White tartly. “We must do the best we can. You look after things here,
will you, while I go and see the general and make the car safe.”
Left alone, Constantine decided not to take off any clothes at all—even his coarse greatcoat—but to say that he
had fever and needed all the warmth he could get. No sooner had he come t this decision that he felt convinced
that he actually was feverish; his head and his injured leg ached and throbbed as though all the hot blood in his
body had concentrated in those two regions, while ice seemed to settle round his heart and loins. The room was
dreary and very sparsely furnished with an ugly, too high table and rigid chairs to match. The beds were simply
recesses in the wall, draped with dirty mud-brown mosquito-veils. Constantine, however, stepped more bravely
into this hard, matted coffin than he had into Mr. White’s clean attic bed. As he lay down, his leg burned and
throbbed more fiercely than ever, and he began to imagine the amputation—the blood, the yawning of the flesh,
the scraping of the saw upon the bone. His imagination did not supply an anaesthetic. Fever came upon him now
in good earnest; he shook so much that his body seemed to jump like a fish upon the unyielding matting, he
seemed to breathe in heat, without being able to melt the ice in his bones. Yet he remained artistically conscious
all the time of his plight, and even exaggerated the shivering spasms of his limbs. He was quite pleased to think
that Mr. White would presently return and find him in this condition, and so be obliged to be interested and
compassionate. Yet as he heard Mr. White’s heavy step on the stair, poor Constantine’s eye fell on the fastidious
white kit-bag, and he suddenly remembered all his fancies and fears about vermin and smells. By the time Mr.
White was actually standing over him, Constantine was convinced that the deepest loathing was clearly shown on
that superior, towering face.
“I can’t help it—I can’t help it,” cried Constantine, between his chattering teeth.
Mr. White seemed to ignore the Russian’s agitation. “I think the car’ll be all right now,” he said. “I left the
coolie sleeping in it, to make sure. The general was quite civil and gave me a permit to get me home; but it seems
it’s utterly impossible for us to drive on to Lao-chow. Fighting on the road is particularly hot, and the bridges are
all destroyed. The enemy have reached the opposite side of the river, and they’ve been bombarding the city all
day. I told the general about your case; he suggests you go by river in a sampan down to Lao-chow tomorrow. You
may be fired on just as you leave the city, but nothing to matter, I dare say. After that, you’d be all right—the river
makes a stiff bend south <of> here, and gets right away from the country they’re fighting over. It would take you
only about eighteen hours to Lao-chow, going down stream. I’ve already got a sampan for you. … Oh, Lord, isn’t
this disgusting?” he added, looking round the dreadful room and wrinkling his nose. “How I loathe this kind of
thing!”
“I can’t help it. I can’t help it.” Constantine began first to moan and then to cry. He was by now in great pain,
and he did not try to control his distress. It passed through his mind that crying was the last thing a stupid
Englishman would expect of a lègionnaire; so far so good, therefore—he was a desert islander even in his
degradation. Yet he loathed himself; all his morbid fears of being offensive were upon him, and the unaccustomed
exercise of crying, combined with the fever, nauseated him. Mr. White, still wearing his expression of
repugnance, came to his help, loosened that greasy collar, lent a handkerchief, ordered some refreshing hot
Chinese tea.
“You should have known me in Odessa,” gasped Constantine in an interval between his paroxysms. “Three of
the prettiest women in the town were madly in love with me. You know me only at my worst.”
Mr. White, soaking a folded silk handkerchief in cold water, before laying it on Constantine’s burning
forehead, did not answer. He unrolled three pillow from his camp-bed and put it under Constantine’s head. As he
did so, he recoiled a little, but after a second’s hesitation, he pushed the immaculate little pillow into place with a
heroic firmness.
“I wore only silk next the skin then,” snuffled Constantine. The fever rose in a wave in his brain, and he
shouted curses upon his cruelly perfect friend.
Mr. White lay only intermittently on his camp-bed that night. He was kept busy making use of his past
experience as a member of an ambulance unit. Only at daylight he slept for an hour or so.
Constantine, awakened from a short sleep by the sound of firing outside, lay on his side and watched Mr.
White’s relaxed, sleeping face. The fever had left Constantine, and he was now sunk in cold, limp depression and
fear. Luckily, he thought, there was no need to stir, for certainly he could not be expected—a sick man—to set
forth in a sampan through such dangers as the persistent firing suggested. At least in this inn he knew the worst,
he thought wearily, and his companion knew the worst too. “I will not leave him,” Constantine vowed, “until I
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have somehow cured him of these frightful memories of me—somehow amputated his memory of me. …” He lay
watching his companion’s face—hating it—obscurely wishing that those eyes, which had seen the worst during
this loathsome night, might remain for ever shut.
Mr. White woke up quite suddenly. “Good Lord!” he said, peering at his watch. “Nearly seven. I told the
sampan man to be at the foot of the steps at daylight.”
“Are you mad?” asked Constantine shrilly. “Listen to the firing—quite near. Besides—I’m a very sick man, as
you should know by now. I couldn’t even walk—much less dodge through a crowd of Chinese assassins.”
Mr. White, faintly whistling Chopin, laboriously keeping his temper, left the room, and could presently be
heard hee-hawing in the Chinese language on the verandah to the hee-hawing innkeeper.
When he came back, he said, “The sampaneer’s there, waiting—only too anxious to get away from the
bombing they’re expecting today. He’s tied up only about a hundred yards away. You’ll nbe beyond th ereach of
the firing as soon as you’re round the bend. Hurry up, man; the sooner you get down to hospital, and I get off on
the road home, the better for us both.”
Constantine, genuinely exhausted after his miserable night, did not speak, but lay with his eyes shut and his
face obstinately turned to the wall. He certainly felt too ill to be brave ore to face the crackling dangers of the
battle-ridden streets, but he was conscious of no plan except a determination to be as obstructive as he could—to
assert at least this ignoble power over his tyrant.
“Get up, you damn fool,” shouted Mr. White, suddenly plucking the pillow from under the sick man’s head,
“or I’ll drag you down to the river by the scruff of your dirty neck.”
“Dirty Neck! Instantly Constantine sat up—hopeless now of curing this man’s contempt, full of an almost
unendurable craving to be far away from him—to wipe him from his horizon—to be allowed to imagine him
dead. Invigorated by this violent impulse, he rolled out of bed and sullenly watched Mr. White settle up with the
innkeeper and take a few packages out of that revoltingly refined kit-bag.
“A small tin of water-biscuits,” said Mr. White, almost apologetically, “and the remains of the bloater paste.
It’s all I have with me, brut it ought to keep you alive till you get to La-chow tomorrow morning. … I’ll see you
down to the river first and them pick up these things.” He spoke as if he were trying to make little neat plans still
against this disorderly and unwonted background. He brushed his splashed coat with a silver clothes-brush,
wearing the eagerly safe expression Constantine had seen on his face as he bent over the tie-press the night before
last. The orderly man was trying to maintain his quiet impersonal self-respect amid surrounds that humiliated him.
Even Constantine understood vaguely that his attacker was himself being attacked. “Well, I’ve done my best,”
added Mr. White, straightening his back after buckling the last strap of the kit-bag, and looking at Constantine
with an ambiguous, almost appealing look.
They left the inn. The steep street that led down to the river between mean, barricaded shops was deserted.The
air of it was outraged by the whipping sound of rifle fire—echoes clanked sharply from wall to wall.
“It is not safe—it is not safe,” muttered Constantine, suddenly standing rooted, feeling that his next step must
bring him into the path of a bullet.
“It’s safer than a gangrenous leg.” With his great hand, Mr. White seized the little Russian’s arm and dragged
him almost gaily down the steps. Constantine was by now so hopelessly mired in humiliation that he did not even
try ti disguise his terror. He hung back like a rebellious child, but he was tweaked and twitched along, stumbling
behind his rescuer. He was pressed into the little boat. “Here, take the biscuits—good-bye—good luck,” shouted
Mr. White, and a smile of real gaiety broke out at last upon his face. The strip of rainy air and water widened
between the two friends.
The smile did not fade at once from the Englishman’s face, as his legs curious crumpled into a kneeling
position. He seemed trying to kneel on air; he clutched at his breast with one hand while the other hand still
waved good-bye; he turned his alert, smiling face towards Constantine as though he were going to say again
—“Good-bye, good luck.” Then he fell, head downward, on the steps, the bald crown of his head just dipping into
the water. Mud was splashed over the coat he had brushed only five minutes before.
There was a loud outcry from the sampan man and his wife. They seemed to be calling Constantine’s already
riveted attention to the fallen man—still only twenty yards away; they seemed uncertain whether he would now
let them row yet more quickly away, as they desired, or insist on returning to help his friend.
“Row on—row on,” cried Constantine in Russian and, to show them what he meant, he snatched up a spare
pole and tried to increase the speed of the boat as it swerved into the current. Spaces of water were broadening all
about the desert islander—home on his desert island again at last. As Constantine swayed over the pole, he looked
back over his shoulder and flaunted his head, afraid no more of the firing now that one blessed bullet had carried
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away unpardonable memory out of the brain of his friend.
223.198 Excerpt from Margaret Rutherford: An Autobiography\fn{by Margaret Taylor Rutherford (1892-1972)}
Balham, Wandsworth Borough, Greater London Southwest, England, United Kingdom (F) 12
1
I was a grave child. My face was oval like a bantam egg and I had green eyes round as pennies. My hair was
aburn-tinged and fine as floss and I wrinkled my nose like a rabbit—a mannerism I still have today. I was also a
lonely child.
My father was Ernest Rutherford, a traveler in silks in India. He had been born a Benn and was a member of
the same family which founded the Benn Publishing Company. He was a brother of Sir Joshua Benn, a member of
the first County Council and prospective M. P. for St. George’s in the East. The Benns are a large family and
today there are nearly seventy of us.
He was a complicated romantic who used to write poems and beautiful prose. He decided to change his name
to Rutherford, thinking it an aesthetic name for a writer, and it was therefore natural that I should become
Margaret Rutherford. My mother was as fragile as a lily and adored my father.
I was born in Balham in May 11, 1892, and my parents took me to India when I was only a few months old.
They were like young lovers, so happy in each other’s company until my mother died. What was my poor father
to do with his three-year-old daughter?
And this is where Aunt Bessie (whom I later called “Mother”) came into my life. I was sent home to
Wimbledon and her warm care. My father died in tragic circumstances soon after my mother, and so I became an
orphan.
I believe in miracles and perhaps Aunt Bessie was the first miracle in my life. Her house in Wimbledon was
modest but the atmosphere was cosy. My aunt and I were thrown together through tragic circumstances, but
gradually we adjusted to each other and our own little world.
Aunt Bessie Nicholson, my mother’s sister, was an amazing woman. She was conventional but unusually
emancipated for that age. I was allowed my own dream world which Aunt Bessie punctuated with her discipline.
For instance, my back was weak so every day I was made to lie motionless on the floor while she read to me in
French.
Later in my career I have been many times complimented on my carriage, ability to wear period clothes and
my meticulous French accent. This is all due to those morning sessions on the flooor with Aunt Bessie. I can see
her now in her brown serge dress and buttoned up boots. She was a neat person.
Like all the Nicholson family Aunt Bessie was fascinated by the theatre and it was therefore quite natural that I
should take part in the family theatricals. I was 8 years old when I made my stage debut. It was to be a very small
part—that of the bad fairy—in the Christmas play. My cousin Graham, now a Professor Nicholason, went down
with mumps and there I was taking over his role of the prince as well. My first entrance was spectacular. As a
grown-up beat the tin tray—the thunder tray as it is called in the theatre—I tripped in.
The glamour of the real theatre was all there in that family sitting room—the apprehensive audience, the
nervous players, the make-believe. That night I went to bed with my head filled with dreams of being an actress.
This was to be my life. There could be nothing else.
Until then, like most little girls I had wanted to be a nurse. I even made a patient of my tennis racquet. I often
pretended that the racquet had ear-ache and gave it ear lotion which promptly ran through the gap in the handle
and soaked my pillow. But now all that was behind me. I was going to be an actress.
Just as today small, unimportant things move me, as a child I was highly emotional. If I heard a band in the
street it made me cry. But I loved gay music and when the trumpets boomed and the cymbals clashed I used to
pick up my lace-edged petticoats and in my little button boots dance with abandoned joy.
And so my life with dear Aunt Bessie continued, she allowing me to roam freely in my magic world but all the
time firmly and gently moulding my character. I owe so much to her.
Had I not been so interested in acting perhaps I might have been a writer. I have always been fascinated by
words and their use, and today poetry reading is one of my chief joys.
In the school holidays my cousin Graham Nicholson, who was like a brother to me, used to come over to
Wimbledon where we made up our own plays. Graham, a typical boy, always started off well but never finished
his play. But I lived every moment of my plays. The characters were as real as life itself.
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We had a cousin called Muriel who used to join us. She was anti-theatre so I wrote a part for her that banished
her to a cupboard from curtain up until just before the final curtain. That took care of her happily, and strangely
enough she did not seem to mind.
At the Wimbledon High School I ran a school newspaper called The Pinc, the name standing for Peggy, Irene,
Nellie and Clarissa. I was the Peggy, and Clarissa was the sister of Robert Graves, the poet.
When I was 14 years of age Aunt Bessie felt tht I should mix with girls of my own age and that a spinster’s
house might be too lonely for such an introspective girl. She took the bold decision to send me to Ravenscrift, a
boarding school at Seaford run by the two notable Miss Mullinses.
I knew in my heart that the only thing I wanted to be was an actress but the Miss Mullinses had different
views. They decided that as I showed promise in piano playing I was to be prepared for the Associateship of the
Royal Academy of Music.
I have never been too occupied with time, unless it affected my work as an actress, so it was natural that at
school I was nearly always late for everything. I would be walking along the corridor with my books and someone
would say:
“Hallo, Peggy, where are you off to?” I would reply,
“French Lesson, dear.”
“That was half an hour ago,” the other girl would say. “If you turn around and go back you might be able to
make the English class in time.”
I found many school subjects difficult merely because they did not interest me. But I was good at English and
French. I remember we were supposed to spend half an hour on our hojmework English essay. The teacher, Miss
Bourne, had given us the title. Next day when we had handed in our work, we sat in the classroom waiting for
Miss Bourne’s comments. She had a large pile of open exercise books in front of her, and when she came to mine
she loooked up at me with a serious expression.
“But, Peggy, you have not written anything except the title.”
“That’s right, Miss Bourne,” I replied. “I have spent the rest of the half-hour thinking about the subject.”
Any other teacher might have been cross, but not Miss Bourne. She knew that I really had been trying to get
my thoughts marshaled—the time had just slipped away.
It was at Ravenscroft that I first met Dorothy Whatmore, the late Dame Dorothy Vaisey, who was to become
my lifelong friend. She used to say that I took the trouble to care for the younger pupils. Perhaps I did. I have
always had this mothering instinct in me and people find it easy to share their problems with me.
I was never really good at games. It wasn’t that I didn’t try. I used to put my chin down and charge down the
hill clutching my hockey stick. The effect may not have been spectacular but my intent was honest. I did try to
like hockey. At the school cricket match I made four runs and thought I was sensational
We did The Tempest as the school play one year and because I was a big girl I suppose that it was natural I was
chosen to play Prospero. I gave the part my all. Joan Simpson, now Lady Buckmaster, played Ariel with all the
charm she was to show later as a great amateur actress.
During my last year at school I had stayed on to take care of the little ones. When I finally left school I
resigned myself to teaching music. It seemed the simplest solution as to how I could earn my living and help Aunt
Bessie. But deep inside I still wanted to be an actress. Whenever I could I acted for myself and by myself.
I remember Christmas breakfst at the Nicholsons’ house. The family had gathered round the whole table. I
slowly got up and walked over to the window keeping my back quite rigid. I stood there very quietly—just
looking out of the window.
There was silence in the room, one of those intense silences that you can almost touch. One by one the various
members of the family rose from their chairs and came and looked over my shouldere. They all saw nothing
because there was nothing extraordinary to see. It was just a little acting on my part. It was my first experience in
the art of timing and how to capture an audience. It fascinated me.
During the years that I taught music I used to hang my bag on the handle bars and cycle round Wimbledon in
all weathers visiting my pupils. In this way cycling became second nature to me so that when I played Madame
Arcati in the stage production of Blithe Spirit many years later, it was no problem for me to come cycling on to
the stage and pull up before I hit the footlights.
I was not a good music teacher. I was not patient enough and my thoughts were always elsewhere. It was
merely a means of making money and meant no more to me than if I had taken a milk or paper round.
My little Aunt Bessie’s death was the first tragedy to really affect me. She was a mother, aunt and real friend.
And now I had to face life without her. For the first time I was all alone.
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If you want to be an actor or actress passiohnately enough, you will be—but it is up to you to persevere despite
all obstacles.
This is the advice that I give all young peole who ask me if I think they should go on the stage. In my own case
I began my stage career late in life and the beginning was not easy.
The small legacy that Aunt Bessie had left me enabled me to leave the arpeggios and Wimbledon Common
behind me. I took a room next door to Holloway prison and magically Elizabeth Orphin, who was then in her
sixties, came into my life. I had advertised for some help and Elizabeth answered. She was a dear gentle creature
who took one look at my untidy room and said:
“I will be a mother to you.” And she was for eight devoted years.
Things like that have happened to me all my life. Elizabeth saw that nothing was wasted and we had plenty of
nourishing soups and stew. She did the mending and cleaning and completely took charge. To this day I am very
bad with a sewing needle.
During my music teaching days I had taken private tuition in elocution from Acton Bond, an old
Shakespearean actor, and had finally passed my L.R.A.M.\fn{ Licentiate of the Royal Academy of Music} in elocution.
Now at the age of 33 I very shyly took up an introduction to John Drinkwater which had been given me by
Dorothy Whatamore. He in turn passed me on to Robert Atkins who had been head of the Old Vic School, and he
suggested that I should see his successor, Andrew Leigh. Looking back now I feel I must have had great
perseverance to have bothered to continue. But I had kindled a flame that would not go out.
One morning a letter came advising me of an audition with the remarkable Miss Lilian Baylis. All heaven had
opened for me. I rushed out to buy some shoes and chose my most stylish green silk dress from my modest little
wardrobe. I never had any money to spend on clothes in those days. All the way down in the bus to Waterloo I
wondered if this would be my chance. It simply had to be.
Lilian Baylis was the Queen of the Old Vic. She was the supreme commander, too. Many of the famous actors
and actresses who are at the top of their profession today—Dame Edith Evans, Sir John Gielgud, Sir Laurence
Olivier, Sir Ralph Richardson—owe it to the early training they had from Miss Baylis.
With her thick strong glasses, mousy hair and one-sided smile, she used to sit in her office with her feet up on
an adjoining chair, her two tereriers by her side, listening to an orchestral concernt on her crystal radio. No one
dared interrupt her. We all knew that Miss Baylis stood no nonsense.
Out in the stark auditioning room she crisply asked me to do my piece. I drew a deep breath and walked on to
the stage. It was then that my new shoes let me down. They let out a miaowing squeak every time I moved.
Somehow I stumbled through my piece, squeaks and all, only to hear Miss Baylis remark gloomily:
“I think production might be a safer line than acting.”
I minced out in my awful shoes and my heart was heavy. This was the one chance I had waited for and now it
was over. There was nothing I could do. Would it be music lessons all my life?
A few days later I received another letter, which informed me that I had been taken on by the Old Vic School
as a trainee actress. The skies turned blue and the heavens smiled. If only Aunt Bessie had been there to share this
joy.
The Old Vic was a hard school, but a just one. There was no question as to whether you thought that a part was
right for you. The actors had to play any part that was given them. On December 21, 1925, I appeared in my first
speaking role. I played The Fairy with the Long Nose in an entertainment called Harlequin Jack Horner and the
Enchanted Pie. This was followed by a nativity play, The Child in Flanders by Cicely Hamilton, in which Edith
Evans played a muted Gabriel, her lines being spoken off-stage by me. This was complicated by the fact that I
was at the same time involved in a quick-change dash round the back of the stage, pulling off my long nose—
which I still wore from the previous part—as I went.
This provoked one spiteful critic to write that he noted that Edith Evans’ elocution had greatly improved,
which was most unfair, of course.
As the result of winning a student’s competition I was given the part of Lady Capulet, with Edith Evans
playing the nurse, in Romeo and Juliet. The cast included Frank Vosper, Baliol Hollloway and Esmond Knight. In
Caesar and Cleopoatra I had one line to say over Caesar’s bier … but I enunciated each word so that a deaf man
in the upper circle could hear it.
Looking back they were very small parts, but it was a beginning. When I went back on the bus after the
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evening performances I used to relive the entire production. I thought not only about my own part but about all
the others and how I would have played them. I was in a dream world—so grateful to be doing what I loved most.
I have a philosophy of life which leads me to believe that everything that happens is meant to be. One must
only trust and pray that it will turn out for the good. But I found it terribly heard to bear, after having played in
eleven roles in nine months, when Miss Baylis told me that there was no room for me innext year’s production.
There was nothing to say. I could not argue. I supposed that I just did not fit in. My world had crashed.
It was years later when I made my first West End success in Spring Meeting that Miss Baylis sent me a note
saying that she had been wrong after all to let me go. I think it was very generous of her. But there I was with no
job, my rented Holloway room and Elizabeth. There was only one thing to do and that was to go back to music
teaching. Looking back, those months were not wasted. There must have ben a meaning in it all, but at the time
my heart ached.
For two years I continued to pedal round Wimbledon teaching music, but not a day passed without my
planning my return to the stage. There was no question of giving up hope—I had faith that one day I would be an
actress.
During this time I took part in the Wimbledon Amateur Theatricals. There was one comedy role I particularly
enjoyed. I had a marvelous kitchen scene in a play about Army life, in which I tackled a mountain of washing-up.
Whenever I took a pile of dishes out of the water I made sure that some slid back in again, and I never seemed to
get any nearer the finish. The audience obviously liked it and I could hear their laughter. It was then that I felt the
joy it gave me in being able to make people laugh and forget themselves.
Every actress usually has someone in her life who has been of major importance to her career. Ethel Royale
was such a person in my life—she became my stage “Godmother” in those Wimbledon days. Already a most
distinguished actress, she had been asked by my Uncle Guy to come and see me in a production of Hay Fever by
the Wimbledon Amateur Theatarical Society. He wanted to know whether in fact there was any point at all in my
going on with the stage or whether it was better to tell me then and there to give it up.
Miss Royale had made a tremendous success in The Farmer’s Wife with Sir Cedric Hardwicke and so it was
with great nervousness that I played my part as the comic maid that night. At the end of the performance Ethel
Royale told my uncle:
“I don’t know whether Peggy is a good actress or not. But she is lovable and will make people laugh, and that
is very important.”
They were inspiring words for me to hear and gave me the right uplift that I needed at that time. I shall always
feel grateful to her.
I have often been told that I was a natural clown and have been likened to Charlie Chaplin and Jaques Tati. I
never think of myself like that. I play each role just as I see it and always tgry to give it a new interpretation. I
have also played many tragic parts, such as Aline Solness in Ibsen’s The Master Builder, and Bijou Furze in
Spring Meeting. I have also played Miss Prism in The Importance of Being Earnest. Many people would say that
Miss Prism and Bijou Furze are comic characters, but I do feel strongly that there is an underlying pathos in such
characters. I will explain this theory later on when I decribe my different roles.
With a fair amount of acting experience in the Wimbledon Amateurs behind me, I now felt that it was time to
try for the professional stage again. I moved to a Y.W.C.A. hostel in London so that I could be nearer the theatres.
Fortunately a friend gave me an introduction to Sir Nigel Playfair who was producing at the Lyric, Hammersmith.
He was a very dynamic person and was always able to draw the best out of people.
In those days I was very shy off-stage and had little idea of how to project my persohnality. I wore no make-up
and had already begun to dress in the unconventional style that I think has always suited me best but, being young
in the ways of the world then, I did make some mistakes. I had taken much trouble with my appearance and tried
to look like an experienced West End actress. I had bought a new dress and used rouge and lipstick for the first
time.
When I arrived for the interview I saw a look of absolute horror come over his face. I was obviously not the
type of person he was expecting. Could it have been possible that he had judged me as a loose woman?
When I arrived back at the hostel I decided that I had to do something to correct his impression of me. I wrote
to him to apologise for my appearance. I said that it must have seemed brash and naïve to him.
The letter must have held his attention because he sent for me again for a second interview. I was careful to
arrive in my normal clothes with my usual well-scrubbed face. Sir Nigel looked relieved. I read a part which he, I
think, with his sense of adventure and courage with regard to beginners, would have let me have a shot at. But the
great Granville Barker who was directing the play thought that I had not enough experience. Well, of course I
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hadn’t. It was quite true. So I understudied Mabel Terry-Lewis, Margaret Everest and Winifred Evans, in the three
character parts.
It was in November 1928 and I only played one night, but I was lucky in that I knew of it a whole weekend
before. No understudy could have been in greener clover. Mable Terry-Lewis was ill and her doctor would not let
her appear on the Monday night so that she could have a long restful weekend. I rehearsed with the company and
then I played for that one night. Some of my family were there, including Professor Nicholson who had been my
childhood friend, to see my first professional night as an actress. I was abysmally nervous, as I am even today on
a first night, but when the curtain rose I seemed to gain confidence and a magical calm came over me.
But once again I was out of work until the following April. Through another friend I heard that the Grand
theatre in Fulham was looking for someone to play Madame Vinard in Trilby. This theatre had been in existence
for some time, but was under new management—Robert Fenn having been recently appointed. Gerard Neville
produced the weekly repertory that was staged there, and I grew to like him and the plays he produced immensely.
One of the roles that I enjoyed most was playing Chi Li in The Green Beetle. It was a fairly dramatic part with
some magic in it, which I always enjoy. I was dressed in a Chinese kimono and found it very difficult to get the
right make-up with my shape of face and fair colouring. I eventually managed to look convincing but the whole
thing was fraught with difficulties. However, it did teach me the rudiments of stage make-up, which even today
fascinates me.
The Grand was a real family playhouse with a box for four costing ten shillings and sixpence, and the gallery
sixpence. Productions were advertised as “A Human, Vivid Play of Life and Laughter” and “The Grand Farcical
Comedy, Positively 100 per cent Laughter.”
It was hard work but we all loved it. I played in many parts including Eustasia the spy in The Three
Musketeers and in a play called Tarnish, to which we only invited adult audiences as it dealt with the realities of
life. I loved the whole ambiance of this theatre even though we had to work so hard that it left very little time to
study breath control and other aspects of the theatre craft which I wanted to master.
In all I played 27 roles in that year. All my free time was spent in learning my parts. My husband, actor
Stringer Davis, seems to be able to learn his parts better in the calm of late night, but I have always found the
early mornings better. I used to get up with the first chink of light to study, hugging a hot water bottle to keep me
warm.
From Fulham I moved to the Epsom Little Theatre, where that distinguished actress, Margaret Rawlings (now
Lady Barlow) was firmly established. I was offered a part in Dear Brutus. I might have stayed on there but for a
telegram that came from the Oxford Repertory asking me to take over in an emergency the Mary Brough part in
Thark. I felt that I simply must take this chance as the Oxford Repertory had a fine name and from there it would
be easier to get further work.
I was so slim then that, along with a few clothes I packed, in the old domed family trunk, all the wadding that I
could lay hands on to make me fatter. I called this my “Salomes”, because she was so voluptuous and curvy. From
the station I went straight to the theatre as I was anxious to report and settle in.
Just as I was arriving at the door I saw a handsome man leaving. I noted his clear blue eyes, debonair dress and
courtly style. I could not take my eyes off him. It was obvious that he was an actor. He had that special something.
He was in a hurry to attend the five-minute Armistice service on the corner of the Woodstock Road. His name was
Stringer Davis and little did I realise then that fifteen years later I was to marry him.
3
Stringer Dagvis, who was to become the most important man in my life, did not notice me as I stepped out of
the taxi. I went to my lodgings and returned to the theatre on that first night, so that I could get the feel of the
place where I would work. The production was Thunder in the Air, a war play, and Stringer had the part of a
soldier who appeared to each of the people staying at a country house as they saw him in their memory. The
mother saw him first as a small boy. He played the schoool boy, the young public school boy and the lieutenant
who shot himself in action. The play ended with the ghost returning to the home as the happy little boy.
I believe that Stringer had been reluctant to play the part, but Stanford Holmes and Edward Wilkinson had
talked to him for an hour and had persuaded him that he was in fact of leading stature and not the supporting light
comedian that he thought himself.
The hall that we played in at Oxford that Autumn in 1930 was still laid out as a miniature golf course. The
season had hopened with Rookery Nook which was an absolute hit with the undergraduate public. I was to replace
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an actress in Thark who had unexpectedly left the company. Before leaving London I had gone to the Aldwych
theatre to borrow some of the original Mary Brough costumes for the part.
As I sat there that first night and watched him in Thunder in the Air I was not only taken by Stringer Davis’s
performance but taken by him altogether. Looking back, as far as I can interpret my own feelings it must have
been love at first sight. He was very good-looking and there was something unique about him—something unlike
anybody else. That feeling I had about him then has never changed. We did not speak at all at the theatre but I
went back to my boarding-house with a strange feeling of disquiet.
The next day when I turned up to rehearsal with my “Salomes” I did manged to talk to Stringer Davis—just a
few words. I was nervous and shy and my wildly cominc costume did not do much to help my confidence. Years
later when we talked about those early days in our relationship, “Tuft”, as I was later to call him because of a tuft
of hair that stood up on the top of his head, told me that his very first impression of me was a deep one. He felt he
must stop me wearing funny clothes. He wanted to see me as I really was in a sensitive part. He was sure that
there was a sincere straight person underneath. And he wanted to find her for himself.
It was not until much later in 1932, when we were both members of the Oxford Players and acting at Reading,
that he had his chance in The Fanatics. I was pale and terrified as we took our places for rehearsal. Then Stringer
joined us and suddenly everything came alive for me. I was just like a honey bee tasting its first sip of
honeysuckle. We were rehearsing a scene in which I played an elderly friend of the family; I sat down by the gas
fire in a bedroom surrounded by young people. They wanted to know about my first love affair. Stringer directed
me gently and allowed me to tell the story with the simplicity that I felt was right for the part. He was satisfied
then that he had been correct. I was suitable for straight roles.
I tried so hard in those early days to hide my private feelings about this man in my life. I apparently failed as
everyone later told me that they were aware that I was in love with him. I knew that I could not take my eyes off
him.
If he noticed me at all I felt it was because he had immaculate manners and treated all the ladies in the
company with gallantry. At the end of the season we did Outward Bound in which I played the charwoman who
turned out to be the mother of the young man, played by Stringer. I think he must have known by then that I was
beginning to get very fond of him.
How does a shy, withdrawan woman as I was show her love? I wanted to be near him whether he was acting or
directing and do as much for him as I could. No task was too small or too great. That was the only way I knew
how to show my devotion. During the next fifteen years we were to go in and out of each other’s lives until we
finally married in 1945, but that is skipping ahead too quickly.
When the Oxford season finished I knew that I could never go back to teaching again. I had been lucky in that
I had been given a promise that I would be taken on for the three month season in 1931. In the meantime I went
back to Epsom for a special Christmas engagement in The Sport of Kings.
In April came a real break-through. I had been engaged to play in repertory at the old Greyhound theatre at
Croydon. It had formerly been a coaching house and the building and the yard were very picturesque. Actors
loved to play there because it had such an atmosphere about it.
In the company, which was later to become the Croydon Rep., was Donald Wolfit, Mary Whitty, and Margaret
Webster and, of course, Stringer Davis. I had been instrumental in getting him taken on for this season by
surreptitiously telling the producer, Esmé Church, how competent he was.
This brilliant woman was to become a great influence in my life. She was a wonderful producer—firm and
strong-minded. She entered one’s life and one accepted her as part of it. You knew that she was someone who was
going to contribute to your character. We all took her decisioins without question.
Esmé Church had been asked to direct the company and when she arrived she found it all assembled, including
me. I suppose I was a strange choice for repertory as I was already beginning to be type-cast, much against my
will. The parts I had been given had begun to show signs of the eccentricity that I later developed into my own
special technique. Miss Esmé Church, who now lives in retirement at Bangury, recently told me:
“Your great ambition at that time was to play in Romeo and Juliet. One day I went to your dressing-room and
you turned round with a rapt expression on your face.
“‘Oh, Esmé, wouldn’t it be wonderful if I could play in Romeo and Juliet?’”
“‘But you are far too young to play the nurse, Margaret,’ I said.
“‘Oh no, Esmé,” you replied. ‘I want to be Juliet.’
“I tactfully explained, I hope, that at 39 years of age you were too old for the part. It was a case of the true
actor inside you burning to be released beyond the barriers of the physical. But you were insistent and answered:
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“‘If no one will let me play Juliet then one day I’ll take out a company on my own.’”
Looking back now, that must have been one of my day-dreams. It was the sheer beauty and poetry of Juliet’s
lines that captured my imaginatioin and made me yearn to play the part. But deep down I was probably the first to
realise that I was too old for the part.
It was during this season that C. B. Cochran came to the theatre and saw me act. Esmé Church had been
warned in advance and the full V.I.P. treatment was to be given to this great theatrical personality. Miss Church sat
behind Mr. Cochran to answer any questions that he may have wanted to ask during the show. We were playing
Ibsen’s The Master Builder in which I was the builder’s tragic wife, Aline Solness. Esmé Church reminded me of
the incident.
“I was sitting behind Cockie and the play had been going for some time. It had come to the scene when poor
Mrs. Solness tenderly cherishes her plants as if they were her children. Suddenly Cochran turned round to me and
in a loud stage whisper said:
“‘Who is that woman? She’s brilliant. Where did you find her? I wonder why I have never heard of her
before.’
“This was exactly the reaction that I had hoped for. I had so wished that there and then he would offer you a
job in one of his West End productions. He did not, but from then on you never looked back. It was as though
Cockie had spread the word around, even though at that time he could not use you himself.”
Had I known what the great Cochran had so kindly said about my work I might have been disappointed over
the next few months when nothing exciting happened. But I did not know Esmé Church’s story until recently.
Instead I went on taking each part that came my way as a challenge and a means of widening my range—even if
the West End did elude me.
In October 1931 I went back to Oxford for another six plays and remained there until March. So ended a year
of a great variety of roles and much personal happiness. I had worked with many splendid actors and actresses
and played in many rewarding productions. Some of the parts I was given were slender but the range of
playwrights was formidable—Ibsen, Somerset Maugham, Noel Coward, Pinero and Ashley Dukes.
I became like a squirrel hoarding and cherishing to myself each of the acting experiences these great writers
had given me. Then I had no choice of parts, as I have today, it was Ibsen one week, Coward the next—and I was
always trying to interpret the role as the producer wished it and yet remain faithful to my own beliefs. Right
through my acting career I have had the same approach to the hundreds of rules that I have played, even if most of
them have been comedy. James Thurber once said:
“Humour is a kind of emotional chaos told about calmly and quietly in retrospect.” And I agree.
I first read a part and usually know on sight if I want to play it. Then I just think about the character. I never
consciously work out what I am going to do with a role. I just play it as I think and have no “picking-up” tricks.
People say that I am a natural actress. I merely play a part as truthfully as I can.
I have been told that I can manipulate each part of my face with precision while the rest remains homely and
normal. This is true, becaue like any trained and experienced actress I do have every twitch and ripple of my body
under control. I have always known how to make it obey my mental image of a part.
I am always amazed to read the various writers who claim to understand the motives within my acting. One of
the most astonishing interpretations came from Brendan Gill who wrote in the New Yorker:
That great face with its beguiling assortment of crags and valleys, and that plump, ramshackle and yet quick-moving
body dominate any setting; morever by the authority of her style she breathes life into roles that without her would
betray themselves as literally paper thin. On the occasions when she gets her teeth into something substantial what a
high old rollicking time she has with it! Then we laugh not merely because she is audaciously droll but because,
contriving to be at once inside and outside a given character, she permits us to share her delight in the practice of her
art. Plainly she loves to act and isn’t afraid to let us see that it costs her no anguish.

These are fearless words the dear man writes but I never think about acting like that at all. It is much simpler. It
is my life. It is as necessary for my survival as breathing.
People who have shared my life often wonder how I surmounted the heartaches of those early days—and there
were many. I was often lonely and never quite totally hapy, but I knew that I had to cling on and have faith.
A ray of hope came when I was given an introduction to Sir Tyrone Guthrie, then a young and promising
producer, who was making his dynamic presence felt in the theatre world. I wrote him a letter and went to see
him. He was interested but had no plans for using me. Even then I was alredy being classed as a character actress,
rather than a romantic lead, so roles were far fewer.
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“Bombard me,” was all the hope he could give me. And for the next three years I did. Whenever and wherever
I was playing I wrote and told him. Many times he did not even answer my letters, nor did I expect him to, but I
just kept on—letter after letter.
Had it not been for Olive Walter my career might have come to a stop then. She had taken over from Lena
Ashwell in the Greater London Players and she gave me a part whenever possible. This meant that I could remain
in the London area should a chance to work nearer the West End, my goal, arrive.
Rex Harrison was sometimes in the company. He was suave and well groomed and even then showed the
authority and accurate timing that we were to see later in his acting.
Playing at Dovercourt, Reading, meant that I could see more of my “Tuft”. We went walking in the country
lanes and boating together. He had become very precious in my life. At one time he lived above a boathouse at
Reading and we used to go boating in the Santoy, a canoe which we kept at his mother’s house.
They were idyllic days when boating was still a romantic pastime. There is something very special about being
in a canoe with a man you love, your hand trailing in the water and the banks filled with wild flowers and birds’
song. When the weather was warm we used to bathe from the sides of the canoe. Since then we have bathed all
round the world together for it is one of our greatest pleasures. But our bathing in the Thames has a nostalgic
romanticism.
Later in our lives when Stringer Davis wa my husband he composed a special lyric to the tune of the Eton
Boating song for Alice Through the Looking Glass. It was those days in the sleepy backwaters between Reading
and Oxford that inspired him.
They were wonderful days of picnics and outings and we had a splendid time together. It was then that Stringer
discovered that I was rather a good sprinter and it was all he could do to keep pace with me at times. We talked
about it only the other day and he said:
“I suddenly found out that you could run as fast as I could and I was considered rather good. That was when
your wonderful body, and how you could use it, came into my life.”
My old schoolmistress, Miss Bourne, had settled at Purley and so we used to go and bathe in her swimming
pool, which we all thoroughly enjoyed.
After the last war Stringer went back to Oxford with a repertory company. His mother had died and the
rambling house had been sold, but there in the boathouse was the Seantoy just as we had left it. It was our
Venetian gondola.
4
I was nearly forty and no nearer making the West End, it seemed. As every actress knows, it is the long waits
between production when the spirit flags, the heart sinks and doubts set in. I was determined to keep my spirits
up.
To cheer myself I used to try and replenish my small wardrobe, as in those days it was essential for an actress
to keep up her appearance. A shop girl could shelter behind her little black dress, a telphone operator her warm
jumper suit and a secretary her neat tweed costume, but with an actress it was different. Even if one didn’t indulge
in the tools of our trade: lipstick and rouge—which I did not—we still had to dress with special distinction. There
was no question of turning up to rehearsal in skimpy jeans and a shapeless poncho as today.
One of my best buys was when my actress friend, Joan Kemp-Welch, who is now an important director, and I
went on a shopping spree in Hammersmith market. We bought a length of beautiful green material for five
shillings and Joan helped me make it up. I liked that dress very much and it always brought me good luck.
But once again I was out of work—or resting as the profession calls it. My old school friend, the late Dame
Dorothy Vaisey (then Dorothy Whatmore) came to the rescue. She had a brother, Arthur Whatmore, who was well
known in the repertory theatre. She used to plague him by saying:
“I do wish you would see my friend Peggy.” Brothers often think that sisters have ideas about people, but he
did ring her up one day and say:
“This friend of yours. I am doing a production of Wild Justice (by James Dale) at the Hammersmith and I
wonder whether Peggy Rutherford would do.” Dorothy immediately replied:
“I am sure she would. Do see her.”
In pre-Playfair days the Hammersmith had been known as “The Blood Tub” because of the uninhibited
melodramas. Now A. R. Whatmore was returning to the tradition with Wild Justice. Mine was a very small part—
the murderer’s char-woman. The stars of the play were Barbara Couper and Henry Oscar. I am afraid that none of
the critics noticed me on the opening night but it was a very significant moment in my life when I heard that we
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were transferring to the Vaudeville Theatre. At last, aged 41, I had reached the West End.
It seems odd now that I do not remember anything special about that first night, but when you are in the theatre
each opening night, whether it is in Birmingham or Piccadilly, has its own excitement and nervous tension.
From Wild Justice I went on to understudying Jean Cadell and Muriel Aked in Birthday at the Cambridge
Theatre.
Afrter a special Sunday night performance of The Master Builder for the Scandinavian Society at the
Westminsterk Donald Wolfit took the play to the Embassy. He asked that I join him again as Aline Solness, a part
I enjoyed because of its tragic perception. John Clements and Beatrix Lehmann were added to the cast. The
Embassy at Swiss Cottage had a fine reputation under the leadership of Ronald Adam. At one period, in 1934, no
less than five of its productions transferred to the West End. Ivor Brown, who saw this production, was the first
critic of any importance to ntice me, and to this day I am grateful to him.
The big news in the theatre in 1935 was the forthcoming production of Hervey House with Tyrone Guthrie
directing. Herevey House had all the hopes of being a major London success. Written by an American actress,
Jane Cowl, under the pen name of C. R. Avery, it was to have an all-star cast with Gertrude Lawrence, then at the
height of her dazzling fame in musical comedy, Fay Compton and Nicholas Harmen. John Gielgud had been
asked to be in the play but for some reason he did not like it enough. Maybe it was fate but I know that at the time
it worried him considerably that he had turned down such a star cast and disappointed his friend Alan Webb.
I wrote to Tyrone Guthrie and asked him for a part in Hervey House. Back came a typewritten letter saying all
the usual polite things but in his own hand he added:
“Still hoping to work with you but there is othing the least like you in this play.”
Those words were really inscribed on my mind and heart, but three weeks later the telephone rang in my small
room in Gunter Grove in Fulham and I was asked to come on the following day and read a part that had originally
been intended for Athene Seyler. On the eve of rehearsal her management had refused to release her from another
part. Before I set off I rang my friend Joan Kemp-Welch and told her:
“I’ve just been sent for to audition for a part in Hervey House. I’m perfectly certain that I will have luck as it is
Palm Sunday, the sun is shining and the bells are ringing.”
I went up the Haymarket feeling glorious. Because of the change to summer time, I arrived at the theatre one
hour late. Not a very good start. But Tyrone Guthrie feceived me as if he were the charming host at a weekend
house-party. He held my hand I felt a warmth flooding from this very great man. He was to become my stage
godfather in many ways.
Fortunately, I knew the stage manager and had been able to get a quick sight of the script before going down to
read to Guthrie and a young man called Hugh Beaumont whom I did not take too much notice of at the time. They
both listened to me reading on the stage standing in that rather depressing pool of light that they shine on you.
There was a pause and I waited. I clearly remember myself making a ridiculous remark:
“I wish I were more innately like this woman.” Innately, of all the amazing words to use! Somebody said:
“Read it again. I think you can do it.” After the second reading Mr. Beaumont (the famous “Binkie” of course)
greeted me with these chereished words:
“There is nothing else to say, except that we want you.”
There even seemed to be birds singing as I left the theatre. But, as always, when I came down to earth I had
mixed feelings. Could I really do the part as well as people expected? I am always so uncertain until that first
night is over. It is not even the critics that I worry about—it is whether I have done my best for all those people
who have paid to see me and whether I have satisfied myself.
I was given the part of an unapproachable, tragic yet noble aunt, a misplaced character in a glittering collection
of people. I joined the company a little late and on the first day of rehearsal I was diffident and nervous. Everyone
set about to put me at ease, particularly Gertrude Lawrence who came across to talk to me. She had really
beautiful manners and a kind of inner incandescense about her that conveyed itself to the less important members
of the company.
Molly McArthur had dressed the production with style. In contrast to the chic of Fay and Gertrude, who flitted
through the complicated sets like shimmering butterflies, I wore a severe black dress cut almost like a mans
dinner jacket and a splendid hat adorned with a swirling osprey feather. I was very thin in those days and reveled
in my first elegant stage clothes. I added my own little touch by giving the character an explosive high nervous
laugh.
I had first learnt to smoke during my days at the Old Vic and when the producer said, “Now, Margaret, I want
you to light up a cigar,” I trembled like a moth. I was so frightened that I would huff when I was meant to puff
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and break down in a fit of coughing.
The notices about me after the fashionable opening night were remarkable. I simply could not understand why
people had been so kind. I was even more perplexed and unhappy when I was moved out of the cosy supporting
players’ communal dressing room and given my own room. I found it difficult to speak to anyone and just wanted
to remain alone. I was embarrassed when other members of the company congratulated me.
We all thought that the play was set for a long run, but it was not a success. Some critics thought that the plot
was too slight, others that it was almost an impossible task for any American to try and crystallize our English
peculiarities in such a feudal setting and give them authenticity. This requires a genuine background knowledge
born of generations of understanding and experience.
The play came off after only a few weeks. We were all dispirited and sad, and I felt especially for Gertrude
Lawrence, who was not used to failures. But the theatre is a difficult, intangible medium that alas, in so many
cases, depends on the whims of the first night critics. Fortunately this is not so true in England as in New York
where powerful critics can condemn a production before the public has even had a chance to make up its own
mind.
My notices in Hervey House proved useful and brought me a part in Robert Morley’s first play, Short Story. At
that time James Agate’s pen was revered and reviled by all the theatre world, but he was always right on the mark.
He kindly wrote of me:
The play rather resolves itself into a contention for a bone which isn’t there. This being so, there is no play to be run
off with. But if there were it would now be in the reticule of Miss Margaret Rutherford, who as a ruthless village
spinster—a Miss Flite in villeggiatura—entrances and convulses the house every moment she is on the stage. The
scene in which this tigerish mouse wrestles with another caller (Rex Harrison) for the telephone and finally secures it
with a kick on the ankle, is the best thing in the play.

I suppose it was this play that finally convinced me that I was destined to play comedy for most of my life.
How I would have loved to have been a great traditional actress like Bernhardt, Duse or Ellen Terry. There have
been so many parts that I have yearned to play.
One small incident with Short Story illustrated to me quite clearly that perhaps comedy was to be my career. I
had gone to the wardrobe department and chosen for myself a fantastic outfit which I thought was sutable for the
part. I wanted something comical and yet would suit the parochial soul of Miss Flower.
I made my entrance to an amazed look on the producer’s face. Then I was quietly taken aside and told to redress in my own clothes. They were just right for the part. I felt hurt until it was explained to me that it was my
acting that conveyed the real clue to Miss Flower’s character, not the clothes.
In private life I ignore fashion. I have always worn my skirts quite long and love colour and gaiety. I have
always instinctively chosen clothes that I thought suited me and never bothered to imitate.
It was during Short Story that I had my first experience of theatre jealousy. I had always greatly respected
Marie Tempest as being a really professional actress. She lived in great splendour in Avenue Road and all the
rehearsals of her plays were de luxe. Everyone was required to attend them properly dressed in the morning. There
was always a break in the afternoon when Miss Tempest sensibly took her rest, which I myself do whenever I can.
If we rehearsed at night the actors were all required to wear dinner jackets. This, of course, gave any production
she was in great style.
It was during the telephone scene I had with Rex Harrison that I introduced that little business of kicking him
on the ankle. It brought a round of laughs and the Daily Mirror reported after the opening night,
“Margaret Rutherford made the comedy hit of the show.”
A few days later Miss Tempest sent for me and in no uncertain manner told me that she waas not accustomed
to have a play stolen from under her nose. You see, it was not the thing to do to stand up to Miss Tempest. But I
was quite firm and told her very quietly that I intended to play my part as well as I could and that was that. Later
we became great friends and respected each other’s techniques.
Robert Morley, who has been a very dear friend to me over the years, always says that I can root out a laugh
like a truffle hound. And whereas in Short Story Marie Tempest “dictated laughs” I commanded them.
It is strange that I who am so essentially English should make my first West End success in an Irish comedy—
Spring Meeting. The play was written by the woman novelist M. J. Farrell (a pseudonym for Molly Keane) and
actor John Perry. The action was set in a crumbling mansion in Tipperaray and the characters were a group of
endearing, improverished Irish gentry.
John told me that the idea was in fact based on his family, his father being the inspiration for the bow-legged
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baronet who spent so much on horses and brandy that his two daughters had to make do on £25 a year “pin
money”. Whenever these poor girls rebelled at their father’s stinginess he retreated to the sanctuary of his study
and plunged himself into the sacred rite of filling in his entries for Punchestown.
The family was completed by Aunt Bijou, a dear person who through 70 years lived in her own frail world of
dreams dominated by her brother and the Irish countryside. Completing the circle there was James, a wildly
scheming old character played superbly by Arthur Sinclair, who acted as Aunt Bijou’s turf adviser, the girls’
confidant and the household’s general factotum. Aunt Bijou was in fact based on a combination of two aunts of
Mollie Keane.
The authors had asked Tyrone Guthrie to direct the play, but he turned it down becaue of other ofcmmitments.
John Gielgud subsequently became the director, I am happy to say. It was Tyrone Guthrie who recommended the
authors to approach me.
“You must have Margaret Rutherford for Aunt Bijou,” he said.
So, even before they had persuaded John Gielgud to take on the play, they sent me the script to read. They said
they had been very impressed by my performance in my last play, The Melody That Got Lost, at the Phoenix
Theatre. I read the script and told them:
“Yes, I do like the part very much, but don’t you think that as we are living in such gloomy times [it was
Spring 1938] that people want to laugh?”
This rather surprised both Mollie Keane and John Perry who hoped they had written a very funny comedy.
John seemed to flinch and then said:
“Yes, Miss Rutherford, but don’t you think that the audience will laugh?” I replied,
“Oh no, people won’t laugh at Aunt Bijou. They shouldn’t, should they? She is such a tragic character.”
Patiently they explained to me that the laughter would be purely sympathetic. On hearing this, I agreed to play
the part.
On the first night my opening lines were something like “skin on the milk and no biscuits” as I immaculately
picked the skin off the milk. The entire house simply rocked with laughter. I have never thought of Aunt Bijou as
being comical. But then I have also thought that a lot of comic characters I have played weren’t funy either. To me
each of these women from Aunt Bijou to the Duchesse de Pont-au-Bronc, or Miss Hargreaves, has a deep streak
of disturbing pathos that one finds often in the so-called comic characters of life.
Every night I used to look forward to the hot porridge which I ate in a scene towards the end of the play. The
property manager used to make very good porridge without any of those disagreeable lumps. I used to make this
do instead of my usual pick-me-up cup of Bovril before I went home to bacon and eggs.
I have always thought that my dear friend, the late Eric Keown, captured Bijou’s character so precisely when
he commented on my work 15 years ago. He knew and felt what I saw in her when he wrote:
Behind Bijou’s slyness—“they must never, never know I have a bet, James. Such an example for the girls!”—and all
her absurdity, lay a haunting consciousness of the futility of a life wasted, and withered in barren gentility. She meant
much more in the play than just a comic aunt, because she stood as a symbol of everything her two all-but-trapped
nieces were desperate to avoid; and it was Margaret Rutherford’s triumph that while making her a devastating figure of
fun she gave her at the same time an extraordinary sympathy, so that when she advised, “If a man you know to be
common asks you to dance, my darlings, think a little and then say No,” it was easy to see how much she privately
regretted the toll of such inhibitions in her own life.”

Among the many reviews that gladdened my heart (because I knew then that I had not let Bijou down) was one
by Ivor Brown who wrote:
There is the possible objection that the force and pathos of Miss Margaret Rutherford’s astonishing performance as
Aunt Bijou do, for some moments, turn an Irish Horseback Hall into anybody’s Heartbreak House to a quite frightening
extent. This may cause one to feel a trifle embarrassed by the necessity of immediately laughing one’s head off at Mr.
Arthur Sincliair’s James and Miss Betty Chancellor’s Baby. Miss Rutherford’s performance is indeed remarkable. She
adds her own Crotchet Castle to the Hall of Horseback and Heartbreak; she presents a fussy, irritable, absurd old maid
with a great contempt for marriage and a wide, if secret, knowledge of the turf.

I was astonished by the publicity Aunt Bijou had during that nervous, jittery summer. I could not believe it.
There were pictures of me everywhere, even as a cover girl in a bountiful summer hat like a slice from the seed
catalogue.
It was then that I also made the heart-warming discovery that I had friends in the gallery.\fn{ Very often referred to
1088

as the “cheap seats”:H}

Every night they used to come round to the stage door for a little talk as I left or sent their
authograph books in for signing. I have always respected the gallery’s integrity and intellect. You do not climb
those endless stairs and sit on those hard seats, week after week, as regular gallery fans do without gaining a
critical and healthy respect for the theatre. The Spring Meeting gallery appreciated what I was trying to interpret
in Aunt Bijou and they gave me their affection because of it.
To me comedy is something that is alive to the fullest extent of my personality, but it needs to be well written
and in good taste. That is the standard I require and I am very choosey. I have always been so. I have turned down
many parts in my life—many which have been great successes—merely because I did not feel that they were right
for me.
Spring Meeting ran a year at the Ambassadors and then went on tour for six months, but as usual I only stayed
in it for six months. By then I was tired and needed a change to revive my spirit. When I was offered Miss Prism
in Sir John Gielgud’s next production, The Importance of Being Earnest, I accepted with joy for the following
January.
Although my career was now progressing very satisfactorily I still felt that I had not yet met my testing part.
And here it was—the incomparable Miss Prism. This was by far the most important part that I had played in the
West End and I was overwhelmed when I knew that I had made a full-page photograph in the programme. This
means that you have arrived! …
225.42 Excerpt from The Sons Of The Falcon\fn{by David Garnett (1892-1981)} Brighton, Brighton & Hove,
England, United Kingdom (M) 11
At that point the defile through the mountains ran east and west, so that it was lighted up by the rising and the
setting sun, but towards midday the shadows grew and only the northern face of the cliff was in sunlight, except at
one place where the mountains stood back a mile apart, the river divided and between the two swirling torrents
stood the island rock on which the Sons of the Falcon had built their fortress home several centuries before—with
a few flat-topped houses of their retainers around it, the whole forming a typical aoul or fortified village of
Transcaucasia.
The fortress itself was a pele tower of the kind that is found in most border countries: a square stone tower
rising above the castellated wall which enclosed the living house, the stables, sheep pen and byres and the great
courtyard, the fortified gate of which was open during the day, but locked and barred against marauders at night.
Every morning it was misty before dawn, with swirls of vapour rising from the river. Then the sun broke
through and in ten minutes the defile was clear. After that the gate was opened, the bars of the sheep pen slid back
and two of the girls drove the goats and the sheep upstream to pasture, and Malik, who was a renegade Kurd,
saddled his pony and with his gun slung over his shoulder, mounted and picked his way down to the river, which
he crossed at the ford, and then rode past the four great arable fields which constituted the estate; from there he
trotted away down the river to the point where one could see an approaching friend or foe from five miles away.
Up the defile and on the other side of the mountain pass. were Turks and Kurds and Tatars and Persians in whose
towns and aouls muezzins called out from minarets. instead of bells pealing from belfries with conical steeples. At
one time raiding parties used to come fairly often over the pass and down the river in the hopes of carrying off
sheep and horses and a girl or two.
But the bitter defence of the Caucasus against the Russians had led to a temporary peace between the Sons of
the Falcon and their Moslem enemies, and at the time this story opens, Shamyl, the greatest of Moslem guerrilla
leaders, was a prisoner in Russia and the Moslems were broken. The danger since then was from fellowChristians downstream, in particular from the younger branch of their own family, who disputed the leadership of
the clan and laid claim to its chief treasure—the wonder-working icon of Saint Anne.
The younger branch of the Sons of the Falcon, called the Solutz or Sultzi, had moved down the river to a
stronghold beyond the town from which it exacted tribute from passing merchants and protection money from the
inhabitants. Desperate men had joined it, and under the leadership of Ziklauri, their chief, it numbered some fifty
armed men as well as a dozen boys who were learning the trade of bandits. The elder branch was weaker in
fighting men: not more than eighteen with five boys, as yet untried.
The head of the clan was Prince Gurgen. aged seventy-nine. His first wife had given him three sons. all of
whom had been killed in the family feud, his second wife had given him two sons, Valeri and Djamlet, and two
daughters. His third wife, Anastasia, one son, now five years old, and that was all. He had also an illegitimate
daughter, Iriné, who had been brought up with his other children. During daylight hours the watch downstream
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was always kept—at midday a lad relieved Malik.
The four fields were divided as follows: one of rye; one of barley; one of potatoes, cabbages, melons and the
women’s gardens; and one of white flowering opium poppies, which were the only crop grown for sale. Besides
the fields there was a straggling orchard along the river with apples, apricots, quinces, plums, damsons, peaches
and a few almonds.
Before dawn, while it was still almost dark, old Nina had milked the goats and carried the wooden, or
birchbark, buckets to the dairy, where she ruled as queen, making the kefir\fn{A fermented milk drink} and yoghourt
and setting bowls of milk to curdle for cheese, or to skim to make butter. Later her mistress, Anastasia, would
appear, a tall pale young woman of twenty-six with her son Vasso, five years old, and who was, it seemed, likely
to be her only child, for she had had three miscarriages since his birth.
She was a very handsome, proud and fierce woman, and she would sometimes flare up and answer her old
husband back in front of them all, and defy him. He had only taken the whip to her twice in the seven years during
which they had been married, and the second time she had thrown a knife at him. The circumstances of her
marriage were these: she was the daughter of Grigori, a cousin and loyal clansman of Prince Gurgen.
As a young man Grigori had left the Castle and gone to live with the Circassians, or Tcherkesses, far to the
north-west in the mountains looking on to the Black Sea. The Circassians were mostly Muslims and were hostile
to Russia with whom they waged an intermittent war. But the difference in religion had not prevented Grigori
from marrying a Circassian beauty of high rank. She had given him two daughters. The eldest was Anastasia, her
sister Tamar was ten years younger, and her mother died shortly after her birth.
Soon after his wife’s death, Grigori returned to the town where he lived peaceably for another six years, when
one day he was murdered in a brawl, not of his own seeking, by one of the Solutz. Prince Gurgen’s second wife
had died shortly before Grigori’s murder, and the Prince had solved the problem of who was to look after his
kinsman’s orphan girls by marrying Anastasia and providing a home for Tamar. It was for Tamar's sake that
Anastasia had accepted the Prince’s proposal, though there was really no alternative, as she did not know how to
return to her mother’s family, and had no reason to think that they would have welcomed her and her sister, if she
had.
At the time of her sister’s marriage, Tamar was a child of nine. She grew up as a wild creature, keeping out of
the way of the Prince and Nina as much as she could. The only person she loved in the Castle, besides her sister,
was Valeri, the Prince’s eldest son, who was invariably kind to her and would take her to carry his tackle when he
went fishing in the river. To her he was something superhuman—almost a god. Besides Valeri her chief
companions were some of the boys of her own age.
*
The day on which this story opens in late autumn was a great occasion, but its details had exasperated the
Prince because they had not been arranged as he would have had them. His second son, Djamlet, was marrying
the daughter of the Archpriest Paphnuty and would be bringing his bride back to the Castle after the ceremony.
Valeri, Djamlet’s elder brother, had not gone to the wedding because Katerina, the bride, had first been offered
to him by the matchmaker and he had refused to marry her, so he felt that his presence might be embarrassing.
The Prince had refused to go because he thought that the marriage should have been celebrated in the Castle—but
Katerina had insisted that it should take place in the Cathedral in the town. Thus the young woman’s wishes had
overcome the express orders of the Head of the Family. Prince Gurgen was furious—but nevertheless he had to
put a good face on it.
Great preparations had been made, and were still being made for the reception of the happy pair. Carpets had
been taken off the walls and beaten, rooms swept, the floor of the great hall washed, dark corners dusted for the
first time in ten years. Iriné, the Prince’s illegitimate daughter, had been deprived of her bedroom in the tower and
made to share that of her young half-sisters Elisso and Salome. Nina was icing a cake, and Salome was whipping
cream in the kitchen.
Valeri, who disliked the fuss and bustle that was going on, decided to absent himself until the hour of his
brother’s return. First, going to the larder, he helped himself to some slices of raw ham, half a loaf of rye bread,
some apples and a copper pot to boil water for tea. With these and his Martini rifle, he walked across the yard to
the stables. To his surprise Tamar was there standing inside the door. She had been waiting for him. .
“What are you doing here?” he asked. Then as she did not reply, he said laughing:
“Keeping out of the way, I suppose, in case Nina gives you some household chore.” He had guessed right, for
Tamar looked embarrassed and blushed.
“I am playing truant too,” he added to put her at her ease.
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“Where are you going, Valeri?” she asked.
“I thought I would ride up to the lake and see if I can round up that Kabarda mare and bring her home. She
must be due to foal any day now. It is autumn and she must come down for the winter.”
“Can I come with you?” asked Tamar.
Valeri was carrying his saddle and threw it over the back of his Arab mare. He was surprised at her asking.
“Come on then, if you want to. I’m taking some food. We’ll eat it at the far end of the lake.”
Tamar looked at him gratefully. She could hardly believe her good fortune. What she had most hoped for had
come to pass. Anastasia had given her the job of embroidering Katerina’s name on the towels for her room. She
had done one, and then rebelled and had run out to the stable.
“Hurry up and saddle your pony,” said Valeri without offering to help.
Tamar was terrified of being caught by Anastasia or Nina before she could get away. However all went well.
Three minutes later Valeri led out his mare and mounted, Tamar climbed on her pony and followed him out of the
yard. They rode down and through the ford and then took the track by the river which led up to the lake and the
pass beyond.
They followed the river, winding in and out of huge boulders that had fallen from the sides of the cliff beside
them. But after some miles the track left the river and there was a steep ascent up the side of the gorge, the path
winding up between the rock wall and a swelling bank of slippery silver gray shale. Above them was the blue sky,
opposite on the other side, naked white birch trees shining in the sun and scattering their golden leaves. Between
them were interspersed black shadows of rocks and caves where no rays penetrated. As they climbed, the roar of
water came louder and louder until it was deafening, and they rode out close to where the river spilled itself from
the lake over a wall of rock and fell in a cascade, sheer for a hundred feet, into the gorge below.
Tamar dismounted, and while Valeri waited, holding her pony, she ran to the edge and even took a few steps
along the rock wall which held back the deep waters of the lake. On her right the waterfall, white and deafening,
on her left the waters of the lake, deep and motionless, until suddenly they were snatched away in a race that was
like green glass at the lip in front of her and suddenly broke into a blindingly white vertical column falling,
falling. She turned and picked her way back to her pony, and Valeri looked at her, noticing, as though for the first
time, that she was a beautiful, slender girl, that her light brown hair was luxuriant, that her blue eyes were shining
with excitement and her cheeks red, and that her nose was straight and not too large or too small. A regular
Circassian beauty: much more of a Circassian than Anastasia, he thought. Tamar was shouting at him, trying to
tell him that he must go and look at the waterfall, but he shook his head, so she mounted her pony and they went
on.
An hour later Tamar was collecting dry driftwood along the high-watermark of the lake, while Valeri was
blowing a spark he had struck into the tinder which would light their fire. He had built it between two smooth flat
boulders on which they could sit comfortably. When the fire was burning, he hung the copper pot, full of water
from the lake, over it and as soon as it boiled, sprinkled in shreds of brick tea. They had only one cup between
them and passed it from one to the other after each drink. The air was chilly, but they were warm with riding, and
Tamar heaped more driftwood on to the fire until their faces were almost scorching. The tea was smoky and
delicious.
After each swallow of tea and during her bites of bread and apple Tamar looked at Valeri and around her. The
lake was sparkling in the sunlight and on the far side of it, rose up the thickly wooded slopes of the river valley,
above which towered the snow peaks, outlined against a sky which seemed a deeper blue where they touched it.
Neither man nor girl spoke. Occasionally Valeri picked up a flat stone and sent it skimming in ducks and
drakes across the surface of the lake, but Tamar only watched and did not imitate him. He was unhappy about his
brother’s marriage—not that Djamlet should marry—that was splendid—but because he knew that Katerina was a
managing woman who admired everything Russian. He expected that she would be jealous of Anastasia, treat her
contemptuously and, in any quarrel, side with his father against her. She would probably try and stir up trouble
between his father and himself, He had seen how she flattered the Archpriest and managed him and had little
doubt that she would try the same methods on the old Prince and that they would be successful.
He did not dream of revealing such thoughts to a child like Tamar, and he soon put them aside to enjoy the
beauty of the present moment. Then Tamar went off to pull in a big log from farther along the shore and came
back very excited, as she had noticed some fresh horse-droppings and guessed that the mare he had come to look
for was not far off. She was right, for presently Valeri’s mare gave a piercingly loud whinny which was answered
from farther off and, by the time they had finished eating their apples, the mare anxious for company, but shy of it
after long months of loneliness, had approached to where their mounts were hobbled. Beside her there was
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running a foal which would not be more than two days old.
Though they had been silent before, the sight of this long-legged little creature—a curious skewbald—with its
fresh velvet skin and curly frizzed-up tail, brought a burst of excited talk from both of them. The mare, though
attracted to them and the other horses, was nervous, and when Valeri rose and approached her gently, she threw up
her head, raised her tail and would have run off, if he had not turned his back on her. He walked to his hobbled
mare, picked a coiled halter from the saddle tree, and gave it to Tamar.
“Take this and see if you can trap the foal.”
Tamar waited until the foal was back beside its mother, twisting his head under her, to pull at the little black
milk-bag, and then she approached very gently, but instead of trying to hold the foal, she slid her hand over the
mare’s mane and held her by it just long enough to swing the halter over her nose and head. Then she had her.
“Well done,” said Valeri. Tamar would have liked to have stayed by the lake until evening, but Valeri looking
at the sun, said:
“We must get back now. We have to change into our best clothes and be there to welcome Djamlet and his
bride.”
For Tamar the thought of the newly-married pair was disagreeable. She did not like Djamlet, who treated her
with contempt, and she felt instinctively that any change at the Castle would be for the worse. She hated the
squabbles that went on between Iriné, who was clever but a little crazy, and her two younger half-sisters. She
hated being a woman and being expected to please men, and was happiest when she was with horses and the
stable boys and, above all, the rare times when she was with Valeri. But the gloomy thoughts about girls and
women and marriage were dispelled by the problem of getting mare and foal down the steep little path and down
to the river.
Tamar dismounted and held her pony and the mare by the halter, while Valeri rode down the steepest part of
the path alone, his mare feeling her way gingerly, so as not to slip or start a landslide of stones and scree. When he
got to the bottom, he tied up his riding mare and climbed back on foot. Then he took the mother by the halter and
led her down very slowly while the foal hesitated, ran a little way, stopped and finally went after them. Tamar
followed slowly on her pony, keeping well back, for fear of startling the foal. Once or twice when the wild little
creature ventured on to the bank of shale and she saw bits beginning to slide under his hoofs, she thought that he
was done for and would be carried away in a slide into the abyss below. But each time he sprang to the rock wall
in time. At last they were all safely down, and then, suddenly, Valeri was saying to her:
“I did not like to say anything before, because I thought that the little colt was quite likely to go over the edge
and break his neck, but would you like to have him for your own?” Tamar stared and he went on:
“His mother is a pure bred Kabarda from the Lov stud, but he looks as though he might have the lines of his
sire, Djamlet’s Arab stallion. The cross may turn out well.”
Tamar could scarcely believe that she was being given the foal. To have a horse of her own was an almost
unimaginable bliss. She had literally no possessions except a silver ring that had belonged to her mother.
“Do you mean that, you are giving me the foal, to be really my own?” she asked and then ran up to him as he
sat, a splendid mounted figure, and caught his hand from the bridle and kissed it.
Valeri looked at her shining eyes and saw that she was overcome with gratitude. He pulled his hand away and
laughed.
“I am so glad you are pleased to have him. When he is weaned you will have to look after him and, in two
years, break him to the saddle. He’ll have to be castrated I suppose.”
Valeri had really given her the foal because it was a colt. Had it been a filly, he would have kept her to breed
from. He was touched by Tamar’s pleasure at the gift and was glad that he had thought of it. She was a charming
girl and he had enjoyed her companionship. He did not guess that the reason for her shining eyes was not simply
the gift of the colt, or that even without his present, it would have been the happiest day of her life because she
had spent it with him.
They got back in time not to be late for the arrival of the bridal pair, or to attract attention.
The Castle had never looked more impressive. The stone floor of the great hall had been scrubbed, its
unplastered walls were hung with newly beaten and brushed Kelim and Bokhara carpets. Prince Gurgen, who had
made a nuisance of himself in the morning, had taken a nap and then had spent two hours in the inner chamber
where he slept with his young wife, dyeing and trimming his beard, waxing his moustaches, washing his hands,
scenting his face and neck, cleaning the dirt from his ears and from under his finger nails, oiling and combing his
hair which Nina had dyed and washed the day before, and then putting on a clean embroidered linen shirt, and
dressing himself in his best black velvet trousers, tucked into high boots of Russia leather, a sleeveless waistcoat,
1092

a Persian silk cummerbund, the sword-belt with his big sabre and, to balance it, a pistol with an enameled butt and
burnished silver trigger-guard was thrust at his right hip, and his favourite kinjal, or dagger, in its silver sheath
chased with gold, made and inscribed by Mourtagale the most famous sword-smith in the Caucasus.
He was a fussy man, obsessed by a sense of his duty and of dedication to his position, which was one not of
particular grandeur, in the sense of riches, but of surpassing glory as one chosen by God as Head of that hierarchy
that he had ordained for the proper subordination of mankind in that obscure and well-nigh inaccessible valley.
After his toilet, reeking of jasmine, he spent a full hour upon his knees praying in front of the icon of Saint
Anne. In the past she had achieved miracles. She had intervened in person, a hundred years ago, when the Castle
had been besieged for weeks by Tatars and the supplies of food and gunpowder had run out, with a cloudburst.
The river had risen in flood, and the tents of the Tatars and their horses had been swept away, and by the time the
river had subsided the remnants of the horde had abandoned the siege.
Prince Gurgen had made sure that they would never run out of gunpowder and bullets again, however long the
siege. The Castle was amply provisioned also and could hold out against everything except artillery.
The holy wonder-working icon was little more than a miniature. The mother of the Virgin was represented with
black hair rippling in abundant tresses, which were held in place by her halo. But her most astonishing features
were her eyes. They were brilliant light blue and seemed alive. The picture was painted on a thick slab of cedar
wood, honeycombed with wormholes at the back and measuring not more than three by two and a half inches.
This little panel was set in an immense surround of silver gilt which in its turn was doubly framed in silver and in
a yellow wood, probably cypress.
The old man knelt on a hassock in the tiny chapel where the lamp burned eternally in front of Saint Anne. His
knees hurt him. Occasionally he lifted his head and saw her strange eyes fixed upon him. Then he bent again and
prayed: his prayer was that his son Djamlet might have many, many male children. But when he rose at last, after
crossing himself three times, and had walked slowly to the other side of the hall, a doubt had come into his mind
and he turned to seek Valeri, his eldest son, and went up and said to him:
“My son you are twenty-five. You are making trouble for the future by not taking a wife. You have let your
brother get ahead of you, and if his wife is a good breeder, by the time you have a son, his cousin will be older
and will take the leadership in their sports, though he will not have the inheritance. That was how the trouble with
the Sultzi arose; pray God it is not repeated.”
“I may never marry, I shall not marry without love,” said Valeri.
His father spat and turned aside trembling with anger. Before he spoke, the boy Tengiz appeared and said:
“Malik is riding back here with Irakli, My Lord.”
Prince Gurgen whirled round and ran up the steps of the tower, like a young man, to the lookout point. A
moment or two later he came down the spiral stairs, his sabre clanking on each of the steps. He looked very stern.
The appearance of Irakli, Djamlet’s servant, in advance of his master and of his bride was unexpected. Already it
seemed to the old Prince that something in connection with his son’s marriage must have gone wrong. As Malik
and Irakli rode their ponies through the fields and then across the ford, Prince Gurgen and his household crowded
into the doorway to await them.
Malik rode into the courtyard, swung himself off his pony, throwing the reins over the iron hook and walked
swiftly up to the group. The boy Irakli hung back behind. Then Malik drew himself up and saluted the Prince
ceremonially and said:
“The lad brings word that your son, the knight Djamlet was shot before his wedding, while he was standing at
the church door and that he has died.”
There was a long silence.
“Boy, come and tell me your story,” said Gurgen in a voice that was firm but not unkind.
Irakli looked terrified and might have run like a scared animal, but Malik caught him and threw him forward.
He fell on his knees before his master.
“Tell me from the beginning. I will not harm you,” said Gurgen gently, and there was something strange and
terrifying in the unaccustomed softness of his voice. Irakli suddenly spoke up clear and shrill.
“It was the morning of the wedding. My master had slept at the house of the Armenian Gulerian, whose son
Avetis was to be his best man. They both wore their best clothes with nosegays of white flowers, but they did not
wear swords or pistols because they were going into the house of God. I went with my master, and with Avetis
were his sister and his brother-in-law. They went into the Cathedral, but my master waited at the door for the
bride. Then she and her father drove up in a tarantass\fn{A type of low, horse-drawn carriage used in Russia } and they
alighted, and he gave her his arm and led her into the Cathedral. My master and Avetis were following, when a
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shot rang out and my master fell. Everyone ran into the church and I ran with them. But I turned in the doorway
and I saw that my master was struggling on the ground, so I ran back and caught hold of his hands and dragged
him into the porch, and then others came and lifted him and carried him into a side chapel, and a priest came and
sealed him with the Holy Oil and then he was dead. Seeing that he was dead and that the clergy were in charge of
his body, I thought I should get back with the news as fast as I could. I did not dare go out of the Cathedral door
where the Solutz, men of our blood, were gathered, so I went into the cloister and through the priests’ house and
ran back to the Gulerian house where my pony was stabled. There was nobody but old Ephraim there: everyone
else had gone to the wedding, so I saddled my pony and rode round the town to avoid the market place, which
was full of armed men of the Solutz. I was in two minds about bringing my master’s stallion, but he was rather
fresh that morning, and I thought he might make trouble and delay me.”
“Did you see who fired the shot?” asked Gurgen.
“No. But there was a group of four armed young men, two of them sons of their chief, Ziklauri, who rode up
while the bride was alighting from the tarantass. My master was shot by one of them. They were about fifteen
yards away, by the cross, and all of them still in the saddle. My master and all of us were watching the bride and
did not notice them until the shot was fired and he fell and we all ran into the Cathedral, lest they shoot again. But
I saw them watching, while I dragged my master into the porch, and they were all men of the Solutz, of our
blood.”
“You did well to bring the news at once.” Prince Gurgen took hold of the boy’s arm and raised him up.
“He is tired, poor boy. Take him and care for him.”
Irakli was sobbing and kissing the Prince’s hands. Anastasia and Valeri led him away. Malik stood motionless
waiting for orders.
“Arm all the men in case of an attack. After this they might think to surprise us when we are expecting the
wedding party. Send Surbat down to watch the road, and tell him to ride back at once if he sees anything moving.”
In the evening all the animals were driven into the courtyard and then carefully penned; the great gate was
barred and torches put in readiness to illuminate the area outside the wall in case the enemy should attempt a night
attack.
After the practical, the spiritual. The Prince summoned all his household to pray and intercede with Saint Anne
for the punishment of the murderer of Djamlet. The prayers went on for a long time. At the end the Prince said:
“I hereby promise that when the time is ripe, I shall take the Treasure of our House, the wonder-working Saint
Anne to a service at my son’s grave.” The party was beginning to disperse when lriné said in a voice that
everyone could hear:
“Saint Anne has to be taken to the grave so that she can be quite sure that Djamlet really was murdered, and
didn’t just run off, leaving the Archpriest’s daughter at the church door, so as not to have to marry her.”
As usual, when lriné made these remarks, no one appeared to hear except Salome, who turned scarlet, trying to
stop her hysteric laughter and finally had to run out of the hall and up the steps of the tower so that she should not
be heard.
It was impossible for any of them to go to the funeral. The Sultzi would respect them at the graveside and in
the presence of the corpse, but they would be on the lookout and might ambush them on the way there, or on the
way back.
*
The winter passed with the usual excitements of hunting and shooting. Malik rode down a wolf that had been
forced into the open fields by the hounds and shot it from the saddle. Prince Gurgen shot an elk, and Valeri
speared a wild boar which charged him after it had been cornered by the huntsmen and the hounds.
Christmas came and passed as usual. Presents made by the girls were handed round and trinkets given to them.
Vasso was given toys, which he trod on, and a wooden sword, made by Malik, which he loved and took to bed
with him. There was a service in front of the icon of Saint Anne and a feast at which Nina got drunk and had to be
helped out of the hall by Anastasia and the girls.
Early in the New Year there was a diversion. Strangers were sighted coming up the track. They proved to be a
Persian and his wife, riding on ponies with two mules carrying heavy loads. Everyone came out to look and greet
them as they rode through the great gate into the yard. The Persian was a short man with thick hair escaping from
under the round Astrakhan cap which he wore. He had a fine forehead and a merry, confident smile as he looked
about him, greeting everyone. Then he dismounted and walked up to Prince Gurgen, who was standing in the
doorway of the hall, and bowed to him with affable dignity.
“I have come, at this bad season, to seek shelter with you, Prince. I am a master silversmith and worker in
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precious metals and jewels. If you will give me lodging until I can cross into Persia, I will work for you and you
will not be the loser,” he said.
“What crime have you committed that makes you come at this time of the year, when no man would travel
unless he were driven to it?” asked the Prince.
“That is true enough,” replied the Persian. “I was working in Tiflis, where I was ordered to make a set of silver
spoons for a Russian General’s wife. But the General would not pay me, nor return the spoons. I went to a lawyer,
but before my case was heard, the Governor of Tiflis sent a policeman who told me to leave the town, or I should
be arrested for not having a permit to work there. And that I should be flogged or put in prison. So I left the town.
But when the General heard that I had made a complaint to the court, he sent some Cossacks to beat me. I was
warned of their coming and escaped, and I think they will not follow me here. Prince Gurgen smiled and asked:
“What is your name, silversmith?”
“Mustapha Sasun,” replied the man.
“Well, Mustapha Sasun, I will put you up willingly and you can work for me but, unlike the Russian General, I
will pay you for your work. But if your story isn’t true, I shall throw you out.”
“Quite right, too,” said the Persian. “Now may I show you some of my work?” But while this dialogue was
going on, Mustapha’s wife was already unpacking her bundles and asking Nina where they would be lodged.
“There must be a lock on the door, as my husband deals in valuables.”
“You are making yourself at home before it is settled whether you are to stay,” said Nina.
“Oh, I can see that you are good people with kind hearts. And anyway there is nowhere else for us to go. You
have either got to lodge us and feed us, or drown us in the river. That’s all the choice you’ve got,” said the
woman, at which Malik and all the men standing around burst out laughing.
For the next month or two there was more laughter in the Castle than ever before because of the outspoken
Persian woman, whose name was Kamela. Nobody had ever been so free-spoken. Once when she came across the
Prince and Anastasia quarrelling in the yard, instead of hurrying away and pretending not to hear, she drew near to
listen and watch. Then, when the Prince turned on her angrily, she said:
“You are a lucky man, Prince. If you had married me, I should have given you a time of it. I shouldn’t have
been as patient as that poor girl. Trust me.”
At that the Prince burst out laughing, and even Anastasia could not help smiling, and the quarrel, whatever it
may have been about, was forgotten. The Prince sometimes said to Anastasia afterwards:
“After all, my dear, I was lucky not to marry the Tinker’s wife!”
Kamela was no beauty, as she had lost several front teeth and had a nasty scar on one cheek. Yet she behaved
as though she were a handsome woman, and perhaps she may once have been. One day the Prince, meaning to
humour her, said: “A fine woman like you,” only to get the reply:
“You are an awful old lecher. Five years ago, before I lost my teeth, I should have been smacking your face
three times a day to make you keep your hands off me.”
Prince Gurgen was delighted.
If the silversmith’s wife kept them amused, he himself charmed everyone. He had set up his little charcoal
forge in an outhouse next to the smithy and was constantly at work and yet always pleased to see anyone who
looked in. All were fascinated by his little crucibles of clay, in which he melted silver in his little furnace and by
the skill with which he hammered silver over moulds of pitch. The blacksmith used to come and squat in his
room, watching him for hours. They became close friends.
Mustapha Sasun was an artist who made designs of birds and fish and flowers, inlaying them in one metal
upon another. He made, without its being commissioned, but as a present, a silver platter with VASSO SON OF
THE FALCON engraved round the rim and a falcon engraved in the centre, and gave it to the little boy casually,
without telling the Prince or Anastasia. Prince Gurgen ordered him to make a set of silver spoons and forks, in the
modem style, and several silver bowls. Sasun was delighted and was never so happy as when he was working.
The difficulty was that, once all the Maria Theresa dollars in Prince Gurgen’s secret hoard had been melted
down, there was no metal to make them of. In this dilemma the Prince asked Malik to go to the town and
negotiate the sale of last year’s opium crop and buy silver.
“If you send me, I shall not return,” said Malik.
“You won’t go?” asked the Prince incredulously.
“I would never refuse to obey your orders, Prince. If you order me to go, I shall go. But I shall not return, and
you will lose whatever valuables I am entrusted with.” The Prince did not pursue the matter with Malik, but
explained the difficulty to Mustapha.
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“That is quite simple. My wife will go if you give her a letter to Gulerian, authorising her to sell the opium and
asking him to pay in dollars, or silver roubles. The rouble is not such pure silver as the Maria Theresa dollar, but
Gulerian may not be able to lay his hands on a sufficient number of dollars.”
Kamela herself made light of the commission. The Prince who had been made angry by Malik’s refusal, did
not tell him of the project, but asked Valeri to accompany Kamela with three armed men. They escorted her until
they were almost in sight of the town. Then, with the sacks of opium loaded on two donkeys with bundles of
firewood on top, and dressed as a gypsy, she went into the town, attracting no attention and delivered the opium to
Gulerian, handing him the letter which Mustapha had written and the Prince had signed with his signet. She took
delivery of the dollars, hidden in two sacks, one of bran and the other of rye flour and rejoined her escort without
interference from the Sultzi, or the Russians, who were becoming more troublesome every month. When she
came back, Kamela greeted the Prince with:
“You never saw such a fool as I am, Prince. I meant to buy myself a sable shuba\fn{A Russian fur or fur-lined
cloak} with some of that silver but I forgot, until I was halfway back. Well, remember you owe it me.” From that
time on, it was her constant joke.
“When are you giving me those sables, Prince?”
Everyone laughed just as she did, but the old Prince did not appreciate it. He hated above all things to be
thought mean. No doubt he was indebted to the woman—but a sable shuba was absurd. When Kamela saw that he
took her words half-seriously, she went into fits of laughter. But this did not reassure the old man, to whom sables
were not a laughing matter. Listening to these exchanges made Anastasia chuckle and Nina double up.
“I’ve never known anyone like you. Our dear Prince more than half believes that he owes you a sable shuba,”
she said wiping her eyes.
Lent came and went, and at last the set of spoons and forks, each engraved with a tiny falcon, were finished;
the pass was open after the spring floods, and Mustapha and Kamela loaded their mules, mounted their ponies and
rode away, leaving a duller community at the Castle.
Because the Prince had sheltered him, housed him and fed him, Mustapha charged him less than half price for
his work, and Kamela said nothing about the sable shuba until she was riding out of the yard, when she shouted
back at the Prince:
“I shall come back for my shuba. I shall need it next winter—not till then.”
“I’m really cross with myself. I let those good people go away almost empty-handed,” Prince Gurgen said soon
afterwards to Anastasia.
*
The weeks passed and, early in the summer, Prince Gurgen called Valeri to him and said:
“My son, I need not remind you that you are expected to avenge your brother. You can take your time. No one
expects an immediate stroke. In fact it might be better for you to marry a nice healthy girl first. No doubt the
Archpriest would be pleased if you took Djamlet’s place. Katerina will bring a good dowry. But this time we’ll
have the marriage here. In front of Saint Anne. It was the girl’s vanity, wanting to show off in front of her friends
in her wedding dress, that lost me my son. Once is enough; you must make that a condition.”
Valeri bowed deeply, but made no reply. There had been little in common between the brothers, and their
characters were as unlike as they were in looks. Valeri took after his mother who came from a family which
claimed to be descended from the Crusaders. He had light brown hair, red cheeks, blue eyes and a white skin, and
he grew to be tall, broad-chested and physically very strong. Djamlet had been like his father: a small swarthy
man, his hair growing low on his forehead and almost jet black. He had had hazel green eyes. But while Prince
Gurgen had the character of a spoilt child, there was something mysterious and hidden in that of his younger son.
Valeri had never liked him and had thought him ambitious, jealous, selfish and a tell-tale.
Then there had been that incident, which he would have thought little of, but which Malik had taken very
seriously. Indeed Malik had, Valeri realised afterwards, saved his life on that occasion. But the fact that Valeri had
not liked his brother, was, he knew, quite irrelevant to the fact that it was his duty to avenge his murder. His chief
feeling, when he had heard of it, was disgust. It was nasty, unpleasant, disgusting; he had no wish to be mixed up
in that sort of thing. If he had to kill the murderer, now known to be Ziklauri’s youngest son, Lazar, he would do it
openly, in fair fight. Unfortunately, however, fair fights were not the custom of the country. If he had tried to
explain what he felt, his father would think him mad. Next morning he said to Anastasia:
“My father is sending me to the town. I am going tomorrow. Can I have my best shirt?”
He made this request because Anastasia had made the shirt herself. It was of pale green linen—a
Mohammedan’s colour—but embroidered with traditional Georgian patterns in gold and silver thread. It was
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because of this delicate embroidery that she always washed it herself after Valeri had worn it. The shirt was the
thing he most treasured in the world—more even than the signed Damascus sabre made by Ali Ben Ezra that had
belonged to his grandfather.
Next morning Anastasia came to the little room where Valeri slept at the top of the tower. He was standing.
stripped to the waist, and had just put on a pair of clean white cotton drawers. She was not embarrassed by seeing
him wearing so little. but walked up to him so that she was almost touching him.
“Here is your shirt,” she said looking into his eyes. He turned away as he took it out of her hands. Anastasia
laid her fingers on his wrist and, at her touch, he turned to look at her. Her face was very close to his.
“Do not avenge Djamlet,” she said in a whisper.
“My father sends me on that errand.”
“And to get married.”
“I shall not do that,” said Valeri.
“You should marry.”
“You must know that that is impossible,” he said.
“How should I know?” she whispered. Valeri looked at her almost angrily.
“You understand the reason. I must not say more.”
Anastasia dropped her eyes. She was silent for a moment, and then whispered with ferocity:
“Do not avenge Djamlet. It is senseless. It goes on forever.”
“My fathe—” he began.
“Disobey him. He would destroy us all.”
“But honour—” said Valeri. Anastasia interrupted him.
“There is no honour in war. Only murder. The Russians have driven my mother’s people out of their lands.
They have stolen their farms and orchards. They herded my people by the sea coast where they died of plague.
Those that would not submit have been led by my uncles and the Prince into Turkey. A whole people robbed and
destroyed … unutterable cruelty. And you glory in fighting and talk of honour. I spit on your honour.”
And without another word, Anastasia glided away. Valeri pulled on the shirt she had brought him. Then he
dressed himself, as though for his wedding, in his very finest clothes. He wore dark maroon velvet trousers tucked
into high Russia leather boots with gilded spurs, a white waistcoat covered with silver braid open down the front,
a high-waisted long-skirted chokha, or Circassian coat with silver mounted pockets for cartridges on the chest,
over which he wore his sword belt, with his Damascus sabre in its green morocco scabbard, and on the other side
a double-barreled Russian pistol, made by Demidoff himself, and a straight kinja1 in a scabbard of white
shagreen.
Valeri ate a full meal, for he might not be able to stop to eat again till evening. He was taking Irakli with him as
his servant. When he had eaten, he joined the household in prayer, and Anastasia, Iriné, Tamar and the two girls
sang the hymns: Depart in Peace and Thy Ways are Inscrutable. His father signed him with the cross, he put on
his tall papakha of white baby lamb. His father then kissed him three times and said with tears suddenly running
down his cheeks:
“God and Saint Anne bless your errand and preserve you.” Valeri replied in a firm voice:
“His ways are inscrutable.”
Then he swung into the saddle, touched his gray mare with his heels and rode out of the courtyard with Irakli
on his pony behind him. He did not notice Tamar standing by the yard gate. She burst into tears because he had
not said good-bye or looked at her.
*
As he rode Valeri was deep in thought; reflecting that Anastasia had never before spoken to him so openly in
defiance of his father—and that he had told her that he would never bring a wife to the castle, because he loved
her. And he began to think what his life would be if he married the Archpriest’s daughter as his father wished. He
saw clearly how his young bride would hate Anastasia, how she would side with Gurgen and would try to seduce
him, and how quickly the old man would respond to the girl’s sympathy and overtures—and how at night the two
couples would separate—each of the four sleeping with a partner for whom there was no love—or actual hate. It
was not romantic devotion for Anastasia that kept him from marriage—it was clear sight. His appetites were
normal. It was just bad luck that kept him living under the Castle roof with Anastasia, whom he had loved ever
since she first came to the Castle when he was a boy of eighteen. No, he would not marry.
That was the first irrevocable act of disobedience. The second act, not to avenge his brother, was more
doubtful and since it did not depend entirely upon himself, more difficult. For if the Sultzi were to try and ambush
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him, he would fight back. Anastasia had asked him not to avenge Djamlet; she had said that it was senseless and
that the feud would go on forever. When she said that, it was of her little son Vasso, that she was thinking. She
cared for Valeri; she would lose her most devoted friend in the Castle if he were killed. But it was of little Vasso’s
inheritance that she was thinking: if Djamlet were not avenged, the boy might grow up free of the feud.
She was right, of course, when she said that Gurgen would destroy them all. But that did not absolve him from
his duty and from the laws of honour. It was as well that it did not depend entirely upon himself. He would not
seek out a quarrel: he would wait for the Sultzi to attack him and he might not have to wait long. In a mile or two
the cliffs closed in, within gunshot of the river and the mule track along which he was riding. Some of them might
be waiting there on the off-chance that someone from the Castle would come along. Then the idea came to him
that perhaps he was committing the worst sin: that which Saint Paul had thundered against—that of being a
Laodicean—neither hot nor cold. A brave man would either obey the laws of honour and avenge his brother, or go
into the church so as to avoid committing a murder.
If he wished to have no part in the feud, he could turn monk. That was the only way in which he could do what
Anastasia had asked him and give Vasso a chance to grow into a man without the hereditary curse hanging over
him. Turn monk! With his Martini-Peabody rifle across his saddle bow and his sabre by his side, he made a finelooking monk!
Well, he could not decide. He would go through the town, avoiding no man, armed but uttering no challenges.
The Sultzi would learn that he was there. If they came after him, he would fight. If they did not, he would go to
the monastery and put his case of conscience to the Archimandrite.
It was impossible for two men to ride along the mule track abreast until the river left the mountains and the
defile opened out into the foothills. which sloped down towards the plain. The town was built upon the terraces
overlooking the high river gorge.
Valeri rode ahead, holding his rifle across the pommel of his saddle. His eyes scanned every rock that came in
sight as the track turned and twisted. He noted the birds that flew up, proving that no enemy was hiding by the
rocks from which they sprang. Twice he had to ford the river, as the track came to an end and continued on the far
side. Irakli, riding behind him, called out once, and he waited for the boy to overtake him.
“It is my turn to go forward. If there is an ambush I shall see them,” he said.
“There has to be someone to ride home with the news,” replied Valeri.
“I shall not do that. I could not carry such news twice. If you are killed, I shall do my best to avenge you
before I fall,” said Irakli. He was armed with two old flintlock pistols that had been converted to percussion caps.
They were in holsters strapped to his pony’s saddle.
Soon after midday they halted where a cataract fell from the rocky wall and ran down a pebbled stream into the
river, at that point, far below. They dismounted, let their horses drink and crop the fresh grass by the stream, and
ate a slice of cold mutton and drank a bottle of cold tea. Then they remounted and rode on into the town. There
had been no ambush, and they met no armed men of the Sultzi in the streets, or in the market place, or near the
Cathedral. Valeri dismounted and went into the inn. There were none of the Sultzi there. He had shown himself
everywhere, so he remounted and with Irakli riding twenty paces behind him to cover him, took the road to the
monastery.
As in all the monasteries of the Holy Orthodox Church, its spiritual head was a Bishop. Valeri was, however,
unable to consult him on his case of conscience and would have to put it to the Archimandrite, the administrative
head, for the Bishop was a dying man who had not spoken to a layman in his diocese for the last five years. When
he was last seen in public, he was an emaciated skeleton: a skeleton which could move, but only in spasmodic
jerks like a puppet twitched by invisible wires, some of them broken. His powers of speech had become blurred
and almost unintelligible. His eyes alone showed that he understood the horror of his position. They shone out
from deep sockets in his skull with extraordinary brilliance. In his look no emotion could be read but horror: love,
charity, compassion, forgiveness, all human tenderness had been burned out and fear alone remained. For if his
punishment on earth for a few sins of the flesh was so appalling, how much more terrible must be those awaiting
him when he came for judgment, and had to account for how he had exercised his position as vicar of God?
For the last two years the Bishop had become totally paralysed and lay supine, only able to swallow enough
nourishment to stay alive. He was tended by a team of eight monks who never left his bedside, night or day, and
fed him at intervals on tiny cups of fermented mares’ milk sweetened with honey speciaIly sent from Greece and
occasional spoonfuls of champagne.
For the prolongation of the Bishop’s life was essential for the Archimandrite, as when he died the Exarch of
Tiflis would appoint a new Bishop and would choose a strong man, able to sweep clean.
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Irakli dismounted and rang the bell. Valeri waited, sitting on his horse. No one had followed them. When the
porter opened the judas in the door and looked through, Irakli said:
“My Lord Valeri, Son of the Falcon, desires to speak with the Archimandrite Hagystiarchos.”
The porter closed the judas and went away. After a time he came back, threw open the big door and said:
“My I,ord is welcome.” Valeri dismounted and walked in and Irakli led the two horses round the back of the
building to the stables.
*
Hagystiarchos was a small, very hairy and very dirty man, with a long gray and black beard and hair distinctly
gray in colour, with long locks framing his face, falling on to his chest and more long greasy locks covering his
shoulders. Through the forest of hair, a pair of black eyes like Kalimata olives darted quick glances at Valeri's face
and at his arms and fine clothes.
“What would you, my son?” he asked, as Valeri remained silent, after making the Archimandrite a deep bow.
“I have come to consult you, Holy Father.”
“Come with me to where we can speak privately,” said the Archimandrite.
Valeri removed his high white papakha, dipped his finger in holy water, signed himself three times with the
cross, and followed Hagystiarchos through the inner doorway and across the cloister, along a corridor and into a
small cell, which smelt of incense, excrement and dirty linen, and was furnished with a narrow bed and a stool.
On the bare stone walls hung a crucifix with the body of Christ made of ivory and the cross of solid gold. The
Archimandrite sat down on the bed and told Valeri to sit on the stool.
“I have come into the town at my father’s orders because my brother Djamlet was killed standing at the door of
the Cathedral by one of the Sultzi, while his bride was walking into the porch on the arm of her father, the
Archpriest Paphnuty.”
“Why have you come to me?” asked the Archimandrite. “My father has told me to marry the girl, if her father
so wishes. But I shall not do so. I shall not marry anyone.”
“Have you a mistress?”
“No, my Lord. I have no mistress. But at present I shun marriage.” Hagystiarchos smiled.
“Is it on this subject that you have come to consult me?” He was obviously amused.
“No. I need no advice as to marriage.”
“The girl is rather conceited, I am told. A young woman who likes her own way. But she is respectable and rich
and I am assured that she is a virgin.”
“It is not because of her that I abjure marriage,” said Valeri.
“Well, what is it?”
“I came to ask your advice on another matter.”
“Prince Gurgen laid other duties on you besides marriage, perhaps?” asked the Archimandrite.
Valeri nodded. After a little while he said:
“Duties. In the Old Testament it is written, ‘An eye for an eye.’ In the New, ‘Do no murder.’”
There was a silence. Valeri went on:
“As you see I have come armed into this town. Any of the Sultzi could have shot me as I rode here, any man
hiding behind a rock. But, if he had missed, he would have paid for it with his life. I rode round the town. I rode
round the market place and I went into the inn, and if any man had challenged me, I would have shot him dead.
When I leave you, I shall go to the place where my brother was killed and pray for him. I shall go into the chapel
where he died, and I shall pray there. I shall go to his tomb and pray there. I shall go again to the inn and show
myself there and in the market place. And if any man attacks me, I hope that I shall kill him. But I will not seek a
quarrel. I shall show myself where they know that they can find me. But I will not lie in wait to murder a man
who does not suspect danger, as one of them murdered my brother Djamlet.” The Archimandrite said nothing, and
Valeri continued with ardour:
“I used to believe that I would grow up to be a great warrior and a true Christian, to fight against the dragon
like the patron saint of our country, Saint George. But the scales have dropped from my eyes. I see that with this
endless feud it is not possible. And rather than kill men in cold blood and commit abominations like the murder of
my brother, rather than that I choose to be a true Christian, at whatever the cost to my pride and to my heritage.”
The Archimandrite stared at him in astonishment, unable to believe his ears.
“And when you have said those prayers and shown yourself publicly in those places, and, if no man attacks
you, what will you do then?” he asked with evident curiosity.
“If you, my Lord and Father in God, give me permission, I will return here and hang up my arms like one of
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the knights of olden time, and become one of the brethren under your rule.” Hagystiarthos was astonished.
“You are not hoping to play a trick on your enemies, are you, my son?” It was Valeri’s turn to be astonished.
“A trick? I do not understand what you mean.”
“A trick to exact an eye for an eye while in the habit of a monk, who would not be suspected, and to run back
here afterwards to take sanctuary?” Valeri rose from the stool.
“I swear by the sacrament—”
“And by the wonder-working image of Saint Anne, the mother of the Blessed Virgin, also?” asked the
Archimandrite, with a cunning smile.
“Yes, by the image of Saint Anne in my father’s castle, and by my own honour, I swear that I would never
commit such treachery and such a sin, under the cover of a monkish habit.” And Valeri glared angrily at the hairy
Greek who was smiling, indeed laughing at him.
“Well, I believe you, though what you say surprises me. Well, on account of that wonder-working icon of Saint
Anne you will be made welcome, if you return from exhibiting yourself where your enemies can find you. You
will be accepted as a novice for a year and, if and when the time comes for you to take the vows, we shall know
each other better. You understand that, as a novice, you will be free to leave us whenever you wish, but in that
case we will not take you back.”
The Archimandrite Hagystiarchos stood up and held out a very dirty paw with very black, long, broken
fingernails. Valeri bent over it and kissed the ring he wore, noticing as he did so that the Abbot's yellow wrist and
forearm were covered in black hair stiff with grease. …
220.53 Excerpt from Chronicle Of Youth: The War Diary\fn{by Vera Brittain (1893-1970)} Newcastle-under-Lyme,
Staffordshire, England, United Kingdom (F) 10
Saturday, August 1st, 1914
According to the paper this morning, the last hope of peace is about to be abandoned, and Germany is
mobilizing. I went up to the tennis club, and B.S. and I walked home together as usual. I had managed to make
him convulsed with laughter, without going out of my way to make any particularly witty remark, all through tea.
Especially I teased him by saying I was going to write an imaginary interview with him for the paper. I don’t think
when he left me at the gate that he was quite sure whether I was hiving him on or not. Anyhow, he asked if I often
took people off, and I said I did so frequently to the family when they were feeling glum, and that I took him off
especially because he was so funny. Then he said I might at least have spared him, and suddenly I thought of that
sentence of Nathaniel Hawthorne’s in The Marble Faun to the effect that our greatest responsibilities in life are
towards those who love us. I saw him almost in a new light, but didn’t let him realize it; instead I said I could
hardly spare him when he provided more copy than most people. He asked me if I ridiculed everyone and said he
supposed the fact that he liked me was a great source of amusement. I asked him why he didn’t take me off in
return and what special disadvantage he would hit on if he did. He told me he never would want to, and could not
fix on any disadvantage, though he seemed to think that he knew my character pretty thoroughly! He said that he
often used to watch me and know what I was thinking in church when I was a child, and that he had always liked
me. Then quite suddenly he asked me,
“Were you annoyed when I told you I—liked you?” I said,
“I was.”
“Why?” he said, and I answered just as suddenly.
“Because I didn’t like you.”
There was silence for a few minutes after that and I began to feel great compunction again because I had
spoken so, and because my lack of feelings leads me to be so very callous about other people’s. He said sadly but
somewhat ambiguously that I should realize everything some day.
Sunday, August 2nd
Mother tried to get a paper when she went down to the Baths, but they were all sold up; however the Ellingers
lent us theirs. But it was not so much what was in the papers that were spreading about all day. It is said the
Germans have declared war against Russia and that also they have attacked Luxembourg. The situation is very
grave indeed.
Monday August 3rd
Today has been far too exciting to enable me to feel at all like sleep—in fact it is one of the most thrilling I
have ever lived through, though without doubt there are many more to come. That which has been so long
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anticipated by some and scoffed at by others has come to pass at last—Armageddon in Europe! On Saturday
evening Germany declared war upon Russia and also started advancing towards the French frontier. The French,
in order to make it evident that they were not the aggressors, wasted some hours and then the order to mobilise
was given. Great excitement in France continued throughout the night and yesterday the Germans attacked France
without declaring war. Unconfirmed rumour says that in one place they have been repulsed with heavy losses.
They also broke a treaty in occupying the neutral Duchy of Luxembourg. Luxembourg’s neutrality was
guaranteed in 1807 by England, France and Germany, and thus Germany’s attack upon it is said to be a direct
challenge to Great Britain. Some of the papers seem to think that the Austrian-Serbian war was only a blind and
that Germany was at the bottom of the whole affair—the “mailed fist” anxious to strike. At any rate Germany has
destroyed the tottering hopes of peace and has plunged Europe into a situation the like of which, The Times says,
has never been known since the fall of the roman Empire. The great fear now is that our bungling Government
will declare England’s neutrality. If we at this crucial juncture were to refuse to help our friend France, we should
be guilty of the grossest treachery and sacrifice our credit for ever. Besides we should gain nothing, for if we were
to stand aside and let France be wiped out, a terrible retribution would fall upon us from a strengthened and
victorious Germany.
I sat this morning after breakfast reading various newspapers for about two hours. A rumour is going round
tonight that England has declared to Germany that if a German sets foot in Belgian territory her (England’s) navy
will immediately act. There are many who think that this policy of vacillation is losing us the opportunity to strike
a telling blow—that we should send troops to prevent the Germans getting into Belgium instead of waiting till
they are in.
I should think this must be the blackest Bank Holiday within memory. Pandemonium reigned in the town.
What with holiday-trippers, people struggling for papers, trying to lay in stores of food and dismayed that the
price of everything had gone up, there was confusion everywhere. Mother met Mrs. Whitehead in the town; she is
in great anxiety because she has one son in Russia, one—Jack—in Serbia, and another on his way from India.
Marjorie Briggs, who was to have been married on Saturday, was married in a hurry on Friday as her husband had
to have joined his regiment on Saturday. The papers are full of stories of tourists in hopeless plights trying to get
back to England. Paper money is useless and the majority of the trains are cut off. It is rumoured that there is fear
in Paris that a fleet of German Zeppelins are going to destroy Paris from above in the night.
Tuesday August 4th
Late as it is and almost too excited to write as I am, I must make some effort to chronicle the stupendous
events of this remarkable day. The situation is absolutely unparalleled in the history of the world, Never before
has the war strength of each individual nation been of such great extent, even though all the nations of Europe, the
dominant continent, have been armed before. It is estimated that when the war begins 14 millions of men will be
engaged in the conflict. Attack is possible by earth, water and air, and the destruction attainable by the modern
war machines used by the armies is unthinkable and past imagination.
This morning at breakfast we learnt that war is formally declared between France and Germany, that the
German ambassador has left Paris and the French ambassador Berlin. Germany has declared to Belgium that if
her troops are allowed to pass unmolested through Belgian territory she will protect her interests in the Treaty at
the end of the war. Belgium has indignantly refused any such violation of international honour, and the King of
the Belgians has appealed to King George for aid. For an hour this morning I read a fine speech of Sir Edward
Grey’s, in which he manages successfully to steer the middle course between the extremists who on the one hand
want neutrality and on the other immediate war. His two chief statements were that the British fleet would in the
event of the French coast being attacked by Germany give France all the protection in her power, and also that she
would see that Belgian neutrality was preserved. Sir E. Grey’s statement that “we are prepared” evoked
tremendous cheering in the House. In consequence of their disagreement with this policy, Mr. John Burns, Sir
John Morley and Mr. Masterman have all resigned their places in the Cabinet. It is rumoured that the
Secretaryship for War has been offered to Lord Kitchener.
All day long rumours kept coming that a naval engagement had been fought off the coast of Yorkshire. I went
up to the tennis club this afternoon, more to see if I could hear anything than to lay, as it kept on pouring with
rain. No one knew any further definite news, but we all discussed the situation. I mentioned Edward’s and
Maurice’s keenness to do something definite and Bertram Spafford said they ought either to apply to Mr.
Heathcote or Mr. Goodman, who were the chief Territorials here, or to go to the Territorial headquarters in
Manchester. I told him yesterday that the fact of a strong healthy man like himself being absolutely ignorant of
military tactics was a proof that our military system was at fault somewhere. He said that at the Manchester
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Grammar School, where he went, they had no corps, and that many men were in the same case as himself.
The war will alter everything and, even if I pass my exam., there would probably be no means to send both
Edward and me to Oxford at the same time. There is nothing to do now but wait. When I got in I found Edward
and procured an evening paper with the startling news that England had sent an ultimatum to Germany, to expire
at midnight tonight, demanding the immediate withdrawal of her troops from Belgium. Germany declared earlier
in the day that if it became necessary to her tactics to treat Belgium as an enemy she would do so. German troops
are said to have crossed the Belgian frontier and reached Verviers. Sir E. Grey’s speech has caused great
satisfaction in France.
Immediately after dinner I had to go to a meeting of the university Extension Lectures Committee. Small
groups of people, especially men, were standing about talking, and in front of the Town Hall was quite a large
crowd, as on the door was posted up the mobilization order, in large black letters, ordering all army recruits to
take up the colours and all Territorials to go to their headquarters. Edward has been reading the papers carefully
and says that at present only the trained army and the Territorials are wanted and there is no demand for untrained
volunteers. Though anxious to fight he says he will wait until he hears that people like himself are needed; he is of
course very young and not over-experienced. I expect Maurice will do the same, though he is longing to fight. He
and Edward went off to the Hippodrome; I really do not know how they could. Mrs. Ellinger, who does not seem
to realize the danger of our situation at all and is no doubt perfectly well satisfied with everything so long as her
pleasures are uninterrupted, asked me to go too, but I refused point blank.
I could not rest indoors so got Mother and Daddy to come out with me to look for further news. In the town the
groups of people had increased, and suppressed excitement was everywhere in the air. There was a crowd round
the Post Office; at first I thought they were attracted by the mobilization order up in the window, but it turned out
that Mr. Heathcote and his motor car were there, with Mrs. Heathcote inside driving. He was in his uniform,
which looked as if he were going tonight, and was very busy sending telegrams off. We next went to the station
and found there that a last edition extra of the Chronicle had been issued but all the copies were sold. However
Smith the foreman, who told us his son had gone to the front, gave us his copy. It contained the thrilling news that
Germany has formally declared war on Belgium! This looks like an answer to our ultimatum, and will perhaps
free us from the necessity of waiting until midnight for our answer. Stupendous events come so thick and fast
after one another that it is impossible to realize to any extent their full import. One feels as if one were dreaming,
or reading a chapter out of one of H. G. Wells’ books like The Wear of the Worlds. To me, who have never known
the meaning of war, as I can scarcely remember the South African even, it is incredible to think that there can be
fighting off the coast of Yorkshire.
Mrs. Kay told us that her son Tom, Mrs. Johnson’s chauffeur, has been told he is required as he belongs to the
Army Medical Corps. His wife, who had a baby only last Friday, is terribly excited because he has to leave her, as
she only gets about 2/- a day when he is gone, and has three tiny children on her hands. Mrs. Kay says she will
have to look after them. She thinks all her four sons who are Reservists will have to go abroad as they have all
volunteered for foreign service. Luckily she takes it all calmly and philosophically, though she seems to think she
will never see them again.
To sum up the situation in any way is impossible, every hour brings fresh and momentous events and one must
stand still and await catastrophes each even more terrible than the last. All the nations of this continent are ready
with their swords drawn, and Germany the aggressor with her weaker ally Austria stands alone facing an armed
Europe united against her. She has broken treaty after treaty and disregarded every honourable tie with other
nations. Italy, her old ally, has reaffirmed her neutrality, and thus assists our side by remaining out of the conflict.
This conflict is a mortal struggle between herself and France; life to the one will mean death to the other. Indeed
this war is a matter of life and death to us, and Daddy says the key to the whole situation is the British navy and
that as that stands or falls the fate of Europe will be decided.
Wednesday August 5th
All the news of last night was confirmed this morning, and it is further announced that the time limit given by
Britain for an answer to her ultimatum expired without a reply coming from Germany, and that war between
England and Germany is formally declared. Papers seemed to differ as to whether England must be said to have
made war on Germany or Germany on England. Some say that the Germans have started hostilities against us by
sinking a British mining ship and chasing a British cruiser. Thus, as the papers point out, Germany has declared
war on four powers—Russia, France, Belgium and Britain, within three days. Nothing like it, they say, has been
known since the time of Napoleon, and even Napoleon did not make war on his neighbours at so mad a rate.
The town was quite quiet when we went down, though groups of people were standing about talking and one
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or two Territorials were passing through the streets. Several Territorials and one or two Reservists were going off
by train this morning and there was a small crowd on the station seeing them off. Closes by us a Reservist got into
a carriage and his father and a girl, probably his wife, came to say goodbye. The girl was crying but they were all
quite calm. As we came up from the town I met Maurice and went down again with him. Through excitement and
suspense are wearing, I felt I simply could not rest but must go on wandering about.
The French have sunk a German cruiser, and have seized a dreadnought and another cruiser. Heavy firing has
been heard from Margate, but nothing has been seen. Mrs. Kay brought the pleasing information this afternoon
that Mrs. Johnson is going to keep the chauffeur son’s place open for him and has promised to pay the 8/- a week
rent for his wife and children. All decent firms are keeping open the Reservists’ places for them, and in addition to
this Harrods Stores have promised 10/- each family to the families of those who have been called out from
assisting in the shop.
I showed Edward an appeal in The Times and the Chronicle for young unmarried men between the ages of 18
and 30 to join the army. He suddenly got very keen and after dinner he and Maurice wandered all round Buxton
trying to find out what to do in order to volunteer for home service. They were informed by someone at the Police
Station that the best thing to do would be to telephone to the Territorial Headquarters at Chesterfield. They got on
to a very interesting officer there, and told him they wanted if possible to be allowed to serve for a period as they
did not want their service to interfere with their going to Oxford if it could be avoided. The officer told them to
apply to an adjutant, stating their qualifications.
Thursday August 6th
Today has principally been one of the weary waiting kind. Nothing very definite has happened. Edward and
Maurice have as yet heard nothing from the adjutant at Chesterfield. Nothing very definite is known about
England’s policy and the papers are naturally secretive about the position of her Fleet. The chief news is that the
Germans have been repulsed with heavy losses while trying to storm the Belgian fortification of Liège. The
Belgians are said to have behaved magnificently and while the defenders of the forts were engaged in keeping the
invaders at bay, a Belgian brigade arrived and crowned the splendid efforts of the defenders with success.
Today I started the only work it seems possible as yet for women to do—the making of garments for the
soldiers. I started knitting sleeping-helmets, and as I have forgotten how to knit, and was never very brilliant when
I knew, I seemed to be an object of some amusement. But even when one is not skilful it is better to proceed
slowly than to do nothing to help.
Friday August 7th
This morning came the somewhat depressing news that the British cruiser H.M.S. Amphion, which sank the
German linter Königen Luise, ran into a mine and was blown up. 131 men were drowned. The information cast a
gloom over breakfast, during which meal Daddy worked himself into a through temper, raved away at us, and said
he would not allow Edward to go abroad whatever happened—“Whatever you do, don’t volunteer until you’re
quite sure there’s no danger,” sort of thing. Edward replied quite calmly that no one could prevent him serving his
country in any way he wanted to.
The Belgian fortress of Liège is still holding out, though it is very hard pressed. 25,000 Belgians are holding it
against a reinforcement of 100,000 Germans. The opposition is a serious hindrance to Germany, who reckoned on
storming Liège with scarcely any trouble. All day long I knitted away. Various reports kept coming in of battles,
different dreadnoughts being sunk, multitudes of Germans being killed, but none of them were confirmed.
Maurice and Edward wandered about all day waiting for an answer and at last they got it. Just at dinner-time
Mrs. Goodman came to see us and said that she had heard from her husband—who is a Territorial officer at
Chesterfield—that there was no room for more recruits in the fifth Derby and Notts. Regt. But that the adjutant
was delighted with their letter and had selected it from many hundred other applications and sent it to the War
Office. Edward’s and Maurice’s qualifications are considered excellent and vastly superior to the majority of those
who volunteer. Daddy was quite angry about the letter being sent to the War Office, but E. said that Daddy, not
being a public school man or having had any training, could not possibly understand the impossibility of his
remaining in inglorious safety while others, scarcely older than he, were offering their all. E. is of course rather
young to volunteer really, being only eighteen. Maurice was nineteen today. E. faces the prospect of whatever he
may have to do with perfect tranquility, and says that even death can only come nonce. We spoke of the entire
absence of future prospects which war seems to produce; E. said that but for this he would have been eagerly
speculating about Oxford, but now he scarcely thought of it at all. Intellect, except in very high places, seems
scarcely to count at all in time of war—the ordinary average soldier fights just as well for his ignorance as any
cultured man for his knowledge. And then the value of human life becomes so cheap, so that while the loss of ten
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men under tragic circumstances amid ordinary conditions would fill the whole country with horror, the news of
the loss of thousands is now regarded with a philosophical calm and an unmoved countenance. My beloved
brother! What will become of him? But as I told him this evening, dreary as life is without his presence here,
dreary as are the prospects of what may lie before him, yet I would not have his decision back, or keep him here.
Saturday August 8th
No news has arrived for Edward or Maurice from the War Office, but as it is so inundated with requests,
doubtless we shall not hear for several days.
Liège has kept up its gallant defence and still holds out. A rumour that arrived last night is confirmed this
morning, that is, 25,000 Germans have been killed before the Liège forts. The Germans asked for a truce so that
they could bury their dead, but so far the truce has not been granted. I am incapable of feeling glad at such a
wholesale slaughter of the Germans, whatever use it may be to us. I can only think of the 25,000 mothers who
bore and reared those men with toil, and of the wives and families, never ardent for war or for a quarrel with us,
which they leave behind them.
The two German cruisers which took refuge in Messina harbour have courageously left the neutral waters, and
drew the British ships in hot pursuit. They prefer death to disarmament; it is a splendid instance of German
patriotism.
This afternoon I went to the St. John’s bandaging class. Of course I have never been to one before, never
having taken a real interest, but I managed to take in quite a lot and learnt how to do three different kinds of
bandages. With the greatest industry in the world however one cannot get a certificate and therefore cannot
volunteer as a nurse for six weeks.
Edward received a latter from Roland saying that he had applied for a commission in a Norfolk regiment but as
yet had heard nothing. He hopes very much to get it. I cannot but think it a terrible waste of good material that
such an intellect as that should put itself readily in danger, but E. says Roland has an excellent military brain, and
is quite worth a commission. R. says that several timid people in Lowestoft,\fn{ Said to have human settlement in the area
of the town stretching back 700,000 years:H } because they are the nearest point to Germany in England, fear every
moment to be suddenly attacked by the enemy’s fleet. A good deal of excitement exists there.
Monday August 10th
No special news has come through from the front today. Probably momentous happenings are going on, but the
blinds are drawn down and we know nothing of them as yet. Certainly great bodies of French and German troops
seem to be approaching one another round about Alsace Lorraine. The Japanese are stirring themselves and there
are rumours of their joining the war on the side of England.
Maurice came in this morning very excited as\t an announcement in the paper to the effect that 2,000
temporary commissions had been offered in the regular army. Both he and Edward tore off to see Mrs. Goodman
to know if they had done all possible, and tried to communicate with Mr. Goodman but could not. In the end
Maurice determined to tear off to Derby to see if he couldn’t do something. Edward prudently refused to go and
spend the railway fare for nothing as he was quite sure they had done all possible, so Maurice went off alone. In
the meantime Mother and I went to a First Aid lecture class—theory—taken quite well by Dr. Theobalds. Her
greatest difficulty seemed to be to make her sentences sufficiently simple for the class, which consists of a great
many stupidities. Mrs. Ellinger sat just in front of us and was quite rude to Mother, saying she was astonished E.
had not gone to Derby, that Maurice intended signing on for three years, that he could easily go to Oxford after,
that we should give our sons to fight for their country etc. etc. Of course Maurice, having been carefully
instructed by E. not to do anything rash, returned at 7.0 having spent 7/- but having done little else. He saw the
adjutant about the announcement in the paper, but the adjutant said he did not know anything about it yet, but that
he would by Wednesday and Maurice and better call or write. Maurice also saw enough of the type that enlist as
privates to make quite sure that he would not join the army in that way, which he seems to have had a mad idea of
doing.
Tuesday August 11th
Very little news has come through today, probably owing to the censorship of the War news. This morning I
practiced bandaging on Betty Forsythe for some time, and in the afternoon I went to a bandaging class—though it
could hardly be called a class as no one was organizing it; everyone just wandered about and did what bandages
they thought they could, and most of them did it wrong. Mrs. Ellinger in great form went about offering to show
people how to do things which she had not learnt properly herself.
At about half past 8 E. and I started out for a walk as I felt I had had no air all day. The evening was perfect,
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very still, so that no sounds could be heard except the low swishing of the grass and the cry of an occasional bird.
We went right to the top of the Manchester Road, so we were all among the hills, which looked almost black
against the serene gleaming sky, in which floated little cirrus clouds. On the way up we discussed the Leightons,
and I told E. Roland had wanted me to go there. I learnt that Mrs. Leighton usually seems very hard and
unbending, but in reality is very much the opposite.
On the way home E. explained to me how a night attack is made. As I looked across the moor with its deep
ditches and uniform darkness, I could well understand how a multitude of men clad inconspicuously might move
across that dim surface without being perceived. I could also imagine the eerie sensation of waiting for a silently
advancing enemy—the listening to all the varied sounds of night, and the imagining of many more—the rippling
of a brook, the cry of a startled bird, the soft swish of the long grass in the breeze, all of which would strike with
important meaning on the ear of the listening defence.
As we came home it was almost impossible to believe war was in the world. The peaceful sky, through which
an occasional shooting star flashed, and the sleeping hills, seemed to enshroud our little earth in a fold of perfect
peace. Yet only today I heard from Cora that Adrian has probably received a commission in the regular army and
that Freke and Jack Maitland have joined the first volunteer regiment that will be sent abroad. Even today it was
rumoured that 100,000 British troops are now in Belgium.
Friday August 14th
These days I seem to wake up weary; they are both long and full of work of a somewhat tiring nature. But one
must not grumble at that; the great thing to be thankful for is the having something to do, for without that life
would be unbearable. This morning as it happened the knitted helmets had to be given in to Mrs. Heathcote, and
we have no more materials in the house at present, so I had no sewing for the War to do at the time. I occupied
myself in learning up parts of the First Aid book, and practicing what bandages I could do single handed. This
afternoon we had the bandaging class; it was very hot, but luckily not quite such a crowd of cackling women was
present.
About lunch-time Maurice rang up to say he goes to Oxford tomorrow. He expects to have a month’s drilling
and then be given a commission and go to fight. When Edward and Daddy came in we told them about it. Edward
said little, but thought a great deal, I’ve no doubt; he said to me later that this Oxford business could not be
entered into without the written consent of their parents. Mother in her heart of hearts does not feel altogether
happy about his not going, but can do nothing when Daddy, not possessing the requisite courage, refuses to let
him undertake any military duties whatsoever.
Just after dinner Eirene Dodd rang up, wanting me to go and help to move some things at the Red Cross
headquarters, which is the old Royal Hotel. I walked home with Eirene and then said goodbye to Maurice—
though I am going to see him off in the morning, and walked a little way down the road with Edward and him. I
told him to come back “couveret de gloire” and that then I would show him off with great pride to all the
community in general.
I could have written a much more interesting account of today than this, but am altogether too weary for
literary efforts—the war seems to swallow up even one’s best gifts.
Sunday August 16th
Mother and I went up to Fairfield after tea and heard Mr. Ward preach a very good sermon on “Hitherto hath
the Lord helped us.” Mother asked him at the door to come and see us before he goes.
B. S. was in the shadow of the bushes as we passed their house, but neither moved nor spoke. When I think
how generously yesterday he said that though I was a flirt I had not flirted with him, and that all that had
happened had been entirely his fault, I feel much more kindly towards him than I ever have before. Considering
the international provocation I have given him, he has been remarkably patient with me. I only hope that he may
somehow, some day, be rewarded for the love that “suffereth long and is kind”.
Monday August 17th
Going to the works, as he has started to do, means that E. considers himself quite grow-up and full of the sense
of his importance. I foresee that to a certain extent he will be my friend but he will still more be my critic, and
will judge with harshness my capacity for doing the wrong thing, and the obvious faults to which my own
fondness for particular frailties impels me. Sometimes he reminds me very much of Tom Tulliver in The Mill on
the Floss, who thought himself unable to do anything but what was right. And I suppose I am like Maggie—who
was probably George Eliot. If only I could meet George Eliot and talk long and earnestly with her, I think I should
rise from that conversation much better comprehended and certainly less isolated.
Tuesday August 18th
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The paper officially announces this morning that the British Army—the Expeditionary Force—has all been
landed in France without a single casualty. The French seem to welcome with great joy the nation which for the
first time is fighting with [then] in a European war. Meanwhile very little fresh news comes of the conflict. Japan
has sent Germany an ultimatum with regard to certain territory seized by the Germans in China.
Thursday August 20th
The paper announced this morning that the British army was in the fighting line, but the statement was denied
by the War Office in the evening. At night Mother, E. and I went to the upper Circle at the Opera House to see
Martin Harvey in The Breed of the Treshams, one of those melodramatic plays which seem to be dying out but
which are rather a relief after the problem and rather plotless pieces that hold the stage just now.
Friday August 21st
After lunch I bandaged hard, and after tea had some tennis practice with Bertram Spafford. He really reminds
me more every day of Gregory Rose in The Story of an African Farm, especially of Gregory when he first enters
the story. Certainly he plays Gregory to my Lyndall. His assumption of undeniable superiority and right of
criticism over any qualifications of mine would once have annoyed but now merely amuses me. The assumption
is of course due to the fact that I am a girl and therefore naturally inferior in all respects, and especially in
intellectual respects!
I heard this morning, to my joy, that Roland Leighton, owing to his defective eyesight, has not passed the
necessary exam. for serving in the army, and therefore cannot go. I am glad because I did not want that brilliant
intellect to be wasted, and that most promising career to be spoilt at its outset.
Saturday August 22nd
News came today that the Germans have pushed back the Belgians and occupied Brussels, which surrendered
without resistance for the sake of the safety of its large population of unarmed civilians. The Germans appear to
have entered the city in an arrogant and bullying spirit, offering the inhabitants every kind of insult imaginable.
The leading article in the Daily Mail this morning tried to point out to us the horrors that the poor gallant little
nation is undergoing the article was entitled The Agony of Belgium. It seems wrong to play tennis when such
terrors are convulsing Europe—but if one is used to regular exercise, the cessation of it only leads to weariness,
morbidness, and general unfitness.
Sunday August 23rd
I had a letter from Roland this morning, longer than he usually sends me, and according to him written for the
pure pleasure of writing to me rather than because he had anything to say. He seems very distressed because his
eyesight is keeping him out of the army.
Monday August 24th
Rather more news than usual came from the front today. The Russians have obtained a brilliant victory over
the Germans in Eastern Prussia, and are advancing quickly in their myriads. Also the Serbians have so thoroughly
defeated the Austrians on the banks of the Drina that the Austrian Campaign against Serbia is practically
abandoned.
But, while the news from one frontier is so reassuring, the news from the other, in which we are of course most
concerned, is scarcely encouraging. This evening comes the report that Namur, which was expected to hold out at
least as long as Liège, has surrendered to the enemy. This is admitted to be a great German military achievement.
Some British troops were engaged all yesterday in battle. No list of casualties has appeared as yet.
Tuesday August 25th
Very grave news from the front this morning—so much so that all faces look grave, and there are vague
rumours in the paper about sudden conclaves at the War Ministry and audiences given by Lord Kitchener in the
early morning. The report of the fall of Namur is confirmed; it seems to have been taken without a struggle.
Without doubt, the heavy punishment inflicted on brave Liège, the fall of Brussels, and the feeling in Belgium
that she had had to bear the whole shock of the war in the north without much assistance from her allies, all
tended to weaken the resistance of the defenders of Namur. In consequence of this unexpected blow, the Allies
have been obliged to withdraw from the Meuse towards the French frontier. At the other end of the battle the
Germans in Lorraine have forced the French back, and taken Luneville, which is some miles over the French
frontier. The French admit that their plan of attack has been a failure and no one talks about scare-mongering now;
the scare has become only too real, and the warning is lost in the actual.
Two British Army Corps—the 1st and the 2nd—have fought their first battle against the Germans at Mons and
have held their ground. No actual casualty lists are yet issued, but the number of them this evening is estimated by
Sir John French at 2,000. Eight German Zeppelins, the existence of which no one suspected, are said to be
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intending to sail over England, dropping dynamite on our ports and probably on our rich cities like London. Truly
we of this generation are born to a youth very different from anything we ever supposed or imagined for
ourselves. Trouble and disasters are menacing us the nature of which we cannot even guess at.
I had a long letter from Miss Penrose this morning which I thought would tell me about my exam. but instead
it was a collection of rules with regard to men students at Oxford, which appear to be rather strict, but I suppose
necessarily so.
Wednesday August 26th
Today took place the dreadful First Aid Exam., on account of which I was not at all nervous, but at which I
nevertheless did not acquit myself magnificently. The doctor was a tall fine man, with a kind manner, but plenty
of sarcasm and disdainful criticism at his command. He asked me what I should do for a fishhook embedded in
the skin. I answered promptly and I think correctly, but he gave me no indication, and told me to bandage Mrs.
Gibbons for a broken forearm. I received a small criticism for turning my back on the patient, but remembered
how to do the arm, improvising with handkerchiefs as I had not sufficient bandages. Then he told me to treat
another woman for a cut throat, at which I made three bad mistakes, by not finding the artery at once, forgetting to
make the patient sit down, and saying a tourniquet should be put on above and below when I really knew perfectly
well that no tourniquet could be applied. However he seemed better pleased when I said I would send for an
assistant at once to relieve me in digital pressure.
I thought I did not care whether I passed or not, but I do very much now I have been in for the exam., not
because I think I shall ever go in much for that type of study, but because of the general principle such an exam.
as this involves. One of my greatest aspirations is to succeed in whatever I undertake, and to undertake nothing
unless I do it well. I seem of late to be falling below this personal ideal, since I do not imagine for a moment I
shall be passed in this one, and am expecting every post to hear that I have failed badly in the Oxford Senior, that
therefore my Exhibition is rendered void, and my chance of Oxford postponed. I must again arise, and stir up my
inexhaustible fount of enthusiasm, energy, and will once more.
Thursday August 27th
This morning to my unutterable joy and relief came a certificate from Oxford stating I had reached the
“required standard” in the Oxford Senior in Latin, French, Arithmetic and Algebra. At first my delight, which I
expected to be intense, was quite spoilt by Daddy, who instead of giving me a little of the praise which I had at
least some reason to expect, burst out that it was no use my thinking of going to Oxford with this war on, that I
wanted to turn out my parents when they were getting on in life, that we were all robbing him etc. etc. It was a
hard reward for the success of a year’s steady work, and whether tactful or untactful in resenting the fact, there are
some things that flesh and blood cannot stand. I rounded on him saying that if I had failed and wasted the money
he spent on coaching me (which I think he must have hoped I should do) he could not reproach me more. Daddy’s
utter unconsciousness of my part in preparing for the exam. and of the labour and steady application worth far
more than his £50, which he never missed, really roused me. He has no idea of the difficulties which I had to face,
which, always considerable, became acute in such a place as Buxton, where no first-rate teaching is obtainable
and one is liable to constant interruption.
Of course I am not so ignorant that I do not realize financial affairs at the works, in spite of their apparent
prosperity, must be difficult to cop with, and worrying in general. It is not in the least that I resented the
suggestion that there might be difficulty in sending me to Oxford—though I don’t believe, and Edward agrees
with me, that there is any that cannot quite easily be solved. I should not have minded being told that in the least,
but what I did look for was some slight feeling of pride in my having done what I said I would do, some slight
word of praise or gratification. Mother for once stood up for me warmly, and said afterwards it was abominable of
Father to behave so, and that he was utterly unreasonable and did not mean what he said.
But whatever the outward acceptance of my success, I could not remain dismal long. The inward joy was too
strong to be repressed. The exam., though difficult to me, is nothing to take very great credit for, but it means
much to me to have passed it, because it proves that I have intelligence enough to adapt and apply myself ina
short time to subjects which I have little natural aptitude for (this refers to Mathematics and the grammar and the
languages)) and use them to serve my ends. I thought of the endless coaching lessons, the unctuous facetiousness
of poor Mr. Lace, the utter indifference and aggravatingness of Old Cheese, and the feeling of repulsion with
which he inspired me, of “grinding at grammar” on bright sunny afternoons, when any other occupation would
have been pleasanter, of struggles and despair trying to make my mathematical difficulties understood, and I felt
that these were some of the things of which the chief joy was the triumph of looking back upon them and feeling
they were over. There was a keener delight in dwelling on my little interview with Miss Penrose during the
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Summer Meeting last year, her obvious disapproval of my gay attire, and disbelief in my intellect, here advice to
me not to attempt the scholarship exam and her dismissal (mental, which I perceived) of me as an unlikely
candidate. It was very pleasant to think of my three Exhibition days at Somerville, of Miss Penrose’s indifference
to me at the first interview, and her slight eagerness in the second, of the people I met there, and of little Miss
Lloyd, who I hope has managed to get in there too. At least before me is the prospect of enthusiastic, and no
longer lonely, work, and though the absence of small luxuries at Somerville, and the oppressiveness (to me) of a
lot of women together, and the certain uncongeniality of some of them—I shall count these things all as jam when
they are a part of the intellectual work I love, and the companionship of one or two at least with whom I can share
my thoughts without dread of misunderstanding.
I wrote to Miss Penrose and told her I would endeavour “loyally to observe” the rules and customs upon which
she laid stress; my main object was of course to inform her about the exam, and I also asked her advice about
Greek, which I shall have to study hard. I wrote to Roland too and returned his French books. I told him that he
might see something of me at Oxford if he could face the prospect of having tea with me under the eagle eye of a
chaperon, or of coming to the Principal’s Saturday afternoon “At Homes”. I am so very glad, I do not know how I
should have endured to see Edward, and still more Roland, go off to Oxford in October while I was cut off for at
least a year from both it and them.
Very little definite news came from the battlefield today. A continuous battle seems to be going on in different
parts of the line, but no decisive action is reported, and no casualty list has come. It seems a crime to be at all
happy when such events are happening, but it is difficult to merge the personal entirely in the general, when one
feels that the personal good may turn out to be for the general good one day.
Friday August 28th
I scarcely realized till today what a weight is lifted off my mind by the result of my exam. To me it is hard to
live without a definite object and definite means of fulfilling it in view, without a future towards which I can
direct my present. I am a dreamer, but not of the useless kind which sees visions far ahead and no link with them,
no germ of them, in the present things of life. Before I heard the result all was so indefinite. Edward thinks it
foolish to have ever felt such anxiety as to be sensible of so much relief in its removal, but he does not understand
what Oxford means to me—a breaking down of oppressive boundaries, and a step towards freedom and liberty of
thought, work and endeavour.
Saturday August 29th
The exciting news came this morning of an English naval victory in the North Sea. Two German destroyers
and three German cruisers have been sunk, but the British fleet is intact. The youngest admiral in the Fleet, RearAdmiral Beatty, was responsible for the organization of the engagement.
Sunday August 30th
I found a letter from Roaland waiting for me, and though all his have been a strange source of comfort to me
through everything, I have never received one which impressed me with quite such a sense of joy as this. He was
of course writing about my exam., and begins
I am so glad—so very glad. You do not know how wretched I should have felt if you had failed. And now we shall be
able all three to beat Oxford together—you and Edward and I. For, come what may, I will go now. And I look forward
to facing a hedge of chaperons and Principals with perfect equanimity, if I may be allowed to see something of you on
the other side.

After tea Mother and E. and I went up to Fairfield for Mr. Ward’s farewell sermon. Fortunately we arrived in
good time, for a crowd came to hear him greater than I have seen in the church before. It will be many a long day
before Fairfield sees such a congregation again. I could not help thinking of all the novels I have read dealing with
clergymen, like Robert Elsmere and Richard Meynell, who rouse the minds and hearts of men and women.
Mother whispered to me,
“It’s just like a story book.”
The service was long, but when Mr. Ward came into the pulpit a sort of electric shock went through the church
and he became the center of everyone’s emotions. I expect his sermon to be very personal, as I have noticed
before that his chief fault is a tendency to talk about himself in a distinctly appreciative strain. But I was wrong.
He made no personal reference at all except to say that he had failed in many directions in which he hoped to have
succeeded there, but that no one beside himself and God knew what that failure meant to him. He had always
bidden us consider three great questions—what we are, why we are here, and whither we are going. He had told
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us that we were not mere bundles of matter, mocked by moral insight and longing which could never attain its
end, but divine spirits, full of the power to do great deeds, think great thoughts, range over spiritual worlds, and
create the Kingdom of God by our Godhead—beings inspired from a source whence the supply was unfailing and
inexhaustible. We were here to develop our high mental qualities, and to increase our sensibility to emotion, not to
drift on idly and aimlessly but to unite our wills with the power for righteousness that runs through all things and
all ages, to resist the ape and the tiger in our natures and to develop the divine. He spoke very seriously of the
War, and the non-realisation, especially by the working classes, of its meaning. We did not realize, he said, that
God was calling us by this terrible calamity from our life of sensation and self-indulgence. With such exhortations
he impressed upon us his first great injunction—consider—and because these things were hard, we must confide
—confide and trust in God, the never failing source of help and inspiration, the universal power for good,
speaking through all people and all things.
Outside the church we waited a few moments for me to bid goodbye to him. He stood there in the porch,
saying goodbye to each member of that large congregation, with a cheerful smile and a kind word for each, as
they all came crowding out at the door where he always stands. I do not think I shall ever forget the scene—his
slight figure in its white surplice showing dimly in the faint light from the church, and all his people, working
men and women mostly, passing into the night, but still crowding round him and loath to leave. He must have
been worn out, but stood there with his expression of gentle loving sadness, kindly patient with each one who
would gladly have monopolized all his time for themselves. He gave me a moment after saying goodnight to all,
in which I could only say how sorry I had been not to see him the day before.
“You shouldn’t go off playing tennis,” he said smiling, half reproachful and still clasping my hands in his
warm grip.
Of course I wished him luck in my heart, but forgot to do so verbally in the agitation of the moment. He spoke
of E. as “Edward” and then asked him to forgive the familiarity, and told him he would write to him and said he
would be able to keep in touch with me that way too. I begged him to come and see me at Somerville College if
his work ever took him to Oxford—“ou will forget that,” I said and he replied
“I will remember.”
Then we had to go. All through the churchyard people were talking about him. Two women were clamouring
for photographs of him to a man who evidently had been taking some. One woman, when asked if she was going
to see him off next morning, replied,
“Eh no! A’m not. If A’ went, A’ might disgrace myself by throwing me arms round his neck.”
So closes the religious and emotional movement which awoke Fairfield from its indifference and may have
prevented its sinking back again for ever.
During supper Daddy and Edward read us a very dismal article in the Sunday Times speaking of the
tremendous losses in the British Army, and the apparent invincibleness of the Germans all round. The situation
seems very grave indeed. What with the terrible news from the front, and Mr. Ward’s farewell to Fairfield, the day
has been a sad one. The only bright spot is Roland Leighton’s letter—it seems a strange coincidence that in spite
of all the obstacles to my going to Oxford and all his attempts to join the army, our destinies have been shaped in
such a way as to bring us, or so it seems now, to Oxford together. It is as though chords begin to sound faintly
which have never even vibrated before.
Monday August 31st
The news in the paper this morning was somewhat better. The Allies have indeed retreated, but only to hold a
stronger position, and great as their losses are, they have inflicted casualties out of all proportion on the enemy.
Even our losses however are not so great as at first supposed, being between 5,000 and 6,000. Wounded are being
landed daily at such seaside towns as Folkstone and Harwich. The evening papers implied that Kitchener has
some stratagem in the background which will stagger Europe when it comes forth. …
220.112 Excerpt from The Poisoned Chocolate Case\fn{by Anthony Berkeley aka Anthony Berkeley Cox (1893-1971)}
Watford, Hertfordshire, England, United Kingdom (M) 10
Roger Sheringham took a sip of the old brandy in front of him and leaned back in his chair at the head of the
table.
Through the haze of cigarette-smoke eager voices reached his ears from all directions, prattling joyfully upon
this and that connected with murder, poisons and sudden death. For this was his own, his very own Crimes Circle,
founded, organized, collected, and now run by himself alone; and when at the first meeting five months ago he
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had been unanimously elected its president, he had been as full of proud delight as on that never-to-be-forgotten
day in the dim past when a cherub disguised as a publisher had accepted his first novel.
“He turned to Chief Inspector Moresby, of Scotland Yard who, as the guest of the evening, was sitting on his
right, engaged, a little uneasily, with a positively enormous cigar.
“Honestly, Moresby, without any disrespect to your own institution, I do believe that there’s more solid
criminological genius in this room (intuitive genius, I mean; not capacity for taking pains) than anywhere in the
world outside of the Sûreté in Paris.”
“Do you, Mr. Sheringham?” said Chief Inspector Moresby tolerantly. Moresby was always kind to the strange
opinions of others. “Well, well.” And he applied himself again to the lighted end of his cigar, which was so very
far from the other that Moresby could never tell by mere suction at the latter whether the former were still alight
or not.
Roger had some grounds for his assertion beyond mere parental pride. Entry into the charmed Crimes Circle’s
dinners was not to be gained by all and hungry. It was not enough for a would-be member to profess an adoration
for murder and let it go at that; he or she had got to prove that they were capable of worthily wearing their
criminological spurs.
Not only must the interest be intense in all branches of the science, in the detection side, for instance, just as
much as the side of criminal psychology, with the history of all cases of the least importance at the applicant’s
finger-tips, but there must be constructive ability too; the candidate must have a brain and be able to use it. To this
end, a paper had to be written, from a choice of subjects suggested by members, and submitted to the president,
who passed on such as he considered worthy to the members in conclave, who thereupon voted for or against the
suppliant’s election; and a single adverse vote meant rejection.
It was the intention of the club to acquire eventually thirteen members, but so far only six had succeeded in
passing their tests, and these were all present on the evening when this chronicle opens. There was a famous
lawyer, a scarcely less famous woman dramatist, a brilliant novelist who ought to have been more famous than
she was, the most intelligent (if not the most amiable) of living detective-story writers, Roger Sheringham
himself, and Mr. Ambrose Chitterwick, who was not famous at all, a mild little man of no particular appearance
who had been even more surprised at being admitted to this company of personages than they had been at finding
him amongst them.
With the exception of Mr. Chitterwick, then, it was an assembly of which any oragniser might have been
proud. Roger this evening was not only proud but excited too, because he was going to startle them; and it is
always exciting to startle personages. He rose to do so.
“Ladies and gentlemen,” he proclaimed, after the welcome of glasses and cigarette-cases drummed on the table
had died away. “Ladies and gentlemen, in virtue of the powers conferred by you the president of our Circle is
permitted to alter at his discretion the arrangements made for any meeting. You all know what arrangements were
made for this evening. Chief Inspector Moresby, whom we are so glad to welcome as the firs representative of
Scotland Yard to visit us”—more drumming on the table—“Chief Inspector Moresby was to be lulled by rich food
and sound wine into being so indiscreet as to tell us about such of his experiences as could hardly be given to a
body of pressmen.” More and longer drumming. Roger refreshed himself with a sip of brandy and continued.
“Now I think I know Chief Inspector Moresby pretty well, ladies and gentlemen, and the occasions are not a
few on which I too have tried, and tried very hard, to lure him similarly into the paths of indiscretion; but negver
once have I succeeded. I have therefore little hope that this Circle, lure it never so cooingly, will succeed in
getting from the Chief Inspector any more interesting stories than he would mind being published in The Daily
Courier tomorrow. Chief Inspector Moresby, I am afraid, ladies and gentlemen, is unlurable.
“I have therefore taken upon myself the responsibility of altering our entertainment for this evening; and the
idea that has occurred to me in this connection will, I both hope and believe, appeal to you very considerably. I
venture to think that it is both novel and enthralling.”
Roger paused and beamed on the interested faces around him. Chief Inspector Moresby, a little puce below the
ears, was still at grips with his cigar.
“My idea,” Roger said, “is connected with Mr. Graham Bendix.” There was a little stir of interest. “Or rather,”
he amended, more slowly, “with Mrs. Graham Bendix.” The stir subsided into a still more interested hush. Roger
paused, as if choosing his words with more care.
“Mr. Bendix himself is personally known to one or two of us here. Indeed, his name has actually been
mentioned as that of a man who might possibly be interested, if approached, to become a member of this Circle.
By Sir Charles Wildman, if I remember rightly. The barrister inclined his rather massive head with dignity.
1110

“Yes, I suggested him once, I think.”
“The suggestion was never followed up,” Roger continued. “I don’t quite remember why not; I think
somebody else was rather sure that he would never be able to pass all our tests. But in any case the fact that his
name was ever mentioned at all shows that Mr. Bendix is to some extent at least a criminologist, which means that
our sympathy with him in the terrible tragedy that has befallen him is tinged with something of a personal interest,
even in the case of those who, like myself, are not actually acquainted with him.”
“Hear, hear,” said a tall, good-looking woman on the right of the table, in the clear tones of one very well
accustomed to saying “hear, hear” weightily at appropriate moments during speeches, in case no one else did.
This was Alicia Dammers, the novelist, who ran Women’s Institutes for a hobby, listened to other people’s
speeches with genuine and altruistic enjoyment, and, in practice the most staunch of Conservatives, supported
with enthusiasm the theories of the Socialist party.
“My suggestion is,” Roger said simply, “that we turn that sympathy to practical uses.”
There was no doubt that the eager attention of his audience was caught. Sir Charles Wildman lifted his bushy
gray brows, from under which he was wont to frown with menacing disgust at the prosecution’s witnesses who
had the bad taste to believe in the guilt of his own client, and swung his gold-rimmed eyeglasses on their broad
black ribbon. On the other side of the table Mrs. Fielder Flemming, a short, round, homely-looking woman who
wrote surprisingly improper and most successful plays and looked exactly like a rather superior cook on her
Sunday out, nudged the elbow of Miss Dammers and whispered something behind her hand. Mr. Ambrose
Chitterwick blinked his mild blue eyes and assumed the appearance of an intelligent nanny-goat the writer of
detective-stories alone sat apparently unmoved and impassive; but in times of crisis he was wont to model his
behaviour on that of his own favourite detective, who was invariably impassive at the most exciting moments.
“I took the idea to Scotland Yard this morning,” Roger went on, “and though they never encourage that sort of
idea there, they were really unable to discover any positive harm in it; with the result that I came away with a
reluctant, but nevertheless official permission to try it out. And I may as well say at once that it was the same cue
that prompted this permission as originally put the whole thing into my head”—Roger paused impressively and
glanced round—“the fact that the police have practically given up all hope of tracing Mrs. Bendix’s murderer.”
Ejaculations sounded on all sides, some of dismay, some of disgust, and some of astonishment. All eyes turned
upon Moresby. That gentleman, apparently unconscious of the collective gaze fastened upon him, raised his cigar
to his ear and listened to it intently, as if hoping to receive some intimate passage from its depths. Roger came to
his rescue.
“That information is quite confidential, by the way, and I know none of you will let it escape beyond this
room. But it is a fact. Active inquiries, having resulted in exactly nothing, are to be stopped. There is always hope
of course that some fresh fact may turn up, but without it the authorities have come to the conclusion that they can
get no farther. My proposal is, therefore, that this Club should take up the case where the authorities have left it.”
And he looked expectantly round the circle of upturned faces. Every face asked a question at once. Roger
forgot his periods in his enthusiasm and became colloquial.
“Why, you see, we’re all keen, we’re not fools, and we’re not (with apologies to my friend Moresby) tied to
any hard-and-fast method of investigation. Is it too much to hope that, with all six of us on our mettle and working
quite independently of each other, one of us might achieve some result where the police have, to put it bluntly,
failed? I don’t think it’s outside the possibilities. What do you say, Sir Charles?” The famous counsel uttered a
deep laugh.
“’Pon my word, Shereinghanm, it’s an interesting idea. But I must reserve judgment till you’ve outlined your
proposal in a little more detail.”
“I think it’s a wonderful idea, Mr. Sheringham,” cried Mrs. Fielder Flemming, who was not troubled with a
legal mind. “I’d like to begin this very evening.” Her plump cheeks positively quivered with excitement.
“Wouldn’t you, Alicia?”
“It has possibilities,” smiled that lady.
“As a matter of fact,” said the writer of detective-stories, with an air of detachment, “I’d formed a theory of my
own about this case already.”
His name was Percy Robinson, but he wrote under the pseudonym of Morton Harrogate Bradley, which had so
impressed the more simple citizens of the United States of America that they had bought three editions of his first
book on the strength of that alone. For some obscure psychological reason Americans are always impressed by the
use of surnames for Christian, and particularly when one of them happens to be the name of an English wateringplace.\fn{Harrogate is a spa town in North Yorkshire:W}
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Mr. Ambrose Chitterwick beamed in a mild way, but said nothing.
“Well,” Roger took up his tale, “the details are open to discussion, of course, but I thought that, if we all decide
to make the trial, it would be more amusing if we worked independently. Moresby here can give us the plain facts
as they’re known to the police. He hasn’t been in charge of the case himself, but he’s had one or two jobs in
connection with it and is pretty well up in the facts; moreover he has very kindly spent most of the afternoon
examining the dossier at Scotland Yard, so as to be sure of omitting nothing this evening.
“When we’ve heard him some of us may be able to form a theory at once; possibly lines of investigation may
occur to others which they will wish to follow up before they commit themselves. In any case, I suggest that we
allow ourselves a week in which to form our theories, verify our hypotheses, and set our individual interpretations
on the facts that Scotland Yard has collected, during which time no member shall discuss the case with any other
member. We may achieve nothing (most probably we shall not), but in any case it will be a most interesting
criminological exercise; for some of us practical, for others academical, just as we prefer. And what I think should
be most interesting will be to see if we all arrive at the same result or not. Ladies and gentlemen, the meeting is
open for discussion, or whatever is the right way of putting it. In other words: what about it?”
And Roger dropped back, not reluctantly, into his seat. Almost before his trousers had touched it the first
question reached him.
“Do you mean that we’re to go out and act as our own detectives, Mr. Sheringham, or just write a thesis on the
facts that the chief Inspector is going to give us?” asked Alicia Dammers.
“Whichever each one of us preferred, I thought,” Roger answered. “That’s what I meant when I said that the
exercise would be practical for some of us and academic for others.”
“But you’ve got so much more experience than us on the practical side, Mr. Sheringham,” pouted Mrs. Fielder
Flemming (yes, pouted).
“And the police have so much more than me,” Roger countered.
“It will depend whether we use deductive or inductive methods, no doubt,” observed Mr. Morton Harrogate
Bradley. “Those who prefer the former will work from the police-facts and won’t need to make any investigations
of their own, except perhaps to verify a conclusion or two. But the inductive method demands a good deal of
inquiry.”
“Exactly,” said Roger.
“Police-facts and the deductive method have solved plenty of serious mysteries in this country,” pronounced
Sir Charles Wildman. “I shall rely on them for this one.”
“There’s one particular feature of this case,” murmured Mr. Bradley to nobody, “that ought to lead one straight
to the criminal. I’ve thought so all the time, I shall concentrate on that.”
“I’m sure I haven’t the remotest idea how one sets about investigating a point, if it become desirable,”
observed Mr. Chitterwick uneasily; but nobody heard him, so it did not matter.
“The only thing that struck me about this case,” said Alicia Dammers, very distinctly, “regarded, I mean, as a
pure case, with its complete absence of any psychological interest whatever.” And without actually saying so,
Miss Dammers conveyed the impression that if that were so, she personally had no further use for it.
“I don’t think you’ll say that when you’ve heard what Moresby’s got to tell us,” Roger said gently. “We’re
going to hear a great deal more than has appeared in the newspapers, you know.”
“Then let’s hear it,” suggested Sir Charles, bluntly.
“We’re all agreed, then?” said Roger, looking round as happily as a child who has been given a new toy.
“Everybody is willing to try it out?”
Amid the ensuing chorus of enthusiasm, one voice alone was silent. Mr. Ambrose Chitterwick was still
wondering, quite unhappily, how, if it ever became necessary to go a-detecting, one went. He had studied the
reminiscences of a hundred ex-detectives, the real ones, with large black boots and bowler hats; but all he could
remember at that moment, out of all those scores of fat books (published at eighteen and sixpence, and
remaindered a few months later at eighteen-pence), was that a real, real detective, if he means to attain results,
never puts on a false moustache but simply shaves his eyebrows. As a mystery-solving formula, this seemed to
Mr. Chitterwick inadequate.
Fortunately in the buzz of chatter that preceded the very reluctant rising of Chief Inspector Moresby, mr.
Chitterwick’s poltroonery went unnoticed.
2
Chief Inspector Moresby, having stood up and blushingly received his tribute of hand-claps, was invited to
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address the gathering from his chair and thankfully retired into that shelter. Consulting the sheaf of notes in his
hand, he began to enlighten his very attentive audience as to the strange circumstances connected with Mrs.
Bendix’s untimely death. Without reproducing his own words, and all the numerous supplementary questions
which punctuated his story, the gist of what he had to tell was as follows:
On Friday morning, the fifteenth of November, Graham Bendix strolled into his club, the Rainbow, in
Piccadilly, at about ten-thirty and asked if there were any letters for him. The porter handed him a letter and a
couple of circulars, and he walked over to the fireplace in the hall to read them.
While he was doing so another member entered the club. This was a middle-aged baronet, Dir Eustace
Pennefather, who had rooms just round the corner, in Berkeley Street, but spent most of his time at the Rainbow.
The porter glanced up at the clock, as he did every morning when Sir Eustace came in, and, as always, it was
exactly half-past ten. The time wsa thus definitely fixed by the porter beyond any doubt.
There were three letters and a small parcel for Sir Eustace, and he, too, took them over to the fireplace to open,
nodding to Bendix as he joined them there. The two men knew each other only very slightly and had probably
never exchanged more than half-a-dozen words in all. There were no other members in the hall just then.
Having glanced through his letters, Sir Eustace opened the parcel and snorted with disgust. Bendix looked at
him enquiringly, and with a grunt Sir Eustace thrust out the letter which had been enclosed in the parcel, adding
an uncomplimentary remark upon modern trade methods. Concealing a smile (Sir Eustace’s habits and opinions
were a matter of some amusement to his fellow-members), Bendix read the letter. It was from the firm of Mason
& Sons, the big chocolate manufacturers, and was to the effect that they had just put on the market a new brand of
liquer-chocolates designed especially to appeal to the cultivated palates of Men of Taste. Sir Eustace being,
presumably, a Man of Taste, would he be good enough to honour Mr. Mason and his sons by accepting the
enclosed one-pound box, and any criticisms or appreciation that he might have to make concerning them would
be esteemed almost more than a favour.
“Do they think I’m a blasted chorus-girl,” fumed Sir Eustace, a choleric man, “to write ’em testimonials about
their blasted chocolates? Blast ’em! I’ll complain to the blasted committee That sort of blasted thing can’t blasted
well be allowed here.”
For the Rainbow Club, as everyone knows is a very proud and exclusive club indeed, with an unbroken
descent from the Rainbow Coffee—House, founded in 1734. Not even a family founded by a king’s bastard can
be quite so exclusive today as a club founded on a coffee-house.
“Well, it’s an ill wind so far as I’m concerned,” Bendix soothed him. “It’s reminding me of something. I’ve got
to get some chocolates myself, to pay an honourable debt. My wife and I had a box at the Imperial last night, and
I bet her a box of chocolates to a hundred cigarettes that she wouldn’t spot the villain by the end of the second act.
She won. I must remember to get them. It’s not a bad snow, The Creaking Skull. Have you seen it?”
“Not blasted likely,” replied the other, unsoothed. “Got something better to do than sit and watch a lot of
blasted fools messing about with phosphorescent paint and pooping off blasted pop-guns at each other. Want a
box of chocolates, did you say? Well, take this blasted one.”
The money saved by this offer had no weight with Bendix. He was a very wealthy man, and probably had
enough on him in actual cash to buy a hundred such boxes. But trouble is always worth saving.
“Sure you don’t want them?” he demurred politely.
In Sir Eustace’s reply only one word, several times repeated, was clearly recognizable. But his meaning was
plain. Bendix thanked him and, most unfortunately for himself, accepted the gift.
By an extraordinarily lucky chance the wrapper of the box was not thrown into the fire, either by Sir Eustace in
his indignation or by Bendix himself when the whole collection, box, covering letter, wrapper and string, was
shoveled into this hands by the almost apoplectic baronet. This was the more fortunate as both men had already
tossed the envelopes of their letters into the flames.
Bendix however merely walked over to the porter’s desk and deposited everything there, asking the man to
keep the box for him. The porter put the box aside, and threw the wrapper into the waste-paper basket. The
covering letter had fallen unnoticed from Bendix’s hand as he walked across the floor. This the porter tidily
picked up a few minutes later and put in the waste-paper basket too, whence, with the wrapper, it was retrieved
later by the police. These two articles, it may be said at once, constituted two of the only three tangible clues to
the murder, the third of course being the chocolates themselves.
Of the three unconscious protagonists in the impending tragedy, Sir Eustace was by far the most remarkable.
Still a year or two under fifty, he looked, with his flaming red face and thickset figure, a typical country squire of
the old school, and both his manners and his language were in accordance with tradition. There were other
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resemblances too, but they were equally on the surface. The voices of the country squires of the old school were
often slightly husky towards late middle age, but it was not with whisky. They hunted, and so did Sir Eustace,
with avidity; but the country squires confined their hunting to foxes, and Sir Eustace was far more catholic in his
predatory tastes. Sir Eustace in short, without doubt, was a thoroughly bad baronet. But his vices were all on the
large scale, with the usual result that most other men, good or bad, liked him well enough (except perhaps a few
husbands here and there, or a father or two), a women openly hung on his husky words.
In comparison with him Bendix was rather an ordinary man, a tall, dark, not unhandsome fellow of eight-andtwenty, quiet and somewhat reserved, popular in a way but neither inviting nor apparently reciprocating anything
beyond a somewhat grave friendliness.
He had been left a rich man on the death five years ago of his father, who had made a fortune out of land-sites,
which he had bought up in the undeveloped areas with an uncanny foresight to sell alter, at never less than ten
times what he had given for them, when surrounded by houses and factories erected with other people’s money.
“Just sit tight and let other people make you rich,” had been his motto, and a very sound one it proved. His son,
though left with an income that precluded any necessity to work, had evidently inherited his father’s tendencies,
for he had a finger in a good many business pies just (as he explained a little apologetically) out of sheer love of
the most exciting game in the world.
Money attracts money. Graham Bendix had inherited it, he made it, and inevitably he married it too. The
orphaned daughter of a Liverpool ship-owner she was, with not far off half-a-million in her own right to bring to
Bendix, who needed it not at all. But the money was incidental, for he needed her if not her fortune, and would
have married her just as inevitably (said his friends) if she had had not a farthing.
She was so exactly his type. A tall, rather serious-minded, highly-cultured girl, not so young that her character
had not had time to form (she was twenty-five when Bendix married her, three years ago), she was the ideal wife
for him. A bit of a Puritan, perhaps, in some ways, but Bendix himself was ready enough to be a Puritan by then if
Joan Cullompton was.
For in spite of the way he developed later, Bndix had sown as a youth a few wild oats in the normal way.
Stage-doors, that is to say, had not been entirely strange to him. His name had been mentioned on connection with
that of more than one frail and fluffy lady. He had managed, in short, to amuse himself, discreetly but by no
means clandestinely, in the usual manner of young men with too much money and too few years. But all that,
again in the ordinary way, had stopped with his marriage.
He was openly devoted to his wife and did not care who knew it, while she too, if a trifle less obviously, was
equally said to wear her heart on her sleeve. To make no bones about it, the Bendixes had apparently succeeded in
achieving that eighth wonder of the modern world, a happy marriage.
And into the middle of it there dropped, like a clap of thunder, the box of chocolates.
“After depositing the box of chocolates with the porter,” Moresby continued, shuffling his papers to find the
right one, “Mr. Bendix followed Sir Eustace into the lounge, where he was reading the Morning Post.
Roger nodded approval. There was no other paper that Sir Eustace could possibly have been reading but the
Morning Post. Bendix himself proceeded to study The Daily Telegraph. He was rather at a loose end that morning.
There were no board meetings for him, and none of the businesses in which he was interested called him out into
the rain of a typical November day. He spent the rest of the morning in an aimless way, read the daily papers,
glanced through the weeklies, and played a hundred up at billiards with another member equally idle. At about
half-past twelve he went back to lunch to his house in Eaton Square, taking the chocolates with him.
Mrs. Bendix had given orders that she would not be in to lunch that day, but her appointment had been
cancelled and she too was lunching at home. Beneix gave her the box of chocolate after the meal as they were
sitting over their coffee in the drawing-room. Mrs. Bendix laughingly teased him about his meanness in not
buying her a box, but approved the make and was interested to try the firm’s new variety. Joan Bendix was not so
serious-minded as not to have a healthy feminine interest in good chocolates. Their appearance, however, did not
seem to impress her very much.
“Kümmel, Kirsch, Maraschino,” she said, delving with her fingers among the silver-wrapped sweets, each
bearing the name of its filling in neat blue lettering. “Nothing else, apparently. I don’t see anything new here,
Graham. They’ve just taken those three kinds out of their ordinary liqueur-chocolates.”
“Oh?” said Bendix, who was not particularly interested in chocolates. “Well, I don’t suppose it matters much.
All liquer-chocolates taste the same to me.”
“Ye, and they’ve even packed them in their usual liqueur-chocolate box,” complained his wife, examining the
lid.
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“They’re only a sample,” Bendix pointed out. “They may not have got the right boxes ready yet.”
“I don’t believe there’s the slightest difference,” Mrs. Bendix pronounced, unwrapping Kümmel. She held the
box out to her husband.
“Have one?” He shook his head.
“No, thank you, dear. You know I never eat the things.”
“Well, you’ve got to have one of these, as a penance for not buying me a proper box. Catch!” She threw him
one. As he caught it she made a wry face.
“Oh! I was wrong. These are different. They’re twenty times a strong.”
“Well, they can bear at least that,” Bendix smiled, thinking of the usual anæmic sweetmeat sold under the
name of chocolate-liqueur. He put the one she had given him in his mouth and bit it up; a burning taste, not
intolerable but far too pronounced to be pleasant, followed the release of the liquid.
“By Jove,” he exclaimed, “I should think they are strong. I believe they’ve filled them with neat alcohol.”
“Oh, they wouldn’t do that, surely,” said his fie, unwrapping another. “But they are very strong. It must be the
new mixture. Really, they almost burn. I’m not sure whether I like them or not. And that Kirsch one tasted far too
strongly of almonds. This may be better. You try a Maraschino too.” To humour her he swallowed another, and
disliked it still more.
“Funny,” he remarked, touching the roof of his mouth with the tip of his tongue. “My tongue feels quite
numb.”
“So did mine at first,” she agreed. “Now it’s tingling rather. Well, I don’t notice any difference between the
Kirsch and the Maraschino. And they do burn! I can’t make up my mind whether I like them or not.”
“I don’t,” Bendix said with decision. “I think there’s something wrong with them I shouldn’t eat any more if I
were you.”
“Well, they’re only an experiment, I suppose,” said his wife.
A few minutes later Bendix went out, to keep an appointment in the City. He left his wife still trying to make
up her mind whether she liked the chocolates or not, and still eating them to decide. Her last words to him were
that they were making her mouth burn again so much that she was afraid she would not be able to manage any
more.
“Mr. Bendix remembers that conversation very clearly,” said Moresby, looking round at the intent faces,
“because it was the last time he saw his wife alive.”
The conversation in the drawing-room had taken place approximately between a quarter-past and half-past
two. Bendix kept his appointment in the City at three, where he stayed for about half-an-hour, and then took a taxi
back to his club for tea.
He had been feeling extremely ill during his business-talk, and in the taxi he very nearly collapsed; the driver
had to summon the porter to help get him out and into the club. They both describe him as pale to the point of
ghastliness, with staring eyes and livid lips, and his skin damp and clammy. His mind seemed unaffected,
however, and once they had got him up the steps he was able to walk, with the help of the porter’s arm, into the
lounge.
The porter, alarmed by his appearance, wanted to send for a doctor at once, but Bendix, who was the last man
to make a fuss, absolutely refused to let him, saying that it could only be a bad attack of indigestion and that he
would be all right in a few minutes; he must have eaten something that disagreed with him. The porter was
doubtful, but left him.
Bendix repeated this diagnosis of his own condition a few minutes later to Sir Eustace Pennefather, who was in
the lounge at the time, not having left the club at all. But this time Bendix added:
“And I believe it was those infernal chocolates you gave me, now I come to think of it. I thought there was
something funny about them at the time. I’d better go and ring up my wife and find out if she’s been taken like
this too!”
Sir Eustace, a kind-hearted man, who was no less shocked than the porter at Bendix’s appearance, was
perturbed by the suggestion that he might in any way be responsible for it, and offered to go and ring up Mrs.
Bendix himself as the other was in no fit condition to move. Bendix was about to reply when a strange change
came over him. His body, which had been leaning limply back in his chair, suddenly heaved rigidly upright; his
jaws locked together, the livid lips drawn back in a hideous grin, and his hands clenched on the arms of the chair.
At the same time Sir Eustace became aware of an unmistakable smell of bitter almonds.
Thoroughly alarmed now, believing indeed that Bendix was dying under his eyes, he raised a shout for the
porter and a doctor. There were two or three other men at the further end of the big room (in which a shout had
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probably never been heard before in the whole course of its history) and these hurried up at once. Sir Eustace sent
one off to tell the porter to get hold of the nearest doctor without a second’s delay, and enlisted the others to try to
make the convulsed body a little more comfortable. There was no doubt among them that Bendix had taken
poison. They spoke to him, asking how he felt and what the could do for him, but he either would not or could not
answer. As a matter of fact, he was completely unconscious.
Before the doctor had arrived, a telephone message was received from an agitated butler asking if Mr. Bendix
was there, and if so would he come home at once as Mrs. Bendix had been taken seriously ill. At the house in
Eaton Square matters had been taking much the same course with Mrs. Bendix as wither husband, though a little
more rapidly. She remained for half-an-hour or so in the drawing-room after the latter’s departure, during which
time she must have eaten about three more of the chocolates. She then went up to her bedroom and rang for her
maid, to whom she said that she felt very ill and was going to lie down for a time. Like her husband, she ascribed
her condition to a violent attack of indigestion.
The maid mixed her a draught from a bottle of indigestion-powder, which consisted mainly of bicarbonate of
soda and bismuth, and brought her a hot-water bottle, leaving her lying on the bed. Her description of her
mistress’s appearance tallied exactly with the porter’s and taxi-man’s description of Bendix, but unlike them she
did not seem to have been alarmed by it. She admitted later to the opinion that Mrs. Bendix, though anything but a
greedy woman, must have overeaten herself at lunch.
At a quarter past three there was a violent ring from the bell in Mrs. Bendix’s room. The girl hurried upstairs
and found her mistress apparently in a cataleptic fit, unconscious and rigid. Thoroughly frightened now, she
wasted some precious minutes in on ineffectual attempts to bring her round, and then hurried downstairs to
telephone for the doctor. The practitioner who regularly attended the house was not at home, and it was some time
before the butler, who had found the half-hysterical girl at the telephone and taken matters into his own hands,
could get into communication with another. By the time the latter did get there, nearly half-an-hour after Mrs.
Bendix’s bell had rung, she was past help. Coma had set in, and in spite of everything the doctor could do she died
in less than ten minutes after his arrival. She was, in fact, already dead when the butler telephoned to the Rainbow
Club.
3
Having reached this stage in his narrative Moresby paused, for effect, breath and refreshment. So far, in spite
of the eager interest with which the story had been followed, no fact had been brought out of which his listeners
were unaware. It was the police investigations that they wanted to hear, for not only had not details of these been
published but not so much as a hint had been given even as to the theory that was officially held. Perhaps
Moresby had gathered something of this sentiment, for after a moment’s rst he resumed with a slight smile.
“Well, ladies and gentlemen, I shan’t keep you much longer with these preliminaries, but it’s just as well to run
through everything while we’re on it, if we want to get a view of the case as a whole.
“As you know, then, Mr. Bendix himself did not die. Luckily for himself he had eaten only two of the
chocolates, as against his wife’s seven, but still more luckily he had fallen into the hands of a clever doctor. By the
time her doctor saw Mrs. Bendix it was too late for him to do anything; but the smaller amount of poison that Mr.
Bendix had swallowed meant that its progress was not so rapid, and the doctor had time to save him.
“Not that the doctor knew then what the poison was. He treated him chiefly for prussic acid poisoning,
thinking from the symptoms and the smell that Mr. Bendix must have taken oil of bitter almonds, but he wasn’t
sure and threw in one or two other things as well. Anyhow, it turned out in the end that he couldn’t have had a
fatal dose, and he was conscious again by about eight o’clock that night. They’d put him into one of the club
bedrooms, and by the next day he was convalescent.”
At first, Moresby went on to explain, it was thought at Scotland Yard that Mrs. Bendix’s death and her
husband’s narrow escape were due to a terrible accident. The police had of course taken the matter in hand as
soon as the woman’s death was reported to them and the fact of poison established. In due course a District
Detective Inspector arrived at the Rainbow Club, and as soon as the doctor would permit after Bendix’s recovery
of consciousness held an interview with the still very sick man.
The fact of his wife’s death was kept from him in his doubtful condition and he was questioned solely upon his
own experience, for it was already clear that the two cases were bound up together and light on one would equally
clarify the other. The Inspector told Bendix bluntly that he had been poisoned and pressed him as to how the stuff
could have been taken: could he account for it in any way? It was not long before the chocolates came into
Bendix’s mind. He mentioned their burning taste, and he mentioned having already spoken to Sir Eustace about
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them as the possible cause of his illness.
This the Inspector already knew. He had spent the time before Bendix came round in interviewing such people
as had come into contact with him since his return to the club that afternoon. He had heard the porter’s story and
he had taken steps to trace the taxi-man; he had spoken with the members who had gathered round Bendix in the
lounge, and Sir Eustace had reported to him the remark of Bendix about the chocolates. The Inspector had not
attached very much importance to this at the moment, but simply as a matter of routine had questioned Sir
Eustace closely as to the whole episode and, again as a matter of routine, had afterwards rummaged through the
waste-paper basket and extricated the wrapper and the covering-letter. Still as a matter of routine, and still not
particularly impressed, he now proceeded to question Bendix on the same topic, and then at last began to realize
the significance as he heard how the two had shared the chocolates after lunch and how, even before Bendix had
left home, the wife had eaten more than the husband.
The doctor now intervened, and the Inspector had to leave the sick-room. His first action was to telephone to
his colleague at the Bendix home and tell him to take possession without delay of the box of chocolates which
was probably still in the drawing-room; at the same time he asked for a rough idea of the number of chocolates
that were missing. The other told him, nine or ten. The Inspector, who on Bendix’s information had only
accounted for six or seven, rang off and telephoned what he had learnt to Scotland Yard. Interest was now
centered on the chocolates. They were taken to Scotland Yard that evening, and w\sent off at once to be analysed.
“Well, the doctor hadn’t been far wrong,” said Moresby. “The poison in those chocolates wasn’t oil of bitter
almonds; as a matter of fact, it was nitrobenzene; but I understand that isn’t so very different. If any of you ladies
or gentlemen have a knowledge of chemicals, you’ll know more about the stuff than I do, but I believe it’s used
occasionally in the cheaper sorts of confectionery (less than it used to be, though) to give an almond-flavor as a
substitute for oil of bitter almonds, which I needn’t tell you is a powerful poison too. But the most usual way of
employing nitrobenzene commercially is in the manufacture of aniline dyes.”
When the analyst’s preliminary report came through Scotland Yard’s initial theory of accidental death was
strengthened. Here definitely was a poison used in the manufacture of chocolates and other sweets. A terrible
mistake must have been made. The firm had been employing the stuff as a cheap substitute for genuine liqueurs
and too much of it had been used. The fact that the only liqueurs named on the silver wrappings were Maraschino,
Kümmel and Kirsch, all of which carry a greater or lesser flavour of almonds, supported this conception.
But before the firm was approached by the police for an explanation, other facts had come to light. It was
found that only the top layer of chocolates contained any poison. Those in the lower layer were completely free
from anything harmful. Moreover in the lower layer the fillings inside the chocolate cases corresponded with the
description on the wrappings, whereas in the top layer, besides the poison, each sweet contained a blend of the
three liqueurs mentioned and not, for instance, plain Maraschino and poison. It was further remarked that no
Maraschino, Kirsch or Kümmel was to be found in the two lower layers.
The interesting fact also emerged, in the analyst’s detailed report, that each chocolate in the top layer
contained, in addition to its blend of the three liqueurs, exactly six minims of nitrobenzene, no more and no less.
The cases were a fair size and there was plenty of room for quite a considerable quantity of the liqueur-blend
besides this fixed quantity of poison. This was significant. Still more so was the further fact that in the bottom of
each of the noxious chocolates there were distinct traces of a hole having been drilled in the case and
subsequently plugged up with a piece of melted chocolate.
IT was now plain to the police that foul play was in question. A deliberate attempt had been made to murder
Sir Eustace Pennefather. The would-be murderer had acquired a box of Mason’s chocolate liqueurs; separated
those in which a flavour of almonds would not come amiss; drilled a small hole in each and drained it of its
contents; injected, probably with a fountain-pen filler, the dose of poison; filled the cavity up from the mixture of
former fillings; carefully stopped the hole, and re-wrapped it in its silver-paper covering. A meticulous business,
meticulously carried out.
The covering letter and wrapper which had carried with the box of chocolates now became of paramount
importance, and the inspector who had had the foresight to rescue these from destruction had occasion to pat
himself on the back. Together with the box itself and the remaining chocolates, they formed the only material
clues to this cold-blooded murder.
Taking them with him, the Chief Inspector now in charge of the case called on the managing director of Mason
and Sons, and without informing him of the circumstances as to how it had come into his possession, laid the
letter before him and invited him to explain certain points in connection with it. How many of these (the
managing director was asked) had been sent out who knew of this one, and who could have had a chance of
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handling the box that was sent to Sir Eustace. If the police had hoped to surprise Mr. Mason, the result was
nothing compared with the way in which Mr. Mason surprised the police.
“Well, sir?” prompted the Chief Inspector, when it seemed as if Mr. Mason would go on examining the letter
all day. Mr. Mason adjusted his glasses to the angle for examining Chief Inspectors instead of letters. He was a
small, rather fierce, elderly man who had begun life in a back street in Huddersfield, and did not intend any one to
forget it.
“Where the d evil did you get this?” he asked. The papers, it must be remembered had not yet got hold of the
sensational aspect of Mrs. Bendix’s death.
“I came,” replied the Chief Inspector with dignity, “to ask you about your sending it out, sir, not tell you about
my getting hold of it.”
“Then you can go to the devil,” replied Mr. Mason with decision. “And take Scotland Yard with you.” He
added, by way of a comprehensive afterthought.
“I must warn you, sir,” said the Chief Inspector, somewhat taken aback but concealing the fact beneath his
weightiest manner, “I must warn you that it may be a serious matter for you to refuse to answer my questions.”
Mr. Mason, it appeared, was exasperated rather than intimated by this covert threat.
“Get out o; ma office,” he replied in his native tongue. “Are ye druffen, man? Or do ye just think you’re
funny? Ye know as well as I do that that letter was never sent out from ’ere.” It was then that the Chief Inspector
became surprised.
“Not—not sent out by your firm at all?” he yammered. It was a possibility that had not occurred to him. “It’s—
forged, then?”
“Isn’t that what I’m telling ye?” growled the old man, regarding him fiercely from under bushy brows. But the
Chief Inspector’s evident astonishment had mollified him somewhat.
“Sir,” said that official, “I must ask you to be good enough to answer my questions as fully as possible. It’s a
case of murder I’m investigating, and”—he paused and thought cunningly—“and the murderer seems to have
been making free use of your business to cloak his operations.” The cunning of the Chief Inspector prevailed.
“The devil ’e ’as!” roared the old man. “Damn the blackguard. Ask any questions thou wants, lad; I’ll answer
right enough.” Communication thus being established, the Chief Inspector proceeded to get to grips.
During the next five minutes his heart sank lower and lower. In place of the simple case he had anticipated it
became rapidly plain to him that the affair was going to be very difficult indeed. Hitherto he had thought (and his
superiors had agreed with him) that the case was going to prove one of sudden temptation. Somebody in the
Mason firm had a grudge against Sir Eustace. Into his (or more probably, as the Chief Inspector had considered,
her) hands had fallen the box and letter addressed to him. The opportunity had been obvious, the means, in the
shape of nitrobenzene in use in the factory, ready to hand; the result had followed. Such a culprit would be easy
enough to trace.
But now, it seemed, this pleasant theory must be abandoned, for in the first place no such letter as this had ever
been sent out at all; the firm had produced no new brand of chocolates, if they had done so it was not their custom
to dispense sample boxes among private individuals, the letter was a forgery. But the notepaper on the other hand
(and this was the only remnant left to support the theory) was perfectly genuine, so far as the old man could tel.
He could not say for certain, but it was almost sure that this was a piece of old stock which had been finished up
about six months ago. The heading might be forged, but he did not think so.
“Six months ago?” queried the Inspector unhappily.
“About that,” said the other, and plucked a piece of paper out of a stand in front of him. “This is what we use
now.”
The Inspector examined it. There was no doubt of the difference. The new paper was thinner and more glossy.
But the heading looked exactly the same. The Inspector took a note of the firm who had printed both.
“As a matter of fact,” Moresby now said, “it has been noticed that the piece of paper on which the letter was
written was an old one. It is distinctly yellow round the edges. I’ll pass it round and you can see for yourselves
Please be careful of it.” The bit of paper, once handled by a murderer, passed slowly from each would-be
detective to his neighbour.
“Well, to cut a long story shorter,” Moresby went on, “we had it examined by the firm of printers, Webster’s, in
Frith Street, and they’re prepared to swear that it’s their work. That means the paper was genuine, worse luck.”
“You mean, of course,” but in Sir Charles Wildman impressively, “that had the headings been a copy, the task
of discovering the printers who executed it should have been comparatively simple?”
“That’s correct, Sir Charles. Except if it had been done by somebody who owned a small press of their own;
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but that would have been traceable too. All we’ve actually got is that the murderer is was someone who had
access to Mason’s notepaper u to six months ago: and that’s pretty wide.”
“so you think it was stolen with the actual intention of putting it to the purpose for which it was used?” asked
Alicia Dammers.
“It seems like it, madam. And something kept holding the murderer up.”
As regards the wrapper, Mr. Mason had been unable t help at all. This consisted simply of a piece of ordinary,
thin brown paper, such as could be bought anywhere, with Sir Eustace’s name and address hand-printed on it in
neat capitals. Apparently there was nothing to be learnt from it at all. The postmark showed that it had been
dispatched by the nine-thirty p.m. post from the post office in Southampton Street, Strand.
“There is a collection at 8.30 and another at 9.30,” Moresby explained, “so it must have been posted between
those two times. The packet was quite small enough to go into the opening for letters. The stamps make up the
right value. The post office was shut by then, so it could not have been handed in over the counter. Perhaps you’d
care to see it.” The piece of brown paper was handed gravely round.
“Have you brought the box too, and the other chocolates?” asked Mrs. Field-Flemming.
“No, madam. It was one of Mason’s ordinary boxes, and the chocolates have all been used for analysis.”
“Oh!” Mrs. Fielder-Flemming was plainly disappointed. “I thought there might be finger-prints on it,” she
explained.
“We have already looked for those,” replied Moresby without a flicker. There was a pause while the wrapper
passed from hand to hand.
“Naturally, we’ve made inquiries as to anyone seen posting a packet in Southampton Street between half-past
eight and half-past nine,” Moresby continued, “but without result. We’ve also carefully interrogated Sir Eustace
Pennefather to discover whether he could throw any light on the question why anyone should wish to take his life.
Sir Eustace can’t give us the faintest idea. Of course we followed up the usual line of inquiry as to who would
benefit by his death, but without any helpful results. Most of his possessions go to his wife, who has a divorce suit
pending against him; and she’s out of the country. We’ve checked her movements and she’s out of the question.
Besides,” added Moresby unprofessionally, “she’s a very nice lady. And as to facts, all we know is that the
murderer probably had some connection with Mason and Sons up to six months ago, and was almost certainly in
Southampton Street at some time between eight-thirty and nine-thirty on that particular evening. I’m very much
afraid we’re up against a brick wall.”
Moresby did not add that so were the amateur criminologists in front of him, too, but he very distinctly implied
it. There was a silence.
“Is that all?” asked Roger.
“That’s all, Mr. Sheringham,” Moresby agreed. There was another silence.
“Surely the police have a theory?” Mr. Morton Harogate Bradley threw out in a detached manner. Moresby
hesitated perceptibly.
“Come along, Moresby,” Roger encouraged him. “It’s quite a simple theory. I know it.”
“Well,” said Moresby, thus stimulated, “we’re inclined to believe the crime was the work of a lunatic, or semilunatic, possibly quite unknown personally to Sir Eustace. You see”—Moresby looked a trifle embarrassed—“you
see,” he went on bravely, “Sir Eustace’s life was a bit, well, we might say hectic, if you’ll excuse the word. We
think at the Yard that some religious or social maniac took it on himself to rid the world of him, so to speak. Some
of his escapades had caused a bit of talk, as you may know.
“Or it might just be a plain homicidal lunatic, who likes killing people at a distance. There’s the Horwood case,
you see. Some lunatic sent poisoned chocolates to the Commissioner of Police himself. That caused a lot of
attention. We think this case may be an echo of it. A case that creates a good deal of notice is quite often followed
by another on exactly the same lines, as I needn’t remind you.
“Well, that’s our theory. And if it’s the right one, we’ve got about as much chance of laying our hands on the
murder as—as—” Chief Inspector Moresby cast about for something really scating.
“As we have,” suggested Roger.
101.252 The Gioconda Smile\fn{by Aldous Leonard Huxley (1894-1963)} Godalming, Surrey, England, United
Kingdom (M) 14
“Miss Spence will be down directly, sir.”
“Thank you,” said Mr. Hutton, without turning round. Janet Spence’s parlor-maid was so ugly—ugly on
1119

purpose, it always seemed to him, malignantly, criminally ugly—that he could not bear to look at her more than
was necessary. The door closed. Left to himself, Mr. Hutton got up and began to wander round the room, looking
with meditative eyes at the familiar objects it contained.
Photographs of Greek statuary, photographs of the Roman Forum, colored prints of Italian masterpieces, all
very safe and well known. Poor, dear Janet, what a prig—what an intellectual snob! Her real taste was illustrated
in that water-color by the pavement artist, the one she had paid half a crown for (and thirty-five shillings for the
frame). How often he had heard her tell the story, how often expatiate on the beauties of that skilful imitation of
an oleograph!\fn{A kind of chromolithograph imitative of an oil painting .} “A real Artist in the streets,” and you could hear
the capital A in Artist as she spoke the words. She made you feel that part of his glory had entered into Janet
Spence when she tendered him that half-crown for the copy of the oleograph. She was implying a compliment to
her own taste and penetration. A genuine Old Master for half a crown. Poor, dear Janet!
Mr. Hutton came to a pause in front of a small oblong mirror. Stopping a little to get a full view of his face, he
passed a white, well-manicured finger over his moustache. It was as curly, as freshly auburn as it had been twenty
years ago. His hair still retained its color, and there was no sign of baldness yet—only a certain elevation of the
brow. “Shakespearean,” thought Mr. Hutton, with a smile, as he surveyed the smooth and polished expanse of his
forehead.
Others abide our question, thou are free. … Footsteps in the sea … Majesty. … Shakespeare, thou shouldst be
living at this hour. No, that was Milton, wasn’t it? Milton, the Lady of Christ’s. There was no lady about him. He
was what the women would call a manly man. that was why they liked him—for the curly auburn moustache and
the discreet redolence of tobacco. Mr. Hutton smiled again; he enjoyed making fun of himself. Lady of Christ’s?
No, no. He was the Christ of Ladies. Very pretty, very pretty. The Christ of Ladies. Mr. Hutton wished there were
somebody he could tell the joke to. Poor, dear Janet wouldn’t appreciate it, alas!
He straightened himself up, patted his hair, and resumed his peregrination. Damn the Roman Forum; he hated
those dreary photographs.
Suddenly he became aware that Janet Spence was in the room, standing near the door. Mr. Hutton started, as
though he had been taken in some felonious act. To make these silent and spectral appearances was one of Janet
Spence’s peculiar talents. Perhaps she had been there all the time, had seen him looking at himself in the mirror.
Impossible! But, still, it was disquieting.
“Oh, you gave me such a surprise,” said Mr. Hutton, recovering his smile and advancing with outstretched
hand to meet her.
Miss Spence was smiling too: her Gioconda smile, he had once called it in a moment of half-ironical flatteryt.
Miss Spence had taken the compliment seriously, and always tried to live up to the Leonardo standard.\fn{ The
Mona Lisa—called La Gioconda, after the presumed name of her husband—is famous for the nature of its smile; Leonardo Da Vinci
(1452-1519) painted it during the period 1503-1506.} She smiled on in silence while Mr. Hutton shook hands; that was part

of the Gioconda business.
“I hope you’re well,” said Mr. Hutton. “You look it.”
What a queer face she had! That small mouth pursed forward by the Gioconda expression into a little snout
with a round hole in the middle as though for whistling—it was like a penholder seen from the front. Above the
mouth is a well-shaped nose, finely aquiline. Eyes large, lustrous, and dark, with the largeness, luster, and
darkness that seems to invite sties and an occasional bloodshot suffusion. They were fine eyes, but unchangingly
grave. The penholder might do its Gioconda trick, but the eyes never altered in their earnestness. Above them, a
pair of boldly arched, heavily pencilled black eyebrows lent a surprising air of power, as of a roman matron, to the
upper portion of the face. Her hair was dark and equally Roman; Agrippina\fn{ Probably the notorious Agrippina the
Younger (15-59AD); a portrait statue made between 45-50 survives .} from the brows upward.
“I thought I’d just look in on my way home,” Mr. Hutton went on. “Ah, it’s good to be back here”—he
indicated with a wave of his hand the flowers in the vases, the sunshine and greenery beyond the windows—“it’s
good to be back in the country after a stuffy day of business in town.”
Miss Spence, who had sat down, pointed to a chair at her side.
“No, really, I can’t sit down,” Mr. Hutton protested. “I must get back to see how poor Emily is. She was rather
seedy this morning.” He sat down, nevertheless. “It’s these wretched liver chills. She’s always getting them.
Women—” He broke off and coughed, so as to hide the fact that he had uttered. He was about to say that women
with weak digestions ought not to marry; but the remark was too cruel, and he didn’t really believe it. Janet
Spence, moreover, was a believer in eternal flames and spiritual attachments. “She hopes to be well enough,” he
added, “to see you at luncheon tomorrow. Can you come? Do!” He smiled persuasively. “It’s my invitation too,
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you know.”
She dropped her eyes, and Mr. Hutton almost thought that he detected a certain reddening of the cheek. It was
a tribute; he stroked his moustache.
“I should like to come if you think Emily’s really well enough to have a visitor.”
“Of course. You’ll do her good. You’ll do us both good. In married life three is often better company than
two.”
“Oh, you’re cynical.”
Mr. Hutton always had a desire to say “Bow-wow-wow” whenever that last word was spoken. It irritated him
more than any other word in the language. But instead of barking he made haste to protest.
“No, no. I’m only speaking a melancholy truth. Reality doesn’t always come up to the ideal, you know. But
that doesn’t make me believe any the less in the ideal. Indeed, I believe in it passionately—the ideal of a
matrimony between two people in perfect accord. I think it’s realizable. I’m sure it is.”
He paused significantly and looked at her with an arch expression. A virgin of thirty-six, but still unwithered;
she had her charms. And there was something really rather enigmatic about her. Miss Spence made no reply, but
continued to smile. There were times when Mr. Hutton got rather bored with the Gioconda. He stood up.
“I must really be going now. Farewell, mysterious Gioconda.” The smile grew intense, focused itself, as it
were, in a narrower snout. Mr. Hutton made a cinquecento gesture, and kissed her extended hand. It was the first
time he had done such a thing; the action seemed not to be resented. “I look forward to tomorrow.”
“Do you?”
For answer Mr. Huton once more kissed her hand, then turned to go. Miss Spence accompanied him to the
porch.
“Where’s your car?” she asked.
“I left it at the gate of the drive.”
“I’ll come and see you off.”
“No, no.” Mr. Hutton was playful, but determined. “You must do no such thing. I simply forbid you.”
“But I should like to come,” Miss Spence protested, throwing a rapid Gioconda at him.
Mr. Hutton held up his hand. “No,” he repeated, and then, with a gesture that was almost the blowing of a kiss,
he started to run down the drive, lightly, on his toes, with long, bounding strides like a boy’s. He was proud of that
run; it was quite marvelously youthful. Still, he was glad the drive was no longer. At the last bend, before passing
out of sight of the house, he halted and turned round. Miss Spence was still standing on the steps, smiling her
smile. He waved his hand, and this time quite definitely and overtly wafted a kiss in her direction. Then, breaking
once more into his magnificent canter, he rounded the last dark promontory of trees. Once out of sight of the
house he let his high paces decline to a trot, and finally to a walk. He took out his handkerchief and began wiping
his neck inside his collar. What fools, what fools! Had thee ever been such an ass as poor, dear Janet Spence?
Never, unless it was himself. Decidedly he was the more malignant fool, since he, at least, was are of his folly and
still persisted in it. Why did he persist? Ah, the problem that was himself, the problem that was other people …
He had reached the gate. A large prosperous-looking motor was standing at the side of the road.
“Home, M’Nab.” He chauffeur touched his cap. “And stop at the cross-roads on the way, as usual,” Mr. Hutton
added, as he opened the door of the car. “Well?” he said, speaking into the obscurity that lurked within.
“Oh, teddy Bear, what an age you’ve been!” It was a fresh and childish voice that spoke the words. There was
the faintest hint of cockney impurity about the vowel sounds.
Mr. Huton bent his large form and darted into the car with the agility of an animal regaining its burrow.
“Have I?” he said, as he shut the door. The machine began to move. “You must have missed me a lot if you
found the time so long.” He sat back in the low seat; a cherishing warmth enveloped him.
“Teddy Bear …” and with a sigh of contentment a charming little head declined on to Mr. Hutton’s shoulder.
Ravished, he looked down sideways at the round, babyish face.
“Do you know, Doris, you look like the pictures of Louise de Kéroual.” Her passed his fingers through the
mass of curly hair.
“Who’s Louise de Kera-whatever-it-is?” Doris spoke from remote distances.
“She was, alas! Fuit. We shall all be “was” one of these days. Meanwhile …”
Mr. Hutton covered the babyish face with kisses. The car rushed smoothly along. M’Nab’s back, through the
front window, was stonily impressive, the back of a statue.
“Your hands,” Doris whispered. “Oh, you mustn’t touch me. They give me electric shocks.”
Mr. Hutton adored her for the virgin imbecility of the words. How late in one’s existence one makes the
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discovery of one’s body!
“The electricity isn’t in me, it’s in you.” He kissed her again, whispering her name several times: Doris, Doris,
Doris. The scientific appellation of the sea-mouse, he was thinking as he kissed the throat she offered him, white
and extended like the throat of a victim awaiting the sacrificial knife. The sea-mouse was a sausage with
iridescent fur: very peculiar. Or was Doris the sea-cucumber, which turns itself inside out in moments of alarm?
He would really have to go to Naples again, just to see the aquarium. These sea creatures were fabulous,
unbelievably fantastic.
“Oh, Teddy Bear!” (More zoology; but he was only a land animal. His poor little jokes!) “Teddy bear, I’m so
happy.”
“So am I,” said Mr. Hutton. Was it true?
“But I wish I knew if it were right. Tell me, Teddy Bear, is it right or wrong?”
“Ah, my dear, that’s just what I’ve been wondering for the last thirty years.”
“Be serious, Teddy Bear. I want to know if this is right; if it’s right that I should be here with you and that we
should love one another, and that it should give me electric shocks when you touch me.”
“Right? Well, it’s certainly good that you should have electric shocks rather than sexual repressions. Read
Freud; repressions are the devil.”
“Oh, you don’t help me. Why aren’t you ever serious? If only you knew how miserable I am sometimes,
thinking it’s not right. Perhaps, you know, there is a hell and all that. I don’t know what to do. Sometimes I think I
ought to stop loving you.”
“But could you?” asked Mr. Hutton, confident in the powers of his seduction and his moustache.
“No. Teddy Bear, you know I couldn’t. But I could run away, I could hide from you, I could lock myself up
and force myself not to come to you.”
“Silly little thing!” He tightened his embrace.
“Oh, dear, I hope it isn’t wrong. And there are times when I don’t care if it is.”
Mr. Hutton was touched. He had a certain protective affection for this little creature. He laid his cheek against
her hair and so, interlaced, they sat in silence, while the car, swaying and pitching a little as it hastened along,
seemed to draw in the white road and the dusty hedges towards it devouringly.
“Good-bye, good-bye.”
The car moved on, gathered speed, vanished round a curve, and Doris was left standing by the sign-post at the
cross-roads, still dizzy and weak with the languor born of those kisses and the electrical touch of those gentle
hands. She had to take a deep breath, to draw herself up deliberately, before she was strong enough to start her
homeward walk. She had half a mile in which to invent the necessary lies.
Alone, Mr. Hutton suddenly found himself the prey of an appalling boredom.
*
Mrs. Hutton was lying on the sofa in her boudoir, playing patience. In spite of the warmth of the July evening a
wood fire was burning on the hearth. A black Pomeranian, extenuated by the heat and the fatigues of digestion,
slept before the blaze.
“Phew! Isn’t it rather hot in here?” Mr. Hutton asked as he entered the room.
“You know I have to keep warm, dear.” The voice seemed breaking on the verge of tears. “I get so shivery.”
“I hope you’re better this evening.”
“Not much, I’m afraid.”
The conversation stagnated. Mr. Hutton stood leaning his back against the mantlepiece. He looked down at the
Pomeranian lying at his feet, and with the toe of his right boot he rolled the little dog over and rubbed its white
flecked chest and belly. The creature lay in an inert ecstasy. Mrs. Hutton continued to play patience. Arrived at an
impasse, she altered the position of one card, took back another, and went on playing. Her patiences always came
out.
“Dr. Libbard thinks I ought to go to Llandrindod Wells this summer.”
“Well, go, my dear—go, most certainly.”
Mr. Hutton was thinking of the events of the afternoon: how they had driven, Doris and he, up the hanging
wood, had left the car to wait for them under the shade of the trees, and walked together out into the windless
sunshine of the chalk down.
“I’m to drink the waters for my liver, and he thinks I ought to have massage and electric treatment, too.”
Hat in hand, Doris had stalked four blue butterflies that were dancing together round a scabious flower with a
motion that was like the flickering of blue fire. The blue fire burst and scattered into whirling sparks; she had
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given chase, laughing and shouting like a child.
“I’m sure it will do you good, my dear.”
“I was wondering if you’d come with me, dear.”
“But you know I’m going to Scotland at the end of the month.”
Mrs. Hutton looked up at him entreatingly. “It’s the journey,” she said. “The thought of it is such a nightmare. I
don’t know if I can manage it. And you know I can’t sleep in hotels. And then there’s the luggage and all the
worries. I can’t go alone.”
“But you won’t be alone. You’ll have your maid with you.” He spoke impatiently. The sick woman was
usurping the place of the healthy one. He was being dragged back from the memory of the sunlit down and the
quick, laughing girl, back to this unhealthy, overheated room and its complaining occupant.
“I don’t think I shall be able to go.”
“But you must, my dear, if the doctor tells you to. And, besides, a change will do you good.
“I don’t think so.”
“But Libbard thinks so, and he knows what he’s talking about.”
“No, I can’t face it. I’m too weak. I can’t go alone.” Mrs. Hutton pulled a handkerchief out of her black silk
bag, and put it to her yes.
“Nonsense, my dear, you must make the effort.”
“I had rather be left in peace to die here.” She was crying earnest now.
“O Lord! Now do be reasonable. Listen now, please.” Mrs. Hutton only sobbed more violently. “Oh, what is
one to do?” He shrugged his shoulders and walked out of the room.
Mr. Hutton was aware that he had not behaved with proper patience; but he could not help it. Very early in his
manhood he had discovered that not only did he not feel sympathy for the poor, the weak, the diseased, and
deformed; he actually hated them. Once, as an undergraduate, he spent three days at a mission in the East
End.\fn{A district in London.} He had returned, filled with a profound and ineradicable disgust. Instead of pitying, he
loathed the unfortunate. It was not, he knew, a very comely emotion, and he had been ashamed of it at first. In the
end he had decided that it was temperamental, inevitable, and had felt no further qualms. Emily had been healthy
and beautiful when he married her. He had loved her then. But now—was it his fault that she was like this?
Mr. Hutton dined alone. Food and drink left him more benevolent than he had been before dinner. To make
amends for his show of exasperation he went up to his wife’s room and offered to read to her. She was touched,
gratefully accepted the offer, and Mr. Hutton, who was particularly proud of his accent, suggested a little light
reading in French.
“French? I am so fond of French.” Mrs. Hutton spoke of the language of Racine\fn{ Jean Baptiste Racine (16391699) perhaps the greatest writer of French classical dramatic tragedy .} as though it were a dish of green peas.
Mr. Hutton ran down to the library and returned with a yellow volume. He began reading. The effort of
pronouncing perfectly absorbed his whole attention. But how good his accent was! The fact of its goodness
seemed to improve the quality of the novel he was reading.
At the end of fifteen pages an unmistakable sound aroused him. He looked up; Mrs. Hutton had gone to sleep.
He sat still for a little while, looking with a dispassionate curiosity at the sleeping face. Once it had been
beautiful; once, long ago, the sight of it, the recollection of it, had moved him with an emotion profounder,
perhaps, than any he had felt before or since. Now it was lined and cadaverous. The skin was stretched tightly
over the cheekbones, across the bridge of the sharp, bird-like nose. The closed eyes were set in profound bonerimmed sockets. The lamplight striking on the face from the side emphasized with light and shade its cavities and
projections. It was the face of a dead Christ by Morales.\fn{ Luis de Morales aka El Divino (c.1509-1586), so-nicknamed
because of his emotional religious pains, which appealed to the people .}
Le squelette était invisible
Au temps beureux de l’art païen

He shivered a little, and tiptoed out of the room.
On the following day Mrs. Huton came down to luncheon. She had had some unpleasant palpitations during
the night, but she was feeling better now. Besides, she wanted to do honor to her guest. Miss Spence listened to
her complaints about Llandrindod Wells, and was loud in sympathy, lavish with advice. Whatever she said was
always said with intensity. She leaned forward, aimed, so to speak, like a gun, and fired her words. Bang! the
charge in her soul was ignited, the words whizzed forth at the narrow barrel of her mouth. She was a machine-gun
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riddling her hostess with sympathy. Mr. Hutton had undergone similar bombardments, mostly of a literary or
philosophic character—bombardments of Maeterlinck,\fn{ Maurice Polydore Marie Bernard, Count (from 1932) Maeterlinck
(1862-1949), Belgian author, whose art is in some degree conditioned by his search for a drama that attempts communication by formal
qualities stripped of what is, in his words, apt to obscure “the communion of soul with soul” .} of Mrs. Besant,\fn{Mrs. Annie Besant
(1847-1933), British theosophist and nationalist leader in India .} of Bergson,\fn{Henri Bergson (1859-1941), French philosopher and
Nobel laureate.} of William James.\fn{ American philosopher and psychologist (1842-1910), who developed the philosophy of
pragmatism.} Today the missiles were medical. She talked about insomnia, she expatiated on the virtues of harmless

drugs and beneficent specialists. Under the bombardment Mrs. Hutton opened out, like a flower in the sun.
Mr. Hutton looked on in silence. The spectacle of Janet Spence evoked I him an unfailing curiosity. He was not
romantic enough to imagine that every face masked an interior physiognomy of beauty or strangeness, that every
woman’s small talk was like a vapor hanging over mysterious gulfs. His wife, for example, and Doris; they were
nothing more than what they seemed to be. But with Janet Spence it was somehow different. Here one could be
sure that thee was some kind of a queer face behind the Gioconda smile and the Roman eyebrows. The only
question was: What exactly was there? Mr. Hutton could never quite make out.\fn{ I.e., make it out; discover it; make out
what it was that was behind the smile and the eyebrows. Certainly Mr. Hutton had no problem “making out” .}
“But perhaps you won’t have to go to Llandrindod after all,” Miss Spence was saying. “If you get well quickly
Dr. Libbard will let you off.”
“I only hope so. Indeed, I do really feel rather better today.”
Mr. Hutton felt ashamed. How much was it his own lack of sympathy that prevented her from feeling well
every day? But he comforted himself by reflecting that it was only a case of feeling, not of being better. Sympathy
does not mend a diseased liver or a weak heart.
“My dear, I wouldn’t eat those red currants if I were you,” he said, suddenly solicitous. “You know that
Libbard has banned everything with skins and pips.”
“But I am so fond of them,” Mrs. Hutton protested, “and I feel so well today.”
“Don’t be a tyrant,” said Miss Spence, looking first at him and then at his wife. “Let the poor invalid have
what she fancies; it will do her good.” She laid her hand on Mrs. Hutton’s arm and patted it affectionately two or
three times.
“Thank you, my dear.” Mrs. Hutton helped herself to the stewed currants.
“Well, don’t blame me if they make you ill again.”
“Do I ever blame you, dear?”
“You have nothing to blame me for,” Mr. Hutton answered playfully. “I am the perfect husband.”
They sat in the garden after luncheon. From the island of shade under the old cypress tree they looked out
across a flat expanse of lawn, in which the parterres\fn{ Beds.} of flowers shone with a metallic brilliance.
Mr. Hutton took a deep breath of the warm and fragrant air. “It’s good to be alive,” he said.
“Just to be alive,” his wife echoed, stretching one pale, knot-jointed hand into the sunlight.
A maid brought the coffee; the silver pots and the little blue cups were set on a folding table near the group of
chairs.
“Oh, my medicine!” exclaimed Mrs. Hutton. “Run in and fetch it, Clara, will you? The white bottle on the
sideboard.”
“I’ll go,” said Mr. Hutton. “I’ve got to go and fetch a cigar in any case.”
He ran in towards the house. On the threshold he turned round for an instant. The maid was walking back
across the lawn. His wife was sitting up in her deck-chair, engaged in opening her white parasol. Miss Spence was
bending over the table, pouring out the coffee. He passed into the cool obscurity of the house.
“Do you like sugar in your coffee?” Miss Spence inquired.
“Yes, please. Give me rather a lot. I’ll drink it after my medicine to take the taste away.”
Mrs. Hutton leaned back in her chair, lowering the sunshade over her eyes, so as to shut out from her vision the
burning sky.
Behind her, Miss Spence was making a delicate clinking among the coffee-cups.
“I’ve given you three large spoonfuls. That ought to take the taste away. And here comes the medicine.”
Mr. Hutton had reappeared, carrying a wine-glass, half full of a pale liquid.
“It smells delicious,” he said, as he handed it to his wife.
“That’s only the flavoring.” She drank it off at a gulp, shuddered, and made a grimace. “Ugh, it’s so nasty.
Give me my coffee.”
Miss Spence gave her the cup; she sipped at it. “You’ve made it like syrup. But it’s very nice, after that
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atrocious medicine.”
At half past three Mrs. Hutton complained that she did not feel as well as she had done, and went indoors to lie
down. Her husband would have said something about the red currants, but checked himself; the triumph of an “I
told you so” was too cheaply won. Instead, he was sympathetic, and gave her his arm to the house.
“A rest will do you good,” he said. “By the way, I shan’t be back till after dinner.”
“But why? Where are you going?”
“I promised to go to Johnson’s this evening. We have to discuss the war memorial, you know.”
“Oh, I wish you weren’t going.” Mrs. Hutton was almost in tears.” Can’t you stay? I don’t like being alone in
the house.”
“But, my dear, I promised—weeks ago.” It was a bother having to lie like this. “And now I must get back and
look after Miss Spence.
He kissed her on the forehead and went out again into the garden. Miss Spence received him aimed and
intensive.
“Your wife is dreadfully ill,” she fired off at him.
“I thought she cheered up so much when you came.”
“That was purely nervous, purely nervous. I was watching her closely. With a heart in that condition and her
digestion wrecked—yes, wrecked—anything might happen.”
“Libbard doesn’t take so gloomy a view of poor Emily’s health.” Mr. Hutton held open the gate that led fro the
garden into the drive; Miss Spence’s car was standing by the front door.
“Libbard is only a country doctor. You ought to see a specialist.”
He could not refrain from laughing. “You have a macabre passion for specialists.”
Miss Spence held up her hand in protest. “I am serious. I think poor Emily is in a very bad state. Anything
might happen—at any moment.”
He handed her into\fn{Helped her into.} the car and shut the door. The chauffeur started the engine and climbed
into his place, ready to drive off.
“Shall I tell him to start?” He had no desire to continue the conversation.
Miss Spence leaned forward and shot a Gioconda in his direction. “Remember, I expect you to come and see
me again soon.”
Mechanically he grinned, made a polite noise, and, as the car moved forward, waved his hand. He was happy
to be alone.
A few minutes afterwards Mr. Hutton himself drove away. Doris was waiting at the cross-roads. They dined
together twenty miles from home, at a roadside hotel. It was one of those bad, expensive meals which are only
cooked in country hotels frequented by motorists. It revolted Mr. Hutton, but Doris enjoyed it. She always
enjoyed things. Mr. Hutton ordered a not very good brand of champagne. He was wishing he had spent the
evening in his library.
When they started homewards Doris was a little tipsy and extremely affectionate. It was very dark inside the
car, but looking forward, past the motionless form of M’Nab, they could see a bright and narrow universe of
forms and colors scooped out of the night by the electric head-lamps.\fn{ Headlights.}
It was after eleven when Mr. Hutton reached home. Dr. Hibbard met him in the hall. He was a small man with
delicate hands and well-formed features that were almost feminine. His brown eyes were large and melancholy.
He used to waste a great deal of time sitting at the bedside of his patients, looking sadness through those eyes and
talking in a sad, low voice about nothing in particular. His person exhaled a pleasing odor, decidedly antiseptic but
at the same time suave and discreetly delicious.
“Libbard?” said Mr. Hutton in surprise. “You here? Is my wife ill?”
“We tried to fetch you earlier,” the soft, melancholy voice replied. “It was thought you were at Mr. Johnson’s,
but they had no news of you there.”
“No, I was detained. I had a break-down,” Mr. Hutton answered irritably. It was tiresome to be caught out in a
lie.
“Your wife wanted to see you urgently.”
“Well, I can go now.” Mr. Hutton moved towards the stairs.
Dr. Libbard laid a hand on his arm. “I am afraid it’s too late.”
“Too late?” He began fumbling with his watch; it wouldn’t come out of the pocket.
“Mrs. Hutton passed away half an hour ago.”
The voice remained even in its softness, the melancholy of the eyes did not deepen. Dr. Libbard spoke of death
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as he would speak of a local cricket match. All things were equally vain and equally deplorable.
Mr. Hutton found himself thinking of Janet Spence’s words. At any moment—at any moment. She had been
extraordinarily right.
“What happened?” he asked. “What was the cause?”
Dr. Libbard explained. It was heart failure brought on by a violent attack of nausea, caused in its turn by the
eating of something of an irritant nature. Red currants? Mr. Hutton suggested. Very likely. It had been too much
for the heart. There was chronic valvular disease: something had collapsed under the strain. It was all over; she
could not have suffered much.
*
“It’s a pity they should have chosen the day of the Eton and Harrow match for the funeral,” old General Grego
was saying as he stood, his top hat in his hand, under the shadow of the lich-gate,\fnb{ An opening or gateway to the
churchyard where the bier is commonly placed to await the arrival of the clergyman; it is commonly roofed .} wiping his face with his
handkerchief.
Mr. Hutton overheard the remark and with difficulty restrained a desire to inflict grievous bodily pain on the
General. He would have liked to hit the old brute in the middle of his big red face. Monstrous great mulberry,
spotted with meal! Was there no respect for the dead? Did nobody care? In theory he didn’t much care; let the
dead bury their dead. But here, at the graveside, he had found himself actually sobbing. Poor Emily, they had been
pretty happy once. Now she was lying at the bottom of a seven-foot hole. And here was Grego complaining that
he couldn’t go to the Eton and Harrow match.
Mr. Hutton looked round at the groups of black figures that were drifting slowly out of the churchyard towards
the fleet of cabs and motors assembled in the road outside. Against the brilliant background of the July grass and
flowers and foliage, they had a horribly alien and unnatural appearance. It pleased him to think that all these
people would soon be dead too.
That evening Mr. Hutton sat up late I his library reading the life of Milton. There was no particular reason why
he should have chosen Milton; it was the book that first came to hand, that was all. It was after midnight when he
had finished. He got up from his armchair, unbolted the French windows, and stepped out on to the little paved
terrace. The night was quiet and clear. Mr. Hutton looked at the stars an at the holes between them, dropped his
eyes to the dim lawns and hueless flowers of the garden, and let them wander over the farther landscape, black
and gray under the moon.
He began to think with a kind of confused violence. There were the stars, there was Milton. A man can be
somehow the peer of stars and night. Greatness, nobility. But is there seriously a difference between the noble and
the ignoble? Milton, the stars, death, and himself—himself. The soul, the body; the higher and the lower nature.
Perhaps thee was something in it, after all. Milton had a god on his side and righteousness. What had he? Nothing,
nothing whatever. There were only Doris’s little breasts. What was the point of it all? Milton, the stars, death, and
Emily in her grave, Doris and himself—always himself. …
Oh, he was a futile and disgusting being. Everything convinced him of it. It was a solemn moment. He spoke
aloud: “I will, I will.” There had been New Year’s days and solemn anniversaries I the past, when he had felt the
same contritions and recorded similar resolutions. They had all thinned away, these resolutions, like smoke, into
nothingness. But this was a greater moment and he had pronounced a more fearful oath. In the future it was to be
different. Yes, he would live by reason, he would be industrious, he would curb his appetites, he would devote his
life to some good purpose. It was resolved and it would be so.
In practice he was himself spending his mornings in agricultural pursuits, riding round with the bailiff, seeing
that his land was farmed in the most modern way—silos and artificial manures\fn{ Fertilizers.} and continuous
cropping, and all that. The remainder of the day should be devoted to serious study. Thee was that book he had
been intending to write for so long—The Effect of Diseases on Civilization.
Mr. Hutton went to bed humble and contrite, but with a sense that grace had entered into him. He slept for
seven and a half hours, and woke to find the sun brilliantly shining. The emotions of the evening before had been
transformed by a good night’s rest into his customary cheerfulness. It was not until a good many seconds after his
return to conscious life that he remembered his resolution, his Stygian oath. Milton and death seemed somehow
different in the sunlight. As for the stars, they were not there. But the resolutions were good; even in the daytime
he could see that. He had his horse saddled after breakfast, and rod round the farm with the bailiff. After luncheon
he read Thucydides\fn{Greek historian (c.460-c.400BC), known for his History of the Peloponnesian War (431-404), in which he had
himself been an important (though at defeated) participant .} on the plague at Athens. In the evening he made a few notes on
malaria in Southern Italy. While he was undressing he remembered that there was a good anecdote in Skelton’s
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jest-book about the Sweating Sickness. He would have made a note of it if only he could have found a pencil.
On the sixth morning of his new life Mr. Hutton found among his correspondence an envelope addressed in
that peculiarly vulgar handwriting which he knew to be Doris’s. He opened it, and began to read. She didn’t know
what to say; words were so inadequate. His wife dying like that, and so suddenly—it was too terrible. Mr. Hutton
sighed, but his interest revived somewhat as he read on:
Death is so frightening, I never think of it when I can help it. But when something like this happens, or when I am
feeling ill or depressed, then I can’t help remembering it is there so close, and I think about all the wicked things I have
done and about you and me, and I wonder what will happen, and I am so frightened. I am so lonely, Teddy Bear, and so
unhappy, and I don’t know what to do. I can’t get rid of the idea of dying. I am so wretched and helpless without you. I
didn’t mean to write to you; I meant to wait till you were out of mourning and could come and see me again, but I was
so lonely and miserable, Teddy Bear, I had to write. I couldn’t help it. Forgive me, I want you so much; I have nobody
in the world but you. You are so good and gentle and understand-ing; there is nobody like you. I shall never forget how
good and kind you have been to me, and you are so clever and know so much, I can’t understand how you ever came to
pay any attention to me, I am so dull and stupid, much less like me and love me, because you do love me a little, don’t
you, Teddy Bear?

Mr. Hutton was touched with shame and remorse. To be thanked like this,. Worshipped for having seduced the
girl—it was too much. It had just been a piece of imbecile wantonness. Imbecile, idiotic: there was no other way
to describe it. For, when all was said, he had derived very little pleasure from it. Taking all things together, he had
probably been more bored than amused. Once upon a time he had believed himself to be a hedonist.\fn{ One who
follows the doctrine that pleasure or happiness is the sole or chief good in life .} But to be a hedonist implies a certain process of
reasoning, a deliberate choice of known pleasure, a rejection of known pains. This had been done without reason,
against it. For he knew beforehand—so well, so well—that there was no interest or pleasure to be derived from
these wretched affairs. And yet each time the vague itch came upon him he succumbed, involving himself once
more in the old stupidity. There had been Maggie, his wife’s maid, and Edith, the girl on the farm, and Mrs.
Pringle, and the waitress in London, and others—there seemed to be dozens of them. It had all been so stale and
boring. He knew it would be; he always knew. And yet, and yet … Experience doesn’t teach.
Poor little Doris! He would write to her kindly, comfortingly, but he wouldn’t see her again. A servant came to
tell him that his horse was saddled and waiting. He mounted and rode off. That morning the old bailiff was more
irritating than usual.
*
Five days later Doris and Mr. Hutton were sitting together on the pier at Southend; Doris, in white muslin with
pink garnishings, radiated happiness; Mr. Hutton, legs outstretched and chair tilted, had pushed the panama\fn{ A
type of hat.} back from his forehead, and was trying to feel like a tripper.\fn{ I.e., a day-tripper, one who darts out from his
accustomed warren for a furtive excursion into pleasure rarely made and of short duration .} That night, when Doris was asleep,
breathing and warm by his side, he recaptured, in this moment of darkness and physical fatigue, the rather cosmic
emotion which had possessed him that evening, not a fortnight ago, when he had made his great resolution. And
so his solemn oath had already gone the way of so many other resolutions. Unreason had triumphed; at the first
itch of desire he had given way. He was hopeless, hopeless.
For a long time he lay with closed eyes, ruminating his humiliation. The girl stirred in her sleep. Mr. Hutton
turned over and looked in her direction. Enough faint light crept in between the half-drawn curtains to show her
bare arm and shoulder, her neck, and the dark tangle of hair on the pillow. She was beautiful, desirable. Why did
he lie there moaning over his sins? What did it matter? If he wee hopeless, than so be it; he would make the best
of his hopelessness. A glorious sense of irresponsibility suddenly filled him. He was free, magnificently free. In a
kind of exaltation he drew the girl towards him. She woke, bewildered, almost frightened under his rough kisses.
The storm of his desire subsided into a kind of serene merriment. The whole atmosphere seemed to be
quivering with enormous silent laughter.
“Could anyone love you as much as I do, Teddy Bear?” The question came faintly from distant worlds of love.
“I think I know somebody who does,” Mr. Hutton relied. The submarine laughter was swelling, rising, ready to
break the surface of silence and resound.
“Who? Tell me. What do you mean?” The voice had come very close; charged with suspicion, anguish,
indignation, it belonged to this immediate world.”
“A—ah!”
“Who?”
“You’ll never guess.” Mr. Hutton kept up the joke until it began to grow tedious, and then pronounced the
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name: “Janet Spence.”
Doris was incredulous. “Miss Spence of the Manor? That old woman?” It was too ridiculous. Mr. Hutton
laughed too.
“But it’s quite true,” he said. “She adores me.” Oh, the vast joke! He would go and see her as soon as he
returned—see and conquer. “I believe she wants to marry me,” he added.
“But you wouldn’t … you don’t intend …”
The air was fairly crepitating with humor. Mr. Hutton laughed aloud. “I intend to marry you,” he said. It
seemed to him the best joke he had ever made in his life.
When Mr. Hutton left Southend he was once more a married man. It was agreed that, for the time being, the
fact should be kept secret. In the autumn they would go abroad together, and the world should be informed.
Meanwhile he was to go back to his own house and Doris to hers.
The day after his return he walked over in the afternoon to see Miss Spence. She received him with the old
Gioconda.
“I was expecting you to come.”
“I couldn’t keep away,” Mr. Hutton gallantly replied.
They sat in the summer-house. It was a pleasant place—a little old stucco temple bowered among dense bushes
of evergreen. Miss Spence had left her mark on it by hanging up over the seat a blue-and-white Della Robbia
plaque.\fn{An allusion Luca Della Robbia (1400?-1482), the (Florentine) who originated glazed terra-cotta bas-reliefs, initially with
white figures on a blue ground—delicately made and mostly of Madonnas and other religious subjects—which were meant to serve as
architectural decorative elements.}

“I am thinking of going to Italy this autumn,” said Mr. Hutton. He felt like a ginger-beer bottle, ready to pop
with bubbling humorous excitement.
“Italy. …” Miss Spence closed her eyes ecstatically. “I feel drawn there too.”
“Why not let yourself be drawn?”
“I don’t know. One somehow hasn’t the energy and initiative to set out alone.”
“Alone. …” Ah, sound of guitars and throaty singing! “Yes, traveling alone isn’t much fun.”
Miss Spence lay back in her chair without speaking. Her eyes were still closed. Mr. Hutton stroked his
moustache. The silence prolonged itself for what seemed a very long time.
Pressed to stay to dinner, Mr. Hutton did not refuse. The fun had hardly started. The table was laid in the
loggia. Through its arches they looked out on to the sloping garden, to the valley below and the farther hills. Light
ebbed away; the heat and silence were oppressive. A huge cloud was mounting up the sky, and there were distant
breathings of thunder. The thunder drew nearer, a wind began to blow, and the first drops of rain fell. The table
was cleared. Miss Spence and Mr. Hutton sat on in the growing darkness.
Miss Spence broke a long silence by saying meditatively:
“I think everyone has a right to a certain amount of happiness, don’t you?”
“Most certainly.” But what was she leading up to? Nobody makes generalizations about life unless they mean
to talk about themselves. Happiness: he looked back on his own life, and saw a cheerful, placid existence
disturbed by no great griefs or discomforts or alarms. He had always had money and freedom; he had been able to
do very much as he wanted. Yes, he supposed he had been happy—happier than most men. And now he was not
merely happy; he had discovered in irresponsibility the secret of gaiety. He was about to say something about his
happiness when Miss Spence went on speaking.
“People like you and me have right to be happy some time in our lives.”
“Me?” said Mr. Hutton, surprised.
“Poor Henry! Fate hasn’t treated either of us very well.”
“Oh, well, it might have treated me worse.”
“You’re being cheerful. That’s brave of you. But don’t think I can’t see behind the mask.”
Miss Spence spoke louder and louder as the rain came down more and more heavily. Periodically the thunder
cut across her utterances. She talked on, shouting against the noise.
“I have understood you so well and for so long.”
A flash revealed her, aimed and intent, leaning towards him. Her eyes wre two profound and menacing gunbarrels. The darkness re-engulfed her.
“You were a lonely soul seeking a companion soul. I could sympathize with you in your solitude. Your
marriage …”
The thunder cut short the sentence. Miss Spence’s voice became audible once more with the words:
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“ … could offer no companionship to a man of your stamp. You needed a soul-mate.”
A soul-mate—he! A soul mate! It was incredibly fantastic. “Georgette Leblanc, the ex-soul-mate of Maurice
Maeterlinck.”\fn{Maeterlinck He had seen that in the paper a few days ago. So it was thus that Janet Spence had
painted him in her imagination—as a soul-mater. And for Doris he was a picture of goodness and the cleverest
man in the world. And actually, really, he was what?—Who knows?
“My heart went out to you. I could understand; I was lonely, too.” Miss Spence lad her hand on his knee. “You
were so patient.” Another flash. She was still aimed, dangerously. “You never complained. But I could guess—I
could guess.”
“How wonderful of you!” So he was an âme incomprise.\fn{Unappreciated soul.} “Only a woman’s intuition …”
The thunder crashed and rumbled, died away, and only the sound of the rain was left. The thunder was his
laughter, magnified, externalized. Flash and crash, there it was again, right on top of them.
“Don’t you feel that you have within you something that is akin to this storm?” He could imagine her leaning
forward as she uttered the words. “Passion makes one the equal of the elements.”
What was his gambit now? Why, obviously, he should have said “Yes,” and ventured on some unequivocal
gesture. But Mr. Hutton suddenly took fright. The ginger beer in him had gone flat. The woman was serious—
terribly serious. He was appalled.
Passion? “No,” he desperately answered. “I am without passion.”
But his remark was either unheard or unheeded, for Miss Spence went on with a growing exaltation, speaking
so rapidly, however, and in such a burningly intimate whisper that Mr. Hutton found it bery difficult to distinguish
what she was saying. She was telling him, as far as he coul dmake out, the story of her life. The lightning was less
frequent now, and there wwere long intervals of darkness. But at each flash he saw her still aiming towards him,
still yearhing forward with a terrigfying intensity. Darkness, the rian, and then flash! Her face was there, close at
hand. A pale mask, greenish white; the large eyes, the narrow barrel of the mouth, the heavy eyebrows. Agrippina,
or wasn’t it rather—yes, wasn’t it rather George Robey?\fn{ Apparently the George Robey who played the part of Sir John
Falstaff in the 1945 film version of Shakespeare’s play Henry V (directed and acted in by Sir Laurence Kerr Olivier (1907-1989) is meant .}
He began devising absurd plans for escaping. He might suddenly jump up, pretending he had seen a burglar—
stop thief! Stop thief!—and dash off into the night in pursuit. Or should he say that he felt faint, a heart attack? Or
that he had seen a ghost—Emily’s ghost—in the garden? Absorbed in his childish plotting, he had ceased to pay
any attention to Miss Spence'’ words. The spasmodic clutching of her hand recalled his thoughts.
“I honored you for that, Henry,” she was saying.
Honored him for what?
“Marriage is a sacred tie, and your respect for it, even when the marriage was, as it was in your case, an
unhappy one, made me respect you and admire you, and—shall I dare say the word?—”
Oh, the burglar, the ghost in the garden! But it was too late.
“… yes, love you, Henry, all the more. But we’re free now, Henry.”
Free? There was a movement in the dark, and she was kneeling on the floor by his chair.
“Oh, Henry, Henry, I have been unhappy too.”
Her arms embraced him, and by the shaking of her body he could feel that she was sobbing. She might have
been a suppliant crying for mercy.
“You mustn’t, Janet,” he protested. Those tears were terrible, terrible. “Not now, not now! You must be calm;
you must go to bed.” He patted her shoulder, then got up, disengaging himself from her embrace. He left her still
crouching on the floor beside the chair on which he had been sitting.
Groping his way into he hall, and without waiting to look for his hat, he went out of the house, taking infinite
pains to close the front door noiselessly behind him. the clouds had blown over, and the moon was shining from a
clear sky. There wee puddles all along the road, and a noise of running water rose from the gutters and ditches.
Mr. Hutton splashed along, not caring if he got wet.
How heartrendingly she had sobbed! With the emotions of pity and remorse that the recollection evoked in him
there was a certain resentment: why couldn’t she have played the game that he was playing—the heartless,
amusing game? Yes, but he had known all the time that she wouldn’t, she couldn’t, play that game; he had known
and persisted.
What had she said about passion and the elements? Something absurdly stale, but true, true. There she was, a
cloud black-bosomed and charged with thunder, and he, like some absurd little Benjamin Franklin,\fn{ American
printer, author, diplomat, philosopher and scientist (1706-1790) .} had sent up a kite into the heart of the menace. Now he was
complaining that his toy had drawn the lightning.
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She was probably still kneeling by that chair in the loggia, crying.
But why hadn’t he been able to keep up the game? Why had his irresponsibility deserted him, leaving him
suddenly sober in a cold world? There were no answers to any of his questions. One idea burned steady and
luminous in his mind—the idea of flight. He must get away at once.
*
“What are you thinking about, Teddy Bear?”
“Nothing.”
there was a silence. Mr. Hutton remained motionless, his elbows on the parapet of the terrace, his chin in his
hands, looking down over Florence. He had taken a villa on one of the hilltops to the south of the city. From a
little raised terrace at the end of the garden one looked down a long fertile valley on to the town and beyond it to
the bleak mass of Monte Morello and, eastward of it, to the peopled hill of Fiesole, dotted with white houses.
Everything was clear and luminous in the September sunshine.
“Are you worried about anything?”
“No, thank you.”
“Tell me, Teddy Bear.”
“But, my dear, there’s nothing to tell.” Mr. Hutton turned round, smiled, and patted the girl’s hand. “I think
you’d better go in and have your siesta. It’s too hot for you here.”
“Very well, Teddy Bear. Are you coming too?”
“When I’ve finished my cigar.”
“All right. But do hurry up and finish it, Teddy Bear.” Slowly, reluctantly, she descended the steps of the
terrace and walked towards the house.
Mr. Hutton continued his contemplation of Florence. He had need to be alone. It was good sometimes to
escape from Doris and the restless solicitude of her passion. He had never known the pains of loving hopelessly,
but he was experiencing now the pains of being loved. These last weeks had been a period of growing discomfort.
Doris was always with him, like an obsession, like a guilty conscience. Yes, it was good to be alone.
He pulled an envelope out of his pocket and opened it, not without reluctance. He hated letters; they always
contained something unpleasant—nowadays, since his second marriage. This was from his sister. He began
skimming through the insulting home-truths of which it was composed. The words “indecent haste”, “social
suicide”, “scarcely cold in her grave”, “person of the lower classes”, all occurred. They were inevitable now in
any communication from a well-meaning and right-thinking relative. Impatient, he was about to tear the stupid
letter to pieces when his eye fell on a sentence at the bottom of the third page. His heart beat with uncomfortable
violence as he read it. It was too monstrous! Janet Spence was going about telling everyone that he had poisoned
his wife in order to marry Doris. What damnable malice! Ordinarily a man of the suavest temper, Mr. Hutton
found himself trembling with rage. He took the childish satisfaction of calling names—he cursed the woman.
Then suddenly he saw the ridiculous side of the situation. The notion that should have murdered anyone in
order to marry Doris! If they only knew how miserably bored he was. Poor, dear Janet! She had tried to be
malicious; she had only succeeded in being stupid.
A sound of footsteps aroused him; he looked round. In the garden below the little terrace the servant girl of the
house was picking fruit. A Neapolitan, strayed somehow as far north as Florence, she was a specimen of the
classical type—a little debased. Her profile might have been taken from a Sicilian coin of a bad period. Her
features, carved floridly in the grand tradition, expressed an almost perfect stupidity. Her mouth was the most
beautiful thing about her; the calligraphic hand of nature had richly curved it into an expression of mulish bad
temper. .. Under her hideous black clothes, Mr. Huton divined a powerful body, firm and massive. He had looked
at her before with a vague interest and curiosity. Today the curiosity defined and focused itself into a desire. An
idyll of Theocritus.\fn{Greek poet (c.310-c.250BC), the creator of pastoral poetry .} Here was the woman; he, alas, was not
precisely like a goatherd on the volcanic hills. He called to her.
“Armida!”
The smile with which she answered him was so provocative, attested so easy a virtue, that Mr. Hutton took
fright. He was on the brink once more—on the brink. He must draw back, oh! quickly, quickly, before it was too
late. The girl continued to look up at him.
“Ha chiamato?” she asked at last.
Stupidity or reason? Oh, there was no choice now. It was imbecility every time.
“Scendo,” he called back to her. Twelve steps led from the garden to the terrace. Mr. Hutton counted them.
Down, down, down, down. … He saw a vision of himself descending from once circle of the inferno to the next—
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from a darkness full of wind and hail to an abyss of sinking mud.
*
For a good many days the Hutton case had a place on the front page of every newspaper. There had been no
more popular murder trial since George Smith had temporarily eclipsed the European War by drowning in a warm
bath his seventh bride. The public imagination was stirred by this tale of a murder brought to light months after
the date of the crime. Here, it was felt, was one of those incidents in human life, so notable because they are so
rare, which do definitely justify the ways of God to man. A wicked man had been moved by an illicit passion to
kill his wife. For months he had lived in sin and fancied security—only to be dashed at last more horribly into the
pit he had prepared for himself. Murder will out, and here was a case of it. The readers of the newspapers were in
a position to follow every movement of the hand of God. There had been vague, but persistent, rumors in the
neighborhood; the police had taken action at last. Then came the exhumation order, the post-mortem examination,
the inquest, the evidence of the experts, the verdict of the coroner’s jury, the trial, the condemnation. For once
Providence had done its duty, obviously, grossly, didactically, as in a melodrama. The newspapers were right in
making of the case the staple intellectual food of a whole season.
Mr. Hutton’s first emotion when he was summoned from Italy to give evidence at the inquest was one of
indignation. It was a monstrous, a scandalous thing that the police should take such idle, malicious gossip
seriously. When the inquest was over he would bring an action for malicious prosecution against the Chief
Constable; he would sue the Spence woman for slander.
The inquest was opened; the astonishing evidence unrolled itself. The experts had examined the body, and had
found traces of arsenic; they were of opinion that the late Mrs. Hutton had died of arsenic poisoning.
Arsenic poisoning. … Emily had died of arsenic poisoning? After that, Mr. Hutton learned with surprise that
there was enough arsenicated insecticide in his greenhouse to poison an army.
It was now, quite suddenly, that he saw it: there was a case against him. Fascinated, he watched it growing,
growing, like some monstrous tropical plant. It was enveloping him, surrounding him; he was lost in a tangled
forest.
When was the poison administered? The experts agreed hat it must have been swallowed eight or nine hours
before death. About lunch-time? Yes, about lunch-time. Clara, the parlor-maid, was called. Mrs. Hutton, she
remembered, had asked her to go and fetch her medicine. Mr. Hutton had volunteered to go instead; he had gone
alone. Miss Spence—ah, the memory of the storm, the white aimed face! The horror of it all!—Miss Spence
confirmed Clara’s statement, and added that Mr. Hutton had come back with the medicine already poured out in a
wine-glass, not in the bottle.
Mr. Hutton’s indignation evaporated. He was dismayed, frightened. It was all too fantastic to be taken
seriously, and yet this nightmare was a fact—it was actually happening.
M’Nab had seen them kissing, often. He had taken them for a drive on the day of Mrs. Hutton’s death. He
could see them reflected in the wind-screen, sometimes out of the tail\fn{ Corner.} of his eye.
The inquest was adjourned. That evening Doris went to bed with a headache. When he went to her room after
dinner, Mr. Hutton found her crying.
“What’s the matter?” He sat down on the edge of her bed and began to stroke her hair. For a long time she did
not answer, and he went on stroking her hair mechanically, almost unconsciously ;sometimes, even, he bent down
and kissed here bare shoulder. He had his own affairs, however, to think about. What had happened? How was it
that the stupid gossip had actually come true? Emily had died of arsenic poisoning. It was absurd, impossible. The
order of things had been broken, and he was at the mercy of an irresponsibility. What had happened, what was
going to happen? He was interrupted in the midst of his thoughts.
“It’s my fault—it’s my fault!” Doris suddenly sobbed out. “I shouldn’t have loved you; I oughtn’t to have let
you love me. Why was I ever born?”
Mr. Hutton didn’t say anything, but looked down in silence at the abject figure of misery lying on the bed.
“If they do anything to you I shall kill myself.”
She sat up, held him for a moment at arm’s length, and looked at him with a kind of violence, as though she
were never to see him again.
“I love you, I love you, I love you.” She drew him, inert and passive, towards her, clasped him, pressed herself
against him. “I didn’t know you loved me as much as that, Teddy Bear. But why did you do it—why did you do
it?”
Mr. Hutton undid her clasping arms and got up. His face became very red. “You seem to take it for granted that
I murdered my wife,” he said. “It’s really too grotesque. What do you take me for? A cinema hero?” He had begun
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to lose his temper. All the exasperation, all the fear and bewilderment of the day, was transformed into a violent
anger against her. “It’s all such damned stupidity. Haven’t you any conception of a civilized man’s mentality? Do
I look the sort of man who’d go about slaughtering people! I suppose you imagined I was so insanely in love with
you that I could commit any folly. When will you women understand that one isn’t insanely in love? All one asks
for is a quite life, which you won’t allow one to have. I don’t know what the devil ever induced me to marry you.
It was all a damned stupid, practical joke. And now you go about saying I’m a murderer. I won’t stand it.”
Mr. Hutton stamped towards the door. He had said horrible things, he knew—odious things that he oubht
speedily to unsay. But he wouldn’t. He closed the door behind him.
“Teddy Bear!” He turned the handle; the latch clicked into place. “Teddy Bear!” The voice that came back to
him through the closed door was agonized. Should he go back? He ought to go back. He touched the handle, then
withdrew his fingers and quickly walked way. When he was half-way down the stairs he halted. She might try to
do something silly—throw herself out of the window or God knows what! he listened attentively; there was no
sound. But he pictured her very clearly, tiptoeing across the room, lifting the sash as high as it would go, leaning
out into the cold night air. It was raining a little. Under the window lave the paved terrace. How far below?
Twenty-five or thirty feet? Once, when he was walking along Piccadilly, a dog had jumped out of a third-story
window of the Ritz. He had seen it fall; he had heard it strike the pavement. Should he go back? He was damned
if he would; he hated her.
He sast for a long time in the library. What had happened? What was happening? He turned the question over
and over I his mind and could find no answer. Suppose the nightmare dreamed itself out to its horrible conclusion.
Death was waiting for him. His eyes filled with tears; he wanted so passionately to live. “Just to be alive.” Poor
Emily had wished it too, he remembered: “Just to be alive.” There were still so many places in this astonishing
world unvisited, so many queer delightful people still unknown, so many lovely women never so much as seen.
The huge white oxen would still be dragging their wains\fn{ Wagons.} along the Tuscan roads, the cypress would
still go up, straight as pillars, to the blue heaven; but he would not be there to see them. And the sweet southern
wines—Tear of Christ, and Blood of Judas—others would drink them, not he. Others would walk down the
obscure and narrow lanes between the bookshelves in the London Library, sniffing the dusty perfume of good
literature, peering at strange titles, discovering unknown names, exploring the fringes of vast domains of
knowledge. He would be lying in a hole in the ground. And why, why? Confusedly he felt that some extraordinary
kind of justice was being done. In the past he had been wanton and imbecile and irresponsible. Now Fate was
playing as wantonly, as irresponsibly, with him. It was tit for tat, and God existed after all.
He felt that he would like to pray. Forty years ago he used to kneel by his bed every evening. The nightly
formula of his childhood came to him almost unsought from some long unopened chamber of the memory. “God
bless father and Mother, Tom and Cissie, and the Baby, Mademoiselle and Nurse, and everyone that I love, and
make me a good boy. Amen.” They were all dead now—all except Cissie.
His mind seemed to soften and dissolve; a great calm descended upon his spirit. He went upstairs to ask
Doris’s forgiveness. He found her lying on the couch at the foot of the bed. On the floor beside her stood a blue
bottle of liniment, marked “not to be taken”; she seemed to have drunk about half of it.
“You didn’t love me,” was all she said when she opened her eyes to find him bending over her.
Dr. Libbard arrived in time to prevent any very serious consequences. “You mustn’t do this again,” he said
while Mr. Hutton was out of the room.
“What’s to prevent me?” she asked defiantly.
Dr. Libbard looked at her with his large, sad eyes. “There’s nothing to prevent you,” he said. “Only yourself
and your baby. Isn’t it rather bad luck on your baby, not allowing it to come into the world because you want to go
out of it?”
Doris was silent for a time. “All right,” she whispered. “I won’t.”
Mr. Hutton sat by her bedside for the rest of the night. He felt himself now to be indeed a murderer. For a time
he persuaded himself that he loved this pitiable child. Dozing in his chair, he woke up, stiff and cold, to find
himself drained dry, as it were, of every emotion. He had become nothing but a tired and suffering carcass. At six
o’clock he undressed and went to bed for a couple of hours’ sleep. In the course of the same afternoon the corner’s
jury brought in a verdict of ‘Willful Murder,’ and Mr. Hutton was committed for trial.
*
Miss Spence was not at all well. She had found her public appearances in the witness-box very trying, and
when it was all over she had something that was very nearly a breakdown. She slept badly, and suffered from
nervous indigestion. Dr. Libbard used to call every other day. She talked to him a great deal—mostly about the
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Hutton case. … Her moral indignation was always on the boil. Wasn’t it appalling to think that one had had a
murderer in one’s house? Wasn’t it extraordinary that one could have been for so long mistaken about the man’s
character? (But she had had an inkling from the first.) And then the girl he had gone off with—so low class, so
little better than a prostitute. The news that the second Mrs. Hutton was expecting a baby—the posthumous child
of a condemned and executed criminal—revolted her; the thing was shocking—an obscenity. Dr. Libbard
answered her gently and vaguely, and prescribed bromide.
One morning he interrupted her in the midst of her customary tirade. “By the way,” he said in his soft,
melancholy voice, “I suppose it was really you who poisoned Mrs. Hutton.”
Miss Spence stared at him for two or three seconds with enormous eyes, and then quietly said “Yes.” After that
she started to cry.
“In the coffee, I suppose.”
She seemed to nod assent. Dr. Libbard took out his fountain-pen, and in his neat, meticulous calligraphy wrote
out a prescription for a sleeping draught.
220.122 Excerpt from The Go-Between\fn{by Leslie Poles Hartley (1895-1972)} Whittlesey, Cambridgeshire, England,
United Kingdom (M) 10
1
The 8th of July was a Sunday, and on the following Monday I left West Hatch, the village where we lived near
Salisbury, for Brandham Hall. My mother arranged that my Aunt Charlotte, a Londoner, should take me across
London. Between bouts of stomach-turning trepidation I looked forward wildly to the visit.
The invitation came about in this way. Maudsley had never been a special friend of mine, as witness the fact
that I have forgotten his Christian name. Perhaps it will come to me later; it may be one of the things that my
memory fights shy of. But in those days schoolboys seldom called on another by their first names. These were
regarded simply as a liability, though not such a heavy liability as one’s middle name, which it was just foolhardy
to reveal. Maudsley was a dark-haired, sallow, round-faced boy, with a protruding upper lip that showed his teeth;
he was a year younger than I was, and distinguished neither in work nor in games, but he managed to get by, as
we should say. I knew him pretty well because he was a member of my dormitory, and just before the affair of the
dairy was discovered a mild liking for each other, chose each other as companions for walks (we walked out in a
crocodile\fn{File of people}), compared some of our personal treasures, and imparted to each other scraps of
information more intimate, and therefore more fraught with peril, than schoolboys usually exchange. One of these
confidences was our respective addresses; he told me his home was called Brandham Hall and I told him mine
was called Court Place, and of the two he was the more impressed, for he was, as I afterwards discovered, a snob,
which I had not begun to be, except in the world of the heavenly bodies—there, I was a super-snob.
The name Court Place predisposed him in my favour, as I suspect it also did his mother. But they were
mistaken, for Court Place was quite an ordinary house, set a little back in the village street, behind looped chains,
of which I was rather proud. Well, not quite ordinary, for part of the house was reputed to be very old; the bishops
of Salisbury, it was said, once held their court there; hence the name. Behind the house we had an acre of garden,
intersected by a stream, which a jobbing gardener attended to three days a week. It was not a court in the
grandiloquent sense of the word, such as Maudsley, I fancy, believed it to be.
All the same, my mother did not find it easy to keep up. My father was, I suppose, a crank. He had a fine,
precise mind, which ignored what it was not interested in. Without being a misanthrope he was unsociable and
nonconforming. He had his own unorthodox theories of education, one of which was that I should not be sent to
school. As far as he could he educated me himself with the help of a tutor who came out from Salisbury. I should
never have gone to school if he had had his way, but my mother always wanted me to and so did I, and as soon as
was possible after his death I went. I admired him and revered his opinions, but my temperament had more in
common with my mother’s.
His talents went into his hobbies, which were book-collecting and gardening; for his career he had accepted a
routine occupation and was quite content to be a bank manager in Salisbury. My mother fretted at his lack of
enterprise and was a little jealous and impatient of his hobbies, which enclosed him in himself, as hobbies do, and,
so she thought, got him nowhere. In this she turned out to be wrong, for he was a collector of taste and foresight,
and his books made a sum that astonished us when they were sold; indeed, I owe to them my immunity from the
more pressing cares of life. But this was long after; at the time, my mother fortunately never thought of selling his
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books: she cherished the things he had been fond of, partly from a feeling that she had been unfair to him; and we
lived on her money, and the pension from the bank, and the little he had been able to put by.
My mother, though unworldly, was always attracted by the things of the world; she felt that if circumstances
had been different, she could have taken her place in it, but thanks to my father’s preferring objects to people, she
had very little chance. She liked gossip, she liked social occasions and to be dressed right for them; she was
sensitive to public opinion in the village, and an invitation to some function in Salisbury would always set her
aflutter. To mix with well-dressed people on some smooth lawn, with the spire of the Cathedral soaring above, to
greet and be greeted by them, to exchange items of family news and make timid contributions to political
discussions—all this gave her a tremulous pleasure; she felt supported by the presence of acquaintances, she
needed a social frame. When the landau arrived (there was a livery stable in the village) she stepped into it with a
little air of pride and self-fulfillment very different from her usual diffident and anxious manner. And if she had
persuaded my father to go with her, she looked almost triumphant.
After he died, what little social consequence we had diminished; but at no time was it such as anyone with a
delicate sense of social nuances would have associated with the name Court Place.
I did not tell Maudsley this, of course—not from any wish for concealment, but because our code discouraged
personal disclosures. Bragging about the wealth and grandeur of one’s parents was not unknown, but Maudsley
was not one of those who did it. In some ways he was precociously sophisticated; his corners must have been
rubbed off before he came to school. I never understood him very deeply; perhaps thee was little to understand,
except an instinctive responsiveness to public opinion, a savoir-faire that enabled him to be, without appearing to
seek it, on the winning side.
During the diary episode he had remained neutral, which was all that one could hope for from one’s friends.
(This is not cynicism; belonging to a lower age group, they could have done nothing for me effectively.) But when
I was the winning side he made no secret of his pleasure at my success and, I afterwards learned, he told his
family about it. He took lessons from me in magic and I remember drawing up for him, free, certain curses that he
could use if he was in a right place—though I never thought he would be in one. He looked up to me and I felt
that his esteem was decidedly worth having. Once in an expansive moment he confided to me that he was going to
Eton, and he was like a premature Etonian, easy, well-mannered, sure of himself.
The last weeks of the Easter term were the happiest of my schooldays so far, and the holidays were irradiated
by them. For the first time I felt that I was someone. But when I tried to explain my improved status to my mother
she was puzzled. Success in work she would have understood (and happily I was able to report this also) or
success in games (of this I could not boast, but I had hopes of the cricket season). But to be revered as a magician!
She gave me a soft, indulgent smile and almost shook her head. In a way she was religious: she had brought me
up to think about being good, and to say my prayers, which I always did, for our code permitted it as long as it
was done in a perfunctory manner; soliciting divine aid did not count as sneaking. Perhaps she would have
understood what it meant tome to be singled out among my fellows if I could have told her the whole story; but I
had to edit and bowdlerize it to such a degree that very little of the original was left, and least of all the
intoxicating transition from a trough of persecution to a pedestal of power. A few of the boys had been a little
unkind; now they were all very kind. Because of something I had written in my diary, which was rather like a
prayer, the unkind boys had hurt themselves and of course I couldn’t being glad about it.
“But ought you to have been glad?” she asked anxiously. “I think you ought to have been sorry, even if they
were a little unkind. Did they hurt themselves badly?”
“Rather badly,” I said, “but you see they were my enemies.” But she refused to share my triumph and said
uneasily:
“But you oughtn’t to have enemies at your age.” In those days a widow was still a figure of desolation; my
mother felt the responsibility of bringing me up and thought that firmness should come into it, but she never quite
knew when or how to apply it.
“Well, you must be nice to them when they come back,” she sighed; “I expect they didn’t mean to be unkind.”
Jenkins and Strode, who had had some bones broken, did not in fact return until the autumn. They were very
much subdued, and so was I, and we had no difficulty in being nice to each other.
My mother was mistaken if she thought that I gloated over their downfall; it was the rise in my own stock that
enlarged my spirit. But I was sensitive to atmosphere, and under my mother’s half-hearted sympathy my dreams
of greatness did not thrive. I began to wonder if they were something to be ashamed of, and when I went back to
school it was in a private capacity, not as a magician. But my friends and clients had not forgotten; to my surprise
they were as eager as ever to profit by my proficiency in the Black Arts. I was still the vogue, and any scruples of
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conscience I retained soon fled. I was urged to put out more spells, one of which was that we should be given a
whole holiday. Into this last I put all the psychic force I had, and I was rewarded. Soon after the beginning of June
we had an outbreak of measles. By half-term more than half the school was down with it, and soon after came the
dramatic announcement that we were to break up.
The delight of the survivors, of whom I was one and Maudsley another, can be imagined. The spiritual and
emotional intoxication, which normally took thirteen weeks to brew, was suddenly engendered after seven; and
added to it was the thrilling sense of having been favoured by fortune, for only once before in the history of the
school had such a crowning mercy been vouchsafed.
The appearance at my bedside of my shiny black trunk with its imposing, rounded roof, flanked by my father’s
brown wooden tuck-box, which still showed, by a path of darker paint, where my initials had been painted over
his—this ocular proof that we were really going back had an effect on my spirits more overwhelming than the
headmaster’s brief announcement after prayers the previous evening. Hand not only the sight, the smell: the smell
of home exhaled by the trunk and tuck-box, downing the smell of school. For the whole of one day the vessels of
salvation stood empty, and as long as they were empty there was always the fear that J. C., as we called him,
might change his mind. The matron and her assistant were engaged in other dormitories. But our turn came, and at
last, stealing upstairs to look, I saw the trunk with its lid pushed back and its tray foaming with the tissue paper in
which were wrapped my lighter and more breakable possessions. This was a supreme moment: nothing that came
afterwards surpassed it in pure bliss, though excitement steadily mounted.
Two brakes, instead of three, were drawn up before the school front door. The apathy on the drivers’ faces
contrasted strongly but rather agreeably with the joy on ours. They knew the procedure, however; they did not
start off as soon as the last small boy (even to me he looked extremely small) had climbed into his place. There
was a lst rite to perform—the only flourish we allowed ourselves, for we were not an emotional school. The head
boy stood up and, looking round him, cried:
“Three cheers for Mr. Cross, Mrs. Cross, and the baby!”
How the baby came to be included I never knew; perhaps it was the spontaneous, facetious afterthought of a
former head boy. Late in life (or so it seemed to us) Mr. and Mrs. Cross had been blessed with a third daughter.
The other two were already, to our eyes, grown up, and them we did not cheer. For that matter the baby was no
longer a baby; she was nearly four, but for some reason it delighted us to cheer her, as it plainly delighted her to
be lifted up between her parents and to wave her hand. We waited for this to happen, and when it did we laughed
and nudged one another, relieved as Englishmen, at not having to take our cheering too seriously.
The volume of sound was thin compared with normal times, but it lacked nothing in fervour nor did we stop to
think how it would sound to the suffering prisoners in the San. The “baby’s” acknowledgment left nothing to be
desired: it was comically regal. The drivers raised their whips without raising their faces, and we were off.
How long did the ecstasy of escape continue? It was at its height in the train. Both coming and going, the
school was allotted a special coach. It was a parlour car of a kind not found now, upholstered in deep red plush,
the seats facing each other the whole length of the compartment. They were impregnated with a most searching
smell of train smoke and tobacco, which on the outward journey at once turned my stomach. But going home it
was the very breath of freedom and acted like an apéritif. Joy shone on every face; playful punches were
exchanged; new variations were found of the theme of the South-Eastern and Smashem Railway. Nonchalantly I
took out my diary and began to decorate the date—it was Friday the 15 th of June—with a red pencil. Covertly my
neighbours watched me. Was a new spell being cast? Presently I tired of arabesques and whirligigs and decided to
paint the whole day red.
Did I really believe that I had been responsible for the epidemic? Modestly, I took some credit for it, and in
certain quarters credit was given me. My pretensions were not exploded—far from it—but the awe with which I
had been regarded was now tempered with a certain good-natured banter that might easily have turned to ridicule
had the term gone on. I expect I had got a little above myself, not, I prefer to think, in manner, but I my outlook
on life. Once I had been too self-distrustful; now I was overconfident. I expected things to go my way, and
without much conscious effort on my part. I had only to wish them to serve me and they would. I had forgotten
the era of persecution; I had relaxed and withdrawn in the sentries. I felt myself to be invulnerable. I did not
believe that my happiness was contingent on anything: I felt that the laws of realty had been suspended on my
behalf. My dreams for the year 1900 and for the twentieth century and for myself were coming true.
It never occurred to me, for instance, that I might get measles, and it astonished me that my mother regarded
this as not only possible but probable.
“You will tell me, won’t you,” she smiled anxiously, “the very first moment that you don’t feel well?” I smiled.
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“Of course I shall be all right,” I assured her.
“I hope so too,” she said. “But don’t forget last year, and how ill you were.”
Last year, the year 1899, had been a disastrous year. In January my father died after a brief illness, and in the
summer I had diphtheria, with complications; almost all July and August I had spent in bed. They were
phenomenally hot months, but what I recollected of the heat was my own fever, of which the heat in my room
seemed only another aggravating aspect; heat was my enemy, the sun something to be kept out. I dreaded it; and
whenever I heard people saying what a wonderful summer it had been, almost the hottest within living memory, I
could not understand what they meant—I only thought of my aching throat and the desperate search of my fretful
limbs for a cool place in the bedclothes. I had good reason to wish the century over.
The summer of 1900 would be a cool one, I decided; I should arrange for that. And the Clerk of the Weather
hearkened to me. On July 1 the temperature was in the sixties and we had only had three hot days—the 10 th, the
11th, and the 12th of June. I had marked them in my diary with a cross.
The 1st of July also brought Mrs. Maudsley’s invitation, for in those days we still had a post on Sundays. My
mother showed me the letter: it was written in a large, bold, sloping hand. I had just reached the age when I could
read handwriting that was unfamiliar to me, and this accomplishment gave me some pride. Mrs. Maudsley did not
ignore the possibility of measles though she took it more light-heartedly than my mother did.
“If neither of our boys has come out in spots by July 10 th,” she wrote, “I should be so very pleased if you
would allow Leo to spend the rest of the month with us. Marcus”—ah, that was his name—“has told me quite a
lot about him, and I am most anxious to make his acquaintance, if you can spare him. It will be very nice for
Marcus to have a boy of his own age to play with as he is the baby of the family, and a little apt to feel left out. I
understand that Leo is an only child and I promise you we will take great care of him. The Norfolk air …” etc.
She ended up:
“You may be surprised that we should be spending the Season in the country but neither my husband nor I
have been very well, and Town is no place for a small boy in the summer.”
I pored over the letter and soon committed it to memory. I imagined that its conventional phrases implied a
deep and sympathetic interest in my personality; it was almost the first time I had felt myself real to somebody
who didn’t know me.
At first I was all agog to go and couldn’t understand my mother’s hesitation in accepting for me.
“Norfolk is such a long way off,” she would say, “and you’ve never been away from home before, to stay with
strangers, I mean,”
“But I’ve been to school,” I argued. She had to admit that.
“But I wish you weren’t going for so long,” she said. “You may not like it, and then what will you do?”
“I’m sure I shall enjoy myself,” I told her.
“And you will be there for your birthday,” she said. “We’ve always been together for your birthday.”
I said nothing to that. I had forgotten about my birthday and was visited by a pang of premature nostalgia.
“Promise me you’ll let me know if you’re not happy,” she said. I didn’t like to say again I knew I should be
happy, so I promised. But still she wasn’t satisfied.
“Perhaps you’ll get measles after all,” she told me hopefully, “or Marcus will.” A dozen times a day I asked her
if she had written saying I might go, until in the end she quite lost patience with me.
“Don’t worry me—I have written,” she said at last. Preparations followed—what should I take with me? One
thing I shouldn’t need, I said, was summer clothes.
“I know it won’t be hot.”
And the weather bore me out—cool day followed cool day. My mother saw eye to eye with me in this: she
believed that thick clothes were somehow safer than thin ones. And she had another motive: economy. The hot
months of last year I had spent in bed, so I had no hot-weather outfit suitable to my size. I was growing fast: the
outlay would be considerable and perhaps money thrown away. My mother yielded to me.
“But try not to get hot,” she said. “Getting hot is always a risk. You needn’t do anything violent, need you?”
We looked at each other in perplexity, and dismissed the idea that I should have to do anything violent.
In imagination, often in apprehension, she tried to foresee the kind of life I should lead. One day she said,
apropos of nothing:
“Try to go to church if you can. I don’t know what sort of people they are—perhaps they don’t go to church. If
they do, I expect they drive.”
Her face grew wistful, and I knew she wished she was going with me. I shouldn’t have wanted that. I was
haunted by the schoolboy’s fear that my mother wouldn’t look right, do right, be right in the eyes of the other
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boys and their parents. She would be socially unacceptable, she would make a bloomer.\fn{ Slang: “a blunder”} I
could bear humiliation for myself, I thought, more easily than I could for her.
But as the day of departure drew nearer, my feelings underwent a change. Now it was I who wanted to get out
of going, and my mother who held me to it.
“You could so easily say I had got measles,” I pleaded. She was horrified.
“I couldn’t say such a thing,” she cried indignantly. “And besides they would know. You were out of
quarantine yesterday.”
My heart sank. I tried a spell for making spots come out on my chest, but it didn’t work. On the last evening
my mother and I sat together in the drawing-room on the two-humped settee, which reminded me of a dromedary
in profile. The room faced the street and was a little stuffy, for we used it seldom and when it was not in use the
windows were fastened to keep out the dust, which in the dry weather rose in clouds whenever a vehicle went by.
It was our one formal room and I think my mother may have chosen it for its moral effect; its comparative
strangeness would be a step towards the strangeness I should feel in another house. Also I suspect she had
something special to say, which the room would lend weight to, but she never said it, for I was too near to tears to
be open to practical or moral counsels.
2
To my mind’s eye, my buried memories of Brandham Hall are like effects of chiaroscuro, patches of light and
dark: it is only with an effort that I can see them in terms of colour. There are things I know, though I don’t know
how I know them, and things that I remember. Certain things are established in my mind as facts, but no picture
attaches to them; on the other hand there are pictures unverified by any fact which recur obsessively, like the
landscape of a dream.
The facts I owe to my diary, which I kept religiously, beginning on the 9 th, the day I arrived, and going on until
the 16th, the eve of the fateful Friday. The last few entries are in code—how proud I was of having invented that!
Not a pretence code such as I had used to call down curses on Jenkins and Strode, but a real one like Pepy’s—
perhaps I had heard of his.\fn{ A reference to the now famous diary kept by Samuel Pepys (1633-1703) which he kept in code for
about ten years (1660-1669), and which is now considered a primary source for information about Reformation England:H } I found it
difficult to “break,” partly because, from motives of prudence and also, possibly, to display my virtuosity, I
modified and embellished it each day. There are still two or three sentences that don’t give up their secret, though
the whole affair is clearer to me now than it was then. Facts there are in plenty, beginning with:
“M. met me on Norwich platform with the pony carriage and the Under-Coachman. We drove 13¾ miles to
Brandham Hall, which came in site after about 12½ miles and then disappeared again.”
No doubt this was so, but I have no recollection of the drive, no visual image to make it real for me; the first
part of my visit remains in my memory as a series of unrelated impressions, without time sequence, but each with
a distinct feeling attaching to it. Some of the entries might just as well refer to places I have never seen, and
incidents I have never experienced. Even the look of the house is vague to me. I laboriously transcribed into my
diary a description of it that I found in a directory of Norfolk:
Brandham Hall, the seat of the Winlove family, is an imposing early Georgian mansion pleasantly situated on a plot
of rising ground and standing in a park of some five hundred acres. Of an architectural style too bare and unadorned for
present tastes, it makes an impressive if over-plain effect when seen from the S.W. The interior contains interesting
family portraits by Gainsborough and Reynolds, also landscapes by Cuyp, Ruysdael, Hobbema, etc., and in the
smoking-room a series of tavern scenes by Teniers the Younger (these are not shown). The first-floor apartments are
approached by a double staircase which has been much admired. The Winlove family has the gift of the livings of
Brandham, Brandham-under-Brandham, and Brandham All Saints. At present the mansion, park, and pleasure grounds
are let to Mr. W. H. Maudsley, of Princes Gate and Threadneedle Street, who allows the public the same facilities to see
the house that it enjoyed formerly. Permission to view should be obtained from the agent, Brandham Estate Offices,
Brandham.

Now of this all that remains clear in my mind’s eye is the double staircase, which certainly was admired by me.
I likened it to many things: a tilted horseshoe, a magnet, a cataract; and both coming down and going up I made it
a rule to use alternative routes; I persuaded myself that something awful might happen if I went the same way
twice. But surprisingly enough (considering how ready I was to be impressed), the imposing façade, which I am
sure I studied from the S.W., has faded from my mind. I can see the front of the house now, but through the eyes
of the directory, not through my own.
Perhaps we came and went through a side-door—I think we did, and that there was a backstairs near it
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convenient for our bedroom—for I shared a bedroom, and indeed a bed, a four-poster, with Marcus. And not only
with him, but with his Aberdeen terrier, an elderly, cross creature, whose presence soon became almost
intolerable. My memories are of the hinder parts of the house, invisible from the S.W., which were higgledypiggledy and rambling, and of passages with sudden bends and confusing identical doors, where you could easily
lose your way and be late for meals. They were not well lighted, if I remember, which the Georgian addition must
have been. Perhaps our bedroom was an old night nursery. It had a broad, squat window, set high in the wall,
Elizabethan possibly: sitting up in bed I could only see the sky. In those days even rich people did not always give
their children the kind of sleeping quarters we should think essential for them now.
No doubt there was a shortage of bedrooms, for a great many guests came and went, and once we were
eighteen to dinner. Marcus and I sat next to each other and when the ladies retired we retired too, to bed. I can
remember the pink glow of the candles and the shine of the silver, the stately, ample figure of Mrs. Maudsley at
one end of the table and the thin figures of her husband with his stiff upright carriage at the other. Sitting down, he
looked taller than when standing up. She always seemed to take up more space than was necessary to her, and he
less.
I don’t know what he did with himself all day, but my impression is of meeting him unexpectedly in some
passage or doorway and of his stopping to say, “Enjoying yourself?” and when I had said, “Yes sir,” he would say,
“That’s good,” and hurry on. He was a wispy little man with a long drooping moustache, eyelids that drooped
over his blue-gray eyes, and a long thin neck round which he wore the highest of high collars. It would have been
as difficult to think of him being master of the house as it would have been to think of his wife not being mistress
of it.
Her face is a blur to me now, so many impressions have overlaid the original; but when I see her in dreams (for
I have not been able to keep her out of them), it is not with that terrible aspect she wore the last time I saw her,
when her face could hardly be called a face at all, but with the look of a portrait by Ingres or Goya, a full, pale
face, with dark, lustrous eyes, a fixed, unchanging regard, and two or three black curls, or crescents of curls,
stealing down over her forehead. In dreams, oddly enough, her attitude r\towards me is as cordial as it was at the
beginning of my stay, when I only half sensed the danger behind her fascination. Can it be that her spirit would
like to make it right with me?—for she must long ago be dead—she was then, I suppose, in her middle or late
forties, and seemed old to me. Marcus had her colouring, but not her beauty. I suppose it was my first evening
when, the honoured guest, I sat next to her at dinner.
“And so you are a magician?” she said, smiling.
“Oh,” I replied modestly, “not really. Only, you know, at school.”
“You’re not going to bewitch us here?” she said.
“Oh no,” I answered, wriggling, a habit I had when I was nervous, and I made a mental note to reproach
Marcus for this breach of trust.
She never looked at anyone, it seemed to me, except with intention and as if she didn’t mean to waste the look.
Her glance most often rested on her daughter, who usually sat between two young men.
“What do they find to talk about?” I remember thinking. “They seem so interested—more interested than she
is.”
I didn’t possess the ordinary schoolboy’s royal gift for fitting names to faces—perhaps because I had been at
school such a short time. I was introduced to everyone, of course, and Marcus told me who was coming and who
was leaving and something about them; and I dutifully put their names down in my diary, Mr. this and Miss That
—they were generally single. But the few years that separated us were wider than an ocean; I think I should have
had more in common with a Hottentot child than with these grown-ups in their late teens and early twenties. What
they thought, what they did, how they occupied themselves, were a mystery to me. The young men down from the
university (as Marcus s\assured me they were), the young women with even less to identify them, would greet me
on their way to or from the tennis court or the croquet lawn, the men in white flannels, white shoes, and straw hats
like windmills; all white, or nearly white, save for the men’s black socks, which sometimes showed above their
buckskin shoes. Some found more to say to me than others; but they were only part of the scene and I never had,
or felt I ought to have, the smallest personal relationship with them. They were they, and Marcus and I were we—
different age groups, as we should say now.
And that was why, for the first day or two, I never properly took in the fact that one of “them” was my host’s
son, and another his daughter. Blond (as they mostly were), dressed in white, swinging their tennis rackets, they
looked so much alike!
Denys, the son and heir, was a tall, fair young man with unfinished features and a conceited expression
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(schoolboys are quick to diagnose conceit). He was full of plans and opinions that he would press for more than
they were worth—which even I could tell was not very much. He would grow warm enlarging upon the advantage
of such and such a project until his mother, with a few cool words would puncture it. I think he felt that she
despised him, and he was the more anxious to assert himself against her and exercise the overt authority that his
father never exerted. Between Mr. and Mrs. Maudsley I never saw a sign of disagreement; she went her way and
he went his, gnome-like, leaving a trail of gold. I should hardly have known they were married, accustomed as I
was to the more demonstrative manner of my parents. He alone, it seemed to me, was not included in the plans
that Mrs. Maudsley made for everybody, for she had us all, I gradually realized, on a string, which I came to think
of as the beam of her dark eye. We seemed to come and go unnoticed, but really we did not.
“My sister is very beautiful,” Marcus said to me one day. He announced it quite impersonally, as who should
say “Two and two make four,” and I received it in the same spirit. It was a fact, like other facts, something to be
learned. I had not thought of Miss Marian (I think I called her this to myself) as beautiful, but when I saw her
next, I studied her in the light of Marcus’s announcement. It must have been in the front part of the house, for I
have an impression of light, which was absent in our part, Marcus’s and mine; I believe I had some schoolboy
notion that the front of the house, where the grown-up people lived, was the “private side” and that I was
trespassing when I went there.
She must have been sitting still for my scrutiny, for I have the impression that I was looking down on her, and
she was tall, even by grown-up standards. I must have taken her unawares, for she was wearing what I afterwards
came to think of as her “hooded” look. Her father’s long eyelids drooped over her eyes, leaving under them a glint
of blue so deep and liquid that it might have been shining through an unshed tear. Her hair was bright with
sunshine, but her face, which was full like her mother’s, only pale rose-pink instead of cream, wore a stern
brooding look that her small curved nose made almost hawk-like. She looked formidable then, almost as
formidable as her mother. A moment later she opened her eyes—I remember the sudden burst of blue—and her
face lit up.
So that is what it is to be beautiful, I thought, and for a time my idea of her as a person was confused and even
eclipsed by the abstract idea of beauty that she represented. It did not bring her nearer to me, rather the opposite;
but I no longer confused her with the other young ladies who circled, planet-like, around the perimeter of my
vision.
Those early days were a time of floating impressions, unrelated to each other, making little sense, let alone a
story. Scenes linger with me—generally in tones of light and dark, but sometimes tinged with colour. Thus I
remember the cedar on the lawn, its dark foliage and the brightness of the turf around its shadow; and I also
remember the hammock of crimson canvas slung on two poles beneath it. The hammock was a novelty that had
just succeeded the corded, knotted kind that caught your buttons and dragged them off. It was much frequented by
the young people and I can still hear them laugh as it tipped them out and spilled them on the grass.
Of this there is no mention in my diary. Of the stables there is more than one, but I have no recollection of
them, though I carefully entered the names of five of the horses: Lady Jane, Princess, Uncas, Dry Toast, and Nogo
—Nogo I though deliciously funny, but I can’t remember what he or any of them looked like. I can, however,
remember the coach-house, though the diary is silent about it. The lamps, the springs, the shafts, the dashboards,
with their shining paint and super-polish, fascinated me. And the smell of harness leather—to me more captivating
than the stronger horse smells. The coach-house was a treasure-house to me.
Enough of the vagaries and inconsistencies of my memory. But one thing that I had forgotten the diary did
bring back—and not only the fact, but the scene with the utmost vividness.
“Wednesday 11th of July. Saw the Deadly Nightshade—Atropa belladonna.”
Marcus wasn’t with me, I was alone, exploring some derelict outhouses, which for me had obviously more
attraction than the view of Brahdham Hall from the S.W. In one, which was roofless as well as derelict, I suddenly
came upon the plant. But it wasn’t a plant, in my senses of the word, it was a shrub, almost a tree, and as tall as I
was. It looked the picture of evil and also the picture of health, it was so glossy and strong and juicy-looking: I
could almost see the sap rising to nourish it. It seemed to have found the place in all the world that suited it best.
It knew that every part of it was poisonous, I knew too that it was beautiful, for did not my mother’s botany
book say so? I stood on the threshold, not daring to go in, staring at the button-bright berries, and the dull,
purplish, hairy, bell-shaped flowers reaching out towards me. I felt that the plant could poison me even if I didn’t
touch it, and that if I didn’t eat it, it would eat me, it looked so hungry, in spite of all the nourishment it was
getting.
As if I had been caught looking at something I wasn’t meant to see, I tiptoed away, wondering whether Mrs.
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Mandsley would think me interfering if I told her about it. But I didn’t tell her. I couldn’t bear to think of those
lusty limbs withering on a rubbish heap or crackling in a fire: all that beauty being destroyed. Besides, I wanted to
look at it again.
Atropa belladonna.
3
It all began with the weather defying me.
The Monday I traveled on had been a cool temperate day, but the next day the sky was cloudless and the sun
beat down. After we had fled from luncheon (I seem to remember we left all meals incontinently, like escaping
prisoners, only staying to ask if we could get down), Marcus said:
“Let’s go and look at the thermometer—it’s one of those that mark the highest and lowest temperature of the
day.”
Maddeningly, and unreasonably—considering how often I was to have recourse to it—I cannot remember
where the thermometer was; but yes, I can; it hung on the wall of an octagonal structure with a pointed roof,
situated under a yew tree. The building fascinated me—it had something withdrawn and magical about it. It was
thought to be a disused game larder, put under the yew tree for coolness’ sake, but this was only a hypothesis; no
one really knew what it was for.
Marcus told me how the instrument worked, and showed me the small, stumpy magnet that drew the markers
up and down.
“Only we mustn’t touch it,” he said, reading my thoughts, “or my father would be angry. He likes to do the
thermometer himself.”
“Is he often angry?” I asked. I could not imagine Mr. Maudsley being angry, or indeed anything else, but this
was almost the first thing one wanted to know about grown-up people.
“No, but my mother would be,” Marcus replied obliquely. The thermometer stood at nearly eighty-three.
We had run all the way from the luncheon table, partly to make good our escape, partly because we often ran
when walking would have done as well. I was perspiring a little, and remembered my mother’s oft-repeated
injunction:
“Try not to get hot.”
How could I not get hot? I looked at Marcus. He was wearing a light flannel suit. His shirt was not open, but it
was loose at the neck; his knickers could not be called shorts, for they came well below his knees, but they also
were loose, they r\flapped, they let the air in. Below them, not quite meeting them, he wore a pair of thin gray
stockings nearly turned over their supporting garters; and on his feet—wonder of wonders—not boots but what
then were called low shoes. To a lightly clad child of today this would seem thick winter wear; to me it might
have been a bathing-suit, it looked so inadequate to the proper, serious function of clothes.
The record of these sartorial details is before me, for Marcus and I were photographed together; and though the
light has got in at one corner, and the background and ourselves are tilted alarmingly, the faded reddish-brown
print does display the uncanny perception possessed by the camera in those days when it could not so easily lie. I
am wearing an Eton collar and a bow tie; a Norfolk jacket cut very high across the chest, incised leather buttons,
round as bullets, conscientiously done up, and a belt, which I have drawn more tightly than I need have. My
breeches were secured below the knee with a cloth strap and buckle, but these were hidden by thick black
stockings, the garters of which, coming just below the straps, put a double strain on the circulation of my legs. To
complete the picture, a pair of obviously new boots, looking larger for being new, and with the tabs, which I must
have forgotten to tuck in, standing up boldly.
I have my hand on Marcus’s shoulder (I was an inch or two taller as well as a year older than he) in the attitude
of affection which, in those days, was permitted to the male sex when they were photographed together
(undergraduates and even soldiers draped themselves about one another), and though the unfortunate slant of the
photograph makes me look as if I was trying to push him over, I also look fond of him—which I was, though the
coolness and deep-seated conventionality of his nature made it difficult to be intimate with him. We were not
much alike, and had been brought together by factors extraneous to our real personalities. His round face looks
out on the world without much interest and with a complacent acceptance of the situation, my rather long one is
self-conscious and seems aware of the strain of adaptability. Both of us were wearing straw boaters, his with a
plain band, mine with the school colours; and their tilted crowns and brims make two hard diagonal lines, inclined
planes along which we seem to be rushing violently down a steep place.
*
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I was not unduly dismayed by the heat, my dread of which was at least as much moral and hypochrondrical as
physical, for I still half believed in my ability to influence the weather, and that night I prepared a good strong
spell to bring the temperature down. But like an invalid whose fever defies the doctor, the weather did not
respond, and next day, when our post-luncheon scamper had taken us to the game larder, the thermometer had
climbed to nearly eighty-five and was still pushing up the marker. My heart sank and, making a great effort, I said
to Marcus:
“I wonder if I should sport my cricket togs?” He replied at once:
“I wouldn’t if I were you. Only cads wear their school clothes in the holidays. It isn’t done. You oughtn’t really
to be wearing the school band round your hat, but I didn’t say anything. And, Leo, you mustn’t come down to
breakfast in your slippers. It’s the sort of thing that bank clerks do. You can put them on after tea if you like.”
Marcus was old for his age in most ways, just as in most ways I was young for mine. I winced at the reference
to bank clerks, and remembered that on Sundays my father had always come down to breakfast in his slippers.
But it had been a shot in the dark; I had never told Marcus of my father’s lowly social status.
“And, Leo, there’s another thing you mustn’t do. When you undress you wrap your clothes up and put them on
a chair. Well, you mustn’t. You must leave them lying wherever they happen to fall—the servants will pick them
up—that’s what they’re for.”
He spoke without emphasis but with so much authority that I never for a moment doubted he was right. He
was the arbiter of elegance and fashion to me just as surely as—more surely than—I was to him an expert in the
black arts.
At tea-time someone said to me:
“You are looking hot. Haven’t you something cooler to wear?”
The voice didn’t betoken much solicitude for my state it had an undertone of teasing; and defending myself
against that, I said at once, mopping my face with a handkerchief, for I did not yet know that one should dab it:
“Ohm, I’m not really hot. It’s just that Marcus and I have been running.”
“Running, this weather?” said another voice, with an affected sigh in which I detected sarcasm, the schoolboy’s bugbear; and hot as I was, a chill went through me and I seemed to hear the taunt “vanquished” and see the
grinning faces.
It was indeed the beginning of a mild persecution—very, very mild and concealed in smiles and kindly faces;
the grown-ups could not have known it was one. But it became the thing to say to me, when they came across me:
“Hullo, Leo, still feeling hot?” and “Why don’t you take your jacket off—you’d be more comfortable without
it”—with a light laugh for this impossible request, for in those days dress was much more ceremonious and
jackets were not lightly discarded. I came to dread these pleasantries, they seemed to spring up all round me like
rows of gas-jets scorching me, and I turned redder than I was already. The frightful feeling of being marked out
for ridicule came back in all its strength. I don’t think I was unduly sensitive; in my experience most people mind
being laughed at more than anything else. What causes wars, what makes them drag on so interminably, but the
fear of losing face? I avoided even Marcus, for I didn’t dare to tell him what was troubling me.
That night I worked out a new spell. I could not sleep, partly from misery and excitement, partly because the
Aberdeen, which was also feeling the heat, kept moving about in search of fresh places until he was lying halfway across my pillow. Under the pillow lay my diary. I got it from under the dog without disturbing him, and in
the dark I managed to put down the spell on paper, without which formality I felt it would be useless. It was a
good spell, hatched in the small hours with which I had then so little acquaintance, and it worked; next day the
thermometer did not reach seventy-seven, and I felt calmer in my mind and much less hot.
I did not look so, for at tea-time, the gentle raillery began again. I took it in better part this time, for I was
fortified by the knowledge, which my well-meaning tormentors apparently did not possess, that the temperature
had really dropped. But it went on and soon I became as wretched as before. I did not realize that au fond they
were trying to take an interest in me and were using my unseasonable clothes and perspiring face to draw me out.
It seemed doubly hard that a Norfolk jacket should be out of place in Norfolk; I had imagined that everybody
would be wearing one.
Suddenly I caught sight of myself in a glass and saw what a figure of fun I looked. Hitherto I had always taken
my appearance for granted; now I saw how inelegant it was, compared with theirs; and at the same time, and for
the first time, I was acutely aware of social inferiority. I felt utterly out of place among these smart rich people,
and a misfit everywhere. Nothing is more heating than embarrassment; my face flamed while it dripped. If only I
could think of some verbal quip to turn the tables on them, the sort of thing a grown-up might say!
“I may look hot,” I said defiantly, “but I’m quite cool underneath, I’m a chilly mortal, really.”
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At this they burst out laughing and tears started to my eyes. I hastily gulped down some tea and began to
perspire anew. Suddenly from behind the silver tea-kettle I heard Mrs. Maudsley’s voice. It was like a current of
cold air blowing towards me.
“No—yes. I expect Mother forgot to put them in,” I blurted out.
The full enormity of this remark then dawned on me; it was at once a lie and a cruel aspersion on my mother,
who would certainly have got me some lighter clothes had I not discouraged her. I felt I had lowered her in their
regard and burst into tears. There was a moment’s embarrassed silence, teacups were stirred, then Mrs.
Maudsley’s cool-edged voice said:
“Well, won’t you write and ask her to send them?” For answer I only gulped, and then Marian, who, I think,
had never commented on my heated condition, said:
“Oh, that would take too long, Mama. You know what the posts are. Today is Thursday, he mightn’t get them
till well into next week. Let me take him into Norwich tomorrow and get him a new outfit. You’d like that,
wouldn’t you?” she said, turning to me. I mumbled that I should. But among the clouds that were lifted, a new
black one appeared.
“I haven’t any money. At least only fifteen shillings and eightpence halfpenny.”
“That doesn’t matter,” Marian said gaily. “We’ve got some.”
“Oh, but I couldn’t take yours,” I protested. “Mother wouldn’t like me to.”
“Don’t forget, Marian, that he has the things at home,” her mother said. I writhed, but Marian said quickly:
“Oh, but we’ll give them to him as a birthday present; she wouldn’t mind that, would she? And then he’ll have
two sets. When is your birthday, by the way?” she asked me.
“Well, actually—as a matter of fact—it’s on the 17th.”
“What, of this month?” Her interest drew me out.
“Yes. You see, I was burn under the sign of Leo, though it’s not my real name.”
“What is your real name?” I saw Marcus looking at me, but I couldn’t refuse to tell her.
“It’s Lionel. But don’t tell anyone.”
“Why not?”
“Because it’s rather a fancy name.” I saw her trying to probe this mystery of the schoolboy mind; by-passing it,
she said:
“But how splendid that it’s so soon, your birthday! Now we can all give you something to wear. That’s the
nicest kind of present. Shall I give you a mane?” I thought that very funny, though a trifle silly.
“Or a lion-skin?” I tried to enter into the joke.
“That might be rather hot.”
“It might, indeed.” Suddenly Marian looked bored and almost yawned.
“Well, we’ll go tomorrow,” she said.
“Or would you,” said her mother, “rather wait till Monday, when Hugh will be here, and make a part to go to
Norwich?”
“Who will be here?” asked Marian.
“Hugh. He comes on Saturday. I thought you knew.”
“Hugh coming?” Mr. Maudsley asked, making one of his rare contributions to a conversation.
“Yes; he’s staying till the end of the month, perhaps longer.”
“Are you sure he is, Mama?” Denys put in. “When I saw him he told me he was going to Goodwood.”
“I had a letter from him yesterday.”
“You know he never misses Goodwood?”
“I think this year he means to.”
“I don’t want to disagree with you, Mama, but I think it most unlikely that Trimingham will miss Goodwood.
You see, he—”
“Well, I think you’ll find that he means to give Goodwood up for us. Marian, are you sure you wouldn’t like to
wait till Monday?”
In an agony of impatience I listened for her answer. Who was this Hugh, or Trimingham, who was stealing my
thunder? I felt resentful, even jealous of him. With him there, the expedition would be spoiled. And to wait till
Monday! Yet Mrs. Maudsley had made her wishes plain, and how dare anyone, even Marian, cross them.
“Wouldn’t you rather wait till Monday?” Mrs. Maudsley repeated. Marian answered at once, and it was like
two steel threads crossing each other.
“Norwich wouldn’t be any treat to Hugh, Mama. He knows it better than we do. He wouldn’t want to go
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trailing around the shops with Leo and me—and in this heat too.” She looked up mischievously at her mother’s
expressionless face.
“Besides, by Monday Leo will have melted into butter, and all he’ll need will be a muslin bag! But of course if
anyone would like to go with us!”
Her glance strayed from face to face, a challenge, not an invitation, and my eyes followed hers, desperately
anxious that there should be no acceptances. And there were not. They all excused themselves. I suppose my
jubilation was plain to see.
“Then may we go, Mama?” asked Marian.
“Of course, unless your father wants the horses.” Mr. Maudsley shook his head.
“But don’t go to Stirling and Porter,” Mrs. Maudsley said, “as you sometimes do. I never like their things.”
“I should go to Challow and Crawshay,” said Denys with sudden energy. “They’re much the best.”
“No, Denys, they’re not,” his mother said.
“I know Trimingham sometimes goes there for his ties,” Denys persisted.
“Will Leo be needing ties?”
“I’ll stand him a tie if you promise to get it at Challow’s” I began to feel hot again.
“I tell you what,” said Marian, “let each of the family give him something, and then we can share the blame if
they’re not right.”
“Bags I the bags,” said Marcus suddenly.
“Oh, Marcus!” A chorus of disapproval greeted Marcus’s joke, and he looked quite sheepish until his mother
said:
“Well, they can be my present, Marcus dear.” I was surprised to see the fondness in her face.
Marian said she would find out what I needed. For this she would have to examine my exiguous wardrobe, an
inquisition that I dreaded; but when it came, when all soft and flouncy she appeared in our room, heralded by
Marcus, what a delight it was!—a transformation scene. She studied each garment almost reverently.
“How beautifully they are mended!” she said. “I wish we had someone who could mend like that!”
I didn’t tell her that my mother had done it, but perhaps she guessed. She was quick at finding out things.
“These clothes you had at home were a myth, weren’t they?” she said.
“A myth?” I echoed.
“I mean you didn’t really have them?”
I nodded, happy to have been found out, delighting in the shared secret. But how could she have known? …
218.171 Excerpt from The Expensive Halo: A Fable Without Moral\fn{by Josephine Tey (1896-1952)} Inverness,
Highland, Scotland, United Kingdom (F) 9
1
It had been raining all day, but now a wild red sunset flooded the town with uncanny light, so that the dripping
black buildings stood glorified and the hurrying evening crowds turned their heads, half-consciously, in uneasy
wonder at the magnificent west.
Mary Ellis stood by the kitchen table in the basement window, and the light, reflected from the wet pavement,
shone round her with a mild radiance very different from the disturbing crimson of the angry sky. It lit her gray
hair to a halo, and made her intent, secret-smiling face that of a saint at her devotions. She was icing a cake. And
as she piped the pink sugar in careful preordained scrolls on the white plateau, her mind was filled with a radiance
which no sunset could produce. By the cake lay a cardboard box containing twenty-four little candles. She had
had to buy twenty-four because they were sold by the box. But the little Marsden girl could have the other three.
There was no use in keeping them, because never again would she put candles on a cake. Not until she had a
grandchild, and that might be never.
She hoped Gareth wouldn’t think it babyish of her to do it this once. Babyish people often had an eager nose
for babyishness in others. She hadn’t made a birthday cake for many years now. The habit had been dropped
during the war,\fn{World War I is meant:H} when there was nothing to make a cake with. And somehow, afterwards,
people were less overtly sentimental. Symbols counted less. The children had had treats on their birthdays, but
there had been no cake with little candles. It was a practical age.
She laid aside the piping-bag and looked at her work with her still, secret smile. A cake for Gareth’s birthday:
that’s all it was. But it was, too, the crowning of her own life, and she felt it in all her being. Tomorrow her baby
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was twenty-one; the baby she had not wanted; the baby they had said she would never rear; and it seemed as if her
whole existence had been but a preparation for this moment. Her five other children had each in turn achieved
their majority and there had been congratulation and pleasure in each event. But tomorrow Gareth would be
twenty-one, and her spirit rose up and overflowed in her at the thought.
She chose from the box the more perfect of the candles (it would not matter to the Marsden baby that her three
were a little chipped), and began to set them in the cake, carefully because of the still-soft icing. It was strange
that the baby whose coming she had resented so passionately should be more a part of her now than he had been
in those months before his birth. Even his name was hers.
Alfred had said that the baby was to have a Biblical name, like the others. No child of his should have other
than a Biblical name. Always on previous occasions, she had agreed for the sake of peace, but this time she had
fought him, weak, determined and furious. Now that the puny brat was there she felt that for once it should be
hers to do as she liked with. She had borne it, suffered for it, and she should name it.
It should be called Gareth. Gareth was the name of the hero in a book which she had been reading, and the
word had sung itself through her head during those awful hours. She did not like the name particularly, but that
did not matter. All that mattered was that it should be a name of her own choosing and that it should have no
Biblical associations.
And Alfred had given in. She had been surprised at the time but too relieved and weary to marvel long.
Afterwards she had discovered that the doctor had spoken to Alfred as one man very rarely speaks to another. He
had, in his own phrase, put the fear of God in Alfred, and to Alfred, that intimate of God, it was a new sensation.
Alfred had agreed that Mary should choose the name.
And he had, of course, changed his doctor. But as there were no more babies that had not mattered very
greatly.
Because he was hers in a sense that the others had never been, the sickly, wailing baby had been taken to her
heart. When they tried to warn her that he might never make old bones her lips tightened in the little movement
with which all her children were familiar, and her chin lifted. Fools! Of course he would live. He was hers, wasn’t
he? The only one to be wholly hers. She would see to it that he lived.
And it seemed that her son had inherited her spirit, for he not only lived but, in spite of his many illnesses,
throve. Her hand hesitated a moment and she smiled at a passing vision of Gareth at the age of seven; a battered
little figure, with thin scarred knees, red hair damp and tumbled, one eye dark where a black eye was coming, and
the other eye faintly green where a black eye was going. She had marvelled often at the eager spirit which was
housed in his shoggly body. When anyone trailed a coat it was Gareth, her sickly baby, who was there to step on
it.
There was a tap on the kitchen door, and a girl’s head appeared; a brown head with laughing eyes. Mary
glanced round and went on with her work.
“It’s you, Molly,” she said in her calm way. But there was welcome in the words. Molly came in and closed the
door.
“I just slipped in for a minute. Is it done?”
“Very near.”
There was silence in the room while the two women hung over the cake. Mary turned it slowly round so that
the girl could view it adequately.
“It’s lovely!” the girl said, “just lovely”; and they went on looking at it in the silence. The face of each was
rapt, and in the quiet they were in complete communion. To both of them the thing was not an erection of cake
and sugar, but a symbol.
“He hasn’t come back yet?” Molly asked, still enjoying the white perfection of the cake.
“No.”
“So you don’t know if he’s got it?”
“No, but he may be in any minute.”
“In that case, I’m off. If he’s got it I’ll hear about it soon enough, and if he hasn’t he won’t want me here.”
Mary turned to her with a smile in her gray eyes.
“You put in the last one,” she said, and held out a little pink candle.
Molly took it quite solemnly, and, as gravely as though she were laying a foundation stone, pressed the candle
down into the bead of sugar waiting for its reception. The circle was perfect.
“There!” she said, and looked a moment longer. Then “He’ll be sick!” she said, and ran laughing from the
room. Her light footsteps pattered on the stairs and died away.
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Mary lifted the cake on its stand, carried it into the pantry, and locked it away in a cupboard. As she took out
the key the front door banged. Only two people banged the front door: Gareth and Sara; and it was too early for
Sara.
Mary wanted to run to the door and read the news in his face; to embrace him whether it was good or bad.
Instead, she turned again to the table, brushing the crumbs of icing on to a plate and putting spoons and knife into
a bowl of hot water. She had never “spoiled” any of her children. When they thought of her at all they thought of
her as a stern mother. She heard the clatter of his descent and turned to greet him, her heart thumping like a girl’s.
The door was opened by something between a kick and a shove and he stood on the threshold.
“Well, I’ve got it,” he said. He tried to make his voice sound casual, as if getting one’s first real job were an
everyday affair, but triumph radiated from him.
“Isn’t that fine!” was all she said, but he evidently found no anti-climax in her reception.
“Not bad!” he said, and came over to the table, into the reflected light of the sunset. He was going to be
twenty-one tomorrow, but he looked eighteen. Small-boned, slight, with sloping shoulders, and something of the
appealing immaturity of a lamb in his make-up. His red-fair hair was water-waved over the top of his narrow
head; large freckles were sprinkled over his pale skin, and darkish blue eyes looked out from folded eyelids. The
eyelids and a slight sag of the flesh by the corners of the mouth suggested ill-health, and the cheek-bones under
the eyes were flattened, a peculiarity which gave the face a worn, exhausted look. Something in the slant of the
eyelids and the flattened cheek-bones caused the eyes in repose to have a tortured, searching expression which
was entirely misleading. Both his pale mouth and his delicate chin lacked modelling, but his nose jutted at a brave
and satisfying angle from his perpendicular forehead, redeeming the face from mediocrity and making it in profile
curiously beautiful. In his rapt moments Gareth looked like a tortured saint; medieval and stained-glass. When he
came alive he became suddenly a street urchin; individual and impudent.
“The pay’s not much. Five a week. That’s about half what his last one got. But playing the fiddle for Regan is a
good advertisement, you know. And he’s promised me more if I’m all right and I stay with him. I’ll be all right, of
course, but I don’t know about staying with him. Anyhow, it’s a good beginning. There’s only one Regan, and he
has only one violinist, and I’m it. That’s good enough for me.”
In spite of the triumph in his bearing he sounded as if he were trying to convince himself. She wanted to say:
“This isn’t what you wanted. You were going to do such big things,” so that she might uncover the hurt place, and
having uncovered soothe it. But if he chose to hide it she would say nothing. Her heart yearned over him.
“I always said I’d be independent before I was twenty-one, didn’t I! I wonder what father will have to say
now? It’s a fine subject for a sermon, but on the other hand he can’t make it very strong any more, or I’ll just walk
out. You can’t bully a chap with five pounds a week.”
“You mustn’t talk like that about your father,” she said mechanically.
Her heart missed a beat at the thought of Gareth walking out of the family circle. The others had threatened
often to go, but they stayed because staying was convenient for them. Convenience would not weigh with Gareth
if he wanted to go. What he wanted to do he would make convenient. He had all the headstrong common-sense of
his Irish grandmother. The thought of the house without Gareth was not to be borne.
She pushed the dreadful idea down below the surface of her mind and covered it up. She was not going to meet
trouble half-way. As a girl she had always seen trouble when it was hull-down, and rushed with all her forces to
meet it. Sometimes there had been no trouble there, and she had had a bad time explaining to her reserves why
they should have been so unnecessarily mobilised. Sometimes the trouble would have passed below the horizon
but for her eager antagonism. And after many years, scarred and wise, she had learned that it is better to face
trouble only when it is upon one.
“And, anyhow, it will soon be ten pounds a week.”
His eyes shone at the prospect. No one would think that this was the boy who had agonised to play music that
was music as he understood the term. The boy who had gone jobless for months because he believed in himself
and his talent, and was not going to prostitute them. Was the relief so great that he was really glad about Regan’s?
It must, she thought sympathetically, be wonderful not to have to struggle any longer; to turn back from the thin
air and the cold and the starvation of the heights to comfort and security.
Absent-mindedly he licked his slender forefinger, picked up a crumb of icing from the table, and put it in his
mouth. His eyes, bright with the thought of five pounds a week, awoke to a more immediate interest.
“What have you been making?” he demanded.
“Just a cake.”
“Iced cake, though. Where is it?”
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“You can’t have a piece just now. I’ve just this minute put the finishing touches to the icing.”
“Well, let me have a look at it. Is it plum cake?”
When she had unlocked the cupboard and switched on the light so that he might see, she turned anxiously to
watch him. Was he going to play down to her, be nice to her because she had been sentimental and mustn’t be let
down? Or would he feel in his bones, as she did, that this was a symbol of achievement? She saw his careless eyes
grow suddenly intent. There was a little pause.
“Mum!” he said, and turned to her smiling. As their eyes met his smile faded, and they looked at each other for
a moment curiously over the chasm which separates one human being from another, reaching out to each other.
Then with a swift movement he clipped her neck in a boyish embrace, and rubbed his cheek against hers.
“I wouldn’t exchange you for anything,” he said. As he released her he stretched out his hand to pick off a little
knob of icing.
“Don’t, Gareth!.” she said sharply, the doting mother disappearing in the outraged housewife. “It isn’t set yet.”
“Oh, you’re a bully,” he said, desisting. He pushed his hands into his trousers pockets as if to keep them out of
mischief.
“Tea as usual? All right, I’ll be back in good time. It isn’t sausages, by any chance, I suppose?”
“I shouldn’t be surprised.”
“All right. Shan’t be long.”
And he disappeared. She knew where he was going: next door to tell Molly the news. But she knew no
jealousy at the thought. Some day these two would marry. From their infancy they had wept and laughed and
fought together, shielding each other in delinquencies, cursing each other in discrepancies, but always necessary
to each other. When they married there would be little disturbance of the family. She would never lose Gareth to
Molly, because the part of Gareth which was Molly’s had always been Molly’s. The part which was hers would
never be trespassed on now.
She turned happily to put the kettle on the stove.
2
Tea at number seventeen Sark Street was ostensibly at half-past six on week days. In reality it was at the
moment when Mr. Ellis arrived home. If the members of his family arrived before him they waited for their meal,
no matter how tired and hungry they might be, until he arrived. If, on the other hand, he arrived first, tea was set
on the table with the utmost dispatch, and his family, as they dribbled in, retrieved their fish or sausage from the
gas oven. As children this had seemed to them the appropriate and fitting thing; they had taken it as a matter of
course; not because their father was the bread-winner, but because he was Father. As one by one they became
bread-winners, however, and self-respect and independence rose in them, there was muted grumbling, and Sara,
always the kicker against pricks, had first uttered that unspeakable heresy:
“Father’s selfishness.”
Inwardly dismayed but outwardly forbidding, their mother had subdued them. Mary Ellis would allow none of
her brood to criticise their father. Another woman would have snubbed them and forbidden the subject.
Mary took to cooking each person’s share as they came in and having her own tea in snatches, so that her
family, exasperated and beaten, ordered her to stop it, and thereafter fetched their share from the oven with as
good a grace as they could muster.
The only exception to the rule was Matt, the eldest. Matt had slipped from under his father’s jurisdiction in one
adroit movement by becoming a reporter on the Daily Clarion. As a newspaper man, his hours were incalculable,
and no one could call him a liar when he said he was on a job. He had meals when he came in, could never go to
Wednesday night prayer meeting (a fact which his baffled and angry parent assured him would inevitably lead
him to hell), and very often managed to absent himself from even the Sunday meetings, an achievement which in
the Ellis family was equivalent to an escape from Dartmoor\fn{ A notorious English prison:H} together with the
presentation of the freedom of the City of London.
Alfred Ellis belonged to a sect which were a kind of superior Plymouth Brethren. A very greatly superior kind,
of course. They disapproved of Plymouth Brethren, and were rather hurt and scornful when any analogy was
drawn between the beliefs and practices of their respective sects. But no amount of explanation seemed to
convince his acquaintances and the customers who came to his shop of the essential differences between his
“meeting” and all others, and Alfred Ellis was filled with contempt for the understanding of these unsaved and
unenlightened. His father had been a pillar of the local Congregational church; a shrewd old man, narrow in his
views but upright and fair-dealing; Mary remembered him with gratitude. He had left Alfred a half share in the
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grocery business round the corner (a business which was then suburban but which was now almost in town) and
the house in which they were now living.
Within two years Alfred, who had never liked having to consult other people, had bought his younger brother
out of the business. A monarchy was more desirable than sharing a consulate. Besides, his brother and he had
clashed several times over the matter of business methods. His brother, poor fool, had seemed not to realise that
business and religion were two different things. There had been a ghastly night when John had told him “exactly
what he thought”; among the things he thought being that their father must be turning in his grave at Alfred’s
methods of making money. After that Alfred decided that John must go.
It had been a tremendous strain on the business, the buying out of John, but John had been willing to go (he
said he wanted to go to Australia, where they were all descendants of convicts, so he’d always heard, and
probably wouldn’t bother to preach while they sanded the sugar), and so Alfred had managed it. When their
straitened circumstances were revealed to her, Mary had wanted to give up the big gray house in the terrace,
which had always seemed too big for themselves and their two children, and take a little one further out. But
Alfred had said no; that it was a first-rate money maker, the house. They could keep lodgers. They would turn a
liability into an asset. The Lord had shown them the way.
Mary had wept in secret over the thought of having strangers in her house; she had never dealt easily with
strangers, and her house was somehow sacred to herself and her two tiny sons; and it seemed to her that the way
the Lord had shown to Alfred was unbelievably hard and flinty. But she had one overpowering motive in her life:
her children’s good. She wanted to help Alfred, of course; she still loved Alfred, because she had never analysed
herself sufficiently to find out that she didn’t; but more than anything she wanted to give her children a future that
they might find sufficient.
So there had been long years of paying guests and child-bearing, the guests growing fewer as the growing
family needed more rooms; a state of affairs with which Alfred Ellis’s superior understanding seemed strangely
unable to cope; each time they had to part with a guest he had made it an occasion for loud wailing, threats of
bankruptcy, and ultimate bowing to God’s will.
And now, with five of her six children alive and grown-up, there remained only one guest: the Indian student
on the first floor. And Mary sometimes smiled to remember how she had hated the thought of Ratan Dastur’s
coming, and how she would miss that gentle Parsee when at last he would go. At the time, Alfred had forbidden
her to take a heathen into the house, but when he heard that the heathen was going to pay five shillings a week
more than his predecessor because for some, to Alfred, unfathomable reason, he wanted more baths, Alfred had
said that perhaps it was God’s will, and who were they to gainsay it. It was almost like a reward, Mary thought
sometimes, that the last of her guests should be so lovable a being.
Alfred was eating his sausages when Gareth came back from talking to Molly. He had already told his wife
what he thought of his son’s proposed method of making money, and had, of course, laid the blame of his future
damnation on her. Hadn’t he told her when Gareth wanted to go to the Academy what the end would be? Hadn’t
he? And look what had come of it! Playing vile African tunes while half-naked harlots disported themselves in
shameless attitudes! Dancing to hell!
Mary had listened almost indifferently (she was so used to this by now that she could almost anticipate the
phrases as they came to his tongue) and marvelled mildly for the thousandth time at the relish Alfred took in the
matters of sex. Gareth’s entrance was, she knew, the signal for the tirade to begin again. She hoped that Gareth
would be too pleased with himself to care. The only way to deal with Alfred was to let him talk and say nothing;
let the torrent wash over you while you shut yourself inside your mind until the storm was over.
“What’s this I hear?” said Alfred, laying down his knife and fork, and glaring.
“That I’ve got five pounds a week, I hope!”
“For what? For what! For pandering to the lowest in human nature. For aiding and abetting the committing of
sin. Sin, I tell you. It is sin! You are taking the wages of the devil.”
“Be quiet,” said Gareth. He said it quite casually but distinctly, as one does to an obstreperous child, and sat
down with his plate of sausage.
“Gareth!” said his mother, aghast. “You mustn’t speak to your father like that!”
“What’s to hinder me?”
“What’s to hinder you!” shouted his father, purpling, and more surprised than he had ever been in his life
before. “I should have thought common decency and gratitude would have hindered you, that’s what! Haven’t I
fed and clothed you all those years? Didn’t I send you to the Academy instead of putting you to a trade like the
rest of your kind. And you repay all the care and expense I’ve lavished on you by taking the deliberate way to sin.
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And not content with that you speak to me disrespectfully at my own table. I never thought I’d live to hear a son
of mine—”
He choked, partly with rage, partly on a piece of sausage. Gareth was blithe and unimpressed.
“In the first place, if you hadn’t fed and clothed me you’d have been had up by the courts. In the second place,
it wasn’t you who sent me to the Academy, it was mother. If you paid for me it was sorely against your will, and
you jolly well know it. I’ll pay you back that money because I’d hate to be in your debt for anything. And if you
don’t like a sinner in the house I’ll relieve you of my presence any time you like.” Alfred changed his tone.
“Oh, I see! That’s the way the wind blows, is it! The minute you begin to make some money you would like to
pretend you owe nobody anything. You don’t want any of your five pounds a week to be claimed by the parents
who have fed and clothed you. Is that it? Well, you’re making a mistake, my lad. You’ll stay here and pay your
share for a change. We have put out a lot on you and we expect something in return.”
“Oh, if you don’t mind taking the wages of sin I don’t mind your having them. I said I’d pay you back. And
now that I’m earning my living perhaps Mum can have a new costume at last.”
“Are you insinuating that your mother is not respectably clothed?” Gareth winked comfortingly at his
distressed mother.
“She doesn’t show anything she shouldn’t show, if that’s what you mean by respectable. But she hasn’t had a
new coat and skirt for years. Now, perhaps she can have one.” The venom which showed in Alfred’s stupid eyes
spilled over.
“Your mother can have all the clothes she wants without you prostituting the talent God gave you to play in a
dance hall!”
Gareth's pale face was suddenly drained of all colour. His eyes, which had been sparkling at this new play of
baiting the family tyrant, grew hard and dead as blue stones. He caught his breath in a queer little sound, horrible
to hear. His arm went back to push away his chair and he half rose, his eyes fixed on his father’s sneering face.
“Gareth!” cried his mother, in sharp appeal. Gareth hesitated, still staring at his father.
And perhaps the fear on his father’s face stayed him even more than his mother’s cry. It was somehow
shocking.
And then the door opened and Sara came in. Gareth sat down slowly, suddenly limp and shaken. Sara came
over to the table, carrying the plate which she had fetched from the kitchen, and sat down without a word. She had
not looked at any of them, and was unaware that there was any crisis. Sara was habitually wrapped up in her own
thoughts. So self-absorbed was she that not even the admiring stares of men in the streets and the
Underground\fn{The subway:H} roused her from her secret brooding.
“Had a tiring day, dear?” her mother asked, trying to bring her little world back to some semblance of
normality. She must forget what she had seen on her son’s face; must rub it out of her mind before the impression
became indelible.
“Oh, just the usual.”
“Lady Nora’s trousseau finished?”
Alfred shouldn’t have said that. Oh, he shouldn’t have said that!
“Yes. I don’t know why madame bothers with it. They’ll never see the money for it. Pretty dear advertisement.
Pass the salt, Gareth.” She caught sight of her brother’s face.
“What’s the matter with you?”
“Nothing. I feel sick.”
“No job yet?”
“Yes,” his mother said, “he’s got a job with Regan, the conductor.”
“No! How much?”
“Not much,” she said, when she heard. She herself earned only three pounds and fifteen shillings a week, and
knew what was much or little with a pitiless clarity. “You should have made him give you more.”
“I’ll have more when he’s had me a month,” Gareth said boastfully. But the jubilation had gone out of him. He
was only a shell, dark and empty.
“Is that Mark I hear?” Mary asked, listening to the spatter of water in the next room.
“Yes, he’s in.” Sara’s beautiful, sullen mouth tightened in exasperation.
“Must he wash himself at the kitchen sink! We do have a bathroom.”
“Oh, Sara, dear!”
“Well! It’s slovenly and disgusting!” She was tired, and an immense despair overwhelmed her. “We live like
pigs in the basement when we might be living in decency upstairs. All because we hang on to a paying guest that
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we don’t need!”
“Sara!” exclaimed her mother sharply. What was wrong with everyone to-night! “Mr. Dastur’s been with us
four years. You know quite well that none of us want him to go. He’ll stay with us until he’s finished at the
University.”
“And then some excuse will be found for having another one. You’ll see!”
“If you don’t control your temper, miss,” her father said, “you’ll leave the table.”
“I’m not in a temper. I only want to know why we live as we do, and why Mark—” She stopped as the door
opened.
But it was not Mark, it was Matt. And with his advent the charged atmosphere became suddenly clearer. Matt
had no sense of frustration to mar his outlook on life. Matt was free and content. He knew what he wanted in life,
and he knew the way to get it, and his bright, watchful dark eyes were full of a careless good humour.
“’Lo, everyone. No, I don’t want anything to eat. Just looked in for a cup of tea in passing. You won’t make it
an extra on the bill, will you, Mum? It’s all right,” as Mary made as if to rise, “I’ll get a cup.” He fetched a cup
and saucer from the cupboard.
“They’ve got the chap who did the postman in. Yes. This afternoon. The police needed that badly. You wait and
see the Morning News throwing them bouquets tomorrow. After panning them for months! Huh! Any word of a
job, kid?”
“Yes, I’m going to play the fiddle for Regan. Start tomorrow.”
“Good for you! Congratulations, kid! You’ll be the famous one of the family all in a bound. Playing for Regan
is first-rate advertisement, isn’t it! There isn’t a single member of the first hundred thousand who won’t know you
by sight in a fortnight’s time. I say, Mark,” as his brother came in, “congratulate the kid. He’s been engaged by
Regan. The dance band, you know.”
Mark’s absent-minded gray eyes woke to animation and he smiled, a little shyly, at his brother.
“And will you like that?” he asked with interest.
To Mark the important thing in life was neither money nor fame, but the ability to devote yourself to a job you
were interested in. He spent his days in a garage attending to invalid motors, and most of his evenings in the same
garage, experimenting. The world for Mark was bounded by the internal combustion engine and what it might be
capable of becoming. Even on Sundays he was unmistakably a mechanic. There was a suggestion of motor oil in
his untidy dark hair, and his hands, in spite of assiduous scrubbing, still looked very much as they had on
Saturday evening. He lived in a world of his own, not, like Sara, because of a lack of sympathy with his
surroundings, but because he did not notice his surroundings until they were pointed out to him.
Matt, who lived in no world of his own, had become aware that Sara was on the verge of tears and that Gareth
looked ill and miserable for a newly-engaged violinist, and he hastened to deal with Mark’s question.
“Of course he’ll like it,” he said. “It’ll be a great jape for him. You can’t do anything without advertisement
nowadays, and he’ll be getting advertisement in dollops. And Regan’s good to work with, anyhow. Of course he’ll
like it!”
He cast round in his mind for something else to say. The kid had no right to be looking like that when he had I
just reached down his first job.
“And when he’s made a little he can walk out and do something else. With a little money you can do
anything.”
Was that what the kid was sore about? Not at being able to play decent stuff? Or—oh, yes, of course! That was
it! Father had been holding forth again. He looked for a moment at his parent, glowering and eating his tea with a
sulky ferocity at the head of the table. And he added deliberately:
“With money, kid, you can be independent of everyone but yourself. Everyone, do you hear.”
Alfred glanced quickly at his eldest son, but Matt’s square face was bland. If there was a challenge there Alfred
ignored it. He was afraid of Matt. Mary was thinking:
“By tomorrow this will have blown over and we can have his birthday celebration without bad feeling.” But
she did not analyse the thought too closely in case the wish was father to the thought.
Sara was trying to keep back the tears which every now and then blurred the sausages, and wondering why life
so suddenly seemed unbearable the minute she entered Number Seventeen. True, she did not find it happy
elsewhere, but if not happy it was at least supportable. Coming along the street she had been pleased with the
furious splendour of the sunset. It had satisfied something hungry in her, and she had forgotten the petty
annoyance of having to wear her bumping, heavy rubber boots when the rain had long since ceased to fall. But as
soon as the door had closed behind her the old, obscure resentment and hopelessness had risen in a flood and
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submerged her.
The dark hall, with its mean, ugly hatstand and lifeless atmosphere enraged her. She hated eyerything, and
hated herself for her hatred. When she snapped at her patient mother she loathed herself for snapping and her
mother for her patience.
What was wrong with her? Why hadn’t she been born like Molly, content with her lot? Asking nothing of life
but the things she had known since babyhood. Why had she to be like this!
When Matt rose to go, after having swallowed his tea, she debated with herself whether she should go back to
town with him. He might be persuaded to go by bus, and now that the rain had stopped it would be nice to sit on
top of a bus and watch the lighted streets go by; and Matt was a sensible creature and comforting to be with. He
didn’t suffer from vague and enormous desires, but he had realised the impossibility, the damnable, constricting,
suffocating impossibility of Seventeen Sark Street. It would be soothing to be with Matt for a little and feel the
fresh air blowing.
She raised her head to tell him that she would come with him, and found that the thought of having to climb
the stairs of a bus was more than she could face. She was tired to the marrow. And what was the point of going
bus-riding, anyhow? Going nowhere just to come back again. Just like the rest of life.
She let him go. And presently, leaving her parents and Mark at the table (Gareth had disappeared), she climbed
the dim, shabby stairs to her room at the top of the house.
In the basement of Number Seventeen was the kitchen, looking out on the street, and a living-room where the
family took their meals, looking out on a square of bedraggled grass. The front sitting-room on the ground floor
was occupied by Ratan Dastur, and the one behind it was the Ellises’ best room where they received visitors. On
the first floor were, in front, Dastur’s bedroom and a room shared by Matt and Mark, and, behind, the bedroom of
Mr. and Mrs. Ellis. The top floor was divided into two attics; one was Sara’s, and the other Gareth had shared with
his brother Joe until Joe had married and departed to work in a motor cycle works in Coventry, leaving him in
sole possession.
As Sara passed his door she noticed that Gareth was sitting on the edge of his bed staring at nothing, and there
was such woebegoneness in his attitude that she hesitated, and then moved into the room. The only tender spot in
Sara’s heart was reserved for her baby brother. As a small girl she had looked after him when her mother was
overburdened with household affairs; washed him, dressed him, bullied him, and shielded him; until, as he grew
older he had, in a natural reaction, constituted himself her protector and champion. At the age of eight he fought a
boy twice his size who had said that Sara, then nearly twelve, wore second-hand clothes; and had suffered more or
less in silence Sara’s exasperated shaking when she saw the state of his own garments, because she might be hurt
if she heard about the clothes. She had meant to say something cheerful, but his resentment seemed to become
fused with her own, and she said bitterly:
“It’s a lovely life, isn’t it! What do you think we were born for?”
“Don’t you know!” Gareth said, as one pained at an exhibition of ignorance. “To help keep father, of course.”
“I don’t know how someone hasn’t murdered father long ago. It makes me sick, sick, to think that human
beings are made like that, and sick to think he’s my father. The preaching hypocrite! Was he horrid about your
job?”
“Yes.”
“Why do you think we all stay?”
“Joe didn’t,” Gareth said, going round the question.
“No, but Joe doesn’t count. He always ran away from everything. He hadn’t even the spunk to get married
before he went to Coventry. Did it on the sly.”
“Father always beat him more than the rest of us.”
“Only because he was afraid of father and showed it. Hymn-bawling little coward. Of course he would get out!
But why does Matt stay, and Mark, and you now?”
“Don’t know. Because of mother, I suppose. It would be awful for her if we all went. Went just to live in digs, I
mean.”
“But, you know, mother is responsible for quite a lot of father’s awfulness. She’d be dreadfully hurt and all
that if you said so to her, but it’s true. She’s been a door-mat for him ever since they were married. It makes me
sick to see her fetching and carrying for him as if he were a king or an invalid. She thinks she’s being so noble
when she does it, and all she is doing is making him into the unbearable thing he is. If mother had been another
kind of woman father wouldn’t be half so awful as he is. He’d always have been a liar and a hypocrite, because he
was born that way, but he wouldn’t have been so selfish or so bullying or quite so—so—oh, so ridiculous as he is.
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She’s made him like that.”
“I suppose she wanted a quiet life now and then.”
“She could have got it in two weeks if she had stuck up to him in the beginning. It disgusts me to see a woman
kowtowing to her husband like that. That’s what mother thinks being a good wife is, I suppose. And she would
think you were awful if you told her that it was much more degrading—much more—than being a man’s mistress.
That kind of wife loses her self-respect and ruins her husband at the same time.”
“You’ll never be that kind of wife,” Gareth said, a faint amusement showing.
“No, I won’t.” The faint amusement became reflected in her face. “Neither will Molly, you know. Molly is
easy-going, but she will tell you just where you get off.”
“You can’t tell me anything I don’t know about Molly.”
“Any woman knows more about another woman than a man can ever know, silly. But I don’t suppose there is
much about Molly you don’t know. Your future is all nice and simple and clear, isn’t it, Gareth? You’ll get out
before long. You’ll get married and leave Seventeen with everyone’s consent and blessing. Perhaps father will
even give you a fiver.”
“That’s the programme—though I’m not counting on the fiver. But I’m not in any hurry. We’re not going to
marry until we’ve something decent to live on. We’re not going to pig it.
Sara looked for a moment quizzically at his serious, freckled, childish countenance. And she smiled.
When Sara smiled one caught one’s breath. The scornful brooding loveliness melted suddenly into a shining
wistfulness that squeezed one’s heart to see. One’s mind exclaimed at the unexpectedness and poignancy of it. It
was a child’s smile, shy, and innocent, and utterly lovely. Even Gareth realised that Sara’s smile was a precious
thing. Sara smiled so seldom.
“You’re a canny little person for an artist, aren’t you!”
“I don’t have to be a fool because I play the fiddle,” Gareth said, hoping she would keep smiling. But the smile
had died away as if existence was too difficult for anything so fragile, so vulnerable. “When we have enough to
buy a house somewhere just out of London we’ll get married, and you’ll come for every week-end. But I expect
you’ll be married first.”
“Married!” she said, and her tone disconcerted him. “Who’m I to marry?”
“There are queues, aren’t there?”
“Maybe, but look at the queues! Who am I to marry out of that lot? Sidney Webb? And have him being
facetious from morning till night. Joshing visitors when they don’t want to be joshed, and being the bright lad all
over the place? Or Bert Tiller? And put up with his washing in the kitchen like Mark: and making a noise when he
drank? Do you see me married to someone like that?”
“Not to those two, obviously!” Gareth said. “But some day you’ll fall for someone and you won’t care a hoot
about his washing at the sink and you’ll think the noise he makes with his tea is a symphony.”
“Oh, no, I shan’t. You’re quite wrong about me. I couldn’t fall in love with anyone like that. And if by chance I
did I shouldn’t marry him. I know too well what it would be like afterwards. I’ve seen too much gingerbread with
the gilt off to make a fool of myself that way. You’re busy trying to believe that I’m snobbish, but you know quite
well that you’re the same, Gareth. You don’t like this way of living any more than I do. You want something
better, too. It surely isn’t snobbish to want to have more—more”—she searched for a word—“oh, less of the feedand-get-out way of living than we’ve been brought up to. You may not hate it as I do, but the only reason you
don’t is because you’ve had your music always—and Molly. I haven’t had anything. The only way out for me is
marriage. And I won’t marry a Webb or a Tiller.”
Gareth was silent for a moment, a little surprised at his sister’s frankness. Sara so seldom discussed her affairs
with anyone. He forgot his own troubles temporarily in considering this phenomenon. Sara was so unhappy that
she was driven to talk about it!
And she had been right about his attitude to life at home. He had never thought about it much, but he did want
more graciousness, more beauty, more space in existence than he had experienced so far. He hadn’t worried his
head about it much, because at the back of his mind he knew that one day he would achieve all that he wanted of
beauty, and until then, as Sara said, there was his music.
But for Sara, with no certainty of power to hug deep in her soul, with no future hanging like a constant star in
front of her—it must be pretty rough for Sara. Yes, he did understand.
“What about Seven A Brook Street?” he said lightly. “Isn’t that a happy hunting ground for you? If it’s a
wealthy marriage you want I should have thought it would have been quite easy to bring it off that way!”
To his amazement she grew slowly crimson.
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“I suppose you’re joking,” she said after a pause. “I don’t want that kind of marriage any more than I want the
other kind.” She tried to make it seem that her flush was due to indignation at Gareth’s suggestion, but Gareth felt
that he had stubbed his toe against something in the dark.
“I’m not going to be picked out of a dress shop for my looks any more than I’m going to cook sausages for
Sidney Webb to be funny about,” she said equably, her cheeks regaining their normal pallor. “And if you stay up
here any longer you’ll get pneumonia and the house will be worse than ever to live in. My feet are frozen
already.” She rose from where she had been propped on the bed rail and made a small tattoo with her toes on the
floor.
“What are you doing for the rest of the evening?”
“Going to take Molly to the movies. You come too.”
“No, thanks. You can hold hands in peace. Thanks all the same. Tell Molly that I’ll come in and cut her frock
on Sunday afternoon if that will be all right for her.”
“What! And help her down the road to hell! Do you know what you are saying? Is Jehovah to be mocked with
a pair of scissors and frivolous thought on his Sabbath!”
"Oh, shut up,” said Sara amiably. “I’ve had enough of father for one day. And you don’t have any frivolous
thoughts when you’re cutting out a this year’s model, take it from me!”
She smiled faintly at him and went out to her room next door. Gareth sat for a minute longer, thinking about
her, and then, remembering that he would be late for the appointment with Molly, he glanced hastily at his collar
in the mirror, decided that it would do, and went tumbling downstairs in his usual pell-mell fashion. He was
feeling much better. Molly, anyhow, had been gloriously glad about his job, and as long as he kept his mind off
his father things didn’t look so bad. At least he had five pounds a week. …
223.133 Excerpt from The Citadel\fn{by Archibald Joseph Cronin (1896-1981)} Cardross, Argyll and Bute, Scotland,
United Kingdom (M) 10
1
Late one October afternoon in the year 1921, a shabby young man gazed with fixed intensity through the
window of a third-class compartment in the almost empty train labouring up the Penowell valley from Swansea.
All that day Manson had traveled from the North, changing at Carlisle and Shrewsbury, yet the final stage of his
tedious journey to South Wales found him strung to a still greater excitement by the prospects of his post, the first
of his medical career, in this strange, disfigured country.
Outside, a heavy rainstorm came blinding down between the mountains which rose on either side of the single
railway track. The mountain tops were hidden in a gray waste of sky, but their sides, scarred by ore workings, fell
black and desolate, blemished by get heaps of slag on which a few dirty sheep wandered in vain hope of pasture.
No bush, no blade of vegetation was visible. The trees, seen in the fading light, were gaunt and stunted specters.
At a bend of the line the red glare of a foundry flashed into sight, illuminating a score of workmen stripped to the
waist, their torsos straining, arms upraised to strike. Though the scene was swiftly lost behind the huddled top
gear of a mine, a sense of power persisted, tense and vivid. Manson drew a long breath. He felt an answering
surge of effort, a sudden overwhelming exhilaration springing from the hope and promise of the future.
Darkness had fallen, emphasizing the strangeness and remoteness of the scene when, half an hour later, the
engine panted into Blaenelly, the end township of the Valley, and the terminus of the line. He had arrived at last.
Gripping his bag, Manson leaped from the train and walked quickly down the platform, searching eagerly for
some sign of welcome. At the station exit, beneath a wind-blown lamp, a yellow-faced old man in a square hat
and a long nightshirt of a mackintosh stood waiting. He inspected Manson with a jaundiced eye and his voice,
when it came, was reluctant.
“You doctor Page’s new assistant?”
“That’s right. Manson. Andrew Manson is the name.”
“Huh! Mine’s Thomas; ‘Old Thomas’ they mostly call me, dang ’em! I got the gig here. Set in—unless you’d
rather swim.”
Manson slung his bag up and climbed into the battered gig behind a tall, angular black horse. Thomas
followed, took the reins and addressed the horse.
“Hue-up, Taffy!” he said.
They drove off through the town, which, though Andrew tried keenly to discern its outline, presented in the
1152

slashing rain no more than a blurred huddle of low gray houses ranged beneath the high and ever-present
mountains. For several minutes the old groom did not speak, but continued to dart pessimistic glances at Andrew
from beneath the dripping brim of his hat. He bore no resemblance to the smart coachman of a successful doctor,
but was, on the contrary, wizened and slovenly, and all the time he gave off a peculiar yet powerful odour of stale
cooking-fat. At last he said:
“Only jest got your parchment, eh?” Andrew nodded.
“I knowned it,” Old Thomas spat. His triumph made him more gravely communicative. “Last assistant went
ten days ago. Mostly they don’t stop.”
“Why?” Despite his nervousness, Andrew smiled.
“Work’s too hard for one thing, I reckon.”
“And for another?”
“You’ll find out!”
A moment later, as a guide might indicate a fine cathedral, Thomas lifted his whip and pointed to the end of a
row of houses where, from a small lighted doorway, a cloud of steam was emerging.
“See that? That’s the missus and my chip potato shop. We fry twice a week. Wet fish.” A secret amusement
twitched his long upper lip. “Reckon you might want to know, shortly.”
Here the main street ended and, turning up a short uneven side road, they boggled across a piece of waste
ground, and entered the narrow drive of a house which stood isolated from the adjacent rows behind three
monkey-puzzle trees. On the gate was the name
BRYNGOWER.
“This is us,” said Thomas, pulling up the horse.
Andrew descended. The next minute, while he was gathering himself for the ordeal of his entrance, the front
door was flung open and he was in the lighted hall being welcomed effusively by a short, plump, smiling woman
of about forty with a shining face and bright bold twinkling eyes.
“Well! Well! This must be Doctor Manson. Come in, my dee-ar, come in. I’m Doctor’s wife, Mrs. Page. I do
hope you didn’t have a tryin’ journey. I am pleased to see you. I been out my mind, nearly, since that last awful
feller we had left us. You ought to have seen him. He was a waster if ever I met one, I can tell you. Oh! But never
mind. It’s all right now you’re here. Come along, I’ll show you to your room myself.”
Upstairs, Andrew’s room was a small camsiled apartment\fn{ I.e., it was an attic room with the inside ceiling sloping from
the wall} with a brass bed, a yellow varnished chest of drawers, and a bamboo table bearing a basin and ewer.
Glancing round it, while her black button eyes searched his face, he said with anxious politeness:
“This looks very comfortable, Mrs. Page.”
“Yes, indeed.” She smiled and patted his shoulder maternally.
“You’ll do famous here, my dee-ar. You treat me right and I’ll treat you right. I can’t say fairer nor that, can I?
Bow come along before you’re a minute older and meet Doctor.” She paused, her gaze still questioning his, her
tone striving to be off-hand.
“I don’t know if I said so in my letter but, as a matter of fact—Doctor ’asn’t been too well, lately.” Andrew
looked at her in sudden surprise.
“Oh, it’s nothing much,” she went on quickly, before he could speak. “He’s been laid up a few weeks. But he’ll
soon be all right. Make no mistake about that.” Perplexed, Andrew followed her to the end of the passage, where
she threw open a door, exclaiming blithely:
“Here’s Doctor Manson, Edward—our new assistant. He’s come to say ’ow do.”
As Andrew went into the room, a long fustily furnished bedroom with chenille curtains closely drawn and a
small fire burning in the grate, Edward Page turned slowly upon the bed, seeming to do so by a great effort. He
was a big, bony man of perhaps sixty with harshly lined features and tired, luminous eyes. His whole expression
was stamped with suffering and a kind of weary patience.
And there was something more. The light of the oil lamp, falling across the pillow, revealed one half of his
face expressionless and waxen. The left side of his body was equally paralyzed and his left hand, which lay upon
the patchwork counterpane, was contracted to a shiny cone. Observing these signs of a severe and far from recent
stroke, Andrew was conscious of a sudden shock of dismay. There was an odd silence.
“I hope you’ll like it here,” Doctor Page remarked t length, speaking slowly and with difficulty, slurring his
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words a little. “I hope you’ll find the practice won’t be too much for you. You’re very young.”
“I’m twenty-four, sir,” Andrew answered awkwardly. “I know this is the first job I’ve had, and all that—but
I’m not afraid of work.”
“There, now!” Mrs. Page beamed. “Didn’t I tellyou, Edward, we’d be lucky with our next one?”
An even deeper immobility settled on Page’s face. He gazed at Andrew. Then his interest seemed to fade. He
said in a tired voice:
“I hope you’ll stay.”
“My goodness gracious!” cried Mrs. Page. “What a thing to say!” She turned to Andrew, smilingly and
apologetic.
“It’s only because he’s a morsel down today. But he’ll soon be up and doing again. Won’t you, ducky?”
Bending, she kissed her husband heartily.
“There now! I’ll send your supper up by Annie whenever we’ve ’ad ours.”
Page did not answer. The stony look on his one-sided face made his mouth seem twisted. His good hand
strayed to the book that lay on the table beside his bed. Andrew saw that it was entitled The Wild Birds of Europe.
Even before the paralyzed man began to read he felt himself dismissed.
As Andrew went down to supper his thoughts were painfully confused. He had applied for this assistantship in
answer to an advertisement in the Lancet. Yet in the correspondence, conducted at this end by Mrs. Page, which
had led to his securing the post, there had been no mention whatsoever of Doctor Page’s illness. But Page was ill;
there could be no question of the gravity of the cerebral hæmorrhage which had incapacitated him. It would be
months before he was fit for work, if, indeed, he were ever fit for work again.
“You’re lucky, my dee-ar,” remarked Mrs. Page brightly as she bustled into the dining room. “Yuou can have
your bit of snap straight off tonight. No surgery. Dai Jenkins done it.”
“Dai Jenkins?”
“He’s our dispenser,” Mrs. Page threw out casually. “A handy little feller. An’ willin’ too. ‘Doc’ Jenkins some
folks even call him, though of course he’s not to be compared in the same breath with Doctor Page. He’s done the
surgery and visits also, these last ten days.”
Andrew stared t her in fresh concern. All that he had been told, all the warnings he had received regarding the
questionable ways of practice in these remote Welsh Valleys, flashed into his recollection. Again it cost him an
effort to be silent.
Mrs. Page sat at the head of the table with her back to the fire. When she had wedged herself comfortably into
her chair with a cushion she signed in pleasant anticipation and tinkled the little cowbell in front of her. A middleaged servant with a pale, well-scrubbed face brought in the supper, stealing a glance at Andrew as she entered.
“Come along, Annie,” cried Mrs. Page, buttering a wedge of soft bread and stuffing it in her mouth. “This is
Doctor Manson.”
Annie did not answer. She served Andrew in a contained, silent fashion with a thin slice of cold boiled brisket.
For Mrs. Page, however, there was a hot beefsteak and onions with a pint bottle of oatmeal stout. As the doctor’s
wife lifted the cover from her special dish and cut into the juicy meat, her teeth watering in expectation, she
explained:
“I didn’t have much lunch, Doctor. Besides, I got to watch my diet. It’s the blood. I have to take a drop of
porter for the blood.”
Andrew chewed his stringy brisket and drank cold water determinedly. After a momentary indignation his
main difficulty lay with his own sense of humour. Here pretence of invalidism was so blatant he had to struggle to
conquer a wild impulse to laugh.
During the meal Mrs. Page ate freely but said little. At length, sopping up the gravy with her bread, she
finished her steak, smacked her lips over the last of the stout, and lay back in her chair, breathing a trifle heavily,
her round little cheeks flushed and shiny. Now she seemed disposed to linger at table, inclined to confidences—
perhaps trying, in her own bold way, to sum Manson up.
Studying him, she saw a spare and gawky youngster, dark, rather tensely drawn, with high cheekbones, a fine
jaw and blue eyes. These eyes, when he raised them, were, despite the nervous tensity of his brow, extraordinarily
steady and inquiring. Although Blodwen Page knew nothing of it, she was looking at a Celtic type. Though she
admitted the vigour and alert intelligence in Andrew’s face, what pleased her most of all was his acceptance,
without demur, of that scanty cut from the three-days-old heel of brisket. She reflected that, though he looked
hungry, he might not be hard to feed.
“I’m sure we’ll get on famous, you and me,” she again declared genially, picking her teeth with a hairpin.
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”I do need a bit o’ luck for a change.” Mellowed, she told him of her troubles, and sketched a vague outline of the
practice and its position.
“It’s been awful, my dee-ar. You don’t know. What with Doctor Page’s illness, wicked bad assistants, nothin’
comin’ in and everythin’ goin’ out—well! You wouldn’t believe it! And the job I’ve ’ad to keep the manager and
mine officials sweet—it’s them the practice money comes through—what there is of it,” she added hurriedly.
“You see, the way they work things in Blaenelly is like this: the Company has three doctors on its list, though
mind you doctor Page is far and away the cleverest doctor of the lot. And besides—the time he’s been ’ere! Nearly
thirty years and more; that’s something, I should think! Well, then, these doctors can have as many assistants as
they like—Doctor Page has you, and Doctor Lewis has a would-be feller called Denny—but the assistants don’t
ever get on the Company’s list. Anyway, as I was sayin’, the Company deducts so much from every man’s wages
they employ at the mines and the quarries, and pays that out to the listed doctors according to ’ow many of the
men signs on with them.” She broke off under the strain of here illiteracy and an overloaded stomach.
“I think I see how the system works, Mrs. Page.”
“Well, then!” She heaved out her jolly laugh. “You don’t have to bother about it no more. All you got to
remember is that you’re workin’ for Doctor Page. That’s the main thing, Doctor. Just remember your workin’ for
Doctor Page and you and poor little me’ll get on a treat.”
It seemed to Manson, silent and observant, that she tried at the same time to excite his pity and to establish her
authority over him, all beneath that manner of breezy affability. Perhaps she felt she had unbent too far. With a
glance at the clock, she straightened herself, restored the hairpin to her greasy black hair. Then she rose. Her voice
was different, almost peremptory.
“By the way, there’s a call for Number 7 Glydar Place. It come in the back of five o’clock. You better do it
straight away.”
2
Andrew went out to the call immediately, with a queer sensation, almost of relief. He was glad of the
opportunity to disentangle himself from the curious and conflicting emotions stirred up by his arrival at
Bryngower. Already he had a glimmer of a suspicion as to how matters stood and of how he would be made use of
by Blodwen page to run the practice for his disabled principal. It was a strange situation, and very different from
any romantic picture which his fancy might have painted. Yet, after all, his work was the important thing; beside it
all else was trivial. He longed to begin it. Insensibly he hastened his pace, taut with anticipation, exulting in the
realization—this, this was his first case.
It was still raining when he crossed the smeary blackness of the waste land and struck along Chapel Street in
the direction vaguely indicated by Mrs. Page. Darkly, as he traversed it, the town took shape before him. Shops
and chapels—Zion, Capel, Hebron, Bethel, Bethesda; he passed a round dozen of them—then the big Cooperative
Stores, and a branch of the Western Counties Bank, all lining the main thoroughfare, lying deep in the bed of the
Valley. The sense of being buried, far down in this cleft of the mountains, was singularly oppressive. There were
few people about. At right angles, reaching up a short distance on either side of Chapel Street, were rows and
rows of blue-roofed workers’ houses. And, beyond, at the head of the gorge, beneath a glow that spread like a
great fan into the opaque sky, the Blaenelly Hæmatite Mine and Ore Works.
He reached 7 Glydar Place, knocked breathlessly upon the door, and was at once admitted to the kitchen,
where, in the recessed bed, the patient lay. She was a young woman, wife of a steel puddler named Williams, and
as he approached the bedside with a fast-heating heart he felt, overwhelmingly, the significance of this, the real
starting-point of his life. How often had he envisaged it as, in a crowd of students, he had watched a
demonstration in Professor Lamplough’s wards! Now there was no sustaining crowd, no easy exposition. He was
alone, confronted by a case which he must diagnose and treat unaided. All at once, with a quick pang, he was
conscious of his nervousness, his inexperience, his complete unpreparedness, for such a task.
While the husband stood by in the cramped, ill-lit stone-floored room, Andrew Manson examined the patient
with scrupulous care. There was no doubt about it, she was ill. She complained that her head ached intolerably.
Temperature, pulse, tongue, they all spoke of trouble, serious trouble. What was it?
Andrew asked himself that question with a strained intensity as he went over her again. His first case. Oh, he
knew that he was overanxious! But suppose he made an error, a frightful blunder? And worse—suppose he found
himself unable to make a diagnosis? He had missed nothing. Nothing. Yet he still found himself struggling
towards some solution of the problem, striving to group the symptoms under the heading of some recognized
disease. At last, aware that he could protract his investigation no longer, he straightened himself slowly, folding up
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his stethoscope, fumbling for words.
“Did she have a chill?” he asked, his eyes upon the floor.
“Yes, indeed,” Williams answered eagerly. He had looked scared during the prolonged examination. “Three,
four days ago. I made sure it was a chill, Doctor.”
Andrew nodded, attempting painfully to generate a confidence he did not feel. He muttered,
“We’ll soon have her right. Come to the surgery in half an hour. I’ll give you a bottle of medicine.”
He took his leave of them and wit his head down, thinking desperately, he trudged back to the surgery, a
ramshackle wooden erection standing at the entrance to Page’s drive. Inside, he lit the gas and began to pace
backwards and forwards beside the blue and green bottles on the dusty shelves, racking his brains, groping in the
darkness. There was nothing symptomatic. It must, yes, it must be a chill.
But in his heart he knew that it was not a chill. He groaned in exasperation, dismayed and angry at his own
inadequacy. He was forced, unwillingly, to temporize. Professor Lamplough, when confronted by obscurity in his
wards, had a neat little ticket, which he tactfully applied: P.U.O.—pyrexia of unknown origin—it was
noncommittal and exact, and it had such an admirable scientific sound!
Unhappily, Andrew took a six-ounce bottle from the recess beneath the dispensary counter and began with a
frown of concentration to compound an antipyretic mixture. Spirits of nitre, salicylate of sodium—where the
dickens was the soda sal.? Oh, there it was! He tried to cheer himself by reflecting that they were all splendid, all
excellent drugs, bound to get the temperature down, certain to do good. Profesor Lamplough had often declared
there was no drug so generally valuable as salicylate of sodium.
He had just finished his compounding and with a mild sense of achievement was writing the label when the
surgery bell went ping, the outer door swung open, and a short, powerfully thickset red-faced man of thirty
strolled in, followed by a dog. There was a silence while the black-and-tan mongrel squatted on its muddy
haunches, and the man—who wore an old velveteen suit, pit stockings, and hobnail boots, with a sodden oilskin
cape over his shoulders—looked Andrew up and down. His voice, when it came, was politely ironic and
annoyingly well bred.
“I saw a light in your window as I was passing. Thought I’d look in to welcome you. I’m Denny, assistant to
the esteemed Doctor Lewis, L.S.A. That, in case you haven’t met it, is the Licentiate of the Society of
Apothecaries, the highest qualification known to God and man.”
Andrew stared back doubtfully. Philip Denny lit a cigarette from a crumpled paper packet, threw the match on
the floor, and strolled forward insolently. He picked up the bottle of medicine, read the address, the directions,
uncorked it, sniffed it, recorked it and put it down, his morose red face turning blandly complimentary.
“Splendid! You’ve begun the good work already! One tablespoon every three hours. God Almighty! It’s
reassuring to meet the dear old mumbo-jummery. But, Doctor, why not three times a day? Don’t you realize,
Doctor, that in strict orthodoxy the tablespoonfuls should pass down the œsophagus three times a day?” He
paused, becoming, with his assumed air of confidence, more blandly offensive than ever.
“Now tell me, Doctor, what’s in it? Spirit of nitre, by the smell. Wonderful stuff, sweet spirit of nitre.
Wonderful, wonderful, my dear Doctor! Carminative, stimulant, diuretic, and you can swill it by the tubful. Don’t
you remember what it says in the little red book? When in doubt give spirit of nitre—or is it pot. iod.? Tut! Tut! I
seem to have forgotten some of my essentials.”
Again there was a silence in the wooden shed, broken only by the drumming of the rain upon the tin roof.
Suddenly Denny laughed, a mocking appreciation of the blank expression on Andrew’s face. He said derisively:
“Science apart, Doctor, you might satisfy my curiosity. Why have you come here?”
By this time Andrew’s temper was rising rapidly. He answered grimly:
“My idea was to turn Blaenelly into a health resort—a sort of spa, you know.”
Again Denny laughed. His laugh was an insult, which made Andrew long to hit him.
“Witty, witty, my dear Doctor. The true Scots steam-roller humour. Unfortunately I can’t recommend the water
here as being ideally suited for a spa. As to the medical gentlemen—my dear Doctor, in this Valley they’re the rag,
tag, and bobtail of a glorious, a truly noble profession.”
“Including yourself?”
“Precisely!” Denny nodded. He was silent a moment, contemplating Andrew from beneath his sandy
eyebrows. Then he dropped his mocking irony; hhis ugly features turned morose again. His tone, though bitter,
was serious.
“Look here, Manson! I realize you’re just passing through on your way to Harley Street, but in the meantime
there are one or two things about this place you ought to know. You won’t find it conforms to the best traditions of
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romantic practice. There’s no hospital, no ambulance, no X-rays, no anything. If you want to operate you use the
kitchen table. You wash up afterwards at the scullery bosh. The sanitation won’t bear looking at. In a dry summer
the kids die like flies with infantile cholera. Page, your boss, was a damn good old doctor, but he’s finished now,
bitched by Blodwen, and he’ll never do a hand’s turn again. Lewis, my owner, is a tight little money-chasing
midwife. Bramwell, the Silver king, knows nothing but a few sentimental recitations and the Songs of Solomon.
As for myself, I’d better anticipate the gay tidings—I drink like a fish. Oh! And Jenkins, your tame druggist, does
a thriving trade, on the side, in little lead pills for female ills. I think that’s about all. Come, Hawkins, we’ll go.”
He called the mongrel and moved heavily towards the door. There he paused, his eyes ranging again from the
bottle on the counter to Manson. His tone was flat, quite uninterested.
“By the way, I should look out for enteric in Glydar Place, if I were you. Some of these cases ren’t exactly
typical.”
Ping! Went the door again. Before Andrew could answer, Doctor Philip Denny and Hawkins disappeared into
the wet darkness.
3
It was not his lumpy flock mattress which caused Andrew to sleep badly that night, but growing anxiety about
the case in Glydar Place. Was it enteric? Denny’s parting remark had started a fresh train of doubt and misgiving
in his already uncertain mind. Dreading that he had overlooked some vital symptom, he restrained himself with
difficulty from rising and revisiting the case at an unearthly hour of the morning. Indeed, as he tossed and turned
through the long restless night, he came to ask himself if he knew anything of medicine at all.
Manson’s nature was extraordinarily intense. Probably he derived this from his mother,, a Highland woman
who, in her childhood, had watched the northern lights leap through the frosted sky from her home in Ullapool.
His father, John Manson, a small Fifeshire farmer, had been solid, painstaking, and steady. He had never made a
success of the land, and when he was killed in the Yoemanry in the last year of the War,\fn{ World War I is meant} he
had left the affairs of the little steading\fn{ Homestead} in a sad muddle. For twelve months Jessie Manson had
struggled to run the farm as a dairy, even driving the float\fn{ Formally called a “milk-float”, long a horse-drawn fourwheeled vehicle:H} upon the milk-round herself when she felt Andrew was too busy with his books to do so. Then
the cough which she had unsuspectingly endured for a period of years turned worse and suddenly she surrendered
to the lung complaint which ravages that soft-skinned, dark-haired type.
At eighteen Andrew found himself alone, a first-year student at St. Andrews University, carrying a scholarship
worth forty pounds a year, but otherwise penniless. His salvation had been the Glen Endowment, that typically
Scottish foundation, which in the naïve terminology of the late Sir Andrew Glen “invites deserving and
necessitous students of the baptismal name of Andrew to apply for loans not exceeding fifty pounds a year for five
years provided they are conscientiously prepared to reimburse such loans whenever they have qualified.”
The Glen Endowment, coupled with some gay starvation, had sent Andrew through the remainder of his course
at St. Andrews, then on to the Medical Schools in the city of Dundee. And gratitude to the Endowment, allied to
an inconvenient honesty, had sent him hurrying down to South Wales—where newly qualified assistants could
command the highest remuneration—to a salary of two hundred and fifty pounds a year, when in his heart he
would have preferred a clinical appointment at the Edinburgh Royal and an honorarium of one tenth that sum.
And now he was in Blaenelly, rising shaving, dressing, all in a haze of worry over his first patient He ate his
breakfast quickly, then ran up to his room again. There he opened his bag and took out a small blue leather case.
He opened the case and gazed earnestly at the medal inside—the Hunter Gold Medal, awarded annually at St.
Andrews to the best student in clinical medicine. He, Andrew Manson, had won it. He prized it beyond
everything, had come to regard it s his talisman, his inspiration for the future. But this morning he viewed it less
with pride than with a queer, secret entreaty, as though trying to restore his confidence in himself. Then he hurried
out for the morning surgery.
Dai Jenkins was already in the wooden shanty when Andrew reached it, running water from the tap into a large
earthenware pipkin.\fn{A three-footed earthenware pot} He was a quick little whippet of a man with purple-veined,
hollow cheeks, eyes that went everywhere at once, and the tightest pair of trousers on his then legs that Andrew
had ever seen. He greeted Manson ingratiatingly:
:You don’t have to be so early, Doctor. I can do the repeat mixtures and the certificates before you come in.
Mrs. Page had a rubber stamp made with Doctor’s signature when he was taken bad.”
“Thanks,” Andrew answered. “I’d rather see the cases myself.” He paused, shaken momentarily from his
anxiety by the dispenser’s procedure.
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“What’s the idea?” Jenkins winked.
“Tastes better out of here. We know what good old aqua means, eh, Doctor, bach? But the patients don’t. I’d
look a proper fool too, wouldn’t I, them standin’ there watchin’ me fillin’ up their bottles out the tap.” Plainly the
little dispenser wished to be communicative, but here a loud voice rang out from the back door of the house forty
yards away.
“Jenkins! Jenkins! I want you—this minute!”
Jenkins jumped like an over-trained dog at the crack of the ringmaster’s whip. He quavered:
“Excuse me, Doctor. There’s Mrs. Page callin’ me. I’ll … I’ll have to run.”
Fortunately there were few people at the morning surgery, which was over at half-past ten, and Andrew,
presented with a list of visits by Jenkins, set out at once with Thomas in the gig. With an almost painful
expectancy he told the old groom to drive to 7 Glydar Place.
Twenty minutes later he came out of Number 7, pale, with his lips tightly compressed and an odd expression
on his face. He went two doors down, into Number 11, which was also on his list. From Number 11 he crossed the
street to Number 18. From Number 18 he went round the corner to Radnor Place, where two further cases were
marked by Jenkins as having been seen the day before. Altogether, within the space of an hour, he made seven
such calls in the immediate vicinity. Five of them, including Number 7 Glydar Place, which was now showing a
typical rash, were clear cases of enteric. For the last ten days Jenkins had been treating them with chalk and
opium. Now, whatever his own bungling efforts of the previous night had been, Andrew realized with a shiver of
apprehension that he had an outbreak of typhoid fever on his hands.
The remainder of his round he accomplished as quickly as possible in a state dithering toward panic. At lunch,
during which Mrs. Page dealt exclusively with a nicely browned sweetbread, which she explained merrily, “I
ordered it for Doctor page, but he doesn’t seem to fancy it somehow,” he brooded upon the problem in frozen
silence. He saw that he would get little information and no help from Mrs. Page. He decided he must speak to
Doctor Page himself.
But when he went up to the doctor’s room the curtains were drawn and Edward lay prostrate with a pressure
headache, his forehead deeply flushed and furrowed by pain. Though he motioned his visitor to sit with him a
little Andrew felt it would be cruelty to thrust this trouble upon him at present. As he rose to go, after remaining
seated by the bedside for a few minutes, he had to confine himself to asking:
“Doctor Page, if we get an infectious case, what’s the best thing to do?”
There was a pause. Page replied with closed eyes, not moving, as though the mere act of speech were enough
to aggravate his migraine.
“It’s always been difficult. We’ve no hospital, let alone an isolation ward. If you should run into anything very
nasty ring up Griffiths at Toniglan. That’s fifteen miles down the Valley. He’s the District Medical Officer.”
Another pause, longer than before.
“But I’m afraid he’s not very helpful.”
Reinforced by this information, Andrew hastened down to the hall and rang up Toniglan. While he stood with
the receiver to his ear he saw Annie, the servant, looking at him through the kitchen door.
“Hello! Hello! Is that Doctor Griffiths of Toniglan?”
He got through at last. A man’s voice answered very guardedly.
“Who wants him?”
“This is Manson of Blaenelly. Doctor Page’s assistant.” Andrew’s tone was over-pinched. “I’ve got five cases
of typhoid up here. I want Doctor Griffiths to come up immediately.”
There was the barest pause, then with a rush the reply came back in a singsong intonation, very Welsh and
apologetic.
“I’m powerful sorry, Doctor, indeed I am, but Doctor Griffiths has gone to Swansea. Important official
business.”
“When will he be back? Shouted Manson. The line was bad.
“Indeed, Doctor, I couldn’t say for certain.”
“But, listen—”
There was a click at the far end. Very quietly the other had rung off. Manson swore out loud with nervous
violence.
“Damn it, I believe that was Griffiths himself.”
He rang the number again, failed to get a connection. Yet, persisting doggedly, he was about to ring again
when, turning, he found that Annie had advanced into the hall, her hands folded upon her apron, her eyes
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contemplating him soberly. She was a woman of perhaps forty-five, very clean and tidy, with a grave, enduring
placidity of expression.
“I couldn’t help but hear, Doctor,” she said. “You’ll never find Doctor Griffiths in Toniglan this hour of day.
He do go to the golf at Swansea afternoons mostly.” He answered angrily, swallowing a lump that hung in his
throat.
“But I think that was him I spoke to.”
“Maybe.” She smiled faintly. “When he don’t go to Swansea I’ve ’eard tell he do say ’e ’ ave gone.” She
considered him with tranquil friendliness before turning away. “I wouldn’t waste my time on him if I was you.”
Andrew replaced the receiver with a deepening sense of indignation and distress. Cursing, he went out and
visited his cases once more. When he got back it was time for evening surgery. For an hour and a half he sat in the
little back shop cubicle which was the consulting room, wrestling with a packed surgery until the walls sweated
and the place was choked with the steam of damp bodies. Miners with beat knee, cut fingers, nystagmus,\fn{ Involuntary eye movement} chronic arthritis. Their wives, too and their children with coughs, colds, sprains—all the
minor ailments of humanity. Normally he would have enjoyed it, welcomed the quiet appraising scrutiny of these
dark, sallow-skinned people with whom he felt he was on probation. But now, obsessed by the major issue, his
head reeled with the impact of these trifling complaints. Yet all the time he was reaching his decision, thinking, as
he wrote prescriptions, sounded chests and offered words of advice,
“It was he who put me on to the thing. I hate him. Yes, I loathe him—superior devil—like hell. But I can’t help
that; I’ll have to go to him.” At half-past nine, when the last patient had left the surgery he came out of his den
with resolution in his eyes.
“Jenkins, where does Doctor Denny live?”
The little dispenser, hastily bolting the outer door for fear another straggler might come in, turned with a look
of horror on his face that was almost comic.
“You aren’t goin’ to have anything to do with that feller, Doctor? Mrs. Page—she don’t like him.” Andrew
asked grimly:
“Why doesn’t Mrs. Page like him?”
“For the same reason everybody don’t. ’E’s been so damn rude to her.” Jenkins paused then; reading Manson’s
look he added, reluctantly,
“Oh, well, if you ’ave to know, it’s with Mrs. Seager he stops, Number 49 Chapel Street.”
Out again. He had been going the whole day long, yet any tiredness he might have felt was lost in a sense of
responsibility, the burden of these cases pressing, pressing urgently upon his shoulders. His main feeling was one
of relief when, on reaching Chapel Street, he found that Denny was at his lodgings. The landlady showed him in.
If Denny was surprised to see him he concealed it. He merely asked, after a prolonged and aggravating stare,
“Well! Killed anybody yet?”
Still standing in the doorway of the warm untidy sitting-room, Andrew reddened. But, making a great effort, he
conquered his temper and his pride. He said abruptly:
“You were right. It was enteric. I ought to be shot for not recognizing it. I’ve got five cases. I’m not exactly
overjoyed at having to come here. But I don’t know the ropes. I rang the M.O.,\fn{ Medical Officer} and couldn’t get
a word out of him. I’ve come to ask your advice.”
Denny, half-stewed round in his chair by the fire, listening, pipe in mouth, at last made a grudging gesture.
“You’d better come in.” With sudden irritation: “Oh! and for God’s sake take a chair. Don’t stand there like a
Presbyterian parson about to forbid the banns. Have a drink? No! I thought you wouldn’t.”
Though Andrew stiffly complied with the request, seating himself and even defensively lighting a cigarette,
Denny seemed in no hurry. He sat prodding the dog Hawkins with the toe of his burst slipper. But at length, when
Manson had finished his cigarette, Denny said with a jerk of his head:
“Take a look at that, if you like!”
On the table indicated a microscope stood—a fine Zeiss—and some slides. Andrew focused a slide, then slid
round the oil-immersion and immediately picked up the rod-shaped clusters of the bacteria.
“It’s very clumsily done, of course,” Denny said quickly and cynically, as though forestalling criticism.
“Practically botched, in fact. I’m no lab merchant, thank God! If anything, I’m a surgeon. But you’ve got to be
jack-of-all-trades under our bloody system. There’s no mistake, though, even to the naked eye. I cooked them on
agar in my oven.”
“You’ve got cases too?” Andrew asked with tense interest.
“Four! All in the same area as yours.” He paused. And these bugs come from the well in Glydar Place.”
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Andrew gazed at him, alert, burning to ask a dozen questions, realizing something of the genuineness of the
other man’s work, and, beyond everything, overjoyed that he had been shown the focus of the epidemic.
“You see,” Denny resumed with that same cold and bitter irony, “parathyphoid\fn{ Also known as enteric fever} is
more or less endemic here. But one day soon, very soon, we’re going to have a pretty little blaze-up. It’s the main
sewer that’s to blame. It leaks like the devil, and seeps into half the low wells at the bottom of the town. I’ve
hammered at Griffiths about it till I’m tired. He’s a lazy, evasive, incompetent, pious swine. Last time I rang him I
said I’d knock his block off next time I met him. Probably that’s why he welshed on you today.”
“It’s a damn shame,” Andrew burst out, forgetting himself in a sudden rush of indignation. Denny shrugged his
shoulders.
“He’s afraid to ask the Council for anything in case they dock his wretched salary to pay for it.”
There was a silence. Andrew had a warm desire that the conversation might continue. Despite his hostility
towards Denny, he found a strange stimulus in the other’s pessimism, in his skepticism, his cold and measured
cynicism. Yet now he had no pretext on which to prolong his stay. He got up from his seat at the table and moved
towards the door, concealing his feelings, striving to express a formal gratitude, to give some indications of his
relief.
“I’m much obliged for the information. You’ve let me see how I stand. I was worried about the origin, thought
I might be dealing with a carrier; but since you’ve localized it to the well it’s a lot simpler. From now on every
drop of water in Glydar Place is going to be boiled.” Denny rose also. He growled:
“It’s Griffiths who ought to be boiled.” Then, with a return of his satiric humour:
“Now, no touching thanks, Doctor, if you please. We shall probably have to endure a little more of each other
before this thing is finished. Come and see me any time you can bear it. We don’t have much social life in this
neighbourhood.” He glanced at the dog and concluded rudely:
“Even a Scots doctor would be welcome. Isn’t that so, Sir John?” Sir John Hawkins flogged the rug with his
tail, his pink tongue lolling derisively at Mason.
Yet, going home via Glydar Place, where he left strict instructions regarding the water supply, Andrew realized
that he did not detest Denny so much as he had thought.
4
Andrew threw himself into the enteric campaign with all the fire of his impetuous and ardent nature. He loved
his work and he counted himself fortunate to have such an opportunity so early in his career. During these first
weeks he slaved joyfully. He had all the ordinary routine of the practice on his hands, yet somehow he got through
with it, then turned exultantly to his typhoid cases.
Perhaps he was lucky in this, his first assault. At the end of the month drew near, all his enteric patients were
doing well and he seemed to have confined the outbreak. When he thought of his precautions, so rigidly enforced
—the boiling of the water, the disinfection and isolation, the carbolic-soaked sheet on every door, the pounds of
chloride of lime he had ordered to Mrs. Page’s account and himself shot down the Glydar drains, he exclaimed in
elation:
“It’s working. I don’t deserve it. But by God! I’m doing it!” He took a secret, detestable delight in the fact that
his cases were mending quicker than Denny’s.
Denny still puzzled, exasperated him. They naturally saw each other often because of the proximity of their
cases. It pleased Denny to exert the full force of his irony upon the work which they were doing. He referred to
Manson and himself as “grimly battling with the epidemic” and savoured the cliché with vindictive relish. But for
all his satire, his sneers of “Don’t forget, Doctor, we’re upholding the honour of a truly glorious profession,” he
went close to his patients, sat on their beds, laid his hands upon them, spent hours in their sickrooms.
At times Andrew came near to liking him for a flash of shy, self-conscious simplicity, then the whole thing
would be shattered by a morose and sneering word. Hurt and baffled, Andrew turned one day in the hope of
enlightenment to the Medical Directory. It was a five-year-old copy on Doctor Page’s shells; but it held some
startling information.
It showed Philip Denny as an honours scholar of Cambridge and Guy’s, an M.S. of England, holding—at that
date—a practice with an honorary surgical appointment in the ducal town of Leeborough.
Then, on the tenth day of November, Denny unexpectedly rang him up.
“Mason! I’d like to see you. Can you come to my place at three o’clock? It’s important.”
“Very well. I’ll be there.”
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Andrew went into lunch thoughtfully. As he ate the cottage pie that was his portion he felt Blodwen Page’s eye
fastened on him in a bright and overbearing stare.
“Who was that on the phone? So it was Denny, eh? You don’t have to go around with that feller. He’s no use at
all.” He faced her coldly.
“On the contrary, I’ve found him a great deal of use.”
“Go on with you, Doctor!” As usual, when opposed, Blodwen sparked out spitefully.
“He’s reg’lar quee-ar. Mostly he don’t give medicine at all. Why, when Megan Rhys Morgan, what’s had to
have medicine all her life, went to him, he told her to walk two mile up the mountain every day and stop boggin’
herself with hogwash. These was his very words. She came to us after, I can tell you, and has had bottles and
bottles of splendid medicine from Jenkins ever since. Oh! he’s a low insultin’ devil. ’E’s got a wife somewhere by
all accounts. Not livin’ with him. See! Mostly he’s drunk also. You leave him alone, Doctor, and remember you’re
workin’ for Doctor page.”
As she flung the familiar injunction at his head Andrew felt a quick rush of anger sweep over him. He was
doing his utmost to please her; yet there seemed no limit to her demands. Her attitude, whether of suspicion or
jollity, seemed always designed to get the last ounce out of him and to give as little as possible in return. His first
month’s pay was already three days overdue, perhaps an oversight upon her part, yet one which had worried and
annoyed him considerably. At the sight of here there, greasily buxom, tight with good living, sitting in judgment
upon Denny, his feelings got the better of him. He said with sudden heat:
“I’d be more likely to remember that I’m working for Doctor page if I had my month’s salary, Mrs. Page.”
She reddened so quickly that he was sure the matter lay in the forefront of her mind. Then she tossed her head
defiantly.
“You shall have it. The idea!”
For the rest of the meal she sat in a huff, not looking at him, as though he had insulted her. But after lunch,
when she called him into the sitting-room, her mood was affable, smiling, merry.
“Here’s your money then, Doctor. Sit down and be friendly. We can’t get along if we don’t pull together
proper.”
She herself was seated in the green plush armchair, and in her pudgy lap were twenty pound notes and her
black leather purse. Taking up the notes she began to count them slowly into Manson’s hand—“One, two three,
four!” As she approached the end of the bundle she went slower and slower, her sly black eyes twinkling
ingratiatingly, and when she came to eighteen she stopped altogether and gave a self-commiserating little gasp.
“Dear, oh dear, Doctor, it’s a lot of money in these hard times. What d’you say? Give and take’s always been
my motto. Shall I keep the odd two for luck?”
He simply kept silent. The situation created by her meanness was abominable. He knew that the ractice was
paying her handsomely.
For a full minute she sat there, searching his face; then, finding no response but a stony blankness, with a
peevish gesture she slapped over the rest of the notes and said sharply:
“See you earn it, then!” She rose abruptly and made to quit the room, but Andrew stopped her before she
reached the door.
“Just a moment, Mrs. Page.”
There was nervous determination in his voice. Hateful though this might be, he was determined not to let her,
or her cupidity, get the better of him.
“You’ve only given me twenty pounds, which works out at two hundred and forty a year. Whereas we both
definitely agreed that my salary should be two-fifty. You owe me another sixteen shillings and eightpence, Mrs.
Page.” She went dead-white with temper and disappointment.
“So!” she panted. “You’re goin’ to let the silver come between us. I always heard the Scotch was mean. AAnd
now I know it. Here! Take your dirty shillin’s, and your coppers too.”
She counted out the money from her bulging purse, her fingers trembling, her eyes snapping at him. Then, with
a final glare, she bounced out and slammed the door.
Andrew left the house smouldering with anger. Her taunt had stung him more deeply because he felt it to be
unfair. Couldn’t she see that it was not the paltry sum which was at stake but the whole principle of justice?
Besides, apart from any high-sounding morality, he had an inborn trait: a Northern resolution never, while he
breathed, to allow anyone to make a fool of him.
Only when he had reached the post office, bought a registered envelope, and posted the twenty pounds to the
Glen Endowment—he kept the silver as pocket money for himself—did he feel better. Standing on the steps of the
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post office, he saw Doctor Bramwell approaching and his expression lightened further.
Bramwell came slowly, his large feet pressing down the pavement majestically, his seedy black figure erect,
uncut white hair sweeping over the back of his soiled collar, eyes fixed on the book he held at arm’s length. When
he reached Andrew, whom he had seen from halfway down the street, he gave a theatrical start of recognition.
“Ah! Manson, my boy! I was so immersed, I almost missed you!”
Andrew smiled. He was already on friendly terms with doctor Branwell, who, unlike Lewis, the other “listed”
doctor, had given him a cordial welcome on his arrival. Bramwell’s practice was not extensive, and did not permit
him the luxury of an assistant, but he had a grand manner, and some attitudes worthy of a great healer.
He closed his book, studiously marking the place with one dirty forefinger, then thrust his free hand
picturesquely into the breast of his faded coat. He was so operatic he seemed hardly real. ‘But there he was, in the
main street of Blaenelly. No wonder Denny had named him “the Silver King.”
“And how, my dear boy, are you liking our little community? As I told you when you called upon my dear wife
and myself at The Retreat, it isn’t so bad as it might appear at first sight. We have our talent, our culture. My dear
wife and I do our best to foster it. We carry the torch, Manson, even in the wilderness. You must come to us one
evening. Do you sing?”
Andrew had an awful feeling that he must laugh. Bramwell was continuing with unction:
“Of course we have all heard of your work with the enteric cases. Blaenelly is proud of you, my dear boy. I
only wish the chance had come my way. If there is any emergency in which I can be of service to you, call upon
me!”
A sense of compunction—who was he that he should be amused by the older man?--prompted Andrew to
reply:
“As a matter of fact, doctor Bramwell, I’ve got a really interesting secondary mediastinitis\fn{ Inflammation of the
tissues in the mid-chest, between the lungs } in one of my cases, very unusual. You may care to see it with me if you’re
free.”
“Yes?” queried Gramwell with a slight fall in his enthusiasm. “I don’t wish to trouble you.”
“It’s just round the corner,” Andrew said hospitably. “And I’ve got half an hour to spare before I meet doctor
Denny. We’ll be there in a second.”
Bramwell hesitated, looked for a minute as though he might refuse, then made a damped gesture of assent.
They walked down to Glydara Place and went in to see the patient.
The case was, as Manson had inferred, one of unusual interest, involving a rare instance of persistence of the
thymus gland. He was genuinely proud to have diagnosed it and he experienced a warm sense of communicative
ardour as he invited Bramwell to share the thrill of his discovery.
But Doctor Bramwell, despite his protestations, seemed unattracted by the opportunity. He followed Andrew
into the room haltingly, breathing through his nose, and in ladylike fashion approached the bed. Here he drew up
and, at a safe range, made a cursory investigation. Nor was he disposed to linger. Only when they left the house,
and he had inhaled a long breath of the pure fresh air, did his normal eloquence return. He glowed towards
Andrew.
“I’m glad to have seen your case with you my boy, firstly because I feel it part of a doctor’s calling never to
shrink from the danger of infection, and secondly because I rejoice in the chance of scientific advancement.
Believe it or not, this is the best case of inflammation of the pancreas I have ever seen!”
He shook hands and hurried off, leaving Andrew utterly nonplussed. The pancreas, thought Andrew dazedly. It
was no mere slip of the tongue which had caused Bramwell to make that crass error. His entire conduct at the case
betrayed his ignorance. He simply did not know. Andrew rubbed his brow. To think that a qualified practitioner, in
whose hands lay the lives of hundreds of human beings, did not know the difference between the pancreas and the
thymus, when one lay in the belly and the other in the chest—why, it was nothing short of staggering!
He walked slowly up the street towards Denny’s lodgings, realizing once again how his whole orderly
conception of the practice of medicine was toppling about him. He new himself to be raw, inadequately trained,
quite capable of making mistakes through his inexperience. But Bramwell was not inexperienced and because of
that his ignorance was inexcusable. Unconsciously Andrew’s thoughts returned to Denny, who never railed in his
derision towards this profession to which they belonged. Denny at first had aggravated him intensely by his weary
contention that all ove Britain there were thousands of incompetent doctors distinguished for nothing but their
sheer stupidity and an acquired capacity for bluffing their patients. Now he began to question if there were not
some truth in what Denny said. He determined to reopen the argument this afternoon. …
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220.191 Excerpt from Kitchener’s Last Volunteer\fn{by Henry William Allingham (1896-2009)} Clapton, Hackney
Borough, Greater London North East, England, United Kingdom (M) 12
1
Through more than 11 decades I have banked many memories, the first of which is crawling up a flight of
stairs to a landing. From the top of the stairs I could see a bearded man sitting up in bed. I had probably already
heard him coughing. It was my father, Henry Thomas Allingham, who was suffering from tuberculosis. He died in
September 1899 at the age of 29. Aged just three, I was soon scooped up and carried back downstairs, probably by
my mother, Amy, fearful as tuberculosis was notoriously infectious. I remember that a wooden gate was soon
installed so I couldn’t do the same thing again.
After his death, when I was three years old, my mother and I went to live with her parents, Nanna and Grandpa
Foster. The 1901 census shows I lived with my grandparents at 52 Verulam Avenue in Walthamstow, London,
along with my mother and her brother Charles. While my mother went out to work I was cared for by Nanna.
It’s there that my next memory of childhood comes to mind. For the first Christmas I spent in Walthamstow I
was given a wooden yacht. Not too far away was reedy Clapton Pond, where the yacht was to make her maiden
voyage.
At the time it was a good neighbourhood. Nearby Clapton had a strong Salvation Army presence, in 1890
William Booth bought the former asylum and re-named it Clapton Congress Hall. The family of Robert BadenPowell, the founder of the Scouts Movement, lived in a house in Clapton.
I made friends with the sons of the local chemist. The Andrews lads lived a different life from me but made me
most welcome. The family chauffeur let me sit in the car, one of the few around at the time. And their home had a
greenhouse where a gardener raised delicate flowers such as orchids. It seemed like a different world to me. That
early experience obviously had an effect as I have loved flowers all my life.
*
Nanna and Grandpa Foster took me on holidays. During the summer of my fifth birthday we went to the Isle of
Wight. One memory stands out from the trip. Grandpa was always interest in trains and carried timetables of the
various train networks in his pocket. One day we arrived at a station, intending to catch the train to Shanklin,
where we were staying in a seaside guesthouse. The station platform was deserted although, by Grandpa’s
timetable, we had just six minutes to wait. Six minutes came and went and no train arrived Grandpa approached
the door marked “Stationmaster” and knocked. The first railway timetable was published in 1839 and by 1880
there were 40 different railway companies in existence in Britain with over 6,000 miles of track between them.
Somehow the Shanklin train had left early despite the timetable. An apologetic stationmaster consulted with
Grandpa, who realized that another train was not due for an hour.
“Is it only you?” the stationmaster enquired.
“No, there is my wife and grandson,” said Grandpa.
“Well, there’s a locomotive tender going to Shanklin in ten minutes. I am sure they will take you considering
the situation.”
Grandpa seized the opportunity. I was rigid with excitement as I was lifted onto the tender and introduced to
the driver and the firemen. Off the train puffed, with me clinging on to Grandpa and Nanna, who was terrified.
The driver opened the throttle and, with a few bursts of the whistle, the train picked up speed. I can still recollect
the violent swaying of the train and the clatter of the wheels on the track. It’s a journey I’ve never forgotten.
When we drew up into the station yard at Shanklin, my Nanna produced her handkerchief and spat on it. She
took a firm hold of me and vigorously tried to wipe off all the black soot that had showered my face and clothes
during the journey. Not content with ruining one handkerchief, she claimed Grandpa’s as well and the spit wash
continued apace. Meanwhile, Grandpa invited the two railwaymen into a pub and treated them to a couple of pints
of beer as thanks for their kindness.
*
The following year Nanna and Grandpa decided on a holiday in Scarborough. What made the holiday so
memorable was that we got to our destination by sea. We arrived at Millwall docks in London at about five in the
afternoon to board S.S. Claudius, a freighter transporting scrap iron. The bit I remember most is that, shortly after
we arrived in our cabin, there was a tremendous noise. I jumped out of my skin as tons of scrap iron were loaded
into the hold. Still, the prospect of sleeping on board an actual ship at sea was thrilling.
“It was foggy when we left the dock but after we cleared the River Thames, the weather lifted. While I was on
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board I met a black man for the first time. We were formally introduced and we shook hands. Afterwards, I
remembered examining my palm to see of any of the colour had rubbed off.
I spent most of the journey on deck with Grandpa, who pointed out many of the interesting features of the
coastline. Little did I realize that, within a dozen years, I would be aboard a ship in the North Sea once more, this
time heading for a rendezvous with the British home fleet before the momentous Battle of Jutland.
S.S. Claudius dropped anchor off Scarborough and we were taken ashore in a small boat. We stayed in a
boarding house just off the sea front. Just like children today when they go to Scarborough. I spent most of the
holiday playing on the sand but there was plenty to see and do, including a Punch and Judy show and many
seaside vendors. One afternoon the Salvation Army band arrived and all the children, including me, gathered
round. One Salvation Army fellow held a Bible aloft in one hand and bellowed:
“Come and be saved. We are all sinners. Follow us to the Citadel and be saved.” Each sentence was punctuated
with a bang on the big drum and cries of:
“Hallelujah! Come and be saved!”
We got so caught up in the atmosphere that we did indeed follow them as they marched off towards the citadel.
However, when we got there, not knowing what to expect, the Salvationists—still holding aloft their Bibles—
glared at us all and we were then promptly all given our marching orders to “clear off!” as it transpired they only
wanted to save adults.
I was taken to Scarborough’s music hall and felt really grown up. While we were there I’m certain we heard
I’ll Be Your Sweetheart and Daisy Bell (“A bicycle made for two”). The reason I can remember the last one is
because I spent the rest of the holiday pestering Nanna for a bike.
Once, when I was really small, Nanna took me to Cromer in Norfolk. I had a bucket and spa\de and was
delighted to play in the sand. Then I spotted all the children playing at the water’s edge in the waves and I wanted
to join them.
“Please let me go in the sea,” I implored.
“You can’t go in because you haen’s got any slips,”\fn{ Trunks} she said. But eventually she relented, on the
condition that I put my hands over my “teapot”. In those days bathing was quite a ceremony and you didn’t see
the larking around like the young people do today. Nanna gave me strict orders on how to behave and I was quite
nervous making my way down to the water’s edge, looking back at her for reassurance. I needn’t have worried
though for as soon as I was in I had a whale of a time.
I was having such an enjoyable time that I completely forgot I was naked and soon after I raced back up to her,
waving my arms about and giving any thought to my “teapot” being on public display.
The next day, Nanna and I went for tea with friends. When the teapot appeared it was covered in a handknitted tea cosy. Immediately, Nanna turned to me smiling and said,
“You could have done with one of those yesterday.”
*
My mother used to take me to Hampstead heath every Easter, where there was always a huge fair. Thousands
of people went and I looked forward to this treat. Just as today, fairgrounds were a fascinating place for children,
and grown ups for that matter, and were extremely popular. It was a sea of colour and lights, which I loved, as
well as the noise and excitement.
Everywhere there were gaudily painted wagons and stalls. It was a community on wheels. I rode the swing
boats and carousels and slid down the helter skelter. The ghost train was one of my favourites and Mother always
dragged me past the tunnel of love. I stood for ages in front of the steam engines, absorbing the noise, smoke and
atmosphere. There were shooting galleries as well as coconut shies.\fn{ Fairground stalls in which balls are thrown to knock
coconuts off stands:W} Gypsies in their heavily embellished costumes clinked their way around the fairground,
offering to tell fortunes. Boxing booths enticed young men to come in and get a good hiding. There were also
dwarfs and bearded ladies and dancing bears. The noise of barrel organ music vied with stall holders’ shouts,
urging people to “roll up, roll up”. Countless attractions invited you to part with your hard-earned pennies.
On the way home, Mother always produced a chocolate bar without fail. It was the perfect end to a special day
and I treasure those memories.
*
In August 1902 I remember being taken into the City of London to swell the numbers of people lining the
streets for the coronation of King Edward VII. I sat on Grandpa’s shoulders, waving a flag. I had only just learned
to sing “God Save the Queen”. Now there was a king and I had to change the words Earlier, in May 1902, thee
had been great excitement as the Australian cricket team was bowled out for 36 runs at Edgbaston.
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At the time of his coronation, Edward VII made his nephew, Kaiser Wilhelm II of Germany, a Field Marshal in
the British Army. I hope the Kaiser did not receive the full salary!
*
What else can I remember about life when I was a boy? Motorcars had not yet arrived so all transport was
horse-drawn, even busses. There were individual tradesmen’s carts delivering bread, milk, groceries and coal.
Milk was carried in steel churns holding up to 15 gallons and dispensed to customers who brought their own
containers to carry it home. Today’s health and safety officials would have had a field day, but that was how it was
in those days.
Shops had counters and shelves holding jars of tea, cocoa, biscuits and so forth. Sugar, rice and dried fruits
were stored in hessian sacks and weighed out on demand. Carcasses hung from hooks at the butchers, where there
was often a pig’s head staring out at you. Coal was the most essential fuel, used in fires, for shipping, for railways
and in industry. Street lighting was provided by gas, with a small army of lamplighters responsible for igniting the
mantle. The dim lights cast eerie shadows on the pavements. On the streets you could often find entertainers eking
out a living, especially barrel organ-grinders ringing out the hits of the day.
The postal service was probably better than today’s. A postcard cost one halfpenny, letters one penny. In the
City of London and a few places elsewhere there were same-day deliveries.
The main thing one can say of how much better off we are today is that life expectancy in that ear was much
less than it is now. Tuberculosis, diphtheria and fevers were common and often fatal—as was the case with the
early death of my father. Cancer never appeared on death certificates as it couldn’t be easily detected as it can be
now—but it still existed. Our sense of community was very strong, and most people died at home and were laid
out by neighbours and friends. Funerals were more commonplace and almost always started from home—it was
the natural thing to do. In those days there was a great deal of nostalgia and reverence over death. Those in
mourning wore black for 12 months, then a black ribbon around their arm for even longer. Queen Victoria was
still wearing black when I was born, and her husband died in 1861.
There were pubs on just about every street corner. Men saw them as an escape from hard work or more often
than not their womenfolk. There used to be a lot of fights and rowdy behaviour—that was a common sight back
then and the police were more on hand to sort it out. Women were not barred from pubs but they were out of sight
in the snug, leaving the men to their business.
2
I went to Ganuel road School in Walthamstow at the age of five in 1901. I don’t know what I was expecting
but this wasn’t it. Out of the 40 or more children in my class, the majority were poorly dressed, had no shoes and
quickly resorted to fights.
Boys wore short trousers until their legs got hairy. Girls wore combinations (all-in-one vests and pants)—I
know that because I saw them on washing lines. \Shoes were always a problem, at least well-fitting shoes were. I
have had two hammer toes all my life thanks to badly fitting shoes.
At school we were taught how to read and write and how to add up. As Nanna had given me lessons at home, I
was way out in front of everyone else. We had sandboxes to write in. I’ll always remember the smell given off by
the sand. It ponged.\fn{Stank} We had to trace the letters in sand using a metal skewer. And there was trouble if
anyone spilt the sand. Later we were given slates and chalk. To clean the slate you had to use saliva on a cloth that
was passed among us. Slate pencils were also used sometimes but they made a horrible screeching sound. Any
books we had were shared and dog-eared.
While I was there I met a boy who liked to throw his weight around. He was taller than most of us in the class
and soon reduced quite a number to tears. I soon fell foul of him and got a good hiding. There was nothing I could
do to stop him throwing punches. When I arrived home the worse for wear, Nanna patched me up as best she
could. Charlie, Mother’s younger brother, called in that night. When he heard about what had happened he
decided to help.
Every evening for three weeks he taught me how to box. Charlie, a wooden box maker, told me to keep out of
this bully’s way until he decided I was ready to defend myself. And he told me to take advantage by throwing the
first punch, following it immediately with a second. Always stand up to bullies, he told me. And he said that if I
was knocked down, I was to get up straight away.
Finally he decided I was ready to look after myself. Soon afterwards, I felt a shove in the back and turned
around to see this lad. Immediately I went towards him with my fists raised. I landed the first blow in his stomach
followed by a left jab that got his face and nose. As he cried out and covered his face, I got one more punch in.
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then it was all over. The lad ran off, beaten. I couldn’t wait to go home that night and tell uncle Charlie what had
happened.
The boxes made by Charlie were sturdier than those of today. They were used to transport soap from the
wholesalers to the shops. Some were made to carry household items. It was these that were used by orators in
London who wanted to deliver political messages to the public, hence the phrase “Get off your soap box”. As a
young man I loved hearing people on soap boxes. I think that personal touch is missing from politics today.
*
I left Gamuel Road School at Easter 1902 and went to Bessborough Road School. In June I remember
watching soldiers home from the Boer War parading in front of the Town Hall in Hackney—troops known as the
Clapton volunteers.
After I returned to school following the summer holidays, I broke my leg. I was playing leapfrog over the
backs of classmates and I was in mid-air when a girl ran across where I planned to land. I tried to avoid her by
swerving in mid-air, only to collapse in a heap and injure my leg. It was a clean break and I had great fun showing
off the plastered leg.
I didn’t like school and that’s because I didn’t learn enough. I always felt as though I was wafting for the rest of
the class to catch up. And it was learning by rote, which wasn’t very inspiring even for people like me who
wanted to learn. Discipline was strict, too. There was always the threat of the cane.
When I was seven, Nanna arranged for me to have piano lessons. My teacher, Professor Tom McGuire, also
kept a pet shop. I often tried to get to the shop early so that I could look at the snakes and other animals and birds.
I used the tram to travel from home to the professor’s house. Often, when the trams were full, the conductor failed
to get around to me and other passengers and that’s when I found myself a penny better off. I practiced hard and
always kept up with the exercises the professor had set me.
Even at the very early stages of my tuition I was constantly pestered by Nanna to play a piece. I knew I wasn’t
ready for any kind of public performance so I kept putting her off. Eventually Nanna had her day when I came
home with my first prepared piece, The Bluebells of Scotland. I got a big kiss and a cuddle from a proud
grandparent.
In 1903 I went to the Oval to see W.G. Grace play. He walked like an elderly person because his pads were too
long for him. Records at the Oval show W.G. Grace played there on 9, 10 and 11 July and made 15 in the first
innings and 19 in the second innings.
*
At the beginning of 1904 I went to Fourth Avenue School in Manor Park. The headmaster was Mr. Sam
Whittaker and there was a teacher called Mr. Varsey, a bluecoat boy having been educated at one of the schools
traditionally established to educate the poor. Mr. Varsey was an officer in the Territorial Army and trained men in
the use of machine guns. After he returned from army camps held during school holidays, he would tell us all
about the experience.
It was at this school that I discovered sport. I loved playing football and cricket. Football was coached after
school at a cost of a halfpenny a session. Some of the Fourth Avenue players went on to play for West Ham. I
made the first team and was proud of my footballing skills.
Mr. Whittaker was also a referee in charge of some of the first division game. He told us all about local clubs:
how Millwall was a works team from a jam factory, that West Ham used to be known as “Thames ironworks” and
that Tottenham was once part of a cricket club. One day he called me into his study. I owed five and a half pennies
for the football training sessions. He was prepared to waive the payments but I wouldn’t hear of it. I would find
the money from somewhere.
When I suggested doing a paper round to earn some money for myself, Mother’s reply was short, sharp and
negative. So I built myself a box cart of wood mounted on a set of wheels I found abandoned in a field. I liberated
a shovel from the outhouse and went out into the streets where I knew there would be a plentiful supply of horse
dung. To me, horses were animals that wee dangerous at both ends and uncomfortable in the middle. But at least
they were creatures of habit and I knew just where to find the mounds of muck that I would change into brass.
When I had loaded the cart, I went from door to door offering manure for sale at a price of three pennies per
load. It was very popular as people either composted it or added water to make it into liquid fertilizer, ideal for
growing tomatoes, which plenty of people did. Some folk probably paid up to get away from the sound of those
squeaking wheels. After I’d paid my debts I had spare money for a boy’s magazine or a chocolate bar. On day I
was on my way to deliver a full load when I was stopped by a man standing outside his house who demanded:
“What have you got there?”
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If you can’t see it, surely you can smell it, I thought to myself. But I didn’t want to be rude so I told him it was
manure.
“How much are you charging for it?”
“Threepence,” I told him.
“It’s a bit ripe. I’ll give you tuppence,” said the man.
I stood my ground and demanded threepence but he told me again it was only worth tuppence. At that I walked
off with my trolley, ready to look for more obliging customers. As I was heading off, over the clatter of the wheels
on the road I heard him cry out that he would pay threepence after all. I didn’t look around, though, or break my
stride. I knew I would have no problem selling it elsewhere. Always trust your judgment—that’s a lesson I learned
early in life.
Of course, I made some money out of this enterprise but it was short-lived. I had to hide the wagon from my
mother for a start. She had no idea what I was up to. Then I had a transport problem when somebody stole it. Thee
was no point getting too upset. Cars and lorries were rapidly replacing horse-drawn vehicles. I knew that the
supply was drying up and the bottom dropped out of the market.
Aged nine, I left my grandparents’ home and went to live with Mother again in London. There were no more
holidays after that until the weekend that war broke out.
*
Usually I played in the streets after school was over with friends who were always keen for a game. When we
played football we used coats for goalposts. But I preferred cricket, had my own bat and used the lampposts for
wickets. Uncle Charlie did a lot of skipping to keep himself fit and I made my own skipping rope, which I still
have in the garage of my Eastbourne home. Sometimes I skipped with the girls.
I became friendly with a boy called Smithy who had a sister. All three of us went out and played together. At
the time I often used to ask my mother,
“Why can’t I have a sister, just like Smithy?”
Smithy’s father was a butcher who often brought been puddings home. I relished the meals I had in the Smith
household.
In 1904 work began on a new public library, which still stands today. The Carnegie Library in Romford Road,
Manor Park, was built with money donated by philanthropist Andrew Carnegie (1835-1919); it was one of several
he added to London’s East End. The library included elaborate terracotta features, including a bust of Carnegie. I
joined the library as soon as it opened in 1905 and was issued with ticket 13. That meant I could take one book
out at a time.
Life changed for me when I contracted measles at the age of ten, during the school summer holidays. To
recover I was sent to Kent to stay with Mr. and Mrs. Kitchen, friends of the family who had no children of their
own. They ran a smallholding\fn{A small farm, usually under 50 acres} close to the main London to Dover railway line.
I can remember going to the railway cutting to watch the express train thundering through at 60 mph. It was a
spectacular sight, with smoke pouring from its funnel and the glow of flames in the engine. I found machinery and
its capabilities fascinating. But I also loved life on the farm. I looked after the pigs and learned to milk a cow. One
day I was late for milking and the shed seemed to be deserted. I called out for Mr. Kitchen but there was no reply.
Eventually I peered over the stable-style door to be greeted with a stream of milk in the face. Mr. Kitchen had
taken aim after hiding behind a cow. He jumped up, roaring with laughter. I loved my time there so much that I
thought one day I would also be a farmer.
In the summer of 1907 my mother and I moved to South Lambeth Road in Clapham. My mother asked if I
could be a pupil at the London County Council High School, sited in the same road. Headmaster Frederick Rabey
told her it was too late, the entrance exams had been completed and the new term had started. Still, she persuaded
him to give me a shot at it.
I felt gnawing anxiety as I was led from the headmaster’s study to a huge hall to sit an exam. But Mr. Rabey’s
fatherly manner helped to ease the tension.
“Remember, make haste slowly,” he told me as he produced the paper. I managed to answer all the questions—
some better than others. Anyway, I did enough to get a place as a pupil. I was filled with excitement at the
prospect of learning new subjects like art, science, French and metalwork.
Soon I bought a correspondence course as well, and went to evening classes at the Regent Street Polytechnic,
which is where fliers in the royal Flying Corps were later taught.\fn{ Formerly the Young Men’s Christian Institute, the
Regent Street Polytechnic was established in 1891 and lasted for 80 years until combining with another London college to become the
London Polytechnic. In 1992 the polytechnic became the University of Westminster } In the end I juggled all three to fill my
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appetite for education.
In October 1907 the whole school was led outside to see the first British airship on its flight from Aldershot to
London. It circled around St. Paul’s Cathedral, although plans for return to Hampshire were halted by strong
winds and the 120-ft. Nulli Secundus put down at Crystal Palace.
Our sports lessons were inspired in 1968 by the arrival of the Olympic Games in London. My schoolmates and
I ran and reran races. Football was becoming increasingly popular after the English team played its first
international against Austria, winning by six goals to one. Also, I had learned to swim and mimicked the
Australian craw.\fn{Developed at the turn of the twentieth century by Richard Cavill in Sydney, Australia, the stroke became known as
front crawl after 1950}
Every morning the school day began with hymns and the Lord’s Prayer in the main hall. My favourite hymn
was Holy, Holy, Holy, one that I’d like sung at my funeral. I could never have guessed that 96 years later I would
be reciting the Lord’s Prayer again, this time at the Cenotaph in Whitehall in front of a huge crowd, with
television cameras recording it for an audience of more than a million.
I also went to the Salvation Army services held for children on Sunday afternoons. They were popular with
boys and girls, probably because their parents wanted them out of the way. Still, I enjoyed the Bible stories. The
teacher was a Salvation Army “soldier” who was seeing the Superintendent’s daughter Ada on the quiet.\fn{ Usually
said “on the QT”:H} That sort of thing was frowned on at the time. However, Ada’s brother George was in my class
and knew all about it.
Usually the teacher implored us to ask questions at the end of the class which was always met by averted eyes
and shuffling feet. Well, this particular Sunday, George—one of the lads in my class—button-holed me as he
wanted me to ask a question at the end of the lesion. I didn’t want to do it and said,
“Go and ask him yourself.”
George said he couldn’t as it was about his Ada. I crossly said it wasn’t the right sort of question for a Bible
class and we walked in and sat down together at our desks.
At the end of the lesson, the teacher again asked if we had any questions, but I remained silent. George hissed
at me, “Ask him about Ada Henry,” and the boys behind me started joining in, making me feel flustered. Noticing
the commotion, the teacher looked in our direction and said,
“Boys, have you something to ask me?”
“Henry has a question, sir,” George announced to my consternation, and he pushed me making me knock my
Bible to the floor. The teacher by now was walking down from his platform at the front of the class and towards
where we were sitting, beaming, happy someone wanted to ask a question. What could I say? I blurted out,
“Please, Sir, what were you doing in the park last night with Ada?” Immediately the teacher jumped up from
his seat, grabbed me by the scruff of the neck and frogmarched me to the door.
“You wicked boy. Don’t ever come back here. You are expelled,” he roared.
I felt thoroughly miserable—I knew I couldn’t tell my mother what had happened without getting into even
more trouble. So every Sunday I went to the Tate Gallery instead of the Salvation Army. Later the Salvation Army
teacher came to see my mother to apologise. That was the first she had heard of the incident. Really though, that
George did me a good turn because I loved those visits, especially seeing the Constables and other great works of
art. My love for Constable’s paintings allowed me later in life when I was married to actually take Dorothy to
view the real-life scenes he had captured, when we holidayed with the girls in Norfolk.
*
I spent a lot of the holidays with my cousin Sid Wheeler who had joined the Scout Movement. When he told
me what he got up to in the Scouts I was desperate to join. But my mother made it clear we could not afford the
uniform or the expense of Scouting events. One day Sid arrived in his uniform and badges and insisted I
accompany him to a Scouting event in Victoria Park. Although I didn’t have a uniform, Sid told all the senior
Scouts at the gate that I was in his group and that my uniform had not arrived in time. He even paid for me to go
in. The Senior Scout on the gate nodded me through.
The activities held throughout the day were great fun but the best part was the evening when we sat around the
campfire, singing songs. There was a huge sense of camaraderie. But despite my enthusiasm I never joined the
Scouts, for want of spare money. Sid joined the Army in 1915 and served in France. In 1919 he emigrated to
Canada as part of a settlement scheme and bought his own farm. I kept in touch with Sid through his sister
Madeleine.
*
By the time I was 13 I was doing really well at school and my mother was proud of my school reports. I found
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talent in woodwork and metalwork and I always took my handiwork home to be closely inspected by my mother,
Uncle Charlie and Auntie Rosie.
There was a political crisis in 1909 when Chancellor Lloyd George (1861-1945) had his “people’s budget”
thrown out by the House of Lords. It was, he insisted, a war budget:
It is for raising money to wage implacable warfare against poverty and squalidness. I cannot help hoping and
believing that before this generation has passed away, we shall have advanced a great step towards that good time,
when poverty, and the wretchedness and human degradation which always follows in its camp, will be as remote to the
people of this country as the wolves which once infested its forests.

Eventually the budget was passed\fn{In 1911; the refusal in 1909 caused a constitutional crisis, but the king was persuaded to
dissolve Parliament, the Liberal Government was again victorious in the following General Election, and the Commons under its leadership
passed in 1911 an Act which forever prevented the Lords from vetoing any Commons bill. The Lords assented to this act only when the
king let it be known that, if it were necessary, he would create enough Liberal lords to ensure its passage:H } but I can’t say it worked.
I am part of that generation and there is still poverty today.
In 1910 King Edward VII died. I can remember the funeral cortège winding its way from Westminster Abbey,
where the king had lain in state, to Paddington Station, from where his body was taken to St. George’s Chapel,
Windsor, for burial. Thousands of people lined the street that day.
The following year I was at the edge of more headlines. In January 1911 I was visiting Uncle Charlie and
Auntie Rosie when there was a knock at the door. A tall man with a bandaged hand entered.
“I’ll bet you some tea. And a drop of the hard stuff,” said Rosie immediately.
“By the look of it, he needs it,” laughed Charlie. “How’s the hand?”
“Improving,” said the stranger.
“Tell Henry what’s gone on,” said Charlie.
I found out that the stranger was Detective Constable Tom Dyer, a plain-clothes policeman with London’s
Metropolitan force. Three weeks before he had been one of a number of police officers to interrupt a robbery at a
jewellery shop in Houndsditch, east London. Three policemen were killed and Tom was injured as several men
made their getaway.
The men were anarchists, the police discovered, trying to fund a revolution in Russia. Within weeks it was
known that the two gang leaders were in Sidney Street in east London. The place was surrounded and Home
Secretary Winston Churchill arrived on the scene, as did a platoon of Scots Guards. At least the terrorists stood
and fought, not like the indiscriminate suicide bombers that we know today.
After DC Dyer left that day, Charlie told me another story about him. On his way back to the police station
Dyer spotted a man standing on the pavement near Hatton Garden reading a newspaper. The newspaper, Dyer
notice, was upside down. Dyer—suspecting the man was a lookout—rushed back to the station and alerted
officers, who arrived just in time to catch three men running from a jewellery shop clutching their loot. Dyer
received a commendation and a promotion for his initiative.
*
At the age of 15 I left school. My father had worked in the family firm, which was ironmongery, but it wasn’t
for me. His brother, Uncle Dick, was a director of an ironmongery company but I never had much to do with him.
His other brother, Uncle Will, was the chef at the Bank of England. When I went to see him there he’d give me a
steak and eggs for breakfast.
My father’s father, George Frederick Allingham, was a jewel-case designer and maker. A jolly man, he always
used to wear a red Turkish fez with a black tassel and played games with me. He owned a factory that employed
about 18 people. The cases produced there were usually for pieces of jewellery or silver cutlery. There was a lot of
demand for presentation cases back then and I’ve still got a ring case that he made at the factory. It’s a lovely
piece of work.
Anyway, a firm of surgical instrument makers called Arnolds approached the school, looking for a trainee and
offering a weekly wage of 12 shillings and sixpence, or 63 pence in today’s money. I was recommended for the
job thanks to my skills in metalwork and woodwork.
I rushed to tell my mother. At the time she was working at Tilbury Steam Laundry as a supervisor, in charge of
a workforce some 180 strong. The company handled all the laundry from the ships docking at Tilbury, on the
Thames estuary, and she lodged in the area. I told her it would not be long before I was earning enough money for
her to give up work.
One day a week I went to St. Bart’s Hospital in the City of London to get experience in the use, care and
1169

maintenance of surgical instruments. Lunch was always meat pud and potato. While I was there, though, I was
expected to clean and disinfect hospital equipment. I was doing jobs that no one else wanted to do. That’s just one
of the reason I found life as a trainee mundane.
Within three months I had joined Carters, a company I passed going to and from work that worked on Foden
three-ton wagons and lorries. The wage was 21 shillings, or £1.10 a week. It was manual labour and there was
little opportunity to show flair.
I carried on with evening classes, where I became friendly with a lad who was working for Gordon’s of East
Dulwich, a car- and coach-builder. He tipped me off that Gordon’s was looking to increase its labour force so I
handed in my notice again to join the car manufacturing business. The quality of work expected at Gordon’s was
much higher than at Carter’s. During the first week I didn’t work at my best. The second work, though, I put in
lots more effort and was given permanent employment.
My wage packet went up to 29 shillings, or £1.45 in today’s money. I was delighted with that, especially after
Uncle Charlie told me it was almost as much as the bowler-hatted gents in the City earned. In 1911, after the
National Insurance Act was passed, I had to pay four pennies a week into the new scheme, with Gordon’s paying
three pennies and the government two pennies. The money went towards sickness and unemployment benefits.
I had to leave home soon after 5 a.m. each morning so I could start work at 6 a.m. There were two meal breaks,
the first between 8 a.m. and 8.30 a.m. for breakfast and the second between noon and 112.30 p.m. for lunch.
Usually I took my own food. I took an egg and a slice of bacon for breakfast. There was always a fire in the
smithy so I found a pan and went in there to cook. Some of the older men used a shovel rather than a pan. I had an
enamel cup for tea and made a brew from water heated on the smithy fire.
Nanna made up my lunch, which I carried in my toolbox. But sometimes, for a treat, I would buy myself a
piece of steak and cook it at work. You could get a really chunky piece of steak for twenty pennies and a shilling
(five pence in today’s money). I got the pan white-hot before cooking the meat and it was always delicious.
Younger boys working at Gordon’s took order for food from the local shops. That could include anything from
pies to sandwiches and cans of soup. You kept food in your toolbox because if there were any vermin around, they
couldn’t get at it there. I had been at work a year when the Titanic sank, claiming more than 1,500 lives.
4
The weekend that war broke out I was in Brighton enjoying a bank holiday with my mother.\fn{After the Bank
Holidays Act of 1871, the first Monday of August was declared a holiday. The date was changed to the end of
August 100 years later}
We went by train from Victoria Station and it was a complete break for both of us. By this time, aged 18, I was
living in lodgings in Bethnal Green. Hundreds of people were enjoying seaside breaks forgetting about work and
just relaxing. But the holiday was overshadowed by the talk of war which was rife up and down the country—
certainly in London. Newspapers had predicted the conflict for several weeks. When Germany declared war on
France on bank holiday Monday, it seemed only a matter of time before Britain would join in. With the grim
news, families rushed home from their holiday outings, mingling with troops from the territorial regiments who
had been called to the colours. One of my fellow veterans, Donald Hodge, set off to go to France for the day only
to find the planned excursion had been cancelled.
“What silly old fool would start a war on a bank holiday?” he asked. Plenty, I thought.
On Tuesday I went back to work and found the streets thronged with people waiting for news—it seemed
exciting, yet one was still filled with a dread and the future was unknown. Thousands of men were volunteering in
London, and you could see them every day marching off to the enlistment offices. Finally , after Germany
invaded Belgium, Britain declared war and it was all over the newspapers.
*
The next day I got out of my Triumph TT motorcycle and headed for pall Mall. Not a lot of people could
afford a motorbike. It had cost me 20 guineas\fn{ £21} and I knew you had to have your own to enlist as a dispatch
rider.
In Pall Mall the army recruiters were at work. Scores of cheerful volunteers were headed that way. We were all
full of patriotism, willing to fight for King and country. Anyone you spoke to wanted to join up and fight the
Germans. There was also the sense of adventure and believing we were in an exciting time. But remember that
community spirit was also strong at the time—people were born, grew up an died in the r own local areas, some
not going more than a few miles from their homes in their whole lives. Churches, clubs and societies all
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responded to the call to arms. For others less fortunate than me it was a way out of a dead-end job and a wasted
life. Then family and friends started putting on pressure.
I offered to be a dispatch rider for the Royal Engineers, using my own machine. After queuing for more than
half an hour, a sergeant took particulars of myself and my motorbike. Indeed, he seemed more interested in the
machine than me. I was told to return home and wait for further instructions.
In fact, the next set of instructions I got was from my mother. She was quite distressed when she heard what I
had done and made me promise never to leave her side. In the end it didn’t matter. I never heard from the army
again. I was asked at least three times to join the Territorial Army but I was too busy. Like everyone else, I hoped
the war would be over by Christmas.
*
It is probably true to say that the British people were not ready for war, a modern war fought against another
industrial nation such as Germany. The British Army was woefully small in comparison with those of other
European countries. Frank Sumpter, one of the veterans, was stationed on the Afghan borders. In the lat spring of
1914 his regiment was recalled. Everyone was overjoyed, he said. The men had only been in India for six months
and were well pleased to see the back of this region’s inhospitable terrain, challenging climate and the dangers of
local tribesmen. At first Frank thought it was a hoax, but sure enough they were soon on a troop ship bound for
dear old Blighty.
You can imagine the men’s disappointment when the ship docked at a port in France. They disembarked from
the ship and were told that they were part of the British Expeditionary Force. The defence of Mons and the
subsequent hell that Frank and the Old Contemptibles (troops already serving before the war) suffered during the
retreat made India seem like heaven.\fn{ At the outbreak of World War I, there were some 247,000 men serving in the British
army. The BEF (as it was popularly abbreviated) consisted of about 80,000. They were opposed by a German army of over 1,500,000:H }
As seen on page 41, as a result of the failures the British Army suffered in the Boer War, every soldier was
issued with a .303 caliber Lee-Enfield rifle with its ten-round magazine, even those in the cavalry. The only
exceptions were among the medical fraternity. Each soldier was made to understand that this was his rifle and
would stay with him throughout his service. Every rifle had to be zeroed to the soldier personally. The British
soldier spent more time on the rifle range than his counterparts in other European armies. In 1949 the BEF rightly
earned the reputation of rapid, accurate fire that was second to none.
*
A week after war was declared, I lost my job. Gordon’s saw just about all its workers disappear into
Kitchener’s volunteer army. So I joined Scammell’s, the truck manufacturer, working long hours, sometimes all
through the night. My job was to modify Foden and Scammel trucks to army specifications. Mostly my life
consisted of bed and work.
I got news about the war from the newspapers. We all believed that the people knew only half of what was
happening in Flanders, the press knew three quarters and only the government knew the full story—and ministers
weren’t saying anything. Casualty lists were not published until May 1915. However, I can remember The Times
publishing an article in late November 1914 that included the phrase:
Day after day the butchery of the unknown by the unseen. At a cost of thousands of lives a few hundred yards may
be gained.

Years later Dennis told me about the fate of the British Expeditionary Force at Mons. Apparently, 80,000 BEF
men were marched towards Mauberge to link up with the French Army. Following German successes against the
French at Sambre and Mamur, the French Army decided to retreat, leaving the BEF well forward. On 22 August
1914 the BEF soldiers were deployed along a 20-mile front, digging deep trenches and taking advantage of the
many slag heaps from the nearby mines—perfect cover. Every building was turned in to a fortress. The advancing
Germans looking towards the canal could see no sigh of their enemy. Ultimately the British repulsed the advance
and inflicted severe casualties with pin-point artillery and rapid fire from the infantry. This was the first full-scale
attack of the war and the British had delivered a bloody nose to the other side. The advancing Germans believed
they were facing machine guns such was the rate of accurate firepower from the disciplined British troops who
unleashed their rapid bolt action fire drilled into them during many hours of training.
Almost immediately, though, the British—in the absence of reinforcements—were compelled to pull back. A
marching and fighting retreat for the next 14 days brought the soldiers to the outskirts of Paris. Between 24
August and 5 September some 15,000 BEF men were killed, wounded or missing. Both sides continued to mount
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offensives but neither gained much ground. By Christmas 1914 the butcher’s bill for the BEF was just under
90,000—roughly the same number of men that initially landed in France in August. On average, one officer and
30 men survived in each battalion. This was a real shock to the nation as losses on this scale had never happened
in their experience, and even during the Boer Wars the Army hadn’t suffered anything like these casualty figures.
It opened people’s eyes to what was coming, certainly the war wouldn’t be over by Christmas!
*
Sometimes I would have a meal at Lyon’s Corner House with my family or enjoy a trip to the theater. The
sows at the Gaiety theater included England Expects and Tonight’s the Night. I went with my Mother, Nanna or
Auntie Rosie—they were the only women I knew. But, as I wasn’t in uniform, I ran the risk of being confronted
by outraged women who had taken to shaming men into enlistment by presenting them with a white feather, a
sign of cowardice.
Women were under enormous pressure to lend support to Kitchener’s campaign for volunteers. General poster
campaigns were numerous, like the picture of John Bull in his Union Jack waistcoat asking:
“Who’s absent—is it you?”
There was a drawing of a man with children on his knee asking: “Daddy, what did you do in the Great War?”
And some were especially designed to appeal to women. Women of Britain, say “Go” prompted women to
persuade their menfolk to join up.
“Is your best boy wearing khaki? Don’t you think he should be?” was another. Also, one warned:
“If your young man neglects his duty to King and country, the time may come when he will neglect you.”
I was never accosted in the street but I know plenty of men who were. In the theater, Vesta Tilly (1864-1952), a
male impersonator best remembered for the song Burlington Bertie, dressed in uniform and sang recruitment
songs including Jolly Good Luck to the Girl Who Loves a Soldier.
In July 1915 the national Registration Bill was passed, making it compulsory to register your personal details
with the government so they could tell who was working where. Although they denied it, the government was
obviously thinking in terms of conscription.\fn{This was introduced in January of 1916}
I had been bound by the promise I made to my mother not to get involved as I was her only child. But in June
1915 my mother died of cancer. Before her death she gave me a diamond ring engraved with the words “Mother
to Henry 1915”. She must have done that when she knew she was dying. With her death I was released from my
pledge not to volunteer and now I quickly enquired about joining up. Everyone I knew had done so already, and
one could see whole bodies of men forming up the “Pals Battalions”—later to be slaughtered in 1916. Cheshire
produced 24 local battalions including the Accrington Pals—585 men out of 700 who enlisted perished on the
Somme. My local football team Clapton Orient (later changed to Leyton Orient) had the distinction of having the
largest number of recruits from a single club—41 men, most of whom were killed or wounded.
I’d gone off the idea of being a dispatch rider, but the community feeling of patriotism and the prospect of
adventure was still there. A new interest was sparked on Sunday afternoon when I was riding my pedal bike in the
countryside near Chingrord, Essex, near a reservoir. I heard a droning noise and looked up to see a plane circling
the aerodrome. It was a captivating sight.
Fascinated, I sat down on the grass verge to watch the aircraft. I decided that was for me so I vowed to apply to
join the Royal Naval Air Service. Much later Dennis told me about an obscure but prophetic poem by Thomas
Gray (1716-1771), author of the famous Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard. It fitted how I felt that day.
The time will come when thou shalt lift thine eyes
To watch a long drawn battle in the skies,
While aged peasants, too amazed for words
Stare at the flying fleets of wond’rous birds.
England so long the mistress of the seas,
Where winds and waves confess her sovereignty
Here ancient triumph yet on high shall bear
And reign, the sovereign of the conquered air.

5
In September 1915 the RNAS contacted me for the first time, asking me to take a medical. I had to report to a
gym at Admiralty Arch in London. I was nervous and skipped breakfast, having just a glass of water before hand.
I knew there would be a series of physical examinations to prove our fitness, where I was examined from head to
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toe.
There were 16 of us and we were told to jump onto parallel bars while the naval surgeon walked along the line.
Unfortunately I was last in line and gritted my teeth as I began to feel the strain. I was almost ready to drop when
the surgeon, with hands like hams, prodded me and said:
“You’re in.”
I drooped to the floor, relieved that I hadn’t fallen off in front of everyone. At four o’[clock I ate my first meal
of the day and I was starving. Then I discovered that I had to take a series of aptitude tests before I could become
a mechanic. I was sent to Sheerneess in Kent for assessment.
I was joined there by 14 other hopefuls, including two Americans, two Australians and two New Zealanders.
The first night we were each given two blankets and told to sleep on the floor of a hut. Instantly, I didn’t feel I was
going to like this as a career. But the next morning we were allocated beds. And, although the first week was
boring, the remaining three weeks at the camp were a real challenge. We did written and practicalities. I felt that
in some areas of maintenance, the RNAS was not as advanced as its engineering equivalents in civvy street.
I successfully completed the course and on 21 September 1915 I was given a number (RNAS F8317) and rank
(Air Mechanic Second Class). I was asked which station I would like to be posted into and I replied,
“East Africa.”
I had heard about the adventures of an expeditionary squadron of 20 officers and men from the RNAS who had
taken two Sopwith Type 807 seaplanes to East Africa in January 1915, hunting for the German ship the
Königsberg.
But instead of East Africa I got sent to the east coast. I was posted to the Royal Naval Air station in Great
Yarmouth from where the RNAS patrolled coastal waters and safeguarded shipping from German submarines. It
also had to contend with the threat of Zeppelins.
At the start of the war, planes were no more than motorized kites. They were flimsy constructions of wood,
fabric and wire, powered by an engine less powerful than the present-day car. The instrument panel had six dials.
There was a joystick and a rudder bar. To say that they were unreliable is putting it mildly. Although I had no
input on design, I did carry out some modifications, replacing the locknuts with my own “specials”, which I had
made and knew would be safer.
My first CO was the famous Charles Rummey Samson—the fist British pilot to take off from a ship in 1912. I
served under him in the armoured car sections for six weeks. One squadron commander I also served under,
W.P.C. de Courcy Ireland, was killed in an airship test on 21 February 1916. He was replaced by Lieutenant
commander Douglas Oliver, who was famous for taking part in the first-ever raid by seaplanes, which took place
on Christmas morning 1914. The target was a zeppelin hanger in Cuxhaven, Germany. Nine aircraft were
transported as near to the coast as possible by the ships Engadine, Riviera and Empress, forming cross-channel
ferry boats that had been converted to carry seaplanes. Only seven aircraft managed to get airborne. The mission
wasn’t a great success, hampered by fog and lack of experience. Although bomb damage to the hanger was
reported by the Germans, this must have happened by accident as none of the pilots were aware of being close to
their target. They ditched their three 20-lb bombs over the side to save fuel for the return journey, not knowing
which part of Germany they were above. Only two managed to return to their carriers while the rest ditched in the
sea. Submarine E11 managed to rescue the crews.
Everyone acquired a nickname and mine was “Ally”. Lt. Commander Douglas Oliver’s was “Snakey”, a
reference to his long, lean figure. I watched his single-handed attack on German battle cruisers shelling Great
Yarmouth, for which he was awarded the Distinguished Service Order. One shell had hit the fish market sheds,
causing a terrible stink.
Snakey did a lot to break down the barriers that always existed between officers and men. I can remember
when new ratings were trying to recover a plane from the sea at Great Yarmouth, with some difficulty. Snakey
arrived on the scene and was outraged to see a group of newly commissioned officers watching events from the
slipway. He ordered the officers in their new uniforms to wade in and help. Their pride was severely dented.
Another incident that made me laugh at the time was when three Australians from the Great Yarmouth station
walked past a Royal Navy officer without saluting. The officer called them back stiffly and asked.
“Do you know who I am?”
“No idea, cobber,” came the reply.
“I’m in charge—”
“God on yer, mate. You’ve got yourself a good number. I shouldn’t complain. See you around.”
The Australians went on their way and, if Snakey had got to hear of the exchange, I doubt they would have got
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into trouble. In that way the men of the RNAS were a new breed.
When I joined up lots of people doubted that air power would ever be any use. Even field Marshal Douglas
Haig thought its only purpose was for reconnaissance. From our first day, we set out to prove the doubters wrong.
*
My first flight was in 1915, just a dozen years after Orville Wright’s first-ever powered flight. I remember it
like it was yesterday. I was the engineer in an Avro 504 biplane flying on a routine patrol over the North Sea. I
always wore long johns, they were standard issue. But this time I put on as many clothes as I could find, covering
the lot with my RNAS issue tunic with patch pockets.
If it was available, you’d smear Vaseline on your face to protect it from the cold weather. If that wasn’t
available, then it was whale oil or engine grease because you were flying in an open cockpit with only a small
windshield for protection. You wore gloves to protect you from frostbite. It was so noisy, I do remember the
deafening throb and the chap on the ground shouting,
“Chocks away!”
Then we were up, the freezing wind gushing past my face as we climbed steeply, my heart in my stomach as
we banked. It was a great adventure for a bloke like me.
The Avro biplane came into service before the war. It was a sturdy little plane but I still felt a bit queasy. It was
sometimes the worst type of plane to fly, lacking speed through lack of power. Watching from the ground, I had
seen an Avro in the air start to go backwards when a strong easterly gust was blowing. The engine just couldn’t
cope with those conditions.
We had just enough fuel to get us to the Dutch coast and back again. I took with me a Lee-Enfield rifle and two
carrier pigeons. There was no method of communication in planes at the time. Radio came later. So the homing
pigeons, by returning to base, acted as a signal for help and could even take coordinates in a message strapped to
their legs if time allowed.
I knew of a Curtis seaplane that had ditched in the North Sea. The crew hadn’t taken pigeons and they had no
means of signaling for help. They drifted on the sea for five days, drinking water from the plane’s radiator. Navy
ships in the area began a search and by luck a destroyer on patrol found them bobbing in the sea just moments
before the ship started heading for home.
The first thing I did in a plane was to listen to the pitch of the engine. That would tell me if anything was
wrong—whether we should abandon the mission before we started. To be honest, all the planes were so flimsy
and unpredictable—as well as incapable of carrying large fuel loads—at the start of the war that both British and
German pilots would immediately turn back rather than face each other in the skies if they did not enjoy height
supremacy. But I remember getting back on the ground and just itching to take off again.
Anyone involved in flying at the time had a dread of fire on landing. Pilots held their hands high as they
struggled to escape. I’ve seen so many men burned up, pals as well. You tried never to get too close to people.
They died in a matter of seconds, there was nothing anyone could do. All you could do was stand by helplessly
and watch. You would just hope it was quick. We were always told to move away from the aircraft after a flight as
quickly as possible and wait for 20 minutes before going near it again.
Crash landings were common. Once I was returning from a patrol with pilot Major Egbert Cadbury.
Everything looked all right as we were coming down but as we touched the ground the nose dipped. We lost half
the undercarriage and the plane ended up half-buried in the ground. Major Cadbury and I scrambled out quickly. I
heard a torrent of expletives from the major that included words I’d never heard before or since. Parachutes had
been invented but they were never issued to crews in the RNAS. …
220.141 Excerpt from The Reluctant Tommy\fn{by John Ronald Skirth, Jr. (1897-1977)} Chelmsford, Essex, England,
United Kingdom (M) 9
… The first task I was given outside my official “office” duties was a rather bizarre and, to me, distasteful one.
If a child had later asked me, “What did you do in the Great War, Daddy?” I don’t think I would have selected this
little event.
It is concerned with a small château situated about half a mile to the rear of our gun positions. Its former
occupants had locked and shuttered it and moved out of the danger zone. Its exterior showed no signs of war
damage.
I had orders to march my squad of ten or twelve defaulters (each twice my age—but then I had two stripes and
they had none!)—to this building and “occupy” it. Each man was armed with a shovel or a wooden or iron bar.
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And what do you think “occupying” it meant? The Battery Sergeant Major had been quite explicit. I had to
break in, smash all the ground-floor windows with the exception of those belonging to the “best” room, and pile
furniture against the window openings. Then I was to proceed to the upper floors and do the same, barricading the
window spaces with bedsteads and mattresses.
The men unashamedly enjoyed every minute of licensed vandalism, but it grieved me no end to witness such
pointless destruction. It wasn’t as if the house and its contents were likely to fall into enemy hands. The Battery
Sergeant major had informed me that the C.O. was having the building “prepared” for conversion into a
Divisional Headquarters. (Hence the preservation of one “comfortable” room.) Our own battery would be using
the attic room as its O.P.
Well, several weeks passed before our unit was moved on. Not a single Colonel, Brigadier or any other highranking officer ever came near the place. And as for the attic, one couldn’t see 300 yards ahead for clumps of huge
elms. What an observation post that would have made!
Some time later, alone in the Command Post, I took down the box file marked “Secret” from our stationery
shelf. It was for O.C.’s use only, but nobody had considered it warranted a padlock. Among the assortment of
Roneo-typed papers I came across a Synopsis of Military Law. One clause was directly applicable to the operation
I had carried out. If a building had been severely damaged (it didn’t specify by whom) it was legitimate to “seize”
and put it “in a state of defence” without consulting its owners or any civilian authority. So this was the way Wars
are Won!
No, I would be ashamed to tell a child of mine, “That’s what they made Daddy do in the Great War.” To me,
the amateur soldier, two words described it: Wanton Destruction.
That day, I took my first step along the road to Disillusion.
*
For a month of so 239 Siege Battery was stationed in one of the less active sectors of the Western Front. We
were bedded down on straw in a partially strafed barn belonging to a ruined, unoccupied farm. Our guns, well
concealed by netting screens and overhead covers, were about 600 yards behind our front-line trenches. Beyond
them, on the far side of 250 yards of No Man’s Land, was Fritz.
We hadn’t been in this position more than forty-eight yours before we had oure baptism of fire. The firs tdirect
attack came from the air when a Fokker monoplane (we only had bi-planes) bombed us—without causing damage
to anything but our nerves. Then, after our position had been spotted nd passed on to the enemy batteries, we were
shelled at irregular intervals by our opposite numbers.
We had casualties, but nobody was killed. Not so the horses of the R.F.A. Battery. My first heart-searing
experience of war was when the barn where their animals were stabled was hit and caught fire. We ran to help the
drivers save the poor frantic creatures—but I’d rather not tell you the end of that episode. Instead I’ll write of an
event in which I was more personally involved.
One April day I was enjoying my four-hour off-duty spell, sitting beneath a large tree writing and thinking.
(The latter occupation was to ruin my career as a soldier!} I was trying to trace some lines of a Browning poem
which begins Oh! to be in England | Now that April’s there, and then contains the beautiful line, The wild thrush; |
He sings each song twice over, (a thrush was singing in the branches above me). I was writing, of course, to Ella
and I wanted to include the ppoem in my letter. I was dreaming, too, of Collington Woods near Bexhill, where the
summer before she and I had wandered together. The primroses would be out by now. We hadn’t been sweethearts
in spring-time.
My reverie was rudely interrupted by a runner. I had to report to Batter H.Q. immediately. The C.O. gave me
instructions: I was to conduct a visiting subaltern to our Forward Observation Post and act as his B.C.A. and
Observer for a “shoot”.
I looked at the sub. He wore only one pip on sleeve and shoulder, but he had a red band and gilt braid on his
cap. Second Lieutenant, maybe, but a Staff Officer. Obviously considered himself a somebody. I collected what I
needed, slung on my respirator and binoculars, and we set off.
We had just passed the R.F.A. Batter of 18-pounders when the “let fly” suddenly. I instinctively ducked but,
recognizing the cause of the blasts, almost immediately recovered my composure. But Second Lieutenant
Pilkington lay face downwards in the roadside ditch, apparently expecting the next moments to be his last. (The
ditch, fortunately, was dry.) I had the temerity (and tactlessness) to go over to him and say,
“Nothing to worry about, sir. They’re ours.” He pulled himself up and replaced his braided cap. It cannot be
easy to look either dignified or important crawling out of a ditch, but he did his best and with a look of
contemptuous condescension said,
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“When I want your comments, Corporal, I’ll ask for them.”
“Sao that’s the sort of fellow you are,” I thought! “Bet you’ve never been near the front line before.”
We continued the journey in silence until we reached our support trenches and the front line. The O.P. was
situated in a bay of the front-line trench, and was well enough sandbagged to be safe from anything but a direct
hit. I lifted the first gas curtain—we had two—and in we went.
Mr. Pilkington spread out the map he had brought on the planchette (sort of draughtsman’s drawing-board).
Now his lordship had to speak. He took out his fountain pen and made a small red circle round a pint on the map
he had brought and said,
“That’s the target, Corporal. We are firing twenty-four rounds and I want a good shot. Understand?”
“I think so,” I replied.
“You do not say, ‘I think’ to a superior officer.”
“No, sir?”
“You do say ‘sir’.”
“Yes, sir!”
“Then get on with your bloody job.”
“Very good, sir.”
I took all my “gear” from my haversack—dividers, slide-rule, pencil, map-scale measure, etc.—and placed
them in position, then opened my book of range tables. This was a kind of ready reckoner and of extreme
importance. It allowed me to make calculations to be submitted by telephone to the Battery Commander, who
would give orders to train the guns on the target.
I studied the map carefully. Then I peered through my binoculars across No Man’s Land, to the low ridge
beyond and in the further distance the factory chimneys of Lille. The red ring on the map marked a building near
the outskirts of that city. I was taking my time, but accuracy was essential. Mr. Pilkington was getting impatient.
“Damn it, man, get on with it.”
“I’m sorry, I can’t,” I replied.
“Why the hell not?”
“This map is of no use to me, sir.” His face turned the colour of the ribbon round his cap.
“Are you being insolent, Corporal?”
“I don’t think so, sir.”
“You don’t have to think anything. Get on with it.”
“Yes, sir. May I ask a question?”
“No, you may not. If you can do the job, do it. If you can’t, I’ll report you for incompetence.” I paused for a
moment, then continued.
“This map uses metric measures. All our calculations are based on distances in yards and elevations in feet.
This map gives me ranges in kilometers and heights above sea level in meters.” Trust our High Command not to
know that French maps wouldn’t use yards and inches! We’d only been in the war about three years.
“Then what do you propose to do about it, Corporal?” Sarcasm now. O.K. Two can play that game.
“Nothing, sir. I am under your orders.”
There was a sudden silence. Then, very meekly, I said that I could make conversions but it would take time. I
could see he was fuming. That pleased me so I asked,
“Shall I go ahead, sir?”
“For God’s sake, get on with it.”
It took a good quarter of an hour to plot my graph of conversions. Eventually I was able to evaluate the range
(i.e., distance) of the projected target in yards and its height in feet. The meteorological data I had brought with
me I entered the details on the form used for that purpose. At last I was ready to focus the glasses on the target. I
looked down at the map, then back at the building we were to fire at. I double-checked. There was no element of
doubt. Mr. P. was pacing up and down all the time.
“Sir,” I said at last, “I think there has been a mistake. The target you have ringed is a church.”
“What the hell has that got to do with it?” His face registered incomprehension.
“It’s the tower of a church. There must be a mistake.”
“There’s no mistake. Give me the figures,” he said.
“Sir,” I replied. That is a church. Only the Germans destroy churches.”
“What the hell are you talking about?”
“Churches are consecrated buildings. I wouldn’t want to take part in destroying one.” Pilkington came nearer
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and gave me a look that should have shriveled me.
“Are you a bloody conchie?” I paused before replying.
“I don’t know … Perhaps I am. I don’t think—” He wouldn’t let me go further.
“Listen, Corporal. I am your superior officer. What you think has nothing to do with it. I shall report your
insolence to your Commanding Officer. If you add insubordination to insolence you’ll bloody well wish you’d
never been born. Hand me those figures. That is an order.”
I did so. I had no option. The only other words I uttered were “Yes, sir.,” “No, sir” and “Very Good, sir.”
In the light of after-knowledge I was able to see what that exercise was all about. It enabled Staff Officer
Pilkington to claim that he had served in the battle zone, had been under fire and had distinguished himself as a
competent gunnery officer. This no doubt fitted him for instant promotion among the Big-Wigs back at base. I am
pleased to record that contrary to his report stating that the target had been obliterated, I know that not one shell
within 250 yards of its target.
My calculations must have been very inaccurate!
The next day, our Battery Notice Board displayed the following announcement:
As from April 23rd, Corporal Skirth, Jr., reverts to the rank of Bombardier as a disciplinary measure.
R. A. Snow, Major.
Officer Commanding 239 Siege Battery.
Royal Garrison Artillery.

So that red-ribboned popinjay had reported me—and I had not been called on to give any explanation or offer any
defence. This, I suppose, was military justice.
I had to lose a stripe, prestige and sixpence a day in pay. But worse than all these was the penalty which did
not appear in print. It was communicated to me with great relish by the battery’s prize bully. Sergeant Major
Clinch: I was to be relegated to the foot of the leave rota.
Leave was the one tangible thing to look forward to. Losing it was the part of the punishment which hurt me
most.
Partly from pique, I renounced the privilege of “messing” with the N.C.Os. I told my three friends that from
then on I would “muck in” with them. If in future any of them addressed me by rank (which had been their way)
I’d kick him in the shins!
“My name is Ron,” I said, “not Corporal, of course, and not bloody Bombardier.” Straightaway Jock said
“Ronnie” was the name he’d use.
“You jolly well won’t,” I said. (I hated people calling me that.)
“O.K., laddie; then what about Robbie?”
“Fine,” I said.
From that day on I was blood-brother to Geordie, Bill and Jock. From that day I was proud to be called
Robbie.
That episode proved one thing to me: Army discipline mustn’t be challenged. Pilkington was right: you didn’t
have to think, only obey your superiors. It doesn’t matter how right you are, unless your officer thinks the same as
you, he will be more right when it comes to the crunch. The two stripes on my sleeve meant something to the
gunners who were my inferiors in rank, but nothing to the chap with one pip on his.
Well, I was learning the craft—not the art—of soldiering by slow painful degrees, but I had some way to go
yet. The trouble was the process was taking me further and further along the road to Disillusion.
It wasn’t long before the established Church of England contributed their bit!
*
I have already described the “Christian” environment in which Ella and I grew up. I suppose that fifty years
ago most children had some sort of religious upbringing. Nearly all the elementary schools were owned and
controlled by the Church. The education we received was sectarian to the n th degree. Nowadays they would call it
indoctrination.
Whatever its faults, we willingly accepted the standards and ideals set for us. We knew the Church Catechism
by heart, even if the words “conceived and born in sin” didn’t make sense to us; the Ten Commandments were
recited without fail every Friday morning in the presence of the vicar or his curate. We thought we did pretty well
not breaking any of them. We honoured our parents, we didn’t kill or steal—not often anyway—and we certainly
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never coveted our neighbour’s wife, nor his ox, nor his ass. I could be pretty smug about that one, for my
neighbour hadn’t got an ox or an ass and if you had seen his wife you would understand how easy it was not to
covet her.
But, joking apart, we did derive enjoyment from being brought up in this environment. I don’t think we grew
into prigs, though we had our snobbish opinions and petty prejudices. Obviously the Church of England was the
right religion or it wouldn’t have been patronized by royalty and all the best people. Chapel-goers were rather
lower class and as for the roman Catholics, they were absolutely beyond the pale—they thought Mary as
important as Jesus, burnt candles to saints and said prayers to statues. But all those things were superficialities.
Outside school we played with the lot—irrespective of what place of worship they attended.
Now, that digression over, let’s get on with the story of the one and only time I witnessed the church in Action.
It happened just after the All Quiet phase came to an end. We were more and more frequently in action and
were almost daily retaliated upon by the enemy. As the weeks went by we became less and less the amateur
Kitchener’s Army types and more and more professional. By experience, which they say is the best of teachers,
we learnt to recognize and distinguish between the differences in pitch, intensity, whines, roars and whizzes that
approaching shells would make and could usually estimate whether they were going to fall short, pass overhead or
cause us to take prompt evasive action. Sometimes this meant just falling flat on one’s face and pressing close to
Mother Earth.
;Now one “quiet” Sunday morning in early May orders came round that all C. of E. men were to parade. About
thirty of our chaps turned up—all pretty disgruntled-looking types, I must admit. On reaching the parade-ground
(a field!) we saw a strange sight. From a light General Service lorry a longish trestle table was being unloaded. A
priest in clerical garb took it from the driver and, helped by an assistant padre, erected it in front of the lorry, and
spread a suitable cover over it to convert it into an altar. A gilded crucifix was placed on it, then a chalice and
containers for consecrated bread and wine. All was set for our first al-fresco Holy Communion (by now the group
of waiting communicants had dwindled to a dozen.)
The silence was broken by an enemy plane approaching, flying not overhead, but near enough to divert our
attention. We saw it to be a Fokker and guessed straightaway what its pilot’s mission was. Yes, we were right: he
went straight towards the blimp anchored about a mile behind our gun positions. He fired a burst of incendiary
bullets into the sausage, wheeled away—no doubt watching the two Observers bail out safely; they had their
parachutes strapped on open in readiness—then circled a second time to make sure his task had been completed
successfully and roared away low over our heads back to his base.
A blazing blimp is a magnificent sight—when you’re at a safe distance. (Once I was directly under one when a
Fritzie got it and I didn’t see any fun in it then.) We were entertained most days by raids of this kind, usually
followed by a similar strafe of the German balloons by our Royal Flying Corps. I never saw a shot fired at the
parachuting Observers. I think the two Air Forces had a kind of gentleman’s agreement about shooting sitting—or
rather, falling—ducks.
After this entertaining interlude I was able to collect my thoughts and pout myself into a more devotional
attitude. Then I realized there was only one communicant left—me.
Well, thought I, I had better make the padres’ journey worthwhile, so I started walking towards the improvised
altar. As I was doing so I heard another quite familiar sound—the rhythmical whirring of approaching shells. They
were traveling at higher than average altitude and aimed, I guessed, at the marshalling yards in the rail-head
station five or six miles back. But as in peace, “Safety First” is a good motto, so I rushed to the foot of a big elm
and crouched low against its trunk. My estimate was pretty good: they went over at high velocity, I counted the
seconds and then just as I expected, one-two-three-four deep-voiced “crumps” meant poor old Baillent station had
received another packet.
I looked across the field at the opoen-air “church” just in time to see three figures crawling out from under the
lorry. Now, I thought, perhaps we can get on with my Holy Communion.
Not a bit of it! As I started towards the altar, the trio—two in surplice and one in khaki—whipped their
ecclesiastical gear off the table and had the site cleared in thirty seconds flat. The two padres scrambled over the
tailboard, the driver leapt into his seat and the lorry made the quickest standing start I had ever seen.
I stood gaping at the fast-disappearing wagon, hardly able to believe my eyes.
Those two priests, dressed in the cloth which advertised their faith, had fled at the first inklings of personal
danger! They, God’s agents on earth, had considered the safety of their skins more important than the spiritual
health of my soul. They had given us their blessings when we went off to war, told us God would grant us the
victory our cause deserved. Then at the very approach of danger, their faith was so slender, their trust in God so
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feeble, that they scuttled away like rabbits into their burrows!
I think I was morally shattered by this exhibition. For the first time in my young life I used the word “bloody”
as a real oath. I shouted in their direction—they were out of ear-shot, of course—“You bloody hypocrites!”
*
Before my sweetheart disappears completely from my story, I should record that our correspondence continued
in spite of all obstacles and tribulations. Ella kept me informed with home news throughout the whole of that
terrible period. She remembers how sadly she missed me during the first few months of our separation but her
happy home life and large circle of friends made the days pass pleasantly. I was delighted to hear that she had
taken up singing seriously and was having professional tuition. She had also struck up a close friendship with my
seventeen-year-old sister Elsie-May, so, among other topics, they had me as an object for discussion!
I heard that Evelyn’s Horace was still in “Civvy Street”. “They” still hadn’t come for him. He was alleged to
be engaged in a work of national importance, viz. plumbing.
As time went on and the weeks became months and the months a year or more, Ella was subjected to wellintentioned but somewhat cynical remarks from older girl-friends—not my sister, though—who were getting
engaged or rushing into war-time marriages.
“He’s having a good time over in France with all those fast girls. Why don’t you get out more? Find yourself
another boy,” etc., etc. Ella laughed such comments off.
But the longer the separation lasted the more difficult things must have become for her. The war showed no
sign of ending and often she must have wondered whether I was being as faithful to her as she was to me and
whether our friendship had any real future in store.
Fortunately for me—and I hope for Ella—her parents were “on my side”. She has told me how, when she had
delayed writing to me, on more than one occasion her father said to her sternly,
“If you don’t want to wait for him, write and tell him so!”
Then Ella would feel contrite, reach for the writing-pad and get to work, but the fateful words “I’m not waiting
for you any longer” never went on to appear. She needn’t have worried about topics to write to me about. All I
wished to see was
“I still love you, darling.”
Some time during that summer I had news fro her which she thought I would find disappointing, but strangely
enough I didn’t. A few weeks before she had been due to take her Pupil Teacher Entrance Exam she had been
taken ill. As a result she missed her chance of becoming a teacher. She wsn’t sorry because her experience as a
monitress had convinced her she would not be happy in my chosen profession. She had therefore decided to take
up a business career and had enrolled at “Night School” to take a bookkeeping and secretarial course. Until this
was completed she intended to continue her apprentice teaching.
I wrote to tell her how glad I was at her decision. I didn’t really think we wanted two teachers in the family—if
there ever is a family, I thought ruefully—and anything which brought her happiness would make me happy too.
*
Earlier I stated that I should experience difficulty in the selection of topics for inclusion in the war section of
my story. After a great deal of memory-searching I have decided to describe two only in detail.
I write these accounts fifty-five years afterwards. That’s a huge span of time to elapse and a hazy memory may
play tricks with truth. It would be an impossibility to recreate with complete and absolute accuracy the thoughts,
feelings, opinions and reasoning of more than a half-century past. But I have made an effort to do so.
In part it is not so difficult a feat to attempt. In many respects those opinions, feelings and convictions have
remained with me unchanged through the years. I feel as strongly today that war is futile, that it settles nothing,
that it is uncivilized, cruel and wicked, as I did in 1917 and 1918. So I am confident that the remainder of what I
shall set down is as honest and truthful a record as I can make it.
By virtue of my job, I had to live in a sort of No Man’s Land. I belonged neither to the officer clique nor to the
rank and file. My work segregated me from the latter and made me associate with the former. Of course, that gave
me privileges denied to my fellows, such as spending my on-duty hours in officers’ quarters, usually the Battery
H.WQ., I am not attacking the officer clique but they had the “cushier” life. They rarely suffered the miseries and
hardships of the rank and file. They saw our war, but didn’t live it.
*
The little journal in which I managed to keep a record of my adventures gives a detailed account of the events
of 8 June 1917. I wrote it during one of the few quiet intervals which followed. From it I am extracting the
essentials so as not to over-sensationalize what is already a gruesome story. I tell of what I saw and did n\on one
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of the two most terrifying days of my life, the day when for me the REAL war in all its horror began.
The Battle of Messines was a preliminary to the Third Battle of Ypres. Before it opened the Mesdsines Ridge
had been subjected to the heaviest and most intense artillery bombardment ever seen in war. My battery did its
share, firing continuously for three days and nights.\fn{ In the week before the attack began, some 2,200 artillery guns
bombarded the German trenches with an estimated 3–4 million shells. Equipped with up-to-date and intricate maps of the battlefield,
British artillery succeeded in destroying close to 90% of the German field-gun positions on Messines Ridge:W }

Underneath the enemy front-line trenches at the base of the Ridge were 500 tons of high explosive. At 3 a.m.
on 7 June, every one of our guns opened fire, providing a barrage of exploding shells behind which our infantry
could advance. Simultaneously the subterranean mines were detonated. This was Zero Hour.\fn{ At 3:10am, the mines
were detonated, killing approximately 10,000 German soldiers and destroying most of the fortifications on the ridge, as well as the town of
Messines itself.[18] Reports were made that the shockwave from the explosion was heard as far away as London and DublinTo make matters
worse for the Germans, the explosions occurred while the front line troops were being relieved, meaning both groups (relieving and
relieved) were caught in the blasts:W}

I felt the ground rock beneath my feet although we were over a mile from the scene. It was heard in Kent and
Sussex a hundred miles away and was the biggest man-made explosion before Hiroshima. When the day’s
fighting ended the entire Messines ridge had been captured, together with thousands of prisoners. The artillery’s
job was done and for the remainder of that day our battery was silent.\fn{ Artillery fire resumed at the same moment as the
explosion of the mines. The fire plan called for most of the 18-pounder field guns to fire a creeping barrage of shrapnel immediately ahead
of the advance, while the other field guns and 4.5 inch howitzers fired a standing barrage some 700 yards (640 m) further ahead. The
standing barrage was aligned with known German positions, and lifted to the next target when the advance reached within 400 yards
(370 m) of it. As each objective was taken by the infantry, the creeping barrage would pause 150 to 300 yards (140 to 270 m) ahead of them
and become a standing barrage, protecting the newly gained positions from counterattack while the infantry consolidated. During this time
the pace of fire slackened to one round per gun a minute, enabling the guns and the crews a respite, before resuming full intensity as the
barrage moved on. The heavy and super-heavy artillery fired on German rear areas, and over 700 machine guns participated in the barrage
plan, firing over the heads of the advancing troops:W}

I saw some of the prisoners stream by. But for their gray-green uniforms and strangely shaped helmets they
might have been some of us, viz. ordinary very scared human beings—extremely unlikely to be the baby-killers
and rapists our propagandists had told us about. Many I saw smoking cigarettes handed to them by their captors.
War, I realized then, is a funny business: the nearer you are to the “enemy” the less you hate him. I believe that on
the field of battle hatred only exists in moments of panic and desperation. The soldiers on both opposing sides are
in the same boat—not victors and vanquished, but victims—victims of forces completely beyond their control.
That is why the first reaction of any Tommy to a captured Fritz was,
“Have a fag, chum.” Unconsciously he feels,
“There, but for the grace of God, go I.”
*
I come now to the day after the battle. There was an uneasy silence; everyone knew it was the lull before the
storm reopened Inevitably there would come a counter-attack—the question was when.
Before your infantry attack, you first have to “silence” the enemy’s batteries. This is a polite expression
meaning that you seek out their positions and then blow their guns and men into smithereens. Then they can’t fire
shells at your infantry. This is what we had done the day before—in theory at least. Some German batteries were
certain to be active and many other would have replaced the ones put out of action. The counter-attack would start
with the shelling of our gun positions and those of all our neighbours.
For various reasons, information about the whereabouts of our infantry had failed to reach us. We were well
camouflaged beneath trees, and the screen of wooded ground between us and the old front line prevented us
seeing the actual battleground It was essential to find out our infantry’s new positions. Until they were carefully
plotted on our maps we could not fire a round without endangering our own chaps’ lives.
Major Snow sent a party of four to collect the required information and lay a telephone line from his
Command Post to the new front line. The four were a Lieutenant hedges, Bill and Geordie, whom you already
know, and me. (We had no idea when we set forth what the expedition’s aim was. I only discovered
subsequently.)\fn{The operation was almost totally successful. Meticulously planned, and well executed, the assault secured all its
objectives in less than twelve hours, took more than 7,000 prisoners, and suffered a relatively modest (by WWI standards) 19,000 total
casualties. The combination of tactics proven in other sectors—notably the use of mines, creeping barrages, and small-unit tactics—
allowed for almost complete surprise and rapid advances. The offensive also secured the southern end of the Ypres salient in preparation for
the subsequent offensive in that area}

Bill and Geordie weren’t telephonists at all—they had never laid a line in their lives. The officer in charge was
a newcomer. He had a map in his pocket but very little know-how under his tin hat. I had a carrier pigeon.
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Nobody told me why. I asked Mr. Hedges, but he didn’t know; he assumed I had been told.
The least fortunate of the four were the two Tynesiders. In addition to normal battledress and equipment they
were lumbered with the heavy accumulators which provide power to the telephones, weighty coils of wire and a
wooden box of tools.
With Mr. Hedges leading, map in hand, we reached our old front-line trenches and picked our way between the
shattered barbed wire and huge shell holes into No Man’s Land, which was here about 200 yards across. In the
middle were the only scraps of green vegetation visible. Beyond, leading to the foot of the gently rising Ridge and
up its mile-long slope, was a landscape that was unearthly. Not a blade of grass, not a tree stump more than a few
inches high, not a solitary building had survived the days of concentrated shelling. It was, with the deathly silence
all around, a lunar landscape come to Earth. Here and there between the thousands of shell craters were grayish
heaps of dust which had once been human habitations. I could not help wondering what “cover” we would have if
Fritz started shelling now.
Mr. H., a little fusspot of a man, kept stopping and calling back to us to hurry. Geordie and Bill simply could
not do so with the burdens they had to carry. I was midway between him and them when we reached the site of the
enemy’s old trenches, under which our mines had exploded the morning before.
It was a ghastly sight which met our eyes. I can’t attempt to describe what shapes and colours things which
were once human bodies assume after they have been blown sky high. Some looked like bluish-green replicas of
the Michelin Tyre-man—only inflated to twice life-size Others were … incomplete …
Hedges, with his fingers to his nose, stumbled through and over these objects. I did the same—for a short
distance, then nausea overcame me. I had never set eyes on even a peacefully dead person before. I had the utmost
difficulty in forcing myself forward—over and between what lay there. But Hedges was yelling like a man
possessed and I made myself follow. I turned my head to see where my two pals were. One was being violently
sick. As far as I could see, ahead, to left and right we were the only living creatures in that nightmarish landscape.
I followed the Lieutenant up the cratered slope, averting my eyes as best I could from things I didn’t want to
see. But there was one figure, a few yards from the track we were following, which I could not pass without
taking notice. The officer’s shouts fell on deaf ears. I clambered across a heap of rubble to take a closer look at it.
Then I new I was about to faint. I crouched and pulled my head low between my knees. That little bit of
remembered Scout lore prevented a black-out.
All of a sudden the silence was broken. A rumbling as of a not-very-distant thunderstorm was followed by the
roaring of shells. They passed overhead, on their way to our battery’s positions. More and more followed and we
heard the crump, crump, crump of their explosions. We were unable to see where they fell because of the wooded
terrain where our gun sites were hidden. I expect they were two and a half to three miles behind us.
Then shells began falling shorter. We hurled ourselves into the nearest shell holes heedless of what they
contained. I was lucky for mine was empty. For several minutes there was a “scatter” bombardment, with shells
falling indiscriminately over the whole area.
This was the first time we had been under direct fire away from the battery. There, when shell-danger
threatened we had reasonable protection; here there was no cover whatever.
In the short intervals between bursts of shelling we made some progress. A dozen times we had to flatten
ourselves or jump into a shell hole. Then Fritz decided to switch from using H.E.s\fn{ High explosive shells, which
plunge into the ground before exploding, unless fitted with an impact fuse } to shrapnel. In our shell holes we had been
protected from side-blast, but shrapnel shells are timed to explode in the air—anything from ten to a hundred feet
above your head—showering death-dealing metal all around. Your only protection is your tin hat and you can’t
get all your body under that.
Bill and Geordie, line-testing, found communication with the command Post cut. That meant retracing their
route until they found the cause. Mr. Hedges emerged from his burrow furious at the delay. I was scared myself,
but not half as much as he appeared to be. He went a short distance further, calling to me to follow. I didn’t. I was
in a deep, dry shell hole and I wasn’t moving out of it until I had a very good reason. I lay with only my head
above ground level.
Without any warning a shrapnel shell burst in the air almost immediately above him. I ducked and pressed
myself as close to the slanting side of the shell hole as I could. For several minutes all hell seemed let loose.
Shells of all kinds whined, whistled and screamed, exploding in the air above us and all around. Flying clods of
earth and fragments of steel pelted down on my helmet. Something struck me hard at the back of my knee. Then
the racket stopped—as suddenly as it had begun.
I was sure I had received a serious leg injury. I felt apprehensively along it, moved it nervously and found it
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still all in one piece. It must have been a lump of Messines clay that had given me the thumping wallop! I was so
thankful I forgot my fears for a moment.
I was aware of some shouting and screaming and raised my head to look.
Something horrible had happened to Mr. Hedges. I saw him running down the slope towards me making
incomprehensible noises, with blood streaming down both sides of his face. There was a hole in his shrapnel
helmet. I had no idea what I should do and climbed out intending to meet him, but there was the screaming of
another shell approaching. I flung myself backwards instead. It was another shrapnel. The lethal bits of red-hot
metal rained down. I heard the horrible singing noise they make as they whirr downwards and there were two
sharp “pings” on my helmet to remind me not to be brave and take unnecessary risks. I stayed throughout the next
brief lull and prayed.
Silence again. Where were Bill and Geordie? There wasn’t a sign of them. Nor of Mr. Hedges. I must do
something.
I scrambled to where I had last seen him. I looked all around. There were hideous things to be seen—but none
of them was Mr. Hedges. I never saw him, or heard of him, again.
But what of my old pals? I wouldn’t be able to live with myself if I didn’t find them. I hurried as best I could
towards where they had been repairing the line.
I did find them. And how I wished I hadn’t. They were past my help, or anybody else’s. I burst into
uncontrollable tears. I remember crying,
“Oh God! Why couldn’t you have let them die less horribly?”
I tried to console myself with the thought that I had been spared the mental agony of watching helplessly while
they died. I don’t think I could have stood that. But I felt that something inside me had died too. I was heartbroken.
(I remember a biblical sentence coming into my head: “And in death they were not divided.” How ludicrously
inapt it was! For they had been most grotesquely and obscenely divided.)
I was still partly stupefied when I stumbled into a shell hole some distance away. Suddenly the fact registered
that I was still carrying the pigeon basket. Again I thought, I must do something, but I hadn’t been told what the
object of our expedition was. Somebody should have given me instructions to follow in an emergency. But they
hadn’t. I was on my own.
The significance of the carrier pigeon came quite clearly to me now. It was our means of communication if all
else failed. But with whom was I to communicate? And about what? I could only guess what my position was. If I
went forward I would presumably reach our new front-line trenches. But they might be one, two, or even three
miles beyond the crest of the Ridge. And suppose Fritz’s counter-attack was let loose soon. I wouldn’t stand a
chance: I’d be blown to bits by the artillery barrage, and if not by his, then by ours. (I was midway between the
two armies, both resting and licking their wounds, as it were.)
I remember feeling very shaky, not so much with fear, perhaps, as hunger. We had brought no rations with us. I
didn’t think I had stamina left to struggle upwards towards the summit of the ridge. Downhill would be less
exhausting. Besides, a retreat into our own territory—assuming I could find the way—wouldn’t require as much
courage as an advance into the unknown. Whatever decision I made, I would lose if the shelling restarted. My
luck couldn’t hold out much longer.
One thing I could decide at once. What to do with the pigeon! Where would its “home” base be? It wouldn’t
fly to our batter, I knew that. Divisional H.Q. perhaps. Or Army Corps H.Q.? I’d better get a message ready.
“Report three of our party killed; I’m attempting to return to 239 S.B.”
I hoped the paper they gave you was big enough. You fold it up small and put it into a little metal container and
attach it to the bird’s leg. How? I fished around in my pockets. Damn! I hadn’t brought a pencil with me. Never
mind, there would be one in the basket.
I unfastened the straps and opened the lid. There wasn’t any pen, pencil or paper. Only a dead pigeon.
Strange, isn’t it? How some of life’s little problems solve themselves.
Of course, like Ella, you will think it strange that I hadn’t already been aware of the fact because of the
absence of wing-fluttering or noises from the basket. But I hadn’t. I had been extremely pre-occupied with other
matters. Anyway, it was a very docile Pigeon. It had never fidgeted from the very start. Perhaps it had been dead
all the time.
I was desperately afraid. I am not ashamed to admit it. As the daylight weaned and the mists grew thicker my
imagination ran riot. It was my loneliness as much as my fear that made me see those ghastly swollen parts of
bodies somehow assembling themselves into horrific evil beings. Evil things about to take revenge on me for
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what had happened to them.
I found my way back, eventually. I sang almost every hymn I knew as loudly as I could, thinking perhaps to
keep the evil spirits at bay. It seemed impossible that I could be the only living human being when, within five
miles, there were thousands of concealed men of both armies, all as silent as the dead. But so it was. I have never
in my life before or since been in such mortal terror.
Perhaps some of my feathered comrade’s homing instinct had been bequeathed to me; perhaps my prayers to
God to guide me had been answered: just when I was sure I hadn’t strength left to crawl any further, I caught sight
of the partially screened flashing of hand-torches. A minute or two more and there were Jock and Windy hauling
me up over the tail-board of a lorry—and Jock’s voice:
“Where the hell have ye been, Robbie? Ye bloody near missed the bus!”
As we drove off, the shelling restarted. We were moving out of the line because the Big White Chiefs
considered we’d finished our part in winning the Battle of Messines and they had generously granted us a threeday rest. We didn’t know it, but that was the last “rest” we were to have for five long months.
As we jolted along, in between the snatches of conversation, in between the little prayers of gratitude that,
unobserved, I offered to God, I pondered over the day’s events. I wish I could have seen the tragic-comic element
in it—the traipsing into and out of battle with a bird in a basket—but of course I couldn’t. All I could think of was
that a young officer’s life had been thrown away and two of my closest friends had been blown to pieces.
For what? For whose satisfaction? For King and country, surely! If they were ever found, if they were buried,
their tombstones would tell how they gave their lives for both. For a King who’d never heard of them and a
Country full of war profiteers.
*
But I must return to something which exercised a terrible fascination for me.
A hundred things shocked me beyond imagination that dreadful day, but it was this one that made the deepest,
and as I found subsequently, the most lasting impression.
It was a sight I would have liked to avoid, but there was a compulsion to look which I could not resist. I have
told you already that I had to fight an inclination to faint as I stepped around a crater’s rim to take a closer view.
What I saw might have been a life-size wax model of a German soldier. He was in a posture I can only
describe as half-sitting and half-reclining. Resting his body on the edge of a smaller shell hole he had leaned back
against a mound of thrown-up earth. But for his complete immobility you would have thought he had assumed
that position quite deliberately and, overcome by tiredness, had fallen asleep. Everything about his posture looked
perfectly natural and normal—except that there was something you don’t see, you feel. An aura of death.
There was no bloodstain, no bruise visible either on his person or uniform. Leaning back, his helmet had been
tilted upwards revealing his face. It was the deathly pallor of that face which shocked me beyond my powers of
description. Part of a lock of blonde hair was resting on his forehead above the two closed eyes. I thought
Germans wore their hair closely cropped—but not this one. There was the suggestion of a smile on the pale lips—
a smile of contentment.
I fought down my initial revulsion and went closer still. This figure was my enemy. He had been my enemy,
perhaps, but he wasn’t now. For this man I should feel hatred, not compassion.
This man! He was, or had been, no man. He was a boy who, but for the colour of his hair and uniform, must
have looked very like me. I was nineteen, he probably younger still. What could he possibly have done to deserve
this?
Whatever killed him, it couldn’t have been one of our mines—otherwise his body would have been inflated till
it had burst open to look like those … those other things. No, he must have died of shell shock.
One hand still held the open wallet he had been looking at before death struck. There were two mica windows
with photographs behind them. One must have been of his parents. The other had “Mein Hans” written diagonally
across one of the lower corners. It was the picture of a young girl who could have been Ella’s twin sister.
I was sick with shame and pity. That was the sight at which but for the first aid treatment I’d given myself, I
would have fainted.
Things hardly ever seemed to work out for me the way my elders thought they should. No doubt they would
have expected me to be filled with implacable hatred towards any man in a German uniform. To be glad to see
one of my country’s enemies dead. To vow revenge against them for the wrong they had done to Geordie and Bill.
But it was not so. To me, all three were killed by the stupidity of others. Hans had died as uselessly as Bill and
Geordie. And when the thought came to me, as it did, that it might have been the blast from one of our shells, one
of my shells, which killed young Hans, I felt a sense of guilt almost over-shadowing my pity and sorrow.
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On 8 June 1917 war for me changed from being an abstraction to a personal problem. From that day forward it
became my war. I, not others, was responsible. I would have to live my life with a troubled conscience.
And only ten months before, I had been a raw scholar sitting in his classroom at school.
My adolescence ended that day. Henceforward I had to live and think as an adult. …
225.32 Excerpt from Pavements Of Anderby\fn{by Winifred Holtby (1898-1935)} Rudston, East Riding of Yorkshire,
England, United Kingdom (F) 10
1
“This is the place,” said Flavinus.\fn{This section is headed: A.D. 407-410}
Pertacus grunted, flinging his cloak down to the close-cropped turf and lowering himself stiffly on to it. He
was quartermaster of the Sixth Legion at York, a gross able fellow, considerably senior to the tall, fair-haired
centurion who accompanied him. They had left their horses a mile away on the road that runs from York to the
sea, and it had been rough walking.
“It’s hot here. Not a bad place, though.” The quartermaster removed his helmet and looked round at the green
cup of the wolds, the flying clouds and the sheep on the mound sealing the eastern valley.
“How far from the sea?”
“Five miles due east: six, maybe, along the valley. But that little hill shelters us from the sea wind.”
“You’ll need shelter from more than wind if I know anything. Yes—take them off—” Pertacus indicated the
other’s tufted helmet and heavy breastplate which bore seven phalaræ for valour.
“Sit down. I want to talk to you. You’re entitled to your discharge, of course, and the land. As quartermaster,
I’ll see you get your rights. But—I thought I was your friend, Flavinus. You might explain yourself.”
“I am tired. I grow old. I have served my time. My mother was of the Brigantes. This is her country. I want to
spend the rest of my life in peace,” recited Flavinus in a well-worn formula.
“Shall I tell you what I think?” asked the quartermaster.
Flavinus nodded. Dropping lightly to the ground he sat, arms locked round his legs, chin on bare knees.
“Your mother was of the Brigantes—a camp-follower.” The voice of Pertacus was now the voice of the Prefect
of the Sixth Legion, delivering judgment. “But your father was noble. Your grandmother came over with
Constantine’s bodyguard. You are more Roman than most of us.”
“I was brought up as a camp-follower—running round the Karraba and living on stolen scraps.”
“I know how boys live in a garrison city,” chuckled Pertacus. “Undoubtedly you deserved your beatings.”
“I hated it. I wanted order, decorum. These qualities are not conspicuous among the booths, and bakeries and
other places. But the Army stood for them. We all belonged to it, the town, the camp, the Karraba. York was the
Army. The roads belonged to it and the great cranes and catapults. When we ran to the wall to see the cohorts
marching out, breaking step over the Bridge, the Eagles swaying, the helmets, the standards, the horsemen—then
indeed—”
“Then indeed you fell in love, Flavinus, and like most youthful lovers, wooed your mistress. In other words,
you made a pestilential nuisance of yourself until a Welsh slinger or some such low barbarian let you carry stones
for him. You went to the Wall with the auxiliaries, and won your freedom at Rutchester saving a drunken
blackguard from a peculiarly unpleasant death.”
The blackguard in question had been Pertacus, then a roystering captain of the Sixth.
“You became a legionary. You were sent to Gaul. You were sent to Pannonia. You came back to York a
centurion—considerably decorated. If we are to be frank, I found you a pleasant friend. When a certain very
secret, very important message had to be taken to Rome, I recommended you. You prayed to see Rome before you
died. I knew of your old dream. I remembered a little altar you had built at Rutchester, where you prayed that one
day you might visit Rome. A man in love, I thought, will go further than a cold one … It was a mistake.”
“I took your message.”
“Do I deny it? But I lost my friend.” Flavinus bit his lip.
“Since then, and you know it, you have been a changed man. Oh, you do your duty well enough. But—but I
know men and when their hearts are divided. You could have risen high. You could have captained a cohort—you
might have been—who knows? General of the Legion. You prefer your discharge and an acre or two of land
here.” For a moment both men kept silent; then Flavinus said:
“I was wrong. You have a right to know. But—it is—difficult.” Pertacus waited.
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“My mother had told me tales about my father, and his father, and the journey from Rome—as she had
dreamed of it.”
“Barbarians have flamboyant imaginations.”
“Oh, she was not so far wrong. The streets, the circuses, the Forum; I saw them all. I arrived in time for a
Triumph. I saw the Emperor. The imperishable city—Eternal Rome!” Flavinus laughed—unpleasantly. Pertacus
waited.
“Well?” The centurion turned upon his friend in a fury of bitterness.
“Pertacus—she is not imperishable. She is a fraud—an image—an empty shell. Rome will perish, as Athens
and Carthage perished. The people are restless; the generals quarrel; the fortifications crumble. We bribe the
barbarians to go away—and they return. Circus proprietors grow rich, but farmers hunger; and old soldiers rot at
the street corners. We needed a Caesar—and we got a—”
“Stop! Not even here must you talk treason. Not even to me.” The quartermaster’s tone changed. “So in Rome
you learned nothing but—impatience.”
“I learned this.”
Flavinus thrust his hand into his tunic and brought out a parchment. It was crumpled and sweat-stained, but
Pertacus, holding it at arm’s length from his long-sighted eyes, could see the drawing of a girl in a gray-blue tunic,
her black hair bound with red, starting back in dismay from a fallen mirror.
”The mirror, you observe, is broken,” said the centurion.
“I always knew there was a woman in it.” Pertacus concluded, but aloud he said only:
“I see. Because she broke the mirror, you will not go back to her. Is that it?” The lean, fanatical face of
Flavinus curved into a grim smile.
“Her name was Rome,” he muttered.
“Well, if you must turn hermit, I cannot stop you. You’d better build your villa and plant your garden, and I’ll
send Vinna, if you like, to work this pretty picture of yours into mosaic pavement. It’s a neat fashion, though I
personally prefer a girl that you can cuddle. Take care the pirates don’t eat you.”
He rose stiffly, his bulk encumbering him. But there was feeling in the face he turned to the centurion.
“I suppose it’s no use persuading you? You just feel nothing’s worth fighting for since she”—he shrugged a fat
shoulder—“broke the mirror?”
“It is no use. But I thank you—always,” and Flavinus rose lightly and smiled down at his friend.
“I wish you well—always,” said the quartermaster. “You might have had glory—you have chosen peace. I do
not know if one is possible without the other.”
Pertacus never knew. The centurion built his villa, and Vinna copied the picture into his pavement. But when,
three years later, Rome fell, the red-haired pirates sweeping along the British coast no longer raided and ran; they
slaughtered and stayed. Among others, they killed Flavinus; but his pavement was spared because the Northmen
too preferred girls whom they could cuddle, and pressed on inland, leaving nature to finish their work of
desolation.
*
“I’ll give up and be damned,” Ted Burroughs swore, swinging the plough heavily round the narrow headland.
“Gee back, Sally! Come over, Prince!”\fn{This section is headed: A. D. 1933-1951}
The horses scrambled sideways and settled into the straight; but the deep-biting coulter hit some immovable
object, and the chains jerked taut. Ted tilted the plough, but it still stuck. Everything was against him, give up and
be damned he might, but what could a man do nearing forty, who had failed at farming and supported a family? If
he stayed, what chances had he, with Naylor refusing credit for seed, and Mackenzie growing nasty about his
overdraft, and nothing coming from lambs because he had sold the ewes to pay for John’s operation?
And the boy had died anyhow. He kicked the hidden stone, swearing, but could not shift it. Unbuckling the
spade strapped to his plough handles, he dug, expending on the effort his fury against banks and seedsmen,
governments and mortgage-holders. Did they think a man was made of money? Didn’t they know there was a
slump on?
Ted had been a fighter. On the Rural District Council, in the local branch of the National Farmers’ Union, he
had defended the interests of smallholders. But he was handicapped. He had no capital—he had lost the boom
years of the War by serving abroad with the East Yorks, more fool he—and everywhere he turned now he was
cornered, by falling prices, by foreign imports, by dwindling credit. He lifted his spade, using it like a pick.
“If this was Arras,” he thought, “there might be a dead shell here—or a skull.”
But what he found was a ledge of cement, its surface encrusted with small coloured discs. He picked up a
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couple of loose ones and stood uncertain, turning them over in his earth-stained palm. Then he began to dig
wildly, spraying with soil his patient horses’ fetlocks.
That evening his wife cycled in great excitement to tell the Rector that Ted had found a Roman pavement in
the eighteen-acre. The Rector came—and, having seen, telegraphed to an antiquarian friend at York who motored
over next morning.
There was no doubt about it. Within three days, the pattern lay revealed, the conventional border round the
edges broken, but the sagging centre, where the hypocaust flues had subsided, almost perfect, displaying a girl in
a gray limestone tunic, her black hair bound with a terra-cotta fillet, regarding with consternation a broken mirror.
The background was white, the design very fresh and delicate.
“Not entirely local materials,” said the man from York. “Limestone—brick—flint—marble. That’s a bit of
Samian ware; very small tesseræ.\fn{Pieces of mosaic inlay} A remarkably fine specimen, Mr. Burroughs. I
congratulate you.”
But Ted was too dazed to realise his good fortune. His wife was far from dazed. Imminent ruin had sharpened
her intelligence. She offered tea to her visitors and they praised her cheesecakes. She inquired about the value of
the pavement, its age, its rarity, its legal ownership. But the gentlemen were more interested in the duty of
washing the tesserae with milk and conducting further excavations.
Next day a reporter appeared from the Hardrascliffe Herald, and Mrs. Burroughs began her first lesson in the
exploitation of Good News Value. It was she who had the diggings fenced round with sheep net, she who charged
half-a-crown for the First Hundred Entrance Fees, she who served Yorkshire Teas, plain at ninepence, with ham
and eggs, one and six.
She took her daughter away from High School to act as cashier, engaged two girls from the village as
waitresses, and sent one of the farm lads to supervise the car-park. She had been a great one for school treats and
Mothers’ Union teas, and was not harassed when daily through the summer cars and buses, long-distance motor
coaches, cyclists and hikers demanded lunch, tea or supper. She dropped her entrance fee to 6d., children halfprice, and beside the meals sold local dainties such as folk could hardly obtain elsewhere—saucer-cheese cakes
flavoured with rum, spiced bread, pasties, and bacon-cake.
At the last moment for the late spring sowing she sent Ted to see Naylor, with ten pounds cash deposit. Even
when Ted unloaded his sacks of seed in the yard, he hardly realised the full implications of his restored credit. He
was lost in wonder. The excavations had revealed to him, not only broken tiles and flues and pediments, but a
hidden world of knowledge and enchantment. He borrowed books from the rector, questioned the visitors, and
soon became the best showman of his own discovery. The past obsessed him. He had, of course, always known
that the grass track along the ridge of the wold was called the Roman Road; but it meant nothing. News of
earthenware vases, and bronze brooches found in chalk-pits, had left him indifferent.
But now Roman Britain became real to him. It contained villas with central heating and baths and sanitation. It
harboured the grace and dignity of the dark-haired lady. He dreamed of her by night, and by day adored her. Who
was she? How did she come there? What did she mean? Why was the mirror broken?
Mrs. Burroughs, of course, had other problems. Anderby was transformed. From an obscure agricultural wold
village it had become a centre of international interest. And the Burroughs’ good fortune aroused jealousy. Their
profits were unearned increments. Every farmer and smallholder began digging furiously. Gardens became
trenches; one cottage, undermined, collapsed in a snowstorm. Technical details of archaeology were debated
ferociously in the Flying Fox. Rival tea shops sprang up in all directions. A gold rush was nothing beside this
Rush for Roman Pavements.
“Ruins are ruins,” said Mrs. Burroughs, “all the wold over.”
Good cooking also was good cooking. She felt full confidence. Their attraction was perennial. In any case, no
further villas were unearthed. The Burroughs prospered.
But when Ted’s wife, three years later, proposed that they should leave Anderby and take the High Farm at
East Ollington, he stared at her.
“Now that’s a nice farm. A bright chap with a bit behind him could make something of that,” she urged him.
Her motives were quite simple. She had never lost sight of Ted’s old interests; she thought of him as a keen
farmer with a taste for local politics, and saw herself, with a manager at the café, and her brother’s son at the villa
collecting entrance fees, while she queened it, the Squire’s wife almost, of High Ollington. She did not realise that
Ted as well as Anderby had altered.
For weeks he would not budge, and then he compromised. He built a new house twenty yards from the villa.
He gave his wife and daughter their own way about lounge hall, bathroom and electric refrigerator; but he himself
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chose the black and white tiles of the long passage. Their cool austerity was a tribute to the classical beauty that
he worshipped. He put in a foreman to manage the small holding. He ignored the strife of neighbours torn by
jealousy. He refused to join the activities of the National Farmers’Union. Agriculture meant effort; politics
conflict; he desired peace.
To do him justice, he was quite disinterested. He paid no heed to the talk that farming was queer and men well
out of it, nor to the rector’s wry aphorism that when empires crumbled losses were made on bread and gains on
circuses. He settled down to read about Roman Britain, to collect coins and to brood over his pavement Lady. She
meant for him all security and all beauty.
Beauty and security were his companions until one night when, hearing the first raiders of the Second World
War zoom down the East Coast, he rushed out in frenzied anguish and fell under the chance-dropped bomb that
scattered the fine mosaic.
*
The gyrocopter sailed over the rim of the wold and sank silently into the deep meadow. The woman sprang out
and stood stretching her bare arms and looking around the green cup of the hills, the flying pageant of cloud, and
the steep mound sealing the eastward valley.\fn{ This section is headed: A. D. 3406}
“You’re right,” she said. “It’s perfect. Only I can’t see the sea.” The man behind her chuckled.
“That’s just the point. It’s more peaceful without it.” He bent aside the long pollen-dusted grasses before
lowering his stiff body to the ground.
“The sea’s restless. Too animated.”
“Like the Textile Council?”
He frowned quickly; then, looking up at her, found the sight so satisfying that for a whole minute he remained
in mute beatitude, contemplating the meadow which was to be his home and the woman who was to share it. The
lines of irritation and anxiety faded in his brown, tired face. Then she broke his mood by eager questioning, and
he explained:
“Three acres of private garden, grazing rights on the wold. A house facing east and west with a long flank clear
to the south, and sheltered by that plantation. Light, heating, provisions and communications supplied. Also a
gyrocopter. That’s the agreement. You must admit, they’ve done me handsomely.”
“You’ve earned every inch of it. You’ve worked—”
It was the forbidden subject. She flung herself down on the grass crying,
“Ah, my love! We’ll be so happy here.”
But no southern prospect would restore to him his work as Chairman of the World Distributive Textile Council,
and no calm country life make him forget her sacrifice in abandoning the administration of Area 9876 to follow
him.
He had been right to resign, of course. So fundamental a difference of opinion made things impossible. Had he
been an older man, a centenarian retiring comfortably, full of honours, he could have enjoyed it; but for a young
man under seventy, to drop out because he had been defeated, because after forty years’ invincible diplomacy he
was tired, and, being tired, irritable, and being irritable had lost the art of making men fall in love with his ideas—
that was bitter. For a proud man, an able man, a man who loved authority—bitter indeed. She knew it.
“Listen,” she cried. “Isn’t that a cuckoo? It’s late too—at the end of June.” But neither cuckoos, nor the flying
pageant of cloud, nor the yellow cat’s ear jewelling the long grass, could charm him.
“I’m hungry,” she suggested. “Do let us eat now.” From the cabin of their machine she brought bread, cheese,
fruit, honey and a salad, wrapped in cool celium.
“I’ve only brought one knife for everything. Do you mind?” She cut the loaf into crusty hunks, and divided the
cheese.
“Our first meal in our new home. This shall be the dining-room. A tiled floor, I think. Green and white
alabaster. We won’t get all our food sent us. We’ll cook a little. I know how you love messing about with salads
and cakes and things. And we’ll keep our own cows. You don’t know how immensely efficient we shall be.”
That, again, was a blunder. Their efficiency made retirement shameful.
“Give me the knife. I want to peel an apricot.”
It was smeared with cheese when he handed it, and, to clean it, she thrust the long blade into the turf beside
her. Angry with her tactlessness, outraged by a situation necessitating tact, she thrust savagely, as though stabbing
to the heart their harsh dilemma; but the point struck a stone and stuck, the flexible metal quivering. She tried
again, with the same result.
“Queer. The chalk’s usually quite three feet below the soil about here.”
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“Give it to me,” the man said, and leaned over, piercing the earth upon his further side. Again the blade ran
down four inches and stuck there, and again and again.
“Must be a big boulder. Queer.”
His interest cheered her; she fanned its feeble flame, for anything was better than the nagging memory of
failure and desertion. They began to cut the turf, tugging the sods by their long tresses of rye grass and cocksfoot.
“Why, look—it’s smooth—it’s straight—a pavement!”
Four inches below the close-woven texture of the grass-roots lay a chequered pattern of black and white
marble tiles. With growing excitement they prodded the ground all round them.
“It’s some kind of corridor—stretching north and south.”
“I thought all pre-chaos sites were further west,” she told him. “Don’t antiquarians say these wolds were
always sparsely populated, except by grain-growers and cattle-slaughterers?” She shrank from mention of that
final barbarism.
“I doubt if anywhere was really unpopulated in those days,” he said grimly. “Families pullulating everywhere
among their beastly machines and huddled slums. Ugh!”
“It can’t all have been hideous, though.” She sat back on her heels, stroking with one slim earth- stained finger
the marble tile. “This looks quite attractive.”
“I suppose that even then some fool might try to build himself a safe retreat where life might not be too
intolerable.”
A retreat? Safety? A cloud crossed the sun and chilled her heart. She shivered, afraid, not of that bestial,
crowded, anarchical Society before the Great Chaos of the twentieth century and the Dark Ages that followed it,
but of the disintegration threatening their own delicately-poised plan of order, the rumours of possible breakdown,
quarrellings of the world-executive, and all the incredible possibilities of ruin.
As though reading her thoughts, he cried, “We’re well out of it. At least we shall have a few years to cultivate
our garden,” and she felt again that urgent impulse to escape, get clear from the conflicting interests, the personal
rivalries, the unmitigated efforts by which alone men staved off such disaster. But when she looked up she dared
not meet the man’s eyes, and when she edged the blade of the knife below another sod, it was not physical
exertion which flushed her cheeks and vexed her hurried breath.
“They look new, don’t they? As if they hadn’t been used much?” she asked tentatively.
“Late pre-chaos,” he grunted, tugging at a young ash-shoot.
“Only a few years laid, perhaps, before the first bombing and the Great Terror.”
“Damn you! Damn you!” He sprang back in a fury. “Can’t you ever let me alone? Nag, nag, nag! Is there no
place on earth where a man can get away and be happy?”
She had once known how to make him laugh at his own ill-temper; but the spell was broken. The marble
pavement, with its witness to human faith and insecurity, challenged them. They could never retire and leave their
work unfinished. They must go back to the unending struggle against the forces of chaos and destruction, since no
retreat in the world held lasting safety, and peace and beauty were bought by constant effort. When they climbed
back into the gyrocopter they were so deep in discussion of his new tactics that they forgot to speculate about the
origin of the pavement. Within a fortnight the grass had hidden all traces of its brief emergence from oblivion.
2
I had never known so unfriendly a sea, nor an esplanade with such bleak-faced, cynical houses. The wind
screamed, whipping the gray water to angry foam, and tearing at the sign-board outside the tea-shop as though it
wanted to hurl it at my head.
Suddenly frightened, I opened the door and took refuge in the parlour behind the shop. There were other
fugitives here, it seemed, a rosewood piano with faded green silk behind its fretwork panels, a rickety table, with a
tarnished silver vase to hold imitation chrysanthemums and dyed grasses, a dreary seascape in a chipped gilt
frame. Here, with the wind shut out by the torn lace curtains, we were safe.
I had just ordered tea when a little woman entered, blown in by the wind like a drifting leaf. She looked at me
nervously, smiled, and then began to fumble in her purple reticule, making small gentle sounds of irritation. With
her blown gray curls beneath a ridiculous flower-trimmed hat, her incongruous leopard-skin coat and her wild
brown eyes, she seemed like a lost Bacchante, timidly rakish. Directly our tea was brought she sat down close
beside me, but instead of pouring out, she suddenly began to cry with quiet persistence.
“It’s such a wind,” she said by way of explanation. Then,
1188

“I haven’t a hanky, please.” I produced my own handkerchief and said,
“Perhaps you’ll feel better after you’ve had some tea.” She brightened immediately, like a confiding child.
“Yes. Of course. It may be the tea I want. Though for years, ever since I was ill, I’ve never been able to bear
letters. They always upset me like this. There’s first the sound of the postman’s footstep along the path, and you
lie in bed and pray and pray that it may be the letter, only somehow you feel that if he does stop at your house,
you can’t bear it. Then the knocker goes, crack! crack! And then there’s the soft flutter of the letter falling on to
the mat. And after that you’re so much afraid it mayn’t be the letter, that you lie in bed with the clothes round your
ears and try to pretend you haven’t heard anything.”
“All day?” I asked. She nodded, with her half-knowing air of wisdom.
“All day. If you came down, you see, you’d have to find it. And then you’d have to open it. And then you
might know that everything you’d been waiting for for fifteen years had happened.” She shivered.
“The days aren’t so bad. It’s the nights, when you lie and think and think, remembering, and listening to the
wind. And when there’s a moon, you see all your clothes lying out on the chairs and tables, as though they grew
there.”
“Are you quite alone?” I asked, beginning to pour out the tea for us both. She pushed the wisps of hair back
from her eyes, and smiled at me.
“I wish I’d washed my face,” she observed irrelevantly. “I didn’t know there’d be company.”
“I’m not company, and your face is charming.”
“Do you really think so? Oh, but not now. My hair’s all gray. It was pretty once, I believe. People used to say
so, but that was when my husband was alive. You didn’t know him, did you? Yes, thank you, I will have a little
bread and butter.” She stopped and began to eat with quick greedy snatches, as though she had been starving.
“I used to have such pretty clothes,” she said when she had finished two slices. “This coat now. Of course, they
do get crumpled. It’s fifteen years, you see, and I’ve never thought it worth while to unpack properly. You see,
sometimes you want a silk petticoat, or a pair of gloves, or a new dress, and you just go to the boxes and get it out,
and when you’ve done with it, you can’t bear to say, ‘Good-bye, I shan’t want you again.’ So there they lie, just
on the chairs and the floor. I don’t know how many. But it doesn’t matter, as no one ever comes. I’m always
saying I’ll get them put away, but then the letter might come any day.”
She waited. There seemed to be no adequate comment. She drank her tea, and then began again, in her pretty,
hesitating voice. There was a charm about her more strangely touching than anything I had ever known.
“You see, we were Quakers,” she continued. “Poor papa kept a store in York, and he did very well, people say,
and I was the only girl and brought up so carefully, only he wasn’t very careful with his money, always so good to
every one, and after he died there was nothing left, only I was married then, so that didn’t seem to matter, and my
husband kissed me and was so kind, and I never thought about the money. You didn’t know my husband, did
you?” I shook my head.
“I’m quite a stranger here, just waiting between two trains.”
“Of course. How silly I am. I forgot there was no one left. I almost forget how to talk. It’s funny, isn’t it? When
my husband and I used to be such talkers. Like children, they said we were, although he was a mining engineer
and so very clever. We lived in that big stone house on the right as you come in to the station. It’s a lovely house.
He built it for me. It’s queer to think of that now, isn’t it? Double windows it has, to keep out the wind. I hated the
wind so and the noise it makes coming up over the sea. When he was with me it didn’t matter so much, because
I’d just lie tight in his arms, and when the wind made a noise he’d kiss me, and promise to take care of me. He
was a dark man, my husband, very fine and upstanding and not afraid of anything.”
She rose and walked drearily to the window. The wind flung storms of spray across the esplanade; the sky was
dark and malign.
“This is a common place now,” she said. “In summer it’s full of trippers, like Blackpool. I think Blackpool’s
very common, don’t you? And when I married, I lived like such a lady. When people called who weren’t very
nice, my husband used to say, ‘Now, Daisy, never you mind them. We don’t want anyone but ourselves.’ So by
and by they left us alone, because there aren’t really any nice people about here.
“We used to dress for dinner every night. I’d come and sit all dressed at eight o’clock, waiting for the gong to
ring. But he was so often late. He would go down those horrid mines, although he was an engineer and a
gentleman. But he wasn’t afraid of anything. I’d have the soup brought in in the silver tureen and sit in my low
dress, waiting. Father hadn’t liked me to wear low dresses, because we were Quakers, but my husband didn’t go
to church at all, although he was a very good man, and he said he liked to see my shoulders. He said there weren’t
any so pretty in the county. And sometimes he’d come in quietly and kiss the back of my neck, right in front of the
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servants, and I’d say, ‘Oh, for shame,’ but he’d only laugh. Weren’t we silly? Like two children.
“But sometimes I’d wait and wait. One night he didn’t come and didn’t come, and I sat all night with the lights
full on, though the maids did try to make me go to bed. He didn’t even send a wire.
“Well, that time he did come back. I saw him walking up from the morning train, and then I couldn’t stop
crying. Not for hours. But there was one time.” She shivered.
“I was all ready. I had a new frock, I remember, very pretty, all pale blue and little roses. It’s lying in my box
now. And he didn’t come and didn’t come, and I sent the maids to bed. There was such a wind. Oh, you can’t
think what the wind was like that night, laughing at me. And in the morning I was still in my evening dress, and
the lights on. And I ran to watch him come up from the morning train. And he didn’t come. It wasn’t till tea time
in the evening that they came to tell me he’d had an accident and he was quite dead.
“I’d never known before how big the house was. He had seemed to fill it, but then I got ill, and there were no
friends, though the maids were kind. And it was all so strange. And when I got a little better they told me he had
been like poor papa, and hadn’t any money, and there only was the house that he had built me because that was
mine. And I was to move into this little cottage and let the house or try to sell it. But I’d never known anything
about money, because my husband had done everything like that for me. It was all so strange, like one of those
bad dreams that go on and on.
“They sent away the maids, and Mr. Smallwood, the lawyer, took a cottage for me. A nice old gentleman he
was, but busy, and there were no friends. And he told me that as soon as he had an offer for the house he’d write
to me, and then I should have some money and could go and live in the South or somewhere where there were
people.
“It isn’t a nice cottage. Not at all nice. It’s in a row and the neighbours are horrid people, fishermen, and
miners and the like. Oh, not at all the sort of people I’d ever known. But it wasn’t to be long, Mr. Smallwood said.
We had such a big, fine house. Some one would be sure to give me a lot of money for it.”
“And can’t you let it?”
“It’s the wind,” she said. “People come to look at it and then go away because of the wind. But Mr. Smallwood
came to see me two months ago and said he really thought things were going to happen. For a school or
something. But it’s been fifteen years. And even the grocer’s dog doesn’t come to play with me now. It’s getting
old, I suppose, and I’m getting old … And if I were to move, where am I to go to? They say here I’m a bit queer
in my head. But if I could get away … Somewhere where there isn’t any wind.”
“Do you think your letter is from the lawyer?” She glanced up at me fearfully, as though I were trying to trap
her.
“It might be. It’s in his writing. I always bring my letters here because I can’t bear to open them alone in the
cottage.”
“Would you like me to open it for you?” I asked. “Perhaps that would be easier for you.”
“No, no. Not yet. You see, it means such a lot to me. To get away from this loneliness. After fifteen years.”
With trembling fingers she drew the letter from her reticule, and began to handle it, turning the yellow envelope
over and over.
“Of course, if they buy the house, I shall have to move, and then there’s the packing. I’ve never had to make
decisions. My husband always did that kind of thing for me.” Then, quite suddenly, with the quick nervousness of
a child who knows that it is being naughty, she jumped up and tore the unopened letter into tiny pieces, and let
them drip from her hand into the empty grate.
“I can’t bear these letters,” she said. “If only it weren’t so windy.” With a little sigh, half laugh, half sob, she
left the room.
One piece of the envelope blew out of the grate and fluttered along the floor. I stooped and picked it up. It was
that part which holds the stamp, and the postmark bore a date of seven years ago.
As I battled with the wind on my way to the station, the dead leaves danced in front of me along the esplanade.
Yet I saw no trees.
3
When Eli Brooks came upon his father as he was ploughing the forty acre for winter wheat, and told him that
he had won a scholarship to Kingsport Grammar School, he received a rebuke for being so fresh-like, and was
dispatched to bring the cows up from the Low Paddock. But when the time came his mother bought him a new
pair of boots and his father gave him two shillings for pocket-money, and he was sent to board with Tilly
Meggison, who had been Tilly Brooks, and to walk daily from her three- roomed house in Rudd Street to the gray,
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clattering gloom of the school buildings.
Thus began the academic progress of Eli Brooks, which was to have so distinguished a development. A heavy,
taciturn lad, with red wrists protruding from his out-grown jacket, his mental capacity was as omnivorous as his
physical appetite. The former soon exhausted the patience of his masters; but to satisfy the latter his mother sent
an extra three shillings a week to her sister-in-law from the egg-money, and the occasional gift of a nice bit of
bacon.
Eli emerged from the High School with few friends, five prize volumes of the Globe Edition of the poets
bound in leather, a county scholarship, and a post-mastership at Merton College. He went to Oxford to read
History and Greats, preserving his unconquerable East Riding accent, his boots made by the Anderby cobbler, and
his imperturbable contempt for all people and things unrelated to the twenty miles surrounding his birthplace.
At Oxford he continued to amass heterogeneous accumulations of knowledge, to augment his laboriously
acquired library, and to achieve the reputation of a Character. He performed this final feat by a ruthless insistence
upon his own limitations. Oxford, wearying of exquisite æstheticism, found this new pose invigorating. The
prodigious bulk and magisterial complacency of the Yorkshireman became proverbial. The succès d’estime of one
term was a parody in the Isis on
By Brooks too broad for leaping.

When Brooks retired during each vacation to “t’owd spot,” when he acquired a double First, a fellowship of
one of the second-rate colleges, and finally a tutorship of non-collegiate students, his exploits continued to
provide material for pleasant conversation. He boasted that he had forked for every harvest since he was fifteen,
that he wrote his essay upon “view of frankpledge,” which won a university prize of considerable importance, by
the light of an oil lamp in his mother’s kitchen, and that his one ambition in life was to gain an adequate
competence, to write the authoritative work upon local government in the fifteenth century, and to retire to a
cottage in t’owd spot.
He presented his father with a gig and his mother with a sealskin jacket. He sent his sister Lily picturepostcards of All Souls and Magdalen Bridge. Later, when he found that his work necessitated the spending of
vacations abroad, he sent her postcards of Florence and of the Acropolis. He was attending a conference of
historians in Paris when his father died, and he reached Anderby on the morning of the funeral, after traveling all
night from King’s Cross. When he returned to Oxford next term his colleagues understood that he had been
prostrate with grief.
His popularity in the academic world continued, for besides providing Oxford with another decorative example
of eccentricity, his reiterated declarations of a unique ambition excluded him from the covert rivalry for all
desirable posts. Prestige appeared to count for him as nothing since it carried no laurels as far north as Anderby.
When, at the age of forty-six, he announced his immediate intention of leaving Oxford, there was almost genuine
regret in the farewells which speeded his departure.
Traveling north in the corner of a first-class carriage, he wondered whether it was twelve or fifteen years since
he had spent more than a day or two in t’owd spot. True, he had attended his father’s funeral; true, he had run up
to see his sister, now comfortably married to the joiner’s assistant, a promising young man, soon after the birth of
her first baby. But when the train stopped finally at the familiar station, and he climbed stiffly into the vehicle,
once known as “Parker’s Lid,” which ran. between Anderby and the town, he suffered a faint shock of cold
foreboding to observe that Parker’s bay mare had been superseded by the chassis of a Ford motor-lorry. A horse
wagonette, he believed, would have jolted him less over the steep country road to his brother-in-law’s house.
It had been arranged that he should stay with Lily and her husband until he had decided where to live. He had
taken it for granted that he would be welcome, and the austerity of his sister’s greeting was after all the model
upon which he had based his manner throughout thirty years. He carried his own bags up the narrow stair into a
small bedroom with a sloping roof and two mats on the floral oilcloth of the floor. There was just room for his
large body to turn between the chest of drawers and the formidable brass bedstead. Looking doubtfully at the
minute but opulently curved washstand, with its equipment of gilt and pale-blue china, he reflected uneasily that
there was no bathroom.
Climbing carefully downstairs, he found his brother-in-law sitting down to a meal of rabbit pie, tea, and saucer
cheese-cake. The baby was cutting an eye-tooth in its pram. Eli Brooks extracted an infant’s shoe, a tooth-comb,
and half an arrowroot biscuit from his chair and sat down to rabbit pie. His brother-in-law did not seem
conversational, except upon the subject of church restoration, the woodwork of which had been villainously and
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deceitfully contracted for by a town firm.
”Local work paid for by local money should be done by local men,” he maintained stoutly, his mouth full of
cheese-cake. Brooks, a stalwart free-trader, found upon this first night his most sacred theories disputed with a
vehemence of personal disagreement to which he was quite unaccustomed. Frequently, during dinners at Oriel or
St. John’s, he had enlarged upon the superior attractions of a glass of ale in the parlour of the Flying Fox. Wit,
genial honesty, and shrewd common sense could be encountered only in an East Riding inn. Therefore, after a
somewhat unfortunate meal, he suggested that his brother-in-law should accompany him up the village street.
The joiner’s assistant, however, regarded him with compassion. To go round to that little pot-house? As though
he were a common labourer? If he wanted a drink for old sake’s sake, Brooks must go alone.
He went. He found two old farm labourers, whose names he had forgotten, drinking solemnly and spitting, but
making no other attempt at revelry. The stout, red-armed young woman who served him regarded him with
suspicion, and refused to divulge any further information but that the new landlord of the inn was a Scotsman
called McKay.
He returned home as soon as he could, to find his brother-in-law removing his boots by the kitchen fire and his
sister still washing up the pots.
All night he was kept awake by the lamentations of his nephew over the uncut tooth, the curious tendency of
his mattress to collapse precipitously in the middle, and the irritation produced by his inability to open the small
window.
Next day it rained. And the next day it rained. On the third day he received a communication from the firm at
Oxford which was packing his books for him, asking whether they were to be sent straight to Anderby. He tore up
the letter, found that there was no waste-paper basket, scattered the pieces on the floor, and went round to Parker’s
to order the wagonette to drive him into the town.
Ten days after his arrival in t’owd spot a letter came from an American university asking him whether he
would consider a course of lectures during the following term. He cabled his acceptance.
As a matter of fact, he has never returned to England. Some say that he dare not face his colleagues at Oxford.
Others that he dare not face his brother-in-law. But at least in the safe shelter of America he declaims warmly and
at length upon the inferiority of townsmen and southerners, the superiority of Yorkshiremen and farmers, and the
eternal felicities of t’owd spot.
The Americans like him for it, and say that he has become quite a good mixer under the democratic influence
of the Stars and Stripes.
4
Progress? You come here and talk about motorbuses and incubators and the telephone and broadcasting and
such, and say how wonderfully Littlepuddle has come on since you left us twenty years ago, miss? Ah, it’s little
you know. You call that progress? It ought to be stopped, that’s what I say. If the Lord meant chickens to come out
of incubators he’d never have made hens, it stands to reason. And as for broadcasting—well—
Did they never tell you about Mr. Hilary, poor chap? Decent little man; used to have the post office here and a
bit of a shop; kept three daughters and a nice bit of poultry in the back garden. Wouldn’t hurt a fly. One of those
sort of chaps so full of the milk of human kindness that it slops over a bit, as you might say, but none the worse
for that until this Running Commentary business ruined him. Ah! If it hadn’t been for the wireless he might still
be here enjoying his pint of ale, like you or me, miss, and sending his hens to the poultry show regular, as
innocent as a babe. Nearly cried, he did, when they didn’t win prizes, though as I said, to him, miss, the Archangel
Gabriel himself wouldn’t win prizes when he was in moult.
They tell me there are plenty of fowls where he is now, poor chap, but they won’t be quite the same pleasure to
him up there. No, no; he isn’t dead. It’s not heaven where he is, only the County Asylum on the hill. That’s what
progress brought him to in the end, poor chap. It all began with these charabancs\fn{ Large busses typically used for
sightseeing:W} and the so-called visitors who come poking and prying round the country looking for somewhere to
dispose of their waste-paper and salmon tins, and shouting with joy when they see a field just poisoned up with
brassacks or poppies—“so picturesque,” you know.
Well, they found Littlepuddle picturesque, though I could tell them things about the quaint thatched cottages
and water supply from our Sweet Little Stream that’ud make them feel the germs just crawling up their plus-fours,
if you take my meaning.
Well, as I was saying, these charabancs found Littlepuddle a “genuine old-fashioned village,” something
“really out of the way,” which it never was to my mind, being only six miles from a station and two trains at least
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stopping every morning. And nothing would content them but talking about it all over the place until the B.B.C.
gets to hear of it. Then one of those men who get bright ideas as you and I might get a touch of indigestion, says,
“Why not broadcast some Real Old Village Customs for a change? Let’s have a running commentary on
Littlepuddle sports by a real local yokel.”
I’d yokel them if I had my way. Not, mind you, that Littlepuddle sports aren’t as good as any in the county and
better; but when it comes to driving a nice, decent little man that never harmed so much as a bluebottle right out
of his mind, it gets past a joke, that’s what I say. Butchered to make a broadcast holiday if you take my meaning,
miss, though perhaps you don’t know your Shakespeare.
Well, they sent down a young fellow in a ditto suit and a king dicky, from 2LO,\fn{ The second radio station to
regularly broadcast entertainments in the United Kingdom (the first was called 2MT and began its broadcasting from an ex-Army hut on
February 14, 1922). 2LO began its programs on May 11, 1922, for one hour a day from the seventh floor of Marconi House in London’s
Strand (demolished in 2006), its initial power being 100 watts on 350 metres (857 kHz) and allowed to transmit for seven minutes, after
which its operator had to listen on the wavelength for three minutes for possible instructions to close down. [2MT initially delivered on 200
watts and transmitted on 700 metres (428kHz) on Tuesdays from 8:00-8:30PM]:H } or whatever you call it, to come and spy

round a bit in Littlepuddle, and he goes into the post office, it being also the village shop, as I might have
mentioned, for a packet of “gaspers,” though I always say them that smoke in this world will smoke in next. And
he has a bit of talk with Mr. Hilary.
Ah, that’s what did for him, poor chap, that’s what did for him! Always one for a few words was Mr. Hilary,
and falls into conversation as natural as you might fall off a log if you ever got on one, which isn’t likely, I
suppose, now, miss, seeing you’re not as young as you were. Well, poor Hilary starts chatting about the cricket
match and the Sunday School Anniversary and Mr. Robson’s funeral and such, and in less time than it would take
you to wink an eye, miss, if you ever did, though of course you never would, being a lady—this fellow from 2LO
calls out to himself,
“This is the man for the Running Commentary.”
Well, of course, that did for Mr. Hilary. They told him they wanted him to go to the sports and speak down into
a black plate affair and tell London-calling-the-British-Isles just what was going on—which in itself isn’t a bad
idea because he always was one for a good tale, and you might have thought it was a simple matter just to look at
Bob Holloway winning the hundred yards, and little Miss Butcher in the egg and spoon, being a ladylike race, if
you take my meaning, unless they wear these short skirts and there’s a wind. But no: not at all. 2LO had no
intention of just leaving Mr. Hilary to nature. They must start him rehearsing a good ten days before the sports, so
as to get it right, though how he could guess what was going to happen on the day, the Lord alone knows; for not
even Parson knew that the judges had been asked by Squire not to let Jim Richers win the silver medal again
because he got uppish and was suspected of poaching, and “morals before hurdles,” as Shakespeare said—well, if
it wasn’t Shakespeare it was Parson. Well, if you see what I mean, there’s no knowing what will happen until it
happens, not in Littlepuddle anyway. But as I was saying, this young chap takes Mr. Hilary out on to the main
road and says,
“Now you just tell me, as you might be describing the village sports, what you see before you.” And Hilary,
always a good little chap anxious to please, begins:
“Well, I see a long road that’s a bit mucky, because Urban District Council’s had a quarrel with Councilor
Tallingford; he’s our member on the County Council.”
“No, no, you mustn’t drag in personalities,” says Mr. 2LO.
“All right,” says Mr. Hilary, meek as Moses. “Well, I see a fellow tenting cows and there’s Mrs.—well, I
mustn’t say—a woman’s Alderney got through the fence again and there’ll be the deuce to pay, but this poor chap
that’s tenting them is a bit wanting, so they can’t say much. And he’s got on one of our 4s. 11d. shirts, and Mr.—
well—our esteemed local farmer’s trousers that Mr.—our local tailor patched in the seat three years ago last
Christmas, there being no better patcher this side Halifax.”
“No, no,” says the young chap from 2LO, “you must not drag in commercial advertisement. It’s against the
rules.”
“All right,” says Hilary; “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to. I’ll start again. And so,” he said, “why, there’s one of
Mrs. Jordan’s Rhode Island Reds got loose. Nasty straggy things they are, though she did get second prize in
Agricultural Show last year. And that’s Geordie Traddle coming along on his bike. He’ll be courting Parson’s
housemaid. Nice young woman, for what’s a squint? says I. God made it as sure as he made straight eyes.”
“But that’s personalities again,” says Mr. 2LO.
“Is it?” says Hilary. “Well, everything that seems to happen seems to be either personalities or advertisement.
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Still, I’d hate to do anything wrong, so I’ll just start again.” He got on pretty well after that, and the young man at
last said, “Well, that’ll do if you practise,” and Hilary, poor chap, says, “All right, I will,” so that evening his
eldest daughter heard him down at the hen-run going on like anything.
“Now a little wooden hut emerges into view, in the wall of which gleams a black chasm. Suddenly at the
apperture appears a silvery form—it is a White Wyandotte hen. Around her on every side her feathered sisterhood
peck daintily at their evening meal.” So the daughter goes in to her sisters and says,
“Dad’s not himself; was he down at the Flying Fox tonight?” But they knew it was something worse than beer
when he came in for supper and pulled up his chair and said,
“Now I see before me the white cloth laid, the simple fare spread on the table and Maud Ethel.”
Well, Maud Ethel told me there was a lot more, but she couldn’t rightly remember, being all upset, and no
wonder, poor girl, for hardly knowing whether her dad was compos or not compos mentis—if you take my
meaning, miss. As for when he was going to bed, they heard him talking over his socks and his waistcoat and
murmuring,
“Gent’s mercerised cotton handkerchief mauve border at one eleven three. No, no, that’s commercial
advertisement.”
“Well,” they thought, “he’ll be better in the morning.”
But he wasn’t. Down in the shop he talked all the time he was serving customers, and he’d ask, “Well, how are
you?” And then say, “No, no, that’s dragging in personalities. I’m sorry, I’ll start again,” and would go on to
describe himself reaching down the canisters of rice or sugar or handing old Mrs. Wallace a postal order for 3s.
6d. His daughters would beg him to keep quiet, but he would say,
“They told me I must practise. There’s all England listening-in, and I must practise.” Ah, well, all flesh is
grass, as I always say.
What’s that? Did he broadcast? No, no. On sports day, quite early in the morning, they sent down the
ambulance from the asylum. It took four warders to get him away quietly, and him always such a decent little
chap. Wouldn’t have hurt a fly. And they say he’s still making a running commentary up there.
Broadcasting? Talks? What I say is, there’s talking enough already, miss, without unnatural encouragement,
and if it hadn’t been for this progress, Mr. Hilary might be here now, same as you and me, as the saying is.
224.91 Excerpt from The Book Of Ebenezer Le Page\fn{by Gerald Basil Edwards (1899-1976)} Vale, Guernsey Island,
Channel Islands, United Kingdom 12
1
Guernsey, Guernesey, Garnsai, Sarnia: so they say. Well, I don’t know, I’m sure. The older I get and the more I
learn, the more I know I don’t know nothing, me. I am the oldest on the island, I think. Liza Queripel from
Pleinmont say she is older; but I reckon she is putting it on. When she was a young woman, she used to have a
birthday once every two or three years; but for years now she have been having two or three a year. To tell you the
truth, I don’t know how old I am. My mother put it down on the front page of the big Bible; but she put down the
day and the month, and forgot to put down the year. I suppose I could find out if I went to the Greffe; but I am not
going to bother about that now.
My father was killed in the Boer War. He went off and joined the Irish Brigade and fought for the Boers. His
name is with the others who died for their country on the monument was put up in St Julien’s Avenue and
unveiled by the Duke of Connaught. I remember that day well, because me and Jim Mahy, my chum, went to
Town to see it unveiled. It was drizzling in the morning and, by the evening, the rain was coming down in dollops.
It put out the Chinese lanterns was all the way along Glatney and the fairy lights right to the end of the White
Rock. There was an illuminated barge in the Pool, where the Band of the Militia was going to play; but it was a
wreck. I thought it was going to be lovely to hear music coming over the water. They tried their best; but they had
to give up. The Duke of Connaught was all right, him: he was indoors out of the rain, eating and drinking.
I was a young man already when my father died; yet I can't see his face now, what he looked like. I have seen
his photo in the Family Album, of when he was a young man. He was wearing a braided jacket and trousers wide
at the bottom; and he had a thick moustache and his hair done in a curl across his forehead. He looked as if he got
a spice of the devil in him. I don’t know how he came to marry my mother. She was a good woman. She read the
Bible day and night and, towards the end, when she got so big she couldn’t move, she did hardly anything else.
She had been a handsome woman in her time, going by her photo of before she was married. She had straight
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black hair parted in the middle and done in a chignon at the back of her neck; and was in a black dress from under
her chin to the tips of her toes, and wore a bustle. When she was a widow, she wore a black crepe veil over her
face for a year; and then went into half mourning and put a mauve flower in her bonnet. I never heard her speak of
my father as “Alf”, or “Alfred”, or “my husband”; but only as “the father of Ebenezer and Tabitha”, me and my
sister. When she said anything to me my father had said, it was always “according to your father”; and the way
she said it made me think he was something I had done wrong. The only time I ever heard her speak of “my
husband” was once when she said to me,
“Your father was my husband in the flesh: he was not of the Household of Faith.”
The trouble was he was Church and she was Chapel. She didn’t mind being married Church. As she said,
“After all, marriage is only for a few years”; but she made him promise that if she was the first to go, he would
see to it she was buried Chapel. She didn’t want there to be any mistake later on.
For some reason, she turned against the Wesleyans soon after she was married, and joined the Brethren. There
was two lots of Brethren: the Open Brethren and the Closed Brethren. She joined the Open first; but they sang the
hymns with a harmonium, and she said that was sinful because the first musical instrument was made by Jubal,
who was of the offspring of Cain. So she changed over to the Closed. They sang the hymns only from their hearts
and prayed and read the Bible and preached and broke bread. She said theirs was the pure milk of the Word.
There wasn’t no rows in our house, mind you. My father didn’t come home drunk and swear and knock my
mother about like Dan Ferbrache and Amy from Sandy Hook. There was very few words spoken in our house. My
mother would say “Will you do that?” and my father would say “Yes”; or my father would say “Can I do this?”
and my mother would say “No”. He was only home to eat his supper and go to bed; except for Saturday
afternoons and Sundays. He worked for old Tom Mauger from Sous les Hougues in the Queen’s quarry from
seven in the morning to six at night, and took his dinner with him in a tin, and a can of tea he kept warm by the
stove in the tool-house. He was a good quarryman. In the summer, when he worked a quarter overtime, he would
come home of a Friday night with as much as twenty-five bob in his pocket. We wasn’t poor, you know: we didn’t
go without and always managed to save.
I used to go to work with my father some days: that is, before I was big enough to go to school. I liked going to
the quarry with my father. He would sit me on the horse in the horse-box and I would go right down into the pit.
When the gun went dinner-time, I had to climb the ladder up the side, because the horse ate from his nose-bag and
didn’t come up for dinner. My father would be behind me on the ladder shouting
“Va t’en, fényion! Va t’en, donc!”
I wasn't afraid. I knew if I was to fall, he would catch me. The dinner-hour I’d sit in the tool-house with the
men and have a sip of his tea and a bite of his dinner; then he would take me down to St. Sampson’s to see the
ships. St. Sampson’s Harbour was full of sailing ships those days, and there would be three or four anchored in the
Roads outside, waiting to come in. I couldn’t make up my mind if I wanted to work down the quarry, or go to sea
when I grew up; but sail was fast giving way to steam, and when it was nearly all steam-boats in St. Sampson’s
Harbour I didn’t have the same feeling for going to sea.
In the afternoon he would leave me with Fred Tucker, the crane-driver. I liked being with Fred Tucker in the
cabin of the crane. He would let me pull the lever that started the machinery to go. “Look, you’re bringing up a
load!” he’d say; and when it came up out of the quarry, he would swing the jib round and lower the cart until the
wheels touched the ground. There would be a horse and driver waiting to take it to Mowlem’s cracking-machine
on the North Side. The North was busy those days with the humming of the cracking-machines and the rumbling
of the iron tyres of the heavy carts on the roads. When the time came to knock off, I was dog- tired and could
hardly put one foot in front of the other. My father had to carry me on his shoulders most of the way home.
Saturdays he came home for dinner at one o’clock and, in the afternoon, worked in the back garden; or went
out fishing in our boat. I liked going out fishing in the boat with my father. He let me pull the rudder.
“If you pull that way, the boat will go this way,” he’d say, “if you pull this way, the boat will go that.”
I got the idea. After tea, he would wash himself all over in front of the fire, while my mother got me and my
sister ready in the other room to go to Town. He would have the pony harnessed and the trap waiting by the time
my mother was satisfied us two was fit to be seen. It was a high trap with thin wheels and a narrow seat; and my
father used to sit at one end and my mother at the other and me in the middle with my sister at my feet. It was a
heavy load for poor old Jack.
On Sundays my father wasn’t allowed to work out-of-doors, but had to sit by the grate and watch the potatoes
didn’t boil dry and the meat didn’t burn in the oven, while my mother and Tabitha was gone to Morning Service.
Once he forgot and didn’t take the potatoes off; and that was the only time I ever saw my mother lose her temper.
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Other times, if he did wrong, she would give a big sigh; but that was all. This time she went for him and told him
she couldn’t trust him out of her sight.
It was his fault really. He would forget everything else in the world once he got his head stuck in his old
newspaper. It was a pink paper called the Police Budget, which he used to buy from Tozer in Smith Street on the
Saturday night; and it had pictures in it of all the murders they do in England: women with their throats cut and
blood all over the bed!
It was always a heavy dinner Sundays and, if my father could have had his way, he would have had a nap after;
but my mother made him change into his best clothes and sit on the sofa in the front room, in case any of our
relations came to tea. I don’t like to think of my father those Sunday afternoons. I like to think of him in the
quarry, where he was respected by the men and might have become a foreman, if he had lived.
La Tabby, as we called my sister, was put to bed early of a Sunday evening, and my mother went to Evening
Service on her own. As soon as she was out of the front gate, my father would say, “Come along, son: let’s go
mitchin’!” and we’d go out to the shed at the back and take the lamp, if it was dark. He kept his chisels and
hammers and saw out there; and wood and glue and string.
It was those Sunday nights he taught me how to make kites. I always had the best kite of any of the boys who
flew kites on L’Ancresse Common; and everybody knew it was mine, because it was covered with the pink paper
of the Police Budget and all the women with their throats cut went up flying in the sky. When my mother came in,
we would both be back indoors sitting like two angels, one each side the fire.
He had been all over the world, my father. He didn’t have any schooling to speak of, but knocked round with
the Noyon and the Corbet boys of Birdo in the pilot boats; and at the age of twelve he went to sea. He rose from
cabin boy to second mate, and yet he came back and settled down in Guernsey. It is true he had a nice little house
to come to, when his father died; but it wasn’t only that. I have seen the same happen to dozens of Guernsey boys.
They’re just busting to get away from the island; and, when they do get away, they’re breaking their hearts to
come back. That’s why I have never left Guernsey, me. I knew I would only end up where I begun.
It was funny my father going off to fight in a war when he didn’t have to; but he had some funny ideas in his
head. He wasn’t against the English; but he thought they was wrong to be against the Irish and the Boers. Of
course, he didn’t talk about such things to my mother; but I heard him talking it over with his young brother, my
Uncle Willie.
My father thought the world of his young brother. Willie was a great sportsman and won the championship cup
three years running at the Cycling Track. His Photo was in Bucktrout’s window down High Street, standing by his
penny-farthing bicycle, which was nearly as high as him, with the big silver cup at his feet. He laughed at my
father for bothering about what was going to happen to the Boers.
“Look after Number One, Alf,” he said, “and let the world manage its own affairs.”
He didn’t manage his own affairs very well, my Uncle Willie. He was gardener for Mr. Roger de Lisle from the
Grange and a friend of the son and lived in the house: then if he didn’t let himself be dragged into getting engaged
to a girl Le Couture from St. Martin’s.
The evening before the wedding he said he was going to shoot rabbits on Jerbourg. When long after dark he
didn’t come back, young de Lisle went to look for him and found him shot dead through the head. It was decided
at the inquest it was an accident; but everybody knew he had done it on purpose. He was used to handling a gun
from a boy, and had won prizes at Bisley. I knew why he had done it, the poor chap. He did the brave thing. After
waiting a year, the Le Couture girl married old Cohu from Les Petites Caches for his second wife and he left her
well off.
I will say for my mother she was not vainglorious for the things of this world; but there was one thing she was
proud of. I often heard her say to people
“When I marry, I do not change my name, me.”
It was true. She was a Le Page and my father was a Le Page; but, as she said, he was no relation. He was a Le
Page from the Clos-du-Valle and his people all had to do with the sea. His great-grandfather, Captain Alf Le Page,
was Master of the schooner Daisy; and Captain Alf Le Page’s brother, Dick, was the famous Richard Le Page who
served under Admiral Lord de Saumarez and got killed at the Battle of the Nile. When the quarries was opened in
the North, there was good money to be made; and my grandfather, who was no higher than a cook aboard ship,
gave up going to sea and worked in the Chouey quarry.
He can’t have done too bad. It was him built Les Moulins, where I have lived all my life. It is built of solid,
blue Guernsey granite and will last forever. It ought to, too. It cost a hundred pounds; and that’s a lot of money.
There was plenty of talk about a great-uncle of mine, the brother of my grandfather. He came home from sea
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with a woman who called herself Bella Devine. Nobody knew who she was, or where she come from. She
preached in the Seaman’s Bethel on the Banks; and they lived in the dirtiest of a row of dirty old cottages by the
Vale Church. He used to pick up the horse-droppings by the gate of L’Ancresse Common in a gelignite box on
two wheels to put on his garden. I wasn’t supposed to know he was a relation; but when I saw him, I used to say
“Hullo, Uncle!”
There was nobody people could talk about much in my mother’s family; unless it was her brother. She was of
the Le Pages from the Catel, who was pretty well-to-do growers and farmers; though some of them did a bit of
fishing as well. Anyhow, they was thought of as good people and well spoken-of. Her father was Nicholas Le
Page of Les Sablons, Cobo; who was the son of EliazarLe Page; who was the son of Obadiah Le Page; who was
the son of Thomas Le Page, who was converted to Christianity by John Wesley, when he landed on Guernsey. Les
Sablons wasn’t as good a house as ours. It was built of bricks and mortar and whitewashed, and had rooms only
one side of the front door; but it had a room upstairs with a dormer window, and a room in the wing. It is there to
this day; but I don’t know who live in it now.
Nicholas Le Page, my grandfather, was a local preacher and dropped dead from a stroke in the pulpit of the
Capelles Chapel. I don’t remember him. My grandmother was a widow as long as I can remember. She was a tiny
little woman and wore big sabots and a big scoop. I liked my little grandmother. She went to Chapel regular, but
you would never have thought she was religious: she would do anything for anybody, it didn’t matter who they
was. She was dying of cancer and when I went along to see how she was, she would reach up and pick me a fig
off the fig-tree because she knew I liked figs, although it hurt her to do it. I especially liked to go the day she was
making bread. I would help her to cut the furze, and watch her set fire to it in the oven in the wall. She always put
a small loaf on a hot stone only for me; so I could have one all to myself. She didn’t speak the English, and could
only read the Bible in French. My mother spoke the English a little, and the big Bible was in English.
My mother was the eldest of the family. After her came two or three who died, and then my Uncle Nathaniel,
or Nat, as he was called. I liked my Uncle Nat. He was gay and good-looking and spent his time fishing and
drinking and playing cards with the boys round Albecq and Vazon, and chasing after the girls. He had no respect
for his father. One day, the Reverend Dumond, Pastor of the Capelles Chapel, knocked on the front door and,
when Nat opened it, asked where his father was. He answered,
“Aw, he’s round the back in the pigsty: he’s the one with the hat on.”
When my mother told me that terrible story, I forgot myself and bust out laughing; yet I would never have said
that about my own father, because he wasn’t a pig. After my Uncle Nat came twins, who died, and then the two
younger sisters, Priscille and Henriette, or La Prissy and La Hetty, as they was called. There was five years
between them and they married the eldest and the youngest of the Martel boys, sons of Harold Martel of
Ronceval, the builder. The Martels of Ronceval was quite well-to-do: but the older one, Harold, married the
younger sister, Hetty, who was years younger than him; and the younger one, Percy, married the older sister,
Prissy, who was years older than him. It wasn’t at all the way I would have arranged it, if it had been me.
The most terrible thing was what happened to my Uncle Nat. He wasn’t forty yet when he lost his strength and
went funny in the head; though there was some people with bad tongues who said it was only because he was too
lazy to work. He would lie on the green-bed all day long sewing pictures of boats on canvas with coloured wools.
They was pictures of wild mad boats on wild mad seas, and came to his sisters when he died. There is one on the
wall in front of me at this moment; and sometimes I think it is better than a real boat on a real sea.
I had a load of great-aunts; but the only one who had anything to leave was my great-aunt Sarah. She was my
mother’s aunt, her father’s sister; and they said she was mad too. She lived in a big house among a lot of trees at
the Hougue Chaunée, and had a paid companion to look after her. It was a great worry in the family for years who
she was going to leave her money to. My mother took me and Tabitha to show to her; and La Prissy and La Hetty
took theirs, though La Hetty’s wasn’t much to show. My mother explained to us before we went that it was not for
her sake she was taking us, but for ours: so as we might have that which was needful in this world and be
beholden to no man. My great-aunt was wrapped up in a shawl and looked like an old bird, sitting in her chair by
the fire. All Tabitha could say was “Ooo!” and look at her with big eyes. I didn’t say a word because my mother
had told me I mustn’t open my mouth, or I would be sure to say the wrong thing.
Anyhow, my great-aunt gave orders that all her money was to be given to her in pound notes, so as she could
burn it; because none of her relations was worth leaving it to. That was when the de Garis girl, who was her paid
companion, was clever. She gave her pieces of paper cut to the size of pound notes; and my great-aunt would sit
for hours throwing them one by one on the fire, and laughing and laughing at the thought of all the money going
up in smoke her nieces and their brats wasn’t going to have. That’s why they said she was mad; but I think she
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knew what she was doing as well as I do. When she died and was buried and the will was read, it turned out she
had left everything to the Presbyterian minister. It say in the Bible
“Look unto the rock whence ye are hewn, and to the hole of the pit whence ye are digged.”
Well, those people are the rock whence I was hewn, and the hole of the pit whence I was digged. I haven’t said
nothing about my cousins, and the cousins of my cousins; but then half the island is my cousins, and the cousins
of my cousins.
2
I had a good education, me. I went to the Vale School for Boys until I was twelve. I can see the old schoolroom
yet: the broken-down desks and the worn-out forms with knots in that got stuck into your backside and the picture
of the old Queen on the wall and of Jesus Christ walking on the water and the jam-jar of tadpoles on the
windowsill. The Headmaster was Mess Henri Falla from La Moye. He taught us Scripture first lesson in the
morning; and Reading, Writing and Arithmetic later in the day. The Scripture didn’t count. All we had to do was
to sit still and listen, and it went in one ear and out the other; but Reading, Writing and Arithmetic we had to learn.
Mess Falla was a good schoolmaster: he taught with the stick in his hand. If I said “2 and 2 is 5”, he would shout
“Come out, Le Page E!” There was Le Page A, B, C, D, E, F, and G in the school. I was Le Page E.
“Bend over! Touch your toes!” he would say:
“2 and 2 is 4!” Whack! Whack! Whack!
“That’ll learn you!” It did, you know. He didn’t do it to hurt.
Miss Emily Tostevin did, though. She had a down on me. I don’t know what for, I’m sure; because I never said
a word. I would just sit with my arms folded and look at her. She said I was cheeky.
“Come out in front for impudence, Ebenezer Le Page,” she’d say. I would go out in front: bend over, touch my
toes. She thought that was rude.
“Stand up!” she’d say. “Hold out your hand: your LEFT hand!”
She would only hit boys on their left hand, or, after, they made out they couldn’t write. She didn’t use a cane,
but the edge of a ruler; and, golly, she knew how to hurt with it, too! I learnt the trick of holding my hand out
sideways and lowering it the same time as the ruler came down: then I would rub it hard under my arm-pit and
wrinkle up my face as if I was going to cry, so as she wouldn’t know it hadn’t hurt much.
She taught us History, Geography and Nature Study. History was dates. I have forgotten most of it now, but I
know it began in 55 B.C. when Julius Caesar landed in Britain; and I remember A.D. 1066, because that was the
year we conquered England. Geography was the countries and capitals of Europe and the capes and bays of
England. Some of the countries of Europe have changed since then, I think; but, as far as I know, the capes and
bays of England are the same.
Nature Study was the only thing I did right for Miss Tostevin. She gave me ten out of ten once for my
composition on The Life of The Frog.
I had to go to Sunday School as well. That was a nuisance. I would much rather have been flying my kite on
the Common, or gone down on the beach; but I wasn’t allowed to fly my kite on a Sunday, and if you went down
on the beach, people said you was a heathen. There was one good thing about Sunday School; and that was there
was nothing you had to learn. They made you sing hymns: Onward, Christian Soldiers! or Fight the good fight
with all thy might! or Trust-and-obey-there-is-no-other-way-to-be-happy-in-Jesus-but-to-trust-and-obey, while
they took up a collection for Foreign Missions. My father used to give me a penny for that; and I always put it in
the box. I was honest. The headmaster, he was called the Superintendent, prayed and read a chapter from the
Bible; and then there was Announcements, but I never listened to them. After that came the Lesson. The boys was
sorted out, a dozen or more in a class according to their ages; and each class sat on forms making three sides of a
square. The Sunday School teacher sat on a chair in the open side and told the class a story with a moral.
I got into bad trouble at Sunday School. There was boys and girls in the same room in that school, the boys on
one side and the girls on the other; and down the middle of the room the boys’ classes and the girls’ classes was
back to back. A Mr. Johns from on the Bridge was our teacher, I remember; and he had along straggly moustache,
and when he spoke he spat. I had to sit right back so as not to have a shower of his spit all over me.
It happened that on Sunday I was sitting back to back with Marie Le Noury. I thought she was lovely. She was
wearing a tight blue velvet frock and was well developed for a girl and had rosy cheeks and sly black eyes; and
when I looked round, she looked round and smiled at me with those sly black eyes. I thought I would write her a
little note. I had a stub of pencil in my pocket and tore a page out the back of my hymn-book and wrote,
“Je t’aime, Marie.”
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I dug her in the ribs and she took the note and the pencil. I thought she would write back “ Je t’aime,
Ebenezer”, but instead I heard her saying,
“Look, Miss Collas, what one of the boys has given to me!”
Her teacher was a Miss Collas from The hermitage. She was an old maid and I am not surprised. She looked as
if she had been brought up on the vinegar bottle. Mr. Johns stopped telling his story with a moral and all the other
classes stopped listening to their teachers.
“Who gave you this?” said Miss Collas.
“Him!” said marie and turned round and pointed to me. My heart broke. Miss Collas was holding my poor
little love-letter with the tips of her fingers as if it was too dirty to touch.
“Disgusting!” she said and got up and put it under the nose of the superintendent, Old Peter Le Maître.
“One of your boys is interfering with my girls,” she said.
Old Peter Le Maître was a big man with a big face and big spectacles, and sat at a high desk at the top end of
the room.
“Who wrote this?” he said.
“Ebenezer Le Page!” screamed all the girls.
“Come here, Ebenezer Le Page!” said old Peter.
I went and stood in front of his high desk. He looked at me over the top of his spectacles; and he looked at my
note through his spectacles; and looked at me again over the top of his spectacles.
“Is this what you come to Sunday School for?” he said.
“I don’t know, sir,” I said.
“Go and stand in the porch!” he said.
I went out to the porch with my tail between my legs; and then I said to myself, me, “Bugger you, old Peter Le
Maître!” and put on my cap and walked out.
I never looked at Marie Le Noury again. She married Reg. Symes, an English chap in the Artillery stationed at
Castle Cornet. He was a great boy with the Indian clubs and used to give displays at military concerts; but he
came out of the Army to please her and opened a little shop in the Commercial Arcade for mending clocks and
watches. He worshipped the ground she walked on. When she got to middle age she left him and went to live with
her married daughter in England; and he put his head in the gas oven and was found dead in the morning. I was
lucky, really.
I went home round Birdo, so as not to be back too soon. There was an old man sitting on a rock with a spyglass. I wondered what it was he was looking at; and then I noticed a young chap and a girl had managed to get
themselves cut off by the tide on the Hommer and was curled up together on the grass. I couldn’t see what they
was doing; but the old man could see, him. I thought it was funny way for an old man to pass his Sunday
afternoon.
I went round by the Vale Mill; but the big vanes wasn’t turning. The cows was chewing the cud in the field.
When I got indoors, my father asked me what the golden text was for that Sunday. He always asked me what the
golden text was to make sure I hadn’t played truant. I told him,
“Love thy neighbor as thyself.” He said,
“Well, if you do that, son, you can’t go far wrong.” I had my doubts about that.
I didn’t go to Sunday Schooil atgain. I left the house the same time as if I was going and took the penny my
father gave me for the Foreign Missioins. I was sorry to have to stal that penny from my father; but what else
coud I do? I went and sat on the gate of L’Ancresse Common by the Vale Church with the boys from round there.
In those days there was hundreds of sheep loose on the Common and the gate had to be kept shut, or they would
have strayed all over the Parish. It was a nuisance for the gentry who wanted to drive across the Common in their
carriages. They had to get down and open the gate and get back up and drive through and get down again and
close the gate behind them. The boys was good. They would open the gate when the saw a carriage coming and
close the gate behind it; then run after the carriage, calling out,
“Apenny, please! Apenny, please!”
Sunday afternoons was a good time for making money on the gate; because the Townies, who was all gentry
on Sundays, liked to drive out to L’Ancresse Common in their carriages to look at the sheep. I will say some of
them was honest and would throw a halfpenny, and there’d be a run and a fight for it; but there are always some
mean people in the world. The gentleman would pull a handful of change out of his pocket and say,
“Sorry, haven’t got a halfpenny. Have you, my dear?” The lady would rummage in her handbag and say,
“I am afraid I haven’t, darling.”
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By that time we’d have run after the carriage nearly to the Druid’s Altar. Goodness, a penny would have done!
I had to keep my eyes skinned for some boy who hqad been to Sunday School, so as I would know what the
golden text was for that Sunday. I usually managed to nab Bill Rihoy, who lived at L’Islet; but I don’t think he
always remembered it right. Once he told me it was,
“An eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth.” When I repeated it to my father, he said,
“Well, if that’s what they teach you in Sunday School, soon there won’t be many of us with any eyes, or any
teeth, left.” As I have said before, he got some funny ideas in his head, my father.
I put the money I made in my money-box. I didn’t tell a soul: not even my sister. It wasn’t she was a tell-tale.
She was the most honest and straightforward girl and woman I have known in my whole life. She was so honest
and straightforward you had to be careful what you said to her.
The first thing I remember in this world is putting a penny in my money-box. I can’t have been more than three
or four. I earnt it for picking slugs off the cabbages. My father would give me a penny for twelve slugs and drown
them. It was good money, when you come to think of it. My father was good that way. He believed in paying for
everything and paying on the dot.
From the time I was ten I earnt extra money cracking stones. My father knew Bert Le Feuvre, the foreman of
Griffith’s yard, and thee was a little heap of sprawls waiting ready every night in summer after school for me to
crack. I was paid a shilling a week for that and my father let me keep it.
I knew to a penny how much I got in my money-box. When I had ten pennies I’d shake them out and change
them for a franc. I kept a lookout for English pennies because I could get thirteen Guernsey pennies for twelve of
those. I was only a boy at school yet when I had over a pound in my money-box. On the Ash Wednesday, when
we had holiday from school, I trotted into Town on my own and walked into the Old Bank and plonked down on
the counter twenty-one Guernsey shillings in pennies and halfpennies and fippennies\fn{ The fippenny-bit, another
name for the Spanish half real, the value of which was about six cents } and francs. The chap behind the counter looked over at
me and counted my money and pushed me across a sovereign.
I had a golden sovereign in my money-box. I was rich.
I suppose I would have gone to work in the quarries and perhaps done well, if something awful hadn’t
happened at the Queen’s quarry. Young Emile Thoumine was killed in the pit.
He was only nineteen and hadn’t been married three months. It was said the blasting must have loosened the
side of the quarry, or water trickling down. Anyhow, a great block of granite came toppling over without warning
and crushed him.
I had never seen my father so upset as when he came in that evening. He was early because old Tom Mauger
was with the doctor bringing up in the horse-box what was left of poor Emile; and he had asked my father to go in
the trap and break the news to the young wife. They lived in Town. When my father told my mother what
happened, she said,
“What did he belong to?”
She meant was he Church, or Chapel, or what; so as she would know where he was going to. I saw my father
clench his fists; and I think, if she had been a man, he would have knocked her down.
“The man is dead!” he said. “Come with me, son!”
I was pleased and excited to be going with my father in the trap. It was beginning to get dark and, while he was
harnessing the pony, I lit the big candles in the lamps. It was rough along the front and the sea was coming across
the road by the gas-works and over the Salerie Corner. The house was in the Canichers. It was too narrow for the
trap to go up and my father tied Jack to the lamp-post at the corner and told me to stop there and mind him. I felt
very sad left there all by myself and talked to jack. I remember the flickering gas-lights and the round shadows on
the road and a big old three dropping leaves and the wind glowing them about.
My father wasn’t long gone. When he came back all he said was,
“She is with her mother.” When we got home and was having our supper, my father said to my mother,
“Our boy is not going to work in the quarries.”
“What, then?” said my mother.
“We must find something better for him to do than that,” he said.
I don’t’ know if it was better, I don’t think it was; but when I left school he got me a job in Dorey’s vineries.
They was still growing grapes, but trying out tomatoes under the vines. I thought tomatoes was a funny sort of
fruit. I didn’t like the taste much. I liked the grapes, though. It turned out there was a better sale in England for the
tomatoes and in the end the greenhouses grew nothing else.
I had to do what my father said; but, when he’d gone, I used to chuck it sometimes and go fishing for a spell. I
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was happier working out-of-doors and in a boat; but you can’t trust the sea, and the fishes get ideas into their
heads and sometimes they are where they ought to be and sometimes they are not. The tomatoes are always there,
so back I would go; but, golly, it was hot in those greenhouses! Ah well, I was born to trouble as the sparks fly
upwards. I earned my bread by the sweat of my brow.
3
I mustn’t complain. I have never had a day’s sickness in my life. I put that down to the good food my mother
made me eat. Now that I have seen how the English eat, I wonder how it is they keep alive at all. I always had a
big breakfast at seven, a big dinner at twelve, and a big tea at six, or just after. At work I’d have a lunch in the
morning at half-past nine, and a lunch in the afternoon at half-past three; and we always had a supper at half-past
nine at night, before we went to bed. Our food didn’t come out of tins, either. The only thing we ate out of a tin
was red salmon of a Sunday afternoon, if anybody we didn’t expect came to tea. There was a rack over the table
on which there was always the salted side of a pig. It was from one of our own pigs we’d killed; and, if we ate a
fowl, it was one of our own fowls.
My mother believed in me eating plenty of beef. She bought it from Webb, the butcher, on the Bridge; and it
had to be Guernsey beef. She said the white fat of the English beef made her feel sick. When she came home with
a steak, it was a steak; and an inch thick. She bought mutton for sometimes, the best cut of the leg; and fresh pork
from old Piggy Wright, the pork butcher. Fish she was very particular about. It had to be fresh from the boat. She
wouldn’t cook a mackerel unless it had its tail up. I liked the long-nose better. The English are funny about the
long-nose; or orfi, as we call it. They say it is poison because it got green bones. Well, I’ve eaten orfi all my life
and I’m still alive. The fish I liked best was conger. My mother would buy the thickest part and stuff it like a fowl
and bake it. It was so good you would never have thought it was fish.
My father had crab-pots out and we had plenty of crabs; and sold some. It was the lobsters we sold most of.
They are for the English; those; and the gentry. You can’t trust a lobster. He’s often half empty. A crawfish is
always as full as an egg; but then he have coarser flesh and, of course, no claws. We used to have a conger for
supper of a Saturday night when we came home from town. It was cooked on the Friday in the copper in the
wash-house. It gave a scream when it was dropped in the hot water; but my father was funny about that and
wouldn’t let my mother put it in cold water and bring it to the boil. He said it suffered. If it was dropped in boiling
water, it died outright. It was one of the few things my mother had to do as she was told. She didn’t like having to
cook it that way, because sometimes the claws came off from the shock and the water got in. The crab I like best,
me, is the spider crab. I like to see him on the table in a dish: round and with his legs out like a spider, and knobs
and spikes sticking up on his back. I used to catch lady-crabs in the pools and under the rocks. I don’t know why
they are called lady-crabs. They are male and female like all the other creatures in the world. They have a crown
on their back and people say it’s because they belong to the Queen; but I suppose everything belong to the Queen
really. I used to catch them for Tabby. She liked them. I liked them all right, but they’re so small they take an hour
to pick; and there’s not much to eat when you’ve done it.
The food I like best of all foods is ormers; but you can’t always get them. My father used to take me with him
ormering. It was always at the spring tide when the sea was right down; and you had to go in up to your knees to
get to them. If it was at night and fine weather, there would be a big moon shining on the rocks and on the wet
sand and on the water. My father went further out than me and got more; but the ones near to he left for me. I’d
have a hook and a bucket and he’d lift a big stone for me to see; and there would be the black creature sticking to
it underneath. I daren’t breathe for fear he would know and clamp down, for then a stick of gelignite wouldn’t get
him off. I’d make one sudden grab with my hook and have him in my bucket. He’s a funny creature when you see
him close to. He have holes in the shell on his back, but I don’t know what for.
My mother knew how to cook ormers. When she had cut the part you eat out of the shell, she would scrub the
black edges with a scrubbing brush until they was perfectly clean; and that took some doing. Then she would put
them between two towels and beat them with a flat iron for half an hour, or more. They are hard as leather, but
she’d roll up her sleeves; and she had muscles on her arms, my mother. That was when she was happy. She’d be
singing hymns all the time and you could hear her all over the house. When they was properly broke up and soft,
she’d fry them over the fire in the iron frying-pan; and then stew them in the oven to finish up with. Some people
stew them with onions, but my mother didn’t believe in that. She said it take the taste away and spoil the gravy.
She liked them with just boiled potatoes.
When there was a lot to be had, she would pickle some. They was fourpence a dozen, if you bought them; but
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they was worth it. After they had been scrubbed and beaten, they was boiled for a long time; and then pickled in
the best vinegar with bay leaves in an airtight jar. We didn’t have no bay leaves in our garden; so I had to go and
steal some from Mr. Dorey of Oatlands. He had a bay tree with leaves hanging over the road. Mr. Dorey would
have given us as many bay leaves as we wanted, if we’d asked him: but my mother wouldn’t let me. She was
proud, my mother. She would rather steal than beg; and I’m the same. The jar was kept on the shelf with the pots
of jam; and sometimes I’d be given a pickled ormer for my tea with bread and butter, when I came home from
school.
I can’t say what ormers taste like. They are not like fish, flesh, or fowl. They are like no other food on earth. I
have heard of the nectar of the gods. Or is it ambrosia they feed on? That must be ormers. Well, my poor old
mother is in heaven now, if she is anywhere at all. If they got any sense up there, they will get her to cook them a
meal of ormers. I can just see her banging away at the old ormers with a flat iron and her sleeves rolled up and
singing Where is my wandering boy tonight?
She was as fussy about butter as she was about meat. She wouldn’t look at the sickly white English butter. It
had to be golden Guernsey. My grandfather kept a cow, as he was working only round the corner and could look
after it; but there was no cow kept at Les Moulins in my time, and I had to fetch our milk, butter, and curds from
the Roussels of the Grand Fort. My mother and Tabitha liked curds, but I didn’t.
Of course there was no wine, beer, or spirits drunk in our house; but, for some reason, there was always a
barrel of cider. In the early days, it was made from our own apples; but when most of the apple-trees had been cut
down to make room to build a greenhouse it was delivered from Randall’s Brewery in the Truchett. My mother
wouldn’t touch it; but my father used to let me have a glass with my dinner Sundays.
It goes without saying my mother was against smoking. She said if men was meant to smoke they would have
been born with a chimney on the nose. It didn’t make any difference to my father. He smoked cigarettes he rolled
himself and black twist in his pipe and a cigar at Christmas. I didn’t smoke in the house until I was a grown lad;
but I smoked when I was a boy at the Vale School, of course.
My little grandmother didn’t mind my father smoking: she said she liked the smell of smoke on a man. He got
on well with his belle-mere, my father. He would often go along on his own to see how she was, or take me with
him.
“Hello, ma mere!” he’d say and take her in his arms and kiss her on the forehead. He was big and strong and
she was very small and frail against him.
“Ah, comment s’en va, mon Alfred?” she’d say.
“Pas trop mal,” he’d say.
My mother thought more of her father than of her mother. She said he was a man of God. She knew he had
been misled and in error while he was a Wesleyan, but she believed he had seen the Light when he was struck
down. Her sisters, my Aunt Prissy and my Aunt Hetty, was so much younger than she was they hardly
remembered their father, and thought more of their mother: especially La Hetty, the youngest. When my
grandmother died, La Hetty said she wanted to die too; and cried so much they thought she was going mad.
I was to school yet when my little grandmother died. She didn’t know anybody for seven days and seven
nights, I think the doctor gave her some stuff at the end to ease the pain. She lay on her back breathing loud and
they had to feed her with a feather. The three sisters and the husbands went every night; and people came from the
Vale and St. Sampson’s and the Citel, and even as far as from St. Saviour’s, to see her. They would go into the
bedroom one by one on their tiptoes, and come out saying
“Ah, la pauvre Charlotte! la pauvre Charlotte! Ch’est la fin, enfin: ch’est la fin!”
The last night the three sisters stopped all night and sat by the bed watching. The husbands went home to have
a sleep, so as they would be able to go to work in the morning. I stopped with my mother. I was the only big boy
there. My Cousin Horace, Aunt Prissy’s first, was only three and was put to sleep in a cot in the little room. My
Cousin Raymond, Aunt Hetty’s boy, was there; but he wasn’t born yet. I said I didn’t want to go to sleep. I had
never been allowed to stop up all night before. I wanted to sit and watch my granny die.
My mother wouldn’t let me and made me go in the kitchen, and I sat with my Uncle Nat. The lamp was lit and
there was a stuffed owl on the table, and lustre-ware jugs and willow-pattern plates on the dresser, and a china
fowl to keep eggs in; and two china dogs on the mantelpiece. A big fire was burning on the hearth and a copper
kettle boiling on the terpid, in case hot water was wanted. My uncle was sitting up on the green-bed wide awake. I
don’t think he knew what was going on. He was busy making the picture of a wonderful boat with a golden hull
and curly gunnels and black masts curling aft and red sails like the combs of cockerels; and a big green wave was
curling over it. I could hear my granny breathing with a rattle in her throat, and I began to pray,
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“Please God, don’t let my granny die! Please God, don’t let my granny die! Please God, don’t let my granny
die! Please! Please! Please!” I fell asleep in my chair.
She was laid out by the time I woke up in the morning. My Aunt Prissy was a great one for laying out the dead;
and she’d made sure beforehand everything was ready in the top drawer of the chest-of-drawers. On the day of the
funeral I saw my granny in her coffin before it was screwed down. She was like wax. They said she had come to
herself before she died and sat up in bed and called out. She had seen somebody. My Aunt Prissy said it was Nico,
her husband, she saw; but my Aunt Hetty said it was SOMEBODY ELSE. My mother didn’t say nothing.
She was given a grand funeral. It stretched from Cobo to Grand Havre. My Aunt Hetty didn’t go because she
couldn’t stop crying; but my Aunt Prissy went, and my mother. The three husbands was pallbearers, and Mess
Phineas Le Page from the Coutanchez, the ecrivain. She was buried Chapel; but the cemetery was only over a
wall from the Church. All the way along the road from Les Sablons to the Vale there wasn’t a house that didn’t
have its blinds down. I was wearing a black suit. My Aunt Prissy cried at the grave, and my mother put a
handkerchief to her eyes. I didn’t cry.
After the funeral, the Reverend Dumond came back to Les Sablons to have tea with the mourners and near
relations. It was only bread and butter and cheese and Guernsey biscuits, but there was enough for everybody to
have a good feed. When he had gone, the will was read.
Mess Phineas Le Page read it. It was in a tin box on the side table in the kitchen, where my grandmother kept
the tickets she was given each month from the Capelles Chapel to show she was saved. It was as everybody
expected. My Uncle Nat was to have the house and furniture until he died, and a quarter of the money. My
grandmother had quite a nice little nest-egg in the pied-du-cauche. Her clothes was to be divided among the three
daughters.
The sharing was done in the bedroom where she died. They sat on the floor and cast lots. My Uncle Nat was
out of it; but he understood enough to fish up a couple of dice out of his pocket for Mess Phineas Le Page to rattle
in his tall hat.
It worked out quite peaceful to begin with. My Aunt Prissy won the sabots and my Aunt Hetty the scoop and
my mother the widow’s veil. The best bonnet went to Prissy, who said it was too old for her; and the second best
to Hetty, who said she was only glad to have anything that had belonged to her mother. The best blouse went to
my mother, who said it was too small for her and gave it to Prissy, who was thin. There was three bundles of
underclothes; but they was wrapped up in brown paper, so as the men wouldn’t see. They went one to each. There
was only the wedding-dress left. It was a lovely dress of white corded silk and had been kept in the bottom drawer
of the chest-of-drawers with camphor and between tissue paper for fifty years. It went to Prissy.
Then there was the most terrible schemozzle. My Aunt Hetty said her mother had always promised the
wedding-dress to her, for when she had a daughter. My Aunt Prissy said it was hers now by the will of God; and
she wasn’t going to part with it for anybody. My Aunt Hetty screamed, “Mais je te grimerai, donc!” and clawed at
my Aunt Prissy’s hair. My Aunt Prissy screamed, “Ah, tu fichu petite volresse, té!” and tried to scratch my Aunt
Hetty’s eyes out. The two husbands had to separate the two wives and hold them back like fighting cocks.
My father didn’t do nothing. Mess Phineas Le Page didn’t know what to do. He kept on saying,
“Ah, mes pigeons! mes pauvres petites pigeons!”
It was my mother who showed she had the wisdom of a Solomon. She said she had better have the weddingdress herself. If either of the others had it now, it would make bad blood in the family; especially as they lived
next door to each other. The husbands said,
“Anything for peace!”
My mother played fair. She offered to La Hetty the widow’s veil and to La Prissy her bundle of underclothes.
My Aunt Hetty said she didn’t want the widow's veil, because when she was a widow she wasn’t going to wear a
veil. My Aunt Prissy said she’d have the bundle of underclothes: they would always do for rags and dusters.
It turned out for the best, in a way. My sister was married in the wedding-dress and looked lovely. La Prissy
had a second, but it was a boy again when she wanted a girl; and, after Raymond, La Hetty couldn’t have any
more. The dress would have been wasted; and it wasn’t so many years before my mother had to wear the widow’s
veil. Ah well, in the midst of life we are in death, as it say in the Bible.
4
My Uncle Nathaniel lived a few years after his mother died; but not many. There was a lot of talk about him
living alone at Les Sablons. People said he ought to have been put away in the Country Hospital; but he could
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feed himself and do his business and mooch round the house. He didn’t keep the place very clean, it is true, and
his sisters went along now and again to give the house a good spring-clean. It was small thanks they got for it.
“It aint for the sake of your brother you come,” he said, “it is for the sake of what the people say. What the
people say is the Ten Commandments on this island. Fiche le can!”
The fellows who had been his friends when he was in health brought him fish, if they had any to spare, and
drink, which he paid for. They dug and planted the back garden for him, and the neighbours fetched his meat for
him, and groceries. I suppose he had enough to eat, one way and the other. The front garden was a wilderness. The
marigolds ran wild and big sunflowers on tall stalks looked down on you as you passed; and the hedge grew and
grew until all you could see of Les Sablons from the road was the dormer window. It was like the forest around
the Castle of Bluebeard. The neighbours, who was Domailles and cousins of the Domailles from the Hautes
Capelles and so of a good family, came and complained to my mother and my aunts and said it was a disgrace.
There was a council of war in our kitchen. It was decided it couldn’t go on any longer, something must be done
about it; and the Reverend Dumond, who had managed to get himself dragged into it somehow, said it would be a
good idea if the family was to call on my uncle in a body and “appeal to his better feelings”. The husbands didn’t
have time, or couldn’t be bothered; but the brigade of Le Page women and children, under the command of the
Reverend Dumond, advanced in line of attack on the enemy camp. The children brought up the rear to appeal to
my uncle’s better feelings. Raymond was three or four, and holding on to his mother's hand; and Horace was
seven or eight, and rough already and throwing stones; and his young brother, Cyril, was in the bassinette. Tabby,
my sister, who’d just left school, had her hair up because she was going out to service. I was in long trousers.
The good minister forced a way through the jungle and got to the front door. My uncle had a crowd of fellows
in the house singing drunk; and he must have had his spies out, for they had piled the furniture against the front
door and barricaded themselves in. The Reverend knocked and knocked, and tried the handle, and begged them to
open in the Name of the Lord. He then commanded them to let him in if they feared damnation. They didn’t. He
had to beat a retreat. He said even the Grace of God was unavailing against the unrepentant sinner.
The drinking and singing went on for a week. The neighbours gathered outside and stood by the hedge and
listened, while the big sunflowers looked down smiling.
Then one morning all was quiet. The front door was open and my Uncle Nat’s friends had vanished in the
night. The good neighbours got worried and, to cut a long story short, he was found lying dead with not a stitch of
clothing on him, or a rag on the bed. All the money had been spent and the friends had taken everything they
could lay their hands on, except the pictures and ornaments, which they didn’t want, and the heavy furniture they
couldn’t carry.
He was put away privily, as it say in the Bible. A hearse and two carriages: the three sisters in one and the three
husbands in the other. He was buried with his mother, and was the last to be put in that grave because it was full.
There was a share-out of the few things left; but there was no trouble. Nobody wanted the pictures; but nobody
had the heart to burn them because he had made them with his own hands, stitch by stitch. La Hetty got the china
fowl she wanted; and was happy. My Aunt Prissy said I could choose anything I liked, because I had grown to be
such a fine strong boy. I chose the two china dogs on the mantelpiece. They are on my mantelpiece at this
moment, listening with their long ears to every word I am writing down. I like my two china dogs. When I write
down anything wicked, one of them look very serious; but the other one, he wink.
The only article of furniture that came to my mother was the grandfather clock. It was made by Naftel, his
name is on the front; and it have only five or six wheels and a weight on a chain and a long pendulum with a big
brass bob, yet it is never a minute wrong. I don’t think I could live now, if I didn’ hear the slow tick-tock, ticktock of my grandfather clock. One night, only a few weeks ago, I forgot to wind it before I went to bed. I'm
getting into the way of forgetting to do things, I don’ know why. When it stopped in the night, I woke up. The
place was dead.
La Sablons was sold and the money divided among the sisters. I know there was a lot of fuss and bother about
getting the money, because La Prissy and La Hetty wasn’t speaking at the time and wouldn’t meet together in the
lawyer’s office to sign the papers. When La Prissy and La Hetty was speaking, they went around together like a
pair of Siamese twins and wore twin mushroom hats. When they wasn’t speaking, they didn’t know each other if
they met face to face in the Pollet. When they was speaking, we never saw them at Les Moulins; but when they
wasn’t speaking, they came one at a time to tell everything to my mother. I have known my Aunt Prissy be talking
to my mother in the kitchen when, lo and behold, my Aunt Hetty would be coming down the garden path to the
front door. My mother would let Prissy out quick by the back door, before she let Hetty in by the front. She was
good that way, my mother. She was all for peace in the family.
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When my Aunt Prissy and my Aunt Hetty wasn’t speaking, they blamed each other for everything. When they
was speaking, they blamed everybody else.
I have never known the rights and the wrongs of how they came to marry the Martel boys. That’s the trouble of
trying to write the true story of my relations; or of myself, for that matter. I don’t know the beginning, or the end.
Hetty didn’t want to marry Harold Martel; I’m sure of that. It was not only that he was years older, but he had
been married before. Hetty really wanted to marry Jack Bourgaize, who was her own age; but he was one of those
boys who was mad to get away from Guernsey, and had gone to Australia to make his fortune. He had wanted her
to go with him, but she wouldn’t because she didn’t want to leave her mother. It happened just then that Harold
Martel was on the lookout for another wife; but, to be fair, I think he liked Hetty better than his first one. Hetty
said she only went out with him for company, because Prissy was going out with Percy. Prissy said she only went
out with Percy, because Hetty was going out with Harold. She didn’t like Percy. He was soft. Nobody could say
Harold was soft. He was a big surly-looking bloke with heavy shoulders and, as the eldest, used to having his own
way. Anyhow, they all four found themselves engaged.
Then Jack Bourgaize wrote from Australia to say he’d got a smallholding. From his letter, it sounded as if the
smallholding was as big as Guernsey, but all trees. He said he had made a clearing in it and built a shack; and he
wanted Hetty to go out at once and marry him. Her mother said she must do what she wanted; but she went to ask
advice of her Aunt Sarah, who she hoped was going to leave her some money. Her Aunt Sarah, who had never
married, said,
“A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush, my girl.”
Hetty married Harold Martel. He already had a house at Pleinheaume, where he had lived with his first wife;
but Hetty didn’t want to live in the same house as that other woman and use the same things. Harold thought he
might as well turn over a new leaf and start on a clean page. He sold the house at Pleinheaume and bought the
ground to build another. Prissy said Percy must build one next to it, so as whatever was to happen, she and Hetty
would always have each other.
The two brothers went into partnership. Everything was arranged for the best and turned out for the worst.
It’s a wonder those two houses ever got built at all, there was so many quarrels. It wasn’t the brothers. Percy
was quite willing to give in to Harold; and Harold worked with Percy all right, so long as he was the boss. It was
the sisters.
There never was two sisters more different from each other than those two. Hetty wasn’t stout yet, but she was
short and roundish. She had a beautiful face really: squarish with strong bones and big sky-blue eyes and a lovely
straight nose. If only that face had been on a body to match, she would have been one of the beauties of those
days. Prissy wasn’t a beauty. She was pretty with a small face, a small body and small bones; and, though she was
five years older than Hetty, could pass for the same age. She had a tongue like a needle, and she knew exactly
where to dig it in so it hurt; and Hetty was easy to hurt and easy to make happy. She was always either laughing or
crying.
It was agreed between them that the houses must be exactly alike, since they was for two brothers marrying
two sisters; but for everything Harold did to his, Percy was made to do something different by Prissy. Harold’s
idea of a house was four walls and enough windows and a door back and front and a roof on top. Percy had to do
everything fancy. Harold wanted plain granite. Percy had to do dashing. Both houses finished up half dashing and
half granite. Percy had to build a front porch. Harold had to build a front porch. Percy had to make the top
windows with points like a chapel. Harold had to re-build the top storey to have windows with points like a
chapel. Then Hetty got ideas of her own. She wanted bow windows downstairs; so as she would be able to sit
behind the curtains and watch the people pass, without being seen. Percy had to put in bow windows.
The last great row was over the names of the houses. La Hetty decided she would have hers called
Wallaballoo. It was the name of the place where Jack Bourgaize had his smallholding in Australia. La Prissy came
to tell my mother about it in a rage.
“What d’you think she’s going to do now?” she said; and she told us.
“Have anybody ever heard of such a name for a house?” she said. “The people will think she’s mad! Well, if
she’s going to call hers Wallaballoo, I’m going to call ours Timbuctoo!”
She did, too. There they are to this day, the two houses, in the meadow the other side of Brayeside with a high
wall between them. There wasn’t a high wall between them when they was built. It was a low hedge with an open
gap to go from one to the other. Well, I have seen hells and hells lived through at Wallaballoo and Timbuctoo.
The Martels of Ronceval was Church and the two brothers was married at St. Sampson’s Church on the same
day and went on the same boat to England and in the same train to London for their honeymoon. They all four put
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up at the Empress Hotel in Waterloo Road and went to the Zoo and the Crystal Palace and Madame Tussaud’ and
saw the Chamber of Horrors and the old Queen driving in her carriage out of Buckingham Palace. The sisters
wasn’ speaking when they came back; and the brothers wasn’t allowed to speak either. There was a letter waiting
for Hetty. She had written to Jack Bourgaize that she was getting married to Harold Martel, but it had crossed with
a letter from him saying that, if she wouldn’t go out to Australia, then he would sell his smallholding and come
back and settle down in Guernsey and marry her. She cried for weeks and had to have the doctor. It was three or
four years before Raymond was on the way; and when he was born she nearly died.
Horace arrived before the first year was out. I have never been able to understand how Horace came to be a
Guernsey boy. He was a born American. He was showing off and making a big noise from the moment he poked
his head out. Raymond was a quiet boy. Sometimes I think he was born too good for this world. He worshipped
the big Horace from a child; and Horace was quite willing to have him following along behind like a little dog.
That is, if La Hetty and La Prissy was speaking. Of course, if they wasn’t speaking the boys wasn’t supposed to
speak either; but there was no keeping them apart.
They both went to the Secondary School in Brock Road. At first it was the Misses Cohu’s School at the Albion
Terrace Raymond went to, and Horace was sent to the Capelles School for Boys. Prissy said she didn’t want him
to grow up to be a girl. There was no fear of that. Raymond was ten when he went to the Secondary, but Horace
stayed on at the Capelles until he was old enough to leave school altogether; and Prissy only sent him so that
Hetty couldn’t say Raymond had been to the Secondary and Horace hadn’t. He was put in the same class as
Raymond. Hetty said to Prissy,
“It isn’t always the boys with the big legs got the big brains. Le Raymond will finish up working in a bank yet,
you’ll see!” Prissy said to Hetty,
“It isn’t those who work in the bank got the money. It’s those put the money in the bank got the money. Le
Horace is going to make plenty, you’ll see!”
For six months after, Le Raymond and Le Horace had to go different ways to school. Horace would go along
the Vale Road on his bike and Raymond would go round Baubigny on his; and they would meet at the Half-way.
Raymond was a boy who didn’t like to do the slightest thing wrong, yet he would break any rule to be with
Horace.
Cyril, the baby, grew into the most beautiful child I have ever seen. He looked like an angel. He had long
golden curls Prissy wouldn’t have cut off; and she was forever having his photo taken. She adored him. I am sure
he was the only creature in the world she ever adored.
Nobody, not even his mother, could adore Horace. The funny thing was that Cyril really took after his father.
Percy had been a good-looking young chap with fair curly hair; and he was of a sweet nature until he married
Prissy and turned nasty.
When Cyril was five he got diptheria and died. The sisters was’t speaking at the time but they came very close
together then; and the whole family went to the funeral. He had a small grave to himself in St. Sampson’s
cemetery; and a small tombstone, and on it
CYRIL MARTELO.
AGED 5 YEARS, 3 MONTHS.

Prissy wouldn’t have any words put under.
220.133 Excerpt from Lean Men: An Episode In A Life\fn{by Ralph Bates (1899-2000)} Swindon, Swindon,
England, United Kingdom (M) 8
After Consequences Pontius Pilate proposed Ambitions; everyone said, “O.K. Ambitions” and Ambitions it
was.
Harry began, “My ambition is to be in at the Revolution,” and he was condemned to deliver an exhortatory
speech to that half of the nation which he had not obliterated, which he did very well, being the senior Red
present. Then one of Lydia’s admirers said, “To write one good lyric before I die,” and when he had delivered a
couple of quatrains, obviously prepared, hoping that when the birds of his Love’s day had grown silent his lady
would lift for his nightingales the white moon, the turn came to Lydia.
“No, it’s his turn,” she protested, pointing with her silk-stockinged toes at Francis Charing.
“I claim privilege; since this party is to celebrate my departure for Spain and a decent climate, I ought to be
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exempt.”
“Ambition,” they shouted, and Pontius Pilate hooted politically, and he had to give in after all. He stood up and
crossed his throat.
“Finger’s wet, finger’s dry, cut my throat if I tell a lie. My ambition is to … to stand on the chancel steps of an
empty cathedral and play solidly through the works of John Dowland on the archlute, Morley too, perhaps.”
“That’s spoiling the game,” remarked Esther, “but it’s a good one for effect.”
“If you can’t be truthful be effective, “ added Pilate, which did something to explain his nickname.
But it had not been spoken for more effect than the game allowed, Francis knew; he had pondered several
Ambitions, such as “to do one job honest-to-God soundly before I die” or “thoroughly to believe in myself”; but
the latter had been somehow disconcerting and the former had seemed priggish, as do all ambitions to
contemporary society, when one comes to think of it, save that of making money. The cathedral and the lute, yes,
the external circumstances were a bit showy.
“In default of a lute, condemned to deliver a précis of one of Mr. Ramsay MacDonald’s speeches,” sentenced
Esther.
“The world is a most confusing thing, like syntax. Lydia’s turn.” She looked at him venomously and then
softened her gaze a little as if she wished to cancel the venom but not the bite.
“Everyone knows it,” she declared offhandedly, and the jealous males present, and that was all of them
excepting Harry, wondered whether she was referring to Francis or to becoming the finest woman pianist of the
day. This she was quite likely to do, at least so far as the moderns and Bach were concerned.
When the party broke up, some of them commiserated facetiously with him about daggers in the back, others
hummed a bar or two of the famous old ballad about a gay señorita and a delicate amputation; a few were silent.
He hoped Lydia would give him the opportunity of speaking to her, but her circle gathered round her with a hint
of protection that exasperated him. Harry drew him aside a moment and said:
“You’ll be in at the death of Alfonso,\fn{ Alfonso XIII (1886-1941) King of Spain (1886-1931)} in my opinion. Lucky
devil, I’d like your job, though I suppose you’re the only man the Comintern could have chosen for it. I may see
something of your reports to the International, but if you’d like to send me a private political survey, I’d be really
pleased.”
The other men whooped a little and then hurried off with Lydia to her flat, where they would kiss her hand,
purely in homage to her technique, and gaze with abstruse reflections at the door which would click so decisively
in their faces.
*
Francis wandered up to Jack Straw’s pond at the top of the street, meaning to take a blow before plunging
through the December fogs to his room in Pimlico. Lord, what a thing was Life!
“Précis of a Bolshevik biography,” Esther should have demanded.
“Born in Flinthouse Farm on the Wiltshire Downs with a window horizon of a thin line of larch trees climbing
a hog’s-tack of gray-green turf. Sound of the western wind in the roof all days and nights. Larch trees early
become significant in a non-arboreal way. Childhood deficient in anecdotes. Gas specialists during the war, but
not being a poet of a novelist had no profound reactions at the time, unless it was a craving for sunlight and travel.
Completed apprenticeship and promptly exported myself to Spain, almost absentmindedly. Why Spain? Dunno.
Delayed response to war, I suppose; of course there was ship-captain great-grandfather Roy, buried in the civil
cemetery at Cadiz, and everybody at Flinthouse had known that Cadiz was ‘a little sliver cup of a city’. Some
astonishment at discovering that my religion had disappeared unobserved. Starved and half-starved by turns as a
docker in Barcelona. Modest and joyful practices of the flesh.
“A few strikes and lockouts. Enjoyed them. Without political ideas bought a gun. Fired it once or twice at tree
trunks and then put it away. A fresh wave of strikes and then one day found myself behind a barricade of bricks in
the docks, plugging joyfully at a police charge. Slightly wounded by glancing bullet. Beat up a government spy
the same day and then, still having no political ideas, forgot it all when the strike collapsed. Threw gun into the
dock. A little music as alternative to exaggerated vice, lurking sense of danger in the experience of music. A
Catalan wife, on discovering the monotony of commercial copulation. Became a peasant farmer on the outer edge
of the Pyrenees. A child; death of child and wife. That doesn’t reduce to a précis.”
The stormy quality of Barcelona, most turbulent of European cities, still swept into his imagination at the
thought. Too clearly he remembered Sister Mercedes who paraded up and down the children’s ward on visitors’
day with a convent-made doll in her arms, arousing longing in the children, and Sister Innocencia who followed
her trying to persuade destitute parents to buy raffle tickets for the doll, in aid of that work of Christ’s love. And
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that afternoon when the matron nun had refused admission to the private doctor they had fee’d with a half of their
savings, even though the house doctor had desired it.
“In this place no one commands but me,” she had shouted when Angela, his wife, had timidly presented the
doctor’s letter. The curt note two days later:
“The child Tomasio Piver Charing has died this day, having received the comfort of spiritual ministrations.
R.I.P.”
And upon the head of the paper a smudged engraving of an angel, nun-like, bearing a snuggling child upwards
through vapours. Angela’s distraction, partial recovery, and death. There was no bitterness in that. Death reduces
to a précis, it was itself a précis.
“For the rest, Esther, you must permit a little influx of poetry. A sudden passionate longing for England, a kind
of welling up of love, not for tariffs and a balanced budget, but rather for lichened apple trees, the straw
weathercock about the season’s last rick and hares lolloping over the young corn … softer things perhaps.
Returned to find father dead, Flinthouse sold up, the orchard left to me and relations quarrelling politely about it,
less politely on my appearance.
“The devil of sophistication had entered. London then, and factory work. Suddenly revolted by the leprous
disorder of British industry and its urban expression, hoardings, slums, villa-suburbs, newspapers, etc. Fresh
unrest still of an unpolitical sort due in part to past life. A man who spends the coloured twenties of his life in a
foreign land, is happy and sad there and returns at last to his own, loving it, finds that he has lost the habit and
stamp of home too much for natural friendship. All this while struggling to reduce a chaotic warehouse to order.
Steady advance in financial and business position. Growing anger at corrupt and footling inefficiency of average
business unit.
“A chance remark from an employee of another department, your husband to be precise, Esther.”
“‘You ought to be a Red, Charing, you have a sense of order.’
“Weeks of argument and then modest work in the Party. Junior warehouse manager of prominent firm sells
Daily Workers on the street, and likes it. A few meetings at Rag Fair, Portobello Road. Assist with organization of
a Hunger March. Meet Colonel Maciá the exiled Catalan patriot and republican in Paris one week-end during a
minor official errand. Begin to dream about Spain again. Now find unwitting exploits in general strike at
Barcelona pleasant memories. Become local secretary. Resign business post to become paid organizer. Short
training visit to Moscow, great joy at finding things there better than I’d secretly believed. Return and straightway
get three months second division for a casual seditious utterance. Upon release take up old post at warehouse till
fresh political situation vacant. In other words, the normal run of Red politics, which also reduce to a précis, the
hope of order amidst contemporary anarchy. No, Esther, ‘a passion for justice’ isn’t a précis but notes for a
speech!
“Despite happiness still hungering for peace throughout this latter period. Love then. Elizabeth and later … for
the rest of my private sensibility, though confused, is more accurate than current scandal.”
*
Francis Charing’s first meeting with Elizabeth had been at a guitar recital of Segovia. His seat had been next to
the leading translator from the Chinese, who had spent the first half of the programme between falling asleep over
the Analects of Confucius and snoring softly at the music. At the interval he had copied the Press critics and
deserted his cheap seat and sat beside Elizabeth whom he had seen at Harry’s study circles. Afterwards they had
gone to Poggioli’s little restaurant in Charlotte Street and enthused over Segovia and the instrument.
“Its power to suggest is its chief characteristic,” Elizabeth had asserted; to him, a modest performer on the
instrument, it was its power of glittering and unequivocal statement.
“The guitar is one of the few really musical instruments left to mankind since the disappearance of the lute,
Miss Helston.” She had replied,
“My name is Elizabeth.”
“Elizabeth, then,” and he had taken her hand. From the very first she looked at him in the face and did not
withdraw her hand. There were some women like that, too fine and pure for life, it seemed. They were much
together for the rest of the season and then he had asked her to marry him, directly, without prelude.
“No, Francis, I am sorry—I don’t believe in marriage.”
“But I want you,” he had replied, and utterly without premeditation he had gathered her in his arms and said,
“Then live with me, Elizabeth.” She had signed and said “O.K.”, which reminded him unpleasantly of the
warehouse; and with no more difficulty than that, he had taken a single room in Gray’s Inn Road. The sordidity of
the meanest thoroughfare in London had been unnoticed by both of them.
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Dear Elizabeth, was there no comfort one could give a woman one had betrayed? The least satisfactory of life’s
experiences is seduction, after that betrayal. He had not foreseen Lydia.
Once he had been lying near a bend of gray rushes and tattered sedge on the River Kennet when a kingfisher
had darted through the willows and perched excitingly upon a weir hatch. Lydia had entered his life like that,
arousing wild and darting imagination in him. There was uneasy longing even in leaving this Hampstead, where
she lived, to descend to the rheumy mistiness of Pimlico. It would be a painful good to leave England for a while.
When a man loves two women and they insist upon decision he must get away, out of the marshes of feeling into
a place of hard rock and vertical sun. And when such a man has been happy in a foreign land, when even a false
note in a child’s five-finger exercises, converting it into one of the sun-steeped modes of Spain, is injurious in its
evocatory power, it is best that he should go back to that place and reflect. Usually he will be disappointed, but at
least he will have one illusion the less. In this case, Francis knew, he would not be disappointed. That the
International had entrusted him with the post of Spanish organizer was the greatest of fortunes.
“The death of Alfonso,” Harry had said. A spot of action would be excellent, like arriving at a clean arête of
sound granite after a shoot of screes.
Francis climbed on to the last “24” and the conductor grumbled at having to mount the stairs; somehow it
made him long even more to get away.
A man who has caught the last bus in from Hampstead rarely gets out of a Pimlico bed within half an hour and
carefully dresses in order to take a taxi back to Hampstead.
It was partly the effect of that hooting on the river at the bottom of the road. The calling of tugs upon a
midnight tide was the loveliest poetry of London, poor idiot product of the industrial revolution. He had placed
marks in his diary against the dates of night tides; to lie in bed and hear that calling of … ships, through the sooty
branches of trees and over house-tops was a restless joy. This night it might be only the tug Freda dragging the
dumbcraft Dinkie and Griffin up to Brentford docks, but it sounded like the past of sunlight and freedom calling
through a veil of present estuary fog with the voice of the future.
*
Approaching of Lydia’s door he felt sick with excitement, as ever. There would be another scene, she would
demand his decision, she wouldn’t even skirmish; she would attack straight away in the manner of modern music.
Lydia opened the door to him herself and led him directly to her bedroom.
“Well?” she said in a tone of invitation to battle, or love.
“I came to say goodbye. I wasn’t content with saying it at the party.”
“Are you paying all your calls at this time of night?”
“No, some of them, the most interesting.”
He got ready to parry, a sheaf of retorts presented themselves to his tongue, it was definitely an affair of the
tongue; he did not want to quarrel but to throw his arms round her and plead for time. She was wearing that
present the Grotrian Hall usher would have gasped to see. She was colouring as he snapped:
“What the devil did you give me that opening for?”
Neither did Lydia wish to strike back. Could not this man see that she was longing to take him to her bed? She
did not even wish him to ask for that, his already granted privilege; could he not see she had put on the silk
nightdress that with improper humour he had placed inside a bouquet of flowers he had caused to be handed to
her after a recital at the Grotrian Hall?
“Oh, just to have the familiar brawl, I imagine; don’t hurt my wrists this time if we fight.”
Yet she longed to feel his hands upon her, the points of her breasts were glowing with longing for him.
Tomorrow he would be gone, to work beneath the foundations of a Dictatorship; she had confidence in his skill,
yet what had happened to the last Spanish organizer. Everyone guessed, Francis guessed, though no one said
much about it in his presence.
He winced a little at her reply, not at the melancholy truth, nor at the spiritual weariness in her voice, but
because the solution of all private evils seemed so near at hand, somewhere within the grasp of the mind if only
one cared to reach out for it; what it was he did not know.
How lovely she was. Lydia never made any attempt to soften the colour of her young Jewish beauty. Her
cheeks usually unashamedly rosy but now a little pallid, almost matched the hue of her lips; almost black hair, not
excessively abundant but buoyant and springy, seemed to ride like a black foam, especially when she sat at the
keyboard. Between the hems of her dark Venetian green wrap her thigh protruded; her nightdress caught up on the
edge of the bed disclosed its white firm flesh. Which barely yielded to the pressure of the forearm resting upon it,
its lines as finely drawn as Ingres pencil work.
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At his glance she covered her leg with her wrap. He rose and lit the gas fire and sat down by it without remark,
both of them preparing an armoury of assault and defence.
How could Francis know that he thought of himself as still the child, confronting an angry and vindictive
woman? As the erect boy of fourteen years back there upon the Wiltshire hills, who had gone off and brooded
three days and nights over Jessie the young mare’s dead foal; or what relationships there were between this boy
and the argumentative confident man of thirty years?
And Lydia half expected a child to speak from within herself, a coaxing girl of seven who had wooed
sixpences out of her father, a struggling cigar merchant near St. Martin’s lane, in order to visit a ramshackle
cinema where she never looked at the pictures but listened intensely to a wretched pianist hammering at a piano
whose keyboard rattled like a drawer of knives and forks. She knew she was still trying to defeat this hard man’s
resistance by opening her eyes wide with coaxing appeal, but unlike her father he did not yield.
“Get into bed, Lydia, you’ll be catching cold, in mid-season, too.”
“You talk like my agent; what can it matte to you now if I do?”
There was challenge in her reply, and he wanted to say that it mattered everything to him. He said it, but it
sounded cold and insincere, yet she climbed into bed and looked at him softly with eyes full of sudden loveliness.
She still slept near the wall, he saw, on her side of the bed.
“Answer me,” she flared, though not so savagely as she often did.
“Oh, hell!—the same wrangle, I suppose—I know it by heart.” Tardily he added the word “dear”. She was
trying that trick of gazing at him with wide eyes which he had learned to associate with bullying imposition of her
will.
“Did you call me dear?”
“Yes, that is wrong, I suppose.”
Lydia flung the bedclothes back with an angry movement, her cheeks burning with temper. She swung her legs
out of the bed and opened her lips. He must attack, he knew, either by pleading for love, his surest weapon, or by
a hail of words.
She did not break into a storm of reasonable protest or semi-obscene abuse and deliberate lies as he expected,
nor beat him with the sides of her fists as she had done before, even about music. It was not passion he felt, yet he
plunged forward and, kneeling, laid his cheek upon her leg and threw his arm around her waist.
Lydia, my beloved,” he whispered, and she bent to hear what he might say and ran her fingers into the crisp,
warm-scented hair of his head and drew him nearer. She did not long now for the fierce weight of his body upon
her; yet as the hair of his shaven cheek rustled upon her skin she wished desperately that he would press his lips
upon her.
“My darling,” she prompted, and he waited a moment. They both waited, and it is probable that in that moment
their thoughts coincided.
“We have done this a score of times; what is the use of passionate reconciliation when the quarrel will break
out again tomorrow?”
“Have you decided, Francis?”
The question was involuntary, and she knew everything that might make that night lovely had disappeared
with its enunciation. She desired to pour out her love for him, to give him time, if he had been staying in London
she would have let him love them both until he could choose between Elizabeth and herself, she would love him
devotedly, give him her beauty, her music, more than all that, something profound, elusive, yet throbbing, whose
nature she did not understand.
“I cannot—I must get away, Lydia.”
“Then you must go,” she answered coldly, and pushed his head from her.
“Send me your programmes,” he said as he was leaving the room; he felt it was the only simple, unobscure
thing he had said.
“Why should I? You never liked my music.”
He was gone, and she hadn’t even promised to send him programmes, when she had been yearning to give her
body to him again: Life suddenly seemed monstrously stupid, that she should have prepared herself for his
embrace hardly daring to hope he would return, throughout the two hours that followed his departure towards the
heath after he party; that she should have struggled to prevent herself crying when at last the door bell had rung
with his signal, and then because of a futile, meaningless question that he could not be expected to answer she had
sent him away without promising him a few pieces of paper. All the nights through which they had lain in one
another’s arms pressed round her, not as memories, but as if music sounded. Those nights had been so different
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from anything she could have imagined, for she had nothing but literature and jesting conversation from which to
draw her ideas about love. She had feared that after enjoying her he might turn from her, or at the best fall asleep
by her side; that he would cover her face and breast with kisses and say the most lovely things whose disturbing
beauty he himself did not suspect, she had not been able to foreknow. That they could argue fiercely about music,
about which he made such searching aphorisms, while making love to one another, she had not imagined.
One night they had stormed at each other until two o’clock about the æsthetics of L’Histoire du Soldat, and
then when she had scored a clear point and tried to jump out of bed in order to rush into the studio to illustrate it
he would not let her go, and she had wrestled to get away until they both burst out laughing.
“After,” he had said, and dshe had replied:
“Yes, but you’re not to cheat, Francis; you must listen without pulling the clothes over your head.”
“I never do,” he had protested like a boy.
“Yes, you do. You did about the Prokofieff, I saw you in the mirror, I crept back to the door quietly to catch
you.” How prophetic had been the words that followed.
“Then why didn’t you tackle me about it at the time?” he had said, less boisterously.
“I was saving it up.” She had meant it to sound merely mischievous, but she knew it had been badly done.
“My darling, there’ll be no need to save things up,” he had said very uietly, and then with instinctive unanimity
they had clasped one another in that curious position which made them feel most together, both lying face
downwards and side by side with arms around each other’s shoulders, and whispered defiance of the future they
both feared.
“My brother and I used to lie like this and listen for hares galloping or to peer into the roots of the turf, it’s like
the Matto Grosso,” he had said one night when the sudden sense of special intimacy had died away, as it always
did, leaving them secretly cold to one another and afraid. She had been fiercely jealous of his brother, too.
How like a boy he had been until these last months. She had not really been disturbed when for a few days she
thought a child was coming to her. The only time Francis had seen her cry was when she hurt her knee on the
corner of a packing case of books.
He was gone now. He had not really loved her, or he was a coward.
*
Francis sat twenty minutes upon wet seat in parliament Hill, ignoring the fine rain, trying to make up his mind
whether to go back to Lydia’s flat. He hd been in her room less than ten minutes and had spoken only a dozen
sentences; but they had been sufficient to rob the thought of the future of all its timbre and colour. She had not
understood that to break with Elizabeth seemed to mean destroying his capacity or faith, nor that time alone could
disentangle the very propositions of their problem. She did not wish to correspond, not even in their one-sided
way.
“You never liked my music,” she had said. It was true, though the manner and exactitude of her playing excited
his craftsman’s mind.
She had always provocatively declared that she modeled her playing upon the performance of an automatic
piano\fn{Player piano} an ideal automatic piano such as Stravinsky desired for Les Noces, or in less paradoxical
mood, upon the playing of Bela Bartók or Prokofieff. She made little use of pedaling, or even of arm weight, but
yet secured a percussive brilliance that brought every phrase into perfect clarity, chiefly by the rhythmic precision
and power of her fingers. She had an objection to extravagant legatos that was real and not the result of mere
theorizing:
“The hand is not a crepe-soled crab,” she used to say, imitating the conventional manner of playing Chop-in,
with a grimace. “If I played like that for long I should soon be a consumptive—ugh! It enervates!” She delivered
all her judgments with the enthusiasm of her twenty-four years.
In party and private circles she carried those doctrines to ridiculous excess, and it was his quite unreverential
interjection of “Rubbish!” one night that had sent them out to pelt over the heath fiercely arguing about the nature
of music. Bach yes, but Mozart no, and only a very little Beethoven. Her Bach was insensitive, however, and he
said so often. Lydia for all her theatricality had sound enough understanding of how to make a career, or at least
her agent had, for she trusted him more than her teachers. She nursed a desire to succeed Busoni as the interpreter
of the Opus 106 of Beethoven, the Hammerclavier Sonata. She had never heard that revolutionary pianist, but the
tradition had been imparted to her by her teacher. The formidable work had long been committed to her memory,
but guided surely by her agent she had never dared to present it in public.
“Opus 106 is not music, it is structure, philosophical structure,’ she had told him that night upon the heath,
“and that is why we Jews have a grasp upon it.”
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She had stormily invited him to come to her flat that night and hear the work To be perfectly candid, it had
been the only performance of hers he had really delighted in. Generally her playing fascinated and at the same
time provoked his subtler sense of values.
Lydia hated “poetry” in sound, as she never tired of explaining. She longed to play the Noches en los jardines
de España with the Philharmonic, the score of both pianoforte and orchestral parts she knew minutely. The hard
brilliance of that music she had mastered, yet it was totally void of poetry as she played it, and her agent, to whom
she invariably yielded after argument, would never permit her to perform it. To borrow images, Francis declared
that because she disliked water-colours all her pictures must therefore be in black and white; the rich delight and
poetry of a blazing canvas she distrusted. She seemed unable to conceive of a balanced æstheteics.
Her programmes were, however, never wholly consistent with her æstheteics. To begin with, she often
included one of the later sonatas of Scriabin, music which revolved him in retrospect but to which he succumbed
while she played it. Executing this music she flagrantly forgot her standards, and there often swept into her
playing an intense sensuousness, more the result of selective rhythmic emphasis than of altered tone, which he felt
to be unhealthy. Once, at one of her recitals, Pontius Pilate had leaned forward and whispered, “Say, Charing, I
believe she’s drunk,” as she had been playing the Ninth of that composer. He had shaken his shoulders in angry
remonstrance at the remark, and the fellow had whispered,
“It’s like Salome on a couch.” He had turned round and glared at the man; but that had been in the days when
she had already yielded to him.
How they came to this latter stage was not really clear to Francis; her entourage of jealous and frustrated
admirers could not understand it either. She had telephoned him one night begging him to come up and tell her all
he knew about cante hondo, the Andalusian popular music; that was at the time she had begun to think about the
Noches. He had taken his guitar to her flat. The weeks of violent argument and extravagant \caricature of one
another’s tastes had broken down what few barriers to ordinary friendship there had been. After their inevitable
quarrel about cante hondo she had asked him to describe his life in Spain. She had been unexpectedly thrilled by
his succession of stories, real, brutal, gay and improper, and upon leaving her he had kissed her hand, not in
pretended homage but hungrily, savagely. She had turned pale at once and he had caught her up in his arms and
made love to her. Upon that occasions she had defended herself with spirit, yet upon parting, wearied with
emotion, in the early hours of the morning she had said hasta la vista, her sole accomplishment in the language.
He had called again without invitation, and she had yielded, completely, her entire being.
Two nights he had stayed with her before returning to the room in Gray’s Inn Road. There was little gentleness
and tenderness with Lydia, she demanded humble and almost abject service while he was with her, and appeared
to forget him when absent. He wrote lengthily to her, even if banished for but two days. She rarely replied with
even the shortest of notes. At first she made no reference to Elizabeth, though she was well acquainted with the
relationship between Francis and her. She had even visited them at Gary’s Inn road, though she openly sneered at
the suite of transcriptions from Morley that they had prepared for her. The Elizabethan music was naïve, neither
really lyrical nor absolutely pure music.
About a little music they were agreed, the middle period Stravinsky provided examples. He did not pretend to
despise Firebird, but for Petrouchka and particularly the Sacre de Printemps they had a common enthusiasm. She
had even invited Elizabeth to join them at her flat while she struggled to condense the four-handed transcription of
that mighty work. She had not even been scornful when he had rushed over to the piano with a chair, and flinging
himself down beside her had begun to plough through the second part with his blundering but understanding
execution. After Les Noces his interest in Stravinsky died out.
“When he completes his historical tour and gets back to another Sacre I’ll listen again,” he said that night.
She had poured scorn on the remark, and the evening had ended in a musical brawl, each bouncing over to the
pianoforte to illustrate a point, he finally losing his temper over her unnecessary criticism of his improvised
technique. Elizabeth had sat silently through this storm.
Bitterness, as distinct from vehemence, gradually crept into his arguments with Lydia, and this had coloured
their first approach to the problem of Elizabeth. The situation had long become intolerable before Elizabeth had
added her final protest. Her quiet probing had given way to patient protest for months before she rebelled. After
that, life was a nightmare of dull work and semi-hysteria.
*
When next morning he told Withers, the head manager of the warehouse in which he “enjoyed a lucrative
post”, that he would sacrifice the salary and leave at once, the fellow weakly protested.
“But, Mr. Charing, this is most unforeseen. Mr. Charing, I say—”
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“I am sorry—but it is compulsive, I desire to leave at once.”
“But—but the reorganization,” said Withers, fingering the documented scheme he had presented. “I thought
you were going to … to do wonders for us. I should not have reappointed you but for that.”
“Wonders! What does a gramophone firm want with wonders?” Withers assumed managerial dignity at once.
“Be respectful, Mr. Charing.”
“Oh, go to hell. Gramophones, I hate them, every one of the whole three thousand of them. I like the glorious
Elizabethans, Dowland, and Campian and Wilbye. Do you know Mater Alfonso Ferrabosco, Mr. Withers? You do
not. Three thousand jack-in-the-boxes your stock is to me, and I’ve developed a complex of fear that three
thousand Gracie Fields may leap out at any moment and yodel derision of my sweet friend Orpheus, lutes, viols,
rebecs, shepherdesses and all other likeable things. Do you see, my dear Mr. Withers? You do not, you never see
anything, not even that this firm is a sprawling horror of fraudulent incompetence.”
If the girls tittered it was the fault of cheap glass partitions. Anyway, Withers softened.
“But you were advancing yourself so rapidly, Mr. Charing.”
“Nonsense, I’m worth your post, but the good ones are reserved for friends and relations of the directors, you
know that s well as I do. Good day, sir.”
Pontius Pilate came to see him in the afternoon and engaged in a listless conversation. He was so called
because everyone who had anything to do with him sooner or later found out that he backed out of difficult
situations and the responsibility was theirs. He sat by the electric fire and talked wanly until a muffin man went
by.
“Let’s have some crumpets,” said Pontius Pilate, “we could toast them here.”
It wasn’t crumpets he was after, he was imagining a snug room, a fire, a wife and all that. That was what
crumpets stood for, and it hurt to realize it. Pilate didn’t know why his own desire for crumpets faded out so
suddenly.
Francis had come home for friendship and a life that seemed normal. The grand normality of a Little Palace in
Colindale and prospects of a small car had at one time looked like being the answer to the prayer. And of
friendship, what? Friendship was difficult in London where distance intervened. He was sorry to be leaving Harry
and Esther, but after eighteen months of acquaintance with Pontius Pilate all he knew of him was that he was the
producer-director of a superior but struggling theatre, and invariably chose plays with prostitutes in them. Because
that was the only type of woman who would be satisfied with his deficient masculinity, thought Francis, or to
pretend to himself that a decent one exists. Funny business, this artistic ogling of harlots, elevating them to a
semi-mystical significance. Didn’t remain exclusively mystical as a rule. As for significances, Pilate couldn’t see
the meaning of crumpets, poor fish. Nevertheless, when he left, Francis felt a moment’s regret that he had not
been warm-hearted to him.
*
Elizabeth had carefully arranged the room when he arrived at Gray’s Inn Road. He knew her attachment for
that place was a little grim in its deliberateness; she had also disappointingly dressed her hair in the way he had
approved, and was wearing the amethyst brooch he had given her, but he was grateful that she did not force him to
talk about their problem. She seemed to bear herself with composure, though she was obviously unhappy and
talked about her chemistry studies; her B.Sc. was to be an honours degree. Once or twice she tried to joke in her
clumsy but rather fée-like way. How tensely she was strung he perceived when thoughtlessly he remarried on the
brooch. She stood up from the griddle on which she was not very skillfully making scones, and put on what she
called her Professorial Expression.
“A brooch like this might be of service to you in Spain, Francis.”
“Yes?” Already she was nervous, her pretence at whimsicality was a failure.
“According to the forged letter of Prester John, circulated among Christian princes in the twelfth century,
gentlemen, the amethyst is a secure charm against inebriety. The wine cups at the theocrat’s palace were
accordingly of this stone.”
The speech was too long for her confidence, for this manner of jesting belonged only to the later months of
their happiness. Elizabeth was supposed to be the Party’s Solemn Lady. He supposed she wished him to take it for
a remembrance. She could not suspect him of the weakness to which she had alluded.
“I won’t promise to wear it, though,” he said, putting out his hand, weakly as he thought. The sudden lightning
of her face and her hurried movements in searching for the box told him he had been mistaken.
“Will you want to take your guitar, Francis, or will you buy another there?”
“There are no good guitars made in Spain nowadays, dear.”
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“Oh well, I’ve packed it ready and put the spare strings in a typewriter ribbon box inside the case.”
“I shan’t take it—look after it till I get back.”
“Francis …”
Again it was perfectly natural to take her in his arms, partly because Elizabeth was so just that she would never
misinterpret his action. Only once had she behaved unreasonably; upon the night of her ultimatum she had pushed
the typewriter off the table. That had been insincere, too, for she had to push twice before the thing had toppled
over like a clawing crustacean.
Strangely enough, when the time came to leave he had no desire to do so, and sat toying with scones in some
sort of contentment. The telephone bell on the landing below rang, and as Elizabeth was absent some minutes he
put on his coat and scarf.
“You are going now?”
“I am afraid I must, dear.”
“Iwas going to ask you to leave,” she replied a little excitedly, and then suddenly clasped him in her arms.
“Francis is it pity makes you come to me and promise to write?” He could not reply.
“Is it?”
“Partly.” She did not shrink from the answer. “Not the greatest part, I think.”
That was Lydia’s assertion about his inability to break with Elizabeth; he thought now of his reply to her
accusation and of the secret realization it had b\forced upon him. Pity was not enough to build a life or a marriage
upon, but it was quite enough to ruin one.
“Well—I don’t mind, Francis, it’s partly my patience lets you come here—patience is the feminine retort to
pity, you know.”
“Tell me, why did you consent to live with me so easily, dear?”
“Easily? You mean immediately.”
“Very well, then.”
“Oh, just ripeness.” She shrugged her shoulders and released herself. “Ripeness is all, Francis. That’s
somewhere to be found in Shakespeare, I think, like everything else that deceives us into thinking ourselves
wise.”
*
He was barely in time at Cannon Street station. Then when he stepped out of the carriage again hurriedly to
buy a paper, he caught sight of Elizabeth and Lydia standing together, unflatteringly eating scone. He saluted, and
they replied, but did not offer to approach. He was not sure whether he was glad or not, and when he looked out of
the window next they were already leaving the station. That disappointed him disproportionately.
*
The bug-coloured tramp\fn{Tramp freighter} upon which he had wangled a passage was finely illustrative of the
shipping crisis. It was the last sight of the English coast lights, not that after all he had forgotten to take the
brooch, that made his heart beat fast as he thought of Elizabeth, and Lydia, and for some inexplicable reason the
little orchard at Flinthouse, which he had forgotten entirely before and since his deliberate pulling of it out of its
pigeon-hole of memory the night before.
The Somerford Abbey was too decrepit a vessel to take a pride in. On the way in to Antwerp they appeared to
starve the fires while they were still opposite the Wandelaar Sands, and went yawling up the Scheldt like a
wounded hippopotamus, wallowing about in a shallow sea and with a heavy crosswind coming off the Belgian
coast. Between Bordeaux and Vigo, Francis struck up an acquaintance with the wireless operator, a young lad
named Prescott, and this soon developed into friendship that seemed to grow suddenly warm as they entered the
Mediterranean.
For the rest, there was little interesting on the voyage. But the level crest of the Sierra Nevada, dazzlingly
luminous as if cut in white porcelain, reminded him of his holiday with Elizabeth in the Pyrenees and her fanciful
desire to be embraced upon a peak to which she stipulated they must climb by rock and snow. The Pic du
Portillon d’Oo it had been.
Near Almeria there was also a girl driving a donkey, clearly visible from the ship. The girl was leading the
animal beneath a high lime-washed wall topped with yellow tiles. At one time donkey and girl vanished through a
gap in the wall and were hidden a moment, and then the donkey reappeared racing madly, while the girl emerged
without haste. He spent some time wondering what magisterial power over donkeys the girl could possess.
Nothing else noteworthy happened until they reached Valencia. …
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1920
225.64 Excerpt from The Making Of A Socialist\fn{by Thomas Clement Douglas (1904-1986)} Falkirk, Falkirk,
Scotland, United Kingdom (M) 11
I was born on 20 October 1904 in the town of Falkirk, Scotland. This is a well-known town in Scottish history,
lying half-way between Glasgow and Edinburgh, the scene of many battles between the English and the Scotch
and later the scene of a very famous battle when Bonnie Prince Charlie was trying to seize the throne of the
United Kingdom.\fn{This is an interview-book; I have preserved the questions asked by Mr. C. H. Higginbotham, in a series of taped
interviews recorded between September 21 and December 21, 1958. Various clarification and explanatory notes by the book’s editor (Lewis
H. Thomas) have also been included; sometimes they occur prior to the questions asked by the interviewer. T. C. Douglas (as he was
customarily known) was an extremely durable provincial politician, serving various constituencies as MP (1935-1944), Prime Minister of
Saskatchewan (1944-1961), and again as MP (1962-1979):H}\fn{What’s it like in appearance? You have been back, have you? }

Many times. It’s a little town in the centre of a large industrial area. The main industries there are the great
ironworks. Close to that area are coal-mining districts, and so the ironworks have grownup close to the coal
deposits. The bulk of the people in the town of Falkirk and the surrounding towns and villages are men engaged in
the great blast furnaces, the steel mills, and the ironworks. Most of my relatives worked in the ironworks and the
steel mills. My father was an iron-moulder as were most of his brothers.
I don’t know a great deal about my family for any great distance back. My grandfather, whom I remember
quite well, was an iron-moulder and also a painter. In his younger days he had done a good deal of oil-painting,
and as a matter of fact, he had painted William Ewart Gladstone. He was also an amateur orator and politician. He
was the Burns speaker for a number of Burns banquets in the surrounding countryside. My earliest recollection of
him is hearing him quote Burns as he sat by the fireside. I can dimly remember him picking me up, putting me on
his knee, and saying to me the lines from Tam o’Shanter:
Ah, Tam! ah, Tam! thou’ll get thy fairing!
In hell they’ll roast thee like a herrin!

I think one of the outstanding things of his life was the fact that he was the chairman at the meeting in the town
hall when William Ewart Gladstone opened his famous Midlothian campaign.\fn{ In 1880} My grandfather on my
father’s side was a very strong Liberal and a tremendous admirer of William Ewart Gladstone.\fn{ And on the
maternal side?}
My mother’s people were all highlanders. Both my grandfather and grandmother on my mother’s side came
from two places in the Highlands, Auchterarder and Crieff. They came to the city of Glasgow when they were
twenty-two and twenty-one years old respectively. They spoke Gaelic and only started to learn English after they
came down to Glasgow. My grandfather on my mother’s side worked for the Scottish Co-operative Wholesale,
and was a great co-operator all his life. I remember visiting him at his work and going with him to his work
sometimes when I was on holidays. He was a strong Conservative and belonged to the famous Plymouth
Brethren, a very devout sect. But he later became a Baptist and lay preacher and often I went to hear him conduct
services. He wasn’t an orator in the tradition of my paternal grandfather, but he was a very kindly and very fine
Christian gentleman.\fn{Do you have any clear and sharp recollections of your own childhood?}
I have very distinct recollections of starting kindergarten in Scotland. I remember visiting my grandparents in
Glasgow and in Falkirk. I distinctly recollect leaving—I remember first of all my father coming to Canada.\fn{ In
1911} My father came ahead of us, and I remember us going to the boat to say goodbye to him. I remember later
saying goodbye to our friends at the docks in Glasgow, and coming to Canada.\fn{ In 1912} My mother, my two
sisters, and myself came in the company of my father’s brother, Mr. William Douglas.\fn{ Do you remember what the
house was like?}
Yes. My grandfather owned two small houses at the foot of a Scottish brae called Sunnybrae, and my
grandfather and grandmother lived in one of them with the members of their family; I think they had eight sons
and one daughter. They had another house on the adjoining lot where my father and mother lived, where I was
born.\fn{What were you grandfathers’ names?} My paternal grandfather was Thomas Douglas, and my father had the
same name. We had a tradition in our family that the eldest son was called Thomas Douglas, and this went back
quite a distance. I believe my great-grandfather was a city councilor of Dunfermline. On the maternal side, my
grandfather’s name was Andrew Clement or Cle(e)ment we call it generally, but in the Highlands they called it
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Clement.\fn{Douglas’s mother’s maiden name was Annie Clement. In your own family, how many children were there? } I am the
only son and eldest in the family. I have two sisters, one Annie or Nan, who is now Mrs. Talney, the wife of Dr.
M. A. Talney of Portland, and Isabel, now Mrs. A. E. Bergstrom in the city of Saskatoon.\fn{ Who is left of the family
in Scotland now?}
My father’s eldest brother, William Douglas, lives in the family house, one of the houses owned by my
grandfather. His son, also William Douglas, lives in the other house. Also, my father’s only sister, the only other
surviving member of his family, Mrs. Duncan Stewart, lives in Falkirk.\fn{ In Scotland many houses were in graystone
with a slate roof. Do you remember any like this? Did you have a small fireplace for heating? }
Ours was a stone house, and earlier had had the thatched roof, but my first recollection of it was with a slate
roof. The heating was by fireplaces. Later on my family moved, and I remember being in a place called
Sunnyside, which is fairly close to Sunnybrae, where we lived in a house in a terrace. The last time I was in
Falkirk I visited this house, and a cousin of mine, Mr. Willie Deans, is now living there.\fn{ Were the early days in the
Scottish tradition? Just what kind of a discipline was there, what kind of an atmosphere? }
There was a good religious atmosphere in the home. My mother was a Baptist, and my father had been raised
as a Presbyterian. My father and my mother sang in the choir. My father wasn’t an organist, but he played the
little organ we had in the parlour, and one of my earliest recollections is the neighbours and us sitting around
singing hymns and some of the old songs of Bobbie Burns. We always said Grace at the table, and when we went
to my grandparents’ place, quite often there would be readings from the Scriptures—something of the old
tradition of the cotter’s Saturday night that Bobbie Burns portrayed.
But it certainly wasn’t a strict religious home. My grandparents on my mother’s side, who were Plymouth
Brethren originally and later Baptists, were more strict in the sense of their own personal observance. But they
never tried to impose upon a boy a lot of religious scruples. There was no harsh discipline. I think my father
thought that my grandfather had mellowed a great deal. He said that when he and his brothers were young, they
were compelled to shine their shoes on a Saturday night and prepare the fire for Sunday morning. But by the time
that I came along those very stern Scottish Sabbaths were beginning to disappear.\fn{ What were the main enjoyments?
Meeting and conversation and music?}
Yes, there was music. The Scottish people would visit in the homes. There was a good deal of singing and
rolling up the carpet and dancing the Scottish schottische and the reels. Then there were always the pubs in
Scotland, to which everybody went. I can look back and remember a wedding held in my grandfather’s house.
Before anybody took a drink of the whisky that was being passed around, the minister got the first glass. That
happened on the Presbyterian side of my ancestry. On my maternal side, this would have been a most shocking
incident.\fn{The family must have been quite broadminded on a lot of issues. You don’t call drinking Scotch whisky a sin in any
language.}
That’s right. Both my father and my mother said that when they were young, there had been a good deal of
objection to them going dancing, but this had disappeared by the time I came along, and dances in the homes were
quite common.\fn{The family had moulders on one side and soldiers on the other.}
Yes. Falkirk is in Stirlingshire where Stirling Castle is located, and Stirling is the home of the Argyll and
Sutherland Highlanders. For a good many generations, some member of the family had served with Argyll and
Sutherland Highlanders. My father served with them in the South African War. Some of our forefathers had been
with the Argyll Sutherlands in the Middle East and at Waterloo. Two of my father’s brothers were killed in the
First World War. The long connection between our family and the Argyll Sutherlands is characteristic of most of
the families around Stirling. In the last war when the Fifty-first Division was almost wiped out because they were
used in the rearguard at Dunkirk, there was hardly a family in Stirling that didn’t lose someone in that retreat.\fn
{There is one other question about your home. Would you call yours, in material terms, poor or rich or middle? }
Poor and rich are relative terms. First of all, it was a working-class family who lived on their weekly wages,
and by working-class standards it was a comfortable home. My father, his brothers, and his father were all good
tradesmen. They had served their time as iron-moulders and as blast-furnace men, and so they received good
wages for working people. But by middle-class or upper-class standards, of course, it was a poor home. Also, if
work got scarce, even the best artisan would have quite difficult times.
When we came to Canada and went through the depression of 1913-4, my father, who carried on his trade in
Winnipeg as an iron-moulder, was reduced to three days of work a week; we knew then what it was to be worried
about where the next dollar was coming from.
By the standards in Scotland of the other people in the community who worked, our family was comfortably
fixed, because the men were good workers, and if there was employment they managed to get it. Compared with
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the unskilled workers or people who had had some misfortune, we were comparatively well off.\fn{ Was there any
particular personal or general tragedy that happened during the days you spent in Scotland? }
No, there was no great tragedy. Just before coming to Canada, and while living in Falkirk, I injured my knee
by a fall, with the result that osteomyelitis\fn{ Acute or chronic bone infection } set in. It has been with me ever since.
My father had already left for Canada and I had my leg operated on a number of times by doctors in Scotland.\fn
{I have heard that your early associations with this first serious illness created your interest in public health. Did those thoughts nag at
you?}
Yes. Although I was very young to recollect much from the Scottish period, I do remember the operations. The
typical old country doctor came to the house with his top hat, frock coat, and his bag of instruments, and the
operation was performed on the kitchen table with my grandmother and my mother assisting, along with a
neighbour woman who was a practical nurse. They performed an operation in which the femur was scraped— an
operation that today would be considered quite serious. It was done with just a gauze mask and some chloroform.
After three of these operations, it was hoped that I had been cured.
Later on in Winnipeg, the osteomyelitis recurred, and I went through a long period of hospitalization. The
doctors attending me told my parents that the leg would have to be amputated and they were given some time to
decide whether or not to agree to the amputation. During that period in Children’s Hospital in Winnipeg, about
1913 or 1914, Dr. R. J. Smith, a very famous orthopaedic surgeon, was going through the wards with a group of
students and became interested in my case. He interviewed my parents and told them that he was prepared to take
over, providing they would allow the students to observe. As a result of several operations, he saved my leg.
I always felt a great dealt of gratitude to him; but it left me with this feeling that if I hadn’t been so fortunate as
to have this doctor offer me his services gratis, I would probably have lost my leg. My parents were having quite
a difficult time during the depression, money was very scarce, and they couldn’t possibly have hired a man of Dr.
Smith’s standing.
I felt that no boy should have to depend either for his leg or his life upon the ability of his parents to raise
enough money to bring a first-class surgeon to his bedside. And I think it was out of this experience, not at the
moment consciously, but through the years, I came to believe that health services ought not to have a price-tag on
them, and that people should be able to get whatever health services they required irrespective of their individual
capacity to pay.\fn{You have taken various trips back to your birthplace and met the people. I wonder, were the people impressed?
What was their feeling when they found that one of their sons became a Premier of Saskatchewan? Can you recall anything about your
impact on the people of Falkirk? Were there any other famous men out of Falkirk? }

In 1945 I went overseas for about three months to visit Saskatchewan units who were serving in the United
Kingdom and on the Continent. When I got back to the United Kingdom, I visited Glasgow, and happened to be
having lunch with the directors of the Scottish Co-operative Wholesale at 110 Morrison Street, only a few blocks
from where my maternal grandparents had lived, and where my mother, my sisters, and I had lived during the
First World War. The directors, when they found I had been born in Falkirk, thought I should go back and visit my
relatives. I expressed the opinion that they probably wouldn’t remember me. I hadn’t very much time; I was flying
back to Canada on a Lancaster Bomber the following day, and so I saw very little value in my going and trying to
look up relatives. But they insisted that I should. So one of the co-operative directors put a car at my disposal and
I set out from Glasgow to visit Falkirk.
I found the address of my father’s brother, Mr. William Douglas, who lived in the house where my grandfather
had lived, and next door to the house where I was born. I recognized the brae, although it had been some years
since I had been there. When I knocked, my aunt came to the door and I was wondering how I would explain who
I was, but she said
“Hello, Tommy, come on in.” And I said, “How did you know who I was?” and she said,
“We heard about you on the wireless.”
In a few minutes the message went over the grape vine, and all the relatives from far and near were pouring in.
I had a wonderful family reunion in the spring of 1945.
I also went back in 1948. This time was on a more formal basis. I was attending the Commonwealth Parliamentary Conference in London with the Liberal senator from Toronto.\fn{ Arthur Roebuck} He was also a member
of the Canadian delegation to the Parliamentary Conference, and I told him I was going to Falkirk, where my
parents came from, and he said,
“That is interesting. I want to go to Falkirk, too. My great-grandfather started the Carron Ironworks during the
Napoleonic wars. My father and his father and his father before him had all worked in the Carron Ironworks.”
So we set out together to go to Falkirk via Glasgow. When we got there, the city fathers, the Lord Mayor, and
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the city council, had arranged a big dinner for us and we were both given an official welcome and the key to the
city, myself as a former Falkirk bairn returning home, and the senator as a grandson of the founder of the Carron
Ironworks. We both spoke on that occasion.\fn{Can you remember anything that you said?}
It was fairly formal. I don’t recall anything particular that I said at that time, except the usual thanks for their
kindness and my pleasure at visiting Falkirk again.
I think, however, I had a little fun with the gathering, because a by-election was going on for the constituency
of Stirling, and my grandfather, of course, had been known all throughout Falkirk as a great Liberal. However
when my father came back from the South African War, he decided to throw in his lot with the Labour party,
which caused quite a rift in the family. For about a year my father and my grandfather didn’t speak to each other.
That was when we moved our home from Sunnybrae to Sunnyside.
But when I was born, there was a reconciliation, because I was the first grandchild and my grandfather finally
broke down and decided that even if his son was an awful Socialist, he had a grandson now and so the family
peace was restored.
It was rather amusing to address this banquet in Falkirk during a by-election campaign. The man who sat on
my right, a squire, was the coalition candidate running for both the Liberals and the Conservatives. The mayor, of
course, was a very prominent Labour man. Most of the people there knew of my family’s old traditional Liberal
background, and the fact that practically all of the sons had broken with the father and were supporting the Labour
party.
I had spent the morning traveling around the town of Falkirk, and had seen this great poster everywhere telling
people to vote for the squire, for he was the richest man in the community, owned most of the land, and was
running on the Liberal-Conservative ticket. I was rather appalled at the fact that there were no Labour posters and
no trucks going around with loud-speakers telling people to support the Labour candidate, while on almost every
street comer the trucks were telling people to support the Liberal-Conservative candidate. So I said to the Lord
Mayor at the dinner,
“Is there a Labour candidate in the field?” And he said,
“Oh, aye.” I said,
“I don't see any posters up or any loudspeakers out. They all seem to be supporting my friend on my other
side.”
“Well,” he said, “Dinna fret yourself about that, lad,” he said, “You’ll see where we are when the vote comes
in.”
And he was right.. The Labour candidate won the seat by a resounding majority. You have to remember that
Stirling was the home of Keir Hardy, the first Labour M.P. to be elected to the House of Commons. He went from
Stirlingshire with his muffler and his cloth cap down to the House of Commons to sit with the gentry with their
top hats and frock coats. Stirling and Falkirk had a great tradition of support of the Labour Party.\fn{ Would the
Liberal party be regarded by townspeople there as radicals in the sense that we know the term down through the last half of the century? }
Oh, yes. In the days when my grandfather was a supporter of Gladstone, he was part of the rebel party, as
opposed to the landed gentry. The workers in those days were mostly Liberals.
This is one of the strange things you find about Canadian politics. The Scotchmen who came to this country
thirty or forty years ago were Liberal when they left Scotland and are still Liberal here, but the relatives they left
behind, who were Liberal because liberalism meant radicalism, have switched over to the Labour party. The
Scotchmen in this country can hardly reconcile the fact that the Liberal party in the old country is no longer a
radical party; the Labour party has taken its place.\fn{ Were there some good speakers in your family?}
My grandfather on my mother’s side was a quiet speaker. He was a lay preacher, as I said, and would give
quiet little talks that simply shone with the man’s own sincerity and his kindly personality. I never heard him use a
cross word to anyone. He was gentleness personified, a fine Christian gentleman. But he was not an orator.
But my father’s father was one of the finest speakers I ever heard. He had a tremendous capacity for extemporaneous speaking, and a very gifted memory. He could quote lengthy poems like The Cotter’s Saturday Night or
Tam o’Shanter completely from memory, and when he was celebrating Hogmanay, which is the Scotchman’s New
Year’s Eve, and partaking of Scotland’s national beverage, he could do even better.\fn{ You were really, then, brought up
in an atmosphere of words. Words were important in your youth}
Yes. Remember that we came to Canada in 1912. We returned to the United Kingdom when the First World
War broke out. My father went overseas. He was a British reservist, and was called back and later got transferred
to the Canadian army, but since he had gone overseas and was in France, there wasn’t much point in my mother
and my sisters and myself, with no relatives in this country, continuing to live in Canada, so we went back to the
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old country and lived in Glasgow, close to my mother’s people, throughout the entire First World War. So my
impressions of Scotland are not only of the period before I was eight years of age, but from when I was ten until I
was fourteen. We came back to Canada in 1919.
You say I was in an atmosphere of words. First of all, nobody could be in my grandfather’s house on my father’s side without being in a welter of words.
Unfortunately, my grandfather had eight sons, all of whom seemed to like to argue even more than he did, and
so there was a constant bedlam of discussion: politics, religion, and philosophy, anyone of which could finally be
solved by a quotation from Bobbie Burns.\fn{ They extended beyond the patron saint of Scotland in their reading, did they not?
Were they great readers?}
Yes. There was a great deal of reading done. Not systematic reading, but nevertheless a great deal of reading
on fairly serious subjects. You have to realize that this was the great period of change in Britain, from the beginning of the century until the First World War. There were tremendous changes under Lloyd George.
You had the upsurge of the Labour party. You had the great battles with the trade union movement. At the
beginning of the First Great War, the ten- and twelve-hour day were still common. There was revolutionary social
change in the air, about which there was constant discussion and reading.\fn{ Now, some of your impressions of your
arrival in Winnipeg.\fn{In 1911} Was it a cold bitter day, or can you think of anything on your voyage across, or anything that would
bring us to Winnipeg?}
I can remember the voyage across. There was a good deal of fog. We were about seventeen days coming out.
We were delayed because of fog, and I recollect that there were some ships in difficulty. We were practically
motionless for several days with ice. We arrived in Winnipeg in April. My father was already here, and his
brother, with whom we came, had been here before.\fn{ You'll tell us why you came, will you?}
We came for the same reason that most people came from the old country. We felt there was better opportunity. Britain was badly crowded and there were limited opportunities, limited housing. There were always people
in every family who felt that they should get away to the colonies to improve their lot. And my father’s brother
had already spent some years in Canada, and had come back to Scotland. He was largely instrumental in persuading my father to come to Canada. He escorted my mother and my sisters and myself, and subsequently went
back to Scotland.\fn{How did you travel from the seaboard?}
By train, in the old colonist cars, and we cooked our meals in a little kitchen at the end. They were pretty
dilapidated. We slept on the hard boards. It took us about five days. I can remember my father meeting us. I can
remember coming out of the C.P.R.\fn{Canadian Pacific Railway:H} station and seeing the old Countess of Dufferin,
the old locomotive.
I can remember a few days after arriving, the big Decoration Day parade. They had a parade to decorate the
graves of the men who fought in the Riel Rebellion. My father, as a South African veteran, was in the parade. I
can still remember seeing him in the parade, and after it was over, he came and joined us, and we all went out to
Kildonan Park.
Winnipeg in those days was a fascinating place. People were pouring in between 1910 and 1912 from all over
central Europe and the United Kingdom. Housing was hard to get. Most of the houses that people like ourselves
lived in were out in the suburbs, in Elmwood, houses that were not modern, where you had to carry the water.\fn
{Did you have a house to go to when you first arrived?}
Yes. My father had rented, a house. We lived in rented houses right up until my father joined the army and we
went back to Scotland.\fn{You started school in Winnipeg?}
Yes, at a little Norquay Street school.\fn{ Do you recall very much of that period? What kind of a teacher did you have? Who
was she? Do you remember?}
No. I don’t remember a great deal, I remember the school and I remember playing some football. But that
period was broken up quite a lot because of this osteomyelitis. I must have had at least three of four operations
and spent from eighteen months to three years in and out of hospital in broken periods.\fn{ That would have been an
unhappy time.}
It was probably the most unhappy period of my life. However, I had one fortunate bright spot in what was a
fairly difficult period. I say difficult, first of all, because of the economic depression at that time. There were a
tremendous number of people in Winnipeg who had come from all over and hadn’t been absorbed yet. Unemployment was high. Even the men who were working, like my father, were working on short time, three days a week.
A man would go down and stand around maybe even half a day, to find out if he was going to get any work, and
finally at noon be told there was nothing, and come back home not having earned a five-cent piece. Those were
pretty grim times for us. We didn’t suffer, but there was a feeling of uncertainty and we didn’t have very much
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other than just the bare necessities.
But I was very fortunate in starting to go to All People’s Mission. The mission was started by the Reverend J.
S. Woodsworth, whom I remember very well. I also remember the director of boys’ activities and sports, a
Reverend Harry Atkins, who worked with Mr. Woodsworth. It was my first contact with Mr. Woodsworth and
when I was reading his biography by his daughter, A Man To Remember, it brought back a whole host of
memories of the work he did amongst these new Canadians. We played basketball and there was a swimming
pool, we had games of all sorts and club work, boxing and other sports, and a small library from which I used to
get books regularly.
I think that period did two things for me. First, I realized how much (what I would call) underprivileged boys
need help, and how little the organized church and society was supplying at that time. It’s much better now, but
certainly there wasn’t much then. If there hadn’t been an All People’s Mission, I don’t know what we’d have done
in what were almost the slums of Winnipeg. They weren’t slums in the sense that they were pestilence-ridden
spots, but they were poor homes: frame buildings, outdoor toilets, restricted conditions. And the fact that
somebody was interested enough to come and live amongst these people, and provide some type of social centre
for the boys and girls of our community, meant a great deal to us.
The other lasting impression from that period is the fact that I was tossed into the middle of what was a Tower
of Babel. There were people from the Ukraine (Galicia as they called it in those days), Austria, the Scandinavian
countries, and all over the world. You lost all sense of national or racial pride, and began to realize the value and
worth of people of other races. They were wrestling the same problems we were. They were trying to get
established. They were trying to get jobs. They were trying to get decent houses to live in. They were trying to
speak the language properly and adapt themselves to the country. The fact that they had sheepskin coats and the
women wore babushkas was secondary. You found that basically you were the same.
I always remember when I came out of the hospital once and could only walk with crutches. I could get to
school in good weather; and of course no one thought of having a car. There was one family in the whole district
who had a Ford car; it was the wonder of the world, and we were just allowed to look at it and touch it.
I got along fairly well with crutches but when the wintertime came it was very difficult, and a Polish boy and a
Ukrainian boy came knocking at the house with a sleigh, and told my mother that they would pull me to school
and bring me back each day. This would be about 1914.
These boys speaking broken English, the kind of people that some folks referred to as dagos and foreigners
and bohunks, these were the people who came and took an interest in another immigrant boy. Otherwise I just
wouldn’t have got to school: I think this has had an impression on me all through my life, and is part of the reason
why I have always had such a strong sense of disapproval against any kind of racial or religious intolerance.\fn
{For a moment, sir, we’re going back to Scotland for a little while—to talk about your father. }
I suppose my father would fit the description of a great many other Scottish working men. He had a very limited education. He went to school until he was thirteen. When he was thirteen it was the custom of his day to go on
what they called half time. He went to school in the morning and worked in the foundry in the afternoon. By the
time he was fourteen he was working full time in the foundry. He worked in the foundry until he was a young man
and became a soldier in the Sutherland Highlanders, and fought in the South African War. He served some time in
India and then caught enteric fever and was invalided back, and for quite a time had to take a job as head gardener
at the hospital because he wasn’t fit to go back to his trade. I remember him just indistinctly during that period.
Then he was well enough finally to go back and work in the foundry.
Then he fought again in the First World War. He died in 1936 before the Second World War.
I sometimes wish, you know, that it were possible to put into words what a man like him could mean. It’s now
twenty-two years since he died, and yet in many ways he’s more alive than when I was a boy. I recall things he
said, advice he gave me, and I realize as I get older how much basic wisdom he really had. As I said, he didn’t
have a lot of formal education. He had a tremendous memory. I mentioned the family’s capacity for argument; he
and I were able to argue.\fn{What was your father’s take-home pay?}
I’m depending entirely on the memory of a very early period in my life, but it seems to me that it was two
pounds ten, the wages of a fairly good artisan in those days. A pound was considered fairly good wages for
unskilled labour. Skilled labour earned wages anywhere from thirty shillings to two pounds ten.\fn{ Where did the
family live in Winnipeg during the first period?}
I don’t recall the exact numbers. The first house was on Jarvis Street. We were only there for a short time. Then
we moved onto Gladstone Street which was just off Sutherland Avenue. My father worked in the Vulcan
Ironworks on Sutherland Avenue. The All People’s Mission was at the corner of Sutherland and Norquay, I
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think.\fn{Can we go to where you lived in Glasgow on the return trip? Do you remember the district, address, and so on? }
Oh, yes, very well. When we returned to Glasgow during the years of the First World War when my father was
overseas, we lived at 63 Clarence Street, as it was called in those times. I noticed when I was back in Glasgow
that the name has changed to Dalentopid Street. We lived only about a hundred yards from the head office of the
Scottish Co-operative Wholesale, which is at the corner of Dalentopid Street and Morrison Street.\fn{ Did you see
that when you went to school each day?}
Oh, yes. My grandfather on my mother’s side worked in the Co-operative Wholesale.\fn{ Now, where in Winnipeg
did you live during the second period?}
When we returned to Canada in 1919, we came back before my father was discharged from the army, so my
mother and my sisters and myself returned on our own and we lived at 44 Gordon Avenue. We lived there until
after my father’s return and then in 1920 we bought a house at 132 McPhail Street, and lived there until the time
of my father’s death.\fn{We might go into such things as your father's philosophy, his social, moral, and general attitude. What were
his hobbies, what did he read? Tell us everything you think we should know to give a background. }
It’s very difficult to sum up a man’s personality and his philosophy in minutes, and the passage of years makes
you tend to idolize a person, I suppose. I have always felt that I owed a great deal to my father. He had the Douglas failing of a quick temper, which he usually regretted about five minutes after exposing it. He would never sulk.
If he was angry, he told you, and he told you in fairly profuse and descriptive language of his displeasure and then
it was all over with. There was no bad feeling. Like myself, when he lost his temper he was usually so penitent
about it, and he would try to do something for you to make up for the fact that he’d been cross with you.
To me, he had very great assets, and the longer I live the more I appreciate them. He had a scrupulous sense of
honesty. He was the kind of man that would owe no one, with the exception of buying our house, of course, which
we had to buy by paying so much a month. That was foreign to him.
But he never in his life bought anything on credit. This was his pride, that he owed no one any money. He was
careful to a penny about paying his debts and was quite honest in returning anything he borrowed. He was also
generous to a fault about helping other people, and we always used to think that he was a bit of a soft mark for
anybody who was in trouble and would come around to play on his sympathy. This sense of integrity he had is
something I appreciate more as the years go by.
But he also had a certain intellectual and moral integrity. He hated hypocrisy. Sometimes he would lean over
backwards to make sure nobody would think he was trying to pretend to be something he wasn’t. I can still
recollect one of the things he used to do when he would come home from working in the foundry. He still had the
black sand on him, and although he had had a bit of a wash at the works, he would never be quite cleaned up.
When he came into the house, the first thing he did was sit down with a bottle of beer. He worked over a 200degree furnace all day and perspired heavily, and so he’d have a bottle of beer and go and have a bath and then
he’d come down and have his supper.
He came in one day and the minister was in visiting our home. My mother and the rest of us were all on our
best behaviour. So the minister wouldn’t be under any misapprehensions, my father said to him,
“I’m going to have a bottle of beer. Would you like one?”
This embarrassed my mother and sisters and myself considerably, and undoubtedly the minister, who was a
strict Baptist teetotaller. But my father felt that he wasn’t going to do without his beer, not because he minded
doing without the beer, but because he didn’t want anyone to get the impression that he was trying to keep the
minister from knowing that he had a glass of beer when he came in. This is the sort of thing he did all his life.
He hated sham and pretence and I liked that about him. The other characteristic he had was something he
inherited from Burns, a great feeling of independence. I think one of the things that made him want to leave
Scotland, one of the things that made me, even as a boy, glad to be leaving Scotland, was his hatred of class
distinction. The idea of taking off your cap to a squire and touching your cap to the doctor and preacher was
foreign to him. He felt that he was as good as any man, and that a man’s a man:
The rank is but the guinea’s stamp,
The man’s the gowd for a’ that.

If he were honest and upright with God and man, he had as much right to walk the earth with dignity as any
lord or knight or king.
On the other hand, although he thought he was as good as any man, he took the position that any man was as
good as him. He had a marvelous tolerance about people of other nationalities. When we came to Winnipeg in the
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days when people were pouring in there, my father could be seen coming home from work with some poor chap
from central Europe who was trying to learn the language and who had been having a tough time at work, and my
father would help him so that he wouldn’t lose his job and would be able to understand the foreman.
They used to come to our house, people of all sorts. I remember one of my father’s best friends was a Chinese
laundryman he had helped out. I never realized how much that was true until the funeral.
He died quite suddenly. It was in January, a cold winter day, but people we had never even seen before came to
the funeral. People of different languages and different ethnic groups came to my mother and myself to men-tion
little kindnesses that my father had done for them. He had this feeling of independence and pride. One of his
favourite sayings was an old Scottish one: “I hear guid conceit of yourself,” which means respect yourself, don’t
let people trample on you, you’re as good as the next man. And at the same time he never looked down on any
man of any race or colour. The only people he despised were those who lied, cheated, or pretended to be
something they weren’t.\fn{What did he do at nights after work? What were his diversions or hobbies?}
When he was younger, he gardened. He was very fond of gardening, which is something I’ve never inherited.
He had a green thumb and could grow almost anything. We used to joke and tell him that he could put a broomstick in the ground and make it grow.
He played croquet, he used to play soccer football, or soccer as we called it. He played on one of the teams in
Winnipeg, mostly made up of old country fellows like himself. He liked to go down to the Legion clubrooms and
sit around with the boys and talk over the First World War and the South African War. But mostly he stayed at
home, and throughout the latter years of his life he stayed home a good deal.
He worked in the foundry from 7 A.M. till 6 P.M. Later on the hours were shorter.
He was very punctual. He walked to work, even when we lived in Elmwood and the foundry was way over on
Sutherland Avenue. He was always at work twenty minutes before the whistle went, which gave him time to
change his clothes and layout his tools and smoke a cigarette. The moment the whistle went, he started to work.
After he’d finished work he put away his clothes and tools and washed up on his own time.
This was part of his old Scottish training to give the boss a good day’s work for a good day’s pay. So this
meant that he was up at 5:30 or six o’clock in the morning.\fn{ What was he like in appearance? Was he a big man?}
He was a tall man. I have taken my short stature from my mother’s side. My father was close to six feet, very
muscular but lean. He didn’t go to flesh at all, but weighed I suppose 180-85 pounds. He was quite strong and
very well built.\fn{What did he read?}
His reading was scattered. He had no organized system of reading. He read a good deal of old country papers,
some of the books put out by the Labour party and the Fabian Society, and current magazines, trying to keep in
touch with political events and international affairs in a sort of general way.\fn{ Was he active in politics?}
No, he was never active in politics. He was a member of the Labour party and supported the Labour party and
voted for the Labour party when he was in Britain. And when he came to Canada, we were living in North Winnipeg and Winnipeg Centre, and he voted for Mr. Woodsworth when he ran, Mr. Heaps on other occasions. But he
took no active part either as a canvasser or chairman for any meetings. He wasn’t as active as his father had been
in politics except that he was a strong supporter and cast his ballot.\fn{ So you would hear quite a bit about politics?}
Oh, yes. My father and I argued about politics at every meal. At the drop of a hat my father would have a
discussion about politics, national and international and British politics.\fn{ I wonder if you would care to talk about your
mother for a time. There’s one particular question I wanted to ask you. Apart from her influence and attitude, did she think that her son
should be this or that? Did she have certain ambitions for you? Would it be the church, or law, or medicine? }

If she had, she certainly didn’t express them. She was very good about taking the position that her children
would decide for themselves. However, when I decided to go into the ministry, she told me that this was what she
had always hoped I would do. Certainly she was the religious influence in our home, and in terms of public
speaking and elocution, she was the most influential.
Whenever any of us had to say a piece at the Christmas Tree, we would say it before my mother twice a day
for a week before, and she would drill us on it.
She used to do reading or recitation at different little public functions, and had a native ability for histrionics.
She had the Highland strain in her, the imagination. I can remember our main family treat when we were small
was Sunday evening, when we would all sit around and she would read to us Dickens or Scott or some book, and
she would read a given number of chapters. Then it was put away and continued the next Sunday evening. .
She read beautifully and with imagination. The characters became alive. She was largely responsible for my
great interest in English literature and dramatics.\fn{ Were the days in Glasgow happier than they were in Winnipeg?}
By that time I was over the worst of the osteomyelitis. Yes, they were very happy days in Glasgow.\fn{ Your
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health was good. Could you engage in any sports at all? How old were you then? }

Mostly soccer. A little cricket but mostly soccer, and just general rough-and-tumble games that boys played.
We were in Glasgow when the armistice was signed on 11 November 1918. I became fourteen on 20 October
1918. So I was fourteen when the First World War ended and we left to come back to Canada on New Year’s Eve.
1918. We were at sea on New Year’s Day, 1919.\fn{How were you academically in those days? Were you getting good marks as
they called them in England?}
I was never considered a bookworm or had any great ambition to be a good student. I had a fairly good
memory, with the result that I used to be one of the top six in the class. But I was never striving and certainly got
no encouragement at home to strive to be at the top of the class. Having a good memory, it was comparatively
easy to write exams, and with a reasonably good facility of expression, it was easy to put down what you knew.
But I really never was the type of student who tried very hard for academic distinction.\fn{ In that respect, what did you
think of the Scottish public school compared with what we have today? We’re now speaking in 1958, when there’s a great turmoil about
education. Have you any thoughts on that?}

It’s not fair to compare the British school system of 1918 with the Canadian school system of 1958, but
remember that I had gone to school in Winnipeg, and then we had gone back to Glasgow, and I certainly knew a
great deal of difference in the two school systems.
I didn’t like the Scottish school system. Looking back now I can see some advantages in it. But the discipline
was very strict, to the point sometimes of what seemed to be almost brutality.
It’s one thing to discipline children for misbehaving, but we were disciplined for more than three mistakes in
spelling. The teacher went down the row and gave you a cut across the fingers with a cane or with a strap. I’ve
never been convinced that this will improve your spelling ability. It is better to take you back over your mistakes
and show you what was wrong. This idea of caning you and strapping you for mistakes, for being late, and that
sort of thing was, I thought, overdone.
I’m not saying that is still done in the old country, but it certainly was then.
On the other hand I have to admit that we could do with some of their discipline. They had excellent discipline.
The children were disciplined not only in terms of doing what they were told and saying “Yes, sir,” and “No,
ma’am,” to the teachers, being polite and conducting themselves properly, not slouching in their seats, and being
punctual, but they also had a certain intellectual discipline.
In grammar, we parsed every word in a sentence. You not only had to know that it is more correct to say, “It is
I,” rather than “It’s me,” but why it was more correct. Now I know these intellectual disciplines of memorizing a
lot of grammar rules are considered out of date by some, but the fact remains that even now in universities our
English students write with better facility, better command of English, and better grammar than we do.\fn{ Does any
particular teacher stand out in your mind?}
Yes, the principal of Scotland Street School, Mr. David Strachan. He had graduated from Edinburgh and
Oxford, and yet he had buried himself, some people would say, down in the working-class district of Glasgow as
principal of a public school.
He spent practically all of his adult life as principal of that school. When I was there he had already been principal for thirty years or more, and he stayed for many years afterward.
He wasn’t sadistic at all. When I spoke of people sometimes getting cut across their hand for mistakes in spelling, this didn’t extend to Strachan, although he was a very strict disciplinarian, and would cane a boy for
disobedience, particularly for being boisterous or hurting a girl. He would never cane a girl. This was one of the
rules of the school, although in other schools it was done. There was no caning of girls in his school.
But he did a great deal for us.
He used to have the classes read selected portions of the Bible for half an hour in the morning, and sometimes
sing Scottish psalms.
He used to give us little talks, little homely things about honesty and dependability and loyalty, punctuality, the
difference between being a gentleman and being just a boor, personal cleanliness, and the fact that when you went
to look for a job how important it was that you look neat, that your shoes were shining, your fingernails clean.
When you were given responsibility by your boss, every penny must be accounted for; this was a great trust
and you must never betray it.
These things sunk in.
Interestingly, every Wednesday afternoon at high school was a half-day off, and we’d play football till about
3:30 and then we’d all go over to our old school and visit Dumpy Davey as we called him. He was short and stout.
We didn’t call him Dumpy Davey to his face. He was always glad to see us.
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I remember once by some accident I’d come up at the top of the class on something and somebody had told
him about it, and I remember how pleased he was. He always kept these contacts with us. I think this will be an
interesting little sidelight:
In 1945 I was in Glasgow during the war after I’d come back from visiting Canadian troops in Holland and
Belgium and Germany, and walked up to the Scotland Street School. The blackout was still on, and I stood there
in the school grounds looking around and thinking again of all the youngsters I had known and with whom I’d
played football. I was thinking of Dumpy Davey and wondering where they all were.
While I was standing there, someone came up. I could see the lighted end of a cigarette, and it turned out to be
the school caretaker. And he asked me if there was anything I was looking for, and I said, “No, I was just living
again over old memories,” and he said,
“Did you go to school here?” I said “Yes” and mentioned Mr. Strachan. And he said,
“You know, there’s hardly a week goes by that some boy doesn’t come here in his kilt or with Canada on his
shoulder or New Zealand or Australia, and come and stand here for a minute like you’re doing.” He said,
“I suppose Davey has boys all over the world.”
I think that was a fine tribute to a Scottish schoolmaster.\fn{ As I recall my own school days in England, we were quite
different from Canadian boys, and I’ve often wondered why. I mean, I used to have a fight every day. }
I think maybe we’ve become more civilized. I think the mores of the group have gone down to children,
because what you say about the old country schools is certainly true, there was a fight every day. But that was
equally true in Canada. In the Canadian schools you had a fight with somebody almost every day, and it was quite
the common thing to have a circle of boys and a couple of fellows in the centre squaring off. And I can remember,
even when I was sixteen or seventeen years of age in Winnipeg, having a fight behind the police station on Selkirk
Avenue—a great place to have one. But in those days fighting was just sort of accepted as a way of settling who
was the best man.
That seems to have died out. I’ve had a number of boys’ Sunday school classes, boys’ groups over the last
twenty or thirty years, and the boys don’t fight much now. I think they’ve probably become more sensible,
they’ve come to recognize that sheer ability to knock another fellow down is no indication of your
superiority.\fn{I want to ask you about the books you read. Not just the books you read in school—you said you weren’t a book-worm
—but you obviously did a lot of reading in those days, did you not? For instance, I suppose you’d read such things as Boys’ Own
Paper\fn{1879-1967, a weekly until 1913 when it became a monthly, a British story paper aimed at young and teenage boys:H } and
Chums?}\fn{1892-1941, a weekly, the official paper of the British Boy Scouts and the British Boy’s Naval Brigade:H }

Oh, yes, I read. There was a library very close to us in Glasgow, right on Paisley Road, and I read all of the
Henty adventure books for boys one by one,\fn{ By George Alfred Henty (1832-1902; there were over a hundred of them:H }
and all of the Ballantyne books,\fn{By Robert Michael Ballantyne (1825-1894); there were over a hundred of these as well:H }
The Last of the Mohicans, Fenimore Cooper’s book, all the typical regular type of boys’ books.\fn{ Detective stories,
too, I suppose}
Not so much in those days. More of the adventure stories—pirates, trappers, explorers, and above all, soldiers.
In Glasgow, living three blocks from the Broomielaw, you could go down any evening and see ships from all the
seven seas tied up at the docks, and the sailors from every country in the world.
Of course, every boy was going to be a sailor. As a matter of fact I would think that two-thirds of the boys with
whom I went to school ended up by going to sea.\fn{ Did you have any early ambition yourself in any direction, through your
reading or your environment?}
Oh, yes. Like every other boy I said I wanted to go to sea as soon as I was old enough.\fn{ Did you ever do anything
toward that ambition?}
No, not at all, because we came back to Canada when I was still fourteen, which knocked that on the head.\fn
{We’ll go from there to the high school. How long did you go to that high school? You started at twelve years of age. }
I only went to that high school for a couple of years. My father was still in France and my mother did not have
too much influence over a boy of fourteen. My mother was working. Since my father was now transferred to the
Canadian army, we didn’t get the full amount of money a Canadian soldier would get due to the fact that we were
not living in Canada, and so my mother was working, and it was hard paying high school fees and keeping a
family.
And so in the fall of 1918 when school started up again, I didn’t go back. I didn’t tell my mother anything
about it. I got myself a job in a cork factory.\fn{ Can you remember the name of the cork factory?}
No, I don’t remember the name of it, but the man who owned it was a man called Hunter. The factory was right
beside the suspension bridge, across the River Clyde. I worked there all summer and instead of going back to
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school, I stayed on that fall.\fn{What were you doing precisely?}
I was really working in the office as Hunter’s assistant. He was very kind to me, and as a matter of fact wanted
me to stay and go to night-school and learn Spanish and Portuguese, and then go with him on buying trips and
gradually take over the buying of cork. He went to Spain and Portugal to buy cork two or three times a year. This
was a factory that made corks of all sorts, from corks for barrels down to corks for little medicine bottles, and for
the whole whisky trade. Then they printed the bottles or branded the corks. But my main work was in the office. I
wasn’t tending any of the machines.\fn{Were you keeping figures?}
No, I answered the telephone and took orders, saw that orders were shipped out, that they went to the warehouse, and that sort of work.\fn{Did you have any particular liking for a life of commerce?}
I liked the idea of traveling to Spain and Portugal and learning foreign languages. I always had a great liking
for languages, and this I would have enjoyed very much.\fn{ In other words, you were not interested in the commercial
aspect?}
No. It was the adventure that appealed to me, not the making of money.
My father came home on leave just after the armistice. He had said when he came over to the old country that
he thought he’d take his discharge and we’d stay there. It had been pretty tough in Canada during the economic
depression, with my father only working part time and the trouble with my leg. And all our people were in the old
country. So my father thought he would take his discharge and continue to live in Scotland. But when he came
home on leave he’d had time to look around a bit, and saw the old class distinctions in Scotland, which were more
marked then than they are now, although they certainly have by no means disappeared.
But this idea that you were in classes, and that the working-class boy didn’t get up into the professional class
and the professional class into the ranks of the gentry, and that the gentry would never expect to get into the ranks
of the nobility, this irked my father. He said,
“Oh, you people, as soon as you can, get a boat, go back to Canada, and I’ll come back when we are shipped
back. I’ll take my discharge in Winnipeg so we’ll start again in Canada.”\fn{ In those days, I mean in Scotland generally,
the father’s decision held, did it not?}
Oh, yes. And, of course, we all wanted to go back, too. My sisters weren’t very old, but my mother and I
certainly wanted to go back.\fn{What were your own personal reasons?}
Even as a boy I felt very strongly about class distinction. One of the things that bothered me, for instance, was
that I had been raised in Winnipeg where you could go wherever you liked. In Scotland we would go for our
holidays to a place like Largs or Dinoon or Roxy, which are resorts down at the mouth of the River Clyde. There
were little public beaches where hundreds of thousands of people crowded to the square foot, and all the rest of
the country was marked off.
These were the shooting grounds of the Duke of Argyle, or some other landed gentry, who had six or eight
thousand acres of land for grouse shooting or deer shooting, and signs were up all over:
“Trespassers will be prosecuted.”
Where was there to go except on the public beach, and walk up and down the rows? Tramping over the hills
and doing the kind of things that a boy wants to do, these you couldn’t do in a large part of Scotland. This class
distinction and this social framework had been fastened on so tightly.\fn{ It would affect you in another way, wouldn’t it? If
the father had been a postman, I mean the whole community would say the son’s got to be a postman too—that kind of attitude we find in
the north of England. The boy should have no ambition beyond following the trade of his father despite how poor it might be and how
restricted.}

Yes. However, I find that when I go back to Scotland, this attitude is broken down now. But certainly when I
was a youngster, people said to my father, “Now, Tom, I suppose you’re going to make the young fellow a
moulder,” and my father would say,
“Like hell I’ll make him a moulder. I’ll break his neck if he ever goes near a moulding shop.”\fn{ Surely there’s a
family ambition}
All his life my father said,
“You’re going to get out of this and break this tie, this staying a slave to a foundry.” …
225.87 Excerpt from Miracle At Cardenrigg\fn{by Tom Hanlin (1907-1953)} Armadale, West Lothian, Scotland,
United Kingdom (M) 10
1
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The first whisper of the disaster reached Kelly’s Land just after two o’clock.
There was no suggestion that total doom was here, no suggestion that calamity was here on a scale that no day
had ever brought to Kelly’s Land before.
Life sometimes gets weary of gradualness. It suddenly erupts with violence, and terror and despair become
new discoveries.
Young Malky Stewart, racing up the field path, reached Kelly’s Land with the announcement that something
was wrong at Cardenrigg Pit.
Half the men who worked in Cardenrigg belonged to Kelly’s Land.
*
Kelly’s Land had its nothing-ever-happens-here aspect. It had seen thousands of days like this. The sun was
shining one minute and then the clouds would travel across the face of the sun and the day would grow dull again,
and that was all. This unremarkable day, that was just life as it was, would undoubtedly bring what it had always
brought, the unremarkable night that was merely a bridge to another day.
To the north were the Ochil Hills, a wavy blue line in the sky; to the southwest, the Pentlands, another wavy
blue line. If you were an inhabitant of Whitevale, these hills were the rims of the world, and Whitevale itself, the
hub. The sun rose at the Pentlands, and always set before it got to the Ochils. The clouds traveled from the west,
went by overhead, and disappeared beyond the Pentlands. These brought night and day, night and day brought the
seasons, and the seasons the years.
That day, women were doing the things they always did in Kelly’s Land. They looked out of doors, or they
walked to other doors. Or they walked down Kelly’s Land into South Street to go to shops. Or they came from
South Street into Kelly’s Land, baskets in hand. A bakers van or a butchers van would come up Kelly’s Land and
stop every few yards for women to gather round.
Encircling them was the familiar scene; the same old ups and downs; nothing very sensational, no all-is-lost;
just the little accumulations that are not in themselves ruin or fulfilment, but whose piling sediment over a
thousand days is ruin or fulfilment. Kelly’s Land was two rows of miners’ houses with a road between, facing
each other and forming a street. Most of the Irish in this town of Whitevale—which was just like any other mining
town in Scotland in the 1920’s—lived in Kelly’s Land. Kelly’s Land drank, gambled, kept the pawnbrokers alive,
and wouldn’t work if it could help it.
Fifty yards from Whitevale Cross, it branched off at right angles to the left of South Street. The two long rows
of houses had a wide road running between them; a pavement at each side fronting the rows. Each house had a
front kitchen. In this were two beds in wall recesses, and at the opposite side, a fireplace. A door led to a back
room, a scullery, and a strip of garden.
The front doors were in pairs, and the front windows also, spaced out along the wall that was the front of the
rows. Though the houses were sixty years old, they had gas and water laid on, and were comfortable if you’d
never lived in anything better. Kelly’s Land ended where a field began, a wire paling dividing the street from the
grass. Through this field there stretched a field path that led to Cardenrigg Pit, and also to the Vulcan Brickwork.
It was by this path that young Malky Stewart came with the first whisper of the disaster at Cardenrigg.
*
Malky, on an errand from the Vulcan Brickwork, was passing the pit, hands in pockets, mind vacant, unaware
that destiny was about to employ him as the bearer of portentous news. Looking at Cardenrigg, he saw a striking
departure from the normal.
He saw two pithead workers closing the big gate.
He’d never seen that big gate closed before. Curiosity made him approach it, but he saw nothing inside that
was different from what it should have been. The cabins and the offices on the ground level presented their old
appearance. The high tin sheds stood on their usual stilts, and he could see boys pushing hutches along the
scaffolds and stages. Two men were in the woodyard piling props on a bogie.
Cardenrigg was an old pit. Nobody could remember when it was sunk. During the years it had been remodelled
by the company owning it. It had two shafts, the Upper Level shaft, and the Main West shaft. The seam in the
Main West had been exhausted some time ago, and the old Main West Road, the big artery from the bottom of the
Main West shaft, had been allowed to fall into ruin. The Upper Level shaft had been sunk to a different and
shallower seam, but the Upper Level Main Road followed the same direction underground as the old Main West
Road.
Malky stood gazing through the big gate and some miners on the afternoon shift came along. They made
remarks about the big gate being shut, then they went inside by the small gate. Malky shouted to Pete McLean,
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whom he saw moving across the yard. Pete pointed downwards, but gave no further explanation as he hurried off.
Malky guessed they wouldn’t have closed the front gate just because of a mechanical breakdown. He passed
through the small gate as he’d seen the backshift men do. No sooner was he inside than a clerk came running out
of the office to ask him his business.
He was told to get off the premises at once.
He’d never heard of anything like this before. Anybody could go in and hang about the pit yard and nobody
would question them. As he backed out, he saw pit-head workers racing about and somebody giving excited
orders. He knew that something serious had happened and the management didn’t want any leakage of the news
just yet.
*
When he jumped over the wire paling at the top end of Kelly’s Land, Jessie Arnold was standing on her
doorstep. Jessie was Kelly’s Land’s portent of doom. It was inevitable that she would be on hand when anything
disastrous was breaking. The wind that brought bad news always blew on Jessie Arnold first.
As Malky hurried on. Jessie went to impart the news to her husband who was sleeping in the room. She
watched the glaze vanish from his eyes after he’d wakened and began to grasp what she said. Bob Arnold’s bones
creaked and his muscles moved numbly as he sat up. His first thought was that the pit would be idle that night.
That the cause of the idleness might be disaster for others was something beyond where he lived, as yet. Others’
lives were remote; your own was always with you.
“Put on your clothes, Bob,” his wife said. “And away ye go down to the pit and see what’s wrong.”
“Will I, hell,” he replied, rubbing weary eyelids. “I’m lying here. They don’t need me. And whatever it is it’ll
get here on its own legs. Gimme something to eat, Jessie.”
“I must tell the neighbours,” she said. “I’ll be back in a minute.”
It was to a group of women standing by a baker’s van that Malky Stewart next told his story. The baker had the
back doors of the van open, was reaching inside to hand a loaf to the girl beside him. Three other women stood in
a semi-circle behind, looking on and talking.
*
When he told it this second time, Malky added the word serious to his story.
The women looked at him vacantly, and you could see, taking place on their faces, the mental shift from
vagueness to something that had arrowed its way to a target. They seemed to wait and cringe, as if by being inert,
they would protect themselves from the deadly thrust of what he would say next.
Then they discovered that what he knew was small, but the quick relief had a delayed menace.
Some evil hovered; in the pit of each stomach grew a small foreboding like an icy fingertip on warmth. Each
woman had somebody belonging to her in Cardenrigg. Each was praying that the something had missed hers.
The news wasn’t long travelling around Kelly’s Land. Jessie Arnold was a swift courier, leaving behind her
women who paused in their work, women who looked around and thought. They paused because what they were
doing was a tiny link in the life that recurs and is foreseen; and the whisper suggested end to recurrence, and in
the imminence of the unforeseen, the futility of doing what was always done.
Washing clothes or cleaning windows, buying bread or polishing boots, cooking potatoes over a stove: all
small and simple things, unimportant in themselves, but all of them woven into and making up the habitual, the
pattem that had emerged and been accepted.
Something wrong at Cardenrigg? Like the ache of a tiny nerve threading an organism, it engendered a threat to
the centre of life.
Who am I? Why do I do these things? And for whom?
Questions not asked in words; just a woman thinking of a man; questions asked by the letting slip of a scrubbing brush, the dropping of a duster; questions answered by a pause and the imaging of a man in health, a ringwall protecting you from evil and chaos, as he left that moming; then the image of that man absent, absent from
the days and the nights and the fireside, absent from you forever.
The courier came and passed from door to door, from backyard to backyard, leaving women listening to
sounds in silent houses, or staring at sights in the impregnable day.
Whose footsteps were those passing? And where were they going so heedlessly? Why were the houses so complacent in their attitude? Look! There it was, Cardenrigg Pit, far away; twin wheels topping black sheds against
the sky, a pointing finger pouring out evil reek; a malicious reptile ready to leap.
Over the washtubs in backyards, over the fences that divided the backyards, from door to door and across the
street, women called to each other, not in panic, but in troubled calm, seeking knowledge and comfort that would
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allay the malign frown that had suddenly shadowed the innocence of day.
Did ye hear there’s something wrong at Cardenrigg? Did ye hear? Did ye hear what was wrong at Cardenrigg?
Did ye hear any mair? Will it be somebody’s got hurt, do ye think? Or will it just be a rumour? They’ve shut the
gate at Cardenrigg. Why should they shut the gate at Cardenrigg? Gates were made to open and shut, and the gate
at Cardenrigg’s like any other gate. Who would worry because a gate is shut? The pithead men were running
about behind the shut gate at Cardenrigg. Folk should hold their tongues and not say things that make other folk
feart. The men’l come hame, they’ll come hame frae other pits, and they’ll come hame frae Cardenrigg. There’s
aye somebody catching it, but talk and rumours’ll no mak it any better …
They were old, some of the women, and their faces were marked by time and weather and trouble. A husk was
over all their actions and their glances, a husk born of weariness and the usage of feelings in all emotions. They
accepted and lived. They would accept and live.
They were middle-aged, some of the women, and their lives were still progressing. Their lives had extended
from themselves to their sons, to their families. They were full-bodied, undefeated and strong. There was
optimism in their words, defiance in folded arms, vigor in the movement of a head. They had emotions and
feelings that had never been outraged by a major calamity.
They were young, some of the women, and their lives were just extending beyond themselves and the man to
whom they were mated. Life had once been single and selfish. The surprising extension of that single life into the
life of another, had brought more surprising variations. Life was developing. Hemmed in by worry and poverty, it
was yet fulfilling itself. There were feelings and emotions just discovered, all to be used, to be spent in alliance.
But there were things these women didn’t know, and their words held a1arm as they looked for guidance to the
women who had passed this stage through which they were passing.
*
At this time, nothing had been heard in Whitevale. Malky Stewart went back to Cardenrigg to find out whatever was to be found out. When this was learnt, women took to standing on doorsteps. While they were doing this,
they found other women looking upwards to see if any miners might come from Cardenrigg. It was only natural to
talk, and move to form a group. Other groups began to form here and there as the minutes slipped past.
Then everybody fixed their eyes on the wire paling that stretched across the top of Kelly’s Land. Malky
Stewart was squirming through the wires. These nearest, moved towards him. He looked at them and spoke.
*
“I saw Pete McLean. What was wrong he didn’t say, but he did say it would be a wee while before the Cardenrigg men got up the pit. He said they would be late in getting home, but nobody was to get worried.” When Malky
Stewart went back that second time, what Pete McLean said to him was this:
“Now don’t be running all over the place and alanning everybody. The Upper Level’s got a burst of water. The
manager, Rack O’Dell, and three other men have just gone down to the old Main West. What they mean to do I
don’t know. But if they don’t bring it off—well, there’s two hundred men’ll never come up that pit again. Now,
see and keep all this to yourself.”
Malky had slight intention of keeping it to himself. This was a day that was going to be talked about in the
future, and the name of Malky Stewart, who brought the first news, would henceforth be memorable. Bursting
with excitement, he dramatically rehearsed his lines as he raced up the field. But when he saw the waiting groups
on the pavement, he suddenly grew up.
Suddenly he saw it was life or death for others.
2
The rumor floated to the Vulcan Brickwork. McAndrew, who ran trucks between the pressing shed and the
kilns, heard it. In the pressing shed he told it to Ria Kennedy. In the kiln he told it to Chrissie McKerry. Neither
seemed to be greatly affected. Both were shaken by a cross-current of conflicting thoughts that led to each other.
Standing on an area of iron plates before a ledge jutting out from a machine, a tall girl was adding the last layer
of bricks to a small loaded truck. McAndrew swung his empty truck alongside and shouted:
“Hullo, Ria! There’s a disaster of some kind at Cardenrigg!” Her dark head, bound by a red handkerchief,
turned slowly, and her glance, as always, had the vigour of a challenge and a rebuke.
“Don’t make things worse,” she said, dark eyes hostile.
She continued to lift and pack the bricks, giving no further indication of how the news affected her. McAndrew
expected no other reaction. You couldn’t surprise Ria Kennedy. He watched her work as he waited for the loaded
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truck. There was an oddity about her face that had nothing to do with its contour, but lay entirely in its expression.
Her skin was candle-wax pale, with pinkness over the cheekbones. When she smiled, two dimples appeared in her
cheeks, and her chin which was slightly inward, became apparent. This gave her the candour of a child.
He pulled away the loaded truck as she added the last brick to the machine. She drew forward the empty as he
left. As she began to load it, her lips moved in prayer for men in danger.
*
Jesus, Mary and Joseph, have mercy on them, protect them from harm.
Three years ago, when she was sixteen, she had an experience that determined her future attitude to life. She
had gone to confession, and when she came out of the box and knelt at the altar rails, there was nobody at all in
the chapel. Except for a ring of candles burning by the side of the altar, everything was in darkness. The candles
lit up the altar and the life-size statue of Our Lady beside them. Ria knelt at the altar, and said her penance, three
Our Fathers and three Hail Marys. After she’d said these, she sent up her own prayer, the one she’d been saying
regularly at that time.
Mother of God, she prayed, I am Maria Kennedy. I work in the Vulcan Brickwork. I am sixteen and I am not
very good-looking. I am in love with Rack O’Dell, who is sixteen, too. He stays with the Raffertys in Kelly’s
Land, and works in Cardenrigg Pit. Mother of God, he is a Catholic, too. If I do not get him for my husband, I
think I will go to the bad entirely and finish up in Hell. But if I get him, one thing is sure, I will never commit sin
again. Blessed Virgin, Mother of Christ, give him to me, and I will be sure to make him say his prayers, every
night and go to his work every day. I will keep him out of pubs, and from cursing and swearing and gambling like
other men. And if we have children, I will bring them up in the Faith to live and die. Mother of God, I love him
so, and he will never notice me—if you don’t make him, he will never notice me …
As she gazed at Our Lady in the shadows, she saw the statue shimmer and broaden, then grow thin and tall.
Ria blinked in ecstasy, two hot lines ran down her cheeks—and there stood Our Lady as she always was.
She hadn’t spoken, or moved, as she had done to Bernadette. Once again, to this prayer, she had given no
indication that she had heard. There was only the wavering candles in the darkness, there was only the silent altar,
only a far small sound from the distant street.
Hypnotised by the candles, Ria stared, not thinking, not praying, just allowing her ecstasy to throb through her.
And while she waited thus, a thought arose in her mind. It grew and grew like aglow, going out to her shoulders
and down her arms and legs to her fingertips and toes, before coming back again to pulse in her head. And then
there was a voice inside her.
Why should you want one who never looks at you? Why should you want what everybody else wants? Or live the
way they live? Aren’t their lives sinful lives? Aren’t they pitiful, greedy, selfish and cowardly? Why do they never think
of holiness and piety? Because they want this and they want that. They think they’ll be happy if they get what they
want.
Why should anyone want to be happy? Only the weak want to be happy, the weak and the selfish. And it is the going
after what they want that makes them live mean lives. To be good is not to want anything. To be a saint is not to want
what you love most of all. To live and not love him—you may not be able to do that. But to live and love him—and not
want him—nobody has ever done this, and you could do it.
And beginning with him, everything else you love, too. Everything else yau want for comfort and protection,
everything else you must deny yourself. You must deny your feelings and ignore your emotions. You are strong. Love
and comfort and protection are for the weak. These things will make you self-indulgent and that is the way towards sin.
To save your soul you must search for unhappiness, sorrow must be your joy, and you must always be alone …

She knelt at the altar, not thinking of leaving while the voice spoke, while she repeated the words over and
over again to herself, so that the voice merged into her voice, and it was as if she were whispering to someone
else. Then her head began to ache and she felt tired. She made the Sign of the Cross, stepped back from the altar,
and went outside.
Out in the streets, the pubs were shutting, and drunks argued in groups on the pavements, shop windows shone
yellow in the black, and the noises were last sounds made by the street as it huddled up for the night. She moved
through it with her tartan tammy on her head, her scuffed coat buttoned tightly around her thin body, her face
white with the cold, her eyes starred with the ecstacy of denying herself happiness.
*
That experience had never left Ria. It shaped her conduct. She continually watched people, and her mind and
intuitions gave her an insight into the conduct and speech that she heard, an insight she could hardly bring herself
to trust, for it was hard to believe that people could be so stupid and empty, or be so unaware of their own trans1229

parency. Their lack of generosity, their meanness and vulgarity were unbelievable. Only when they were in
trouble, she noticed, did anything like nobility come out of them.
Knowledge of sex came in the jokes, insinuations, and whisperings of those she worked beside. When she was
fifteen, with other girls and men, the hooter having blown, she was sitting having breakfast. A man told a story,
another added to it, and some interjections were thrown in amid shrieks of laughter. Nobody seemed to think that
anything much had been said, but for Ria Kennedy, life had been punctured, the day had died. Knowledge had
come in one terrifying second and she couldn’t stand it.
She tottered round a corner and vomited. For days afterwards, the sunlight and the trees, the people in the
streets, the world calmly moving about its business, became suddenly removed from her, where once she had been
a part of it. Could it be true that they had known this all along, and hid the knowledge, acting as if it didn’t
matter? What other terrifying secrets lay under the surface chatter, the comings and goings?
It took her some time to get over that experience, to face it, look at it, place it, and finally accept it.
Her renunciation of worldly desires did not dim her passion for O’Dell. To think of him, pray for his welfare,
there was satisfaction in that. It was happiness to observe him, speak to him on occasion.
The imminence of the next world was so close that when she placed fleeting life against eternity, life with its
personal cravings, it seemed a lunacy. There was no time for anything but the striving for perfection in thought,
word and deed.
Around her were the mentally blind, talking, acting, quarrelling and grabbing as if there were no revealed
standards outside themselves, as if they would never be called to account for their actions. They didn’t seem to
grasp that tomorrow they would be dead, though they saw others die daily.
*
With perceptions beyond the ordinary, seeing beyond the world, the flesh, and the moment, it was imperative
that she should discipline herself. From beyond, in the past, through some saint, there had filtered a flash of
eternal truth, startling the indifferent and the unaware.
The will of God revealed itself through the great saints. In a world sunk in indifference and sin, it must surely
happen again. If yesterday it had been Joan, Teresa, Bernadette—today, if it was not to be Maria Kennedy, that
meant nothing.
Maria Kennedy must live as if it was sure to be Maria Kennedy. She must sleep, work, breathe and pray, as if
she had been chosen and was awaiting a summons. To love someone was good, for all love came from God. But
for the few, that single love must extend itself to all.
I shall be a nun, she thought. But there was inside her a premonition that she would never be a nun, that just as
she was, she would meet destiny, in her working clothes with a handkerchief around her hair and heavy boots on
her feet.
*
Time passed, she was seventeen, eighteen.
Her concept of mission, of separateness, increased. Her love for O’Dell remained in a compartment of its own.
When he began to keep company with Chrissie McKerry, though she had thought of this, the actuality brought a
sudden sense of pain and loss. For a moment, she lived in time. She knew that the momentary sense of terror
came from the desire to be loved in return, that he should know all her thoughts, her ways, remember her all his
life.
So human this; just another craving that had to be given up.
Yet perhaps she had done this, perhaps she had stamped her face on his heart for life. It was only last week that
she had been coming home from the Vulcan when O’Dell had been coming home from the pit. In the field beyond
Kelly’s Land, they met where the two paths converged. When she saw that they would meet and walk together
towards Kelly’s Land, her colour heightened. After a few aimless remarks, O’Dell said:
“Where are you goin’ the morra night, Ria?”
She knew what this was the usual preliminary to, and the remark drew her up. Hadn’t he a girl already?
“Where I always go,” she replied.
“An’ where’s that?”
“To confession.”
In her tone was the assertion of dignity and a standard he had weakly surrendered. She knew that it was only
occasionally that O’Dell was to be seen at Mass, and this saddened her. He evaded the reproof by extending the
conversation.
“How about seeing. you after it?” She gave him a slow side glance.
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“What’s wrong with Chrissie McKerry? You’ve been going with her a long time.”
“That’s all over, Ria. We’ve parted for good. It wouldn’t work out.”
“Why wouldn’t it?” She had always liked Chrissie McKerry.
“Ah, she isn’t a Catholic, Ria,” he replied. Mentally he was sidling round her defenses.
“I know she’s a good girl. Are you a Catholic, Rack?” she asked softly. He was deeply shocked.
“Don’t you hear my name being read out every second Sunday for the collection?”
“I can’t remember. I don’t pay attention to lists of names.”
“You can ask Tommy Curran. Tommy’ll come to me, ‘Fortnightly Collection, Rack!’ and if it’s my last shillin’
Tommy gets it!” A pillar of the Church was talking, until a sudden flicker brought his brows down.
“I wonder if he’s pocketing that shillin’ of mine? I wouldn’t put it past him!”
“It’s a pity you don’t come oftener, even if it’s only to check up on Tommy Curran,” she said. Then she added:
“Why do I never see you at Mass?”
There was a snap and ferocity in her words. It was clear that a Catholic who didn’t go to Mass was lower than
things that crawl. He slithered and twisted mentally before he spoke.
“Dear God, you can’t expect a chap like me to be always trippin’ over Rosary beads gallopin’ to Mass. I’m not
a monk. I’m not comin’ out to be a priest. Gimme half a chance.”
He was a man admitting the standards; pleading to be helped along a difficult road. She wondered if she really
attracted him, for when it came to surface beauties that showed, Chrissie McKerry could leave her standing.
“So you’ve thrown up Chrissie McKerry,” she said.
“I have, now. And I see you, and I think, there’s a nice Catholic girl, one of my own kind.”
“I’m sorry,” she said.
Long ago that had been decided; her life was dominated by something else.
“Maybe,” he said, slyly, “maybe you’ve got somebody else in your eye. Is that what it is?” She shook her head
impatiently.
“I suppose I’m not good enough for you. Every time I go to the chapel, I’m deafened by old Brogan bawling
about mixed marriages. Pick a nice Catholic girl, he roars, and you’ll have no trouble.”
“That’s not the way to refer to your priest.”
“All right, I’m sorry. But I’m doing what he says and look what I get. Suppose I go and tell him the kind of
answers his nice Catholic girls give a fella?” He looked at her goodnaturedly, and she smiled.
“All right, Ria. Believe me I asked you out of a good heart. You’re a good girl and a lovely girl, and I know
I’m not worth tuppence.” She had to look straight ahead, for the statement brought tears to her eyes.
“Oh, Rack, Rack, why don’t you go to Mass?”
“I will in the future,” he declared.
“You won’t. I know you won’t. You’ll just drift and drink and let everything slide. You need someone to look
after you. Come with me to confession tomorrow night, and then you can see me afterwards.”
*
At seven o’clock as arranged, there was no O’Dell at the chapel door awaiting her. She went inside, and he
wasn’t there either. When she came out after having been to confession, he was standing at the gate.
“I didn’t see you inside,” she said.
“I was waiting to go to Mass first,” he said. “If I go to Mass first, I’ll be better able to go to confession
afterwards.”
He showed great determination, as if it was strength of character made him take this course. She looked
through him and saw. In spite of all his transparent weaknesses, she loved him more than ever.
*
He was at Mass the following Sunday, and at Benediction in the evening. She walked out with him, taking a
circular tour back to Kelly’s Land. She tried to make the position plain.
“This isn’t serious,” she told him. “I’m not going to go with you, you know.”
“But why come out with me, then?” he asked.
“Because I want to keep your feet on the right road, that’s all. And I’m not, going to go with you because I
want to see you take up with some other girl and marry her.”
“Well, that takes a prize,” he declared. “That beats everything. I know you’re different, everybody knows
you're different, but I’ll say that takes a prize.”
As they walked on he mentally chewed over her words. He stopped.
“See here,” he said.
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She stopped too, and they looked at each other. They were out in the country, on the side of a hill with beech
trees at the top. Sheep cropped the grass here and there, and above, white puff-balls sailed in blue to a setting sun.
“See here,” he said. “I love you. I know you’d never tell a. lie, Ria Kennedy. Answer me this: do you care for
me at all?”
He looked into her eyes, at the pink on her cheeks, at her black hair, at her figure outlined beneath her coat, at
the trees and the sky behind her head.
“Yes, Rack. 1 love you.”
Though she spoke with her lips, the same statement was being made by her eyes and her cheeks and her hair.
An innocent wind blew the grass.
“I’ve always loved you, Rack O’Dell. No one else. Only you. From the beginning, when I was wee.”
“Dear God,” he said. “Maria Kennedy. Dear God.” Life as he had lived it suddenly became a chaos of vileness
and futility.
“And you want to see me married to some other girl?”
“Yes, Rack. That’s what I want.”
Something that pulsed within her was using her tongue to express itself. It was true.
“Well, what am I to make of this, Ria? You care for me, and you don’t want me. It takes a lot for me to tie up
those two statements in the same parcel.”
“It’s easy to tie them up, Rack. I’m going to be a nun.”
*
Now he saw. There was no inconsistency, no contradiction. A man who wanted to be a priest had to give up
women. A girl who wanted to be a nun had to give up men.
“It’s awful hard to do that,” he said. “In the years to come, how do you know you won’t regret taking
somebody for yours?”
“With God’s grace, I’ll never regret it,” she said. “Yet I’ll never forget you, either. I’ll always remember you
and pray for you.”
He couldn’t look at her. She haunted and tortured him. There was some standard of life outside himself, iron in
its demands, so hard, so impossible to live up to, a standard he had let slide, and here it was, speaking with her
tongue, leaving him abject and dumb.
When they reached Kelly’s Land, two girls passed them. They were Agnes Rennie and Chrissie McKerry.
Walking by O’Dell's side, Maria Kennedy saw helpless pain in the girl’s eyes. They stood in the shadow of a
comer before saying good night.
“What’s to become of me, Ria?” he asked. “I haven’t to see you again.”
“You must go back to the one you left,” she said.
She knelt by her bedside and said the Rosary and the concentration passed beyond her prayers. She was aware
of her world, the world of everyday, of bricks and machines and people and little houses in rows, the wind that
blew on them and the sun that shone on them, the nights and days that passed over their heads.
And she was no part of that surface world, but though she stood outside, looked on and saw, her part was not
the part of a spectator.
The lost, sunk in today, tomorrow and yesterday, these could not save themselves.
But they could be saved.
As she felt the hard boards under her knees, the immanence of summons took possession of the air. The narrow
point of time, like a needle, was nearing a mark on the clock. There were no words, just the feeling; there was no
how or when, but the when was near, and the how would take care of itself.
Outside, the wind began to rattle the slates that roofed the shack where she knelt. She was a girl who worked in
a brick-work for four shillings a day, and she was going to bed to be ready for work the next day. She was
nineteen and she knew nothing, but as she lay on her bed with her hands crossed on her breast, she looked down
on her world from beyond the wind, the dark and the stars, seeing it with pity and a calm possession that blended
into sleep.
*
She had risen in the morning, and here she was, picking up the bricks that shot out in endless sequence. She
turned from the machine as McAndrew came back.
“It’s right about Cardenrigg,” he said. “There’s something hellish happening there and the outcome all depends
on Rack O’Dell.” She was letting this news sink in when he added:
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“And Chrissie McKerry wants to see you. She’ll be waiting for you by the pile at the engine house.”
3
About two o’clock, Russell, the manager of the pit, had been sitting in his cabin with just everyday worries on
his mind. The phone rang, and those worries were made to look like the peace of the golden age. Into his ear, from
the Upper Level, flashed the frightened voice of McKendrick, one of his firemen.
“Is that you, Geordie? Holy Christ, there’s something hellish happening down here!”
“What’s happening?” Russell moved forward as he spoke, the terror in McKendrick’s voice communicating
itself.
“The water’s up to the roof at the South Heading Bench!”
“Water?” exclaimed Russell. “What water? Where’d the water come from?”
“It came lashing out of the South Heading like Christ knows what. That’s what I’m trying to tell you. I was
coming from the Upper Level bottom and was getting close to the South Heading, when I heard something that
was like an earthquake happening. There was a wind got up and it blew me off my feet. It flung me against the
stoopside, and all the time coming nearer was a roar like Niagara Falls. Then the water smashed out of the South
Heading full bore. Now it’s lashing along the haulage road. It’s up to the roof where the South Heading branches
off.”
“What about the men in the South Heading?”
“Hell knows. From what I’ve seen, if there’s any left alive, it’s a miracle.”
“And the men in the inside-the inside sections?”
“They’re cut off, they’re trapped.”
“You mean they’ll be in there until we can get the level of the water down?”
“The level of the water’s rising all the time. At this rate it’ll drown out the Upper Level coalfaces in half a
dozen hours. Geordie, this is disaster. Get it into your head. If you’d seen what I’ve seen, you wouldn’t see any
hope for those men.”
*
There was a cold weight in Russell’s stomach. Into his cabin came the familiar sounds of pit-head machinery.
Outside, the day was progressing as it had always done, and he couldn’t understand why no portent had warned
him.
“It can’t be as bad as all that!”
His lean face had gone gray and his voice didn’t sound like his own.
Complete doom was unbelievable. It wasn't so much that disaster hung over the men; it was that disaster hung
over all that he’d striven for in life, position, security. He saw himself being called to account, and relegated, with
this a burden round his neck for life.
“Stay at your post,” he ordered McKendrick. “Keep reporting the rate of the inrush. The trap door over the old
blind shaft at the South Heading must be opened. That’ll let the water into the Main West, it’ll divert it from the
men at the Upper Level coalfaces. The only way to open it is for me to travel the old Main West and get that
wheel turned at the bottom of the shaft.”
*
Russell ran out of the cabin as McPherson, the pit-head man, was coming down from the pit head. A few
hurried words and McPherson went inside to sit at the phone. McPherson was shouting to him before he was a
dozen yards away from the cabin.
Charlie Dobbie was on the phone, Dobbie, one of the men on the wrong side of the water in the Upper Level.
Over the wire, Dobbie’s voice was thick with suppressed fright. Dobbie had been sitting on his bogie\fn{ A small
railway truck of short wheelbase, used to transport coal, ores, etc., in mines } a few minutes before, and behind him jolted a
trainload of twenty hutches of coal. His legs curled round the wheel that projected from the center of the flat, low
bogie. This wheel operated a clamp which gripped the haulage rope like a vise. Whistling softly as his train
rumbled over joints, he saw ahead only a succession of circular girders disappearing endlessly into the gloom.
It was near finishing time. He had only to take this rake to the shaft bottom and return to the coal faces with
twenty empties. His next load to the shaft bottom would be his last. Then up the pit and home to Mary and both of
them off to the pictures. When they came out about seven o’clock, they would buy a couple of fish suppers and go
along to her mother’s for tea.
Thinking of this as he sat on his bogie, there came to his ears a long low roar that swelled and grew to a
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crashing climax somewhere far ahead. At the same time, wind began to whistle past his ears and in a second or so
had increased to a volume that whipped out the naked light on his head. He felt as if huge hands pushed him
backwards, and in the darkness he was flattened against the hutch behind.
He clutched at the lamp on his head, while the roar became recognizable as something like water falling from a
great height. The pressure of the wind suffocated him, and the darkness flapped and whacked.
He sprawled about on the floor until the hurricane spent itself. Gathering himself together, he re-lit his lamp
and blinked. A dozen yards ahead, he saw a wave of lashing water, and beyond that, a boiling sea that stretched as
far as his lamp threw its beam. He twisted the wheel on his bogie, the rope dropped out of the clamp and the train
stood still.
He stared at the water, penned and twisting in the narrow tunnel. He walked to the edge of it and it rolled
forward to meet him. He held out his lamp over it, staring incredulously. All he saw was a series of scaly bubbling
backs that receded with the girders until they seemed to touch the roof. He ran back. He knew that he was cut off,
and that the men in the sections inside were cut off too. This water was advancing all the time. It would drive him
back to the coal faces. There it would rise to the roof and drown all that it had driven back.
He ran to a phone and when Russel’s voice came through, he gasped out what had happened. Russell tried to
explain as calmly as he could.
*
“Where are all the rest of the men?” he asked.
“Still in at the faces,” replied Dobbie. “They don’t know about this yet, but they’ll know something’s wrong,
They’d hear the noise and they’d feel the air. The way this water’s lashing along, it won’t be long in reaching
them.”
“Don’t let anybody get into a panic. When the trapdoor over the blind shaft’s opened, the water will gain
access to the old Main West, and then it will be only a matter of time before you all get out. Tell the men that. Go
into the faces and tell Bob Laird and the other firemen what I’ve told you, and come back with Laird to the phone
and report:”
Russell dashed out into the pit yard, and the clang of a signal bell told him that men were ascending the Upper
Level shaft. From the foot of the stairs that led to the high pit head, he looked up and saw four men about to come
downwards. He waved them back. He was glad to see O’Dell among them. O’Dell knew the old Main West
haulage road.
Looking down, O’Dell noted the manager’s frantic haste. Beside him were Brodie, Halligan and McLure.
O’Dell spoke from the side of his mouth.
“Here’s happy Geordie, boys. This means will you go back and work another shift. Well, I’ve got my answer. I
hope you’ve got yours.”
Russell arrived beside them. He was panting. O’Dell had a dour look, his aspect saying he would be hard to
persuade, no matter what it was.
*
“I’ve just had a couple of phone messages from the Upper Level,” gasped Russell. He babbled out what
McKendrick and Dobbie had told him. O’Dell looked at his companions.
“That’s what we heard in the bottom.” He explained to Russell, “The air reversed itself.”
“We’ll form a rescue party, the five of us,” went on Russell. “We’ll go down the old Main West shaft and travel
to the blind shaft. It pierces right up to the South Heading Bench. When we turn the wheel and open that trapdoor,
all the men trapped in the inside sections are out of danger. If that door’s not opened, they’ll drown in a few
hours.”
“Hullo!” O’Dell pulled him up. “D’you know what kind of a road that is? It’s hanging in the air all the way.
You’re risking your life every step.”
“We’re lucky it’s still open, and we’re lucky the phones in it were kept in working order. Come on, boys, it’s
time we were making a move.” O’Dell followed hesitantly, the others behind him.
“When we get to that wheel what’s going to happen?” asked O’Dell. “We’ll get murdered when the water
lashes down and pulverizes everything in its path.”
“We’ll get a rope,’ replied Russell. “We’ll take a rope with us. We’ll tie that rope to the wheel, and well be
distance away when we pull it and open that trapdoor. Then well run like hell for Drumara Bench. Once we get
past Drumara we’ll be safe.”
It struck O’Dell that they had slim chances of beating the water to Drumara Bench. Drumara was a wide tunnel
that struck off at right angles from the old Main West. It dipped steeply, and the water would naturally turn down
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there.
*
The five men stood before the cage at the Main West shaft. Russell and O’Dell went down first with a coil of
rope. Brodie, Halligan, and McLure were bringing along another coil on the next cage. After reaching the bottom
of the shaft, O’Dell said to the manager:
“I’ll go ahead. You wait here for the others. There’s a long low stretch not far from here, and I’ll have it cleared
when you catch up.”
O’Dell walked on, leaving Russell standing there on the rusty plates of the abandoned bottom. Fungus like
ermine scarfs hung from the roof here and there, and yellow masses of distorted toadstools grew loathsomely
from rotten wood. The air was clear and seemed to be good, but it smelt of decay and had a clammy feel on his
face.
He didn’t like this job at all; his instinct had been to tell Russell he’d worked his shift and saw no reason for
any follow-after. But he hadn’t told Russell. He’d made a couple of hang-back observations and then followed
Russell.
O’Dell's conduct in that situation was a nail head indication of his character. He kept his conclusions to
himself, unacted upon, when the weight was against them.
This mission was the kind that nobody would refuse to volunteer for. Therefore he had accepted it. He had
accepted everything in the past that made up the life around him. And all the time, deep within him and growing
daily, was a hatred of the life he knew, a hatred of its beliefs and standards that extended to all those who accepted
those beliefs and standards.
He listened to people; the admired man in this community was he who didn’t gamble or drink, the man who
worked steadily every day, even when he wasn’t fit to work, who saved his money and held on to his job, who
didn’t do this and who didn’t do that—a long string of negations that resulted in a sheep.
A man wasn’t a man because of the things he didn’t do.
It was better to do wrong things with some kind of spirit than to do nothing in submission.
And there were many who did kick, who made no attempt to keep these standards, himself included, but like
himself they apologized. If they were drunkards or gamblers, living wasting lives, eternally on the brink of
dissolution, they attributed their lives to the fact that they drank and gambled, and not to the grinding slavery of
their lives.
In a world in which everybody conformed and submitted, it required moral courage to rebel.
And that was what O’Dell lacked.
Eloquent in the current coin of conversation, he was completely inarticulate when he tried to express his views.
These new thoughts and ideas had come to him as feelings and he had never been able to form them into words
that could transmit the idea. He made enough money from week to week to pay his lodgings and give him a drink.
He laid off work whenever he felt like it or could afford it. His education had stopped at fourteen when he could
read, write and count.
After leaving school he read nothing but newspapers. He’d no occasion to write anything, so that when it came
to a letter, all he could put down was a few disconnected sentences. He had been brought up a Catholic, accepting
it indifferently, going to Mass only when visited by spasmodic remembrances of youthful enthusiasms for what he
had been taught.
*
He stopped to examine the tunnel. It was here that the Main West began to show signs of pressure. It had been
driven when Cardenrigg was sunk, over a hundred years ago, when even main tunnels underground were
primitive and there was no Coal Mines Act to lay down rigid conditions of height, width and steel buttressing.
Now it lay, a ruined drain, a quarter of a mile below the surface and two miles in length.
He came to the long, low stretch. This was a mass of rubble that had been tunnelled through and shored mostly
with wood, which was now wet and rotten.
He knelt on his hands and knees, shone his lamp inside and surveyed it. Not far from him, rubble had poured
like sand from the side and blocked the narrow passage. He began levelling this out with his hands, so that those
coming behind could crawl over it unhindered.
The fall was finally levelled out. O’Dell looked behind and saw the manager and the three others as four
moving stars at the end of a long black tube, coming nearer. He crawled further along the low stretch, noting the
rotten timber. Near the end a tram rail had slipped from where it had been used as a cross beam. It hung
downwards twistedly. He saw that it would have to be taken out to allow passage. He crawled under it gingerly
1235

and began to examine it. …
223.92 Excerpt from Rebecca\fn{by Daphne du Maurier (1907-1989)} Hampstead, Camden Borough, Greater London
North, England, United Kingdom (F) 14
1
Last night I dreamt I went to Manderley again.
It seemed to me I stood by the iron gate leading to the drive, and for a while I could not enter for the way was
barred to me. There was a padlock and a chain upon the gate. I called in my dream to the lodge-keeper, and had
no answer, and peering closer through the rusted spokes of the gate I saw that the lodge was uninhabited.
No smoke came from the chimney, and the little lattice windows gaped forlorn. Then, like all dreamers, I was
possessed of a sudden with supernatural powers and passed like a spirit through the barrier before me. The drive
wound away in front of me, twisting and turning as it had always done, but as I advanced I was aware that a
change had come upon it; it was narrow and unkept, not the drive that we had known. At first I was puzzled and
did not understand, and it was only when I bent my head to avoid the low swinging branch of a tree that I realized
what had happened.
Nature had come into her own again and, little by little, in her stealthy, insidious way had encroached upon the
drive with long, tenacious fingers. The woods, always a menace even in the past, had triumphed in the end. They
crowded, dark and uncontrolled, to the borders of the drive. The beeches with white, naked limbs leant close to
one another, their branches intermingled in a strange embrace, making a vault above my head like the archway of
a church.
And there were other trees as well, trees that I did not recognize, squat oaks and tortured elms that straggled
cheek by jowl with the beeches, and had thrust themselves out of the quiet earth, along with monster shrubs and
plants, none of which I remembered.
*
The drive was a ribbon now, a thread of its former self, with gravel surface gone, and choked with grass and
moss. The trees had thrown out low branches, making an impediment to progress; the gnarled roots looked like
skeleton claws.
Scattered here and again amongst this jungle growth I would recognize shrubs that had been landmarks in our
time, things of culture and of grace, hydrangeas whose blue heads had been famous.
No hand had checked their progress, and they had gone native now, rearing to monster height without a bloom,
black and ugly as the nameless parasites that grew beside them.
On and on, now east now west, wound the poor thread that once had been our drive. Sometimes I thought it
lost struggling on the other side of a muddied ditch created by the winter rains. I had not thought the way so long.
Surely the miles had multiplied, even as the trees had done, and this path led but to a labyrinth, some choked
wilderness, and not to the house at all.
*
I came upon it suddenly; the approach masked by the unnatural growth of a vast shrub that spread in all
directions, and I stood, my heart thumping in my breast, the strange prick of tears behind my eyes.
There was Manderley, our Manderley, secretive and silent as it had always been, the gray stone shining in the
moonlight of my dream, the mullioned windows reflecting the green lawns and the terrace. Time could not wreck
the perfect symmetry of those walls, nor the site itself, a jewel in the hollow of a hand.
The terrace sloped to the lawns, and the lawns stretched to the sea, and turning I could see the sheet of silver,
placid under the moon, like a lake undisturbed by wind placid under the moon, like a lake undisturbed by wind or
storm. No waves would come to ruffle this dream water, and no bulk of cloud, wind-driven from the west, obscure
the clarity of this pale sky.
I turned again to the house, and though it stood inviolate, untouched, as though we ourselves had left but
yesterday, I saw that the garden had obeyed the jungle law, even as the woods had done. The rhododendrons stand
fifty feet high, twisted and entwined with a host of nameless shrubs, poor, bastard things that clung about their
roots as though conscious of their spurious origin.
A lilac had mated with a copper beech, and to bind them yet more closely to one another the malevolent ivy,
always an enemy to grace, had thrown her tendrils about the pair and made them prisoners. Ivy held prior place in
this lost garden, the long strands crept across the lawns, and soon would encroach upon the house itself.
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There was another plant too, some half-breed from the woods; whose seed had been scattered long ago beneath
the trees and then forgotten, and now, marching in unison with the ivy, thrust its ugly form like a giant rhubarb
towards the soft grass where the daffodils had blown.
Nettles were everywhere, the vanguard of the army. They choked the terrace, they sprawled about the paths,
they leant, vulgar and lanky, against the very windows of the house. They made indifferent sentinels, for in many
places their ranks had been broken by the rhubarb plant, and they lay with crumpled heads and listless stems,
making a pathway for the rabbits.
*
I left the drive and went on to the terrace, for the nettles were no barrier to me, a dreamer, I walked enchanted,
and nothing held me back.
Moonlight can play odd tricks upon the fancy, even upon a dreamer’s fancy. As I stood there, hushed and still,
I could swear that the house was not an empty shell but lived and breathed as it had lived before.
Light came from the windows, the curtains blew softly in the night air, and there, in the library, the door would
stand half open as we had left it, with my handkerchief on the table beside the bowl of autumn roses.
The room would bear witness to our presence. The little heap of library books marked ready to return, and the
discarded copy of The Times. Ash-trays, with the stub of a cigarette; cushions, with the imprint of our heads upon
them, lolling in the chairs; the charred embers of our log fire still smouldering against the morning.
And Jasper, dear Jasper, with his soulful eyes and great, sagging jowl, would be stretched upon the floor, his
tail a-thump when he heard his master’s footsteps.
*
A cloud, hitherto unseen, came upon the moon, and hovered an instant like a dark hand before a face. The
illusion went with it, and the lights in the windows were extinguished. I looked upon a desolate shell, soulless at
last, unhaunted, with no whisper of the past about its staring walls.
The house was a sepulcher, our fear and suffering lay buried in the ruins. There would be no resurrection.
When I thought of Manderley in my waking hours I would not be bitter. I should think of it as it might have been,
could I have lived there without fear. I should remember the rose-garden in summer, and the birds that sang at
dawn. Tea under the chestnut tree, and the murmur of the sea coming up to us from the lawns below.
I would think of the blown lilac, and the Happy Valley.
These things were permanent, they could not be dissolved. They were memories that cannot hurt. All this I
resolved in my dream, while the clouds lay across the face of the moon, for like most sleepers I knew that I
dreamed.
In reality I lay many hundred miles away in an alien land, and would wake, before many seconds had passed,
in the bare little hotel bedroom, comforting in its very lack of atmosphere. I would sigh a moment, stretch myself
and turn, and opening my eyes, be bewildered at that glittering sun, that hard, clean sky, so different from the soft
moonlight of my dream. The day would lie before us both, long no doubt, and uneventful, but fraught with a
certain stillness, a dear tranquility we had not known before.
We would not talk of Manderley, I would not tell my dream.
For Manderley was ours no longer.
Manderley was no more.
2
We can never go back again, that much is certain.
The past is still too close to us.
The things we have tried to forget and put behind us would stir again, and that sense of fear, of furtive unrest,
struggling at length to blind unreasoning panic—now mercifully stilled, thank God—might in some manner
unforeseen become a living companion, as it had been before.
He is wonderfully patient and never complains, not even when he remembers … which happens, I think, rather
more often than he would have me know.
I can tell by the way he will look lost and puzzled suddenly, all expression dying away from his dear face as
though swept clean by an unseen hand, and in its place a mask will form, a sculptured thing, formal and cold,
beautiful still but lifeless.
He will fall to smoking cigarette after cigarette, not bothering to extinguish them, and the glowing stubs will
lie around on the ground like petals.
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He will talk quickly and eagerly about nothing at all, snatching at any subject as a panacea to pain.
I believe there is a theory that men and women emerge finer and stronger after suffering, and that to advance in
this or any world we must endure ordeal by fire. This we have done in full measure, ironic though it seems. We
have both known fear, and loneliness, and very great distress. I suppose sooner or later in the life of everyone
comes a moment of trial.
We all of us have our particular devil who rides us and torments us, and we must give battle in the end. We
have conquered ours, or so we believe.
*
The devil does not ride us any more.
We have come through our crisis, not unscathed of course.
His premonition of disaster was correct from the beginning; and like a ranting actress in an indifferent play, I
might say that we have paid for freedom. But I have had enough melodrama in this life, and would willingly give
my five senses if they could ensure us our present peace and security.
Happiness is not a possession to be prized, it is a quality of thought, a state of mind. Of course we have our
moments of depression; but there are other moments too, when time, unmeasured by the clock, runs on into
eternity and, catching his smile, I know we are together, we march in unison, no clash of thought or of opinion
makes a barrier between us.
*
We have no secrets now from one another.
All things are shared.
Granted that our little hotel is dull, and the food indifferent, and that day after day dawns very much the same,
yet we would not have it otherwise. We should meet too many of the people he knows in any of the big hotels. We
both appreciate simplicity, and if we are sometimes bored—well boredom is a pleasing antidote to fear.
We live very much by routine, and I—I have developed a genius for reading aloud. The only time I have
known him show impatience is when the postman lags, for it means we must wait another day before the arrival
of our English mail.
We have tried wireless, but the noise is such an irritant, and we prefer to store up our excitement; the result of a
cricket match played many days ago means much to us.
Oh, the Test matches that have saved us from ennui, the boxing bouts, even the billiard scores. Finals of
schoolboy sports, dog racing, strange little competitions in the remoter counties, all these are grist to our hungry
mill.
Sometimes old copies of the Field come my way, and I am transported from this indifferent island to the
realities of an English spring. I read of chalk streams, of the mayfly, of sorrel growing in green meadows, of rooks
circling above the woods growing in green meadows, of rooks circling above the woods as they used to do at
Manderley. The smell of wet earth comes to me from those thumbed and tattered pages, the sour tang of moorland
peat, the feel of soggy moss spattered white in places by a heron’s droppings.
Once there was an article on wood pigeons, and as I read it aloud it seemed to me that once again I was in the
deep woods at Manderley, with pigeons fluttering above my head. I heard their soft, complacent call, so comforttable and cool on a hot summer’s afternoon, and there would be no disturbing of their peace until Jasper came
loping through the undergrowth to find me, his damp muzzle questing the ground.
Like old ladies caught at their ablutions, the pigeons would flutter from their hiding-place, shocked into silly
agitation, and, making a monstrous to do with their wings, streak away from us above the tree-tops, and so out of
sight and sound. When they were gone a new silence would come upon the place, and I—uneasy for no known
reason—would realise that the sun no longer wove a pattern on the rustling leaves, that the branches had grown
darker, the shadows longer; and back at the house there would be fresh raspberries for tea. I would rise from my
bed of bracken then, shaking the feathery dust of last year’s leaves from my skirt and whistling to Jasper, set off
towards the house, despising myself even as I walked for my hurrying feet, my one swift glance behind.
*
How strange that an article on wood pigeons could so recall the past and make me falter as I read aloud. It was
the gray look on his face that made me stop abruptly, and turn the pages until I found a paragraph on cricket, very
practical and dull—Middlesex batting on a dry wicket at the Oval and piling up interminable dreary runs.
How I blessed those stolid, flannelled figures, for in a few minutes his face had settled back into repose, the
colour had returned, and he was deriding the Surrey bowling in healthy irritation.
We were saved a retreat into the past, and I had learnt my lesson.
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Read English news, yes, and English sport, politics and pomposity, but in future keep the things that hurt to
myself alone. They can be my secret indulgence. Colour and scent and sound, rain and the lapping of water, even
the mists of autumn and the smell of the flood tide, these are memories of Manderley that will not be denied.
Some people have a vice of reading Bradshaws.\fn{ The popular name for the publisher of popular railroad timetables in the
United Kingdom:H} They plan innumerable journeys across country for the fun of linking up impossible connections. My hobby is less tedious, if as strange.
I am a mine of information on the English countryside. I know the name of every owner of every British moor,
yes—and their tenants too. I know how many grouse are killed, how many partridge, how many head of deer. I
know where trout are rising, and where the salmon leap. I attend all meets, I follow every run. Even the names of
those who walk hound puppies are familiar to me. The state of the crops, the price of fat cattle, the mysterious
ailments of swine, I relish them all.
A poor pastime, perhaps, and not a very intellectual one, but I breathe the air of England as I read, and can face
this glittering sky with greater courage.
The scrubby vineyards and the crumbling stones become things of no account, for if I wish I can give rein to
my imagination, and pick foxgloves and pale campions from a wet, streaking hedge.
Poor whims of fancy, tender and un-harsh. They are the enemy to bitterness and regret, and sweeten this exile
we have brought upon ourselves.
*
Because of them I can enjoy my afternoon and return, smiling and refreshed, to face the little ritual of our tea.
The order never varies. Two slices of bread-and-butter each, and China tea. What a hide-bound couple we must
seem, clinging to custom because we did so in England.
Here, on this clean balcony, white and impersonal with centuries of sun, I think of half-past four at Manderley,
and the table drawn before the library fire. The door flung open, punctual to the minute, and the performance,
never-varying, of the laying of the tea, the silver tray, the kettle, the snowy cloth. While Jasper, his spaniel ears adroop feigns indifference to the arrival of the cakes. That feast was laid before us always, and yet we ate so little.
Those dripping crumpets, I can see them now. Tiny crisp wedges of toast, and piping-hot, flaky scones.
Sandwiches of unknown nature, mysteriously flavoured and quite delectable, and that very special gingerbread.
Angel cake, that melted in the mouth, and his rather stodgier companion, bursting with peel and raisins. There was
enough food there to keep a starving family for a week. I never knew what happened to it all, and the waste used
to worry me sometimes.
But I never dared ask Mrs. Danvers what she did about it. She would have looked at me in scorn, smiling that
freezing, superior smile of hers, and I can imagine her saying:
“There were never any complaints when Mrs. De Winter was alive.”
*
Mrs. Danvers.
I wonder what she is doing now. She and Favell. I think it was the expression on her face that gave me my first
feeling of unrest. Instinctively I thought, “She is comparing me to Rebecca”; and sharp as a sword the shadow
came between us.
Well, it is over now, finished and done with.
I ride no more tormented, and both of us are free.
Even my faithful Jasper has gone to the happy hunting grounds, and Manderley is no more. It likes like an
empty shell amidst the tangle of the deep woods, even as I saw it in my dream. A multitude of weeds, a colony of
birds. Sometimes perhaps a tramp will wander there, seeking shelter from a sudden shower of rain and, if he is a
stout-hearted fellow, he may walk there with impunity.
But your timid fellow, your nervous poacher—the woods of Manderley are not for him. He might stumble
upon the little cottage in the cove and he would not be happy beneath its tumbled roof, the thin rain beating a
tattoo. There might linger there still a certain atmosphere of stress.
That corner in the drive, too, where the trees encroach upon the gravel is not a place in which to pause, not
after the sun has set. When the leaves rustle, they sound very much like the stealthy movement of a woman in
evening dress, and when they shiver suddenly, and fall, and scatter away along the ground, they might be the
patter, patter, of a woman’s hurrying footstep, and the mark in the gravel the imprint of a high-heeled satin shoe.
*
It is when I remember these things that I turn with relief to the prospect from our balcony. No shadows steal
upon this hard glare, the stony vineyards shimmer in the sun and the bougainvillea is white with dust. I may one
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day look upon it with affection. At the moment it inspires me, if not with love, at least with confidence.
And confidence is a quality I prize, although it has come to me a little late in the day. I suppose it is his
dependence upon me that has made me bold at last. At any rate I have lost my diffidence, my timidity, my shyness
with strangers.
I am very different from that self who drove to Manderley for the first time, hopeful and eager, handicapped by
a rather desperate gaucherie and filled with an intense desire to please.
It was my lack of poise of course that made such a bad impression on people like Mrs. Danvers.
What must I have seemed like after Rebecca? I can see myself now, memory spanning the years like a bridge,
with straight, bobbed hair and youthful, unpowdered face, dressed in an ill-fitting coat and skirt and a jumper of
my own creation, trailing in the wake of Mrs. Van Hopper like a shy, uneasy colt.
She would precede me in to lunch, her short body ill-balanced upon tottering, high heels, her fussy, frilly
blouse a compliment to her large bosom and swinging hips, her new hat pierced with a monster quill aslant upon
her head, exposing a wide expanse of forehead bare as a schoolboy’s knee. One hand carried a gigantic bag, the
kind that holds passports, engagement diaries, and bridge scores, while the other hand toyed with that inevitable
lorgnette, the enemy to other people’s privacy.
She would make for her usual table in the corner of the restaurant, close to the window, and lifting her
lorgnette to her small pig’s eyes survey the scene to right and left of her, then she would let the lorgnette fall at
length upon its black ribbon and utter a little exclamation of disgust:
“Not a single well-known personality, I shall tell the management they must make a reduction on my bill.
What do they think I come here for? To look at the page-boys?” And she would summon the waiter to her side,
her voice sharp and staccato, cutting the air like a saw.
*
How different the little restaurant where we eat today to that vast dining-room, ornate and ostentatious, the
hotel Côte d’Azur at Monte Carlo; and how different my present companion, his steady, well-shaped hands
peeling a mandarin in quiet, methodical fashion, looking up now and again from his task to smile at me, compared
to Mrs. Van Hopper, her fat, bejeweled fingers questing a plate heaped high with ravioli, her eyes darting
suspiciously from her plate to mine for fear I should have made the better choice.
She need not have disturbed herself, for the waiter, with the uncanny swiftness of his kind, had long sensed my
position as inferior and subservient to hers, and had placed before me a plate of ham and tongue that somebody
had sent back to the cold buffet half-an-hour before as badly carved.
Odd, that resentment of servants, and their obvious impatience. I remember staying once with Mrs. Van
Hopper in a country house, and the maid never answered my timid bell, or brought up my shoes, and early
morning tea, stone cold, was dumped outside my bedroom door. It was the same at the Côte d’Azure, though to a
lesser degree, and sometimes the studied indifference turned to familiarity, smirking and offensive, which made
buying stamps from the reception clerk an ordeal I would avoid.
How young and inexperienced I must have seemed, and how I felt it, too. One was too sensitive, too raw, there
were thorns and pin-pricks in so many words that in reality fell lightly on the air.
I remember well that plate of ham and tongue. It was dry, unappetizing, cut in a wedge from the outside, but I
had not the courage to refuse it. We ate in silence, for Mrs. Van hopper liked to concentrate on food, and I could
tell by the way the sauce ran down her chin that her dish of ravioli pleased her.
It was not a sight that engendered into me great appetite for my own cold choice, and looking away from her I
saw that the table next to ours, left vacant for three days, was to be occupied once more. The maître d’hôtel, with
the particular bow reserved for his more special patrons, was ushering the new arrival to his place.
Mrs. Van Hopper put down her fork, and reached for her lorgnette. I blushed for her while she stared, and the
new-comer, unconscious of her interest, cast a wondering eye over the menu. Then Mrs. Van Hopper folded her
lorgnette with a snap, and leant across the table to me, her small eyes bright with excitement, her voice a shade
too loud.
“It’s Max de Winter,” she said, “the man who owns Manderley. You’ve heard of it, of course. He looks ill,
doesn’t he? They say he can’t get over his wife’s death …”
3
I wonder what my life would be today, if Mrs. Van hopper had not been a snob.
Funny to think that the course of my existence hung like a thread upon that quality of hers. Her curiosity was a
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disease, almost a mania.
At first I had been shocked, wretchedly embarrassed; I would feel like a whipping boy who must bear his
master’s pains when I watched people laugh behind her back, leave a room hurriedly upon her entrance, or even
vanish behind a Service door on the corridor upstairs. For many years now she had come to the hotel Côte d’Azur,
and, apart from bridge, her one pastime, which was notorious by now in Monte Carlo, was to claim visitors of
distinction as her friends had she but seen them once at the other end of the post-office. Somehow she would
manage to introduce herself, and before her victim had scented danger she had proffered an invitation to her suite.
Her method of attack was so downright and sudden that there was seldom opportunity to escape. At the Côte
d’Azur she staked a claim upon a certain sofa in the lounge, midway between the reception hall and the passage to
the restaurant, and she would have her coffee there after luncheon and dinner, and all who came and went must
pass her by.
Sometimes she would employ me as a bait to draw her prey, and, hating my errand, I would be sent across the
lounge with a verbal message, the loan of a book or paper, the address of some shop or other, the sudden
discovery of a mutual friend. It seemed as though notables must be fed to her, much as invalids are spooned their
jelly; and though titles were preferred by her, any face once seen in a social paper served as well.
Names scattered in a gossip column, authors, artists, actors and their kind, even the mediocre ones, as long as
she had learnt of them in print.
I can see her as though it were but yesterday, on that unforgettable afternoon—never mind how many years
ago—when she sat at her favourite sofa in the lounge, debating her method of attack. I could tell by her abrupt
manner, and the way she rapped her lorgnette against her teeth, that she was questing possibilities. I knew, too,
when she had missed the sweet and rushed through dessert, that she had wished to finish luncheon before the new
arrival and so install herself where he must pass.
*
Suddenly she turned to me, her small eyes alight.
“Go upstairs quickly and find that letter from my nephew. You remember, the one written on his honeymoon ,
with the snapshot. Bring it down to me right away.”
I saw then that her plans were formed, and the nephew was to be the means of introduction. Not for the first
time I resented the part that I must play in her schemes. Like a juggler’s assistant I produced the props, then silent
and attentive I waited on my cue.
This new-comer would not welcome intrusion, I felt certain of that. In the little I had learnt of him at luncheon,
a smattering of hearsay garnered by her ten months ago from the daily papers and stored in her memory for future
use, I could imagine, in spite of my youth and inexperience of the world, that he would resent this sudden bursting
in upon his solitude. Why he should have chosen to come to the Côte d’Azur at Monte Carlo was not our concern,
his problems were his own, and anyone but Mrs. Van Hopper would have understood. Tact was a quality unknown
to her, discretion too, and because gossip was the breath of life to her this stranger must be served for her
dissection.
I found the letter in a pigeon-hole in her desk, and hesitated a moment before going down again to the lounge.
It seemed to me, rather senselessly, that I was allowing him a few more moments of seclusion.
I wished I had the courage to go by the Service staircase and so by roundabout way to the restaurant, and there
warn him of the ambush. Convention was too strong for me though, nor did I know how I should frame my
sentence. There was nothing for it but to sit in my usual place beside Mrs. Van Hopper while she, like a large,
complacent spider, spun here wide net of tedium about the stranger’s person.
I had been longer than I thought, for when I returned to the lounge I saw he had already left the dining-room,
and she, fearful of losing him, had not waited for the letter, but had risked a bare-faced introduction ton her own.
He was even now sitting beside her on the sofa.
I walked across to them, and gave her the letter without a word. He rose to his feet at once, while Mrs. Van
Hopper, flushed with her success, waved a vague hand in my direction and mumbled my name.
“Mr. de Winter is having coffee with us, go and ask the waiter for another cup,” she said, her tone just casual
enough to warn him of my footing.
It meant I was a youthful thing and unimportant, and that there was no need to include me in the conversation.
She always spoke in that tone when she wished to be impressive, and her method of introduction was a form of
self-protection, for once I had been taken for her daughter, an acute embarrassment for us both. This abruptness
showed that I could safely be ignored, and women would give me a brief nod which served as a greeting and a
dismissal in one, while men, with large relief, would realise they could sink back into a comfortable chair without
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offending courtesy.
It was a surprise, therefore, to find that this new-comer remained standing on his feet, and it was he who made
a signal to the waiter.
“I’m afraid I must contradict you,” he said to her, “you are both having coffee with me”; and before I knew
what had happened he was sitting in my usual hard chair, and I was on the sofa beside Mrs. Van Hopper.
*
For a moment she looked annoyed, this was not what she had intended, but she soon composed her face, and
thrusting her large self between me and the table she leant forward to his chair, talking eagerly and loudly,
fluttering the letter in her hand.
“You know I recognized you just as soon as you walked into the restaurant,” she said, “and I thought, ‘Why,
there’s Mr. de Winter, Billy’s friend, I simply must show him those snaps of Billy and his bride taken on their
honeymoon’, and here they are. There’s Dora. Isn’t she just adorable? That little, slim waist, those great big eyes.
Here they are sunbathing at Palm Beach. Billy is crazy about here, you can imagine. He had not met her of course
when he gave that party at Claridge’s,\fn{ A luxury hotel in central London} and where I saw you first. But I dare say
you don’t remember an old woman like me?” This with a provocative glance, and a gleam of teeth.
“On the contrary I remember you very well,” he said, and before she could trap him into a resurrection of their
first meeting he had handed her his cigarette case, and the business of lighting-up stalled her for the moment.
“I don’t think I should care for Palm Beach,” he said, blowing the match, and glancing at him I thought how
unreal he would look against a Florida background. He belonged to a walled city of the fifteenth century, a city of
narrow, cobbled streets, and thin spires, where the inhabitants wore pointed shoes and worsted hose. His face was
arresting, sensitive, medieval in some strange inexplicable way, and I was reminded of a portrait seen in a gallery
I had forgotten where, of a certain Gentleman Unknown. Could one but rob him of his English tweeds, and put
him in black, with lace at his throat and wrists, he would stare down at us in our new world from a long distant
past—a past where men walked cloaked at night, and stood in the shadow of old doorways, a past of narrow
stairways and dim dungeons, a past of whispers in the dark, of shimmering rapier blades, of silent, exquisite
courtesy.
I wished I could remember the Old Master who had painted that portrait. It stood in a corner of the gallery, and
the eyes followed one from the dusky frame … They were talking though, and I had lost the thread of conversation.
“No, not even twenty years ago,” he was saying. “That sort of thing has never amused me.” I heard Mrs. Van
Hopper give her fat, complacent laugh.
“If Billy had a home like Manderley he would not want to play around in Palm Beach,” she said, “I’m told it’s
like fairy-land, there’s no other word for it.” She paused, expecting him to smile, but he went on smoking his
cigarette, and I noticed, faint as gossamer, the line between his brows.
“I’ve seen pictures of it, of course,” she persisted, “and it looks perfectly enchanting. I remember Billy telling
me it had all those big places beat for beauty. I wonder you can ever bear to leave it.”
*
His silence now was painful, and would have been patent to anyone else, but she ran on like a clumsy goat,
trampling and trespassing on land that was preserved, and I felt the colour flood my face, dragged with her as I
was into humiliation.
“Of course you Englishmen are all the same about your homes,” she said, her voice becoming louder and
louder, “you depreciate them so as not to seem proud. Isn’t there a minstrels’ gallery at Manderley, and some very
valuable portraits?” She turned to me by way of explanation.
“Mr. de Winter is so modest he won’t admit to it, but I believe that lovely home of his has been in his family’s
possession since the Conquest. They say that minstrels’ gallery is a gem. I suppose your ancestors often
entertained royalty at Manderley, Mr. de Winter?”
This was more than I had hitherto endured, even from her, but the swift lash of his reply was unexpected.
“Not since Ethelred,” he said, “the one who was called Unready. In fact, it was while staying with my family
that the name was given him. He was invariably late for dinner.”
She deserved it, of course, and I waited for her change of face, but incredible as it may seem his words were
lost on her, and I was left to writhe in her stead, feeling like a child that had been smacked.
“Is that really so?” she blundered. “I’d no idea, My history is very shaky, and the kings of England always
muddled me. How interesting though. I must write and tell my daughter, she’s a great scholar.”
There was a pause, and I felt the colour flood into my face. I was too young, that was the trouble. Had I been
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older I would have caught his eye and smiled, her unbelievable behaviour making a bond between us; but as it
was I was stricken into shame, and endured one of the frequent agonies of youth. I think he realized my distress,
for he leant forward in his chair and spoke to me, his voice gentle, asking if I would have more coffee, and when I
refused and shook my head I felt that his eyes were still upon me, puzzled, reflective. He was pondering my exact
relationship to her, and wondering whether he must bracket us together in futility.
“What do you think of Monte Carlo, or don’t you think of it at all?” he said.
This including of me in the conversation found me at my worst, the raw ex-schoolgirl, red-elbowed and lankyhaired, and I said something obvious and idiotic about the place being artificial, but before I could finish my
halting sentence, Mrs. Van Hopper interrupted.
“She’s spoilt, Mr. de Winter, that’s her trouble. Most girls would give their eyes for the chance of seeing
Monte.”
“Wouldn’t that rather defeat the purpose?” he said smiling.
She shrugged her shoulders, blowing a great cloud of cigarette into the air. I don’t think she understood him for
a moment.
“I’m faithful to Monte,” she told him; “the English winter gets me down, and my constitution just won’t stand
it. What brings you here? You’re not one of the regulars. Are you going to play ‘Chemy’,\fn{ Chemin de faire, a card
game introduced from Italy into France in the late 15 th century, the original version of Baccarat } or have you brought your golfclubs?”
“I have not made up my mind,” he said. “I came away in rather a hurry.”
His own words must have jolted a memory, for his face clouded again and he frowned very slightly. She
babbled on, impervious.
“Of course you miss the frogs at Manderley, it’s quite another matter; the west country must be delightful in
the spring.” He reached for the ashtray, squashing his cigarette, and I noticed the subtle change in his eyes, the
indefinable something that lingered there, momentarily, and I felt I had looked upon something personal to
himself with which I had no concern.
“Yes,” he said shortly, “Manderley was looking its best.”
A silence fell upon us during a moment or two, a silence that brought something of discomfort in its train, and
stealing a glance at him I was reminded more than ever of my Gentleman Unknown who, cloaked and secret,
walked a corridor by night. Mrs. Van Hopper’s voice pierced my dream like an electric bell.
“I suppose you know a crowd of people here, though I must say Monte is very dull this winter. One sees so few
well-known faces. The Duke of Middlesex is here in his yacht, but I haven’t been aboard yet.” She never had, to
my knowledge.
“You know Nell Middlesex of course,” she went on. “What a charmer she is. They always say that second
child isn’t his, but I don’t believe it. People will say anything, won’t they, when a woman is attractive? And she is
so very lovely. Tell me, is it true that Caxton Hysloop marriage is not a success?”
*
She ran on, through a tangled fringe of gossip, never seeing that these names were alien to him, they meant
nothing, and that as she prattled unaware he grew colder and more silent. Never for a moment did he interrupt or
glance at his watch, it was as though he had set himself a standard of behaviour, since the original lapse when he
had made a fool of her in front of me, and clung to it grimly rather than offend again. It was a page-boy in the end
who released him, with the news that a dressmaker awaited Mrs. Van Hopper in the suite. He got up at once,
pushing back his chair.
“Don’t let me keep you,” he said. “Fashions change so quickly nowadays they may even have altered by the
time you get upstairs.”
The sting did not touch her, she accepted it as a pleasure.
“It’s so delightful to have run into you like this, Mr. de Winter,” she said, as we went towards the lift; “now
I’ve been brave enough to break the ice I hope I shall see something of you. You must come and have a drink
some time in the suite. I may have one or two people coming in tomorrow evening. Why not join us?” I turned
away so that I should not watch him search for an excuse.
“I’m so sorry,” he said, “tomorrow I am probably driving to Sospel, I’m not sure when I shall get back.”
Reluctantly she left it, but we still hovered at the entrance to the lift.
“I hope they’ve given you a good room, the place is half empty, so if you are uncomfortable mind you make a
fuss. Your valet has unpacked for you I suppose?” This familiarity was excessive, even for her, and I caught a
glimpse of his expression.
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“I don’t possess one,” he said quietly, “perhaps you would like to do it for me?”
This time his shaft had found its mark, for she reddened, and laughed a little awkwardly.
“Why, I hardly think …” she began, and then suddenly, and unbelievably she turned upon me,
“Perhaps you could make yourself useful to Mr. de Winter, if he wants anything done. You’re a capable child
in many ways.”
There was a momentary pause, while I stood stricken waiting for his answer. He looked down at us, mocking,
faintly sardonic, a ghost of a smile on his lips.
“A charming suggestion,” he said, “but I cling to the family motto. He travels the fastest who travels alone.
Perhaps you have not heard of it.”
And without waiting for her answer he turned and left us.
*
“What a funny thing,” said Mrs. Van Hopper, as we went upstairs in the lift, “do you suppose that sudden
departure was a form of humour? Men do such extraordinary things. I remember a well-known writer once who
used to dart down the Service staircase whenever he saw me coming. I suppose he had a penchant for me and
wasn’t sure of himself. However, I was younger then.”
The lift stopped with a jerk. We arrived at our floor. The page-boy flung open the gates.
“By-the-way, dear,” she said, as we walked along the corridor, “don’t think I meant to be unkind, but you put
yourself just a teeny bit forward this afternoon. Your efforts to monopolize the conversation quite embarrassed
me, and I’m sure it did him. Men loathe that sort of thing.”
I said nothing. There seemed no possible reply.
“Oh, come, don’t sulk,” she laughed, and shrugged her shoulders; “after all, I am responsible for your behaviour here, and surely you can accept advice from a woman old enough to be your mother. Eh bien, Blaize, je
viens …” and humming a tune she went into the bedroom where the dressmaker was waiting for her.
*
I knelt on the window seat and looked out upon the afternoon. The sun shone very brightly still, yet there was a
gay high wind. In half-an-hour we should be sitting to our bridge, this windows tightly closed, the central heating
turned to the full. I thought of the ashtrays I would have to clear, and how the squashed stubs, stained with
lipstick, would sprawl in company with discarded chocolate creams.
Bridge does not come easily to a mind brought up on Snap and Happy Families;\fn{ Traditional British card games}
besides, it bored her friends to play with me.
I felt my youthful presence put a curb upon their conversation, much as a parlour-maid does until the arrival of
dessert, and they could not fling themselves so easily into the melting-pot of scandal and insinuation. Her menfriends would assume a sort of forced heartiness, and ask me jocular questions about history or painting, guessing
I had not long left school and that this would be my only form of conversation.
I sighed, and turned away from the window. The sun was so full of promise, and the sea was whipped white
with a merry wind. I thought of that corner in Monaco which I had passed a day or two ago, and where a crooked
house leant to a cobbled square. High up in the tumbled roof there was a window, narrow as a slit. It might have
held a presence medieval; and, reaching to the desk for pencil and paper, I sketched in fancy with an absent mind
a profile, pale and aquiline. A somber eye, a high-bridged nose, a scornful upper lip. And I added a pointed beard
and lace at the throat, as the painter had done, long ago in a different time.
Someone knocked at the door, and the lift-boy came in with a note in his hand.
“Madame is in the bedroom,” I told him, but he shook his head and said it was for me. I opened it, and found a
single sheet of note-paper inside, with a few words written in an unfamiliar hand.
Forgive me. I was very rude this afternoon.

That was all. No signature, and no beginning. But my name was on the envelope, and spelt correctly, an
unusual thing.
“Is there an answer?” asked the boy. I looked up from the scrawled words.
“No,” I said. “No, there isn’t any answer.”
When he had gone I put the note away in my pocket, and turned once more to my pencil drawing, but for no
known reason it did no please me any more, the face was stiff and lifeless, and the lace collar and the beard were
like props in a charade.
4
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The morning after the bridge party Mrs. Van Hopper woke with a sore throat and a temperature of a hundred
and two. I rang up her doctor, who came round at once and diagnosed the usual influenza.
“You are to stay in bed until I allow you to get up,” he told her; “I don’t like the sound of that heart of yours,
and it won’t get better unless you keep perfectly quiet and still. I should prefer,” he went on, turning to me, “that
Mrs. Van Hopper had a trained nurse. You can’t possibly lift her. It will only be for a fortnight or so.”
I thought this rather absurd, and protested, but to my surprise she agreed with him. I think she enjoyed the fuss
it would create, the sympathy of people, the visits and messages from friends, and the arrival of flowers. Monte
Carlo had begun to bore her, and this little illness would make a distraction.
The nurse would give her injections, and a light massage, and she would have a diet. I left her quite happy after
the arrival of the nurse, propped up on pillows with a falling temperature, her best bed-jacket round her shoulders
and be-ribboned boudoir cap upon her head. Rather ashamed of my light heart, I telephoned her friends, putting
off the small party she had arranged for the evening, and went down to the restaurant for lunch, a good half hour
before our usual time. I expected the room to be empty, nobody lunched generally before one o’clock.
It was empty, except for the table next to ours.
*
This was a contingency for which I was unprepared. I thought he had gone to Sospel. No doubt he was
lunching early because he hoped to avoid us at one o’clock. I was already half-way across the room and could not
go back. I had not seen him since we disappeared in the lift the day before, for wisely he had avoided dinner in the
restaurant, possibly for the same reason that he lunched early now.
It was a situation for which I was ill-trained. I wished I was older, different. I went to our table, looking
straight before me, and immediately paid the penalty of gaucherie by knocking over the vase of stiff anemones as
I unfolded my napkin. The water soaked the cloth, and ran down on to my lap. The waiter was at the other end of
the room, nor had he seen. In a second though my neighbour was by my side, dry napkin in hand.
“You can’t sit at a wet tablecloth,” he said brusquely, “it will put you off your food. Get out of the way.”
He began to mop the cloth, while the waiter, seeing the disturbance, came swiftly to the rescue.
“I don’t mind,” I said, “it doesn’t matter a bit. I’m all alone.”
He said nothing, and then the waiter arrived and whipped away the vase and the sprawling flowers.
“Leave that, “ he said suddenly, “and lay another place at my table. Mademoiselle will have luncheon with
me.” I looked up in confusion.
“Oh, no,” I said, “I couldn’t possibly.”
“Why not?” he said.
I tried to think of an excuse. I knew he did not want to lunch with me. It was his form of courtesy. I should ruin
his meal. I determined to be bold and speak the truth.
“Please,” I begged, “don’t be polite. It’s very kind of you but I shall be quite all right if the waiter just wipes
the cloth.”
“But I’m not being polite,” he insisted. “I would like you to have luncheon with me. Even if you had not
knocked over that vase so clumsily I should have asked you.”
I suppose my face told him my doubt, for his smiled.
“You don’t believe me,” he said, “never mind, come and sit down. We needn’t talk to each other unless we feel
like it.”
We sat down, and he gave me the menu, leaving me to choose, and went on with his hors de’œuvre as though
nothing had happened. His quality of detachment was peculiar to himself, and I knew that we might continue thus,
without speaking throughout the meal and it would not matter. There would be no sense of strain. He would not
ask me questions on history.
“What’s happened to your friend?” he said. I told him about the influenza.
“I’m so sorry,” he said, and then, after pausing a moment, “you got my note I suppose. I felt very much
ashamed of myself. My manners were atrocious. The only excuse I can make is that I’ve become boorish through
living alone. That’s why it’s so kind of you to lunch with me today.”
“You weren’t rude,” I said, “at least, not the sort of rudeness she would understand. That curiosity of hers—she
does not mean to be so offensive, but she does it to everyone. That is, everyone of importance.”
“I ought to be flattered then,” he said, “why should she consider me of any importance?” I hesitated a moment
before replying.
“I think because of Manderley,” I said.
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*
He did not answer, and I was aware again of that feeling of discomfort, as though I had trespassed on forbidden ground. I wondered why it was that this home of his known to so many people by hearsay, even to me, should
so inevitably silence him, making as it were a barrier between him and others.
We sat for a while without talking, and I thought of a picture post-card I had bought once at a village shop,
when on holiday as a child in the wet country. It was the painting of a house, crudely done of course and highly
coloured, but even those faults could not destroy the symmetry of the building, the wide stone steps before the
terrace, the green lawns stretching to the sea. I paid twopence for the painting—half my weekly pocket money—
and then asked the wrinkled shop woman what it meant to be. She looked astonished at my ignorance.
“That’s Manderley,” she said, and I remember coming out of the shop feeling rebuffed, yet hardly wiser than
before.
Perhaps it was the memory of this post-card, lost long ago in some forgotten book, that made me sympathetic
with his defensive attitude. He resented Mrs. Van Hopper and her like with their intruding questions. Maybe there
was something inviolate about Manderley that made it a place apart, it would not bear discussion. I could imagine
her tramping through the rooms, perhaps paying sixpence for admission, ripping the quietude with her sharp,
staccato laugh. Our minds must have run in the same channel for he began to talk about her.
“Your friend,” he began, “she is very much older than you. Is she a relation? Have you known her long?” I saw
he was still puzzled by us.
“She is not really a friend,” I told him, “she is an employer. She’s training me to be a thing called a companyion, and she pays me ninety pounds a year.”
“I did not know one could buy companionship,” he said; “it sounds a primitive idea. Rather like the eastern
slave market.”
“I looked up the word companion once in the dictionary,” I admitted, “and it said ‘a companion is a friend of
the bosom’.”
“You haven’t much in common with her,” he said. He laughed, looking quite different, younger somehow and
less detached.
“What do you do it for?” he asked me.
“Ninety pounds is a lot of money to me,” I said.
“Haven’t you any family?”
“No—they’re dead.”
“You have a very lovely and unusual name.”
“My father was a lovely and unusual person.”
“Tell me about him,” he said.
*
I looked at him over my glass of citronade.
It was not easy to explain my father, and usually I never talked about him. He was my secret property. Preserved for me alone, much as Manderley was preserved for my neighbour. I had no wish to introduce him casually
over a table in a Monte Carlo restaurant.
There was a strange air of unreality about that luncheon, and looking back upon it now it is invested for me
with a curious glamour. There was I, so much of a schoolgirl still, who only the day before had sat with Mrs. Van
Hopper, prim, silent and subdued, and twenty-four hours afterwards my family history was mine no longer, I
shared it with a man I did not know. For some reason I felt impelled to speak, because his eyes followed me in
sympathy like the Gentleman Unknown.
My shyness fell away from me, loosening as it did so my reluctant tongue, and out they all came, the little
secrets of childhood, the pleasures and the pains.
It seemed to me as though he understood, from my poor description, something of the vibrant personality that
had been my father’s and something too of the love my mother had for him, making it a vital, living force, with a
spark of divinity about it, so much that when he died that desperate winter, struck down by pneumonia, she
lingered behind him for rive short weeks and stayed no more.
I remember pausing, a little breathless, a little dazed. The restaurant was filled now with people who chatted
and laughed to an orchestral background and a clatter of plates, and glancing at the clock above the door I saw
that it was two o’clock. We had been sitting there an hour and a half, and the conversation had been mine alone.
I tumbled down into reality, hot-handed and self-consciously with my face aflame, and began to stammer my
apologies.
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He would not listen to me.
*
“I told you at the beginning of lunch you had a lovely and unusual name,” he said. “I shall go further, if you
will forgive me, and say that it becomes you as well as it became your father. I’ve enjoyed this hour with you
more than I have enjoyed anything for a very long time. You’ve taken me out of myself, out of despondency and
introspection, both of which have been my devils for a year.”
I looked at him, and believed he spoke the truth, he seemed less fettered than he had been before, more
modern, more human, he was not hemmed in by shadows.
“You know,” he said, “we’ve got a bond in common, you and I. We are both alone in the world. Oh, I’ve got a
sister, though we don’t see much of each other, and an ancient grandmother whom I pay duty visits to three times
a year, but neither of them make for companionship. I shall have to congratulate Mrs. Van Hopper. You’re cheap
at ninety pounds a year.”
“You forget,” I said, “you have a home and I have none.”
The moment I spoke I regretted my words, for the secret, inscrutable look came back in his eyes again, and
once again I suffered the intolerable discomfort that floods one after lack of tact.
He bent his head to light a cigarette, and did not reply immediately.
“An empty houses can be as lonely as a full hotel,” he said at length. “The trouble is that it is less impersonal.”
He hesitated, and for a moment I thought he was going to talk of Manderley at last, but something held him back,
some phobia that struggled to the surface of his mind and won supremacy, for he blew out his match and his flash
of confidence at the same time.
“So the friend of the bosom has a holiday?” he said, on a level plane again, an easy camaraderie between us.
“What does she propose to do with it?”
I thought of the cobbled square in Monaco, and the house with the narrow window. I could be off there by
three o’clock with my sketch-book and pencil, and I told him as much, a little shyly perhaps, like all untalented
persons with a pet hobby.
“I’ll drive you there in the car,” he said, and would not listen to protests.
I remembered Mrs. Van Hopper’s warning of the night before about putting myself forward, and was embarrassed that he might think my talk of Monaco was a subterfuge to win a lift. It was so blatantly the type of thing
that she would do herself, and I did not want him to bracket us together.
I had already risen in importance from my lunch with him, for as we got up from the table the little maître
d’hôtel rushed forward to pull away my chair. He bowed and smiled—a total change from his usual attitude of
indifference—picked up my handkerchief that had fallen on the floor, and hoped “Mademoiselle had enjoyed her
lunch.”
Even the page-boy by the swing doors glanced at me with respect. My companion accepted it as natural, of
course, he knew nothing of the ill-carved ham of yesterday. I found the change depressing, it made me despise
myself. I remembered my father and his scorn of superficial snobbery.
*
“What are you thinking about?” We were walking along the corridor to the lounge, and looking up I saw his
eyes fixed on me in curiosity. “Has something annoyed you?”
The attentions of the maître d’hôtel had opened up a train of thought, and as we drank our coffee I told him
about Blaize, the dressmaker.
She had been so pleased when Mrs. Van Hopper had bought three frocks, and I, taking her to the lift afterwards, had pictured her working upon them in her own small salon, behind the stuffy little shop, with a
consumptive son wasting upon her sofa. I could see her, with tired eyes, threading needles, and the floor covered
with snippets of material.
“Well?” he said smiling. “wasn’t your picture true?”
“I don’t know,” I said. “I never found out.” And I told him how I had rung the bell for the lift, and as I had
done so she had fumbled in her bag and gave me a note for a hundred francs.
“Here,” she had whispered, her tone intimate and unpleasant, “I want you to accept this small commission in
return for bringing your patron to my shop.” When I had refused, scarlet with embarrassment, she had shrugged
her shoulders disagreeably.
“Just as you like,” she had said, “but I assure you it’s quite usual. Perhaps you would rather have a frock.
Come along to the shop sometime without Madame and I will fix you up without charging you a sou.”
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*
Somehow, I don’t know why, I had been aware of that sick, unhealthy feeling I had experienced as a child
when turning the pages of a forbidden book. The vision of the consumptive son faded, and in its stead arose the
picture of myself had I been different, pocketing that greasy note with an understanding smile, and perhaps
slipping round to Blaize’s shop on this my free afternoon and coming away with a frock I had not paid for. I
expected him to laugh, it was a stupid story, I don’t know why I told him, but he looked at me thoughtfully as he
stirred his coffee.
“I think you’ve made a big mistake,” he said, after a moment.
“In refusing that hundred francs?” I asked, revolted.
“No—good heavens, what do you take me for? I think you’ve made a mistake in coming here, in joining forces
with Mrs. Van Hopper. You are not made for that sort of job. You’re too young, for one thing, and too soft. Blaize
and her commission, that’s nothing. The first of many similar incidents from other Blaizes. You will either have to
give in, and become a sort of Blaize yourself, or stay as you are and be broken.
“Who suggested you take on this thing in the first place?”
It seemed natural for him to question me, nor did I mind. It was as though we had known one another for a
long time, and had met again after a lapse of years.
“Have you ever thought about the future?” he asked me, “and what this sort of thing will lead to? Supposing
Mrs. Van Hopper gets tired of her ‘friend of the bosom,’ what then?”
*
I smiled, and told him that I did not mind very much. There would be other a Mrs. Van Hoppers, and I was
young, and confident, and strong.
But even as he spoke I remembered those advertisements seen often in good class magazines where a friendly
society demands succour for young women in reduced circumstances; I thought of the type of boarding-house that
answers the advertisement and gives temporary shelter, and then I saw myself, useless sketch-book in hand,
without qualifications of any kind, stammering replies to stern employment agents.
Perhaps I should have accepted Blaize’s ten per cent.
“How old are you?” he said, and when I told him he laughed, and got up from his chair.
“I know that age, it’s a particularly obstinate one, and a thousand bogies won’t make you fear the future. A pity
we can’t change over. Go upstairs and put your hat on, and I’ll have the car brought round.”
*
As he watched me into the lift I thought of yesterday.
Mrs. Van Hopper’s chattering tongue, and his cold courtesy.
I had ill-judged him, he was neither hard nor sardonic, he was already my friend of many years, the brother I
had never possessed. Mine was a happy mood that afternoon, and I remember it well. I can see the rippled sky,
fluffy with cloud, and the white-whipped sea. I can feel again the wind on my face, and hear my laugh, and his
that ecohoed it.
It was not the Monte Carlo I had known, or perhaps the truth was that it pleased me better. There was a
glamour about it that had not been before. I must have looked upon it before with dull eyes.
The harbour was a dancing thing with fluttering paper boats, and the sailors on the quay were jovial, smiling
fellows, merry as the wind. We passed the yacht beloved of Mrs. Van Hopper because of its ducal owner, and
snapped our fingers at the glistening brass, and looked at one another and laughed again.
I can remember as though I wore it still my comfortable, ill-fitting flannel suit, and how the skirt was lighter
than the coat through harder wear. My shabby hat, too broad about the brim, and my low-heeled shoes, fastened
with a single strap. A pair of gauntlet gloves clutched in a grubby hand.
I had never looked more youthful, I had never felt so old.
Mrs. Van Hopper and her influenza did not exist for me. The bridge and the cocktail parties were forgotten, and
with them my own humble status.
*
I was a person of importance, I was grown up at last. That girl, who, tortured by shyness, would stand outside
the sitting-room door twisting a handkerchief in her hands, while from within came that babble of confused
chatter so unnerving to the intruder—she had gone with the wind that afternoon.
She was a poor creature, and I thought of her with scorn if I considered her at all.
The wind was too high for sketching, it tore in cheerful gusts around the corner of my cobbled square, and
back to the car we went and drove I know not where. The long road climbed the hills, and the car climbed with it,
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and we circled in the heights like a bird in the air.
How different his car to Mrs. Van Hopper’s hireling for the season, a square old-fashioned Daimler that took us
to Mentone on placid afternoons, when I, sitting on the little seat with my back to the driver, must crane my neck
to see the view. This car had the wings of Mercury I thought, for higher yet we climbed, and dangerously fast, and
the danger pleased me because it was new to me, because I was young.
I remember laughing aloud, and the laugh being carried by the wind away from me; and, looking at him, I
realised he laughed no longer, he was once more silent and detached, the man of yesterday wrapped in his secret
self.
I realized, too, that the car could climb no more, we had reached the summit, and below us stretched the way
that we had come, precipitous and hollow. He stopped the car, and I could see that the edge of the road bordered a
vertical slope that crumbled into vacancy, a fall of perhaps two thousand feet.
We got out of the car and looked beneath us. This sobered me at last, I knew that but half the car’s length had
lain between us and the fall. The sea, like a crinkled chart, spread to the horizon, and lapped the sharp outline of
the coast, while the houses were white shells in a rounded grotto, pricked here and there by a great orange sun. We
knew another sunlight on our hill, and the silence made it harder, more austere.
A change had come upon our afternoon, it was not the thing of gossamer it had been.
The wind dropped, and it suddenly grew cold.
When I spoke my voice was far too casual, the silly, nervous voice of someone ill at ease.
“Do you know this place?” I said. “Have you been here before?”
*
He looked down at me without recognition, and I realized with a little stab of anxiety that he must have
forgotten all about me, perhaps for some considerable time, and that he himself was so lost in the labyrinth of his
own unquiet thoughts that I did not exist.
He had the face of one who walks in his sleep, and for a wild moment the idea came to me that perhaps he was
not normal, not altogether sane. There were people who had trances, I had surely heard of them, and they
followed strange laws of which we could know nothing, they obeyed the tangled orders of their own subconscious minds.
Perhaps he was one of them, and here we were within six foot of death.
“It’s getting late, shall we go home?” I said, and my careless tone, my little ineffectual smile would scarcely
have deceived a child.
I had misjudged him, of course, there was nothing wrong after all, for as soon as I spoke this second time he
came clear of his dream and began to apologise. I had gone white I suppose, and he had noticed it.
“That was an unforgivable thing for me to do,” he said, and taking my arm he pushed me back towards the car,
and we climbed in again, and he slammed the door.
“Don’t be frightened, the turn is far easier than it looks,” he said, and while I, sick and giddy, clung to the seat
with both hands, he manœuvred the car gently, very gently, until it faced the sloping road once more.
“Then you have been here before?” I said to him, my sense of strain departing, as the car crept away down the
twisting narrow road.
“Yes,” he said, and then, after pausing a moment, “but not for many years. I wanted to see if it had changed.”
“And has it?” I asked him.
“No,” he said. “No, it has not changed.”
I wondered what had driven him to this retreat into the past, with me an unconscious witness of his mood.
What gulf of years stretched between him and that other time, what deed of thought and action, what difference in
temperament?
I did not want to know.
I wished I had not come.
*
Down the twisting road we went without a check, without a word, a great ridge of clouds stretched above the
setting sun, and the air was cold and clean.
Suddenly he began to talk about Manderley. He said nothing of his life there, no word about himself, but he
told me how the sun set there, on a spring afternoon, leaving a glow upon the headland. The sea would look like
slate, cold still from the long winter, and from the terrace you could hear the ripple of the coming tide washing in
the little bay. The daffodils were in bloom, stirring in the evening breeze, golden heads cupped upon lean stalks,
and however many you might pick there would be no thinning of the ranks, they were massed like an army,
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shoulder to shoulder.
On a bank below the lawns, crocuses were planted, golden, pink, and mauve, but by this time they would be
past their best, dropping and fading, like the pallid snowdrops. The primrose was more vulgar, a homely pleasant
creature who appeared in every cranny like a weed. Too early yet for bluebells, their heads were still hidden
beneath last year’s leaves, but when they came, dwarfing the more humble violet, they choked the very bracken in
the woods, and with their colour made a challenge to the sky.
He never would have them in the house, he said. Thrust into vases they became dank and listless, and to see
them at their best you must walk in the woods in the morning, about twelve o’clock, when the sun was overhead.
They had a smoky, rather bitter smell, as though a wild sap ran in their stalks, pungent and juicy.
People who plucked bluebells from the woods were vandals, he had forbidden it at Manderley. Sometimes,
driving in the country, he had seen bicyclists with huge bunches strapped before them on the handles, the bloom
already fading from the dying heads, the ravaged stalks straggling naked and unclean.
The primrose did not mind it quite so much, although a creature of the wilds it had a leaning towards
civilization, and preened and smiled in a jam-jar in some cottage windows without resentment, living quite a week
if given water.
No wild flowers came in the house at Manderley. He had special cultivated flowers, grown for the house alone
in the walled garden.
A rose was one of the few flowers, he said, that looked better picked than growing. A bowl of roses in a
drawing-room had a depth of colour and scent they had not possessed in the open. There was something rather
blowsy about roses in full bloom, something shallow and raucous, like women with untidy hair. In the house they
became mysterious and subtle. He had roses in the house at Manderley for eight months in the year.
Did I like syringa, he asked me? There was a tree on the edge of the lawn he could smell from his bedroom
window. His sister, who was a hard, rather practical person, used to complain that there were too many scents at
Manderley, they made her drunk. Perhaps she was right.
He did not care. It was the only form of intoxication that appealed to him. His earliest recollection was of great
branches of lilac, standing in white jars, and they filled the house with a wistful, poignant smell.
The little pathway down the valley to the bay had clumps of azalea and rhododendron planted to the left of it,
and if you wandered down it on a May evening after dinner it was just as though the shrubs had sweated in the air.
You could stoop down and pick a fallen petal, crush it between your fingers, and you had there, in the hollow of
your hand, the essence of a thousand scents, unbearable and sweet. All from a curled and crumpled petal. And you
came out of the valley, heady and rather dazed, to the hard white shingle of the beach and the still water. A
curious, perhaps too sudden contrast …
*
As he spoke the car became one of many once again, dusk had fallen without my noticing it, and we were in
the midst of light and sound in the streets of Monte Carlo. The clatter jagged on my nerves, and the lights were far
too brilliant, far too yellow.
It was a swift, unwelcome anti-climax.
Soon we would come to the hotel, and I felt for my gloves in the pocket of the car. I found them, and my
fingers closed upon a book as well, whose slim covers told of poetry. I peered to read the title as the car slowed
down before the door of the hotel.
“You can take it and read it if you like,” he said, his voice casual and indifferent now that the drive was over,
and we were back again, and Manderley was many hundreds of miles distant.
I was glad, and held it tightly with my gloves. I felt I wanted some possession of his, now that the day was
finished.
“Hop out,” he said, “I must go and put the car away, I shan’t see you in the restaurant this evening as I’m
dining out. But thank you for today.”
*
I went up the hotel steps alone, with all the despondency of a child whose treat is over. My afternoon had spoilt
me for the hours that still remained, and I thought how long they would seem until my bed-time, how empty too
my supper all alone. Somehow I could not face the bright enquiries of the nurse upstairs, or the possibilities of
Mrs. Van Hopper’s husky interrogation, so I sat down in the corner of the lounge behind a pillar and ordered tea.
The waiter appeared bored, seeing me alone there was no need for him to press, and anyway it was that
dragging time of day, a few minutes after half-past five, when the normal tea is finished and the hour for drinks
remote.
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Rather forlorn, more than a little dissatisfied, I leant back in my chair and took up the book of poems. The
volume was well-worn, well-thumbed, falling open automatically at what must be a much-frequented page.
I fled Him, down the nights and down the days;
I fled Him, down the arches of the years;
I fled Him, down the labyrinthine ways
Of my own mind; and in the midst of tears
I hid from Him, and under running laughter.
Up vistaed slopes I sped
And shot, precipitated
Adown Titanic glooms or chasmed fears,
From those strong feet that followed, followed after.\fn{From The Hound of Heaven by Francis Thompson (1859-1907)}

I felt rather like someone peering through the keyhole of a locked door, and a little furtively I laid the book
aside.
What hound of heaven had driven him to the high hills this afternoon? I thought of his car, with half a length
between it and that drop of two thousand feet, and the blank expression on his face.
What footsteps echoed in his mind, what whispers, and what memories, and why, of all poems, must he keep
this one in the pocket of his car? I wished he were less remote; and I anything but the creature that I was in my
shabby coat and skirt, my broad-brimmed schoolgirl hat.
The sulky waiter brought my tea, and while I ate bread-and-butter dull as sawdust I thought of the pathway
through the valley he had described to me this afternoon, the smell of the azaleas, and the white shingle of the
bay.
If he loved it all so much why did he seek the superficial froth of Monte Carlo? He had told Mrs. Van Hopper
he had made no plans, he came away in rather a hurry. And I pictured him running down that pathway in the
valley with his own hound of heaven at his heels. I picked up the book again, and this time it opened at the titlepage, and I read the dedication.
“Max—from Rebecca, May 17th,” written in a curious, slanting hand.
A little blob of ink marred the white page opposite, as though the writer, in impatience, had shaken her pen to
make the ink flow freely. And then, as it bubbled through the nib, it came a little thick, so that the name Rebeccca
stood out black and strong, the tall and sloping R dwarfing the other letters.
I shut the book with a snap, and put it away under my gloves; and stretching to a nearby chair, I took up an old
copy of L’Illustration and turned the pages. There were some fine photographs of the château of the Loire, and an
article as well. I read it carefully, referring to the photographs, but when I finished I knew I had not understood a
word.
*
It was not Blois with its thin turrets and its spires that stared up at me from the printed page.
It was Mrs. Van Hopper in the restaurant the day before, her small pig’s eyes darting to the neighbouring table,
her fork, heaped high with ravioli, pausing in mid-air.
“An appalling tragedy,” she was saying, “the papers were full of it of course.
“They say he never talks about it, never mentions her name.
“She was drowned you know, in a bay near Mandeley …” …
225.21 Excerpt from Gideon’s Fire\fn{by John Creasey aka J. J. Marric (1908-1973)} Southfields, Wandsworth Borough,
Greater London Southwest, England, United Kingdom (M) 11
1
Here and there a car sped along the gray, deserted streets, the darkness broken by the faint misty light of a
sliver of moon, or by the dimmed headlights of the car. The main streets were gilded by the brightness of tall
lamps. Here and there neon colors struck garish against the glow. Over to the west a faint red tinged the sky above
Piccadilly Circus, but in the East End only a few lights were on. It was silent, dull, dismal except near the docks,
where a white radiance showed the ships being worked to catch the morning tide.
Policemen plodded, a few thieves judged the moments to sidle safely past the law, to their snug homes. Most
of the night’s crimes and most of the night’s arrests had been made, the cells of the Divisional Police Stations had
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their quotas of men under charge, for being drunk, for being found on enclosed premises, for burglary, theft,
holdup, violence, for the thousand and one offenses which made up the police calendar. There had been one brutal
murder, of a fourteen-year-old girl, but this was not yet discovered; no one knew that she was dead and not asleep
in her narrow bed. The tired prostitutes were at home and sleeping, mostly alone; the hotels were like morgues,
and any sound seemed loud.
*
Police Constable Jarvis, of the QR Division, which was south of the Thames and famous in song with its
Lambeth Walk\fn{1937} and its Old Kent Road,\fn{ 1891} was probably one of the most unremarkable policemen
in the Metropolitan Police Force. He was thirty-five, married, with three children nicely staggered at the ages of
ten, seven and four, an arrangement controlled, although Jarvis did not realize it, by his busy and competent wife.
Jarvis knew Police Regulations off by heart and knew his job inside out, but although he had spent ten years in
this division, one of the toughest in London, he had never once encountered serious trouble and it did not occur to
him even remotely that he might run into any tonight.
He had been called to the bodies of murdered people, but long after the crime had been committed. Street
fights outside the pubs on Saturday nights somehow always happened on another man’s beat. He had attended his
share of accidents and rendered first aid several times, but this was part of the routine of his job. He had made a
few arrests, but never of any criminal of note, and he had no desire to improve on this record.
He was a satisfied man who took nearly everything for granted, who was “good” in the sense that he was
almost oblivious of temptation. For the first few years of his marriage his wife had worked; soon after their first
child Jarvis had won a substantial dividend on the football pools. All this was safely invested, and the interest
nearly doubled his wages.
Only twice in his police career had he been compelled to use his truncheon and only five times had he used his
whistle. Yet it never occurred to him to think that life was dull.
*
He turned out of the Old Kent Road toward a short, narrow street where there were several shops, including a
fried-fish shop, a news agent’s, a grocer and provision merchant, a television, radio and cycle shop, and a shoe
repairer.
This was a kind of oasis of trade in a drab sea of little houses, with a few old tenement buildings near them,
looking rather like the rotted hulks of ships long derelict. There would have been more of these tenement buildings but for the bombing years ago—so long ago in fact that a whole generation had been brought up where
bombs had fallen without the slightest knowledge of the fear that the holocaust could bring.
There were great plans, becoming sere and dusty in the Town Hall and in the Ministry of Housing, for a big
building project to wipe out all this slum area and replace it with bright new flats having television aerials built in.
These plans had lain fallow for so long that even their creators had almost forgotten to hope for their realization.
The minister, when reminded, would say with justification that not everything could be done at once.
In this area of slum buildings there lived a few sneak thieves, and twice in the past two weeks one of the shops
had been broken into and a few pounds worth of goods stolen—mostly cigarettes, chocolates and radio spares.
This was the kind of petty crime that often came Jarvis’s way, and he believed he knew who the burglar was. If he
was right, it was an Italian waiter who worked at one of the West End’s cheaper night clubs and usually reached
home about half past three.
It was now three-fifteen, and Jarvis proposed to take up a position from which he could watch the shops when
this waiter came home. He had everything worked out, because he knew the waiter’s habits thoroughly; he knew
the habits of most of the people on his beat because it was his job to know.
*
Behind the shops were ten tenement buildings, each with five stories, each with outside staircases, each with
ten apartments, so each housed ten families. Over five hundred people lived in that tiny area, and most of them
were sleeping. The doorway of the one nearest the shops would make an ideal hiding place, and Jarvis plodded
over to it, took up his position, glanced at the illuminated dial of his watch, and saw that it was twenty minutes
past three; he had time for an unhurried drag.
He took out a cigarette, cupped a match, lit it without much of the flame showing, drew deeply, and flicked the
match away when sure that it was out. The April evening was chilly without being cold. The moon had dropped
behind the roof of the house opposite. A hum of sound from the docks across the river became more audible now
—and then Jarvis heard the click-click-click of a cycle with a broken spoke, and was sure that his man was
approaching.
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The cyclist came into sight, his face shown up pale and thin by a street lamp. The machine clicked past, and
Jarvis left his hiding place to watch. As he did so, a dark figure appeared from the doorway of one of the other
tenement buildings a few yards away.
Jarvis was surprised to see this, but not startled, and his first thought was that this newcomer might be the thief
after all. The red glow of the cyclist’s rear lamp looked very bright until it was hidden by the man from the
tenement, who turned his back on Jarvis without knowing he was there and began to walk hurriedly toward the
corner and the shops. Jarvis intended to catch the thief red-handed and felt now that he had a double chance of
success. There was no hurry. All he had to do was to watch the shops after allowing the thief to break in. He drew
surreptitiously at his cigarette before nipping it out and was not really surprised nor as disappointed as he might
have been when the cyclist passed the shops. The white front and the red rear lights reflected on the grocery
store’s windows. The other man was still on foot, a rather slim, dark figure, wearing a loose-fitting mackintosh or
raincoat which flapped a little as he walked, as no cloth coat would do. This man crossed the road toward the
shops.
“Got him,” Jarvis murmured aloud, and wondered whether the thief would force the front door or go round the
back. He was so sure he had his man cornered that he was astounded when he saw him move away from the
newspaper shop, with its valuable stock of cigarettes. He was now wheeling a bicycle, which had been leaning
against some billboards.
Jarvis remembered that he had seen that bicycle before without realizing that it was there. Had he actually
passed it and given himself time to reflect, he might have realized that it could mean that the thief was already at
work; he had been so sure of the waiter and the success of his own straightforward plan. Now the second man
swung into the saddle of his machine and began to pedal away.
He had no lights on the machine.
The waiter had gone; this man obviously wasn’t going to burgle a shop here; and Jarvis was thrown off his
mental balance. But he quickly recovered it, for the man on the bicycle was committing a breach of the law
bicycling without lights. Jarvis raised his voice:
“You there! Lights!”
*
It was a clear, carrying voice and there was no doubt that it reached the cyclist, but it did not have the effect
which Jarvis had intended. The cyclist seemed to crouch down and put on speed. No lights appeared. The cycle
hummed like a dart toward a corner and swung round as if the man was on a racing track, not on the narrow South
London streets.
“Bloody fool,” Jarvis muttered, now really disgruntled, but he did not read any particular significance into
what had happened. A lot of people rode without lights, and if this chap’s lamps were not in working order he
would be anxious to get as far away as possible so that he couldn’t be stopped.
Jarvis now began to speculate on his identity. He had come out of Number 17—the third remaining tenement
building, the middle one of the five in this battered terrace. Standing on the curb and looking at the deserted street,
Jarvis began to think systematically about the people who lived there. The fourth floor left flat was empty—the
new people were due to move in next week. Certain families could be ruled out, certain men lodgers too, for only
three men who lived in that apartment house had the same kind of figure as the one who had hurried away.
“I’ll get him one of these days,” Jarvis boasted to the quiet night. “I wouldn’t mind betting it was Miller. Can’t
think why he’d be going out at half past three, though. Could have had a quarrel with his missus, I suppose.”
Miller was a man in the middle twenties who had married a woman fifteen years his senior, for her money.
There were two children by her first marriage and three, all under five, of this marriage; it was well known that
they lived like cat and dog.
“Miller isn’t up to anything, is he?” Jarvis asked the silent street. “If she’s keeping him short again, he
might…”
*
Jarvis broke off, and sniffed. London smog and London smoke did little to help any native’s sense of smell, but
there was no mistaking the stench of burning which came from the stairway behind him—the stairway from
which the thin man had come. Jarvis turned toward it. He knew the tenement buildings inside out. The staircases
had one flight to each floor in the open air, one flight to each floor under cover. There were front doors on either
side at street level and at each landing level. When he reached the first landing the stench was even stronger and
in and out of the beam of his torch crept wisps of smoke.
“Dunno that I like this,” said Jarvis to himself, and sprinted up another flight of stairs. As he turned the corner
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the bright beam caught a swirling gray patch and there was no longer any doubt that this was a fire which had
taken quick hold.
He took out his whistle and blew a long, ear-splitting blast which screeched up and down the narrow staircase.
Then he tucked the whistle away and bellowed:
“Fire! Show a leg—fire!”
As he shouted he ran up to the next landing and saw thick smoke above it; the fire seemed to be coming from
the fourth floor, and he thought that he could hear the crackling of flames.
He grabbed the iron knocker of the door nearest him, thundered on it, and kept shouting, “Fire!" until he pulled
out his handkerchief and held it in front of his face as he charged up the next flight of stairs.
It did not occur to him that he was being brave.
He reached the landing and saw the red glow beneath the door of Apartment 8—the Millers’ apartment, with
Miller’s wife and five kids in it. He hesitated for an agonizing moment, trying to recall exactly what the book
said, remembering that he must do nothing to create too much of a draft.
“To hell with a draft,” he muttered. “If I don’t get that door down, they’ll burn to a cinder.”
He drew back and flung himself at the door, his right shoulder toward it. The door sagged. He saw a scaredlooking man above him, the elderly tenant of one of the higher flats.
“Get everyone out of there,” Jarvis ordered wheezily and began to choke as the smoke caught his breath.
He was not worried about the people above or below, they could get out; but the Miller family would have had
it if they didn’t get out quick. He shouldered the door again, felt it give, but knew it might be a long time before
he could get it down. A man in stark-white pajamas came hurrying up the stairs toward him; a woman in a
billowing nightdress gaping at the bosom was standing below.
“Send for the fire service,” Jarvis called. “Then get a ladder up to the Millers’ window.”
“Okay!” The man spun round. “Look out, Elsie!” he shouted, and sounded more excited than Jarvis, who drew
back with massive deliberation and flung all his weight at the door.
It gave way. A roar of flame and a blast of oven-hot air swept out at him and nearly choked him. He thought he
heard a scream. He saw flames filling a small passage, saw the door of one room in a red-hot, blistering mass. The
roaring died away now that the draft had slackened, and he heard the screaming of a child inside the room.
He did not really feel afraid. It was as much an impulse and a reflex action as anything which made him cover
his face with his bent left arm and thrust his way into the room. He felt the agonizing heat at the back of his hand,
felt pain at his forehead and the back of his neck. He tried to see beneath his arm. He glimpsed a child with her
nightdress blazing, standing on a bed—a screaming torch. He felt a floor board crack beneath him. He lowered his
head, struggled to take off his tunic and wrap it round the child as she stood there, but he felt a sickening sense of
hopelessness, despair and fear. He felt a crackling sound above, and realized that his hair was burning beneath the
rim of his helmet—the child’s hair had set his alight. There was agonizing pain at his eyes. There was the roaring
of the fire, the fury of crackling, the groaning boards; only the screaming had stopped. He staggered toward the
window, preparing to break it with his elbow. He hugged the child tightly to him with one hand and bent his
elbow and cracked it against the big pane. As the glass shattered, he heard the ringing of a fire-engine bell. He
saw a crowd in the street. He thought he heard someone cry:
“Jump!”
He still held the child. This window was three stories high, and there were only the people below, some of
them holding out a blanket.
“Jump!” they screamed. He lifted the silent child up and down in his arms, not knowing whether she was dead
or alive. He could not call down to the people, for his tongue seemed paralyzed, but the silence which suddenly
fell upon them told him that they knew what he held. He tossed the child out, saw her fall, saw her caught in the
blanket.
His head was swimming. His head was burning. His trousers, his shirt, his shoes were on fire. The noise of the
fire engine grew louder, but he did not see it swing into the street. He felt darkness coming over him, tinged with
red, he felt himself swaying backward and knew that he was losing consciousness. Then he realized that someone
else was here with him: a man. In his last fading moment of consciousness he realized that it was Miller, wrapped
in a burning coat, hugging another blazing torch, another child.
Then Police Constable Jarvis collapsed.
2
George Gideon, the commander of the Criminal Investigation Department at New Scotland Yard, gave his wife
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a rather perfunctory kiss the morning after the fire, said, “I’ll try not to be late, Kate,” and went off only vaguely
aware that she was standing at the porch of their house in Hurlingham smiling until he was out of sight. At the last
moment he turned and waved again, thought warmly about her for as long as it took him to reach the corner, and
then forgot her.
It was not that he was preoccupied with any particular official problem; he was simply aware that he would be
half an hour late at the office. No one, least of all the assistant commissioner for crime, would raise an eyebrow if
the executive chief of the department was hours late, but to Gideon punctuality was both virtue and obligation. If
he turned up later than he had promised to, then he could hardly blame his men for slacking.
Joe Bell, now his chief aide, would not slack consciously but lesser men probably would. In an almost exasperating way the department had come to depend too much on its commander, and any slackness which began at the
top could spread down the ranks and even out into the divisions.
Inevitably several superintendents including two seniors would want to see him this morning, mostly on cases
needing urgent attention. If he kept them kicking their heels, it would take the edge off their keenness and might
lead to the failure of a case or the loss of a wanted man.
Gideon, although he would have scoffed had anyone suggested it, was both a slave and a martyr to his job.
*
He and Kate had overslept, and the children had all got themselves off, to work or to school, thinking it a
kindly gesture not to disturb their parents. So it had been, but he wished that they hadn’t misplaced their kindness
this morning.
He had bolted breakfast, with Kate protesting that a few minutes really couldn’t make any difference, and
when he reached the door of the garage he was trying to persuade himself that she was quite right and it was
absurd to behave as if every minute mattered. He ought to take things more easily and get rid of a responsibility
complex. The thought made him grin.
“What a hope,” he said, and unlocked the padlock and pushed up the door, which worked on a roller and slid
beneath the roof. His car, a not very new Humber Hawk, black and shining, almost filled the small garage. He had
to squeeze into the driving seat and then back out with great care. As he turned on the ignition a green truck
appeared in his driving mirror and, instead of passing, stopped.
“Damned fool,” said Gideon to himself, and started the engine; at least that gave no trouble. He tooted his
horn, and the sound was deafening in here, but it did not make the truck move on. If he squeezed out so as to
complain he might find himself watching the tail of the truck; the best thing was to be patient, but after a few
minutes he began to play an exasperated tune on the horn.
The truck moved at last. Gideon backed out and was halfway into the road when a horn screeched at him, and
he jammed on his brakes. A Jaguar flashed by in the mirror, going much too fast.
“This is my morning,” Gideon said aloud, and without thinking about it he took himself in hand. Every movement, of foot, hand and eye, became more considered. He swung slowly into the road, pulled up, and was about to
get out to close the garage when Kate appeared, her fine tall body moving with careless ease, as if she were
breasting life with an abiding if latent passion. She drew up to the window, and said:
“I’ll close the garage, dear.”
“Bless you,” Gideon said. “Any message?”
“No, I just came to see why you were so long.” Kate stood back. “Have a good day,” she added, and waved
and turned to the garage.
*
Gideon drove a little more slowly than usual, because of his deep-set belief that no man in a car should ever be
in a hurry—except occasionally Flying Squad men—but by the time he was moving along New King’s Road,
Fulham, past the Eelbrook Common and toward Chelsea and Westminster he had forgotten all that and was
cutting along at ten miles an hour over the official thirty. Traffic began to build up but did not irritate him; Kate
had driven irritation away, which was Kate’s great gift.
Gideon thought back to last night, a golden night, and the reason for oversleeping. He chuckled, then nipped
past a van which looked top-heavy with sacks of onions and carrots.
He began to think of the different cases which the men waiting for him would want to discuss. There was
Riddell, newly appointed a superintendent, on his first big murder investigation, the case of the three young
women found buried in the same grave near Chichester. Riddell had been down on the job for a week and had
telephoned last night to say that he thought he ought to have a talk with Gideon; that meant he was out of his
depth.
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Cornish would want guidance on last week’s bank robbery, when three thieves had got away with £27,000 after
tunneling beneath two rows of shops and a main road; one of the men had been caught but the others and the
money were still missing.
Lemaitre, once his chief assistant and now a kind of general factotum at the Yard, sometimes on night duty,
sometimes on day, locum tenens for any senior official on sick leave or holiday leave, was bursting at the seams to
make an arrest in a stock swindle case, but Gideon wasn’t too certain that the time was ripe.
There were a dozen other, lesser cases and there would be new ones both for the Yard and for the divisions. He
had an appointment with the assistant commissioner for noon and would have his work cut out to get everything
else under way and all the men briefed in time to keep the appointment. Before the day was done he was going to
rue the loss of that half hour, but he was now quite good-tempered about the prospect.
*
He turned into the Yard, found his usual parking space blocked by a car he didn’t recognize, left his key with a
constable who came hurrying to help, and went up the flight of stone steps.
It was on that daily morning walk that Gideon really seemed to become part of the big red-brick buildings. He
was a tall man, six feet two, massive, with a thick chest, slightly rounded shoulders smoothly fitted with an
excellently tailored coat, and unexpectedly flat at the stomach. His jowls sometimes looked rather fleshy and there
was a hint of overweight at the back of his neck, but his belly was as hard as a board and he took pride in his
physical strength.
That strength gave Gideon much of his quality, for it explained his complete confidence in himself. The way
he mounted the steps, head jutting forward, taking in everything he saw, was an indication of his character: the
way he always bored ahead, without allowing anything to push him off the path he wanted to take, his weighty,
sometimes slow movements often giving an indication of remorselessness; where he meant to go George Gideon
always went.
He walked along the passage which connected the new and the old buildings, well aware that by now the
telephone in his office had rung and been answered, that Bell and possibly Lemaitre would be in the office with
the morning’s reports ready, that everyone waiting to see him would know that he was on the way, some of them
on edge in case he found fault with work done or proposals made.
He heard the click of his own door closing as he reached the passage leading to it, and marveled that grown
men like Lemaitre and Bell—Bell was in his early sixties—should behave rather like schoolboys wondering if the
head was on the prowl; but it did no harm. Other doors were ajar, men were glancing at him, he saw brown-clad
Riddell standing by a desk, obviously impatient; Riddell, who had once been the slackest man in the department,
was now always on the go.
Gideon pretended not to notice him, and thrust open the door of his own office. There Lemaitre, a tall, thin,
almost weedy man, with a bony face, bright and very alert gray eyes, with his brown hair cropped close almost in
a crew cut, his bow tie a little too bright in green and blues, his gray suit somehow contriving to look a little loud,
turned round from the window where he was looking down at the river.
Joe Bell was sitting at his pedestal desk, a small one in a corner opposite Gideon’s big one. Joe was a shorter
man, and rather plump. His thin fluffy hair was gray, he looked all of his sixty-odd years, and he had a kind of
benignity which Gideon found restful. Nothing ever made Bell panic, and no one knew more about the Yard or the
ways of the police, criminals, and the judiciary. Bell might have gone a long way had he had a little of Gide-on’s
drive or his fire; but as it was, his tweeds always wanted pressing, he was never really closely shaved, his pipe
always wanted scraping.
*
“Morning, Gee-Gee,” Lemaitre greeted, with the privilege of long friendship and familiarity. “You broken a
leg or something?”
“I swam here,” Gideon said, nodding to Joe Bell. “Didn’t you see me while you were counting the windows in
County Hall?”
“Shurrup,” retorted Lemaitre. His voice had a Cockney twang, and he always spoke as if he were in a hurry to
get this subject finished and the next one on the way.
“There’s Riddell sweating on the top line because he ought to be on the way down to Chichester, there’s
Cornish—”
“We’ll get round to it all, Lem,” Gideon said, took off his coat and draped it over the back of the leather-seated
chair behind his big, old-fashioned desk. He sat down.
“Anything much in, Joe?”
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“’Fraid so,” said Bell quietly.
“Hmp. What?” Gideon looked sharply across the desk, aware of but ignoring Lemaitre’s impatience, knowing
that Bell would not speak like that unless this had been a bad night. Whenever London had a heavy night of crime
Gideon felt a kind of personal responsibility, for it should be the work of the police to stop crime as well as to
make sure it was punished. He was not only part of his job, he was part of London.
“Fourteen-year-old girl strangled in her bed over at Islington,” Bell answered.
“Sex job?”
“Couldn’t be nastier. Hands tied to the bedposts, and raped.”
“Oh, God.” Gideon felt momentarily sick, and thought, as he always did when a girl had been the victim of
some crime, of his own daughters, Prudence, Priscilla and Penelope. Three faces, bright and eager, seemed to
loom in front of him—three pairs of eyes were questioning him. Why?
“What line have we got?” asked Gideon.
“Not much,” answered Bell. “Carson of KL was on the blower only ten minutes ago, wanted a word with you.”
“Get him on the line, will you?”
“Yes.”
“George,” intervened Lemaitre, “I know you’re going to have a thick morning, how about letting me get
cracking? You know as well as I do that we’ve got enough to charge Ericson with. He floated those shares at a
pound each and three parts of the prospectus was a lie. We—”
“Have we got him tight enough to be sure of a conviction?” Gideon asked.
”I think so.”
“Anything more in about the case?”
“No, but—”
“Tell you what,” said Gideon, as if struck with a new idea, “you go and see if you can find Roscoe. If we can
get Roscoe to give evidence, we’ll have Ericson tight as a drum. What about it?”
“You know damned well that Roscoe’s crossed the Channel!”
“Not sure that he has, Lem,” Gideon said. “I think he tried to make us think he had, but that’s all. Have another
go.”
“But dammit—” A telephone bell rang.
“This’ll be Carson,” said Bell, and Gideon picked up one of three telephones on his desk and said into it:
“Gideon.” He covered the mouthpiece with his big left hand, grinned at Lemaitre, and whispered:
“It won’t work, Lem, just because I’ve got a lot to do this morning you needn’t think you’re going to rush me
into picking Ericson up. We can’t do that until we’ve got more evidence, and the quickest way to evidence will be
Roscoe. Why don’t you see if that thing you call a mind can work? … Hallo, yes, who … Oh, hallo, Carson.”
He waved Lemaitre away, ignoring the other’s wry grimace and exaggerated groan. Both Lemaitre and Bell
knew that Gideon had put the fraud case out of his mind and was now giving his whole attention to Carson of KL
Division. He began to frown, for Carson was one of the rule-of-thumb men, very efficient of his kind but almost
entirely dispassionate. He could go into clinical details as to what had happened to the fourteen-year-old Ivy
Manson at her home in Islington.
Lemaitre said, “Like a brick wall, that’s what Gee-Gee is,” and went out. He closed the door softly.
“ … so there isn’t any definite line,” Carson was saying. “There are four flats in the house, all self-contained.
Anyone of the tenants could have got in, the Mansons are still about fifty years behind the times, Commander.
They leave a key dangling inside the front door, so all you have to do to get it is open the letter box and hook it
out by the string. No doubt the key was used—”
“That key?” demanded Gideon. “I didn’t mean that one, I meant a key. No scratches on the door, none on the
window; only possible way the beast could have got in was by the door, using a key.”
“Do you want any help?” Gideon asked.
“That’s really what I wanted to talk to you about, Commander.” Carson was formal. “I think that everyone in
the street should be questioned, and that will need more men than I can put on the job unless I am to neglect other
investigations. I would like at least six additional men.”
“I’ll fix it.”
“Thank you. Bell has sent a fingerprint officer over, and my murder team is on the spot in strength,” Carson
went on. “So far there is nothing to go on, and the first essential is to find out whether anyone was seen coming
into the house during the night. I am inclined to think that the murderer knows the family, the indications are that
he opened the front door and went straight to the girl’s bedroom, which is a small one leading off the kitchen,
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which lies between it and the rest of the flat—it’s almost cut off, in fact. It is evident that he gagged her before she
could call out for help, and—”
“Check the whole neighborhood for schizos and anyone known to the police for even the slightest sex
abnormality—indecent behavior, indecent assault, you know the drill,” Gideon said. “This is one we’ve got to
finish in a hurry, we don’t want that brute wandering about loose.”
“I couldn’t agree more,” said Carson. “Thank you, Commander.”
His manner told Gideon that he was annoyed because he had been reminded of the obvious, but once he put
the receiver down Gideon forgot about Carson and the child; he had to concentrate on whatever Bell had ready.
“Next,” he invited.
“Only one other bad one,” Bell said. “It’s the top one on your desk.”
In front of Gideon were all the files on all the cases going through the Yard, as well as a complete list of all the
major crimes reported during the night.
“Fire, out in Lambeth,” Bell went on. “One of those old tenement buildings. Whole family was wiped out—
mother, five kids, and the father. Several other people burned and suffering from shock, and the whole building
was gutted—place went up like a matchbox.” Bell paused, and Gideon sat still, knowing that the worst was still to
come; and Bell looked older even than his years as he went on:
“One of our chaps looks like being the eighth victim. The last I heard he hadn’t much chance. Uniformed man
named Jarvis, one for the George Medal according to the reports. But the worst of it is, George, it was arson.
Started with petrol. No doubt about it.”
3
Giedeon read the report from Superintendent Manning, of QR Division, still oblivious of the men waiting to
see him, even Riddell and his sense of urgency, and of the girl at Islington.
That had been hideous; in its way, this was worse. Manning was not only a sound divisional head, he put in
thorough if wordy reports and still liked to do them in his own handwriting—not copper plate, but very small and
legible. Manning had been told of the fire at half past four that morning and had gone over to see for himself; that
was characteristic, for he was extremely conscientious. Moreover, he had coordinated reports from his own men,
from the chief fire officer of the district, and statements from neighbors.
There was no doubt about the arson, and the gallon can in which the petrol had been kept had been found
among the charred wreckage, burned almost out of recognition but with the telltale sediment or ash that petrol
always left after this kind of burning. Petrol had been thrown about the flat, as far as the first indications went;
one suggestion was that a man had stood at the front door, poured the petrol out along the passage hallway off
which all the rooms led, and then set light to it and closed the door.
In all the tenement buildings there was a gap between the bottom of the door and the floor, and petrol had
undoubtedly flowed into the rooms where the members of the family had been sleeping. Fumes appeared to have
overcome the mother and the two elder children, who slept in the same room, and the remains of their bodies had
been found in their beds. One, very young, child had been found in a cot in the other bedroom. Two had been
thrown out the window, one by the constable, Jarvis, the other by the father of the children, George Miller. Miller
and Jarvis had jumped, but Miller had died on his way to hospital, where the two children had been dead on
arrival.
Gideon felt his heart savaged by what he had to read. The report went on:
“Police Constable Jarvis was still alive when he arrived at the Lambeth Hospital, and at 8:45 remained alive,
but the hospital authorities hold out little hope of his recovery. There is a faint possibility that he will recover
consciousness enough to make a statement, and two officers are at his bedside to make sure that nothing is
missed. His wife, Emily Maude, also is at his side. Their three children, a boy aged four, and girls aged seven and
ten, are being cared for by neighbors, and the division will make sure that everything necessary is done for them
and for Mrs. Jarvis. Jarvis is reported to be suffering from first-degree burns over a large area of his body, and it is
clear that these burns were incurred during his attempt to rescue the family.
“The flat immediately above the Millers’ was temporarily empty, and this accounted for the fact that no one
else was affected by the worst of the fire. One person, an elderly woman named Forsyth, who lives in a small
house opposite the tenement buildings, has so far made a statement which may give some assistance. She suffers
from insomnia, got out of bed in her front bed-sitting room, and made tea during the early hours of the morning.
She reports that she cannot be positive of the actual time, but she noticed certain events in the following sequence:
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1. P. C. Jarvis arrive, on foot, and take up a position in the tenement doorway, apparently as a point of observation.
2. Jarvis light a pipe or cigarette—she believes a cigarette.
3. A cyclist pass between her and Jarvis, a man whose name she does not know but who often passes the house at about
half past three at night.
4. A man appear from the doorway of the tenement, two doors removed from Jarvis’s point of vantage. This man
walked toward the shops.
5. Jarvis followed this man and called out to him after the man mounted a bicycle. The only word that the woman heard
clearly was lights—from which it may be inferred that a cyclist was riding off. without lights on his machine.

“Following further close questioning of this witness,” the report went on, “we are using all endeavors to find
out the identity of the two men. The first cyclist she saw, and who passes along Gill Street every morning, appears
to be the most likely source of information.”
Gideon finished reading, looked up, and saw that Bell was glancing through some other reports, but obviously
with only half his attention, for he also looked up.
“That’s the second ugly customer we want badly,” he said. “Funny thing how often these bad shows come in
pairs.”
“Yes,” agreed Gideon, and nodded. “Lot of things we want on this one. Identity of each man—how did petrol
get into the apartment—anyone hate the Millers?” He drew in a hiss of breath.
“Could anyone hate a family enough to want to wipe them all out? Doesn’t make much sense, but there was
the Manuel case. We need the motive, we need …”
He talked as he made notes on a desk pad, and at the same time reminded himself that this was Manning’s job
and that, as a uniformed officer from the QR Division was dead or dying, the whole of that division would be on
its toes; there was no need to push Manning yet. He, Gideon, simply had to jot down all the questions which
occurred to him while the news was fresh in his mind; if there was any delay in catching the man who had started
the fire, he could go over his notes with Manning.
A telephone rang on his desk; another, on Bell’s. Each man lifted a receiver in a single swift, mechanical
motion. Gideon heard Bell say, “Soon,” and ring off, and then the operator said,
“Can you speak to Mr. Manning of QR Division, sir?”
“Put him through.”
“Yes, sir.”
“Hallo, George,” said Manning, in a rather high-pitched voice which sounded slightly affected. “I thought
you’d like to know we’ve found that cyclist. A Soho waiter, named Callini, Giuseppe Callini. He’s on his way to
the station.”
“Might help,” said Gideon. “Anything more about Jarvis?”
“Yes,” answered Manning, and his voice seemed almost a falsetto. “He passed away, twenty minutes ago. I’m
just going to see his widow. George, read my report like Hawkeye, won’t you? There’s no one like you for seeing
points that others miss and I want to catch this bastard in a hurry.”
“I’ll try not to miss anything,” Gideon promised. He rang off, made one or two more notes, studied the first
page of the report, then put it away from him, glanced at Bell and asked,
“Was that Riddell?”
“Yes. Steaming.”
“Let’s have him in first,” said Gideon, and Bell pressed a buzzer.
*
Almost immediately the door opened and Riddell stalked in. He was tall, well-built, immaculate in a smoothtextured brown suit, with well-brushed brown hair, highly polished brown shoes, a business executive of a man.
There was a haughty expression on his face too, a face which somehow missed being handsome although all the
features were good. Obviously he found it difficult not to protest that he had been waiting for so long.
“Sorry, Rid, we’ve got two bad ones in this morning,” said Gideon quickly. “And that chap Jarvis died.” He
took it for granted that Riddell knew what he was talking about.
“Take a pew. I’ve been thinking about your three corpses in the same homemade grave. Think you’ve got a
mass murderer?”
“Could be,” said Riddell, sitting down. “As a matter of fact, I think I may be onto the chap. The two bodies at
the bottom of the grave haven’t been identified yet, but Sibley says they’re about the same age, late twenties, and
one probably died a year before the other. I’ve had Sibley on the phone. The top one’s the same kind of age, but
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she’s been dead only about three weeks. We’ve traced her. Girl named Florence Denny, had a little flat of her own
in Brighton, secretary to an accountant. He got a telephone message a month ago, saying she was going to move
to London because her parents were getting old and she had to look after them. Chap thought it a bit queer, but
she was a flighty piece, always out late at nights and seldom early in the morning, so he was glad to let her go.
Didn’t ask about her, just sent her insurance cards and a week’s wages to her flat—generous enough in the circumstances.”
Gideon nodded; but, although he was looking at Riddell as if concentrating on every word, in fact he kept
seeing the report from Manning and picturing the burning torches of children; from there it was only a step in
memory to the girl at Islington.
Gagged, assaulted, strangled. Why strangle her? He must make a note to find out if there had been a light in
the bedroom, or even one shining from outside, anything which would suggest that the child might have seen her
assailant early enough to be able to describe or to recognize him. If there had been no light, why had the man
strangled her? The gagging to keep her quiet, yes. The rape, yes. But to strangle her—why? It could be a case of
sex perversion or—
He made a surreptitious note on his pad. Light.
“ … and this chap Harrison, Tony Harrison, spent a lot of time with her, at dances, pictures, all the fun of
Brighton Beach,” Riddell was saying. “Married man, wife’s a bit of a drip, two children. And this Florence Denny
was in the family way. The local police have had Harrison checked under suspicion of receiving, he’s dear on that
but they’ve got a pretty full dossier on him. Saved me a lot of trouble.
“On the strength of what we know, I think we ought to bring Harrison in. It looks as if he gets tired of the
popsies, takes ’em to a quiet spot for a bit of the usual, strangles’ em, and dumps them in the grave, which is nice
and handy. The thing I can’t make up my mind about is, should we bring him in and try to make him talk or would
it be better to wait until we can identify the other two women and prove that he knew them too? If he did, the case
is cut and dried. If he didn’t—”
“What do you want to do?” asked Gideon.
“I’d like to have a go at Harrison. I think he would break down.”
“Hmm,” Gideon said. “See what you mean.”
Here was a clear case of a Yard man overanxious to make sure that if anyone made a mistake it was Gideon.
Riddell wanted approval of a course of action simply as a measure of self-defense, whereas Lemaitre was bursting
to catch his man.
“Rid, if I were you I’d work on the identification of the other two bodies. It may take a few days longer, even a
few weeks, but this Harrison is living happily enough with his wife, I take it?”
“Outwardly, yes.”
“Has he got any other girl friends?”
“There’s a girl he’s just started going about with—a Chloe Duval. Can’t understand the setup at all really. His
wife doesn’t seem to care what he gets up to, provided he keeps her and the children in comfort. He’s a motorcar
salesman and does pretty well out of it. Nice house at Rottingdean and—” Riddell saw Gideon glance down at the
reports on his desk and went on rather more hastily:
“I know you’re busy, but I don’t want to go wrong on this case, Commander. I’m having Harrison watched and
if there looks like being any funny business with this new girl he’s tagging along with, we’ll be onto him. The
identification of the others could take weeks.”
“Why don’t you give it another week, and see what the position is then,” suggested Gideon. “That will give
you and the Sussex chaps time to dig pretty closely into Florence Denny’s association with Harrison. Give you
time to check back on Harrison’s life and girl friends too—if you can find that a couple of them disappeared about
the time these women were killed, then you might get your angle that way. Give it a week,” he repeated.
“Very well,” said Riddell, obviously not too pleased with the decision. “You won’t mind if I get cracking right
away?”
“You get moving,” urged Gideon. “All we’ve got to do is make sure Harrison doesn’t get this new fancy out in
the quiet spot near the grave—anywhere, for that matter. If he did kill the others near there, and got away with it,
he’ll use the same place again.”
“I’ll watch it,” promised Riddell, went out, and let the door close behind him on its softly hissing hinges.
*
Almost as it closed a telephone rang on Gideon’s desk, and with the usual mechanical movement, he lifted it.
“Gideon,” he said, and amplified the noted word “light” with a few scribbled words. “Who? … Yes, put him
1260

through.” He mouthed to Bell,
“Get this one.” Bell lifted his extension telephone, and Gideon said,
“Hallo, Mr. Carmichael, how are you these days?”
Carmichael was the chief officer of the London Fire Service, an elderly man not far off the retiring age, who
probably knew more about fire, its causes and effects, than any other man alive, certainly more than any other
man in London. His senior assistants liaised with the Yard whenever arson was suspected; the fact that Carmichael had called in person suggested that he had something serious to say. Carmichael said:
“Very well, Mr. Gideon, thank you. Can you spare me half an hour this morning?”
It was a hell of a morning to be faced with that request, and Gideon knew that he ought to say no and make it
this afternoon, but the mental picture of those burning children was vivid in his mind, and he said:
“Yes, of course. Half past twelve would suit me best, but—”
“Why don’t we have lunch together?” suggested Carmichael. “I have to be at the Home Office at half past
eleven. Supposing we meet at your office at half past twelve.”
“Right,” said Gideon. “Suits me fine.”
“I want to talk to you about last night’s Lambeth fire,” went on Carmichael. “There are one or two features
about it and other fires which puzzle me. This will be quite unofficial for the time being, of course.”
“Of course,” said Gideon, very glad that he had made no difficulties. “Right you are, then. Twelve-thirty,
here.” He rang off, and Bell put down his receiver and settled back in his chair, waiting for Gideon to make some
comment.
*
“Any idea what he might have in mind, Joe?”
“No,” answered Bell.
“Well, get someone to go over to QR right away, will you, to dig as deep as he can. Ask Manning to be at the
end of a telephone at twelve-thirty, so that he can bring me right up to date. Don’t want Carmichael to think we’re
slipping. Make sure Carson’s on the lookout for someone who knew Ivy Manson, and might have been recognized
by her.” He paused.
“What do you think of Riddell?”
“Came up last night so that he could spend a night at home, his wife still needles him if he’s away too much,”
said Bell. “He wanted to pass the buck too. You’re going to find it pretty tight, aren’t you? The Old Man at twelve
o’clock, then Carmichael, and it’s nearly eleven already.”
“You fix the QR job,” Gideon ordered, and lifted a receiver.
“Ask Mr. Cornish to come in, will you?”
*
There followed one of the periods which never failed to impress Joe Bell, although he had worked at the Yard
for forty years and with Gideon, on and off, for twenty.
Gideon in a hurry was an experience in itself. The most fascinating aspect was that, although he obviously
geared himself up to high-speed action, he was able to approach every new subject with calm deliberation, as if
warning himself that more haste really did mean less speed. He did not waste a minute and did not let any of the
others, from superintendents down to detective inspectors, waste a second.
Now and again he refreshed his memory of a case by looking at the reports in front of him, but whether he did
that or not he always seemed to be as familiar with the circumstances of a case as the man who was in direct
charge of it. There was Cornish with his inquiry into the bank tunneling job; Gideon remembered exactly who had
been questioned, what tools had been used, how many hours must have been involved. Cornish had failed to trace
the two missing men and the money.
“Been thinking about that,” Gideon remarked, “and I’ve got a feeling that it might be connected with the
Bournemouth job two years ago. You were down there, weren’t you?”
“Yes,” said Cornish, a heavily built, solid, stolid man, “but I don’t see the connection. That wasn’t a tunneling
job, they broke through a reinforced concrete wall.”
“Didn’t you say that in this job there were no fingerprints but a print of a little tear in a glove showed up?”
“So what?”
“Same at Bournemouth, surely.”
“Blimey, I didn’t think of that,” said Cornish lugubriously. “Teased us, that print did. Ta. I’ll get out the old
photographs and check, George.”
*
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He hurried out. There was an embezzlement job, a few minutes with a man who was probing into the newest
vice racket in the West End, as long over a smuggling ring suspected of bringing thousands of watches in from
Switzerland, three cases of missing persons, one case of a stolen lorry-load of cigarettes, three cases which were
going through the courts, two of them at the Old Bailey, a case of the ill-treatment of children by a foster mother,
two cases of illegal abortion each resulting in a woman’s death, one of a diamond robbery from a Hatton Garden
merchant on the boat from Harwick to the Hook of Holland—and with each of these Gideon dealt unhurriedly,
and yet in the minimum of time. When he had finished, it was ten minutes to twelve.
“After that lot you deserve a cuppa,” Bell declared.
*
“Forget it,” said Gideon. “Ring Rogerson’s secretary and say I’m on the way. It won’t do the A.C.\fn{ Assistant
Commissioner of Police} any harm to see me early.”
He stood up, pulled the knot of his tie straight, slipped into his coat, and smoothed down his wiry, iron-gray
hair. Bell said:
“I don’t know how you do it, George, but you look as if you’d had a morning’s rest.”
“All went pretty smoothly, didn’t it?” asked Gideon. “Don’t forget to check with Manning, and get me a report
on the fire so that I can read it before I see Carmichael. Oh, and fix a table at the pub across—”
“Carmichael’s secretary rang and says you’re to lunch at his club, in Whitehall Place,” Bell said. “I said it
would suit you.”
“It suits me fine,” Gideon agreed, and went out, head thrust forward, big body moving in that deliberate and
stubbornly aggressive way he had, face expressionless, well aware of the eyes at the doors, the whisper of “GeeGee’s on the prowl,” the general air of men on their toes.
That was a good thing. They were a good lot of men. They had a hell of a lot to do. And today they had started
two hunts which every man at the Yard and at the divisions would slave over.
Little Ivy Manson.
And the seven dead Millers and P.C. Jarvis.
*
The session with the assistant commissioner was about administrative matters, and at a quarter past twelve
Gideon went to the cloakroom, washed and brushed up, and hurried along to his office. Bell had the wanted fire
report ready. The only additional item was about the waiter, Giuseppe Callini, who said that he could tell the
police only one thing: as he had cycled home, another cyclist had passed him at high speed, going toward the
docks.
“Pity there’s not a bit more,” Gideon said, and glanced at the front-page headlines of the London evening
newspapers on his desk. Each one featured the Lambeth fire, one hinted at sabotage, all had pictures, and across
the top of the Evening Globe were six photographs in all—of Miller, his wife, and the smiling children.
Smiling, happy children. The story about little Ivy Manson was on an inside page. Gideon glanced at it, and
then went out, knowing that Carmichael would be punctual, wondering what the chief fire officer had in mind.
Carmichael held the Evening Globe in his right hand, and Gideon judged from the expression on his rather
pale, austere face that he felt a deep hatred for this firebug. It was on that instant, as Carmichael turned pale-gray
eyes toward him, that Gideon sensed what the other man had in mind: that this might have been one of several
such fires and there might be others to come.
“Seen this?” asked Carmichael, and held out the newspaper. …
220.150 Excerpt from My Friend Martha’s Aunt\fn{by Jane Duncan aka Elizabeth Jane Cameron (1910-1976)} Renton,
West Dunbartonshire, Scotland, United Kingdom 10 (F) 9
I first heard of my friend Martha’s Aunt in a letter from Martha which I received early in January of 1951.
Martha is an American friend and she does not write very often—indeed, the correspondence between us
usually takes the form of cards exchanged at Christmas, although Martha demonstrated her generosity in those
days of food rationing in Britain by never going to her grocery store in Brooklyn, it seemed, without sending a
package of luxury goods over to my people in the north of Scotland.
“An aunt of mine,” the last paragraph of her letter said, “is coming down to St. Jago on a trip and I told her I
would let you know. She has reservations at a place called the Peak Hotel at Jago Bay and gets in by plane on the
fifteenth. I guess she isn’t much your type, Jan—in fact she’s pretty dumb—but I’ll feel better if you know she is
there if her name gets in the papers for crazy driving or something.
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“Anyways, she has just gotten over divorcing her third husband and her doctor has advised her to take this trip
and it is maybe a good thing because she has been stopping with Jim and getting in his hair. I am not asking you
to let her get in ours, but if she had another nervous breakdown or gets put in the can or anything, please cable
us.”
The letter ambled on, as Martha’s letters do, ended and then had a postscript.
“Auntie is going by the name of Secker. This is the name of the first husband she had and she has gone back to
it, although she has had two other names since then and her own name was Garvin. You never know whether she
does these things just to make life harder or whether she’s just plain crazy. Love, Martha.”
*
St. Jago, where I was living at this time, is a Caribbean island of volcanic origin. St. Jago is volcanic.
And this is not what is described in the libraries as a “travel book”. The point that I am trying, in my blunt way,
to make is that, in my view, everything about St. Jago is volcanic.
Events do not merely happen there; they erupt. The seasons do not merely come and go; they burst over you
like a furnace-door opening or a dam-wall breaking. The flowers do not come from bud to bloom and on into the
fall of petals; they blaze at you, full-blown, of a morning and are limp rags of dead tissue by the same evening.
After a little time in St. Jago, you grow fearful of kicking a pebble in case you start a landslide. You feel that
the island is pregnant with overwhelming events and waiting, behind a screen of dense jungle, to give birth and
inflict upon human kind some savage and incomprehensible monster.
At least, this is how I felt in January of 1951, when I had been in the island for a little less than a year, but
then, I am a Scotswoman, born among the rocks of Ross-shire which are not volcanic and I am not volcanic either.
The rocks of Ross-shire, I am informed, are of the Archaean schist type and the more I saw of St. Jago, the more
convinced I became that I am something of an Archaean schist myself.
Archaean schist has a nice, old-world sound about it—nothing new-fangled.
St. Jago is part of the New World and is very new-fangled as well as volcanic, and here in January of 1951 was
I, Janet Alexander, sitting in our house which is called Guinea Corner on the sugar estate called—believe it or not
—Paradise, having just received this letter from my friend Martha.
Martha is, as I said, an American, and at this particular moment this fact of her nationality was militating
against her in my mind, for the most recent events of a volcanic sort that St. Jago had erupted into my life were
closely connected with an American family. I had not liked these events and they and coloured, somewhat, my
attitude to Americans, my friend Martha included, and were now extending their influence, as a blot of ink seeps
across blotting paper, over my attitude to my friend Martha’s aunt whom I had never seen.
*
I try very hard to be rational and reasonable and fair and unprejudiced. I have spent a large part of my life
trying to be all these things, so now, conscious that I was full of prejudice against Americans, I began to reason
very hard about them in order to arrive at a fair and rational view of them.
What, I asked myself, do you know about Americans? Not much, I answered myself, and from the little I do
know I don’t know that I care to know any more.
You have never been to America, I told myself. I have been to the tourist hotel area of Jago Bay, I told myself
back, and people call it Little America and thank Heaven it is no bigger.
Martha’s aunt is probably a very nice woman, I suggested to myself. Any woman who has divorced three
husbands cannot be adequately described as “nice” myself suggested back to me suggestively and, besides,
Martha guesses she is not my type.
There are times when I cannot do very much with myself in this attempt to be rational, reasonable, fair and
unprejudiced.
*
I was, however, still working on myself and on my attitude to Americans when Twice came romping home for
lunch.
Twice is my husband. His Christian name is Alexander and his surname is also Alexander, so that I shortened
the whole thing to “Twice” which is easier to say and has an equivalent meaning. Twice’s repetitive name is
suggestive of his character in that, as if Alexander once were not enough, his name has to be Alexander twice. I
mean that Twice always has to attack everything with an enthusiasm that is like the one-two in boxing, or both
barrels of a sporting gun, or the tap- TAP of a riveter’s hammer. He is either enthusiastic about a thing or not in any
degree interested at all. There are no half-measures.
So he does not step out of his car and walk into the house at lunchtime. He likes to come home for lunch, so
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that he does it with gusto. He jumps out of the car, leaps up the verandah steps, shouts to the maid for beer,
springs into the drawing-room and says: “Hello, there! What’s in the mail?” all in one breath and second as it
were. On this morning, I said:
“Nothing much. A letter from Martha.” Twice likes Martha too.
“Good old Martha! How is she? What’s she saying?”
“Her aunt is coming down here.”
“Good!” The maid brought the beer and he poured out two glasses and handed me one.
“When?”
“On the fifteenth.”
“Fine!”
“What’s fine about it?” I asked in a jaundiced way.
“Well, we’ll be in Crop by then and it will be a new face if nothing else. Are you asking her here?”
“Gracious, no! She’s booked at the Peak.”
“Do I understand you to have something against this old woman?” he asked me as he filled his pipe.
“How do you know she’s an old woman?”
“Dammit, she’s Martha’s aunt!”
“Martha’s only about twenty-four and people can have aunts younger than themselves.”
“Oh, all right. What have you against this woman?”
“She’s been divorced three times and sounds very American.”
“How d’you mean—American?”
“Oh, don’t sit there splitting hairs! You know perfectly well what I mean. After the Denholms, I was hoping to
see no more Americans for a bit.”
“If she’s going to the Peak you needn’t see more of her than you want to. Is Martha asking us to do anything
about her?”
“No, not really. You can read the letter for yourself. Martha just says she’s coming down here for a change
after this third divorce and that she’s not much my type.”
“I should have thought she’d had enough changes with three divorces and that a little of the status quo or
something would be more in order,” he suggested.
“That’s what’s wrong with these Americans,” I said, “the ones who come down here, anyway. There ain’t any
status quo. They are all on their way from they don’t know where to they don’t know where because they don’t
know why. …. How are things round at the factory?”
“Oh, fine. Barring accidents, we ought to go into Crop at six tomorrow morning. But, of course, anything can
happen. A labourer fell into the cooling pond this morning and we had to do artificial respiration on him when we
got him out.”
“But how did he fall in there? Heaven knows, it’s big enough and a wall all round it. I mean, it’s not a thing
you can trip over!”
“He was taking a short cut. Out-of-Crop, we had it emptied and boarded over while they were cementing the
bottom of it. So, chatting to a friend, he vaulted over the wall, expecting to land on the boards three feet below on
the other side and he landed instead on twenty feet of water—it had been filled during the night.” Twice chuckled.
“Laughed like anything when he came round—so did his pals. I don’t think I’ll ever understand how Negroes
think, not if I stay here for the rest of my life. They have no sense of—of contingency, as it were. They never
think: If I do this, that will ensue. That bloke knew we were going into Crop—he’s been stoking the furnaces for
the last three days. It didn’t occur to him that the blokes on the cooling system would be filling their tanks and the
pond too. They never seem to look beyond their noses or the moment they are living in.”
“That’s like children,” I said. “Children are beginning to grow up the moment they realize that one event leads
to another, that cause produces effect.”
“Well, one event led to another with this bloke all right, and he certainly got an effect. When he came round,
Sir Ian gave him a cursing that nearly blistered him, but I don’t suppose it’ll do any good. Another of them is just
as likely to fall into the furnaces this afternoon. Life itself is just here today and gone tomorrow with them.”
“That’s the thing I like least about the island,” I said. “The cheapness of life. Murder itself seems to arise out of
nothing at all.” Twice frowned into his beer.
“It’s the old question of point of view. They murder for things that our race wouldn’t murder for, but that
doesn’t mean that they ware nothing at all. Often, I think, the real reason behind these killings doesn’t come out
and we can’t deduce it because the Negro is working by a scale of values that is completely unknown to us—
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foreign to our understanding.”
“Possibly,” I said. “Reading the reports of them in the Island Sun is a little like being an adult at a children’s
party and seeing a quarrel break out. You can’t settle a quarrel like that in a reasonable, adult way. No adult can
grasp the real point at issue. You either have to settle it by disciplinary force or let them fight it out. And that is
very much what the law does in this island—it hangs the murderer, sends him away from the party so that he can’t
be naughty again, but I don’t think it very often finds out just why he was naughty in the first place. It might all
have started over something that, to us and our law, is so trifling that we would never even notice it, far from
regarding it as a motive for violence.”
“And often, I think, in all this violence, murder is not intended,” Twice said. “It is the lack of that contingency
sense. A bloke goes wallop with a cutlass at some other bloke who has annoyed him and realizes too late that a
wallop with a cutlass can let a life out. Nice cheerful lunchtime conversation, this. Where did we start?”
“Martha’s aunt. But let’s stick to murder,” I said. “It’s more theoretical and less irritating to me at the
moment.”
*
In the end, I wrote what I thought was quite a pleasant letter to Martha, saying that I would certainly call on
her aunt at the Peak Hotel, that I knew the proprietors there and would do anything I could to make her holiday in
St. Jago a happy one and, as a result of this, I felt much better.
Indeed, I became quite well-disposed to Martha’s aunt; told myself that Martha herself was such a nice person
that her aunt could not be too bad; decided that three divorces were one of those things that could happen to
anybody and assured myself in a grand way that it was a mistake to generalize.
*
This rational, reasonable, fair and unprejudiced mood led me to ask Twice, the following evening, if he felt
that he could leave the factory for a few hours on the fifteenth so that we could go to the airport, meet Martha’s
aunt and take her to the Peak Hotel.
“Had a change of heart about the old dame?” he grinned at me.
“I wish you would stop saying old trout and old dame like that! She’s probably like something off the cover of
a varnished magazine,” I said.
“Sorry. But there’s a change of heart?”
“Well, Martha and Ian have been very good about sending raisins and rationed stuff to the people at home and
it seems the least we can do to sort of welcome this aunt. She’s probably quite nice, anyway.”
“Or quite incredibly nasty,” Twice said. “But I think it’s a good idea to meet her. Besides, it’s months since I
was in the Bay in a social way. I’ll look forward to being seen around the Peak with my own quite nice-looking
missus. People must be starting to think we can’t live together.”
“We practically don’t,” I told him. I’m probably the first woman on record whose husband left her not for a
sugar but for a sugar factory. “Besides, if you’re lucky, you might see Linda Lee!”
“I might at that,” Twice agreed.
*
Twice is not impressionable where women are concerned, but he loves beauty in anything and stares at it with
a deep, appreciative wonder. None of us on Paradise had forgotten the first time that Twice had laid eyes on Linda
Lee.
We were dining, a large party of us, at the Palace Hotel in the Bay, and I was, I think, the first of us to become
conscious that Twice, at the far end of the long table from myself, was suddenly transfixed, a wine-glass halfway
between table and lips, as if he had been petrified, except that his every nerve seemed to be quivering with ecstasy
at the sight before his wide blue eyes.
I followed the direction of his glance and became almost transfixed myself.
A woman stood in the doorway, tall, magnificent, resplendent in a tight gown of purple velvet, her shoulders
rising from the corsage, pale and with the texture of old ivory. Her hair, fluid and smooth, like thick black oil,
seemed to coat the bones of her skull and flow back to solidify in the large whining knot at the nape of her neck.
Under her noble white brow, her long, slumberous eyes moved slowly and lazily as the head turned on a neck
slender, pliant and boneless as a lily stem and, having given the waiter a smile that made no movement of muscle
in her face but gave an impression of sunlight crossing water, she moved beside her escort down the room in a
sinuous flow like a wave passing over the surface of a river.
“Who is that?” I whispered to Sir Ian Dulac who was beside me.
“Linda Lee.”
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Every eye in the room was upon her, but she seemed to be as unconscious of the eyes as some famous beauty
spot is unconscious and unmoved by those who gaze upon it. And every mind in the room, it seemed, was
thinking: “Lind Lee—Linda Lee” and the thought seemed to become audible, in lilting liquid syllables of sound
that were in turn transmuted into the movement of her body, the light gleaming on the ivory skin, the black hair
and the purple velvet.
“Do look at Twice!” I said and in that moment there was an outbreak of giggling laughter around him at the
table. Still suspended in ecstasy, as his glass was suspended in mid-air, Twice was staring at the spot beside a
pillar where the vision had vanished from sight, his eyelids beginning to blink as if he were waking from a dream.
*
“Everybody’s had a grand time these six months, ragging me about Linda Lee,” he said now, “but I’ve been
thinking about her.”
“Millions of wives would be jealous, but go on. Were the thoughts pleasant?” He grinned at me.
“More interesting than pleasant, really. Has it occurred to you that she might be the prototype of the new race
that will one day people the earth? After all, she is a combination of Chinese, East Indian, African and white,
according to Sir Ian.”
“It’s a beautiful notion,” I told him, “but I wouldn’t pin my faith to it. The other mixed breeds I’ve seen so far
haven’t come out like Linda Lee. Apparently, in her, the mixture was just right, but what it was exactly is not on
record.”
“It’s interesting, though, don’t you think? And she’s got brains as well. Oh well, one more beautiful ideal for
the future of the world split on the rock of your common sense.”
“Never mind. Linda Lee is still there for looking at now and then. Or would you be interested in more than
looking?”
“No. No, for me she has the appeal of a work of art or some magnificent accident of nature, like that time we
saw Ben Wyvis lit by a thunderstorm at night. Linda Lee is not part of the normal world to me—she is a sport of
breeding, a fortuitous fusing of certain features to make a picture for the eyes—that’s all. What about you?”
“I agree with your work of art thing, only I think of her in terms of music and movement and, of course, words
—flowing, musical words, strung together without much meaning like sesame and lilies, ivory and alabaster, and
here lies my love among the lotos\fn{ Lotus} in a palanquin of purple velvet. I don’t think of her as a woman who
will grow old. I feel that she should be immortal as the lordly ones and dwell forever in the hollow hills—”
“Taking a step into the Bay now and then so that one can have a look at her?” Twice suggested.
“Not necessarily. Having seen her once the music and the movement are there forever.”
“Me, I’ll have a look at her as often as I get the chance!” Twice said.
*
We began to look forward to our outing and by the end of the second week in January, with Crop well under
way and the factory processing sugar day and night, we talked of little else while Twice was in the house.
Martha’s aunt, by some mutation of the desire to escape from the enslavement to the factory, became a symbol of
the release from routine and therefore infinitely desirable.
Life on a sugar plantation has, like life in any other place, its own characteristics and one of the most striking
of these is the shut-in, out-of-the world feeling. Ten days after the beginning of the 1951 crop, I already had the
feeling that the processing plant at the center of the wide, basin-like valley was in dominion over us all and
excluding the world outside. It was like some enormous process of gestation and birth, as if the whole plantation
were a pregnant giantess in the process of labour to produce a certain tonnage of sugar in the course of the sixmonth In-Crop period and as if we, the staff of the plantation, were no more than servants and handmaidens who
must vie our minds to nothing else until that tonnage had been achieved.
The world outside had already become a little unreal, had lost significance, and our lives had become bounded
by the activity in the labour ward, the processing plant, whose every drive of piston, turn of wheel and pulse of
engine were watched and served, day and night, as the movements of a woman on childbed are watched and
served by her doctors and nurses.
And behind this tenseness there was the thought which, now and again, would break through, that we were
only producing that kitchen commodity, sugar.
Boredom began to set in.
At the end of the first ten days, I would feel boredom settling like a large, feathery, broody hen over the staff
who had sat in at this childbed for several years in succession, and although this was my first full year of it their
boredom was communicating itself.
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And the boredom was not all. A tropical climate has, I think, a curious effect on those born and bred in more
temperate zones. Just as the tropical light is intensely bright and the shadows intensely dark, giving to scenes a
character and significance that is unfamiliar, so does the mental light seem to change, so that words and actions
have a meaning strangely altered to a new significance.
The most striking illustration of this, in relation to St. Jago, lies in the familiar phrases “as different as black
from white” or “to work like a slave”. The words “black”, “white” and “slave” in St. Jago had a meaning much
more significant than they had in Scotland, for the island was in the final stages of that Negro emancipation that
would lead to self-government. These three words are examples of the obvious, but it always seemed to me that
that slant of light that threw them into significance played in greater or lesser degree over every word spoken in
St. Jago and over every action one might make.
I felt a constant need to step warily; I was ever conscious of the smouldering volcano and I was always on the
verge of a feeling of smothering claustrophobia, induced by the excess of heat, light, colour, vegetation and Negro
fecundity.
*
Let it not be thought that I did not like St. Jago or that I was not happy there with Twice. That would be a
mistake. But I was brought up in the rigorous climate and the sparse conditions of Highland Scotland and dislike
of excess is built into my character, I think.
Paradise Estate, where our temporary home, Guinea Corner, was situated, was nothing if not excessive. It was
the largest sugar estate in the island; it was the most lush and profitable and beautiful and it was in the private
ownership of the Dulac family whose wealth was about as excessive as their kindness.
At the time when this story begins, I knew three Dulacs, namely: Madame Dulac, who was over eighty but still
the capable mistress of her estate; Sir Ian, her son, who was about sixty and fairly recently retired from the
Colonial Police in which he had served for a few years following a distinguished career in the army; and Edward
Dulac, the son of Sir Ian, who was a bachelor of about thirty.
In January of 1951, however, Edward had returned to London after spending Christmas with us, so he does not
come into this story.
Twice and I lived at Guinea Corner through the kindness and eccentricity of Madame and Sir Ian. Twice, at
this time, was consultant for his engineering firm and we had come out to St. Jago first to make a survey and then
so that Twice could oversee the installation of certain plant[s] that had been supplied and, in normal circumstances, he and I would probably have lived in some rented house in Jago Bay, but any situation that contained the
Dulacs tended to depart from the normal.
Several items of plant were being installed in the a Paradise sugar factory and Madame Dulac lent us Guinea
Corner and regarded us not as the overseas representatives of a British engineering firm, but as a cross between
guests out from home—she was a Scotswoman from Edinburgh who had come to St Jago as a young bride—and
senior members of her considerable European staff.
The Dulacs were excessively hospitable and seemingly impervious to fatigue, and the Christmas and New Year
season under their auspices had seemed to me like a twenty-one-day endurance test, but although I was suffering
from social surfeit, Madame and Sir Ian had taken the marathon in their stride and were now looking round for
something to take up their surplus energy.
*
I was not very surprised, therefore, when, the day after I received Martha’s letter, Sir Ian bellowed outside for
my yard boy to lead his horse round into the shade and strode up on the verandah, a commanding figure in whitedrill breeches, open-necked shirt and high riding-boots. He laid his pith helmet and crop on a table and said:
“Good mornin’, me dear. Meant to come round yesterday, but I was too busy. Saw you had a letter from the
States.” Sir Ian is endlessly inquisitive, but in a very benevolent way which does not irritate me at all and it
amuses me to tease him.
“Yes,” I said. “I had.”
“Airmail, on heavy paper.”
“Yes.”
“Back-slopin’ writin’. Green ink.” He is like an old spinster peering at her neighbours round her window curtains, surmising about them, as they walk down the street.
“Yes,” I said.
“Who is she?” he asked, throwing discretion to the winds and drawing back the curtains, opening the window
and putting his head right out.
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“My friend Martha” I replied.
“Martha? Don’t sound American.”
“How d’you mean”?
“It just don’t sound American, dammit! She ought to be Corinne or Gail or somethin’. Like Fifi soundin’
French. People ought to sound like what they are so that you know where you are!”
Sir Ian has no hesitation about putting into words ideas which, after he has put them into words, you find you
have had yourself for years, but have never put them into words in case people will think you are a fool. Quite a
number of people, in point of fact, think that my friend Sir Ian is a fool, but, for that, the more fools they. Sir Ian
is not the fool of anybody, least of all himself, and this is saying a great deal.
“You don’t sound like what you are either,” I told him now, just to raise an argument. “Ian Dulac is a silly name
to start with, half-Scots, half-French, and then you go and get yourself a knighthood to stick in front of it. Sir Ian
Dulac doesn’t sound like anything, least of all like the son and heir of Madame Dulac, a lady from Edinburgh who
married the French-ancestored owner of a sugar plantation in St. Jago, a British West Indian island.”
“But I don’t use green ink!” he said when he could get a word in.
“That is a non-sequitur. We were dealing with names. Now, I have a logical name. I was born Janet Sandison—
I am a Scottish Highland crofter and I sound like it. I married and became Janet Alexander—a Scottish housewife
and I sound like it. If anyone is going to criticize Martha for not sounding American, I should and not you. You
don’t even sound probable!”
“Probable? Don’t be stupid! You can’t apply a word like that to me! Dammit I’m more than probable—I’m a
fact!”
“And so is Martha,” I said. He glared at me angrily.
“Then why does she use green ink?”
“There’s nothing unusual in that. Lots of people use green ink nowadays. You’re old-fashioned—that’s all—
stuck in a rut of believing that ink can only be black or blue-black.”
“Don’t be stupid! Of course I know there’s green ink an’ red ink but people shouldn’t use them to write to their
friends. Green ink an’ red ink are for bank clerks an’ draughtsmen an’ fellahs like that—not for writin’ private
letters!”
“You are an old man in a rut. You’re over sixty.”
“That ain’t the point,” He was dignified. “You don’t use green ink like this Martha.”
“I’m British. Martha’s American.”
“There you are. That’s what’s wrong with America—they uses green ink to write to their friends.”
“How d’you mean wrong with America? Who said anything was wrong with America?”
“Well, ain’t there? Ain’t there something wrong with this Martha? If there ain’t, why’s she writin’ you a letter
like that on that heavy paper, airmail, with all those stamps on it, in green ink?”
“My friends write me letters on heavy paper, air mail, all the time!” This sort of argument is a convention
between Sir Ian an myself. “You know that. Why, only just before Christmas I had a big heavy letter from—”
“Americans don’t write letters! They telephone!” he interrupted.
“Not from New York to St. Jago.”
“An’ if they can’t telephone, they send you the odd cable or somethin’. They don’t write big fat letters!” he
ended with triumph.
“Why not”
“They just don’t, dammit!” He took a large gulp of the beer that the maid had brought him and glared at me.
“So what’s wrong with this friend Martha of yours?” I glared back at him. “Why don’t you tell me to mind my
own business?” he enquired disarmingly, making me smile.
“That wouldn’t be polite.”
“I ain’t bein’ polite, askin’ what’s in your mail. I’m bein’ inquisitive. I know that, but I like bein’ inquisitive.”
He sipped some more beer. “Especially about America an’ Americans.”
“Why?”
“Because they’ve come out into the world now since this last war an’ there’s such a lot o’ them an’ they’ve got
so much money. When I was at school back in Edinburgh an’ learnin’ geography an’ history an’ that, American
was just a big lump o’ the map on the other side o’ the world that had its own wars an’ fights with its Indians an’
so on an’ sent the odd heiress over to marry one of our earls an’ that an’ nobody bothered much about it.
“It didn’t come into history or geography or literature or anything. An’, of course, in Latin it wasn’t there at all.
I mean, after they had told you about this fellah Columbus, they left America at that. An’, anyway, they made you
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feel that the important thing about Columbus wasn’t that he found America, really, but that he couldn’t find a king
in Europe that would give him a ship to go an’ look for it. I mean, they made Columbus an’ America look like one
o’ those bits in small print that you see at the bottom o’ the page in the history book—where it says Op. cit.”
“Footnotes?”
“I just call ’em op. cits. They made America look like an op. cit. Well, it ain’t an op. cit. Not now. An’ anybody who ain’t interested in America an’ Americans these days is dotty. So what about this friend Martha o’
yours?”
*
My friend Sir Ian makes me think of a large, fierce old mountain eagle who, long ago, took up a comfortable
point of vantage in an eyrie with a wide view from the summit of a mountain.
From this cranny in the rocks he looks out and over the world below with a far-seeing, shrewd, hooded eye, the
hood-shaped eyelid being the screen of bluff, blimpish, quasi-stupidity which he maintains between the world and
his nimble intelligence.
Like the eye of the eagle, too, his eye can make a rapid change of range and focus, so that conversation with
him is very often, as it was now, subject to a telescopic quality. At one moment, the eye was envisaging the
discovery of America and its rise as a world power and in the next its focus had narrowed to my friend Martha, as
the eagle’s eye suddenly narrows and concentrates on the lamb that is its immediate prey.
“There’s nothing very interesting about Martha,” I said. “She’s just a nice, ordinary young woman—not an
American Marie Antoinette or anything.”
“Don’t be stupid,” he told me. “An’ call that maid o’ yours an’ tell her I want another beer—an’ you’d better
have one yourself. There’s nothing else to do but sit an’ chat. There’s times when anybody that didn’t know you
would think you had no brains. It’s the nice, ordinary people that make history an’ it’s people like your Martha
that make America. Is she comin’ down here to visit you?”
“No.”
“Pity. Hoped she was. Crop’s damnable dull. It’d’ve been nice to have some fresh blood about the place. Oh,
well. You ever been to America?”
“No.”
“No point in goin’ there. Far too big. Go to New York an’ decide there’s nothin’ to it but a bunch o’ idiots all
chasin’ their own tails. Then go to Texas—millions o’ cattle an’ yet miles where you don’t see a tail to chase. Go
up Massachusetts way an’ feel you’re in some old English little town. End up feelin’ you’ve been hit on the head
with a mallet. Can’t take it in. Stuns you. Whereabouts is your Martha from?”
“She was born in California, but she’s been living in Brooklyn since she married.”
“So, married? Brooklyn ain’t what you might think either. The movies gave me the idea that it was somethin’
like the Gorbals in Glsgow or Seven Dials in London, but it ain’t. It’s a town by itself along the shore o’ the
Hudson—the part o’ it by the shore made me think o’ the Embankment more than Seven Dials. Not so old as the
Embankment, though. Apartment houses an’ that. What’s the husband’s name?”
“Ian.”
“I said the husband’s name—this Martha’s husband.”
“Ian,” I repeated.
“Not my name, dammit! I know me own name! WHAT I WAS ASKIN—”
“Martha’s husband’s name is Ian Macdonald! You haven’t got a monopoly on the name Ian!”
“Ian Macdonald? I thought you said he was an American?”
“I didn’t, but he is.”
“Don’t sound American.”
“I suppose you think he should be called Poniatowski or Gurgenheimer! The trouble with you is that you go to
the movies too much.”
“Never mind that. Where’d you get to know this Martha?”
“Back at home in Scotland, in 1949. the son of a neighbour of ours worked for her people and the son came
home for a trip and Martha and her brother came too.”
“Not the husband?”
“She wasn’t married then, only engaged. I’ve never met Ian.”
“I see. Thought maybe she was divorced. They’re very keen on divorce in America. What age is she?”
“Only twenty-four—she’s a lot younger than I am.”
“She’d still be younger’n you if she was ninety.”
1269

“What d’you mean? Dammit, I’m only forty!” I protested.
“All Americans are young,” he said. “They can’t help it. And all Scots people are old—they can’t help it either.
Pity she ain’t comin’ down here though. Hoped maybe she was when I saw that big fat letter. That’s why I was
askin’—was lookin’ forward to havin’ a visitor about the place. He sighed.
“You ain’t been through a whole Crop yet. By the end o’ June, an’ Cropover, you’ll feel your back teeth are
droppin’ out with sheer boredom.”
“Actually,” I said, relenting, “Martha isn’t coming down but her aunt is.”
“Her aunt? Why didn’t ye say so? Dammit, ain’t that what I was askin’? When?”
“The fifteenth.”
“Splendid! How long’s she stayin’ with you?”
“She’s not staying here. She’s booked at the Peak.”
“Why ain’t you havin’ her here? You got plenty o’room!”
“I don’t know her,” I said, “and I’m not sure that I want to.”
“Why? What’s wrong with her?”
“She’s coming down here to recuperate from her third divorce and that doesn’t sound like someone that I’d
have a great deal in common with, somehow.”
“People are more interestin’ if you’ve got nothin’ in common with them,” Sir Ian asserted. “No good in chattin’
all the time to people just like yourself—no fun in that.”
“Then why don’t you chat a bit more to Mrs. Murphy?” I asked.
Mrs. Murphy was the very quarrelsome, excitable, Irish wife of the estate chemist to whom Sir Ian never spoke
if he could avoid it.
“You have so little in common with her that she should be intensely interesting.”
“Don’t you go getting’ clever an’ twistin’ up what I say,” he admonished me. “Mrs. Murphy ain’t interestin’
because there’s millions of her an’ none o’ them are interestin’ unless they could all get together an’ form a mass
movement like the suffragettes did, only they won’t, because they can’t agree among themselves for long enough
to form a mass o’ any kind. An’ masses ain’t that interestin’ anyway—it’s individuals that are interestin’. Now,
there must be somethin’ interestin’ about a woman that’s been divorced three times like this aunt o’ your Martha’s. What’s her name, by the way? I mean, the one she has just now?”
“Secker. Mrs. Secker.”
“Sounds American, anyway. How do you spell it?” I spelled the name.
“I see. Secker. Makes me think o’ sec—dry, ye know. Champagne an’ that.”
“Extra dry,” I said. “Sec—er.”
“She probably ain’t dry at all,” he said. “A nice lush piece, likely.”
“A sort of femme fatale, you think? A sort of American Linda Lee?” I suggested.
“Maybe. Of course, Linda don’t marry ’em. Linda gets the money off ’em without goin’ through the courts in
alimony. Smart girl, Linda. I see she’s drivin’ a new car—yellow coupé thing, American. Must’ve got it as a
present. Not allowed to import American cars into the island in the ordinary way.”
“Anyone as beautiful as Linda Lee deserves presents that aren’t in the ordinary way,” I said. “She is the
loveliest woman I have ever seen. How old is she, Sir Ian?”
“Must be around twenty-five by now. Can’t think why she ever came back to the island. In New York or
London, she could get away with it an’ nobody’d be any the wiser.”
“I suppose you mean her coloured blood?” I asked.
“Certainly. What else?”
“Sir Ian, in a case like that, how much does it matter? I mean, I see Linda Lee around the Bay; I go to one of
her beauty parlours to have my hair thinned occasionally; I’ve spoken to her and I like her. And she is so lovely.
In Britain, given a chance to know a girl like that, I’d ask here to my home. Here, I can’t.”
“You can if you like, me dear. Nobody’s goin’ to question who you entertain at Guinea Corner.”
“I know that, Sir Ian. But Madame and you would not really like it and I don’t think your reasons are just pure
prejudice and I prefer to be guided by you and how you feel. But that doesn’t mean that I understand the thing. I
don’t. It seems to me that Linda Lee is a very interesting, clever, beautiful woman that I might like very much if I
got to know her.”
“Missus Janet, me dear, you have Linda here if you want to. Mother an’ I are old hands in the island an’ it’s
nice of you not to write us off as a pair of prejudiced old fools. But I don’t think you can get to know Linda Lee as
you might get to know one o’ your own kind—like this Martha’s aunt, for instance. Given time, you can come to
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understand Martha or her aunt an’ even see, maybe, how she got around to divorcin’ three times—the aunt, I mean
—an’ all that carry-on, but given all eternity, I don’t think you’d ever come to understand Linda Lee. An’ I’ll give
you that you’re very smart at understandin’ people an’ gettin’ on with them.
“This business of white people an’ black people is an issue that’s got confused down the ages. Through slavery
an’ that, a lot o’ enmity has crept into it, but if you forget all that—all the political an’ historical side o’ it—an’
forget the backwardness o’ the Negro race by our standards, there is still a far bigger, deeper difference between
white an’ black.
“I can’t put into words what it is—I can only tell you that it’s there an’ it shows itself in queer ways, as if the
colour o’ their minds was different from ours as the colour o’ their skins. They don’t think from the same roots as
we do, they don’t think in the same way an’ they don’t think in the same terms.
“Apart from that, they are only startin’ to think at all, while we’ve been at it for quite a while. We—some of us
—make the mistake that their thinkin’ will eventually lead them to where our thinkin’ has led us—that they’ll
eventually come to our standards o’ morality an’ this an’ that.
“Why should they? They may come in the end to standards that we’re not capable of visualisin’ at all. To expect them to end up like us is like expectin’ a spaceman from Saturn to land in Mrs. Murphy’s kitchen when she’s
havin’ a row with Mrs. Cranston an’ understand that because o’ British history the Irish don’t like the English an’
Mrs. Murphy bein’ an Irish Presbyterian thinks that Mrs. Cranston is a daughter o’ the Pope because she goes to
the English church.
“You are expectin’ him to think in terms that don’t exist for him.”
“Twice,” I said, remembering, “said once that the Negroes were different from us as people from another
planet.”
“And he’s damned right. I see your point of view about Linda Lee, me dear, an’ you have her here if you want
to. But I don’t think you’ll ever get to know her. To start with, she won’t trust you. She’ll never trust you. But
even if by some miracle she did you’d find that gap between your minds that nothing could get across.
“I’m speakin’ from experience. I’ve tried with dozens o’ them, an’ it would break your heart. That’s why I just
go in now for makin’ them do what I think is best for them whenever I can—it’s the only way I can see o’ copin’
with them.”
“The benevolent despot?”
“More or less. But I don’t interfere with the like o’ Linda Lee, of course—as long as she keeps within the law,
an’ Linda’s a great respecter o’ the law except as regards other women’s husbands an’ you can’t do much about
that.
“That’s the Negro in Linda. She don’t believe the law has anything to do with who she goes to bed with an’
who’s to say she ain’t right at that? The law about it was only established to provide for the youngsters an’ Linda
don’t have youngsters.
“That’s the white in her.
“Then she don’t go to bed with anybody who ain’t a good business proposition in the way of a new car or that
—that’s the Chinese in her—”
“Go on! Where does the East Indian come in?”
“She don’t go to bed with anybody who ain’t good fun in bed,” he said and snorted. “But it ain’t all as simple
as that. These are a few main features of her, but when you get blood as crossed as Linda Lee’s you never know
what it can lead to. You never know when the white, Negro, East Indian or Chinese in her is goin’ to take the
upper hand. That’s why I say you’d never get anywhere with her, me dear.”
“I believe you,” I said. “But she does fascinate me. It’s largely her beauty, of course, that enigmatic coolness
that still radiates a sort of warmth. She makes me think always of some sort of water-lily—you expect it to be cold
and waxen, but it isn’t—it’s warm and sympathetic to the touch.”
“If she’s a lily,” Sir Ian said, “She grew in a dung-heap. That beauty place o’ hers is on the site o’ old Suey
Chong’s brothel—hell of a plce it used to be in the old days. The Hankow Bar it was called—sort o’ seamen’s
restaurant an’ bar an’ the brothel up above. Suey made a mint o’ money—left the lot to Linda. Then she went off
to the States. Could have knocked me down with a feather when she came back here an’ went into the hair-curlin’
business, ’specially lookin’ as she does. You’d think she’d have married up there, but no.
“You see what I mean about how different they are? She had to come back here.”
“Is that so different?” I asked. “I’m like that about Scotland.”
“In Scotland, you ain’t by tradition a member o’ an oppressed an’ secondary race as Linda is here. If she’d
stayed in the States, she could have passed as white.”
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“Maybe she doesn’t want to pass as white,” I said.
“Don’t fall for that one, me dear. The biggest weakness the Negro has is his desire to pass for white if he can
manage it at all. He’ll tell you he doesn’t want to, but he does. An’ he won’t make any real progress until he loses
that inferiority complex that’s been bred into him by centuries o’ slavery an’ oppression. It’s time that put that
complex there an’ only time will wipe it out—time an’ a lot o’ good clear thinkin’ such as the Negro—and a lot o’
whites—ain’t too good at as yet.” He rose and picked up is helmet and crop.
“Well, it’s been nice chat, me dear. Very pleased this Mrs. Champagne is comin’ down Must bring her to see
Mother—no need to mention the divorces to Mother—not that she’d be shocked, but she might be awkward an’
ask questions. Mother’s devilish inquisitive.”
I watched him mount his horse and ride away.
*
At this time, as I have said, Twice and I had been living at Guinea Corner for a little less than a year and I had
not yet become used to the feudal-family attitude with which Sir Ian and his mother imbued the entire place. From
the humblest labourer up to Rob Maclean, the Scottish estate manager, Madame interfered in their lives for their
good, and although Twice and I were not really member of the Paradise staff we were also firmly tucked under the
Dulac wing.
The estate, to someone like myself, born and bread among the small fields and barren hills of northern
Scotland, was enormous, an ocean of waving sugarcane enclosed, for seven-eights of its circumference of saucerlike valley, by its surrounding hills, while the last eighth was bounded by a curve of the valley of the Rio d’Oro.
The cane gave way on all sides to the bananas and coconuts of the foothills and these in turn gave way to the
lumber forests of the higher ground.
I think it was because the strangeness of it all was ever-present in my mind that I was a favourite “gossip” with
Sir Ian. I had not yet become acclimatized to life in St. Jago; I had not yet come to accept Paradise without
wonder and I think he still found in me the stimulation that he found in the “visitors” who made his hospitable
soul rejoice. Also, Guinea Corner stood apart form the Compound which contained the houses of the other
European staff. Mrs. Murphy and the English wives of the other staff members who inhabited these houses had
long ago narrowed their world down to the Compound itself, so that it was like a suburban street in Britain, rent
by small jealousies and petty spites, its sand forever shifting under the current of the latest quarrel. The Compound was not a comfortable place for Sir Ian, the heir to Paradise and man of power about the place, so that, on
Paradise, he confined himself, socially, to Marion Maclean’s house, Olympus, and to Guinea Corner.
Paradise apart, however, the main bond between Sir Ian and me lies in the fact that he is very fond of Twice,
which makes me like him, and the next bond between us is that we are both—as you will find if you go on
reading this story—inveterate talkers.
People who like to talk are like the victims of alcoholism—they will talk about nearly anything and, as not in
alcoholism, the bottle never becomes empty and the indulger never becomes insensible—at least, not in the sense
that he is rendered incapable of further speech.
The only limitation placed by life on talkers is time and, especially in the In-Crop period, Sir Ian and I had
plenty of that. In fact, at Paradise, life very often seemed to be made up of nothing but time, a sort of pocket of
time enclosed within the space bounded by its green hills, and for such a place it seems to me that Paradise is a
very appropriate name. …
225.75 Excerpt from A Shilling For Your Scowl: The History Of A Scottish Legal Mafia\fnb{by James Shaw Grant
(1910-1999)} Isle of Lewis, Nah-Eliean Siar, Scotland, United Kingdom (M) 11
1
Donald Munro, who was Factor, or Chamberlain, of the Island of Lewis in the middle years of last century,
was the most hated man in the island’s history. During his lifetime he was excoriated in a Gaelic poem, ironically
entitled The Spirit of Kindliness (Spiorad a’ Charthannais), which concludes with a worm greeting his corpse as a
juicy morsel:
“Nice he made hundreds thin to feed himself for me.”
He is exposed less savagely, but in some ways more effectively, in a long forgotten Victorian novel, which,
again ironically, is dedicated to him. As literature it is poor but it deserves to be remembered as a valuable social
document: one of the curiosities of Scottish literature.
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Almost every family in the island has its own tradition of a particular injustice or indignity inflicted by Munro
on one of its members. In my wife’s family it is the story of a forebear—Murdo Smith (Murchadh Chaluim
Tailleir) who returned from a fishing trip to find the Factor’s men stripping the thatch from the house in Skigersta
in which his young wife was sheltering. She was Margaret Mackay, reputed to be the last child born on the Island
of North Rona.
Murdo put his wife and his belongings into a boat and made his way to Tong where he was lucky enough to get
a croft, but the malevolence of the Factor followed him there. When the rent fell due, he walked to the village of
Back, several miles distant, to pay it. Munro refused to take it because he was a few minutes late. He was ordered
to be in time at the next collection, the same day, at Aignish, on the other side of Broad Bay. Munro drove off in
his gig for Aignish, while Murdo, who had neither horse nor gig, took off his shoes and raced across the sands,
against tide and clock, knowing that failure would cost him a fine, or perhaps the loss of a second croft.
Munro’s oft repeated threat “Cuiridh mi as an fhearann thu”—“I’ll take the land from you”—has become
proverbial. The phrase he used when fining tenants if they were surly when they paid the rent—“Tasdan air do
dhrein”—“A shilling for your scowl!”—is also remembered with bitterness.
In my own family there is the same tradition as in my wife’s of petty harassment. My grandmother was fined
because she had peats in front of the house when Munro went marching by at the head of the Local Volunteer
Company of which he was Commanding Officer.
The peats offended the dignity of the parade!
More substantially, the family remembers how Munro pursued it through the Courts for over thirty years in a
maze of trumped up law suits which surpass the notorious case of Jarndyce v. Jarndyce in Dickens’s Bleak House.
My granduncle, my great grandmother, and my grandfather were successively bankrupted in the process. My
grandaunt and my granduncle were imprisoned for debts they didn’t owe. Their children had to buy back the
family home at a public roup\fn{Auction} in Edinburgh, although it had been taken from their parents quite
illegally. The sorest blow of all was the loss of their twin daughters, who perished as infants from neglect and
malnutrition, because of the inhuman behaviour of those whose duty it was to protect the innocent and maintain
the peace.
*
Despite the passion which these injustices inevitably arouse, even after the lapse of more than a hundred years,
I feel constrained to ask whether the oral tradition has maligned the man.
Certainly, in some respects, the tradition has passed from history through legend into myth. I have been told,
with great authority and circumstantial detail, how Munro eventually lost his job, emigrated to Canada and was
starving on the streets of Toronto when his life was saved by one of the crofters he had evicted.
The story is completely untrue. Munro died in his bed, in Stornoway, in a room with which I was very familiar
in my youth. At the same time the true circumstances of his end had even more of divine nemesis, or at least of
irony, than is suggested in the myth. The questions that must be asked are these: was Donald Munro worse than
other factors of his time or was he a typical representative of a harsh oppressive age? Did he exceed the authority
conferred on him by his employer or was he a faithful servant diligently carrying out the instructions he received?
If we compare events in Lewis with what was happening at the same time in the neighbouring island of North
Uist we find that Munro was representative rather than an aberration. If we compare the policies he pursued with
those of his immediate predecessor and his immediate successor as factors in Lewis, we are forced to the
conclusion that he was carrying out the settled policy of the proprietor, Sir James Matheson.
That, in itself, raises other questions because Sir James was widely regarded in his day, and by historians since,
as a model landlord and one of the great benefactors in Highland history .
*
Even so Donald Munro was unique. Paradoxically, he was unique in that he was not alone. He was the godfather of a little legal mafia of cousins, operating together in the law courts in Lewis and Edinburgh, who held a
community of more than twenty thousand people in thrall for a generation. Even if we leave his relations out of
the picture for the moment, he was also unique in the extent of his personal power.
At the summit of his career he held nearly thirty public offices. He was simultaneously Procurator Fiscal and
Factor for the whole of Lewis—two incompatible offices—while as Captain of the Militia he had behind him the
only military force in the island, and did not scruple to use it, at least in threat.
He was one of only two solicitors practising in the island. The other was his cousin and partner, William Ross.
He was chairman of the four Parochial Boards, and legal adviser to the boards of which he was chairman. He was
chairman of the four island School Boards, vice-Chairman of the Harbour Trustees, the chief magistrate of
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Stornoway, deputy chairman of the Road Trust and a director of both the Gas Company and the Water Company.
He appeared in the Sheriff Court in two different capacities—solicitor and procurator fiscal—but he also sat on
the bench himself as a Justice of the Peace. He also held the ancient appointment of baron bailie although, latterly
at least, he did not convene courts in that capacity. He was also a commissioner of supply and a commissioner
under the Income Tax acts.
The only office he held which was not capable of being exercised oppressively against the people whose
destinies he controlled was the captaincy of the Matheson Cricket Club; an organisation ill suited to the Hebridean
weather and unrelated to the interests of the indigenous community.
It is significant that, although he was for many years an active member of the local lodge of Freemasons—
Lodge Fortrose No 108—he never seems to have held high office, and the very active Stornoway Literary and
Debating Society, which was patronised by his employer, Sir James, year after year blackballed Munro from
membership. In the areas in which there was some element of democratic choice Munro was rejected, even at the
height of his power, not only by the Gaelic-speaking crofters in the rural areas but by the English-speaking, or
bilingual, business and professional community in the town of Stornoway.
The fact that Munro was Chief Magistrate does not undermine that assessment. The people of Stornoway had
to fight hard against the Estate to get Police Burgh status for the town. Acceptance of the Estate’s representative as
Chief Magistrate was part of the price they paid.
Munro was also unique among the oppressive factors of his day in the personal pleasure he derived from
gratuitous acts of malevolence. This we know, not only from the oral tradition, and the contemporary Gaelic poem
by John Smith, the Earshader Bard, from which I have already quoted; we have the written testimony, from
beyond the grave, of one of his own subordinates, rediscovered for us by a chance annotation in shorthand in a
newspaper cutting book kept by my father.
*
It is not Munro’s uniqueness, however, that gives his career importance. It is the fact that he was the natural
product of a flawed system of legal administration. A system which was admirable in its intentions and effective
in most of its procedures, but in which one essential element—the provision of solicitors—was left to the free
play of market forces.
On the periphery, in the Outer Hebrides, the market was weak, or non-existent, and failed to sustain the
competition which an adversarial system demands. This gives the life of Donald Munro contemporary relevance
in an age in which the market is regarded as the most effective social regulator even in the areas where, for geographical or commercial reasons, the market manifestly does not work.
His ultimate downfall may be a portent of more than local or historical significance. It was brought about by
one of the most remarkable “risings” in Highland history.
The “rising” was completely peaceful in so far as those directly involved were concerned, but was so badly
handled, by Munro and his associates, it precipitated a riot among the bystanders. The so-called Bernera Riot of
1874 was the ultimate condemnation of a system of oppression which inevitably produced violence by its own
excesses and ineptitude.
*
In order to take up the contemporary theme of the market which failed to function, and to set the scene for the
rise of Donald Munro and his associates, it is necessary to go back to 1788 when, as those in authority saw it, the
legal system of Scotland was reformed, and the rule of law came to the Western Isles for the first time in history.
2
The reform which gave Lewis its first Sheriff Court was a by-product of a dispute about pay.
In 1788 the Scottish Sheriffs wanted a rise. Instead the Government relieved them of the cost of paying the
salaries of their Substitutes.
Under the old system, the Sheriffs, looking to their own financial interest, appointed as few Substitutes as they
could get away with, and the remoter parts of the country were scandalously neglected. Once that financial
disincentive was removed, the Sheriffs began to give some attention to the facts of Scottish geography.
The only regular connection between Stornoway and the mainland was via Poolewe. A “packet” sailed every
Wednesday and Saturday “weather permitting”. From Poolewe the traveler had to make his way down Loch
Maree by boat, and then get the “mail car”—presumably a gig—to Dingwall. There could have been no other area
in Britain where nearly half the population of a county was separated from the county town and the Sheriff Court
1274

by so difficult a journey.
West Uig, then one of the most prosperous parts of Lewis, with a seaborne trade of its own, was even more
inaccessible from Stornoway than Stornoway was from Dingwall. So far as Uig was concerned, there might just
as well have been no courts of justice at all.
Lewis was even more isolated from the higher courts in Edinburgh. Portree was the terminus of the steampacket service from Glasgow. When the Lewis-bound traveler had got as far as Skye, he had the option of
working his way by a leisurely coaster to Poolewe and completing the journey from there by the twice weekly
packet, or hiring a sailing boat to take him direct to Stornoway. As direct, that is, as the vagaries of wind and tide
permitted.
Seen from Edinburgh or London, the placing of a Sheriff Substitute in Stornoway was almost a missionary
enterprise: civilisation reaching out to bring the benefits of a sound judicial system to the barbarous Islanders. The
historical facts are somewhat different.
Under the old Lordship of the Isles there had been an established legal system in the Hebrides. Not much is
known about it. The laws were probably transmitted orally rather than set out in written statutes. They may have
been administered somewhat arbitrarily. But, at least, there was a law-giver, someone to resolve disputes, in each
of the major islands. Justice was accessible to the people. The Morisons of Ness in Lewis, who had been
hereditary Breves, were still regarded as such for more than a century after the Lordship of the Isles, from which
they derived their authority, had disappeared. They are remembered with respect even today.
The reform of 1788 merely filled a vacuum which central government itself created when the Lordship of the
Isles was forfeited in 1493. Attention was drawn to the vacuum by the Church of Scotland Synod of Glenelg at its
very first meeting in July 1725. The Synod was setup by the General Assembly to cover the Islands and the North
West Mainland, which had previously been almost totally neglected by both Church and State. Its first act, apart
from essential administrative decisions, was to address a petition to the Government asking that “fit persons”
should be commissioned to reside in some of those places at greatest distance to see the laws duly executed.
Sixty-three years later, when the Synod’s plea was eventually listened to, the Sheriff of Ross & Cromarty—
Donald Macleod of Geanies—put it on record that ”many instances” had occurred of Defenders being put to
“unnecessary trouble, hardship and expense” by Pursuers who, “from improper motives,” and “without serving
any good purpose” cited them to appear in distant courts. He makes clear that this oppression, by due process of
law, occurred in both criminal and civil cases.
So far as the Western Isles were concerned, the legal system, prior to 1788, and as we shall see, for a long time
after 1788, was itself a primary instrument of injustice inflicted on innocent people. The reform of 1788 was long
overdue but, unfortunately, in spite of Donald Macleod’s good intentions, it was more token than real.
*
The Sheriff Substitute appointed to Stornoway was George Munro, a writer (or solicitor) in Dingwall who
continued to reside and practice there. At the first court held in Stornoway, he accepted the nomination of his own
apprentice as Sheriff Clerk Depute “within the island of Lewis,” a description which defined his jurisdiction
rather than his place of residence. In the following month, finding it necessary to appoint a Procurator Fiscal, he
gave the job to John MacAllan, another writer in Dingwall. He also decreed that actions against Defenders within
a computed mile of Stornoway would proceed on a day’s notice, and against Defenders in other parts of Lewis on
two days’ notice. This, it was explained, was “for the greater despatch of business” but, quite clearly, it was
intended to reduce to a minimum the length of his visits to the island in which he was supposed to administer
justice.
To answer a summons in the Court in Stornoway within two days, a Defender in many parts of Lewis would
have to leave home as soon as he received it without time to order his affairs, or consult his friends. Lewis had
been given a Sheriff and a Sheriff Court but the administration of justice was still firmly located in Dingwall.
In the regulations for the administration of the new Courts, Donald Macleod of Geanies drew attention to the
fact that there was an insufficient number of legal practitioners resident in Fortrose to service the Sheriff Court
there, so the people of Fortrose were authorised, if they wished, to treat Tain or Dingwall as their local court. The
same difficulty arose in Lewis, even more acutely, but the Sheriff does not mention it. We can only assume that
Lewis was “beyond the pale” and what happened there did not really matter anyway.
The legal reforms of 1788 were completely frustrated on the periphery of Scotland by the fact that one
essential element in an adversarial system—the availability of skilled legal advice for all parties to a dispute—was
left to the free play of market forces. For the best part of a century after Lewis, belatedly, got a Sheriff Court of its
own, there was never a period of ten consecutive years, I believe not even five, in which there were two
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independent legal agents in the town of Stornoway, so that one litigant in every civil case, and the accused in
every criminal case, was unrepresented, except on the rare occasions when relatively wealthy people, faced with
major litigation, were able to buy in legal advice from across the Minch. Because of the lack of qualified legal
agents in Stornoway, the Court had great difficulty, over a long period of years, even in finding suitably qualified
people to act as Procurator Fiscal.
The idea of having a Procurator Fiscal based in Dingwall soon proved unworkable. The Sheriff-Substitute
appointed to Stornoway found it necessary to have a Procurator Fiscal resident within the island, even if he wasn’t
there himself.
He appointed Donald Ross, tacksman of Mid Borve. No indication is given that Ross had any qualifications or
aptitude for the post. The name Ross is not indigenous to Lewis, but it is very common around Tain and Dingwall.
The presumption must be that the appointment rested on some link of blood or friendship or the recommendation
of a mutual acquaintance.
In the following year Ross’s appointment was terminated, ostensibly because it was found inconvenient to
have a Procurator Fiscal residing in a rural area rather than in the town of Stornoway. The new appointee was
Alexander Anderson. Again there is no indication of qualifications or aptitude beyond the fact that he was “a
residenter in Stornoway.”Anderson did not last long either and the normal situation there—after was that the
Mackenzies of Seaforth, who owned Lewis, as a sort of overseas colony of their mainland estates, retained a
solicitor in Stornoway who was also appointed Procurator Fiscal.
In some ways the position was worse than it had been before the reform which gave Stornoway a Sheriff
Court. Defenders in civil actions and the accused in criminal actions were still generally without legal representtation, but the Pursuer in both the civil and criminal courts was now represented on the spot. Life had become
considerably easier for Pursuers, but, if anything, it was more difficult than it had been for Defenders.
The evils of the situation were intensified when, as happened repeatedly, the Seaforths’ legal agent in Lewis
was also the Chamberlain, or Factor, and the post of Procurator Fiscal was added to this intense concentration of
legal and administrative power. Eventually the concentration of power became an accepted feature of the island
scene, with disastrous consequences for the people who had to endure it and for the reputation of the courts.
*
A temporary break in the pattern occurred when Thomas Buchanan Drummond was appointed Procurator
Fiscal in May 1834. He was not, at that time, a retainer of the Seaforths and seems to have had some considerable
legal experience. His petition to be admitted to practise before the Stornoway Court describes him as “having
been regularly bred to the law profession and qualified to act as a procurator before any court of law in Scotland,”
which is no doubt true, although it was written by himself.
Whatever his qualifications, Drummond was a man of very inept judgement. One of his first acts on taking up
office was to write a long letter to Seaforth suggesting that the inhabitants should be roused from “their present
state of idleness and misery” by changing the name of Stornoway to Port Royal, and importing Irish navvies to
show the islanders how to work. The name Stornoway, he complained, “sounds harsh to the ear of all lowlanders”
and “gives strangers a wild idea of this country.” He chose the name Port Royal, in honour of William IV, the
Sailor King, who had visited Stornoway in 1793. He seems to have been quite unaware that Portree, the “capital”
of the neighbouring island of Skye, was already named Port Royal, in the indigenous language of the people, and
in honour of a much more important monarch in Highland terms—James V, who in 1540 had sailed to the islands
with a fleet of 12 warships on a very bellicose mission of peace.
*
Drummond had some sensible ideas too but they were lonely swimmers in a vast ocean of nonsense. He recognised the importance of opening up the island with roads, and improving communications with the mainland. He
urged the need for a jail, a Court house and proper public offices. He anticipated history by 150 years when he
recommended the amalgamation of the Western Isles into a new county.
But he also wanted Seaforth to restructure the island’s crofts and farms with a mathematical precision which
took little account of topography and on a scale which would have made the Sutherland clearances look like a
picnic.
He was one of those instant reformers who can see only the end result with none of the incidental difficulties
of getting there. He offered to write a book about Lewis and, being “already the author of several works,” he
guaranteed that “strangers from all corners of the country will pour into the place and be induced to reside here.”
“The seas and rivers here, as well as the lands, abound with everything necessary for man’s existence yet all
these mercies are, as it were, neglected by the inactivity of the natives” but, if his advice was taken, the “bareness
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and misery” of the island would be replaced, by “beauty and fruitfulness.” He told Seaforth he had consulted
some of the “most respectable merchants” and that his plans had their approbation. One can see him scurrying
round the modest villas of the little town, explaining to the merchants and ship’s captains home from foreign
voyages that all their island needed, to make it into a modern Eden, was a change in the name of Stornoway and
an infusion of Irish blood.
I wonder what they said behind his back?
Whatever it was, I think it unlikely that the presence of Thomas Buchanan Drummond in Stornoway did very
much to gain respect for the courts and the general process of justice. Even his letters to Seaforth, seeking his aid,
were injudicious. To enhance his own status in the great man’s eyes he belittled the townsfolk by suggesting that
they were critical of Seaforth’s policies for the place, but then went on to suggest, in a hectoring tone which none
of the locals would venture to employ, that Seaforth should use his influence as a member of the government to
“ask and obtain all the good that possibly can be obtained for this place.” For himself he sought neither fee nor
reward—or at least so he protested—but he asked that Seaforth would do him the justice of “intimating to his
Majesty that it was I, an humble individual, that suggested”changing the name of Stornoway to Port Royal, in
honour of the King.
However inept Drummond may have been; however much the locals may have laughed at him; the presence in
the town of a solicitor independent of the proprietor was of considerable importance. In a later letter to Seaforth,
Drummond, acting as solicitor for a group of business men, urged him to seek Parliamentary powers for the
development of Stornoway as a commercial port, regulated by an elected harbour authority. The neglect of the
harbour was a long running grievance, and the prosperity of Stornoway was seriously compromised, for fully half
a century, by the preoccupation of proprietors with their own careers in London, or abroad, or their wives’
aesthetic dislike of a messy business like the curing of herring.
Unfortunately Drummond’s independence of the proprietor was relatively short lived. Less than a year after his
letter to Seaforth, as spokesman for the frustrated business men of Stornoway, Drummond was accepting from
Seaforth an appointment to be both his Baron Bailie and his political agent: an odd assortment of offices for a
Procurator Fiscal to hold. Buchanan clearly had some qualms. He replied “I have never received any letter from
the Lord Advocate stating that as Fiscal I was not entitled to act as an agent in Political matters” but speculated
that the power to prevent him might lie with the Sheriff rather than the Lord Advocate. Even if that were the case,
he did not see it as an insuperable obstacle: he could distance himself from politics by using Seaforth’s Factor as a
screen.
He offered to take on the two jobs for £100 per annum, plus expenses—a tidy salary in the money values of the
time—and assured Seaforth that he would arrange matters, “so as your own or your friends interests in this quarter
will always be duly and properly attended to.”
The Baron Bailie courts had been in decline for many years. At one point in the distant past the Baron Bailies
had a limited right of capital punishment but, by the date of Drummond’s appointment, their function was
primarily to settle minor quarrels among tenants and to collect fines levied for non-attendance at the head court.
They tended to survive longer, perhaps not unnaturally, in the remoter parts of the country and, when properly
conducted, could have served a useful purpose, somewhat similar to the Scottish Land Court in our own day.
There was still a Baron Bailie in Lewis forty years later, although he protested that he no longer held courts, and
the appointment of a Baron Bailie was attended with considerable formality. The Commission of John Munro
Mackenzie, who was appointed Baron Bailie of Lewis more than twenty years after Drummond, authorises him
“to fence hold and continue Baron Bailie Courts as he shall think proper, to administer justice in all causes, to
place and displace, appoint and remove all officers and members of court when necessary and generally to do any
other thing which any Baron Bailie may lawfully do by the law and practice of Scotland.”
In 1835, in Lewis, when Drummond assumed the office, it was certainly not a sinecure, especially after the
proprietor, from whom the appointment was held, and to whom alone the Baron Bailie seems to have been
responsible, accepted an appointment as Governor of Ceylon and removed himself even further from events in
Lewis than he had been as a member of the Government in London.
In 1837, according to a directory published in that year, there were two “writers and notaries” in Stornoway,
but this breach in the monopoly situation was short lived, and, even while it lasted, it was vitiated by the
incestuous relationship which existed within official circles. The other “writer and notary” was Roderick
Mackenzie, the town clerk of Stornoway, who was Drummond’s clerk in the Baron Bailie court.
*
In the following year Thomas Buchanan Drummond died and Stornoway was left with no qualified legal
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practitioner at all. Whether this implies that Roderick Mackenzie had left, or that his qualifications were less substantial than the almanac implied, is not clear. The consequence, however, is clear enough: a further concentration
of civil and administrative poer in inappropriate hands.
*
On 25th April 1838, Thomas Knox, factor for the Seaforth Estates in Lewis was appointed Procurator Fiscal
“there being at present no legal practitioner resident in said island.” The minutes indicate that the appointment
was regarded as an emergency one, the Sheriff Substitute finding it necessary to “appoint some proper person (not
being a legal practitioner).”
Two months later, the powers of the Factor were strengthened still further: the proprietors petitioned the court
to permit him to plead in civil actions as well, despite the fact that he was not qualified to practice before the
Court at all. The Sheriff agreed, somewhat reluctantly. While that solved the problem for the estate in initiating
legal actions, it meant that the tenants were more defenceless than ever in resisting any arbitrary use of the
Factor’s power.
It is impossible to assess the extent to which petty oppression, or outright injustice, flourished while the operation of the legal system was hampered by a lack of qualified agents to appear before the courts. The measure is
not in the cases which are recorded but in the harassment submitted to in silence, because there was no one available to advise or support the harassed. The records do, however, give us an occasional glimpse of the tip of the
iceberg.
Sheriff Robert Sutherland Taylor, who presided for a short time in the Stornoway Court around 1840, commented thrice, within the space of two months, on the problems arising from “the circumstances of this Court,
where the Respondents have not access to professional legal assistance except at a great distance,” but, in each
case, refused to delay proceedings, because there was “no remedy consistent with the expeditious discussion” to
which the cases were entitled. Two of the cases were actions for removal at the instance of the Seaforths, and it
seems reasonable to assume that, whatever the urgency with which the estate wished to get vacant possession of
its property, the tenants being evicted would suffer more from undue haste than the estate from undue delay.
The problem of defendants in the Stornoway Court, over a period of nearly a hundred years, was put more
forcefully in the pleadings submitted by a tailor, Murdoch Matheson, threatened with the loss of his horse. Matheson, who combined with his tailoring a modest business as a carter, sent his gray horse to graze on the Tong moor
in the spring. The horse strayed but, some weeks later, Matheson heard there was a gray horse wandering along
the fences of Amish Farm. He sent his wife and a servant to collect it. They recognised the horse and the horse
recognised them. They brought it home. It was so domesticated it used to wander into the house in search of food.
At that stage one of the leading businessmen in Stornoway, Roderick Nicolson, shipowner, merchant and
tacksman, raised an action in the Sheriff Court claiming the horse as one of his, which, about the same time, had
strayed from the moor in Lochs. Nicolson engaged the only solicitor available, and might well have won his
action—and the horse!—by default, but for the fact that a friend, who could write, came to the tailor’s assistance,
pointing out to the court that Nicolson’s horse had been seen on the moor at Lochs sometime after Matheson’s
horse was reported at the boundary of Amish Farm, and “unless he were a Pegasus he could not be one and the
same animal.” Matheson’s pleadings, a beautifully written document, describing Nicolson’s action as vexatious,
concludes:
He is a poor, illiterate man without legal advice or assistance, depending for his own and his family’s subsistence on
the services of the animal of which the Petitioner so unjustly seeks to deprive him. On the other hand the Petitioner,
with whom he has to contend in defending his lawful property, is a rich man and has employed the only procurator in
the place to conduct his case. He had the greatest difficulty in getting a person to undertake the writing of these answers
and, were it not that he has the greatest confidence in the goodness of his cause and your Lordship’s impartial judgment, he would, in all probability, sit down in despair and suffer the Petitioner to carry away his property without
opposition.

Matheson’s answers were “drawn without fee or reward by H. Brown” and signed by Matheson with a cross.
Hugh Brown is a rather shadowy figure who first appears in the Sheriff Court records as “a messenger.” In
December 1815 he was appointed Procurator Fiscal although he does not appear to have had any legal qualification. The records are sparse and incomplete, but he was still Procurator Fiscal in 1824 when he is mentioned as
concurring in an action by William and Roderick Morison, Lloyd’s agents in Stornoway, against tenants in
Lemreway, for destroying a mast and beam from an unnamed wreck, for which they had to pay fines ranging from
10/- to £4 together with £8.7 of modified expenses.
1278

In 1833 Brown ceased to be Fiscal, in circumstances which will be examined later. Even when he was Fiscal,
Brown does not seem to have been admitted to practice in civil cases, which, no doubt, explains his anxiety to
make clear that he had acted for Matheson “without fee or reward.” And the question must be asked whether he
would have acted for Matheson in any circumstances if Matheson’s opponent in the case had been the allpowerful Factor, representing the Seaforths, rather than a Stornoway merchant.
Two years earlier the same Roderick Nicolson, as farmer of Upper Coil, applied for an interdict against the 36
tenants in the club farm of Nether Coll, prohibiting them from grazing their stock on the seaweed along the shore.
The tenants of Nether Coil had around 300 black cattle and the seaweed was an important part of their winter
feed. They were taken down to the beach as the tide went out and allowed to graze until the flood began. Three
hundred black cattle on the sands at Coil would have been a sight worth seeing.
There was only one legal agent in Stornoway at that time, and, as Nicolson had engaged him, the 36 tenants
were unable to get advice. They lost the case by default, and suffered the further injustice of having expenses
awarded against them so that they had, in effect, to pay for their own improper exclusion from a perquisite of their
holdings which they had enjoyed from time immemorial.
Shortly afterwards the Factor, Alexander Stewart, was sacked by the Seaforths for undisclosed reasons. He
immediately set up business in Stornoway as a “writer and Notary Public.” On 16 th June 1832, he was admitted to
practice in Stornoway Sheriff Court. His application states that he had served a legal apprenticeship with William
Laurie, Procurator in Lanarkshire.
In this way, for a short time, there were two qualified legal agents in Stornoway and the effect on the administration of justice was immediate. The discontented tenants of Nether Coil sought the help of their old enemy, the
ex-Factor, and the case about the seaweed was re-opened. Stewart informed the court that, at Whitsunday 1830,
the 36 tenants in Nether Coil had been given a nine year lease by the Seaforth Trustees which obliged them to
carry out extensive improvements, including the erection of new houses and offices, at a considerable distance
from their arable land, “in order to increase the value of the farm to the landlord.”
It had always been use and wont in the Island for tenants’ cattle to feed along the shore, without interruption or
molestation, he said. The new lease confirmed that right but, as a result of their exclusion by Nicolson, the Nether
Coil cattle were “now in a state of starvation from which, if they do ever recover, their value must be greatly
reduced.” Even if one assumes that Stewart overstated the effect of the exclusion on his clients’ cattle, it is clear
that they suffered a considerable injustice because of the unavailability of competent legal advice, when the case
against them was first raised. Moreover, the injury to their interests would have been permanent, and no record of
it would have survived, but for the timely dismissal of the Factor.
We have no way of knowing how many similar incidents arose over the years when there was no dismissed
and disgruntled Factor around to secure the justice which the normal process of law in Lewis, at that time, failed
to deliver.
3
The hardships inflicted on unrepresented litigants in the Stornoway Courts may have been modified to some
extent by the chance that, for almost 30 years, from 11 th March 1813, the bench was occupied by a sympathetic
Sheriff-substitute—John Mackenzie.
So far as I know, he was the only Sheriff-substitute in the two hundred years existence of the Stornoway Court
who had any real knowledge of the island and its people prior to his appointment. He was a son of John
Mackenzie of Letterewe and had his own estate on the mainland, but, as a young man, he had been a writer in
Stornoway, and for a time had been Sheriff Clerk to the Stornoway Court. His wife was a daughter of Rev. Hugh
Munro, a well known minister in the parish of Uig.
Because of his local ties Sheriff Mackenzie was, however, open to pressures which an outsider would have
escaped. Shortly before Alexander Stewart’s dismissal as Factor, for instance, the Sheriff went with Lewis
MacIver, the tacksman of Gress, on a visit to the celebrated seal cave, the entrance to which is so narrow that a
special boat had to be built for access. The boat was unstable and MacIver and the Sheriff were thrown into the
water. They were quickly rescued but Mackenzie, who was a frail old man, was badly shaken. He was hurried to
MacIver’s home at Gress and put to bed.
While the Sheriff was in bed recovering, Stewart arrived on horseback to get his signature to a summons for
debt against another leading figure in the community, Dr. Macaulay, who was a tacksman and merchant as well as
a doctor: a thoroughly unpleasant character who had once threatened to kill a Sheriff Officer with a shovel, and
who was much more interested in his business ventures than in his patients, if he had any. The Sheriff, with his
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mind on his recent escape from drowning, commented to the Factor that he was delighted to be able to sign the
document. The Factor, knowing there was an old animosity between the Sheriff and the Doctor, fanned the flames
by reporting the Sheriff’s comment to Macaulay, without revealing the circumstance to which it referred.
The Sheriff’s usefulness was also diminished by his pre-occupation with his mainland farm. There were many
occasions, even in summer, but especially in winter, when he was cut off from Stornoway for days, or even
weeks, at a time. He was, for instance, absent from his jurisdiction when the mutineers of the Jane were arrested,
and charged with murder and piracy. In national terms, it was much the biggest case to arise during his thirty year
tenure of office but he appears to have played no part in it.
*
The schooner Jane, owned by a merchant named Moses Levy, sailed from Gibraltar, on an evening in May,
1821, for “the Brazils” with a cargo of sweet oil, paper, beeswax, and aniseed. Beneath the beeswax were hidden
38,180 Spanish hard dollars, which may have been intended to finance the revolutionary struggle then taking
place in South America. The casks containing the dollars were loaded late in the evening, after the other cargo,
and their great weight caused speculation among the crew.
In the course of the voyage, the Captain, Thomas Johnston, a Scot, was indiscreet enough to reveal the truth
tothe mate, Peter Heaman, a man of rather dubious background who came from Sunderland or Shields. Heaman,
together with the French cook, Francois Gautier, organised a mutiny in mid Atlantic, murdering the Captain and
another member of the crew. They sailed north to the Hebrides and scuttled the vessel in the Minch, hoping to
land on the Scottish mainland and pass themselves off as the shipwrecked crew of a Scandinavian vessel outward
bound for New York.
Contrary winds drove the mutineers ashore at Swordale in Lewis. The dollars were found by customs officers,
secreted among their belongings or buried under the shingle of the beach. The Maltese cabin boy, Andrew
Camelier, turned King’s evidence. Heaman and Gautier were convicted of piracy and murder, in the High Court of
Admiralty in Edinburgh, and publicly executed on Leith sands: the last pirates to suffer the death penalty in
Scotland.
The trial of the mutineers of the Jane aroused widespread interest among lawyers because of the issues it
raised concerning the jurisdiction of a Scottish court to try foreign seamen, for a crime committed on a foreign
vessel, on the high seas, thousands of miles from the Scottish coast. From the Lewis point of view the most
significant feature of the affair is that the arrest of the pirates was accomplished because of the efficient
arrangements made for the protection of the revenue, not because of any particular efficiency in the general
administration of the law. There was a well staffed Customs House at Stornoway and a revenue cutter stationed at
the port. Capt Benjamin Oliver of the Prince of Wales, who brought the pirates to Leith, captured 11 smugglers
between 1815 and 1829: cutters, ketches, luggers, sloops and brigs, with crews ranging from 5 to 29. Altogether
127 individuals—mainly foreign—were arrested. Another 19 escaped, but their cargo of gin was seized.
The same degree of protection was not given to the King’s subjects as to the King’s revenue. When the mate
and cook of the Jane were arrested, the matter was in the hands of the Surveyor of Customs, although the offences
had nothing to do with his department, and he had to rely on the crofters round about to guard the criminals
overnight. The crofters were told to stave the pirates’ boat and bind the crew if they tried to escape. The murderers
were not arrested until the following day, when the Surveyor sent his son from Stornoway with a party of men to
secure them. They were then lodged in an hotel on the South Beach, for want of a jail, and examined by four J.
P.s,\fn{Justices of the Peace:H} in the absence of the Sheriff.
While the mutineers were in jail in Edinburgh, awaiting their trial, Mrs. Stewart Mackenzie of Seaforth sought
to have Sheriff John Mackenzie removed from office because of his long and repeated absences from his jurisdiction. Mrs. Mackenzie was popularly referred to in the North as Lady Hood Mackenzie. As the young bride of
Admiral Sir Samuel Hood, she had been the toast of London society and made a notable journey across India in a
palanquin, like a queen.
On her return from India—as Sir Walter Scott, a close friend, records in his poetical Farewell to Mackenzie—
she lost her husband, her father, and her brother, all within a space of six months. As a result, she found herself, a
young widow, saddled with the administration of the vast Seaforth estates: as foretold in the best known prophecy
of the Brahan Seer, with which Sir Walter Scott claims to have been personally familiar long before the sudden
spate of family deaths which brought about its fulfilment
The young widow married James Alexander Stewart of Glasserton, eldest son of Admiral Keith Stewart, and
grandson of the Earl of Galloway. He added the name Mackenzie to his own and undertook the administration of
the Seaforth Estates on his wife’s behalf. On occasions, however, Mrs. Stewart Mackenzie intervened directly in
1280

matters in which she had a special interest. It is perhaps significant that, when she wrote Donald Macleod of
Geanies, the Sheriff Principal (as we would designate him nowadays), seeking the dismissal of the Sheriffsubstitute, he temporised, and sought the views of her husband.
In addition to her complaint about Sheriff John Mackenzie’s non-residence in Lewis, it is clear she was angry
because he had given a decision against her which was overturned on appeal to the Court of Session. In the
circumstances, her attempt to have him removed from office possibly tells us more about the relationship between
the Estate and the Courts, as she perceived it, than about John Mackenzie’s qualities as Sheriff Substitute at Stornoway.
Not content with trying to get John Mackenzie out, she attempted to get her own nominee in: James Adam, her
Factor in Lewis. Presumably he would have ceased to be Factor, if he were appointed Sheriff, but clearly his
appointment, as her protégé, would not have made for even-handed justice between proprietor and tenant.
Whether because of advancing years, or awareness of Mrs. Stewart Mackenzie’s machinations, John Mackenzie sought to divest himself of the office of Sheriff Substitute in favour of his nephew, Murdo Robertson. Murdo’s
qualifications for the post were rudimentary. He had worked for a couple of years with a writer in Aberdeen, and
later held a temporary clerkship in a law office in Edinburgh. His strongest card was the influence he could bring
to bear. In addition to being a nephew (by marriage) of the Sheriff Substitute, he was a full nephew of Lewis
MacIver, the most influential merchant and tacksman in Lewis at the time, and a son of James Robertson,
Collector of Customs, who was a key figure in the island community for many years.
Mrs. Stewart Mackenzie retorted, in a letter to the Lord Justice Clerk, that the young man’s “notions of law and
justice” were not very clearly defined and that his connections with the principal tacksmen in the island were
much too close.
“The Island of Lewis is perhaps the only part of Great Britain now actually groaning under the oppressive
system of middlemen,” she told the Lord Justice Clerk, intimating the intention of her husband and herself to
reside in Lewis for a number of years to deal with the situation. They did reside in Lewis for a time, and tried to
raise finance for the development of the island by the issue of their own currency: twenty-shilling notes, payable
on demand at the counting house in Stornoway, and signed by J. A. Stewart Mackenzie. This expedient was
probably made necessary by the fact that both the Seaforth and the Glasserton Estates were heavily burdened with
debt.
The Mackenzies did bring “the oppressive system of middlemen” to an end, and, long after she had sold the
island, “Lady Hood Mackenzie” was revered in Lewis for it. The reform, however, was only partially successful.
The middlemen remained as farmers, now competing with their old sub-tenants for a very limited acreage of
arable land. More importantly, Stewart Mackenzie and his wife left Lewis, when he became, successively, a
Member of Parliament, a Junior Minister, Governor of Ceylon and High Commissioner in the Ionian Islands, with
the result that Lewis passed into the control of trustees.
The old tacksmen, with all their faults, had been modest entrepreneurs, providing a little work and leadership
in their communities, but trustees, by definition, were dedicated to maintaining the status quo, avoiding all risk
and squeezing as much rent as possible out of crofters and farmers alike. No worse fate could befall a Highland
estate, crying out for commercial development, than to come under the dead hand of legal Trustees in Edinburgh.
Although Mrs. Stewart Mackenzie did succeed in getting rid of the tacksmen, with rather different results from
those she intended, she failed in her attempt to get rid of Sheriff John Mackenzie. The authorities appear to have
been unwilling to dismiss him—presumably they had no grounds, in spite of the lady’s complaints—and he
abandoned his intention to resign when he realised he had no hope of establishing a family dynasty.
*
While the battle over his personal position was still in progress, the Sheriff was called on to deal with an
unusual application to the Court, which casts its own light on the bizarre manner in which justice was
administered, in the Western Isles, in the early years of the nineteenth century.
While the mutineers of the Jane were awaiting trial in Edinburgh, Donald Macleod, a mason from Bayhead,
was in the tolbooth of Stornoway, awaiting trial on charges of malicious mischief and theft. Because of the
cumbersome “colonial” system of administration, it took the Sheriff Court in Stornoway a good deal longer to
deal with these petty offences than it took the High Court in Edinburgh to try the mutineers and send two men to
the gallows.
Macleod had set a boat adrift and stolen some bedclothes from it. He admitted the charge, when interrogated
on the 13th of August, but was told he would be detained in the tolbooth until April of the following year before
being tried and sentenced. In desperation he got a friend—Hugh Brown?—to address a petition to the Sheriff1281

substitute, drawing attention to the deplorable conditions in which he was kept. He asked the Sheriff “to banish
him from the county for such a number of years and under such a penalty as your Lordship may see proper to
inflict and grant him his liberty for banishing himself.” The Sheriff acceded to this peculiar request, and banished
the mason for seven years!
A few years earlier, in 1818, another prisoner, weary of the law’s delays, achieved his release in an even more
unusual manner. Alexander Macdonald, a sub-tenant at Begnigary, admitted stealing a quantity of “oat and bear”
seed from a neighbour’s barn, because of want and necessity. He was languishing in jail, awaiting trial and a
sentence, which would probably have involved a public whipping and a long banishment from the island. At last
he petitioned the Sheriff, expressing the hope “that your Lordship will consider that he has already been
sufficiently punished for his crime by being confined so long in this jail, and, as he is given to understand that
there is no Common Executioner at present in the Town of Stornoway, he is willing to accept this office for his
liberation, and on condition that a reasonable provision will be made to maintain himself and family.”
The Sheriff granted the petition, and found the prisoner entitled to the “fees, perquisites and emoluments” of
the office, provided he would “consider himself bound to perform” the duties, “whenever he is called upon to do
so.” The post of Common Executioner must have been extremely unpopular in Stornoway to make such a bargain
acceptable to the Court. A bargain, incidentally, which anticipated The Mikado by nearly a century.
*
These unusual arrangements were made while Sheriff Mackenzie was on the bench and Hugh Brown was the
Procurator Fiscal. They suggest that the wheels of a creaky system were being oiled by a little common sense and
local knowledge, but the partnership came to an end in 1833. In that year Donald Macleod of Geanies was gently
—perhaps not so gently!—eased out of the office of Sheriff of Ross & Cromarty which he had occupied for
nearly half a century.
Although he had been an advocate for a short time in Edinburgh, Macleod was more of a country gentleman
than a lawyer. It was said of him, around the time of his retiral, that he was respected for everything “except his
knowledge of the law.” He was in ill health and quite incapable of performing the duties of his office.
Quite apart from that, the Lord Advocate was anxious to get rid of him, because the legal system in Scotland
was once more being improved and higher standards were now demanded of Sheriffs than Macleod could possibly meet.
It was rather an unseemly and a sad little episode. Macleod was reluctant to go unless he was assured of a
pension equal to his full salary. The Government was reluctant to pay a full pension as well as the salary of the
incoming Sheriff. Macleod held his commission for life and wouldn’t budge. The new Sheriff—John Jardine—
had been chosen and was impatient to get his hands on the salary, but his appointment could not be announced
while Macleod was still in post.
While Jardine fretted in the wings, there was considerable jockeying by others to get the preferment for friends
or clients of their own. It was suggested, for instance, that Jardine’s horsemanship was unequal to the rigours of
the post: he was too old and fat to go riding round the Highland countryside. The Lord Advocate thought
otherwise, and stuck by his nominee. Pressure was applied to the dying man, through his family, and eventually
he resigned. Sheriff Mackenzie’s commission lapsed with Donald Macleod’s resignation but John Jardine reappointed him, which suggests that he was still acceptable to the authorities in Edinburgh, despite the attempt by
the Seaforths to unseat him.
The same, however, was not true of Hugh Brown. At his first Court after his own re-appointment, Mackenzie
installed Andrew Mercer as Procurator Fiscal. The Records give no indication what happened to Brown. Presumably he did not have the qualifications now demanded of Fiscals in Scotland, and had to go, irrespective of the
fact that he had filled the post very adequately for many years.
The standard of professionalism in the Scottish Courts was being raised in national terms, but, as so often
happens, what worked at the centre caused problems at the periphery. The appointment of Andrew Mercer to be
Procurator Fiscal at Stornoway was not a success. A few months after his appointment, he quarrelled with Dr.
Macaulay, whom we have already met and will meet again. Mercer sued Macaulay for defamation and damages.
In view of Dr. Macaulay’s reputation, the presumption is that Mercer was in the right, but he made the mistake
of pursuing his private quarrel in his official capacity as Procurator Fiscal. The Sheriff rebuked him for the
confusion of roles, and, in the following year, the egregious Drummond was appointed in his place, although
Mercer still continued to appear for a time as a solicitor.
It would be difficult to argue, from the evidence we have, that the replacement of Hugh Brown, by either
Mercer or Drummond, was in the public interest, even if they were better qualified on paper, and, when Drum1282

mond died, the situation deteriorated still further with the appointment of Thomas Knox, to be both Chamberlain
and Fiscal.
It became completely ridiculous when Knox was absent from Lewis fora period and Brown was temporarily
recalled as his replacement. Knox was less experienced in the Courts than Brown and utterly unsuitable for the
office, having regard to the other major appointment he held. Maintaining the quality of justice was clearly not the
basis on which appointments were made.
*
The long reign of Sheriff John Mackenzie came to an end in July 1841, when he resigned because of old age.
The family association with Lewis was, however, renewed a few years later when his son, John Munro Mackenzie, became Chamberlain, and an Honorary Sheriff Substitute. It was renewed again, more than a century later,
when the Sheriff’s great great grandson, J. H. M. Mackenzie, became owner of the largest firm in the Harris
Tweed industry, and proprietor of the little estate of Scaliscro in the west of Lewis.
The family still cherish the Sheriff’s beautiful embroidered Georgian waistcoat, a work of art which suggests
that he must have been, in his younger days at least, something of a dandy.
Four months after Sheriff Mackenzie was succeeded on the bench by James Robertson S.S.C., administistration of the law in the Island of Lewis entered an entirely new phase.
*
On 5th November, 1841, Donald Munro “sometime writer in Tain, but later residing in Edinburgh,” was
admitted to practice in the Stornoway Court and “having taken the oaths to government and de fideli administratione officio,” was appointed Procurator Fiscal.
Hitherto the deficiencies in the legal system in Lewis had been largely negative, arising from the shortage of
qualified solicitors, which left accused people, and respondents in civil cases, without representation, and had
sometimes led, for short periods, to the amalgamation of the incompatible offices of Fiscal and Factor.
Now a key position in the legal system, and in the life of the island, was occupied by an ambitious and arrogant man who systematically set about accumulating power and flaunting it in the faces of the people whose lives
he dominated.
When he arrived in Lewis, Donald Munro was Procurator Fiscal, estate solicitor for the Seaforths, a Notary
Public and the only legal agent in the island.
Ten years later, on 21st February, 1851, he was joined by his cousin, William Ross, and thereafter conducted his
private practice as Munro and Ross. In admitting William Ross, Sheriff George Deas added a cautionary note to
his interlocutor:
as the applicant has only been examined by the single Procurator practising before the Court at Stornoway, the Sheriff
thinks it the safer and better course to admit the applicant in the meantime as a practitioner in that district only, leaving
him to apply of new if he shall afterwards desire to practice elsewhere in the Sheriffdom.

Clearly Sheriff Deas, only recently arrived in the island, had some reservations about the situation which
confronted him. He also, apparently, subscribed to the view not uncommonly held by central government over the
centuries that what might not be good enough for other parts of Scotland would serve quite well in the off-shore
islands.
Shortly after his arrival, William Ross was appointed Deputy Fiscal to his cousin, then Joint Fiscal with him,
and when, in 1874, Donald Munro was belatedly stripped of his commission because of a scandalous abuse of
power, which had come to public notice, he became sole Fiscal, while remaining a partner of his discredited
cousin in their private business.
The arrival of William Ross in Stornoway suggests that the business of the island had grown to the stage at
which it would support two solicitors. If a rival to Donald Munro had set up his plate, many of the island’s later
problems might have been averted. Unfortunately, the arrival of his cousin as a partner merely served to increase
his stranglehold on the life of the community.
Four years after William Ross arrived in Lewis, Donald Munro was appointed Chamberlain, or Factor, by Sir
James Matheson, without relinquishing his private legal practice, his Fiscalship or any of the nearly thirty
appointments I have already listed.
William Ross did not acquire quite so many offices as his older cousin and senior partner, but he did add quite
considerably to the power of the mafia. He was Secretary and Treasurer to the Harbour Trust of which Donald
Munro was virtually chairman, being vice to Sir James Matheson, who was seldom present and whose doer he
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was. Ross was also Clerk and Treasurer to the four School Boards over which Donald Munro presided and for a
time Inspector of Poor, for the Parish of Stornoway. His son John, served an apprenticeship with Munro and Ross,
and, after a period in Edinburgh, became joint Procurator Fiscal with him.
The Sheriff Clerk Depute was also John Ross by name, and a native of Tain, but he was not a relative, was a
highly respected member of the community, and was generally referred to as “Little Ross” to distinguish him
from the others.
John Rose, a nephew of Donald Munro, was a clerk in the Chamberlain’s Office and Ground Officer for the
Parish of Stornoway, which gave him a detailed knowledge of what was happening in the townships and
considerable executive authority over crofting affairs. Another employee in the Chamberlain’s Office—although
not, I think, a relative of Munro—collected the Poor Rates for the island, and still another was agent for the Royal
Mail Steamer Ondine plying between stornoway and Ullapool daily in summer and thrice a week in winter.
Another cousin of Donald Munro, William Ross Skinner, was an S. S. C. in Edinburgh. When the Chamberlain’s
operations became too complicated to handle at the local level, Skinner acted in the higher courts. He was not,
however, the Edinburgh agent for the Matheson estates. He only acted in Donald Munro’s personal ploys.
*
In a small community some degree of pluralism is bound to occur in the filling of public offices which are
necessarily part-time, but the concentration of power within the Chamberlain’s Office in Lewis was unique in
Scotland, as was the control exercised by the Chamberlain and his relatives over the judicial process, both civil
and criminal.
A strong Sheriff Substitute could have mitigated the grosser evils, but the available evidence suggests that, for
a long period after the retirement of John Mackenzie, that essential restraint on arbitrary power was lacking.
Such was the situation in the early 1870’s when, after thirty years residence in Lewis, Munro’s power was at its
peak. It was built up steadily from his arrival in the island, as he gathered offices of trust and authority into his
own hands, or the hands of his relatives and employees. It altered dramatically after his fall. The relationship
between the members of the family, and the relations of each with the public were also altered by the rise and fall
of the Chamberlain.
We are examining not a situation but a process. A process in which Donald Munro and his little mafia acted as
if they were prime movers, disposing of others like pawns on the board, but in which they were themselves the
pawns on a larger board, on which the people of Lewis conducted a notable struggle against a well-intentioned but
misguided and despotic landlord, and a remote, uncaring, and often ill-informed, government. …
221.162 Excerpt from The Third Policeman\fn{by Brian O’Nolan aka Flann O’Brien, Myles na gCopaleen (1911-1966)}
Strabane, Strabane, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (M) 13
1
Not everybody knows how I killed old Phillip Mathers, smashing his jaw in with my spade; but first it is better
to speak of my friendship with John Divney because it was he who first knocked old Mathers down by giving him
a great blow in the neck with a special bicycle-pump which he manufactured himself out of a hollow iron bar.
Divney was a strong civil man but he was lazy and idle-minded. He was personally responsible for the whole idea
in the first place. It was he who told me to bring my spade. He was the one who gave the orders on the occasion
and also the explanations when they were called for.
I was born a long time ago. My father was a strong farmer and my mother owned a public house. We all lived
in the public house but it was not a strong house at all and was closed most of the day because my father was out
at work on the farm and my mother was always in the kitchen and for some reason the customers never came until
it was nearly bed-time; and well after it at Christmas-time and on other unusual days like that. I never saw my
mother outside the kitchen in my life and never saw a customer during the day and even at night I never saw more
than two or three together. But then I was in bed part of the time and it is possible that things happened differently
with my mother and with the customers late at night.
My father I do not remember well but he was a strong man and did not talk much except on Saturdays when he
would mention Parnell with the customers and say that Ireland was a queer country.
My mother I can recall perfectly. Her face was always red and sore looking from bending at the fire; she spent
her life making tea to pass the time and singing snatches of old songs to pass the meantime. I knew her well but
my father and I were strangers and did not converse much; often indeed when I would be studying in the kitchen
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at night I could hear him through the thin door to the shop talking there from his seat under the oil-lamp for hours
on end to Mick the sheepdog. Always it was only the drone of his voice I heard, never the separate bits of words.
He was a man who understood all dogs thoroughly and treated them like human beings. My mother owned a cat
but it was a foreign outdoor animal and was rarely seen and my mother never took any notice of it. We were all
happy enough in a queer separate way.
Then a certain year came about the Christmas-time and when the year was gone my father and mother were
gone also. Mick the sheepdog was very tired and sad after my father went and would not do his work with the
sheep at all; he too went the next year. I was young and foolish at the time and did not know properly why these
people had all left me, where they had gone and why they did not give explanations beforehand.
My mother was the first to go and I can remember a fat man with a red face and a black suit telling my father
that there was no doubt where she was, that he could be as sure of that as he could of anything else in this vale of
tears. But he did not mention where and as I thought the whole thing was very private and that she might be back
on Wednesday, I did not ask him where.
Later, when my father went, I thought he had gone to fetch her with an outside car but when neither of them
came back on the next Wednesday, I felt sorry and disappointed. The man in the black suit was back again. He
stayed in the house for two nights and was continually washing his hands in the bedroom and reading books.
There were two other men, one a small pale man and one a tall black man in leggings. They had pockets full of
pennies and they gave me one every time I asked them questions. I can remember the tall man in the leggings
saying to the other man:
“The poor misfortunate little bastard.”
I did not understand this at the time and thought that they were talking about the other man in the black clothes
who was always working at the wash-stand in the bedroom. But I understood it all clearly afterwards.
After a few days I was brought away myself on an outside car and sent to a strange school. It was a boarding
school filled with people I did not know, some young and some older. I soon got to know that it was a good school
and a very expensive one but I did not pay over any money to the people who were in charge of it because I had
not any. All this and a lot more I understood clearly later.
My life at this school does not matter except for one thing. It was here that I first came to know something of
de Selby. One day I picked up idly an old tattered book in the science master’s study and put it in my pocket to
read in bed the next morning as I had just earned the privilege of lying late. I was about sixteen then and the date
was the seventh of March. I still think that day is the most important in my life and can remember it more readily
than I do my birthday.
The book was a first edition of Golden Hours with the two last pages missing. By the time I was nineteen and
had reached the end of my education I knew that the book was valuable and that in keeping it I was stealing it.
Nevertheless I packed it in my bag without a qualm and would probably do the same if I had my time again.
Perhaps it is important in the story I am going to tell to remember that it was for de Selby I committed my first
serious sin. It was for him that I committed my greatest sin.
*
I had long-since got to know how I was situated in the world. All my people were dead and there was a man
called Divney working the farm and living on it until I should return. He did not own any of it and was given
weekly cheques of pay by an office full of solicitors in a town far away. I had never met these solicitors and never
met Divney but they were really all working for me and my father had paid in cash for these arrangements before
he died. When I was younger I thought he was a generous man to do that for a boy he did not know well.
I did not go home direct from school. I spent some months in other places broadening my mind and finding out
what a complete edition of de Selby’s works would cost me and whether some of the less important of his
commentators’ books could be got on loan.
In one of the places where I was broadening my mind I met one night with a bad accident. I broke my left leg
(or, if you like, it was broken for me) in six places and when I was well enough again to go my way I had one leg
made of wood, the left one. I knew that I had only a little money, that I was going home to a rocky farm and that
my life would not be easy. But I was certain by this time that farming, even if I had to do it, would not be my life
work. I knew that if my name was to be remembered, it would be remembered with de Selby’s.
I can recall in every detail the evening I walked back into my own house with a traveling-bag in each hand. I
was twenty years of age; it was an evening in a happy yellow summer and the door of the public house was open.
Behind the counter was John Divney, leaning forward on the low-down porter dashboard with his fork, his arms
neatly folded and his face looking down on a newspaper which was spread upon the counter. He had brown hair
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and was made handsomely enough in a small butty way; his shoulders were broadened out with work and his
arms were thick like little tree-trunks. He had a quiet civil face with eyes like cow’s eyes, brooding, brown, and
patient. When he knew that somebody had come in he did not stop his reading but his left hand strayed out and
found a rag and began to give the counter slow damp swipes. Then, still reading, he moved his hands one above
the other as if he was drawing out a concertina to full length and said:
“A schooner?”
A schooner was what the customers called a pint of Coleraine blackjack. It was the cheapest porter in the
world. I said that I wanted my dinner and mentioned my name and station. Then we closed the shop and went into
the kitchen and we were there nearly all night, eating and talking and drinking whiskey.
The next day was Thursday. John Divney said that his work was now done and that he would be ready to go
home to where his people were on Saturday. It was not true to say that his work was done because the farm was in
a poor way and most of the year’s work had not even been started. But on Saturday he said there were a few
things to finish and that he could not work on Sunday but that he would be in a position to hand over the place in
perfect order on Tuesday evening. On Monday he had a sick pig to mind and that delayed him. At the end of the
week he was busier than ever and the passing of another two months did not seem to lighten or reduce his urgent
tasks. I did not mind much because if he was idle-minded and a sparing worker, he was satisfactory so far as
company was concerned and he never asked for pay. I did little work about the place myself, spending all my time
arranging my papers and re-reading still more closely the pages of de Selby.
A full year had not passed when I noticed that Divney was using the word “we“ in his conversation and worse
than that, the word “our”. He said that the place was not everything that it might be and talked of getting a hired
man. I did not agree with this and told him so, saying that there was no necessity for more than two men on a
small farm and adding, most unhappily for myself, that we were poor. After that it was useless trying to tell him
that it was I who owned everything. I began to tell myself that even if I did own everything, he owned me.
Four years passed away happily enough for each of us. We had a good house and plenty of good country food
but little money. Nearly all my own time was spent in study. Out of' my savings I had now bought the complete
works of the two principal commentators, Hatchjaw and Bassett, and a photostat of the de Selby Codex. I had also
embarked upon the task of learning French and German thoroughly in order to read the works of other commentators in those languages. Divney had been working after a fashion on the farm by day and talking loudly in the
public house by night and serving drinks there. Once I asked him what about the public house and he said he was
losing money on it every day. I did not understand this because the customers, judging by their voices through the
thin door, were plentiful enough and Divney was continually buying himself suits of clothes and fancy tiepins.
But I did not say much. I was satisfied to be left in peace because I knew that my own work was more important
than myself. One day in early winter Divney said to me:
“I cannot lose very much more of my own money on that bar. The customers are complaining about the porter.
It is very bad porter because 1 have to drink a little now and again myself to keep them company and I do not feel
well in my health over the head of it. I will have to go away for two days and do some traveling and see if there is
a better brand of porter to be had.”
He disappeared the next morning on his bicycle and when he came back very dusty and travel-worn at the end
of three days, he told me that everything was all right and that four barrels of better porter could be expected on
Friday. It came punctually on that day and was well bought by the customers in the public house that night. It was
manufactured in some town in the south and was known as “The Wrastler”. If you drank three or four pints of it, it
was nearly bound to win.
The customers praised it highly and when they had it inside them they sang and shouted and sometimes lay
down on the floor or on the roadway outside in a great stupor. Some of them complained afterwards that they had
been robbed while in this state and talked angrily in the shop the next night about stolen money and gold watches
which had disappeared off their strong chains. John Divney did not say much on this subject to them and did not
mention it to me at all. He printed the words BEWARE OF PICKPOCKETS in large letters on a card and hung it
on the back of shelves beside another notice that dealt with cheques. Nevertheless a week rarely passed without
some customer complaining after an evening with The Wrastler. It was not a satisfactory thing.
As time went on Divney became more and more despondent about what he called “the bar”. He said that he
would be satisfied if it paid its way but he doubted seriously if it ever would. The Government were partly
responsible for the situation owing to the high taxes. He did not think that he could continue to bear the burden of
the loss without some assistance. I said that my father had some old-fashioned way of management which made
possible a profit but that the shop should be closed if now continuing to lose money. Divney only said that it was a
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very serious thing to surrender a license.
It was about this time, when I was nearing thirty, that Divney and I began to get the name of being great
friends. For years before that I had rarely gone out at all. This was because I was so busy with my work that I
hardly ever had the time; also my wooden leg was not very good for walking with. Then something very unusual
happened to change all this and after it had happened, Divney and I never parted company for more than one
minute either night or day. All day I was out with him on the farm and at night I sat on my father’s old seat under
the lamp in a corner of the public house doing what work I could with my papers in the middle of the blare and
the crush and the hot noises which went always with The Wrastler. If Divney went for a walk on Sunday to a
neighbour’s house I went with him and came home with him again, never before or after him. If he went away to
a town on his bicycle to order porter or seed potatoes or even “to see a certain party” I went on my own bicycle
beside him. I brought my bed into his room and took the trouble to sleep only after he was sleeping and to be wide
awake a good hour before he stirred.
Once I nearly failed in my watchfulness. I remember waking up with a start in the small hours of a black night
and finding him quietly dressing himself in the dark. I asked him where he was going and he said he could not
sleep and that he thought a walk would do him good. I said I was in the same condition myself and the two of us
went for a walk together into the coldest and wettest night I ever experienced. When we returned drenched I said
it was foolish for us to sleep in different beds in such bitter weather and got into his bed beside him. He did not
say much, then or at any other time.
I slept with him always after that. We were friendly and smiled at each other but the situation was a queer one
and neither of us liked it. The neighbours were not long noticing how inseparable we were. We had been in that
condition of being always together for nearly three years and they said that we were the best two Christians in all
Ireland. They said that human friendship was a beautiful thing and that Divney and I were the noblest example of
it in the history of the world. If other people fell out or fought or disagreed, they were asked why they could not
be like me and Divney. It would have been a great shock for everybody if Divney had appeared in any place at
any time without myself beside him. And it is not strange that two people never came to dislike each other as
bitterly as did I and Divney. And two people were never so polite to each other, so friendly in the face.
I must go back several years to explain what happened to bring about this peculiar situation. The “certain
party” whom Divney went to visit once a month was a girl called Pegeen Meers. For my part I had completed my
definitive “De Selby Index” wherein the views of all known commentators on every aspect of the savant and his
work had been collated. Each of us therefore had a large thing on the mind. One day Divney said to me:
“That is a powerful book you have written I don’t doubt.”
“It is useful,” I admitted, “and badly wanted.”
In fact it contained much that was entirely new and proof that many opinions widely held about de Selby and
his theories were misconceptions based on misreadings of his works.
“It might make your name in the world and your golden fortune in copyrights?”
“It might.”
“Then why do you not put it out?”
I explained that money is required to “put out” a book of this kind unless the writer already has a reputation.
He gave me a look of sympathy that was not usual with him and sighed.
“Money is hard to come by these days,” he said, “with the drink trade on its last legs and the land starved away
to nothing for the want of artificial manures that can’t be got for love or money owing to the trickery of the
Jewmen and the Freemasons.”
I knew that it was not true about the manures. He had already pretended to me that they could not be got
because he did not want the trouble of them. After a pause he said:
“We will have to see what we can do about getting money for your book and indeed I am in need of some
myself because you can’t expect a girl to wait until she is too old to wait any longer.”
I did not know whether he meant to bring a wife, if he got one, into the house. If he did and I could not stop
him, then I would have to leave. On the other hand if marriage meant that he himself would leave I think I would
be very glad of it. It was some days before he talked on this subject of money again. Then he said:
“What about old Mathers?”
“What about him?”
I had never seen the old man but knew all about him. He had spent a long life of fifty years in the cattle trade
and now lived in retirement in a big house three miles away. He still did large business through agents and the
people said that he carried no less than three thousand pounds with him every time he hobbled to the village to
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lodge his money. Little as I knew of social proprieties at the time, I would not dream of asking him for assistance.
“He is worth a packet of potato-meal,” Divney said.
“I do not think we should look for charity,” I answered.
“I do not think so either,” he said.
He was a proud man in his own way, I thought, and no more was said just then. But after that he took to the
habit of putting occasionally into conversations on other subjects some irrelevant remark about our need for
money and the amount of it which Mathers carried in his black cash-box; sometimes he would revile the old man,
accusing him of being in “the artificial manure ring’ or of being dishonest in his business dealings. Once he said
something about “social justice” but it was plain to me that he did not properly understand the term.
I do not know exactly how or when it became clear to me that Divney, far from seeking charity, intended to rob
Mathers; and I cannot recollect how long it took me to realise that he meant to kill him as well in order to avoid
the possibility of being identified as the robber afterwards. I only know that within six months I had come to
accept this grim plan as a commonplace of our conversation. Three further months passed before I could bring
myself to agree to the proposal and three months more before I openly admitted to Divney that my misgivings
were at an end. I cannot recount the tricks and wiles he used to win me to his side. It is sufficient to say that he
read portions of my “De Selby Index” (or pretended to) and discussed with me afterwards the serious
responsibility of any person who declined by mere reason of personal whim to give the “Index” to the world.
Old Mathers lived alone. Divney knew on what evening and at what deserted stretch of road near his house we
would meet him with his box of money. The evening when it came was in the depth of winter; the light was
already waning as we sat at our dinner discussing the business we had in hand. Divney said that we should bring
our spades tied on the crossbars of our bicycles because this would make us look like men out after rabbits; he
would bring his own iron pump in case we should get a slow puncture.
There is little to tell about the murder. The lowering skies seemed to conspire with us, coming down in a
shroud of dreary mist to within a few yards of the wet road where we were waiting. Everything was very still with
no sound in our ears except the dripping of the trees. Our bicycles were hidden. I was leaning miserably on my
spade and Divney, his iron pump under his arm, was smoking his pipe contentedly. The old man was upon us
almost before we realised there was anybody near. I could not see him well in the dim light but I could glimpse a
spent bloodless face peering from the top of the great black coat which covered him from ear to ankle. Divney
went forward at once and pointing back along the road said:
“Would that be your parcel on the road?”
The old man turned his head to look and received a blow in the back of the neck from Divney’s pump which
knocked him clean off his feet and probably smashed his neck-bone. As he collapsed full-length in the mud he did
not cry out. Instead I heard him say something softly in a conversational tone—something like “ I do not care for
celery” or “I left my glasses in the scullery”. Then he lay very still.
I had been watching the scene rather stupidly, still leaning on my spade. Divney was rummaging savagely at
the fallen figure and then stood up. He had a black cash-box in his hand. He waved it in the air and roared at me:
“Here, wake up! Finish him with the spade!”
I went forward mechanically, swung the spade over my shoulder and smashed the blade of it with all my
strength against the protruding chin. I felt and almost heard the fabric of his skull crumple up crisply like an
empty eggshell. I do not know how often I struck him after that but I did not stop until I was tired. I threw the
spade down and looked around for Divney.
He was nowhere to be seen. I called his name softly but he did not answer. I walked a little bit up the road and
called again. I jumped on the rising of a ditch and peered around into the gathering dusk. I called his name once
more as loudly as I dared but there was no answer in the stillness.
He was gone. He had made off with the box of money, leaving me alone with the dead man and with a spade
which was now probably tinging the watery mud around it with a weak pink stain.
My heart stumbled painfully in its beating. A chill of fright ran right through me. If anybody should come,
nothing in the world would save me from the gallows. If Divney was with me still to share my guilt, even that
would not protect me. Numb with fear I stood for a long time looking at the crumpled heap in the black coat.
Before the old man had come Divney and I had dug a deep hole in the field beside the road, taking care to
preserve the sods of grass. Now in a panic I dragged the heavy sodden figure from where it lay and got it with a
tremendous effort across the ditch into the field and slumped it down into the hole. Then I rushed back for my
spade and started to throw and push the earth back into the hole in a mad blind fury.
The hole was nearly full when I heard steps. Looking round in great dismay I saw the unmistakable shape of
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Divney making his way carefully across the ditch into the field. When he came up I pointed dumbly to the hole
with my spade. Without a word he went to where our bicycles were, came back with his own spade and worked
steadily with me until the task was finished. We did everything possible to hide any trace of what had happened.
Then we cleaned our boots with grass, tied the spades and walked home. A few people who came against us on
the road bade us good evening in the dark. I am sure they took us for two tired labourers making for home after a
hard day’s work. They were not far wrong. On our way I said to Divney:
“Where were you that time?”
“Attending to important business,” he answered. I thought he was referring to a certain thing and said:
“Surely you could have kept it till after.”
“It is not what you are thinking of,” he answered.
“Have you got the box?” He turned his face to me this time, screwed it up and put a finger on his lip.
“Not so loud,” he whispered. “It is in a safe place.”
“But where?”
The only reply he gave me was to put the finger on his lip more firmly and make a long hissing noise. He gave
me to understand that mentioning the box, even in a whisper, was the most foolish and reckless thing it was
possible for me to do.
When we reached home he went away and washed himself and put on one of the several blue Sunday suits he
had. When he came back to where I was sitting, a miserable figure at the kitchen fire, he came across to me with a
very serious face, pointed to the window and cried:
“Would that be your parcel on the road?”
Then he let out a bellow of laughter which seemed to loosen up his whole body, turn his eyes to water in his
head and shake the whole house. When he had finished he wiped the tears from his face, walked into the shop and
made a noise which can only be made by taking the cork quickly out of a whiskey bottle.
In the weeks which followed I asked him where the box was a hundred times in a thousand different ways. He
never answered in the same way but the answer was always the same. It was in a very safe place. The least said
about it the better until things quietened down. Mum was the word. It would be found all in good time. For the
purpose of safe-\keeping the place it was in was superior to the Bank of England. There was a good time coming.
It would be a pity to spoil everything by hastiness or impatience.
And that is why John Divney and I became inseparable friends and why I never allowed him to leave my sight
for three years. Having robbed me in my own public house (having even robbed my customers) and having ruined
my farm, I knew that he was sufficiently dishonest to steal my share of Mathers’ money and make off with the
box if given the opportunity. I knew that there was no possible necessity for waiting until “things quietened
down” because very little notice was taken of the old man’s disappearance. People said he was a queer mean man
and that going away without telling anybody or leaving his address was the sort of thing he would do.
I think I have said before that the peculiar terms of physical intimacy upon which myself and Divney found
ourselves had become more and more intolerable. In latter months I had hoped to force him to capitulate by
making my company unbearably close and unrelenting but at the same time I took to carrying a small pistol in
case of accidents. One Sunday night when both of us were sitting in the kitchen—both, incidentally, on the same
side of the fire—he took his pipe from his mouth and turned to me:
“Do you know,” he said, “I think things have quietened down.” I only gave a grunt.
“Do you get my meaning?” he asked.
“Things were never any other way,” I answered shortly. He looked at me in a superior way.
“I know a lot about these things,” he said, “and you would be surprised at the pitfalls a man will make if he is
in too big a hurry. You cannot be too careful but all the same I think things have quietened down enough to make
it safe.”
“I am glad you think so.”
“There are good times coming. I will get the box tomorrow and then we will divide the money, right here on
this table.”
“We will get the box,” I answered, saying the first word with great care. He gave me a long hurt look and asked
me sadly did I not trust him. I replied that both of us should finish what both had started.
“All right,” he said in a very vexed way. “I am sorry you don’t trust me after all the work I have done to try to
put this place right but to show you the sort I am I will let you get the box yourself, I will tell you where it is
tomorrow.”
I took care to sleep with him as usual that night. The next morning he was in a better temper and told me with
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great simplicity that the box was hidden in Mathers’ own empty house, under the floorboards of the first room on
the right from the hall.
“Are you sure?” I asked.
“I swear it,” he said solemnly, raising his hand to heaven.
I thought the position over for a moment, examining the possibility that it was a ruse to part company with me
at last and then make off himself to the real hiding-place. But his face for the first time seemed to wear a look of
honesty.
“I am sorry if I injured your feelings last night,” I said, “but to show that there is no ill-feeling I would be glad
if you would come with me at least part of the way. I honestly think that both of us should finish what the two of
us started.”
“All right,” he said. “It is all the same but I would like you to get the box with your own hands because it is
only simple justice after not telling you where it was.”
As my own bicycle was punctured we walked the distance. When we were about a hundred yards from
Mathers’ house, Divney stopped by a low wall and said that he was going to sit on it and smoke his pipe and wait
for me.
“Let you go alone and get the box and bring it back here. There are good times coming and we will be rich
men tonight. It is sitting under a loose board in the floor of the first room on the right, in the corner
forenenst\fn{Opposite} the door.”
Perched as he was on the wall I knew that he need never leave my sight. In the brief time I would be away I
could see him any time I turned my head.
“I will be back in ten minutes,” I said.
“Good man,” he answered. “But remember this. If you meet anybody, you don’t know what you’re looking for,
you don’t know in whose house you are, you don’t know anything.”
“I don’t even know my own name,” I answered. This was a very remarkable thing for me to say because the
next time I was asked my name I could not answer. I did not know.
2
De Selby has some interesting things to say on the subject of houses. A row of houses he regards as a row of
necessary evils. The softening and degeneration of the human race he attributes to its progressive predilection for
interiors and waning interest in the art of going out and staying there. This in turn he sees as the result of the rise
of such pursuits as reading, chess-playing, drinking, marriage and the like, few of which can be satisfactorily
conducted in the open. Elsewhere he defines a house as “a large coffin”, “a warren” and “a box “. Evidently his
main objection was to the confinement of a roof and four walls. He ascribed somewhat far-fetched therapeutic
values—chiefly pulmonary—to certain structures of his own design which he called “habitats” crude drawings of
which may still be seen in the pages of the Country Album. These structures were of two kinds, roofless “houses”
and “houses” without walls. The former had wide open doors and windows with an extremely ungainly
superstructure of tarpaulins loosely rolled on spars against bad weather—the whole looking like a foundered
sailing-ship erected on a platform of masonry and the last place where one would think of keeping even cattle.
The other type of “habitat” had the conventional slated roof but no walls save one, which was to be erected in the
quarter of the prevailing wind; around the other sides were the inevitable tarpaulins loosely wound on rollers
suspended from the gutters of the roof, the whole structure being surrounded by a diminutive moat or pit bearing
some resemblance to military latrines. In the light of present-day theories of housing and hygiene, there can be no
doubt that de Selby was much mistaken in these ideas but in his own remote day more than one sick person lost
his life in an ill-advised quest for health in these fantastic dwellings.
My recollections of de Selby were prompted by my visit to the home of old Mr. Mathers. As I approached it
along the road the house appeared to be a fine roomy brick building of uncertain age, two storeys high with a
plain porch and eight or nine windows to the front of each floor.
I opened the iron gate and walked as softly as I could up the weed-tufted gravel drive. My mind was strangely
empty. I did not feel that I was about to end successfully a plan I had worked unrelentingly at night and day for
three years. I felt no glow of pleasure and was unexcited at the prospect of becoming rich. I was occupied only
with the mechanical task of finding a black box.
The hall-door was closed and although it was set far back in a very deep porch the wind and rain had whipped
a coating of gritty dust against the panels and deep into the crack where the door opened, showing that it had been
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shut for years. Standing on a derelict flower-bed, I tried to push up the sash of the first window on the left. It
yielded to my strength, raspingly and stubbornly. I clambered through the opening and found myself, not at once
in a room, but crawling along the deepest window-ledge I have ever seen. When I reached the floor and jumped
noisily down upon it, the open window seemed very far away and much too small to have admitted me.
The room where I found myself was thick with dust, musty and deserted of all furniture. Spiders had erected
great stretchings of their web about the fireplace. I made my way quickly to the hall, threw open the door of the
room where the box was and paused on the threshold. It was a dark morning and the weather had stained the
windows with blears of gray wash which kept the brightest part of the weak light from coming in. The far corner
of the room was a blur of shadow.
I had a sudden urge to have done with my task and be out of this house forever. I walked across the bare
boards, knelt down in the corner and passed my hands about the floor in search of the loose board. To my surprise
I found it easily. It was about two feet in length and rocked hollowly under my hand. I lifted it up, laid it aside and
struck a match. I saw a black metal cash box nestling dimly in the hole. I put my hand down and crooked a finger
into the loose reclining handle but the match suddenly flickered and went out and the handle of the box, which I
had lifted up about an inch slid heavily off my finger. Without stopping to light another match I thrust my hand
bodily into the opening and just when it should be closing about the box, something happened.
I cannot hope to describe what it was but it had frightened me very much long before I had understood it even
slightly. It was some change which came upon me or upon the room, indescribably subtle, yet momentous,
ineffable. It was as if the daylight had changed with unnatural suddenness, as if the temperature of the evening
had altered greatly in an instant or as if the air had become twice as rare or twice as dense as it had been in the
winking of an eye; perhaps all of these and other things happened together for all my senses were bewildered all
at once and could give me no explanation. The fingers of my right hand, thrust into the opening in the floor, had
closed mechanically, found nothing at all and came up again empty. The box was gone!
I heard a cough behind me, soft and natural yet more disturbing than any sound that could ever come upon the
human ear. That I did not die of fright was due, I think, to two things, the fact that my senses were already
disarranged and able to interpret to me only gradually what they had perceived and also the fact that the utterance
of the cough seemed to bring with it some more awful alteration in everything, just as if it had held the universe
stand still for an instant, suspending the planets in their courses, halting the sun and holding in mid-air any falling
thing the earth was pulling towards it. I collapsed weakly from my kneeling backwards into a limp sitting-down
upon the floor. Sweat broke upon my brow and my eyes remained open for a long time without a wink, glazed and
almost sightless.
In the darkest comer of the room near the window a man was sitting in a chair, eyeing me with a mild but
unwavering interest. His hand had crept out across the small table by his side to turn up very slowly an oil-lamp
which was standing on it. The oil-lamp had a glass bowl with the wick dimly visible inside it, curling in
convolutions like an intestine. There were tea things on the table.
The man was old Mathers. He was watching me in silence. He did not move or speak and might have been still
dead save for the slight movement of his hand at the lamp, the very gentle screwing of his thumb and forefinger
against the wick-wheel. The hand was yellow, the wrinkled skin draped loosely upon the bones. Over the knuckle
of his forefinger I could clearly see the loop of a skinny vein.
It is hard to write of such a scene or to convey with known words the feelings which came knocking at my
numbed mind. How long we sat there, for instance, looking at one another I do not know. Years or minutes could
be swallowed up with equal ease in that indescribable and unaccountable interval. The light of morning vanished
from my sight, the dusty floor was like nothingness beneath me and my whole body dissolved away, leaving me
existing only in the stupid spellbound gaze that went steadily from where I was to the other corner.
I remember that I noticed several things in a cold mechanical way as if I was sitting there with no worry save
to note everything I saw. His face was terrifying but his eyes in the middle of it had a quality of chill and horror
which made his other features look to me almost friendly. The skin was like faded parchment with an arrangement
of puckers and wrinkles which created between them an expression of fathomless inscrutability. But the eyes were
horrible. Looking at them I got the feeling that they were not genuine eyes at all but mechanical dummies
animated by electricity or the like, with a tiny pinhole in the center of the pupil through which the real eye gazed
out secretively and with great coldness. Such a conception, possibly with no foundation at all in fact, disturbed me
agonisingly and gave rise in my mind to interminable speculations as to the colour and quality of the real eye and
as to whether, indeed, it was real at all or merely another dummy with its pinhole on the same plane as the first
one so that the real eye, possibly behind thousands of these absurd disguises, gazed out through a barrel of serried
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peep-holes. Occasionally the heavy cheese-like lids would drop down slowly with great languor and then rise
again.
Wrapped loosely around the body was an old wine-coloured dressing-gown. In my distress I thought to myself
that perhaps it was his twin brother but at once I heard someone say:
“Scarcely. If you look carefully at the left-hand side of his neck you will notice that there is sticking-plaster or
a bandage there. His throat and chin are also bandaged.”\fn{In the text, this item is in italics, but without quotation marks. I
have retained the italics, but intruded quotation marks in the interests of machine readability; and similarly, where necessary elsewhere,
with the responses from the as yet unnamed protagonist:H}

Forlornly, I looked and saw that this was true. He was the man I had murdered beyond all question. He was
sitting on a chair four yards away watching me. He sat stiffly without a move as if afraid to hurt the gaping
wounds which covered his body. Across my own shoulders a stiffness had spread from my exertions with the
spade.
But who had uttered these words? They had not frightened me. They were clearly audible to me yet I knew
they did not ring out across the air like the chilling cough of the old man in the chair. They came from deep inside
me, from my soul. Never before had I believed or suspected that I had a soul but just then I knew I had. I knew
also that my soul was friendly, was my senior in years and was solely concerned for my own welfare. For
convenience I called him Joe. I felt a little reassured to know that I was not altogether alone. Joe was helping me.
I will not try to tell of the space of time which followed. In the terrible situation I found myself, my reason
could give me no assistance. I knew that old Mathers had been felled by an iron bicycle-pump, hacked to death
with a heavy spade and then securely buried in a field. I knew also that the same man was now sitting in the same
room with me, watching me in silence. His body was bandaged but his eyes were alive and so was his right hand
and so was all of him. Perhaps the murder by the roadside was a bad dream.
“There is nothing dreamy about your stiff shoulders.”
“No,” I replied, “but a nightmare can be as strenuous physically as the real thing.”
I decided in some crooked way that the best thing to do was to believe what my eyes were looking at rather
than to place my trust in a memory. I decided to show unconcern, to talk to the old man and to test his own reality
by asking about the black box which was responsible, if anything could be, for each of us being the way we were.
I made up my mind to be bold because I knew that I was in great danger. I knew that I would go mad unless I got
up from the floor and moved and talked and behaved in as ordinary a way as possible. I looked away from old
Mathers, got carefully to my feet and sat down on a chair that was not far away from him. Then I looked back at
him, my heart pausing for a time and working on again with slow heavy hammer-blows which seemed to make
my whole frame shudder. He had remained perfectly still but the live right hand had gripped the pot of tea, raised
it very awkwardly and slapped a filling into the empty cup. His eyes had followed me to my new position and
were now regarding me again with the same unwavering languorous interest.
Suddenly I began to talk. Words spilled out of me as if they were produced by machinery. My voice, tremulous
at first, grew hard and loud and filled the whole room. I do not remember what I said at the beginning. I am sure
that most of it was meaningless but I was too pleased and reassured at the natural healthy noise of my tongue to
be concerned about the words.
Old Mathers did not move or say anything at first but I was certain that he was listening to me. After a while he
began to shake his head and then I was sure I had heard him say
“No.”
I became excited at his responses and began to speak carefully. He negatived my inquiry about his health,
refused to say where the black box had gone and even denied that it was a dark morning. His voice had a peculiar
jarring weight like the hoarse toll of an ancient rusty bell in an ivy-smothered tower. He had said nothing beyond
the one word No. His lips hardly moved; I felt sure he had no teeth behind them.
“Are you dead at present?” I asked.
“I am not.”
“Do you know where the box is?”
“No.” He made another violent movement with his right arm, slapping hot water into his teapot and pouring
forth a little more of the feeble brew into his cup. He then relapsed into his attitude of motionless watching. I
pondered for a time.
“Do you like weak tea?” I asked.
“I do not,” he said.
“Do you like tea at all?” I asked, “strong or weak or half-way tea?”
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“No,” he said.
“Then why do you drink it?”
He shook his yellow face from side to side sadly and did not say anything. When he stopped shaking he
opened up his mouth and poured the cupful of tea in as one would pour a bucket of milk into a churn at churningtime.
“Do you notice anything?”
“No,” I replied, “nothing beyond the eeriness of this house and the man who owns it. He is by no means the
best conversationalist I have met.”
I found I spoke lightly enough. While speaking inwardly or outwardly or thinking of what to say I felt brave
and normal enough. But every time a silence came the horror of my situation descended upon me like a heavy
blanket flung upon my head, enveloping and smothering me and making me afraid of death.
“But do you notice nothing about the way he answers your questions?”
“No.”
“Do you not see that every reply is in the negative? No matter what you ask him he says No.”
“That is true enough,” I said, “but I do not see where that leads me.”
“Use your imagination.”
When I brought my whole attention back to old Mathers I thought he was asleep. He sat over his teacup in a
more stooped attitude as if he were a rock or part of the wooden chair he sat on, a man completely dead and
turned to stone. Over his eyes the limp lids had drooped down, almost closing them. His right hand resting on the
table lay lifeless and abandoned. I composed my thoughts and addressed to him a sharp noisy interrogation.
“Will you answer a straight question?” I asked. He stirred somewhat, his lids opening slightly.
“I will not,” he replied.
I saw that this answer was in keeping with Joe’s shrewd suggestion. I sat thinking for a moment until I had
thought the same thought inside out.
“Will you refuse to answer a straight question?” I asked.
“I will not,” he replied.
This answer pleased me. It meant that my mind had got to grips with his, that I was now almost arguing with
him and that we were behaving like two ordinary human beings. I did not understand all the terrible things which
had happened to me but I now began to think that I must be mistaken about them.
“Very well,” I said quietly, “Why do you always answer No?”
He stirred perceptibly in his chair and filled the teacup up again before he spoke. He seemed to have some
difficulty in finding words.
“‘No’”, is, generally speaking, a better answer than ‘Yes’,” he said at last.
He seemed to speak eagerly, his words coming out as if they had been imprisoned in his mouth for a thousand
years. He seemed relieved that I had found a way to make him speak. I thought he even smiled slightly at me but
this was doubtless the trickery of the bad morning light or a mischief worked by the shadows of the lamp. He
swallowed a long draught of tea and sat waiting, looking at me with his queer eyes. They were now bright und
active and moved about restlessly in their yellow wrinkled sockets.
“Do you refuse to tell me why you say that?” I asked.
“No,” he said. “When I was a young man I led an unsatisfactory life and devoted most of my time to excesses
of one kind or another, my principal weakness being Number One. I was also party to the formation of an
artificial manure-ing.”
My mind went back at once to John Divney, to the farm and the public house and on from that to the horrible
afternoon we had spent on the wet lonely road. As if to interrupt my unhappy thoughts I heard Joe’s voice again,
this time severe:
“No need to ask him what Number One is, we do not want lurid descriptions of vice or anything at all in that
line. Use your imagination. Ask him what all this has to do with Yes and No.”
“What has that got to do with Yes and No?”
“After a time,” said old Mathers disregarding me, “I mercifully perceived the error of my ways and the
unhappy destination I would reach unless I mended them. I retired from the world in order to try to comprehend it
and to find out why it becomes mote unsavoury as the years accumulate on a man’s body. What do you think I
discovered at the end of my meditations?” I felt pleased again. He was now questioning me.
“What?”
“That No is a better word than Yes,” he replied.
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“This seemed to leave us where we were,” I thought.
“On the contrary, very far from it. I am beginning to agree with him. There is a lot to be said for No as a
General Principle. Ask him what he means.”
“What do you mean?” I inquired.
“When I was meditating,” said old Mathers, “I took all my sins out and put them on the table, so to speak. I
need not tell you it was a big table.”
He seemed to give a very dry smile at his own joke. I chuckled to encourage him.
“I gave them all a strict examination, weighed them and viewed them from all angles of the compass. I asked
myself how I came to commit them, where I was and whom I was with when I came to do them.”
“This is very wholesome stuff, every word a sermon in itself. Listen very carefully. Ask him to continue.”
“Continue,” I said.
I confess I felt a click inside me very near my stomach as if Joe had put a finger to his lip and pricked up a pair
of limp spaniel ears to make sure that no syllable of the wisdom escaped him. Old Mathers continued talking
quietly.
“I discovered,” he said, “that everything you do is in response to a request or a suggestion made to you by
some other party either inside you or outside. Some of these suggestions are good and praiseworthy and some of
them are undoubtedly delightful. But the majority of them are definitely bad and are pretty considerable sins as
sins go. Do you understand me?”
“Perfectly. I would say that the bad ones outnumber the good ones by three to one.”
“Six to one if you ask me.”
“I therefore decided to say No henceforth to every suggestion, request or inquiry whether inward or outward. It
was the only simple formula which was sure and safe. It was difficult to practise at first and often called for
heroism but I persevered and hardly ever broke down completely. It is now many years since I said Yes. I have
refused more requests and negatived more statements than any man living or dead. I have rejected, reneged,
disagreed, refused and denied to an extent that is unbelievable.”
“An excellent and original regime. This is all extremely interesting and salutary, every syllable a sermon in
itself. Very very wholesome.”
“Extremely interesting,” I said to old Mathers.
“The system leads to peace and contentment,” he said. “People do not trouble to ask you questions if they
know the answer is a foregone conclusion. Thoughts which have no chance of succeeding do not take the trouble
to come into your head at all.”
“You must find it irksome in some ways,” I suggested. “If, for instance, I were to offer you a glass of whiskey
…”
“Such few friends as I have,” he answered, “are usually good enough to arrange such invitations in a way that
will enable me to adhere to my system and also accept the whiskey. More than once I have been asked whether I
would refuse such things.”
“And the answer is still No?”
“Certainly.”
Joe said nothing at this stage but I had the feeling that this confession was not to his liking; he seemed to be
uneasy inside me. The old man seemed to get somewhat restive also. He bent over his teacup with abstraction as if
he were engaged in accomplishing a sacrament. Then he drank with his hollow throat, making empty noises.
“A saintly man.” I turned to him again, fearing that his fit of talkativeness had passed.
“Where is the black box which was under the floor a moment ago,” I asked.
I pointed to the opening in the corner. He shook his head and did not say anything.
“Do you refuse to tell me?”
“No.”
“Do you object to my taking it?”
“No.”
“Then where is it?”
“What is your name?” he asked sharply.
I was surprised at this question. It had no bearing on my own conversation but I did not notice its irrelevance
because I was shocked to realise that, simple as it was, I could not answer it. I did not know my name, did not
remember who I was. I was not certain where I had come from or what my business was in that room. I found I
was sure of nothing save my search for the black box. But I knew that the other man’s name was Mathers and that
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he had been killed with a pump and a spade. I had no name.
“I have no name,” I replied.
“Then how could I tell you where the box was if you could not sign a receipt? That would be most irregular. I
might as well give it to the west wind or to the smoke from a pipe. How could you execute an important Bank
document?”
“I can always get a name,” I replied. “Doyle or Spaldman is a good name and so is O’Sweeny and Hardiman
and O’Gara. I can take my choice. I am not tied down for life to one word like most people.”
“I do not care much for Doyle,” he said absently.
“The name is Ban. Signor Ban, the eminent tenor. Five hundred thousand people crowded the great piazza
when the great artist appeared on the balcony of St. Peter’s Rome.”
Fortunately these remarks were not audible in the ordinary sense of the word. Old Mathers was eyeing me.
“What is your colour?” he asked.
“My colour?”
“Surely you know you have a colour?”
“People often remark on my red face.”
“I do not mean that at all.”
“Follow this closely, this is bound to be extremely interesting. Very edifying also.” I saw it was necessary to
question old Mathers carefully.
“Do you refuse to explain this question about the colours?”
“No,” he said. He slapped more tea in his cup. “No doubt you are aware that the winds have colours,” he said.
I thought he settled himself more restfully in his chair and changed his face till it looked a little bit benign.
“I never noticed it.” A record of this belief will be found in the literature of all ancient peoples.
“There are four winds and eight sub-winds, each with its own colour. The wind from the east is a deep purple,
from the south a fine shining silver. The north wind is a hard black and the west is amber. People in the old days
had the power of perceiving these colours and could spend a day sitting quietly on a hillside watching the beauty
of the winds, their fall and rise and changing hues, the magic of neighbouring winds when they are interweaved
like ribbons at a wedding. It was a better occupation than gazing at newspapers. The sub-winds had colours of
indescribable delicacy, a reddish-yellow half-way between silver and purple, a grayish-green which was related
equally to black and brown. What could be more exquisite than a countryside swept lightly by cool rain reddened
by the south-west breeze!”
“Can you see these colours?” I asked.
“No.”
“You were asking me what my colour was. How do people get their colours?”
“A person’s colour,” he answered slowly, “is the colour of the wind prevailing at his birth.”
“What is your own colour?”
“Light yellow.”
“And what is the point of knowing your colour or having a colour at all?”
“For one thing you can tell the length of your life from it. Yellow means a long life and the lighter the better.”
“This is very edifying, every sentence a sermon in itself. Ask him to explain.”
“Please explain.”
“It is a question of making little gowns,” he said informatively.
“Little gowns?”
“Yes. When I was born there was a certain policeman present who had the gift of wind-watching. The gift is
getting very rare these days. Just after I was born he went outside and examined the colour of the wind that was
blowing across the hill. He had a secret bag with him full of certain materials and bottles and he had tailor’s
instruments also. He was outside for about ten minutes. When he came in again he had a little gown in his hand
and he made my mother put it on me.”
“Where did he get this gown?” I asked in surprise.
“He made it himself secretly in the backyard, very likely in the cow house. It was very thin and slight like the
very finest of spider’s muslin. You would not see it at all if you held it against the sky but at certain angles of the
light you might at times accidentally notice the edge of it. It was the purest and most perfect manifestation of the
outside skin of light yellow. This yellow was the colour of my birth-wind.”
“I see,” I said.
“A very beautiful conception.”
1295

“Every time my birthday came,” old Mathers said, “I was presented with another little gown of the same
identical quality except that it was put on over the other one and not in place of it. You may appreciate the
extreme delicacy and fineness of the material when I tell you that even at five years old with five of these gowns
together on me, I still appeared to be naked. It was, however, an unusual yellowish sort of nakedness. Of course
there was no objection to wearing other clothes over the gown. I usually wore an overcoat. But every year I got a
new gown.”
“Where did you get them?” I asked.
“From the police. They were brought to my own home until I was big enough to call to the barracks for them.”
“And how does all this enable you to predict your span of life?”
“I will tell you. No matter what your colour is, it will be represented faithfully in your birth-gown. With each
year and each gown, the colour will get deeper and more pronounced. In my own case I had attained a bright fullblown yellow at fifteen although the colour was so light at birth as to be imperceptible. I am now nearing seventy
and the colour is a light brown. As my gowns come to me through the years ahead, the colour will deepen to dark
brown, then a dull mahogany and from that ultimately to that very dark sort of brownness one associates usually
with stout.”
“Yes?”
“In a word the colour gradually deepens gown by gown and year by year until it appears to be black. Finally a
day will come when the addition of one further gown will actually achieve real and full blackness. On that day I
will die.”
Joe and I were surprised at this. We pondered it in silence, Joe, I thought, seeking to reconcile what he had
heard with certain principles he held respecting morality and religion.
“That means,' I said at last, “that if you get a number of these gowns and put them all on together, reckoning
each as a year of life, you can ascertain the year of your death?”
“Theoretically, yes,” he replied, “but there are two difficulties. First of all the police refuse to let you have the
gowns together, on the ground that the general ascertainment of death-days would be contrary to the public
interest. They talk of breaches of the peace and so forth. Secondly, there is a difficulty about stretching.”
“Stretching?”
“Yes. Since you will be wearing as a grown man the tiny gown that fitted you when you were born, it is clear
that the gown has stretched until it is perhaps one hundred times as big as it was originally. Naturally this will
affect the colour; making it many times rarer than it was. Similarly there will be a proportionate stretch and a
corresponding diminution in colour in all the gowns up to manhood—perhaps twenty or so in all.”
“I wonder whether it can be taken that this accretion of gowns will have become opaque at the incidence of
puberty.” I reminded him that there was always an overcoat.
“I take it, then,” I said to old Mathers, “that when you say you can tell the length of life, so to speak, from the
colour of your shirt, you mean that you can tell roughly whether you will be long-lived or short-lived.”
“Yes,” he replied. “But if you use your intelligence you can make a very accurate forecast. Naturally some
colours are better than others. Some of them, like purple or maroon, are very bad and always mean an early grave.
Pink, however, is excellent, and there is a lot to be said for certain shades of green and blue. The prevalence of
such colours at birth, however, usually connote a wind that brings bad weather—thunder and lightning, perhaps—
and there might be difficulties such, for instance, as getting a woman to come in time. As you know, most good
things in life are associated with certain disadvantages.”
“Really very beautiful, everything considered.”
“Who are these policemen?” I asked.
“There is Sergeant Pluck and another man called MacCruiskeen and there is a third man called Fox that
disappeared twenty-five years ago and was never heard of after. The first two are down in the barracks and so far
as I know they have been there for hundreds of years. They must be operating on a very rare colour, something
that ordinary eyes could not see at all. There is no white wind that I know of. They all have the gift of seeing the
winds.
A bright thought came to me when I heard of these policemen. If they knew so much they would have no
difficulty in telling me where I would find the black box. I began to think I would never be happy until I had that
box again in my grip.
I looked at old Mathers. He had relapsed again to his former passivity. The light had faded from his eyes and
the right hand resting on the table looked quite dead.
“Is the barracks far?” I asked loudly.
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“No.”
I made up my mind to go there with no delay. Then I noticed a very remarkable thing. The lamplight, which in
the beginning had been shining forlornly in the old man’s corner only, had now grown rich and yellow and
flooded the entire room. The outside light of morning had faded away almost to nothingness. I glanced out of the
window and gave a start. Coming into the room I had noticed that the window was to the east and that the sun was
rising in that quarter and firing the heavy clouds with light. Now it was setting with last glimmers of feeble red in
exactly the same place. It had risen a bit, stopped, and then gone back. Night had come. The policemen would be
in bed.
I was sure I had fallen among strange people. I made up my mind to go to the barracks the first thing on the
morrow. Then I turned again to old Mathers.
“Would you object,” I said to him, “if I went upstairs and occupied one of your beds for the night? It is too late
to go home and I think it is going to rain in any case.”
“No,” he said.
I left him bent at his tea set and went up the stairs. I had got to like him and thought it was a pity he had been
murdered. I felt relieved and simplified and certain that I would soon have the black box. But I would not ask the
policemen openly about it at first. I would be crafty. In the morning I would go to the barracks and report the theft
of my American gold watch. Perhaps it was this lie which was responsible for the bad things that happened to me
afterwards. I had no American gold watch.
223.53 Excerpt from Lord Of The Flies\fn{by William Gerald Golding (1911-1993)} 47 Mountwise, Newquay,
Cornwall, England, United Kingdom (M) 11
The boy with fair hair lowered himself down the last few feet of rock and began to pick his way toward the
lagoon. Though he had taken off his school sweater and trailed it now from one hand, his gray shirt stuck to him
and his hair was plastered to his forehead. All round him the long scar smashed into the jungle was a bath of heat.
He was clambering heavily among the creepers and broken trunks when a bird, a vision of red and yellow, flashed
upwards with a witch-like cry; and this cry was echoed by another.
“Hi!” it said. “Wait a minute!” The undergrowth at the side of the scar was shaken and a multitude of raindrops
fell pattering.
“Wait a minute,” the voice said. “I got caught up.”
The fair boy stopped and jerked his stockings with an automatic gesture that made the jungle seem for a
moment like the Home Counties. The voice spoke again.
“I can’t hardly move with all these creeper things.”
The owner of the voice came backing out of the undergrowth so that twigs scratched on a greasy wind-breaker.
The naked crooks of his knees were plump, caught and scratched by thorns. He bent down, removed the thorns
carefully, and turned round. He was shorter than the fair boy and very fat. He came forward, searching out safe
lodgments for his feet, and then looked up through thick spectacles.
“Where’s the man with the megaphone?” The fair boy shook his head.
“This is an island. At least I think it’s an island. That’s a reef out in the sea. Perhaps there aren’t any grownups
anywhere.” The fat boy looked startled.
“There was that pilot. But he wasn’t in the passenger cabin, he was up in front.” The fair boy was peering at
the reef through screwed-up eyes.
“All them other kids,” the fat boy went on. “Some of them must have got out. They must have, mustn’t they?”
The fair boy began to pick his way as casually p\as possible toward the water. He tried to be offhand and not
too obviously uninterested, but the fat boy hurried after him.
“Aren’t there any grownups at all?”
“I don’t think so.”
The fair boy said this solemnly; but then the delight of a realized ambition overcame him. In the middle of the
scar he stood on his head and grinned at the reversed fat boy.
“No grownups!” The fat boy thought for a moment.
“That pilot.” The fair boy allowed his feet to come down and sat on the steamy earthy.
“He must have flown off after he dropped us. He couldn’t land here. Not in a plane with wheels.”
“We was attacked!”
“He’ll be back all right.” The fat boy shook his head.
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“When we was coming down I looked through one of them windows. I saw the other part of the plane. There
were flames coming out of it.” He looked up and down the scar.
“And this is what the cabin done.” The fair boy reached out and touched the jabbed end of a trunk. For a
moment he looked interested.
“What happened to it?” he asked. “Where’s it got to now?”
“That storm dragged it out to sea. It wasn’t half dangerous with all them tree trunks falling. There must have
been some kids still in it.” He hesitated for a moment, then spoke again.
“What’s your name?”
“Ralph.”
The fat boy waited to be asked hi name in turn but this proffer of acquaintance was not made; the fair boy
called Ralph smiled vaguely, stood up, and began to make his way once more toward the lagoon. The fat boy
hung steadily at his shoulder.
“I expect there’s a lot more of us scattered about. You haven’t seen any others, have you?”
Ralph shook his head and increased his speed. Then he tripped over a branch and came down with a crash. The
fat boy stood by him, breathing hard.
“My auntie told me not to run,” he explained, “on account of my asthma.”
“Ass-mar?”
“That’s right. Can’t catch me breath. I was the only boy in our school what had asthma,” said the fat boy with a
touch of pride. “And I’ve been wearing specs since I was three.”
He took off his glasses and held them out to Ralph, blinking and smiling, and then started to wipe them against
his grubby wind-breaker. An expression of pain and inward concentration altered the pale contours of his face. He
smeared the sweat from his cheeks and quickly adjusted the spectacles on his nose.
“Them fruit.” He glanced round the scar.
“Them fruit,” he said. “I expect …” He put on his glasses, waded away from Ralph, and crouched down
among the tangled foliage.
“I’ll be out again in just a minute …”
Ralph disentangled himself cautiously and stole away through the branches. In a few seconds the fat boy’s
grunts were behind him and he was hurrying toward the screen that still lay between him and the lagoon. He
climbed over a broken trunk and was out of the jungle.
The shore was fledged with palm trees. These stood or leaned or reclined against the light and their green
feathers were a hundred feet up in the air. The ground beneath them was a bank covered with coarse grass, torn
everywhere by the upheavals of fallen trees, scattered with decaying coconuts and palm saplings. Behind this was
the darkness of the forest proper and the open space of the scar. Ralph stood, one hand against a gray trunk, and
screwed up his eyes against the shimmering water. Out there, perhaps a mile away, the white surf flinked on a
coral reef, and beyond that the open sea was dark blue. Within the irregular arc of coral the lagoon was still as a
mountain lake—blue of all shades and shadowy green and purple. The beach between the palm terrace and the
water was a thin stick, endless apparently, for to Ralph’s left the perspectives of palm and beach and water drew to
a point at infinity; and always, almost visible, was the heat.
He jumped down from the terrace. The sand was thick over his black shoes and the heat hit him. He became
conscious of the weight of clothes, kicked his shoes off fiercely and ripped off each stocking with its elastic garter
in a single movement. Then he leapt back on the terrace, pulled off his shirt, and stood there among the skull-like
coconuts with green shadows from the palms and the forest sliding over his skin. He undid the snake-clasp of his
belt, lugged off his shorts and pants, and stood there naked, looking at the dazzling beach and the water.
He was old enough, twelve years and a few months, to have lost the prominent tummy of childhood, and not
yet old enough for adolescence to have made him awkward. You could see now that he might make a boxer, as far
as width and heaviness of shoulders went, but there was a mildness about his mouth and eyes that proclaimed no
devil. He patted the palm trunk softly, and, forced at last to believe in the reality of the island, laughed delightedly
again and stood on his head. He turned neatly on to his feet, jumped down to the beach, knelt and swept a double
armful of sand into a pile against his chest. Then he sat back and looked at the water with bright, excited eyes.
“Ralph …”
The fat boy lowered himself over the terrace and sat down carefully, using the edge as a seat.
“I’m sorry I been such a time. Them fruit …”
He wiped his glasses and adjusted them on his button nose. The frame had made a deep, pink “V” on the
bridge. He looked critically at Ralph’s golden body and then down at his own clothes. He laid a hand on the end
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of a zipper that extended down his chest.
“My auntie …”
Then he opened the zipper with decision and pulled the whole wind-breaker over his head.
“There!” Ralph looked at him sidelong and said nothing.
“I expect we’ll want to know all their names,” said the fat boy, “and make a list. We ought to have a meeting.”
Ralph did not take the hint so the fat boy was forced to continue.
“I don’t care what they call me,” he said, confidentially, “so long as they don’t call me what they used to call
me at school.” Ralph was faintly interested.
“What was that?”
The fat boy glanced over his shoulder, then leaned toward Ralph. He whispered.
“They used to call me ‘Piggy.’”
Ralph shrieked with laughter. He jumped up.
“Piggy! Piggy!”
“Ralph—please!” Piggy clasped his hands in apprehension. “I said I didn’t want—”
“Piggy! Piggy!”
Ralph danced out into the hot air of the beach and then returned as a fighter-plane, with wings swept back, and
machine-gunned Piggy.
“Sche-aa-ow!” He dived in the sand at Piggy’s feet and lay there laughing.
“Piggy!”
Piggy grinned reluctantly, pleased despite himself at even this much recognition.
“So long as you don’t tell the others …”
Ralph giggled into the sand. The expression of pain and concentration returned to Piggy’s face.
“Half a sec’.”
He hastened back into the forest. Ralph stood up and trotted along to the right. Here the beach was interrupted
abruptly by the square motif of the landscape; a great platform of pink granite thrust up uncompromisingly
through forest and terrace and sand and lagoon to make a raised jetty four feet high. The top of this was covered
with a think layer of soil and coarse grass and shaded with young palm trees. There was not enough soil for them
to grow to any height and when they reached perhaps twenty feet they fell and dried, forming a criss-cross pattern
of trunks, very convenient to sit on. The palms that still stood made a green roof, covered on the underside with a
quivering tangle of reflections from the lagoon. Ralph hauled himself onto this platform, noted the coolness and
shade, shut one eye, and decided that the shadows on his body were really green. He picked his way to the
seaward edge of the platform and stood looking down into the water. It was clear to the bottom and bright with the
efflorescence of tropical weed and coral. A school of tiny, glittering fish flicked hither and thither. Ralph spoke to
himself, sounding the brass strings of delight.
“Whizzoh!”
Beyond the platform there was more enchantment. Some act of God—a typhoon perhaps, or the storm that had
accompanied his own arrival—had banked sand inside the lagoon so that there was a long, deep pool in the beach
with a high ledge of pink granite at the further end. Ralph had been deceived before now by the specious
appearance of depth in a beach pool and he approached this one preparing to be disappointed. But the island ran
true to form and the incredible pool, which clearly was only invaded by the sea at high tide, was so deep at one
end as to be dark green. Ralph inspected the whole thirty yards carefully and then plunged in. The water was
warmer than his blood and he might have been swimming in a huge bath. Piggy appeared again, sat on the rocky
ledge, and watched Ralph’s green and white body enviously.
“You can’t half swim.”
“Piggy.” Piggy took off his shoes and socks, ranged them carefully on the ledge, and tested the water with one
toe.
“It’s hot!”
“What did you expect?”
“I didn’t expect nothing. My auntie—”
“Sucks to your auntie!”
Ralph did a surface dive and swam under water with his eyes open; the sandy edge of the pool loomed up like
a hillside. He turned over, holding his nose, and a golden light danced and shattered just over his face. Piggy was
looking determined and began to take off his shorts. Presently he was palely and fatly naked. He tiptoed down the
sandy side of the pool, and sat there up to his neck in water smiling proudly at Ralph.
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“Aren’t you going to swim?” Piggy shook his head.
“I can’t swim. I wasn’t allowed. My asthma—”
“Sucks to your ass-mar!” Piggy bore this with a sort of humble patience.
“You can’t half swim well.”
Ralph paddled backwards down the slope, immersed his mouth and blew a jet of water into the air. Then he
lifted his chin and spoke.
“I could swim when I was five. Daddy taught me. He’s a commander in the Navy. When he gets leave he’ll
come and rescue us. What’s your father?” Piggy flushed suddenly.
“My dad’s dead,” he said quickly, “and my mum …” He took off his glasses and looked vainly for something
with which to clean them.
“I used to live with my auntie. She kept a candy store. I used to get ever so many candies. As many as I liked.
When’ll your dad rescue us?”
“Soon as he can.”
Piggy rose dripping from the water and stood naked, cleaning his glasses with a sock. The only sound that
reached them now through the heat of the morning was the long, grinding roar of the breakers on the reef.
“How does he know we’re here?”
Ralph lolled in the water. Sleep enveloped him like the swathing mirages that were wrestling with the
brilliance of the lagoon.
“How does he know we’re here?” Because, thought Ralph, because, because. The roar from the reef became
very distant.
“They’d tell him at the airport.” Piggy shook his head, put on his flashing glasses and looked down at Ralph.
“Not them. Didn’t you hear what the pilot said? About the atom bomb? They’re all dead.”
Ralph pulled himself out of the water, stood facing Piggy, and considered this unusual problem. Piggy
persisted.
“This an island, isn’t it?”
“I climbed a rock,” said Ralph slowly, “and I think this is an island.”
“They’re all dead,” said Piggy, “an’ this is an island. Nobody don’t know we’re here. Your dad don’t know,
nobody don’t know …” His lips quivered and the spectacles were dimmed with mist.
“We may stay here till we die.” With that word the heat seemed to increase till it became a threatening weight
and the lagoon attacked them with a blinding effulgence.
“Get my clothes,” muttered Ralph. “Along there.”
He trotted through the sand, enduring the sun’s enmity, crossed the platform and found his scattered clothes. To
put on a gray shirt once more was strangely pleasing. Then he climbed the edge of the platform and sat in the
green shade on a convenient trunk. Piggy hauled himself up, carrying most of his clothes under his arms. Then he
seat carefully on a fallen trunk near the little cliff that fronted the lagoon; and the tangled reflections quivered
over him. Presently he spoke.
“We got to find the others. We got to do something.”
Ralph said nothing. Here was a coral island. Protected from the sun, ignoring Piggy’s ill-omened talk, he
dreamed pleasantly. Piggy insisted.
“How many of us are there?” Ralph came forward and stood by Piggy.
“I don’t know.”
Here and there, little breezes crept over the polished waters beneath the haze of heat. When these breezes
reached the platform the palm fronds would whisper, so that spots of blurred sunlight slid over their bodies or
moved like bright, winged things in the shade.
Piggy looked up at Ralph. All the shadows on Ralph’s face were reversed; green above, bright below from the
lagoon. A blur of sunlight was crawling across his hair.
“We got to do something.”
Ralph looked through him. Here at last was the imagined but never fully realized place leaping into real life.
Ralph’s lips parted in a delighted smile and Piggy, taking this smile to himself as a mark of recognition, laughed
with pleasure.
“If it really is an island—”
*
“What’s that?” Ralph had stopped smiling and was pointing into the lagoon. Something creamy lay among the
fern weeds.
1300

“A stone.”
“No. A shell.” Suddenly Piggy was a-bubble with decorous excitement.
“S’right. It’s a shell! I seen one like that before. On someone’s back wall. A conch he called it. He used to blow
it and then his mum would come. It’s ever so valuable—”
Near to Ralph’s elbow a palm sapling leaned out over the lagoon. Indeed, the weight was already pulling a
lump from the poor soil and soon it would fall. He tore out the stem and began to poke about in the water, while
the brilliant fish flicked away on this side and that. Piggy leaned dangerously.
“Careful! You’ll break it—”
“Shut up.”
Ralph spoke absently. The shell was interesting and pretty and a worthy plaything; but the vivid phantoms of
his daydream still interposed between him and Piggy, who in this context was an irrelevance. The palm sapling,
bending, pushed the shell across the weeds. Ralph used one hand as a fulcrum and pressed down with the other till
the shell rose, dripping, and Piggy could make a grab. Now the shell was no longer a thing seen but not to be
touched. Ralph too became excited. Piggy babbled:
“—a conch; ever so expensive. I bet if you wanted to buy one, you’d have to pay pounds and pounds and
pounds—he had it on his garden wall, and my auntie—”
Ralph took the shell from Piggy and a little water ran down his arm. In color the shell was deep cream, touched
here and there with fading pink. Between the point, worn away into a little hole, and the pink lips of the mouth,
lay eighteen inches of shell with a slight spiral twist and covered with a delicate, embossed pattern. Ralph shook
sand out of the deep tube.
“—mooed like a cow,” he said. “He had some white stones too, an’ a bird cage with a green parrot. He didn’t
blow the white stones, of course, an’ he said—” Piggy paused for breath and stroked the glistening thing that lay
in Ralph’s hands.
“Ralph!” Ralph looked up.
“We can use this to call the others. Have a meeting. They’ll come when they hear us.” He beamed at Ralph.
“That was what you meant, didn’t you? That’s why you got the conch out of the water?” Ralph pushed back
his fair hair.
“How did your friend blow the conch?”
“He kind of spat,” said Piggy. “My auntie wouldn’t let me blow on account of my asthma. He said you blew
from down here.” Piggy laid a hand on his jutting abdomen. “You try, Ralph. You’ll call the others.”
Doubtfully, Ralph laid the small end of the shell against his mouth and blew. There came a rushing sound from
its mouth but nothing more. Ralph wiped the salt water off his lips and tried again, but the shell remained silent.
“He kind of spat.”
Ralph pursed his lips and squirted air into the shell, which emitted a low, farting noise. This amused both boys
so much that Ralph went on squirting for some minutes, between bouts of laughter.
“He blew from down here.”
Ralph grasped the idea and hit the shell with air from his diaphragm. Immediately the thing sounded. A deep,
harsh note boomed under the palms, spread through the intricacies of the forest and echoed back from the pink
granite of the mountain. Clouds of birds rose from the treetops, and something squealed and ran in the
undergrowth. Ralph took the shell away from his lips.
“Gosh!”
His ordinary voice sounded like a whisper after the harsh note of the conch. He laid the conch against his lips,
took a deep breath and blew once more. The note boomed again: and then at his firmer pressure, the note, fluking
up an octave, became a strident blare more penetrating than before. Piggy was shouting something, his face
pleased, his glasses flashing. The birds cried, small animals scuttered. Ralph’s breath failed; the note dropped the
octave, became a low wubber, was a rush of air.
The conch was silent, a gleaming tusk; Ralph’s face was dark with breathlessness and the air over the island
was full of bird-clamor and echoes ringing.
“I bet you can hear that for miles.” Ralph found his breath and blew a series of short blasts. Piggy exclaimed:
“There’s one!”
*
A child had appeared among the palms, about a hundred yards along the beach. He was a boy of perhaps six
years, sturdy and fair, his clothes torn, his face covered with a sticky mess of fruit. His trousers had been lowered
for an obvious purpose and had only been pulled back half-way. He jumped off the palm terrace into the sand and
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his trousers fell about his ankles; he stepped out of them and trotted to the platform. Piggy helped him up.
Meanwhile Ralph continued to blow till voices shouted in the forest. The small boy squatted in front of Ralph,
looking up brightly and vertically. As he received the reassurance of something purposeful being done he began to
look satisfied, and his only clean digit, a pink thumb, slid into his mouth. Piggy leaned down to him.
“What’s yer name?”
“Johnny.”
Piggy muttered the name to himself and then shouted it to Ralph, who was not interested because he was still
blowing. His face was dark with the violent pleasure of making this stupendous noise, and his heart was making
the stretched shirt shake. The shouting in the forest was nearer.
Signs of life were visible now on the beach. The sand, trembling beneath the heat haze, concealed many
figures in its miles of length; boys were making their way toward the platform through the hot, dumb sand. Three
small children, no older than Johnny, appeared from startlingly close at hand where they had been gorging fruit in
the forest. A dark little boy, not much younger than Piggy, parted a tangle of undergrowth walked on to the
platform, and smiled cheerfully at everybody. More and more of them came. Taking their cue from the innocent
Johnny, they seat down on the fallen palm trunks and waited. Ralph continued to blow short, penetrating blasts.
Piggy moved among the crowd, asking names and frowning to remember them. The children gave him the same
simple obedience that they had given to the men with megaphones. Some were naked and carrying their clothes;
others half-naked, or more or less dressed, in school uniforms, gray, blue, fawn, jacketed or jerseyed. There were
badges, mottoes even, stripes of color in stockings and pullovers. Their heads clustered above the trunks in the
green shade; heads brown, fair, black, chestnut, sandy, mouse-coloured; heads muttering, whispering, heads full of
eyes that watched Ralph and speculated. Something was being done.
The children who came along the beach, singly or in twos, leapt into visibility when they crossed the line from
heat haze to nearer sand. Here, the eye was first attracted to a black, bat-like creature that danced on the sand, and
only later perceived the body above it. The bat was the child’s shadow, shrunk by the vertical sun to a patch
between the hurrying feet. Even while he blew, Ralph noticed the last pair of bodies that reached the platform
above a fluttering patch of black. The two boys, bullet-headed and with hair like tow, flung themselves down and
lay grinning and panting at Ralph like dogs. They were twins, and the eye was shocked and incredulous at such
cheery duplication. They breathed together, they grinned together, they were chunky and vital. They raised wet
lips at Ralph, for they seemed provided with not quite enough skin, so that their profiles were blurred and their
mouths pulled open. Piggy bent his flashing glasses to them and could be heard between the blasts, repeating their
names.
“Sam, Eric, Sam, Eric.” Then he got muddled, the twins shook their heads and pointed at each other and the
crowd laughed.
At last Ralph ceased to blow and sat there, the conch trailing from one hand, his head bowed on his knees. As
the echoes died away so did the laughter, and there was a silence.
*
Within the diamond haze of the beach something dark was fumbling along. Ralph saw it first, and watched till
the intentness of his gaze drew all eyes that way. Then the creature stepped from mirage on to clear sand, and
they saw that the darkness was not all shadows but mostly clothing. The creature was a party of boys, marching
approximately in step in two parallel lines and dressed in strangely eccentric clothing. Shorts, shirts, and different
garments they carried in their hands; but each boy wore a square black cap with a silver badge on it. Their bodies,
from throat to ankle, were hidden by black cloaks which bore a long silver cross on the left breast and each neck
was finished off with a hambone frill. The heat of the tropics, the descent, the search for food, and now this
sweaty march along the blazing beach had given them the complexions of newly washed plums. The boy who
controlled them was dressed in the same way though his cap badge was golden. When his party was about ten
yards from the platform he shouted an order and they halted, gasping, sweating, swaying in the fierce light.
The boy himself came forward, vaulted on to the platform with his cloak flying, and peered into what to him
was almost complete darkness.
“Where’s the man with the trumpet?” Ralph, sensing his sun-blindness, answered him.
“There’s no man with a trumpet. Only me.”
The boy came close and peered down at Ralph, screwing up his face as he did so. What he saw of the fairhaired boy with the creamy shell on his knees did not seem to satisfy him. He turned auickly, his black cloak
circling.
“Isn’t there a ship, then?”
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Inside the floating cloak he was tall, thin, and bony: and his hair was red beneath the black cap. His face was
crumpled and freckled, and ugly without silliness. Out of this face stared two light blue eyes, frustrated now, and
turning, or ready to turn, to anger.
“Isn’t there a man here?” Ralph spoke to his back.
“No. We’re having a meeting. Come and join in.”
The group of cloaked boys began to scatter from close line. The tall boy shouted at them.
“Choir! Stand still!”
Wearily obedient, the choir huddled into line and stood there swaying in the sun. None the less, some began to
protest faintly.
“But, Merridew. Please, Merridew … can’t we?”
Then one of the boys flopped on hisd face in the sand and the line broke up. They heaved the fallen boy to the
platform and let him lie. Merridew, his eyes staring, made the best of a bad job.
“All right then. Sit down. Let him alone.”
“But Merridew.”
“He’s always throwing a faint,” said Merridew. “ He did in Gib.; and Addis; and at matins over the precentor.
This last piece of shop brought sniggers from the choir, who perched like black birds on the criss-cross trunks
and examined Ralph with interest. Piggy asked no names. He was intimidated by this uniformed superiority and
the off-hand authority in Merridew’s voice. He shrank to the other side of Ralph and busied himself with his
glasses. Merridew turned to Ralph.
“Aren’t there any grownups?”
“No.” Merridew sat down on a trunk and looked round the circle.
“Then we’ll have to look after ourselves.” Secure on the other side of Ralph, Piggy spoke timidly.
“That’s why Ralph made a meeting. So we can decide what to do. We’ve heard names. That’s Johnny. Those
two—they’re twins, Sam ’n Eric. Which is Eric—? You? No—you’re Sam—”
“I’m Sam—”
“’n I’m Eric.”
“We’d better all have names,” said Ralph, “so I’m Ralph.”
“We got most names,” said Piggy. “Got ’em just now.”
“Kids’ names,” said Merridew. Why should I be Jack? I’m Merridew.”
Ralph turned to him quickly. This was the voice of one who knew his own mind.
“Then,” went on Piggy, “that boy—I forget—”
“You’re talking too much,” said Jack Merridew. “Shut up, Fatty.” Laughter arose.
“He’s not Fatty,” cried Ralph, “his real name’s Piggy!”
“Piggy!”
“Piggy!”
“Oh, Piggy!”
A storm of laughter arose and even the tiniest child joined in. For the moment the boys were a closed circuit of
sympathy with Piggy outside: he went very pink, bowed his head and cleaned his glasses again.
Finally the laughter died away and the naming continued. There was Maurice, next in size among the choir
boys to Jack, but broad and grinning all the time. There was a slight, furtive boy whom no one knew, who kept to
himself with an inner intensity of avoidance and secrecy. He muttered that his name was Roger and was silent
again. Bill, Robert, Harold, Henry; the choir boy who had fainted sat up against a palm trunk, smiled pallidly at
Ralph and said that his name was Simon. Jack spoke.
“We’ve got to decide about being rescued.” There was a buzz. One of the small boys, Henry, said that he
wanted to go home.
“Shut up,” said Ralph absently. He lifted the conch. “Seems to me we ought to have a chief to decide things.”
“A chief! A chief!”
“I ought to be chief,” said Jack with simple arrogance, “because I’m chapter chorister and head boy. I can sing
C sharp.” Another buzz.
“Well then,” said Jack, “I—” He hesitated. The dark boy, Roger, stirred at last and spoke up.
“Let’s have a vote.”
“Yes!”
“Vote for chief!”
“Let’s vote—”
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This toy of voting was almost as pleasing as the conch. Jack started to protest but the clamor changed from the
general wish for a chief to an election by acclaim of Ralph himself. None of the boys could have found good
reason for this; what intelligence had been shown was traceable to Piggy while the most obvious leader was Jack.
But there was a stillness about Ralph as he sat that marked him out; there was his size, and attractive appearance;
and most obscurely, yet most powerfully, there was the conch. The being that had blown that, had sat waiting
form them on the platform with the delicate thing balanced on his knees, was set apart.
“Him with the shell.”
“Ralph! Ralph!”
“Let him be chief with the trumpet-thing.” Ralph raised a hand for silence.
“All right. Who wants Jack for chief?” With dreary obedience the choir raised their hands.
“Who wants me?”
Every hand outside the choir except Piggy’s was raised immediately. Then Piggy, too, raised his hand
grudgingly into the air. Ralph counted.
“I’m chief then.”
The circle of boys broke into applause. Even the choir applauded; and the freckles on Jack’s face disappeared
under a blush of mortification. He started up, then changed his mind and stat down again while the air rang. Ralph
looked at him, eager to offer something.
“The choir belongs to you, of course.”
“They could be the army—”
“Or hunters—”
“They could be—”
The suffusion drained away from Jack’s face. Ralph waved again for silence.
“Jack’s in charge of the choir. They can be—what do you want them to be!”
“Hunters.”
Jack and Ralph smiled at each other with shy liking. The rest began to talk eagerly. Jack stood up.
“All right, choir. Take off your togs.”
As if released from class, the choir boys stood up, chattered, piled their black cloaks on the grass. Jack laid his
on the trunk by Ralph. His gray shorts were sticking to him with sweat. Ralph glanced at them admiringly, and
when Jack saw his glance he explained.
“I tried to get over that hill to see if there was water all round. But your shell called us.” Ralph smiled and held
up the conch for silence.
“Listen, everybody. I’ve got to have time to think things out. I can’t decide what to do straight off. If this isn’t
an island we might be rescued straight away. So we’ve got to decide if this is an island. Everybody must stay
round here and wait and not go away. Three of us—if we take more we’d get all mixed, and lose each other—
three of us will go on an expedition and find out. I’ll go, and Jack, and, and …”
He looked round the circle of eager faces. There was no lack of boys to choose from.
“And Simon.”
The boys round Simon giggled, and he stood up, laughing a little. Now that the pallor of his faint was over, he
was a skinny, vivid little boy, with a glance coming up from under a hut of straight hair that hung down, black and
coarse. He nodded at Ralph.
“I’ll come.”
“And I—”
Jack snatched from behind him a sizeable sheath-knife and clouted it into a trunk. The buzz rose and died
away. Piggy stirred.
“I’ll come.” Ralph turned to him.
“You’re no good on a job like this.”
“All the same—”
“We don’t want you,” said Jack, flatly. Three’s enough.” Piggy’s glasses flashed.
“I was with him when he found the conch. I was with him before anyone else was.”
Jack and the others paid no attention. There was a general dispersal. Ralph, Jack and Simon jumped off the
platform and walked along the sand past the bathing pool. Piggy hung bumbling behind them.
“If Simon walks in the middle of us,” said Ralph, “then we could talk over his head.”
The three of them fell into step. This meant that every now and then Simon had to do a double shuffle to catch
up with the others. Presently Ralph stopped and turned back to Piggy.
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“Look.”
Jack and Simon pretended to notice nothing. They walked on.
“You can’t come.”
Piggy’s glasses were misted again—this time with humiliation.
“You told ’em. After what I said.” His face flushed, his mouth trembled.
“After I said I didn’t want—”
“What on earth are you talking about?”
“About being called Piggy. I said I didn’t care as long as they didn’t call me Piggy; an’ I said not to tell and
then you went an’ said straight out—”
Stillness descended on them. Ralph, looking with more understanding at Piggy, saw that he was hurt and
crushed. He hovered between the two courses of apology or further insult.
“Better Piggy than Fatty,” he said at last. With the directness of genuine leadership, “and anyway, I’m sorry if
you feel like that. Now go back, Piggy, and take names. That’s your job. So long.”
He turned and raced after the other two. Piggy stood and the rose of indignation faded slowly from his cheeks.
He went back to the platform.
*
The three boys walked briskly on the sand. The tide was low and there was a strip of weed-strewn beach that
was almost as firm as a road. A kind of glamour was spread over them and the scene and they were conscious of
the glamour and made happy by it. They turned to each other, laughing excitedly, talking, not listening. The air
was bright. Ralph, faced by the task of translating all this into an explanation, stood on his head and fell over.
When they had done laughing, Simon stroked Ralph’s arm shyly; and they had to laugh again.
“Come on,” said Jack presently, “we’re explorers.”
“We’ll go to the end of the island,” said Ralph, “and look round the corner.”
“If it is an island—”
Now, toward the end of the afternoon, the mirages were settling a little. They found the end of the island, quite
distinct, and not magicked out of shape or sense. There was a jumble of the usual squareness, with one great block
sitting out in the lagoon. Sea birds were nesting there.
“Like icing,” said Ralph, “on a pink cake.”
“We shan’t see round this corner,” said Jack, “because there isn’t one. Only a slow curve—and you can see, the
rocks get worse …”
Ralph shaded his eyes and followed the jagged outline of the crags up toward the mountain. This part of the
beach was nearer the mountain than any other that they had seen.
“We’ll try climbing the mountain from here,” he said. “I should think this is the easiest way. There’s less of
that jungly stuff, and more pink rock. Come on.”
The three boys began to scramble up. Some unknown force had wrenched and shattered these cubes so that
they lay askew, often piled diminishingly on each other. The most usual feature of the rock was a pink cliff
surmounted by a skewed block; and that again surmounted, and that again, till the pinkness became a stack of
balanced rock projecting through the looped fantasy of the forest creepers. Where the pink cliffs rose out of the
ground there were often narrow tracks winding upwards. They could edge along them, deep in the plant world,
their faces to the rock.
“What made this track?” Jack paused, wiping the sweat from his face. Ralph stood by him, breathless.
“Men?” Jack shook his head.
“Animals.”
Ralph peered into the darkness under the trees. The forest minutely vibrated.
“Come on.”
The difficulty was not the steep ascent round the shoulders of rock, but the occasional plunges through the
undergrowth to get to the next path. Here the roots and stems of creepers were in such tangles that the boys had to
thread through them like pliant needles. Their only guide, apart from the brown ground and occasional flashes of
light through the foliage, was the tendency of slope—whether this hole, laced as it was with the cables of creeper,
stood higher than that. Somehow, they moved up. Immured in these tangles, at perhaps their most difficult
moment, Ralph turned with shining eyes to the others.
“Wacco.”
“Wizard.”
“Smashing.”
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The cause of their pleasure was not obvious. All three were hot, dirty and exhausted. Ralph was badly
scratched. The creepers were as thick as their thighs and left little but tunnels for further penetration. Ralph
shouted experimentally and they listened to the muted echoes.
“This is real exploring,” said Jack. “I bet nobody’s been here before.”
“We ought to draw a map,” said Ralph, “only we haven’t any paper.”
“We could make scratches on bark,” said Simon, “and rub black stuff in.” Again came the solemn communion
of shining eyes in the gloom.
“Wacco.”
“Wizard.”
There was no place for standing on one’s head. This time Ralph expressed the intensity of his emotion by
pretending to knock Simon down; and soon they were a happy, heaving pile in the under-dusk. When they had
fallen apart Ralph spoke first.
“Got to get on.”
The pink granite of the next cliff was further back from the creepers and trees so that they could trot up the
path. This again led into more open forest so that they had a glimpse of the spread sea. With openness came the
sun; it dried the sweat that had soaked their clothes in the dark, damp heat. At last the way to the top looked like a
scramble over pink rock, with no more plunging through darkness. The boys chose their way through defiles and
over heaps of sharp stone.
“Look! Look!”
High over this end of the island, the shattered rocks lifted up their stacks and chimneys. This one, against
which Jack leaned, moved with a grating sound when they pushed.
“Come on—”
But not “Come on” to the top. The assault on the summit must wait while the three boys accepted this challenge. The rock was as large as a small car.
“Heave!” Sway back and forth, catch the rhythm.
“Heave!” Increase the swing of the pendulum, increase, increase, come up and bear against that point of
furthest balance—increase—increase—
“Heave!”
The great rock loitered, poised on one toe, decided not to return, moved through the air, fell, struck, turned
over, leapt droning through the air and smashed a deep hole in the canopy of the forest. Echoes and birds flew,
white and pink dust floated, the forest further down shook as with the passage of an enraged monster: and then the
island was still.
“Wacco!”
“Like a bomb!”
“Whee-aa-oo!”
Not for five minutes could they drag themselves away from this triumph. But they left at last. The way to the
top was easy after that. As they reached the last stretch Ralph stopped.
“Golly!”
They were on the lip of a circular hollow in the side of the mountain. This was filled with a blue flower, a rock
plant of some sort, and the overflow hung down the vent and spilled lavishly among the canopy of the forest. The
air was thick with butterflies, lifting, fluttering, settling.
Beyond the hollow was the square top of the mountain and soon they were standing on it.
They had guessed before that this was an island: clambering among the pink rocks, with the sea on either side,
and the crystal heights of air, they had known by some instinct that the sea lay on every side. But there seemed
something more fitting in leaving the last word till they stood on the top, and could see a circular horizon of water.
Ralph turned to the others.
“This belongs to us.”
It was roughly boat-shaped: humped near this end with behind them the jumbled descent to the shore. On
either side rocks, cliffs, treetops and a steep slope: forward there, the length of the boat, a tamer descent, tree-clad,
with hints of pink: and then the jungle flat of the island, dense green, but drawn at the end to a pink tail. There,
where the island petered out in water, was another island, a rock, almost detached, standing like a fort, facing
them across the green with one bold, pink bastion. The boys surveyed all this, then looked out to sea. They were
high up and the afternoon had advanced; the view was not robbed of sharpness by mirage.
“That’s a reef. A coral reef. I’ve seen pictures like that.”
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The reef enclosed more than one side of the island, lying perhaps a mile out and parallel to what they now
thought of as their beach. The coral was scribbled in the sea as though a giant had bent down to reproduce the
shape of the island in a flowing chalk line but tired before he had finished. Inside was peacock water, rocks and
weed showing as in an aquarium; outside was the dark blue of the sea. This tide was running so that long streaks
of foam tailed away from the reef and for a moment they felt that the boat was moving steadily astern. Jack
pointed down.
“That’s where we landed.”
Beyond falls and cliffs there was a gash visible in the trees; thee were the splintered trunks and then the drag,
leaving only a fringe of palm between the scar and the sea. There, too, jutting into the lagoon, was the platform,
with insect-like figures moving near it.
Ralph sketched a twining line from the bald spot on which they stood down a slope, a gully, through flowers,
round and down to the rock where the scar started.
“That’s the quickest way back.”
Eyes shining, mouths open, triumphant, they savored the right of domination. They were lifted up: were
friends. …
223.13 Excerpt from Before I Die Again\fn{by Edward Chad Varah (1911-2007)} Barton-upon-Humber, North
Lincolnshire, England, United Kingdom (M) 29
1
I was born on 12 November 1911 at the vicarage, Barton-upon-Humber. The house still stands, though reduced
by the knocking down of various bedrooms my father had built on as the number of his children gradually
increased to nine; it is now used as offices, and the vicarage is a red-brick building opposite, in what used to be
known as the Big Garden to distinguish it from the Little Garden around the house. The churchyard path separated
the two. The room where I was born was the first-floor front, on the right. In the day time, any sunlight would
have been muted by the great beech tree which was then just the other side of the churchyard wall. Disease took it
and our elms. When night came, though there were still some oil-lamps in use in my earliest years, the room
would have been lit by gaslight, which gives out a welcome warmth and a comforting bubbling sound. The
window does not look on to St Peter’s church itself, a pre-Norman building with extensive Gothic additions,
founded by St. Chad in 669.
Father named his firstborn after the saint who converted Mercia in the seventh century—one of twelve heathen
Mercian boys who had been captured in war against the Kingdom of Northumbria, and had been saved from a
sticky end by the intercession of good St. Aidan of Holy Island (Lindisfarne), who said to the Christian king,
“Give them to me, my Lord, and I will bring them up as my own sons and send them to convert their
countrymen.”
Several did well, but the one who became Apostle of Mercia was Chad (originally Ceoddha or Ceaddha—the
“a” being masculine termination). The combination of what has become an unusual Christian name with the
surname Varah led many people to think it isn’t English, but it is in fact pure Anglian. There are more churches in
England dedicated to St Chad than to any other saint who is not in the New Testament.
Old St. Peter’s was built all in one piece some time in the first half of the tenth century, and only the part east
of the tower was demolished and replaced by later buildings.
My father was the Reverend William Edward Varah, Vicar of Barton upon Humber from 1910 until ten days
before his death in 1945. Much of the time he was Rural Dean of Yarborough North and an honorary Canon of
Lincoln Minster.\fn{I.e., Lincoln Cathedral:H} He always topped the poll for the elections to the Barton Urban District
Council, which he pressurized on many subjects including the need for a Humber Bridge. He never lived to see it,
but there it is now, the world’s longest single-span suspension bridge,\fn{ From 1981-1998, at 4,626 feet; since 1998 [this
note was intruded on October 10, 2011] the world’s longest is the Akashi-Kaikyo Bridge in Japan (6,532 feet):H } and very beautiful.
When it was opened, I was glad to be televised in front of it to say that all those years ago my father had
persuaded the town council to vote £10,000 towards the cost of a bridge, which was an immense sum in those
days for a town of 6,000 inhabitants. He was a well-known authority on pre-Norman architecture and history, and
scholars came from allover the world to consult him and also to see the Saxon part of the church in which I was
baptized.
It is easy to see why he was chosen to be Vicar of Barton; but why was he chosen to be my father? Did I
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choose him, or did God or my guardian angel choose him for me? Do we choose our parents when we come, not
in utter nakedness nor in entire forgetfulness but trailing clouds of glory from God who is our home? My father
was a very strong character, a man of principle with firm beliefs and convictions, and furthermore a man with the
moral courage to speak what he believed whether it would make him popular or unpopular. It used to embarrass
me often in my youth that he so frequently said things which other people only thought but were too shy to voice.
As I have grown older, I have admired this more and more and am inclined to do the same thing myself. I doubt if
I embarrass my children as much as my father used to embarrass me by this means, but maybe I am as unaware as
he apparently was. Maybe they blush or cringe inwardly more than I realize; or did when they were younger.
My father was a Tractarian. He belonged with great figures in Anglican history such as Keble, Pusey, Liddon
—he was delighted when I got rooms in Pusey Quad in Keble College—and the son of his elder brother was
christened Liddon. He had a great feeling for the English Church and for English, as against Roman and Papist,
Catholicism. He loved the Book of Common Prayer and knew how to speak Cranmer’s prose in such a way that
his flock could understand it. Although I argued with him frequently and passionately and came to reject many of
his religious, philosophical and political ideas, I was powerfully influenced by him. As a child I naturally hated
him as well as loved him, and did not feel guilty about hating him because I felt justified. I now remember him
with gratitude.
Before saying more about him, I must refer to the most important of the circumstances surrounding my birth,
namely the mother who bore me. Why did I choose her to provide me with the body with which I was born into
the world? Or why was she chosen for me?
My mother, née Atkinson, was christened Marie. Father didn’t like this name, and on her marriage on 25
January 1910 she changed it to Mary.
During my childhood Mother appeared to me rather as an appendage to my father, even though he was
normally shut up in his study and she was around the house in places one frequented such as the warm kitchen.
One took it for granted that Father was the one who knew things and to whom one listened, and to whom Mother
listened. One took it for granted that Mother was good at everything to do with running a house: cooking, baking,
sewing, mending, knitting, dressmaking, tailoring, cleaning, laundering, ironing and .everything else necessary to
make a large house run smoothly when, as the number of children increased and the purchasing power of Father’s
income diminished, the amount done by my mother with the aid of the older children increased proportionately.
I gather that when I was born, before the First World War, my parents had four indoor servants and two
outdoor in addition to my nanny and some casual help. Even during the war my mother’s task increased as the
number of servants diminished, but after the war there was only a daily to “do the rough”, by which was meant
scrub the kitchen, scullery, and passages and any cupboards with tiled floors on hands and knees, and also clear
out the grates, polish with black lead, separate the cinders from the ash, throw the ash into the ash pit behind the
outside privy and. re-use the cinders when laying the fire again with newspaper and sticks. In addition, there were
the women who came on Monday to wash, and a different pair of women who came on Tuesday to iron. Later on
these were reduced to one woman for both tasks, but the cleaning woman still came daily.
My father was born at Braithwell in 1862, where his father was the Master of the old endowed school, built in
1673, which still stands. He was the dominant son, though Uncle George was older. My mother was born in 1888
at Boston Spa. After their marriage in 1910 they had a honeymoon in London for several weeks before going to
the vicarage at Eastville in the Fens. So my father must have been forty-nine and my mother twenty-three when I
was born, as their birthdays were both in August.
Our surname appears on tombstones at Wickersly and Maltby, the oldest, now indecipherable, being dated
1480, and the oldest legible until recently being of 1597 (the same date as the silver-gilt chalice I use every
Thursday). It seems that the reason why Varah is an uncommon name is that for centuries those of us who
survived have mostly been girls,
My mother had a baby every year for eight years, then a stillbirth which we didn’t know about until much later,
and a ninth child six years after the eighth. Father gave us good old pre-Norman saints’ names: Edward Chad,
Audrey Mary, Dorothy Margaret, Rosalind (she added Mary at her confirmation), Winfrid Edmund, George Hugh,
Mary Elgiva, Albery Veronica and William Oswald.
The sexes were segregated. By the time there were eight of us, the bedroom next to the nursery had been
turned into a proper bathroom and the hip baths previously used were abandoned, so Father had to have a little
room built above the pantry for Winfrid (later known as Edmund) and Hugh. In the very middle of the bedroom
floor was a little room lit only by a skylight, where the nursery-maid used to sleep until after the departure of the
last one, Shucksmith (the youngest of twenty children of a man who was unemployed, at least during the day).
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Later I slept in this room myself for a while. The three eldest girls slept in the north bedroom, and the two
younger girls in the four-poster bedroom. I myself slept in what had been Father’s dressing-room, immediately
above the front door and hall, on one side of which was the “best bedroom”, for visitors, and the other side my
parents’ bedroom—except for a period when, having been in a children’s hospital in Hull with a mysterious
stomach ailment, I convalesced for a year or more in a balcony room made by an ingenious transformation of the
window in Mother’s dressing-room.
There was a water-closet upstairs, but during the day we hardy males went to an outside privy between the ash
pit and the coal sheds, whose roofs were covered for some reason with fleshy Sempiternum vivens. Under the
privy seat was a large oblong wooden box covered with pitch inside, which Daddy used to drag each week
through the yard and the Little Garden and across the churchyard path and up into the Big Garden to tip the
contents into a hole dug in the orchard, which produced splendid apples. If you think “Daddy” means my father,
you are not thinking about the closing year of the First World War, when I was still calling my father Sir and the
girls called him Father. Daddy was the surname of the gardener. I think the war hadn’t quite finished when the box
wore out and had to be replaced and I saw the new one when the joiner brought it. I asked him why it was daubed
with pitch and he said it was to make it watertight. I reasoned that if pitch kept urine in it would keep pond water
out, so what we had was a boat. A hundred yards away, across Beck Hill and down a grassy slope, was the Beck. I
know the word “beck” should mean a small stream, and in fact a small stream did run into it, but the Beck was a
pond, about sixty yards in diameter, whose level was controlled by a sluice. From our house you could see the
great church of St. Mary reflected in this pond which acted as a huge looking-glass. Equally, from St. Mary’s
churchyard you could see the reflection of the great church of St. Peter plus old St. Peter’s plus the vicarage.
With much puffing and panting, I managed to drag this box down to the Beck and launch it, leaping aboard
with a bit of wood to act as a paddle. It wasn’t the right shape for a boat. Only a few yards from shore, it
overturned and deposited me in the water, from which I emerged spitting newts, with green weed in my hair. I ran
back home, and in at the back door, where fortunately there was water on the tiles anyway, as it was washing day,
and Mrs. Wrack was helping my mother to do the weekly wash. It was decided that I should strip off all my wet
clothing and have a warm bath in a hip bath in front of the kitchen fire, lest I “catch my death”. My mother was
evidently anxious to get me into dry clothes before my father returned from wherever he was. I expect she thought
I had been sufficiently punished for my naughtiness by the fright I had had, and she was pleased that I had not
drowned, because in the middle the Beck was about eight feet deep at that time. Relieved though I was by a
purely practical and remedial approach to the situation, I remember being aghast at the thought of taking off my
clothes in front of Mrs. Wrack. She obviously had the intention of bathing me, but I snubbed her with the
statement that I had been bathing myself for more years than she had been working for us.
When my father eventually appeared, I was clothed and in my right mind, and he decided to treat the matter
lightly and indeed to dine out on the story. I often had to listen to him telling people about my adventures boating
on the Beck.
*
The first act of mine which perhaps qualifies to be called Samaritan occurred early in 1917. I was, as usual in
the winter, getting in my mother’s way in the kitchen, where a huge coal-fired range kept the room warm. I could
enjoy the smell of baking bread (my mother baked every day except Sunday) and often have my presence
rewarded by a hot “new cake” liberally spread with butter, or better still with bacon dripping from the frying pan.
I was poring unenthusiastically over a tattered copy of Dr. W. Smith’s First Latin Primer, my father having one
day removed my book of natural philosophy and substituted this dreary tome, saying curtly, “Learn Latin from
this—I’ll correct your exercises,” when the doorbell rang. I ran to answer it with alacrity.
The visitor was a tall, pasty-faced young man in a black suit and clerical collar, who was sweating and
trembling with fear and saying he had an appointment to see my father. I took a dislike to him even before he
patted me on the head and called me his little man, but I nevertheless felt sorry for him, for he was clearly
dreading his coming encounter with my father, a strong character who was not afraid to say what he thought.
It was many years before I discovered what it was the young man was frightened about. He had (I was old)
been recommended by my father for some free training for the ministry on condition that he served for some years
in the Mission field, and after ordination had conveniently discovered that his health would not allow him to be
boiled and eaten by cannibals, so had worked safely in this country and had not repaid the cost of his raining.
My father was using the dining-room instead of the study to save fuel, and I led the young man into the Awful
Presence, astonished that the visitor hadn’t turned to stone under the glowering he got. In an attempt to soften my
father, I stayed, chattering, telling jokes and being consciously “cute”, and the visitor played up to this, praising
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my wit and enquiring how old I was.
“He’s five,” said my father, dismissing the subject and me.
“Five and a quarter!” I cried; and that is how I know when the incident happened. I went reluctantly back to
my Latin Primer, having failed to save the young man from the wrath he assuredly deserved.
*
As the number of my brothers and sisters grew, so did my responsibilities as the eldest:
“Why did you let him (or her) do so-and-so?”
I occasionally escaped to have a few days’ holiday with Uncle George at Old Brumby near Scunthorpe, whose
daughters I addressed as Auntie Elsie and Auntie Ida, because they were adult. I met my cousin Uncle Liddon
only once, a strapping soldier in thick khaki with puttees and huge boots, who lifted me effortlessly with one land
and pressed me against the ceiling. He wasted away in a German prisoner-of-war camp, and his name wasn’t on
the war memorial because he hadn’t died in action. When Uncle George wasn’t playing the piano to me or taking
me for long walks, I would haunt Frodingham Iron and Steel Works and watch the men tipping molten slag.
Once when I was staying there—I think it was in 1921 or 1922—Alan Cobham’s Air Circus was in town,
utilizing a large meadow. I wish I had taken more notice of the aeroplanes: I could doubtless find out from the
records of the period, but that would be cheating. I don’t, in fact, remember anything except that they were
biplanes and that one was (for those days) large and the others were small. The large one was taking people for
rides. It cost ten shillings to go for a ten-minute spin, and when I was there there were no queues, I think because
ten shillings was a very great deal of money in those days, rather than that people were nervous. I don't know how
I managed to raise the ten shillings: it may have been half-price for children, and I may have had to raise only
five, but during the whole of my childhood I can’t remember ever having more than a few pennies at any given
time, except once.
The big plane that people went for rides in had no seats in the cabin, which was about six or seven feet wide
and maybe fifteen feet in length, if I remember rightly, with looped rope around the walls to hold on to as you
stood, and a sliding door which an attendant obligingly opened in flight so that we could see out. It gives me the
horrors now to think of myself standing at the very edge while flying over Scunthorpe peering over with
fascination at the familiar steelworks and slag heaps, blissfully unaware that a slight lurch could precipitate me
without a parachute to the ground.
After our ten-minute ride, there was a draw: tickets of admission, which I think were a shilling for adults and
sixpence for children, were all numbered, and several were drawn out of a hat and those drawn were entitled to a
free flight in a little aeroplane with room for only one passenger behind the pilot, or two if they were small
enough to sit side by side. I was one of the lucky ones, and was slightly nervous as we came down because of the
wind whistling past—there was no canopy or other protection though the pilot himself had a windscreen. Just
before landing we clipped some trees, which took a little of the fabric off one wing.
At home I was expected to be usefully employed at all times, and it was fortunate that when I was happily
wasting time I could always hear Father coming, because either shortly before or shortly after his marriage he had
had a bad accident with a pony and trap, which had broken his leg, and it was badly set so that when eventually it
healed it was a couple of inches shorter. Whenever my father referred to “my accident”, he always added, with an
expression that made it clear he was reliving it, that he hadn’t known there was so much pain in the world. As a
result of it, he had to wear a built-up surgical boot, and had to clump along with a dot-and-carry sound which
made his approach very recognizable to those who were doing what they ought not to be doing. He was able,
nevertheless, to ride a bicycle, which he mounted by standing on the step that protruded from the axle of the back
wheel. One could also ride behind him standing on this step, and one’s foot became very tired indeed. He had
been, Mother said, a fine figure of a man before his accident; even after it he had immense stamina and could, for
instance, ride long distances on his bicycle, whether with a child on the back or not.
Shortly before the church clock in the great tenth-century tower struck ten in the morning or five in the
afternoon, Father would set out to say Mattins or Evensong in Old St. Peter’s, which he boasted was the oldest
church in England in daily use for worship.
If I was playing in the Little Garden when the clock was shortly to strike ten or five, Father would come
stumping along the path and would say to me, in the tone of one conferring a favour,
You can come with me to Mattins [or Evensong, as the case might be] if you like.”
The possibility that one would prefer to go on playing never crossed his mind, and the possibility of being
truthful about the matter never crossed mine. I often felt resentful at these interruptions, as I trotted along behind
him up the churchyard path and up the few steps and past the broken tombstones near the great beech tree under
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which I would hide when playing hide-and-seek, quite undeterred by the human skull and other bones I found in
there—parsons’ children whose playground is a graveyard are not to be scared by a few old bones—and then past
the cross which marks the site where St. Chad planted a wooden one in the year 669 and said,
“Here we will build a church.”
Once inside these ancient yard-thick walls, scarred by the attempts of the Danes to burn them down and by the
marks of arrows being sharpened by the defenders, I felt as much at home as in the vicarage next door. There
would sometimes be other worshippers besides myself and my father, and of course the younger children got
roped in later. I may have picked up the unvarying responses by hearing them, but I can’t have been quite three at
the time when I was reading the even verses of the psalms, which of course changed every time, antiphonally with
my father. By the time I was nine, I knew the whole psalter off by heart, and retained it until a few years ago.
*
I started at my dame school, Mrs. Cooper’s, at the age of four. The building is still there, behind a doublefronted house alongside the left-hand side of St. Mary’s churchyard.
I didn’t learn as much as I learned from reading in my father’s library. This contained a few books of “natural
philosophy”, which was what science was then called and which I read with avidity, and one very precious shelf
full of volumes of Dent’s Everyman’s Library. These were possibly taken over by my father from his predecessor,
one of whose sons, David Hogarth, was translator for Dent’s from Russian and Spanish; I read Tolstoy’s Anna
Karenina, Dostoevsky’s Letters from the Underworld and the plays of Ibsen. In the drawing-room, in a case with
glass doors, were more frivolous works, such as the collected novels of Dickens, Scott, Thackeray and Lord
Lytton, as well as Tennyson, Keats, Byron and of course Shakespeare. It was when I went into hospital in Hull
that I came across books specifically written for boys, such as the stories of R. M. Ballantyne, Captain Marryat
and Fenimore Cooper, author of The Last of the Mohicans. I became, naturally, a Mohican—I even remember that
I was called Fleetfoot, and was as skilled with bow and arrow as any Robin Hood.
I shall always be grateful to the dame school for the multiplication table and for the Two Duties, which of
course went out of fashion with its “Order myself lowly and reverently to all my betters” when it was decided that
nobody was better than anyone else. I got a real appreciation of English from my father, the Book of Common
Prayer and my dame school.
We had, of course, copybooks, and we learnt to write copperplate by copying pothooks and maxims, thus
improving one’s handwriting and one’s character at a stroke. My character must have needed a lot of
improvement, not to mention strokes, because at her eightieth birthday party Julia, with whom I had shared the
“big table”, reminded me that I had been caned every day by Mrs. Cooper. The girls were punished only by
having to spend half an hour or so holding a “back board”, a thick piece of wood about a yard long, four inches
wide and three-quarters of an inch thick with handles at the ends, which the girl had to hold in her two hands with
palms facing forward and elbows by her side, and force down behind her shoulders so as to encourage an erect
posture. One day I was sentenced to an hour of the back board because I had already been caned once or twice
that day, and came to the conclusion that girls had the best of it.
When I observed that, as soon as they were old enough to help, my sisters were rarely allowed to read quietly
in a corner but had to engage in household chores which it was alleged would be good training for them, I
changed my opinion about girls having it easy. In fact, I soon discovered, and still believe, that with certain
exceptions it is boys who have it easy: presumably most of them will have to make up for it by being born girls in
their next incarnation, especially the ones who can justly be described as male chauvinists. The really vicious ones
should be reborn as Asian or African Muslim women. It will, of course, be their own higher self which chooses
this destiny—karma is not a punishment, but a consequence and an education.
A great many of the standards and values that were taken for granted in the world I was born into were being
changed, apparently for ever, by the Great War. It is amazing to me now how little impact that war made on me, as
a child who did not read newspapers nor have much conversation with adults, in the days before radio jabbering
everything as it happened was a child’s constant companion. Barton was by no means exempt from the carnage of
the trenches: the war memorial recorded the names of 165 Barton men who gave their lives in the First World
War. In a town of about 6,000 inhabitants, that meant there was hardly a family that was not bereaved. We had
appropriate prayers at the services of course and my father had to minister to those whose husbands and sons and
brothers were listed as dead or missing, and we met some wounded in our streets.
Nevertheless, the war seemed far away, for wars were still fought by the armed forces, and did not to any great
extent involve civilians directly. Indeed, the only thing that stands out clearly in my memory as a sign that we
were at war is being plucked from bed by my nanny and carried to a window and held there, blinking sleepily, to
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see a Zeppelin, silver, beautiful and unreal, caught in the searchlights. Years later I was crossing the Humber from
New Holland to Hull on the paddle-steamer now tethered near Westminster Bridge when the R34 exploded and
pieces of the envelope, silver on one side, pink on the other, but no bodies, fell on to the deck.
When I was in hospital at the age of about eight, I read from morning till night; and back at home,
convalescing on my “balcony”, I read from morning till night. I was never lonely, and preferred books to
company.
When I was well enough to go to school, Father sent me on principle to his own church school in Queen Street,
where I was so far ahead of Standard VII that they had to create a special Ex-VII. I was in a room with about
twenty working-class boys who were surprisingly nice to me, especially when they discovered that far from my
being teacher’s pet, the headmaster seized every pretext for caning me savagely, possibly resenting the fact that
my father, as Chairman of the Managers, was his boss or perhaps having discovered that I had (once) kissed his
daughter Kathleen on the lips. I was very short-sighted and could not see the blackboard, so when he said what he
was writing as he wrote it, I could remember, but if he didn’, I hadn’ a clue and was caned for inattention. It was
in fact the other boys who were inattentive, as most of them spent much of the time masturbating under the
protection of their desks, competing to see who could carry on till the last moment as the teacher approached,
without being caught. You may think it snobbish by today’s standards, but at that period the other boys and I
instinctively understood that it wouldn’t have been suitable for the vicar’s son to join in.
My father knew nothing whatever about the technicalities of sex, and the subject was never discussed at home.
After mother had borne him a child every year for nine years, the ninth one stillborn, my godfather, who was also
our family doctor, Dr. Percy Birtwhistle (known until his death at a ripe old age as the young doctor, because he
had succeeded his father in the practice) tried to explain menstruation to my father, presumably with a view to
attempting some rhythm method of contraception, but my father was so painfully embarrassed by the whole
discussion that Dr. Percy couldn’t bring himself to continue the attempted explanation. Five years later, number
ten (ninth surviving), William Oswald, was born.
I might well have grown up in fearful ignorance but for the fact that I was one of three parsons’ sons in the
diocese of Lincoln who were “adopted” by a returned missionary Bishop, Dr. John Edward Hine (same name,
same family as the cognac). I call him “doctor” not only because he had five doctorates, but because he had
started off as a doctor of medicine and had gone to Central Africa for UMCA as a medical missionary.
Bishop Hine was a tall, solemn, impressive figure with a shock of white hair and a great white beard, too
ascetic to look like Father Christmas, who lived with two spinster sisters. He confirmed me when I was twelve.
One day when I was on holiday with him at the Subdeanery in Lincoln he called me into his study and said,
“You are twelve, are you not?” I said that I was.
“I don’t suppose”, said the Bishop, “that your parents have told you anything about sex?”
“Certainly not,” I said. “They always give the impression that it is something one does not talk about. There
hasn’t been much about it, either, in any of the books I’ve read, except the Bible. I have, of course, seen dogs and
horses copulating, and once when I was staying on Uncle Charlie’s farm at Brampton-en-le-Morthen I got up
early one morning and was fortunate in seeing a litter of piglets being born, and was a bit shocked to realize at
that moment how we really came into the world.”
“Not a bad beginning,” said the Bishop, “but it’s time you knew the facts. I shall sit here at my desk, and you
may sit behind me in that easy chair, and you may take the cat upon your lap.”
When we were thus settled, the Bishop gave a most lucid and systematic explanation of human sexuality. Now
that I am a recognized authority on the subject myself, I doubt if I could much have improved on the account the
Bishop gave in 1923 or 1924. As he spoke, an enormous number of things fell into place, and a great many old
wives’ tales which my scientific mind had in any case doubted were happily relegated to limbo.
When the lecture came to an end, I sat there, feeling elated, with a sense of “knowledge is power”. I also felt
slightly relieved to know that masturbation, of which I was a devoted practitioner and had been since before
puberty, is a normal manifestation of adolescence. I had not, in fact, been particularly worried, unlike many boys
of my generation, because as a scientist I never believed the horror stories that were circulated by adults anxious
to frighten one off the practice. For instance, “Everyone who looks at you will know,” was to me totally
unconvincing, because when I looked at people, I didn’t know, so why should anyone else? Especially in view of
the fact that other people were less observant, less intelligent and generally less likely to be recognized as
geniuses than I was?
*
We attended church two or three times on a Sunday according to age, and strictly followed the Christian Year.
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We celebrated Advent not quite as rigorously as Lent, but with solemnity and much thought of the Four Last
Things, and not a hint of a carol until Christmas Eve. There was immense excitement as Christmas approached,
and much hiding away in corners to make things or wrap them up in mysterious parcels, for each of us had to
contrive some sort of present for each of the others and for our parents.
We’d gather holly and ivy from the garden to decorate the house—a sprig of holly must go behind each of the
pictures hanging on the walls—and from the churchyard would cut a suitable evergreen, usually yew, as a
Christmas tree. It would stand seven feet tall in its bucket of close-packed earth in the bay window of the
drawing-room. It would mysteriously get decorated after the Midnight Eucharist when we children were in bed,
with decorations kept from year to year and little coloured candles in holders that clipped on like a bulldog clip.
Smaller presents would actually be hung on the tree and larger ones piled round the base of it. But on Christmas
Eve, all would be bustle and preparation and expectation. For us, Christmas was a Christian festival and all the
feasting and exchanging of presents was something arising out of the commemoration of an historic and mystic
event.
Whether we had been to the Midnight\fn{The Midnight Mass:H} or not, we all went to Mattins, in a church
decorated in much the same fashion as our own home, and heard the Christmas story and sang the Christmas
hymns. Sometimes we would encounter other children who would speak of the presents they had had: their
families had adopted some new-fangled habit of hanging up stockings, in or near which all their presents were
put, and as soon as they woke in the early dawn they would open all their presents in their beds, and that was the
end of that. We felt sorry for them: our giving and receiving of presents hadn’t yet begun, and would continue for
the twelve days of Christmas.
After an unhurried mid-day Christmas dinner of goose (later turkey) and Mother’s vintage plum pudding, we
trooped into the drawing-room with gasps of wonder and pleasure as we saw the Christmas tree lit up and the log
fire blazing. The blinds, which had been lowered to prevent us from peering in, were raised to reveal the snow
outside, deep and crisp and even. We all made ourselves comfortable and sang a carol, and then, at a nod from
Father, Mother would go towards the tree with a pair of scissors. Each of us in turn would receive one present,
which we would open carefully, untying the knots in any string, winding up the string, folding up the paper neatly,
and then thanking the person who had given the present (or writing a letter of thanks if the giver was not with us)
before playing with it or reading it or whatever. Each of us, whilst opening our own present, was the center of
attention, because no one else was opening one at the same time, and everybody was keen to see what we had got
and what pleasure it was giving us. Much of the delight came from this leisurely sharing: and nothing got broken.
The youngest were given their presents first, so that their patience should not be too much strained, but they knew
better than to clamour for another one even after everybody had received a parcel.
Each of us in turn would sing a carol or do a recitation of some kind or play a piece on the piano, and the party
would continue until tea-time, when there was Christmas cake and other cakes and in later years crackers with
paper hats. Then all of us would go off to church for Evensong. We would go to the tree every day for another
round of presents until Twelfth Night, when all the remaining presents would be given out and the tree and
decorations taken down and the tree burnt on a ceremonial bonfire. Having one present a day meant that it really
had our attention and we extracted the maximum possible benefit from it, both that day and later. We learned
some very important lessons from Christmas, as it was celebrated at the vicarage in those days: self-control, care
and consideration, tidiness, thrift, making the best—truly, the best—of everything we had, and giving no mere
perfunctory thanks to those who benefited us.
*
Perhaps because we had an academic and somewhat authoritarian father, we four boys all found a friend in the
town who did not belong to the class with which we could mix socially, such as Mr. and Mrs. Nowell, whose
garden abutted on to ours, and my god-mother Mrs. Uppleby of Barrow Hall, who lived in considerable state.
Mine was Harold “Pop” Eastoe, a spry man, not very tall, but perky and agreeable in his manner, with slightly
bulging eyes. His hands were reddened by filleting fish and skinning rabbits in all sorts of weather as well as by
weighing out potatoes and having to wash his hands a lot. He sometimes washed them with invisible soap while
poised behind the counter listening respectfully to a customer’s requirement. He must have looked a very ordinary
little man to everyone except his wife, though he was well respected and a keen churchman who was both a bellringer and a sidesman.\fn{Usher} Later, when you no longer had to be gentry, he was a churchwarden.
I spent hours lounging about the shop and listening to his pithy remarks, and soon was welcome to go up to his
living-room—he lived above the shop. I had hardly seen inside any houses in Barton other than those I called at
socially. I don’t suppose it crossed my mind at the time how truly I loved this man with whom I would seem to
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have had so little in common.
Pop wasn’t the captain of the bell-ringers—that honour belonged to Arthur Hoodless, a joiner who lived a few
hundred yards away at the bottom of Holydyke, opposite the gray Wesleyan Chapel. His apple-cheeked wife had
more gaps than teeth in her ready smile, and one of their children was a retarded boy with whom they were both
wonderfully patient. He was a conscientious workman: if Arthur made you a coffin, it was so well made it seemed
a pity to bury it.
You always knew when Arthur or one of the other joiners was going to be making a coffin, because you would
hear the Passing Bell. When anyone died, somebody would be sent to tell the verger to ring the Passing Bell, and
pay sixpence for half an hour or a shilling for an hour. After a few warning strokes at the rate of one a minute,
there would come three quick strokes together.
“Ah,” you would say, “three for a child—I wonder if Mrs. So and So’s baby died soon after birth?” Then
another three:
“Hm, six for a woman—maybe it was the mother who died in childbed?” Another three:
“Nine tailors [equals tellers] makes a man—now will that be young Whosit who had the accident and is in Hull
Infirmary, or will it be old Whatsit who’s been bedridden for weeks?”
One wouldn’t have to wait long for the answer, because after a pause would come a steady sequence of strokes
in number equaling the person’s age. The rest of the half hour or the hour would be taken up with one “knoll”
(knell) per minute.
Our friend Miss Molbs, headmistress of the church school, produced Shakespeare plays in the Assembly
Rooms. I remember what a fine Orsino Arthur Hoodless made in Twelfth Night, every inch a Count, though of
course speaking broad lincolnshire. Pop played the part of Sir Toby Belch, and I played the part of Feste, the fool.
When Miss Molbs moved away to Nottingham, she twice invited me to stay with her in order to hear music: the
Carl Rosa opera company’s performances of Tosca and other operas; and a piano recital by the great Russian
composer Serge Rachmaninov, a tall, austere, aristocratic figure who when applauded hysterically managed to
look aloof without being ungracious.
At the end of the concert, when the time came for him to play an encore, everyone in the audience began
shouting out the one word:
“Prelude”.
His resigned expression showed that he knew which prelude they meant—the Prelude in C sharp minor which
was not only a fascinating piece but also had the macabre story attached to it (with what justification I don’t
know) that it depicted somebody buried alive hammering more and more frantically on the lid of his coffin. It was
just the kind of story to appeal to me at that age, and I did in fact play the Prelude myself, which is not as
fiendishly difficult as it looks at first glance with all those accidentals. But I had also struggled with another of the
preludes which I thought far superior, so in the instant between the tumult and the shouting and Rachmaninov
turning back to the piano, I shrieked,
“In G minor!”
For a second Rachmaninov looked straight into my eyes, slightly raised one eyebrow, sketched the merest trace
of a shrug as he turned down the corners of his mouth, and then sat at the piano and banged out his Prelude in C
sharp minor. I still treasure the message he signaled to me in that second:
“My dear chap, you know and I know that the G minor is superior, but the C sharp minor isn’t bad and we
must give the public what they want, must we not?”
*
When I was thirteen, Father decided it was time for me to go to public school, and he chose Worksop, where
my cousin “Uncle” Liddon had been prefect of chapel and captain of football. It was a Woodard school with a
High Church tradition in a most beautiful situation in that part of Sherwood Forest called The Dukeries. The
school was built on Clumber Estate which belonged to the Duke of Newcastle, and just opposite the main gates
were the main gates of Welbeck, the estate of the Duke of Portland. The schoolboys at Worksop in those days had
the run of both estates except, of course, the immediate vicinity of Clumber House and Welbeck Abbey. I started
off in Form 3A and my house was Fleur de Lys, now renamed Pelham.
My first week in 3A I was bottom of the form, because I hadn’t got the hang of doing things the way they did
at this school and at prep schools, like the other boys. By the second week I was top, and remained monotonously
there until the end of the term, when I was moved up to the Fourth Form.
I was not allowed to take part in games on medical grounds, so when not cheering on the school XV or XI
would go for long walks in Sherwood Forest—deep into Clumber, or across the road and up the drive to Welbeck,
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sometimes even exploring the tunnels, though this was forbidden. A mad Duke of Portland had not been able to
bear seeing carts go across his land, so as carts had to pass if the ducal revenues were to be maintained, he built
these fantastic cuttings and tunnels so that carts could be unobserved by him as they passed on their lawful
occasions. Now that Welbeck House is an army college, their boys will have the run of those tunnels, no doubt.
I enjoyed the chapel services. Viscount Mountgarret had built a magnificent chapel for it, and the choir was
excellent. An advantage of a chapel-centred school was that Sunday was made the most enjoyable day of the
week: after church, twice, in the morning, there was better food than usual and a long free afternoon and best of
all, some kind of entertainment in the evening. It might be a film, such as Cecil B. de Mille’s The Ten
Commandments, or it might be a singer or other musician, or an entertainer reading from Dickens and other
dramatic works.
In the Fourth Form I spent a lot of time in the laboratory and neglected the subject I had hated ever since my
father had forced me to learn it by myself at an early age, namely Latin. My punishment for this I brought upon
my own head: at the end of the year, I failed an exam called the Lower Certificate by two marks in the Latin
paper, which was essential. This was the only exam I have ever failed in my life, and my amour proper\fn{Selfesteem} took a heavy blow. My father rang all the changes on the possible stresses in the sentence
“You failed an examination?” Only the word “an” didn’t get underlined in tones of outrage and disbelief.
This led to my being put into VB, not VA, as one likely to pass the School Certificate but unlikely to get
exemption from Matriculation. The maximum number of credits one could get in those days was nine, and I
decided to get these and did. I was allowed to go straight up into the Upper Sixth, to take the Higher Certificate in
one year instead of two.
I was always greatly helped by a retentive memory. I remembered everything I read with attention, often after
reading it only once. For example, for English we had two set books, Chaucer’s Prologue and Shakespeare’s
Macbeth. Both of these I knew off by heart, and I won’t bore you with the huge stretches of them I can still
remember. When out for walks with friends of mine such as (at that time) Brittain and “Ginger” Dixon and Eacott,
we used to practise “gobbets” on one another: the one who had the book would fling two or three words at the rest
of us, and we should have to identify where these words came from and what were the words before and after. To
even things up a bit, they used to throw only one word at me: “brown” one of them would yell, and I’d have to
say, “a not-heed hadde he, with a broun visage.” Then we would all giggle, because there was a master who was
exactly like that, with a very brown face and a crew cut—what we would nowadays call a skinhead. He was
disappointingly normal in other ways; we really liked masters with eccentricities, such as the one called Dr.
Barton who went into class with a little suitcase from which he took all kinds of paraphernalia to make himself
green tea, or maté, to which he was quite literally addicted.
The previous year, the Oxford and Cambridge Joint Board had appointed Twelfth Night as the Shakespeare
play for the School Certificate, and the headmaster always saw to it that the school play was the one set for the
examination, to give us all an extra chance of getting to know it. Although I wasn’t doing the School Certificate
that year, I learned Twelfth Night off by heart, and when this came to the knowledge of the prefects, one of them
had me appointed prompter, so that I could prompt the players when they dried up without the disadvantages of
my predecessor, who had tended to lose his place in the book and drop the torch with a clatter at the crucial
moment.
The first play I took part in as well as prompting was Macbeth, in which I played the third witch. There was
one occasion when I failed to prompt someone because my mind was far away, and the dreaded headmaster,
instead of telling me to come to his study afterwards to be caned, simply sang out sarcastically,
“Dreaming about Cutie, I suppose!”
I knew then the meaning of the expression “his blood ran cold”. I tried to look like an absent-minded professor
but managed to look only like the village idiot as I enquired,
“Cutie, sir?”
“Well, carry on then, and stop staring at Boyd!” snapped the headmaster and I knew with relief that he didn’t
after all know anything except that nearly all the boys dreamed of Cutie. I wasn’t likely to stare at Boyd, dressed
as Lady Macbeth with falsies, when Cutie didn’t need falsies.
Ah, Cutie! How, on her first appearance in Hall, did she flutter the hearts and penes of all except the smallest
boys and the most dedicated homosexuals!
The policy of the school was to have all females on the staff, matrons and maids (this is not a classification
into married and virginal), as old and unlikely to distract the pupils as could possibly be found. Until the arrival of
Cutie, not a single female about the place attracted even a passing glance or speculation. In Hall, we were waited
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on by surly grandmothers.
One day, however, their ranks were decimated—whether by flu or by senility we never enquired—and one of
them was allowed to bring her granddaughter to help out. This girl, dark and rather pretty, had been crammed into
one of the shiny black uniforms with lace-edged white pinnies and cap, and on her appearance in Hall that night,
there was a collective gasp. One boy was heard to remark in the sudden silence which followed that her “chest”
was going to burst the buttons of her blouse any minute.
The little boys continued wolfing their food, and the bigger boys who were deeply involved in what we called
“romantic friendships” continued their conversations, but the majority of the boys from the Fourth Form upwards
were twisting necks and swiveling eyes in an attempt to get a glimpse of her as she passed about her maidenly
occasions, whilst appearing to be getting on with their dinner. Eventually, we stood for the Latin grace known to
non-classics as Retford Brewery because it began Retribruere Domine Deus. The masters strolled out from the
high table at the far end and the rest made a mad rush towards the exit for the lavatories and for prep. I followed at
leisure, and waited outside the double doors, watching through a crack until the other maids had retreated to their
cupsa and only Cutie still busied herself clearing the tables. I nipped back smartly in and went up to her, and said,
“When you came up from Worksop today, do you remember passing a new building called the Sanatorium?”
She replied that her grandmother had pointed it out to her.
“Good,” I said. “On the opposite side of the path is a large clump of gorse, with a way at the back into the
middle of it. Meet me there on your way home this evening.”
“I’ll be with my grandmother,” she objected.
“Tell her you have to go back for something and will catch her up,” I said, adding firmly, “You be there!”
That was how I “bagsed” Cutie. The prefects and other bloods who tried to nobble her during the next few
days never knew why she was so unresponsive. She and I were not able to meet very often, nor for very long, and
I’m not going to tell you what we did or didn’t do, because she might just conceivably be identifiable. Except that
I didn’t “ruin” her, as it was then described.
Macbeth, Julius Caesar and Shaw’s St. Joan were not well furnished with damsels. Opportunities for
transvestitism were few and far between in our school plays. In St. Joan there were many boys who would have
fancied J. W. B. Wilkinson but for the fact that the character would insist on wearing armour, which must have
been a considerable an aphrodisiac all through history.
Talking of armour, another thing I got off on medical grounds was the arc. It must have been very tedious for
most of the boys to have to change into rough, scratchy khaki with puttees in order to drill and otherwise play at
soldiers. On top of everything else, they had to go to camp, and while some of them enjoyed it, others came back
with horrifying tales of bullying. One we didn’t know whether to believe or not was of a boy being “shot up the
arse with a blank cartridge” and thereby “ruined for life” (for what? one wondered).
It is not surprising that I was listed as a swot,\fn{ One who studies all the time:H} seeing I had no involvement in
rugger, hockey, cricket, gym, the OTC, or any other form of muscular Christianity unless you count being drafted
with two other boys into the Rover Scouts in 1928, without ever having been a Wolf Cub or an ordinary Scout, in
order to go to the Jamboree in Arrowe Park, Birkenhead. We were in the Rover Service Camp, which meant
toiling from morning till night at an allotted task and having practically no time to cook the rations that were
supplied. My task was directing traffic all day at one of the main crossroads, and answering silly questions from
Scouts from all over the world, which hardly counts as athleticism although it was very tiring.
*
I was quite content with the sort of life I had made for myself in that unhappy school, though I should have
liked to be a prefect in order to be able to stay in bed longer and have certain other privileges. Then came the day
when a new housemaster was appointed for Fleur de Lys, and excitement in the school was intense when it was
learned that the headmaster had succeeded in persuading H. P. Jacob (“the fastest three-q. England ever had”) to
join the staff as our housemaster. We were much envied by the other houses, but I myself gave a resigned shrug
and said to myself,
“Bang goes all chance of being made a prefect by a man who is openly described as Rugger Master, though he
would also teach some harmless subject to the smallest boys.”
The first night H. P. Jacob was with us, there appeared on the house notice board a notice saying,
To be house prefect, Varah, E. C.
Signed H. P. Jacob, Housemaster.
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I was flabbergasted. I asked the Head of House, Sandy Christison, about it. He was a hero on the rugger and
cricket fields and was prefect of chapel which meant that among the school prefects he was second to the head of
the school. He had once seized upon a pretext to beat me ferociously with a slipper, which, if it has a substantial
heel, can be very painful when one is wearing only pyjamas. This was a couple of years before, and as Christison
had seemed to go out of his way to be decent to me after that episode, I decided that this was as near as he could
be expected to get to admitting that he shouldn’t have beaten me, so I bore him no ill will. Christison told me of
his conversation with our new housemaster.
“There’s a boy here”, Jacob had said, “who is in the Upper Sixth and who is the only boy in the school,
perhaps in the country, to get nine credits in the School Cert, so what has he done to make him unfit to be a
prefect?”
“He’s a dirty swot, sir,” replied Christison, disposing of the matter, as he thought.
“That”, stated H. P. Jacob, “is what a public school is for, Christison, and don’t you forget it. You and I and
other comparative dimwits who happen to be Good at Games must not suppose that the only purpose of this place
is proficiency with varying sizes and shapes of balls.”
Christison did very well to remember such a long sentence verbatim nearly ten minutes after it was spoken to
him. I said to myself,
“That man has been fair to me! I must do something to show my appreciation—but what? What on earth can a
chap who is ‘off games’ do to please the fastest three-q. England ever had?”
Then I got it. The long list of things I wasn’t allowed to do didn’t include an activity which was organized only
once a year, namely cross-country running. It was obvious, of course, that had any medical man thought of it he
would have forbidden cross-country running before anything else; but it hadn’t been thought of because it wasn’t
listed as a school activity. There was a recognized five-mile cross-country course, through a very attractive part of
Clumber Woods (how nice for the Duke of Newcastle to have such extensive grounds that he can have a school
and its playing-fields and a five-mile cross-country course in them and not notice) and once a year practically the
whole school took off on this course on what was called “the Dorm Run”, because the competition was between
dormitories who entered all their members except the halt and the lame. The first 300 or so boys were numbered
from 1 to 300 in the order in which they panted home, and the house with the lowest number of points won. In
addition, the first eight received their school running colours and the first twenty their house running colours—
this in addition to colours given for athletics events on sports day.
I decided that someone who was too weedy to play rugby and too likely to break his specs at cricket and whose
swimming style was shaped by being thrown in at the deep end and left to find a way of not drowning, was
unlikely to be good at anything requiring the physique and co-ordination of an Apollo; but that staggering around
a cross-country course might be just the ticket. He would only need practice and perseverance. That meant that if
it hurt, you ran harder.
So from that day forward, every day of term and twice on Sundays, a lanky figure in singlet and shorts would
set off laboriously on the cross-country course, accompanied by the jeers of small boys who knew that this
particular prefect would beat them only for some genuine and serious breach of the rules and not for rude remarks
he was forced to agree with.
It was agony for the first few weeks, but gradually it became easier and I forced myself to go faster. Hutcha
hutcha higher higher hutcha hutch a higher higher, said my breath, interspersed with the occasional groan.
At last the great day came, at the end of the second term after I began this torture. An account of the race
would be boring so I will only tell you that to practically everyone’s astonishment, I came in ninth. This meant
that I just missed my school colours, but I had my house colours, and H. P. Jacob said,
“Well done, Varah.”
*
One day when I was in the laboratories by myself, having done the five-mile course in twenty-seven minutes, I
found myself fascinated by white phosphorus. Like most of the solid elements, this one is rarely encountered in its
pure form. It was first isolated by distillation from urine. White phosphorus had a bad record in the last century
because of the illnesses it caused among the match-girls who used it to make matches. It was because of the
dangers to health that red phosphorus was substituted.
Just as water bears no resemblance to the hydrogen and oxygen which compose it, and the harmless fluorides
used to prevent dental caries have no resemblance to the corrosive gas fluorine, so the phosphates which are used
as fertilizers show no trace of the interesting characteristics of the element phosphorus. White phosphorus looks
like yellowish church candles as it lies there innocently in its jar under water, without which it would ignite
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spontaneously in the atmosphere.
I didn’t know then that of all the elements essential to human life, the one we are in gravest danger of running
out of is phosphorus. We keep letting it be carried by rivers to the bottom of the sea, from whence it is for all
practical purposes irrecoverable.
I can’t remember now what experiment I was going to do with the phosphorus, but I took a stick of it from the
jar with tongs, and holding it carefully on a plate of glass was cutting a small piece off ready to plunge the large
piece back into the jar and the smaller piece into a beaker of water, when my knife slipped, the stick of
phosphorus skidded, and landed on the tiled floor. There it broke, which is strange, because usually you had to
chip bits off—there must have been fractures across it already. The speed with which all three or four pieces—one
small one being on the bench—started producing P20S (phosphorus pentoxide) was impressive. Clouds of this
dense white “smoke” filled the laboratory, and I didn’t notice that while putting the small piece in the beaker, I
had put my foot on one of the pieces on the floor. This meant that wherever I walked in the laboratory, I left bits
of white phosphorus on the floor, all of which began to give off phosphorus pentoxide.
Eventually I managed to scrape all the phosphorus off my shoe but by now the laboratory was full of smoke
which was pouring out of the windows. The next thing I knew, the fire brigade had come up from Worksop and
people were breaking down the door to rescue me. I had locked the door to keep out curious small boys and other
potential trespassers. They found me lying on the floor at the far end of the laboratory, tying a wet cloth round my
mouth in preparation for making a dash for the door. They thought I was unconscious, but of course I was simply
finding breathable air, which is usually near the floor because of draughts. A fireman carried me out, trampling
through the phosphorus on the floor. When I could struggle free, I told the fireman that it was phosphorus, but
they didn’t want to listen until I pointed out that they were causing little explosions and leaving puffs of smoke
wherever they trod. Eventually the chemistry master came and supervised the scraping up of the remaining
phosphorus, now safe under the sheet of water. Later I was summoned to the headmaster’s study, and found him
holding a bunch of birch twigs neatly bound together like a besom without a handle.
I was told the enormity of the offence of burning down the laboratory (which you will realize I hadn’t done)
demanded birching rather than caning. I was somewhat relieved at this news, but didn’t show it. The headmaster
had often boasted of his prowess with a cane, saying that he could lay two weals across a boy’s bottom within a
quarter of an inch of one another, and then use the remaining strokes all on that tender ridge between the two. I
decided that birching, though spoken of with bated breath, was probably more spectacular but less painful—I
guessed it would lacerate the skin but leave no deep bruises. I was told to lower my trousers and bend over, which
I did. The headmaster did not appear to be angry: when it was allover, he told me kindly to go to the Matron to
have disinfectant put on the wounds.
Boys who had suffered crippling caning from him at one time or another were looking at me with awe as I
limped along the cloisters towards the stairs that led to the Matron’s surgery—a place of dread, where boys would
go with boils on their necks (or sometimes on their behinds) to have these treated with red-hot antiphlogistine, or,
if very unlucky, to have them squeezed. I later made a nice profit by charging sixpence for people to have a good
look at my backside on bath night. There were many takers, in spite of the rival attractions of a prefect who
suffered the embarrassment of an immense erection whilst lying in his bath and failing to subdue it—streams of
boys passed the end of his bath, squinting sideways, and reappeared going in the opposite direction, like a stage
army. I was relieved when he leapt out and wrapped a towel round himself, so that my customers would not be
distracted.
It was strange how inadvertent erections on bath night were so feared that many little boys got them through
concentrating too hard on trying to avoid them. Yet some, at least, of the same ones who would have been
mortified to “get big” coram populo would compare penis sizes in the lavatories and even, in some cases, engage
in competitions to see who could ejaculate furthest. There was one boy who had quite an obsession about size and
would often stand alongside me in the “pee stalls” wishing to engage in comparisons, using my appendage as a
yardstick (if yardstick is the word I am looking for).
“Is mine bigger than last time you saw it?” he would hiss.
I would untruthfully reassure him on this point, enthusing over the circumference since the length was rather a
sore point with him. Though several boys boasted of the feat, he was the only one I actually saw standing in the
doorway of one of the “bogs”, and ejaculating upwards with such force as to hit the lintel of the admittedly not
very high doorway. I declined to engage in this contest. I’d have tried it for Cutie, in the unlikely event of her
wishing me to do so, but not for another boy.
Masturbation, which at that period was called “tossing off”, was a favourite occupation, particularly useful in
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getting warm in a cold bed, and also a favourite topic of conversation. The exaggerated boasts of some boys
reached the ears of the headmaster, who decided to conduct his own survey of the prevalence of this habit. We got
the impression that he wanted to know all about it rather than stamp it out, though of course he did not wish
Worksop’s prowess on the rugger field to be imperiled by frantic masturbation to the point of exhaustion the night
before a big match. For his survey, he assembled the older boys together, one form at a time, and gave a talk
which was so elliptic that some of the dimmer brethren didn’t know what he was on about. At the end, we were all
given a blank piece of paper, and told to write on it nothing whatever except a number, this number being the
answer to the question, how many times a week did we “do it”?
“Do what?” whispered the dimmer brethren, who had already written their name and form on their piece of
paper.
Once everybody was clear what the number was to represent, and had written his reply, shielding it with his
other hand from his neighbour’s gaze, the papers were collected up for study and analysis.
As far as the Fifth Form was concerned, it could be called “Varah’s Revenge”, because I had persuaded my
cronies to put down between forty and fifty (I myself had put fifty) for the number of times a week. It nearly
drove the headmaster crazy. The two possibilities were equally unacceptable: one, that half a dozen boys were
masturbating more than half a dozen times a day, and the other, that half a dozen boys were mocking him on what
was practically a sacred subject (well, the survey took place in a class called Religious Knowledge).
He did the only thing he could, which was to repeat the survey for my form. His qualifications included that of
barrister at law, but all his skill availed him nothing when facing a class of innocently receptive boys to whom he
did not wish to admit that he was worried about their previous answers. Of course, as you will have guessed, my
little prank had become known to several boys in the class, though not to all—we daren’t risk there being a sneak
amongst us—so the number of boys putting figures between forty and fifty increased somewhat. The headmaster
was as much in the dark as ever: was the increase caused by more boys mocking him than before, or by more boys
deciding to tell the truth at last? As far as I am aware, he went to his grave without knowing.
The term after the School Certificate, four of us who were regarded as being “good at sums” and were to sit for
scholarships at about the same time that we took the Higher Certificate, were allocated to the Second Master,
whose name was O’Meara but who was known to everyone as Buz, for extra maths. This was a tremendous
experience, because Buz had been Second Wrangler, which means that he was second of the top twenty-five in the
first class in the Mathematical Tripos at Cambridge. He usually wore ginger or mustard-coloured plus fours, had a
red face and only one eye, and was thought to be called Buz because of his habit of saying tut tut, which in
Hamlet is buz, buz, though he pronounced it tmut tmut. This was only one of several peculiarities of speech,
another of which was his inability to say the letter L for which he substituted R; but he couldn’t otherwise say R
very easily and tended to substitute M. For instance, Lund became Rund, and Milner, whose father was a
professor at Sheffield where he himself hoped to get a scholarship, became Miwner. He could manage the third of
us, “Ginger” Dixon, but I naturally became Vahma.
We assembled in his room for the first time to hear the marks we had obtained in Elementary Mathematics in
the School Certificate. He explained that there were three papers at 100 marks each, but the examiners always
deducted one mark on principle, so that the possible total for the three papers was 297. He then read:
“Rund, 294—must tmy harder. Dixon, 295—could do better. Miwner, 296—mop bad. Vahma, 297—h’m,
weoo, er, open your exercise books and we’ll do a rittle cow-curas (calculus).”
The other three boys always scrambled for the seat on Buz’s left, so that they could grimace and generally
misbehave in the safety of his blind side. I never joined in this scramble, because I was convinced that I, on his
right, was on his blind side—that his glass eye looked more real than his real one, and that I detected a faint
sardonic quirk of his lips whenever the boy on what was assumed to be his blind side did something particularly
outrageous.
We really did get through an enormous amount of work, though. When the time for the examinations
approached, however, we began to get a little anxious about the fact that we hadn’t done anything except calculus.
One day we said to him,
“Sir,” we said, “what about solid geometry, sir? What about conic sections, sir? What about higher algebra, sir?
And did we do enough trig (trigonometry) in the Fifth, sir?”
“Boys,” replied Buz, “tmust me. I have been thwough the examination papers for the rast ten years, at all the
praces where you are sitting for scommer-ships, and in none of them have there ever been fewer than fwee
questions out of ten on cow-curas, and sometimes there have been four or even five. Any boy who gets two and a
half questions wight is sure of a scommer-ship. It would be a work of”—I can’t begin to spell the word
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“supererogation” as he pronounced it—“to do anything but cow-curas, but if it would ease your consciences, we
can spend a few ressons on the hommors of statics and dynamics.”
“But, sir,” we chorused, “are we even up to scholarship standard in calculus?” Buz cackled wickedly.
“Scommer-ship standard? Scommer-ship standard?” he chortled. “I have taken you boys up to finals standard,
degmee standard. You can teach bright boys anything, if you don’t ret them suspect it’s hard!”
Buz was right. We hated statics and dynamics, and we did all get our scholarships. I was the luckiest: in the
examination for my group of colleges at Oxford I was not altogether pleased with the way I had done in the
physics paper, although I had found an ingenious method of doing one of the practical questions which occurred
to no one else and gained marks for ingenuity even though it gave a totally incorrect result. I could hardly believe
my eyes when I opened the mathematics paper, and saw that out of the ten questions nine were calculus and one
was elementary trigonometry. In thirty-five minutes I had finished the entire paper and gone out into the quad for
a smoke, having been warned by the invigilator that under no circumstances would I be allowed to come back. I
told him I had completed all ten questions, and he looked at me in a manner appropriate to an idle boaster who
didn’t even know when he was out of his depth and was in any case a slave to nicotine. So, thanks to Buz and his
obsession with cow-curas, I got my scholarship, or rather exhibition, and the school celebrated with a halfholiday.
At the end of the summer term 1930 I left Worksop. In spite of looking forward enormously to Oxford in the
autumn, I felt really distressed as a taxi took me down the drive for the last time, to catch the train to Barton.
2
I fell in love very easily—except in one instance, I managed not to fall in love with two girls in the same
village at the same time—and thoroughly enjoyed writing poems to girls and whispering to them in the dusk or
the moonlight the sort of romantic nonsense I was later to encounter with a shock of bashful recognition in James
Branch Cabell’s Jurgen—the only book I’ve reread every year since I discovered it. It seemed to me jolly sensible
to be able to experience transports of ecstasy from looks, letters, kisses, and touching of hands (I’m not going to
say we never touched anything else) rather than to engage in that miserable contest, which I so often heard an
account of from both sides, in bewilderment or exasperation. Not having it with girls one liked very much was a
more satisfactory policy than having it with girls one didn’t even like. On top of everything else, knowing how to
please a girl—and being confident of being able to please any girl—is, no matter what the Purity League may say,
a better preparation for the grand amour, or for that matter for marriage, than waiting until the wedding night to
treat a girl in the same inept way as the easy fornicators who had disappointed half the parish.
It was at this period of my life that my father began to make serious use of my services, not simply as a server
and a choir man, but as reader of the lessons at the parish church and as a lay reader down at St. Chad’s, by the
waterside. I don’t know whether it did any good to the faithful at that mission church, but it did a lot of good to
me, because I made up my mind from the very beginning that I would not write out sermons and would keep any
headings I had jotted down on a piece of paper in my cassock pocket, to be produced only if I got absolutely
stuck. Forcing myself to work out in my mind what I was going to say beforehand, and then saying it, looking at
the people to whom I was speaking, was wonderful practice and although my sermons must have been pretty
tedious in those days, I started a habit which I have continued throughout my life of speaking without notes. I fear
I was often a long way above the heads of the congregation, though I hope not quite so far as that parson in the
Punch cartoon addressing bemused yokels (which St. Chad’s congregation were not) with the words,
“Aha! I know what you are going to say to me—you are going to say, ‘Apollinarianism’!”
Decades later I did without notes when preaching at Westminster Abbey whilst the late Eric Abbott was Dean.
Afterwards he, who had been Warden of my theological college at the end of my time there, said,
“I’m immensely proud of you, Chad.” As usual, I’d thought out the sermon more carefully than if I’d written
notes.
I went up to Oxford in October 1930 to read chemistry at Keble College. I had fallen in love with the place
when I went there for my “scommer-ship” examination and later for my College Entrance exam (I had been
excused Responsions because of getting at least five credits in the School Certificate), and the longer I was there,
the more I loved it. I still love it. I was allocated rooms at what was then P.3. 11—that is, rooms No. 11 on the
third staircase of Pusey Quad, where my scout was Joe Boodell. I didn’t know anyone else on my staircase,
though I had a nodding acquaintance with Felix Arnott who had the room above mine, as he reminded me fifty
years later when we met in Brisbane, where he was Archbishop.
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I made hardly any friends in College because I decided to become cosmopolitan and collect interesting
foreigners. The ones I came to know were Michael (Misha) Matejit, who was Serbian; George She, who was
Hong Kong Chinese; and a Russian postgraduate student, Nikolai Zernov. Misha was the only one I saw regularly.
All undergraduates had a Tutor, and a Moral Tutor, the latter being in loco parentis. My Moral Tutor, Dr.
George Parkes, was also my Tutor at that time, being a chemist himself.
Did I waste, or largely waste, my three years at Oxford? I did not think so at the time, in spite of the people
who tried to make me feel guilty about seldom attending lectures and spending most of my time collecting
interesting foreigners; and I certainly do not think so now. It would be useless to ask me whether I would do the
same again, because I am not the same—no longer feeling my way uncertainly towards a purpose in life—and
Oxford is not the same—no longer a place where you learned how to think, unlike Redbrick universities where
you accumulated knowledge, but a place where you now have to have a good mind and also work hard. It would
be oversimplification to say that at Oxford in those days you didn’t need to memorize facts if you knew where
they were to be found and what use to make of them, so that instead of storing up masses of grist you worked on
the efficiency and accuracy of the mill into which the grist would be fed; because you didn’t need to be a scholar
at all to get in, if you had the money and if possible a family connection or came from a renowned school or were
proficient at some form of sport. Only in law were feats of memorization vital, which was why so many Indians
did well at it, it was said.
As I look back at my life I identify a complex of different and sometimes conflicting traits. For instance, I can
easily become absorbed in a task and work at it industriously, even obsessionally, forgetting to eat or rest; but I
can also procrastinate, give in to my disinclination to tackle an unappealing duty, be lazy about boring routine.
There are times when, like Oscar Wilde, I “can resist anything except temptation”, and I don’t want to excuse my
dilettantism at Oxford by saying I was searching for the influences which were going to be important to me and
therefore did not need to be too firmly committed to incarceration in the Bodleian Library. I have to face the truth
that I did well at school because my lucid mind and exceptional memory were disciplined by schoolmasters who
not only taught me but made me work, whether (as was usually the case) I felt like it, or whether I didn’t. At
Oxford this discipline was almost entirely removed, and I found myself with a freedom I had never had before—
not at home, not at school—and which I often used unwisely.
Can you imagine what it was like to come from a strict home and a strict school to that sweet city with her
dreaming spires, with little control exercised over the way one’s time was spent? There was, of course, the need to
get up at a certain time if one wanted breakfast, and to be in Hall on time for other meals, and to be in college by
11 p.m., and to write the essays enjoined by one’s Tutor. Oh, and to attend chapel five times a week whilst living
in college. Attendance was reduced when living in digs\fn{ Rooms} (in my case, only in my third year) to four or
three times, or even twice, according to distance—so by taking digs in St. Clements, over Magdalen Bridge and
intended for Magdalen men, chapel attendances could be skipped altogether or cut to once a week.
Remember that one of the new freedoms was the freedom not to practise the religion of one’s childhood or of
one’s schooldays, but to proclaim oneself an agnostic: not as a pose, but because (as St Paul put it) “when I
became a man, I put away childish things.” At eighteen one wasn’t a man in those days, and one now blushes to
remember how often one behaved like a foolish child, but the rejection of a faith, however admirable, inherited
from someone else was (and I believe still is) an essential step towards finding one’s own faith. Never missing
Holy Communion on a Sunday was not a sign that the process had been completed, but a testimony to the power
of what had been inculcated during impressionable years.
I had gone up with an exhibition (a less pecuniarily advantageous scholarship) in natural science, having won
it in physics and mathematics which I had studied at school along with chemistry. The colleges were in groups for
the scholarship exams and more than one might offer an award. I chose the one from Keble because it was the
most generous and because the college, though full at that time of theologians and historians, was conveniently
opposite the Clarendon laboratories. Much as I admired (and still admire) the buildings of Magdalen, I did not
agree with those who despised the architecture of Keble: I found the proportions noble, and the nearness of a
bathroom to all the rooms desirable, if less romantic than crossing a couple of quads in one’s dressing-gown in
deep snow, like one of my acquaintances in a medieval foundation.
Nowadays, it seems the reason why Keble is the most popular college is that it has retained a formality some
others have lost: you still wear gowns and dine in Hall after a Latin grace and are waited on by “scouts” instead of
queuing in a cafeteria. Scholars and exhibitioners wore long gowns rather similar to those of graduates, whilst
commoners wore scrappy little things barely covering their jackets. We also sat at the Scholars’ Table, presumably
so that we might engage in erudite conversation above the heads of commoners.
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I can’t remember this ever happening, but I do remember religion and politics were barred, and you could be
“sconced” for mentioning a lady’s name. A “sconce” was a huge vessel containing anything from two to seven
pints of beer for which the person sconced had to pay. He must “down” it, either at once or after it had been round
the table one or more times. I was sconced on my first night for downing another chap’s sconce, having
misunderstood. I then downed my own, and ate no dinner, bloated with about four pints. I’d never drunk beer
before.
The first two terms were for preliminary exams of those not reading classics or mathematics, which needed
two years each for Honour Moderations and Finals. For most subjects you took Pass Mods, that is, no class was
awarded until you took your Finals; but for natural science you took “Nat. Sci. Prelim” which for me was in
chemistry because I was intending to take chemistry for my Finals. Although I enjoyed the laboratory work, I
hated reading up endless experiments done by other people in volume after volume of a Zeitschrift in German,
and was easily tempted away from this tedious exercise by friends proposing morning coffee at the “Super”
Cinema, dispensed by a slight, dreamy, languishing girl called Lily about whom I was briefly silly. I didn’t realize
at the time that it was Finals work I was being set at the Clarendon, because, working for the Higher Certificate,
as A levels were then called, and which I passed a year too soon and again at the proper age, to boost the school’s
results, I had learnt enough chemistry at school to pass Nat. Sci. Prelim with one hand tied behind my back.
*
I had one very good tip from my Tutor, Dr George Parkes, for which I shall ever be grateful. It was to attend
lectures, not required for Nat. Sci. Prelim, on atomic chemistry, given by Frederick Soddy. I didn’t know at the
time that being taught by Soddy would make me a historical character; I only knew the lectures were fascinating.
The subject would now be called atomic physics, about which Soddy knew more than anyone else except perhaps
Rutherford. It was Soddy who had discovered isotopes, a word from the Greek which means “in the same place”
items. In the same place as what, in what, you will ask. In the same place in Mendeleev’s Periodic Table as
another form of the same chemical element of a different atomic weight. Atomic theory demanded that atomic
weights of elements should be pretty well exact integers, yet some had figures after the decimal point, however
carefully you did and re-did the estimation. Since an element is a form of matter which remains the same however
much you divide and subdivide it, all parts of it must have the same atomic weight, and an element with a
different atomic weight must be a different element. Soddy did what is now called “lateral thinking” to discover
that the explanation of the non-integral atomic weights was that the elements concerned were a mixture of forms
of the same element of different atomic weights all of which were integers.
You will realize the importance of this when I tell you that the heaviest element found in nature (that is, not
made, as are plutonium and the other trans-uranic elements, in the laboratory) is uranium, and that it is a mixture
of three isotopes of atomic weights 235, 237 and 238, the last being by far the greatest part; and that it is of U235
that bombs working by nuclear fission can be made. So without Soddy’s discovery (made independently some
months later by Aston at Cambridge) there would be no atomic bombs and no possibility of electrical power from
nuclear power stations.
By 1931 Soddy knew that if {and it was such a big IF I want to put it in capitals} U235 could be separated
from U238, in quantities which were not achievable, a mass of U235 of what is called critical mass (brought
about, for example, by two smaller masses being rapidly forced together), its atoms would spontaneously split
explosively, releasing an amount of energy calculated theoretically by that genius Albert Einstein (the famous
formula e=mc2). When you realize that “c” is the velocity of light (in meters per second, if you are measuring
mass in grams: 299,792,456.2=186,282.397 m.p.s.) you will see that the square of it gives an enormous
multiplicator. To release this almost inconceivable amount of energy instantaneously is to cause an explosion of a
magnitude previously undreamed of.
The first and second uses of the “atom bomb” on, Hiroshima and Nagasaki raised warfare to a new dimension
and stunned Japan into surrender—thereby saving millions of Japanese as well as Allied lives which
“conventional” victory would have cost. The horror people feel at it is not, of course, misplaced: those who died
slowly and those who still suffer paid and pay a terrible price for Japanese militarism and atrocities. (Those whose
bodies were converted in an instant into black shadows on the pavement had as merciful a death as it is possible to
have.} The terror of nuclear war has kept the peace for all the years that have elapsed since, and “mutually
assured destruction” is the best deterrent sinful men have found. The advocates of unilateral nuclear disarmament
seem to me to have a fear of suffering and death such that it has taken away their senses—except, of course, those
who were peaceniks until the events of Eastern Europe of 1989, and knew exactly what they were up to.
Of course, in 1930 we atomic chemistry students were not planning to make atom bombs because, inter alia, in
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the unlikely event that we were aware U235 was fissionable, we also “knew” that it was not possible to separate
significant quantities of U235 from the mixture of uraniums found in nature. It needed the exigencies of war, a
dozen years later, to provide the scientists and the money to transform the impossible into the merely difficult and
expensive. I might have been one of those scientists if I hadn’t decided, after Nat. Sci. Prelim, to enter some other
Final Honours School, instead of chemistry .
It is my belief that God didn’t give us the possibility of energy from nuclear fission simply in order to
overthrow the Axis and Japanese tyrannies and to provide a future world government with unassailable authority,
but so that we might have an inexhaustible source of energy when we had either frittered away the fossil fuels he
had laid down for us long before we appeared on earth, or found the use of them contributing too much to the
“greenhouse effect”. Non-scientists are having frightening success in stampeding the general public into the belief
that it is entirely beyond the wit of man to generate nuclear power safely or to dispose safely of its radioactive
products. If the French can do it (and they’ve proved they can), so can we. To say this is not to minimize the
dangers that must be guarded against: human carelessness at Three Mile Island, human foolhardiness at
Chernobyl, of the same kind that produced the non-nuclear tragedy of Bhopal. What sort of scale of values puts
avoidable Chernobyl above the ruin of our whole planet by the destruction of the rain forests and the burning of
coal, gas and oil?
Naturally, I am in favour of harnessing the wind and the tides, and pursuing the research that will eventually
bring us fusion power (nuclear energy by the fusing of light atoms instead of by the splitting of heavy ones). We
should emulate the French now. From the first success in November 1991 to commercial production will take
years, possibly decades. As John Drinkwater wrote:
Knowledge we lack not, knowledge thou hast lent,
But, Lord, the will: there lies our bitter need.
Help us to build, above the deep intent,
The deed, the deed.

Study for chemistry Finals seemed to consist largely of learning and repeating other chaps’ work instead of
doing original research. But an even greater objection was that it kept one involved with things rather than people.
I was beginning to emerge from the aloneness and self-sufficiency of my childhood, modified by the friendships I
had made at school, and was now finding great satisfaction in meeting the most interesting people I could find in
Oxford. Most of these were foreigners, because on the whole I avoided the politicians and the gilded youth,
though I did occasionally speak at the Union (Bishop Hine had paid for me to become a Life Member) during the
time John Boyd-Carpenter was President. He was wonderfully kind to me, gauche as I think I was. I’m quite
proud to remember that a couple of years later in the (in)famous “King and Country” debate I was one who didn’t
get called to speak but did vote that this House was willing to fight for its king and country.
As a boy, I had read a lot of Russian novels and in my last year at school had taught myself some Russian. I
included verse translations from Russian as well as from French in the anthology of schoolboy verse After School
Hours which I edited and persuaded Basil Blackwell to publish. (I even got a £10 advance.) It was natural for me
to join the Oxford University Russian Club, and I found there was no competition to become Secretary of it. I did
not at that time like either of my Christian names, so I adopted the name Vladimir (accent firmly on the second
syllable, Vlad-EE-meer, please) because St. Vladimir, Prince of Kiev in the ninth century, was a Varyagh. My
English friends started to call me Vlad, which is not the abbreviation of Vladimir (Volodya is, if you can call it an
abbreviation), and I reluctantly accepted what seemed to me a sissy practice of using first names, which we had
never done at school. People there didn’t even know the first names of Varah, E.C.
One of the few Russians in the Russian Club was Prince Leonid Lieven, who kindly taught me how to
pronounce the language. All the other members of the Committee, except the beautiful, intelligent, disdainful (or
shy?) Countess Tania Vorontsov, were Serbs—Prince Mihailo (Misha) Dragishe Matejit (it is pronounced itch),
the Princes Stojan and Vojislav (Voki) Veljkovit, Princess Stanka Losanic—except for John Plamenac (c, no
accent, pronounced ts), later a Don, who was Montenegrin. All these titles reflected the fact that people from the
Balkans could afford to study at Oxford only if they were rich and upper class.
Misha was almost my only friend at Keble, and when I became very friendly with Voki it created a difficulty,
because the Veljkoviti were the female line of the Obrenoviti, the royal family displaced by the Karadjordjoviti
with the help of politicians led by Misha’s father. I was never close to Stojan, who languidly claimed the throne
but was unlikely to do anything about it, but as I was walking down The High one day with Misha on one side and
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Voki on the other, the tension between them caused me to insist that they end a feud which was now meaningless.
When we got back to my room we decided to become blood brothers (eighteen-year-olds were much younger in
those days) and as we didn’t know the proper method of effecting this, we gingerly scratched the balls of our
thumbs to draw a few drops of blood, and each shook hands with the other in such a way that the tiny wounds
approximated. Whether we exchanged any blood at all is doubtful, and of course this was long before AIDS made
us wary of body fluids, but it was the thought that counted, and it made me happy when they went off to ride
together on Port Meadow.
I was less happy when they agreed that Misha should teach me to ride. Apart from being put as a small child on
the back of a carthorse so wide that I did the splits, painfully, and occasionally driving a pony called Toby who
pulled a little vehicle called The Tub when I visited my Uncle Charlie, a farmer at Brampton-en-le-Morthen, I had
no experience of horses nor desired any. Misha assured me that riding was easy: he could do it before he could
walk. So we hired a couple of hacks and took them to Port Meadow, where Misha insisted on attaching Serbian
cavalry spurs to both our boots. He dug his into his beast which charged off with an indignant squeal. My nag
started bouncing and, as I tried to hold on, my spurs dug in, and he (or she) tore after the other one. The more I
tried to hold on by my heels, the more I spurred the creature on, and I began to slide towards the front until I was
straddling its neck. This was uncomfortable for both of us, and my four-legged friend had the solution: he lowered
his head, depositing me on the ground, tried not to step on me but with so many legs caught my shin with the toe
of one and my back with the knee of another, took a tumble and then got up and began to eat grass. I lay there in
agony feeling as if my back was broken, and Misha rode back, a resentful and disappointed teacher of an inept
pupil.
“You’ll have to mount again immediately, or you’ll lose your nerve!” he commanded.
“I don’t’ care if I do,” I groaned, “as I’m going to keep clear of horses from now on.”
“Nonsense,” he said, helping me up and heaving me on to the back of my horse. I briefly passed out with the
pain and this seemed to convince him that he must walk and lead both horses to the Radcliffe Infirmary. Every
step was agony and it was weeks before the pain subsided—apparently some muscles had tried to tear away from
the bone, or something equally dire. I had an injection against tetanus because of the wound on my left shin. (I
still have the scar.)
We decided to change the name of the Russian Club to the O. U. Slavonic Club (Slovyanski Klub) and to try
and enlist all Slavs by getting other nationalities to speak at meetings. One of the most interesting I obtained was
Paul Selver, a Czech who had published an anthology of Czechoslovak poetry translated into English by himself.
Thanks to him I became familiar with the poems of Vrhlicky, Brezina, Machar, Sova and Bezruc, another step in
the process of becoming cosmopolitan, a citizen of the world. An interesting glimpse of how manners change in
the space of a lifetime: I was shocked when Paul Selver, walking with me along The Corn, lit a cigarette. I was a
keen smoker myself, but in 1931 well-bred people didn’t smoke in the street.
It was about this time that I decided not to register for chemistry Finals. I went to see my Tutor, George Parkes,
and told him my decision. He was a Yorkshireman who had never lost his broad accent, and later became Senior
Proctor (in charge of the university’s policing of undergraduates).
“We shall miss ye at Queen’s lab,” he said, referring to the small stone building in Queen’s Lane known
irreverently as “the lab of one beaker”, though its equipment had been adequate for his needs and mine.
“There’ll be a terribly paucity of drama, unless soon oother oondergrad makes ’abit of putting ’is ’ead in the
poison cupboard instead of ’is ’ands.”
“I only did it once,” I protested.
“Ye only die once,” he remarked drily. Experiments with arsenic and cyanides had to be done in a glass-fronted
cupboard from which he had had to rescue me when I flopped unconscious.
I hastily changed the subject and asked him in what Final Honours School I could get an Honours Degree
without doing any work, because lighting my cigarettes at Bunsen burners in the labs was ruining my social life,
even though I stayed up to all hours arguing with my friends about the meaning of meaning and the shortage of
beautiful women undergraduates.
“Varah,” he said, “that is a most immoral question. ’Owever, since ye’ve asked it, ah’ll answer it: PPE. A
bright lad lie you should get some sort of honours without doing no work whatsoever. If, o’course, you can fix Set
Books. Let’s see what they are.” He consulted a book on his desk and chortled.
“Ah reckon these’ll stomp ye,” he said. “Kant, Kritik der reinen Vernunft. Also, Kant, Grundlegung zur
Metaphysik der Sitten. You’ll be longing for Zeitschrift für Chemische Studien afore ye’ve finished wi’ yon.”
Critique of Pure Reason and Groundwork of the Metaphysics of Morals didn’t sound exactly un-put-downable,
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but I was sure I’d think of something when the time came. I was free of the labs of which I had once dreamed,
starry-eyed. Philosophy, Politics and Economics, with a paper on Psychology, was called “Modern Greats”
because Greats (Classics) was what you studied if you were a philosopher, but you didn’t get as far as Descartes.
From Descartes onwards it was therefore Modern Greats, but it didn’t command the same respect.
*
The shortage of desirable damsels which I’d mentioned to Dr. Parkes but on which he made no comment was
somewhat alleviated by girls who were neither Town nor Gown. These were the Scandinavian girls of good
family who had come to live in Oxford in order to learn to speak English with an Oxford accent. They were
scattered around in many lodgings but a number of them were conveniently near me at 2 Kebel Road, mothered
by Mrs. Beake. I never, of course, dreamed that half a century later that would be the address of the Oxford
University Night Line—an offshoot, like all other Night Lines, of The Samaritans.
I didn’t hold it against Mrs. Blake, who was as thin as a rail and smoked incessantly, that she regularly told me
of someone of good family she had known who declared of her,
“Mrs. Beake is a perfect lady.”
I concentrated on being a perfect gentleman, and was allowed readier access to her precious charges than
anyone else. Not all were blondes: the tall, slender Astri Aubert (later Fru Scott-Hansen) was but my other
favourite, Kari Staubo, was brunette. These two I was later to visit in Norway. The reason I didn’t propose to Kari,
lovable as well as beautiful, was that I had no job or income and her father was a rich shipowner. Jolly Ingeborg,
from Sweden, whom I visited in Stockholm, was blonde, but Vips (Vibeke) from Denmark was a cute little
brunette. All these, and others at a Keble Road, encouraged me in my plan to form an O. U. Scandinavian Club so
that Frokens from all over Oxford could be assembled where undergraduates could get to know them and—well,
make sure they did speak English with an Oxford accent.
I had to go to the Clarendon Building in The Broad to get permission from the Proctors, hoping they wouldn’t
remember how often I’d been “progged” for being in a pub (which wasn’t then allowed) or out without a gown
after 9 p.m., or both. The Proctor, accompanied by stocky, muscular chaps in blue suits called “bulldogs or
“bullers”, would raise his mortar board to you three times, and you would reciprocate with your own square, in
the unlikely event that you had it with you (otherwise you would bow), and he would say,
“Good evening. Are you a junior member of this University?”
When you admitted it, he would demand to know your name and college and next day a missive would
summon you to attend and be fined, usually ten shillings, which really hurt all but gilded youth. It was no use
running away, as the bulldogs would catch you unless you were in The Giler and your college was St. John’s,
which has a walled-off rectangle in front which counted as being in college. John’s men could leap over this wall
and jeer at the glowering bullers who might not follow. I once escaped in this way, but don’t know what I’d have
done if they’d watched me bang on the door and the Proctor had repudiated me.
I still remember with pleasure an attempted progging later when I must have looked younger than my age and I
was able to reply, “No, sir, I am a senior member of this university;” and another on a visit to Cambridge when I
was able to enquire with polite innocence,
“Is there a University here?”
Behold me, then, facing skeptical Proctors and seeking leave to found the O. U. Scandinavian Club, “for the
study of Ibsen, Stridberg, Björnstierne Björnson et al.,” and “to listen to the music of Grieg, Sibelius, Palmgren
…” The Proctor looked at me long and intently as I added,
“And, of course, to promote Anglo-Scandinavian relations.”
I guess what saved me was his assumption that with a name like Varah I must be some sort of Scandinavian
myself, moved by patriotism. I did, in fact, spell my first name on our club posters as Edvard.
The club was wildly successful, and I as President was able to afford to hire a hall and a grand piano and
engage the Organ Scholar of Keble, Joseph Cooper (later well known on TV) to play the Grieg Piano Concerto.
While still a schoolboy at Clifton he’d played the Rachmaninov 2 nd, so this presented no difficulty. It reassured the
Proctors, though our biggest attendances were when we held dances (strictly forbidden in those days) in
Woodstock Road, with chaps keeping cave at every corner so that if a Proctor approached the band would
disappear and the girls and their partners would be doing anything except dancing: listening to a lecture by me, or
teaching us a song. I can still remember an unsuitable one for a learned society, in waltz time, beginning, “ Varje
litet ord av kärlek, Vil jeg viska nu til dig (every little word of love, will I whisper now to you).” It was a false
alarm that time, but when the Proctors did look in, everyone was racing toy motor-cars which I had bought at
Woolworths across the dance floor, and they found nothing in Excerpta e Statutis to prohibit a serious club from
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wearing evening dress and playing with toys and shrieking.
The members were a loyal lot, and did attend in force at Rhodes House when summoned to hear a
distinguished visitor, such as H. E. Baron Palmstierna, the Swedish Ambassador, who spoke on Erik Gustav
Geijer and gave me a fine English translation of this great writer’s Letters from England. (When, in the ’70s, my
dear friend Roger Pilkington married into the Geijer family, it was a joy to give him this by now rare book.)
Dr. Parkes remained my Moral Tutor, of course, but my Tutors for PPE were the late Billy Reade, Sub-Warden;
Harry Carpenter (“The Carp”), then a layman but later Bishop of Oxford and a good friend, his wife Urith ( née
Trevellyan) becoming a friend of my wife; and Maurice Hugh-Jones, whom I often see when, as an Honorary
Fellow, I dine at High Table, and who has never once recalled, dear man, that he must have thought me in 1932
unlikely ever to do anything useful let alone to be so honoured by our College. My tutorials must have driven
them mad: I would read them my ill-prepared essays scribbled the night before they were due, and then discuss
with them some point that interested me in a way that must have made them wonder why, if I could think and
reason clearly, I inflicted such muddled nonsense upon them in my papers.
Not quite all my friend were foreigners or from other colleges, and at first I kept up with a few chaps who had
been at school with me, particularly Wearing King who was at Worcester and whom I hadn’t previously known
well as he was in a different house, and a classic, and a scrum half. We used to meet for coffee fairly regularly. In
1938, he and I were to drive round Scandinavia for a holiday during which I paid some visits to old friends from
the Scandinavian Club.
Another English friend was David Sherwood, who lived in Cadogan Square and later went into hotel
management. He and I were both courting a blonde girl called Joyce who lived in North Oxford. (Yes, of course I
remember her surname and address.) She chose him to canoodle with (he was very good-looking) and relegated
me to the role of confidant. We men were very helpful to one another in those days, and when they had the idea
that they’d like to listen to Beethoven’s Ninth while they embraced and kissed, I let them do this on my carpet
while I changed the records—you’ll realize gramophone records were 78s in those days and each side lasted only
about three minutes, when you had to turn the disc over, change the needle, and rewind the clockwork. It was
obvious to me that for David to do this would have risked diminishing the girl’s appreciation of classical music.
As it was, they both said it was an unforgettable experience; and, as for myself, I have always preferred to do one
thing at a time.
A very different kind of friend was Langford James, whose ambition it was to be an actor and who managed to
get walking-on parts at the Playhouse in Woodstock Road. I often went there, not to see him carrying a spear but
to feast my eyes on Thea Holme. She and Stanford Holme (brother? husband?) were the leading lights of the
Playhouse, and I envied Langford James his closeness to her. He had a passion for climbing and no talent for it,
and he was big and clumsy and always drank too much before setting out. I let him persuade me to accompany
him in the enterprise of setting a jerry (chamber-pot) on the highest pinnacle of Keble College chapel. After we
got safely down, I drank too much, and woke with a hangover to see a crowd in Liddon Quad looking up at
something gleaming white on the skyline. I felt sick when I remembered that I’d risked my life at the bidding of
Langford James: I wasn’t excessively mature, but I knew better than to do what I didn’t want to do for a “dare”.
My partner in crime materialized by my side and bleared up at the jerry.
“Did we do it, then?” he whispered.
“We did it as far as the difficult bit, and then I did it,” I growled. “Never again!”
The Dean was instructing Baker, the college porter, to get it down, and Baker, a large sergeant-major type, was
indicating tersely that if the Dean wanted it down … The scouts were hurriedly sent to search all rooms to see
whose jerry was missing; it was, of course, Dr. Parke’s; ours had no handles, nor pink roses round them. If ever
you do such a foolish thing, pick a jerry with a handle—floral decoration optional—so you can hook a couple of
fingers round it and still have the use of both hands on the way up.
A don—I think it was Jolliffe—came out a with a gun and shot at it: it replied “ping”. In the end they had to
get scaffolding put up at a cost, I was told, of £50. I felt bad about that, and did not join the Alpine Club, and was
not one of those who climbed the pediment of the Ashmolean and tied an umbrella to the hand of the figure seated
there, though I felt a bit wistful when I saw it in position the next day—by God’s good providence it was pouring
with rain.
I never joined OUDS but did support their performances at the New Theater in George Street. The presentation
I shall never forget was of James Elroy Flecker’s Hassan, with professionals playing the chief parts. Thea Holme
was a ravishing Yasmin, and Peggy Ashcroft was marvelous as Peervaneh. George Devine played the Caliph. I
bought the play and knew it by heart after reading it twice. I can still remember chunks of it. To add to the magic
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of Flecker, the music was by none other than Delius.
Early on, there was a slight disturbance as a man four rows ahead of me scrambled out, leaving his companion
embarrassed. A Magdalen man next to me muttered that the one [who] left was C. S. Lewis. That was the first
time I saw him, but it was years before I met him.
*
I have mentioned a good many friends, English and foreign, but I was still very much an alone person. I loved
to wander round Oxford, by day or by night, and would stare at the twin towers of All Souls in the moonlight, or
gaze at night through the crumbling gateway on South Parks Road across the lawns of Trinity, where on bright
days they played bowls or croquet—this gateway is no longer crumbling and the romance is gone. I still enjoy
taking people round Oxford and can manage twenty colleges in an afternoon if they can keep up with me.
I’m not sure who introduced me to the Anthroposophical Society—it was probably Arthur Wrigley, but how
did I meet him? A little group met every week to study the works of Dr. Rudolf Steiner, and for some reason I ws
chosen by the others to recapitulate what had been said the previous week. I could never remember much of this,
so simply gave my own thoughts. Some of Steiner’s ideas I thought outlandish (for example, planting at a certain
phase of the moon) but his book Die Philosophie der Freiheit appealed to me very much. Eventually a few of us
went on a trip to Birmingham to visit the Sunfield Children’s Home in Weoley Park Road, Selly Oak, and what
was being done for epileptic and other handicapped children there interested me more than the discussions we’d
been having. Whilst I was still an undergraduate the work was moved to a country house in Worcestershire—
Clent Grofe, near Kidderminster—with a farm used for organic fertilization, Broome Farm, attached. Tasting
organically grown fruit and vegetables for the first time, no matter when planted, I was converted, but when war
came Broome had to change to artificial fertilizers to achieve greater bulk.
I was one of those who went over at weekends to help in decorating the mansion in a style I mentally labeled
“anthroposophical”, feeling myself a part of the community (largely German) presided over by Herr Geuter and
his wife “Maria (“Mutter”): about a hundred adults looking after perhaps eighty children. There was a wonderful
fellowship there, and those of us who worked in the kitchens, preparing vegetarian meals and (if unskilled, as I
was) washing up, were constantly singing, in English or German, mostly songs composed by one of the leaders,
Michael Wilson, a first-rate violinist. Thirty years later Eamonn Andrews did him on This is Your Life, shortly
after he’d done me, and it was good to see him again and to appear with him, even though our paths had been so
long separated. I can still remember some of those songs, or at least the words and the baritone parts of them:
In the quest of the Holy Grail
Do we wander from land to land;
In our duty we shall not fail
If in God’s light we stand.
But if falsehood and doubting
In the heart hold sway
There is vanished from the soul
The light of day …

The member of the staff who had come to Oxford each week to take charge of our meetings was David
Clement, a young man with whom I felt at ease because it seemed to me “he had no guile”. I wish I could
remember when it was that he and I had a conversation which was to me crucial. It may well have been in my last
term: Trinity Term 1933, when I imprudently hired a punt on the Cherwell for the whole term instead of by the
hour, day or week. Remember this was my Finals term and I ought to have been swotting day and night instead of
taking a succession of girls in summer dresses punting on the Cher, and showing off my amazing skill with a
quant and my encyclopedic knowledge of varying consistencies of the river bottom. (Ah, those narrow stretches
where the girl had to part the trailing willow caressing her face as we glided towards one of the hidden places
where the punt could be secured by paddles stuck in the mud and used for amorous dalliance.)
Oh, yes, David Clement, you will remind me. Whatever we had been discussing, his answer implied a belief in
reincarnation.
“You don’t believe in reincarnation, do you?” I asked.
“Yes, I do,” he replied firmly. “Don’t you?”
I heard myself saying, “Yes, of course!” because suddenly I did. It was like ka revelation of beauty and order
and fairness in the universe: it was the missing piece which made sense.
*
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I didn’t normally mix with the rich, though some of them joined the Scandinavian Club. I had very little
money, and most of what I had went, wastefully, on cigarettes—and not your ordinary Players navy Cut at 11½d
for 20, but fancy hand-made brands from S. P. Ora, Sobranie, and “Russian” (nothing of the sort, just foul, with
smart black paper and gold tip). This must have been to impress people, and maybe it did if they were easily
impressed. One day I was lighting one of these when an elegant fellow sauntered by, and drawled a request to try
one, as he’d run out. We chatted for a while and then to my surprise he invited me to dine with him at The George.
I hesitated, because if he forgot who was paying, I hadn’t enough on me to cover one, let alone two. The rich
aren’t always aware (how could they be?) that some people have to be careful. My father had always impressed
on us children that there was no shame in being poor—Christ had been poor—and that it was apostasy to behave
as if it were the worst sin, but I wasn’t always able to display the same moral courage as he did. However, on this
occasion I forced myself to say, firmly:
“Look, I enjoy talking with you, but we don’t move in the same circles. I’m, up on a scholarship and can’t
afford to eat at The George.”
“I promise you it’s on me,” he replied quietly, and off we went. He was obviously well known there, and they
recommended the lobster. A disadvantage of being well-known and pleased to be so is that you can easily be taken
advantage of. There was very little meat in the shell and it was almost impossible to extricate. Cauffield-Stoker—
I’d gathered his surname and that he was at The House (Christ Church)—was busy being witty about his vocation
experiences, but I’d somehow missed the location and therefore had no idea in what exotic language he was
amazingly proficient when he spoke of joking with the natives in the vernacular. It couldn’t have been Choctaw,
because it was an island.
“Will you have anything else, old chap?” he enquired hospitably, pushing his almost untouched plate aside.
“I’m not very hungry.”
Well, I was. I scanned the boil of fare and saw that mutton (not all of which was called “lamb” in those days)
was not an extravagant choice. He was well-bred in concealing his surprise, and when it came, I think it was
genuine hunger that led him to order the same.
“Did you,” I asked, “find your fluency in the vernacular made you an object of great interest to the local
damsels?”
The answer engaged us happily for the rest of the meal. We made no arrangement to meet again so I still don’t
know what “the vernacular” was—Cypriot? Malagasy? Taiwanese? He paid by cheque but I couldn’t read his
initial.
The Warden of Keble at that time was Beresford James Kidd, a formidable character whom I met only at
Monday Club, the name we gave to the straggle of chapel defaulters who presented themselves at his lodgings on
a Monday morning. It would never have occurred to me even to contemplate the possibility that all his successors
would become friends of mine.
*
My last term wasn’t all punting, writing for Isis and Cherwell, and lecturing to other undergrads on subjects
unrelated to my faculty. I spent a good deal of time in Blackwell’s, not actually buying books, but handling and
skimming through volumes I ought to have mastered. In particular, having learnt from Schwegler’s (I hope I’ve
remembered the splendid fellow’s name correctly) History of Philosophy what Kant was on about—and my
admiration for this Schwegler for having managed to grasp it was unbounded—I could then turn to Kant’s own
works and find quotations which illustrated the various points, and memorize them. His German was not too
difficult to parody, but his habit of using ninety-three commas and one full stop per five pages made him a bit
difficult to quote verbatim.
Mind you, we weren’t examined on the German text, but on an English translation, but I thought it would
impress the examiners if I quoted extensively from the original by the simple expedient of putting down what I
thought Schwegler had said, and translating this into Kantian German. It might have worked better if I’d been
able to resist the temptation to reveal that I considered the Grundlegung a load of codswallop.
It wasn’t only Kant that I dipped into in Blackwell; the good Schwegler gave me other useful leads, and guided
by him I bought a couple of volumes of Spinoza which I still have. This was because about twice a term it was
necessary actually to buy a book to avoid embarrassment. I noted the most prolific writers on various subjects,
too: for example, no one wrote more on aesthetics than E. F. Carritt.
When the dread day of Schools arrived (the final exam) I presented myself in sub-fusc suit and white tie and
gown at the Examination Schools in The High and struggled to conceal the inadequacy of my studies and to
demonstrate what a clever fellow I was, sometimes by answering a question slightly different from the one asked,
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or by putting any dubious statements or opinions in inverted commas and attributing them to someone who would
command more respect that I. If only it had all depended on “I for ingenuity”.
I guess there were many undergraduates in the same boat and perhaps not all were as enterprising or audacious
as I, but of course there were also those who had worked solidly and deserved their success, as I myself had
deserved it when I sat my Scholarship Exam.
When one had written the papers, there was still another hurdle: the viva (short for viva voce, by the living
voice—that is, oral). You went into a room to be faced by about five gowned examiners, any of whom might fire
questions at you about what you’d written or even about what you’d failed to write (because you didn’t know). At
that time, Oxford philosophers were all Kantian to a man, and one of them barked at me almost before I’d shut the
door behind me.
“How,” he asked, “do you justify your outrageous description of the Grundlegung as a work of fiction?”
His companions snorted in sympathy. If I’d had any sense I’d have humoured the fellow and let him overcome
me in argument and feel immense satisfaction at having plucked a brand from the burning. Instead, I proceeded to
justify my lès-majesté.
“Immanuel Kant,” I told him, with an insufferable air of being his instructor, “always distinguished between
the Ding an Sich, “the thing as it is in itself”, which must be to us forever unknowable, and the appearance of the
thing, which is all we can ever know. He defined metaphysics as the study of the Ding an Sich and then proceeds
to write a large book about this which he has declared unknowable. That is why I described the Grundlegung as a
work of fiction.”
Nobody laughed. Nobody applauded. The assembled Kantians could have been used to refrigerate a hot room.
Then one of them enquired of his colleagues:
“Does anyone have an further questions for this—er—ahem—candidate?” A smallish man shuffled some
papers and hitched up his gown.
“Mr. Varah,” he said, “I see that in your answer to a question about aesthetics you have used a sentence which
you say is a quotation from The Theory of Beauty by E. F. Carritt. I cannot find the words, or indeed that
sentiment, in that work.”
Oh dear!
“I—I may have confused the book with another,” I said. “It may have been from his Introduction to
Aesthetics.”
“I cannot find it in that book, either,” stated the tiresome fellow.
“Or—or A History of Aesthetics,” I offered desperately. He shook his head solemnly.
“Not that either,” he murmured.
“Or Aesthetics for Beginners—” But he was continuing to shake his head.
“Carritt wrote a great many books on the subject,” I pleaded. “Isn’t it possible that you haven’t read every
word of every one of them?” He rose to his feet.
“Young man,” he said, not unkindly, “I think the beautiful moment has at last arrived to acquaint you with the
fact that I am Carritt.”
I guess my jaw dropped. The Kantians were simmering with suppressed enjoyment at my discomfiture.
Doubtless after I’d gone they would bellow with laughter at the rout of the undergraduate who had poked fun at
Kant. Without another word, I slunk out. If you want to know the definitive meaning of the word “slunk”, just
observe my exit from this room.
I went to see my Moral Tutor and told him how E. F. Carritt had set a trap for me and I had fallen right into it.
Dr. Parkes laughed so much I thought he might do himself a mischief.
“Varah,” he said, “you don’t deserve sooch luck. If Ah know Carritt—and coom to think of it, Ah do know
Carritt—’e’ll dine out on yon story the ’ole of next term. ’E’ll give ye a good mark, lad—you see if ’e doesn’t. Ye
should scrape a Second, which isn’t bad for someone ’oo’s coot as many lectures as you ’ave.” But then I told him
about the Kantians, and his merriment subsided.
“Ye daft ’a’porth [halfpenny-worth]’,” he said somberly. “Whatever got into you? You’ll be lucky to get a
Third.”
Many years later, I was staying at the Deanery in Durham when John Wild was Dean, and at dinner the
conversation took a turn which prompted me to tell the story of my being caught out by E. F. Carritt. A fellow
guest whose name I hadn’t caught slapped his thigh.
“So it was true!” he exclaimed. “We were never sure the old man hadn’t made it up. Oh, how good to have it
verified—1933, wasn’t it?” My fellow guest was David Carritt. E. F.’s version had improved the story, making me
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say,
“I can only suppose you aren’t as familiar with the works of Carritt as I am!”
During one vacation, being short of money, I got a temporary job at an institution in north Oxford calling itself
Beaumont College, at which foreign students—not connected with the university—could improve their English
and study English literature. I was never an illiterate scientist, but I prepared my lectures on Shakespeare and
Shaw—the prescribed authors for that part of the course—very carefully. I had read most of the plays of both
writers, and my students were impressed to be told that I had actually met Shaw, twice. I declined to tell them
what we had talked about, because leaving them wondering was more impressive than admitting that all we had
said to one another was “Howjerdo” on both occasions. One of these was when he bumped into me in the London
Underground as I absent-mindedly made to go down an up escalator from which he was stepping, and the other
was when he came to Oxford to lecture to the October Club, a small band of Red revolutionaries who succeeded
in enticing the great man when the rest of us (myself included) had failed. Surely the author of The Quintessence
of Ibsenism ought to have addressed the Scandinavian Club?
The October Club enormously increased its membership by refusing admittance to non-members, so my
membership card decorated my chimney-shelf for a term, though naturally I never attended any other meetings.
My name on the list did not, however, pass unnoticed by our security services, and it gave me a comforting
feeling that our chaps didn’t miss many tricks every time I was vetted in subsequent years to see whether I might
be a secret Bolshie. The fact that I would have cheerfully joined the Mormons to hear Shaw speak, and that the
same applied to others who had paid to attend one solitary meeting of the October Club, didn’t make me feel at all
annoyed that Special Branch was wasting its time on unlikely subversives.
Shaw gave the oxford Reds short shrift.
“You are, I take it,” he began in his Dublin accent—that is, beautiful English in no way resembling a stage
Irishman with a brogue you could cut with a knife (at arl at arl)—“prepared, indeed eager, to shed blood in the
cause of Red revolution? To hang the wicked capitalists from the nearest lamp-post with your own hands?
Because if not, you’re a lot of imposters, fakes, charlatans, posers.”
I can’t remember the whole lecture but when I read his An Intelligent Woman’s Guide to Socialism and
Capitalism it seemed familiar. After the lecture the chastened comrades hustled him away before I could say,
“Mr. Shaw, I’m an imposter: I paid the sub simply to hear you speak.”
Would he have replied, “More fool you!” or “Better than spending the money on cigarettes and booze?” We
shall never know, now. Why didn’t I, like E. F. Carritt, improve the story?
One of my pupils at Beaumont College was Armand Cornelissens, a Flemish poet who was to have a
considerable influence on my life, because he invited me to spend a long vacation with him in Holland, to give
him practice in spoken English.
*
My time at Oxford ended abruptly at the end of my last term when I had a motoring mishap (’30s jargon for
“car crash”). You remember Arthur Wrigley, through whom I encountered the Anthroposophical Society? He had
a 1928 Morris Cowley with a Hotchkiss engine offered to him, and had the bright idea of sharing the modest
purchase price with “seven other devils more wicked than himself”; of whom I was one. The reason for having
eight co-owners was that there were then, as now, seven days in the week, so by taking it in turns each of us
would have the use of the car for five useless days and for one Saturday and one Sunday, per term. He was foolish
to include me, because although I purchased a driver’s license, which I still have somewhere, I didn’t know how
to drive properly. Pop Eastoe had once or twice taken me up Toft’s Road, Barton, in his own vehicle, so I knew
how to start, stop, go faster, go slower—I could even, if I took my eyes off the road to look at my feet, change
down by double-declutching, a mystery unknown, I believe, to modern drivers.
What I couldn’t do was steer. Pop kept telling me to look well ahead so we didn’t jerk from side to side all the
time—he himself rested one hand negligently on the wheel and made only tiny adjustments except when turning
corners, whereas I hung on with both hands and looked a yard ahead of the bonnet.
But it was as well I did that and never got up any speed because the awful truth dawned on him one day that I
was turning the wheel the opposite way to the way I wanted the far to go.
“Stop!” he yelled suddenly, startling me so that I stamped on the accelerator instead of the brake. He kicked
my foot away and grabbed the hand-break. Ashen, he was, apart from his five o’clock shadow. He forced himself
to speak calmly.
“If you want to turn left,” he asked, “which way do you turn the wheel?”
“Why, clockwise,” I said.
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“This isn’t a bloody boat!” he screamed. It was the only time he ever screamed at me. “It doesn’t have a ruddy
rudder!”
I reminded myself of this every time I drove, and turned the wheel anti-clockwise to go left. I had to admit it
worked, but Pop lost interest in instructing me.
“You’ll never make a natural driver, Chad,” he opined. “Not what I’d call a natural, born driver.” It wasn’t until
1938 that I took this verdict seriously, and, as you shall hear, gave up driving for good.
None of this was, of course, known to Arthur Wrigley, and I became an owner-driver (well, one-eighth of an
owner driver) at the age of twenty. My Saturday turn came after everyone else’s, but Arthur was still in residence.
As I took over the car, he said,
“I suspect someone’s had a bit of a mishap and didn’t tell me, because the hood won’t go up.”
“Never mind,” I said, anxious to be away. “I don’t suppose it’ll rain.” I planned to drive to Clent and back, so
was quite pleased when he said,
“For some reason, it only seems happy at 55. It won’t do much more, but doesn’t seem to like doing less.”
There was, of course, much less traffic in those days, so it wasn’t quite as dangerous an enterprise as it now
seems, even to me. But the “mishap” for which the last driver was responsible damaged more than the hood: it
damaged the steering.
Having confessed to you my heretical belief about the way to steer when being “taught” by Pop, you may suck
your teeth disbelievingly and suspect that what was faulty was not the, but my steering. I can only tell you what
happened and leave you to judge for yourself.
I was bowling along at 55 m.p.h. with the engine purring happily, and when it began to rain I used only mild
expletives about the inoperative hood. The road curved gently to the right, and I turned the steering-wheel (I
promise you) gently clockwise. But the car continued in a straight line, so I turned less gently and the wheel spun,
unattached, while the vehicle obeyed Newton’s First Slaw of Motion. Surprisingly, I remembered to stamp on
both pedals (no, not the accelerator: the clutch and the brake) and all would have been well but for a substantial
tree which was eccentric enough to interrupt the otherwise harmless stretch of hedgerow. Still obeying Newton (a
Lincolnshire man like myself) I catapulted over the windscreen, luckily unimpeded by the unserviceable hood, but
catching my left shin on something sharp before landing in a heap on the grass verge, the road having now curved
somewhat to the left. The V-shaped scar still keeps company with the horse-kick scar, and the damage to my back
was very similar to that caused by my violent encounter with Port Meadow.
I recovered consciousness to find myself in bed in Shipston-on-Stour Cottage Hospital having an anti-tetanus
injection. The next day Arthur Wrigley turned up and was very nice about the car being a write-off—he let me
think the insurance would give him a tidy profit and I didn’t know whether this was true or just to make me feel
less guilty. I besought him to get me transferred to Clent for my treatment and convalescence, which the insurance
would also cover, and after an interminable day’s wait this was arranged. I was driven, not painlessly, to Clent
Grove to be looked after by a German lady, Dr. Walter. She used Rudolf Steiner’s methods, which appeared to be
similar to homeopathic remedies, and included an archaic medicament, arnica, which had a wonderful effect on
my bruises.
As soon as I was able to be up and about, I did what I could to help the community. Translating texts and even
poems from German to English may not have contributed much, but I was an assiduous washer-up and an
enthusiastic unskilled worker with the children who were our raison d’être\fn{Reason for being} and principal
means of support: those parents who could afford to pay did so, and even my own two weeks’ convalescence was
charged to the insurance company, who must have been amazed to get a receipt like a medieval scroll.
On previous day visits I’d taken a special interest in a skinny little girl called Vera, who wasn’t one of the
many epileptics but was there because she just couldn’t hear at all, even though examination proved that there was
nothing wrong with her hearing apparatus. Apparently, they decided, she simply didn’t want to hear: I was never
told whether this was in her karma. Among the exercises designed for her was one where three helpers took it in
turns to hold her ankles and her hands and play loud octaves on a piano, so that one could plant her foot firmly on
a step of a 7-step pair of steps while another kept her from falling, matching each step to the appropriate note on
the scale, up and down, for an hour at a time. If we could sing in tune, we also sang the tonic sol-fa, or intoned,
“Well done, Vera!” on the appropriate note.
Some months later, on my first day up, I went into a big room and saw Vera at the far end, with her back to me.
Forgetting that she couldn’t hear, I called “Vera! Come here, darling!” and she turned and ran to me and
precipitated herself into my arms.
The person with whom I shared my joy at Vera’s improvement was an attractive Austrian girl called the
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Gmeiner. I had noticed her on one of my first visits and always looked out for her. It wasn’t possible to sit with
her at every meal because there were two shifts and duties came first, and she or I might be waiting on table—
though I was more likely to than she as she was more experienced and useful. It was an Utopian community
where we were all equally regarded and valued but very much unequal in skills and functions. We would no more
have queried Friedrich Geuter’s leadership than fiddle when he was playing a Bach violin sonata. I can tell you, it
is a wonderful experience to be part of a community where “From each according to his ability, to each according
to his need” is not taught or discussed but practiced as if it were the only possible way. Doing it on a larger scale
or with people who hadn’t freely elected to join wouldn’t work. Even at Clent if the question, “Why should I do
this?” came to mind, it was answered every time we clapped eyes on a handicapped child. It was a way of life, not
an ideology imposed on an unwilling nation by power-hungry politicians: it seemed to me to be close to the life of
the early Christians who “had all things in common”, and whose own description of their religion was “The Way”.
My stay at Clent to convalesce from “a slight accident” seemed less and less convincing the longer I remained,
and my father wrote ordering me to come home. When I made excuses to delay, he sent Mr. Gilbert Nowell to
fetch me in his car, but I was too happy in the place to be persuaded to leave for a life in Barton which at that time
could have no object or purpose. But my father was a very determined man, and a week or so later he himself
arrived, driven by a parishioner, and insisted that I return with him. There was no possibility of refusal, and while
he and Herr Geuter sparred with icy politeness, I went and packed, and said goodbye to the few friends I could
find. Ilse was not one of them.
We didn’t talk much on the way back, but my father had some blunt ways of describing the sort of organization
he had had to rescue me from. Imagine in our own day a respected clergyman whose eldest son had been conned
by the Moonies or had joined Rajneesh, and you will understand his anxiety, and the relief he and my mother fled
when he had me safely home. Of course, the comparison is inappropriate: the work at Clent was worthwhile
work; Anthroposophy was too deep and intellectual to appeal to silly young things behaving irrationally out of
rebellion against parents, society or whatever; and I still have respect for those who follow it; but from my
father’s point of view it was worse than heretical, it was “a cult”. This was long before even ecumenism and
interdenominational activities became fashionable—not that my father, bless him, would have considered being
fashionable an argument in favour of anything. Everyone in Barton knew that the Established church was what
God willed them to belong to, and the Vicar would have no truck with “dissenters”, whether chapel folk or
papists.
*
So there I was in limbo, missing Oxford, missing Clent, at a loss to know what to do, living at home (at that
time it wasn’t thought of disapprovingly as “living off one’s parents” except in the wage-earning classes) and
unable to contribute anything except by taking services at St. Chad’s mission church by the waterside (a stone’s
throw from where the Humber Bridge now reaches the south bank). I did a little freelance writing—my first
acceptance was from Punch, but I built up a great collection of rejection slips through thinking that I knew better
than the Writers’ and Artists’ Yearbook and writing what I wanted to write rather than what was likely to sell. I had
hardly any money for stamps, let alone cigarettes, and my father was rightly furious that I had omitted to pay my
last term’s battles (bill for items from the college buttery) and wouldn’t be allowed to take my degree until this
sum was paid. My poor father had by this time all eight of his other children at fee-paying schools and had to
persuade Barclays Bank to increase his overdraft.
Pop Eastoe was, of course, an immense comfort at this time, though he insisted wisely that I see my father’s
point of view and be decently contrite and subdued.
It was Alec Oldridge who came temporarily to the rescue. He was manager of a brickyard and tile factory at
Goxhill, a few miles further east than New Holland, on the bank of the Humber. He and I sat together in the choir
stalls, and my moderate baritone followed his rich and accurate one as we sang the harmonies of hymns, psalms,
and settings for the eucharist. Although we seldom met outside church or at the Assembly Rooms, I thought of
him as a friend. One day he asked me if I’d like to come and do some special work requiring chemical knowledge
at Goxhill (or “Gowshall”, as it was commonly pronounced). Without hesitation, I said yes.
“Don’t be in too much of a hurry,” he warned. “This is a project of my own, not authorized by the bosses, so I
won’t be able to pay you what an Oxford BA should get. The most I can take out of petty cash would be 16s a
week, but of course I’d take you to work with me in the car, as long as you don’t ask to drive.” (One’s prowess
soon becomes widely known.)
My mother didn’t know why I had to wear my oldest clothes for chemical experiments in a nice clean
laboratory, but she approved of Alec, as did everyone who knew him, and prepared a lunch box for me each day.
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There was, in fact, no laboratory, and the bit of analysis of clay I had to do I did at home, with materials bought
from a local pharmacist. I could well afford these out of my sixteen shillings, or four-fifths of £1, because that
was in no way to be compared with the technical equivalent of 80p today. It would, for instance, have bought me
three slap-up lunches at the Strand Palace, if I’d been in London, and extravagant, and entertaining two girls at
once.
Alec’s investigation was brilliantly conceived, and designed to make millions for the owners of the yard.
“D’ye know out abaht clay?” he asked as we drove off the first morning. On his way to the yard, he spoke in
Lincolnshire dialect, just as my father did when visiting parishioners who found “educated Northern” almost as
difficult as “Oxford”. He, of course, being a Yorkshireman, had had to learn it: I had grown up with it and
switched to it as easily as I now do French or Dutch. Alec might have used the second person, “Doos thou knaw,”
as he would to his workmen. To Southerners, all northern dialects sounded the same, warm and uncouth, with
broad vowels. They would have been astonished to learn that a Yorkshire man might have said “on th’roo-ad to
th’yaard”, abbreviating “the” to “th’, and Lancashire man would shorten it further to “t’; “ont” rood tut’ yard”,
whereas we Woldsmen (not Yellowbellies, please: the Fens are well south of Lincoln, half-way to London)—we
Woldsmen just left out “the” altogether.
So, we wor on way to yard, me and Alec, when he asked if I knew owt about clay, and he was relieved when I
said, “Only its approximate chemical composition,” because it seemed the Humberside clay was different from
any other clay in the world except some in a remote part of Hungary.
It turned out that there were basically two kinds of bricks, common and facing. Common bricks were used for
inside walls as they would never be seen, or for building factories, where it didn’t matter. Facing bricks were for
the fronts of houses, and were either very red, as at Barton (as were the roofing tiles), or “rustic”, as made at
Crowle, with roughened surfaces and all sorts of purple and russet shades.
Now, said Alec, the top one-and-three quarter feet of the clay at Goxhill would make excellent facing bricks if
it was skimmed off the other seven or so feet, but that wasn’t the practice: the whole lot went wastefully into
common bricks. But it didn’t need a bright lad like me or Alec himself to work that out: below the Humberside
clay, of which there was still a large but not inexhaustible supply, was an unusable clay similar to that in
Northamptonshire: enough of it to last for a century. It was unusable because it contained large numbers of chalk
pebbles each about the size of a pea, with a few slightly larger. Any brick in which one or more of these was
embedded would “blow” in the kiln (pronounced, please, “kill”).
“Of course,” I said, showing an intelligent interest. “Calcium carbonate plus heat equals calcium oxide or
quicklime plus carbon dioxide gas, which would ruin the shape of the brick, and when the brick got wet the
quicklime in it would turn to calcium hydroxide.”
Alec agreed he couldn’t have put it better himself and said that there did exist a type of pug mill different from
that used at Goxhill to turn spits of clay into brick-shaped lumps of clay with three holes in them to lift them by.
This other mill had rollers to crush any stones in the clay to powder before extruding it.
“Wouldn’t help,” I interjected. “The chalk would do the same damage whether it was in lumps or powder.”
Alec said he knew that without any Oxford geniuses telling him, and quickly re-lit his pipe without taking his
eyes from the road.
“We’ll look over the yard (“over yard”) and then discuss it further,” he ruled.
Looking over yard involved a great deal of walking, mostly through slippery clay. We saw it being dug, and
transported to the pug mills, and extruded, cut with wires into threes, lifted off by men with three-pronged
wooden forks and take away to be dried in immensely long wooden sheds with tiled roofs but no sides. When dry
they would be carefully stacked in the kiln which, when full, would be fired. When the process of burning the clay
into bricks was complete, the kiln would be unloaded and the bricks stacked for taking away.
What impressed me most was the skill of the men who controlled the operation of the kilns. Alec and I
wandered about on the tops of kilns with the man responsible for each, who would uncover in turn the holes
through which coal dust would be introduced in small quantities to keep the fire going. The man could tell at a
glance how much coal dust to put in. It varied from one feeding hole to the next, and had to be exactly right. If it
was too hot, the bricks might be distorted or discoloured, if not hot enough, the bricks would not be burnt right
through. Alec himself was capable of doing this skilled job, but contented himself with a few esoteric exchanges
with the man whose job it was.
It was a matter of weeks between putting clay forms into the kiln and taking them out again, burnt and cool
enough to handle, so there was not time to be lost in preparing our specimens. We spent a lot of time in the
diggings, selecting half-spits of clay which I carefully labeled and put into the wheelbarrow trundled by a scornful
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peasant engaged to do the heavy work attached to this namby-pamby exercise. What would he have said if he had
known that the next day Alec was going to bring his mother’s sausage machine, and ruin it by using it to chew up
gobbets of clay and extrude them in a convenient cylindrical shape?
I won’t weary you with the details. Under Alec’s supervision I made sausages, carefully marked for
identification, of every type of clay and many mixtures of one type with another in varying proportions. I also
made by hand some miniature bricks in case the behaviour of a cylindrical shape in the kiln was different from
that of the shape of a standard brick, 9” x 4½” x 3”. Naturally, any samples containing clay with chalk pebbles in
it used such clay both with the pebbles as they were and with the pebbles crushed as in a mill with rollers. In both
cases they were mixed with different proportions of normal clay.
Whenever a kiln was nearly full, Alec and I would put the results at the very top of the pile, where the heat was
greatest, under the skeptical eye of the workmen responsible for loading, one of whom referred to “them toy
bricks” and the other, more daringly, to “them pricks o’ thine”, mumbling so that you couldn’t be sure whether
he’d said bricks or pricks. The workmen were deeply suspicious of “young feller from Oxford college”, believing
that any resulting change would mean fewer jobs or more work for those that still had jobs. Even Lincolnshire
workmen, splendid fellows, were not entirely immune to the gloomy prognostications of trouble-makers.
The day on which the first kiln we loaded was cold enough to empty was a very exciting one. The samples we
extricated were interesting and in some cases confirmed our theories and in other cases not. I noted the
information gained from them and devised a new series of experiments based on what we had learned. When our
investigations were complete, Alec was cock-a-hoop at the discovery that it was possible to utilize a good deal of
the hitherto unexploited clay. A certain proportion of the lower-quality Humberside clay, from lower than oneand-three-quarter spits down, could be mixed in with the first one-and-three-quarter spits, and still give good
facing bricks; and it was possible to use a number of spits (which I shall naturally not reveal to you) of the pebbly
clay underneath along with the remaining common-brick Humberside clay to make common bricks which would
not “blow” in the kiln if the mixture was put through the kind of mill which crushed any pebbles. With my help,
Alec prepared a report for his bosses, and looked forward to the conngratulations and increase of salary he could
expect when he revealed that they owned vastly more usable clay than they had ever supposed. In addition, there
would be a properly paid job for me.
I could hardly believe my ears when, over a pint for Alec and a drowned whisky for me, Alec told me the result
of his meeting with the bosses.
“Very inter-est-ing,” one of them had said. “But it’d mean a lot of new equipment. We ’ave our market for
common bricks, and we’ve never sold facing bricks, and although we ’ave the capital for new mills, it’d mean a
lot of oopset. So we don’t think we’ll bother, like.”
Thus they flatly turned down profits of millions. Alec was as if pole-axed, and as for me, my job had come to
an end. Alec went on to be a tremendously successful man in his own field, and I lived to bless the day when I had
not become scientific adviser to a brickyard.
*
So there was I again, living at home still, making little progress with my freelance writing, and happy to accept
an invitation from Armand Cornelissens to spend a couple of months with him in Deventer, giving him practice in
English. He taught English, French and German at the Middlebare Koloniale Landbouwschool (College for
Colonial Agriculture) in Deventer, in the province of Overijssel. He lived in a small modern house in Raalteweg
on the outskirts of the town with his wife Heliane, who was French, his son Tristan, and his daughter Eva—a tiny,
pestilential girl who is now the charming Mrs. Krebebers of New York. I had to speak English to Armand and
French to his wife, and in my free time bicycled into town and learnt Dutch by chatting up the more personable of
the girls in the cigarette kiosks. It wasn’t until nearly the end of my “holiday” that I ventured to speak Dutch in
front of Armand and his friends, which caused them to laugh until they choked because I was speaking Dutch
with a broad Overijessel accent. I was subsequently able to correct this, and speak in the same much admired
deftig manner as the inhabitants of The Hague—a sort of Oxford Dutch.
I spent four long holidays with Armand, and it will be convenient to run them into one and deal with them
now. I visited every part of the Netherlands, from Leeuwarden and Groningen in the north to Maastricht in the
south, and from the North Sea coast to the German border. I traveled by bicycle, or train, or bicycle taken on a
train, or by a method which was practically unknown at that time, hitch-hiking (meerijden). I think I was one of
the pioneers of hitch-hiking in Holland because of people being intrigued by an Englishman speaking Dutch, and
giving them the unaccustomed pleasure of hearing heir own language spoken with a foreign accent.
The only excursions on which Armand accompanied me were to his birthplace, Gent, the heart of the Flemish
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Movement (Vlaamsche Beweging), which was for most Flemings a political movement but for Armand and his
friends was purely cultural. The poets, painters, sculptors and engravers of Gent formed a close-knit coterie of
which Armand was a member-in-exile, and I was accepted as his friend. The ones I knew and liked best were
Josef Cantré, a sculptor in the summer and engraver of woodcuts in the winter; Maria De Keijzer, painter, and her
sister Sidi, poet; René de Clercq, story-writer and poet. The artists were more fortunate than the poets: tourists of
many nationalities could admire Josef Cantré’s great statue of Eduard Anseele and most of my visitors admire the
painting Maria De Keijzer gave me and which hangs now in my drawing-room. But who could read the poems
and other writings? So Armand asked me to translate Levenverlokkingen and Sidi De Keijzer her Deining, and
René De Clercq the story that was appearing in weekly parts in a newspaper. The difficult was not in the
translation but in finding a publisher. The nearest we got to success was with my translation of the classic Karel
van de Woestijne’s De Boeer die Sterft (A Peasant Dies) for which Josef Cantré made woodcut illustrations. Karel
van de Woestijne had, as is usual with aristocrats, a great understanding of an affinity with the peasants, and his
prose-poem resembles the Authorized Version of the Bible in making poetry of simple, colloquial words.
My other failure to get a translation published was after the war, curing which Piet Bakker’s Ciske de Rat was
read by every Dutchman. At the end of the war he asked me to translate his exciting book about the conflict in the
Netherlands East Indies, entitled De Slag (The Battle). I read it and was fascinated by it and translated the first
chapter and gave a summary of the rest of the book, but didn’t find a publisher because at that period people
wanted to forget about the war—even their own war, let alone that of their Dutch allies.
*
At the time of my holiday with Armand in 1934, the seeds of war were already being sown. Against the advice
of Armand and all his friends, I decided to take a trip across the German border, whence came frightening tales of
Hitler’s Brownshirts. I decided to take one of the busses which corssed the frontier with peasant s transporting
their produce. One such went from Sutphen )where the dying Sir Philip Sidney said, “Thy need is greater than
mine”) and doetinchem to Emmerich, on the north bank of the Rhine. I had studied Baedeker carefully and knew
that on the other side of the rhine was Kleve (Cleves, where Anne of Cleves came from), with a castle called the
Schwanenberg. It is typical of my mentality that I familiarized myself with the diagram of this castle, filling my
mind as usual with useless information.
I reasoned that at the frontier, the only formality would be a uniformed officer poking his head into the bus
without entering, enquiring “All locals? All regulars?” and receiving an affirmative growl, not only because I had
enlisted the other passengers in my support (they advised me to talk German with a Dutch accent rather than
Dutch with a German accent) but because the Dutch hated the Germans and wouldn’t have given them the correct
time, let alone the fact that there was an English spy among them. (The late Greville Wynne once told me I would
never make a spy because I would never stand up under torture. I could only agree.)
Arrived in Emmeerich, my Dutch comrades urged me not to be late for the bus back. My exploration of the
town went smoothly until, when turning a sharp corner, I almost banged noses on a young Brownshirt. His right
arm shot up and he yelled,
“Heil Hitler!”
“That is not my name, my mister,” I replied politely. “I am an stranger here.”
“You Dutch,” he said, misled by my almost hawking gutturals, “think you can be funny with us, but you are a
little people and we are a Great Nation!” I tried to walk on, but he barred my way.
“My country, Great Britain,” I said, “is also a Great nation.” I pulled out my passport and thrust it under his
nose, jabbing my finger at the words as I read them aloud in English: “… request and require, in the name of His
Majesty …” Whilst he was still flabbergasted, I nipped back around the corner again, and slipped into a shop,
closing the door quietly behind me. The old lady behind the counter summed up the situation incredibly quickly
and gestured towards her back room. I hid there, and when the Brownshirt looked in the old lady, busy with her
ledger, and apparently deaf as a post, muttered something in Hebrew, and he went. She then let me out the back
way, but not before I had bought as much as I could, for hers was one of the shops guarded by huge posters saying
that it was Jewish and loyal Germans wouldn’t buy there. Many were also guarded by Brownshirts.
I decided to cross the Rhine on the little ferry, and boarded it, but before it left the jetty my Brownshirt
adversary boarded it and began searching for me. As the little steamer pulled away, I jumped back on to the jetty,
and hid. When it returned, there was no sign of him, so I crossed with it, only to find him waiting by the tram
stop. I had the feeling that hours must have passed as I went backwards and forwards across the Rhine until at
long last I was on the Kleve side when the tram was there and he wasn’t.
I took the tram into Kleve but it wasn’t long before I was in trouble again. A Brownshirt youth of about
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fourteen was tormenting a little group of boys—I don’t know whether they were Jewish or not—and he would
neither leave them alone nor let them go. I told him to stop it, and he replied insolently, so I smote him. Well, I
was bigger than he was. As he fell, he hit his head on a wall, and the other boys skedaddled. I departed the scene
more leisurely, but looking round I saw that he was standing up, not much the worse for wear but screaming
German oaths before turning to go in the opposite direction, doubtless to fetch his father and other larger
Brownshirts. I decided it was time to visit the Schwanenberg.
Of course, several of them came looking for me, but the ignorant oafs had no idea about the layout of a
medieval castle even though it was their own chief tourist attraction. I was able at times to perch on a ledge
watching them scurrying around just below and never thinking of looking up.
While waiting for them to give up, I worked out the way to the Dutch frontier, and as soon as it was safe to do
so, I set off in the right direction. Just outside the town, a couple of middle-aged Brownshirts stepped from
concealment and seized me, and began marching me off in the direction, I supposed, of the nearest concentration
camp. At a suitable moment I hit one of them below the belt—well, he was bigger than I was—and outran the
other to a stile leading to a little wood, in which he lost me. Then I made my way across interminable fields until I
came to an unmanned frontier post. At least, I thought it was unmanned until a man in uniform ran out of the hut
and grabbed me. My strength was as the strength of ten as I struggled with him, believing my life and liberty to be
at stake, but when he shouted to his fellow officer to help him he shouted in Dutch; and I stopped struggling. I
said to them in Dutch,
“I am an Englishman, escaping from the Brownshirts.”
They picked me up, dusted me down, gave me very good coffee, and arranged for me to have a lift on a lorry
going to Nijmegen. Now, Nijmegen is an interesting city, but all I wanted to do was to get back to Deventer and
tell Armand and his friends that they had been quite right—sneaking into Germany had been a daft idea.
*
But that was a year after the events I must now describe. My job at the brickyard ended, I had nothing to do
but follow my favourite occupation, reading. My father was less exasperated by my “hanging about the house” if I
was reading an improving book. It was about this time that he came into the kitchen one day—I hastily put my
feet to the floor and threw my cigarette into the range—and found me reading La Vie de Disraeli by André
Maurois. He didn’t know whether to be gratified that I was reading French for pleasure, or outraged that I was
giving my attention to one who had opposed his beloved Mr. Gladstone.
“A mountebank!” he pronounced. “Never could stand the feller.”
“Did you know Disraeli, then, Father?” I asked.
“I knew him,” he replied darkly. “I knew him, but never liked him. I had many an argument with him.”
“Did you have any correspondence with him, Father?” I asked eagerly. “Have you any letters of his?”
“Look in the second drawer down in my bureau,” he said. “That’s where they’ll be if I haven’t thrown them
away. You can have them if they interest you!”
Alas, he had thrown them away. And they only interested me as things to sell, in order to get money to buy
cigarettes. …
218.114 Excerpt from A Rope Of Vines\fn{by Brenda Chamberlain (1912-1971)} Bangor, Gwynedd, Wales, United
Kingdom (F) 14
A dolphin leapt!
The ship approached a long, thin island of forbidding aspect that looked to be uninhabited until a deep port was
suddenly disclosed, surrounded by tightly-clustered white houses against a backbone of rock.
I struggled down the gangplank through the swarm of people fighting to get onto the ship. A man snatched my
suitcase and began to run before me through lanes that twisted towards the hinterland. There was no road, only
alleyways between the cube-houses that had flat red pan-tiled roofs. We came out onto a dusty track covered in
mule-dung, beside a water-course now dry and full of house-refuse. Somewhere out of sight, in a thicket of
prickly pear, a woman gave a warning cry,
“Yarvara! Yarvara!”
Above wide steps and the two vast wells overshadowed by water-nourished trees, a young woman was
standing in a doorway at the head of a flight of stone stairs.
The windows were open so that the air within the house was heavy with the smell of blossom. Lemon flowers,
naked mountains, and prickly pear. This is my new house, Yarvara will act as my maid. With the help of the
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lexicon, I ask her where is the nearest shop.
“It is necessary to return to the port for food.”
Yarvara took me to the shop of the grocer and of the butcher, and we met a nun of the monastery of Efpraxia.
She took me through a blue and white cloister into the church that stands in the middle of the port, and we each lit
an aromatic yellow candle before an ikon of the Virgin and Child.
Yesterday at this time of afternoon, I was under an umbrella in London, shivering from the gray dampness.
And here, it is already summer.
I reached Ydra soon after ten o’clock this morning, having come from the Piraeus by the first ship of the day.
Mr. Dragoumis, not expecting me so early, went to meet the second ship and so missed me, though I met him later
on my return to the port with Varvara. He was with another, younger man, also Greek, who had a pale intense face
and black curly hair. He was introduced simply as Leonidas.
The port and the people in it do not interest me. I am drawn by the monasteries on the barren hilltops. The first
thing I must do is to go up there. Is it possible to hire a mule and a guide?
*
Under their iron covers the stone well shafts descended to the water without which the island could not live.
Beneath the trees, Varvara and I sat waiting for the mule. Flocks of goats were led past, a bell ringing at each
throat.
A party of people on muleback was winding up the mountain-side. Seeing them, Varvara screamed to the
donkey-man that we too were coming that way.
A breeze, and heat, and golden promontories. Sitting side-saddle, with Varvara leading the mule, I was
nourished by the bald landscape and the scent of herbs. The shaly track twisted and turned between thistles and
gorse. We passed a ruined house at the skirt of a wood. A peasant girl came striding out from among the trees, and
I wondered whether I would ever have the courage to walk alone on these austere heights.
Coming to the monastery perched on the edge of a slope, we plunged down a steep flight of steps to an outer
yard where the donkey-man, who had gone up the mountain before us, was seated under the shelter of a tree. We
shared with him the food we had, a cucumber, an apple, biscuits, and he went into the monastery for a pitcher of
water from the nuns’ well.
A nun took us into the inner courtyard, surrounded by cells and kitchens. The courtyard was on two levels, the
lower one leading to the cells, the upper one leading to the sitting-rooms, the kitchens, and the guest-rooms. A
chapel stood in the middle of the upper level. Rugs and mattresses were hanging out to dry. We were taken into a
sitting-room and given quince jam and water. Over the workroom. where cloth is woven, was a low-walled terrace
overlooking a valley which was backed by a steep mountain-ridge whose westward slope fell towards the sea. I
bought from them a stole, fine white wool run through by a gold thread.
On the way back, we overtook the donkey-man and his cavalcade. We plunged towards the valley with them. a
blonde young woman on the leading mule, myself in the middle, and in the rear, an old woman in black. Popi,
Varvara’s small daughter suddenly appeared below, having scrambled up the slopes to meet us. She was put up
behind the blonde girl and she rode, triumphantly singing, into the top of the village. She was told by her mother
to take charge of my animal, but she refused, and ran off defiantly. After Varvara had threatened for long enough,
she slipped back and led the animal away, calling out to her grandfather that he should take the mule.
On this island, living up here among the lusty people of the wells, one can forget the souls who wander in the
miserable gulf of almost-living, those who are unable to work out the difference between monotony and rhythm.
They act under compulsion, at the dictates of a machine-driven existence, when they could know a meaningful
pattern of behaviour ordered by the nature of their surroundings. I am thinking of one or two people in particular,
of how they like to be driven by the machine because they are afraid to get off and walk or run. The machine rules
them in their safe upper-suburban life and for compensation they live more and more in a world of fantasy where
they can imagine themselves to be Hamlet, Lear, The Great Lover, The Hero, Artist, Poet. They will never have
the courage to try and be what they think they could be. So they make enemies of their families and friends, in
order to feel justified in thinking of themselves as rebels against an ignoble fate.
*
I find little reason to visit the waterfront, since each morning, food of one sort or another is brought up and
sold beside the Kala Pigadhia, the good wells. Today, the man who brought up my suitcase when I arrived came
with a basketful of fresh rockfish. They were silver-scaled, with yellow lines running along the bodies, like the
gold threads in my scarf bought from the nuns. They were freshly caught from the night-fishing.
A fat fish with a small pale eye. A broken-handled knife is the only one in the house with any edge to it, so
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with this I struggled, and found the fish to be more full of muddy slime and guts even than a pollack. While this
operation was being performed on the lower terrace, cats appeared from behind the fig-tree and the prickly pear.
Varvara wandered into the garden with her goat and was shocked to find me gutting the fish myself, and
surprised that I had done it correctly. She would be more surprised if she knew how many fish I have gutted in my
life.
A little later, the baker’s boy with a small donkey laden under panniers of fresh bread came by, and I chose a
flat round loaf crusted with seeds.
My favourite among these vendors is the old man who shelters from the sun. He is old and wrinkled and
almost hidden by a straw hat, from under the brim of which his eyes glance up fearfully at the cruel sky.
In my ignorance I had dreamed of a classical Greece, but in fact, this is already the East, another world than
that of Western Europe.
EOKA,\fn{Ethniki Orgánosis Kyprion Agoniston (National Organization of Cypriot Fighters); but sometimes expanded as Ethniki
Orgánosis Kipriakoú Agónos (National Organization of Cypriot Struggle), a Greek Cypriot nationalist military resistance organization that
fought (1955-1959) a violent campaign for the end of British rule of Cyprus and self-determination and union with Greece: W } in

crudely drawn letters, near my house. They tell me that during the war the peasants dropped down dead from
starvation. Foodstuffs have to be brought across from the mainland or from other islands.
In a hidden corner near the port, a cooper’s shop where wine barrels of various sizes are being made, some of
them large, to which hoops are being fixed with dull blows of heavy hammers.
Within this haphazard clutter of sugar-cube on sugar-cube, it is surprising to discover that so many houses have
shady patios with vine-trellises overhead and pots of flowers.
This is an uneasy island, ghost-ridden, and with black danger in the air. It is advisable to keep the well-covers
closed at night, for it is possible to have the spirit of a dead person down there, and in the dark hours it is likely to
walk abroad if the iron lid is left off. The half-strangled agony of donkey and mule bray makes for uneasiness too,
day and night.
*
The animal-train waited in an angle of the bone-white street. A mitera with a mischievous face was in the act
of mounting her beast, and as she leapt sideways from the wall her body’s litheness was clearly evident. Behind
her was a laden mule and after, a thick-set papas with a grizzled beard sat and kicked his heels into the ribs of the
third animal. At the last came a small donkey which the papas told me I should mount.
There was the accustomed cry for air from the shuttered white houses piled one above the other on the burntochre rocks. The papas, who smelt of garlic, held a black umbrella over himself and talked in deep tones with the
laughing nun as he gazed round his world of cactus and waterless mountains. We rode past hawk-quartered rocks,
through the little pass of the watchtower with its prospect of the sea, to the stubborn track below the turpentine
forest. Beyond us white against the sky stood a monastery. A snake, not seen but sensed, crossed our path, while
in the air, on high and glittering wires, hung arachne-spinners. Centipedes. Lizards. No sign as yet of scorpions.
Praying mantids. A pale green caterpillar with blue-jewelled back. A cicada trying out its voice for summer. A
giant saffron-green lizard so startled that it leapt high into the air, over-balanced and landed upside down in a bush
on the path below.
In the small whitewashed one-woman monastery with a pencil-sharp cypress tree against a contorted rock and
a nimble woman-servant tending a black goat under the pencil-tree, lives this young and beautiful nun who was
rich but who gave money and possessions to the church because she had had an unfortunate love-affair. So she
decided to punish even God, the black God of incense and incessant prayer, the God of no mercy, by shutting
herself away on this red-earthed island in the jade sea of legend where the thistles are miracles of gold. Because
she is not seen, she can be imagined as fair beyond the loveliest girls who gather at the well as dawn comes over
the mountain-shoulder. In other parts of the world this particular pattern of human behaviour died out or rather
was stamped out centuries ago. Here it continues side by side with what we call normal life. The two ways are so
adjacent that one can really judge between them, or at least one has the opportunity to make a decision for
oneself. I am drawn equally by the two worlds, of the market-place and the monastery murmurous with prayers.
Now one, now the other draws me. Whichever one chooses, it leads to a form of self-indulgence. It is only the
safe middle way which calls for sacrifice and life-denial.
Facing the matter, seeing it unsentimentally, it does not seem much of any sort of life to imagine oneself
translated into the beautiful nun, who to be truly the traditional example must have had high spirits and good, if
not positively aristocratic, breeding and either classical or extraordinary beauty, wit, learning, a mutilated heart
and a fanatical sense of prayer. Set the woman, the nun who is me as I am her, with a woman’s part to somehow
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employ, to rise at dawn in this land’s summer of bright days (a desire to get even with the lover by espousing
God) and let her decide, shall she mutter prayers in an airless room while a withered and sharp-practising servant
in black weeds has gossip and morning commerce at the wells, or does she, in a house whose doors and windows
are wide, clad in nothing but her skin, stretch contentedly, unfolding from a man’s arms, her legs released from
his, to face the challenging world, the battle that follows each night’s truce? It is clear that so great a cleavage in
my nature will never be resolved, now a life of withdrawal (I will not call it sacrifice, for it is a form of selfindulgence), now worldliness, both draw and equally. I do not like the idea of the crone-guardian under the
cypress-tree. Would she, not God, tend to control a life so close-knit with hers?
*
Opposite my house, at the other side of the wells, lives an English family. They have two children, a boy and a
little girl of six with straight bleached hair. The children attached themselves to me, and we went for a walk
together up the steps past the weavers’ house onto the mountain, looking for snakes and ruins. The boy is
intimidated by the strangeness of this environment, but the girl is part of the tough context in which she finds
herself. We made for a grove of trees behind a ruined house. The children lagged behind, imagining they could
see serpents in every gorse bush and herb-tuft. Here, in the middle of the wild mountain, was a sense of
habitation. I called the boy and his sister to come quietly: a cicada was making sad music among the fir trees.
The boy rushed up to say he had seen a phantom.
“A man dressed all in white is there, by the old house. He is standing at the well.” His sister scoffed,
“There’s no such thing.” I called,
“Come on, there’s a good view of the mountain-top from up here.” The boy was red in the face, and almost in
tears.
“I’m going back home. There is a ghost here.”
They began a bitter quarrel about whether there were spectres or not. I remembered how his father had told me
he had once before refused to go beyond a certain point on the mountain, somewhere near this ruined place.
Going home, we were greeted before we had reached the outskirts of the town by the long-drawn unearthly
wails of the Kala Pigadhia cats, raising up for me too-clear pictures of nimble bodies squeezing through shut
doors, jaws opening meat-safes, the unearthly inventiveness of the half-wild animals, busy at our food supplies.
As I mounted the steps to the front door, a cat leapt out of one of the windows of the salon into the topmost
branches of the almond tree and made its way to the ground with a practised air, a really long way down to the
earth.
*
Sophia is a sad brown woman with a nervous tic in her face; gipsy-like in features and manner, bone-thin and
hungry-seeming, always wearing the same faded garment. She lives with her old mother, and their poultry and
cats, in the small house next to the one temporarily inhabited by the Englishman and his wife and children.
Sophia's cottage has been transformed with the maximum of drama and upheaval, in which we at the wells
were somehow involved. The noise and passion aroused was beyond belief. A week ago, the Twitch-Sophia
received a letter. Full of important good news, it was handed round to many people to be read on the doorsill.
Kassandra, a neighbour, was particularly interested.
Two workmen, one of whom was Varvara’s husband, arrived to talk the matter over, and the following night,
the grandmother’s house knew no rest. At midnight under the full moon they sat on the wall under my bedroom
window, Kassandra and her spoilt granddaughter Mando, the granny, Sophia, shrieking and threatening one
another. No sooner had they gone to bed, it seemed, than it was dawn and they were awake, bringing out the
contents of the cottage onto the whitewashed steps. The settle was put for safety against the house-wall, out of the
way of donkeys and mules who paced up the steps with loads of cement and plaster and new tiles. The
transformation of the “plumbing” had begun, thanks doubtless to the letter from America.
Trouble started between the two women, who raved with hatred for one another. Sophia threw a dustpan at the
old one, and threatened to twist her nose, all the while twitching on and off her head covering, finding it necessary
to walk away a few yards to cool herself down, crying to the neighbours to listen to the idiotic ideas of the ancient
woman who, at one stage of the upheaval, was shut up in a back room, but who for most of the time sat on her
chair on a plank over the newly-placed tiles. She would not for one moment give up her position in the house.
During this time, the cats, cock and hens had to live outside, but the cock was fed liberally with corn by the old
woman. The workmen laughed amidst the battle, but even they were plainly in a hurry to get out and away from
the turmoil. When the men had almost finished their work, Sophia began to sweep the cement dust off the steps
outside, towards the open door of the house, muttering and moaning to herself.
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Kassandra had during the drama deserted her own orderly house and had fed her granddaughter inside the
grandmother’s house-door.
“Greece’s never-ceasing struggle with the powers of chaos.”
As the cement-dust began to settle, the cock stepped delicately back into the house, the cats once more draped
their meagre bones along the outside steps. Sophia went to the well with a bucket and a towel, and became
absorbed in washing her feet, watched from the shadowy house by an unrepentant and unforgiving mother.
So they now have plumbing, that is, a sink from which the water will almost certainly not run away down the
pipe.
This morning, Sunday, there is peace once more at the grandmother’s. Sophia smiles again through her
twitches, and granny can once more sit outside the door, with the orderly cottage behind her. Shaking dust out of
his wings, the cock crows, his confidence restored.
This uneasy truce soon ends, for still at nightfall Sophia makes, at the last possible point of the day, her escape
from the house. Here is the daughter’s triumph, old age being beaten by stringy vigour of middle age. The
grandmother can never grow accustomed to this moment of betrayal, when the daughter walks out into her private
affairs. The two women scream at one another for as long as Sophia is within voice-striking distance, then the
grandmother continues for her own satisfaction and that of the cats—the words are repeated over and over, her
voice deep at first, rising to a sudden sharply screamed curse. She flits back and fore in the small space of her
house, to and fro about the dim oil-lamp, while the cats prowl over the table, taking quick snaps at the old one’s
supper. The crone cannot rest, the strings of her headcloth hang over her ears, a doll’s pigtails, and if she hears a
footfall on the steps she is out at once to shriek her grief, disgust and bitterness, enough to curdle the reputation of
her daughter.
*
The peasants are harvesting wheat in the belts of cultivation terraced high on the mountain-sides. A family
party, preparing to go up there, rested awhile under the trees at the good wells. There were two pack-mules, and a
man and his wife, a small boy and a baby girl. The girl was in a straw confection of funereal whiteness, a hat an
old woman could have worn with propriety. The family enjoyed a good rest under the shade of the trees, then at
last it was time to be off. When they came out again into the light, their faces showed black in the intense glare of
the sun. The mother leapt sideways onto the first mule, and the girl was lifted into her lap. The father took the boy
with him onto the second mule, and the party was off along the steps and away behind the houses toward the
mountain.
Popi called for me after school and we climbed through the stifling air to where Varvara and Nassuli’s mother
had spent the day reaping in the wheat-terraces. For shade, we sat under a holm-oak near Varvara’s goat.
Eyes could see so far, it was like looking through a telescope. Near us, a red hawk hunted, and in the rocks at
the other side of the gorge, two little owls were quarrelling.
Nassuli’s mother was in a dark red dress and a white visored head-cloth. Varvara was in her faded blue frock
and over it, as protection against the sun, making her look like a guerilla girl, she wore one of her husband’s
shirts, torn and faded but clean.
The husk of the grain they were reaping was rocky, dry, and burnt by the sun.
We seated ourselves beneath the tree, and Varvara opened a cloth containing small bitter olives, pieces of
cheese, and thick hunks of crusty bread baked by Nassuli’s mother.
From the belfry in the middle of the port a bell tolled. Crouched on the powdery red earth and stubble, Varvara
crossed herself.
I was awakened before dawn by what sounded like someone having fallen down one of the wells trying vainly
to get out, or a house being dismantled. Outside the window, everything was quiet. There was a crash in my
kitchen. A cat lifted its head from the yoghourt. It must have taken a leap from the pantiles over the outer gateway
to one of the open windows of the salon.
In the almond tree beside the upper patio, a cicada creaks, informing me that the days are drawing towards
mid-summer. I come out to look at him, but fail to distinguish him among the leaves. His eyes are better than
mine. He falls silent.
An ant passes my foot, dragging a long pink petal. A lame woman has just led three laden mules and a donkey
past the house and up the white steps towards Kiapha. The beasts were hung over with bundles of household gear
wrapped in woven cloth of red, bright green, orange and yellow stripes—square bundles, water-pots, a straw hat,
carved crooks, a mass of rooted herbs and cooking utensils. A small pale-coloured donkey brought up the rear,
carrying dead poultry, two on each side tied by the legs and flopping forlornly their broken necks. Then another
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donkey with two sack-panniers, each one bearing a contented sheep with foreleg delicately dripping from the
mouth of the canvas bag.
*
Varvaia has been up to the house to give me a gardenia. Elene, the young wife from next door, is singing a
monotonous chant.
It has been cooler today, but what was this morning a breeze is now a wind of warm and powerful gusts
coming up the valley from the sea, and it will probably turn into a storm, meltemia, such as Shelley drowned in.
From this high-up house, I can look onto the tops of the waving walnut trees and the prickly pear and across
the valley to the houses built among boulders, tortuous steps.
The air is full of the threat of thunder. White horses rear on the gray sea. I have been sitting on the opposite
side of the gorge, on the balcony outside the house of Varvara’s mother. Varvara complained that her mother was
so fat because she ate too much. Later, when it was almost dusk, we went to Varvara’s house where we had bread
dunked in rich sweet chocolate. Popi brought me a nosegay of roses, a white lily, and a sprig of sweet basil from
the darkness of a rocky garden. In the yard is a wash-house containing two big wine butts lying on their sides,
from one of which Varvara ran me off a bottle of home-made retsina. The wine was harsh, of a strong golden
colour and with such a taste as one would expect to come out of this shaly-arid land.
The old mother, save for a long siesta time when the curtain is drawn over the closed door, sits an incubus
outside day-long, preying on her daughter below. She is preparing for winter, with raw wool and spindle busy.
*
On our way to the turpentine forest, where the English family and I had decided to spend the midsummer
night, we were passed by three mules that had escaped from their stable at the head of the valley. They cantered
off to the nearest patch of cultivation, from which they knew the young son of the muleteer would soon bring
them away. The air was so clear, the wheat grew so sparsely, that their legs were visible, appearing to be watery
shadows abnormally long, gliding between the stems.
We went close by the empty monastery; along its whole extent, it was walled and fortress-strong, with a chapel
in the middle, and a big well outside on the mountain. Living like dogs in a kennel at the rich man’s gate, a
peasant family inhabited the meanest kind of hovel, built to suffer the hot eye of the midday sun. It was a thing of
sacking and twigs and tumbledown shelters with sparse bushes round it, on which a woman in weather-faded
tomato-coloured dress, was hanging gray rags to dry. A lanky girl was there too, skipping with a tired length of
rope her only playmate on the dry, stony earth.
A half-moon lit the wood where we lay on a level space between the trees, each of us rolled in a blanket. The
pines were cut and cupped for turpentine, and the smell of resin was overpowering. The air was cool, not cold,
and there were neither winged nor crawling insects. In the rocks of the mountain behind us, all night long there
was a sound of sheep-bells from the flock that had been let out at dusk from the monastery sheepfold where the
farmer’s wife had filled our water-bottle.
Below us, from the sea outside Mandraki, came the sound of engines from the night-fishers’ boats.
I slept soundly for the first time in weeks, not sweaty, not bitten by mosquitoes.
In a pre-dawn light, we struggled to wake, and then wandered soul-bereft about the cupped and wounded trees,
looking for the morning.
We climbed down onto the path and still half-asleep began to walk in the direction of Zourva and the eastern
sky. On the ridge’s brink, we sat among rocks and thistles in a slowly-growing gray light. The sea was gray and
wrinkled, the thistles drier than ever, pallid. The lower land towards the west was already in a noose of sunlight.
There was a farm in the sheltered part of the hill, and it bore signs of cultivation, patches of corn, vines, and a
high-walled circular “garden” of cactus and fig. Below lay the open sea.
The world of men was suddenly abroad, men on mules, a boy in a pith hat riding a donkey. The peasants
laughed down at us from their wooden saddles as they rode towards the farm. The sheep were being brought down
the mountain.
There were cries, and a distant dust from the threshing floor of the monastery.
At last, the sun lay golden round our feet, the sky blued. We went back into the pine trees’ shade to eat
breakfast of hard-boiled eggs and frankfurters, retsina, water, and apricots. It was still cool under the trees, but
when we came out into the open again, we realized it would be another “Touch not the wall” day.
The gateway of Agios Nikolaos was opened by a witch-caretaker. She mopped and mewed round the chapel,
pointing through a corner of the eikonostasion at a silver-bound bible heavily chained. There were numberless
offerings of silver eyes, and legs, and more eyes, festoons of silver legs.
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The doors in the yard were numbered, one with a cat hole at the corner. A terrible convulsion shook one of
them, marked number four.
“Good God. A nun wants to get out, she cannot bear it any more.”
The windows are barred, she has been on her knees the whole day in the airless room, and she is going mad to
be let out into the thyme-heavy air, she wants to run with the vari-coloured goats among the boulders, to be in the
world of dragonflies and cicadas, to perfume her fingers with the sugary white resin bleeding slowly from the
pines, to go among the terraces of withered thistle and wire-netting plant loud with grasshoppers down to the bay
of Limionisa, and there to lie star-fished on the surface of the buoyant navy-blue sea, gazing half-blinded into the
eye of the sun, after throwing her buckled belt and black garments into a mound for exploration by soldier ants.
O God, you unholy, garlic-reeking witch, let out the poor mad nun!
Mopping and bobbing, the witch crossed to the door and let out a small white dog and a lean cat. To show off
her pet, to make a circus-turn out of her dog’s pleasure in being released, she jumped up and down in the heatstricken yard. The more the dog disregarded her, the wilder became her cries and gestures. At last, bravo! he
barked, and she was convulsed at his intelligence.
She pushed me forward into the room that smelt of decay and despair, touched by the outside world of politics
and war. Photographs and sacred pictures covered the walls. Here was her son killed in Egypt, there was a bridal
group. A black dress hung by the closed window. There was still no sign of a nun.
“It is years since they went away,” mouthed the witch.
By the time we came out, the world had lost its eyebrows in a white-hot wilderness of thistle, stone, and
derelict wheat-terrace. The world was the colour of wet salt and there was a beautiful nakedness about the harsh
soil. The sea was bare, no other land or island or sailor even puff of distant funnel-smoke marking it. The cliffs
and man-made terraces fell away into the red-blue eye of the Aegean, but for a few yards out from the cliff-foot,
the water was jade. Where the jade ended, the fire-shot blue began, and continued to the horizon.
The “cactus garden” was a high stone encirclement, a claim to civilization, the topmost rocks bearded with a
fringe of furze as extra protection against the goats. Among the vigorous leaves, bright at their edges with yellow
flowers, was one plant gross and fleshy in decay, withered and wrinkled and mutilated, the vegetal equivalent of a
dead elephant, hanging gray and lifeless, with broken-boned limbs.
On our way home, at the deserted monastery, on the sloping ground a young donkey was tethered to the
shadow of a carob tree. Through an opaque dust-cloud, we went up to the threshing floor to greet the farmers,
while the mules and one donkey went round and round, the donkey nearest the pole, the mules graded by size
from the pole out to the tallest beast.
It was not yet hot enough to make us feel that we were in danger of frying on the naked slopes. Smelling of
sweat and turpentine and red dust, we came home in silent contentment, each carrying a bedroll, to be greeted like
returned travellers from Africa by the women gathered at the wells.
*
A funeral was coming up from the port to the cemetery in the mountain. The corpse was that of an old woman,
who lay exposed to view in the coffin, with her hands tied together by a black band in an attitude of prayer. The
priest gestured that I should honour the corpse by looking upon it. The coffin lid was carried upright, prominently,
like a huge palm leaf.
There it lay, the dry husk of the woman who had been the sybil of Katsikas, she who had sat for years, leaning
on a stick, always drunk, watching the passers-by. She should have sat not under the awning of Katsikas, but
under an olive tree at a cross-roads, giving advice and warning to the young.
To watch the procession, Sophia had posted herself above her house. Against a background of cacti, with her
shadowy face, she looked like a jungle woman. She shouted,
“Who are they burying?”
The mourners carried the coffin close to the red cave whose mouth is sealed by a gate. I knew they would pass
by, but it would have seemed fitting for them to have placed the coffin within the cave.
*
For good eyesight, God should be thanked each day, a candle should be lit in gratitude to the Virgin.
One evening, at the wells, that time between day and night when the trees seem to have become most full of
leaves, two small children with five goats, a brown nanny and her four kids, one black, two white, the fourth
white with brown and black spots, came wandering out of a fold in the rocks, ascended the steps, walked about
the wells, then quietly withdrew into the hill.
A mule-train six beasts strong, carrying loads of corn, came down from the fertile valley under Ere, and
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Varvara came into the house smiling, with rubbed ears of grain for us to sample.
*
The wild, black-eyed woman who lives in the hovel beside the mansion opposite was singing into a black night
and a heaven of stars her grief and despair, strong and inevitable as the fall of waves against the land; a primitive,
lost cry of the heart of a savage woman in a poor cottage lost on a Greek island, with endless washing under the
tree, her children going to the well for water, no mind or book-learning, only grief marking the night for us so that
we throw the doors wide open, throw open another window. She is singing of the sadness of life. This is the
mother of Aldo, the boy who bites. Her husband is a drunkard. On this feast day of Ermioni he was lying in the
blazing sun at midday on the Kala Pigadhia, his face and white shirt all bloodied. It was the middle of the
afternoon before he had succeeded in dragging himself home.
*
There are small, round water-vents at the bottom of each window, which end in short tin waterspouts on the
outside of the house. One day, while I was leaning at the window, a wild bee winged into one of these vents. This
morning, I have discovered most of the holes to have been cemented on the inside of the window by uniform,
minute pebbles held together strongly by a green cement, on the outside of the window, at the end of the metal
pipe, by a dun-coloured stoneless cement.
*
Black-haired and with a pale oval face, a girl on muleback, followed by a young man and a handsome papas,
tall as an El Greco saint, both on foot, came down the steps from Kiapha, crossed the wells, and went up the other
side of the valley. Later in the evening. I heard a bell ringing from the abandoned monastery, then for the first time
I saw lights shining from its long windows. The bell was rung again this morning. At dusk. the three returned in
the same order, the girl ahead on the mule, followed by the young man and the smiling papas.
This priest is a man of heroic size. who sometimes passes my door, riding a fine black horse, and carrying a
red bag. One day when I was on the coast road. I saw him come across the mountain to bathe in a secluded part of
the rocks. Leaving his horse to forage at the wayside, he plunged down the slope towards the sea, taking off his
black robes as he went.
*
Thank heaven, the Englishman yesterday killed the diseased kitten while the children were out bathing. He
came over to my house for a drink of retsina to make him forget what he had in humanity been forced to do.
Somebody should come along with chloroform and a gun to destroy almost the whole cat population of the island.
It is a nightmare of horror to see so much disease, torn bodies, swollen limbs, eyes hanging out. Most of them
should be destroyed. but if they were, then we would be inundated by rats and mice without any doubt. The stone
ditch is becoming increasingly noisome in the heat, since every form of garbage is thrown among the rotting cacti.
Every so often a child comes out and lights a bonfire which fills the evening air with strangely teasing smells.
Gardenia Popi flits moth-like from flame to flame with cries of excitement to encourage the fires.
Just now, a short way above the port, I came upon Zozo, the daughter of Evangelos Limmiotis, an old
boatman, sitting on the wall of the Kala Pigadhia, resting with her shopping, a huge dark-green melon. She looked
almost cross-eyed with passion for her sharp-featured young donkey-man. I met him near Loulou’s, and told him
that Zozo was resting further up the street. His features became even sharper. Wordlessly, he hurried away to find
her.
On the agora, a band of boys, one carrying a long bamboo pole with a cicada attached to its point, pursued a
cat from one of the tavernas, thrusting the pole under the tables in hope of encountering the animal, regardless of
the people who were dining.
*
The tall mountain pines generate their own strong winds. Whereas a few feet away, out in the sun, the sweat
runs down my body, under the breath of this tree, with the mad cicadas screeching among the fir-cones, I could
remain cool throughout the day.
O for a goatskin full of retsina, a handful of olives, a cucumber. The slope falls sheer into a ravine, and on the
opposite side, the cliffs are fiery, reflecting the flame-coloured rocks below, invisible to me, except in this
reflection.
Below me, a stone’s cast under the many-roomed monastery, a short way above the ravine, on an isolated small
plateau, is a primitive stone hut, without windows or chimney, a large central doorway, filled with darkness,
reaching to the roof. As protection, a low wall encircles it. The paws of the stockade rest a man’s width from one
another, allowing passage to the doorway. Outside the enclosure, among stones and thistles, stands what appears
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to be a communal bed of woven straw braced with wood. Women and children move about this primitive
dwelling. I dare not go near, for shame of having so much richness about me, cool sandals on my feet, a leather
armlet, rings on my hand, of having some kind of lightness while they are pressed down onto the earth by the
weight of the sun.
A young mitera is riding home at a brisk trot, with full panniers. She shines with a blessed happiness, as well
she may, in such a landscape, in such a climate. She has about her a workman-like air, for she is wearing a faded
black tunic, pocketed and girdled, such as an artisan wears. On her head is a yellow straw hat, the brim wide as a
cart wheel, anchored by a black tape tied under the chin.
She urges on her mule with gaiety and merriment, and greets me with freedom. She is riding among the
grasshoppers to the safety of the white fortress, followed at a distance by two men carrying laden bread-baskets.
*
To Ermioni, a large proportion of the populace of Ydra, and of other islands as well, went on a sacred
pilgrimage this morning. Popi was there with her grandmother, among the assemblage of peasants gathered in the
port. Each pilgrim was carrying a long beeswax candle as well as food for the day and night of vigil. One couple
was unlike the run of Ydriots, a tall man and his tall wife, singularly similar in face and figure, both iron-haired
and noble-faced, smiling with serenity as they sat at a table drinking lemonade.
On its arrival, the ship seemed to be already full, but the eager candle-bearers streamed endlessly aboard,
shrieking and exhorting. In the crush, Popi was carried away from us, pale and petal-faced under a straw hat.
Those left behind on the quayside backed into the foot-wide shadow cast by the tourist shops, raising their
arms to the sky in complaint against the heat.
*
A refreshing sound to which I am growing accustomed is the cool swishing that fills the air as peasant women
beat with long poles at the boughs of the water-nourished trees between the wells. With raised heads, the goats
cluster, to catch the leaves as they fall.
*
The way the mountain people tend their young fills me with wonder. The farmer who goes over into the valley
under Ere every Sunday morning (watched by three women, the grandmother in a white head-scarf, his wife in a
cool Mother Hubbard) spoon-feeds the deliciously cool, clean child dressed in airy muslin, white socks and shoes,
gauzy hat with a stiff brim. The child, a princess, opens her petal mouth to take in the gruel.
As for Mando, she is every spoilt little girl in one, plump and sexy with a round head of sleek black hair,
insinuating body, smooth-skinned and plump, and touch-me-not airs, because she knows her mama feels guilty
towards her for being so frequently away with her seafaring husband. As for Kassandra, her grandmother, who is
chief among broody hens, every affected gesture made by Mando, every petulant denial, every hysterical scream,
is registered by the proud nerves and gives food for anguish. Mando at four years of age is the apotheosis of the
sex kitten.
Intelligent children of five are still being spoon-fed like small babies and they scream loudly before they will
submit to having the food put into their mouths.
*
The light is honey, clearest gold. The ruined walls of ghostly Kiapha on top of the cliff are transparent and
most golden when the sun is going down behind them and they are actually in shadow. They reflect the light still
beating strongly on the white houses of the opposite side of the mountain. The yellow-ochre mansion opposite my
house casts much of this light on the cliffs, the cacti, the grasses, and the ruins of this side of the mountain, for
though our side loses the sun as it westers, the mansion, still brightly-lit, acts as a mirror to these things.
*
I found a track immediately opposite the house, a path that twisted and turned in its narrow shale bed, rising
precipitously between pale thistles. Having rounded the rocky corner into the next valley, I came upon another,
but another miraculous landscape, the earth a sultry, almost purple red, tall ear-full corn, olive trees, a meandering
path under fir-trees, giving sudden savage glimpses of naked, gray outcrops of the Koundaria. A few half-ruined
buildings stood among the olives. Two magic trees stood a little apart from the more sober ones. Among brightgreen, glossy leaves, their flame-coloured flowers were already half-way to becoming fruit. In this hyper-clear air,
the red-hot earth showed between each pale stalk of corn.
This was another, a totally other land from the inhabited side of Ydra, fertile, wooded, corn-terraced, a more
tender world of trees rooted in the centre of black shade. I sat on a corn shock under a carob tree to eat my lunch
of bread and cheese and olives, and it was as cool and refreshing as to sit in water, for the hot runnels of sweat
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dried on the body without a shiver. As I sat, light as air the body was released of substance and could almost float
on the steady breath of wind from the eastern sea. The valley rose terrace on terrace of corn field, red earth, fir
trees, gray rock, to a saddle between naked outcrops. Through a gully leading to the saddle lay a mule-track—
there was grass on this terrain, grass and flowers and dry, prickly scrub and the pale green gorse plant that
sometimes put out spines to grip my ankles, giving me the sensation that the plant had eyes and that it had
deliberately clutched me as I passed in order to draw macabre attention to itself.
Overhead, hung large spiders on “telegraph wire” webs strung with fine engineering and bravado for immense
distances, from tree to tree. They shone like steel wires, and to push a way through a really strong web required
some force of strength. As I walked the summit-ridge, I met the wind from the eastern sea. One arm of the bay of
Limionisa was visible, and at my feet cornfields and a threshing floor, and beyond, a lonely sea. Strong fir trees
grew up to the summit on the landward side of this hill named Ere. On the next, lower hill, I saw Agios Profitis
Elias, from this eastward side looking quite a different sort of monastery from when I saw it for the first time from
the west.
I descended through scrub and shale and rock the side of Ere, then up the baking flank of the hill towards the
monastery, where once again I found the courtyard deserted and burnished white with sea-wind. As I glided away
down the long stone stairs, between the panting, dust-gray sheep, the monk with the killer’s hands appeared in the
entrance arch, and waved to me. He had perhaps longed to speak with the stranger at the gate, and now with
regret, he saw me retreating to the world without having been refreshed with mastika and conversation.
*
Nassuli’s father was at the wells, filling his water-tanks, when he started to yell loudly. Varvara and Popi joined
in. As he rushed down the steps he began to tear off his leather trouser’s belt. Aldo, the boy from across the way,
the one who bites, was kicking Nassuli. Aldo escaped into the mountain. Nassuli’s father, still swearing, rebuckled
his belt.
*
Two men rowed slowly past, trailing an enormous fish behind the boat, a fish with an ugly head and thick
upturned lips and a pinkish body. We were on the ship to Spetsai over the blue-red hissing sea, passing the
bleached bones of Ydra, more salt-gray and parch-throated every day, passing Dhokos with its sheer sides and no
sign of life at all, just a lighthouse by the water in a pocket of land.
Spetsai was quiet and orderly. We bathed in the fabled waves. A papas in gray robes came down to swim. This
was life behind glass, muffled and dreamy after the raw emphasis of the other island. Quiet fishermen mended
their yellow nylon nets. We sat at the roadside for the sake of getting shade from a tree, and were passed by
fiacres\fn{Small, four-wheeled, horse-drawn carriages } and motor cyclists and bronze youths with transistor sets.
Everything was relaxed, normal voices, an absence of screams. No donkeys or mules, but quiet horses.
Returning in the evening to the island and the Kala Pigadhia, we were at once hit between the eyes by
deafening human cries. Sitting in the salon, I heard commotion under the window. Two donkeys were licking it up
the steps, the leader in full bray, mouth open and teeth bared and ears stretched back. The beast was carrying an
enormous water storage pot lashed to the saddle. We ran out onto the balcony, under which the man stopped to
shout up that the pot was for me.
He began to tear at the ropes. I yelled back, no, it was not for me. The man said the kewpi had been ordered by
an English family with two children. A small crowd had gathered, children came running to join in the fun,
screams of panic brought Varvara running. Varvara!
We settled into an argument, with extravagant gestures and wild cries of denial, while the women at the wells
screamed with delight. The man finished undoing the ropes and as the last one fell from the pot the donkeys
moved forward. The unladden animal trod on the laden one’s leading string, bringing him almost to his knees. We
fled into the salon with hands over our ears, expecting to hear the crash of pottery, but the donkey regained its
balance, the hoof was freed. The wild man took the pot from the saddle and placed it against the grandmother’s
house-wall and the old one sat beside it, dumb with surprise. Sophia was away from home. For once, the
grandmother would have been glad of the support of her daughter.
The man mounted one of the donkeys and slunk off down the steps, keeping close to the wall in the shadow of
the cacti, but he did not escape without comment, for Nikos the horseman was riding beautifully up the steps. He
shouted at the poor wretch and tapped his head to us to show what he thought of him.
Now that the pot-carrier had gone away, the drama grew less intense, though the washerwoman’s daughters
still lounged on the steps of the mansion opposite. Beside the wells, the women talked it over.
A black and white goat-kid tripped delicately from the cliffs of Kiapha, to sniff around the pot. One of Sophia’s
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family of mangy cats christened the kewpi. At this, the grandmother gave up; one of her own cats had proved it
belonged to her cottage, so it must be hers. She raised her hands in a final gesture of defeat, as the cat paced the
pot, quivering, tail erect. She sank lower and lower, small and fragile in comparison with the robust jar.
Some time later, the wild man came again, treading softly, and approached the women, who still had not taken
home their water-pots. He asked for water to slake his thirst, approached the pot, trundled it to the top of the steps,
leant over and somehow hoisted the incubus onto his bowed backbone. He trotted away, like a small beetle with
an enormous grain of wheat. By signs, the women indicated to me that he must go back down the Kala Pigadhia
as far as the hole for the artificial well, then up whitewashed steps to a house inhabited by a family of English
people.
*
Yanis was sitting happily outside a taverna in the port, writing on violently pink paper a translation from Greek
into French of a love letter from an Ydriot sailor to a French girl who had been staying on the island. The young
man had asked him to embroider it a bit.
“It is best not to be too flowerym” was the scribe’s comment. The sailor had written to her,
“Now that I am back again at sea. I have more time to think of you at night.”
*
“He could only be seen dimly through ochreous dust and green sheets of driven spray, this man. I knew he was
searching among the ship-passengers for his woman, who only yesterday went to another island in search of him.
In despair that she has not come, he will go away because she is not on any known ship. Never again shall he
know the indian moss of her hair, because those who love never meet for more than a short time. It is those for
whom we have no passion who shall fill our empty years of Sunday-dinner futility.”
We did no more than bow politely to one another on the few occasions when we met in the port. For all either
Leonidas or I cared, this state of affairs could have continued for ever, had not Yanis suggested that the three of us
should dine together one evening, not in the port, but hidden away in a layrinth of streets, a taverna with two
noble trees in a cobbled courtyard and a table laid for us. There were only workmen, builder’s mates, joiners, the
old yoghourt vendor, dogs and cats. Dinner consisted of a large fish for each person, salad, and bread. We drank
three bottles of retsina, and returned home at midnight, through deserted alleyways.
*
In this time of highest summer a strong youth has become the hornet-slayer, when these insects are thick
around the wells. The sound of the rough wooden bat which he uses to destroy them can be heard at first light.
When he has succeeded in killing a hornet, he places it carefully in a tin to be used as fishing bait.
The boy comes to the slaughter in the heat of the day. He wears an enormous hat, but his body pays no duty to
the sun as he swings and strikes his bat on the cobble-stones.
He returns in the evening for a last assault. Though he kills many beetles, their numbers do not seem to
decrease. There is always a new army to buzz around his head, to test the quickness of his wits and arms, the
strong young backbone, the whirling legs, the snake-darting head.
Under the shade-tree at the washerwoman’s house, one of the daughters is in her slip, wiping the afternoon’s
sweat away. The old sailor, father of our local seamstress, has just rolled up his trousers at the well, and is
washing his legs and feet.
In the mornings, Elene baths on the crumbling platform outside her open door, and after work her husband
strips to wash on the shadowy platform. He is one of the workmen who are drilling the new well-hole half-way
down the Kala Pigadhia.
*
Leonidas's house was half-way up the mountain, a sensational climb along broken stone stairways. A portal
beneath half-ruined archways within a garden wall, a tangle of jasmine and lemon trees, and succulents. Inside the
house a candle-lit kitchen, a black lobster float in the middle of a long table. Up an outside staircase, into a lowceilinged Turkish room. Above that again, was a music room and a bedroom. The wind was tearing at the house
and in the Turkish room, with its platform covered in white rugs and Macedonia carpets in a strong design of
Amazons’ shields, the air was bitter with smoke from a downdraught.
*
I am the latest person to have been adopted by the hound of Kiapha, a red-coated animal with blue-blind eyes
and raw elbows. He lies on the lower patio, moving as the shadows move. He is ghost-silent. Only when I speak
to him, does he wag his tail in a resigned salute.
*
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Beneath my balcony, Elene’s husband was dancing on the flat space between the upper and lower steps, to
music from the radio in the grannie’s house, while Sophia clapped out the time. He danced with elegance and
pride, the fine-drawn Byzantine head poised snake-like on the rigid spine, the legs taut, the feet scarcely moving,
long thin feet in spiv’s shoes, Saturday evening wear of black and white leather, Greek version of the winklepicker. He finished the dance by standing on his head for sheer energy’s sake. A white cigarette packet fell from
his pocket onto the steps. He leapt up and ran across to the grandmother’s cottage, and whirled the old woman
round the room. She grumbled, pretending to be angry at these attentions, but even though she is eighty, she must
still remember the days of her wild pride, and be moved by memory.
*
Perhaps it has to do with the expectation of earthquake that so much latent violence is in the air. There is hot
ass-braying, and the brain-drilling of cicadas, and when the rattan curtain on the wall shakes in the hot night-wind,
my heart tells me the earthquake is about to destroy us.
For weeks now, we have been expecting the ground to open, for our lives to be endangered.
At last Leonidas, who is more sensitive than the rest of us, for one whole day could not be still but like a wild
stallion wandered up and down with dilated eyes in expectation of the shock, which perhaps may have taken place
far below the crust of our island or in another country.
Roaring of the black night-sea. The moon, diseased. The sky, red. Thunder and lightning. Suffocating heat, a
sense of danger. Wraith-white sailors. Night-strolling crowds. Fire. Earthquake.
*
“There was a one-day strike of ship’s crews on the passenger boats running daily to the island from the Piraeus
and so in the morning, before the Navy stepped in and broke the strike by sending a pocket battleship filled with
islanders, the agora was deserted, being reduced to an intimate place without strangers. A half-gale was blowing.
The sea leapt at the harbour. Awnings cracked like manreuvred sails.
“She walked in the hot red wind, the sun burning her body through a cotton dress of purple, red and dun-green
stripes.
“He walked in an off-white suit reminding himself of Maupassant and of Tennessee Williams.
“She walked with downcast eyes, conscious that he was coming towards her, pretending not to see him.
“Larger than life, in their hearts, they swaggered towards one another, he pursuing, she evading, but keeping
him well in sight lest at the ultimate moment he should after all be repulsed and pass her by.”
*
Isn’t life sad and strange? Some women have ten children and don’t really want any of them, and I wanted six
sons, but had no children at all.
*
I am too dedicated to life as it goes on in the world, to tempt myself into thinking I could make a nun of me.
How could I ever cut myself off from the simple things of the earth?
This evening, three small girls came to sit on my outer doorstep. Popi was there, nursing a lividly pink doll,
and her friend Nela of the lively eyes, and another child whose name escaped me, wearing golden earrings.
A small boy joined us. He was carrying a strange plaything or weapon made of bent twigs and leather and blue
beads against the evil eye, almost a catapult except that it did not look lethal but decorative. The girls, suddenly
becoming spiteful, turned on him laughing and mocking, so that the poor boy, completely discomfited, ran away
up the white steps, shamed and distressed by the girls’ show of treachery, and at being ridiculed before me, the
foreigner.
*
Leonidas was unaware that I was sitting at a table not far away from him at the celebrations on Saturday night,
to commemorate the Great Rising against the Turks.
This island bred sea-robbers. In the days when the seas were given over to piracy, her ships were armed against
pirates of the Barbary coast. When the time came to rise against the Turkish yoke, the captains of Ydra left their
tall stone mansions and sailed up the Aegean with a complete navy financed from their own coffers.
The battery cannons had been firing intermittently throughout the day. At nightfall, there was national dancing
on the Agora. When it was quite dark there appeared on top of the mountain the date 1821 made of flambeaux
fixed to wooden stakes. A procession of boys carrying flaming torches began to move along the cliff edge above
the Battery. They wound towards the town along the rock, appearing dramatically from behind the naval school.
They walked the length of the port while the people stood at attention. Cannon roared, fireworks shot across the
sky, a boat was burnt beyond the harbour wall as a symbol of the destruction of the Turks, while small craft
1347

crossed and recrossed the mouth of the flame-lit port.
The town electricity was turned off, candles were stuck in glasses on the tables outside the cafés.
*
It was a secret joke, never spoken of, that sometime I would write my autobiography, but it should be invented.
The opening sentence had been in my mind for years,
“I come of a long line of ladies’ maids.” No, a better construction would be,
“Coming as I do from a long line of ladies’ maids it is not surprising that …”
What a marvellous springboard into a fictional life.
*
Aldo was discovered to have played truant, and was pursued half-heartedly up the valley. When at last he slunk
back, he was caught by the clutching hands of old women, and handed over to his mother. She hit and hit him,
while he bellowed and bit at her. Then, at the end of a birch-rod and the tip of her tongue, she drove him up the
white steps to the school on the mountain. Many women took part in this drama and were enlivened by it. The boy
himself seemed to gain a sort of pride, for the misdeed had coloured the day for him with importance and terror.
*
The crowded port, full of transient foreigners, frightens me at night, but Varvara coaxed me to go down there,
and I found myself against my will among the jostling crowd. Yanis was suddenly before us, and it was a surprise,
for he looked unnaturally serious. Yanis began talking, in what was plainly a serious mood, with Varvara. I could
not understand what he was saying. Abruptly, he turned to me,
“May I speak alone with you for a minute?” We walked in the direction of Katsikas, and the post office.
“What is it? What has happened?”
“Leonidas. It happened this afternoon. He has killed a man by accident.”
“I don’t believe you. Where did it happen?”
“An Englishman with a big dog, an airedale, was sitting at a table in the port. In passing, Leonidas tripped over
the animal. You know how he walks with his head in the air. You know how nervous he is, how violent in his
reactions. He flashed out sharply, shouting something about the dog, and the young Englishman leapt to his feet
and struck Leonidas in the face. They began to fight, Leonidas pressing the other man towards the water’s edge.
Having his back to the harbour, the Englishman did not realize how close he was to the kerb of the paving. In
fending a blow to his body by Leonidas, he tripped over backwards and fell on the gunwale of one of the moored
boats. He died soon after he was taken out of the water.”
“Where is Leonidas? What has happened to him?”
“The police took him away at once, by this evening’s ship. He will be imprisoned in the Piraeus.”
“I cannot believe it.”
He has been set apart like a god, by violence.
Time itself has been changed, before and after this disaster. The light-hearted weeks of holiday before this
event have been set back into a sharp idyllic distance, so that what I did only yesterday has become something
experienced “five years ago.”
Somehow, reality must be fitted into the dream, the legend with which childhood was filled has to take into
itself the present which is the growth of history.
How wounding reality can be, how raw, ever-changing in its patterns, repeating itself under a too-bright sun,
sometimes exciting, at other times boring in its repetitions.
I knew at once, the moment I was told of the fight and the misadventure, that I could be of assistance to
Leonidas; with absolute certainty, that I could perhaps be the only person on the island who was prepared to stand
by him.
In retrospect, how sweet were those summer days when, without care, we met casually and exchanged
greetings, and passed on, indifferent to one another and to fate. How gay I felt under my French straw hat with the
purple velvet ribbons.
Going back down the years to childhood, a Leghorn hat with artificial grasses, small silk poppies, cornflowers
made of a rough material as decoration, was perfect to me beyond other hats. The word Leghorn was magic in
another way, for I had a pet hen of that breed with whom I spent brooding hours crouched in the fork of an
undersized apple tree.
It is so much of a relief to put down even a page of words each day, it eases a little the trembling of my hands.
I have always been pulled many ways at once, pity has had too great a call on me, but here in Greece I have found
the strength to stand hard-fast to a decision. How far can I bend before I break, how much salt water cover my
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head before I drown?
In every year of a life there should be quiet passages where nothing much happens. Now, at this moment, I
want to escape the limits of this harsh rock, to be on a kaïki for ten days or so, to know a period of some calm
weather, sometimes a short, plunging sea-not idle, it would have been good to help with the painting of ironwork
and the cleaning of decks.
The strain of standing by, of being unable to act, and the sense of being watched by unfriendly eyes, is what I
find hard to bear.
Can one’s experience of life deepen and deepen, or is there a point at which the heart has had too much strain
put on it, and surfeited shuts its valves, being unable to expand any more?
This horror had to take place, so that we should be made to struggle towards a rebirth, and painfully learn once
more to see and to walk, to begin a new understanding of everything around us in order to forget the old skins we
sloughed yesterday.
The measure of strength I have does, I suppose, come to me from the sea. What life would have degenerated
into at this period is unimaginable had not the indigo waves run outside my window. It is impossible to stay
quietly in the house. The sunshine and movement of wind call bravely from out there, in the sane realism. Their
robes flapping in the wind, two of my friends, nuns of Efpraxia, greet me on the stony whiteness of the road,
holding me by the arms. I am clinging to, seeking out, in whatever form it may take, a normal goodness—a new
baby being carried in the sun for the first time, the fishermen dancing at Loulou’s taverna with Yanis, wine-barrels
on the edge of the agora, more and more of them being placed there to be hosed out, their hoops newly painted,
ready for the grape-must which will soon arrive from over the sea, for the new season’s retsina. This I am setting
against the insane pressures that beset us, the nightmare which shows no sign of ending.
*
Leonidas returned to the island this morning. having been let out on bail pending trial. Gray-faced and tense,
he was standing alone in the bow of the white ship. He could have been naked, so vulnerable appeared his face.
With staring eyes and puckered mouth, he stretched out his neck for a first view of a friend at the quayside. His
shirt was dirty and crumpled, he explained that it had been borrowed from a fellow-prisoner in the jail-house. He,
accustomed to appear each day on the waterfront as a handsome hero, had now a tarnished look, a kind of gray
stubble seemed to have grown all over him like moss.
I went walking in the upper town among broken steps, seeking out flat pools of shade, trying to quieten my
astonished nerves after the relief and strain of his homecoming, needing a little time in which to become calm
again before meeting him for lunch in the courtyard with the two trees, the navel of the island. Between one
shadow and the next, it came to me, that since I can do nothing practical for him, I must go the harder way, find
out what withdrawal and prayer can do. I shall make a temporary withdrawal from the world as long as he is
imprisoned by a trick of the gods. The nuns will protect me in the same way as his fellow-prisoners, the safebreaker, the murderer, will, I imagine, look after him.
Before all this happened, Leonidas had encouraged me to go ahead in my desire to seek retreat with the nuns
of Efpraxia. Without his support, I would never have gone so far as to ask permission of the mother superior.
Through the perfume of wood-smoke and incense, over the shoe-polished paving stones, in the shadow cast
from the house-wall, came the voice: Have patience, everything will happen as it is to happen. Walk quietly in the
rhythm of the sea-wind and of the sun, look at the shimmering trees above the goat-well, consider the rocks.
An old woman ran out of her house-door, carrying a flat piece of stone on which incense was burning. She
took me into a chapel where she held up a picture of the Virgin, whose tear-filled eyes I kissed.
*
The walled-up wasp holes are still firmly cemented. To Agios Efpraxia, where I asked for and was granted
permission to stay as a guest for three days. The nun with whom I always speak told me of how she does not feel
the heat, because she has spent most of her life in Egypt. She said,
“Come up with a little valise. You do not need many clothes in this weather.”
When I asked her how she bore with her black robes, she showed me, they were not after all so heavy. …
224.137 Excerpt from Sigh For A Merlin: Testing The Spitfire\fn{by Alexander Adolphus Dumfries Henshaw (19122007)} Peterborough, Peterborough, England, United Kingdom (M) 13
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I suppose every man beyond a certain age, when there is time for reflection over the past, is able to say “That
was the happiest or the greatest or the most memorable year of my life.” For me I think it was the spring of 1939.
Ater my February Cape records, all doors were open to me, but that was only part of it; at the age of 26 I had
few illusions about fame. In nearly ten years of following the careers of many world-famous flyers I had found
myself sympathising with most, disgusted with many and sincerely admiring but a few. To be top of the world is
to stand on a crust so thin that it can be shattered by one false step. The more I saw of notoriety the more I realised
how little was sincere. At the same time I longed to escape the world of people to the simple company of dogs and
horses in the tranquillity of the countryside.
It was not easy. Huge piles of letters and telegrams arrived every day, bringing offers and invitations of every
kind. At first it was good fun and an education in itself. Home and overseas broadcasts, luncheons, dinners,
lectures, first nights, demonstrations, etc. It did, however, have lighter moments.
One broadcast on the effect of mental and physical fitness on long-distance flying was to be recorded for later
transmission to France, Germany and Switzerland. When we arrived at the studios we were greeted by an
excitable little Frenchman with a high-pitched voice; he informed us proudly that he was the compère and that all
was in readiness. Having perused the script and set the disc in motion for recording, he said hastily, “My voice is
a little high and does not record too well, so I always carry a bottle of medicinal throatwash,” and with a flustered
apology he took a long draught from a small flask. In the midst of the recording we were stopped by the engineer
operating the disc as he was unable to balance the tone correctly. There was a short delay during which the
compère had another gulp from his flask—and so it went on. The engineer stopped us several times and each time
our friend would pull out his flask, bringing a grin and a wink from my father who was with me. There was
obviously something stronger than throatwash in that flask, because after each swallow he became more excitable
and his voice went a pitch higher until in the end he sounded like a soprano taking singing lessons. We laughed
our way out of the studios and to this day each time I put on that record it sends us into fits of laughter.
But it all became too much. It was just impossible to be my normal self. I was beginning to feel like some film
star, wearing a perpetual grin, having to be pleasant and thank and smile at all times. At the beginning of March
Dad realised all this was getting me down so that I was drawn and edgy, and pushing all arguments to one side, he
swept me off for a skiing holiday in Davos.
The morning we arrived the sun shone with a startling brilliance on fresh fallen snow so tempting that we
could scarcely wait to put our skis on. As always in Switzerland I found the way of life I loved. Refreshed and
invigorated by the exercise and peaceful environment I felt much better by the time we had returned to England.
At this point Barbara seriously entered my world and as she is undoubtedly the greatest blessing in my life and
plays such a key role in everything I do, I must introduce her.
One day in the winter of 1937 when I was working at Gravesend airfield on the new “R” engine of the Mew
Gull with Jack Cross of Essex Aero and his enthusiastic young racing team, I looked up to see a tall girl with fair
hair in a tailor-made suit talking to some people outside the hangar. I felt an instant attraction towards her and
asked Jack who she was. In a turmoil of feelings I heard him tell me she was Barbara Wenman, the daughter of a
well-known sailing family, that she had just flown in from Paris and was due to return the next week to marry
Guy de Chateaubrun, a flying friend of mine.
I turned back to my work, but the memory of that glimpse stayed with me. I found it hard to analyse my
feelings in the weeks that followed; we had never met, never spoken to each other, yet it was as if something was
eating away at me inside. I had known a few girls but this was different.
A few months later Guy was killed testing an experimental aircraft at Coulommiers. It is not certain what
really happened on that tragic day but Guy carried a parachute and in fact had previously baled out in an
emergency from a Mew Gull. The fact that he did not do so on this occasion when the machine went into a
straight dive created the assumption that he had been overcome by exhaust or petrol fumes. Like all his friends I
was deeply shocked and upset by the tragedy, but I was in the thick of my Cape preparations and I forced myself
to thrust it out of my mind.
A short while later, in the hangar of Essex Aero I saw a light blue Vega Gull and asked Jack whose it was. With
a leap in my heart I heard him say,
“The Countess de Chateaubrun’s; she’s going to sell it.” I thought Jack must hear the beating of my heart or
notice my face, as I found myself saying,
“I think I had better handle this, I’m sure I can find her a buyer.” Once more, however, the pressures of the
record attempt drove the matter from my mind.
Now, in March 1939, revived by the snows of Switzerland, I took my courage in both hands and telephoned
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the address in Meopham where Barbara’s parents lived. She was in, would be pleased to discuss the Vega and
would I come for tea.
I was greeted at the door by the most beautiful girl I had ever seen in my life and the feeling I had had in the
hangar months before returned with a vengeance. I stayed as long as manners would permit after arranging to fly
her Vega Gull up to my own hangar where it would be stored until sold. The next day I drove her up to London
and a week later I asked her out to lunch before she returned to Paris. I don’t remember what we had to eat, or
whether I tasted anything, but I worked out that all I wanted to do was to be able to walk through life beside her. I
knew that she was still suffering from the tragedy of the summer before but as I paused she looked at me, and I
realised there was no need for any more words. When she left for Paris the next day I promised I would fly over
as soon as I could get away.
I could not keep pace with all the commitments and invitations of that summer, but in July Dad and I did agree
to go for the official opening of Elmdon airfield. We arrived in the Vega Gull, which was always kept in
immaculate condition, but nevertheless I was a little surprised to be awarded a craftsman-designed artistic silver
table ornament as the winner of the Concours d’Elegance for the best kept aircraft with the most interesting
history. I was not to know that Elmdon aerodrome was to mean so much to me in the months to come or that I
should be living in Hampton-in-Arden, a short distance away.
Earlier that year I had promised Bill Courtney, newspaper correspondent and publicity manager to various
celebrities, to attend the Rolls-Royce official opening of Derby airfield. He had put a tremendous amount of
publicity work into this and the aerodrome was packed with private, industrial and service personalities. One
sensed about this time, however, that there were more serious undertones to the usual gaiety that generally
prevailed at such meetings and I think we all eyed our latest military aircraft with more than casual interest; at the
same time, when we saw our anti-aircraft defence units give a somewhat childish demonstration, we hoped to God
they would be in better shape if and when the time came.
I received a very imposing and impressive looking card from Berlin inviting me once again to visit the
Frankfurt International Air meeting. I accepted and we invited Flying Officer A. E. Clouston, whose record to the
Cape and back in the de Havilland Comet I had recently broken in the Mew Gull G-AEXF, to go along as our
guest.
An odd incident had happened shortly before we received the invitation. Several Germans including Herr
Gerbrecht had attended a flying meeting at Eastbourne and Dad, who knew Gerbrecht liked Scotch whisky said,
“I will see that you have some of my special blend, when you come over to the Lympne meeting in
September.” Gerbrecht replied,
“Why not bring it when you come over to Frankfurt, as I shall not be able to make Lympne this year.” Now, if
he had left it at that, we should have thought nothing about it, but he then seemed a little confused and said,
“I mean, I shall try to come over to Lympne, but September is a busy month for me.” And he appeared
unnecessarily embarrassed as he explained this to us.
Our eyes opened when we landed at Frankfurt that year. Accustomed as we were to the pomp and ceremony at
German official functions, I was astonished to see Gerbrecht and many other Germans whom we had always
considered as civilians now in the uniform of the German Luftwaffe. Gerbrecht, as he saluted us, tried to ease the
embarrassment by joking that this was after all an official occasion. Whilst I received the same VIP treatment, it
was now of a very formal character and the warm, casual friendliness was less apparent. This time I was asked to
clear customs and immigration, which had been waived on previous occasions, and I was not very pleased when
informed by the immigration officer that I must have a visa to enter Germany. I had known that recently the
British government had imposed similar conditions on all Germans entering the UK, and this was of course in
retaliation, but I was so well known in Europe at that time that often I had gone about without the required
documents and there had never been the slightest difficulty. As I was arguing with the immigration officer,
someone behind me said in good English,
“Can I be of any assistance? You’re Alex Henshaw, I know; I’m Max Immelmann.” I said,
“That’s a famous name in aviation, but surely Immelmann was killed in the Great War?” He said,
“Yes, but I’m a cousin of his.”
The visa trouble was soon sorted out, but I still had to go into the city to pick iliem up. I wished when I arrived
there that I had not gone, for facing me in front of this large government building where there were police
everywhere was a long queue of Jews trying to get exit permits. The plight of these poor people, some of them
with complete families and little children was pathetic and their treatment by the officials and police made my
blood boil.
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I was racing the Vega the next day and bearing in mind the generous treatment offered to me the year before I
soon found that things had changed somewhat in that short period. The course was a closed circuit with many
electric pylons dotted around at intervals. I soon realised that I was not going to do very well but as the entry was
made up of a very large international field I carried on making the best effort I could. I was mindful of the
powerful electrical overhead cables, but evidently others were less so. Towards the end of the last lap, I saw a
burst of smoke and flame: one of the competitors in a four-seater Messerschmitt Taifun disappeared as his aircraft
disintegrated on hitting the top of the heavy electric steel pylon.
The standard of the flying, to say the least, in many cases left much to be desired; one pilot racing a German
machine over the airport caught his wingtip on the ground, buckled the wing and was lucky to survive the crash. I
finished an unhappy sixth and I was not surprised when I landed to find the Germans had beaten competitors from
all over the world and had gained first, second and third places. I hoped their victory felt less hollow to them than
it did to me. The papers made no mention of the deaths of the four people in the accident, but were filled with
praises of the overwhelming German victory.
That evening we went to the beer garden situated on the banks of the Rhine, where we were entertained by
most of the top German aviators, such as Udet, Gerbrecht, Seidemann and many others: I found Immelmann
forthright, interesting and easy to talk to. He guessed my own views and tried to talk himself out of any
embarrassment, but I was in the mood not to pull any punches. During the long evening and in the course of the
conversation I said,
“There is not going to be another Munich you know; if you go through the Polish corridor we shall be at war
within days.”
“You are making too much of this,” he said. “What is Poland? A land of peasants. In this day and age you
cannot have a decadent country such as this holding up the might of the German nation.”
“The principle is still there, just as in 1914, when you did exactly the same thing over Belgium.” He continued,
“In any case there will be no war. There will be meetings, there will be discussions, there will be agreements,
but there will be no war.”
“I am as certain as I sit here that if you carry this situation by force as you did in Czechoslovakia my country
will go to war,” I answered.
“You are quite wrong, of that I am also sure,” he replied. “There will be no war. But if as you say your
government make a declaration against us, we have six million men under arms and you already have enough
trouble with the Irish.”
Clouston and I wandered around the aerodrome the next day before we returned. As we examined the
Messerschmitt 109 fighters lined up on the aerodrome we agreed that they were going to be tough opponents to
cross swords with and we sincerely hoped it would never come to that. I asked Dad if August of 1914 was like
August of 1939. He said no, in that beautiful summer of 1914 no one expected or believed in war with Germany,
but in any case if it came it would be a bit of a lark and the thing was to have some fun before it was all over. I
certainly did not feel like that during those tense days as August drew to a close, nor I think did anyone else. I felt
sick to death with Hitler making demands and trampling across the face of Europe. I felt ashamed of our actions at
Munich and our betrayal of Czechoslovakia. I desperately wanted there to be peace but not at any price.
It was but a few weeks later when I was on my way to a meeting of farmers and fruitgrowers. The sun shone
out of a clear blue sky and life seemed good as I drove down the dry, dusty roads. The summer was far from over;
a cock-pheasant strutted across the narrow lane to lose itself in the long grass; a noisy, colourful jay weaved low
in front of the car to disappear between long rows of Bramleys on the left; Tony, my Labrador, stirred beside me
and raised his ears. I knew the signal, chose a quiet grass gateway and let him out for a run—but I wasn’t going to
rush. It was too wonderful a day for speed and the hot, lazy sun was having an effect; I decided to wait for the
radio news and let him forage around a bit longer.
Just as the BBC news commentator started speaking, Tony barked to be let into the car and I missed the
opening announcement, but I was shaken out of my daydream by the first words I managed to hear
… at dawn this morning troops, guns and tanks of the German Forces crossed the Polish frontier preceded by a
heavy bombing attack …

A surge of emotions and racing thoughts put my mind in complete confusion; after all the developments of
recent months I should have been mentally prepared, but somehow I had never really believed that a modern
civilised power could stoop to such folly.
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I sat quite still for a few moments, then as I started forcing myself to think out the immediate future, I turned
the car round and headed back to Wisbech. A plan started forming; I would pick up my things in Wisbech, go on
home, pick up the Vega Gull and fly straight out to Paris to bring Barbara back. Then I’d get into a fighter
squadron as soon as I could.
I drove back with the radio on, expecting at any moment the declaration by England and France of war with
Germany. It did not come. Instead there was a great deal of speculation and unsubstantiated reports from various
observers in different parts of Europe. There were announcements by the British government and odd statements
from Ministers but nothing dramatic. Then out of a welter of words a simple, plain statement stood out:
“All British civil and private aircraft are grounded until further notice.”
It so shocked me that I almost stopped the car. Until that moment it had not occurred to me that events were
going to change with such tumultuous speed—that the life to which we had become so accustomed was to be so
deeply affected. It was like a slap in the face to realise that after seven years of flying where I liked and when I
liked, in my own aircraft, I was no longer free as a bird; there was now no question of picking up Barbara in Paris
and nonchalantly ferrying her home.
As I drove on many memories came together with a new significance; those strictly regimented groups of
marching boys and girls Dad and I had seen on the banks of the Rhine as early as 1935; the pilots, Major
Seidemann and Herr Gerbrecht wanting to be left very much to themselves on their tour of the British Isles; the
flight of the Hindenburg over England; the bomb racks I had seen on the Junkers transports in 1936, locked in a
hangar in Eastern Germany; the secret grass landing strips amongst the pine forests near Danzig.
How blind we had been to the build-up of the Nazi war machine. Churchill had told the people—but who
would listen? In days now I would be in uniform and taking orders. My days as a celebrity were over.
2
I had in fact overrated the Germans’ military machine and their strategy. I had always felt that within hours of
war, maybe even before, their hordes of bombers would be blasting every military objective in this country, and
even with my comparatively limited knowledge, I knew they could do so almost unopposed. But the quick attack
was never made.
After much trouble I had been able to reach Barbara in Paris on the phone, but she had already made plans and
was leaving at once by train. Could I meet her at Victoria Station in the morning? Victoria Station was bedlam,
but everyone was calm, polite and grimly cheerful as train after train came in and people strained at the barriers to
see if they could pick out their loved ones. I waited all day without moving from the platform, watching the
barrier exits and the brief information going up from time to time on a large blackboard. I eventually caught sight
of Barbara as she stepped down from the train, looking like everyone else, very tired and weary.
We waited patiently for the Prime Minister’s announcement. It was not immediately forthcoming, but even so
every person was conscious it was inevitable. I told Dad of my intention to join the RAF right away and he
advised caution:
“How do you know they’ll put you in a fighter squadron?” he answered. “Once you sign on that dotted line
you could end up peeling potatoes.”
On his shrewd advice I wrote to the Air Ministry offering my services in any active flying capacity. I got a very
prompt reply stating that the matter would be given consideration. When I heard nothing further after a week I
decided to do something about it myself and wrote to various friends in the aviation world. The most interesting
reply came from Captain Wilfred Dancy, who was then resident Technical Officer with Supermarine at
Southampton. He said that the Spitfire contract had just been increased and that he had written to VickersArmstrongs Ltd., recommending me, and that an appointment could be arranged for me to meet Captain
Summers, the Chief Test Pilot, at Weybridge and the General Manager, Mr. Trevor Westbrook.
Before going to Weybridge, Barbara and I both had a few things to attend to in London and we were surprised
to see so many already in uniform. Some of my friends were showing off their Service and rank very proudly,
whilst others having been called up on the reserve from prestigious civilian jobs, were making excuses for their
non-commissioned stripes. I was asked time and time again what I was going to do. Of course I could only say I
hadn’t made up my mind, but was searching around.
I waited in the reception lounge of Vickers-Armstrongs at Weybridge as they put out a call for Captain
Summers. A few minutes later he arrived with Group Captain Webster, formerly of the 1929 Schneider Trophy
team, who was now an RAF overseer at the Weybridge factory. I had not met him before but Dad had told me he
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was a good scout, as he had spent some time with him in Cairo during 1933. Mutt Summers was a burly, thickset
individual, who spoke in a series of short sentences; I said that I was interested in the Spitfire project as explained
to me by Wilf Dancy, if it was still available and if he thought I could hold the job down. He said I had better
come along with him and see the General Manager, Trevor Westbrook. Westbrook was dynamic and so busy that I
wondered he had time to do anything. When Summers tapped on his door Westbrook barked for us to come in and
with two telephones on the go at the same time, he waved us to a couple of seats. When Westbrook had time to
put the telephones down, Summers introduced me and Westbrook said,
“Why do you want to come to us?” I said that I was looking for something suitable as I was in the process of
closing up and rearranging my own affairs so that I could do a war job where I was best suited.
“What makes you think you will be any good to us?” he barked. Before I could reply Mutt said,
“We’ve got the Wellington contract coming along, there’s the development work on the Vulture, Quill has his
hands full with the Spitfire programme and there is the Sea Otter development; we shall have to have more pilots
and we may as well get the best before other firms collar them.” Westbrook gave me a fierce look and said.
“We want pilots who can get aircraft up into the air and keep them there. If you can do that you’ll do fine; if
not you’re no use to us.”
He then pressed buttons, picked up the phone and the interview was over. Mutt said as we left,
“Don’t take too much notice of Trevor, his barks are worse than his bite.” But I guessed that Mutt did not think
much of his manner: much later I learned how much Westbrook achieved by his dynamism.
I was shown over the works, and given a brief explanation of the type of flying I should carry out. I left
promising I would report for duty in fourteen days if I could clear my own affairs in time.
Barbara and Dad were delighted, I think they had felt I would rush into something I would regret and that at
Weybridge they could at least visit me without difficulty. Leaving home was a wrench; I knew I should miss
everything, but I never knew how much until later on. I couldn’t take Tony and he slunk around with his tail down
aware that something was on as I patted Ranger, Beauty, Spitfire and Quicksilver in their stables and said goodbye
to many things I had loved.
I think without question those weeks at Weybridge were the unhappiest of my life, certainly the most miserable
of my flying experience. Mutt Summers tried to be kind and helpful and he showed me around rather like a new
exhibit; but we had different personalities, the atmosphere at Weybridge was one to which I was unaccustomed
and worst of all I got no pleasure or satisfaction out of the work, if one could call it that. The only other pilot was
Maurice Hare, an ex-naval officer, quiet and placid with a charming wife, Margot, and two little girls.
Mutt took me up in a Wellington and told me very casually what to do; this was the first time I had flown a
large machine and operating from the bowl of Brooklands race track did nothing to inspire me and I suddenly felt
that I had become very inadequate. Some aeroplanes, like a well tuned and balanced sports car, inspire me and in
less than no time at all I feel at home and in control. The Wellington to me, was not like this. To start with, it was
fitted with Bristol radial engines nearly ten times the power of those I had been accustomed to operate and the
response felt very slow indeed. On a small aircraft engine with short throttle linkage connectors, the control
response is almost immediate. On the Wellington I found as I opened the throttles there was a time lag before the
engines responded and the same when closing down. This of course was only a matter of practice and I soon got
the hang of it.
The take-off was also disappointing to me; with all that power and no load on board I expected the machine to
bound forward and leap off the ground; instead it would waddle along on the rough airfield at Weybridge rather
like a fat mallard.
In the air, it seemed to me at that time slow and cumbersome and had I not been anxious to gain twin-engine
bomber experience I should have been very disappointed indeed. With the geodetic form of construction it was a
very flexible machine and I was somewhat shaken to notice how much the wings deflected in bumpy conditions.
It was, however, very safe and easy to fly and could be set down inside the Weybridge racing bowl almost like a
Tiger Moth. I was to fly it with a variety of engines, including Merlins, but whilst I cannot say I really disliked the
Wellington, I am afraid, unlike some much heavier machines I was to fly, I never really liked it.
I think had there been a heavy flying programme, I should probably quickly have found confidence and
satisfaction, but as it was, flying was usually less than an hour each day, and my spirits sank lower and lower. I
could not even justify my existence with some tough bad-weather flying, as Hare said to me one day when I had
landed in moderate conditions, “We do not fly if we cannot see that church on the hill,” pointing to a familiar
landmark then obscured.
The work also lost interest when during my first development trials on one particular project, I had made my
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notes in flight and had been making mental observations as to how I would embrace these in my flight report to
the design office. That evening the chief inspector came up to me and said,
“I’ve made your report out for you chief, if you’ll sign it.”
I could tell this was the normal practice, so I signed and thanked him for the excellence of his work, which I
had to admit was probably far better than I could have written it; but at the time it left me very empty. I was also
not used to the intrigue and petty jealousy that went on around the works and to me it seemed the height of
hypocrisy to drink and be extremely friendly with a person and then scheme and plot against him when his back
was turned.
Also I hated wasting time and this we did day after day. I would go out to the pilots’ hut on the airstrip and ask
what the flying programme was for the day; if told there might be a job later on, I hung around until Hare or
Summers arrived and then we would all go over to the Brooklands club, in which pre-war I had had some very
pleasant times, and have a drink. Here Hare and Summers would play dice and I would talk to John Cobb, the
water speed record holder, who was usually there, or with some other member, until lunchtime; then we would
stroll back to the factory across the airstrip for a meal. Westbrook must have realised the little amount of work
three pilots were doing and one morning Mutt came to me and said,
“Westbrook thinks it would be a good idea if you did some work in the main office when not flying to
familiarise yourself with other aspects of aircraft production; I am to take you to B. A. Duncan’s office.” And then
out of the side of his mouth with a grin he said,
“This is one of Trevor’s whims. Don't take too much notice of it, just show your face occasionally to Duncan
and say you’re busy flying.”
At the time I welcomed the idea and was willing to do anything. Duncan was a. hardworking, dry, silent man; I
certainly did my best at any job he gave me but we never really got on. I was a little taken aback when he said,
pointing to a little typist’s desk in the corner of his not very large office, that I could use that; handing me a pile of
books and records, he told me to trace every Wellington in each squadron and at all maintenance units and list the
number of modifications still outstanding on each machine.
I set to work with a will, but could not help reflecting that many of my friends would laugh if they saw me
doing what after all was simply a junior clerk’s job. I was further embarrassed when the main office block soon
knew who was in Duncan’s department and were making excuses to enter Duncan’s office and observe the new
exhibit.
I religiously worked in Duncan’s office when not flying, but one day he told me to go into the factory and find
the Stock Control Manager and ask him why certain spares had not been dispatched. I did not know my way
around the factory very well and had some difficulty locating this man; when I did so he was very busy dealing
with a number of men trotting around rather like a pack of hounds. I politely waited a suitable opportunity and
stepping forward said,
“Mr. Duncan would like to know why spares have not been dispatched to Hullavington.” He looked at me,
assumed I was Duncan’s office boy, and said sharply:
“I deal with spares dispatch as best I can, and you go back and tell Duncan I don’t want any of his bloody
office boys chasing me around; and if he is not satisfied, to climb off that pedestal of his and come down and see
me himself.” I had a list of spares in my hand and as I trembled with rage, as calmly as I could I slowly and
deliberately tore the list of spare parts into small pieces and flung them into the face of the manager saying,
“I’m not Duncan’s office boy and if you want to know what you and Duncan can do with your spares, I’ll
bloody soon tell you.”
The sight of his face and the men around him should have made me laugh as I stormed out, but I was so wild I
couldn’t wait to reach Duncan and get the matter off my chest. I flung open Duncan’s office door but he was out
at a production meeting, so I went to the main office used by Mutt and Maurice, to cool off; fortunately neither of
them was there. (The sequel was to take place a month later, when I had to drop into Weybridge with a Spitfire to
pick up some spares for Eastleigh. I had previously telephoned Tommy Gammon, the Works Manager, and he was
waiting in the car with the spares as I landed. To my amusement, with him in the car was the head of the
department I had had the words with over the spare parts for Duncan; I could see from the look on his face that
Tommy had been singing my praises and the last person he expected to see was Duncan's late “office boy”. He
didn’t know what to do with himself and was covered with confusion but I smiled at him and said,
“Haven’t we met before?” He blushed and said,
“I’m terribly sorry, sir, but I didn’t know; Duncan’s always sending someone around to do his chasing and I
thought you were one of his office crowd.”)
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I stamped into the pilots’ office and slumped into the large chair. The telephone rang soon afterwards and the
operator said,
“Mr. Sidney Cotton for Mr. Alex Henshaw.” After we had exchanged the usual courtesies he said,
“Could you have dinner with me tonight at the Royal Air Force club; I have a proposition, which I think might
interest you.”
I hadn’t seen Cotton for some months. Sid Cotton was an adventurer but a very able one and as Tommy Rose
once said to me,
“You never know with Sid, he’s either a multi-millionaire or flat broke.” His name of course will always be
associated with the old “Sidcot” flying suit.
When I arrived at the RAF club that evening, Sid put an astonishing proposal to me and at that moment it
seemed a heaven-sent opportunity. The RAF had been trying to get good photographs of the German defences
without much success; Cotton had arranged an appointment with Sir Kingsley Wood, the Secretary of State for
Air, and as he walked into his office he laid a marvellous selection of extremely good photographs of the
Siegfried Line in front of him. As he told me this story he showed me the same photographs. As I looked at them I
saw the exact picture I had seen through a gap in the clouds over the German frontier when we crossed there,
quite contrary to the regulations, on our way to Frankfurt. I blurted out,
“Why you cunning devil, Sid, you didn’t take those photographs recently! They were taken last summer on our
way to Frankfurt. I reckon you flew the same course as we did, without diverting to Liege as we were instructed.”
He grinned and said,
“Well there’s no need to tell the Minister that, is there?”
He then went on that as a result of this first fortuitous meeting with the Air Minister, he had been given carte
blanche to form his own operations unit. The idea was to collect a small select team of competent pilots and in
consultation with political and service chiefs to send them into enemy territory to photograph highly strategic
targets. On their return they would wait for adverse weather conditions to evade the German defence screen and
then go in to bomb the targets out of existence. He went on that he had the power to requisition any aircraft that
would be suitable for bombing and photography, and had in fact already started to build up his unit at Heston. As
proof of his authority he said he had arranged recently for the British Navy to intercept a Dutch boat carrying
American engines to Holland as he needed them badly.
“Where do I fit into this picture?”
“I want you to take charge of flying operations.”
The idea appealed to me, but as I had never been in the RAF I could see lots of problems with red tape; he had
already gone into this and any minor difficulties had already been ironed out. I said I would let him know after the
weekend, but in my own mind I knew this was the job I had waited for and that the answer would be yes.
It was late when I returned to Weybridge. Next morning I was up and about early as I had a test to carry out on
one of the Wellington magnetic-mine machines. Magnetic mines were being laid in the Thames estuary and
elsewhere and they had taken a heavy toll of our shipping in the early stages of the war.
Rex Pierson, the Chief Designer at the Weybridge works, and George Edwards with others had devised what
looked like an enormous halo round the Wellington; this halo was energised by a 200-h.p. Gipsy engine placed in
the fuselage of the Wellington and when flown over the magnetic mines at low altitude, it exploded them. The test
was very basic and did not take long, but it was about ten o’clock when I strolled into Duncan’s office, a little
calmer than I had been the day before. He grunted a greeting and stared pointedly at the clock. I paused and then
said quietly,
“Duncan, I’m not your office boy, neither am I your messenger and just to keep the record straight I have not
just wandered in here from my bed, but have in fact been flying since eight o’clock. From now on you had better
get someone else to run your errands.” Duncan was so speechless that I had left the office before he had time to
say a word; in fact I was not to see him again until I flew the first production Wellingtons at the Chester works
some months later, after he had been appointed General Manager.
I went back to the pilots’ office to think things over. I would tell Mutt that morning that I was leaving, meet
Barbara later and tell her what I intended and then see Dad at the weekend. I was deep in thought as the door
opened quietly and a trim dark-looking boy in black flying overalls, carrying a helmet and test pad, walked in.
“Hello,” he said, “you must be Alex Henshaw. I’m Jeffrey Quill.” I liked him at once and was soon telling him
how fed up I was kicking my heels around there. He said,
“That’s ridiculous. You must come to us; we’ve got more work that we can cope with.” He then told me of the
experimental work on the Spitfire, the sea trials in the Solent and the Channel with the Walrus and the
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development work on the new Sea Otter, so that I regretted very much I had not seen him when I first arrived at
Weybridge. We parted with Jeffrey saying,
“We’d love to have you at any time if you would like to come.”
I discussed my plans with Barbara and Dad. Both were dead set against me going to Sid Cotton; Barbara
because we would be parted and Dad because he did not like the idea of me going into uniform. As he logically
said,
“What happens if the scheme folds up? You’re in the Air Force and there you’ll have to stay; you could end up
flying Tiger Moths—or, knowing what you are, more probably in the glass house.” The outcome was I promised
to give Supermarines a trial before committing myself to Cotton.
Leaving Weybridge was not as simple as I thought. Summers tried to persuade me that anyone could fly
fighters, but the real work was to fly and develop bombers, and that there were immense opportunities just around
the corner. To be fair, however, when he saw my mind was made up he said,
“OK, but you’ll have to see Westbrook first.” When I walked into Westbrook's office he barked, “Well
Henshaw, what do you want?” and tried to persuade me that there was plenty of work to do at Weybridge. When I
disagreed and told him the aircraft were never available before eleven he called in his staff and bawled them out.
It was acutely embarrassing. I said I was sorry I did not mean to cause any trouble but I still wanted to go to
Supermarines and frankly if that were not possible I should have to hand in my resignation.
“Oh well,” he said somewhat subdued, “if you feel that way about it, I suppose you had better go to
Supermarines.” I found Mutt and told him. He said,
“You’d better report to George Pickering, he’ll show you the ropes. Let me know how you get on as there is
still a place for you here.”
It was the seventh of November, my birthday. I was 27 years old. As I drove down from Weybridge to
Southampton I wondered if I was doing the right thing. It was a strange war, quite unlike anything I had expected.
We had dropped a few leaflets on Germany; they had sunk some of our ships; we suffered a great deal of
discomfort in the blackout. But otherwise life seemed to go on with no one unduly worried about the future, or so
it seemed to me.
3
I reported to Eastleigh aerodrome, where I met George Pickering for the first time. I liked George
tremendously.
He was about eight to ten years older than Jeffrey and me. I don’t think he really took test flying seriously
although he was a very good pilot; but as he said himself his ambition was not to be the best pilot, but to live to be
the oldest.
I found Supermarines very different from Weybridge. To start with it was on a smaller scale and less affluent
and ostentatious in its general mode of work and most of the operatives were ordinary people who had been in
amphibious aviation for a long time and were dedicated to their work. I loved the conditions, got on well, I think,
with everyone, and certainly did my utmost to do a good job. The district was also different from Weybridge; no
smart clubs, away from the rich London commuters, so that at least I did not have to worry about the endless
invitations to cocktail parties and other social gatherings.
I stayed at the Polygon hotel and the first night I stumbled out of the blackout to be almost blinded by the
bright lights as I stepped into the hotel entrance. Blinking I heard someone say,
“My God, Alex Henshaw! What are you doing here, have you come to join us?”
I then saw the room was full of Fleet Air Arm uniforms, worn by dozens of pilots I had known as civilians. The
one who had shouted across to me was Henry Deterding and as he shook hands I was quickly joined by Ken
Whittome, Bob Everett of Grand National fame, Jimmy Gardner, Guy Robson, Giles Guthrie and at the back I
saw Laurence Olivier and Ralph Richardson. They had all joined up at the outbreak of war and were stationed at
Eastleigh. We were to have some very pleasant times together during the next few weeks.
I was out early next morning and was the first to arrive at our little office on Eastleigh aerodrome. I had been
thinking about flying my first Spitfire most of the night and sincerely hoped that I should not make a hash of it. As
I had nothing else to do, I strolled the hundred yards or so along the final assembly block. Arthur Nelson, whom I
had met the day before, was in charge and I asked him if he would mind if I sat in a fully assembled Spitfire to
familiarise myself with the instruments and controls and in particular the rather clumsy chassis retraction gear. He
replied,
“I’ll do better than that; you can nip into this machine on the test-rig. There you can operate the flaps and
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lower and lift the wheels to your heart’s content.”
I was very glad of this offer. Although the cockpit was quite simple and straightforward, the chassis hydraulic
pump handle was the same as one would see in the local garage to operate small jacks, except that the control
handle in the Spitfire was big and solid and rather reminded me of the tiller on some sailing boats that did not use
a wheel. It required quite an effort to operate the pump and I saw immediately that you had to change hands from
the throttle and the control column to pump after take-off. Nelson put me on my guard when he laughingly said,
“Bet you a £1 you do a corkscrew the first time you go up.”
When I returned to the flight office Jeffrey suggested that I take\fn{ The text has: took} one of the machines that
were normally used for development work so that I could get to know the district—areas of which were heavily
guarded and defended with multiple balloons and their lethal cables—and also to get the feel of the machine. He
walked out with me to the tarmac and I studied the incomparable lines profiled against the dark hangars. I had
exactly the same feeling as when I first flew the Mew Gull from the narrow strip at Luton. I felt a close affinity
with this wonderful piece of machinery but at the same time, as at Luton, I wondered if I could measure up to the
job. Jeffrey helped me on with my chute and pulled the straps of the Mae West tight, with a jocular remark. I
wrote the aircraft number on the new knee-pad Arthur Nelson had made for me, K9793, and climbed into the
cockpit. My visit to the final assembly block did much to give me confidence so that I wasted no time in starting
up.
As I taxied slowly out to the northern boundary of the grass field I had time to think of the technical details
concerning the machine in which I was about to fly. It was a Mark I fitted with a Merlin III engine giving 980 h.p.
at a pressure height of 1013'5 m.b. and 1000 h.p. at 15,000 ft, although this would vary slightly with temperature
and forward ram effect through the air intake at speed. It carried less fuel than my Mew Gull: 84 gallons of 87octane petrol. I had a take-off boost pressure controlled automatically to a maximum of 6 lb p.s.i. It would achieve
the remarkable speed of 365 mph\fn{ Later in this account I use IAS to represent the speed shown on the airspeed indicator.
Readers might like to be reminded of two things: first, that in a Walrus, Seafire or any other naval aircraft the speed is calibrated in knots;
second that considerable under-reading of the true airspeed is caused by changes in temperature and altitude and sometimes position error.
For instance, at 40,000 ft 200 IAS may represent a true airspeed of around 400 mph } at 17,000 ft and could climb to almost

20,000 ft in ten minutes. The aircraft rolled comfortably over the grass, easy to control and not too difficult to see
out of if you zig-zagged slowly so that your side views took in the whole field. The undercarriage was a little
narrow so care had to be taken with sharp turns on the ground.
I was now ready to go. With the three-bladed metal two-position VIP airscrew in fine pitch I opened up slowly.
I was over cautious with the machine and it took-off on its own in a ridiculously easy manner. Remembering
Nelson’s bet I selected the undercarriage up and pumped. I kept the aircraft steady but am not sure that without his
warning I would have done so. In my concentration, however, I had overshot Jeffrey’s warning point and saw that
I was nearly over Southampton. Fortunately the balloons were down. The Spitfire flew as it had looked on the
ground—a sheer dream; controls beautifully harmonised; positive and quick response; like a true thoroughbred,
not a vice in the whole machine. I felt part of it and knew at once that I would give everything I possessed to
make the combination successful.
I carefully swung round and put the Spitfire into final approach, lowering the chassis, the flaps and pulling
back the sliding hood as I flattened out for the landing. In my anx.iety to complete a perfect landing and aware
that I had never previously stalled the machine I came in much too fast. The “float-off} seemed to go on for so
long that instead of the immaculate three-pointer I had intended, I finished with the main wheels touching first
and the tail gently afterwards.
George Pickering did most of the Walrus and Sea Otter work and Jeffrey Quill was responsible for the Spitfire
contract and development programme. I found Jeffrey’s approach to the job somewhat different from that I had
experienced at Weybridge: meticulous, painstaking, calculated and reasoned, so that every programme was
discussed, analysed and flown to a pre-determined pattern. This suited me and I enjoyed the discussions and work
with Jeffrey as much as I disliked my period at Weybridge. We worked closely and constantly and when carrying
out trials in rough water with the Walrus, we were very often flying together.
In all that time I think we only had a few harsh words once, and that was all rather childish. As I recall it the
weather was bad and Jeffrey and I both had a production test on a Spitfire to complete. I had made two trips to
check the flight trim and as I took off for the third time I saw Jeffrey landing and thought he was going to do the
same; the cloud base was ten-tenths, heavy and very low and I was anxious to put up a good show and complete
the test if possible, but I knew I must take care when I climbed up to check the rated altitude at 15,000 ft and get
in the dive. I kept below cloud and in the pouring rain I flew out to our normal test area in the Solent. I checked
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my bearings carefully between Portsmouth and the Isle of Wight, which disappeared into the cloud, and
commenced my climb over the sea.
Everything went well; I dived out of the cloud almost exactly where I expected and carefully weaved my way
back to Eastleigh, pleased with myself that I had been able to complete the test and could hand the machine over
to Len Levy, the Flight Shed Superintendent. When I returned to the pilots’ office Jeffrey was sitting at his desk
and I realised something was eating him; as soon as I walked in, he said, '
“Don’t you think you were taking a chance flying in that stuff?” I said I didn’t think much of it, but I certainly
didn’t take any chances.
“Well,” he continued, “I was flying and packed it up because I thought it was bloody unsafe.”
“Are you trying to tell me I shouldn’t fly because you didn’t?” I snapped, getting angry.
No more words were said and we both sat in silence. George Pickering came in a little later and sensed the
atmosphere at once:
“You know I ought to tan the backsides off both you boys, flying in this stuff; you wait until you get an old
man like me, you’ll learn more sense. Why as I drove in the gate even the bloody birds were walking.” We all
burst out laughing at that and the incident was over.
My first job was a long series of de-icing trials with the Spitfire. Jeffrey sent me off to fly in any icing cloud I
could find, but strange as it may seem although it was winter time I flew for hours without finding the conditions
we were really looking for. In the end Jeffrey and I put our heads together in an effort to provide some device that
would simulate the conditions we wanted.
I think the flying I most enjoyed in my early days at Southampton was the collection of a Walrus from
Woolston for production trials. Taxying down the slipway into the water; slowly weaving between the large liners
and warships with the company launch alongside in case of trouble; and then the wonderful feeling as the throttle
was opened up and the waves and spray covered the hull and windscreen in a deluge of green sea-water. As we
pulled off and the clatter of the hull and the swish of the water died away, below lay some of our magnificent
ships—now the life blood of the nation.
Most pilots looked upon the Walrus as an ugly duckling and I may have thought the same. There was, however,
something endearing about it. I am not sure if it was the incongruity amidst the sleek fighters and that I felt sorry
for it, or that it operated in an environment which appealed to me and that when the going got rough it did its job
like a professional. Certainly it was one of the noisiest, coldest and most uncomfortable machines I have ever
flown and I never seemed to be able to climb in or out of the cramped cockpit without leaving a piece of skin
behind. Strong it certainly was, and it could be landed on grass with the wheels up without much damage. I never
tried this but George, on our first flight together, said,
“The Walrus is not for the absent-minded.”
He then went on to tell me of pilots who had landed it in the water wheels down, or landed on the tarmac
wheels up—both with spectacular results. I always felt you could land it on a postage stamp or in a puddle of
water when you got used to its rather strange ungainly ways. At first it reminded me of a large iron dustbin filled
with empty soup-tins: in rough water it seemed to float in about the same manner and with as much noise.
Operating in calm weather was pleasant, orthodox and easy. In really rough seas, however, I can only describe
the experience as a wrestling match blindfolded. The noise of the waves pounding over the fore-deck, the hull
hammering until it must surely cave in and the surging wind and water cascading over the cockpit was all rather
frightening. As you peered through a constant stream of water over the screen and opened the throttle the first
bout of wrestling was on. If a sudden huge wave hit you before you were ready, you throttled back, took another
breath and waited your opportunity to plunge in again. The trick was to judge your wave roll accurately and to
watch out for the heavy foaming tops that sometimes accompanied them. Although I was nearly always cold when
I started this exercise, by the time I had kicked the rudder hard port and starboard a few dozen times, twisted,
pushed and pulled the control column into my stomach, plunged through waves I felt sure would take us down to
the ocean-bed and then finally hung on to the prop as I literally lifted this clattering tin-can into the air with the
tail still clipping those furious waves below, I was in a bath of perspiration. But I loved every minute of it.
It was not often that George and I worked on the Walrus together. I think perhaps because of our age
differences and also I think he was aware that Jeffrey and I were rather like mischievous schoolboys enjoying the
fun of our work and that he gave us all the opportunities to do so. There were, unquestionably for me, moments
when flying was at its best.
Jeffrey and I once had some engine trials to do on the Walrus, necessitating a series of climbs from sea level to
over 10,000 ft. The weather was clear below cloud but the overcast was thick. We decided for a variety of reasons,
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chiefly because of collision risk in cloud near other aerodromes, to go out to sea. We rattled down the Solent and
then turned due south near Portsmouth, waited until past the Isle of Wight, and then started our first climb. There
was a long period of concentration as first Jeffrey flew and I took down all the various temperatures, pressures,
altitudes and speed, etc., and the Walrus was kept precisely at the right angle of attack with the dull gray cloud
whirling over the wings as if in thick fog on the ground. We burst into brilliant sunshine completing the first run,
paused, and then I took over the controls, diving into the gloom below in preparation for a repeat of the exercise.
We did this several times, completely absorbed in our work. I do not think either of us had given a conscious
thought to the fact that here we were, with a development engine, without any radio, a long way out at sea, and
with the enemy almost within sight of us. I know I had complete trust and confidence in Jeffrey. This atmosphere,
tinged probably subconsciously with tenseness and a certain amount of danger, created a bond, I felt, that is
probably only equalled between brothers. At least this is how I felt, and it was a comradeship that I have rarely
felt before or since.
Although I enjoyed the work, life was so different to what I had been accustomed that there were times when I
felt the pang of homesickness. Barbara could only see me at weekends, Dad came down about once every three
weeks or so and of course I missed my labradore, Tony.
I suppose this must have shown from time to time as Arthur Nelson was very considerate to me. He was the
Eastleigh Works Manager: somewhat brusque in manner he went out of his way on many occasions to help me.
George Pickering would nearly always go down to Woolston to the senior staff mess, with Jeffrey for lunch,
where with the Managing Director, Commander Sir James Bird, Pratt, the General Manager, Joe Smith, the Chief
Designer, and all the members of an old established team since the days of the famous designer R. J. Mitchell,
they found much to talk about and discuss. I mostly had lunch on the aerodrome with Nelson, the head of AID and
a few others; it was nothing like so good as the Woolston mess, but it took up less time. George was like an elder
brother to me: nearly always he would come back and as I walked into the flight office after a series of tests he
would often say, “I told the canteen manager to pick me out the nicest apple for a very special friend”, and he
would hand me a beautiful apple, peach or pear or whatever happened to be in season at the time.
Barbara and I planned to get married in February, but we didn’t want any fuss. The publicity had died down on
outbreak of war and I was left in peace. Unfortunately I was prosecuted for exceeding the speed limit at about that
time and the local papers got hold of it. In headlines they had printed “Famous airman fined for speeding at 40
mph”, and this of course started the phones ringing again and persistent enquiries as to when we were getting
married, and where.
Supermarines had a contract to supply sixty Spitfires to Turkey and either Jeffrey or I would have to go there
in the early part of the following year, so we spent a lot of time discussing how we were going to associate with
the Germans, who were also, we understood, flying Messerschmitt logs for the Turks at the same time. We
reckoned we would have to go out by train, but that was before the war had hotted up and Italy had joined hands
with Germany.
Mutt Summers tried to get his own back on me for leaving Weybridge, by claiming they were overworked and
wanted me back. Jeffrey and George were very good about this and were equally insistent that I was wanted with
them. As I had promised Mutt I would help him out if he ever wanted me, however, I felt obliged to do something
about it. Supermarines did not then have their own transport machine, so it meant that I had to travel by car or
train if Bob Handasyde, one of the Weybridge technicians, rang me up and said they had a job for me to do. I was
also pressed into testing the first Wellington from the new Chester factory, but occasionally Jeffrey allowed me to
take one of the production or development Spitfires and kill two birds with one stone. If I went by train it was a
long and tedious business which I did not enjoy.
In January I had a stupid little accident. After test and clearance by AID for delivery, Jeffrey and I would swing
the compasses and make out the deviation cards for each machine; they were then towed from the flight shed to
await collection from another hangar across the aerodrome. We were about to leave the flight shed when Len
Levy the Superintendent asked if we could taxi the Spitfires over as the tractor had broken down. I had taken my
flying gear off and I stepped into the machine and slid the hood over as it was wet and cold. I taxied onto the
airfield and swung the machine in a series of turns that would enable me to see if anything was in the way.
To my astonishment the next thing I knew was that my port wing was on top of a Fleet Air Arm Skua, the pilot
of which had not seen me either and we came to an abrupt stop with my port wing looking the worst for wear.
Annoyed with myself I made out the accident report and it was sent to Marsh-Hunn, the Commercial Manager of
Supermarines. He did not like the way I had made out the report, however, and said,
“It puts all the blame on us.” I said,
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“Well, it was my fault, and although you may juggle with words, I can only write what happened.”
We had now been able to find a house at Chandler’s Ford, by the unusual name of Tembani. Barbara had made
arrangements for us to be married in Westminster Cathedral on the 17 th of February. The press had got hold of this
and were badgering Barbara and myself whenever they could find us.
Barbara had a bright idea to hoodwink them and avoid all the ballyhoo of a publicised wedding. She arranged
with a very helpful priest to publish the banns, which misled the press into thinking we could not get married
before the official time of three weeks were up; we then obtained a special licence unknown to anyone. I drove up
on the morning of the 17th in thick snow and ice and as Barbara and I walked into the precincts of Westminster
Cathedral it was quiet and peaceful, the solemnity of the occasion undisturbed by the usual wailing of the air-raid
sirens. As we made our vows the guns suddenly opened up and the sirens wailed and I realised I must hurry back
to Southampton and carry on with the job.
On the way back Barbara and I nearly finished up in hospital; the roads were covered with ice and snow and as
I drove down Putney Hill a coal lorry backed out of a drive into the road in front of me. As I snatched the wheel
over to avoid him the car spun round twice with the bonnet sweeping under the tail of the lorry and we came to an
abrupt standstill in a pile of snow, shaken but otherwise unhurt.
The winter of 1939/40 was hard and cold. Jeffrey had mapped out an area in which we were to test and all the
local defences were made aware of our activities. As a rule after donning Mae Wests the drill was to follow the
Hamble river to the Solent, proceed along the shore at Lee-on-Solent, turn due south near Portsmouth and enter
the Channel leaving the Isle of Wight on the starboard side. In February of 1940 we had not yet suffered our
defeat leading to Dunkirk and a surge of tremendous pride would always sweep through me as I swooped low
over those magnificent ships of the line; as I thought of them upholding our Naval fighting traditions dating back
to Drake and beyond, I was conscious that I did so in the finest fighting aircraft in the world at the time.
The name Rolls-Royce was synonymous with quality and reliability. At the time a forced landing through
engine failure with a Merlin was almost unheard of. Jeffrey had had an engine failure in a Spitfire pre-war and as I
think he would now agree, one would have thought it was the greatest calamity since the Civil War. Little did I
know what was in store for me.
As it happened there were few incidents of real note that I recollect. The worst for me was during a test dive
when I struck a seagull, which sounded like a bullet striking the wing. It did not affect the feel of the aircraft and I
returned to Eastleigh. When I stepped from the machine to see what the others were gaping at I was shocked; the
bird had struck the wing on the leading edge at the strongest section, near the fuselage, and it had made a hole like
a cannon shell. The gory mess of blood, flesh and feathers was embedded inside some ten or twelve inches.
Jeffrey and I looked at each other and said, “We shall have to be more careful”; but this was not easy as there
were large flocks of seagulls around most of the time.
Jeffrey was an exceptional pilot, particularly at aerobatics. I rated him amongst the best in the world. He was
contemptuous of imperfections and did not discourage me from doing things that today would be considered
suicidal, and warrant the suspension of one’s licence forthwith. It was more than common for one of us to
approach Eastleigh at high speed, usually after a satisfactory test flight, roll over into the inverted below the
height of the flight shed, push the nose up to miss the roof, put the undercarriage down as we did so, roll over to
the normal position, lower the flaps and land all in one smooth clean sweep. The Fleet Air Arm who controlled the
aerodrome at Eastleigh were extremely tolerant and lived in the spirit of the moment and I never at any time
received a complaint or in fact ever heard of one.
Our flight office was small and a little dingy. We had three desks and a telephone, and to liven things up I had
brought a wireless set from home, which George and Jeffrey agreed improved things somewhat. In an adjoining
office were representatives of the Ministry of Aircraft Production (MAP) and each day they sent a report to the
London office. Unfortunately, for a period they were unable to obtain their own phone, so permission was given
for them to use ours. This soon became annoying in the extreme. We would be working on written reports in deep
silence, or, if not pressed, be having a quiet discussion with some soft background music, when in would stamp
the Ministry representative; for the next quarter of an hour we would hear him bellowing to London as if he had
made and flown the aircraft himself. Jeffrey was the first to put his thoughts into words:
“We must do something about it.”
I certainly needed no prompting. I do not remember quite how we did it, but we rigged our wireless set to the
phone and had a special switch which we could operate when the Ministry man came in. The first time he used
our trap we allowed him to get through to London and then pulled the switch; the look on his face was
indescribable. I buried my head in my arms on the desk, and saw Jeffrey stuffing a handkerchief into his mouth to
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suppress his laughter. We heard a voice spluttering back through the phone:
“What the hell’s going on down there? All I can hear is Vera Lynn.”\fn{ Dame Vera Lynn (1917- ) English singer and
actress, whose performances were enormously popular during World War II }
Of course it was reported to the GPO, but they couldn’t find anything wrong as our wires were outside the
office and the switch did not show. We let him have another undisturbed call or so and then we wired the set in a
different manner: he got through to London again and this time as we pulled the switch the office was filled with
Stanford Robinson\fn{English conductor and composer (1904-1984) and an accomplished pianist } playing In a 15th-century
drawing room—with the sound coming out of the mouthpiece of the phone. Jeffrey and I had to go outside as we
were bursting our sides. The poor man came rushing out soon afterwards, swearing and cursing the GPO and I
suspect us, for that was the last time he ever used our phone.
One day when the weather was bad Jeffrey and I decided to drive to Heston to see the set-up established by
Sidney Cotton, which I had so nearly joined. Cotton was certainly right about his powers; he had commandeered
several important aircraft, including Spitfires, and on the day we arrived had in fact been given one of the first
constant-speed airscrew control units, something we had not yet got on our own Spitfires. We were quite
impressed with his organisation, but not very long after someone else took over and the organisation went on to
become the Photographic Reconnaissance Unit famous throughout the war.
I was fully absorbed in the work and found the experimental side and the discussions with members of the
design and technical staff at Woolston interesting and stimulating.
When we were not flying I helped Jeffrey repair and paint his clinker-built dinghy, which he kept in another
part of the hangar at Eastleigh. He lived near the aerodrome and occasionally Barbara would spend the day with
Pat, Jeffrey’s wife, with us joining them later on. We were now comfortably settled at Chandler’s Ford and as
spring approached we began to think of a normal life. Jeffrey said to me one day,
“You know Alex, I think this phoney war is going to fizzle out.”
I must say in many ways it rather looked like that. To keep fit I got Dad to send Beauty down to us. A gray
mare, she had won both the hunter and jumping classes at the Dublin Horse Show and was suitable for both
Barbara and myself. Early in the morning or in the evening I would take Tony and would go for a canter in the
lovely wooded country at the foot of the downs. When the weather warmed Jeffrey and I went sailing in the
Solent and about that time Pat and he decided to buy a charming little house on the slopes overlooking the
Hamble river.
The Walms development programme was idyllic work in such surroundings. After always having to pay for my
flying, sometimes very expensively, I sometimes marvelled that I should now be sent a cheque each month for
doing so. In the warm spring sunshine, landing trials in the clear blue waters with the spray leaving a telltale wake
as we climbed steeply into the radiant sky was flying at its best, and I wondered if this was really my true
vocation. Such was our light-heartedness that Jeffrey said one day:
“We ought to do some fishing, with this set of long Walrus trials on.”
I took him at his word, acquired some hooks and lines and asked Arthur Nelson to get us some lugworms. I
think Jeffrey thought I had taken him too literally, but in any case we never caught any fish. …
222.106 Excerpt from Men At Work\fn{by Honor Tracy aka Lilbush Wingfield (1913-1989)} Bury St. Edmunds, Suffolk.
England, United Kingdom (F) 12
1
“Well, Timothy Beauchamp, here you are at last!"
The speaker was addressing himself, in tones of awe and delight. He was alone in a room such as he had
wanted all his life, immensely long, sparely furnished, the walls a little irregular and lined with books; there were
views from every window over sea and sky, river and marsh, all shimmering now in a summery haze. The room
had figured so often in his dreams that it had become almost familiar, and still he could hardly believe as yet that
he really was in it.
It was like a fairy story, he thought, not suited at all to this day and age. He strolled across to the shelf where
his own works stood. The row was long, for it included a copy of all his printings, English and American,
translations and the richly bound specimens that his publishers gave him at Christmas in token of their esteem.
There were in fact only five titles, and he had established himself with the first of them. His second, third and
fourth novels had all been well received, each selling better than the one before. With his royalties and a small
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private income left him by his grandmother, he managed well on the whole, despite his wife’s extravagance, and a
future of growing reputation and reasonable affluence appeared to lie ahead.
Then he published his fifth, All Angry Dust, and everything was changed at once. As much careful planning
was done as with the others and it was quite as well written. Reviewers had much to say of the growth of
awareness and the improved orchestration of character. Yet in the queer inconsequent way of books, it was a huge
popular success. It went into many editions, was translated, televised, filmed and written about in France; a new
rose was named Hermione Dilke, after the heroine, and the other day, five years after its appearance, the book
itself had been awarded, by the Daughters of Minerva Lunch Club, San Francisco, the Eulalia Kropotkin Laurel
Crown. He pulled out a copy and looked at it: short, like all his novels, a bare fifty thousand words.
“Amazing!”
Now he walked to the farther end of the room and looked out of the window. Hidden from sight by lofty oaks
which all belonged to him was the village of Bullocks Bothy, where the happy times of his childhood had been
spent. All he could see of it was the top of the Saxon tower on the parish church. It was no longer, in any case, as
it had been when he knew it. His grandmother’s old house, with the dovecote and the great climbing rose on the
wall, her garden of sweet-scented flowers which he always thought of as blooming all the year round in perpetual
sun, had gone. In their place stood a bungalow with stippled walls and a petrol pump, owned by her gardener’s
nephew. Many of the villagers had sold their cottages to artistic people and thankfully moved away to regions less
unspoiled. The blacksmith’s old forge, where he used to watch the sparks fly up and to relish the smell of burning
hoof, had been acquired by an antique dealer. At one time American airmen had encamped nearby and the lanes
were still plastered with notices either in what purported to be English, yet was incomprehensible, or, more often,
as if literacy were now obsolete, projecting their sense by means of little drawings.
Yes, it had changed, and not for the better; but all that really mattered to him was the place where now he
stood, every stone and stick of which he was the owner. On the river beside the ancient mill which gave the
property its name, the boathouse, with its slipway and jetty, its huge upstairs rooms, once the venue of a famous
yacht club, stood bravely as ever to the Suffolk gales. It had mysteriously fired his imagination the first time he
ever saw it, as a little boy; and three years ago he had bought it and converted it with imagination and prodigality,
even a touch of megalomania, into the kind of dwelling he wanted.
Into this house, at long last ready, he had moved that morning. Here, now, he was about to begin a new life,
one different in every way from the bohemian existence he led in London. It had taken him more than thirty years
to know what he wanted, because filial loathing had blinded him to his own real self. The son of an Anglican
bishop and a mother widely regarded as a saint, he had built his life until now in mere opposition to them. He held
socialist views, mocked at the church, laughed at the throne, refused to play cricket and for a time had thought of
growing a beard; but with the passing of time, the death of his mother and his dramatic change of circumstance,
his eyes had been opened. He had seen that what he wished to be, and what Nature intended him for, was a
country gentleman, somewhat on the lines of a landowner in Turgenev—a respected figure in a rural community,
given to the orderly wholesome pursuits that went with his station.
As he feasted his eyes on the prospect before him now, his heart was filled with holy bliss; he felt himself
utterly at one with the world and in tune with the purposes of the Creator.
2
The telephone that stood on his magnificent new desk began to ring with a gentle rustic burr; its very note
seemed to emphasize the break with London and to augur well for the future. Taking up the receiver he found that
his wife had got there before him, as she usually did, and was speaking on the extension in the hall.
“I really and truly think he is mad,” she was saying. She had a soft, eager little voice, so childlike that callers
often refused to leave a message with her, and a habit of blurting out whatever lay uppermost in her mind.
“Who is mad? Whom do you mean?” he mildly asked, but she only laughed and hung up. From the other end
of the wire came a chuckle.
“Is that you, Marcus?”
Marcus Pilkington was Timothy’s agent, a coarse-fibered individual who got on his nerves at any time and was
the last man he wished to hear from at the moment.
“It is. Have I the honor, and dare I presume, to address T. Beauchamp Esquire, Landed Gentleman?”
“Well, Marcus, what is it? We only arrived here an hour ago and there is much to be seen to.”
“I daresay. I can think of one or two things myself,” the agent retorted. “I’ve left you in peace all this time. But
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now that you’re installed we’ll have to talk turkey. When am I going to hear from you?”
“As soon as I have something ready.”
“Yes, but when will that be? How far are you into it?” How persistent the fellow always was! “You know, four
years is the devil of a time to keep quiet these days.”
“And you ring me up the minute I get to Fuggles Mill just to say that!” the author exclaimed in bitterness.
So many important tasks were clamoring for his attention: the citing of herbaceous borders, the placing of the
fountain, the layout of the water garden and the rockery, the ordering of shrubs and trees and roses. There was the
stable and harness room to think of too, for he had decided to run a dogcart; he would also have to superintend the
unpacking or Delilah would hide his things away; and he was going to call on the vicar, since now, as befitted, he
would be regularly going to church. And Pilkington had to come buzzing about him, tenacious and self-centered
as a bluebottle!
“Well, bless me!” Marcus cried. “I’m your agent, remember? What’s got into you, Tim? You seem to be
walking in your sleep. Do you want the bailiffs in?”
What a vulgar fellow he is, Timothy mused. Excitable, too—bad thing in an agent. Since the famous novel
appeared four years ago, Timothy had done no work whatsoever. Acquiring and converting the house, dealing
with architect, builder and decorator, had left him little spare time or energy, and in coming to grips with practical
affairs he had lost the habit of introspection.
The fact that he was spending prodigiously and earning nothing dismayed him not at all. For one thing, he
assumed that each of his books henceforward would do as well as the last, and for another, he had crowds of
magnificent ideas for the next one, waiting only for him to write them down. With this new work he was to be
lifted into a higher category of authorship altogether, just as with the removal to Fuggles Mill he had entered upon
a higher state of life. It was, for that matter, this life of dignity and tranquil seclusion that would lead to the work
which he envisaged as rather in the spirit, and quite on the level, of Aksakov. All this could not be explained to a
man like Pilkington.
“Well, now I must run, but we’ll keep in touch,” he promised, cool but not unfriendly, and telephoned next to
Monty Butterworth in Barnes.
“Who is it?” Monty in- quired in a whisper.
“You sound apprehensive. Is somebody after you?” Timothy asked. Monty’s life was bedeviled with women,
lawsuits and natural offspring.
“Oh, it’s you!” the novelist grumbled. “How often must I tell you not to phone in the morning? You know what
my work hours are.”
“The word is ‘telephone,’ if I may say so.”
“Is that a fact, Squire? Very upstage these days, some of us. Why not wait till you get to the stately home?”
“I am in it now,” Timothy crowed. “We arrived this morning. I am looking out of my window at the sea.”
“Well, since you are there, wasting my time and confusing my thoughts, say what you want and begone,”
Monty snapped. When they spoke to each other these two very dear old friends as a rule sounded cross.
“I don’t want anything at all. Except that yours should be the first number I ever rang from here.” Timothy was
a feeling man, given to such little observances and rituals.
“Christ!” shouted Butterworth and slammed the receiver down.
Jealous, thought Beauchamp, smiling. How curious, that so gifted, fertile and applauded a writer should have
such a weakness! And yet he obviously had. He was as jealous as a cat. He would be sitting there now in his shirt
sleeves, his hair on end, alone in that dusty flat with the piles of books all over the floor, knocking out yet another
of his near-masterpieces, of which there were never less than two in a year—and still he was jealous of others. As
he pictured the scene at Barnes, the spirit of envy and emulation began to rise in Timothy too. He had a sudden
urge to work again, to begin the new book now, leaving flower beds, dogcart and the Reverend Cyrus Banner to
another day. The new atmosphere was taking effect already, it seemed! He had not felt like this for months, for
years.
Taking a quire of foolscap from the drawer, he headed a sheet of it Half-Time: an Autobiography, and under
that, wrote the words Chapter One. Then he sat for a while and earnestly contemplated the nib of his pen.
“And do you really do it all by hand, Mr. Beauchamp, in that lovely writing of yours?” a cocktail-party voice
seemed to be fluting in his ear, and he put out his tongue at the speaker. It was a thing he longed to do in real life
when, as constantly happened, the fatuous question was asked; his interior life was enriched by many such
dreams.
“Come now, concentrate. Let us have no more nonsense,” he exhorted himself, teased by a vision of Monty
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folding paper into his machine and typing away like a man possessed, pausing hardly at all, certainly making no
alterations. His mind, more complex of course than Monty’s, was apt to wander off for the least little thing.
“There is no excuse for it now,” he added severely. “Fuggles Mill is not the Fulham Road.”
Delilah came rushing into the room as if these words were a cue to enter and prove him wrong. She was tiny
and blond and freckled, with a small-boyish face and big green-blue eyes, and had vitality in such abundance that
she seemed to quiver all over with it.
“Timothy, you will have to come,” she burst out, then checked herself. “Oh, I’m sorry. You are writing.”
“Was writing,” he moaned.
“You haven’t lost any time, stout lad! But Mutti is in floods of tears. She is howling in the hall. Mutti!”
“How very odd,” he said.
“It does seem very odd.”
“Do please come down and tell me what she is saying,” Delilah begged him.
“Very well then,” he said, laying his pen down with a sigh. Pascal said that man’s unhappiness came from his
inability to sit quietly in a room, but Pascal was a bachelor. Pascal should have been married to Delilah, he
thought, then let him try sitting quietly in a room and see what came of it!
“Darling, you should really try to learn some German,” he said as they went down. “It is absurd that you
cannot talk to your own mother.”
“But Mutti so rarely speaks,” she argued. “The last time she spoke was … Good heavens, I do believe it was
Christmas. And what could I have to say to her?”
Mutti was rarely seen and almost never heard; this really was the condition, implicit if not defined, on which
she made her home with them. Delilah’s father, a penniless Irish scamp named Thomas McGinty, had married her
while prospecting in Vienna one year. He did so believing her to be a woman of property. How so acute an
observer could have made this mistake, no one was able to fathom. In due course he found it out and promptly left
her, taking their baby daughter to England with him for fear she might otherwise grow up a lax, continental
Catholic. The pair were deeply devoted, and nothing was heard of McGinty’s wife until he was dead.
Then one rainy afternoon a taxi drew up at the Beauchamps’ door, containing a squat figure in strange attire,
couched on a bed of brown paper parcels. It was Frau Maria Theresa McGinty, come to share their lives. She did
not say as much, but her actions all implied it from the moment that, descending heavily from the cab, she
disclosed that she hadn’t a groschen for the fare or anything else. At this time the Beauchamps had the ground
floor, basement and garden rights of a roomy Victorian house in a square off the Fulham Road. They were in fact
over-housed, having chosen the place with an eye to events which had not come about.
Timothy was willing for his mother-in-law to stay there. He was amused by her, by her little hedgehog’s face
with the tilted snout and small twinkling eyes, her extraordinary clothes and her passion for apricot brandy. To
have a mother-in-law such as this, he said, was not without its chic. The thought, too, that communication
between mother and daughter was impossible unless he was there to carry it on was reassuring. A fusion of their
lives, however, was not desired and Mum was stowed away in the basement. A snug bed-sitting-room was
prepared for her there, next door to the kitchen, from which thereafter pungent exotic smells were apt to rise at
any hour of the day or night.
Hers was a dumb and harmless presence. If she met them about the place she simply grunted and smiled; if
brought upstairs for a meal, as on Sundays, Christmas, Easter and Delilah’s birthday, she fell asleep, and this
convinced them both that she would rather remain below. And here she sat on a box in the new hall, rocking to
and fro and ululating like a personage in a Greek play.
“Nu, Mutti, was denn?” He was soothing and jocular, as with a child, but the sight of her filled him with dread;
in all that happened this morning he was seeing omens.
“Ich bring’ mich um!” Mutti wailed, fetching her broad little hands together with a noise like the clash of
cymbals.
“Ich bring’ mich halt um!”
“She says she is going to kill herself,” Timothy reported. “How on earth did it all begin?”
It had blown up suddenly, out of a clear sky, like a squall on the lakes of her native land. Timothy had thought
it would be best, in the new life that was beginning, if she had an apartment of her own. It was a tiny one, with
something of a hermit’s cell about its proportions, but self-contained and complete in every way. It had a door that
opened onto the grounds, and another, a sturdy wall of brass-studded leather, that closed her off from the rest of
the house. Everything had been done for her comfort and dignity, without thought of the cost. Her son-in-law had
gone to the lengths of putting in a minute bathroom with a shower and tiled floor, knowing well that she would
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never use it. Mutti had gone around the place feeling things with her stubby fingers and grunting in her normal
way; and then came out, plumped herself down on the box, sat for a while in silence and suddenly broke into
lamentation.
“Most mysterious,” Timothy said, gently patting her shoulder. “Has she seen her television set?”
“Yes, indeed. She twiddled all the knobs. It’s a super one, too. You are awfully kind.”
“It must be that the journey and the strange surroundings have upset her. “Scha’, Mutti, schau’, so schlimm
ist’s nicht,” he crooned.
Now Mutti ceased to rock, and rummaging in her draperies, brought out a flask and applied it to her lips. She
pulled on it for a while, with the calm blank eyes of a baby at its bottle, afterwards wiping her mouth with the
back of her hand. Then she put the flask away and looked up at them both with a tremulous little smile, and
shortly after fell asleep.
“Well, that appears to be that, for the moment,” Timothy said. “It is not an auspicious beginning. Don’t
interrupt me again, there’s a dear, unless the house catches fire.”
As he returned to the desk upstairs he was struck by its daunting appearance. It was a monster, half as big
again as the one he had in the Belbury Gardens, and there seemed to be something aloof, even scornful about it, as
if it desired him to take nothing for granted. He sat down and took the pen, to find himself unable to write a word.
Ideas were bubbling and boiling in his brain, but there they stayed, locked up, a thing that had never happened
before. He was as effectively paralyzed as if somebody had laid him under a spell.
He fidgeted nervously with the objects around him, smoked a cheroot, made a number of little drawings and at
last, seeing it all to no avail, telephoned to Barnes.
“Not you again!”
“You rang me up two mornings last week,” Timothy said. From their schooldays on they had faithfully
observed the law of an eye for an eye.
“Pooh! You’re a gentleman of leisure these days.”
“That is just what I’m not. In fact, I will have to work like mad. And I need your help. I’m going to write my
autobiography.” Monty laughed outright, with a competitor’s glee.
“So you are scraping the barrel out already! I feared as much.”
“Never mind the barrel. I want you, sometime, to jot down any amusing or touching memories you may have
of me at Chatt’s.”
Chatterton was the prep school where Monty and he had met. In those days they both were fiery redheads,
which led to a defensive alliance on the very first day of their first term and thus to the odd ambiguous friendship
that had prevailed ever since, for, as with certain married couples, they could get along neither with nor without
each other. Now Timothy’s hair was a dark russet while Monty’s, thick and silky as a wig, had turned the color
known to poodle-breeders as apricot. Thus time had mocked them, destroying the basis of their attachment
without affecting the dire attachment itself.
“Amusing! Touching! You! Have you really,” Monty howled, “burst in on my morning’s work again for that?”
He rang off.
It was a characteristic of poor Butterworth, Timothy reflected, carefully sketching a cobra poised to strike,
always to leap to conclusions. The autobiography was not to be one of those weary volumes that writers hammer
out when they come to the end of their ideas. The manner, not the matter, was to be all. The book was going to
combine the gusto of Stendhal with the depth and poetic feeling of Proust, the melancholy humor of Kierkegaard
with the impish sparkle of George Moore. Indeed, it would have to do so, for the material itself was somewhat
circumscribed. He was unmodish in every way—white, literate and heterosexual. Nothing had happened to him at
his public school but others had described it before. The field of unhappy childhood, too, had been harvested time
and again. All he did at Oxford was to overspend his allowance, marry Delilah and take a third-class degree in
modern languages. Absorbing as all these facts might be to him, they were unlikely to fetch a gasp from the
reader.
Delilah herself would make a subject, if he could have brought himself to use it, and still more so the ghost of
her dreadful father. Or, rather, ghosts, for Delilah in the warmth of her love and the ardor of her imagination had
bestowed on her father various attractive identities, creating him now Sir Tom McGinty of the City of London,
now Admiral Tom P. McGinty of the American Navy, now Dr. Thomas McGinty, saintly founder of a leper
hospital in the Congo, all of them descended from the kings of Ireland and reposing in the one grave at Highgate
Cemetery. Her fantasies were such that Timothy would rarely appear at parties with her, lest he should be obliged
either to contradict or condone them. And her methods of reasoning were, if anything, wilder than even her fancy.
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To hear Delilah explain how she had come to follow some extravagant course of action was to despair of ever
being able to think clearly again oneself. Her little ways were a source of endless happy amusement to him, but he
was determined they should not figure in the book. The artist in him might rejoice at it all, but the country
gentleman strongly disapproved.
He had finished work on the cobra now and was busy on a rabbit munching a lettuce. The cobra was the more
successful, he considered, although there was much to admire in the droop of the rabbit’s ear. He wondered if his
woods were full of rabbits and, if so, what policy he should adopt toward them. Then his mind flitted on to the
garden he would create, could, as it were, already “see” under the piles of workmen’s litter as the sculptor “sees” a
figure in the block waiting for him to rescue it. One fountain, or two? More? Versailles, the Retiro, Rome … It
seemed to him the more fountains there were about the place, the better.
And peacocks! Strange that he had not thought of peacocks before! And at once he began drawing one of the
beautiful creatures in the majesty of its pride.
3
The door of the study opened and steps came over the floor, heavy and remorseless as the statue’s tread in Don
Giovanni.
“Letters, Mr. B. Two on ’em,” said a strange gusty voice that seemed to whistle up from nowhere and have
nothing to do with a throat.
Startled, Timothy wheeled around and saw a woman looking down at him. She had a heavy sallow face, greasy
plaits of hair coiled over her ears and wild burning brown eyes, the eyes of a maniac. Riding the crown of her
head was an immense straw hat decorated with plastic cherries; her black velvet dress was topped by a flowered
apron.
“I’m Mrs. Nightingale, come to oblige Mrs. B.,” the apparition stated. “There’s no need. For the wages and
that. Me husband has Bullocks Farm. It’s on account of nerves. Get out of the house, that Dr. Wylie says. Meet
people, talk to ’em. So when I heard you was moving in I come up. And made an arrangement with Mrs. B.”
Timothy listened to her with a sinking heart. The question of how the great new house was to be kept up was
one that he had not fully considered. He had vaguely thought Delilah could take most of the work on herself, to
occupy her mind and prevent her from brooding. She had been hostile to the move from the start and only gave in
when he persuaded her their futures depended on it. Urban to the core of her being, she throve with humanity
crowding about her; and now, torn from her butcher, exiled from her launderette, bereft of her espresso bar and
the conferences there with Freda, Nellie and Trix, she faced a life which would need constant wholesome activity
to fill it.
So he had reasoned; but Delilah had taken things into her own little hands, as she was wont. In less than three
hours the pattern of life in Belbury Gardens was being created afresh at Fuggles Mill. There was a sinister family
likeness between Mrs. Nightingale of Bullocks Farm and Mrs. Joakes of the Fulham Road. It was not a physical
resemblance, for Mrs. Joakes was a matter of dyed hair, tight trousers, high heels and cigarettes that eternally
drooped on her lip or wagged up and down as she spoke. It was a spiritual affinity that went far deeper. Mrs.
Joakes, too, had no need of wages: she, too, had a husband to provide for her: she, too, only went to work, as she
said, “to get out of herself,” by which she meant endlessly talking about her body.
Few were the recesses of her physical experience into which, at one time or another, Timothy had not been
allowed a peep: the total recall of what took place when she ate some unripe plums at her brother’s, of agonies
endured from veins, carbuncles and teeth and, more distressing than any, of the torments she was nightly forced to
endure in the arms of Mr. Joakes. Dazed, horrified from such a recital, he would sit huddled in his chair and shiver
like a disconsolate monkey, unable to write or even think. How such people came by literary convention to be
used as the stuff of comedy, he had never been able to conceive; to him they were phenomena too horrible for
contemplation; but Delilah reveled in them.
Retaining his letters in one of her toad-like hands, Mrs. Nightingale rested the other on the back of his chair,
with the clear intention of following Dr. Wylie’s advice.
“So you write books, Mr. B.” she opened. “It must be lovely. But I could never do with all that sitting about.
Constipation! And Mr. Nightingale is worse. A martyr to piles.” From the way she spoke, her husband’s condition
appeared to be a source of family pride.
“Thank you for the letters,” he said hurriedly, taking them from her. “I suppose that the posts come later in the
country?”
“Shocking amount to do here,” Mrs. Nightingale went on in a lugubrious tone. “Your kitchen stove, now. Must
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have come out of the Ark. Seen nothing like it, not since I was a gel.”
Timothy had spared no pains to find a homely old-fashioned range that would remind him of the one in his
grandmother’s kitchen, and her description of it annoyed him.
“Did you settle with the mistress about your wages?” he asked her distantly.
“Don’t know so much about settling with the mistress,” she retorted with a toss of her head that set the plastic
cherries leaping. “Me and Mrs. B. come to an understanding. But I’ll have to see how it goes. Such stairs! And me
with my back.” She drew breath, preparing to go into the subject of her back in better detail, but he saw her design
and struck first.
“Would you very kindly ask Mrs. Beauchamp to give me some coffee?” he said, and bridling, she left the
room.
Sighing, he opened one of the letters. So far he had informed almost no one of the move, thinking to settle
down in the new surroundings before he did so. There was so much in his correspondence these days that he could
not like. Only the various firms who should stock the garden, woods and streams had the new address, and this
was from one.
“With regard to the rose you describe as climbing allover your grandmother’s house, this very obviously was
Gloire de Dijon.” It seemed a cool snubbing way to answer the lyrical passage in question!
“We can hardly supply you at this advanced stage of the season but will, if you wish, book an order for the
autumn.”
So plants had to be ordered at special times? It simply had never occurred to him. How much he would have to
find out!
If the first letter ruffled him a little, the second filled him with burning indignation. It was from the manager of
his bank and coolly requested him to take immediate steps to reduce his overdraft! Previous letters to his London
address having met with no reply, the manager thought it likely that he had moved to the new one. He would
greatly appreciate hearing from him by return. Mr. Beauchamp had been a client of his for quite some time and it
would be more than disagreeable if he were obliged to refuse further credit. Nevertheless the position now was
one that could not be allowed to continue.
Of course Timothy had received all those wearisome and repetitious letters, and if he had not replied, it was
merely because there was nothing that he could say. Did the manager suppose he was going to sell securities to
deal with a trivial matter like this? Because that was all he could do until the new book was written and published.
When that happened, three, four or five thousand would be a mere drop in the ocean that would come rolling in.
The manager would then feel thoroughly foolish; so much so, indeed, that it was only kind to ignore this letter
too.
Delilah came with his coffee and the household news. Mutti was awake and perfectly calm, cooking herself a
meal of sauerkraut in her own little kitchen. Timothy must have smelled it by now, extraordinary how sauerkraut
traveled. Baker and milkman had come to inquire for orders and both were lovely. And surely they needed a
gardener? A youth had called to offer his services, a little wanting, the baker said, but with such gorgeous eyes,
they really ought to take him on.
“And oh, Mrs. Nightingale, what of her? Isn’t she a peach?” she cried, breathless with excitement.
“It was too bad of you to send her up; she has all but wrecked my morning,” he told her sadly.
“But I thought you should be introduced. She will be one of the family! And her Doris may be coming as well,
when she gets over the jaundice. There seems to be no servant problem at all down here, and everyone is such fun.
Now I am off. The sweet baker is going to drive me in his van to Nolderwick.”
“Well, you are not to go shopping there, do you hear? And Mrs. Nightingale is not to come near me on any
account.” For greater security when Delilah had gone, he locked his door.
He began nervously sketching again. There had long been in his mind a picture, or scenario, of his wife’s first
morning here. The furniture, all new, was already in place and so were his books, paintings and records, sent
down before and arranged by himself. Nothing required attention now but their clothes and the household linen,
silver and china. Persistent dreamer that he was, he had seen Delilah unpack the cases one by one and
methodically put their contents away; now and then she ran to him for advice or to exclaim at the beauty and the
convenience of all she saw. He watched her getting the feel of the house, gradually introducing order and life,
even—in the glow of his fancy—beginning to take pleasure in the rural peace and quiet, to regret that she had not
found it years ago. He imagined scene after scene, in the novelist’s way, down to the last authentic detail. They
were as real to him as if they had taken place before his eyes. Yet the actuality was that not a case had been
opened, a counterpart to Mrs. Joakes was installed, the house reeked with the fumes of Central European cooking
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and his wife was out with a baker.
“‘Là, tout n’est qu’ordre et beauté, luxe, calme et volupté,” he murmured ruefully. Those beautiful lines had
haunted him ever since the work on Fuggles Mill began, but now they rang a little strangely.
Heavy feet were stalking up the corridor again and the lock of his door was tried. Umbrageous silence
followed, a series of bangs on the woodwork, then Mrs. Nightingale wheezed,
“Well, Mr. B., I’m off for now. So long.” The feet pounded away.
There was nothing for it but to resume his drawing. The afflatus of the early morning had gone, and he was
unable to write a word. He blamed Mutti, Delilah and the ogress with the burning eyes, but a fear crept into his
heart that once or twice he had known before and hurriedly pushed away.
All writers were given to morbid fancies, he more than most; and he had found himself wondering more than
once if his efforts down here at Fuggles Mill were really a preparation for great new things or a pretext, an
unconscious excuse for putting off the moment of a terrible discovery. What good, he asked himself now, would
all the ideas in the world be to him if the power to give them form was lost? Or if he merely believed it was—for
confidence was essential, as much so as to a tightrope walker. And with that he seemed to see Monty again,
orange hair on end, eyes narrowed against the smoke of a cigarette, pouring out words from an apparently
inexhaustible well—a vision that disturbed him so greatly that he threw down his pen and went to the drawing
room to find solace in Bach.
Of all the rooms in the house, the drawing room was the most impressive. In the newcomer, it often aroused a
feeling of amazement. Long curtains of yellow velvet hung by each of the six tall windows. There were Spanish
chairs in crimson and gold brocade, an Empire sofa on which lay a leopard-skin rug, a round Italianate table with
a marble top, Chinese wall paintings, a Hebrew candelabrum, a bank of ferns in a wrought-iron holder and an
immense chandelier in Bohemian crystal. There was also a fitted carpet, yellow like the curtains and as soft to the
touch, a grand piano, music stands for cello and violin and a stereophonic record player.
Only the last item was to be taken seriously; the rest was a wicked joke. Timothy had copied the room as
faithfully as he could from one described in Monty’s first novel, Leonora, a lush romantic absurd little tale that he
wrote at the age of nineteen. It was never listed now with the other works, and the shamed author had long since
bought up, and burned, any copies that remained unsold. The least little reference to it made him writhe, and his
friend was looking forward, with quiet happiness, to the day when he would introduce him to the salon where
Leonora received her lovers. It would go toward evening up a score that Timothy considered much too long.
He was lying supine on that interesting lady’s leopard skin when Delilah returned from her spree. It was nearly
four and hunger had made him cross; it displeased him also to note that she was carrying a parcel.
“Darling, you might have left me something to eat.”
“I meant to be here hours and hours ago. That divine baker whirled me away. Insisted that we should go on to
Ipswich,” she explained. “And do look what I got there—isn’t it lovely?”
She had bought an ormolu clock, which was really aggravating. Timothy did not care for ormolu, and there
were innumerable clocks in the house already, ticking and chiming about the place; he was going to have his work
cut out to keep them all wound.
“I thought I said not to go shopping,” he complained. “What did that nasty object cost?”
“Only thirty-five guineas.”
“Only!” He spoke with something like despair.
“But it’s a gift, I can tell you. A clock of this sort would be more in the Fulham Road. And I only paid twelve
pounds for it, because that was all I had with me,” she said eagerly.
Timothy avoided financial discussion with her as far as he could. Her system of calculation made him feel like
a boxer whose much inferior opponent has, nevertheless, a horseshoe concealed in his glove. The implication of
what she said was too much for him, however, and he could not allow it to pass.
“You are not, surely, under any illusion about this, are you?” he asked wearily, sitting up and looking at her.
“You did not get the clock for twelve pounds. You have merely paid that sum as a deposit.”
“How can you say such a thing? Here the clock is,” she cried. “And don’t talk to me in that patient voice, I
can’t bear it.” He groaned.
“Be glad if I am patient! It may not always be so. Delilah, listen. I don’t talk to you about money because I
know you can’t take it in. But things are as bad as they can be just now. We shall have to economize in every
possible way.” He felt that he owed it to the bank manager to make this remonstrance.
“If that is true, we can’t afford to miss bargains like this.”
She spoke triumphantly, in the clear belief that she was having the best of it. Her husband fell back on the
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leopard skin and stared dazedly up at the chandelier.
“Let us not argue. But please let there be no more running about with bakers and buying clocks. I would have
thought you could find better things to do on your first day here.”
“Better than the baker? He’s heaven. What a crosspatch you are! You don’t even say hallo to a poor woman.”
She dropped a kiss on the top of his head.
“Oh! You’re getting a little bald patch, I declare.”
“It is astonishing that, married to you, I have a single hair on my head,” he said glumly, while his stomach
moaned with famine again.
“Well! But never mind. You are always like this with an empty tummy. I’m not going to pay the least little bit
of attention.”
She hurried away to prepare a meal, thinking it lucky for him that one of them was a reasonable being. Most
wives would have been very annoyed to have their efforts so little appreciated; it amounted to mental cruelty.
4
The Beauchamps had arrived at Fuggles Mill on a Monday. On Tuesday morning Timothy took a new sheet of
paper, headed it as before and wrote after long cogitation:
I was a true child of Libra, fiery of head and opaline of skin.

He had fully intended to squeeze a page or more out of the Libra motif, but once again the ideas that teemed in
his head refused to crystallize into language. After making half a dozen sketches he tore the sheet up and went for
a walk by the river. By luncheon on Wednesday all he had written, and that with prodigious effort, was as follows:
Imagine a square Georgian house of rosy mellow brick, standing in its own grounds outside the cathedral town of St.
Albans. It is a comely house, with shining windowpanes and burnished brasswork; the steps leading up to the front
door are snowy white despite the puddles in the garden. Now imagine the grounds as well, with the lily pond, the
croquet lawn, the summerhouse and the great beech tree to one side, in all the glory of its summer leaves. Such was The
Priory, where, on the twelfth of October, 1930, I first saw the light of day.

Rereading this passage on Thursday morning he saw that it was inaccurate, that the twelfth of October being
the date of his birth he would not have seen the light of day until his eyes opened somewhat later. “Here in the
stormy October of 1930 I first saw the light of day,” he amended the text to run. There was nothing like a
correction to yesterday’s work for starting the flow, and he now proceeded quite smoothly.
It was a particularly wild October that year and indeed, on the very afternoon of my birth, the wind blew a great
branch of the beech tree down on our roof, giving my mother a fright of which, in a sweetly forgiving way, she often
reminded me.

He liked this sentence very well, thinking that it struck without loss of time the note, unembittered but ironic,
that regarding his parents he meant to strike all the way through.
My father, busy in London with a synod, welcomed me only after ten days had elapsed and then with reservations.
He himself had weighed a couple of pounds more at birth than I, and this inclined him to think I should never amount
to much. But as time went by and my facial resemblance to himself grew ever more pronounced, he was gradually
reassured.

Here he paused again, wondering if he should immediately develop the theme of this resemblance, which had
overshadowed his life, or if he should hold his horses until the bishop’s character had “emerged” sufficiently to
point the circumstance up. Never to look in a glass but you saw looking out at you the features of the person you
have most disliked on earth, he thought, was a situation of real poignancy, one not to be thrown away. Proust
would have given it a volume at least.
How differently are human beings put together!

he continued.
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Even in those periods when my father and I did not speak to each other, this facial likeness remained a source of
gratification to him. In my case, it has led to my being unable to endure a looking glass anywhere in my vicinity. But I
am running on too far ahead. In due course I was christened Timothy Gabriel Shelbourne Beauchamp in the cathedral
of St. Albans, the bishop of the day being, needless to observe, my godfather.

Mrs. Nightingale had been told not to enter the study when he was working there, and was much affronted by
the prohibition. The loss of one pair of ears in a household containing only two was a severe disappointment. She
now pushed his letters under the door, banged vindictively on it and stumped away. He went to pick them up,
noting uneasily that there were quite a few today; correspondence was starting to trickle in and soon there would
be a flood. Then he returned to the desk.
So far he had been writing fluently, pausing at his own choice and almost daring to hope that he was under
way. Now he completely dried up again—it was all the fault of that harridan. He rose and paced the room in
anguish.
Then he sat down and did some calculation. After four days, less than two hundred words. At this rate of
progress the book would take him, working every single day, more than five years to finish.
“What on earth am I going to do?” he cried. But on Friday morning he seemed to be in vein.
His Lordship my godfather gave me a silver spoon and mug on this occasion, which afterwards proved to be plate;
and my godmother, Miss Belle Le Mesurier, bestowed on me a white woolly shawl which, as she repeatedly told all
present, she had crocheted herself. Every Christmas until he died in my twentieth year my godfather sent me a postal
order for two and sixpence, with suggestions as to how I could usefully lay it out. Miss Le Mesurier gave me nothing
after the shawl but, to my nameless embarrassment, suddenly appeared during my first term at Winchester and, a
veritable figure of fun, took me out to tea. It was years before I had lived this experience down.

He applied himself with gusto to the dissection of Miss Le Mesurier, an estimable woman and devoted
godparent, who would have given him presents every week if she could have afforded to do so. Of this he was
well aware, but like George Moore, he wanted to make an interesting page—a natural and laudable aim which had
equally given rise to the statement regarding the mug and spoon. Now at last he was really working, absorbed,
oblivious of all around him, seeing nothing but what he wrote, hearing nothing at all, not even the door as it
opened and shut or quick light steps coming over the floor—so that when two hands were suddenly put around his
eyes and a familiar mocking voice said, “Guess who!” he started violently and leaped to his feet.
“You! What are you doing here? Go away.” It was Monty Butterworth, looking prosperous as a ripe peach, and
with his hair, complexion and Italian silk suit, much the same color.
“I admire the restrained civility of your greeting,” he remarked. “It never does to be effusive.”
“But who ever let you come up? These are my working hours. If I had done such a thing to you!”
“I wanted to be your very first visitor. You gave me the idea yourself. I’ve come for the weekend,” Monty said
gaily. He shot a practiced eye at the desk and chuckled.
“The great work progresses but slowly, I can see. My poor boy, you must face it, your meager resources are
coming to an end. One sees such things every day.”
“Ask Delilah to see to you, do. I’m busy.”
But Delilah, Monty told him, was busy too. The baker had given her half a dozen hens and she was building a
run for them, helped by the rector—calling for a subscription to something, it seemed, the reverend gentleman had
been promptly conscribed.
“But she did take me up to my room,” Monty said. “Whew! I never saw anything like it, except in the Pavilion
at Brighton. Well, are you going to conduct me round the estate? Or do you leave all that to the butler?”
“I suppose I shall have to. But it’s a great deal too bad.”
He spoke bitterly, but the pride of ownership was stirring in his heart already. And being with Monty gave him
a certain pleasure, in spite of himself; it was only thinking about him that he found so dreadful. And there was the
little matter of Leonora’s room! His spirits rose.
“We'll look at the house to begin with,” he said. “I don’t want to go outside till the rector has left.” He had a
firm conception of the rector in mind—an elderly, pleasantly shabby gentleman, a classical scholar, impassioned
collector of East Anglian lore and inveterate gardener, not unlike dear old Dr. Bentley, the incumbent in his
childhood days.
“I have been meaning to pay him a formal call. Delilah has absolutely no idea of what is fitting or how to
conduct herself.”
“And I hope she never gets one,” Monty said.
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It had always been Monty’s habit to remain obdurately unimpressed by anything Timothy did. No doubt it
arose from a jealous nature and a prodigious self-conceit, but it was wounding none the less. Now as they went
through room after room, the master of the house was gratified to note a change in this respect. Monty dropped
his teasing manner and grew thoughtful, even preoccupied, and once or twice he whistled aloud.
“And is all this paid for, may I ask?”
“Up to a point.” Timothy smiled, thinking of the letter he had received the day before in respect to the
chandelier, suggesting in the suavest way that he might have “overlooked” the item. To be ranked among those in
a position to overlook an item of several hundred pounds had pleased him very much.
“And now, what do you say to this?” he demanded, throwing the drawing-room door open as he had so often
pictured himself doing. Monty paused on the threshold, thunderstruck, and goggled at the scene before him.
“My dear fellow!” he exclaimed. “What on earth were you up to here? What can you have been driving at?”
“Don’t you like it?”
“Like it? It is preposterous. Those ferns! That chandelier! And, bless my soul, a leopard skin. It is like
something out of poor old Bargy at her frightful worst.” Timothy laughed delightedly.
“How well you put it! That, roughly, is what it is,” he crowed. “Doesn’t it remind you of anything?”
“No, I can thankfully say it does not.”
“Come now!” Timothy arranged himself on the sofa, and with a languishing glance, addressed himself to the
air.
“‘You do not know, Peregrine, what sort of woman I am, what life has made of me,’” he recited in falsetto.
“‘Une dizaine d’hommes se sont passés sur moi! If I loved you less I would not be sending you away. But so it
must be.’
“‘Leonora, those are things of no concern to me,’” he continued in a gruff bass. “‘Tell me of them or not, as
you please, but they can have no—’” He broke off in sudden alarm as Monty strode toward him.
“Don’t hit me, please,” he begged in his own voice, humble and scared. “You won’t hit me, will you? Violence
I cannot abide.”
“Well, all right then. But I think I was going to.” Monty looked at him with loathing. “So Delilah was right
about you after all.”
“What has Delilah to do with it? And what has she said?”
“She said, to put it bluntly, that you were mad.” It was now Timothy’s turn to be amazed.
“Mad? I? When did she say that?”
“Last night. She rang me up. I did not take her too seriously. It is something that wives very commonly say
about their husbands.”
“But, Monty, how dreadfully disloyal of her! I am shocked and grieved.” He was twittering like a sparrow in
his agitation.
“She wasn’t complaining. She thought it funny. She said you sat here in a room you’d spent a fortune on and
fussed about a little clock she bought.”
“Little clock!” Timothy pointed to it. “That was thirty-five guineas. And we are over-clocked already. But I
can’t have Delilah doing things like this. Very often I wonder if she can be mad, but do I ring you up about it?”
He was profoundly disquieted by this piece of news, thinking there must be more in it than he had been
allowed to know. Had Monty come down to Fuggles Mill as a result of Delilah’s telephoning him? It was no
secret that he adored her, had in fact been engaged to her once. The matter still lay between the two, although they
seldom referred to it, finding the topic an unprofitable one, for their powerful imaginations, working on the same
material, had ended by producing separate and irreconcilable versions of what had taken place.
“And I simply can’t imagine why you should agree with her,” he added with an injured air.
“No?” asked Monty abstractedly; he was staring in a bemused kind of way at the ferns.
Delilah ran in to say that the hen coop was bliss but the poor darling rector had wounded himself in making it.
She had bandaged him up and sent him off, and he was coming to supper next day. The aggrieved husband gave
her a look and went to his study without a word, resolving to deal with her later on. He could not, of course, write
another word that morning; his wife and his best friend had seen to that. Fretfully he looked through the
morning’s post.
There was only one letter he dared to open, only one whose purport he could not guess; and, indeed, so bizarre
did the contents prove to be that no one alive could have guessed them. It was written on expensive paper in a
hand that suggested excitement, and started off “Dear Timothy Beauchamp,” a form he loathed; and it continued
as follows:
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Permit me to introduce myself!
I am Director of the Department of Creative Writing and Allied Pursuits in the University of Salamanca, Kentucky.
And I am proud and happy to reveal myself as he who now puts forward your candidature and will sponsor your
campaign as a worthy incumbent of the Salamanca Chair of Creative Writing. This—as with your keen wits and
penetrating intellect you may well have inferred—is a Chair to be offered by Salamanca University to Creative Writers.
That you, Mr. Beauchamp, should be in the running for this Chair is proof of the esteem and consideration in which
Salamanca holds you and your creative writings.
If you will grant me the favor of a personal interview it will be my privilege to go into this matter in more specific
detail. In that event, moreover, I should take the opportunity of placing in your hand a copy of the Salamanca Authors’
Roll of Honor, comprising—as here again you may have anticipated—a Roll of all the authors whom Salamanca honors
since those far-off historic days of Salamanca’s Foundation, in 1928.
Mr. Beauchamp, I must be frank with you. When first I landed on these shores, I was unacquainted with your fine
work. I was introduced to that fine work by my very good friend Montague Butterworth, and he it was who persuaded
me you were the man best suited to Salamanca’s aims and ideals. My inclination, at that time, was to approach Jemima
Gibbon, Peadar Magee or Dame Matilda Fogg; but Montague Butterworth saw further and deeper and, with a
generosity rare among authors, hammered me until I got in line with his thinking. To him also, be it noted, I am
indebted for your address.
I am staying at Claridge’s, which, as you may know, is a hotel in London’s West End. If you will let me hear when a
call would be convenient I shall fix things accordingly.

This letter was signed Amadeo B. Frosch, and below the name, to clear up such obscurity as lingered in the
text, appeared the words: Director of the Department of Creative Writing and Allied Pursuits, Salamanca
University, Kentucky.
On first reading the communication, Timothy thought it must be yet another of Monty’s absurd and malicious
pranks. He did not believe that Salamanca University had moved to America, or that it would endeavor to teach
creative writing there if it had, or that any human being alive was really called Amadeo B. Frosch. An attempt to
conceive what the pursuits allied to creative writing could be merely caused his brain to spin. He had never heard
of Jemima Gibbon or Dame Matilda Fogg, and on the sole occasion of his meeting Peadar Magee, a bellicose
Hammersmith Gael ablaze with Celtic jewelry, it had been through Monty’s introduction.
At the same time, it was a feature of contemporary life that nothing, however extravagant, could be quite ruled
out as impossible, particularly if emanating from America. He decided to telephone to Claridge’s and find out if
Dr. Frosch existed at all. The hotel admitted possessing a Dr. Frosch from Salamanca but thought he wished to be
left undisturbed; it was the case with Dr. Frosch more often than not. Would caller speak to Mrs. Frosch? Caller
said Dr. Frosch had particularly asked him to ring. Then, the hotel said doubtfully, let us have a try. It buzzed the
extension for some little time before anyone took off the receiver, and when at last it happened, no sound
whatever came down the wire. Speaking into the void, Timothy announced who he was; but his words were
received in silence, a silence that yet was alive and full of anguish.
“Is Dr. Frosch there, please? From Salamanca University?”
The silence persisted, eerie as the hush in a rain forest. Then gradually a coughing and a moaning arose, as if in
that forest far overhead myriad feathery boughs and hanging lianas were agitated by a passing squall. All that was
distinguishable was a faint little mutter of “Aw … Umm …” before the receiver went down with a crash, as if
some decaying forest giant had collapsed.
Hardly was the mysterious episode at an end and Timothy’s own receiver put back than the telephone rang
again, with a telegram for him from London. It had been handed in at a West End branch and, said the clerk, the
text was evidently corrupt, but she would pass it on to him in exactly the form it was received, as post office rules
obliged her to do.
LAPOGIZE STOP

she spelled out
IS MY FACE RED BUT VIGOROUS DYNAMIC DEAN NOW CABLES CW AND AP CHAIR THROWN OUT
STOP YOU HAVE TO CONSIDER MY LETTER AS NOID AND VULL STOP SWAY IT GOES SALAMANCA
WISE STOP WEEPLY REGRET DEPLORE YOUR DEMENTAPPOINTMIS BUT SHORTLY AUF FUGGLES
MILL WIT NEW ATTRACTOR IVE ODDER STOP BEEREST CORDIAL END AMADEO FROSCH.
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx

“I expect you would like a confirmation,” said the clerk. Timothy found Monty still in the drawing room, deep in
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conversation with Delilah, and saw from their looks that he had been their subject. The mystery of Dr. Frosch was
partly explained at once.
“He drinks,” Monty said. “He is alive to the beauty of the world but cannot blind himself to its horror. So he
reaches for the bottle. He calls it his Problem, so that he need not think about it. His wife goes shoplifting. She
calls it her Protest, so that he dare not object.”
“Charming people you know!”
“They are delightful,” Monty said. “I fear that you are in danger of becoming that odious thing, a rightthinking man. It goes with affluence and is all a part of your folie de grandeur.”
“And this crazy notion he had? He says you put him up to it.”
“Well, we must find you a niche, now that your literary career is ended. And Frosch’s scheme was no wilder
than most. Sunk in your dreams you have no idea of what goes on in the world. The American universities are
madly taking us up. There are dozens more like Frosch over here at present, all doing the most improbable things.
They bustle madly to and fro, like ants in their seeming purposefulness and private confusion. And—mark this
well—they have pots of money to play with.”
“But did you really imagine I would ever consider it?”
“You will have to do something,” Monty said. “If Delilah is to eat.”
“You are very concerned about Delilah, it seems.”
“Well, yes, I am,” Monty agreed. …
224.172 Excerpt from Solomon’s Seal\fn{by Ralph Hammond Innes (1913-1998)} Horsham, West Sussex, England,
United Kingdom (M) 14
It all began so quietly, so very ordinarily—a routine job, something any junior in an estate agent’s office could
have handled. The only difference that morning was that my mood did not match the brightnesss of the day. I was,
in fact, in an odd frame of mind when I arrived at the house, the girl I had been living with married to a farmer,
myself turned forty, and now the very real prospect of being out of a job.
The instructions to sell the contents of The Passage, River Road, Aldeburgh, had come from Rose, Walker &
Chandler, a London firm of solicitors based on Chelmsford. They also wanted an indication of the market value of
the house itself. I had glanced at their letter briefly, lying on the beach after a swim. The contents of the house
were the property of a Mr. Timothy Holland, whose family they had acted for over many years. He was now
seriously ill and had been moved into a nursing home. During his illness he had apparently been looked after by
an unmarried sister, so that I was expecting to be greeted by a faded spinster as I stood there on the doorstep in the
blazing sun.
It was four years since I had started working for Browne, Baker & Browne, always with a partnership in mind,
and now that one of them had died suddenly the vacancy had gone to Sam Baker’s nephew. Maybe he did have a
better education and London auction room experience, but it was still plain bloody nepotism, and that’s what I had
told the senior partner when I had stormed in to see him the night before. It hadn’t exactly helped, my temper
getting the better of me and the old man sitting there like a half-poisoned owl, peering at me over his glasses and
informing me, very coldly, that a partnership was out of the question, I hadn’t the right temperament.
Half my life gone and nothing to show for it—just an old car, an older boat, a few nice pieces of furniture and
some stamps. No education, no qualifications, no bloody future, and now this piddling little contents sale thrust on
me because Packer was in hospital, a listing and valuation job any junior clerk in the office could have done. I
jabbed my finger on the bell, feeling hot and sticky with salt after my bathe. There was no passage anywhere to
explain the name on the brick porch, and the house itself was little more than a glorified bungalow, much like its
neighbours except that the paint was peeling from the window frames and there was a general air of neglect. This
did not extend to the front garden, however, which was full of roses and carefully tended. The door opened, and a
woman’s voice said,
“Mr. Packer?”
“No, my name’s Roy Slingsby.” And when I explained that Packer was in hospital and I had come in his place,
she thanked me for keeping the appointment.
“Come in, please.”
I couldn’t see her very clearly, the hallway dark after the glare of the sun. In any case, it was the contents I had
come to catalogue, and my eyes went immediately to a wooden carving on a rather ornate mahogany side table. I
couldn't place the design of it, which annoyed me, for I was certain I had seen something like it quite recently on a
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commemorative issue.
“Where would you like to begin?”
“Oh, here will do,” I said, putting my briefcase down on the table.
“This figure”—I bent forward to examine it—“African?”
“No. South West Pacific.” She had one of those gentle, implacable voices, a slight huskiness in it, and I
thought I detected a certain hostility, as though she hadn’t yet come to terms with her brother’s absence, the
protective instinct still strong. “I think it’s from the Mortlocks, or maybe New Britain—I can’t remember. Does it
say on the bottom?”
I picked it up and turned it over. A small square of paper had been gummed to the base, and in tiny, spidery
writing, the ink faded and slightly smudged, I could just make out the words: Gift from Rev. G. Robinson, Rabaul
1908.\fn{The area involved was a British colony between 1883 (unofficially; it acquired Protectorate status in 1884) and 1949, but it was
administered by the British government (as British New Guinea) directly only until 1906, further responsibilities in this part of the island of
New Guinea devolving on Australia:H}

“Yes, that’s right,” she said as I read it out to her. “New Britain—Rabaul is in New Britain.” She sounded illat-ease, as though conscious that her resentment of my intrusion was uncalled for.
“They belonged to my grandfather. I’m afraid they’re—well, a little crude, if you see what I mean. But
exciting.” She gave a quick, nervous laugh. “I wouldn’t like to have to sell them. They’re all I’ve got left …”
Her voice trailed away on a note of sadness, or was it something else? The atmosphere of the house was
strangely oppressive. The carving was in some black heavy wood not unlike ebony, but rougher, perhaps ironwood, and it was certainly crude, the frightening features elongated to what was almost a beak and an exaggerated
phallus equally long.
“This isn’t the only one you have, then?”
“No.”
I hesitated, looking down at it and wondering at the primitive mind that had carved this travesty of the human
figure. It both repelled and fascinated, so that I guessed it was good of its kind, and now that I knew where it had
come from, I could remember seeing similar carvings in the junk shops of Singapore. She must have sensed my
reaction, for she said hesitantly,
“You think it’s valuable, do you?”
I looked at her then, seeing her eyes staring at me, dark-ringed and very large in the gloom of the hallway, her
face framed in a frizzy cap of golden-red hair that was almost orange and matched the freckles on her clear skin.
She wore no make-up, her mouth a tight defensive line and her nose oddly flattened as though it had been broken
at some time.
“Look, Miss Holland,” I said, feeling the need to reassure her, “it’s entirely up to you what you sell and what
you keep. You say it’s not to go on the list and it won’t.”
And then, out of curiosity, I asked her how many of them she had. She shook her head a little awkwardly.
“I can’t remember. I stored some of them away in a trunk in the loft. If you want to see them … it’s very dusty,
I’m afraid. I haven’t had time to go up there for so long. But I suppose, if they’re valuable …”
“No,” I said. “I don’t think they’re valuable, just interesting. If it was a case of insurance, or you did decide to
include them in the sale, then I think I would advise an expert opinion. Primitive art of this sort is a specialised
field, and I haven’t the faintest idea what they’re worth.” I put the carved figure back in its place.
“I’ll exclude them, shall I?” I was certain that was what she wanted, though she was very hesitant, thinking it
over a few moments before she finally gave a quick, decisive nod.
“Yes. I wouldn’t want them to go for next to nothing at a local sale. It will be a local sale, won’t it?”
“Yes, Ipswich probably. Or we may feel we could get a better price by putting the furniture into our Chelmsford auction room.”
I had already glanced through into the sitting room, my eyes, accustomed now to the gloom, taking in the worn
chintz covers, the threadbare carpet, the rather sparse furniture and the absence of antiques. It was all downmarket stuff, and I hoped she wasn’t relying on the sale to support her brother in the nursing home for long.
“And those carvings, they would go to London?”
“I would think so.”
“Good, then I can always change my mind, if I have to.”
“So long as you can find somebody to house them in the meantime.”
I said it jokingly, but her eyes remained large and serious, and she didn’t smile. I opened my briefcase and got
out my clipboard.
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“Now, if you care to leave me to work steadily through the house from room to room, I’ll make the inventory.”
“And you’re valuing everything, aren’t you?” When I told her it was only a rough valuation, she said,
“So long as I have some idea what we can expect to get out of the sale.”
She stood there for a moment longer, staring past me into the sitting room, a withdrawn look on her face, so
that I didn’t know whether she was regretting the need to part with treasured possessions, which is something one
gets used to in this business, people feeling the accumulation of inanimate objects as somehow personal to themselves, or whether she was thinking of her brother and mentally trying to equate the sale proceeds to the nursing
home charges.
“Well, I’ll leave you to get on with it,” she added, suddenly making an effort at brightness.
“It won’t take me very long,” I said. “Two hours, maybe.”
She left me then, a slim figure in jeans, her movements quick and decisive. She was younger than I had
expected and somehow disturbing, an impression that stayed with me as I got down to the job of listing the
contents. Normally I dealt with the agricultural side, and it was some time since I had handled this sort of a sale. I
had never liked it. Almost always there is some female member of the family hanging possessively around as you
prepare the catalogue, and either they are emotionally upset at the loss of familiar things that have become dear to
them over the years or else they are there as predators, trying to figure out just how much it is going to cost them
to get their hands on old Aunt So-and-So’s cherished table, desk, commode, whatever it is. Here it was somewhat
different in that, except for the carvings and some of the pictures, the contents were mostly functional and not
items anyone could become greatly attached to. But all the time I was working on the inventory I was conscious
of the presence of that young woman in the house, and it was a strangely disconcerting presence. She made hardly
a sound, and yet all the time I was working steadily round the down stair rooms, I was aware of her being there in
the house with me. And the house itself, it had an unpleasantly sombre atmosphere, so that I found myself
thinking about the man who was the cause of the sale, the man who had been ill here and was now in a home. It
was as though something of his personality still lingered, or else the pain of his suffering. This brooding presence,
this sense of something hanging over the house—it was in such startling contrast to the happy brilliance of the day
outside. And in every room there were those bizarre carvings.
I was in the dining room when I heard the clatter of the loft ladder. I had the cutlery out on the table, all of it
EPNS\fn{Electroplated Nickel Silver} and badly worn, and I stood there wondering what it was she had hidden up
there. But there was no sound of movement, everything very still, and I got back to the inventory, anxious only to
get out of the house, back into the sunshine.
By the time I started upstairs she was in the kitchen and the loft ladder was back in place. The larger of the two
bedrooms had obviously been her brother’s. There was a swing table, and the bed had an invalid rest against the
headboard. The hospital aroma of sickness and medicine still lingered. There were no wood carvings in that room,
but the pictures on the wall attracted my attention. They were bright primitive paintings of palms and flat calm
seas, also faded photographs of ships that looked like small trading schooners taken against towering junglecovered mountains. The room seemed different then, my mood changing as 1 realised that the sick man belonged
to a world I only knew in my imagination. The pictures, those carvings—the South West Pacific, she had said. Of
course, the carvings were like the designs on some of the Papua New Guinea stamps. I no longer felt depressed,
only curious that the family should have abandoned such a colourful world for England and this wretched little
house, which now had an exotic feel to it, wild relics of a dead past cocooned in an almost suburban wrapping. I
had moved to the smaller bedroom and was staring at a large wooden mask hanging on the wall above the bed
when her voice startled me:
“I thought you might like some refreshment, Mr. Slingsby.”
I turned to find her standing in the doorway, a tray of tea in her hands, some books under her arm, and for the
first time I saw her clearly, illumined by the sunlight pouring through the window. The hair and the freckles really
did match, and her eyes, which were large and brown and slightly prominent, were fixed on me in a most
disturbing way. She was no longer dressed in jeans. She had changed into a cotton frock, green and quite plain,
her small breasts thrusting at it in a very demanding way.
“Thank you,” I said quickly. “Some tea would be great.”
I was staring at her, conscious of her figure, everything about her. Conscious, too, of the effect she was having
on me. It wasn’t just her youth, or even the protruding breasts, that extraordinary cap of brilliantly coloured hair
now catching the sun. It was something much more powerful, a deep current passing between us, so that I just
stood there watching her as she crossed to the dressing table, put down the tray and laid the books carefully beside
it.
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“Milk?” she asked, and I nodded, feeling overwhelmed and at the same time a little ridiculous at being
dumbfounded by something I’d never experienced before. In an effort to pull myself together, I said,
“This is your bedroom, is it?”
“Yes.” She had turned and was smiling at me, the full lips turned up at the corners, a glint of laughter in her
eyes. “You’re wondering how I can go to bed with that dreadful face hanging over me.” The smile broadened, a
flash of long, very white teeth.
“You must think my taste very odd, but I’ve lived with them all my life. They remind me of the world I used to
know.” She turned her head, staring out of the window towards the sea. “It made life more bearable.”
Her voice, intense and tinged with nostalgia, was husky, barely above a whisper. Then she seemed to collect
herself, bending quickly to pour the tea.
“Do sit down. It’s very hot and you haven’t stopped—” She stood for a moment, the cup in her hand, staring
out of the window.
“You can see the sea up here. It’s the only room in the house that looks out to the sea. Sugar?”
I shook my head, looking round for somewhere to sit other than the bed. There was nowhere except the
dressing table stool. She handed me my cup and, having poured her own, perched herself on the broad window
ledge. Seeing her there against the light, she seemed like something caged in and on the verge of flight, her hair in
the sunlight red-bronze, like a burnished helmet. There was a long silence as she sat there drinking her tea and
staring out of the window.
“I had a bathe before I came here,” I said. “It must be nice living so close to the sea.” She nodded abstractedly.
“I used to swim, once. But my father was a sick man, and then Tim came back. I never had time after that.”
And she added almost harshly,
“My brother was paralysed, you see.” There was another silence. Then she said very quickly, “It’s been a long
time and now he’s dying.” I thought perhaps she wanted to talk about it, and almost without thinking I asked her
what he was dying of.
“Sorcery.”
She said it so quietly, so matter-of-factly, that I thought for a moment I must have misheard her. But then she
added, still in the same tone of voice as though she were talking about something as common as cancer.
“As a kiap—a patrol officer—he had a lot of experience of that sort of thing. Of course, the doctor says it’s the
effect of the accident, some sort of stroke following the spinal injury. But I told him it wasn’t that.” She gave a
nervous little giggle.
“It was really very funny, his face. Sorcery! Dammit, the silly little man thought I was out of my mind. He
started prescribing sleeping pills, pain killers, all that rubbish. Not that it mattered, no doctor’s going to cure him
of sorcery or enter that on a death certificate, is he? Not here in England. But that’s what it’ll be. Tim’s had a
death wish put on him, and he knows it.” I stared down at my inventory, feeling confused and wondering to what
extent she was suffering from shock.
“He was a patrol officer, you say,” I heard myself murmur. “Was he in the Army then?”
“No, not the Army. Civil Administration. In the Goroka District. He was very badly injured and invalided
home.” She hesitated, but before I could ask her where Goroka was, she said,
“It’s been a long time, and now …” She shrugged. “With him gone, I feel a little lost.” Again that effort to
collect herself.
“You’re just about through now, aren’t you? This is the last room.”
“Unless there is anything of value in the loft that you want included in the sale.” She hesitated, then shook her
head.
“No, nothing.”
“Any jewellery you want disposed of?” She laughed.
“All that went long ago.” She fell silent, as though recollecting; then she gave a little sigh.
“Mother left me her things. They were beautiful, mostly native work. But they didn’t fetch much.” Her eyes
fell involuntarily to her hands, which were strongly formed and capable, the wrists slim and bare, no rings on the
short, broad fingers.
“I hated parting with them. But I kept the carvings.” She said it almost defiantly. “My grandfather gave them to
me, and I’ve nothing else to remember him by.” She sat there for a moment as though thinking about him. Then
she said,
“Do you have a safe in your office?”
“Yes.” I concentrated on my tea, wondering what was coming, still thinking about her brother and his
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mysterious illness.
“I was hoping perhaps you’d have room for these two albums.”
She nodded to the books on the dressing table. They were old leather-bound volumes with metal clasps.
“Yours?” I asked, not quite certain on whose authority the sale was being made. There was a momentary
hesitation; then she said,
“Yes. Yes, I suppose they are now.” She was staring towards the sea again. And then, as though conscious that
she had been speaking as if her brother were already dead, she went on quickly,
“They were among his things when he was sent home. He couldn’t speak at all then, but I knew they were
important. We were very close, you see. And then Jona wrote—that’s my elder brother—he said if Tim ever
recovered, he thought he’d want to make some enquiries about them. So I kept them here, hidden in the loft.”
“What are they, diaries?” I asked.
“No. Stamps. It’s a collection of stamps.”
I didn’t say anything for a moment, the collector’s instinct suddenly taking hold, a feeling of excitement. Only
once before in the years since I had switched from marine engine salesman to estate agent had the job given me
the opportunity to acquire a collection direct from the owner. My eyes were fastened on the albums, wondering
what was inside those battered leather covers. They looked Victorian, in which case there could be some early
GBs. But this was a young woman I was dealing with, not a business man.
“You could put them in the bank,” I said, “or it might be better to let the solicitors hold them.” She shook her
head, those large, prominent eyes of hers staring at me intensely.
“I’d rather you kept them,” she said. It was an odd request.
“Why? If they’re valuable …”
“It isn’t that—though I wondered, of course, when things became really difficult. Anyway, I didn’t know how
to go about selling them, and there was never any time …” She hesitated, still staring at me, but her gaze had
turned inward.
“No. I just want to know they’re safe, that’s all. I don’t want them in the house any more.” That husky voice of
hers was low-pitched now, almost a whisper, her thoughts a little disconnected.
“Something Jona wrote in a letter. I keep on remembering. He’s never been much of a letter writer, too
wrapped up in his ship. He did write to me about Tim’s future. I’d cabled him about the nursing home charges, but
even then his letter was all about the need for an engine overhaul, which meant Australia and no cargo earnings.
It’s very expensive running a ship, I know, but—” There was a long pause, and then she suddenly looked at me
again and said,
“But about those stamps, he did write that Tim had been very excited when he discovered them. I don’t know
why. That was just after the accident, and I couldn’t get any sense out of Tim, of course.” Her eyes went to the
window again. Another, longer pause; then she said,
“You’ve got to remember he wasn’t very coherent. There was brain damage as well. That’s why I put them in
the loft. I thought he might suddenly want them. He had moments when he could communicate, after a fashion.
But he was very strange, very unpredictable. About a fortnight ago, just before I finally persuaded the nursing
home to take him—they’re some sort of charitable hangover from colonial days and very choosy, it seems, about
whom they take—he suddenly seemed to want to see them again, and when I brought them down to him, he lay
staring at them most of the day. Then he suddenly lost interest. He was like that.” Her voice was very low, falling
almost to a whisper.
“If ever I catch up with the man who did that to him, I’ll kill him.”
It was said so quietly, without emotion, in the same matter-of-fact way she had mentioned sorcery. If she had
said it wildly, I could have put it down to her being overwrought. But she wasn’t overwrought or in any way
hysterical. She just sat there, making a flat statement, and that made it all the more frightening. I didn’t know what
to say.
“Can I have a look at the albums?”
“Yes, of course.” Her eyes were staring past me at the mask above the bed, her tone offhand.
I put down my cup and picked the albums up. They were identical, measuring about eight inches by five, the
leather dark green, almost black, and very thick, the clasps gilt, two to each album, and the hinges damaged. The
pages were loose-leaved, a heavy cartridge paper, the stamps carefully presented, sometimes only one to a page,
sometimes complete sets. Many of them were unused, and in the case of the sets most of them were overprinted
SPECIMEN. No early GBs, no Queen’s heads, virtually the whole collection devoted to views, ships, a sprinkling
of animals, and all about the turn of the century. Nothing very early and every stamp stuck down, which was a
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pity.
The first volume I looked through contained nothing but Canadian provincials and Australian states. There was
a Specimen set of Tasmanian scenes which was particularly attractive, and the last two pages were taken up with
what looked like proofs. But it was the second volume that interested me, an exclusively island collection; Malta,
Papua, North Borneo, Samoa, Tonga, Bermuda, Cook Island, Jamaica—ships, canoes, galleys, coats of arms,
island scenes, and in the case of Samoa a page of the EXPRESS stamps. There was a nice Specimen set of Turks
and Caicos to the full 3s. value, all with ships, and a very battered imperforate stamp, blue with a white sailing
ship and the script letters LMCL underneath, stuck to the centre of the page so that it caught my eye. It was pencancelled and rang some faint bell in my memory.
“Well?” she asked as I sat looking at it, trying to remember an island that had issued a stamp with no
designation on it, only a monogram. “I read somewhere that old stamps had kept pace with inflation.” I nodded.
“Better than most things. But I couldn’t give you even a rough idea what these are worth, not till I’ve checked
them through with the catalogue. Even then, I won’t be certain because of their condition.”
“I think my brother realised we were short of money. That day when he lay there staring at them, I was helping
him over his lunch—” She stopped there, a muscle in her cheek twitching at the memory.
“I don’t know whether I understood him right, but I thought he tried to tell me they would be worth a lot to
somebody.” I thought she meant a collector, or a dealer, and I said,
“I think I should warn you they won’t fetch anything like the catalogue price. It’s an interesting little
collection, well arranged, but I don’t think there’s anything very rare, and none of them are in mint condition.
They’re stuck down, you see. Mint condition requires that the original gum on the back be intact.”
“I see.” She frowned. “You’re not a stamp dealer, are you?”
“No, but I collect them.” And I told her how as a kid I had used any money that came my way to buy
pictorials.
“They were quite cheap then, and it was a sort of displacement activity, I suppose, a world in which I could
forget that my parents were at each other's throats and only staying together on account of me. Lately I’ve been
taking advantage of the rise in market values to switch into line-engraved issues, concentrating on Great Britain
and the Caribbean, islands like Antigua, St. Kitts, St. Vincent, Turks and Caicos.”
“So you know some of the dealers?”
“Two or three, yes. When I get the chance, I buy at auctions. It’s usually cheaper at auction.” I hesitated, not
sure what she wanted.
“Would you like me to get a valuation for you?” And as I said it, I knew it had been prompted by a desire to
see her again.
“Could you?” She was silent a moment, thinking about it. “Thank you, yes. I’d be very glad if you would.”
It was as easy as that, and feeling slightly pleased with myself, I finished my tea and picked up the clipboard.
Knowing something of her circumstances now, I said,
“Is there anything else—anything I’ve missed—that you want either included in the sale or else for me to value
for you while I’m here?”
“No, I don’t think there’s anything else. Just about everything that’s left belongs to Tim, I suppose. I don’t own
very much now except my clothes.” And she added,
“There was a time when we were quite well off, but when my father finally died—” She hesitated. “I knew
he’d been financing Jona, but not the extent of it. There wasn’t much left for Tim except the house, and these last
two years I’ve sold off what I could. There’s nothing of any real value here now. Can I give you some more tea?”
I thanked her, studying the inventory as she refilled my cup. The contents I had listed wouldn’t fetch enough to
keep him very long, even if the nursing home was charity-run, and to get her mind off the subject of finance, I
asked her about the carvings.
“Was it your grandfather who collected them?”
“My great-uncle.”
“He was a missionary, was he?” I was thinking of the label on the base of that wooden figure downstairs. She
seemed amused.
“No, he was the black sheep of the family. An inveterate liar, that’s how my grandfather described him. But he
wouldn’t talk about him, except once long ago I remember he said his brother had got into some sort of trouble.
He shipped out on a wool ship to Australia and wasn’t heard of again for several years. Then he suddenly turned
up in England boasting he owned an island and some schooners and had become king of a lot of cannibals in a
world where they believed their ancestors were butterflies.” She gave a little shrug. “My grandfather was always
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reminiscing about people with strange backgrounds, so I didn’t take much notice. I was a child at the time, but I
liked the bit about the butterflies.”
“It was his brother, then, who gave him the carvings?”
“Yes, his younger brother Carlos.”
“And he gave him the carvings to convince him of his improbable story, I suppose.” She laughed.
“No, I think he just left them with Grandpa so they’d be safe. I’ve often wondered about that, whether he had
some sort of premonition. He was drowned, you see, on his way back to the Pacific. He had come to England to
raise money for the purchase of a steamship and was drowned when it sank.” And when I asked her where it had
sunk, she said,
“In the Pacific, somewhere east of Papua. But God knows where. There weren’t any survivors. He had named
her the Holland Trader.” And she added,
“It happened a long time ago, in 1911. Sad, isn’t it?” She turned her head from the window and smiled at me.
“That’s all I ever got out of my grandfather. He wouldn’t talk about him. The subject was taboo. So maybe
you’re right. Maybe Carlos Holland did bring those carvings home to prove he was telling the truth for once.”
And she added in that husky whisper.
“I think of him sometimes. An odd name, Carlos—for an Englishman. And the man himself a complete
mystery. If only he had kept a diary.”
“Is that why you’ve hung on to the carvings?” She nodded.
“It’s teasing to know so little—no letters, nothing; just those carvings, and the stamps. You’ll find his name
inside the albums.” I thought her interest in the man was the natural reaction of somebody whose life had been
very restricted, but then she said,
“Strange I should still have relics of his world, and nothing left of my grandfather’s. He had marvellous things
—native headdresses and spears. But they were all left behind when my father sold Kuamegu. I can only dimly
remember them now, and the brilliance of the poinsettias, the women with their bare pointed breasts and the men
wearing nothing but a few broad grass fronds—arse grass, we called it—hanging from a waist cord.” She gave
that little shrug and got to her feet.
“It was all very primitive, wonderfully colourful.” She began gathering up the tea things. “You have finished,
haven’t you?”
“Yes.” I was thinking how wrong I had been, her background so very different from my own. “You were born
out there?”
“At Kuamegu, yes. It was a coffee plantation in the Highlands about five thousand feet up in the Chimbu
country.” She stood there for a moment, very still.
“Buka wasn’t the same, hot and humid, always raining. And living at Madehas …” She turned away.
“After Mother was killed, we came here. That was something different again, and when you’ve no money—”
She stopped abruptly, gave a little self-derisory laugh and picked up the albums.
“I don’t know why I’m talking to you like this. Stupid of me. I’ll get these wrapped up.”
She left me then, and I sat there for a moment, the clipboard on my knee, wondering where Buka was, what
part of the Pacific she had been talking about. Doing my National Service in Singapore as a junior officer on
landing craft, I had had just a glimpse of the Pacific, the only exciting bit of travel I had ever managed to achieve,
and here was this strange young woman talking about it as though the Pacific islands were more home to her than
England.
What would she do now? If I ever catch up with the man … those shocking words came suddenly back to me.
But with her brother to support, the sale of the contents wouldn’t get her out to the Pacific, and from what she had
said I guessed the house itself was mortgaged. I wasn’t certain what age she was—late twenties, early thirties, it
was difficult to tell. And the way she had looked, sitting there, staring out at the sea. If she intended going back,
then the stamps were her only hope, and as I got to my feet, I was wondering whether I could find the money to
buy them from her. Stuck down like that, they couldn’t be worth more than £200 or £300.
I put the clipboard in my briefcase and stood staring out of the window at the sea. It was milky calm, the
horizon lost in haze. I thought of all the times she must have stood here in her bedroom looking out at it, and at
night in moonlight, longing to be away. If it had been anybody else, if she hadn’t talked like that, then I could
have made her an offer for those stamps and she would probably have taken it. I don’t know why I wanted them
so badly. It wasn’t the stamps themselves. I had some of them already, and the others I could have bought from
Josh Keegan or one of the other dealers in the Strand. No, it was something in the careful way they had been stuck
into those albums, the planned choice of subjects, almost as though there had been some purpose in collecting just
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those items and presenting them in that particular way.
I knew it was foolish of me. Even that second album didn’t contain a single stamp of the islands on which I
was now concentrating. But collecting is like that. You see something, and suddenly, for no apparent reason, you
want it. Would she take £400 for them? I could probably raise that much on a quick sale of some Penny Blacks.
But as I started down the stairs, I knew I couldn’t do it. Without a valuation it would be taking advantage of her,
and I had promised to get them valued. She was waiting for me at the bottom of the stairs, and as she saw me to
the door, handing me the albums neatly wrapped, all I said was:
“I’ll do what I can for you, Miss Holland. There's a member of my sailing club, a retired naval commander,
who deals in stamps. I’ll ask him to have a look at them. But please don’t bank on their being worth very much.”
She shook her head, and the light coming from the door showed a deep scar running back from behind her left ear
into the orange-red cap of hair.
“Of course not. I no longer expect anything to be made easy for me.” And then with a quick lift of her chin:
“I’ll find a way.” It was said to herself, not to me. She held out her hand.
“Thank you. I’m glad you came, you’ve been very kind.”
*
I was thinking about her, and about the way she had said, “I’ll find a way,” for most of the drive back to
Chelmsford. I just couldn’t get her out of my mind. I couldn’t think of any girl who had made such an instant and
deep impression on me, and God knows I’ve never been short of girlfriends. But it had always been physical
before. This wasn’t physical. I didn’t know what the hell it was. I’d read about people falling in love, but that was
in books. The real-life relationship was sex, the physical meeting of two bodies. It was what men and women
were all about.
But not this one. The impact had been entirely different, an emotional intensity, an emanation almost of
something totally alien to me, as though she had the power to project herself into my mind. It wasn’t her face, or
her figure, or even those extraordinarily prominent breasts that I was remembering now. It was the impression she
had made, her strange background, those dreadful words of hers and her face so set, and that reference to the
death certificate, talking of her brother as though he were already dead.
“You think your brother will die then?” I had asked her, and she had replied,
“Unless I can do something about it, get that death wish lifted.”
It seemed such nonsense, in the hot sun driving down the A12. But in that house, in her presence, talking to
her, it had all seemed real enough. And there were those two battered green albums lying on the seat beside me. It
was almost as though she were there herself, so powerful had been the impact of her personality.
That evening, instead of going down to the boat, I drove straight home, taking the albums with me. Great Park
Hall, at the end of almost a mile of dirt farm track, was a very lonely place, which was the reason the rent was
within my means. To call it a hall made it sound grander than it was; almost any old farmhouse in East Anglia can
be called a hall. It was, in fact, little more than a cottage full of centuries-old beams with the remains of a moat
taking up most of the overgrown garden. I was fending for myself now, and with a tankard of beer and some
chicken sandwiches I settled down to check the stamps against the catalogue.
My British Commonwealth catalogue was two years old, but at least it would give me a rough idea of what the
collection was worth. And as I worked through the albums page by page my excirement grew. I was the only
collector who had ever seen them, and whether she wanted to or not, I was certain she would sell them in the end.
She knew she’d have to. Why else had she wanted them valued? The question was, what was the fair price?
It took me just over two hours to list them. There were 247 stamps ranging in value from almost nothing up to
£65 for the Turks and Caicos Specimen set of nine sailing ship stamps. The total added up to £1,163, excluding
the proofs and the ship stamp with the script lettering LMCL.
By then the sun had set and the light was fading. I sat there for a long time, idly going through the thick pages
of the albums again, wondering what sort of figure a dealer would put on them. I thought perhaps half, or even a
third, of the catalogue value, for not only were the more valuable unused and Specimen stamps stuck down, but
many of them showed signs of discolouration, caused probably by damp.
I suppose it was the island scenes that started me dreaming of the Pacific. Ever since my Singapore days I had
wanted to see more of the Pacific. I didn’t switch on the light but sat there in the half-dark, thinking about my own
future and what I should do if Rowlinson did offer me the job of looking after his Australian interests, something I
had been angling for even before I knew the partners weren’t going to let me in. He had rung me up two days ago,
saying his manager had finally promised him the figures for the Queensland station within a week. If that LCT I
had served on hadn’t poked its nose into the Pacific north of Indonesia, maybe I wouldn’t have been so pleased at
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the prospect of Australia. But my appetite had been whetted, and since then I hadn’t been out of England except to
sail my Folkboat across to Holland and spend a few days in the Dutch canals.
And that girl—she had spent most of her life out there. Very primitive, wonderfully colourful. I was
remembering the way she had said that, the nostalgic whisper of her voice. And now she was free. If I offered her
£500, would that be enough to take her where she wanted to go?
I switched on the light then and spent an hour running through the catalogue, searching for that stamp I hadn’t
been able to identify. I had an uneasy feeling that it might be valuable, even though it was spoilt by an ink
cancellation; also, it was slightly creased and appeared to have been cut into at the top right-hand corner: I even
tried an old Stanley Gibbons World Catalogue, concentrating all the time on the islands of the Pacific, but in the
end I had to give it up. I just couldn’t find it. Nor could I identify the proofs, which were printed in black on thick
paper and showed what looked like a seal in a rectangular frame and also the frame separately.
*
It was not until Sunday evening that I was finally able to contact Tubby Sawyer. He had been north along the
coast as far as the Deben estuary for a few days, and I called across, inviting him over for a drink, as he drifted up
on the tide to his moorings. He was a short, stout man with blue seaman’s eyes in a round, babyish face, and
coming alongside in his tiny plastic dinghy, he looked like a frog balanced precariously in the cup of a waterlily.
“And to what do I owe the doubtful pleasure of being offered a gin on your old Folkboat?” he asked, squeezing
himself in through the hatch and lowering his heavy bottom into the space at the head of the only berth. He wore a
tattered blue sweater, oily jeans, and his bare toes were poking out of his salt-stiff deck shoes.
“First time this season.” He grinned at me, leaning frayed woollen elbows on the makeshift table. “There must
be a catch in it.”
“There is,” I said. “I want you to value some stamps for me.”
“Free of charge, I suppose.”
“Of course.” And I explained about Miss Holland’s circumstances as I poured him his pink gin.
“Any particular period?”
“Victorian, most of them.” I gave him his drink and put the albums down in front of him.
“See what you think. There’s one I haven’t been able to identify, and where there’s just one stamp to the page
like that, it makes them look important even if they aren’t.” He sat there for a moment gazing at the worn leather
covers with their gilt fastenings.
“These are the sort of albums Victorian ladies used for drawing miniatures, writing poems, pressing flower
collections, that sort of thing.” I poured myself a drink and watched him as he opened first one, then the other,
leafing quickly through the loose pages.
“You’re right about the period, anyway. The end of Queen Victoria’s reign, most of them stamps in issue in the
late eighteen hundreds, and all of them stuck down tight.” He shook his head sadly. “Still, it’s probably better than
if they were hinged with gummed strips from the sheet margin, a very common practice in those days.”
He turned to the island album and began going through it slowly, page by page, until he came to the blue stamp
with LMCL below the ship. He paused there and sipped his drink.
“This the one you couldn’t identify?” And when I nodded, he said,
“Try Trinidad. The ‘Lady McLeod.’ Its value may surprise you.”
I sat down on the berth opposite him, watching his face, which was lit by the evening sun slanting in through
the open hatch. He was turning the pages again, and I couldn’t be sure from his expression whether the stamp
would put the collection beyond my reach. He came to the end and lit a cigarette, leaning back, his eyes half
closed.
“Well?” I asked.
“Don’t be so impatient. I haven’t finished yet.” He smiled. “But it’s interesting—very. I’ll tell you why in a
minute.”
And he leaned forward again and began working his way through the second volume. It was so quiet on board
I could hear the ticking of the ship’s clock and the gurgle of the tide making against the bows; And then, when he
came to the proofs, he held the two loose leaves up to catch the light, peering at them closely.
“Do you use a magnifying glass when you’re charting?”
“Yes, do you want it?”
“Please.” I found it for him, and he went over those last two pages again, examining the proofs through the
glass.
“Know anything about the person who put this little collection together?” He seemed quite excited.
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“A little,” I said. “But I’d rather hear what you think first.” He hesitated, the corners of those bright blue eyes
crinkling.
“Want me to stick my neck out, do you? All right, but tell me something first. This client of yours who’s had
such a poor time of it, does she want to sell, or don’t you know yet?”
“I think that would depend on the price,” I said cautiously. He laughed.
“I never doubted you were a good agent, Roy, but don’t get too excited. We’re not dealing with the earlies
here, no Mauritius or other rarities, except for the ‘Lady McLeod.’ Put it this way, is she after a quick cash sale, or
is she going to send them to auction? You can tell me that, surely.” And he added, “At auction, as you very well
know, it could take four months, even longer, before she got her money.”
“Are you interested in them personally, then?” I hadn’t expected that. He hesitated, then said,
“Yes. Yes, I think I might be. Not because of the value of the stamps, but because of the collection as a
collection. It has a distinct curiosity value.”
“How do you mean?”
“You’ve looked through it. Didn’t anything strike you?” I nodded.
“New Zealand and those Australian states, you’d expect a man living somewhere in the South Pacific to collect
them. But there are Canadian provincials as well, a lot of Newfoundland. And most of them unused, so it looks as
though he visited the eastern seaboard of Canada, maybe traded there.”
“It’s possible.” But he sounded doubtful. “My guess is he simply wrote for them so that he could see what they
were like.” He picked up the last two pages and turned them round so that I could see them.
“Know what these are?”
“Proofs,” I said. “But it did occur to me they might be fakes.”
“Look again.” And he pushed one of the pages towards me.
I bent forward, examining once again the two little rectangles of thick yellowish paper, one showing the frame
of the stamp, the other simply the unadorned shape of what looked like an Arctic or North Atlantic seal. On the
other page there was just the one rectangle of paper showing the seal inside the frame.
“Doesn’t anything strike you now?”
I shook my head. There was no value given, no indication of country, the frame surround all black. He turned
the pages round, lost in thought as he stared down at them.
“I’m not quite sure if they’re die or plate proofs. That’s why I wanted the magnifying glass. The whole
process, as you know, starts with the die, and it is from this original picture, engraved on the flat, that the roller
impression is taken by rocking it back and forth over the die under pressure. This transfer, or roller die, is then
used to transfer the impression, again by rocking back and forth, on to the actual plate from which the final stamp
will be printed. Now, I think these are die proofs. That’s to say, they’re taken from the original flat engraving; in
the case of the one showing the seal inside the frame, both dies have been used on the same sheet of paper, the
proofs being struck off singly. They have that extra sharpness. If they were plate proofs, they would have been
taken from the plate itself after it had been hardened for printing the full sheet of stamps.” He leafed back through
the album, pausing several times. Finally he turned again to the pages with the proofs.
“Very interesting,” he mused. “The collection itself, I mean. As you say, no Queen’s heads. The stamps are all
of ships and views, with a sprinkling of animals. Recess or line-engraved printing, mostly Perkins Bacon, the first
printers of postal labels and specialists in line-engraving for banknotes.”
He leaned back, and I guessed I was in for one of his lectures. He loved giving tongue on the printing of
stamps, and though he could be very interesting on the subject, he always talked as though the other person knew
nothing at all about it.
“Perkins Bacon now. They produced the Penny Blacks of 1840, all our early stamps, the Penny Reds and
Twopenny Blues. Then De La Rue took over, printing by the letterpress process—surface printing. Not nearly as
attractive, and the colours harder. So anybody collecting stamps in the ordinary way at the turn of the century
would almost certainly have included some of the early line-engraved GBs.” He picked up his glass, which was
empty, and held it out to me.
“While you’re pouring another drink, you might fill me in on the background, or didn’t you ask her?”
“About the man who made the collection?” He nodded.
“Carlos Holland. Was that his name? It’s on the fly leaf of ech album.”
“Why do you want to know about him?” I asked. “It can’t make any difference to the value of the stamps
surely.”
“I’m curious, that’s all. This isn’t an ordinary collection. I think he put it together because he was exploring
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design possibilities before ordering stamps he required for his own official use. He was probably a colonial
governor, somebody like that.
“And the die proofs at the end represent the design of his choice, is that what you’re saying?”
“Yes, that’s about it.”
“Well, I can tell you this, he wasn’t a colonial governor.” I reached for the gin bottle and the angostura. “But
you’re right about the name.” And I passed on to him what little I had been told about Carlos Holland.
“So the ship was a total loss. It went down with all hands.”
“That’s what I understand.”
“Then he couldn’t have had this collection with him at the time. If he had, it would be at the bottom of the sea.
So how did it come into Miss Holland’s possession?”
“As I understand it, the albums were among her brother’s things when he was invalided home.”
“How did he come by them?”
“I’ve no idea.”
“Didn’t you ask her?”
“No.”
“Very odd,” he murmured, shaking his head. “This man Carlos Holland leaves a collection of carvings with his
brother, but not the stamps. And then, somewhere on his way out to the Pacific, at some port of call, he suddenly
decides to leave these albums ashore. And there’s something else,” he said, gazing abstractedly at the albums.
“What about the sheets?”
“Sheets?”
“Yes, the sheets,” he said almost irritably. “The printed sheets of the final stamp.” He looked up at me over his
tumbler.
“You say he owned some schooners and came back to England to add a steamship to his fleet. That suggests he
required stamps for the franking of mail carried in his vessels. So where are the sheets?”
“Presumably at the bottom of the sea.” He nodded, but I could see he was not wholly convinced.
“Very odd,” he said again. “And the design … I can only recall having seen two ship stamps, and like the
‘Lady McLeod’ stamp, they both carried the picture of the ship. This stamp doesn’t; the picture enclosed in the
frame is of a seal. Doesn’t that strike you as odd?”
“The collection includes quite a few stamps with ships on them.”
“Exactly. And he chooses a seal as his emblem. Seals don’t swim around coral reefs in the warm waters of the
South Pacific. Not the gray or Atlantic seal, which I think this is.” He gave a little sigh. “Pity the girl isn’t here to
answer a few questions.”
“I don’t think she’d be able to help you. She didn’t seem to know very much about the stamps. All she said
was that they were among Timothy Holland’s things when he arrived back in England and that another brother,
Jona Holland, wrote that he’d been very excited by the find.” He nodded.
“Well he might be if he knew anything about stamps.” He was silent for a while, sitting there staring at the
black impression of the proof.
“But no sheets,” he muttered. “I wonder …” He sat back, toying with his glass.
“If I’m right, then there must have been sheets of those stamps. I wonder where they are. Somebody must have
them.” He shrugged, closing the album slowly and with a certain reluctance.
“I think I’d better take this collection along to somebody who knows more about ship stamps than I do. Josh
Keegan is the best bet. And if he doesn’t know, he’ll tell me who to go to. I’ve a feeling … I’m not sure, mind
you, but I think a stamp rather like that die proof came up for sale at a Robson Lowe auction some years back.
Josh may have been at the sale.” He downed the rest of his drink and got to his feet.
“I’ve got to go now. Mind if I take the albums with me?” I hesitated, unwilling to let them go now that I knew
he was interested.
“Yes, of course,” I said. Obviously he couldn’t give me a valuation on the spot.
“Good.” He had noticed my hesitation and smiled.
“Don’t worry. I’ll take good care of them.” He picked up the albums, holding them out to me.
“Pop them in a polythene bag, will you? Don’t want to get them wet rowing ashore.” He had a supper date
with friends near Maldon and when he had seated himself carefully in his dinghy he looked up at me, his bright
eyes twinkling.
“I could have valued the collection off the cuff, made you an offer, and, given the girl’s circumstances, she’d
probably have accepted. Instead, I’m seeking expert opinion for you. Greater love hath no man.” He picked up the
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oars, and as I tossed the painter into the bows, he began to drift away on the tide.
“I’ll tell Josh to ring you direct if he’s anything of interest to report. Otherwise, I’ll come back to you myself
and make an offer for the lot.”
“You really want it then?” He nodded, smiling at me like an amiable frog.
“Yes, I do. First time I’ve ever had a collection in my hands that was made for the purpose of choosing a
design. Three or four days and I’ll hope to be back to you with that offer.”
“Well, see that it’s a fair one,” I said. He laughed, back-paddling against the tide, the plastic dinghy so low in
the water it looked on the verge of sinking.
“Suspicious bastard you are. Whatever the business ethics in your world, Roy, stamps are still a gentlemanly
occupation.” And with that he swung the little boat round and headed for the nearest landing pier.
*
As soon as I was home, I got out the catalogue and looked up Trinidad. There it was, the first Crown Colony
stamp listed, a 5c. blue. A note underneath read:
The “Lady McLeod” stamps were issued in April, 1847, by David Bryce, owner of the S. S. Lady McLeod, and sold
at five cents each for the prepayment of the carriage of letters by his vessel between Port of Spain and San Fernando.
Used examples are pen-cancelled or have a corner skimmed off.

The value of it unused was given as £6,000, used £2,000.
I sat there staring at it for a long time. Even though the Holland stamp was used, or rather pen-cancelled, and
the condition of it not that good, it put the collection in a different class, quite outside my range. To buy it, I’d
have to sell most of my carefully acquired GB stamps. Either that or the boat.
I put it out of my mind after that, which wasn’t difficult since I was loaded with all Packer’s work. And on top
of that Rowlinson sent me the figures for Munnobungle, asking me for my comments as soon as possible.
It was not until the following Friday that I heard from Tubby, a formal letter that read:
Dear Mr. Slingsby,
I have now gone through the whole collection with a view to valuation. Excluding the “Lady McLeod” and xd the
die proofs on the last two pages, the theoretical value is £1,273 based on the latest Stanley Gibbons catalogue. Bearing
in mind their condition, my estimate of the actual value is around £500—at auction they might well reach a little more,
equally they might fetch less.
The value of the die proofs is impossible to estimate. A copy of the actual stamp does exist, in deep blue, but it did
not go through the post in the normal way. It was apparently on a cover (i.e., envelope) which bore an Australian
postage-due stamp. In other words, the Australian postal authorities refused to accept it, regarding it as no more than a
private label. This cover was sold at a Robson Lowe auction about two years ago for £220, a high price considering it’s
an unknown and so had curiosity value only. Josh was at the sale and recalls that it was bought by a dealer handling
European accounts. In the circumstances, I think it fair to value the die proofs at the same figure.
As regards the “Lady McLeod” Trinidad ship stamp, this is more difficult to set a value on. In prime condition the
current value of a pen-cancelled example is put at £2,500. What this particular example would fetch at auction is
anybody’s guess, but Josh was quite prepared to give £550 for it, so I think £600 would be a fair valuation.
Thus, my valuation for the two albums is £1,320 and, as agreed, there is no charge for this.
I think it would be a great pity to break this collection up and sell the stamps piecemeal. I remain personally
interested in it as a curiosity and am prepared to offer £1,500 for the collection as it stands. Perhaps you would convey
this offer to Miss Holland. I do not honestly think she will do better than this, and I will keep the albums here in my
safe until I hear from you.
No sailing this week-end. I promised to go down for my son’s half-term.
Sincerely,
L. Sawyer

I did something then on the spur of the moment that was pretty daft. I wrote to Miss Holland telling her that I
was enclosing Commander Sawyer’s letter valuing the stamps and offering for them. And then I added that I was
personally interested as a collector and asked if I could drive over and see her as I might be able to offer her
slightly more.
To this day I don’t know how much I was motivated by my interest in the collection, how much by my desire
to see her again, and it was only after the letter had gone that I began to worry about raising the cash. But if
Rowlinson did decide to offer me the job in Australia, I would be selling the boat anyway, and that would more
than cover it.
*
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Almost a week passed, and no word from Miss Holland, nothing from Rowlinson, though I had sent him an
outline of my ideas for halting the losses on his Queensland property. And then, after a deadly dull morning
arguing with bureaucrats and tenants over rent increases for a row of tenement houses, I returned to the office to
find that Rowlinson’s secretary had phoned to say he would call at my home at 7 P.M. Also, Eric Chandler had
been trying to get me. The only business we had with Rose, Walker & Chandler at that moment was The Passage
valuation and sale of contents, and when I rang him back to point out that I had sent my rough estimate of the
current value of the house the previous week, he said,
“Yes, of course, and that’s all being dealt with.” He had a high-pitched East Anglian voice.
“But now we need her signature, and she’s disappeared. I wondered whether you could help me. You met her, I
take it, when you did the valuation?”
“Yes.”
“When was that?”
“About a fortnight ago.”
“Was she alone?”
“As far as 1 know.”
“I see.” There was a pause, and 1 asked him what exactly he had meant, saying she had disappeared.
“Gone away,” he said, “leaving no address. Most extraordinary. There’s a mortgage on the house, and we’re
negotiating with the mortgagors on the basis of your valuation. Obviously she can’t sell the property unless they
agree to termination and are satisfied there will be sufficient funds to cover everything as a result of the sale. And
now she’s gone. I had written to her twice—there’s no phone there, you see—and when she didn’t reply, I told one
of my staff who had to call on a client in Woodbridge yesterday to go on up to Aldeburgh and see her. She didn’t
answer the door, and when he enquired of the neighbours, he was told she had left. At least, they had seen her
leaving in a taxi with two large suitcases. That was on Saturday, and no forwarding address. He enquired of the
neighbours, the local shops, and checked with Aldeburgh Post Office. Milk and paper delivery had been stopped
and the bills paid. I thought you might be able to help.”
“In what way?”
“Well, I haven’t seen her since her father died. That was three or four years ago. You’ve met her recently, and I
was wondering whether she’d given you any indication she might be going away—to stay with a relative or
friends. She can’t have had an easy time of it these last few years, looking after that brother of hers. He was very
badly injured, you know. Now, can you help me at all?”
“I’m afraid not,” I told him. “I was expecting a letter from her myself, and she certainly didn’t say anything
about going away.”
“You talked to her, then?”
“For a short time, just before I left when she brought me some tea.” I started to tell him then about the wood
carvings and Carlos Holland, but he interrupted me.
“Yes, but what was her frame of mind? I’m just trying to decide whether I ought to do something about it. I
can’t ever remember a client going off suddenly like this without a word when we’re trying to get a mortgage
position cleared up. And it was at her request, I may say. But the point is this … well, life hasn’t exactly been a
bed of roses for her, first her father, then her brother—I wondered whether you’d been able to form any opinion of
her mental state. She’d no relatives in the country, nobody she can turn to, I do know that.”
“If you’re worried she may be suicidal,” I said, “you can forget it. That was not her mood at all.” And I added,
“She’s got another brother, I believe. Why not contact him? Presumably you have his address.”
“I don’t think that would help. He’s out in the Pacific somewhere.”
“Had she any money of her own at all, money she could use to fly out there?”
“I can’t answer that.” There was a pause, and then the high, crisp voice said,
“Well, thank you. Thank you very much for your help.” And he put the phone down.
There were a lot of papers piled on my desk, but it was difficult to concentrate, wondering if I had been
justified in declaring so categorically she was not in a suicidal state. Nothing in our conversation had indicated
that she had any friends in England, and though she apparently had the money to pay her bills and hire a taxi, that
didn’t mean she had enough to do whatever it was she had in mind. And here I was with a bid of £1,500, which I
had offered to increase, and no means of contacting her.
And then, just as I was packing up to leave, stuffing Rowlinson’s papers into my briefcase so that I could
refresh my memory before he came to see me that evening, the girl in the outer office rang through to say a Mr.
Berners was on the phone wanting to speak to me personally. I told her to find out what it was about, but she had
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already done that; all he would say was that a Miss Holland had told him to contact me.
I thought perhaps it was to give me her address, but when he was switched through, it was the stamps he was
interested in. He was a dealer, and he had heard from somebody in the trade there was a collection available that
included proofs of a stamp he thought might interest a client of his.
“When I go to see Miss Holland, I find she don’t have the collection any longer. You have it, so now I am
asking you what time tomorrow is convenient for me to see it.”
“When was it you saw Miss Holland?” I asked.
“On Thursday. Last Thursday afternoon.” He had an accent I couldn’t place, and it irritated me.
“How did you get her address?”
“From a Mr. Keegan who is making some enquiries of me. He made a note of it when he is asked to consider
the authenticity of the die proofs. So now, when can I see the proofs please?”
I remembered there had been a label with her name and address on the brown paper she had wrapped the
albums in and I had used the same wrapping before putting them in a plastic bag and giving them to Tubby.
“I am afraid the collection is not available for viewing here.”
“But you are handling the sale, Mr. Slingsby. If it is not with you, where is it please?”
“It’s being valued. My instructions at the moment do not go beyond obtaining a valuation.”
“I do not understand. Miss Holland tells me you are handling the sale for her and I must go to you to see the
proofs.”
“I think you misunderstood her.”
“No, I do not misunderstand her. She said to go and see Mr. Slingsby, and she gave me your address in
Chelmsford. So, if you are handling the sale, you cannot just tell somebody who is interested to go away. It is
your duty to co-oper-ate and make the collection available for anybody to view who wishes.”
“I don’t need to be told my duty,” I said sharply. A door slammed down the corridor, and I looked at my watch:
rush hour already.
“If you give me your address, Mr. Berners, I’ll be in touch with you as soon as I’ve contacted Miss Holland.”
“Do you have the valuation yet?” he asked.
“Yes,” I said. “And I also have a firm offer which I have passed on—”
“How much?”
“I’m afraid I can’t tell you that.”
“Okay then, the valuation. How much does your dealer friend value it at?” There was something about the way
he said “your dealer friend” that I didn’t like.
“I think you will have to ask Miss Holland that.”
“How can I? She is gone abroad, and I am asking you because you are handling the sale.”
“I am not handling the sale,” I repeated angrily, irritated beyond measure at his insistence. “All I have agreed
to do is obtain a valuation.” By that time his words had registered, and I asked him how he knew she had gone
abroad.
“She tell me, of course. She tell me when she said you would be selling the collection for her. Now, this dealer
friend of yours—he has valued the stamps and I take it also made the offer for them. In the circumstances, I think
you have to tell me one figure or the other. It would be most unethical for an agent to conceal a professional
valuation in order to prbtect his friend’s bid for a property. Eh, Mr. Slingsby? So, now you give me the figure
please.”
I was greatly tempted just to slam the phone down, but he was so obviously a trouble-maker it didn’t seem
worth it.
“All right,” I said, “the collection has been valued at one thousand three hundred and twenty pounds.”
“And the proofs? I am only interested, I think, in the die proofs. I take it he has valued them separately.”
“Yes, at two hundred and twenty pounds.”
“Ah yes, of course, two hundred and twenty pounds. How many die proofs are there?”
“Three, two on one page, one on the other.”
“Can you describe them for me?” I did so, and he said,
“Good. That confirms what I have been told, that these are die proofs of the Solomons Seal. Kindly do not
dispose of them until I have had the opportunity to view and put in a bid. I will call at your office in Chelmsford
tomorrow afternoon, say, three o’clock. Please have the stamps available then.” And before I could say anything
more, he put the phone down.
I sat there for a moment, tbinking back over the conversation, still annoyed by his manner and the inferences
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he had drawn. But for all I knew the valuation might be too low, particularly for the Trinidad ship stamp. I
reached for the phone again and dialled Tubby’s number. Fortunately he was at home, and his voice sounded
cheerful as he said,
“She’s accepted, has she? I’m probably paying over the odds, but—”
“No, she hasn’t accepted,” I told him. “She’s gone off somewhere, leaving no address, and now there’s
somebody else showing an interest.”
“Who?”
“A man called Berners. A dealer.”
“I see.” His cheerfulness had suddenly evaporated.
“So you want the collection back?”
“He’s coming in to see it tomorrow.” And I told him briefly what the man had said, adding,
“It appears your profession is not so gentlemanly, after all.”
“Berners is not exactly typical,” he growled. There was a pause.
“You want to pick up the stamps right away, do you?”
“I think it would be best. I’m not a stamp dealer, and I didn’t like his attitude.”
“All right.” I was just about to ring off when he added,
“I was going to phone you this evening anyway. Something very odd has come to light. Tell you about it when
I see you.” …
216.88 A Child’s Christmas In Wales\fn{by Dylan Marlais Thomas (1914-1953)} Swansea, Swansea, Wales, United
Kingdom (M) 8
1
One Christmas was so much like another, in those years around the sea-town corner now and out of all sound
except the distant speaking of the voices I sometimes hear a moment before sleep, that I can never remember
whether it snowed for six days and six nights when I was twelve or whether it snowed for twelve days and twelve
nights when I was six.
All the Christmases roll down toward the two-tongued sea, like a cold and headlong moon bundling down the
sky that was our street; and they stop at the rim of the ice-edged, fish-freezing waves, and I plunge my hands in
the snow and bring out whatever I can find. In goes my hand into that wool-white bell-tongued ball of holidays
resting at the rim of the carol-singing sea, and out come Mrs. Prothero and the firemen.
It was on the afternoon of the day of Christmas Eve, and I was in Mrs. Prothero’s garden, waiting for cats, with
her son Jim. It was snowing. It was always snowing at Christmas. December, in my memory, is white as Lapland,
though there were no reindeers.
But there were cats. Patient, cold and callous, our hands wrapped in socks, we waited to snowball the cats.
Sleek and long as jaguars and horrible-whiskered, spitting and snarling, they would slink and sidle over the white
back-garden walls, and the lynx-eyed hunters, Jim and I, fur-capped and moccasined trappers from Hudson Bay,
off Mumbles Road, would hurl our deadly snowballs at the green of their eyes.
The wise cats never appeared. We were so still, Eskimo-footed arctic marksmen in the muffling silence of the
eternal snows—eternal, ever since Wednesday—that we never heard Mrs. Prothero’s first cry from her igloo at the
bottom of the garden. Or, if we heard it at all, it was, to us, like the far-off challenge of our enemy and prey, the
neighbor’s polar cat. But soon the voice grew louder.
“Fire!” cried Mrs. Prothero, and she beat the dinner gong.
And we ran down the garden, with the snowballs in our arms, toward the house; and smoke, indeed, was
pouring out of the dining-room, and the gong was bombilating, and Mrs. Prothero was announcing ruin like a
town crier in Pompeii. This was better than all the cats in Wales standing on the wall in a row. We bounded into
the house, laden with snowballs, and stopped at the open door of the smoke-filled room.
Something was burning all right; perhaps it was Mr. Prothero, who always slept there after midday dinner with
a newspaper over his face. But he was standing in the middle of the room, saying, “A fine Christmas!” and
smacking at the smoke with a slipper.
“Call the fire brigade,” cried Mrs. Prothero as she beat the gong.
“They won’t be there,” said Mr. Prothero, “it’s Christmas.”
There was no fire to be seen, only clouds of smoke and Mr. Prothero standing in the middle of them, waving
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his slipper and though he were conducting.
“Do something,” he said.
“And we threw all our snowballs into the smoke—I think we missed Mr. Prothero—and ran out of the house to
the telephone box.
“Let’s call the police as well,” Jim said.
“And the ambulance.”
“And Ernie Jenkins, he likes fires.”
But we only called the fire brigade, and soon the fire engine came and three tall men in helmets brought a hose
into the house and Mr. Prothero got out just in time before they turned it on. Nobody could have had a noisier
Christmas Eve. And when the firemen turned off the hose and were standing in the wet, smoky room, Jim’s aunt,
Miss Prothero, came downstairs and peered in at them. Jim and I waited, very quietly, to hear what she would say
to them.
She said the right thing, always. She looked at the three tall firemen in their shining helmets, standing among
the smoke and cinders and dissolving snowballs, and she said:
“Would you like anything to read?”
Years and years and years ago, when I was a boy, when there were wolves in Wales, and birds the color of redflannel petticoats whisked past the harp-shaped hills, when we sang and wallowed all night and day in caves that
smelt like Sunday afternoons in damp front farmhouse parlors and we chased, with the jawbones of deacons, the
English and the bears, before the motor car, before the wheel, before the duchess-faced horse, when we rode the
daft and happy hills bareback, it snowed and it snowed. But here a small boy says:
“It snowed last year, too. I made a snowman and my brother knocked it down and I knocked my brother down
and then we had tea.”
“But that was not the same snow,” I say. “Our snow was not only shaken from whitewash buckets down the
sky, it came shawling out of the grouind and swam and drifted out of the arms and hands and bodies of the trees;
snow grew overnight on the roofs of the houses like a pure and grandfather moss, minutely white-ivied the walls
and settled on the postman, opening the gate, like a dumb, numb thunderstorm of white, torn Christmas cards.”
“Were there postmen then, too?”
“With sprinkling eyes and wind-cherried noses, on spread, frozen feet they crunched up to the doors and
mittened on them manfully. But all that the children could hear was a ringing of bells.”
“You mean that the postman went rat-a-tat-tat and the doors rang?”
“I mean that the bells that the children could hear were inside them.”
“I only hear thunder sometimes, never bells.”
“There were church bells, too.”
“Inside them?”
“No, no, no, in the bat-black, snow-white belfries, tugged by bishops and storks. And they rang their tidings
over the bandaged town, over the frozen foam of the powder and ice-cream hills, over the crackling sea. It seemed
that all the churches boomed for joy under my window; and the weathercocks crew for Christmas, on our fence.”
“Get back to the postmen.”
“They were just ordinary postmen, fond of walking and dogs and Christmas and the snow. They knocked on
the doors with blue knuckles …”
“Ours has got a black knocker …”
“And then they stood on the white Welcome mat in the little, drifted porches and huffed and puffed, making
ghosts with their breath, and jogged from foot to foot like small boys wanting to go out.”
“And then the presents?”
“And then the Presents, after the Christmas box. And the cold postman, with a rose on his button-nose, tingled
down the tea-tray-slithered run of the chilly glinting hill. He went in his ice-bound boots like a man on
fishmonger’s slabs. He wagged his bag like a frozen camel’s hump, dizzily turned the corner on one foot, and, by
God, he was gone.”
“Get back to the Presents.”
“There were the Useful Presents: engulfing mufflers of the old coach days, and mittens made for giant sloths;
zebra scarfs of a substance like silky gum that could be tug-o’-warred down to the galoshes; blinding tam-o’shanters like patchwork tea cozies and bunny-suited busbies and balaclavas for victims of head-shrinking tribes;
from aunts who always wore wool next to the skin there were mustached and rasping vests that made you wonder
why the aunts had any skin left at all; and once I had a little crocheted nose bag from an aunt now, alas, no longer
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whinnying with us. And pictureless books in which small boys, though warned with quotations not to, would skate
on Farmer Giles’ pond and did and drowned; and books that told me everything about the wasp, except why.”
“Go on to the Useless Presents.”
“Bags of moist and many-colored jelly babies and a folded flag and a false nose and a tram-conductor’s cap
and a machine that punched tickets and rang a bell; never a catapult; once, by mistake that no one could explain, a
little hatchet; and a celluloid duck that made, when you pressed it, a most unducklike sound, a mewing moo that
an ambitious cat might make who wished to be a cow; and a painting book in which I could make the grass, the
trees, the sea and the animals any color I pleased, and still the dazzling sky-blue-sheep are grazing in the red field
under the rainbow-billed and pea-green birds. Hardboilds, toffee, fudge and allsorts, crunches, cracknels,
humbugs, glaciers, marzipan, and butterwelsh for the Welsh. And troops of bright tin soldiers who, if they could
not fight, could always run. And Snakes-and-Families and Happy Ladders. And Easy Hobbi-Games for Little
Engineers, complete with instructions. Oh, easy for Leonardo! And a whistle to make the dogs bark to wake up
the old man next door to make him beat on the wll with his stick to shake our picture off the wall. And a packet of
cigarettes: you put one in your mouth and you stood at the corner of the street and you waited for hours, in vain,
for an old lady to scold you for smoking a cigarette, and then with a smirk you ate it. And then it was breakfast
under the balloons.”
“Were there Uncles like in our house?”
“There are always Uncles at Christmas. The same Uncles. And on Christmas mornings, with dog-disturbing
whistle and sugar fags, I would scour the swatched town for the news of the little world, and find always a dead
bird by the white Post Office or by the deserted swings; perhaps a robin, all but one of his fires out. Men and
women wading or scooping back from chapel, with taproom noses and wind-bussed cheeks, all albinos, huddled
their stiff back jarring feathers against the irreligious snow. Mistletoe hung from the gas brackets in all the front
parlors; there was sherry and walnuts and bottled beer and crackers by the dessertspoons; and cats in their furabouts watched the fires; and the high-heaped Fire spat, all ready for the chestnuts and the mulling pokers. Some
few large men sat in the front parlors, without their collars, Uncles almost certainly, trying their new cigars,
holding them out judiciously at arms’ length, returning them to their mouths, coughing, then holding them out
again as though waiting for the explosion; and some few small aunts, not wanted in the kitchen, nor anywhere else
for that matter, sat on the very edges of their chairs, poised and brittle, afraid to break, like faded cups and
saucers.”
Not many those mornings trod the piling streets: an old man always, fawn-boslered, yellow-gloved and, at this
time of year, with spats of snow, would take his constitutional to the white bowling green and back, as he would
take it wet or fine on Christmas Day or Doomsday; sometimes two hale young men, with big pipes blazing, no
overcoats and wind-blown scarfs, would trudge, unspeaking, down to the forlorn sea to work up an appentitte, to
blow away the fumes, who knows, to walk into the waves until nothing of them was left but the two curling
smoke clouds of the inextinguishable briars.
Then I would be slap-dashing home, the gravy smell of the dinners of others, the bird smell, the brandy, the
pudding and mince, coiling up to my nostrils, when out of a snow-clogged side lane would come a boy the spit of
myself, with a pink-tipped cigarette and the violet paste of a black eye, cocky as a bullfinch, leering all to himself.
I hated him on sight and sound, and would be about to put my dog whistle to my lips and blow him off the face of
Christmas when suddenly he, with a violet wink, put his whistle to his lips and blew so stridently, so high, so
exquisitely loud, that gobbling faces, their cheeks bulged with goose, would press against their tinseled windows,
the whole length of the white echoing street.
For dinner we had turkey and blazing pudding, and after dinner the Uncles sat in front of the fire, loosened all
buttons, put their large moist hands over their watch chains, groaned a little and slept. Mothers, aunts and sisters
scuttled to and fro, bearing tureens. Aunt Bessie, who had already been frightened, twice, by a clock-work mouse,
whimpered at the sideboard and had some elderberry wine. The dog was sick. Auntie Dosie had to have three
aspirins, but Auntie Hannah, who liked port, stood in the middle of the snowbound back yard, singing like a bigbosomed thrush. I would blow up baloons to see how big they would blow up to; and, when they burst, which
they all did, the Uncles jumped and rumbled. In the rich and heavy afternoon, the Uncles breathing like dolphins
and the snow descending, I would sit among festoons and Chinese lanterns and nibble dates and try to make a
model man-o’-war, following the Instructions for Little Engineers, and produce what might be mistaken for a seagoing tramcar.
Or I would go out, my bright new boots squeaking, into the white world, on to the seaward hill, to call on Jim
and Dan and Jack and to pad through the still streets, leaving huge deep footprints on the hidden pavements.
1390

“I bet people will think there’s been hippos.”
“What would you do if you saw a hippo coming down our street?”
“I’d go like this, bang! I’d throw him over the railings and roll him down the hill and then I’d tickle him under
the ear and he’d wag his tail.”
“What would you do if you saw two hippos?”
Iron-flanked and bellowing he-hippos clanked and battered through the scudding snow toward us as we passed
Mr. Daniel’s house.
“Let’s post Mr. Daniel a snowball through his letter box.”
“Let’s write things in the snow.”
“Let’s write, ‘Mr. Daniel looks like a spaniel’ all over his lawn.”
Or we walked on the white shore.
“Can the fishes see it’s snowing?”
The silent one-clouded heavens drifted on to the sea. Now we were snow-blind travelers lost on the north hills,
and vast dewlapped dogs with flasks round their necks, ambled and shambled up to us, baying,
“Excelsior.”
We returned home through the poor streets where only a few children fumbled with bare red fingers in the
wheel-rutted snow and cat-called after us, their voices fading away, as we trudged uphill, into the cries of the dock
birds and the hooting of ships out in the whirling bay.
And then, at tea the recovered Uncles would be jolly; and the ice cake loomed in the center of the table like a
marble grave. Auntie Hannah laced her tea with rum, because it was only once a year.
Bring out the tall tales now that we told by the fire as the gaslight bubbled like a diver. Ghosts whooed like
owls in the long nights when I dared not look over my shoulder; animals lurked in the cubbyhole under the stairs
where the gas meter ticked.
And I remember that we went singing carols once, when there wasn’t the shaving of a moon to light the flying
streets. At the end of a long road was a drive that led to a large house, and we stumbled up the darkness of the
drive that night, each one of us afraid, each one holding a stone in his hand in case, and all of us too brave to say a
word. The wind through the trees made noises as of old and unlpleasant and maybe webfooted men wheezing in
caves. We reached the black bulk of the house.
“What shall we give them? Hark the Herald?”
“No,” Jack said, “Good King Wenceslas. I’ll count three.”
One, two, three, and we began to sing, our voices high and seemingly distant in the snow-felted darkness round
the house that was occupied by nobody we knew. We stood close together, near the dark door.
Good King Wenceslas looked out
On the Feast of Stephen …

And then a small, dry voice, like the voice of someone who has not spoken for a long time, joined our singing;
a small, dry, eggshell voice from the other side of the door; a small dry voice through the keyhole. And when we
stopped running we were outside our house; the front room was lovely; balloons floated under the hot-watergulping gas; everything was good again and shone over the town.
“Perhaps it was a ghost,” Jim said.
“Perhaps it was trolls,” Dan said, who was always reading.
“Let’s go in and see if there’s any jelly left,” Jack said. And we did that.
Always on Christmas night there was music. An uncle played the fiddle, a cousin saing “Cherry Ripe,” and
anothere uncle sang “Drake’s Drum.” It was very warm in the little house.
Auntie Hannah, who had got on to the parsnip wine, sang a song about Bleeding Hearts and Death, and then
another in which she said her heart was like a Bird’s Nest; and then everybody laughed again; and then I went to
bed.
Looking through my bedroom window, out into the moonlight and the unending smoke-colored snow, I could
see the lights in the windows of all the other houses on our hill and hear the music rising from them up the long,
steadily falling night. I turned the gas down, I got into bed. I said some words to the close and holy darkness, and
then I slept.
219.66 Excerpt from As The Twig Is Bent: Sketches Of A Bittersweet Life\fn{by Winifred Foley (1914-2009)}
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Brierley, Gloucestershire, England, United Kingdom (F) 10
1
At home I was “our Poll” to my little sister and brother; “my little wench” to Dad; “a reglar little ’oman”
sometimes, but often “a slomucky little hussy” to my sorely tried Mam; to the ribald boys, “Polish it behind the
door”, and to my best friend Gladys—just “Poll”. Gladys was an only child, always clean and tidy, but she never
turned up her noses at playing with me, even when the school nurse found lice in my hair, and my neck was
covered in flea bites.
I was born in 1914, the fourth child of Charlie and Margaret Mason, but an elder brother and sister had died in
infancy. Bess, called after Great-Aunt Lizzie, and four years older than I, was the eldest. When I came into the
world, Dad was away in Wales because work was short in the Forest mines. A letter home to Mam included his
“love to my little fat Poll”. So Poll stuck, and though I was baptized Winifred in the village chapel, Poll I
remained throughout my childhood.
When I was a child, the Forest of Dean was remote and self-contained. We were cut off from the world—from
the rest of Gloucestershire by the Svern estuary, from Monmouthshire by the River Wye; and where our
northernmost hills stopped, we stopped. A Royal Forest, it had been. Ten by twenty miles of secluded, hilly
country; ancient woods of oak and fern; and among them small coal mines, small market towns, villages and
farms. We were content to be a race apart, made up mostly of families who had lived in the Forest for generations,
sharing the same handful of surnames, and speaking a dialect quite distinct from any other.
Few people visited the Forest of Dean. They thought us primitive, and looked down on us. I remember one
visitor expressing pity for an elderly crippled man in our village, who’d never been outside the forest. Looking
slowly round, the old man said,
“Doosn’t thee fret for I, my booy; I bain’t tired o’round ’ere yet.”
The Forest was that sort of place. As my father once said,
“Nobody wants to come ’ere if they can ’elp it; but once they do settle down, you’d atter shoot ’em to get ’em
to muv.”
We children didn’t think about whether we were isolated, of course, or about what the Forest was, or what its
history had been. With our heads uncomplicated by lessons in botany or geology we took it for granted that
hundreds of massive oak trees bordered our village, that the woods were full of ferns, that our fathers worked in
coal mines. What was it to us that such a luxuriance of ferns was peculiar to oak forests? They were just there, to
play and hide in. Some of us did know that the primeval forebearers of the oaks we played under had formed the
layers of coal far beneath us, where our dads crawled on their bellies to pick-axe it out; but we were too far away
to feel the vibrations when a tunnel pit collapsed and somebody’s dad or uncle, brother or grancher, wouldn’t see
the sunlight again.
Birds of a feather flock together, and in our village at that time the few feckless, filthy and friendly tended to
live at one end; the prim, prudish and prosperous at the other. Between these two extremes lived a group of
middling families, and this was where we fitted in. Here, in the center of the village, lived a dozen or so families,
not yet well off enough to move from their ancestral poverty, nor yet driven into complete squalor. The cottages—
two large gardens wrenched from the Forest under harsh “Crown Rights” by industrious forefathers. Here were
many children, but efforts were made to keep them clothed and fed, and even educated. Here gardens were
cultivated and flower beds maintained. Pigs were kept and fowls. Most of the men were colliers, who showed a
strong solidarity and fraternity. We were never anything but poor, but while we may not have been able to hold
our noses in the air, we did try to keep our heads above water. We didn’t carry pocket handkerchiefs or know what
a dinner napkin was, but we were taught to show extra respect to the old and the handicapped. The dirt brought
home from the pit, and on our boots, fought a constant battle with mam’s determination not to have her house
“turned into a turnpike road”.
Coal was no problem, except for the miners too old or too ill to work, for every working miner had an
allowance of twelve hundredweight a month. The wonders of gas and electricity we only knew of secondhand
from girls on holiday from service. Candles and paraffin lamps lit us up.
Often our home couldn’t afford paraffin—or even, on occasion, a candle. Many’s the time I’ve been sent
around trying to borrow “a stump o’candle”. Come to that, I was often sent for “a pinch o’tay”, “a lick o’marge”,
“a screw o’sugar”, “a sliver o’soap”, or “a snowl o’ bread”. No one was ever optimistic enough to try to borrow
money.
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Each cottage garden was fenced with a dry-stone wall to keep out the sheep and pigs. Old iron bedsteads
mostly served as garden gates. Any cottager who could afford it kept a pig; some were spare-time sheep-badgers,
taking advantage of an ancient right to graze their sheep in certain areas of the surrounding forest. We children
loved watching the dipping, shearing, and marking rituals, but only a hardy few could bear to watch the slaughter
of a pig.
Pigs were regarded practically as neighbours. They had their own little stone dwellings alongside the cottages,
and were christened with pretty names like Rosie, Sukey, or Ginny. Knots of men leaned over the pigs’ gates to
drool over the plump, succulent charmers in the pens. A weary, coal-grimed man would stop for a slap and a tickle
with the pig before going indoors from work, answering her welcoming squeals and grunts with his own brand of
piggy endearments. Shopkeepers would often refuse credit for family groceries, yet supply bran on tick for the
pig; then they could claim half the pig at killing.
When the time came, poor Rosie’s legs were tied and she was carried, squealing with terror, to the bench
outside for the plunge of the butcher’s knife. Mrs. Protheroe was at the ready, with her great china washstand jug,
to cash the gushing blood for her black puddings. Little girls stuck their fingers in their ears to deaden the pig’s
cries, and huddled together like wailing mourners. Boys war-danced round the blazing straw piled over the dead
pig to burn off the bristles, and they waited to see who would catch the pig’s bladder. When inflated, the bladder
could be kicked around like a football.
Even when the grocer had had his half, the rest of Rosie still went a long way. The near neighbours all got a
small share of the meat. The fat was rendered for lard (so tasty on bread with a sprinkle of salt). The big sideflitch was carefully salted on the slab in the back-kitchen. Later, when ready, it was hung on the living-room wall
for the smoke to help keep it, as it was cut for use during the winter.
A flitch of bacon was considered the nicest decoration to have hanging on the wall, but the women were very
fond, too, of religious texts to hang among the pictures. One new young wife artlessly hung two on the wall
behind the double iron bedstead. One read, “I need thee every hour”, and the other, “Lord, give me strength.” It
was years before she lived it down.
When I think of the “slums” at the feckless end, the colour that comes to mind is gray. The children’s skins
were grimed gray with dirt; often a toddler’s wash was from Mother’s spittle on a corner of a filthy pinny rubbed
around his protesting face. The interiors of the cottages were mostly gray, like the outsides. The ashdust from the
grates settled in layers on the flagstone floors, on the home-made rag hearth-rugs and, mixing with the greasy
cooking steam, finished curtains, walls and windows with a matching patina of drabness.
The feckless women “dabbed out a bit o’washin’” when they felt like it, if they had the water; but all our
water, apart from the rainwater, caught from the roofs in tubs, came from a well a quarter of a mile away, and one
summer, when there was a drought, it dried to a trickle.
Hardly surprising that whatever colour curtains or clothes were to start with, they all ended on the clothesline a
uniform gray—at any rate, at the feckless end of the village.
Our mams, who never so much as had a dab of face powder to put on their noses in their lives, lugged the
water from the well every day, but the washing was still done regularly every week.
When they got the water home, it was heated by a fire under the wash copper, then poured over the dirty
washing into a wooden tub; and the clothes and our mams were brought to a lather by the use of the unwieldy
heavy wooden “dolly”.
Clothes that today cannot be got rid of at a penny a bundle at the tail end of a jumble sale would have been
thankfully washed and hung out with pride in those days.
Washing wasn’t out on the line long; if the weather was wet, it must somehow be dried round the fire. Few had
more than one change of clothing. In long wet spells, you might hear a woman call across the garden to her
neighbour,
“I’ll ’a to turn me britches an’ shimmy this wik for we can’t get near our vire for tryin’ to dry the pit clothes
out.”
Pit clothes took a lot of drying; men often worked in wet conditions underground, and would come to the
surface soaked to the knees in mud. On dry days this caked up on the walk home and could be hit off with a stick;
on rainy days, with walks up to three miles long, the men came home like “drowned rats”, as the saying was.
When there were two or three men in a household working, the family was lucky to see the fire.
The village had no drains and no dustmen. The privy buckets were emptied into holes dug in the garden, slops
were thrown between the cabbages; all other rubbish landed on the ashmix, sometimes only a hand throwing
distance from the doorways.
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The ashmix consisted mainly of buckets of ashes, with empty tins, broken china, and bottomless pails. It was a
“play center” for bare-bottomed toddlers, who piddled into the empty tins and made mud pies with dirt and ash.
Except in winter, children were often bare-bottomed till they were old enough for school.
“Bless his little arse” was a mother’s commonest form of endearment.
Older girls pillaged the ashmix for tins, bottles, and bits of china to play “houses” or “shops”. Nearby stood a
great chestnut tree, one alone among a forest of oak; each triangle of its exposed roots was a girl’s territory. A bit
of rusty iron bed lath, balanced on a stone with a cocoa lid on each end, made scales. We sold “brown sugar”
(sandy earth), “boiled sweets” (little stones), and “currants” (sheep droppings). In the long hot days of August we
made cool tents from damp green fern that grew thick among the oak trees, or played helter-skelter down the
slopes on old sacks.
Here we sat and lay, amusing ourselves lazily popping “snompers”. We picked spikes of the beautiful pink
foxgloves growing in profusion among the fern; then took off each flower, trapping the air with thumb and
forefinger, and pushed the ends together till they’d explode with a pleasant little pop.
Tiring of this diversion, we would search for five small stones roughly the same size. These we would rattle
about in a rusty tin until reasonably smooth, and then play “Jacks” with them. Town children call this “Five
stones” but they buy them, neatly manufactured, from shops.
When we were very hungry and there was a chance of being called in for food, we would hint our presence to
Mam by playing (near home) “pigs, pigs, come to supper”. In this game, the other players turned their backs while
a “hidey girl” poked a piece of coloured china in a crack in a dry wall, between two marks. Whoever found it first
became next “hidey girl”. Often none of us could find it, not even the “hidey girl”.
Life was wonderful except for one constant nagging irritation: hunger.
We knew that the wages our dads brought home from the pit were not enough to keep us out of debt, leave
alone fill our bellies properly. We tried not to make matters worse by worrying our mothers for food. Everybody
being in the same boat, we considered it good manners to refuse food offered by neighbours. The more the offer
was pressed, the more vehemently we refused. Naturally enough, most of the stories we made up were filled with
an abundance of delicious food.
But like other, less hungry, children we enjoyed ghost stories too, and when the evenings grew shorter we
scared the wits out of each other with them, until we were glad to run indoors before anything got us. It was nice
to be indoors, safe from the cold. There was always a good fire. Most likely, on one side of it our Mam would be
asleep with the baby on her lap, and on the other, old Great-Aunt with whom we lived. She was so crippled with
arthritis, she just sat time away by the fire, and was smoked kipper-brown by the fumes.
If they were not at the pit, Dad and a couple of cronies would be arguing nineteen to the dozen about religion,
politics, science, economics, or the fourth dimension. There they sat on their threadbare behinds putting the world
in order. They sat the fire out, till the chill woke Mother up and she set about putting her house in order.
“Don’t you men know what time it is? Settin’ there like a lot o’broody ’ens too idle to put a knob o’coal on the
vire.”
She would plonk the baby on Father’s lap, and rattle the poker between the bars, while the men, like scolded
dogs with their tails between their legs, got out with as much dignity as they could muster.
Before she dozed off, mam would have put our supper toast on the hob—just a few thick slices with the
margarine spread only in the middle. No matter—toasted dry crust was delicious and we knew the art of chewing
slowly to make it last. We kept very quiet so as not to wake mam to supervise our bedtime wash. Into the little
dark cold back-kitchen we sneaked, dipping our fingers into the well-used soapy water in a zinc bowl. We
dampened the middle of our faces with our fingers; then we wiped off the loose dirt on a bit of towel hanging by
on a nail. So up to the back bedroom, three to a bed.
Then would come the best time of all. Our elder sister was our one-woman show. Her “duet” rendering of
Madam will you walk in high falsetto and deepest bass would give us hysterics. She could mime and mimic, and
once did a “Spanish” dance on the end of the bed, with a cracked soapdish for a castanet, turning it into a highly
comical routine by scolding and smacking her elbows and knees for poking through the unmendable rents in the
threadbare chemise of old Aunty’s which she wore for a nightdress. Sometimes our laughter brought mam away
from the fireside, and she would threaten from the bottom of the stairs to “larrup us” if we didn’t keep quiet.
Sometimes our sister said some magic words, and t4urned the patch of striped ticking on the quilt into a flying
zebra. We all got on its back and flew over the rooftops to a much better place than Peter Pan found. Our sister
never stinted us: everything we wanted was there. Jelly, custard and tinned pineapple to eat; a frilly pink silk dress
with white shoes and socks for me; a real football and a little donkey for my young brother; dolls, marbles, proper
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skipping ropoes with painted handles, and anything else we could think of.
“You be the best liar in the world, Bess,” we bragged. But our bellies rumbled.
As I dozed off to sleep in the warm safety of our shared bed, I listend to the plaintive wind in the forest trees
which seemed to me to be the sighs of all the people that had died in our village, who wanted to come back to the
Forest instead of going to heaven.
2
Mam was the light sleeper in our family of slug-a-beds. She acted as alarm-clock to get Dad out of the housie
by five in the morning, for early pit shift. It meant her getting up at a quarter-past four, to light the fire and make
his tea and toast. Surplus tea was allowed to get cold; then, unsweetened and unmilked, it was put in a bottle. This
with “a snowl o’bread” and “a marsel o’cheese”, was standard diet for all the miners in our village. The bread and
cheese was put in a butty tin, so the underground rats wouldn’t eat it.
To us children our Dad was the fount of wisdom, kindliness and honour. Whenever we wanted his attention he
became a child among us—slow, dreamy and always understanding. He never minded being woken up at any odd
hour to help with a fretful baby, or to nurse a sick child. Once, when I had earache in the small hours, he took me,
sobbing with pain, downstairs; he made up a good fire, warmed a brick in the oven to hold up to my head to try
and ease the pain, cuddled me on his lap and tried to distract me with the tales of Brer Rabbit, all to no avail. His
blackened, beloved old pipe, charred with the residue of strong tobacco, was the balm and cure for all his own
pains, and at last in desperation, he gave it to me.
“There, my wench, thee have a few puffs o’feyther’s bacca—that’ll take the pain away.”
And so it must have, for I awoke in bed, late the next morning, with my earache gone.
If he had a fault, it was the spending of a sixpence on a book while his ragged shirt-tails were hanging through
the ragged patches of his moleskin trousers. He loved to discuss his reading with his cronies. The fireside talk we
overheard between them was full of H. G. Wells, Einstein, God, Darwin, Shaw and Lenin.
The men were all well read. With a sweep of a pitgrimed fist they dismissed bogus religious cant—and equally,
the cult of material wealth acquired for its own sake. They filled the world’s belly with its properly distributed
abundance, and the world’s soul with the beauty of man’s and nature’s genius.
Concerts in our village were rare, but once when Dad had been working in South Wales, he’d gone to hear
some classical music played, and had found it a profound experience. And when he heard that a violinist and his
accompanist were to give a concert in our chapel, he was full of anticipation.
The chapel was packed. When the violinist began to tune up his instrument, the hobbledehoys standing
together at the back sniggered, and called out who was pulling the cat’s tail.
I was flabbergasted when Dad, the most kindly and tolerant of men, went to the back of the chapel and, quietly
but firmly, told them to behave or get out.
In my eyes, Dad could do no wrong; but, earthbound little plebe that I was, I too thought the music sounded
like cats on the roof. I looked for distraction in the nimble acrobatics of the pianist’s fingers. Then I studied her
face and peculiar hair style, then down towards her feet.
“Oh, my gad, ’ers showing ’er combs!” I thought. Above her high, laced boots, the like of which I had never
seen before, showed a three-inch band of light gray ribbed wool.
I turned to draw Dad’s attention to this shocking exposure; but I could tell by his face that, though his body sat
beside me, his spirit was far away.
As soon as the clapping started I leaned over the back of him to my sister on his other side, and drew her
attention to my discovery. She signed and gave me one of her “whatever shall we do with her” looks.
“You sawney ha’porth! That hain’t ’er combs a-showin’, that be the top of them woolly stockings ’ers awearin’, that be the top of them woolly stockings ’ers a-wearin’ inside they boots!”
“Was it a good concert, Dad?” I asked him, as we walked home.
“Beautiful, my wench, beautiful. I only wish we ’ad some vittles in the ’ouse. I shoulda’ liked to ’ave exed ’em
up for a bite o’supper.”
Dad was a very polite man, the sort to put himself out to listen to the King if he’d come up by our gate, just the
same as he put himself out to listen to poor old George the simpleton. Dad was the only person who could “talk”
to George’s deaf and dumb wife. As a girl she’d been sent away to learn the deaf and dumb sign-language, but this
still left her with not a soul to \talk to, until Dad sent away for a book on the subject and taught himself.
It was fascinating to watch the pantomime of their gestures, and to see the remarkable change that came over
Liza Baa, as we called her. Her face lit up, and she would laugh and look like a young girl. She was as thin as a
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rake, for simple George came at the end of the job queues, and like all the other women Liza gave the lion’s share
of the food to her husband.
When funds permitted us to buy the corn, Mam kept a few fowls; but Liza had only one old hen, and that was a
pet, treated as one of the family. People said the old hen spent the night perched on their iron bedstead. That
wasn’t true, but it did to in and out of the house for any crumbs it could find under her table—or on it. Never
having heard the human voice, nor what words sounded like, Liza relieved her emotions by a sort of moaning and
cackling. That old hen used to scratch and peck round Liza’s skirts, cackling back in an answering sort of way.
They thought a lot of each other.
When Dad got pneumonia Liza came to see him. After a few days in bed he’d struggled downstairs to ease
mam’s lot in attending him, and he was sitting gray-faced and hollow-eyed by the fire when Liza came in carrying
a dish. The news of his illness had got through to her slowly. Now, in her hands, as clawlike as the old hen’s feet
swimming in the broth, was her sacrifice, to speed Dad’s convalescence—her old hens. She put the dish on the
table. Dad looked at the skinny stewed bird, and then at the beautiful kindness in her face. He had to bend down to
do up his shoelaces, and when he looked up he could only nod his thanks. He’d been struck dumb, too.
That illness, we always believed, came from the conditions in which he worked when he was forced to go to a
pit three miles from home. He was sacked from the pit near the village after the owner heard of his radical views
and told the manager to get rid of him. The walk to the new pit wasn’t too bad—it was downhill most of the way
—but it was a hard grind home for an exhausted man at the end of a long shift. Mam put a stop to our usual
practice of running to meet him for pick-a-backs up the garden path; but to reassure us that all was ell Dad would
do a little clog dance that the door in his heavy pit boots Sometimes, as a bonus, just to show us “yore feyther
hen’t an old mon yet”, he would put the top of his head on the table, a hand each side, and slowly stand on his
head. Muddied, streaked with coal-dust and rain, tattered and tired, he brought his radiance in with him. All was
well when Dad came home.
Sometimes, on Sunday evenings, mam went to chapel and left Dad to mind us. The lovely fire she built up
before she left would easily lull him, as well as old Auntie, to sleep if we let it. Once, when he had only my
brother and me to mind, we did let it. Then we set to work on Dad’s hair. Only the fringe was long enough to do
anything with; and not much with that until we had the wonderful idea of putting a bit of treacle on it.
We had, at the time, a supply of brimstone and treacle for blood purification kept in the cupboard by the fire.
We sneakily dipped a moistened finger in the tin, and rubbed what we didn’t lick off on to Dad’s fringe. Then we
made it into a myriad tiny plaits, and tied these into knots, a feat of some dexterity.
By then we decided it was time Dad amused us. Usually, the first thing Dad did when he woke up was to make
sure his beloved old pipe was on or near him. But on this occasion he put his hand to the top of his head, rose
slowly, and went over to look in the little mirror hanging by the door.
“You young varmints! You’ve turned your old feyther into a bloody ’Ottentot. Whatevera’ you bin a-puttin’ on
my yud?”
although we helped Dad to wash off the treacle, and laboriously undid the knotted plaits, he still had a regular
coxcomb of hair, that wouldn’t comb down flat.
“I’ll see you two young buggers don’t ketch I nappin’ agyun.” Dad never growled, but he had a try.
Taking a piece of chalk from his pocket, he turned the wooden chairs we weren’t sitting on upside down.
“Now, then, you pair o’bright sparks, what be these, then?” and he drew with his chalk, on the underside of the
chair seats, his versions of some tropical animals. We got so engrossed with this activity that Dad heard Mam
saying good-night to Granny only just in time.
“Look out! ‘Ere be your Mam a-comin’!” In two shakes of a lamb’s tail, Dad had put the chairs back upright,
and we were sitting in innocent idleness round the fire when Mam came in.
Before leaving for chapel, Mam always left the house as spick and span as she could. After tea, she would put
old Auntie’s red plush cloth on the table, trim the wick of the lamp, fill its blue china bowl with paraffin, and
place it in the middle of the table.
This grand, plush, table cloth had once had bobbles dangling all round the border; but in winter, during our
toddler stage, the space under the table had been our “play area”, and most of the bobbles had proved irresistible
to our meddling little fingers. But it was still a proud possession.
One evening, as soon as Mam had gone, Dad told us to sit up round the table. Then he went into the back
kitchen and came out with something he called an “oojah-board”. It was roughly heart-shaped, had a sharpened
piece of pencil fixed to the underside at the front, and moved easily on some small castor arrangement. We had
known for the past week that Dad had been whittling away at something for us. Next he smoothed down a big
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piece of brown paper across one end of the table.
“Now,” he said to us, “one at a time, shut your eyes, and put your hand on thic oojah-board, an’ just let’n vind
’is way about on thic piece o’paper.”
The ouija-board moved with practically no help at all. After a count of ten, we could open our eyes to read the
“message” it had written. But we could make nothing of our squiggles.
“Trouble is,” said Dad, “thic bit o’ ’ood I made ’n from is mahogany, an’ thic bloody board’s a-writin’ in jungle
language. ’Ere, let I ’ave a goo, I’ll see if I can persuade’n to write a bit in English.”
Dad screwed his eyes up very tight, and seemed to go into a trance of concentration. Then, sure enough,
apparently of its own free will, the ouija-board began to write—not all that plain, but quite legibly:
Look behind the soap dish.
We fell over each other rushing into the unlit back-kitchen to feel behind the soap dish. Sure enough,
something was there—a round piece of glass, with a metal rim on it, and a handle.
We were dumbstruck, and even more so, when Dad said that upon his soul, if it weren’t a magic glass! Sure
enough, when he put the glass over the hairs on his forearm, and told us to look through it, his arm looked like a
cratered, miniature jungle.
Every now and agin, old Auntie surfaced to wakefulness to ask us, “what’s goin’ on”, or “what be you up to
now?”
We were up to looking for tiny objects to put under the magic glass. It took us out by the door to pluck a leaf
left here and there on the roses, and to look by candle-light in the garden-wall for little slugs or mosses. We
gathered quite a variety of objects to spread over the best plush cloth. Time was forgotten, and our excited chatter
drowned Mam’s homecoming footsteps in the yard. The table was a shambles.
“Well! I can’t turn me back on you lot for vive minutes afore you’ve turned the place into a regular
menagerie!”
“What’s a menagerie, Dad?” I asked.
“A zoo, I think,” said Dad.
“Yus, an’ you be bloody well right,” said Mam, gathering up the plush cloth to shake its contents on to the
garden.
Mam was an energetic type, and loved a bit of bustle to things: tables must be scrubbed till you could see the
grain of the wood, fire-irons polished till you could see your face in them, rag mats shaken till the dust flew, and
husbands who sat still too long hustled into some sort of activity.
“I can’t see ’ow you’re ever goin’ to learn anything wi’ your yud always stuck in a book,” was a frequent scold
of Mam’s Brought reluctantly back to earth from the pages of Erewhon one day, Dad scratched his head and
observed with impartial dignity to Mam,
“Mother ’tis a great pity thee ’asn’t got my brains, or I ’asn’t got thy energy, then one on us coulda’ come to
summat.”
However, like all of her sex, Mam had her illogical moments. One Saturday evening, she told my brother and
me that, as Dad and old Auntie would mind the two little ones, we could go to Cinderford with her to get some
shopping.
This had happened once or twice before, and we knew it meant a treat for us. In the tiny market place, lit with
naphtha flares, was a long table covered with white oilcloth, and flanked by wooden benches, where faggots or
peas (or both to the rich) were served. The stall-owner was a stout, homely-looking matron, with a white starched
pinny over her black blouse and skirt. Perhaps to give her round, motherly face a touch of dignity, and a “no good
to ask for tick” severity, she topped it with a man’s cloth cap.
Spaced at strategic intervals on the long table were bottles of vinegar, and pepper and salt pots. The delicious
aroma those faggots and peas sent out to the entrance would stop us in our tracks like kids in the bisto
advertisement petrified on the hoardings.
If she couldn’t stretch things to have a penn’orth herself, Mam would take my brother and me to the table,
order a penny dish of peas between us, “two spoons please”, and would leave us while she looked for food
bargains.
The thought of those peas turned us into a willing little pair of carrier mules, better than a bag of carrots could
work on the real thing. Mam never mentioned the peas, but they hung in our minds’ eye all along the mile-and-ahalf short cut through the forest.
Dear Mam, she was one of the world’s frustrated spenders, and would peer into every shop, with her
shortsighted eyes, “buying” all sorts for everyone.
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One of her favourite shops was a junk shop at the bottom of the High Street. Sometimes there was a pretty vase
or picture that she would take in her mind’s eye, and place in a variety of positions to make her own home prettier.
Her sighs gave me the clue to her thoughts.
There was quite a hint of excitement in her voice that Saturday, when she asked me to read out the titles of four
enormous, dusty, important-looking books in the window.
“The Circle of the Sciences,” I told her.
“Goo in, and ex ’ow much they be,” she told me.
“’Alf-a-crown,” I had to tell her, surprised by such an odd request coming from Mam.
We always knew when Mam had a nice secret, although we didn’t always find out what the secret was. We
sensed, sometimes, that it was something she shared only with Dad. We knew because of the way she would purse
her mouth up, and try to control her joy with little twitchings of her lips. I noticed it was happening as we walked
on up the street. She also opened her purse, took the contents into her hand, and did a lot of thinking.
We were thinking hard, too, of the market and the faggot and pea stall, and could hardly persuade our reluctant
legs to walk past it, as Mam carried on without apparently noticing the place.
Without batting an eyelid, she told such a tale of woe to the butcher that he knocked down the price of a big
cow’s heart to one-and-six. Mam came out looking well pleased with herself. Then down to the grocer’s for flour,
sugar, some tea, and very little else.
We cut round a place called the Triangle, back into the High Street, where we didn’t have to pass the market. I
squeezed my little brother’s hand in sympathy.
There was a cake shop a bit further down. Mam looked in her purse again.
“’Ere you be,” she said to me, “goo in and get a cake for you and Charlie to share.”
First we stared at the delectable array in the window, comparing size with exotic fancy trimmings, and
mutually agreed that a cream slice would be the best buy. Mam broke it carefully in half between us.
Our faith in Mam, human nature, and the delicious wonders of life, returned. Mam hadn’t even asked us to
help her carry anything; one of the two straw frails she had brought was still empty. Well, it was till we got to the
junk shop.
Then, full of pride, gracious as royalty ordering from Harrods’s, Mam went in and bought those four huge
books for Dad. You could have knocked me over with the dust on them!
Mam put two of the books in the bottom of the frail with the shopping, and put the other two in the empty frail
so that my brother and I could carry them, holding a handle each.
None of us had much fat to bring us out in a sweat, but what a huff and a puff we were in, and how our arms
and legs ached. Had we been carrying those books for anyone else, Mam would have had a mutiny on her hands.
There was a lovely fire in the grate, and an air of expectancy indoors. Mam always tried to come home from
such expeditions with something extra for supper.
“Kettle’s a-boilin’,” said old Auntie, and took the baby off Dad for him to wet the tea. One by one, Mam
heaved the books on to the table.
“They be for you, Dad, ’Alf-a-crown they was!”
As usual l was precociously quick off the mark with any information. Dad’s mouth fell quite open, as he
looked at those books with an expression that was a mixture of awe and bewilderment. No wonder! It was enough
to make him awe-struck. Mam spending half-a-crown on books! His bewilderment was equally justified. Who
could want books on science so out-of-date that the knowledge had become practically useless?
That was information to guard from her at all costs. Aware of Mam’s scrutiny, he handled those books with as
much reference as if they’d come straight from the tomb of Tutankhamun. Then he looked up at her.
“Well done, Shuky,” he said, using his pet nickname for her. And the love in his eyes said volumes more than
his words.
Mam was a generous-hearted woman. Possessions were easily procured from her with the wheedling tongue
and covetous eye; but when she died, in her eightieth year, Father’s books still had pride of place on the shelves in
the alcove by her cottage fireplace.
3
I don’t know how our Mam ever managed to keep five of us fed and clothed—let alone herself and our Dad
and Great-Aunt Lizzie, whom we lived with. Right from the beginning of our lives we children understood that
we couldn’t expect to have as much as we wanted of anything, and must never ask.
Mam was all but defeated by the problem of keeping her brood clothed. She was thankful for any garment that
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anyone would give her for us. Regardless of fit or suitability. I kept a piece of string permanently round my
middle to hold up the odd assortment of drawers I had to wear. The boys at school used to chant:
Sing, sing,
What shall I sing?
Poll Mason’s britches
Be tied up with string!

A stout middle-aged neighbour once produced a pair of her faded blue fleecy-lined bloomers for me. My piece
of string kept them up, more or less, but the crutch came down to my knees, the bottoms almost to my ankles.
“Thee’st look like one o’they sultanas from a harem,” said my elder sister, Bess.
I crept unwillingly to school, ell behind everyone else. Before I got there I hid in the ferns, took off the
bloomers, and chewed a hole in each side of the waist. I put my arms through the holes, and wore them like a pair
of combinations.
Another of my most memorable outfits was a frock that Mam once made me by sewing up a leg-of-mutton
style lady’s costume coat. It had shoulders as wide as a guardsman’s, and plenty of braid trimming. It was most
unfortunate that, on the morning I was to wear this to school for the first time, one of my aunts, who was in
service, sent me a parcel of ribbon pieces. I had a passion for beads and ribbons, and forgot the misery of having
to sear that terrible frock in the delight of all this treasure. I begged Mam to let me take the whole lot to school,
and rather to my surprise, my sister joined in. I should have suspected her droll sense of humour, but as usual I
didn’t.
“Let me do thee up like Mary Pickford,” she said.
I had a short, pudding basin haircut, a snub nose, a mouth that the kindly would describe as generous, a pair of
unremarkable small blue eyes, and a trusting belief in Bess’s genius.
On the way to school we kept well behind everyone else, then stopped for her to transform me. Somehow she
managed to tie round my head, in loops and bows and streamers, every bit of that ribbon.
“My Gawd!” she said, almost overcome by the results of her efforts. “I reckon thee’st do look better’n Mary
Pickford—more like a fairy queen. Dance round thic tree so I can see how thee’st look when thy ribbons do flare
out.”
As she watched me dance, she suddenly doubled up with an attack of collywobbles, hardly able to speak for
the pain, and decided to go back home instead of to school. Smirking, dreamy, full of self-satisfaction, I carried
on. One and a half hours late, I pushed open my classroom door, confident that I would create a sensation.
I did. The class teacher started as though something obscene had crawled up through the floorboards. The
titters of the class broke into roars of derision. Why, I thought despairingly, hadn’t it been I instead of Bess who
was struck down with the collywobbles? She always seemed the lucky one.
Clothing us was the worst thing, but feeding us was quite bad enough. The best effort Mam ever made in this
direction nearly failed, for reasons which I suppose were foreseeable.
Someone whose sow produced a littler gave her the runt. Its chances of survival appeared to be very small, but
Mam hand-reared it to a fat pink old softie that came running like a child to her call. Nancy would rub her snout
against Mam’s apron in the intervals of slurping up the contents of the wooden trough Dad had made her. The
friendly cadenza of her grunting was so expressive, Mam reckoned she could talk, and sat on the empty upturned
bucket by the pig’s-cot door to fuss and spoil her for a bit, no matter how busy she was. If anybody left the garden
gate open, Nancy came waddling up the path, expecting to come indoors for a neighbourly social half-hour, and
sniffled dejectedly when Mam smacked her behind all the way back to the gate.
Poor Mam! She saved Nancy’s bacon as long as she could, but she’d no answer when Auntie scolded her:
“Thy young ’uns’ll be lucky to ’ave ’ere trotters to yut! If thee doesn’t get the butcher to ’er soon, the’la’
margaged’n all away.”
Mam had put one of Nancy’s hocks “in hock” to the grocer, towards payment for the bran, and the neighbours
who’d given her their potato peelings were to have pieces. The butcher’s services had to be ordered. For once I
was speedy out of bed and off to school.
Mam was more courageous. It was she who cut the dried fern for the pyre to singe the bristles off Nancy, and
she who filled the copper with water for scalding the singed offering. Mam made the sacrifice and did most of the
work, but when it came to eating her plate of pig’s fry, she felt the call to go down to the privy. Even Dad
admitted ruefully that “yuttin our Nancy nearly made us into cannibals”.
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One Saturday afternoon in November we sensed that Mam was in a particularly good humour. Her mouth kept
twitching at the corners as though it’d break into a proper smile if she wasn’t careful. About four o’clock she
pulled up her wrinkled lisle stockings, polished over the cracks of her only pair of down-trodden shoes, removed
her sacking apron, put on her going-out costume coat, and announced that she was going shopping. Shops closed
late in those days, and there were bargains to be had of meat and fish on the point of going off, and cheese too
hard to stand another weekend in the shops.
Then she gave us our orders. My elder sister was put in charge of the baby and making up the fire. After I had
fetched in kindling wood, I was to spread a piece of newspaper on the scrubbed top table and clean our odds and
ends of cutlery with powdered brick dust. I was also to help keep an eye on my younger brother and sister. Then
with dire warnings of what we should feel on our arses if we didn’t obey these instructions, Mam made a sugar
teat for the baby, took two straw frail bags, and was off.
The sugar teat was a couple of spoonfuls of sugar tied in a bit of rag, and moistened by dipping into the kettle
on the hob. The baby went to sleep before she’d sucked it down to the rag, so our elder sister, Bess, gave our little
sister a suck on it, and promised my little brother and me could have one too if we would go and meet Mam when
it got dark. But first we must get the kindling.
We didn’t know the luxuries of topcoats or gloves, so I tied a couple of old woolen scarves from the nail
behind the door round my little brother, and we went happily kicking among the autumn leaves for twigs and bits
of fallen branches, breaking them into small lengths to go into the oven at the side of the big black-leaded grate to
dry. Our dad got the miners’ free allowance of coal so we always had a good fire.
I hated cleaning the cutlery and before starting arranged the forks and spoons into a row of “piano keys”. On
these I played my own tunes, singing an accompaniment of such excruciating timelessness that my concert was
brought to a sudden close by a clout round the ear from my sister.
It was almost a two-mile walk to the little mining town through the short cuts in the woods, and for us, in the
dark, a much longer walk round by the main road along the edge of the forest. Bess stuck a stump of candle in the
bottom of a jam jar, and with thumping hearts my little brother and I set off, he holding the jam jar to keep his
hands warm.
Almost all the trees in the forest were huge oaks—big enough for two witches to hide behind—but about
halfway along the woodland path to the main road was a fine chestnut tree, and the weird hooting of a night owl
seemed to come from its branches. My little brother knew as well as I that they pecked your eyes out in the dark.
Taking the jam jar from him, I told him to keep his eyes shut, then the owl wouldn’t be able to see him—walking
myself with one eye open at a time, so as not to be wholly blinded at one fell swoop. The candle flame was a
flickering in a pool of melted grease, almost at the end of its wick; my courage had almost given out too.
“Me boot’s undone,” I lied, and bent down, fumbling, to gain time, trying to hide my mounting terror at the
chestnut tree.
Just then Mam’s chesty cough heralded her approach.
“’Oo be there?” she called, noticing our little glimmering light.
“It be only me!” I was now brave as a lion. With Mam about, the witches and ogres would fly for their lives.
Even Dad, who wasn’t afraid of the dark or thunder and lightning, melted into thin air a bit quick when Mam got
her dander up.
“Well done,” said Mam. “I could do wi’ a bit o’ ’elp wi’ these frails. They be feelin’ a bit ’eavy now.”
That was a good omen! You never knew with Mam. There were times when she had come home with a bag of
broken biscuits, or a comic, or better still with a bag of toffee pieces that had given us hours of glorious chewings.
When we got in, we found that Bess had chucked plenty of coal on the fire, but it took a few deft pokings
between the bottom bars by Mam to send it into glorious flames, licking at the black flue. The baby whimpered
miserably with hunger, despite Bess’s desperate jiggings.
“’Er’ll ’a’ to wait a few more minutes,” gasped Mam, wetting a pot of tea from the big cast-iron black kettle on
one of the hobs. She put a lump of fat in a frying pan on the fire, then took some liver from one of the frails. She
suckled the baby and drank her tea with one hand, turning the frizzling pieces of liver and adding flour and water,
salt and pepper, with the other, till the liver bubbled in a pan of thick brown gravy. Liver for supper! We sat small
and quiet, trying to be scarcer than we were, lest by some movement we should destroy or hinder the chance of
the feast to come.
The baby, already worn out with her hungry crying, soon went to sleep at the breast. Mam put her down
carefully in a chair and dished up our supper. A small snippet of liver went on her own plate, and one a bit bigger
was left in the pan for Father.
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First we broke up our bread, carefully picking up any crumbs made in the process to dip in the gravy. Wellbehaved above the table, we gently and joyfully kicked each other underneath it. When the bread and gravy were
gone, we ate our liver, licking the gravy smears where the liver had been.
“Don’t put your plates in the bowl yet,” said Mam. Then from a frail she took a piece of fancy cake, the like of
which we’d never seen on our table before. Plain slab was a delicate luxury, and this was no plain slab! It had two
yellow layers with a pink layer in the middle, and was sandwiched together with cream and jam. Mam put a slice
each on our plates and it looked too good to eat. It seemed to me like an act of wicked greed to eat cake, jam and
cream in one. I longed for a piece of bread to spread the jam and cream on, but I was a coward, and waited till
Mam turned her head. Silently I signaled my idea to Bess. She was bigger and braver than me and was sitting on
the other side of the table, out of reach of a clip round the head for such cheek.
“Wot you two up to?” asked Mam.
“’Er do want another piece o’bread.”
I cringed away, but without a grumble Mam cut us all a piece.
With delicate care we all scraped our jam and cream on to our bread, picking up the tiniest morsel of cake
dropped on the table with a tongue-moistened forefinger. We made our feast last a long time.
“Jesus Christ, I be vull as a egg!” said our little brother, rubbing his stomach through the big hole in the front
of his jersey. It was the first time a grace had been said at our table.
“Get the flannel from the back-kitchen and rub round their mouths ready for bed,” Mam ordered.
When that was done, she fumbled in a frail and pulled out a doll’s cup and saucer made of brightly painted tin
for our little sister, and a bag of coloured clay marbles for our brother, They accepted these gifts with the same
puzzled delight that Cinderella must have felt when the pumpkin turned into a fairy coach. Then Bess and I gave
them a pick-a-back up the stairs, and put our little brother in the middle of the iron bedstead he shared with us,
and our little sister in the home-made bed next to our parents’ bed in the other room. When we got downstairs
again we found there was a packet of coloured crayons for Bess, who loved to draw, and a little round box of
minute multi-coloured china heads for me, and, glory of glories, two comics as well—The Rainbow and The
Sunbeam.
“If you two be quiet, you can stop up for a bit,” said Mam, settling herself down in the chair by the hearth for a
nap.
But where had the money come from to pay for all this? I’d heard her say in desperation more than once that
she wouldn’t be above robbing the bank if she knew how to do it. When I was sure she was fast asleep, I
whispered my fear to Bess.
“Doesn’t thee fret theeself, you silly ’aporth. Our Mam could afford it. You know the bottom o’thic table leg
our Dad ’ave bin a-carvini’ for Mr. Jones? Well, thic Mr. Jones was that pleased, ’im give our Dad seven-andsixpence for doin’ it. Course, our Mam ’ad the money, but you can bet ’er got our Dad a’ extra ’alf ounce o’baccy
out on’t.”
Well, what a lot of money to pay for a table leg to be mended! True, Dad had been ages doing it, whittling
away with a pen-knife, a gouge and a chisel, to turn a block of wood into what looked like a lion’s claw wreathed
with flowers. A few days previously, Mam had sent me down to the shed at the bottom of our garden to tell Dad to
“look slippy, the coal ‘’ad bin delivered”.
“Wot d’you think o’that then, my wench?” Dad had asked me, holding up the almost finished carving.
“That’s bloody good, Dad, thic rose and them leaves do look just like the shape o’real uns.”
“Yus, I rekon your old feyther’s donc a bloody masterpiece there. I bet thic Michael Anjeeloo oudn’ta’ done it
much better wi’ the sart o’tools I’ve got. I rekon Mr. Jones’ eyes’ll pop out o’ ’is yud when ’im do see wot a good
job I a-made on’t.”
“Yus, Dad, and if thee doosn’t come and start getting this coal in, our Mam’ll be making thy eyes pop out o’thy
yud!”
We weren’t wallowing in ill-gotten gains then! With my belly full of liver and fancy cake, and my fingers
decked with rings of threaded beads, and all of it paid for, I heaved a great sigh of relief. Bess and I sat quiet as
angels in the golden light from the paraffin lamp, transported into the world of Tiger Tim, Suzie Sunshine,
Marzipan the Magician, and the delicious adventures of The Two Pickles.
We watched Mam till she showed signs of stirring, then tiptoed upstairs before she could order us into the cold
dark back kitchen to spoil a perfect evening with our idea of a wash.
Snuggling down under Mam’s heavy home-made patchwork quilt, we drifted into contented dreams. …
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1
They almost knocked her flat on her face. The young students bounding up the steps of St Martin’s School for
Art. But then she was not so steady on her legs now, and finding stairs harder to climb. You slowed down a bit
when you had crossed seventy.
“Do you know how old I am?” she would sometimes ask, in a hoarse, conspiratorial whisper, of the young
students, who brought her coffee up to the cubicle, to save her legs the long trudge down to the cafeteria. It always
disappointed her that they never said, as she half hoped they would say,
“You don’t look seventy-two!”
“You can’t be!” They would say instead:
“Nobody could hold a standing pose for a whole day. Not at seventy-two!”
But she could. And she did. Dear God … she remembered, as she stood “getting her breath” … thank you for
making me strong enough to hold a standing pose. But if I do get a booking today, make it be just portrait or
costume. So that I can just sit down and take the weight off my legs …
If it be your will, she added hastily. For although she had established a close, “on speaking terms” relationship
with God over the years, nobody ever got close enough to dictate their terms to Him …
Her relationship with God had started all those years ago. When she had stepped out from behind her curtain
for the very first time. Naked and revealed to a blur of faces. It was her legs that had begun to give way, before
extending to a convulsion of her whole body. With sweat gathering in substance and momentum, till it dropped
from her like rain, to gather in pools round her bare feet.
“Our Father …” she had repeated to herself, her mind grasping for something to hold on to, until her body had
eased itself down into stillness again, under the intensity of her repetition: “… Our Father”. And, in all the years
since, she had never trembled, sweated, or felt ashamed.
“—Hallowed be Thy name …”
What job satisfaction can you ever get out of being an artist’s model, the social security lady was always
asking. And Nella had never been able to put it into words. Not even to herself. Maybe … maybe the social
security lady was right. It wasn’t like a “job”. It was something different …
Something you became completely involved in. Something you took out with you from behind your curtain.
You could never tell what it was. But you always knew when you had taken it. You knew by the silence that fell
over the students, broken by their hurried rush to capture it. By the blankness on their faces when the tutor’s voice
brought the strange, trance-like involvement to an end:
“Thank you, model. Rest now.”
It isn’t as if modelling was real work', the social security lady was always insisting. . .
“Real work,” Nella would always protest. “It’s the hardest work in the world. The easiest pose is agony after
the first twenty minutes. Even just sitting for portrait. Your hipbones start growing into the chair. And the chair
don’t want them. And the battle between you is on!”
The ultimate revenge of inanimate things. Nella knew all about that. But had no words to describe it to the
social security lady …
Nella!
A voice rang in her ears. And a hand grasped her shoulder. Names sometimes eluded her, faces seldom.
Professor of Fine Arts now … But a student in the distant days of her “block bookings”. Always a gentleman, she
remembered. Still a gentleman. Still bought her a coffee along with his own—whenever he saw her in the
cafeterja.
“What is the secret of your stillness, Nella?” he had once asked her. “I never had a model who could stand so
long. So still as you.”
“The Lord’s Prayer,” she had told him, grinning, her grin widening as the confusion on his face increased.
“Just the Lord’s Prayer. Three times at a very slow pace. And I knew my hour was up. I never had to look at the
clock!”
“I could draw Nella blindfold,”he was saying to the studens gathering up behind him. “ am more familiar with
Nella’ contours than I am with the map of England.”
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Someone who really knew. Someone who remembered, from her first young years as “The Pocket Venus” of
St. Martins, to her middle years as their “Rubens Model”, to her decline, when her body was dissolving down into
nothingness. And she had become a face. A “head” for portrait. “Plantaganet” they said. Something to do with
history.
“Have you got a booking, Nella?” She shook her head.
“I was passing. I just popped in. On the off chance …”
“The thing is …” he hesitated, … “the thing is …”
She wished she could give him the words he was searching for. She knew them. Young models coming up.
New faces—
“I’ve booked a model for today. But—” He turned, as if in appeal, to the students—
“We could use two models. Just for old time’s sake …”
The gesture warmed her heart. But her mind rejected it. She had found the answer for the social security lady.
She knew at last what job satisfaction meant.
“I got the chance of a booking, the other day …” she would say to the social security lady. “They still
remember me, you see! But it was for old time’s sake. And I refused it—for old time’s sake!”
2
I found the road because I expected to find it. It was not easy, after forty years. And, as I had searched for it
through memory’s eyes, I was to discover that memory was misleading.
Had I so forgotten summers, then? Wind-blown anemones and stars of Bethlehem, that flitted white and furtive
amongst the bracken? Or was it just that spring had out-blossomed all the other seasons of my mind?
“You must not pluck the primroses on the Sabbath,” my Aunt Teenac had commanded haltingly. Searching for
the English that could convey the strength of her Gaelic commandment
“You must not …”

Yet she was a good woman, my Aunt Teenac. Everybody on the hill said she was. She subscribed to Dr
Barnardo’s Homes every Christmas.
“And never told a living soul about it,” they all said.
How then, did they all know? I had never considered this contradiction till now. Yet she was still a good
woman. Even my adult cynicism was forced to admit that. At least she was moved to “subscribe”, something that
has never happened to me.
But she ms adamant about the primroses. And I never plucked them. Somewhere, somewhen, though, my spirit
must have defied her embargo, and gone flying down that hill, stumbling into that wood, and tearing and
gathering unto itself all the primroses it could ever contain, for I still hold within my nostrils their faint and
passing sweetness. And my fingers still know the rough and hairy texture of their leaves.
Perhaps it was not as far-fetched as all that. It may be that I plucked them on the Friday nights of spring, when
we all raced down the hill to meet Neil, the grocer’s van. For our hill was far too steep for his van to come up to
us.
I doubt it, though. I had other things on my mind! I doubt too, if I ever was “beautiful”. But I know for certain
that I felt “beautiful”, on those far off Friday nights. My hair brushed till my scalp ached, with Aunt Teenac
grumbling in the background.
“Yourself and that little bit of hair that’s on you! And you haven’t even boiled the rooshacs for the hens, yet.”
And my legs, which were “good”, aching within the tightness of my garters, so that not one wrinkle should show
on my stockings. My skirt as short as Aunt Teenac would allow. And hitched up that little bit shorter the moment
the house was out of sight.
“Yau will come to a Bad End,” Aunt Teenac had always prophesied.
She didn’t live long enough to know that I didn’t. But I sometimes wonder if the knowing would have pleased
her. She liked her prophecies to be proved correct. Did my Aunt Teenac.
It may be that it was but lack of opportunity on my part that disrupted her prophecies! But certain it was that
my hair glinted, my stockings stayed taut, my whole being glowed in anticipation of a chance encounter with one
person and one person only. “The Boxer”. So named, not so much for the power behind his fists, as for the
dexterity of his fingers on the keys of the melodeon.
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And time and tide
Shall be nae mair.
O gin I were the Baron’s heir.
Lassie, I was lo’e Thee

He played for his own pleasure, and was possibly almost unaware of my existence. But since all music and any
melody is taken personally, and to heart, when one is sixteen, it was still a potential “baroness” who puzzled over
and deciphered Aunt Teenac’s grocery list, with Neil, the vanman, knowing, if it was “half a stone sugar” she
wanted, it would till not be too much sweetness for so sweet a world. But yet aware that “a quarter stone of sugar”
would be lighter to carry up the hill.
The shed where “the Boxer” played on those spring Fridays still stood at the foot of the hill. Emitting a sense of
timelessness. A timelessness dispelled the moment I reached the top of the hill. For I missed something I could put
no name upon. And stood for a long time, wondering what it was.
It had never been a land that sang with colour, except in late autumn. Hard to tell then whether it was the
heather, or the red rocks that so assailed the skies, and made the loudest impact. At all other times it was a gray
land, mottled with silver. Small burns leaping over the dun stones, and rushing down through the birch trees. Yet it
had always “smouldered” behind its grayness. The smoke of its hidden fires would catch at your throat, and
envelop you forever. Even at your desk in school, ignorant of where “the trade winds” blew. Or why they blew at
all. You would hide your head between your arms, and your ignorance would find its comfort in the warm, peaty
smell of your jersey’s sleeves. There was no peat-reek now. The houses scattered on the slopes stood with heartremembered names. Achullen. Balbec. Tullorach. Balmore. But you had now become aware that they were empty.
Staring sightless down over Loch Ness. Blind to the tourists’ caravans, and the scientific ships, searching for a
monster that they had never glimpsed in all their window-wide and watchful years.
The school was deserted, too. But, rushing down the wind, I could hear a prayer in a Glasgow accent.
“‘Butter!’ Bu—tt—er! Please let me remember to say ‘butter.’ Not bu’r.’ Or I’ll get the strap!”
“My” house was not deserted though. It was burnt to the ground. But how? And when? There was no
enlightening sermon in the charred and silent stones surrounding it. No book of explanation in the running brooks
that passed it. And the only immediacy, the long silent voice of Aunt Teenac, urging me to “go west to the burn for
water” and “east to the barn for straw”.
The clump of wallflowers that straggled amongst the debris could have been those of my memory, growing
under the scullery window. A face-length away, on summer mornings.
That smelt so heavenly sweet.
The senses ached at thee

Only of the rhubarb could I be sure. Itself grotesque. A great umbrella of green. Sheltering and towering above
the fence that had once contained it. Outwith and far beyond Aunt Teenac’s anguished lament.
“Ochone, ochone. I forgot to put the ginger for the rhubarb down on my list.”
Gone too was all trace of the sacred stairs that ascended up to Uncle Ian’s bedroom. Even after his once-a-year
celebration of the sale of his sheep, Uncle Ian would still “remember his Maker”, with his alarm clock in his hand,
kneeling on the stairs, either through sheer inability to mount them, or genuine Christian fervour. And because he
was not only a good man, but a kindly man as well, I give him the benefit of the doubt—he would pray in Gaelic,
till morning came. Fortified, I like to think, to meet Aunt Teenac’s tightfaced disapproval.
“What a man that’s in it. And what will the neighbours be thinking of it all?”
I was not a nice child. I stood realising that.
“Uncle Ian was drunk, last night”, I would announce to all with whom I came in contact. Aware for once that I
had something to tell, important enough for them to listen to!
“As drunk as a tinker. Aunt Teenac was just furious!”
Given the chance again, I would hug Uncle Ian’s rare but intense “remises” to my heart. Or confide them only
to laughter-lifted things, like the flying clouds and the rushing wind. And I would put it differently. Clothing it
with the words and tune of Uncle Ian’s favourite psalm.
When Zion’s bondage God turned back.
As men that dreamed were we.
Then filled with laughter was our mouth.
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Our tongues with melody

It was when I was coming down the hill, that I met the new inhabitant going up. Retired there, from Inverness.
Cars could easily go up the hill now, he assured me. His own was being serviced at the moment. Yes. Television
reception was quite good. The croft he had converted had all “mod cons”\fn{ Modern conveniences} now. Soon all the
crofts would be “snapped up.” Cheaper in the long run than all the caravans lining the lochside, there. An ideal
place for retirement. With air like this. And scenery second to none.
No one ever “retired” on the hill, my mind protested. They just died when their work was done. But he was
right. Everything he said was reasonable so there was no logic for my resentment. But resentment was within me.
Tangible and hard as a lump I could have put my hand on, and squeezed.
No. He hadn’t known any of the former inhabitants. The crofts had been empty for a long time. Oh there was
one. An old boy, turned tramp, who lived at the foot of the hill in an old hut. Found dead there from exposure last
winter. Nothing at all in his hut except some old coats.
“And a melodeon,” I heard myself confirming. If there ever was a melodeon, the stranger was sure it would
have been sold “for drink” long since. Everything had gone for drink. Even his social security money. Had I
known the man, then?
I wasn't sure. It could have been another man I had known. As I passed the hut at the foot of the hill I knew
that I never would be sure. Never till
time and tide shall be nae mair
Gin I were the Baron’s heir
O Lassie …

3
For the first time in his eight years, he had caught the biggest tiddler. A beezer it was. Even Mike—the tiddler
champ—grudgingly admitted its superiority.
“But maybe it’s the jam jar that makes it look so big,” Mike qualified.
“Some kinds of glass makes things look bigger.”
It wasn’t the glass that made it look bigger. He had urged Mike to look inside the jam jar. And there swam
surely—the king of tiddlers.
“I don’t reckon it much.” Anxious to keep on Mike’s side, Tich McCabe peered into the jar.
“And Mungrel doesn’t reckon it much either. Do you, Mung?” Mungrel, who never spoke until somebody else
put words into his mouth, agreed with Tich.
“S’right. I don’t reckon it much neither.”
“Could easy not be a tiddler at all!” Dave Lomax shouted from his perch on the branch of the tree. “Could just
be a trout. A wee trout!”
“Could be …” Mung echoed; for although he had never set eyes on a trout he was in agreement with the others
to “disqualify” the tiddler.
“Let’s go men!” Mike commanded. Suddenly tiring of the discussion.
“Scarper! First to reach the chain bridge. Is the greatest!”
“You’re not some kind of wee trout.” He protested. Running to catch up with them.
“You’re not …” He stopped running to peer into his jam jar to reassure its occupant.
“You’re a tiddler. And you’re the biggest tiddler we’ve catched the day.”
“Hold it, men!” he shouted to the others. “Wait for me.”
The authority in his voice surprised himself. Usually he was content enough to lag behind the others. Tolerated
by them, because he was handy for doing all the things they didn’t like to do themselves. Like swiping his big
brother’s fag ends. And ringing the bell of the school caretaker’s door. Or handing over his pocket money to
“make up the odds” for a bottle of “juice”. But today he was one of them. He had caught the biggest tiddler.
It was when he caught up with them at the bridge that his newly found feeling of triumph began to desert him.
“O.K. tiddler champ,” Mike said. “Gi’ us the jar. We’ll guard the tiddler.”
“Yeah. Give,” Mung echoed.
“It’s your turn to span the bridge,” Dave said.
He grasped his jar firmly against his anorak. He didn’t need anybody to guard his tiddler. He didn’t want to
span the bridge either! Nobody spanned the bridge until they were ten at least! The others had never before
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expected him to span the bridge. He had always raced across it—the safe way—keeping guard over all the tiddlers
while the others spanned it.
“Your turn,” Mike was insisting. “We have spanned it. Hundreds of times.”
“Thousands of times!” Dave amended.
“Even Mungrel spans it,” Tich reminded him. “Don’t you Mung? And Mungrel’s even tichier than me!”
“Mungrel’s eleven,” he pointed out. “I’m not even nine yet.”
“Only … Mungrel’s not chicken!” Mike said. “Are you, Mung? You’re not chicken.”
“I’m not chicken neither!” he protested. “I’m not chicken.”
“O.K. O.K.!” they said. Beginning to close in on him. “O.K.! So you’re not chicken! … Prove it … just prove
it … that’s all! Span the bridge and prove it.”
He knew how to span the bridge all right. Sometimes—sometimes kidding on that he was only “mucking
around” he practised a little. Spanning the part of the bridge that stood above the foot-path. Knowing that even if
he fell he would still be safe—safe as he felt now. Knowing that the ground was under his dangling legs.
Left hand over right—left over right—all his fear seemed to have gone into his hands. All his mind’s urgings
could scarcely get them to keep their grip of the girder.
Left over right—left over—
The river’s bank was beneath him now. Dark pools flowed under the bank, he remembered. Pools where the
tiddlers often hid—the biggest tiddlers. Sometimes he had caught them just sitting bent forward on the bank.
Holding his jam jar between his legs. His bare feet scarcely touching the water. He’d felt afraid then, too. A
different kind of fear. Not for himself. Just of things which his eyes couldn’t see. But which his hands could feel.
Things that brushed against them … Grasping and slimy. He would never have been surprised, if, when he
brought up his jam jar to examine its contents, he discovered neither tiddter nor tadpole inside it, but some strange
creature, for which nobody had yet found a name.
Left over—right—left—
The shallows were beneath him now. Looking, even from this height, as safe as they had always looked. His
feet had always told him how safe the shallows were. A safety—perfect in itself—because it was intensified by
surrounding danger. You could stand, he remembered, with one foot in the shallows, your toes curling round the
small stones. While your other foot sank into the sand—down and down …
Left over right, left over right—over—
He had a feeling that his body would fall away from his arms and hands long before he reached the end of the
bridge.
Left over right—over.
It might be easier that way. Easier just to drop down into the water. And leave his hands and arms clinging to
the bridge. All by themselves.
Left over—right. He was at the middle of the river now. That part of it which they said had no bottom. That
could be true, he realized. Remembering how, when they skimmed their stones across the water, into the middle,
the stones would disappear. But you could never hear them sound against the depths into which they fell. Mike
had once said that, though the water looked as quiet as anything—far down, where you couldn’t see, it just kept
whirling round and round, waiting to suck anybody at all down inside iat …
—over—right—left—
He wouldn’t look down again. He wouldn’t look down once. He would count up to fifty. The way he always
counted to himself—when bad things were about to happen.
One two three four five six … Better to count in tens, he wouldn’t lose his “place” so easily that wayOne … two … three … four … five … six seven eight. He thought he could hear the voice of the others. He
must be past the middle of the bridge, now—the water beneath him was still black but he could see shapes within
it.
The voices were coming nearer. He knew that they were real.
“CHARGE! MEN!” Mike was shouting. “CHARGE!”
He could hear them rushiing up the rivers bank. And their feet clanking along the footpath. They were running
away … Ever since he could remember the days had ended with them all running away. Only this time, his tiddler
would be with them too. And Mike would boast that he had catched it. He had almost forgotten about the tiddler.
And it no longer seemed to matter.
Green and safe, the bank lay below him. He could jump down now. But he wouldn’t. Not yet! It was only
tiches like Mungrel, that leapt down from the girder, the moment they saw the bank beneath them.
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Mike never did that. He could see, clear as anything in his mind’s eye, how Mike always finished spanning the
bridge, one hand clinging to the girder, the other gesturing, high, for a clear runway for himself before swooping
down to earth again with cries of triumph!
“Bat Man! Bat Man!”
4
“You lot gone deaf! First bell’s gone!” Bertha stood at the dormitory door. Cocooned within a subtle “insolence
of office”, recently acquired when she had been promoted from being “one of the orphanage girls” to “orphanage
servant”.
“Lying steaming there!”
“Steaming”, uttered in Bertha’s voice, sounded an obscenity. Nobody, Chris remembered from her vigil at the
window, had “steamed” more than Bertha herself, when she had occupied a bed in the dormitory.
Fat! Oozing! Pimply! The remembered image flashed through Chris’s mind—a dirk unsheathed. . .
“And you!” Bertha said, directing her attention to Chris.
“I’m up and dressed,” Chris pointed out, cool, logically, without turning her face from the window.
“ANYHOW!” Bertha withdrew herself on a word which, although bereft of meaning, she could always infuse
with threat.
“Little children love ye one another …”
Despite long acquaintance with the command on the large text on the wall, signed by St. Paul, the girls in the
dormitory had never truly “loved one another”. Self-preservation was their first priority. Urgent, yet fragile and
easily shattered.
“First bell’s gone,” Chris felt in honour bound to remind her still recumbent colleagues. But without emphasis.
Without insistence. Reluctant to let go of the rare moments of privacy that only early morning could bring.
Desired always, but essential on Fridays. Band of Hope night. Hope was indeed the operative word. It had taken
the minister time and patience to persuade matron to let the older girls “out” on Friday evenings on a two-mile
walk to the church hall for the weekly temperance meeting.
Matron was no doubt aware that whatever fate the future held for the girls, none of them, at least in this period
of their lives, was in any danger of “drinking themselves to death”. A realist, Matron sensed that there was more
danger in a two-mile unchaperoned evening “outing”.
On top of which, she was a strategist of the first order; with a dash of the subtle, delaying tactics of the first
Elizabeth.\fn{An allusion to the famous political tactic of Elizabeth I, who preferred to let patience and time make
her decisions in high state-craft for her. H}
Since the minister was also a trustee of the orphanage, his requests were almost impossible to deny. Matron
had conceded, “allowing” the girls to attend the Band of Hope. But with one proviso—depending on the weather!
It was this proviso that kept Chris glued to her position in front of the window, searching for signs in the
morning sky. For it didn’t need rain itself to cancel the weekly outing. The “threat” of rain was enough for Matron
to defy the minister, and the whole United Free Kirk of Scotland.
Oh! Never had a small girl of fourteen been up against such a powerful adversary. And never was an autumn
and winter so full of Fridays which “threatened rain”! Nor even more the runes of childhood so fervently invoked
could diminish the threat:
Rainie, rainie rattlestanes
dinna rain on me
rain on Johnnie Groat’s hoose
far across the sea.

Second bell clanging through the dormitory stirred the sleepers into disgruntled wakefulness, and filled the
room with complaint. Alice, unaware at last of Chris keeping vigil, and of the reason for such a vigil, shuffled
towards the window.
“It’s going to rain,” she prophesied. “It’s going to pour! We won’t get to the Band of Hope tonight.”
“It could clear up before night,” Chris said, ignoring the gloat that had sounded in Alice’s voice. “It sometimes
does,” she reflected, taking a last lingering look at the skyline, before making her way out of the dormitory.
“And,” she reminded Alice, in an attempt to get a little of her own back, “it’s your turn to empty all the
chamber-pots—except the boys’. Iemptied them all yesterday.”
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“I always get the dirty jobs,” Alice protested, “always me!”
“Not always,” Chris pointed out, reaching for the door, anxious to escape the ‘my-turn-your-turn’ arguments
that began each day “I get landed with most of the dirty jobs.”
*
She did too! A fact confirmed when she reached the boys’ dormitory for her first task of the morning—
stripping their beds, examining the mattresses of the incontinent boys.
No Hamlet was ever forced into reaching a decision such as the one that confronted Chris. To report or not to
report that large, damp stain that spread itself across James Dobie’s mattress? No thought of nobility troubled her
mind. It was the pact that caused her dilemma. Formed between herself and James Dobie in their early years in
the orphanage.
“I can’t find no bottom to your hunger,” Matron had said of them, anxious, puzzled as if the fault was her own.
“There never seems to be enough for you.”
“Table manners” which they had to memorise in their first weeks in the orphanage had no “small print” as
warning!
In silence I must take my seat
and say my Grace before I eat
Must for my food with patience wait
Till I am asked to hand my plate
Must turn my head to cough or sneeze
And when I ask, say “if you please”.
I must not speak a useless word
For children should be seen, not heard
I must not talk about my food
Nor fret if I don’t think it good.
My mouth with food I must not crowd
Nor while I’m eating speak aloud.
When told to rise then I must put
My chair away with noiseless foot
and lift my heart to God above
In praise for all His wondrous love

It never mentioned porridge! Nor the fact that if you didn’t eat your porridge you got no tea and bread and
butter to follow.
Orphanage porridge, made the night before, so that by morning you could cut it up into thick, lukewarm slices,
sent even Chris’s voracious, indiscriminate stomach rising up in revolt. James Dobie became her eager and
willing receptacle. Thus, the pact was formed. Wolfing down his own portion, while Chris picked warily round
the edge of her plate. The transference of plates, with years of practice behind it, was a miracle of dexterity and
timing!
All such subterfuges, Chris reflected, never escaped the gimlet eyes of her fellow-orphans, and had to be paid
for—help with their home lessons, the coin in demand.
Engulfed in a passing moment of self-pity, assailed by the long-lost, but still remembered freedom of home,
Chris struggled towards a decision.
Had James been less incontinent this morning, she would simply have turned his mattress, concealed the
“evidence” and sent up a prayer.
“Don’t let Matron be in her examining mood.”
The risk was too great. On Friday, of all days, when good behaviour was an unspoken, but important, proviso
for attendance at the Band of Hope.
“James Dobie has wet his bed, matron.”
Nobody in the whole wide world could twist a situation with the dexterity of Matron. Chris suddenly found
herself the target of Matron’s displeasure.
“Did you waken James Dobie last night?”
“Yes, matron.”
“Are you sure?”
“Yes, matron.”
“Did he use his chamber pot?”
“Yes, matron.”
“How do you know he used it?”
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“I heard him!”
“Oh traitor untrue,” said the king “now thou has betrayed me thrice, who would have thought that thou …”
James Dobie had not yet learned Morte D’Arthur at school, but complete comprehension of it was held within
his eyes, accusing Chris from the opposite side of the breakfast table.
The flourish with which he scraped his porridge plate clean, before clasping it firmly to his chest and settling
down and back in his chair to concentrate on Chris, dithering around the mess of congealed porridge which now
confronted her—no tea, no bread—a dark beginning to an already cloud-threatened day.
*
“Christina Forbes!”
Bertha’s voice broke through the argumentative “whose-turn-to-do-what” claims that always preceded washing
up, and halted Chris in her assertions. For full titles were used amongst themselves only on formal—or foreboding
—occasions.
“Matron wants to see you in her sitting-room—at once!”
“It’s for something bad?” Her question, tentatively put, was purely rhetorical since it would not be answered
by Bertha in her official capacity.
“I know it’s for something bad.” Chris flicked swiftly through her memory for recent, but so far undiscovered
sins of ommission and/or commission.
“I know. By the sound of your voice.'
“So this,” Matron stood guardian over Chris’s opened school-bag on her desk, waving aloft a small, oftcreased bundle of jotter pages, “this is why you are always so keen on the Band of Hope. I might have suspected
it. Who is this boy who writes that he ‘can’t wait for Friday night’?”
“Till I see you again”—silently Chris completed the sentence for Matron, and, in the doing, recollected every
word written on the pages. The lines of X’s for kisses, the P.S. of regret “wish they were not on paper, but were
real”, embarrassment negated by the inner certainty.
“At least there’s not one dirty thing in the letters.”
“A boy at school, Matron—he lives with his grandfather, he’s nearly an orphan!” Chris volunteered the
information in the hope that such a common cause might influence Matron. “He’s got navy stockings with yellow
tops …” Suddenly she heard herself sharing with Matron the few facts she herself knew about the boy.
“He’s got a bike. He can freewheel down Barclay’s Brae without once touching his handlebars— you’d like
him if you knew him. I know you would!”
Evincing no sign of a shared “liking”, Matron set the pages down on her desk.
“The thing is,” she concluded, after long consideration, “you’re getting too old for the Band of Hope. It’s time
we were thinking of your future. Getting ready for it, when you go into service. There’s the old sewing-machine—
we could make a start on Friday nights, teaching you to use it—underwear, night-dresses, petticoats, things you’ll
need when you start your job …”
*
“What punishment?” Her colleagues clustered around her in the scullery, avid for her downfall.
“None.”
“No punishment?” The disbelief in Bertha’s voice atoned for much.
“None,” Chris confirmed, thrusting up her sleeves to attack the washing-up. “I can’t be bothered going to the
Band of Hope tonight,” she informed them casually. “I’m getting too old for it, it’s for children, Matron says.
She’s going to teach me to use her new sewing-machine.”
“Her new sewing-machine?” Bertha asked aghast.
“Her new sewing-machine. To sew my frocks for leaving.”
“Frocks!” Bertha grumbled, “all I had to make was nightgowns and petticoats!”
“You’re not me,” Chris reminded her, plunging her hands into the sink, “are you now?”
It’s raining
It’s pouring
The old man is snoring.

5
“It’s Christmas!” The jungle drums beat out the information from Hill Street to Lady Lane.
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“It’s Christmas in Higgins!”
“Halloween hasn’t even come yet,” Sarah protested. “Christmas is ages.”
“If we don’t join now,” Ellen, her best friend of the moment, pointed out, “the Club Cards will be all gone, and
we won’t get nothing.”
“I haven’t got a sixpence to join,” Sarah said.
“Me neither,” Ellen admitted. “Not till my dad gets his broo money. But we can go up and look.”
*
“Join our Christmas Club NOW!”
The notice in Higgins’s window justified Ellen’s urgency. The window itself held Sarah entrapped in a
confusion of time. As if time had gone back on itself, had whirled towards Christmas before coming to a stop in
Higgins’s window.
King George and Queen Mary stared as severely from their thrones on the tin tea caddy as they had done in all
the remembered Christmases of Sarah’s short life. The toy train in front of the window still looked as if it might
whistle off to somewhere, but had not yet decided on its destination. The doll presiding in the centre of the
window had not yet found a mother.
“Her shoes are only painted on,” Ellen said. “Not like real shoes. You can’t take them off.”
“Not like Mina Scobie’s ‘walkie-talkie’ doll,” Sarah agreed. “It can sleep. Higgins’s doll can’t. But,” she
admitted, “I’ve always wanted that doll!”
Unaware as yet, that the doll, the train, the tea caddy were beyond personal possession, reappearing briefly at
Christmas time in Higgins’s window. For as the weeks passed, and club members’ payments began to falter, until
they stopped altogether, an ominous notice appeared in Higgins’s window:
NO REFUND ON LAPSED PAYMENTS
“Owing to clerical work involved,” Mrs. Higgins had once pointed out to Sarah’s mother, when she had the
temerity to ‘object’.
“Clerical work!” she had snorted to her more timid neighbours, awaiting the outcome of the ‘objection’, “some
clerical work! That old Irish biddy knows how to make two and two into five! That’s all she does know!”
“She wants doing!” was always the unaminous verdict of the grown-ups. But their threat was never fulfilled.
For, although the figures on Higgins’s slate seldom reached an accurate total—“clerical work” again covering a
multitude of Higgins’s sins—it had to be endured. Their slate was indispensable.
*
Nevertheless, Higgins’s window always gave timely warning of the spade work that had to be done if
Christmas was to be Christmas.
You didn’t need sixpence to join the Mission Hall Sunday School nor the junior corps of the Salvation Army. It
was timing that counted. Timing, that was important—“at least a month before Christmas,” Ellen insisted. “For
attendance, or we won’t be members—and won’t get to the Christmas parties!”
“Only cocoa and stale buns,” Sarah said.
“And games!” Sally reminded her, putting in a bit of immediate practice.
Oh! The grand old Duke of York!
He had ten thousand men
He marched them up to the top of the hill
And he marched them down again.

As they raced together towards the lane.
And when they were up, they were UP!
And when they were down, they were DOWN!
And when they were only half way up
They were neither up nor down!

“The Hill Street bobby’s taking down names!” Sarah raced down to the lane to herald the glad tidings.
“I’ve just seen him. In Kimmer’s Wynd. With his red book. The kids are all round him.”
The information needed some consideration: had to be weighed in the balance, since their relationship with the
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Hill Street bobby was delicate, tenuous when fleetness of foot became their strongest weapon in the small war of
attrition that waged between themselves and the bobby—when their song of triumph pursued their pursuer:
Who would like to be a bobby?
Dressed up in other people’s clothes.
Wi’ a great big tarry hat
and a belly full o’ fat!
And a great big mealie puddin’ for a nose!

But that was when time was normal. The imminent approach of Christmas, when the Chief Constable’s
Christmas dinner for poor children was just weeks away, confounded the situation. The bobby’s red book, and his
threat to take down your name no longer held its menace. Indeed, the thing to be desired was to get your name
taken down in the red book, with all possible speed, for the annual Christmas dinner. The fear of your name being
omitted—yourself forgotten—cancelled out all other considerations.
“We’d best get ourselves up to Kimmer’s Wynd,” Sarah urged the others, “so’s the bobby can see us!”
“The ‘H’s to ‘M’s the night. And I’m ‘M’!”
“Me too,” Ellen affirmed. “I’m Menzie. That’s an ‘M’.”
“You’re all right then,” Betsy Kelly assured Ellen. She informed Sarah that “You’re a ‘Mac’—MacVean—it’s
the letter that comes after Mac that counts. ‘V’—you’ll be about last—there’s hundreds of ‘Mac’s’.”
Betsy was right, Sarah realised, as she stood with the other children crowding the court yard behind the police
station.
*
“Blue tickets this year!” Ellen separated now, on the other side of the yard, by virtue of sure and certain
possession of her ticket, held it aloft, waving it across at Sarah.
“Yellow tickets last year,” she shouted.
“Red!” Cis Tindall contradicted. “Red last year.”
“Yellow!”
The argument conjoined, rose in tempo until brought to a halt by the ticket bobby—
“NO tickets of any colour till you all SHUT UP!”
MacKenzie … MacKellar … McKinley … McRimmon … Macrivey … MacRobert … MacTavish … her
section, thinning out now, increased the panic rising up in Sarah—the feeling of being the last ‘M’ in the world
and apt to be forgotten … MacVean … Sarah …
“Blue tickets!” she shouted, squeezing through the crowd in search of Ellen, “blue tickets, right enough!”
The ultimate possession of tickets brought a subtle change to the street’s inhabitants. Dividing its elders into
those who claimed that they “had still some pride left”, and ticket-holders whom they accused of “putting on a
poor mouth”. Friends of a lifetime becoming foes for a fortnight. An attitude which influenced the children.
“We can’t play ‘hoist the green flag’!” Ellen lamented. “There’s not enough for sides. Mina Scobie and Jean
Campbell don’t play with us any more. Not since we got tickets for the Christmas Dinner!”
“They still play with me,” Sarah claimed.
“You’re different,” Ellen said. A difference which allowed Sarah a foot in both camps, by virtue of the
consensus of opinion of the street’s elders:
“She’s a poor, wee soul. Bless her. No father.”
A difference which confused Sarah, confronted by an image completely alien to herself. For she had never
thought of herself as “a poor, wee soul”. Nevertheless! The role now thrust upon her was well within her
histrionic abilities, albeit hard to act up to when boredom overtook herself and Ellen, and the temptation to disrupt
the elders, by playing “catch as can” along the street, overcame them.
“You didn’t rap on Annie Frigg’s door!” Ellen accused. “Nor on old Balaclava’s door either!”
Sarah had begun to realise that obligations could be limiting. She could no longer afford to alienate her
champions.
*
“A new frock!” Sarah’s mother protested. “If that’s the way of it you’ll just have to go without the Christmas
Dinner, or else make your way there in your birthday suit!”
The recurring problem of a new frock had raised its anxious head and had once again been resolved, since a
new frock simply meant a frock that was new to you! Tentatively donned in the prayerful hope that its original
owner would make no further claim on it, accosting you with a shame-making shout—
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“My frock!”
Awkward, wordless. Those brief moments of appraisal of each other. Burnished in finery, lent or given, before
lining up in your hundreds behind the kilted pipers for the triumphant march to the town hall through the main
streets of the city. Elders and parents, feuds forgotten. Cheering their offspring on as they stepped it out to the
music of Scotland the Brave, surging round, then rising up, bearing yourselves within it to some high and proud
place of the mind. So that you felt you had really done something fine and brave, though you couldn’t quite think
what it was. Aware only that getting yourself there at all merited a touch of self esteem!
*
Racing home together in the early dusk, discarding all superfluous things. Fruit, a taste not yet fully acquired,
flung to and fro with reckless largesse.
“Want an orange?”
“Like an apple?”
Holding grimly on to the poke of sweeties. And to the newly minted penny. That talisman, with its shining,
never-ending mystery. Proclaiming the date of a year that had not yet arrived.
“It’s for next year!” Sarah reaffirmed as herself and Ellen stood examining their new pennies in the light of the
street lamp. “Nineteen twenty-four, it says, and it hasn’t even come yet!”
“We can’t spend it then,” Ellen said. “Not till next year.”
“I’m not going to spend it!” Sarah vowed, as they raced towards the lane.
“I’m never going to spend mine!”
“Did you get a fine dinner then?” her mother wanted to know. “I’m asking you! Did you get a fine dinner?”
The dinner itself, although consumed, remained elusive. Un-tasted in recollection.
“We got an orange,” Sarah said. “And an apple, a poke of sweeties, and a new penny. Oh!” she remembered.
“And we all sang Once in Royal!”
“David’s City,” her mother reminded her.”It’s Once in Royal David’s City!”
225.53 1. Miss Pinkerton’s Apocalypse 2. “A Sad Tale’s Best For Winter” 3. The Leaf-Sweeper 4. You Should
Have Seen The Mess 5. The First Year Of My Life 6. The Gentile Jewesses: Six Short Stories\fn{by Muriel Spark
(1918-2006)} Edinburgh, Edinburgh, Scotland, United Kingdom (F) 11
1
One evening, a damp one in February, something flew in at the window. Miss Laura Pinkerton, who was doing
something innocent to the fire, heard a faint throbbing noise overhead. On looking up,
“George! come here! come quickly!”
George Lake came in at once, though sullenly because of their quarrel, eating a sandwich from the kitchen. He
looked up at the noise then sat down immediately.
From this point onward their story comes in two versions, his and hers. But they agree as to the main facts;
they agree that it was a small round flattish object, and that it flew.
“It’s a flying object of some sort,” whispered George eventually.
“It’s a saucer,” said Miss Pinkerton, keen and loud, “an antique piece. You can tell by the shape.”
“It can’t be an antique, that’s absolutely certain,” George said.
He ought to have been more tactful, and would have been, but for the stress of the moment. Of course it set
Miss Pinkerton off, she being in the right.
“I know my facts,” she stated as usual, “I should hope I know my facts. I’ve been in antique china for twentythree years in the autumn,” which was true, and George knew it. The little saucer was cavorting round the lamp.
“It seems to be attracted by the light,” George remarked, as one might distinguish a moth.
Promptly, it made as if to dive dangerously at George’s head. He ducked, and Miss Pinkerton backed against
the wall. As the dish tilted on its side, skimming George’s shoulder, Miss Pinkerton could see inside it.
“The thing might be radioactive. It might be dangerous.” George was breathless. The saucer had climbed, was
circling high above his head, and now made for him again, but missed.
“It is not radioactive,” said Miss Pinkerton, “it is Spode.”
“Don’t be so damn silly,” George replied, under the stress of the occasion.
“All right, very well,” said Miss Pinkerton, “it is not Spode. I suppose you are the expert, George, I suppose
you know best. I was only judging by the pattern. After the best part of a lifetime in china—“
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“It must be a forgery,” George said unfortunately.
For, unfortunately, something familiar and abrasive in Miss Pinkerton’s speech began to grind within him.
Also, he was afraid of the saucer. It had taken a stately turn, following the picture rail in a steady career round the
room.
“Forgery, ha!” said Miss Pinkerton. She was out of the room like a shot, and in again carrying a pair of steps.
“I will examine the mark,” said she, pointing intensely at the saucer. “Where are my glasses?”
Obligingly, the saucer settled in a corner; it hung like a spider a few inches from the ceiling. Miss Pinkerton
adjusted the steps. With her glasses on she was almost her sunny self again, she was ceremonious and expert.
“Don’t touch it, don’t go near it!”
George pushed her aside and grabbed the steps, knocking over a blue glass bowl, a Dresden figure, a vase of
flowers and a decanter of sherry; like a bull in a china shop, as Miss Pinkerton exclaimed. But she was
determined, and struggled to reclaim the steps.
“Laura!” he said desperately. “I believe it is Spode. I take your word.”
The saucer then flew out of the window. They acted quickly. They telephoned to the local paper. A reporter
would come right away. Meanwhile, Miss Pinkerton telephoned to her two scientific friends—at least, one was
interested in psychic research and the other was an electrician. But she got no reply from either. George had
leaned out of the window, scanning the rooftops and the night sky. He had leaned out of the back windows, had
tried all the lights and the wireless. These things were as usual. The news man arrived, accompanied by a
photographer.
“There’s nothing to photograph,” said Miss Pinkerton excitably. “It went away.”
“We could take a few shots of the actual spot,” the man explained. Miss Pinkerton looked anxiously at the
result of George and the steps.
“The place is a wreck.” Sherry from the decanter was still dripping from the sideboard.
“I’d better clear the place up. George, help me!” She fluttered nervously, and started to pack the fire with small
coals.
“No, leave everything as it is,” the reporter advised her. “Did the apparition make this mess?” George and Miss
Pinkerton spoke together.
“Well, indirectly,” said George.
“It wasn’t an apparition,” said Miss Pinkerton. The reporter settled on the nearest chair, poising his pencil and
asking,
“Do you mind if I take notes?”
“Would you mind sitting over here?” said Miss Pinkerton. “I don’t use the Queen Annes, normally. They are
very frail pieces.” The reporter rose as if stung, then perched on a table which Miss Pinkerton looked at uneasily.
“You see, I’m in antiques,” she rattled on, for the affair was beginning to tell on her, as George told himself. In
fact he sized up that she was done for; his irritation abated, his confidence came flooding back.
“Now, Laura, sit down and take it easy.” Solicitously he pushed her into an easy chair.
“She’s overwrought,” he informed the pressmen in an audible undertone.
“You say this object actually flew in this window?” suggested the reporter.
“That is correct,” said George. The cameraman trained his apparatus on the window.
“And you were both here at the time?”
“No,” Miss Pinkerton said. “Mr. Lake was in the kitchen and I called out, of course. But he didn’t see inside
the bowl, only the outside, underneath where the manufacturer’s mark is. I saw the pattern so I got the steps to
make sure. That’s how Mr. Lake knocked my things over. I saw inside.”
“I am going to say something,” said George.
The men looked hopefully towards him. After a pause, George continued,
“Let us begin at the beginning.”
“Right,” said the reporter, breezing up.
“It was like this,” George said. “I came straight in when Miss Pinkerton screamed, and there was a white
convex disc, you realize, floating around up there.” The reporter contemplated the spot indicated by George.
“It was making a hell of a racket like a cat purring,” George told him.
“Any idea what it really was?” the reporter enquired. George took his time to answer.
“Well, yes,” he said, “and no.”
“Spode ware,” said Miss Pinkerton. George continued,
“I’m not up in these things. I’m extremely skeptical as a rule. This was a new experience to me.”
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“That’s just it,” said Miss Pinkerton. “Personally, I’ve been in china for twenty-three years. I recognised the
thing immediately.” The reporter scribbled and enquired,
“These flying discs appear frequently in China?”
“It was a saucer. I’ve never seen one flying before,” Miss Pinkerton explained.
“I am going to ask a question,” George said. Miss Pinkerton continued,
“Mr. lake is an art framer. He handles old canvases but next to no antiques.”
“I am going to ask. Are you telling the story or am I?” George said.
“Perhaps Mr. Lake’s account first and then the lady’s,” the reporter ventured. Miss Pinkerton subsided crossly
while he turned to George.
“Was the object attached to anything? No wires or anything? I mean, someone couldn’t have been having a
joke or something?” George gave a decent moment to the possibility.
“No,” he then said. “It struck me, in fact, that there was some sort of Mind behind it, operating from outer
space. It tried to attack me, in fact.”
“Really, how was that?”
“Mr. Lake was not attacked,” Miss Pinkerton stated. “There was no danger at all. I saw the expression on the
pilot’s face. He was having a game with Mr. lake, grinning all over his face.”
“Pilot?” said George. “What are you talking about—pilot!” Miss Pinkerton sighed.
“A tiny man half the size of my finger,” she declared. “He sat on a tiny stool. He held the little tiny steeringwheel with one hand and waved with the other. Because, there was something like a sewing-machine fixed near
the rim, and he worked the tiny treadle with his foot. Mr. lake was not attacked.”
“Don’t be so damn silly,” said George.
“You don’t mean this?” the reporter asked her with scrutiny.
“Of course I do.”
“I would like to know something,” George demanded.
“You only saw the under side of the saucer, George.”
“You said nothing about any pilot at the time,” said George. “I saw no pilot.”
“Mr. Lake got a fright when the saucer came at him. If he hadn’t been dodging he would have seen for
himself.”
“You mentioned no pilot,” said George. “Be reasonable.”
“I had no chance,” said she. She appealed to the cameraman. “You see, I know what I’m talking about. Mr.
Lake thought he knew better, however. Mr. Lake said, ‘It’s a forgery.’ If there’s one thing I do know, it’s china.”
“It would be most unlikely,” said George to the reporter. “A steering-wheel and a treadle machine these days,
can you credit it?”
“The man would have fallen out,” the camera-man reflected.
“I must say,” said the reporter, “that I favour Mr. Lake’s long-range theory. The lady may have been subject to
some hallucination, after the shock of the saucer.”
“Quite,” said George. He whispered something to the photographer.
“Women!” Miss Pinkerton heard him breathe.
The reporter heard him also. He gave a friendly laugh.
“Shall we continue with Mr. Lake’s account, and then see what we can make of both stories?”
But Miss Pinkerton had come to a rapid decision. She began to display a mood hitherto unknown to George.
Leaning back, she gave way to a weak and artless giggling. Her hand fluttered prettily as she spoke between
gurgles of mirth.
“Oh, what a mess! What an evening! We aren’t accustomed to drink, you see, and now oh dear, oh dear!”
“Are you all right, Laura?” George enquired severely.
“Yes, yes, yes,” said Miss Pinkerton, drowsy and amiable. “We really oughtn’t to have done this, George.
Bringing these gentlemen out. But I can’t keep it up, George. Oh dear, it’s been fun though.”
She was away into her giggles again. George looked bewildered. Then he looked suspicious.
“It’s definitely the effect of this extraordinary phenomenon,” George said firmly to the Press.
“It was my fault, all my fault,” spluttered Miss Pinkerton.
The reporter looked at his watch.
“I can quite definitely say you saw a flying object?” he asked. “And that you were both put out by it?”
“Put down that it was a small, round, flattish object. We both agree to that,” George said. A spurt of delight
arose from Miss Pinkerton again.
1414

“Women, you know! It always comes down to women in the finish,” she told them. “We had a couple of
drinks. Mr. Lake had rather more than I did,” she added triumphantly.
“I assure you,” said George to the reporter.
“We might be fined for bringing the Press along, George. It might be an offence,” she put in.
“I assure you,” George insisted to the photographer, “that we had a flying saucer less than an hour ago in this
room.” Miss Pinkerton giggled.
The reporter looked round the room with new eyes; and with the air of one to whom to understand all is to
forgive all, he folded his notebook. The cameraman stared at the pool of sherry, the overturned flowers, the
broken glass and china. He packed up his camera, and they went away.
*
George gave out the tale to his regular customers. He gave both versions, appealing to their reason to choose.
Further up the road at her corner shop, Miss Pinkerton smiled tolerantly when questioned.
“Flying saucer? George is very artistic,” she would say, “and allowances must be made for imaginative folk.”
Sometimes she added that the evening had been a memorable one,
“Quite a party!”
It caused a certain amount of tittering in the neighbourhood. George felt this; but otherwise, the affair made no
difference between them. Personally, I believe the story, with a preference for Miss Pinkerton’s original version.
She is a neighbour of mine. I have reason to believe this version because, not long afterwards, I too received a
flying visitation from a saucer. The little pilot, in my case, was shy and inquisitive. He pedaled with all his might.
My saucer was Royal Worcester, fake or not I can’t say.
2
There was a man lived by a graveyard. His name was Selwyn Macgregor, the nicest boy who ever committed
the sin of whisky.
“Selwyn, what a place to live!”
“Have a tot for the road, dear.”
“Oh, Selwyn!”
“I get my letter tomorrow. Tomorrow I get the letter.”
“Now, Selwyn Macgregor!”
“It always arrives the first of the month. The first it always comes.”
“Macgregor, you’re a case. Make it a small one.”
“For the road, mind.”
“Mac, I’m on my way. What a place to live, what a graveyard and the mucky old church with the barbed wire
round it, who’d ever want to trespass within yon?”
“Cheerio, cheers!”
“Here’s to you, Mr. Macgregor. I would have to be a sore old tramp to shelter in yon for the night. The barbed
wire I cannot understand, I can not.”
“The money comes on the first.”
“I’m away, Selwyn, the night’s begun to rise.”
So it continued for thirteen years, with Selwyn increasing in age from twenty-five to thirty-eight. At twentyfive he was invalided out of the army, at thirty-eight was still living in the shack in the garden of the fallen manse.
There by the graveyard he was still getting his letter from Edinburgh every month on the first, when he would
cash the cheque.
“Good evening, Mr. Macgregor.”
“Just a tot, the both of you, come on now.”
“Mr. Macgregor, we beg to enquire, will you play the piano at the concert?”
“Aw, but that’s to be the middle of the month.”
“Mac, you will play us a piece.”
“Mid-month I’ll be in contemplation.”
“No more for me—well, a small … that’s enough, Mr. M.”
“Cheerio!”
“We’ll put you down for a tune then, Selwyn.”
“Aw no, I said.”
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“Mr. Selwyn, you’ll go melancholy mad. What a place to dwell by!”
“Here’s luck t’you both.”
Always, about the middle of the month, Selwyn’s money ran dry. Then he would go thirsty; he wouldn’t open
the door to anyone even if they had a plate of dinner in their hands. He lived on what he could get, turnips and
sometimes the loaves and dinners which they left on the doorstep. The 25 th of the month he opened his doors
again, borrowed a bit till the first, received visitors, brought out the bottle.
But in those ten silent days between the middle of the month and the twenty-fifth Selwyn Macgregor would sit
by his window and contemplate the graves of the dead.
*
Selwyn’s aunt lived in a tenement flat in the Warrender district of Edinburgh. Those flats were once occupied
by people of good substance and still here and there contain a whole lot of wealth behind the lack of show.
“The district’s going down,” Selwyn's aunt was saying for twenty years. But let anyone come and tell her,
“This quarter’s going down”:
“Not in my consideration, it isn’t,” she would say.
It was Selwyn’s Aunt Macgregor who, in view of the fact that his Mother had been Welsh, sent him his
monthly cheque, for it wasn’t Selwyn’s fault that his mother had been Welsh and mad or at least bone lazy. What’s
bred in the bone comes out.
There wouldn’t be much point in going into many details about Aunt Macgregor, what she looked like in her
navy blue and how her eyes, nose and mouth were disposed among the broken veins of her fine severe old face,
because her features went, as Selwyn said, under the earth where corruption is, and her navy blue went to the
nurse.
Well, she died. Some months before, you must know, she visited Selwyn up there in that shack by the
graveyard. She wore her brown, for she was careful with the navy. So up she went on the excursion to Selwyn
Macgregor. He wasn’t contemplating just then, so the doors were open.
“Auntie Macgregor! A little drop, Auntie, oh come on, a bit of a drop. That’s the girl.”
“Selwyn,” she said, “you’re the worse.”
“Worse than what?” Although Selwyn knew she meant for the drink.
“Worse than what? Worse than who? Than who-oo-ooo?” Selwyn kept on chanting, and she started to laugh.
She had a soft spot really for Selwyn.
Well, she died and left him a packet. Selwyn traveled to the funeral, a bitter cold day. Bitter cold, and naturally
he had his flask in his pocket. For you must know Selwyn entertained a lively faith in the Resurrection; work it
out, there was no dishonour meant to Aunt Macgregor by Selwyn’s taking precautions against the cold at the
graveside, though he tottered and there was talk.
“Dust to dust …”
“That’s never Miss Macgregor’s nephew! Surely yon’s never!”
“That’s the chief mourner, her brother’s boy. What’s he up to for the Lord’s sake?”
Selwyn lifted a handful of earth. But then, then, he stood looking at it with his smile. There was the coffin
waiting and all the people waiting. So when the minister nodded as if to say, “All right, toss it on the coffin,”
Selwyn flung the earth over his left shoulder out of force of habit, as he did at home with the salt. After that he
beamed round at the mourners as much as to say, “Here’s health!” or “Cheerio!” or some similar saying.
“Poor Miss Macgregor. The only relative, poor soul.”
*
Shortly afterwards Selwyn received a letter about his aunt’s will from one of the trustees. It was rather
complicated, and so Selwyn wrote,
“Come and see me after the twenty-fifth.”
And he busied himself with contemplation until that date. On the twenty-sixth the trustee arrived at Selwyn’s
door with his healthy face and dark overcoat. Selwyn thought, what a nice wee trustee, here’s hoping he’s brought
some ready.
“Make yourself at home,” said Selwyn, getting out another glass.
“Ta,” said the man.
“Here’s hoping,” Selwyn said. And eventually this trustee said to Selwyn,
“You know the provision in Miss Macgregor’s will?”
“I did notice something,” Selwyn declared, “in that letter you sent me but I was busy at the time.”
So the man read out the will, and when he came to the bit ‘to my nephew Selwyn Macgregor …’ he stopped
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and looked at Selwyn, ‘ … providing,’ he continued, ‘he looks after his health.’”
“My auntie all over,” Selwyn said and filled up the glasses. “A very fine woman, Mr. —?”
“Brown,” said the man. “My partner Mr. Harper is the other trustee. You’ll get on fine with him. When will
you be moving from here?”
“Aw when I’m dead,” said Selwyn.
“Now, Mr. Macgregor, this is not a healthy spot. The will says—”
“To hell with the will,” said Selwyn, and patted Mr. Brown on the shoulder, so that Mr. Brown couldn’t help
warming to him, what with the whisky-tingle inside him, and the pleasant Welsh lilt of the “l’s” when Selwyn had
said, “To hell with the will.”
“My work keeps me here,” Selwyn added.
“What is your work, Mr. Macgregor?”
“The contemplation of corruption.”
“Now, Mr. Macgregor, that is not a healthy occupation. I don’t wish to be difficult but my partner Mr. Harper
takes his duty as a trustee very much to heart. Miss Macgregor was an old client of ours and she always worried
about your health.”
“Bung ho, press on!” said Selwyn,
“Same to you, Mr. Mac. Here’s to you, sir.”
“You can tell Harper,” Selwyn pointed out, “that you found me in good health and busy working.”
“You look a bit thin, Mr. Macgregor. This doesn’t look a healthy spot to me.” Selwyn played him a tune and
sang him a song. “O mother, mother,” he sang, “make my bed. O make it soft and narrow …”
“Very nice,” said the trustee when he’d finished. “That was rare.”
“I’m a musician,” said Selwyn. “You needn’t mention my other work to Harper.”
“Here, you’re trying to corrupt me, that’ll never do. Didn’t you say corruption was your line?”
“No, no. I do contemplation of corruption,” Selwyn explained. “A very different thing, very high. Drink up.”
“Here’s wishing you all you wish yourself,” said Mr. Brown. “You don’t corrupt me, mind!”
“It’s either I corrupt you or you corrupt me,” Selwyn stated, and he went on to explain himself, and they
argued the point while the time became timeless and they got muddled over the word corrupt, calling it cupped.
“Who’s cupping who?” said Mr. Brown. “Who’s cups?”
Eventually Selwyn couldn’t laugh for coughing, and again, he couldn’t cough for laughing. When he recovered
he passed the bottle and went deep into the question of cups being a corrupt form of corrupt. He sang out,
“Ha, ha, ha. Hee, hee, hee. I’ll cup you or you’ll cup me.”
“Here’s a short life and a merry one!” said Mr. Brown.
*
Well, it was Selwyn corrupted the trustee. His monthly cheque, bigger than before, continued to come in. All
through the winter he carried on his routine, doors open for company on the twenty-fifth, and on the fifteenth
doors shut, and Selwyn at his window contemplating the dead graves.
He died the following spring. There had been an X-ray two years back, when Selwyn had said,
“Aw to hell with my chest, I’ve work to do. Here’s a health!” Mr. Brown said to his partner,
“He never told me of his chest. If I’d known of it I would have seen him into a warm house and a new suit. I
would have seen him with a housekeeper and I would have seen him into medical hands.”
“These musicians,” said Mr. Harper. “Too dedicated. One must admire them, though.”
“Oh, must one? Oh, must one?” said Mr. Brown irritably, for he couldn’t himself think highly of Selwyn who
had been so shabby as to actually die when he had more or less agreed only to contemplate.
“A sad tale,” said Mr. Harper dreamily. “Macgregor was a hero in his way.”
“Oh, was he? Oh, was he?”
At that moment Mr. Brown despised his stupid partner almost more than he resented the dead man. Though
lately, chancing to be in those parts where Selwyn had lived, even Mr. Brown couldn’t help the thought,
“Oh, Selwyn Macgregor, what a manner you had!” And when he saw that they had leveled out the old
graveyard to make a playground for the children, he contemplated Selwyn’s corruption for a long time.
3
Behind the town hall there is a wooded parkland which, towards the end of November, begins to draw a thin
blue cloud right into itself; and as a rule the park floats in this haze until mid-February. I pass every day, and see
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Johnnie Geddes in the heart of this mist, sweeping up the leaves. Now and again he stops, and jerking his long
head erect, looks indignantly at the pile of leaves, as if it ought not to be there; then he sweeps on. This business
of leaf-sweeping he learnt during the years he spent in the asylum; it was the job they always gave him to do; and
when he was discharged the town council gave him the leaves to sweep. But the indignant movement of the head
comes naturally to him, for this has been one of his habits since he was the most promising and buoyant and
vociferous graduate of his year. He looks much older than he is, for it is not quite twenty years ago that Johnnie
founded the Society for the Abolition of Christmas.
Johnnie was living with his aunt then. I was at school, and in the Christmas holidays Miss Geddes gave me her
nephew’s pamphlet, How to Grow Rich at Christmas.
It sounded very likely, but it turned out that you grow rich at Christmas by doing away with Christmas, and so
pondered Johnnie's pamphlet no further. But it was only his first attempt. He had, within the next three years,
founded his society of Abolitionists. His new book, Abolish Christmas or We Die, was in great demand at the
public library, and my turn for it came at last.
Johnnie was really convincing, this time, and most people were completely won over until after they had
closed the book. I got an old copy for sixpence the other day, and despite the lapse of time it still proves
conclusively that Christmas is a national crime. Johnnie demonstrates that every human-unit in the kingdom faces
inevitable starvation within a period inversely proportional to that in which one in every six industrialproductivity units, if you see what he means, stops producing toys to fill the stockings of the educational-intake
units. He cites appalling statistics to show that 1.024 per cent of the time squandered each Christmas in reckless
shopping and thoughtless churchgoing brings the nation closer to its doom by five years. A few readers protested,
but Johnnie was able to demolish their muddled arguments, and meanwhile the Society for the Abolition of
Christmas increased.
But Johnnie was troubled. Not only did Christmas rage throughout the kingdom as usual that year, but he had
private information that many of the Society’s members had broken the Oath of Abstention.
He decided, then, to strike at the very roots of Christmas. Johnnie gave up his job on the Drainage Supply
Board; he gave up all his prospects, and, financed by a few supporters, retreated for two years to study the roots of
Christmas. Then, all jubilant, Johnnie produced his next and last book, in which he established, either that
Christmas was an invention of the Early Fathers to propitiate the pagans, or it was invented by the pagans to
placate the Early Fathers, I forget which. Against the advice of his friends, Johnnie entitled it Christmas and
Christianity. It sold eighteen copies.
Johnnie never really recovered from this; and it happened, about that time, that the girl he was engaged to, an
ardent Abolitionist, sent him a pullover she had knitted, for Christmas; he sent it back, enclosing a copy of the
Society’s rules, and she sent back the ring. But in any case, during Johnnie’s absence, the Society had been
undermined by a moderate faction. These moderates finally became more moderate, and the whole thing broke
up.
*
Soon after this, I left the district, and it was some years before I saw Johnnie again. One Sunday afternoon in
summer, I was idling among the crowds who were gathered to hear the speakers at Hyde Park. One little crowd
surrounded a man who bore a banner marked “Crusade against Christmas”; his voice was frightening; it carried an
unusually long way. This was Johnnie. A man in the crowd told me Johnnie was there every Sunday, very violent
about Christmas, and that he would soon be taken up for insulting language. As I saw in the papers, he was soon
taken up for insulting language. And a few months later I heard that poor Johnnie was in a mental home, because
he had Christmas on the brain and couldn’t stop shouting about it.
After that I forgot all about him until three years ago, in December, I went to live near the town where Johnnie
had spent his youth. On the afternoon of Christmas Eve I was walking with a friend, noticing what had changed in
my absence, and what hadn’t. We passed a long, large house, once famous for its armoury, and I saw that the iron
gates were wide open.
“They used to be kept shut,” I said.
“That’s an asylum now,” said my friend; “they let the mild cases work in the grounds, and leave the gates open
to give them a feeling of freedom.”
“But,” said my friend, “they lock everything inside. Door after door. The lift as well; they keep it locked.”
While my friend was chattering, I stood in the gateway and looked in. Just beyond the gate was a great bare
elm-tree. There I saw a man in brown corduroys, sweeping up the leaves. Poor soul, he was shouting about
Christmas.
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“That’s Johnnie Geddes,” I said. “Has he been here all these years?”
“Yes,” said my friend as we walked on. “I believe he gets worse at this time of year.”
“Does his aunt see him”
“Yes. And she sees nobody else.”
We were, in fact, approaching the house where Miss Geddes lived. I suggested we call on her. I had known her
well.
“No fear,” said my friend. I decided to go in, all the same, and my friend walked on to the town.
Miss Geddes had changed, more than the landscape. She had been a solemn, calm woman, and now she moved
about quickly, and gave short agitated smiles. She took me to her sitting-room, and as she opened the door she
called to someone inside,
“Johnnie, see who’s come to see us!”
A man, dressed in a dark suit, was standing on a chair, fixing holly behind a picture. He jumped down.
“Happy Christmas,” he said. “A Happy and a Merry Christmas indeed. I do hope,” he said, “you’re going to
stay for tea, as we’ve got a delightful Christmas cake, and at this season of goodwill I would be cheered indeed if
you could see how charmingly it’s decorated; it has “Happy Christmas” in red icing, and then there’s a robin and
—”
“Johnnie,” said Miss Geddes, “you’re forgetting the carols.”
“The carols,” he said. He lifted a gramophone record from a pile and put it on. It was The Holly and the Ivy.
“It’s The Holly and the Ivy,” said Miss Geddes. “Can’t we have something else? We had that all morning.”
“It is sublime,” he said, beaming from his chair, and holding up his hand for silence.
While Miss Geddes went to fetch the tea, and he sat absorbed in his carol, I watched him. He was so like
Johnnie, that if I hadn’t seen poor Johnnie a few moments before, sweeping up the asylum leaves, I would have
thought he really was Johnnie. Miss Geddes returned with the tray, and while he rose to put on another record, he
said something that startled me.
“I saw you in the crowd that Sunday when I was speaking at Hyde Park.”
“What a memory you have!” said Miss Geddes.
“It must be ten years ago,” he said.
“My nephew has altered his opinion of Christmas,” she explained. “He always comes home for Christmas
now, and don’t we have a jolly time, Johnnie?”
“Rather!” he said. “Oh, let me cut the cake.”
He was very excited about the cake. With a flourish he dug a large knife into the side. The knife slipped, and I
saw it run deep into his finger. Miss Geddes did not move. He wrenched his cut finger away, and went on slicing
the cake.
“Isn’t it bleeding?” I said.
He held up his hand. I could see the deep cut, but there was no blood. Deliberately, and perhaps desperately, I
turned to Miss Geddes.
“That house up the road,” I said, “I see it’s a mental home now. I passed it this afternoon.”
“Johnnie,” said Miss Geddes, as one who knows the game is up, “go and fetch the mince-pies.” He went,
whistling a carol.
“You passed the asylum,” said Miss Geddes wearily.
“Yes,” I said.
“And you saw Johnnie sweeping up the leaves.”
“Yes.” We could still hear the whistling of the carol.
“Who is he?” I said.
“That’s Johnnie’s ghost,” she said. “He comes home every Christmas. But,” she said, “I don’t like him. I can’t
bear him any longer, and I’m going away tomorrow. I don’t want Johnnie’s ghost, I want Johnnie in flesh and
blood.”
I shuddered, thinking of the cut finger that could not bleed. And I left, before Johnnie’s ghost returned with the
mince-pies.
Next day, as I had arranged to join a family who lived in the town, I started walking over about noon. Because
of the light mist, I didn’t see at first who it was approaching. It was a man, waving his arm to me. It turned out to
be Johnnie’s ghost.
“Happy Christmas. What do you think,” said Johnnie’s ghost, “my aunt has gone to London. Fancy, on
Christmas day, and I thought she was at church, and here I am without anyone to spend a jolly Christmas with,
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and, of course, I forgive her, as it’s the season of goodwill, but I’m glad to see you, because now I can come with
you, wherever it is you’re going, and we can all have a Happy—”
“Go away,” I said, and walked on.
It sounds hard. But perhaps you don’t know how repulsive and loathsome is the ghost of a living man. The
ghosts of the dead may be all right, but the ghost of mad Johnnie gave me the creeps.
“Clear off,” I said. He continued walking beside me.
“As it’s the time of good will, I make allowances for your tone,” he said. “But I’m coming.”
We had reached the asylum gates, and there, in the grounds, I saw Johnnie sweeping the leaves. I suppose it
was his way of going on strike, working on Christmas day. He was making a noise about Christmas. On a sudden
impulse I said to Johnnie's ghost,
“You want company?”
“Certainly,” he replied. “It’s the season of—”
“Then you shall have it,” I said. I stood in the gateway.
“Oh, Johnnie,” I called. He looked up.
“I’ve brought your ghost to see you, Johnnie.”
“Well, well,” said Johnnie, advancing to meet his ghost. “Just imagine it!”
“Happy Christmas,” said Johnnie’s ghost.
“Oh, really?” said Johnnie.
I left them to it. And when I looked back, wondering if they would come to blows, I saw that Johnnie’s ghost
was sweeping the leaves as well. They seemed to be arguing at the same time. But it was still misty, and really, I
can’t say whether, when I looked a second time, there were two men or one man sweeping the leaves.
Johnnie began to improve in the New Year. At least, he stopped shouting about Christmas, and then he never
mentioned it at all; in a few months, when he had almost stopped saying anything, they discharged him.
The town council gave him the leaves of the park to sweep. He seldom speaks, and recognises nobody. I see
him every day at the late end of the year, working within the mist. Sometimes, if there is a sudden gust, he jerks
his head up to watch a few leaves falling behind him, as if amazed that they are undeniably there, although, by
rights, the falling of leaves should be stopped.
4
I am now more than glad that I did not pass into the Grammar School five years ago, although it was a
disappointment at the time. I was always good at English, but not so good at the other subjects!
I am glad that I went to the Secondary Modern School, because it was only constructed the year before.
Therefore, it was much more hygienic than the Grammar School. The Secondary Modern was light and airy, and
the walls were painted with a bright, washable, gloss. One day, I was sent over to the Grammar School with a note
for one of the teachers, and you should have seen the mess! The corridors were dusty, and I saw dust on the
window ledges, which were chipped. I saw into one of the classrooms. It was very untidy in there.
I am also glad that I did not go to the Grammar School, because of what it does to one’s habits. This may
appear to be a strange remark, at first sight. It is a good thing to have an education behind you, and I do not
believe in ignorance, but I have had certain experiences, with educated people, since going out into the world.
I am seventeen years of age, and left school two years ago last month. I had my A certificate for typing, so got
my first job, as a junior, in a solicitor’s office. Mum was pleased at this, and Dad said it was a first-class start, as it
was an old-established firm. I must say that when I went for the interview I was surprised at the windows, and the
stairs up to the offices were also far from clean. There was a little waiting-room, where some of the elements were
missing from the gas fire, and the carpet on the floor was worn. However, Mr. Heygate’s office, into which I was
shown for the interview, was better. The furniture was old, but it was polished, and there was a good carpet, I will
say that. The glass of the bookcase was very clean.
I was to start on the Monday, so along I went. They took me to the general office, where there were two senior
shorthand-typists, and a clerk, Mr. Gresham, who was far from smart in appearance. You should have seen the
mess!! There was no floor covering whatsoever, and so dusty everywhere. There were shelves all round the room,
with old box files on them. The box files were falling to pieces, and all the old papers inside them were crumpled.
The worst shock of all was the teacups. It was my duty to make tea, mornings and afternoons. Miss Bewlay
showed me where everything was kept. It was kept in an old orange box, and the cups were all cracked. There
were not enough saucers to go round, etc. I will not go into the facilities, but they were also far from hygienic.
After three days, I told Mum, and she was upset, most of all about the cracked cups. We never keep a cracked cup,
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but throw it out, because those cracks can harbour germs. So Mum gave me my own cup to take to the office.
Then at the end of the week, when I got my salary, Mr. Heygate said,
“Well, Lorna, what are you going to do with your first pay?” I did not like him saying this, and I nearly passed
a comment, but I said,
“I don’t know.” He said,
“What do you do in the evenings, Lorna? Do you watch Telly?”
I did take this as an insult, because we call it TV, and his remark made me out to be uneducated. I just stood,
and did not answer, and he looked surprised. Next day, Saturday, I told Mum and Dad about the facilities, and we
decided I should not go back to that job. Also, the desks in the general office were rickety. Dad was indignant,
because Mr. Heygate’s concern was flourishing, and he had letters after his name.
Everyone admires our flat, because Mum keeps it spotless, and Dad keeps doing things to it. He has done it up
all over, and got permission from the Council to re-modernise the kitchen. I well recall the Health Visitor
remarking to Mum,
“You could eat off your floor, Mrs. Merrifield.” It is true that you could eat your lunch off Mum’s floors, and
any hour of the day or night you will find every corner spick and span.
*
Next, I was sent by the agency to a Publisher’s for an interview, because of being good at English. One look
was enough!! My next interview was a success, and I am still at Low’s Chemical Co. It is a modern block, with a
quarter of an hour rest period, morning and afternoon. Mr. Marwood is very smart in appearance. He is well
spoken, although he has not got a university education behind him. There is special lighting over the desks, and
the typewriters are latest models,
So I am happy at Low’s. But I have met other people, of an educated type, in the past year, and it has opened
my eyes. It so happened that I had to go to the Doctor’s house, to fetch a prescription for my young brother,
Trevor, when the epidemic was on. I rang the bell, and Mrs. Darby came to the door. She was small, with fair hair,
but too long, and a green maternity dress. But she was very nice to me. I had to wait in their living-room, and you
should have seen the state it was in! There were broken toys on the carpet, and the ashtrays were full up. There
were contemporary pictures on the walls, but the furniture was not contemporary, but old-fashioned, with covers
which were past standing up to another wash, I should say. To cut a long story short, Dr. Darby and Mrs. Darby
have always been very kind to me, and they meant everything for the best. Dr. Darby is also short and fair, and
they have three children, a girl and a boy, and now a baby boy. When I went that day for the prescription, Dr.
Darby said to me,
“You look pale, Lorna. It’s the London atmosphere. Come on a picnic with us, in the car, on Saturday.”
After that I went with the Darbys more and more. I liked them, but I did not like the mess, and it was a
surprise. But I also kept in with them for the opportunity of meeting people, and Mum and Dad were pleased that
I had made nice friends. So I did not say anything about the cracked lino, and the paintwork all chipped. The
children’s clothes were very shabby for a doctor, and she changed them out of their school clothes when they
came home from school, into those worn-out garments. Mum always kept us spotless to go out to play, and I do
not like to say it, but those Darby children frequently looked like the Leary family, which the Council evicted
from our block, as they were far from house-proud.
One day, when I was there, Mavis (as I called Mrs. Darby by then) put her head out of the window, and
shouted to the boy,
“John, stop peeing over the cabbages at once. Pee on the lawn.”
I did not know which way to look. Mum would never say a word like that from the window, and I know for a
fact that Trevor would never pass water outside, not even bathing in the sea.
I went there usually at the week-ends, but sometimes on weekdays, after supper. They had an idea to make a
match for me with a chemist’s assistant, whom they had taken up too. He was an orphan, and I do not say there
was anything wrong with that. But he was not accustomed to those little extras that I was. He was a good-looking
boy, I will say that. So I went once to a dance, and twice to the films with him. To look at, he was quite clean in
appearance. But there was only hot water at the weekend at his place, and he said that a bath once a week was
sufficient. Jim (as I called Dr. Darby by then) said it was sufficient also, and surprised me. He did not have much
money, and I do not hold that against him. But there was no hurry for me, and I could wait for a man in a better
position, so that I would not miss those little extras. So he started going out with a girl from the coffee bar, and
did not come to the Darbys very much then.
There were plenty of boys at the office, but I will say this for the Darbys, they had lots of friends coming and
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going, and they had interesting conversation, although sometimes it gave me a surprise, and I did not know where
to look. And sometimes they had people who were very down and out, although there is no need to be. But most
of the guests were different, so it made a comparison with the boys at the office, who were not so educated in their
conversation.
Now it was near the time for Mavis to have her baby, and I was to come in at the weekend, to keep an eye on
the children, while the help had her day off. Mavis did not go away to have her baby, but would have it at home,
in their double bed, as they did not have twin beds, although he was a Doctor. A girl I knew, in our block, was
engaged, but was let down, and even she had her baby in the labour ward. I was sure the bedroom was not
hygienic for having a baby, but I did not mention it.
One day, after the baby boy came along, they took me in the car to the country, to see Jim’s mother. The baby
was put in a carry-cot at the back of the car. He began to cry, and without a word of a lie, Jim said to him over his
shoulder,
“Oh shut your gob, you little bastard.”
I did not know what to do, and Mavis was smoking a cigarette. Dad would not dream of saying such a thing to
Trevor or I. When we arrived at Jim’s mother’s place, Jim said,
“It’s a fourteenth-century cottage, Lorna.”
I could well believe it. It was very cracked and old, and it made one wonder how Jim could let his old mother
live in this tumble-down cottage, as he was so good to everyone else. So Mavis knocked at the door, and the old
lady came. There was not much anyone could do to the inside. Mavis said,
“Isn’t it charming! Lorna?”
If that was a joke, it was going too far. I said to the old Mrs. Darby, “Are you going to be re-housed?” but she
did not understand this, and I explained how you have to apply to the Council, and keep at them. But it was funny
that the Council had not done something already, when they go round condemning. Then old Mrs. Darby said,
“My dear, I shall be re-housed in the Grave.” I did not know where to look.
There was a carpet hanging on the wall, which I think was there to hide a damp spot. She had a good TV set, I
will say that. But some of the walls were bare brick, and the facilities were outside, through the garden. The
furniture was far from new.
One Saturday afternoon, as I happened to go to the Darbys’, they were just going off to a film, and they took
me too. It was the Curzon, and afterwards we went to a flat in Curzon Street. It was a very clean block, I will say
that, and there were good carpets at the entrance. The couple there had contemporary furniture, and they also
spoke about music. It was a nice place, but there was no Welfare Centre to the flats, where people could go for
social intercourse, advice and guidance. But they were well-spoken, and I met Willy Morley, who was an artist.
Willy sat beside me, and we had a drink. He was young, dark, with a dark shirt, so one could not see right away if
he was clean. Soon after this, Jim said to me,
“Willy wants to paint you, Lorna. But you’d better ask your Mum.” Mum said it was all right if he was a friend
of the Darbys.
I can honestly say that Willy’s place was the most unhygienic place I have seen in my life. He said I had an
unusual type of beauty, which he must capture. This was when we came back to his place from the restaurant. The
light was very dim, but I could see the bed had not been made, and the sheets were far from clean. He said he
must paint me, but I told Mavis I did not like to go back there.
“Don’t you like Willy?” she asked.
I could not deny that I liked Willy, in a way. There was something about him, I will say that. Mavis said,
“I hope he hasn’t been making a pass at you, Lorna.”
I said he had not done so, which was almost true, because he did not attempt to go to the full extent. It was
always unhygienic when I went to Willy’s place, and I told him so once, but he said,
“Lorna, you are a joy.”
He had a nice way, and he took me out in his car, which was a good one, but dirty inside, like his place. Jim
said one day, “He has pots of money, Lorna,” and Mavis said,
“You might make a man of him, as he is keen on you.” They always said Willy came from a good family.
But I saw that one could not do anything with him. He would not change his shirt very often, or get clothes,
but he went around like a tramp, lending people money, as I have seen with my own eyes. His place was in a
terrible mess, with the empty bottles, and laundry in the corner. He gave me several gifts over the period, which I
took, as he would have only given them away, but he never tried to go to the full extent. He never painted my
portrait, as he was painting fruit on a table all that time, and they said his pictures were marvelous, and thought
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Willy and I were getting married.
One night, when I went home, I was upset as usual, after Willy’s place. Mum and Dad had gone to bed, and I
looked round our kitchen which is done in primrose and white. Then I went into the living- room, where Dad has
done one wall in a patterned paper, deep rose and white, and the other walls pale rose, with white wood-work. The
suite is new, and Mum keeps everything beautiful. So it came to me, all of a sudden, what a fool I was, going with
Willy. I agree to equality, but as to me marrying Willy, as I said to Mavis, when I recall his place, and the good
carpet gone greasy, not to mention the paint oozing out of the tubes, I think it would break my heart to sink so
low.
219.96 Excerpt from Minerva’s Stepchild\fn{by Helen Forrester (1919- )} Hoylake, Mersyside, England, United
Kingdom (F) 10
1
“Shut up, Avril,” I said sternly, between chattering teeth. “Everything is going to be all right.”
“I’m cold, and I’m hungry.” The wail threatened to become one of three-year-old Avril’s howling tantrums.
My spectacles were sprayed with rain, and I could not see very well as I peered shortsightedly down Lime
Street. But I lifted Avril up and hugged her to my damp school uniform.
“Behave yourself,” I ordered sharply. “We’re all hungry. You must be brave until Daddy comes back to collect
us.”
Fortunately, I did not know that my father, at that moment walking the streets of Liverpool in search of shelter
for his sick wife and seven children, had no real idea of what to do to mitigate the catastrophe which had struck
him. I presumed that adults always knew what they were doing. I did not know that my mother, sweating with
pain on a stretcher in the ladies’ waiting room, her six-week-old son beside her, was bordering on a nervous
breakdown. I could not understand why we could not go to stay with my grandmother, who lived only a few miles
away across the Mersey River. No one had told me she had quarreled violently with her son and his wife, whom
she condemned jointly as worthless spendthrifts, and would have no more to do with us.
“Girls should not poke their noses into the business of grownups,” I had been told tartly, and I had retreated to
Alan for consolation.
“Perhaps it’s been sold,” he had whispered uneasily, as he ran his fingers through his corn-colored hair.
“Why?” I asked, my eyes goggled in surprise. He stared at me reflectively, his wide, blue eyes troubled.
“I don’t know. There’s something wrong. Mary Ann packed her suitcase and left on Saturday.” Mary Ann was
our housemaid, a jolly, outspoken girl.
“I thought she’d gone home to visit her mother for a few days—that’s what she told me.”
“I don’t think so. She seems to have taken everything with her. She even asked Cook for her curling iron
back.”
Our uneasiness grew while Mother was in hospital, having a baby and later major abdominal surgery. Then
one day an idle word from a school friend gave us a clue.
Father had done a mysterious thing called “going bankrupt,” a not uncommon occurrence in the world of 1930,
but strange to me. I had heard vaguely that going bankrupt was an American disease, which had struck Wall Street
in New York, and that Americans committed suicide when this happened to them. Mentally, I saw dozens of them
hurling themselves off the tops of skyscrapers, and I wondered where Father would find a skyscraper.
Father had been sent off to boarding school by his widowed mother when he was only six years old; he had left
it at nineteen to join the army in 1914. My mother, an orphan, had been brought up by nuns. Neither had had any
training in the management of a family or a domestic budget, and they had enjoyed a high standard of living by
being permanently in debt. Further, they had had seven children. Once the Depression set in and dividends dried
up, bankruptcy was inevitable.
The remainder of our servants left in a body while Mother was still in hospital, and I was left to manage the
home as best I could, until we moved to Liverpool. While my parents were absent, one of our unpaid domestics
carried off my mother’s entire wardrobe, leaving her only the outfit she had been wearing when she was whisked
into the hospital.
Father had no knowledge of the legal rights of a bankrupt to clothing and bedding, so he sent the key of our
house to his main creditor, a moneylender, with instructions to sell the house and its contents, and to reimburse
himself from the proceeds. From a misguided sense of honor, he left everything we possessed, except the clothing
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in which he and his family were dressed, taking only a pair of blankets in which to wrap up my mother and the
new baby, Edward. Then, with his last ten pounds in cash, he bought tickets on the train to Liverpool, which was
his birthplace.
He remembered Liverpool as a bustling, wealthy city and hoped to find employment there, perhaps as an
accountant. He had not visualized what the Depression was doing to the north of England. He could not imagine
that a man who desired work would not be able to find it.
Liverpool looked a dreadfully dismal place to my untutored eyes. Water swirled along the gutters, carrying a
horrid collection of garbage. Along the pavement men in shabby cloth caps shuffled from litter bin to litter bin to
sift through the garbage for food and cigarette ends. In the gutter stood four unemployed Welsh miners, caps held
hopefully out while they sang over and over again in sad tenor voices, Land of our Fathers and All Through the
Night.
“Are you lost?”
I jumped and Avril stopped wailing. A policeman, water running down his cape and helmet, was bending over
us, his red face concerned.
“No, thank you,” I said primly, and since he continued to look down at us doubtfully, I added,
“Mummy is in the waiting room.” He smiled in a friendly fashion.
“Better go back to her, luv,” he said. “Lime Street is no place for a nice young lady—and ye’ll get wet.”
Reluctantly, I retraced my steps to the waiting room.
Father had been away four hours or more. Baby Edward had not been fed and was crying lustily. Indian-dark
Brian and fair-haired Tony, aged six and five respectively, were playing tag around and around the high, varnished
benches. I could see that Brian was afraid. His little hands were clenched tight and his heart-shaped face was
grim. Tony was playing the game with his usual cool care, watching his elder brother closely to anticipate every
move he made. His mind seemed to work with such intelligence that it was as if he had been born with a brain
already mature and furnished with knowledge.
Fiona, aged nine, was still sitting silently by my mother, nursing her favorite doll, her pale-blue eyes wide with
dumb fear. We all loved Fiona with unquestioning devotion. She never had tantrums as Avril and I did; she never
seemed to get dirty or forget her table manners. But now even placid Fiona needed asylum.
Mother lay on the stretcher, her eyes closed, her face etherally white. An empty teacup on the bench beside her
spoke of the kindness of the lavatory attendant. None of us had eaten since breakfast, a meal of toast hastily
consumed, and now it was after four o’clock. I knew that my mother had no money in her handbag, so it was no
good offering to go and buy something to eat from the station restaurant.
I went up to my mother. A tear lay on her cheek.
“Are you all right, Mummy?”
“Yes, dear. I got up and walked for a few moments a little while ago.”
“You’ll soon be better, Mummy?”
“Yes—yes, I have to be.”
I picked Edward up from beside her and, holding him against my shoulder, tried to stop his healthy bellows for
food by walking up and down with him. Alan had been kneeling on a bench by the window, watching the horses
and drays in the station yard. Now he came and walked with me. We did not talk, both our hearts were too heavy.
Mother had been in hospital until Christmas Eve, a scant eight days ago. I realized, with a sense of shock, that
Christmas and New Year had passed uncelebrated, lost in a foggy nightmare of quarrels, recrimination, and
general disorder in the house. Mother had discharged herself from the hospital, before the doctors thought she
should, so that we could come to Liverpool.
As I clucked sympathetically at Edward, it seemed madness to me to embark on such a journey with Mother
still so ill. I had no conception of the panic gripping my parents—a panic which had made them lose all sense of
proportion. They had been brought up in a little world of moneyed people, insulated by their private means from
any real difficulties or hardships. When the money vanished, they had no idea what to do, beyond trying to obtain
a “suitable” position. A moneylender was, to them, a ruthless Scrooge. I do not think it occurred to them that, if he
had been apprised of Mother’s illness, he might have had a little compassion. And so they compounded their own
troubles unnecessarily.
My relief was overwhelming when my father, soaking wet, came into the waiting room. He went straight to my
mother. She opened her eyes and surveyed him sullenly.
“I have obtained two rooms. Not very good. Just for a week.” He sounded breathless and on edge. “Had to pay
in advance. Walked back. I’m going to get a cab.”
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My mother closed her eyes, and my heart sank. They were trying not to talk to one another again. Father
vanished into the vast cavern of the station, and Mother told me to help the boys get their overcoats on.
A few minutes later, Mother was carried on the stretcher with the aid of a porter to a taxicab, the children
trailing behind, and the baby and Avril still crying. The procession caused some interest in the station, and I
remember my face burning with embarrassment under the shadow of my velour school hat. Well-bred people, I
had had it drummed into me, did not draw attention to themselves. Mother crawled into the cab, and the porter
folded up the stretcher, which belonged to the railway company. Somehow we all squeezed into the taxi, a hungry,
forlorn group too tired to talk.
*
A stout, untidy blonde opened the door to us, releasing a suffocating odor of unwashed bodies, old cooking,
and cats. The woman beamed at us, however, and welcomed Father like an old friend. She helped him assist
Mother into a room so shabby and so dirty that I could honestly say that I had never seen anything like it before.
Next to it was a bedroom with two double beds crammed into it. There were no sheets or pillowcases, just greasy
pillows and gray blankets. Mother sank onto a broken settee, while our landlady looked us over.
“You can keep coal out back and use t’kitchen and bathroom.” Her battered face showed pity. “Ah’ll give yer
enough coal to start a fire. Coalman’ll be along the street this afternoon, and you can get some then.” The room
was very cold, and Mother looked around it disdainfully, but she said,
“Thank you.”
“Come on, luv,” the landlady addressed me. “There’s a booklet in that cupboard. We’ll fill it, and you can bring
it back.”
After a trip through linoleumed passages and a littered, stinking kitchen to a coal house by the back door, I
staggered back with a bucket of coal, some wood chips and a newspaper. After much anxious effort, Father got a
fire going. It was the first time he had ever made a fire. Alan, usually so cheerful, said heavily,
“When shall we have something to eat?”
“How much money have you?” Mother asked Father.
He went through his pockets, and laid the results of his search on the settee, so that we could see the small pile
of coins in the light of the bare electric bulb hanging from the ceiling.
“Two and ninepence,” he announced helplessly.\fn{I.e., two shillings and nine pence:H}
Thirty-three precious pennies would buy quite a lot in those days, though they would not last long in a family
the size of ours. In a dull monotone, Mother upbraided him bitterly about the mess he had got us all into, and
Father snarled back that she had never been any help to him. Finally, Edward’s wailing drew his attention to more
immediate concerns, and he said,
“There is a little corner shop down the road. We could at least get some milk for Edward.”
“And for me,” said Avril, thrusting her small chin aggressively forward.
“Be quiet, Avril,” I whispered, afraid that my parents would start to quarrel again.
“Won’t,” replied Avril defiantly, but she did keep quiet thereafter. Finally, it was decided that since Father was
already wet through he might as well go out to the shop and buy all the food he could.
When he had departed, the children crouched around the miserable fire, and Mother managed to change
Edward’s diaper. We had only three diapers with us, and the baby had not been changed since we had set out that
morning. He was, therefore, in a disgusting condition. Mother gave me the diaper she had removed, told me to
find the bathroom, wash the dirty garment, and bring it back to dry by the fire. AI wandered off, sick and dejected,
and did the best I could with cold water and no soap in a Victorian bathroom that stank of half a century of
neglect.
Our spirits rose when Father returned with milk, to loaves of bread, margarine, tea, sugar and a small packet of
sausages. He had also brought a twopenny packet of Woodbines. With cigarettes in their mouths, our parents
became a little more civil to each other.
Under Mother’s instructions, I made a feed for Edward and then fed him. He was ravenous. Father cooked
sausages on the smoking fire, found a knife in the kitchen, and cut the bread and spread it with margarine. We sat
around on whatever we could find and ate a sausage apiece in our fingers. He managed to boil a pan of water and
make tea in it. Mother drank much and ate little. Father finally ate, and only afterward did I realize that he had not
had a sausage. I felt a crushing sense of guilt about that.
Our landlady called down the stairs to say that she could hear the coalman coming, and my father looked
aghast. The coal donated by our landlady was already nearly consumed and we had exactly one penny left. We
could do nothing but sit hopelessly silent as the shout of “Coal, coal, one and nine a hundredweight” faded down
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the street.
That was the first of many years of nights I spent tossing restlessly, napping, waking, unable to settle because
of cold or gnawing hunger. Four of us, still dressed in our underwear, were packed into one bed, and Father, Alan,
and Brian were to manage in the other bed. Mother stayed on the settee with the baby. For a long time I lay and
listened to my parents quarreling with each other, while the baby whimpered and Fiona, her head against my
shoulder, chattered inconsequently in her own uneasy sleep. I fell into a doze, from which I was awakened by
Mother calling me in the early morning. I was glad to leave the bed, which smelled of urine, put on my jumper
and blouse and go to her.
It had been decided, she said, that Father should enroll Alan, Fiona, Brian and Tony at an elementary school
nearby. I was to stay at home and help with the baby. My loud protest that I would get behind with my schooling
was sharply hushed. I was to see the children washed and tidied for school and was to divide the remaining bread
and margarine between them for breakfast. All this I did, while shivering with cold. Brian and Tony, also
shivering, were scared of going to school, but Fiona and Alan were frankly relieved at the thought of something
normal creeping back into their lives.
A breakfastless Father was gone with them for an hour and came back to report the children safely registered.
He had put into his pocket, when leaving home, an old-fashioned cutthroat razor, and he now did his best to shave
with it, in cold water, without soap. The result was not very good, and his clothing, still wet from yesterday’s
soaking, looked crumpled and old. He then departed for the employment exchange, a three-mile walk.
Mother, Avril, and I sat almost silent in the icy room. Occasionally, we would feed the baby a little of the
remaining milk. We warmed it slightly by putting the bottle down the front of Mother’s dress, and we wrapped the
baby in Mother’s coat. I then tucked our two precious blankets around both mother and child. The other children
came home for lunch, but there was no lunch, and they departed again for school, cold, hungry, and in tears, even
brave Alan’s lips quivering. Mother, Avril, and I, like Father, had neither eaten nor drunk. The afternoon dragged
on, and the children returned, except for Fiona.
“Fiona’s ill,” explained Alan anxiously. “A teacher is going to bring her home when she feels better.”
I suppose my mother was past caring, for she said nothing, but, to the griping hunger pains in my stomach, was
added a tightening pain of apprehension. Fiona was the frailest of us all. The boys took off their coats and then put
them on again immediately, because of the cold.
The front doorbell clanged sonorously through the house. I expected our landlady to clatter down the stairs to
open it, but there was no sound from the upper regions of the house, so very diffidently I rose and answered it.
At the door, stood an enormously tall man in long, black skirts. In his arms he carried Fiona.
2
I quailed before the apparition on the doorstep—it reminded me of an outside bat. But the voice that issued
from the apparition’s bearded face was gentle and melodious, and asked to see my mother. Nervously, I invited
him into the hall, and he slid a white-faced Fiona to the floor, while I went to see Mother. She told me to bring the
gentleman to our room, and for the first time since our arrival, a slight animation was apparent in her face. He
entered, leading Fiona by the hand, and immediately my mother assumed the gracious manner of an accomplished
hostess.
“Father!” Her voice was bell-like. “This is a pleasure! Come in. Do sit down.” She ignored poor Fiona, who
came and stood by me, and stared dumbly at our newfound friend.
“Father? I had never seen an Anglican priest in high church robes, nor yet a Roman Catholic one. I stood, with
fingers pressed against my mouth, and wondered what further troubles this visit portended.
He was explaining to Mother that the school was an Anglican Church school. After Fiona had come out of her
faint, the headmistress had wormed out of her something of what was happening to us, and had then telephoned
him. The descend of four well-dressed, well-behaved children on a slum school had already caused some stir
among the teachers (and considerable jeering and catcalling among the other pupils), so the headmistress had
asked him to call upon us. Could he be of help?
Mother poured out a condensed version of the story of Father’s losses. He was a Liverpool man originally, she
said, and had come back to his native city in the hope of earning his living there. To me, the well-edited tale still
presented a picture of foolishness, extravagance, and carelessness. But now, at last, I knew why we were in
Liverpool and what the word “bankruptcy” really meant.
I knew, with terrible clarity, that I would never see my bosom friend, Joan, again, never play with my doll’s
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house, never be the captain of the hockey team or act in the Easter pageant. My little world was swept away. I
looked at Alan, equally silent by the window. His eyes met mine, and we shared the same sense of desolation.
Then his golden eyelashes covered his eyes and shone with tears, half-hidden.
“Have you no relations who would help you? Asked the distressed young priest.
“I have no relations,” said Mother coldly, “and my husband’s have refused to know us at present.”
The priest combed his beard with his fingers, and smiled when Avril tried to reach up to touch it. Within thirty
seconds she had established herself triumphantly on his knee, from which safe throne she surveyed the rest of the
family gleefully.
“There is a great deal of unemployment in Liverpool,” he said. “I fear your husband may encounter difficulty
in finding work.”
Mother just stared at him disconsolately. At that moment Father entered, dragging his feet. The children
ignored him, the exhausted baby slept. Desperate to fill the silence, I cried gladly,
“Daddy!”
He managed to smile faintly. Mother introduced him formally to the priest, and he sat down and waited
politely to hear why the priest was there, rubbing his blue hands together to restore the circulation. Explanations
over, the priest said to him,
“First things first. You must have a fire or your youngest child will die. Probably I can persuade old Wright to
bring up a hundredweight of coal. I have some small funds and I will bring some food. After you have eaten,
perhaps I can advise you a little.”
He put his hand out over the children’s heads in a gesture of blessing, said good-bye, and let himself out of the
house. The boys immediately broke into jubilant conversation at the idea of food, and gradually Father began to
relax a little. He had spent hour upon hour in the employment exchange, being chivvied from one huge queue to
another, until he had finally got himself registered for work as a clerk. He was not eligible for unemployment
insurance since he had never contributed to that fund, and the employment exchange clerk just laughed when he
asked about jobs. There were, he said, a hundred men for every job, and my father’s age—thirty-eight—was a
grave obstacle. He had hardly finished telling us his adventures when the doorbell rang again. I answered it
quickly.
A surly voice inquired where it should put t’ coal, and not to keep ’im waiting cos ’e ’adn’t all night to run
after folks as ’adn’t enough sense to get it in the daytime. The landlady had showed me where our coal could be
stored, and the coalman clomped through he house behind me, and heave the coal expertly into a broken-down
box in an outhouse. Then, still muttering about improvident folks, he stomped back through the passage and
departed into the darkness.
I flew in to mother, and it seemed no time at all before we had a huge fire glowing, with Father’s coat and
jacket and Edward’s diaper steaming in front of it. The cloying stench of these garments drying filled the room,
but we did not care. We learned then that, when one has to choose between warmth and being half-fed, warmth is
the better choice.
An hour later the priest presented himself again, carrying two large boxes and accompanied by a boy carrying
two more. The boy dropped his burdens on the step and trotted away. The priest came in, smiling at the sight of
the comforted children kneeling by the fire, and, with Father’s aid, he unpacked the boxes. The table was soon
loaded with six loaves of bread, oatmeal, potatoes, sugar, margarine, a tin of baby milk, two bottles of milk, salt,
bacon, some tea, a bar of common soap, a pile of torn-up old sheeting (for cleaning, and for the baby, he explained
apologetically) and, wonder of wonders, a towel, a big one.
The priest sat down, and called the boys to him, while Father and I made baby formula and cereal, and Alan
collected all the dishes he could find. It felt oddly like a Christmas celebration. Even Mother seemed to come a
little out of her apathy as she sipped tea and ate cereal. I fed the baby while the children stuffed themselves with
cereal, bread, and margarine and chattered excitedly. At the priest’s insistence, Father and I finally ate, and Father
became more his old lively self.
We boiled a quart of water, and I took Fiona, Brian, Tony, and Avril to the bathroom, and washed their hands,
faces and knees. They had not had their underclothes off for thirty-six hours and did not smell very sweet, even
after my washing efforts, but the beds stank so much that they were bound to smell by morning anyway.
Afterward I took them into the bedroom, tucked their overcoats over them, heard their prayers, and returned to
Alan and my parents.
*
Unemployment was so rampant in Liverpool that the young priest felt it necessary to warn Father that getting
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work would be a very slow process—he was too kind to say virtually impossible. He suggest that Father should
apply for parish relief.
“What is that?” asked Father.
“Well, it’s really the old poor-law relief for the destitute, but it is now administered by the city through the
public-assistance committee—allowances rather than committal to the workhouse.”
“I see,” said Father, his voice not much more than a whisper. “I suppose I have no alternative.” The priest
asked about our accommodation and sat drumming his fingertips on his knee, when he was told that our landlady
wanted her rooms back at the end of the week. At last he spoke.
“There are a lot of older houses in the south end of the city. You might find a couple of rooms in one of those.
Some of them are still quite respectable. There is also a High Church school in that area. However, you might
have to pay two pence a week for each child—and that might pose a problem.”
Father said optimistically that such a small amount would not be a problem, once we got settled. The priest
opened his mouth to speak and then decided otherwise. We would soon learn.
“Would you like to ask me about anything else?” he inquired.
“No, thank you,” said Mother suddenly. “You have been most kind.”
Her gray eyes were steely as she held out her hand in dismissal. I was surprised at her firmness, and then
remembered that neither she nor Father had ever had any great respect for the Church. In addition, the priest
represented to her the class of people who, she must have felt, had left her in the lurch when she most needed
friends. Father was obviously loath to let the priest go, and yet was afraid that, if he said anything, Mother might
start another bitter family row. The priest settled the question by getting up abruptly. He ignored Mother’s hand
but inclined his head slightly toward her, as he moved through the crowded room to the door. Alan, Father, and I
hastened to see him out, with many protestations of gratitude.
I closed the door, and stood leaning against the inside of it, while the others went back to the family. I had
hoped so much that the young priest would have noticed that there were five children of school age in the family
and realized that only four had been enrolled in his school. I had envisaged him instructing Father to send me with
the others for lessons the following morning. But he had not noticed. I fought back my disappointment and told
myself that I would probably go to school as soon as we were settled in a more permanent home. The untold
amount of anguish that I could have been saved if the good priest had only counted his little flock is hard to
imagine. The education committee would surely have enforced my right to schooling had he reported this
discrepancy. I slunk back into the room.
“A capable man,” Mother was saying to Father, with a look that added “unlike you.”
Before this subtle barb could be plucked out and shot back, she announced that she would go up to the
bathroom. Hitherto she had managed to use an ancient, cracked chamber pot found under one of the beds.
Refusing Father’s help with a lofty air, but using me and anything else she could to hold onto, she slowly eased
her way into the hall and halfway up the narrow staircase. This was her first real effort to walk since her return
from hospital, and she came down the stairs by going from step to step on her bottom. In spite of all the calamities
she was undergoing, her strong body was healing, and all that was required to return her to reasonable physical
health was the will to try to strengthen her muscles. Her pretty, pink wool dress was already spoiled where the
baby had wetted it, and the journey down the dusty stirs did not improve it.
The following day she pottered round the room quite a lot, while Father went in search of the mysterious
personage, “The Parish.” The children, including Fiona, went to school, and I again stayed home. Father had
made the fire, and I managed to heat some water and wash Edward. When the sun came out about midmorning,
Mother ordered me to take him outside and walk up and down in the sun. I was gone in a flash, the startled child
whimpering at my sudden movements.
The bliss of being out of the fetid room overwhelmed me, although the street was not much better. But the
wind, sweeping in from the estuary, was invigorating despite the gas fumes it carried. A blank brick wall shielded
one side of the street, and from behind it came the shuddering sounds of shunting trains. Our house was one of a
row of shabby, jerry-built Edwardian buildings, with a grocery store at one end of the block and a public house at
the other end. Toddlers with runny noses and sores on their faces scrabbled around in the gutter. An older boy
flitted barefoot up the road and called something insolent after me. At the door of the public house, droopy men in
shabby raincoats waited for opening time. They stared at me. I must have been an unusual sight in my privateschool uniform, ugly velour hat rammed neatly down on to my forehead, and carrying an almost new baby up and
down the pavement.
A sudden diversion brought a number of women to their doors, and in some houses ragged blinds and curtains
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were hastily drawn. A funeral procession came slowly down the street, led by a gaunt man in deep black. He was
followed by the horse-drawn hearse, a wonderful creation of black and silver, with glass side panels and small,
black curtains drawn back to expose the fine wooden coffin. The four horses were well matched blacks and as
they paced slowly along, they tossed their heads as if to show off the long black plumes fastened to their bridles.
They were driven by a coachman in a black cloak and top hat.
The men outside the public house, with one accord, removed their caps, and the toddlers scampered out of the
gutter and took refuge behind me. The hearse was followed by a carriage in which sat a woman dressed in heavy
widow’s weeds, dabbing her purple face with a white handkerchief edged with black. Occasionally, she would
bow, in imitation of royalty, to one of the onlookers. Opposite her, sat two pale, acne-pocked young men in black
suits too large for them. The widow’s carriage was followed by five other carriages, each filled with black-clad
mourners.
“Smith always does ‘’is funerals very nice,” said a voice behind me, rich with approval. I glanced back
quickly. Two fat women, their arms tucked into their aprons to keep them warm, had come out to see the
procession.
“’e does. Better’n old Johnson. ’e did her daughter’s wedding, too.” There was a faint chuckle from the first
woman.
“She’s got more money to spend on ’er ’usband’s funeral than she ‘’ad on the wedding, what with ‘’is
insurance and all.” There was silence for a moment.
“Ah wonder if ’er Joe will keep on the rag-and-bone business?”
Her companion murmured some reply, but I was too intrigued at the idea of a rag-and-bone man having such a
large funeral procession to be interested in them further. Everybody I had seen that morning had looked so poor,
and yet one of their number was being laid to rest like a prince. Surely the money such a thing would cost was
needed for food. My spirits drooped as the cortège turned the corner and disappeared. Like most children, I was
afraid of death, and the funeral seemed an ill omen to me. I turned and went indoors.
Alan came home at lunchtime with a black eye. A boy had asked him if he carried a marble in his mouth,
because he spoke so queerly. Alan had replied that he spoke properly, not like a half-baked savage. The half-baked
savage had then blacked his eye.
“He’s got a black eye, too,” said Alan with some satisfaction as I put a wet piece of cloth over the injured part.
“You’re lucky not to have to go to this school—even the girls fight.”
“I’d like to go, just to get out of this horrid house,” I said vehemently. “And, oh, Alan, I’m so afraid Father
won’t bother sending me.”
“He’ll have to send you. Isn’t there a law about it?”
“Yes, there is.”
“Well, the school inspector will tell him he must.” I removed the wet cloth from his eye and cooled it again
under the tap.
“If he knew I existed, I expect he would,” I agreed. “But, Alan, I was thinking about it all night, and if Father
never tells them about me, they’ll never know I’m here.” He looked at me uneasily.
“Probably when we get a proper house, he’ll arrange for you to go.”
“I hope so.” But I remembered the funeral and my stomach muscles were clenched with apprehension.
*
Father returned at lunchtime with food vouchers to last us for two days, while “The Parish” made inquiries as
to the rates of relief paid in the small town from which we came. Apparently, this town would have to reimburse
the Liverpool public-assistance committee for any relief given to us. It was expected that we would be granted
forty-three shillings per week. This sum must cover everything for nine people—rent, food, clothing, heating,
lighting, washing, doctor, medicines, haircuts and the thousand and one needs of a growing family. Mother looked
at him disbelievingly.
“It’s impossible,” she said, her unpainted face puckered up with surprise. She was used to spending more than
that on a hat.
“I can’t help it,” Father said helplessly. “That’s what they told me.” He sat, rubbing his cold hands gently
together to restore the circulation, anxiety apparent in every line of him.
“I must obtain a position. But I don’t even know anybody whom I could ask about a post.”
I remembered that when mother wanted a servant she sometimes used to advertise in the newspaper, and I
suggested that perhaps other posts were advertised also. This idea was a revelation to Father, and he hailed it with
delight.
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“By Jove, the girl is right. Look in the newspapers.”
We succeeded in borrowing the landlady’s newspaper, after promising faithfully to return it intact. And so
began an endless writing of replies to advertisements on pennyworths of notepaper. Father did not know that firms
frequently got seventy to eighty replies to an advertisement for a clerk, and that they just picked a few envelopes
at random from the mighty pile, knowing that most every applicant would be qualified for the post advertised.
Only two more days were left of our tenancy of the rooms, and our landlady had already reminded us, quite
civilly, that she would require the rooms at the end of the week. Mother said, therefore, that she would take the
money from “The Parish” and, with the aid of a taxi, go to the south end of the town to see if she could find us a
home. Father protested that she was not fit for the journey, but she insisted coldly that she could manage and, after
instructing me to look after baby Edward and Avril, she sent him to arrange for a taxi. I was truly relieved to see
Mother beginning to take an interest, but I did not dare tell her that my throat was ominously sore, and I feared
that I was getting tonsillitis, a disease which had always plagued me.
On the advice of the taxi driver, she alighted in an area of tall, narrow, Victorian houses. From house to house,
up and down the imposing front steps, she dragged herself, knocking on doors which were cautiously opened by
black, white, brown, and yellow hands. Nobody would consider a family of seven children. When she had almost
reached the point of giving up, she came to a house where the doorbell actually worked. The door was answered
by a tiny old lady in a black apron, who looked very clean. In reply to mother’s query regarding accommodation,
she lifted a finger heavenward and announced piously,
“The Lord will provide!” Mother blinked and prepared to turn away. But the old lady added imperiously,
“I will call Mrs. Foster. Please step into the hall”
Mother stepped in, as requested. The house was not nearly as clean as the old lady, and the lofty hall, with its
peeling, olive-green wallpaper, its threadbare, dusty rug and strong smell of cooking, did not inspire confidence.
The old lady toddled to the back of the hall and shrieked up the stairs in a strong, Liverpool accent,
“Bisis Fostaire!” A door upstairs squeaked open, and a deeper shriek replied, followed by a heavy tread on the
stairs.
“God bless you, my child,” said the old lady to Mother, and vanished into her flat.
Mrs. Foster, who emerged from the gloom of the staircase, probably measured nearly as much around as she
did in height, a veritable ball of a woman. Her neck was draped in a series of long bead necklaces, and her paleblue eyes had a hard, myopic stare. Mother repeated her inquiry regarding rooms, then sat down suddenly on one
of the hall chairs, and fainted.
She was aroused by the strong odor of smelling salts, proffered by an old gentleman with a handlebar
mustache. She was vaguely aware that she was leaning against the ample bulk of Mrs. Foster. With the aid of the
old gentleman and encouragement from Mrs. Foster, she managed to climb a double flight of stairs into what had
been the drawing room of the house. Mother was assisted to a chair by the cheerfully blazing fire and after a
moment’s hesitation, the old gentleman retired, closing the door quietly after him. Mrs. Foster pushed a kettle
already standing on the hob around into the fire.
“You’ll feel better when you’ve had a cup o’tea, luv. Would you like to take off yer hat?” Mother thankfully
removed her hat and leaned back in her chair.
“That was me brother,” remarked Mrs. Foster, gesturing toward the closed door. “Me grandfather built this
house.” She looked round the room proudly. “Left it to me father, and he left it to me brother and me. We must be
almost the only people left around here as owns their own house.” She turned around and surveyed Mother,
weighing her up quite accurately, as it transpired. She observed the fashionable hat, the dirty dress, the beautifully
cut tweed coat, the white hands, and finally the dead, gray face.
“Been real ill, haven’t yer, luv?”
“I have, rather.”
“And you want a place for you’n’ the kids?”
“And my husband.”
“Oh, I thought mebbe he’d left you.”
“No.”
Mrs. Foster silently considered this information while she assembled a tray of fine, rose-patterned crockery
and made the tea. She poured Mother a cup of tea, ladling a generous amount of sugar into it, and then sat down
herself, stirring her own tea.
“I’ve got two rooms and an attic at the top of the house,” she said. “I hadn’t had in mind to have kids in them.”
She paused and ran her tongue around her ill-fitting, artificial teeth.
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“Mine are fairly well-mannered,” Mother assured her hopefully. She sipped her oversweet tea, and its scalding
heat began to revive her.
“I’ve got two married couples and two single ladies in the rooms underneath. The married ones is at work all
day, so they won’t hear the noise, and the ladies—well, there’s plenty like them, if they don’t like it.” She put her
spoon into the saucer with a decisive smack, her mind made up.
“You can have the rooms for twenty-seven shillings a week—in advance, mind you. There’s a gas meter and
gaslight in the kitchen-living room.” Mother was too thankful at having found a place for us to live in to realize
that the rent was exorbitant for such accommodation.
“Is it furnished?” Mother asked.
“Yes. There’s enough furniture—and you can add a bit of your own, no doubt.” Mother put down her cup.
“I wonder if I may see it?”
“Certainly, if you feel okay now.”
Laboriously, Mother climbed thirty-two more stairs. There was a kitchen-living room with a small bedroom
fireplace. It contained a wooden table, two straight chairs, a cupboard with odds and ends of crockery and
saucepans, a rickety, bamboo bookcase filled with dusty books and a horsehair sofa exhibiting its intestines. The
bedroom held a black metal double bed, covered with a lumpy, stained mattress, and an ancient wardrobe with a
broken door and no mirror. A further small staircase led to an attic, which held another double bed. This bed
lacked a leg, and one corner was held up by a pile of bricks. Two trunks lay in a corner, and an old door was
propped against one wall. All the windows were shrouded in lace curtains, gray and ragged with age. Mother
looked around her in despair.
“Nobody’d take seven children nowadays,” puffed Mrs. Foster, as they descended the stairs once more. Mother
knew this to be true, and, since the accommodation represented at least a roof under which to shelter, she said,
”I appreciate that, and I will take the rooms.”
They went back to Mrs. Foster’s room, a rent book was carefully made out, and Mother paid over a week’s
rent. She was informed that she could hang clothes out to dry in the tiny, overgrown back garden, but the children
could not play there. Mother sighed. She must have been sickened by the squalor of the place. She asked how to
reach our present rooms by bus and found that a tram went from a nearby corner.
The trams were open at the front and back, and the driver in a shabby uniform augmented by a huge scarf
around his neck stood exposed to wind and rain, his foot forever on his clanging bell. The conductor, not quite so
well armored against the elements, heaved young and old on and off, crammed the vehicle with loud admonitions
to “Move farthere dann t’back there and make some room for them as comes atter yer,” and collected the fares in
a jingling leather pouch. As she sat swaying in the noisy vehicle, Mother watched them work and realized that
Mrs. Fostere had not asked if Father was employed or not; we discovered later that she had taken it for granted
that he was not. Darkness had long since fallen when Mother at last staggered into our living room and collapsed
onto the settee.
3
Half an hour after moving into our new abode on the following Monday, we began to appreciate some of the
difficulties of living there. Our coal was to be kept in a cupboard by the back door of the basement. This meant
that every bucketful had to be carried up sixty-four stairs. We were to share the bathroom on the floor below with
eleven other residents, and this meant innumerable trips for me up and down thirty-two stairs, since Brian, Tony,
and Avril were far too scared of the dark staircase and crypt-like, filthy bathroom to go down alone. I was getting
resigned to disgusting bathrooms—they seemed the way of life in Liverpool.
The gas for the light in the living room came through a slot meter which ate pennies at an alarming rate. We
did not know that such subsidiary meters were installed and set by landlords at the highest rate they thought they
could squeeze out of their tenants. The landlords emptied these meters. They had only to pay the gas company the
amount on the main house meter in the basement, and they pocketed quite a substantial profit on this transaction.
A more worldly-wise person than my mother would have inserted a penny and run the gas, to see how long a
penny lasted, before accepting the tenancy.
Father went out and stopped a passing coal cart, and the man brought in a sack of coal. He then went to buy
cigarettes at a tiny corner store. Both he and Mother had been heavy smokers and found their enforced abstinence
hard to bear. We had brought with us on our tram journey a little oatmeal, a few potatoes, sugar and tea. There
was still some baby food for Edward, and since it was late afternoon by the time we arrived, I made a bottle of
formula and then some cereal for the other children. Alan had managed to get a smoky fire going, having lugged a
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handless bucket full of coal upstairs by hugging it to his chest. His shirt, already dirty from a week’s wear, was
now streaked with coal dust.
Although my head was throbbing and my throat very sore, I ate some cereal gratefully. There was no hot water
in the bathroom, so I heated pans of water on our fire, and, starting with Avril, washed all the children, except
Alan, who washed himself. Little Tony, fair and silent like Fiona, felt very hot, too, and I sat him on my knee and
got him back into his grubby clothes as fast as possible.
I tucked Alan, Brian, and Tony up in the bed in the attic, spreading over them their three overcoats. My weary
mother had been resting on the bed in the bedroom, and we now held a hasty debate about where Fiona, Avril, and
I should sleep, it being tacitly agreed that Mother, still in pain, had to have a bed. After a long arguments, Father
and I brought down into the bedroom the old door which had been left in the attic. We propped this up at each
corner with a pile of books from the bamboo bookcase, and then covered it with crumpled newspaper found in the
wardrobe. Avril was delighted Fiona, she, and I were going to share this improbable bed. Father and Edward
would share Mother’s.
Mother got up and went into the living room, while I put Avril to bed, and when I joined my parents later, they
were quietly muttering reproaches at each other through clouds of cigarette smoke. The problem was that we had
only three shillings left from our parish relief, and we had to live, somehow, nearly three more days until the
benevolent parish would disgorge another forty-three shillings. As I entered, they broke off their recriminations
and Father told me to go to bed. I went thankfully, clinging to Fiona because I felt so dizzy. Fiona was crying
silently as if her heart was already broken. Avril refused to make room for us at first, but I slapped her legs, and
with a howl she made way. Within nothing over us except our overcoats and only newspaper under us, it was
unbearably cold, and yet at times I felt dreadfully hot.
After a broken night of bad dreams, through which I could hear Edward crying steadily most of the time, I
staggered out of bed when Mother called me. I could hardly speak, and my throat was swollen from ear to chin.
With eyes still closed, she told me in a whisper to call the others, get them ready for school, cut them some bread
to eat, and make some milkless tea to drink. Obediently, I built a fire, and when I had fanned it with a newspaper
into some semblance of heat, I put a pan of water on it for the tea. Fiona got up from her rustling couch, leaving
Avril still slumbering, and without being bidden, went downstairs to wash in the bathroom.
“The minister’s soap is nearly finished,” she reported as she handed me the remains of the tablet. I went
upstairs to call the boys and clung to the rickety banister because of the dizziness that enveloped me. The boys
were not making their usual rumpus, and I found Alan anxiously surveying a tearful Tony, whose neck was as
swollen as mine, while Brian was lying miserably on the mattress and saying that he didn’t fell well and he
wanted to go home.
“I’ll tell Mother,” I said, through nearly closed lips. I noticed, in terror, that we all seemed to have very large
red spots on us—mine itched abominably. Mother looked so utterly defeated when I told her about the boys and
me that my heart went out to her. She woke Father, who had been sleeping the deep sleep of exhaustion. He sat up
quickly, put on his spectacles, and peered at me.
“I think it’s mumps,” he said incredulously.
“It’s my old tonsillitis,” I said in a whisper. “My ear hurts like it always does when tonsillitis is coming.” My
voice and the room seemed to be receding from me, and I burned with heat.
“I think you have mumps as well.”
“Does mumps bring you out in spots?” I asked. He was scratching absentmindedly at himself, as I spoke.
“Oh my God!” he looked at his own arms, and then at my bright red tummy, which I obligingly bared for his
inspection.
“Bed bugs, I think,” he said slowly. “Saw them in the army.” Slow tears welled into Mother’s eyes.
“I can’t bear it!” she cried out suddenly.
“I can’t bear it!” She hammered the mattress with closed fists and screamed, her pretty face distorted.
“I can’t stand any more.”
She continued to shriek hysterically as we gaped at her in terrified silence. For me the scene was almost totally
unreal, as fever gained on me; yet I knew that one of my parents had nearly reached the end of her tether, and it
was difficult to contain my own screams of fright. Heavy feet sounded on the stairs, and a coarse male voice
shouted up,
“For Christ’s sake, shut up, up there!”
In spite of the pain in my throat, I began to cry.
“Don’t cry, Mummy,” I begged, “we’ll get through somehow.” …
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220.180 Excerpt from Outside The House Of Baal\fn{by Emyr Humphreys (1919- )} Prestatyn, Flintshire, Wales,
United Kingdom (M) 12
1
The venerable head rolled sideways on the pile of pillows. The pillow-case was lightly stained by the halo of
white hair. The deep-set eyes opened briefly and closed again. The trimmed eyebrows rose and fell, the high
forehead creased, the back arched; there was a stiffening of the whole body, a critical pause, until he broke wind
audibly. Then his body relaxed and his brow cleared. He breathed deeply as if more sleep could be induced in this
way. His eyelids lifted enough to see his bedroom in a golden haze created by sunlight passing through brown
curtains that had washed thin. The light picked out J. T. M., the initials gilded on the collar-box that stood on the
chest of drawers. The initials were stamped at a distance from each other across the front of the box. The lid was
open showing the dark blue velvet lining.
Somewhere in the room a clock was ticking, showing what time it was. He stretched his mouth, passing his
tongue over his lips. His lips moved in silent speech, shaping words. He coughed. His eyebrows twitched, but his
head did not move and his eyelids stayed closed.
The eiderdown had fallen from the single bed. His thin arm poked forward out of the striped pyjama sleeve and
felt about for a corner of the eiderdown to pull up and spread again over his body lying peacefully in the center of
the single bed. Under the bed was a chamber-pot which he had used twice during the night. He raised himself
sufficiently for the eiderdown to avoid the pot as he drew it back slowly to cover the bed. His mouth opened with
the effort and his fingers sank into the worn silk of the eiderdown cover. When it was done his head sank back and
his mouth closed.
*
On her knees in front of the corner fire place, Kate put down the worn poker with which she had been raking
the coal fire of the previous day. She fumbled in the pocket of her working pinafore for the small handkerchief she
kept there rolled into a tight ball. She sat back on her heels and lifted her head, moving it from side to side as if
she were looking for something on the mantelpiece. But it was not possible to survey the objects on the
mantelpiece in detail without standing up. It was of a height level with her eyes when she stood on tiptoe.
The fire-place was framed in black cast iron on each side of which were embossed for ornament the outlines of
two tapered Grecian urns. Inside the frame floral tiles gleamed around the iron arch which contained the grate
itself, now obscured by a cloud of settling dust.
Still sitting on her heels, from the pocket of her pinafore she extracted the small handkerchief which she lifted
carefully to the socket of her missing eye. Her fingers were stained with gray ash, and she contrived to wipe yet
another deposit of mucus from the socket she rubbed ash into her cheek. She looked up again, stretching her neck,
but until she pulled herself up, she would not be able to see what she wanted to see on the mantelpiece.
Slowly she screwed the soiled handkerchief into a ball and pushed it back into the shallow pocket of her
pinafore. The pocket needed mending At one side it had torn loose. Also the tapes that tied the pinafore together at
her waist were gray and frayed and ready to be replaced. The pinafore was printed with a fading pattern of
flowers. Her hair, still plentiful and dyed black, was held down by a hair net that also covered her ears, which
were prominent. In contrast to her thin neck her cheeks were plump and intricately veined. Her small mouth as
she went about her work was always pursed as if she would never speak unless there was something worth saying.
She took up the poker and crouched forward with her weight on her thin left arm to resume her fierce raking of
the cinders. At her side thee was a small shovel and a bucket with which she would remove the ash.
*
J.T.M. yawned. His jaw shuddered as it stretched, and he released a noise that could have been a groan of pain
if anybody chanced to hear it. He tilted his head so that his left ear, which heard well, could pick up any sound
from downstairs. A door could open or shut. Tap water could suddenly strike the bottom of a heavy kettle. A
lavatory seat could fall, or apostle spoons tinkle in bone china saucers. He screwed up his eyes tightly and heard a
poker rattle in a grate. He brought his long bony hands together as he lay in bed.
“Most merciful Father,” he said aloud.\fn{I have restored the punctuation throughout the story, for the sake of integrating this
prose into a standard of machine-readability. There is only a small handful of other stories to which I have had to do this: H }
He opened his mouth widely like a cat yawning and then shut it firmly into an attitude of intense thought.
*
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She rested the tips of her fingers on the edge of the mantelpiece. Within four inches of her face, the clock
sliced away at the seconds. The inscription at its base had been polished so much the last number in the year of
presentation had been rubbed away. She turned her head first right and then left. She waited. The clock ticked
loudly. She stepped back and bent to pick up the ash bucket. Her hands were dirty. She saw her sack apron on the
kitchen floor and stood looking at it, the bucket in her right hand. She paused above it, as if deciding whether to
wear it or not. Then she opened the back door cautiously and peeped out. As far as could be seen no one was
watching through any overlooking window. No one was peering over the wall at the bottom of the back garden or
gazing through any of the windows of the new public house that stood boldly staring t all their back gardens from
the center of the asphalt car park that surrounded it. She held her head down to conceal her right eye socket and
made for the bin with a stiff westerly breeze blowing against her. The wind caught her breath. It was a dull day in
late August and the traffic on the coast road was so far very thin. If the sun had been shining, by now the cars
would have been rushing past in their hundreds and everybody in Gorst Avenue would be hurrying about as if the
clock had been moved forward two hours. She clamped the bin lid down before the dust could rise. She sniffed
quickly and allowed the wind to drive her back to the kitchen door. Still spinning slightly she put down the empty
bucket, lifted the latch, stepped inside and picked up the sack apron on the kitchen floor.
Lying in bed J.T.M. opened his eyes cautiously without looking at the clock. He saw the haze of light that took
the colour of warmth and sunshine from the worn curtains, although it was in fact a dull day outside. The traveling
clock stood in its leather case in a business-like stance, ready to be consulted in relation to some course of action.
The ticking finally captured J.T.’s attention. His eyes turned I his head and he saw it was seven thirty.
He shut his mouth firmly and swung his legs out of bed. Then he paused to try and pick up some sound that
would indicate clearly what stage in her work had been reached by the woman downstairs. It seemed unlikely she
would be on her way upstairs. He pushed aside his slippers and patiently bent down to pick up the chamber-pot.
He carried it carefully to the door, where he paused and placed the pot on top of the books in the bookcase to the
left of the door, in order to release both hands to the task of opening the door silently. No. 8, Gorse Avenue, was a
thin-walled house.
Crossing the landing with care, the warm soles of his feet sucked against the cold surface of the linoleum. It
was only a few steps to get inside the bathroom and once inside he lifted the lavatory seat and tipped the contents
of the pot into the pan. He stopped for a moment to listen, no doubt in case Kate should call. Then he flushed the
pan, swilling the white interior of the flowered china chamber-pot under the cascade of water and then for good
measure rinsing it under the cold-water tap of the bath. Quickly he tiptoed back to his bedroom, closing his door
as quietly as he could and replacing the clean pot under his bed. His heart beating faster with the speed and
cultivated lightness of his movements he lay back attain in the mould from which he had raised himself up. His
lips opened and he spoke aloud with breathless speed.
“O Lord,” he said, as he still listened for downstairs sounds, “Look very favourably upon the efforts of Thy
servant, Kate. Melt her heart towards herself and make plain to her—”
He stopped suddenly as if disturbed by an unfamiliar sound or thought.
“Make plain,” he said in a whisper. “Make plain …
Kate was holding the butter-dish in one hand and the short-bladed knife in the other as she had always done to
soften the butter before spreading it on the loaf. It was an old habit. The blade of the knife worked in the butter as
she held the slippery dish in the other hand. The sudden flushing of the lavatory pan upstairs made her jump. Her
stiff fingers let the butter-dish fall. It bounced first on the marble top taken from the wash-stand that used to be in
Pa’s bedroom in Argoed. In the kitchen of 8 Gorse Avenue, she used it as a working surface that could be wiped
easily with a damp cloth. Her knees bent as if she was attempting a catch, but the butter-dish hit the tiled floor of
the little kitchen. The dish was a present from Aunty Addy of Denbigh, given to her thirty-four years ago the first
Christmas after her wedding and a token of understanding and forgiveness. It smashed into so many pieces that
any part of the half-pound of New Zealand butter could be impregnated with splinters of glass from the dish. She
stood with her feet apart contemplating the damage. Then she looked up at the ceiling.
“Damn you, Joe Miles,” she said. “You soft old fool!”
2
The governess cart had been backed as near as possible to the garden gate. Ma’s sister Aunty Addy of Denbigh,
sat in it with a rug already wrapped around her knees. The farm, Argoed, was on a hill-top, and the wind that blew
around it, even on this sunny day, made her eyes water.
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Wearing a freshly ironed smock, Kate held back the garden gate. When she moved her head from right to left
she could watch her mother’s slow progress from the wheel-chair by the front door down the path. Ma’s frail arms
lay across the shoulders of her two strongest sons, Dan Llew and Ned. With his hands raised anxiously, Pa
hovered behind them. As he muttered warnings and instructions, Kate saw his mouth open, making a hole in his
beard. Ma was laughing and her teeth looked long in her thin face. She stretched her fingers to try and touch
Kate’s hair as they carried her forward. Ned and Dan Llew were looking downwards, watching where they placed
their feet on the rocky ground outside the garden gate. Aunty Addy spread her arms as if to steady the springs of
the governess cart, which rocked as Dan Llew and Ned set their mother down in the seat which had been prepared
for her.
Pa decided more rugs were needed. Before he had finished speaking Kate had darted towards the house. He
gave her further louder instructions as she ran. Ma lifted her hand and whispered she really didn’t need any more.
She turned her head and looked down to see Hugh, her youngest son, clinging with little arms outstretched to the
long spokes of the wheel. Pa followed her gaze and before she could speak ordered Griff to take his little brother
indoors. Ma shook her head and pointed to her empty wheel-chair on the lawn near the front door. Griff nodded
eagerly and smiled, dragging Hug away from the wheel to a new form of entertainment. He spoke mockingly to
his brother Rowland who was sitting on the wall buttoning and unbuttoning his breeches below the knee and yet
watching everything as it happened. Pa turned and pulled Griff’s ear and told him to hold his tongue. Griff passed
on his father’s irritation by giving Hugh’s arm another tug.
Lydia aged seven sat on the mounting stone. She stretched her leg to touch the curving shaft of the governess
cart. It was just out of reach. She leaned back and kicked the shaft with the toe cap of her boot. The startled pony
lifted his head and the little bell on his bridle tinkled. Tomi Moch, the farm-hand whom Ma was teaching to read,
scolded the pony. Lydia put her hand over her mouth. When Tomi saw this, he pointed at the little girl accusingly.
Lydia looked up and saw a twig in an overhanging branch of the pear tree bend downward under the weight of a
bird.
Pa couldn’t wait for Kate to reappear with more rugs. Ordering Rowland to get down from the wall, he strode
back to the house. It seemed so empty when he called out Kate’s name. His voice reverberated through the house
when he called again, telling her to hurry even as she clattered anxiously down the carpetless stairs. He took the
rugs from her and told her to close the door at the bottom of the stairs even when she had already done it. If this
were not done, the stairs would be visible from the yard since the front door was wide open. He seemed to cheer
up when he had the rugs in his arms. One was a Welsh quilt, with a design of squares and circles woven in blue,
red and white on a black ground, taken from the spare bed in the minister’s room. He bustled out. But on the
garden path he froze. May had been coughing. Her sister Addy had an arm over her shoulder. Ma had a large
handkerchief over her mouth.
Kate snatched the lighter rug from her father’s hands. The quilt fell to the ground. Pa knelt down slowly to
pick it up, while Kate ran down the path and gave the rug to her eldest brother, Ned. He spread it over his
mother’s knees. The cart tilted as he stood up straight and took out his watch from his waistcoat pocket.
“I think we ought to start, Pa,” he said. “If we want to catch the train.”
His father was still kneeling on the path which was paved with slabs of pale brown stone from one of the
village quarries. He seemed unable to speak or even look up. Ned looked down at his trouser-leg. Ma had reached
out to tug his trousers. Her thin fingers were pulling as hard as they could. For a moment she removed the
handkerchief from her mouth and told him to drive away.
*
Joe Miles sat on the window-sill of the class-room occupied by Standard Two. He rubbed his chin against the
darnings on the knees of his stockings. The window-sill was wide and four and a half feet above the class-room
floor. His father had lifted him up to this perch and had told him to watch and wait. His father’s books were
spread out on the teacher’s desk, but his father had gone out to refill his whisky flask from the bottle that he hid in
the ruined dovecote in the Rectory Field.
The rope of the school bell dangled within his reach. From time to time he lifted his hand in order to touch the
rope and make it swing. Each time he dared to do this, he looked dup apprehensively to where the rope
disappeared through the roof. He did not know how much action was required to make the bell ring, but each
touching of the rope made it tremble all the way up. The floor space of the class-room was small, but the windows
were tall and arched and the roof was vaulted like a church, no doubt because it was a church school.
Beyond his boots, Joe could see a jam-jar filled with pond water. The discoloured string by which it had been
carried was still tied around the neck of the jar. It had been carried to school by Ella, Pant-y-ffynon Farm, who
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was the top of the class and sat in the front. Inside the dark water they had been told that a tadpole was changing
into a frog. Joe touched the pot with the toe of his boot, tilting it away from him until only the green weed on the
surface stopped the water from overflowing.
The school yard, which he could see through the window, was stony and uneven and worn by the feet of
playing children. It was separated from the road to the village by a wall of dressed stone and a row of tall trees.
There was an iron railing on top of the wall because of the steep drop down to the road level. The school-children
were forbidden to stand on the iron railing or to climb the trees.
He saw two hands gripping the railing and then a boy with his cap on back to front pulled himself into view.
This was Jac Ty’n y Maes, older than Joe and the fastest runner in the school. Joe could see Jac’s head move
cautiously from left to right before he pulled himself up higher. Jac could see Joe sitting in the window. He
beckoned to him urgently. Joe hesitated. He looked down at the sunlight striking. The class-room floor. He
swiveled around on his bottom and when he jumped dust arose in clouds from the wooden floorboards and
traveled up and down the sunbeams long after he had left the room.
*
At Argoed a complete issue of a Welsh weekly newspaper was spread over the parlour floor and over the table.
The grandfather’s clock lay on its side. The weights, the pendulum and the cogs had been put down carefully on
the newspaper pages. Because the clock was not ticking, the house was filled with a new silence. Pa sat at the
round table, examining the head of the clock, which lay face downwards. There was a strong smell of paraffin in
the room. Kate stood in the doorway looking at her father. She pushed the door open a little further and sniffed.
Pa had a cleaning rag in his hands. He seemed to stare into the workings of the clock like a man in a trance.
Kate put her hands behind her back and waited. He did not move. He needed a haircut and his gray hair protruded
over the sharp edge of his collar. Kate looked over her shoulder and then tiptoed into the room. Pa’s head sank
forward and Kate stood still. When she moved closer he did not see her because tears were falling from his eyes
into the workings of the clock. They fell off the top of his cheeks instead of coursing down into his beard. Kate
opened her mouth twice before speaking.
“Pa,” she said. He did not look up.
“Go and see where Lydia is, there’s a good girl.” His voice sounded nothing like his own.
“Always … look … after her, Kate.”
It trembled like an old man’s voice. As he lifted the cleaning rag she saw how blue were the veins on the back
of his hand. His hand too was trembling.
“Can I stay with you, Pa?” Kate said.
“Go and find her, my dear. This place is so big for a child. She may be in trouble. Always remember I want
you to look after your sister.” Kate nodded solemnly. She turned to leave.
“And Kate.” His voice was firm.
“Always remember to close the door.”
Kate closed the door as quietly as she could.
*
The class had been dismissed three-quarters of an hour ago, but Joe was still in the class-room, sitting on the
window-sill. Big Jones, the headmaster, had gone on his monthly trip to the Education Office to collect the
teachers’ wages. The money would be for himself and his staff: Miss Evans, Frondeg; Miss Parry, Infants; and Mr.
Miles, Standard Two, Joe’s father, who at this moment sat on his high stool working at his correspondence course
for an external B.A. London. With increasing frequency he opened the lid of his desk high enough to conceal the
quick uncorking of a half-bottle of Irish whiskey, a rapid gulp and the squeak of the cork being replaced. Each
time he closed the lid of the desk he passed his tongue over his drooping black moustache and sighed. He rubbed
his hand over an empty hip pocket.
“Dad,” Joe said, without turning his head.
“Yes, son?” His father licked the top of his finger before turning over a page.
“Can I read?”
“Can you read?” his father said. He had a habit of repeating a question that was put to him.
“I would like you to, Joe. I would like you to. But I can’t see how you can. Have you ever heard of Professor
Henry Jones?”
“No, Dad.”
“He was just an ordinary school assistant like me. But he worked. He worked, Joe, like I’m working, and from
being a poor cobbler’s son he rose to be Professor of Moral Philosophy at the University of Glasgow. You see
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what I mean, Joe?” Joe made no answer.
“How can I work if you don’t watch, son? How? Have you ever heard of Seithenyn, Joe?”
“Yes, Dad.”
“He was the watchman on the tower at ‘Cantre’r Gwaelod’. For various reasons he neglected his duty. He
stopped watching. So the tide cam without warning, and the gates were opened and the whole city was drowned
beneath the raging sea. The price of liberty is eternal watchfulness. Yes indeed.” He began to open the lid of his
desk until he saw that Joe was watching. He closed it again hurriedly.
“Joe,” he said, “are you watching?”
“Yes, Dad.” The boy was looking at him gravely, his eyes large and unblinking.
“Through the window, boy!”
Joe turned his head quickly. He could see across the stony worn patches of the school’s front yard to where the
wide steps descended to the village road below. From the far hill-side, the other side of the village, he could hear
the noise of children shouting. There was a game of fox-and-hounds afoot and more than half the village children
would be in pursuit of Jac Ty’n Maes. Jac would suddenly pop up from behind a clump of gorse, just as a horde of
children were making off in the wrong direction, and making his own extraordinary whooping noise, duck down
again and dive down the farther side of the hill, his arms half stretched in front of him like wings, into the tall
ferns while all the children wheeled around untidily, one after the other, and made for the clump of gorse which
Jac had already left far behind him. After the first flush of energy the children would lost heart and the smaller
ones would flop down on the hill-side, demanding a rest, declaring the whole game unfair over and over again;
until suddenly over on the other side of the valley, someone would hear the call of a cuckoo and Jac would
suddenly appear in full view, waving the funny cap he always wore back to front when he was running.
Near Joe’s feet was a large jam-pot filled with pond water, which Ella Pant-y-ffynon had brought for the nature
lesson at the bottom of the water was a dead frog.
“Dad.”
“Yes, son.”
“Can I empty the jam-pot? The little frog is dead.” His father sighed.
“Can you get down?” he said.
Before he had finished Joe’s hob-nailed boots had landed on the desk below the window. As he left the room,
Joe could hear the lid of the teacher’s desk being opened.
He stood in the entrance hall of the school, which was also used as a cloakroom. It was summer, and not a
single coat or cap had been left behind on the rows of iron pegs. A dark corridor with more rows of black pegs
stretched down the side of the school to the path that led to the boys’ privies. The door was open and Joe could see
Meshach Parry, puffing hard at his pipe, carrying a bucket in each hand down the steps. Meshach’s left leg was
shorter than the right and he moved with great care. The buckets had to be carried across the playground through
the school garden and over a wall into the Priest’s Field which was rented by the parson to Willy Rodgers the
butcher. The contents of the buckets were emptied into a trench. Meshach made six journeys from the boy’s
section and eight from the girls’, smoking hard all the time to keep the flies away. He saw Joe standing in the
open doorway of the side corridor.
“Well,” he said, limping down the path towards him a bucket in each hand, his small pipe in the corner of his
mouth. “Is your father still in there then?”
“Yes.” Joe lifted the jam-pot.
“What shall I do with this, Meshach Parry?”
“Drop it in the bucket as I pass, good boy. Mind you don’t splash, though.” Joe stood waiting, holding the jampot ready to empty.
“Duwch just look,” Meshach Parry said. “That damn school-garden gate has shut itself. Run and open it for
me, good boy. Won’t take you a wink.”
Joe emptied the jam-pot into the bucket in Meshach’s right hand and ran ahead of him to open the garden gate.
The garden was in a flourishing condition. There were older boys who spent most of their time working in it. Big
Jones liked to be there, too, as much as he could, supervising. He would ask Miss Evans Frondeg or Mr. Miles
Standard Two to keep an eye on his class, especially on fine afternoons, and they always obliged.
“Hear that your father’s getting married again,” Meshach said as he passed through the gate. Joe was so
surprised that he let the gate go and it nearly hit one of the buckets.
“Put a stone there, good boy,” Meshach said. A good heavy one. It’s well sprung is that gate.” Meshach limped
on up the garden path, the buckets brushing the blackcurrant bushes that were planted on either side. Joe bent
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down very low to look for a larger stone. “There you are. There’s one. There.”
“Meshach was standing behind him, puffing away, smiling slightly now the buckets were empty. He shaved
once a week on a Saturday night. This was Wednesday and there was a halfway white growth on his weatherbeaten skin. Twenty years ago Meshach had been in the army in South Africa. A Zulu spear had gone through the
calf of his leg at the battle of Ulundi\fn{July 4, 1879} and if there hadn’t been a Welsh surgeon there to stitch it up
on the spot Meshach said he would be walking today on one leg instead of two.
“Good for him, it will be,” Meshach said. “A man needs a woman. Scholar just the same as anybody else.
Don’t forget your jam-pot.”
Joe ran back across the uneven surface of the back playground, jumped the low wall of the path that led to the
boys’ privy and raced down the side corridor to the entrance hall, where he saw the large front door of the school
had been opened. The class-room door of Standard Two was also open. Moving closer he saw his maternal
grandmother. He black bonnet was clamped firmly on the back of her head and wagging as she spoke.
“There you are,” she said.
Her eyebrows were always arched upwards and her eyelids hooded, so that her expression was always a
mixture of surprise and rebuke. She was taller than his father, who was clearly afraid of her.
“There you are, John Miles. You sit there teaching in a church school and you don’t deny it. Two shillings you
took from my rent jug and you took it this morning, from a widow’s rent jug, you took it.”
“I was going to tell you—”
“But you didn’t, did you? And it’s not the first time, either.”
“It’s the end of the month, Mrs. Owen,” he said.
“I know the date as well as you do, John Miles,” she said. “And I know what you took it for.” Wearily he lifted
his penholder to point at Joe standing in the doorway.
“The boy’s listening,” John Miles said. His grandmother turned to look at Joe.
“Tie your shoelace,” she said. “Do you want to fall and break your neck? Now then, John Miles, where is it? I
took your flask and now you carry a bottle!”
“The boy—” his father said.
“I’m glad he’s here. Just give it to me.”
“What—”
“The bottle! Hand it over.”
He opened the desk and brought out the half-bottle of Irish whiskey. It was still a good third full. She snatched
it from his hand.
“Come here, Joseph Trevor,” she said. Joe shuffled up to her.
“Hold that jam-pot out.”
She tugged the cork out of the bottle, holding it away from here as if the smell would do her damage. She
tipped it into the jam-pot.
“There’s been a dead frog in there, Nain,” Joe said.
“So much the better. Take it to the petty and pour it away.”
Joe looked at his father. He was holding his head in his hands.
“Do as I say, boy, and be quick about it.”
He ran through the dark corridor again and saw the smoke from Meshach’s pipe rising from the urinal He
heard the clatter of empty buckets being put back. There was a whiff of creosote in the air. He looked down at the
base of the drain-pipe and poured the whiskey down the grid.
*
Carlo the black sheepdog was on the granary steps his tongue hanging out and his tail swinging, sweeping the
dusty steps. This meant that Lydia was up there exploring. The floorboards at the far end were worm-eaten and
unsafe. Pa had warned them not to play there. So had Ned. So had Dan Llew. Kate stared at the dog. The dog did
not move.
“Come away, Carlo,” Kate said. “Come away.”
She spoke as quietly as she could and the dog watched her, as if he were playing a game. Biting her lip, she
moved closer.
“Come away, Caralo!”
The whisper was fiercer. The dog moved his sharp head, his long tongue, curved, wet, still hung out with
naked pleasure. She clenched her small fist and punched the dog as hard as she could in his soft black belly. Carlo
slipped down the stone stairs with a yelp of surprise. As fast as she could Kate raced up the stairs to catch Lydia
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under the low eaves doing something she should not be doing because Ma had gone away and there was no one
about who had the time to keep her in order and make her behave as well as her elder sister.
Lydia sat reading on the granary floor, her smock spread out around here among the unwept remnants of the
winter oats. When she saw Kate she jumped up and held out the old magazine. Its corner had been nibbled into a
ragged curve by the mice.
“Put that down,” Kate said. “It isn’t healthy. And look at your smock, it’s all dirty. It’s all dirty, isn’t it?” Lydia
brushed her seat and said:
“Look, Kate. Look at this. The story of this girl. She was pale and sweating. Here two little brothers had died.
She couldn’t sleep at night. The doctor had given her up and shaken his head. She was spitting blood. The mother
was in tears. Then they were told about the New Blood Pills and she took them and in three weeks she was back
in school. Look!” Kate took the magazine and held it between finger and thumb.
“It’s old,” she said. “And it’s dirty. Look at the date, 1884.”
“But you can still get them, can’t you? Just ask for Gwilym Flook’s New Blood Pills. And there’s an address
there. Look Apothec’s Hall, Pontypridd. Where’s that Kate? South Wales?”
“What for?” Kate said. “What do you want them for?”
“For Ma,” Lydia said. “To make her better.”
“Ma’s all right,” Kate said.
“No she isn’t,” Lydia said.
“She’ll be all right when she’s had a change of air.”
“No she won’t,” Lydia said. She screwed up her face to stop any tears coming to her eyes.
“How do you know?”
“I heard Maggie Morris and Mary Parry Rice talking this morning. Mary Parry Rice said, ‘The poor thing,
she’s gone away to die.’ I heard her. Look Kate, look what it says here. ‘These exceptional Pills strengthen the
body and do not weaken it because they contain Flook’s Essence, the most powerful combination the world has
ever seen of the most effective herbs for purifying and strengthening the Blood—’”
“It’s all for selling,” Kate said. “It isn’t true.”
“How do you know?”
“Well that’s what it’s for. For selling.”
“Let’s take it to Pa. Show it him.”
“Pa doesn’t want to be disturbed. He’s got a headache. He told me. He’s sitting in the parlour with the blinds
down.”
“I’m taking it to him,” Lydia said.
She snatched the magazine from Kate and ran past her, heels clattering down the stone steps. In the yard Carlo
appeared and ran behind her barking.
*
Joe’s grandmother’s cottage where he and his father lived, was the nearest house in the village to the water
pump, so Joe was the only boy in the village who went for water wit one bucket, and his grandmother’s cottage
was the only house in the village without the wooden square for balancing buckets hanging on a nail near the back
door.
“Joe, is that you?”
His grandmother called from the kitchen. He poured the bucket of drinking water into the deep yellow glazed
interior of the water pot on the slate slab and replaced the wooden lid.
“Come and get your supper then, Joe.”
Joe set the empty bucket upside down on the slab. He felt the buttons of his corduroy trousers to make sure
they were closed. Mrs. Owen, his maternal grandmother, was entertaining Miss Dowell of Bangor, who was going
to marry his father. They were not using the parlour because that was where Joe’s father did his studying. A small
cold cheerless room, clustered with furniture. There was a red cloth on the table on which Joe’s father had once
spilt ink, leaving a stain roughly the shape of the map of Africa.
There was boiled mutton for supper in honour of Miss Dowell. His grandmother and Miss Dowell had finished
eating, but they still sat at the table over a cup of tea. Joe sat on the settle against the wall and his Nain put the
plate of mutton and potatoes in front of him.
“You eat those all up now like a good boy,” she said. “More tea, Miss Dowell?”
She seemed to close the oven door, put the oven cloth out of sight and pick up the teapot without taking her
eyes off Miss Dowell. Everything in this kitchen in which they lived was at his grandmother’s command, from the
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blackleaded grate to the gleaming plates on the old oak dresser. Even the wall clock with its broad ornate face and
discrete tick seemed to have yielded to a subordinate place in her scheme of things. Outside her cottage the tall
hedge which surrounded it was kept in perfect order and it was her pleasure on summer evenings to walk slowly
down the garden path, a black shawl over her shoulders, and see that the rows of vegetables were in order and that
the eight apple trees, with the bottom half of their trunks whitewashed, free from any pest or blight.
“As I was saying, Miss Dowell, Joe comes with me to chapel. His rather goes to church. That is the
understanding we came to when poor Lilly died.”
Miss Dowell nodded She had a lot of pale yellow hair, but it was so fine that when it was dressed it all tended
to slip either to one side or the other. At the moment a loose strand was suspended over her right eye and she kept
on having to brush it away, with the back of her hand.
“You’ll not find him easy, Miss Dowell,” Mrs. Owen said, taking Miss Dowell’s cup to refill. “There’s no point
at all in not facing what’s got to be faced.”
“I quite agree,” Miss Dowell said.
“You could call him weak, but is he weak if he gets what he wants? I don’t call that weak.”
“No, not really.” Miss Dowell sipped her tea.
“Evasive. That’s what he is and that’s what you’ll have to look out for. Very evasive. Now my Lilly never saw
this because she idolized him. But I saw it.” Miss Dowell glanced meaningfully at Joe, who was eating his way
steadily through the mutton and potatoes.
“He doesn’t remember her,” Mrs. Owen said. “He’s the living image of his mother and he doesn’t remember a
thing about her. He’s very like my mother’s brother, the late Reverend Joseph Hughes. He was a minister with the
English in Liverpool. A very promising preacher. Only thirty-nine when he died.”
“That’s very sad,” Miss Dowell said.
“He might have done great things, Mrs. Owen said. “But we must bow to the will of the Lord. Blessed be His
name.”
Joe looked at Miss Dowell. Miss Dowell was known to be church.
“Yes, indeed,” Miss Dowell said.
“He may have had the weakness when he came here,” Mrs. Owen said. “I don’t know. I don’t want to judge
him harshly, of course, a fresh start in a new position could make the world of difference. I’m not denying but—”
“Little ears are listening.” Miss Dowell spoke lightly, putting up her hand to the strands of hair that hung over
her eye.
“He found the bottle in the dovecote,” Mrs. Owen said. “It’s just as much of a cross for him as it is for me.”
Joe bent his head as he wiped the gravy on his plate with a lump of bread.
“‘Burdens are light when borne with love,’” Miss Dowell quoted. She smiled modestly when Joe’s
grandmother seemed to acknowledge the quotation with approval.
“It will certainly be your burden,” she said. “Marriage isn’t all roses, so you’d be well advised to be prepared.”
*
Kate and Lydia in their chapel clothes sat in the wagonette that had been sent from the castle to collect them.
They were being driven by Browse, an Englishman who was Lady Glanadda’s second coachman. Browse, noted
for his jokes, had a cough, and even though the sun was shining he complained about the cold wind. He wore a
heavy brown coachman’s cloak that was tinged green with age and inside it he looked as shriveled as an old hazel
nut in its shell.
“Cor, this wind,” he said to himself. Lydia nudged Kate.
“Say something to him,” Lydia whispered. “He’ll say something funny.”
They simpered at each other and giggled. Lydia turned around to see their farm, with the house in the center
like an ancient stronghold spread over the crown of the hill. It was one of the best farms on the Glanadda estate.
There was washing blowing in the orchard above the house. The farm’s two biggest fields swept down below the
farm to the high wall that surrounded the Great Park. Over the tree-tops below them they could see the shadows of
clouds being driven across the crinkled surface of the open sea and just a glimpse of the narrow yellow margin of
sand dunes.
“Go on,” Lydia said, “say something soft.”
“Say it yourself,” Kate said.
“Mr. Browse,” Lydia’s voice lifted daringly. Browse turned his head to look at her. There was laughter in her
face already before she spoke.
“Mr. Browse, say something soft,” Lydia said. He lifted his whip and cracked it around the horse’s ears.
1440

“Rice pudding and shit,” he said.
The horse jerked forward sop that both the girls rumbled on to the floor of the wagonette laughing helplessly.
They pulled themselves back on to their seats, flushed and excited and longing to shout, as the wagonette rumbled
down the remainder of the hill. The lodge children rushed to see the wagonette swing around the corner and
through the tall monumental gateway.
“Look at him,” Lydia shouted. “Georgie Pig! Georgie Pig!” She pointed at the eldest of the lodge children,
who stood looking after them.
“Lydia! Don’t shout so much.” Kate pulled her arm, but Lydia shook her arm away and looked back to put
her tongue out at Georgie.
“He pulled my hair in school,” Lydia shouted. “Georgie Pig, that’s his name and that’s what he is.” Once in
view of the gothic mansion, Browse slowed up the horse.
“Look at ’im,” he said without turning round. Kate and Lydia couldn’t see anybody.
“Who?” Lydia said.
“Griffiths. The keeper. He’s watchin’. Just waitin’ his chance to run to Her Ladyship with a tale or two. You
want to watch out for him.”
“Can’t see him,” Lydia said. “Can you, Kate?” Kate shook her head.
’’E’s be’ind the big oak,” Browse said. He spoke between tight lips, his head pressed back as if he were
imparting a very deep secret.
“You want to watch out for ’im. Regular bloody spy.” Lydia started to giggle
“No,” Browse said. “I ain’t jokin’. Lydia put her hand over her mouth, but her shoulders were still shaking.
“Fair one she is for laughin’, ain’t she?” Browse said, looking at Kate, and Lydia burst out laughing again.
“Look, Lydia, look!” Kate said.
She pointed too the deer peering at them from the trees on the left. As the wagonette drew nearer, they
scampered away.
“I’ve seen them before,” Lydia said, “from over the wall. With Ned.”
“Yes, but so near,” Kate said.
“Nearer than that,” Lydia said. “Shall we be going to the Big Doors, Mr. Browse?” They were coming to the
point where the main drive bore off to the right and the straight road led to the rear buildings.
“Guests for Sir Charles,” Browse said. “Right up to the front door.” Browse pulled a large iron ring. Lydia
looked up at the doors.
“They’re as big as a church,” she said.
“Hush,” Kate said. A rusty gray-haired butler opened the door. He looked down at Kate and Lydia.
“Ah yes,” he said. His voice was husky and he was deaf.
“Poor Mr. Jones’ little girls. Follow me, my dears.”
Lydia turned to see of Browse was with them, but he had already started on his bow-legged way down the
steps to the wagonette. Behind the butler they were compelled to walk slowly. Their heads bent upwards to look at
an ornate ceiling and they both walked into the butler, who had stopped. He stretched out his arm and kept them to
his side. Her Ladyship was approaching accompanied by two priests in long black cassocks. Lydia listened to
their voices. Her Ladyship she had seen before, coming in and out of her carriage, and on two occasions calling at
Argoed, bringing ma and Pa presents from Rome where she had been on a pilgrimage to see the Pope it was said,
after certain struggles with nonconformist tenants concerning tithes and religious education. Pa was a leader of the
nonconformists. They were speaking neither English nor Welsh. It was a language the girls had never heard
before. Her Ladyship stopped.
“Who have you got hiding there, Kelly,” she said, pretending to peer at Lydia and Kate. “Not the two Misses
Jones by any chance?”
She turned to say something very quickly to the two priests. The older one smiled pityingly; the younger, who
was very dark, looked grave and lifted his hands to his breast. He held a small black gilt book, with his finger
marking a place.
“Take them up to Sir Charles, Kelly,” Lady Glanadda said. She smiled brilliantly at the girls.
“I’ll come up and see you both in a while. Shall we take tea together in the nursery, perhaps?”
“Yes, please,” Lydia said.
The tall lady laughed throatily and bent to pat Lydia’s cheek. Then she moved on and the priests followed her
inclining their heads to listen carefully to what she was saying.
“Come this way now,” Kelly said. They followed him up a pitch-pine staircase which curved in such a way
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that it seemed to kill the noise of their footsteps.
“Are you afraid,” Lydia whispered in Welsh. Kate shook her head.
“I am,” Lydia said. “Will we have to do as he says?”
“This is the schoolroom,” Kelly said, knocking at a door and opening it.
“Good afternoon, Sir Charles. Here are two young ladies to see you.”
All round the large room there was a handrail. Near the tall fire-place a boy sat at a table, writing. A fire burned
brightly, but the boy had a shawl over his shoulders. He wore an Eton collar. There was a footstool under the
table. In spite of the thick gray stockings and trousers buttoned below the knee, the boy had the thinnest legs they
had ever seen and Kate was forced to pluck Lydia’s sleeve to stop her staring at them.
“Good afternoon, dear sir,” Kate said. “We trust that you are better.
“Will you allow me to leave, Sir Charles, “ Kelly said. “Here Ladyship will be wanting me.” The boy nodded.
“Go in now, girls, go closer,” Kelly said “You can play some game or other I’m sure until tea. Enjoy
yourselves.”
Kelly went out. Suddenly the boy jumped up. The girls starred at his legs. He swayed unsteadily.
“I haven’t been very well,” he said.
His face was long and pale. He tried to smile. His eyes moved from one to the other. He had a hushed-rushed
way of speaking the girls could barely understand. He blinked hard and pushed his thin fingers through his hair.
“I was very sorry to hear about your mother,” he said.
Kate looked at Lydia apprehensively, as if she expected her to cry or misbehave in some way. Lydia’s eyes
were fixed on the window, although there was nothing to see except the tops of the trees that covered the slope
above the park, and the clouds driven across the blue sky by the sharp wind from the south-west. “Would you
like to see my great-uncle?” By some stealth the boy had changed his position completely. He was now holding
on to the handrail almost alongside them. There was a stale smell about him, but his smile was very winning.
Many of his teeth were bad.
They followed him down a corridor which seemed to lead to the front part of the house where the windows
were even bigger. Often he put his hand against the wall to steady himself. His steps were short and toppling. He
moved like a child who had only just learnt to walk. Outside a particular double door he stopped, lifted his
eyebrows comically and raised a finger. Lydia smiled and Kate looked at her and smiled as well.
The room was a combination of bedroom and library. Bookshelves stretched from floor to ceiling and yet in
the darkest corner there was a wash-stand and a hip-bath. Among the books the brass and iron bedstead seemed
austere. In a high wheel-chair an old man sat looking through the window. Alongside his chair there was a reading
lectern, but the two books on it were closed. The legs of his old-fashioned steel spectacles were folded and the
spectacles lay alongside the books.
“He never reads now, “ the boy said. “He just sits there all day, looking through the window, until they come to
put him to bed. They have to do absolutely everything for him. He’s even worse than I, if you can believe it.”
Lydia smiled again.
“Can you speak Welsh?” he said to Lydia.
“Yes,” Lydia said, “and English.”
“And you?” he said politely to Kate.
“Yes,” Kate said.
“I’ll show you something.”
He hurried across the room and dropped awkwardly to the floor. He pulled at the doors of a long cupboard
beneath the bookcase. Kate and Lydia stood beside him.
“Sit down,” he said. They both looked towards the figure that sat looking through the window.
“It’s all right,” the boy said. “He can’t hear a thing. He never moves all day. I spend a lot of time in this room. I
know where everything is and none of them know I come here. Look at this.” He opened a large manuscript book
that had two columns of writing on either page.
“I wonder if you’d mind telling me,” he said. “This writing. I don’t’ read it at all. Is it Welsh?” Kate bent to
take a closer look
“I don’t know, she said. Lydia’s head came down alongside her sister’s.
“Of course it is,” Lydia said.
“It’s Welsh?” The boy looked at her keenly.
“Yes of course,” Lydia said.
“Read me what this says.”
1442

He put his finger on a passage. Lydia saw that his finger –nails were bitten down to less than half normal size.
Nail-biting was strictly forbidden at Argued Farm. She looked at his face again. He was serious. She looked down
at the ancient writing.
“It’s three words anyway, isn’t it?” he said.
She looked at his face again. He looked impatient. She bent her head closer to the text. There was a smell like
treacle toffee on his finger.
“Rhyme so rhyme,” Lydia said very slowly.
“What does that mean?” The boy looked at her searchingly.
“‘War is war,’” Lydia said.
Kate plucked at her dress. Lydia stared back at the boy.
“I see,” he said at last. “I see.”
He lowered his head thoughtfully. Suddenly he closed the book and pushed it back in the cupboard.
“Well it very well could be, couldn’t it?” he said. He struggled to his feet, leaning against the bookcase.
“Would you like to see the skeleton?” he said. “It hangs in that closet over there.” He pointed at a door in the
far corner of the room.
“It’s in there,” he said. “It belongs to me, really. If I pull a wire I can make it all rattle. Would you like to see
it?”
“I’m cold,” Lydia said.
“You don’t have to.” He lowered his arm. He sounded disappointed.
“Did you see two priests downstairs with my mother?” The girls looked at each other and then they nodded.
“They’re waiting for me to die,” the boy said. “They want the Castle you see. They want me to leave it to them
in my will so that they can turn it into a monastery. I’m the last of the line, you see.”
The girls said nothing. Lydia looked very pale, as if she was going to be sick.
“I don’t know whether I’ll live or not. Mother is always inviting the heads of different Orders. Makes a hobby
of it since my father died. If I grow up I’d like to be a soldier. What would you like to be?”
“I like music,” Kate said. She looked anxiously at Lydia.
“What do you like?” The boy looked at Lydia gravely.
“I don’t know,” she said. She screwed up her face and grasped her sister’s arm.
“Kate,” she said, “I want to go home.” She shook Kate’s sleeve fiercely.
“I want to go home.”
“You can’t go home,” the boy said. “You haven’t had tea yet.” Lydia put her hand over her mouth. The boy
frowned.
“Get her out of here,” he said. “Go on. She’s going to be sick. Get her out!”
“I want to go home,” Lydia said. She spoke through her fingers. Kate turned back at the door.
“Aren’t you coming?” she said. He shook his head. He was very pale.
“I shall stay here, thank you,” he said. “Just close the door. You can tell them I don’t want any tea.”
*
Joe lay on his side in the big feather bed. By the chest of drawers Miss Dowell was brushing her hair. Joe
looked at her shadow on the ceiling and the huge movements of her bare arm in the candlelight. His grandmother
was downstairs waiting for his father to come in.
“Are you asleep, Joe?” Joe trembled under the bedclothes and moved nearer to the edge of the bed.
“No, Aunty.” Miss Dowell had told him to call her Aunty.
“You’re not cross with me for taking your daddy away from you, are you, Joe?
“No, Aunty.”
“Villages are awful places,” Miss Dowell said. She expanded the elastic of her sleeping cap by stretching her
fingers and Joe watched the strange shadow growing on the ceiling as if Miss Dowell had two heads instead of
one.
“All the gossip that goes on,” Miss Dowell said, “it’s a wonder they ever get a day’s work done.”
She turned suddenly and blew out the candle. Joe closed his eyes. This meant she was getting undressed. He
could hear her hanging her long skirt on the foot of the iron bedstead. She had a thing with her she called a
hanger. Miss Dowell worked in London House, the biggest shop in Bangor. First assistant in millinery. She got
her clothes at cost price. Joe heard a strange noise. He opened his eyes. The moonlight flooded across the bed.
Miss Dowell was standing in the darkness by the door, scratching herself.
“Move over, Joe!” She laughed gaily, lifting the bedclothes. Joe could not move over any further: he was
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already on the edge.
“After tomorrow I’ll be your mother, won’t I?” Her hand groped towards his shoulder. Joe kept rigidly still.
“He’s not an easy man to understand.”
Miss Dowell heaved herself on to her back. Light as she was she had sunk low into the feather bed. She put her
hands under her head.
“I think what he needs more than anything,” she said, “is sympathy and guidance of a devoted woman. When
he lost your dear mother, he lost more than the world can say.” Miss Dowell sighed and wriggled into the softness
of the bed.
“A man of so much education and talent,” she said. “I always say, Joe, there’s nothing in the whole wide world
more important than education., I’d like you to remember, Joe, I said that.” She turned her head to study his still
shape.
“Give me your hand, Joe,” she said.
She stretched her hand towards him under the bedclothes. Joe gave her his hand without turning his body. She
squeezed it tightly. Her hand was very hot and her engagement ring stuck into his finger.
“You are a good boy, Joe,” she said, “and I want you to know you can come and stay with us in Bangor any
time you like.”
“Thank you,” Joe said.
“It’s very exciting,” Miss Dowell said. “From our bedroom window you can see the goods yard of the station.
At night you can hear the Irish Mail go roaring past. It will wake you up at first until you get used to it. When the
Prince of Wales came that time—he’s King now, of course, as you know—we could see it all from our window. I
had people from the shop in my bedroom, it was quite a party. Mr. Wasser from accounts brought a bottle of port.
Oh dear, oh dear, it was … Joe what’s that noise?”
Outside the cottage gate, thee was a drooling, crooning noise and men whispering, and the squeal of a single
unoiled wheel, which came to a stop. Miss Dowell jumped out of bed. Joe followed her. They rushed to the
window.
In the moonlight they could see Hughes the policeman, with all his silver buttons shining and two shadowy
figures disagreeing over how to balance a wheelbarrow. The gate opened and the moonlight fell on Joe’s father,
lying in the wheelbarrow with his legs dangling over the front The drooping corners of his moustache were
unusually wide apart. He was smiling, something he hardly ever did when he was sober.
Suddenly, the wheelbarrow was tipped up and he fell out in a heap in front of the little portico. They heard the
crack of his forehead against the flagstones. Miss Dowell screamed so suddenly that Joe jumped away from her.
She rushed to the bedroom door.
“They can’t leave him there,” she was saying. “They can’t leave him there!”
And then he heard his grandmother’s voice from the foot of the stairs.
“Yes, well come along, Miss Dowell. You may as well get used to it.”
From the top of the stairs he heard the front door opening and Miss Dowell sobbing and crying …
221.93 Excerpt from A Life At The Centre\fn{by Roy Harris Jenkins (1920-2003)} Abersychan, Torfaen, Wales,
United Kingdom (M) 11
My parents were very different from each other, although both were rather remarkable. They had been married
in 1911, there had been one son, stillborn in 1915, after which there was only me, who did not appear until the end
of 1920. The circumstances ensured that I received the maximum of parental attention.
My father, Arthur Jenkins, was born in 1882 in the remote mountainside village of Varteg, 1200 feet up and
five miles from Pontypool, more or less in the middle of the old county of Monmouthshire, as Gwent was then
more satisfactorily called. Monmouthshire was one of the forty counties of England, although it had enough
Welsh characteristics that Acts of Parliament which treated Wales separately nearly always added Monmouthshire
to it. But it had to be done specifically, and “Wales and Monmouthshire” was a phrase as familiar as “London and
Home Counties” or “Highlands and Islands”. In fact the ethnic divide ran down the middle of the county, as did a
geological one which became of great social significance in the middle of the nineteenth century. The rich coal
seams, which from about 1840 onwards transformed the valleys of South Wales from sylvan fastnesses into raw
but renowned industrial communities, do not run east of the Afon Llwyd, the river which flows down the Eastern
Valley from Blaenavon through Pontypool to join the Usk near Newport. Varteg (and Pontypool) was thus
undisputedly, even if only just, in the Welsh, industrial and steep-valleyed part of the county.
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To say it was Welsh did not mean that it was Welsh-speaking. None of my four grandparents could speak a
word of maternal Welsh. (My father taught himself a little in middle life, but that was because he was interested in
languages.) Nor were they unusual in their communities in this respect. There was a small north-west corner of
Monmouthshire around the town of Rhymney which was Welsh-speaking, but in the rest of the country the main
upholders of the language of eisteddfods\fn{Welsh festivals of music, literature and performance, the earliest of which date back
to at least the 12th century} were school-teachers from Cardiganshire and other points west and north (of whom there
seemed to be a large number in my childhood, just as there were a lot of Irish doctors, richer but less respectable
than the school-teachers).
The lack of the language did not mean that the culture and way of life were not Welsh, any more than one
would say that the same deficiency\fn{ I.e., the lack of spoken Gaelic} prevents Ecclefechan\fn{A small village in Scotland}
being Scottish. The place-names were Welsh, the surnames were Welsh (which meant there were not many of
them), the accent was Welsh, and the depressing late-nineteenth-century nonconformist chapels, the Pisgahs and
Bethanys and Ebenezers, were thick upon the ground. There are many things about Monmouthshire and Wales as
a whole which clutch at my heartstrings, but the architecture of nonconformity (or indeed Welsh domestic
building generally) is not amongst them. I am mystified that the religion of dissent should have produced such
purity and elegance in New England and such lowering ugliness in Wales.
My father’s father, in spite of his name, did not originate in Monmouthshire. He migrated from the old
Somerset coalfield around Radstock and Midsomer Norton some time in the 1870s, when the demand for mining
labour was growing enormously in South Wales and wages were higher than in Somerset. His wife came with
him, so she was not obviously Welsh either. She died fairly young and played no part in my life. He died in 1929
at the age of seventy-three, the only one of my grandparents to live much beyond the age of fifty. I just remember
him as a rather small man, a retired miner, living with one of my father’s two sisters, who gave me gold
sovereigns, already out of use as normal currency, on each of my last four or five birthdays of his life, which must
have been an extraordinarily generous present for him.
My father left the Varteg village school at the age of twelve and went immediately to work underground at
Viponds’ Colliery. He was a miner (or collier as it was then more frequently called) for twenty-four years until
1918, two years before my birth, but with a significant break from 1908 to 1910, and I think he loathed every day
underground. He was a great teller to me of imaginatively constructed children’s stories, but few if any of them
were to do with the “romance” or excitement of life at the pit. Perhaps even more striking was that in the journals
which he kept at least from 1912 to the end of his life in 1946, with entries of fifty to a hundred words for each
day, he rarely failed to record the time at which he “came up” after a shift at the coal face.
The menace of life underground in the great age of British coal is hardly imaginable today. As late as 1940 I
was taken down a Blaenavon pit in which a twenty-one-inch seam was still being worked. To get to the coal face
meant crawling up a slit less than two feet high for several hundred yards. I have never forgotten the
claustrophobia induced by the knowledge that the only way out was to do the return crawl. I was at that coalface
for about a quarter of an hour. The men who worked it were there for forty-eight hours a week. Nor were any fears
aroused by such conditions irrational. The risks of being crushed or imprisoned by falls were substantial.
For my seventieth birthday, fifty years after this Blaenavon visit, one of my former parliamentary private
secretaries, Ian Wrigglesworth, gave me a reproduction copy of The Times for the day of my birth. The most
riveting item in it was a small snippet announcing that 1919 had been a very good year for mining casualties.
Only 1229 colliers had been killed, compared with 1487 in 1918. It was the first year in which the accident deathrate was less than one per thousand of those employed.
What did engage my father’s interest in those years from 1894 to 1908 were the open air, the freedom of
walking on the mountain (except for Sundays only a spring and summer pursuit, because in autumn and winter the
hours of light were all spent in darkness below), reading, and, as time went on, trade union activity. In 1908 he
won a union scholarship to Ruskin College, Oxford.
Ruskin, then as now, was almost in the centre of Oxford, between Worcester College and the University Press
building, very conscious of the University, but not part of it. It had been founded nine years before, as a result of
an initiative by two American philanthropists, and had been on this Walton Street site and in its own building only
since 1903. It was named after John Ruskin, but more as a social reformer than as the aesthetic writer who so
aroused Proust, and its teaching concentrated heavily on the social sciences. But the college was not classconscious enough for some of the students or for the trade unions who were providing an increasing proportion of
the funds. There was also an argument over the composition of the governing body, which was made up only of
bourgeois dons and philanthropists. The Principal, Dennis Hird, took the radical side in the dispute over these
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issues, and was dismissed for his pains.
Some of the students, including my father and Frank Hodges, who was to be A. J. Cook’s right-wing
predecessor as general secretary of the Miners’ Federation from 1918 to 1924 and who subsequently made the
amazing transition (via junior office at the Admiralty) to coalowners’ man by the end of the decade, gave a fierce
support to Hird which led them first to go on strike in Oxford and then to move to London as part of a breakaway
institution known as the Central Labour College, where they completed their course. It must have been an
appalling conflict of loyalties for my father. He loved Oxford. I remember being encouraged in my later childhood
to pore over a fine book of pictures acquired at this time which showed the last years of the pre-Morris Motors
city through evocative aquatints. And as I advanced through my teens it became almost his central purpose that I
should go there as a full member of the University. Yet he appears not to have hesitated about making the break in
1909.
He and Hodges then went to Paris for several months. Hodges says in a sketchy autobiography published in
1925 that he was there for three months, but I think that my father stayed longer. Quite how the visit was financed
I have never fully understood. Obviously they were frugal, but the cost cannot have been non-existent, and they
earned nothing. They lived in a hostel called the Foyer de l’Ouvrier, situated in a small street near the Place de la
Bastille. It had fourteen places, all the rest occupied by young Frenchmen from the provinces with socialist
connections. The warden or directeur was always referred to as Monsieur Dupuis. I heard much about him (unlike
life underground) and indeed was taken on several street walks in the Paris of the 1930s to try (unsuccessfully) to
discover what had become of him, but I never knew his Christian name. I always imagined him as looking like
Jean Jaures, bearded, burly and benign.
Jaures my father both met and heard speak in the Chamber during these months, although his political
connections were in general more with the Guesdist or more Marxist wing of the French Socialist Party, and were
centred on Paul Lafarge, a prosperous deputy of Creole origin who had married Marx’s eldest daughter, Laura. In
the summer of 1910 the Lafarges appeared to be warm and relaxed hosts and invited my father and Hodges for a
memorable weekend in the Ile-de-France countryside near Juvisy; but the next year they both committed suicide.
My father also had contact with Jean Longuet, who was Marx’s grandson through his third daughter Jenny and
was to be one of the minority of French socialists who advocated re-establishing relations with the Germans
through the Second International in 1916.
All this, combined with an intensive immersion course in the French language and still more intensive
exploration of the streets and monuments of Paris, as well as the palaces, parks and forests of its environs, was
obviously heady stuff for a young Welsh miner, and it put a strongly francophil stamp on my father for the rest of
his life. One odd effect was that the editions of the great Russian novelists in his not inconsiderable library with
which I was brought up were translations into French and not English.
The shock, physical and cultural, of going back to the pit at the end of 1910 must have been shattering. I hope
it was assuaged by the fact that within a year he married my mother. She was called Hattie Harris and had been
born four years after him in 1886. She was the youngest of three sisters who had been orphaned when their father,
the manager of the Bessemer plant of the Blaenavon Iron and Steel Company, had died at the age of fifty-one in
1903. The account of his end, as it seeped through to me, assumed in my childhood imagination something of the
quality of a medieval plague death. What he was suffering from I do not know, but it exhibited itself in an
appallingly high fever which coincided with a period of unusually hot weather. With difficulty blocks of ice were
procured from a Newport fishmonger and were put upon his forehead during a fluctuating few days. But it was
unavailing.
My maternal grandmother had died twelve years before in the famous cold winter of 1890-1. My mother’s
only recollection of her was being held in her arms while she picked icicles off the top of the doorway of their
solid stone house, isolated except for a little surrounding dell of trees on an otherwise bleak hillside two miles out
of Blaenavon. It was a typical manager’s house, half rural, half urban, of the South Wales industrial revolution.
My grandfather had then married again, and the second wife seemed to possess all the bad qualities of a storybook stepmother. She produced one son who became for me a somewhat arm’s-length “Uncle Reg”, mainly no
doubt because she and he acquired all the possessions and such money as my grandfather left.
My mother was thus from a background several steps up in the valley social hierarchy (although South Wales
was a relatively non- hierarchical society) from that of my father, but a combination of her stepmother’s
intervention and her father’s death made her very much a fringe member of the middle class. She was left at the
age of seventeen with no parent, no money, no obvious means of supporting herself and, in effect, no home. What
she did for the next seven years was to work in the principal music shop in Pontypool (six miles from Blaenavon)
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and to live in lodgings in the town. Harmston’s (for such was the name of the music shop) was a very respectable
establishment, which I remember being taken to visit in the 1920s, when it still had cavernous rooms with
polished floors devoted to the sale of pianos, and I have no doubt the lodgings were equally respectable.
After she and my father were married they moved first into a miner’s cottage in Talywain and then, in March
1914, into a terraced house set on a steep bank twenty feet or so above the main road which ran up the valley from
Pontypool to Abersychan and Blaenavon. It was just short of Abersychan and thus two or three miles from Varteg
and five miles from the house beyond Blaenavon. It was in a much more lowland situation than either. It looked
across the Afon Llwyd to a steep unspoilt hillside which was beyond the coal, on limestone and was known as
Lasgarn Wood. The terraced houses were different from the stone-and-wash miners’ cottages in one of which my
father had been born. They had six rooms and were much uglier. They had probably been built in the 18908, and
were as devoted to the polychromatic use of brick as was Balliol chapel, but had not I think been designed by
Butterfield.
Parts of the area had been developed earlier, for almost exactly opposite was a very basic alehouse called the
Queen Adelaide, and I cannot believe that anyone would have wished so to honour King William IV’s consort
long after his death in 1837 or her own in 1849. I have never entered this pub, which was probably the first of
which I ever knew the name, nor I am sure did either of my parents, although they were not teetotallers. “Public
houses”, a less friendly title than “pub”, were regarded with considerable disapproval in industrial South Wales of
that epoch and beyond. Even in my Oxford and army days I never went in one in the valley, unless the
commercial travelers’ AA one-star Clarence Hotel in Pontypool be counted in that category.
“In the country”, that is towards and beyond Usk in the agricultural part of Monmouthshire, was a different
matter. This was despite the fact that the not-very-long-surviving husband of one of my father’s sisters was a
licensee at Cwmavon, between Abersychan and Blaenavon. Visits to her were carefully timed so as not to take
place during opening hours. Pubs were definitely not part of respectable culture in the South Wales of my
childhood.
These first two houses were not much in comparison with my mother’s Blaenavon house, but even the first
was no doubt an improvement on the Pontypool lodgings, and marked the end of a fairly lonely time in her life.
Those seven years cannot however have been too solitary, for she shared the lodgings with another assistant from
the music shop, was naturally gregarious and was very pretty as a young girl with striking auburn hair and darkbrown eyes. What was lacking was a home-base.
Later, as I remember her from my childhood, she had become a little plump but no more, and was nearly
always active and animated. And as I remember her in her third phase, as a member of Parliament’s wife and
widow, she was very much a figure in her own right with an active public life, although strongly feminine rather
than feminist, very well turned out in her own style, good at giving a sense of occasion to every event, with a
circle of close friends, but also on greeting terms with almost everyone she met in the street. She was chairman of
a magistrates’ court and of the governors of the Pontypool Girls’ School, and after my father’s death she became a
county councilor. When she died in 1953, still only sixty-seven, she had almost as big a funeral as my father had
had seven and a half years before. On both occasions the streets were lined for most of the three-quarters of a mile
from the house to St James’s Church in the centre of Pontypool.
Leo Abse, my father’s successor but one as MP for Pontypool, made a part-time occupation out of portraying
my mother as a tremendously snobbish woman, alien to my father’s beliefs and outlook on life, and a crucial
influence on me. He worked from first principles rather than empirically, as he seems subsequently to have done
in his book on Mrs. Thatcher, for he met my mother on only one occasion. But by frequent repetition, as can often
be achieved, he has succeeded in making his version the accepted wisdom so that few profiles or other journalistic
descriptions of my early life do not bear heavy traces of Abse. To what extent have these traces relation to the
truth? She did, I suppose, have some of the characteristics of a “gracious lady” in later life. And her close friends
were mostly, but not all, of the Pontypool middle middle class, a Latin mistress, the wives of a doctor, a dentist, a
bank manager, a chemist, a builder, a council surveyor, a headmaster. But this came naturally to her, and fitted in
with her, and my father’s, way of life during my childhood.
On the other hand I never had the slightest sense, by observation as opposed to what came to me as historical
knowledge, that she was in any way the socially superior one. On the contrary my instinctive feeling was that, in
spite of his Labour commitment, it was he who was the natural Whig, reaching out to a wider world. This wider
world was not only that of London politics and public service spilling over into international contacts, but also the
local one of Cardiff shipowners and Monmouthshire gentry. If she was the more fond of the Pontypool middle
class, it was he who more enjoyed occasional visits to the country houses of the eastern part of the county,
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provided that they were inhabited by people of public spirit (often on the county council) with whom he could
mingle with unforced ease. If I developed a certain taste for still grander grandees of liberal outlook, the
inheritance came, in my view, more from him than from her. She was less rational and less literary than he was,
but more intuitive and more spontaneous. This should not give the impression that he was a grave figure. Nearly
half a century after his death my wife, who first met him in 1941, remembers him not only as one of the most
engaging companions she has ever encountered, but also as extremely funny.
This digression has taken me a long way on from the beginning of their marriage at the end of 1911 and their
move to the terraced house in March 1914. They lived there in the last months before the extinction of the lights
of Europe that August. But because not much of that refulgence had reached Abersychan and because my father
did not join the army—he did not approve of the war and as a miner was in a reserved occupation—the contrast
was nothing like as great as in more gilded lives. As the years of the First World War went by, he became
increasingly occupied with Miners’ Federation affairs and therefore less confined to a daily regime underground.
More and more his hitherto habitual diary entry of “worked at colliery” was replaced by “did not work at
colliery”, followed by the explanation of “Cardiff conference” or “insurance work” or some other union activity.
Thus in 1915 he worked underground for 204 days but in 1918 for only 99. The last day that I can discover that
he “worked at colliery” was Saturday, 9 November 1918 immediately before the Armistice. This did not mean that
he did not subsequently spend many parts of days underground, but thereafter he did so to investigate a grievance
or inspect the safety of a working, or visit the scene of an accident, but not to hew coal. He became first an
assistant agent and then in 1921 a full miners’ agent, a well-known coalfield term for a salaried Miners’
Federation official who covered a substantial geographical area and perhaps a dozen pits.
Almost all the famous miners’ leaders of the time when coal was king graduated through the office of miners’
agent, although in the case of some, probably the majority, they did not ascend vertically through the Miners’
Federation, but spread their activities horizontally into politics and other forms of public service so that they were
often very well-known local figures with an influence well beyond the members of their union. Thus my father
became a district councilor in 1918 and a county councilor in 1919. He quickly evolved into very much a county
council man. He liked detailed committee work rather than polemics, and was chairman of several, including for
many years the finance committee. He was also active in the affairs of the County Councils Association, which
owing to the balance of power across the shires as a whole involved a cross-party approach. He continued with
the Association after he became a member of Parliament, and mainly for this purpose he remained an alderman of
the Monmouthshire County Council until his death. In the 1920s he was also concerned with the running of the
Pontypool hospital, served for a time as a member of the National Executive Committee of the Labour Party, and
was appointed to a Royal Commission (on licensing) in 1929. His activities were a blend of the local and the
national, and it would be an unusual week if he did not go to Newport or Cardiff two or even three times, and an
unusual month if he did not go to London at least once or maybe twice.
*
On 11 November 1920 I was born in the polychromatic house which I have described. The date was easy to
remember for, so soon after the slaughter in Flanders, Armistice Day was a great national event, with the silence
observed all over the country and no question of the ceremonies being shunted to the nearest Sunday; I therefore
had a vague childhood impression that my birthday was a very important occasion, appropriately celebrated well
outside the family.
The house, however, has no place in my memory for we moved in early 1923. I know only its outside, from
having frequently looked at it thereafter, although mostly without particular interest. The move was not a very
sundering affair, for we went a mere 300 yards down the road, to the other side of it and more firmly into a
neighbourhood known as Snatchwood. The house was not very different, was just as ugly, with the addition of a
monkey-puzzle tree in the very small front garden, but it must have been thought better, probably because it had a
bathroom and one extra room, and it had a good back garden which ran down to a low railway embankment.
This brought an early introduction to railways and to the GWR\fn{ Great Western Railway} in particular, with
familiarity never breeding contempt, although the Eastern Valley line was not much frequented by the great
expresses, which were what I really liked. Later on I developed a favourite, early and minor form of railway
vandalism which involved placing a penny on the line before a train came and afterwards recovering its extended
and flattened shape. Fortunately this led to no derailments.
In the garden I had a swing from the age of about five, and spent endless hours upon it with my mind occupied
with complicated rather than abstruse juggling with numbers. This gave me no great mathematical insights but did
lead me to a continuing arithmetical obsession with exact measurements of time and distance.
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Our neighbours in the new house were on the one side one of the Cardiganshire school-teachers, John Thomas,
who was headmaster of a small mile-distant school which had the odd characteristic that it could hardly be
approached except by paths which no motor could navigate; and on the other by a house-builder called A. C.
Powell, who had recently constructed the whole terrace, and who had kept for himself a bigger house than ours
and the others, embellished by a double garage, in which by the mid-1920s he had the appropriate complement of
two motor cars. A figure of some dignity, he was almost universally called Alf, except by his wife, a lady of a
little pretension, who preferred the sound or association of Charlie. Whether or not as a result of his habit of
keeping his best product for himself, his business was in considerable financial trouble by the end of the decade
and he closed it down, secured a job as clerk of works to the Monmouthshire County Council (with a bit of help
from my father, I suspect), and moved to a still bigger house on the suburban heights above the railway station in
Newport.
His son, Derek Powell, nonetheless remained the closest of my boyhood friends. He was a year older than me,
good at all games, and became by his middle teens the finest swimmer for miles around, winning championships
from Cardiff to Monte Carlo. He was also, I think, cleverer than I was, although perhaps with a little too much
bombast. We did not go to the same schools, for at eleven he went off as a boarder to Monmouth School, twenty
miles away, where he suffered for a time the most appalling Fashman-type bullying\fn{ A reference to a character of that
name in Tom Brown’s School Days, notorious for sadistic bullying at Tomps prep school } until he escaped first to a neutral
position, and then probably to getting his own back (but on different people) as a prefect. He went to Merton
College, Oxford, on the same day that I went to Balliol. We saw something of each other at Oxford, but more
during the holidays in Pontypool or Newport, where our relationship remained very close until 1939. At the end of
a successful war in the desert he got a dreadful disease which laid him low for five years, after which he almost
miraculously recovered. He never quite regained his momentum, however, although he was headmaster of a
Newport comprehensive school for the ten years or so before he died, after another great medical struggle, in
1976. He played a major role in an early fifteen years of my life (from four to nineteen), and some part for his
remaining thirty-seven years.
The Cardiganshire schoolmaster also moved away from Snatchwood in the early 1930s, when he was
promoted to a larger school in Pontypool, but we stayed until the end of 1937, by which time my father was an
MP and I was almost grown up. These fifteen years in this house were a mixture—as I suppose is nearly
everybody’s life—of the routine and the dramatic. The routine mostly revolved around school. I did not go at all
until I was almost seven, being allegedly taught at home (quite by whom I am not sure, but it must have had some
reality, for when I eventually arrived I was more or less up to standard in reading and writing and certainly in
arithmetic). Then I missed a good part of the next year, for in March 1928 I produced a burst appendix with an
operation late at night (probably hazardous in those days with only general practitioners available to do the
surgery and administer the anesthetic), three weeks in hospital and six months off school.
As a result I did not settle down at Pentwyn, John Thomas’s hillside school, until I was nearly eight. I then
spent three years there, and can remember very little about the interior of the school or the content of its
instruction, but a great deal about its approaches. These epitomised the intermingling of industrial scars and
rugged rusticity which were the hallmark of the South Wales coalfield. In front of the school lay the open
mountain, bare except for a couple of isolated colliery managers’ houses and a few holes in which during the long
coal strike of 1926 there had been some scraping for domestic coal. Behind the school a large coal tip ran out like
the prow of a great ship. It was level with the school at one end, but 300 feet above the valley at the other.
An unorthodox way home was to walk out to the far end and then to slide or scramble down the precipitate
black slurry. It did not make one as dirty as sounds likely. Even the orthodox approach, however, was interesting.
This involved walking half a mile through what was known as “the wood”, although it was in fact a small, sharply
tilted heath, with bushes about every twenty yards which made it wonderful territory for any sort of stalking
game. Lower down it had two flat areas on which rough cricket could be played. Beyond the school end of the tip
a disused colliery railway track ran another half-mile to a large brick structure known as Big Arch which was also
I think out of use, although working coal trains could be seen in the light at the end of its cavernous tunnel. It was
altogether a remarkable location for a school.
In 1931 I had to take the “scholarship” examination for admission to a secondary or grammar school. My
performance was thoroughly adequate, and I was placed third in the list. The year before, however, Derek Powell
had come top, although rejecting the place in favour of the bullying dormitories of Monmouth, so there was no
danger of the semi-success going to my head. What was more significant—and more mystifying—was the choice
of school.
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Two miles away from us there was a good grammar school called Jones’s West Monmouth School. It was a
private foundation, with one boarding house but a great majority of day boys including some very poor ones, the
school partly financed by the Haberdashers’ Company, although with a board of governors on which the County
Council was well represented. My father had no prejudice against the school on account of its hybrid nature. As
early as 1924 he had been involved in ensuring that Ivor Thomas (now Ivor Bulmer-Thomas), the son of a
brickyard worker in the lower part of the Eastern Valley and both a mathematical and a classical scholar of
extraordinary facility, should proceed from the school to Oxford. Later, when Thomas had fought and nearly
beaten John Simon in his Yorkshire seat at the general election of 1935, one of my father’s favourite speaking
arguments in favour of educational opportunity was to relate his spectacular early career, with this act of political
fealty blending bizarrely but suitably for the purpose with his brilliant but highly traditionalist learning.
In the later 1930s the headmaster of West Mon (as it was known), a conventional schoolmaster who respected
academic standards, his more striking Girtonian wife and their four Cheltenhain Ladies’ College-educated
daughters, became about our most frequently visited and visiting neighbours. And in the early years of the war my
father arranged for the sons of two of his parliamentary colleagues to escape from London by coming as boarders
to West Mon.
Yet he did not send me there. I went to Abersychan Secondary School (or Grammar School as it later became),
a newer establishment of less prestige, which was a short mile in the other direction. No doubt at the time I
preferred it so. It was nearer home, involved only a walk, or later a bike ride, instead of a bus journey, and I knew
more people who were going. Also it was mixed, which West Mon was not, but I do not think that was a factor
one way or the other. My father was a governor there, chairman at one stage, but that again does not begin to
amount to an adequate explanation. He was also a governor of West Mon, and in any event he was certainly not a
member of the Hebdomadal Council of the University of Oxford, which he had already fixed upon as my ultimate
academic destination.
It was this which made the lack of parental pressure towards the Pontypool school so surprising. It was clearly
going to be much more difficult to get to Oxford from Abersychan than from West Mon, which frequently sent
boys there or to Cambridge. Abersychan’s higher educational outlets were largely confined to the Welsh
university colleges, although there was one young man called Roger Keyes who was a research fellow of Balliol
by the time I arrived and later became head of the Universities Department at UNESCO. He like me speaks
English with hardly a trace of a Welsh accent, which in my case is sometimes commented upon with surprise. So
does Ivor Bulmer-Thomas. So for that matter does Lord Chalfont, whom I did not know as a boy, but who was
also an alumnus of West Mon.
I think there must be something in the air or the water of the Eastern Valley of Monmouthshire which washes
away deviations from “standard” English more easily than do those of most other localities. But they do not do so
completely. I am told that to a Professor Higgins (or even to his most newly joined assistant) my pronunciation of
“situation” is an immediate indication of Welsh origin. The odd thing is that I could observe this in the beautifully
modulated voice of Lord Elwyn-Jones (although he came from fifty miles further west), but not in my own. My
father had very little Welsh intonation, although his a’s, as in chance or dance, were shorter than my own. My
mother had more of an accent or lilt.
I was thoroughly happy at Abersychan, but I could not say that I was well taught, although I remember several
masters and mistresses with affection. Apart from any question of the quality of the teaching, I was allowed to
make a gross schematic error. After two years there was a choice between history and chemistry as a subject to be
continued to School Certificate or “matric” at the end of the fourth year. At the age of twelve I rather liked the
smells and retorts and bunsen burners of the laboratory and chose chemistry. As a result, I have never been taught
any pre-1760 history, although I have obviously picked up some. By the sixth form I had realised my mistake and
took history (together with English and Geography) for Higher School Certificate (more or less the equivalent of
today’s A-levels) and slowly began a long-lasting immersion in nineteenth-century political history. But the
damage had been done, or rather an unfillable gap had been created. As (much later) I got deeper into the
minutiae of, say, the 1886 Home Rule split, so some elementary piece of ignorance about Cromwell remained
liable to mar my perspective of Anglo-Irish history.
Perhaps all this is merely an excuse for my not doing particularly well at school. I was young for my year and
therefore secured School Certificate with six or seven credits (but failing Latin and having to retake it) at the age
of fourteen. Equally I got Higher School Certificate at sixteen. But my performance in neither of these
examinations was distinguished, any more than was my position in the various forms through which I moved up
the school. I was rarely near the top. I certainly showed none of the early academic gifts which Ivor Thomas had
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displayed two miles away a decade before. Despite the fact that I eventually (if narrowly) achieved the slightly
more difficult goal of getting a first, I was not really a serious candidate for an Oxford scholarship. I would not
have got there without my father’s determination that I should do so, and his willingness to back this
determination by devoting a remarkably high proportion of his income to achieving it.
The dramatic apogee of our life during those fifteen years in the house in Snatchwood Road was kept hidden
from me. On 27 November 1926, when I was just six years old, my father was convicted of illicit assembly and
sentenced to nine months’ imprisonment at Monmouth assizes. On 30 August of that year, during the long-drawnout miners’ lock-out which continued for six months after the brief May General Strike, of which it had been the
cause, there was an affray at a small mine-working known as Quarry Level close to the road between Pontypool
and Crumlin. Fifteen “blacklegs”\fn{Strikebreakers} were working there, and a mass picket was assembled. My
father was undoubtedly involved in organising the picket, and he addressed the crowd. A contingent of fifteen
police was already there under the command of one Superintendent Spendlove. Under his orders they launched a
baton charge against the pickets.
What was in dispute, and long remained so, was whether there was adequate provocation to justify the baton
charge and whether my father’s role had been a pacifying or an inciting one. At the time and to the end of his life
he quietly insisted that it was the former, which certainly seems more in keeping with his character. His brief
diary entry for that day reads:
“At Quarry Level. Police batoned crowd very viciously. … Home at 7. Not out after. Bed midnight.”
It is impossible to tell from this and other laconic entries whether the incident was from the first a great trauma
from which he could not subsequently divert his mind. Nominally he went on throughout the autumn with his
normal life, going to London for two days the following morning, to Bournemouth the following week for the
meeting of the National Executive of the Labour Party which habitually took place during the Trades Union
Congress, and then to Margate at the beginning of October for the Labour Party conference, where he went for an
hour’s walk with Ramsay MacDonald, already a former Prime Minister.
But interspersed with this routine there were more doom-laden entries. For 3 September:
“Got summons today re Quarry Level.” For 20 September:
“Was at Police Court from 10.30 to 5.30. The lies told by the police were appalling; much the same without the
comment for 21 and 22 September, and for 1 October:
“Was in Police Court all day. In witness box from 10.30 to 1.45. Did well I am told. Referred to Assizes.”
The trial began on 23 November and lasted five days before Mr. Justice Swift, who did not enjoy a liberal
reputation. He had been a Conservative MP before his appointment to the bench, and he ended the case with a
eulogy of the highly controversial behaviour of the police. My father, however, did not seem to blame him. After
the first day he wrote in his diary:
“Hopkins [another police officer] and Spendlove lied terribly. Seems to be a dead set against me. I fear I
cannot hope for bare justice. The judge may be fair, but his picture is being coloured.”
At the end of the second day he went into the j witness box, but only for three-quarters of an hour. On the third
day he recorded that
“Coldrick and Edwards [two of his co-defendants; Coldrick later became a Bristol MP and Edwards quickly
emigrated to Canada] gave evidence splendidly.” On the fourth day he wrote:
“Our witnesses were not very good. Sir Joseph Bradney was very good.” (Bradney, a Monmouthshire country
gentleman and former chairman of the County Council, gave character evidence on my father’s behalf.) On the
fifth day he concluded:
“About 5.00 p.m. sentences. Coldrick and Edwards got three months. I got nine months. To Cardiff by car. Got
to Gaol all right [a curious way of putting it] at 7.00 p.m. What a night it was. And how was poor Hat?”
Thereafter the diary stopped until 25 February 1927, the day on which he was released.
This was just short of three months after the date of his conviction, and was the result of an act of executive
clemency by Birkenhead (F. E. Smith), who was acting as Home Secretary in the absence through illness of
Joynson-Hicks. The pressure to remit had been strong and wide. The sentences, and my father’s in particular, had
caused outrage. Throughout his and Coldrick’s (shorter) time in prison their seats in the council chamber in the
Monmouthshire County Hall had been kept bedecked with flowers, and this had been accepted with approval by
many of the Conservative or independent members of the council. The organiser of this was the chairman,
Thomas Richards, a venerable miners’ leader, a former MP and a Lloyd George-created privy councilor. Richards
also took a powerful Labour delegation to see Birkenhead. But it was the cross-party pressure which was most
effective. Two days after the sentence, Sir David Llewellyn, the leader of the South Wales coal-owners, wrote to
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Tom Jones, Baldwin’s eminence grise, to protest and ask for clemency.
“Arthur Jenkins is quite a moderate and sensible leader. … I always found him a man of strong character and
fair minded.” Jones wrote back:
“I showed your letter at once to the P[rime] M[inister], and he undertook to put it before the Home Secretary.”
For three months before this goodwill took practical effect I was scooped up with my mother and taken for a
winter sojourn to a rather lavish long low bungalow, with fine views in both directions, on a ridgeway at the edge
of Newport. It belonged to D. J. Vaughan, a Labour county councilor who had made money out of building and
land speculation, was later briefly MP for the Forest of Dean, but was I fear something of a local and poor man’s
Oswald Mosley,\fn{Eventually a prominent British Nazi } enthusiastically committed to the Labour Party in
Monmouthshire in the 1920s, a populist and bitter right-wing critic of it in the 1930s. But in 1926-7 he and his
Northern Irish wife were generous and long-suffering hosts to my mother and me. My main recollections of the
extended visit are playing the gramophone which my father’s solicitor gave me for Christmas and running across
what seemed to me the vast polished floor of the hall so fast that I skidded on a rug and shattered a large blue
vase. It cannot I think have been Ming, but it possessed enough value to strain the Vaughans’ otherwise unbroken
goodwill.
Throughout this period I was successfully kept in complete ignorance of why I was there or why my father was
away. I was told he was on an extended tour of inspection of the coal mines of Germany. I accepted this, and was
not even suspicious on the day of joy when he returned to us at Newport and we proceeded after a few hours to
Pontypool where we were greeted by an enthusiastic crowd of several thousand. I think I assumed they were
merely as glad to see him back from Germany as I was.
Years went by before I knew the full story. I doubt whether this was a good idea. I suppose that the benign
deceit having been invented it was difficult to know when to bring it to an end. The undesirable aspect was that I
picked up the story almost surreptitiously, through the chance remarks of others, rather as is often the case with
sex, and came as a result to regard it as a slightly embarrassing subject.
What long-term effect did all this have on my father and on me? The harshness with which he had been treated
and the stoicism with which he had taken it won him wide local and national respect. But it also made him
something of a spurious hero with the militant left. They believed he had been quite right to cause a riot. He
believed that he had been doing his best to prevent one, and had been unfairly convicted on false police evidence.
This ambiguity meant that he was more anxious to put his experience behind him than to trade upon it. It did not
leave him generally bitter towards the police or the judiciary. Spendlove he could not forgive, but he worked
closely with several Chief Constables of Monmouthshire and was an active member of the standing joint
committee, as police committees in counties were then called. One effect of his brush with the judiciary was that
it made him determined to become a justice of the peace, although he had no time for the duties and would have
done better to let my mother have the appointment straightaway (they could not both be JPs) rather than only after
he had served for a few symbolic years.
I do not think that the trial or the prison sentence in any way complicated the relationship between him and me.
It was I suppose lucky that, mutatis mutandis, our subsequent attitudes to those events of 1926-7 should have been
so similar. Neither of us was remotely ashamed of what had occurred, or would have dreamed of denying it if the
subject came up. Equally, however, neither of us wished to draw attention to it, to flaunt it as a special badge of
virtue, or to make a metier out of being a victim (or the son of a victim) of a miscarriage of justice. I think it
possible in retrospect that, having renounced occupational bitterness, it made him about 10 per cent more
establishment-minded than he would otherwise have been. In our occasional political differences in the ten years
between my becoming semi-adult and his death I was almost invariably, but not much, to the left of him. Whether
this would have reversed itself had he lived for another thirty-five years over the key part of my political life, I
cannot say.
During my two home secretaryships it was suggested from opposite directions that I might or should have been
influenced by my father’s experience. The Sunday Express claimed during my first tenure that it had left me with
an anti-police bias which made me unsuitable for the office.
This was not so. I on the whole had good relations with the police, and substantially improved their strength,
organisation and equipment. Maybe it left me skeptical of the automatic guilt of those whose protestation of their
own innocence is contradicted only by police evidence. There is I fear something in the police culture which can
make the desire to secure conviction triumph over respect for the truth. But such a skepticism is in my view no
bad thing for a Home Secretary.
The second issue, during the 1970s, concerned the so-called “Shrewsbury Two” (see Chapter 21). Because
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they were gaoled for picketing offences there was a belief on the left that I should automatically release them on
pietistic grounds. I did not however regard either the external circumstances or their behaviour as being in any
way comparable with my father’s case. Nor, I think, at the end of the day did the TUC.\fn{ Trades Union Congress} I
believed that the “Shrewsbury Two” were claiming to be above the law at a time of great trade union power,
whereas my father’s claim was not to be below the law and not to be discriminated against because of a climate of
repression at a time when the miners were sinking into weakness as they lost a battle against wage reductions.
Oddly, an artificial three-months trip to Germany having been invented for my father while he was in prison, a
real one of three weeks took place soon after he came out. It was organised by the Liberal newspaper the Daily
News, a forerunner of the News Chronicle, and was no doubt intended as a sort of psychological convalescence. It
was a kind thought, although I do not think that one was necessary, for there never was a time when his normally
slightly downbeat diary comments (“Made a very bad speech” and “What a wretched day” were quite common)
were more euphoric. I am glad to say that for the Friday he came out he wrote:
“Glorious day. H. was lovely, and Roy too.” And for the Saturday:
“Another very happy day. Everybody is splendid.” However, three weeks later he set off for the Ruhr, Berlin,
Silesia, and Belgium on the way back, and my mother and I went to London for two days to see him off.
It was during this London visit that a long-lasting family joke originated. On the morning of the second day we
were to go to the Zoo. On the steps of the old Imperial Hotel in Russell Square, my father, searching his memory
for bus numbers, said,
“I am not sure I know how to get there.” I, aged six years and four months, said,
“Easy, Daddy. Take a taxi.” This was held to foreshadow much of my future attitude to life and expenditure.
Looking back I have an impression of slightly greater family prosperity at the end of the 1920s and into the
early 1930s. This may seem paradoxical as these were the years of general slump and of particular decline for the
South Wales mining industry. But it was in fact entirely logical. To be employed in a sea of unemployment and to
have a fixed income at a time of falling prices gave a little platform of advantage. From March 1929 we had a
small motor car, and I think it was later in that same year that the “live-in” maid arrived, a concept which has also
excited some commentators on my mother and my early life. That year I was also taken abroad for the first time, a
brief three-day July excursion to Brussels, occasioned by my father’s visit to a Socialist International conference.
Altogether, what with these changes and with the election of the second Labour Government at the end of May, it
was a summer of expanding horizons.
The attachment of this Belgian visit to a political gathering was typical. We did not go on holidays in the sense
of taking an August week or fortnight in a seaside hotel or boarding house. There were three or four such visits to
Porthcawl or Weston-super-Mare, but they were widely spaced over ten years or more, involved only my mother
and me, and were convalescent for one or other of us.
On the other hand there was a fair amount of travel. Two-day expeditions to London were quite common, there
was a Whitsun weekend in Oxford in 1929 and again in 1932, and a week in Paris in August 1931. In addition the
annual conferences of the TUC and the Labour Party (particularly after the car came) provided the peg for long
journeys with sight-seeing diversions, mostly to resorts in southern England (I was spared Blackpool until I went
there under my own steam from 1945 onwards).
Thus I was in Weymouth and Dorchester when the centenary of the Tolpuddle Martyrs was celebrated in 1934;
in Margate when part of the fleet steamed round the North Foreland in 1935, on its way, according (inaccurately)
to no less an authority than Sir Walter Citrine,\fn{ A note reads: Lord Citrine, as he became in 1946, was a considerable figure
of the period, general secretary of the Trades Union Congress 1926-46, chairman of the Central Electricity Authority 1947-57. He assured
us of the destination when we met him during an evening walk on the promenade. I had a lot of seafront encounters in those years with
figures who are now engraved in Labour history. I was presented to Arthur Henderson, who was sitting in a wicker chair in front of the
Gloucester Hotel, Weymouth, in 1934, the year before his death. And I first met Ernest Bevin on another promenade walk in Sidmouth in
1937} to the Mediterranean for a possible Ethiopian-inspired conflict with Italy; in Norwich and Yarmouth in 1936

when Herbert Morrison (a great friend of my father’s during these years) was the first man I had ever seen or
heard order a dry martini; and in Bournemouth in 1937, and again in 1940, when Attlee and Greenwood first
carried the conference for coalition and then left for London to join Churchill’s War Cabinet.
This last example carries me on too far, for the period I am now writing about was essentially the first half of
the 1930s. These longer trips were then buttressed by an immense amount of driving about South Wales,
accompanying my father to engagements, quite often going in and listening if they were platform occasions,
occupying myself by looking round whichever town we were in or reading in the car if they were committee
meetings. These were most frequently in Newport or Cardiff, but there were also a lot of visits to the smaller
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valley towns, Tredegar or Pontypridd or Aberdare. We were also great motorists for pleasure on the empty if
meandering roads of sixty years ago, and made frequent expeditions to the fine river valleys of the Usk and the
Wye, to the border castles which spattered the eastern half of Monmouthshire, often with tea, and occasionally
more extravagantly lunch, at the little Trust House hotels (then a very different sort of hotel chain) of
Abergavenny, Raglan, Monmouth, Tintern and Chepstow.
From the age of about fourteen I also became an enthusiastic bicyclist over much the same terrain. My
principal companion was Hugh Brace, an Abersychan school contemporary, now a retired official of the Patent
Office, with whom I maintain contact and who is now my longest-standing friend. He was a better long-distance
performer than I was, and once got to Southampton in a day. Together we managed fifty- or sixty-mile round
trips, Ross-on-Wye being I think our furthest destination. We also planned a number of more elaborate severalday expeditions which we never took. I was particularly good at working out the details of these.
Games played a moderate role in my early teenage life. I was a fast runner at ten or eleven and won several
area championships. But I was going off by fourteen. Swimming was an actively pursued pleasure, although I was
completely but not oppressively overshadowed by the prowess of Derek Powell. I was an adequate performer at
cricket and rugby, although never more than on the fringe of the school teams. I was however a very good student
of cricket. Its statistics suited my detail-accumulating mind, and I can still remember the names, initials and
counties of every player of note of the period. I read all the daily scores avidly and occasionally went to first-class
matches at Cardiff or Swansea. I was also taken to a number of memorable international rugger games at Cardiff
Arms Park.
But although my favourite sporting fantasy was the scoring of a great swerving centre three-quarter’s try (I was
nearly always in fact made to play in the less interesting position on the wing), rugger never occupied my mind in
the way that cricket did.
The two years from November 1935 to November 1937 marked a gradual but considerable change in my life.
At the end of 1935 my father became a member of Parliament. Pontypool had been a Labour seat since 1918,
having previously (as North Monmouthshire) been represented since 1895 by Reginald McKenna, Home
Secretary and Chancellor of the Exchequer under Asquith. McKenna had been beaten by Thomas Griffiths, a
steelworkers’ nominee, who sat silently in the House of Commons for seventeen years (he had the excuse of being
a whip for six of them), and visited Pontypool as infrequently as McKenna had done. He lived in Neath, forty
miles from Pontypool, where he spent much of his time contemplating his remarkable collection of Swansea
porcelain. I remember being taken to see him during the 1931 election in his sitting room at the Clarence Hotel in
Pontypool. He had a fine but tobacco-stained moustache. His position in relation to my father, who was a much
better-known Labour figure, both locally and nationally, must always have been a little uncomfortable. But
Griffiths was protected by the Labour habit of never turning anyone out of a job, by my father’s natural loyalty
and perhaps his ambiguity about whether he really wanted to go to the House of Commons, and above all by the
fact that the miners had nearly every seat in South Wales and could not provoke a takeover of another one without
being accused of intolerable territorial ambitions. But Griffiths reached the rigid Iron and Steel Workers’ retiring
age in 1932, and at the selection conference which then followed my father’s support was sufficiently strong to
sweep aside the complaints of that union. The trouble was that Griffiths’s quiet but extended tenure had pushed
my father to the age of nearly fifty-four when he entered the House of Commons, fourteen years older than Joseph
Chamberlain said was the limit for the beginning of a fully effective parliamentary career.
Nevertheless the change threw our lives on to a more London-orientated track, and in particular, although this
took a little time, removed us from the terraced house in the narrow valley, which apart from anything else the
new miners’ agent wished to occupy. This did not mean that we shifted our home to London, although a
surprisingly high proportion, perhaps a third, of the South Wales Labour MPs of those days did precisely that. It
merely involved moving two and a half miles down the valley to the lower edge of Pontypool, which was the
centre of the constituency.
But it made a considerable psychological difference. The valley opened out there, and there was a long
perspective from the window of my father’s study, in which I spent much time when he was in London, towards
the direction, the south-east, in which there mostly seemed to be better weather and which always pointed to the
outside world.
The house was also qualitatively different. It belonged to the Great Western Railway, from which we rented it,
and had been built about 1900 for their area manager, who seemed no longer to exist, or perhaps merely no longer
to justify a house. It stood on its own in half an acre of garden, had about twelve rooms and while not beautiful
was inoffensively covered in stucco. My parents had always been great entertainers, both of local friends and of
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visitors from London who stayed one or several nights, and this new house greatly increased their capacity to
receive both.
As gregarious as they were, I was very much the beneficiary of this change. A few years later we had a lot of
my Oxford friends to stay. But for the moment it was mainly London politicians, a number of whom had indeed
come to the smaller house in Abersychan, but not so frequently. I recall a lot of visits paid by Herbert Morrison
(although there was a cooling of relations with him after 1937, when my father became parliamentary private
secretary to Attlee, to whom Morrison was unforgiving for beating him in the leadership contest of 1935); then
visits from Attlee himself, whose taciturnity I found intimidating, although I remember his telling me one rather
good and mordant motoring anecdote; earlier visits from Hugh Dalton, later to be a closer friend of mine than of
my father’s, but who at that stage merely boomed at me like a scoutmaster; from that old poseur of a journalist
Hannen Swaffer; from Ellen Wilkinson, who I thought made a very good speech; from D. N. Pritt, the fellowtraveling KC and MP; and from Wedgwood Benn (Tony Benn’s father, later Lord Stansgate), who stayed three or
four days and was a bright little man, full of rather quirky semi-jokes.
The visitor who most dazzled me was Richard Crossman, not then an MP but a twenty-nine-year-old Oxford
don on a political visit to South Wales. His blend of verve and paradox I found very exciting at sixteen. I
remember him from that encounter as a bear of a man, with very thick ankles above suede shoes, and his bulk
increased by a lavish camel-hair overcoat which, although already rather dirty, he claimed just to have bought out
of the proceeds of some peculiarly provocative BBC talks.
After the 1935 election I became still keener than I had been before on visits to London. Even before that time
I had a considerable childhood passion for what I saw as the romance of the metropolis. I collected a series of
difficult jigsaw puzzles of London scenes, and completed them with the more determination because of what they
depicted. I graduated from that to copying out with great meticulousness a street map of the whole of central
London, which task at least had the advantage that it gave me (which I have half retained) something approaching
a taxi-driver’s knowledge.
And one day when I was thirteen I succeeded in persuading my father to let me accompany him to London
even though it was only for six hours. It was far from a first visit, just a day out. We had meals both ways in the
restaurant cars of the trains, and in the afternoon while he attended his meeting, I, judged too young to cross busy
streets, walked round and round St James’s Park, identifying all the buildings visible from it, and counting the
number of Rolls-Royces which passed. In 1934 there were a surprisingly large number, forty-seven I think. I
regarded this as an eminently satisfactory day.
From the age of fifteen onwards, however, the House of Commons provided an additional incentive. I was an
indefatigable listener to debates (a habit I fear I did not subsequently keep up), sat “under the gallery” all one
February night through a Labour filibuster on the Unemployment Assistance Regulations of 1936, and heard at
least once all the major figures of the 1930s who had gone from the House before I was elected in 1948: Lloyd
George, Baldwin, MacDonald, Austen and Neville Chamberlain, Simon, Samuel, Lansbury, Maxton.
In the summer of 1937, when I was nearly seventeen and had just got my undistinguished Higher School
Certificate results, it was suggested that I ought to move on from Abersychan. There was a tentative plan, much
urged on my father by an HMI (inspector of schools), which was then regarded as a high rank in the education
world, that I should go to a minor boarding school for a year or maybe two.
Fortunately it came to nothing. I cannot think of anything I would have liked less at that late stage. What I did
was to go young to University College, Cardiff, for six months or so. I mildly enjoyed it but did not take it
seriously enough, for I always thought of it as a transitional stage to Oxford.
My most vivid memories from that interlude are of the hour’s bus journeys to and from Pontypool (for I lived
at home) and of a great deal of coffee-drinking in the Kardomah Café in the middle of Cardiff. I was privately
tutored by a young assistant lecturer called Dorothy Marshall, who subsequently taught at Vassar and Wellesley
and was the author of several good early-nineteenth-century biographies. I never encountered her again, although
I read her books, but I think her teaching may have been crucial. I desperately needed coaching in the writing of
Oxford-style history essays. Even she could not get me a scholarship, but with her help I secured in March 1938
my entry to Balliol, which was then the only Oxford men’s college with competitive entry for commoners. (To the
rest one just went if one could pay the fees and had the bare qualifications necessary to be matriculated.)
Once this was achieved I faded out from Cardiff. However, I read a lot that summer, made a visit to North
Wales (memorable because I could drive for the first time), where my father taught a course at the adult education
college at Harlech, and was then taken by him to Paris in mid-August and left there for a month, in a small
pension, set in a courtyard off the Boulevard de Port-Royal.
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I lived in an encapsulation of Third Republican Paris. The Boulevard’s name was redolent of seventeenthcentury Jansenism but its appearance was firmly nineteenth century, except for a scattering of black Citroëns, red
Renaults and market trucks which rolled along the wide pavé, either up the gentle slope to the Carrefour de
l’Observatoire and the Montparnasse of the Coupole and Dôme cafés a short way beyond, or down to join the
Avenue des Gobelins which debouched into the Place d’ltalie, the hub of the south-eastern and mainly workingclass 13e arrondissement. The Boulevard de Port-Royal itself was flanked by oppressive public buildings, which
seemed to me to have faintly sinister names, like Val-de-Grâce, which was a military hospital, or the Hôpital
Cochin, or the Baudelocque lying-in hospital or the Hospice des Enfants Assistés. La Santé prison was just
behind. I hoped I would not end up in any of them.
Inside the great wooden door of No. 85, controlled by the concierge, a porte-cochère led into a not very
attractive graveled garden, around which were several separate and 1830-ish three-storey buildings, one of which
was my pension. It was presided over by Madame Vincent, who was probably not much more than fifty-five, but
who looked severe and concentrated on accurate French and a Gallic but not luxurious diet at the communal table
of fifteen or so at which we assembled for lunch or dinner. I was not really up to general conversation in a
company that size, and I am ashamed to say that I did not then much like the rabbit stews or the salmis of pigeon
which were typical dishes or even the vin de table, which most people diluted with water. My room was basic but
had an adequate cloth-covered writing table which commanded a good view of the eastern sky, the direction of
Germany I frequently thought, for both that summer, and the next one when I returned to the pension, were
dominated by the threat of Hitler and the thought of Nuremberg Rallies taking place a few hundred miles away. I
acquired some French but more knowledge of the topography of Paris—to match that of London—for which I had
greater natural aptitude. I do not remember feeling apprehensive about the approach of Oxford. What I did feel
apprehensive about was the approach of war. …
223.43 Excerpt from In High Places\fn{by Arthur Hailey (1920-2004)} Luton, Luton, England, United Kingdom (M)
10
1
On the afternoon and early evening of December 23, three events occurred, seemingly unconnected and, in
distance, three thousand miles apart. One was a telephone call, over closely guarded circuits, from the President of
the United States to the Prime Minister of Canada; the conversation lasted almost an hour and was somber. The
second event was an official reception at the Ottawa residence of her Majesty’s governor General; the third, the
berthing of a ship at Vancouver on the Canadian West coast.
The telephone call came first. It originated in the President’s study of the White House and was taken by the
Prime Minister in his East Block office on Parliament Hill.
Next was the berthing of the ship. It was the Motor Vessel Vastervik, 10,000 tons, Liberian registry, its master
Captain Sigurd Jaabeck, a Norwegian. It made fast at La Pointe Pier, on the south and city side of the Burrard
Inlet Harbor at three o’clock.
Just an hour later in Ottawa where, because of a three-hour time difference it was already evening, the early
reception guests began arriving at government House. The reception was a smallish one: an annual pre-Christmas
affair Their Excellencies gave cabinet members and their wives.
Only two of the party guests—the Prime Minister and his Secretary of State for External Affairs—had
knowledge of the U. S. President’s call. Not one of the guests had ever heard of the M. V. Vastervik, nor in the
scheme of things was it likely that they would.
And yet, irrevocably and inextricably, the three occurrences were destined to intertwine, like planets and their
nebulae whose orbits, in strange mysterious fashion, impinge and share a moment’ scintillation.
2
The Ottawa night was crisp and cold, with clouding skies holding promise of snow before morning. The
natgion’s capital—so the experts said—was in for a white Christmas.
In the rear of a black, chauffeur-driven Oldsmobile, Margaret Howden, wife of the Prime Minister of Canada,
touched her husband’s hand.
“Jamie,” she said, “You look tired.”
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The Right Honorable James McCallum Howden, P.C., LL.B, Q.C., M.P., had closed his eyes, relaxing in the
car’s warmth. Now he opened them.
“Not really.” He hated to admit to tiredness at any time.
“Just unwinding a little. The past forty-eight hours …”
He checked himself, glancing towards the chauffeur’s broad back. The glass between was raised, but even so it
paid to be cautious. A light from outside touched the glass and he could see his own reflection: the heavy, hawklike face, eagle-beak nose and jutting chin. Beside him, his wife said amusedly,
“Stop looking at yourself or you’ll develop—what’s that psychiatry thing?”
“Narcissism.” Her husband smiled, his heavy-lidded eyes crinkling. “But I’ve had it for years. In politics it’s
an occupational norm.” There was a pause, then they were serious again.
“Something’s happened hasn’t it?” Margaret said softly. Something important.”
She had turned towards him, her face troubled, and preoccupied as he was, he could perceive the classic shapelines of her features. Margaret was till a lovely woman, he thought, and heads ad always turned when they came
into a room together.
“Yes,” he acknowledged. For an instant he was tempted to confide in Margaret; to tell her everything that had
occurred so swiftly, beginning with the secret telephone call from the White House, coming across the border two
days earlier; the second call this afternoon. Then he decided: this was not the time. Beside him Margaret said,
“There have been so many things lately, and so few moments we’ve had alone.”
“I know.”
He reached out and held her hand. As if the gesture had unleashed words held back:
“Is it worth it all? Haven’t you done enough?”
Margaret Howden spoke quickly, aware of the journey’s shortness, knowing that it was a few minutes drive
only between their own house and the Governor General’s residence. In a minute or two more this moment of
warmth and closeness would be gone.
“We’ve been married forty-two years, Jamie, and most of that time I’ve had just a part of you. There isn’t all
that much of life that’s left.”
“It hasn’t been easy for you, has it?”
He spoke quietly, genuinely. Margaret’s words had moved him.
“No; not always.”
There was a note of uncertainty. It was an entangled subject, something they spoke of rarely.
“There will be time, I promise you. If other things—” He stopped, remembering the imponderables about the
future which the past two days had brought.
“What other things?”
“There’s one more task. Perhaps the biggest I’ve had.” She withdrew her hand.
“Why does it have to be you?”
It was impossible to answer. Even to Margaret, privy to so many of his thoughts, he could never mouth his
innermost conviction: because there is no one else; no other with my own stature, with intellect and foresight to
make the great decisions soon to come.
“Why you?” Margaret said again. They had entered the grounds of Government House. Rubber crunched on
gravel. In the darkness, parkland rolled away on either side.
Momentarily he had a sharp sense of guilt about his relationship with Margaret. She had always accepted
political life loyally, even though never enjoying it as he did himself. But he had long sensed her hope that one
day he would abandon politics so that they could become closer again, as in the early years.
On the other hand he had been a good husband. There had been no other woman in his life … except for the
one occasion years before: the love affair that had begun, and had lasted about a year until he had ended it
resolutely, before his marriage could be imperiled. But sometimes guilt nudged him there … nervousness, too,
that Margaret should ever learn the truth.
“We’ll talk tonight,” he said placatingly. “When we get back.”
The car stopped and the near-side door was opened. A Mountie in scarlet dress uniform saluted smartly as the
Prime Minister and his wife alighted. James Howden smiled an acknowledgement, shook hands with the
policeman, and introduced Margaret. It was the sort of thing Howden always did gracefully and without
condescension. At the same time he was well aware that the Mountie would talk about the incident afterward, and
it was surprising how far the ripples could extend from a simple gesture of that kind.
As they entered Government House an aide-de-camp—a youngish lieutenant of the Royal Canadian Navy—
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stepped smartly forward. The aide’s gold-trimmed dress uniform looked uncomfortably tight; probably, Howden
thought, the result of too much time at a desk in Ottawa and too little at sea. Officers had to wait their turn for sea
duty now that the Navy was just a token force—in some ways a joke, though a costly one for taxpayers.
They were led from the high pillared entrance hall up a rich red-carpeted marble stairway, through a wide,
tapestried corridor and into the Long Drawing Room where small receptions such as tonight’s were usually held.
A big, elongated, shoe-box shaped room, high ceilinged, with cross-beams plastered over, it had the intimacy of a
hotel lobby, though with rather more comfort. So far, however, the invitingly grouped chairs and settees,
upholstered in soft shades of turquoise and daffodil yellow, were unoccupied, the sixty or so guests standing,
chatting in informal knots. From above their heads, a full-length portrait of the Queen stared haughtily across the
room at window draperies, now drawn, of rich gold brocade. At the far end, festooned lights on a decorated
Christmas tree flashed on and off. The buzz of conversation lessened perceptibly as the Prime Minister and his
wife entered. Margaret Howden in a ball gown of pale mauve lace, above the gown her shoulders bare.
Still proceeding, the naval lieutenant led the way directly to a point near a blazing log fire where the Governor
General had been receiving. The aide announced:
“The Prime Minister and Mrs. Howden.”
His Excellency, the Right Honorable Air Marshal Sheldon Griffiths, V.C., D.F.C., R.C.A.F. (retired), Her
Majesty’s Governor General in the Dominion of Canada, extended his hand.
“Good evening, Prime Minister.” Then, inclining his head courteously,
“Margaret.” Margaret Howden curtsied expertly, her smile including Natalie Griffiths at her husband’s side.
“Good evening, Your Excellency,” James Howden said. “You’re looking extremely well.”
The Governor General, silver-haired, ruddy, and militarily erect despite his years was wearing faultless
evening dress with a long impressive row of medals and decorations. He leaned forward confidentially,
“I feel as if my damn tail-plane’s burning up.” Gesturing to the fireplace,
“Now you’re here, let’s move away from this inferno.” Together the four strolled through the room, the
Governor General a courteous, friendly host.
“I saw your new Karsh portrait,” he told Melissa Tayne, serene and gracious wife of Dr. Borden Tayne, the
Health and Welfare Minister. “It’s very beautiful and about does you justice.” Her husband, alongside, flushed
with pleasure. Next to them Daisy Cawston, lumpish, motherly, and not caring, burbled,
“I’ve been trying to persuade my husband to sit for Karsh, Your Excellency, at lest while Smart has some hair
left.”
Beside her, Stuart Cawston, Finance Minister, and known to friends and adversaries as “Smiling Stu,” grinned
good-naturedly. Soberly the Governor General inspected Cawston’s rapidly balding scalp.
“Better take your wife’s advice, old chap. Not much time left, I’d say.” His tone robbed the words of any
offense and there was a chorus of laughter in which the Finance Minister joined.
Now, as the viceregal group moved on, James Howden dropped back. He caught the eye of Arthur Lexington,
the External Affairs Minister, several groups away with his wife Susan, and nodded imperceptibly. Casually,
Lexington excused himself and strolled over—a short cherubic figure in his late fifties whose easy-going,
avuncular ways concealed one of the sharpest minds on international politics.
“Good evening, Prime Minister,” Arthur Lexington said. Without changing his expression he lowered his
voice.
“Everything’s teed.”
“You’ve talked with Angry?” Howden asked crisply.
His Excellency Philip B. Angrove, “Angry” to his friends, was the U. S. Ambassador to Canada. Lexington
nodded. He said softly,
“Your meeting with the President is set for January second. Washington, of course. That gives us ten days.”
“We’ll need all of it.”
“I know.”
“Have you discussed procedure?”
“Not in detail. There’ll be a state banquet for you the first day—all the usual folderol—then the private
meeting, just four of us, the following day. I suppose that’s when we get down to business.”
“How about an announcement?”
Lexington nodded warningly, and the Prime Minister followed his eyes. A manservant was approaching with a
tray of drinks. Among them was a single glass of grape juice, the latter a beverage which James Howden—a
teetotaler—was believed to favor. Noncommittally he accepted the drink. As the manservant left, Lexington
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sipping rye and water, Aaron Gold, Postmaster General and only Jewish of the Cabinet, joined them.
“My feet are killing me,” he announced. “Couldn’t you drop a word to His Ex. Prime Minister—ask him for
God’s sake sit down, so the rest of us can get the weight off.”
“Never known you in a hurry to get off your feet, Aaron.” Arathur Lexington grinned. “Not judging by your
speeches.”
Stuart Cawston, near by, had overheard. He called across:
“Why the tired feet, Aaron? Been delivering Christmas mail?”
“I should get humorists,” the Postmaster General said gloomily, when all I need is tenderness.”
“It was my understanding you had that already,” Howden said amusedly.
The idiot counterpoint, he thought: comic dialogue on side-stage to Macbeth. Perhaps it was needed, though.
The issues which had suddenly loomed ahead, touching the very existence of Canada, were formidable enough.
How many in this room besides Lexington and himself had any idea …
Now the others moved away. Arthur Lexington said softly,
“I talked to Angry about an announcement of the meeting and he called the State Department again. They say
the President has asked there be no announcement for the time being. Their thinking seems to be that coming so
soon after the Russian note, there might be some obvious implications.”
“Can’t see it’d do much harm,” Howden said, his hawk-like features pensive. “It’ll have to be announced soon.
But if that’s what he wants …” Around them conversation swirled as glasses clinked.
“… I took off fourteen pounds, then discovered this heavenly bakery. Now it’s all back …” “… explained I
didn’t see the red light because I was hurrying to meet my husband who’s a cabinet minister …” “… I’ll say this
for Time; even the distortions are interesting …” “… Really, Toronto people nowadays are insufferable; they’re a
kind of cultural indigestion …” “… So I told him, if we want stupid liquor laws, that’s our business; anyway, just
try using the telephone in London …” “… I think Tibetans are cute; there’s a cave-man quality …” “… Haven’t
you noticed, the department stores are billing faster? One time you could count on two extra weeks …” “… We
should have stopped Hitler at the Rhine and Khruschev in Budapest …” “… Make no mistake: if men had to be
pregnant there’d be a lot less—thank you, a gin and tonic.”
“When we do make the announcement,” Lexington said, his voice still lowered, “we’ll say the meeting is for
trade talks.”
“Yes,” Howden agreed. “I suppose that’s best.”
The two moved apart, the Prime Minister rejoining the viceregal group. His Excellency was offering a quiet
word of condolence to a cabinet member whose father had died the week before. Now, moving on, he
congratulated another whose daughter had won academic honors. The old man does it well, Howden thought—the
right balance of affability and dignity; not too much of the one or the other.
James Howden found himself wondering just how long the cult of kings and queens and a royal representative
would last in Canada. Eventually, of course, the country would cut itself loose from the British monarchy just as,
years before, it had shed the yoke of rule by the British Parliament. The idea of royal occasions—quaint protocol,
gilt coaches, court lackeys, and gold dinner services—was out of time with the times. In North America
especially. Already a good deal of ceremony associated with the throne seemed mildly funny, like a good-natured
charade. When the day came, as it would, when people began to laugh out loud, then decay would have begun in
earnest. Or perhaps, before that, some backstairs royal scandal would erupt and the crumbling come swiftly, in
Britain as well as Canada.
The thought of royalty reminded him of a question he must raise tonight. The small entourage had passed, and
now, easing the Governor General away from the others, Howden asked,
“It’s next month, sir, I believe, that you leave for England.” The “sir” was strictly for effect. In private, the two
men had used first names for years.
“The eighth,” the Governor General said. “Natalie’s coerced me into going by sea from New York. Fine damn
thing for an ex-Chief of Air Staff, isn’t it?”
“You’ll be seeing Her Majesty in London, of course,” the Prime Minister said. “When you do, I wonder if
you’d raise the question of the state visit here we’ve suggested for March. I think perhaps a few words from you
might help towards a favorable decision.”
The invitation to the Queen had been tendered several weeks earlier through the High Commissioner in
London. It had been calculated—at least by James Howden and his senior party colleagues—as a maneuver
before a late spring or early summer election, since a royal visit was usually a sure vote getter for the party in
power. Now, with the developments of the past few days and the new and vital issues which the country would
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soon know about, it was doubly important.
“Yes, I’d heard the invitation had gone.” The Governor General’s tone held a hint of reservation. “Rather short
notice, I’d say. They seem to like at least a year’s warning at Buck House.”
“I’m aware of that.” Howden felt a momentary annoyance that Griffiths should presume to instruct him on a
subject he was fully familiar with “But sometimes these things can be arranged. I think it would be a good thing
for the country, sir.”
Despite the “sir” again, James Howden made it clear by inflection that he was issuing an order. And, he
reflected, in some ways it would be close to that when received in London. The Court was fully conscious of
Canada’s position as the richest and most influential member of the shaky British Commonwealth, and if other
commitments could be shuffled it was a virtual certainty that the Queen and her husband would come. Actually,
he suspected the present delay in acceptance was probably merely for effect but even so it was a precaution to use
all the pressure he had.
“I’ll pass on your sentiments, Prime Minister.”
“Thank you.” The exchange reminded Howden that he must being to think about a successor to Sheldon
Griffiths, whose twice-extended term of office was due to expire next year.
Across the hall from the Long Drawing Room a line had formed at the dining-room buffet. It was not
surprising; the Government House chef, Alphonse Goubaux, was justly famed for his culinary skill. Once there
had been a strong rumor that the U. S. President’s wife was trying to lure Chef Goubaux from Ottawa to
Washington. Until the report was quashed there had been all the makings of an international incident. Howden felt
Margaret touch his arm, and they moved with the others.
“Natalie’s boasting about the lobster in aspic; she claims it must be tasted to be believed.”
“Tell me when I bite on it, dear,” he said and smiled.
It was an old joke between them. James Howden took scant interest in food and, unless reminded, sometimes
missed meals entirely. At other times he ate with his mind preoccupied, and occasionally in the past, when
Margaret had prepared social delicacies, he had consumed them with no idea afterwards what he had eaten. Early
in their married life Margaret had been moved to anger and tears by her husband’s disinterest in cooking, which
she loved, but had long since switched to amused resignation. Glancing at the well-stocked buffet, where an
attentive waiter held two plates in readiness, Howden observed,
“It looks impressive. What is it all?”
Pleased with the distinction of serving the Prime Minister, the waiter rattled off the name of each dish: beluga
Malossol caviar, oysters Malpeque, pâté maison, lobster aspic, Winnipeg smoked gold-eye, foie gros Mignonette,
gold roast prime ribs, gelatine of capon, hickory-smoked turkey, Virginia ham.
“Thank you,” Howden said. “Just give me a little beef, well done, and some salad.” As the man’s face fell,
Margaret whispered, “Jamie!” and the Prime Minister added hastily,
“And also some of whatever it was my wife was recommending.” As they turned from the table the naval aide
reappeared.
“Excuse me, sir. His Excellency’s compliments, and Miss Freedeman is telephoning you.” Howden put down
his untouched plate.
“Very well.”
“Must you go now, Jamie?” There was annoyance in Margaret’s tone. He nodded.
“Milly wouldn’t call if it could wait.”
“The call is put through to the library, sir.” After bowing to Margaret, the aide preceded him. A few minutes
later:
“Milly,” he said into the phone, “I made a promise that this would be important.” His personal secretary’s soft
contralto voice answered,
“It is, I think.” Sometimes he liked to talk just for the sake of hearing Milly speak. He asked,
“Where are you?”
“At the office; I came back. Brian is here with me. That’s why I called.”
He had an irrational flash of jealousy at the thought of Milly Freedeman alone with someone elsse—Milly who
had shared with him, years before, the liaison he had remembered with a trace of guilt tonight. At the time their
affair had been passionate and all-consuming, but when it ended, as, he had known from the beginning it must,
both had resumed their separate lives as if closing and locking a door between two rooms which continued to
adjoin. Neither had ever spoken of that singular, special time again. But occasionally, as at this moment, the sight
or sound of Milly could thrill him anew, as if he were once again young and eager, the years falling away …
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But afterwards, always, nervousness would supervene: the nervousness of one who—in public life—could not
afford to have the chink of his armor penetrated.
“All right, Milly,” the Prime Minister instructed. “Let me talk to Brian.”
There was a pause, and the sound of the telephone changing hands. Then a strong male voice declared crisply,
“There’s been a press leak in Washington, chief. A Canadian reporter down there has round out you’re
expected in town to meet the big Wheel. We need a statement out of Ottawa. Otherwise, if the news comes from
Washington, it could look as if you’re being sent for.”
Brian Richardson, the energetic forty-year-old director and national organizer of the party, seldom wasted
words. His communication, spoken and written, still retained a flavor of the clear, crisp advertising copy he used
to produce, first as a skilled copywriter, then as a top-flight agency executive. Nowadays, though, advertising was
something he delegated to others, his principal duty being to advise James McCallum Howden on day-to-day
problems in retaining public favor for the Government. Howden inquired anxiously,
“There’s been no leak about the subject matter?”
“No,” Richardson said. “All the taps are tight on that. It’s just the fact of the meeting.”
Appointed to his job soon after Howden’s own accession to party leadership, Brian Richardson had already
masterminded two victorious election campaigns and other successes in between. Shrewd, resourceful, with an
encyclopedic mind and an organizing genius, he was one of the three or four men in the country whose calls were
unquestioningly passed through the Prime Minister’s private switchboard at any hour. He was also one of the most
influential, and no Government decision of a major nature was ever taken without his knowledge or advice.
Unlike most of Howden’s ministers, who as yet were unaware of the forthcoming Washington meeting, or its
purport, Richardson had been told at once. And yet, outside a limited circle, the name of Brian Richardson was
almost unknown and on the rare occasions his picture appeared in newspapers it was always discreetly—in the
second or third row of a political group.
“Our arrangement with the White House was no announcement for a few days,” Howden said. “And then it’ll
be a cover statement that the talks are about trade and fiscal policy.”
“Hell, chief, you can still have it that way,” Richardson said. “The announcement will be a little sooner, that’s
all—like tomorrow morning.”
“What’s the alternative?”
“Speculation all over the lot, including the subjects we want to avoid. What one joe found out today others can
learn tomorrow.” The party director went on crisply, “At the moment only one reporter has the story that you’re
planning a trip—Newton of the Toronto Express. He’s a smart cookie, called his publisher first and the publisher
called me.”
James Howden nodded. The Express was a strong government supporter, at times almost a party organ. There
had been exchange of favors before.
“I can hold up the story for twelve, maybe fourteen hours,” Richardson continued. “After that it’s a risk. Can’t
External Affairs get off the pot with a statement by then?”
With his free hand the Prime Minister rubbed his long, bird-like nose. Then he said decisively,
“I’ll tell them to.”
The words would presage a busy night for Arthur Lexington and his senior officials. They would have to work
through the U. S. Embassy and with Washington, of course, but the White House would go along, once it was
known that the press was on to something; they were conditioned to that kind of situation down there. Besides, a
plausible cover statement was as essential to the President qas it was to himself. The real issues behind their
meeting in ten days’ time were too delicate for public chewing at this moment.
“While we’re talking,” Richardson said, “is there anything new on the Queen’s visit?”
“No, but I talked to Shel Griffiths a few minutes ago. He’ll see what he can do in London.”
“I hope it works.” The party director sounded doubtful. “The old boy’s always so damn corrrect. Did you tell
him to give the lady a real hard push?”
“Not quite in those words.” Howden smiled. “But that was the gist of my suggestion.” A chuckle down the
line.
“As long as she comes, anyway. It could help us a lot next year, what with all the other things.” About to hang
up, a thought occurred to Howden.
“Brian.”
“Yes.”
“Try to drop in over the holiday.”
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“Thanks, I will.”
“How about your wife?” Richardson answered cheerfully,
“I guess you’ll have to settle for me solo.”
“I don’t mean to pry.” James Howden hesitated, aware that Milly was hearing half the conversation. “Are
things no better?”
“Eloise and I live in a state of armed neutrality,” Richardson answered matter-of-factly. “But it has
advantages.”
Howden could guess the kind of advantages Richardson meant, and once more he had an irrational jealousy at
the thought of the party director and Milly alone together. Aloud, he said,
“I’m sorry.”
“It’s surprising what you can get used to,” Richardson said. “At least Eloise and I know where we stand, and
that’s separately. Anything else, chief?”
“No,” Howden said, “nothing else. I’ll go and talk to Arthur now.”
He returned from the library to the Long Drawing Room, the hum of conversation moving out to meet him.
The atmosphere was freer now; drinks and supper, which was almost over, had contributed to an air of relaxation.
He avoided several groups whose members looked up expectantly as he passed, smiling and moving on.
Arthur Lexington was standing on the fringe of a laughing cluster of people watching the Finance Minister,
Stuart Cawston, do minor conjuring tricks—a pastime with which, once in a while, he relieved the tedium during
breaks in cabinet meetings.
“Watch this dollar,” Cawston was saying. “I shall now make it disappear.”
“Hell!” someone said predictably, “that’s no trick; you do it all the time.” The Governor General, among the
small audience, joined in the mild laughter.
The Prime Minister touched Lexington’s arm and for the second time took the External Affairs Minister aside.
He explained the purport of what the party director had said and the need for a press announcement before
morning. Typically, Lexington asked no unnecessary questions. Nodding his agreement,
“I’ll call at the embassy and talk to Angry,” he said, “then start some of my own people working.” He
chuckled. “Always give me a sense of importance to keep others out of bed.”
“Now then you two! No affairs of state tonight.”
It was Natalie Griffiths. She touched their shoulders lightly. Arthur Lexington turned, beaming.
“Not even an itsy-bitsy world crisis?”
“Not even that. Besides, I’ve a crisis in the kitchen. That’s much more important.”
The Governor General’s wife moved towards her husband. She said in a distressed whisper, not meant to be
overheard but carrying clearly to those near by,
“Of all things, Sheldon, we’ve no cognac.”
“That’s impossible!”
“Shush! I don’t know how it happened, but it has.”
“We’ll have to get an emergency supply.”
“Charles has phoned the air force mess. They’re rushing some over.”
“My God!” There was a plaintiveness to His Excellency’s voice. “Can’t we ever entertain without something
going wrong?” Arthur Lexington murmured,
“I suppose I must drink my coffee neat.” He glanced at the fresh glass of grape juice which a few minutes
earlier had been brought to James Howden.
“You won’t have to worry. They’ve probably gallons of that.” The governor General was muttering angrily,
“I’ll have someone’s scalp for this.”
“Now, Sheldon”—and the whispers, host and hostess oblivious of their amused audience—“it’s just one of
those things, and you know how careful one has to be with the help.”
“Blast the help!” Natalie Griffiths said patiently,
“I thought you ought to know. But let me deal with it, dear.”
“Oh, very well.” His Excellency smiled—a mixture of resignation and affection—and together they returned to
their original place by the fire.
“Sic transit Gloria. The voice which launched a thousand airplanes may not now rebuke the scullery maid.”
It had been said with an edge and a shade too loudly. The Prime Minister frowned. The speaker was Harvey
Warrender, Minister of Citizenship and Immigration. He stood beside them now, a tall, pudgily built figure with
thinning hair and a bass, booming voice. His manner was habitually didactic—a hangover, perhaps, from the
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years he had spent as a college professor, before entering politics.
“Steady, Harvey,” Arthur Lexington said. “That’s royalty you’re treading on.”
“Sometimes,” Warrender responded, “I resent reminders that brass hats invariably survive.”
There was an uncomfortable silence. The reference was well understood. The Warrender’s only son, a young
air force officer, had been killed heroically in action during World War II. The father’s pride in his son had been
lasting, as had his grief.
Several replies to his remark about brass hats might easily have been made. The Governor-General had fought
bravely in two wars, and the Victoria Cross was not awarded lightly … Death and sacrifice in war observed no
boundaries of rank or age … It seemed best to say nothing.
“Well, on with the motley,” Arthur Lexington said brightly. “Excuse me, Prime Minister; Harvey.” He nodded,
then crossed the room to rejoin his wife.
“Why is it,” Warrender said, “that to some people certain subjects are embarrassing? Or is there a cut-off date
for remembrance?”
“I think it’s mainly a question of the time and place.”
James Howden had no desire to pursue the subject. He sometimes wished he could dispense with Harvey
Warrender as a member of the Government, but there were compelling reasons he could not. Seeking to change
the subject, the Prime Minister said,
“Harvey, I’ve been wanting to talk about your department.”
He was remiss, he supposed, in using a social occasion for so much official business. But of late many subjects
he should have dealt with at his desk had had to stand aside for more urgent business. Immigration was one.
“Is it praise or blame you are about to tender me?”
Harvey Warrender’s question had a touch of belligerence. Plainly the drink he was holding was not his first.
Howden was reminded of a conversation a few days ago when he and the party director had been discussing
current political problems. Brian Richardson had said:
“The Immigration Department has gotten us a consistently bad press, and unfortunately it’s one of the few
issues that electors can understand. You can fool around with tariffs and the bank rate all you want, and the votes
it will affect are negligible. But let the papers get one picture of a mother and child being deported—like that case
last month—and that’s when the party needs to worry.”
Momentarily, Howden experienced a sense of anger at having to consider trivia when—particularly now—
bigger and vital issues demanded so much of his mind. Then he reflected that the need to mix homely things with
great affairs had always been a politician’s lot. Often it was a key to power—never to lose sight of small events
amid the big. And immigration was a subject which always disturbed him. It had so many facets, hedged around
with political pitfalls as well as advantages. The difficult thing was to be certain which were which.
Canada was still a promised land for many, and likely to remain so; therefore any Government must handle its
population inlet valves with extreme caution. Too many immigrants from one source, too few from another, could
be sufficient to change the balance of power within a generation. In a way, the Prime Minister thought, we have
our own apartheid policy, though fortunately the barriers of race and color are set up discreetly and put into effect
beyond our borders, in Canadian embassies and consulates overseas. And definite as they are, at home we can
pretend they do not exist.
Some people in the country, he knew, wanted more immigration, others less. The “more” group included
idealists who would fling the doors wide to all comers, and employers, who favored a bigger labor force.
Opposition to immigration usually came from labor unions, given to crying “unemployment” each time
immigration was discussed, and failing to recognize that unemployment, in some degree at least, was a necessary
economic fact of life. On this side also were the Anglo-Saxon and Protestant segments—in surprising numbers—
who objected to “too many foreigners,” particularly if the immigrants happened to be Catholic. Often it was
necessary for the Government to walk a tightrope to avoid alienating one side or the other. He decided this was a
moment to be blunt.
“Your department has been getting a bad press, Harvey, and I think a good deal of it is your own fault. I want
you to take a tighter hold of things and stop letting your officials have so much of their own way. Replace a few if
you have to, even at the top; we can’t fire civil servants but we’ve plenty of shelves to put them on. And for God’s
sake keep those controversial immigration cases out of the papers! The one last month, for example—the woman
and child.”
“That woman had been running a brothel in Hong Kong,” Harvey Warrender said. “And she had V.D.”
“Perhaps that isn’t a good example. But there’ve been plenty of others, and when these sensitive cases come up
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you make the Government look like some heartless ogre, which harms us all.” The Prime Minister had spoken
quietly but intensely, his strong eyes riveting the other man.
“Obviously,” Warrender said, “my question is answered. Praise is not the order of the day.” James Howden
said sharply,
“It isn’t a question of praise or blame. It’s a matter of good political judgment.”
“And your political judgment has always been better than mine, Jim. Isn’t that so?” Warrender’s eyes squinted
upward. “Otherwise I might be leader of the party instead of you.”
Howden made no reply. The liquor in the other man was obviously taking hold. Now Warrender said,
“What my officials are doing is administering the law as it stands. I happen to think they’re performing a good
job. If you don’t like it, why don’t we get together and amend the Immigration Act?”
He had made a mistake, the Prime Minister decided, in choosing this time and place to talk. Seeking to end the
conversation, he said,
“We can’t do that. There’s too much else in our legislative program.”
“Balls!”
It was like a whip-crack in the room. There was a second’s silence. Heads turned. The Prime Minister saw the
Governor General glance in their direction. Then conversation resumed, but Howden could sense that others were
listening.
“You’re afraid of immigration,” Warrender said. “We’re all afraid—the way every other Government has been.
That’s why we won’t admit a few things honestly, even among ourselves.”
Stuart Cawston, who had finished his conjuring tricks a moment or two earlier, strolled with seeming
casualness to join them.
“Harvey,” the Finance Minister said cheerfully, “you’re making an ass of yourself.”
“Take care of him, Stu,” the Prime Minister said. He could feel his anger growing; if he continued to handle
this himself there was a danger he would lose his temper, always volatile, which could only make the situation
worse. Moving away, he joined Margaret and another group. But he could still hear Warrender, this time
addressing Cawston.
“When it comes to immigration I tell you we Canadians are a bunch of hypocrites. Our immigration policy—
the policy that I administer, my friend—has to say one thing and mean another.”
“Tell me later,” Stuart Cawston said. He was still trying to smile, but barely succeeding.
“I’ll tell you now!” Harvey Warrender had gripped the Finance Minister’s arm firmly. “There are two things
this country needs if it’s to go on expanding and everybody in this room knows it. One is a good big pool of
unemployed for industry to draw on, and the other is a continued Anglo-Saxon majority. But do we ever admit it
in public? No!” The Minister of Citizenship and Immigration paused, glared around him, then plowed on.
“Both those things need carefully balanced immigration. We have to let immigrants come in, because when
industry expands the manpower should be ready and waiting—not next week, or next month, or next year, abut at
the moment the factories need it. But open the gates of immigration too wide or too often, or both, and what
happens? The population goes out of balance. And it wouldn’t take too many generations of those kind of
mistakes before you’d have the House of Commons debating in Italian and a Chinaman running government
House.”
This time there were several comments of disapproval from the other guests to whom Warrender’s voice had
become increasingly audible. Moreover the Governor General had quite plainly heard the last remark and the
Prime Minister saw him beckon an aside. Harvey Warrender’s wife, a pale, fragile woman, had moved uncertainly
toward her husband and taken his arm. But he ignored her. Dr. Borden Tayne, the Health and Welfare Minister and
a former college boxing champion who towered above them all, said in a stage whisper,
“For Christ’s sake, knock it off!”
He had joined Cawston at Warrender’s side. A voice murmured urgently,
“Get him out of here!” Another answered,
“He can’t go. Nobody can leave until the Governor General does.” Unabashed, Harvey Warrender was
continuing.
“When you’re talking about immigration,” he declared loudly, “I tell you the public wants sentiment, not facts.
Facts are uncomfortable. People like to think of their country as holding the door open for the poor and suffering.
It makes them feel noble. Only thing is, they’d just as soon the poor and suffering keep well out of sight when
they get here, and not track lice in the suburbs or muddy up the prissy new churches. No siree, the public in this
country doesn’t want wide-open immigration. What’s more, it knows the Government will never allow it, so
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there’s no real risk in hollering for it. That way, everybody can be righteous and safe at the same time.”
In a separate compartment of his mind the Prime Minister acknowledged that everything Harvey had said
made sound sense but impractical politics.
“What started all this?” one woman asked. Harvey Warrender heard the remark and answered.
“It started because I was told to change the way I’m running my department. But I’d remind you I’m enforcing
the Immigration Act—the law.” He looked at the phalanx of male figures now around him. “And I’ll go on
enforcing the law until you bastards agree to change it.” Somebody said,
“Perhaps you won’t have a department tomorrow, chum.”
One of the aides—an air force flight lieutenant this time—appeared at the Prime Minister’s side. He announced
quietly,
“His Excellency asked me to tell you, sir, that he is withdrawing.”
James Howden glanced toward the outer doorway. The Governor General was smilingly shaking hands with a
few of the guests. With Margaret beside him, the Prime Minister moved across. The others melted away.
“I hope you won’t mind our retiring early,” the Governor General said. “Natalie and I are a little tired.”
“I do apologize,” Howden began.
“Don’t, my dear fellow. Best if I don’t see anything.” The Governor General smiled warmly. “A most happy
Christmas to you Prime Minister. And to you, Margaret my dear.”
With quiet, firm dignity, preceded by an aide as the women guests curtsied and their husbands bowed, their
Excellencies withdrew. …
3
In the car returning from Government House, Margaret asked,
“After what happened tonight, won’t Harvey Warrender have to resign?”
“I don’t know, dear,” James Howden said thoughtfully. “He may not want to.”
“Can’t you force him?”
He wondered what Margaret would say if he answered truthfully: No, I can’t force Harvey Warrender to
resign. And the reason is that somewhere in this city—in a safety deposit box, perhaps—there is a scrap of paper
with some handwriting—my own. And if produced and made public, it might just well be an obituary—or a
suicide note from James McCallum Howden. Instead he answered,
“Harvey has a big following in the party, you know.”
“But surely a following wouldn’t excuse what happened tonight.”
He made no answer. He had never told Margaret about the convention, about the deal that he and Harvey had
made nine years ago over the party leadership; the hard-driven deal, with the two of them alone in the small
theatrical dressing room while outside in the big Toronto auditorium their rival factions cheered, awaiting the
balloting which had been unaccountably delayed—unaccountably, that is, except to the two chief opponents
dealing their cards, face up, behind the scenes. Nine years. James Howden’s thoughts went back.
*
They would win the next election. Everyone in the party knew it. There was eagerness, a smell of victory, a
sense of things to come.
The party had convened to elect a new leader. It was a virtual certainty that whoever was elected would
become Prime Minister within a year. It was a prize and an opportunity which James McCallum Howden had
dreamed of all his political life. The choice lay between himself and Harvey Warrender. Warrender led the party’s
intellectuals. He had strong support among the rank and file. James Howden was a middle-of-the-roader. Their
strength was approximately equal. Outside in the meeting hall there was noise and cheering.
“I’m willing to withdraw,” Harvey said. “On terms.” James Howden asked,
“What terms?”
“First—a cabinet post of my own choosing, for as long as we’re in power.”
“You can have anything except External Affairs or Health.”
Howden had no intention of creating an ogre to compete with himself. External Affairs could keep a man
permanently in the headlines. The Health Department disbursed family allowances to the populace and its
minister rode high in public favor.
“I’d accept that,” Harvey Warrender said, “providing you agree to the other.”
The delegates outside were getting restless. Through the closed door they could hear feet stomping, impatient
shouts.
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“Tell me your second condition,” Howden said.
“When we’re in office,” Harvey said slowly, “there’ll be a lot of changes. Take television. The country’s
growing and there’s room for more stations. We’ve already said we’ll reorganize the Board of Broadcast
Governors. We can load it with our own people, and a few others who’ll go along.” He stopped.
“Go on,” Howden said.
“I want the TV franchise for ——.” He named a city—the country’s most prosperious industrial center. “In my
nephew’s name.”
James Howden whistled softly. If it were done, it would be patronage on a grand scale. The TV franchise was a
plum of plums. Already there were many favor-seekers—big money interests among them—jostling in line.
“It’s worth two million dollars,” Howden said.\fn{ This book was first published in 1962; in those days, this was a not
inconsiderable sum:H}
“I know.” Harvey Warrender seemed a little flushed. “But I’m thinking of my old age. They don’t pay college
professors a fortune, and I’ve never saved any money in politics.”
“If it were traced back—”
“It won’t be traceable,” Harvey said. I’ll see to that. My name won’t appear anywhere. They can suspect all
they want, but it won’t be traceable.” Howden shook his head in doubt. Outside there was another burst of noise—
catcalls now, and some ironic singing.
“I’ll make you a promise Jim,” Harvey Warrender said. “If I go down—for this or anything else—I’ll take the
blame alone and I won’t involve you. But if you fire me, or fail to support me on an honest issue, I’ll take you
too.”
“You couldn’t prove—”
“I want it in writing,” Harvey said. He gestured toward the hall. “Before we go out there. Otherwise we’ll let it
go to a vote.”
It would be a close thing. They both knew it. James Howden envisaged the cup he had coveted slipping away.
“I’ll do it,” he said. “Give me something to write on.”
Harvey had passed him a convention program and he had scribbled the words on the back—words which could
destroy him utterly if they were ever used.
“Don’t worry,” Harvey said, pocketing the card. “It will be safe. And when we’re both out of politics I’ll give
it back to you.”
They had gone outside then—Harvey Warrender to make a speech renouncing the leadership—one of the
finest of his political life—and James Howden to be elected, cheered, and chaired through the hall.
*
The bargain struck had been kept on both sides even though, over the years, as James Howden’s prestige had
risen, Harvey Warrender’s had steadily declined. Nowadays it was hard to remember that Warrender had once
been a serious contender for the party leadership; certainly he was nowhere in line of succession now. But that
sort of thing happened so often in politics; once a man was eclipsed in a contest for power, his stature, it seemed,
grew less as time went on.
Their car had turned out of Government House grounds, heading west toward the Prime Minister’s residence at
24 Sussex Drive.
“I’ve sometimes thought,” Margaret said half to herself, “that Harvey Warrender is just a little mad.”
That was the trouble, Howden thought; Harvey was a little mad. That was why there was no assurance that he
might no produce that hastily written agreement of nine years earlier even though, in doing so, he would destroy
himself.
What were Harvey’s own feelings about that long-ago deal, Howden wondered. As far as he knew, Harvey
Warrender had always been honest in politics, until that time. Since then, Harvey’s nephew had had his TV
franchise, and, if rumor were true, had made a fortune. So had Harvey, presumably; his standard of living now
was far beyond the means of a cabinet minister, though fortunately he had been discreet and not indulged in
sudden changes.
At the time the franchise was awarded there had been plenty of criticism and innuendo. But nothing had ever
been proven and the Howden government, newly elected with a big majority in the House of Commons, had
steam-rollered its critics, and eventually—as he had known from the first would happen—people had grown tired
of the subject and it dropped out of sight.
But was Harvey remembering? And suffering a little, with a stirring of uneasy conscience? And trying,
perhaps, in some warped and twisted way to make amends?
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There had been a strange thing about Harvey lately—an almost obsessive concern with doing the “right” thing
and hewing to the line of the law, even in trifling ways. On several occasions recently there had been argument at
Cabinet—Harvey objecting because some proposed action had overtones of political expediency; Harvey arguing
that every fine-print clause in every law must be scrupulously observed. When that happened James Howden had
thought little bout the incidents, dismissing them as passing eccentricity. But now, remembering Harvey’s
alcoholic insistence tonight that immigration law must be administered exactly as laid down, he began
to wonder.
“Jamie, dear,” Margaret said, “Harvey Warrender doesn’t have some hold over you, does he?”
“Of course not!” Then, wondering if he had been a shade too emphatic.
“It’s just that I don’t want to be rushed into a hasty decision. We’ll see what reaction there is tomorrow. After
all, it was just our own people who were there.”
He felt Margaret’s eyes upon him and wondered if she knew that he had lied. …
222.130 Excerpt from The Black Tower\fn{by P. D. James aka Phyllis Dorothy James (1920- )} Oxford, Oxfordshire,
England, United Kingdom (F) 10
1
It was to be the consultant physician’s last visit and Dalgliesh suspected that neither of them regretted it,
arrogance and patronage on one side and weakness, gratitude and dependence on the other being no foundation
for a satisfactory adult relationship however transitory. He came into Dalgliesh’s small hospital room preceded by
Sister, attended by his acolytes, already dressed for the fashionable wedding which he was to grace as a guest later
that morning. He could have been the bridegroom except that he sported a red rose instead of the customary
carnation. Both he and the flower looked as if they had been brought and burnished to a peak of artificial
perfection, gift wrapped in invisible foil, and immune to the chance winds, frosts and ungentle fingers which
could mar more vulnerable perfections. As a final touch, he and the flower had both been lightly sprayed with an
expensive scent, presumably an aftershave lotion. Dalgliesh could detect it above the hospital smell of cabbage
and ether to which his nose had become so inured during the past weeks that it now hardly registered on the
senses. The attendant medical students grouped themselves round the bed. With their long hair and short white
coats they looked like a gaggle of slightly disreputable bridesmaids.
Dalgliesh was stripped by Sister’s skilled impersonal hands for yet another examination. The stethoscope
moved, a cold disc, over his chest and back. This last examination was a formality but the physician was, as
always, thorough; nothing he did was perfunctory. If, on this occasion, his original diagnosis had been wrong his
self-esteem was too secure for him to feel the need for more than a token excuse. He straightened up and said:
“We’ve had the most recent path. report and I think we can be certain now that we’ve got it right. The cytology
was always obscure, of course, and the diagnosis was complicated by the pneumonia. But it isn’t acute leukemia,
it isn’t any type of leukemia. What you’re recovering from—happily—is an atypical mononucleosis. I
congratulate you, Commander. You had us worried.”
“I had you interested; you had me worried. When can I leave here?”
The great man laughed and smiled at his retinue, inviting them to share his indulgence at yet one more
example of the ingratitude of convalescence. Dalgliesh said quickly:
“I expect you’ll be wanting the bed.”
“We always want more beds than we can get. But there’s no great hurry. You’ve a long way to go yet. Still,
we’ll see. We’ll see.”
When they had left him he lay flat on his back and let his eyes range round the two cubic feet of anaesthetized
space, as if seeing the room for the first time. The wash basin with its elbow-operated taps; the neat functional
bedside table with its covered water jug; the two vinyl-covered visitors’ chairs; the earphones curled above his
head; the window curtains with their inoffensive flowered pattern, the lowest denominator of taste. They were the
last objects he had expected to see in life. It had seemed a meager, impersonal place in which to die. Like a hotel
room, it was designed for transients. Whether its occupants left on their own feet or sheeted on a mortuary trolley,
they left nothing behind them, not even the memory of their fear, suffering and hope.
The sentence of death had been communicated, as he suspected such sentences usually were, by grave looks, a
certain false heartiness, whispered consultations, a superfluity of clinical tests, and, until he had insisted, a
reluctance to pronounce a diagnosis or prognosis. The sentence of life, pronounced with less sophistry when the
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worst days of his illness were over, had certainly produced the greater outrage. It was, he had thought,
uncommonly inconsiderate if not negligent of his doctors to reconcile him so thoroughly to death and then change
their minds. It was embarrassing now to recall with what little regret he had let slip his pleasures and
preoccupations, the imminence of loss revealing them for what they were, at best only a solace, at worst a trivial
squandering of time and energy. Now he had to lay hold of them again and believe that they were important, at
least to himself.
He doubted whether he would ever again believe them important to other people. No doubt, with returning
strength, all that would look after itself. The physical life would reassert itself given time. He would reconcile
himself to living since there was no alternative and, this perverse fit of resentment and accidie conveniently put
down to weakness, would come to believe that he had had a lucky escape. His colleagues, relieved of
embarrassment, would congratulate him. Now that death had replaced sex as the great unmentionable it had
acquired its own pudency;\fn{Embarrassment} to die when you had not yet become a nuisance and before your
friends could reasonably raise the ritual chant of “happy release” was in the worst of taste.
But, at present, he wasn’t sure that he could reconcile himself to his job. Resigned as he had become to the role
of spectator—and soon not even to be that—he felt ill equipped to return to the noisy playground of the world
and, if it had to be, was minded to find for himself a less violent corner of it. It wasn’t something he had thought
about deeply during his periods of consciousness; there hadn’t been time. It was more a conviction than a
decision. The time had come to change direction. Judges’ Rules, rigor mortis, interrogation, the contemplation of
decomposing flesh and smashed bone, the whole bloody business of manhunting, he was finished with it. There
were other things to do with his time.
He wasn’t yet sure which things but he would find them. He had over two weeks of convalescence ahead, time
to formulate decision, rationalize it, justify it to himself and, more difficult, find the words with which he would
attempt to justify it to the Commissioner. It was a bad time to leave the Yard. They would see it as desertion. But
then, it would always be a bad time.
He wasn’t sure whether this disenchantment with his job was caused solely by his illness, the salutary reminder
of inevitable death, or whether it was the symptom of a more fundamental malaise, that latitude in middle-life of
alternate doldrums and uncertain winds when one realizes that hopes deferred are no longer realizable, that ports
not visited will now never be seen, that this journey and others before it may have been a mistake, that one has no
longer even confidence in charts and compass. More than his job now seemed to him trivial and unsatisfactory.
Lying sleepless as so many patients must have done before him in that bleak impersonal room, watching the
headlamps of passing cars sweep across the ceiling, listening to the secretive and muted noises of the hospital’s
nocturnal life, he took the dispiriting inventory of his life.
His grief for his dead wife, so genuine, so heartbreaking at the time—how conveniently personal tragedy had
excused him from further emotional involvement. His love affairs, like the one which at present spasmodically
occupied a little of his time and somewhat more of his energy, had been detached, civilized, agreeable,
undemanding. It was understood that his time was never completely his own but that his heart most certainly was.
The women were liberated. They had interesting jobs, agreeable flats, they were adept at settling for what they
could get. Certainly they were liberated from the messy, clogging, disruptive emotions which embroiled other
female lives. What, he wondered, had those carefully spaced encounters, both participants groomed for pleasure
like a couple of sleek cats, to do with love, with untidy bedrooms, unwashed dishes, babies’ nappies, the warm,
close, claustrophobic life of marriage and commitment?
His bereavement, his job, his poetry, all had been used to justify self-sufficiency. His women had been more
amenable to the claims of his poetry than of his dead wife. They had small regard for sentiment, but an
exaggerated respect for art. And the worst of it—or perhaps the best—was that he couldn’t now change even if he
wanted and that none of it mattered. It was absolutely of no importance. In the last fifteen years he hadn’t
deliberately hurt a single human being. It struck him now that nothing more damning could be said about anyone.
Well, if none of that could be changed, his job could. But first there was one personal commitment to fulfill,
one from which perversely he had been relieved that death would so conveniently excuse him. It wasn’t going to
excuse him now. Propping himself on his elbow he reached out and took Father Baddeley’s letter from his locker
drawer and read it carefully for the first time. The old man must be nearly eighty now; he hadn’t been young
when, thirty years ago, he had first come to the Norfolk village as curate to Dalgliesh’s father, timid, ineffective,
maddeningly inefficient, muddled in everything but the essentials, but never less than his uncompromising self.
This was only the third letter which Dalgliesh had received from him. It was dated 11 th September and was
addressed from Toynton.
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My dear Adam,
I know that you must be very busy but I would very much welcome a visit from you as there is a matter on which I
would be glad of your professional advice. It isn’t really urgent, except that my heart seems to be wearing out before
the rest of me so that I ought not to rest too confidently on the thought of tomorrow. I am here every day, but perhaps a
weekend would suit you best.
I ought to tell you so that you will know what to expect, that I am Chaplain to Toynton Grange, a private home for
the young disabled, and that I live here in Hope Cottage on the estate through the kindness of the Warden, Wilfred
Anstey. Usually I eat my midday and evening meal at the Grange but this may not be agreeable to you and it would, of
course, lessen our time together. So I shall take the opportunity of my next visit to Wareham to lay in a store of
provisions. I have a small spare room in to which I can move so that there will be a room for you here.
Could you send me a card to let me know when you will arrive? I have no car but if you come by train William
Deakin, who has a car hire service about five minutes from the station (the station staff will direct you), is very reliable
and not expensive. The buses from Wareham are infrequent and don’t come beyond Toynton Village. There is then a
mile and a half to walk which is quite pleasant if the weather is good but which you may wish to avoid at the end of a
long journey. If not, I have drawn a map on the back of this letter.

The map could be guaranteed to confuse anyone accustomed to depend on the orthodox publications of the
National Survey rather than on early seventeenth-century charts. The wavy lines presumably represented the sea.
Dalgliesh felt the omission of a spouting whale. The Toynton bus station was clearly marked, but the tremulous
line thereafter meandered uncertainly past a diversity of fields, gates, pubs and copses of triangular, serrated firs,
sometimes retreating upon itself as Father Baddeley realized that metaphorically he had lost his way. One tiny
phallic symbol on the coast, and seemingly included as a landmark, since it was nowhere near the marked path,
bore the legend “the black tower”.
The map affected Dalgliesh much as a child’s first drawing might affect an indulgent father. He wondered to
what depth of weakness and apathy he must have sunk to reject its appeal. He fumbled in the drawer for a
postcard and wrote briefly that he would arrive by car early in the afternoon of Monday 1 st October. That should
give him plenty of time to get out of hospital and return to his Queenhythe flat for the first few days of
convalescence. He signed the card with his initials only, stamped it for first-class delivery and propped it against
his water jug so that he shouldn’t forget to ask one of the nurses to post it.
There was one other small obligation and one he felt less competent to handle. But it could wait. He must see
or write to Cordelia Gray and thank her for her flowers. He didn’t know how she discovered that he was ill except
perhaps through police friends. Running Bernie Pryde’s Detective Agency—if it hadn’t by now collapsed as it
should have done by all the laws of justice and economics—probably meant that she was in touch with one or two
policemen. He believed, too, that there had been a casual mention of his inconvenient illness in the London
evening papers when they had commented on recent losses in the higher echelons of the Yard.
It had been a small, carefully arranged, personally picked bouquet, as individual as Cordelia herself, a
charming contrast to his other offerings of hothouse roses, over-large chrysanthemums shaggy as dust mops,
forced spring flowers and artificial-looking gladioli, pink plastic flowers smelling of anesthetic rigid on their
fibrous stems. She must have been recently in a country garden; he wondered where. He wondered too, illogically,
whether she was getting enough to eat, but immediately put this ridiculous thought from him. There had, he
remembered clearly, been silver discs of honesty, three sprigs of winter heather, four rosebuds, not the starved
tight buds of winter but furls of orange and yellow, gentle as the first buds of summer, delicate sprigs of outdoor
chrysanthemums, orange-red berries, one bright dahlia like a jewel in the center, the whole bouquet surrounded by
the gray furry leaves he remembered from his childhood as rabbits’ ears. It had been a touching, very young
gesture, one he knew that an older or more sophisticated woman would never have made. It had arrived with only
a brief note to say that she had heard of his illness and had sent the flowers to wish him well again. He must see or
write to her and thank her personally. The telephone call which one of the nurses had made on his behalf to the
Agency was not enough.
But that, and other more fundamental decisions, could wait. First he must see Father Baddeley. The obligation
was not merely pious or even filial. He discovered that, despite certain foreseen difficulties and embarrassments,
he was looking forward to seeing the old priest again. He had no intention of letting Father Baddeley, however
unwittingly, entice him back to his job. If this were really police work, which he doubted, then the Dorset
Constabulary could take it over. And, if this pleasant early autumn sunshine continued unbroken, Dorset would be
as agreeable a place as any in which to convalesce.
But the stark oblong of white, propped against his water jug, was oddly intrusive. He felt his eyes constantly
1469

drawn towards it as if it were a potent symbol, a written sentence of life. He was glad when the staff nurse came
in to say that she was now going off duty, and took it away to post. .
2
Eleven days later, still weak and with his hospital pallor but euphoric with the deceptive well-being of
convalescence, Dalgliesh left his flat high above the Thames at Queenhythe just before the first light and drove
south-west out of London. He had finally and reluctantly parted with his ancient Cooper Bristol two months
before the onset of his illness and was now driving a Jensen Healey. He was glad that the car had been run in and
that he was already almost reconciled to the change. To embark symbolically on a new life with a totally new car
would have been irritatingly banal. He put his one case and a few picnic essentials including a corkscrew in the
boot and, in the pocket, a copy of Hardy’s poems, The Return of the Native and Newman and Pevsner’s guide to
the buildings of Dorset. This was to be a convalescent’s holiday: familiar books; a brief visit to an old friend to
provide an object for the journey; a route left to each day’s whim and including country both familiar and new;
even the salutary irritant of a personal problem to justify solitude and self-indulgent idleness.
He was disconcerted when, taking his final look round the flat, he found his hand reaching for his scene-ofcrime kit. He couldn’t remember when last he had traveled without it, even on holiday. But now to leave it behind
was the first confirmation of a decision which he would dutifully ponder from time to time during the next
fortnight but which he knew in his heart was already made.
He reached Winchester in time for late breakfast at a hotel in the shadow of the Cathedral, then spent the next
two hours rediscovering the city before finally driving into Dorset via Wimborne Minster. Now he sensed in
himself a reluctance to reach journey's end. He meandered gently, almost aimlessly, north-west to Blandford
Forum, bought there a bottle of wine, buttered rolls, cheese and fruit for his lunch and a couple of bottles of
Amontillado for Father Baddeley, then wandered south-east through the Winterbourne villages through Wareham
to Corfe Castle.
The magnificent stones, symbols of courage, cruelty and betrayal, stood sentinel at the one cleft in the ridge of
the Purbeck Hills as they had for a thousand years. As he ate his solitary picnic, Dalgliesh found his eyes
constantly drawn to those stark embattled slabs of mutilated ashlar silhouetted high against the gentle sky. As
though reluctant to drive under their shadow and unwilling to end the solitude of this peaceful undemanding day
he spent some time searching unsuccessfully for marsh gentians in the swampy scrubland before setting off on the
last five miles of his journey.
Toynton Village; a thread of terraced cottages, their undulating gray stone roofs glittering in the afternoon sun;
a not too picturesque pub at the village end; the glimpse of an uninteresting church tower. Now the road, bordered
with a low stone wall, rose gently between sparse plantations of fir and he began to recognize the landmarks on
Father Baddeley’s map. Soon the road would branch, one narrow route turning westward to skirt the headland, the
other leading through a barrier gate to Toynton Grange and the sea.
And here, predictably, it was, a heavy iron gate set into a wall of flat, uncemented stones. The wall was up to
three feet thick, the stones intricately and skillfully fitted together, bound with lichen and moss and crowned with
waving grasses, and it formed a barrier as old and permanent as the headland from which it seemed to have
grown. On each side of the gate was a notice painted on board. The one on the left was the newer; it read:
OF YOUR CHARITY PLEASE
RESPECT OUR PRIVACY

The one on the right was more didactic, the lettering faded but more professional.
KEEP OUT
THIS LAND IS STRICTLY PRIVATE
DANGEROUS CLIFFS
NO ACCESS TO BEACH
CARS AND CARAVANS PARKED HERE
WILL BE MOVED

Under the notice was fixed a large postbox.
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Dalgliesh thought that any motorist unmoved by this nicely judged mixture of appeal, warning and threats
would hesitate before risking his car springs. The track deteriorated sharply beyond the gate and the contrast
between the comparative smoothness of the approach road and the boulder edged and stony way ahead was an
almost symbolic deterrent. The gate, too, although unlocked, had a heavy latch of intricate design, the
manipulation of which gave an intruder ample time in which to repent of his rashness.
In his still weakened state, Dalgliesh swung back the gate with some difficulty. When he had driven through
and finally closed it behind him it was with a sense of having committed himself to an enterprise as yet
imperfectly understood and probably unwise. The problem would probably be embarrassingly unrelated to any of
his skills, something that only an unworldly old man—and he perhaps getting senile—could have imagined that a
police officer could solve. But at least he had an immediate objective. He was moving, even if reluctantly, back
into a world in which human beings had problems, worked, loved, hated, schemed for happiness, and since the job
he had determined to relinquish would go on despite his defection, killed and were killed.
Before he turned again to the car his eye was caught by a small clump of unknown flowers. The pale pinkish
white heads rose from a mossy pad on top of the wall and trembled delicately in the light breeze. Dalgliesh
walked over and stood stock still, regarding in silence their unpretentious beauty. He smelt for the first time the
clean half-illusory salt tang of the sea. The air moved warm and gentle against. his skin. He was suddenly
suffused with happiness and, as always in these rare transitory moments, intrigued by the purely physical nature
of his joy. It moved along his veins, a gentle effervescence. Even to analyse its nature was to lose hold of it. But
he recognized it for what it was, the first clear intimation since his illness that life could be good.
The car bumped gently over the rising track. When some two hundred yards further on he came to the summit
of the rise he expected to see the English Channel spread blue and wrinkled before him to the far horizon and
experienced all the remembered disappointment of childhood holidays when after so many false hopes, the
eagerly awaited sea still wasn’t in sight. Before him was a shallow rock-strewn valley, crisscrossed with rough
paths, and to his right what was obviously Toynton Grange.
It was a powerfully built square stone house dating, he guessed, from the first half of the eighteenth century.
But the owner had been unlucky in his architect. The house was an aberration, unworthy of the name of Georgian.
It faced inland, north-east he estimated, thus offending against some personal and obscure canon of architectural
taste which, to Dalgliesh, decreed that a house on the coast should face the sea. There were two rows of windows
above the porch, the main ones with gigantic keystones, the row above unadorned and mean in size as if there had
been difficulty in fitting them beneath the most remarkable feature of the house, a huge Ionic pediment topped by
a statue, a clumsy and, at this distance, unidentifiable lump of stone. In the center was one round window, a
sinister cyclops eye glinting in the sun. The pediment debased the insignificant porch and gave a lowering and
cumbersome appearance to the whole façade. Dalgliesh thought that the design would have been more successful
if the façade had been balanced by extended bays, but either inspiration or money had run out and the house
looked curiously unfinished.
There was no sign of life behind the intimidating frontage. Perhaps the inmates—if that was the right word for
them—lived at the back. And it was only just three-thirty, the dead part of the day as he remembered from
hospital. Probably they were all resting.
He could see three cottages, a pair about a hundred yards from the Grange and a third standing alone higher on
the foreland. He thought there was a fourth roof just visible to seaward, but couldn’t be sure. It might be only an
excrescence of rock. Not knowing which was Hope Cottage it seemed sensible to make first for the nearer pair.
He had briefly turned off his car engine while deciding what next to do and now, for the first time, he heard the
sea, that gentle continuous rhythmic grunt which is one of the most nostalgic and evocative of sounds.
There was still no sign that his approach was observed; the headland was silent, bird-less. He sensed
something strange and almost sinister in its emptiness and loneliness which even the mellow afternoon sunlight
couldn’t dispel.
His arrival at the cottages produced no face at the window, no cassock-clad figure framed in the front porch.
They were a pair of old, limestone single-storeyed buildings, whose heavy stone roofs, typical of Dorset, were
patterned with bright cushions of emerald moss. Hope Cottage was on the right, Faith Cottage on the left, the
names comparatively recently painted. The third more distant cottage was presumably Charity, but he doubted
whether Father Baddeley had had any hand in this eponymous naming. He didn’t need to read the name on the
gate to know which cottage housed Father Baddeley. It was impossible to associate his remembered almost total
uninterest in his surroundings with those chintzy curtains, that hanging basket of trailing ivy and fuchsia over the
door of Faith Cottage or the two brightly painted yellow tubs still garish with summer flowers which had been
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artfully placed one each side of the porch. Two mushrooms, looking mass-produced in concrete, stood each side
of the gate seeming so cosily suburban that Dalgliesh was surprised that they weren’t crowned with squatting
gnomes.
Hope Cottage, in contrast, was starkly austere. There was a solid oak bench in front of the window serving as a
seat in the sun, and a conglomeration of sticks and an old umbrella littered the front porch. The curtains,
apparently of some heavy material in a dull red, were drawn across the windows.
No one answered to his knock. He had expected no one. Both cottages were obviously empty. There was a
simple latch on the door and no lock. After a second’s pause he lifted it and stepped into the gloom inside to be
met with a smell, warm, bookish, a little musty, which immediately took him back thirty years. He drew back the
curtains and light streamed into the cottage. And now his eyes recognized familiar objects: the round singlepedestal rosewood table, dull with dust, set in the middle of the room; the roll-top desk against one wall; the high
backed and winged armchair, so old now that the stuffing was pushing through the frayed cover and the dented
seat was worn down to the wood. Surely it couldn’t be the same chair? This stab of memory must be a nostalgic
delusion. But there was another object, equally familiar, equally old. Behind the door hung Father Baddeley’s
black cloak with, above it, the battered and limp beret.
It was the sight of the cloak that first alerted Dalgliesh to the possibility that something was wrong. It was odd
that his host wasn’t here to greet him, but he could think of a number of explanations. His postcard might have
gone astray, there might have been an urgent call to the Grange, Father Baddeley might have gone into Wareham
to shop and missed the return bus. It was even possible that he had completely forgotten the expected arrival of
his guest.
But if he were out, why wasn’t he wearing his cloak? It was impossible to think of him in summer or winter
wearing any other garment.
It was then that Dalgliesh noticed what his eye must have already seen but disregarded, the little stack of
service sheets on top of the bureau printed with a black cross. He took the top one over to the window as if hoping
that a clearer light would show him mistaken. But there was, of course, no mistake. He read:
Michael Francis Baddeley, Priest
Born 29th October 1896 Died 21st September 1974
R.I.P.
Buried at St, Michael & All Angels, Toynton,
Dorset 26th September 1974
He had been dead eleven days and buried five. But he would have known that Father Baddeley had died
recently. How else could one account for that sense of his personality still lingering in the cottage, the feeling that
he was so close that one strong call could bring his hand to the latch? Looking at the familiar faded cloak with its
heavy clasp—had the old man really not changed it in thirty years?—he felt a pang of regret, of grief even, which
surprised him by its intensity. An old man was dead. It must have been a natural death; they had buried him
quickly enough. His death and burial had been unpublicized.
But there had been something on his mind and he had died without confiding it. It was suddenly very
important that he should be reassured that Father Baddeley had received his postcard, that he hadn’t died
believing that his call for help had gone unregarded.
The obvious place to look was in the early Victorian bureau which had belonged to Father Baddeley’s mother.
Father Baddeley, he remembered, had kept this locked. He had been the least secretive of men, but any priest had
to have at least one drawer or desk private from the prying eyes of cleaning women or over- curious parishioners.
Dalgliesh could remember Father Baddeley fumbling in the deep pockets of his cloak for the small antique key,
secured by string to an old-fashioned clothes peg for easier handling and identification, which opened the lock. It
was probably in one of the cloak pockets still.
He dug his hand into both pockets with a guilty feeling of raiding the dead. The key wasn’t there. He went over
to the bureau and tried the lid. It opened easily. Bending down he examined the lock, then fetched his torch from
the car and looked again.
The signs were unmistakable: the lock had been forced. It had been quite a neat job and one requiring little
strength. The lock was decorative but unsubstantial, intended as a defence against the idly curious but not against
determined assault. A chisel or knife, probably the blade of a penknife, had been forced between the desk and the
lid and used to pry the lock apart. It had done surprisingly little damage, but the scratch marks and the broken lock
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itself told their story.
But not who had been responsible. It could have been Father Baddeley himself. If he had lost the key there
would have been no chance of replacing it, and how in this remote spot would he have found a locksmith? A
physical assault on the desk lid was an unlikely expedient for the man, Dalgliesh remembered; but it wasn’t
impossible. Or it might have been done after Father Baddeley’s death. If the key couldn’t be found, someone at
Toynton Grange would have had to break open the lock. There might have been documents or papers which they
needed; a health insurance card; names of friends to be notified; a will.
He shook himself free from conjecture, irritated to find that he had actually considered putting on his gloves
before looking further, and made a rapid examination of the contents of the desk drawers. There was nothing of
interest there. Father Baddeley’s concern with the world had apparently been minimal. But one thing immediately
recognizable caught his eye.
It was a neatly stacked row of quarto-size child’s exercise books bound in pale green. These, he knew,
contained Father Baddeley’s diary. So the same books were still being sold, the ubiquitous pale green exercise
books, the back cover printed with arithmetical tables, as evocative of primary school as an ink-stained ruler or
india rubber. Father Baddeley had always used these books for his diary, one book for each quarter of the year.
Now, with the old black cloak hanging limply on the door, its musty ecclesiastical smell in his nose, Dalgliesh
recalled the conversation as clearly as if he were still that ten-year-old boy and Father Baddeley, middle-aged then
but already seeming ageless, sitting here at his desk.
“It’s just an ordinary diary then, Father? It isn’t about your spiritual life?”
“This is the spiritual life; the ordinary things one does from hour to hour.” Adam had asked with the egotism of
the young.
“Only what you do? Aren’t I in it?”
“No. Just what I do. Do you remember what time the Mothers’ Union met this afternoon? It was your mother’s
drawing-room this week. The time was different, I think.”
“It was 2.45 p.m. instead of 3.0 p.m., Father. The Archdeacon wanted to get away early. But do you have to be
accurate?”
Father Baddeley had seemed to ponder this question, briefly but seriously as if it were new to him and
unexpectedly interesting.
“Oh, yes, I think so. I think so. Otherwise it would lose its point.”
The young Dalgliesh, to whom the point was already lost beyond ken, had wandered away to pursue his own
more interesting and immediate concerns. The spiritual life. It was a phrase he had often heard on the lips of his
father’s more ultra mundane parishioners although never on the Canon’s own. He had occasionally tried to
visualize this mysterious other existence. Was it lived at the same time as the ordinary regulated life of getting up,
meal times, school, holidays; or was it an existence on some other plane to which he and the uninitiated had no
access but into which Father Baddeley could retreat at will? Either way it had surely little to do with this careful
recording of daily trivia.
He picked up the last book and looked through it. Father Baddeley’s system had not been changed. It was all
here, two days to the page, neatly ruled off. The times at which he had daily said morning prayer and evensong;
where he had walked and how long it had taken; the monthly trip by bus into Dorchester; the weekly trip to
Wareham; his hours spent helping at Toynton Grange; odd treats baldly recorded; the methodical account of how
he had disposed of every hour of his working day year after unremarkable year, documented with the
meticulousness of a book-keeper.
“But this is the spiritual life; the ordinary things that one does from day to day.” Surely it couldn’t be as simple
as that?
But where was the current diary, the book for the third quarter of 1974? It had been Father Baddeley’s habit to
keep old copies of his diary covering the last three years. There should have been fifteen books here; there were
only fourteen. The diary stopped at the end of June 1974. Dalgliesh found himself searching almost feverishly
through the desk drawers. The diary wasn’t there. But he did find something. Pushed beneath three receipted bills
for coal, paraffin and electricity was a sheet of cheap rather thin paper with Toynton Grange printed inexpertly
and lopsidedly at the top. Underneath someone had typed:
Why don’t you get out of the cottage you silly old hypocrite and let someone have it who would really be some use
here? Don’t think we don’t know what you and Grace Willison get up to when you’re supposed to be hearing her
confession. Don’t you wish you could really do it? And what about that choir boy? Don’t think we don’t know.
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Dalgliesh’s first reaction was to be more irritated by the note’s silliness than angered by its malice. It was a
childish piece of gratuitous spite but without even the dubious merit of verisimilitude. Poor old seventy-sevenyear-old Father Baddeley, accused simultaneously of fornication, sodomy and impotence! Could any reasonable
man have taken this puerile nonsense seriously enough even to be hurt by it? Dalgliesh had seen plenty of poison
pen letters in his professional life. This was a comparatively mild effort; he could almost suppose that the writer’s
heart hadn’t been in it. “Don’t you wish you could really do it?” Most poison pen writers could find a more
graphic description of that implied activity. And the belated reference to the choir boy, no name, no date. That
hadn’t been dredged from any real knowledge. Could Father Baddeley really have been concerned enough to have
sent for a professional detective and one he hadn’t seen for nearly thirty years just to advise on or investigate this
petty nastiness?
Perhaps. This might not be the only letter. If the trouble were endemic at Toynton Grange, then it was more
serious. A poison pen at work in a closed community could cause real trouble and distress, occasionally he or she
could literally be a killer. If Father Baddeley suspected that others had received similar letters he might well have
looked around for professional help. Or, and this was more interesting, had someone intended Dalgliesh to believe
precisely that? Had the note been deliberately planted for him to find?
It was odd, surely, that no one had discovered and destroyed it after Father Baddeley’s death. Someone from
Toynton Grange must have looked through his papers. This was hardly a note one would leave for others to read.
He folded it away in his wallet and began to wander around the cottage. Father Baddeley’s bedroom was much
as he had expected. A mean window with a dingy cretonne curtain, a single bed still made-up with sheets and
blankets but with the counterpane pulled taut over the single lumpy pillow; books lining two walls; a small
bedside table with a shoddy lamp; a Bible; a cumbersome and gaudily decorated china ashtray bearing an
advertisement for beer. Father Baddeley’s pipe still rested in its bowl and beside it Dalgliesh saw a half-used
booklet of cardboard matches, the kind given away in restaurants and bars. This bore an advertisement for Yeaide
Tudor Barn near Wareham. One single used match was in the ashtray; it had been shredded down to the burnt-out
tip.
Dalgliesh smiled. So this small personal habit, too, had survived over thirty years. He could recall Father
Baddeley’s small squirrel-like fingers delicately shredding the sliver of thin cardboard as if attempting to beat
some previous personal record. Dalgliesh picked up the match and smiled; six segments. Father Baddeley had
excelled himself.
He wandered into the kitchen. It was small, ill-equipped, neat but not very clean. The small gas stove of oldfashioned design looked as if it would soon qualify for a folk museum. The sink under the window was of stone
fitted on one side with a scarred and discoloured wooden draining board smelling of stale fat and sour soap. The
faded cretonne curtains faintly patterned with overblown roses and daffodils unseasonably intertwined were
pulled back to show an inland view of the far Purbeck hills. Clouds tenuous as smoke puffs were drifting and
dissolving in the limitless blue sky and the sheep lay like white slugs on their distant pasture.
He explored the pantry. Here at least was evidence that he was expected. Father Baddeley had indeed bought
extra food and the tins were a dispiriting reminder of what for him had constituted an adequate diet. Pathetically,
he had obviously provided for two, one of whom he confidently expected to have a larger appetite. There was one
large tin and one small of many of the staple provisions: baked beans, tuna fish, Irish stew, spaghetti, rice
pudding.
Dalgliesh went back to the sitting-room. He was aware of weariness, that the journey had tired him more than
he had expected. He saw by the heavy oak clock over the fireplace still ticking solidly on, that it was still not four
o’clock, but his body protested that this had already been a long hard day. He craved tea. There had been a caddy
of tea in the pantry but no milk. He wondered whether the gas was still on.
It was then that he heard the footfall at the door, the clank of the latch. There was a woman’s figure framed
against the afternoon light. He heard a gravelly deep but very feminine voice with a trace, no more, of an Irish
accent.
“For God’s sake! A human being and a male at that. What are you doing here?”
She came into the room leaving the door open behind her and he saw her clearly. She was about thirty-five, he
guessed, sturdy, long-legged, her mane of yellow hair, visibly darker at the roots, worn in a long sweep to her
shoulders. Her eyes were full-lidded and narrow in the square face, her mouth wide. She was wearing brown illfitting slacks with a strap under the foot, dirty, grass-stained white plimsoles and a sleeveless white cotton top,
low-necked, which showed a brown and mottled triangle of sunburn. She wore no brassiere and the full, heavy
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breasts swung loose under the thin cotton. Three wooden bangles clanked on her left forearm. The total
impression was of a raffish but not unattractive sexuality, so strong that, although she wore no scent, she brought
into the room her own female and individual smell. He said:
“My name’s Adam Dalgliesh. I came here intending to visit Father Baddeley. It seems that it won’t now be
possible.”
“Well, that’s one way of putting it. You're exactly eleven days late. Eleven days too late to see him and five
days too late to bury him. Who are you, a chum? We didn’t know that he had any. But then, there were quite a
number of things we didn’t know about our Reverend Michael. He was a secretive little man. He certainly kept
you hidden.”
“We hadn’t met except briefly since I was a boy and I only wrote to tell him I was coming the day before he
died.”
“Adam. I like that. They call a lot of kids that nowadays. It’s getting trendy again. But you must have found it
a bit of a drag when you were at school. Still, it suits you. I can’t think why. You aren’t exactly of the earth, earthy
are you? I know about you now. You’ve come to collect the books.”
“Have I?”
“The ones Michael left you in his will. To Adam DalgLiesh, only son of the late Canon Alexander Dalgliesh,
all my books to keep or dispose of as he sees fit. I remember it exactly because I thought the names were so
unusual. You haven’t lost much time, have you? I’m surprised that the solicitors have even got round to writing to
you. Bob Loder isn’t usually that efficient. But I shouldn’t get too excited if I were you. They never looked
particularly valuable to me. A lot of dry old theological tomes. By the way, you weren’t expecting to be left any of
his money were you? If so, I’ve got news for you.”
“I didn’t know that Father Baddeley had any money.”
“Nor did we. That was another of his little secrets. He left £19,000. Not a great fortune, but useful. He left it all
to Wilfred for the benefit of Toynton Grange, and it came just in time from all I hear. Grace Willison is the only
other legatee. She got that old bureau. At least she will get it when Wilfred bothers to have it moved.”
She had settled down in the fireside chair, her hair thrown back against the headrest, both legs splayed wide.
Dalgliesh pulled out one of the wheel-backed chairs and sat facing her.
“Did you know Father Baddeley well?”
“We all know each other well here, that’s half our trouble. Are you thinking of staying here?”
“In the district perhaps for a day or two. But it doesn’t seem possible now to stay here …”
“I don’t see why not if you want to. The place is empty, at least until Wilfred finds another victim—tenant, I
should say. I shouldn’t think that he’d object. Besides you’ll have to sort out the books won’t you? Wilfred will
want them out of the way before the next incumbent moves in.”
“Wilfred Anstey owns the cottage then?”
“He owns Toynton Grange and all the cottages except Julius Court’s. He’s further out on the headland, the only
one with a sea view. Wilfred owns all the rest of the property and he owns us.” She looked at him appraisingly.
“You haven’t any useful skills, have you? I mean you’re not a physiotherapist or a male nurse or a doctor, or
even an accountant? Not that you look like one. Anyway, if you are I’d advise you to keep away before Wilfred
decides that you’re too useful to let go.”
“I don’t think that he’d find my particular skills of much use.”
“Then I should stay on if it suits you. But I’d better put you, in the picture. You. might then change your
mind.” Dalgliesh said:
“Start with yourself. You haven’t told me who you are.”
“Good God, nor have I! Sorry. I’m Maggie Hewson. My husband is resident medical officer at the Grange. At
least, he lives with me in a cottage provided by Wilfred and appropriately named Charity Cottage, but he spends
most of his time at Toynton Grange. With only five patients left you’d wonder what he finds to amuse him. Or
would you? What do you suppose he finds to amuse him, Adam Dalgliesh?”
“Did your husband attend Father Baddeley?”
“Call him Michael, we all did except Grace Willison. Yes, Eric looked after him when he was alive and signed
the death certificate when he died. He couldn’t have done that six months ago, but now that they’ve graciously
restored him to the Medical Register he can actually put his name to a piece of paper to say that you’re properly
and legally dead. God, what a bloody privilege.”
She laughed, and fumbling in the pocket of her slacks produced a packet of cigarettes and lit one. She handed
the packet to Dalgliesh. He shook his head. She shrugged her shoulders and blew a puff of smoke towards him.
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Dalgliesh asked:
“What did Father Baddeley die of?”
“His heart stopped beating. No, I’m not being facetious. He was old, his heart was tired and on 21 st September
it stopped. Acute myocardic infarction complicated by mild diabetes, if you want the medical jargon.”
“Was he alone?”
“I imagine so. He died at night, at least he was last seen alive by Grace Willison at 7.45 p.m. when he heard
her confession. I suppose he died of boredom. No, I can see I shouldn’t have said that. Bad taste, Maggie. She
says he seemed as usual, a bit tired of course, but then he’d only been discharged from hospital that morning. I
came in at nine o’clock the next day to see if he wanted anything from Wareham—I was taking the eleven o’clock
bus; Wilfred doesn’t allow private cars—and there he lay, dead.”
“In bed ?”
“No, in that chair where you’re sitting now, slumped back with his mouth open and his eyes closed. He was
wearing his cassock and a purple ribbon thing round his neck. All quite seemly. But very, very dead.”
“So it was you who first found the body?” “Unless Millicent from next door came pussy-footing in earlier,
didn’t like the look of him and tiptoed home again. She’s Wilfred’s widowed sister in case you’re interested.
Actually, it’s rather odd that she didn’t come in, knowing that he was ill and alone.”
“It must have been a shock for you.”
“Not really. I was a nurse before I married. I’ve seen more dead bodies than I can remember. And he was very
old. It’s the young ones—the kids particularly—who get you down. God, am I glad to be finished with all that
messy business.”
“Are you? You don’t work at Toynton Grange then?”
She got up and moved over to the fireplace before replying. She blew a cloud of smoke against the looking
glass over the mantelpiece then moved her face close to the glass as if studying her reflection.
“No, not when I can avoid it. And by God, do I try to avoid it. You may as well know. I am the delinquent
member of the community, the non-co-operator, the drop-out, the heretic. I sow not, neither do I reap. I am
impervious to the charms of dear Wilfred. I close my ears to the cries of the afflicted. I do not bend the knee at the
shrine.”
She turned towards him with a look half challenging, half speculative. Dalgliesh thought that the outburst had
been less than spontaneous, the protest had been made before. It sounded like a ritual justification .and he
suspected that someone had helped her with the script. He said:
“Tell me about Wilfred Anstey.”
“Didn’t Michael warn you? No, I suppose he wouldn’t. Well, it’s an odd story but I’ll try to make it short.
Wilfred’s great grandfather built Toynton Grange. His grandfather left it in trust jointly to Wilfred and his sister
Millicent. Wilfred bought her out when he started the Home. Eight years ago Wilfred developed multiple
sclerosis. It progressed very swiftly; within three months he was chair-bound. Then he went on a pilgrimage to
Lourdes and got himself cured. Apparently he made a bargain with God. You cure me and I’ll devote Toynton
Grange and all my money to serving the disabled. God obliged, and now Wilfred’s busy fulfilling his part of the
bargain. I suppose he’s afraid to back out of the agreement in case the disease returns. I don’t know that I blame
him. I’d probably feel the same myself. We’re all superstitious at heart, particularly about disease.”
“And is he tempted to back out?”
“Oh, I don’t think so. This place gives him a sensation of power. Surrounded by grateful patients, regarded as a
half-superstitious object of veneration by the women, Dot Moxon—the matron so-called—fussing round him like
an old hen. Wilfred’s happy enough.” Dalgliesh asked:
“When exactly did the miracle happen?”
“He claims, when they dipped him in the well. As he tells it, he experienced an initial shock of intense cold
followed immediately by a tingling warmth which suffused his whole body, and a feeling of great happiness and
peace. That’s exactly what I get after my third whisky. If Wilfred can produce it in himself by bathing in ice cold
germ-laden water, then all I can say is, he’s bloody lucky. When he got back to the hospice he stood on his legs for
the first time in six months. Three weeks later he was skipping around like a young ram. He never bothered to
return to St. Saviour’s hospital in London where he was treated, so that they could record the miraculous cure on
his medical record. It would have been rather a joke if he had.” She paused as if about to say something further
and then merely added:
“Touching, isn’t it?”
“It’s interesting. How does he find the money to fulfill his part of the bargain?”
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“The patients pay according to means and some of them are sent here under contractual arrangements by local
authorities. And then, of course, he’s used his own capital. But things are getting pretty desperate, or so he claims.
Father Baddeley’s legacy came just in time. And, of course, Wilfred gets the staff on the cheap. He doesn’t exactly
pay Eric the rate for the job. Phil by, the odd job man, is an ex-convict and probably otherwise unemployable; and
the matron, Dot Moxon, wouldn’t exactly find it easy to get another job after that cruelty investigation at her last
hospital. She must be grateful to Wilfred for taking her on. But then, we’re all terribly, terribly grateful to dear
Wilfred.” Dalgliesh said:
“I suppose I’d better go up to the Grange and introduce myself. You say there are only five patients left?”
“You’re not supposed to refer to them as patients, although I don’t know what else Wilfred thinks you can call
them. Inmates sounds too much like a prison although, God knows, its appropriate enough. But there are only five
left. He’s not admitting from the waiting list until he’s made up his mind about the Home’s future. The Ridgewell
Trust’s angling for it and Wilfred’s considering handing the whole place over to them, lock, stock and gratis.
Actually, there were six patients a fortnight or so ago, but that was before Victor Holroyd threw himself over
Toynton Head and smashed himself on the rocks.”
“You mean he killed himself?”
“Well, he was in his wheelchair ten feet from the cliff-edge and either he slipped the brakes and let himself be
carried over or Dennis Lerner, the male nurse with him, pushed him. As Dennis hasn’t the guts to kill a chicken let
alone a man the general feeling is that Victor did it himself. But as that notion is distressing to dear Wilfred’s
feelings we’re all busy pretending that it was an accident. I miss Victor, I liked him. He was about the only person
here I could talk to. But the rest hated him. And now, of course, they've all got bad consciences wondering if they
may have misjudged him. There’s nothing like dying for putting people at a disadvantage. I mean, when a chap
keeps on saying that life isn’t worth living you take it that he’s just stating the obvious. When he backs it up with
action you begin to wonder if there wasn’t more to him than you thought.”
Dalgliesh was spared the need to reply by the sound of a car on the headland. Maggie, whose ears were
apparently as keen as his own, sprang from her chair and ran outside. A large black saloon was approaching the
junction of the paths.
“Julius,” Maggie called back to him in brief explanation and began a boisterous semaphoring.
The car stopped and then turned towards Hope Cottage. Dalgliesh saw that it was a black Mercedes. As soon
as it slowed down Maggie ran like an importunate schoolgirl beside it, pouring her explanation through the open
window. The car stopped and Julius Court swung himself lightly out.
He was a tall, loose-limbed young man dressed in slacks and a green sweater patched army fashion on the
shoulders and elbows. His light brown hair, cut short, was shaped to his head like a pale glinting helmet. It was an
authoritative, confident face but with a trace of self-indulgence in the perceptible pouches under the wary eyes
and the slight petulance of the small mouth set in a heavy chin. In middle age he would be heavy, even gross. But
now he gave an immediate impression of slightly arrogant good looks, enhanced rather than spoilt by the white
triangular scar like a colophon above his right eyebrow. He held out his hand and said:
“Sorry you missed the funeral.”
He made it sound as if Dalgliesh had missed a train. Maggie wailed:
“But darling, you don’t understand! He hasn’t come for the funeral. Mr. Dalgliesh didn’t even know that the
old man had snuffed out.” Court looked at Dalgliesh with slightly more interest.
“Oh, I’m sorry. Perhaps you’d better come up to the Grange. Wilfred Anstey will be able to tell you more
about Father Baddeley than I. I was at my London flat when the old man died so I can’t even provide interesting
death bed revelations. Hop in both of you. I’ve got some books in the back for Henry Carwardine from the
London Library. I may as well deliver them now.” Maggie Hewson seemed to feel that she had been remiss in not
effecting a proper introduction: she said belatedly:
“Julius Court. Adam Dalgliesh. I don’t suppose you've come across each other in London. Julius used to be a
diplomat, or is it diplomatist?” As they got into the car Court said easily:
“Neither is appropriate at the comparatively lowly level I reached in the service. And London is a large place.
But don’t worry, Maggie, like the clever lady in the TV panel game, I think I can guess what Mr. Dalgliesh does
for a living.”
He held open the car door with elaborate courtesy. The Mercedes moved slowly towards Toynton Grange. …
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The seagulls came to the island pier. The old wives came out with bowls, with crusts and bits of fat in them.
They threw the scraps to the gulls. While the food still hung in the blue air, the gulls gobbled every fragment up.
“That’s Tommy Ritch, that gull, that’s my Tommy;” said one old woman, pointing to a gull that was stretching
his wings on the pier. “Tommy got his death off Yesnaby thirty-one years ago come June.”
“Here you come again, Willie Anderson,” said another old wife. “Look at him gobbling up that hen giblet. He
was always hungry when he came in from the sea. My neighbour Willie, he was lost on the trawler Nevis, a long
while ago.”
“I think that gull is my brother Drew,” said one old woman. “But I was only two when his ship went down off
Iceland. So I don’t remember him. I can’t tell if it is Drew or not.”
So the old wives spoke to the gulls after every dinnertime, calling them by the names of drowned fishermen
and sailors that were kin or acquaintances. .
One old wife, Charlotte, looked every afternoon into the gull-shrieking, gull-beating air over the village and
every afternoon she shook her head. She could never see her man Jock Wylie in the white screaming gull-drift.
Jock Wylie had gone down in unknown seas, the winter after they were married …
Still Charlotte threw bits of bannock and bits of bacon to the gulls … And Charlotte was getting on for a
hundred years old.
Still the village wives kept up their singsong.
“Here’s a piece of bread for you, Bertie Ness …”
“You like chicken wings, don’t you, Ally Flett? Take it …”
“I swear, Jerry Thomson, you’re a greedier gull than you were a ferryman …”
“I bet you’d sooner have beer than this end of bacon, Dickie Foister …”
Old Charlotte threw her scraps to the gulls and viewed everyone from her shaded eyes, and shook her head and
went home.
One day there was such a storm that even the gulls kept to their crag ledges in the Black Craig. Oh, it was a
howling gale out of the east! The fishermen and their wives and children stayed inside, behind their rattling doors.
They saw through their salt-crusted windows a woman struggling down to the pier. They thought every
moment she would be blown into the white-crested waves. And, “It’s Charlotte!” they cried in croft after croft.
Then the village folk saw that a solitary bird had fallen and furled on the very edge of the stone pier. Old
Charlotte took a piece of fine cake that she had kept from the last island wedding, full of fruit and nuts, fine flour
and rum, and she put it into the seabird’s beak. It seemed to be a bigger bird than the usual gull. The bird ate the
bridecake, and it flew three times round Charlotte’s head, and then it swung away out to the open sea. And the
wind blew salt spray over the roofs.
The old woman knocked at every door along the village street. When the man of the house tugged the door
open—so fierce the gale blew—Charlotte said in a young sweet voice,
“Jock my man, he’s come back to see me at last from the wastes of ocean.”
2
I can still see him, coming home from the peat-hill in his cart long after the other farmers had taken their peats
home by tractor or lorry. He did have a tractor, but most of the time it rusted in the shed. His horse Sammy was
the last horse on the island. It worked for him, and he was kind and patient with it, for as long as the creature had
strength to plough or cart. Once it began to fail, he would not tolerate suggestions that it ought to be shot. Sammy
had been his friend and fellow earth-worker for twenty years and more. He tended it with great gentleness till the
last breath was out of its once-powerful body. Then he dug a deep grave for Sammy. A few of the neighbours
came to help with the burial. They saw the old man’s mouth moving while the first clods were being kicked and
shovelled in; and they thought it sounded like a prayer or a piece of a psalm. He took them back to the croft house
and poured out a bottle of whisky for the buriers (you could hardly call them mourners).
He was a man who lived entirely in the past. He disliked all the fruits of progress that his fellow-islanders were
beginning to splurge in: motor cars, wireless sets, gramophones, bakehouse bread, Edinburgh beer.
One morning the good-wives in every farm and croft turned a tap, and out gushed sparkling water, for the first
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time. What an improvement that was! The old man went on taking his two pails to the well on the side of
Wilderfea.
“Now, Thomas, look here,” said the minister one day when he was visiting, “this won’t do at all! Your life
would be very much easier if you marched with the times. Can’t you see that? What’s wrong with a wireless set?
Next time I’m at the Presbytery meeting in Kirkwall I’ll get you one cheap, for a few pounds—I know a place.
How fine it is to hear the news, and the weather forecast, and Scottish dance music … And that hearth over there,
and the iron chain for hanging your pots and kettle on—man, Thomas, the women here are never done praising
their stoves—what a change it’s made in their lives … If you had running water, too, what a lot cleaner you could
get your shirts, and your bed-clothes and everything.”
There was silence for a while on each side of the hearth. The old man seemed to be considering the minister’s
advice. He said, after a while, that the worst thing that had happened in the kirk in his time was when they started
singing man-made hymns in place of the psalms of David. Could the minister not raise that matter at the next
Presbytery meeting in Kirkwall?
The minister rose, and pressed the old rough rheumaticky hand, and went away with a sigh.
As soon as he was gone, the crofter lit his pipe and looked under the bed for a bottle of ale.
*
The next thing to go down under the march of progress was the tilley lamp. They had hissed and glared on
every farm dresser for twenty winters and more. In a month or two, electricity was to come to the island. The
electricians from the town had a busy time of it, wiring every house for the great switch-on. The wives bought
cookers, irons, radios, toasters, fan-heaters, fires. (A few even went so far as to enquire about refrigerators.)
That spring the old man fell ill, with influenza or some other infection. He had been failing slowly, of course,
for years. With great reluctance he accepted the kindly offer of Josh Heddle to plough out his field with the
tractor. (It was as though a machine would somehow desecrate his acres.) And one day in late summer, when the
old man was slowly recovering from his illness—but still not able to smoke his pipe—Josh stood in the door and
said he had just finished cutting the old man’s harvest; and it was a good crop. The old man thanked Josh. Then he
reached up to a tea-caddy on the mantelpiece and opened it and took out a roll of notes and gave Josh five pounds.
(That was where he kept his wealth—he didn’t trust banks.)
Then, a week later, he had a relapse.
“This is the end of him,” said the islanders. “Poor old Thomas.”
They carried him down to the pier on a stretcher and shipped him to the hospital in Kirkwall. While he was
away, the minister and a few others decided that, if he was ever to come back, the old man could not go on living
in the same conditions of hardship.
“We will do nothing rash,” said the minister. “We will not overwhelm him all at once with the benefits of
science. But it’s time that old paraffin lamp was done away with—impossible to read by it—dangerous too, if he
was to knock it over. Thomas—if he comes home—will come home to a bright electric bulb in the ceiling …”
Thomas did come home, after a month, at the start of winter. He had fought off the illness—some of the dark
power of the earth, hoarded slowly over many generations, was still in him. He thanked the islanders for all their
kindness to him. He thanked them for the pear-shaped opaque thing hanging from his ceiling. So that was what
electric light was like? John Heddle switched it on—interior of Biggingdale had never been so bright. . .
*
That evening, when the minister went along to see how the old man was after his journey, he found him
reading The Pilgrim’s Progress by the dim light of the paraffin lamp. He was very pleased to see the minister. He
said that was a very handy thing, the electric light. He could see by it to fill his old lamp, and trim the wick, and
light it with a wisp of straw from the fire.
3
The ferryman stood in the stem of his boat and a man with a bag, a scroll and a seal with a lump of wax said,
“Ferry me to the island, man.” Christopher rowed the taxman to the island and held out his hand and said,
“One penny.” The taxman said,
“Official business. You’ll be paid at the Martinmas term.”
The islanders saw the taxman on the beach and they went inside the crofts and barred the doors. The harvest
had been bad that year. The fishing had been poor.
*
An island girl stood on the shore. She said,
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“I am going to be married tomorrow in the island with the blue hills. Will you sail me across?” The ferryman
said,
“No fare, no ferry.” The girl said,
“The bridegroom’s mother will give you an oatcake and honey, and a jar of ale at the fire, and a silver coin.”
The ferryman hoisted a sail and he ferried the bride to the Hoy shore. And the mother-in-law said,
“What honey? What shilling? Come tomorrow to the wedding feast …” The bride laughed and gave
Christopher a kiss.
*
Christopher said, sailing back to the noust\fn{The small bay:W} of the island,
“I hope my wife doesn’t smell the honey of that kiss when I sit down to have my dinner …”
He was carrying back from Hoy a man with two panicky hoof-scattering sheep to sell at the Hamnavoe market.
The shepherd threw the two burdens of wool and yammering foolishness among the seaweed. The ferryman said,
“Twopence—a penny for you and a ha’penny a sheep.” The hillman said,
“I’ll have money at night when I sell the ewes. I’ll give you a dram in the Arctic Whaler then, and your
twopence of course.”
*
A tramp and his wife and six bairns tried to climb aboard like shadows the time Christopher was bargaining
with the Hoy shepherd.
“Get out,” said the ferryman. “Get back to your ditch and your fire and your rabbit stew. Away with you,
vagabonds, make pots and tin mugs like honest tinker folk.” The tinker wife took from her rags a new kettle.
“This is for you, Chris,” said she. “It’s the bonniest kettle that scoundrel of a man of mine ever made. Sail us to
Scapa beach. We have a sackful of tin cups to sell in Kirkvoe.”
“Sit tight,” said the ferryman. “Look at that purple cloud. There’ll be rain and wind, there’ll be big waves.”
The Sea-goose trod the crests and the troughs as far as Scapa. The sack of cans made a great din among the
waves. The ragged kids sang all the way to Scapa.
*
“I hope Thomasina is pleased with the kettle,” said the ferryman, sailing a Kirkvoe merchant to Flotta to buy a
beached whale; he had jars for the oil and salt to salt the whale steaks. The Kirkvoe merchant stood gray in the
face on the Flotta shore, such sickness had throbbed through him.
“One penny,” said Christopher.
“You scoundrel,” cried the merchant of big fish. “You were nearly the death of me. I’ll give you a dozen tallow
candles from this whale next time I see you in my shop in the Laverock of Kirkvoe.”
“Poor business today,” said Christopher. “Thomasina will be pleased when I show her the day’s takings.”
The merchant was blustering and bargaining among a dozen Flotta men, the guardians of the whale.
*
A spinster with spectacles and silver hair came down to the shore with a basket of knitted things.
“Please, row me to Hamnavoe to the draper’s there. He has promised to buy my winter’s work.”
“One penny,” said Christopher. “But you should bide at home, Kitty. The storm’s getting worse.”
“What do I care about storms?” said Kitty Corston, who had a sweetheart drowned twenty years ago. “I have a
new- knitted bonnet here to keep the sleet and spindrift out of your bonny hair, man. And a shilling when you sail
me back in the morning.”
And the wind howled and the sea snarled all the way to Hamnavoe. And the basket of knitting smelt of clover
and marigolds. And Kitty’s bonnet kept the strong salt out of Christopher’s hair.
*
Thomasina raged at him by lamplight for the stupidest poorest ineptest ferryman that ever dipped an oar.
“And soon,” cried she, “we’ll be poorer than the tinkers. The landlord will put us out on the street. The
sheriff’s officer will take your boat from you and sell it for debt …”
She raged worse, Thomasina, beside the hearth fire, than the tempest outside. In the midst of her raging,
Christopher fell asleep in his chair.
*
Oh, the storm lasted all that night, and was still at its bagpipes and drums and mad dances in the first light. And
the ferryman went down to his boat.
And there a small boy was waiting on the beach. Says the child to the boatman,
“Please sir, row me to the Island of Hunger out there. I have something for the hungry people.”
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But the child had nothing in his hands. And the wind made tumults of his bright curls. The shopkeepers were
taking down their shutters in the street above, and down at the wave-washed slipways a fish-wife, Maggo Sinclair,
was swilling a basin of fish. Maggo Sinclair threw two fish to the child.
“A bonnier bairn I never saw,” said Maggo Sinclair.
Guthrie the baker came out of his bakehouse with a tray of smoking loaves on his head.
“A small traveller like you should have a bite on a stormy morning,” said Guthrie (who was said to be a greedy
man, and mean). “Here’s a few cookies for you …” And Guthrie put down his tray on the gull-shrieking cobbles
and took five cookies from his batch and put them into a paper poke and gave them to the boy. The boy said thank
you very gravely to Maggo the fishwife and to Guthrie the baker.
“I’m sorry to say,” said the ferryman, “that we can’t cross to the Island of Hunger today. The Solan Goose
couldn’t live in a storm like this.”
“Pax,” said the boy over the fishes and the loaves and the thundering havocking stone-grinding waves.
*
Christopher and his passenger sailed out from the piers, in fine blue weather, to the Island of Hunger.
4
The old man came out of his house and it was a dark night. A few snowflakes drifted on to his head.
“Well,” he said, “I don’t know why I want to leave the fire on a cold night like this. I want to get to the village
but why I don’t remember.” He guessed his way along the track going down from the hill, and once he stumbled
and almost fell into the wet ditch.
“Well, thank you, staff, for keeping me on my feet,” said the old man to his stick. “A fine thing, if they found
us in the morning, you and me in a drift in the ditch, as stiff and cold as one another.”
The old man laughed, and he went slowly down the cart road from the hill to the village. He felt happy, though
now the snow was in his beard, and he struck out with his staff and startled a star from a wayside stone.
At the crossroads, half-way to the village, a shadow lingered. The shadow declared itself to be a man, because
there was the small flame of a match being applied to a pipe. The face shone fitfully once or twice and was part of
the night again.
“What’s an old man like you doing out in a night like this?” said the voice at the crossroads, and the seeker in
the darkness recognised Ben, the retired skipper, from the far end of the island. They had sat in the same
classroom at the village school, but then they hadn’t seen each other for thirty years, the time Ben was at sea, and
now only occasionally at the island regatta or the agricultural show.
“The truth is,” said the old man from the hill, “I don’t rightly remember. I know I have some errand to the
village, and maybe it’ll come back to me before I get to the bridge.”
“Well,” said Ben, “we might as well walk on together. I expect it’s drink you’re after, to keep out the cold. We
can hold each other up on the way home.”
The two old men laughed. The skipper had a smell of hot rum on his breath. Could he be wanting more grog in
the inn?
“I just thought,” said Ben, “I would like to stretch my legs under the stars. Only there’s not a star to be seen.
It’s as black as the ace of spades.”
The two old men went arm-in-arm along the track. Sometimes one or other of them would give a bark of
laughter or a cry of annoyance as his foot struck against a stone in the middle of the road.
The snow was falling thicker than ever. The old sailor passed his tobacco pouch to the old shepherd, but Sam
had left his pipe at home. The match spurted, and the flame showed the hollowed cheeks of Ben as he drew in the
smoke, before a falling snowflake fell on the burning match—a drifting moth—and quenched it.
It was the darkest night of winter, and such a snow cloud was drifting across the island that they couldn’t see
the lights of the village. But they knew the general direction. Once they both left the road and sallied against a
barbed wire fence, and one of the travellers got a deep scrape on his hand, and a fencing post knocked the burning
pipe out of the other’s mouth. Then they said one or two uncomplimentary things about the farmer who had been
so inconsiderate as to put up his fence in that particular place. Ben found his pipe in the snow drift. Sam shook
beads of blood from his hand. They went on, grumbling and laughing.
“I hear trouble,” said the old shepherd.
“I hear nothing,” said the old skipper, “but then I’m hard of hearing since that last trip I made to China.” What
came to them through the darkness was music—a fragment of a reel played on a fiddle—a scratching and a
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scraping that could only be made by Willie the miller.
“Well,” said Willie as the skipper and the shepherd came up to him where he stood at the buttress of the bridge
over the burn, “I thought I would be playing tonight to an owl and an otter maybe. But here come two old men.
Imagine that.”
On the three old men walked together. And the snow fell thicker about them. The miller put his trembling
fiddle inside his coat. The shepherd drew his scarf across his mouth.
There was a lighthouse miles away across the Pentland Firth, in Scotland. It pulsed regularly. The sky was
clear to the south.
Sometimes one or other of them would say something, but the snow muffled the words. They struggled on,
arm in arm, lifting heavy feet out of the drifted ruts. Ben said, in the ringing voice he had once used on the quarter
deck,
“I think we’re in for a real blizzard. I feel it in my bones.”
It was as if his words put out the lighthouse. They could see its flashings no more. The night was thickening.
They stopped at the crown of the brae to get their breath.
“I’d have been better right enough,” said the miller, “playing this fiddle to the cat at home.” In the slow
wavering downward flake-drift their faces were three blurs.
“I’ll tell you something,” said Ben. “When I was in India a long while ago, I bought a piece of ivory from a
merchant in Bombay. Well, I have a lot of interesting objects from all over the world at home. But this piece of
ivory I always liked best. It has a bunch of grapes carved on it. Tonight I thought to myself, ‘Ben, what’s the use
of a houseful of treasures to an old man like you? You might be dead before the first daffodils in April.’ So I put
the carving in my pocket and came out like an old fool into this blizzard.” The three men stood there in the heart
of the snowstorm.
“Well now,” said Sam the shepherd, 'that's a very strange thing you’ve said, Ben. I’ll tell you why. I had three
golden sovereigns put away in a stone jar on the mantelpiece. It had been there for twenty years. It was to pay for
my funeral, that money. It struck me this afternoon at sunset—‘They’ll have to bury you anyway, Sam,’ I said to
myself. ‘You’re too old now to mind a pauper’s grave. Why don’t you take the money,’ said I to myself, ‘and give
it to the living?”
The three old men laughed, a muffled threefold merriment on the crown of the island. The snow fell thicker
still. Willie the miller said,
“I tell you what—I’ve been working on a new fiddle tune since harvest. I think it’s the best music I ever made.
I call it Milling the Barley. I thought, ‘I’m going to play this reel somewhere where it’ll be truly appreciated.’ But
where could that be?”
“We’d better be getting on then,” said Ben. So they linked arms and put their heads into the slow black drift.
Here and there the snow was up to their knees.
“Watch where you’re going,” said Willie, as if the other two were responsible for their wayward progress.
Then they were all in a deep drift, topsy-turvy, a sprawl and a welter and struggle of old men!
*
They got to their feet, pulling at each other, shaking the snow off their coats, wheezing and grumbling.
“I tell you what,” said Ben, “we’ve lost the road altogether. We’d best go carefully. We might be over the crag
and into the sea before we know.” They could hear, indeed, the surge and break of waves against the cliff, but
whether near or far-off was hard to say, on such a night.
“We’re lost, that’s what it is,” said Sam. Just then the snow cloud was riven, and in a deep purple chasm of sky
a star shone out, and before the cloud closed. in again they saw the farmhouse Skeld with a lamp in the window.
“We're on a true bearing,” said Ben the skipper. “But what that star was I don’t know.”
The snow was falling thicker than ever as they came to the first houses of the village. Now they could hear the
hullabaloo from the inn bar, shouts and mauled bits of song and the clash and clank of pewter, and the innkeeper
calling,
“Less noise! I want no rows or fighting tonight. The policeman’s on his way.”
The three were aware of a lantern near the end of the kirk, and when it was near enough the lantern light
splashed the face of Tommy Angel, the boy who sometimes kept the inn fires going and washed the glasses and
swept the inn floor.
“I was sent to meet you,” said Tommy, “and take you to the place.” They could have found their own way to
the inn, with all that clamour and noise coming from the lighted door.
“Lead on, Tommy,” said Sam the shepherd.
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The boy led them round the inn to the byre behind, where the innkeeper stabled his beasts in winter. The old
men could just see, through the veils of snow, the glim of a candle inside.
5
The island had been empty of people for fifty years. There were a dozen ruins scattered here and there in the
island. The sheep sheltered behind those walls in bad weather. I went every summer to shear the flock, and in the
autumn to sail them across to Hamnavoe, to the mart there. If possible, I crossed over in the motorboat at lambing
time. The weather is often bad at this time of the year, and I have a big farm to run.
If ewes and lambs survive, it is some years the old wisdom of nature that preserves them. More than once, I
have found what has been left—a few rags of fleece, a few bones—by the skuas and the hoodie crows.
It is a melancholy island to be in, even for an afternoon. Men and women lived there once that are still spoken
about in the other islands for some marvellous thing said or done. There was one famous fiddler. There was a
horseman who was sent for from as far away as Shetland and Caithness whenever there were intractable horses.
There was the woman who could foretell the weather a month ahead: the fishermen in the island saw to it that she
was never short of haddocks and skate. (But at the same time they said, “Three hundred years ago Meg would
have been burned for a witch.”)
There had even been a marvellous child in the island, once. In the summer of drought, four or five generations
ago, when no rain fell all over Orkney between seed-time and harvest—“the summer of the short corn”, it was
called—this six-year-old boy went to a stony part of the island and he said,
“They should dig here.” They dug, and water came up sweet and cold.
Those things, and a hundred more, were still remembered about that island, in the fertile islands that lay all
about it. When the last family had left the island, my grandfather had bought it for one hundred pounds, every
stone and clod, every shell and seaweed frond down to the lowest ebb. And there my grandfather and my father
and now myself grazed a few sheep.
One afternoon, ten years ago and more, I sheltered from a shower in the ruins of the smithy. There was the
blackened forge, still. The anvil had been too valuable to leave behind. A few horseshoes hung here and there
against the walls. There was a scattering of nails on the bench. I was struck by the shine and sharpness of the nails
—they could still have been used for roof-timbers or to build a boat. I thought,
“Here the island men came together on winter nights to tell their stories.”
The stories of that island have passed into the great silence. Something delicate and unique and rich—the spirit
of the island—died when Willie the blacksmith closed his door for the last time.
Brightness seeped through the webbed window of the smithy. I could see gray cinders in the forge. The shower
was past. I went down in sunshine to my boat on the shore.
*
There is a retired sailor who rents a small bothy from me down at the shore. He spends most of the time—
when he isn’t in the village inn drinking—scanning the horizon through his brass telescope. I don’t have much to
do with old Ben: he is one of those ancient mariners who tell, over and over, his experiences at sea since he first
joined a trawler at Hamnavoe at the age of fifteen. There are about twenty stories in his repertoire. A man gets
weary of listening to them over and over again—at least I do. Ben is made welcome at most houses, but he visits
most often the farms and crofts where they brew their own ale. So I rarely see him, except when I go down to the
bothy to collect the rent.
The winter last year was cold and stormy.
The first television sets had come to the island. They were the latest of the never-ending miracles of science,
those half-dozen television sets lately installed in the bigger farms. They held children from their play and old
men from their memories in the chimney corner. The poorer folk who couldn’t afford to buy television sets would
almost beg to spend their evenings in those fortunate houses where the gray images flickered and came and went.
I’m glad to say that the enchantment didn’t last. The islanders came to the conclusion that there was probably
more fun playing draughts on the kitchen table by lamplight. The fiddle was taken down from the wall again.
Cherished books were brought from the wide windowsill and opened with reverence and delight. But while it
lasted, even Ben the sailor was under the spell of the television set, going from this house to that.
My wife and three children, I know, would have welcomed a set in our house. I answered their unspoken pleas
with a hard look, and silence.
*
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The gales began in late October and seemed to follow each other, with only brief interludes, going in a great
wheel through the twelve quarters during November and well into the first half of December. The sun is a dying
ember at that time of year in the north. People come out of the bitter winds and gather round those small
providences of the sun, the peat-fires on the hearth, the mild radiance of the lamps. (But here again, I’m sorry to
say, in most island houses nowadays they get electric light and warmth from the wind generators at the gable-end
of the barn.)
There came a knock at the door late one morning. There was a lull that day in the winter-long storm. The sky
was a pale blue, but there were battlements of blue-black cloud on the horizon westwards, and that meant snow.
The low sun flashed off a quiet sea.
When Ben came in, there were a few snowflakes in his hand. He was carrying his brass telescope. My wife
hastened to make tea for the visitor.
“No,” said Ben, “I can’t stay. I just came to say, one of your sheep in the island has gone over the cliff. She
seems all right but there’s no way for her to get back.”
Normally, on a winter afternoon, with darkness due and snow clouds threatening, I would have left the ewe to
nature. Let her find her own way to the top. If not—it had happened before, it would happen again. Nature is
cruel.
In the end I followed the old sailor down to the shore. I pushed out the boat, started the motor, and went in a
wide arc along the tide-rip to the edge of the small cove in the deserted island. I went at once to the part of the
cliff where the ewe had gone over. There was no sign of it on any of the crag-ledges. It had likely lost its footing
and fallen into the sea.
The cold sun stood just over the southeast horizon. The snow cloud had come up quickly from the west, and
before I knew it I was enveloped in a blizzard. The crystal of the day was broken—a wind began to sough among
the barren whin bushes. I was happy about the wind at least. It meant that the snow clouds would be kept on the
move. I would not be exiled on the island by a day-long blizzard. I could get home by the light of sunset, or even,
if I had to wait that long, by the stars.
Meantime the snow was falling thicker. I would have to shelter, like the flock, behind some wall. A ruin
loomed through the murk, the church. I assure you, no one has visited the island except myself all this past year. It
is a small hump in the sea, that island. Every movement on it is visible from my house across the Sound.
A fire had been lit some time that day against the east wall of the kirk. I could smell the incense of stillsmouldering peat. There it was, a fire-black stone with warm ash on it.
There had been a meal too, of a kind. Alongside the fire were the bones of two fish—haddock—and five crusts
from a torn loaf. On the other side of the fire-stone three coins had been left—a shilling, a sixpence, and a penny.
They were honest guests, whoever they were. This payment, I thought, must be for the use of the sanctuary. By
right the coins were mine, but I thought it better to leave them there, under the last light and the snow.
As I stood in the kirk porch, the big snow cloud had moved off eastward, and the first star was out over the
Atlantic. The air was quiet again. But another blue-black battlement was building up on the western horizon.
There would be more snow before midnight. It was cold. I walked quickly down to the boat at the shore.
Ben Smith had stuck a candle in a bottle in his window. It looked more festive, that flame, than the tinselcoloured Christmas lights in this farm window and that. No doubt the sailor had spied all my movements that day
on the island of sheep. He came down to meet me. Did I expect to hear a story of some strangers on my island,
winter trespassers, and where had they come from, and how had they gotten on to the island, and what did they
want there at this time of year? Surely he had seen something through that lucid prism. All Ben said was,
“A good Yule to you, mister.”
I went on past him without a word, up to my farm that had no tree in the window.
6
There were twelve shops along the street of the small town: the butcher, the baker, the shoemaker, the
confectioner, the grocer, the tobacconist, the draper, the fish-shop, and Mr. Rousay the general merchant. (A few
others were kept by old wives who sold sweeties and odds and ends.) The general merchant’s was the really big
shop—an emporium—and Mr. Rousay sold everything—drapery, fish and flesh, needles and anchors, sweet-stuffs
and groceries, knitted goods, magazines and books, ironmongery: everything.
In this small town by the sea, Christmas—or Yule as most folk called it—had not for a very long time been
kept as a holiday. Instead, they had a wild whirl of whisky, fiddles and dancing for three days round about New
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Year, a week later.
It may have been the influence of a new stratum of society in the islands, the professional class (teachers,
doctors, lawyers, shipping agents, excisemen) that put Yuletide in a new favourable light. At any rate, the provost,
magistrates and councillors at their monthly meeting in November decided that 25 December would be a holiday,
and all places of business would be closed.
Not everybody was pleased. Some of the shopkeepers said it would be bad for business—they had little
enough profit as it was. The man most outspoken against this Yule holiday was Timothy Rousay, the general
merchant, an elder and councillor and justice of the peace. He was reputed to be the very richest man in the town,
with upwards of a thousand pounds in the bank. He it was, of all the councillors, who had moved in council
against this new-fangled idle day in midwinter. And a few kirk elders muttered that popish practices were
beginning to impinge. And some townsfolk said it was the English newspapers in the public library that were
filling the folks’ minds with all kinds of new-fangled nonsense.
But in general it was agreed that they would observe the Yule holiday—for this one year anyway, to see how it
went. (In the days of their grandfathers it had been a wonderful week-long festival.)
It must be said that this particular year had been a very bad winter in Orkney, almost the worst that anyone
could remember. There was deep poverty in the crofts and along the fishing piers. An appeal had been sent to
Edinburgh for relief supplies to be sent north; but so far no answer had come, no deep-cargoed ship had been
sighted off Hoy.
It was said that, that winter, the tinkers were better off than the smaller crofters. Being closer in touch with the
sources of existence, it seemed those vagrants could wring nourishment out of stones and roots.
As for the children—when Mr. Tellford the schoolmaster told them on 24 December that next day would be a
holiday from school, there was in the playground an outburst of joy. A few first flakes of snow were beginning to
drift down out of the early darkness. The scholars danced and cheered as if the snowflakes were a bounty of
shillings and crowns. Their boots rang on the frosty cobbles. Later the bellman walked through the street
announcing at every station along the way:
“Tomorrow will be observed as a holiday in the burgh, and all shops and offices will be closed, by order of the
council …”
Some children followed the joyous clang of the bell and the sonorous proclamation of Peter Spence the
bellman all along the street. When the bellman folded his bell at the far end of the village (the last bronze echo
dying away) and went into the alehouse to soothe his throat after all that outcry, there was nothing left for the kids
to do but press their cold faces against the shop windows, with treasures inside of apples, chocolate, boiled
sweets, cinnamon biscuits, cheese, sausages, black liquorice sticks …
The snow fell thicker about them. The sky was dark and there was not a star to be seen. In one shop window a
single candle glowed and dribbled in an old wine bottle. There was nothing on display, nothing at all, not so much
as a fishbone or a mouldy crust. The window was empty.
But the children saw the old general merchant, Timothy Rousay, sitting at his desk inside, going through his
ledger, page after page of bad debts, with a blunt pencil; sometimes scowling, sometimes smirking; often pausing
to make a mark on the glimmering page.
“This beats all,” said Moll Spence at the close-end to Jemima Stevenson. “All the shops are closed, all the
offices, the six pubs and the school and the post office and the bank too. But the old skinflint is open for business
as usual.”
The winged word went from end to end of the village. It was Christmas morning, and the village though deep
in snow, was tranced and dazzled with light, for the morning sun came flashing from the still blue harbour water
and the unsullied celestial blueness. The housewives stood round the well with their pails, pitchers, buckets, and
shook their heads.
“A miser—what greed! …”
“It’ll do him no good, the old sinner …”
“There’s no pockets in shrouds …”
“Not a soul to leave it to, all his guineas and sovereigns …”
“Oh yes he’s tempting Providence, the greedy wretch …”
“He’d scratch hell for a ha’penny, that man.”
So the chorus of women stood in a circle and with one voice they passed judgement on the richest man in
Hamnavoe, Timothy Rousay.
*
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A boy ran past along the street, and the scoop of his jersey that he held out with both hands was weighted to
overflowing with oranges, apples and bananas. A girl ran past with a straw basket on her arm; and the Hamnavoe
housewives knew pots of syrup and jams, and packets of sugar and tea, when they saw them.
They had not time to wonder where the parents of those bairns—fishing folk—had the money to buy such
delicacies, in this the poorest winter in folks’ minding, when the widow’s boy Pat Fara came stumbling through
the snow carrying in front of him on a big plate a pig’s head, with an orange in its gob.
And after Pat Fara came Johnny Cauldhame staggering under a sack of coal, and there was a Jamaica rum flask
sticking out of his jacket pocket. (It was known that Johnny Cauldhame’s father was bad with bronchitis, and had
not been able to cut and cart peats in the summer.)
Then, a few seconds later, a boy came as if he was wearing armour, he clanged so much. Bert Kerston,
challenged by the women on his homeward trudge through the snow, opened his sack and showed them a hoard of
tins and cans: salmon, corned beef, rice and pears and peaches and pineapples, beans and beetroot—all this
foreign stuff that, it was said, would last forever, locked in metal. Bert Kerston took a tin-opener from his pocket
and went on, laughing, to his hungry house at the end of the pier.
The women, in a wondering silence, wound their dripping buckets up from the well in the middle of the town.
(And it was not often that these chatterers and keeners and legend-bearers were ever reduced to silence: the last
time had been when Queen Victoria’s son Alfred, Duke of Edinburgh, had walked through the street to the Town
Hall—a royal prince in their midst! That had hushed their mouths like flowers for an hour till Prince Alfred in his
admiral’s uniform had gone aboard his launch below the Town Hall.)
The tinkers had been in their tents since early December, in the quarry at the far end of the town, and they had
no money and only miscellaneous rags to keep out the bitter weather. No one wanted to buy their tin pots and
spoons this winter. While the women of Hamnavoe wound up their pails of water, one after another, in a trance of
silence—and each face momentarily transfigured when the sun came flashing off the trembling water surfaces—
by came the tinker twins Toby and Tess, and they were laden like far-travelled merchants with coats, scarves,
stockings, gloves, shawls and bonnets; and on past the well they went with their burdens of warmth as though
they were bound on an expedition to Spitzbergen.
Along came Peter Spence the bellman, glum and mutinous because all the six pubs were closed.
“A disgrace,” he said. “I’ll write to the Member of Parliament … And all this snow. And not a drop of whisky
to be had! The frost could grip a man’s heart—I’ve heard of such a thing.”
“And why,” said Moll Spence to him sweetly, “why, Peter man, don’t you go along to Tim Rousay’s shop?
He’s giving away things for nothing this morning. You’d get a bottle of Old Orkney malt, for sure.”
“Haven’t I tried?” said the bellman. “I pleaded with him. I offered him three shillings for a bottle, instead of
the usual half-a-crown. And do you know what he said, the skinflint?
“‘Peter,’ says he, ‘only the bairns are getting served today.’”
And Peter passed on, to try his luck at the back door of Maggie Marwick’s, who kept The White Horse at the
end of the village.
After that, Christmas was always observed in Hamnavoe, though the pristine purity was increasingly dulled by
such things as greetings cards, decorations, paper bells, plum puddings and mince pies.
*
Next Christmas Timothy Rousay, councillor, kirk elder, justice of the peace—was lying in the kirkyard, and as
yet no one has thought to put up a gravestone to him. When the lawyer and the banker went through his ledger,
after the funeral, they discovered that he was not a rich man at all. He had warmed his thin blue hands at that one
fire, and the children of Hamnavoe had danced round about it; and then he had said “Goodnight” to the world and
closed his door for the last time.
7
“I like this time of year,” said Gerston of the village inn, “icicles, storms, and all.”
Thomasina puts whisky in a pot on the stove till it begins to chuckle. Then she pours it in a jug and mixes in
sugar, just when the fishermen come up from the shore with snowflakes in their beards.
*
Thomasina Gerston shovelled the last of the snow away from the inn yard. There in a corner of the cabbage
patch she spied a cluster of snowdrops.
“Yes,” said Thomasina to Robbie Seatter the farm worker at the Glebe. “If you wait long enough, spring
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always comes … It’s no use asking Gerston for a mug of ale, Robbie, if you have no twopence … Maybe if you
offered to plough Gerston’s small field next month.”
*
“Well, ox,” said Robbie Seatter to the ox in the inn byre, “you’ve had a good winter, ox, with a thatch over
your head and hay and turnips. Now you must do some work. You see this yoke. Take a good look at Gerston’s
old plough. The sun’ll be glad to see us, ox, and the seagulls. I’m to get a bottle of whisky from the skinflint, ox,
when the field’s all ploughed.”
*
“No end of labour,” said Gerston’s ox. “That ploughing nearly killed me. I thought I was due a rest,” said the
ox to Jenny the inn-lass. “Nothing doing, I had to drag harrows two days, after all that.”
“Tomorrow’s Easter,” said the ox to Jenny who made butter and cheese for the inn.
“What’s Ben the ox grumbling about?” said Jenny as on she went to the two cows whose breath smelt of new
grass.
*
May morning, and the hill Kringfea sparkling. There on the summit Jenny of the inn and half a dozen other
lasses wash their face in the May dew. Old Margaret-Ann goes inn-ward with an empty pewter flask hidden under
her shawl.
“Once I was bonnier than any of them,” said Margaret-Ann. “Sorrow and sea-loss and farm labour will make
scarecrows of them, let them wait … Put a gill of rum in this flask,” said the old woman to Gerston. “I have a bad
cough on me. Time enough to die in the winter.”
The island lasses went past the inn door. Their faces shone like daffodils.
*
One by one, the daffodils began to shrivel in the stone jam jar in Margaret-Ann’s window.
It was midsummer, Johnsmas, in the island. Margaret-Ann sat outside her door in the sun, turning her wheel,
and drew out a fine gray line of wool from the fleece of Maimie the sheep. A stranger in a black coat came up
from the inn. He said to the old woman,
“I’ve come to have a look at you. I’ll see you again in winter, to settle accounts with you.”
Margaret-Ann’s wheel stopped turning. The tall man in the black coat went down to the ferry-boat and sailed
away.
“No,” said Gerston the innkeeper, “there was no man in a black coat in this inn today.” And
“No,” said Thorfinn the ferryman, “I ferried no man in a black coat across the Sound today.”
The lark over Kringfea sang the sun down into the ocean, late, late.
*
The fine tourists came in the ferry-boat day after day, with binoculars, seeking the hen harrier and golden eagle
and seals. They drank ale and ate cheese and oatcakes in the inn, and returned on the ferry in the long lingering
light. Finer tourists came with guns to shoot grouse and with rods to catch loch trout. They stayed at the inn.
Gerston was all unction and servility to the gentlemen. And they slept in the three bedrooms, that Jenny had
sweetened with tall lupins, and with marigolds from the marsh, and with meadowsweet. The grouse hung from an
inn rafter, the twelve trout lay in a great blue dish on the inn dresser. The corn grew tall and green in the island
fields.
*
Robbie Seatter, weary with the gold dust and silver sweat of harvest, laid his blunt scythe against the barn wall
of Glebe farm. The island was covered with stooks like an army besieging the Fortress of Hunger. This harvester
was too weary even to drink at the inn. The shadow of Gerston stood at the barn door.
“I want my small field cut before sunset,” said Gerston. “You owe two pounds five shillings and twopence for
beer,” said Gerston. “I’ll forget about that.”
So Robbie Seatter honed his scythe and went down and cut Gerston’s oat-field, and he bound the last sheaf
before midnight. Then the harvester washed the corn dust from his throat with a quart mug of ale.
*
The horseman sat secretly by the light of a lantern in the biggest barn in the island, and went through their
ceremony.
They praised the horse, noblest of animals.
They praised the work of the blacksmith who forges steel shoes for the horse.
They praised the saddler for the well-made horse collar, and saddle and bridle and bit.
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They praised the wind, brother of the swift horse.
They praised the waves of the sea, the salt spumy sisters of the horse.
They praised the ploughman, first friend of the horse.
They praised the sower, next friend of the horse.
They praised the merry scarecrow.
They praised the scythemen and the women who bind sheaves.
They praised the gatherers into barns, the flailers, the winnowers, the mill and the miller, the kneader of the
dough and the hearth-baker and the steeper of malt for ale.
They praised all the servants of the horse.
Then (alas) they discovered that, though they had the loaf of bread on the trestle, they had forgotten the crown
of the ceremony: the bottle of whisky. Then Robbie Seatter was sent down to the inn with a half-crown, at
midnight, to buy a bottle of Old Orkney malt.
*
There lay old Margaret-Ann in her coffin early in November, the month of the dead. The croft women stirred
about the house to see that all things were done in order. And the very oldest woman in the island, who never
slept, said she had seen the night before a man in a long black coat carrying a lantern, and the man had knocked
on Margaret-Ann’s door. And Margaret-Ann had opened the door to him.
The women went on preparing the funeral feast, cheese and oatcakes and ale. Sam the undertaker came and he
nailed the lid on the coffin. A few of the women wept. The very oldest woman said quietly,
“It won’t be that long till the long dark man with the lantern comes knocking on my door.”
Then the six neighbour men came in to carry the coffin to the kirkyard where the minister was waiting with his
book, and the gravedigger with his spade. Then Jenny came from the inn with a bottle of whisky for the mourners
to drink afterwards: a gift from Mr. Gerston.
“Wonders will never cease,” said the woman from the neighbouring croft. The very oldest woman said to
Jenny from the inn,
“The grass withereth, the flower fadeth.”
Night fell. They lit a lamp. The women heard a shuffling of feet on the brig stones outside the door: the men
back from the kirkyard.
*
Very important people came with the first snow: the sheriff officer and his clerk and three officials. Five
crofters were so behind with their rent that the laird had decided to evict them. Out the defaulters must go, bag
and baggage, snow or no snow. It had been a poor harvest, after all.
The sheriff officer and his men stayed at the inn. The snow fell thicker. It was such a night that only a halfdozen crofters and fishermen stood at the bar. Thomasina Gerston poured hot water into their rum, and spooned in
sugar. The wind began to howl outside, and the snow thickened and came horizontally and drifted the ditches and
the island hollows under.
The important officials finished their supper at the inn fire and went upstairs to bed.
Then there was a knock at the door.
Ben the ox in the byre stopped munching hay and listened. Presently the byre door opened and Gerston stood
there with a lantern.
“You can bide here,” he was saying. “Move over, Ben.”
219.76 Excerpt from Murder In Focus\fn{by Dorothy Dunnett (1923-2001)} Dunfermline, Fife, Scotland, United
Kingdom (F) 10
1
I have nothing, even yet, against bifocal glasses. I know some very nice pouffs and a couple of stockbrokers
and a man who keeps a horn mustache comb in his jumpsuit. I’m a girl who doesn’t shock easily.
Or so I thought until I first met Johnson Johnson, which was outside the Rome zoo in November.
He was there because he was waiting for me, although I didn’t know it. I was there on a day’s leave from the
Frazer Observatory. If I’d stayed on leave, none of it might have happened.
You have heard, of course, of Maurice Frazer, the most famous actor-manager of his day, and also the prettiest.
When Maurice retired to Italy and bought a villa in the Tiber Hills with two observatories in the garden, his chums
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put it down to senility.
An error. Having chosen, so to speak, his new theater, Maurice proceeded both to act and to manage it. The
largest observatory, which was made of seven kinds of marble and situated above the rose bower by the
swimming pool, was cleaned, refitted, and the telescope checked. The smaller observatory, a pillared Folly hung
with wisteria, was emptied of its inadequate resources and left, a shrine awaiting its Mufti. Then Maurice wrote
straight off to the Zodiac Trust for astronomers.
He got two, and I had to be one of them. I acquired the observatory with the telescope, and shared digs with
my running mate, a photographer called James K. Middleton. The Folly went to an American, Innes Wye, for an
electronic experiment in which the Trust took a passionate interest.
We had a project as well, Jacko Middleton and I: to photograph a series of stars through a fifty-inch telescope
and send the negatives back to the Zodiac. The Zodiac Trust is the Santa Claus of worldwide astronomy. A private
foundation richly funded by fish paste, it makes grants to struggling centers. It also processes and disperses
information, computerizes statistics, discovers sponsors for expensive projects, and even helps choose the staff to
direct them.
I knew the Zodiac people. I trained with some of them. I was an orthodox astronomer for years, until the
existence of Charles made it cleverer to move into the more free-wheeling fringes of the profession.
Jacko was a scientific photographer who could take pictures through an astronomical telescope. Charles
Digham was a self-employed photographer who could and did take pictures of practically anything, provided it
was visibly groovy. Outside that, he pursued a life of simple hedonism, composing and collecting doggerel
obituary notices and working hard, he reported, on other guys’ test-beds. Charles and I, in spite of this, had what
our friends call a stable relationship. That is, we had lived together for years, and it suited us.
I believe I wondered what my landlady would say when she heard my boy friend was coming to join me in
Italy. In the event, I need hardly have worried. She opened another bottle of vino and pushed the spare bed from
Jacko’s room back into mine, which fouled up Jacko’s personal relationships but pleased Charles immensely.
That was in October, when Maurice Frazier had had us for three of the four months we’d booked for. By then I
knew that whatever Maurice might take exception to, it wasn’t an irregular life style. I was glad. I liked running
the Frazer Observatory.
The Frazeer was built like a wedding cake, and was referred to as the Dome, because of the cupola over the
telescope. The ground floor had a lush rest room, a kitchen, and offices. The middle floor, reached by a white
marble staircase, held the darkroom and workshops and storeroom. Between the middle floor and the telescope
was a steep spiral staircase in iron.
Every observatory is round and has spiral staircases. That is why astronomers go everywhere in single file with
their elbows tucked in, which is quite comfortable, except in bed sometimes.
Jacko and I took turn about with night duty, or sometimes split up the night work between us. Our digs were
ten minutes away in Velterera, but you could bunk down in the rest room if you wanted. Singly. In the Dome,
science was science.
You could say the same of our U.S. friend in the Folly. Innes Wye, from Wyoming and Wakefield, ran Mouse
Hall, the smaller pillared frivolity housing the object we called Innes’s Incubator. No one knew what it was except
Innes and the Zodiac Trust. Rumor had it that he was testing a new way of infusing tea by passing an infrared ray
through a Chianti bottle, which was a sick joke (Jacko’s) because Innes didn’t drink and we couldn’t Innes and
Jacko didn’t like one another.
Usually I got along with them both, except when Jacko arrived at the Dome as he did this November morning,
and strolled straight into the rest room where I was sleeping. I flung an ashtray at him, which made its usual nick
in the door as he banged it shut, snickering. He called through it,
“Had a thick evening then, angel?”
I’d had a long, boring night as he very well knew, up in the breezy dark of the Dome, with my eye on the
telescope cross wires. When I trailed through to the kitchen ten minutes later he had the kettle on and the Instant
on the table and was raking among the developing liquid in the fridge for last week’s Supermercato wrapped
bacon. Innes, who doesn’t like Italian food, keeps the Dome kitchen stocked up with tinned corn and peanut butter
and Sanka and eats there instead of at his digs, which are in a different part of Velterra from Jacko’s and mine.
This is all right, but leads to a certain amount of friction when improvident people like Jacko and Charles and
myself become puckish on duty at nighttime, or can’t be bothered going back to our digs for breakfast. Or have
two breakfasts, like Jacko. He said, still raking,
“Hell of a bright was your beloved, at breakfast. He’s got a new obituary notice for you.” I said,
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“I hear Innes coming. What breakfast?”
“My first one,” said Jacko. “This is my second one. I’d have a third one if that American bastard would eat like
a Christian. Why let Charles lay you, and not your old physicist buddies?”
“Because he writes good obituary notices,” I said.
I was meeting Charles at three on the steps of the Villa Borghese, where he had a photo assignment with four
models and half the Italian fashion collection. Jacko was on duty tonight. I poured out the coffees and found the
olive oil for Jacko’s bacon, and sat down again with an apple and the Messaggero open at all the film
advertisements, while Jacko stood with his frying pan over my shoulder reading aloud all the entries on the
opposite page under MASSAGES ESTHETICS.
They ranged from AAAA Very young attractive masseuse, independent house, every afternoon, to AAAAAA
Ambient elegants, brave brave manicure and explain why Rome’s principal newspaper is nicknamed Il
Massaggero and never gets into the red. We were just working out the price of forty-two capital A’s at L.210 a
word when Innes’s voice said,
“That’s my bloody bacon!”
Innes Wye is a very clever man, but he is small, and his voice is rather high, and he is apt to talk about the role
of soft galactic x-rays in the alignment of dust, for example, in the coffee break
“And I’ll tell you something else!” said Innes to Jacko. “You’ve got your bloody playmates all over my
darkroom again!”
He had, too. The developing tanks were all full of busts and bottoms and blowups of Jacko’s latest models.
What was more, Jacko knew that Innes would see the pictures and Jacko knew that Innes would be offended, so I
said,
“Yes, I was going to say to you, Jacko, I wasn’t to do my plates before lunch.”
“I’ll get them out,” said Jacko casually. “Bacon, Innes? Shirred Eggs with Thick-Cut Salami and Straw Taters?
Old Plantation Blueberry Pancake with Wild Berry Syrup? Spaghetti?”
“Shut up,” I said. I fished in my basket and tossed out yesterday’s shopping: some eggs, a tin of caffe solubile
and two gold packets of salami, L.250.
“I don’t see why Innes should feed us. Shove it in the fridge somewhere.”
“He has enough to do, feeding Poppy,” said Jacko. “How’s Poppy, Innes?” And as Innes still stood there,
glaring at him, Jacko added in exasperation,
“Give us a break, mate. We’re all big, grown-up scientists and we can drink and smoke and go to X-films and
everything. My God, I wonder you don’t put a G-string on Poppy.”
Poppy (or Poppaea, according to Innes) is a white mouse who lives in Mouse Hall by the Incubator. She is
trained and looked after by Innes, who feeds her sunflower seeds and cleans out her cage on a Saturday. Innes
said,
“It is nothing to any of us, I imagine, how you spend your spare time. But you have heard Ruth say she wishes
to develop her night’s work. I imagine she hardly wishes to do it in the ambience of a low-grade Soho nightclub.”
And bending, he brought out two chaste eggs and cracked them.
I finished my coffee and got the hell out of it. I had my log to write up and my lists to tick off and my plates to
develop, once I had stacked Jacko’s porn where it would attract less attention. I had time to be pleased that Jacko
was on duty that night. Two more weeks and we should all have left Italy and scattered for Christmas. Winter
skies are no good for photography and electric storms interfere with the power lines, so that I was reduced
sometimes already to opening the cupola of the Dome with my muscles, not to mention manhandling the whole
bloody weight of the 50-Inch. When Charles dropped in, he was able to help me.
We shared my digs, as I have said, because I was tied to Velterra. The rest of the time he spent in Rome, in a
rather lush flat with a bar fitted into a sedan chair. I shall never, I suppose, get to the end of all Charles’s friends
but I knew Sassy Packer, the idiot he was sharing it with, and most of the set who wandered in and out half the
day and all, but all, of the night. I never did discover whose flat it was in the first place.
We gave a party or two there, but it was easier to live near the observatory. Gradually, Charles’ gear landed up
in my wardrobe and he only went to the flat when he was working. Today he was working, and the car had broken
down anyway, so I changed, and repainted, and yelled “See you at the party” to Innes, and then caught the Rome
train at Parassio. I wonder—I often wonder—if the car hadn’t been out of use, what would have happened.
Rome in November isn’t beloved of tourists. The visitors are mostly businessmen, doing the rounds with their
secretaries. The pavement pavilions in the Via Veneto were steamed up with the resident foreign element having a
quick hamburger and cappuccino, but your Roman proper had gone off to lunch. I climbed up the street, feeling
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underprivileged, to the Aurelian Wall at the top, walked through the crumbling arches and over the park to the
villa.
The Villa Borghese (17th C., the property of the City of Rome) shuts at two, and the run-out of picture fakers
and art students and culture vultures usually starts before that: the attendants want to get at their gnocchi. From
the uproar floating down from the vestibule, I gathered that Charles and the four leggy ladies were still doing their
stuff around the Titians. The closed-circuit TV in the entrance hall showed six empty rooms and then Charles’s
back, very kinky in jodhpurs. He was talking to an Afro-wigged model in a transparent two-piece sexytunica who,
I saw to my sorrow, was Diana. I walked forward into the sculpture hall saying, “Help for the photographer,” and
two men with collars and ties on followed me in without buying a ticket.
Before we got to Room I, one of them drew alongside and opened a smiling conversation. By Room VII he
wanted to know where I was going to lunch. Charles was in Room VIII, and when we greeted one another my
opportunists politely retreated. Italian manhood does a lot for one’s ego, especially when confronted with three
scowling Art Deco chicks and Diana Minicucci, whose mother was Bernadette Mayflower of Hollywood, and
whose father is Prince Minicucci, the industrialist. I stood with Charles’s hand in mine and said,
“Hul-lo Diana, We’ve seen you already this morning. You’re absolutely all over poor Jacko’s developing
tanks.”
She groaned in a desultory way, above almost as many unclothed molecules as had been on view in the
darkroom.
“He has the coldest hands,” she said. I do blame your telescope. Or is it his circulation.”
“It doesn’t make me cold,” I suggested. The six pairs of eyelashes considered me.
“Ruth sweetie, you haven’t a chilly pore in you. And if you did, dammit, you’ve got your own heating system.”
She glared at Charles, who blew a solid raspberry at her. The terrible thing about Di Minicucci is that she is
rich and pretty and fearfully likable.
“Wait,” said Charles gravely, for the seasonal lull. That’s it, girls. I’ll be five minutes, darling.” This to me.
I looked around at the lighting man and the dressers and the hairdressers and the couturiers’ men, and the
gaggle of attendants and illegal gaggle of onlookers and finally, at the TV screen out on the landing, which
showed two men in collars and ties, standing somewhere surveying a Rubens.
“Where for lunch?” I said to Charles hopefully. It was a long, long time since my apple.
Di had pulled off her wig and, bare to the waist, was preparing to let drop the rest of her dress. With a hiss of
offended propriety, the group at the door drew closer and then was shepherded reluctantly away.
“I thought,” shouted Charles, over a ripple of pink female fleshpots, “of the Rome Zoological Gardens.”
The zoo it was. A sample of Charles being whimsical. A sample too of his childlike conviction that wherever
he chooses to take himself, something astounding is bound to turn up.
In this he was perfectly justified.
We said goodbye to everyone and left our gear, all but his house-trained Zeiss Icarex and my basket, with the
lighting man and set off to walk through the park, which was leafy and mostly deserted. The sun shone and the
wind blew through my hair and Charles’s as he swung along with his hand on my elbow, murmuring confidingly
exactly as follows:
Full fathom five my father lies
He fell in off a tender
The herrings come up pickled there
On gin from father’s bender.

I groaned, which was what he expected.
With its substance reverently adjusted, that crap was due to go off with eleven others to the obituary files of
Charles’s favorite publisher, for future selection by sorrowing relatives. Some early girl friends, worried by his
morbid inclinations, had tried to switch Charles from Mourning Cards to Anniversaries. But it just wasn’t Charles.
Charles was obituary Verses, and there was no point in trying to change him.
Outside the yellow stucco triumphal arches of the zoo there was a red truck with OCCHIALI GIOCATTOLI,
otherwise Toy Spectacles, on the front of it full of flags and films and cameras and hopping dogs and balloons.
Charles bought me a large red balloon with a cardboard fish dangling inside and I carried it after him through the
barrier and past a llama standing about patiently under a fine date palm roaring with sparrows.
“You don’t wish,” I said to Charles, “to be photographed in Agfacolor con il lama?”
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A nun with a string of five children paused to read the notice on her way out, and someone entering behind us
also stopped at the truck and bought a large blue balloon. It was November and an hour short of closing time: the
Giardino Zoologico di Roma was not going to be seething with patrons. We strolled past the carousel and the
monkeys and Lo Yack and Il Gorilla, who was playing lightly with motorcar tires, and the Moorish palace
occupied by the giraffes.
“I’m hungry,” I said, with some feeling, and seizing my hand Charles took to his heels so that we ran together
up the broad tree-lines slope to the restaurant, which was, being November, quite shut. So we sat under the closed
sun umbrellas on the piazza and ate finger rolls and Panfrutto Motta supplied by the kindhearted barman. A
fountain hissed and the sun shone benignly and a lot of red geraniums bloomed among tubs of laurel and myrtle.
There was a faint scent of corpse-fed Rapaci wafted from the condor enclosure behind us. Charles said fretfully,
“And what about this bloody party?”
“Di is going,” I said.
“You said that for no other reason than to make me say ‘To hell with Di, poor little Di,’” said Charles fluently.
“You’re a sour, sex-starved cow and I am not going to friend Maurice’s party.”
Under the table, his knees had trapped mine and he was uncorking and pouring into the two water glasses
before us the contents of his silver hip flask. The man with the blue balloon came into the piazza, looked vaguely
around him and went and sat next to the condors. The child, if he had a child, was not immediately visible.
I sighed. I refolded my newspaper and said rapidly,
“La Vendetta di Tarzan?”
“No.”
“Il Figlio di Frankenstein?”
“No. No films. No plays. Maurice’s party if you like, but very, very late … Oh, come on, ruth,” said Charles
flatly, and rising, pressed the back of his hand against my cheekbone and then went off to square with the waiter.
A mement later he said,
“Where the hell’s my bloody camera?”
It had been where he had slung it, on the next wrought-iron table with my basket. My basket was still there, but
the Zeiss Icarex had quite vanished.
The sun, losing its grip, slid behind the restaurant roof. The sound of sawing machinery stopped, and the man
who had been painting the railings put the lid on his paint and walked off. A woman came out of the bar and took
down the wall cage of budgerigars; various stoutly built men in faded blue cotton trousers who had been leaning
against walls or sitting on the customers’ benches came erect and began treading about, dimly purposeful. The
park was about to close for the night.
I jumped to my feet. Charles was already weaving around the piazza, saying things in restrained Italian to the
white-coated waiter and the woman with the cage of budgerigars still hanging from one finger. When my balloon
burst we all jumped as in an old Bogart film, including the budgerigars. The cardboard goldfish, dangling exposed
from its stick, had Fall Fair, L.500 neatly marked on its stomach; a price which only a financial moron like
Charles would have paid for it.
It reminded me of something and I looked across at the white-collared condors who stared back, their raw flesh
peeping coyly through the black feather boas on their bosoms. The man who had been sitting there had gone, and
his big blue balloon with him, at that. I said,
“He came near the table.”
“So he did,” said Charles. “Stay here. He’s probably juiced to the eyeballs.”
And vaulting over the myrtle hedge, he bounded off down the path past the condors. I followed him.
The Zoological Gardens of Rome occupy about thirty acres of gently undulating ground. Anything could hide
there with utter impunity. The inmates of the cages are far too much taken up with their indigestion to pay any
attention to interlopers.
But the zoo was closing. We belted down that path without overtaking or seeing the slightest sign of the thief of
Charles’ camera and then we did the other sensible thing: we returned to the entrance and, concealed behind the
broad, fluffy flanks of the llama, scanned the trickle of patrons emerging.
Our quarry came, too, strolling past the flamingos with one hand in his pocket and the other still holding his
stupid blue balloon on its stick. The sunset, glaring red in his face, showed me what I had missed in the piazza.
The thief was one of the two who had entered the Villa Borghese behind me.
I squeaked. It was not, as Charles made out afterward, an animal ululation. But it made the llama twirl on its
neck. The man turned. Charles, revealed, made a headlong dive in his direction, with me following. The man
1492

whirled and, running like hell, disappeared behind the flamingos again. The last visitor strolled through the zoo
gates and the gates were loudly locked.
At this point, naturally, we should have summoned the police and the director. Instead, we raced after the
disappearing patter of footsteps until Charles stopped and I cannoned into him and Charles said,
“He’s hiding.” The sound of footsteps had vanished. Charles said,
“He could be up a tree.” We looked up. The trees, like Di, were in the autumn seminude mode and quite empty.
“Or,” Charles added, “he could go out the same way as the keepers.”
“Except that he hasn’t,” I said. “He’s here, or we should have heard him. What about the Ippopotami?”
The circular marble hall of the overweight brigade was not yet closed. We slid in and looked: an Ippopotamo,
hoping to be fed, came into its show cell and gazed at us. The ten cells in the rotunda all appeared to lead to the
outside enclosure. Charles said, “Hell!” and vaulting in beside the Ippopotamo, which still looked as if it expected
to be fed, he disappeared through the back of its premises. Across the mud bath behind we could see, distant in the
dusk, a man with a balloon, galloping. We bounded soggily after him.
If you ever feel like tearing across a deserted zoological park let me dissuade you, especially at nightfall. No
astronomer works with the light on. In every observatory the grounds are in darkness. But the walls don’t
normally overhang a ten-foot sheer drop to the lion pit. The notice said it was strictly prohibited to drop to
Accostarsi Agli Animali, and my heart bled for the animals as I switched off my torch and blundered into the next
pile of dead leaves and branches. A plane roared overhead and a smell of fish just warned me in time of the sea
pond. I switched on my torch and a blue balloon, hysterically bobbing, ran along the hedge top just beyond it. I
yelled to Charles and charged stoutly onward.
We met on the other side of the hedge and were running together when the footsteps stopped and we had to
creep about listening again. My finger roll sat in my tonsils. Charles said fretfully,
“Why doesn’t he burst the bloody balloon?”
“Because,” I said patiently, “the noise would give away where he is. What did that camera cost you?” It was a
rhetorical question, but he answered it.’
“The same as yours a hundred and twenty quid sterling and no customs receipt,” said Charles, breathing
heavily. “Are you a man’s woman, or a body-clinging knit like Diana?”
“I’m a cripple,” I said angrily. “I’ve been attacked by a shark.”
Charles grabbed the torch and turned it on, regardless. I tripped over a water point. From the tap, a long green
hose snaked wetly away in the mud.
“Ha! Said Charles, and turned the tap on with a flourish. The hose got up and bounded; we ran alongside till
we both reached its nozzle, and had a brief difference of opinion over where we should point it.
Charles won. There was a strangled gasp from Gli Elefanti Marini and the torchlight wavered on a streaming
figure with a blue balloon which rose from behind a wall and lit out across the grass, going as if the pumas were
coming.
He led us full pelt across the whole width of the zoo, with the leopards roaring and the volpi barking and the
gorilla knocking hell out of his ropeful of Michelins. We chased him out past the llama stand, over the entrance
piazza and through the trees to the sloping walls of a disused Egyptian temple. Shadows veiled the crumbling
hieroglyphics and carved rhinoceroses over its entrance. Darkness hid the doorway , and the forty-foot hole of
mud, grass and rubble excavated in front of it.
We didn’t know about the hole. Charles fell in first, and I fell on top of him. The torch broke and went out. The
night contained only the sound of running footsteps, lightly retreating, and the solemn music, many decibels
strong, of the entire strength of the Ark complaining about the living conditions. I sludged off a faceful of mud
and remarked, shouting,
“I have news for you! You are going to buy me a new chamois shirt in the morning!” He got to his feet, to my
private relief, and swore, in a decidedly undamaged way.
“And a new torch,” I added. Very soon the uproar was going to rouse somebody.
“Come on,” he said abruptly. “The wall by the restaurant is the lowest.”
I didn’t argue. I had other plans for the evening, besides explaining to a group of large shirty keepers why we
were running about in the darkness plastered with mud and Accostarsing Agli Ahimali. And since Charles doesn’t
enjoy giving up any more than anyone does, I walked beside him back up the dark slope to the restaurant with my
mouth firmly shut.
It was, I suppose, pure coincidence that the man with the blue balloon thought of the same low wall out of the
Gardens. And that he believed us sufficiently out of commission to risk doing something before he went over it.
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We had just caught the first spicy wind of the condors when Charles stopped me dead with his arm and said,
“See it?”
I saw it. Down the path, flickering dimly, was a small wistful light in the Gents.
“I pass,” I said, whispering.
“Right,” said Charles, and picking himself off the next pile of rubble he felt about and lifted a billet. “If I come
out of this I shall buy you a new shirt and a torch and a wall-to-wall bed, and by that I am defining your future
environment.”
“Well, watch it,” I said, without much ingenuity. What I think about Charles doesn’t fit into words very readily.
And \then he walked away into the darkness.
*
He had gone three paces when the loo windows went white and then red and there was the crash of a violent
explosion. I saw Charles, silhouetted, stop moving. Then, as the echoes rolled crackling away, he began to sprint
fast to the building. There was a moment’s stunned quiet in the Gardens, followed by a howl of protest from the
denizens. I began to run after Charles.
Before I got there he backed out of the toilet. He had switched on the lamp by its doorway. In the light his face
was green with shock. He said, “don’t go in. I’m going to be sick,” and was. I dragged out two paper
handkerchiefs and gave them to him. My hand, I found, was shaking. There was a sack of dead leaves onto which
Charles, recovering, had subsided. He said, around the handkerchief,
“He had blown his head off.” I said,
“Shot himself?”
It was unbelievable because it was so unlikely. He had stolen a camera. He had escaped from the owners. He
didn’t know Charles was on his way there. I added, “He might have shot you,” and then,
“Is your camera there?”
“I didn’t look,” said Charles. He looked a little better.
“Then we’d better get it,” I said, and walked in fast before I could change my mind or Charles could stop me.
It was all true. The camera was there, blotched with blood, and I had no more paper hankies. Charles snatched
it from me and swore all the time I, too, was being sick. Presently I was able to collect my senses.
“Charles. He didn’t knock himself off. There wasn’t a gun in the cubicle.”
“To hell with it,” he said with abrupt violence.
Somewhere in the distance whistles were blowing and you could hear men’s voices here and there above the
bickering animals. He pulled me up and helped me run up the pathway.
“It might have been a grenade,” he said as he ran.
“No,” I said. I drew some punctuated breaths and added,
“The film has been pulled from the camera.” I could see his face as he looked around at me, startled.
“Right out? Exposed?”
“No. Gone,” I said. “There was no film in the camera and none in his pockets. I patted them. And the camera
had been loaded. I noticed. Half the reel had been shot off already.”
We ran in silence up to the restaurant plateau. The streetlights over the wall showed my basket, standing dim
on the table. I said,
“Charles. He was stealing the fashion shots?”
“My God. I suppose so,” said Charles. He paused, a little distractedly, by the white marble fountain which
decorated the wall we were scaling and added,
“In which case he’s got them.”
“Or someone else’s has,” I said. “Charles, there were two of them in the Villa Borghese. Do you think they met
in the gents, and our man passed the roll of film on to his mate?”
“And then blew himself up,” Charles remarked. He pulled himself together.
We will not build a cross for you
With angels all a-simper
Because, my friend, you left us with
A bang and not a whimper.

His foot, slipping off a defaced marble elbow, landed in a pool of pale slimy lily leaves. He sore and began
climbing again.
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“Or was killed by his mate for the film.” I had got to the top of the wall and was in no mood for obituaries. I
said,
“Charles? Shouldn’t we go back and tell all to the police?”
He was too busy at that moment to answer, so I jumped first into the darkness of the Via Ulisse Aldorerandi. I
didn’t fall. I was caught by two waiting hands, none of which patted my head and then gripped me. The same
grasp received Charles and arrested him likewise. Limp as shot game birds, we hung side by side on the
pavement.
“I shouldn’t tell them, you know,” said our unknown captor, vaguely surveying us. “The Roman fuzz are so
old-fashioned, like Directoire knickers. I have a car, if you want to push off discreetly.”
It was too much. I could hear Charles begin to gasp with incipient hysteria and I had trouble, myself, with my
uvula. I said,
“Who are you? We don’t know you, do we?”
“My name,” the man said, “is Johnson Johnson. A man of regular habits, with the fastest vertical liftoff in
Italy.”
2
We took this man Johnson Johnson to Maurice’s party, and if that seems unlikely, you haven’t considered the
problem. We got into this beaten-up Fiat 500, and the man said, “Where to?” and Charles said, “The railway
station would be marvelous,” with what I can only call prodigious presence of mind.
“Nonsense,” said Johnson Johnson.
He was English, that went without saying, and I have seldom seen a man less remarkable. You would
remember nothing, not even his coloring, if it weren’t for his bifocal glasses, glittering under the peak of a golfing
cap. He had on a Harris Tweed jacket, and under it a hand-knit jersey, the cuffs of which nearly covered his
knuckles.
“Nonsense,” he said. “Where to? I’ll drive you all the way.”
“Brindisi,” said Charles, and I would have kicked him had we been sitting together. I said, “We stay north of
Rome, at Velterra. I work at the Maurice Fraxzer Observatory.”
“Do you?” said Johnson Johnson with interest. He had not yet started the car. Over the wall, we could hear
shouting and see the light of torch beams glancing through the tree branches.
“I thought it was owned by a film company.”
“It’s been refitted and modernized,” I said. “The Zodiac Trust are encouraging Maurice to use it for projects.”
With lemur-like innocence, the glasses surveyed me.
“So you’re an astronomer. And is your friend an astronomer also, or are you merely cohabiting?”
At this point, Charles opened the car door. The light, coming on, illuminated in full Technicolor the
bloodstained camera lying on the car seat and also brought us, full strength, the volume of shouting from over the
wall. He shut the car door very gently.
“Charles,” I said with some effort, “is a photographer. We were chasing after the man in the loo, who had
stolen his camera. We think he wanted to pirate his advance fashion photographs. It would be lovely, really, to be
taken to the station; it was so nice of you to rescue us. A police thing would be very boring.”
“I do agree,” said Johnson Johnson. “Especially if Charles is the Marquis’s son. Charles Digham?”
“Digham,” affirmed Charles sweetly. My heart sank.
“And this,” he added, “is my friend, Miss Ruth Russell. You haven’t said, sir, what brought you to the zoo?”
The glasses stared at him.
“I thought I had,” said Johnson mildly.
“I mean …” said Charles.
“What am I doing here? Oh,” said Johnson. “I’m painting the Pope. I shan’t blackmail you if you won’t
blackmail me. Now then. The Maurice Frazer Observatory. Do help yourself to a tissue,” he added, “if you want
to wipe the blood off that camera.” And he put the fiat into gear and tooled off.
We got to the Dome in forty minutes, having done the Piazza Galeno in one dizzy circuit and roared past all
the tarts on the motorway, doing roughly a hundred and twenty miles an hour. Whatever was under the bonnet of
that Fiat wasn’t cinquecenti, and Charles and I by tacit consent gave Johnson Johnson the address of the Dome
and not the address of the humble lodgings we both shared with Jacko. We had not only been picked up by a nut:
we had been picked up by a well-off and dangerous nut and were likely to be exposed either in print or in prison,
whatever we did about it.
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At the Dome we asked him in for a coffee, which unfortunately he accepted, and I went ahead and yelled up to
Jacko, who was fixing his plateholder on the swing-up shelf which bars the other side of the cupola door and
makes sure that idiots don’t march into the dome with their torches on.
He came down a few minutes later to make sure we had all the blinds closed but actually to see what Charles
had in his hip flask. Astronomers are not allowed to drink abefore they go on duty: you can get enough straight
hallucinations just looking for eight hours through a telescope without resorting to alcohol. Charles, an intuitive
man, poured him a noggin for afters into a yellow Melamine cup and related the event of the evening in four
succinct sentences while liberally lacing our coffee. Jacko went becomingly white and said,
“Christ, The Zodiac Trust’ll have kittens.” The top brass of the Trust, in the person of one Professor Hathaway,
does not expect its projects to get mixed up in murders or suicides.
“It won’t,” I said. “It’ll have baby lawyers with letters of dismissal all ready for signing by Mr. Frazer.” I
stared at Jacko with what I hoped was a message of despair in my eyes.
“Maybe,” I added, “since Mr. Johnson got us away, the police will never get to hear how it happened. Mr.
Johnson,” I added with emphasis, “is here to paint the Pope.”
“I know,” said Jacko. His color was coming back. He twisted the nearest messianic lock of his hair. “Would the
Pope help?”
I sometimes think the only reason Di goes to bed with Jacko is that he asks such damned silly questions. I was
about to answer this one when Charles, heretofore much subdued, said suddenly,
“How do you know?”
“We met last week at Castle Gandolfo,” said Jacko. “My God, where did you get that damned cup from?”
Castle Gandolfo is the Pope’s Summer Palace. It also houses the Vatican Observatory in an elegant house by
the lakeside. If Johnson was there, at the very least it was with the Pontiff’s permission. I said to Johnson Johnson,
“I beg your pardon.”
“Granted,” he said.
“Where the hell did that come from!” said Jacko.
He was talking about Charles’s cup. Charles pointed to a cupboard and Jacko ran and fell on his knees in front
of it. Then he put both hands around the handle like oven mitts and opened the cupboard a fraction. A white
mouse with red eyes sneaked out of it and ran under the stove.
“Poppy!” I said accusingly.
“I was going to put her back,” said Jacko hurriedly. “That bastard Innes tore up all my pictures.”
“I’d have torn them up too if I’d thought of it,” I said with exasperation. Open war between Jacko and Innes
was all that I needed. “Now you’ll have to take them all over again. Think of that.”
“He didn’t hear me because he was lying full length under the stove with a broom. Charles had found some
All-Bran and was emptying it on the tiled floor while Johnson Johnson, with great presence of mind, had shut the
door and stuffed dishtowels under it. A stream of oaths flowed from under the stove, broken by a flurry of activity.
Jacko jabbed with his broomstick, swiveled, rolled over the bran heap and stabbed at the legs of a table. Charles
crouched twitching beside him while Johnson, moving from cupboard to table, began methodically to wall in the
floor space with Supermercato packets of groceries. A doorbell rang somewhere in the Dome and Charles said,
with prescience,
“That’ll be Innes.”
Johnson began methodically to put the packs back again. We all got to our feet.
That was all we had done when Innes shoved open the door, after batting it a few times against the dishcloths,
and looked with surprise at the bran mash on the floor and Jackko propped on his broomstick and heavily profiled
in cereal.
“We were taking an impression for posterity,” said Charles with great simplicity. “What can we do for you?”
Innes looked around at us all. Then he looked straight under the table and shouted.
Johnson Johnson yelled at the same moment. They leaped forward together, colliding heavily into the cereal;
Johnson, his arms outflung, was a yard nearer the table than Innes, who lay blowing into the bran and then rose
uncertainly onto his knees.
“Hell,” said Johnson with feeling. He looked at us. “That was a rat. Did you see it go past you?
The door was wide open.
“Yes,” said Jacko. “It’s all right. It went out the front door.”
“We wondered,” said Charles, who had been spilling the bran. Are you all right, Innes? Have some coffee.”
“And some brandy,” I said.
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“I think,” said Johnson, “I had better be going.” He was holding his wrist.
“You’ve hurt yourself!” Innes said.
“No,” said Johnson reassuringly. He doubled up and then sat down quickly. “Charles and Ruth will look after
me anyway. Unless I’m keeping you all back from something.”
We all said no, and Innes delivered his message, which was a pressing invitation to Jacko from Maurice. Jacko
said sulkily,
“I can’t go to his flaming party. Someone has to stay with the 50-Inch.”
“Look,” I said, “Go and have a couple of hours. You needn’t drink. I’ll look after the plates if you’ll put out the
chart and coordinates.” He was dying to go.
“We tossed for it and I lost,” he said appealingly.
“I know. But if the weather had been thick you would have been able to come. I don’t mind,” I said, and I
meant it. I avoided catching Charles’s eye in order to continue to mean it. Jacko was still arguing in an
unconvinced when Innes left and we all made a dive for Johnson who was doubled up screeching with laughter
and continued to laugh while we got his coat and tie off and finally opened his shirt.
He had a winter-weight woolen vest underneath it, and Poppy. I helped him dress while Jacko lit out for Mouse
Hall to return her. I admired Johnson’s jersey. He was pleased.
“I have an uncle who knits them in Margate.” He added, with a faint wistfulness,
“Is Maurice Frazer giving a party?”
One forgets how famous Maurice is. Long before he bought the villa and the garden and the observatories,
Maurice had wintered in Italy on the proceeds of his work in the theater. Everyone in Roman society came to see
Maurice. And English and French society. And American. And South American, even. And every pretty girl in the
civilized world, whether in society or not. Maurice is seventy or more and Timothy, who looks after him, is his
hostess. They are past scandal, but never past gossip. Maurice’s is the finest center of gossip in Europe.
I said, “Would you like to go?” because it was easy. Anyone with his wits about him can get into Maurice’s.
But to be asked twice to Maurice’s you must be very good company indeed.
You observe, therefore, humble pie, Ruth Russell quite as naïve in her own way as Jacko. I did my stint in the
dome; I went home and dressed up like a bottle of Mille Fiori d’Alpi and I walked fifty yards to the white marble
gates of the villa, where Charles met me in someone’s Alfa Romeo and conveyed me the mile and a half up the
drive. He had been two hours at the party already, and behaved like it.
“And Johnson?” I said, when I got him to stop making tensile tests all over my bodystocking.
“Never mind Johnson,” he said.
“But I do mind Johnson,” I said. “And I want to get to this party. And if you stop the car once again, I shall
leave you. Did Maurice take to Johnson Johnson?” Charles made an expansive gesture, and then corrected the
ensuing diagonal.
“Your friendly neighborhood portrait painter,” he said, “has been given the key to the executive washroom.
Maurice has always wanted to meet Johnson and Johnson has always wanted to meet Maurice. A series of portrait
sittings has been arranged and will begin this very week, London papers please copy.” I stared at Charles, and
made a number of mental apologies to Jacko.
“Aha!” I said.
“The artist will, of course,” said Charles, “be staying at the villa with Maurice.”
“Oho,” I said vaguely.
“You thought,” said Charles accusingly, “that he was going to paint you and me and the Pope in a triptych.”
“No,” I said thoughtfully. “No. But I know who’s going to go for him. Di and Timothy.”
I was dead right at that. Timothy is tall and pink and helpful and Lithuanian, and anything as hand-knit as
Johnson was bound to be whipped in and licensed. Timothy met us among the arum lilies at the top of the twin
marble staircase and kissed us both while he unwrapped Charles from his ankle-length wolfskin.
“Darlings,” he said. “You have brought us a beautiful present. The Master is thrilled with him. Truly.”
“Look at the nice things you give us,” I said. “You do such lovely parties, Timothy.”
“Oh, well,” he said pinkly. “Except that you keep all the little treasures to yourself, don’t you? Hasn’t Charles
any nice friends?”
“Only you and me,” I said, grinning back at him. I said it before. I have never minded pouffs. Charles was
mine and I was his, and even people like Timothy knew it. Then we got to our flood and awaited our summons to
Maurice.
The excuse is Maurice’s age; but Maurice always held audiences, even when he lived in the Penthouse Suite in
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the Dorchester. At the Villa Sansavino he held audience in his writing room. During the day, he would be
enthroned behind his antique sarcophagus desk. During a party, in velvet jacket and slippers, he would be sitting
erect in his antique Sicilian armchair beside the roaring fire, the flames gleaming on his chaise longue, his desk
and his books and a quantity of handsome appointments, generally aged eighteen or under and single. All
Maurice’s interviews were conducted over the heads of a bevy of girls, many of them related to him, and all of
whom knew the time of day to the last double entendre. You needed to watch what you were saying at Maurice’s.
We made our entry together, Charles and I, because Charles had not been summoned alone in my absence:
Timothy is careful about such things. We left the hot, polite uproar of the supper room and, shepherded by
Timothy, stepped through the paned door carved with the princely arms of the family who had built the villa and
laid out the garden and erected the first Dome, that obligatory plaything of princes, on top of the gradient.
Then Charles shrieked. He shrieked, and gripped my arm and, turning, rushed from the threshold, dragging me
with him.
I can tell you precisely what I thought. I though, Maurice has blown his own head off. Then I heard Maurice’s
voice saying, “Well I saw Beatrice, Timothy darling, but where’s Dante?” and I said to Charles,
“What is it?” I had to say it again before he stopped, and then he put his hands to his head and just stared at
me.
“Don’t you hear it?” he said.
I thought, Meningitis. Lord Digham Serious. Lady Teddington Flies Out to Photographer Son. His face was
yellow white and his eyes had black slopes cut out under them. I said,
“Sit down. I’ll get a doctor. Don’t worry. To hell with Maurice.” He didn’t sit down. He said,
“Don’t you hear it?” in a voice rising distinctly toward panic. It was not the Charles of the obituary notices.
But then, it had not been fully Charles of the obituary notices ever since what we had found in the zoo. I expect I
looked pretty grotty as well. Timothy was coming toward us. I said,
“I don’t hear anything. Whatever you hear, it must be in your head.”
He was saying, “It’s not. It’s not, Ruth,” when Timothy came up beside us. He said,
“Aren’t you well? Ruth, isn’t he well? He must come and lie down then, darling. Along here. It’s my room and
ever so comfy.” Charles stared at him, his hands still held over his ears.
“It’s something in his head,” I said. “A noise. He thinks he hears a terrible noise.”
Timothy blinked. Then, turning slowly, he glided back to the room he had left. We heard his voice, speaking to
Maurice, and Maurice’s voice saying,
“Yes do, do. How exciting!”
Then, as if a command had descended from heaven, Charles’ face altered. His hands eased off and then left his
eardrums. He said,
“It’s stopped!” Timothy’s head, appearing in Maurice’s doorway, called dulcetly,
“You can come along now!”
We went in. …
216.17 A Christmas Carol\fn{by Richard Burton (1925-1984)} Pontrhydyfen, Neath Port Talbot, Wales, United
Kingdom (M) 4
There were not many many white Christmases in our part of Wales in my chidhood—perhaps only one or two
—but Christmas cards and Dickens and Dylan Thomas and wishful memory have turned them all into white. I
don’t know why there should have been so few in such a cold, wet land—the nearness of the sea, perhaps. The
Atlantic, by way of the Bristol Channel, endlessly harried us with gale and tempest. Perhaps our winds were too
wild and salty for the snow to get a grip. Perhaps they blew the snow over us to the Black Mountains and
Snowdonia and England.
Most of the Christmases of my childhood seem the same, but one of them I remember particularly, because it
departed from the seemingly inexorable ritual.
On this eve of Christmas, Mad Dan, my uncle, the local agnostic, feared for his belief but revered for his
brilliantly active vocabulary in the half-alien English tongue, sat in our kitchen with a group of men, and with
biting scourge and pithy whip drove the great cries of history, the epoch-making, world-changing ones, out of the
temple of time.
They were all half-truths, he said, and therefore half-lies.
I sat and stoned raisins for the pudding and listened bewitched to this exotic foreign language, this rough and r1498

riddled, rolling multisyllabic English.
“‘There is only one Christian and he died upon the Cross,’ said Nietzsche,” said Dan.
Nietzsche, I thought—a Japanese. Perhaps he can speak Japanese, I thought. It was said that he, Dan, knew
Latin and Greek and could write both of them backwards.
“Can you speak Japanese, Mad Dan?” I asked.
“Shut up, Solomon,” he said to me.
“‘Workers of the world, unite! You have nothing to lose but your chains,’” he said. “Irresponsible rubbish.
Cries written by crabbed fists on empty tables from mean hearts.
“Dulce et decorum est pro patria mori.”
“What’s that?” I asked.
“Latin, Copperfield,” he said, “meaning it is sweetly bloody marvelous to die for your country.
“‘Man is born free and is everywhere in chains’—golden-tongued, light-brained, heedlessness of
consequences.
“‘I think, therefore I am’—Descartes.”
“French,” I guessed.
“Right, Seth,” he said. “Thou shalt have a Rolls Royce and go to Oxford and never read a book again.
“‘I think, therefore I am,’” with scorn. “Wallace the fruiterer—he who sells perishable goods after they have
perished to Saturday night idiots—might well say of them, ‘They do not think, therefore they are not; they buy
perishable good after they have perished.’”
Out of the welter of names and quotations (Mad Dan’s “My personal leaden treasury of the human tragedy”)
the cries, the references rolled out endlessly. He said that Martin Luther should have had a diet of worms.
Why, I thought, why should the man eat worms?
“Can you eat worms?” I asked.
“Not as readily as the worms will eat you,” he said.
He roared with delight at this incomprehensible joke. He had become more and more burning and bright. He
said he had a cold and took some more medicine from a little bottle in his pocket.
This was as it should be. Uncle Dan had been talking ever since I could remember. Until this moment
Christmas was Christmas as it always had been.
*
But then my sister’s husband, cheekboned, hollowed, sculpted, came into the room.
“All right, boys,” he said, “off you go—take the boy with you.”
“Where to?” I asked.
“Just go with Dan and behave yourself,” he said.
“Where’s my sister?” I said
“Never mind,” he said. “Go you.” I went out into the night with Dan and the other men.”
Why were they sending me out at this time of night on Christmas Eve? My mother had died when I was two
years old, and I had lived with my sister and her husband ever since. I had had lots of Christmases since my
mother’s death, and they could already be relied on, they had always been the same. There was the growing
excitement of Uncle Ben’s Christmas Club (you paid a sixpence or shilling a week throughout the year) and the
choosing from the catalogue—Littlewood’s Catalogue. There was the breathless guessing at what Santa Claus
would bring.
What was in those anonymous brown paper parcels on top of the wardrobe? Would it be a farm with pigs in a
sty and ducks on a metal pond and five-barred gates and metal trees and Kentucky fences and a horse or two and
several cows and a tiny bucket and a milk-maid and a farmhouse complete with red-faced farmer and wife in the
window? And a chimney on top?
Pray God it wasn’t Tommy Elliot’s farm, which I’d played with for two years and which I feared—from
glances and whispers that I’d caught between my sister and Mrs. Elliot—was going to be cleaned up and bought
for me for Christmas. It would be shameful to have a second-hand present. Everybody would know. It must be, if
a farm at all, a spanking-new one, gleaming with fresh paint, with not a sign of the leaden base showing through.
And I would spend an hour singing Christmas carol duets from door to door with my friend Trevor, picking up
a penny here and a ha’penny there. And then home at nine o’clock, perhaps to gossip with my sister and eat more
nuts and be sent to bed sleepless and agog.
And now, at the time of getting to bed, I was being sent out into the night with Mad Dan and his audience—all
of them with Christmas colds and all of them drinking medicine out of little bottles kept in their inside pockets.
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We went to the meeting ground of our part of the village. It was called “The End.” It was a vacant stretch of stony
ground between two rows of cottage—Inkerman and Balaclava. Both the Inkerman people and the Balaclava
people called it “The End.” Insularity, I realize now, streetophobia—to each street it was “The End.” It should
have been called “The Middle.”
The miners had built a bonfire and stood around it, burning on one side and frozen on the other. Chestnuts and
—because there had been plenty of work that year—potatoes were roasted to blackness and eaten sprinkled with
salt, smoky and steaming straight from the fire. And Mad Dan, making great gestures against the flames, told the
half-listening, silent, munching miners of the lies we had been told for thousands of years, the mellifluous advice
we had been told to take.
“Turn the other cheek. Turn the other cheek, boys, and get your bloody brain broken. Suffer all my children.
This side of the river is torment and torture and starvation, and don’t forget the sycophancy to the carriaged and
horsed, the Daimlered, the bare-shouldered, remote beauties in many mansions, gleaming with the gold we made
for them. Suffer all my baby-men, beat out, with great coal-hands, the black melancholy of the hymns. When you
die and cross that stormy river, that roaring Jordan, there will be unimaginable delights, and God shall wipe away
all tears, and there will be no more pain. Lies! Lies! Lies!”
The night was getting on. Christmas was nearly here. Dan was boring now, and sometimes he didn’t make
sense, and he was repeating himself.
What was in those parcels on top of the wardrobe, and why had I been sent out so late on Christmas Eve? I
wanted to go home.
“Can I go home now, Mad Dan?”
“Shut your bloody trap and listen,” he said, “or I’ll have you apprenticed to a haberdasher.”
This was a fate worse than death for a miner’s son. There was, you understand, the ambition for the walk of the
miners in corduroy trousers, with yorks under the knees to stop the loose coal running down into your boots and
the rats from running up inside your trousers and biting your belly (or worse), and the lamp in the cap on the head
and the bandy, muscle-bound strut of the lords of the coalface. There was the ambtion to be one of those bluescarred boys at the street corner on Saturday night with a half a crown in the pocket and, secure in numbers,
whistle at the girls who lived in the residential area. The doctor’, the lawyer’, the headmaster’ daughter.
And Dan roared on. He said he believed nothing and believed everything. That he knew nothing and knew
everything. He said that he was the Voltaire of Aberavon. He wept once or twice, and the silent miners chewed
and stared uneasily. Crying was for women or for preachers when talking of God’s magnanimity, his mercy, his
love. Miners did not weep—not even gabby miners like Mad Dan, who evaded work whenever he could. Mad
Dan, with passionate eloquence, had long been an advocate of frequent and lasting strikes. Life was too rough to
cry about.
I tried to sneak out of the circle around the bonfire and make my way home, but one of the miners caught me
by the ear and brought me painfully back.
“You’ll go home when we go home,” he said.
Dan didn’t speak any more—he chuntered on—that is to say he would have been mumbling into his beard had
he had a beard. There came out of the gray embers of his dying oratory occasional flashes of coherence.
“Who sent the slave back to his master?”
“Was St. Paul a Christian?” And, with snarling sarcasm,
“There was an Israelite indeed in whom there was much guile.
“‘Give me liberty or give me death.’”
“‘Thou has conquered, O pale Galilean; the world has grown gray from thy breath.’”
The wind, tigerish, now crouched, now circled, now menaced the bonfire. And the bonfire, now rearing back
from, nowbewildered. I pondered on some of the half-baked things that Uncle Mad Dan had been saying—he
talked like a book, they said of him. What did Mad Dan mean about cries being lies? Anyway, his cries didn’t
sound much like cries to me. They sounded like sentences. Cries were screams and things like that when
somebody twisted your arm or busted your nose. How could “Turn the other cheek” be a cry? Or “God is love” or
“The wages of sin is death”?
I dimly guessed what time in mist confounds. Why was the Twenty-third Psalm a poem of incomparable
beauty? The teacher in school had said it was. I puzzled about this, too. It didn’t rhyme. How could it be a poem if
it didn’t rhyme?
What were cries? How could something be a half-truth? Why were cries lies? Why couldn’t I go home? Why
was I kept out so late on Christmas Eve, when Holy Santa was due any time after midnight? I dimly guessed what
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time in mist confounds.
Why had my sister been upstairs all this night on Christmas Eve when I was home? Why wasn’t she peeling
potatoes or something? Why were two of my aunties sitting in the parlor and with them Mrs. Tabor T.B.—she
who wore her husband’s cap on back to front? Why did they talk low?
I dimly guessed. Was my sister dead? Dying? I loved my sister—sometimes with an unbearable passion.
I suddenly knew that she was dying.
“Is my sister dying, Mad Dan?” I said.
“We are all dying, Nebuchadnezzar,” he said. “Even your growing pains are reaching into oblivion. She’ll last
the night, Dyfrig,” he said. “She’ll last the night.”
Now my sister was no ordinary woman—no woman ever is, but to me my sister less than any. When my
mother had died, she, my sister, had become my mother and more mother to me than my mother could ever have
been. I was immensely proud of her. I shone in the reflection of her green-eyed, black-haired, gypsy beauty. She
sang at her work in a voice so pure that the local men said she had a bell in every tooth and was gifted by God.
And these pundits who revelled in music of any kind and who had agreed many times, with much selfcongratulations, that of all instruments devised by man, crwth,\fn{ An archaic stringed instrument, associated particularly
with Welsh instrumentality, but once widely played in Europe } violin, pibgorn,\fn{A Welsh species of idioglot reed aerophone; the text
has “pibcorn”} dulcimer, viola, church organ, zither, harp, brass band, woodwind, or symphony orchestra—they had
smugly agreed that there was no noise as beautiful at its best as the sound of the human voice.
She had a throat that should have been colored with down like a small bird and eyes so hazel-green and open
that, to preserve them from too much knowledge of evil, should have been hooded and vultured and not, as they
were, terrible in their vulnerability. She was innocent and guileless and infinitely protectable. She was naive to the
point of saintliness and wept a lot at the misery of others. She felt all tragedies except her own. I had read of the
Knights of Chivalry, and I knew that I had a bounden duty to protect her above all other creatures. It wasn’t until
thirty years later, when I saw her in another woman, that I realized I had been searching for her all my life.
Why had I been sent out? When would they let me go home? Why were my aunties there and Mrs. Tabor T.B.?
(She was called Mrs. Tabor T.B. because she’d had eight children, all of whom had died in their teens of
tuberculosis. She was slightly mad, I think, and would mutter to herself,
“It wasn’t Jack or me. T.B. was in the walls. The Council should have had that house fumigated. The T.B. was
in the walls.”)
Mad Dan was silent now. His stoned eyes stared into the fire. A little spittle guttered quietly from the corner of
his mouth.
“Let’s have a song, boys,” he said slowly. “Stay me with minims,\fn{ Another name for half-notes} comfort me with
crotchets.”\fn{Quarter-notes} The crag-faced miners sang with astonishing sweetness a song about a little engine.
Crawshaw Bailey had an engine;
It was full of mighty power.
He was pull little lever;
It was go five miles an hour.
Was you ever see,
Was you ever see,
Was you ever see
Such a funny thing before?

They sang a hymn about what you could see from the hills of Jerusalem; they sang a song about a saucepan—
of a green hill far away, without a city wall; of a black pig and how necessary and how dreadful it was to kill it; of
the Shepherds and the Magi. Mad Dan stared, and I sang soprano.
There was a disturbance outside the fire’s night wall and my Auntie Jinnie came suddenly into the light. Mad
an stood up.
“All right,” he said.
“Lovely,” she said. “Nine pounds—a girl.”
“Come, Joseph of Arimathea,” he said to me. “Santa called early tonight. Home we go.”
We walked a few steps.
“Oh!” he said. “Any of you boys got a piece of silver? A tanner\fn{Slang for six-pence; now no longer in circulation}
would do, but half a crown or a florin\fn{ Two coins also no longer in circulation; all three of them part of the England that is no
more—the Wales, too, for all that: H} would be tidier.”
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One of the men threw him a florin.
“Tell her it’s a happy Christmas from Nat Williams, and all that,” he said.
We went home. Mrs. Tabor T.B. was downstairs in the kitchen, husband’s cap on back to front. My brother-inlaw was whistling at the hearth, with the flat iron and the nuts, working steadily. My Auntie Jinnie and my Auntie
Cassie, spinsters both, were arch and coy, and spoke to me as if I were demented and slightly deaf.
“Santy Clausie has brought Richie-Pitchie a prezzy-wezzy for Christmas. Go upstairs and see what Santy has
brought you.”
I went upstairs with Mad Dan. As I went, Mrs. Tabor T.B. said to my breath-whistling, nut-cracking brother-inlaw,
“Talk to the Council, Elfed,” she said, “get them to fumigate the whole house.”
I dimly guessed, of course, but there was still a chance that there would be a fire engine, loud-red and big
enough for an eight-year-old to ride in. The prezzy-wezzy was a furious, red-faced, bald, wrinkled old woman,
sixty minutes old.
“Try this for size,” said Mad Dan and pressed the florin into the baby’s left hand. She held the money tightly.
“You’ve got a good grip,” said Mad Dan to the baby.
“She’ll never be poor,” he said to my sister.
My sister looked washed-out and weak. She smiled at me, and I gave her a kiss.
“Well, what do you think of your Christmas present?” she said.
“Fine,” I said. “Is this all I get?”
“No, there’ll be more in the morning.”
“O.K.,” I said. Good night, then.” We went downstairs together, and the baby screamed.
“There,” said Mad Dan, “is the only cry that is true and immortal and eternal and from the heart. Screaming we
come into the world and screaming we go out.”
“Well, what do you think of your new sister?” they asked in the kitchen.
“New niece,” I said. “Fine.”
I went to my bed in the boxroom. The bed was old, and the springs had long ago given up, and sleeping in it
was like sleeping in a hammock. My brother-in-law blew out the candle:
“Sleep now,” he said. “No lighting the candle and reading.” He closed the door and went downstairs.
I pulled the clothes over my head, made a tent, felt for my Woolworth’s torch, and with John Halifax, Gentlemen\fn{A novel by Dinah Craik—(“people kindly judged her simple cordiality, staunch friendliness, and thorough goodness of heart”)—
first published in 1856, “a presentation of the ideals of English middle-class life.”:W/H } propped against my knees, began to
read.
The Atlantic wind, wild from America, whooped and whistled around the house. The baby choked with sobs
on the other side of the bedroom wall. I listened.
Well, at least, I thought, it isn’t Tommy Elliot’s farm.
219.56 Excerpt from Murder In Advent\fn{by David Williams (1926-2003)} Bridgend, Bridgend, Wales, United
Kingdom (M) 10
1
“The Lord be with you,” chanted Minor Canon Twist on B flat, unaccompanied and perfectly pitched. He
allowed the last vowel to linger, then to dissolve in a refined diminuendo. The effect was nearly as pleasing to his
hearers—and possibly even to God—as it was to Minor Canon Twist himself.
“Aa-wey-wa-spey-wi-T,”\fn{“And with your spirit”:H} responded the choir of Litchester Cathedral in mellifluous,
unisoned Donald Duck. The emphatic end consonant was marvelously arrested by the baffle that abruptly silences
end consonants in cathedrals. This has something to do with tall, enclosed choir-stalls—but more with the way
cathedral choirmasters fixate on emphatic end consonants.
The blind Dead Gilbert Hitt shifted his knees on his hassock. He was a big man: a sixty-two-year-old grayed
eminence with an urbane wit and a reputation as a preacher. He had just read the second lesson. Processing to and
from the lectern had warmed him a little, but the effect was fading. Every year they decreased the winter
temperature in the cathedral by a degree. Not for the first time in early December the Dean took comfort that he’d
likely be retired before the congregation was reduced to doing warming-up exercises in the stalls.
“Lord, have mercy upon us,” cantored Gerard Twist, who at twenty-eight, the Dean calculated wryly, might
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survive to hear this standard supplication acquire an added poignancy.
“Chris-aa-aa-see-aa-aw-u-Su,” cawed the choir at a congregation which it comfortably outnumbered, and all
of whose members understood the chanted words without benefit of translation. There were fifteen such
worshippers spread out along the canopied back rows of intricately carved canons’ stalls on both sides of the
chancel aisle. The officiating clergy sat here too, in the end seats nearest the nave. Next to the Dean was gaunt,
bearded Canon Brastow, the Cathedral Treasurer. Immediately opposite on the right-hand side was the ample
Canon Merit, the Chancellor and thus second in the Chapter pecking order. Between him and Minor Canon Twist
knelt the impish and ebullient Canon Ewart Jones, Precentor. In front, in paired rows of stalls, were the robed
choristers.
All week-day services were held in the enclosed choir—the part of the chancel immediately east of the
crossing of the nave with the north and south transepts, and the massive central tower that marked that crossing
and illuminated it with its Norman lantern.
Litchester Cathedral is almost wholly Norman, where rounded arch everywhere imposes over rounded arch,
where there is solidity in immense pillars, magnificence in breadth as well as in height, majesty in length, the
whole structure breathtakingly awesome—and ruinously expensive to run.
The diocese is small—like the town which, despite its having a cathedral, is seldom now referred to as a city.
Litchester is smaller than neighbouring Hereford and Shrewsbury, or more distant Worcester and Gloucester. Only
its cathedral is bigger—and poorer too, than any of those others. It is also less visited because it is less accessible,
and despite its being indisputably one of the finest examples of Romanesque architecture in Europe.
The cathedral choir is not outstanding. Years ago it had been. Now there isn’t the money. The choir school still
exists—just, but it’s generally known it will have to go in the next lot of cuts. Meantime all the boys are recruited
from the town: boarding facilities were abolished some years ago. Girls and young women are now admitted to
the choir. There had been trouble about that from traditionalists, but the singing had improved. None of the choir
men—the clerks choral—is full-time. Most work in banks or building society branches in the town. It’s why the
week-day sung evensong is held as late as five o’clock. Of course, with an extra million pounds in the funds …
“O Lord, save Thy people,” beseeched Twist.
“And bless Thine inheritance,” Canon Brastow, tall and ascetic, responded reedily and unexpectedly from
beside the Dean, interrupting the latter’s retrospections—and half a beat ahead of the choir’s appointed response.
The Dean sighed to himself. Clive Brastow was testing his voice in preparation for leading the spoken prayers
after the anthem. He had earlier complained of a sore throat. He was Canon Residentiary during December, which
presaged a succession of Sunday sermons on social responsibility, the misconduct of the rich, and prescriptions
for Third World ills. These would come at a time when Dean Hitt considered people could be better employed
having their hearts and minds prepared for the joys of Christmas.
At least Brastow had declared himself in favour of selling the exemplification: the Dean was steering his own
mind to more charitable postulations. But was the fellow going to insist on those conditions? The priorities were
absolutely clear without tomfool qualifications from members of the Chapter.
If only dear Ewart Jones would see sense.
“Lighten our darknesds, we beseech Thee, O Lord …” Gereard Twist’s chanting of the third collect was too
evidently a sensitively modulated solo to command attention as mere prayer. The over-prompt, identifiable
“Amen” at the end, emanating in a good, clear contralto from further down the Dean’s row, came more as a
musical appreciation than a pious affirmation. That would be Laura Purse, an engaging spinster of this cathedral,
and its librarian-archivist. It was the same attractive Miss Purses whose intentions concerning Minor Canon Twist
had for some time been clearer to most present than they had seemed to have been to the Minor Canon himself.
The anthem that came next was a modern piece which the Dean didn’t much care for—so his renewed resolve
to apply his mind wholly to the service fell by the wayside once again. He knelt with everyone else when the
choir stopped singing. Canon Brastow launched into prayers for the royal family with an almost treasonable lack
of spirit and a voice only just made audible through the microphone in front of him.
The Dean returned to pondering on Canon Ewart Jones after consciously determining the Queen could manage
without his personal intercession till the morrow.
Ewart’s stand about the sale of the exemplification was the more irritating for being infuriatingly explicable.
He and the Dean were friends. Both men had been nurtured in the High Church tradition. Both were informed if
uncomplicated believers. Both instinctively rejected the trendy, modernist disbeliefs. Both were family men, and
both were conservatives—the Dean by instinct, the Canon by experience. The high-born Oxford classicist and the
New Zealand farmworker’s outstanding son rarely had difficulty in reaching accord. They’d have had none now
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over the selling of the Litchester Magna Carta\fn{ “An unknown number of copies” of the original were made (so W); if we
assume a copy for each of the people known to have been a party to it in 1215, there would have originally been at least 62 made—one
each for the 13 bishops, 20 abbots, 25 barons, and one each for Alexander II, King of Scotland, Master Pandulff, subdeacon and member of
the Papal Household; Brother Aymeric, Master of the Knights Templar in England; and Llywelyn the Great of Wales. As far as is known,
only four of these survive to the present day (2011):H } if the Dean’s view had matched the attitudes and values to which the

two men normally subscribed. The Dean accepted that he was the inconsistent party. But he still felt his stand was
more than justified.
“ … and dost promises, that when two or three are gathered together …”
Brastow was making husky going of the prayer of St. Chrysostom. Canon Merit had earlier read the first lesson
for him after volunteering to do so—and the prayers as well if he wanted—when Brastow had complained about
his throat in the vestry.
Almost anything Merit offered to do for Brastow—or Brastow for Mereit—would be accepted grudgingly
because it could be logged by the donor as a conciliatory gesture. They were not friends. It would be uncharitable
to say they were enemies—just some distance apart on theological, doctrinal, liturgical, political, and social
issues, which, it’s true, left very few others on which they could be at all close.
It was unusual for all four members of the cathedral’s governing body—the Dean, the Chancellor, the
Treasurer and the Precentor—to be together at a Thursday evensong. They were present this time because Dean
Hitt had summoned a special Chapter meeting just before. At times there had been acrimony at the meeting. By
common but unspoken charitable intention they had all come on to the service directly from the Chapter House.
“Fulfill now, O Lord, the desires and petitions of Thy servants …” Brastow soldiered on, smoothing his beard
on to his afflicted throat.
Canon Algy merit, extreme Anglo-Catholic, and New Testament scholar, fifty-two-year-old bachelor aesthete
and portly gourmet, dropped his gaze and gave up trying to attract Brastow’s attention Now he bent his head half
to one side, and in this characteristic pose appeared to be studying the upper buttons of his cassock. The folds
under his chin sank well into his neck. His pink and shining cheeks sagged also in repose.
If Brastow found croaking preferable to applying common sense, so be it, judged the Chancellor to himself. He
was still finding it difficult to understand quite why the Dean had drawn such comfort from the Treasurer’s
attitude over the exemplification. The condition Brastow was attaching to his approval of a sale wholly nullified
the value from the cathedral’s viewpoint.
Merit’s brow wrinkled as he closed his eyelids. His own attitude had been unequivocal: honest and
unequivocal. He would consent to selling if a guaranteed British buyer could be found. Under no circumstances
would he co-operate over the present offer. The eyelids tightened. It was a matter of principle. So, an early
thirteenth century exemplification of the Magna Carta was not strictly a work of art: facing facts—it wasn’t a
work of art at all. The left cheek twitched. Nevertheless, you couldn’t be the author of a quite recent letter to The
Times deploring the sale and export of irreplaceable treasures from British collections and then be party to
flogging one yourself to a museum in California. He flicked the cheek with an extended forefinger.
Plenty of people would consider the Litchester Magna Carta as irreplaceable treasure. Of course, there was no
British buyer—nor would there be at more than a million pounds, nor anything approaching it. Canon Merit
opened his eyes to watch as well as hear Brastow trying to stifle a nasty cough.
“ … and in the world to come, life everlasting.”
“Amen.” Responded Lieutenant-Commander Bliter, RN (Retired), five seats along from Merit, and admiring
the way Canon Brastow was coping under handicap.
Percival Arbuthnot Bliter was the Cathedral Administrator. He normally stopped work at four and wasn’t a
regular attendant at evensong. Today was different. He had been formally required to take the minutes at the
Chapter meeting and, not to put too fine a point on it, attending the service afterwards had offered a nice earnest
of his piety to virtually all those who held authority over him. He had come in late, but he hadn’t been the last.
Bliter had retired from the Royal navy six years earlier, at the age of forty-seven. The cathedral job didn’t pay
as much as he’d have liked, but it was suitable in the social sense, the hours were short, and after two years of
unemployment he had been glad to take it—as well as the rent-free apartments in Abbot’s Cloister. His service
pension was indexed, which meant it kept pace with the general cost of living but not with the specific price of
gin.
Percy Bliter had been a disappointment to his father, an admiral, also to his wife Jennifer, an admiral’s
daughter. He had even been a disappointment to himself, but he didn’t let failure show, priding himself on
maintaining standards, albeit ones that in the material context the Bliters had never at any time attained. There had
1504

been no children.
Slowly he turned his head altarwise, making the movement seem like an act of devotion. He stole a lascivious
glance at Cindy Larks in the choir opposite, before his gaze came to rest on Miles Nutkin, the Chapter Clerk, in
the seat beside him and whose eyes he guessed would be closed. Percy deferred to Nutkin, who had appointed
him to his job in the first place.
The Administrator straightened his back and the knot of his Royal Navy tie. He was a tall and commanding
figure, even when kneeling—and a bluff, jolly Jack Tar of a chap was another of the impressions he liked to
foster. He sometimes prayed, and he did so now in h is own way.
“God, make them sell the Magna Carta” was the simple sailor’s heartfelt, silent entreaty.
As if on cue, Nutkin’s eyes flickered open and stared momentarily at Bliter, who started guiltily. It was well
known the Chapter Clerk was against the sale—but not that he could intercept messages to the Almighty.
“Hymn number six,” announced Minor Canon Twist.
Miles Nutkin had been at the Chapter meeting in an advisory capacity. He, too, had felt obliged to attend the
service. He had come in well after the start but he had needed to make some telephone calls: also he had run into
Mrs. Hitt, the Dean’s wife.
The title of Chapter Clerk was a formal one, at once more important though less onerous than it sounded. The
office was part-time and rewarded with an honorarium. The holder was required to be a practicing solicitor, to be
an adviser to the Dean and Chapter—mostly on matters of law—when occasion arose, and to appear at special
services and functions clad in official regalia.
Nutkin, though a year younger than Bliter, looked much the senior of the two. He was of medium height, slight
build, and balding at the front, which served to accentuate a wide, high forehead. The thick spectacles with the
heavy frames added to the general gravity of his appearance: so did his dark suits. He frowned a good deal and
seldom smiled. He was married, and as well as being an important lawyer—the principal of a long-established
family practice—he was a county councilor, on the board of the Litchester Building Society, inconspicuously rich,
and preparing to become even richer. He was considered a prayerful and thoughtful man. In the previous half-hour
he had prayed very little but had certainly been thinking hard. Seldom had the Dean and Chapter given him so
much to think about.
He comes the broken heart to bind
The bleeding soul to cure
And with the treasures of his grace
To enrich the humble poor

Canon Jones, the breezy new Zealander, had as good a voice as any of the clerks choral: bass baritone, well
controlled. He savoured the third verse of Hark the Glad Sound and smiled up broadly and a touch mischievously
at Algy Merit, while providing a spirited rendering to the last two lines.
In the organ loft, above and behind the north choir-stalls, Dr. Donald Welt, cathedral organist, opened more
stops before crashing into the last verse of the hymn. Misgiving accompanied his action since he never knew how
much fortissimo the instrument would take. Ninety-eight thousand pounds was the estimate for the urgent organ
restoration work. And the fools down there were actually debating whether to sell their lousy Magna Carta.
The short brawny musician threw back his head, dark eyes glinting angrily, the full beard below the shock of
wiry black hair adding to the Mephistophelean visage. The arms and legs thrashed at the keyboards and pedals in
a way that might have defied accuracy. But the sound was magnificent—like the talents of the player, which,
people grudgingly agreed, went some way to balance the uncomfortable suspicion that the organist was not only a
lecher but also an agnostic lecher.
As Welt had struck that opening chord, Mr. Pounder, the Dean’s verger, had been conducting the blind Gilbert
Hitt to the steps of the high altar ready to give the blessing. Pounder moved to the side, a frail, gaunt figure in his
black robe and dark suit. He was a very old man: no one seemed to know quite how old. His head was bowed and
trembled a little from time to time. His face, as always, bore an expression of benign contentment. The heavy
silver, lead-filled mace was tucked into the crook of his left arm.
Mr. Pounder was not allowed into Chapter meetings, of course, but he knew well enough what the business
had been at the meeting today. You could hardly be involved with the cathedral and not know.
It was a bad business in Mr. Pounder’s view, and not one over which he found it easy to understand the Dean’s
attitude—not that he would admit as much to anyone save the Dean, who hadn’t asked him and wasn’t likely to.
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But Mr. Pounder had long let it be known he owned an affection for the Litchester Magna Carta that exceeded his
regard for all other inanimate objects—and many animate ones, not excluding some human beings. He’d go any
distance to stop that parchment falling into unworthy hands, and he advised that others should be minded to do the
same.
As a lad he’d bought a copy of the wording—not the words on the Magna Carta: they were in Latin. A
translation was what he’d got and roughly memorized. King John had put his hand to those words in a meadow
called Runnymede.
First, that we have granted to God that the English Church shall be free and its liberties unimpaired. And so
they were still.
Mr. Pounder glanced approvingly at the assembled adults and children exercising their common right if
varying capacities freely to make worshipful glad sounds in the chancel below him—and in the oldest part of the
building. The choir and nave were said to have been finished a hundred years before Magna Carta.
To all free men of our kingdom we have granted, for us and our heirs for ever, all the liberties here set out.
And the liberties written down had been the same ones he’d gone to defend when he’d volunteered for the
Army. He’d been in his late thirties already when the last war started, but he’d been marching behind the colours
from the first day—to defend the freedoms he’d seen set out in Magna Carta
Mr. Pounder’s head shook more vigorously, and this time in a quite controlled sort of way. You couldn’t buy
freedom with money—and you shouldn’t try selling it to the highest bidder, either. That was why he felt the guilt
of the thing so badly. To him, selling the Litchester Magna Carta was the same as putting your freedom in
jeopardy—and your self-respect. He’d been insisting on that with more justification than people knew. It had got
to the point where he found it hard to live with what was happening.
“ … and the fellowship of the Holy Ghost, be with you all evermore.” The dean ended without being aware
that, for the first time in his verger’s lifetime involvement with the cathedral, Mr. Pounder had been so
preoccupied with his thoughts he’d omitted to kneel for the blessing.
One of the younger girl choristers noticed the lapse. She was to remark next day that Mr. Pounder had become
forgetful, being so old.
“He couldn’t have meant any disrespect,” she went on. “Be awful if he had, wouldn’t it? Him being dead
within the hour.”
“Aa-aa-aa-aa-aaa-me-Nu.” The choir had sung a long, harmonious valediction.
2
“Exemplification” being the posh word for “copy”, of course,” said Mark Treasurer into the telephone. The
forty-four-year-old merchant banker was seated in his elegantly appointed office at Grenwood, Phipps in the City
of London.
“Actually an attested copy, Mr. Treasure,” the young woman at the other end replied promptly. “In this case,
very much attested. You know the one you’re interested in has King Henry III’s seal on it? Not King John’s.”
Fiona Gore jammed the receiver between her aristocratic ear and shapely shoulder while both hands scrabbled
amongst the litter of documents on the table in front of her. Her shared office at Christie’s, the world famous
auctioneers in King Street, St. James’s, was fairly Spartan, its only really elegant appointment being Fiona.
Treasure knew about the seal.
“And there are three other copies of the 1225 version of Magna Carta?”
“Three for certain. One in the British Museum. One at Durham Cathedral. The other’s in the Public Record
Office in Chancery Lane.”
“All hugely prized. Curious since King John signed the original Magna Carta in 1215. You’d have thought—”
“Sealed it.”
“I’m sorry?”
“He didn’t sign it, Mr. Treasure.”
“You’re quite right, Fiona. I’d forgotten.”
She smiled to herself. She hadn’t spent the whole day boning up on Magna Carta in all its aspects to trip over
the most celebrated if trivial misconception in British history.
“Were you going to say it’s odd that the 1225 copies are so valuable? That copies of the 1215, the first version,
ought to be even more so?”
“That’s exactly what I intended—”
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“Well, they are. More valuable. Or potentially so. Except there’s never been one put to sale. Not likely to be.
So it’s rather academic. Anyway, there are only four of those surviving, too.”
“Only four of the 1215 version.”
“That’s out of thirteen we know were made. Two of the copies are in the British Library. Lincoln\fn{ For Hugh de
Wells (d.1235), was Bishop of Lincoln (elected in 1209) and a signatory of Magna Carta:H } and Salisbury\fn{For Herbert Poore
(d.1217) was Bishop of Salisbury (elected in 1194) and a signatory of Magna Carta:H } Cathedrals have the others.”
Four of each surviving after nearly eight centuries. Not bad, I suppose. On the other hand, it’s difficult to credit
why any of them should’ve been destroyed. Knowingly destroyed.”
“Lots of things like that disappeared during the dissolution of the monasteries. Under Henry VIII. And they’re
not that big.”
“Easily filched?”
“Or mislaid.” Fiona clearly took a less jaundiced view of human nature than Treasure. “Yours only measures
twelve inches by seventeen. That’s not including the seal. And Magna Carta wasn’t always revered. For a time
you were cursed if you looked at one. When the Pope disapproved.”\fn{ The Bishop of Rome, Innocent III, called it a
“shameful and demeaning agreement, forced upon the King by violence and fear,” and absolved John from his oath to obey it, seeing it also
“as an affront to the Church’s authority over the King and the ‘papal territories’ of England and Ireland.” Indeed, it was not until 1237 that
Magna Carta was confirmed in perpetuity:W}

“That would reduce the keeping qualities, certainly.”
“Anyway, it’s why the four copies of the 1225 Charter are still relatively valuable.”
“Wasn’t the thing rewritten in 1216 as well?”
“Reissued after King John’s death in that year. And again in 1217. Durham Cathedral has the only copy of the
first. The Bodleian Library, Oxford, has the only copy of the second.”
“They weren’t important?”
“Depends on what you consider important, Mr. Treasure. All the reissues had alterations and amendments.”
“The 1225 more than the others?”
“Mm. It was called the Great Reissue.”
“Consolidated the alterations in the others, perhaps?”
“That’s about it. They went on making reissues through the thirteenth century. Through the reigns of Henry III
and Edward I. Till the Final Great Reissue in October 1297. Funny, there are four of those surviving, too. That
version became Statute law.”
“Enshrined in our national heritage. Protecting the freedom of every citizen.” Treasure was musing more than
declaiming. Fiona giggled.
“Only freemen and upwards got their rights protected. Most people at the time were bondsmen and serfs. They
weren’t covered by Magna Carta. And things didn’t alter much during the century.”
“Did you say more copies of the 1225 reissue were distributed?”
“According to Matthew Paris, contemporary chronicler, copies went to every county.”
“How many would that be?” Fiona frowned.
“Doesn’t say in the commentary I’m reading from. More than fifty, I should think.” Treasure was drawing
circles around some of the figures he’d written on the pad in front of him.
“Four seems to be a popular number for surviving copies of important issues.”
“Because there are four each of the 1215, the 1225 and the 1297? That’s coincidence, of course. I’ll have more
on the location of lesser versions tomorrow. From the British Library. The Assistant Keeper’s been terribly
helpful.”
“I’m grateful. What a beaver you are. But I shan’t be here tomorrow. If you wouldn’t mind talking to my
secretary, Miss Gaunt.”
“Or Peregrine if she’s busy?” Fiona was giggling again. Treasure knew her through her brother Peregrine, who
worked at the bank.
Although the Grenwood Phipps research department was resourceful in most ways, it was evidently not geared
for fast devilling into the provenance of ancient documents—even when the enquiry came from the bank’s ViceChairman and Chief Executive. It has been briefed the day before on Treasurer’s requirements and had yet to
come back with its answers. Fiona had been briefed in the same hour—at Miss Gaunt’s suggestion.
“Your brother may not want to be troubled. He’s involved in a flotation we’re doing. And, talking of big
money, d’you have the answer to my burning question?”
“About the value of your 1225 exemplification? That can’t wait?”
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“No. so give me an intelligent guess. You’ve done spectacularly well in every other way.”
“Thank you. We aim to please. And you are a respected Christie customer. It’s only that my boss would have
done much better than me. He’s a walking encyclopedia on medieval manuscripts. He’ll be back next week.”
“Too late for my purpose. You don’t feel you should chance your arm?”
“It’s not exactly that. There are loads of imponderables involved.”
“Whether the government might try to stop the issue of an export licence. You said the offer’s from America.”
“I think the Government would have trouble if it tried to block the sale. It’s not a picture. The thing isn’t
unique. It’s not nearly so well know as the 1215 version at Salisbury, for instance. Nor apparently so well
protected.”
“It’s a significant historical object, even so. Emotions might be stirred.”
“Lot of repairs needed at Litchester Cathedral, too,” the banker countered pointedly.”
“A picture would certainly be different.” Fiona was hedging. “There are precedents with important pictures. At
auction we might know who’d be making the serious bidding. Roughly the minimum price we could expect.”
“In this case there’s one firm buyer knocking down the door. Private sale. No auctioneer’s costs.”
“Shame on you, Mr. Treasure. Obviously means your buyer’s a nutter for Magna Cartas. May also be the only
one. In which case …”
“We should grab his money and run?”
“Depends how much money. And you’re still not going to tell me?”
“Might prejudice your judgment.” She hesitated a moment.
“OK. I feel unless the offer’s for over a million pounds you’d be better going to auction.”
“Ah. So if you had it to auction you’d put a reserve of a million on it?”
“That or a shade under, perhaps. And it doesn’t mean we’d guarantee to get the reserve, of course. It’s just if
you had to sell it for less than a million I think you might come to regret it.”
“Fiona, I’m enormously grateful. You should join the bank. You’re even brainier than your brother.”
“Younger, too.”
“And a hell of a lot prettier.”
“Flattery will get you absolutely anywhere, Mr. Treasure,” she answered, meaning it. Treasure was still smiling
to himself after replacing the receiver, and was mildly disconcerted when he looked up to see Lord Grenwood
hovering in the open doorway.
“Am I interrupting, Mark?”
The elderly non-executive Chairman of the bank advanced into the room beaming—head and neck leant
backwards, arms held still at the sides but bent upwards at the elbows. Not much of the gnomish Lord Grenwood
seemed to articulate below the knee-joints as the padded purposefully to one of the chairs in front of Treasure’s
desk.
“Glad to see you, Bertie. Need your opinion.” Treasure looked at the time. It was five-fifteen.
“Late for you, isn’t it?”
“Sherry party at the Mansion House. With the Lord Mayor. One feels obliged. Shan’t stay long.”
Normally Lord Grenwood went home before the rush hour—after arriving at the bank in time for lunch. He
was well past retirement age. Coming to the City every day gave him a purpose in life—and pleased his wife.
“Miss Gaunt says you’re not going to Milan.”
“Meeting cancelled. Going to Litchester instead.”
“Litchester? Litchester? I seem to remember …”
“The vicar’s warden of Great St. Agnes Church across the road has a connection with the cathedral there.”
Since total enlightenment had yet to be reflected on the older man’s face, Treasure continued.
“There’s an expensive copy of the Magna Carta at the cathedral. Given to the Dean and Chapter in 1694 by a
wealthy London wool merchant called Edwards. Later Alderman Edwards. Actually he gave it collectively to
them and the vicar’s warden of Great St. Agnes.” Now he picked up a letter and read from it:
“‘To be kept, maintained, or disposed of in their absolute discretion, and if there be any dispute the same to be
resolved by a simple majority of them all, duly summoned and assembled.’” Treasure looked up at Lord
Grenwood.
“Were you ever duly summoned to Litchestere?”
“Certainly not. Been there, of course. Difficult place to get to. Practically in mid-Wales. On the border
anyway.” He shook his head to indicate things could hardly be worse than that. Then as an afterthought came: “I
do remember I was at one time—”
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“Vicar’s warden at Great St. Agnes,” Treasure cut in. “So was your father, and your grandfather. Nowadays it’s
me, pressed into service by you and the vicar when you gave it up.” Grenwood, Phipps made large and regular
contributions to the church’s upkeep. “In 1694 Alderman Edwards, the benefactor, was vicar’s warden. He was
born in Litchester.”
“And that’s why you’re going there?” Grenwood nodded at his own perspicacity.
“Because there’s a dispute about selling the Magna Carta. Has to be resolved tomorrow.”
“You can sell church property without a by-your-leave?”
“This isn’t church property. It was very specifically given to the Litchester Dean and Chapter. And to me.”
Treasure grinned and continued:
“Alderman Edwards apparently feared a Jacobite revival, leading to sequestration of English church property
by the Pope of Rome. He was a staunch Orangeman.”
“So who’s disputing what?”
“The Dean and Chapter. That’s the Dean and the three canons. Two are for selling. Two against. The Dean
being for. They’ve been that way for some time. The Dean’s called a formal meeting of all parties for tomorrow.
“Which includes you?”
“Yes. I’d intended to send my excuses. And my view, naturally, when I’d formed one. Not sure that would
have counted as a vote. But now the Italian trip’s cancelled.” He shrugged.
“You feel it’s a sign?”
“In a way. That I ought to observe a clear obligation if I can.”
“Molly still in California?”
“Mm. Filming for another three weeks.” They were talking of Treasure’s actress wife. “Oh, I can quite easily
get away. Problem’s been deciding which way to vote. Whether the thing should be sold and, if so, for how
much.”
“And you’ll have the casting vote?”
“Precisely. Nutkin, the Chapter Clerk, rang me at lunchtime. They were having another Chapter meeting this
afternoon, a final attempt to resolve things without me. He’d sent me formal notice of tomorrow’s meeting some
time ago.” He indicated the letter on his desk. Lord Grenwood shifted in his chair.
“Bit embarrassing for them, having the decision depend on an outsider. Awkward. They didn’t settle it this
afternoon?” He shook his head as if he knew the answer.
“No, Nutkin rang me again just now to say they were very much counting on my being there in the morning.”
“And how shall you vote?”
“It’s why I wanted your view. How would you have voted?”
The old man stopped digging a finger into his right ear, and adopted an especially solemn expression. He
remained silent for several moments, breathing heavily.
“No idea,” he said eventually and in the way of someone who had ceased to be ashamed of ducking
responsibility. “Anyone lobbied you?”
“Not really.” There had been a letter he thought too trivial to mention. “I’ve only spoken with Nutkin.” The
other looked perplexed, as though this witness to ecclesiastical probity surprised him.
“Pity to sell assets of that kind. If it’s not necessary. Bound to go on appreciating. Scarcity value, don’t you
know?”
“That’s what I told Nutkin when he was first in touch. Now I believe I’ve changed my mind. Told him that,
too. Thought it only fair.” Treasure paused.
“It’s a totally unproductive asset. Earns nothing and must cost a lot in insurance. It’s not sacred. Nor a work of
art. And the cathedral’s desperate for money.”
“How much will it fetch?”
“Christie’s suggest over a million.”
“God bless my soul,” expostulated Lord Grenwood in awe at the sum and not in hope of celestial preferment
for elderly merchant bankers.
“And £1.1 million has already been offered. By a Californian museum. Offer’s been on the table for six
months. It’s being withdrawn at midday tomorrow if it’s not accepted and the Magna Carta lodged with a local
bank.” Grenwood stiffened.
“Sounds pretty cavalier.”
“Not really. Buyer’s fed up with the vacillation. He’s put half a million on call as immediate part-payment, the
remainder of the purchase price in seven days. That’s after formal proving of the document. It’s all a ploy to
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concentrate our minds, of course. Succeeded, too.”
“Christie’s know all this?”
“No. Not the amount of the offer. That’s confidential to Chapter members.”
“Money’s good, I suppose? American buyer, you say?”
Lord Grenwood had been pursuing his banking apprenticeship in New York at the time of the Wall Street
crash. Subsequently he had never quite developed what might be termed an unswerving sense of reliance on
American financial institutions.’
“Californian bank?” he added narrowly. “Which one?”
“A good one, Bertie. And the money’s there all right. But is it enough? On balance I think it is.” Treasure blew
a pout. “It’s why I’ve come around to selling. And selling tomorrow.”
“Without risking an auction.” His Lordship’s right hand absently searched the top of his head for strands of
hair that hadn’t been there for years. “That’s wise if no one else is showing interest.”
“And no one is. Not currently. There was a potential buyer nearly four years ago. Also American, but not the
same one. Made an offer of four hundred thousand pounds. The Dean and Chapter turned it down. Unanimously.”
“You weren’t involved?”
“Wasn’t necessary. Except the Chapter Clerk wrote at the time to say what happened. Out of courtesy.”
“So there could be another buyer there?”
“I asked Nutkin. He thinks not. Whoever it was acted through an agent. The agent’s been contacted. Says his
client’s dead.” Grenwood consulted his gold half-hunter watch.
“Well, glad to have been of help,” he pronounced confidently. “Now I must go. You motoring to Litchester?”
“No. Train’s quicker. Seven-twelve from Euston. Takes two hours. Has a diner.”
“Very sensible this time of year.” He stood up. “Don’t think I know the Dean of Litchester.”
“Gilbert Hitt? I’ve not met him, either. Celebrated chap. Lost his sight as a child, in an accident.”
“And he’s in favour of selling the Magna Carta.” Greenwood shook his head. “I’ve always found old
documents nice things to look upon. Except my birth certificate. Case of beauty being in the eye of the beholder, I
suppose.”
“Not in the eye of Dean Hitt, of course.” Treasure also stood up.
“That’s really what I meant.”
3
“You’ll give it more thought, Ewart?” The Dean had his arm linked with Canon Jones’s.
“You make it hard for me to think of anything else, Gilbert.”
The New Zealand open “a” made the word “hard” seem harder still. The sentence had in any case been
delivered with characteristic sharpness and energy.
The clergymen were leaving the cathedral after evensong by the main north door. This led on to a wide, low,
fan-vaulted porch open on three sides with another storey above. Mr. Duggan, the head verger, watched them go
with a bow more obsequious than ceremonious—and also purposeless since the Dean couldn’t see it and the
Precentor was preoccupied. The man’s ingratiating smile changed to a worried look as soon as they were past, and
as he set off at a brisk pace for the vergers’ robbing room murmuring to himself.
Outside it was dark and dry. A cold wind was sweeping through the cathedral close, scattering brittle leaves
from the beech trees and swirling them around the copper-topped, old-fashioned lamp standards.
Litchester Cathedral stands in the center of its own rectangular precinct. The area to the south is largely
occupied by two adjoining quadrangles. Abbot’s Cloister converted to house clergy and staff, and Bishop’s
cloister which links with the bishop’s Palace standing below it on the banks of the river Litchin.
The wide, grassy close, dissected by broad walks, is set around the other three sides of the cathedral. The
concrete walk the two were joining runs the length of the building: at its western end it broaches the middle of
Bridge Street, while in the east it finishes at the gates into East Street below the Deanery. Another walk runs
straight up from the porch to narrow North Street—now only a pedestrian way lined with small shops—and which
in turn disgorges on to Market Square.
The Deanery occupies most of the upper east side of the close. The Precentor’s house, where Canon Jones
lives, is next door. Both buildings are Jacobean. In contrast, the Chancellor’s and the Treasurer’s houses are early
Georgian. They were built as a pair in 1716 by a pupil of Wren’s and stand to left and right of the opening to
North Street. The New Chapter House dates from slightly later, and is in the north-west corner of the close, back
to back with the modern post office in Bridge Street.
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The two men turned east into the wind. They made an odd couple: the Dean a big, impressive figure in cloak
over cassock, proceeded with dignity. Canon Jones, terrier-like, seemed more to be making a series of closeencounter lunges at his superior than to be acting at his guide. Only the fact of the linked arms prevented the small
wiry Precentor from making wider sallies and generally more extravagant attempts at physical punctuation—
demonstrations largely lost as emphatic ploys on a blind companion. Even so, his friend’s erratic behaviour was
the source of mild irritation to the other—and not for the first time.
“You’re doing exercises round me again, Ewart.” The Dean interrupted something Canon Jones had been
saying.
“Sorry.” The Precentor attempted to fall in with the other’s stolid stride before continuing. “What I’ve tried to
explain is I couldn’t square my conscience with posterity. Not ever the sale. We’re only tenants of this great
property.” He waved his free arm in the direction of the cathedral. “Courtesy of our predecessors. We owe it to
them—”
“To see the place doesn’t fall down.”
“To find new money to keep it all intact.”
“From where?”
“They found money. Every century produced its own extra richness, Gilbert. They didn’t sell the cathedral
plate. They acquired it. Passed it on to us.”
“We’re not selling the cathedral plate, either. Wouldn’t dream of it.”
“Principle’s the same.”
“Not at all. Magna Carta was a confidence trick.”
“To which we owe habeas corpus, not to mention trial by jury—”
“Only a colonial would believe that.”
“Franklin Roosevelt used to quote from Magna Carta.”
“Makes my point.”
“What point?”
“You’re exercising again. I can make better progress on my own.” Which was true. In the cathedral and its
precinct the Dean, aided by his folding white stick, was quite as good at directions as a sighted person. He made
to drop the other’s arm.
“Hang on, Gilbert.” The Precentor halted, which meant they both had to. “I simply can’t accept that the good
people of this diocese won’t find the money for the organ—”
“And the roof repairs, and the choir-school endowment, and an urgent increase in general income.”
“If £1.1 million will cover it …”
“It won’t. But it’ll be a start. Ask the Treasurer. And if you were Treasurer you wouldn’t be so sanguine.”
It was the Precentor’s traditional task to arrange the services, approve the music and generally to supervise
worship. It was true that, unlike Canon Brastow, he wasn’t responsible for the protection of cathedral property,
nor, in a general way, for the balancing of its books. On the face of it, he was more involved in spending the
cathedral’s income than in raising it.
“I want the organ repaired more than Clive Brastow does.” Eward Jones tapped the Dean lightly on the chest
with an extended forefinger to help make his point. “He’s only in favour of selling the exemplification so the
money can go to … to colonials,” he ended triumphantly, jabbing again, only harder. “That’s his condition.”
“He’ll change it.”
“I doubt it.”
“So do I.”
“That’s honest anyway. Gilbert, if we charged a pound admission to rubber-neckers it’d bring in an extra
quarter million a year for starters.”
“Controversial.”
“They make an entrance charge at Salisbury Cathedral.”
“It’s voluntary.”
“But you’ve got to be smart to get in without paying it. All right, so what about a straightforward cathedral
appeal?”
“So what about selling the wretched magna Carta?”
“Because it’s too easy. Because it’s selling out a trust. Because it’d be the opposite of the benefactor’s
intention.”
“Nonsense. He was simply opposed to Rome. We’re not anti-Rome.”
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“You think he’d have been in favour of Californian museums?”
“Difficult to tell. And we shan’t find out standing here in the freezing cold while you pummel me in the solar
plexus.” The Dean marched on independently at a brisk pace, opening his stick as he went. “No doubt the vicar’s
warden of Great St. Agnes will provide the resolution,” he concluded without enthusiasm.
“Ha! No doubt at all, according to Miles Nutkin.” Canon Jones, taken unawares, had to hurry to catch up.
“And full marks to a banker who isn’t on the side of the asset-strippers.”
Except Canon Jones had not been brought up to date on Treasure’s current attitude. …
223.83 Excerpt from The Collector\fn{by John Robert Fowles (1926-2005)} Sleigh-on-Sea, Southend-on-Sea, England,
United Kingdom (M) 9
When she was home from her boarding-school I used to see her almost every day sometimes, because their
house was right opposite the Town Hall Annexe. She and her younger sister used to go in and out a lot, often with
young men, which of course I didn’t like. When I had a free moment from the files and ledgers I stood by the
window and used to look down over the road over the frosting and sometimes I’d see her. In the evening I marked
it in my observations diary, at first with X, and then when I knew her name with M. I saw her several times
outside too. I stood right behind her once in a queue at the public library down Crossfield Street. She didn’t look
once at me, but I watched the back of her head and her hair in a long pigtail. It was very pale, silky, like Burnet
cocoons. All in one pigtail coming down almost to her waist, sometimes in front, sometimes at the back.
Sometimes she wore it up. Only once, before she came to be my guest here, did I have the privilege to see her
with it loose, and it took my breath away it was so beautiful, like a mermaid.
Another time one Saturday off when I went up to the Natural History Museum I came back on the same train.
She sat three seats down and sideways to me, and read a book, so I could watch her for thirty-five minutes. Seeing
her always made me feel like I was catching a rarity, going up to it very careful, heart-in-mouth as they say. A
Pale Clouded Yellow, for instance. I always thought of her like that, I mean words like elusive and sporadic, and
very refined—not like the other ones, even the pretty ones. More for the real connoisseur.
The year she was still at school I didn’t know who she was, only how her father was doctor Grey and some talk
I overheard once at a Bug Section meeting about how her mother drank. I heard her mother speak once in a shop,
she had a la-di-da voice and you could see she was the type to drink, too much make-up, et cetera.
Well, then there was the bit in the local paper about the scholarship she’d won and how clever she was, and her
name as beautiful as herself, Miranda. So I knew she was up in London studying art. It really made a difference,
that newspaper article. It seemed like we became more intimate, although of course we still did not know each
other in the ordinary way.
I can’t say what it was, the very first time I saw her. I knew she was the only one. Of course I am not mad, I
knew it was just a dream and it always would have been if it hadn’t been for the money. I used to have daydreams
about her, I used to think of stories where I met her, did things she admired, married her and all that. Nothing
nasty, that was never until what I’ll explain later.
She drew pictures and I looked after my collection (in my dreams). It was always she loving me and my
collection, drawing and colouring them; working together in a beautiful modern house in a big room with one of
those huge glass windows; meetings there of the Bug Section, where instead of saying almost nothing in case I
made mistakes we were the popular host and hostess. She all pretty with here pale blonde hair and gray eyes and
of course the other men all green round the gills.
The only times I didn’t have nice dreams about her being when I saw her with a certain young man, a loud
noisy public-school type who had a sports car. I stood beside him once in Barclays waiting to pay in and I heard
him say, “I’ll have it in fivers”; the joke being it was only a cheque for ten pounds. They all behave like that. Well,
I saw her climb in his car sometimes, or them out together in the town in it, and those days I was very short with
the others in the office, and I didn’t use to mark the X in my ethnological observations diary (all this was before
she went to London, she dropped him then). Those were days I let myself have the bad dreams. She cried or
usually knelt. Once I let myself dream I hit her across the face as I saw it done once by a chap in a telly play.
Perhaps that was when it all started.
*
My father was killed driving. I was two. That was in 1937. He was drunk, but Aunt Annie always said it was
my mother that drove him to drink. They never told me what really happened, but she went off soon after and left
me with Aunt Annie, she only wanted an easy time. My cousin Mabel once told me (when we were kids, in a
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quarrel) she was a woman of the streets who went off with a foreigner. I was stupid, I went straight and asked
Aunt Annie and if there was any covering-up to do, of course she did it. I don’t care now, if she is still alive, I
don’t want to meet her, I’ve got no interest. Aunt Annie’s always said good riddance in so many words, and I
agree.
So I was brought up by Aunt Annie and Uncle Dick with their daughter Mabel. Aunt Annie was my father’s
elder sister.
Uncle Dick died when I was fifteen. That was 1950. We went up to Tring Reservoir to fish, as usual I went off
with my net and stuff. When I got hungry and came back to where I left him, there was a knot of people. I thought
he’d caught a whopper. But he’d had a stroke. They got him home, but he never said another word or properly
recognized any of us again.
The days we spent together, not together exactly, because I always went off collecting and he’d sit by his rods,
though we always had dinner together and the journey there and home, those days (after the ones I’m going to say
about) are definitely the best I have ever had. Aunt Annie and Mabel used to despise my butterflies when I was a
boy, but Uncle Dick would always stick up for me. He always admired a good bit of setting. He felt the same as I
did about a new imago and would sit and watch the wings stretch and dry out and the gentle way they try them,
and he also let me have room in his shed for my caterpillar jars. When I won a hobby prize for a case of
Fritillaries he gave me a pound on condition I didn’t tell Aunt Annie. Well, I won’t go on, he was as good as a
father to me. When I held the pools cheque in my hands, he was the person, besides Miranda of course, I thought
of. I would have given him the best rods and tackle and anything else he wanted. But it was not to be.
*
I did the pools from the week I was twenty-one. Every week I did the same five-bob perm. Old Tom and
Crutchley, who were in Rates with me, and some of the girls clubbed together and did a big one and they were
always going at me to join in, but I stayed the lone wolf. I never liked old Tom or Crutchley. Old Tom is slimy,
always going on about local government and buttering up to Mr. Williams, the borough Treasurer. Crutchley’s got
a dirty mind and he is a sadist, he never let an opportunity go of making fun of my interest, especially if there
were girls around.
“Fred’s looking tired—he’s been having a dirty week-end with a Cabbage White,” he used to say, and,
“Who was that Painted Lady I saw you with last night?”
Old Tom would snigger, and Jane, Crutchley’s girl from Sanitation, she was always in our office, would giggle.
She was all Miranda wasn’t. I always hated vulgar women, especially girls. So I did my own entry, like I said.
The cheque was for £73,091 and some odd shillings and pence. I rang up Mr. Williams as soon as the pools
people confirmed the Tuesday that all was well. I could tell he was angry that I left like that, although he said at
first he was pleased, he was sure they were all pleased, which of course I know they weren’t. He even suggested I
might invest in the council 5% Loan! Some of them at Town Hall lose all sense of proportion.
I did what the pools people suggested, moved straight up to London with Aunt Annie and Mabel till the fuss
died down. I sent old Tom a cheque for £500 and asked him to share with Crutchley and the others. I didn’t
answer their thank-you letters. You could see they thought I was mean.
The only fly in the ointment was Miranda. She was at home at the time of winning, on holidays from her art
school, and I saw her only the Saturday morning of the great day. All the time we were up in London spending
and spending I was thinking I wasn’t going to see her any more; then that I was rich, a good spec as a husband
now; then again I knew it was ridiculous, people only married for love, especially girls like Miranda. There were
even times I thought I would forget her. But forgetting’s not something you do, it happens to you. Only it didn’t
happen to me.
*
If you are on the grab and immoral like most nowadays, I suppose you can have a good time with a lot of
money when it comes to you. But I may say I have never been like that, I was never once punished at school.
Aunt Annie is a Nonconformist, she never forced me to go to chapel or such like, but I was brought up in the
atmosphere, though Uncle Dick used to go to the pub on the Q.T. sometimes. Aunt Annie let me smoke cigarettes
after a lot of rows when I came out of the army, but she never liked it. Even with all that money, she had to keep
on saying spending it was against her principles. But Mabel went at her behind the scenes. I heard her doing it one
day, and anyway I said it was my money and my conscience, she was welcome to all she wanted and none if she
didn’t, and there was nothing about accepting gifts in Nonconformism.
What this is all leading to is I got a bit drunk once or twice when I was in the Pay Corps, especially in
Germany, but I never had anything to do with women. I never thought about women much before Miranda. I
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know I don’t have what it is girls look for; I know chaps like Crutchley who just seem plain coarse to me get on
well with them. Some of the girls in the Annexe, it was really disgusting, the looks they’d give him. It’s some
crude animal thing I was born without. (And I’m glad I was, if more people were like me, in my opinion, the
world would be better.)
I remember a night we went out and had supper at a posh restaurant. It was on a list the pools people gave us.
It was good food, we ate it but I didn’t hardly taste it because of the way people looked at us, and how everything
in the room seemed to look down at us because we weren’t brought up their way. I read the other day an article
about class going—I could tell them things about that. If you ask me, London’s all arranged for the people who
can act like public schoolboys, and you don’t get anywhere if you don’t have the manner born and the right la-dida voice—I mean rich people’s London, the West End, of course.
*
One evening—it was after the posh restaurant, I was feeling depressed—I told Aunt Annie I felt like a walk,
which I did. I walked and I suddenly felt I’d like to have a woman, I mean to be able to know I’d had a woman, so
I rang up a telephone number a chap at the cheque-giving ceremony gave me. If you want a bit of you-knowwhat, he said. A woman said,
“I’m engaged.”
I asked if she knew any other number, and she gave me two. Well, I took a taxi round to the second one’s
address. I won’t say what happened, except that I was no good. I was too nervous, I tried to be as if I knew all
about it and of course she saw, she was old and she was horrible, horrible. I mean, both the filthy way she
behaved and in looks. She was worn, common. Like a specimen you’d turn away from, out collecting. I thought
of Miranda seeing me there like that. As I said, I tried to do it but it was no good and I didn’t try hardly.
I’m not the crude pushing sort, I never have been, I always had higher aspirations, as they say. Crutchley used
to say you had to push nowadays to get anywhere, and he used to say, “Look at old Tom, look where being slimy’s
got him,” but Crutchley used to be very familiar, much too so in yours truly’s opinion, as I said. Though he knew
when to be slimy when it paid; to Mr. Williams, for instance.
“A bit more life, Clegg,” Mr. Williams once said to me, when I was on Inquiries. “The public like a smile or a
small joke once in a while,” he said, “we aren’t all born with a gift for it, like Crutchley, but we can try, you
know.” That really riled me. I can say I was sick to death with the Annexe, and I was going to leave anyhow.
*
I was not different, I can prove it, one reason I got fed up with Aunt Annie was I started to get interested with
some of the books you can buy at shops in Soho, books of stark women and all that. I could hide the magazines,
but there were books I wanted to buy and I couldn’t in case she tumbled. I always wanted to do photography, I got
a camera at once of course, a Leica, the best, telephoto lens, the lot; the main idea was to take butterflies living
like the famous Mr. S. Beaufoy; but also often before I used to come on things out collection, you’d be surprised
the things couples get up to in places you think they would know better than to do it in, so I had that too.
Of course the business with the woman upset me though, on top of all the other things. For instance, Aunt
Annie had set her heart on going on a sea-cruise to Australia to see her son ‘Bob and Uncle Steve her other
younger brother and his family, and she wanted me to go too, but like I say I didn’t want to be any more with Aunt
Annie and Mabel. It was not that I hated them, but you could see what they were at once, even more than me.
What they were was obvious; I mean small people who’d never left home. For instance, they always expected me
to do everything with them and tell them what I’d done if by any chance I had an hour off on my own. The day
after the above-mentioned I told them flat I wasn’t going to Australia. They took it not too bad, I suppose they had
time to reckon it was my money after all.
*
The first time I went to look for Miranda it was a few days after I went down to Southampton to see off Aunt
Annie; May 10th, to be exact. I was back in London. I hadn’t got any real plan, and I told Aunt Annie and Maybel I
might go abroad, but I didn’t truly know. Aunt Annie was scared, really, the night before they went she had a
solemn talk with me about how I wasn’t to marry, she hoped—that is, without her meeting the bride. She said a lot
about it being my money and my life and how generous I was and all that, but I could see she was really scared I
might marry some girl and they’d lose all the money they were so ashamed of, anyway. I don’t blame her, it was
natural, especially with a daughter who’s a cripple. I think people like Mabel should be put out painlessly, but
that’s beside the point.
What I thought I would do (I already, in preparation, bought the best equipment in London) was to go to some
of the localities where there were rare species and aberrations and get proper series. I mean turn up and stay
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somewhere for as long as I liked, and go out and collect and photograph. I had driving lessons before they went
and I got a special van. There were a lot of species I wanted—the Swallowtail\fn{ He probably means Papilio machaon,
widespread in Europe but limited to only a few areas in the United Kingdom:H } for instance, the Black Hairstreak\fn{ Satyrium
pruni, very rare in the United Kingdom, but widespread across Europe:H } and the Large Blue,\fn{ Phengaris arion, extinct in the
United Kingdom in 1979, but reintroduced by conservationists:H } rare Fritillaries\fn{ Small group within the family Nymphalidae:H}
like the Heath and the Glanville. Things most collectors only get a go at once a lifetime. There were moths too. I
thought I might take them up.
What I’m trying to say is that having her as my guest happened suddenly, it wasn’t something I planned the
moment the money came.
Well, of course with Aunt Annie and Maybel out of the way I bought all the books I wanted, some of them I
didn’t know such things existed, as a matter of fact I was disgusted, I thought here I am stuck in a hotel room with
this stuff and it’s a lot different from what I used to dream of about Miranda and me. Suddenly I saw I’d thought
myself into thinking her completely gone out of my life, as if we didn’t live within a few miles of each other (I
was moved into the hotel in Paddington then) and I hadn’t anyhow got all the time in the world to find out where
she lived. It was easy; I looked up the Slade School of Art in the telephone directory, and I waited outside one
morning in the van.
The van was the one really big luxury I gave myself. It had a special fitting in the back compartment, a camp
bed you could let down and sleep in; I bought it to carry all my equipment for when I moved round the country,
and also I thought if I got a van I wouldn’t always have to be taking Aunt Annie and Maybel around when they
came back. I didn’t buy it for the reason I did use it for. The whole idea was sudden, like a stroke of genius
almost.
The first morning I didn’t see her, but the next day at last I did. She came out with a lot of other students,
mostly young men. My heart beat very fast and I felt sick. I had the camera all ready, but I couldn’t dare use it.
She was just the same; she had a light way of walking and she always wore flat heels so she didn’t have that
mince like most girls. She didn’t think at all about the men when she moved. Like a bird. All the time she was
talking to a young man with black hair, cut very sort with a little fringe, very artistic-looking. There were six of
them, but then she and the young man crossed the street. I got out of the van and followed them. They didn’t go
far, into a coffee-bar.
I went into that coffee-bar, suddenly, I don’t know why, like I was drawn in by something else, against my will
almost. It was full of people, students and artists and such like; they mostly had that beatnik\fn{ First known use of the
word: 1958:W} look. I remember there were weird faces and things on the walls. It was supposed to be African, I
think.
There were so many people and the noise and I felt so nervous I didn’t see her at first. She was sitting in a
second room at the back. I sat on a stool at the counter where I could watch. I didn’t dare look very often and the
light in the other room wasn’t very good.
Then she was standing right next me. I was pretending to read a newspaper so I didn’t see her get up. I felt my
face was red. I stared at the words but I couldn’t read, I daren’t look the smallest look—she was almost touching
me. She was in a check dress, dark blue and white it was, her arms brown and bare, her hair all loose down her
back. She said,
“Jenny, we’re absolutely broke, be an angel and let us have two cigarettes.”
The girl behind the counter said, “Not again,” or something, and she said, Tomorrow, I swear,” and then,
“Bless you,” when the girl gave her two. It was all over in five seconds, she was back with the young man, but
hearing her voice turned her from a sort of dream person to a real one. I can’t say what was special in her voice.
Of course it was very educated, but it wasn’t la-di-da, it wasn’t slimy, she didn’t beg the cigarettes or like demand
them, she just asked for them in an easy way and you didn’t have any class feeling. She spoke like she walked, as
you might say.
I paid as quick as possible and went back to the van and the Cremorne and my room. I was really upset. It was
partly that she had to borrow cigarettes because she had no money and I had sixty thousand pounds (I gave Aunt
Annie ten) ready to lay at her feet—because that is how I felt. I felt I would do anything to know her, to please
her, to be her friend, to be able to watch her openly, not spy on her. To show how I was, I put five five-pound
notes I had on me in an envelope and addressed it to Miss Miranda Grey, the Slade School of Art … only of
course I didn’t post it. I would have if I could have seen her face when she opened it.
That was the day I first gave myself the dream that came true. It began where she was being attacked by a man
and I ran up and rescued her. Then somehow I was the man that attacked her, only I didn’t hurt her; I captured her
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and drove her off in the van to a remote house and there I kept her captive in a nice way. Gradually she came to
know me and like me and the dream grew into the one about our living in a nice modern house, married, with kids
and everything.
It haunted me. It kept me awake at nights, it made me forget what I was doing during the day. I stayed on and
on at the Cremorne. It stopped being a dream, it began to be what I pretended was really going to happen (of
course, I thought it was only pretending) so I thought of ways and means—all the things I would have to arrange
and think about and how I’d do it and all. I thought, I can’t even get to know her in the ordinary way, but if she’s
with me, she’ll see my good points, she’ll understand. There was always the idea she would understand.
*
Another thing I began to do was read the classy newspapers, for the same reason I went to the National
Gallery and the Tate Gallery. I didn’t enjoy them much, it was like the cabinets of foreign species in the
Entomology Room at the Natural History Museum, you could see they were beautiful but you didn’t know them, I
mean I didn’t know them like I knew the British. But I went so as I could talk to her, so I wouldn’t seem ignorant.
In one of the Sunday papers I saw an advert in capitals in a page of houses for sale. I wasn’t looking for them,
this just seemed to catch my eye as I was turning the page. “ FAR FROM THE MADDING CROWD” it said. Just
like that. Then it went on:
Old cottage, charming secluded situation, large garden, 1 hr. by car London, two miles from nearest village …

—and so on. The next morning I was driving down to see it. I phoned the estate agent in Lewes and arranged to
meet someone at the cottage. I bought a map of Sussex. That’s the thing about money. There are no obstacles.
I expected something broken-down. It looked old all right, black beams and white outside and old stone tiles. It
stood right on its own. The estate agent came out when I drove up. I thought he would be older, he was my age,
but the public schoolboy type, full of silly remarks that are meant to be funny, as if it was below him to sell
anything and there was some difference between selling houses and something in a shop. He put me off straight
away because he was inquisitive. Still, I thought I better look round, having come all that way. The rooms were
not much, but it was well fitted out with all mod cons, electricity, telephone and all. Some retired navy admiral or
somebody had had it and died, and then the next buyer died unexpectedly as well and so it was on the market.
I still say I didn’t go down here with the intention of seeing whether there was anywhere to have a secret guest.
I can’t really say what intention I had. I just don’t know. What you do blurs over what you did before.
The chap wanted to know if it was just for myself. I said it was for an aunt. I told the truth. I said I wanted it to
be a surprise for her, when she came back from Australia and so on.
How about their figure, he wanted to know.
I’ve just come into a lot of money, I said, to squash him. We were just coming downstairs when he said that,
having seen everything, I though. I was even going to say it wasn’t what I wanted, not big enough, to squash him
more, when he said, well, that’s the lot, bar the cellars.
You had to go out through the back where there was a door beside the back door. He took the key from under a
flowerpot. Of course the electricity was off, but he had a torch. It was cold out of the sun, damp, nasty. There were
stone steps down. At the bottom he shone his torch round. Someone had whitewashed the walls, but it was a long
time ago, and pieces had come off so that the walls looked mottled.
“Runs the whole length,” he said, “and there’s this too.”
He shone the torch and I saw a doorway in the corner of the wall facing us as we came down the stairs. It was
another large cellar, four big steps down from the first one, but this time with a lower roof and a bit arched, like
the rooms you see underneath churches sometimes. The steps came down diagonally in one corner so the room
ran away, so to speak.
“Just the thing for orgies,” he said.
“What was it for? I asked, ignoring his silly facetiousness.
He said they thought it might be because the cottage was so on its own. They’d have to store a lot of food. Or it
might have been a secret Roman Catholic chapel. One of the electricians later said it was a smugglers’ place when
they used to be going to London from Newhaven.
Well, we went back upstairs and out. When he locked the door and put the key back under a flowerpot, it was
like down there didn’t exist. It was two worlds. It’s always been like that. Some days I’ve woken up and it’s all
been like a dream, till I went down again.
He looked at his watch.
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“I’m interested,” I said. “Very interested.” I was so nervous he looked at me surprised and I said,
“I think I’ll have it.”
Just like that. I really surprised myself. Because before I always wanted something up to date, what they call
contemporary. Not an old place stuck away. He stood there looking all gormless,\fn{ Stupid} surprised that I was so
interested, surprised I had money, I suppose, like most of them.
He went away back to Lewes then. He had to fetch someone else interested, so I said I would stay in the
garden and think things over before a final decision.
It was a nice garden, it runs back to a field which had Lucerne then, lovely stuff for butterflies. The field goes
up to a hill (that is north). East there are woods on both sides of the road running up from the valley towards
Lewes. West there are fields. There is a farmhouse about three-quarters of a mile away down the hill, the nearest
house. South you have a fine view, except it was blocked by the front hedge and some trees. Also a good garage.
I went back to the house and got the key out and went down into the cellars again. The inner one must have
been five or six feet under the earth. It was damp, the walls like wet wood in winter. I couldn’t see very well
because I only had my lighter. It was a bit frightening, but I am not the superstitious type.
*
Some might say I was lucky to find the place first go, however I would have found somewhere else sooner or
later. I had the money. I had the will. Funny, what Crutchley called “push.” I didn’t push at the Annexe, it didn’t
suit me. But I would like to see Crutchley organize what I organized last summer and carry it through. I am not
going to blow my own trumpet, but it was no small thing.
I read in the paper the other day (Saying of the Day)—
“What Water is to the Body, Purpose is to the Mind.”
That is very true, in my humble opinion. When Miranda became the purpose of my life I should say I was at
least as good as the next man, as it turned out.
*
I had to give five hundred more than they asked in the advert, others were after it, everyone fleeced me. The
surveyor, the builder, the decorators, the furniture people in Lewes I got to furnish it. I didn’t care, why should I,
money was no object. I got long letters from Aunt Annie, which I wrote back to, giving her figures half what I
really paid.
I got the electricians to run a power cable down to the cellar, and the plumbers water and a sink. I made out I
wanted to do carpentry and photography and that would be my workroom. It wasn’t a lie, there was carpentry to
do all right. And I was already taking some photographs I couldn’t have developed in a shop. Nothing nasty. Just
couples.
At the end of August, the men moved out and I moved in. To begin with, I felt like in a dream. But that soon
wore off. I wasn’t left alone as much as I expected. A man came and wanted to do the garden, he’d always done it,
and he got very nasty when I sent him away. Then the vicar from the village came and I had to be rude with him. I
said I wanted to be left alone, I was Nonconformist, I wanted nothing to do with the village, and he went off la-dida in a huff. Then there were several people with van-shops and I had to put them off. I said I bought all my goods
in Lewes.
I had the telephone disconnected, too. I soon got in the habit of locking the front gate, it was only a grille, but
had a lock. Once or twice I saw tradesmen looking through, but people soon seemed to get the point. I was left
alone, and could get on with my work.
*
I worked for a month or more getting my plans ready. I was alone all the time not having any real friends was
lucky. (You couldn’t call the Annexe people friends I didn’t miss them, they didn’t miss me.)
I used to do odd jobs for Aunt Annie, Uncle Dick taught me. I wasn’t bad at carpentering and so on, and I fitted
out the room very nicely, though I say it myself. After I got it dried out I put several layers of insulating felt and
then a nice bright orange carpet (cheerful) fitting the walls (which were whitewashed). I got in a bed and a chest
of drawers. Table, armchair, et cetera. I fixed up a screen in one corner and behind it a wash-table and a camper’s
lavatory and all the et ceteras—it was like a separate little room almost. I got other things, cases and a lot of art
books and some novels to make it look homely, which it finally did. I didn’t risk pictures, I knew she might have
advanced taste.
One problem of course was doors and noise. There was a good old oak frame in the door through to her room
but no door, so I had to make one to fit, and that was my hardest job. The firs tone I made didn’t work, but the
second one was better. Even a man couldn’t have bust it down, let alone a little thing like her. It was two-inch
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seasoned wood with sheet metal on the inside so she couldn’t get at the wood. It weighed a ton and it was no joke
getting it hung, but I did it. I fixed ten-inch bolts outside.
Then I did something very clever. I made what looked like a bookcase, only for tools and things, out of some
old wood and fitted it with wooden latches in the doorway, so that if you gave a casual look it just seemed that it
was just an old recess fitted up with shelves. You lifted it out and there was the door through. It also stopped any
noise getting out. I also fitted a bolt on the inner side of the door which had a lock too down to the cellar so I
couldn’t be disturbed. Also a burglar alarm. Only a simple one, for the night.
What I did in the first cellar was I put in a small cooker and all the other facilities. I didn’t know there
wouldn’t be snoopers and it would look funny if I was always carrying trays of food up and down. But being at
the back of the house I didn’t worry much, seeing there was only fields and woods. Two sides of the garden there
is a wall, anyhow, and the rest is hedge you can’t see through. It was nearly ideal. I did think of having a stair run
down from inside, but the expense was high and I didn’t want risk of suspicions. You can’t trust workmen now,
they want to know everything.
At this time I never thought it was serious. I knew that must sound very strange, but it was so. I used to say, of
course, I’ll never do it, this is only pretending. And I wouldn’t have pretended even like that if I hadn’t had all the
time and money. I wanted. In my opinion a lot of people who may seem happy now would do what I did or
similar things if they had the money and the time. I mean, to give way to what they pretend now they shouldn’t.
Power corrupts, a teacher I had always said. And Money is Power.
Another thing I did, I bought a lot of clothes for her at a store in London. What I did was, in one I saw an
assistant just her size and I gave the colours I always saw Miranda wear and I got everything there they said a girl
would need. I told a story about a girl friend from the North who’d had all here luggage stolen and I wanted it to
be a surprise, et cetera. I don’t think she believed me in the store, but it was a good sale—I paid out nearly ninety
pounds that morning.
*
I could go on all night about the precautions. I used to go and sit in her room and work out what she could do
to escape. I thought she might know about electricity, you never know with girls these days, so I always wore
rubber heels, I never touched a switch without a good look first. I got a special incinerator to burn all her rubbish.
I knew nothing of hers must ever leave the house. No laundry. There could always be something.
*
Well, at last I went back up to London to the Cremorne Hotel. For several days I watched for her but I didn’t
see her. It was a a very anxious time, but I kept on. I didn’t take the camera. I knew it was too risky, I was after
bigger game than just a street shot. I went twice to the coffee bar. One day I spent nearly two hours there
pretending to read a book, but she didn’t come. I began to get wild ideas, perhaps she’d died, perhaps she wasn’t
doing art there any more.
Then one day (I didn’t want the van to get too familiar) as I was getting off the Underground at Warren Street,
I saw her. She was getting off a train coming from the north on the other platform. It was easy. I followed her out
of the station, and saw her go off towards the College.
The next days I watched the tube station. Perhaps she didn’t always use the tube to go home, I didn’t see her
for two days, but then the third day I saw her cross the road and go into the station. That’s how I found out where
she came from. It was Hampstead.
I did the same thing there. I waited for her to come out the next day and she did and I followed her about ten
minutes through a lot of little streets to where she lived. I walked on past the house she went into and found out
the number and then at the end of the road the name on it.
It was a good day’s work.
I booked out of the Cremorne three days before, and every night I moved into a new hotel and booked out the
next morning so that I couldn’t be traced. In the van I had the bed ready and the straps and scarves. I was going to
use chloroform, I used it once in the killing-bottle. A chap in Public Analysis let me have it. It doesn’t go weak but
just to make sure I decided to mix in a bit of carbon tetrachloride, what they call CTC and you can buy anywhere.
I drove round the Hampstead district and learnt the A to Z for that part off and how to get quickly away down
to Fosters. Everything was ready. So now I could watch and when I saw the chance, do it. I was really peculiar
those days, I thought of everything, just like I’d been doing it all my life. Like I’d been a secret agent or a
detective.
*
It finally ten days later happened as it sometimes does with butterflies. I mean you go to a place where you
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know you may see something rare and you don’t, but the next time not looking for it you see it on a flower right
in front of you, handed to you on a plate, as they say.
This night I was outside the tube as usual with the van up a side street. It had been a fine day but close; and it
came on to thunder and rain. I was standing in the doorway of a shop opposite the exit, and I saw her come up the
steps just as it was teeming. I saw she had no raincoat, only a jumper. Soon she ran round the corner into the main
part of the station. I crossed, there were a mass of people milling about. She was in a telephone box. Then she
came out and instead of going up the hill like she usually did she went long another street. I followed her, I
thought it was no good, I couldn’t understand what she was doing.
Then she suddenly shot up a side road and there was a cinema and she went in. I saw what it was, she had rung
up where she lived to say it was raining hard and she was going in the cinema to wait fdor it to clear up. I knew it
was my chance, unless someone came to meet her.
When she had gone in, I went and saw how long the programme lasted. It was two hours. I took a risk, perhaps
I wanted to give fate a chance to stop me. I went into a café and had my supper. Then I went to my fan and parked
where I could see the cinema. I didn’t know what to expect, perhaps she was meeting a friend. I mean I felt I was
swept on, like down rapids. I might hit something. I might get through.
She came out alone, exactly two hours later, it had stopped raining more or less and it was almost dark, the sky
overcast. I watched here go back the usual way up the hill. Then I drove off past her to a place I knew she must
pass. It was where the road she lived in curved up away from another one. There was trees and bushes on one
side, on the other a whopping big house in big grounds. I think it was empty., Higher up there were the other
houses, all big. The first part of her walk was in bright-lit streets.
There was just this one place.
I had a special plastic bag sewn in my mac pocket, in which I put some of the chloroform and CTC and the pad
so it was soaked and fresh. I kept the flap down, so the smell kept in, then in a second I could get it out when
needed.
Two old women with umbrellas (it began to spot with rain again) appeared and came up the road towards me.
It was just what I didn’t want, I knew she was due, and I nearly gave up then and there. But I bent right down,
they passed talking nineteen to the dozen, I don’t think they even saw me or the van. There were cars parked
everywhere in that district. A minute passed. I got out and opened the back. It was all planned.
And then she was near. She’d come up and round without me seeing, only twenty yards away, walking quickly.
If it had been a clear night I don’t know what I’d have done. But there was this wind in the trees. Gusty. I could
see there was no one behind her. Then she was right beside me, coming up the pavement. Funny, singing to
herself. I said,
“Excuse me, do you know anything about dogs?” She stopped, surprised.
“It’s awful, I’ve just run over one,” I said. “It dashed out. I don’t know what to do with it. It’s not dead.” I
looked into the back, very worried.
“Oh, the poor thing,” she said. She came towards me, to look in. Just as I hoped.
“There’s no blood,” I said, “but it can’t move.”
Then she came round the end of the open back door, and I stood back as if to let her see. She bent forward to
peer in, I flashed a look down the road, no one, and then I got her. She didn’t make a sound, she seemed so
surprised, I got the pad I’d been holding in my pocket right across her mouth and nose, I caught her to me, I could
smell the fumes, she struggled like the dickens, but she wasn’t strong, smaller even than I’d thought. She made a
sort of gurgling. I looked down the road again, I was thinking this is it, she’ll fight and I shall have to hurt her or
run away. I was ready to bolt for it.
And then suddenly she went limp, I was holding her up instead of holding her quiet. I got her half into the van,
then I jerked open the other door, got in and pulled her after me, then shut the doors quietly to. I rolled and lifted
her on to the bed. She was mine, I felt suddenly very excited, I knew I’d done it. I put the gag on first, then I
strapped her down, no hurry, no panic, like I planned.
Then I scrambled into the driving seat. It all took not a minute. I drove up the road, not fast, slow and quiet,
and turned to a place I’d noticed on Hampstead Heath. There I got into the back again, and did the tying up
properly, with the scarves and everything, so that she wouldn’t be hurt, and so she couldn’t scream or bang the
sides or anything. She was still unconscious, but she was breathing, I could hear her, as if she had catarrh, so I
knew she was all right.
*
Near Redhill I drove off the main road as planned and up a lonely side road and then got in the back to look at
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her. I laid a torch where it gave a bit of light and I could see. She was awake. Her eyes seemed very big, they
didn’t seem frightened, they seemed proud almost, as if she’d decided not to be brightened not at any price. I said,
“Don’t be alarmed, I’m not going to hurt you.”
She remained staring at me. It was embarrassing, I didn’t know what to say. I said, “Are you all right, do you
want anything,” but it sounded silly. I really meant did she want to go outside. She began to shake her head. I
could see she meant the gag was hurting. I said,
“We’re miles in the country, it’s no good screaming, if you do, I’ll put the gag straight back, do you
understand?”
She nodded, so I undid the scarf. Before I could do anything she reached up as high as she could and sideways
and she was sick.
It was horrible. I could smell the chloroform and the sick. She didn’t say anything. She just groaned. I lost my
head, I didn’t know what to do. I suddenly felt we had to get home as quick as possible, so I put the gag on again.
She struggled, I heard her say under the cloth, “No, no,” it was horrible, but I made myself do it because I knew it
was for the best in the end. Then I got into the driving seat and one we went.
We got here just after half past ten. I drove into the garage, went and looked about to make sure nothing had
happened in my absence, not that I expected anything. But I didn’t want to spoil the ship for the little bit of tar. I
went down to her room, everything was all right, not too stuffy because I’d left the door open. I slept in it one
night before to see if there was enough air and there was. There were all the doings to make tea with and so on. It
looked very snug and cosy.
Well, at last the great moment was come. I went up to the garage and opened the back of the van. Like the rest
of the operation it went according to plan. I got the straps off her, made her sit up, her legs and feet still bound of
course. She kicked about for a moment. I was obliged to say that if she did not keep quiet I would have to resort
to more of the chloro and CTC (which I showed), but that if she kept still I wouldn’t hurt her. That did the trick. I
lifted her, she was not so heavy as I thought; I got her down quite easily; we did have a bit of a struggle at the
door of her room, but there wasn’t much she could do then. I put her on the bed. It was done.
Here face was white, some of the sick had gone on her navy jumper, she was a real sight; but her eyes weren’t
afraid. It was funny. She just stared at me, waiting. I said,
“This is your room. If you do what I say, you won’t be hurt. It’s no good shouting. You can’t be heard outside
and anyway there’s never anyone to hear. I’m going to leave you now, there’s some biscuits and sandwiches (I
bought some in Hampstead) and if you want to make tea or cocoa. I’ll come back tomorrow morning,” I said.
I could see she wanted me to take the gag off, but I wouldn’t do it. What I did was I undid her arms and then
immediately went back out; she struggled to get the gag off, but I got the door closed first and the bolts in. I heard
her cry, “Come back!” then again but not loud. Then she tried the door, but not very hard. Then she began to bang
on the door with something hard. I think it was the hairbrush. It didn’t sound much, anyhow I put the false shelf in
and knew you wouldn’t hear anything outside.
I stayed an hour in the outer cellar, just in case. It wasn’t necessary, there was nothing in her room she could
have broken the door down with even if she had the strength, I bought all plastic cups and saucers and aluminum
teapot and cutlery, et cetera.
Eventually I went up and went to bed. She was my guest at last and that was all I cared about. I lay awake a
long time, thinking about things. I felt a bit unsure the van would be traced, but there were hundreds of vans like
that, and the only people I really worried about were those two women who passed.
Well, I lay there thinking of her below, lying awake too. I had nice dreams, dreams where I went down and
comforted her; I was excited, perhaps I went a bit far in what I gave myself to dream, but I wasn’t really worried.
I knew my love was worthy of her. Then I went to sleep.
*
After, she was telling me what a bad thing I did and how I ought to try and realize it more. I can only say that
evening I was very happy, as I said, and it was more like I had done something very daring, like climbing Everest
or doing something in enemy territory. My feelings were very happy because my intentions were of the best. It
was what she never understood.
To sum up, that night was the best thing I ever did in my life (bar winning the pools in the first place). It was
like catching the Mazarine Blue again or a Queen of Spain Fritillary. I mean it was like something you only do
once in a lifetime and even then often not; something you dream about more than you ever expect to see come
true, in fact. …
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222.184 1. Arabella 2. Tolworth McGee 3. Hanna Sweeny 4. McIntyre 5. Annie Rogerson: Five Short
Stories\fn{by Agnes Owens (1926- )} Milngavie, East Dumbartonshire, Scotland, United Kingdom (F) 12
1
Arabella pushed the pram up the steep path to her cottage. It was hard going since the four dogs inside were a
considerable weight. She admonished one of them which was about to jump out. The dog thought better of it and
sat down again. The others were sleeping, covered with her best coat, which was a mass of dog hairs; the children,
as she preferred to call them, always came first with her. Most of her Social Security and the little extra she earned
was spent on them. She was quite satisfied with her diet of black sweet tea and cold sliced porridge kept handy
while her children dined on mince, liver and chops.
The recent call on her parents had been depressing. Loyal though she was, she had to admit they were poor
company nowadays. Her bedridden father had pulled the sheet over his face when she had entered. Her mother
had sat bent and tight-lipped over the fire, occasionally throwing on a lump of coal, while she tried to interest
them in the latest gossip; but they never uttered a word except for the terse question “When are you leaving?”—
and the bunch of dandelions she had gathered was straightaway flung into the fire. Arabella had tried to make the
best of things, giving her father a kiss on his lips before she left, but he was so cold he could have been dead. She
had patted her mother on the head, but the response was a spittle which slid down her coat like a fast-moving
snail.
Back inside her cottage she hung her hat on a peg and looked around with a certain amount of distaste. She had
to admit the place was a mess compared to her mother’s bare boards, but then her mother had no children to deal
with. Attempting to tidy it up she swept a pile of bones and bits of porridge lying on the floor into a pail. Then she
flung the contents on to a jungle of weeds outside her door. Good manure, she thought, and didn’t she have the
loveliest dandelions for miles.
“Children,” she called. “Come and get your supper.”
The dogs jumped out of the pram, stretching and yawning nervously. One dragged itself around. It was the
yowigest and never felt well. Arabella’s training methods were rigorous. This had been a difficult one at first, but
the disobedience was soon curbed—though now it was always weak and had no appetite. The other three ate
smartly with stealthy looks at Arabella. Her moods were unpredictable and often violent. However, she was tired
out now from her chores and decided to rest. She lay down on top of a pile of coats on the bed, arranging her long
black dress carefully—the dogs had a habit of sniffing up her clothes if given half a chance. Three dogs jumped
up beside her and began to lick her face and whine. The one with no appetite abandoned its mince and crawled
under the bed.
Arabella awoke with a start. Her freshened mind realised there was some matter hanging over it, to which she
must give some thought. It was the letter she had received two days previously; which she could not read. Her
parents had never seen the necessity for schooling and so far Arabella had managed quite well without it. Her
reputation as a healer was undisputed and undiminished by the lack of education. In fact, she had a regular
clientele of respectable gentlemen who called upon her from time to time to have their bodies relaxed by a special
potion of cow dung, mashed snails or frogs, or whatever dead creature was handy. Strangely enough, she never
had female callers. (Though once Nellie Watkins, desperate to get rid of the warts on her neck, had called on her
to ask for a cure. Whatever transpired was hearsay; but the immediate outcome of it was that Nellie had poured
the potion over Arabella, threatening to have her jailed. But she never did. Arabella’s power was too strong.)
The councillor’s son, who had been the caller on the evening after she received the letter, explained that it was
from the Sanitary Inspector and more or less stated that if she didn’t get rid of her animals and clean her place up
she would be put out of her home. Then he changed the subject since he knew it would be out of the question for
Arabella to clean anything, that was one thing beyond her powers, saying,
“Now we have had our fun get me some water—that is if you use such a commodity. I know soap is not
possible.”
And while Arabella fetched the water lying handy in an empty soup tin on the sink, he took a swallow from a
small bottle in his jacket pocket to pull himself together. Arabella did not like the tone of the letter. Plaintively she
asked,
“What will I do, Murgatroyd?”
“That’s your worry,” he replied, as he put on his trousers. “Anyway the smell in this place makes me sick. I
don’t know what’s worse—you or the smell.”
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“Now, now, Murgatroyd,” said Arabella reprovingly, pulling a black petticoat over her flabby shoulders, “you
know you always feel better after your treatment. Don’t forget the children’s money box on your way out.”
Murgatroyd's final advice, before he left, was,
“Try your treatment on the Sanitary Inspector when he calls. It might work wonders.”
*
After giving this matter a lot of thought and getting nowhere, she decided to call on her parents again. They
were rather short on advice nowadays, but she still had faith in their wisdom.
Her mother was still huddled over the fIre and she noticed with vague surprise that her father did not draw the
sheet over his face. Optimistically, she considered that he could be in a good mood.
“Mummy, I’m sorry I had no time to bring flowers, but be a dear and tell me the best way to get rid of Sanitary
Inspectors.” Her mother did not move a muscle, or say a word.
“Tell me what to do,” wheedled Arabella. “Is it chopped worms with sheep’s dropping or rat’s liver with bog
myrtles?”
Her mother merely threw a lump of coal on to the fIre. Then she softened.
“See your father,” she replied.
Arabella leapt over to the bed and almost upset the stained pail lying beside it. She took hold of her father’s
hand, which was dangling down loosely: She clasped it to her sagging breast and was chilled by its icy touch, so
she hurriedly flung the hand back on the bed saying,
“Daddy darling, what advice can you give your little girl on how to get rid of Sanitary Inspectors?”
He regarded her with a hard immovable stare then his hand slid down to dangle again. She looked at him
thoughtfully and pulled the sheet over his face.
“Mummy, I think Daddy is dead.”
Her mother took out a pipe from her pocket and lit it from the fire with a long taper. After puffmg for a few
seconds, she said,
“Very likely.” Arabella realised that the discussion was over.
“Tomorrow I will bring a wreath for Daddy,” she promised as she quickly headed for the door. “I have some
lovely dandelions in my garden.
*
Back home again, Arabella studied her face in a cracked piece of mirror and decided to give it a wash. She
moved a damp smelly cloth over it, which only made the seams of dirt show up more clearly: Then she attempted
to run a comb through her tangled mass of hair, but the comb snapped. Thoroughly annoyed, she picked out a fat
louse from a loose strand of hair and crushed it with her fingernails. Then she sat down on the bed and brooded.
So engrossed was she in her worry she forgot to feed her children, who by this time were whining and
squatting in corners to relieve themselves. She couldn’t concentrate on making their food, so she took three of
them outside and tied them to posts. The fourth one, under the bed, remained very still. Eventually she decided the
best thing to do was to have some of her magical potion ready, though such was her state of mind that she doubted
its efficiency in the case of Sanitary Inspectors. Besides, there was no guarantee he suffered from afllictions.
Sighing, she went outside. Next to her door stood a large barrel where she kept the potion. She scooped a
portion of the thick evil-smelling substance into a delve jar, stirred it up a bit to get the magic going, then returned
indoors and laid it in readiness on the table. She was drinking a cup of black sweet tea when the knock came on
the door. Smoothing down her greasy dress and taking a deep breath to calm herself: she opened it. The small man
confronting her had a white wizened face under a large bowler hat.
“Please enter,” requested Arabella regally.
With head held high she turned into the room. The Sanitary Inspector tottered on the doorstep. He had not been
feeling well all day. Twenty years of examining fetid drains and infested dwellings had weakened his system. He
had another five years to go before he retired, but he doubted he would last that long.
“Please sit down,” said Arabella, motioning to an orange box and wondering how she could broach the subject
of cures before he could speak about his business. She could see at a glance that this was a sick man, though not
necessarily one who would take his clothes off. The Sanitary Inspector opened his mouth to say something but
found that he was choking and everything was swimming before him. He had witnessed many an odious spectacle
in his time but this fat sagging filthy woman with wild tangled hair and great staring eyes was worse than the
nightmares he often had of dismembered bodies in choked drains. Equally terrible was the smell, and he was a
connoisseur in smells. He managed to seat his lean trembling shanks on the orange box and found himself at eye
level with a delve jar in the centre of a wooden table. Again he tried to speak, but his mouth appeared to be full of
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poisonous gas.
“My good man,” said Arabella, genuinely concerned when she saw his head swaying, “I can see you are not
well and it so happens I am a woman of great powers.”
She knew she had no time for niceties. Quickly she undressed and stood before him as guileless as a June
bride. The small man reeled. This grotesque pallid flesh drooping sickly wherever possible was worse than
anything he had ever witnessed.
“Now just take your clothes off, and you’ll soon feel better,” said Arabella in her most winsome tone. “I have a
magical potion here that cures all ailments and eases troubled minds.”
So saying, she turned and gave him a close-up view of her monumental buttocks. She dipped her fmgers in the
jar and tantalisingly held out a large dollop in front of his nose. It was too much for him. His heart gave a dreadful
lurch. He hiccuped loudly; then his head sagged on to his chest.
Arabella was very much taken aback. Nothing like this had ever happened before, though it had been obvious
to her when she first saw him that he was an inferior type. She rubbed the ointment on her fmgers off on the jar,
then dressed. The manner in which he lay; limp and dangling, reminded her of her father.
This man must be dead, but, even dead he was a nuisance. She would have to get rid of him quickly if she
didn’t want it to get around that her powers were waning. Then she remembered the place where she had buried
some of her former children and considered that he would fit into the pram—he was small enough. Yet it was all
so much bother and very unpleasant and unpleasantness always wore her out.
She went outside to take a look at the pram. The dogs were whining and pulling on the fence. Feeling ashamed
of her neglect, she returned to fetch their supper, when the barrel caught her eye. Inspiration came to her in a
flash. The barrel was large—it was handy—qand there would be an extra ftllip added to the ointment. She felt
humbled by the greatness of her power.
Cheerfully she approached the figure slumped like a rag doll against the table. It was easy to drag him outside,
he was so fragile. Though he wasn’t quite dead because she heard him whisper,
“Sweet Jesus, help me.”
This only irritated her. She could have helped him if he had let her. She dragged his unresisting body towards
the barrel and with no difficulty toppled him inside to join the healing ointment. With a sigh of satisfaction she
replaced the lid. As usual everything had worked out well for her.
2
The other Saturday I met up with one of my old schoolmates, Toly McGee. I think his correct name was
Bobby, or it might have been Rabbie, but I always knew him as Toly on account of one or two accidents he had in
the classroom. In those days he had a very nervous disposition. I gave him a genuine “how’s it gaun” welcome
and noticed he hadn’t altered that much. The big brainy forehead wrinkled in perplexity as he peered at me with
the same flickering eyes of old. They slowed down to a standstill when recognition dawned on him.
“It’s yourself,” he said with such a great grin of pleasure
I wondered if he really knew me. He shook my hand with hot enthusiasm and I had difficulty in ungluing it
from his clammy grasp. I was beginning to regret my impulsive greeting because I could see I’d have difficulty in
getting away from him and I was in a hurry to put a bet on.
“Huvny seen ye for a while,” I remarked.
“I’ve been in England since I left school,” he told me. I thought that explained the posh accent.
“Did ye run away?” I asked.
“Of course not! Mum and Dad left for London with the family. You remember Dad?”
I remembered Dad. He used to be “the auld man” to Toly. He was a shufily; ferrety-faced wee guy who worked
on the railway and, when drunk, battered Toly stupid.
“Right enough,” I said, “I remember ye a’ lit oot for the big smoke.”
Vaguely it came to me that the talk with my mother at the time was the McGees had done a moonlight after
getting free passes on the train. It also struck me that Toly was dressed nearly in a brown suit with tie to match,
and a crew-cut which did not enhance his naked face. It wasn’t my idea of style. Still, there was an air of success
about him compared to the old days when he wore his father’s shirts with cuffs turned up a mile, ragged trousers
which barely reached his ankles, and either wellies or sandshoes regardless of weather conditions. I could sense
he was about to embark on a long conversation so I cut him short.
“I’ll huv taeget this bet on before the one-thirty race,” I explained and smarrly headed across the road to the
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bookie.
“That’s all right. I’ll wait for you,” he called.
“Jesus,” I muttered. I hung on till after the race, but my luck was out. The horse had been lame, and Toly was
waiting.
“It’s really great to see you again,” he said for the umpteenth time as we walked along the road. I knew I was
lumbered with him, and for his part he didn’t notice my lack of interest in his life story;
“So, anyway;” he said, “after I got the money I thought I would return and look up my old friends.”
“Whit money?” I asked, jerked out of my apathy. Impatienrly he said,
“I’ve already explained about the money Dad won on the pools. He gave me two hundred pounds to start me
off in business, but I thought I would come back and have a holiday in my home town first. I’ve told you all this
already.”
“Sorry,” I said, “wi’ that fancy accent o’ yours I couldny follow whit ye were telling me. Anyway; I’m glad tae
hear aboot yer good luck. I like tae see folk getting’ on.” Although I’m not a grasping type I was relieved that Toly
at least possessed money to splash about.
“Do ye take a bevvy?” I asked cautiously.
“Bevvy? Oh, I see. Yes, I don’t mind an occasional pint. In fact,” he added with genuine pleasure, “I would be
glad to treat you.”
I breathed a sigh of relief because if Toly didn’t indulge I would have dumped him there and then. Hurriedly I
invited him into the Paxton Arms, since there was only an hour’s drinking time left. Toly ordered the beer and
with our pint tumblers before us, we stood like two clothes poles waiting for a line. Eventually I said,
“I don’t care a’ that much for the taste o’ beer withoot a whisky tae go wi’ it.”
Toly took the hint. He ordered two whiskies. His face went a fine shade of lilac after he swallowed his, but it
must have put some sense into him because after shuddering he said,
“Don’t worry, I’ll buy you all the whisky you want.”
“That’s very decent o’ ye Toly.” He regarded me uneasily and said,
“I’d prefer if you didn’t call me that name. Do you mind addressing me as Robert?” I gave a bark of laughter,
“That’s a helluva name. Toly suits ye better.” His eyes fluttered with embarrassment.
“In Tolworth they call me Robert. No one has said it doesn’t suit me.” I felt sorry for him, so I said,
“So ye stay in Tolworth? That’s the game. I’ll call ye Tolworth. I’d forget tae call ye Robert, but Tolworth
sounds like Toly. How’s that?” He brooded a bit then conceded,
“I suppose so.” I slapped him on the back.
“Right Tolworth, I’ll have a hauf an’ a pint.”
After another couple of rounds he began to sag inside his neat suit. I thought he looked all the better for it. His
tie flapping at the side of his neck gave him a touch of class and more in keeping with the Paxton Arms style. Not
having much to talk about we began to reminisce on the subject of our schooldays. Tolworth confessed that he had
detested school.
“You wereny the only one,” I said.
“It wis different for you.” I noticed he was relapsing into the vernacular of his race. “You didny seem to bother
aboot beatin’ ups.” Then he gave my face a long look.
“I see you still don’t bother.”
“I bothered the same as everybody else,” I said. “Ye jist had tae put on a front.”
“Aye, but ye didny have to put on your faither’s auld shirts that made you a handy target.” His voice was bitter.
“That’s true,” I admitted. I never had a father so I had better fitted shirts from the welfare.
“By the way,” I said, “there wis one thing that puzzled me aboot you.”
“What?”
“Well, mind how we used tae come whoopin’ an’ shoutin’ oot o’ the class at playtime?”
“Aye.”
“It wisny as if I wis spyin’ on ye, but it began tae dawn on me that efter ye came whoopin’ an’ shoutin’ the
same as everybody else, ye disappeared intae thin air. One day I wanted tae ask ye for the len’ o’ yer sandshoes for
drill but I couldny find ye anywhere.” Tolworth looked at the glass of whisky in his hand sadly; I could sense
there was a big confession coming.
“I widny tell anyone else but you,” he hesitated, then continued. “As you know I’ve always been very allergic
to pain, on account of getting’ battered from ma auld man when he was drunk. Ma bones were always that sore
that I couldny stand any shovin’ or punchin’, and nobody wid play wi’ me anyway. So I used to run straight oot
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and wait inside the toilet till the bell rang.”
I looked at him with genuine compassion. Imagine standing for fIfteen good playtime minutes in the toilet,
waiting for the bell to ring to get back to the torture. I put my hand on his shoulder as a measure of my sympathy.
“Ye’ve had a terrible life,” I said when he ordered another two glasses. He began to unburden himself even
further.
“Do you know, many’s a time I was standing at the school gate at seven in the morning.” I was aghast.
“I always thought ye were brainy but I didny think ye were that keen on school.”
“It wisny that,” he said with such an air of tragedy that I was dreading what he was going to say. “You see, ma
auld man sometimes sat up a’ night drinkin’. He hudny a clue whit the time was. He would stagger through to ma
room to get me up for school and if I didny get up he would pull the blankets aft and pour cauld water over me. It
wis better to wait at the gates, even in the winter, than argue wi’ him.”
I felt a lump in my throat. Tolworth blew his nose on a spotless white handkerchief, saying in a matter-of-fact
way,
“Oh well, that’s the way the cookie crumbles.”
At this point I ordered two whiskies, being the decent thing to do in the circumstances. After that everything
became fuzzy. Whatever we discussed or how I got home I don’t know, but the next apparent event was my
mother shaking me hard and bawling in my ear,
“There’s a fella wantin’ tae speak tae ye.” I sat up, surprised to see I was in bed. I tried to pull myself together.
“Whit’s the time. Is it Sunday?”
“It’s half-past four, and it’s still Saturday.”
Thankfully I lay back. The evening was still ahead of me untouched.
“D’ye hear whit I’m sayin’? There’s a fella wantin’ tae speak tae ye. Strikes me as bein’ one o’ these queers.”
My mother had queers on the brain due to a recent television play. Even I was under suspicion. I said,
“Tell him tae beat it.”
“Tell him yersel. He’s waitin’ in the living room.”
In a stinking mood I stumbled out of bed. It was Tolworth awaiting. There wasn’t much resemblance to the
neatly dressed fellow I had first met. There were more creases in his suit than a concertina. His shirt hung outside
his trousers and there was no sign of a tie. He clutched me by the vest and said in a sickening whine,
“You’ll have to help me. There’s a mob after me. I don’t know what to do.” My mother viewed the scene with
arms folded and nodding her head as if her worst expectations had been confirmed.
“Who’s this then?” she challenged.
I explained that he was Tolworth McGee alias Toly. Surprise and recognition softened her. She asked,
“How’re ye keepin’ and how’s yer mither an’ faither?”
In between the snivelling Toly replied, “Fine,” then returned to the snivelling. My mother became bored with
the lack of information and said,
“I’ll pit on the tea.”
“For God’s sake, pull yersel the gither,' I said when she had gone into the kitchenette. “Whit happened?”
“I don’t know whit happened. After you left I think somebody picked an argument wi’ me. I threw a glass o’
beer in his face. The next thing I was ootside and a gang was chasin’ me. I managed to get away.” He added with a
touch of pride,
“I wis always good at runnin’.”
“Whit dae ye want me tae dae?” I asked.
“Can you no’ help me?”
“Listen chum, I’m no’ gaun tae spoil a good Saturday protectin’ you.” My mother entered with two cups of tea
and a plate of banana sandwiches.
“Ye’ve excelled yersel,” I said looking darkly at the meal. Ignoring the comment she addressed Toly,
“Mind an’ tell yer folks I wis askin’ for them.”
“Sure, I can hardly wait,” he mumbled, drawing the cup shakily up to his mouth. The tea must have revived
Toly a bit for he said,
“If only I could get to the railway station I would be OK but these guys might be waitin’ for me.”
“I’ll tell ye whit,” I said with inspiration, “we’ll wrap yer haund in bandages then we’ll put yer arm in a sling.
Nobody will touch ye then, an’ I’ll take ye tae the station.”
Toly was doubtful, but I had the feeling if I didn’t get him out of the house right now he would stay forever,
like a refugee in hiding, and my mother would be glad to keep him as company for her old age.
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My mother was annoyed at the sight of one of her sheets being torn up for bandages, but as she must have felt
sorry for Toly she assisted in making him appear a pathetic casualty. She waved a cheerful hand out the window
as I prodded him along the road. Sure enough, further on the way, two of the Hoodlum Gang were leaning against
the fence. I gripped Tolis arm hard to keep him from running away.
“Whit a horrible sight,” sneered one of the gang.
“Look,” I explained, “he’s already had a doin’ an broke his wrist. So there’s nae need tae gie him anither one.”
“That’s right,” said Toly with a ghastly ingratiating grin.
With wooden faces they stared at him. One stabbed a knife into the fence. Toly gasped. Hurriedly we moved
on. When I looked back the knife was still being stabbed. But anyway we reached the station and I left Toly on the
platform, ignoring his plea to wait with him. I had done my duty and the Paxton Arms would be open. I was in the
pub for only half an hour when my mother marched right up to the bar beside me. I was surprised. She wouldn’t
enter a lounge let alone a public bar. She explained, with a face like flint-stone, that Toly was back in the house
with a genuine broken wrist waiting on the ambulance. Sure enough, when we got back Toly was lying on the
couch at the end of a trail of bandages beginning from the outside door, and bellowing like a bull.
“Whit’s happened noo?” I asked, tempted to damage him further. He stopped his noise long enough to tell me
that the two Hoodlums had followed him to the station.
“I showed them my wrist, telling them it was broken.”
“We already telt them that,” I said with irritation, adding, “so, whit did they dae?” Toly sobbed.
“They must be monsters. They kicked it six times.” He carried on sobbing until the ambulance came.
*
During the next few days my mother visited him in hospital, taking in grapes and bananas. Then she told me
she was thinking of giving him a holiday when he came out because the McGees had been awful nice folk. She
asked me if I would mind giving Toly my bed and I could sleep on the couch, assuring me it was quite
comfortable. This morning they let Toly out and I was waiting at the hospital gates in a taxi. I reminded him that
the Hoodlum Gang never forget, so in order to make a quick getaway before they got on his trail again he could
take the taxi to the railway station. He was very grateful, and we parted the best of mates.
3
Hannah Sweeny was three years old with red hair and freckles. She seldom spoke except to say in a menacing
tone,
“Ah’ll throw you in a bing o’ watter.”
Despite this we allowed her to play skipping ropes with us. “Ca’ the rope” it was called, which meant she took
one end of the rope with the other tied to a railing, then she twirled it in the air and we all skipped through. If we
touched it we were out. Hannah would have “ca’d it” all day if we hadn’t been called in for our tea, though
sometimes she had to watch her two-year-old brother, hurling him up and down the pavement in a push-chair to
stop him screaming.
“Why don’t you give her a shot of the skipping?” said my mother, though it was none of her business.
“She can’t skip. She’s too small.”
“Then don’t make the rope so high. It’s not fair she doesn’t get a shot.”
“She doesn’t want a shot,” I said sulkily.
We kids were seven years old. She was only three and lucky we allowed her to play with us. Then a rumour
went around that she was a Catholic: her mother had been seen entering the chapel. We asked Hannah if this was
true but as usual she remained tight-lipped.
“She must be if she goes to the chapel,” said one of my playmates who had already told me the Sweenys had
no furniture in their house except a table.
“That proves nothing,” I said. “We’ll have to take turns on Sunday to see if the rest of the family go to chapel,
then we’ll know for a fact if Hannah is one.”
To us being a Catholic was as bad as being a vampire so we considered it our duty to fmd this out by taking
turns to rise early on Sunday mornings. I volunteered to be the first and my mother was astounded to see me
coming out of the toilet at seven o’clock.
“What in the name of God are you doing up at this time?”
“I was needing to go to the toilet, that’s why.”
“That’s because you drink cocoa last thing at night.”
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“It’s not cocoa, I’m drinking too much water.”
“Then you’ll have to see a doctor,” she said.
Happily in our house things kept distracting my mother and she forgot about the doctor. And I saw none of the
Sweenys going to chapel that morning. By the time it was somebody else’s turn to watch the Sweeny’s Hannah
had died.
I couldn’t believe it. I suppose we were too shocked to cry. Her death was less upsetting than the suddenness of
it. One day she was “ca’ing” the rope, next day she was dead.
“We shouldn’t have spied on them to see if they were Catholics,” someone said, “Especially when there was no
proof.”
“What did she die of?” I asked my mother.
“Could have been she swallowed an orange pip.”
I didn’t believe her. We had all swallowed orange pips at one time or another.
I went to the funeral because I didn’t want left out of things. A priest was there so she had been a Catholic after
all. Hannah’s death had a profound effect for we never got over her absence, which hung above us like a black
cloud whenever we played skipping ropes. The rope kept winding round our ankles. We stopped that game,
changed to peever or catch-the-ball, but it wasn’t the same. Ca’ing the rope had been more exciting for you had to
be quick on your feet to play it. On dark nights I stared out of the window; hoping to see Hannah’s ghost ca’ing
the rope, yet I thought I was going crazy when I spied a small figure ca’ing a rope in the moonlight.
“Come quick!” I shouted. “See Hannah’s ghost come back to haunt us!”
“Don’t be stupid!” shouted my mother. “It’s her young brother. He’s only got taller.”
She was right—taller and thin as a matchstick in a red jumper. By the time the clear nights arrived we were all
out again skipping like mad.
Then Hannah’s mother asked us if we’d like to take a bunch of flowers up to her grave. We had a guilty feeling
about not letting her skip when she was alive so I said we would, and grudgingly we all traipsed up to the
cemetery with a bunch of dandelions which I thought looked out of place on the tiny flat stone. For some reason I
began to laugh at the sight of it and could not stop. Hannah’s young brother ran over and kicked me on the leg.
“Don’t laugh at Hannah,” he said and ran out of the cemetery before I could kick him back.
After that my mother kept me indoors. She said there had been complaints about me from the Sweenys.
“Mind you,” she added. “They’re not a nice lot and I do believe they are Catholics.”
Eventually we moved away from the district and I made a new set of friends who never played at skipping
ropes or anything else. We were too busy talking about boys or a male teacher who we fancied, or else swatting
for exams. If I saw anyone from the old days I’d run across the road or pretend to be engrossed in a shop window.
Time passed and I left school without great qualifications. The truth was I wanted to be a film star and had no
interest in ordinary jobs.
Then an inexplicable fear came over me that stopped me leaving the house. The doctor said it wasn’t unusual
for girls of my age and would pass. It did and I managed to get a job as a filing clerk in an office. My mother was
very proud of me, telling everyone how clever I was. The first day I was heading to this office, swinging my bag
carelessly as if I hadn’t a worry in the world, when I bumped into Hannah’s young brother. I recognised the red
hair and freckles. He’d turned out rather good-looking.
“Hallo,” I said, “remember me?” He looked at me blankly then his eyes narrowed.
“You’re the one who laughed at my sister,” he said, then spat in my face.
I turned round and headed for home. I told my mother I couldn’t face work, not yet anyway, maybe another
day.
4
After fIfteen years I could scarcely credit my eyes when I saw McIntyre again. I had come to the meeting
because I was lonely. It would pass a little time and I would at least be warm. The issue would be boring, but
members were always welcome.
McIntyre looked older than the fIfteen years warranted. I hoped the same did not apply to me. I thought I did
not look my age though in the mirror the sight of criss-cross lines round my eyes made me wonder. His hair was
now sparse and his once ruddy complexion had a jaded look, but his gaze was as direct as ever.
“How are you keeping?” he asked.
Tonelessly I replied, “Fine—and you?” but inwardly I felt an upsurge of pleasure at this chance encounter,
wishing at the same time I had applied my make-up more carefully.
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After an awkward pause we drifted into the hall along with the others. It was the usual number of desultory
figures waiting for the curtain to rise on the evening’s business. He sat down at the table beside another shabby;
younger man, and the six from our branch, including myself, sat opposite. The branch secretary spoke at some
length on the matter of pay rises. I dreaded the moment for questions because I never had the courage to ask any,
but I wanted to prove to McIntyre that I was still the same political enthusiast of old, though why, I don’t know.
We had gone our separate ways long since. Before any questions could be asked he had taken over.
“Five years ago,” he informed us in his slighrly nasal voice, “we were as poorly paid as yourselves, but we
fought the management tooth and nail. We resisted their threats. We stuck together, and while I’m not boasting I
am pleased to say we are one of the highest paid factories in the district. Don’t give up. Don’t be swayed and
don’t be intimidated. You will win in the long run. Yours is the power. Yours is the glory.”
He continued in this vein. I had heard it all before, but it still sounded authentic. Often it held good. Often, but
not always. Fifteen years before he had been saying much the same.
“Let there be no increase in the rents. It is up to us, the people. We shall fight. We shall resist. We shall harass.”
*
And so we had. My sister and I along with seven hundred or so council tenants had marched with McIntyre at
our head to the Town Hall. We chanted “No increase in rents” until we were hoarse. It must have been difficult for
the councillors inside to carry on with their business, which, McIntyre informed us, was the implementation of the
new Rent Act. To us at that time it seemed the thin end of the wedge, calling for drastic measures.
The faces of the councillors peered anxiously out of the Town Hall windows while we all booed loudly.
McIntyre turned to us, holding up his hands for silence. We quietened down, but not before Walter Johnson,
normally an inoffensive simpleton, in the heat of the moment flung a full can of beer at Colonel Martin’s car. This
caused a large dent and some of the crowd were splashed. The Colonel was one of the few able councillors, but
had no time for the tenant, so irrespective of the Rent Act we couldn’t stand him. Still, we thought it was going a
bit far flinging cans of beer around. McIntyre looked angry.
“I suggest the person who threw that can return home or I will call an end to this demonstration. There must be
no violence.”
He took it for granted that outside his commands we had no will of our own—which we hadn’t, so we moved
away from Walter, leaving him in a lonely circle. He shufiled about with a downcast face then fmally slouched
away from our midst.
A messenger emerged from the building in the shape of Daniel Smith, the town’s well-known benefactor, who
was always getting mentioned in the papers for his donations to natives in Moly Pololy or Chitinbanana. This
charity cut no ice with us. We believed it should begin at home.
McIntyre and Smith withdrew from our earshot. You could have heard a pin drop as we tried to listen, but apart
from the nodding and shaking of their heads nothing could be gleaned. Then Smith retreated hurriedly and
McIntyre conveyed the message.
“I think we’ve got them worried. I am informed they are going to discuss all the implications of the Rent Act
and will tell me first thing in the morning what the result is. I am confident they are impressed by the wishes of
you, the people. So my friends, I would ask you to return home and await the verdict, which I think will be
favourable.”
We all cheered and broke up in good spirits. In the morning the headlines of the local paper read,

RENT ACT GOES THROUGH, DESPITE DEMONSTRATION BY TENANTS
My sister, one of our revolutionary committee, was very angry.
“Who does that McIntyre think he is, trying to fool us last night that there would be no increases?” Though
McIntyre was the leader of our movement she had never liked him. I was disappointed too, but more on his
behalf, rather than because we would have to pay a few shillings extra on the rent.
“Well, he tried,” I said. “It’s no reflection on him. He did his best.”
“Thanks to him my husband is not speaking to me. He is fed up with my gallivanting to all those tenant
meetings.”
“That’s not McIntyre’s fault.”
“You are infatuated with the man, and always have been.”
I didn’t answer. Infatuated was not the correct word, though I had never met anyone like him before. He spoke
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of little else but how to change the world for the benefit of the people—when his eyes would light up with a
passion which would probably never be inspired by me or any other woman.
The first time I had had any contact with him was at a meeting my sister and I attended more out of boredom
than anything else. He spoke against the council and the careless manner in which they spent the ratepayers’
money. I admired his style and thought he had guts. Previously I had assumed the councillors were a bunch of
well-meaning citizens, but he opened my eyes. On the way out I was close behind him wondering if I dare make
any kind of an approach. Suddenly I was pushed against him with the surge of the crowd. He placed his hand on
my shoulder to steady me and smiled. I wanted to say something intelligent, but before I could, he looked beyond
me to someone he recognised. It seemed he was always looking beyond me.
“You won’t get me to come to any more of his stupid meetings,” my sister stated.
She was wrong. Curiosity always got the better of her. Our next meeting was very much reduced in numbers,
but the hardy few of us left apparently had another part to play. It was then I got the impression that McIntyre had
forgotten that the Rent Act had gone through, because he ignored this point and carried on to tell us of the next
stage of his campaign.
“As you know,” he said, “Saturday is the opening of the new Town Hall. We must be there to demonstrate how
we feel about this colossal waste of money and get as many people as we can to turn up. I’ll do some organising
and you can do the same—get banners and slogans ready. We will meet outside the cinema. Maybe”, he added
dreamily, “I could get a band going—I’ve got contacts.” My sister was doubtful.
“We haven’t much time. It’s a lot of work. There’s hardly any of us left—” McIntyre smiled at her sweetly.
“Of course you can do it.”
“We’ll try,” I said.
“That’s right my dear,” he said, patting my hand. “I know you both will try.”
*
On Saturday at the proposed time my sister and I along with her kids set off, giggling nervously, and carrying
our banners self-consciously. But when we reached the busiest part of the town without meeting any other
demonstrators, our faces became frozen with doubt, and we let the kids carry the banners. Eventually they were
trailed along the ground until the brave slogan of “No Rent Increases” became unrecognisable with dirt.
Outside the new Town Hall, as perfect as a doll’s house, we spied another committee member, Curly
MacFadyen, the worse for drink, but no sign of McIntyre or any kind of band. We peered through the glass door
and saw that the official opening had begun.
My sister looked at me bitterly. Always a woman of quick decisions, though, she opened the door. We barged
in, right in the middle of a speech by an elegant lady in a floppy hat. She broke off immediately she saw us. The
kids rushed in ahead of us perhaps thinking they were going to the Saturday fIlm matinee, and Curly; bringing up
the rear, fell on his back on the slippery polished floor. This should have been funny but no one laughed. The local
bigwigs and officials were transfixed in horror behind draped tables.
Then an official came to life and moved in front of the floppy-hat lady perhaps anticipating violence but we
merely chanted in quavering voices,
“Justice for the tenants—down with the rent increase.”
For good measure the kids aimed their banners at the table and upset an arrangement of flowers. With crimson
faces we caught hold of them and marched them out by the scruff of the neck. Then we had to go back and get
Curly who was punching soundlessly at the glass door. And still there was no sign of McIntyre.
“Don’t ever mention that man’s name to me again,” said my sister through clenched teeth.
She never forgave him. He explained to me later he had come to the Town Hall, but we were gone. Apparently
we had been too early. Whether it was true or not I still admired and loved him, but it was like banging my head
against a brick wall. It was only the cause he loved—any kind of cause, or excuse for one. No matter how often I
accompanied him to drab halls where dedicated men and women gathered together to fight against injustice, or
supposed injustice, I could sense he just tolerated me.
Eventually I gave up and drifted out of town. I had affairs with other men but they always came to nothing. I
think McIntyre had ruined me. He gave me an inferiority complex from which I never recovered.
*
The meeting finished inconclusively; as usual, with an optimistic call from McIntyre to keep going. He was
hurrying out of the hall with the shabby young man, the latest disciple no doubt, when I caught up with him like a
body that runs on when the head has been chopped off. I touched his arm. He turned—expressionless.
“Still carrying on with the good fight?” I questioned foolishly. He looked at me as if I was a troublesome
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heckler then, after a moment’s pause, asked,
“Would you like a drink?” I had not the will-power to refuse.
“All right.” He turned to the shabby young man.
“I’ll see you later John,” he said with such contrasting warmth I could have wept. The young man shrugged
and nodded towards me with a flickering glance of calculated understanding. Inside the lounge I clutched my
glass of gin while McIntyre sipped his beer. He stared at me encouragingly.
“You were saying?”
“Saying?” I strove to remember. “Oh yes—I asked you if you were still carrying on with the battle.”
“What else is there?”
That was true. He had that at least. I had nothing. Spitefully I said,
“Some people are betrayed in the battle.” He raised his eyebrows.
“I never betrayed you. You betrayed yourself.”
“It may have seemed like that to you, but you didn’t really care what I did.”
My face flushed. I knew I was talking out of turn. I laughed to prove it didn’t matter.
“It’s all in the past anyway. I was definitely one cause you lost.”
“Sometimes I lose, sometimes I win, but I must keep trying,” he said loftily, as if he was God.
“And old man river he just keeps rolling along,” I replied.
He looked at me with dislike. I knew I had to get away.
“I really must be going. I’ve made arrangements—”
“I understand,” he said.
He finished his beer. I swallowed my gin, and we walked out together. It was ironic but before he left me he
said,
“Don’t blame yourself too much.” I wanted to shout after him,
“Your feet still smell.” I had noticed that. McIntyre might be a great man but he never understood that from
many people’s point of view smelly feet are worse than capitalism. Only to me had it been a comforting fault.
*
I returned to my shabby flat which was not very presentable, but then there was no one to see it but myself.
After fetching a bottle of cheap wine from the cupboard, I settled down as comfortably as I could in front of the
one-bar electric fire, holding my glass high as though drinking a toast.
5
When I was a child my mother sent me to Sunday School hoping it would make me a happy, spirited
youngster, instead of the sullen one I’d become.
“Why can’t you be more like Annie Rogerson?” she would say. “Look how she goes walks with her mother,
and sweeps the stairs and hangs out the washing without any arguments, unlike you who wouldn’t do a hand’s
turn of work, not even if you were paid for it.”
“Yeah, and everybody laughs at her for being such a goody-two-shoes,” I said. “No way do I want to be like
her.”
“I wouldn’t want my daughter laughed at,” said my mother, “on the other hand …”
I walked out before she fInished the sentence but had to smile. First she wanted me to go walking with her,
then to sweep the stairs and hang out washing. Next thing she’d be wanting me to take piano lessons, yet she
didn’t want me to be laughed at, which would surely happen if the big shots at school got to hear of it.
But it’s a fact that my mother is a snob. I had annoyed her by stopping going to Sunday School long ago,
though she’s told me umpteen times that she doesn’t believe in God. She’d say,
“I’m what they call a Humanist. I go to church if I feel like it, and if not …”
Then she’d snap her fmgers m the air like a Spanish dancer. I thought her a real pain in the neck, chopping and
changing her mind about nearly everything. I was ashamed of her twittery laugh and how she couldn’t pass a shop
window without admiring herself in it.
“Yes Mum, you are beautiful,” I would say, then she’d tell me it was only because she was unsure of herself,
not because she was conceited. I didn’t like the subject because I was always looking in mirrors too, hoping to see
a better version of my long skinny body and head that was far too small.
“I wish you wouldn’t slouch,” she’d say when we went out together, so I added slouching to my list of bad
points. I was the ugliest person in the street except for my mother, who was small and dumpy with legs like a
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boxer’s. When we were out one day I spied some school acquaintances on the far side of the road and said,
“I must go now.”
“Where?” she asked.
“Into that shop—I see someone I know.”
Before she could open her mouth I sped along the street and joined another gang of acquaintances, hoping
anybody watching would think I was part of it. As if anybody cared, but that’s how I was in those days.
“I suppose you’re going to the annual school dance?” said my mother.
“Not if I can help it.”
“Oh, but you must. I don’t want anyone thinking I can’t afford to buy you a dress. I’ll sew you one, and don’t
worry. It will be in a modern style.”
“Then I’m definitely not going.”
“Annie Rogerson is going. Her mother told me.”
“Then that makes it a certainty I won’t be.”
My mother nagged so much that I ended by going and bumped into Annie also heading for the school hall. Of
course from our point of view the dance was a failure. I stood at one end of the orange-juice counter and Annie at
the other. The only ones who came near us were some who ordered orange juice because they thought we were
serving it. I wasn’t pleased when Annie Rogerson approached and whispered something in my ear. I was about to
push her away when I saw she was pointing to the opening in her cheap-looking handbag, and inside was a halfbottle of vodka that seemed to be full.
“Are you offering me some?” I said in a hushed voice.
“If you want,” she said. “You can take it with orange juice.” I was surprised to see how quick and expert she
was at pouring some vodka into a paper cup then filling it up with the juice.
“Do you always take vodka with you wherever you go?” I asked.
“Nearly always. Sometimes it’s other stuff.”
My admiration for her knew no bounds. We finished the vodka before a teacher appeared, said, “What’s going
on here?” and fished out the empty bottle.
“Somebody must have put it in my bag,” said Annie, all innocence. The teacher looked at both of us intently,
then said,
“Come with me. I believe you are both drunk.”Our parents were sent for and my mother went mad when we
got home.
“To think of the showing up!” she moaned. “We’ll have to leave the district.”
“I don’t see why,” I said. “It was Annie who brought in the vodka. She must have slipped some into my orange
juice when I wasn’t looking.”
“Are you telling the truth?”
“Of course I am. I wouldn’t lie about a thing like that.”
“Then I’ll have to see her parents about it,” said my mother. “I’m beginning to think they’re a funny lot. Her
father’s a strange man to say the least. I heard he steals women’s knickers off clothes lines.”
“At least she’s got a father,” I said, “which is more than I have.”
“Your father died in a coal mining accident, which is nothing to be ashamed of.”
“Of course not, but I thought he died in a train disaster. That’s what you told me last time.”
“I don’t remember telling you any such thing. You must be mistaken.”
There was no point in arguing because she always won. She kept me indoors next day. I could easily have
climbed out the bedroom window but why bother? There was nowhere to go. So I looked out of that window like
a dumb dog waiting for its master, not seeing much beyond a line of green council bins and wishing I was dead.
Then I stiffened. I saw Annie Rogerson leave the back end of the close. I expected her to start sweeping the
path, which my mother said she was always doing, but instead she put a big black bottle into the bin. And it
wasn’t a sauce bottle.
“How much vodka does she drink in a day?” I wondered, then heard a man’s voice calling. Annie ran back into
the close.
Next day I was let out. It was Sunday and I decided to ask Annie if she’d like to come out and play with me
—“Only if you want to,” I would add, in case she thought I’d become desperate. I knocked on her door but there
was no answer, so I tiptoed away feeling thoroughly fed up. When Monday came I was almost glad to be going to
school. I met Annie on the road and by way of conversation said,
“I haven’t seen you around lately.”
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“I don’t go out much.”
“They tell me I was drunk at the school dance,” I said, deciding to take the bull by the horns.
“I never noticed,” she said.
“With all that vodka,” I added.
“What vodka?”
I was astonished by the cool way she denied all knowledge of it. She frowned for a moment, then her brow
cleared. She said,
“I remember taking medicine in the hall. I have an infection and have to take it every four hours or it will only
get worse.” I thought she was either mad or a very cunning liar.
“You must think I’m stupid,” I said, and slapped her face.
She ran off crying. I never saw her at school again or even around the back green. I blamed myself for this but
thought it didn’t make her less of a liar.
Then it was Sunday again, a rotten day for me at the best of times. Suddenly my mother burst into the room
and said,
“Annie Rogerson’s father is in all the papers, accused of interfering with his daughter after giving her vodka
and other stuff to knock her out.”
I digested this information for a minute then was sick on the carpet.
“My good carpet!” moaned my mother. “What have you been eating?”
I pushed past her and took a bath, trying not to think of Annie crying when I slapped her. Afterwards I sat
looking out the window down toward the bins, wishing Annie would come out so that I could talk to her, maybe
have a laugh with her at the idea of vodka being medicine. But I couldn’t have done that, it was too serious. The
back green had a desolate look. Likely Annie’s house was empty.
“Come and get your breakfast,” I heard my mother shout.
“I’m not hungry,” I told her in the kitchen. “But I might as well go to Sunday School this afternoon. There’s
nothing else to do.” My mother clapped her hands.
“Oh, I am so glad! Sunday School could be the making of you, for no matter what we say it’s always better to
believe in God, don’t you think?”
225.309 Excerpt from Mr. Wakefield’s Crusade\fn{by Bernice Rubens (1928-2004)} Cardiff, Cardiff, Wales, United
Kingdom (F) 10
1
My name is Luke Wakefield, and I am a failure. All my life, almost forty years of it, I have been a loser. My
ability to miss out, to fall short, to come to grief, amounts almost to a talent. So singular is this gift of mine that I
have tried on occasion to exploit it, to make of it a virtue, to set its scene with humorous production. But I have
failed in that too. Even my failure is a failure. My life has lurched from one catastrophe to another.
It all began on the day of my birth. I was born a loser, since my parents had wished for a girl. And from that
day, it was downhill all the way. My schooling was disastrous. Every September saw me at another establishment
of education. Not that my parents were itinerant. On the contrary, they were stolid working-class, immovable
from both dwelling and opinion. Except towards the end, but I won’t go into that. They lived in a terraced house
in North London, went annually to the same west coast resort and the same boarding-house for the first two weeks
of August, voted Tory in every election, and never strayed from telly and take-away. Except towards the end, but I
won’t go into that either. No, for the most part, they were a thoroughly and boringly dependable pair; it was their
son-who-should-have-been-a-daughter, who was wayward, and I passed from one school to another with reliable
regularity.
But despite my lack of formal education, I pulled myself up by my frayed bootlaces, as working-class lads are
often wont to do, much to the confusion of those who have achieved. unearned station in life. Thus it was that I
turned to books to enlarge my vocabulary and to tailor myself in syntax and style. I turned, too, to the study, if not
the practice, of good foods and wines, a knowledge of which is passport to any decent drawing-room. In those
respects I make, as they say, my way.
I now move on to the heading of marriage, on which I shall not dwell overlong, for it is painful. That episode
of my life was a failure of a specialised sort. When a marriage fails, it is usually because one of the partners finds
another more suitable. That was so in my case. Ah, if only that had been only so.
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My wife did leave me, and indeed for a more suitable partner, but not for another man. That would have been
painful enough, but in time it would have been palatable. No. Connie left me for a woman, one Stephanie, a rather
large apparition that loomed from down under, where they now together besport themselves in antipodean ways. I
suppose that the fact that she did not opt for another man might have been some source of solace to me. But on
the contrary. Her flight to Stephanie seemed to me to be a desertion, not only of myself, but of the whole of
mankind, and I felt weighed down with the responsibility of having failed my entire gender. The episode left me
an angry man, and I am that still, and with no intention of forgiveness. So I don’t want to dwell on it.
The final item in my catalogue of failures concerns my working life, on which I shall later elaborate for it is
pertinent to my tale. But for the moment, let it suffice to declare that it followed the same monotonous pattern of
dismal inefficacy.
Yes, I am without doubt, a failure. Moreover, from time to time, I go round the bend. But of all the things that I
don’t want to go into, this latter is the one that bears the least investigation. Forget that I ever mentioned it.
But even failure has to be organised, and in that respect I am a man of action and routine. Part of the latter is a
visit every Tuesday morning to my local post-office, for I am familiar enough with the side-effects of failure to
know that lack of communication is very dangerous indeed. And it was on one such Tuesday morning, a year or
so ago, that I took myself to the post-office and found, as I had expected, a very long queue. Now I do not work in
any employment, and I am in a position to attend the post-office at any time. But I like the business of waiting. In
such business lies expectancy and a margin of hope, and there is little of either in my present way of life. There is
the promise, too, of contact with other people.
Perhaps some words might be exchanged. That too, is an event that figures rarely in my life-style.. I know that
Tuesday is pensions-drawing day, for senior citizens, parents with children, and those with special disabilities, so
there is every likelihood of meeting a variety of claimants. In view of all these bonuses, I would not dream of
going to the post-office on any other day.
I joined the end of the line and waited. I had little hope of conversation with those who stood in front of me for
they were so intent on their turn that they were unlikely to turn round and find me a target for dialogue. But I, on
the other hand, having all the time in the world, was not eager to reach the counter, and I was already turning my
head in anticipation of the claimant who would follow me. She was a young woman wheeling a capacity-ruled
twin-pram and, as if that were not enough, three other children tugged at each side of her skirt. She clearly would
have no time for communication outside her own immediate family. I did a quick reckoning. With her five
progeny, she was due to collect well over £30 a week and, my God, she deserved every penny of it for her
endurance, for they were squalling and dribbling about her harassed person in a manner that looked suspiciously
like organised punishment. I blessed myself that I had no children.
I turned my head and inched myself a little forward in the line and, for want of something better to do, I
studied the man in front of me. He was taller than I, so that I had to stand a little to the rear, knocking over the
fertility symbol behind me, in order to measure him precisely. Over six foot, I thought, a man who carried his
height with ease. He was well-dressed, and that helped of course. His coat was of cashmere and I was tempted to
reach out with my fingers and to touch it. But I refrained in fear of how such a move would be interpreted. His
fair hair curled over the collar of his coat and, though a sartorial expert might have shuddered at the style, I myself
found a touch of class in it. I longed for him to turn round, but though I willed it, staring at the covered nape of his
neck, his head remained firmly fixed.
He moved forward slightly, and I was able to step a little sideways and view his profile. That too had class, and
a certain beauty. The nose was long with a teasingly flared nostril, the chin square and resolute. His neck was
covered with a silk cravat so that his age was difficult to determine. Late thirties, I surmised from the small
wrinkles under the eye, and the lightly-veined hand that he now withdrew from a suede glove in preparation for
his turn at the grille. He had an air of total unapproachability, and I dearly wished to speak to him. But shyness
stilled my tongue and, as we approached the counter, I moved a little closer so that I could eavesdrop on his
request and thus learn to know him better.
Very shortly his turn arrived and I inched towards him. His request was simple. One first class stamp. He drew
a letter out of his pocket and affixed the stamp to the envelope. Then he did an extraordinary thing.
Quite simply, he fell down dead. It was as if he had gone to the post-office for the express purpose of mailing
himself to heaven. My eye caught the man's final epistle that still lay on the counter and, for no reason that I could
think of, I put it in my pocket. Then I looked at the body of the man whom I thought, from the back and profile of
him, could have been my friend.
It lay on the mock-marble floor, disturbing the careful symmetry of its diamond-shaped tiling. I sensed an air
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of annoyance about the office, a sense of shame almost, as if it were not done to expire on government property. It
seemed a sideways blow to the establishment. I suppose it was akin to dropping dead in the House of Commons,
an act which would reflect a total disenchantment with the democratic system. I viewed once more his serene
profile and I shivered like a mourner.
Then out of nowhere a stretcher appeared, and two solemn-faced bearers. They lifted the body onto the canvas
and covered it with a blanket. I noticed how they hesitated as the cover reached the dead man’s chin. Both men
knew without doubt that their passenger was dead, but they knew too that it was not within their authority to
pronounce him so. So they turned the blanket into the shirt-collar, loosely and with little care, for they must have
known that, at a doctor’s glance, they could cover him entire.
For a split second I caught sight of his bare neck as they lifted the man’s scarf. It was less wrinkled than I had
envisaged. Perhaps he was nearer thirty. Even so, I wished him as a friend. The men picked up the stretcher, took
a moment to balance the weight between them, then they strode out of the post-office.
I noticed how some of the customers had taken advantage of the hiatus in the service and were jumping the
queue. An ill wind will always blow well for some. But I held firmly to my place which was now at the head of
the line, my poor predecessor having been well and truly served. The clerk returned to his business as if nothing
untoward had happened, and he looked at me questioningly from behind the grille. My mind was elsewhere, still
dwelling on that shattering event that had been so swiftly glossed over, and wondering whether it was perhaps a
figment of my own imagination.
“Sir?” the clerk said. What does he want, I wondered.
“Stamps?” he suggested.
“Postal order?”I stared at him.
“Air-letters?” he tried again. This last rang a distant bell, tolling mournfully from Connie in Australia.
“That’s right,” I said quickly. “Two air-letters.”
I knew I’d need two. I always did. Connie is a correspondent with whom I always have second thoughts. My
first are always penned in the belief that they are the final draft. Then, on reading them through, the sheer misery
of those thoughts stun me. And I know they are too stark and too painful to relay down under. I’m damned if I’ll
give Connie the pleasure of my misery. I don’t know why I write to her at all, for she rarely writes to me except
for a postcard or two from some exotic place with which to needle me. I suppose I write to her to nurture my
resolve never to forgive her, to feed my anger in weekly missives, for indeed I do not know what else to do with
it. So I write her a second draft, each sentence a lying declaration of my good health and cheer, and it is this draft
that wings its cheery mendacious way towards Melbourne.
I slid the exact change under the grille in exchange for the air-letters and, as I left the post-office, I slipped my
hand into my pocket. I fingered the letter that I had purloined and wondered what on earth had possessed me to
pocket it. I was aware that I was committing a felony. Interference with the mail is an offence that the courts view
with little favour. I could of course have simply posted it, as its late sender had clearly intended. But had he
known he was going to die, I wondered, would he still have sent that letter? Perhaps it was a missive of anger,
reproach or insult, that later perhaps, had he lived, he might have regretted. Or was it a letter of love or
forgiveness, which offering, if withheld, would vex his ghost for ever more?
With such thoughts, I was seized by a sudden sense of responsibility towards the deceased. I would effect a
compromise. I decided. I would go home and steam the letter open and, according to its contents and my own
judgement which I trusted implicitly, I would post it as would any upright citizen, or I would tear it into pieces as
if it had never been. I suffered a small nudge of conscience, but I was excited, too, and that excitement overcame
all scruple. I hailed a passing cab, anxious to get home and quickly savour what would be an event, an occasion,
in my humdrum daily existence. For I have to tell you that humdrum it was.
I suppose I could say that I am a man whom life has passed indifferently by. When on occasion it has touched
me, or rather, when I have accidently collided with it, it has been an encounter which has promoted nothing but
failure. That I have already made clear. I have spoken of my disappointing birth, and my even more hopeless
marriage. Nor, I must admit, can any thread of success be traced in my working life. I have tried my hand at a
number of trades, and have come to grief with them all. In the last, an attempt at printing, I had come a complete
cropper. I had declared myself a bankrupt, and had gone into voluntary liquidation. That was my accountant’s
phrase, and for some reason I savoured it. It was like opting for a swim in the warm Mediterranean. In its
mellifluous sound, I heard a faint undertone of success. I remember repeating it to myself several times.
“I shall go into voluntary liquidation.”
I had kept singularly quiet about my failures in birth, education and marriage, but it was in my working-life,
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and for the first time, that I was able publicly and legally to declare myself a failure. There was a certain euphoria
in it. But it was short-lived. The memory of it, however, still lingered, and as I rode home that day in the taxi,
clutching the dead man’s letter in my hand, I had a premonition that that euphoria would return, and that the
contents of the letter would be a key to a brighter future.
The door-man stood to attention as I entered the block of flats.
“Good morning, Mr. Wakefield,” he said, knowing no more about me than my name, but thinking that enough
to assure me of his personal attention. I acknowledged his greeting as I do every day, both coming and going,
though I know that he knows the name of every single resident and greets them likewise.
I passed by the lush sofas in the foyer, the tropical plants and the ornate fountain, and I remembered how, in
the beginning, I had thrilled to all those lavish appointments. Three years or so ago, I had moved into this luxury
as a consequence of an event that radically changed my life-style. And to that event, you shall be privy.
I had returned from the bankruptcy court to my single bed-sitter in Camden Town, whence I had repaired after
Connie had left me. I found a letter waiting. It was from a firm of solicitors and signed by one of its three
partners. Brown, Brown & Brown, the letter-heading read, and not surprisingly a Mr. Brown had signed it. I was
not impressed by the multi-partnered company, for I have an unerring nose for failure. I have, after all, had some
experience in that area. It occurred to me immediately that Mr. Brown was a man of deep insecurity, and that he
had so little confidence in a single-identity persona that he had to proclaim it in triplicate. I felt rather sorry for
him. And I warmed to him, too, for his message was of stunning report. It informed me that the letter contained
the contents of my mother’s will.
I sat down on my bed that did for a sofa, and occasionally a table, and tried to digest that piece of information.
For that opening sentence was the very first indication I had that my mother was no longer alive. Not that her
death gave rise to mourning or melancholy of any kind. It had been almost twenty years since I had seen my
mother, and that had been at my father’s funeral. We had parted bitterly, and since that time there had been no
communication between us. I sat there on my bed and wondered how I felt, or more precisely, how I ought to be
feeling. But I could conjure up no remorse, no guilt, nor even relief. I read the opening sentence of Mr. Brown’s
letter once again, and I registered it with disturbing indifference. But I was curious to discover what she had left
me. At my last sight of her she had been poor enough, and I expected little beyond her belated blessing, and that, I
thought, was hardly worth the stamp the third or possibly the whole part of Brown, Brown & Brown had invested.
But the phrase a substantial sum caught my eye, and I read further with unashamed appetite.
“In the terms of your late mother’s will, the letter read, you stand to inherit a substantial sum of money. I
would be glad if you would contact me as soon as possible in order to arrange a meeting, so that I can read to
you the full contents of the will, and answer any queries that may arise.
I read the letter over a number of times and still found it hard to believe. I was tempted to ring Mr. Brown
immediately, but I did not want to appear too anxious. I considered that anxiety, in such circumstances, spelt
greed. So for a few days I avoided the pay-phone on the second landing, a simple enough evasion, since I lived on
the first floor. On the third day of my anxious procrastination, my landlady called me to the phone.
“A Mr. Brown,” she shouted from the upper floor.
I bounded up the stairs, suddenly assailed by pangs of negligence, an accusation far less excusable, I then
thought, than greed. I apologised profusely to whomsoever of the Browns was calling, and in triplicate too, with
respect to Mr. Brown’s presumed paranoia. I would have phoned earlier, I improvised, but I had only recently
returned to London after a few days in the country. I caught sight of my landlady’s unbelieving eye through the
crack in the door and I turned my back on her. I promised Mr. Brown that I would go to his office that very
morning. As I put the phone down, I heard my landlady muttering behind me,
“In the country, indeed.” I turned and put out my tongue, for I knew that I could soon be disobliged to her.
It did not take me long to reach Mr. Brown’s office and to confirm my earlier judgement of the man’s lack of
self-esteem. For despite the triple legend on the door, I noticed that the Brown partnership sported only one office
and a small annexe for a secretary. The meeting was brief. I learned that my mother had died in America, in
Eugene, Oregon, where she had lived for twenty years with her second husband who had pre-deceased her. That
husband was the owner of a chain-store business and, childless himself, had left all his wealth to his wife. And
much wealth it turned out to be. Over a million dollars of it, and net to boot, and I, Luke Wakefield, timehonoured failure, was the sole legatee.
“How was her husband called?” I asked, for I wanted to know to whom I was indebted.
“Your mother was a Mrs. Curtis, so I presume that was her husband’s name.”
“Thank you, Mr. Curtis,” I muttered under my breath, and it is a name that till this day sings in my ear, for it
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allowed me, if not happiness, then a certain freedom.
My first act was to discharge myself from bankruptcy. I was tempted to send some money to Connie, just for
old time’s sake, but I feared she might construe the gift as an act of forgiveness, and I was by no means ready for
that, and doubt that I ever shall be. So with what I had left of my inheritance, I made investments as a provision
for my future, and acquired a beautiful penthouse overlooking Regent’s Park. But I have to confess that I no
longer thrill to my surroundings. I am become indifferent to the marble foyer, the exotic plants and the fountain.
Nor do I relish the porter’s subservience. Over the years it has begun to irritate me. My life’s pattern of failure has
changed, but only because I no longer have to try. The respect and freedom that money can buy has made me not
one jot happier than in my former years of penury.
For still my life has no aim, no purpose. Every day is so like another that I no longer sense a week-end, or even
a new season. This purposeless meandering is reflected too in my thought-patterns, as must be already clear to the
reader. I have written of my childhood, my schooling, my marriage and my work, with no respect to chronology.
But that is a consequence of a life of failure and idleness. One makes detours, one goes off the point all the time,
skirting the issue with seeming irrelevancies, until the point itself, when one returns to it, is sorely blunted. So I
will delay and meander no further, for that visit to the post-office, over a year ago, and my reading of that letter,
wrought a change in my life which merits some little recording.
I took the lift to my penthouse, fingering the letter in my pocket. I let myself into my apartment and trod the
deep pile carpet that covers the total expanse of my quarters. And such was my sense of expectancy that I broke
with routine, and I did something that I had not done for many years. I took off my shoes and sank my feet into
the woollen pile, sinking each step into its velvet depths. I was pleased with the gesture, for I saw it as one of
hope, as a declaration almost that thenceforth my life would take on change, as evidence that I was prepared to
avail myself to new experience. I fingered the letter once more, but now with reverence, as if it were a talisman.
I took it straight to the kitchen and boiled the kettle and waited for the steam to rise. Then, holding the
envelope flap into the steaming jet, I watched it slowly cur] from its mooring, until a gentle easing with my thumb
freed it entire. Then I took it to the living-room and laid it on the coffee-table. I tip-toed to the drinks cabinet and
poured myself a large whiskey from my Waterford cut-glass decanter. I was setting a scene for the discovery I was
about to make. I settled myself into an armchair, sipped at my whiskey and wiggled my toes into the carpet pile.
Then I picked up the envelope and turned my face away. For despite my earlier rationales, I still harboured a small
scruple as to what I was about to do. I put two fingers into the envelope and withdrew the letter. Only then did I
turn my face and confront what I had done.
It was neatly folded, and in four equal parts. The pleats were knife-sharp and had clearly been ironed by
thumbnail. The meticulous folding indicated that the sender was a man of patience and order, and I recalled his
proud profile and knew that I owed it to him to treat his final missive with reverence. I held the letter at a formal
distance from my eyes and, since I hoped for a drama, I read it aloud, starting with the sender’s address.
It was a crescent in Hampstead, one familiar to me, for I passed it every Tuesday on my visit to the post-office.
But familiar for another reason too. Had I not seen that address before, and quite recently? I reached quickly for
the envelope, and found that the addressee, one Mrs. Marion Firbank, lived at the same abode. I was puzzled.
Perhaps it was another flat in the same building, in which case a mere trip up or down the elevator would have
saved a stamp. I was excited. It was certainly a promising beginning. I read further.
Dear Marion Firbank.
That form of address surprised me, too. The use of the full name is a strange method of addressing a
correspondent, unless perhaps it is a formal business letter, in which case it is typed. But this missive was written
by hand, and moreover in an enviable calligraphy with meticulous attention to every pothook and hanger. The plot
thickens, I thought, and I read on.
Thank you, dear Marion, for your letter. I note your advice that I should try to settle myself into a relationship
of sorts. But you know as well as I, my dearest, that I am by now, addicted to living alone.
I paused then to savour his words. I sipped again at my whiskey, then continued to read aloud.
I am so seduced by my own company, Marion. Not that it is in itself seductive, but that it is safe and knowable.
So ensnared am I by my own company that occasionally I get down on my knees and beg myself not to leave me .
For from time to time, myself threatens to up and go. For it is foolish, it says, to live the way we do. Indeed, my
dear Marion, the dialogue and argument I have with myself resemble that of any married couple , and I should
know, for it was such dialogue that I had with you, and which led to my present solitary state.
I paused yet again. I warmed more and more to the writer of this epistle. Of such a man I could have made a
friend and, as a might-have-been-friend, I began to mourn him. I toasted his memory with another sip of whiskey.
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Then I returned to the letter.
But this discussion of my solitary state is not the purpose of this letter. I write expressly to ask your
forgiveness, forgiveness for the monstrous act that I perpetrated against you. After so many months of our
correspondence, often so bitter, I am now able to say with all my heart, that I am sorry. And that I beg your
pardon. I have done to you what no human being should do to another, and perhaps it is only God who can
forgive me. But I beg your forgiveness, too. This letter must be short, for I am not feeling in the best of health.
Perhaps I should see a doctor.
And so you should have, my friend, I thought to myself. The letter was coming to a close, and I regretted it, for
my curiosity had been aroused and I could see no way to satisfy it. But I was eager for the signature, and so I read
to the end.
Please write soon, he had written. With all my love and remorse, Sebastian Firbank.
I lifted my glass once more, and noticed how my hand was trembling. Then I read the letter again, quietly to
myself and in my mind I recapped the scenario.
A Mr. and Mrs. Firbank lived in the same house in Hampstead and had been corresponding with each other for
some months, and using the government postal service to do so. That in itself was intriguing. But of greater
interest to me was the monstrous act that Sebastian Firbank had perpetrated against his wife. I was glad that he
had lived long enough to ask her forgiveness, but I knew that I could not rest easily until I knew the sin for which
he had begged her pardon. I did not know that I could sleep that night, to say nothing of the nights to come, while
that mystery, on which I had so accidentally stumbled, remained shrouded in darkness. Was it possible that
Marion had done a Connie on him? That was an act monstrous enough to merit the most monstrous revenge.. Oh,
how I mourned that melancholy profile. I was tempted to go out forthwith and to haunt that Hampstead crescent. I
saw this mission of mine as a long and patient investigation, a search which in itself would enrich my life. I was
so excited that I poured myself another whiskey to complete my euphoria.
I looked around my apartment, and thrilled once more to its lush surroundings. It was as if I was seeing it for
the first time. In my shoeless feet, I moved from room to room, marvelling at the luxury of my life-style. I even
ventured onto my roof terrace, and the roof garden that I had long since ceased to frequent. Now only my
gardener went there, and weekly reported the growth of the plants and the shrubs. I felt ashamed now that I did
not avail myself to the sight of all that beauty, and I stayed there for a long time, viewing the rolling acres of
parkland below. I saw them as a laird might view his estate, for I was in that condition of excitement that
proclaims the world as one’s own and, as a corollary of that ownership, the ability to change the world according
to one’s will. It was a feeling of tremendous power. I leaned over the balcony railing and savoured it, while I
considered my next move.
2
I knew I could not make an official visit to the crescent until after Sebastian’s funeral. I reckoned that, in view
of the circumstances of his death, there would be an autopsy which would delay the burial. I considered that two
weeks would be an adequate time to deal with all the formalities, after which time I could begin my investigation
in earnest. But two weeks was a long time to restrain myself, and the following day, and almost every day
afterwards, I took a walk on Hampstead Heath passing the crescent on my way. I told myself it was by way of
reconnaissance. I had begun to look upon my mission almost as a military manoeuvre that needed the most careful
preparation. On my first visit I walked on the other side of the street and barely slowed my steps as I passed by
number 62. On subsequent visits I became more daring and I actually stopped opposite the house and viewed its
entrance. But nothing could be gleaned from the exterior. By the end of the week, I made so bold as to walk up
the driveway, and there I was able to ascertain that the house, large as it was, was not divided into flats. This was
evidenced by the single brass bell in the centre of the door. It was clearly a one-family residence. Mr. and Mrs.
Firbank did not even have separate quarters.
On the sixth day of my reconnaissance, I turned the corner of the crescent and was surprised by all the
paraphernalia of funeral. I considered it premature, and was faintly irritated by the thought that Sebastian’s nearest
and dearest should wish to dispose of him so quickly. I would not allow myself the temptation to join in his
funeral, though it was hard to resist. So I crossed the road swiftly and took up my vigilant stance obliquely on the
opposite side, half-hidden by the privet hedge of one of the houses. And there I waited.
There were but two black funeral cars parked outside the house, chauffeurs at the wheels. Clearly there were
no expectations of a large funeral. The hearse was already dressed, and the coffin barely covered with four
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wreaths. There was no sign of activity around the house and I took advantage of this lull to cross the road and peer
inside the hearse. I was anxious to discover the names and inscriptions of the funeral cards. Once at the hearse, I
took my time, as if I were a browser in a book-shop. The chauffeurs eyed me with disdain. But there was no crime
in what I was doing. I could be accused only of poor taste.
The central wreath was neatly inscribed with condolence and sympathy from one Richard, clearly so close a
friend, he did not need to identify himself in full. To the right of it, there were chrysanthemums from Aunt
Chrissie and Uncle Ted. The third wreath, that of roses, was inscribed, in a shaking hand, “From Mother”, and that
circle of remembrance moved me unutterably. It was possible to fail in death as well as in life, by outliving one’s
own seed.
I crossed the road again. I was shocked that there was no wreath from Marion, and I was quickly assailed by
pangs of guilt. Would she have sent flowers had she known that Sebastian had begged her forgiveness? I resolved
that, whatever the outcome of my mission, I would create the opportunity to appraise her of his plea.
I kept my eye on the front door of the house, and after a while it opened. A man dressed in shabby mourning,
clearly the usher from the hearse-cab, was the first to emerge, and on his arm a frail old lady whom I took to be
Sebastian’s mother. An oldish couple followed who, according to the wreath register, would answer to the names
of Chrissie and Ted. The last mourner, a tall gentleman, not unlike Sebastian in appearance, I presumed was
Richard, and he closed the front door behind him.
That was the whole cortege. No Marion. Once again I felt guilty, responsible for her absence. I waited until the
small procession drew away and, as the hearse passed me by, I doffed my hat in memory of a man who might
have been my friend.
*
I let some days pass before I made my initial move. I decided on my best suit and I took some time with my
dressing. My intended manoeuvre was chancy and, if humiliation were to ensue, or downright failure which, in
view of my history, was far more probable, an immaculate turn-out would be bound to give me a small advantage,
and withdrawal, though bloody, might be unbowed. I took a taxi to the crescent in order to make an impression—
on whom, I couldn’t imagine—but my attire was not that of a pedestrian. I asked the cab-driver to stop exactly
outside number 62, and obliged him to linger there for a while, while I fumbled for my change. Then I shut the
door loudly, took a deep breath, and walked up the drive. I rang the bell straightaway, to give myself no
opportunity for second thoughts, and almost immediately the door was opened, giving me little time to assemble
my first into some kind of order.
“Good day,” I said. “Quite like summer,” I added, knowing that as a good phrase for temporising, for it can
lead to all manner of meterological discourse, and gives one time to marshal one’s thoughts. I put on a cheery face
too, for I was not to know it was a house of bereavement.
The woman bid me “Good day,” in her turn, and was clearly going to give the weather short shrift. For her
expression was business-like, as if her time were valuable.
“Bit cold, though,” I pursued. “Might even turn to snow.” I waited for her opinion on that forecast, but she was
plainly not interested.
“Can I help you?” she asked. Her accent was not of the crescent. It had ridden on a 20p bus-ride from the outer
edges of Kilburn where the Irish hold court in splendid if reluctant immigration, and the duster she held in her
hand marked her as Sebastian’s “treasure”. I steadied my voice.
“Can I see Mr. Firbank?” I said. She raised her eyebrows.
“Mr. Sebastian Firbank,” I clarified.
“Who are you?” she said, on her guard.
“I’m an old friend. I’ve been abroad. I haven’t seen him for a while.” She leaned forward and her face almost
touched mine.
“You’d better come in,” she whispered. I noticed a glint in her eye, that glint of a foul-weather friend.
She ushered me in to what looked like a study, and sat me down in the most comfortable armchair, then she
placed herself directly in my line of vision, setting the scene as it were, for her performance. Whatever news she
had to impart, that news to which I was already privy, she was going to make a meal of it. She licked her dry lips
and took a deep breath and, in doing so, she put down her duster, as if that were not a suitable prop for the matter
of her speech.
“He’s gone,” she breathed.
“Abroad?” I asked innocently. I was happy to help her spin out her tale.
“No,” she said, and almost angrily as if I were an idiot. “He’s gone. Dead,” she said.
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I feigned shock, and after that, distress. She warmed to my reaction and possibly regretted that she had so
quickly broken her news. For now she was bent on back-tracking a little, on giving me particulars of Sebastian’s
demise, the manner of his departure, which items, had she had style, she would have used as precursors to the
denouement of her tale.
But style was not the woman’s forte. She picked up her duster again, and took a chair opposite mine. No doubt
she had conversation in mind, or more probably, a monologue, since it was she who held all the cards, and 1 could
only offer my grunts and sighs, in shock and sympathy. But I was glad to be a listener and collect any clues she
might offer.
“There was nothing the matter with him,” she was saying. “He was healthy as a young boy.”
I noted her first lie. Sebastian had clearly stated in his last letter that he was out of condition. The woman was
an unreliable witness and I wondered whether any of her testimony could be depended on.
“It was Tuesday,” she went on. “I know it was a Tuesday because that was my day for Mr. Firbank. I did for
him, you see. Once a week. Tidied up the place, though I’ll say this for him, he was not one to make a mess.”
I made a mental note of that clue to Sebastian’s character. Trivial as it may seem, a man’s concern or otherwise
with neatness can be a reliable pointer to his personality. Very often, one who keeps his house in excessive order
and cleanliness betrays an inner spirit of chaos and mismanagement. I remember myself, when Connie left me,
how I would endlessly wipe down the surfaces of my kitchen. And not only of the kitchen. Any surface would do.
Wipe and shine. Wipe and shine. I am a surface man. I dared not look inside me, below the surface, for I was not
willing, and certainly not able to attempt any spring-clean therein.
Sebastian’s treasure droned on, itemising her late employer’s fastidiousness.
“His wife was the same, he used to tell me.”
My ears pricked uncomfortably, not so much at the information, but at the tense that she employed. Her demise
must have been very recent, I thought, since Sebastian’s letter of ten days ago was written in reply to one of his
wife’s.
“Was?” I whispered.
“Oh, I forgot you’ve been away. You wouldn’t have known,” she said. “I never met her myself. I came shortly
after she died. About six months ago, it was.”
I felt slightly faint. I swivelled in my chair and leaned my head on the desk alongside me. In doing so, I caught
sight of a pile of letters neatly fastened in an elastic band, and I recognised Sebastian’s writing on the top
envelope.
“Are you feeling all right?” she asked. “It’s been a terrible shock for you, I’m sure. Shall I be getting you a
glass of water?”
I nodded feebly, and as soon as she was gone I grabbed the package of letters and slipped them into my inside
pocket. Then I hugged my head again and feigned distress. My heart was fluttering, not but with faintness, but
with that former excitement that had followed my theft of Sebastian’s last epistle. I was a filcher without scruple,
and it struck me that perhaps theft was the sole profession in which I would not have failed. For indeed I had
some skill in it, and lately, not a little practice. But I had other things on my mind. I was anxious now to get away
from the house, leaving no trace of my name or person behind, and quickly too, before the gap, where the letters
had been, was noted and wondered at. I was on my feet before she returned.
“I think I ought to be getting home,” I whispered.
I took the glass of water that she offered and avoided her look of concern. Such a look has always unnerved
me, for it threatens intimacy. I do not wish to be known, not even by myself, for there are things about me that. I
am obliged to think are unknowable. But I won’t go into that. I leaned against the desk to hide the letter-gap and I
gulped the water quickly. Then 1 took her hand to offset the rudeness of my swift departure.
“Thank you.” I offered my invalid whisper, and I made for the door,
“His mother,” I said, having an instinctive feeling that I would need her for further investigation. “Is she still
alive?” I asked, though from the wreath I knew she was still with us.
“She’ll be here this afternoon with the executor. Shall I be giving her a message?”
“No,” I said quickly. “I’ll ring her. Is she still at the same number?”
“It’s in the book,” she said. “Hampstead Lane. Just round the corner.”
“I have it,” I said, and I fled before the woman could ask for my name.
Outside the house, I stumbled down the drive in case Sebastian’s treasure was watching from the window, but
once out of sight of the frontage, I hurried to the main road to find a cab, patting the package of clues in my inside
pocket.
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I was tempted to take them out straight away, but the need for mise-en-scène\fn{A theatrical setting: H} was
predominant and nagged at me, so I allowed myself only to finger them as a child will explore a presentwrapping, guessing at the mysteries therein. There was no sign of a taxi and I was obliged to walk, my appetite
increasing on the way. By the time I reached my apartment block, my fmgers were fairly raw with exploration.
The porter greeted me in his usual fashion, and I even paused to indulge in some weather exchange. Moreover I
lingered at the exotic plants in the foyer, and studied the tank of tropical fish. I was torturing myself with delay.
“The lift, sir,” I heard the porter say, and turned to find him standing by the open door. He bowed slighdy as I
entered. I pressed the penthouse button and saw how my hand was trembling.
When I arrived in my apartment, I set the scene in much the same way as I had prepared the backdrop for
Sebastian’s last missive. When it was all set, my whiskey in my Waterford glass, my stockinged feet nursing the
carpet-pile, the packet of clues fairly charring the bird’s-eye maple of the coffee-table, I stretched out my
trembling hand to discovery. I lifted the whole package—at a guess, there were about a dozen letters—and I freed
them from the band. I intended to read them in chronological order and, on looking through the separate
postmarks, I saw that they had already been arranged in such order, probably by Sebastian’s own fair hand. I laid
them out separately on the table, dealing them as if they were a pack of Tarot, for I fully expected omens of
prophecy from the letters’ contents.
From my reckoning, the correspondence had started some six months before. The date-stamp marked a
fortnight between each letter and indicated a certain regularity. But my attention was more drawn to the location
of each postmark than to its timing. For, although each letter was addressed to the same house in the crescent,
those in Sebastian’s hand were franked Hampstead, while what I assumed was Marion’s writing hailed from
Wimbledon.
This threw me a little, I confess. Wimbledon lies across the river, a terrain which most professional Londoners
consider abroad. It is a state of mind rather than a location, and not to be taken over-seriously. Perhaps Marion
simply worked in Wimbledon, in which case, unemployment being what it is, she might be forgiven for a daily
journey across the water. Yet I could not understand why they were obliged to write to each other at all. Was it
possible there were no spoken words between them? I would delay no longer, I decided, and I reached for
Sebastian’s first letter.
The envelope had been neatly sliced with a paper-knife, as had all the others, I noticed, and it was possible that
both Marion and Sebastian used the same letter-opener, and probably in front of one another, I ventured to think,
for there seemed no limit to the lunacy of their relationship. And the opening sentence of the very first letter
amply confirmed that Mr. and Mrs. Firbank dwelt in banana-land.
Dearest Marion, Sebastian had written. I have just returned from your funeral.
I read that sentence again, convinced that I was dealing with a madman. But when I ventured on the second
sentence, it seemed I was dealing with much more.
I killed you, my dearest, as gently as I was able, and I buried you where no-one will ever find you.
I put the letter down. I had a murderer on my hands without a shadow of doubt, and a Broadmoor candidate at
that. I wondered whether I should read any further, whether I could accommodate all the disturbances that the
letters would undoubtedly burrow into my life, and whether my dull, boring and uneventful but peaceful
existence, hitherto, was not preferable.
And then I recalled that Sebastian was dead. I myself had seen him expire. He was beyond justice now, or any
reproach of mine. But Marion? Her friends, her parents? Children, perhaps? Brothers, sisters, aunts and cousins,
and all funeral attendants who had been denied a body for their mourning. It seemed to me that ignorance was
truly bliss, for knowledge always entailed responsibility. Yet it was too late now to withdraw. I already knew too
much, and certainly all there was to know about Sebastian and Marion Firbank. The rest was mere trimming. But
it was the trimmings that aroused my curiosity, and I was faintly ashamed of my appetite. I took a long draught of
whiskey and picked up the letter once more. I found myself holding it at a distance, as if there were some
contamination in the print.
I confirmed that Sebastian had been to his wife's funeral, had killed her gently, and had buried her in an
unfindable grave. And, as if that were not enough, he was actually writing to his dead wife to put her in the
picture.
Was it his conscience that nagged at him, or did he honestly expect her forgiveness from the other side of the
tomb? I was itching to read her imagined reply, and I was glad that Sebastian’s letter was a short one, for there
was only one page to it. Besides, I was beginning to dislike him a little. It is, after all, hardly a gentlemanly thing
to bump off one’s wife even with the extreme provocation of having perhaps done a Connie on him. I must
1540

confess I have often wished my Connie dead, together with her concubine, but I doubt that I would ever have
killed them, partly from scruple but more from fear of failure, for I would have bungled it as I have bungled most
things in my life. I returned to Sebastian’s letter.
My dearest, he went on, I do not know that I regret what I have done. Not yet anyway. But you became too
much for me. I could no longer tolerate your invasion. I grew to hate you because you made me live a lie, and the
self-deception became unbearable. I recall our early days together and how much hope I had of our future. I
would like to re-live those times in recollecting thoughts, for thoughts, as long as they do not materialize, do not
threaten. You will write to me I’m sure, my dearest one, and together in absentia, we will learn to love each other
once again. Sebastian Pirbank. P. S. I am sorry that your interment was such a lonely one. I am sure there would
have been many mourners, including those friends of mine whom you could not help but alienate. But in the
criminal circumstances of my offence, I could hardly invite witnesses.
I put the letter back into its envelope and laid it aside. My mind was in turmoil. I recalled that alternating
postmark. Wimbledon. It was not that poor Marion worked in Wimbledon. She was simply in the business of
being dead there. I thought I must go straight to the police, and I began to rehearse my bizarre story.
“Excuse me, Officer, but you see … well there’s a dead body somewhere in Wimbledon. A woman. Her name’s
Marion Firbank. No Officer, this is not a hoax. I’ve got proof. There’s a letter. Oh … oh I just found it.”
I realised then that I could not incriminate Sebastian without admitting to my own felony, and I was not
prepared to sacrifice myself even in poor Marion’s memory. No. Going to Scotland Yard was clearly no solution.
If Marion’s body were to be found and restored decently to her kith and kin, then I, and I alone, the sole guardian
of the proof of her murder, only I could discover it.
But Wimbledon, for God’s sake. Countless square miles on the London map, half of which was common-land,
and eminently suited for burial. To say nothing of the tennis courts, that annual venue for screaming fans and
pouting players. Was it possible that poor Marion was being tossed about in her grave beneath the interminable
deuces and tie-breaks? It would be folly to attempt a search. Yet I could not shuffle from my mind the image of
poor Marion, wasting in her Wimbledon winding-sheet, unhonoured, inglorious and unsung. How had Sebastian
explained her disappearance to her family and friends? Perhaps he had claimed that she had gone and left a note
that requested that he should never contact her again. In any case she had left no address.
I picked up the second letter, Marion’s first posthumous epistle, and I marvelled at the postmark. So great was
Sebastian’s guilt, that he had to take atonement with as much realism as was possible in the circumstances. He had
actually made the long and tedious journey from Hampstead to Wimbledon every single week in order to
authenticate his penance. Poor Sebastian. Once more I warmed towards him, and I found it hard to think of him as
a murderer.
I opened Marion’s letter. It was short, which did not surprise me. There were few enough words that Sebastian
could dictate to her pen in such dire circumstances. Nevertheless he had found some apt phraseology that suited
his need for punishment at the time, a need no doubt he would feed in further letters, until he could, with all his
heart, ask her pardon. Having read the ultimate letter of their correspondence, I presumed that that was the point
of it all. I was glad he had written it before he died.
Dear Stbastian Firbank, Marion’s letter read.
I noticed that it was penned in a distinctly feminine handwriting, evidenced by the slightly pathetic frills and
furbelows. Moreover it was written with a common biro, as opposed to the fountain-pen which Sebastian used for
his own communication.
You have not asked for my forgiveness, so I do not give it to you. You do not even say that you are sorry. Do
you want me to write to teach you to regret what you have done? Must I tutor you in repentance? Would you have
me itemise each stage of our marriage and prove how you wronged me from the beginning? Shall we mull it over,
you and I, I the victim, you, the torturer, until it is I, who have been so wronged, who will beg your forgiveness? Is
this what you wish, Sebastian? Then you must give me clues, signposts to my own calvary. I suggest that you start
with our picnic on the river, that day you proposed to me for the first time. For you may well remember that you
offered many proposals. I took a little persuading, did I not? But then, I was but a simple girl from the provinces,
Merthyr Tidfil, deep in the Welsh valleys, frightened of that great London of yours, and your art and your books
and your music. You would school me in life, you said. But you did not mention death, and that was the only
lesson that you managed to teach me.
Here the letter ended and Marion’s curly signature crawled beneath it. I was delighted with the clue that
Sebastian had given me. I had a sudden and vivid picture of Marion in my mind. She was short, I was sure, and
possibly dark-haired. I pictured her father as a coal-miner—my imagination is poor and could not stretch further,
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but it did for the time. Her home was a poor one and her education sadly neglected. Yet she had a thirst for
knowledge and Sebastian had appeared like a ministering angel. It was a stereotyped picture that I drew of her, but
the cliché is an apt companion to pedestrian thoughts and I make no apology for it. I even had her poor Dad die of
silicosis in his prime, and I had to stop thinking to stem the tears that threatened my eyes.
The more I felt sorry for Marion, the angrier I felt towards her murderer and I was at pains to recall that gentle
profile to recapture my erstwhile affection for the man. He had a bit of a nerve, I thought. The style of the letter he
had penned on behalf of his late wife was one of sheer arrogance. And that he could have been concerned with
style, at all, was a fact that faintly unnerved me. For Marion’s letter had, without doubt, a certain mannerism that
must have been the result of painstaking thought and arrangement, and I found it offensive that Sebastian should
concern himself with such irrelevant niceties while his hands were covered with blood.
As my distaste of Sebastian increased, so did my crusader-intents on poor Marion’s behalf. And I resolved,
there and then, to give the letters a rest for a while, for I was not interested in Sebastian’s one-sided recapitulation
of his marriage, and to set to work forthwith on the one shining clue that Marion had provided for me. That of her
own birth-place. I would insert an advertisement in The Times. I grew quite excited with my decision and the
possible clues it would uncover, and once again I went out onto my balcony to savour the content that had newly
entered my life, and all the possibilities of change.
*
It was some days before the advertisement was due to appear. It was a Tuesday, my post-office day, but since
my theft of Sebastian’s letter I had happily forsaken that routine. I heard the rustle of paper in my letter-box, and I
rushed to confront what I considered my first practical step in my search for poor Marion’s body. I turned at once
to the classified and read it aloud.
“Information sought on the whereabouts of one Marion Firbank, last heard of in Merthyr Tydfil in the ’50s.
Reply in confidence to Box No. 806.”
I had hazarded a guess at poor Marion’s age, presuming that she was younger than Sebastian and that decade
of the ’50s would have governed her girlhood in the Welsh valley. I had been aware that the advertisement might
only reach those who would have known Marion in her London and more privileged times, and, conscious of that
limitation, I had inserted the same advertisement in the South Wales Echo, a paper, I was told, that appealed to a
larger cross-section of society. I had been very thorough, and I was impatient for replies. I wondered how I could
spend my waiting time in other avenues of fruitful search.
I decided to have a go at Sebastian’s mother, though I did not quite know what I meant by that phrase. I could
easily discover her address and, from my recollection of Sebastian’s funeral, I knew what she looked like, if that
frail lady was indeed Sebastian’s mother. But beyond that, I had no means of addressing her. But such paltry
hurdles do not deter me. I have always been a man of great resolve, even though most of my pursuits have ended
in failure. But until my advertisements elicited replies, I had to seek clues elsewhere. I would leave no stone
unturned. Mrs. Firbank, unrewarding as she might be, was an obvious quarry. I decided to make meticulous
preparations for the hunt.
224.187 Excerpt from Sorry I Kept You Waiting, Madam\fn{by Vidal Sassoon (1928-2012)} Hammersmith,
Hammersmith & Fulham Borough, Greater London Northwest, England, United Kingdom (M) 12
1
The whole affair had a whiff of vintage Hollywood about it.
It was not exactly a somersault back in time to the days of Gloria Swanson and leopard-skin rugs, gold-plated
Rolls Royces with monograms on the doors and fountains of champagne, Sunset Boulevard and real unreality and
directors with green eye-shades, shouting through megaphones:
“Get me ten thousand slaves. GENUINE slaves!”
But it certainly was headed in that direction. And the telephone call which began it all was in character, too. I
was sitting in my office above our Bond Street salon when the girl on the switchboard announced:
“Mr. Roman Polanski on the line. From Hollywood.”
I knew Roman well. We had seen a good deal of each other, when he had been in London, making a film called
Repulsion. In fact he had shot some scenes for it in my salon, though I must insist that any resemblance between
my hair-styles and the title is purely coincidental.
“Vidal. I’m on the Beach.”
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The voice boomed loud and clear over six thousand miles. I knew his house on the beach, but I was fairly sure
that he had not rung me to pinpoint either his geographical position or his social status at that particular moment.
Playing it safe, I said:
“Great!”
“I’m starting a film on August the thirteenth.”
“Marvellous.”
“It’s based on a book by Ira Levin and it’s called Rosemary’s Baby.”
“Terrific.”
“There’s this girl. She gets pregnant.”
“Inevitably.”
“She says: ‘I think I’ll go to Vidal Sassoon and have a haircut.’”
All of a sudden my rusty knowledge of Hollywood tycoon language let me down. My mind began to cartwheel
slowly. Which came first, for instance? The pregnancy or the haircut? Do many girls come to me, when they get
pregnant, instead of talking it over sensibly with their doctors or their psychiatrists? Were my haircuts regarded in
certain circles as shock therapy? The permutations on this one seemed endless, but Roman brushed aside a
thousand interesting gynaecological theories. He said:
“How about coming over and cutting this girl’s hair for the film?” He made it sound as if he were asking me to
slip out for a cup of coffee at Lyons Corner House. Slowly I said:
“Sorry, Roman. I didn’t catch that. Must be a bad line.”
“Come over … and cut.… this girl’s … HAIR!”
There are rare moments when I find the English language a little inadequate and wish that I spoke fluent
American. This was one of them. Just to fill in the blank space, I said weakly:
“Roman … what girl?”
“Mia Farrow.” That was when real unreality began to set in and I know that Mia will forgive me for saying so.
“Roman,” I said, “only a month ago Mia Farrow was in my salon here in London, having her hair cut.”
“So what?”
“So there’ll be nothing to cut.” There was about seven and sixpence-worth of pause at transatlantic telephone
rates; but Roman, never one to be halted by mundane trifles, was soon rolling again.
“It’s growing,” he said. “It’s a habit with hair. It’s getting shaggy. It needs a trim at least.”
“You’re crazy,” I said. “Who ever heard of a crimper travelling six thousand miles to cut an inch of hair?”
“I did,” he said. “We’ll pay you five thousand dollars.”
Now it was my turn to pause. I thought he must be joking, that here was the hoax of the year. Roman, however,
misread my silence and seemed to think I was playing hard to get.
“We’ll pay you five thousand dollars,” he said, “and send you two first-class airline tickets.”
If I had entertained any doubts about making the trip, they would have disappeared at that moment, which
shows what a crafty old operator Roman Polanski is. He had remembered Beverly. He had reckoned very
accurately that I was not going to be exactly mad about the idea of leaving a brand-new and very beautiful wife at
home. And he knew, too, that Beverly was a local girl from Los Angeles. Here was a chance for her to call in and
say hello to her Mum and Dad. Realizing the insanity of remaining sane, I said:
“O.K., Roman. When do you want us? This evening?”
In fact, teeing up this spectacular operation took a little time. The details, however, were worked out between
Paramount and my New York managing director, Laurance Taylor, who seized the opportunity, incidentally, of
making me work for my keep while passing through the city of his adoption. While I was there, he said, I might
like to cut a wig which Carol Channing, the original Hello, Dolly girl, was to wear in a TV spectacular. And, while
this may seem a simple enough chore to the uninitiated, it is a job which all hairdressers approach with caution.
Make a mistake with hair on a head, after all, and it will grow again. Nature in time will cover up your sins. If you
botch up a wig, however, it is ruined and your reputation is not too healthy, either. In this case I had about £750worth of wig under my scissors, but I am happy to report that there were no complaints from the television
sponsors or, more important, from Carol.
I regarded it, in fact, as a useful piece of shadow boxing for what lay ahead. Fortunately, perhaps, I did not
know at that time precisely what Paramount had in mind for me, for that I learned only when I arrived at Los
Angeles airport.
We were met by Bob Goodfried and his presence alone should have warned me that I was not facing up to any
ordinary haircut. Bob is high priest of Paramount’s massive publicity organization, which meant that the whole
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affair was going to get top brass treatment.
As we drove to the Beverly Hills Hotel, where we were to stay, he said:
“It’s a sell-out.”
“A sell-out?”
“Sure,” he said. “The response has been terrific.”
“Response? Response to what?”
“To our invitations. Over a hundred journalists have accepted. We’ve decided to take over a whole studio for
the performance. Have a red carpet running from one corner to a roped-off ring in the middle.”
“Bob,” I said, “I thought I was here to trim Mia Farrow’s hair. Not to fight for a world title.”
“This,” said Bob, “is going to be just like old times.”
And with those few happy words, he consigned world title rights to the realms of boys’ club boxing.
Hollywood, however, is a strange and delightful place. Outsiders criticize it, shake their heads sadly over its false
values, dismiss it as one huge heap of candyfloss. But, once inside, they, too, begin to think on a wide-screen
level; and I was no exception. By the time we had reached our room in the Beverly Hills Hotel, in fact, I was
talking red carpet language, pacing up and down, waving my arms, building up an extravagant word picture of
this monumental encounter between Mia Farrow and Vidal Sassoon. Eventually it was Beverly’s silence that drew
me up in my tracks. She was staring at me in a strange way. I stared back. Softly she said:
“Darling, you can’t go on like that.”
“Like what?”
“You can’t face a hundred journalists, looking the way you do.”
“What way? How do I look? What do you mean?”
“Vidal,” she said, “you need a haircut.”
I dashed to the mirror. She was right. I had been so busy for the past few weeks that I had forgotten to have a
trim. I was as shaggy as Mia Farrow. Or, rather. as shaggy as Mia Farrow was reported to be.
“Why don’t you slip down to the barber?” said Beverly. “It won’t take a minute.”
“Woman,” I said, “remember where you are. This is Hollywood. What do you think Paramount would say, if
they heard that I was slipping down to a barber for a short back and sides?”
Instead I telephoned Gene Shacove, Hollywood’s number one hair-stylist, a man who has handled more
expensive heads than anyone else in the world and, incidentally, an old friend of mine. He came around, gave me
a trim and did not even charge me trade prices.
That was a Saturday and D-Day—or H-for-Hair-Cutting-Day—was not until Monday. I decided to spend the
weekend relaxing in the sun, but that, of course, was an over-ambitious thought. The telephone rang. It was Carol
Burnett. Rock Hudson was giving a party for her, she said. Would we like to slip over?
We slipped over—and found that the few friends included most of the big names of Hollywood: Jack Benny,
Barbra Streisand, Joan Collins, Tony Curtis, Princess Grace, together with a twenty-two-piece Spanish orchestra.
In fact, if anyone had dropped a bomb on the place that night, the American film industry would have been out of
business. As I gazed at the scene, wide-eyed, Beverly said with sweet malice:
“Vidal. Remember where you are. This is Hollywood!”
Still it was a marvellous party and helped me to get into a suitably extravagant mood. By the time a studio car
called for me at eight-thirty on Monday morning, I was ready for a circus performance, which, as events turned
out, was just as well.
First there was a conference with William Castle, the film’s producer. He told me that they had taken over
Stage Thirteen for the occasion, the only stage in town to bear that number, incidentally, for the other companies
were too superstitious. Tiers of seats had been erected for the journalists, he said, and afterwards I would meet
them for a press conference. And that, he added, could be dodgy. Some of the newspapermen, I gathered, might
want to know why a Limey hairdresser had been imported for a job that could have been done equally well by a
good, clean, all-American operator; a question, incidentally, which had crossed my mind already.
So, just to make sure that there would be no embarrassing moments, he gave me a rapid run-through of what
the film story was all about. And then he began firing questions at me in a mock-up of a real press conference. My
answers seemed to make him reasonably happy. But there was one more point.
“By the way, Vidal,” he said, “if possible steer clear of any chat about hippies and Flower Power people.”
That one threw me a bit. Any hippies I had met had seemed civil enough. So I asked him why they were such
an explosive topic in Hollywood.
“Talk about hippies,” he said wearily, “and sooner or later you’re going to find yourself talking about Vietnam.
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And Britain’s attitude to it. And why you’re trading with Hanoi. And then the international roof is going to fall
in.”
After that we went over to Stage Thirteen to get a few technical details sorted out—where we were going to
make our entrance, how I wanted the lights and so on. Everything looked fine until I reached the little roped-off
square that was to be our stage. And there, right in the nliddle, was a dressing-table painted a nauseating shade of
pink and festooned with flowers. It looked like something out of a Barbara Cartland novel. Bill Castle saw my
face and said:
“Something wrong?”
It was an embarrassing question. But I decided this was no time for polite subtleties.
“It’s that table,” I said. “Can you get me something that looks less a Victorian Valentine card? Something
absolutely simple? Without frills and flowers?”
“Sure,” he said with a beam. Then he shouted to the carpenters:
“Take this bunch of begonias away!”
Someone whispered that Mia Farrow had arrived and we went over to her dressing-room. I had never met her
because any time she had been in my Sloane Street salon Christopher Brooker had cut her hair. Beverly knew her,
however, and for me that was a great help, for it gave me a chance to study the patient, so to speak, while the two
girls chatted.
That was essential. Most men, meeting an attractive woman, I think, let their eyes wander down to the legs
first. I have more than a passlng interest in legs, too, but over the years it has become almost a reflex for me to
look at the head first and to visualize the shape the hair should be. To me, in fact, hairdressing means shape.
Therefore it is very important that the foundations should be right. And, as soon as I saw Mia, I knew I was going
to have no trouble. Her bone structure is superb—her cheek bones, her jaw line. Her ears, too, are small and neat
and, for a haircut with no holds barred, that is a great help.
But what pleased me most of all was the fact that we hit it off together. If a hairdresser and his client grate on
each other’s nerves, the work is going to suffer. But here was a lively, intelligent, gutsy girl, nothing like the
skimmed-milk Allison of Peyton Place. In fact we got on so well that after a few minutes I was able to ask her a
very personal question that had been nagging me for months.
“Mia,” I said, “for the past few years I have been bringing out new fashions in hair-styles. All that time I’ve
been scared that some day someone somewhere is going to beat me to the punch. So far I’ve been lucky enough to
keep my nose ahead of the field, though there have been quite a few photo-finishes. In fact I’ve only been
seriously worried once and that was when you first had your hair cut short. It was marvellous. Unique. Day after
day I had women coming into my salon and saying: ‘Give me a Mia Farrow cut.’ Do you think you could tell me
who created that design? Who cut your hair that way?” She raised those huge blue eyes, looked at me solemnly
for a moment and said quietly:
“I did. I cut it myself at home.”
Don’t ask me the moral to that sad little story. I simply know that, if all women followed the example of Mia
Farrow, it could have one of two results: either they would do themselves a severe mischief; or put me out of
business. What was more important at that moment, however, was the job; and I was glad to see that Roman
Polanski had not been exaggerating. Mia’s hair was a little shaggy round the edges and indeed could do with some
shaping. So in the dressing-room I decided exactly what I was going to do; and then it was time for lunch.
By that time the Madison Square Garden title-fight atmosphere was really building up. News of this haircut
had spread all over the studio and throughout the meal total strangers kept coming up to me, shaking my hand
solemnly and wishing me luck, as if the champ was going to moider me. Otto Preminger came over with a grin
and said:
“Vidal, you don’t know what you’ve let yourself in for!”
He was right, of course, but I did not care any more. These people wanted a show. So Mia Farrow and I would
give them one. And that was the way it turned out. At one-thirty precisely I led her on to Stage Thirteen, up the
red carpet to the roped-off arena. Packed into the specially erected seats were forty writers, 110 photographers and
the representatives of five television stations, together with a fair-sized squad of studio officials. When we
reached the centre I half expected a man with a black bow tie to take our hands, draw us together and say: “Now
you know the rules … break cleanly when you’re told … go to your corners … and come out fighting.”
But instead I found a director’s chair for Mia. And for me, that dressing-table, stripped of its flowers and its
fripperies, a neat, antiseptic white now. During lunch the studio carpenters and painters had done a good job.
Somewhere—it sounded as if it was half-way between Stage Thirteen and Heaven—a jazz quartet was playing
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cool, cool music. Somewhere much nearer the ground movie cameras began to whir. I took off my coat and threw
it to Beverly. I put a gown around Mia. I picked up my scissors. I made the first cut, feeling now like a high priest
at a royal sacrifice. And that was the signal for a scene that would have gladdened the hearts of the crowd at a
Rangers-Celtic match!
I don't know what the Paramount boys had been expecting when they had erected their little rope barrier. But
for once they had not thought big enough. If they had known what was going to happen, they would have laid
mines and anti-tank traps. The first lock of Farrow hair had scarcely hit the apron when the Press were down from
their seats, across the twenty yards to the ropes, over them and on top of us. They weren’t just breathing down my
neck. They were damn near breaking it. They crowded and pushed, hung out of the rafters and lay on the floor.
And all the time I was dancing round that small, blonde head, snipping here, flicking’a comb there, using the ring,
jostling and being jostled, while the flash bulbs popped and the jazz band played, unheard now and forgotten.
It was a psychedelic scene. To my certain knowledge I kicked two photographers who were on the floor and
trod on half a dozen cameras. Somehow I must have found time to apologize, too, for the next day the Los
Angeles Times wrote:
“This man not only proved himself the fme haircutter he is reputed to be, but showed that he had good
manners, too.”
Physically I was bearing the brunt of the assault. But Mia was not escaping scot-free by any means. In the
middle of all this chaos, all this bedlam, the more determined writers were peppering her with questions from all
angles, shouting them at her over my shoulder, under my arm, from the back of her neck.
“Does Frank Sinatra like your hair short, Miss Farrow?”
“I wouldn’t be here, if he didn’t.”
“Couldn’t you have worn a wig, Miss Farrow?”
“Sure. Vidal brought me one from London but it doesn’t fit the film.”
“Is it necessary to fly a guy across the Atlantic for this, Miss Farrow?”
“Yes. Next question, please?”
“Is it true that Frank …”
That did it. Mia is a friendly girl, but she is always a little worried when the Press are around because she
knows that they are going to drag up the latest wild rumour about her husband. And, let us face it, he is a character
who collects rumours around him like other people collect matchbox covers. This time Mia opted out. And she did
it very neatly, too. Instead of answering the questions, she began to ask them.
“Why bother with all these silly questions?” she said. “Why don’t you write about something serious for a
change?”
“Such as what, Miss Farrow?”
“Such as the American Indian.”
“What’s happening to the American Indian, Miss Farrow?”
“A good question. I’ll tell you. Once he used to own this country. Know where he is now? He’s in a
reservation. In a zoo. Once he was proud and Erne. Now he's humiliated, degraded. We did that. We white people.
We robbed his country and then we ground him into the dirt. That what’s happening to the American Indian. Why
don’t you write about it?”
But I paraphrase. Mia lectured those boys on the fate of the Red Indian for the half-hour I was cutting her hair.
Luckily she never realized how near she was to getting scalped herself. Those boys were tumbling around me all
the time and, if one of them had jogged my elbow at a crucial moment, I could have taken half her lovely hair off!
At last, however, I was in sight of the finishing line. I put away my scissors and called for a bowl of water. With
comb and water I wet her hair thoroughly, an operation which puzzled most of the audience, but which I always
use as a test. I was happy that the hair looked well dry. But I checked the cut wet, for only then is the true shape
shown.
And she passed the test. Her hair was not shaggy any more. With a grin I handed her a huge rough towel, my
part of the job finished.
But Mia still had a few shots left in her gun. From under the towd, her muffled voice said:
“Tell me honestly, boys. Why are you here today?”
“Our editors sent us, Miss Farrow. We’ve got to eat!” Her head emerged. She ran her fmgers through her hair
and said:
“The American Indian has to eat, too. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I must go to a rehearsal.”
She left. The Press conference began. And apart from the Time representative, who insisted on being shown the
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exact passage in the book where I was mentioned, those journalists were not nearly as tough as Bill Castle had
warned that they might be. They seemed puzzled and fascinated by the fact that Britain had leapfrogged ahead of
the world where fashion and pop living were concerned. They seemed genuinely interested in what made us
swing.
“It’s simple,” I said. “Once we used to devote all our energies and talents to stealing and building empires.
Now we’re using them in a different way. And in my opinion it’s a better way, too.”
Later someone told me that I had got round that one rather tactfully. In fact I was not being evasive. I meant
every word of it.
At last it was all over. I was surprised to find that I was not exhausted. In fact I was elated, excited. It is true
that I had done longer shows in my day all over America and in ten European countries. But never had I known
the pressures of that circus on Stage Thirteen in the Paramount Studios. Sure, it was a nonsense, viewed in
relation to the real problems of the world today. But it was a whole lot of fun and I, for one, got a big kick out of
it.
That night, in fact, I was ready for anything, which, in the circumstances, was just as well, for just about
everything seemed to be happening. The phone never stopped ringing. First there was a call from Lainie Kazan,
who had taken over the star role of Funny Girl from Barbra Streisand.
“Vidal, I’m in trouble,” she said. “I’ve got to do a TV spectacular tomorrow night and my hair’s like spaghetti.
Could you find a moment to make me civilized?”
“Sure,” I said. “Come on over and I’ll fix you up right here in my bedroom. And don’t bother to bring a
chaperone because Beverly’s here.” Over she came. I sorted out the spaghetti. And, when I had finished, she said:
“Thanks, Vidal. You’ve saved my life. How much do I owe you?”
“Nothing,” I said. “This one’s on the house.”
“Don’t be ridiculous. I must pay you. Your time’s valuable.”
“Look, Lainie,” I said. “I’ve just been paid five thousand dollars for cutting Mia Farrow’s hair. Just let me
hang around on Cloud Nine for a bit.”
After that there were television and sound radio interviews, including one with Pamela Mason who runs a
highly rated programme from her Los Angeles home. All this I enjoyed, though I tried hard to keep as much time
as possible free for Beverly. This, after all, was her town, the place where most of her friends lived and naturally
most of them wanted to see her. With their constant comings and goings, they turned our hotel room into
something like Charing Cross Station. In fact we would have managed to see only about half of them but for the
kindness of Jacqueline Susann, author of Valley of the Dolls, currently an American best-seller, and Irving
Mansfield, her husband, a well-known television producer. They had a bungalow beside the pool at the Beverly
Hills Hotel and they gave us the run of the place, which, to my mind, was typical of American hospitality in
general and the Hollywood brand in particular. That fantastic town may have its bitchy side, but it kept it hidden
from us while we were there.
I love it, in fact, though that does not mean I would like to live there all the time. London is my town.
Shepherd’s Bush; Petticoat Lane, where I lived when I was only a nipper, pinching fruit from the barrows when I
was no higher than their wheels, running wild, soaking up the ripe and sometimes over-ripe humour of the
dealers, cutting my teeth on pavements that were granite hard and at the same time warm and friendly.
As we flew back over the Pole direct from Los Angeles to London, I was thinking of all that. I sank back in my
seat, while first-class hostesses purred over me, and I could not help remembering other days. The days when
often I walked a few miles because I had not the price of a bus ticket. All of a sudden that trip to Hollywood
seemed downright dull, compared with the journey I had made from Petticoat Lane in the East End to Bond Street
up West.
2
Once upon a time it was a big deal indeed for a character to start with nothing and end up with something. A
little indecent, perhaps, but a jolly good show, nevertheless, old chap. Now, I suppose, the underprivileged are the
guys who start with something and manage to hang on to it, in spite of the rush up the backstairs. A plush-lined
background can be quite a drag these days because in some quarters it is difficult to live it down.
Anyway, I am one of the basement boys; and I mention the fact, not because there is anything particularly
praiseworthy about it, but because in one way or another it may have affected my career and my outlook. I was
born in Shepherd’s Bush in 1928, which was a time when not many people down our way had money to spend on
their heads. My parents were Sephardic Jews—those who had settled in Spain and Portugal—and there was a fair
1547

amount of Spanish spoken around the house. My mother, indeed, was an accomplished Spanish dancer and a fine
singer. My father, a cosmopolitan who spoke Turkish, Greek, Spanish and English, sold carpets for a living and
was, I am told, a five-star charmer.
I cannot vouch for that, however, because he disappeared from our lives when I was four and my brother, Ivor,
two, leaving my mother to bring up the family on her own. It was only much later that I learned how bitter a battle
she had had to do so.
She went to work in a sweat-shop, selling dresses for fourteen hours a day for £2 15s. a week. She used to
come home at dusk on Friday nights, light the candles in preparation for the Sabbath, hear our prayers in Hebrew,
have that one day off, and be back at work again at eight o’clock on Sunday morning. Somehow she found time to
keep Ivor and myself clean, neat and decently clothed, despite the fact that we spent most of our waking hours
trying to undo the work she put in on us.
The change in our fmancial status meant that we moved from Shepherd’s Bush to a cheaper flat in Wentworth
Street, known throughout the world as Petticoat Lane. That is where my memories really begin.
We had one bedroom and one living-room, which was a bedroom at night. There was no bathroom; so we
washed in the sink or in a big zinc bath or occasionally, if there was threepence to spare, in the public baths. The
lavatory was on the landing for the benefit of heaven knows how many other families.
That certainly must have depressed my Mum, but it did not worry me. The Lane was my life. During the long
hours while she was at work, Ivor and I scuttled around the feet of the crowd, being chased by the dealers, when
they caught us robbing them, getting in the neighbours’ hair, tangling occasionally with the police. I remember
being thoroughly happy most of the time.
It was, however, no way to start life and nobody knew that better than my Mum. She knew that we needed
strict supervision which she could not give us herself without leaving her job. So, when I was five, she reluctantly
sent me to the Orphanage for Sephardic Jews in Maida Vale. My wild days of piracy were over and Ivor’s ended
soon afterwards, when he was sent to join me.
It took me quite a while, of course, to understand that there were special times for getting up and eating and
praying and washing and working and playing. If that was what they called discipline, I felt, they could keep it.
My introduction to organized sport, however, balanced the scales. I learned to play and love football and
cricket. I discovered that I was a fast runner and achieved status by becoming the hundred yards champion at
school. I developed, in fact, a passion for physical fitness and I have retained it to this day.
That was my life for six years. My mother was allowed to visit us once a month, but not to take us out. Every
Saturday she came to the Synagogue, where I sang in the choir, and waved to us from the balcony; but otherwise
we never saw her.
When I was eleven years old, however, we were reunited. My mother, despite her years of worry and very hard
work, was still—is still, in fact—a very attractive woman. She married again and our stepfather, a gentle, cheerful
man, gave us a new home. By working day and night, he not only kept that home together, but saw me through
my years of apprenticeship and Ivor (who, unlike me, was a brilliant scholar) through the years before he
qualified as an accountant.
Those are only a few of the reasons why I have dedicated this book to him.
First we lived in Wiltshire, where Ivor and I had been evacuated during the war. There I got my first job,
wielding a pair of scissors, appropriately enough, though in a glove factory, not in a hairdressing salon.
After a while, however, the call of London became too strong for us Cockneys. Back we went, in spite of the
bombs, in spite of the fact that we could fmd nowhere better to live than a condemned house in Lawrence Road,
Bow. It is still standing, as a matter of fact, and is still condemned.
There I got a job as a messenger with a firm in the City. All day long I bucketed to and from the docks on an
old second-hand bike, having a ball. Sometimes I got lost because the streets I knew so well had disappeared
under a welter of bombs. Sometimes I had to make huge detours because whole areas were cordoned off: At night
the ambulances and fire brigades still clanged through the streets and the bombs shook the plaster off our ceiling.
But I was not worried. I was just fourteen. Life was great, a big joke, a laugh all around the clock. But my parents
took a less light-hearted view. Two or three times a week, my mother would say:
“Vidal, what are you going to do with your life?”
“Work,” I would say with a grin. “Work and make a fortune.”
“But what are you going to work at? What are you going to be? What do you want to be?”
I would think hard for a moment, but my thoughts would stretch no further than that second-hand bike and
football with the Stepney Jewish Boys Club on Sunday afternoon and going out with the lads and chatting up the
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girls.
“I don’t know,” I would say. “Honestly, I don’t know what I want to be.” Then my mother would grab a duster,
start polishing the furniture hard and say, half to herself:
“You can’t go on drifting. You must learn a trade. Everyone should learn a trade.”
A trade, to me, meant the future, which was something far away over the horizon. At that time I was managing
very nicely with the present. So every time the topic arose, I used to trot out my trite little routine remarks, quite
confident that I could keep that future at bay for quite a long time.
I was, of course, wrong. One evening I came home and began gulping down a bowl of loschen soup, anxious
to get out again to meet some of the fellows. I noticed that Mum and Pop were a little quiet, but thought nothing
of it until I stood up to go.
“Sit down, Vidal,” said Mum. “We want to talk to you.”
I sat down, puzzled, wondering what I had done or had not done. The conference started off along well-worn
lines.
“Vidal, have you no idea of what you want to be?”
“None,” I said. “I’ve thought it over, but I don’t seem able to hit on anything that seems right for me.”
I glanced at the clock, thinking the chat was over, that I had strangled it. But suddenly my mother switched it
to a new and dangerous channel.
“You know your Cousin Amelia?” I nodded. Of course I knew her. Wasn’t she my first cousin?
“You know she was apprenticed to Professor Cohen.”
“I thought she was a hairdresser. I didn’t know she was mixed up with any professor.” My mother sighed and
said very firmly:
“Professor Cohen is a hairdresser. He is a highly qualified and experienced man. He deserves the title just as
much as anybody with letters after his name in a university. So round here we give it to him.”
That made sense, though I still did not see what it had to do with me. My mother soon filled in the gap in my
knowledge.
“On Monday,” she said, “you have an appointment with him. If he likes you and you’re lucky, maybe he’ll take
you on as an apprentice, too.”
For a moment the full weight of her words did not sink in. Again I nodded automatically. Then suddenly I
realized what they were trying to do to me. They were trying to make a ladies’ hairdresser out of me! To lock me
up in a scented boudoir! To have me bowing and scraping and taking short steps! A thousand horrible thoughts
bundled into my mind. But all I could say was:
“The fellows! What’ll the fellows say?”
“The fellows!” said my mother with a contemptuous toss of her head. “So I suppose they’re going to teach you
a trade. Now stop wasting my time because I’ve got to press your suit for Monday.”
All that weekend the thought of it pressed me deep into the ground. I played football as usual, but for once my
mind was elsewhere, locked up in a salon. I kept thinking that I might never be able to play football again, that
instead I would be spending my life up to my elbows in shampoo. By Monday morning, however, I was clinging
to a couple of crumbs of comfort. If he liked me and if I was lucky, my mother had said, he might take me on.
Maybe he would hate my guts. Maybe I would have a good dose of bad luck.
My mother was looking very smart in her best clothes, the family colours nailed to the mast, as if she were
going to visit rich relatives. My one good suit was as sharp as a razor, but my nlind was dull as drain water as the
bus went down the Mile End Road towards Whitechapel Road where, at Number 101, Professor Adolph Cohen
had his headquarters.
Then we were there are the point of no return. As we went through the door, a strange smell swamped my
nostrils, a mixture of scent and ammonia. All around me were women, trussed up to the neck in gowns, strange
apparatus on their heads, making them look like creatures from outer space. I noticed some smart young chicks
hovering around them, too, and eyeing me curiously as they worked. That made me feel a little better, but my
mother’s voice dragged me back to reality.
“Could I see Professor Cohen, please,” she said to the haughty and gorgeous receptionist. “We have an
appointment.” I grinned at Miss Haughty and Gorgeous and tipped her a wink. She looked straight through me
and said to my mother:
“He’s busy at present, Madam. Would you mind waiting for a moment, please?”
Just then a small, dapper man with gray hair came bustling out and greeted my mother with a big smile. It was
Professor Cohen. For a while they exchanged courtesies. Then we got down to business. Turning to me, he said:
1549

“Your Cousin Amelia is a fine girl. A great worker. We were sorry she left.” I smiled back modestly, as if I
were taking the full credit for her success.
“And you would like to be a hairdresser, too?” The nod I gave would not have disturbed a fly from the top of
my head.
“Why?”
I had been expecting that question and had my answer ready. Something that was not really rude, but at the
same time not exactly flattering to the craft. A nice blend of lethargy and lack of interest, I felt, would be enough
to sabotage my chances.
“Well, Professor,” I said, “I must have a trade, I suppose.” To my horror, his smile never slackened. He simply
turned to my mother and said:
“You’ve a bright boy here, Mrs. Sassoon. If he’s as good as Amelia, he’ll do well. Now you know about the
apprenticeship fee?”
For a moment there was a horrid silence. My mother knew nothing about a fee. Neither did I. Then the
significance of his words reached me and my face split into a smile. Though my Mum must have felt like sagging,
she did not wilt an inch. Proudly she said:
“What is the fee, Professor?”
“One hundred guineas, Mrs. Sassoon.”
One hundred guineas! He might as well have said ten thousand. All of a sudden the sun was shining for me,
though I had a niggling feeling of sympathy for my mother—particularly when she said with superb dignity:
“I’m afraid, Professor Cohen, that we haven’t got that type of money. I’m sorry we troubled you.”
Elated, I doffed my cap elaborately to him, leapt to the door and swept it open for my mother. Slowly she
walked towards it, while the Professor gazed after her sadly. Then, just as she was about to step into the
Whitechapel Road, he said:
“Mrs. Sassoon … one moment, please.”
My mother went back. I stood at the door, wondering iffate could be so cruel as to push me back into this
perfumed pit after hauling me out. Fate could and did. I heard Professor Cohen say:
“Mrs. Sassoon, it’s not often I see a polite boy around these days. But you’ve got one there. I like the way he
raises his cap. Better still, I like the way he dashes to open the door for his mother. So let’s forget about the fee.
How about him starting tomorrow at eight-fifteen?”
My mother beamed at me. Then at Professor Cohen. He beamed back and off they went on another round of
courtesies, while I stood there, beaten to the ropes.
Sure, I had not often been rude to my mother. But, let’s face it, the only reason I ran to open that door was
because I couldn’t get her through it and into the freedom of the Whitechapel Road fast enough! So I was beaten.
But at least, even in those days, I had the good sense to make the best of it, to know that whining never pays a
percentage.
I made up my mind that I would give it a go, work hard, despite the fact that the financial rewards were not
very inspiring. My pay, I was told, would be five shillings a week. On top of that, however, there would be tips;
and my overheads were not going to be shattering. My fares to and from work would total fourpence and down
Whitechapel way in those days it was possible to get a fair lunch for one and three.\fn{ One shilling and three pence:H}
So at eight-fifteen sharp I turned up at No. 101 to show this feather-duster brigade how a real worker, an exglove maker, ex- messenger boy, operated. I was fit. I was tough. I’d take the sight out of their eyes.
But it did not work out quite like that. Instead they took the skin off my knees, the strength out of my elbow
and the shine out of my eyes. The head assistant, who was doling out the juniors’ jobs, handed me a bucket and
scrubbing brush, and said:
“The floor for you, Vidal. Get it clean as that shirt of yours.”
For a moment I hesitated, about to tell him that I was supposed to be learning about heads, not floors. But
before I could speak, he said with a grill:
“There’s a war on, lad. No cleaning staff. We’ve got to make this place shine ourselves.”
Down I went on my knees and attacked that floor as if it was my worst enemy. The sweat rolled off my brow
and into my bucket, but by the time I had finished, I was proud of my job. I creaked myself upright and stood
back, waiting for a medal or something. Along came the head assistant. I beamed at him. He ignored me and
began examining the floor, inch by inch, comer by comer, crevice, by crevice.
“What the hell have you been doing, Vidal?” he said. “This looks like a football pitch on a rainy day. Down
you go and do it again.”
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I learned a valuable lesson that day. It was that work in a hairdressing salon can be tougher than digging
ditches. A hairdresser has to keep as fit as a flea, whether he is scrubbing floors or cutting hair. It was a fortnight
before I was allowed near a client’s head; and by that time something of the magic that exists in any good salon
had begun to rub off on me. I found I was working, not just for wages, but because I felt I was part of a team, if
only a very minor part. When I was given a job, I wanted to do it, not just well, but better than anyone else. It
made my day, in fact, when I heard a client say:
“I want Vidal to shampoo me.”
Not that slacking was possible, anyway. Professor Cohen saw to that. He roamed the salon, like a tiny lion,
roaring at us, bawling us out, never seeming satisfied. Yet he cared for us all; and he showed that care in the best
way possible—by teaching us thoroughly and advising us constantly. Every now and again he would lecture us,
telling us:
“Genius is fine, but sheer, hard graft is better. The only place success ever comes before work is in the
dictionary.”
I believed him. I worked harder than I had ever worked in my life. When he said I should study at night at the
Regent Street Polytechnic, I studied there. When he said I should go to classes at the Hairdressing Academy in
Charlotte Street, I went. When he said I should stay late one night a week and practise on models, I stayed.
Gradually I was getting a feeling for hair. I wanted to succeed at this business now. I wanted to be better than
anybody else. My moods measured my progress, bounced up and down like a ping-pong ball in a rifle range; and
it was that which led me to my first crisis—the first of many I have known.
I ran into a bad patch. All the other kids seemed to be catching on to the job much more quickly than I could.
One of them would do a job and get a nod of approval. I would do something and be told to do it all over again.
At the end of a fortnight, the ping-pong ball had been knocked right off the fountain.
I had botched hopelessly my first attempt at setting. I left my client, walked straight into the boss and said:
“I’m through, Professor. I can’t learn a thing. I’m not cut out for this lark and I’m quitting.” He looked at me
surprisingly mildly and said:
“O.K. You know best.” When I stormed home about noon, my mother looked up and said:
“What’s the matter? Are you sick?”
“No,” I said. “I’ve quit. I’ll never make a hairdresser.” She went on drying the dishes, examining each one
carefully before she put it down. Then she said:
“O.K., son. You know best.”
Looking back, of course, I can see now how shrewd the pair of them were. Had they ranted at me or tried to
persuade me to change my mind, I probably would have dug my heels in. Instead they left me to work out the
problem on my own; and after I had been hanging round the house for three days, I knew I had made a big
mistake. I went to my mother and said:
“I want to go back.”
“All right,” she said calmly. “I’ll see if he’ll have you.”
That afternoon she put on her best clothes and went down to Whitechapel Road again. I could hardly wait for
her to return. I had the door open when she was still only half-way up the road. She said nothing until she had
taken offher hat and coat and hung them up carefully. After that she carried the groceries into the kitchen and
started putting them away. Then at last she turned to me with a smile and said:
“Professor Cohen says you’re to go in in the morning.”
I went in, expecting to be blasted into orbit. Instead he called me into his office and said:
“Vidal, you’re too tense, too worried about learning faster than anyone else. Learn as quickly as you can, but
don’t worry, if others seem to be learning more quickly. Above all—learn to relax.”
It was sound advice. If I had been able to follow the piece about relaxing throughout my career, life might have
been easier for me and for all those who have worked with me. After that, however, I learned to ride the punches a
little—even when they were literally flung at me.
One day, for instance, I was helping a stylist and ch.eeked her, maybe because I was feeling a little uppity that
day. As I came out of the cubicle, the head assistant caught me with a right-hander over the left ear. I had
forgotten that they had announced their engagement the previous day—and that cubicle conversation can carry.
Every week I ran into some sort of a crisis. Once, when I was shampooing a client who had just had a tint, I
splashed her with the spray. She squealed. I panicked. Trying desperately to repair the damage, I drenched her
until the stylist grabbed the spray from me.
First she calmed the client. Then she turned to me, turned the spray on to my face and, with considerable
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expertise, soaked me from head to foot, weaving it from side to side to make sure that not an inch of me was left
dry.
When I was learning to permanent wave, I made a terrible blunder. I forgot to take a client out from under the
weird and wonderful machine which we used in those days; and, when at last I got round to taking the rollers out,
I found her hair was coming away with them. I knew that only fast talking could save me.
“Madam,” I said with all the authority I could muster, “I’ve changed my mind. Hair like yours can take
something better than a long bob. I’d like to see it short and curly.”
“You really think so, Mr. Vidal?” she cooed. “You don’t think perhaps, it’s a little … young for me?”
“Nonsense, Madam,” I said. “That style could have been made for you.”
On the way out, she told Professor Cohen what I had done and how lucky he was to have such a clever stylist.
He bowed and smiled, but he was not fooled. When she was safely off the premises, he called me in and said:
“Vidal, if that had not worked, she could have sued me for my business. Do it just once more and I’ll have you
by the short and curly!
Permanent waving problems, however, did not always spring from the floor. Sometimes they came from the
air, for the war was still on and the raids were still grumbling around us. When the bombs began to fall a little
near, all the staff and most of the clients were ordered to the shelters. The exceptions were the unlucky ones who
were under the waving machine, which looked a little like a crude space capsule without the perspex. There they
had to sit, while the bombs crunched around the Whitechapel Road and the stylist sheltered to perm another day.
At least that was the way it usually happened. On one occasion, however, I did not move fast enough. As the order
came to abandon salon, my client in the space capsule grabbed my wrist with the grip of an all-in wrestler.
“If I stay,” she yelled, “you stay!”
And stay I did, because I had no option. The thud of bombs seemed to be coming closer all the time. Then, just
as the silence seemed to have lasted a long while, a terrible crash rattled the teeth in my head and sent doors
slamming all over the place. Slowly I opened my eyes. To my surprise, the salon was still there. The waving
machine was still chugging away. My client was powdered with plaster, but she was unharmed.
“The brutes!” she said. “You’d think they knew I was having my hair done today, wouldn’t you?”
When she let go my aching wrist, I went out to have a look at the damage. Every window in the shop next door
had been blown out.
You could say that I learned a great deal with Professor Cohen and not all of it was about hairdressing. One
lesson was that women have an over-generous ration of courage. I also learned another aspect of the business, not
taught by many masters. That was how to cut men’s hair, and here the Professor’s methods were a little unusual.
One day he said to me:
“Go down to Rowton House and see if anyone wants a haircut.”
For the benefit of those divorced from the rougher side of London life, I had better explain that Rowton House
is a home for those really down on their luck. And, while I had the greatest sympathy for them, I could not see
how they were going to contribute very much to the tone of the salon. Professor Cohen, however, soon explained
the situation.
“Look,” he said. “You’re here to learn, aren’t you? To learn as much as you can. Some day, maybe, there’s
going to be a slump and women aren’t going to be getting their hair done any more. But men—they always need
to get their hair cut. Right?”
“Right,” I said.
And I went down to Rowton House. When the warden, or whoever he was, asked if anyone wanted a haircut,
there were not many takers, for sartorial elegance is not a feature of those who use the establishment. At last,
however, he found me a client and, when I saw him, I nearly resigned.
He was a huge hulk of a man, heavily bearded, well over six feet tall and weighing about eighteen stone. His
hair, red and streaked with gray, was snarled like a bramble bush and hung heavy over a raincoat collar that was
black with grease. An ancient tartan muffler failed to cloak the lack of a collar on his tattered flannel shirt; and the
raincoat itself, streaked and stained by a thousand boozy days and nights, was held in place over his vast midriff
with the aid of a monster safety pin.
“So you, young man,” he boomed, “are mine executioner!”
The voice was cultured, the accent Irish and the smell of methylated spirits strong enough to take paint off a
gate. Then, with a laugh that nearly cracked the windows in Rowton House, he roared:
“To the guillotine!”
He swept into the salon like Wellington home from the wars. I shampooed away the dirt of ages; and then, as I
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cut enough hair to stuff a couple of cushions, he told me the story of his wild life … of the medical practice he
had built and squandered; of his years at sea as a ship’s doctor; of the drink, the women, the horses, the fights he
had known on his way to the doss-house.
“You name it,” he bellowed, “and I’ve done it. What’s more, I’ve enjoyed every bloody minute of it!” When I
had finished the job, he examined himself carefully in the big mirror. Then I held another mirror so that he could
see the back, which he studied with equal care. Nodding in gentle approval, he said:
“Most elegant. Some day you will be a fine barber. But there is just one little matter you have overlooked, I
feel.”
“What’s that?” I said. “Honestly, I’ve given you the works.”
“The beard!” he whispered. “I think the beard could do with a little trim.”
“Forgive me, Sir,” I said. “But I’m only an apprentice. I won’t let it happen again.”
Having trimmed his beard, I brushed him down and saw him to the door. As he fastened the safety pin, he said:
“My throat seems full of hairs. I suppose by any chance you wouldn’t have two shillings for a drink that would
wash them away?”
I had.
Once a week after that I went down to Rowton House. I met many great characters there, but none was so
monumental as Dr. Patrick Joseph Aloysius O’Shaughnessy. He came to me regularly once a month, fluttering the
curtains on the cubicles with his monstrous laugh. Always the routine was the same: a shampoo, a haircut, a trim
for his beard and a two-shilling tip, with me doing the tipping, of course. In exchange, he not only kept me
keeling over with laughter, but gave me an insight into a world that I had never known existed. And regularly he
advised me to give up hairdressing.
“It’ll get you in the end, my boy,” he would boom. “You’ll end up, crippled with a spinal curvature before
you’re thirty.”
“Nonsense,” I’d tell him. “I keep fit … run, play football, swim.”
“It won’t save you,' he would say. “You’re heading for Rowton House.” On one occasion, he laughed so loudly
that Professor Cohen drew me aside and said:
“For God’s sake, keep that character quiet. He’s frightening the clients.”
“Sir,” I said, “you are insulting my favourite hobo. I can’t afford to lose him!”
I meant it, too. Between the hoboes and the housewives, in fact, I was a well-trained hairdresser by the time I
left Professor Cohen after two and a half years. I owe him a lot and so do many others. Among those he trained
are Rose Evansky, one of the very few women who have made the really big time in Britain, and Robert
Zackham, who now owns a whole string of salons. He and I used to share sandwiches, when we worked together,
and now his daughter, Gillian, works with me in my New York salon.
After I left, I decided to aim high, to head straight for Mayfair. There were, however, two factors against me—
my appearance and my accent.
I did not look rough, but young. Though I was seventeen, I could have been taken for about fourteen. And I
still spoke in the dulcet tones of Petticoat Lane, which was not calculated to endear me to the snootier clients.
Since then, I am glad to say, we all have grown a little more sensible. Today people are more concerned with
what a person can do than with how he speaks. A strong local accent, in fact, can be an asset now. Recently, when
two of my staff were going over to the New York salon, I suggested to them that they should go back to the East
End and relearn their cockney. They did and I can report with some satisfaction that their slang is going down like
a couple of hot dinners on Madison Avenue.
The fact that I did not slot into the Mayfair bracket immediately did not worry me. In a way, I suppose, I was
chancing my arm, for I even tried Raymond’s Mayfair salon which was solidly at the top of the League, Division
One, at the time. The manager received me very kindly, but said:
“Come back later, sonny, when you’re a little older.”
It was good advice. Sonny went back a couple of years later and got himself a good job with Raymond who is
one of the finest hairdressers this country has ever known. In the meantime, however, I had to settle for something
a little less sophisticated, though perhaps more exotic. I got myself a job with a salon in Shaftesbury Avenue and
there I learned a great deal about the business, and more than a little about life, too.
It had a name like a fish and chip shop—Mac and George. In fact when Phil Levy, the manager, answered the
phone, he used to say, more often than not:
“We’re frying tonight!”
The clientele, however, was drawn, not from the fish bar, but from the boudoir. Most of them were highly
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expensive call girls, making small fortunes out of the thousands of troops who poured into London on leave from
Europe. Sometimes they would pick up as much as £100 a night and on these occasions they threw it around like
drunken sailors. They gave us enormous tips, but, as they rippled to the door on their six-inch wedge heels, they
would try to strike a bargain with Phil Levy. He was a neat, dark character, just out of the Forces. They would
corner him behind the desk, move far too close for comfort and croon:
“Phil, darling, how about a little barter?”
“Pay up!” Phil would yell. “This isn’t a market square.”
“How about paying in kind?” they would murmur. “It’ll be worth far more than money at the rates we charge.”
“Cash!” Phil would holler. “Cash on the nail or I’ll call the vice squad!”
Nor was he the only one subjected to this tempting brand of torture. We all had our share of it. One girl, called
Peggy, seemed to take a particular fancy to me. And I don’t mind admitting that my eyes latched on to her the first
time I saw her coming into the salon.
She was a tall blonde, with the figure of an old-time music-hall star. If her cleavage had been any lower, she
would have got a chill in the navel; and, while her hemline was almost demure compared with present-day
standards, she always managed to hitch it way above boiling point when she sat back in the chair. The first time I
did her hair, she hardly spoke, just watched me in the mirror, a cool smile on her face. The next time, she said:
“Vidal … you haven’t a line on your face. How old are you?”
“Eighteen, Madam.”
“Eighteen? But you look so young. Where have you been … in a monastery?” I grinned and shook my head.
“Vidal … I think your education has been sadly neglected. I think you need some lessons.”
She crossed her legs slowly and the hemline nearly disappeared. If anyone had taken my temperature, the
mercury would nearly have disappeared off the thermometer, too.
“Next time,” she purred, “why don’t you come round to my place to do my hair? You know there are a variety
of tips I could give you and none of them has anything to do with money!”
Somehow I managed to find the strength to shake my head and mutter a clumsy excuse. She laughed, heaved a
deep sigh that widened the cleavage by at least six inches, and said:
“You’re making a mistake, you know. What I would teach you could save you an awful lot of trouble later on.”
And she could well have been right, too.
I stayed with Mac and George for about six months, and left, not only for the sake of my blood pressure—for
biological reasons, you could say—but because I felt that I had learned all that was possible about their excellent
techniques and wanted to broaden my horizons.
This, indeed, was my restless period. In a few months I worked for Richard Henry in Putney, Charles
Plumeridge in Bayswater, then in Stamford Bridge and Camberwell, before getting myself a job with Henri in
Knightsbridge. Wherever I went, I learned all I could and then moved on in search of something new. This
constant search for more and more knowledge about hairdressing was almost an obsession with me at that time,
because I was still going regularly to the Academy in Charlotte Street so that I could study and practise every new
technique.
Incidentally, I did not leave Mr. Henri of Knightsbridge voluntarily. He fired me, and in spectacular fashion.
It was an extremely elegant establishment, with an extremely elegant clientele, most of them having enough
blue blood in their veins to float a royal barge. What is more, they were more or less hand-picked by Mr. Henri
himself, a tall, handsome, silver-haired man with a distinguished stoop. He liked most people who came into the
salon, but not all. And to those who did not meet with his approval, he used to shout:
“Get out of mein shop! Go to Harrods!”
Just why some women fitted the face of the salon and others did not I never knew. Why he wanted to off-load
the unwanted ones on to his distinguished neighbours I never learned, either. But I shall never forget the words
with which he dispatched them.
They were carved in my mind one morning when, to put it mildly, I was not at my best. At the time, I was very
moody. If my work was going well, I was on top of the world. If it was going badly, I was snarling. That particular
morning, it was going badly and I was raspy, too. In fact I turned in one job so bad that the titled client flounced
off to Mr. Henri and said:
“Not only is that Vidal man inefficient, but he can’t speak the Queen’s English!” She was fairly accurate on
both counts that time and Mr. Henri agreed with her.
“You’re right, m’Lady,” he said. “Vot a bunch of bums I haf around me!” Then, turning to me, he sounded his
famous battle cry:
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“Get out of mein shop! Go to Harrods!”
I obeyed the first part of the order, but not the second. Instead of going to Harrods, I got a job with Sydney
Gaby and Bernard Beerman, who had a salon in South Molton Street and were opening a new place in Maida
Vale. To my amazement, they asked me to manage it. Even to me that sounded crazy because at that particular
time I was not too sure whether I could manage myself.
Maybe, however, they were not such bad judges. Actually I got on fine in Maida Vale, built up a fair business
and was happier than I had been for quite some time. There were, however, other problems crossing my mind.
They had nothing to do with my business, but to me they were very important indeed.
The war was over. Britain’s Fascists had been released from internment. Sir Oswald Mosley was on the march
again, preaching his sick, old, anti-Semitic sermons.
Quite a few friends of mine were determined to stop him and, naturally enough, I joined them in this
enterprise. I did not realize at the time that my action was going to take me away from hairdressing for quite a
while; but, even if I had been given a glimpse of the immediate future, I don’t think I would have opted out.
221.185 Excerpt from The Haunting Of SafeKeep\fn{by Eve Bunting aka Anne Evelyn Bunting (1928- )} Maghera,
Magherafelt, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (F) 11
1
I walked across the campus and up the steps to the administration building. The hallways held that cool,
echoing quiet that meant there were no classes in progress, no activities. No students. Spring semester was over,
summer school had not yet begun, and San Diego State was resting between lives.
There was only one person in front of the bulletin board. I stood next to him and took my notebook and pen
from my big shoulder bag. Although I’d already seen all the cards and checked out most of the summer jobs they
offered, it was desperation time and I had to look again.
BABY-SITTER WANTED MY HOME

That was the woman who was offering two dollars an hour for a three- year-old and a six-month-old baby. For
only four hours a day.
EARN CASH, CASH, CASH ADDRESSING ENVELOPES IN YOUR SPARE TIME

I knew that one, too. If I addressed envelopes till my arm fell off, I still couldn’t make the rent money. I moved
a little and bumped the shoulder of the guy next to me.
“Sorry.”
“It’s okay.” He didn’t even look at me, but I was definitely looking at him. As I’d walked up, I’d noticed that
he was tall, that he had straight blond hair, and that he was maybe a year or so older than I. He might have been
nineteen. And I noticed his great profile, which included high cheekbones and a terrific nose, big enough to give
him an arrogant kind of look. Arrogant guys turn me off. Actually, right now, any kind of guy turns me off. I went
back to checking out the cards. And then I saw the new one, way up in the right- hand corner. Across the top it
said:
COUPLE WANTED

Well, that let me out. I was definitely not a couple. But I read through it anyway, and as I did I felt the
excitement building in me.
COUPLE WANTED TO ACT AS CARETAKERS OF SAFEKEEP.
LIVING QUARTERS PROVIDED AND ALL UTILITIES PAID.
SMALL SALARY IN EXCHANGE FOR SECURITY AND HOUSEKEEPING DUTIES.
CALL MRS. HARGREAVE: 555-6414.

“Living quarters provided” meant no rent. “Utilities paid” meant no bills. A “small salary” meant eating
money.
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That was all I really needed to tide me over the summer. And of all the incredible places to work! I opened my
notebook and wrote down the phone number. I’d forgotten the guy was there and when he asked, “What’s
SafeKeep?” I almost jumped out of my jeans. Shoot! He’d read the card, too, and he’d seen me write down the
phone number. What’s more, he was probably one-half of a couple. He looked way too young to be married, but
then, who knew? And anyway, he had just the kind of cheekbones that would make some girl go all weak-kneed
and move in with him, cleaning for him, cooking for him … I slammed my notebook closed.
“It’s just a place where they have a bunch of old houses.”
No way was I going to tell him how it really was. How the houses were all Victorian, saved from the wreckers
and moved to this perfect spot to be restored and loved. I’d been on one of their Sunday tours and I’d seen them
up close. Could the “living quarters” possibly be in one of the houses?
“You don’t mean that park place with all those turn-of-the-century buildings?” the guy asked.
“They’re way older than the turn of the century,” I said coldly.
“Sure. You can see them as you drive along the freeway. I went off one day to have a look, but there’s a chainlink fence around the whole thing and a padlock the size of a Frisbee on the gate.”
This guy really had a lot going for him. He had great eyes, sort of grayish green. Or maybe they were brown.
Not that it mattered. I pretended to be very interested in the other cards, as if the Safe Keep one was of no
particular importance. I even wrote down a couple of other phone numbers before I began edging away. If he was
planning on calling, too, I’d better get moving. And I’d better hope that this Mrs. Hargreave didn’t tell him to
come talk to her, or everyone else, including me, would be finished. She’d be bowled over by that arrogant I nose
and those incredible eyes. I’d be willing to bet that the other half of his “couple” would be just as gorgeous as he
was. That was the way things usually worked out.
I realized suddenly that the pink sweater he was wearing was cashmere. He had pushed the sleeves up till they
were out of shape, a sure sign that he wasn’t as conscious of the price tag on cashmere as I was. The thin gold
watch on his wrist was the kind that is always advertised on TV by people in evening clothes from their box seats
at the opera. Why did this guy want a summer job that probably paid lousy money? It was like taking food from
the mouth of somebody who really needed it … somebody like me. Not that I couldn’t go home for the summer.
Not that I couldn’t look for and maybe even find a job there in Waterloo, Iowa. But that would mean living fulltime again with Mom and Dad and leaving San Diego. I’d come here for a reason. I wanted to stay for the same
reason.
“You know the big green house?” the guy was asking. “The one with the cupola on top?”
“I’ve seen it.” The big green house was The Palms, my second favorite in SafeKeep.
“My Aunt Jessie had a place like that. Built in 1877. I lived with her there for a while after …” He stopped.
“Well, anyway, it was great.”
Wonderful, I thought. Now he can tell Mrs. Hargreave about his Aunt Jessie, and about how he lived in a house
with a cupola. That should really clinch it for him.
“I guess you plan on applying for the job, then?” I had a space of about ten feet between us now and I had to
raise my voice to ask.
“I sure am. You’re going to try for it, too?”
“Yes.”
Two more backward steps and a shuffle. Get going, Sara. At least make it to the phone before he does.
“You have a boyfriend … a husband or somebody?” he asked.
“Somebody to do this with?”
If only! I thought for a quick second of Mead.
“I don’t have anyone,” I said. “I’m hoping she won’t find a suitable couple and she’ll settle for me.”
I put a lot of emphasis on the “suitable.” Meaning you, Mr. Cashmere, Mr. Incredible Eyes. You and whoever.
“I don’t have anyone, either. Why don’t we pool our resources?” He said it in such a reasonable, matter-of-fact
way that for a couple of seconds I thought I’d heard him wrong.
“It says ‘couple,’” he went on. “We’re a couple. It doesn’t say the couple has to know each other. Besides, we
do know each other.” He took a step and stuck out a hand.
“Hi. I’m Devlin Nielsen-Dev.”
“Sara Stratton.”
I took three strides forward, shook his hand and dropped it quick. He couldn’t be serious. But I knew he was.
“It doesn’t say they want a couple of gorillas, either,” I muttered. “They don’t have to spell out M-A-R-R-I-ED. They know you'll know.”
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“Ever heard of affirmative action?” he asked. “They can’t question if we’re married or not. That’s against the
law. A couple means two. Any two. Even two gorillas if they want the job. Of course, the employer can say no.
Then the gorillas can sue for discrimination.” He grinned. “How about it? It sounds like a good deal, and we’d for
sure have a better chance together.”
“I don’t think so.” I was at a loss for words, which isn’t usually one of my problems.
We seemed to be walking side by side down the long hall. The late afternoon sun was coming in softly through
the open doors at the end of the corridor, falling on the scuffed brown tiles. Somewhere somebody was whistling.
A door banged.
It was still warm outside from the heat of the day. Two blue jays pecked at each other, fighting and flying low
over the wall by the science building. We crossed the grass in front of the library. Sprinklers spurted in the ivy.
Tattered notices hung on the cafeteria door:
END OF YEAR HOP—JUNE 4.
THE TACKY TRIO-LIVE (OR SEMILIVE).
Y’ALL COME

We’d gone to that, Mead and I, but I didn’t want to remember. I sat with Dev in the air-conditioned cool by the
window, drinking Diet Pepsis and talking over the possibilities of SafeKeep. It’s mind-boggling how quickly
something preposterous becomes reasonable. Probably because that’s what you want it to become. The more we
discussed it, the more sensible it sounded.
“In the first place,” Dev said, “there’ll be too much work for one person to handle. The girl would have to keep
the houses dusted and vacuumed, and the guy would mow the lawns and stuff like that.”
“Or the other way around,” I said quickly.
“Or the other way around,” he agreed.
The light was full on his face, and I searched for a flaw in the way he looked and couldn’t find one. Which
probably meant there were a bunch of defects in his personality.
“Beauty is as beauty does,” Fiona used to say, probably to comfort me.
I sensed Dev sizing me up, too, and I stared nonchalantly out the window. Let him look. He wouldn’t have
much trouble finding imperfections in me. Too tall. Too skinny. Hair too red and too curly. Eyelashes too pale. I
wished I’d gone a little heavier on the mascara that morning, but who would have known that I would not only
meet a guy in a pink cashmere sweater, but that by 5:00 P.M. I’d seriously be thinking of moving in with him?
“They probably want someone to be there all the time, too,” I said. “If it’s a couple, one can go to the market
while the other stays home.” Dev jiggled the ice in his glass.
“And two would be better for nighttimes. It’s going to be pretty lonely there. Have you thought of that?” I
watched the ice cubes swirling, picking up colors—the pink of his sweater, the yellow of the plastic table.
“It could be freaky for one person alone,” he said.
I tried to decide if he was kidding. He looked up.
“We may have to save each other from things that go bump in the night.”
For sure he was kidding! I grinned, but he didn’t grin back. It would be dark and lonely, no question. Most of
the houses were boarded up, awaiting restoration. At night they would be black, empty shapes with nothing inside
of them but the memories of lives lived and gone, dead, long years ago. I shivered.
“They do have dogs.”
“Yeah. Big beasts. I saw them when I went down. And they saw me. They let me know it, too.”
“I guess looking after the dogs would be part of the job.”
There I was again, talking and thinking as if it were all settled. He tilted his chair on its back legs and stared up
at the ceiling.
“So you’ll know something about me, I live in Boston with my mother. My father's dead.”
“How come you don’t want to summer back in Boston?”
He brought the chair back to earth and looked at me. I remembered my first impression of arrogance, and it
was back, full force.
“Because I don’t want to, that’s all.”
There were to be no questions, then. Here was a guy I knew nothing about, and I was considering—seriously
considering—moving in with him. “We may have to save each other from things that go bump in the night,” he’d
said. But who will there be, I thought, if I need saving from you?
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I took a drink from my Pepsi and studied him carefully. Surely someone who looked like that had to be all
right. He needed a job, same as I did, and he had things he didn’t want to talk about, same as I had. I put down my
glass.
“I live in Waterloo, Iowa, with my father and mother. My dad’s retired. My mother’s a housewife. No sisters.
No brothers.”
There were qualifications, but I wasn’t going to make them. I’d given him as much as he’d given me.
“I’m eighteen,” I added.
“I’m nineteen.”
“Mrs. Hargreave could decide we’re way too young for the job,” I said.
“I don’t think so. She advertised on a college bulletin board, after all. We just have to convince her that we’re
responsible.” I thought about it.
“I’m a history major. That sounds pretty responsible. I’ve got no jail record or drug bust. Not even a parking
ticket, which may be because I don’t have a car.”
Dev propped his feet on the chair opposite. He was wearing old beat-up Nikes and no socks. I saw brown
ankles and an inch or two of brown legs with blond hairs on them.
“Business major,” he said. “So which one of us is going to call her?”
“How about if we flip for it?”
It was his dime. When he won the toss, he nodded toward the phones on the wall outside the bookstore.
“Do you want me to come with you?” I stood up.
“No. Just wait.”
No way did I want him listening, in case I made a mess out of it. He gave me the dime we’d flipped with and
another one. I took my notebook that had Mrs. Hargreave’s number in it, and my pen because I was thinking
positively and I knew she’d want to give us directions to her house.
The phone box had numbers gouged into its black metal sides. It also had a few girls’ names with imaginative
remarks about what they did and whether or not they did it well. “I love John” was the only boy reference in the
place. I guess some girls don’t have much imagination. I remembered that I’d stood here—well, actually in the
next box along—breathing in the hot metal smells the day I’d called Mead, trying to sound tough, telling him that
I’d had more than I could take of his lies and his broken promises and that everything was off, off, off. Thinking
about Mead made my heart start hurting as though it had been pumped full of Novocain and the numbness was
wearing off. My mind could rationalize so well, but my heart was a little on the slow side.
Okay, think about Mrs. Hargreave, and the summer and the new possible adventure. Think about staying in
San Diego, where my past was and my future could be. Think about Sara and Dev, the new instant couple, but
don’t think too much about that, because that’s scary, too. I dropped the dimes in .the slot and dialed.
2
Mrs. Hargreave had a soft, ladylike voice. She took our names, told me she was in the Chapman House at
SafeKeep, and asked if we could possibly come over that evening.
“We are in rather a rush,” she said. That must mean she hadn’t found anyone yet, so we should get over there
quicker than quick.
“We can come right away,” I said, hoping Dev was free, deciding he would have to be.
“The bell is under a ledge to the left of the gates. You have to push back the ivy to find it. We can’t have people
ringing any old time, disturbing Julie and Michael.”
Julie and Michael must be the present caretakers, I decided. I turned my back to the phone box so I could see
into the cafeteria and made urgent, get-over-here signals to Dev. Mrs. Hargreave was saying that she had already
seen several couples, and that made my excitement fizzle a little. She had choices available, then, and could pick
the cream of the crop. Dev was beside me now.
“Do you know how to get to SafeKeep?” Mrs. Hargreave asked.
“Oh, yes. I’m a history major and I’ve been on the tour. I’m really interested in the Victorian period.” Dev
smiled and gave me a secret “thumbs up” sign.
“We could be there by six,” I added, and Dev nodded.
“Good-bye for now.” I hung up the phone and grabbed my notebook from the metal shelf.
“Okay?” I asked. He grinned.
“Okay.”
1558

“So let’s go.” I stopped.
“Wait a second—how do we get there? I guess we’ll have to take the bus to—”
“I have a car,” Dev said.
Of course he had a car. Cashmere sweaters, thin gold watches and jeans that said Calvin Klein across the butt
did not travel by bus, I reminded myself as we walked to the parking lot. The usually jammed E lot was almost
empty. Dev stopped at a yellow convertible and fished out his keys.
“This is yours?” I didn’t know what I’d expected, but certainly not this. “What exactly is it?” I asked.
“A car.”
“I know that. But what kind?” He opened the door on the driver’s side and said,
“You’ll have to slide across. The other door doesn’t work. Alternatively, you can climb up and over.”
“I’ll slide.” Sliding wasn’t easy. The two front seats appeared to have come from different vehicles and were
neither the same size nor the same height.
“Like her?” Dev asked.
“She’s … wonderful! But you didn’t tell me yet what kind she is.”
“A Dev Nielsen original. Custom-made. Hand-built. All unusual features.” The motor started instantly.
“Hear how she purrs? Perfect engine. It came from an old Corvette. The body’s part Camaro. Camaros were
very underrated cars, you know."
We were out on College Avenue now, cruising south down the hill toward the freeway. I had to keep my head
slightly bent, since my seat was about a foot higher than his and I felt that I was sticking up enough to divert
traffic. I tried scrunching down so my face would at least be behind the windshield, but my knees wouldn’t go
past the dash. Dev glanced across at me.
“I don’t think I’ve had anybody as tall as you in that seat before.” The way he said it made me seem like a
freak. "Are you all right?”
“Just fine.”
We zipped past Murphy Stadium, where the Chargers and the Padres play. Hot air blew my hair, and I tried to
hold it down with my arm.
“Love convertibles!” I yelled.
The traffic was vicious, the way it always is at that time of evening, and the blue of the evening sky was dulled
by a veil of smog. My father said they didn’t have smog in San Diego when he lived here, but he might have
forgotten.
“There it is,” Dev said.
I looked across the lanes of traffic, heat shimmering from metal sides, tires sizzling on the asphalt, and I saw
SafeKeep. It lay like a cool, green oasis in a desert of ugliness. The city had given this piece of land to the
conservation groups, and they had cleaned it up and planted grass and flowering shrubs before they began their
mission of saving the mansions and moving them to their new quarters at SafeKeep.
I saw Chapman House, where Mrs. Hargreave waited. It was Eastlake-style, pale blue, big and square. The
verandahs had white trim and gingerbread ornamentation, and the towering brick chimneys reached toward the
sky. I got a quick glimpse of The Palms, with its narrow windows and thin, stylish pillars, the cupola balanced
center and top, before Dev took the turnoff under the freeway and drove up the hill.
We went along streets of little wooden houses, of ramshackle markets where men lounged outside, past walls
decorated with graffiti. At the end of the cul-de-sac was the sudden unexpectedness of Safe Keep. Dev stopped the
car and we sat, staring through the high metal gates.
What would people who didn’t know about this think it was? A movie set, probably. They’d stop, and gawk,
and wait for Robert Redford to appear on the porch of the Chapman House dressed in his Great Gatsby whites.
Drivers passing on the freeway did slow down and gawk. That was why there’d been some accidents out there,
and an editorial in the Union about the dangers of putting something as mind-boggling as Safe Keep in full view
of a freeway.
“Shall we?”
Dev got out of the car and held the door for me to slide across. This was just one more occasion in my life
when I wished for shorter legs that wouldn’t tangle with the gearshift and knees that wouldn’t get stuck against
the steering wheel. Next time, I decided, I would hop over the side. I found my hairbrush and dragged it through
the heavy tangle of my hair.
“Pretty color,” Dev said. “Same as my Aunt Jessie’s.” I was about to thank him when he added, “Grass green,”
and I saw he was looking at The Palms and not at me.
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“Victorian green, I suppose.”
It was dumb to feel disappointed. Nobody had ever said my hair was a pretty color. Well, Mead had. But Mead
had said a lot of things. I tucked my shirt back in my jeans, felt for the bell under the ivy, and pushed.
There was no sound, but suddenly two German shepherds came bounding and barking to throw themselves at
the fence. We stepped back several paces. A guy was running across the lawn calling,
“Down, Wolf! Down, Nero!” He had a bunch of keys and he yelled “Hi” at us and headed for the gates.
“How about Wolf and Nero?” I asked before he could unlock them.
“Their bark is worse than their bite.” He grinned a white grin. “And their breath is even worse than their bark.”
But after he turned the key I saw that he kept a tight grip on each chain collar and left us to push the gates open
ourselves.
“Don’t bother shaking hands,” I told him when we were inside. “Just hold on to the dogs.”
“They’ll be okay now. They know you’re welcome.” He let go of one of the collars and Wolf, or maybe Nero,
began fawning around me and licking my hand.
“I certainly hope they know,” I said, holding myself stiff. The white grin flashed again.
“Wolf’s tail is bushier. That’s the way you know the difference. By the way, I’m Michael Villalobos. My wife,
Julie, and I take care of the place. We’re going to Cuernavaca with our daughter for eight weeks, so the summer
job’s available.”
A little girl, about four years old, was walking slowly along the gravel road in front of the houses. She stopped
a good distance from us to stand and stare—long yellow hair, straight and shining, little feet in red tennis shoes
scuffling at the gravel.
“That must be your daughter,” I said. “She’s cute. What’s her name?”
“Amanda.” Michael was looking past us through the gates. “Great car.”
“Thanks,” Dev said.
“You build her?”
“Sure did. She’s eight-cylinder. Can pass anything on the freeway.”
“Comfortable, too,” I said, but my sarcasm went unnoticed.
“She’s a beauty all right,” Michael’s voice had the true ring of envy.
“You’ve even got her name right,” Dev said. “It was Belinda Beauty, named for someone I knew. I dropped the
Belinda part. You know how it is.”
They smiled at each other, two guys together in instant understanding. Once he’d known someone named
Belinda, and she’d gone from his life the way Mead had gone from mine. Now he didn’t even want her name on
his old wreck of a car. I felt cold toward him suddenly. Poor Belinda. Poor ex-girlfriend.
“Don’t you think we’d better go and see Mrs. Hargreave?” I said. Michael pulled the chain back around the
gates.
“Sure. She and Julie are waiting in the parlor.”
The German shepherds frolicked in front of us, stopping to greet Amanda, then stopping on. Amanda stepped
off the path to let us pass.
“Want to come, punkin?”
Michael held out his hand, but Amanda shook her head and sat down, fat little legs splayed in front of her on
the grass. I smiled at her and she half-smiled back. It was strange to be walking through Safe Keep like this with
no tourists to fill the emptiness. The first of the four houses was Hunt House, an Italianate villa that still had its
front door and windows boarded up. It hadn’t been restored yet, and white paint peeled in flakes along its wooden
banisters. The steps sagged, and the porch was roped off to keep visitors from going too close.
Chapman House was next. Once it had been used in a paint commercial for TV, painted all the colors of the
rainbow, but now it was back to what might have been the original blue and white. Then came The Palms, with its
cupola, and then Belgravia, tiny and exquisite, a deeper blue than the big Chapman.
The four houses sat serenely back to the left, behind the spread of lawns, drowsing in the soft heat of evening.
To the right, behind the chain-link fence, was the freeway, noisy with traffic. Directly ahead of us, with a space
between it and Belgravia, was the North Star Church with its curved window of stained glass and a steeple like an
upturned ice-cream cone. I remembered reading about how the church had been sawed in half and trucked there.
Not that long ago, either. Probably only a couple of months. We were almost at the Chapman House when Dev
asked,
“So what do you think of our chances, Michael? Sara and I’d really like to land this job.”
It was strange to hear “Sara and I” said like that, as if we really were a couple—a pair. I looked sideways at
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Dev. I’d never dated anyone like him. Well, face it, the gorgeous girls got the gorgeous guys. That was a fact of
life. Not that this was a date. It was business all the way. But still. Mead had been nice-looking, but not
extraordinary. I thought of his quick smile, the teasing way he’d say “Sweetie-pie Sara.” Mead, didn’t you know
how much you were hurting me? Didn’t you care? I stopped to pick up a beer can that lay shining on the grass,
mad at myself for letting Mead jump back into my thoughts.
“People throw these things out of cars on the freeway.” Michael took the can from me and squeezed it to death
in his hand.
“You were asking what your chances are with Mrs. Hargreave. It’s hard to tell. She’s a peach, but she knows
what she wants. SafeKeep is her baby. When Julie and I applied, she liked us right away and she made up her
mind like that.” He snapped his fingers and the dogs came running.
“No, you bozos. I’m not talking to you.” He grinned at us.
“And she’s crazy about Amanda. I’d say it all depends on how she takes to you. It’s that simple.”
“Or that hard,” I said.
“Thanks, Michael,” Dev said. “Keep pulling for us.” His hand touched mine briefly before we went inside.
3
There were the smells of mustiness and mothballs and furniture polish. Through the open door of the parlor I
saw two women sitting in straight, dark red velvet chairs by a small mahogany table. The younger one, blond and
chubby and wearing glasses, must be Julie. The older one was Mrs. Hargreave, and I quickly let go of my overthe-phone image of her.
She was a big woman with the kind of craggy face you’d see in a photograph of a mountain man. Her hair was
short and gray. The sharp blue eyes didn’t only look at us, they saw and filed the information somewhere
accessible. No fooling here. No nonsense. I must not let myself think about ghostly figures or anything but getting
the job. Amanda suddenly dashed past us and climbed into her mother’s lap.
“You’ll have to be good if you stay,” Julie said gently.
“She’s always good.” Mrs. Hargreave smiled, and the smile somehow included Dev and me. “I’m glad you got
here so quickly,” she said. “This is Julie Villalobos, who does such a wonderful job at SafeKeep. Michael and
Amanda you’ve already met. Won’t you sit down?”
“Thanks.” My fingers lingered on the smooth dark oak of the chair across from her.
“How wonderful!” I said. “Is this a Godwin?” Mrs. Hargreave raised her eyebrows.
“It is indeed. I’m amazed that you know.” I felt my face getting warm.
“I like old furniture.”
It wasn’t that I'd meant to show off, but maybe I had scored a point for our side. Dev shot me a quick,
admiring glance.
“I’d like to know a little about you, Sara,” Mrs. Hargreave said, and I began, trying to sound as trustworthy and
employable as possible. When I got to the part that I lived in Iowa, she interrupted.
“What made you come all the way to California to go to school?”
“My father wanted me to.”
And I wanted to, I thought. I needed to get back to where everything had begun and ended for me all those
years ago.
“He used to teach here at State,” I added aloud. “In the history department.” Mrs. Hargreave looked at the
notebook on the table in front of her.
“Stratton? Your father wasn’t … isn’t Bill Stratton?”
“Yes.”
“Well, well. I only knew him slightly, but of course I knew his reputation. I was a volunteer in the historical
society when he was researching his book.” She turned toward Julie.
“Dr. Stratton was the head of the history department until he retired, oh, would it be eight years ago, Sara?”
“Ten,” I said. Mrs. Hargreave was silent, and I had no trouble following the sequence of her thoughts.
“I’m really a little surprised,” she said at last. “You would have been about eight when you were here. I can’t
remember you at all. I do, of course, recall the tragedy about your sister.”
I sensed Dev’s curious gaze on me, but I kept my eyes on Mrs. Hargreave. It took her a few seconds to realize I
wasn’t going to add anything to what she’d said.
“You certainly do have your father’s remarkable coloring,” she said at last. “And his … presence.”
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I guessed by that she meant height. It was a nice way of putting it. Little Amanda had started to suck her
thumb, the sound soft and whispery in the silence of the old room.
“Honey? Amanda, honey?” Julie said quietly. “Mama wants you to hold her hand. Do you think you could take
your thumb out of your mouth and hold Mama’s hand?” The sucking sound stopped.
“And what about you, Dev?” Mrs. Hargreave asked.
I heard him talk about his business background at State. About Aunt Jessie’s house with the cupola, and how
he’d loved it, and how he’d lived in it. Dev was obviously the kind who didn’t miss a trick. He told her how good
he was with plumbing. How he could fix leaky faucets, unjam jammed-up toilets, readjust sprinklers. I wondered
if he really could. This handyman stuff he was laying on her didn’t go with his appearance. Still, he had built
Belinda Beauty.
“You should see his car,” I interrupted. “He put it together himself.” Mrs. Hargreave’s mouth quirked in a
smile, and I added weakly:
“Of course, I don’t suppose you’ll want any cars built over the summer.”
“No. But if I did, I’m sure Dev would do a fine job.” I slid lower in my Godwin chair.
“You came a long way, too, to go to school,” Mrs. Hargreave said to Dev. “Aren’t there some wonderful
colleges on the East Coast?” Dev shrugged.
“Probably. I wanted to come here.”
I heard her ask when his father had died and I heard him say two and a half years ago. Not that long before he
came to San Diego. Maybe being in Massachusetts had hurt too much, and maybe going home for the summer
would hurt too much still.
“And you and Sara are … just friends?”
There was a delicacy in the way Mrs. Hargreave asked. Her glance went from Dev to me and back.
“Yes. We met in school,” Dev said. Amanda slid from her mother’s lap and began to turn the pages of an old
photograph album on the table, and Julie swept her back into her lap, kissing the top of her blond head.
“Have you known each other a long time?” Mrs. Hargreave asked.
“Well, I’m a sophomore and Sara has only been around for a year. If she’d been here last year I might have met
her sooner.”
“I see.”
It was funny. I could tell Mrs. Hargreave hadn’t swallowed that “just friends” bit. And yet that was the truest
thing we’d told her. I liked it, though, that Dev hadn’t lied to her. It would have been easy enough to do.
“I have to tell you that I would have liked a married couple.” Mrs. Hargreave smiled that quirky little smile.
“My antiquated upbringing, no doubt. But I realized quickly that a married couple would be difficult to find. We
don’t pay much, and then the apartment upstairs is furnished. We had one young couple who seemed suitable, but
they said they’d have to put everything they had into storage and that alone would cost as much as we’re paying.
By the way, the salary is six hundred and fifty dollars for eight weeks.”
“Fine,” I said. Dev’s voice overlapped mine.
“Sounds okay.”
“One thing would concern me,” Mrs. Hargreave went on. “Is there any chance of you two … breaking up?
Leaving us stranded? I don’t want to have to go through all this again over the summer.”
“We’ve never had a quarrel in our lives,” I said quickly. “And as to leaving …”
I looked around the parlor, through the sliding mahogany doors with their gold-leaf frames, into the dining
room beyond. I longed to touch the sheen of the heavy table, to run my hands across the sideboard with its
boxwood panels. Imagine living with these things, taking care of them.
“Anybody who had a chance to be here would be crazy to give it up.” Julie grinned, and I felt myself flush.
“I didn’t mean you, Julie.”
“I know. Besides, I’m only leaving for a few weeks. We need to get away for a while.” Her eyes dropped to
Amanda, but it might have been because the thumb sucking had started again.
“Our apartment would be just right for the two of you,” she added. “You’d have to share the bath, but there are
two bedrooms.”
“No problem,” I said. “How’s the kitchen?”
Not that I cared. But I didn’t want her going on and on about the bedrooms, because for some reason that
embarrassed me. Which was really dumb. A bedroom was a place to sleep, nothing more. Just because he would
be in one of them … just because people said “bedroom” and immediately thought …
I let my glance slide across to Dev. He was sprawled comfortably in his chair, totally at ease. That was what
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being rich, handsome and sure of yourself did for you. If he didn’t get this job, so what? For guys like Dev there
had to be jobs around every corner. I’d thought before we came that Mrs. Hargreave would be bowled over by his
handsome nose and incredible eyes, and I’d been right. She was. I could tell. Julie was, too. They’d both been real
nice with me, but there was that little subtle difference when they looked at or spoke to Dev. That awareness.
Probably the only reason I hadn’t succumbed to his charms was because I was immune. I’d had the “Mead
immunization.” And a good thing, too. If we got this job I’d be in for plenty of Dev exposure.
A series of scenes flashed through my mind. Dev and I eating breakfast together, the long length of him
sprawled on the other side of the table just the way he was sprawled now. But there’d be no Julie and Amanda. No
Mrs. Hargreave. Just Dev and Sara. How weird.
I imagined him, a towel wrapped around his waist, coming out of the bathroom, hair wet from his shower. All
of a sudden I felt too hot, and I sat straight and glanced at the windows. It was stuffy in here. Was it against the
house rules to let in a little air?
Mrs. Hargreave had her pen poised over her notebook.
“Can you each give me two phone references I can call? I’m not asking for anything written. We just don’t
have time.” Dev and I reeled off names and numbers, and she wrote them down.
“You do know we’d need you to start right away? Julie leaves on Thursday.”
We muttered that that would be perfect, and I crossed my fingers behind my back. Did this mean she was
seriously thinking about hiring us? As soon as she stood up, I saw that Mrs. Hargreave was almost as tall as I was.
“Thank you both so much. I’d like to call on these references and perhaps even make a. decision right away. In
five days the Villaloboses will be gone, so we’re getting nervous. Why don’t the two of you take a walk outside
and get acquainted with SafeKeep? Maybe you could give us about fifteen minutes?”
“Take as long as you need,” Dev said.
He and I walked together through the hall with its flocked brown wallpaper, past the narrow carpeted stairway.
A mirror hung above the black marble hall table, and I saw us reflected. Ordinary and extraordinary. Plain and
fancy. Sara and Dev. We didn’t look as if we belonged together. How could anyone ever mistake us for a couple?
Outside, the hazy evening sunshine was soft as milk. The dogs uncurled themselves from the porch and walked
quietly beside us.
“What do you think?” I asked.
“I think maybe we did it. Your father sure helped. What a terrific break that she knew him.” Dev picked up a
dirty candy-bar wrapper that must have blown in from the freeway and crumpled it in his hand.
“Strange that she didn’t know about you.” I shrugged.
“My father was just an acquaintance. There’s no reason she should be up on our family history.”
I remembered her saying “I do, of course, recall the tragedy about your sister,” and I knew instinctively that
Dev was remembering that, too. But there were going to be questions left unanswered. If there was to be a
partnership.
We walked through the patches of shade that lay in front of the houses. A late hummingbird explored the
blossoms on the coral tree, and in the evening quiet it seemed that even the freeway buzz had eased. The church
was in full shade, the dark cone of its steeple a slanting shadow triangle that we stepped across on the grass. I
remembered again the shape I’d thought I’d seen, and how jumpy it had made me. I’d been too easily spooked.
That wouldn’t be smart if there was any chance we’d really be living here.
“What’s wrong with the dogs?” Dev asked.
I looked over my shoulder and saw that Wolf and Nero had stopped on the gravel path between the Belgravia
house and the church, their tails drooping, their ears flat against their heads.
“Wolf!” I called. “Nero!”
As if in answer, one of them stretched his throat and pointed his muzzle to the sky. I’d never heard such a
blood-curdling call as he gave, a wild dog call that became a duet as the other one joined in.
“For heaven’s sake,” I said. “Why are they doing that?”
“They probably hear something we can’t. Maybe a police siren or an ambulance. Dogs can’t handle—” He
stopped.
“Time must be up. There’s Julie.”
She was standing on the porch of the Chapman House waving to us to come, but we were too far away to tell
anything from her face. As we hurried back, past the dogs, they quit howling and came to trot amiably beside us.
It was as if they’d stopped short at some invisible line that only we dared to cross. As if for a few minutes we’d
been in a different orbit, one too dangerous for them. And what a crazy thought that was. It was the kind of
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thought Fiona would have had.
“I guess Mrs. Hargreave has come to a decision.” Dev’s voice was tight, and I glanced up at his face. It was
tight, too, and I realized suddenly that I’d been wrong about him. Getting this job meant as much to Dev as it did
to me. I had my private reasons for wanting to stay here over the summer and he had his.
“I wonder if the decision is going to be for us or against us,” he said.
I crossed my fingers again behind my back. We would find out soon.
4
The job was ours. Somehow I’d known it would be from the beginning. Subconsciously I’d known that I
would be living at SafeKeep, sharing my life for a time with this absolute stranger.
We were to come early on Thursday so Julie could give us a rundown on what we were to do. Before we’d I
left she’d shown Dev and me the apartment. It had a living room, furnished with antiques that were of poorer
quality and in worse shape than the ones downstairs, a bathroom, a small kitchen and the two bedrooms she’d told
us about already. The one Amanda used was very small.
“I’ll take it,” Dev had said, and I’d answered:
“We’ll toss for it, same as with everything else.”
Truthfully, I hoped I’d get the little room. There was a heavy, ugly wardrobe in the master bedroom, and I
knew if I were to sleep there I’d have to check it every single night to make sure no one was hiding inside.
Creepy! I’d walked over to look out the window down on the darkness of SafeKeep. On the other side of the
blackness was the moving brightness of the freeway, the traffic rushing by with round, staring eyes. The North
Star Church jumped up from the night like a white cardboard cutout jerked on an invisible string, dropped into
darkness, popped up again.
“You get used to the traffic noises,” Julie said. “Though it does seem louder at night.” She paused.
“About Thursday—we have to leave for the airport at three.”
“We’ll be here,” Dev promised. Dev drove me home.
“I’ll pick you up at one-thirty. Will you have much stuff?”
“No. I’m pretty sure Mrs. Piper won’t mind storing my books and records till September. She’s my landlady,
by the way, and she’s dying to get me out of there so she can rent my room at summer rates. I’ll have a case, and
probably a couple of cardboard boxes. Can Belinda Beauty handle it?” Dev gave the steering wheel a fond pat.
“Her name is plain Beauty. The Belinda part is past. And she can handle anything.” He glanced at me
sideways.
“I’m really glad Mrs. Hargreave decided on us. Things were getting pretty desperate for me. The guy I room
with is just about ready to kick me out for nonpayment of my share of the rent. As soon as I get some cash I’d
better send him a few bucks.”
“Your mother doesn’t help with money?”
I realized instantly that I shouldn’t have asked. No questions, we’d agreed. It was okay for him to volunteer
something unimportant, but not okay to reveal anything that might let me near him. I watched his face shut me out
and heard the brusqueness of his voice when he said,
“No. I don’t accept any help from my mother.”
I stared out the window at the passing cars, whose headlights were just headlights now, not eyes blazing
through the night. Okay, Dev. I won’t do it again. I’ll stay out of your life.
It was getting cold now, with a damp wind coming off the bay, and I shivered. Dev drove with one hand,
dragged a tartan blanket from behind his seat, and dropped it in my lap.
“Thanks,” I said, wrapping it around me, hugging my knees against my chest.
We were on 8 now, making the turnoff toward State, and I gave Dev directions to Mrs. Piper’s. He stopped
Beauty in front of her square, boxlike house and smiled,
“What? No cupola?” I smiled back.
“No. And it’s not even turn-of-the-century.”
I had to wait for him to get out so I could slide past him. When he didn’t move, I began folding the blanket.
The touch of his hand on my arm made me shiver again.
“Sara? You don’t really think this will end when summer ends, do you?”
I clutched the blanket against my chest, too conscious of his hand on my arm and the pounding of my heart.
What did he mean? Did he mean … us? That we would go on when summer ended?
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“The job,” he said. “I don’t believe Julie and Michael will come back.”
I took a shaky breath. Honestly, Sara, you are the dopiest, sappiest—you’re doing it again. Earlier on, you
thought he’d gone wacky over your hair, and he was just talking about the paint job on one of the houses! I pulled
my arm away.
“Of course they’re coming back. Julie said so.”
“Maybe she said so. But they've taken everything. Did you notice? There’s nothing left in either of the
bedrooms. And did you see the size of the cartons they’ve packed? I mean, everything they own must be in
there!”
“They’re going for the whole summer, Dev. They’ll need—” Dev shook his head.
“Could be they’re only considering staying in Mexico. And they’re taking all their stuff just in case. But I’ll be
willing to bet they won’t be back. There’s something bugging them. Couldn’t you tell?”
“No.” I finished folding the blanket, smoothing it carefully.
“And you think this could be a permanent job?”
“If we’re good enough. If we want it.”
I leaned across and set the blanket on the backseat. Had he bought this for Belinda Beauty, the girl one? So she
wouldn’t be cold when they drove? Or so she wouldn’t be cold when they stopped?
“I don’t know what will happen when summer ends,” I said. “But I have to go.”
“Okay.” He got out, and I scrambled over the driver’s seat.
“See you Thursday,” I said.
“See you. And Sara … thanks.”
“For what?”
“For joining forces. For taking the chance. I think it’s going to be all right.”
“I think so, too.” I was partway up the path when he called after me,
“Sara?”
“Yes?”
“If you have some good records, bring them. I thought I’d take my stereo.” I saw him smile. “Music should
help pass the time on those long, dark nights. And it might keep the ghosts away … you know, soothe the savage
beasts.”
“I’ll bring what I have.”
I went inside and leaned against the door. Man, I’d sure come close to making a fool of myself tonight. What
was there about this guy that made me want him to be interested in me? There I’d been, not once but twice
simpering like an idiot. I’d need to really watch it at Safe Keep. And could he possibly be right about the
Villaloboses not coming back? Suppose Mrs. Hargreave said,
“You two have been great. Do you want to stay?”
I undressed, had a shower and put on my blue bathrobe. Then I turned on my record player, sat at my desk and
wrote to my parents.
“Dear Mother and Father: I’ve got a house-sitting job over the summer, so I won’t be coming home after all.”
I mentioned Mrs. Hargreave’s name so Dad would know the whole thing was very respectable, and I told them
it was an old house, Victorian and very beautiful. But I didn’t tell them how isolated it was, out there behind the
gates of Safe Keep, and I didn’t mention Dev Nielsen.
“I’m not a hundred percent sure of the address yet,” I added. “In the meantime you can send mail here and I’ll
ask Mrs. Piper to forward it to me.” I asked how they were, and hoped my mother’s arthritis was doing a little
better now that winter was over. I ended it
“Love, Sara.”
True and not true. But one couldn’t end a letter to one’s family “Like, Sara.” It wouldn’t have made sense,
even if it would have been more honest.
I sat back and closed my eyes. Kris Kristofferson was singing, his warm, deep voice soothing and exciting me
at the same time, the way it always does, pleading with someone to help him make it through the night. Why in
the world would he have to plead? Anyone in her right mind would help him make it through the longest night
that ever was.
The next time I heard this record I’d be in the apartment, sitting maybe on that worn dark green love seat with
Dev … Well, Dev might be opposite, in the overstuffed armchair with the saggy seat.
“Music should help pass the time on those long, dark nights,” he’d said.
I opened my eyes. He’d said more than that. And I was imagining the apartment again with Dev and me inside,
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and the low growls of the beasts outside, the ghost faces pressed flat against the windows. …
222.83 1. Bang, Bang—Who’s Dead 2. Threads 3. Showing The Flag: Three Short Stories\fn{by Jane Mary Gardam
(1928- )} Coatham, Redcar & Cleveland, England, United Kingdom (F) 11
1
There is an old house in Kent not far from the sea where a little ghost girl plays in the garden. She wears the
same clothes winter and summer—long black stockings, a white dress with a pinafore, and her hair flying about
without a hat, but she never seems either hot or cold. They say she was a child of the house who was run over at
the drive gates, for the road outside is on an upward bend as you come to the gates of The Elms—that’s the name
of the house, The Elms—and very dangerous. But there were no motor cars when children wore clothes like that
and so the story must be rubbish.
No grown person has even seen the child. Only other children see her. For over fifty years, when children have
visited this garden and gone off to play in it, down the avenue of trees, into the walled rose-garden, or down deep
under the high dark caves of the polished shrubs where queer things scutter and scrattle about on quick legs and
eyes look out at you from round corners, and pheasants send up great alarm calls like rattles, and whirr off out of
the wet hard bracken right under your nose, “Where’ve you been?” they get asked when they get back to the
house.
“Playing with that girl in the garden.”
“What girl? There’s no girl here. This house has no children in it.”
“Yes it has. There’s a girl in the garden. She can’t half run.”
When last year The Elms came up for sale, two parents—the parents of a girl called Fran—looked at each
other with a great longing gaze. The Elms.
“We could never afford it.”
“I don’t know. It’s in poor condition. We might. They daren’t ask much for such an overgrown place.”
“All that garden. We’d never be able to manage it. And the house is so far from anywhere.”
“It’s mostly woodland. It looks after itself.”
“Don’t you believe it. Those elms would all have to come down for a start. They’re diseased. There’s masses
of replanting and clearing to do. And think of the upkeep of that long drive.”
“It’s a beautiful house. And not really a huge one.”
“And would you want to live in a house with—” They both looked at Fran who had never heard of the house.
“With what?” she asked.
“Is it haunted?” she asked. She knew things before you ever said them. Almost before you thought of them.
“Of course not,” said her father.
“Yes,” said her mother. Fran gave a squealing shudder.
“Now you’ve done it,” said her father. “No point now in even going to look at it.”
“How is it haunted?” asked Fran.
“It’s only the garden,” said her mother. “And very nicely haunted. By a girl about your age in black stockings
and a pinafore.”
“What’s a pinafore?”
“Apron.”
“Apron. How cruddy.”
“She’s from the olden days.”
“Fuddy-duddy-cruddy,” said Fran, preening herself about in her tee-shirt and jeans. After a while though she
noticed that her parents were still rattling on about The Elms. There would be spurts of talks and then long
silences. They would stand for ages moving things pointlessly about on the kitchen table, drying up the same plate
three times. Gazing out of windows. In the middle of Fran telling them something about her life at school they
would say suddenly,
“Rats. I expect it's overrun with rats.” Or,
“What about the roof?” Or,
“I expect some millionaire will buy it for a Country Club. Oh, it’s far beyond us, you know.”
“When are we going to look at it?” asked Fran after several days of this, and both parents turned to her with
faraway eyes.
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“I want to see this girl in the garden,” said Fran because it was a bright sunny morning and the radio was
playing loud—and children not of the olden days were in the street outside, hurling themselves about on bikes and
wearing jeans and tee-shirts like her own and shouting out,
“Bang, bang, you’re dead.”
“Well, I suppose we could just telephone,” said her mother. “Make an appointment.” Then electricity went
flying about the kitchen and her father began to sing.
*
They stopped the car for a moment inside the propped-back iron gates where there stood a rickety table with a
box on it labeled
“Entrance Fee. One pound.”
“We don’t pay an entrance fee,” said Fran’s father. “We’re here on business.”
“When I came here as a child,” said Fran’s mother, “we always threw some money in.”
“Did you often come?”
“Oh, once or twice. Well yes. Quite often. Whenever we had visitors we always brought them to The Elms. We
used to tell them about—”
“Oh yes. Ha-ha. The ghost.”
“Well, it was just something to do with people. On a visit. I’d not be surprised if the people in the house made
up the ghost just to get people to come.”
The car ground along the silent drive. The drive curved round and round. Along and along. A young deer leapt
from one side of it to the other in the green shadow, its eyes like lighted grapes. Water in a pool in front of the
house came into view.
The house held light from the water. It was a long, low, creamy-coloured house covered with trellis and on the
trellis pale wisteria, pale clematis, large papery early roses. A huge man was staring from the gound-floor window.
“Is that the ghost?” asked Fran.
Her father sagely, solemnly parked the car. The air in the garden for a moment seemed to stir, the colours to
fade. Fran’s mother looked up at the gentle old house.
“Oh—look,” she said, “it’s a portrait. Of a man. He seems to be looking out. It’s just a painting, for goodness
sake.”
But the face of the long-dead seventeenth-century man eyed the terrace, the semi-circular flight of steps, the
family of three looking up at him beside their motor-car.
“It’s just a painting.”
“Do we ring the bell? At the front door?” The half-glazed inner front door above the staircase of stone seemed
the door of another shadowy world.
“I don’t want to go in,” said Fran. “I’ll stay here.”
“Look, if we’re going to buy this house,” said her father, “you must come and look at it.”
“I want to go in the garden,” said Fran. “Anyone can see the house is going to be all right.”
All three surveyed the pretty house. Along the top floor of it were heavily-barred windows.
“They barred the windows long ago,” said Fran's mother, “to stop the children falling out. The children lived
upstairs. Every evening they were allowed to come down and see their parents for half an hour and then they went
back up there to bed. It was the custom for children.”
“Did the ghost girl do that?”
“Don’t be ridiculous,” said Fran’s father.
“But did she?”
“What ghost girl?” said Fran’s father. “Shut up and come and let’s look at the house.”
*
A man and a woman were standing at the end of the hall as the family rang the bell. They were there waiting,
looking rather vague and thin. Fran could feel a sadness and anxiety through the glass of the wide, high door, the
woman with her gaunt old face just standing; the man blinking.
In the beautiful stone hall at the foot of the stairs the owners and the parents and Fran confronted each other.
Then the four grown people advanced with their hands outstretched, like some dance.
“The house has always been in my family,” said the woman. “For two hundred years.”
“Can I go out?” asked Fran.
“For over fifty years it was in the possession of three sisters. My three great-aunts.”
“Mum—can I? I’ll stay by the car.”
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“They never married. They adored the house. They scarcely ever left it or had people to stay. There were never
any children in this house.”
“Mum—“
“Do,” said the woman to Fran. “Do go and look around the garden. Perfectly safe. Far from the road.”
The four adults walked away down the stone passage. A door to the dining-room was opened.
“This,” said the woman, “is said to be the most beautiful dining-room in Kent.”
“What was that?” asked Fran's mother. “Where is Fran?”
But Fran seemed happy. All four watched her in her white tee-shirt running across the grass. They watched her
through the dining-room window all decorated round with frills and garlands of wisteria.
“What a sweet girl,” said the woman. The man cleared his throat and went wandering away.
“I think it’s because there have never been any children in this house that it’s in such beautiful condition,” said
the woman. “Nobody has even been unkind to it.”
“I wouldn’t say,” said Fran’s mother, “that children were—”
“Oh, but you can tell a house where children have taken charge. Now your dear little girl would never—”
The parents were taken into a room that smelled of rose-petals. A cherry-wood fire was burning although the
day was very hot. Most of the fire was soft white ash. Somebody had been doing some needlework. Dogs slept
quietly on a rug.
“Oh, Fran would love—” said Fran’s mother looking out of the window again. But Fran was not to be seen.
“Big family?” asked the old man suddenly.
“No. Just—just one daughter, Fran.”
“Big house for just one child.”
“But you said there had never been children in this house.”
“Oh—wouldn’t say never. Wouldn’t say never.”
*
Fran had wandered away towards the garden but then had come in again to the stone hall, where she stopped to
look at herself in a long dim glass. There was a blue jar with a lid on a low table, and she lifted the lid and saw a
heap of dried rose-petals. The lid dropped back rather hard and wobbled on the jar as if to fall off.
“Children are unkind to houses,” she heard the floating voice of the woman shepherding her parents from one
room to another.
Fran pulled an unkind face at the jar. She turned a corner of the hall and saw the staircase sweeping upwards
and round a corner. On the landing someone seemed to be standing, but then as she looked seemed not to be there
after all.
“Oh yes,” she heard the woman’s voice, “Oh yes, I suppose so. Lovely for children. The old nurseries should
be very adequate. We never go up there.”
“If there are nurseries,” said Fran’s father, “there must once have been children.”
“I suppose so. Once. It’s not a thing we ever think about.”
“But if it has always been in your family it must have been inherited by children?”
“Oh cousins. Generally cousins inherited. Quite strange how children have not been actually born here.” Fran,
who was sitting outside on the steps now in front of the open door, heard the little group clatter off along the stone
pavement to the kitchens and thought,
“Why are they going on about children so?” She thought,
“When they come back I’ll go with them. I’ll ask to see that painted man down the passage. I’d rather be with
Mum to see him close.”
Silence had fallen. The house behind her was still, the garden in front of her stiller. It was the moment in an
English early-summer afternoon when there is a pause for sleep. Even the birds stop singing. Tired by their almost
non-stop territorial squawks and cheeps and trills since dawn, they declare a truce and sit still upon branches,
stand with heads cocked listening, scamper now and then in the bushes across dead leaves. When Fran listened
very hard she thought she could just hear the swish of the road, or perhaps the sea. The smell of the early roses
was very strong. Somewhere upstairs a window was opened and a light voice came and went as people moved
from room to room.
“Must have gone up the back stairs,” Fran thought and leaned her head against the fluted column of the
portico. It was strange. She felt she knew what the house looked like upstairs. Had she been upstairs yet or was
she still thinking of going? Going. Going to sleep. Silly. She jumped up and said,
“You can’t catch me. Bang, bang—you’re dead.” She didn’t know what she meant by it so she said it again out
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loud.
“Bang, bang. You’re dead.”
She looked at the garden, all the way round from her left to her right. Nothing stirred. Not from the point
where a high wall stood with a flint arch in it, not on the circular terrace with the round pond, not in the circle of
green with the round gap in it where the courtyard opened to the long drive, and where their car was standing. The
car made her feel safe.
Slowly round went her look, right across to where the stone urns on the right showed a mossy path behind
them. Along the path, out of the shadow of the house, the sun was blazing and you could see bright flowers.
Fran walked to the other side of the round pond and looked up at the house from the courtyard and saw the
portrait again looking at her. It must be hanging in a very narrow passage, she thought, to be so near to the glass.
The man was in some sort of uniform. You could see gold on his shoulders and lace on his cuffs. You could see
long curls falling over his shoulders. Fancy soldiers with long curls hanging over their uniform! Think of the
dandruff.
“Olden days,” said Fran, “bang, bang, you’re dead,” and she set off at a run between the stone urns and into the
flower garden.
“I’ll run right round the house,” she thought. “I’ll run like mad. Then I’ll say I’ve been all round the garden by
myself, and not seen the ghost.”
She ran like the wind all round, leaping the flower-beds, tearing along a showering rose-border, here and there,
up and down, flying through another door in a stone wall among greenhouses and sheds and old stables, out again
past a rose-red dove-house with the doves like fat pearls set in some of the little holes, and others stepping about
the grass. Non-stop, non-stop she ran, across the lawn, right turn through a yew hedge, through the flint arch at
last and back to the courtyard.
“Oh yes,” she would say to her friends on their bikes. “I did. I’ve been there. I’ve been all round the garden by
myself and I didn’t see a living soul.”
“A living soul.”
“I didn’t see any ghost. Never even thought of one.”
“You’re brave, Fran. I’d never be brave like that. Are your parents going to buy the house?”
“Don’t suppose so. It’s very boring. They’ve never had any children in it. Like an old-folks home. Not even
haunted.”
Picking a draggle of purple wisteria off the courtyard wall—and pulling rather a big trail of it down as she did
so—Fran began to do the next brave thing: to walk round the house. Slowly. She pulled a few petals off the
wisteria and gave a carefree sort of wave at the portrait in the window. In front of it, looking out of the window,
stood a little girl.
Then she was gone. For less than a flick of a second Fran went cold round the back of the neck. Then hot. Then
she realised she must be going loopy. The girl hadn’t been in a pinafore and frilly dress and long loose hair. She’d
been in a white tee-shirt like Fran’s own. She had been Fran’s own reflection for a moment in the glass of the
portrait.
“Stupid. Loopy,” said Fran, picking off petals and scattering them down the mossy path, then along the rosy
flag-stones of the rose garden. Her heart was beating very hard. It was almost pleasant, the fright and then the
relief coming so close together.
“Well, I thought I saw the ghost but it was only myself reflected in a window,” she’d say to the friends in the
road at home.
“Oh Fran, you are brave.”
“How d’you know it was you? Did you see its face? Everyone wears tee-shirts.”
“Oh, I expect it was me all right. They said there’d never been any children in the house.”
“What a cruddy house. I’ll bet it’s not true. I’ll bet there’s a girl they’re keeping in there somewhere. Behind
those bars. I bet she’s being imprisoned. I bet they’re kidnappers.”
“They wouldn’t be showing people over the house and trying to sell it if they were kidnappers. Not while the
kidnapping was actually going on, anyway. No, you can tell—” Fran was explaining away, pulling off the petals.
“There wasn’t anyone there but me.”
She looked up at the windows in the stable-block she was passing. They were partly covered with creeper, but
one of them stood open and a girl in a tee-shirt was sitting in it, watching Fran.
This time she didn't vanish. Her shiny short hair and white shirt shone out clear. Across her humped-up knees
lay a comic. She was very much the present day.
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“It’s you again,” she said.
She was so ordinary that Fran’s heart did not begin to thump at all. She thought,
“It must be the gardener’s daughter. They must live over the stables and she’s just been in the house. I’ll bet
she wasn’t meant to. That’s why she ducked away.”
“I saw you in the house,” Fran said. “I thought you were a reflection of me.”
“Reflection?”
“In the picture.” The girl looked disdainful.
“When you’ve been in the house as long as I have,” she said, “let’s hope you'll know a bit more. Oil paintings
don’t give off reflections. They’re not covered in glass.”
“We won’t be keeping the oil paintings,” said Fran grandly. “I’m not interested in things like that.”
“I wasn’t at first,” said the girl. “D’you want to come up? You can climb over the creeper if you like. It’s cool
up here.”
“No thanks. We’ll have to go soon. They’ll wonder where I am when they see I’m not waiting by the car.”
“Car?” said the girl. “Did you come in a car?”
“Of course we came in a car.”
She felt furious suddenly. The girl was looking at her oddly, maybe as if she wasn’t rich enough to have a car.
Just because she lived at The Elms. And she was only the gardener’s daughter anyway. Who did she think she
was?
“Well take care on the turn-out to the road then. It’s a dangerous curve. It’s much too hot to go driving today.”
“I’m not hot,” said Fran.
“You ought to be,” said the girl in the tee-shirt, “with all that hair and those awful black stockings.”
2
I got a great-grandad going on ninety. He lives next door to us with my gran who’s his daughter because she
won’t hear of Homes. Old folks going into them. She says it’s something we could take notice of from the
Japanese. They think it’s the dregs, putting old folks away. And that’s remarkable from my gran because she had a
son in the war in Japanese hands and she never saw him more.
We live in Grangetown. Four generations in one street. It’s not usual these days though not unheard of in
Grangetown.
My great-grandad’s no golden oldie, mind. My dad says he’s a dreadful old man. Keeps his daughter running
after him all day and half the night.
“Where’s me pills!”
“Fetch me walking aid.”
“See to me foot.”
“Change me bed.”
I never liked him. Not even when I was young. He just sits scowling, moving his foot up and down on the
stirrup of the caliper. Squeaking. He makes this sort of grunt all the time. My dad says he’s the only person he’s
ever met who snores when he’s awake. He chews with his mouth and there’s nothing in it. He never takes notice
of me. Not ever. He never liked girls. He keeps on about having no grandsons, nor great-grandsons. His teeth keep
dropping.
Well, I got stuck with him this Saturday afternoon. I like my gran and she wanted to go down the
Middlesborough library where you can get a coffee. My mam was busy and my dad working—not that he’d have
grandad-sat if he hadn’t been working. Not him. They said,
“Well, Karen can sit with him. For an hour. She’s near fourteen. All she’s to do is watch him for falls and run
for his bottle if he needs it and empty it for him. It’ll do her no harm.”
I carried on at them. Once I wouldn’t of. I was OK with people once. I’d have said all right once, nice as pie. I
don’t know what’s come over me these days. I hate thirteen.
But I like my gran, like I said, and she hardly gets out. When the nurse comes to bath great-grandad she’ll do a
dash down the post office for his pension. And for her pension. And maybe look in a couple of shop windows
after the fashions. And that’s all she gets. She’s nearly seventy but she loves fashions. She likes her hair right, too,
but it has to be shampoo and set only—there’s no time for perms. She has to be thinking of him all the time—
washing and ironing and cooking mushy food because of his gums. Collecting his pills from the surgery. Getting
his lagers in. And not anything much in the way of thank-yous.
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While she’s out he’ll walk up and down, up and down the passage on his walking frame and if he can he’ll fall
over to give her the frights when she comes running back in. My mam says,
“He’s a tyrant. She’ll go first. Remember I’ve said it. She’ll go first.”
Well, this Saturday I didn’t mind in the end sitting there with great-grandad because I’d got my period and I
was feeling terrible. All I wanted was to sit still with a hot-water bottle and watch the football and not speak.
When they’d gone, Mam and Gran, I humped myself down by the imitation coals on a stool, and folded my arms
on my stomach and rocked myself about. He just sat there, in his special chair—it’s like a throne—with his arms
arranged over his walking frame and grunted away, paying me no attention.
They’d given him that telly gadget. A thing you hold in your hand and press. Well, you hardly have to press.
You can just about breathe on the switch. When you do the television changes programme. It’s like magic. Like an
invisible thread. One minute you’re seeing them tearing up and down all mud and curls kissing each other and
everyone going mad in the stadium above the advertisements for brandy; then you’re in a kitchen with sunshine
and copper pans and a mother all apple blossom and aprons like you never see, pouring cocoa into mugs for a
male model and a couple of soppy kids in a garden like seed-packets. Then whoops on the invisible thread and
we’re in black and white nostalgia valley and girls with patent leather lipstick and eyes like meat plates gazing at
men in trilby hats and cigarettes at angles and someone’s playing violins out of sight.
My great-grandad was still over the moon at this present. Over the moon. He even sometimes stopped snoring.
“Ha,” he kept saying, “Saves the carpet.”
“Ha—what’s this next trash then?”
“Ha—it’s a goal. Looks as though the bugger’s worth his transfer after all.” He’d only had the thing a week.
I didn't have to do anything. Not even answer him. Just sit there and at four o’clock get him his cup of tea. So I
sat and got warm over the electric bars and held on to my stomach and sucked a hanky end.
All of a sudden I noticed there was a silence and I opened my eyes. I’d fallen asleep with my head against the
side of the mantelpiece and I’d jerked up.
“Are you all right then?”
I asked. I see he’s looking over at me. Munching.
“Aye, I’m all right,” he says. “Are you all right? Who are you?”
“Well, I’m Karen.”
“Oh aye. I get you mixed. Are you Brian’s?”
“Uncle Brian’s dead,” says I, “in Singapore. Long since.”
“Oh aye,” he says and sits and broods at the empty oblong of the telly. I say,
“You switched it off.”
“Aye,” he says. “There’s not owt. Nowt that’s anything.”
“Don’t you want the football?”
“They’re all rubbish. Not a player among them.”
“Did you play football once?”
“No. Never. Never played anything. Work—that’s what I did.” He munched his lips and squeaked his caliper.
“D’you want your tea?” asks I and he looks across at me and says,
“You looked twined.”
“Twined?”
“Aye. Are you taken poorly?”
“No. I’ll get you a cup of tea. I’ve got a pain, that’s all.”
“It’ll be your time of the month,” he said and I just looked. Honest—I just looked. It was right disgusting. I
thought, you right disgusting old man.
I’ll tell you something. I’ll talk to my mam about most things—about drugs at school and sleeping with lads,
and the pill, and whether people ought to live together before they’re married like some I could mention in this
family. (And it’s not that I think it’s wicked. Just disgusting and not romantic. It takes the poetry out and it’s made
our Marion a different person—all strong views and shouting. Brazen, if you want to know. And you should just
see him!) Yes. I talk about a lot of things even to my dad and I talk to my gran about real things like death and
why we are born and the stars and what started them, and religions.
But I won’t talk about periods. No, I will not. Not even at school on games days. There’s some can and some
can’t. You’re born like it. Actually it has taken quite a bit of doing to write the word down. The whole thing’s
disgusting anyway. There was this girl in the church choir the only time I ever went. First question she asked. She
was fourteen and I was ten. Disgusting.
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And here’s my great-grandad near on ninety talking about it matter-of-fact like he was a doctor or something.
Which he never was. He was a farmer’s son and then a leather merchant in Clitheroe. And he scarcely knows who
I am minute to minute. Yet he can speak it outright.
“It’s from the moon,” he says. “Women is in the hands of the moon. Like the tides. The time of the month.
We’re all on threads of one sort and another. It’s best to be in charge of them, that’s the secret. Hold ’em tight or
snip ’em through.”
He breathed on the switch and the invisible thread tweaked the screen into life. Well, before I died, I went out
to the kitchen and boiled the kettle.
“Here’s your tea then, great-grandad,” I said. He was gazing at the television but the screen had gone blank
again and the switch he’d let fall to the floor.
“Put the cup down,” he says. “Pull my table over. Look sharp now. Did you sugar it?” And he sat there
slurping the tea through his loose teeth from the awful baby cup thing with the two handles.
“The moon,” he says next, “I’ll tell you something about the moon. And nowt to do with women and girls.”
Squeak, squeak, squeak went the shoe on the caliper stirrup until I could have squealed. I tried to joke a bit.
“Armour must have sounded like you,” I said, but he just chewed his cheeks. He’s no sense of humour.
“The moon,” he says. “Nineteen-eight. We had a lad living with us on our farm at home. Irish boy. Couldn’t
read nor write. Skin and bone. They used to come over to Cumberland looking for work. Stood about all over the
North-West at the hirings.”
“Hirings?”
“Well, hirings. You—that’s to say the farmers—would all go down the nearest market town a couple of times a
year and walk about the square and there’d be little clusters of them—maybe a hundred. There’d be a wall and
chalked up on it ‘For Hire’. Not only Irish—Scotch fellers and Yorkshire and far afield. Lasses too. Standing
about for hire and you’d take the strongest-looking.”
“What, people?” says I. “Buying people?”
“No. Hiring. Aye. Nineteen-seven. Nineteen-eight. You’d take them home with you agreeing for a twelvemonth or six months or just a hay time. The ones not chosen on account of being weak-looking stood around
proud. They’d doss down in a hedgeback the night and then walk on to the next place.
“Well, there was this lad once—Michael—a poor thing, and the boss, my father, was a kind man especially
when he’d had a drink, which everyone had, hiring days, and he more than the rest. He’d been that long in the
Public this day, to tell truth, most of the strong lads had been snapped up before he ever saw them. I hung about
waiting and at last Father comes rolling along with his wing-collar under one ear and his green bowler hat on the
back of his head—farmers dressed up them days for occasions. Here’s this poor weak-headed little thing still
standing there all alone with his mouth half open and his long Irish arms dangling out of his sleeves.
“‘Come on then, lad,’ says the boss. ‘Six months at five pounds, paid at finish, and here’s your luck penny.’
You had to give luck penny—which was a shilling—for right feelings, at hirings. That’s all you did. No insurance.
Nothing written. You learned them plenty, mind. It was being apprenticed. Six months and his keep. Their box
would come on after on the train and they never had money for it. We’d pay the guard—meet it up at the nearest
station after maybe a week and fetch it home on the cart.
“Well, this lad Michael was eighteen and I was eleven and he was like a brother to me. Work! He could work.
Never to be called twice of a winter’s morning. Five o’clock up for the cows and half of them milked before the
boss even got to the byre. A fair demon he was for stacking the corn. He could fork a stack faster and straighter
than the best—once he’d put weight on with a bit of proper cooking. You should have seen him eat. Plate a foot
high. And he’d go down into it rather than take the food up into him.
“He didn’t drink. Which was a queer carry-on for an Irishman. He said his mam had never let him. One thing
he could do was shoot. He had this old gun. It’d been his father’s. It was about all he owned. He and I’d be away
off shooting many a summer night over the rough ground. Rooks for a pie. Cushets. Duck. He had a straight eye.
“Never a straight head though. There was a weakness there. He wasn’t a thinker in any way. And not much will
to him.
“‘Simple,’ my mother used to say. ‘Poor Michael. He’s a floddum. Well nigh a halfwit.’
“My father says, ‘Nay. He’ll do. There’s nowt amiss with Michael except when the moon’s full. He’s not got
what it takes to stand up against the moon,’ and we'd all laugh. There’s supposed to be something funny about
folks going daft at time of full moon. Though it never seemed funny to me. Even before Michael.
“When the moon was full, see, Michael wouldn’t work. He couldn’t work. It seemed as if he just couldn’t.
He’d lie up in the barn and never rise off his bed. Now it sounds a terrible thing that he had to sleep in the barn
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but it weren’t out of common. There was two—three cubicles up there with a bed and a chair and a box in each
and a hook for clothes. We’d had three men once but times was harder now and we couldn’t afford but one. He’d
come down and wash at the yard pump, and his needs he’d do behind the hedges. He ate his food with us—across
at another table in the kitchen, but in the same room. We weren’t savages. We’d try teaching him whist and nap of
an evening too, but he couldn’t get his mind round the numbers on the cards.
“When the moon was full though, Michael was nowhere in the kitchen. He never came in for his food and he
never came down to the pump to wash. Nor put on his clothes. No more did he go off after the cows for milking,
nor pick up the chain to take the bull to the water, nor down to the stack-yard, nor away shooting cushets with me.
The gun stood propped against the wall of his barn-stall, and the boss would roar and create, but Michael would
just lie there with his eyes wide open, not speaking, humped on his iron bed under his blanket and old raggedy
coat, watching the ivy at the barn slats flickering.
“‘Leave him be,’ the boss’d say at finish. ‘It’s the moon. He’s one of them poor devils affected. He’s beyond us
all. Three days and he’ll be back.’
“My mother would take food up there to Michael against the boss’s orders but he never touched it. She’d set it
on the chair beside him, talking kind and natural.
“Then a day or so after, he’d be down at the pump again, smiling round, washing himself and the plates
Mother had brought. Whistling. He’d cleared the plates all at once with his fingers to such a polish they scarcely
needed water.
“Well, he left. We had to put him off after next harvest. Times was bad. I walked with him to the lonning gate
and said goodbye and he went off to the next hiring. He had a better coat than when he came for we’d given him
the boss’s old one. There was a good shirt in his bundle and some butter and a bit of bacon and five shillings over
his five pounds. He looked a better buy than six months previous, his gun across his shoulder almost jaunty. He
loved that gun.
“Well next thing we know he’s up for murder.
“Michael up for murder. ‘The gentlest lad we ever had,’ my father says. ‘Never had a drink in him. Never a
word of bad language.’
“It seems the next farmer to hire him had been a brute, however. Yelled at him and cussed at him morning to
night and put him out of the house after supper like a dog. When Michael came to his funny turn at the time of the
full moon he’d pulled him from his bed and kicked him. The second day he did it again and Michael upped from
the floor—quiet, sweet-charactered Michael—and took the gun and shot the farmer through the head.
“My father, the boss, put on his wing-collar and his bowler hat and his button boots and his best suit and went
to speak for Michael at the trial. Miles away. Over in the North-East. Further than my father had even been in his
life. But it did no good. He told them about the full moon. But it did not a bit of good. They hanged Michael. In
Durham gaol. Nineteen-eight. He was just nineteen.”
“Now then!” In comes my gran all pink in the face in what looks very like a new scarf, and carrying parcels
and two library books and followed by my mam with the supermarket shopping and a big plotted plant.
“Are you right then?” says Mam. “How’s he been? You saw to his tea? My, I could do with some. Mother’s
brought you a plant, Grandad—begonia, the kind you like. Only a pound. Whatever’s the matter with the telly?
It’s not on.”
“Are you better?” asks my gran. “Sit still and I’ll get the tea.”
“I’m fine,” says I. “Great. I’ll get it. I’ll get it for all of us. There’s nothing wrong with me at all.”
“That’s a good lass,” says Gran, and follows me to the kitchen. “Has he been difficult? He’s looking very
wambly. It’d be dull for you—all alone on a Saturday afternoon. Your poor grandad, there’s not much there any
more I’m afraid. We’ll all come to it. He’s got interest and memory for nothing now, poor soul.”
3
The boy with big ears, whose father was dead, kissed his mother with a sliding away of the eyes, heaved up his
two immense suitcases and loped up the gangplank. At the top he dropped the cases briefly to give a quick
sideways wave, keeping his face forward. He jerked the cases up again, grimaced, tramped on and his mother far
below, weeping but laughing, said,
“Oh, Pym! It’s the size of the cases. They’re nearly as big as he is. Oh, I can’t bear it.”
“He is going for a sensible time,” said her elderly woman friend. “Three months is a good long time. The cases
must necessarily be heavy.”
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“I can’t bear it,” wept the other, dabbing her streaming cheeks, laughing at her weakness.
“Of course you can. You must. It’s not as if he’s never been away before.”
“Since six. He’s been away since he was six. Oh, boarding-schools. Oh, children—why does one have them?
Children—it’s all renunciation. Having them is just learning to give them up.”
“It is the custom of the country,” said the elderly friend—unmarried. She was a Miss Pym.
“It is in the culture of the English middle class. We teach our children how to endure.”
“He has endured. He has learned.”
“Oh, he scarcely knew his father, Gwen. Don’t be silly. His father was hardly ever at home.”
“He missed him. Not of course as I—”
“You scarcely saw him either,” said sane Miss Pym. She was a plain-spoken woman.
“I loved him,” said Gwen, impressive in her heavy hanging musquash coat and flat velvet bandeau (it was the
nineteen-twenties). “And now I have lost Philip. Oh, can we find tea?”
She held her tightly-squeezed handkerchief in her fist, out in front of her like a blind woman, and her friend led
her away through the crowds, among the crates and high-piled luggage and the other fluttering handkerchiefs.
Arm in arm the two women disappeared, slowly, floppily in their expensive boat-shaped shoes, and Philip who
had found a good position for the suitcases beside a long slatted seat, hung over the rail and waved to them in
vain.
When the last flicker of them had gone he blew through his teeth a bit until a whistle came and swung his feet
at the bottom rail along the deck, scuffing his shoes like a two-year-old, though he was nearly thirteen. As the ship
got away towards France he hung further over the rail and called down at the sea-gulls who were wheeling and
screeching round the open port-hole of the galley. A bucket of scraps was flung out. The sea-gulls screamed at it
and caught most of it before it hit the foam. They plunged.
“Hungry,” thought Philip. “I’m hungry. I hope the food’s going to be good. Messy French stuff. They all say
it’s going to be good, but it’ll be no better than school. It’s just disguised school.”
“The sea-gulls eat like school.”
He watched enviously the birds tearing horrors from each other’s beaks, flying free. Were they French or
English sea-gulls? Where did they nest? They spoke a universal language, sea-gulls. And all birds. All animals.
Presumably. Didn’t need to learn French.
“They’re ahead of people,” thought Philip covering his great red ears. It was bitterly cold. Maybe it would be
warmer in Paris. He was to get to Paris on the boat-train by himself and would there be met by a Major Foster.
They would know one another by a small paper union-jack pinned to a lapel on each of them. Philip was keeping
his union-jack in his coat pocket at present, in a small brass tin. Every few minutes he felt the tin to make sure that
it was still there.
He left the rail and sat on the long seat beside the suit-cases. He could not remember actually having seen the
flag in the tin, only hearing about it there. He had seen it when it was part of a small packet of union-jacks, tied in
a bundle. He had heard nothing else but union-jacks it seemed for weeks: his mother’s search for just the right
one, the dispatch of the Major’s identical one to Paris with the instructions to him about the lapel. The (rather
long) wait for the letter of confirmation from the Major that the union-jack had been safely received. Then a
further letter about the positioning of the union-jack on the right lapel, in the center and with a gold safety-pin.
Philip however could not remember the act of placing the union-jack inside the tin. After all, she might just
have forgotten. Not that it was the sort of thing she ever did do—forget. But during the last few months—after the
funeral which he hadn’t gone to, and which she hadn’t gone to, being too ill in bed and her friend Miss Pym
paddling about nursing her and bossing her in a darkened room—after the funeral there had been some sort of
break. Only a short break of course. His mother wasn’t one to break. She was terrific, his mother. Everyone knew
she was terrific. She kept everything right. Never made a mistake. Ace organiser. He’d heard them saying in the
kitchen that it was her being so perfect had killed his father, though goodness knows, thought Philip, what that
meant.
Oh, his mother was a whizz. Organising, packing, making decisions.
“These are your gifts. These are your life-blood,” had said Miss Pym. “You are by nature an administrator—
quite wasted now as a mere mother.” His school matron always sighed over his trunk at the end of term.
“However did your mother get so much in?" she said.
There was not a shoe not filled with socks, not a sock that did not hide a card of special darning-wool or extra
buttons. Bundles of Cash’s name-tapes would be folded into a face flannel. Soap in a little soap-shaped celluloid
box would rest inside a cocoa mug, and the cocoa mug would rest inside a cricket cap and the cricket cap would
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be slid into a wellington boot.
No. She’d never have forgotten the union-jack.
“I think it’s rather a lot to expect of a Frenchman,” had said Miss Pym. “To wear the English flag.”
“The Fosters are French-Canadian,” had said his mother. “They’re very English. Very patriotic, although they
live in the Avenue Longchamps.”
“I hope their French is not patriotic. If so there’s very little point in Philip going.”
“They are patriotic to France as well.”
“How odd,” said Pym. “That is unusual.”
Philip took the tin out of his pocket and shook it and there seemed to be no rattle from inside. But then when
he opened the lid, there lay the little paper flag quite safe beside its pin and the wind at once scooped it up and
blew it away among the sea-gulls.
Philip ran to the rail and watched it plucked outwards and upwards, up and up, then round and down. Down it
went, a little bright speck until it became invisible in the churning sea.
*
“Calais,” said the fat French lady along the seat beside him. “You see? Here is France.”
Philip immediately got up and walked away. He looked at the scummy waves slopping at the green jetty, the
tall leaning houses. There was a different smell. This was abroad. Foreign soil. In a moment he was going to set
foot upon it. And he was lost and would never be found.
“Le petit,” said the French lady coming up alongside him at the rail and stroking his hair. He wagged his head
furiously and moved further away.
“Tout seul,” and she burst into a spate of French at her husband. Philip knew that the French meant that the
barbaric English had abandoned this child. Not able to consider this concept he shouldered the suitcases and made
for the quay, and there was approached by a ruffian who tried to take them both from him. He hung on to them
tight, even when the man began to scream and shout. He aimed a kick at the man and tramped away, the cases
grazing the ground. Not one person on the crowded quay paid attention to the attempted theft.
Philip showed his passport and was swirled into the crowd.
“Paris,” cried the fat lady, swinging into view, “Paris—ah, le petit!” and she held her rounded arm out boldly
but shelteringly in his direction, leaning towards him. Her husband who had a sharp nose and black beret and
teeth began to talk fast and furiously into the nearest of Philip’s vulnerable ears.
But Philip behaved as though he were quite alone. He climbed into the train, found his seat, took off his
gabardine rain-coat, folded it onto a little rack and looked at the huge suit-cases and the higher luggage-rack with
nonchalance. The rest of the carriage regarded them with amazement and several people passionately urged that
the racks were unequal to the challenge ahead of them. Another ruffian came in and seemed to want to remove the
cases altogether but Philip with a vehemence that astonished him and the ruffian and the whole carriage and a
stretch of the corridor, flung himself in the man’s path and across his property. He turned bright red and his ears
redder and cried out,
“No, no, no!”
This caused more discussion and the ruffian, lifting his gaze to the ceiling and his hands near it, went shouting
away. The suitcases were then successfully stowed on the racks, two of the Frenchmen shook hands with Philip
and an old woman wearing a long black dress and a lace headdress like some sort of queen, offered him a sweet
which he refused. Huddled in his corner seat he looked out of the window and wondered what to do.
Rattling tracks, bleak cement, scruffy houses all tipping about and needing a coat of paint. Shutters. Railway
lines insolently slung across streets, all in among fruit-stalls, all muddly. Rain. No union-jack.
Rain. Fields. Gray. Everything measured out by rulers. Small towns, now villages. Gardens. Allotments. No
union-jack.
Men in blue overalls. More berets. Black suits. Stout women with fierce brows. Men standing looking at their
allotments, very still and concentrated like saying their prayers. Vegetables in very straight rows. Men carefully
bending down and plucking out minute, invisible weeds. Mix-up of muddle and order. Like Mother. No unionjack.
What should he do? Major Foster would be wearing his union-jack and Philip would go up to him and say—.
But in all the hundreds of people getting off the train at Paris there might be a dozen boys of twelve. Perhaps a
hundred. The Major would go sweeping by.
“Oh no. I’m sorry. They were very particular. The boy I am to meet will be wearing—.”
And he’d be speaking in French of course. Probably French-Canadians spoke no English. It hadn’t been clear.
1575

Miss Pym had written all the letters to the Foster family because she could write French, and the replies had been
in French. Miss Pym had taken them away to translate with the dictionary under her arm. No union-jack.
How stupid. How stupid of his mother. Why hadn’t she sewed the union-jack on his raincoat in the first place?
She loved sewing. She was always mending and sewing, not even listening to his father and Miss Pym scrapping
away about politics, just looking across at them now and then, or looking over, smiling, at him. His socks were
more darns than socks because she so loved darning. Loved making things perfect. Loved making everything
seem all right.
So then she sends him away with a rotten little Woolworth’s union-jack out of a cheap packet of them, loose in
a tin. And not waving either when she’d said goodbye. Not crying at all. He knew about that crying-and-laughingtogether she did. He’d never thought anything of it. He wondered if it had been the laughing-and-crying and all
the darning and soupy Miss Pym and her French that had killed his father.
After all, she hadn’t really seemed to mind his father dying. Gone off to bed for the funeral. Perhaps she’d
really wanted him to die. Wanted to be free of him so that she could have long, cosy chats with Miss Pym.
Horrible Miss Pym speaking her mind all the time. Not liking his father and showing it. Not liking boys. Not
liking him. Goopy-goo about his mother. Organising these Fosters. Very glad he was going away. Making no
secret of that.
Perhaps his mother also was glad that he was going away.
Philip when this thought arrived concentrated upon the colourless, hedgeless, straight-edged French fields.
Rattle-crash the train went over the level-crossings that sliced the roads in half. Long poles hung with metal
aprons. Funny people. Lots of them on bicycles, clustered round, waiting to cross. Very dangerous. Very daring.
People full of—what? Different from home. Full of energy. No, not energy—what? Fireworks. Explosives.
Confidence. That was it. Not as if they needed to keep private their secret thoughts.
If they suddenly discovered for instance that their mothers did not love them they would not sit dumb and
numb in a corner.
People in the carriage were now getting out packets of food. One of the hand-shaking men offered Philip a
slanted slice of bread, orange and white. Somebody else offered him wine. He shook his head at all of it and
looked out of the window. When the talk in the carriage began to get lively he got up and took down the raincoat
and took from the pocket the packet of lunch his mother had made up for him herself, with her own fair hands, haha. He sat with it on his knee. He was too sad, too shy to open it.
Also he didn’t really want it. His mother had packed it up so carefully. Like a work of art. Greaseproof corners
turned into triangles, like a beautifully-made bed. The package was fastened with two elastic bands, crisscross,
making four neat squares. And even his name on it in clear black pencil. PHILIP. How silly could you get? Who
else would it be for? Madly careful, that’s what she was. And then she goes and leaves the union-jack loose in the
box.
And she knew how flimsy it was. She must have expected it to blow away. She expected everything. She’d
expected a wind. She’d gone on at breakfast-time about him getting sea-sick. And she knew he’d be more than
likely to open the box.
Oh, she’d known what would happen all right. She’d gone off without even waving, her yellow fur arm on the
yellow fur arm of Pym. She did not love him, want him, know him and she never had. It was all just darning and
being perfect.
She wanted him lost. All that about flags was just a blind. She wanted him to miss the Major. Wanted rid of the
bother of him. Wanted him to disappear. She was a wicked woman who had killed her husband. All that laughing
as she cried.
One night when he was young Philip had come downstairs after being put to bed, to get a book from the
morning-room and through the dining-room door had heard his father singing at table:
Oh me and oh my
Oh dear and oh dear
I ain’t gonna drink
No more damned beer

and Miss Pym had come sailing out of the room with her lips pressed together.
“Coarse,” he had heard her say, “Coarse,” and then, seeing him standing in his pyjamas at the foot of the stairs
in the summer evening light,
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“Go to bed, Philip. Don’t look so stricken. There is a point when every child sees through his parents.”
But his father’s singing hadn't make Philip think any less of him. He’d always rather liked his father, or what
he saw of him. He’d not been able to talk to children, just looked awkward and done card-tricks. Once in the town
seeing his son walking on the other side of the road his father had raised his hat to him. What did she mean “see
through”?
But now he was seeing through his mother. He was seeing through her all right. He knew her now. The stupid
woman. All that fuss trailing about for flags in Canterbury and then she gets one that blows away. Accidentallyon-purpose-ha-ha. She’d be free now. Free for life. Free to be with Stinkerpym. They’d got rid of him together,
making sure the flag was really flimsy. Brilliantly they had evaded the law and there would be no evidence of
their plot. Philip the only son would simply disappear.
Well, he wouldn’t. At least he would, because he’d never go back. Not to Canterbury, never. Thirteen was all
right. He’d manage. Look at Kidnapped. Look at Treasure Island. You can get on without your mother. When he'd
got to Paris he’d—.
He had some money. He’d just put up in a hotel for a few nights. Get work. He could probably get work,
somewhere as a kitchen boy or—well, somewhere where there was food.
He was very hungry now. Probably Major Foster and his sisters would have got a good dinner ready for him.
This dinner he would never eat, never see, as he would never see the beautiful house they all said would be like a
little palace near the Bois de Boulogne. Too bad. He’d go to the Paris stews. At least they sounded as if you didn’t
go hungry.
And since he was so hungry at the moment he would eat his mother’s sandwiches. She could hardly have
poisoned them.
Could she?
As he opened the greaseproof paper he considered the enigma of his mother, how she flitted in and out of his
life, always waving him away on trains. Sending him to school at six.
And even now I could fox her, he thought. Even now I could tear a bit off this greaseproof and draw a unionjack on it and pin it on the lapel with the pin in the box. I could write my name on it too. I could borrow a pencil.
He looked round the carriage wondering which of them he might ask. It would be an easy sentence to say.
He’d even done it at school. And he had begun to like the look of the French faces.
But no. He’d go to the stews.
He opened the sandwiches and there was an envelope on top and inside it a piece of paper and his mother’s
huge handwriting saying,
“Oh Philip, my darling, don’t hate me for fussing, but I do love you.”
Pinned to the paper was a spare union-jack.
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1
They drove the first ten miles in silence. Once, at a point where the main road veered inland and they followed
a narrower track that ran along the rim of the Atlantic, the Sergeant took his pipe from between his teeth and said,
“This is all my kingdom as far as you can see,” and Herr Grass said “Yes?” in such a way that the Sergeant was
not sure if the German had understood him. He had replied “Yes?” to so many things that the Sergeant had said
that morning—questions about the work they were on and other parts of the country they had still to visit—that
the old policeman resolved once more than he would keep quiet and enjoy the sun. It pleased him that the two in
the rear seat, Guard Burke, his assistant, and the other German, Herr Henreich, also found conversation too
difficult.
The Sergeant was a Cavan man and a garrulous man. He had been twenty-six years in Donegal but there were
times when its beauty still shocked him; as on this spring morning with the sea spreading out and away into the
warm sky and a high, fresh sun taking winking lights out of the granite-covered countryside. He just had to
comment on it.
“Dammit, it’s lovely, isn’t it, eh? God Himself above you and the best of creation all round you. D’you know,
only that the missus is buried away down in the midlands, I wouldn’t mind being laid to rest anywhere along the
coast here myself.”
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“Yes?” said Herr Grass. He was young and clean and polite.
“Not that it matters a curse, I suppose, where they put you when the time comes. But it would be nice to have
the sea near you and the birds above you, wouldn’t it?” He stole a glance at the German’s face.
“And you wouldn’t be disturbed every ten minutes with funerals crawling past you—I seen them myself years
ago when I was stationed in Dublin. Every ten minutes they come; everyone looking sad and miserable. I’m
telling you: everything’s dead in them places. Once they put you in them big cemeteries, you’re finished, all
right.”
“Very depressing indeed, Sergeant,” said Guard Burke from behind, hoping to match his Sergeant’s mood.
“But do you see what I mean about being buried out here in the wilds?” The Sergeant was warming up. “Out
here, it’s not the same at all, Burke. Out here, man, you still have life all around you. Dammit, there’s so much
good life around you, you haven’t a chance to be really dead!”
“Very pretty. Very pretty,” said Herr Grass.
“A grand spot,” echoed Burke.
The Sergeant, who was not too sure that he had made himself clear, stuck his pipe between his teeth again. The
car went cautiously because the surface of the road was bad. Houses became fewer. Small quilts of farms lost
heart in their struggle against obdurate, peaty, rocky earth and disappeared altogether. Then there was nothing but
barren bogland and here and there an occasional gnarled tree, its back to the ocean, its tortuous arms outstretched
to the shelter of the interior. A long, thin promontory of about three miles in length shot out at right angles to the
coast line.
“That’s where we’re heading,” said the Sergeant. “Out to the tip of yon neck. That’s where your man’s buried.
Turn right when we come to the white rock below.”
“The road—” began Herr Grass.
“Who would want a road out to a place like that?” said the Sergeant. “There’s a sort of a track, as far as I
remember. Drive on, man!”
They drove out along the narrow strip as far as they could but halfway the track became potted with rabbit
holes. Herr Grass stopped suddenly.
“It is safer and quicker to walk, perhaps,” he said.
“Whatever you say,” said the Sergeant. “A bit of a walk will take some of the mutton from beneath this shirt of
mine.”
“Yes?” said Herr Grass.
“Just a manner of talking,” mumbled the Sergeant.
Herr Henreich, who had not spoken up to this, said something in German to Herr Grass and Herr Grass gave
him the keys of the car. He then went back to the boot, opened it and took out a spade and a large white canvas
bag which he folded neatly and placed under his arm. Herr Grass joined him and they talked rapidly together.
“Can I give you a hand there?” called the Sergeant.
“Yes?” said Herr Grass.
“Christ!” said the Sergeant softly to himself; then to Guard Burke, “Come on, man, We’ll lead the way.”
They followed the track which ran up the middle of the lean peninsula. At times it broadened into a road, wide
enough to carry a car and then it would unexpectedly taper into a thin path and vanish into a bunker of sand.
“The man that battered out this route must never have sobered,” panted the Sergeant. Burke was glad of the
opening.
“What do you make of them?” he whispered confidentially.
“Make of what?”
“Them German fellas. “
“What do you mean, what do I make of them? They’re doing a job of work here, a duty, just as they’re doing
the same duty all round the country. And we’re here to see that everything’s carried out legally and properly.
That’s what I make of them.” And to show Burke that he was not to be drawn into any narrow criticism of the
foreigners, he turned round and shouted back to the men behind,
“Do you see the wee specks in the water away south there below the island? That’s the men from Gola Island
shooting their lobster pots. The lobsters are exported to France and to Switzerland and to England—aye, and to
your country too. So when you go home, you can say that you seen where they come from.”
“Yes?” called Herr Grass against the wind.
“What did he say?” asked the Sergeant.
“‘Yes?’” mimicked Burke accurately.
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“I’m beginning to think he says that just to annoy me,” said the Sergeant.
Half a mile from the end of the promontory, the path dipped sharply into a miniature valley, a saucer of green
grass bordered by yellow sand dunes and the promontory itself ended in a high, blunt hill which broke the Atlantic
wind. For a few seconds after they entered the valley, their ears still heard the rush of the breeze and they were
still inclined to call to one another. Then they became aware of the silence and then, no sooner were they hushed
by it, than they heard the larks, not a couple or a dozen or a score, but hundreds of them, all invisible against the
blue heat of the sky, an umbrella of music over this tiny world below.
“God, isn’t it grand, eh?” said the Sergeant.
He dropped clumsily on the grass and screwed his face up in an effort to see the birds against the light. Guard
Burke sat beside him and opened the collar of his tunic. Herr Grass and Herr Henreich stood waiting.
“Dammit, could you believe that there are places like this still in the world, eh? D’you know, there are men
would give fortunes for a place like this. Fortunes. And what would they do if they got it? What would they do?”
“What, Sergeant?” asked Burke dutifully.
“They would destroy it! That’s what they would do! Dig it up and flatten it out and build houses on it and ring
it round with cement. Kill it. That’s what they would do. Kill it. Didn’t I see them myself when I was stationed in
Dublin years ago, making an arse of places like Malahide and Skerries and Bray? That’s what I mean. Kill it!
Slaughter it!” Herr Grass had a notebook and pencil in his hand.
“This is Glennafushog?”
“Glen-na-fuiseog,” said the Sergeant, pronouncing the Gaelic name properly. “It means the valley of the larks.
You need to be careful where you walk here: you might stand on a nest and crush it. Listen to them, man! Listen
to them!” He tilted his head sideways and his, mouth dropped open and his big, fleshy chest rose and fell silently.
Grass and Henreich and Burke looked around them casually. After a few minutes, he gathered himself together
and when he spoke, he avoided Grass’s face.
“Herr Grass,” he began, “I suppose you never done an irregular thing in your life?”
“Yes?”
“What I mean is”—the old policeman sought earnestly for the right words—“I suppose you never did a wrong
thing—did something that was against orders?”
“Disobey?”
The Sergeant did not like the word. He hesitated before accepting it.
“Aye, aye, disobey—that will do. Disobey. Did you ever disobey your superiors, Herr Grass?” The German
considered the question seriously.
“No …” he replied slowly. Then with finality,
“No.” Burke was watching his Sergeant keenly.
“Neither did I neither,” said the Sergeant. “Never. But there are times, I think, when it might not be such a bad
thing to … to …” He saw Burke watching him and he looked away.
“There are times when a man could overlook orders … forget about them.”
“Overlook?” said Herr Grass. The Sergeant got to his feet and faced the Germans.
“I'm going to ask you to do something.” His breath came in short puffs and he spoke quickly. “Leave that
young lad here. Don’t dig him up.” Herr Grass stiffened.
“Let him lie here where he has all that’s good in God’s earth around about him. He has been here for the past
eighteen years; he’s part of the place by now. Leave him in it. Let him rest in peace.”
“My orders are—”
“Who’s to know, I ask you? Who’s to tell what happened? I’ll fill up whatever forms you have from your
government and Burke here will cause no trouble. It will be a private thing between the four of us. No one will be
a bit the wiser.”
“It is getting late. We must return to Dublin today,” said Herr Grass.
“You don’t understand me,” said the Sergeant. “I’m asking you not to touch this grave—this one. Do you
understand that?” He raised his voice and said each word deliberately:
“Do not touch this grave. I will not tell anyone. Burke here will not tell. I will sign your papers.” He wheeled
to his assistant.
“Burke, you try him. He doesn’t understand me: it’s the way I talk.”
“I understand,” said Herr Grass. “But I have orders to obey.”
The four men stood awkwardly, looking at one another. The Sergeant's face which had been animated and
tense while he was pleading, held its concentration until the flush of anger at Grass’s refusal drained out of it.
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Then it went flabby and a nerve under his right eye twitched spasmodically. In the silence that followed, the heat
of the sun poured down on them in waves. The air was a great void of warmth around them. Gradually the
emptiness was filled again by the larks, slowly at first, then more and more of them until the saucer-valley
shimmered with their singing. The Sergeant’s weighty body sagged in his uniform. He looked across the valley at
the blunt hill.
“He was a young airman from Hamburg.” He spoke limply. “And he crashed into that stump of a hill over
there. It was a night in the summer of' 42 and his plane was burned to ashes.” Herr Grass consulted his notebook.
“First Sergeant Werner Endler,” he read.
“He was dead when I got here. And buried. The fishermen found him about fifty yards from the plane. They
made a grave and laid him to rest in it before priest or anyone came because it was weather like this and the lad
was badly burned.” He rubbed his hands down the legs of his trousers to dry the sweat off them.
“The exact position? Is it marked?”
“I know where it is,” said the Sergeant. “Come on.” He launched himself forward into the mass of heat and left
the others to follow him.
The grave, a mound of grass sprinkled with wild May flowers, lay at the foot of the blunt hill. Herr Henreich
opened it and put what remains he found into the white canvas bag. Then he closed the grave again and smoothed
over the clay with his hands, leaving the place tidier than he had found it. While the exhumation was being done,
the Sergeant paced up and down a few feet from where the Germans were working and Burke went over the dunes
to relieve himself. The whole job was completed within twenty minutes.
“I think that is everything,” said Herr Grass. “Now we are prepared. “
“Right,” said the Sergeant irritably. “We’ll go then. This bloody place is like an oven. My shirt’s sticking to my
back.'
On the journey back, Herr Grass was more talkative. In slow, cautious English, he told them of his early
childhood, of his work in the navy during the war, of his present job with the German War Graves Commission.
The following day, he said, he and Herr Henreich would motor to County Clare and on the day after that, to
County Galway. Then they would bring all the remains to the special cemetery in County Wicklow where there
were already over fifty Germans buried. Then back to Berlin where Greta and his family of three I boys were
waiting for him. He showed them a photograph of Greta, a plump, carefree girl in shorts, by a lake.
Back in the police station, the Sergeant signed the papers which stated that he had witnessed the exhumation
and Burke signed as witness to the Sergeant’s signature. Then Herr Grass and Herr Henreich added their names
and left a duplicate copy of the papers with the Sergeant. They would not stay for a meal: they had to get back to
Dublin that night. They thanked the two policemen for their assistance, apologized for taking up so much of their
time and departed.
“They’re gone,” said Burke, looking after the car.
“Aye,” said the Sergeant.
“It’s no wonder they’re a powerful nation; that’s what I say. Did you ever see the beat of them for efficiency?
And there they are away off with a dead man in the car with them and them as happy as lambs. What do you make
of them, Sergeant? And did you see that second fella, the Herr Henry bucko, did you see him digging away there
as if he was digging potatoes for the dinner? Never turned a hair on his head.”
“Aye.”
“And the other lad ticking off the names in his wee book like a grocer. Aw, but they’re a powerful race of
people. Powerful. And then when—”
“Aye, powerful,” echoed the Sergeant, not knowing what he was saying. Then straightening his shoulders and
pushing his stomach in with the flat of his hand, he said briskly,
“Now, Burke, back inside with us to our own duties. Have you distributed those hand bills about the dog
licences?”
“This afternoon, Sergeant, I was going to do it.”
“And the tillage census in the upper parish, have you finished it yet?”
“All but three or four houses, Sergeant. I’ll do them in a while of an evening on the bicycle.”
“Good,” said the Sergeant. “That’ll be that then.”
The moment of efficiency died in him as quickly as it had begun. His shoulders slumped and his stomach crept
out.
“I don’t know a damn what came over me out there,” he said in a low voice, as if he were alone.
“What’s that, Sergeant?”
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“What in hell came over me? I never did the like of it in my life before. Never in all my years in the force. And
then before foreigners too.”
He raised his cap inches above his head, slipped his fingers under it and fumbled with his scalp. He lowered
the cap again.
“I’m damned if I can understand it. The heat, maybe. The heat and the years … they’re a treacherous
combination, Burke, very treacherous.”
“What are you talking about, Sergeant?” said Burke with exaggerated innocence.
“You know bloody well what I’m talking about. And I’ll tell you something here and now, Burke.” He prodded
the guard’s shoulder with his index finger. “If ever a word of what happened out there at Glennafuiseog breaks
your lips, to any mortal man, now or ever, as God’s my judge, Burke, I’ll have you sent to the wildest outpost in
the country. Now, get away out with you and distribute them hand bills. “
“Very good, Sergeant.” And report to me again when you come back.”
“Righto, Sergeant. Righto.”
The Sergeant turned and waddled towards the building. For a man of his years and shape, he carried himself
with considerable dignity.
2
The County Psychiatric Clinic, situated a discreet three miles beyond the town boundary, was made up of two
distinct groups of buildings, as contrasting as two figures in a parable. There was the old block, originally the
Mental Hospital, a granite fortress with lean, high windows and black iron doors, where the “permanently unwell”
now crooned or sobbed or fluttered away their remaining days. One hundred and fifty yards away, at the end of a
dividing patch that was neither field nor lawn, there was the new block, the pride of the County Health Authority
—a collection of pastel-coloured chalets with large glass doors and windows, where “temporarily disturbed”
people made model aeroplanes or lamp-shades or raffia mats with eager, brittle concentration. It was to the new
block that Johnny Barr drove Mrs. MacMenamin, his mother-in-law, in his taxi every Tuesday and Thursday
morning during the whole of the month of March.
At the time of Mr. Mac’s death, and, indeed, for three weeks afterwards, Mrs. Mac had been wonderful. The
anguish and indignity that his sudden death had let loose—the invasion by the bailiffs, the indecent haste with
which the bank sold the house and the farm off to the first bidder, the shooting of the two obese, useless Labradors
(who wanted two gun-shy gun dogs?), getting Sarah, the old housekeeper, accepted in the Old People’s Home run
by the Nazareth nuns, and only after much pleading—all this she had borne so quietly and so courageously that
Johnny realized he had never known her before. Previously, he had thought of her as a vague, diffident,
impractical woman. Now he admired her. So that when her son, Henry, who was a doctor, ignored her requests to
go and live with him in his flat in Dublin, Johnny promptly offered her the spare room in his neat terrace house
with his wife, Mary, and himself. She accepted, and he was glad to have her. It never occurred to him that this
would strike her as the final, crushing indignity.
For three weeks, she behaved as if nothing in her life had changed. She read in her bedroom, or did a little light
housework, or sometimes just sat in the tiny, precise parlour and gazed out placidly at the children playing in the
street after school. Then, one Sunday after supper, when Johnny and Mary were worrying over the problem of
whether they should go ahead and buy a second taxi, Mrs. MacMenamin began to cry quietly. Johnny was the first
to notice her tears.
“It’s O.K., Mrs. Mac,” he said. He winked at her. “Even if a second cab leaves us short for a while, we won’t
put you out to work!”
Before he had finished speaking, she began to moan. Her moaning grew into a wail, and the wail thinned and
rose to a shriek, and when they held her, Johhny by the right arm and Mary by the left, she flung back her head
and screamed and screamed at the ceiling. The paroxysm lasted less than a minute. When her struggling was
strongest and her distraught cries broke against the walls of the confining room, she suddenly went limp. They
carried her long, awkward body upstairs and laid her on the bed, and tiptoed down again and talked in whispers.
Later, the doctor called and said, “Reaction … nerves … temporary” and arranged for an appointment for her at
the County Psychiatric Clinic. The clinic advised electric-shock treatments—two times a week, nine treatments in
all—and Johnny took on the job of driving her there and back, because there was no one else to do it, and because
ever since that Sunday night, seeing her so helpless and so pale and so exposed on top of the bed-clothes, his
admiration for her had turned into affection.
Johnny came to enjoy those trips to the clinic. Occasionally he calculated that they were costing him a lot of
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money (in wear and tear on the car, not to talk of lost fares), but it was pleasant to get away from the smelly taxi
rank and out into the spring air of the country. While he waited for Mrs. Mac, he walked around the grounds,
admiring the trim paths and the careful gardens and the tidy shrubs and thinking how lucky he was—a wife who
loved and respected him (and who had now become so thrifty that her watchfulness sometimes annoyed him), a
compact, comfortable home, a business that was expanding. Every morning, too, he stood and gazed for a short
time across the patch of land that was neither field nor lawn, and then, for some reason, his thoughts invariably
went back to the time before he was married, when he went out to the MacMenamin’s farm every Sunday
afternoon to take Mary for a drive. But most of the waiting time he spent strolling around the chalets, which, to all
outward appearances, might have been a collection of summer holiday houses.
After four or five visits, Johnny was convinced that the electric-shock treatments were a failure. The only
effect they had on Mrs. Mac—and he did not mention this to Mary, because it lasted for only about twenty
minutes after the old woman came out of the sky-blue chalet—was to make her arrogant and overbearing, even
more imperious then Lady Hartnell of Killard, whom he drove to the bank once a month. Mrs. Mac would march
up to the taxi and climb into the back seat and say, “Off you go, John!” as if he were her private chauffeur.
Of course, the treatments temporarily impaired her memory—the doctor had told him to expect that—and as
he drove her home he protected himself against her bumptiousness by encouraging her confusion. It was harmless
enough fun, Johnny asking her how things were on the farm these days and she replying that Mr. Mac had just
bought a huge combine harvester, or the latest milking machine, or a very expensive pedigree bull. Or Johnny
would wonder out loud how the spring sowing was going, and she would list off such a series of crops as the
biggest farm in the whole of Ireland could never have produced. The grander she got with him, the more he
chuckled to himself.
But by the time he drew up at the door, her affectations all vanished and her memory came back, and she was a
silent, timid, fearful, ageing woman again. He helped her out of his taxi and guided her tenderly into the house
and handed her over to his wife as gently as if she were a baby, because then, seeing her so reduced, and
remembering her as she had once been, he regretted his baiting and resolved never to mention the farm again.
The MacMenamins never had the wealth or the position of Lady Hartnell of Killard. But they might have, had
Mr. Mac not drunk so heavily, had Mrs. Mac been more practical, had they kept Henry on the farm (and it was
one of the best farms in County Tyrone) instead of making a doctor of him, had the rich land been worked and not
let to neighbours. They lived imprudently, carelessly, without thought for the future. When he recalled those
Sunday afternoons, Johnny remembered the feeling of annoyance that had pricked him every time he saw electric
lights burning all over the house in broad daylight, the apples rotting in barrels in the pantry, the wrought-iron
gates hanging from one hinge, or the buckets rusting in the water troughs.
Every time he went there, he wanted to throw off his coat and fix fences, paint doors, and gather up fallen
branches for firewood. So much waste. Such great indifference. He would knock at the door; no one would
answer, and he would go into the high, panelled hall. Mr. Mac would be in a deep sleep before a dead fire in the
drawing room, or puzzling futilely over pages of figures and accounts, Mrs. Mac would be upstairs, reading in
one of the bedrooms, or crocheting in the breakfast room. Sarah, the old housekeeper, would be dozing in the
kitchen, although the table would be piled high with the lunch dishes. Even Mary, who knew to expect him, was
seldom waiting for him. He would find her in the fields, wandering around in search of hens’ nests, or down in
one of the byres playing with a litter of young pups.
The whole setup confused and annoyed him, and yet fascinated him. When he was with them, he was
conscious only of impatience. What a business he would have made of.that place! How he could have run it! Yet
when he went home to his own house in the town—before he married, he lived in three rooms as natty and precise
as a doll’s house, above the bakery where his father was night watchman—he forgot the chaos and the decay and
remembered only the tranquility of their lives.
He would look at his mother, birdlike, shriveled, sharp with the lifelong battle against poverty, and think of
Mrs. Mac, who had floated serenely above hardship. He would watch his father roll cigarettes (by making his
own, he saved three pence a packet) and remember the carpet at Mrs. Mac’s feet ruined by cigar bums. The
contrast between the life he had been reared to and the life he now tasted made him dissatisfied with both.
It would have taken so little, he knew, to win him over to the MacMenamins. If Mr. Mac had said even once to
him, “You’re early today,” or “We thought you were never coming,” or if Mrs. Mac had asked him even once
what his job was or what his ambitions were, then there would have been no conflict. But they gave him as little
of their attention as they gave to one another, or to the land, or to the fat, wheezing Labradors, who wandered
unheeded upstairs and downstairs.
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And still, those Sunday afternoon visits were the highlight of his week. It was not for Mary alone that he
spread his trousers under the mattress every Saturday night so that they would have a sharp crease, and bathed
himself in the iron tub in the miniature scullery, and polished his shoes until they glistened. It was primarily for
her, of course; but it was also for Mrs. Mac, and even for Mr. Mac, and, in some vague way that he could not
understand himself, out of deference to the ramshackle farm itself.
In the last week of Mrs. Mac’s course of treatments, Mary came across the notice of Sarah’s death in the
Home. Johnny agreed that the news must be kept from Mrs. Mac. If she was making progress—and there was
little evidence that she was—this would set her back. Yet when she came out of the clinic later that morning and
said to him, “Hurry up! I have shopping to do! Don’t sit there leering at me!” he knew he was going to tell her.
He waited until they had passed through the gates. Then he said,
“How do you feel today, Mrs. Mac?”
“Quite well, thank you, John.” She looked very alert that day, much better than after any of the previous
treatments.
“One more visit and you’re finished up, Mrs. Mac.”
“I know.”
“What will you do with yourself then?”
“I haven’t decided yet. Travel, maybe. Go to London for a few weeks. D’you know, I haven’t been in London
since Henry qualified.” Her eyes became troubled. “But travel is so expensive, isn’t it?” she went on. “It takes so
much money, doesn’t it?”
“As well as that, you couldn’t very well leave the farm at this time of year,” he prompted.
“Yes,” she said, but so dreamily that he knew she was agreeing with her own private thoughts.
“This is your busiest time on the land, isn't it, Mrs. Mac? This is the time all you farmers work a sixteen-hour
day, isn’t it?”
“Yes,” she said in the same vague way. “Quite right … yes …”
He watched her in the mirror to see the brows furrow in concentration and the lips fumble with one another, as
they always did on these trips home. But not today. There was going to be no harmless fun today. An uneasiness
stirred in him.
“I suppose you heard about Sarah, Mrs. Mac?”
“Sarah? Who’s Sarah?”
“Sarah, the old housekeeper. You remember Sarah, don’t you? Always giving backchat to you!”
“I … yes, 1 think 1 remember her.”
“I knew you would.”
He paused, conscious of cruelty. But before he could muster charity he heard himself saying,
“She died last night.”
“Sarah? My housekeeper?”
“Funeral tomorrow after last Mass.”
“Sarah?” she whispered.
“Dead,” he said.
“Goh, God!” She did not cry, but she moaned. She gripped her elbow and rocked herself backwards and
forwards and groaned in a high monotone that terrified him. He thought of stopping the taxi, of getting her a drink
of brandy, of rushing her to a doctor, but then decided instead to get her home as quickly as possible. By the time
they reached the house, she had quietened. He put his arm around her and supported her into the hallway, where
Mary met them.
“Quick!” he snapped. “Get her bed ready!” Mary stared stupidly at them.
“For God’s sake, move!” he roared, because he was afraid that Mrs. Mac would collapse in his arms. “Move!
Move! Move!”
He lifted her off the ground—she was as light as a child—and carried her upstairs as tenderly and as lovingly
as if she were a baby. Afterwards, when she was asleep and he was having a meal, Mary kissed him on the
forehead and said,
“Thank you, Johnny. You’ve been better to her than any son could have been.”
He did not answer, because he was angry with himself, because he felt guilty, and because he was frightened.
There had been a moment in the taxi, after Mrs. Mac did not respond to his first prompting about the farm, when a
strange loneliness had touched him; what frightened him was that that loneliness, that isolation, might touch him
again, might even enter into him.
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The following Thursday was Mrs. Mac’s last visit. It was a glorious spring morning that was both urgent and
still. The sun was high, and the air was clean and clear, and the grounds had never looked fresher nor more
attractive. He walked round the paths and looked at the flowers he had seen push into life, and strolled between
the neat, trimmed shrubs. It was a morning for alertness, a morning when a man can look back over the past and
take pride in his achievements, and look forward to the future and plan confidently for it.
But somehow Johnny was conscious only of wistfulness. There was growth and vitality around him and
beneath him, but his senses were muted with a vague nostalgia. He left the new block and gazed across the patch
that was neither field nor lawn. And then, for the first time, he understood the clinic’s special attraction for him. It
could have been a part of the farm. This discovery, and the start of recognition that accompanied it, gave him a
moment’s pleasure, a delight that vanished as soon as it was felt. It gave way to a quick, flooding panic.
To hell with the farm, he thought, angrily marching back to the new block! To hell with it! To hell with it!
Mrs. Mac found him in the waiting room, reading magazines. He jumped to his feet when he saw her.
“All set?” he said.
“At long last. Let’s get home quickly, Johnny. I never want to see this place again.” And she giggled nervously,
because she thought that a nurse who was passing might have heard her.
They got into the taxi. For the first time, she sat beside him in the front. He waited for “Off you go, John!” but
it did not come. As they passed through the gates, he took a quick look back at the grounds and the two groups of
buildings. They looked chaste and festive in the sunlight. Mrs. Mac smiled happily at the road ahead.
“Someday, Johnny, I’ll have to repay you for all these trips. You have been more than kind to me.”
“There's only one way you can repay me, Mrs. Mac,” he said, laughing unnaturally.
“What way is that?”
“Leave me the farm when you die.”
“There’s no one deserves it more,” she said.
Johnny remained silent, frowning to himself. Mrs. Mac seemed much better today; she was almost complacent.
For some reason he did not understand, each improvement in her health seemed to add to a growing melancholy
inside himself. Now he tried to take heart from the ambiguity of her last reply. So she really thought she still
owned the farm, did she?
“Is this—is this Wednesday, Johnny?” Mrs. Mac said.
“Thursday,” he said.
“Then I’m a day late.”
“Late for what, Mrs. Mac?”
“For the funeral—Sarah’s funeral.”
“Sarah was buried a week ago, Mrs. Mac. You’re not a day late—you’re eight days late!”
“Eight days? How—where—where did the time go?”
“How should I know?” he snapped. Then, persuasively, he added, “I was at the funeral.”
“Oh, you were? That’s good. I’m glad we were represented.”
“No one there but myself. The only mourner.”
“Poor Sarah,” she said, dismissing her with a sigh. “May God have mercy on her.”
“Remember how she used to sleep in front of the fire, Mrs. Mac? Remember? She would pile up the dishes and
pull up a comfortable chair and spread herself out and—”
“She was so stupid,” said Mrs. Mac briskly. “At least half a dozen times I taught her how to make pastry. But
she never could learn. She really was a peasant, Sarah.”
“Pastry?” he said, pouncing on the scrap of new information.
“And so lazy! Heavens, how 1 stood her for so long! But let’s think of pleasant things, shall we? D’you know,
Johnny, it’ll be summer before we know it.” She smiled serenely out at the countryside. “I wonder what Mary’ll
have for lunch today,” she said interestedly.
Mary was waiting for them at the door, dancing with excitement; Henry was coming from Dublin that evening
to take Mrs. Mac back with him. There had been a letter in the midday delivery, and on its heels a telegram with
the same news. He had forgotten he had written! So typical of Henry! Mrs. Mac took the news as calmly as if she
had expected it.
“Henry was always a good boy,” she said to Mary. “But 1 love your Johnny every bit as dearly now. He has
been as good to me as any son.” She went upstairs to pack.
Johnny pretended that he had a run to do. He dashed out of his house, sprang into his taxi, and drove recklessly
towards the center of the town. He steered wildly, in full stampede, and through the windscreen he saw only the
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farm as he had known it in all its autumn decay and beauty. Mrs. Mac had escaped. She was at peace, no longer
frightened by the past and the morass of memory, but her release had deprived him forever of the farm and the
Sunday afternoons and all the tidy, attainable ambitions of his single days. Chilled by this sudden personal
disaster, he drove faster and faster, as if he could escape the moment when he would take up the lonely burden of
recollections that the dead had fled from and the living had forgotten.
3
November frost had starched the flat countryside into silent rigidity. The “rat-tat-tat” of the tractor’s exhaust
drilled into the clean, hard air but did not penetrate it; each staccato sound broke off as if it had been nipped.
Hunched over the driver’s wheel sat Kelly, the owner, a rock of a man with a huge head and broken fingernails,
and in the trailer behind were his four potato gatherers—two young men, permanent farm hands, and the two boys
he had hired for the day. At six o’clock in the morning, they were the only living things in that part of County
Tyrone.
The boys chatted incessantly. They stood at the front of the trailer, legs apart, hands in their pockets, their faces
pressed forward into the icy rush of air, their senses edged for perception. Joe, the elder of the two—he was
thirteen and had worked for Kelly on two previous occasions—might have been quieter, but his brother’s
excitement was infectious. For this was Philly’s first job, his first time to take a day off from school to earn
money, his first opportunity to prove that he was a man at twelve years of age. His energy was a burden to him.
Behind them, on the floor of the trailer, the two farm hands lay sprawled in half sleep.
Twice the boys had to cheer. The first time was when they were passing Dicey O’Donnell’s house, and Philly,
who was in the same class as Dicey, called across to the thatched, smokeless building,
“Remember me to all the boys, Dicey!”
The second time was when they came to the school itself. It was then that Kelly turned to them and growled to
them to shut up.
“Do you want the whole county to know you’re taking the day off?” he said. “Save your breath for your
work.”
When Kelly faced back to the road ahead, Philly stuck his thumbs in his ears, put out his tongue, and wriggled
his fingers at the back of Kelly’s head. Then, suddenly forgetting him, he said,
“Tell me, Joe, what are you going to buy?”
“Buy?”
“With the money we get today. I know what I’m getting—a shotgun. Bang! Bang! Bang! Right there, mistah.
Jist you put your two hands up above your head and I reckon you’ll live a little longer.” He menaced Kelly’s neck.
“Agh!” said Joe derisively.
“True as God, Joe. I can get it for seven shillings—an old one that’s lying in Tom Tracy’s father’s barn. Tom
told me he would sell it for seven shillings.”
“Who would sell it?”
“Tom.”
“Steal it, you mean. From his old fella.”
“His old fella has a new one. This one’s not wanted.” He sighted along an imaginary barrel and picked out an
unsuspecting sparrow in the hedge.
“Bang! Never knew what hit you, did you? What are you going to buy, Joe?”
“I don’t know. There won’t be much to buy with. Maybe—naw, I don’t know. Depends on what Ma gives us
back. “
“A bicycle. Joe. What about a bike? Quinn would give his away for a packet of cigarettes. You up on the
saddle, Joe, and me on the crossbar. Out to the millrace every evening. Me shooting all the rabbits along the way.
Bang! Bang! Bang! What about a bike, Joe?”
“I don’t know. I don’t know.”
“What did she give you back the last time?”
“I can’t remember.”
“Ten shillings? More? What did you buy then? A leather belt? A set of rabbit snares?”
“I don’t think I got anything back. Maybe a shilling. I don’t remember.”
“A shilling! One lousy shilling out of fourteen! Do you know what I’m going to buy?” He hunched his
shoulders and lowered his head between them. One eye closed in a huge wink. “Tell no one? Promise?”
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“What?”
“A gaff. See?”
“What about the gun?”
“It can wait until next year. But a gaff, Joe. See? Old Philly down there beside the Black Pool. A big salmon. A
beaut. Flat on my belly, and—phwist!—there he is on the bank, the gaff stuck in his guts.”
He clasped his middle and writhed in agony, imitating the fish. Then his act switched suddenly back to
cowboys and he drew from both holsters at a cat sneaking home along the hedge.
“Bang! Bang! That sure settled you, boy. Where is this potato territory, mistah? Ah want to show you hombres
what work is. What’s a-keeping this old tractor-buggy?”
“We're jist about there, Mistah Philly, sir,” said Joe. “Ah reckon you’ll show us, O. K. You’ll show us.”
The field was a two-acre rectangle bordered by a low hedge. The ridges of potatoes stretched lengthwise in
straight, black lines. Kelly unfastened the trailer and hooked up the mechanical digger. The two labourers stood
with their hands in their pockets and scowled around them, cigarettes hanging from their lips.
“You two take the far side,” Kelly told them. “And Joe, you and—“he could not remember the name—“you
and the lad there, you two take this side. You show him what to do, Joe.” He climbed up on the tractor seat.
“And remember,” he called over his shoulder, “if the school-attendance officer appears, it’s up to you to run. I
never seen you. I never heard of you.”
The tractor moved forward into the first ridges, throwing up a spray of brown earth behind it as it went.
“Right,” said Joe. “What we do is this, Philly. When the digger passes, we gather the spuds into these buckets
and then carry the buckets to the sacks and fill them. Then back again to fill the buckets. And back to the sacks.
O.K., mistah?”
“O.K., mistah. Child’s play. What does he want four of us for? I could do the whole field myself—one hand
tied behind my back.” Joe smiled at him.
“Come on, then. Let’s see you.”
“Just you watch,” said Philly. He grabbed a bucket and ran stumbling across the broken ground. His small
frame bent over the clay and his thin arms worked madly. Before Joe had begun gathering, Philly’s voice called to
him.
“Joe! Look! Full already! Not bad, eh?”
“Take your time,” Joe called back.
“And look, Joe! Look!” Philly held his hands out for his brother's inspection. They were coated with earth.
“How’s that, Joe? They’ll soon be as hard as Kelly's!” Joe laughed.
“Take it easy, Philly. No rush.”
But Philly was already stooped again over his work, and when Joe was emptying his first bucket into the sack,
Philly was emptying his third. He gave Joe the huge wink again and raced off. Kelly turned at the bottom of the
field and came back up. Philly was standing waiting for him.
“What you need is a double digger, Mr. Kelly!” he called as the tractor passed.
But Kelly’s eyes never left the ridges in front of him. A flock of seagulls swooped and dipped behind the
tractor, fluttering down to catch worms in the newly turned earth. The boy raced off with his bucket.
“How’s it going?” shouted Joe after another twenty minutes.
Philly was too busy to answer. A pale sun appeared about eight-thirty. It was not strong enough to soften the
earth, but it loosened sounds—cars along the road, birds in the naked trees, cattle let out for the day. The clay
became damp under it but did not thaw. The tractor exulted in its new freedom and its splutterings filled the
countryside.
“I’ve been thinking,” said Philly when he met Joe at a sack. “Do you know what I’m going to get, Joe? A scout
knife with one of those leather scabbards. Four shillings in Byrne’s shop. Great for skinning a rabbit.” He held his
hands out from his sides now, because they were raw in places. “Yeah. A scout knife with a leather scabbard.”
“A scout knife,” Joe repeated.
“You always have to carry a scout knife in case your gun won’t fire or your powder gets wet. And when you’re
swimming underwater, you can always carry a knife between your teeth.”
“You’ll have near twenty ridges done before noon,” said Joe.
“He should have a double digger. I told him that. Too slow, mistah. Too doggone slow. Tell me, Joe, have you
made up your mind yet?”
“What about?”
“What you’re going to buy, stupid.”
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“Aw, naw. Naw … I don’t know yet.”
Philly turned to his work again and was about to begin, when the school bell rang. He dropped his bucket and
danced back to his brother.
“Listen! Joe! Listen!” He caught fistfuls of his hair and tugged his head from side to side.
“Listen! Listen! Ha, ha, ha! Ho, ho, ho! Come on, you fat, silly, silly scholars and get to your lessons! Come
on, come on, come on, come on! No dallying! Speed it up! Get a move on! Hurry! Hurry! Hurry! And where are
the O'Boyle brothers today? Eh? Where are they? Gathering potatoes? What's that I hear? What? What?”
“Look out, lad!” roared Kelly.
The tractor passed within inches of Philly’s legs. He jumped out of its way in time, but a fountain of clay fell
on his head and shoulders. Joe ran to his side.
“Are you all right, Philly? Are you O.K.?”
“Tried to get me, that’s what he did, the dirty cattle thief. Tried to get me.”
“You O.K., mistah? Reckon you’ll live?”
“Sure, mistah. Take more’n that ole coyote to scare me. Come on, mistah. We’ll show him what men we really
are.” He shook his jacket and hair and hitched up his trousers.
“Would you swap now, Joe?”
“Swap what?”
“Swap places with those poor eejits back there?” He jerked his thumb in the direction of the school.
“No sir,” said Joe. “Not me.”
“Nor me neither, mistah. Meet you in the saloon.” He swaggered off, holding his hands as if they were delicate
things, not part of him.
They broke off for lunch at noon. By then, the sun was high and brave but still of little use. With the engine of
the tractor cut off, for a brief time there was a self-conscious silence, which became relaxed and natural when the
sparrows, now audible, began to chirp. The seagulls squabbled over the latest turned earth and a cautious puff of
wind stirred the branches of the tall trees. Kelly adjusted the digger while he ate. On the far side of the field, the
two labourers stretched themselves on sacks and conversed in monosyllables. Joe and Philly sat on upturned
buckets. For lunch they each had half a scone of homemade soda bread, cut into thick slices and skimmed with
butter. They washed it down with mouthfuls of cold tea from a bottle. After they had eaten, Joe threw the crusts to
the gulls, gathered up the newspapers in which the bread had been wrapped, emptied out the remains of the tea,
and put the bottle and the papers into his jacket pocket. Then he stood up and stretched himself.
“My back’s getting stiff,” he said. Philly sat with his elbows on his knees and studied the palms of his hands.
“Sore?” asked Joe.
“What?”
“Your hands. Are they hurting you?”
“They’re O.K.,” said Philly. “Tough as leather. But the clay’s sore. Gets right into every cut and away up your
nails.” He held his arms out.
“They’re shaking,” he said. “Look.”
“That’s the way they go,” said Joe. “But they’ll—Listen! Do you hear?”
“Hear what?”
“Lunchtime at school. They must be playing football in the playground.”
The sounds of high, delighted squealing came intermittently when the wind sighed. They listened to it with
their heads uplifted, their faces broadening with memory.
“We’ll get a hammering tomorrow,” said Joe. “Six on each hand. “
“It’s going to be a scout knife,” Philly said. “I’ve decided on that. “
“She mightn’t give us anything back. Depends on how much she needs herself.”
“She said she would. She promised. Have you decided yet?”
“I’m still thinking,” said Joe. The tractor roared suddenly, scattering every other sound.
“Come on, mistah,” said the older one. “Four more hours to go. Saddle up your horse. “
“Coming. Coming,” Philly replied. His voice was sharp with irritation.
The sun was a failure. It held its position in the sky and flooded the countryside with light but could not warm
it. Even before it had begun to slip to the west, the damp ground had become glossy again, and before the
afternoon was spent, patches of white frost were appearing on higher ground. Now the boys were working
automatically, their minds acquiescing in what their bodies did. They no longer straightened up; the world was
their feet and the hard clay and the potatoes and their hands and the buckets and the sacks. Their ears told them
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where the tractor was, at the bottom of the field, turning, approaching. Their muscles had become adjusted to their
stooped position, and as long as the boys kept within the established pattern of movement their arms and hands
and legs and shoulders seemed to float as if they were free of gravity. But if something new was expected from
the limbs—a piece of glass to be thrown in to the hedge, a quick stepping back to avoid the digger—then their
bodies shuddered with pain and the tall trees reeled and the hedges rose to the sky. Dicey O’Donnell gave them a
shout from the road on his way home from school.
“Hi! Joe! Philly!”
They did not hear him. He waited until the tractor turned.
“Hi! Hi! Philly! Philly! Joe! Youse are for it the morrow. I’m telling youse. He knows where youse are. He
says he’s going to beat the scruff out of youse the morrow. Youse are in for it, all right. Blue murder! Bloody hell!
True as God!”
“Get lost!” Joe called back.
“Aye, and he's going to report youse to the attendance officer, and your old fella’ll be fined. Youse are ruined!
Destroyed! Blue murder!”
“Will I put a bullet in him, mistah?” said Joe to Philly.
Philly did not answer. He thought he was going to fall, and his greatest fear was that he might fall in front of
the tractor, because now the tractor’s exhaust had only one sound, fixed forever in his head, and unless he saw the
machine he could not tell whether it was near him or far away. The “rat-tat-tat” was a finger tapping in his head,
drumming at the back of his eyes.
“Vamoose, O’Donnell!” called Joe. “You annoy us. Vamoose.” O’Donnell said something more about the
reception they could expect the next day, but he got tired of calling to two stooped backs and he went off home.
The last pair of ridges was turned when the sky had veiled itself for dusk. The two brothers and the two
labourers worked on until they met in the middle. Now the field was all brown, all flat, except for the filled sacks
that patterned it. Kelly was satisfied; his lips formed an O and he blew through them as if he were trying to
whistle. He detached the digger and hooked up the trailer.
“All aboard!” he shouted, in an effort at levity.
On the way home, the labourers seemed to be fully awake, for the first time since morning. They stood in the
trailer where the boys had stood at dawn, behind Kelly’s head and facing the road before them. They chatted and
guffawed and made plans for a dance that night. When they met people they knew along the way, they saluted
extravagantly. At the crossroads, they began to wrestle, and Kelly had to tell them to watch out or they would fall
over the side. But he did not sound angry.
Joe sat on the floor, his legs straight out before him, his back resting against the side of the trailer. Philly lay
flat out, his head cushioned on his brother’s lap. Above him, the sky spread out, gray, motionless, enigmatic. The
warmth from Joe’s body made him drowsy. He wished the journey home to go on forever, the sound of the tractor
engine to anaesthetize his mind forever. He knew that if the movement and the sound were to cease, the pain of
his body would be unbearable.
“We’re nearly there,” said Joe quietly. “Are you asleep?” Philly did not answer.
“Mistah! Are you asleep, mistah?”
“No.”
Darkness came quickly, and when the last trace of light disappeared the countryside became taut with frost.
The headlamps of the tractor glowed yellow in the cold air.
“Philly? Are you awake, mistah?”
“What?”
“I’ve been thinking,” said Joe slowly. “And do you know what I think? I think I’ve made up my mind now.”
One of the labourers burst into song.
If I were a blackbird,
I’d whistle and sing,
And I’d follow the ship
That my true love sails in.

His mate joined him at the second line and their voices exploded in the stiff night.
“Do you know what I’m going to buy?” Joe said, speaking more loudly. “If she gives us something back, that
is. Mistah! Mistah Philly! Are you listening? I’m going to buy a pair of red silk socks.”
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He waited for approval from Philly. When none came, he shook his brother’s head.
“Do you hear, mistah? Red silk socks—the kind Jojo Teague wears. What about that, eh? What do you think?”
Philly stirred and half raised his head from his brother’s lap.
“I think you’re daft,” he said in an exhausted, sullen voice. “Ma won’t give us back enough to buy anything
much. No more than a shilling. You knew it all the time.” He lay down again and in a moment he was fast asleep.
Joe held his brother’s head against the motion of the trailer and repeated the words “red silk socks” to himself
again and again, nodding each time at the wisdom of his decision.
224.66 Excerpt from John\fn{by Cynthia Lillian Lennon (1929- )} Blackpool, Blackpool, England, United Kingdom
(F) 13
1
One early December afternoon in 1980 my friend Angie and I were in the little bistro we ran in north Wales,
putting up the Christmas decorations. It was a cold, dark afternoon, but the atmosphere inside was bright and
warm. We’d opened a bottle of wine and were hanging baubles on the tree and festive pictures on the walls.
Laughing, we pulled a cracker and the toy inside fell onto the floor. I tent to pick it up and shivered when I saw it
was a small plastic gun. It seemed horribly out of place among the tinsel and paper chains.
The next day I went to stay with my friend Mo Starkey in London. I couldn’t really spare the time during the
busy pre-Christmas season, but my lawyer had insisted I go to sign some legal papers, so I took the train, planning
to return the following day. I left my husband and Angie to loook after things in my absence. Angie was the exwife of Paul McCartney’s brother, Mike, and after her marriage broke up she’d come to work for us, living in the
small flat above the bistro.
It was always good to see Mo. We’d been friends since 1962, when I was John’s girlfriend and she was the
teenage fan who fell in love with Ringo at the Cavern. Ringo and Mo had married eighteen months after us, and in
the days when the Beatles were traveling all over the world, she and I had spent a lot of time together. Her oldest
son, Zak, was fifteen, a year and a half younger than my son Julian, and the boys had always been playmates.
When Mo and Ringo parted in 1974 she had been so heartbroken that she got on a motorbike and drove it
straight into a brick wall, badly injuring herself. She had been in love with him since she was fifteen and his
public appearances with his new girlfriend, American actress Nancy Andrews, had devastated her.
After the split Mo, still only twenty-seven, had moved into a house in the London neighborhood Maida Vale
with her three children, Zak, eight, Jason, six, and Lee, three. Because of the injuries she’d received in the
motorbike accident she had plastic surgery on her face and was delighted with the result, which she felt made her
look better than she had before. Gradually she’d begun to get over Ringo, and she had a brief fling with George
Harrison before she began to see Isaac Tigrett, millionaire owner of the Hard Rock Café chain.
The evening I arrived Mo had her usual houseful of people. Her mother, Flo, lived with her as well as the
children and their nanny. Mo always had an open house and that evening some old friends of ours, Jill and Dale
Newton had joined us for dinner. The nanny had cooked a huge meal, and later, Jill and Dale, Maureen and I sat
over a couple of bottles of wine and talked about old times. After a while the conversation turned to the death of
Mal Evans, the Beatles’ former road manager. Mal had been a giant of a man, generous and soft-hearted. We’d
known him since the early days when he’d worked for the post office and moonlighted as a bouncer at the Cavern
Club.
When the Beatles began to be successful they took him on to work for them. Mal had been a faithful friend to
the boys and was especially close to John; they got on incredibly well and with the Beatles’ other loyal roadie,
Neil Aspinall; he had been on every tour, organizing, trouble-shooting, protecting and looking after them.
When the Beatles broke up Mal had been lost. He’d gone to live in Los Angeles where he began drinking and
taking drugs. It was there, on January 4, 1976, that the police had been called by his girlfriend during a row. She
claimed that Mal had pulled a gun on her, and when they burst into the apartment the officers found Mal holding a
gun. Apparently he pointed it at them before they shot him. It was only after he died that they found the gun
wasn’t loaded. It was a tragic story and we could only imagine that mal had been under the influence of drugs.
The Mal we knew could no more have shot someone than flown to the moon. Whatever the true story, his death
had shocked us all and that night, our talk around Mo’s fireplace was of what a good man he had been and how
awful his premature death was. To us, the idea of being shot was almost unimaginable—how could it have
happened to such a good friend?
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After a while I went to bed. I knew the others would carry on talking and drinking until the early hours, but I
wanted a good night’s sleep as I had to get up early in the morning to catch the train home.
I was asleep in the spare room when screams woke me. It took me a few seconds to realize that they wre Mo’s.
At that moment she burst into my room.
“Cyn, John’s been shot. Ringo’s on the phone—he wants to talk to you.”
I don’t remember getting out of bed and going down the stairs to the phone. But Ringos words, the sound of
his tearful voice cracking over the transatlantic line, is crystal clear.
“Cyn, I’m so sorry, John’s dead.”
The shock engulfed me like a wave. I heard a raw, tearing sob and with that strange detachment that sudden
shock can trigger, realized I was making the noise. Mo took the phone, said good-bye to Ringo, then put her arms
around me.
“I’m so sorry, Cyn,” she sobbed.
In my stunned state I had only one clear thought. My son—our son—was at home in bed: I had to get back so
that I could tell him about his father’s death. He was seventeen and history was repeating itself in a hideous way
both John and I had lost a parent at that age.
I rang my husband and told him I was on the way and not to tell Julian what had happened. My marriage—the
third—had been strained for some time and, in my heart of hearts, I knew it was going to end, but he was
supportive.
“Of course,” he said. “I’ll do my best to keep it from him.”
By the time I was dressed and had gathered my things, Mo had organized a car and a driver to take me to
Wales. She insisted on coming too, with Zak.
“I’ll bring Julian back to stay with us if he needs to get away from the press,” she promised.
John had been shot in New York at 10:50 p.m. on December 8. The time difference meant it was 3:50 a.m. on
December 9 in Britain. Ringo had rung us barely two hours after it had happened, and we were on the road by
seven. It was a four hour drive to north Wales, and during the journey I stared out of the window in the gray dawn
and thought of John.
In the jumble of thoughts whirring around my mind two kept recurring. The first was that nine had always
been a significant number for John. He was born on October 9, when we met my house number had been 18 (the
two digits of which add up to 9) and the hospital address Julian was born in was number 126 (again, each digit
adds up to 9). Brian Epstein had first heard the Beatles play on the ninth of the month, they had got their first
record contract on the ninth and John had met Yoko on the ninth. The number had cropped up in John’s life in
numerous other ways, so much so that he wrote three songs around it—One After 909, Revolution 9 and #9
Dream. Now he had died on the ninth—an astonishing coincidence by any reckoning.
My second thought was that for the past fourteen years John had lived with the fear that he would be shot. In
1966 he’d received a letter from a psychic, warning that he would be shot while he was in the States. We were
both upset by that: the Beatles were about to do their last tour of the States and, of course, we thought the warning
referred to that trip. He had just made his infamous remark about the Beatles being more popular than Christ and
the world was in an uproar about it—crank letters and warnings arrived by every post. But that one had stuck in
his mind.
Afraid as he was, he went on the tour, and apologized reluctantly for the remark. When he got home in one
piece we were both relieved. But the psychic’s warning remained in his mind and from then on it seemed that he
was looking over his shoulder, waiting for the gunman to appear. He often used to say,
“I’ll be shot one day.” Now, unbelievably, tragically, he had been.
We reached Ruthin by midmorning, and as we rounded the corner into what was normally a sleepy little town,
my heart sank. There was no way that my husband could have kept the news from Julian: the town was packed
with press. Dozens of photographers and reporters filled the square, the streets to our house and the bistro.
Amazingly we managed to park a few streets away and slip in through the back door, without being spotted by
the crowd at the front. Inside my husband was pacing up and down restlessly. My mother, who lived above the
bistro with Angie, was peering anxiously at the crowd from behind drawn curtain. She was seventy-seven and
suffering from the early stages of Alzheimer’s. Confused by the crows outside, she had no idea what was going
on.
I looked at my husband, the question unspoken. Did Julian know? He nodded towards the stairs. A minute later
Julian came running down. I held out my arms to him. He came over to me and his lanky teenage frame crumpled
into my lap. He wrapped his arms around my neck and sobbed onto my shoulder. I hugged him and we cried
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together, both heartbroken at the awful, pointless waste that his father’s death represented.
Mo had busied herself making tea, while Zak sat quietly nearby, not knowing what to say or do. While we
drank the tea we talked about what to do. Maureen offered to take Julian back to London, but he said,
“I want to go to New York, Mum. I want to be where Dad was.” Although the idea alarmed me, I understood.
Maureen and Zak hugged us and left, then Julian and I went up to the bedroom to ring Yoko. We were put
straight through to her, and she agreed that she would like Julian to join her. She said she would organize a flight
for him that afternoon. I told her I was worried bout the state he was in, but Yoko made it clear that I was not
welcome.
“It’s not as though you’re an old school-friend of mine, Cynthia.” It was blunt, but I accepted it: there is no
place for an ex-wife in public grieving.
A couple of hours later my husband and I drove Julian to Manchester airport. The press spotted us as we left
home, but when they saw our faces they drew back and let us pass. I was grateful. We sat through the two hour
drive in virtual silence. I was exhausted by the depth of my emotions and by the need to hold back my pain and
attend to the necessary practicalities for Julian’s sake.
At the airport I watched him being led off by a flight attendant, his shoulders bowed his face chalk white. I
knew he would sit on the plane surrounded by people reading newspapers with headlines about his father’s death
splashed across their front pages and I longed to run after him. Before he disappeared through the gate he turned
back and waved. He looked painfully young and I ached at having to let him go.
Back in Wales the press was still camped outside our door in huge numbers—there wasn’t a spare room left in
town. Years later, when she was hosting the British talk show This Morning, Judy Finegan told me that she had
been a young reporter among that throng.
“I felt for you,” she told me. “You looked absolutely shattered.”
That night, after I drifted into a shallow sleep, there was a terrible crash. I leapt up, screaming—it was as
though a bomb had gone off. I ran outside in my nightdress and saw that the chimney pot on our roof had crashed
through the ceiling into Julian’s attic bedroom. A high wind had blown up as if from nowhere. It seemed ominous
and I thanked God that Julian hadn’t been there.
The next day Julian rang to tell me he had arrived safely and was in the Dakota apartment with Yoko,\fn{ The
site of his father’s murder, and where his widow has lived since 1973 } Sean\fn{Sean Lennon was the only child of John Lennon and his
marriage with Yoko Ono; he was born in 1975} and various members of staff. Hundreds of people were camped outside
the building, but Sean didn’t yet know of John’s death so those inside were trying to keep up the pretense of
normality until Yoko felt ready to tell him. Julian sounded tired, but he said that John’s assistant, Fred Seaman,
had met him at the airport and had been very kind to him. It was a relief to know that someone was looking out
for my son.
In Wales, life had to go on. We couldn’t afford to close the bistro and John and Angie couldn’t manage in the
busy season without me., so we opened for business. I cleaned, cooked, served customers and looked after my
mother all the while feeling numb and disconnected. While I got on with the business of life I had to contain my
grief, but as headlines about John continued to dominate the news and his music soared up the charts, memories
of him, our life together and all we had shared played constantly through my mind. The many hundreds of
sympathy cards and messages I received from those who had known John, and those who had simply loved the
man and his music, helped. But as I struggled through a disjointed, empty couple of weeks in the lead-up to
Christmas, with my son away and my marriage on the rocks, I felt overwhelmed with sadness, frustration and
loss. How could the man I had loved for so long and with such fierce, passionate intensity be gone? How could
his vibrant life energy and his unique creativity have been snuffed out by a madman’s bullet? And how could he
have left his two sons without a father when they both needed him so much?
2
The late fifties was a wonderful time to be young and setting out in the world. The grim days of the war and
postwar deprivation were over; national service had been lifted and teenagers were allowed to be youthful and
unafraid. It was as though the gray austerity of the forties had been replaced by a brilliant spectrum of
opportunities and possibilities. Britain was celebrating survival and freedom, and the time was ripe for dreams,
hopes and creativity.
I started at Liverpool College of Art in September 1957. I had just turned eighteen and could hardly believe my
luck. A year earlier my father had died, after a painful battle with lung cancer. My two older brothers had left
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home, and my mother and I had little money. Before he died Dad, who was desperately worried about providing
for us, told me that I wouldn’t be able to go to college. I’d have to get a job and help Mum. I promised I would,
but it was hard to accept that my college hopes were at an end. Mum said nothing at the time, but she knew how
much college meant to me, and after Dad’s death she said,
“You go to college, love. We’ll manage somehow.”
She took in lodgers to make ends meet: she crammed four beds into the master bedroom for four working lads,
young apprentice electricians who were happy to share. From then on home was more like a boarding-house—
there were always queues fro the bathroom and I had to get up at dawn if I wanted to be first in, but I was hugely
grateful to Mum and determined not to let her down.
When I got into art college, I set out to be a model student. I turned up promptly every day, neat in my best
twin sets and tweed skirts with my pencils sharpened, ready to be the hardest-working girl in the place. My dream
was to be an art teacher. Art was the only subject I’d ever liked at school and I was thrilled when, at the age of
twelve, I got into the junior art school, which was down the street from the art college. It was there that I became
best friends with a girl called Phyllis McKenzie. We planned to go on to college together, but Phyl’s father refused
to let her go and insisted she get a job. She had to settle for evening classes in life drawing after spending the day
working as a commercial artist for a local corn merchant.
A couple of other girls from the junior art school, Ann Mason and Helen Anderson, started college with me.
We were thrilled to be there, and in awe of the older students, many of whom wore the kind of bohemian, beatnik
clothes we considered incredibly daring and could only stare at with a mixture of envy and admiration.
Most of us starting college then had been born just before or during the war—in my case a week after war was
declared. My mother, with a group of other pregnant women, had been sent to the relative safety of Blackpool,
where she gave birth in a tiny cell of a room in a bed and breakfast on the seafront on September 10, 1939. It was
a nightmare birth: she was left alone, inn labor, for a day and a night, and when the midwife finally got to her it
was clear that, without immediate help, neither my mother nor I was going to make it. The midwife locked the
door, swore my mother to secrecy and dragged me into the world by my hair, ears, and any other part of me she
could get hold of. My father, who had arrived hours earlier and burst into tears at the sight of my exhausted,
terrified mother, had been sent for a walk. He returned to find that his wife has survived and he had a daughter.
My parents both came from Liverpool, but at the outbreak of war they decided to leave the city for the relative
safety of the Wirral, across the Mersey in Cheshire. They moved with me and my brothers—Charles, then eleven,
and Tony, eight—to a two-bedroom semi-detached house in a small seaside village called Hoylake. My father
worked for GEC,\fn{General Electric Company, Ltd., founded in 1886, defunct in 1999 } selling electrical appliances to
shops, and had to travel into the city each day to make his rounds, but at home we were away from the worst of
the relentless bombing that ravaged so much of Liverpool. When the bombers flew overhead my mother would
scoop us into the cupboard under the stairs, where the force of the explosions jolted us off our seats.
I grew up with rationing as a way of life. Like all the other families around us, we dug for Britain, with an
allotment where we grew our vegetables and a little hen coop in the back garden. As in so many households in
those days, the boys generally took precedence over the girls. When my brothers got bacon, I got the rind, and
when they got scraps of meat from a bone, I got the bone to chew. It was my job to clean their shoes and help my
mother look after them and Dad. I was a quiet, timid child and I accepted my role in the house, as the youngest
and the only girl, without question.
Rationing went on for some years after the war, so for most of my childhood scarcity was normal. I used to
shop for two old ladies in our street and in return one gave me her sweets coupons and the other gave me old
clothes that had belonged to her children. Both the clothes and the sweets were rare treats. My brother Charles left
when he was sixteen and I was five, so I have few memories of him living at home. He went to work for GEC,
first in Birmingham, then London. He was a wonderful pianist—the whole street used to listen to him.
I was closer to Tony, and when he was called up for national service in 1950, at the age of eighteen, I missed
him dreadfully. After the army he joined the police to please his girlfriend, who wanted the accommodation that
went with the job. He hated being a policeman and was relieved when she left him and he could resign.
By the time I was ten it was just my parents and me at home. They were opposites in many ways, but they
loved each other and I never heard them argue. My rather, also Charles, was easy-going, kind, robust and jolly. I
remember him losing his temper with me only once, when I came home from school and used a swear word. I
adored him and after I got into the junior art school I traveled into Liverpool on the train with him in the mornings
and evenings. He used to carry a bag of sweets for his customers, and he’d slip me a couple on the way home.
My mother, Lilian, was unusual for her day: she had no interest in housework and cleaned our home about
1592

once a month—the rest of the time it gathered dust. But Mum had a strong artistic streak; she always had a vase of
flowers in the window, which she took pleasure in arranging, and she knitted fantastic Fair Isle sweaters. Her real
passion, though, was the auction rooms to which she would head every Monday to spot the latest bargains.
On Monday evening Dad and I would arrive home to find the front room changed. There might be a new sofa,
carpet, curtains, table or even all of them, the old ones already dispatched to the same sale rooms. We didn’t mind.
It was always fun to see what she’d done and, most important, it made Mum happy.
When Dad became ill, at the age of fifty-six, everything changed. Like so many others in those days, he
smoked untipped cigarettes, unaware of the damage it was doing to him. When he developed lung cancer he went
downhill rapidly: his solid frame wasted away and his breathing was labored. Before long all he could do was sit
in his chair in the bedroom, where I would sit with him after school each day. After his death only Mum and I
were left, grieving for him and wondering how we would manage. Art college gave me a new focus, something to
be excited about, to work fork, and to take me out of our quiet little house of mourning into the world.
Watching the older, more confident kids at college, I longed to be like them. I envied their casual, arty style
and their long hair. I had arrived with my short mousy hair in a neat perm, courtesy of my mother’s friend who
was a hairdresser. The trouble was, most of her clientele were over fifty and she made me look middle-aged and
dowdy. Every few weeks she would experiment, giving me a different style, but they were all ghastly. And, to
make things worse, I wore glasses. I’d arrived at college thrilled to be rid of my school uniform and pleased with
my smart new clothes. But I soon felt frumpy and dull, with my matronly hair and conventional outfits. I longed
to be more daring, but in those early days I didn’t have the courage.
To add to my problems I was saddled with the “over the water” posh image that Scousers\fn{ The nickname for
Liverpudlians; after the local distinctive English dialect spoken there, called scouse } had of anyone who lived across the Mersey.
I spoke differently, and to them this meant I was stuck-up, even though many of them were better off than I was.
My shyness didn’t help: it made me seem aloof, when most of the time I was going through agonies, trying to
think of the right thing to say. I was hopeless at sparkling conversation and witty repartee, and watched enviously
as others bantered while I remained tongue-tied. But despite the drawbacks I loved college. It gave me a sense of
independence and freedom I had never experienced before.
During my first year I was seeing a boyfriend I’d met while I was still at school. Barry was a bit of a catch: he
was the son of a window cleaner but he looked Spanish and exotic, and he was the Romeo of Hoylake. I was the
envy of the local girls when he asked me out. He’d seen me in my white duffel coat, walking my dog Chummy on
the beach and one day he followed me and asked me to the pictures. I was just seventeen and he was five years
older. Flattered, I said yes.
By the time we’d been together for a year I was starting college and we were thinking of getting engaged.
Barry was working for his dad and saving in the building society for our future. One day he persuaded me to
make love with him on the sofa in my parents’ front room when Mum was out. It took him hours to talk me into it,
promising we’d get married and telling me how much he loved me, but when I finally agreed I didn’t think much
of it: over in a flash and no fun. I went on seeing Barry, but I made sure we never got the chance to be alone in the
house again. One day he announced he’d fallen for a red-haired girl who lived up the road, and I was heartbroken.
It was the first betrayal I had experienced and I vowed I’d never forgive him. But, a few months later, when he
begged me to go back to him, swearing he’d made a mistake and I was his true love, I relented.
Two-thirds of the way through my foundation year Phyl arrived at college. She had won a grant, and had
finally persuaded her father to let her attend full-time. We were both delighted and in between classes we hung
around together most of the time.
At the end of that year we had to choose which areas we wanted to specialize in. I went for graphics, but I also
signed up for a twice-weekly class in lettering. Phyl decided on painting and lettering, and we were glad of the
chance to do a class together.
I arrived for my second year in college just as keen as I had been in the first, but I’d softened my appearance a
little. I’d plucked up the courage to say no to Mum’s hairdresser friend and was growing my hair. I’d acquired
some rather hip black velvet pants to replace the tweed-skirts, and I’d begun to ditch my glasses as often as I
could. I could hardly see without them—I’m very short-sighted—so this caused me all kinds of problems. I’d
frequently get off the bus at the wrong top or misread notices in college—but I didn’t care. I hated my glasses so
much that it was worth the odd hiccup. I only put them on when I was working in class, because without them I
couldn’t see the board or even what I was drawing on the paper in front of me.
We had all taken our seats for the first lettering class when a teddy-boy slouched into the room, hands stuffed
deep into his coat pockets, looking bored and a shade defiant. He sat at an empty desk behind me, tapped me on
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the back, twisted his face into a ludicrous grimace and said,
“Hi, I’m John.” I couldn’t help smiling.
“Cynthia, I whispered, as the teacher, who had begun to talk, frowned at me.
I’d seen John around the college but had never spoken to him, as we moved incompletely different circles. I
was surprised to see him in the lettering class—he didn’t seem the type for the painstaking, detailed work
involved. He hadn’t even brought any equipment. As soon as we started work he tapped my back again and asked
to borrow a pencil and a brush, which I reluctantly handed over. After that he always sat behind me, borrowing
whatever he needed from me. Not that he used it much: most of the time he did not work at all. He spent his time
fooling around, making everyone in the class laugh.
It turned out that John hadn’t chosen to do lettering. He’d been ordered into the class when most of the other
teachers had refused to have him. He made it clear he didn’t want to be there and did his best to disrupt the class.
When he wasn’t teasing someone he’d give us a wicked commentary on the teacher, or provoke hoots of laughter
with his cruelly funny and uncannily accurate cartoons of teachers, fellow students, or of twisted, grimacing,
malformed figures.
When I’d first looked at John I’d thought, Yuck, not my type. With his teddy-boy look—DA (duck’s arse)
haircut, narrow drainpipe trousers and a battered old coat that was too big for him—he was very different from the
clean-cut boys I was used to. His outspoken comments and caustic wit were alarming: I was terrified he might
turn on me, and he soon did, calling me “Miss Prim” or “Miss Powell” and taking the mickey out of my smart
clothes and posh accent.
The first time he did it I rushed out of the room, red-faced, at the end of the class, wishing he’d disappear. But
as the weeks went by I began to look forward to seeing him. We never met anywhere but the lettering class, but I
found myself hurrying to it, looking out for him. He made me laugh and his manner fascinated me. I had always
been in awe of authority, anxious to please and do well, but John was the opposite: he was aggressive, sarcastic
and rebellious. He didn’t seem to be afraid of anyone, and I envied the way he could laugh about everything and
everyone.
A mutual friend told me that his mother had been killed in a car accident at the end of the previous term. I
missed my father desperately, so I felt for him. He never mentioned it and neither did anyone else, but the
knowledge that he was hiding grief behind the acerbic front made me look at him more closely.
One morning the students in the lettering class were testing each other’s eyesight for fun. It turned out that
John and I were equally short-sighted; just like me he couldn’t see a thing and hated wearing glasses, most of all,
ironically, the little round lenses you got on the National Health. Instead he had horn-rimmed black ones, which
had cost quite a bit. Laughing about our rotten luck and the blunders we’d made when we couldn’t see gave us our
first real connection, and after that we often chatted during class.
John usually had a guitar slung across his back when he arrived and he told me he was in a group, the
Quarrymen, named after his old school, Quarry Bank High. Sometimes when he were sitting around after class he
would get it out and strum the pop tunes of the day, by Bo Diddley, Chuck Berry or Lonnie Donegan. As soon as
he began to play I saw a different side of him. It was plain that he loved his music: his face softened and he lost
his usually cynical expression.
Halfway through the term I realized I was falling for him and scolded myself. I was being ridiculous: he wasn’t
at all the type of boy I’d imagined myself with and, in any case, I couldn’t see him being interested in me. But that
changed one day when everyone else had left the class and I was packing up my things. John was sitting a few
feet away with his guitar. He began to play Ain’t She Sweet, a song that was popular at the time and which the
Beatles were later to record.
I blushed scarlet, made an excuse, and fled before the end of the song. But I’d seen the look in his eyes, which
he’d kept fixed on me as he sang—could it be that John fancied me too?
I confided in Phyl, who told me he wasn’t my type and not to be so daft. She knew John: they lived near each
other and traveled together to college on the seventy-two bus. Although she often had to lend him the fare, w\she
liked him—but she didn’t think he was for me. She reminded me that I was thinking of getting engaged to Barry
… but my plans with Barry were taking a back seat. I saw less and less of him as I continued to moon over John,
and the lettering class was the highlight of my week.
One lunchtime I saw John staring at a girl as she walked up the staircase. She was dressed in a tight black skirt
and had long blond hair. John whistled.
She looks just like Brigitte Bardot,” I heard him say to a friend.
I wasn’t about to be outdone. The following Saturday I went out, got the latest Hiltone blond dye and got to
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work on my hair. On Monday I arrived in college by several shades blonder. I was delighted when John noticed.
“Get you, Miss Hoylake!” He laughed, but I could see he liked it.
One afternoon all the intermediate students were asked to be in the lecture theater for a discussion. John was a
few seats away from me, and my friend Helen Anderson who was also friendly with John, suddenly leaned
forward and stroked his hair. Helen didn’t fancy John—it was a friendly gesture in response to something he’d
said. But when I realized how jealous I was it brought me up with a jolt.
Although John and I chatted in lettering classes we spent our free time in college with our different groups of
friends and virtually ignored each other. I thought of him as unattainable and, despite my fantasies, still didn’t
think for a minute that we might actually get together.
We were all getting excited about the holidays, when someone suggested we hold a party one lunchtime before
we broke up. One of the staff, an ex-boxer named Arthur Ballard, a tough but excellent teacher, gave us
permission to use his room, provided he could come too. We happily agreed, found a record player and chipped in
for the beers.
I was looking forward to the party, not because I thought John would be there—I felt sure a time little students’
do wouldn’t be his style—but because I thought it would take my mind off him. After that we’d be on holiday
break. I was looking forward to that and was determined to get over my crush on John.
The day of the party was warm and the sun streamed through the grubby windows of Arthur Ballard’s firstfloor room, where we gathered once a week to produce paintings on a chosen theme. We pushed the tables and
chairs to one side, set out the food and drink and put on a pile of record. The usual gang were there, a group of ten
or fifteen of us who’d been friends since our first year. I arrived feeling good. I was wearing a new baggy black
cotton top over a short black and white skirt, with black tights and my best black winklepicker shoes.
By now several romances were budding so the atmosphere was heady. Ann Mason was getting together with
Geoff Mohammed, a close friend of John’s . They smooched away—Phyl and I glanced knowingly at each other.
Then John walked in. My face was hot and my stomach contorted as I pretended not to notice him. Like me, he
was in black—his usual drainpipe trousers with a sweater and suede shoes. He made a beeline for me and said,
“D’you want to get up?”
I blushed, but leapt to my feet to dance with him. While we were dancing to Chuck Berry John shouted,
“Do you fancy going out with me?” I was so flustered that I came out with
“I’m sorry but I’m engaged to this fellow in Hoylake.” The moment I said it I wanted the ground to swallow
me—I knew I sounded stuck=up and prim.
“I didn’t ask you to fucking marry me, did I?” John shot back.
He walked off and, convinced I’d blown it, I was plunged into gloom. But a couple of hours later, as the party
was breaking up, john and his friend asked me and Phyl to the pub. This was good news—perhaps all was not
lost.
I persuaded Phyl we should go and we followed them to Ye Cracke, a pub where the students often hung out.
The place was packed and we had to yell to each other above the hubbub. We’d never been there before, we’d
always headed straight home like the good girls we were, and this was our first taste of student social life. We
loved the noise, the laughter and the buzzy atmosphere—and realized what we’d been missing.
John was with a couple of his cronies, Goeff Mohammed and Tony Carricker, on the other side of the pub, and
made no move to come over to us. Phyl and I had found some friends and were chatting with them, but after a
couple of black velvets—the mix of Guinness and cider that all the students drank—I felt a little bit wobbly and
decided I’d better head for my train home. I was disappointed that John hadn’t talked to me, and wondered if,
after all, he had been laughing at me when he invited me to the pub.
As I made for the door he called me over, teased me about being a nun and asked me to stay. Phyl said she had
to get her bus home and asked if I was coming. I kneew she didn’t approve of John, but I a\was hooked: if he
wanted me to stay I was staying. I smiled apologetically at her. She gave a helpless shrug and headed for the door.
John and I had another couple of ddrinks and then he whispered,
“Let’s go.”
The two of us slipped away from the crowd. By this time it was evening and the street outside was quiet.
Almost as soon as we’d left the pub John kissed me, a long, passionate, irresistible kiss. He whispered that his
friend, Stuart, had a room we could go to, grabbed my hand and pulled me down the road. I was happy, hugely
happy, to be with John and that he felt the same. At that moment I would have gone anywhere with him.
Stuart’s place was a large room at the back of a shared house, with no curtains, a mattress on the floor ad
clothes, art materials, empty cigarette packets and books scattered around it. We couldn’t have cared less about
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the mess and headed for the mattress, where we made love for the next hour. For me it was special and very
different from my previous brief experience. And I think it was equally special for John, whose cockiness and
tough –guy demeanor melted away as we lay wrapped in each other’s arms. Afterward John said,
“Christ, Miss Powell, that was something else. What’s all this about being engaged, then?”
I told him my romance in Hoylake was over. John grinned and said he thought I was incredibly sexy and he’d
been lusting after me all term.
“By the way,” he added, “no more Miss Powell. From now on, you’re Cyn.”
We snapped back to reality when I realized I was about to miss my last train home. We pulled on our clothes
and raced to the station, where we managed a hasty goodbye kiss before I leapt into a carriage.
“What are you doing tomorrow, and the next day, and the next?” John called, as I waged out of the window.
“Seeing you,” I shouted back.
Others might have seen us as an unlikely couple, but I knew from the outset that had made a deep connection.
My feelings for John were very different from those I’d had for any other boy—more powerful, more exciting and
totally unshakable. And I sensed in John the same strong feelings. Perhaps each of us recognized and was drawn
to a deep need in the other. But at the time I didn’t analyze it. I simply felt certain that this was no passing thing. It
was real love.
3
We’d had our first phone installed at home just before I started art college. It was a bulky black contraption
fitted to the wall at the bottom of the stairs and you had to put two pennies into the box beneath it to make a call.
It was still a bit of a novelty and its shrill peal always made me jump. When it rang the following morning I
couldn’t grab the receiver fast enough.
John asked me to meet him the next day. But I couldn’t: it was the start of the holidays and Mum and I were
off to stay with my brother Charles in Buckinghamshire for a couple of weeks. I’d been looking forward to this
for ages, but suddenly it was an obstacle in the way of my being with John. There was nothing I could do, though.
It was all arranged, and although I was nineteen Mum wouldn’t have considered letting me stay behind. I
promised John I’d write.
As soon as I got back John and I met in a café in the center of Liverpool and gazed into each other’s eyes over
a cup of coffee. It lasted us two hours, because neither of us had any money for a second, but we didn’t care.
From then on we spent all our spare time together. We were always broke. Our small daily allowances went on
fares, lunch and, in John’s case, the ciggies he smoked—Park Drive, Woodbines or Embassy because they were
the cheapest. Not to mention the pints of black velvet in Ye Cracke at lunchtime or after college. If we had enough
money we went to the pictures, where we sat in the double seats at the back and kissed and cuddled, mostly
ignoring t\whatever film was on and often sitting through a couple of showings. More often we didn’t have any
money at all so we just walked and talked or stretched out one drink in a pub or café.
The friends who’d thought us an unlikely match soon got used to seeing us together—we were joined at the
hip most of the time so they had no choice. Only Phyl worried about me and, with a best friend’s concern, said,
“Cyn, you’re too good for him, he’s not right for you. I don’t truest him.”
She was afraid that John wasn’t serious and would drop me when he got bored. I wouldn’t listen. I was far too
besotted with John to give him up.
Before I started going out with John I had been a conscientious student, completing all my work on time and
putting in hours of effort. But John was a demanding lover, who insisted that I put him before everything else,
including college work, my friends and my mother. Inevitably my work took a nose-dive, although I did my best
to keep up.
John had been out with plenty of girls before me, but none had lasted long; this was his first serious
relationship. If we went to the pub for a drink at lunchtime he would often insist that we bunk off college in the
afternoon. When the weather was warm, we’d take the ferry across the Mersey to new Brighton, where there was
a funfair beside the sea. Up on the deserted sand dunes behind the beach we’d make love, braving the chill winds
and the sand. We’d catch the ferry back, with sand under our clothes, horribly uncomfortable but giggling as we
imagined what everyone else would think if they knew what we’d been up to.
Most of the time I went along with what John wanted. We laughed a lot, the attraction between us was
powerful and exciting and he constantly came up with new escapades for us. But there was friction too. His
insistence that I stay with him until the last train from Liverpool Central to Hoylake, which got me home at
midnight, upset me. I knew my mother would fret about me and I worried about leaving her alone so much of the
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time when she was still grieving for my father. Besides, I often had college work to catch up on.
But John didn’t give a damn about any of that, and if I tried to go home before the last train he threw a fit. He
wanted me with him for as much of the time as possible, which meant that very early in our relationship I had to
choose between him and my other needs and responsibilities.
John’s temper could be frightening and a t times I felt torn to pieces by him. All sense of reason disappeared
and his tantrums were awesome. He would batter away at me verbally until I gave in, overwhelmed by the force
of his determination. Then he would be back to his usual self, apologetic and loving.
He was full of contradictions and confusion. He wanted proof, daily that he mattered most to me. He was
jealous of my close friendship with Phyl and even of my work, if I chose to spend an evening catching up with it
instead of with him. Yet despite John’s aggression and jealousy I felt protective toward him. To me he was a lost
soul and I wanted to give him understanding acceptance and the security of being loved to ease his pain and
bitterness.
In college I had a few admirers, although I wasn’t aware of this until John pointed it out. He was incredibly
jealous of any boy who came near me and wouldn’t hesitate to warn them off. Not long after we got together we
went to a party at another student’s flat. There was plenty of loud music, beer and cider, and we were having a
good time until a very tall student I recognized from the sculpture department came over and asked me to dance.
Before I could answer all hell broke loose as John, in a blind fury, launched himself at the guy. The sculpture
student was big enough to hold him off with one hand, but in the end everyone piled in to pull John away, and
eventually we calmed him down. The other guy, baffled by the uproar he had unwittingly caused, apologized for
upsetting John and backed away.
I felt frustrated by incidents like this. John had no need to worry—I would never have been unfaithful to him—
and his overreaction embarrassed me. I tried repeatedly to reassure him, but it made no difference. John was
provoked to fury if another boy paid any attention to me, however innocent.
Much as we wanted to, we never spent a night together—thee was nowhere to go. As often as he could John
persuaded Stuart to lend us his room for a few hours and we’d grab the chance to be alone together to make love.
When Stuart’s room wasn’t available John would try to talk me into “quickies” in dark alleys or shop doorways.
Much as I loved him I didn’t enjoy these snatched encounters, so mostly we stuck to kissing and cuddling
anywhere and everywhere we could.
Frightening and demanding as John could be, he was also romantic, a side of him I saw more often as our
relationshipo deepened. He wrote love poems on scraps of paper and passed them to me at college. For our first
Christmas he drew a card with a picture of me in my new shabgy coat, standing opposite him, our heads together,
his hand on my arm. It was covered with kisses and hearts and he wrote,
“Our first Christmas, I love you, yes, yes, yes.” A few years later he used the same idea in one of the Beatles’
first hits, She love you, yeah, yeah, yea. On the back of the card he wrote,
“I hope it won’t be our last.” I loved that card and kept it in pride of place in my bedroom.
I was totally absorbed by John and wanted to be with him whenever I could. D\Despite the conflict I felt as I
neglected my studies and my mother, I was blissfully happy that we were together and that he loved me too.
When John was at his warmest and most loving I felt sure we would last forever. At these times he would let his
guard down and tell me over and over again that he loved me.
Yet it was neither an easy nor a comfortable relationship. There was an air of danger bout John and he could
terrify me. I lived on a knife edge. Not only was he passionately jealous but he could turn on me in an instant,
belittling or berating me, shooting accusations, cutting remarks or acid wisecracks at me that left me hurt,
frustrated and in tears. He would push me away with some taunt, almost daring me to leave him. It was as if he
wanted to prove that a girl like me would never stay with a boy like him.
Hurt as I was, many times, my response to John’s provocative and cruel behavior waas to stick by him more
solidly than eger. Although I thought about leaving him, I felt that if he could trust me and believe that I loved
him he might soften.
We had been together for a few months when John took me home to meet his aunt Mimi. He lived with her in a
smart house in Menlove Avenue in the well-off district of Woolton. The house was called Mendips and had a big
garden; at one time the mayor of Liverpool had lived next door. The joke was that although John called me posh,
he came from a far better-off family than I did. Our little semi over the water in Hoylake was half the size of
Mendips.
I was nervous about meeting Mimi. I knew she had brought John up and that it was important she liked and
approved of me, so I wore my smartest skirt and sweater and prepared to be on my best behavior.
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Mimi was a striking woman, not tall but with presence. She was slim with the fine bone structure characteristic
of John’s family. When we arrived she smiled at me and invited us into the breakfast room, next to the kitchen. I
saw instantly that Mimi was a woman who didn’t miss a trick. Sharply observant, she sized me up throughout the
visit.
We sat at the dining table watching Mimi make us the standard Liverpool tea of egg and chips with a
mountainous plate of bread and butter and a huge pot of tea. While we ate Mimi asked questions. She was friendly
but cool. More than once I caught her looking at me so penetratingly that I was unnerved. I was glad when the
meal was over and John walked me to the bus stop.
“Do you think she liked me?” I asked John.
“Yeah, sure,” he said. “Don’t worry about Mimi. If I like you she’ll like you.”
I thought he was wrong about that. I was sure that Mimi hadn’t liked me, although she had taken care not to
show it. I wondered what it was about me that she didn’t like, but later I grasped that it wasn’t personal. Miimi
didn’t think any girl was good enough for her boy.
Mimi’s manner was almost regal. She spoke without a hint of Scouse and I thought John must have adopted his
working-class Liverpool accent as a rebellion against her. Early on it became apparent to me that Mimi ws
something of a snob; she was middle class with upper-class aspirations and one of her favorite words was
“common.” She used it to condemn most of John’s interests and friends—including, I suspect, me. In fact, my
family were middle class too, but with no upward aspirations.
John’s first meeting with Mum was more successful. He wasn’t the respectable, hard-working young man she
had dreamed of for me, but she knew I was in love and wisely kept quiet. To my delight John was polite and
respectful to her and they seemed to get on well. If they had reservations about each other they didn’t mention
them, for which I was grateful.
An incident early in our relationship showed me a side of John that I would see again at many crucial moments
in our life together. Mum suggested that we invite Mimi to come for tea with John, so that she and Mimi could
meet. John agreed and on the day of the visit Mum, determined to impress, got out her best china and made
sandwiches and cakes.
It started well. Mimi and Mum were both polite, and as the four of us sat down together John and I exchanged
“It’s going okay” glances and began to relax. Too soon.
Mimi made a remark about me distracting John from his studies and Mum leapt to my defense. Before we
knew it they were arguing, Mimi telling Mum why I was wrong for John and Mum telling Mimi that John was
lucky to find a girl like me.
John and I were aghast. After a few moments, he got up and fled from the house and I ran after him. I raced
down the street to catch him up, and found him in tears. Eventually I persuaded him to come back, and when we
reappeared Mum and Mimi had called a frosty truce.
John couldn’t stand conflict or confrontation and his reaction was invariably to escape. It was in stark
contradiction to his often aggressive manner, but in fact he was only confrontational when he had been drinking.
He was often cutting and critical, but mostly he went out of his way to avoid direct conflict.
The incident also told me a great deal about John and Mimi’s relationship. When she was openly critical of me
it hurt and humiliated John, but she either didn’t notice or didn’t care, because she carried on. Time after time I
saw her upset him with negative remarks about him or someone he cared about. John would become angry and
embarrassed, then run.
That disastrous tea was one of only two occasions when Mum and Mimi met. After the first we stuck to seeing
them separately and, despite undercurrents of disapproval from them both, I got on well superficially with Mimi,
and John was friendly with Mum.
John liked my brothers. When Charles was home one day visiting us, he realized John had little money and
offered him a pile of his sweaters. John was delighted and ever after had a soft spot for him.
John met Tony and his fiancée, Marjorie, at their wedding in April 1960. I was a bridesmaid so I had to be
there early and John agreed to come along later. As my entire family would be present, I prayed he would make an
effort and turn up on time, looking reasonable. When he appeared my jaw dropped: he was the epitome of
respectability, in a dark suit, white shirt and smart tie, with his hair slicked neatly back. He had his glasses on,
which made him look like an office clerk, but at least he could see the other guests. John seldom hid his dislike of
social convention and I knew he had made an enormous effort for my sake.
The whole thing went off beautifully. John was charming and polite to everyone, chatting to Charles and his
girlfriend Katie, to Mum, Tony and Marjorie. In fact, it was the beginning of a friendship between John and Tony,
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who shared John’s dry sense of humor.
It struck me early on that John had developed his hard outer shell—the cynicism, cruel wit, aggression and
possessiveness—to deal with his painful childhood and the deep insecurity that had resulted from it. But in those
days he told me little, only that Mimi had brought him up after his father disappeared when he was five, and that
his mother had died a few months before we got together. He met any questions with a shrug.
The loss of a parent was one of the things we had in common and proved a powerful bond. Sometimes we
talked to each other about how we felt; we both missed our parents terribly. But while I had basically come to
terms with Dad’s death, John was still angry about his mother Julia’s senseless death in a car accident. I’m certain
that his bitter rage at his mother’s death, and especially at the way she died, was behind so much of his aggression
during that period.
Music had been an important part of John’s relationship with his mother and when she died he used it to blot
out the pain and anger he felt. Julia had bought him his first guitar, and she loved music. She played the piano and
banjo, and sat with him patiently for hours, showing him over and over again how to ply the chords. She had also
introduced John to rock and roll. She would play Elvis Presley records at top volume, grabbing John’s hand to jive
around the kitchen to them. She always encouraged John’s musical dreams.
By the time John and I got together, he talked, ate and breathed music. When he wasn’t playing his guitar, he
was writing lyrics or talking about the latest Lonnie Donegan, Elvis Presley, Buddy Holly or Chuck Berry record.
Almost every lunchtime he met the two other Quarrymen to rehearse. They were both younger and went to the
Liverpool Institute, next door to the art college, the best known of Liverpool’s boys’ grammar schools:
distinguished judges and politicians had been educated there, its pupils were expected to do well. But John’s
friends, Paul McCartney and George Harrison, were more interested in playing music than passing exams.
John had met Paul at a fête at St. Peter’s Church in Woolton when the Quarrymen had played there almost
three years earlier, on July 6, 1957. At fourteen, Paul was a year and eight months younger than John, a fairly big
age gap for teenagers. But when John realized that Paul was a talented musician who knew the words to dozens of
hit songs and who could even tune his guitar—which John couldn’t—his age was irrelevant. Soon afterward John
sent Paul a message via a friend: you’re in the group.
George was a friend of Paul’s. They’d started playing guitar together sometime previously and practiced at
each other’s house. Eventually Paul introduced him to John. He was eight months younger than Paul, but a
talented guitarist, and in early 1958 John invited him to join the group.
When I first met them, I was nineteen, John was eighteen, Paul was seventeen and George sixteen. It was about
as inconsequential as a meeting can be. Paul and George had come over to the art college one lunchtime and John
said,
“This is Paul and George and this is Cyn.”
They both said, “Hi.” I said, “Hi,” and that was it. As John’s new girlfriend they gave me a few curious
glances, but then everyone got on with the serious business of making music.
When we knew the two boys were coming over at lunchtime, John and I would go across the road for fish and
chips. Back in college we’d slip behind the curtain separating the tiny stage from the canteen, which was always
packed. A few minutes later Paul and George would arrive. They’d have stripped off their caps and ties and put
the collars of their blazers up to look cool as they made their way as casually as they could, through the crowds of
students and teachers. Paul always appeared nonchalant, George furtive, as they did their best not to look like the
schoolboys they were. When they joined us behind the curtain, we’d lay out the mound of chips and scallops in
their paper on the floor and the four of us would dive in. Then the boys began to play.
From the start I loved their music. I never minded spending lunchtimes on that little stage because it was
fascinating to watch them teach each other new chord sequences work out the tunes to popular songs and begin to
put together their own. Paul had been first to write a song, but John leapt on the idea and soon they were writing
more and more new stuff.
George was the kid who tagged along. He was always serious and his shy, toothy grin only ever flickered for a
moment before it disappeared. He was quiet and seemed troubled as he trailed behind John and Paul, deferring to
them even though he was a fantastic guitar player. They tolerated him because he was good, but they patronized
and often ignored him when they were absorbed in something together.
George’s strength was his tenacity: he would spend hours working out a chord sequence or practicing a song
until it was perfect. John and Paul were fired with ambition. They wanted to make the group stand out and get as
many gigs as they could.
They had one of their first real breaks at the Casbah Club, a venue in the cellar of a house in a Liverpool
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suburb called West Derby. It belonged to Mona Best, who started the club as a meeting place for her older son,
Pete, and his friends. They charged a shilling membership to keep out the rough element, and served coffee and
sweets. Before they opened, Pete had suggested to his mum that they ask one of the beat groups that were
springing up all over town to come and play there. She agreed, and they invited the Quarrymen—a girl who knew
the group had told the Bests how good they were. John, Paul, and George w\around to see Mona, who told them
they were welcome to play but she was still painting the cellar for the club’s opening the following week. The
three boys grabbed paintbrushes and helped her finish it off. John mistook gloss for emulsion—because of his
short sight—which took days to dry.
The boys played t the club’s opening on August 29, 1959, and I was there to watch them. They played with
another lad, Ken Brown, on guitar, but without a drummer, as they couldn’t find one. About three hundred people
came along that night, and the boys played rock and roll hits for a couple of hours. The place heaved, with kids
jiving and swinging, and the temperature soared until it was hard to breathe.
That was the evening when we first met the Beatles’ future roadies, Neil Aspinall and Mal Evans, both friends
of Pete, but Neil was also his mother’s boyfriend and the father of his younger brother, Roag.
After that the Quarrymen played in the Casbah regularly, to audiences of up to four hundred. It was hot, sweaty
and noisy in that cellar, but we loved it. They earned fifteen shillings each—seventy-five pence today—every
time they played.
Eventually Pete Best decided he wanted to be in a group, got himself a drum kit and formed the Blackjacks
with Ken Brown, who left the Quarrymen. They became the Casbah’s resident group, and after that the
Quarrymen only played there occasionally.
In November 1959 the boys got an audition at the Manchester Hippodrome with a man called Carroll levis.
Known as the Starmaker, Levis had a lot of successful acts on his books and John was wild with excitement. By
this time John, Paul and George had renamed themselves Johnny and the Moondogs and their hopes were high,
but they came back despondent: they had failed the audition, mainly because they lacked a drummer. It was a
setback, but it didn’t put them off. When something didn’t work out John would be down for a day or so, then
he’d carry on, determined to be the best and to show anyone who didn’t believe in the group how wrong they’d
been.
But while John was keen for them to do well, he was also easily distracted and would flip from one project or
plan to another. He needed Paul’s drive and determination to keep him focused on the pursuit of success.
By the time I got to know Paul, he and John had formed a close partnership. They had agreed that any songs
they wrote together or separately, would be Lennon and McCartney. It was as though, even then, they had a strong
sense that their success depended on the connection between them. Paul’s organized conscientious way of going
about things—he wrote down all the lyrics in a notebook he carried with him—was in sharp contrast to John’s
“anything goes” style. Paul turned up for appointments on time, looking well turned out: he was a perfectionist
and you always knew he’d washed behind his ears. John arrived late, looking as though he’d just fallen out of bed.
But they complemented each other: John needed Paul’s attention to detail and persistence. Paul needed John’s
anarchic, lateral thinking. When they wrote songs together, Paul’s gentler melodies blended beautifully with
John’s more rousing, challenging tunes and lyrics.
In those days Paul tried hard to impress John, posing and strutting with his hair slicked back to prove that he
was cool, because John was very much the leader. It was his band, and he had the final say about who got in and
who didn’t, and what they played. Then, he was everything Paul wanted to be—laid back, self-assured and in
charge. As the schoolboy he still was, Paul could only aspire to those things.
As the two became closer this changed. John recognized Paul’s musical talent and that he could learn from
him. Paul responded by becoming more confident and they came to share decisions and eventually ran the group
together. But John, I suspect, always had the edge because he had formed the group, and neither of them forgot it.
Loss had played a part in Paul’s make-up too. His mother, Mary, had died of breast cancer when he was
fourteen and his brother Mike twelve. Mary, a midwife, had never complained about the pain she suffered, and
died just a couple of months after diagnosis. Her boys were left in the care of their father, Jim, who was a devoted
dad.
Jim McCartney had been keen musician in his youth, with his own successful amateur jazz band. He had
played the piano to Paul and Mike when they were small boys and even though Paul’s music was very different
from the sounds Jim loved, he encouraged Paul’s musical dreams. However, Jim was cautious about John; he
worried that he might be a bad influence on his son. He told Paul that he wasn’t to wear the narrow teddy-boy
drainies—drainpipe trousers—that John loved (in fact John wasn’t allowed to wear them either: he wore baggy
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trousers over them when he went home to Mimi). Eventually, though, he saw that John and Paul had a strong
musical connection, which won him round.
We often went over to Paul’s house in Forthlin Road, close to Woolton where john lived, for the boys to
practice. Jim was usually at work, but if he was there he always welcomed us. He’d greet us with his sleeves
rolled up, a tea-towel in his hand and an apron tied round his waist. Then, while John, Paul and George twanged
away at their guitars in the front room, he busied himself in the kitchen until he called us all for tea.
Paul was one of the three people John was closest to. Although he had plenty of cronies, he only really let
down his guard with Paul, me and Stuart Sutcliffe.
Slight, dark and intense, Stuart was serious and hard-working, unlike John, who played the lazy loon.
Everyone knew that Stuart was a gifted artist who would go far—he’d even had a private commission for a
painting, unheard-of for a student. When John saw his large, colorful canvases, he loved them and longed to try
something similar. Before that he had limited himself to the cartoons and caricatures he drew so brilliantly and
which had got him into college.
What Stuart and John had in common was a restless, speedy nature. But while John bounced from one idea to
the next, never able to settle or concentrate for long. Stuart put all his energy into being a star pupil. He was only
three months older than John, but he was a year ahead in college and encouraged John to experiment in his art.
Stuart was so wrapped up in his work that he didn’t have a girlfriend and often forgot to eat. Most days he would
stay after classes to paint. John was good for him because he reminded Stuart to take time out to have fun, and
taught him to play the guitar. Unlike many of John’s cronies, Stuart didn’t look up to John or try to ape him. He
respected John and treated him as an equal, which was something John valued a great deal.
Like Paul and me, Stuart saw something special in John. Most people thought John was destined to be a
dropout and a bum, who would never knuckle down to a decent job or make anything of himself. All they saw
was the fool who clowned around in class and gave all the serious students wicked—and very irritating—
nicknames. Our teachers said that he would be either a genius or a tramp—there was no in between with him. In
the same way, people either liked or loathed him, and it was impossible to ignore him. Those of us who loved him
knew that he could go off the rails, but we also saw in him raw talent and the potential for real creativity.
Stuart and I got on well. I was in awe of his talent, but he was amusing and good company, too. I was glad
John had a friend who took art seriously, but I never saw him as anything more than a mate who hung around with
John and me.
One night we were at a party and John went mad when someone told him Stuart and I were dancing together.
As soon as I saw the look on John’s face we stopped and, as so often before, I reassured him that it was him I
loved. He seemed to accept it. But the next day at college he followed me to the girls’ loos in the basement. When
I came out he was waiting, with a dark look on his face. Before I could speak he raised his arm and hit me across
the face, knocking my head into the pipes that ran down the wall behind me. Without a word he walked away,
leaving me dazed, shaky and with a very sore head.
I was shocked, really shocked, that John had been physically violent. I could put up with his outbursts, the
jealousy and possessiveness, but violence was a step too far. Phyl had been right: I knew I had to end the
relationship. …
223.143 As Good As Gold\fn{by Norman Colin Dexter (1930- )} Stamford, Lincolnshire, England, United Kingdom
(M) 14
1
Chief Superintendent Strange took back the snapshot of Grandson Number One (two years, three months) and
lovingly looked at the lad once more.
“Super little chap. You can leave him with anybody. As good as gold.”
He poured a little more of the Macallan into each of the glasses. Birthdays were becoming increasingly
important for Strange as the years passed by—fewer and ever fewer of them left, alas. And he thought he was
enjoying the little early-evening celebration with a few of his fellow senior officers.
Only two of them remaining now, though. Quite predictably remaining, one of the two. Musing nostalgically,
Strange elaborated on memories of childhood.
“Huh! One of the first things I ever remember as a kid, that. This woman was looking after me when my ol’
mum had to go out somewhere—and when she came back she asked here whether I’d been a good boy while
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she’d been away and she’d been looking after me—and she said she could leave me with her any time she liked
because I’d been as good as gold. Those were the very words—‘As good as gold’.” There was a short silence,
before he resumed, briefly.
“I’m not boring you by any chance, Morse?”
The white head across the desk jerked quickly to the vertical and shook itself emphatically. Seven—or was it
eight?—“she’s”. With one or two “her’s” thrown in for good measure? Yet in spite of the bewildering proliferation
of those personal pronouns (feminine), Morse had found himself able to follow the story adequately, feeling
gently amused as he pictured the (now) grossly overweight Superintendent as a podgy but obviously pious little
cherub happily burbling to his babysitter.
All a bit nauseating, but …
“Certainly not, sir,’ he said.
“You know the origin of the phrase, of course?”
Oh dear. Just a minute … But Strange was already a furlong ahead of him.
“All to do with the Gold Standard, wasn’t it? If you needed some gold—to buy something, say—well, it was
going to be too heavy to cart around all the time—and there probably wasn’t enough in the bank anyway. So they
gave you a note instead—a bit of paper promising to “pay the bearer” and all that sort of thing—and that bit o’
paper was as good as gold. If you took that bit o’ paper to the Bank of England or somewhere, you could bet your
bottom dollar—well, not “dollar” perhaps—you know what I mean, though—you could get your gold-bar—if you
really wanted it. You could have all the confidence in the world in that bit o’ paper.”
Thank you, Mr. Strange.
Clearly, in terms of frequency, the “bit o’ paper” had usurped the personal pronouns (feminine). But Morse was
apparently unconcerned, and nodded his head encouragingly as the bottle, now at a virtually horizontal level,
hovered over his empty glass.
“You’re not driving yourself home, Morse, I hope?”
“Little more for you, Crawford?” Strange turned to the only other person there in the room, seated at the desk
beside Morse.
“No more for me, thank you, sir. I shall have to get back to the office.”
“Still some work to do—this time of day?”
“Just a bit, sir.”
“Ah—the Muldoon business! Yes. Going all right?” Detective Inspector Crawfdord looked rather less
confident than Strange’s putative bearer of the promissory bank-note.
“We’re making progress, sir.”
“Good! Fine piece of work that, Crawford. Aggregation, accumulation of evidence—that’s what it’s all bout,
isn’t it? I know we’ve got a few smart alecs like More here who—you know, with all that top-of-the-head stuff …
but real police work’s just honest graft, isn’t it? And I mean honest. We’re winning back a lot of public support,
that’s for sure. We’ve taken a few knocks recently, course we have. Bad apples—one or two in every barrel; in
every profession. Not here though! Not in our patch, eh, Morse?”
“Certainly not, sir.”
“Above suspicion—that’s what we’ve got to be. Compromise on the slightest thing and you’re on the slop,
aren’t you—on the slippery slope down to …”
Strange gulped back a last mouthful of Malt—clearly the name to be found at the bottom of the said slope
temporarily eluding him. It was time to be off home. Almost.
“No, you can’t afford to start on that.”
“Certainly not,” agreed Morse with conviction, happily unaware that he was becoming almost as repetitive as
Strange.
“It’s just like Caesar’s wife, isn’t it? ‘Caesar’s wife must be above suspicion.’ You’ll remember that, Morse, You
were a Classics man.”
“Morse nodded.
“What was her name?” asked Strange.
Oh dear. Just a minute … Morse dredged his memory—unproductively. What was her name? She’d been
accused (he remembered) of some exrtra-marital escapade, and Caesara had divorced her on the spot; not because
he thought she was necessarily guilty, but because he couldn’t afford to have a wife even suspected of doubledealing. Well, that’s what Caesar said … Like as not he was probably just fed up with her, had some woman on
the side himself … What was her name?
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“Pomponia,” supplied Crawford.
Mentally Morse kicked himself. Of course it was.
“You all right, Morse?” Strange looked anxiously over his half spectacles, like a school-master disappointed in
a star pupil. “Not had too much booze, have you?”
“Certainly not, sir.”
“You know,” Strange sat back expansively in his chair, fingers laced over his great paunch, “you’re a couple of
good men, really. I know you may have cut a few corners here and there—bypassed a few procedures. Huh! But
we’ve none of us ever lost sight of what it’s really all about, have we? The Police Force? Integrity, fairness …
honesty …”—then, after a deep breath, an impressive heptasyllabic finale—“incorruptibility.”
The Super had sounded fully sober now, and had spoken with a quiet, impressive dignity. He rose to his feet.
And his fellow officers did the same. In the corridor outside, as they walked away from Strange’s office,
Crawford was clearly agitated.
“Can I speak to you, Morse? It’s very urgent.”
2
Oxford Prison, closed permanently a few years earlier, had recently been reopened as a temporary measure.
And with nothing in life quite so permanent as the temporary, the prison officers now temporarily posted there
were fairly confidently expecting a permanent sojourn in Oxford.
On the evening of Strange’s birthday, a wretched man sat wretchedly on his bed in a cell on A-Wing. From
what he had gathered so far, he feared that his own temporary accommodation there would very soon be
exchanged for a far more permanent tenancy in one of Her Majesty’s top-security prisons somewhere else in the
UK.
The man’s name was Kieran Dominic Muldoon. The question at stake was not really one of innocence or guilt,
since there was universal consensus in favour of the latter. Even at the age of sixteen, Muldoon had been flirting
with terrorism; and now, twenty years later, she had long been his permanent mistress.
That much was known. It was now only a question of evidence—of sufficient evidence to shore up a case for a
prosecuting counsel.
So far he’d been lucky, Muldoon knew that. Both in Belfast and in Birmingham, when he’d been detained,
incriminatory links between people and places and plans had proved too difficult to substantiate, and the
authorities had released him. Had been compelled to release him. This time, though, he’d surely been a bit
unlucky?
He’d been conscious of that when they’d arrested him three days earlier from his Cowley Road bed-sit and
taken him to St. Aldate’s Police Station in the City Center, when with conspicuous confidence they’d straightaway
charged him, and when the Magistrates’ Court (immediately opposite) had granted a remand into custody without
the slightest demur.
That, in turn, had been only a few hours after they’d discovered the explosives and the timers and the
detonators out in the flat in Bannister Close on the Blackbird Leys Estate. Jesus! What a mistake that had been to
tell them he’d never been anywhere near the flat, didn’t even know where the bloody block of flats was. Why had
they smiled at him?
Thinking back on things, he had felt uneasy that late afternoon a week ago when he’d gone along there—the
only time he’d ever gone along there. He’d heard neither the clicks of any hidden camera nor the tell-tale whirr of
a Camcorder; had seen no flashes, had spotted no suspicious unmarked van. No. It must have been someone in
one of the council houses opposite—if they’d got some photographic evidence against him.
Because the police had got something. So calm, this time. Especially that bugger Crawford. So bloody cocky.
It couldn’t be fingerprints, surely? As ever, the three of them had been almost neurotically finicky on that score,
and the dozen or so cans of booze had been put into a black plastic bag and duly consigned (Muldoon had no
reason to doubt) to one of the skips at the local Waste Reception Area.
But could they have been careless, and left something. Because the police had got something.
Still, he’d kept his cool pretty well when they’d grilled him on names, addresses, train-journeys, stolen cars,
money-transfers, weapons, explosives … For apart from a few regular protestations of ignorance and innocence,
he’d answered little. Or nothing. It was at a somewhat lower level of anxiety that he worried about the ransacking
of his bed-sit. They must have found them all by now. The videos.
Ever since he could remember, Muldoon had been preoccupied with the female body, in which (as he well
knew) he joined the vast majority of the human race, masculine, and some significant few of the human race,
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feminine. But in his own case the preoccupation was extraordinarily obsessive and intense; and intensifying as the
years passed by—frequently satisfied (oh, yes!) yet ever feeding, as it were, upon its own satiety.
Only thirteen, he had been, when the hard-eyed woman had ushered him through into the darkened warmth of
the cinema where, as he groped for a seat, his young eyes had immediately been transfixed upon the luridly
pornographic exploits projected on the screen there, his whole being jerked into an incredible joy …
Since he’d been in Oxford—three months now—he’d learned that the boss of the Bodleian Library was
entitled to receive a copy of every single book published in the UK. And in his own darkly erotic fancies,
Muldoon’s idea of Heaven was easily conceived: to be appointed Curator of some Ethereal Emporium receiving a
copy of every hard-porn video passed by some Celestial Film Censor as “Suitable Only For Advanced Voyeurs”,
with crates of Irish whiskey and trays of stout and cartons of cigarettes stacked double-deep all round his
penthouse walls …
Jesus! How could he even begin to cope is they put him inside for five—ten—years? Longer? Pleases, God—
no!
He’d not started off wanting too desperately to change the world, indeed not too troubled, in those early days,
even about changing the borders of a divided Ireland. Certainly never positively wanting to kill civilians …
women and children. But he had done so. Twice now. Or his bombs had. He rose from his bed, lit another
cigarette, and with the aid of an elbow-crutch stomped miserably around the small cell.
Sixteen years ago the accident had been, in Newry—when he’d crashed a stolen car at 96.5 mph (according to
police evidence). Somehow a piece of glass had cut a neat slice from the top of his left ear, and the paramedics
had had little option but to leave his right leg behind in the concertina’ed Cortina. All right, they’d given him an
artificial leg; patiently taught him how to use it. But he’d always preferred the elbow-crutch; indoors, anyway.
And no choice in the matter now, since the leg was back thee in the bed-sit—in a cupboard—along with the
videos.
Yes, they must have found them all by now. And a few other things. According to the solicitor fellow, they
were still going through his room with a tooth-comb, still going through the flat in Bannister Close, too. Jesus! If
they found him guilty—even on the possession of firearms and explosives charge …
Would he talk? Would he grass—if the police suggested some … some arrangement?
Course not! He had a right to silence, he had a duty to violence. Say nothing! Let them do the talking. He
wouldn’t. Unless things became unbearable, perhaps …
Muldoon sat down on the side of his bed once more, conscious that just a tiny corner of his resolution was
starting to crumble.
3
Twenty minutes later, Sergeant Lewis was still waiting patiently in the corridor outside the office of Detective
Inspector Crawford. He could hear the voices inside. Morse’s, Crawford’s, and a third—doubtless that of
Detective Sergeant Williams, but the general drift of the conversation escaped him. Only when (at last!) the door
partially opened did individual words become recognizable—and those, Morse’s:
“No!” (fortissimo) “No!” (forte) “And if you take my advice, you’ll have nothing to do with it yourself, either.
There are better ways of doing things than that, believe me.” (mezzo piano) “Cleverer ways, too.”
Looking unusually perturbed, his pale cheeks flushed, Morse closed the door behind him; and the words
“Christ Almighty!” (pianissimo) escaped his lips before he was aware of Lewis’s presence.
“What the hell are you doing here?”
“The Super rang me, sir. You told him I was running you back home.”
“Well, I wasn’t, was I?”
“What’s that got to do with Strange?”
“He was just checking up, that’s all.”
“Suspicious bugger!”
“He didn’t think you should be driving yourself.”
“You get off home. I’m fine.”
“You’re not, sir. You know you’re not.” About to expostulate, suddenly Morse decided to capitulate.
“What was all that about, then?” asked Lewis, as they walked along the endless corridors towards the car park.
4
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Behind them, in Crawford’s office, Sergeant Wilkins gave vent to his exasperation.
“A stuffed prick—that’s what he’s getting!”
“That’s unfair,” said Crawford quietly.
“But he doesn’t seem to understand. We’re not really planting evidence at all, are we? We’ve got the bloody
evidence. It was all there.”
“Was all there,” agreed Crawford, dejectedly.
“How bloody unlucky can you get in life!” Crawford was silent.
“You—you still going ahead with things, sir?”
“Look. I’ll never let Muldoon off the hook now. I’ll do anything to see that murderous sod behind bars!”
“Me, too. You know that.”
“It’s just that I’d have been happier in my own mind if Morse had been with us. He worries me, you see.
‘Cleverer ways,’ he said …”
“Seems to me he’s more worried about keeping his nose clean than seeing justice done.”
“Got a pension to worry about, hasn’t he? He’s finishing with us soon.” A sudden thought struck Sergeant
Williams:
“He won’t … he wouldn’t say anything about it, would he?”
“Morse? Oh, no.”
“Some people blab a bit—especially when they’ve had a drop too much to drink.”
“Not Morse. He’s never had too much to drink, anyway—not as he sees things.”
“Not much help, though, is he?”
“No. And I’m disappointed about that, but—”
“But what, sir?” Crawford took a deep breath.
“It’s just that—well, I found it moving, what he said just now—you know, what he thought about what was
valuable, what was important in life. The Super was saying exactly the same thing really, but … I dunno,
compared with Morse, he sounded sort of all big words and bull-shit—”
“Instead of all little words and horse-piss!”
“You’ve got him wrong, you know. He’s a funny bugger, I agree. But there’s a big streak of integrity
somewhere in Morse.”
“Perhaps so. Perhaps I’m being very unfair.” Crawford rose to his feet.
“Not very unfair—don’t be too hard on yourself. Let’s just say he’s a stuffed shirt, shall we? That’d be a bit
fairer than, er, than what you just called him.”
5
The sole trouble with Malt Whisky, Morse maintained, was that it left one feeling rather thirsty, and he insisted
that if Lewis really wished to learn what had transpired in Crawford’s office, it would have to be over a glass of
beer.
Thus it was that, ten minutes after being driven from Kidington Police HQ, Morse sat drinking a Lewispurchased pint at the King’s Arms in Banbury Road, and spelling out Crawford’s unhappy dilemma …
*
Following information received, a flat in Bannister Close had been under police surveillance for several weeks.
Patience had been rewarded, gradatim; and a dossier of interesting, suggestive, and potentially incriminating
evidence had been accumulated.
At intermittent periods the flat, it was believed, served in three separate capacities: first, as a meeting-house for
members of a terrorist cell (suspected of being responsible for the two recent bombing incidents in Oxford);
second, as a store-house for explosive and bomb-making equipment; third, as a safe-house for any other member
of the group on the run from elsewhere in the UK.
For the police to rush in where hardened terrorists were so fearful of treading would have been to miss a
golden opportunity of smashing an entire cell and of arresting its ring-leaders. But, perforce, this softly-softly
policy had been rescinded on the specific orders of the Home Office, following hot intelligence that a big step-up
in terrorist activity was scheduled for mainland Britain in the spring.
“Damage limitation”—that was the buzz-phrase now. All very well waiting patiently to net some of the big fish
—very laudable too!—but no longer justifiable in terms of potential civilian casualties.
Hence the slightly precipitate actions taken: first the raiding of the flat, empty of people yet full enough of
explosive materials, bombing equipment, and fingerprints; second, the arrest of Kieran Dominic Muldoon, the
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only one of the shadowed terrorists who had established himself as “of fixed address” in the city of Oxford.
Not the best of outcomes, certainly, since the other birds had by now abandoned their nests; as they would
have done in any case, unless they had been cornered en bloc … or unless Kieran Muldoon could now be
“persuaded” in some way … bribed, cajoled, decoyed, lured, trapped—into betraying the whereabouts of his
fellow fanatics … For example, there were two other properties being watched, one in Jericho; one out on the
Hotley Road.
There had been some little disappointment about the contents of Muldoon’s own small living-quarters in the
Cowley Road: a technical manual on bomb-making, though, and some dozens of addresses, code-names,
telephone numbers: almost enough evidence there, and all duly impounded and documented and dispatched for
forensic tests and all the rest of it—and finally, of course, to be exhibited.
And—and—in addition to all this, two little solidly connecting links between Muldoon’s bed-sit and Bannister
Close. Two little beauties!
The first, a can of Beamish stout, found under a sofa in the flat at Bannister Close, with Muldoon’s fingerprints
daubed all over it. The second, a photograph of Muldoon himself climbing the outside iron staircase leading up to
the balconied first floor there: an unequivocal, unambiguous photograph—both of the place, yes, and of the man
—with the left side of his face in profile; and a splendid view of that unmistakable ear, a segment sliced so neatly
from the top.
In addition the police had a taped interview with Muldoon, as well as a signed statement—the latter containing
a firm denial of his ever having been at the Blackbird Leys Estate, let alone in Bannister Close.
Every procedure had been scrupulously followed from the start: a comprehensive register of exhibits had been
typed out and checked; the key “continuity” in the handling of these exhibits had been meticulously maintained;
and the Exhibits Officer appointed was an experienced man, fully conversant with his specific responsibilities.
“Everything hunky-dory, Lewis. Except—”
“Don’t tell me they’ve lost something?”
“Not ‘they’; ‘he’.”
“The photo?”
“And the can!”
“Bloody hell! What was he? Who is he?”
“Watson. Detective Constable Watson.”
“Poor chap!” Morse grinned feebly.
“Perhaps he never should have been a detective—not with a name like that.”
“How did he come to lose—”
“Ah! that’s the good news, Lewis. He’s not exactly lost them at all, so he says.”
“What’s the bad news, then?”
“The bad news is he can’t find them. Nor can half a dozen other people—who’ve been through everything
umpteen times.”
Lewis, a man who swore very rarely, surprised his chief a second time:
“Bloody hell!”
“And Crawford, my colleague and former friend Crawford—you’ll never believe this!—is planning to put
them both back on the Exhibits Register: the can and the photo.”
“How on earth does he think—?”
“That’s where he thought I might come in.”
“Well, you can’t really blame him too much, perhaps.”
Morse looked up in amazement, his blue eyes penetratingly fierce upon those of his subordinate. He spoke in a
chilling hiss:
“What—did—you—say?” Lewis sought to stand his ground:
“It’s not—I mean, it’s not as if he was fabricating the evidence, is it, sir?” Morse exploded now, and several
other customers turned round as they heard his furious rejoinder.
“What the hell is it then—if it isn’t fabrication? Come on, man! For Christ’s sake tell me what you think it
bloody well is?”
Lewis was badly taken aback. The blood had drained from his cheeks, and he could make no answer.
“Facilis descensus Averno,”\fn{The descent to Hell is easy; from Virgil’s Aenead} mumbled Morse.
“Pardon, sir?”
“Forget it. And take me home!” Morse drained his beer and banged his glass down heavily on the table.
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There was a supremely awkward silence between the two of them until the car pulled into Morse’s parkingspace outside his North Oxford flat. Then it was Lewis who spoke:
“Inspector Crawford,” he said slowly and quietly, “was very kind to me when I first came to HQ—couple of
years before I knew you. He’s a good man. He wouldn’t do anything that was basically unfair—I know that. So, if
you will sir, I want you to do me a big favour. I want you to go and see him, tell him that you told me about …
things, and tell him that if I can do anything—” But Morse cut him viciously short.
“Lewis, my son! Don’t you start giving me bloody orders, all right?
“I wasn’t really—”
“Shut up! And if you don’t forget all this bloody nonsense—now!—you stop being my sergeant, is that clear?
And you won’t be anybody else’s bloody sergeant, either—not while I’m in the Force! You’ll be queuing up for
your dole money, like plenty of other poor sods. Is that understood?”
Morse got out of the car and slammed the door shut with an almighty bang.
6
Next morning, with extreme reluctance, with deep distaste—and with considerable embarrassment—Morse
called into Crawford’s office, and did his sergeant’s bidding.
7
He was being treated fairly well—better than he deserved or expected—Muldoon knew that. Even Crawford
had been pretty reasonable; distanced, unsmiling, yes—but not positively unpleasant. Told him about his rights:
his right to receive a few visitors (he didn’t want any of those!); to wear his own clothes; to have food brought in
to him—if he could afford it, if he wanted it; to share in the recreational facilities provided, including TV and
snooker …
So tight, the supervision though—oppressive, constricting supervision. How he longed to be out somewhere:
out in the streets, out in a car, out in a pub—out anywhere.
Oh, Jesus! With naked lust he looked at a photograph of a naked model taken in the sun in the Sun, when the
door of his cell was unlocked and Crawford (again!) came in.
It was all about those houses (again!)—those other houses the police had been watching: the Jericho house—
the “safe-house”, as Muldoon had always known it; and that (much dodgier) semi-detached, semi-derelict little
property out on the Horley Road. Why did Crawford keep going on about those bloody houses? Why?
“You stayed in either of them, Muldoon?”
“No.”
“Never?”
“Never.”
“Any of your friends ever stayed there?”
“Stayed where?”
“Well, let’s talk about Jericho first, shall we?”
“Where?”
“Jericho.”
“I thought Jericho was near Jerusalem.”
“What about Botley Road?”
“Which road?”
“You know, just down past the station.”
“You mean the bus station?”
“No. the railway station.”
“Never been down there. Don’t think so.”
“All right. So why not come out with us? Just to have a look, that’s all.”
“No chance.”
“Might jog the memory, you never know.”
“No memory to jog, is there?”
“You said you’d never been to Blackbird Leys.”
“So?”
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“We’ve got a photo of you there.”
“So you say.”
“Why not come out and have a quick look at these other places, that’s all we ask?”
“No point, is there?” Crawford half rose to his feet.
“Pity, you know. We could have made life that little bit easier for you, one way or another.”
“What’s that s’posed to mean?”
“Look, Muldoon. We don’t expect you to shop your mates. All I’m saying is this: if you agree to come out and
make a couple o’ statements—even if they’re a load of rubbish …” Muldoon not only looked puzzled; he was
puzzled.
“What’s it you’re after? How the hell’s it going to help you if—” But Crawford, risen to his feet, now
brusquely cut short Muldoon’s protestations.
“No! You’re right. It’s not going to help much at all, is it? It was just that …”
“Yeah? Just what?” Muldoon leaned forward, interested in spite of himself; and Crawford slowly sat down
again on the hard, upright chair.
“Look, lad! Let me put my cards on the table. It’s going to be bloody difficult for you to stay out of prison—
this time. I know that –you know that. And shall I tell you something else? It’s one helluva job—even for me—to
get you out of this place, even for an hour or two; even to buy you a ride on one of the Tourist Busses. D’you
know how many signatures I’d need for that—apart from the governor’s?”
Jesus! Muldoon looked down at the floor as Crawford continued.
“There’s only two ways we can give you any little outing. One’s if you get transferred somewhere—up to
Bullingdon Prison, say. Not very likely that, though, for a few weeks yet. And the other’s if you’d agree to … But
I’m wasting my breath. Pity though! As I say, we could have made it worth your while—well worth your while
…” Muldoon suddenly squared his mouth, and bared a set of ugly, deeply nicotined teeth.
“Come on! Spill it, Crawford. What’s in it for me?”
“Not much. We couldn’t afford to give you a season-ticket at the local knocking-shop, but—”
“But what?”
“Next best thing, perhaps?”
“Yeah? And what’s that s’posed to mean?” Crawford sighed.
“I can’t make any marvelous promises—you know that. But if you agreed to keep your mouth shut—like we
would—”
“Go on!”
“Well, what do you want? Fags? Booze? Money? Sex-videos? …” Muldoon shook his head, albeit
indecisively.
“OK. Well, that settles it, then.” Crawford rose quickly to his feet now, this time with a purposiveness
heralding an imminent departure. But Muldoon was on his feet too.
“When d’you reckon—when could this have been? With the videos, say?” Crawford shrugged indifferently.
“Tomorrow? Day after? Not quite sure, really. It’s just that we got some pretty hot stuff in last week—from
Denmark—and one or two of the lads thought they ought just to give it, you know, give it the once-over.”
“How long would they be? Watching that stuff?”
“Dunno, really. Couple of hours? But longer? Till the booze runs out? Some of ’em tell me they get a little bit
bored—after a while. But I don’t reckon they’re going to get bored too quickly with this little lot.”
Muldoon sat silent for a while. Muldoon sat silent for a considerable while. Finally he breathed in deeply, held
his breath—and exhaled, noisily. Then he let yet another cigarette. And another little corner of his resolution was
collapsing. Had collapsed.
“Tomorrow, you say?” Phew!
Outside the re-locked room, Inspector Crawford also exhaled, though silently. And to Sergeant Wilkins,
standing at the far end of the corridor, he gave a faint smile, and raised his right fist to shoulder-level, the thumb
upstanding proud like some membrum virile blessed with a joyous erection.
8
After returning from Inspector Crawford’s room late that same afternoon, Sergeant Lewis found Morse seated
at his desk, The Times in front of him, looking grim—and smoking a cigarette. It seemed to Lewis, in view of the
tight-lipped taciturnity hitherto observed between the pair of them throughout the day, that it was the latter
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activity which afforded the more promising ice-breaker.
“I thought you’d given up, sir?”
“I have—many times. In fact I’ve given up smoking more often tan anyone else in the history of the habit. By
rights I should have a paragraph all to myself in The Guinness Book of Records.”
The tone of Morse’s words was light enough, perhaps, but the underlying mood was somber. And Lewis, too,
as he sat down, looked far from happy with himself.
“You told me off good and proper last night, didn’t you, sir? And I deserved it. You were right. To be truthful, I
wish I’d taken a bit more notice of you.”
“Why this sudden change of heart?”
“Well, it’s getting … it’s getting all a bit involved and underhand—”
“Dishonest.”
“Yes … and messy.” The hard lines on Morse’s face relaxed somewhat.
“You can hardly expect the sort of classical economy and purity of line you get when you’re working with me!
Crawford’s a cretin—that’s common knowledge, isn’t it?”
“No he’s not! It’s just that—well, I don’t honestly think he’s all that bright.”
“Your judgment is reasserting itself, Sergeant.” Lewis was silent.
“Come on. You know you’re dying to tell me all about it.”
“I thought you didn’t want anything to do with it.”
“How right you are!” snapped Morse bitterly. He got up and took his mackintosh off its peg. A persistent
drizzle had stippled the window that looked out over the car-park—a window through which Lewis had so often
seen Morse gazing as he grappled in his mind with the problems of a case. Saw him so gazing now; but only for a
few seconds, before he put on his mackintosh and walked to the door.
“Make sure you lock up! If there’s some crook around prepared to pinch an empty can of Beamish, what the
hell’s he going to do with my Glenfiddich? Goo’ night!”
The door slammed, and Morse was gone. But Lewis heard no footsteps along the corridor; and twenty seconds
later the door reopened slowly, and Morse stepped back into his office.
“It would help, Lewis, wouldn’t it, if you told me what’s worrying you.”
“Yes,” replied Lewis simply.
“You should have told me earlier.”
“You looked, well, pretty grim, sir.”
“What? Oh, that! That was just me—not you. Six minutes—to the second almost—with the crossword! Would
have been just about the record—except for one clue: I couldn’t do 14 across. Still can’t do bloody 14 across.”
“Shall I have a look at it?”
“You? Fat lot o’ use that’d be!”
Lewis looked down at the threadbare patch of off-white carpet on his own side of Morse’s desk.
“If you could spare five minutes, sir—I’d feel a lot happier.”
Morse took off his mackintosh, replaced it on its peg, and resumed his seat in the black-leather armchair
behind his desk.
9
As Morse now began to see, Crawford’s scheme hardly matched the strategic genius of Napoleon at Austerlitz,
or NASA in planning one of its moon missions.
At 20.30, an hour after lighting-up time, on Thursday, 31 March, Muldoon, handcuffed to a police officer, his
head concealed from any inquisitive public or press intrusion beneath a gray prison blanket, would be taken from
Oxford Prison in an unmarked police van. The outing had already been sanctioned (no problem) “in pursuance of
corroborative or associative evidence”. No one had ever understood this long-winded phrase, yet it had the merit
of sounding most impressive.
The prisoner would be taken first to Jericho, then to Botley; shown over the two properties in question; and
invited, on each occasion, to make a brief statement. This, in truth, in the interests of verisimilitude only. Yet (as
Crawford maintained) there was always just the possibility that Muldoon would say something of value. Prisoners
had grassed in the past; prisoners would grass in the future.
Thereafter things would become a little more complicated. Muldoon would then be informed that the reward
for his cooperation lay some ten miles away, along the A40, in a police-houses in Witney. In fact, the van would
be driven out from Botley on to the western Ring Road; and, after a suitably convincing “ten-mile” detour, would
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land up in the Blackbird Leys Estate, on the eastern side of Oxford, beyond the Rover car-plant at Cowley. At
which point, Crawford’s careful, albeit clumsy, planning would enter its critical phase.
The outward appearance of Bannister Close might well be fairly familiar to Muldoon. Although he had visited
the flat only once (as it appeared) there was the real possibility that he might recognize some aspect of the lock—
its architectural style, its black-painted balcony, the colours of its doors and windows—even in semi-darkness.
And no risks could be taken.
Therefore, Muldoon, still handcuffed, would be dropoped off at the rear of the block, where a main road ran
behind the back of the properties. In the interests of public safety a five-foot fence of vertical wooden slats had
been erected to separate this road from Bannister Close. But as in so many parts of the Estate, vandals had been at
work here too, and several irregular gaps had been kicked through the fencing; and (Crawford had done his
homework) there was a most convenient opening, two or three feet wide, in the stretch almost immediately behind
Number 14.
Easy. And since a fairly steep grassy slope led down from the fence to the concreted path running beside the
rear entrance to the flats, it seemed wholly unlikely that a man with only one leg was going to be too deeply
engrossed in his environment.
The flat originally raided was on the first floor, with access only via an external stairway, one at each end of
the block. But by a stroke of good fortune, the flat beneath it on the ground floor, was empty; had been empty for
several months—the For Sale notice stuck into the scratty patch of weedy waste which passed itself off in the
property’s specification as “a small front garden”. And it was to be in the living-room of this flat (Crawford had
decreed) that the scene was to be set: off screen, and on screen, as it were.
One of Creawford’s old colleagues, now a senior member of the Obscene Publications Squad—a man with the
not inappropriate name of Cox—would be providing an outsize TV screen, together with a veritable feast of
video-sex for the viewers. Only five viewers though: Cox himself, Crawford, Wilkins, Lewis—and Muldoon.
An inviting tray of Beamish stout would be available, and the four police officers would each nonchalantly
help themselves from it, drinking straight from the cans—no glasses! And a man who had tasted no alcohol for a
week—and an Irishman, to boot—would surely speedily succumb.
And if he didn’t? Well, no real worry. Quite a few props would be required to set the stage and—wait for it!—
behold now Crawford’s coup de grâce! A ridiculously oversized furniture van had been hired to convey a carpet,
four chairs, a settee, a table, a large TV set—wait!—and this van would still be parked outside the property when,
after the final curtain, Muldoon would emerge—through the front door. And there, bang in front of him, instead of
a potentially recognizable prospect, would stand the great pantechnicon, blocking anything and everything—
particularly the council houses opposite.
And now—O Napoleon!—mark a stroke of rare genius. Not only would the van serve to bring the props; not
only would it conceal the view over that unlovely neighbourhood, it would also house the photographer, who
would once more capture Muldoon on film outside the very place of which earlier he had so vehemently denied
all knowledge. This time, though, from much closer quarters—from behind a grille (removed) in the side of the
van, with a camera loaded with 1000 ASA film, and positioned on a tripod to prevent any shake.
And that would be that. A whole series of shots this time. And (Crawford had averred) if DC Watson or some
other incompetent idiot lost those, then good luck to Muldoon and his co-criminals! The police wouldn’t deserve
to catch, or the courts to convict them.
But that wouldn’t happen again. For Muldoon it would be back to Oxford. Back to prison. And very soon, if
there were any justice in life, back to prison for life. For whatever the dishonesty of the scheme devised against
him, Muldoon was a cruel and murderous bastard. There could be no mistake on that score.
10
Such was Lewis’s account—of Crawford’s account—itself, in turn, transmuted in Morse’s mind to the
heightened version presented to the reader in the preceding paragraphs. When it was finished, Morse looked
almost as puzzled as (apparently) the prisoner himself had looked earlier.
“Has Muldoon got any idea that things have gone missing?”
“Seems not, sir.”
“He must be suspicious, though—about being offered something for nothing? It’s surely very improbable, isn’t
it, that he’s going to spill any beans?”
“We do get informers, though. And they do get paid.”
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“Unusual currency—sex videos.”
“Well, that’s his particular taste, according to Crawford. They found dozens of ’em in his room. Not natural, is
it?”
“Not all that un-natural, would you say?”
“Have you seen some of these videos?”
“No, Lewis, Unlike you, I’ve lived a very sheltered life. I have tried to get invited along to one of these pornoparties, but everybody seems to think I’m above such things.”
“You wouldn’t enjoy ’em, sir. They make you feel—well, cheap, somehow.”
“Perhaps most of us are cheap.” Lewis shook his head. “And goodness knows what the missus would say if
she knew.”
“Need she know?”
“You’d understand better if you were married, sir.” Morse was silent for a short while before continuing:
“I’ll tell you one thing: I wish I could understand Crawford better. Why doesn’t he do things a bit more
simply?”
“What are you thinking of?”
“Well, if he’s lost a beer-can, why doesn’t he just give the fellow another beer-can—and then stick it in the
exhibits locker?”
“I’m not sure. That I think he feels it’ll salve his conscience a bit if it comes from Blackbird Leys, you know—
not from the prison.”
“What’s the difference? It’s dishonest either way.”
“You’d have to ask Crawford that. I don’t know.”
“And why not just fiddle the photo? I know a Spanish chap—name of McSevich—”
“Spanish? With a name like that?”
“Like you, Lewis, I am not privy to some of the greater mysteries in life. All I know is that this cahp’s a wizard
with a camera. He can stick a ghost in the middle of a group-photograph—all that sort of fake stuff. He can
probably let you have a snap of the Home Secretary outside a strip-club—in his jock-strap.”
“In the dark.” Morse grinned.
“No problem.”
“That would be even more dishonest though.”
“I think—I think I understand why Crawford’s doing it this way.”
“You do? Well, tell me. Come on! Come on, Lewis! Try!”
Lewis took a deep breath. It was going to be difficult—but he would try.
“Look at it this way, sir. If I—let’s say I was being unfaithful to the missus and going off somewhere with a
lady-friend. Let’s say I’d told the missus I was going by train—but I wasn’t really going by train at all, because
this lady-friend was going to pick me up in her car somewhere, all right?”
“Lewis, I look at you in a completely new light!”
“It’s just that I’d rather have a taxi actually take me to the station, and get picked up there—rather than meet in
St. Giles’ or somewhere. I know you wouldn’t understand something like that, but—”
“But I do,” said Morse quietly. “I know exactly what you mean.” Lewis felt encouraged to add a gloss:
“It’s as if Crawford’s only prepared to be dishonest in an honest sort of way.” Morse recited the couplet that
had been going through his mind.
Honour rooted in Dishonour stood,
And Faith, unfaithful, kept him falsely true.

“Who wrote that, sir?”
“Forget.”\fn{Tennyson, Idylls of the King: Lancelot and Elaine} Morse rose from his desk, a final thought striking him.
“You know, if your prisoner’s going to be handcuffed ll the while, it’s bound to be a funny old photo, isn’t it?
Won’t it give the game away?”
“No. He’s only got one leg. And he couldn’t scarper if he wanted to. Even you could catch him if he tried
anything on, sir.”
“Thank you very much!” Lewis too rose from his chair, reluctantly, unhappily—and made his decision.
“I’m going back to see Inspector Crawford. I’m not having anything to do with it. I’m letting him down, I
know—after what I told him. But I—it’s just not on. I can’t do it. He’ll have to find somebody else.” Morse came
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round the desk and placed a hand on Lewis’s shoulder.
“You get off home and see the missus. Leave all this to me. I’ll go along and see Crawford myself. Have no
fears!”
“You’re sure, sir?”
“Absolutely. There’ll be no trouble finding somebody to take your place.”
After Lewis had gone, Morse walked over to the window, and spent several minutes gazing out across the carpark.
11
When, after Muldoon, he had squeezed himself through the gap in the fencing, Morse stood beside his charge
and unlocked the handcuffs—almost immediately to realize that the man with only one leg and an elbow-crutch
was considerably more nimble than he in negotiating the grassy slope at the rear of the Bannister close flats. But
Muldoon was patiently waiting for his escort, on the concreted path, when Morse finally effected his decent, the
palm of his left hand ever reaching out for support to the side wall of a row of sheds in which the residents of the
block doubtless stored bicycles, and old lawnmowers, and (inevitably) virtually empty pots of house-paint.
The ground here was liberally littered with crisp and cigarette packets and all the usual detritus of a run-down
neighbourhood: a circumstance most grievous to Chief Inspector Morse. But the first part of the operation had
been accomplished successfully, and sufficient light was thrown from the lace-curtained, white-painted windows
there for Morse to see exactly where they were. Behind the kitchen window of Number 13, beside a carton of
Persil washing-powder, was a “Vote Conservative” poster, propped upside-down against a broken pane. Morse
had done his homework too.
“Sh!”
Morse raised a finger to his lips, then pointed across to the right—towards the far end of the flats. He spoke
very quietly.
“Let me know if you hear a whistle. That’ll be Sergeant Wilkins, giving us the all-clear.” Muldoon nodded.
“Or if you hear anything else for that matter,” mumbled Morse, moving over to Muldoon’s right.
For half a minute or so, the two men stood there side by side, unmoving, silent. No noise. Then, all of a
sudden, to the left, at some point at the side of the sheds, there was the sound of a metal dust-bin lid, as if blown
off its base in a gust of wind and now rumbling in a decelerating circle.
Muldoon whipped himself round immediately to face the direction whence the rattle had originated, crouching
down instinctively, and remaining frozen for several seconds—both he and Morse (the latter still facing the
opposite way) experiencing a frisson of fear, though each for a different reason.
“Wha’s tha’?” whispered Muldoon.
But Morse made no answer, and the night, beneath the darkly overcast sky, was wholly still once more. No
more noise at all, in fact; and if thee had been a low whistle from the far end of the block, it ws heard by neither
escort nor prisoner. Instead, Inspector Crawford now appeared at the double-fronted glass doors slightly further
along; and first Muldoon, then Morse, stepped over the threshold into the living-room of Number 13 b\Bannister
close.
12
Although he had lost his religious faith many years since, Morse still retained a sort of residual religiosity, and
two days after the bizarre incidents just described, he was seated, in mid morning, in his North Oxford flat,
listening with awesome reverence to the Fauré Requium—when the doorbell rang.
“Can I come in, Morse?” Ill-at-ease, on the doorstep, stood Inspector Crawford.
“Look,” he began, seated a minute later opposite Morse in the lounge. “I just want to thank you for your help,
that’s all. I know you didn’t approve of what I did, but—”
“What’s gone wrong?” asked Morse, reluctantly switching off the CD player. Crawford shook his head sadly.
“Every bloody thing—that’s what! You remember that Beamish we had—”
“Much appreciated!”
“—it was a new thing of theirs. ‘Cask Pour’, they call it.” Morse knew all about such things:
“All the flavour from a can you’d normally expect from a barrel—that’s the idea.”
“Yes, but that particular product only came onto the market on 28 th March—last Monday—you couldn’t get it
before then. Big launch on the telly, in the papers …”
“So … so the can with Muldoon’s fingerprints in it—?”
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“Yes! Couldn’t possibly have come from the flat t\at the time we raided it.”
“Will anybody notice though?”
“Watson noticed.”
“Not PC Watson?” Morse raised his eyebrows.
“I see what you mean,” he said slowly. “Not exactly an Einstein, is he?”
“And if he noticed it …”
“Ye-es.”
“All that palaver, Morse—and I go and act like a greenhorn.”
“Never mind. You’ve got your photographs.”
“No! They’re no bloody good either!”
“Don’t tell me your fellow forgot to put a film in the camera?”
“Oh no. He took some fine photos. Marvelously clear—too bloody clear. You see, Muldoon almost never
ventured out and about with his elbow-crutch—I’d forgotten that. And the original photo we took showed him
with an artificial leg. Course it bloody did!”
“Oh dear! Did, er, did Watson spot that as well?”
“He did.”
“You know, if that fellow could only stop losing things, he’d probably make ‘inspector’”.
“He can have my job any time he likes!”
“Can’t you must cut the bottom off the photos?” suggested Morse.
“Trouble is, I’d cut off the flat numbers as well if I did that—the way they’ve turned out; then they might just
as well have been taken in Timbuktu as in Bannister Close.”
“I take your point,” said Morse.
“Anyway, I didn’t come here to burden you with my troubles. As I say, I just wanted to thank you—in person.
I didn’t want to say anything over the blower—can’t be too careful. So—if we can … if we can just, well, draw a
veil over things? And I’m sorry I’ve been such a cretin.” Morse got to his feet and stood in front of Crawford.
“Don’t say that.” He spoke in a kindly fashion, oblivious (it appeared) that this was the self-same word he’d
used so recently himself to describe his fellow officer. “You could do with a drink.”
“I could do with two,” corrected Crawford. Morse went to his drinks-cabinet and took out the Glenfiddich, at
the same time switching on again, albeit softly, the In Paradisium from the Fauré Requium.
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Four days later, on Wednesday 6 April, an oblong buff envelope (“Please Do Not Bend”) arrived by Registered
Delivery at the Thames Valley Police HQ, addressed to Chief Inspector Morse. Inside the envelope, together with
two very glossy black-and-white photographs, was an invoice—and a letter:
Morse, old boy,
Sorry about the delay—Easter post and all that. Not bad, are they? Cheque please, as per invoice, asap. No extra fee
charged for knocking over that bloody dust-bin! What will you think of next?
Pity I couldn’t get the crutch in—he’d turned too far round. Interesting configuration of the left ear, though. I trust
you’ll approve of the “topographically recognizable setting” (your specification). In fact the capsized Tory poster is a
nice little prop, don’t you reckon?
By the way, what the hell are they doing voting Tory down there?
Yours aye,
Manuel (McS)
PS Did I mention the cheque—asap?

Morse looked at the two photographs; and like the Almighty surveying one of his acts of Creation, he saw that
they were good.
He reached for the phone and rang Inspector Crawford to tell him of his eleventh-hour reprieve—soon learning
from Sergeant Wilkins that Crawford had just been called in to see Strange. He’d pass the message on, though.
14
When, half an hour later, Crawford came in, Morse reached into a drawer for the envelope. But it was
Crawford, looking preternaturally pleased with himself, who immediately seized the initiative.
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“I was just going to call you. You’ll never guess what’s happened.”
“Watson’s unearthed his lost exhibits?”
“Better than that.”
“They’ve just appointed PC Watson Chief Constable?” Crawford blurted it out:
“Muldoon! He’s changed his plea—through his lawyer. He’s pleading guilty as charged on all counts. And he’s
come clean on the Jericho and Botley places. Very interesting what he’s told us about them. Complete change of
heart, that’s what he’s had, Muldoon—with the, er, encouragement of some, you know—one or two little
privileges.”
“Well done!” said Morse, quietly slipping the envelope back into its drawer.
“And Strange? He’s over the moon.”
“Everybody’ll be pleased.”
“Lucky though, wasn’t I?” said Crawford reflectively.
“We all deserve a little bit of luck now and then,” said Morse.
After Crawford had gone, Morse once more took the photographs from their envelope, and looked at them
briefly again—especially at that neatly sliced left ear—before slowly tearing them up and dropping the pieces into
his waste-paper basket.
Then he wrote out a cheque, and addressed an envelop to Manuel McSevich, Esquire, The Studio, High St.,
Abingdon, Oxon. It seemed to Morse a quite disproportionate sum to pay; yet, perhaps, not totally exorbitant—
considering the nature of the entertainment which that most unusual of evenings had provided.
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Only very occasionally did Superintendent Strange patronize the canteen at HQ. But that lunchtime, as the
solitary Morse sat at a corner table, his back to his colleagues, rather dejectedly sipping a bowl of lukewarm leek
soup, he felt a hand on his shoulder.
“Can I join you?”
Morse nodded a supererogatory “yes”, as strange unloaded from his tray a vast plateful of steak-and-kidney
pie, two bread rolls, and a substantial wedge of treacle-tart covered—nay smothered—with custard.
“You heard about Muldoon, Morse?”
“Inspector Crawford told me the good news.” Strange rubbed his hands gleefully.
“Excellent, isn’t it? Excellent! Not the slightest suspicion of any undue police pressure either—you know that!”
“So I understand, sir.”
“Above suspicion, eh? Like Caesar’s wife.”
“Let’s hope so.”
“You couldn’t remember her name, could you?”
“No.”
“Crawford could, though.”
Morse nodded. Crawford was clearly the flavour of the month. So be it.
“You’re not eating much?” queried Strange, forking another great gobbet of meat into his mouth.
“I’m not very hungry today.”
“It’s a wonder you’re not in the pub, then. You’re usually thirsty enough.”
The reminder did little to lighten Morse’s mood; and in sycophantic fashion he quickly sought to change the
drift of the conversation.
“How’s that little grandson of yours, sir?”
“Fine. Absolutely fine! Did I show you his latest photo?” Morse nodded, hurriedly.
“Still behaving himself?” For a few seconds, Strange looked slightly uneasy—before leaning over the almost
empty plate of treacle-tart, a mischievous glint in his eye.
“To tell you the truth, Morse, his mother rang us only last night. Seems she left him with a baby-sitter when
she went to church for Easter-morning service. And d’you know what the little bugger did? He went and bit the
bloody baby-sitter’s hand!”
“Just a temporary lapse,” suggested Morse.
“Course it was! We can’t be good all the time, can we? None of us can.” Morse nodded slowly.
“No, sir. We all have the occasional moment when we’re not—we’re not particularly proud of ourselves.”
Strange appeared gratified by this latter sentiment, and after spooning up his last mouthful of custard he sat
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back, replete and relaxed. Taking out his wallet, he extracted, just as he had done a week earlier, the latest
snapshot of Grandson Number One (two years, three months).
“Super little chap, Morse. You can leave him with anybody—well, almost anybody! As good as gold, almost.”
As if with mutual understanding, the two policemen looked at each other then.
And smiled.
225.117 Beyond The Inhabited World: Roman Britain\fn{by Anthony Simon Thwaite (1930- )} Chester, Cheshire
West & Cheshire, England, United Kingdom (M) 26
A few miles from where I live in Norfolk, a large field stretches away from the road, close to a medieval
church. One day in late autumn, when the ground had just been ploughed, I walked across this field; and as I
walked, I began to pick up things from the soil—pieces of pottery, bits of glass, tiles. Suddenly I stooped down
and picked up a coin. It was about the size of a 2p\fn{ Two pence:H} piece, but much thicker, with an uneven edge.
The coin was a dull greenish colour. On one side was a man’s head, on the other the figure of a woman holding a
shield and a spear.
The things I had found were Roman, because this field, which for centuries has been ploughed and sowed and
harvested by farmers, 1,900 years ago was a Roman town, Venta Icenorum. The town walls, made of flint and
earth, still surround the field. Once they were 11 feet thick and 20 feet high, and each of the walls had a town gate.
Houses and temples and shops and a town hall stood within. There were pottery kilns, workshops for making
glass, public baths, and a big market-place in the centre of the town. Nothing is left of these on the surface; but
during dry summers, archaeologists have photographed the field from the air and their pictures show the outlines
of buildings and streets as crop-marks, like ghostly shapes under the ripening corn.
Venta Icenorum is only one of hundreds of Roman settlements in Britain. There is hardly an area of the British
Isles where Roman remains have not been found, from Cornwall to Kent, from west Wales to East Anglia, and
even as far north as the extremem tip of Scotland, which the Romans never conquered.\fn{ Even on the Orkney and
Shetland Islands:H} For almost 400 years there were Roman troops in Britain: that is as long a period as from the
time of Queen Elizabeth I to the present day. And the influence of Roman government and Roman habits lasted
much longer than that, among the ordinary people of Britain—those people we call “Romano-British”.
This book tells you about the life of those people: their houses, farms, shops, temples, roads; how they fitted
into the rest of the great Roman Empire, how they were ruled and how they sometimes rebelled against that rule;
how they worked, what things they used, what they believed in. We know about these things partly through the
remains that have been found in the earth, under modern city streets and almost everywhere where more recent
men have disturbed the soil by digging; and partly through the writings of the Romans themselves. Because the
Romans were the first people in British history who could write and who left behind them written accounts of
their work—and sometimes even of their play.
While I am writing this, I have on the desk next to me that coin I found at Venta Icenorum. Sometimes I pick it
up and try to spell out the worn inscription that runs round the edge, surrounding the man’s head on one side and
the woman with the shield and spear on the other. The man is an Emperor of the first century A.D., the woman is
the Roman goddess of Victory.
Whoever dropped that coin one day almost 2,000 years ago was as real as the coin. I try to imagine that person,
and the whole distant world of Roman Britain.
*
One of the most famous dates in history is 55 B.C., the year when Julius Caesar made his first invasion of
Britain. He sailed from Gaul (modern France) with his battle fleet, landed on the Kentish coast close to where
Deal now stands, and sent about ten thousand soldiers into action. They managed to beat the native Britons after
some fierce fighting, but they had advanced only a little way into the country when news came that many of
Caesar’s ships had been wrecked in a storm: the invasion had taken place late in the year, in September, when the
seas were getting rough. So Caesar called back his troops and returned to Gaul, rather than leave them cut off on
the enemy island.
A year later, in 54 B.C., he tried again, and again made a small advance into Britain, but this time he returned
in a hurry because of a revolt that had broken out in Gaul. Although Julius Caesar is always thought of as the great
invader of Britain, his invasions were very brief and they achieved very little.
But what was the invasion for in the first place? And what sort of country was Caesar invading?
You must imagine a land with no roads, hardly anywhere you would call a town, here and there small groups
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of huts made of stone, turf and earth; dense woods, tangled undergrowth and marsh in much of the lowland
country to the south and east, and the hills in these parts crowned by forts ringed with ditches and earth ramparts;
a very small, very scattered population, working tiny fields which they ploughed with simple hand-ploughs and
whose crops they reaped with iron sickles. They kept cows, sheep, pigs and goats, they made pottery and coins,
they were skilful at making beautifully decorated bronze helmets, shields, mirrors and brooches. But these people
belonged to separate tribes, which squabbled and fought with one another about the rights of holding land;
because over the years the population was growing, new tribes were arriving across the Channel from the east and
from Normandy and Brittany, and in those thickly forested plains and valleys good agricultural land was getting
scarce.
The Romans had ruled Gaul for a long time; it was one of the richest and most pleasant parts of their Empire,
though—as in Britain—the native Gallic tribes still sometimes fought among themselves, and occasionally
against the Romans too. Some of these Gauls fled as refugees to Britain; others had come as conquerors
themselves. A man called Commius was one of these. Commius had been an ally of Caesar, but when a rival tried
to kill him he escaped to Britain, where he managed to set himself up as leader of a tribe called the Atrebates.
They settled in Sussex, Hampshire and south Berkshire.
It was a war between two other tribes, the Catuvellauni (who lived in a kingdom which stretched from
Hertfordshire in the south to the Wash in the east) and the Trinovantes (whose area was Essex and Suffolk), that
gave Julius Caesar one of his excuses for invading Britain. Caesar said he was going to make peace between them
—which meant that he wanted to conquer both tribes, as well as the tribe of Cantiaci who lived in Kent. Caesar
defeated the king of the Catuvellauni near what is now St Albans.
These campaigns of 55-54 B.C. were fierce and bloody for both the Romans and the British tribes. Julius
Caesar himself wrote about them, in part of a book called The Gallic Wars. He felt that the islands of Britain were
a challenge to him; British chiefs had helped those in Gaul to cause trouble to the Romans, and Caesar thought it
would be pleasant for the Roman citizens to hear of new victories and conquests on the distant northern edge of
the empire, particularly at a time when there was a good deal of political unrest at home. But almost as soon as the
king of the Catuvellauni had surrendered, news came from Gaul that that country was getting ready for a new
revolt. So Caesar had to hurry back to settle the matter.
The Roman historian, Tacitus, wrote about the period that followed, when in Italy, the heartland of the Empire
there came the Civil Wars, with the leading men of Rome fighting against their country. Even when peace returned,
Britain was long out of mind. Augustus spoke of this as “policy”, Tiberius called it “precedent”. Gaius Caesar\fn{ Perhaps better known in our time as the emperor Caligula:H } unquestionably planned an invasion of Britain; but his quick
fancies shifted like a weathercock, and his vast efforts against Germany ended in farce.\fn{ Germany was another part of
the northern limit of the Empire which the Romans had difficulty in conquering and keeping } It was Claudius who was
responsible for reviving the plan.

The Emperor Claudius, in fact, was an odd sort of person to plan a victorious campaign. By the time he
decided what he wanted to do, almost a century had passed since Julius Caesar’s two attempts at invasion.
Caligula, about whose German campaigns Tacitus was so rude, had had an ambition to invade Britain, and had
even got together an army for this purpose on the coast of Gaul, at Boulogne; but when he ordered his troops
down to the seashore, instead of getting them to go on board the ships he told them to pick up seashells.
If Caligula was mad (which many people supposed), Claudius seemed little better. He was awkward,
inexperienced, physically weak and clumsy, and not at all the kind of leader who inspires confidence. But he
knew that to keep his position he had to do something spectacular. Being a Roman ruler was a dangerous and
chancy business: Julius Caesar was assassinated, Caligula was murdered. What Claudius decided to do, so that the
Romans would admire him, was to conquer Britain—the old dream, discussed so often but put off again and
again.
So in A.D. 43 a huge army of about 40,000 men sailed out of the harbour of Boulogne. They landed in the east
of Kent, at what is now Richborough, and at first they had difficulty in even finding their enemy. They were
probably in rather a gloomy mood anyway: another Roman historian, Dio Cassius, tells how Aulus Plautius, the
military commander of the expedition, had great difficulty in leading his army out of Gaul. The soldiers grumbled
at having to campaign beyond the inhabited world (as they put it).
The Romans hated sea journeys, and the soldiers must have loathed the idea of crossing the windy, buffeting
Channel to land on an almost unknown island, of which Tacitus wrote:
“The climate is objectionable, with its frequent rains and mists.”
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But the Roman leaders knew that it was a good moment to invade. King Cunobelinus, who had extended the
power of the Catuvellauni well beyond the bounds of his predecessors, had died a year or so earlier, and the tribal
area had been split between two of his sons, Togodumnus and Caratacus. In the dispute over who was to rule
what, another son, Adminius, had fled to the Romans, so loyalties were divided. In Sussex, part of the old
kingdom of the Atrebates which Commius had once ruled was in the hands of a tribal king called Verica, who
somehow became a refugee at the court of Claudius in Rome. So part of the invasion zone was weakened by
quarrels between new rulers, and part was probably ready to surrender because the ruler had already gone over to
the Roman enemy.
You can imagine the four Legions of the invading Roman army making their way suspiciously from
Richborough through the woods of Kent, wondering when they were actually going to see their enemy. They had
expected strong resistance on the coast, even if their generals imagined that the Catuvellauni and the Atrebates
were going to be easily conquered eventually. But there was no resistance. It was uncanny.
What had happened was that the British had heard from friends in Gaul of the trouble Aulus Plautius was
having in persuading his troops to embark. The British warriors had got restless (because they were not full-time
soldiers on the whole, but chiefly farmers who did some military service when it was necessary), and had gone
home. They had heard so many rumours of a Roman invasion in the past, and now it seemed that the news was
just another rumour. So the Legions got all the way to the River Medway, in northern Kent, before there was any
sign of anyone trying to stop them. Then, probably at a crossing-point of the river just above what is now
Rochester, they found the British, hurriedly brought together again, waiting for them on the other side.
What the British did not know was that a river crossing was a quite different thing for the Roman troops from
crossing the Channel: Roman soldiers might grumble about sailing across the sea, but they were well trained to
cross rivers. Special groups of them were very skilful at swimming while wearing their full equipment. They
made a surprise attack, swarmed on to the opposite bank, and immediately began hurling their javelins, not at the
British, but at the horses that pulled the British war chariots. So the charioteers were in confusion, and a second
wave of Roman troops (headed by Vespasian, who was later to become Emperor himself) crossed the river and
slaughtered large numbers of both charioteers and foot soldiers. The next day the British briefly rallied, but they
could not resist the wave after wave of Romans who crossed the river. The strongest British tribe in the south was
beaten.
This was perhaps the most important battle fought on British soil until William the Conqueror’s victory near
Hastings in 1066. Although there were more battles for the Romans to fight, and although they never succeeded in
totally putting the whole of the British Isles under their rule, this battle on the Medway meant that the disunited
British tribes were unlikely to put up any kind of struggle with which the Roman Legions could not cope. The
Romans were highly trained: well-experienced, well-equipped. There were still fierce tribes in Wales: in
Yorkshire, in Scotland; but the southern and eastern lowlands of Britain were to fall comparatively easily.
It was at this moment, with the victory on the Medway, that Aulus Plautius apparently realised that he would
have little trouble in reaching and occupying the chief enemy capital of the region, Camulodunum; and because
the decision to invade Britain had been made by Claudius, it was the duty of the general to tell his Emperor what
was about to happen. Indeed, only the Emperor should lead his victorious troops into the conquered capital.
Camulodunum lies underneath what is now the town of Colchester in Essex. We know very little about what it
looked like when it was the capital of the Catuvellauni; although the tribe was a rich and powerful one, the town
itself was probably an unimpressive collection of huts. But for Claudius, hurrying through Gaul from Rome to his
triumphant reception in the newly conquered island, it was to be the chief city of Britain. Inscriptions found there
show that its official Roman name became Colonia Claudia Victricensis—the colony of Claudius the Victorious.
A colonia, or colony, was the Roman name for a settlement of soldiers retired from the regular army; the idea was
that these people would be useful in keeping the place safe for the Romans, and that they would show the native
people how to lead the Roman way of life. And one of the first buildings the Romans made to show this way of
life was a great stone temple, the oldest stone and mortar building in Britain, dedicated to the Emperor Claudius
himself—because the Romans considered the Emperor, even when he was as feeble-looking as Claudius, to be a
god. The huge bronze head of Claudius, found at Colchester probably came from this temple.
Claudius was in Britain for only sixteen days. By the time he returned to Rome, after having accepted the
surrender of eleven British kings, his orders were clear to Aulus Plautius and the other Roman generals: they were
“to subjugate the remaining districts”.
This was the job that occupied them for the next few years. One Legion pushed west as far as Dorset; two
others went into the Midlands, establishing a frontier zone along which the great Roman road, the Fosse Way, was
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soon to run diagonally across England; and a fourth moved north to Lincoln.
Some of this military movement naturally met resistance, especially from the tribe of Durotriges, who lived in
what is now Dorset. Modern excavations at some of the hill-forts of the Durotriges have shown evidence of fierce
fighting as the Romans attacked. Near Dorchester, for example, the Second Legion seem to have captured Maiden
Castle without using any of their siege-engines or stone-throwing slings; but the skeletons of the defenders of this
great earth castle fortified with ramparts and ditches show the deep sword cuts which had sliced into them. One
British skeleton grimly contains the head of a Roman ballista (a heavy iron bolt fired from a mechanical bow),
which entered the body in the chest, broke through a bone in the spine, and thrust partway through the back. At
Hod Hill, another hill-fort eighteen miles north of Maiden Castle, a whole pile of ballista heads was found round
a large hut, as if the Roman soldiers had particularly concentrated on killing or capturing one of the chieftains.
Caratacus had fled after the battle on the Medway to south Wales, and led resistance from there. He was later
captured and taken in triumph to Rome. North of Lincoln lived the fierce tribe of the Brigantes, and it took
another thirty years for the Romans to push firmly into this territory and found the fort and town of Eboracum
(later York). Even the lowland areas, which at first had collapsed so easily to the Romans, sometimes caused
trouble in these early years of occupation. In the year 60 A.D., while the chief Roman troops were busy trying to
subdue Wales, Boudicca, the Queen of a small tribe (the Iceni) in what is now Norfolk took this chance to raise a
rebellion (Boudicca is popularly known as Boadicea). Camulodunum was attacked and most of its buildings,
including the great temple of Claudius, were burnt to the ground.
A number of the Trinovantes joined with their old tribal enemies, the Iceni, against the hated Roman oppressor
who was taxing them so heavily, who had tried to confiscate their weapons, had robbed them of so much land, and
who had executed or exiled their chieftains. One picture will give a good idea of what the British felt about the
occupying army: the tombstone of a Roman cavalry officer, who died before the rebellion and who was buried at
Colchester. This man, Longinus, came from the eastern part of the Roman Empire, in what is now Bulgaria. On
his monument is carved the figure of himself on horseback, triumphantly crushing a British warrior who is
cowering under the horse’s hooves. The Briton is made to look more like a hairy animal than a man. When
Boudicca’s rebels reached Camulodunum, they smashed Longinus’s tombstone in two, and deliberately destroyed
the proud face of the man on horseback.
After the destruction of Camulodunum, Boudicca’s army pressed on to the old capital of the Catuvellauni,
Verulamium (now St. Albans), which the Romans had made into an important town, and to the newly founded
trading port on the river Thames, Londinium (London). They destroyed both places. Londinium had already
become the financial capital of the Roman province of Britannia, and was the headquarters of probably the most
hated Roman official of all—Catus Decianus. This man had been sent to Britain by the Emperor to be in charge of
all tax-gathering. The army campaigns and the administration of the new province, with the construction of many
buildings and roads, was an expensive business—so expensive that the Emperor Nero, who had succeeded
Claudius, at one point almost decided to give up and withdraw all his troops. But Catus Decianus had been
particularly successful in ruthlessly getting money from the British, and the Romans stayed on. However, he was
so terrified by Boudicca’s attack that as her rebels reached Londinium, he rapidly packed his bags, summoned his
staff, and fled by boat back to Gaul.
But Boudicca’s army, though large, was not well disciplined, and the highly trained Romans were bound to
win in the end. The military governor, Suetonius, who had followed on after Aulus Plautius’s retirement, hurried
back from Wales. At some point which has not yet been identified, the two armies met at the mouth of a narrow
valley. In the battle that followed, the Romans claimed that 80,000 Britons were killed, and only 400 Romans.
Boudicca poisoned herself before she could be captured. The Roman revenge afterwards was terrible. But at this
point the new financial officer, Oassicianus, who had replaced the greedy and cowardly Catus Decianus, decided
that things could not go on like this: otherwise the province of Britannia would be ruined and no one would
benefit. So he wrote to the Emperor Nero, advising him that a new military governor should be sent over: if
Suetonius remained, he would go on killing and destroying, and a proper peace would never be made.
The new governors, each of whom stayed in the job between three and six years, were determined to keep the
peace in most of Britain while extending the frontiers north and west. The most famous of them was Agricola,
who was governor from A.D. 78 to 85: we probably know most about him because it happened that the historian
Tacitus married his daughter, and in fact wrote a whole book about his father-in-law.
One of the first things Agricola did when he arrived in Britain was to conquer the island of Anglesey, off the
north coast of Wales, which was the stronghold of the Druids, the fierce priests of the Britons. After that, he
decided (in Tacitus’s words) “to root out the causes of war”. He made wise appointments among officials who
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were to work under him, making sure they were honest. He saw that justice was properly carried out. He gave
orders that the compulsory “gifts” of corn and other goods which the conquered tribes had to hand over to the
Romans were fairly organised, and reduced some of the taxes which the British most disliked. So (says Tacitus)
“Agricola gave men reason to love and honour peace.”
The result was that the tribes of the midlands, the east, the south-east and the south, west became a peaceful
part of the Roman Empire, almost without interruption, for over 300 years, until the invasions and other troubles
which the last chapter of this book deals with. During this long peaceful period, a remarkable new civilization
grew up from the south coast to the far north of Yorkshire, and from the Welsh border to the coast of Boudicca’s
old kingdom in the east. A Roman military government still continued to rule, and from time to time to campaign,
in parts of Wales, parts of the north, and in Scotland. But most of the rest of this story is of ordinary life, not of
war.
2
Venta Icenorum, the place in Norfolk which I wrote about in my Introduction, and where I found the Roman
coin, is a good example of a small town in Roman Britain. The name means, in Latin, “the market-place of the
Iceni”—and this was the very area from which Queen Boudicca and her rebel tribe of Iceni came. But this town
began to be built by the Romans a few years after the rebellion, in what was probably a deliberate attempt to get
the British to settle down peacefully. The town became, in fact, the administrative capital of the old tribal area.
From all the bits of evidence used by archaeologists (air photographs, excavations which show foundations of
buildings, the pottery and coins and glass and metal objects which lie under the surface and on top of it), we can
get a picture of what kind of life the Romans led in towns.
The first thing to remember is that very few of these “Romans” were from Rome, or Italy, at all. When the
town was first founded, in about the year A.D. 70, a few of the chief local government officials and planners must
have been Roman citizens, and they would have tried to get the co-operation of whoever was left among the
leading families of the Iceni after the slaughter and executions for which Suetonius was responsible after
Boudicca’s defeat. But even these Roman citizens were not necessarily from Rome itself. The Roman Empire
stretched from Babylon to Morocco, from Spain to Turkey, from Austria to Egypt; and Roman armies and
officials came from all these places, and everywhere in between.
If you look at the four Legions that formed the invading army of Aulus Plautius in A.D. 43, you get some idea
of how many different kinds of people were contained in the Empire. One Legion came from France, two from
Germany, one from Hungary. Added to these were auxiliary troops from Holland. A little later, auxiliary troops
came to Britain from Spain, Morocco, Rumania and Syria. In the same way, government officials, architects,
craftsmen and merchants in the province of Britain came from many parts of the Roman Empire. As the years
went by, some of these—as well as the soldiers—married local girls; and so, as generation followed generation, a
mixed population grew. All spoke some Latin, the official language of the Empire, but they would probably do so
with their local accents, and at home they would speak their own language—in Venta, it was a kind of Celtic. It
was said of a later Emperor, Septimius Severus that for the whole of his life he spoke Latin with his native North
African accent, because he was born and brought up in the city of Leptis Magna, in what is now Libya. The mixed
population which gradually inhabited the province of Britannia we call “Romano-British”.
To begin with, the inhabitants of Venta Icenorum were probably a little uneasy about being organized in
Roman fashion, but after all they had their livings to earn: farmers wanted to sell their produce and cattle,
shopkeepers and stall holders in the market looked for customers. At this time, towards the end of the first century
A.D., the town was a collection of small flimsy huts, no different from the kind they had lived in before the
Romans came. No traces have been found of any public buildings in Venta dating from this period. The main
difference between this new town and the tiny settlements that preceded it was that the streets at Venta were laid
out at regular right angles, without going higgledy-piggledy all over the place. This was the usual pattern of all
Roman towns, big and small, and it was a pattern that the Romans had learnt from the Greeks. Round the town
were built defensive walls.
Another difference was that a proper road was built from Camulodunum to Venta, with small villages and inns
along it where horses could be changed and where travellers could rest on their journey; and wooden bridges were
built over the rivers on the way. Throughout the Roman Empire, roads were the most important—and often the
first—pieces of construction. In such a highly organized society as the Empire, it was necessary for officials and
military commanders to be closely in touch with what was going on everywhere. Until the Romans came, the only
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means of communication were rough trackways.
Within about thirty years (that is, soon after A.D. 100), the first public buildings were erected at Venta. A
forum was laid out in the centre of the town, which was used for public meetings and as a market-place. Facing on
to the forum was the basilica, or town hall, where the chief citizens of Venta would meet to discuss the governing
of the place, and where the law courts could be found. To the west, down near the river, public baths were built,
and the water supply came from the river through wooden pipes. Small factories began to develop, including a
group of kilns for making pottery. With this new prosperity the design of the houses improved, so that they were
no longer huts but more solid buildings: some of them had their own small bath-houses.
The defensive ditches that run all round the town, some of which can still clearly be seen today, were dug at
this time, though it was another hundred years before the town walls were built. Then two temples were built near
the forum, though we cannot tell which gods were worshipped in them. Perhaps one of them was for “the deified
emperors”—that is, all those emperors from Augustus onwards who were given the rank of gods; and perhaps the
other was for some local god or gods of the Iceni, because the Romans on the whole were quite tolerant in
allowing their widely scattered subjects to follow whatever religion seemed to be native to the place—as long as
the people behaved properly like good Romans, obeyed the laws, and paid their taxes. Workshops for the
manufacture of glass developed at Venta later. Only two other places in Roman Britain are known to have made
glass (Colchester and Warrington). The Romans used window-glass, and they also made glass into large sealed
jars, in which the cremated remains of the dead were placed for burial. The most elaborately decorated glass,
made into vases and bowls, came from glass factories in Egypt and Syria.
Venta was always only a small town, and in any case it is perhaps difficult now to imagine what it looked like
and what life there was like, because so little is left of it on the surface. We get a clearer picture of it by studying
the reports of excavations made there in the 1920s and 1930s and by seeing the things they found which are now
displayed in Norwich Castle Museum. Most of these things are of course the objects the people used in their
everyday lives. There is pottery, both the rather rough grayish-black kind that was made on the spot in the Venta
kilns and which was the ordinary kitchen stuff, and pots that were brought in by merchants from other places—
including the shiny red kind, with moulded decorations, which is usually called Samian ware and which was made
in Gaul. There are roof tiles, floor tiles, bricks (some of these were re-used in the Middle Ages when the church
was being built), and bits of square coloured stone called tesserae which were laid out in patterns to make mosaic
floors. There are tools—parts of sickles; knives, meat cleavers and meat hooks from butchers’ shops; parts of
shopkeepers’ weighing scales. There are brooches, used for fastening the clothes (before buttons and zips), most
of which are like fancy versions of safety-pins. There are hardly any weapons, because Venta was not a military
place, and for several hundred years it must have been peaceful. And there are coins, mostly made of bronze, but
some silver ones, and even a very few gold, such as a coin of the Emperor Nero.
Venta is one of the few Roman towns in Britain which has not been built over in later times: the fact that we
can see so little of it today is due, not to other buildings sitting on top of it, but to the amount of ready-made stone
that the medieval inhabitants of the area carted off and used for buildings elsewhere. It became the tiny village of
Caistor St. Edmund. An old Norfolk rhyme says:
Caistor was a city when Norwich was none,
and Norwich was built with Caistor stone.

Norwich is only a few miles down the road, and we can imagine that the masons who built that city’s great
medieval churches were very glad to find such a good supply of already prepared material almost on their
doorstep. And when the Roman buildings had been pulled down to their foundations, the farmers came in and
ploughed the land where they stood, turning them into fields, which they have been from that day to this.
Another Roman town—much bigger than Venta—which has never been built over is Silchester, near Reading.
It was called by the Romans Calleva Atrebatum—Calleva of the tribe of Atrebates; so it was originally the capital
of the northern part of that tribe which was ruled for a time by Verica, the traitor chieftain I mentioned in chapter
one. Nowadays Silchester is a large (120 acres) area of ploughland, with no remains of buildings above the
ground; but all round it are the Roman walls of the town, surrounded by a massive bank and ditch. These walls are
made of lumps of flint bonded with mortar to blocks of limestone, and they stand up tall and strong among the
fields—though all they surround now are the crops of farmers, who don’t need such defences.
If you look at a map of Roman Britain, you will see that most of the towns the Romans built are still inhabited,
beginning with some of the earliest: Camulodunum became Colchester, Verulamium became St. Albans (though
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the Roman town lay a little outside the later city), Londinium became London. Of these, Londinium had become
the capital of the whole province of Britannia by the end of the first century A.D. Verulamium was a municipium
—that is, a town which was given its own rights and privileges by order of the Emperor. Camulodunum, built
specially for retired soldiers as a colonia, was one of four such towns, the other three being Eboracum (York),
Lindum (Lincoln) and Glevum (Gloucester).
Apart from Venta Icenorum and Calleva Atrebatum, there were many other “tribal capitals”, such as Ratae
Coritanorum (Leicester), Viroconium Comoviorum (Wroxeter), Venta Silurum (Caerwent, in Monmouthshire),
Venta Belgarum (Winchester), and Durovemum Cantiacorum (Canterbury). Some towns were chiefly army
fortresses, round which settlements of traders and suchlike grew; Deva Victrix (Chester) was one of these. And
one town came into being because its springs of warm water were considered to be both sacred and good for the
health: this was Aquae Sulis (Bath).
What all these towns basically had in common was a layout that hardly varied throughout the whole Roman
world. As at Venta Icenorum streets ran straight and crossed at right-angles. There was a main road running north
and south, known as the cardo, and another main road running east and west, known as the decumanus. These
main roads linked the four gates of the town. Somewhere at the centre was the forum, the main square, with the
basilica at one end. Behind each block formed by the intersection of the streets lay the shops and houses. These
features can be found in the capital of the Empire itself, Rome, as well as in all the scattered provinces, from
Palmyra in Syria to Cordoba in Spain, from Leptis Magna in North Africa to Trier in Germany, and throughout the
settled part of Britain.
This uniformity of the Roman town plan was part of a uniformity which the Romans brought to all kinds of
activity: laws, language, bathing and sanitation, weights and measures, military equipment, costume, heating,
schooling, even public pleasures such as the events that went on in their theatres and amphitheatres. Several
places in Roman Britain had simple wooden amphitheatres, which would be used for animal baiting (of bulls and
bears) and for wrestling and fights between gladiators. Remains of them have been found at Chester and at
Caerleon in Wales, for instance. The best visible example in Britain of a true Roman theatre, with its stage and its
semi-circle of stone seats, is at St. Albans. Close by there was a temple and a sacred enclosure, because for the
Romans (as for the Greeks) theatres were places for religious festivals as well as for ordinary entertainments.
*
It must have been bewildering for the British tribes to have all these complicated matters of town life thrust on
them within a short space of time. The small straggling settlements, the isolated farms, the hill-forts for temporary
refuge during periods of tribal warfare—all these disappeared in the lowland parts of Britain as the Romans
extended their roads, their military bases and their towns. The very way in which these towns were administered
was characteristically Roman. Although the Roman administration throughout the Empire was usually quite
tolerant about accepting any kind of local tribal organization which they happened to find in a new province (just
as they were tolerant of local religions), the possibility of another native rising like Boudicca’s probably meant
that the standard Roman pattern of local government was made compulsory.
We know from inscriptions (found at Bath, Lincoln and York) that local government officials called decurions
were elected. Some of these would have been retired army officers and other full Roman citizens, but in the early
days of the Roman province some of them must have been members of the native tribal aristocracy—chieftains or
sons of chieftains who were willing to co-operate with the new rulers. Together the decurions made up the ordo,
or local senate. They were responsible for seeing that the taxes were collected efficiently, and every year four of
them were specially elected to be magistrates: two of them were picked to act as judges of law cases (though the
most important cases would have to be sent to the Roman governor), and two were appointed to supervise such
jobs as the construction of public buildings, the making and maintenance of roads, drainage, public baths, and so
on. It was an expensive business to be a decurion, because they were expected to pay substantial contributions to
help with all the money necessary for such things.
So gradually the Roman way of life was taken up in all these towns of Roman Britain. Tacitus wrote about the
governor, Agricola, like this:
To persuade a people, until now scattered, uncivilised and therefore likely to fight, to grow pleasurably used to
peace and ease, Agricola gave private encouragement and official assistance to the building of temples, public squares
and private mansions. He trained the sons of the chiefs in the arts of civilization … The result was that in place of
dislike for the Latin language there came a passion to be skilful in it. In the same way, our national dress came into
favour and the toga was everywhere to be seen. And so the Britons were gradually led on to the luxuries that make vice
pleasant—arcades, baths, and splendid banquets. They spoke of such novelties as “civilization”, when really they were
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only a form of enslavement.

Of course Tacitus is here mocking the British, in a rather superior way, for enthusiastically taking up the softer
side of Roman life: it is like a modern journalist laughing at, say, newly rich Arabs for buying big Cadillacs. But
the serious point is that it shows how, as early as the end of the first century A.D., town life was developing
quickly in Britain because the British wanted it.
*
If the forum and the basilica were the most important public parts of a Roman town, the public baths were not
far behind them. Every town of any size had them, and often more than one set. Going to the baths was not just a
matter of keeping clean: they were places where you went to meet your friends, to gossip, to play—and, in chilly
Britain, no doubt a place where you went to get warm if you were not fortunate enough to have central heating in
your house. Most public baths were built next to the palaestra, a sports ground where people could run races, play
games, or wrestle. Within the baths themselves, the same series of rooms can be found—with small variations—
all over the Roman Empire. At Silchester, for example, there was first a courtyard inside the entrance, with a
colonnaded walk round it. On the far side of the courtyard was the apodyteria, or changing room, where you
undressed and went into the frigidarium, a room with a cold plunge-bath in it; then to a slightly warmer room, the
tepidarium (in some public baths the order of these rooms was reversed), before going into the really hot room,
the caldarium. It was here, or in rooms off it, that the masseurs and manicurists worked, rubbing oil into
customers’ bodies, massaging and pummelling them, scraping them with a scraper known as a strigil (which
removed the oil and sweat), plucking out body hair, and no doubt chatting away at the hot and exhausted people
who were in their hands.
Then you would probably return the way you came, finally having a cold plunge to accustom you to the
temperature of the outside world. Seneca, the Roman philosopher and playwright, actually lived above a public
bath-house in Rome; and at about the time the first public baths were being built in the new province of Britannia,
he wrote an amusing account of the sounds he heard:
Imagine all the noises that offend my ears! When a strenuous man is exercising himself by lifting lead weights, for
example—when he is working hard (or pretending to work hard) I can hear him grunt; and when he releases his breath
after holding it, I can hear him panting and wheezing. Or there is a lazy man, who is just content with being massaged
with oil—I can hear the blows of the masseur’s hand on his shoulder, varying in tone according to whether the hand is
laid on flat or hollow. Someone begins to throw up a ball and counts the number of times he catches it … Sometimes I
hear a drunk or a pickpocket being arrested, and the noise of someone in the bath who loves to hear his own voice, or
the keen fellow who plunges into the pool with tremendous splashing … And there’s the mapicunst, with his shrill
voice—the only time he’s quiet is when he’s plucking hairs from someone’s armpits, and then the customer is
screaming in pain … On top of all that, there are the cries of the sausage-man, the cake-seller, and all the other men
selling food. Each of them has his own special tone of voice.

The biggest and most famous baths in Britain were at Bath itself, which from an early stage in the Roman
occupation specialized in making use of the local hot springs and the healing mineral waters. The Roman name of
Bath, Aquae Sulis, means “the waters of Sulis”—Sulis was a local god of the area. Statues and inscriptions have
been found in Bath which seem to show that the particular local goddess of Roman times was Sulis Minerva—and
Minerva was the Roman goddess of healing, among other things. The temple of Sulis Minerva lay very close to
the baths themselves, which were rebuilt and extended several times during the Roman period. Part of the waters
of the main spring were even led into a corner of the temple grounds, where they were held in a big lead-lined
tank. This reservoir was a sacred place: when it was excavated in modern times, the bottom of the tank was
covered with all kinds of offerings that people had made, perhaps when asking help of the goddess in an illness or
thanking her for a cure. There were coins, brooches, dice, a pin decorated with a pearl, a gold earring, a bag of 33
engraved gem stones, and even a tin mask. The oddest thing of all was a small lead sheet, on which somebody had
scratched a curse: each word is written backwards, as if in code so that only the goddess could understand it, and
the translation reads:
May he who carried off Vilbia from me become as liquid as water.
May he who wickedly devoured her become dumb, whether it is . . .

and there then follows a list of nine names, one of whom the writer suspected was the culprit.
The whole business of an efficient water supply was very important to the Romans, not only for baths but also
1622

for drinking and drainage. Most places depended on wells, lined with timber and rubble; occasionally (as at
Silchester) old wooden barrels with their bottoms knocked out were used for these linings. But sometimes the
wells could not supply enough water, and aqueducts had to be built—long lengths of pipe, sometimes raised
above the ground, sometimes running under it, which brought water from some pool, spring or stream, and which
in at least one case (at Lincoln) needed to have a force-pump attached with which to lift the water into a reservoir.
Whenever possible, the waste water from public fountains and baths was used to flush out the drainage and
sewage channels.
*
Before the Roman occupation and the beginning of town life, the British tribes haa relied on providing food for
themselves, weaving their own clothes and making their own pottery, and had turned to travelling merchants
(some from Gaul, some local) only for such special things as certain tools, weapons, and luxuries like jewelery
and ornaments. But very soon after the arrival of the Romans, shops began to spring up in the new towns. At
Verulamium, archaeologists excavated a row of wooden shops which had been built within a few years of the
invasion in A.D. 43. Each consisted of a room measuring about 16 feet by 20 feet, with a slightly smaller room
behind. The shops were arranged in blocks of four: in front of them was a colonnade, with wooden columns
supporting a sloping roof, so that the pedestrians had a covered walk against the rain. The front rooms of the
shops opened straight on to the street, so that the counters would be laid out right under the customers’ noses. In
the front part of one shop two bronze-working places were found; the owners were probably engravers or
grinders. But these shops in Verulamium have not revealed as much as they might otherwise have done, because
they were burned down by Boudicca's rebels in A.D. 60.
Indeed, even in peacetime fire was one of the chief dangers in a Roman town. Although from the beginning the
important public buildings, such as the basilica, the temples and the baths, were built of stone (and, after a time,
the private houses of the better-off citizens), there were always a number of timber houses and shops, and once a
fire had started it was difficult to stop. Many Roman towns show signs of both large fires and small ones.
Sometimes it was several years before rebuilding was completed after these fires, presumably because there was
difficulty in raising money. In A.D. 155, a fire at Verulamium destroyed over 50 acres of the city.
Even without fires, life in the towns could have other public problems. For example, street repairs caused
trouble. Streets, other than the main highways, were made of packed gravel or rubble, and when they had to be
repaired the method was simply to put a new layer of gravel on top of the old. These “repairs” have been
measured at Cirencester (which the Romans called Corinium), and the measurements have shown that over a
period of 350 years the street surface rose as much as three feet. In dry weather the dust would blow into the
shopfronts and housefronts, but—much worse—in wet weather the mud would wash into front rooms. So the
wretched shopkeeper or householder would in the end decide to pull down his building, level off the site, and
rebuild it so that it stood at least a little way above the street, not below it. This is partly why archaeologists find
so many levels of occupation when they are excavating a Roman town.
But if street life could be unpleasant, the Romans put a great deal of effort into making their houses as
comfortable as possible, in Britain as in all the settled parts of the Roman Empire. In the next chapter I shall give
details about the typical house in the country, usually called a “villa”. One of the main differences between town
houses and country houses was that in the town they were quite often two storeys high. The walls of the ground
floor were built of local stone, or sometimes brick: the upper part of a mixture of clay and straw (“wattle and
daub”) packed in between a timber framework. Inside, the lower walls were covered with stucco or plaster, which
was painted sometimes in plain colours, sometimes with decorations or even pictures. In Britain, most of these
coloured plaster walls can be seen only in fragments, but at Pompeii in Italy many of them are complete.
Sometimes the town houses were L-shaped, sometimes they were built round a central courtyard or
quadrangle, where there were bushes, flower-beds and, in the richer houses, a fountain and statues. The main
entrance was a large gateway, up to 10 feet wide, with large wooden double doors. A corridor would run towards
the rooms themselves, which led out of each other, from living-room to dining-room and on to bedrooms, kitchen
quarters, rooms for servants, and perhaps a garden or orchard beyond—these were fairly common at Silchester
and Caerwent.
Because they were made of material that does not easily survive, such as wood, a great deal of the furniture
and furnishings of Romano-British houses is known to us only through fragments, or through the occasional
carvings or paintings of these things that have been found. But fortunately the Romans were fond of an art that
has managed to last much longer because the material used was stone: I mean mosaic, and especially mosaic
pavements. Apart from the many examples from villas, which I shall come to later, mosaic pavements from town
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houses have been found at Verulamium, Silchester, London, Cirencester, and several other places. The pavements
from Cirencester are particularly fine: it was a prosperous country town, made rich by its manufacture of wool,
and the inhabitants were able to support a firm of mosaic workers which centred on the place. This firm had its
own little tricks of style, which can be recognized in over 40 pavements in Cirencester and close by.
It is amazing what vivid pictures could be created from these small cubes and chips of coloured stone, the
tesserae. The Romans were so fond of this art that they would go to enormous pains to employ the best craftsmen:
those from North Africa, particularly from what is now Tunisia and eastern Algeria, were the most highly thought
of, and it may even be that some of the earlier Romano-British examples were made, or at least designed, by these
Africans.
Scenes from mythology were favourite subjects for mosaics, as they were for much Roman art. One from
Cirencester shows Orpheus playing his lute to the animals: Orpheus is sitting on a rock, with his dog beside him.
A common type showed pictures of the Four Seasons, or the Nine Muses of the arts. Animals, birds and fish were
much liked—deer, dogs, dolphins, and (from a pavement in Leicester) a large peacock. At Aldborough
(Yorkshire), which was the most northern town in Roman Britain, a pavement was found which shows one of the
basic Roman subjects, pictured over and over again in carvings, on coins, and elsewhere—the story of Romulus
and Remus, the legendary founders of Rome itself, looked after by a wolf when they were abandoned as babies.
In the Aldborough pavement, the wolf is grinning and showing her big teeth; she stands with one paw raised,
while the two babies seem to be dancing about.
All these pavements were regarded as very precious: at Lisbon, in Portugal, a mosaic pavement was found
which had some warning words in Latin set into the design, obviously intended for servants—“Don’t hurt the
mosaic with a scratchy broom, be careful of it”.
Public buildings and the better houses had windows fitted with small panes of glass (usually greenish and not
very clear by our standards), but at night there was no public lighting in the streets, and the rooms of all types of
building were lit by candles or by lamps burning olive oil. Some of these lamps were made of metal and had
several wicks, which would have given a fairly good light, but most of them were small, made of pottery, held
only a little oil, and had only a single wick. If you went out at night, you would probably carry a torch made out
of rushes and dipped in pitch, which gave a flaring, smoky sort of light. Most people went to bed early and got up
early, at dawn or before.
Still, if the inhabitants of Roman towns had only dim lighting, they were no worse off in this than the
inhabitants of Britain for many centuries to come, right down to the invention of gas lights and, later, electric
lights in the nineteenth century; and many of them were considerably better off when it came to heating their
houses. They had the most efficient form of central heating in existence until the present day. What is known as
the hypocaust system involved building raised floors supported on pillars, so that hot air could circulate under the
rooms. The hot air was made by a furnace built outside the house, which was stoked with wood (and sometimes
coal) by the house servants. The air then flowed through channels through the foundations, and was eventually
carried away through hollow tiles built into the walls of the rooms, and out into the open: as the air travelled
through the tiles it heated the walls as well.
All this could only be done, of course, in houses which were solidly built of stone or brick: the floors
themselves had to be made of stone or mosaic rather than wood. Even so, the system was probably no more
dangerous than, say, modern portable oil heaters, and it gave a more evenly distributed heat. More elaborate
versions of these hypocausts were used in the public baths, where they were adapted to heat the water as well.
Modern experiments have been made to see how much effort was needed to keep a Roman house warm in this
way, and they have shown that an average-sized room (17 feet by 15 feet) took a day and a half for the floor to get
properly hot; but after that it could be kept at an even temperature of just over 70 degrees fahrenheit with the
furnace being stoked only twice a day—rather like a modern solid-fuel domestic boiler. In really cold weather,
when the people in the house wanted to increase the temperature, they had to wear thick-soled shoes or sandals to
protect their feet from the hot floors.
*
Visitors to towns, such as travellers on business and officials, would need to stay in inns or hotels, and to eat
and drink in restaurants and wine shops. The best preserved examples of these in the Roman Empire can be found
in Italy, especially in the ruins of Pompeii, Herculaneum (both of these near Naples), and Ostia, the port of Rome.
An example of an inn at Pompeii has a large dining-room, and opening off it six bedrooms and a kitchen. Some of
the guests had scratched their names on the bedroom walls—two friends, Lucius and Primigenius, sharing one
room, and four actors in another. Another scratched inscription says that Eupor had a party at the inn with
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nineteen friends.
In Britain there are no remains of inns as vivid as this. The best one was found at Silchester, where a big
building just inside the south gate of the town has corridors of apartments round a courtyard, a large series of
baths, and a building attached which may have been a stable and wagon shed, where horses could be kept for
when the traveller moved on again. Near the south gate of Caerwent, too, there is a similar large house with over
forty rooms, and at the port of Caister-by-Yarmouth, on the coast of Norfolk, another large building is thought to
have been a hostel for seamen staying there until they caught their next ship.
Outside the gates by which the inns at Silchester and Caerwent were built, the roads led away to the next
towns; and not far from the gates and walls, and always outside them, were the cemeteries. By Roman law, the
dead were not allowed to be buried within the town. But the ceremonies for the dead, and what the people of
Roman Britain believed about the spirits of the dead and the living, must wait for a later chapter. Before that, we
must look at how people lived away from the towns, on the villas and farms scattered across the countryside.
3
Although the Romans developed towns in Britain for the first time, most of the population still went on living
in the country. It is difficult to work out what the total population of Roman Britain was (estimates vary between
half a million and one and a half million), but it seems clear that the 33 civil towns—that is, proper towns as
distinct from military settlements such as are found along Hadrian’s Wall—had a population of less than 200,000.
The rest of the population consisted almost entirely of farmers, farm-workers, and their families.
The Roman country house is usually known as a villa, which is simply the Latin word for “farm’; but it is not a
word we can use of every house in the country where Romano-British people happened to live. In some of the
more remote areas which were ruled by the Roman military government, local farmers went on living in a way
that was hardly changed at all by the new civilization. For example, at Chysauster in Cornwall, in the far-off west
of Britain, a group of stone hut circles still survives; in these six rough houses, built of dry-stone masonry, a group
of Celtic farmers lived. Some of them probably mined for the local tin as well, and sold it to merchants. But these
huts, and similar ones in the north of England, in Wales and in Scotland, could never be called “villas”, though
they were inhabited right through Roman times.
Among all the many Roman country houses that are known in Britain—and over 700 of them have been
identified so far, with many more probably still to be discovered—the biggest contrast with the huts at Chysauster
is to be found at one of the earliest villas built. This villa is so big and grand, in fact, that it has been called a
palace. It is at Fishbourne, a mile and half west of Chichester in Sussex.
Very soon after Claudius’s invasion in A.D. 43, Claudius had made the king of these parts, a man called
Cogidubnus, a Roman citizen: Cogidubnus even took the name Claudius as his own second name. He was
probably related to Verica, the chieftain who had fled to Rome, and it was useful for the Romans to have a
friendly ally in the early years of the occupation, especially along the Sussex coast.
It seems that very early on a harbour was organized at Fishbourne, so that military supplies could be brought in
by the Romans to the camp they had built at Chichester. Timber buildings were made as storage places. But once
the army had conquered lowland England, and the Romans felt safe there, these buildings were abandoned and
gradually a new and splendid kind of building was constructed, large, made of stone, and using some of the most
luxurious features of which the Romans were capable.
Archaeologists think it likely that this palace at Fishbourne, which was put up in the decade A.D. 60-70, was
specially made for Cogidubnus as a reward for his help. Certainly the size, craftsmanship and lavish magnificence
of the building all seem to point to it being a royal dwelling.
Its architectural layout is more like the great country houses of Italy than other villas in Britain. First there was
an impressive waiting hall, its roof mounted on six enormous columns at the front. Beyond it was a pool, a large
garden, and at the far end of the garden the west wing of the palace, raised up so as to overlook the rest, and
flanked on each side by the north and south wings, long colonnades behind which were the living quarters.
Inside, no expense was spared on the decoration of the rooms. Marble was brought from as far away as Turkey,
Greece, Italy and Spain, and was used for the door and window frames and laid into some of the walls. Other
walls had moulded stucco friezes, decorated with birds. There were more than 60 mosaics on the floors: some had
geometrical patterns laid out in black and white—regular crosses, triangles, rectangles and squares—and others
were in many colours, arranged in bands of rosettes and vine leaves. There were wall paintings on the stucco, one
of them showing a colonnaded villa against the background of the sea.
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When the archaeologists were digging at Fishbourne palace during the 1960s, their most remarkable discovery
was the remains of the vast garden, very carefully and regularly laid out. The plan of this was known because the
Roman gardeners dug deep trenches into which they bedded the shrubs in compost, and the trenches survive. So
the whole arrangement of shrubs, trees and hedges could be worked out, as well as the paths that went round the
garden, the pipes through which water was led, and the decorative marble basins into which the water ran and
which were placed along the paths. Because all this is known, the gardens have now been restored to look just as
they would have done when the house was inhabited.
Cogidubnus probably died towards the end of the first century A.D., and—if he was indeed the proud owner of
the Fishbourne palace—we have no idea who succeeded him there. But we do know that the palace went on being
added to and altered during the next two centuries. Although the original palace had a suite of baths in the southeastern part, a new suite of baths was built in the north wing, with its walls painted red and white. New mosaic
floors were laid, including one showing the head of Medusa, black, red and yellow, with snakes writhing out of
her hair. Another was designed with sea-horses, a cupid riding on a dolphin, and some very odd-looking winged
panthers swimming in the sea. One of the later additions was a hypocaust system: strangely enough, the original
palace was not centrally heated, perhaps because the architects were from Italy and weren’t used to the special
needs of the cold British climate. And it may have been the hypocaust furnace that caused a disastrous fire
towards the end of the third century A.D.
Whatever the cause, the fire did terrible damage. The timbers in the roofs collapsed, bringing down a great
weight of roof tiles; the lead used for roof fittings melted and fell in puddles on the floors; the glass window panes
shattered in the heat. Charcoal and ash covered everything. Archaeologists could tell that people came back after
the fire and looked in the ruins for anything that had managed to survive it, because the roofbeams and tiles had
been disturbed by being lifted. But the palace was not rebuilt. It was pulled down, any building stone that could be
used again was taken away, and the grass began to grow over the rubble. Where the palace had been became
fields. It was not until 1960 that a workman, digging a trench for a watermain, came across a lot of Roman tiles
under the earth, told the archaeologists, and so started the rediscovery of this amazing building and its garden.
*
Though the palace at Fishbourne is exceptional, there are many other large Romano-British villas which were
the houses of rich farmers. Not far from Fishbourne, at Bignor, north of Chichester, are the remains of one of
them. What is typical about it is the way in which it shows how a successful family (and one can imagine how a
farm would be handed on from generation to generation) gradually made elaborate improvements to the original
simple plan.
First of all at Bignor there was a wooden cottage with only five rooms. Then a front corridor was added, and a
couple of rooms as wings off it. This “corridor house” (as they are called) was then converted into a much larger
set of buildings round a courtyard, rather like a less grand version of the Fishbourne palace. And then, in the
fourth century A.D., more splendid rooms were built, with very fine mosaic floors showing cupids pretending to
be gladiators, the boy Ganymede being carried off by an eagle, dancing women, and the goddess Venus.
Most Roman villas, and nearly all the most important ones, are found in the lowlands of southern England,
where the best farming land was and where life was most settled: round London, on the south coast, in
Hampshire, the Isle of Wight and the Cotswolds. The settlers were careful in choosing the right spot for their
villas: often on a sheltered slope, out of the wind and catching as much sun as possible, close to a good water
supply, and with a pleasant view of the countryside round about. The largest of them were set in the middle of big
estates: the villa at Ditchley in Oxfordshire belonged to a family that farmed at least a thousand acres. In the most
favoured areas, a large number of villas are found quite close together: within a ten-mile radius of Chedworth
villa (in Gloucestershire, and one of the best villas in Britain), about 22 others have been found. Most of them lie
fairly close to a Roman highway, though the tracks or lanes to each of them were not proper roads and must have
been made by local labour.
The villas and the towns depended on each other, with the farm produce from the villa estates being taken to
the nearest town and sold in the market. Wheat was the chief crop, with much smaller amounts of rye and barley,
and of course large quantities of vegetables and fruit—though one of our commonest vegetables nowadays, the
potato, was not brought into Britain until Elizabethan times. Clover and grass were cut for cattle feed, and cows,
sheep, goats, pigs and horses were raised. Milk, cheese and honey (the only form of sweetening) were
manufactured on the farms. Wool was one of the most important products, particularly in the Cotswolds.
The equipment used on the villa estates was simple by our standards, but it was an improvement on the tools
which the British had had on their small farms before the coming of the Romans. The iron ploughshares and
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coulters of the Romans were bigger and better grooved to fit the shaft; and there was even a kind of mechanical
harvester (a vallus)—an ox-drawn wagon into which a board set with wooden teeth was fixed, which tore off the
ears of corn and dropped them into a box. Scythes, sickles, spades, rakes, hoes, picks and ploughshares have all
been found on the sites of Roman villas in Britain.
One of the biggest jobs the Romans did was the draining of the Fens in eastern England. This was probably
organized by Roman army engineers, and may have been partly carried out by soldiers. Deep channels, canals and
ditches were built to drain away the water, and on the land that was recovered small farms were built—though no
fine villas have been found in these areas, and it is thought that the farmers may have only been tenants who
worked on land that was rented from the government. The drainage system needed constant care and renewal, and
one of the many effects of the collapse of Roman civilization in Britain (which you will read about in the last
chapter of this book) was that the Fens filled up with water again and became a wilderness for more than a
thousand years.
*
The villa itself was of course the home of the landowner. We know very little about the life of the ordinary
farm workers, who would have lived in much simpler houses, not much different from those of their ancestors
before the Roman invasion. So we must remember that the picture we have nowadays of Romano-British country
life is concentrated on the habits and tastes of the comparatively rich. As Tacitus remarked, in a piece I quoted
from earlier, the appeal of Roman civilization was a very real one to the British who accepted Roman rule,
particularly to the chieftains or aristocratic class who stood to gain most from it. Just as the public baths were an
attractive novelty in the towns, and soon became regarded as a necessity, so in the villas a great deal of money and
effort was put into the building of private bath-houses. Sometimes these were extremely grand—so much so,
indeed, that at Chedworth the elaborate system of hot water tanks, cold plunge-baths and equipment of the sort
you find in modem sauna baths, was originally considered by archaeologists to be a large workshop for the
preparation and dyeing of coloured woollen cloth. Yet the fact is that the owners of Chedworth thought it
worthwhile to have such a modern and expensive set of baths for their own private use.
In the same way, they must have spent a great deal on mosaics. Although the early mosaic craftsman came to
Britain from other parts of the Roman Empire, by the fourth century A.D. there were four chief workshops in
Britain itself, each with its own style: by the river Humber in Yorkshire, at Water Newton in Northamptonshire, at
Cirencester, and at Dorchester in Dorset. The most splendid mosaic in Britain is at Woodchester in
Gloucestershire. It was made by the Cirencester workshop, is 50 feet square, shows Orpheus, Neptune, water
nymphs and all kind of animals, and is so precious that it is uncovered and put on show only every ten years, so
that it can be protected from frost and other weather damage.
Other kinds of rich decoration found in villas are wall mosaics, painted wall plaster, particularly good at
Lullingstone villa in Kent, and marble sculptures, such as the two busts, perhaps of father and son, which were
also found at Lullingstone and which would have stood in niches in the wall of the main room—family portraits,
in fact. One sign of how superior owners like these must have felt to their ancestors is the way in which villas not
only gradually extend, with new wings and suites, but also begin to have quite separate living quarters cut off
from the servants and farm offices, with their own courtyards and ornamental gardens, so that it seems some of
these owners can be called “gentlemen farmers”; they would have farm managers and overseers, while they
themselves would enjoy the country pleasures of hunting and perhaps quite frequent visits to town.
Although we have no descriptions by their owners of villas in Britain, many Roman writers elsewhere in the
Empire left accounts of the pleasures of country life. Senecs (the writer who told about all the noises that
disturbed him in the bath-house) described a particular farm in Italy like this:
It is built of squared stone; there are trees round it, and a wall round them; at either end rises a tower, flanking the
house; below the buildings and their clump of greenery lies a reservoir large enough to water an army.

And Horace the poet, who had a farm outside Rome which he used to go to when he wanted to get away from the
noise and hurry of the city, wrote a verse letter to a friend about it:
My dear friend Quinctius, you ask about my farm—
if it enriches its master with ploughland or with olives,
with fruit or pastures or with elm trees clothed in vines:
so let me lovingly sketch its shape and situation.
Unbroken hills, just once divided by a dark
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valley: the sun approaching looks on the right side,
departing, warms the left with the rays of his vanishing chariot.
You’d praise the temperate air. And think of this!—the kindly
bushes bear wild plums and cherries, the oak and ilex
delight the cattle with their acorns, me with their shade …
There is a spring besides, worthy to name a river:
Hebrus, wandering through Thrace, is no purer or colder.
Its flow will cure distempered heads and sickly stomachs.
That is my hidden home: dear, yes, and beautiful.

Of course the olives and the grapevines would not have been an obvious feature of a villa in Britain (indeed the
olive was not grown here, and though in some sheltered parts of the southeast there were vines, most of the wine
which was so much part of Roman life was imported from warmer parts of the Empire); and shade from the sun
was more important in the Mediterranean countries than it was in the most northerly province. But there must
have been several wealthy but country-loving villa owners in Britain who felt as Horace did. We can even imagine
some of them commuting to the nearest town, to work as officials—perhaps as magistrates in the basilica—and
then hurrying thankfully back to their rural retreats.
*
This kind of life was very different not only from that of the farm workers and from that of the old-type farm
settlements on the western and northern edges of the settled areas, but also from another kind of country life - that
of the soldiers who guarded and patrolled the frontiers. For many years these frontiers went on changing, as the
armies pushed north and west and conquered the troublesome tribes. In these parts the soldiers sometimes built
temporary camps, which they used when they were training or on manoeuvres, but even in these cases they
constructed the defences so solidly that air photographs can reveal them, such as the group of “practice camps” at
Cawthorn in North Yorkshire.
After the first conquest of the Brigantes in Yorkshire and the conquest of the tribes in Wales, the main enemy
lay far to the north. In A.D. 122, the Emperor Hadrian visited Britain, and that year began the construction of the
enormous wall named after him. It runs from the Tyne in the east to the Solway in the west, and was built between
the time of Hadrian’s visit and the year 133. For 73 miles this huge defensive frontier ran across country, with
towers and barracks at regular intervals. Seventeen forts were built on or close to the wall on each of which was
based a cavalry regiment or infantry battalion. It was a frontier which was intended for attack as well as defence,
and from it the Roman troops went on campaigns even further north.
Such a vast army, though linked by road to such important northern cities as York, needed to be able to look
after itself for much of the time. So there grew up, close to the wall, a number of fortress-settlements which were
like neither the civilian towns nor the villas. There were bath-houses and shops, temples and bars, breweries and
places of entertainment—but all of these were intended solely for the army and the many people who worked
behind the lines to provide food and drink for the troops, to repair their equipment, and to do all the other
necessary jobs that a permanent military force needs. It seems that at least some of the officers had their wives
and children with them, and these would live in the fortress-settlements—such as Vindolanda,\fn{ Which I have
visited:H} which lies a mile south of the wall and about 20 miles east of Carlisle.
The excavations of the settlement at Vindolanda have given us a good idea of what life in these remote
northern settlements must have been like. One of the most surprising things is that living conditions seem to have
been much dirtier and less well organized than you might have expected from the Romans. In the house of the
military commander at Vindolanda, bracken had been piled up on the floor as a covering: when it got filthy, it was
not replaced but more bracken was thrown down on top of the old, and flies in their thousands bred in this
rubbish. Yet there are bath-houses here, as you would suppose, and the commander must have been a civilized
man. Perhaps he felt so far from civilization that he grew careless and let his personal standards of cleanliness and
order slip.
The most remarkable objects found so far at Vindolanda have been a large number of wooden writing tablets.
Until excavations began on the site in the early I970s, only one such tablet had been found in Britain, far away in
Somerset: at Vindolanda over a hundred have turned up,\fn{ 752 of these have now been translated, and the translations
published; more are being discovered on the site:W } preserved in the strange conditions of the damp peaty soil, along with
leather sandals and fragments of clothing—just the sort of material that usually disappears. The very thin, very
small\fn{About the size of post cards:W } Vindolanda tablets were sometimes covered with wax (on which words
would be scratched), sometimes they were written onto direct with pen and ink. The actual writing is of course
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now very faint, and the handwriting itself is in a difficult style,\fn{ They were written in a previously unknown cursive
script:W} but gradually they are being deciphered. So far there seems to be a mixture of private letters and lists of
military stores—requisitions for food, equipment and so on. The sort of thing we can expect to find on some of
the tablets is information and gossip such as that recorded on a fragment of a letter found in London, ending with
the words:
“And mind you turn that slave-girl into cash.”
About ten years after the completion of Hadrian’s Wall, the Emperor Antoninus Pius decided to push the
frontier even further north. Another great wall was built, this time between the Firth of Forth and the Firth of
Clyde in Scotland. This is the so-called Antonine Wall. But it was much more exposed to the northern tribes, and
by the end of the second century A.D. it was abandoned. Hadrian’s Wall survived, however, and was manned by
troops up until not long before the final withdrawal of the Roman armies from Britain.
It is known that Legions from several different parts of the Empire were stationed in garrisons on both walls,
and it must have been a particularly grim experience for soldiers who came from such hot countries as Spain. The
mists and fogs, the seemingly endless rain, the miserable cold—all these must have been even worse than the
rebellious tribes to the north which they were meant to keep under control. The twentieth-century poet, W. H.
Auden, imagined in his poem “Roman Wall Blues” what such a soldier might glumly sing to himself as he
patrolled the frontier:
Over the heather the wet wind blows,
I’ve lice in my tunic and a cold in my nose.
The rain comes pattering out of the sky,
I’m a Wall soldier, I don’t know why.
The mist creeps over the hard grey stone,
My girl’s in Tungria; I sleep alone …
She gave me a ring but I diced it away;
I want my girl and I want my pay.
When I’m a veteran with only one eye
I shall do nothing but look at the sky.

From Syria and Spain, from Gaul and Germany, soldiers came to garrison these heavily fortified and
entrenched areas. Behind them lay the towns, the villas, the cultivated fields, and over 7,000 miles of roads in
Britain alone. But up on the northern frontier, on the Wall, all these must have seemed a very long way off.
*
My mention of the Roman roads leads me on to say something about these long-lasting monuments, which are
probably the most common everyday reminders of the Roman settlement in Britain, even when we don’t
immediately recognise them. The countryside is covered with a thick network of them. If you look at a map of
Roman Britain, you see them fan out from the main towns, linking town with town, going as far north as the
forward military outposts beyond the Antonine Wall, and in the south-west almost as far as Lands End in
Cornwall. The villas are little dots that lie back from them. If you put a map of the modern road system next to the
Roman one, you see that many present-day roads follow the same routes as the old: the Roman military engineers
judged well the lie of the land. They also built so solidly that even when the routes themselves have been
abandoned, clear traces of them can often be seen today, running across fields, going side by side with hedges,
walls and other more recent boundaries, the raised embankments (aggers) on which they were laid standing up
above the surrounding fields. The surfaces of most of these are completely overgrown now, but there are a few
which still show well-preserved paving stones. The best stretch is on Blackstone Edge in the Pennines, where in
hilly country an exposed section of road 16 feet wide runs down a steep slope. There are kerbs, and down the
middle of the road is a deep worn groove, which it is thought may have been caused by the constant rubbing of
brake-poles on carts going down the hill.
Milestones were placed along the main highways, and bridges built over rivers—though often the engineers
made use whenever they could of natural fords. One of the most important roads, which we call the Fosse Way,
was originally as much an indication of the frontier as a road: running across Britain diagonally from Exeter to
Lincoln, it marked off the peaceful lowlands from the military zone. Roman roads are known for their
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straightness, and when they changed direction they usually did so abruptly, without wandering about as so many
medieval country roads do.
The Romans themselves had road maps, such as the Antonine Itinerary, which dates from the late second or
early third century A.D. and which gives lists of places on the various routes and the distances between them.
Another slightly later one is the Tabula Peutingeriana, which marks all the roads as red lines. When there is no
obvious sign of a Roman road today, certain place names on modern maps can give clues that there are likely to
be traces of a road somewhere. When the Saxons came—and the Saxons were certainly not road builders—they
used their word streat of these impressively paved surfaces; and from this we get such place names as Streatham,
Stratford, Stratton, Stretton, and indeed Street itself. The name stan or stone often hints at the same thing—
Stanstead, Stanford, and so on. And because the roads were embanked and stood up above the country, we find
such names as Ridgeway and Causeway (including Devil’s Causeway, which seems to show that later inhabitants
thought the Devil himself must have been responsible for building such formidable highways).
*
With all this talk of roads and highways, you must not suppose that the majority of ordinary people in Roman
Britain did much travelling. The highways were built in the first place for military and government
communications, and, though merchants would use them as well, the country people probably had little cause—
and not much opportunity—to go from place to place. The estates of the villas were worked by slaves, and also
serfs—that is, farm workers who were given some right to shelter, food and protection in return for what they did
for their master. Slavery existed in Britain before the Romans, but the buying and selling of slaves was more
rigidly controlled under the Roman Empire; it was also quite common for a master to free a number of his slaves,
or for them to buy their freedom. Slaves and serfs were not necessarily badly treated; whether they were or not
depended on how kind or otherwise the villa owner was. But whatever he was like, most country workers would
know only their fields and the area close by, and perhaps the local town.
Skilled workers who had learned a craft—weaving, spinning, masonry, making farm tools and repairing them
—would of course have a better and more privileged life than those who could only dig, hoe, gather the crops at
harvest time, or look after the farm animals as shepherds and goatherds and cattle hands. The women were cooks,
house servants, washers and cleaners, and sometimes helped with the children of the villa owner. In all these
activities, and in the way in which they were regarded, their life cannot have been very different from that which
their ancestors led in the households of tribal chieftains before the Roman invasion, or indeed from the kind of life
their descendants went on leading in Britain for centuries to come. The difference lies mainly in the organization
and standardization of Romano-British life, which meant in effect that life on the estates of a villa in
Gloucestershire was very like that on the estates of villas in Gaul, in Spain, in Yugoslavia and North Africa. The
climate varied, the crops varied, to some extent clothing varied; but rural life on such estates was far more similar
than otherwise. The villa buildings, the mosaics inside, the best dinner service of Samian ware, the jewelry worn
by the master’s wife, the methods for heating the hypocaust and pumping water and ploughing the land—all these
were the same, with small variations, throughout the whole vast Roman Empire. It was a kind of uniformity that
had not existed before, and would not really exist again until the Industrial Revolution.
4
For most people in Roman Britain, as for most people at most times, work had to be the main activity in life,
whether in town or country. Soldiers, farmers, craftsmen, government officials, shopkeepers, servants, labourers
and slaves—all were part of a highly organized society which needed hard work and efficient administration if it
was to run smoothly. But there had to be times of relaxation too. It was a Roman playwright, Terence, who wrote,
“The human mind always runs downhill from toil to pleasure”, and a Roman poet, Juvenal, who said that there are
only two things people really want—panem et circenses (“bread and circuses”). Having earned their food, they
wanted to eat it at leisure and to enjoy themselves.
Of course we know much more about the eating habits of rich Romans than we do about the ordinary people,
partly because there are written accounts in Latin of splendid meals in fine houses. The best villas in Britain had a
separate dining-room, the triclinium, in which couches were laid out round a low table from which the food would
be served. But this would happen only for dinner at the end of the day, which might begin to be eaten at any time
between four in the afternoon and seven in the evening. The midday meal was not important, and often breakfast
was simply a drink of water and perhaps some fruit.
In the kitchens, servants used charcoal to heat the stoves and the fireplace, and prepared the food with
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implements many of which are versions of things we still use; though of course much more preparation was
needed than in our time of canned and frozen foods. One of the commonest kinds of pottery found at any place
where the Romans lived is pieces of mortaria: these were large, strong bowls which were used for pounding and
grinding food, and the inner surface is usually roughened with grit mixed with the clay to help this. One side is
opened out so that whatever it held could be poured from it. These mortaria often carry the name of the
manufacturer, stamped on the rim while the clay was still soft. Other things found are kitchen knives, cleavers for
cutting up joints of meat, iron hooks and chains for holding cooking pots above a fire, strainers for vegetables,
presses used for making cheese, big wine jars (amphorae), and every kind of bowl, jug, basin, cup and plate. At
table, there were spoons and knives, but the fork, oddly enough, was little used.
An elaborate banquet might go on for hours. The gustatio—the first course, designed to whet your appetite—
could consist of a lightly spiced egg dish, or a small salad, or some shellfish: oysters were very popular, not only
with the rich, and on most Roman sites in Britain oyster shells are found in large quantities. Colchester was the
chief port for them, and most towns had stalls selling them, where they could either be taken away or eaten on the
spot. Another favourite food to start the meal was snails, which were commonly fattened on milk. The large edible
snail (the kind the French, for example, still eat) was first brought into Britain by the Romans.
The main course would be meat and vegetables. Pork was a favourite meat, and also wild boar. Boar hunts
were popular among the Roman officers: in Britain an altar has been found on wild moorland, with an inscription
saying that it was set up by a cavalry commander to the god Silvanus, and that the commander “was grateful for
taking a wild boar of remarkable fineness which many of his predecessors had been unable to bag”. Birds of many
kinds were eaten (including exotic ones, such as the peacock and—though not in Britain—the ostrich), but less
beef and lamb than nowadays. At the end of the meal, sweet pastries were served, and fruit.
Different kinds of wine were drunk throughout the meal. In Britain most of the wine was imported from Italy
and Gaul, since there were not the right conditions in the island’s cold climate for growing grapes successfully:
beer was the local drink. But a rich villa household undoubtedly bought imported wines, and amphorae in which
the wine was contained have been found all over Britain. The wine was poured from these into jugs or large bowls
(sometimes through strainers to catch the sediment), and from there into small cups orshallow drinking bowls,
often made of the shiny red Samian pottery. Some beakers have been found in Britain which have cheerful
drinking remarks painted on them - BIBE (Drink!), SUAVIS (Sweet, or Smooth), DA MI (Give it to me!), MISCE
MIHI (Mix for me!), NOLITE SITlRE (Don’t be thirsty!), and VIVATIS (Long life!). The remark about mixing refers
to the fact that wine was often mixed with a little water before being served.
*
Hunting of all kinds was enjoyed, for both food and sport. Many designs on Roman pots show hunting scenes,
with everything from deer to hares being pursued, often with a pack of hunting dogs, which are also shown. A
particular kind of Romano-British pottery, which archaeologists call Castor Ware or Nene Valley Ware (after the
place in Northamptonshire where it was manufactured), is full of such hunting scenes. The favourite dog in these
is a type of greyhound, obviously valued for its speed. For those who preferred the gentler pleasures of fishing,
both the sea and rivers were used. Mosaics and carvings show fishermen in boats and on river banks, and both
fish hooks and needles for making and mending nets have been found.
Whenever the pleasures of the Romans are thought of, most people immediately remember something about
the cruel slaughter of men and of animals in the amphitheatres—the “circuses” of Juvenal’s remark. To begin
with, before the establishment of Roman civilization, such death games were part of the funeral rituals of the
Etruscans in Italy; and it is thought that the spilling of blood in this way was intended to be a sacrifice to please
the gods. By the time Roman Britain was settled, however, any religious significance had been long forgotten,
though of course the gladiatorial fights and wild-beast hunts that took place in the amphitheatres had their own
rituals. The gladiators were usually slaves, war prisoners or criminals, who were sometimes given the chance to
win their freedom by behaving with particular bravery and skill in front of the crowd. One kind of gladiator, the
mirmillo, wore a heavy crested helmet of Greek type and carried a short sword. Another kind, the retiarius, used a
net (in which to entangle his opponent) and a three-pronged spear or trident, like Neptune, the sea god. In Britain,
pictures of gladiators have been found decorating all kinds of objects—pottery, glass beakers, mosaics, and also
small bronze figurines of them, which were perhaps souvenirs from the amphitheatre.
It seems certain that gladiatorial fights went on in Britain, in the amphitheatres which have been found—at
Caerleon and Chester (where the audience was probably military), near Dorchester in Dorset, at Cirencester,
Silchester, Chichester, Richborough (Kent) and Caerwent. Fights between wild beasts were perhaps not so
common as they were in, say, North Africa (which controlled the trade in strange and fierce beasts from the south)
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and in Rome itself: it would have been expensive to transport lions and tigers all the way to the remote northern
province. But bulls and bears were no doubt baited (both of them were native to Britain, the bear not yet having
been exterminated), just as they were right down until the middle of the seventeenth century.
Nowadays we are of course shocked by the useless bloodshed and cruelty of these gladiatorial displays and
torture of animals—though bullfighting manages to survive and flourish even now in Spain. What we ought to
remember is that there must always have been a minority of people in Roman times also who disliked them. In his
Confessions, written towards the end of the fourth century A.D., Augustine of Hippo (in North Africa) spoke of
this “cruel and bloodthirsty sport”, and gave a very good picture of a friend of his, Alypius, who was reluctantly
taken by some fellow students to the arena:
When they arrived at the arena, the place was seething with a lust for cruelty. They found seats as best they could
and Alypius shut his eyes tightly, determined to have nothing to do with these atrocities. If only he had closed his ears
as well! For an incident in the fight drew a great roar from the crowd, and this thrilled him so deeply that he could not
contain his curiosity … When he saw the blood, it was as though he had drunk a deep draught of savage passion.
Instead of turning away, he fixed his eyes upon the scene and drank in all its frenzy, unaware what he was doing. He
revelled in the wickedness of the fighting and was drunk with the fascination of bloodshed. He was no longer the man
who had come to the arena, but simply one of the crowd which he had joined, a fit companion for the friends who had
brought him.

This vivid passage gives a clear impression of the way in which the excitement of the crowd could spread even
to someone who knew that what went on in these arenas and amphitheatres was disgusting.
The true “circus”, in the Latin sense, was the place where chariot races were held. These were tremendously
popular in Rome (where the charioteers had their own supporters’ clubs—the Reds, the Whites, the Blues and the
Greens), but so far no remains of a circus have been found in Roman Britain. However, British horses were
famous, so it is likely that circuses existed; and there are a number of representations of chariots and chariot races
on mosaics, cups and sculptures. A piece of sculpture found at Lincoln shows a boy driving a chariot, and a
mosaic from Horkstow in Lincolnshire has four panels showing different stages in a chariot race. In one of them,
a horse has broken away from its chariot, and a man on horseback is galloping after it with a lasso to try to
recapture it.
*
There were plenty of quieter ways of enjoyment too. Music, for example. Though little is known about Roman
composition and instruments, a bronze figure of a woman playing a kind of pipe called a tibia (found at
Silchester) shows they enjoyed making music. The Romans were fond of all kinds of games; even more than
various games of handball and football, they loved games with dice and board games. Counters made of pottery,
bone and glass have been found in many parts of Roman Britain: these were used on boards divided up into
squares, in games that were like versions of chess or draughts, and such boards have been found in north Wales, in
Kent, at Chester, and along Hadrian’s Wall. One dice that turned up was weighted in such a way that the six
almost always fell when it was thrown, which suggests that the gambler who owned it was quite prepared to
cheat.
Children had toys, of course, and though a number of these were probably dolls made of wood and cloth which
has rotted away, dolls and miniature animals made of pottery and bronze have been found. At York, a little girl’s
grave contained a tiny bronze mouse which had been buried with her. Several bronze dogs have been found, and
we know from a variety of sources that pet animals were commonly kept and much loved: dogs, cats, hares, birds.
Quite often during excavations on Roman sites floor tiles are found which had been walked over by animals while
the tiles were still damp before being fired and hardened in the kiln. One of the most amusing is in the museum at
Verulamium: evidently a dog was standing on one of these damp tiles when someone saw him, and three marks
can be seen there—the paw marks of the dog when he was standing still, then a pebble buried in the clay, and then
the blurred marks made by the dog as he ran quickly off, frightened by whoever threw the stone at him.
Reading was not such a common pleasure, for two main reasons. One was that there were no printed books,
and all books and pieces of writing had to be copied by hand—a slow and expensive business, so that only the
rich could afford books. And along with this went the fact that many people in Roman Britain were probably
illiterate. Officials, merchants, villa owners doing their farm accounts, most (but not all) army officers—these
would need to be able to read and write. But for most people it was not necessary. Education was very advanced
in the central Roman Empire—Italy, Gaul, and so on—but it had to be paid for, so that those who could not afford
school fees for their children had to do without. We can only guess that Roman Britain too had schools, but there
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is no trace of them.
What we do know is that some quite ordinary people had managed to pick up enough education to be able to
write at least a few words—words which survive scratched on walls, tiles, and bits of broken pottery. These
graffiti (the name for words scratched, rather than carved, on the surface of anything) are among the most human
bits of the past we have: reading them seems to put you more directly in touch with these distant people than
anything else that survives. The most famous of them, famous because we can only guess what sort of incident lay
behind the words, was found scratched on a tile in London: it says
AUSTALIS DIBUS XIII VAGATUR SIBI COTIDIM

which means, “Austalis has been going off on his own every day for thirteen days”. Perhaps Austalis was
miserably in love with someone, or perhaps he was lazy, or perhaps he was just feeling moody. We shall never
know.
A tile from Silchester has a bit of Virgil’s poetry scratched on it, so it may have been part of a writing lesson;
or perhaps a student trying to do some revision before an exam. A brickmaker in Silchester wrote on a box tile
(used in the walls in houses where there was a hypocaust system) “Clementinus made this box tile”. Another
wrote “Primus has made ten tiles”. At Caerwent, a tile was found which seems to have been used for a writing
lesson, because someone wrote on it the name Bellicianus, and underneath it there are three copies of the same
name, each in a different style. The oddest piece of writing is also from Caerwent: a section of wall plaster, on
which can be seen (but not read) the traces of something someone had written—but someone else had evidently
been shocked or annoyed by the words, because the scribble has been rubbed away, and underneath it is the word
puniamini—“May you be punished!”
These pleasures, and the added skill of writing (for the pre-Roman Celts had no form of writing), were the sort
of thing Tacitus meant in that mocking passage I quoted in chapter two—about “the luxuries that make vice
pleasant—arcades, baths, and splendid banquets”. Tacitus says that the British became fond of these, of Roman
clothes, of the Latin language. He wrote too early to know how deeply all these Roman “novelties” would be
absorbed by Romano-Britains—or to predict how completely they would be swept away in the end, as the whole
Roman Empire began to disintegrate in the centuries long after his death.
5
The ways in which the dead are buried tell us something about the beliefs of the living. This is true of people
all over the world, and at all times. So archaeologists have always attached great importance to the excavation of
burials, because the treatment of the body, the things which may be put in the grave with it, and any memorial
which was put there, are all pieces of evidence about the religious ideas of the time and place.
The Romans, as I have said already, were usually tolerant of whatever religions they came across in the lands
they conquered and occupied; so long as the peace was kept and Roman order acknowledged, they were willing
not only to accept the local gods but often to adapt them to their own. The religious beliefs and practices followed
in the Roman Empire were very varied, from the most primitive pagan worship of trees and stones to Christianity,
which spread from its beginnings in the small and rather insignificant Roman province of Judea to affect most of
the world. In Roman Britain we can find signs of both, and many others besides.
Most of our knowledge of Romano-British religions has been learned from burials, though I shall come to
what we have discovered from temples, sculpture, mosaics, etc., a little later. Almost always the burials are found
outside the towns or other settlements. One of the most ancient Roman laws, which applied throughout the Roman
Empire, was: “Thou shalt not bury or burn a dead man within a city”. The reasons for this were practical rather
than religious, to do with health dangers and the cost of land—not belief. At the time of Claudius’s conquest in
A.D. 43, and for at least another century, the Romans cremated their dead. The ashes and burnt bone were then
put in a container (usually a pottery jar or a square glass bottle) and buried in a grave in a cemetery. Sometimes—
with the poorer people—the grave was just a hole in the ground, without any protection or any kind of monument
above it. But in many cases the hole was lined with slabs of stone, or tiles, and a tombstone was placed above it.
These cremation burials sometimes have a coin or a few pottery dishes buried with the ashes, but the sort of
elaborate “grave goods” that are found in so many other ancient burials (not only the Egyptians but also the
Bronze Age and Iron Age inhabitants of Britain) were never part of Roman customs. The Romans varied a good
deal, both individually and from age to age, in their ideas about whether there was some kind of life after death.
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By the third century A.D., there was a fairly general belief that in some way the body survived, so that some
useful things in the grave might be necessary, if only to take on the journey to the next world. From this time on
we find burials of the complete body, together with some grave goods—dishes for food and drink, a few
ornaments that the dead person had worn, in the case of children some toys, and often a coin placed in the mouth
of the skull. This coin was to pay the fare to Charon, who was supposed to ferry people in his boat across the river
Styx to the land of the dead. But weapons, for example, are very seldom found in Romano-British graves, even in
the graves of soldiers; and when they are, the graves usually belong to troops who came from parts of the Empire
in which some people still clung to old beliefs, long since forgotten elsewhere.
It seems that the most important thing the Romans wanted to show in a burial was that those who were left
loved and honoured the dead person—and they wanted to show this to the living world as much as to the next
one. The simplest form of inscription on a tombstone begins with the words Dis Manibus or DM—“to the spirits
of the departed”—and goes on to give the name and the age of the person. Very often some words follow saying
who had put up the stone—the widow, widower, son, daughter; or sometimes a master to his slave, or a slave to
his master. A common ending to the inscription is H.S.E. (short for Hic situs est—“He is laid here”). Tombstones
of soldiers usually give details of where they came from, which military unit they had served with, and how long
they had served. One from Wroxeter (the Roman Viroconium) reads:
Marcus Petronius, son of Lucius, of the Menenian tribe, from Vicetia, aged 38, soldier of the Fourteenth Legion
Gemina, served 18 years, was a standard-bearer and is buried here.

Whether they believed in some kind of bodily resurrection or not, almost all Romans thought that the spirit of
the dead survived, even if only in some vague and shadowy way. If the proper ceremonies were not performed
when someone died, the spirit might come back, troubled or angry, and haunt the relatives who for whatever
reason had not followed the correct rituals. Some people believed in the old Greek idea that the spirits of the dead
returned to earth in other forms, inhabiting another body. In the case of very famous and splendid people, the
spirit might even become a star: the poet Ovid wrote about the soul of Julius Caesar turning into a comet when he
was assassinated. Another poet, Virgil, wrote in detail in his long poem, the Aeneid, about the journey through the
underworld of his hero Aeneas, who recognized there people he knew on earth.
*
As far as the government of the Roman Empire was concerned, the spirit of the Emperor himself was the most
important part of religion. Since the time of Augustus (who succeeded Julius Caesar), the Emperor had been
officially regarded as a god: his numen, or spiritual power, was worshipped. We have seen already how the great
temple at Colchester was built and dedicated to Claudius very soon after the Roman conquest. After it was
destroyed during Boudicca’s revolt, it was rebuilt and went on being used as a centre for what is known as the
“Imperial Cult”. There were other temples at York and Lincoln which had the same purpose, and there may have
been others. Priests were appointed by the local government for a year at a time, and these appointments were
regarded as honours. Indeed, the priests received no salary; instead, they had to pay out of their own purses for the
festivals held in the temples.
The spirit of the Emperor-god was linked with the four most important Roman gods in the heavens, Jupiter,
Juno, Minerva and Mars. Jupiter, the most powerful of the gods, almost always had the names Optimus Maximus
(“Best and Greatest”) added, and these words are found on an altar from a fort in Cumberland, not far from
Hadrian's Wall:
To Jupiter Optimus Maximus, the First Cohort of Spaniards, which is commanded by Marcus Maenius Agrippa,
tribune, set this up.

Juno was the wife of Jupiter and therefore queen of the gods; she was particularly responsible for women. And
Minerva, the daughter of Jupiter, was in charge of all arts, crafts and skills, and therefore wisdom itself. Mars was
the god of war.
Many altars dedicated to the gods have been found in Britain, as well as small bronze and pottery figures of
them. These figures stood in people’s houses, in the household shrine, where the spirits of the family ancestors
would be remembered. And along with these went whatever local gods might be worshipped. The Romans
believed that every place had its own god or spirit, who looked over it and protected it in return for worship and
sacrifice. The guardian spirit of a town, or a family, or indeed an individual person, was known as its genius; and
along with this went a whole range of household gods, the lares, who looked after the house itself. So imagined
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figures of the genius and the lares stood alongside all the other gods. In Britain, the best of these have been found
at Silchester.
The massacre of the Druids at their headquarters in Anglesey by Agricola and Suetonius, and the destruction of
their holy places, did not mean that the old pre-Roman religion entirely vanished. The Druids were a menace to
the Romans for political reasons, not religious ones, because these priests were leaders of resistance. The
memories and superstitions of the past survived in all sorts of local ways, though it is difficult now to sort out
what was truly local and what truly Roman. Among the strangest of these old gods are the Gienii Cucullati, the
Cloaked Spirits, carvings of whom have been found in several places in Britain, particularly along Hadrian’s Wall
but also in Lincoln and Gloucestershire. Most of these carvings show three hooded figures, with long cloaks. In
some, the figures seem to be holding eggs, and it is thought that these may be symbols of immortality. A
particularly mysterious carving, found near Cirencester shows three such figures offering something—perhaps
grapes—to a woman who is holding a large egg on her lap.
This woman may be a Mother-Goddess—another ancient spirit, who was shown in many carvings and
figurines in prehistoric times all over the world. Many Roman inscriptions mentioning Mother-Goddesses have
been found in Britain, most of them on monuments put up by soldiers from other parts of the Empire. One says:
To the Mother-Goddesses of his native land Aurelius Juvenalis made this offering.

Another is dedicaed
To the Mother-Goddesses of all nations

And one from Winchester is dedicated to the Mother-Goddesses of Italy, Germany, Gaul and Britain. What the
soldiers who made these dedications may have felt is that the spirit of their native country was feminine, and that
she gave birth to her people and looked after them like a real mother. At the same time, this Mother could be seen
as the mysterious force behind all life and all growth, of crops and of the richness and fertility of the whole earth
as well as the bearer of children.
Some of the cults that appeared in Roman Britain came from very far away. A jug excavated in London carries
the inscription LONDINI AD FANUM ISIDIS—“London, at the temple of Isis”—though no such temple has yet been
fround. Wherever it was, the ceremonies that went on there must have been to do with one of the chief gods of the
Egyptians, Isis, the wife of Osiris, whose worship went back thousands of years before the Romans. The Romans
were fascinated by ancient Egyptian religion (the Roman historian Plutarch wrote an account of it), and there
were probably some Roman followers of Egyptian rituals even before Egypt became a Roman province.
A much more widespread cult was that of Mithras, a god of the Zoroastrians in Persia. In the Roman Empire,
including Britain, the worship of Mithras was particularly associated with soldiers, because it was a religion that
demanded much courage and endurance. Worshippers had to pass through seven grades of initiation, though we
know very little about what kinds of ritual these involved, because Mithraism was a deliberately mysterious faith
and its secrets were closely guarded. We do know that the high point in the story of Mithras was his capture and
killing of an enormous bull—a sacrifice by which he was supposed in some way to have saved the world.
Mithras stabbing the bull is shown in many forms in the Roman world, in carvings and sculptures, mosaics and
wall paintings. At Carrawburgh near Hadrian’s Wall a Mithraeum, or temple of Mithras, has been found; but the
most famous Mithraeum in Britain was found in London in 1954.
Among all the things discovered in this London temple, the most interesting were the sculptures (of Minerva
and Mercury, as well as of Mithras arid the bull) which had been deliberately hidden under the floor some time in
the early fourth century A.D. Archaeologists think that the worshippers of Mithras were concealing them from
Christians, who hated Mithraism so much because it seemed to be a horrible and wicked version of their own
religion, with the “sacrifice of salvation” involving the slaughter of a bull rather than the crucifixion of Jesus. In
the year A.D. 312, the Emperor Constantine had made Christianity the official religion of the Roman Empire,
replacing all other cults, and from then on the worship of the Emperor, of Jupiter, and of all the other gods
disappeared—in some places more slowly than others. But Christianity had already arrived in Britain at least a
century before Constantine’s decree. One of the earliest signs of this may be a scratched inscription found on the
painted wall of a Roman house in Cirencester. The words are made into a square, which reads in one way ROTAS
OPERA TENET AREPO SATOR —“The sower Arepo guides the wheels at work”. This doesn’t seem to make much
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sense—but read up and down and from side to side, they spell out another message in the form of a cross: PATER
NOSTER, “Our Father”, the first words of the Lord’s Prayer, with the letters A and 0 after them—that is, Alpha and
Omega, the first and last letters of the Greek alphabet, the beginning and the end, which had quickly become a
shorthand way of representing the Christian religion.
Perhaps the most moving of these very early Christian remains is an inscription found in a stone coffIn at York.
The coffin contained the skeleton of a woman, with her bracelets and armlets, earrings and mirror—and a tiny
strip of bone, on which are the words SORORARE VIVAS IN DEO—“Hail, sister, may you live in God”. It seems
likely that this woman was buried at a time when Christianity was one of the few persecuted religions, before the
official acceptance: the words seem almost secretly written.
With the adoption of Christianity, Christian signs and symbols occur in several parts of Roman Britain, and on
many kinds of object: bowls, rings, spoons, lead water tanks (which may have had something to do with baptism),
and in the villa at Lullingstone in Kent in a fourth-century room which was probably the chapel for the family that
lived there. The Chi-Rho sign (the first letters in the Greek style of writing Christ’s name, and another common
shorthand way of representing the faith) is worked several times into the design of a wall painting here. And
mosaic pavements with Christian symbols have been found at two Roman villas in Dorset (Hinton St. Mary and
Frampton) and at Chedworth. Early in 1975, an amateur archaeologist came across the earliest hoard of Christian
silver ever found, in a ploughed field at Water Newton, between Peterborough and Oundle. This was the site of
the Roman town of Durobrivae. The hoard dates from the fourth century, and consists of nearly thirty silver
objects—bowls, jugs, a two-handled cup, a large dish, a strainer, and a number of small triangular leaf-shaped
plaques. Several of these things carry the Chi-Rho sign, and some have longer inscriptions.
Traces of only two definite churches of the Roman period have been found, at Silchester and Caerwent. In a
remote province like Britain, and particularly with a large army present which no doubt hung on to its old beliefs
in private if not in public, Christianity probably spread more slowly than in parts of the Empire closer to Rome.
Although Irish monks were coming into Britain and preaching by about the beginning of the fifth century A.D., it
was to be years before the Christian religion took a firm hold in the country, in spite of official decrees from the
Emperor in Rome. The “conversion of England” came long after the Roman armies had left, when the buildings
and roads of Roman Britain lay overgrown and in ruins.
5
“Beyond the inhabited world”—that phrase by the Roman historian Dio Cassius, when he described the fear
and gloom felt by the Roman Legions as they were about to embark for the invasion of Britain in A.D. 43, is not
the way in which a third-century inhabitant of, say, London or Cirencester or Silchester would have felt about the
province of Britannia; nor would the owner of one of the many prosperous villas. Although Britain was on the
northern edge of the Empire, and although the presence of the army was always necessary to garrison and patrol
the northern frontiers, large areas of the lowlands had become peaceful, settled, and as “civilized” as most
provinces; indeed, more civilized than some.
Yet in spite of its methodical organization and the way in which it managed to extend the same kind of life to
many different kinds of province, the Roman Empire was not a changeless, static, solid piece of work. It had its
economic troubles, sometimes local, sometimes general: bad harvests, inflation, difficulties in raising money for
public works (such as road building and repair) which caused increased—and of course unpopular—taxation.
There was the burden of paying for a large army. And off and on, and increasingly, there were hostile tribes and
peoples to deal with, some from outside the Empire, some from within it, some from across the sea.
The Roman Empire was never easy or entirely peaceful along its frontiers, whether in Germany or North
Africa or in Britain itself. A few years before the building of Hadrian’s Wall, there was a general native rising in
the north; the forts built by Agricola in Scotland were overrun by the Caledonian tribes, and further south the
Brigantes rebelled and destroyed the Ninth Legion which was stationed at York. Although the Emperors Hadrian
and Antoninus Pius pushed the frontier back again and built their great walls, the Brigantes rose in A.D. 154-155,
and caused trouble as far south as Derbyshire. Twenty-five years later, a series of rebellions and invasions from
the north began which went on for the next quarter of a century. Matters were made worse by a mutiny among
some army units in Britain, and by a struggle between three military leaders to become Emperor. All this was
temporarily settled by the Emperor Septimius Severus, who managed to rebuild Hadrian's Wall (the Antonine Wall
was abandoned) and to strike as far north as Aberdeenshire in Scotland. For almost a century, the island was
comparatively quiet.
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Towards the end of Severus’s reign (he died on one of his visits to Britain, at York in the year 211), the island
was divided into two provinces, Britannia Superior and Britannia Inferior—that is, Upper Britain and Lower
Britain. There were separate governors, and the idea may have been to split the army in two so that no single man
would have control over all the Legions and auxiliaries. More and more it was army officers who made and
unmade Emperors, and an army unified under one commander was seen to have dangers.
By the year 280 or so, there were signs of new trouble. Not only did the northern tribes again manage to drive
the troops from Hadrian’s Wall, but groups of raiders from what are now the borders of Denmark and Germany
began to attack the coasts of both Gaul and Britain. These were the Saxons and the Franks, and it was the Saxons
in particular who in the end were going to shape the future of Britain. At first they were chiefly sea pirates
grabbing what they could from cargo ships in the North Sea and the Channel. Then they started their raids on the
coasts themselves, looting and killing. One of the signs of the uncertainty such raids brought to the coastal
inhabitants of southern and eastern Britain is the number of coin hoards dating from this period which have been
found there—five of them near Eastbourne in Sussex, for example. The Romano-British settlers who buried these
coins hoped, no doubt, that the money would be safe from the raiders. So it was—but the settlers evidently never
managed to recover it. Perhaps they were killed, or perhaps they hurriedly moved inland and never came back.
Things became so bad that a special naval force was created to try to keep the seas clear of pirates from
Belgium to Brittany. This was the Classis Britannica (the British Fleet); and the man who was put in charge of it,
Carausius, was an experienced Roman naval officer whose people came from the borders of Gaul and Germany,
but who had settled in what is now Holland. In the year 284, Carausius was commanded by the Emperor
Diocletian to make the seas safe. His headquarters were at Boulogne, in Gaul.
For two years, Carausius held this job. But in A.D. 286, Diocletian decided to share his imperial throne with a
general, Maximian, and one of the first things Maximian did was to dismiss Carausius from the command of the
Channel Fleet and order him to come to Rome. We know about this only from the “official” Roman historians, but
at any rate their version of what had happened was that Carausius, far from stopping the Saxon and Frankish
raiders from attacking the coasts of both Britain and Gaul, had allowed them to get away with the loot and had
then boarded their ships at sea and had kept the treasures for himself. And when Maximian summoned him to
Rome, Carausius—and all his Fleet—revolted. Carausius declared himself Emperor—not of the whole Roman
Empire, but. of the areas his fleet controlled: part of Gaul, parts of what are now Belgium and Holland, and the
whole of Britain.
Carausius managed to rule this small empire of his for seven years. A naval force that Maximian sent to fight
him was either lost at sea because of bad weather or was defeated by Carausius. After his “unilateral declaration
of independence”, Carausius had large numbers of coins minted carrying his name and the title of Emperor. He
had the loyalty of the three Legions stationed in Britain at the time, and that of the army units in Boulogne. He
even managed to have his Empire “recognized” by the central government in Rome—though he must have
realized that his days were numbered. Although the central government was weaker than it had been, with so
many tribes on the frontiers causing trouble and stretching the Roman armies almost to breaking point, it was not
likely to tolerate a usurper of Carausius’s sort for long.
At this period there is some very solid evidence along the southern and eastern coasts, but it is evidence about
which archaeologists disagree. From Brancaster, on the north coast of Norfolk, down to Portchester, on the coast
of Hampshire near Portsmouth, there is a series of nine stone forts. These are known as the “Saxon Shore” forts.
Some of them, though of course in ruins, are still very impressive, especially those at Burgh Castle, near
Yarmouth in Norfolk, Richborough in Kent, and Portchester. Most of them were built at the end of the third
century, though a few existed in much smaller form before that. For years, modern archaeologists accepted the
idea that their reconstruction and expansion in the late third century was in order to make them defences against
the Saxon pirates; and certainly this is how they were meant to be used when a new official, with the splended
title of Comes Litoris Saxonici (Count of the Saxon Shore), was appointed at the beginning of the fourth century.
But a more recent theory is that, far from being a defence against the Saxons, they were first intended to be
Carausius’s bulwark against the fleet which the central government in Rome was bound to send to attack him.
Whichever is the true explanation, the separate “empire” of Carausius was doomed. In A.D. 294, he was
murdered by Allectus, one of his chief officers, who wanted to be Emperor himself; and two years later a Roman
army captured Boulogne and a Roman fleet sailed from there to the south coast, near the Isle of Wight. Landing
there, the Imperial Army met the army of Allectus, probably in north-east Hampshire, and defeated it. While this
was going on, the northern tribes again poured in, destroying parts of Chester and York; Allectus in his
desperation had pulled out too many soldiers from the north to the south, and the frontiers had not been properly
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defended. The breakaway empire was finished.
For a second time Britain was under the central rule of Rome, for another 125 years. But now the Saxons and
Franks began to unite with the northern tribes, the Picts and the Scots, and together these fierce anti-Roman forces
played havoc with the province. More and more Roman troops had been withdrawn to deal with revolts and raids
on the continent of Europe. The Emperor Constantine I (the one who had officially made Christianity the religion
of the Empire) was a strong and decisive ruler, and during his reign (306-330) Britain managed to recover, at least
in its lowland areas, some of its prosperity; during these twenty-five years or so there are signs of rebuilding and
improvement both in the towns and in the villas.
But it was just a peaceful lull before the final onslaught of storms. After the death of Constantine, within a few
years a Romano-British military leader called Magnentius briefly took over as usurper in both Britain and Gaul:
the only difference was that, unlike Carausius, he was a native of Britain. To the tribes who skirmished round the
shores, there was no difference; nor was there any to the Picts and Scots to the north.
From now on, there is a confusing picture of generals from the central government (such as Theodosius) trying
to make order in Britain, conflicting with usurpers (such as the general Maximus, a Spaniard who had
commanded the troops in Britain and had then declared himself Emperor), and both struggling to keep the
invading tribes at bay. It was a chaotic situation. By the year 409, the Romano-Britains were sending appeals to
the Emperor Honorius to help them withstand the assaults of the Franks and Saxons, to whom by now had been
added the Angles, another group of tribes from northern Germany. But the centre of the Empire was in such a
confused state that Honorius could do nothing for them. In the year 410, Rome itself was sacked by the Goths,
and the Legions were withdrawn from Britain. The message was that the population would have to fend for itself
as best it could.
In all these pirate raids, invasions, usurping generals and brief periods of peace, it is difficult to find out what
life for people in Britain was like. In the north and along the eastern and southern coasts, it must have been an
almost constant business of flight and return, defence and survival. Not only did the settlers bury hoards of coins,
they hid away other treasure too. The most famous example is the Mildenhall Treasure: this was a vast collection
of silver plates and other dishes, buried by a rich Roman family in an attempt to save it from Saxon raiders, some
time in the fourth or fifth century A.D. It was ploughed up by chance in 1942, near the small town of Mildenhall
in Suffolk. The largest dish weighs 18 lbs and measures two feet across.
By the beginning of the fifth century, the Saxons were not only raiding, they were settling in East Anglia and in
the East Riding of Yorkshire: their pottery has been found there, and not just the pottery they brought with them
but pieces that had obviously been made in Romano-British kilns but adapted in style to their own taste. Very
early Saxon cemeteries have been found in these areas, showing that they lived and died there.
It was a return, in a way, to the time almost four hundred years earlier, before the invasion of Claudius. But
only in a way: the main difference was that now the settled population of Britain was much larger, and that it
thought of itself as Roman. Two centuries earlier—so far back in time that the inhabitants of Britain must have
thought it a decree that lasted from the beginning - the Emperor in Rome had granted full citizenship of the
Empire to every free-born subject. The shopkeeper in Corinium, the glass manufacturer in Venta Icenorum, the
magistrate in Verulamium, the villa owner of Chedworth, the army officer who had retired and was running a farm
somewhere in Lincolnshire—all of them were Roman citizens, brought up in the ways of the Empire, accustomed
to its laws, fond of their imperial pleasures in public baths, amphitheatres, imported wines, imported household
decorations. They were born and bred in Britain (except probably for the army officer—and even he had chosen to
stay in the country where he had done his military service); but they also belonged to Rome, to its ways and
traditions. And now all of that was in peril.
In these confused last years of Romano-British life, it seems that the inhabitants even went to the desperate
lengths of hiring European mercenaries (people who were willing to fight for anyone so long as they were paid),
and at least some of these mercenaries were themselves from the enemy lands of the Angles and Saxons. Just
outside the east gate of Venta Icenorum in Norfolk, a large Anglo-Saxon cemetery was found, and some of the
pottery in it (containing cremations) has been dated by archaeologists to the years just before A.D. 400. Hired to
defend the town dwellers against attack by Anglo-Saxon fellow-countrymen, they can hardly have been a very
reliable force.
Who ruled Britain? Neither the central government in Rome nor Britain itself regarded the province as having
finally been lost: appeals for help were being made to Rome at least as late as A.D. 446, and, though no such help
came, it is thought that for years Rome intended to restore its rule to the island. The Roman historian Procopius,
writing a century later, says that after the death of the Emperor Constantine III in the year 411, Britain was ruled
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by tyrannoi—not tyrants, but usurpers. But in this case they would not be usurpers like Carausius, defying the
Roman Empire; instead, they were local Romano-British military leaders, many of them probably trained in the
Roman army, who tried to resist the invaders from the north, south and east. Yet gradually they were
overwhelmed.
One by one the towns were deserted, and their inhabitants (those who were not killed by the Angles and
Saxons, or made into slaves) moved away—some to Gaul, but most to Wales. In early Welsh literature, there is
mention of these people and of their military leaders, who were called Gwledig in Welsh (“commanders”) and
who were said to wear Roman military insignia. The villas and farms were abandoned, their fields quickly
becoming overgrown. All over lowland Britain, archaeologists have found the signs of collapsed walls and roofs
from this period, fire and hasty burials. As the generations followed, Latin was gradually forgotten, with AngloSaxon taking over in the lowlands and the Celtic language asserting itself (for the Celts had never been totally
suppressed) in the highlands of the west and north. Even now, some Latin words survive in Welsh, as
“borrowings” from the Romano-British who found refuge in Wales: for example, the Welsh word ffenestr comes
from the Latin fenestra (window).
The Anglo-Saxons were not town dwellers; the small village, with its open fields round it, was their natural
place. Nor would they have felt at home in the villas, which must have seemed as foreign to them as the neat and
identical farmhouses of the Italian colonial settlers in Libya did in modern times to the Arab tribesmen. The
Roman drainage ditches and canals of the Fens flooded and silted up; the miles and miles of Roman roads grew
high with weeds and grass, like disused railway lines. Most useless of all were the great public buildings—the
basilicas, the temples, the bath-houses and the military installations. Both Walls in the north were derelict by now,
and the forts of the Saxon Shore, and the garrison centres at York, Chester and Caerleon.
It was the Roman towns in the west that managed to survive longest, since they were furthest away from the
early Anglo-Saxon settlements. Cirencester, for example, seems to have had some kind of organized life well into
the fifth century, with the town defences being repaired and markets being held in the forum. But even here there
are signs of the roads becoming choked with mud and overgrown, and of unburied skeletons lying where the
bodies had fallen—perhaps dying of plague rather than being killed by invaders, for in the middle of the fifth
century a great plague spread across Europe from the east and maybe reached Britain. Yet the west of Britain, too,
was to fall to the Anglo-Saxons. The Anglo-Saxon Chronicle records that in A.D. 577
Cuthwine and Ceawlin fought against the Britons and killed three kings, Conmail, Condidan and Farinmail, at the
place which is called Dyrham. And they captured three of their cities, Gloucester, Cirencester and Bath.

Bath, a Roman city almost wholly devoted to the very Roman pleasures of the baths themselves, must have
seemed the strangest place of all to the Anglo-Saxons when they captured it. Years later, when Britain was still
inhabited by Saxons but no doubt long after any clear memory survived of who the Romans were or what they
had done, an Anglo-Saxon poet wrote of some “works of giants” which he had seen in ruins. He was certainly
describing the ruins of some Roman city, and the details towards the end seem to suggest that it may have been
Bath. The manuscript is damaged, so that not all of it can be read, but enough is there to show the wonder—and
the sadness—of the poet as he contemplated the decay of time.
Splendid this rampart is, though fate destroyed it,
The city buildings fell apart, the works
Of giants crumble. Tumbled are the towers,
Ruined the roofs, and broken the barred gate,
Frost in the plaster, all the ceilings gape,
Torn and collapsed and eaten up by age.
And grit holds in its grip, the hard embrace
Of earth, the dead departed master-builders,
Until a hundred generations now
Of people have passed by. Often this wall
Stained red and gray with lichen has stood by
Surviving storms while kingdoms rose and fell.
And now the high curved wall itself has fallen …
Resolute masons, skilled in rounded building
Wondrously linked the framework with iron bonds.
The public halls were bright, with lofty gables,
Bath-houses many; great the cheerful noise

1639

And many mead-halls filled with human pleasures,
Till mighty fate brought change upon it all.
Slaughter was widespread, pestilence was rife,
And death took all those valiant men away.
The martial halls became deserted places,
The city crumbled, its repairers fell,
Its armies to the earth. And so these halls
Are empty, and this red curved roof now sheds
Its tiles, decay has brought it to the ground,
Smashed it to piles of rubble, where long since
A host of heroes, glorious, gold-adorned,
Gleaming in splendour, proud and flushed with wine,
Shone in their armour, gazed on gems and treasure,
On silver, riches, wealth and jewelery,
On this bright city with its wide domains.
Stone buildings stood, and the hot stream cast forth
Wide sprays of water, which a wall enclosed
In its bright compass, where convenient
Stood hot baths ready for them at the centre.
Hot streams poured forth over the clear gray stone,
To the round pool and down into the baths. . . .

The gradual collapse of not only Roman Britain but of the whole Roman Empire is one of the greatest and
saddest stories in human history. For all their faults, the Romans had managed to bring peace, good government, a
sense of order and a sense of civilization to a large part of the western world. The unity and the uniformity of the
Empire allowed it both to adapt to whatever local features seemed worthwhile, and, even after its passing, to hand
on a legacy many parts of which still survive, large and small. There is the high proportion of Latin words
(estimated at about one-third) in the English language, as well as the whole foundation of French, Italian, Spanish
and Portuguese. There is the idea of law; and Roman law is still the basis of many codes of justice. There is our
alphabet; and we still use Roman numerals for some purposes, and Roman calendar names for some of our
months. In building, the Romans were pioneers in making roads, in manufacturing brick and concrete, in the
construction of the arch for bridges, domes and vaults, in drainage and sewer systems, in central heating. As far as
western civilization is concerned, the Romans invented banking and the public postal system. There is the whole
heritage of Latin literature: Virgil, Ovid, Lucretius, Catullus, Juvenal, Martial, Seneca, and dozens of other poets
and writers, as well as the historians and political writers, such as Cicero. And it was through the channels of the
Roman Empire that Christianity spread.
*
The poet Thomas Hardy, visiting Italy in April 1887, went to the ruins of the Roman theatre at Fiesole, just
outside Florence; and he wrote a poem about a particular incident that happened to him there which made him
realize how far the Roman Empire spread. Hardy lived near Dorchester in Dorset—the Roman town of
Durnovaria; and here he was, in 1887, hundreds and hundreds of miles away from his home.
I traced the Circus whose gray stones incline
Where Rome and dim Etruria interjoin,
Till came a child who showed an ancient coin
That bore the image of a Constantine.
She lightly passed; nor did she once opine
How, better than all books, she had raised for me
In swift perspective Europe’ history
Through the vast years of Caesar’s sceptred line.
For in my distant plot of English loam
’Twas but to delve, and straightway there to find
Coins of like impress. As with one half blind
Whom common simples cure, her act flashed home
In that mute moment to my opened mind
The power, the pride, the reach of perished Rome.
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In the small hours of a blustery October morning in a south Devon coastal town that seemed to have been
deserted by its inhabitants, Magnus Pym got out of his elderly country taxi-cab and, having paid the driver and
waited till he had left. Struck out across the church square. His destination was a terrace of ill-lit Victorian
boarding-houses with names like Bel-a-Vista, The Commodore and Eureka. In build he was powerful but stately,
a representative of something. His stride was agile, his body forward-sloping in the best tradition of the AngloSaxon administrative class. In the same attitude, whether static or in motion, Englishmen have hoisted flags over
distant colonies, discovered the sources of great rivers, stood on the decks of sinking ships. He had been traveling
in one way or another for sixteen hours but he wore no overcoat or hat. He carried a fat black briefcase of the
official kind and in the other hand a green Harrods bag. A strong sea wind lashed at his city suit, salt rain stung his
eyes, balls of spume skimmed across his path.
Pym ignored them. Reaching the porch of a house marked NO VACANCIES he pressed the bell and waited,
first for the outside light to go on, then for the chains to be unfastened from inside. While he waited a church
clock began striking five. As if in answer to its summons Pym turned on his heel and stared back at the square. At
the graceless tower of the Baptist church posturing against the racing clouds. At the writing monkey-puxzzle
trees, pride of the ornamental gardens. At the empty bandstand. At the bus shelter. At the dark patches of the side
streets. At the doorways one by one.
“Why, Mr. Canterbury, it’s you,” an old lady’s voice objected sharply as the door opened behind him. “You bad
man. You caught the night sleeper again, I can tell. Why ever didn’t you telephone?”
“Hullo, Miss Dubber,” said Pym. “How are you?”
“Never mind how I am, Mr. Canterbury. Come in at once. You’ll catch your death.” But the ugly windswept
square seemed to have locked Pym in its spell.
“I thought Sea View was up for sale, Miss D,” he remarked as she tried to pluck him into the house. “You told
me Mr. Cook moved out when his wife died. Wouldn’t set foot in the place, you said.”
“Of course he wouldn’t. He was allergic. Come in this instant, Mr. Canterbury, and wipe your feet before I
make your tea.”
“So what’s a light doing in his upstairs bedroom window?” Pym asked as he allowed her to tug him up the
steps.
Like many tyrants Miss Dubber was small. She was also old and powdery and lopsided, with a crooked back
that rumpled her dressing-gown and made everything round her seem lopsided too.
“Mr. Cook has rented out the upper flat, Celia Venn has taken it to paint in. That’s you all over.” She slid the
bolt.
“Disappear for three months, come back in the middle of the night and worry about a light in someone’s
window.” She slid another.
“You’ll never change, Mr. Chanterbury. I don’t know why I bother.”
“Who on earth is Celia Venn?”
“Dr. Venn’s daughter, silly. She wants to see the sea and paint it.” Her voice changed abruptly.
“Why Mr. Canterbury, how dare you? Take that off this instant.”
With the last bolt in place Miss Dubber had straightened up as best she could and was preparing herself for a
reluctant hug. But instead of her customary scowl, which nobody believed in for a moment, her poky little face
had twisted in fright.
“Your horrid black tie, Mr. Canterbury. I won’t have death in the house, I won’t have you bring it. Who is it
for?”
Pym was a handsome man, boyish but distinguished. In his early fifties he was in his prime, full of zeal and
urgency in a place that knew none. But the best thing sabout him in Miss Dubber’s view wa his lovely smile that
gave out so much warmth and truth and made her feel right.
“Just an old Whitehall colleague, Miss D. No one to flap about. No one close.”
“Everyone’s close at my age, Mr. Canterbury. What was his name?”
“I hardly knew the fellow,” said Pym emphatically, untying his tie and slipping it into his pocket. “And I’m
certainly not going to tell you his name and have you hunting the obituaries, so there.” His eye as he said this fell
on the visitors’ book, which lay open on the hall table beneath the orange nightlight tht he had fitted to her ceiling
on his last visit.
“Any casuals at all, Miss D?” he asked as he scanned the list. “Runaway couples, mystery princesses? What
happened to those two lover-boys who came at Easter?”
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“They were not lover-boys,” Miss Dubber corrected him severely as she hobbled towards the kitchen. “They
took single rooms and in the evenings they watched football on the television. What was that you said, Mr.
Canterbury?”
But Pym had not spoken. Sometimes his gushes of cummunication were like phone calls cut off by some inner
censorship before they could be completed. He turned back a page and then another.
“I don’t think I’ll do casuals any more,” Miss Dubber said through the open kitchen doorway as she lit the gas.
“Sometimes when the doorbell goes I sit here with Toby and I say, ‘You answer it, Toby.’ He doesn’t of course. A
tortoiseshell cat can’t answer a door. So we go on sitting here. We sit and we wait and we hear the footsteps go
away again.” She cast a sly glance at him.
“You don’t think our Mr. Canterbury is smitten, do you, Toby?” she enquired archly of her cat. “We’re very
bright this morning. Very shiny. Ten years younger, by the look of our coat, Mr. Canterbury is.” Receiving no
helpful response from the cat, she addressed herself to the canary.
“Not that he’d ever tell us, would he, Dickie? We’d be the last to know. Tzuktzuk? Tzuktzuk?”
“John and Sylvia Illegible of Wimbledon,” said Pym, still at the visitors’ book.
“John makes computers, Sylvia programs them, and they’re leaving tomorrow,” she told him sulkily. For Miss
Dubber hated to admit there was anyone to her world but beloved Mr. Canterbury.
“Now what have you done to me this time?” she exclaimed angrily. “I won’t have it. Take it back.”
But Miss Dubber was not angry; she would have it, and Pym would not take it back: a thickly knitted cashmere
shawl of white and gold, still in its Harrods box and swathed in its original Harrods tissue paper which she
seemed to treasure almost above their contents. For having taken out the shawl she first smoothed the paper and
folded it along its creases before replacing it in the box, then put the box on the cupboard shelf where she kept her
greatest treasures. Only then did she let him wrap the shawl round her shoulders and hug her in it, while she
scolded him for his extravagance.
Pym drank tea with Miss Dubber, Pym appeased her, Pym ate a piece of her shortbread and praised it to the
skies although she told him it was burned. Pym promised to mend the sink plug for her and unblock the wastepipe and take a look at the cistern on the first floor while he was about it. Pym was swift and over-attentive and
the brightness she had shrewdly remarked on did not leave him. He lifted Toby on to his lap and stroked him, a
thing he had never done before, and which gave Toby no discernible pleasure. He received the latest news of Miss
Dubber’s ancient Aunt Al, when normally the mention of Aunt Al was enough to hurry him off to bed. He
questioned her, as he always did, about the local goings-on since his last visit, and listened approvingly to the
catalogue of Miss Dubber’s complaints. And quite often, as he nodded her through her answers, he either smiled
to himself for no clear reason or became drowsy and yawned behind his hand. Till suddenly he put down his
teacup and stood up as if he had another train to catch.
“I’ll be staying a decent length of time if it’s all right with you, Miss D. I’ve a bit of heavy writing to do.”
“That’s what you always say. You were going to live here forever last time. Then it’s up first thing and back to
Whitehall without your egg.”
“Maybe as much as two weeks. I’ve taken some leave of absence so that I can work in peace.” Miss Dubber
pretended to be appalled.
“But whatever will happen to the country? How shall Toby and I stay safe, with no Mr. Canterbury at the helm
to steer us?”
“So what are Miss D’s plans?” he asked winningly, reaching for his briefcase, which by the effort he needed to
lift it looked as heavy as a chunk of lead.
“Plans?” Miss Dubber echoed, smiling rather beautifully in her mystification. “I don’t make plans at my age,
Mr. Canterbury. I let God make them. He’s better at them than I am, isn’t he, Toby? More reliable.”
“What about that cruise you’re always talking about? It’s time you gave yourself a treat, Miss D.”
“Don’t be daft. That was years ago. I’ve lost the urge.”
“I’ll still pay.”
“I know you will, bless you.”
“I’ll do the phoning if you want. We’ll go to the travel agent together I looked one out for you as a matter of
fact. There’s the Orient Explorer leaves Southampton just a week away. They’ve got a cancellation. I asked.”
“Are you trying to get rid of me, Mr. Canterbury?” Pym took a moment to laugh.
“God and me together could’t dislodge you, Miss D,” he said.
From the hall Miss Dubber watched him up the narrow stairs, admiring the youthful springiness of his tread
despite the heavy briefcase. He’s going to a high-level conference. A weighty one too. She listened to him step
1642

lightly along the corridor to room 8 overlooking the square, which was her longest let ever, in her whole long life.
His loss has not affected him, she decided in relief as she heard him unlock the door and close it softly behind
him. Just some old colleague from the Ministry, no one close.
She wanted nothing to disturb him. He was to remain the same perfect gentleman who had appeared on her
doorstep years ago, looking for what he had called a sanctuary without a telephone even though she had a
perfectly good one in the kitchen. And had paid her in advance six-monthly ever since, cash-cash, no receipts.
And had built the little stone wall beside the garden path for her, all in an afternoon to surprise her on her
birthday, bullied the mason and the bricklayer. And had put the slates back on the roof with his own hands after
the storm in March. And had sent her flowers and fruit and chocolates and souvenirs from amazing foreign places
without properly explaining what he did there. And had helped her with the breakfasts when she had too many
casuals, and listened to her about her nephew who had all the schemes for making money that never came to
anything: the latest was starting up a bingo hall in Exerter but first he needed the capital for his overdraft. And
received no mail or visitors and played no instrument except the wireless in foreign, and never used the telephone
except for local tradesmen. And never told her anything about himself except that he lived in London and worked
in Whitehall but traveled a lot, and that his name was Canterbury like the city. Children, wives, parents,
sweethearts—not a soul on earth had he ever called his own, except his one Miss D.
“He could have a knighthood by now for all we know,” she told Toby aloud as she held the shawl to here nose
and inhaled its woolly smell. “He could be Prime Minister and we’d only ever hear it from the television.”
Very faintly Miss Dubber heard above the rattle of the wind the sound of singing. A man’s voice, tuneless but
agreeable. First she thought it was Greensleeves from the garden, then she thought it was Jerusalem from the
square, and she was halfway to the window to yell out. Only then did she realize it was Mr. Canterbury from
upstairs, and this amazed her so much that when she opened her door to rebuke him, she paused instead to listen.
The singing stopped of its own accord.
Miss Dubber smiled. Now he’s listening to me, she thought. That’s my Mr. Canterbury all over.
*
In Vienna three hours earlier, Mary Pym, wife of Magnus, stood at her bedroom window and stared out upon a
world which, in contrast to the one elected by her husband, was a marvel of serenity. She had neither closed the
curtains nor switched on the light. She was dressed to receive, as her mother would have said, and she had been
standing at the window in her blue twin-set for an hour, waiting for the car, waiting for the doorbell, waiting for
the soft turn of her husband’s key in the latch. And now in her mind it was an unfair race between Magnus and
Jack Brotherhood which of them she would receive first. An early autumn snow still covered the hilltop, a full
moon rode above it filling the room with black and white bars.
In elegant villas up and down the avenue, the last campfires of diplomatic entertainment were going out one by
one. Frau Minister Meierhof had been having a Force Reduction Talks dance with a four-piece band. Mary should
have been there. The van Leymans had had a buffet dinner for old Prague hands, both sexes welcome and no
placement. She should have gone, they both should, and swept up the strgglers for a scotch-and-soda afterwards,
vodka for Magnus. And put on the gramophone, and danced till now or later—the swinging diplomatic Pyms, so
popular—just the way they had entertained so famously in Washington when Magnus was Deputy Head of Station
and everything was absolutely fine. And Mary would have made bacon and eggs while Magnus joked and picked
people’s brains and acquired new friends, which he was so tirelessly good at. For this was Vienna’s high season,
when people who have clammed up all year talked excitedly of Christmas and the Opera, and tossed out
indiscretions like old clothes.
But all that was a thousand years ago. All that was until last Wednesday. The only thing that mattered now was
that Magnus should drive up the avenue in the Metro he had left at the airport and beat Jack Brotherhood to the
front door.
The telephone was ringing. By the bed. His side. Don’t run, you idiot, you’ll fall. Not too slowly or he’ll ring
off. Magnus, darling, oh dear God, let it be you, you’ve had an aberration and you’re better. I’ll never even ask
what happened, I’ll never doubt you again. She lifted the receiver and for some reason she couldn’t work out sat
in a heap on the duvet, plonk, grabbing the pad and pencil with her spare hand in case of phone numbers to take
down, addresses, times, instructions. She didn’t blurt “Magnus?” because that would show she was worried about
him. She didn’t say “Hullo” because she couldn’t trust her voice not to sound excited. She said their whole
number in German so that Magnus would know it was she, hear that she was normal and all right and not angry
with him, and that everything was just fine to come back to. No fuss, no problems, I’m here and waiting for you
like always.
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“It’s me,” said a man’s voice.
But it wasn’t me. It was Jack Brotherhood.
“No word of that parcel, I suppose?” Brotherhood asked in the rich, confident English of the military classes.
“No word from anyone. Where are you?”
“Be there in about half an hour, less if I can. Wait for me, will you.”
The fire, she thought suddenly. My God, the fire. She hastened downstairs, no longer capable of distinguishing
between small and large disasters. She had sent the maid out for the night and forgotten to bank up the drawing
room fire. It was out for sure. But it was not. It was burning merrily, and all that was needed was another log to
make the early morning hour less funeral. She put it on, then floated round the room prinking things—the flowers,
the ashtrays, Jack’s whisky tray—making everything outside herself perfect because nothing inside herself was
prefect in the least. She lit a cigarette and puffed out the uninhaled smoke in angry kises. Then she poured herself
a very large whisky, which was what she had come down for in the first place. After all, if we were still dancing
I’d be having several.
Mary’s Englishness, like Pym’s, was unmistakable. She was blonde and strong-jawed and forthright. Her one
mannerism, inherited from her mother, was the slightly comic stoop from which she addressed the world, and
foreigners in particular.
Mary’s life was a record of fine deaths. Her grandfather had died at Passchendaele,\fn{ One of the great battles of
World War I:H} here one brother, Sam, more recently in Belfast, and for amonth or more it had seemed to Mary that
the bomb that had blown Sam’s jeep to pieces had killed her soul too, but it was her father, not Mary, who had
died of a broken heart. All of her men had been soldiers. Between them they had left her with a decent
inheritance, a fiercely patriotic soul and a small manor house in Dorset.
Mary was ambitious as well as intelligent, she could dream and lust and covet. But the rules of her life had
been laid down for her before she entered it and had been entrenched with every death since: in Mary’s family the
men campaigned while the women lent succour, mourned and carried on. Her worship, her dinner parties, her life
with Pym had all been conducted on this same sturdy principle.
Until last July. Until our holiday in Lesbos. Magnus, come home. I’m sorry I raised a stink at the airport when
you didn’t show up. I’m sorry I bellowed at the British Airways clerk in what you call my six-acre voice and I’m
sorry I waved my diplomatic pass around. And I’m sorry—I’m tereribly sorry—I phoned Jack to say where the
hell’s my husband? So please—just come home and tell me what to do. Nothing matters. Just be here. Now.
Finding herself standing before the double doors to the dining room, she pushed them open, switched on the
chandeliers, and, whisky in hand, surveyed the long empty table glistening like a lake. Mahogny. Eighteenthcentry repro. Counsellor’s grade, nobody’s taste. Seats fourteen with comfort, sixteen if you double up on the
curved ends. That bloody burn mark. I’ve tried everything.
Remember, she told herself. Force your mind back. Get the whole story straight in your stupid little head
before Jack Brotherhood rings that doorbell. Step outside yourself and look in. Now. It is a night like this one was,
crisp and exciting. It is Wednesday and our night for entertaining. And the moon is like the moon tonight except
for a bite out of one side. In the bedroom, that fool Mary Pym who notched up one A-level and never went to
university stands with her feet too wide apart putting on her family pearls while brilliant Magnus her husband, a
First at Oxford and already in his dinner-jacket, kisses the nape of her neck and does his Balkan gigolo number to
try to get her in the party mood. Magnus of course is in whatever mood he needs to be in.
“For God’s sake,” Mary snaps more roughly than she intends. “Stop fooling and fix this bloody clasp for me.”
Sometimes my military family gets the better of my language. And Magnus obliges. Magnus always obliges.
Magnus mends and fixes and carries better than a butler. And when he has obliged he puts his hands over my
breasts and breathes hotly on my bare neck:
“Pleas, my dullink, have we not time for most divine perfect moment? No? Yes?”
But Mary is, as usual, too nervous even to smile and orders him downstairs to make sure Herr Wenzel the hired
manservant has fetched the ice from Weber’s fish-shop. And Magnus goes. Magnus always goes. Even when a
sharp smack across Mary’s chops would be the wiser course, Magnus goes.
Pausing, Mary lifted her head and listened. A car engine. In this snow they came up on you like bad memories.
But, unlike a bad memory, this one passed.
*
It is dinner; it is the diplomatic happy hour, it is as good as Georgetown in the days when Magnus was still an
upwardly mobile Deputy Head of Station with the post of Chief of Service squarely in his sights and everything is
mended between Magnus and Mary except for a black cloud that night and day hangs over Mary’s heart, even
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when she is not thinking of it, and that cloud is called Lesbos, a Greek island in the Aegean wholly surrounded by
monstrous memories. Mary Pym, wife to Magnus, Counsellor for Certain Unmentionable Matters at the British
Embassy in Vienna and actually the Head of Station here as everyone unmentionable knows, proudly faces her
husband across Mary’s silver candelabra while the servants hand round Mary’s venison, jugged according to her
mother’s recipe, to twelve unmentionably distinguished members of the local intelligence community.
“Now you also have a daughter,” Mary firmly reminds an Oberregierungsrat Dinkel from the Austrian
Ministry of Defense in her well-learned German. “Name Ursula—right? She was studying piano at the Conservatorium when last heard of. Tell me about her.” And to the servant, quietly as she passes,
“Frau Wenzel. Mr. Lederer two down has no red sauce. Fix.”
It was apretty night, Mary had decided as she listened to a recitation of the Oberregierungsrat’s family woes. It
was the sort of night she worked for, had worked for all her married life, in Prague and Washington while they
were rising and now here where they were marking time. She was happy, she was flying the flag, the black cloud
of Lesbos was as good as blown away. Tom was doing well at boarding-school and would soon be home for the
Christmas holidays, Magnus had rented a chalet in Lech for skiing, the Lederers had said they would join them.
Magnus was so resourceful these days, so attentive to her despite his father’s illness. And before Lech he would
take her to Salzburg for Parsifal and, if she pressed him, to the Opera ball because, as they liked to say in Mary’s
family, a gal loves a hop. And with luck the Lederers could join them for that too—the children could spend the
night together and share a baby-sitter—and somehow with Magnus these days extra people were a comfort.
Glimpsing Pym down the candlelight she darted a smile at him just as he slipped away to engage a deaf mute on
his left. Sorry about being touchy earlier, she was saying. All forgotten, he was telling her. And when they’ve
gone we’ll make love, she was saying, we’ll stay sober and make love and everything will be fine.
Which was when she heard the phone ring. Exactly then. As she waas transmitting those loving thoughts to
Magnus and having a desperately happy time with them. She heard it ring twice, three times, she started to get
cross, then to her relief she heard Herr Wenzel answer it. Herr Pym will return your call later unless it’s urgent,
she rehearsed in her mind. Herr Pym should not be disturbed unless it is essential. Herr Pym is far too busy telling
a funny story in that perfect German of his which so annoys the Embassy and surprises the Austrians. Herr Pym
can also do you an Austrian accent on demand, or funnier still a Swiss one, from his days at school there. Herr
Pym can put you a row of bottles in a line, and by pinging them with a table knife, make them chime like the bells
of the old Swiss railway, while he chants the stations between Interlacken and the Jungfraujoch in the tones of a
local stationmaster and his audience collapses in tears of nostalgic mirth.
Mary lifted her gaze to the far end of the empty table. And Magnus—how was he doing at that moment, apart
from flirting with Mary?
Going great guns was the answer. On his right sat the dread Frau Oberregierungsrat Dinkel, a woman so plain
and rude, even by the standards of official wives, that some of the toughest troopers in the Embassy had been
reduced to stunned silence by her. Yet Magnus had drawn her to him like a flower to the sun and she couldn’t get
enough of him. Sometimes, watching him perform like this, Mary was moved to involuntary pity by the
absoluteness of his dedication. She wished him more ease, if only for a moment. She wanted him to know that he
had earned his peace whenever he chose to take it, instead of giving, giving all the time. If he were a real
diplomat, he’d be an Ambassador easily, she thought. In Washington, Grant Lederer had privately assured her,
Magnus had exerted more influence than either his Station Chief or the perfectly awful Ambassador. Vienna—
though of course he was enormously respected here and enormously influential too—was an anticlimax,
obviously. Well it was meant to be, but when the dust settled, Magnus would be back on course, and the thing here
was to be patient. Mary wished she was not so young for him. Sometimes he tries to live down to me, she thought.
On Magnus’s left, similarly mesmerized, sat Frau Oberst Mohr, whose German husband was attached to the
Signals Bureau at Wiener Neustadt. But Magnus’s real conquest, as ever, was Grant Lederer III, “he of the little
black beard and little black eyes and little black thoughts,” as Magnus called him, who six months ago had taken
over the American Embassy’s Legal Department, which meant of course the reverse, for Grant was the Agency’s
new man, though he was an old friend from Washington.
“Grant’s a piss artist,” Magnus would complain of him, as he complained of all his friends. “He has us all
round a big table once a week inenting words for things we’ve been doing perfectly well for twenty years without
them.”
“But he is fun, darling,” Mary would remind him. “And Bee’s terribly dishy.”
“Grant’s an alpinist,” Magnus said another time. “He’s stacking us all in a neat line so he can climb over our
backs. You just wait and see.”
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“But at least he’s bright, darling. At least he can keep up with you, can’t he?”
For the truth was, of course, that given the limitations of any diplomatic friendship, the Pyms and the Lederers
were one of the great quartets, and it was just Magnus’s perverse way of liking people to kick at them and pick
holes in them and swear he would never talk to them again. The Lederers’ daughter Becky was the same age as
Tom and they were practically lovers already; Bee and Mary got on like a house on fire. As to Bee and Magnus—
well frankly Mary did wonder sometimes whether they weren’t the tiniest bit too friendly. But, on the other hand,
she had noticed that with quartets there was always one strong diagonal relationship even if it never came to
anything. And if it ever did come to something between them—well, to be absolutely totally frank, Mary would
be quite willing to take her revenge with Grant, whose lurking intensity she found increasingly to be rather a turnon.
“Mary, cheers, okay? A great party. We’re loving it.”
It was Bee, forever tosting everyone. She was wearing diamond earrings and a décolleté\fn{A low neckline on a
dress or top} which Mary had been eyeing all evening. Three children and brests like that: it was bloody unfair.
Mary lifted her glass in return. Bee has typist’s fingers, she noticed, crooked at the tips.
“Now Grant, old boy, come on now,” Magnus was saying in his half-serious manner. “Give us a break, be fair.
If everything your gallant President tells us about the Communist countries is true, how the devil can we do a deal
with any of them?” Out of the corner of her eye Mary saw Grant’s droll smile stretch until it looked like snapping
in itchy admiration of Pym’s wit.
“Magnus, if I had my way, we’d set you up on a big Embassy carpet with a shaker full of dry Martinis and an
American passport and magic you right back to Wasahington and have you pick up the Democratic ticket. I never
heard a seditious case put so well.”
“Draft Magnus for President?” Bee purred, sitting up straight and pressing out her breasts as if somebody had
offered her a chocolate. “Oh goody.”
At which point the ostentatiously menial Herr Wenzel appeared and, bowing elaborately over Magnus,
murmured in his left ear that he was required urgently—forgive, Excellency—on the telephone from London—
Herr Counsellor, excuse.
Magnus excused. Magnus excuses everybody. Magnus picked his way delicately between imaginary obstacles
to the door, similing the empathising and excusing, while Mary chatted all the more brightly to provide him with
covering fire. But as the door closed behind him something unforeseen occurred. Grant Lederer glanced at Bee,
and Bee Lederer glanced at Grant. And Mary caught them at it and her blood ran cold.
Why? What had passed between them in that one unguarded lolok? Was Magnus really sleeping with Bee—
and had Bee told Grant? Were they momentarily joined, the two of them, in perplexed admiration of their
departed host? In all the turoil since, Mary’s answer to those questions had not budged an inch. It wasn’t sex, it
wasn’t love, it wasn’t envy and it wasn’t friendship. It was conspiracy. Mary was not fanciful. But Mary had seen
and she knew. They were a pair of murderers telling each other “soon” and the soon was about Magnus. Soon we
shall have him. Soon his hubris will be purged and our honour restored. I saw them hate him, thought Mary. She
had thought it then, she thought it now.
“Grant is a Cassius looking for a Caesar,” Magnus had said. “If he doesn’t find a back to stab soon, the Agency
will give his dagger to someone else.”
Yet in diplomacy nothing lasts, nothing is absolute, a conspiracy to murder is no grounds for endangering the
flow of conversation. Chatting busily, talking children and shopping—hunting frantically for an explanation for
the Lederers’ bad look—waiting, above all, for Magnus to return to the party and re-enchant his end of the table in
two languages at once—Mary still found time to wonder whether this urgent telephone call from London might be
the one her husband had been waiting for all these weeks. She had known for some while that he had something
big going on, and she was praying it was the promised reinstatement.
And it was at this moment, as Mary remembered it while she was still chatting and still praying for her
husband’s luck to change, that she felt his fingertips skip knowingly over her naked shouders as he returned to his
place at the head of the table. She hadn’t even heard the door, though she’d been listening for it.
“Everything all right, darling?” she called to him over the candelabra playing it openly because the Pyms were
so frightfully happily married.
“Her Maj in good shape, Magnus?” she heard Grant enquire in his insinuating drawl. “No rickets? Croup?”
Pym’s smile was radiant and relaxed but that didn’t always mean too much, as Mary knew.
“Just one of Whitehall’s little rumbles, Grant,” he replied with magnificient casualness. “I think they must have
a spy here who tells them when I’m giving a dinner party. Darling, are we out of claret? Jolly mangy rations I
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must say.” Oh, Magnus, she had thought excitedly, you chancer.
It was time to get the women upstairs for a pee before coffee. The Frau Oberregierungsrat, who held herself to
be modern, was inclined to resist. A scowl from her husband dislodged her. But Bee Lederer, who by this time in
the evening was disposed to become the great American feminist—Bee left like a lamb, peremptorily handed out
by her sexy little husband.
*
“Now comes the punch,” says Jack Brotherhood contentedly, in Mary’s imagination.
“There is no punch.”
“Then why are we shaking, dear?” says Brotherhood.
“I’m not shaking. I’m just pouring myself a small drink waiting foro youto arrive. You know I always shake.”
“I’ll have mine straight, please, same as you. Just give it me the way it happened. No ice, no fizz, no bullshit.”
*
Very well then, damn you, have it.
The night is ending as perfectly as it began. In the hall Mary and Magnus help the guests to their coats and
Mary canot help noticing how Magnus, whose life is service, stiffens his arms and curls his fingers with each
successfully negotiated sleeve. Magnus has invited the Lederers to linger but Mary has covertly countermanded
this by telling Bee, with a giggle, that Magnus needs an early night. The hall empties. The diplomatic Pyms,
ignoring the cold—they are English after all—stand valiantly on their doorstep and wave farewell. Mary has an
arm around Pym’s waist and she is secretly poking her thumb inside the waistband of his trousers at the back, and
down the partition of his buttocks. Magnus does not resist her. Magnus does not resist. Her head rests
affectionately on his shoulder as she whispers sweet nothings into the same ear Herr Wenzel employed to summon
him to the telephone and she hopes that Bee will notice their lovey-doveyness. Under the porch light—Mary
luminously youthful in her long blue dress, Magnus so distinguished in his dinner-jacket—we must have looked
the picture of harmonious married life. The Ledrers leave last and are the most effusive.
“Dammit, Magnus, I don’t rremember when I had such a good time,” says Grant, with his quaint, rather faggy
indignation. They are followed by their bodyguard in a second car. Side by side the very English Pyms enjoy a
moment of shared disdain for the American way.
“Bee and Grant are terrific fun, really,” says Mary. “But would you have a bodyguard if Jack offered you one”
There is more to her question than mere curiosity. She has been wondering recently about the odd people who
seem to loiter outside the house with nothing to do.
“Not bloody likely,” Pym retorts with a shudder. “Not unless he’ll promise to protect me from Grant.” Mary
extracts her thumb, they turn arm in arm go indoors.
“Is everything all right?” she asks, thinking of the phone call. Everything is absolutely fine, he replies.
“I want you,” Mary whispers boldly and lets her hand brush across his thighs.
Smiling, Pym nods and pulls at his tie, loosening it apparently in preparation. In the kitchen the Wenzels are
waiting to leave. Mary can smell cigarette smoke but decides to ignore it because they have worked so hard. On
her deathbed she will remember that she took the conscious decision to ignore their cigarette smoke: that her life
at that moment was so relaxed, Lesbos so far away, her sense of service so complete, that she was able to consider
matters of such massive triviality.
Pym has the Wenzels’ money ready for them in an envelope plus a handsome tip. Magnus will tip with his last
fiver, thinks Mary indulgently. His generosity is something she has learned to love even when her more frugal
upper-class approach tells here he overdoes it. Magnus is so seldom vulgar. Even when at times she wonders
whether he is overspending and she should offer him some from her private income.
The Wenzels leave. Tomorrow night they will do another party at another house. The Pyms in close harmony
move to the drawing-room, hands linking and breaking and ranging freely for the ritual foreplay of a nightcap and
a gossipy post-mortem. Pym pours a scotch for Mary and a vodka for himself but unusually does not remove his
jacket. Mary is fondling him explicitly. Sometimes in these cases they don’t manage to get up the stairs.
“Super venison, Mabs,” says Pym.
Which was what he always does first: congratulate heer. Magnus congratulates everyone all the time.
“They all thought Frau Wenzel cooked it,” says Mary, feeling for the top of his zip.
“Then sod them,” says Pym gallantly, rejecting the whole fatuous diplomatic world for her with a sweep of his
forearm. For a moment Mary fears that Magnus has had one too many. She hopes not for she is not pretending:
after the worries and fatuities of the evening she wants him very much. Handing Mary her glass, Magnus raises
his own and drinks to her silently: well done, old girl. He is smiling straight down at her, his knees are almost
1647

touching hers and steady. Affected by the tension in him Mary wants him urgently here and now and gives him
further clear evidence of this with her hands.
“If Grant Lederer is the third,” she asks, thinking again for a moment of that murderous look, “what on earth
were the first two like?”
“I’m free,” says Pym.
Mary fails to understand. She thinks he is capping her joke in some way.
“I don’t get it,” she says a little shamefacedly. I’m so slow for him, poor love. A sudden awaful thought.
“You don’t mean they’ve sacked you?” she says. Magnus shakes his head.
“Rick’s dead,” he explains.
“Who?”
Which Rick does he mean? Rick from Berlin? Rick from Langley? Which Rick is dead who can be setting
Magnus free and, who knows, making space for his promotion?
Magnus begins again. Perfectly reasonably. Clearly the poor girl has not understood. She is tired from her long
evening. She’s had a couple too many.
“Rick, my father, is dead. He died of a heart attack at six this evening while we were changing. They thought
he was okay after the last one but it turns out he wasn’t. Jack Brotherhood phoned from London. Why the hell
Personnel gave it to Jack to break to me rather than break it to me themselves is a secret not ours to share,
presumably. But they did.” And Mary even then doesn’t get it right.
”What do you mean—free?” she shouts wildly as all constraint leaves her. “Free of what?”
Then very sensibly she bursts out weeping. Loud enough for both of them. Loud enough to drown her own
dreadful questions from Lesbos all the way here.
And she has half a mind to weep again now, for Jack Brotherhood, as the front doorbell sounds through the
house like a bugle call, three short peals as ever.
*
Pym briskly drew the curtains and switched on the light. He had stopped singing. He felt nimble. Setting down
his briefcase with a little grunt, he peered gratefully around him, letting everything greet him in its own good
time. The brass bedstead. Good morning. The embroidery picture above it exhorting him to love Jesus. I tried, but
Rick always got in the way. The roll-top desk. The bakelite wireless that had listend to dear old Winston
Churchill. Pym had imposed nothing of himself on this room. He was its guest, not its colonizer. What had drawn
him here, back in those dark ages, all those lives ago? Even now, with so much else clear to him, a sleepiness
came over him when he tried to make himself remember. So many lonely journeys and aimless walks in foreign
cities led me here, so much fallow, solitary time. He had been catching trains, looking for somewhere, escaping
from somewhere else. Mary was in Berlin—no, she was in Prague—they had been transferred a couple of months
earlier, and it was being made clear to him even then that if he kept his nose clean in Prague, the Washington
appointment would be next on the list. Tom was—good God, Tom was scarcely out of nappies. And Pym was in
London for a conference—no, he wasn’t, he was attending a three-day course on the latest methods of clandestine
communication in a beastly little training house off Smith Square.
The course over, he had taken a cab to Paddington. Mindlessly the instinct guiding him. His head still
crammed with useless knowledge about anodes and squash transmissions. He jumped on a train that was about to
pull out and at Exeter crossed the platform and took another. What greater freedom than not knwing where you
are going or why? Finding himself in the middle of nowhere, he spotted a bus bearing a vaguely familiar
destination and boarded it.
This was granny-land. This was Sunday, when aunts rode to church with collection coins inside their gloves.
From his spaceship on the upper deck, Pym gazed down fondly on chimney-pots, churches, dunes and slate roofs
that looked as though they were waiting to be lifted up to Heaven by their topnknots. The bus stopped, the
conductor said “Far as we go, sir,” and Pym alighted with a most curious sense of accomplishment.
I’m there, he thought. I’ve found it at last, and I wasn’t even looking for it. The very town, the very beach,
exactly as I left them all those years ago. The day was sunny and the world empty. Probably it was lunchtime. He
had lost count. What was certain was that Miss Dubber’s steps were scrubbed so white it was a shame to tread on
them, and a hymn tune issued from the house, together with a smell of roast chicken, blue bag,\fn{ The small bag used
to contain blueing for laundering} carbolic soap and godliness.
“Go away!” a thin voice shouted. “I’m on the top step and I can’t reach the fuse and if I stretch any more I’ll
pop”
Five minutes later this room was his. His sanctuary. His safe house away from all the other safe houses.
1648

“Canterbury. The name is Canterbury,” he heard himself say as, the fuse safely mended, he pressed a deposit on
her. A city had found a home.
Stepping to the desk, Pym now slid back the top and began turning the contents of his pockets on to the
leatherette surface. As a stock-taking preparatory to a shift in personality and premises. As a retrospective
examination of today’s events till now. One passport in the style of Mr. Magnus Richard Pym, colour of eyes gren,
hair light brown, member of Her Majesty’s Foreign Serevice, born far too long ago. There was always something
rather shocking after a lifetime of symbols and code names, about seeing his own name, naked and undisguised,
splurged over a travel document. One calfskin wallet, a Christmas present from Mary. In the left side credit cards,
in the right two thousand Austrian shillings and three hundred English pounds in various and elderly notes, his
escape money cautiously assembled, more available in the desk. The Metero car keys. She’s got the other set.
Photo of family on Lesbos, everybody absolutely fine. Scribbled address of a girl he had met somewhere and
forgotten. He put the wallet aside and, continuing with his inventory, drew from the same pocket one green airport
boarding-card still valid for last night’s British Airways flight to Vienna. The sight and touch of it intrigued him.
This was when Pym voted with his feet, he thought. In all his life till now, perhaps the first completely selfish
gesture he had made, with the noble exception of the room where he now sat. The first time he had said “I want”
rather than “I ought.”
At the cremation in a silent suburb he had had a suspcion that the tiny number of mourners was unnaturally
inflated by somebody’s watchers. There was nothing he could prove. He could hardly as chief mourner stand at
the door of the chapel challenging each of his nine guests to state his business. And it was true that Rick’s erratic
path through life had attracted a host of people Pym had never set eyes on and never wished to. All the same the
suspicion remained with him and grew as he drove to London Airpport, and became a near certainty when he
returned his car to the hire company, where two gray men were taking much too long to fill in their contract
forms. Undeterred, he checked his suitcase to Vienna and, with this very boarding-card in his hand, passed
through immigration and sat himself in the insanitary lounge behind his Times. When his flight was delayed, he
almost concealed his irritation, but still contrived to let it show. When it was called, he hurried obediently forward
to join the straggling crowd on its walk to the departure gate, the very picture of a dutiful conformer. As he did so
he could almost feel, if he could not see, the two men peel away for tea and ping-pong back at base: let the Vienna
bastards have him and good riddance, they were saying to each other. He turned a corner and advanced towards a
moving walkway but did not board it. Instead he ambled, peering behind him as if in search of a delayed
companion, then imperceptibly allowing himself to be borne backward by the opoposing flow of passengers.
Moments later he was showing his passport at the arrivals desk and receiving the quiet “Welcome home, sir” that
is reserved for those with certain serial numbers. As a last and spontaneous precaution he had taken himself to the
domestic airlines counter and enquired in a loose and general way that was calculated to annoy the busier clerk
about flights to Scotland. Not Glasgow, than you, just Edinburgh. Well hang on, you’d better give me Glasgow as
well. Ah, a printed timetable, fantastic. Look, thank you very much. And you can issue me with a ticket if I buy
one? Oh, I see. Over there. Great.
Pym tore the boarding-card into small piecees and put them in the ashtray. How much did I plan, how much
was spontaneous? It scarcely mattered. I am here to act, not brood. One coach ticket, Heathrow-Reading. It had
rained on the journey. One single rail ticket, Reading-London, unused, bought to deceive. One night-sleeper
ticket, Reading-Exeter, issued on board the train. He had worn a beret and kept his face in shadow while buying it
from the drunk attendant. Tearing these also into small pieces, Pym added them to the pile in the ashtray and,
whether out of habit or for some more aggressive reason, set a match to them and gazed into the flames with an
unblinking fixity. He’d half a mind to burn his passport, too, but a residual squeamishness restrained him, which
he found quaint about himself and reather endearing. I planned it to the last detail—I who have never taken a
conscious decision in my life. I planned it on the day I joined the Firm in a part of my head I never knew about
until Rick died. I planned everything except Miss Dubber’s cruise.
The flames dwindled, he broke up the ash, took off his coat and hung it over the back of the chair. From a chest
of drawers he hauled an old cardigan, hand-knitted by Miss Dubber, and put it on.
I’ll talk to her about it again, he thought. I’ll think of something she’d like more I’ll pick my moment better.
The important thing for her is to have a change of scene, he thought. Somewhere she doesn’t have to worry.
Suddenly needing an activity, he switched out the lights, slipped quickly to the window, opened the curtains
and set to work checking out the little square, life by life and window by window as the morning woke it, while
he searched for tell-tale signs of watchers. In her kitchen, the wife of the Baptist minister, wearing her lovat
dressing-gown, is unpegging her son’s football gear from the washing line in preparation for today’s match. Pym
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draws back swiftly. He has caught a glint of steel in the manse gateway, but I is only the minister’s bicycle still
chained to the trunk of a monkey-puzzle tree as a precaution against unchristian covetousness. In the frosted
bathroom window of Sea View a woman in a gray slip is stooped over a handbasin soaping her hair. Celia Venn,
the doctor’s daughter who wants to paint the sea, is evidently expecting company today. Next door to her at
number 8 Mr. Barlow the bubilder and his wife are wataching breakfast television. Pym’s eye passes methodically
on, until a parked van holds his attention. The passenger door opens, a girlish figure flits stealthily through the
central gardens and vanishes into number 28. Ella, the daughter of the undertaker, is discovering life.
Pym closed the curtains and put the lights back on. I will make my own daytime and my own night. The
briefcase stood where he had left it, strangely rigid from its steel lining. Everybody carried cases, he remembered,
as he stared at it. Rick’s was pigskin, Lippsie’s was cardboard, Poppy’s was a scruffy gray thing with marks
printed on it to look like hide. And Jack—dear jack—you have your marvelous old attaché case, faithful as the
dog you had to shoot.
Some people, you see, Tom, they leave their bodies to a teaching hospital. The hands to go this class, the heart
to that one, the eyes to another, everyone gets something, everyone is grateful. Your father, however, has only his
secrets. They’re his provenance and his cure.
With a bump, he sat down at the desk.
To tell it straight, he rehearsed. Word for word the truth. No evasions, no fictions, no devices. Just my
overpromised self set free.
To tell it to no one in particular, and to everyone. To tell to all of you who own me, to whom I have given
myself with such unthinking liberality. To my handlers and paymasters. To Mary and all the other Marys. To
anyone who had a piece of me, was promised more and duly disappointed. And to whatever of myself remained
after the great Pym share-out.
To all my creditors and co-owners incorporated, here once and for all the sesttlement of arrears that Rick so
often dreamed of and that shall now be achieved in his only acknowledged son. Whoever Pym was to you,
whoever you are or were, here is the last of many versions of the Pym you thought you knew.
*
Pym took a deep breath and puffed it out again.
You do it once. Once in your life and that’s it. No rewrites, no polishing, no evasions. No would-it-be-betterthis-ways. You’re the male bee. You do it once, and die.
He took up a pen, then a single sheet of paper. He scribbled some lines, whatever came into his head. All work
and no play makes Jack a dull spy. Poppy, Poppy, on the wall. Miss Dubber must a-cruising go. Eat good bread,
poor Rickie’s dead. Rickie-Tickie father.
His hand ran smoothly, not a crossing-out. Sometimes, Tom, we have to do a thing in order to find out the
reason for it. Sometimes our actions are questions, not answers. …
225.330 Excerpt from The Greenlander\fn{by Mark Adlard (1932- )} Seaton Crew, Hartlepool, England, United
Kingdom (M) 14
1
It had been long after his usual time when Arthur Storm’s father returned from the sail loft. His mam adopted
the tone which was habitual with her on such occasions.
“Mr. Winspear’s been requiring more of tha services than usual, has he?” she asked. “Or did thee fall in wi’ old
friends? Some important news perhaps, that could be related only in t’ Seven Stars or Jolly Butchers?”
“Nay, missus,” he said, and winked at Arthur. “It’s me that kept Mr. Winspear waiting after hours.”
“Been giving him some advice, I suppose.” Mr. Storm pretended not to have noticed the familiar tone.
“Aye, thou could say that,” he said. The more he turned the idea over, the more his wife’s phrase seemed to fit
the case.
“Aye, thou could put it that way. Been giving him some advice, that’s what I’ve been doing.”
It was clear to Arthur that his father was very pleased about something; and it was equally clear that he didn’t
want to tell them all about it at once. They had to wait while Mr. Storm related how Mr. Winspear had taken seven
sixty-fourth shares in the new ship from Fishburn and Brodrick. So naturally the other owners would have to sit
up and listen when Mr. Winspear waved his shiny black stick and said which sail loft would provide the canvas.
That was only right and proper. They couldn’t do better in any case than come to Mr. Winspear for their canvas.
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Nobody could do better. Even the Hull owners were after them for canvas. Best sail loft in the land was Mr.
Winspear’s.
“I can testify that to any man,” added Mr. Storm.
Mr. Storm had been pacing around the small room and now he came to a halt before a wooden stand placed
near the door. It contained an ornamental walking stick that had been in Mrs Storm’s family for generations. It had
been carved by her great-grandfather while his ship was beset in the days of the Spitzbergen fishery. The stick was
made of narwhal tusk and much too heavy for use. Mr. Storm lifted it a few inches in the wooden stand.
“It’s not just the canvas,” he continued. “Seeing as Mr. Winspear has seven sixty-fourths of the new ship, the
other owners will have to sit up and listen if he mentions a particular lad that he’d like to put in as an apprentice.”
Mr Storm dropped the walking stick. The wooden base of the stand received the scrimshawed ivory with a
hard, unaccommodating sound.
Arthur sat perfectly still and looked at his father without breathing. His mam was rearranging the boxes and
tins, the tallow candles set in scallop shells, and the usual clutter of things that were always threatening to
overflow the mantelpiece. Her hands pretended to be busy while she listened.
“So naturally Mr. Winspear stayed behind to listen when I told him I knew of a bright lad that would make a
good apprentice.” Mr. Storm raised the stick higher, but it still came down with a dead sound that fell short of the
effect he wanted to achieve.
“A very bright lad, and a good one too, whose fayther is willing and able to do what is necessary to arrange
indentures.”
Arthur felt the hot blood rush into his face. Mrs. Storm swept a couple of the tallow candles to the floor as she
swung round and threw her arms up to Arthur’s neck.
“The brightest lad there is,” she said. “The brightest and best lad in t’ whole world.” Arthur, held tight in his
mam’s embrace, could feel her shaking.
“Thinking of our Edward,” said Mr. Storm in a low voice.
*
And from that day, or not long after, the stock in the big iron pot standing on its hob continued to richen. Into it
went marrowbones and giblets, occasional scraps of poultry and even rare trimmings of lean meat. His mam put
everything in with the quiet smile of someone scraping up every penny and investing it in a secret gold mine.
Next to the iron pot broth was simmering in a deep saucepan, sending out an aroma that thickened the air until
simply to breathe became a pleasure.
“It’ll be a bit before thou sees a dinner like this,” his mam laughed as she brought the saucepan to the table,
and ladled out the broth.
“Aye,” his father agreed, sitting down and winking at him. “And it’s a bit since I saw its like, an’ all.”
Mrs. Storm paused in the act of ladling, and raised the wooden spoon as if to correct her husband’s misplaced
humour with a blow to the head.
“Not since our Edward went,” said his father, by way of some slight modification.
It was the finest broth ever created, Arthur decided, as he dunked his bread. The stock from the pot had been
transformed to unimaginable glory by the addition of scrag-end of mutton, pearl barley, diced turnip, celery, carrot
and onion, all seasoned with peppercorns and other things that only his mam could have put a name to.
“Thou’ll come to no harm with Captain Stapleton,” his father said. “And in any case, it’s a vast of difference to
what it was in t’ old days. When I was a lad the only folk who went to t’ fishery were madmen and second sons of
bankrupt farmers.”
“They do say,” said Mrs. Storm, sitting down at the table but making no move to serve herself, “that a lot of
men went that were disappointed in love.” Her husband sucked noisily at his spoon.
“I’ve included them,” he said, “in t’ madmen.”
“That’ll do,” she said sharply. “That’ll do.”
Arthur had never been so excited and happy. He could scarcely credit his good fortune. Every youth dreamed
of going to the fishery. It was the high road—in fact it was the only road—to fame and fortune. The Captain on
the quarter deck was a prince of the realm, and to serve him as an apprentice was the privilege of only a fortunate
few.
“No, no, mam, no!” His mother had brought the saucepan to the table and was again ladling broth into his
bowl.
“What’s the matter wi’ thee?” He put his hand on her arm to restrain her, but she ignored the protest and
refilled his bowl to the very top.
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“Get it down,” she ordered. “It’s got to last thee a long time.”
“Nay,” he said, “thou shouldn’t have done it. I’ll be able to eat naught else.”
“Eh! What’s that?” His mam placed her head on one side and then on the other, in an attempt to show
astonishment. “What makes tha think there’s aught else for thee?”
Arthur restrained a smile at her antics and spooned the new helping of broth. Did his mam think he didn’t
notice anything? She’d soaked and boiled the split peas hours ago, and later in the forenoon she’d mashed them
with butter, pepper and salt. Then she’d added a beaten egg and a couple of pinches of sugar before returning
everything to the bag in which it was now boiling.
“I’ll see if we’ve got aught else for the lad,” she said, rising from her chair and disappearing into the tiny
scullery.
Mr. Storm, apparently summoned by the scraping of a chair that was being repositioned, also retired. Arthur
knew, with absolute certainty, that his father must be lifting down the York ham which had been suspended from
its hook with such secrecy the previous night. After more scraping and some heavy breathing his father
reappeared, looking incredibly mysterious and pleased with himself. His mam came back carrying thin, pink
textured slices on a plate.
“What’s this? What’s this?” demanded his father, pretending to be astounded beyond all measure.
She transferred the slices to a pan of hot fat next to the fire where they spat like cats in a hayloft. The smell
immediately banished the sense of fullness from Arthur’s stomach and could have convinced him that he hadn’t
eaten for days.
“York ham!” his father announced, and if he’d had a trumpet he would most assuredly have blown it. “I chose
it myself at the Tolbooth.”
The moment Arthur raised the last spoonful of broth his mam removed the bowl and promptly replaced it with
a hot plate bearing the fried ham. Before he lifted his knife and fork his father had taken the cloth bag from the
boiling water and tipped out the pease pudding.
“There thou are!” his father said, with the air of a conjuror who had performed his last but most eye-catching
trick. “How’s that?”
Arthur cut a piece of ham and half-covered it with a bit of pease pudding. The light pink of the meat and the
dark yellow of the pudding set each other off like colours contrived for a picture. Flesh and vegetable rejoiced in
each other’s presence. He raised the fork and all the little nerves along his tongue, round his mouth, down his
throat and in the linings of his stomach joined together in a silent hymn.
Mr. Storm extracted a clay pipe from amongst the jumbled articles on the mantelpiece, and retired to his
rocking chair on the left of the fireplace. He scraped inside the bowl of the pipe with his knife, using as much care
as if he were intent on producing a piece of scrimshaw to rival the narwhal walking stick in its wooden stand.
Mrs. Storm had meanwhile seated herself in the tall chair with the interlaced whalebone back, and drawn up the
wobbly, three-legged stool that carried her work-box.
This work-box was amongst the earliest of Arthur’s memories. It had pictures around its sides. First there was
a ship, shallow-draught and three-masted with graceful, sweeping lines. She was a caravel, lateen-rigged, the kind
of ship in which the first men had rounded the Cape of Storms and seen the Southern Cross. For as far back as
Arthur could remember those triangular sails, suspended from their sloping yards, had been filled by winds of
promise and mystery.
The next picture was of an island lapped by the lazy waves of a placid sea. It was crowned by dark trees whose
downward curving arms threw black shadows on to the yellow sand. It was easy to imagine the branches waving
towards the weary mariners, inviting them to leave their ship and linger for a while in their languorous shades.
On the next side there was another picture of the same caravel, with her pointed sails swelling under a
following wind. Round the corner, on the last side of the box, was some kind of house or temple. It stood upon
columns and had a high pitched roof. The front contained a rectangular opening which was presumably a door,
but so narrow that a man would have difficulty in entering even if he turned sideways. Perhaps there was a more
comfortable door at the back. Above this central opening were windows, square and black, revealing nothing of
what might be inside. Above these windows was a verandah, and above that a single round window in the pointed
apex of the gable wall.
All the square windows were opaque and impenetrable, and all of them equally uncommunicative. The gable
window was also black: but this circular window, by its singularity and exalted position, seemed to conceal
something more important and more extraordinary than the row of square windows below it.
And so you returned to the beginning. The ship reappeared and sailed on again to the same dreaming island
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and to the same temple of many windows.
Mr. Storm put his knife away and stood up to take some tobacco from a jar on the mantelpiece. His crooked
finger, as rigid and specific as if it had been designed solely for that purpose, moved rhythmically up and down
until the tobacco was wadded into the bowl. He lit a taper from the fire, applied it judiciously, and made two or
three exploratory puffs. He settled back in his chair, secure in the knowledge that everything was exactly as it
should be.
Arthur ate more slowly. He’d already eaten more than he needed but it would be unthinkable to leave anything
on his plate. He listened to the clicking of his mother’s needles, stitching an audible pattern in the air as unvarying
and predictable as the purl and plain of her stocking stitch. He listened to the intermittent noises made by his
father’s lips on the clay pipe stem, which sounded exactly like small trout rising in the Esk and taking flies on
summer afternoons. It seemed impossible that these moments shouldn’t last forever.
2
The William Scoresby Senior, of 400 tons admeasurement, was spanking new and the pride of the town. She
was built of slow-growing oak from the Helmsley forests and she was doubled with an additional layer of planks.
The stem and stem were fortified outside with plates of puddled iron, and buttressed within by a complex and
massive system of oak beams and stanchions. The hold beams were placed low so as to offer extra resistance
against squeezing, and also to provide sufficient space between decks for stowing the boats during heavy storms.
The large and roomy hold carried three tiers of casks.
The only evident item of economy was in the providing of the casks. They had been well-scrubbed, but even
the most untutored nose could have certified that most of them had been stuffed with the yellow fat of previous
kills.
Those with an eye for such things could recognize the William Scoresby Senior immediately as being from
Fishburn and Brodrick’s yard on the west side of the river. Her ancestry could be traced in every lineament, from
her keel up to her trucks, from her flying jib to the gilded windows that looked aft from the cabin. The bluff bows
and square stem were descended from the cat-built colliers that plied between the Tyne and the Thames, and
which had been reborn to greater fame when Captain Cook had taken the Endeavour, Resolution and Adventure to
the South Seas. The broad beam and extra strength were inherited from that other Resolution sold to Peterhead the
previous year, and from the Esk that had been lost on her return from the fishery four years ago.
And now, as the William Scoresby Senior waited at her moorings in the inner harbour, there wasn’t a man in
the whole town who didn’t take some pride in her.
Even Mr. Clarkson, who had kept to his house for years, turned out to look at her. He was an almost legendary
figure, already an experienced Greenlander when he served under Captain Scoresby Senior on the Henrietta,
named after one of the Cholmley girls; he’d been with both the Scoresbys when they sailed the Resolution nearer
to the Pole than anyone before or since; and he’d been one of those who helped Captain Scoresby Junior to save
the Esk when she lost a long piece of her keel.
The pressure of people was insistent on all sides. They pushed more roughly and called more loudly. There was
a sense of impending change, of something being about to happen. Above them the seagulls wheeled against the
clear blue sky, keening and lamenting like cats.
A slight scuffle parted the crowd and released a man whose serious, almost grim features contrasted with the
lively faces around him. Under his left arm he clutched a stack of pamphlets, of which he had a sample in his right
hand that he waved above his head.
“It’s Mr. Hugill again,” said Harry Hodgson, who worked in a boiling house on the west side.
This information was received with laughter, groans or mere indifference. Mr. Hugill was doing his best to
interest people in his pamphlets but most of them had heard it all before. Besides, they were too concerned with
seeing fathers, husbands, brothers and sons safely aboard the ships, and with saying their last farewells for another
season. But there was something so earnest in Mr. Hugill’s manner, and so strident in his voice, that he captured
attention here and there for a moment.
“It’s time to wake up!” he shouted, waving the pamphlet in his hand. “If we opened our eyes and used them for
seeing we’d find that it’s time to stop looking at the sea. It’s time to look inland.” A young man with the russet
cheeks of a coble fisherman, in a much mended gansey, was tempted to lead him on.
“What’ll we find there, John?”
“Who knows?” demanded Mr. Hugill.
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The laughter that greeted this rhetorical question infuriated Mr. Hugill. He waved the sample pamphlet
furiously above his head. It could almost have been a flag of distress.
“We might find coal or iron,” he shouted. Harry Hodgson decided that this was the moment to elicit the final
absurdity.
“And then what’ll we do, John?”
“Build a railway.”
Laughter washed in from all sides and the tormentors returned their attention to the business of the day. John
Hugill and the railway were forgotten again.
3
Mr. Storm was preoccupied with a broken lobster creel; then he examined a shrimp net so worn that its mesh
wouldn’t have retained a medium-sized codfish for more than a second; now he kicked importantly at a pile of
abandoned rope; next he put his hands on his knees and talked to a collie dog that wagged its bushy tail and
seemed to have as little to do as himself. Mrs. Storm, incapable of such dissimulation, stood quietly with her head
inclined and her features hidden by the cowl of her flowered Staithes bonnet.
Arthur was desperate to be away. His father’s bustling to and fro didn’t fool him for a moment; and his
mother’s fixed smile filled him with a kind of pain. How he wished the time were an hour from now, when he
would have escaped from the suffocation of it all! From now onwards his place was with the rough GreenIanders
who were milling about on the quay, smelling of beer, swearing and joking.
“Where’s tha fayther?” Mrs. Storm said. “How is it he’s never where he’s wanted?”
Mr. Storm squeezed his way into view. He was returning .from an exhaustive survey of the foot-delved steps in
one of the ghauts, the appearance of which hadn’t changed one jot in living memory.
“There thou art,” she said. “This is no time to be gallivanting about.”
“Nay missus, I was just—”
“I’d better be getting aboard,” Arthur interrupted, aware of his rudeness and relishing it for some reason. “I
can’t stand on t’ quay all day.”
His father, recalled by these remarks to what was actually happening, suddenly became very serious and held
out his hand. A firm clasp and nothing said, although he smiled and his lips moved around some silent words.
Arthur was grateful to him. He took his mam’s hands, wondered if he could take leave of her without doing
anything else, then out of pity gave her a swift kiss on the cheek.
To his horror she immediately burst into tears.
“It’s our Edward,” Mr. Storm explained to Arthur and to anyone else who cared to listen. “She’s thinking of
our Edward.”
“Tha stockings,” she sobbed, “thou’ve got plenty of stockings. Change them during the day if need be, two or
three pair at a time. There’s no need to scant thyself with stockings. And don’t forget the gansey that tha
grandma’s knit is big enough to pull ower everything.”
“It’s our Edward,” Mr. Storm repeated to a small but sympathetic audience, before turning to comfort his wife.
“Don’t think about Edward,” he advised her, with unbelievable lack of tact, “at least our Arthur’s going to
come home again.”
Arthur would have turned and run away if he could. In despair, not knowing what to do, he kissed her again.
Her tears came out in a flood.
“By the time our Arthur gets back,” said Mr. Storm, vaguely aware of his oversight, and struggling like a
negligent lock-keeper to reclose the sluice-gates, “I’ll bet we have a lettcr from our Edward.”
“Tha flannel drawers,” his mam wailed, attracting a larger group of bystanders. “Tho’ve got two pairs of best
flannel drawers, and flannel shirts an’ all besides the striped cotton, and as for gloves and mittens I don’t know
anybody who—”
“Don’t come any further,” Arthur pleaded. “I must get along now. Don’t follow me!”
He pushed his way through the surrounding crowd and hurried towards the ships. So anxious was he to be
aboard, or at any rate to escape, that he barged at full tilt into a girl who stepped directly into his path. She
coloured and so did he.
“Ann! I’m sorry. I didn’t see you until I—” She looked put out but curiously pleased at the same time.
“I wouldn’t like to be on t’ same ship as you, Arthur Storm. I’d be frightened of getting knocked out intot’
watter.”
“No, I wouldn’t,” he protested. “I mean you wouldn’t. You wouldn’t get knocked overboard, I mean. Not by
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me, anyway.”
Ann Paylor smiled at him, and he looked at her regular, white teeth in astonishment. He must have seen her
smile before, but somehow he’d never noticed her teeth. She was shy, he thought, perhaps even a little nervous,
looking this way and that as if uncertain what to do. When she moved her head to one side a little more he noticed
a blue ribbon in her hair.
“Have you come to see someone off?” he asked.
“No. Nobody in particular.”
“I see. You just—”
“I just think Sailing Day is exciting, that’s all. Don’t you?”
“Of course I do. Everybody does.” She tossed her head and the blue ribbon sparkled in her fair hair.
“I just like to see the ships leave, the same as everyone else. There’s naught wrong with that, is there? Most
folks come out on Sailing Day, whether they’re seeing off somebody in particular or not. At least I think they do,
but perhaps you’ll tell me I’m wrong.”
“No, no, no,” he said.
“What? I’m wrong, am I?”
“No, no. I mean you’re right, absolutely right.”
Ann Paylor tossed her head with the same gesture as before. The blue ribbon was very long, and it glinted
brightly when its smooth folds caught the morning sun. It was loosely tied in a bow at the back of her head.
“I like your ribbon, Ann.”
“What ribbon?”
“The blue one in your hair.”
“Aw, that.”
She blushed again and lowered her face, so that he couldn’t see anything but the top of her head and the large
bow behind it. Now that it was presented to him in this way he saw that the bow would slip off quite easily. The
short time remaining, the prospect of the long voyage ahead, and the emotions that the sight of her long hair
quickened in him, all combined to give him more courage than he thought he had.
“Ann … Do you think I can have your ribbon?”
She raised her head. Her eyes, previously as clear as the sky, were now deepening to the colour of the sea. Her
face turned crimson.
“Arthur Storm! If you think I put this ribbon in my hair just so that you could snatch it off, then you’re very
much mistaken.”
He snatched. The bow untied at the first pull, almost as if it had been designed for that purpose, and the entire
shining length came away in his fingers. He turned and ran with it. She caught up with him at the ship’s side but
made no attempt to retrieve her property.
“I’ll think of you,” he said. “Will you promise to think of me?”
“Take care, Arthur.”
“Will you think of me?”
“I will, I will, but take care, Arthur.”
So elated was he by her reaction that he wanted to leap above the main chainplate, with its clustered deadeyes
and their reeved lanyards, and jump directly into the shrouds.
As soon as he crossed the bulwark he bounded to the ratlines and climbed swiftly to the main top. This was
already higher than he’d ever been in his life and he was tempted to take the easy way and crawl up through the
lubber’s hole. But pride and a desire to appear well in the eyes of Ann Paylor sent him up over the futtock
shrouds.
“I must go higher,” he thought, “I must show her how grateful I am and how proud she has made me and I
must make her proud as well.”
He climbed the centre ratlines, past the mainmast cap and up to the topmost trestletree. The wind blew much
more freshly up here. How quiet it was! Hoping he might see Ann’s upturned face amongst the hundreds of
people on the quayside, he looked down.
A few feet under the soles of his shoes was the topsail yard, with its braces running from each end to the
mizzen trestletree somewhere behind him. The tarred rope of the mizzen stay, far below, ran downwards and
forwards to the main top. The paired mainmast backstays strained away to his left and right on their long way
down to the bulwarks. And far below everything else were the people on the quayside. It shocked him to discover
how small they were.
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Perhaps if Ann waved he might be able to identify her. He swayed and gripped the ropes more tightly.
“How terrible it would be,” he thought, “how ridiculous, if I fell and killed myself before we’d even left the
inner harbour! But I must go higher. I must go as high as I can.”
He ascended into the upper ratlines and his fingers touched the horns of the crosstree. The wind whistled in the
double strands of the topgallant braces. He tried not to look down as he took the ribbon from his pocket. The
empty air belonged to him and the silver-gray gulls that glided above his head. A variety of handkerchiefs and
scarves were already attached to the top yard lift, but he knotted Ann Paylor’s ribbon above them all. The wind
gusted in his trousers and under his jacket, and the long blue streamer unrolled and crackled over his shoulder.
Slowly, carefully, trembling now but not looking down, he descended the shrouds back to the deck. As he was
stepping down from the larboard pinrail a large hand pushed him roughly between the shoulder blades.
“Out of the way, boy! This is no place for bairns. If you want to play you should have stayed at home with
your toys.”
Arthur staggered and clenched his fists in fury. The man had already turned his back to climb the mainmast but
there wasn’t any mistaking Mr. Nellis. That spiky red hair and those huge shoulders were usually to be seen
whenever there was a fight outside the public houses in Brewster Lane. Arthur was a big lad, but there weren’t
many men who would be prepared to exchange blows with Mr. Nellis. Besides, he was the ship’s Specksioneer
and therefore senior officer after the Second Mate.
Mr. Nellis had some odd garment knotted around his thick neck, and it was soon obvious that he was rolling
drunk. His upward progress was a triumph of habitual skill over temporary incapacity. The breeze plucked at the
garment around his neck, unfolding it little by little until it was revealed as a bedraggled pair of women’s
pantaloons trimmed with gaudy lace. This display was greeted with drunken cheers from the deck and a volley of
good-natured but coarse inquiries from the loafers on the quayside.
Mr. Beaufort, the First Mate, strutted out on to the quarter deck and the proceedings assumed a more dignified
air. He was wearing an immaculate velvet jacket, and his sealskin cap was set at a jaunty angle so as to reveal the
dark curls on his brow. He issued an order. They loosed the topsails, and there was a mighty cheer from both deck
and quayside as they ran the anchor up. The William Scoresby Senior moved slowly towards the drawbridge that
separated the inner and outer harbours.
Arthur moved over to the larboard side to look for Ann. There wasn’t a sign of her but he saw his parents.
His parents! He waved frantically. He’d forgotten them!
It was as if they’d ceased tp exist for a while and had popped back into life only this very second. It stupefied
him to realize that he hadn’t once thought of them since he barged into Ann Paylor and saw her blue eyes and the
blue ribbon in her hair. They must have watched every inch of his unskilled progress up the topgallant mast to the
royal yard. What must their thoughts and fears have been? And his own thoughts had been only of the girl, and his
only fear that he wouldn’t appear well in her eyes.
His father was waving mechanically, maintaining a set smile on his face, hoping that he would be seen by his
son wherever he was in the crowded waist of the ship. His mam’s sharper eyes darted here and there until she
picked him out. He saw the sudden light in her face as she directed his father’s gaze in the right direction. They
both waved to him madly.
A hand closed upon his heart, squeezing it with iron fingers until the blood pumped into his head with a hurtful
violence. How could he have forgotten them? It was unbelievable!
He saw the fireside, the big iron stock pot, the jumbled mantelpiece, the narwhal walking stick, his father
filling his clay pipe with crooked fingers, his mam sitting in the chair with the whalebone back, and the caravel
sailing on for ever to the mysterious island and the temple with black windows. He waved at them desperately,
desperately.
The hinged leaves of the draw bridge lifted. The William Scoresby Senior passed between the stone piers with
her anchors catted. The William and Ann and the Phoenix followed her into the outer harbour.
The windows and wooden balconies of the houses all along Staithside from the bridge were full of cheering,
waving people. The buildings themselves hung out over the water on piles driven into the river bed, as if to
shorten the distance between the departing ships and the mothers, wives and sweethearts who leaned even further
forward to throw their kisses and call their prayers.
Then he saw Ann Paylor at the top of a curved flight of steps which led down to the outer harbour. She must
have run all the way round from the inner harbour through Haggersgate, and she paused for breath as she looked
out at the William Scoresby Senior.
He jumped and waved until she waved back to show that she’d seen him. He pointed upwards to remind her of
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where the blue ribbon was, and saw her raise her hand Over her eyes as if she were having difficulty in seeing it.
He looked up at the topgallant mast.
Alas! The ribbon was almost indistinguishable; but behind the main royal a pair of bedraggled pantaloons,
trimmed with gaudy lace, kicked their shameless legs in the wind.
When Arthur lowered his gaze he saw that she was skipping down the steps, and on the road to the pier she ran
to come abeam. The ground was uneven and groups of waving people were in the way. He watched her feet
moving under her long skirt and he watched the wind blowing her loosened hair. By the time she reached the start
of the west pier the ship had left her well behind.
The William Scoresby Senior, with her topsails sheeted home and her anchors fished, escaped from the
embracing piers and entered the north sea.
4
Captain Stapleton came up on to the quarter deck and moved aft to look back over the taff rail at the town that
had made him. A town? More like a city-state in ancient Greece or Renaissance Italy. It was as self-sufficient as
Athens, as independent as imperial Venice.
He looked at the white houses. His eyes were puckered as if looking to windward. Now that he was old the
distended muscles wouldn’t relax and the flesh around his eyes was puffy all the time.
The white houses along this strip of coastal cliffs reminded him of nesting kittiwakes. The scattered villages,
like the bird colonies, shared an ancient and common heritage. Above their red roofs the moors began and rolled
inland through miles of desolation, interrupted only by heaps of stones where primitive men had buried their dead,
and by isolated farms where the second sons were dreaming of life at sea. Below the pale faces of the houses
rolled the dark, cold water that had brought the Angles, and then St. Hilda, and then the Vikings.
In spring the daffodils marched along the dales and bottoms and the high tides smashed their big waves against
the cliffs. Summer brought more flowers, pink, red and blue, that the whalers never saw, and the bright sun
created miniature rainbows in the spray above the broken water. In autumn bushy heather straggled over the
moors and the flowers turned their pale, crinkled mouths away from the salt winds blowing from the sea. Each
night in winter the blind hunter climbed out of the ocean, with his sword and belt glittering wet, and he looked
enormous despite the wide expanse of sky he had to grope in.
The revolving seasons, with their preordained flowers and changing aspects of the sea, provided the frame
within which a pattern of life had developed.
“Life like mine,” Captain Stapleton thought.
A distant clatter followed by a cry attracted his attention. He turned and came forward to the quarter deck
steps, where the wind fluffed the white hair over his ears.
“Mr. Beaufort!” The First Mate hurried aft to the foot of the steps.
“Captain Stapleton?”
“What was that noise?”
“Man fallen down the forward hatch, sir.”
“Who is it?”
“Peter Gill, sir. Mr. Nellis’s line-manager.”
“Drunk?”
“Yes, sir. But no more than usual considering what day it is.” Captain Stapleton’s features showed a quiet
resignation.
“Have you sufficient sober men to send aloft?”
“Certainly, sir!”
“Then I’d like to see those royals unfurled.” The First Mate turned to hurry away but he called him back.
“One other thing, Mr Beaufort. I shouldn’t like to be without a Specksioneer when we reach the fish. So I don’t
want to see Mr. Nellis in the shrouds again before tomorrow.” Mr Beaufort didn’t permit himself a smile.
“No need for him, Captain Stapleton.”
“Very well, Mr Beaufort. The ship is yours.”
“Thank you, sir.”
Captain Stapleton returned to the taff rail and looked back at the town under the cliff. Not only each season but
each month, each week had its customary expectations, rituals and pleasures. Every Saturday people from the
surrounding countryside brought their produce to the market place in front of the Tolbooth. The girls giggled over
their private jokes as they walked along the banks of the Esk in their simple dresses and their drooping, linsey1657

woolsey petticoats. Their mothers and the old women wore black felt hats, and shawls over their shoulders which
they pinned below the throat and confined at the waist with their apron strings. Sometimes the farmers themselves
came into the town and sometimes they had traveled over the moors from as far away as the Marishes, or
Pickering, or Ryedale, or even the Vale of York. Ostensibly they were heading for the market with their butter and
eggs; but often they stopped short and knocked on a door in Church Street, or turned aside into Grape Lane or
Baxtergate. It soon appeared that the main purpose of the butter and eggs was to cover the sovereigns in the
bottoms of their baskets: the real object of their journey was to buy a share in one of the whaling ships being built
by Fishburn and Brodrick on the west, or by somebody renting Henry and George Barrick’s yard on the east, or
indeed by any of the well-known families who built the world’s best ships on both sides of the river.
The next day everyone came in from the outlying villages, the men in their best and darkest jackets despite the
journey and the women in their Staithes bonnets. They toiled up the Church Stairs, with the flattened resting
places for coflin bearers, to the top of the east cliff. They pathed through the graveyard and into the parish church
of St. Mary. Their families had used the same seats for generations in the box pews that bore the names of their
homes: Uggle Bamby, Hawsker cum Stainsacre, Aislaby, Ruswarp, Newholm cum Dunsley. Under cover of the
tall-backed pews the villagers relaxed and munched the provisions they had brought from home, while everyone
waited for the Cholmleys.
And then the Cholmleys, having mounted from outside by their private stairs, suddenly appeared in.
Many ceremonies were those proper to religious festivals and provided a good excuse for eating. When
Captain Stapleton thought about it he was as sure many of the festivals didn’t appear in the church calendar of
Holy Days or table of Moveable Feasts.
On Collop Monday they banqueted on chunks of stewed meat and streaky bacon. The next day, Shrove
Tuesday, they made sure they used up all their eggs in pancakes fried in fat put aside from the previous day. By
this time they were so well fortified that on Ash Wednesday, the first day of Lent, little virtue was required to
begin the fast. Tid, Mid, Misere, Carling, Palm and Pace Egg Day.
Mothering Sunday was the fourth Sunday in Lent, when they remembered the feeding of the five thousand and
broke the fast by giving Simnel cakes stuffed with currants. The fifth was Care Sunday when they ate carlings
fried in oil; the sixth was Palm Sunday when the men attached sprigs of goat-willow to their coats. Then on Easter
Day, which gave all the days their meaning and on which they depended, the children received their pace eggs
which had been given every colour imaginable by boiling with onion skins, rug clippings and bits of coloured
cloth.
How many of these children knew what they were commemorating as they rolled their eggs across the yards
and down the ghauts? It was a re-enactment of the stone being rolled away from the mouth of the sepulchre
outside Jerusalem. It didn’t matter now. But they would think about what it meant when they were older and had
children of their own rolling and jarping eggs on Easter Day.
Other events had less connection with the religious calendar. In November, on Martinmas, farm labourers
congregated in Church Street as they had done for centuries in hope of their yearly hire. Those who had some
special skill took care to advertise it: waggoners carried whipcord around their necks, and shepherds displayed
tufts of wool in their hats. The farmers came to look them over, feel their muscles, make them walk up and down,
and ask them questions; while the farmers’ wives looked on and worried about how much the strongest men
would eat.
The labourers who were engaged received a fest-penny to seal the bargain. Those who weren’t successful went
to the next hiring at Egton, or Castleton, or Guisborough, and if necessary going south of the moorlands as far as
Helmsley. Meanwhile those who’d been successful spent their fest-pennies and more in the Black Bull Inn nearby,
whence they dribbled on to the Seven Stars and the Jolly Butchers in Brewster Lane.
Just like the Lerwick boatmen, reflected Captain Stapleton. We shall see them doing the same thing in a few
days’ time when we hand them their bounty money. Fest-penny and bounty money. It means the same thing to
them. Nothing changes.
With the approach of Christmas people’s thoughts returned to feasting. First of the good things was
gingerbread, consumed in vast quantities on Christmas Eve. For this the baker had kneaded his dough, slowly
working in the black treacle, adding brown sugar, cinnamon, caraway and coriander as well as ground ginger, and
sometimes sultanas, currants and candied peel. On Plough Monday, the first Monday after Twelfth Night, the farm
labourers came back and dragged ploughs around the streets in a procession, pretending to be oxen. With the
money they were given for this traditional entertainment they once more retired to the inns in the Market Place
and Brewster Lane, and with normal luck were roaring drunk for the second time in three months.
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“To everything there is a season, and a time to every purpose under the heaven.”
Captain Stapleton recalled the words of Ecclesiastes as he looked back at the receding harbour. The two piers
lay upon the water like encircling arms. On the piers unidentifiable figures still waved at the William and Ann and
the Phoenix. Beyond them the masts and rigging of a hundred more ships clustered together in a dense, leafless
forest. Tomorrow, when the festivities of Sailing Day were over, both sides of the river would resound again with
the clang of caulking jerries following the trails of the deck rimers, and the smell of pitch would be added to the
other smells that never left the harbour.
The houses on the east side, with their pantiles rich red against the blue sky, seemed to climb on each other’s
shoulders up the cliff to win a better view to seaward. On top of the cliff, surrounded by its graveyard, the parish
church of St. Mary tried to squat out of the north east wind. Beyond that was the Abbey of St. Hilda with its
central tower black against the clear sky.
“Vanity of vanities,” said the writer of Ecclesiastes, “vanity of vanities, all is vanity.”
The north sides of the choir and the nave, and the north transept of the ruined Abbey, looked out upon the sea.
The bodies of King Edwin, first of the Christian kings, of King Oswy and his Queen, of princes, princesses and
saints of the royal Northumbrian blood, of the first poet of all England and of holy men and women without
number, had long since rotted in the wet earth when those walls were new and cast their first shadows on their
graves. What profit hath a man of all his labour which he taketh under the sun?
St. Hilda’s central tower, raised like a portent against the sky, had watched the departure of a hundred whaling
fleets. From this distance it wasn’t difficult to imagine that the tower hadn’t been raised by men. Those ancient
stones were a natural outgrowth of the cliff and would withstand the assault of storms and salt winds until the end
of time.
“All is vanity and vexation of spirit,” Captain Stapleton remembered. “In much wisdom is much grief, and he
that increases his knowledge increases his sorrow. Men are beasts, they have all one breath, destined to the same
end, all are of the dust and all turn to dust again.”
The wise and sad man who wrote Ecclesiastes had seen that there is a season for everything and a time for
every purpose. He saw something else. The thing that hath been, it is that which shall be, and that which is done is
that which shall be done; and there is no new thing under the sun. That was the real wisdom of Ecclesiastes.
“That which hath been is now, and that which is to be hath already been, and G,od requireth that which is
past.”
Perhaps that was it. Perhaps that’s why these villages on this isolated coast continued to remember our
ceremonies and rituals, our traditional ways of doing things. These shared customs bind us together into a
community which is larger and richer than our individual selves. We know that our fathers who are dust did these
things before us, and we know that our sons will do these things when we ourselves are turned again to dust.
This is a special kind of wisdom that we have won for ourselves over the ages.
Captain Stapleton rested his hands on the taff rail and watched the backs of the waves as they followed each
other towards the shore, rising and falling, breaking and expiring, being sucked back into the body of the sea.
Perhaps these recurring activities, these customary words, gestures and foods, are appearances only; and their
repetition, generation after generation, helps us to understand something in the human spirit that continues
forever. If this is so then we must preserve our way of life. It would be a terrible thing for us, for everyone, if
anything happened to change it.
And there were some festivals that they didn’t share with the neighbouring villages at all. Of these the most
important, beyond any possible dispute, was Sailing Day. It had the same place in the secular life of the
community that Easter Day had in the church calendar, and the two days frequently came close together in early
April.
Sailing Day was the one time in every year when all the endeavours of the town, no matter how scattered and
even antagonistic they might normally appear to be, came together and made their separate contributions to a
common goal that they all recognized to be good. The shipwrights from the yards on the east and west sides of the
rivers, the caulkers and coopers and carpenters, the Quaker owners in Bagdale and the bankers in Grape Lane, the
workmen from the sail lofts and the rope walks, the foundry men from Baxtergate, the shop keepers from Church
Street and the chandlers from Sandgate, all of them saw something of their enterprise and labour during the
previous year when the fleet was ready to sail. And not a mother, nor a wife, nor a sister, nor a daughter but had
someone she loved on one of the ships.
Ports to the north and south of this particular strip of coast also sent fleets to the northern fishery—especially
Peterhead, Aberdeen, Dundee and Hull—and they had their own Sailing Days. But this small town had some
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ceremonies that couldn’t have been found anywhere else.
There was, for example, the planting of the Penny Hedge or Horngarth. This took place on the eve of
Ascension Day, and so no matter how soon the Paschal moon might fall the ceremony was always well after
Sailing Day. Captain Stapleton consequently hadn’t seen the Horngarth for many years, but he remembered it
clearly from the days before his apprenticeship.
A select procession carrying stakes and branches came down Church Street along the riverside and past the
Seamen’s Hospital. At the Town End they halted, chose their ground, and a number of the men hammered the
stakes into the damp sand of the foreshore. Once this work was under way the others began to cut and shape the
branches to make interlacing cross pieces so that the structure would form a compact hedge. When the job was
finished a bailiff appeared, blew lustily on a horn, and shouted at the top of his voice:
“Out upon you! Out upon you!”
The procession reformed and went back along Church Street. The tide, coming up the estuary in the opposite
direction, soon covered the hedge and hid it from view. But when the tide went out the hedge continued to stand
firm.
The hedge always survived the ebb and flow for a couple of days. It had to withstand the three tides specified
by the Hermit of Eskdale who, three hundred years earlier, had sheltered a wounded boar in his cell. The beast
was being hunted by the lords of Sneaton and Fylingdales. They lost trace of their quarry, and being heated by the
chase they made alternative sport with the old hermit. The Abbot arrived on the scene and sentenced the hotheads
to death. The dying hermit interceded, begging mercy for his murderers, and the Abbot spared them on one
condition: every year on Ascension Eve they and their descendants had to construct a fence down to the river with
a penny knife; and if this hedge failed to withstand three tides their lands would be forfeit to the Abbey.
Captain Stapleton smiled.
“I shall see the Horngarth again soon,” he thought, “after all these years. There isn’t long to go now. Perhaps
they will ask me to join the procession and help to hammer the stakes.”
The west pier was now little more than a black smudge on the water, partly obscured by the unfurled canvas of
the William and Ann and the Phoenix. Captain Stapleton turned on his heel and came back to the head of the
quarter deck steps. The Second Mate immediately came aft from the waist of the ship.
“Mr. Dryden.”
“Captain Stapleton, sir.”
“Has Peter Gill hurt himself?”
“Nothing serious, sir.” Mr. Dryden was about to leave but the Captain detained him.
“Ask Mr. Beaufort if he intends to look for eggs on Kettle Ness.”
“Sir?”
“Tell him I want to be further out to sea.”
“Yes, sir.”
Captain Stapleton went back to his position at the rail. There was something else that he’d missed during his
annual absences at the fishery: something more exciting than the ceremony of the Horngarth. Captain Jeffries of
the Horn of Dundee had once told him that he always managed to take a few salmon before Sailing Day. But they
spawned earlier up there, and the fish were in the Tay weeks before they entered the Esk.
Ah yes! Captain Stapleton remembered how the news of the first sighting ran through the town. Before the tide
turned he and the other boys joined the old men and together they leaned over the pier to watch for the flashing of
silver flanks. Sometimes the fish came so close to the surface, and the water ran so clear, that they could see the
big red and black spots. The old men with their quiet skills and the young boys in their eagerness knew that their
separate lives had overlapped, like pieces of cloth that against all expectation made a complete garment.
The boys followed the old men down to the cobles and they pleaded, almost with tears, to be allowed in the
boats. The fishing ground was beyond the harbour where the migrating fish pushed their noses from the salt of the
north sea and smelled the fresh, sparkling water brought down by the moorland becks. It was here that the boats
dropped their weighted jazz nets, working together in pairs. Captain Stapleton’s fingers, bitten by the arctic frosts
of over fifty visits to the northern fishery, tightly clenched the taff rail as he remembered the heavy kicking in the
net as the cobles came together and they hauled in.
How beautiful they were! How graceful and strong! You could see how they’d been fattening themselves in the
depths of the sea, ready.for the Lenten journey up the river into Cleveland.
The first salmon he took home was small but it appeared enormous to him. As he carried it along Flowergate
he kept turning it this way and that, so that he could show off its bright eyes and clear red gills to the passers-by.
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He laid it on the table with the happiness of a hunter. He was more proud of that salmon than he was of his first
whale.
“He’s a real good ’un, he is,” approved his father. “Just look at his little head and his little tail, and then look at
the breadth of his shoulders. Another few years on him and a pair of arms and he’d pull an oar with the best of
them.”
“Come by, fayther,” his mam said, “and let’s be doing.”
Captain Stapleton stared at the distant red pantiles, tumbled higgledy piggledy under the cliff, at the flat roof of
the parish church and at the black ruin of St. Hilda’s beyond. He wasn’t seeing them.
His mam’s recipe for cooking salmon was the simplest and the best. She scaled, emptied and washed it with
the greatest nicety, but quickly so that the white curds between the flakes of flesh didn’t have time to melt. Now
she put fresh water into a fish-kettle and stirred in plenty of salt. A couple of minutes boiling, then she laid the fish
on the strainer and poached it gently until her eye told her that this was the moment.
“Just look at him!” his father said, as she lifted out the strainer and rested it across the pan. “Just the look at
him! There’s no lass can keep the colour and set the curd like our mam.”
“Come by, come by,” his mam said, pleased and pretending not to be. “Make thyself useful.”
His father carved, serving slices alternately from the thick end and the thin. They all knew that the thin end
was the creamiest. The curdy flesh made the buttered potatoes taste like some newly discovered vegetable.
The William Scoresby Senior rounded Kettle Ness well ahead of the William and Ann and the Phoenix. Captain
Stapleton continued to stare over the taff rail, unaware that the headland had now cut off the view.
5
A brig from the Tyne had unloaded its coal on to the jetty at Sandsend. Men were shovelling it from there to
the beach, ready for burning under the leaden pans containing alum liquor.
All along this part of the coast, as far up as Saltburn, gangs with iron bars were mining the blue-gray shale
from the cliffs. At Kettle Ness, Boulby and Loftus, the smouldering pyramids of bluish shale were almost a
hundred feet high; and the thick smoke curled into the sky above the sandstone buildings of the alum houses and
steeping pits. The bleak, industrial landscape was broken only at Runswick, where flowered gardens overhung the
red roofs of houses down below; and again at Staithes, where gulls mewed and keened around the fish quay.
Arthur Storm had often seen hessian sacks of alum crystals waiting for shipment not far away from his home
in Ellerby Lane. They had to add human urine to make the solid alum crystals appear from the liquor. Mr. Nellis,
the Specksioneer of the William Scoresby Senior, kept a barrel outside his front door for that specific purpose.
Despite the protests of his neighbours he steadfastly replenished this vessel with urine produced by himself and—
so it was said—a couple of his more co-operative lady friends. Mr. Nellis boasted that the price he obtained from
the alum works enabled him to drink half as much beer again as men with more private habits.
The alum industry had existed for centuries. Exports of alum had made the town important a hundred years
before it sent a ship to the northern fishery. This corner of Cleveland was England’s only source of a material that
was used for tanning leather and dyeing textiles, as well as providing medication for a multitude of ills where its
efficacy was less open to proof.
Arthur watched the men trundling their barrows laden with quarried rock. A few of them stopped and waved,
and he waved in return. Are they envious of me? Probably not. For generations son had followed father in those
little village communities, and mining shale for the alum houses was the only way of life they could imagine.
How fortunate I am! How much better to seek a livelihood from the big fish, than to scratch about on those bare
cliffs in the northeast winds.
A cluster of wave-washed scars were followed by a river estuary. He looked at the wide, empty mouth, with
sand banks running away on each side. There wasn’t a sign of life anywhere apart from hundreds of seals and
thousands of sea birds paddling in the shallow waters. Occasionally the birds took wing and blew away over the
mud flats like smoke, and then abruptly changed direction and came back to where they’d started from. Why they
kept taking flight and changing their minds in mid air he couldn’t imagine: they were as unmolested as he
supposed wild creatures must have been at the dawn of the world. The peaceful river with its dozing seals and
wading birds, its sandy wastes and grassy banks, seemed to have been freshly created and to be awaiting some
supervening event.
“The River Tees,” said a voice next to him.
The man beside him had the sinewy, rather thin frame that often developed in men who went to the fishery
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year after year. He was wearing a gansey, cable stitched up to the oxters but plain above, showing that the upper
parts had been re-knitted at least once and probably many more times.
“Jim Richardson,” the man said. “Line-manager in Mr. Dryden’s boat.”
Arthur nodded respectfully. Line-managers were senior men, ranking after the boat-steerers when there was a
lowering.
“The River Tees,” Arthur repeated. “It makes a change to what’s gone before.”
The contrast was abrupt and complete. The coastline from Sandsend to Loftus, with its succession of alum
factories, belonged to the world of men and labour and artificial dirt. It would have been difficult, Arthur thought,
to find anywhere else on earth with such a long and almost unbroken line of chimneys pumping their thick smoke
into the air. But here, at the mouth of the Tees, all was peace and the beauty of undisturbed nature. This gentle
estuary and its neighbouring coast were remote from any kind of business enterprise or economic endeavour. Here
there wasn’t anything that could testify to the reshaping hand of man. The river was asleep between its sandy
banks in a dream of seals and sea birds.
“Aye, it looks peaceful,” Jim said, “but there’s things up that river that folk don’t know about.”
Arthur didn't wish to appear entirely ignorant of affairs outside his own town.
“I’ve heard of an old crossing place where the monks from Whitby used to go over on their way up to Durham.
It’s got a name, I think.” He pondered for a moment. “Middleburg or Middlesburg.”
“Pooh! Middleburg or whatever you want. to call it! Nothing but a handful of sheep and a few owld folk.” He
dismissed the virtually nonexistent place with a contemptuous wave of his hand, as if he were sweeping a
troublesome fly from somewhere near the end of his nose.
“It’s further up the river I’m thinking of, round about Stockton way.” Arthur was determined to be credited
with knowing something useful.
“There’s ships built at Stockton and Yarm.”
“Aye, aye,” conceded the Greenlander, in the tone of a man agreeing that the world was round. “But I mean
something entirely new.”
“There’s no new thing under the sun.”
“So you think to quote the Preacher against me?” Arthur felt his cheeks redden.
“I thought it was an old proverb.”
“And it is. The PreJcher is full of old proverbs. “Is there any thing whereof it may be said, See, this is new? It
hath been already of old time.” But I’m telling you now that all that old wisdom is going to be overturned.”
“Why?”
“Because of what’s happening up yon river.” Arthur would have liked to draw on the line-manager’s
experiences at sea and to hear what he thought of the prospects for the new season.
“Like some new kind of ship or sailing rig?” Jim Richardson fended off a huge swarm of imaginary flies with
two flailing hands.
“Like what then?” asked Arthur.
“Like a railroad.” Arthur laughed, thinking immediately of Mr. Hugill and his pamphlets.
“It’s nothing to laugh at. D’you know what a railroad is?”
“I’ve heard talk by men who’ve served on colliers. It’s a method of fixing wooden rails to the ground so that
the coal wagons run on them instead of the road. They say the horses can pull more than twice as much.” Jim
Richardson grunted with the deep relish of someone who knew he was about to shatter another man’s
assumptions.
“Well I’ll tell you something you don’t know about a new railroad to Stockton. It’s made of iron. And not only
that. The horses on this new railroad are made of iron an’ all.” He observed Arthur’s expression of astonishment
for several seconds with evident gratification.
“They’re a kind of engine on wheels that runs with steam from a boiler.”
Jim reached inside his shirt as if he were about to produce some conclusive proof of his own veracity. But any
revelation of this sort was blocked by the sudden appearance of Mr. Beaufort, who strode down towards the main
hatch and shouted an order. Jim Richardson leaped away to help in unfurling the courses.
Arthur stayed where he was at the ship’s side. North of the river mouth and its mud flats were salt marshes;
and then miles of sand, as pure and bright as a bar of beaten gold, running back to wind-blown dunes and sparse
grassland. It was a desolate and strangely remote scene, where nothing moved except huge flocks of tiny birds
running this way and that above the moving water line.
After half a dozen miles the sand dunes were followed by a village, with the white fronts of fishermen’s
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cottages looking out towards sandstone rocks and cobles with flat transoms pulled up on to the beach. After
another couple of miles there was a headland with a harbour, and a walled town with an old gray church. That
must be where St. Hilda had received the king’s daughter.
Arthur didn't believe in the legends of the bowing birds and of the snakes turned into stone, nor that the Lady
Hilda sometimes appeared in her shroud within a high window of the Abbey choir. But he knew that King Oswy.
grateful for avenging Edwin and Oswald. had given his daughter to Hilda. That must have been a thousand years
before the first alum factories.
A new sense of time, a new feeling for all the years that had passed and of all the people who had lived and
suffered, made Arthur’s heart leap.
“I am part of this strange stream of life,” he thought, “and so is Ann Paylor”; and it seemed a marvellous thing.
A steep-sided dene carried its beck down to the shore. Then came limestone arches and gaping mouths in a
cliff face. A collier brig, her squat hull rolling in the swell, laboured by to seaward. Two more colliers toiled in her
wake, their bluff bows like dirty clenched fists pushing the sea aside. Jim Richardson, his spell of duty over,
rejoined Arthur at the ship’s side.
“Good life,” he said, “being an apprentice.”
“Better than being in one of those,” Arthur replied, nodding towards the colliers.
“That was how Captain Cook learned most of what he knew.”
“A terrible life for all that. If they’ve time to look over they must think we’re gentlefolk up from t’ south to
look at the scenery.”
The waves continued to roll away on to empty sands. From time to time a wave larger than its predecessors
dashed itself against the rough cliffs that lay beyond. and which formed a continuous gray wall except for the
occasional intrusion of the steep-sided denes.
“While we’re outward bound,” Jim said, “we’ve more leisure than any crews afloat. There’s so many of us that
we can share the work out and laze around: like officers on an East Indiaman.”
He spat into the sea. It was a simple gesture and yet it conveyed a number of meanings: on the one hand it
confirmed his satisfaction with his present idleness; yet on the other it expressed contempt for ignorant colliers
who might draw incorrect conclusions—and also for officers on East Indiamen to whom such idleness was
presumably habitual.
“But wait till we’re up beyond Cape Farewell.” he added. “We’ll all be wishing we had twice as many men
with two hands on each arm.”
The colliers were becoming more numerous. The William Scoresby Senior put out to sea so as to be clear of
them. By the time she was approaching the Wear the distant coal fleet resembled a swarm of dark bees laden with
honey from darker flowers.
“Look at them all,” Jim said, indicating the crowded river. “And that’s nothing to what there’ll be up at the
Tyne.”
“I can’t help feeling sorry for folk in London,” said Arthur. “It’s not their fault they’ve no coal of their own,
and yet I suppose they feel the cold just like ordinary people.”
“Feel the cold! They don’t have cold weather down there!” Arthur, who had scarcely forgotten his
astonishment at the idea of iron horses, raised his eyebrows in renewed amazement.
“It’s true, I tell you, and I should know because I lived in London.”
Jim reached inside his shirt front again but this time he pulled out the talisman he was looking for. It was a jet
cross, suspended from his neck by a cord, which he displayed in the palm of his hand as if it were a pearl beyond
price.
“I swear by this crucifix that everything I tell you is true. I had lodgings in Mile End, and of a Sunday I used to
walk down towards Wapping, almost into t’ docks, to say my devotions in Saint Thomas Shadwell. There were
lots of seamen there, every Sunday, and lots of our lads in t’ graveyard on a more permanent basis. I met an old
man who knew Captain Cook when he was in t’ congregation in t’ self-same church. And I can tell you this,” Jim
concluded, with heavy emphasis, “it was never what you’d call cold.”
He returned the cross within his shirt. A sloop of the previous century, freighted to her waterline with coal,
laboured by and her black-faced crew gave them a cheer. The southbound colliers became even thicker between
the William Scoresby Senior and the coast, and she stood further off again so as to avoid the traffic in and out of
the Tyne. The bluff, black hulks of the colliers faded away to larboard.
Once again the natural coastline asserted itself, more wild and rugged than before. Long, dark waves crawled
up on to wide, silver sands. Tall crags, some of which could have been fortresses, reared their broken heads
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against the gray sky.
“How forgotten everything looks,” Arthur said.
“What d’you mean by that?”
Arthur continued to gaze at the receding coast line with something like awe. As the William Scoresby Senior
kept going seaward the shore became even more forlorn and yet a kind of enchantment hung over it.
“I mean,” he said, “everything looks as if it’s been left behind by people who died a long time ago, or by
people who went away and never came back. I can’t help feeling as if I’m the first person to look at those rocks
for hundreds of years. I mean … everything looks as if nobody knows it’s ther … I can’t explain it.” Jim
Richardson humphed.
“We see it every year on t’ way to the fishery.”
“Yes. But who else sees it? Who else?” Jim thought for a moment, and then his face lightened and softened in
an extraordinary way.
“I’ll tell you of somebody else who knows about it, and he one of the greatest men in t’ land.”
“Who?” He made a guess. “King George?”
“Nay, nay. I don’t suppose King George would even recognize it as part of his kingdom.”
“Who then?” Jim Richardson waved towards the shore and declaimed in a loud and artificial voice:
And now the vessel skirts the strand
Of mountainous Northumberland.
Towns, towers, and halls, successive rise,
And catch the nuns’ delighted eyes.

Arthur gaped at him.
“A rhyme!”
In appearance Jim Richardson was a typical Greenlander, lean and sinewy, with the muscular arms of a
boatman, and the level eyes of a man who was used to looking upon space; but typical Greenlanders couldn’t even
read. And yet Jim now went on to explain that he’d been quoting from a long poem—a poem—by a famous
Scottish writer.\fn{Sir Walter Scott; it is from an epic poem entitled Marmion, published in 1808:H}
“Tell me about it,” Arthur asked him.
Jim told him how Marmion wooed Constance de Beverley, and how for love of him she fled from her convent
and travelled with his men disguised as a horse-boy; and how he then met Clare, who was an heiress to rich lands
and very pretty besides. Marmion broke his promises to Constance, and the wretched girl was tried for her sins
against the evil and sentenced on Holy Island.
The William Scoresby Senior had remained well out to sea in order to avoid the Farne Islands, and beyond
them Holy Island was indistinguishable. Arthur looked towards the area where Jim said it was as he listened to the
rest of the story.
The Abbess of Whitby sailed up this coast to listen to the case, and she confirmed the terrible punishment.
Arthur could picture the scene with dreadful clarity. He saw the penitential vault, airless, cold and dark; and he
saw Constance de Beverley in her page’s doublet, blindfolded, being led to the narrow niche in the wall. It
quickened his sense of the horror of it all to reflect that he, in this ship, had followed the same route as the
implacable Abbess.
The pictures moved about in his mind as if they were alive.
“How is it that these imaginary events can have such power over me? Why should Holy Island, which I
haven’t even seen, be a name that is suddenly full of mystery and sadness? Is it simply because a poet invented a
story about an unhappy girl who was walled up there? Perhaps it’s because I’m thinking about Ann Paylor. Yes,
that’s it,” he told himself. “But how different my own case is! It would be impossible for me to forget her as
Marmion did, no matter how rich or beautiful another girl might be.” …
222.64 Excerpt from Power Of A Woman\fn{by Barbara Taylor Bradford (1933- )} Leeds, West Yorkshire, England,
United Kingdom (F) 8
1
A fine mist floated like pale water over the meadows, drifting, eddying, blurring the trees, turning them into
1664

illusory shapes that loomed against the somber sky. Beyond these meadows, the distant Litchfield hills were
purplish in the dimming light, their bases obscured by the rising mist so that only their peaks were visible now.
And all about this wintry landscape lay an unremitting silence, as if the world had stopped; everything was
washed in a vast unconsciousness. The stillness was all-pervasive; nothing moved or stirred.
In the summertime these low meadows were verdant and lush with billowing grass, and every kind of
wildflower grew among the grasses. But on this cold Wednesday afternoon in November they appeared bleak and
uninviting.
Stevie Jardine normally did not mind this kind of misty weather, for inevitably it brought the past back to her,
and happily so, reminding her as it did of the Yorkshire moors and the lovely old farmhouse she owned. Yet now
the vaporous air was chilling her through and through; it seemed to permeate her bones.
Unexpectedly, she experienced a rush of apprehension, and this startled her. Pulling her woolen cape closer to
her body) she hurried faster, trying to shake off the strange feeling of foreboding that had just enveloped her.
Involuntarily, Stevie shivered. Somebody walked over my grave, she thought, and she shivered again. She looked
up.
The sky was remote and cold, turning color, curdling to a peculiar faded green. A bitter sky, eerie; she
increased her pace, running, eager now to get home. She no longer liked it outside, regretted her decision to take a
long walk. The fog had closed in, but earlier the weather had been beautiful, almost an Indian summer’s
afternoon, until the dankness had scuttled the day.
Her feet knew well the path across the fields, and her step was sure, did not falter as it suddenly dipped, curved
down into the dell. The fog was dense on this lower ground. Shivering once more, she drew herself farther into
her cape. Soon the narrow path was rising upward as the landscape changed, became hilly; the mist was
evaporating up there, where the land was higher. When she reached the crest of the hill the air grew colder, but it
was much clearer.
From this vantage point Stevie could make out her house nestling cozily in the valley below, and she felt a
surge of relief. Smoke curled up from its chimneys, lights glimmered brightly in the windows. It was a welcoming
sight, warm and inviting in the dusk.
She was glad she was home.
*
The house was two hundred years old, built in 1796, and stood in a long, green valley under the shadow of
Connecticut’s Litchfield hills. It had been something of an eyesore when she had first seen it five years before, an
unsightly hodgepodge of additions that had been built onto it over the decades. After some skillful remodeling and
restoration, its former graciousness and charm were recaptured.
Stevie moved rapidly across the wet lawn and up the steps onto the covered porch, entering the house through
the side door, which led directly into the cloakroom. Once she had hung up her damp cape she went into the great
hall. This was vast, with a wide staircase at one end and a dark wood floor so highly polished it gleamed like
glass. A beamed ceiling, heavy oak doors, and mullioned windows bespoke the age of the house.
Stevie always thought of the great hall as the core of the house, since all the other rooms flowed around it.
From the moment she moved in, the hall had been used as a family living room, where everyone congregated.
Several pink-silk-shaded lamps had been turned on, and they glowed rosily, adding to the inviting atmosphere. It
was a comfortable, welcoming room, with an old, faded Savonnerie rug in front of the fireplace, antique Jacobean
tables and chests made of dark carved wood. Big sofas, covered in a fir-green tapestry, were grouped with several
chairs around the fire.
Stevie’s face instantly brightened as she crossed the hall. It was cheerful, safe, reassuring. A log fire roared in
the big stone hearth and the air was redolent with the spicy scent of pine, a hint of wood smoke and ripe apples.
From the kitchen there floated the fragrant aroma of bread baking.
Coming to a standstill at the fireplace, Stevie stood with her hands outstretched to the flames, warming them.
Unexpectedly, laughter bubbled in her throat and she began to laugh out loud. At herself. How foolish she had
been a short while ago when she was crossing the meadows. There was no reason for her to feel apprehensive.
Her sense of foreboding had been irrational. She laughed again, chastising herself for her uneasiness earlier.
After a few seconds she turned away from the fireplace and crossed to the staircase, heading upstairs. She
loved every corner of this lovely old house, in particular the small study that opened off her bedroom. As she
pushed open the door and walked in, she could not help admiring the room. It was beautifully proportioned, with
a cathedral ceiling, tall windows at one end, and a grand fireplace flanked on either side by soaring bookshelves.
Stevie had had the study decoratively painted by an artist, who had layered innumerable coats of amber1665

colored paint on the walls, then given them a glazed finish. This Venetian stucco treatment created a soft golden
sheen, as if sunshine had been perpetually trapped within the confines of the room. Lovely paintings, selectively
chosen over the years, family photographs in silver frames, a variety of treasured mementos, and well-loved
books were the things that made this room hers, and very special to her.
The fire was laid and she went and knelt in front of it. Striking a match, she brought the flame to the paper and
within seconds a roaring fire was blazing up the chimney. Rising, she walked across the floor and seated herself at
the oval-shaped Georgian desk in the window area. Papers from her briefcase were neatly stacked on it, but after a
quick, cursory glance at these she turned away from them, sat back in the chair. Her mind was suddenly far, far
away.
She found herself gazing at various objects on her desk, an absentminded expression etched on her delicate
face—the Art Nouveau lamp she had picked up for next to nothing in the flea market in Paris, a Georgian silver
inkwell her mother had given her years before, a plethora of photographs of those she loved, her grandmother’s
Meissen cream jug in the Red Dragon pattern filled with small pencils, and a copy of an ancient Hindu saying
displayed in a mother-of-pearl frame. Staring intently at this, she read it again, perhaps for the thousandth time in
her life:
He who buys a diamond purchases a bit of eternity.
This old saying had been written out by Ralph in handwriting so beautiful it was like calligraphy, and he had
given it to her not long after they were married. As he would so often tell her, the saying summed up what he felt
about diamonds. They were his business, he loved them; and it was from him that she had learned so much about
them herself.
Stevie’s light gray-green eyes strayed to the photograph of Ralph and her, taken on their wedding day in
November 1966. Thirty years ago to this very day. Ever since early this morning, Ralph had been in and out of her
thoughts, and once again she fell down into herself, for a moment contemplating him and their early years
together.
He had been such a good man, the best person she had ever known, so very loving, adoring even, and devoted
to her from the first moment they met. And certainly he had taken a strong stand against his parents when they
had fiercely objected, and vociferously so, to the idea of their marrying.
Bruce and Alfreda Jardine had disapproved of her right from the start, because, they said, she was far too
young. And also an American, not to mention a girl with no background or fortune, although her nationality and
the word money had never crossed their lips. Stevie had always somehow known deep within herself, had actually
understood without ever being told, that had she been born an heiress with a great fortune to bring to the
marriage, her age and her nationality would have been of little or no importance to the Jardines.
To her, Ralph’s parents were as transparent as glass. They were snobs who had long harbored grand ideas for
their son, formulated grand plans for him, at least where matrimony was concerned. But Ralph was not having
any of that. Always his own man, he had been unshakable in his determination to make her his wife. He had
openly defied them, and in so doing had ruined their elaborate schemes, thwarted their ambitions for him.
From a very long distance she heard a faint echo reverberating in her head. It was Bruce Jardine’s aristocratic
English voice raised harshly in a shout of rage, as he uttered the most ugly words she had ever heard, words she
had never forgotten.
“For God’s sake, man, you’re twenty-seven! Surely by now you know enough about sex to take care of matters
properly! Why didn’t you have your way with her without getting her pregnant? You’d better make arrangements
for her to get rid of it. Talk to Harry Axworth. He’s a bit of a bounder, I’m the first to acknowledge, certainly not
someone I would normally wish you to associate with. However, because of his nefarious indiscretions, he’s the
best chap for this purpose. He’ll be able to point you in the right direction. He’s bound to know a doctor down on
his luck who’ll no doubt do the job for fifty pounds.”
She had been waiting for Ralph in the grandiose front entrance hall, sitting on the edge of a chair, a nervous
wreck, her hands trembling, her heart in her mouth as Bruce Jardine’s voice had echoed through the closed
mahogany door. Ralph had chosen not to dignify his father’s words with a response. He had walked out of the
library and straight into her arms. After holding her close for a moment, calming her, he had then led her out into
the street and away from the Jardine mansion in Wilton Crescent. His face had been white with fury, and he had
not said a word to her until they were safely inside his bachelor flat in Mayfair. Once there, he had told her how
much he loved her, and that he wanted to spend the rest of his life with her.
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They were married two weeks later in the register office in Marylebone. She had been sixteen years old,
younger than Ralph by eleven years, and four months pregnant by then. The elder Jardines, always contentious,
had shown their disdain and anger by boycotting the marriage of their only son. So had Alicia, Ralph’s sister.
But her mother had been present, her beautiful mother, Blair Connors, once the most famous model in the
world, a super-model before the term had even been invented. Accompanying her mother that morning had been
her new husband, Derek Rayner, the great English stage actor who everyone said was the heir apparent to Larry
Olivier’s crown. After the wedding ceremony, Derek had taken them all to lunch at The Ivy, London’s famous
theatrical restaurant, which the elite of stage, film, and cafe society favored. And then they had gone to Paris for
their honeymoon.
Ostracized by Ralph’s parents, Stevie and Ralph had lived for each other, and the world had been well lost to
them. A wistful sigh escaped her. For a long time now she had recognized that the weekends and holidays she had
spent on the Yorkshire moors had been the most happy of times for her, perhaps the happiest in her entire life. It
saddened her that they could never be recaptured, that this particular kind of happiness would never be hers again.
So young, she thought, I was so young then. But already the mother of three: Nigel, born when I was just
seventeen, and the twins, Gideon and Miles, when I was nineteen. A smile animated her face as images of her
children leapt into her mind unbidden. Three tow-headed little boys, each with eyes as blue as speedwells. Grown
men now. And she was still young herself, only forty-six, but a grandmother for the past two years, thanks to
Nigel.
Stevie laughed inwardly. How often she was mistaken for her sons’ sister, much to Nigel’s chagrin. He did not
like it; the twins, on the other hand, gleefully encouraged this deception whenever they could. They were
incorrigible, loved to pass her off as their sibling to those who were unsuspecting of the truth, and they were
usually successful at their mischievous little game. Gideon and Miles were proud of her youthful looks, slender
figure, energy, and vitality.
Nigel felt just the opposite. It seemed to her that everything about her was an irritant to him. A small frown
furrowed her smooth brow as Nigel’s presence nudged itself into her mind. Swiftly, she pushed aside the flicker of
dismay that flew to the surface. She loved her eldest son, but she had always known he had a lot of his
grandfather in him. And Bruce Jardine had never been one of her favorites, although as the years had passed, he
had behaved decently toward her. Most especially after Alfreda’s death. But as long as her mother-in-law had
been alive, that awful contention had persisted, at least as far as Alfreda was concerned.
A small sigh escaped her and she turned her head, looked toward the fire, her mind sliding back in time as she
remembered Alfreda and Bruce as they were then. Four years after she and Ralph had been married, his sister,
Alicia, had died of leukemia. The elder Jardines had been forced to reconsider the situation and effect a
compromise, in order to come to terms with them. Ralph and she were the parents of their only grandchildren,
their heirs, three boys who one day would follow in their grandfather’s and father’s footsteps, running Jardine and
Company of London, the Crown Jewellers.
Eventually she and Ralph had succumbed to his parents’ conciliatory overtures, albeit somewhat reluctantly,
and certainly with a great deal of trepidation. They had accepted the proffered olive branch. As it turned out, they
were forever fighting off interference from the senior Jardines, who tried, without success, to take over the rearing
of the boys.
Their great escape had been the trips to Yorkshire to stay at Aysgarth End, the farmhouse on the moors above
the Dales, where they had fled with the children whenever they had been able to get away. Large, rambling, in
constant need of repairs, it was, nevertheless, their blessed haven, a little bit of heaven on earth, the place they
really called home. They liked their apartment in Kensington; it was spacious and comfortable, ideal for rearing a
growing young family. For some reason Aysgarth End meant so much more to them emotionally. Stevie had never
really been able to fathom what it was exactly that made the farm so special, except that it was full of love and
laughter. And a special kind of joy.
She still believed, as she had all those years ago, that this joy sprang from Ralph’s natural goodness, his
genuine spirituality. He was truly a pure man, the only one she had ever known, filled with kindness and
compassion, and he had had such an understanding heart. That absolute joy in each other and their children had
flourished at Aysgarth End until the day Ralph had died.
He had been only thirty-four. Too young, by far. She had become a widow at twenty-three. And it was then that
her troubles had begun. Of course it was her parents-in-law who were the troublemakers. Endeavoring to brush
her aside, ignoring her terrible grief and the enormous sense of loss she was experiencing, they had tried to wrest
the children away from her.
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Foolishly so. They did not have a leg to stand on. She was the perfect mother, exemplary, without blemish, and
untouched by any kind of scandal or wrongdoing. Ralph's best friend, James Allerton, had also been his solicitor,
and with Ralph’s death he had become Stevie’s legal representative. It was to James that she had turned when her
in-laws had started to make their moves. At a meeting with the Jardines, James had almost, but not quite, laughed
in their faces, and had told them to go to hell, in more polite terms, of course. Not only was the law of the land on
her side, there was the matter of Ralph’s will. In it he had made his feelings for her abundantly clear. He had
reiterated his love and admiration of her, not to mention his confidence in her ability to rear their sons. He had left
her everything he owned, and in so doing had ensured her financial security. He had also made her entirely
independent of his parents. The trusts he had inherited from his grandparents he had passed on to his three sons;
he had named his wife as the administrator of the trusts and executrix of his will. As James so succinctly pointed
out to the Jardines, Stevie was holding all the cards and she had a winning hand.
They slunk away, defeated; for once they had been outmaneuvered. It was her resentment of the Jardines, and
her anger at them, that had served her so well in 1973. Especially the anger. She had turned it around, made it
work to her advantage; it had also fueled her determination to keep her sons close at all times. Although she did
not know it at that moment, the anger had kindled her ambition as well, and eventually it would spur her on to do
things she had never dreamed possible. At the back of her mind a plan was developing, a plan that would make
her indispensable to Bruce Jardine, and ensure her control of her children until they were old enough to fend for
themselves. That year, beset as she was with problems and crushed by grief, the plan did not come to flower. But
the seed had been sown.
Stevie was a pragmatist at heart. She never forgot that one day her sons would inherit the family business, and
that they must be properly educated and prepared for this. Founded in 1787 by one Alistair Jardine, a Scottish
silversmith who had made his way to London and opened a shop there, Jardine’s had always been run by a
Jardine. And so in 1974, as she began to recover from Ralph’s death and regain her equilibrium, she had contacted
his parents. Her main purpose was to affect a rapprochement, which she eventually was able to do with the help of
James Allerton; but it was an uneasy truce at best. Alfreda seemed determined to upset her, or cause trouble, and
whenever her mother-in-law could make her life difficult she did. Nonetheless, Stevie realized that her sons must
come to know their grandparents, most especially their grandfather, who was the key to their future. It would be
Bruce who would train them, lead them through the labyrinths of the family business, so that when he retired they
could take over.
Jardine’s had been the Crown Jewellers since Queen Victoria’s day. It was important that her sons understood
their inheritance, the great jewelry company that would be theirs one day, and the family dynasty into which they
had been born.
The ringing of the telephone made her start, and, as she reached for it, Stevie was pulled back into the present.
“Hello?”
“I’d like to speak to Mrs. Jardine, please.”
“This is she.”
“Hello, Stevie, it’s Matt Wilson.” Taken by surprise, she exclaimed,
“Hello, Matt! And where are you calling from?” She glanced at her watch; it was five-thirty. “Not Paris,
surely? It’s very late at night there.” He laughed, and said,
“No, I'm in Los Angeles. With Monsieur. We arrived yesterday to see a client. He would like to speak with you.
I:ll put him on.”
“Thank you, Matt.” A moment later Andre Birron was at the other end of the wire.
“Stephanie, my Stephanie, comment vas-tu?”
“I'm wonderful, André,” Stevie said, smiling with pleasure on hearing his voice. At seventy-five, André Birron
was considered to be one of the greatest jewelers, perhaps even the greatest jeweler, in the world. Known as the
grand seigneur of the jewelry business, he had been her lifelong friend. He had always been there for her
whenever she had needed him.
“It is a pleasure to hear your voice, Stephanie,” he went on, “and it will be an even greater pleasure to see you.
I am coming to New York in about ten days. For the Sotheby’s auction. You plan to be there, I am certain of that.”
“I do. And I hope you’ll have time for dinner, André. Or lunch.”
“Whichever, or both, ma chérie.” There was a small pause before the Frenchman asked,
“You are going to bid on the White Empress, are you not?”
“Yes.”
“I thought you would. You have always wanted to own it.” He chuckled. “You have dreamed about it,
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Stephanie.”
“Salivated, actually,” she responded, laughing with him. “And how well you know me, André. But listen, who
wouldn’t want to own it? I consider the White Empress to be one of the most beautiful diamonds in the world.”
“You are correct; however, I shall not bid on it, Stephanie. Out of deference to you, really. If I bid, I would
only escalate the price exorbitantly, and there will be enough people doing that. And, of course, I do not have the
love for this diamond that you do, although I can admire its beauty. Yes, it is a diamond you and only you should
own.”
“Thank you for letting me know you’re not going to participate. I expect the bidding to go sky high. Don’t you
agree?”
“Yes, I do. The stone has not been on the market since the fifties, and so obviously there is a great deal of
interest in it. That is the reason I telephoned you, Stephanie, ma petite, to inform you we shall not be bidding
against each other, competing. But it will be my great honor to escort you to the auction, if you will permit me to
do so.”
“I’d love it, André, thank you.”
“And after the auction we shall dine together, and it will be a grand celebration.” She laughed a soft, light
laugh.
“We’ll be celebrating only if I get the White Empress, my dear old friend.”
“There is no doubt in my mind that you will, Stephanie.”
2
Although she knew everything there was to know about her favorite diamond, Stevie could not resist taking the
Sotheby’s catalogue out of her briefcase after she had said good-bye to André Birron and hung up. Flipping open
the catalogue, she quickly found the page where the White Empress was featured, and gazed for a moment or two
at the photograph of the gem. The picture was excellent, but even so it did not do justice to the magnificent stone.
The White Empress. Stevie repeated the name to herself. It certainly deserved to be called that. It was so named
because it was graded D-flawless and was therefore perfect. And as such it was colorless-pure white, brilliantly,
blindingly white-hence the first portion of its name. Because it was extremely rare and very beautiful, and also
categorized as a grand stone, the title of Empress had been chosen to complete its name.
Automatically, Stevie's eyes shifted to the left-hand page of the catalogue, and she scanned the text. Yet again
she was reminded that the White Empress had started out as a 427-carat diamond of exceptionally fine color, and
that it had been found in 1954 at the Premier Mines in South Africa. This piece of rough was subsequently sold in
1956 to Harry Winston, the renowned American jeweler, as part of an eight million, four-hundred-thousand-dollar
parcel. The largest stone Winston cut from this piece was a 128.25 carat D- flawless pear-shaped diamond, and it
was this stone that retained the original name of White Empress. Harry Winston had the stone set as a pendant on
an exquisite diamond necklace, designed specially, and then he had sold it that same year to a European
industrialist. Now, after forty years in the hands of one family, it was finally back on the market. Sotheby’s would
put it on the auction block at their auction rooms on York Avenue in New York at the beginning of December.
Stevie’s eyes lingered on the photograph for a short while longer before she finally closed the catalogue and
returned it to her briefcase. Her thoughts settled on André. Though he was not bidding on the stone, there were
many others who would be bidding, and automatically the price would be driven up, as it usually was at these big
auctions for important items. It could skyrocket, she thought, sitting back in the chair, frowning. No, it would
skyrocket. There was no doubt in her mind about that; she made the decision to stay in the bidding no matter
what, since she was determined to acquire the stone whatever it cost.
Seven-figure numbers jumped around in her head. Six million dollars, seven million dollars—no, too low.
Eight million, she speculated, her eyes narrowed in concentration. Still too low, she decided. Suddenly she was
convinced the stone would be sold in the eight-figure category. Ten million, she said under her breath. Could it go
as high as that?
At this moment Stevie knew that if she had to, she would pay that amount for the stone. She craved it, not for
herself, of course, but for Jardine’s in New York, which she had founded.
Once she owned the stone, she would hold on to it for a year or two, displaying it at exhibitions, making it the
centerpiece of the store’s permanent collection. She had no intention of cleaving it—cutting it—into several
stones, or disposing of it immediately. It was quite obvious to her that the White Empress was a great investment,
and in a variety of ways, not the least of which was the publicity the diamond would engender for Jardine’s.
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Certainly it would never decrease in value; it could only increase, in fact; and she knew she would have no
problem selling it whenever she wished to do so. There were many rich men and women in the world who
coveted the grand stones, some of whom were already her clients, and there would always be buyers for this most
spectacular of diamonds. After all, in the business it was now considered to be a historic stone.
Owning the White Empress would be the crowning glory of Jardine’s. This thought pleased her. She had
started the American company eight years earlier, and although she had done so with Bruce Jardine’s consent, his
accord had been grudgingly given. Even today he barely acknowledged its existence.
The store on Fifth Avenue was an enormous success and had been from the very first day it opened. And so
Stevie always felt justified in pushing for it, vindicated, in a sense, because the annual earnings were enormous,
the profits burgeoning on a yearly basis. When she had told her father-in-law that she wanted to take Jardine’s, the
Crown Jewellers of London, to New York’s Fifth Avenue, he had blanched, gaping at her in astonishment.
Naturally, he had balked at the idea. Right from the beginning he had predicted nothing but failure. She had had to
use a great deal of charm and persuasiveness to get him finally to agree.
Stevie had realized immediately that he fought the idea of her moving to New York because he wanted to keep
her by his side at the London store. Later, he had admitted that this was indeed the case. Put simply, he could no
longer do without her. As he grew older, he was becoming more and more dependent on her at work. When he had
stopped ranting at her and calmed down, Stevie had pointed out that he had a grandson who was almost twentytwo, and very capable of taking her place at his side. A young man who couldn’t wait to step into her shoes, in
point of fact.
“Under your supervision, Nigel will do a fine job,” she had reassured her father-in-law.
Bruce knew as well as she that this was the truth, but he would not admit it, and once more he scotched the
idea of opening a store in New York. Stevie had bided her time, worked on him in a gentle but persistent manner,
and never lost a chance to point out to him how profitable the American branch could be.
“But I’ll miss you, Stephanie,” Bruce had murmured one afternoon, weeks after she had first presented her
plans for Jardine’s of New York. Those few muttered words had told her that however reluctant he was to do it, he
was, nonetheless, going to give her his support. This he did, although he never ceased to remind her that it was
against his better judgment.
That had happened in 1987; one year later, in 1988, the Fifth Avenue store had opened its doors. And for the
first time in more than twenty years she had found herself living in the city where she had been born. She had
moved to London at the age of fourteen, after her mother had married Derek Rayner. Even though she had visited
New York, it was a foreign city to her. Within the short space of a few weeks, Manhattan was under her skin, and
she felt comfortable, at home.
Stevie rose and walked over to the hearth, where she threw another log onto the fire, and then sat in a chair,
leaned back, and closed her eyes. It seemed to her that her mind was full of the past today, perhaps because it was
November the twenty-seventh. A very special date in her memory. Her wedding day. If Ralph Jardine had lived,
this would have been their thirtieth anniversary. She had never remarried. Some of her friends thought this was
odd, but she didn’t, no, not at all. It was really very simple. She had never met anyone she cared about enough to
marry.
No, that was not strictly true, she corrected herself. After Ralph’s death she had loved another man once, for a
brief time, long ago. Marriage had never come into play, at least not from his standpoint, but it had from hers. She
knew she would have married him in a flash if he had asked her. He never had. It wasn’t meant to be, she told
herself, as she had done over and over again for years. Some things just weren’t meant to happen; and, anyway,
you couldn’t have everything in life.
But we believe we can when we’re young, she suddenly thought. When we’re young we’re so certain of our
invincibility, our immortality. We’re full of ourselves, blown up with ourselves, our power, our strength. We’re
just so sure of it all, so sure we can mold life to our will, make it bend whichever way we want.
But we can’t, that’s not the way it is. Life gets at us all in one way or another. It mangles us, brings us down,
causes us so much pain. It’s the great leveler, the ultimate equalizer.
Still, my life’s not been so bad, she reminded herself, looking at the positives, as she always did. Her children
had turned out relatively well; at least, none of them was drug addicted or soaked in alcohol. And she had built
herself a career out of nothing. After all, she had not been gifted with some sort of creative talent to use as a
springboard into success. All she had was a practical nature, a steady, levelheaded temperament, and a good head
for figures and business, as it had turned out. She had once said this to André.
“But you also know the diamonds, chérie. Ralph taught you almost everything he knew about the stones,” the
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French jeweler had exclaimed, looking at her in surprise. Vaguely, she heard André’s voice coming to her from a
long distance, from the past.
“You have a good idea, Stephanie. Go to Bruce. You will see; he will listen to you. The argument you have is a
strong one. Valid. Indeed, it is a necessity.”
Her thoughts leapt backward in time, back to the year 1976, and in her mind’s eye she could see Bruce Jardine
as he had been then. Tall, dark, good-looking in a saturnine way. But as stubborn and rigid as always. An
unbending man. How well she remembered his scornful expression, his mirthless laugh when she had told him
she wanted to work. And at Jardine’s, at that. Before he could answer her, she added in a quiet voice that she
wanted him to train her to run the company.
He had stared at her speechlessly, disbelievingly, all those years ago, and then he had asked her if she had
taken leave of her senses.
Twenty years ago. Yet sometimes it seemed like only yesterday. She had been a young widow of twenty-six
that summer; it was exactly three years after Ralph’s bungled operation for an appendicitis. Her rage about this
shocking tragedy had dissipated with the passing of time, and yet, when she least expected it, she would feel a
spurt of anger and dismay about her husband’s unnecessary death. As it turned out, Ralph had not had appendicitis
at all, but a perforated peptic ulcer. The surgeon had not recognized the trouble on the operating table. He had
performed the appendectomy, but had not made a second incision to reach and repair the perforation. Peritonitis
had advanced to cause the sepsis that had killed Ralph. Everyone knew it was a death that should never have
happened.
With his son Ralph gone so unexpectedly, Bruce was now the only Jardine in the family business. His older
brother, Malcolm, had retired several years earlier because of ill health, and Bruce was suddenly carrying the
burden of Jardine’s entirely alone.
And then, without any warning, he was struck down with a heart attack in February 1976; when he finally
recovered, he was debilitated, and panicked. Stevie had instantly recognized the latter, and had understood the
reason for his nervousness. Young though she was at the time, she had a great deal of insight into people, knew
what made them tick, what motivated them to do the things they did. In a sudden flash, and with genuine clarity
of vision, she realized what she must do, what the solution to Bruce’s problem was.
She was the solution.
And so she had taken André’s advice and gone to see her father-in-law on a warm Thursday afternoon in July,
arriving at his office in the Bond Street store unannounced. He had been startled and put out by her unprecedented
visit, but being a gentleman of the old school, and courteous, he had invited her into his inner sanctum.
“Teach me the business, train me,” she had said earnestly. “I’m the only Jardine you have right now. Nigel and
the twins are still little boys. What will happen to the company if you have another heart attack? Or get sick? Or
die?”
Startled by the bluntness of her words, he had looked affronted. And he had stared at her askance, for a
moment at a loss for words in the face of her breathtaking directness. Swiftly she had gone on to explain.
“Look, nobody wants to think of his own mortality, or think about dying, I know that. But you have to, you
must. Ralph always said you were the most intelligent man he knew. He told me you were extremely clever, a
genius really, and clearheaded. So think clearly now. Think unemotionally. You need someone you can trust, a
person who could run the company if ever you were incapacitated. And it must be someone who has your
grandsons’ interests at heart. Since I’m their mother, that’s me. Obviously. You need me. Anyway, face up to it,
I’m the only Jardine available.”
Bruce Jardine had seen the rightness of her words. She was the only adult Jardine he could turn to, and
therefore she was the only solution to his very real dilemma. Also, her sincerity, eagerness, and enthusiasm had
convinced him that she really did want to work for him and learn the business. And so he had taken her on as his
junior assistant, hoping she would not disappoint him.
“You’ve got to love this business if you’re going to be a success at it,” he would tell her repeatedly during the
first years she worked at Jardine’s, and Stevie quickly discovered she did love it, every facet of it.
She loved the diamonds particularly, and the other gems and the creative side of the jewelry business. Yet it
was the intricacies of the financial and corporate side that fascinated her. Within the first six months of working at
Jardine’s, she displayed a talent for figures plus business acumen as well. Bruce had been pleasantly surprised.
It was only natural that she became indispensable to her father-in-law. Bruce Jardine, once her deadly enemy,
eventually came around to making his peace with her. He recognized her considerable attributes, her talent, her
genuine ability, and her willingness to work hard for long hours. As the months passed, he came to respect her.
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And he depended on her more and more. One day, after she had been at Jardine’s for five years, the animosity and
contentiousness she had come to expect simply ceased to exist.
Alfreda never became one of her admirers. On the other hand, Bruce’s wife had apparently realized the validity
of her husband’s moves; she well understood that Stevie was the one person they could trust as the mother of their
grandchildren, their heirs. And so she had kept a civil tongue in her head and stayed out of her daughter-in-law’s
way. Alfreda had died in 1982, almost fifteen years ago, but right up to the day of her death she had disliked
Stevie, had never shown her any affection or made even the smallest friendly gesture.
Rising, walking back to the desk, Stevie bent forward, picked up her wedding photograph, and peered at it
intently for a moment or two. How young she and Ralph had looked. But then, they had been young, she most
especially. I was just a little girl, only sixteen, she thought. A child. Why, I was younger than Chloe is now.
Oh, Ralph, who would have believed it? Believed that your father would take me into the business? Or that
one day I would be head of Jardine’s on both sides of the Atlantic? She could not help thinking that life, the great
leveler, was also so very unpredictable. I couldn’t have accomplished all that I have without friends, good friends,
and most especially André Birron. She knew that André had taught her as much as Bruce ever had about the
jewelry business. He had been her mentor in certain ways, and a genuine friend, almost like a father.
André had always given her the best advice, the soundest. When she was twenty-seven, she fell in love again,
after four years of widowhood. She discovered she was pregnant a year later, and it was to André she had turned.
She had flown to Paris to see him, to confide in him, although, being wary by nature, she had done so only to a
degree. She had merely alluded to the identity of her lover, the father of her unborn child. Even before she had
finished her sentence, André had held up his hand as if in warning.
“Do not tell me who he is. I do not want to know. Remember this, my Stephanie. Confide a secret to one
person and it is a secret no longer,” the sage old Frenchman had cautioned.
And so she had kept her own counsel always, for this was her natural inclination. No one had ever known who
her lover had been, or even tried to guess the man’s real identity. Not even Chloe knew who her father was.
Chloe. Stevie's expression changed, became softer as she thought of her eighteen-year-old daughter. Now she
was a D-flawless diamond. Quite perfect.
Stevie suddenly broke into a chuckle. Well, not really. Her daughter was only almost perfect, thank goodness.
No one wanted a paragon of virtue. They were no fun, and usually too good to be true.
Chloe would be arriving later that afternoon, hopefully in time for dinner, and they would enjoy a cozy evening
together. Tomorrow her mother and stepfather would be driving up from Manhattan to spend Thanksgiving Day
with them, and the rest of the holiday weekend. She was looking forward to it, just as she knew Chloe was.
Derek Rayner had been knighted by the queen some years before, and he and her mother were now Sir Derek
and Lady Rayner. As had been predicted long ago, he was now the greatest classical actor on the English stage,
and at sixty-eight a living legend. He had been good to her mother and to her and her children.
Derek and her mother were childless, and so he played the role of father and grandfather to the hilt. But his
love for them all was very genuine, and he adored Chloe.
Her son Miles was driving to Connecticut with the Rayners. He was her favorite son, if the truth be known,
although she always tried to hide this fact from the others. She loathed playing favorites amongst her children.
Miles was a talented artist and a brilliant set designer. Currently he was living in New York, where he was
designing the stage sets for a Broadway play. Unlike his brother Nigel and his twin, Gideon, he had never shown
any desire to go into Jardine’s, although with his artist’s eye he had always appreciated the beauty of the jewels
and the other objects of art Jardine’s made. Despite his lack of interest in working in the family business, his
grandfather had insisted he become a director since he was a major shareholder in the company. He had done so
immediately. Jardine’s was his inheritance, and it had always been an important part of his life; his mother had
seen to that.
It was Gideon who was the true jeweler in the family; Stevie had recognized that when he was a child. He was
a talented, indeed gifted, lapidary, and he had inherited his father’s love of stones, most especially diamonds. Like
Ralph, he was an expert when it came to cutting stones, and as one of the chief lapidaries at Jardine’s, he was
involved in the creation of the exquisite jewels that the Crown Jewellers had been renowned for over the
centuries.
Nigel, ever the businessman, and the spitting image of Bruce in so many different ways, ran the business end
of the company, under her direction. But Nigel wanted it all for himself. Stevie was well aware of this these days.
There were even moments when she thought her eldest son was plotting her departure from the company,
planning her fall from grace.
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Now she expelled a long sigh as she strolled back to the fireplace. She stood leaning against the mantelpiece,
her thoughts focused on Nigel. She had no real evidence to go on, it was just plain old gut instinct that told her
that her son was against her. For a long time now she had seen Nigel for what he was: very much the way Bruce
had been when he was a younger man—cold, calculating, controlling, and very ambitious. There was nothing
wrong with ambition as long as it was focused in the right direction. She was the first to admit this. But it was
somewhat ridiculous of her son to be ambitious at her expense. After all, the business would be his one day. He
would share it with his brothers equally, of course, but he would be running it as the eldest of the three and the
undoubted business brain.
She wished she could shake off the worrying suspicion that Nigel wanted her to trip up in order for him to
justify taking over from her in London. And indeed, New York as well.
Fat chance of that, she muttered. Bruce would never permit it. Her father-in-law was eighty-two now, and
semi-retired after some terrible attacks of gout, which had plagued him for years. But he was as alert as ever, not a
bit senile, and very spry when he was free of his crippling ailment. She was very well aware that he cared about
her, even though he did not show it very often. Furthermore, and perhaps more to the point, he trusted her
implicitly when it came to running the company. She had earned that trust, had proved to him time and again that
she not only knew what she was doing but that she was brilliant at it.
No, Bruce would not tolerate Nigel’s machinations, what he would term “youthful insubordination.” And he
would be on her side.
Rousing herself from her thoughts about her eldest son, Stevie hurried out of the study and headed along the
second floor landing. Of medium height and slim, Stephanie Jardine was an attractive woman, with a head of dark
curls, light gray-green eyes, and a well-articulated face. High cheekbones and a slender nose gave her a look of
distinction; she was elegant in an understated way, dressed in a loden-green wool pants suit and sweater that
brought out the green lights in her eyes.
Stevie took the stairs at a rapid pace, realizing that she had wasted a great deal of time dwelling on the past and
Ralph, living through her memories both good and bad. She had guests arriving the next day, and even though
they were family, everything had to be well prepared for them nonetheless. Her mother, in particular, had very
high standards and was accustomed to a great deal of luxury as the wife of a famous star of stage and screen.
As she reached the great hall, the grandfather clock standing in the corner began to strike. It was exactly six
o’clock. Chloe was due to arrive in an hour, and a smile touched Stevie’s eyes at this thought. She could not wait
to see her daughter.
Somewhere nearby a door was banging, and she felt a rush of cold air blowing down the great hall. It seemed
to be coming from the direction of the sun room, and she went through the archway that led to this area of the
house. The solarium, as it was usually called, was long with many windows; two sets of French doors led out to
the covered porch that stretched the length of the back façade of the house. One of the doors had sprung open and
it was swinging back and forth on its hinges, banging against a wooden chair.
She went to close it, then paused at the door and peered out. It was a dark night, with a black sky empty of
stars. A corridor of bright lamplight streamed out from the solarium, illuminating the porch and its stone
balustrade beyond. It diminished the darkness. Stevie went outside, as she often did at this hour, loving the
tranquility, the silence of the countryside. It was so pleasing to her after the din of New York, and especially so at
nighttime. Her eyes scanned the sky and the landscape surrounding her. She noticed then that the mist of earlier
had settled in the well of the garden. It was heavier now, and it hugged the grass, swirled in thick patches,
obscuring the stone benches, the fountain, and the flagged rose garden. How eerie everything looked tonight, she
thought. Stevie swung around and made a swift retreat back to the house.
As she stepped inside, a strange feeling swept over her. It was a premonition really; and it made her catch her
breath. The feeling was similar to the one she had experienced that afternoon, but this time it was much stronger,
more forceful.
She threw it off. And then Stevie Jardine laughed at herself again, as she had earlier, and shook her head. She,
who had never believed in portents or omens and was totally unsuperstitious, was actually having presentiments
of trouble. Ridiculous. She laughed again.
Some months later Stevie was to remember these strange feelings, and wonder. …
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Loftus
Palmerston District
Dubbo
New South Wales
Australia
10th September
Dear Sir Magnus,
Seems strange me writing a letter like this to a sir and all that. I must admit I don’t quite know how to begin. You
see, I’ve just inherited, among other things, the house you have rented all these years from my Uncle Chesney.
Leastways, you did rent from him till he died a few months back. Now it appears that, as his sole kin, I am to become
your landlord.
Fancy me a landlord! And landlord to a real live sir at that! If I sound a bit naïve and over-impressed, can’t be
helped. I am a fairly ordinary bloke and I am impressed. I’m not a millionaire or anything like that, but I’m a darn sight
richer than I was a while ago and I’m tickled pink to own a property in England.
About me, since you must be wondering, I’m just past thirty, unmarried (and with no intentions in that direction)
and I must’ve spent more time with sheep than with people for the past ten year or more. Now what with the land here
I’ve been left, and a tidy bit of money, I’m thinking of coming, for the first time ever, to the old country to see a bit of
the world and, if you’ve got no objection, to pay you a visit. Not as a landlord lording it, you know, but, I hope, as a
friend to you and your family.
From what I can gather, you’ve been tenants at Brocklehurst Grove since old Auntie Kate died nigh on forty year
ago. Uncle Ches was a wee bit vague about how you come to take over, but then Uncle Ches was vague about most
things. Except money! I see you paid his agents the rent, and a fair rent at that. He had no cause to grumble. Still, you
never did get to meet him, so I won’t speak no ill of the dead.
I suppose you must be getting on a bit by now. Forty is a considerable number of years. I hope this letter finds you a
hale and hearty granpa! I understand from the papers the agents hold that you are blessed with a wife and family. Tulip
struck me as a curious name for a woman, but real pretty when you come to think of it. I hope that you and all of yours
are thriving.
It’s my purpose to come your side late November. I don’t want to intrude at all, but I’d love to meet all of you and
see the house where Great Aunt Kate was born and lived out all her days. Uncle Ches used to shake his head and say
she was a “character”, but he never did specify how.
I look forward to enjoying your company and hearing all your memories. I hope you will look on me as part of your
family. I have no other family of my own.
Yours very sincerely,
Albert Pond

2
The letter from Albert Pond shot through the tightly sprung letter-box of 5 Brocklehurst Grove on a wet
October morning before any of its residents had stirred from their beds. It was Saturday.
“Sounds like the postman’s been,” said Vinetta with a yawn. Joshua turned in his sleep and grunted. He didn’t
want to wake up. His tattered left leg was wrapped to the knee in an old bath towel and he was not looking
forward to the day ahead.
“I suppose I’d better go and look,” said Vinetta, pulling herself up out of bed and putting on her slippers. The
curtains showed a pale daylight. So she went downstairs without switching on the light and picked up the airmail
letter from the doormat.
An airmail letter, she thought with some surprise. The only letters the Mennyms ever received were of the
business sort: cheques for Sir Magnus and other letters from his publishers, household bills and receipts,
catalogues for Appleby, and occasional flattering offers to take part in prize draws. Never personal letters. And
never, never letters from abroad. Vinetta looked at the envelope more carefully.
“It’s for Granpa!” she exclaimed.
In the best bedroom at the front of the house, Granpa Mennym was still asleep. His elegant white moustache
flowed over his lips. He had been born knowing a thousand pearls of wisdom. That is a lot of knowledge. So he
found it necessary to lie and think deep thoughts every day of his life. His advice was not always taken, but it was
deemed to be well worth hearing.
Magnus was, physically, the least active member of the family. He never left his bed. His only mobility was in
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one purple velvet foot that dangled from the counterpane. The twins, Poopey and Wimpey, sometimes tried to
rouse their grandfather by swinging on this tempting appendage, but soon the foot would simply grow forcefully
rigid and kick the two of them to the other side of the room. Then they would scream the place down as if the
impact had really hurt them. It was one of their favourite pretends. If their mother, Vinetta, was by when this
happened, she would say briskly,
“Don’t make such a fuss, you two. It’d take more than Granpa’s foot to knock the stuffing out of you. Go and
play with Googles. Or ask Appleby to show you her stamp collection.”
When Vinetta came to Granpa's room on this particular October morning, the old man did not stir. The purple
foot dangled limply over the edge of the bed.
“Granpa,” said Vinetta loudly as she opened the curtains, “there’s a letter for you from Australia. Isn’t that
where the owner lives?” Granpa looked at her sharply, focusing the black button eyes that never closed in sleep,
but could vary from the dull opaque of dreaming to the bright gleam of intelligent thought.
“Yes, it is,” he growled, not at all pleased at being aroused from his slumbers. “Wonder what he wants. In forty
years we’ve never heard directly from him before. She’s paid the rent, hasn’t she?”
“Of course she has,” said Vinetta indignantly. “Besides, it might not be from him.”
“And who else in Australia would have heard of us?”
Sir Magnus gave his daughter-in-law a withering look. From the dressing room next door, Granny Tulip called
plaintively,
“What is it? What is it now?”
She had chosen to sleep in the small room because she was often wakeful at night and liked to get on with her
knitting, sometimes in the wee small hours. She was ceaselessly active. All day she would sit in the breakfast
room downstairs knitting garments for the whole family. Her needles moved with fascinating speed. All of her
movements were quick and economical. Even her speech was rapid and purposeful.
Within seconds she was at Granpa’s bedside. She was, as always, fully dressed, wearing a blue and white
checked apron. She was a very neat little woman with pure white hair and a deceptively tolerant, friendly
expression on her fine-featured face. Without a word, she took the envelope from Granpa’s large mittened fingers
and deftly opened it. Taking care of the bills was, after all, her job. And, until the letter was opened, who was to
say that it was not some unusual demand for money? What she read, through her little round spectacles, made her
gasp in surprise.
“Well I never,” she huffed and read on as the other two watched her with keen curiosity.
“Just imagine!” she exclaimed.
“Fancy that!” she muttered as she reached the end of the second page.
“What is it, Gran?” demanded Vinetta at last.
“He’s coming here. He’s coming next month to see us all!” A dull horror came over the room.
“He can’t be!” bellowed Magnus forcibly, speaking from the depths of his great knowledge and his mound of
snowy white pillows. “He must be about eighty by now. He won’t be gallivanting all the way from Australia to
see us after all these years. He didn’t bother when he was forty. He certainly won’t bother at eighty. You haven’t
read the letter properly, woman.”
“Don’t you woman me!” snapped Granny Tulip. “I’ve read it all right. It’s not Chesney who’s coming. It’s his
nephew. Chesney’s dead. The new owner is called Albert Pond. This could be serious.”
“He owns the house now,” said Vinetta doubtfully. Magnus looked at the two women bleakly, his black eyes
turning dull and lifeless.
“Yes,” he said in a grim voice, “if that’s the case. He owns the house. It could fairly be argued that he owns us
too.”
“We pay the rent,” said Tulip firmly. “Every month on the dot I send a cheque to the agents. There can’t be a
better payer than us. Whenever they have increased the payment, we have paid the extra without a murmur. And
we haven’t asked for any repairs to be done. We are ideal tenants. The new owner should be satisfied with that.”
“If he ever finds out what we really are,” groaned Granpa, “I shudder to think what he might do.” So saying,
he turned his back on the two women and pulled the counterpane right over his head.
3
Brocklehurst Grove was built round three sides of a large square. The fourth side was the main road passing
through the town. It was ideally situated, just five minutes’ walk from the shops on the High Street, but looking as
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if it belonged to a country village. The statue of Matthew James Brocklehurst, standing on its tiered pedestal in
the center of the square, looked comfortably provincial.
The houses were at the upper end of the suburban market, large, detached and with very private, well-hedged
gardens. Numbers 1 to 3 were on the left-hand side, numbers 7 to 9 were on the right. At the back, furthest from
the main road, were numbers 4 to 6 and, naturally, number 5, where the Mennyms lived, was exactly in the center.
The family at number 5 were not well-known. They were not invisible, but they preferred not to be noticed
and, on the whole, nobody noticed them. Mr. and Mrs. Jarman, who had lived for twenty-five years at number 4,
were very friendly with the Englands who now lived at number 6. They’d only moved in four years before, but
they had struck up a friendship immediately. Some people are like that.
Not the Mennyms. No one in the street had ever passed the time of day with any of the residents of number 5.
The Mennyrns, it must be said, had good reason to hold themselves aloof. It was not that they felt superior,
having lived there far longer than anybody else. With the exception of Miss Quigley, they would hardly have
known what feeling superior or inferior meant. It was simply that they would not dare to mix with outsiders.
They were not human, you see—at least not in the normal sense of the word. They were not made of flesh and
blood. They were just a whole, lovely family of life-size rag dolls. They were living and walking and talking and
breathing, but they were made of cloth and kapok. They each had a little voice box, like the sort they put in teddybears to make them growl realistically. Their frameworks were strong but pliable. Their respiration kept their
bodies supplied with oxygen that was life to the kapok and sound to the voices.
Their maker was an extremely gifted seamstress called Kate Penshaw. She never knew why she made them. It
was just a rather unusual hobby pursued obsessively by a lonely old lady. She never even noticed the life lying
dormant in their huge cloth bodies. It was only after she died and was buried that her creations came out of their
silence and methodically took over the house.
Technically the property belonged to a nephew called Chesney Loftus who lived in Australia, but he had never
returned to claim it.
There were no complaints about the house being neglected and unlived in. Vinetta kept the windows clean and
washed the net curtains. Joshua and the twins took care of the garden. Poopie, in fact, had proved to be quite
skilled in looking after the plants. In a variety of ways, they managed to make enough money to pay the bills, and
to buy this and that from time to time.
Being rag dolls, they did not need any food. They did use heating to keep warm and dry. They found that they
could see with their bright button eyes. Their felt ears proved successful at hearing and their mouths learned to
open and shape words. Their brains, made of kapok, were no worse, and in some cases much better, than many of
the human variety.
The Mennyms had very soon realised that they would need a policy for survival in an alien world. Their first
law was to have as little contact as possible with human beings. No outsider must ever notice that they were not
made of flesh and blood. When they went out, they hurried there and back, hidden in clothing and wearing
brimmed hats or, if the weather permitted, carrying a large umbrella.
They learnt how to use the telephone. They managed to open a bank account without actually going into a
bank. It was perfectly possible in those days. They even rummaged through Kate’s old desk and discovered an
agent to whom they could pay the rent. That had involved some deception, but Appleby Mennym proved very
adept at inventing explanations whenever they were required. Chesney Loftus, indirectly, was informed of the
names of his aunt’s “paying guests” and of their request to remain on as tenants in the property. This was all done
very legally, with both Sir Magnus and his son Joshua signing the tenancy agreement. The agreement was very
much in favour of the owner, freeing him from all responsibility for the upkeep of the property and ensuring him a
regular income from a monthly rent that could be increased if its real value dropped. The phrase “in line with
inflation” was not in use at the time, but that was what was meant. The annual increase was sometimes a little on
the high side, but the Mennyms were able to pay and were, in any case, in no position to argue.
Kate, maybe accidentally, had left them well-provided for. In her huge work-box, which looked more like a
wicker trunk, she had left a cache of money which was sufficient to provide for the Mennyms in the difficult
period of transition between her death and their life.
All that was very long ago. The Mennyms, over the years, had become a successful family unit, able to cope
with almost anything.
They played at living and developed talents. Sir Magnus lay on his bed and, for two hours every day, including
Sundays, he wrote interesting articles which he sold, by post, to various newspapers and periodicals. Appleby
used to go to the Post Office, in disguises that matched the time of year, and buy stamps or hand over the letters
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without ever raising her head. Joshua made a small but steady income in the various jobs he managed to do
without being observed. It was quite difficult for him since he was nowhere near as clever as his father. Vinetta
had learnt how to sew, at first using Kate’s old treadle sewing machine. Over the years she had progressed to more
modern machines, but she still used the old one from time to time, especially if she was worried about anything.
As for the children, they had lessons from Tulip and Vinetta on a regular basis and were occasionally tutored
by Sir Magnus. Appleby was his favourite pupil. She flattered him quite blatantly and pretended to be interested
in everything. He would smile at her indulgently and enquire about her pocket money which she would
reluctantly admit was never plentiful enough to buy all the things she needed. Then a helpful hand would reach
under the pillow and draw out a leather pouch from which he would take a few coins to hand over slyly.
“Say nothing to the others,” he would whisper. “You’re a good lass. You deserve a little extra.”
Soobie, the blue Mennym, had read every book in the house at least twice. No one could teach him anything
and he was not willing to play at lessons as the others were. He would sometimes ask his grandfather searching
questions to which the old man, clever though he was, did not always know the answers.
Poopie was more like Joshua, good at practical things. As for Wimpey, she was a wide-eyed dreamer with long
golden ringlets. She believed in fairy tales and was always waiting for something magical to happen. Little
Googles gurgled in her cot or her pram and was regularly, though unnecessarily, “changed and fed”.
Miss Quigley led the narrowest life, dull and undeveloped, but that was because she was just a visitor and
spent most of her time in the hall cupboard.
They lived cheaply, of course. They did not eat or drink except as a glorious pretend. And they never went on
holiday, though they liked to read the brochures.
Naturally, they never grew any older. Googles had been a baby for forty years. Sir Magnus was seventy when
he was first made and was still seventy when the letter from Australia fell through the letter-box.
All that enchanted world was now in peril. For forty years they had come and gone surreptitiously in the
neighbourhood, even managing to shop without being noticed. But, as Sir Magnus proclaimed when next they
consulted him, you cannot sit in the same room as a man without observing that he is flesh and blood. He, in turn,
would look across the table at a cloth face with button eyes and would be horrified.
“Not horrified!” exclaimed Vinetta as she sat by her father-in-law’s bed. “We may be strange. I know we are
strange. But surely we are not horrific? At a distance we look just like anybody else.”
“To him we would be horrific,” insisted Sir Magnus, his moustache twitching knowingly. “At least at first we
would be. If he proved to be unscrupulous, he could come round to seeing us as valuable curiosities, and that
would be worse.”
“We are not valuable! Even my wedding ring is made of brass!” Vinetta looked down at her plain cotton skirt,
neatly patched in places.
“Any curiosity can have its value,” declared Sir Magnus pompously. He propped himself up higher against the
mound of pillows and placed his hand over Vinetta’s. “I don’t think you realise how unique we are. But you have
watched television. You must have realised that man-sized, talking, rational rag dolls do not exist anywhere else in
the world.” Vinetta thought briefly of the Muppets, but appreciated the difference even as she thought.
“What is unique and curious must be very valuable,” pronounced Sir Magnus. He then sank down into his
pillows, a gesture of dismissal. Vinetta rose and, carrying away the dreadful letter, left Granpa to his thoughts.
4
The Mennyms had problems enough already that day without the dire news from across the world. There was
Joshua’s foot, for a start, and all the complications that involved.
For the past five years or more, Joshua had been night-watchman at Sydenham’s Electrical Warehouse on the
other side of town. He always walked there, quickly, well-muffled, with his head down and his whole body bent
forcefully forward.
The interview for this job had taken place on a freezing cold Friday afternoon in a badly-lit and unheated
gatehouse. His employer had barely looked at him. Joshua remembered the bald patch in the middle of the man’s
head as he bent over the desk where a little pool of light shone on the letter of application Appleby had written.
Joshua’s cap had been well down over his brows. The collar of his thick overcoat had been turned up round his
ears. He needn’t have worried, though. Clarence Sydenham had just mumbled on about the duties and the wages
and then thrust a paper at him for his signature. Joshua had gripped the pen in his gloved hand and scribbled his
name as quickly as he could. Clarence had switched off the table-lamp and hurried out to make his getaway in his
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Ford Transit.
At the time, Joshua had been delighted. Interviews were always a gamble. There had been times when he had
seen that the risk was too great and he had turned away from premises much more inviting to mortal men but far
too public for rag dolls.
The job was not well-paid, but it was adequate and it had many compensations in Joshua’s eyes. He would sit
all night in the little office, taking a walk round the aisles of shelves once an hour or so. Then he would be ready
at seven sharp, head down in the hood of his duffle coat, to mutter good morning to Charlie, who always arrived
first, and to hand over the keys to him.
“Quiet night?” Charlie would enquire in a routine way, as he went to hang his coat on the coat stand in the
corner of the office.
“Very quiet,” Joshua would reply to the back of Charlie’s head. Then he would hurry out as if to catch a bus.
But he didn’t. He hastened, head-down but watchful, along three miles of streets to his home. Public transport was
too well-lit and too confined for him to dare to use it.
All was well till the Thursday before Albert Pond’s letter arrived. On that Thursday night Joshua had been at
work as usual. He had done several “prowls” to make sure that there were no intruders. (There never were. His
movements round the building and the lights he switched on and off at irregular intervals must have been a
sufficient deterrent.) An automatic alarm system had recently been installed but Joshua always turned it off as
soon as he came in. Newfangled, unnecessary thing!
He had read the evening paper. He had even clasped his hands round a mug of cocoa and made believe he was
drinking it. Not that there was anyone there to see him, but he liked the pretend. It relieved the monotony.
Then he settled back in his chair for a little snooze. It was a nice old office, very functional; a couple of metal
filing cabinets, a strong desk, a dim ceiling light with a white enamel shade, a thin carpet not quite covering all
the floorboards, and with a that-could-trip-anybody-up frayed patch in front of the gas fire. Not a bad job, all
considered.
Then suddenly, as Joshua slept, disaster struck.
Through the part-open glass door from the warehouse floor came a large and hungry rat. The metal boxes on
the warehouse shelves had offered no sustenance. The rat sniffed round cautiously. Then he came under the old
kneehole desk to Joshua’s boot. Placidly but industriously, he began to gnaw at it. Then, finding the leather none
too juicy but feeling confident that no human being was about to attack him, the rat crawled further up Joshua’s
leg and ate right through his trousers till bits of kapok began to flutter to the floor.
Joshua awoke from his catnap and hearing scuffling around his knee looked down and was horrified. As soon
as he jumped up, the rat dived out into the darkness. But it was too late. The damage had been done.
Rag dolls feel no pain. The wound, if you could call it that, did not hurt him. But he was, after all, a living
being. Pain is of the flesh, but fear is of the mind. Joshua looked at his tattered knee and was terrified.
The clock on the wall said twenty to six. Joshua had just an hour and twenty minutes to get ready. It was not
going to be easy, not one little bit. He looked hard at the knee with the stuffing falling out and at the gnawed boot
below it. Easy? It might not even be possible. Ten of his precious minutes were spent in paralysed fright. He had
sat down heavily as soon as the rat fled. Now he didn’t know whether he would be able to rise again, let alone
walk.
“I’ll have to do something,” he said to himself at last.
The first thing was to stop any more stuffing from falling out and to push back as much as he could. Opening
the desk drawer he found, to his relief, a roll of sticky tape. Another drawer obligingly supplied a pair of scissors.
So, with as much skill as he could muster, he began to carry out an emergency repair. He wished Vinetta were
there. She was much better at that sort of thing.
After a great struggle, the leg had at least stopped shedding any more stuffing. It looked abnormal and ugly
with the trouser leg hanging raggedly round it. But all that could be hidden by his duffle coat. The problem now
was to find out if the leg could still manage to support his weight and to walk in a reasonable manner.
Joshua stood up. That was all right. He held the desk with both hands and gingerly moved his good foot one
step back. Then he tried to do the same with his bad foot. But instead of obediently joining its partner the silly
thing went off to one side. Joshua looked down at it unbelievingly. He knew where he had told the foot to go and
it hadn’t gone there. With regard to standing, it made little difference. He still had both hands on the desk and his
feet, instead of being together, were spread astride.
He looked sternly at his disobedient left limb and willed it to work its way towards its partner. That worked.
He gave a half-hearted sigh of relief.
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Taking his hands from the desk, he stood upright and made a determined effort to reach the coat stand. The
result was what can only be described as a “funny-walk” in classic funny-walk style. The right foot trod firmly.
The left one shot out in front before crashing down on a place on the floor about six inches ahead of where it
should have been. This set the right foot slightly off balance but, being a clever and orderly right foot, it soon
learned to correct its mate’s eccentricity.
I suppose I’ll manage, thought Joshua bleakly, but it’ll be a slow job.
He looked at the clock and saw that it was twenty-five to seven. Quickly he put his coat on and went and stood
in the doorway to wait for Charlie. It was a cold morning. So it didn’t look too odd that Joshua was muffled up in
his hood and that one of Tulip’s scarves was wrapped right round his chin.
“You’re in a hurry this morning, old man,” chaffed Charlie as Joshua hastily handed over the keys before the
newcomer had even crossed the doorstep.
“Full of cold,” sniffed Joshua. “Be glad to get home to bed.”
Charlie went in to hang his coat up and Joshua took that opportunity to get his funny-walk round the corner out
of sight. Charlie turned round to make some other friendly remark and shrugged when he saw that the
nightwatchman was already gone.
“Odd bloke,” he said to himself. “Seen him five mornings a week for years. Yet I don’t really know anything
about him, or, for that matter, even what he looks like under all that clobber.”
Meantime, Joshua was off with his funny-walk down the quiet back lanes and side streets on a journey that
took him twice as long as usual and got more and more difficult as he drew near his home. People looked askance
at him. The walk was by no means unobtrusive. Fortunately, the bulky figure in the big duffle coat did not look
approachable. And equally fortunately, it was still a little too early for the children to be going to school. A
paperboy did shout after him,
“You’ll never get to play for Accrington Stanley, mister.” Apart from that he was unmolested.
When he got to Brocklehurst Grove, he became more worried. It must have been about eight-thirty. He saw
from the corner a car gliding out of the drive at number 1. After it passed, he walked cautiously by the high hedge,
brushing the twigs with his shoulder, trying desperately hard to be invisible. At number 2 all of the curtains were
still closed and the door looked firmly shut. Number 3 was the worst. Four snooty children in assorted school
uniforms were scrambling noisily into the family car.
“At least I’ve done my homework,” shrieked one of them in a voice that carried to the street. “I’m not a lazy
beggar like you.”
“Get in,” said their father, “and shut up.” Car doors slammed.
Joshua froze. Any minute the car with its menagerie would swing out into the street. It would pass close to
him. Those awful children would see his funny-walk and jeer. And he couldn’t just stand still. That would look
suspicious. In an agony of suspense, he gingerly bent his good leg and spent what seemed like forever unfastening
and then carefully refastening his boot lace. The car passed by.
Joshua stood up ready to walk on, but the left leg shot forward before the right one was properly balanced.
Down he fell on his bottom on the pavement, his mittened hands shooting behind him to stop him falling further.
Two of the children in the back of the car saw this and pointed and giggled. But the car with the objectionable
youngsters was soon out of sight.
From behind the net curtains in her front bedroom window, Mrs. Jarman at number 4 saw Joshua fall. She
knew him vaguely by sight, the shape of him anyway. If he had not got straight up she would have gone down to
see if he needed help. As he disappeared behind her hedge, she had a glimpse of the funny-walk, but put it down
to awkwardness after his fall and thought no more about it. The Mennyms were known to keep themselves to
themselves. Well, let them.
Vinetta was already at the front door looking out for him. When she saw his funny-walk coming up the drive.
she pursed her lips in annoyance.
“What do you think you are playing at? Do you want everyone looking at you?” she snapped. “Where on earth
have you been all this time?”
As he drew closer and she saw the misery on his face, she realised that something was really wrong. She ran to
him and supported him on her shoulder into the house.
5
When Vinetta saw Joshua’s leg and heard the tale he had to tell, she was all concern and sympathy. She had
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never seen a rat except in Aunt Kate’s encyclopaedia. But she knew she would have been ten times as terrified as
Joshua if the same thing had happened to her.
“You were very brave,” she said soothingly. At the same time she looked at the damaged leg and thought
silently that he had made a very poor job of taping it up. A neater job would have been more easily undone. As it
was, the leg from the thigh nearly to the top of his boot was swathed in crumpled sticky tape. Obviously done in a
panic. Removing it would not be pleasant.
Staying matter-of-fact, Vinetta helped Joshua to his usual armchair and turned on the television where the
morning news was slowing down to a trickle. She gave him a pretend mug of tea and he went through the usual,
reassuring ritual of make-believe drinking.
“That was nice. You do make a good cup of tea,” he said as he put the mug down on the little table by the side
of his chair. Vinetta could make everything seem manageable and normal. As the news finished, she turned off the
TV.
“Now,” said Vinetta cautiously, “I will have to do something about that leg.” Joshua looked as if he had much
rather not, but he knew that he would have to accept the inevitable.
“First I’ll remove all of that sticky tape,” said Vinetta firmly. She tugged at it ruthlessly till tape and kapok and
bits of leg were strewn all round his feet. Joshua watched in dazed dismay. Ignoring the expression on her
husband’s face, Vinetta said in her most business-like manner,
“I’ll have to go to the Market and get a length of material and some filling to renew that leg.”
It was easy to shop in the Market with a hat or headscarf pulled well over one’s face, a pair of tinted spectacles
to hide the button eyes and a coat collar turned up to give more shadow. Vinetta often went to the Market. But
Market days were Thursday and Saturday. Joshua knew that well enough.
“What about work tonight? I’ll need my leg before then.”
“Can’t be done,” said Vinetta. “You’ll just have to be off sick. That’s something you haven’t done before. You
are within your rights.”
Joshua looked unconvinced. In fact, he looked positively worried.
“I don’t know how to be off sick. Somebody would have to be told. That firm trusts me.”
“Phone them,” said Vinetta practically, “or let me phone them for you.” Joshua’s expression became pained.
“Apart from that first interview, which was mercifully short, I’ve never spoken to them. I don’t want to speak
to them. They might get friendly. They might send Charlie round to see how I am. It’s too involved. It’s
dangerous.” Vinetta could see the point of this.
“We’ll ask Appleby,” she said at last.
It wasn’t that Appleby was wiser than anybody else. It was just that the whole family knew, as after forty years
of living together they were bound to know, that their adolescent member was better than any of them at creating
plausible fictions.
“Appleby,” called her mother from the foot of the stairs. “Appleby!” Vinetta’s voice rose an octave and
sounded irritated.
“What do you want now?” snapped her gangly daughter, leaning over the banister.
“Is that any way to speak to your mother?” said Vinetta crossly. “You’re getting worse. I wouldn’t have called
you so early if it weren’t important. Come down here and I’ll explain.”
Appleby came slowly down the stairs. She was a long, thin girl doll dressed in jeans and a very long, narrow
sweater (not made by Kate or Vinetta, but bought quite recently at the Market).
“Well?” she pouted.
Kate had somehow put truculence into Appleby’s soul. It took different forms at different times, but it was
always there. She was nearest in age to Soobie, but they were so totally unalike that it was difficult to see them as
members of the same family. Her face for a start was flesh pink and Soobie’s, unique even in this odd family, was
completely blue. It was stocky, sturdy Soobie, with his silver button eyes and suit of striped blue linen, who sat
quietly, day in day out, at the bay window watching the birds and the trees and the people who passed by their
wrought-iron gate. Soobie never went out at all. He would watch Appleby as she came and went to the Market or
the Post Office. Appleby was always coming or going somewhere, once the streets had been aired. She had never
in forty years seen the dawn of any day.
“Try to be a bit more civil,” complained Vinetta, knowing that the appeal would fall on deaf ears. Appleby
clattered down the stairs and dropped to the floor in front of the fire. If the state of her father’s leg puzzled her she
managed not to show it.
Vinetta explained the problem. Appleby’s manner changed at once. When her special skills were called into
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play, nobody could be nicer.
“They must have word today,” she said decisively. “They’ll be livid if the warehouse is left unattended tonight.
I don’t know what’s so wrong about phoning.”
“I’m not phoning,” interrupted Joshua in a determined voice.
“All right! All right! Nobody said you had to phone!”
“And you’re not phoning either. Nobody’s speaking to anybody there. Understood?”
“Well, if you would shut up for a minute, I can tell you what we should do,” said Appleby, becoming
disagreeable again. She stood up and flounced over to the chair by the window, passing Soobie on the way and
accidentally-on-purpose knocking his book out of his hand.
“Give over,” growled Soobie, retrieving the book and returning to his reading without another word.
“All right,” said Vinetta patiently. “We’re listening, Appleby. What do you think should be done?” Appleby
gave her father a token dirty look and decided to return to the topic more graciously.
“Simple. I’ll write you a note and Mum can hand it in at the gatehouse and hurry away.”
The note was written as if it came from Vinetta.
“Dear Sir,” it began.
“Do we need to say dear anything?” grumbled Joshua. “I’m just the night watchman you know. There’s
nobody there I’d call dear. Or sir for that matter.”
“It’s the way it’s done, Dad,” explained Appleby with some irritation. “Ask Granpa. He knows. I don’t know
why you two know nothing.”
Vinetta gave her daughter a sharp look but did not speak. Appleby read out the whole of the note in clipped
tones and double quick time:
Dear Sir,
My husband will not be able to come to work for a few days. He has a very heavy cold and is running a temperature.
By the way, he says he saw a rat in the warehouse last night. He thinks you should get the rat-catcher before any
damage is done to the stores.
Yours sincerely,
Vinetta Mennyrn

“Why mention the rat?” demanded Joshua crossly.
“You do want to go back there, don’t you?”
“Of course I do. It’s my job. It helps pay the bills.”
“Well, you don’t want any more trouble with rats when you do go back. It’s a pity really that you can’t claim
compensation.”
“Don’t be so stupid,” shouted Joshua. “You’re supposed to know so much, Miss Bighead. How would I
explain about the stuffing in my leg without giving everything away? Tell me that!” At that moment, because he
was agitated, more of the kapok fell to the floor.
“I’ll have to do a temporary repair on that,” said Vinetta. She returned in a few minutes carrying a woolly hat
and a big old bath towel.
“See,” she said matching actions to words, “I’ll pad the hole out with this old hat and then I’ll wrap the towel
round your leg and fasten it with four safety pins. It can stay like that till I’ve been to the Market.” After she had
finished she helped Joshua up to bed and told him firmly that he must stay there all day and all night.
“Appleby can take the note along to Sydenham’s and she’ll get you a newspaper on her way back.” Appleby,
however, had exhausted herself writing the letter.
“I’m not going out this morning. In fact, I might not go out at all today. Why should I run about after
everybody? You got me up too soon. I’m tired.”
It was easy for Appleby to go anywhere. If there were any chance that she might be looked at too closely, she
wore a black felt hat with a floppy brim that hid most of her doll’s face. She had also taken in recent months to
wearing rather exaggerated makeup. In fact, green button eyes apart, she looked like any other teenager.
Vinetta was used to Appleby’s rudeness. She had suffered it in various forms for forty years. If the current
phase seemed even worse than all the others put together, Vinetta could only wait and hope it would pass. So she
did not insist or argue. She simply said in an acid voice,
“If it is so much trouble to you, I’ll do it myself. Mind you, I won’t be in a hurry the next time you want
something stitched or washed at short notice.”
6
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Dear Mr. Mennym.
Thank you for your note explaining your unavoidable absence. This letter is in no way connected with your illness.
We have been well satisfied with your time-keeping and attention to duty and will be pleased to recommend you to any
future employer.
It has, however, been pointed out to us that, since the installation of the new security system four months ago, the
position of night watchman is now redundant. You have seen the system through its early teething troubles and we
express our sincere appreciation of your work. Your information about the rat was dealt with on Friday afternoon. It
turned out to be just one stray animal that had come up from a drain at the back of our premises where the Gas Board
workmen have been digging.
The enclosed cheque is to cover payment in lieu of notice, redundancy money and a gratuity for your promptness in
spotting and reporting the vermin problem. Please accept our best wishes for a speedy recovery and a prosperous
future.
Yours most sincerely,
Clarence & Joseph Sydenham

Joshua let the cheque flutter to the floor and almost wept as he read the letter. He had enjoyed being night
watchman at Sydenham’s; it had become an important part of his life. It was not a well-paid job. Sir Magnus
made far more money with his writing. Vinetta’s needlework also paid well. No one ever knew how much Tulip
earned. But Joshua liked to feel he was doing his share. Even rag dolls have bills to pay and things they want to
buy.
The leg was completely whole again and he had a new pair of trousers which Vinetta had bought from a stall in
the Market and altered to fit her husband’s shape and size. He really looked quite smart. And Charlie would never
have a glimpse of the new trousers! And the warehouse keys would never be in Joshua’s hands again.
“I’ve left my mug there,” he said at last. “I’ve a good mind to go and fetch it.”
“That would be just plain stupid,” said Vinetta. “You couldn’t just walk in and grab it. Their security system
would see to that. And what’s so special about a mug anyway?”
“It was mine,” said Joshua with unusual feeling. “It had a shield painted on it with the words ‘Port Vale
F.C.\fn{Football Club:H}—1876’ wrapped round. I used to put hot water in it and hold it cupped in my hands on a
cold night and pretend it was cocoa and I was drinking it. I love that mug, Vinetta.”
“There are other mugs,” said Vinetta, deliberately missing the point, “and there’ll be other jobs. Why not go
back to Peachum’s and see if they’ll have you as Santa Claus again?”
“That won’t be for at least another four weeks,” grumbled Joshua. “What’ll I do in the meantime? I’m a
working man and I want to work.”
“Well, let’s pretend you need a few weeks to get fit. After all, you did have a very bad leg. If you had been
flesh and blood you might never have walked again.”
“If I’d been flesh and blood, the rat would never have dared do what it did. Talk sense, woman!”
Vinetta persisted. She was used to persisting. After forty years it had become second nature.
“Never mind that,” she went on. “Just let’s pretend you really are a bit ill, and I can give you make-believe
medicine, and you can sit all day in your dressing-gown and carpet slippers reading the papers and watching the
telly.”
That sounded quite interesting. Joshua perked up and joined in the new pretend with growing enthusiasm.
“Then I’ll gradually get a little bit better,” he said, “and I’ll take short walks round the block, well wrapped up
against the frosty weather. Mother can knit me a new pair of gloves. Green ones.” At that moment Poopie came
running into the room followed by Wimpey who was shouting,
“Give me my ribbon back or I’ll never play with you again!”
“Stop that, you two,” said their mother firmly. “Your father is not at all well. He needs peace and quiet.”
Soobie looked curiously from his armchair in the bay window. The blue Mennym was the least given to
pretending. He was usually satisfied just to sit and watch, but occasionally the family craze for pretends got on his
nerves. By the time Appleby came down for her make-believe breakfast, the latest pretend was well established.
She was told all about it and she entered into the spirit of it with great gusto.
“I can go to the chemist and buy some proper medicine,” she suggested. “That would make it seem more real.”
“What sort of medicine?” demanded Joshua doubtfully.
“The cheapest I can get, of course,” said Appleby. “After all, it’s really just the bottle and the spoon we are
interested in.”
Soobie groaned. It wouldn’t have been so bad, he thought, if they had all been mad enough to believe in their
1682

own play-acting. But there they were, fully accepting that it was all made-up, and yet going through with it as if it
were necessary. The mention of a bottle reminded Vinetta that it must be feeding and changing time for Googles.
She hurried into the little side room where the baby was gurgling in her cot. With loving care Vinetta changed her
unsoiled nappy, then went to the kitchen to fetch the bottle that was standing ready, warming in a pan full of cold
hot water.
“Bye Baby Bunting,” she sang. “Your daddy’s gone a-hunting …” Wimpey had followed her mother into the
room and was sitting at her feet.
“Our daddy can’t go anywhere,” she said sagely. “He’s not at all well, Googles. He needs peace and quiet.”
7
On Tuesday afternoon at ten to two, the door to the hall cupboard was opened from the inside. Vinetta, who
was hanging the family’s outdoor coats up on the rack in the hall (no one else in the family could be persuaded to
be so tidy), politely turned the other way.
The twins, Poopie and Wimpey, were in the playroom playing Monopoly rather noisily. Soobie was at his
window in the lounge. They did not hear the cupboard door open. Joshua, in the kitchen, still in dressing-gown
and slippers, was pretending to make a pot of tea in Aunt Kate’s old brown teapot. He heard the door open, raised
his woolly eyebrows, but did not look round from his task.
Appleby alone, coming down the stairs at that precise moment, saw the door open and spitefully stared at it as
Miss Quigley emerged. Miss Quigley became aware of her staring and felt quite flustered and embarrassed. The
feeling conveyed itself to Vinetta.
“I wish you would learn to hang your coat up, Appleby,” snapped Vinetta. “I don’t know how many times I
have to tell you. The hall table is not the place to put it. We might be having visitors this afternoon for all you
know.” Miss Quigley, in her neat brown tweed suit with brown gloves and shoes and carrying a large brown
handbag, slipped gratefully into the kitchen whilst Appleby’s attention was distracted.
In the kitchen, Joshua was pouring imaginary tea into a large, old, slightly chipped cup. He ignored Miss
Quigley as she passed him to leave the house by the back door. That was the way it worked, the way it had always
worked for forty long years. No one ever spoke to Miss Quigley on her way out to the back. They did not want to
embarrass her by making her aware that she just lived in a cupboard and did not really have a small house of her
own at the end of Trevethick Street. The back door closed behind her and Joshua put his cup down and went out
into the hall.
“I think I ought to get dressed,” he said grumpily to Vinetta who by now had started polishing the hall table.
“We might have company this afternoon. I would feel very stupid going round like this.” Vinetta looked annoyed.
“I thought we had decided you could be ill for three weeks. Tulip hasn’t finished knitting your gloves yet. I
told her there was no need to hurry. I got Appleby quite interested in your convalescence. And, goodness knows,
there are not many sensible things Appleby is interested in.”
“I don’t intend to go out yet. The gloves can wait. And I can be properly ill later on. I’ll feel exhausted and go
to bed early after the visitor has gone, if we have a visitor.”
“Very well,” sighed Vinetta. “I suppose that will have to do. I’ve tidied the hall again. Tell the twins to make
less noise or to go out and play in the back garden. Soobie will tell us if anybody is coming.”
At that moment Soobie's plump face appeared at the lounge door. He gave both of his parents a dour look and
muttered,
“She’s coming.”
“Who’s coming?” asked Vinetta in the most natural way.
“Well it’s not the meter reader so you needn’t rush for your dark glasses.”
“Don’t be funny,” said Vinetta sharply. “I’ll ask you again. Who’s coming?”
“You know who’s coming. Nobody else ever pays us a visit,” replied Soobie bluntly.
“You shouldn't say things like that, Soobie. Anybody could come. So, who have you seen coming up the
drive?”
Just then the doorbell rang. Vinetta took a quick look at herself in the hall mirror and patted her neat black hair.
“I wonder who that can be,” she mused pointedly.
“It’s Miss Quigley,” hissed the blue Mennym. “You know fine well it is.”
Vinetta ignored him and went to open the door. Joshua, having silenced the twins, fled upstairs to make
himself presentable to face a very prim maiden lady.
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“Hortensia!” gushed Vinetta. “This is a surprise! How lovely of you to have come, especially on such a cold
day. Do come in and sit by the fire.”
Vinetta graciously led the way into the lounge where a leather three-piece suite was arranged round the gas
fire. In front of the settee was a long low table, nicely carved round the rim and down the legs, and with a wellpolished top.
Vinetta gave a warning look at Soobie who had gone back to his chair in the window and was reading a
magazine. Then, having seen that her visitor was sitting comfortably, she went out to fetch the tea. The tray was
always kept set in the pantry with china tea cups, milk jug, sugar basin, and a plate of aging biscuits. Vinetta
waited a reasonable time to allow for the boiling of a kettle and the brewing of the tea. Then, that pretend
completed, she carried the tray carefully to the table before the fire.
“How nice,” simpered Miss Quigley. “I always love that willow-pattern china. And those little pink biscuits are
my favourites. You know what a sweet tooth I have!”
Vinetta passed the plate and Miss Quigley took one old biscuit and pretended to nibble at it genteelly. She took
a satisfied sip from the invisible tea Vinetta had poured. Then she put the biscuit down again and brushed a nonexistent crumb from her upper lip.
“I passed the Jarmans’ on the way here,” said Miss Quigley confidentially. “She was peeping out of her
window again. I don’t know how people can be so nosy. And I just got inside the gate when Mrs. England passed
with her Labrador. I was pleased I missed her. She is such a gossip.”
Miss Quigley’s wide-brimmed hat did shadow her doll’s face, but there was no way she could have spoken
intimately to the neighbours without being detected. She knew that well enough, but it would have been so
delightful to have stood swapping tales with people. The next best thing was a sour grapes pretend.
“I’m so pleased you came today,” said Vinetta. “I have such a lot to tell you. You’ll never believe all the things
that have been happening here. The past week has been more eventful than many a year.”
Miss Quigley listened eagerly to the story of Joshua and the rat. She was truly horrified, but at the same time
utterly fascinated. It was true. Things like that do not happen every day, or even every year.
“How will you manage?” she asked with concern when told that Joshua had lost his job.
“Oh, we do have some savings,” said Vinetta proudly, “and the cheque they sent was quite substantial. I still
earn money from the dressmaking. Tulip has her own little business venture. And then, of course, Magnus is very
well paid, though Joshua doesn’t like to depend too much on his father. He has his pride.”
“He’ll soon get another situation,” said Miss Quigley soothingly. “They’ll be wanting a Santa Claus at
Peachum’s soon. He did that a few years ago, didn’t he?”
“Six years ago, to be precise, but they did ask him to go back the following year. They were very pleased with
his work.” Joshua came into the lounge dressed in his new trousers and a gray turtle-necked sweater.
“Good afternoon, Miss Quigley,” he said in as pleasant a voice as he could muster. He sat in the armchair to
the left of the fire and poured himself a pretend cup of tea. “Vinetta will have told you about my leg,” he added.
“Yes, indeed, Mr. Mennym. It must have been a dreadful experience. I was so sorry to hear of it. I hope you are
feeling better now.”
“Improving,” said Joshua, “slowly improving, but I still need a lot of rest.”
At that moment, Wimpey, in the playroom, landed on Park Lane where Poopie had built a hotel. Her shriek
startled the grown-ups, but she must have remembered the visitor. She darted into the lounge, said sorry, and
quickly darted out again. Vinetta passed without comment to her next piece of news.
“There is something else I have to tell you. It is more serious than Joshua’s misfortune.”
Miss Quigley looked suitably startled. Surely there could be nothing more serious than having one’s leg
chewed to pieces by a rat and then losing one’s job in the next breath.
Vinetta explained all about the letter from Albert Pond. Poor Miss Quigley stared wide-eyed. She lost her grip
on .the pretend. This Australian, whoever he was, owned the house. He owned the house! He even owned Miss
Quigley’s cupboard and she felt sure that he would not stick to the rules.
“How terrible!” she cried and fell in a heap on the floor.
“She’s fainted,” said Soobie from his seat by the window. “That’s not a pretend,” He did not stir from his seat
nor offer to help, but, having told his parents a simple fact that they might have missed, he went back to reading
his magazine.
Tulip came from the breakfast room to see what all the fuss was about. She had her knitting needles in her
hand and her reading glasses perched on the end of nose. She regarded Miss Quigley as Vinetta’s friend and
usually stayed out of the way whenever she visited.
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“What’s the matter with her?” she demanded in her usual brusque voice. Without more ado, she put her needles
down on the bureau and was ready to help.
“Come on. Help her up. You can’t just leave her lying there.”
They helped Miss Quigley onto the settee, patted her hands and her painted cheeks and tried hard to revive her.
Soobie picked up her broad-brimmed hat and fanned her face vigorously. Slowly she came round, and when she
was more or less herself again, she looked totally embarrassed.
“I can’t think what came over me,” she fluttered, “It must be the heat of the fire. I’d best be going now
anyway, I’m glad we don’t have Australians to worry about in Trevethick Street. It’s my own house, you know.
Father left it to me. I’ll call again next week, my dear, to see how things are.”
She left very formally by the front door after shaking hands with Joshua and kissing Vinetta lightly on the
cheek.
Tulip held back from any farewell greeting and looked for once very much the unapproachable Lady Mennym.
It was clear that she disapproved of fainting and was offended by the silly woman’s remarks about the house in
Trevethick Street. The door closed.
Ten minutes later Miss Quigley slipped in at the back entrance and went unobserved to her own private
cupboard. …
222.118 Excerpt from Green Boy\fn{by Susan Mary Cooper (1935- )} Burnham, Buckinghamshire, England, United
Kingdom (F) 11
1
It was a little fluttering sound in the roof, moving. The living room of Grand’s house reaches up high, with
beams across it, and one side open to the porch. Along the top beam the little sound ran, very soft, you could
scarce hear it. Then at the wall it turned, and came fluttering down a side beam. You could begin to see a shape
now. So small: was it a moth? A spider?
Lou was watching. He moved toward it.
“Careful,” I said. “Don’t touch. Might be poisonous.”
The little fluttering thing slid down to the floor and rested there. I saw a tiny foot. It was a bird.
Lou crouched down beside it and put out his hand. Somehow he knew how to rest his finger behind the bird’s
feet so it stepped onto his hand. Then you could see clear: it was a tiny hummingbird, and it was all wound around
with sticky spider-silk, so that it couldn’t fly, nor hardly walk. It must have blundered into a powerful big spider’s
web. Now it was all trussed up, terrified, there on the palm of Lou’s hand.
Lou made a little comforting sound at the back of his throat. Slowly and very carefully, with his other hand, he
pulled the fine sticky strands away from the birds legs and wings. His fingers were so small and gentle; after all,
he’s only seven years old. The bird didn’t move. There it stood on his palm, bright green, an emerald
hummingbird. It was the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. Its throat was red, and its feathers all different shades
of green, gleaming. The spider-silk was all gone now, but still the bird didn’t move. It must have been totally
exhausted. Lou gazed and gazed at the bird, and the bird looked back at Lou.
“Take it outside,” I whispered.
We moved out of the room, across the porch, to the hibiscus hedge, all starred with yellow-centered red
flowers like trumpets. Hummingbirds love hibiscus. But the tiny bird still rested there on Lou’s hand, not moving;
as though it was giving Lou a present, staying so that he could look.
It was so beautiful, I can’t tell you. At last it flew, and hovered beside a flower, and darted away.
“Oh man,” I said. I couldn’t think of anything else to say, it was so amazing.
Lou smiled at me, and made his happy sound, that’s as close as he can get to a laugh. My brother Lou doesn’t
talk, and he has a few other problems too. He’s different. But I’m used to it. My name is Trey, and I’m a writer. I
look after him. I’m twelve years old. This is my book, the story of what happened to Lou and me.
2
It was the next day, and we were out in our boat, heading for Long Pond Cay. There was a small breeze, but the
water was way calm, and the tide coming in. The boat is a battered nine-foot dinghy that Grand let me have when
I came ten years old, though it wasn’t the birthday that did it, it was my growing enough so that my head touched
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the five-foot mark on the wall. That mark had been there through all my uncles growing up, and my mother and
my aunts. Grand said you had to be that tall to have the strength and size to row a boat.
The boat’s pretty old. It was the runabout for one of the American sailboats that come here for the winter. The
American’s wife had given him a new dinghy for a Christmas present, so he asked Grand to get rid of the old one.
Get rid of it? No way! Grand and I re-fiberglassed it. You’d have trouble sinking that boat now even if you tried.
When I came eleven and I rowed well enough to get across to Long Pond Cay and back, Grand let me have a
little fifteen-horse outboard motor. He taught me to take it apart and put it together again before he’d let me use it,
and though it’s even older than the boat, I can fix it when it goes wrong.
So sometimes they let me take Lou out in the boat, for the whole day if there’s no school. Grand and Grammie
have been raising us for as long as I remember, because our father went away long ago, and our mother has to
work in Nassau. They’re old, Grand and Grammie, but they’re busy too; she works in the bank in town, and he
runs his bonefishing school, teaching tourists how to catch the quick glittery silver bonefish that feed on the flats
all along our side of the island, or sending them out fishing with guides. He’s got eight boats, flat quiet boats with
little motors not much bigger than mine, and six guides. He has a little farm too, where we grow bananas and
papayas, tomatoes and squash and onions. He’s busy. So he trusts me to keep Lou busy, when there’s no school.
There was no school this day. It was July. We puttered along the broad channel between our island and Long
Pond Cay, with the sky clear blue overhead, and the water that chalky light turquoise, green that comes from the
sunlight bouncing up off the white sand under the sea. There’s shallow water there always, not deep even at high
tide, and the banks of sand under the water shift all the time, never the same from one year to the next. But I know
where they are, always, Grand and me, and the bonefish guides.
Lou stood up in the bow, looking out for his favorite birds. He gave a little pat on the gunwale, to catch my
attention, and pointed up—and there was the osprey, the big fish hawk, high up, coasting, the light from the water
sending up a greenish tint to the underside of his broad white wings. He called down: peeeu, peeeu, a little highitched sound that always sounds undignified coming from such a great grand bird. I knew he was calling to his
mate, but it sounded for all the world as if he were calling to Lou.
I swung wide round a sandbank still mounded white out of the water; the tide was coming in, but it wasn’t
halfway yet. Nobody comes down this channel but Lou and me; the guides go a different way to get to the
bonefish flats, and the water is too shallow for the tourists’ sailboats—they’re afraid of going aground. This is our
place.
“I’m going ashore by the tree,” I said to Lou. “Throw out the anchor when I say.”
He got down and made sure the bow anchor wasn’t tangled in its line, and I saw him look to make sure the
other end of the line was tied fast to the boat. He’s a good little crew. Then I headed for the beach in front of the
biggest casuarina tree at this end of the island; we use it as a landmark because it’s so tall. You could hear the
wind whining through the needles on its feathery branches. Grand doesn’t like casuarina pines, he says they’re
invaders from Australia and they drive out the native trees. But I like the way those feathery branches reach up in
all directions, and the spooky way they make the wind sing.
“Now!” I called to Lou, and he tossed the bow anchor out. When the line had run out after it, I killed the motor
and Lou came hopping back past me for the other anchor in the stem. That’s Grand’s rule: off a sandy shore, the
boat must be moored at both ends. I tilted up the motor to keep the propeller out of the sand, and Lou jumped out
and splashed ashore carrying the stem anchor. It’s a light anchor but that’s hard work for him, he’s not very big.
He loves doing it. He marched up the sand as far as the line would let him go, and dug the anchor in.
“Good!” I called.
Now the boat would stay there, held between the two lines, while the water rose with the tide. I splashed out
after him with my backpack, and we walked where we always walk at first, along the broad white beach that
curves for a mile or more around a great peaceful bay, where the sea is always shallow and quiet except in a
storm. We were both keeping an eye out for sunrise tellins, Grammie’s favorite shells, double ovals tinged with
yellow and pink, but there weren’t any today. I could see three rows of footprints, made by large adult sneakers.
Some early walkers had been there before us.
Lou ran ahead of me. Partway down the beach, he turned away from the sea, into the grass and scrubby bushes
that went up from the sand, scattered with casuarina trees trying to find a place where they could grow tall. They
were out of luck here; on this part of the beach, a few years back, the waves from a huge storm had eaten away
the sand to expose the rock. It wasn’t really hard rock, but a kind of whitish sandstone, made of layers of sand
squished together for hundreds of years by their own weight. The rock was cut away like a little cliff, and you
could see the thin, thin layer of soil on top, and the skinny black roots of the casuarina trees dangling, reaching
1686

out from trees twenty feet away. When the soil’ that thin, I guess the trees have to send their roots a long way out
to find a place to live.
Lou disappeared. He’d found the gap in the rock that we called our cave, though it wasn’t much more than an
opening, and only kids could have got inside it.
“Hoo, hoo!” I heard his monkey sound, that’s just like the sound I remember from a movie on television about
chimpanzees.
“Hoo! Hoo!” He was out on the sand again, jumping about, agitated, beckoning me.
“What’s up, Lou?”
I went up to the cave. It’s only about ten feet deep. We have a little space up at the back, where we keep special
shells and bits of rock, wedged in with a flat chunk of sandstone so the high tide sea won’t wash them away. But
Lou hadn't gone into the back yet; he was running to and fro at the front of the cave, pointing. There was one line
of sneaker prints here too.
I looked at the prints. The person who made them had stopped and peered into the cave, but it didn’t look as
though he’d gone inside. He was probably too big.
Lou was hooting and gasping; he was really upset. I was afraid he was on the way to one of his seizures. He
gets them sometimes if he goes really over the top. Grand says they’re a bit like asthma, a bit like epilepsy, though
they aren’t either one. Nobody knows what they are.
“Lou—stop it, buddy—it’s all right!”
I went into the cave. I was getting too big for it myself now; I had to go on hands and knees at the back. The
wet sand soaked seawater into my jeans.
“Nothing’s gone!” I called back to Lou.
I could see the chunk of sandstone still in place. I pulled it out, and there safe and sound was the little pile of
tritons and whelks, shells you didn’t find too often on Long Pond Cay.
“Come on in, Lou—come see!”
I knew he’d want to check on his favorite treasure, so I held it up. It was a star shell, about three inches across,
the shape of a chunky starfish with ten arms—but it was made of stone. It was a fossil. Lou had found it
somewhere or other on the bone fish flats. We’d shown Grand, and he said the shell and the creature inside it had
probably been buried for fifty thousand years.
Lou looked into the cave. And then the weirdest thing happened. As I held up the shell and looked back at him,
I heard a long sound that was like the wind in the casuarina trees, but much deeper, longer, far away, as if it came
out of the rock. It hummed through the cave, filling the space, louder, louder. And the air around Lou’s body
seemed to shiver, flickering, the way the air flickers over an outdoor fire as the heat goes up.
Lou stood very still, his head up. I knew he could sense something too. He made a sort of questioning,
whimpering sound.
“What is it?” I said.
I may be older than him, but he's far better than me at picking things up: at hearing birdcalls or spotting fish, at
seeming to know what animals want or say. I put down the star shell and reached out to him.
The sound that was like the wind in the trees echoed through the rock all around us. The air flickered, shaking
the edges of solid things. It was scary. Then it was gone. Lou took hold of my forearm with both his hands. He
was shaking.
“It’s okay. Everything’s okay.”
I gave him a hug. Then I showed him the shells, and how they were safe. He put one finger on the fossil shell.
“You want to take it home?” I said.
Lou took his finger away. He shook his head firmly. He liked things to be in their usual places, he didn’t like
change. So I fitted the piece of sandstone back over the little hoard of shells. Lou grunted to himself and trotted
out of the cave to the beach. I followed him, and we went on along the white sand toward a cluster of casuarina
trees, the biggest of which was our special tree. That was where we always sat, on the blanket of brown fallen
needles prickled by tiny casuarina pinecones, to eat our sandwiches.
The osprey was sitting in the top of the tree, watching us. We came in very slowly and quietly, settling our,
selves on the pine-needle carpet, picking out the prickly cones. Still the osprey stayed there. He knew we
wouldn’t trouble him. Lou grabbed my backpack and took out the two little plastic bags I’d put there, a peanut
butter and banana sandwich in each of them, and the bottle of water. He was hungry and he was very young and I
knew he’d already forgotten about the sights and sounds in the cave. That was one of the odd things about Lou: he
picked things up fast, but they didn’t stay to bother him, they ran out of his mind like water so long as you told
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him everything was okay.
But I was still bothered. I ate my sandwich slowly, without really tasting it. I kept remembering the weird
humming noise, and the flickering of the air. Where did it come from? What was it?
Lou gobbled his sandwich and took a long drink from the bottle. He slipped out from under the tree and flung
his last crust of bread up toward the osprey, though he knew the big bird would rather have had a fish. The osprey
wasn't interested. He rose majestically out of the tree and flapped slowly away down the beach. From somewhere
close by we heard an excited shout, and we both looked round. Three men were standing on the beach about
twenty yards away, staring at the osprey, pointing, fascinated.
They looked like tourists. They wore dark pants, and shirts with short sleeves, and one of them, the tallest, had
a straw hat on his head, with a rainbow ribbon. It looked like one of the hats Grammie’s friend Esther sold in the
center of town, under the big banyan tree. The men had cameras strung round their necks, and one of them was
holding some sort of instrument on a tripod, and a long cylinder like a fishing, rod case. I didn’t think they were
fishermen, though. The tall one was trying to watch the osprey through binoculars, but the big hawk flapped away
over the water, rising higher and higher. One of the other men caught sight of us, and waved. They all three came
toward us.
“Hey, kid!” the man called.
I stood still. I felt suddenly very uneasy, though I didn’t know why. It wasn’t unusual to find a few tourists on
this beach; they came out from town in rented Boston Whalers sometimes, to walk on the sand looking for shells,
or to cross the beach to the bonefish flats behind. Beside me, Lou gave a little nervous grunt.
“Hey, kid!” said the man again, close to us now. He had thick black hair, and big sunglasses hiding his eyes.
“You Bahamian?”
“What else would they be?” said the tall man.
He had an odd accent I didn’t recognize. He took off his hat and fanned his face with it. I said nothing. Lou
began to fidget; I could hear his breathing, getting ominously faster. He was sensing something I couldn’t feel. I
touched his shoulder, and felt him shaking again.
“These birds, they nest here?” the first man said. “They nest on this island? What is this bird?”
“It’s a fish hawk,” I said. “I don’t know where he nests.”
I was lying; I knew perfectly well where the ospreys nested, and had been nesting for four years now, but I
didn’t want tourists disturbing them.
The third man, a skinny guy in a flowery shirt, was standing there looking at me over his sunglasses. He said to
the others,
“C’est un petit garçon, au une petite fille?”
“Je ne sais pas,” said the tall one. “N’importe, alors.”
Before I could even guess what that was all about, Lou began suddenly to freak out. It was a really bad one. He
had been staring at the three men, but now his eyes rolled, and seemed to turn inward. He started grunting, over
and over, in a quick rising rhythm, and fighting for breath between grunts. It was a sound I hated, because it
scared me. I grabbed him.
“Lou—deep breaths—slow down—deep breaths—” The men were staring at Lou as if he were some small
dangerous animal.
“What’s the matter with the kid?”
“Est-ce qu’il dst malade?”
I reached for Lou's hand, but he took off along the beach, running, stumbling, always making those awful deep
unchildlike grunting sounds. I ran after him, calling.
“Lou! Come back! Be still now, be still—!”
I caught up with him pretty soon, round the curve of the beach, in sight of our boat. I grabbed him and held
him close to me, talking all the time, telling him to breathe deep, telling him everything was all right, and
gradually he began to calm down. That’s the only thing you can do with him when he gets like this. Poor old Lou,
I wonder what it’s like being inside his head; not knowing what’s happening to you, and not able to explain it to
anyone even if you did know.
He was tired, then, so we got in the boat and went home. There was no sign of the three men, nor of any boat
that might have brought them. The tide was rising, the beach narrower than before. Overhead, high up, the osprey
was circling, and his mate with him; they wheeled slowly through the sky, and very faintly you could hear their
high voices, calling to each other: peeeu, peeeu.
*
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Lou was okay by the time we got home. Grand and Grammie were there, in the kitchen. Grammie was mixing
up a cake, and she let me have the bowl to lick, and Lou the beater, with a dish towel under it so he didn’t drip.
Grand reached out a finger, ran it along the edge of the beater and sucked it absentmindedly, but he wasn’t really
thinking about cake batter. He had a sheaf of drawings spread out on the kitchen table, and he was scowling at
them. Grand has a white fringe of curly beard, even whiter than what’s left of his hair, and normally it makes him
look picture-book kind and gentle; but when he scowls, his eyebrows join in the middle and the beard juts out
ominously.
“Outrageous!” he said, peering at the drawings. “Unthinkable!”
“What's up, Grand?” Grammie smoothed the batter in her cake pan with a knife.
“Have you called the National Trust?” she said to him.
“Calling won’t help,” Grand said crossly. “I’ll go to Nassau.”
I put down the bowl and looked over his shoulder. The top page was some sort of plan, with sketches of
buildings.
“What’s the matter?” I said.
“Just the death of your favorite place in the world, that’s all,” Grand said. “Someone applied to develop it.
They want to turn it into Miami Beach.”
“Develop Long Pond Cay?”
Lou made a small noise, and put down the beater on the floor. Grammie poked him with her foot, and he
picked it up again and reached it up to the sink. But he was looking at Grand.
“Look,” Grand said. He made room for me to look at the plans. “Look what these idiots want to leave for your
generation. Dredge out the channel, bring in fill to build up the beach—and build condominiums all along the bay,
with a hotel in the middle.”
“You can’t build there!” said Grammie, her voice high and upset. “The beach shifts—the first big storm will
take it all out!”
“That’s not all. Look at this.” Grand flipped over two sheets. “Block the tidal inlets, drain the bonefish flats,
put in tennis courts and a swimming pool. And a nine-hole golf course!” He turned over another page, and
jammed an angry finger down on the next drawing.
“And a casino!”
“They can’t do that!” Grammie said.
“Oh yes they can, if they get planning permission. You know how they’ll sell it to the government—encourage
tourism, our biggest industry—boost the out-islands’ economy, bring in dollars for the local merchants, create jobs
for school-leavers—” Grammie flopped down on a kitchen chair next to him, as if she were suddenly very tired.
“Those people,” she said flatly. “They always the same. Any dollars they bring into these islands they take
right out again. Most of the money doesn’t even come in. Package holidays—the customers pay for them before
they leave home, pay their checks right into the bank in America.”
“Or in France,” Grand said. He held up a glossy advertising folder with a picture on the front of brilliant green
palm trees and a bright blue sea.
“‘Sapphire Island Resort,’ he read. ‘Your own private Paradise.’ Run by Offshore Island Enterprises, Fort
Lauderdale and Paris. There’s a bunch of Frenchmen behind it, I’m told.” I said,
“Sapphire Island?”
“Normally known as Long Pond Cay,” said Grand.
I looked at the picture. Under the palm trees, a smiling dark-skinned man in a white jacket was bringing a tray
with two glasses on it to two light-skinned people in swimsuits. I said,
“You can’t grow palm trees on Long Pond. There’s not enough water.”
“They thought of that,” Grand said. “They’ll have a desalinization plant to make fresh water out of seawater.
They’ll have sprinkler systems sprinkling it over their palm trees and their golf tees. As for the rest of the golf
course, they say they have a special grass that will tolerate salt water.”
“I don’t believe that,” Grammie said. She’s a plump, cheerful lady with a round friendly face, but her eyes
didn’t look friendly now.
“But the government might,” said Grand, “if enough experts tell them it’s true. What they’ll see is foreign
capital investing in this island and paying taxes, and not costing them a thing. Not asking for anything except
planning permission. We’ll just be selling our climate.”
“And our beaches,” Grammie said.
She looked at her cake pan, sitting there full of batter, and got up to put it in the oven. I felt suddenly cold, in
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spite of the oven.
“Grand—this isn’t really going to happen, is it?” Grand pushed all his papers together.
“I don’t know, Trey. Some of us going to make as much noise as we can. But these Frenchmen have gone a
very long way, very quiet. and soft—these are detailed plans, and we only just heard about them today.” I said,
“There were three men on Long Pond today who could have been French. They had some sort of measuring
instruments with them, and cameras. They were asking where the fish hawks nest, but I didn’t tell them.”
“No more fish hawks if the bulldozers come,” Grand said.
Lou was fidgetting, the way he does when something’s upsetting him. He can’t keep still then; he moves to and
fro like a penned-up dog. He wandered out from the kitchen into the living room, and I saw him squat down near
the porch in that suddenly intent way he has. He’d discovered something. He brought it back to show us, opening
the palm of his hand to Grammie with a mischievous little grin. It was a shiny black millipede, curled up into a
circle. Lou's loved playing with them ever since he was a baby, and Grammie hates them.
“Oh Lou!” she said, as usual. “Let it rest! I wish you wouldn’t touch them.”
“They don’t sting,” I said mildly. “Not like centipedes.” Grand said, always the teacher,
“They don’t need to. They give off this little whiff of cyanide gas that kills their enemies.”
Lou looked interested. He peered closely at his millipede and sniffed it, and Grammie squawked.
“Don’t worry,” Grand said, “Lou’s not their enemy.” He stood up, his beard jutting, and held up the papers in
his hand.
“These people the enemy.”
3
Right after supper that night, my mother telephoned. She always called twice a week, to make sure we were
okay, and to check up on things. It may seem odd to you that she didn’t live with her children, but the reason was
money, and there was no way round it. My parents had split up when Lou was a baby, and my father just took off
to live with another lady, leaving Mam with us two children and no money. He’d never sent her a penny from that
day to this. So Mam moved in with Grand and Grammie, and got the only job she could find, checking out
groceries in the general store in town.
She always wanted to earn more, to help support us, so for four years she spent all her spare time doing a
degree course at our island’s Resource Center, where teachers from the College of the Bahamas come to teach
people who can’t leave home to go to college. When she’d passed her exams she got a much better job in Nassau,
and she moved there, to live in a little room in Grand’s brother’s house.
It was a horrible wrench for all of us, but Mam couldn’t find another job on our own island, and we couldn’t
go with her; Nassau is a big city and a tough place, and she didn’t want us kids growing up there. We miss her, but
I think she was right; I’ve been to Nassau twice and I don’t like it. Too much stuff going on, too much dirt and
noise. So Mam calls us twice a week, and comes home whenever she can.
“You still fooling around in that boat?” she said, distant in my ear.
“Sure, Mam. Lou loves it.”
“You be careful now.”
“I always careful. Ask Grand.” Then she said in a different, tighter voice,
“Trey, baby, you remember you father?”
“No,” I said at once. I felt angry whenever I thought about my father, angry at him for running off with
someone else, but I had no real picture of him in my head, and we only had one photograph. It showed him with
Mam and me when I was about two. About all you could tell from it was that he was about her same height, and
wore a baseball cap, and that his skin was lighter than hers. I’d always taken care never to wear a baseball cap. I
didn’t want to be like my daddy. She said,
“I saw him the other day. He wants to get in touch with you, and I said no.” I said quickly,
“I don’t want to see him, not ever.”
“I just wanted to warn you,” said my mother’s distant voice. It sounded sad, and a bit scared. “You wouldn’t
ever go off with him, would you?”
“Mam!” I said, horrified. “Of course not!”
“Just watch out. But don’t worry. Grand knows all about it. I love you, sweetheart. Is my baby there?”
“Here he is. I love you, Mam.”
I gave the telephone to Lou, and as he listened he started to smile. They couldn’t have a proper conversation,
of course, but somehow Mam managed to have long talks with him, all her words punctuated once in a while with
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a hoot or a little grunt from Lou.
One day about a year ago, Mam had taken Lou to Nassau to see some famous American doctor who was
visiting the hospital there. He examined him, and told her there was no physical reason why Lou shouldn’t talk.
He said it was psychological, and so were his seizures; that something was wrong inside his mind, and that he
could probably be put right if she sent him away to live in some special school in the United States.
Mam said no, she'd rather have a quiet little boy who lived at home. I used to think about that doctor
sometimes and wonder if he was right. That was before I found out the things that were so strange and special
about Lou, things no doctor would ever be able to understand.
*
Three Jays later, Lou and I went back to Long Pond Cay. It was our first time together since we’d heard about
the developers. You can’t get to the cay except by boat, so I knew Lou couldn’t have gone there without me unless
Grand took him—and Grand had gone off to Nassau with Mr. Ferguson, the high school headmaster, to talk to the
government’s Lands and Surveys Office about saving the cay from development.
Me, I’d been staying in town for two nights with my friends from school, Lyddie and Kermit Smith. This
happened every so often, whenever Grammie decided I needed a change from being way out where we lived—
“in the sticks,” she put it—looking after Lou. The sticks seemed just fine to me, but that was Grammie, always
thinking about ways to improve life for other people. Mrs. Smith was one of her friends from the bank, who said
she was always glad to have me because I kept Lyddie and Kermit from killing each other. They were twins, about
my age.
I'd asked the Smiths if they had heard about the Frenchman’s plans, but they hadn’t, and they weren’t really
interested. They’d never even been to Long Pond Cay—it was way up our end of the island, too far, too isolated.
“We sure could use some development,” said Mr. Smith heartily. He was a cab driver. “Jobs. Opportunities.
Anything to keep you young people on the island when you finished with school.”
“You dreaming, Daddy,” Lyddie said.
“Off to Nassau, me,” said Kermit. “New York. Los Angeles.” Lyddie grinned at her father.
“You’ll still have Trey around,” she said. “Writing some old book.”
*
I was glad to get back to the sticks, and to Lou. We went out very early that next time. The tide was going out,
but there was still time to get over to the cay before full low. It was a beautiful clear day, and the sky light blue,
with a few tiny shreds of cloud that would grow, during the day, into round puffballs drifting in a long row. A pair
of whistling ducks flew low over our heads as we puttered up the channel, though they weren’t whistling; you
could just hear the faint swish of their wings. I was surprised to see them in daylight; usually you see them when
it’s beginning to get dark. But lots of things were unusual, that day.
We landed, and the beach stretched ahead of us broad and gleaming white, as the tide crept out. Terns swooped
in low, calling to each other. We went inland, across the storm-carved slabs of sandstone, through the scrub and
the trees, to the lagoon in the center of the cay. The sand there felt different underfoot, soft, squishy, half, mud,
with the little spiky shoots of new black mangrove poking up everywhere like nails.
Lou stood staring out at the shallow water of the lagoon, looking for the silvery flash of bonefish, as they
butted their heads down into the sand hunting for crabs and shellfish. They feed on the ebbing tide, and again
when it begins to come back in. Lou’s always loved the bonefish. He can already see a moving school of them
quicker than I can. Grand said to me once,
“We don’t have to worry about him—for all his problems, he’ll make a wonderful bone fish guide.” And so he
will.
But I wasn’t thinking about Lou then, just about the fish; like him, I was looking for that dimpling of the water
that their tails make as they go headfirst down at the sand, and the quick glint as their silver backs catch the sun
for an instant. There were none to be seen, though. The water was too low; it had retreated into gleaming pools
and bays left among huge expanses of shining white sand-mud, and the schools of bonefish and snapper had gone
out with the tide. Out into the open sea. It must have been that hour between tides, when the sea is as low or as
high as it will go, and everything is sort of suspended, waiting for the turn of the tide.
And then, as I stood there in the silence, looking out over the flats, I thought I saw the air begin to shimmer,
blurring the edges of things, as it had that other day in the cave. My heart sank; I didn’t want this to happen again.
I shook my head and I blinked my eyes hard-but still the shimmering was there, the air wavering as if heat were
rising through it. The wet flats became a shining blur, and the line of palmettos and trees on the opposite side of
the lagoon seemed to be reflected in it, double, like a mirage.
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And gradually I began to hear that sound again, coming from nowhere, the sound like the wind in the casuarina
trees. It grew and grew, rising, whining, filling the shivering air, though when I glanced out of the corner of my
eye at a casuarina I saw nothing stir, not a branch or needle move.
The noise filled my head; I wanted to put my hands over my ears. I was so scared that I felt sick. I knew I was
on the edge of real panic, and I looked over quickly at Lou. He hadn’t moved. He didn’t look the least bit
frightened, this time. As I watched, he began to walk slowly forward, over the mangrove-prickled sand, toward
the shining stretches of the lagoon. It was a sort of measured walk, not the way a kid moves, and as he went, he
did something even stranger, more adult—ancient, even. He raised both his skinny arms into the air, spread wide,
as if he were going out to embrace someone. He stood very still, just stood there, holding his arms out like that. It
looked so weird, it sent a chill through me. I moved nervously up toward him, a few slow steps forward.
Then all the sound stopped, and the air wasn’t shivering, and there was dead silence. And out there in the
lagoon the water seemed to open, and roll back and disappear. We stood there watching, scarce breathing, and a
great shining city rose up before us, growing out of the earth. It sprang up with a noise like a high wind, a forest
of tall towers and cliffs and gleaming straight lines: gray, silvery skyscrapers, scraping the sky. Lou dropped his
arms and turned to me; his face was a little boy’s face now, frightened, and he grabbed my hand. It was as if he’d
become a different person just for a few moments, and now abruptly he was himself again.
On all sides the city was springing up, so that the buildings were all around us: we were held in a world of
stone and concrete and black brick. Long Pond Cay was gone, and so was the sunlight and the blue sky. The
whole world had changed.
4
I stood there with Lou’s hand in mine, on a gray concrete paving, in this strange Otherworld city that had
swallowed us up as if we lived there, as if we had never lived anywhere else.
No sun shone there; the sky was a gray haze, what you could see of it. The air was very warm, and full of new
noise. We were standing on a sort of small paved island where three roads met, two coming up from either side
behind us and one stretching out ahead, with cars and buses roaring by us on all sides. I couldn’t see a single
person walking, anywhere.
Lou let out a high wail of fear. He was clutching my hand with both his own, so hard that it hurt. I looked at his
face, all tight with terror, and had no comfort for him because I was in the same state myself. Everything was so
different, so suddenly different, that I couldn’t think straight. Where were we? What was happening? I wanted to
curl up into a ball and hide, until it had all gone away. But I couldn’t do that; I was in charge of Lou.
The air felt thick; it caught at my throat. I choked and coughed, but I couldn’t hear the sound over the roar of
the traffic thundering by. I tried to look at the buses—at least I supposed they were buses: big, sleek silver
cylinders full of windows, flashing past in a white blur. Maybe we were in Nassau. Maybe it was New York. Or
any big city.
But I’d been in Nassau, and what was going on around us was spookily different from a normal big city. There
were no people to be seen anywhere. The cars flashed along in an endless stream, as evenly as if they were on
rails, and they all seemed smaller than normal cars, and brightly colored, gleaming red, blue, yellow, orange,
green. They rushed by so fast you couldn’t see who was driving them.
Over our heads then something came humming loudly, low and fast, and we ducked instinctively. It was a tiny
helicopter, much, much smaller than the U.S. Army helicopters that buzz our island every day looking for drug
smugglers. I watched it fly away—and then it tilted, paused, curved round and came back toward us. I felt panic
rising like a lump in my throat. The helicopter was coming straight at us, and there was nowhere to hide. It paused
over our heads, roaring louder than the traffic, and a huge amplified voice came down from it.
“FOOT TRAFFIC BANNED ON THE ARTERY !” it boomed.
I looked frantically up and down the streets. There seemed to be no break anywhere in the moving streams of
cars, no way to cross over and escape. The helicopter started coming slowly down toward us.
But at the same time, suddenly a great cloud of black smoke puffed up from the pavement where we stood,
swallowing us up. My eyes watered, and I coughed and spluttered, and clutched Lou close to me in alarm—and
then, just visible in this dark fog, at our feet a wide disk swung up from the concrete, a kind of cover that I hadn’t
noticed was there. A man was leaning out of the round hole in the pavement, a bearded man with a black band tied
round his forehead, his face anxious and intent. The dark smoke was billowing up out of a kind of cylinder in his
hand; he set it down on the concrete and beckoned us.
“Come down, quick!” he shouted over the noise. “Both of you—come down!”
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There wasn’t time to think; I could feel Lou quivering, and I knew he was on the edge of a terrible seizure. The
man looked as scared as I did—that was what made up my mind, I suppose. I pulled Lou over to the hole, and got
down so I was sitting on the edge, legs dangling, and the man grabbed Lou into his arms as someone else’s hands,
down below, took hold of my feet and set them on some kind of ladder. I ducked inside, and the man came down
with Lou. In an instant the cover crashed down over our heads and was bolted shut. The air was clear down here,
and the roar of the helicopter was muted, shut out. Lou was whimpering, in the bearded man’s arms.
“It’s all right, Lou,” I said automatically, stupidly. “It’s all right—be still!”
But I hadn’t the least idea whether anything was all right, or ever would be again. We were standing in a kind
of tunnel, with shiny damp walls lit by dim electric lights that stretched into the distance in a double line. There
was a second man beside me, the one who must have grabbed my feet, but he was hidden in shadow. The bearded
man's face relaxed into a big grin.
“Beat them!” he said.
Suddenly he looked quite different, like a happy pirate. His teeth were very white, and his beard was golden,
like the long hair tied down by the black band.
“Let’s go!” said the other man, and he pulled forward a big trolley, a flat wheeled thing the size of a small
automobile, with a low rim around it like a fence, and a double seat at the front with a steering wheel. The
bearded man put Lou down on the back of the trolley.
“Get up, Trey,” he said, and I got up, without even wondering how he knew my name.
All I could think of at that moment was that they had rescued us from the threat of the helicopter. They made
me feel safe. Well, safer. I climbed over the little fence-like side and squatted down beside Lou. The two men
jumped into the seat ahead, and we took off quite fast down the tunnel, into the dark. The dim little lights flashed
by us like markers. The trolley made a humming noise, not like an engine but loud enough to make it impossible
to talk, not that I knew what to say.
We swung round a bend, and I reached out to keep Lou from falling. He let out a long high shriek, a sound that
came out of fear and excitement and just letting off steam, and he clutched at me; sat there beside me, clutching
my leg.
We went a long way. The air was warm and thick, and drops of moisture splashed down on us from the roof as
we rushed along. We seemed to go on for miles, for hours, though I’m sure we didn’t. It was like one of those
nightmares when something goes on and on, or repeats itself over and over, even though part of your sleeping
mind knows that you could change it, if only you could wake up. But you can’t wake up.
Then there was light ahead of us, very faint, growing, glimmering on the rounded walls. It was enough to show
that we were moving along inside a gigantic pipe, with a bunch of smaller pipes suspended from its roof, running
along over our heads. And then we came round a bend into a big space, where the small pipes all came together
and ran up and down in a huge bank, all set about with control wheels and gauges and flickering screens, before
taking off again in other directions, along other tunnel pipes. Lights blazed down from the roof here, as if it was
the only important part of this warren, the only part that needed to be seen clearly.
I felt panic beginning to flood through me again. These people had rescued us from being caught, but where
were they taking us? If somebody didn’t tell me something soon, I thought my head would explode.
In a corner, shadowed by the bank of pipes, I saw another trolley waiting, with two figures on it. Like our two,
they were dressed in rough~looking black pants and tunics, or jackets—either black or very dark colors, I suppose
because it made them harder to see, in this strange hidden-away place. One of them stood up and looked down at
us; it was a woman, tall, with a strong-looking dark-skinned face, and a lot of hair that could have been either
white or blond, and she was smiling at us, a sunny, warm smile.
“Hey babes,” she said. “Welcome to the pit, Lou and Trey. And well done, Bryn.”
Bryn seemed to be the name of our bearded man. He grinned at her.
“Get going, Annie,” he said. He looked back down the tunnel. I couldn’t bear this for another minute.
“What’s happening? Where are we?”
It came out in a shriek. The woman put her hand on my shoulder.
“Five minutes, and you'll know everything. You’re in safe hands in a dangerous place. Get up with them,
Gwen. Math, come with me.”
The thin man went to join her, and the girl Gwen scrambled up onto our trolley. Then Math’s trolley took off
and we followed, one after the other, fast; running away. Running away from what?
Over the hum of the trolleys I heard a low booming sound from the tunnel behind us, and I saw all the heads
turn anxiously. Both Bryn and Math bent over their controls, but the trolleys were going flat out; they weren’t
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very powerful and this was all the speed they had. In front of me, Gwen made a sudden frightened noise as if she
was swallowing a scream, and she whacked Bryn on the leg and pointed back down the tunnel.
I saw a glint of light somewhere back there, and heard a new sound growing. Then the light became a long
glitter, and I knew what the sound was, and understood what was following us. It was running water.
Bryn cursed. He looked ahead, and I saw the flicker of a face up there and knew that the others had seen the
water too. The sound of it grew, and you could see it gaining on us, a curling grasping wave chasing us down the
tunnel, rising, splashing up the sides as it came.
“They’ve opened the sluices!” Bryn shouted to Math.
Math shouted something from the trolley ahead; it sounded like “root hole” and it made no sense to me, but
Bryn yelled in agreement and wrenched the steering wheel to one side. I saw a dark ragged gap in the smooth
white wall just ahead of us; it was a smaller side tunnel, running off to the right. Bryn turned into it, and Math
slowed, swung sideways and came after us.
So did the following wave, splashing at the back wheels of our trolley now. The light dwindled behind us; we
were headed into darkness. I held Lou tight. I was sick with fear, imagining the water rising over our heads, rising
to the ceiling; feeling myself already suffocating, drowning, trapped like a rat in a drainpipe.
Bryn clicked a switch, and beams of light shone out from the front and back of the trolley. They didn’t show
much, but you could see that this smaller tunnel was itself rising. The trolley had begun to slow down, but it was
going uphill now, and the water wasn’t keeping up with it. The wave was still coming after us, but more slowly.
Math called from behind us,
“Turn out the lights! It’s up ahead!”
There were a few scary moments in the dark, when Bryn turned off the lights, but then you could see a dim
glow just visible ahead. This new tunnel wasn’t a smooth white pipe; it was carved out of the earth, and we were
coming toward a kind of black fringe hanging down from the roof. Bryn steered us underneath it, and paused. He
didn’t say a word, but I felt the girl Gwen get to her feet as if on command. Bryn reached up and pulled down a
thick line like a black rope, from the dim-lit tangle in the opening above us. It swung across the trolley; I felt it
brush against my cheek, faintly damp. Gwen grabbed it, as high up as she could reach, brought up her feet to
clutch it as well, and hung there like a monkey. She swung to and fro, while Bryn steadied the line, and then she
began to climb.
The trolley was beginning to sway beneath us; the water had caught up with it, and we were almost afloat.
Math’s trolley was close behind, and he was holding on to ours; only Bryn’s hold on the line Gwen was climbing
was stopping both trolleys from being washed along by the waves. I stared upward, feeling my heartbeat
pounding in my ears. Gwen was disappearing into a scribble of black lines that reminded me suddenly of the
casuarina roots on the beach at Long Pond Cay.
Where was Long Pond Cay? Where were we?
Then there was a light patch in the black scribble: it was Gwen’s face looking down. Something dropped
toward us out of the gap; a kind of rope ladder, two long lines with foot-pieces joining them.
“Quick!” Bryn said urgently. “You first, Trey, and I’ll send Lou after you!”
I hesitated, but I had to trust him; I couldn’t send Lou up there in front of me. I grabbed the ladder and got
myself onto it, swinging to and fro so wildly that I would have fallen off if Bryn hadn’t seized the end, holding it
steady. Lou wailed. I looked down at him.
“You come right after me!” I said sternly, and then I climbed up.
And up there, on the other side of the gap, I was in a forest, a world where everything was green. Trees reached
high, high all around me, festooned with vines and creepers, and the air was hot, stickily humid, loud with the
shrieks of birds. Gwen had hold of my arm, and was pulling me sideways, to stand on firm ground. I bent over the
hole through which I’d come, and seized little Lou as he came scrambling up, big-eyed, scared into silence.
Bryn came right after him, and then the woman Annie; they were both looking anxiously down, behind them,
and from the hole I could hear the distant roar of running water, and a clashing that must have been the trolleys
being flung against each other. There was a desperate shout, and Bryn lunged frantically at the gap. With a great
heave he brought Math up, gasping, dripping wet.
Math collapsed onto the mossy ground, among the thick green undergrowth and ginger, smelling dead leaves.
He coughed up water, and it gushed out of his nose as well. Bryn whacked him on the back. Lou was holding my
arm tightly, watching. When Math could speak he said,
“Where does that one lead?”
“To the sewers,” Bryn said. “It was our link between the systems. So in the end it leads out to sea.”
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“They must have known,” Annie said. “They were trying to drown us before we could get out. With any luck
they’ll think we were washed away.”
“We damn near were,” Math said. He coughed up more water.
“Rest,” Annie said. “Lie there a bit.” She stooped and put her hand briefly against his cheek. We were all
standing beside a huge tree, its roots spreading over the ground taller than my head. The undergrowth was so thick
and tangled that you could hardly tell where the gap was, the hole through which we’d climbed. I had to peer
through the green tangle to see a glimpse of dark space, and hear the rushing water faint below in the tunnel. It
wasn’t spilling up out of the hole; it rushed on, fierce and fast.
Annie took me by the shoulders with both her hands, and looked down into my face—and into Lou’s, close
beside me. She said,
“This is Pangaia. Very much like the world you know. Very much. Don’t be afraid.”
Considering we’d just missed being drowned, I thought “Don’t be afraid” was pretty funny, but I wasn’t
feeling like laughing. Her face had the same soft seriousness that Grammie’s had, when she was trying to tell me
to do better at school, and suddenly I felt very babyish. I said, hearing my voice wobble,
“I want to go home.”
“You’ll be home all too soon,” Annie said. “The window stays open only a short time.”
“What window?” I said. She said,
“The window between the worlds, when they touch. The way you came here. They’ll be watching when you
go through—but for the moment they may think you’re dead. We must use the time well.”
None of it made any sense. I said,
“What are you talking about? Who’s they?” Lou was watching a big bright yellow moth fluttering round his
head; he was smiling, making his happy sound.
“Government,” Annie said. “The destroyers.”
Lou put out his hand, and the big moth settled on it. But the girl Gwen called out suddenly, loudly, “No!” and
she knocked his hand aside.
It was as if the next part happened in slow motion. The yellow moth spiraled down to the ground, turning over
and over; its wings dropped off as it fell, floating away like yellow petals, and the soft dark body changed in
midair to a gleaming black shape that hit a root and bounced, once, before Bryn smashed his foot down on it. I
heard the body crunch under his heel; then when he lifted his foot again I saw the crushed remains of a creature
like a gigantic scorpion, with a terrible sting curved high over its back. Lou stood very still, looking down at it.
Annie said,
“That’s what they’ve done. Nothing is what it seems to be.”
Gwen patted Lou’s shoulder. She was a thin, wiry girl with short curly hair, and older than I had thought at
first: eighteen, maybe.
“Sorry I hit you,” she said. “We wouldn’t be here, if we hadn’t had to run. Nobody comes here, it’s too
dangerous. It’s the wild land, the Wilderness. Forbidden territory.”
“The scientists learned how to change things,” Annie said. “Long, long ago. Plants, animals—everything
except people. It was genetic engineering, and cloning, to improve the crops we grew and the herds we raised. But
it also produced some awful mutations—and those are kept in here, in this high, security Wilderness. Creatures
and plants that would never have evolved on their own.” She sighed.
“It’s like everything else they’ve done! The arrogance! The stupidity!” Bryn said,
“Sit down, Trey. You need to know more than this.”
I squatted down on a fallen branch, and he looked down at me with an odd expression, as though he were
apologizing. He said,
“We are fighting an underground war, some of us here, against our own kind. Sometimes we call it the
Greenwar. The human race is the most powerful that exists, but it is stupid, deaf, blind, and it is killing Pangaia.
For gain and greed it has cut down the forests, poisoned the rivers, fouled the air. It pulls down mountains to grind
metals out of the rock, it forces rivers to become lakes, to harness the power of the water. Its technology gallops
ahead for the sake of more gain and greed—and sometimes, as in this Wilderness, it goes terribly wrong.” Annie
said,
“You saw the city. That’s the image of Pangaia now. The balance of the gases in the air that surrounds this
planet has been changed, and the rays of the sun shine through uncontrolled, so that the ice that has covered our
poles has begun to melt, changing climates, changing the growth of all green things, changing the level of the sea.
In the last fifty years the oceans have risen enough to drown whole cities. Our lowest islands have all disappeared,
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and the lowest coasts are kept from the waves only by great seawalls. But all the time, the paving of the planet
goes on. On they go, our masters, cutting down trees, destroying farmland, building, building, building.”
I sat there listening to their quiet angry voices, and it seemed to me that this Pangaia place might just as well
be our world, because what they were saying sounded very much like the things Grand complained about all the
time. But then I began to hear a difference.
Bryn squatted down beside me, folding his long legs. He picked up a twig and began breaking it absently into
little pieces. He said,
“So we fight our Greenwar to stop this dance of death, to save our planet from the darkness. Long ago we tried
to be reasonable. We pleaded with politicians, we lay down in front of bulldozers, we sang songs. When that
didn’t work, we tried violence. We blew up the worst polluters we could find: oil refineries, chemical factories
and the like. When that didn’t work either, we went underground.”
“About a hundred years ago, it would be,” Annie said. I blinked at her.
“A hundred years?”
“Oh yes. My grandparents’ time. We literally went underground—into the labyrinth of tunnels and pipes that
makes the underpinning of all these great linked cities. And into the desert lands too, and the forbidden areas, like
this one, where normal people don’t go. I was born underground. So was Gwen there.”
I glanced over at Gwen, who was standing near Math, wringing the water out of his jacket. She looked like a
pretty normal teenager to me, not someone born under the ground. She grinned at me.
Lou was sitting very quietly, listening. I wondered what he was making of all this. Annie said,
“And—we came to know Pangaia as our ancestors had known her. We learned to hear. To think. To understand
things long, long forgotten. We learned—stories. And prophecies.”
She hesitated, and looked over at Bryn, as if she was having trouble saying what she meant. Bryn got to his
feet and came toward me, making me look at him. He said,
“Listen carefully to this, Trey. It will sound strange. Pangaia is a planet, but it is also an organism. This whole
world. It is made up of everything on it, in it, around it, but it is also a single mind. Its mind is called Gaia. It is a
mystery. It will save itself from destruction, it always has. It will save itself from the human race by its own
methods—and it plans to use us. We are its agents.” Annie said,
“And so are you, and that’s why you are here.”
She was looking at Lou. I didn’t know whether I was included in this. Lou gave her his sweet inscrutable
smile. I said,
“But what does that mean? What’s going to happen?”
“Lou will tell us,” Annie said. I was beginning to think they were all mad.
“Lou can’t talk!” I said.
Math reached up and clutched at Annie's arm, struggling to get to his feet. His lean, lined face looked a bit less
pale than before.
“We must get on,” he said.
Bryn had climbed up onto one of the huge tree roots; his head was constantly turning, looking from side to
side, up and down. All around us there were strange unsettling noises, mutterings and whistlings and the
occasional distant shriek, and a sound like a continual wind in the trees, though no branch seemed to move.
“Bryn!” Math said sharply. “Can we go?”
Bryn climbed down. A vine had curled itself round his leg, and he ripped it violently away. I could have sworn
I heard it whimper. He said,
“Lou will show us the way.”
“Lou?” I said. “Are you crazy?”
“The tree will call him,” Bryn said. …
223.124 Excerpt from Kings Of Many Castles: A Charlie Muffin Thriller\fn{by Brian Harry Freemantle (1936- )}
Southampton, Southampton, England, United Kingdom (M) 9
1
The state visit was crucial for the political future of both leaders, which made maximum public and media
exposure as important as the long ago concluded but unannounced nuclear defense treaty that was to be its
triumphant, reelection assuring climax.
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The apparent negotiations had been conducted with the surgical precision befitting the life-saving operation
both considered it to be. To establish the impression of nation-protecting intractability, the American secretary of
state had very publicly headed the three main delegations to Moscow and received the Russian foreign minister in
Washington on a matching number of media-hyped occasions. After each of which they’d made dour-faced
statements of insurmountable difficulties, left behind in the other’s capital additional negotiators and on their
returning flights personally given unattributable diplomatic briefings that success would be a miracle.
The public event preparations were as perfectly orchestrated. The leaked details—even suggested photographs
—of what America’s fashion-icon First Lady had chosen were balanced by those of the Russian president’s
equally fashion-conscious and vivacious wife, setting up couture competitions at the Bolshoi, the Tchaikovsky
conservatory and the Moscow Arts Theater as well as at the intended official state banquets.
All of which were featured some way down the list of security considerations that had consumed the American
Secret Service and the Russian Presidential Protection division of the Federal Security Service for as long as but
far more actively than the time supposedly spent by treaty negotiators.
Both security groups—initially separately but soon in single, protesting voice—were appalled at the
completeness of the intended open exposure. Their argument that the major part of the arrival ceremony be in the
totally-controlled inner courtyard of the Kremlin and not in the open, at the Moscow White House, was
impatiently swept aside because of the Kremlin’s most recent association with Communism, whose reemerging
official political party, the Kommumisticheskaya Partiya Rossiiskoi Federatsii, was seriously threatening the
president’s second term reelection. The symbolism of the White House, against which Boris Yeltsin sent tanks in
1993 to defeat the Communist-led opposition of the Congress of Peoples’ Deputies, better suited both presidents.
It took a week of persistent argument, finally adjudicated by the chiefs of staff of both leaders, to get the arrival of
Air Force One switched from Moscow’s international Sheremet’yevo airport to a much more easily vetted and
security-assured military airfield on the eastern outskirts of the city. There was an even more protracted dispute
over the joint insistence that the two men, and their wives, should drive into the city in an open-topped car along a
previously publicized route which Muscovites would be encouraged to line to cheer and wave pre-issued national
flags.
It took a claimed terrorist bomb explosion in a car park just off the route, staged by the Russian security
service and blamed on Chechen separatists, to gain the concession of a bullet-proofed glass bubble over the rear
of the vehicle, which had to be changed from the intended Zil to an American-imported Cadillac, because no such
protective fitment existed for a Russian limousine. To compensate for the reluctant abandonment of open
transportation both services acceded to an increase in the number of elevated TV camera positions but were again
overruled by the chiefs of staff on their demand that the official cavalcade should drive at the traditional high
speed along the government-reserved center lane of the approach roads.
A second officially planted bomb literally backfired when the two presidents decided to show their refusal to
be cowed by terrorism—and gain the predictable headlines—by having their procession restricted to forty m.p.h.
in the lane closest to the flag-waving crowds once they entered the built-up area. A request by three American
Secret Service officers to be released from the Moscow detail was rejected with the warning that the protest
gesture would be marked on their records. Twenty-four hours before the American president’s arrival the
designated route was, however, closed to vehicular traffic and all the drains and culverts checked by explosivedetecting sniffer-dogs before all manhole covers were welded into place. By then all political dissidents and
separatist group members with checkable police files had been detained in militia custody.
A cloudless, early summer day guaranteed the crowds. Maintaining the pretence of remaining treaty difficulties
the American leader, Walter Anandale, declared at the airport arrival ceremony that a breakthrough in the
negotiations to completely abandon his country’s already suspended National Missile Defense project was only
possible at president-to-president level. His wife was dazzling in pink, with a matching cloche hat. The Russian
president’s wife was in powder blue, her hair a blond, unruffled curtain to her shoulders on the windless day.
The immediately following car for the journey into Moscow carried three American and three Russian
protection officers in constant telephone and radio contact with others lining the route ahead. One of the Russians
was permanently patched through to the shadowing helicopters overhead. They left their car while it was still
moving to be in position around the Cadillac when it stopped on Krasnopresnenskaya Naberezhnaya, despite the
mixed, twelve-man detail already cordoning the podium from which the Russian leader was to respond to the
American’s arrival speech.
The ceremony was choreographed as perfectly as everything else. The two women left the limousine ahead of
their husbands, to put them slightly at the rear when the two men turned to face the hedge of microphones and
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television cameras, some on their level and others stilted high above on elevated staging.
The sound of the first shot was only discernible from the sound-amplified replays and several commentators
later remarked they were momentarily bewildered by the abrupt red splashes on the pink and blue suits of the First
ladies before seeing the Russian leader clutch his chest and realizing the redness was the man’s blood.
Charlie Muffin, who was watching the live coverage on America’s CNN, said:
“Shit!” Natalia had only so far been peripherally involved but his immediate awareness was that it would all
change now.
Charlie could never have imagined by how much.
2
The astonishing footage of the gunman’s seizure was to win the CNN cameraman an international award,
which confirmed the importance of being in the right place at the right time more than professional expertise: his
elevated position was next in line and only seven meters away from the Russian TV gantry from which the shots
were fired. All he had to do was swivel his camera forty-five degrees, point it and adjust the zoom.
There were only two wrestling men on the miniscule, swaying platform, one still clutching the telescopemounted rifle, the other the Russian cameraman restricted by his equipment harness and the headset link to the
control scanner unseen far below. The gunman was slim, eyes wild and virtually unfocused, already disheveled
long blond hair further matted by the fight. He wore soiled jeans and a creased, denim work shirt against which
bounced, as they fought, a neck-chained identity disc that appeared the same as that around the cameraman’s
neck. The cameraman was an overweight but muscular man at least ten years older and much shorter. Despite the
tussle his wispy remaining hairs stayed cemented in place over a reddish bald head. His face was mottled, too, by
the frenzy and both arms were blackly tattooed.
They struggled for the weapon, torn at like a bone between two dogs. Each was yelling, snarling, kicking at the
other but the words were lost because the witnessing CNN camera was mute, the commentary—a pointless, even
inadequate description of what was obvious on screen—coming from the monitors in the ground-based American
scanner. But the shouting would probably havre been inaudible anyway beneath the roar of an escort helicopter
which abruptly descended to within two meters of the pod, its downdreaft threatening to blow both men off their
narrow perch. It spun the tripod-mounted Russian camera wildly, smashing it once into its operator hard enough
to teeter him against the edge of the guardrail and almost enabled the gunman to reclaim his rifle. The cameraman
used his faltering hold to pull himself back to safety but the pummeling rotors tossed them around the platform
more than the battle for the gun. At last the cameraman’s hair was dislodged; that of the other man was an
enclosing mask around his face.
A safety-belted marksman swung out of the helicopter into a practiced crouch on the port strut, his sniper’s
rifle moving smoothly to his shoulder, and for the briefest moment the brawling men paused, both looking
upwards, and for the first time the American commentary made a contribution, reporting that from the Russian
helicopter was being amplified an instruction for the two men to separate. The cameraman made as if to do so but
immediately snatched for the disputed rifle when the berserk man began turning the barrel towards him. Above,
the sniper sighted and abandoned the clear shot, sighted and lifted his rifle again in arm-jerking frustration.
Three men were climbing the gantry by now, the second two with Makarov hand-guns already out, making it
difficult for them to pull themselves up the ladder rails. Both paused, trying for the unimpeded shot the sniper
couldn’t get from above but like the airborne marksman neither was able to distinguish between the lockedtogether fighters.
It was the first climbing Russian who ended it in what was practically an anti-climax. When his head became
level with the pod floor the Russian simply reached up and jerked the younger man’s feet from beneath him. For a
moment he appeared to be supported entirely by his hold on his rifle. Then he crashed on both knees to the metal
floor—his head thrown back, mouth wide, in an unheard cry of agony—finally releasing his hold upon the
weapon. At once the leading security officer caught the back of the crumpled man’s shirt and hauled him bodily
through the gantry fence. For the briefest moment he was suspended, grabbing out for the cameraman then
snatching to hold on to the platform edge before falling, arms and legs flailing, the fifteen meters to the ground
where he was immediately lost beneath a scrum of other, waiting, security people.
Aware of the uniqueness of his pictures the CNN director had not switched cameras. Now he did, recapping
with instant replay from the moment of the first blood splash. Charlie’s initial impression was of the American
First lady bending to help the collapsed Russian leader, but she fell away from the man and Charlie realized she,
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too, had been hit. It was impossible to gage how badly because everyone on the dais was instantly engulfed by
security and the cameras were live here, so it was possible to hear the screams of fear and disorganized,
unthinking panic, all the rehearsals for just such an eventuality forgotten, Russians and Americans jostling in total
confusion. The one preparation that did operate smoothly was the instant arrival of the waiting-in-readiness
ambulances, although their paramedics were delayed stretchering the victims into them by the crush of so
obviously failed protection.
The siren howling, militia-escorted journey to the Pirogov Hospital on Leninskaya Prospekt was this time
along the centrally reserved carriageways and was recorded virtually throughout by the specially-installed
cameras. An American reporter outside the hospital brought the coverage up to date, although the station kept
cutting back to the TV gantry fight.
Few details had so far been made available, the reporter said. It was known that the Russian president, Lev
Maksimovich Yudkin, was the most seriously hurt, with two separate wounds to the upper chest. He was currently
undergoing surgery. So was America’s First Lady, Ruth Anandale. Her injuries were not believed to be lifethreatening. Her operation was being conducted by the surgeon and medical staff who routinely traveled with the
President on overseas trips, although some Russian doctors and staff were assisting. The reporter understood that
two other people had been hurt in the shooting, one an American Secret Service officer.
Charlie stayed until the last minute, flicking between local Moscow channels and the superior coverage of the
American network and its fluke-of-positioning scoop, knowing precisely how long it would take him to get to the
kindergarten to collect Sasha, to which he’d already agreed with Natalia before the attempted assassination. Their
daughter greeted him with a model of a cardboard house puffed with cotton wool to represent snow for which
she’d got a red star that reminded Charlie of those that still adorned the Kremlin towers. Sasha said it was a
present for her mother but Charlie said could share if he wanted. Charlie said he’d like to. He took the back roads
to Lesnaya, sure the more direct main roads would still be blocked—maybe even pointlessly sealed off—by
militia and federal Security Service officers frantically pretending to fulfill the role they’d already so badly failed
to perform. Don’t be a smart ass, he told himself: there but for the grace of God and all that. Professionally able to
guess just how much buck-passing and shit-shoveling there’d be, Charlie was caught by the mundane comparison
of his meandering home on a school run with a chattering five year old beside him. There was no answering
machine message from Natalia when he got to the apartment. CNN was still showing their extraordinary footage.
The only update from the Pirogov Hospital reporter was that the American president had arrived and was waiting
for his wife to emerge from surgery. It was difficult to see anything of the ground level of the hospital because of
the hedge of Secret Servicemen.
It was almost nine o’clock, Sasha long ago bathed and asleep, before Natalia got to the apartment. She was
sagged by tiredness and strain. The tone in which she said his name halted his automatically moving towards the
waiting bottles, to make her the reviving drink.
“What?” he said, turning back to her.
“The gunman’s name is George Bendall,” she said, flatly. “His father was Peter Bendall, who defected from
Britain nearly thirty years ago.”
“Oh fuck!” said Charlie.
*
The adrenaline surged panic was over. There were only two other men with the American president in the
hurriedly-assigned office which still had the jacket of its normal occupant hanging from the inside door hook. The
man’s discarded salami sandwiches were in the waste bin. In the outside corridor the Secret Servicemen formed a
solid, shoulder-to-shoulder wall.
“She’s over the first hurdle,” said Wendall North. “That’s good.”
“She’s come through immediate surgery,” qualified Anandale, who’d returned from the recovery room minutes
before and was still in shirtsleeves after taking off his sterilized gown. “If it doesn’t work she’ll lose the arm. And
there’s going to be a lot of shock.”
“It’ll work,” said the chief of staff, locked into empty reassurance.
“It sure as hell better,” said Anandale, just as emptily. He was a big man, tall and heavily built The Texas
accent was very pronounced. “We need to get her out of here: back too America. The conditions here are Stone
Age.”
“What’s Max Donnington say?” asked the chief of staff. North had expected the White House surgeon, a
commissioned admiral, to come up from the resuscitation room with the president. The navy physician had to be
concerned about Ruth Anandale’s recovery not to have done so.
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“He doesn’t want her moved, not even to the embassy. He’s bringing in some sterilization equipment and more
staff, to clean up the room that she’s in. Liaise with him, Wendall. I want the best-equipped air ambulance brought
in, ready the moment it’s possible to move her.” James Scamell decided it was time to move the discussion on to
practicalities.
“I’ve spoken with the foreign ministry people who’ve arrived. Boris Petrin himself. It’s touch and go whether
Yudkin’s going to make it.”
Anandale was a consummate politician and it only took him seconds to refocus his mind. He nodded at the
most obvious inference from the Secretary of State’s remark.
“Goodbye to a second term reelection for Lev Maksimovich.”
“There’s temporary provisions but not a proper successor in waiting,” said Scamell.
“What about the Communist Party candidate?”
“Petr Tikunov,” identified Scamell. “A popular deputy in the Duma. The Communists are well organized—
better than Yudkin, even—and there’s a huge number of people who’ve come to think that Communism wasn’t
such a bad way of life after all. At street level everyone had some sort of job and some sort of income.”
“Where’s that leave us?” demanded Anandale, his reasoning in perfect synch with the circumstances.
“With a need to readjust,” replied North, eager to get back into the discussion, He was an intense, quicklyblinking man anxious to share the president’s reelection and the rarified atmosphere of being at the epicenter of
world events.
“Easily possible,” picked up Scamell. “No treaty’s been signed; can’t be now. We’ve still got our Star Wars
preparations which we’re sure as hell going to need if Yudkin dies and is succeeded by the opposition.”
“The peacemaker becomes the iron man,” headlined North. He decided to wait until there was a more positive
prognosis about Ruth Anandale’s recovery before hinting at the huge sympathy vote that could be manipulated.
There was another silence. Anandale said,
“We know who the son of a bitch is who did it?”
“The two bombs were Chechen,” reminded North, uncomfortably.
“That’s your job, Wendall. I’ve got a personal interest in knowing everything about whoever organized it and
why. I don’t give a damn about Russian jurisdiction or hurt feelings. And I want to know how people who were
supposed to be protecting me—and my wife—let a guy with a godamned gun within kewpie doll shooting range
of us.”
“Yes, sir,” said North.
“My wife might die,” said the president, in near conversation with himself. “Someone’s going to pay for that,
pay for it personally. You hear me, Wendall?”
“Yes, Mr. President, I hear you.”
*
In Washington CIA Director jack Grech personally took the call from FBI Director Paul Smith. Grech said,
“We’ve got a lot of problems here.”
“You going over to head things up personally?” asked Smith.
“I need to speak to people first,” evaded Grech. All the Secret Service precautions were based upon Agency—
and Russian—advice, leaving the Agency in the clear.
Paul Smith decided an FBI director could do himself a lot of political good riding in with the cavalry,
particularly when the gunman was already in custody. Smith said,
“I think I’ll start making plans.”
“I guess I should, too,” said Grech.
3
Charlie Muffin’s office in the new British embassy on Protocnyi Perculok was in complete contrast to the
cobwebbed broom cupboard he’d been dismissively allocated in the old legation on Morisa Toreza, actually with
an unobstructed view over the Smolenskaya embankment to the Moskva rover and with a separate annex for
direct, security-cleared telephone, e-mail and facsimile links to his London riverside headquarters at Millbank. He
even had his own coffee percolator. Peter Bendall’s complete file—together with separately wired photographs—
had already been faxed through by the time Charlie arrived at the night-shrouded complex, carrying the video of
the gantry struggle he’d recorded himself before leaving the Lesnaya Ulitza apartment. He was only three quarters
through the archive material when the querulous call came from Richard Brooking, the head of chancellery.
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“This had better be justified.”
“It is.”
“We’re on the coffee.”
“Pass the mints and decanter around a second time.” The man sighed.
“How long?”
“Fifteen minutes. Have you told the ambassador?” There was another sigh.
“I need to be sure there’s a crisis first.”
“Your decision,” said Charlie, who hadn’t given the diplomat the reason for breaking into his dinner party over
an open telephone line from Lesnaya.
“Don’t you forget that. My office. Thirty minutes.”
Charlie finished reading in fifteen and spent the remainder of the time studying the fading photographs of one
of Britain’s most infamous post-war traitors. Peter Bendall had been a skeletally-thin man whose narrow face was
dominated by a prow of a nose upon which balanced thick-lensed, round-framed spectacles. Every Old Bailey
trial, family and official government picture portrayed a fastidiously although cheaply dressed, aloofly-featured
man bearing no similarity whatsoever to the fanatically staring, mop-haired figure who’d now been seen by every
television owner in the world struggling in mid-air for possession of a sniper’s rifle.
Brooking, a fleshy, overweight man assured an ambassadorial promotion on his next posting, was still wearing
his dinner jacket and black tie when Charlie got to the man’s office suite. He tried—but failed—to heighten the
unspoken rebuke at having his evening interrupted by the contempt with which he regarded Charlie’s shoe-spread,
crumpled appearance. Charlie wondered if the man had told his guests to wait until his return. Around the man
still hung a miasma of cigars.
“So what is it!” demanded Brooking, impatiently.
“Today’s gunman is British, the son of a defector,” announced Charlie. The theatricality was unnecessary—he
should have warned Brooking during their internal telephone conversation earlier—but pompous assholes like
Brooking had always irritated Charlie and he never had been able to resist the deflating pin-prick.
Brooking did visibly deflate. He shook his head, refusing the information, and several times said “No” as if to
convince himself he’d mishea[r]d
“George Bendall,” insisted Charlie. Son of Peter Bendall, an Aldermaston physicist who escaped from
Wormwood Scrubs in 1970 after serving only two of a forty year sentence for betraying to the Russians over the
previous fifteen years every British nuclear development, an lot of which was shared with America.”
“Oh my God!” moaned Brooking. Charlie hefted what had come from London.
“Virtually nothing on George Bendall, who was only two when his father got caught. Brought to Moscow by
his mother three years after his father arrived. She skipped sideways through Austria from what was purported to
be a holiday in France using the same escape route as her husband. Gave the stiff finger to British counterintelligence who were supposed to be watching her because hubby was rumored to have changed his mind and
wanted to come back.” Brooking’s recovery was as visible as his earlier collapse.
“Why didn’t you tell me this from the beginning.”
“It wasn’t a secure line.” The man frowned.
“Has this been officially announced by the Russians?”
“No.”
“Then how do you know?”
“It’s my job to know, the job I was posted here to fulfill.”
“What’s your source?”
“You know I can’t tell you that.”
It was an inviolable rule that official diplomats were always separated from provable intelligence activities,
and even though Charlie’s function had changed it provided a very important personal protection for him and
Natalia within Moscow. And the director-general in London hadn’t pressed to learn his contacts. Observing his
own even more inviolable personal rule Charlie already had a prepared escape if Sir Rupert Dean or anyone else
ever became too curious or demanding.
“It could be wrong.”
“It’s not.”
Charlie belatedly realized that this was the very first time he’d directly acted upon—used—information from
Natalia and here intelligence liaison directorship with the Interior Ministry. She hadn’t tried to dissuade him
because there was going to be an official announcement the following day but over the last few months he’d
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become increasingly aware how much of a strain their precarious situation was, far more upon her than him. He’d
stopped talking about their getting married or of how easily they could live in England—anywhere in Europe—if
their relationship did become known and he was inevitably expelled and she was just as inevitably dismissed from
her ministry position.
“You’ve told London?”
“Sir Rupert personally. He wants the ambassador informed ahead of the Russian announcement.”
“Yes,” agreed Brooking, briskly. Pass the problem parcel time, Charlie recognized.
“And lawyers.”
“Yes,” complied Brooking again, still brisk, aware of another layer of responsibility avoidance. “Their
involvement is obviously essential.”
Brooking’s first telephone call was shorter than the second and Charlie wondered if the lawyer had already
been in bed in the apartment block that formed part of the new British diplomatic compound. Charlie was one of a
very few still living—because he clearly had to—outside the enclave, once more using as the reason the necessity
to distance himself from official diplomacy, although since the post-Cold War re-alignment his was much more an
FBI than a counter-intelligence function. Which was way, during his sleepy-voiced conversation with an
awakened Sir Rupert Dean in London, the director-general had given the empire-preserving instruction that the
embassy-attached MI6 be kept out for as long as possible.
Since that conversation Charlie had decided the delay, twelve hours at the most, would achieve little more than
further alienating him from people who were supposed to be colleagues but who viewed him with the distaste that
Brooking had evidenced minutes before. But it was a familiar experience for Charlie to find there was shit on
every baton he picked up. He couldn’t ever remember actually being part of a relay team but resisting interembassy association was a matter of professional necessity as much as self-protecting ostracism. Charlie never
had been, nor ever would be, a team player. It made him reliant upon others and a further Charlie Muffin rule was
never to rely upon anyone except himself.
An unsettling challenge came at once to mind. What about Natalia? Not a contradiction, he assured himself.
He trusted Natalia implicitly and absolutely, trusted her more than she trusted him, with every justifiable reason
for her doubt. He relied upon her, too, in equal proportion. But that trust and that reliance was personal, not
professional. He would never, of course, have admitted it to anyone—most certainly not to Natalia, who would
misunderstand it to be a lack of love, which it wasn’t—but because Charlie Muffin knew himself so completely
he acknowledged he’d never accept Natalia’s professional judgment in preference to or above his own.
Sir Michael Parnell entered the room with vaguely hesitant authority. He was a thin man, although not as thin
as Peter Bendall appeared in the file photographs, and any further similarity was smothered beneath the fullness
of deeply black hair. Like Brooking, the ambassador wore a dinner jacket and black tie and to Charlie, who did
not smoke, the cigar aroma smelled the same. Charlie’s protocol-routed request, through Brooking, had been to
meet Parnell immediately and he wondered if the man’s initial refusal had been disinterest or the instinctive armslength distancing of a regretted member of embassy staffing. Probably a combination of both. Moscow was a
prestigious appointment and Parnell had only held it for four months and now he was about to confront his worst
sleeping or waking nightmare. Parnell looked undecided between the two men already in the room before settling
on Charlie.
“Do I really need to hear what this is all about?”
The man’s voice was unexpectedly high. Instead of replying directly, Charlie looked at Brooking and said,
“You thought so, didn’t you? You got any second thoughts?”
Parnell’s face stiffened. Brooking colored. The head of chancellery said,
“Yes sir, you do.”
“My director-general thought so, too.”
He wasn’t going to improve any working relationship with these two men by showing the respect their
condescension hadn’t earned, so fuck them. He didn’t want to spend any more time with them than they wanted to
spend with him.
“What?” demanded the ambassador.
The lawyer’s arrival delayed Charlie’s reply. So well had he isolated himself against embassy staff contact that
there was the briefest moment of surprise, although he was sure he didn’t show it. She was tall for a woman,
although not overly so, slim and small-busted. If she were publicly to become known in what was to follow
Charlie supposed willowy would be the English tabloid description. She wore a severe black suit that Charlie
accepted to be her embassy-recognized uniform and he guessed the deeply auburn hair which now hung loose
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would during the day be more tightly pinned and controlled. She wasn’t wearing make-up either, apart perhaps
from the lightest of lipsticks, and Charlie decided that she had been in bed and probably asleep when Brooking
telephoned. She politely greeted the two diplomats by title and name and remained looking enquiringly at
Brooking, who hurriedly introduced her to Charlie as Anne Abbott.
“Now I won’t have to repeat myself a third time,” greeted Charlie.
Her handshake was firm, confident, and he liked her attitude towards the other two men, respectful of their
embassy rank but not deferential. He put her at about thirty-eight, certainly not older.
“What is it?” demanded Parnell again, impatiently.
Neither the ambassador nor the woman openly gave the sort of disbelieving reaction Brooking had shown
when Charlie told them, although Parnell at once asked if Charlie were sure and Charlie said he was.
“The nationality is the key,” insisted Anne. “There’s no doubt he’s still British?” Charlie handed her the
London material.
“You’ll need to go through everything. It’s Peter Bendall’s entire archive. If he’d taken Russian nationality, it
would have been logged. There was a lot of speculation that his refusal to adopt Russian citizenship showed an
intention to return to England, despite the sentence he’d still have had to serve …” He looked to the other two
men.
“I’ve made copies of everything except the seizure video which needs the embassy facilities to duplicate.”
“It’s surely a moot point whether he had or he hadn’t taken citizenship,” challenged Parnell, objectively.
“George Bendall is still who he is, the son of a British nuclear defector.”
“Who’s shot a Russian president hopefully about to agree to a Star Wars-banning treaty with America,” picked
up Brooking, assessing the diplomatic fallout.
Charlie hadn’t considered the political symbolism. Completing it he said,
“An agreement that won’t now be reached. Might never be.”
“And what’s left is the mess, our mess, to clear up as best we can,” said Parnell.
“What will the procedure be? Diplomatically, I mean?” asked the woman, practicably.
“In normal circumstances if a British national is r\arrested for an alleged crime the embassy applies for
consular access,” recited the ambassador, formally. “I don’t consider this normal. I’ll want guidance from
London.”
“What about legal representation?” Anne persisted. Parnell shrugged.
“That’s usually made available.”
“Are you criminal or civil?” Charlie asked the lawyer.
“Criminal.”
“Recognized under Russian law?” pressed Charlie. She shook her head.
“I’d need guidance, like the ambassador. But I don’t think I’d be accepted in open court as anything more than
a qualified observer. I could probably get attachment to a Russian lawyer’s briefing team if London wanted it.
What are your instructions?”
“To investigate as much as I can as best I can,” generalized Charlie. He went to the ambassador. “I’d like to be
included in any success that’s arranged. My director-general will be contacting you tomorrow.”
“I’ll definitely need Foreign Office guidance for that,” warned Parnell.
“Sir Rupert expected you would,” said Charlie.
The thin man’s head came up sharply at the suspicion of condescension. Charlie stared back, blandly.
Remaining fixedly upon Charlie, Parnell said,
“It is a mess. I don’t want it made worse by any mistakes from this embassy. I don’t want anything—anything
at all—initiated or done without prior reference to me. Is that understood?”
“Perfectly,” said Charlie. Bollocks, he thought.
“Of course,” said Anne, accepting her inclusion in the caution. As she walked from the head of chancellery’s
office with Charlie, leaving the two diplomats composing their alert cable to the Foreign Office in London, she
said,
“It’s illegal under the Copyright Act to duplicate videos.”
“Let’s not tell anyone we’re going to do it.”
Charlie had never told anyone in advance what he was going to do. Or hardly ever afterwards. It was better
that way for their propriety, ulcers, general state of health and overall peace of mind.
Charlie’s mind as he emerged into the darkness of a slumbering Moscow night was anything but peaceful. He
hadn’t properly started yet and there were already things that worried him, one more obviously than the others. He
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didn’t even need the warning ache from his talisman feet to tell him all was not right.
*
“We’ve got everything to consider, to protect ourselves against,” protested Sir Michael Parnell, guiding the
discussion.
“I understand what you’re saying,” agreed the about-to-be promoted head of chancellery.
“We’ve got to be careful.”
“Absolutely.”
“If it gets to consular access, it’ll be you, Richard.”
“I know,” accepted Brooking, uncomfortably.
“That intelligence fellow’s a problem. I know he’s not officially recognized here as such but that’s what he is.
Or was. And a confounded nuisance as well, from all the stories I heard before I arrived.”
“He’s caused a lot of problems in the past,” confirmed Brooking.
“I won’t allow him to cause any in the future. If London wants their own investigation, let them send someone
from there to do it, separate us from that part of it. We’re going to have enough difficulties as it is.”
“Maybe we shouldn’t ask for someone from London, for precisely that reason?” suggested Brooking. Parnell
allowed a half smile.
“What’s your thinking?”
“Muffin’s already got the reputation in London as an uncontrollable troublemaker. Politically and
diplomatically we couldn’t be in a more unmapped minefield, with what’s happened. There will be mistakes, no
matter how hard we try to anticipate, mistakes we don’t officially want to be associated with.” Parnell’s smile
broadened.
“We’ll have to watch the bloody man very carefully, of course.”
“We might actually in the final analysis get rid of him altogether. It’s still an experimental posting, despite his
having tricked his way successfully so far.”
“That would be good!” said Parnell, enthusiastically. There was a pause. So! What do we tell London?”
“That we’ve inherited another intelligence embarrassment,” insisted Brooking, at once. “Let’s start from the
very beginning preparing the way to distance ourselves.”
*
The eruption was inevitable, the only uncertainty its timing, and Burt Jordan, the CIA station head, and the FBI
Resident, John Kayley—both of whom felt themselves safely beyond the endangered fall-out-area—found much
to occupy them in the initial file photographs of the shooting while Wendall North outlined the situation he’d just
left at the Pirogov Hospital. They were in the chef du protocol’s office at the American embassy on the Novinskij
Bul’var section of the inner ring road, even his desk surrendered by the local diplomat, David Barnett. Barnett
considered himself the safest of them all in the aftermath and sat trying to guess when the explosion would occur.
“So that’s it,” concluded North. “A—”
“Total disaster,” completed Jeff Aston, director of the White House Secret Service detail.
“We all know that,” tried North. “The immediate need is to prioritize: evaluate and anticipate.”
“Just how much do we all know to evaluate and anticipate, Wendell?” persisted Aston, who was black, six and
a half feet tall, weighed two hundred and twenty five pounds and had protected two previous presidents before
Walter Anandale. “Give us an idea of your prioritizing. How would you assess the fallout? Would you put a treaty
that isn’t going to be signed more or less important than the maiming of the president’s wife? And where would
you put the likely death of a Russian president against the possible resurgence of a Communist government? And
whereabouts in all of it would you put the fact that the shooting was allowed to happen in the first place because
that’s something that personally and professionally interests me a hell of a lot …”
Aston had hassled Barnett into including both the CIA and FBI, determined there should be witnesses. They’d
already been waiting when the unsuspecting Wendall North arrived from the hospital, making it impossible for
him to exclude them.
“I don’t think that’s very constructive, which is what we’ve got to be,” protested North, conscious that he had
no defense against the Secret Service chief’s attack.
“Right again, Wendall,” goaded Aston. “But I’m still a little curious about things being destructive. Which it’s
my job to prevent—providing, that is, I’m not prevented or obstructed from doing it.”
“There’ll be an enquiry,” said North. He was red-faced and visibly sweating, despite the air-conditioning.
“I’m sure as hell glad to hear that, Wendall. Your office kept all the preparation and planning details for this
trip, all the way back to when the negotiations first started? I don’t want you or any of your staff to worry, if you
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haven’t. We have, in the Secret Service. Every memo, notes of every discussion, telephone logs of every call and
what the outcome was. And not just in English. Russian, too. I’ve already cabled Washington for it all to be
handed over to counsel. Important, to keep everything intact. You know how these rumors start after something
like this, suggestions of things getting lost or tampered with. So if you’ve got any problem finding anything, you
just let me know because it’s important that all the facts are established by whoever investigates the worst
cockamamie screwup since God knows when …”
“I’ll remember that,” said North, tightly. “But at the right time. Which isn’t now.” He’d hoped having George
Bendall’s identity, which he’d learned at the hospital, would have deflected this obvious attack.
“Don’t you worry about remembering, Wendall. I’ll remind you often enough.”
“There are other things to talk about,” prompted the bespectacled, fair-haired diplomat whose office had taken
over and who had decided Aston had sufficiently established blame.
“Absolutely,” agreed Aston. “Let’s try to make sure we get it right this time.”
“There’s going to be a lot of balls in the air,” warned the CIA’s Burt Jordan. “From what Washington has
rounded up so far this guy’s father did a lot of damage to the American nuclear program as well as to the British.
Which was bad enough at the time. This is a hell of a lot worse. My guess is they’ll hunker down. Throw George
Bendall to the wolves, which the bastard deserves anyway, and say he’s Russia’s problem by adoption, not theirs.”
“There’s some sound political reasoning in that,” said North, relieved the inquest had moved on.
“Not for Moscow,” challenged the locally-based diplomat. “Making them responsible for the man who’s
probably killed their president and badly wounding our First Lady throws détente right out the window.”
“That’s a fight between London and Moscow, challenged North in return. “A fight we’ve got to stay on the
outside of but do everything to make swing in our direction, to our president’s benefit. There’ll be a tide of
sympathy now. And our missile shield planning is still in place, whatever happens here.”
There was no reaction to the cynicism. Kayley said,
“So politically we don’t need Russia or the treaty anymore?”
‘Not as much as we did,” qualified North. “What we do need is to ride shotgun on the British, particularly with
whatever they do here.” He looked directly at Jeff Aston. “And to make damned sure there’s no rebound on us.”
“You mean get into bed with the British—?” Jordan began.
“And fuck them every which way,” completed Kayley. Wendall North winced t the coarseness but said,
“Yes, that’s what I mean.”
*
Charlie padded softly into the darkened bedroom, letting his clothes lie where they fell. He was careful easing
himself under the covers to avoid any disturbing contact with Natalia, who lay with her back to him.
Natalia was fully awake but didn’t turn. And remained so long after Charlie had settled into occasionally
snuffled sleep. …
224.15 Excerpt from Vanessa Redgrave: An Autobiography\fn{by Vanessa Redgrave (1937- )} Greenwich,
Greenwich Borough, Greater London Southeast, England, United Kingdom (F) 9
I was born in the middle of a snowstorm on Saturday, January 30, 1937. My mother was in a maternity clinic
in Blackheath, London, at the time, about six o’clock in the evening, and my father was fighting a duel with
Laurence Olivier at the Old Vic. Laertes versus Hamlet. Someone signaled to my father from the wings, “It’s a
girl,” and at the curtain call Olivier stepped forward and announced to the audience that Laertes had a daughter.
My father was rather proud of this story. He told it to my mother, and, according to her, Olivier said:
“Ladies and gentlemen, tonight a great actress has been born.”
The earliest memory I can recall in sharp focus, with sound and smells, is of an August morning in 1940 when
I was three years old. I am alone in a garden, eating a bowl of milk and Kellogg’s Rice Krispies. The sun shines,
the air is cool and sweet and damp with the moisture from the grass and the leaves of a large chestnut tree. A few
midges and flies hover; their buzzing and the popping noise from the rice Krispies are the only sounds breaking
the silence.
Suddenly a vast wailing fills the whole sky. A wooden window sash on the top floor bangs up. Dulcie Shave,
my baby brother’s nurse, thrusts her head out and shouts,
“Vanessa! Come indoors. Come indoors AT ONCE!”
The wailing came from a siren sounding the first air-raid warning I ever heard. My mother remembers us
spending that afternoon, and every night for a week, in the basement of our rented house in St. John’s Wood in
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North London, while the bombs fell on the City and the densely populated East End. She laid our mattresses on
the floor, told stories by candlelight, and sang baby Corin and me to sleep:
Golden slumbers kiss your eyes,
Smiles awake you when you rise.
Sleep, pretty darlings, do not cry,
And I will sing a lull-a-by.

Soon after the bombing, we left St. John’s Wood and Daddy to go to Bromyard in Herefordshire. My father
was performing every night in Thunder Rock by Robert Ardrey, waiting to be called up to serve in the navy.
In 1938 Prime Minister Neville Chamberlain had returned from a summit meeting in Munich with Hitler. He
waved a piece of paper and said he had brought “peace in our time.” Some years ago, I asked my mother,
“What did you think when you heard that?”
“We didn’t know what we know now,” she said. “I was just so relieved that there wouldn’t be a war for a little
while longer. We knew there would be a war, but I was so thankful that we would all have a little more time
together before it started.”
My mother, Rachel, and my father, Michael—whom Rachel, when she was very happy, used to call “Mikey,”
or “Misha”—fell in love in 1935 while they were performing in a season of repertory plays in Liverpool. Rachel
was twenty-four and had been a wage-earning actress for two years. She had played Juliet with great success in
her very first engagement at Stratford-upon-Avon. Her father, Eric Kempson, was a schoolmaster who taught
science at Rugby and later became headmaster at the Royal Naval College at Dartmouth. Her mother was Beatrice
Ashwell, the youngest of a homeopathic pharmacist’s three daughters. Beatrice was a very beautiful woman in her
youth, but rather melancholy and disappointed when we knew her. Married life, my mother told us, had not come
up to Beatrice’s expectations. My mother adored her father, and found her mother rather a trial, especially after
Eric’s death in 1948.
“If ever I become like her,” she used to say, “please warn me.”
“You couldn’t become like her,” we reassured here.
Mother’s family was beset with strange, inexplicable feuds, fierce likes and dislikes, and arguments that
simmered on for thirty or forty years, long after some unforgivable, absolutely unspeakable thing had been said or
done. We thought it very funny and never asked the reason why.
Michael and Rachel were married a year after they met. Lilian Baylids then asked them both to join her Old
Vic Theatre Company in London. The leading actors, Laurence Olivier and Edith Evans, were already great
names. Others, like Alec Guinness, were playing their first small parts that season. Michael had only two years’
experience in repertory behind him, but he was given some of the best roles. By the end of 1936 he was playing
Orlando in As You Like It, with Edith Evans as Rosalind, and Mr. Horner in Wycherley’s The Country Wife, with
Ruth Gordon.
By August 1940, when my first memory begins, my father had become the most popular film star in Britain.
Alfred Hitchcock has\d cast him in The Lady Vanishes, and he had played David in Carol Reed’s The Stars Look
Down. Reed’s film, adapted from A. j. Cronin’s novel about a miner’s son who leads a strike against a private coal
company, was a great success when it was released that year of the Rice Krispies and the sirens, and it must have
contributed to the growing demand among miners during and after the war for the coal industry to be nationalized.
I saw the film for the first time when it was screened on British television one Sunday afternoon in January 1987,
almost fifty years after it was made. I was watching it not long after the year-long strike of the National Union of
Mineworkers, and I was struck by one scene in particular. An elderly miner is asking the middle-class anti-union
butcher for some beef on credit. His wife is sick with pneumonia. The butcher abuses him and threatens to call the
police.
“Yes!” shouts the old miner. “You call the police as if you own them, you and your lot!”
Michael Redgrave at Home, an article in Picture Post, one of the best photojournalism magazines of its time,
appeared in 1940. In it, Michael talks about his interest in Equity, the actors’ trade union, and what he hopes the
theatre will be like after the war.
“All the theatre must be subsidized, that’s the only way it will attract new audiences and new writers.”
There are photographs of Michael and Rachel singing at the piano; Rachel walking upstairs with a cup of tea;
Michael, in a smart double-breasted suit, watering a pot of geraniums with his three-year-old daughter, Vanessa.
But by the time the photographs appeared, the Blitz had begun and we were separated. Rachel, Nurse Dulcie,
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Corin, and I had sadly taken a taxi to Paddington Station, where enormous monster engines spouted columns of
steam and smoke up into the arches and iron columns of the Great Western Railway terminal. Amid the soot,
masses of people were packing into the railway carriages. Adhesive netting covered the windows to protect
passengers in case bombs splintered the glass. We traveled via Rugby, changing trains at Worcester, and finally
descended at Bromyard’s small branch-line station.
A man in a peaked cap and navy-blue raincoat met us, and we climbed into a small car that smelled strongly of
old leather and gasoline. We drove through the small market town and up a very steep hill and turned left through
some white gates, coming to a halt before a large gray front door and a small elderly woman.
“Ah! There you are, duckies!” cried Lucy Wedgwood Kempson, cousin of Grandpa Eric, welcoming us to her
home, Whitegate.
We went through a porch smelling of damp rubber galoshes and Wellington boots. Cousin Lucy showed us her
barometer, an old aneroid instrument which she would tap whenever she passed it to see whether the air pressure
was rising or falling. As we stepped into the hall the scent of rose petals and toast greeted us, and a loose tile in
the parquet floor “plocked.” After tea we climbed a large staircase to the top floor of the house, where Corin,
Nurse Dulcie, and I were to share a bedroom.
Cousin Lucy always called Rachel “Rachel-ducky,” and Corin and I were “Corin-ducky” and “Vanessaducky.” At first sight she seemed quite ugly, with a large mole on the side of her nose and thick spectacles over
her pale blue eyes. But she was full of energy, always interesting, and always interested in us. Before here
retirement she had been Warden of Bedford College in London and was one of the first women to have studied at
London University.
It was summertime when we arrived in the countryside and still light in the evenings. But when autumn and
then winter dame, the large house was chilly and dark. To save electricity and help the blackout we used small
wax night-lights on the stair landings and in our bedrooms. All the windows had regulation black blinds beneath
the curtains, and the lights that we were allowed to use were very weak. Corin and I were frightened at night, so
we were allowed to leave the night-light burning until Nurse Dulcie came to bed. When the wind blew from the
west—it blew in from the Welsh mountains, which, on a clear day, we could see from our window—the blinds
rattled and creaked and the night-light quivered, casting sinister shadows on the walls and ceiling.
Since Whitegate was at the top of a hill, an old engine in the basement was needed to pump water up. The age
of the water system, combined with coal rationing, meant that both water and heat were in short supply. The basin
taps provided only cold water, very slowly. Stone hot-water bottles were placed between the sheets when the
weather grew cold, and a copper warming pan filled with hot cinders was put in our mother’s bed when she came
to stay. Rachel had gone back to London to be with Michael, and came to Bromyard to be with us probably more
frequently than it seemed then. Time had only one meaning for us. When Rachel was away, the minutes went like
hours. When she was here, the hours went like minutes.
It was in November of 1940 that I and some grown-ups looked out of a top-floor window and saw a fierce red
glow on the southeast horizon. The city of Coventry was burning after a raid that killed more than two thousand
people. In the early 1980s I read A Man Called Intrepid, about William Stephenson, the principal agent of the
British service in America. It tells how a team working in Bletchley, England, had broken the Nazi Enigma
machine code and learned of the plan to firebomb Coventry, and the date of the raid. On Churchill’s instructions
the city was not evacuated. The reason given in the book was that this would have told the Nazis that the Enigma
code had been cracked.
But what was the point of breaking the code if not to save lives? I had never felt fear of the war until that night.
For years afterward I had nightmares. Fires started out of sight, miles away. When I raised the alarm, friends and
relatives told me not to worry:
“The fires will never reach us.”
But in the dreams the fires raced inexorably nearer until they engulfed our home.
Cousin Lucy would invite Corin and me into her sitting room every evening at five o’clock. She would read to
us and teach us to play cards—Beggar My Neighbor, happy Families, and Pelmanism—and after cards we would
have a round of Snakes and Ladders. At five minutes to six, whatever the state of the game, she would turn on the
wireless and we all sat silently listening to the weather forecast
“Attention, all shipping in Rockall, Fastnet, and Shannon. Winds slow to moderate, Force 2 rising Force 3.
Winds east, veering to nor’-nor-east.” The tones of the announcer were solemn and measured. The names of the
shipping areas—Rockall … Malin … Faroes … Hebrides … Cromarty—inspired pictures of unknown islands in
unknown seas, surrounded by birds and shipwrecks. Rachel’s brothers, Uncle Nicholas and Uncle Robin, were
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both in the navy, serving on armed merchant-cruisers protecting the supply convoys across the Atlantic.
“Viking, Cromarty, Forth, Tyne … Winds moderate, rising to Gale Force 6 …” Our daddy, whom I barely
knew and of whom Corin had no memory, was an ordinary seaman.
When I began to write this autobiography, Uncle Nicholas lent me a scrapbook that my grandmother Beanie,
Rachel and Nicholas’s mother, had kept to record Uncle Robin’s career as an actor. There is a photograph of
Robin lying in a field with some friends, picknicking. Under it she wrote one word:
“Crisis.” Then, just below, she added
“Sunday, September 3rd 1939, England and France declared war on Germany.”
There is a photograph of Robin’s first ship, HMS Salopian, and near it are news articles about Dunkirk, where
Robin assisted the evacuation of the British troops from Normandy. One reported that HMS Turquoise, to which
Robin had been transferred, had been hit.
Robin was wounded and suffered a nervous breakdown and shell shock. When he was given sick leave he
came up to Cousin Lucy’s to recover. I remember a tall man with blue eyes, and wide smile, and red hair, playing
a hilarious game with us in the fields at the bottom of the garden, where there was a small hillock.
“Get down, you dirty rascal!” Vigorous shoving followed, and the challenger either toppled the king or found
herself rolling down the hillock.
He was still at Whitegate when Michael and Rachel visited us for Christmas Day. It had snowed heavily and
we had a huge Christmas tree in the hall. Rachel dressed me in woolen trousers and gaiters and a pair of red
Wellington boots, and we set off for a walk down the middle of a country road, deep in snow, to Birchyfields.
Rooks were cawing in the trees that lined the drive leading to the house where Grandpa Eric had lived as a boy.
He was then in Dartmouth, and I could tell that Rachel missed him. As we turned away she started singing to keep
our spirits up.
Good King Wenceslas looked out
On the Feast of Stephen

Her voice was high and very sweet, quavering a little on the top notes when the page answers the king
Sire, he lives a good league hence,
Underneath the mountain
Right against the forest fence
By St. Agnes’ foun-tain.

I thought her courageous and gallant, singing as we tramped through the snow. I didn’t want to go home. I wanted
this walk and her singing to last forever, so I stumbled and fell.
“Don’t fall down again,” she said, “or you’ll be soaked through and we’ll have to go home.”
She was so sweet and loving as she picked me up and brushed the snow off that I fell down twice more,
deliberately. And yet the last thing I wanted was to go home. How can you explain such contradictory actions
when you’re very young? Rachel did not slap me; she never would. I am sure she was upset that our last moments
together for a long while ended with my doing the opposite of what she and I wanted.
On Boxing day morning, Rachel and Michael left, and soon after, Robin went to join the battleship HMS
Prince of Wales. Grandmother Beanie continued to paste photos in her scrapbook, following Robin and the war.
When the Prince of Wales was torpedoed off Amalaya on December 10, 1941, the Admiralty sent a telegram
written in pencil:
“Very glad to state your son Lieutenant E. J. Kempson RNVR safe.”
But no more news was heard of Robin, and Beanie and Grandpa Eric lived in sorrow and suspense until one
day in 19454, when a survivor, Stoker Farron, told them what had happened.
Robin had reached Singapore and had begun commando work behind Japanese lines, running motorboats
through the mangrove swamps of Malaya to evacuate British soldiers. In mid-February 1942, he escaped from
Singapore in a tugboat as the Japanese were advancing. Two Japanese destroyers spotted the tugboat and fired.
Robin helped put the seriously wounded into a raft made with lifebelts, but there were not enough lifebelts for
Robin and an army officer. They were fifteen miles from land, and since Robin had dislocated his shoulder some
time before, his right arm was useless for swimming. Nevertheless, the two men struck out for land, Robin turning
to wave and shout “Good-bye and good luck” to Stoker Farron, who had a lifebelt.
Farron and a friend made it to shore and spent the rest of the war in a Japanese prisoner-of-war camp. Grandpa
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Eric had a small book printed in six copies to commemorate Robin. It has an epitaph from Homer’s Iliad:
“Hector, of all my sons the best beloved. Thou in thy life wert dear to the Gods and even in the doom of death
they have shown care of thee.”
Grandpa Eric inspired awe. He was extremely tall and wore a monocle in his left eye. Sometimes, when he sat
in a chair looking at Corin and me rather gravely, he would suddenly lift his left eyebrow and out would fly the
monocle. His grave face would crease with mirth and he laughed, more of a shout than a laugh, until he cried.
“Do it again,” we pleaded, even more fascinated to see how he could keep the monocle in place than how he
made it fly out.
I remember Grandpa Eric taking me out in a rowing boat down the river Dart in Devon at some point during
those early years. He moored the boat on a sandy bank, made me hunt for twigs, put a kettle of river water on to
boil, and made us both a cup of tea. He was famous for his skill with boats, especially the long, flat-bottomed
punts. He and another old boatman, who had taught im, were the only two people in England who could take a
punt up the rapids of the river Wye at Symonds Yat, Rachel told us. He called Corin “Bread and Butter” or
“Towser,” and took us for walks, which were runs for our short legs. Like all the Kempsons, he walked very fast
and upright, never slowing his pace.
In the days when his family had lived in Birchyfields, Grandpa Eric’s father had been bankrupted. So he left
school and became a bank clerk, studying in his spare time for an engineering degree at Cambridge. He took jobs
in a steelworks and a woolen mill, and for eight years he taught science at Rugby School. His favorite story from
Rugby was about the housemaster’s wife who used to order meat by telephone from the butcher’s.
“… and three pounds of your best mince, please.”
“Three pounds, ma’am? For the boys?”
“Not for the boys, of course. For the dogs!”
Grandpa Eric served in World War I in Palestine, where he won the Military Cross, and then returned to
teaching until, like many other teachers, he lost his job and had to take a post as a schools inspector. The salary
was very low and there was hardly enough money to pay the rent for a tiny terraced house in Kew. He taught
Rachel to drive a car, and at seventeen she left home to take a job as a companion to an elderly lady in Dorset.
Then, in 1915, he got the post of headmaster at the Royal Naval College and moved to Dartmouth, in Devon.
Simple physical descriptions and memories cannot convey the sort of man he was. Rachel told us many stories
about Eric, his life and his marriage, but I never felt I really knew him until Uncle Nicolas lent me a box of small
books and albums, among which I found a loose page from the Pottery Gazette and Glass Trade Review, dated
October 1943. Eric had given a talk on the BBC Radio Home Service, and the trade magazine had printed it.
From the standpoint of an educator, Eric saw British society with its rigid class system as “archconservative.”
And as a socialist he was acutely aware of the enormous contrast between the living conditions of the rich and the
poor throughout the country. He realized that most working people were deprived of a formal education, while
academics and industrialists, who knew nothing about labor at first hand, made decisions affecting the workers’
lives.
Eric proposed a school curriculum in which half the time would be given to books and half the time to
practical work:
“The present one hour to art, one hour to music, one to carpentry is just so much time wasted, for it is a sham.
What is done on the practical side must be taught by those who really know.” He also proposed a compulsory
period of National Service, “with pay, of not less than three year labor by hand, or with machines, in factories,
workshops farms, mines, on the railways or at sea, to come between school and university …”
Eric was one of the last honest descendants of Robert Owen, the English utopian socialist of the 1840s.
Where would my proposals lead us? To this: instead of over-academic public servants handing out what they are
pleased to consider benefits to the common man—we should have the work done and controlled by men and women
who knew it from the ground up. Conditions of work would be good, not because some politicians had a conscience,
but because the best men and women were in the work and knew what was wanted and how to get it. Men would be
good citizens not because they had attended a course in Civics, but because their work was worth doing, was well done
and had made them happy.

But the Labour government he voted for at the end of the war did not share his views, and devised an
examination that streamed off the “bright kids,” the “academic” ones, from the “nonacademic.” The latter were
given technical courses for manual labor, while their “academic” counterparts were groomed for college or
university.
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Thanks to Nurse Dulcie and Cousin Lucy I could read by the time I was four years old. My first book, The
Bird Tailsman by Henry Allen Wedgwood, was a gift, inscribed:
Vanessa, with Cousin Lucy’s love, Xmas 1942.

Lucy was a Wedgwood, and Henry Allen was a grandson of the original Josiah Wedgwood, the master potter
of Etruria, Stoke-on-Trent. If I look at the book now I can hear Lucy’s kindly, rasping voice, and I realize that her
early influence on us as children, her books, her questions, and her answers, spurred me on subsequently as I
struggled through the boring hours of Janet and John and their wretched cats on mats in my reading primer.
Children would undoubtedly learn to read much earlier, much faster, and with real pleasure if the subject matter
was not limited by lambs, and wolves, or those dreary little pigs.
In 1943 Corin and I and a new nurse, named Kathleen Randall, returned to London from Cousin Lucy’s and
Bromyard on the train. The worst of the Blitz was over, though bombing still continued, and Rachel, who was
pregnant, wanted us to be together. We had sandwiches for the journey, a thermos of tea, homemade biscuits, and,
best of all, a new book, a present from Rachel. As the train started to move I opened my book and began the most
enthralling story I had ever read—John Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress.
Then said Apollyon, “I am sure of thee now,” and with that he had almost pressed him to death, so that Christian
began to despair of life. But as God would have it, while Apollyon was fetching of his last blow, thereby to make a full
end of this good man, Christian nimbly reached out his hand for his Sword and caught it, saying,
“Rejoice not against me, O mine Enemy! When I fall I shall arise.”

As children we never went to the cinema and did not have television. There were no entertainments like Star
Wars to inspire us with mighty exploits. Thee was only war, and the reports of the war that we heard each day on
the radio, with no explanation offered as to why we were at war or what fascism was. Pilgrim’s Progress provided
me with a perspective on the world of 1943, and a longing that the good—my father and my uncles—would
triumph over the bad—Hitler and the fascists.
We came home to our parents’ new flat in Putney, overlooking the Thames. The London sky was filled with
great gray barrage balloons with ears like giant mice. At night the searchlights crisscrossed the sky on the other
side of the river. We reached our flat on the sixth floor by lift. In the nursery Corin and I shared was a rocking
horse with a real horsehair tail. Our next door neighbor was a kind old lady who would occasionally beckon us
into her flat for a tiny brick of delicious vanilla ice cream or a square of Cadbury’s milk chocolate. But then, out
of the blue, I fell ill.
“Have you got a mate?” asked a young girl’s voice.
I guessed she was about my age, six years old. Where was it coming from? I was alone in an isolation ward in
the Middlesex Hospital, with scarlet fever. On March 8, my sister, Lynn, was born, and I looked forward to a visit,
but no.
“I’m afraid you might infect her,” said the nurse, and it seemed my mother couldn’t come for the same reason.
The days were long and lonely, so the voice from the other side of the wall cheered me up.
“What’s a mate?”
A friend, she explained, someone you can share everything with. She told me she was a real Cockney, born
within the sound of Bow bells, and she taught me “Knees up, Mother Brown” and how to speak in Cockney
rhyming slang.
“Do you know any songs?” she asked. I sang a verse of Good King Wenceslas”
“Do you know this one?” she asked. Her clear, loud voice rang through the thin partition, Vera Lynn’s song:
There’ll be blue birds over
The white cliffs of Dover
Tomorrow, just you wait and see.

And then she left. Just as I was about to go home, as I sat waiting on the edge of my bed with my suitcase
packed, the matron looked at my face and said,
“What’s that?”
She brought a doctor, who looked at my chest and told me to get undressed again. He was sorry to say I
wouldn’t be leaving for a few days yet. I had chicken pox.
The days seemed longer than ever, but one afternoon I heard a voice from the room behind my pillow. A man’s
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voice. I was wildly excited, and now that my cockney friend had taught me not to be afraid of talking to strangers,
I lost no time in introducing myself. He was an airman. I sang him my new song, The White Cliffs of Dover, and
told him all about myself. I drew pictures for him and wrote him letters.
“I wish you could see them.”
“That’s no problem,” he said.
He made a gap about two inches in the partition with his clasp knife so we could see each other and exchange
drawings. He was dark and even more handsome than I had imagined. When his wife came to visit he showed her
the gap and then closed it so that they could have some privacy. I was filled with jealousy and talked all through
her visit. She was very kind and understanding and didn’t lose patience even when I kept interrupting her with:
“Are you going yet?”
“Not yet.”
“Isn’t it time for you to leave?”
“Not yet.”
One night the matron came into my room before we had time to close the gap. I knew that the thin line of light
would give us away and I tried everything I knew to distract her attention, but she was not to be fooled. The panel
was nailed up and the next day my airman was discharged. Later that afternoon, still covered in scabs, I was
pronounced free of infection.
My homecoming was worth waiting for. My baby sister was in her crib. That evening I watched, fascinated, as
Rachel breast-fed her, amazed that a tiny creature could such so strongly. Corin, at three years old, had been very
put out by her arrival and till showed little or no interest in her. For a while he had hidden under the dining-room
table in protest. At length he was persuaded to come out and cradle her in his arms.
“Be careful,” Nanny said. “You mustn’t drop her.”
“Would it matter?” he asked.
Michael had bought me a two-storey doll’s house and painted it himself, with hollyhocks and delphiniums
round the front door and red and white roses trailing up beside the windows. The oil paints made the roses stand
out so that you could touch their petals.
Michael called me “Van” at this time. Later it was “Vanessa,” or sometimes “V.” At six I was already tall for
my age, and my hair was long and straight, like Alice’s in Tenniel’s illustrations. I longed for those times when we
could be together, he and I, reading, talking, or painting, which was our special hobby. But although he had been
discharged from the navy with a wounded arm that wouldn’t straighten properly, his work, on tour in the theatre,
kept him away from home for long stretches of time. It was around then that Michael did something for me that
established a close bond between us forever. One morning I was whining to Nanny Randall,
“I’m bored. I’ve got nothing to do.”
“I’ll teach you to be bored,” said Nanny, who never stopped working from the moment she got up in the
morning until she went to bed at night and didn’t understand the word “bored.” She picked me up, put me in my
room, and shut the door.
My father surreptitiously opened it a crack. Then he went to the piano and started to play some beautiful
music. Nanny Randall must have had built in radar. She stomped out of the kitchen and slammed my door shut,
and I heard her scolding my father. I knew she was right to teach me a lesson, but none of that mattered now. I
glowed with the music and the knowledge that Michael had played it for me. From then on I adored him.
I first saw him on the stage when I was five, in a melodrama, The Duke in Darkness. I cannot recall much of
the story, but I vividly remember that at the end they threw Michael’s dead body over a parapet. Michael took me
backstage before the performance and showed me the mattress he fell on so that I wouldn’t be frightened.
I loved going to the theatre. For a treat one Christmas, Granny Margaret, Michael’s mother, promised to take
us to a pantomime, and for months before the planned outing we lived in a charged state of excitement and
anticipation. Granny Margaret had begun her career in pantomime in the chorus of Babes in the Wood at
Aberdeen, though no one would have known it. She never appeared in public without a dead fox on her shoulders,
and had a very deep, loud voice. She called Nanny “Nurse” and me “Van,” the only person other than Michael to
do so. But when she started life on the stage she was Daisy Scudamore.
Daisy Scudamore left her home in Portsmouth at the age of fifteen to try her luck in the theatre. Her mother
wept, and her father, William Scudamore, a shipwright, cursed her and said,
“Thank God you’re no daughter of mine!” In London she went straight to see an agent in Maiden Lane, who
took one look at her and said,
“So you are little Scudie.”
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He gave her the address of an actor-playwright-manager named Fortunatus Augustus Scudamore, William’s
cousin. “F.A.” lived in Barnes, and when he saw Daisy on his doorstep he threw his arms around her neck and
cried,
“If you are not my daughter, then I don’t know whose daughter you may be!”
Daisy lived with F.A., his wife, and his actor son, Lionel, for some years. She became his leading lady and had
some success at the theatre that he managed in Mile End in East London. But one day she made the mistake of
siding with Lionel in an argument, and, worse still, she left the flat threatening she would not perform in F.A.’s
play that night.
Next morning she returned to make her peace. She had of course not kept her threat to miss the performance
the night before, but she knew she had hurt the old man. She knocked for a while without getting an answer and,
growing alarmed, called the caretaker. They found F. A. on the floor. He had died of a heart attack, having turned
all her photographs to the wall, except one. To reach the last one he had needed a stepladder. His body lay at the
foot of the ladder.
By the time Corin and I knew Granny Margaret she had become Mrs. J. P. Anderson, wife of a wealthy retired
tea planter, although she was still a working actress. Michael never told her full story oin print—probably because
he wasn’t entirely sure how much was truth and how much invention—but he often spoke of it to Corin and me.
When I was eight, Granny Margaret took us to see Cinderella. Evelyn Laye played Prince Charming in a
dazzling white satin coat. Suddenly a giant teacup descended from the flies with a song printed on it, and Prince
Charming invited all the little girls to come up onto the stage and join her in the chorus. Cinderella asked for all
the little boys. Corin was very brave and dashed down the aisle to be with Cinderella. I was longing to follow but
I did not dare. Then we all sang the chorus, which was something like
Oh, I do like a nice cup of tea,
oh, I do like a nice cup of tea!

In between the scenes a drop was lowered and a long stream of little boys and girls ran out in front of the
footlights. The Terry Juveniles performed three numbers during the show. In one they were dressed as snowballs,
tap dancing on the tea trays they carried on. Their finale was an amazing display of handsprings and double
somersaults. At the end all the little Juveniles lined up in a series of backbends to form an arch, and the lead girl,
after the customary tension-building drum roll, leapt over their ten bodies, landing with a somersault and a
flourish on the other side.
My hair stood on end with excitement and envy. I longed to be a Terry Juvenile.
Until my seventh birthday, I never thought that I might work in the theatre. Rachel gave mea book called
Curtain Up by Noel Streatfield, which told the story of three children who were separated from their parents
during the war and were sent to drama school. It had never occurred to me that there were schools where children
could learn ballet, acting, and acrobatics. I found out there was one called the Italia Conti Stage School for
Children, and it became my aim to enroll in it.
When the V-1 rockets started we had to queue up at Fulham town hall for our gas masks. For Lynn there was a
gas cradle. She was laid inside and the lid was closed down over her, so that she resembled a miniature Snow
White through the glass window. Corin had a gas mask that looked like Mickey Mouse. Nanny growled and
prowled like a bear in her mask. Thinking it was very funny, we never asked what the masks were for. The V-1
rockets that Londoners called doodlebugs and the later V-2s thumped down day and night. We saw strange men
with yellow diamonds sewn on the backs of their brown overalls clearing away the rubble in the streets. Nanny
said they were “internees.”
In 1944 Nanny took Corin, Lynn, and me away from London again and back to Herefordshire, this time to a
small cottage in Bromyard that belonged to another Kempson, Cousin Joan. There was a wireless, and every
afternoon at five o’clock we listened to a program called Children’s Hour. Uncle Mac, David, and Elizabeth
became almost as familiar to me as my own relations, and soon I had anther ambition: to broadcast on Children’s
Hour.
Not long after the war, Corin and I wrote to Uncle Mac at the News Chronicle, where he had a regular column,
asking for an audition. He replied that he would be happy to see us. He was a nice old man—not unlike Grandpa
Eric, except that he wore an eye patch instead of a monocle—and his voice was so uncannily similar to that
familiar voice on the on the wireless that it was like talking to a ventriloquist. He explained that he now longer
broadcast himself, except on special occasions, but he arranged for us to audition for Uncle David. I read a piece
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in several languages and accents to show my versatility, but for some reason best known to themselves, Children’s
Hour never employed me, though they gave Corin a small part in a Christmas play.
During this second long visit to Bromyard we made friends with a ten-year-old boy, Stephen Croft. His parents
had nothing to do with the theatre, but Stephen was even more stage-struck than I. He had a magnificent model
theatre that he had made himself, with tiny electric light bulbs for footlights and numerous different stage designs.
He started our drama group. There were three members: Stephen, the dramatist and director; Corin and myself,
the actors.
Our first production was called Shipwreck. We rehearsed in the playroom on the top floor at Cousin Lucy’s
house and charged a half-penny admission, all proceeds to be sent to the Merchant Navy Appeal Fund. My first
entrance as a shipwrecked lady began with a long speech enumerating the possessions I had saved from the
wreck. I stepped forward into the middle of the room, lost my nerve, forgot my list, and came to a dead halt.
Stephen prompted me, but I was paralyzed before the dozen or so spectators sitting in rows a few feet away from
me and looking me straight in the eye. Stephen stepped in front of me, furious.
“Ladies and gentlemen, I must apologize to you. We must tart the play all over again. Vanessa’s gone and
bished it all.”
We met regularly to discuss further presentations, and eventually I claimed my right to take my turn as group
dramatist. I wrote some scenes, which the boys obligingly rehearsed. I enjoyed this experience so much I wanted
to prolong it.
“The play’s not finished yet. There are a few more scenes I forgot to tell you about. We’ll rehearse them
tomorrow.”
The next day we ran through my material very quickly, so I started to improvise the outline of what was to
follow, but the boys had got my measure and told me firmly that enough was enough.
Since Corin and I were dependent on plays as our main form of entertainment, I developed a passion for
acting. When we didn’t actually put on a play for an audience we rehearsed and performed for ourselves, but
usually we would find some friends or relatives to watch us.
While we were staying at cousin Joan’s, Corin and I attended a class that included the sons and daughters of
the local doctor, pharmacist, vicar, and grocer. The local parents had obtained a large schoolroom in a country
house, about three miles outside Bromyard, to which Westminster School had been evacuated.
Corin and I walked to the schoolroom every day, setting off from the cottage across fields, through some
woods, and across a plank that spanned a narrow stream some six feet below. I was always frightened and Corin
had to encourage me over to the other side. It is only now, as I write, that I recall Lillian Hellman’s story about
crossing the stream with her friend Julia. Corin was my Julia.
The governess who ran the class was a sadist. Her daily target, the doctor’s eldest son, was a quiet, gentle, and
rather plump boy. He suffered dreadfully from her bitchy sarcasm and occasional raps with a ruler. I had already
read Jane Eyre, and this woman reminded me of the cruel Miss Scatcherd, who killed poor Helen by making her
stand in the wind and rain at Lowood, the charity school.
In 1944 I read another terrible story, but this one was true. It appeared on the front page of Nanny’s Sunday
newspaper, the News of the World.
First I saw the picture of two small boys, Neil and Terry, aged nine and seven. They were evacuees from
London who worked in the fields for a farmer. He starved them, beat them, accused them of being lazy, then
punished their “laziness” by locking them up at night in the pigsty.
Desperate with hunger, they went into the fields and scraped up some of his turnips and ate them. The farmer
found out and beat them with a strap so badly that Neil, the elder boy, died.
More than twenty years later, in 1970, I was reading to my daughters, Tasha and Joely, from a children’s
comic. One story was about a group of children who were evacuated to a farmer during the war and were forced
to work in the fields. I realized that Neil and Terry were not so exceptional and that many children like them must
have been forced into labor gangs.
Later still, in 1982, I was talking with a Glasgow bus driver about the Thatcher government’s cheap labor
scheme, the Youth Training Scheme for unemployed sixteen- and seventeen-year-olds. They were paid forty
dollars for five to six days’ hard labor at menial, unskilled work, and there was no job at the end of six months.
Since the driver looked about forty-five years old, I asked him if he knew anything about child labor during the
war.
“Oh, yes,” he said, and told me his story.
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I’ll never forget it; it was scandalous. It happened to thousands of working-class children from the cities. It
happened to me and my brother. We were evacuated from Clydeside. We were herded with loads of kids into a church
hall. We were told to stand in lines. The farmers came in and went down the lines inspecting us, to select the boys they
wanted to take on One farmer came up to my brother and started pinching his arms and legs to feel his muscles. Then
he opened his mouth and looked at his teeth. Then he said, “I’ll have him.” He said he didn’t want me. I was too small.
I began bawling and hollering because I didn’t want to be separated from my brother. I made such a din, I wouldn’t stop
until he gave in, walked away, and chose another lad instead of my brother. All that was Ernest Bevin. He was in charge
of that.

When Winston Churchill formed his wartime National Coalition government in 1940, he asked Ernest Bevin,
chairman of the Trades Union Congress to become Minister of Labour. Bevvin and his Labour Party colleagues
drew up special regulations. It became a crime for a trade unionist to call for a strike, or organize against the
regulations covering hours, conditions, or wages. That didn’t stop the strikes. But the conditions were harsh, basic
democratic rights were denied, and some of those who organized went to prison. Many larger farmers and
landowners made handsome profits from the conscripted labor, as did the coal owners and the steel and shipyard
owners.
That is the other side of the war, the history of these working-class families and their children. Many books
have been written about the war, but I have yet to read one that tells their story.
One wet afternoon Corin and I walked with nanny and Lynn, who was in her pram, down Bromyard High
Street into the market square. It was raining hard. A van was parked with its back doors open and a huge crowd
had gathered round. We went closer. Inside the window, or beyond it, we could see more crowds.
Suddenly, we saw a woman in a headscarf rush up to a soldier and embrace him. Then her face became very
large and she turned her eyes in our direction and wiped away her tears She waved at us. Corin and I wave back.
Nanny laughed, and so did some of the others standing by.
“It’s a film,” Nanny said. “There’s nobody there. It’s just a newsreel.”
The war was over, as was our stay in the country. We returned to London, and our parents. …
216.79 Excerpt from The Trickster\fn{by Muriel Gray (1938- )} East Kilbride, South Lanarkshire, Scotland, United
Kingdom (F) 9
1
When he screamed, his lips slid so far up his teeth that the rarely exposed gum looked like shiny, flayed meat.
Hunting Wolf’s eyes flicked open and stared. There was a semicircle of faces above him. Silent. Watching.
For a moment he stayed perfectly still, allowing himself to regain the feeling of being inside his body, that dull
ache of reality after the lightness of the spirit’s escape. Then the numbing cold of the snow beneath his naked back
stabbed at his skin, and mocked him with the knowledge that he was firmly back in the realm of the flesh.
Sweat was still trickling down his breast, beads of moisture clinging to his brown nipples like decoration, and
he stared up at the gray, snow-laden sky in hot despair.
The faces looked on. They would not step forward to touch him or help him in this state. The shaman’s trance
was sacred and they had no way of knowing when it would be over.
But it was over now. He had looked into the thing’s face. Oh, Great Spirit, he had. And the filthy darkness, the
bottomless malice he had seen there, had been nearly impossible to bear.
The white men gathered by the mountain were insane. He had seen that, too. Their madness, their folly.
And what could he do?
The shaman got up from the ground with a swiftness that surprised his audience of watchers, and walked away.
The faces regarded him for a moment, and then, one by one, followed.
2
How many times had he done this, for Christ’s sake?
Joshua Tennent had pulled freight back and forth through the Corkscrew Tunnel for nearly three years, and just
because of one foolish, possibly imagined incident, he found himself nearly shitting his shorts like a toddler every
time that black arch yawned in front of him. He felt panic mash his guts.
He’d guessed Martell would make fun of him, he could tell by the way he had shifted eagerly in his seat as
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they’d climbed up the approach to Wolf Mountain. Joshua had hoped the lump of lard would doze illegally until
they reached Silver, but he’d been alert and beady-eyed for miles. Those two serpentine tubes of blackness lay
between them and town, and the conductor wasn’t in the mood for regulation-breaking sleep. Joshua thought it
best to ignore the bastard. Martell wasn’t the first to twist the knife and he wouldn’t be the last. Concentrating on
smothering his fear was labor enough for now.
The conductor peeked across at his white-faced engineer, as he slapped the shoulder of the third occupant of
the cab, a sullen brakeman called Henry. He gesticulated grandly toward Joshua, his two rodent-like eyes
narrowing into slits of mirth.
"Look, Henry. Hoghead’s got the shits again ’bout goin’ through the Corkscrews.”
The brakeman disregarded both the slap and the remark, answering only with a barely perceptible upward
movement of his head, the reverse of a nod. Martell was undeterred. This shift had bored the balls off him, with
the brakeman sitting motionless and silent in front of him. And this engineer had nothing to say either.
Wesley Martell didn’t much like to be left alone with his thoughts: too much track gazing and those thoughts
had the habit of chucking up things he’d rather not meet again. Especially on a night haul, when the lights of the
train illuminated a few yards of the track ahead, making it dance and gyrate on the edge of darkness like
something alive. No, he’d rather talk. Talk was life. Silence was a kind of death, and he’d had enough silence on
this journey.
Back at the depot, Joshua and his tunnels were the butt of an endless running joke among the local crews, and
Martell was damned if he wasn’t going to use anything he could to get a little spark into this seven-hour bitch of a
shift, so he took his shot.
Joshua was still, quiet, and white. He had it coming.
“Better keep a hand on that throttle, engineer. Think I saw something movin’ in there.”
He threw his head back and wheezed out a guffaw. He laughed alone, but Henry turned his head slightly
toward Martell before returning to gaze vacantly out the window.
Joshua could feel his hands turning clammy. It wasn’t hard to ignore that guy. Ever since he’d confided in
some brakemen from Toronto what had happened to him that day in the Tunnel, he’d taken a ribbing that was now
so obligatory it had practically entered the Canadian Railway Operating Rules Book.
What was hard, and getting harder every time they came through, was trying to resist jamming on the dynamic
brake handle and jumping out of the train cab into the snow before the three men and those hundred cars of gradeone coal were launched into the gaping black mouth.
Funny to think that right now, on the wooden viewing platform up on the highway, tourists would be yelping to
each other like excited coyotes at spotting a freight train about to go through the famous tunnels. It was a Kodak
moment, all right: with a train as long as this one, the onlookers would see the engine disappear into the first
tunnel, then double back on itself, only to appear to be traveling in the opposite direction to its freight before
entering the second tunnel.
Joshua had stopped on the highway once to look at the sign on the platform. It told him in kiddie-speak letters
that they had blasted into the mountain ninety years ago, using the spiral design to avoid a wicked gradient
through Wolf Pass. There were shitty pencil drawings of pioneers with big hats and mustaches, and a lot of bull
about the early days of railway, but at least there was a diagram of the tunnels inside the mountain. You could see
exactly how the Corkscrew worked, how it quartered the gradient with those two curly holes in the hill. Joshua
had never thought about it much before then, and he didn’t think about it much after either. That is, until he had
his fright.
It didn’t matter how many times he went over it in his head. He’d lain awake at nights in the C.P. bunkhouses
and at home in Stoke, trying to figure out why he’d gotten scared. Worst thing was, it was a whole year ago,
almost exactly this time last winter, and the scare hadn’t worn off.
The way he remembered it, they’d come through the lower tunnel, the engine just entering the second, when
the End-to-Train unit had gone apeshit. There was a hot box back there, and nothing to do but to stop. With the
gradient they had to negotiate coming up before the higher tunnel, the last thing they needed was a car with
screaming white-hot axles dragging behind them. Joshua recalled whistling through his teeth with exasperation as
the whole damn hulk screeched to a halt and the conductor and brakeman got up from their chairs and stretched
their legs.
The boxes had stopped out there in the gorge, sitting in the thin wintry sunlight, leaving the cab of the engine
about fifty yards into the tunnel, and Joshua knew he had to get back there and investigate. Barney the brakeman
handed Joshua a thick black rubber flashlight with one hand and put the kettle on the hot plate with the other,
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saying clearly without words that the engineer would have his and the conductor’s assistance when they were
good and ready. It was the delay that had pissed off Joshua—the time it was going to take to check it all out and
put it right. It had been his homeward shift, taking him back to Beat River and Mary’s bed, a heavenly prospect
after five nights in the bunkhouses, lying beside guys snoring like they were sawing logs.
He remembered thinking two things. The first was that at least it was lucky the cars had stopped outside the
tunnel, and the second thought, like it had come from nowhere, was the living rock. Three innocent words, just
sitting there doing nothing, going nowhere, meaning little. But there.
He took the flashlight and saluted sarcastically to Barney as he opened the cab door and left. It was the only
time he’d ever stopped in the tunnels, and yes, compared with the cement-lined tunnels that ran under the
highways on the east coast, the rock was alive, all right. So much for “a feat of grand engineering”. Seemed like
the guys had just blasted the sucker and left. The walls and ceiling surprised him with their unhewn crudity,
something he had never perceived by the weak light of the cab as they’d passed through the tunnel a hundred
times. Ice hung from every crack in thin, savage spikes and sporadically coated the rock face with vast, glistening
sheets.
And everything was dark ahead of the engine. Really dark. The curve of the tunnel meant that you could only
see one entrance at a time. In fact, there was a point, right in the middle of the tunnel’s arc, where you couldn’t
see any light at all; but he didn’t care to think of that right now. His breath billowed up in front of his face like
steam, partially obscuring his view of the sunlit opening ahead each time he exhaled.
He should have been thinking about how they were going to get to the maintenance yard forty kilometers away
without too much damage or time loss: he should have been thinking like an engineer. But he wasn’t. All he could
hear, echoing in his head as though his skull were a tunnel, were the words, the living rock, the living rock.
He hadn’t needed the flashlight for the first few yards, the walls being lit by the cab interior, but by the time he
drew level with the first car, Joshua had to use it, picking his way along the track and trying not to fall over the
sleepers half-buried in gravel. The arch of sunlight was clear ahead, its illumination extending barely a few feet
into the dark, and already he was starting to regret he hadn’t insisted that Barney come with him. He touched the
walkie-talkie hanging on his hip, annoyed that it hadn’t crackled into life. Clearly his two crew companions were
treating this like a break instead of a breakdown. He was tempted to press “talk” and shout horse’s ass at them as
he passed the second car, just to remind them he was there, but realized grimly that it wasn’t irritation making him
anxious to summon them, but apprehension. His hand left the radio, unclipped the ear flaps on his cap and let
them fall. Joshua Tennent was suddenly very cold.
It wasn’t so much a noise he heard, more the feeling of a noise. That is he sensed there was something scraping
in the rock above him. Not scraping on the surface, like a bat or a chipmunk, but scraping inside the rock as if the
stone itself was shifting. But he didn’t hear it. He felt it. The tunnel was not silent: the idling engine hissed and
clanked, dripped and cracked at random as he progressed along its metal flanks. Any rusding in the tunnel would
have to work hard to make itself heard above the cacophony.
Even now, he still couldn’t say which sense was being alerted, but the memory of the feeling was pungent. At
first he ignored it. How could you feel a noise? Walking on, he realized that he hadn’t breathed for about six or
seven seconds and corrected the oversight with a cloud of vapor. But why was he on red alert?
He felt it again. It was above him, he was sure of that. Something stirring in the rock above the ceiling. But no,
that wasn’t right. It was the rock in the ceiling itself that was stirring, moving above him like iron filings attracted
to his magnet.
Joshua wanted to run then, very badly indeed. But from what? There was no sound, for God’s sake, nothing to
hear but the train. If he gave in to his instincts, how would he explain to Barney or the conductor why he ran
flailing along the track, stumbling into the sunlight like a fool? He kept that picture close as he walked more
quickly toward the tunnel mouth, making himself visualize Barney’s face as he described how a sound “felt.”
“You bin drinkin’ meths?” he would say for sure. It was Barney's favorite joke, a joke he used on anything he
didn’t agree with, understand or like.
Enough. He would walk on like an adult and fix that fucking car. The sooner it was done, the sooner he’d be
downing a cold one in The Deerbrush, with Mary perched beside him on a stool. He was only three cars away
from the sun, and whatever else his heart was saying, his head was saying there is no noise. He had looked back
then and been surprised by how far away the lights of the cab seemed.
All the way back there the rock was still living. Joshua stopped breathing again and stood still. The noise, the
feeling, halted with him. He waited. It waited. Then, it happened.
Like a released pinball, the noise, the feeling, concealed in its ceiling of rock, shot away from Joshua with a
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velocity that made him dizzy. He knew it was something alive, and he knew it was traveling the whole length of
the tunnel’s arc to the other entrance. There was a fraction of a pause, the fraction of a pause you expect when
something thrown very hard is bouncing off its wall. The pause before it starts to come right back at you.
It was darkness, and it was rushing up the tunnel toward him like water forced through a pipe. Again he felt it
first, reeling from its shock waves as they pushed him back toward the entrance. But when he saw it, the natural
black of the tunnel’s sunlessness being obscured by a deeper blackness impossible to comprehend, he
remembered to breathe.
As the black tide swallowed up the cab of the train, breaking over it like a wave, he turned and ran, his legs
buckling and floundering beneath him. He had to make the entrance. There was no doubt about that at all. Instinct
had told his logic to shut the fuck up and run, and instinct was telling him that if that wall of rushing blackness
reached him before he reached the light, he would never feel the sun on his face again.
When he fell out of the tunnel, gulping for breath, the last thing he remembered was the darkness slamming
into the entrance, as though the manmade arch described an invisible prison door. He was sure the darkness
screamed with fury. No sound again, just a visceral reading of a ripping, hungry scream.
Joshua was sure he had just preserved his sanity. The brakeman and conductor were not so sure. When they
found Joshua, he was lying in the snow jabbering, and the best they could get out of him was the living rock.
He was taken home by road and was back at work in two weeks. The conductor and brakeman filed a report,
recalling that there had been a short power cut in the cab at the time that engineer Tennent had run. Yes, they had
experienced temporary darkness, and yes, that’s probably what spooked him so bad. No harm done. Everybody
was safe, and there was a whole new joke to pass around the bunkhouses now that the one about Joe’s bear
encounter had worn thin.
But even now, a whole year later, and after a hundred nudges and grins when Joshua walked into the canteen,
each time the Corkscrews loomed he toyed with trading his railway pension for steady work in a hamburger joint.
Martell was still chuckling as the cab entered the tunnel.
“Rock still livin’, Tennent? Can’t hear no breathin’.”
He wheezed some more in Joshua’s direction, until he realized that neither his brakeman or engineer were
going to respond. Martell was starting to get mad. A man making a joke deserves some kind of answer, even if the
joke’s an old one. He’d put up with this silence too long.
The dark engulfed them, the yellow light from the cab flickering on the irregular shapes of the rough rock
walls, but the entrance to the tunnel was clearly visible ahead. Martell leaned forward in his chair.
“Guess you’re keepin’ it shut ’cause you know that whole livin’ rock thing was a crock of shit, Tennent. That
right?” Joshua kept his eyes on the growing arch of light.
“Guess so, Wesley.”
“Well, let’s us just stop in the upper tunnel and check it out. Clear it up for good.”
Joshua dared not look at him. He sat motionless, his throat dry.
“You heard. Hit the brakes. Now.”
He heard, all right. Why not? Joshua knew it would get him one day. Every time he dreamed of that rushing,
hungry darkness, he knew it would get him. Now was as good a time as any. Turning slowly to look at Martell, he
pulled back the brake and watched the conductor’s florid face as the train began its laborious process of halting.
Forty-five seconds later, they stopped just inside the mouth of the upper tunnel.
Joshua Tennent held his conductor’s eyes in a gaze like a mongoose holding a snake. Martell twitched. Maybe
the engineer was really crazy. Maybe this was where he went Charlie Manson and they’d all end up being stencils
for a cop’s chalk outline. But then again, maybe not. There was face to be saved here, and when all was said and
done he was the guy in charge, and crazy or not, Tennent had better understand that, and understand it good.
“Want to get out and say hi to the rock?” The conductor spat the words. A pause.
“Sure. After you, Wesley.” The delay in the reply was deliberate, the tone of voice imitating Joshua’s.
“After you, son.”
Joshua stood. It would get him. Of course it would. He would face it now, it would get him, and the thing
would be done. Over. His eyes never leaving those of the conductor, he walked to the cab door behind his seat,
pushed down the thin aluminum handle, and opened it. Cold air poured in like syrup.
“Coming? Or are you scared, Wesley?”
Funny thing, though, Wesley Martell was scared. He kept thinking about the rock. The living rock. Even
though he knew the whole thing was bullshit, his stomach turned a loop at having to walk out that cab door and
stand three feet from the craggy wall. But he was still more mad than scared, and if that crazy shit-for-brains
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hoghead thought he was going to back down now, then he was fucking loony.
“Oh, sure, Tennent. It’s tricklin’ down my legs and fillin’ my boots. But I’m right at your heels, boy.”
Joshua inhaled a lungful of warm cab air and stepped out onto the metal platform to face the rock. Martell was
at his side immediately.
Joshua waited. The two men stood silently, their backs to the light of the window, staring at the icy stone.
Nothing happened. Joshua closed his eyes. Nothing. The only sound was that of the massive diesel engine
chugging beneath a sheath of steel. Martell felt the cold settle on him like a silk cloak.
Joshua opened his eyes, his breast heaving with a mixture of relief and dismay. Did he really imagine it last
time? Was he crazy? He’d dreamed of this so many times in the last year, tossing and sweating in his bed as the
nightmare darkness swept him away, and yet he knew there was nothing here but rock. He couldn’t “feel” any
sound at all. He looked at Martell with naked contempt.
“Happy?”
“Pleased as a baby at a tit. I guess the livin’ rock ain’t home today.”
He squeezed out a laugh as they re-entered the cab, closed the door and returned to their chairs. The throttle
opened and the train made a series of metallic screeches of protest as it inched away. It was the deafening noise of
the engine that prevented the three men from hearing the other sound.
The sound of two six-foot-iong icicles shattering as they splintered onto the metal platform where the
conductor and engineer had stood.
3
Billy broke the laws of physics every time he yelled. How a holler that loud came to be emitted from such a
tiny frame would have given Einstein pause to pull his mustache in thought.
“It’s coming!” Sam Hunt made a mock ear trumpet with his hand and leaned toward his son.
“Sorry? Didn’t get that.” Billy’s small oval face looked up at Sam and broke into a grin.
“Sure you did. Feel. It’s coming now.”
Sam bent into a crouch and laid a palm on the freezing rail. He could feel nothing, but Billy, they both knew,
was the expert here.
“OK, then. Bird or Queen this time?”
Billy was thoughtful. He turned the pale yellow dollar coin over in his mittened hand and made a decision.
“I’m gonna go for the duck. You put yours Queen-up.”
He leaned forward and placed the dollar on top of the rail track as carefully as if he were handling a rod of
plutonium. Sam, smiling, positioned his dollar a yard farther up the track, the profile of the Queen of England
facing the direction of the oncoming train like she knew what she was in for.
From here on the edge of town you could just make out the entrance of the tunnel, looming above the pines
about three miles off, but Sam was damned if he knew how Billy could feel the vibrations of a train that far away.
But he did, and here it came, the headlight emerging from the dark hole right on cue.
“Stand back, Billy.” Sam stretched a hand out for the boy’s.
“Aw, get real, Dad. That’s not gonna be here for at least five minutes.”
Sam stood up and looked toward the tunnel mouth, his hand still extended to his son.
“No, you’re right, Billy boy. Why don’t you just lie with your head on the rail, and if it gets cut off at the neck
your Mom and I see what we can get for your bike at a rummage sale?”
Billy sighed and rolled his eyes. He stood up and took the large offered hand, and together they moved back
from the track. Still holding hands, they squatted on the snowy embankment ten feet away to wait.
From behind the forest came the deep, long, discordant hoot of the train’s horn, filling Silver Valley with a
sound so thick it resonated in the spine as well as in the ears. Sam lifted his head like a cat smelling fish.
“You like that sound, Dad, don’t you?”
“Yeah.”
“I like it too.” Sam looked down at the face of the boy, framed now in his blue anorak hood, his black eyes
glittering in a brown face.
“What’s it make you think of, Billy?” The boy looked solemn.
“You.”
Sam was silent. He tightened his grip on the mitten containing his son’s small hand and resumed gazing up the
track. Billy smiled up at him.
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“Don’t you want to know why?”
“Do I have a choice here?” The boy giggled, a sound so sweet that Sam thought it might make primroses poke
through the snow at their feet.
“It just sounds like you, that’s all. I don’t know why.”
“So I sound like a freight train horn, is that what you're saying? Remind me of that if I'm ever tempted into a
karaoke bar.”
But he’d lost his son’s attention. Billy had his timing wrong for once. The train was already in sight on the long
straight stretch leading into town, and it would be on top of their dollars in about a minute. Billy yelped like a
rodeo MC and jumped to his feet.
“How big, Dad? How big? What’s the record?” He was jumping on the spot.
“Two and a half inches. I think.”
“Metric, Dad. What’s that in centimeters?” Sam, legs drawn up to his armpits, his arms flopping lazily over the
knees, looked down into the snow and laughed.
“Got me there, Billy boy. Guess I’m not doing so hot today. Sound like a horn and can’t count modern.”
The rails were singing now as fourteen thousand tons of iron tested their rivets, and when the horn sounded
again, father and son nearly felt it blow their hair.
The train was on them. They could see the men in the cab, sitting high in the dirty red-and-white-striped metal
box. The engine looked like a face, the crew peering out of small windows that made eyes at either side of a huge
snout housing the horsepower. Billy waved up at the big metal face, yelling hopelessly, his voice lost in the roar of
the thundering diesel engine, unaware that Sam held the hem at the back of his anorak protectively.
From one of the eyes in the iron face, the flesh-and-blood face of a fat man scowled down at them as the
engine rumbled past. No one was going to wave at Billy today. Sam watched his son’s expression turn from
excitement to disappointment as the cab slipped away and they faced nothing but a mile of coal cars, shedding ice
as the sun got to work on them.
“He didn’t see us, Dad.”
Sam knew they’d been seen, all right. In fact he knew exactly what that fat face had been thinking, as it looked
lazily out of its window and fixed its beady eyes on them. But he would do everything in his power to protect
Billy from that thought.
“Guess not. How’re the dollars doin’?”
“Still there, I think. I can see mine. Only about twenty cars to go.”
Man and boy waited patiently, man perhaps more patiently than boy, until the last car rolled by, and they
watched the back end of the train slide away. Billy looked down at Sam, who still squatted in the snow, lost in
thought.
“Can I get ’em?”
“Yeah. Go for it. Remember they’re hot.”
Billy darted forward to the rail as Sam stood and stretched his six-foot body beneath its down-filled jacket: by
the way his son was breathily mouthing wow, he guessed they'd had a result. He joined him by the track.
“At least eight centimeters, Dad. Look.” Billy passed the flattened disc of yellow metal to his father, eyes wide
in anticipation of approval as Sam turned the hot trophy over in his gloved hand.
“Matter that it ain’t exactly round?” Billy shook his head.
“Then I guess it’s a record. Official.”
Billy cheered and snatched back the metamorphosed dollar. He ran to where Sam had placed his.
“Sorry, Dad. Yours slipped.”
True enough. Sam’s dollar had fallen off the track before the train could do its business. He was glad the glory
had all been Billy’s but he feigned a little hurt as he pocketed the unchanged coin.
“Gee. This isn’t my day.” Billy came up to his father, put his short little arms around Sam’s padded waist and
hugged him.
“I love you, Dad. You can have mine.”
If love could have weight, Sam thought that freight train would have trouble shifting his. He wanted to squeeze
his son so hard his muscles ached at the restraint they were under.
“I love you too, Billy. You keep the dollar. There’ll be plenty more. I’ll beat ya yet.”
Billy broke the hug and ran through the thick snow, stumbling like a cripple to the parked car, making a noise
like a train as he went. Sam looked at the retreating train, the distant sound of its bell clanging as it slowed up
through town.
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If that driver really had been thinking what Sam suspected, he might be inclined to pull the fat bastard from the
cab and kill him. But how could Sam know that Wesley Martell was innocent? Martell wasn’t thinking, That kid
must be crazy if he thinks I’m going to wave at two stinking Indians. In fact, Martell hadn’t even noticed them.
Nothing had been farther from his thoughts.
*
“The light you can leave on all day. Light 96 CHFM. Stevie Wonder comin’ up next …”
Sam’s hand couldn’t get to the car stereo “off” button fast enough. What the hell did Katie do with his
cassettes? The radio would kick in if there was no tape in the player, and even after ten years of marriage, Sam
still hadn’t learned to turn the goddarnn thing off before he started the ignition. Katie always left the radio on, he
should know by now. There were only two stations a car radio could pick up this far into the mountains, both of
them beaming in from Calgary, and both of them made Sam long for legislation to shoot disc jockeys.
The only solution was his cassettes, but it looked like she’d cleared them away again.
“Dig in the glove box, Billy. Any music in there?” Billy opened it and rummaged around.
“Nah.”
“What does she do with them?” Billy smiled.
“Help me choose some at the gas station.”
“Sure.”
Sam turned the car into Silver’s main street and headed for the Petro-Canada. Cruising down the wide street,
its curbs piled high with wedges of old black snow, always made Sam feel like he was being covered in warm
syrup. It was comforting. It was safe. It was also breathtakingly beautiful. At the eastern end of the street Wolf
Mountain stabbed into the sky, a pyramid of seemingly impenetrable rock. Since Silver was nearly five thousand
feet above sea level, and Wolf Mountain officially eight and a half thousand, the stone cliffs that towered over the
town were pushing four thousand feet.
But its fortress was a lie. The climber braving those crags would be crestfallen to discover that the mountain
was all bravado and had been tamed several times over. Not only did the railroad run right through its guts, but its
gentler western flanks were blanketed with ski trails and restaurants, hiding from the town as though Silver might
notice the mountain had gone soft and lose its temper.
But to the non-skiing tourists wandering around the sunny sidewalks, looking in gift shops and killing time
until their partners came down off the slopes, Wolf Mountain was picture-postcard wilderness.
Sometimes Sam thought the mountain looked like it sealed off the street like a gate, even though it sat at least
three miles away from town. In fact, the very first night he and Katie spent in Silver together, he’d had a
nightmare that he was running, lungs bursting, trying to escape from the town, or something in the town, and the
mountain kept blocking his exit with a wall of living rock. Weird dream. Weird, since he loved Silver. And he
loved Wolf Mountain.
They turned into the gas station and pulled up to a pump. Vince looked up from the till and waved a solemn
greeting to them through the window. Billy leaped out and ran into the shop while Sam watched the pump eating
up his dollars. Next time he looked he saw Billy inside, earnestly spinning the cassette rack. A handwritten sign
on top of the carousel read,
TRUCK DRIVERS DELIGHT. ALL COUNTRY TAPES HALF PRICE. THIS WEEK ONLY. WE MUST BE
CRAZY!!
There was a guy in a felt hat at the counter who kept glancing back at Billy while Vince worked at his credit
card. He mouthed a sentence to Vince and laughed. Vince smiled, then caught sight of Sam watching him. Vince
saw something in Sam’s eyes and averted his gaze. The customer picked up the paperwork and left the shop. Billy
was still spinning the cassette rack when Sam came in to pay.
“Anything?” Billy looked thoughtful.
“Whitney Houston?”
Sam made a fanning motion in front of his face like he was wafting away a bad smell. Billy rolled his eyes and
resumed his search, as Sam walked over to the desk.
“How’s it going, Sam?”
“Good. Good.”
“Twenty-eight dollars.” Sam fished the bills out of his wallet.
“What did that guy say about Billy, Vince?”
“What guy?”
Sam jerked a thumb in the direction of the man, strapping himself into a Chrysler beside the Wicked Witch of
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the East. Vince looked out.
“Aw, nothing. Just passing the time of day. Tourist.”
He held his hand out for the money. Sam put the bills on the counter.
“What did he say?” Vince sighed.
“He said, ‘Am I getting old or are truck drivers getting younger?’ Funny guy, huh?”
“That was it?”
“That was it.”
Sam looked into Vince’s eyes and was confused by the message there. Vince picked up the money and opened
the till.
“Need a receipt?”
“No, thanks.” Billy joined them, his head barely making it over the counter, his hand clutching a cellophanewrapped cassette.
“OK, what about this one? Kenny Rogers.” Sam put a hand on his son's head, still looking at the man behind
the till, and tried to repair the damage.
“Jesus, Vince, your taste in music stinks.”
“We aim to please.”
“Catch you later. Give my regards to Nancy.”
“Will do.”
“Billy. Put back that box from Hell.”
Billy complied and they left the shop. They had driven fifty yards before Sam spoke again,
“What did that guy in the shop say to Vince? You know, the guy that was in before me?”
Billy was singing to himself and looking out the window. He stopped singing, and smiled up at Sam.
“He said was he getting old or were truck drivers getting younger? He was meaning me.” Billy giggled again.
“Imagine thinking a nine-year-old kid was a truck driver. Just ’cause I was looking through the cassettes.” He
laughed again, and then got back to the busy task of singing to himself.
Sam felt sick. What the hell was wrong with him? That shit-kicking train driver had thrown him off balance by
not returning Billy’s wave. Why did Sam have to look for prejudice where there was none? He was going to have
to learn to trust. Silver was a nice town. It was full of nice people. Sam thought he should maybe write that out a
hundred times when he got like this. Stop him getting so cranky.
Yeah. It was full of really nice people. He turned the radio on.
“ … not too hard, not too soft, just light. This is ‘Daniel’, Elton John …”
*
Truth. Silver was a nice town. Regular population eight thousand, twice that when the tourists poured in. In
summer they came in camper vans, bringing the main street to a standstill while the passengers peered at maps
and pointed, and the drivers constantly wheeled round in their seats, either shouting at kids in the back or looking
for somewhere to park, like predators stalking game. They were a pain in the butt. They turned the town into a
zoo.
Winter, right now, was better. Skiers traveled by car or on tour buses, and somehow they weren’t so cheesy,
didn’t wear so many shiny leisure suits, didn’t picnic in dumb places.
But the winter trade was altogether different. Even the Japanese, who skied all season wearing identical white
ski suits like Elvis’s last days in Vegas, were different from the packs that roamed Silver in the summer. The
summer Japanese were on tours, herded around by fierce guides, photographing pretty much anything their
diminutive leader pointed at. The winter ones came in couples. They had more money to spend, stayed in the big
Canadian Pacific hotels on the edge of town, and no one minded them a bit.
Winter also brought the ski bums, the Australian and American kids who worked just enough to buy a lift pass
and ski the season away. They camped out in the staff accommodation shacks, hidden well out of sight of the
tourists in the back streets, revealing their residence by the stinking T-shirts and ski suits they hung out their
windows to air.
Sometimes Sam had to take the staff minibus and pick them up; all part of the menial work as an employee of
the Silver Ski Company. Other company guys minded plenty when it was their turn, but Sam kind of liked it. The
Aussies were funny. In fact, last season he’d gotten real friendly with a guy called Bunny Campbell from
Melbourne, who’d invited Sam, Katie and the two kids out to Australia for a vacation. They’d never go. Sam
knew that. But he got the occasional card from Bunny and it made him feel cosmopolitan, knowing someone
halfway around the world.
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Jess loved Bunny, her two-year-old hormones already tingling to the six-foot, golden-tanned antipodean hunk.
Occasionally he would come and drag Sam out for a beer after work, sweep Jess into his arms and do a mock
tango while Sam fetched his jacket. Sam had watched Katie watching Bunny and preferred not to examine the
emotions he felt. Bunny was a good guy, a friend of the family.
The last card had come from Hawaii, where Bunny was surfing. There was a picture of a model with big
breasts holding a surfboard under her arm, which Bunny had defaced by drawing a beard on the girl’s chin. The
card had been addressed to Sam Two-Dogs-Fucking-Big-Chief-Skis-Uke-A-Cow, and after initial irritation, Sam
had laughed and stuck it on the door of the refrigerator, where all the other postcards lived. He hoped Bunny
would be back this season. Sam never thought he’d have friends like that. Big, funny, happening.
White.
That was the truth. White friends. That’s what made him happy, and unhappy at the same time. Real unhappy,
remembering what big tanned guys like Bunny used to mean to him when he was young—a time that didn’t get
head space, not if Sam Hunt could help it.
Still, winter was good. Like most Silver residents, the Hunts preferred winter to summer, but whatever the
season, it was a bitch of an expensive town.
When the grimy railroad workers had built Silver over a hundred years before, original name Siding Twentythree, it was nothing more than a collection of tin and wooden huts in a clearing cut in the pines. Now, any real
estate agent’s window in town would make the ghosts of those guys swoon. Photos of houses were displayed like
pornography, their doors open wide, their interiors on show to the casual viewer. And printed below, in discreet
blue type, were prices that read like telephone numbers.
Since only the seriously rich owned nice property in Silver, the workers who kept the town ticking lived in
Stoke, ten miles away, in cheaper accommodations. But the Hunts were lucky. Katie’s family had vacationed in
Silver all their life, and when her father bought a holiday house in 1955 it had cost about the same as a good
canoe. It was their daughter Katie’s house now, its holiday function forfeited so that their grandchildren could
have a house and a home. Sam thought for possibly the ten thousandth time what a great house it was, as he and
Billy pulled into the drive.
It sat high on Oriole Drive, south of the main street, looking across the roofs of smaller houses to the
mountains that hemmed in Stoke. You could just make out the railroad as it appeared between the pines on the
edge of town, but the Trans-Canada highway was hidden, reminding the Hunts of its presence only when an
easterly wind brought the distant sound of trucks to their door. Sam had painted the two-story, detached house
powder blue last fall, a choice that Katie had first disputed loudly in the lumber store, then applauded when she
was enchanted by the result. Yes, it was a great house, and for the most part its wooden walls echoed to adult
laughter, children’s squeals and the good-natured barking of Billy’s husky, Bart.
Bart was out there before the car stopped, bounding around the Toyota as Light 96 died with the engine and
Sam stretched into the backseat to pull out the groceries. Inside, Katie Hunt chopped tomatoes and silently
rehearsed a grouchy reception for her tardy partner, while Jess earnestly dragged crayon across paper at the end of
the table.
Sam and Billy had been rehearsing too. Sam began.
“OK You want an explanation. It was a dinosaur in the supermarket. Billy spotted it first, in the canned
vegetable aisle. Took us nearly an hour to fight it off with a roll of kitchen wipe.”
Billy nodded, smiling. Katie stopped chopping.
“Aw, come on, guys. I needed that stuff light years ago. They’ll be here in an hour and a half.” Sam put down
the brown bags and from behind circled his arms around his small blonde wife, and kissed her ear.
“Sorry, babe.” She was softening, but not quite soft.
“Yeah, well sorry’s not going to fix dinner for six.”
“For sure.”
“Where were you?”
“The railroad.”
“Dice those onions.”
“OK.”
Bart, outside, watched through the kitchen window as the Hunt family reunited and got busy. He whined once
and lay down in the snowless patch at his kennel door to watch the sun slide away behind the peaks. …
223.106 Excerpt from The Phantom Of Manhattan\fn{by Frederick Forsythe (1938- )} Ashford, Kent, England,
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1
There is a crack in the plaster of the ceiling far above my head and close to it a spider is creating a web.
Strange to think this spider will outlive me, be here when I am gone, a few hours from now. Good luck, little
spider, making a web to catch a fly to feed your babies.
How did it come to this? That I, Antoinette Giry, at the age of fifty-eight, am lying on my back in a hospice for
the people of Paris, run by the good sisters, waiting to meet my Maker? I do not think I have been a very good
person, not good like these sisters who clean up the endless mess, bound by their oath of poverty, chastity,
humility and obedience. I could never have managed that. Hey have faith, you see. I was never able to have that
faith. Is it time I learned it now? Probably. For I shall be gone before the night sky fills that small high window
over there at the edge of my vision.
I am here, I suppose, because I simply ran out of money. Well, almost. There is a little bag under my pillow
which no one knows about. But that is for a special purpose. Forty years ago I was a ballerina, so slim and young
and beautiful then. So they told me, the young men who came to the stage door. And handsome they were too,
those clean, sweet-smelling hard young bodies that could give and take so much pleasure.
And the most beautiful was Lucien. All the chorus called him Lucien le Bel, with a face to make a girl’s heart
hammer like a tambour. He took me out one sunny Sunday to the Bois de Boulogne and proposed, on one knee as
it should be done, and I accepted him. One year later he was killed by the Prussians guns at Sedan. Then I wanted
no more of marriage for a long time, nearly five years while I danced at the ballet.
I was twenty-eight when it ended, the dancing career. For one thing I had met Jules and we married and I
became heavy with little Meg. More to the point, I was losing my litheness. Senior dancer of the corps fighting
every day to stay slim and supple. But the Director was very good to me, a kind man. The Mistress of the Chorus
was retiring; he said I had the experience and he did not wish to look outside the Opera for her successor. He
appointed me. Maîtresse du corps de ballet. As soon as meg was born and put with a wet nurse I took up my
duties. It was 1876, one year after the opening of Garnier’s new and magnificent opera house. At last we were out
of those cramped shoe boxes in the rue le Peletier, the war was well over, the damage of my beloved Paris
repaired and life was good.
I did not even mind when Jules met his fat Belgian and ran off to the Ardennes. Good riddance. At least I had a
job, which was more than he could ever say. Enough to keep my small apartment, raise Meg and nightly watch
my girls delighting every crowned head of Europe. I wonder what happened to Jules? Too late to start enquiring
now. And Meg? A ballet dancer and chorus girl like her mama—I could at least do that for her—until the awful
fall ten years ago which left the right knee stiff forever. Even then she was lucky, with a bit of help from me.
Dresser and personal maid to the greatest diva in Europe, Christine de Chagny.\fn{ Wife of the main character in
Phantom of the Opera} Well, if you discount that uncouth Australian Melba, which I do. I wonder where Meg is now?
Milan, Rome, Madrid perhaps. Where the diva is singing. And to think I once used to shout at the Vicomtesse de
Chagny to pay attention and stay in line!
So what am I doing here, waiting for a too-early grave? Well, there was retirement eight years ago, on my
fiftieth birthday. They were very nice about it. The usual platitudes. And a generous bonus for my twenty-two
years as mistress. Enough to live on. Plus a little private coaching for the incredibly clumsy daughters of the rich.
Not much but enough, and a little put by. Until last spring.
That was when the pains began, not many at first but sharp and sudden, deep in the lower stomach. They gave
me bismuth for indigestion and charged a small fortune. I did not know then that the steel crab was in me, driving
his great claws into me and always growing as he fed. Not until July. Then it was too late. So I lie here, trying not
to scream with the pain, waiting for the next spoonful of the white goddess, the powder that comes from the
poppies of the East.
Not long to wait now for the final sleep. I am not even afraid anymore. Perhaps He will be merciful? I hope so,
but surely He will take away the pain. I try to concentrate on something else. I look back and think of all the girls
I trained, and my pretty young Meg with her stiff knee waiting to find her man—I hope she finds a good one. And
of course I think of my boys, my two lovely tragic boys. I think of them most of all.
“Madame, Monsieur l’Abbé is here.”
“Thank you, Sister. I cannot see too well. Where is he?”
“I am here, my child, Father Sebastien. By your side. Do you feel my hand on your arm?”
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“Yes, Father.”
“You should make your peace with God, ma fille. I am ready to take your confession.”
“It is time. Forgive me, Father, for I have sinned.”
“Tell me, my child. Keep nothing back.”
“There was a time, long ago, in the year 1882, when I did something that changed many lives. I did not know
then what would happen. I acted on impulse and for motives I thought to be good. I was thirty-four, the mistress
of the corps de ballet at the Paris Opera. I was married but my husband had deserted me and run off with another
woman.”
“You must forgive them, my child. Forgiveness is a part of penitence.”
“Oh, I do, Father. Long since. But I had a daughter, Meg, then six years old. There was a fair out at Neuilly and
I took her one Sunday. There were calliopes and carousels, steam engines and performing monkeys who collected
centimes for the hurdy-gurdy man. Meg had never seen a circus before.
“But there was also a show of freaks. A line of tents with notices advertising the world’s strongest man, the
acrobat dwarves, a man so covered in tattoos that one could not see his skin, a black man with a bone through his
nose and pointed teeth, a lady with a beard.
“At the end of the line was a sort of cage on wheels, with bars spaced almost a foot apart, and filthy reeking
straw on the floor. It was bright in the sun but dark in the cage so I peered in to see what animal it contained. I
heard the clank of chains and saw something lying huddled in the straw. Just then a man came up.
“He was big and beefy, with a red, crude face. He carried a tray on a sash round his neck. It contained lumps of
horse manure collected from where the ponies were tethered, and pieces of rotten fruit.
“‘Have a go, lady,’ he said, ‘see if you can pelt the monster. One centime a throw.’ Then he turned to the cage
and shouted,
“‘Come on, come near the front or you know what you’ll get.’ The chains clanked again, and something more
animal than human shuffled into the light, nearer to the bars.
“I could see that it was indeed human, though hardly so. A male in rags, crusted with filth, gnawing on an old
piece of apple. Apparently he had to live on what people threw over him. Ordure and feces clung to his thin body.
There were manacles on his wrists and ankles and the steel had bitten into the flesh to leave open wounds where
maggots writhed. But it ws the face and head that caused meg to burst into tears.
“The skull and face were hideously deformed, the former displaying only a few tufts of filthy hair. The face
was distorted down one side as if struck long ago by a monstrous hammer and the flesh of this visage was raw and
shapeless like molten candle wax. The eyes were deep set in sockets puckered and misshapen. Only half of the
mouth and a section of jaw on one side had escaped the deformation and looked like a normal human face.
“Meg was holding a toffee apple. I do not know why, but I took it from her, walked to the bars and held it out.
The beefy man went into a rage, screaming and shouting that I was depriving him of his living. I ignored him and
pushed the toffee apple into the filthy hands behind the bars. And I looked into the eyes of this deformed monster.
“Father, thirty-five years ago when the ballet was suspended during the Franco-Prussian War, I was among
those who tended the young wounded coming back from the front. I have seen men in agony, I have heard them
scream. But I have never seen pain like I saw in those eyes.”
“Pain is part of the human condition, my child. But what you did that day with the toffee apple was not a sin
but an act of compassion. I must hear your sins if I am to give absolution.”
“But I went back that night and I stole him.”
“You did what?”
“I went to the old shuttered opera house, took a heavy pair of bolt cutters from the carpentry shop and a large
cowled cloak from wardrobe, hired a hansom cab and returned to Neuilly. The fairgrounds was deserted in the
moonlight, the performers asleep in their caravans. There were curs who started to bark, but I threw them scraps
of meat. I found the cage trailer, withdrew the iron bar that held it closed, opened the door and called softly inside.
“The creature was chained to one wall. I cut the chains on wrists and feet and urged him to come out. He
seemed terrified, but when he saw me in the moonlight, he shuffled out and dropped to the ground. I covered him
in the cloak, pulled the cowl over that dreadful head and led him away to the coach. The driver grumbled at the
awful smell, but I paid him extra and he drove us back to my flat behind the rue le Peletier. Was taking him away
a sin?”
“Certainly it was an offense in law, my child. He belonged to the fair owner, brutal though the man may have
been. As to an offense before God … I do not know. I think not.”
“There is more, Father. Have you the time?”
1724

“You are facing eternity. I think I can spare a few minutes, but recall there may be others dying here who wioll
also need me.”
“I hid him in my small flat for a month, Father. He took a bath, the first in his life, then another and many
more. I disinfected the open wounds and bandaged them so that they slowly healed. I gave him clothes from my
husband’s chest and food so that he recovered his health. He also for the first time in his life slept in a real bed
with sheets—I moved Meg in with me, which was a good thing to do because she was terrified of him. I found
that he was himself petrified with fear if anyone came to the door and would scuttle away to hide under the stairs.
I also found that he could talk, in French but with an Alsatian accent, and slowly over that month he told me his
story.
“He was born Erik Muihlheim, just forty years ago. In Alsace which was then French but soon to be annexed
by Germany. He was the only son of a circus family, living in a caravan, constantly moving from town to town.
“He told me that he had learned in early childhood the circumstances of his birth. The midwife had screamed
when she saw the tiny child emerging into the world, for he was even then horribly disfigured. She handed the
squealing bundle to the mother and ran away, yelling (foolish cow) that she had delivered the devil himself. So
poor Erik, arrived, destined from birth to be hated and rejected by people who believe that ugliness is the outward
show of sinfulness.
“His father was the circus carpenter, engineer and handyman. It was watching him at work that Erik first
developed his talent for anything that could be constructed with tools and hands. It was in the sideshows that he
saw the techniques of illusion, with mirrors, trapdoors and secret passages that would later play such a part in his
life in Paris.
“But his father was a drunken brute who whipped the boy constantly for the most minor offenses or none at all;
his mother a useless besom who just sat in the corner and wailed. Spending most of his young life in pain and in
tears, he tried to avoid the caravan and slept in the straw with the circus animals and especially the horses. He was
seven, sleeping in the stables, when the big top caught fire.
“The fire ruined the circus, which went bankrupt. The staff and the artistes scattered to join other enterprises.
Erik’s father, without a job, drank himself to death. His mother ran away to become a servant in nearby
Strasbourg. Running out of money for booze, his father sold him to the master of a passing freak show. He spent
nine years in the wheeled cage, daily pelted with filth and ordure for the amusement of cruel crowds. He was
sixteen when I found him.”
“A pitiable tale, my child, but what has this to do with your mortal sins?”
“Patience, Father. Hear me out, you will understand, for no creature on the planet has ever heard the truth
before. I kept Erik in my apartment for a month but it could not go on. There were neighbors, callers at the door.
One night I took him to my place of work, the Opera, and he had found his new home.
“Here he had sanctuary at last, a place to hide where the world would never find him. Despite his terror of
naked flame, he took a torch and went down into the lowest cellars where the darkness would hide his terrible
face. With timber and tools from the carpenters’ shop he built his home by the lake’s edge. He furnished it with
pieces from the props department, fabric from the wardrobe mistress. In the wee small hours when all was
abandoned he could raid the staff canteen for food and even pilfer the directors’ pantry for delicacies. And he read.
“He made a key to the Opera library and spent years giving himself that education he had never had; night
after night by candlelight he devoured the library, which is enormous. Of course most of the works were of music
and opera. He came to know every single opera ever written and every note of every aria. With his manual sills he
created a maze of secret passages known only to himself and having practiced long ago with the tightrope walkers
he could run along the highest and narrowest gantries without fear. For eleven years he lived there, and became a
man underground.
“But of course before long rumors started and grew. Food, clothing, candles, tools went missing in the night. A
credulous staff began to talk of a phantom in the cellars until finally every tiny accident—and backstage many
tasks are dangerous—came to be blamed on the mysterious phantom. Thus the legend started and grew.”
“Mon Dieu, but I have heard of this. Ten years—no, it must be more—I was summoned to give the last rites to
some poor wretch who was found hanged. Someone told me then that the Phantom had done it.”
“The man’s name was Buquet, Father. But it was not Erik. Joseph Buquet was given to periods of grteat
depression and certainly took his own life. At first I welcomed the rumors for I thought they would keep my poor
boy—for thus I thought of him—safe in his small kingdom in the darkness below the Opera and perhaps they
would have done, until that dreadful autumn of ’93. He did something very foolish, Father. He fell in love.
“Then she was called Christine Daae. You probably know her today as Madame la Vicomtesse de Chagny.”
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“But this is impossible. Not—”
“Yes, the same one, then a chorus girl in my charge. Not much of a dancer, but a clear, pure voice. But
untrained. Erik had listened night after night to the greatest voices in the world, he had studied the texts, he knew
how she should be coached. When he had finished, she took over the leading role one night and by morning had
become a star.
“My poor, ugly, outcast Erik thought she might love him in return but of course it was impossible. For she had
her own young love. Driven by despair Erik abducted here one night, from the very center of the stage, in the
middle of his own opera, Don Juan Triumphant.”
“But all Paris heard of this scandal, even a humble priest like me. A man was killed.”
“Yes, Father. The tenor Piangi. Erik did not mean to kill him, just to keep him quiet. But the Italian choked and
died. Of course it was the end. By chance the Commissioner of Police was in the audience that night. He
summoned a hundred gendarmes; they took blazing torches and with a mob of vengeance-seekers descended into
the cellars, right to the level of the lake itself. They found the secret stairs, the passages, the house by the lake, and
they found Christine shocked and swooning. She was with her suitor the young Vicomte de Chagny, dear, sweet
Raoul. He took her away and comforted her as only a man can, with strong arms and gentle caresses. Two months
later she was found with child. So he married her, gave her his name, his title, his love and the necessary wedding
band. The son was born in the summer of ’94 and they have brought him up together. And she went on these past
twelve years to become the greatest diva in all Europe.”
“But they never found Erik, my child! Nbo treace of the Phantom, I seem to recall.”
“No, Father, they never found him. But I did. I returned desolate to my small office behind the chorus room.
When I drew aside the curtain of my wardrobe niche, there he was, the mask he alwys wore, even alone, clutched
in his hand, crouching in the dark as he used to beneath the stairs at my apartment eleven years before.”
“And of course you told the police—”
“No, Father, I did not. He was still my boy, one of my two boys. I could not hand him over to the mob again.
So I took a woman’s hat and heavy veil, a long cloak … We walked side by side down the staff staircase and turn
out into the street, just two women fleeing into the night. There were hundreds of others. No one took any notice.
“I kept him for three months at my apartment half a mile away, but the “wanted” notices were everywhere.
And a price on his head. He had to leave Paris, leave France entirely.”
“You helped him to escape, my child. That was a crime and a sin.”
“Then I will pay for it, Father. Soon now. That winter was bitter cold and hard. To take a train was out of the
question. I hired a diligence, four horses and a closed carriage. To Le Havre. There I left him hidden in cheap
lodgings while I scoured the docks and their seedy bars. Finally I found a sea captain, master of a small freighter
bound for New York and one to take a bribe and ask no questions. So one night in mid-January 1894, I stood on
the end of the longest quay and watched the stern lights of the tramp steamer disappear into the darkness, bound
for the New World. Tell me, Father, is there someone else with us? I cannot see but I feel someone here.”
“Indeed, there is a man who has just entered.”
“I am Armand Dufour, Madame. A novice came to my chambers and said that I was needed here.”
“And you are a notary and commissioner for oaths?”
“Indeed I am, Madame.”
“Monsieur Dufour, I wish you to reach beneath my pillow. I would do so myself but I am become too weak.
Thank you. What do you find?”
“Why, a letter of some sort, enclosed in a fine manila envelope. And a small bag of chamois leather.”
“Precisely. I wish you to take pen and ink and sign across the sealed flap that this leteter has been delivered
into your charge this day, and has not been opened by you or anyone else.”
“My child, I beg you hurry. We have not finished our business.”
“Patience, Father. I know my time is short but after so many years of silence I must now struggle to complete
the course. Are you done, Monsieur le Notaire?”
“It has been written just as you requested, Madame.”
“And on the front of the envelope.”
“I see, written in what must surely be your own hand, the words ‘M. Erik Muhlheim, New York City.”
“And the small leather bag?”
“I have it in my hand.”
“Open it if you please.”
“Nom d’un chien! Gold Napoleons. I have not see theses since—”
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“But they are still valid tender?”
“Certainly, and most valuable.”
“Then I wish you to take them all, and the letter, and take it to New York City and deliver it. Personally.”
“Please, Monsieur le Notaire. There is enough gold? For five weeks away from the office?”
“More than enough, but—”
“My child, you cannot know this man is still alive.”
“Oh, he will have survived, Father. He will always survive.”
“But I have no address for him. Where to find him!”
“Ask, Monsieur Dufour. Search the immigration records. The name is rare enough. He will be there
somewhere. A man who wears a mask to hide his face.”
“Very well, Madame. I will try. I will go there and I will try. But I cannot guarantee success.”
“Thank you. Tell me, Father, has one of the sisters administered to me a spoonful of tincture of a white
powder?”
“Not in the hour that I have been here, ma fille Why?”
“It is strange but the pain has gone. Such beautiful, sweet relief. I cannot see to either side but I can see a sort
of tunnel and an arch. My body was in such pain but now it hurts no more. It was so cold but now the is warmth
everywhere.”
“Do not delay, Monsieur l’Abbé. She is leaving us.”
“Thank you, Sister. I hope I may know my duty.”
“I am walking towards the arch, there is light at the end. Such sweet light. Oh, Lucien, are you there? I am
coming, my love.”
“In Nomine Patris, et Filii, et Spiritus sancti—“”
“Hurry, Father.”
“Ego te absolvo ab ominibus peccatis tuis.”
“Thank you, Father.”
2
Every day, summer or winter, rain or shine, I rise early. I dress and come up from my quarters to this small
square rooftop terrace atop the pinnacle of the highest skyscraper in all New York. From here, depending upon
which side of the square I stand, I can look west across the Hudson River towards the open green lands of New
Jersey. Or north towards the midtown and uptown sections of this amazing island so full of wealth and filth,
extravagance and poverty, vice and crime. Or south towards the open sea, which leads back to Europe and the
bitter road I have traveled. Or east across the river to Brooklyn and, lost in the sea mist, the lunatic enclave called
Coney Island, the original source of my wealth.
And, I, who spent seven years terrorized by a brutish father, nine an animal chained in a cage, eleven an
outcast in the cellars below the Paris Opera and ten fighting my way up from the fish-gutting sheds of Gravesend
Bay to this eminence, know what I now have wealth and power beyond the dreams of Croesus. So I look down on
this sprawling city and I think: how I hate and despise you, Human Race.
It was a long hard voyage that brought me here in the first days of 1894. The Atlantic was wild with storms. I
lay in my cot sick unto death, my passage prepaid by that one kind person I have ever met, tolerating the sneers
and insults of the crew, knowing they could tip me overboard in a trice, and none the wiser, if I attempted to
respond, borne up only by the rage and hatred for them all. Four weeks we rolled and thumped our way across the
ocean until one bitter night at the end of January the sea calmed and we were dropping anchor in the Roads ten
miles south of the tip of Manhattan Island.
Of this I knew nothing, save that we had arrived. Somewhere. But I heard the crew in their harsh Breton accent
telling each other that in the dawn we would move up into the East River and dock for customs inspection. Then I
knew I would be discovered again, exposed, humiliated, rejected as an immigrant and sent back in chains.
In the small hours, when everyone was asleep including the drunken night watch, I took a moldy life belt from
the deck and went over the edge into the icy sea. I had seen lights dimly flickering in the blackness, how far I did
not know. But I began to drive my frozen body towards them and an hour later pulled myself up onto a sandy
beach crusted with frost. I did not know it, but my first steps in the New World were on the beach at Gravesend
Bay, Coney Island.
The lights I had seen came from guttering oil lamps in the windows of some miserable shacks at the top of the
beach, beyond the tide line, and when I stumbled towards them and looked through the filthy panes I saw rows of
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huddled men skinning and gutting fresh-caught fish. Further down the line of huts there was an empty space in the
middle of which burned a great bonfire and round it a dozen wretches were crouched, drawing the heat into their
bodies. Half-dead from cold, I knew I too must share that heat or freeze to death. I walked into the light of the
great fire, felt the wave of heat and looked at them. My mask was stuffed inside my clothes, this terrible head and
face wasa lit by the flames. They turned and stared at me.
I have hardly ever laughed I my life. There has been no cause to. But that night in the subzero predawn cold I
laughed inside myself for sheer relief. They looked at me … and took no notice. For one way or another every one
of them was deformed. By a sheer chance I had come upon the nightly encampment of the Outcasts of Gravesend
Bay, the rejects who could only make a miserable living by gutting and cleaning fish while the fishermen and the
city slept.
So they let me dry and warm myself by their fire and asked me where I had come from, though it was obvious
I had come from the sea. From reading the texts of all the English operas I had learned a few words of this
language and told them I had fled from France. It made no difference, they had all fled from somewhere, pursued
by society to this last desolate sand spit. They called me Frenchie and let me join them, sleeping in the shacks on
piles of stinking nets, working through the nights for a few dimes, living on scraps, often cold and hungry, but
safe from the law and its chains and jails.
Spring came and I began to learn what lay beyond the tangle of bayberry and scrub oak that screened the
fishing village from the rest of Coney Island. I learned the whole island was lawless, or rather a law unto itself.
Not incorporated into the City of Brooklyn across the narrow strait, and until recently ruled by a half-politician,
half-gangster called John McKane, who had just been arrested. But McKane’s legacy lived on in this lunatic
island dedicated to funfairs, brothels, crime, vice and pleasure. The last was the aim of the bourgeois New Yorkers
who came each weekend and before they had left spent fortunes on foolish diversions laid on for them by the
entrepreneurs who had the wit to provide those pleasures.
Unlike the rest of the Outcasts who would gut fish for all of their lives and never rise above it through their
own doltish stupidity, I knew that with wit and ingenuity I could get out of these shacks and make a fortune from
the pleasure parks even then being planned and built further along the island. But how?
First, in darkness, I crept into the town and stole clothes, proper clothes, from washing lines and empty beach
cottages. Then I took lumber from the building sites and built a better shack. But with my face I could still not
move by daylight into that raucous unruled society where tourists were happily fleeced of fortunes each weekend.
A new arrival came to join us, hardly more than a boy of seventeen, ten years my junior but old beyond his
years. Unlike most he was physically unscarred, undeformed, with a bone-pale face and black expressionless
eyes. He came from Malta and had an education, learned from the Catholic fathers there. He spoke fluent English,
knew Latin and Greek and had not a shred of scruple in him. He was here because, driven to rage by the endless
penances inflicted on him by priests, he had taken a kitchen knife and plunged it into his tutor, killing him
instantly. On the run, he had fled Malta to the Barbary Coast, served a while as a pleasure-boy in a house of
sodomy, then stowed away on a ship that by chance was headed for new York. But he still had a price on his head
so he avoided the immigration filter at Ellis Island and drifted downwards to Gravesend Bay.
I needed a front man who could do my bidding in daylight; he needed my ingenuity and skills to get us out of
this place. He became my subordinate and representative in all things and together we have moved from those
fish-gutting sheds to wealth and power over half New York and much beyond. To this day I know him only as
Darius.
But if I taught him, he also taught me, converting me from old and foolish beliefs to worship of the one and
only true god, the Great Master who had never let me down.
The problem of my being able to move in daylight was solved most simply. In the summer of ’94, with savings
scrimped from the fish-cleaning job, I had a craftsman make up a latex mask to fit over my whole head with just
holes for eyes and mouth. The mask of a clown, with bulbous red nose and wide gap-toothed smile. With baggy
jacket and pantaloons I could move through the midway unsuspected. People with children even waved and
smiled. The clown outfit was my passport into the daylight world. For two years we just made money. There wre
so many scams and frauds that I forget how many I invented.
The simplest were often the best. I discovered that each weekend the tourists dispatched 250,000 postcards
from Coney Island. Most sought a place to buy stamps. So I bought postcards for one cent, stamped the words
Postage Paid on them and sold them for two. The tourists were happy. They did not know that postage was free
anyway. But I wanted more, much more. I could sense a boom in mass entertainment coming that would prove a
licence to print one’s own money.
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In that first year and a half I suffered only one reverse, but it was a bad one. Returning hom e to the shack one
night with a bag full of dollars, I was set upon by a crowd of footpads armed with cudgels and brass knuckles.
Had they just robbed me of my money it would have been bad but not life threatening. But they torre off my
clown’s mask, saw my face and beat me until I almost died.
It took me a month in my cot till I could walk again. Since then I have carried a small derringer on my person
at all times, for as I lay there I swore that no one would ever hurt me again and get away with it.
By the winter I had heard of a man called Paul Boyton. He was seeking to open the island’s first enclosed allweather amusement park. I instructed Darius to arrange to meet him and to present himself as a designing
engineer of genius fresh from Europe. Oit worked. Boyton commissioned a series of six amusement rides for his
new enterprise. I designed them of course, using deception, optical illusion and engineering skill to create
sensations of fear and bewilderment among the tourists, all of which they loved. Boyton opened Sea Lion Park in
1895 and the crowds flocked in.
Boyton wanted to pay Darius for “his” inventions, but I stopped him. Instead I demanded ten cents on the
dollar for everything earned by those six rides, for a period of ten years. Boyton had sunk everything he had into
his funfair and was deep in debt. Within a month those rides, monitored by Darius, were bringing in a hundred
dollars a week to us alone. But there was much more to come.
The successor to political boss McKane was a red-haired firebrand called George Tilyou. He too wanted to
open an amusement park and cash in on the boom. Regardless of the rage of Boyton, who could do nothing about
it, I designed even more ingenious diversions for Tilyou’s enterprise on the same basis, a percentage franchise.
Steeplechase Park opened in 1897 and began to bring us a thousand dollars a day. By then I had bought and
moved to a pleasant bungalow nearer to Manhattan Beach. Neighbors were few and mostly at weekends, times
when I was, in my clown’s costume, circulating freely among the tourists between the two amusement parks.
There were frequent boxing tournaments on Coney Island with very heavy betting by the millionaire gentry
arriving on the new elevated train from Brooklyn bridge to Manhattan each Hotel. I watched but did not gamble,
convinced that most fights were fixed. Gambling was illegal throughout New York and Brooklyn, indeed all of
New York State. But on Coney Island, last outpost of the crime frontier, huge sums changed hands as bookmakers
took the gamblers’ money. In 1899 Jim Jeffries challenged Bob Fitzsimmons for the world heavyweight title—on
Coney Island. Our joint fortune was by then $250,000 and I intended to place it all on the challenger, Jeffries, at
long odds. Darius almost went mad with rage until I explained my idea.
I had noticed that between rounds the fighters almost always took a long swig of fresh water from a bottle,
sometimes but not always spitting it out. At my instruction Darius, masquerading as a sports reporter, simply
switched Fitzsimmon’s bottle for one laced with sedative. Jeffries knocked him out, I collected a million dollars.
Later that year Jeffries defended his title against Sailor Tom Sharkey at the Coney Island Athletic c\Club. Same
scam, same result. Poor Sharkey. We netted 2 million. It was time to move up-island and up-market, for I had
been studying the affairs of an even wilder and more lawless carnival for the making of money: the New York
Stock Exchange. But there was still one last strike to be made on Coney Island.
Two hustlers called Frederic Thompson and Skip Dundy were desperate to open a third and even bigger
amusement park. The first was an alcoholic engineere and the second a stuttering financier and so urgent was their
need for cash that they were already into the banks for more than they were worth. I had Darius create a “shell”
company, a loan corporation, which stunned them by offering an unsecured loan at zero interest. Instead, the E.
M. Corporation wanted 10 percent of the gross take of Luna Park for a decade. They agreed. They had no choice;
it was that or bankruptcy with a half-finished park. Luna Park opened on May 2, 1903. At 9:00 a.m. Thompson
and Dundy were bankrupt. At sundown they had paid off all their debts—bar mine. Within the first four months
Luna Park had grossed 5 million dollars. It leveled at a million a month and still does. By then we had moved to
Manhattan.
I started in a modest brownstone house, staying inside most of the time for here the clown’s disguise was
useless. Darius joined the stock exchange on my behalf, following my instructions as I pored over corporate
reports and the details of new share issues. It soon became plain that in this amazing country everything was
booming. New ideas and projects, if skillfully promoted, were immediately subscribed. The economy was
expanding at a lunatic rate, pushing westwards and ever westwards. With every new industry there was a demand
for raw materials, along with ships and railroads to deliver them and haul away the product to the waiting
markets.
Through the years I had been on Coney Island the immigrants had been pouring in by the million from every
land to east and west. The Lower East Side, almost beneath my terrace as I now look down, was and remains a
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vast teeming cauldron of every race and creed living cheek by jowl in poverty, violence, vice and crime. Only a
mile or two away the super-rich have their mansions, their coaches and their beloved opera.
By 1903 after a few mishaps I had mastered the intricacies of the stock market and worked out how the giants
like Pierpont Morgan had made their fortunes. Like them I moved into coal in West Virginia, steel in Pittsburgh,
railroads out to Texas, shipping from Savannah via Baltimore to Boston, silver in New Mexico and property
throughout Manhattan Island. But I became better and harder than them, through single-minded worship of the
only true god, to whom Darius had led me.
For this is Mammon the god of gold who permits no mercy, no charity, no compassion and no scruple. There is
no widow, no child, no pauper wretch who cannot be crushed a little more for a few extra granules of the precious
metal that so pleases the Master. With the gold comes the power and with the power even more gold in one
glorious world-conquering cycle.
In all things I am and remain Darius’s master and superior. In all things save one. Never was created on this
planet a colder or more cruel man. A creature more dead of soul never walked. In this he is beyond me. And yet he
has his weakness. Just one. On a certain night, curious about his rare absences, I had him followed. He went to a
den in the Moorish community and there took hashish until he was in a sort of trance. It seems this is his only
flaw. Once I thought he might be my friend, but I long since learned he has but one: his worship of gold consumes
him night and day, and he stays with me and loyal to me only because I can spin it in endless quantities.
By 1903 I had enough to undertake the construction of the highest skyscraper in New York, the E. M. Tower,
on a vacant lot on Park Row. It was completed in 1904, forty stories of steel, concrete, granite and glass. And the
real beauty is that the thirty-seven stories let out beneath me have paid for it all and the value has doubled. That
leaves one suite for the corporation staff, linked by phone and ticker tape to the markets; a floor above being half
of it the apartment of Darius and half the corporate boardroom; and above them all my own penthouse with its
upper terrace dominating everything I can see and yet ensuring that I myself cannot be seen.
So … my cage on wheels, my gloomy cellars have become an eyrie in the sky where I can walk unmasked and
none to see my face from hell but the passing gulls and the wind from the south. And from here I can even see the
finally finished and gleaming roof of my one single indulgence, my one project that is not dedicated to making
more money but to the extraction of revenge.
For in the distance at West Thirty-fourth Street stands the newly completed Manhattan Opera House, the rival
that will set the snobby metropolitan by the ears. When I came here I wanted to see opera again, but of course aI
needed a screened and curtained box at the Met. The committee there, dominate by Mrs. Astor and her cronies of
the social register, the damnable Four Hundred, required me to appear in person for an interview. Impossible, of
course. I sent Darius, but they refused to accept him, demanding to see me in person and face to face. They will
pay for that insult. For I found another opera-lover who had been snubbed. Oscar Hammerstein, having already
opened one opera house and failed, was financing and designing a new one. I became his invisible partner. It will
open in December and will wipe the floor with the Met. No expense will be spared. The great
Gonci\fn{Alessandro Bonci (1870-1940) Italian lyric tenor, is meant:H} will star but most of all Melba\fn{ Nellie
Melba aka Helen Porter Mitchell (1861-1931), Australian operatic soprano, “the first Australian to achieve international recognition as a
classical musician”:W} herself, yes, Melba, will come and sing. Even now Hammerstein is at Garnier’s Grand Hotel

on the Boulevard des Capucines in Paris, spending my money to bring her to New York.
An unprecedented feat. I will make those snobs, the Vanderbilts, Rockefellers, Whitneys, Goulds, Astors and
Morgans crawl before they listen to the great Melba.
For the rest, I look out and I look down. Yes, and back. A life of pain and rejection, of fear and hatred: you of
me and I of you. Only one showed me kindness, took me from a cage to a cellar and then to a ship when the rest
were hunting me like a winded fox; one who was like the mother I hardly had or knew.
And one other, whom I loved but who could not love me. You despise me for that also, Human Race? Because
I could not make a woman love me as a man? But there was one moment, one short time, like Chesterton’s
donkey “one far fierce hour and sweet” when I thought I might be loved …
Ashes, cinders, nothing. Not to be. Never to be.
So there can only be the other love, the devotion to the Master who never lets me down. And him I will
worship all my life.
3
I hate this city. I should never have come. Why on earth did I come? Because of the wish of a woman dying in
Paris who, for all I know, may well have been deranged. And for the bag of gold Napoleons, of course. But even
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that, perhaps I should never have taken it.
Where is this man to whom I am supposed to deliver a letter that makes no sense? All Father Sebastian could
tell me was that he is hideously disfigured and should therefore be noticeable. But it is the reverse; he is invisible.
I am becoming every day more sure that he never got here. No doubt he was refused entry by the officers at
Ellis Island. I went there—what chaos. The whole world of the poor and the dispossessed seems to be pouring
into this country and most of them remain right here in this awful city. I have never seen so many down-and-outs:
columns of shabby refugees, smelly, even louse-ridden from the voyage in stinking holds, clutching ragged
parcels with all their worldly possessions, foiling in endless ranks through those bleak buildings on that hopeless
island. Towering over them all from the other island is the statue that we gave them. The lady with the torch. We
should have told Bartholdi to keep his damn statue in France and given the Yankees something else instead. A
good set of Larousse dictionaries perhaps, so they could have learned a civilized language.
But no, we had to give them something symbolic. Now they have turned it into a magnet for every derelict in
Europe and far beyond to come flocking in here looking for a better life. Quelle blague! They are crazy, these
Yankees. How do they ever expect to create a nation by letting such people in? The rejects from every country
between Bantry Bay and Brest Litovsk, from Trondheim to Taormina. What do they expect? To make a rich and
powerful nation one day out of this rabble?
I went to see the chief Immigration Officer. Thank god, he had a French-speaker available. But he said though
few were turned back those clearly diseased or deformed were rejected, so my man would almost certainly have
been among that group. Even if he did get in it has been twelve years. He could be anywhere in this country and it
is three thousand miles from east to west.
So I returned to the city authorities, but they pointed out there were five boroughs and virtually no residence
records. The man could be in Brooklyn, Queens, Bronx, Staten Island. So I have no choice but to stay here on
Manhattan Island and seek this runaway from justice. What a task for a good Frenchman!
They have records at city hall listing a dozen Muhlheims, and I have tried them all. If his name were Smith I
would go home now. They even have many telephones here, and a list of those who own them, but no Erik
Muhlheim. I have asked the taxation authorities but they say their records are confidential.
The police were better. I found an Irish sergeant who said he would search, for a fee. I know damn well the
“fee” went into his trouser pocket. But he went away and came back to say that no Muhlheim had ever been in
trouble with the police but he had half a dozen Mullers if that was any help. Imbecile.
There is a circus out on Long Island and I went there. Another blank. I tried their great hospital called Bellevue
but they have no record of a man so deformed ever presenting himself for treatment. I can think of nowhere else
to go.
I lodge in a modest hotel in the back streets behind this great boulevard. I eat their horrible stews and drink
their awful beer. I sleep in a narrow cot and wish I was back in my apartment on the Île St. Louis, warm and
comfortable and pressed against the fine fat buttocks of Madame Dufour. It is getting colder and the money is
running short. I want to return to my beloved Paris, to a civilized city where people walk instead of running
everywhere, a place where the carriages drive sedately instead of racing like maniacs and the trams are not a
danger to life and limb.
To make matters worse I thought I could speak some words of the perfidious language of Shakespeare, for I
have seen and heard the English milords who came to race their horses at Auteuil and Chantilly, but here they
speak through their noses and very, very fast.
Yesterday I saw an Italian coffee shop on this same street serving good mocha and even Chianti wine. Not
Bordeaux, of course, but better than that piss-making Yankee beer. Ah, I see it even now, across this deadly
dangerous street. I will take a good strong coffee for my nerves’ sake, then return and book my passage home. …
224.1 Excerpts from Footfalls In Memory: Reflections From Solitude\fn{by Terry Waite (1939- )} Bollington,
Cheshire East, England, United Kingdom (M) 14
Almost as soon as I was captured\fn{ Terry Waite was Archbishop of Canterbury Robert Runcie’s Assistant for Anglican
Communion Affairs who traveled to Lebanon as an envoy for the Church of England in an attempt to secure the release of four hostages.
He was himself held captive—in chained, solitary confinement—between 1987 and 1991, and this book, he says “is the record of a journey
made in the company of books. It brings together selections from some of the volumes I had been given by my guards and excerpts from
others I held in memory when I had nothing to read (and) selections from books I wished I had had with me during those days …” Of
interest to the Protocol for World Peace, however, is the autobiographical information which Mr. Waite provides in his brief introductions to
these selections; and it is some of these passages which I have chosen to present (in the order in which they appear in the text before me)
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rather than the excepts themselves, saving the last one:H }

I began to tread the long corridor of memory. I traveled back
across the years to a childhood lived in the threadbare tatters of post-war Britain. In the first weeks of solitude it
was as though I had become as a child. Vulnerable, questioning, anxious, demanding, that of wandering at will in
my imagination. As my early requests for books went unheeded, I started to make a list of all those I could
remember from childhood. In my insecurity, I began to look back in an attempt to find a safe place.
One of the first books I brought to mind was by G. Bramwell Evens, better known as Romany of the BBC.
Evens was burn into a true gypsy family and although he became a Methodist minister he never lost the urge to
wander. Each year he would set out in his wooden caravan, Vardo as he called it, and travel through the north of
England. His programmes, broadcast on the BGC Children’s Hour, introduced thousands of young people to the
wonders of nature. It might be said that Romany was the first of a long line of radio naturalists. Today, his caravan
is in Wilmslow, Cheshire and is open to the public at certain times of the year. There is also a small memorial to
his faithful dog Raq. Years later we gave our own springer spaniel the same name.
Only recently I discovered a remote but curious link with Romany; the lady who typed his manuscripts for
publication had been a bridesmaid at my parents’ wedding.
I have chosen a short passage from A Romany in the Fields, as the simple descriptions remind me of the days I
spent playing on a farmyard in rural Cheshire. I thought of those days as I lay on a cold stone floor, chained,
blindfolded and denied my freedom.
*
Many of the books I have saved from childhood are cheaply printed and stamped, “Book Production. War
Economy Standard”. Colour illustrations were largely unknown except perhaps for a colourful dust jacket. One
book I remembered was William because it retained its original red cover. Richmal Crompton delighted my
generation with dozens of her William stories.\fn{ The first of these was printed in 1919; the author was born in 1890:H } On
one of the inside pages twenty-nine different titles are listed; the author must have grown somewhat weary of
writing about William and the Outlaws. The back cover of my book introduces “Jimmy” with the words, “If you
like William, you’ll like Jimmy, Richmal Crompton’s new boy hero”. Unlike William, who has survived to
entertain the children of today, Jimmy has disappeared.
In company with Romany, William was also a radio hero. Books and the radio belong together as both demand
an active use of the imagination. Through both it is possible to create an inner world and face issues which will
have to be dealt with in later life.
Years after reading the William books I came across an interesting psychological exploration of children’s
literature in The Child and the Book by Nicholas Tucker. Here the author is discussing the particular appeal of
William Brown.
*
Remembering can be painful, and for much of my captivity I hardly allowed myself to think about family and
friends in order to protect myself from emotions which might have got the better of me.
There were times when I thought about my wife Frances, and frequently of the times she made me laugh.
When our children were small, Frances maintained a tradition, received from her rown mother, of always reading
stories and rhymes to them at bedtime. Much of what she read she had learnt by heart and I remembered her
reciting with great spirit Hilaire Belloc’s sad tale of Henry King.
*
There is a bookshop in Cambridge which specalises in books for children and I frequently take a look inside.
Many of the books I enjoyed years ago are still in print. Books by Arthur Ransome stand out: Peter Duck, We
didn’t mean to go to Sea and of course Swallows and Amazons. Dated they may be, but clearly they continue to
appeal to the present generation. I recollect being totally absorbed by Ransome’s books. In a note at the front of
Swallows and Amazons the author tells us how the book grew out of his childhood memories of holidays in the
English Lake District.
When Swallows and Amazons first appeared in 1930 critics foretold that it would become a children’s classic.
The following extract describes how the children prepare to set out on a voyage of adventure. I have included it,
not only on account of childhood memories but because one of my ways of passing the time when I had nothing
to read was to provision a boat in my imagination. Perhaps this passage had rested in my subconscious for years.
*
The weeks of captivity were changing into months and then slipping imperceptibly into the second year. I ws
tired of being alone, tired of depending totally upon my memory and of books read long ago. Suddenly there was
a tap on my door: as I fastened my blindfold the guard came into the room and handed me something. I could feel
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that it was a book.
*
The weeks of captivity were changed into months and then slipping imperceptibly into the second year .I was
tired of being alone, tired of depending totally upon my memory and of books read long ago. Suddenly there was
a tap on my door: as I fastened my blindfold the guard came into the room and handed me something. I could feel
that it was a book.
“Read slow,” he said. “We not have many books.”
I nervously removed the blindfold and discovered that in my hands I held my first book since being taken
captive: Beyond Euphrates by that veteran traveler Freya Stark.\fn{ 1893-1993, British explorer and travel writer:H}
It was cold and my cell was damp. I wrapped my blanket around my shoulders, made myself as comfortable as
possible on the floor and began to read. I was delighted to find a rough and ready map at the front of the book—
when one has been confined for months, maps provide yet another way for the prisoner to escape in imagination.
Before reading the book I used the map to “walk” along the shores of the Mediterranean—travel over the
mountains to the Caspian Sea and trek to the Persian Gulf.
Later, I discovered something of the strange history of this first book given to me in my cell. When John
McCarthy\fn{John Patrick McCarthy (1956- ) British journalist } and I were exchanging stories in the final months of our
captivity I told him about Beyond Euphrates. He looked at me in surprise.
“That,” he said, “was the very book I was carrying when I was captured. My mother gave it to me as a birthday
present.”
It was the last gift John was to receive from his mother as she died while he was still incarcerated in the
Lebanon.
*
As a boy I sang in the church Choir. Sunday by Sunday the language of The book of Common Prayer
imprinted itself on my subconscious so that when I found myself totally alone without even a Prayer Book I could
recall that which I had learnt effortlessly forty years earlier. Most mornings I would say the Communion Service
silently to myself and in the evenings would recite Evening Prayer. Sometimes this made me feel a little better:
most of the time I was hardly aware of any difference. The prayers, however, helped me to find a structure in my
solitary day and helped me to look outside myself towards God. I was learning how unwise it is to depend too
much upon feelings.
I rarely used extempore prayer as I felt this could lead me into pleading with God. I did not want to do that if I
could help it. I believe that prayer should be expressive of a relationship rather than the constant repetition of a
series of demands. Each day I started with the General Confession: it is simple, direct and beautiful.
*
Although I could not remember very many of the Psalms by heart I was able to bring to mind verses from a
number of them. During the days when I had been able to walk freely in Lebanon I often looked towards the
mountains which would be covered with snow, while down by the shore it was warm and sunny. Psalm 1231
frequently came to mind and I often repeated it facing the only view I had: a damp bare wall.
Eventually I received a Prayer book in most unusual circumstances. Some years earlier when I had been
attempting to work for the release of American hostages I visited the Presiding Bishop of the Anglican Church in
New York. He signed a small presentation Prayer Book and asked if I would attempt to get it to the hostages when
I next visited Beirut. During my next meeting with one of the hostage-takers, I handed him the book and asked
him if he would give it to the Americans in captivity. He was most suspicious.
“What is this secret message?” he said, pointing to the Bishop’s signature. He took hold of the coloured
markers:
“Are these secret codes?”
I explained, but he was hardly satisfied, although he took the book without further comment. Years later,
among the books delivered to my cell was the very same Prayer Book. The spine was broken, the signed page had
been torn out and the markers were gone: otherwise the book was intact. As I picked it up, I noticed a small piece
of paper inserted at a page indicating prayers to be said in time of sickness. I shall probably never know who used
that Prayer Book: it stayed with me for many months until one day a guard took it away and I never saw it again.
*
After reading Taken on Trust one or two people expressed surprise that I had not seemed to find greater
comfort in prayer. My faith was certainly a help: it enabled me to maintain hope, and the regular structure of daily
prayer helped me to keep going. But I have never believed that prayer brings false comfort and there are
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occasions when it seems that one is left comfortless. All human beings suffer and thousands have suffered far
more than I. Faith does not insulate us from suffering but it certainly makes it possible for us to move through the
experience and in many cases enables something creative to emerge.
As a boy of thirteen I was given a book about prayer, which I found totally unreadable. It was entitle In the
Secret Place Most High and the secrets of that place remain a mystery to me as, over forty years later, I have still
to read all of it! That book put me off reading about prayer for years. When I was a student and had to read about
the subject I came across a book, The Venture of Prayer, which was to make a deep impression upon me. It was
written by Hubert Northcott. Father Northcott belonged to the Anglican Community of the Resurrection in
Mirfield, Yorkshire. After reading his book, I traveled to Mirfield to meet and discuss with him. He was then an
elderly man, wise and patient.
Following my meeting with Hubert Northcott I took an important and difficult step along the road towards
deeper self-knowledge and made my first oral confession. I was quite terrified at the prospect of revealing my
most private failings before another but took courage and did so. It was a small but important step in my life. One
of the reasons this step had significance was that I began to learn what a great capacity I, in company with most
human beings, have for self-deception. Objective comments, be they from confessor, therapist or friend seem to
me to be vital if one would grow up. They are rarely easy to accept.
*
Negotiating for the release of hostages is often a tedious business. One has to spend long periods of time alone
waiting for a telephone call or for a message to come over the radio. At such times it is difficult to concentrate
because the tensions of the situation are considerable. I always took books with me as a means of coping with
such situations and the book I had when I was taken into captivity was The Mathematical Experience by Philip
Davis and Reuben Hersh. I have never been any good whatsoever at mathematics but my interest in the subject
was stimulated when, in my late teens, I began to read of the relationship between mathematics and philosophy. If
only my first maths teachers had had a little more imagination I might have been captivated by the subject at
school.
While in captivity, and before receiving any books, I spent a great deal of time doing mental arithmetic. Not
only was it a way of keeping my mind active but also as a means of striving for inner harmony when there was a
real possibility of disintegration.
Mathematics may be regarded as a creative art, and one who certainly believed this to be so was the
mathematician G. H. Hardy. Lionel Elvins, former Professor of History in Cambridge once told me a story
concerning Hardy. On the morning of the publication of Hardy’s A Mathematician’s Apology, Elvins was walking
along Trinity Street in Cambridge. He saw the book bought it and returned to his room to read. Later in the
morning he went to Matthew’s Café, now long gone, and spotted Hardy, whom he had not previously met. Elvins
went over and said,
“I’ve already read your book.”
“Oh,” said Hardy, “How did you get on with it?”
“Well,” replied Elvins, “you gave two examples. I could do one but not the other.”
Hardy bade the young man sit down and with the aid of several table napkins demonstrated his second proof.
As Hardy was considered to be a rather shy man, Lionel Elvins had done rather well.
One does not need to be a mathematician, nor indeed a scholar, to enjoy Hardy’s writing.
*
Isolation encourages introspection and one had to beware of becoming morose. Apart from losing myself in
calculations. I spent hours composing comic verse. My compositions were so long and so complicated that they
are now, mercifully, quite beyond recall.
One marvelous “poet” who took himself very seriously was the immortal William McGonagall.\fn{ 1825-1902,
Scottish poet} His collected verse, doggerel—call it what you will—often came to mind and caused me to smile. I
have never committed his work to memory but he has a place in my affections. Here is an example.
*
My memory for rhymes and poetry was limited, and my mind went back across the years in an attempt to
recover the residue of works long buried in memory. I struggled to bring to mind parts of Byron’s The Prisoner of
Chillon but could only remember occasional lines. As my black beard gradually turned white I remembered the
first line of the sonnet:
My hair is gray, but not with years
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On my release, this particular work was drawn to my attention in an unusual way. On leaving the RAF base at
Lyneham in Wiltshire after my return to England, I went with my family to the West Indies for a holiday. We
stayed in a house by the sea and enjoyed our first experience of being together for years. To our surprise we
discovered that a near neighbour, also on holiday, was the former Prime Minister, Margaret Thatcher. Frances and
I were invited to spend an evening with her family. Before we left, Mrs. Thatcher astounded us by reciting from
memory a long passage from The Prisoner of Chillon.
In this collection it is only possible to include a short extract and I have chosen stanzas XI and XII. The final
lines of stanza XII remind me of a particular event in captivity. Each day I was allowed a few minutes in the
bathroom; one day when I was taking a shower I managed to look through a tiny window which the guard had left
open by mistake. At that time I was being kept on the fourth or fifth floor of an apartment block and in the street
below I could see a lady carrying a bunch of flowers. They looked so colourful that the memory stayed with me
throughout the day.
*
Another way of passing the time without books was to make imaginary journeys. Sometimes I would pack my
belongings and set out on a long journey by train. I would attempt to time the journey and would conjure up the
different views from the window of the carriage.
The eminent historian A. L. Rowse is also a poet and I like his work very much. He reminds me of John
Betjeman. I have included his poem In the Train to Cambridge.
*
Months had passed since I received Freya Stark’s Beyond Euphrates. Although I asked almost daily for another
book nothing was given to me and I was forced to continue to search my memory and use my imagination. Then,
one day, quite out of the blue, the guard handed me a book. He repeated a phrase which was to become only too
familiar:
“Read slow.”
The book was an American school textbook detailing the history of slavery in the USA. I read it slowly three
or four times until I could remember whole passages by heart. It has a salutary effect. When I felt like
complaining about being chained day and night I had only to remember whole generations of slaves who spent
their lives in chains. This made my own situation a little more bearable.
While I have been compiling this collection I have also been reading the books submitted for the 1995
Whitbread prize. One of them, The Longest Memory by the Guyanan writer, Fred D’Aguiar, is a moving novel of
life on a Virginia plantation in 1810. In powerful direct prose, the author describes profound suffering. Here a
slave speaks of the pain of remembering: all prisoners know something of that kind of pain.
*
My daily routine changed rarely. Sleeping on the floor had ceased to worry me. Prayers from the mosque woke
me at daybreak. If I was fortunate I could turn over and return to the security of sleep. It could be anything from
two to five hours until the guard entered with breakfast: bread, lebne (rather like yoghurt) and a cup of tea. An
hour later my chain was unlocked and I was allowed to visit the bathroom for five minutes or so. Then I was
returned to my cell, the chain locked and the day stretched before me like a mighty ocean. I tried not to allow my
mind to drift into despair. First, I would say my prayers, and then select a topic to think, or dream about. Some
days I would write my autobiography in my head. At others I would choose to dream. Often I would imagine that
I was about to sail around the world. I would provision my boat with everything I considered necessary then set
sail.
Gavin Young sailed around the world and wrote about his experience in Slow Boat Home. I have to agree with
him when he writes about Ascension Island as “an odd and unappealing place”. My wife and I thought exactly the
same when we visited the Island briefly en route for the Falklands in 1992, although we did meet some most
hospitable residents. On our return journey, we landed on Ascension in the middle of the night. We were quickly
driven to the golf course where one of our party fulfilled a lifelong ambition by driving off from the first tee! It is
reputed to be one of the most remote and difficult courses in the world. Perhaps our golfing friend had read the
following passage.
*
The book on slavery in the USA, which had been with me for several weeks, was finally taken away. I
imagined that it was given to another prisoner although I was never told. Eventually another paperback was put
into my hands.
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“This very good book. You read,” said my guard earnestly.
When he left the room I eagerly examined the volume: it was an English rendering of the Qur’an.\fn{ The author
renders this word Koran} I started to read the introductory notes written by the translator, an Arabist from Cambridge.
He concluded his remarks by saying that the book had brought him much comfort during a time when he was
suffering acute personal distress. This human comment tucked away in the middle of an academic note moved me
deeply. I wondered what had caused the poor man so much suffering and I also wondered if The Qur’an would
bring me similar consolation.
In the past I had dipped into it and now I read it from cover to cover but I regret to say that it did not help me
very much. I had been told that to appreciate the Qur’an one needed to know Arabic. As the guards would not,
under any circumstances, allow me to learn that language I had to be content with the English version. It is also
very possible that, as I was suffering at the hands of those who claimed to follow its precepts, I was not in the best
frame of mind to find inspiration from the Qur’an An apologist, the Revd. G. Margoliouth has written an
introduction to Rodwell’s translation and, although this book is somewhat dated, he does explain why I in
company with many other Westerners might find the Qur’an difficult.
*
I would like this book to have within it a small passage from an English rendering of the Qur’an and so I am
including some lines which will be very familiar to Muslims and known also to many non-Muslims.
*
As each day passed it seemed to me increasingly likely that I was in for a long stay. Already more than a year
had gone by and there was no sign of release. I did not know how to prepare myself for an even longer period of
solitary imprisonment. In the days when I was allowed off the chain for an hour or so I would walk in order to
keep my body as fit as possible but even that was now denied me. I knew that it was vital to keep my mind alive
and to continue to exercise memory in order to keep my brain working. I tried to remember the books I had read
which detailed experiences in prison. One of the most moving, but hardly comforting, was Darkness at Noon by
Arthur Koestler. Shortly before my own detention I had presented the Koestler awards in London. These are made
annually to inmates of British prisons who have produced a painting or other work of art.
Any prisoner who reads Darkness at Noon will recognize that the author is speaking directly from his own
experience.
*
Another way of escaping from the crushing boredom of captivity was to take long walks in my imagination.
Throughout my life I have enjoyed walking through cities. London, Bombay, Shanghai, New York, Melbourne: I
have walked them all. My method has been to set out with a guide book and let the city unfold. Conducted tours
have never appealed to me.
My reactions to New York have always been mixed. On the one hand the crime and squalor can be utterly
depressing: on the other, I love the verve and dynamism of the city. It is exhilarating to walk alongside Central
Park on a cold crisp Sunday morning when the sky is a clear bright blue and the traffic is light.
Following my release, I returned to New York to visit old friends. It was more than five years since I had last
been in the city and I decided that I would follow my customary practice and visit the Tall Man’s shop to buy one
or two things.
When I arrived at the location there was no sigh of the building. A police car stopped and the driver leaned out
of the window.
“Hi Terry,” he shouted. “Are you lost?” I explained what I was looking for. He smiled.
“They moved years ago. Jump in the back—we’ll take you.”
Eric Newby who, incidentally, was a prisoner of war, has written about New York in his book, A Traveller’s
Life.
*
While visiting New York I would often stay with friends in Brooklyn which is as culturally varied today as it
was when Betty Smith was growing up there during the early part of the twentieth century.
I first came across her classic novel A Tree Grows In Brooklyn when a tattered copy was given to me by my
guard. Drawing on personal experiences the author describes family life in Brooklyn as she remembered it.
Although the Nolans of Brooklyn are aware of their Irish roots, Francis is proud to be an American. The
warmth and humour of the lovely book revived many memories and cheered several dull days.
*
Many years ago, while on holiday with my family in Norfolk, we went to spend an afternoon at the small
1736

seaside resort of Wells. In the market place thee was a man with a large wooden barrow of the kind street readers
use. I walked across and examined his stock. The stall was full of “Everyman” classics and he was selling them
off cheaply. I lingered, debating whether or not to make him an offer for all the books. To my everlasting regret, I
failed to do so.
The “Everyman” series\fn{Of 1,000 volumes} was originally published by J. M. Dent,\fn{Joseph Malaby Dent (18491926) British book publisher} who came as a boy to London to seek his fortune. The verse
Everyman, I will go with thee, and be thy guide,
In thy most need to go by thy side\fn{From a late 15th century English morality play entitled The Somonyng of Everyman:H}

was printed on the inside front covers of these distinctive volumes.
From my cell I remembered the Everyman books I had collected during my lifetime and thought that it would
have been good to have with me the Meditations of Marcus Aurelius. This book had been compared to another
equally famous work, The Imitation of Christ by Thomas à Kempis.\fn{A German Catholic monk (c.1380-1471)} Both
speak about self-control and that was a quality I needed to understand and practice as best I could.
Marcus Aurelius Antonius (AD 121-180) was born in the second century of a noble family. Early training in
Stoic philosophy taught him to dress plainly, live simply and avoid all softness and luxury. Unlike The Imitation
of Christ, which was written for others. The Meditations are addressed by the writer to himself.
The Tenth Book of the Meditations is most eloquent.
*
At long last the guards managed to get their hands on some more books. Someone would go to a second-hand
bookshop, collect several volumes, give them to another person and, after passing through several pairs of hands,
the books would eventually arrive at the house in which I was being held. First I received several detective novels
which I enjoyed tremendously. This surprised me, because years before I had been put off by the writing of
Agatha Christie and thus gave up reading detective stories. One of the first given to me was Busman’s
Honeymoon by Dorothy L. Sayers. Her old-fashioned wit made me laugh out loud.
Lord Perter Wimsey is on honeymoon with the former Harriet Vane and has brought his invaluable manservant
Bunter. They choose to stay in a remote house in the country and of course become involved in a murder. I
enjoyed more than anything the description of the village characters and I have chosen an extract that introduces
the Revd Simon Goodacre, a type of clergyman I have encountered hundreds of times.
The honeymoon couple are having trouble with the chimney. Enter Mr. Goodacre, who believes he can solve
the problem with a gun!
*
I could fill this book with extracts from crime novels that I enjoyed in Beirut. There is space for only one more.
Michael Innes is the pen-name of J. I. M. Stewart of Christ Church, Oxford,\fn{ John Innes Mackontish Stewart (19061994) Scottish novelist, born in Edinburgh } who created Inspector John Appleby. To my mind Stewart was a brilliant
writer. I am including part of the first chapter of Appleby’s End, which gives an indication of how much the author
can convey in a few words.
I have promised myself that one day, preferably in the winter, I shall go to a small country hotel and take with
me a selection of the Innes books I have yet to read. Good food, good walks and good books are my idea of
heaven—at least for a few days.
*
These novels, while they lasted, provided an escape, not only from the bleakness of my surroundings but also
from the relentless inner examination I was conducting. As I was writing in my head I was also attempting to go
more deeply into myself. I tried to examine my motives and to understand more of the complex duality I
recognized within. St. Paul sums this up in a nutshell: “For the good that I would I do not; but the evil which I
would not, that I do.” (Rom. 7:19) To be really honest about my own human nature was painful.
I had started this journey years ago and had been considerably helped by the writings of C. G. Jung,\fn{ Carl
Gustav Jung (1875-1961); he speaks of the human psyche as “by nature religious” } the Swiss founder of analytical psychology.
Jung begins his autobiography with a quite from Coleridge’s Notebooks:
He looked at his own Soul
with a Telescope. What seemed
all irregular, he saw and
showed to be beautiful
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Constellations and he added
to the Consciousness hidden
worlds within worlds.

I’m afraid that as I examined myself I discovered that the irregular had hardly been transformed into that which
was beautiful. And yet I wanted to continue.
Jung speaks about the importance of inner life in the Prologue to his autobiography, Memories, Dreams,
Reflections.
*
At times I was afraid, not only of the situation in which I found myself but also of the inner journey. I felt that I
could be lost and wander into madness as a way of escaping the pain of self-examination. At the same time I was
possessed by a burning desire to find and understand truth and discover my own centre. Bede Griffiths,\fn{ Baptized
as Alan Richard Griffiths; also known as Swami Dayananda (Bliss of Compassion) [1906-1993] } a Roman Catholic Benedictine
monk, went to India in 1955 and assisted in the founding of an ashram, a place of prayer and meditation, which
became an important location for encounter between East and West. He has written about the quest for the center
and I recall his book, Return to the Centre.
*
As I write these words at our house in the Suffolk country-side I have just said goodbye to a friend who is
setting out to walk across the Sahara. I regard him as one of the last of the “gentleman” travelers. As a young man
he traveled in the party of the formidable Freya Stark. According to my friend, she was not over-impressed with
him and, to his amusement, recorded that fact in one of her books.
I have traveled through parts of the Sahara, across Namibia and Botswana and through the desert regions of
Uganda. The desert fascinates me and I can understand why individuals have gained spiritual insight in such
places. In the desert, as at sea, one knows what it is to be vulnerable.
Carlo Carretto\fn{1910-1988} held a powerful position within Catholic Action in Italy and gave up his post to
join the followers of Charles de Foucauld\fn{French priest (1858-1916)} known as the Little Brothers of Jesus. It was
in the desert that he learned important lessons about prayer and recorded something of that experience in a series
of letters later made into a book and entitled, Letters from the Desert. He echoes so many of my own feelings.
When I lay awake at night attempting to make sense of what was happening to me and finding little comfort in my
faith, I remembered his words about darkness. Wisdom does not come cheaply and the things of God must not be
treated lightly.
*
My requests for the guard to bring me books continued. One morning after I had returned from the bathroom
my guard uttered the magic word
“Tek.” (take).
I held out my hand to receive whatever he had to give me. It was a book. When the guard had locked the door I
removed my blindfold and discovered that he had given me a novel published by Mills and Boon. My heart sank
because I knew that it would be read before noon and also because I wanted something more substantial. I red the
book thoroughly, however, and it did pass an hour or so. There is a sequel to this story: when I was released I
mentioned that the novels published by this house were not my favourite reading. The publisher got to hear of this
and, being a good-humoured soul, transposed my portrait on to the cover of a Mills and Boon book called
Reluctant Hostage.\fn{By Margaret Mayo. Mills and Boon are publishers of “romances”, of the Harlequin Romance genre; ABE
Books will be glad to sell you a copy for 50¢: H } The cover was framed and given to me. It now has pride of place in my
study.
The guards must have obtained a small supply of books because the following morning I received another.
This time it was Remote People by Evelyn Waugh.\fn{Evelyn St. John Waugh (1903-1966), English author} In 1930,
Waugh visited Abyssinia to attend and report on the coronation of the Emperor, Haile Selassie.\fn{ Born Tafari
Makonnen (1892-1975), Regent (1916-1930), reigned as Haile Selassie I (1930-1975, when he was apparently secretly murdered by agents
of the Communist regime which had earlier overthrown his government): H } Having visited that country several times I found a

lot of pleasure in his witty and descriptive writing.
*
Naturally enough my guards were most concerned about their own security. They knew that Beirut was under
constant observation by satellite and thee were many who would be anxious to discover details of where hostages
were kept. They were also worried that the building would be stormed, and kept a large cache of weapons on
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hand. I am quite convinced that, had there been an attempt to free me, the guards would have had no hesitation in
shooting me and dying themselves in the ensuing battle.
With this in mind, I read The Blue Nile by Alan Moorhead.\fn{Alan McCrae Moorhead (1910-1983) British author} He
recounts how the Victorians dealt with a case of hostage-taking in Abyssinia.
A predecessor of Haile Selassie was holding the British Envoy Rassam and others. General Napier came
straight to the point in his letter to Theodore.\fn{ Born Kassa Haile Giorgis (c.1818-1868), reigned as Tewodros II (1855-1868,
when he shot himself with a pistol which Queen Victoria had given him as a gift, to avoid capture by Napier) }
*
Translations of the historians Thucydides\fn{c.460-c.395BC, Greek author} and Herodotus\fn{c.484-425BC, Greek
author} both found their way to me. The latter enlivened his script with the gossip of the market place, which
makes for good reading even if professional historians might regard it as suspect. Herodotus, writing in the fifth
century BC was a prodigious traveler and as he journeyed he collected information on Egypt, Syria, Libya, Italy
and Sicily, among many other places.
The following extract from his History of the Greek and Persian War is a good example of how entertaining a
writer he could be.
*
Although I have been a lifelong Anglican, the Orthodox Church has provided me with a second home. As a
young student of theology, I would often slip away to attend a service at the Russian Orthodox Cathedral in
London. The unique mixture of order and freedom within the liturgy has its own special appeal. In the main, the
congregation remain standfing. There are seats by the wall—hence the saying,
“The weakest go to the wall.”
The service is conducted with considerable respect for order and form and yet the members of the congreagation have a lot of freedom while it is in progress. Some remain virtually immobile—others move to light a candle
or to pray before an icon. Within the Orthodox liturgy there is the opportunity for participation at many different
levels: throughout in all one is conscious of the great mystery that is God and this awareness produces a sense of
awe and respect.
To many, Orthodox belief and practice is a total mystery. In 1963, Timothy Ware\fn{ 1934- , a native of Bath,
England} (now Bishop Kallistos Ware) published The Orthodox Church for the general reader. It continues to be
well worth attention as it gives a good overview of the history of Orthodoxy and a clear account of its faith and
worship. In an age where limited value is placed on history and tradition the Orthodox Church has much to
contribute.
*
Just before returning to the Middle East in January 1987, I attended the Christmas liturgy at the Russian
Orthodox church in Kensington. It was packed and little did I realise that this was the last Church service I would
e attending for almost five years. When I returned home at the end of 1991, I went back to the Church for a
Sunday morning liturgy. At the end, the congregation gathered around their bishop, Anthony of Sourozh, to listen
to his homily. When he had finished he turned towards me and said,
“Welcome home. We have never forgotten you. Now we shall all sing for you.”
The congregation sang as only an Orthodox congregation can sing. The music spoke of a state in which joy,
sorrow and mystery combine in harmony to produce a profound sense of peace.
As we were leaving the church and I was receiving the embraces of the congregation, someone drew me aside.
“You were here at Christmas just before you disappeared?” I nodded my head.
“I remember,” she said. “I remember in particular because that very morning also in the congregation was Irina
Ratushinakaya.\fn{Irina Borisovna Ratushinskaya (1954- ), born in Ukraine} She had just been released. You were about
to be captured.”
Irina Ratushinskaya, a writer and poet of distinction, was twenty-eight years old when she was imprisoned in
the Soviet Union because of her writing. Her book Grey is the Colour of Hope tells her story and we join her in a
railway carriage with other prisoners on their way to prison camp.
*
When my spirits faltered I would think back to the people who had encouraged me by the way in which they
had coped under acute pressure. One such was my friend bishop Desmond Tutu. In 1982, Arachbishop Runcie had
sent me to South Africa to give support to Bishop Desmond when he was secretary to the South African Council
of Churches and he and the council were subject to an investigation by the government of the day. The hope was
to discredit and silence both bishop and Council. The Eloff Commission of Inquiry was set up and Desmond was
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“invited” to present himself for questioning and make a statement. I was present for some of the time and found
the experience unpleasant and not a little frightening. I listened to Desmond and he spoke before Mr. Justice Eloff
and his fellow commissioners.
As I read the address again, I can hear him speaking out of a tradition that extends way beyond South Africa
and finds its origin in the prophets of the Old Testament.
*
Although books were now arriving in dribs and drabs, more often than not they were lightweight romantic
novels. It was clearly impossible for the guards to go out and buy specific titles and I puzzled as to how to
persuade them to bring me books of any substance. Then I had an idea. One day a guard who was reasonably
friendly came into my cell. I repeated my usual plea for reading material and told him that the novels he was
bringing were better than nothing but very quickly read. I asked him if he would let me use a pencil and paper for
a moment. He produced both and as carefully as I could I drew a picture of a penguin.
“Look,” I said. “If you see that on the front of a book, buy it. It will be a good book.”
“What you call?” he asked.
“Penguin,” I said. “Penguin Books”.
“He took back the pencil and paper and left the cell. Several days later he returned and uttered the familiar
command,
“Tek.”
A book was placed in my hand and when he left the room I discovered, to my great delight, that it was a
Penguin. Thereafter I received a regular supply.
Among the Penguins I received was a familiar friend. In the 1930s Laurie Lee\fn{ Laurence Edward Alan (19141997) English author} set out from his home in Cotswolds with his violin to seek his fortune. As I Walked out one
Midsummer Morning records his adventures. It wase a lovely book to read again and enabled me to travel far and
wide in imagination while trapped in a dark damp room.
This extract describes Laurie Lee’s encounter with the South African poet Roy Campbell, who was then living
in Toledo.
*
Travel books have always fascinated me and they understandably had a particular appeal when it was
impossible for me to go anywhere other than in my imagination.
I had not heard about Ann Davison\fn{ 1914-1992} until her book, Last Voyage, found its way to my prison. She
was the first woman to sail single-handed from England to America, and before that she and her husband Frank
had led a life full of adventure. He owned an airport. She became a joy-ride-pilot. They managed a smallholding
and later reared goats on a Scottish island in Loch Lomond. When their various ventures crashed, they decided to
sail around the world in a seventy-foot fishing vessel. They started to renovate the ship and when the money ran
out they put to sea illegally. After a terrible journey they find themselves off Portland Bill and tragedy strikes.
*
I frequently wished that I could be given an opportunity to talk to my captors about their faith and political
philosophy but this was very seldom allowed. Most of the guards who did the routine work had limited English
and, even if we had been able to communicate, their grasp of issues was less than informed! The men in higher
positions were more articulate but hardly ever discussed such matters with me. It did not surprise me that when
they spoke about political questions they did so in terms that were combative. As many people from the so-called
“West” tended to lump all Arabs together, so many Arabs tend to have a uniform distaste for what they perceive as
greedy, manipulative, pagan, Westerners. One of the leaders told me that he had been to University in the United
States and hated all Americans, Germans, British and French. More often than not, hostages were seen as
“symbols” of the pagan West rather than as individuals in their own right. When we were seen as human beings,
the natural friendliness of the Arab people broke through.
It soon became clear that my captors were operating as part of a highly structured and disciplined team—not
simply a random group of operators: they were subject to strict orders from their superiors and this obviously
affected their behaviour towards me.
I lived close to death. In Taken on Trust I described the experience of a mock execution when I was told that I
had five hours to live. A gun was put to my head and after several moments it was dropped with the words,
“Not now, later.”
The building in which I was kept was in the midst of constant shelling and I had several narrow escapes.
Towards the end of my captivity, I became ill with a lung infection and, again, death seemed to be at my elbow.
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In itself, death did not cause me to be afraid, but I was fearful of the way in which I might die. Although I said
to myself during a period of serious illness that death would be preferable to what seemed a living death. I did not
want to die in captivity. I did not want my family and friends to have to live with the terrible uncertainty of not
knowing how I had lived my last days and how I had died. In my work with the families of hostages I had seen
too many who had had to experience that particular agony.
When I literally “felt like death” I would repeat Psalm 23 to myself.
*
Some of my guards told me that death held no fears for them. One mentioned that he had lost his wife in a car
bomb incident. Another said that he would be glad to die for his cause as he would then go directly to Paradise.
The way in which we view death will affect the way we live, and vice versa. Whatever we believe, there will
always be an element of mystery surrounding this most natural of experiences and I puzzled about it. Death is a
certainty and a mystery for us al. It is one reality from which no human being may escape. Harry [A.] Williams
has expressed something of what I am attempting to say in his book True Resurrection.\fn{Published in 1983}
*
When Alexander Solzhenitsyn’s\fn{ Aleksandr Isayevich Solzhenitsyn (1918-2008) Russian author } The First Circle
found its way to my cell I was delighted because at last I had received a novel of substance. Delighted too because
it was a book I had wanted to read again, especially under the circumstances in which I found myself.
The book had been through many hands and for a while I mused on where it had come from and how many
people had read it. If a previous owner had written his or her name in a book the guards would generally tear that
page out, but sometimes they were careless and would leave it in. I would then stare at the name and wonder
about the former reader. This provided a simple link with other people.
The authors of the books I received became very important to me. Some, like Solzhenitsyn, I had met. I
pictured them in my mind, recalling what had impressed me on my first meeting. Other, by far the majority, I had
never met but I grew to know something of their hopes and desires as I read their books. I wondered if I would
ever write a book myself which would find its way across the world.
It was close to Christmas when I read The First Circle. I had been alone for several years and was feeling cold
and somewhat sad. I read chapter three, in which thee is a description of Christmas in prison. I envied the
prisoners their companionship.
*
Those responsible for getting hold of books must have found the Russian department I the bookshop; when I
had finished Solzhenitsyn, the first volume of The Brothers Karamazov arrived. It was a Penguin edition and I
was annoyed with Penguin for printing this book in two parts for I guessed that I would not see the second
volume, and I was right. To receive a book by Dostoyevsky\fn{ Fyodor Mikhaylovich Dostoyevsky (1821-1881) Russian
author} was a wonderful bonus. The sheer power of his writing was a delight and he deals with the great themes:
anarchy, atheism, the existence of God and the complexity of the human spirit. It is hard to convey just how much
pleasure this book brought to me and now, years later, a Penguin edition of the whole work is open on my desk. It
is very difficult indeed to select a passage and it would be tedious to explain the story. I have taken part of a
chapter that held me enthralled: the story of the Grand Inquisitor.
*
I took my time reading and re-reading The Brothers Karamazov. Eventually it was taken from me. Again I
thought of the wealth of books available to the world outside and I determined that if I should ever be released I
would devote even more time to reading.
Another classic of quite a different order arrived. Arthur Grimble\fn{ Arthur Francis Grimble (1888-1956) British author,
born in Hong Kong} joined the British Colonial Administrative Service and in 1913 received a cadetship in the
Gilbert and Ellice Islands Protectorate. I remembered these islands because as a boy their distinctive postage
stamps had found a place in my album. Grimble recorded his experiences in a delightful book, A Pattern of
Islands, and like many other travel books it helped me to escape in my imagination. Later I found a copy on the
Cambridge bookstall. Reading the book in captivity brought back a host of memories. My wife Frances and I had
lived in Uganda at the end of the Colonial era and, having subsequently traveled throughout the world, I had seen
how little Colonial life varied whether one was in the Pacific, Malaysia or Africa.
Grimble was a kindly man, a keen observer and endowed with good common sense. He dedicated his book to
the district officers of the Colonial Administrative Service and their long-suffering wives.
*
One of the leading academic institutions in Lebanon is the American University of Beirut. For many years
1741

AUB has provided an education for thousands of young men and women from the Arab world and farther afield. I
imagine that one of the reasons I received a good number of books by American writers is that they were left
behind by generations of teachers from the University and eventually found their way to second-hand bookshops
in the city. A collection off short stories by John Cheever\fn{ John William Cheever (1912-1982) American author} arrived:
I was particularly interested in his writings, set in Rome because he lived there at the same time as Frances and I,
and our children went to the same school. This may seem a trivia connection but, in isolation, such small points
bring back a flood of memories. Although I had bread Cheever, I had not previously read another American
writer, William Styron,\fn{William Clark Styron, Jr. (1925-2006)} American author } one of whose books made its way to
my cell. Set this House on Fire wrestles with the problem of good and evil and held me enthralled. The fact that
the book is set in Italy was yet another attraction.
The following extract can give no more than a flavour of the novel.
*
Novels by Gore Vidal\fn{Eugene Luther Gore Vidal (1925- ) } and John Updike\fn{John Hoyer Updike (1932-2009)}
also found their way to me. Then one day, a small volume of poetry by Updike arrived. Inside I came across the
following which made me smile.\fn{Entitled Planting a Mailbox}
*
For a long time I puzzled about this little poem. It reminded me of something else; but I could not identify it.
Then I remembered Virgil\fn{Publius Vergilius Maro (70-19BC), Roman author, born in Cisalpine Gaul } and the four books of
The Georgics dealing with rural life in the first century BC. In the following passage from Book Two, Virgil is
instructing his readers in the planting of vines, and I suspect that Updike knew this before he planted his mailbox.
*
In Taken on Trust I told the story of a guard coming into my cell and handing mea postcard of John Bunyan
writing in prison. It had been sent to me by a lady from Bedford and was the only mail I received in almost five
years. On my release, I told this story and said that I would like to meet the person who had sent the card. I did
not make her name public as I wanted the right person to come forward. It so happened that, as I was speaking
about the incident during a televised press conference, the lady in question was doing her ironing at home. She
nearly dropped the iron when she heard me mention the Bard.
“Good heavens,” she said to her small daughter, “that’s my card.”
Although many thousands of people sent cards and letters, only the card from Mrs. Joy Brodier got through.
When we met, I was curious to know how she had addressed it because the address had been obliterated when it
was given to me.
“Oh,” she said, “I just sent it to Terry Waite, c/o Hezbollah, Party of God, Lebanon.” Unfortunately it wsa
taken from me before I was released.
John Bunyan\fn{1628-1688, English author} was imprisoned because he was seen as a threat to both civil and
ecclesiastical order. He was a man of considerable spirit, some might say stubborn. I have often mused on the fact
that a man imprisoned by the Church of England should bring consolation to any envoy of the Archbishop of
Canterbury three hundred years later.
I am including a passage written by Bunyan in which he records his exchange with a visiting Clerk of the
Peace. It reveals something of Bunyan’s determination.
*
For many years I avoided short stories. My dislike could probably be traced back to childhood when I
attempted to read some of my father’s collection. They bored me to tears. Later, I was introduced to the short
stories of Somerset Maugham\fn{ William Somerset Maugham (1874-1965) English author} and realized just how
entertaining they could be. I was overjoyed when a volume of Maugham’s writings landed in my cell. That was
followed by a miscellaneous collection of stories containing one by Stephen Leacock.\fn{ Stephen Butler Leacock
(1869-1944) Canadian author, born in England } He was a political scientist in Montreal at McGill university and a writer.
One of his shortest stories cheered up a rather depressing day.
*
I often wondered what the various authors would think if they had known that their books were finding their
way to a secret hideout in the Lebanon. I was pleased to find autobiographical details in a book, partly because it
helped me to place the writer and also because it provided a small link with another human being.
Several books by Susan Howatch\fn{ 1940- , English author} appeared and I identified with her simply because
the dust jacket said that she had been born in 1940, the year after me. I had not previously come across her
writing, but from the various dust jackets I was able to piece together something of her life.
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From reading her novels, I assumed that she had known sorrow and that she was a compassionate woman. I
wondered where she was at that moment and whether or not she continued to write. When I was released, I
learned that she was indeed still writing, and was in the middle of a series of books centred around the Church of
England. This was obviously a new theme and different from the novels I had read.
One day following my release, I was invited to a garden party in Cambridge where another guest was Susan
Howatch She was extremely surprised when I told her my story, and we became friends.
One of her novels, Glittering Images, opens in a place I know very well: Lambeth Palace, the London home
and office of the Archbishop of Canterbury, where I had my office for many years. She begins her book with a
sentence I might have uttered myself.
*
The stockpile of books collected by the guards was beginning to run out and it was with increasing insistence
that they told me to “read slow”. I received Count Belisarius by Robert Graves\fn{Robert von Ranke Graves (18951995) English author} and enjoyed it enormously. Then, to my surprise a translation of The Odyssey arrived to be
followed by James Joyce.\fn{ James Augustine Aloysius Joyce (1882-1941) Irish author } I had hoped to receive Ulysses,
which I had only partially read and I longed to receive books that would make demands on me. It was, however
one of Joyce’s shorter works that arrived: Dubliners.
Some people regard Joyce as being virtually inaccessible, but this is far from true. Dubliners, an account of the
lives of ordinary men and women, reveals the extraordinary talent of the author. As he recounts the everyday
happenings of his characters, he conveys, with the greatest subtlety, the fragile web of emotions that lie but a
fraction beneath the surface of events.
One of the most enjoyable stories from Dubliners is entitled “The Dead”. I read it time and again. There is
only space here to include a part of this picture painted by a master of language.
It is Christmas in Dublin and the Misses Morkan have gathered with their friends for a Christmas celebration.
The following extract gives a flavour of the conversation around the dining table. Mr. Browne is, of course, “of
the other persuasion” namely, a Protestant.
*
After almost four years, a day that I had been dreading arrived: there were no more books. I asked to receive
back some of the volumes I had read previously but was told that they were irretrievable. I imagined they had
been given to other captives elsewhere. Now, once again, I was left totally alone with memory.
The longer my solitary state lasted, the more I appreciated the harmony and rhythm of language. In solitary
confinement the individual is afraid of losing inner coherence, and the rhythm of language assists inner balance.
Music, had that been available, would have fulfilled a similar function. Years before I had asked one of the guards
to bring me Shakespeare and he had made a special effort to be helpful. To my sadness he brought only Lamb’s
Tales from Shakespeare. That was the nearest the Bard ever got to my cell. I remembered fragments from
schooldays but not enough to be satisfying.\fn{ This was an English children’s book largely written by Mary Lamb (1764-1847)
and her brother Charles (1775-1834), both of them English authors, in 1807. The 21 stories were adapted from selected plays, Mary being
responsible for adaptations from 14 comedies, Charles for adaptations from 7 tragedies (the preface being written between them:H }

My health began to fail as I choked on fumes entering my room from a generator situated on the balcony
outside. It was winter and very cold. I was ill and probably near to death. Someone once described death as the
ultimate reality. I thought of Von Hügel who said:
The deeper we get into reality,
The more numerous will be
The questions we cannot answer

One Christmas Eve, wrapped in my blanket, I said the Communion Service to myself and recited the first
Chapter of the Gospel of St. John.
The word, spoken of by the writer, is the Divine Word, the Logos, the eternal truth for which we seek. Truth
that was, and is, and shall be forever. A mystery.
*
The words of an Italian poem translated by Ezra Pound\fn{ Ezra Weston Loomis Pound (1885-1972) American author }
echoed in my mind:
When the light goes,
men shut behind blinds their life,
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to die for a night.
And yet through glass and bars
some dream a wild sunset
waiting the stars.
Call these few, at leas
the singers, in whom
hope’s voice is yeast.

During the four years of exile and solitude, I had attempted to hold to the light. At times my grasp was
feeble, but hope never totally died. The authority on world religions, Mircea Eliade,\fn{ 1907-1986, Romanian author}
in his published notebooks, No Souvenirs, wrote about exile and the path towards the center. I recognized that my
solitude had been an exile of a kind.
Every real existence reproduces the Odyssey. The chance to become a new Ulysses is given to any exile
whomsoever … to realise this, the exile must be capable of penetrating the hidden meaning of his wanderings and
of understanding them as a long series of initiation trials, and as so many obstacles on the path which brings him
back to the hearth [the center]. That means seeing signs, hidden meanings, symbols, in the sufferings, the
depressions, the dry periods in everyday life. Seeing them and reading them even if they aren’t there; if one sees
them, one can build a structure and read a message in the formless flow of things and the monotonous flux of
historical facts.”\fn{The italics are in the text; the words “the center” are in simple brackets—: ( ) :—as opposed to the compound ones
which normally indicate a textual emendation, and which I have substituted; and I believe these are all modifications of the text by Mr.
Waite, but in the absence of the text itself, I can not be certain:H }

Across the years the words of many men and women had come to me through books. They had made me
laugh, cry, rejoice and enabled me to maintain some sense of perspective. They had also assisted me as I
attempted to give meaning to my own myth, my own journey which, for a space, was concentrated on discovering
the center. When the exploration became too exhausting they provided me with a little human companionship.
My faith enabled me to interpret experience and give meaning to that which might have seemed meaningless.
In the final part of his autobiography, Stephen Spender\fn{ Stephen Harold Spender (1909-1995) English author}
touches on many of my own thoughts.
*
Recently,\fn{This book was published in 1995 } when I was speaking at a public function, my audience was anxious
to hear about solitary confinement and I attempted to answer questions. One man got to his feet and half
apologised for this comment.
I don’t want to belittle what you have been through, but in some ways you have been fortunate. You have been given
an opportunity to evaluate your life and go more deeply into inner experience. Most of us are so busy trying to make a
living that we never get the chance to reflect.

I assured him that his apology was unnecessary because there was a great deal of truth in what he said. My
captivity was certainly a miserable experience which I would not wish to go through again. And yet, almost
despite myself, something had come from it.
When the manuscript of this book was completed in draft, my editor pointed out that I had chosen a number of
accounts of journeys. I believe that journeys fascinated me not only because I longed to travel away from my cell
but also because I was conscious of the fact that I was in the midst of a unique inner journey. If I have not fully
described this here it is perhaps because I am still attempting to interpret the landscape. There are many questions
I cannot begin to answer, nor even to frame. I know that I was able to take the experience of captivity and turn it
into something creative. There was a cost, a high and painful cost, and at times the pain linters. There have been
benefits. I have learnt to embrace solitude as a friend and I no longer experience that aching loneliness which
made me such a compulsive individual. I have long appreciated the beauty of form and order in life, but I no
longer feel so insecure that I have to be dogmatic to the point of arrogance. I now understand in my inner
experience what Eliot was communicating when he wrote:
We shall not cease from exploration
And the end of our exploring
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Will be to arrive where we started
And know the place for the first time.

As a child I was so conscious of the mystery of the universe and the wonder of life. I have returned to that place
and the return has brought me to realise anew that all true faith should at least enable us to touch the hem of
mystery.
I remember asking myself a question in captivity. If I ever regained my freedom what should I wish to do with
the remainder of my life? I gave four answers. To give more time to reading and meditation; to write; to engage in
public speaking and, finally, to continue with the humanitarian activities which have concerned me throughout my
life. I have put the answers in this order because I have learnt that worthwhile action springs from a center that is
aware, still; and yet, not without tension.
Like Stephen Spender, I understand the attraction and seeming illogicality of simplicity. I do not agree when he
says his ideas were “childish”. I believe they were “childlike”. There is a difference between the two. My own
journey through life had been greatly enhanced by the intensity of the experience of captivity, but I am deeply
aware of the fact that there is still a long way to tread. The goal? Wholeness—a concept that cannot be realized
selfishly.
Stephen Spender expresses something of the difficulties of the journey in his poem Darkness and Light.
*
I am writing these lines during the week before Easter when the church reflects on the great cyclical process of
birth, death and resurrection. This theme contains truths which we know to be self-evident. We are born into this
world and we shall die. Spring, summer, seedtime, harvest: the pattern of death and resurrection runs through the
whole of life. The world, of which we are a part, replenishes itself. The process of creation is ongoing and we are
active, though perhaps not always conscious, participants in that process.
To believe in resurrection requires faith, and even faith is a natural part of human experience. Those who have
applied their faith are fortunate, if not always comfortable. They are fortunate because they will look forward to
resurrection, but more—they will know something of it within their own experience.
They will never be totally comfortable, for faith must point to truth and truth always disturbs as it heals.
Whether we have religious faith or not, we are linked together on a journey through life—a journey that may take
us into the very depths of suffering as well as to the heights of joy.
I should like to close this part of the journey with the words of a very old prayer: a collect. The word simply
means a “gathering together”, and this prayer has brought together people of faith for oever fifteen hundred years.
It is a gentle request composed by a bishop of Rome in AD 492.
Almighty and everlasting God,
Who, of thy tender love towards mankind,
Hath sent thy Son,
Our Saviour Jesus Christ,
To take upon him our flesh and to suffer death upon the cross,
That all mankind should follow the example of his great humility:
Mercifully grant that we may both follow the example of his patience,
And also be made partakers of his resurrection;
Through the same Jesus Christ our Lord.
Amen.

216.111 Excerpt from The Scot And I\fn{by Elizabeth Thornton (1940-2010)} Aberdeen, Aberdeen, Scotland, United
Kingdom (F) 11
1
The moment he set eyes on her, Alex knew that this woman was going to be trouble. Though she was pretty
enough and trim enough to catch the eye of any red-blooded male, that was not the kind of trouble he had in mind.
He was thinking about the case he was working on, wondering if she could be the one.
It was the blond hair that made her stand out. In this corner of the Highlands of Deeside, the natives were
mostly dark-haired Celts like himself. This young woman had the look of an English rose. He was sure that her
eyes would be blue.
She turned her head quickly, as though she realized that someone was studying her, and their eyes brushed and
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held. In the split second before she tore her gaze from his, he felt it: a ripple of recognition, like a tiny electric
current passing through his brain. Strange, when he knew that he had never met the woman.
Watch her, Hepburn, he told himself.
After watching her wander among the assembled guests as though she were looking for a friend, Alex
dismissed her from his mind. She seemed harmless enough. Besides, it wasn’t a woman he was looking for but a
man.
Ca bheil sibh, Mac an diaboil? Where are you, son of the devil? A voice at his elbow said softly,
“Her Majesty is about to make her entrance. What happens now?”
The speaker was Alex’s brother, Gavin. Though the resemblance between them was striking, Gavin’s manner
and expression possessed a charm that was entirely lacking in Alex.
“Now we wait,” Alex responded.
His gaze traveled the crush of guests in the castle’s ballroom, noting that the cream of Scotland’s Highland
society had come to pay its respects to Her Majesty, Queen Victoria. There would be no dancing at this reception.
Since her husband’s death, the queen had retired into semi-obscurity. Frivolity was now frowned upon.
A silence fell as the doors to the queen’s gallery opened and Her Majesty entered, flanked by her kilted guard
of honor. Alex had positioned himself to watch the guests. He was scanning faces, seeking out anything and
everything that struck him as odd. He hoped that his counterpart on the other side was not as vigilant, because
he’d soon deduce that this trumped-up drama was a lie, a carefully choreographed trap to ensnare a traitor.
The “queen” was not the queen but only someone who resembled her; the “footmen” in their dark green coats
and tartan sashes were not footmen but police officers. He was not part of the official operation but worked alone
and reported only to his section chief, Commander Durward, and in his absence, as now, to Dickens, the local
man in charge of security.
Gavin had no part in the operation. He was one of the guests, but he’d known that something was up when his
elder brother had arrived at the family’s fishing and hunting lodge the week before. They expected trouble at the
queen’s reception, Alex had told him. He’d also told Gavin to keep his mouth shut and his eyes open, and that was
the only part Alex would allow him to play. At the moment, Gavin was weaving in and out of the guests, doing
much the same as Alex was.
As the queen and her escort began to process slowly down the aisle that her aides had cleared for her, every
head was lowered. The ladies’ skirts rustled as they made their curtsies. Alex’s bow was perfunctory. When he
looked up, he saw the blond-haired woman moving quickly toward him. The thought had hardly registered when
she raised a revolver that had been concealed in the folds of her skirts and pulled the trigger. He heard the
deafening report of the gun going off, felt the whiz of the bullet as it missed him by a hair, heard the groan of
someone behind him who had been hit; then he braced himself as the crush of screaming guests surged and ebbed
like waves Off an angry sea. It was a relief to see that the queen’s guard had closed ranks around “Her Majesty”
and were hustling the look-alike up the gallery stairs and out of the reception area. When a second shot rang out,
however, and hit the chandelier overhead, making it teeter alarmingly, the panicked crowd rushed for the set of
French doors giving onto the gardens. The “footmen” could do nothing to hold them back.
Alex scanned the pulsating wave of people forcing their way out. There was nary a sign of the woman with
blond hair.
“Gavin,” he shouted above the din, “look for a woman with blond hair! Don’t let her get away!” He gestured to
the exit he thought she would have made for.
Gavin nodded and pushed his way through the crowd. Muttering a furious curse, Alex went down on bended
knee to tend to the wounded man. He was younger than Gavin by a year or two, and his face was vivid with color.
“Did you see that?” the young man demanded. “Someone tried to murder me!”
The bullet had lodged in his arm, just below the elbow, and though the wound was bleeding profusely, he did
not appear to be in any danger. After fishing in his pocket for his handkerchief, Alex folded it into a pad and told
the young man to use it to stem the flow of blood.
He was beside himself with fury. He’d misjudged the scheming bitch. He’d been confident that, even if she
were the assassin—and it didn’t seem likely that a woman would be up to the job—she wasn’t in a position to get
off a clear shot at the queen. It had never occurred to him that he would be her target. And he had no doubt that
her object was he and not the man whom she’d accidentally shot. With him out of the way, she’d have a clear shot
at her real target. That bullet had missed him by a hair. It was a miracle he was still breathing. A moment or two
later, breathless from his exertions, Gavin returned. In his hand, he held a blond wig.
“I found this on the terrace,” he said. “It’s possible that she’s one of the guests the footmen are rounding up for
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questioning, or she may be panicked and making for the river.”
“She won’t be.”
She was too cool and too clever not to have a well-thought-out escape route in place. He got up, helped the
wounded man to rise, and taking the wig from Gavin, stuffed it into his pocket.
“Get this gentleman—what is your name, by the way?”
“Ramsey.” The young man grimaced in pain. “Ronald Ramsey.”
“Get Mr. Ramsey medical attention, then meet me in the courtyard.”
“Lean on my arm, Mr. Ramsey,” said Gavin soothingly. “I don’t believe we've met. I'm Gavin Hepburn, and
the gentleman you just met—he of few words, and all of them orders—is my brother, Alex. We are the Hepburns
of Feughside. Are you visiting in the area? I ask because I don’t recognize your face.”
As Gavin led Ramsey away, Alex strode for the exit. He admired his brother’s tactics. Gavin might appear to
be engaged in a casual conversation, but he was, in effect, getting the man’s statement. There would be many
statements taken tonight and many frayed tempers before these exalted guests could get to their beds.
On the terrace, he cleared his mind and took a moment to study the lie of the land. In the Highlands, the sun set
early. Off to his left, he could see the sun’s rosy rim as it disappeared behind the peaks of the Cairngorms. In front
of him was the path to the river. A forest of trees obscured the view as did the forest of guests who were now
being herded back into the castle.
He closed his eyes and shut off the active part of his brain. All his senses were humming! but the one sense that
might be of use to him, his sixth sense, had obviously dozed off.
His sixth sense. It wasn’t a joke. It was a legacy from his granny, the celebrated Witch of Drumore, as the
superstitious country folk called her. Much good it had done him. He couldn’t read minds or hear voices. The best
he could say about it was that it sometimes pointed him in the right direction. But when he needed it most, such as
now, it would desert him like a fickle woman.
Where was the wench? How did she know that he was the one to take down before trying for the queen? He
was supposed to be a secret service agent, for God’s sake. He was supposed to blend in with the crowd. But more
impor-tant than any of that was, where was the woman now?
He dug in his coat pocket, produced the blond wig, and crushed it between his fingers. He felt it again, a ripple
of recognition, like a tiny electric current, passing through his brain. He rubbed it against his cheek, and the
current became stronger, more compelling. His dark brows snapped together as he tried to recall every small detail
of the woman who had bested him at his own game.
Average height. Delicately sculpted features. A slender figure set off by a gown that wasn’t showy but was
suitable for the occasion, a gray blue silk, as he remembered. Her eyes were blue … no, not blue, but gray, as gray
and clear as the waters of the river Dee on a fine day. She baffled him and intrigued him. Why had he singled her
out? Was it his training as an agent? Was it his sixth sense? Or was it something else? And why hadn’t he acted on
his first impression that this woman was going to be trouble?
He put the wig to his face and inhaled.
A picture formed in his mind. He saw a young man, a boy really, in tartan trews and bonnet, kneeling beside a
spring of crystal-clear water. The boy scooped some water into his cupped hands and drank greedily. Behind him
rose the peaks of the Cairngorms.
That was better. His sixth sense was working just as it should. He couldn’t read minds or get premonitions
from his dreams as others with his gift were able to do. His gift was most potent when he touched objects that
belonged to his quarry. And that was what the blond woman was now: his quarry. The boy in his vision was surely
her accomplice.
“So there you are.” Gavin’s voice came to him as though from a great distance. “Didn’t you hear me calling
you?”
The picture in Alex’s mind instantly dissolved. He thrust the wig into his pocket.
“I was lost in thought. Did you find anything out from Mr. Ramsey?”
“Damn little. He says that he didn’t see anything. He’s quite shaken up. Well, he would be, wouldn’t he? All he
wants is to go home and forget the whole thing.”
“He must have seen the woman with the gun.”
“He insists that he didn’t see anything. One moment he was looking at the queen, and the next, a bullet
slammed into his arm.” Gavin propped one elbow on the parapet and peered up at Alex. “Are you sure it was a
woman?” When Alex turned his head and gave his brother a straight look, Gavin shrugged.
“Sorry I asked. Of course you’re sure. It’s just that it seems criminal to me to involve a woman in this kind of
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dirty work.”
“Gavin,” Alex’s voice was pleasantly modulated, “they are criminals, traitors, in fact, and the woman must be
one of their prime operators. She is bold, brave, and resourceful. I’ll tell you something else. She meant to kill me,
not Mr. Ramsey. With me out of the way, she’d have a clear shot at the queen.”
Gavin stood stock-still. Finally, he said irritably,
“What’s going on, Alex? You’ve told me very little. I’m picking things up in dribs and drabs.”
“I’ve told you as much as you need to know and only because you’re my brother and I trust you implicitly.”
“You’re not acting as though you trust me.”
Their eyes met, one seer of Grampian to another. Gavin’s gift was to put ideas into his subjects’ minds. Alex
knew that if he wasn’t careful, he would be blabbing like a baby, telling Gavin all his secrets. Smiling a little,
Alex replied,
“I’m up to all your tricks, Brother, so don’t even think of meddling with my mind. I trust you more than I trust
anyone. Let that suffice.”
“Don’t you trust your colleagues?”
“Up to a point.” He was becoming irritable, and when Gavin opened his mouth to say more, Alex cut him off
“Look, I shouldn’t be telling you anything. You’re not in the game. All I’ll say is that someone took a potshot
at me tonight, and I mean to find her.”
These somber words were followed by a long, reflective silence. At length, Gavin said,
“I don’t suppose that erratic muse of yours can show us which way she went?”
“That depends.” Alex looked toward the peaks. “Tell me, Gavin, where are we most likely to find a spring of
ice-cold water?”
“In the mountains.” Gavin took one look at Alex’s expression and said slowly, “Where did that idea come
from? Your muse?”
“Where else would I get a damn fool idea like that? We’d best get a move on.”
“Are you joking? It will soon be as black as pitch out there, and it gets damn cold in these mountains. Why
can’t we wait till morning?”
“And give her a head start? Not on your life.” A slow grin creased Gavin’s face.
“What?” Alex demanded. “In spite of your words, Brother, I think I’ve just been invited into the game.”
Alex grunted. A little later, Gavin observed,
“The castle is locked up like a prison. They’re not likely to give us horses. We’re supposed to be guests,
remember? They’ll want to question us.”
“They’ll give us horses,” said Alex, “or Her Majesty will want to know the reason why.” He held up his hand.
“Watch me, little brother, and see how it’s done.”
“The last time you said that to me,” replied Gavin moodily, “I broke my arm when I fell out of our tree house.”
Alex’s only response was a grin, but it soon faded. As they struck out toward the stable, he was thinking of the
woman, remembering another time and place, when another pretty woman, a blond, no less, had led him and three
of his agents into a deadly trap.
2
Mahri hitched up her skirts and ran like a hare, weaving in and out of the trees as though the hounds were
snapping at her heels. Though she’d chosen the route that gave her the best chance of escaping detection, she did
not count on it. There was always one agent sharper than the others, one who would put two and two together and
realize that she’d outwitted them. While agents had followed the guests who swarmed onto the lawn, she had
stayed close to the castle walls and disappeared round the corner and into the shadows.
She’d lost her wig and reticule in the panicked stampede, but that didn’t worry her. They couldn’t be traced
back to her. She was sure that many ladies had lost more costly items.
It was the thought of the dark-haired man who worried her most. A flicker of recognition had crossed his face.
She hoped he wasn’t an agent. An agent with a good memory for faces was more trouble than she could handle
right now.
The odd thing was, she had no memory of him, and he was the kind of man a woman would remember, not
because he was tall, dark, and handsome, but because he seemed … remote … untouchable. A challenge, in fact.
But not for her. She’d had enough challenges in the last little while to last her a lifetime.
If she didn’t get a move on, her lifetime would be numbered in hours. She couldn’t turn back the clock, nor did
she want to. She had foiled the plot to assassinate the queen. Now she’d have two sets of killers after her: Her
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Majesty’s Secret Service and the members of her own cell.
Up, up she went until she reached the dry stone dike that marked the boundary of the old estate. Here she
paused to drag air into her lungs and look back the way she had come. It was darker in the valley than it was on
the slopes, and lights were winking in and out of the trees that surrounded the castle. She assumed that
groundsmen were beating the bushes to flush her out. If her ruse worked, they would find the blond wig and think
she was making for the river. If … if … if …
She lifted her head as she listened for sounds of pursuit. There was nothing, only the sound of the wind playing
a restless game with the leaves of nearby trees.
Her revolver was still clutched in her hand. She set it on top of the dike and pulled on one of the stones until it.
fell with a soft thud to the ground. In the gap left by the stone, she found a satchel that she’d hidden there the
night before. It took her only a few minutes to strip out of her own things and dress in the boy’s clothes she’d
packed in the satchel. Having replaced the satchel and stone, she took a step back and examined her handiwork.
Perfect.
“I’ll be back for you,” she promised her satchel. She was almost tempted to take the dress with her, but caution
prevailed. If she were captured, it would give her away.
She picked up her pistol and was off and running again. There were great cairns of stones dotted around the
estate, monuments to the queen’s joys and sorrows during her long reign. One of those cairns was close to the tree
line. She hauled herself up to the top of the incline and slumped against the hard granite face. Her arms and legs
ached, and her lungs burned. She could hear her breath whistling painfully between her parted lips. She was once
a crack courier and was used to pushing herself to the limit, but those days were over. She could no longer race up
and down hills like a fleet-footed athlete. Nor could she sustain the role of a boy except in exceptional
circumstances and only when the lights were dim. Nature had done its work, softening her hard edges, adding
curves. But when her life was in the balance, it was amazing how she slipped into her old skin.
Having ascertained that she was in the clear, she put two fingers to her mouth and emitted a shrill whistle. A
moment later, a rider emerged from the trees leading a pony. Dugald was a deerstalker in the hunting season and a
man of all trades in the summer. He was also her staunchest ally, and she had sore need of an ally after tonight’s
work. He’d known her since she was a babe in swaddling clothes, when he was gamekeeper on her grandfather’s
estate near Gairnshiel on the other side of the river. Their relationship was not that of master and mistress. Dugald
was not only her mentor but also her closest friend.
“Did ye stop the bastard?” he asked.
His voice was as gravelly as the rest of him. Craggy features and grizzled hair completed the picture.
“I didna kill him if that’s what ye mean.” Though Mahri spoke the cultured English of the educated Scot, she
was just as comfortable in broad Scots or Gaelic. “I’m no a murderer.” Dugald held the reins till she mounted up.
“Lassie,” he said, “ye dinna have to tell me that. Did ye save the queen is a’ I meant.”
“Aye. She was well guarded, but I wasna taking any chances. Ramsey is a fanatic. He doesn’t care if he lives
or dies. He thinks God is on his side.” She gave a brilliant smile. “I put a hole in his arm. It will be a long time
before he uses that murderous hand to hold a gun.”
“Possibly.” Dugald's tone was dry. “But I’m thinking it would have been better if ye had gone to the authorities
and told them all that ye know.”
“No!” She’d had that debate with herself for a long time now, and there was no easy solution. Fearing that
she’d hurt Dugald’s feelings, she said gently, “I can’t betray my comrades. This was the best I could do.”
“But if it’s you or them?”
“I don’t know. I just don’t know.”
“Whisht! What was that?”
Mahri’s hands tightened on the reins, and her head came up as she listened. Dugald held up two fingers. She
nodded. There were two riders coming their way.
Dugald made another signal. He wanted them to split up. She felt a shiver of alarm, not for herself, but for
Dugald. He didn’t know what he was getting into. He wouldn’t know friend from foe. She knew what he hoped to
do. He was going to draw off their pursuers and give her a chance to get away.
Perhaps it was for the best, because if they found Dugald with her, they might well shoot him on sight. As for
herself, she did not expect either side to treat her with kid gloves. They’d want to know how much she knew, and
when she refused to tell them, they would turn nasty.
Dugald was gesturing to her to get going. She dug in her heels, and her pony tensed every muscle, then sprang
forward.
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*
She kept to the plan. There was a room under the name of Thomas Gordon waiting for her at the Inver Arms in
Braemar. She’d arrived a few days before and told the proprietor that she had come from Aberdeen for a little visit
in hopes that the mountain air would help her breathe more easily. It was a credible tale, for it was common
knowledge, at least among Highlanders, that the air in the mountains was superior to all others.
The plan had gone awry, but it wasn’t lost altogether. She I had shaken off the rider who was following her.
Dugald; she hoped, would do the same, and when he turned up, all would be well. He was going to guide her over
the hills to Perth, and once she reached Perth, she would take the train south, and Miss Mahri Scot would sink into
obscurity. There was a train at Ballater going to Aberdeen, but Ballater was too close to the castle for comfort.
That was how they would expect her to make her escape, on the train from Ballater. Dugald was her best bet.
Meantime, she had a part to play. In the privacy of her small room under the eaves, she pulled her leather hand
grip from beneath the bed. The first thing she did after she stripped was to bind her breasts with a linen towel,
then she wriggled into a set of clean clothes. The sight of herself in tight tartan trews made her grimace.
This would never do. She’d flattened her breasts, but her hips and posterior were too curvaceous to fool
anyone. When she unbuttoned her deerskin jacket, she was better pleased with the result. At least her rounded
bottom was less noticeable. Her dark hair was too long for a boy’s, so she stuffed it under her tartan tam. The final
touch was to slip her dirk into her right boot. She dithered about her gun but decided to leave it behind. It was too
obvious, too hard to conceal in her boy’s getup. At the reception, she’d kept it in her reticule until the last
moment. After taking a step back, she made an elegant bow to the reflection in the mirror.
“Thomas Gordon,” she said, “at your service.”
As she continued to stare at her reflection, her expression turned wistful. She was looking at the cairngorm
brooch pinned to her tam. It brought back memories of happier days when they had all been together, her mother
and father and brother, Bruce. Now those happy days had turned into a nightmare.
She turned from her reflection, muttering a Gaelic curse. More irritation. She must remember that she was
passing herself off as a Lowlander, and Lowlanders had allowed the ancient tongue to die out centuries before.
Only Highlanders kept to the old ways.
That last thought was reinforced when she entered the taproom. Oil lamps gave out the only light. It would be
a long time before electricity came to the Highlands. No electricity, no telephones, and damn few trains—so much
the better for Thomas Gordon.
She found a place for herself at a table in the darkest corner, ordered a wee dram of whiskey, and took a
moment to study the other patrons. They were a far cry from the guests at the queen’s reception. They were all
males, of course, except for the two women who waited on tables. She made a thorough inventory: estate workers,
local businessmen, and perhaps the odd doctor or solicitor. In spite of it being an older crowd, they were a lively
lot. But the one thing that impressed her was that word of the attack at Balmoral had not yet reached them. The
woman who waited on her was Mrs. Cluny, the proprietor’s wife.
“Been out walking the hills, Tam?” she asked conversationally.
“Riding,” replied Mahri. “I don’t know when I was last on a horse.”
That was a lie. Her father kept a fine stable in his house in Edinburgh. Mrs. Cluny clicked her tongue.
“I dinna know how folks can abide living in towns. Now get that down ye, shepherd’s pie, made to my ain
secret recipe. Ye could do with a little more padding on ye, laddie.”
There was no menu in these isolated inns and no restaurants to be had. Visitors accepted what was offered at
the place where they were staying, or they went hungry. Mahri tucked into the shepherd’s pie, savoring each bite.
She thought that Mr. and Mrs. Cluny were the most fortunate of people. The whole family was involved in some
Aspect of running the inn. They were not rich, but they had what money could not buy. They were a close-knit
family; they were warmhearted and content with their lot. She envied them.
She toyed with the glass of whiskey and occasionally put it to her lips. She'd asked for it because she thought it
made her look more manly. It also made her hoarse so that she frequently had to clear her throat, which was all to
the good for someone who was supposed to be prone to lung infections.
No one gave her a second look. All the patrons accepted her as one of them, a stripling who was growing to
manhood. She wondered what they would do if she shouted, Look at me, I’m a female! They’d probably laugh and
go back to eating and drinking. It was depressing.
She kept her eye on the door while she ate her dinner. People came and went, but there was no sign of Dugald.
Her anxiety increased tenfold, however, when a gentleman, a cut above the other patrons, pushed into the taproom
and paused just inside the door.
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The light wasn’t bright enough to see his face clearly, and he had yet to move away from the door. He had that
quiet air of assurance that marked him as someone who was used to taking charge. She hoped he was a butler
from one of the grand houses in the area, but she couldn’t quite see him in that role. Too grand for an ordinary
policeman. Ramsey’s partner? Someone to take over if the plot misfired? She’d never met a member of Her
Majesty’s Secret Service, but she thought that he might fit that bill, too.
When he stepped up to the bar counter, she had a clear view of his face. She didn’t suck in a breath; she simply
stopped breathing altogether. This was the man who, she thought, had recognized her when they waited at
Balmoral for the queen to make her entrance. Tall, dark, and handsome and dangerous, the man who had a good
memory for faces.
She had no doubts now. It made no difference whether he was Ramsey’s partner or a secret service agent. He
was no friend to her.
It was time to get out of there.
She took a healthy swig of whiskey with the desired result. She started to cough, not harshly but controlled so
as not to draw undue attention to herself. The fit of coughing gave her an excuse to produce her white linen
handkerchief and cover the lower half of her face. Perfect camouflage, she hoped.
The stranger had ordered a tankard of ale or beer. As he turned to survey the inn’s customers, she averted her
eyes. She felt exposed, sitting by herself with nothing to do. She’d eaten her dinner, she’d finished her whiskey,
but she couldn’t smoke, not only because she didn’t know how, but because it would arouse suspicion. A lad with
weak lungs would be loath to put a foul-smelling pipe in his mouth. Whiskey was different. Every Scot knew that
uisque beatha was medicinal.
She chanced a quick look at the stranger. He was propped against the bar counter, looking very much at ease as
he surveyed the taproom and its patrons. She understood only too well what he was doing. He was making a
mental note of all the exits and summing up each person as she had done when she’d entered the taproom. Agents
were trained to notice anything that was out of place.
Her heart jumped when he exchanged a few words with the landlord, then she quickly averted her gaze when
she felt their eyes on her. What had Mr. Cluny told the stranger?
She raised her head and allowed her eyes to wander, then she casually steered her gaze in the stranger’s
direction. He was coming her way!
She’d been in worse fixes, she reminded herself. She’d crossed swords with the best of them. She had to forget
that she was Mahri Scot and think herself into the part of Thomas Gordon.
He stopped at her table and smiled down at her. It softened his features but did not warm his eyes.
“I’m Hepburn,” he said, “Alex Hepburn. May I join you?” He was already seating himself before she opened
her mouth.
“Thomas Gordon,” she replied and stifled a yawn. “I was just leaving.”
She made to rise, but Hepburn pushed on the table with both hands, pinning her in place.
“Make it easy on yourself, Thomas,” he said. “I don’t want you. I want your mistress. Take me to her, and I’ll
let you go.” Mahri’s mind was frozen.
“My mistress?” Hepburn slapped a blond wig on the table between them.
“She left her calling card at the queen’s reception earlier this evening. I don’t think you’re involved in that, but
you’re her guide, aren’t you? Tonight, you led her over the hills to wherever she wanted to go. Take me to her
hideout, and I’ll let you go.” Mahri’s mind was now buzzing.
“It wasna me. I’m here for my health.” She rubbed her chest. “Ask the Clunies.”
“Yes, so Mr. Cluny told me. He also told me that you went out riding after breakfast and did not return until
late.” His smile would have done credit to a shark. “You’re small-fry, Thomas. It’s the woman I want.” The
thought of sharks and small-fry made her shudder.
“I go riding in the hills,” she said, “because it’s good for my lungs.” When he raised a skeptical brow, she
added, “What makes you so sure that I’m the lad you want?”
“Your horse is still warm. And—” He took a swig of beer, made a smacking sound with his lips, then smiled a
slow smile to himself. “And you were seen, quenching your thirst from a mountain spring.”
She was appalled that she’d been observed unawares as she drank from the spring. She remembered the
moment well. But that was yesterday, when she’d been spying out the lie of the land and planning the route she’d
take once she’d taken care of Ramsey.
A fine courier she was turning out to be! She was, however, a quick thinker and parried his thrust with one of
her own.
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“And where was the woman you say I was guiding over the hills?” He shrugged.
”At that point, she wasn’t with you. However, only one horse in the stable is warm. That leads me to believe
that you delivered her safely then came on here.” He leaned forward, making her strain away from him.
“Let me put this in plain language, Thomas. Either you take me to the woman or I take you back to the castle
and let British Intelligence decide whether your are innocent or guilty.”
Torture. The thought seared her brain. This man wasn’t tall, dark, and handsome. He was infinitely dangerous.
Coldhearted. Unscrupulous. And she must never forget it.
“What is it to be, then, Thomas? Do I hand you over to British Intelligence or do you take me to the woman?”
Only an agent would hand her over to British Intelligence. Ramsey and his cohorts would want a secure cellar
or dungeon where they could terrorize her in private. However, they were hardly likely to tell her that. He had the
upper hand for the moment, but that could change.
“If I take you to the woman,” she said, as meek as she could make herself, “do you promise not to hurt her?”
“Ah. Now we’re getting somewhere. Give me her name.” She watched him warily as he pocketed the blond
wig she had worn earlier.
“Martha McGregor,” she said, giving him one of her own aliases. “She seemed like a nice lady.”
Something moved in his eyes, something hard and unforgiving. Without thinking, Mahri edged closer to him..
“Why do you hate her? What has she done?” He scraped back his chair and got up.
“First things first. When I have the woman, we’ll sit down and have a long chat, you and I. There’s a lot you
haven’t told me, but that can wait.” She thought a show of defiance might be in order, just enough to convince
him that she really was small fry.
“We’re not going out right now, in the dark?”
“Move,” he ordered. “I know she can’t be far from here. You’ve only been back an hour or so. And don’t try
any foolish tricks. It will be the worse for you if you do.”
Mahri believed him. The trouble was, it would be even worse for her if she didn’t try to trick him. The thought
stayed with her as she shuffled out of the taproom.
3
When she stepped out of the warm inn, the blast of cool mountain air seemed to clear her mind, and the panic
that urged her to make a dash for freedom became easier to manage. There was no doubt that she would make a
dash for it, but it would be at the right time, when she had a chance of escape. This hard-eyed jailer who was
directing her to the stable with a hand on her elbow would not be easy to shake off. She needed all her wits about
her. A little help from the dirk in her boot wouldn’t come amiss. She chanced a quick look up at him. That granitehard expression promised a swift and severe retaliation if she failed to disable him. Her choices were deplorable:
disable a crack agent who outweighed her by four or five stone, or be handed over to the tender mercies of men
who were experts at prizing secrets out of people. And the law was on their side.
She wasn’t panicked. She was numb with fear. Where would Thomas Gordon have taken the woman in this
isolated corner of the Highlands? Her brain was frozen. She gave a start when Hepburn spoke to her.
“You needn’t fear me.” He sounded annoyed. “I’m not going to hurt you.”
“Fear you?” She remembered in time that she was Thomas Gordon, and she set her chin. “I’m not afraid of
you!”
“Then why are you trembling?”
“I’m not trembling. I’m shivering. I’m not used to this cold mountain air.”
She didn’t hear his response. Something had caught her eye. There was a peat cart in the courtyard, at the side
door to the cellar, and three brawny Highlanders were unloading peat for the inn’s fires while two others leaned
nonchalantly against the wall, conversing in Gaelic. Hepburn had noticed them, too.
“Smugglers?” he intoned, and shook his head.
She shrugged. She wasn’t going to betray Dugald’s friends to an officer of the law.
“You needn’t glower, Thomas. I’m not interested in smugglers. I’m not an excise man.”
Smugglers. Excise men. Her brain began to thaw. She knew now where she would have taken the woman. It
might work. No. It would work, if her nerve held.
“We take the bridge,” she said, “to the north road.”
*
There was something different about the boy. Alex knew the smell of fear, and the boy’s fear had trickled away
as they jogged along this old drovers’ road. They were on their way to the White Stag, a former change house that
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was now, with the coming of the railroad, off the beaten track. Change houses and stagecoaches were going out of
style.
Darkness pressed in on them from every side, but it wasn’t completely unrelieved. Moonlight glazed the dense
stands of trees that flanked the road and filtered down to show them the way. They weren’t alone. Smugglers were
abroad, plying their trade in contraband whiskey. He heard snatches of Gaelic coming from the underbrush, and
occasionally they encountered the odd traveler. Not that he understood a word of what was said.
The boy spoke Gaelic. When they were hailed by riders, he returned their greetings. About the only Gaelic
Alex remembered was uisque beatha, and a few odd phrases. His grandmother, the Witch of Drumore, would be
sadly disappointed.
Something stirred at the back of his mind, something about the boy. What was it? He was from Aberdeen, yet
he spoke Gaelic. A small point. He himself was Highland bred, and his Gaelic had died away from lack of use.
Lights winked at them through the trees as they approached their destination. This was where the boy said that
he had delivered the woman, to the White Stag. Had there been time, Alex would have plied him with questions.
He wanted to know how the boy had met the woman and how much she had told him. He wanted to know what
he had received for services rendered.
He and Gavin had counted two riders who had split up and gone their separate ways, so they had split up, too.
All going well, they were to meet at the family’s hunting lodge and possibly turn their captives over to Dickens at
the castle. Alex liked and trusted Dickens. He would deal fairly with the boy. He couldn’t say the same for
Colonel Foster, who had temporarily taken charge when Durward had been called away. The colonel was all spit
and polish and liked to throw his weight around. But he wasn’t in charge of Dickens or Alex.
He hoped the boy was on the periphery of this conspiracy, that his only involvement had been to wait for the
woman and escort her to the change house. He didn’t want to make war on boys, and this beardless boy seemed
too young to be let off his leading strings. Where were his parents? Who was looking after him? If they only knew
the reputation of the man whose hands their stripling had fallen into, they would be shivering in their boots.
Reputation was not reality. The boy would come to no harm with him. As for the woman, that was a different
matter. He knew her kind. He’d met her like once before and still smarted from the mauling he’d taken.
As he tied the horses’ reins to the tethering rings in the White Stag’s courtyard, Alex took a moment to get his
bearings. There was no sign of contraband whiskey, but the burly Highlanders in their tartan trews and plaids
looked a little too happy, as though they’d been making inroads into their private stock.
Alex didn’t doubt that they were smugglers. Caution had been thrown to the winds, and he thought he knew
why. Every policeman and servant of the crown had been drafted into service for the queen’s soirée. There
couldn’t be a more perfect night for smugglers to go about their business. Who was there to stop them?
They didn’t know about the shooting in Balmoral. By morning, Deeside would be swarming with agents, and
the smugglers would be home snug in their beds. He wasn’t going anywhere, not until he’d found out who had put
the woman in the blond wig up to murdering him.
As they pushed into the inn, someone struck up a tune on a fiddle. The public room was crowded. Smoke from
clay pipes hung in the air. Toes began to tap, then voices broke into song. He recognized the air:
“Mahri’s Wedding.” The boy seemed to falter.
“Steady, Thomas.”
Alex put a hand on the boy’s shoulder. He felt a tremor but wasn’t sure whether it came from the boy or was an
involuntary twitch of his own fingers. He dismissed the idle thought and spoke to Thomas again.
“Let’s—”he had to raise his voice above the singing—“let’s have a word with the landlord and find out what
room Martha McGregor is in.”
As it turned out, there was no Martha McGregor at the inn, though there was a Morag McGregor. Alex was
watching the stairs as the landlord asked whether she could be the lady the gentleman wanted.
“Possibly,” Alex replied, his attention drawn to a succession of men either ascending the stairs or descending
them. It was becoming clear to him that there was more to the good times at the White Stag than uisque beatha
and fiddle playing. He looked at Thomas. The boy answered with a nonchalant shrug.
“I may have misheard the name,” he said. Alex grasped Thomas’s shoulder and propelled him toward the
stairs.
“You young whelp,” he gritted, “I know how Mistress McGregor paid you for services rendered, and you
deserve a whipping. How old are you? Fourteen? Fifteen? You should be in the schoolroom learning your
alphabet, not amusing yourself in the fleshpots of Deeside. You could hang as a traitor. Don’t you know that?”
“For amusing myself with the lassies?” It was a glib retort, but the boy looked frightened.
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*
Alex shook his head. He didn’t know why he was angry at the boy, except that for some obscure reason, he had
taken a liking to him. Still, his anger was out of place. He’d got up to a lot more mischief than amusing himself
with the lassies when he was the boy’s age. A reluctant smile had to be severely repressed.
“Which door?” Alex asked when they reached the upstairs corridor.
There were five doors. Thomas pointed and gulped.
“Ye’re no going to shame me?”
Was there anything more fragile than a young lad’s confidence in his power to attract the lassies? Alex
remembered his own blushes when some lass had held him up to ridicule. Gavin, of course, had never suffered
such indignities. The lassies had loved him only too well.
He looked into Thomas’s troubled eyes, half-fearful, half-hopeful, and he gave a resigned sigh. He was only a
lad after all.
“No. I won’t shame you,” he said. He released his hold on the boy.
“Wait here, but leave the door open. Don’t move from that spot. Don’t even blink.”
He knocked on the door and entered on command. The woman, who was lounging in a chair, was as bonnie as
they came, but she was not the woman who had attacked him in the castle ballroom. Even if she were a
consummate actress, nothing could conceal her overripe curves, and this woman was so scantily clad that nothing
was left to his imagination.
Uttering an apology, he made a hasty retreat. The woman came after him.
“Dinna run away,” she cooed. “Ye’ve come to the right door. I’m the only lass that’s free for the next little
while, and that won’t last long.”
Because he wasn’t a boor, he pressed a kiss to the hand that she offered him.
“Alas, ma’am,” he said, “I’m looking for my brother, and dare not tarry. Some other time, perhaps?” She was
cooing like a dove when he stepped into the corridor and shut the door.
“Thomas?” He looked down the length of the corridor. There was no sign of Thomas. He let out a bellow.
“Thomas?”
*
Mahri pelted down the back stairs, flung herself through the door to the cellar, and exited by a side door. She
was no stranger to the White Stag, though her memories of the inn went back a few years, when her brother and
she would escape the servants’ vigilance and go exploring on their own.
She was in the courtyard at the front of the inn where Hepburn had tethered their horses. Hepburn would know
that she’d taken to her heels, but he would want to make sure that the woman he sought was not in the other
rooms. Four more doors to try, then he’d realize he’d been tricked. It would give her time to untether her pony and
melt into the night.
It didn’t occur to her to appeal for help to the patrons, who had taken their drinks outside to escape the noise of
the public room. They would believe Hepburn before they would believe her. She had to get away before he
thought to look for her outside.
Her fingers had never worked faster as she tried to untether her pony. There was a knot she couldn't undo. Fear
pulsed hard and fast in her blood. How had the knot got there?
“Going somewhere, Thomas?”
The quietly spoken words had all the force of a thunderclap to her panicked ears. When her heart resumed
beating, she lifted her head to look at him. The light was behind him, and his silhouette showed a tall man with
broad shoulders and—this might have been a trick of her imagination—long, muscular legs. At any rate, no one
could doubt that he was a formidable adversary. A few heads turned as patrons looked at them curiously. :
She was struck by a blinding flash of inspiration. Pointing a shaking finger at Hepburn, she cried,
“He’s an excise man!”
There was a stunned silence, then everyone was on the move.
“An excise man!” a broad-chested Highlander chanted, and the cry was taken up. No one was intent on
harming the excise man. They all seemed to have the same idea: to get away before he arrested any of them. To
defraud the government of the tax on whiskey carried a severe penalty. To maim or kill an officer of the law was
to court the hangman’s noose.
People were streaming out of all the exits. Hepburn was jostled and lost his footing. That’s when Mahri made
her dash for freedom. She regretted having to leave her pony, but she didn’t have a choice. The wily Hepburn had
knotted the reins so that, in all likelihood, he was the only one who could untie them.
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She hared into the cover of the trees, crouched down, and scanned the inn’s courtyard for a sign of her enemy.
Carts and horses with riders were taking off in every direction. Her pony was still tethered, but there was no sign
of Hepburn or his horse. Swallowing her fear, she rose to her feet and began to run.
Though it went against every instinct, she made for the ford that crossed the Dee at Invercauld. Once she
crossed the Dee, she would be back in what she considered to be enemy territory, the hills bordering the Balmoral
estate, the way she’d come earlier that night after she’d shot Ramsey. She didn’t have much of a choice. She
wanted to stay close to Braemar, where she was supposed to meet up with Dugald. The south bank of the Dee was
a land of uncultivated forests, barren moors, and few people except the residents of Braemar and, perhaps,
gamekeepers and shepherds. Militia, policemen, and anyone in a hurry would take the north road, and Mahri
wanted to avoid them.
As her fear ebbed, her pace slowed. This felt like the longest night of her life. She’d been fatigued beyond
bearing when she’d arrived at the Inver Arms, but when Hepburn had stepped into the taproom, she’d found her
wind again. Now she was completely spent. She couldn’t get her legs to obey the commands of her brain. She had
to stop frequently to catch her breath. And if that were not enough, it had begun to rain.
Brambles snared her clothes and face. She cursed them fluently in Gaelic and pressed on. There was nothing to
see now, no moonlight to show her the way. Her only guide was the sound of the river as it tumbled over its rocky
bed. There were many fords over the Dee, some with stepping-stones, but this wasn’t one of them. When was her
luck going to turn?
Though the river was shallow at this point, it could still be treacherous. If she slipped and hit her head on a
rock, she could quite easily drown. She tested the water gingerly. It did not reach the top of her boot.
She had taken only two careful steps into the water when she heard it, the soft neighing of a horse. Her feet
slipped on the stones, and she came down heavily on her rear end. All her inert instincts returned in full force. He,
Hepburn, was there, stalking her.
From that point on, stealth was forgotten. Half-crouched over, arms stretched in front of her for balance, she
plunged into the river.
“For God’s sake, Thomas!”
She had slithered and slid to the halfway point when something caught her collar, choking her, and the next
thing she knew, she was dragged and swept along the riverbed on her toes. Once they reached the other side, he
dumped her, none too gently, on the muddy bank. She scrambled to her knees but that was as far as she got. He
was on her in the blink of eye, hauling her up like a sack of potatoes and throwing her facedown across the saddle.
Then he mounted up and urged his horse forward. She put up a feeble struggle and for her pains received several
swats on her backside.
She wasn't beaten yet, she promised herself. It was an empty promise. She’d been taught how to defend
herself, but she had never been caught before, never had to come to blows with a trained killer. She was a courier,
not a warrior.
It didn’t matter. They’d hang her anyway.
*
He had hoped to clear up the business of the “blond” imposter quickly and let the boy go before his colleagues
caught up with them. He had no intention of handing the woman over for questioning, not until he’d made up his
mind about how deeply she was involved. Suspected traitors and conspirators, male and female, frequently met
with tragic accidents before they could go to trial. The less evidence there was to stand up in a court of law, the
more likely they were to come to a bad end. Once, a long time ago, he’d made a serious error in judgment. He had
no wish to repeat the experience.
As for the boy, he had intended to let him off with a severe warning, but that was before the wretch had duped
him, before he’d had a rude awakening at the White Stag. Thomas Gordon was no innocent bystander. He’d set a
trap that could quite easily have had him, an elite member of Her Majesty’s Secret Service, beaten to within an
inch of his life. An excise man! Excise men were the most despised breed in all of Scotland. He himself despised
them.
Master Gordon was no innocent. His subsequent flight from the inn showed forethought and cunning. He was
in the conspiracy up to his neck. One way or another, Alex would pry the truth out of him, and only then would he
decide what to do with him.
The pelting rain was fast becoming a deluge. Alex had hoped to return to the Inver Arms in Braemar, but the
rain and the dark made it a tricky proposition. All the same, they had to get out of the rain. The nearest refuge that
he was aware of was the one they’d just left.
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Grunting, spewing a stream of curses, he turned his horse’s head and made for the White Stag.
*
They were all terrified of him: the landlord, his wife, the few patrons who had not dashed from the inn in a
panicked stampede. They took one look at the revolver in his hand, another at the inert form of the boy he’d
hoisted over one shoulder, and they froze like icicles hanging from the eaves.
He raised his revolver as he stomped to the bar counter, pointing it at the ceiling. He was in a foul humor. If
anyone looked at him the wrong way, he’d part his hair with a shot from his gun.
No one looked at him the wrong way. No one so much as blinked. He heaved a sigh.
“I am not an excise man,” he said. “I don't give a tinker’s cuss about your contraband whiskey. This
runaway”—he slapped Thomas’s rear end to make a point—“is my brother, and I aim to take him home to our
father, whose heart he broke when he ran away.” He paused a moment to let the words sink in.
“I don’t want trouble. I want a room where we can spend the night and someone to care for our horses. I’d like
a change of clothes for my brother until the clothes he is wearing have dried out.” He fished in his coat pocket and
produced two sovereigns, which he slapped down on the polished wood counter.
“This should cover our expenses.”
The gleaming coins brought an answering gleam to the landlord’s eyes. It also broke the spell of silence. Men
shrugged and turned to each other to resume their conversations. In no time at all, Alex and his prisoner were
ushered into a snug little room at the back of the inn next to the kitchen. The heat from the kitchen ovens made
their own small chamber pleasantly warm. Alex noted the bars on the only window and counted them a bonus.
There would be no escape for Master Gordon now. There was one narrow bed, an antiquated washstand with a
folded towel on a shelf, a small table with an oil lamp that the landlord hastened to light, and one upright chair.
“My son’s room,” the landlord said, “when he comes for a visit. I’ll tell the wife to look out some of his
clothes for the lad.” He bowed himself out.
They were both wet, but the boy had taken a dunking in the river and was in far worse shape than Alex. His
teeth were chattering, and shivers racked his slight frame. Alex lowered him to the bed. He couldn’t allow himself
to show pity, because this boy would use it to his advantage. Keeping his voice neutral, he said,
“Strip out of those wet clothes, and I’ll have the landlord’s wife take them away to dry.”
The boy’s complexion was gray; his eyes were wary. His bottom lip trembled. Alex’s lips quirked.
“Don’t be shy. You haven’t got anything I haven’t seen before. Come on, lad. Act the man.”
The boy continued to sit there, staring wide-eyed at Alex.
“Look,” said Alex, “it’s easy, see?” He put his pistol down on the table and dragged off his coat. “Now you,”
he told the boy.
The boy’s response was unexpected. He dived into his boot and came up with a dagger.
“Stay away from me, or I’ll cut your heart out!”
Alex might have been angry had the boy’s hand not shaken like the Shakin’ Briggie at Cults. When he felt
himself softening, he hardened his resolve. Give this boy an inch, and he would take a mile.
“Stay away from you? You ungrateful whelp. I’m trying to save you from falling into the hands of—”
He moved like lightning. His fist lashed out, catching the boy on the wrist, and the dagger spun out of his
hand. He swooped it up, tossed it on the table, then pounced on the boy, flattening him into the mattress. The boy
beat at him with his fists, but there wasn’t much force behind the blows. If he’d wanted to, Alex could have hurt
him badly. He didn’t want to hurt the boy. What he wanted was the boy’s submission, and it seemed that at long
last he had it.
He reached for the boy’s tam, and a mane of dark curls tumbled out. Baffled, he began to strip the boy’s
clothes from him one article at a time. The boy protested weakly, but Alex was in no mood to listen. When soft
flesh spilled into his hands, he was stunned. It took him a moment to realize that, once again, he had completely
misjudged the situation. He had uncovered a perfect specimen of femininity: plump little breasts with dark crests,
a long, slender waist, softly flaring hips, and skin as smooth as satin. Between her thighs, a dark thatch of
swansdown protected her femininity.
His breath froze in his lungs. He experienced the same sensation he’d felt when he’d first set eyes on the blond
woman at the Queen’s reception: a ripple of recognition, like a tiny electric current passing through his brain. All
his senses opened to her.
When he found himself reaching for her, he snatched his hand away. Fear-bright eyes stared up at him.
This was madness. The woman meant nothing to him. Nothing. She’d as soon kill him as look at him. Gritting
his teeth, he got off the bed and snatched a blanket that was folded over the chair.
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“Cover yourself,” he said harshly.
As she quickly did as she was bid, he reached for the towel and mopped the rain from his face. Things he
hadn’t seen before were clicking into place.
“There is no other woman,” he said. “Is there? There is no boy who conducted her to a safe place. You’re one
and the same person.” When she shook her head miserably, he made an impatient, slashing gesture with one hand.
“You’re the woman at the reception. You’re the blond who tried to kill me. I want you to begin at the beginning
and tell me all you know, or I swear I will have you locked in a dungeon and I will walk away without a backward
glance.”
And to show her how defenseless she was, he picked up her dirk and thrust it into the strap inside his own
boot.
223.1 Excerpt from F For Ferg\fn{by Ian Cochrane (1941-2004)} Ballymena, Ballymena, Northern Ireland, United
Kingdom (M) 13
Fergus Moore was new in the village. Well, he had been there for three months but nobody had got to know
him. He came from the city. His Da had got one of the big houses just outside the village because he got the job as
manager in the textile factory.
We didn’t like him. Partly because he was richer than all of us and partly because he had a better education.
Anyway no one ever likes the manager’s son. But Fergus wanted to be liked. He would ride past on his good
bicycle and smile at us. When you looked at him, you could almost hear him saying
“Like me.”
But all we ever did was throw things at him when he was going past on his bicycle. Sometimes one of us
would tell him to get off and fight. But he never did. He just kept smiling.
One morning I was in the post office and he came in after me to buy a paper. I knew he knew I was one of the
boys that threw things at him. But I said nothing.
Then old Mrs. Reed came out of the kitchen and she didn’t know who to serve first. She was a fat little woman
with a son and a daughter that looked about the same age as herself. She never wanted to do the job in the first
place. I never knew why and nobody ever knew why she had no husband. They didn’t talk as much about her
because she was respectable in a way. You know, she tried to raise money for a playing field in the village and
liked Scouts and all that sort of stuff. She did raise money for the playing field thing but it never got going right.
Some of the committee said you had to pay to get into it and some people said it should be free. Then they said
that there was to be no rough hooligans in it and they put up children’s swings and the big boys broke them. Then
some were barred and the ones that weren’t barred got together with the others. In the end it turned into a kind of
dump.
She came out of her living room and asked Fergus Moore if he was first and he said no, he thought it was me. I
wasn’t fussy, but Ma had always wanted me to get on with people with money. She never told me that, but I had
felt it ever since I was born. As far as I was concerned people with money had manners, but one time I worked in
a hardware shop and I found out that it was the people with money that never paid. So I’m not sure how I think.
“You go first,” I say. “I’m in no hurry.”
Then I went and bought a stamp because Ma was going to send a letter to Uncle John in Canada. She had been
meaning to write to him ever since he went away. He had been away over twenty years and kept sending us
photographs of his wife and son. They always seemed to be standing up against a big car with sun hats on. Ma
meant to send him a wedding present too. She bought a thing, but none of us could understand how it worked.
According to what it said on the box, you didn’t have to do anything with it. It should have sliced fruit and
vegetables. The box showed you a woman holding up a plate of nice sliced fruit and stuff, and there was a welldressed clean-shaven, white-toothed man standing behind her. And he was saying, HOW DID YOU DO IT SO
QUICKLY DARLING? and she smiled and held up the contraption. Then he said on the box, WE’LL BE ABLE TO
GO OUT TONIGHT DARLING. But it never worked and there was no need to send it.
When Fergus came out of the post office he had two or three magazines with him. I was sitting on the window
beside the post box trying to figure out if Ma did send a letter how it would ever get there. I had no faith in
postmen. The one we had would come to our door and talk for ages about fox-hunting, and the only thing he ever
brought us was a big cake from Uncle John in Canada every Christmas. It was a great big heavy cake with a big
hole through the middle of it. I reckon he was out of his mind because one time he wrote and asked Ma to send
him some Irish grass. We never did anything about that, although Ma agreed with grass. She said grass and trees
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were lovely. Fergus stuck a couple of stamps on an envelope and pushed it into the letter box.
“Have you got an uncle in Canada?” I ask him.
“No,” he says. “I am writing off for a book that I don’t seem to be able to get over here.”
“Books are good,” I say. Fergus had almost ginger hair, and a thin face and a black blazer with a cricket bat or
something on it.
“What way are you going home?” he asks me. He smiled all the time.
“Well, I live up that way and I was to take this stamp home for Ma to write a letter to Uncle John in Canada.”
“What part of Canada is he in?” Fergus asks me.
“I’m not too sure,” I say. “But I could get the address for you if you want it.”
“No, it’s all right,” Fergus says. “It’s just that I was there for a while.”
“Did you get your hair cut there?” I ask him.
“I did,” he says. “Several times. I was there for over a year.”
“Well, my uncle’s a barber over there,” I say.
“There’s something very real about country people,” Fergus says. “They think without knowing it.”
“You must read a lot and everything,” I say.
“It’s not what goes into the mind. It’s what’s there in the first place,” he says.
“Sometimes I wanted to join the library and get all them books.”
“The mind tends to get rusty if you don’t use it,” Fergus says. “But maybe it is better living life.” He sat down
on the post office window beside me.
“You know,” he says, “there is something natural about you. You don’t have to think. You use your instincts.
You’re real.”
“Have you got a girl?” I ask him. Then his nose starts to sweat and his face gets red.
“Oh, I don’t bother about those silly little things,” he says.
“We go up through the plantation every Sunday night and chase the girls,” I say. “There’s some good fun—
Mary’s the one.”
“Is Mary nice?” he says.
“She’s the one they all try to get but nobody gets anywhere,” I say. “They all say they did, but I reckon none of
them did.” Fergus rolled up the magazines and pushed them into the saddle-bag.
“What’s them about? Ma gets a woman’s book every Thursday.”
It was true she did get one. It was full of pictures of nice clean women with nice clean aprons on too. But she
never read it. She just started getting it one time a woman she looked up to told her it had good handy hints about
housekeeping, and she never liked to cancel the order. The woman that told her to get it was a neighbour of ours
when we moved into the council house. Ma liked her then, but her husband died and another man came to visit
her before he was cool in his grave and Ma never spoke to her since.
“Just some magazines on hi-fi,” Fergus says.
“They must be interesting,” I say. I didn’t know what hi-fi meant but I said nothing to him about it.
Then Fergus and me started walking down the street without thinking. I didn’t want anybody to see me with
him, but in a way I did. The boys all said he was a virgin and that he sat down to pee. But Ma was all on for him.
She would be pleased. I would be bettering myself.
“What’s this girl Mary like?” he asks me.
“She’s a prick teaser. That’s what they say,” I say.
“You should think about higher things,” he says. I didn’t know what he meant.
“You mean motor cars and things like that,” I say.
He looks at me and I realize for the first time how ugly he is. His teeth are turning brown in parts and his skin
is spotty and his eyes aren’t even a real colour. His face doesn’t look right either. It’s like it is an old man’s.
We walk down as far as Pot Stick Street and then we stop. I want to get away from him, not just because he’s
ugly but because he knows nothing about the village. I know everything and I know everybody. The Poet—what
would he say if he saw me with Fergus? He would say something like,
“Innocent white virgins in the black of night. Sucking warm milk from a cow.”
Or something like that, and Fergus would understand nothing. He might not know how to take him. But I know
how to take the Poet. You just listen and say nothing. Then there was the men in Jack Robinson’s yard. They
would sit and look at Fergus and make remarks about Fergus being a Norwegian fruit merchant. That’s what they
called boys who liked other boys. And Fergus wouldn’t understand what they meant. They all sat there all day and
played cards in an old railway carriage.
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There was Jack Robinson. He owned the yard. He lost his eye in a factory in the town and made a fortune out
of it and never worked since. The first thing he did was go to the bank and get a cheque book. Then he got rid of
his wife. He set her up in a little bungalow and they never seen each other since. He bought everything he set eye
on. He bought a baby’s pram and he bought a lawn-mower— although he had no lawn. He bought a machine too
for picking up leaves from a lawn and he bought a railway carriage and that’s where Sam Kerr set up house.
Him and Jack were in the same boat. Jack lost his eye and then Sam went and lost a couple of fingers and
made a fortune too. In the end they closed that factory down because half the people working there had lost part
of their bodies and had claimed compensation or hadn’t come back after they had got the money, and the other
half were on sick leave. You got so many days on the sick if the doctor signed a form for you, and he always did.
But Fergus wouldn’t understand that.
He wouldn’t understand that because his father was the manager in the textile factory and he was there to make
changes and folk wouldn’t stand for it. That was partly why they didn’t like him. Jack Robinson and Sam Kerr
were Communists. They would stand for nothing from the big man.
“We’ll teach them—we’ll drain the buggers dry,” they would say. “We’ll fight together. Together we shall
fight, together we shall fall.” And when Jack Robinson seen somebody going past in a big car he would spit and
you could tell what he was thinking.
Although when he first got the money, he bought a big car. He bought a big thing about a thousand years old
and it used about a gallon of fuel a mile. It had big brass lamps on it and spoked wheels. Jack said it was an
investment, but he didn’t invest for very long because he spent nearly all his money and had to sell it. He sold it to
a capitalist. That’s what he said. He said to Sam Kerr that the man he sold it to could buy him twice over.
Fergus would understand nothing. I wanted to tell him everything. I wanted him to be like me then I would
have to tell him nothing. He looked at me with them eyes that hadn’t even got a real colour and I felt sorry for him
—him riding up and down the village all day just hoping to know somebody and nobody liking him. Poor Fergus.
“I don’t think I’ll go any further,” I say. Then he looks at me and them eyes were crying.
“Maybe I’ll go a bit further,” I say.
We carried on walking down the street. Every now amd then Fergus looked at me and it was as if he couldn’t
make me out or maybe inside he was crying.
“We got a poet in this village,” I say.
“Oh,” Fergus says. “A real one? I have always wanted to meet a real poet. Poetry gives me such a pleasure. I
like all poetry. All poetry that is written from the heart, I mean.”
“Well, I don’t think this bloke writes much. He more or less just says what comes into his head.”
“You mean it’s spontaneous,” says Fergus.
“Well, I’m not too sure,” I say. “All I know is that he has always been called the Poet. And he stands at the
Methodist corner. That’s why they call it Poets’ Corner. He has never worked in his life and he says he doesn’t
intend to. Some folk say he’s a lazy bugger.”
“Poets shouldn’t have to work,” Fergus says. “They are God’s gift to nature. The state should support him.”
“All I know is that some people say he has verbal diarrhea and they say he's a lazy bugger too. They say he is
fit to work. He's fit to draw the dole and they say he never put a stamp on in his life. That’s not what I say. That’s
what some folk say.”
“What do you think of the old poets?” Fergus asks me.
“They’re all much the same to me,” I say.
“I’m very fond of the old poets,” Fergus says. “They had something.”
If only people heard him talking! The folk in the village didn’t like that kind of talk. Anybody who talked like
that was a sissie. It was OK the Poet going over all that chat because they said he was mad too, and anyway he got
fined once for asking a little girl to take her knickers off. If only Fergus would talk about dirty books or say what
he did to girls then he would be OK. But he was stupid. He just talked all that highfalutin talk.
“Did you ever go with a girl in Canada?” I asked him.
“I would rather not talk about that,” he says.
And his face went really red again and his nose starts sweating. Then he starts coughing and couldn’t stop. I
should have thumped him one on the back but for some reason I didn’t want to touch him. After a while he
stopped and said he was sorry. It was odd. The only thing I ever heard anybody say after coughing was
“Oh fuck, I thought I was going to choke.” Or something like that.
“Would you like to be my friend?” Fergus says.
I couldn’t—I couldn’t. People wouldn’t allow it. They would say things about me too.
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“I’ve got a lot of friends,” I say. Then Fergus stopped and looked at me.
“I have no one,” he says.
“You’re OK, your Da’s got plenty of money.”
Then I looked at Fergus and I could see his eyes starting to melt, and his mouth started to go all kinds of odd
shapes and he was crying.
“I have no one,” he sobbed. “I just want a friend. Somebody I can talk to.” Then without thinking I put my arm
around him and I didn’t care what folk said about me.
“I’ll stick by you,” I say. He still carried on crying and I squeezed him.
“I’ll stick by you,” I say.
“I’m so lonely,” he cries, and my spine felt a bit shivery. I wanted to take him into my arms and I wanted to
carry him up and down the village and I wanted to shout,
“Like him. He can’t help it if his Da’s got money.” He brought out a really clean handkerchief and blew his
nose.
“Thanks,” he says to me. “Now I think I better be going home. Sorry if I have made a fool out of myself.”
“You didn’t make no fool,” I say. “I’ll stick by you. I’ll take you to meet the Poet too. Do you know, I believe
he is a real poet.”
“Can we make some arrangement now?” he says.
“I’ll meet you any time,” I say. “I’m free all the time.”
“Well, shall we meet tonight at the post office?”
“Right,” I say.
“I’ll be there.” He dabbed at his eyes with his handkerchief and I didn’t want to look at him anymore.
“Right,” I say. “I’ll be at the post office.” Then I left him.
*
The stamp had already got really dirty with all the things that had gathered in my pocket. Ma would say that
she couldn’t send a letter with a stamp like that. She would go on and on about it. She went on and on about
everything, but she might be pleased that I had met Fergus. She might think that his Da might give my Da a better
job in the factory. Da had one of the worst jobs going. Every night he came home and he smelt of bleach too. Ma
kept on at him to get a better job, but he never did anything about it. Ma even bought him a paper that had all sorts
of jobs in it, but he said he never had the schooling. He said he missed his chance at school. Da was always in the
same job, but on his marriage certificate it said “Factory Assistant”—Ma made him put that. She said it would
look better in history if ever anybody was going to look back on it after Da and her were gone.
Ma went on about everything, but the thing that got her most was my brother Bill. He had to go into hospital
for treatment because he was a schizophrenic. That’s what the doctor said he had. The doctor told Ma and Da not
to worry about it. It was just the same as a physical disease. He said that some great people had it, some of the
wisest men in the world. But still Ma was ashamed. She told all the neighbours about it in the first place because
the doctor told her that in some countries they treated schizophrenics as special people, but then she realized that
that was in primitive tribes in some black place somewhere. The neighbour she fell out with told her that. She was
an odd woman too. She bought books and things and listened to odd music.
Ma went on and on to Bill. If he wanted to go out she would tell him to stay in and if he wanted to stay in she
would tell him to go out. Sometimes he would just sit there and stare out the window, not seeming to notice folk
going down past. He would just sit there and stare. He would stare until his eyes would go all wet. I felt sorry for
him when he was like that, but sometimes he would be different. Sometimes he would start talking and laughing,
and he would say all the things he wanted to do. He would talk about all the good jobs he was going to go and get
but then suddenly he would start crying for some reason or other.
Fergus might understand him. Fergus is sad but he’s deep. He might understand things like that. But Ma
wouldn’t want Fergus to know about Bill, not even when Bill has one of his good moods, because sometimes
when he has his good moods he’s odd too. He laughs and points at people and says dirty things. But Bill learnt a
lot from the doctors. He knew what was wrong with him, and he knew all about all sorts of mental things. He told
Ma she was suppressed and he told Da that he was suffering from an inferiority complex. Da tried to argue with
him but Ma just give him a slap on the mouth.
That was when Bill turned on her. He said that part of his trouble was due to her. That it was all her fault and if
he could kill Ma then he would be cured. Then he sat down and talked out loud about how he would kill Ma, and
she was sitting there listening to him. He said he might strangle her with a piece of wire or he might just slit her
throat. Ma told him not to be silly or he would have to go into the hospital and get more electric treatment. But it
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was as if he didn’t hear her.
“I might take a knife and just cut you up into little pieces. I might eat you.” Then he looked like he had
decided.
“No,” he said. “I want to strangle you. That will cure me.”
And he got up and made for Ma, and Da and me had to hold him back. Ma told the doctor and the doctor just
shook his head.
*
The first thing Ma was upset about when I got home was the stamp. It was too dirty to send to Uncle John.
“Don’t be bloody silly,” Bill says. “It’s the letter he wants to get, not the stamp. Or maybe he’s a stamp
collector. Maybe you just don’t want to write. Maybe you’re just wanting an excuse. Maybe you hate that silly
bugger. Maybe you and him never get on. Maybe that’s why he went away. Tell me. Now tell me, why did he go
to Canada?”
You could tell the way Ma’s arm was twitching she wanted to slap him one across the mouth. But she didn’t.
“He wanted to better his self,” Ma says. “He wanted to make money. That’s more than I can say for you.” Then
Bill’s eyes started to stare and he starts as if he is just talking to himself.
“Oho. He wanted to better himself. Ha ha. Money, money. That’s what’s behind it all. That’s what you want me
for. You want me to make money. I suppose you want a fur coat or something. That’s it. You want a bloody fur
coat. Well, you married the wrong man. You married a useless man, a helpless man with an inferiority complex—
an eejit of a man. I seen more sane men inside.”
“Bill,” I say. “Things are going to be different for you and me. We’ll go out places.” He carried on talking—
but not to me.
“Ah, we’ll go out, will we? Maybe we better go out and work and get Ma a fur coat. Maybe the bitch should
write to her brother for the money instead of pestering us.”
I went over to him and put my arm round his shoulder. Ma never did that because I think sometimes she thinks
he might hit her or something. Bill’s head was big. He had thick fair hair and a thick neck. When I looked at the
big head I felt sorry for him. He was two years older than me. He was eighteen, but you wouldn’t think it the way
he acted sometimes.
“You’re OK Bill,” I say. He didn’t look round at me, but he didn’t try to shake my arm away either.
“Sick,” he says. “That’s what they say I am. Well, they’ll not get me to take that electric again. They’re trying
to destroy me. Trying to get me to forget. I can remember nothing now.” He shook his head as if he was trying to
shake something out of it.
“It’s numb you see. I never wanted it in the first place. But that bitch …” Ma was looking at him as if he was
sour or something.
“He can’t help blaming you, Ma,” I say. Then she started off.
“What in God’s name did I do to deserve this. What did I do for this punishment. Maybe I have had my share.
What do you have children for—to make you suffer. What will I do. God save me this day. I never had luck since
I moved into this house. God take pity on me. God save me from this suffering.”
Then she was crying and Bill was crying too. I pulled my hand away from Bill’s shoulder. I didn’t know what
to do. I wanted to tell Ma about Fergus but she wouldn’t listen now and Bill would sit and stare for a long time
after he had finished crying.
I sat for ages and ages. Every now and then one of them would let out a loud sniff and I would know they were
still crying. Da came in and nobody spoke. He didn’t speak either. He was used to coming in and the house like
that. He went into the kitchen and started cooking something. Whatever it was he ate it in there too, and after he
had finished eating he just sat in there for a long time. I reckon he had had enough. I reckon he didn’t know what
to do or say. After a while he came out and switched on the TV. He didn’t look at nobody. There was a Western
on. Bullets whistled allover the place. Da sat and stared at it, trying not to look at nobody. I reckon it was too
much.
Then after a while we were all looking at the Western and everything was all right again. In the middle of it I
told them about me talking to Fergus Moore. Ma thought it was great. She said maybe his Da could get Da
promotion in the factory .
“Like hell,” Da says. “He sacked three men today.”
“If they had been doing their work they wouldn’t have got the sack,” Ma says.
“They only went to the bog for a smoke,” Da says.
“Well, that’s wasting time,” Ma says. “You can’t pay men for smoking.”
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“If I get a chance, Da, I’ll tell Fergus you work in the factory,” I say.
“It would be a waste of bloody time,” Da says. Then he just starts watching the TV again.
“Your Da has no push,” Ma says.
Then Bill bursts out laughing. His eyes are closed and he is laughing so hard you can’t hear him. For a minute
I thought that might be bad for him. He might just get hysterical like that and never come out of it.
“Push, push. That’s what you need sonny,” he says to Da, then he starts laughing again.
“It’s not all that funny,” Ma says.
And that made Bill worse than ever. He was hysterical. He was pointing at Ma and saying,
“Funny, funny.”
Then we were all laughing. We were all sitting there pointing at each other and killing ourselves. Then Ma said
she had peed herself and that made us all worse. We all pointed at her, and then in the middle of it all Bill let out a
fart and we got worse still. We were hysterical and I thought we would never get over it. Then suddenly there was
a crack from the TV and the screen went blank and we all stopped laughing. Then we started again because it was
so funny, us all sitting watching a blank screen.
But Da didn’t laugh any more. He didn’t like the TV going like that. He went and moved something at the back
and it came on again for a second. Then Bill stood up.
“Leave it alone. I’ll fix it.”
And he did. He went over and did something at the back and the picture came back on again. He was great at
doing things like that. We had a radio that didn’t work and he took it to pieces and put it together again and it did
work. After he did that sort of thing Ma always said he should be an electrician. Then Bill would say,
“Nonsense, woman. I’m too smart to do anything like that.”
“You’ve got a good brain,” Ma says.
“I know,” Bill says. “I know.”
As if he was just taking it for granted, as if nobody had noticed it before. Then he looks at me.
“Well, I’ll come with you to see this little pansy tonight,” he says.
“All right,” I say. “You come.”
Ma was in a good mood so she didn’t try to get him to stay in. But she made him and me put on a tie before we
went to meet him and she told Bill nicely to be nice to Fergus. She said that he could make a good friend.
*
“This is my brother Bill. He’s a schizophrenic,” I say to Fergus. Fergus gave Bill a warm handshake.
“How interesting,” he says. “James Joyce was a schizophrenic.”
“Never heard of him,” Bill says.
“What do you want to do?” I say.
“I’m easy,” Fergus says.
“You do what you want to do and I’ll tag along.”
“We could go and chase women,” Bill says. But he was only saying that to see what Fergus would do.
“I think that would be a waste of precious time,” Fergus says. “Shall we go for a walk and a talk?”
“Balls,” Bill says. “That’s what I call a waste of time.”
“Perhaps you’re right,” Fergus says. “You just do what you want to do and I’ll tag along.”
“We’ll go down the village anyway,” I say.
“It’s a beautiful village,” Fergus says.
“It stinks,” Bill says and he takes a big hard sniff and spits.
“Well, you know it better than me,” Fergus says.
We walked down the village. When we were passing Pot Stick Street, a group of boys whistled at us. Well,
really they ¥ere whistling at Fergus. He still had on the black blazer, but underneath he had got a red waistcoat
with brass buttons on it. I was waiting for Bill to say something about it. He kept looking at it.
“You look like a bloody Norwegian fruit merchant in that blazer,” he says. Fergus blushed and said nothing.
“I think it’s nice,” I say.
“Balls,” Bill says.
“I’m interested in the mind of the neurotic,” says Fergus.
“How bloody stupid can you get?” Bill says. Then Fergus blushed again and I felt sorry for him because he
meant no harm.
“He’s interested in things, Bill,” I say.
“Who’s to say who’s neurotic and who’s not?” Bill says.
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“You’re right,” Fergus says. “Some of our great men were supposed to be neurotic.”
“Are you neurotic then?” Bill asks Fergus.
“I am to some extent,” Fergus says. “We all are to some extent. Nobody living in a repressed society can help
it.”
“You’re not as neurotic as me,” Bill says. “I have got all sorts of things wrong with my mind.”
“Maybe,” Fergus says.
“There’s no maybe about it,” Bill says. “I’m as mad as you can get. The doctor told me that I had to face up to
it, that I was the maddest person that he ever met. He said there was no real treatment for it either. He said that I
was an interesting case and one day he brought about a hundred students to see me. They asked me questions and
agreed that I was really mad.”
“That’s interesting,” Fergus says.
“It’s bloody interesting,” Bill says. “I was in the loony bin for six months and they never got me put right. Do
you know, I painted pictures in there to see if I could find out more about my mind. The doctor said that the
pictures told him nothing. But he showed them to the students.”
“How intriguing,” Fergus says.
“Did you know I hit a nurse across the mouth for nothing,” Bill says.
“There must have been a hidden motive,” Fergus says.
“Well, you could say that,” Bill says. “I wasn’t too keen on her. She had a big mouth. But after I was in the
hospital a while and got used to her, I hit her every day she was on duty. I just slapped her across the mouth. One
day I was in the bathroom she came in and asked me to hit her. I never hit her after that and she left before I did.”
“Did she remind you of anybody?” Fergus asks.
“No,” Bill says. “I just didn’t like her big mouth.”
“It’s odd,” I say.
“Why don’t you get a job in the factory if your Da’s the manager?” Bill says.
“Oh, I’m waiting to go to Oxford,” Fergus says. “English and French.”
“Is there any money in it?” Bill asks.
“No,” Fergus says. “But they are very interesting subjects.”
“You’ll need to read a lot of books,” I say.
We were coming up to Poets’ Corner and the Poet was there. He was standing there with his hands on his hips
as if he was taking a sermon or something. His hair was long and he wore a coat with wide sleeves. He looked a
bit like the bloke I saw in a book at school one time. A bloke that could talk to the animals and all the birds came
and sat on his arms.
“This is Fergus,” I say to the Poet.
The Poet folds his arms and looks at Fergus. Fergus put out his hand to shake hands but the Poet just eyed him
up and down. Then he says,
“Fergus. From the Latin fergue to fuck.”
Fergus didn’t know what to say and he looked like he didn’t know what to do with his hands either. He looked
like he was always trying to hide them. Bill starts laughing.
“What do you think of the waistcoat, Poet?” he says.
“Yes, I have been looking at it,” the Poet says. “The blood-red blending into the golden buttons. The fragrant
smell of a boy in his youth. A young maiden warm on the chest. Beauty is in the air—in the sweet breath of
nature. It is a lovely waistcoat. A rich red.” Fergus was well pleased.
“Thanks,” he says. “What do you think of Keats?”
“Marvelous chap,” the Poet says. “A man. A real man with deep brown arms and the mind of a woman in the
evening air.”
“There’s not many people around tonight,” I say, because there was usually a few people gathered around the
Poet.
“They are in the warmth of their homes. Dreaming of beauty. Sucking the air into their hearts, snug beside
their fires, warm in their mother’s breast.”
“I thought there might have been more people out tonight than there is,” I say.
The Poet looked at me as much as to say the subject was closed. He had said all he was going to about the
matter. He was still looking at Fergus. He started at his feet and went up then he started at the head and went
down. Fergus still didn’t know what to do with his hands.
“You are restless young man,” the Poet says. “Do I smell a sweet smell of spring? Do I hear little virgins
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rising?”
“I’ve read a lot of poetry at school,” Fergus says.
“Young man, I have read more books than you’ll ever see. I have ploughed through some of the greatest works
ever to be written. I have traveled. I have seen skies the colour of rainbows and clouds as soft as a flower.” Then
Fergus didn’t know what to say.
“He wants to be mad like me,” Bill says.
“The brain is sweet when it is covered with petals, covered with wiseness, drowned in the fountain of
knowledge.”
“Balls,” Bill says.
“That’s interesting,” Fergus says. “Do you think knowledge is everything?”
“Everything and nothing. It holds the beauty of darkness in its heart. It soaks in the wisdom of old men. It
reaches out and touches the little dewdrop.”
“You must know everything about nature,” Fergus says. The Poet lifted his hands up in the air.
“I am Nature,” he says. “I am in Nature and Nature is in me. The birds sing in my brain, the lion rests in my
heart.”
“Jesus Christ,” Bill says.
The Poet paid no attention to him. He kept his hands up and swung himself around. Then he plucked a leaf of
the laurel bush that was growing up behind the wall. He reached it to Fergus.
“Take this from me, son. Press it in your heart tonight. Dream on the clouds. Let your dreams wander into a
maiden’s heart.” Fergus took the leaf and looked at it.
“It’s a marvelous thing,” he says. “Do you see the design in this? I’ll keep it and press it into a book. I’ve got a
whole book of pressed flowers.” Then he slipped it into his pocket.
“I’ll tell you you should be locked up,” Bill says. The Poet looks up the street.
“Here comes the man with the charm. The man who can bring little maidens into his heart.”
It was Rab that was coming. He had long hair too. He grew it when he was in England. He had bright blue
jeans that he got in England too. His jacket had big padded shoulders and he got it in England too. He walked
with a slight swagger of the shoulders. You would think he owned the village the way he walked down the street.
“Big head,” Bill shouts at him. He didn’t speak till he came up to us. Then he says to us,
“This is a bloody dead village. Look at it.” And we looked up the street.
“This is Rab,” I say to Fergus. “He was in England two or three years ago.” Fergus stuck out his hand.
“I lived in London for two years,” he says.
“Son, you have never lived,” Rab says. “Have you been in Soho? Have you seen the ladies on the Bayswater
Road?”
“No,” Fergus says. “I never got time for that.” Rab looks away as much as to say it was useless talking to
Fergus any more.
“I love travel,” Fergus says.
“Let the sweet mind roam,” the Poet says. “Let it drift into the summer air.” Rab paid no attention to the Poet
either.
“You want to see some of the pros I got when I was over there. I went with this one one night. God, she was
good-looking. She had breasts like melons. God, they were big.”
He waved his hands over his chest to demonstrate to Fergus how big they were. Fergus made a surprised sound
then he blushed. Rab went on,
“We went to bed and stayed there for two days. Do you know, she wanted to marry me. She said I was the best
man she had ever had. My God, did she go! But I gave it to her. ‘You’re great,’ she said. ‘You’re the best man I
have ever been with.’ And do you know she told me she had been with over a hundred men. She cried when I told
her to get out of bed. And after that I had a letter from her every day. She used to write with lipstick. But I
couldn’t see her because I was going out with this little blonde thing from the East End. She was a very possessive
little thing. When girls smiled at me in the street she used to get very jealous. In the end I had to tell her to go. She
wanted me and her to go away. She said she would get some money together for both of us. But I wouldn’t go. I
liked her OK but she was too possessive. She would never let me go out with another girl. Do you know, one
girl’s not enough for me? I need about three.”
Fergus was standing there listening with his mouth open. Bill was sniggering because we always heard these
stories about him in London. He would change them round a bit each time.
“It’s a lot of balls,” Bill says. He always said that after Rab had gone on for a while. Then Rab would say “I
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can prove it,” and Bill would say “Prove it.”
“I can prove it,” Rab says.
“Prove it,” Bill says.
Then Rab brought out his photographs. He handed one round of a big blonde girl. She was wearing a bra and
knickers.
“That’s the first girl I went out with in London. The one I was telling you about that wanted to marry me.
That’s her before we went to bed.” When Rab handed the photo to Fergus, Fergus blushed like anything and the
sweat was pouring out of him too.
“Never be shy with women,” Rab says. “I never was. I just used to go up to a girl when I was in London and
ask her would she sleep with me. What the hell, what have you got to lose? They can only say no. Mind you none
of them ever turned me down. Do you know what size my prick is?” Fergus was sweating more than ever.
“No,” he says, and went into a fit of coughing.
“Do you want to see it?” Rab says to Fergus. Fergus stammered for a while then he says,
“I wouldn’t mind.”
“I’m telling you it’s big,” Rab says to Fergus.
“Is it true you can balance six pennies on it end to end?” Bill says.
“Sweet the smell of the body. The odour of love hangs on the pubic hairs,” the Poet says.
Rab opened his flies and brought out his prick. It was reasonably long with a kind of purple head. You could
see the sweat dripping off Fergus. The steam was rising off him.
“I think the mind should be put to higher things,” he says. Rab stood with it hanging out and his hands in his
pockets.
“Take a good look at it,” he says to Fergus. “You’ll never see one like that again. About ten girls in London
told me it was the biggest that they had ever seen, and they had been around a bit. You know I don’t believe in
virgins. I hate them. I like girls to have a bit of experience.”
Fergus kind of looked at me and it was as if he was crying out for help. It was as if he was trying not to look at
it.
“Take a good look,” Rab says. “Tell me what you think of it. Tell me, did you ever see one like that before?
Did you?”
“No, I haven’t,” Fergus says.
“This is where all the big nobs hang out,” Bill says.
“I bet you you never seen one like that before,” Rab says to Bill.
“Put it away,” Bill says. “You should be ashamed. I would bring mine out only I don’t want to shame yours.”
“Come on,” Rab says, “hang it out. Come on. I bet you a fiver that mine is twice your size.”
“Where’s your fiver?” Bill says. Rab brought out his wallet and handed the fiver to me.
“Here, you hold the money,” he says. “I don’t want to show you up,” Bill says. Rab took the fiver back as if he
had just won a bet.
“I know mine’s the biggest,” he says. “This thing could win competitions.”
He told Fergus to have one last look at it and then he put it away. After that he asked Fergus two or three times
if he wanted to see it again. Fergus blushed every time. Rab went on and on about the women he had been with in
London.
Then a few little girls came down the street and Bill asked him to prove himself. Rab said he didn’t want to get
jailed for baby-snatching. The little girls were all dressed up in little pink coats and straw hats. They were always
around the village. They were only about ten but they still went out looking for men. You always seen them up the
plantation on a Sunday night. When they walked past I said to them,
“Will you take me with you?”
They all giggled and blushed. Then after they were past a few yards they stopped and one of them shouted,
“Jane loves you, Johnny.” Then the one that was called Jane hit the other one and shouted,
“I do not.” I closed my fist.
“Guess what I have in my hand. Guess what I have got and you can have it.”
One of them tried to push Jane down towards me. I had nothing in my hand. I just wanted her to come down to
me.
“Get stuffed,” Bill shouts.
“You go and get your head seen to,” one of them shouts.
“I’m wiser than you,” Bill shouts. Rab paid no attention to them. It was as if they weren’t there. And anyway
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he wanted to get peace to do some more talking.
“Maidens come and brush my hair,” the Poet says. “You little virgins, warm from the womb, clean and white,
as soft as a flower.”
“Come and see what I’ve got in my hand,” I shout.
The one that was called Jane had nice black hair, and big black shiny eyes. Her eyes were full of mischief too.
The Devil was looking out of them.
“It’s interesting how poetry has changed through the ages,” Fergus said to the Poet.
The Poet said nothing. He was lying against the wall looking at the little girls. I held out my closed fist.
“Come on and see what I’ve got,” I shout.
Jane came towards me a few steps then she started giggling and ran back to the other two. Then they started
whispering and the three of them came towards us.
“Jane wants to know if you love her,” one of them shouts.
“I’ve never said nothing,” Jane shouts. They were only a few yards away and they stopped.
“I’ll not touch you,” I say.
“Come and give her a kiss,” one of them shouts, and Jane goes to run away and they stop her. I make to run
towards them and they all scream. But they didn’t move very far .way.
“I’ll not touch you,” I say.
Then I run straight for them. They all tried to get away, but they were still running into each other. I caught
Jane. She was giggling like anything. I held her tight and tried to kiss her, but she put her hand over her mouth.
Then she took her hand away and I almost did it but she put her hand back again too soon for me. I got my arms
round her waist and pulled her up to the church gate.
“Kiss her,” the other two little girls were shouting.
I held her tight with one arm and opened the church gate. She didn’t pull back too much and I was able to get
her right into the bicycle shed at the back of the church. We lay up against the wall and she tried to keep me from
kissing her but not as much as before. After we were in there for a while, I was able to kiss her all the time and
she didn’t mind. But she wouldn’t let me put my hand up her leg.
“Go on—let me. I’ll do you no harm,” I say, and she let me put my hand up a little bit.
“I don’t want a baby yet,” she says.
“You’re OK,” I whisper and I get my hand up a little bit further.
“Do you love me?” she says.
“Yes,” I whisper and she let me put my hand right up to her knickers.
“You’re only saying that,” she says.
“No, I mean it,” I say and we kissed a lot. Her lips were burning and between her legs was really warm too.
“Will you take me out for a walk some time?” she says.
“Maybe next Sunday,” I say.
Her hair smelt clean and it tickled my lips. Her lips sucked at my neck. She was nice and warm. It was nice
feeling her soft clothes too, and her warm lips. I was tight up against her. She pressed tight against me too. We
stayed there for ages. It got nicer and nicer. I wished that nice tickly feeling could stay there forever. Then it had
gone, everything had gone and I felt wet and sticky between my legs. She must have sensed what had happened
because she put her hand down and touched me and then she gave me a kiss as much as to say
“You’re a good boy.”
When we came out there was two or three more people at the corner. There was Jack Robinson and Sam Kerr
and the singer.
Jane ran up the road to where the other two little girls were sitting on the wall waiting for her. Roy, the singer
was called. He liked me because I always told him what a great singer he was.
“Did you get it, Johnny?” he asks me.
“When I was that age I was with a little girl every night,” Jack Robinson says.
“This is Fergus,” I say to Roy. Then I look at Fergus and he is shaking. He can hardly speak.
“Are you all right?” I say.
“I feel a little bit weak, Johnny,” he says. “It must be this fresh air.”
“What does your old man do with a house that size?” Jack Robinson says to him. Fergus giggles a little bit and
says nothing.
“I bet you he never worked for his money,” Jack Robinson says. And he spat right at Fergus’s feet.
“Where did you get that waistcoat from?” Jack says and Sam Kerr gave a loud laugh to himself. Him and Jack
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never spoke to each other all that much. They just mainly tried to get each other’s money.
“He can’t help it if his Da’s got money,” I say.
“Dad,” Jack Robinson says, “Dad, it’s Dad in his circles.” Then he spat again at Fergus’s feet. Fergus looked as
if he wanted to move away but he was too scared.
“Maybe your Dad would like to throw us a few crumbs,” Jack says. Fergus kind of looks at me for help.
“He seen what I’ve got,” Rab says. “Didn’t you?”
“Yes indeed, I did,” Fergus says. He wasn’t shaking so much now.
“Tell them what you thought,” Rab says.
“I thought it was enormous,” Fergus says and he was pushing at the spit with his toe. Then he looked up and he
didn’t know who to look at and he looked back at his toe. Sam Kerr didn’t talk as much as Jack Robinson.
“How many rooms are in that big house?” he says to Fergus. Fergus looked up again.
“Twenty,” he says.
“Nobody needs a house that size,” says Sam. “There’s something wrong somewhere. The world’s not right
divided.”
It was almost dark. You could hear the rumble of the factory further down the river. We were all silent for a
while. Then Jack Robinson spoke again.
“I suppose you’re a bit of a brown bomber,” he says to Fergus. Then he looked at us. “That’s what they do in
these big posh schools. You see there’s nothing but boys there.”
“How about a song?” I say to Roy.
“Ah, I’m in bad voice tonight,” he says.
“What do you sing?” Fergus asks him.
Roy didn’t answer him. He just burst into song. It didn’t take much to get him going. He was like Elvis
Presley. He stuck his leg out and shook it like Elvis too.
Right in the kitchen, right in the hall
Ain’t goin’ to do you no good at all
For once I catch you and the kissing starts
A team of wild horses couldn’t tear us apart.

He pretended to play the guitar too. After he finished we all clapped except the Poet. Fergus clapped too. The
Poet just looked at him.
“The sweetness of the voice is like the breath of spring to the ear. The pleasant hum of the bee. The sweetness
of the lark up in the blue. Singing to the world. Listen, listen. It sings for you. Yes, it was a good song.”
“Shakespeare said, ‘If music be the food of love, play on,’” Fergus says. Everybody looked at him as if he was
mad.
“He reads a lot of books,” I say. But still there was silence.
“He can’t help it if his Da’s got money,” I say. Jack Robinson spat.
“He’s not giving much of it away,” he says.
“No indeed,” Sam Kerr says. “There’s not much money going round at the present time.” Jack Robinson looks
at him.
“Why?” he says. Then Sam Kerr spat.
“There’s money somewhere,” he says.
“And do you know where it is?” Jack Robinson says.
“It’s somewhere,” Sam says.
“I think Marx had something,” Fergus says. Then they all looked at him and then at one another.
“How much would your Dad be worth?” Jack Robinson says. Fergus looked as if he was thinking for a while.
Then he says,
“The trouble is, if you gave everybody ten pounds at the beginning of the week, by the end of the week some
would have more than others. It’s just nature. We are all different.”
“Who’s filling your head with that crap?” Jack Robinson asks.
“What about another song?” I say to Roy. He started straight in:
Just a want to be, your loving teddy bear.
Put a chain around my neck and lead me anywhere.
Just a let me be, just a let me be,
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Your teddy bear.

“I used to sing when I was in London,” Rab says.
“Balls,” Bill says.
“You go back to Moy Abbey,” Rab says.
Bill didn’t like people saying that to him. That was the hospital he was in.
“You shut your face or I’ll slap you one,” he says.
“You and who else,” Rab says.
“It doesn’t matter whether you sang in London or not,” I say. It was bad to get Bill too excited.
“I sang all over London,” Rab says. “Everywhere I went people were asking me to sing. One night a crowd of
girls thought I was Elvis Presley and they wanted my autograph. I could have got off with any of them. They were
screaming. I took their addresses but I never had time to contact them. Mind you, there was a few pretty ones
among them. I was tied up at the time with two little blondes. They were both mad on me. They both knew about
each other, you know. But they didn’t mind. I used to leave one and she would cry because I was going to meet
the other. You know I’m a bit of a hard bastard as far as women are concerned. They can take it or leave it. I’m
not worried. There’s plenty more fish in the sea.”
“Who the hell wants fish?” Jack Robinson says. And everybody laughed.
“Tomorrow’s the day the cow calves,” Sam Kerr says.
That meant that it was the day we got the dole money. We were all on it. The man and woman came out every
Friday to pay us. The thing is, if you lived a mile out of the town you had to go into the Labour Exchange three
days a week and if you lived two miles out you had to sign on twice a week. Then if you lived three miles out you
only had to sign on once. But we lived five miles out of the town and nobody could agree on it so in the end after
we went on a kind of strike they decided to come out and pay us. You see there was no rule at the Labour
Exchange to sort that out. We didn’t really go on strike. We had to sign on a Friday. So what we did, we all got in
there just five minutes before closing time and they had to start signing us on and paying us out and that meant
they were there very late. We should have signed on at nine-thirty in the morning. Anyway it was something like
that.
That's how I tried to explain it to Fergus. He walked up the street with us a bit although he lived down at the
other end of the village. Then I tried to explain to him that Bill didn’t have to sign on because he was on the sick.
He got his money from the Ministry of Health or something, although he had a bit of trouble getting it at first. The
doctor gave him a certificate and he sent it off a week later and then he got it back with a letter asking him why he
hadn’t sent it sooner. It said he was to give an explanation.
The thing is Bill was in bed taking big tablets that made him sleep all the time and he couldn’t send it. That
was before he went into the hospital. So he wrote and said he was asleep and then they sent the certificate back
with another letter that nobody could understand. Bill still had the letter and he showed it to Fergus. It said:
If you have sent a certificate claiming for sickness benefit from the time you were sick then you are entitled to
sickness benefit. If however you haven’t made a claim during your recent illness and have since started work you may
not be entitled to the benefit from the 20 th. However if you want to claim you may send the certificate no later than
three days after first becoming unable to work. You will receive the money within twelve days from the date on the
certificate. You should state on a B2 why you were unable to send it. A B2 can be obtained from your local Ministry of
Health. If someone claims on your behalf you should state why.
No certificate should be sent to this office if the person is employed or if he is abroad. You may send more than one
certificate at once if you have been ill when you first received your first certificate from your local GP.
If the person does not qualify for sickness he should go to his or her local Social Security Office and obtain a G3.
This should be sent to us immediately.

Fergus said it was the system. He said he could understand it to some extent but that it could be made a lot
clearer. But the main reason he came up the street with us was because he wanted to know what I did with little
Jane behind the church. Well, he didn’t ask me outright.
“I enjoyed this evening,” he says.
“It was OK,” I say.
“What part of the evening did you enjoy best?” he says in a matter-of-fact kind of voice.
“I’m not too sure,” I say.
“It was a laugh, you and that little girl,” he says. I laughed. “Do you think that kind of thing is good fun?”
“It’s all right,” I say.
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“He’s always doing that,” Bill says. Fergus seemed surprised.
“It must take a bit of nerve,” he says.
“You just go and do it,” I say.
“I wish I had the nerve,” Fergus says. “But your instincts are more primitive than mine.”
“What are you on about?” Bill says.
“Did you laugh a lot when you were in there with her?” Fergus says.
“No, not much,” I say.
“He was too busy looking for her pussy cat,” Bill says. Fergus blushed and coughed.
“What did you do?” he says, as if he just didn’t care. He just said it straight out.
“I felt her leg and kissed her,” I say. Fergus wanted to know something else, but maybe he didn’t know what or
maybe he didn’t know how to say it.
“Do you want to talk about it?” he says.
“Well, l’m not fussy,” I say.
“Well,” he says. “Did you enjoy it?” He was like one of those interviewers on the TV.
“I did,” I say.
“Do you do it often?” he says.
“Well, now and then,” I say.
“With the same girl?” he asks
“Not always,” I say.
“Do you think it’s right to flirt around with girls? I mean don’t you think it’s better just sticking with the one?”
“Well, it doesn’t really matter much,” I say. I felt he wasn’t really asking me what he wanted to. He thought for
a while. Then he says,
“I don’t think you should go too far.”
“Well, you go as far as you can get,” I say.
“I suppose that’s pretty far sometimes.” He gave a kind of giggle.
“I reckon you got cancer,” Bill says to him. “You don’t look all that healthy. You’re very thin and everything.”
We walked in silence for a while. Then Fergus looks really serious. There was no trace of a smile on his face,
and there was usually a trace of a smile even when he was blushing.
“Do you really think so?” he says.
“Well, I knew a chap when I was in hospital,” Bill says. “He looked just like you. He was really thin and had
bad skin like you. He died before six months were out. It can’t be cured, you know.”
Fergus went really white and I seen his face in the streetlight. It looked like he might cry.
“There’s people as thin as you live for years,” I say.
“If I were you I shouldn’t take no long term obligations on,” Bill says.
“Shut up, Bill,” I say.
“Maybe I better have an X-ray,” Fergus says. “Will you come with me, Johnny?”
“I’m not sure that I believe in X-rays,” I say. “There was nothing wrong with my Granda and they gave him an
X-ray and he died after that.”
“That’s right,” Bill says. “Sometimes they can kill you. Why don’t you just go and jump over the bridge and
it’ll save a lot of bother.”
“Maybe it wasn’t the X-ray that killed my Granda,” I say. “He was nearly ninety.” …
222.151 Excerpt from The Man In The Picture\fn{by Susan Hill (1942- )} Scarborough, North Yorkshire, England,
United Kingdom (F) 10
1
My story really begins some seventy years ago, in my boyhood. I was an only child and my mother died when
I was three. I have no memory of her. Nowadays, of course, my father might well have made a decent fist of
bringing me up himself, at least until he met a second wife, but times were very different then, and although he
cared greatly for me, he had no idea how to look after a boy scarcely out of nappies, and so a series of nurses and
then nannies were employed. I have no tale of woe, of cruelty and harm at their hands. They were all kindly and
well-meaning enough, all efficient, and though I remember little of them, I feel a general warmth towards them
and the way they steered me into young boyhood.
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But my mother had had a sister, married to a wealthy man with considerable land and properties in Devon, and
from the age of seven or so I spent many holidays with them and idyllic times they were. I was allowed to roam
free, I enjoyed the company of local boys—my aunt and uncle had no children but my uncle had an adult son
from his first marriage, his wife having died giving birth—and of the surrounding tenant farmers, the villagers,
the ploughmen and blacksmiths, grooms and hedgers and ditchers. I grew up healthy and robust as a result of
spending so much time outdoors. But when I was not about the countryside, I was enjoying a very different sort of
education indoors. My aunt and uncle were cultured people, surprisingly widely and well read and with a splendid
library. I was allowed the run of this as much as I was allowed the run of the estate and I followed their example
and became a voracious reader.
But my aunt was also a great connoisseur of pictures. She loved English watercolours but also had a broad,
albeit traditional, taste for the old masters, and though she could not afford to buy paintings by the great names,
she had acquired a good collection of minor artists. Her husband took little interest in this area, but he was more
than happy to fund her passion, and seeing that I showed an early liking for certain pictures about the place, Aunt
Mary jumped at the chance of bringing someone else up to share her enthusiasm. She began to talk to me about
the pictures and to encourage me to read about the artists, and I very quickly understood the delight she took in
them and had my own particular favourites among them. I loved some of the great seascapes and also the
watercolours of the East Anglia school, the wonderful skies and flat fens—I think my taste in art had a good deal
to do with my pleasure in the outside world. I could not warm to portraits or still-lifes—but nor did Aunt Mary
and there were few of them about. Interiors and pictures of churches left me cold and a young boy does not
understand the charms of the human figure.
But she encouraged me to be open to everything, not to copy her taste but to develop my own and always to
wait to be surprised and challenged as well as delighted by what I saw. I owe my subsequent love of pictures
entirely to Aunt Mary and those happy, formative years. When she died, just as I was coming up to Cambridge,
she left me many of the pictures you see around you now and others, too, some of which I sold in order to buy
different ones—as I know she would have wished me to do. She was an unsentimental woman and she would
have wanted me to keep my collection alive, to enjoy the business of acquiring new when I had tired of the old.
In short, for some twenty years or more I became quite a picture dealer, going to auctions regularly and in the
process of having fun at the whole business building up more capital than I could ever have enjoyed on my
academic salary. In between my forays into the art world, of course, I worked my way slowly up the academic
ladder, establishing myself here in the college and publishing the books you know. I missed my regular visits to
Devon once my aunt and uncle were dead, and I could only make sure I maintained my ties to a country way of
life by regular walking holidays.
*
I have sketched in my background and you now know a little more about my love of pictures. But what
happened one day you could never guess and perhaps you will never believe the story. I can only repeat what I
assured you of at the start. It is true.
2
It was a beautiful day at the beginning of the Easter vacation and I had gone up to London for a couple of
weeks, to work in the Reading Room of the British Museum and to do some picture dealing. On this particular
day there was an auction, with viewing in the morning, and from the catalogue I had picked out a couple of oldmaster drawings and one major painting which I particularly wanted to see. I guessed that the painting would go
for a price far higher than I could afford but I was hopeful of the drawings and I felt buoyant as I walked from
Bloomsbury down to St. James’s, in the spring sunshine. The magnolias were out, as were the cherry blossom,
and set against the white stucco of the eighteenth-century terraces they were gay enough to lift the heart.
Not that my heart was ever down. I was cheerful and optimistic when I was younger—indeed, in general I
have been blessed with a sunny and equable temperament—and I enjoyed my walk and was keenly anticipating
the viewing and the subsequent sale. There was no cloud in the sky, real or metaphorical.
The painting was not, in fact, as good as had been made out and I did not want to bid for it, but I was keen to
buy at least one of the drawings, and I also saw a couple of watercolours which I knew I could sell on and I
thought it likely that they would not fetch high prices because they were not the kind of pictures for which many
of the dealers would be coming to this particular sale. I marked them off in the catalogue and went on wandering
round.
Then, slightly hidden by a rather overpowering pair of religious panels, that Venetian oil of the carnival scene
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caught my eye. It was in poor condition, it badly needed cleaning and the frame was chipped in several places. It
was not, indeed, the sort of picture I generally liked, but there was a strange, almost hallucinatory quality about it
and I found myself looking at it for a long time and coming back to it, several times. It seemed to draw me into
itself so that I felt a part of the night-time scene, lit by the torches and lanterns, one of the crowd of masked
revelers, or of the party boarding a gondola and sailing over the moonlit canal and off into the darkness under an
ancient bridge.
I stood in front of it for a long time, peering into every nook and cranny of the palazzi with their shutters
opening here and there on to rooms dark save for the light of a branch of candles here, a lamp there, the odd
shadowy figure just glimpsed in the reflected light. The faces of the revelers were many of them the classic
Venetian, with prominent noses, the same faces that could be seen as Magi and angels, saints and popes, in the
great paintings that filled Venice’s churches. Others, though, were recognizably of different nationalities and there
was the occasional Ethiopian and Arab. I absorbed the picture in a way I had not done for a long time.
The sale began at two and I went out into the spring sunshine to find some refreshment before returning to the
auction rooms, but as I sat in the dim bar of a quiet pub, through the windows of which the sun lanced here and
there, I was still immersed in that Venetian scene.
I knew of course that I had to buy the picture. I could barely enjoy my lunch and became agitated in case
something happened to prevent my getting back to the rooms to bid, so I was one of the first there. But for some
reason, I wanted to be standing at the back, away from the rostrum, and I hovered close to the door as the room
began to fill. There were some important pictures and I caught sight of several well-known dealers who would be
there on behalf of well-to-do clients. No one knew me.
The painting I had at first come to bid for was sold for more than I had expected, and the drawings went
quickly beyond my means, but I was almost successful in obtaining a fine Cotman watercolour which came
immediately after them when some of the buyers for the lots in the first half had left. I secured a small group of
good seascapes and then sat through one stodgy sporting oil after another—fat men on horseback, huntsmen,
horses with docked tails giving them an odd, unbalanced air, horses rearing, horses being held by bored grooms,
on and on they went and up and up went the sea of hands. I almost dozed off. But then, as the sale was petering
out, there was the Venetian carnival scene, looking dark and unattractive now that it was out in the open. There
were a couple of half-hearted bids and then a pause.
I raised my hand. No one took me on. The hammer was just coming down when there was a slight flurry
behind me and a voice called out. I glanced round, surprised and dismayed that I should have last-minute
competition for the Venetian picture, but the auctioneer took the view that the hammer had indeed fallen on my
bid and there was an end to it. It was mine for a very modest sum.
The palms of my hands were damp and my heart was pounding. I have never felt such an anxiety—indeed, it
was close to a desperation to obtain anything and I felt oddly shaken, with relief and also with some other emotion
I could not identify. Why did I want the picture so badly? What was its hold over me?
As I went out of the saleroom towards the cashier’s office to pay for my purchases, someone tapped me on the
shoulder. I turned and saw a stout, sweating man carrying a large leather portfolio case.
“Mr. ——,” he asked. I hesitated.
“I need to speak with you urgently.”
“If you will forgive me, I want to get to the cashier’s office ahead of the usual queue—”
“No. Please do not.”
“I beg your pardon?”
“You must listen to what I have to say first. Is there somewhere we can go so as not to be overheard?”
He was glancing around him as if he expected a dozen eavesdroppers to be closing in on us and I felt annoyed.
I did not know the man and had no wish to scurry off with him to some corner.
“Anything you have to say to me can surely be said here. Everyone is busy about their own affairs. Why
should they be interested in us?” I wanted to secure my purchases, arrange for them to be delivered to me, and be
done.
“Mr.——” he paused again.
“Parmitter,” I said curtly.
“Thank you. My name is not relevant—I am acting on behalf of a client. I should have been here far earlier but
I encountered a road accident, some unfortunate knocked over and badly injured by a speeding car and I was
obliged to stay and speak to the police, it made me too late, I”—he took out a large handkerchief and wiped his
brow and upper lip but the beads of sweat popped up again at once—“I have a commission. There is a picture. I
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have to acquire it. It is absolutely vital that I take it back with me.”
“But you were too late. Bad luck. Still, it was hardly your fault—your client cannot reasonably blame you for
witnessing a road accident.”
He looked increasingly uncomfortable and was sweating even more. I made to move away but he grabbed me
and held me by the arm so fiercely that it was painful.
“The last picture,” he said, his breath fœtid in my face, “the Venetian scene. You obtained it and I must have it.
I will pay you what you ask, with a good profit, you will not lose. It is in your interests after all, you would only
sell it on later. What is your price?”
I wrenched my arm from his grip.
“There is none. The picture is not for sale.”
“Don’t be absurd man, my client is wealthy, you can name your price. Don’t you understand me—I have to
have that picture.”
I had heard enough. Without troubling about good manners, I turned on my heel and walked away from him.
But he was there again, pawing at me, keeping close to my side.
“You have to sell the picture to me.”
“If you do not take your hands off I will be obliged to call the porters.”
“My client gave me instructions. I was not to go back without the picture. It has taken years to track it down. I
have to have it.”
We had reached the cashier's office, where there was now, of course, a considerable queue of buyers waiting to
pay.
“For the last time,” I hissed at him, “let me alone. I have told you. I want the picture. I bought it and I intend to
keep it.” He took a step back and, for a moment, I thought that was that, but then he leaned close to me and said,
“You will regret it. I have to warn you. You will not want to keep that picture.” His eyes bulged, and the sweat
was running down his face now.
“Do you understand? Sell me the picture. It is for your own good.”
It was all I could do not to laugh in his face but, instead, I merely shook my head and turned away from him, to
stare at the gray cloth of the jacket belonging to the man in front of me as if it were the most fascinating thing in
the world. I dared not look round again but by the time I had left the cashier's window having paid for my
purchases, including the Venetian picture, the man was nowhere to be seen. I was relieved and dismissed the
incident from my mind as I went out into the sunshine of St. James’s.
It was only later that evening, as I was settling down to work at my desk, that I felt a sudden, strange frisson, a
chill down my spine. I had not been in the least troubled by the man—he had clearly been trying to make up some
tale about the picture to convince me I should let him have it. Nevertheless, I felt uneasy.
Everything I had bought at the auction was delivered the next day and the first thing I did was take the
Venetian picture across London to a firm of restorers. They would clean it expertly, and either repair the old frame
or find another. I also took one of the others to have a small chip made good and because picture restorers work
slowly, as they should, I did not see the paintings again for some weeks, by which time I had returned here to the
Cambridge summer term that was in full swing.
I brought all the new pictures with me. I was in my London rooms too infrequently to leave anything of much
value or interest there. I placed the rest with ease but wherever I put the Venetian picture it looked wrong. I have
never had such trouble hanging a painting. And about one thing I was adamant. I did not want it in the room
where I slept.
I did not even take it into the bedroom. Yet I am not a superstitious man, and up until that time had only ever
suffered nightmares if I was ill and had a fever. Because I had such trouble finding the right place for it, in the end
I left the painting propped up there, against the bookcase. And I could not stop looking at it. Every time I came
back into these rooms, it drew me. I spent more time looking at it—no, into it—than I did with pictures of far
greater beauty and merit. I seemed to need it, to spend far too much time looking into every corner, every single
face.
I did not hear any more from the tiresome pest in the auction rooms, and I soon forgot about him entirely.
*
Just one curious thing happened around that time. It was in the autumn of the same year, the first week of
Michaelmas term and a night when the first chills of autumn had me ring for a fire. It was blazing up well, and I
was working at my desk, in the circle of lamplight, when I happened to glance up for a second.
The Venetian painting was directly in my sight and something about it made me look more closely. Cleaning
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had revealed fresh depths to the picture, and much more detail was now clear. I could see far more people who
were crowded on the path beside the water, several rows deep in places, and gondolas and other craft laden with
revelers, some masked, others not, on the canal. I had studied the faces over and over again, and each time I found
more. People hung out of windows and over balconies, more were in the dim recesses of rooms in the palazzi.
But now, it was only one person, one figure, which caught my eye and stood out from all the rest, and although
he was near the front of the picture, I did not think I had noticed the man before. He was not looking at the lagoon
or the boats, but rather away from them and out of the scene—he seemed, in fact, to be looking at me, and into
this room. He wore clothes of the day but plain ones, not the elaborate fancy dress of many of the carnival-goers,
and he was not masked. But two of the revelers close to him wore masks and both appeared to have their hands
upon him, one on his shoulder, the other round his left wrist, almost as if they were trying to keep a hold of him or
even pull him back. His face had a strange expression, as if he were at once astonished and afraid. He was looking
away from the scene because he did not want to be part of it and into my room, at me—at anyone in front of the
picture—with what I can only describe as pleading.
But for what? What was he asking?
The shock was seeing a man’s figure there at all when I had previously not noticed it. I supposed that the
lamplight, cast on the painting at a particular angle, had revealed the figure clearly for the first time. Whatever the
reason, his expression distressed me and I could not work with my former deep concentration. In the night, I woke
several times, and, once, out of a strange dream in which the man in the picture was drowning in the canal and
stretching out his arms for me to save him, and so vivid was the dream that I got out of bed and came in here,
switched on the lamp and looked at the picture. Of course nothing had changed. The man was not drowning
though he still looked at me, still pleaded, and I felt that he had been depicted trying to get away from the two
men who had their hands on him. I went back to bed.
*
And that, for a very long time, was that. Nothing more happened. The picture stayed propped up on the
bookcase for months until eventually I found a space for it there, where you see it now. I did not dream about it
again. But it never lessened its hold on me, its presence was never anything but powerful, as if the ghosts of all
those people in that weirdly lit, artificial scene were present with me, forever in the room.
*
Some years passed. The painting did not lose any of its strange force but of course everyday life goes on and I
became used to it. I often spent time looking at it though, staring at the faces, the shadows, the buildings, the dark
rippling waters of the Grand Canal, and I also vowed that one day I would go to Venice. I have never been a great
traveler, as you know; I love the English countryside too much and never wanted to venture far from it during
vacations. Besides, in those days I was busy teaching here, performing more and more duties within the college,
researching and publishing a number of books and continuing to buy and sell some pictures, though my time for
that was limited.
Only one odd thing happened concerning the picture during that period. An old friend, Brammer, came to visit
me here. I had not seen him for some years and we had a great deal to talk about but at one point, soon after his
arrival and while I was out of the room, he started to look round at the pictures. When I returned, he was standing
in front of the Venetian scene and peering closely at it.
“Where did you come by this, Theo?”
“Oh, in a saleroom some years ago. Why?”
“It is quite extraordinary. If I hadn’t …” He shook his head. “No.” I went to stand beside him.
“What?”
“You know about all this sort of thing. When do you suppose it was painted?”
“It’s late eighteenth century.” He shook his head.
“Then I can’t make it out. You see, that man ther”—he pointed to one of the figures in the nearest gondola—“I
… I know—knew him. That’s to say it is the absolute likeness of someone I knew well. We were young men
together. Of course it cannot be him … but everything—the way he holds his head, the expression … it is quite
uncanny.”
“With so many billions of people born and all of us only having two eyes, one nose, one mouth, I suppose it is
even more remarkable that there are not more identical.”
But Brammer was not paying me any attention. He was too absorbed in studying the painting, and in
scrutinizing that one face. It took me a while to draw him away from it and to divert him back to the topics of our
earlier conversation, and several times over the next twenty-four hours he went back to the picture and would
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stand there, an expression of concern and disbelief on his face, shaking his head from time to time.
*
There was no further incident and, after a while, I put Brammer’s strange discovery if not out of, then well to
the back of my mind. Perhaps, if I had not been the subject of an article in a magazine more general than
academic, some years later, there would have been nothing else and so the story, such as it was until then, would
have petered out.
I had completed a long work on Chaucer and it happened that there was a major anniversary which included an
exhibition at the British Museum. There had also been an important manuscript discovery relating to his life,
about which we have always known so little. The general press took an interest and there was a gratifying amount
of attention given to my beloved poet. I was delighted of course. I had long wanted to share the delights his work
afforded with a wider public and my publisher was pleased when I agreed to be interviewed here and there.
One of the interviewers who came to see me brought a photographer and he took several pictures in these
rooms. If you would care to go to the bureau and open the second drawer, you will find the magazine article filed
there.
3
Theo was a meticulous man—everything was filed and ordered. I had always been impressed, coming in here
to tutorials, and seeing the exemplary tidiness of his desk by comparison with that of most other fellows—not to
mention with my own. It was a clue to the man. He had an ordered mind. In another life, he ought to have been a
lawyer.
The cutting was exactly where he had indicated. It was a large spread about Theo, Chaucer, the exhibition and
the new discovery, highly informed and informative, and the photograph of him, which took up a full page, was
not only an excellent likeness of him as he had been some thirty years previously, but a fine composition in its
own right. He was sitting in an armchair, with a pile of books on a small table beside him, his spectacles on top.
The sun was slanting through the high window onto him and lighting the whole scene quite dramatically.
“This is a fine photograph, Theo.”
“Look though—look at where the sun falls.”
It fell onto the Venetian picture, which hung behind him, illuminating it vividly and in a strange harmony of
light and dark. It seemed to be far more than a mere background.
“Extraordinary.”
“Yes. I confess I was quite taken aback when I saw it. I suppose by then I had grown used to the picture and I
had no idea it had such presence in the room. I looked round. Now, the painting was half hidden, half in shade,
and seemed a small thing, not attracting any attention. The figures were a little stiff and distant, the light rippling
on the water dulled. It was like someone in a group who is so retiring and plain that he or she merges into the
background unnoticed. What I saw in the magazine photograph was almost a different canvas, not in its content,
which was of course the same, but in—I might almost say, in its attitude.
“Odd, is it not?” Theo was watching me intently. “Did the photographer remark on the picture? Did he
deliberately arrange it behind you and light it in some particular way?”
“No. It was never mentioned. He fussed a little with the table of books, I remember … making the pile regular,
then irregular … and he had me shift about in the chair. That was all. I recall that when I saw the results—and
there were quite a number of shots of course—I was very surprised. I had not even realized the painting was there.
Indeed …” He paused.
“Yes?” He shook his head.
“It is something, to be frank, that has played on my mind ever since, especially in the light of … subsequent
events.”
“What is that?”
But he did not answer. I waited. His eyes were closed and he was quite motionless. I realized that the evening
had exhausted him, and after waiting a little longer in the silence of those rooms, I got up and left, trying to make
my exit soundless, and went away down the dark stone staircase and out into the court.
4
It was a still, clear and bitter night with a frost and a sky thick and brilliant with stars and I went quickly across
to my own staircase to fetch my coat. It was late but I felt like fresh air and a brisk walk. The court was deserted
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and there were only one or two lights shining out from sets of rooms here and there. The night porter was already
installed in his lodge with a fire in the grate and a great brown pot of tea.
“You mind your step, sir, the pavements have a rime on them even now.”
I thanked him and went out through the great gate. King’s Parade was deserted, the shops shuttered. A solitary
policeman on the beat nodded to me as I passed him. I was intent on both keeping warm and staying upright as the
porter had been right that the pavements were slippery here and there.
But quite without warning, I stopped because a sense of fear and oppression came over me like a wave of
fever, so that a shudder ran through my body. I glanced round but the lane was empty and still. The fear I felt was
not of anyone or anything, it was just an anonymous, unattached fear and I was in its grip. It was combined with a
sense of impending doom, a dread, and also with a terrible sadness, as if someone close to me was suffering and I
was feeling that suffering with them.
I am not given to premonitions and, so far as I was aware, no one close to me, no friend or family member, was
in trouble. I felt quite well. The only thing that was in my mind was Theo Parmitter’s strange story, but why
should that have me, who had merely sat by the fire listening to it, so seized by fear? I felt weak and unwell so
that I no longer wanted to be out tramping the streets alone and I turned sharply. There must have been a patch of
frost exactly there for I felt my feet slither away from under me and fell heavily on the pavement.
I lay winded and shaken but not in pain and it was at that moment that I heard, from a little distance away to
my left, the cry and a couple of low voices. After that came the sound of a scuffle and then another desperate cry.
It seemed to be coming from the direction of the Backs and yet, in some strange sense which is hard to explain, to
be not away from me at all but here, at my hand, next to me. It is very difficult to convey a clear impression
because nothing was clear, and I was also lying on a frozen pavement and anxious in case I had injured myself.
If what I had heard was someone being set upon in the dark and robbed—and that was as near to what it all
sounded like as I could describe—then I should get up and either find the victim and go to his aid, or warn the
policeman I had seen a few minutes before. Yet no one had been about. It was just after midnight, not a night for
strollers, other than fools like me. It then came to me that I was in danger of being attacked myself. I had my
wallet in my inner pocket, and a gold watch on my chain. I was worth a villain’s attack. I pulled myself to my feet
hastily.
I was unhurt apart from a bash to the knee—I would be stiff the next day—and looked quickly round but there
was no one about and no sound of footsteps. Had I imagined the noises? No, I had not. In a quiet street on a still
and frosty night, when every sound carries, I could not have mistaken what I heard for wind in the trees, or in my
own ears. I had heard a cry, and voices, and even a splash of water, yet although the sounds had come from the
riverside, that was some distance away and hidden by the walls and gardens of the colleges.
I went back to the main thoroughfare and caught sight of the policeman again, trying the door-handles of shops
to check that they were secure. Should I go up to him and alert him that I had almost certainly heard a street
robbery? But if I had heard the robbers, he, only a few yards away in a nearby street, must surely have heard them
too, yet he was not rushing away but merely continuing down King’s Parade with his steady, measured tread.
A car turned down from the direction of Trinity Street and glided past me. A cat streaked away into a dark slit
between two buildings. My breath smoked on the frosty air. There was nothing untoward about and the town was
settled for the night. The oppression and dread that had enshrouded me a few minutes earlier had lifted, almost as
a consequence of what I had heard and of my fall but I was puzzled and I did not feel comfortable in my own
skin, and by now I was also thoroughly chilled so I made my way back to the college gate as briskly as I could,
my coat collar turned up against the freezing night air.
The porter, still ensconced by his glowing fire, wished me goodnight. I replied, and turned into the court.
All was dark and quiet but light shone from one of the same two windows I had noticed when I went out, and
now from another on the far left-hand row. Someone must just have returned. In a couple of weeks term would
have begun and then lights would be on all round—undergraduates do not turn in early. I stood for a moment
looking round, remembering the good years I had spent within these walls, the conversations late into the night,
the japes, the hours spent sweating over an essay and boning up for Part One. I would never want to be like Theo,
spending all my years here, however comfortable the college life might be, but I had a pang of longing for the
freedoms and the friendships.
It was then that my eye was caught by one light, the original one, going out, so that now there was only one
room with a light on, on the far side, and it was automatic for me to glance up there.
What I saw made my blood freeze. Whereas before there had been a blank, now a figure was in the room and
close to the window. The lamp was to one side of him and its beam was thrown onto his face, and the effect was
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startlingly like that of the Venetian picture. Well, there was nothing strange about that—lamplight and torchlight
will always highlight and provide sharply contrasting shadows in this way. No, it was the face at the window by
which I was transfixed.
The man was looking directly at me and I could have sworn I recognized him, not from life but from the
picture, because he bore such an uncanny resemblance to one of the faces that I would have sworn in any court
that they were one and the same. But how could this possibly be? It could not, and besides, I had merely glanced
at the one and it was at a window some distance from me, whereas the other was in a picture and I had studied it
closely for some time. There are only so many combinations of features, as Theo himself had said.
But it was not the mere resemblance which struck so, it was the expression on the face at the window that had
the impact upon me and produced such a violent reaction. The face was one I had particularly noticed in the
picture because it was a fine depiction of decadence, of greed and depravity, of malice and loathing, of every sort
of inhuman feeling and intent. The eyes were piercing and intense, the mouth full and sardonic, the whole face set
into a sneer of arrogance and concupiscence. It was a mesmerizingly unpleasant face and it had repelled me in the
picture as much as it horrified me now.
I had glanced away, shocked, from the window, but now I looked up again. The face had gone and after
another couple of seconds the light went out and the room was black. The whole court was now in darkness, save
for the lamps at each corner, which cast a comforting pool of tallow light onto the gravel path.
I came to, feeling numb with cold and chilled with fear. I was shivering and the sense of dread and imminent
doom had returned and seemed to wrap me round in place of my coat. But at the same time I was determined not
to let these feelings get the better of me and I went across the court and up the staircase of the rooms from which
the light had been shining. I remembered them as being the set a friend of mine had occupied in our time and
found them without trouble. I stood outside the door and listened closely. There was a silence so absolute that it
was uncanny. Old buildings generally make some sound, creaking and settling back, but here it was as still and
quiet as the grave. After a moment, I knocked on the outer door, though without expecting any reply, as the
occupant would now be in the bedroom and might well not have heard me. I knocked again more loudly, and
when again there was no answer, I turned the door handle and stepped inside the small outer lobby.
The air was bitterly cold here, which was strange as no one would be occupying rooms on such a night without
having heated them. I hesitated, then went into the study.
“Hello,” I said in a low voice.
There was no response and after I had repeated my “Hello” I felt along the wall for the light switch. The room
was empty, and not only empty of any person, but empty of any thing, apart from a desk and chair, one armchair
beside the cold and empty grate, and a bookcase without any books in it. There was an overhead light but no lamp
of any kind.
I went through to the bedroom. There was a bed, stripped of all linen. Nothing else.
Obviously, I had mistaken the rooms and I left, and made my way to the second set adjacent to them, the only
others on the upper level of this staircase—each one had two sets up and a single, much larger set, on the ground
floor and the pattern was the same on three sides of this, the Great Court. (The Inner Court was smaller and
arranged quite differently.)
I knocked and, hearing only silence in response again, went into this set of rooms too. They were as empty as
the first—emptier indeed since here there was no furniture other than the bookcases which were built into the
wall. There was also a smell of plaster and paint.
I thought that I would go across to the night porter and ask who normally occupied this staircase. But what
purpose would that serve? There were no undergraduates in residence, these sets had not been used by fellows for
many years and clearly, decoration and maintenance were underway. I cannot possibly have seen a lamp lit and a
figure in any of these windows.
But I knew that I had. I went, thoroughly shaken now, down the staircase, and across the court to the guest set
in which I was staying. There I had a bottle of whisky and a soda siphon. Ignoring the latter, I poured myself a
large slug of the scotch and downed it in one, followed by another, which I took more slowly. I then went to bed
and, in spite of the whisky, lay shivering for some time before falling into a heavy sleep. It was filled with the
most appalling nightmares, through which I tossed and turned and sweated in horror, nightmares filled with
strange flaring lights and fires and the shouts of people drowning.
I woke hearing myself cry out, and as I gathered my senses, I heard something else, a tremendous crash, as of
something heavy falling. It was followed by a distant and muffled cry, as if someone had been hit and injured.
My heart was pounding so loudly in my ears and my brain still so swirling with the dreadful pictures that it
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took me a moment to separate nightmare from reality, but when I had been sitting upright with the lamp switched
on for a few moments, I knew that what I had seen and the voices of the people drowning had been unreal and
parts of a disturbing nightmare, but that the crashing sound and the subsequent cry most certainly had not.
Everything was quiet now but I got out of bed and went into the sitting room.
All was in order. I returned for my dressing gown, and then went out onto the staircase but here, too, all was
still and silent. No-one was occupying the adjacent set but I did not know if a fellow was in residence below. Theo
Parmitter’s rooms were on a different staircase.
I went down in the dark and icy cold and listened at the doors below but there was absolutely no sound.
“Is anyone there? Is everything all right?” I called but my voice echoed oddly up the stone stairwell and there
was no answering call.
I went back to bed, and slept fitfully until morning, mainly because I was half frozen and found it difficult to
get warm and comfortable again. When I looked out of the windows a little after eight, I saw that a light snow had
fallen and that the fountain in the center of the court had frozen solid. I was dressing when there was a hurried
knock on the outer door and the college servant came in looking troubled.
“I thought you would want to know at once, sir, that there’s been an accident. It’s Mr. Parmitter …”
5
“There is really no need to trouble a doctor. I am a little shaken but unhurt. I will be perfectly all right.”
The servant had managed to get Theo into his chair in the sitting room, where I found him, looking pale and
with an odd look about his eyes which I could not read.
“The doctor is on his way so there’s an end to it,” I said, nodding approvingly at the servant, who had brought
in a tray of tea and was refilling a water jug. “Now tell me what happened.” Theo leaned back and sighed, but I
could tell that he was not going to argue further.
“You fell? You must have slipped on something. We must get the maintenance people to check—”
“No. It is not their concern.”
He spoke quite sharply. I poured us both tea and waited until the servant, had left. I had already noticed that the
Venetian picture was no longer in its former place.
“Something happened,” I said. “And you must tell me, Theo.” He took up his cup and I noticed that his hand
was shaking slightly.
“I did not sleep well,” he said at last. “That is not unusual. But last night it was well after two before I got off
and I slept very fitfully, with nightmares and general disturbance.”
“I had nightmares,” I said. “Which is most unusual for me.”
“It is my fault. I should never have started on that wretched story.”
“Of course it is not—I went for a brisk walk to clear my head and woke myself up too thoroughly. It was also
damned cold.”
“No. It was more than that, as it was with me. I am certain of it now. I was in such discomfort and sleeping so
wretchedly that I knew I would be better off up and sitting in this chair. It takes me some time to get myself out of
bed and stirring and I had heard the clock strike four when I made my way in here.
“As I came up to that wall on which the picture hung, I hesitated for a split second—something made me
hesitate. The wire holding the painting snapped and the whole thing crashed down, glancing my shoulder so that I
lost my balance and fell. If I had not paused, it would have hit me on the head. There is no question about it.”
“What made you pause? A premonition surely.”
“No, no. I daresay I was aware, subliminally, of the wire straining and being about to break. But the whole
incident has shaken me a little.”
“I’m sorry—sorry for you, of course, but I confess I am sorry that I will not hear the rest of the story.” Theo
looked alarmed.
“Why? Of course, if you have to leave, or you prefer not to … but I wish that you would stay, Oliver. I wish
that you would hear me out.”
“Of course I will. I could hardly bear to be left dangling like this but perhaps it would be better for your peace
of mind if we let the whole thing drop.”
“Most emphatically it would not! If I do not tell you the rest I fear I shall never sleep well again. Now that it is
buzzing in my mind it is as disturbing as a hive of angry bees. I must somehow lay them to rest. But do you now
have to return to London?”
1777

“I can stay another night—indeed it would be time well spent. There are some things I can usefully look at in
the library while I am here.”
There was a tap on the door. The doctor arrived and I told Theo I would see him later that day, if he was up to
talking—but that he must on no account disobey any “doctor’s orders”—the tale could wait. It was of no
consequence. But I did not mean that. It was of more consequence now than I dared admit. Enough things had
happened both to unnerve me and also to convince me that they were connected though each one taken alone
meant little.
I should say that I am by no means a man who jumps readily to outlandish conclusions. I am a scholar and I
have been trained to require evidence, though as I am not a lawyer, circumstantial evidence will sometimes satisfy
me well enough. I am also a man of strong nerve and sanguine temperament, so the fact that I had been disturbed
by events is noteworthy. And I now knew that Theo Parmitter too was disturbed and, above all, that he had begun
to tell me the story of the Venetian picture not to entertain me as we sat by the fire, but to unburden himself, to
share his misgivings and fears with another human being, not unlike him in temperament, one who would bring a
calm rational mind to bear upon them.
At least my mind, like my nervous state, had been calm until the previous night. Now, although my reason told
me that the falling picture was a straight-forward event and readily explained, my shadowy sense of foreboding
and unease told me otherwise. I knew and often applied the principle of Occam’s razor but, here, my intuition
ruled my reason.
*
I spent most of the day in the library working on a medieval psalter and then went into the town to have tea in
the Trumpington Street café I had often frequented and which was generally full of steam and the buzz of
conversation. But that, of course, was in term-time. Now it was almost deserted and I sat eating my buttered
crumpets in a somewhat chill and gloomy atmosphere. I had hoped to be cheered up by plenty of human company
but even the shopping streets were quiet—it was too cold for strollers and anyone who had needed to buy
something had done so speedily and returned to the warmth and snugness of home. I would be doing the same
tomorrow, and although I loved this town which had been of such benefit to me and which I had spent some
supremely happy years, I would not be sorry when this particular visit was over. It had been an unhappy and an
unsettling one. I longed for the bustle of London and for my own comfortable house.
I returned to the college and, because I felt in need of company, went to dine in hall with half a dozen of the
fellows. We made cheerful conversation and finished off a good bottle of port in the combination room in typical
Cambridge fashion, so that it was rather late by the time I went across the court and up the staircase to my rooms.
I found an anxious message awaiting me from Theo asking me to go and see him as soon as I was free.
I sat down for a few moments before doing so. I had, it was true, avoided going to see him since the morning,
though I had of course enquired and been told that he was none the worse, physically, for the morning’s incident,
though still a little unnerved. I had managed to blow away the clinging cobwebs of my low and anxious mood and
I was apprehensive about hearing any more of Theo’s story. Yet he had all but begged me to go and hear him out,
for his peace of mind depended upon it, and I felt badly about leaving him alone all day. I hurried out and down
the staircase.
*
Theo was looking better. He had a small glass of malt whisky beside him, a good fire and a cheerful face and
he enquired about my day in a perfectly easy manner.
“I’m sorry I was occupied and didn’t get along here earlier.”
“My dear fellow, you’re not in Cambridge to sit with me day and night.”
“All the same …” I sat down and accepted a glass of the Macallan. “I have come to hear the rest of the story,” I
said, “if you feel up to it and still wish to tell me.”
Theo smiled. The first thing I had looked for on coming into the room was the picture. It had been re-hung in
its original position but it was in full shadow, the lamp turned away and shining on the opposite wall. I thought the
change must have been made deliberately.
“What point had I reached?” Theo asked. “I can’t for the life of me remember.”
“Come, Theo,” I said quietly, “I rather think that you remember very clearly, for all that you dropped off to
sleep and I left you to your slumbers. You were coming to an important part of the story.”
“Perhaps my falling asleep was a gesture of self-defence.”
“At any rate, you need to tell me the rest or both of us will sleep badly again tonight. You had just shown me
the article in the magazine, in which the picture appeared too prominently. I asked you if the photographer had
1778

placed it deliberately.”
“And he had not. So far as I was aware he had paid it no attention and I certainly had not done so. But there it
was one might say dominating the photograph and the room. I was surprised but nothing more. And then, a couple
of weeks after the magazine appeared, I received a letter. I have it still and I looked it out this morning. I had filed
it away. It is there, on the table beside you.”
He pointed to a stiff, ivory-coloured envelope. I picked it up. It was addressed to him here in college and
postmarked Yorkshire, some thirty years previously. It was written in violet ink and in an elaborate, old-style
hand.
Hawdon by Eskby
North Riding of Yorkshire
Dear Dr. Parmitter,
I am writing to you on behalf of the Countess of Hawdon, who has seen an article about you and your work in the —
Journal and wishes to make contact with you in regard to a painting in the room in which you appear photographed.
The painting, an oil of a Venetian carnival scene, hangs immediately behind you and is of most particular and
personal interest to her Ladyship.
Lady Hawdon has asked me to invite you here as there are matters to do with the picture that she needs most
urgently to discuss.
The house is situated to the north of Eskby and a car will meet your train from the railway station at any time. Please
communicate with me as to your willingness to visit her Ladyship and offer a date, at your convenience.
I would stress again that because of her Ladyship’s frail health and considerable agitation on this matter, an
immediate visit would suit.
Yours etc
John Thurlby Secretary.

“And did you go?” I asked, setting the letter down.
“Oh yes. Yes, I went to Yorkshire. Something in the tone of the letter meant that I felt I had no choice. Besides,
I was intrigued. I was younger then and up for an adventure. I went off with a pretty light heart, as soon as term
ended, within a couple of weeks.”
He leaned forward and poured himself another glass of whisky and indicated that I should do the same. I
caught his expression in the light from the fire as he did so. He spoke lightly, of a jaunt to the north. But a haunted
and troubled look had settled on his features that belied the conscious cheerfulness of his words.
“I do not know what I expected to find,” he said, after sipping his whisky. “I had no preconceived ideas of the
place called Hawdon or of this Countess. If I had …
“You think mine is a strange story, Oliver. But my story is nothing, it is merely a prelude to the story told me
by an extraordinary old woman.” …
219.1 Excerpt from Bad Blood: A Memoir\fn{by Lorna Sage (1943-2001)} Hanmer, Wrexham, Wales, United
Kingdom (F) 13
1
Grandfather’s skirts would flap in the wind along the churchyard path and I would hang on. He often found
things to do in the vestry, excuses for getting out of the vicarage (kicking the swollen door, cursing) and so long as
he took me he couldn’t get up to much. I was a sort of hobble; he was my minder and I was his. He’d have liked
to get further away, but petrol was rationed. The church was at least safe. My grandmother never went near it—
except feet first in her coffin, but that was years later, when she was buried in the same grave with him. Rotting
together for eternity, one flesh at the last after a lifetime’s mutual loathing. In life, though, she never invaded his
patch; once inside the churchyard gate he was on his own ground, in his element. He was good at funerals, being
gaunt and lined, marked with mortality. He had a scar down his hollow cheek too, which Grandma had done with
the carving knife one of the many times when he came home pissed and incapable.
That, though, was when they were still “speaking”, before my time. Now they mostly monologued and swore
at each other’s backs, and he (and I) would slam out of the house and go off between the graves, past the yew tree
with a hollow where the cat had her litters and the various vaults that were supposed to account for the smell in
the vicarage cellars in wet weather. On our right was the church; off to our left the graves stretched away, bisected
by a grander gravel path leading down from the church porch to a bit of green with a war memorial, then—across
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the road—the mere. The church was popular for weddings because of this impressive approach, but he wasn’t at
all keen on the marriage ceremony, naturally enough. Burials he relished, perhaps because he saw himself as
buried alive.
One day we stopped to watch the gravedigger, who unearthed a skull—it was an old churchyard, on its second
or third time around—and grandfather dusted off the soil and declaimed:
“Alas, poor Yorick, I knew him well …”
I thought he was making it up as he went along. When I grew up a bit and saw Hamlet and found him out, I
wondered what had been going through his mind. I suppose the scene struck him as an image of his condition—
exiled to a remote, illiterate rural parish, his talents wasted and so on. On the other hand his position afforded him
a lot of opportunities for indulging secret, bitter jokes, hamming up the act and cherishing his ironies, so in a way
he was enjoying himself. Back then, I thought that was what a vicar was, simply: someone bony and eloquent and
smelly (tobacco, candle grease, sour claret), who talked into space. His disappointments were just art of the act for
me, along with his dog-collar and cassock. I was alike a baby goose imprinted by the first mother-figure it sees—
he was my black marker.
It was certainly easy to spot him at a distance too. But this was a village\fn{ Population 726 in 2001} where it
seemed everybody was their vocation. They didn’t just “know their place”, it was as though the place occupied
them, so that they all knew what they were going to be from the beginning. People’s names conspired to color in
this picture. The gravedigger was actually called Mr. Downward. The blacksmith who lived by the mere was
called Bywater. Even more decisively, the family\fn{ Descended from one Sir Thomas de Macclesfield, an officer under Edward
I (1239-1307):W} who owned the village was called Hammer, and so was the village. The Hammers had come over
with the Conqueror,\fn{William the Conqueror (c.1028-1087):W} got as far as the Welsh border and stayed ever since in
this little rounded isthmus of North Wales sticking out into England, the detached portion\fn{ Until 1974:W} of
Flintshire (Flintshire Mailer) as it was called then,\fn{ More specifically, Maelor Saesneg (the English-speaking Maelor):W}
surrounded by Shropshire, Cheshire and—on the welsh side—Denbighshire. There was no town in the Maelor
district, only villages and hamlets; Flintshire proper was some way off; and (then) industrial, which made it in
practice a world away from these pastoral parishes, which had become resigned to being handed a Labor MP at
every election. People in Hanmer well understood, in almost a prideful way, that we weren’t part of all that. The
kind of choice represented by voting didn’t figure large on the local map and you only really counted places you
could get to on foot or by bike.
The war had changed this to some extent, but not as much as it might have because farming was a reserved
occupation and sons hadn’t been called up unless there were a lot of them, or their families were smallholders
with little land. So Hamner in the 1940s in many ways resembled Hanmer in the 1920s, or even the late 1800s
except that it was more depressed, less populous and more out of step—more and more islanded in time as the
years had gone by. We didn’t speak Welsh wither, so that there was little national feeling, rather a sense of
stubbornly being where you were and that was that. Also very un-Welsh was the fact that Hanmer had no chapel
to rival Grandfather’s church: the Hanmers would never lease land to Nonconformists and there was no tradition
of Dissent, except in the form of not going to church at all. Many people did attend, though, partly because he was
locally famous for his sermons, and because he was High Church and went in for dressing up and altar boys and
frequent communions. Not frequent enough to explain the amount of wine he got through however, Eventually the
church stopped his supply and after that communicants got watered-down Sanatogen from Boots the chemist in
Whitchurch, over the Shropshire border.
The delinquencies that had denied him preferment seemed to do him little harm with his parishioners. Perhaps
the vicar was expected to be an expert in sin. At all events he was “a character”. To my childish eyes people in
Hanmer were divided between characters and the rest, the ones, and the many. Higher up the social scaled there
was only one of you: one vicar, one solicitor, each farmer identified by the name of his farm and so sui generis.
True, there were two doctors, but they were brothers and shared the practice. Then there was one policeman, one
publican, one district nurse, one butcher, one baker … Smallholders and farm laborers were the many and often
had large families too. They were irretrievably plural and supposed to be interchangeable (feckless all), nameable
only as tribes. The virtues and vices of the singular people turned into characteristics. They were picturesque.
They had no common denominator and you never judged them in relation to a norm. Coming to consciousness in
Hanmer was oddly blissful at the beginning: the grown-ups all played their parts to the manner born. You knew
where you were.
Which was a hole, according to Grandma. A dead-alive dump. A muck heap. She’d shake a trembling fist at the
people going past the vicarage to church each Sunday, although they probably couldn’t see her from behind the
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bars and dirty glass. She didn’t upset my version of pastoral. She lived in a different dimension, she said as much
herself. In her world there were streets with pavements, shop windows, trams, trains, teashop[s and cinemas. She
never went out except to visit this paradise lost, by taxi to the station in Whitechurch, then by train to Shrewsbury
or Chester. This was life. Scented soap and chocolates would stand in for it the rest of the time—most of the time,
in fact, since there was never any money. She’d evolved a way of living that resolutely defined her lot. He might
play the vicar, she wouldn’t be the vicar’s wife. Their rooms were at opposite ends of the house and she spent
much of the day in bed. She had asthma, and even the smell of him and his tobacco made her sick. She’d stay up
late in the evening, alone, reading about scandals and murders in the News of the World by lamplight among the
mice and silverfish in the kitchen (she’d hoard coal for the fire up in her room and stick to relight it if necessary).
She never answered the door, never saw anyone, did no housework. She cared only for her sister and her girlhood
friends back in South Wales and—perhaps—for me, since I had blue eyes and blonde hair and was a girl, so just
possibly belonged to her family line. She thought men and women belonged to different races and any getting
together was worse than folly. The “old devil”, my grandfather, had talked her into marriage and the agony of
bearing two children, and he should never be forgiven for it. She would quiver with rage whenever she
remembered her fall. She was short (about four foot ten) and as fat and soft-fleshed as he was thin and leathery, do
her theory of separate races looked quite plausible. The rhyme about jack Sprat (“Jack Sprat would eat no fat, |
His wife would eat no lean, | And so between the two of them | They licked the platter clean”) struck me, when I
learned it, as somehow about them. Looking back, I can see that she must have been a factor—along with the
booze (and the womanizing)—in keeping him back in the church. She got her revenge, but at the cost of living in
the much heap herself.
Between the two of them my grandparents created an atmosphere in the vicarage so pungent and all-pervading
that they accounted for everything. In fact, it wasn’t so. My mother, their daughter, was there; I only remember
her, though, at the beginning, as a shy, slender wraith kneeling on the stairs with a brush and dustpan, or washing
things in the scullery. They’d made her into a domestic drudge after her marriage—my father was away in the
army and she had no separate life. It was she who answered the door and tried to keep up appearances, a battle
long lost. She wore her fair hair in a victory roll and she was pretty but didn’t like to smile. Her front teeth were
false—crowned, a bit clumsily—because in her teens, running to intervene in one of their murderous rows, she’d
fallen down the stairs and snapped off her own. During these years she probably didn’t feel much like smiling
anyway. She doesn’t come into the picture properly yet, nor does my father. My only early memory of him is
being picked up by a man in uniform and being sick down his back. He wasn’t popular in the vicarage, although it
must have been his army pay that eked out Grandfather’s exiguous stipend.
The grandparents weren’t grateful. They both felt so cheated by life, they had their histories of grievance so
well worked out, that they were owed service, handouts, anything that was going. My mother and her brother
they’d used as hostages in their wars and otherwise neglected, being too absorbed in each other, in their way, to
spare much feeling. With me it was different: since they no longer really fought they had time on their hands and I
got the best of them. Did they love me? The question is beside the point, somehow. Certainly they each spoiled
me, mainly by giving me the false impression that I was entitled to attention nearly all the time. They played.
They were like children, if you consider that one of the things about being a child is that you are a parasite of sorts
and have to brazen it out self-righteously. I want. They were good at wanting and I shared much more common
ground with them than with my mother when I was three or four years old. Also, they measured up to the magical
monsters in the storybooks. Grandma’s idea of expressing affecti0on to small children was to smack her lips and
say,
“You’re so sweet, I’m going to eat you all up!”
It was not difficult to believe her, either, given her passion for sugar. Or at least I believed her enough to
experience a pleasant thrill of fear. She liked to pinch, too, and she sometimes spat with hatred when she ran out
of words.
Domestic life in the vicarage had a Gothic flavor at odds with the house, which was a modest eighteenthcentury building of mellowed brick, with low ceilings, and attics and back stairs for help we didn’t have. At the
front it looked on to a small square traversed only by visitors and churchgoers. The barred kitchen window faced
this way, but in no friendly fashion, and the parlor on the other side of the front door was empty and unused, so
that the house was turned in on itself, against its nature. A knock at the door produced a flurry of hiding-andtidying (my grandmother must be given time to retreat, if she was up, and I’d have my face scrubbed with a
washcloth) in case the visitor was someone who’d have to be invited in and shown to the sitting-room at the back
which—although a bit damp and neglected—was always “kept nice in case”.
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If the caller was on strictly Church business, he’d be shown upstairs to Grandfather’s study, lined with
bookcases in which the books all had the authors’ names and titles on their spines blacked out as a precaution
against would-be borrowers who’d suddenly take a fancy to Dickens or Marie Corelli. His bedroom led off his
study and was dark, under the yew tree’s shadow, and smelled like him. Across the landing was my mother’s
room, where I slept too when I was small, and round a turn to the right my grandmother’s, with coal and sticks
piled under the bed, redolent of Pond’s face cream, powder, scent, smelling salts and her town clothes in
mothballs, along with a litter of underwear and stockings.
On this floor, too, was a stately lavatory, wallpapered in a perching peacock design, all intertwined feathers
and branches you could contemplate for hours—which I did, legs dangling from the high wooden seat. When the
chain was pulled the water tanks on the attic floor gurgled and sang. In the other attics there were apples laid out
on newspaper on the floors, gently mummifying. It just wasn’t a spooky house, despite the suggestive cellars, and
the fact that we relied on lamps and candles. All of Hanmer did that, in my case, except for farmers who had their
own generators. In the kitchen the teapot sat on the hob all day and everyone ate at different times.
There was a word that belonged to the house: “dilapidations”. It was one of the first long words I knew, for it
was repeated like a mantra. The Church charged incumbents a kind of levy for propping up its crumbling real
estate and those five syllables were the key. If only Grandfather could cut down on the dilapidations there’d be a
new dawn of amenity and comfort, and possibly some change left over. Leaks, dry rot, broken panes and crazy
hinges (of which we had plenty) were, looked at rightly, a potential source of income. Whether he ever succeeded
I don’t know. Since the word went on and on, he can’t have got more than a small rebate and no one ever plugged
the leaks. What’s certain is that we were frequently penniless and there were always embarrassments about credit.
Food rationing and clothes coupons must have been a godsend since they provided a cover for our indigence. As
long as austerity lasted, the vicarage could maintain its shaky claims to gentility. There was virtue in shabbiness.
Grandfather had his rusty cassock, Grandmother her mothballed wardrobe and my mother had her one or two prewar outfits that just about served. Underwear was yellowed and full of holes, minus elastic. Indoors, our top
layers were ragged too: matted jumpers, socks and stockings laddered and in wrinkles round the ankles, safety
pins galore. Outside we could pass muster, even if my overcoat was at first too big (I would grow into it), then all
at once too small, without ever a moment being the right size.
In those years almost the whole country wore this ill-fitting uniform designed for non-combatants—
serviceable colors, grating textures, tell-tale unfaded hems that had been let down, bulky tucks. Our true
household craziness and indifference didn’t express itself in clothes, but in more intimate kinds of squalor: for
instance, nearly never washing the bits no one could see. This was almost a point of vicarage principle, a measure
of our hostility to the world outside and separateness from it. Inside our clothes civilization had lapsed. And this
wasn’t to do with money.
Grandma had the scented soap, but she didn’t use it—she bought it for its smell, and kept it wrapped in tissue
paper in drawers and trunks. Her line was that her skin was too sensitive for soap and water. We even had a
bathroom, but somehow the only way to wash was to boil the kettle and fil a bowl, and do bits—very little bits
and usually the same bits—at a time. The resulting tidemarks, in my case round my neck, wrists and legs, would
be desperately scrubbed at from time to time. Hair was another problem, a tangle of troubles: brushing was
usually felt to be enough of a trauma, without the business of tangling itup all over again with washing, so thqat
my pigtails stayed plaited for days on end. Our secret grubbiness was yet another thing that setus apart. If other
children were dirty, that meant they were common, their parents were foully neglectful and slummy, you could
catch things from them. One of Grandma’s favourite terms oa abuse, in fact, was “dirty”—villagers were dirty,
callers were dirty, I mustn’t play with dirty children. So there were two different kines of dirt, theirs and ours. It
was amost metaphysical distinction, as befitted the vicarage.
As if to demonstrate the point, next door to us, also fronting on to the square, was a sixteenth century
tumbledown timber and brick cottage crammed with children I wasn’t supposed to mix with—the Duckets, one of
Hanmer’s most shameless tribes. The wall that divided us from them provided me with a perch from which I
could look down into their back garden. Our side had a lqawn with borders and apple trees, and was negled\cted
and over grown and peaceful. Theris was like a bomb-site, a muddy, cratered expanse with twisted pieces of old
prams and bike frames, and shards of crockery embedded among straggly weeds and currant bushes. The Duckets
epitomized what my grandmother meant by “dirty”: they were openly poor (the father was a farm labourer), they
bred like rabbits and they spilled out of their house wearing their ragged hand-me-downs for all to see.
The vicarage was a secret slum, but the Duckets’ doors were always open, soyou could see Mrs. Ducket with
her hair in curlers running about bare-legged in slippers, or—even more scandalously—sitting down with a cup of
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tea and a fag.\fn{Cigarette} They had no secrets. Their kitchen drain (on the opposite side to us) disgorged a slow
stream of soapy slime and tea-leaves into the open gutter that ran along the main village street. The Duckets kept
yappy dogs and skinny cats, and had kittens and ferrets in their pockets; they didn’t go to church, although
sometimes one or two of the children would be spruced up and sent to Sunday School. While I was forbidden the
square, they were positively driven out of their house, back and front, in all weathers, clutching wedges of bread
and damson jam. They reached over our wall and picked the apples, according to Grandma. And (the crowning
horror) they had bugs in their hair.
The Duckets made me feel lonely. Even the bugs were more fascinating than frightening. Once or twice I
managed to “play” with Edna, the girl nearest to my own age, through the crack in our side gate. She squatted in
the square, I squatted in the vicarage kitchen yard; I squeezed my dolls through the gap one by one for her to look
at and she squeezed them back. But otherwise I’d climb the wall and sit astride, watching Duckets in the plural,
whenever I was left to my own devices. Which wasn’t often. Grandpa and I must have pottered about in church
almost every day, and the echoing spaces, the stained glass and the smell of Brasso, chrysanthemums, damp pewoak and iron mould from the choir’s surplices were heady compensations for isolation. He’d tell me stories and
read me to sleep at night, when he’d often drop off first, stretched out on the couch, mouth open, snoring, his
beaky profile lit up by the candle. In fact, he got so impatient with my favorite books (which both he and I knew
by heart) that one momentous day, before I was four, he taught me to read in self-defence. This confirmed me as
his creature.
I knew my name came out of one of the blacked-out books—Lorna from Lorna Doone—and that he’d chosen
it. Now he’d given me a special key to his world. We were even closer allies afterwards, so that when he took me
with him in the rattling Singer to Whitchurch, and into the bar of the Fox and Goose down Green End, it never
occurred to me to tell on him. There were several expeditions like that. He was well known in drinking circles and
was looked on as something of a specialty at, a cynical and colorful talker, always with his dog-collar to set him
apart. I was the perfect alibi, since neither my mother nor my grandmother had any idea that there were pubs so
low and lawless that they would turn a blind eye to children. Few were willing to, however; and there were other
times when I found myself sitting outside on the steps of one of his favorite haunts, an unfriendly place with a
revolving door called the Lord hill, in the company of streetwise kids a lot more scary than the Duckets. Perhaps I
did tell about that, or perhaps someone spotted me; at any rate, the pub outings came to an end.
Not the collusion, though. I’d kneel on the threadbare rug in his study while he worked on his sermon, or
talked to the odd visitor, pulling out the books and puzzling over big words. Sometimes he’d show off my reading
to strangers, but for the most part I was meant (this was the point of it, after all) to be quiet. When he was in very
good moods he would draw pictures for me, starting mysteriously from the vanishing point and drawing out the
rest into perspective. I learned that trick too, never very well, but well enough to discover people. Our mutual
“minding” turned by untidy stages into a sort of education. Since he was a man of many wasted talents, no only
with words and images but also music, I might have had a full set of pre-school “accomplishments”, except that I
was tone-deaf. Despite that, I was made a member of the choir as soon as I could sit still long enough—under
strict instructions to open and shut my mouth in silence, along with the words. I was quite useful, in fact: I could
be shifted across from the girls’ bench to the boys’ (my pigtails bundled up into my cap) depending on where
there were the most gaps. Watching Grandpa dress up in the vestry, processing behind him, listening to him intone
the liturgy and preach, I basked in his reflected glory.
I took to lining up my toys in a corner of the garden I called “the secondary school”, where I lectured them and
told them stories. More than once they got left out overnight and were brought in sodden in the morning, to be
dried out in the oven of the kitchen range. My teddy, a utility bear with a flabby square stomach made out of
flowered cotton, was scorched ever after. An omen there.
I was going to have to go to school soon and that meant the village school, which would make nonsense of the
dirt distinction, and—as it turned out—leave scorch-marks on my soiled soul too. There was some reluctance to
send me there sooner than need be, but the temptation must have become irresistible. When Grandpa was out, or
hung-over, or not in the mood, I would wander the house in an ecstasy of self-pity, wailing “What can I do-o-?”
over and over again, tears dripping down. This was my own precocious contribution to the economy of frustration
and want, and nobody could stand it. If the day was fine, Grandma might take me out into the garden, where we’d
exorcise my misery by attacking the brambles and nettles with sharp scissors, pretending they were Grandpa, or
Duckets, or other people on her hit list (“Ugh! Nasty old thing! Wicked old devil!). She got even more fun out of
this than I did, but often didn’t feel energetic enough for such games. So at four and a bit I went to school, and the
whole village gave a shake and rearranged itself. I got bugs in my hair and started to lead a double life: one of
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may—Hanmer school had a hundred-pupils, aged four to fourteen, in 1947—and yet the sole vicarage child. I put
about the story that you could play in the churchyard if you played with me.
2
Perhaps I really did grow up, as I sometimes suspect, in a time warp, an enclave of the nineteenth century?
Because here are the memories jostling their way in, scenes from an overpopulated rural slum.
First there was dinner money, then the register. Then Miss Myra would hang up a cracked oilcloth scroll with
the Lord’s Prayer printed on it in large curly letters. She prompted, we mumbled our way through, getting out of
sync during the trespasses and catching up with each other to arrive in unison at “For ever and ever. Amen.” Next
we’d be set to copy it out with chalk on jagged slices of slate. If you go to the end you simply started from the
beginning again and went on until it was time to stop. You spat on your slate and rubbed it with your finger when
you made mistakes, so sooner or later the letters all got lost in a gray blur. Not many in the babies’ class learned to
read or write by this method. That didn’t matter too much, though. Hanmer Church of England School was less
concerned with teaching its pupils reading, writing or arithmetic than with obedience and knowing things by
heart. Soon you’d be able to recite “Our Father” and the multiplication tables with sing-song confidence, hitting
the ritual emphasis right “And twelve twelves are a hundred and forty-four. Amen.”
After a couple of year in Miss Myra’s room you moved to her sister Miss Daisy’s, and after that to the biggest
class, belonging to the headmaster, Mr. Palmer. He was a figure of fear, an absentee deity. Offenders from the
lower classes were sent to him for the stick and were known to wet themselves on the way. His own class, too,
regarded him with dread. He liked to preside over them invisibly from his house next door, emerging when the
noise reached a level deafening enough to disturb him, to hand out summary punishment.
The further up the school you went, the less you were formally taught or expected to learn. There was knitting,
sewing and weaving for older girls, who would sit out winter playtimes gossiping round the stove, their legs
marbled with parboiled red veins from the heat. The big boys did woodwork and were also kept busy taking out
the ashes, filling coke buckets and diggings the garden. None of the more substantial farmers sent their children to
Hanmer school. It had been designed to produce domestic servants and farm laborers, and functional illiteracy
was still part of the expectation, almost part of the curriculum.
Not long after I started there, this time-honored parochial system was shaken up when some of the older
children were removed to a secondary modern school over the nearest border, in Shropshire. This thinned out the
population and damped down the racket in Mr. Palmer’s room, although quite a few restive overgrown kids still
stayed on until they were fourteen and the law allowed them to leave. Passing the eleven-plus (“the scholarship”)
was unheard of; and anyway harder than it might have been, since grammar schools in neighboring counties had
quotas for children from the real sticks, i.e., the Maelor district.\fn{ This consists of the village of Hanmer, Horseman’s
Green, Arowry, and a number of small hamlets, of which Little Arowry is one:W } plus When my time came, Mr. Palmer
graciously cheated me through. Strolling pat my desk on his invigilation rounds, he trailed a plump finger down
my page of sums, pointed significantly at several, then crossed two fingers behind his back as he walked away. So
I did those again.
Perhaps the record of failure was starting to look fishy. The world was changing, education was changing, and
the notion that school should reflect your ready-made place in the scheme of things and put you firmly back
where you came from was going out of fashion even in Hanmer. It was again the grain to acknowledge this,
though. The cause of hierarchy and immobility was served by singling out the few children whose families didn’t
fit and setting them homework. Mr. Palmer drew the line at marking it, however. The tree of us were given sums
to do, then told to compare the results in a corner next morning. If all three, or two of us, arrived at the same
answer then that was the correct one. If—as often happened—all three of us produced different answers then that
particular long division or fraction retreated into the realm of undecidability. Most of our answers were at best
odds-on favorites. I developed a dauntingly Platonic conception of arithmetical truths. The real answer must exist,
but in some far-removed misty empyrean. Praying (“… and forty-four. Amen”) seemed often as good a route as
any to getting it right.
Sums were my cross. Numeracy was not one of Grandmother’s gifts; we never played with numbers, which
were a subdivision of dilapidations and no fun at all. I went to school armed against the spit-and-chalk routine—
words went on working—but with sums I struggled like the rest, since it was never part of Mr. Palmer’s plan (the
school’s plan) to reveal that the necessary skills were learnable. If you passed the scholarship, that was because
you were somebody who should never have been at Hanmer school in the first place, was his theory.
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One day he lined up his class and went down the line saying with gloomy satisfaction “You’ll be a muckshoveller, you’ll be a muck-shoveller …” and so on, only missing out the homework ri9o. As things turned out he
was mistaken—by the time my Hanmer generation grew up there were very few jobs on the land, the old mixed
labor-intensive farming had finally collapsed, farmers had gone over to machinery, and the children he’d
consigned to near-illiteracy and innumeracy had to re-educate themselves and move on. Which they did, despite
all the school had done to inculcate ignorance. Back there and then in our childhoods, though, in the late Forties,
Mr. Palmer seemed omniscient. He ruled over a little world where conformity, bafflement, fear and furtive
defiance were the orders of the day. Every child’s ambition at Hanmer school was to avoid attracting his attention,
or that of Miss Myra or Miss Daisy. We all played dumb, the one lesson everyone learned.
We’d have seemed a lumpen lot: sullen, unresponsive, cowed, shy or giggly in the presence of grown-ups. A
bunch of nose-pickers and nail-biters, with scabbed knees, warts, chapped skin and unbrushed teeth. We shared a
certain family resemblance, in other words. Some of it was absolutely, organically, real: seven or eight huge
families accounted between them for nearly half the population of the school. There were brothers, sisters and
cousins who slapped, shoved and bossed each other unmercifully, but always stood up for their own flesh and
blood (thickened, it was rumored, by incest) in the end.
“You leave our Doreen alone.” Or else.
Having big brothers or (much bigger) sisters—since the big boys had their own separate playground and dint
usually deign to intervene—seemed the first condition for survival in the infants’
Class. In fact, though, these rough, protective clans were already on their way out. There were quite a few parents
who’d worked out that one way of escaping poverty was having fewer children, and a subtle eye could have
detected among the mass of rowdy, runny-nosed urchins a small sub-class of better-dressed, prissier and slightly
more respectable children. The girls wore hairslides and newly knitted cardigans, the boys were “nesh” (the
Hanmer word for anything from clean to feeling-the-cold to cowardly) and were endlessly tormented. Being an
only child—as I was, for the time being—was a mixed blessing at best when it came down to the gritty realities of
the playground. The “nesh” ones I despised and it was entirely mutual, since I was dirty, precocious and had never
been treated like a child. And the tribes despised me for being sole, pseudo-clean and “stuck up”.
So the playground was hell: Chinese burns, pinches, slaps and kicks, and horrible games. I can still hear the
noise of a thick wet skipping rope slapping the ground. There’d be a big girl each end and you had to leap through
without tripping. Joining in was only marginally less awful than being left out. It’s said (truly) that most women
forget the pain of childbirth; I think that we all forget the pain of being a child at school for the first time, the
sheer ineptitude, as though you’ll never learn to mark out your own space. It’s doubly shaming—shaming to
remember as well, to feel so sorry for your scabby little self back there in small people’s purgatory.
My first days at school were punctuated by fierce contests in the yard, duels almost, complete with spectators,
with the one girl who might have been expected to be my friend. In fact, she did become my very best friend,
years later, when we went round holding hands painfully fast and giggling together hysterically, but for now she
was my sworn enemy. Gail (she even had a funny name, like me) had hair in ringlets, green-hazel eyes and pale,
clear, slightly olive skin stretched tight and shiny over her muscles, and she was nearly a year older than I was.
She’d have won our war in any case, though, since she was so physically confident, in charge of her body even
when she was five. Was she already going to dancing lessons? I don’t remember. In adult life she became a
teacher of physical education and modern dance herself, and even in the days of our adolescent intimacy she
w9ould sometimes win an argument by twisting my wrist. I was convinced at the tart, anyway, that she was
simply better at inhabiting her body than I was—not only better at face-pulling, hair-pulling, pinching, scratching
and every sort of violence, but wiry and graceful, so that she made me feel like an unstrung puppet.
Once she’d thoroughly trounced me in public, Gail ignored me and held court in her own corner every
playtime. She remained something of a longer, however. Other little girls might admire the ringlets and the
dresses with smocking on the yokes, and the white socks that stayed up, but she was not allowed out to play in the
square after school and everyone knew that she had to sit for hours every night while her grandmother twisted her
hair in rags. What really set her apart, though—even more effectively than the vicarage set me apart—was the fact
that her mother was divorced.
Given that quite a few kids in Hanmer didn’t know who their father was—or at least knew that he wasn’t the
one he was supposed to be—it may seem odd that divorce stood out as a social sin. But its novelty was against it.
It was untraditional, new-fangled and (worst of all) above Gail’s mother’s station. Someone like Lady Kenyon
(the Kenyons were the other local grandees, a lot richer and more dashing than the Hanmers) might be divorced
and that was fittingly aristocratic; for the local garage owner’s daughter to do it was very different. Why did she
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think she was? People saw her as some new brand of fallen woman.
She was disapproved of in the vicarage, too, but mostly for reasons of envy. There was a history behind this:
Gail’s mother and my mother had been friends before the war. They had starred together in the pantomimes my
grandfather had put on in the village hall in the days before he had been overtaken by booze and bitterness. My
mother, whose name was Valma—another of Grandfather’s romantic choices, although I’ve never known where
he got it—and Gail’s mother, whose name was Ivy, had played Prince Charming and Cinderella respectively. They
stood there in a surviving photograph, to slim young women with their arms clasped around each other’s waists in
the middle of the assembled cast, their big, hopeful, lipsticked smiles looking black and glamorous. Gail’s mother,
being divorced, looked pretty much like this still, except that she was even skinnier. She also had a job driving the
local taxi. Whereas my mother, thanks to a combination of marriage, poverty and her parents’ crazy demands,
lived in (comparative) purdah. This was what made Grandma furious. She said that Ivy looked like Olive Oyle in
the Popeye cartoons, or like a stick of liquorice. And that she was common. But it was all sour grapes. Secretly
Grandma must have thought divorce a good idea—her notion of marriage, after all, was that a man signed you up
to have his wicked way with you and should spend the rest of his life paying through the nose. But her opinion
coincided with village wisdom.
Even playground games, in the intervals of thumps and pushes, were all about the changeless order of things.
“The farmer wants a wife,” we’d chant, joining hands in a ring—“Heigh ho, heigh ho, the farmer wants a wife.”
And when the snotty little boy in the middle had chosen his bride, “The wife wants a child … The child wants a
dog. Heigh ho, heigh ho”—which sounded like “ee-oh!”, this farmer was related to Old Macdonald—“The child
wants a dog.”
This doggy extension of the nuclear family seemed to join human arrangements on to the whole wealth of
species, top to bottom, patriarch to pup. And then the climax—“The dog wants a bone.”
The bone, by tradition a tiny, would be vigorously bounced, thrown into the air and caught on the way down,
by the farmer, wife, child and dog, while we all shouted triumphantly,
“The bone—won’t—stand! Eee oh! Eee oh! The bone—won’t—STAND!”
Being chosen as the bone was a mixed delight, scary and painful as well as thrilling, so I wasn’t sorry that my
turn seldom came round. This game, all the games, were a bit like those horrible group therapy exercises were
you’re meant to let yourself fall in order to learn to trust the rest, who catch you. Mutual dependence—farmer,
wife, child, dog, bone, representing the great chain of being. And you couldn’t be outside of it. Gail and I and the
other milder misfits curried favor with the pack in our separate ways.
My great advantage was the churchyard. Mr. Downward, the sexton, would turn a blind eye to all but the most
boisterous grave-hopping games if I was involved in them. He seemed to regard the churchyard as an extension of
the vicarage garden and indeed the wall between them was so tumbledown in one place that the boundary was
only a pile of long-fallen bricks in a nettle patch. As the vicarage child I was a licensed trespasser and I shared out
my immunity among the “dirty” children I could persuade t9o play with me after school, or on Saturdays. I was
especially popular when there had been a Saturday morning wedding: we all collected confetti, but its dollymixture colors didn’t last long in that rainy region, you had to pick up the little pink bells and white bows and
silver horseshoes quickly or they dissolved away. We especially treasured the silvered sort and scorned the cheap
variety stamped out of waste paper, often mere dots with cryptic fragments of print on them. Once there were
drifts of silky paper rose petals on the path, each shaded from cream to crimson, and these we saved up reverently.
Funeral wreaths were even better, although only for looking at until they were thrown on to the rubbish heap in
the corner, when if you were lucky you could salvage a carnation or lily or chrysanthemum still blooming—
luxury flowers a cut above the sweet Williams, wall-flowers and Michaelmas daisies of village borders. We
marveled, too, at the glass and porcelain immortelles under their glass globes, and the graves that had shrubs
growing on them and shorn grass looked impressively tidy, but it was the bunches of flowers people brought to
lay on the graves that gave us our chance really to join in the grown-ups mourning games. There’s nothing small
children enjoy more than parceling things out according to some system of just deserts and it was obvious that
many of the dead were being short-changed. This a gang of us—mostly girls—set about putting right,
redistributing the flowers in jam jars and empty vases filled at the sexton’s pump so that everybody had some. We
weren’t strictly egalitarian, however. Certain graves, particularly one with a soulful baby angel in white marble
belonging to a child who’d died in the 1930s, always ended up with the best bunches.
It’s tempting, now, looking back, to see in our pious and partial efforts a dim reflection of post-war social
policies. Certainly Hanmer churchyard was a pretty good microcosm of inequality. None of those children who
puddle around so busily at the pump, and solemnly divided up the daffs and the pinks, had any graves of their
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own, as it were. Their families must have been buried there, but the graves were unmarked, they had no more
property in the churchyard than anywhere else. My family had none there either, of course, but that was because
they had recently moved to Hanmer. Nowadays my mother lies there under her stone, alongside my grandparents’
grave. I wonder if any of my generation of upwardly mobile Duckets or Williamses or Brigges have invested in
graveyard real estate? Back in the late 1940s their families inhabited anonymous, untended tussocks after they
died. I think we kids took it for granted that life after death was a class matter. I know we spent many fruitless
hours searching for the entrances to the Hanmer and Kenyon vaults, in the expectation of meeting real ghosts: it
was clear to us that the only reason they needed those underground apartments was because they were somehow
undead. Or perhaps this was a theory I suggested. Away from the playground, on church territory, I set up as an
expert on such spooky topics and managed—on some blissful days—to feel accepted, a member of the child
world of Hanmer.
Well, the bugs thought so, I had the school doctor’s word for that. I was sent home with as note, like most
people (but not everyone: that line about lice preferring clean hair is just a propaganda ploy to get the middle
classes to own up) and predictably Grandma said: one, that I’d caught them from those dirty children; and two,
that there was no point in applying the magic bug-killing mixture recommended because it would mean boiling
too many kettles and anyway I’d only get re-infected. An anyway we couldn’t be seen buying that stuff in local
towns, we’d have to do it in a strange place where no one knew us. So I spent the rest of my time at junior school
blithely passion on head lice. The first year at grammar school, too, to my utter chagrin—but that comes later. For
the moment, I sort of belonged.
The high point of my career as a dirty child was also, coincidentally, inspired by the school doctor. Medical
examinations were a complete novelty to most Hanmer families, and for us kids the beginning of the National
Health Service licensed elaborate games of doctors and nurses, which took place in the bushes at the bottom of
the vicarage garden. Nowhere else was private enough (no one else’s family was so oblivious) and so I became,
while the craze lasted, everybody’s friend.
We queued up behind a hazel tree, knickers round our knees, clutching leaves for “papers”, and shuffled along
to have our bottoms examined by Kenny or Bill or Derek, who, after having a good look and making dubious
predictions, always prescribed the same thing: another leaf, which might, excitingly, be a nettle, but never was.
This one was stuck on with spit if you were a girl, and threaded over your willie if you were a boy, and you were
supposed to keep it on like a poultice as long as you could. For most of one summer this illicit clinic was
convened once or twice a week, until we got bored, or the weather turned. Never again was there quite such a
good occasion for kidnapping other kids on to my territory.
When I think back to that time, it’s not such heady, forbidden games that really represent its feel, but other
much more routine memories—like lining up with the others outside on raw winter days, all wearing damp,
knitted pixie hats and rubbing our chilblains while we waited to be marched over to the parish hall for our
regulation school dinner of whale-meat stew. Thinking of that produces a mingled brew of fear and longing that
seems the very essence of school.
Bit by bit the fear came to predominate. I became a timid, clumsy, speechless child—agonizingly shy. In my
last year at school Mr. Palmer would promise me sixpence for every time he spoke to me and I didn’t cry. I think I
earned a shilling. More and more I lived in books, they were my comfort, refuge, addiction, compensation for the
humiliations that attended contact with the world outside. But books were nothing really to do with school, not
this school. I was a real dunce at the things I was supposed to learn—how to be neat, tidy, dexterous, obedient,
punctual. My sewing turned to a grubby rag, it had been unpicked so many times. My knitting was laddered with
dropped stitches. I couldn’t write a line without making a blot. So I was mystified when I passed the “scholarship”
at ten, and sure it was a mistake and someone was going to find me out.
They didn’t and still haven’t, I suppose. Hanmer school left its mark on my mental life, though. For instance,
one say in a grammar school maths lesson I got into a crying jag over the notion of minus numbers. Minus one
threw out my universe, it couldn’t exist, I couldn’t understand it. This, I realized tearfully, under coaxing from an
amused (and mildly amazed) teacher, was because I thought numbers were things. In fact, cabbages. We’d been
taught in Miss Myra’s class to do addition and subtraction by imagining more cabbages and fewer cabbages.
Every time I did mental arithmetic I was juggling ghostly vegetables in my head. And when I tried to think of
minus one I was trying to imagine an anti-cabbage, an anti-matter cabbage, which was as hard as conceiving of an
alternative universe. …
3
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Hanmer’s pretty mere, the sloping fields that surrounded us, and the hedges overgrown with hawthorn,
honeysuckle and dog roses that fringed the lanes, might as well have been a cunning mirage as far as Grandma
was concerned. They did nothing to alleviate the lousy desert that made up her picture of village life. She lived
like a prisoner, an urban refugee self-immured behind the vicarage’s bars and shutters. None of my new school
friends were allowed in the house. You could get into the vicarage garden via the side yard, or by climbing over
the walls, and that was the way we did it. The whole thing was clandestine, the other children weren’t supposed to
be really there at all, any more than that picturesque backdrop of lake and trees and cows. Meanwhile, insulated
and apart, vicarage life went on. In the church, in bars, in books (Grandpa) or in a scented bedroom fug of dreams
of home in South Wales (Grandma). That is of Tonypandy in the Rhondda,\fn{ Rhondda Cynon Taf borough:W} which
rhymed with yonder, but with its Welsh d’s softened into “th”, so that it seemed the essence of elsewhere.
Her Welsh accent was foreign—sing-song, insidious, unctuous, converting easily to menace. Asthma lent a
breathy vehemence to her curses and when she laughed she’d fall into wheezing fits that required a sniff of
smelling-salts. She had a repertoire of mysterious private catch-phrases that always sent her off. If anyone asked
what was the time, she’d retort “just struck an elephant!” and cackle triumphantly. Then, “Dew, Dew,” she’d
mutter as she got her breath back—or that’s what it sounded like—meaning “Deary me” or “Well, well”, shaking
her head. That “ew” sound was ubiquitous with her. She pronounced “you” as “ew”, puckering up her small
mouth as if to savour the nice or nasty taste you represented.
She had lost her teeth and could make a most ghoulish face by arranging the false set, gums and all, outside her
lips, in a voracious grin. This clownish act didn’t conceal her real hunger, however. She projected want. During
the days of rationing she craved sugar. Its shortage must have postponed some of the worst ravages of the diabetes
that martyred her later, for once the stuff was available again she couldn’t resist it at all. She was soft and slightly
powdery to the touch, as though she’d been dusted all over with icing sugar like a sponge cake. She shared her
Edwardian generation’s genteel contempt for sunburn and freckles, and thanks to her nocturnal habits her skin
was eerily pale. And just as she maintained that soap and water were too harsh for this delicate skin of hers, so she
insisted that she couldn’t chew or digest gristly, fibrous meals with meat and vegetables, but must live on thin
bread and butter with the crusts cut off if she couldn’t have tarts and buns. This, she’d repeat to me, was what
little girls were made of, sugar and spice and all things nice—and I knew she was thinking of the sticky blondness
of butter icing. Her ill-health had aged her into a child again in a way: a fat doll tottering on tiny swollen feet. But
in her head she’d never been anything else, she still lived in the Rhondda in her mother’s house, with her sister
Katie. So powerful was the aura of longing surrounding the place that it ought, by rights, to have been entirely
fantastical, or at best only a memory. But no. True, her mother was long dead, but home actually still existed.
In summer holidays we went there to visit, Grandma, my mother and me, leaving Grandpa behind. (This was
called “letting him stew in his own juice”.) South Wales was an entirely female country in our family mythology,
despite the mines and miners. A female place, an urban place and a place all indoors. Going there was like sinking
into fantasy for all these reasons—and for one special reason above all, which was that home was a shop and we
lived over it, and when we were there all the money horrors were magically suspended. Life was unfallen,
prelapsarian, as though paying for things hadn’t yet been invented. When you wanted a chop or a teacake you just
went and helped yourself without even having to cross the street. It was a self-sufficient kingdom, or almost: a
general stores that stocked everything from tin trays to oranges to sausages to sides of beef and cigarettes, with a
special line in Lyons cakes, and when I was small I could entirely sympathise with Grandma in here resentment at
having been persuaded to swap this blissful set-up for the vicarage and the dilapidations. Life at Hereford Stores
—named for her mother’s native town—was her ideal of luxury and gentility, the source of her unshakeable
conviction of social superiority to everyone in Hanmer.
Her sense of what class amounted to was remarkably pure and precise, in its South Wales way. Owning a
business in a community where virtually everyone else went down the pit for wages would have seemed, in her
youth, thoroughly posh. And the simple fact of not working when all around you were either slaving way or—
worse—out of work would have been sufficient to mark you out as a “lady”. What could be grander than lounging
around upstairs, nibbling at the stock when the fancy took you, brushing out your curls? She and Katie would still
spend hour upon hour getting ready to go out—to Cardiff, or to Pontypridd, or some teashop, or to the pictures—
recapturing the world of their girlhood, before men and money had turned real.
Katie was in her forties and had never married. She too was very plump and a bit breathless, but her hair was
still red, her teeth were her own and her laugh had a tuneful trill to it, so that she tended on the face of things to
bear out Grandma’s belief that you were better off without men. There was a shadowy man on the premises—the
elder brother Stan—but he didn’t really count, because (after, so they said, a dashing, brilliant youth) he’d had a
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colossal breakdown and was never quite right again. Now, in his fifties, he was seedy and skinny, with a faraway
gleam in his eye, due to stubbornly wearing his mother’s spectacles instead of getting some of his own. Stan
hardly dented the atmosphere of scent and vanishing cream and talc I thought of as Hereford Stores. He slipped
through it sideways like a ghost. There were two other brothers, but they’d long ago left home and were thought
about as outcasts: elderly tom, who looked after the butchery part of the business, was a pariah because he lived
with a housekeeper, who was not very secretly his mistress, and thus belonged to the same vicious male sect as
Grandpa; and Danny was talked about in the past tense as though he was dead, because he had actually had the
gall to set up a shop of his own in another valley. So the magic circle of sweet, stale dreams stayed intact, up the
crooked stairs over the old double-fronted store, with their family name, “Thomas”, fading over the door.
The house was overheated with high-quality, jet-black, sparkling coal, swapped for groceries with the miners
who got it for perks. There was a big old range in the kitchen, which was behind the shop on the ground floor in
point of truthful topography, although imaginatively speaking it was upstairs. Here a serial tea party like the Mad
Hatter’s was in full swing all day and every day except Sunday, when Katie would ceremoniously roast a joint of
meat (picked out by tom) and get very red in the face. Otherwise we lived on Grandma’s favourite diet of bread
and butter, toasted teacakes, scones, sponges and so on, eked out with tinned fruit and condensed milk. It was
understood that cooking, cleaning, and washing-up were properly the duties of a “skivvy”, which is glossed by the
OED\fn{Oxford English Dictionary:H} as a maid-of-all-work (usually derogatory)—first example 1902, so very
exactly a Grandma word, she’d have been ten in 1902—but if you didn’t happen to have one then you tried to get
through as little crockery as possible, for instance, by hanging on to your cup all day, just giving it a cursory rinse
once in a while. South Wales habits accounted for a good proportion of vicarage dirt I suppose: certainly it would
have been very difficult to wash clothes, dishes or oneself with any regularity or thoroughness there, since the taps
mostly seemed to be rusted up in disused outhouses in the yard and the skivvies who’d once upon a time carried
water upstairs for bedroom washbasins were no more. Still, somehow, in the Rhondda we never seemed so
shamingly grubby as when we were in Hanmer. And the housework that spelled such unending, ineffectual
drudgery for my mother in the vicarage simply wasn’t done, for the most part, and nobody much cared.
Hanmer hemmed us in and threatened to expose our secret squalor, whereas neighbors in Tonypandy’s steep,
jerry-built streets seemed to have lost interest in the ways of Hereford Stores. Katie and Stan gossiped with
customers and this functioned as a kind of insulation—a protective barrier of chat within which their eccentricities
were contained, unquestioned. They no longer had a social life otherwise and, having quarreled with their
relations, they lived as they liked. There was something pleasurable and even thrilling about this, at a time when
advertising and women’s magazines were so venomously clean-cut and conformist in their versions of how to be.
You were supposed to cringe inwardly when you saw those Persil ads: a little boy’s head swiveling on his neck as
another boy, the one with the Persil-bright shirt, strides proudly by. “Persil washes whiter—and it shows!”
Competitive cleanliness. Hereford Stores sold sap powder all right, and the miners’ wives scrubbed away on their
washboards and competed with each other in the whiteness of their lace curtains and doilies and antimacassars (an
endless battle, in that atmosphere) but Grandma and Katie scorned it all. They were heretics, they wouldn’t play
by the rules. If society wouldn’t supply them with skivvies they were damned if they were going to slave away.
My mother, however, got the worst of both worlds. She inherited the contempt for housework and she was also
imbued with the notion that it was a sacred womanly duty. So she dusted and scrubbed and mopped and ironed,
but with self-scorn, and—what made it infinitely worse—no idea at all how to set about it. All housework is futile
in the sense that it has always to be done again. Hers was more blatantly so, since the vicarage didn’t even look
briefly clean when she’d “finished”. When my poor mother mopped a floor she merely redistributed the grime—
and it showed! That this wretched syndrome was magically suspended in South Wales added to the feeling of
playing hookey from reality. Everyone was a girl again—not just Grandma, who perhaps always was, but my
mother too.
In the drawers upstairs were scented hankies, fake pearls, ends of embroidered ribbon, painted buttons, scarps
of lace, lavender sachets, dyed feathers. They hoarded. Grandma especially loved anything made of mother-ofpearl. For her its rainbow sheen was the epitome of prettiness and its very name was shadowed with extra
glamour in that house. Their father had left nearly no impression, but their mother was invoked daily as the
standard of grace, sweetness, refinement. When Grandma and Katie looked in the mirror, and titivated and sighed,
it was their mother’s face they were looking for. And when they unhooked their creaking corsets after an outing,
eased off their right shoes and made yet another pot of tea, they were mothering themselves as she would have
done. She must have spoiled them hugely, for they reposed in the mere idea of her, although nothing they said
about her—not her rather blank-looking photographs—gave her much character. Except for the hair. He hair they
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rhapsodized about: naturally wavy and not yellow, not red, not copper-coloured, but golden.
“The colour of a sovereign,” they’d sigh, for all the world as though she’d been a fairy-tale princess, able to
spin riches out of her hair. When they remembered her, one or the other of them would sooner or later repeat the
phrase “like a sovereign”—it became her motto, the sign of her mysterious charm.
Hereford Stores was silted up with mementoes of her era. There were hundreds of picture postcards filed away
in chocolate boxes: glazed, embossed and glowing with unnaturally beautiful colours. One I particularly pored
over from the time of the First World War (Katie’s first bloom) showed a handsome officer reclining in the arms
of a pretty nurse, with a small, scarlet stain on his bandaged temple and discreet puffs of smoke to indicate a battle
in the distance. But all the pictures were sanctified by association. They belonged to the world of mothballed
hopes, that eerie wonderland of kitsch innocence where, in some unimaginable corner of time, a juvenile Grandpa
and an even younger Grandma had met and married, and inaugurated hell.
How had it come about? How had he managed to fall for a girl with nearly no brains at all, and nearly no
conversation except for curses and coos? With absolutely no interest in books or music or painting or anything
much except peppermint creams and frilly blouses? And why did she accept a lean and hungry curate with his
way to make? A clever, passionate, talented man if you believed in him, but a bookish boaster, lecher, snob, ham
actor and so forth if you didn’t. They must have been mutually blinded by their dreams and needs presumably he
fell for her icing-sugar-and-spice flesh, not yet run to flab; and she for the pleasure of being courted, the prestige
of being married. It seems safe to assume, from the outrage with which she referred to the whole messy business,
that she married in entire ignorance of the mechanics of intercourse and childbirth, and found them hideous.
His discovery that she was barely literate and thoroughly philistine was (one imagines) less traumatic. After
all, marrying a pretty, empty-headed girl was considered par for the course and still is, even in a world where
couples get to know each other first. Hilda Thomas and Thomas James Meredith-Morris, back then in decorous
1916, wouldn’t have been very well acquainted. In that they were simply figures of their generation. What made
their marriage more than a run-of-the-mill case of domestic estrangement was her refusal to accept her lot. She
stayed furious all the days of her life—so sure of her ground, so successfully spoiled, that she was impervious to
the social pressures and propaganda that made most women settle down to play the part of wife. Sex genteel
poverty, the responsibilities of motherhood, let alone the duties of the vicar’s helpmeet, she refused any part of.
They were in her view stinking offences, devilish male plots to degrade her. When he took to booze and other
women (which he might well have done anyway, although she provided him with a kind of excuse by making the
vicarage hearth so hostile) her loathing for him was perfected. He was the one who had conned her into leaving
her real home, her girlhood, the shop where you never had to pay for anything, the endless tea party. It was as
though he’d invented sex and pain and want and exposure. She turned patriarchal attitudes inside out: he was God
to her. That is, he was making it up as he went along, to spite her and with no higher Authority to back him up.
There was no Almighty in charge, to excuse him, in Grandma’s world picture. She was an unreconstructed pagan
herself, her sacraments a toasted teacake and a cup of tea, her rosary woven out of her mother’s hair. And she
treated this life he offered, his shabby malicious invention, with contempt and cocooned herself in memories. The
visits to Hereford Stores were her lifeline back to the world before.
Life at the shop was running down, though. Bit by bit they’d gone off their mother’s gold standard. Tom’s
butchery department still seemed fairly solid, meat-rationing had buoyed it up somehow, or at least disguised the
falling-off in business. But once you turned your back on his suet-and-sawdust-smelling counter and faced into
Katie and Stan’s domain (which smelled acridly of tobacco, cheese, yellow soap) you could see that trade was
anything but brisk. Customers came out of habit, the older ones, and because they couldn’t carry shopping bags
up the hill. They bought tiny quantities in any case, rationed by poverty as much as by coupons. As I grew and
1950 loomed, the world in general began cautiously to cast off austerity, leaving Hereford Stores behind, stranded
and getting gradually dustier and emptier. When I could count money well enough to be allowed to play shop, I
sold untipped Woodbines in ones and twos out of an opened packet we kept by the till. My customers were
stooped men with permanent bronchitis and big boys of thirteen or fourteen mysteriously off school. Men in work
and their wives shopped elsewhere, except sometimes after hours, when Katie and Stan could be relied on to serve
latecomers. It was the sort of shop that had almost as many customers when it was closed as when it was open.
Feckless improvident types rattled at the door at all hours wanting a few fags or half a loaf. And, of course, in
search of that increasingly rare commodity that was turning out to be Katie and Stan’s special stock-in-trade:
tick.\fn{Credit:H}
Katie doled out credit with a mixture of scandal, resignation and sympathy, clicking her tongue and sighing as
she settled back into the kitchen’s fireside warmth to gossip about the after-hours callers (“There’s
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cheek\fn{Impudence:H} for you, sent that Jimmy round again, poor little tyke”). But Stan had his own infinitely
more elaborate and clandestine methods, which he’d evolved during the Depression. This was all meant to be a
secret—part of his furtive lunacy—but he was proud of his system, and took me on a tour of the stockrooms and
the lofts above to show me how it worked. The whole building was separate from the house, a ramshackle barnlike wooden place with missing floorboards and shaky stairs. There were soap boxes, candles, piles of tin trays
and jute mats, cigarettes in cartons on top away from the damp, nothing very exciting at first glance. It was only
when you edged your way past this sensible stuff that you entered Stan’s Aladdin’s cave.
Piled up high, glinting and dusty, were curly metal antlers and wiry spines and whiskers that on closer
inspection resolved themselves into dismembered bicycles—handlebars, wheels, plus the occasional fork or seat.
There were smaller sets of wheels, too, that came in fours, from prams, and even some whole prams, parked
dangerously on top of one another like an accident. He was proudest, though, of the contents of the sacks he kept,
for fear of thieves, on the upper storey where the holes in the floor acted as booby traps. Here he had sacks full of
ivories: confiscated piano keys, which for Stan, you could tell, represented (together wit his other trophies) a
cunningly accumulated fortune, the wealth of the world, pretty nearly, infinite riches in a little room.
His plan had been to confiscate people’s most vital possessions—their mobility and their music—as pledges
against bad debts. They were never redeemed. Yet Stan didn’t mind, didn’t mind at all. In fact, he was as excited
and pleased as if he’d invented his own currency and was a secret millionaire in it. He cherished the ivories and
the bike wheels, and looked on the storerooms as a sort of safety deposit. This was his treasure, his equivalent to
the collections of scented sachets and beads his sisters kept in the bedrooms. They for their part tut-tutted over his
inexplicable affection for this junk, but even at the time when I was small I think I somehow understood—since I
liked the prams and bikes, and was mystified and impressed by what I imagined to be the stolen teeth of all those
pianos—that here was yet another annexe to the fantasy edifice of Hereford Stores. They had (save butcher Tom)
all but forgotten that keeping a shop was about swapping goods for money; its real function was as a shrine to the
past. Mother’s emotional generosity, her gift for giving, had turned all three into obsessive hoarders.
Their bankrupt idyll lasted for nearly ten years after the war. And even when Katie finally married, and died of
a stroke horribly soon, confirming all the myths about men, Hereford Stores went on providing the ghost of a
living for my mother’s disreputable brother, Uncle Bill, who joined Stan in the shadows until—some time around
1960—he was done for receiving some hot Daz, and the CLOSED sign went up for the last time and finally meant
what it said.
Grandma eked out her visits with other fantasy gratifications. She could hoard wherever she was and, although
Shrewsbury and Chester were in her view not a patch on Cardiff, they would help recapture the security of streets,
and their cafés and cinemas would cocoon her against the hostile whispers of the trees and the whiffs of manure.
These outings were all-female, too, and involved hours of getting ready, then a lift to the train from a blaspheming
Grandpa, or sometimes a taxi, all so that she’d be able to repose in the life-giving fug of a matinee at the Gaumont
or the Majestic. The plush seats, the dimming of the lights and the sheen they caught on the swagged curtain as it
rose, the box of chocolates, were as important as the film itself, almost. Although she loved the whole thing and
entered into the spirit of the illusion so enthusiastically that she swept aside the dimension of fiction altogether.
The latest Ava Gardner movie was just the most recent report on what promiscuous Ava had been up to since you
saw her last: the changes of costume and setting and name were feeble disguises, and didn’t fool Grandma for a
minute. She was there to witness when Joan Fontaine, for all her icy blondeness, fell for Harry Belafonte and
would (she said) never trust Joan again. Grace Kelly she watched like a hawk for signs of similar leanings and
was semi-confirmed when Grace married an Eye-tie. (She herself wouldn’t touch dark chocolate, even, and
anyone who acquired a suntan was suspected of a touch of the tar brush.) Once television arrived in our lives she
became an addict of soap operas and in particular Emergency Ward 10, which saved her life day after dreary rural
day. The box eventually became her babysitter, the last, many times removed substitute for her mother. By then I
was treating her with contempt, as a senile infant, although she scared me a lot, in truth, because she represented
the prospect of never growing up.
Once upon a time in South Wales, when a friend of Katie’s came to stay, I had had to spend the night in a
feather bed, sandwiched between Katie and Grandma, and that ambiguous sensation of sinking back and back,
down and down in a deep nest of feathers and furbelows and flesh, came to stand for the Rhondda. Infinite regress
threatened down there: promised, and threatened. It was pleasurable—how could it be otherwise?—to return to
the smothering, spongy womb of the Stores. And yet I was always glad to get away. As I grew, Grandma got
shorter, so that she sometimes looked almost spherical. She and Katie were such an exclusive club, really, that
even my mother wasn’t a full member and I was further removed from the inner sanctum because I couldn’t recall
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my great-grandmother, so had to take her praises on trust.
There were other Welsh voices I could have listened to. Occasionally—and to my great surprise—people who
dropped into the shop would congratulate my mother on my bookishness and talk with pride about how their
grandchildren were “getting on” and going to the grammar school. People in Tonypandy, as in other mining
districts, were enthusiastic about education, in sharp contrast to Hanmer’s conservative scorn and inertia. The
future was real and a good thing, and even if you went down the pit like your da\fn{ Father:H} you weren’t
expected to give up reading, thinking, arguing or politicking; autodidacts flourished still in those days.
Nonetheless the atmosphere of Hereford Stores dominated my sense of the place, so that for me the journey south
was like slipping into a pocket of the past. I didn’t know who I was, there—didn’t need to know. It was as though
I hadn’t been born yet.
Grandma saved paper bags inside paper bags inside paper bags … Years later, when she died, and my mother
and I were going through the trunks that by then held the compacted residue of her lifetime’s squirreling, we came
on a cache of letters from my grandmother, tied in the inevitable banal shred of pink ribbon. His courtship
compositions, they were, full of quotations from the poets, sentimental flourishes, promising plans. We looked at
them with awful embarrassment and agreed (how I wish now that we hadn’t) to burn them, because they seemed
shaming evidence of the mutual confidence trick of that hateful marriage. There was cash in the same trunk,
folded notes cunningly dispersed among the photos of Katie done up to the nines, and the bars of waxy soap and
sugar lumps put by against the return of rationing. And that money was the clue to another part of her story.
Where did she get it? Where, for that matter, did she acquire the substantial sum—around five hundred pounds—
she’d accumulated in my name (so that my father couldn’t inherit it, she told me once) in National Savings? I
didn’t think very hard about it at the time and I took the theories that circulated in the family as tall tales.
However, Grandma’s way of blurring the boundary between fantasy and reality, and her power to draw me back
into the past have long outlived her.
About the money: I was asking my father just the other day whether some of the wilder things I recalled about
the grandparents had any basis in truth. For instance, what about the story that Grandma had blackmailed Grandpa
for years, by threatening to show his private diary to the bishop unless he handed over part of his stipend every
quarter? Well, yes, said my father, that was certainly true. But how do you know? I asked. Simple, he said, I’ve
got the diaries, two of them. (because she’d kept them as well in one of the trunks, although my mother had never
let on.) Anyway, with a bit of persuasion, reluctantly, my father handed them over: two small, cheap, reddish
diaries, for 1933 and 1934, both published by John Walker & Co., Farringdon House, Warwick Lane, EC4, filled
with very small writing and decorated at weekly intervals with coloured stamps he stuck in to mark the church
calendar. These left him even less space to write down the compromising details of his daily life, but he managed
enough. …
222.8 Excerpt from Taking A Stand: Memoir Of An Irish Priest\fn{by Joe McVeigh (1945- )} Edenaveigh, nr.
Ederny, Fermanagh, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (M) 12
1
I was born in the year 1945 in the townland of Edenaveigh near the village of Ederney in County Fermanagh.
My parents were living in a rented house until our own was built on a site beside my grandparents in Moneyvriece
—about a mile from the village. The local mid-wife, Nurse McCusker, was present for the birth and she remained
good friends with my mother and our family afterwards. I was the first in a family of six, the last child died in
infancy.
1945 was an eventful year. It was the year the Second World War ended—a war that claimed the lives of more
than fifty million people. It was the year the United States air force dropped the first atom bombs on the civilian
population of Hiroshima and Nagasaki in Japan, killing hundreds of thousands. The world would never be the
same again.
It was the year the United Nations came into existence. Douglas Hyde retired as president and Seán T. O’Kelly
was elected the second ever president of Ireland. It was the year that the U.S. president, Franklin Delano
Roosevelt, died and was succeeded by Harry S. Truman. General Charles de Gaulle became president of France
and Tito president of Yugoslavia. Before the year was out the International Monetary Fund was set up and the
great tenor, Count John McCormack, died.
It was the year that Labour, under Clement Atlee, took over from Churchill’s coalition government in England.
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This government introduced free education and the family allowance. This affected those of us living under
British rule in the six counties.\fn{ The six counties (Antrim, Armagh, Down, Fermanagh, Londonderry, Tyrone) which Northern
Ireland was divided into prior to the most recent local government act (1973), which abolished the counties for governmental purposes and
divided Northern Ireland into 26 administrative districts:H}

It was the year that Jimmy Gralton from County Leitrim died in New York. He had been deported from his
own country in 1932 by de Valera’s Fianna Fáil government after a concerted effort by the local priests in Leitrim
to have him removed from their midst. He was accused of spreading communistic ideas and was denounced from
the pulpit. A community hall, the Pearse-Connolly hall he built for the people of Effernagh, was burned to the
ground.
It was the year the first trans-Atlantic plane landed at Shannon. A Pan-Am plane crossed the Atlantic in nine
hours and twenty-nine minutes. The new national airline, Aer Lingus, began flying from Dublin to London. The
fare was £6.10 shillings one way. Oranges were once again on sale in Dublin for 2 pence each. Petrol was again
available for private motoring, while silk stockings were once more on sale in Dublin. Aer Lingus advertised for
airhostesses and received over 400 applications.
The Abbey Theater put on a pantomime in Irish. Peggy Lee was Top of the Pops singing I Don’t Know Enough
About You. Judy Garland was singing In the Valley, Paul Whiteman Wang Bang Blues, the Nat King Cole Trio
You’re Nobody Till Somebody Loves You and Wesley Turtle was singing My Bonnie Lies Over the Ocean. The
latest film was Going My Way and was very popular.
It was the year that Cork won both the All-Ireland hurling and football titles (and not for the first or last time!).
More than 10,000 people gathered in Clones to see the senior footballers of Cavan beat Fermanagh in the final of
the Ulster senior championship. The GAA did not recognize the border.
It was the year that more than 200 republican prisoners—men and women—who were interned in Belfast and
Armagh without trial were finally released, while IRA prisoners in Portlaoise in the twenty-six counties\fn{ Of the
Republic of Ireland} were still struggling for the right to political status.
It was the year the cardinal archbishop of Armagh, Cardinal MacRory, died. Cardinal D’alton succeeded him .
It was the year that the “Irish Anti-Partition League”, led by a number of parish priests and nationalist politicians
in the six counties, was formed in Dungannon, County Tyrone.
Life was tough but simple in those days, where we lived near the Fermanagh/Donegal border, during and after
the war. There were few cars, only bicycles for getting around. Money was scarce. A few young men from the
locality joined the British army. Others emigrated. Country people visited each other’s houses at night during the
winter. They helped each other with the hay and turf in the summer. They had their own ways of socializing and
their own forms of entertainment.
My father, Michael McVeigh, was a young man of about twenty when he first met my mother, Marie Leonard,
who was a few years older. They met at a dance in a small parish hall in Lettercran about five miles from Ederney
in County Donegal. It was some time in 1942. Neither the Second World War nor the artificial political border that
was drawn in Ireland in 1920 curtailed the social life of the people around Pettigo and Edereney. The locals had a
song at the time, South of the Border down Pettigo Way, a variation of the Jimmy Kennedy song. They made up
the words to suit the occasion:
South of the Border
down Pettigo way
That’s where we get sugar
To put in our tay

During the war, sugar and other foodstuffs were rationed in the north. Smuggling became a way of life in border
areas.
My parents were married in the Catholic church in Bundoran in 1944. It was a small family wedding. A
photograph of them on their wedding day shows a young, happy, smiling couple. My mother was twenty-four and
very attractive and my father was a handsome, strong looking young man of twenty-one. Both their families were
proud of them on their wedding day. They went to Sligo on their honeymoon.
My mother, Marie Leonard, was born in County Donegal in 1919. Her parents had just returned from America
with their children. Her father, James Leonard, came originally from the Mulleek area, of County Fermanagh. He
emigrated to America where he met his future wife, Ellen Maloney from near Mitchelstown, County Cork. They
wrote to the parish priest in Belleek/Pettigo asking him if there was any property for sale in the parish at the time.
He wrote to them about a farm for sale near Pettigo in County Donegal. They purchased this farm and returned to
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live in County Donegal in 1918 at the height of the Tan war and just two years before the British government
partitioned Ireland.
My father’s parents, Joseph and Teresa (McGrath), came from County Tyrone—from the Drumquin area, about
five miles from Ederney. They had come to live in the townland of Moneyvriece in 1912 after they married. My
father was born in 1923 and was the youngest in a family of five—three boys and two girls. He left school in 1937
to help with the farming at home. During the Second World War, he got his first job, with the air ministry based at
Castle Archdale near Lisnarick, as a lorry driver and doing maintenance work. He also worked at St. Angelo air
base near Enniskillen. That job finished when the war ended in 1945.
I spent the first four years of my life in the townland of Edenaveigh. We lived in a two-storey house situated on
a gentle hillside over-looking a wide-open valley—the Glendarragh valley. From the top of the hill, behind our
house, you could see Lough Erne—up to five miles distant.
My memories of my early years in Edenaveigh are happy ones. I was often reminded by my mother that when
I was just two years old I nearly lost my life in the “big snow” of 1947, when I left the house on the hill on my
own and stumbled down to the road. It was lucky that my father found me before I had gone too far. I was a bit
restless and adventurous even when I was two years of age!
I remember Irish music in our house in those early years, fiddle playing on occasions, when my father would
take down his fiddle and also when my father’s cousin, Sean McVeigh, from the nearby village of Dromore in
County Tyrone, came to visit. He was regarded as a good fiddler and played in a local band called The Moonlight,
which mixed céili and old-time music, popular for dancing at that time. But there was no money in the dance
bands then, so he left Ireland went to New York to find a steady job. I do not remember much music being played
in our house after that. On an odd occasion my father would play the fiddle; one regret I have to this day is that I
did not learn to play the fiddle when I was young.
I spent a lot of time outdoors playing with my cousins, the McGraths, who lived beside us. We invented our
own games and had fun imitating clucking hens and building outdoor houses. We learned to dig and to “drive”
using the lids of pots. We learned to climb trees. My family did not have a car, but our cousins had a van and we
traveled with them when we had to go anywhere.
In 1949, when I was going on four years of age, we moved to our newly-built house about a mile away from
the townland of Moneyvriece—nearer to the church and school. I don’t think I was very happy about moving
house as I felt I was leaving my friends behind. I remember the lorry, belonging to a local shopkeeper, coming to
move whatever furniture we had. It was a much smaller house than the one we had lived in during my first four
years, but it was new and it was our own. My father had purchased most of the concrete blocks and the sheets of
corrugated iron for the roof from the air ministry when they were leaving Castle Archdale after the war. The threeroomed house was big enough at the beginning but was a bit small as more children arrived.
Our new house was situated near the roadside, which went along a low-lying valley surrounded by a number of
small hills. There was a small hill like a drumlin in front of our house and a lane going across the side of it to
Mulligans’ house. My grandfather’s house was situated on that lane almost on top of the hill and was clearly
visible from our front room. It was built beside an ancient rath or ring fort. There are a large number of ring forts
and ancient stone monuments in the area, indicating that people lived in this part of Fermanagh for thousands of
years before the Christian era. From my grandparents’ house there was a good view of the local village and of
Lough Erne. There was another hill behind our house and a large area of bogland with all kinds of trees and
foliage, which I liked to explore. In the distance looiing eastwards towards the village of Lack you could see a
higher mountain range called Tappaghan, where there is a wind farm generating electricity. It was a wellpopulated area when I was growing up and you could see the lights of all the houses for miles around, especially
during the winter nights.
In the late 1940s and early 1950s, after the Second World War, my father, like most young men from a
nationalist background in that area, found it difficult to get steady employment. Many of the young people were
forced to emigrate to America, England or Scotland in search of a job and money to send home. However, my
father managed to get enough paid work to keep us going. In spite of the scarcity of money, I do not remember
that we lacked for any of the necessities of life.
Throuughout the 1950s, my father worked part time as a farm labourer for a local farmer who was a Protestant
and in my father’s words “a decent man”. He also worked s a lorry drive r for a local shopkeeper, P. J. Monaghan.
He was also involved in buying and selling cattle. It took it all to make ends meet in our home.
The highlight of our week was when my father brought home the groceries on a Saturday night after he was
paid. We children got a treat—but only if we were good the previous week! That was the way they kept discipline
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in our house. He did not go in for luxuries for himself. He wanted the best for his wife and family and worked
hard to provide for us. He cut turf to keep the fire going in the Stanley range during the winter and made hay for
the livestock. I never remember him going on a holiday or taking a day off work.
My mother was a strong-willed and proud woman, proud of her family—the Loenards, proud of her Cork
connections—the Maloneys and the Hennessys. She was also proud of her native County Donegal. Her father
died when she was only four years old, leaving her mother to rear the five surviving children on her own. She
liked the national school in Lettercran and often talked about her kind teachers Miss McMeel and Master Gaffney
and those who were her friends at school. She left school at fourteen years of age and went to work in her sister’s
drapery shop in the small border town of Pettigo around 1937. In her late teens, she left that job and went to work
as a receptionist in the Tonic cinema in Bangor, County Down. One of the perks of the job was that she saw all the
latest films of the time. She often talked about them and about her favourite actors, Janette MacDonald and Clark
Gable.
My mother was a good conversationalist and had all the time in the world to sit and talk. The kettle was always
on the boil, she made tea many times a day and whoever happened to be passing along the road was called in for a
cuppa. She worked hard at home-making and took great pride in keeping the house clean and freshly painted. She
had a good interest in farm animals, coming as she did from a farming background. She remained very close to
her sisters, Anna (Moss) and Eleanor (McGrath), both of whom died before her. She also remained close to her
two brothers, Maurice and William Leonard, who were well-known cattle dealers in south Donegal. She like[ed]
nothing better than getting out on her bicycle and cycling all the way to Lettercran to visit them—a round trip of
about twenty miles. On a few occasions, I went with her when I had learned to ride a bicycle. I can tell you I slept
soundly after those trips. It was probably on these trips that I first became conscious of the artificial border
dividing our country.
As well as being a good talker, my mother was a thinker and a questioner. She took a stand on things she
regarded as unjust or just downright stupid. She would never criticize the clergy but spoke about the need to
introduce changes in the mass—like taking communion in the hand. She was a much more dominant personality
than my father, who was quieter and more accepting of things as they were. My mother had a different life
experience, with the death of her father when she was young and the death of her mother in 1940 when she was
twenty years of age. I think it was because of that experience of loss and bereavement at a young age that she had
such an understanding of life and compassion for those in need.
Both my parents came from strong Catholic families and this Catholic identity was very visible in their new
home. The symbols of the Catholic faith were in every room in our house—the Sacred Hart picture and lamp, the
statues and pictures of the Blessed Virgin, the Child of Prague and the holy water font hanging on the wall near
the door. There was usually a picture of whatever pope happened to be in office. All of this added to the sense of
belonging to a particular religious or faith community. I suppose it gave us a certain security in a world of great
insecurity and fear. My mother found great comfort in their faith and was often saying her novenas and private
devotions.
In my memory, my mother was in bad health for most of her life. She suffered from high blood pressure and
was on medication to keep it under control. She was not overweight, so it must have been something she inherited
as well as the effects of childbearing. Her sisters suffered similarly. I was often sent to bring out the doctor or to
go to the chemist for her medication. I do not remember my mother ever taking a holiday—except the two days’
pilgrimage to Lough Derg for as many years as she was able. That was her annual “holiday”.
My mother’s sister Eleanor, was married to Hugh McGrath, who lived near us. There were eleven children in
their family, three girls and eight boys. We went to school together and as youngsters we traveled in the back of
their Ford van to the seaside at Bundoran during the summer holidays. When we arrived in Bundoran, having
been stuck in the back of a van for an hour, we were excited and crazy for action—in the sea and in the
amusements arcade. How we all survived these trips to the seaside amazes me. Our favourite stop when we
arrived in Bundoran was the bumping cars. This is where we learned to drive! It was then off to the amusements
where we learned to smoke the cigarettes we won in the machines. We always enjoyed our trips to Bundoran.
Our two mothers were very close and would spend hours in conversation almost every other day. I often
wondered what they had to talk about. I knew they took a great interest in what was going on in the community
and in their own native parish of Pettigo. Then there were the antics of all of us, which gave them plenty to talk
about! We were fond of devilment, like climbing trees and going off on bicycles to rob orchards. There were
many accidents and cuts suffered during these escapades.
My mother and her sister, Eleanor, were very friendly with two Protestant sisters who came from the Pettigo
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area to live in our locality. Even though they were Protestants, they were opposed to the Orange Order and to all
kinds of Orange bigotry. They often came to visit in our house and a great fuss was made for Edith and Muriel.
They were two lovely people. They eventually had to move away from our area. I would say they were not too
popular in most unionist circles—for it was well known that they did not toe the party line.
In 1960, my formal education began in Moneyvrice primary school. It was, at first, a bit intimidating—being
in a room with a large number of complete strangers and being asked to do things like writing and reading. I was
looked after on that first day by a neighbour, pat Kelly, who was a few years older, and also by my older McGrath
cousins. Like most other children I was shy at the beginning, but the teacher in charge of the first year pupils,
Nora O’Neill, was kind and soon made us feel at ease in our new surroundings. I liked learning to write and
learning to read. A new world was opening up—the world of imagination.
My next teacher in the primary school was Eileen Cassidy (née Clarke, a native of Lisnaskea, married to a
local man, Jim Cassidy) and as well as keeping us at the books she taught us to knit. We knitted teddy tears to
make money to send to the missions. This teacher was ahead of her time in encouraging boys to do work
traditionally associated with women. And she was also ahead in making us aware of those in our world who were
not as well off s us. She encouraged me to read and told my mother that I was lazy and needed to be pushed.
When Eileen Cassidy was on maternity leave, we had Mary Hughes from Dromore and Marie Lilly who came
from Trillick. Miss Hughes was young and attractive to us young boys. I was not the only boy to have a crush on
her. One boy used to come into her class from the senior room for the roll book and made excuses to hang around.
She used to tell him to buzz off, at which he would make the sound of a bee—buzzzz—and make his way out of
the room rather smartly. These were exciting days at school, a time of discovery, growth and happiness.
One of my earliest memories is of going with my father on the bar of his bicycle to get my hair cut in the local
village. Frank McGee was the barber and one of his girls was the same age as myself. There were altogether five
girls in the family. All the McGee girls were good-looking and many of the boys fancied them. My mother took
me to be fitted for new boots in Maguires, the drapery and shoe shop, and I recall the excitement of fitting new
boots and clothes. Fashion conscious, even though I had not reached ten, although there are those who would
disagree!
I was the oldest in my family. There were five children born after me, one almost every year. I remember when
my mother would have to g to hospital “for the new baby”. I, along with a cousin from near Drumquin, would
have to “look after” the others in the family. That was an annual event for five or six years. It was always a source
of joy and wonder when the new baby came home and there were plenty of visitors to see the latest arrival. After
me came two girls, Teresa and Pauline. Then there was my brother Michael, followed by two more sisters, Helena
and Brigid-Marian. The last baby, Brigid-Marian, died in infancy. That was a sad time for my parents. We were
too young to understand but I was old enough to realize that this loss had a profound effect on my parents. It was
my first real experience of grief.
As the eldest in the family, I was charged with looking after the younger members and playing with them when
our mother was busy. We played outside when the weather was fine. I used to entertain them with concerts like
those we saw in the parish hall or the traveling shows like The Clarrie Hayden Road Show. We would act out little
plays and sing songs we had learned. As we grew older we learned other games like draughts, ludo and snakes
and ladders.
There were always neighbours (ceilidhers) who gathered in our home—especially during the winter nights—to
talk and tell stories. They told stories about “adventures” they had or that others they knew had along the border.
These local men arrived around nine o’clock and stayed until about eleven. My mother would always give them
tea and homemade bread. One of them, Johnny Beacom, was a Protestant who lived on his own just down the
road from us. He always arrived as soon as the rosary was finished. Our house was that kind of home where all
the neighbours were made welcome.
I was usually busy with the school homework and had to go to bed early to get up early for school next
morning, so missed most of this “adult” conversation. Sometimes, when I had no homework, I heard Johnny
Beacom telling ghost stories and tales of his time working in Scotland farming with Clydesdale horses. He was a
great man for horses and kept several himself. Every day Johnny and his horse-drawn cart drew the milk from our
townland, and the surrounding townlands, to the creamery in Kesh. When he met us on the road coming from
school he would always say,
“How many slaps did you get today?”
That was his idea of school. Mind you, corporal punishment was practiced in all schools in those days, but our
school was from the worst. I was slapped on at least one occasion for misbehaving. I bribed my sister with my
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lunch money (a penny halfpenny) not to tell my mother in case I would get another slap when I got home. Many
others at the school were slapped. It was horrible to watch people being caned. I always thought it was disgusting
to see an adult beating a young person. It was good to see that barbaric practice made illegal.
During the holidays, I sometimes went with Johnny Beacon on the horse-driven milk cart to Kesh, about four
miles away . This was a great experience to mix with adults and to see how they processed the milk. On the way
home from the creamery, he might stop for a pint in the local pub in Ederney along with another man, Mick
Muldoon, who also drew milk to Kesh. The horses were so familiar with the road that they knew the way home.
One day while the two men were in the pub some pranksters switched the horses in the carts, which were
parked a little bit down the street. But when the horses refused to go in the usual direction home the owners
realised there was something wrong. There was a good bit of scolding and wishing bad luck on the scoundrels.
Who would do such a thing. In those days, pranks were a common source of amusement—especially at
Halloween.
Other neighbours who ceilied in our house were Jimmy Monaghan and Mick McGarrigle—both long since
departed. Jimmy told stories about cattle smuggling and some of his escapades with the customs and excise along
the border. People who engaged in smuggling knew that they wee taking risks and that the penalty if caught was
either a hefty fine or a term in prison. Risks were taken. Men were sometimes lucky and sometimes not so lucky.
Jimmy was caught smuggling one time and ended up in court in the village of Kesh. During the trial, the judge
dropped dead and Jimmy seized the opportunity to escape from the courthouse and across the border. He got a job
in Finner army camp near Bundoran, working as a cook!
We lived on a very small farm of less than ten acres. Some of it was used for planting potatoes and vegetables.
I learned early on in life how to sow potatoes and vegetables. We kept a few cows, some pigs and hens and I
learned how to tend to these. During the summer months, I had to help both my father and the neighbours. Make
hay and saving turf. Some of the neighbours I worked for were Protestant and they paid me well for my labour. I
did not mind too much using the wooden rake and pitch-fork to gather the new-mown hay, especially when my
hands hardened. One or two of the neighbours provided a helping hand, in the old meitheal tradition of the
neighbour helping neighbour with the crops. This was common practice until recent times when Farming became
mechanized. We did not have much of the luxuries of life, but we had enough wholesome food and fresh
vegetables. From an early age, I experienced a sense of belonging and a sense of community in our parish that I
found to be enriching and character forming.
I loved the fields and meadows and the bogs and the drains, the trees and woods where I lived. We gathered
nuts and raided orchards for apples and plums. We fished a bit in the rivers and the lakes. I remember the sound of
the corncrake early in the summer evenings across our fields. Regrettably, that sound is no longer to be heard, the
disappearance of the corncrake in some ways symbolic of the many changes that have come over rural Ireland
since my childhood.
I learned about cows calving. I used to have to take the cows to the bull for one of my neighbours, Hugh
Rushe, a well-known traditional singer and musician in the area. The farmer who owned the bull lived about three
miles away, so I had to drive the cow and make sure it did not get through any gaps along the way. I used [to] get
a half crown for this task. The more often the cows had to go to the bull the better for me! Of course, this job also
brought me into contact with the world of reproduction. My first sex lesson! The farmer—or his daughter if he
was not about—would bring out the bull into the enclosed yard and after about ten or fifteen minutes of
introduction the bull impregnated the cow. The AI (artificial inseminator) man put paid to such romantic
encounters.
Hugh Rushe was a wonderfully eccentric and charmingly innocent local character who lived with his wife,
Annie, whom he married lat in life. Hugh, as well as being a well-known traditional singer, also played the tin
whistle and the fiddle and had a great store of old tunes he had learned as a youth growing up in Ederney. Hugh
would play music at any time of the day or night. Donncha Ó Dulaing, the broadcaster, recorded him talking and
singing for his popular radio programme, Highways and By-ways. Other well-known musicians like Cathal
MacConnell came to learn some of his old tunes.
In those days, the parish priest lived in a huge house beside Hugh Rushe. It struck me as a bit odd that he
should have such a large house for himself while our family and some other families around about had very much
smaller houses. It was built in the early 1900s at a time when the parish priest was regard as the most important
person in the parish. He replaced the landlord in the pecking order in society. One of my earliest memories is
going to this big house when the old parish priest, Fr. McCarney, died. I was about eight years old and it was my
first ever wake. I went with my older cousin, Colm McGranth, and we both knelt down and said prayers—like
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everybody else was doing. It was the first time I had ever seen a corpse and this amazing experience gave us a lot
to talk about afterwards.
Down the road from us towards Drumquin were Johnny Beacom and the Curtis family, the Walshes, the
Ingrams, the Reids, the Pattersons and old Maggie Noble. Across the fields to the front of our house in the
townland of Clonee lived the Kellys, the Cullens, the Ginns and the Maguires.
When I was young, just after starting school, my mother sent me to Irish dancing classes every Saturday in the
parish hall. The traveling teacher, who lived in Enniskillen, also taught us Irish songs, like Boolavogue and Kevin
Barry, some of the most beautiful songs I ever heard. These songs were part of my formation as an Irish
nationalist.
We did not learn any of this at primary school. We never heard anything about our Irish history, 1798 or 1916
or, indeed, Black ’47. When I heard about Fr. Murphy leading the Irish against the crown in the song Boolavogue,
I was already learning something about our history. Only later did I learn that Fr. Murphy was an exceptional
priest and that most of the Catholic clergy sided with the English crown against the rebels.
My mother had learned some Irish at school and used some words and phrases unconsciously now and again.
She would urge me to say ma’s é do thoil é (which she pronounced “mar-shay-de-hilly”) for “please” or dún an
doras {“close the door”) She also taught me the Hail Mary (Sé do Bheatha a Mbuire) and the Our Father (Ár
nÂthair) in Irish. I liked the musical sound of the Irish language even then. Although we did not learn Irish in
primary school, I think that it was from my mother that I first developed a love for the Irish language.
In our final years at primary school, when I was about ten years of age, we moved into the master’s room.
When we were in his class, we had to go to the technical school in Irvinestown one day a week. I loved that
experience. Irvinestown, five miles away, was the biggest town in the district. The boys went there to learn
woodwork, the girls to learn cookery. Women did not do carpentry and boys did not cook in those days. I liked
carpentry and thought, maybe, I was going to be a carpenter like my grandfather. I wanted to be something.
My mother and my uncle Jim encouraged me to work hard for the 11-plus examination, the test that would
decide the future education of children in the six counties for decades and is only now to be dropped (and not
before time!). My family knew it was the only way I could get further education, for we could not afford to pay
for it. Thankfully, I was accepted into St. Michael’s in Enniskillen.
I loved growing up in Ederney, like most people have a love of the place they come from. There were great
people there, Catholic and Protestant, and by and large we got on pretty well with one another. But there was an
undercurrent. We had occasional rows with some Protestant children on the ay home from school. These
hostilities happened only on rare occasions. We were off school during July when emotions ran a bit high with the
commemoration of the Battle of the Boyne, when the Protestant King Billy (backed by the pope, no less) defeated
the Catholic King James. The old sectarian refrains were chanted and we came to blows on a few occasions.
We were very friendly with our Protestant neighbours, the Curtis family and the Beacoms who lived a short
distance from us. Red Curtis had come from County Cavan and married a local woman. They had three boys and
a girl around my age. I used to play football and even cricket with the boys some Sunday afternoons. The oldest
boy, Brian, was a terrific cyclist and won in competitions all over the county. He then took up motor-cycling and
was killed in an accident near Enniskillen. We were all deeply saddened by his premature death.
In spite of our friendships, I sensed that there was a barrier between us. After all, they went to a different
school and a different church. It was not always possible to talk freely. I suppose as I grew older I found it was
easier to be friends with those neighbours from within my own religious community. We played Gaelic football
and went to the same school and church. Because of the political alienation, Catholicism took on an added
significance for those of us living on the wrong side of the border. It became our main badge of identity.
So it was early in my life that it became apparent to me that all was not “normal” in this part of Ireland. As I
said, most of our unionist neighbours put up Union Jacks on their houses around 12 July. Some of
the\fn{[farmers?]; a word has dropped out of the text:H } I worked for at the hay were part-timers in the B-Specials—an
exclusively Protestant militia that was detested by us Catholics. I saw them going off in the evenings in their
uniforms with their guns on their backs to carry out border duty. They would spend a few hours checking people
and vehicles coming and going across the border and had a reputation for being hateful towards Catholics—even
their neighbours.
This sectarian force, along with the RUC,\fn{ Royal Ulster Constabulary, the police force of Northern Ireland; renamed the
Police Service of Northern Ireland in 2001} created a climate of fear and suspicion in the community. In the days of the
smuggling, some of them were suspected of acting as informers. Indeed, a cousin of mine strongly suspects that a
B-man was responsible for his father ending up in court and his uncle in jail, both on charges of smuggling!
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The older people in the community had seen many changes. Some of them had lived, before partition cut them
off from their families and neighbours across the border, in another state. Some remembered the first motor car
arriving in the district. Some homes had an old-time radio set or a gramophone for entertainment. These people
had a deep religious faith and lived their lives more simply and frugally than today. The people were faithful to
their prayers and devotions. They had a strong sense of the sacred; they could adjust to the sorrows and tragedies
of life and to the deaths of their family members and neighbours with a conviction that this life was a preparation
for the life—the really important life—to come. They were people of sensitivity who cared for each other like
members of one family. This was my community, and even though I left for school in Enniskillen and further to
Maynooth and life as a priest, I suppose that I never really left my Ederney roots.
2
When I was growing up in the 1950s, mass on Sundays was the high point of the week for most of us Catholics.
Apart from being a church obligation, going to mass was seen as an important social occasion as well as a
religious moment. Some men would meet up beforehand to catch up with the latest news and hang around
afterwards for a chat about football and the price of cattle. It was also where the politicians came before elections
to address the people. This scene is well remembered in a poem by John Montague called After Mass:
Coming out of the chapel
The men were already assembled
Around the oak-tree,
Solid brogues, thick coats
Staring at the women,
Sheltering cigarettes.
Once a politician came
Climbed on the graveyard wall
And they listened to all
His plans with the same docility;
Eyes quiet under caps
Like sloped eaves.
Nailed to the wet bark
The notice of a football match;
Pearses vs Hibernians
Or a Monster Carnival
In aid of church Funds
Featuring Farrell’s Band.

I think that the reference to the men outside the church having listened to the politician with “the same
docility” captures the mood of the time, a certain resignation with the way things were. The religious preaching of
the time would have only reinforced that “docility”.
As I remember it, the women including my own mother, also assembled after mass in another group, separate
from the men, around the candelabra, lighting candles for all their different intentions. They would chat there or at
the church door and catch up with all the local news, mostly about their families and how each one’s children
were doing at school.
For Catholics who lived in the six counties, going to mass (or going to the chapel as we called it) was also a
political statement. The Protestants went to “church”; we went to “the chapel”. Identifying so closely with the
Catholic church gave those who were cut off from the rest of Ireland an identity. It also gave people a sense of
belonging to a worldwide movement as we were often reminded of the foreign missions and of the suffering
church in countries like Hungary and Poland. We often prayed for the church behind the “iron curtain” and for the
conversion of Russia. Mass was said in Latin in every country in those days before the Second Vatican Council,
which was another example of the universal nature of the church. I was an altar boy and had to learn the responses
in Latin, even though I did not have a clue what they meant. They sounded good: Juventutum meum, Dominus
vobiscum, Et cum Spiritu Tuo, Ora pro Nobis, etc. This was the beginning of my classical education! The Latin
went out with the introduction of the vernacular in the liturgy as directed by the Second Vatican Council.
The parish priest in Ederney in my young days was Fr. Felix McKenna, a slightly built, bony man, full of
energy. He was a great character and a holy man who was very much involved in the life of the parish. He came to
our parish in 1945 and was there until he died in 1962. He was a down-to-earth man who befriended everybody
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irrespective of their religion. There were two young curates as well—Fr. Tom Marron and Fr. Gerry Timoney. No
wonder we had so many devotions with three priests in the parish. They did not have much else to do. Devotions
at home and in the church were very much part of our young lives and part of the Catholic culture of the time.
The devotion to the Virgin Mary and the rosary was second to devotion to the Blessed Sacrament and the
Sacred Heart. The red-globed paraffin oil lamp was always burning in our house, under the picture of the Sacred
Heart. We knew the divine praises—Blessed be God, Blessed be His Holy Name—off by heart! And the litanies!
They were funny, the pronunciations, I mean, but they were our first encounter with poetry—Tower of Ivory,
House of God, Tower of David, Ark of the Covenant, Gate of heaven, Morning Star, etc.—all different ways to
describe the Virgin Mary. Sometimes, when the words were not pronounced properly, somebody would start
laughing during the rosary or the litany and break the hypnotic effect of the repetition. The laughter was
contagious. We would be reprimanded afterwards for being disrespectful at our prayers. Sometimes the wrong
person was blamed for starting the fits of laughter and that would cause another row.
Our family were not religious fanatics. We were a normal “run of the mill” Catholic family at that time. Maybe
others did not take their religion so seriously but most of the people I knew did take it seriously and were
committed Catholics. I remember people in the mid-1950s coming to early mass on a Sunday morning by pony
and trap while others walked three or four miles in all kinds of bad weather. They were devout Catholics.
In the local church, we had the holy hours, forty hours and adoration of the Blessed Sacrament. Most of these
devotions dated back to what is called “the devotional revolution” in the period after the Great Famine (1845-50).
The Jesuits were at the forefront in promoting many of these devotions, as were some of the other religious orders
that gave parish missions. At that time, I thought they dated back to the New Testament! Pope Pius IX and later
Pope Leo XIII introduced this new form of sentimental piety. It had a particular appeal for the people at the time
and, in its fervour, presented a softer, more loving image of God.
For me, the evening devotions were an excuse to get out with my cousins who lived up the road from us. There
were the “May devotions” to Mary (followed by football), the “October devotions” to St. Joseph and the
“miraculous medal devotions”. There was devotion to the Sacred Heart every first Friday. There were special
masses on the first Friday and in Lent and November. Looking back on it, we were quite preoccupied with our
religion and with going to chapel. I was an altar boy for about five years when I was at the primary school in
Moneyvriece. Being an altar boy had its rewards. It gave you confidence and made you feel important in the
community. There were also “the tips” at weddings and the annual outings, usually to Donegal. I think the girls
were annoyed about this preferential treatment!
We were together in the choir and we learned new hymns especially for big occasions. I liked the sound of the
organ music and when the old parish priest gave my father an old one from one of the churches, I spent many long
hours practicing. I took some lessons from a Miss Johnston who came to our house on a bicycle but I did not have
the patience to stick at it. We learned all the traditional hymns and all the Christmas carols. We went carol singing
in the villages round about.
The catechism at school was regarded as the most important subject. The religious examiner, a diocesan priest,
came around once a year and for weeks and, maybe, months, all we ever seemed to study in school was catechism
and Bible history. When the religious examiner came to visit the school, he used [to] ask us rather predictable
questions which did not challenge anybody too much. He asked my friend “Where is God?” and he answered
“God is everywhere”. And then he asked him, “Is he in your pocket?” and my friend said no, he wasn’t.
“Why not?” asked the priest.
“Because there’s a hole in it,” said my friend—and we all split our sides laughing at this smart answer!
The religions inspector was a quiet, gentle person and did not want to embarrass anybody. All you had to do
was learn the answers “by heart”. The answers to ever question under the sun were in the catechism. Such was
religious education in primary school. I enjoyed the Bible history but the questions and answers in the catechism
never made much sense to me. They introduced me to some new words like “Sanctifying grace” and “original
sin” and “transubstantiation”—words or concepts I did not understand and could hardly pronounce.
While there was much to criticize about the Catholic church at that time there were some good things about the
faith we grew up in and the education we received, not just in the school but also within the community. It
contained much that is good in Catholicism, the community spirit, the mystery of the mass, the sacredness and
solemnity of processions at corpus Christi and Holy Week. There were also the special occasions like the
celebration of the sacrament of confirmation and the celebration of marriages in the local church. It brought us
into a real living community and created a bond with local people that was very strong. The closeness of the
people in the community was especially evident at wakes and funerals.
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On the negative side, most of the older people I knew did not question either the religion as it was taught to
them or the political situation in which they were clearly treated as second-class citizens. They were “docile” or
passive about the political and economic situation. Many were passive about the authoritarian attitude within the
church itself. They were very accepting of the way things were and felt powerless to do anything about the unjust
situation in which they found themselves. The attitude seemed to be,
“Ach, sure things will never be any different here.”
Some of them also knew from their history that it could be costly to step out of line. My grandfather never said
much about the political situation. He depended on all creeds and classes to get work. My father followed his
example.
There was a strong attachment to the “valley of tears” theology and the notion that life was always a struggle.
Everything was God’s will—when somebody died in an accident or died in an earthquake. In the Catholic
thinking of the time it was the next world you had to think about more than this one. It was the job of the priests
to remind people of this and it was the theme of the annual parish missions given by the Redemptorists or
Passionists. I suppose we should remember that the thinking of the people had been formed by their life
experiences of deprivation, poverty and war and by the preachers and teachers of the day. There were many “fire
and brimstone” preachers warning people of the grave danger of losing their souls and going to hell for all
eternity. Most people did not take them too seriously—but some did with terrifying consequences.
From an early age, about fourteen years, I discovered that Catholic morality was obsessed with sex and “sins
against the sixth commandment”. Mortal sins, venial sins, purgatory and hell were all there and they instilled a
certain amount of fear and foreboding. The sixth commandment covered many more “sins of the flesh” than
adultery, like masturbation, “bad actions” and even “bad thoughts”. This obsession with sex goes back into church
history. It became an obsession in Ireland especially after the Great Hunger in the 1850s.
There was very little talk about justice except a very narrow notion which could be summed up as “doing an
honest day’s work for an honest day’s pay”—this at a time when many had no work or had jobs that did not pay a
just wage. There were no sermons, that I can ever remember, about state injustice and the sinful actions of
employers who exploited the workers.
There was not much talk about the loving and the merciful God but rather more about the strict judge-God who
punished people severely for even the most trivial sins and especially for “sins against the sixth commandment”.
This negative legalistic kind of religion around the subject of sexuality was talked about in the context of
confession. It often depended on which priest you got in the confessional; some priests were gentle and
understanding but some made life difficult by asking stupid and embarrassing questions. This was, partly, a result
of a very conservative and legalistic theological training in Maynooth.\fn{ I.e., St. Patrick’s College, Ireland’s main Roman
Catholic seminary, located at Maynooth, County Kildaire, Republic of Ireland } However, many individual priests were more
sensible and showed great compassion towards the people in confession and in the parish.
The negative kind of religion was evident during the occasional parish mission where the preachers preached
“fire and brimstone”. They preached a lot about “the fires of hell and the Day of Judgment”. This contributed to
the creation of a culture of fear within the Catholic church, which remained until recent times. I have to say that I
did not experience much of the harshness from priests that some people have written about. I knew they existed
and there is plenty of evidence for their existence. There were other priests who were not like that and I was lucky
to meet some of them. They helped to keep the Christian faith alive and who witnesses to the compassion of
Christ in the real world.\fn{ There is something wrong with the structure of this sentence; the meaning seems to be: “They helped to
keep the Christian faith alive, and they witness to the compassion of Christ in the real world”; or, perhaps, “They helped to keep the
Christian faith alive, which witnesses to the compassion of Christ in the real world”:H } these men planted the idea of a vocation

to the priesthood in my young mind.
However, I did discover at this time something of the authoritarianism of the institutional church at the official
level. The bishop would come to the parish for the sacrament of confirmation with a lot of pomp and splendour
and give out about something or other. He always seemed to be in bad humour and was always giving out. Most
people did not pay much heed to him. They came into regular contact with the institutional church through the
local priests. When I was growing up, the priest was an important member of the community, along with the
doctor and the teacher. The priest was looked up to and sometimes placed on a pedestal. I discovered early on in
life that it was dangerous and stupid to put a priest or anybody else up on a pedestal.
There was a priest in our parish around 1960 who went off with a woman with whom he was having an affair.
It was the talk of the country but most people took it in their stride and were not all that shocked or scandalized.
However, the bishop at the time made a big issue about it and came to the church in Ederney to read the riot act
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from the pulpit blaming the people for not reporting the matter sooner. I understand that he was also critical of the
other priests in the parish for not confronting him earlier. The Ederney people were not pleased with Bishop
O’Callaghan’s outburst on this occasion. The story about the priest from Ederney and the woman filled columns
in the local unionist weekly newspaper. That priest and his woman friend went off to England, married, and reared
five children.
The same bishop, Dr. Eugene O’Callaghan, made the national news on a few occasions. Once he announced
that nobody in the diocese of Clogher could go dancing after midnight or organize dances that ran past midnight.
If they did they would be excommunicated. Most people did not take him too seriously. Some went to dances
outside the diocese in Donegal or Cavan where there were no church rules about dancing after midnight. It sounds
funny now but this kind of attitude made the church a bit of a laughingstock and made it difficult for people to
take episcopal pronouncements seriously.
Some priests took an authoritarian line in their parishes. In my home parish, there was a man (William)_ one
time who went to the old parish priest—before Fr. McKenna—to get the uses of the parish hall for a dance to raise
some money to guild a new laneway. The parish priest told him he could have the parish hall, but only if he could
guarantee that there would be no sins committed, mortal or venial, during or after the dance. Willie said that he
could not guarantee that and so he did not get the parish hall. Incidents like this happened in our parish and in
parishes all over the country but the faith and loyalty of the people survived.
When rock’n roll came to Ederney in the early 1960s the new parish priest, Fr. Clancy, who succeeded Fr.
McKenna, came to one of the dances in the parochial hall and when he saw girls swinging and jiving and
throwing up their legs and their skirts he stopped the music and the dancing and said that would be the end of “the
pagan dancing”. The Claxton Showband who were playing at the dance decided to go for their tea, which was
customary after the dance. When they came back, the parish priest had gone home to his bed, so they started up
again and they rocked around the clock all night. This was the era of Bill Haley, Elvis and the Melody Aces and
the Clipper Carlton from Strabane. It was an era that the church, even at a local level, was not going to come to
terms with too easily. If that long deceased parish priest were to come back to a nightclub nowadays, he would be
carried out on a stretcher in a state of great shock.
A big social event in our parish each year was the parish bazaar, which ran for a week or two, as long as the
prizes lasted. Prizes were donated and raffled. It was organized each year throughout the 1950s during the
Christmas holidays by Fr. Felix McKenna and his team of helpers to raise money for the new chapel. At the parish
bazaar there was the rickety wheel, a roulette table and a shooting range. I used to spend all my pocket money on
the roulette table.
“Two to one the black, five to one the red”, John McPhelimey, the local bicycle dealer, would shout over and
over again until it stuck in your brain. This was long before we ever heard of Las Vegas. After a number of years,
I became old enough to sell tickets at the bazaar and we used to compete to see who could sell the tickets the
fastest. Frankie McConagh, who lived in High Street and was at school with me, was the fastest ticket seller in the
hall. He was also the best footballer on our team. Unfortunately, he emigrated to England like so many others. The
annual bazaar certainly provided a great sense of community and was an enjoyable function for many years in my
early teens. I am sure the parish made some money out of it. They certainly made some out of me (or rather out of
my mother) on the roulette table.
At Halloween, we used to dress up as mummers and go around the countryside acting a drama (which dates to
the twelfth century) on the kitchen floor and collect\fn{ The text has: collecting} money afterwards. Colm McGrath,
my cousin, was usually the leader. Colm was a bit older than me and was always ready for adventure. We wore
false faces, which, at first, we made ourselves out of cardboard boxes, and strange costumes tied with rope, so that
the neighbours did not recognize us. I am almost ashamed to say that the money we collected was for ourselves
and it was divided as evenly as possible among the eight of us at the end of the night.
My Christian faith and religious upbringing involved not just going to mass and devotions but it also required
sensitivity towards those who were poor or marginalized. In those days the traveling people were called “the
tinkers”. They used to go around the country looking for old pots and pans to mend. My parents were always kind
and welcoming to travelers and often gave them pots and cans to fix. My mother was devotional and prayed her
novenas and rosaries. Even though she was a traditional Catholic, she was forward thinking and outward looking.
My father was more of a practical Christian, visiting people, attending wakes and funerals. They welcomed the
stranger and the traveler and the neighbour no matter who they were or what religious affiliation. Even though
they did not have much they were always ready to share what they had.
I have to say looking back that I was influenced most of all by the attitudes of my parents to the Catholic faith
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and practice—especially their commitment to the mass and religious devotions. For them commitment was the
big thing. I was influenced by their hospitality to the visitors and the strangers who called to our house. I was also
deeply influenced by Felix McKenna, our parish priest when I was growing up. He showed us great kindness and
generosity. He was an exceptionally kind, humerous and compassionate person. He was humble and caring. He
wanted the best for our parish community and so he set about building a new church. That was quite an
undertaking in the 1950s, in a parish where money was very scarce. I was also influenced by my father’s cousin
who was a priest in the Silesian order in England. He came to visit us every year and he always seemed to be
happy and good-humoured. I thought it cannot be too bad a life, if there are so many that I know who are so
happy in this work or vocation.
The priests were in those days like community leaders, involved in the lives of the people from birth until
death. They played a major part in the social, community and religious life of the parish. Some of the priests in
my parish made a great impact on us as young fellas. They trained us to be altar-boys, took us on outings, trained
us for football and took a general interest in our progress in school. The only abuse I got was a clip on the ear
from a local curate when somebody reported me for carrying on in the bus to the school.
I was aware from a young age that there was a political border in our country. I was also becoming consciously
by the age of about ten or eleven that there were two classes in our society, even within the Catholic community—
the well-off and the poor; “the haves” and “the have nots”. I felt it in the early days when my father was
sometimes unemployed, when I saw the big houses and the cars that some people owned, when I heard the
collection being read out at mass and the large sums being paid by a few compared to the small sums of the
majority. It’s not that we were wanting for food or clothes but I did feel that there were people who seemed to be a
lot better off than we were, people who had money and property. There were a lot of families in the parish like our
own who were finding it hard to make ends meet. …
222.196 Excerpt from Gallery Whispers\fn{by Matthew Quintin Jardine (1945- )} Motherwell, North Lanarkshire,
England, United Kingdom (M) 12
1
“How many feminists does it take to change a light bulb?” She looked at him across the dinner table, with a
light, indulgent smile.
“Okay,” she said, quietly. “Let’s have it.” He beamed, in his small triumph.
“One!”—he barked the word out, and in that instant his heavy eyebrows seemed to slam together in a frown
—“and that's not funny!” Olive shook her head.
“You’re not wrong there.” Lauren, seated on his right, looked up at her father.
“I don’t get that, Dad.” He grinned.
“No, I suppose you’re still a couple of years short of getting it.”
“Oh,” said the child. “Do you have to be twelve before you can be a feminist?”
Neil gazed down at her, bland innocence written on her small round face, and realised yet again that if ever
there was a mother’s daughter it was Lauren Barbara McIlhenney. A small hand tugged at his shirt-sleeve.
“Daddy, Daddy!” Spencer shouted, eagerly. “Did you hear the one about the Hearts\fn{ Heart of Midlothian Football
Club:H} supporter who went into a pub with an alligator?” He laughed as he ruffled his son’s thick fair hair.
“Aye, I did, Spence, often. The first time I heard it, it was a Celtic supporter that had the alligator. Don’t you
go telling that sort of joke outside, though. You could get into real trouble if the wrong lad heard you.”
“And you could get into real trouble if the wrong woman heard you tell that other one,” Olive countered.
“Wherever did you pick it up anyway?”
“From Karen Neville.”
“Neville? Isn’t she the new DS in Andy Martin’s office?”
“That’s the one. Not so new now, though. She’s been there a right few weeks now.”
“Mum, can Spence and me leave the table? It’s nearly time for the Holiday programme.”
She turned to her daughter and raised an eyebrow. It was enough.
“Sorry. May Spence and I leave the table?”
“That’s better. Have both of you finished all your homework?”Lauren and Spencer nodded in tandem.
“Very well; you may.” Neil McIlhenney gazed at his children as they ran from the small dining room and
across the hall.
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“A gentleman's family,” his father-in-law, Joe Baxter, had pronounced after Spencer’s birth. Son and daughter.
One of each.
“I’ll get the coffee,” he said, rising from his carver chair. “You want milk in yours, or just black?”
“Have we any of that Bailey’s left?” she asked him. “If so, I’ll take some of that in it.” He nodded.
Olive, in her turn, watched her husband as he left the room. Neil wasn’t exactly fat, but over the thirteen years
of their marriage, he had gained over two stone. Sure, he had a massive frame to carry it, but still, every time she
thought of Chic, his father, and remembered the sudden awfulness of his death at the party for Spencer’s
christening, she felt a pang of fear for him. Chic had been fifty-four, a big, bulky man like his son. And he was
only two years short of forty.
Without warning she felt another type of pang as the cough reflex kicked in. Neil, in the kitchen, heard the
paroxysm, then the quick puff of the inhaler as the fit settled down. This wasn’t right; it wasn’t bloody right.
Anybody who knew them well would have realised that, simply by the fact that he was there making the coffee.
Everyone in their circle knew that Olive couldn’t stand his bloody coffee. Christ, she’d told them often enough.
He either used too much or not enough, or ruined it by putting in too much milk, or made it straight from a boiling
kettle and damn near scalded her. Now here she was letting him make the Kenco without a murmur. Indeed it was
not bloody right.
“D’you not think you should go back to the doctor?” he asked, as he set a mug, its contents heavily laced with
the last of the Irish cream liqueur, on the coaster which lay before her on the table. She shot him the stare; the full,
high-intensity spine-chiller that he knew so well, the laser look she could snap on in an instant. “Olive’s Silencer”,
her colleagues called it in the staff-room, in their awe at her ability to bring order to the rowdiest class without
ever raising her voice.
“No, I do not,” she retorted. “I have asthma. The doctor’s told me that, and she’s given me my inhaler. She
warned me that the cough would come and go.”
“It’s the “go” part that I’m concerned about, love. Surely she could give you something that would settle it a
bit quicker.”
“I’ll be all right,” she snapped. “Now pack it in. Change the subject. What sort of a day did you have? What’s
the news on the Chief?” Neil backed off, for that moment at least.
“He’s coming on,” he said. “The boss says that he has another appointment with the heart specialist in Spain
next Tuesday. If that goes okay they’ll let him come home, provided that they take at least three days for the
journey and that Lady Proud does most of the driving.”
“When will he be back at work?”
“There’s no news on that yet. I understand from the boss that one of the force examiners will have to pass him
fit before he can come back. The moment can’t come soon enough for Big Bob, I can tell you. He hates every day
he spends in that office.” Olive smiled.
“I’m sure he’s just saying that, in case anyone thinks he’s trying to undermine the Chief. He’s probably loving
it, really.” Her husband shook his head.
“DCC Skinner is many things, but he ain’t that subtle. He doesn’t like being tied to a desk, and he never will.
I’m his executive assistant. I know this.”
“What if the Chief doesn’t come back?” she asked. “What would he do then?”
“Ah, but the Chief will be back. It was only a mild heart attack. They’ve put him on light medication and given
him a diet.” He paused, and she seized her chance.
“Speaking of diets, Neil McIlhenney; you could do with losing some weight.” Elbows on the table, shoulders
hunched, head bowed, he looked across at her; his look this time, out from under his heavy, beetling eyebrows
with a secret smile that went right into her soul, and told her, far more eloquently than the words which now they
used to each other only occasionally, how much he loved her.
“Christ,” he rumbled in his slow, deep voice. “She sits there with bloody Bailey’s in her coffee, and tells me to
lose weight!”
2
He watched her as she slept. She lay on her right side, and although he could not see her face, he knew that her
hand would be on the pillow, the thumb gently brushing her lips in an unconscious gesture which he had always
guessed was a relic of a childhood habit. Her dark hair, thick and wavy, tousled at the ends from their energetic
love-making, clung to her neck and shoulders.
Her back was to him as he looked at her, admiring the curve of her hip in profile against the street light which
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shone outside their curtained window. He had lain like this often before, sometimes unable to keep from touching
her, from running a finger-tip softly down her spine, knowing what it did to her and that within a few minutes she
would be awake and they would be locked together again.
Yet on this night her turned back seemed to him to be a rejection, for all her commitment in their coupling only
a few hours before. It had been satisfying for each of them, yet there had been none of the sense of spiritual union
which they had known at the beginning of their partnership. That was one of the things which had set her apart
from the other women who had lain in his bed, before he had found her and she had tamed him. Yet now it was, at
best misplaced, or worse, he feared, lost.
“What’s the matter?” She did not stir as she spoke her question, but her voice was clear, and wide-awake.
“Nothing,” he answered, softly. “I’m just thinking, that’s all.”
“About what?”
“Och, just the job. You know.”
“But the job’s been quiet for the last wee while.” She paused. “Are you still having flashbacks to that man with
the gun?” He shook his head at once.
“No. Absolutely not. That’s only happened to me that one time, a couple of days after it happened.”
“Something else then?” She rolled onto her back and looked up at him, frowning. “Not Ariel, surely.”
He smiled at her concern: a small, sad smile.
“No, no; not her. That was a long time ago, and she’s dead. She never really existed, in fact.”
“Ah, but she did. And so did her brother. Once or twice … no, more than that … I’ve wakened in the night
thinking of him, and had to hang on to you, to drive the fright away.”
“Nonetheless, they’re in the past.”
“So?” she demanded. “What's bugging you?”
“Nothing,” he insisted. “I just can’t sleep.” No one could snort like Alex.
“Andy Martin,” she exclaimed, as she propped herself up on both elbows. “You are one of the world’s great
sleepers. If you are lying awake in the dark, there is some reason for it. Come on, out with it.” He reached out his
left hand to cup her breast, but she shied away from him.
“That won’t work. Tell me, what’s the problem?” He looked into her eyes.
“I think we might be.” She frowned, quickly.
“Rubbish,” she said at once, but there was a defensiveness in her voice which proved she didn’t believe her
own denial. He reached out his hand again, touching her forehead as if to rub away the frown lines.
“Alexis Skinner,” he whispered. “You can tell me all night that there’s nothing wrong, but you still won’t make
either of us believe it. I’m afraid … and I mean that literally, because it does scare me … that you and I are losing
our way. When we got together, we had a shared vision of what we wanted: each other, above all else. I still feel
that way. If I had to I’d give up everything I have, and walk away from everything I’ve achieved. just to be with
you. But you’ve changed.”
“I haven’t,” she protested. “I love you just as much as I always did. I want you just as much.”
“Then why do you keep changing your mind about marrying me?”
“I haven’t. Anyway, that’s not the issue.” He grunted.
“No, it’s not, is it. It’s the issue that’s the issue.”
“Ah, now we’re getting to it.” She fired back at him, suddenly. “You’re still on about the baby thing. I thought
we’d agreed that we’d start thinking about a family in five years.”
“Aye,” he said, “but there’s a basic principle wrapped up in there, isn’t there, about levels of commitment to
each other.” Her frown was back.
“Ah,” she countered. “Andy says that he'd walk away from everything for Alex, so she must say the same
thing. Is that it?” It was his turn to look defensive.
“That's sentimental, emotional, hypothetical crap, and not worthy of you. You’ve had achievements; you’ve
got a successful career that you say you’d give up for love; well, good for you, boy. But surely I’m entitled to
some professional fulfilment of my own? Or are you really and truly saying that you expect me to put aside all my
ambitions to satisfy your need to extend your line?”
“Hey, hey,” he soothed her. “I’m not saying that at all. Apart from your dad, there’s no one who thinks more of
your ability and your potential than I do. I’m sorry about going back to the baby thing. That was a cheap shot.
Listen, if you want to become the managing partner of Curle Anthony and Jarvis, I’ll back you all the way. If you
want to become a QC, I’m all for that too.I don't begrudge you your ambitions, my darling. But I’m coming to
believe that as you pursue them, you’ll leave me behind; you’ll outgrow me. I’m afraid that’s starting to happen
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already. When we got together you were a student. Now you've been marked out for stardom within your firm.
And I can see the effect it’s having on you. For the last few days, there have been times when I’ve had the feeling
that you’ve been trying to distance yourself from me in some way. Deny it if you will, but that’s how I see it. and I
can only blame it on one thing; Curle Anthony and bloody Jarvis.” He shifted his weight on his elbow.
“Listen, I do my job damn well, I think, and I’m completely committed to it, but I’m not in love with it. You
are with yours. One day you may feel that you have to choose between it and me, and maybe that day’s coming
close. That’s what keeps me awake at night.” She leaned over and kissed him.
“Would it help if we got married next month?” she asked. He looked sadder than ever.
“No, love, it wouldn’t. If my fears are real, it wouldn’t change a damn thing. You have to be all you can be,
with, or if it has to be, without me. You’re your father’s daughter, and I can’t change that.”
“So what are you saying?” He gave a sigh so deep that her hair moved on its breeze.
“I suppose I’m asking myself whether it will hurt even more later than it would if we split now … if I backed
off to let you concentrate full time on your career. I know how I would feel about it. But maybe for both our
sakes, you should ask yourself the same question.” He looked at her solemn face, at her averted eyes.
“Yes, maybe you—” As if it had been waiting for the perfect moment to intervene, the bedside phone burst into
life.
“Fucking thing has a mind of its own,” Martin snarled, but still he turned to pick it up.
“Yes!” he snapped.
“Sorry, Andy,” said Brian Mackie, on the other end of the line, “but I’ve just had a call out to a suspicious
death, in a steading development out near Whitekirk. From what I’ve been told it’s a murder for sure. I’m just
leaving for the scene. Do you want to turn out?” The Head of CID looked at his fiancée, hating what he saw in her
eyes.
“Aye,” he answered. “I think that would be a good idea.”
3
James Andrew Skinner had always been, by any reasonable measurement, a considerate child. But cutting back
teeth can upset the calmest temperament, so Sarah and Bob had shared floor-walking duties until finally, at around
five am, their younger son had settled down. They had been asleep themselves for little more than an hour when
Brian Mackie had called, to ask Sarah if she could attend the scene of the Whitekirk death.
Bob sat at the kitchen table, nursing his first coffee of the day, watching his wife as she fed frozen bread into
the four-slice toaster. He grinned at her.
“I never fail to be impressed by the way you can eat breakfast before you go out to look at a body.” She turned
towards him, returning his smile.
“Ah, but it doesn’t always stay down,” she countered. “Remember that one in Advocates’ Close, before we
were married?”
Skinner shuddered as the vision of that wet November morning reprinted itself in his mind’s eye, for the
thousandth time. “How could I ever forget it? I was perfectly okay at murder scenes up until then, but from that
moment on I haven’t looked at a victim without feeling queasy.”
“Think yourself lucky then. Now you’re Deputy Chief Constable—acting Chief, even—you don’t have to do
that any more.” He knew that her remark was bait, but he rose to it nonetheless.
“Not so. I’ll always lead from the front as long as I’m in this job, you know that. I might be past my sell-by
date when it comes to looking at people who’ve been burned to a crisp or had their brains blown all over the
walls, but it doesn’t mean I’ll run away from the duty if I think that it’s required of me. It doesn’t matter what
office I’m in, if I think it’ll help the effort or if I feel that it’s expected of me, I’ll be there.” Her eyes narrowed,
very slightly.
“What?”
“‘It doesn’t matter what office I’m in’,” she threw back at him. “Hey, what happened to all that stuff about you
not wanting to be a Chief Constable? Are you getting to enjoy sitting in Jimmy’s chair?”
He smiled again, this time at her sharpness in leading him onto her hook. He accepted the slice of buttered
toast which she offered him, and took a bite.
“I’ll never enjoy sitting in Jimmy’s chair,” he said finally. “Precisely because it is his chair. I want to see him
make a full recovery from this heart scare, and come back to work. Then I want him to stay in post—health
permitting—right up to retirement age. When it is time for him to go, I’ll think seriously about my own ambitions;
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and my obligations even, to my force and my family. But just between you and me, over the last couple of weeks,
I’ve been asking myself how I’d feel about someone else doing the job.”
“And how would you?” Sarah asked.
“Well,” he answered. “I’ve been thinking through the likely candidates. There’s not one of them couldn’t get
both feet into one of Sir James’s shoes, far from filling them both. It would be very difficult for me to work with
anyone else, apart maybe, from Willie Haggerty in Strathclyde—and there isn’t a cat’s chance of him getting it.”
“So you will go for the job when Jimmy retires?”
“Unless I decide to quit at the same time as him.” She was rarely surprised by him, not any more, but as she
looked at him astonishment shone in her big hazel eyes.
“You wouldn’t do that. You’re wedded to the force.” He stood up, laughing lightly and took her in his arms.
“Wrong, Doctor Sarah Grace Skinner. I am wedded to you and no one else, and from now on I will do what’s
best for us and not me. For all I might chunter on to big Neil about being tied to a desk, I have never been as
happy with my life as I am right now. That’s because of the rock it’s built on, namely you and the kids.”
“McIlhenney, eh,” she mused. “I’ll bet you're giving him a hard time just now. How’s he doing? I haven’t seen
him for a few weeks.”
“I’m not giving him a hard time at all. Mind you, he has been a bit quiet lately; probably feeling as desk-bound
as me. I’ll cure that, though; I’ve got a job lined up for him.”
“What, out of your office?”
“No. Representing my office. It’ll mean guaranteed nine-to-five working for a while so Olive will like it too.”
“Sounds like a departure for Neil. You’ll have him carrying a briefcase next. What is it?”
“Just something I’ve cooked up with the other chiefs. It’s a national problem but it’s been agreed that we’ll coordinate it. I’m going to talk to him and Andy about it today.” He squeezed her bottom, then turned her towards
the door.
“That’s all I can tell you about it: it’s cloak and dagger stuff. So now, you’d better take your wee bag and get
off to certify Mackie’s stiff. If Andy turns up at the scene, tell him I want to see him this morning; ask him to tie
up a time for a meeting with Gerry.”
“I’ll do that,” she said, nodding as she spoke. “Are you sure you’re okay to stay here until the nanny arrives?”
“Yeah, that’s fine.”
“Good, because if the guys want a quick postmortem, I might just go straight on into Edinburgh and do it
myself.”
4
Even in the dark of the late autumn morning, Sarah reached Oldbarns, finding her way along the twisting
country roads which she knew so well, in only fifteen minutes. Nestling on the edge of a wood a mile south of the
hamlet of Whitekirk, it was one of a number of previously abandoned steadings throughout East Lothian which
had been rescued by private developers and returned to use as homes. In its transformed existence, the occupants
were no longer farm workers; instead they tended to be city dwellers who had developed a middle-aged hankering
for country life.
She could see the blue lights of the ambulance and the police vehicles ahead of her as she steered her
Freelander carefully along the narrow, tree-lined approach way from the A198. She came to a halt next to a patrol
car, its Day-glo flashes shining in her headlights until she switched them off.
The death house was at the end of one of three rows of terraced cottages, built of red stone blocks, with black
slate roofs. Lights shone in all but one of the dwellings, which formed three sides of a rectangle, around an open
green space. The fourth was a long barn, which had been adapted to provide covered parking. As she glanced
around the small community, faces looked back at her from several windows. Detective Superintendent Brian
Mackie stood in the doorway as she walked up the path.
“Hello, Sarah,” he said, nodding his bald, domed head in greeting. “They always seem to happen at night,
don’t they. Your client’s through in the back.”
She stepped inside, following him across the entrance hall and through a door at the other side, into a big
farmhouse style kitchen. There a figure sat, slumped in a varnished captain’s chair, drawn up to a heavy oak table.
The woman had her back to Sarah. Her head, which lolled on her right shoulder, was covered by a clear plastic
bag. Like the hood of a hanged man, it was tight around the neck; secured not by a rope, but by heavy black
adhesive tape.
“When was she found?” Mackie glanced at his watch.
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“Just over two hours ago. They have a milk round out here, believe it or not. The guy was putting the pinta on
the front doorstep, and looked through the window.” He nodded towards closed double doors behind him.
“Those lead through to the dining room. They were open, and he could look right through. There was enough
light from that table lamp over there to let him see what had happened. Milkmen have mobile phones these days,
so he called us right away. The two officers from the car outside broke in through the back door and found her.”
“So what made you ring the bell for a full-scale murder investigation?” Taken by surprise, Sarah and the
superintendent looked back towards the kitchen door, through which Andy Martin had come silently into the
room. “I’ve seen suicides that looked like this, plastic bag and all.”
“The black tape, sir,” said Mackie, formal in the presence of the uniformed woman constable who stood behind
the Head of CID. “Bright young PC Cowan here reckoned that if the woman had fastened the tape round her own
neck, there would have been a roll of the stuff and scissors, lying on the table in front of her. As you can see, there
isn’t. PC Cowan even put on her gloves and had a look in all the drawers and cupboards. It’s not there either.”
“Fair enough.” The chief superintendent nodded. “Good work, Constable,” he said to the girl at his side. “Mr.
Mackie will make sure that your divisional commander hears of this.” He turned back to the other detective.
“Are Arthur Dorward’s lot on the way?”
“Yes.”
“In that case we’d all better get our big feet out of here and avoid contaminating this scene any further. Doctor,
can you certify death without disturbing the plastic bag? I want to leave her until she’s been photographed.”
“Sure.” Sarah laid her small case on the table, opened it and took out a pen-light. Whats wrong with Andy? she
thought as she crouched down beside the body. He hasn’t called me “Doctor” in years.
The dead woman’s eyes were open. There was no flicker of reaction when she shone the torch on her pupils.
“There’s no fear in her expression,” she said, quietly, to the two detectives as she worked. “She looks perfectly
calm.” She held her wrist for a few moments, confirming the absence of pulse, then looked closely at it, and at the
other.
“No marks on her either; at least none that I can see. Nothing to indicate that she’s been restrained while this
was done, then untied afterwards.” Sarah looked into the woman's face once more. In life she had been attractive,
in her early middle age, with dark hair showing only a few strands of gray. Then something caught her eye;
something so incongruous that she kicked herself mentally for not noticing it right away.
“Andy. Brian. She’s wearing make-up.” She lifted one of the dead wrists and sniffed at it.
“And perfume too. If you look in her bedroom, you’ll probably find a bottle or a spray of a fragrance called
Joy. Whatever happened to this lady, she got herself dolled up for it.” She leaned forward and peered closely at
the plastic bag.
“Oh yes,” she whispered, “that tells me a lot.”She stood up and closed her bag.
“Okay,” she pronounced, her voice sharp and professional once more. “You have formal certification of death.
About four hours ago, I’d say; subject to autopsy confirmation.”
“The cause of death will turn out to be asphyxiation, I assume,” said Martin, as Mackie ushered them from out
of the kitchen, to await the arrival of Detective Inspector Arthur Dorward and his squad of crime scene
technicians.
“Don’t assume,” Sarah replied. 'I could see no marks on the plastic bag. If she’d suffocated, I’d expect to find
lipstick smears, from where she’d tried to suck in air.”
“Maybe she didn’t try,” the Head of CID suggested.
“She didn’t: but not because she had willed herself to stop breathing. You can’t do that; it’s a reflex. There’s
something else here. I’d say that this woman died, or at least became deeply unconscious, before she had a chance
to suffocate. I’ll tell you the whole story after the autopsy. D’you want me to do it, or do you want Joe Hutchison
in on this one?”
“You do it, Sarah,” said Martin. “If you feel you need a second opinion, call him in, but you handle it in the
first instance. You’ve picked up the ball, so run with it as far as you can.” He turned to Mackie.
“Who was she, Brian?”
“The owner of the cottage is a Mrs. Gaynor Weston. I’m assuming that’s her in there. But that’s all I have for
now. Maggie Rose should be here soon, with some CID reinforcements. She’ll direct the interviews with the
neighbours and so on. Once Arthur’s people have dusted the place fully, I’ll look for personal papers, and see
what they tell me. The first thing we'll need to do is locate a next of kin.”
“Too right,” the Head of CID agreed. “When we do we’ll need to be careful how much information we give.
From the way this looks, the next of kin, or another close relative, could be the prime suspect. This woman was
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killed by someone close to her; someone she trusted.”
“And,” said Sarah, quietly, “she was a willing victim.”
“So that means—” She cut Mackie short.
“Yes, it means that this looks like an assisted suicide.”
“I agree.” Andy Martin frowned. “But that's not what the Procurator Fiscal will call it. There’s no such thing in
the eyes of the law. The charge here will be murder, and the penalty will be life imprisonment.”
5
“How did it look out at Oldbarns, Andy?” Skinner asked, as his Head of CID settled into a low chair around
the coffee table in the Chief Constable’s office, just after midday.
“Very neat and orderly, boss,” Martin replied. “The victim is a forty-three-year-old woman, Gaynor Weston.
She was a training consultant, self-employed. Lived alone; divorced from her husband, Professor Nolan Weston,
seven years ago. Next of kin is Raymond Weston, her only son, aged eighteen, just started his first term at
Aberdeen University. Mrs Weston was seated at her kitchen table with a bag over her head, secured tightly by
black tape. There was no sign of forced entry to the house, and nothing appeared to have been disturbed.
Dorward’s people found two plates, cups, saucers and cutlery in the dishwasher. It had been run, though; every
damn thing in it was fingerprint-free. There were two long-stemmed wine glasses on the draining board, and an
empty bottle of Mouton Cadet on the table. Each of the glasses still had traces of wine in them, and one had
lipstick on the rim, the same shade as Mrs. Weston’s. The team tried to lift prints from them, but they were too
badly smeared.”
“What about the bag?” Skinner grunted.
“It was strong, clear polythene, unmarked. No brand name on it, no store name; nothing at all. There were no
others like it in the house or in the garden shed, nor was there any sign of the black tape. We’ve looked
everywhere now; someone took it away, for sure.”
“Probably brought it too. The ex: what do we know about him? What does he profess? Do we know yet?”
Martin nodded.
“Brian Mackie had all that before ten o’clock this morning. He’s a surgeon. He has a chair at Edinburgh
University, and works mostly at the Western General Hospital.”
“Mmm. Divorced for seven years, you say. Did Mrs. Weston have any man friends?”
“Apparently so. Maggie found a neighbour, a Ms Joan Ball, another single woman, who claims to have been a
close pal. According to her, Mrs. Weston was having a relationship with one of her clients, a guy called Terry
Futcher. He runs an advertising agency, and he’s married. The husband was still around, as well. They stayed
friends after the split—”
“Do we know why they were divorced?” the DCC asked.
“It seems to have been her idea. She told Joan Ball that she just wanted her own space. She wanted the
freedom to be herself, she said. After they parted, the boy stayed with his father during the school term and with
her during the holidays. The Prof has a cottage up in the Highlands and occasionally the three of them went up
there together. He’d visit her at the steading on occasion too. Joan Ball knew not to call on her when she saw his
car there … or Futcher’s for that matter.”
“And did these cars stay all night?”
“Of course.”
“Did she see any cars there last night?”
“No, she didn’t,” Martin replied. “She was out herself, and got home well after midnight. She said that
Gaynor’s lights were on, but other than her own, there was no car at the door. She’d have noticed if either of the
blokes were there.”
“Did the Prof know about Futcher?”
“Yes. But Ms Ball didn’t think that the boyfriend knew about him.” Skinner shook his steel-gray head.
“Shit. Two-timing the married boyfriend with the single ex-husband. That’s a nice twist.” Martin smiled,
suddenly and wickedly.
“Who said the ex is single?” he asked. “Professor Weston married his secretary five years ago.”
“Jesus!” The acting Chief Constable laughed out loud. “Two cheated wives, a cuckolded lover, and an exhusband with a guilty secret. There seems to have been a whole queue of people with a reason to top this woman.”
“Except,” countered the Head of CID, “that Sarah's thinking, and mine, is that Gaynor Weston topped herself,
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with assistance. Now why would she want to do that? According to Joan Ball’s account, she was living the life of
Reilly.”
“Could you and Sarah be wrong?” The DCS frowned at his friend.
“The postmortem may show that, but I don’t think so.”
“Then I hate the sound of this one,” Skinner said. 'Unless we get a clear DNA link to the helper … suppose
they made love before they did it … it could be a bastard to prove. Christ, I almost wish this person had been just
a wee bit cleverer; hadn’t left the second glass, and most of all that the bugger had left that roll of black tape …
stuck, preferably, to Mrs. Weston’s fingers. If he … or she … had done that simple thing, we’d be reporting this
one as a suicide, and saving ourselves a lot of work; and probably grief.” He frowned.
“Did she leave a note?”
“No. We turned the place inside out; even looked in her computer. Nothing at all.”
“Apart from her gentlemen callers, did Mrs. Weston have a big circle of friends?”
“Yes. Her diary was chock-full.”
“In that event, all those people will have to be checked out—as indeed will the very helpful Ms Ball, if she’s as
close a pal as she told Brian. At the moment she’s our only witness. I wonder if she has a roll of black tape in her
toolbox?”
“Let’s wait for good Doctor Sarah’s postmortem report,” said Martin. “Once we have that we’ll have a better
idea of the basis of our investigation. If we do find ourselves with a lot of interviewing to do, I’ll give Brian extra
resources to handle it, if he needs them.” The Head of CID looked across to the far end of the big room, as Gerry
Crossley, the Chief Constable’s secretary, came in carrying a tray with two mugs and a plate of biscuits.
“Apart from all that, though, sir,” he said, as the young man placed the tray on the coffee table, “why did you
want to see me?”
“I want to brief you on something that’s developed. And to ask your view on what I intend to do about it.” He
paused, as the door closed behind the secretary.
“I’ve called a meeting of heads of Special Branch from all eight Scottish police forces; two o’clock this
afternoon, in this building. But before I get round to that, let’s deal with the really important stuff. Sarah called me
from Edinburgh Royal, while she was waiting for the body to arrive from Oldbarns. She said that she was worried
about you; that you weren’t yourself this morning. I can tell just from looking at you that she’s right. What’s up,
son?”
Martin picked up his mug, took a sip to test the temperature, then a mouthful. He held it, cradled in both hands,
for several seconds, staring across the room and out of the long window. Finally his gaze swung round to Skinner.
“It’s Alex and me,” he said, at last. “We’re in bother. I think we might be breaking up.”
There was an edge to the silence which filled the room. Andy looked at his friend, trying to gauge his reaction.
“Anybody else involved?” Bob asked quietly.
“Yes,” Martin replied. “But not in the sense you mean. Mitchell Laidlaw’s the problem; Laidlaw, and the
mighty firm of Curle Anthony and Jarvis. With every day she spends there, Alex’s ambitions are becoming more
clear. Before she graduated, they were vague, and involved going to the Bar. Under Mitch’s influence she’s
become hooked on litigation. That’s the specialist area she wants to follow, and being Alex, she’s only interested
in becoming the best there is.”
“Do you begrudge her that?”
“No, I don’t. But her ambition and my hopes for the two of us don’t fit together any more. We’ve been dancing
around this for a while now. This morning I brought it to a head. I asked her whether she wants to break off our
engagement to concentrate on her career.” Skinner gasped.
“That’s a bit heavy, Andy, isn’t it?”
“Maybe it is. But she didn’t say ‘no’.”
The silence returned, ever more palpable. Bob stood up, walked over to the window and looked out.
“Is this purely about Alex?” he asked, quietly. “Or does her mother come into it too?”
“What d’you mean?”
“You know bloody well what I mean. You tell me you see her career as a rival; but are you coloured in that by
what you know about Myra? Let’s not piss about: Alex’s mother was a serial adulteress. Are you asking yourself
whether this new-found ambition of hers, this lusting after something other than you, might be some sort of
genetic inheritance setting itself free?” Martin threw back his head.
“Jesus, Bob!” The words burst out in a great gasp.
“Alex isn’t a bit like her mother. It’s you she takes after, and that’s what really worries me. I’m sorry to be so
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blunt, but all that time that Myra was screwing around, you hadn’t the faintest idea of it, because you were so
wrapped up in the job. If she hadn’t been killed, your marriage would probably have gone on.” Skinner snorted.
“You think it would have survived her being pregnant by another man?”
“Sure. She’d either have had the kid aborted without your knowledge, or she’d just have told you that it was
yours. You’d never have doubted that for a second.” The big man's eyes narrowed.
“So my family’s subordinate to my job is it?” he whispered.
“No it’s not,” Martin snapped. “Not any more. You’ve sorted out your priorities. But you’ve done it from a
position at the top of the tree. Alex hasn’t, and she’s only just started to climb. I hadn’t thought of it this way
before, but if I think of you and Myra, then look at Alex and me, the roles are reversed. I’m not saying for one
moment that I’m afraid Alex will start sleeping around: but sometimes I’m not so sure about me.”
“Ahh Christ,” said Skinner wearily, shaking his head. “Life’s never easy, pal, is it. Look take it from me, my
daughter loves you. Do you love her?”
“Of course.”
“Well? Isn’t that enough?”
“That’s what I’m asking Alex. So far, I’ve had no answer, just silence. And to me, that’s speaking volumes.”
6
There is nothing especially mysterious about Special Branch. Every police force has such a unit within its
organisation, and they link loosely together into a network which is responsible for protecting the public against
subversion, terrorism and other threats outside the bounds of run-of-the-mill criminal activity.
Nevertheless, looking at the eight officers, seven men and one woman, who were seated at the conference table
as he came into the room, Bob Skinner experienced an unusual sense of personal power, and pride. He was Chief
Constable only on a temporary basis, during the absence of Sir James Proud, struck down by a mild heart attack
while on holiday in Spain. Sir John Govan, the outgoing Strathclyde Chief, and new security adviser to the
Secretary of State, could easily have assumed command of the operation he was about to outline, and yet it was
Govan himself who had proposed Skinner for the task.
“Bob has a track record in this type of situation,” he had said. “The rest of us are pen-pushers by comparison,
so let’s all of us agree to put our people under his command until this crisis is resolved.”
Skinner and the two men who had accompanied him into the room took their places at the head of the table. As
they did so, the eight others looked at them in complete surprise. The DCC scanned their faces. Detective
Inspector Mario McGuire, his own Special Branch chief, Superintendent Harry McGuigan from Strathclyde, then
Lorraine Morrison, from Tayside, Walter Paton, from Central, Joe Impey from Dumfries and Galloway, Brian
Burns from Fife, Andrew Macintosh, from Grampian and Ian Evans from Northern, detective inspectors all.
“Good afternoon, people,” he said briskly. “Welcome to Fettes, and thank you all for getting here promptly. I
know that in your roles as heads of Special Branch, you maintain regular contact with each other, so wholesale
introductions aren’t necessary. However, for those of you who don’t know my companions, the officer on my
right is Detective Chief Superintendent Andy Martin, my Head of CID, and on my left is Detective Sergeant Neil
McIlhenney, my Executive Assistant. Mr. Martin is here as my deputy in these matters. I’ll explain DS
McIlhenney's role later.
“Now, to business. All of you, even Mario McGuire, my own head of Special Branch, thought that this was
going to be an ordinary liaison meeting. It isn’t, and for that small deception, I apologise.
“So why the hell are you here? Don’t worry, I’m going to tell you, but first, I want to say this. You all work on
a confidential basis, and know the importance of keeping your mouths shut. This meeting isn’t just confidential,
it’s Top Secret. Neither its existence nor its subject are to be discussed with anyone, other than members of this
group, or with your own Chief Constables. In this instance, all of you are working directly under my command, so
that’s an order.” He picked up McGuire’s glance.
“Yes, Mario, that applies to you too. I know your wife’s a Detective Chief Inspector, but she doesn’t need to
know about this.” Skinner looked round the table.
“You’ll all remember a couple of years ago, when we had major problems here in Edinburgh with a gang of
terrorists at the Festival.” There was a general murmur of confirmation round the table, and a few nods.
“Well this time, we may have something similar on our hands. Like all of you,” he continued, “I'm part of a
secret network. Mr. Martin, Neil and Mario are aware of this, and now you should be too, if only so that you
understand the strength of what we’re dealing with here. Sir John Govan may have taken over from me as the
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Secretary of State’s security adviser and good luck to him—”only Martin and McIlhenney caught the edge of
bitterness in Skinner’s tone—“but that doesn’t affect my links with, or my position within, MI5.” He paused, to
let his words sink in.
“Last weekend, the Director General had a call from his opposite number in the Secret Intelligence Service.
The Cold War may be long behind us, but as we’ve seen all too often, that doesn’t make the world a less
dangerous place, or take away the need to gather knowledge of potential threats to our national interests. There are
some people out there who are potential threats to everyone. They’re for hire, and the skill they sell is violence.
The media call them international terrorists, but that’s too broad a description. Very few of them are motivated by
creed or belief; their driving force is large lumps of cash paid into Swiss bank accounts. They are not street
criminals. You won’t find them behind any gang murders, not in the States, not here, not in Russia, not anywhere.
They are what the boys in the CIA really do call wet workers; assassins for hire to take out political and other
targets. There are no formal qualifications required, but in fact most of them are ex-special forces. All of the major
intelligence services have a list of these people. They know who they are, where they’re based, the identities they
use, the type of job they handle. There’s a database in Langley which lists them all, and which even shows their
operational records. We have partial access to it.” He smiled, softly.
“Partial, because the CIA is understandably shy about even us getting to know which projects they’ve
sponsored themselves. As far as possible, these subjects are kept under constant observation by the Western
Intelligence services, who in this instance at least pool resources and information. But they’re good, these folk;
they’re aware of that, and whenever they’ve got something cooking, they simply drop out of sight, to reappear,
maybe somewhere else, maybe under another name once the job’s done. These patterns of movement actually
give a good picture of who was behind what. They also give the intelligence community a clear idea when a
project is under way.” Skinner looked round the table.
“That’s what’s happened here,” he said. “The message which MI6 passed to Five a few days ago, concerned
the disappearance of one Michael Hawkins from surveillance in Cape Town.” He looked around the table once
more.
“Michael Hawkins is the current identity of a man formerly known, during his service with the South African
army, as Hencke van Roost. Using a variety of names, other than those, he has completed projects for the
intelligence services of five different countries, and for at least six political or fundamentalist organisations. His
credits include the assassination by bomb, a few years back, of an Asian Head of State, a shooting in Dublin
which was thought to be gang-related but which in fact was carried out for political reasons, and the elimination
of a very high-profile international public figure … guess who? … in which the official verdict was accidental
death. When one of these people goes to ground, then naturally enough the intelligence services want to know
why—unless one of them already knows, in which case the word is passed discreetly to the sponsor’s friends.
“When Hawkins slipped his surveillance it took everyone by surprise. The first thought was that he had a role
in the recent US Embassy bombings in Africa, and was running for his life, or indeed that he might already have
lost it. But the US scotched that one. The Osama bin Laden terror group did have a specialist adviser in those
incidents, but he was taken out in the initial missile strike on Afghanistan. The Americans, however, did volunteer
information from one of their people, a woman who they had infiltrated into Hawkins’ close circle—that’s their
description; you work out what it means. This was quite a gesture on their part, since they’ve had to pull that
agent out of South Africa altogether, now that she’s been exposed. She gave them one clue, that was all. The only
thing Hawkins said when she asked him where he was going.
“He told her ‘I’m flying north for the winter’.” Skinner paused.
“‘For the winter,’ he said. That could be significant. I appreciate, lady and gentlemen, that it could also mean
anything, and as I speak the search for Hawkins is going on all over Europe, and in the US. However there is a
strong possibility that he might be coming here. I’ll explain that later. For now”—he turned to McIlhenney
—“Neil, if you would.” The big sergeant stood and walked to the far end of the table, where a slide projector
stood.
“Old-fashioned technology,” Skinner apologised, as his assistant flicked off the conference room lights and
switched on the projector. On the portable screen opposite a face appeared; a young man, in his early twenties,
with reddish blond hair, staring seriously at the camera.
“This is Hencke van Roost,” said the DCC, “as he looked when he enlisted in the South African Army at the
age of twenty-three. Before he signed on he completed an engineering degree at Massachusetts Institute of
Technology. He comes from a wealthy family, does our man. His father, who died a few years back, was a rancher
and wine producer.” McIlhenney pressed the button of the remote changer and the carousel turned, revealing a
1812

second photograph.
“He’s still van Roost in this one,” Skinner continued, “four years into his army service. By now he’s a captain
in Special Forces. This was taken on an operation in Namibia. The CIA agent copied it.”
The man was bare chested, wearing only green shorts, socks, and heavy boots. His hair was bleached even
more fair than it had been in the earlier image and he was smiling. A sub-machine-gun was slung over his
shoulder and three black men lay, sprawled awkwardly in death, at his feet. He nodded to his assistant, who
moved on to the next slide.
“She copied this one too,” he said, as the watchers gasped.
The South African’s grin was even wider. Again he was bare-chested, his muscles standing out impressively in
the sunlight as he stood, flanked by his fellow soldiers. There was a machete stuck in his belt, and in each hand he
held, by the hair, a glassy-eyed, mouth agape, severed white human head.
“The CIA managed to identify those two, believe it or not. They were Americans, hired by the Namibian
insurgents. Every time van Roost’s unit captured a mercenary, that was how they dealt with them. They were
known in every southern African battle zone as the Head-hunters.” Skinner paused.
“The platoon didn’t only work abroad. The Government used them to foment tribal violence in the townships.
It was even suggested that van Roost invented the necklace.” Lorraine Morrison shot him a puzzled look.
“You don't know about that fashion accessory, Inspector? It involves filling a car tyre with petrol, hanging it
round some poor bugger’s neck and setting it alight. It was common practice in the townships for a while, and
some say our man Hencke came up with the idea.”
He nodded to Mcllhenney once more, and a fourth photograph appeared on the screen. It could have been a
different person. This time the smile was gentle, perfectly civilised and framed by a thin moustache, while the
well-groomed hair was darker, more noticeably red. The man wore an expensively cut blazer, and his goldrimmed glasses made him look studious.
“During his eventful army career,” continued Skinner, “van Roost, not unnaturally, made many enemies. So,
after five years, when his tour was almost completed, the top brass did him a favour. They reported him killed in
action in Namibia, brought back an unrecognisable body, and had a funeral. A few months later, Mr. Michael
Hawkins, whom you see there, returned from an extensive spell in the US, and set up in practice in Cape Town as
a consultant civil engineer. His firm has done pretty well in the twelve years since then. Initially it was given a
leg-up with a few Government contracts, but it built up pretty quickly a list of significant private sector clients, in
South Africa and abroad. Today it has a staff of twenty—although there’s a vacancy since the CIA pulled their
woman out.” The DCC paused as McIlhenney turned off the projector, switched on the lights and resumed his
seat.
“He did other things for the former South African regime too,” he went on. “Ten years ago he paid a business
visit to the US, to advise the government on an office purchase in Chicago. While he was there, Samuel Tshabala,
the leader in exile of a radical black faction, was killed; shot by a sniper as he got into his car in San Francisco.
This was very embarrassing for the Americans; the guy had been under their protection, and more than a few
people in Africa accused them of setting him up. So the FBI and the CIA, in a rare show of co-operation, threw
everything at it. Eventually, the Bureau discovered that Mr. Michael Hawkins had entered the country ten days
before the hit, but had never left. They also discovered that one Peter Veivers, South African national, had left the
country through Los Angeles Airport on the day after, although when they checked, they found no record of his
ever having entered. They placed Veivers in a hotel in San Francisco, where he had stayed for seven days,
checking out on the morning of the shooting. By sheer chance, the Drug Enforcement Agency had been staking
out the same hotel during Veivers’ time there, waiting for a crowd of Colombians, and were able to give the
Bureau a piece of good quality video footage of their man, far better than they had taken from the house security
cameras. They handed over to the CIA at that point.
“Now as it happened, the Agency had been very interested in the late Hencke van Roost. He had killed a
couple of their people in Namibia—the very two you saw a few minutes ago, in fact—so they were very pleased
when they heard he was dead. They had his picture on file from his MIT days, and from South African press
coverage of his alleged death, so they made the connection quickly. Then they had a look at Mr. Michael
Hawkins, back at work in Cape Town, and put the whole story together.
“There was some talk of terminating him, there and then, but in the end they did something much more
sensible. They recruited him. Michael Hawkins was blackmailed into handling sticky jobs for the Agency, and
that really was the start of it.” Skinner leaned back.
“Okay,” he said, “I’ve been talking for long enough. Any questions so far?” DI Morrison raised a hand.
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“If he worked for the CIA, why did they have to plant someone in his office?”
“Because he doesn’t work for them alone; he works for virtually anyone, and he doesn’t ask Agency approval
before he takes on a job.” The DCC grinned.
“They might think they do, but the CIA don’t actually run the world. The Tshabala affair left them with egg on
their faces, and so did the Asian assassination I mentioned earlier; that man was a client too. So they put their spy
in Hawkins’ camp as a sort of early warning system.” Mario McGuire raised a hand.
“How many aliases does the guy use, sir?”
“Every time he goes under,” Skinner replied, “he does it under a new name, and he switches to another after
the job’s done.” McIlhenney shifted his massive frame in his seat.
“Can I ask a question, boss?”
“Of course. You’re not just here to work the projector.”
“Why does the present South African government tolerate someone like this?”
“Because chances are he’s worked for them too, in the past. No one knows for sure who set up Tshabala, but
the CIA were fairly certain that the ANC\fn{ African National Congress} were involved. That suspicion, was more or
less confirmed when the murder was taken off the agenda of the Truth and Reconciliation Commission. The awful
truth is that people like Hawkins are useful, very useful, for a time at least. They’re very good at what they do,
and they don’t have links to anyone.”
“So what are we to do with this guy if we catch him? Stick him on a plane to South Africa and let him carry on
in business?” Skinner glanced at Andy Martin, looked around the room, then back at Mcllhenney.
“Not this time, Neil. No one ties my hands, not in my own country or anywhere else. If Mr. Hawkins is coming
here on a project, then if we can, we will stop him—with whatever force is appropriate. If, by ill luck, he succeeds
in his objective, we’ll do our damnedest to make sure he doesn’t leave Scotland. But if he does, he’ll be hunted
down. I have a free hand in this. As I said, people like Hawkins are useful, for a time. This man’s time is up.
Wherever else he goes after this, it won’t be back to Cape Town.”
“The big question, though, Mr. Skinner,” said Superintendent Harry McGuigan. “Why would he come to
Scotland?”
“It hasn’t been announced yet, but in a couple of months’ time, in December, there will be a special meeting of
world Heads of Government and Finance Ministers, to consider the effect of the international response to the
continuing global economic crisis. It’s an initiative by our own Prime Minister, who as you’ll have noticed, likes
to cultivate his image on the international stage. Where?” He looked around the table at eight frowning faces.
“You’ve guessed it, people. Right here in Bonnie Scotland, in the Edinburgh International Conference Centre,
to be precise. The USA, Germany, France, Russia, the People’s Republic of China, Japan, Canada, Italy,
Singapore, Malaysia, Indonesia, and many others, have been invited to attend. Until now, the only people who
have known about this meeting have been the people involved, and their immediate advisers. The main players
agreed the timing and venue at the last G8 meeting. EICC don’t even know yet that they’re hosting it. So if
Michael Hawkins’ trip to Scotland is related to that, it points to someone on the invitation list having ordered a hit
on someone else. Now that might be a bad omen for international relations, but it’s a secondary issue for me. I
don’t need to remind you that a few years back a visiting Head of State was assassinated right here in Edinburgh.
The argument that he was better off dead cuts no ice with me: he was done on my patch. I swore then that such a
thing would never happen again. It won’t. I’ve been told that we don’t need to worry about protection in this case;
that will be the job of the military, advised by Sir John Govan. I don’t envy Jock his task. The army’s security
approach is usually based on deterrence. Hawkins won’t be scared off by any number of soldiers. He’s clever, he’s
resourceful and as far as anyone knows he has never failed. All he needs is one opening and the President of the
United States, or Russia, or our Prime Minister—Christ, maybe more than one of them—can kiss their arse
goodbye.” The DCC smiled, calmly.
“Lady and gentlemen,” he said, “we are going to prevent that. If Michael van Roost Hawkins is in Scotland,
we are going to find him. If he has yet to arrive we are going to try to nab him at his port of entry. You and your
officers all have no other task but this. Each of you will report progress to me, through Detective Sergeant
McIlhenney, on a daily basis. Any instructions Neil may give you, will be with my full authority. Watch the
airports, of course, but let’s proceed on the assumption that he’s here already. Your starting point will be to check
all landing cards completed by non-EU nationals on entry to the UK. You will receive full co-operation, if
necessary, from your opposite numbers in police forces in England and Wales. Remember that they do not need to
know what this is all about, nor should they. It’s quite possible that Hawkins will be travelling on a false EU
passport, and in that case there will be no landing card. So hotel checks are important too. He may have rented
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accommodation; speak to all the letting agencies in your areas. Of course, when you go to check the properties,
indeed whenever there’s a chance you could come face to face with this bloke, you will be armed. That’s not a
suggestion; it’s an order.” Skinner picked up a number of sealed envelopes which he had brought with him into
the room and handed them round.
“These are some photo fit treatments of Hawkins prepared by the people in MI5. They’re based on the last
photograph you saw and they show how he might look in a variety of disguises. One thing he can’t hide though.
Van Roost took a bullet in the right leg towards the end of his army days, and he’s walked with a limp ever since.
As well as the prints you’ll also find in those envelopes, DS McIlhenney’s office and home phone numbers, plus
my own and Mr. Martin’s.”
“Why would he come here so far ahead of the meeting, sir?” asked DI Burns, from Fife.
“Planning, Inspector. Planning. This map is meticulous in everything he does. If someone attending this
conference is his target then his track record says that he’ll come here weeks in advance, to check out the
cityscape, to work out the best positions for an attempt and to prepare his means of escape. This man is not a
martyr; his aim will be to complete his contract and fade into the background.”
“What do we do if we find him, boss?” McGuire spoke quietly, but his voice was loaded with meaning.
“Keep him under observation if you can,” said Skinner, “and send for me. Try not to confront him, but if you
have to, and he as much as looks at you the wrong way, put a bullet in him.”
“What, you mean in his good leg, sir?” said DI Impey, from Dumfries and Galloway, smiling along the table.
Poker-faced, the DCC turned and looked at the man, freezing his grin.
“No, Inspector.” He ground the words out, slowly. “I mean right between the bloody eyes. If he has to, this
man will kill you stone dead, then take your head as a trophy.”
With a nod around the table, and a final glare at Impey, he stood up, bringing the briefing to a close, and strode
out of the room, followed by Mcllhenney, leaving Martin to see the visitors on their way.
“I don’t fancy that Dumfries bloke, boss,” said the sergeant as they walked along the Command Corridor.
“Me neither, Neil. Give him a hard time when he makes his daily reports. Question him; keep him on his toes.
Make sure he’s checking the ferry terminals on his patch. Hawkins could come in from Ireland.”
“I’ll do that, sir.” As the two men stepped into the Chief Constable’s office, Skinner looked at his assistant.
“Neil,” he asked, abruptly, “what’s up?”
“What do you mean, sir?”
“You know bloody well what I mean. First Andy, now you. You’ve got something on your mind. I know this
job can be boring at times. Do you want a move back to the action?” McIlhenney’s great shoulders sagged, and he
seemed to slump into himself.
“I’m sorry if I’ve been letting anything show, boss,” he said. “That’s not my way. Aye,” he admitted,
“something’s up. But it’s got nothing to do with the job. It’s Olive. She’s ill and she knows it, yet she won’t do
anything about it. She’s scared, boss, and oh by Christ, so am I.”
“I see,” said Skinner quietly. “Sit down man, and tell me about it. Maybe there’s something I can do to help.”
…
222.52 Excerpt from The Price Of My Soul\fn{by Josephine Bernadette Devlin McAliskey (1947- )} Cookstown,
Cookstown, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (F) 11
1
Socially my father was the bottom Cookstown could produce. He was the road sweeper’s son. My grandfather
had served with the British Army in the Boer War, got a bullet in his knee, and was rewarded with a job as a road
sweeper. He also got the tenancy of one of St. Jane’s Cottages, a row of cottages in Cookstown reserved for
veteran soldiers, and that was where my father and the rest of his large family grew up.
My father, John James Devlin, was born in 1910 at Famamullen, in County Fermanagh, but when he was two
or three years old, the family came back to Tyrone, their county of origin. Cookstown, in North Tyrone, is a
planter town, one of several built in the seventeenth century for the Scots Presbyterians who were imported into
Ireland to keep the natives in order. The structure of Cookstown hasn’t changed in the three hundred years of its
existence. At one end is the Old Town, the original settlement, which is Protestant to this day. At the other, where
the rebels once camped, now stands the Catholic area. And the street which in the seventeenth century joined the
two ends, and where merchants of both creeds met, still caters for commerce, whether Catholic or Protestant.
1815

Cookstown is a Devlin area. For miles around everybody is called either Devlin or Quinn and they are all
related to each other. This makes for problems in knowing whom you are talking about, and one way out of the
difficulty is to call a man by his father’s name as well as his own: John Pat Devlin, meaning John-Devlin-son-ofPat. But the main way of differentiating between one Devlin and another is by the clan he belongs to, and there
are dozens. My mother’s name was Devlin even before she married. She came from the Ban Devlin clan, the
“fair-haired Devlins.” Another set was the Dubh, meaning “dark-eyed,” Devlins. In recent generations, my
father’s clan was known as the “Fighting Devlins”—because that’s all they ever did—but their earlier name was
the “Delphy Devlins” or the “Hawker Devlins,” because for years they had been travelers selling china and delft
pottery and so forth. This was another bad mark for the family: not only were they working class, but they had a
tinker background. The good respectable people in my mother’s clan were very free with the “Hawker Devlin”
insult.
Because of his family’s poverty, my father left school when he was eleven and became a messenger boy, an
unpaid messenger boy. Or at least, he was paid in kind: instead of a wage he earned some of the family’s weekly
groceries. But he was clever enough to see there was no future in this and when he was fourteen or so he
apprenticed himself to a carpenter and got himself a trade. Over the years he worked on and off in Northern
Ireland, but mostly he had to go to England to find work. To begin with this was merely because there was no
work in the North of Ireland, but later—when I was already at school—he was forced to go to Eng land because
his insurance card was stamped with the words “political suspect” and nobody in Northern Ireland would employ
him.
He never found out why he was politically suspect. He had never been convicted of anything, but, though he
tried from the bottom to the top of the civil service, he could not discover who had stamped his card in the first
place, or why. His employer just produced his card one day with the “political suspect” allegation superimposed
on it and told him he would have to leave the job. So thereafter he worked in England and came home to see us
when he could.
I don’t know whether my father ever belonged to a political party. If he had, he would have been a Republican.
The Republican Party is another name for Sinn Fein (“Ourselves Alone”) which was founded in the early years of
this century to work for the political and economic freedom of the Irish people. It is the only political party that
exists throughout Ireland, in both the six counties of the “British” North (where it is illegal) and in the twenty-six
counties of the Free State South. Since the Treaty of 1921, which freed the South from British rule but severed the
North from the rest of the country, the Republican target has been a reunited, socialist Ireland—an aim which for
one reason or another puts the movement in conflict with the Establishment in both North and South. Part of the
Establishment in the North, and deadly rival of the Republicans, is the Nationalist Party, the party of middle-class
Catholics, who want an end to a separate Northern Ireland but are in favor of no further tinkering with the social
system. The Republican movement has always consisted of two parts—the political side and the Irish Republican
Army—and from time to time one of these wings has dominated the other. Ten years ago the IRA was the
stronger, campaigning explosively to “free the Six Counties” from English overlordship, and planning to work for
socialism when the link with Britain had been cut. Today the political side has the upper hand and tries to preach a
peaceful, political path to reunification through socialism.
Whether or not my father was a member of the Republican Party or of its armed wing, the IRA, his ideals were
strongly Republican. He was the kind of man who would know lots of people in the movement and very likely he
had helped some of them out when they were in difficulties. It was probably for some such reason that he was
politically suspect. He got his Republican sympathies from his blind grandmother and, although his own father
was once a British soldier, he himself had no love for England. He didn’t hate the English, but he hated England
and he hated the Northern Ireland system, both on historical and economic grounds. One thing of political
significance that I remember from my childhood was my father wearing a lily in his buttonhole on Easter
Mondays. We all knew what this meant: he was commemorating the Easter Rising of 1916. Officially it was
illegal to commemorate the Rising, but being Irish the authorities tolerated what they had banned and lots of
people wore Easter lilies. My mother, however, objected. Her attitude was that 1916 was over and done with, and
Easter lilies were a pointless provocation to our Protestant neighbors; with our Easter Monday gesture, she said,
we were just as bad as the Orangemen flaunting their banners in the name of past history on the twelfth of July.
She was a very Christian woman. So every Easter Monday there was a disagreement: my father wore the lily, and
my mother protested. But after his death she always put lilies on his grave on Easter Mondays—the significance
being that this was the biggest argument they ever had.
*
1816

My mother’s background was entirely different from my father’s. Both her parents came of good farming
stock. According to family tradition, her father, John Ban Devlin, drove his horse and trap into Cookstown one
day to look for a wife, met my grandmother’s parents, and the marriage was arranged between them. My
grandmother, Mary Jane McKeever, was twenty years younger than him, but it was a good farming match: he had
the right breed of cows and she had the right number of pigs, and so on. So they were married, their land was
amalgamated, and they came into town and started the pub that still exists. At that time it had stables and a forge
attached to it, and with the business as well as the farm, John Ban Devlin and his wife were really well off.
John Ban Devlin didn’t stay in the story long. He was a fine character but he had the family weakness of not
knowing when he’d had enough to drink, so he sat in his pub, Devlin’s, all day and drank the business into debt.
He died when my mother was about two, leaving his wife four children and the debt-ridden pub that she could do
with what she liked if she could redeem it. Subsequently, my grandmother remarried. Her second husband, Dan
Heaney, had been in America and had amassed some small fortune there, and this was used to build up the pub,
now named Heaney’s, again.
The fortunes of the pub ruled my mother’s early life. Because she spent most of her waking hours trying to
work the pub into solvency, my grandmother hadn’t time to be a full-time mother, and when my mother was old
enough to leave school it fell to her to run the home. My grandmother was said to be a beautiful woman when she
was young, a very stately, straight person, with a sculptured, well- structured face and red hair. She was well liked
and much respected in Cookstown, but to her own family she was a businesswoman: everyone had a moral duty
to see that the work was done; there were no birthday parties for her children—parties were frivolous nonsense.
Respectability and the business were the things that mattered.
My mother’s name was Elizabeth Bernadette Devlin, but she was known all her life as Lizzie Devlin. She was
born on June 13, 1920, the second daughter and fourth child of the family. She grew up to be the sort of stubborn,
awkward child who doesn’t behave like good, well-bred, main-street children should. She was always getting into
trouble for not observing the rituals of Cookstown’s bourgeoisie, which at that time had a lot of influence.
Her education came to an end when she was fourteen—as soon as it legally could—and she was forced, very
much against her will, to leave school. Her eldest brother had been sent to secondary school, the plan being that
he should either become a teacher or a priest. He decided he didn’t want to do either: he wanted to go to
university. But the university was, from a good Catholic viewpoint in those days, a den of iniquity, and my
grandmother refused to sign the form permitting him to go. After that, although he was an extremely intelligent
person, he just drifted from one thing to another and ended up joining and deserting the British Army in two days
flat. Then he cleared off to Dublin, where he would be safe from the army authorities, and has been there ever
since.
The next child in the family, my mother’s eldest sister, was sent to school and training college and became a
teacher as my grandmother intended. But no such plan was made for my mother. My grandmother’s attitude was:
Why pay for somebody to look after the younger children when I’ve got a perfectly healthy, capable daughter?
My mother had a good deal of fighting spirit then, which mellowed somewhat over the years, and she refused to
leave school. She had won a scholarship that would take her to secondary school, and the entire staff of the
primary school was on her side. They were on her side, that is, until my grandmother arrived on the scene, making
good businesslike, Catholic, strong-pillar-of-the-Church noises, at which the religious section of the teachers’
support fell away from my mother. She was told she was proud and arrogant, that it was her duty to go home and
help her mother who had such a struggle, and so on. And she caved in.
In line with her middle-class status, she had been given various “accomplishments,” among which were
lessons on the piano and violin. For a while after she left school, her music lessons continued, but at some stage
they were taken from her for being the nasty, ungrateful wretch she was. But she wasn’t a nasty, ungrateful wretch
—just a peculiarly human creature born into an inhuman circle. However, she was an obstacle to family harmony,
regularly disgracing her relatives by making disloyal remarks about them in public.
When she was sixteen or so, the people who lived next door to the pub invited her to spend a holiday with
them at Portrush, on the north coast. And in Portrush she fell for a Protestant. Sammy was then a laundryman in
Coleraine: he was a Protestant, he was an Orangeman, he was later to serve in the British Army. From a
respectable Catholic viewpoint, he couldn’t have been less suitable. (Next to my own father, I personally
respected Sammy more than any man I’ve known, and would have been proud to be the child of such a marriage.)
Before the romance had time to develop, however, my mother went home again to Cookstown, and there began
the saga of the fallen arches to which, in the end, I owe my existence. It was, in fact, only one fallen arch, and it
started as a pain in my mother’s foot.
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Now at this time my mother resented her position in the family and she wasn’t prepared to ask any of them for
sympathy or advice about her foot. She wasn’t a Cinderella: they didn’t overwork her, but she was there to serve
the others. When her elder sister came home on holiday from college, for instance, she brought a suitcase of dirty
clothes for my mother to wash. My mother’s position had degenerated from being the second, but equal, daughter
to being everybody’s kitchen maid. So she kept quiet about her aching foot and, as the days passed, a limp
developed. This didn’t help. The family’s reaction was that my mother was limping out of sheer awkwardness; if
the pain was as bad as she was making out, she would have said something.
After a couple of months of limping, she was horrified to discover that she couldn’t put her heel back on the
ground and decided, rather late in the day, that there were such things as doctors. The local doctor was called in,
diagnosed a fallen arch, and said he would strap up the foot into its proper position and keep it that way until it
grew normal again. The unbandaging and rebandaging sessions, when the foot relapsed from its proper shape into
its deformed shape, were, it seems, extremely painful, and one afternoon when she was sitting in the kitchen with
the doctor working on her foot, it got more than my mother could bear. She said it was hurting. The doctor
claimed it wasn’t and went on to say that she was getting neurotic about it and if she wasn’t careful she would go
mad. Whereupon my mother lifted her good foot and landed the honorable practitioner at the other side of the
room.
This was the end: she was now behaving like the working-class kids whom she had insisted on playing with as
a child. All hell was loosed on her by her scandalized mother, but she didn’t answer back. Although she was by
now seventeen, she still had a kind of Victorian attitude to answering back her mother or arguing with her. Not
until she was twenty-four and had been two years married did she say,
“No, you listen for a change.”
But that day, anyway, she was saved by the doctor: it was his belief that things were getting too much for her
and she should go away for a holiday. As soon as she heard this, my mother hobbled round to the friendly
neighbors and suggested they should take her again to Portrush—and to Sammy.
This time, she stayed for several months, still limping, taking seaweed baths for her foot regularly but getting
no better. Finally Sammy decided that the Cookstown doctor didn’t know what he was talking about and it was
time to see a specialist. He took her to Belfast and the specialist there, a Dr. Wright, told her he would have to
operate. The months of neglect had not just misplaced the bone: they had worn it out of shape so that it would no
longer fit its socket. However, he would break the bone, try to repair the damage and smooth the bone back into
its socket as well as he could. At least she would be able to put her heel on the ground again, but she would
probably have a limp for the rest of her life.
At the prospect of surgery, my mother was up and out of the hospital and off: she would rather hobble than go
through that procedure. But Sammy was firm: he dumped her back into the hospital, Dr. Wright operated and sent
her home on crutches.
Back in Cookstown, life was just about as miserable as it could be. Here she was on crutches, perhaps for
good, and the man she wanted to marry was a Protestant. She started going every day to church and she struck up
a bargain with the Sacred Heart: if her limp went away, she would behave herself and renounce her Orangeman,
Sammy. Sammy was a decent chap. He didn’t believe in her Sacred Heart or her promises: the good God was an
Orangeman, and he was well aware of the fact. But he said if that was the way she wanted it, fair enough, they
would see whether the Orangeman or the Sacred Heart would win.
The Sacred Heart won in the end. Dr. Wright had done a good job and her limp was getting slighter. Soon the
crutches were exchanged for a walking stick, but my mother still hobbled to church at seven o’clock every
evening to sit there and snivel and cry and feel sorry for herself.
Now at this time my father used also to spend an hour in church every evening, praying for help and guidance.
He had two things on his mind: he was just finishing his job with the carpenter he had been apprenticed to and he
was praying for some kind of outlet, because he didn’t want to become, like so many people at that time, a skilled
unemployed worker. And secondly, he was in a very similar situation to my mother, in that he had a lady friend in
Belfast, Peggy Neely, who was not of Mother Church. Nobody in his family cared who she was, but he cared. He
was at that time a much more religious Catholic than my mother, and he believed that if you prayed, things would
turn out all right in the end, or at least you would be able to tolerate what you couldn’t change.
My mother was not at all religious in her youth. Religion to her then was the ritual of what was respectable,
and she didn’t like it and kicked against it. It wasn’t until she was badly in need of a miracle for her foot that she
discovered the benefits of going to church.
Anyway, here they both were in church, and, as my father used to tell the story, it was like the parable of the
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Pharisee and the Publican in the New Testament. Like the good, main-street Christian she was, my mother
hobbled in on her walking stick, right to the front of the church, plopped herself down in the front seat, and began
to cry and sob aloud, with absolutely no consideration for anybody else. The only other person in the church was
my father, in the back seat like the Publican, kneeling very quietly and annoying nobody; and my mother never
even noticed he was there. Finally he lost patience with her exhibitions and one evening he waited for her and
said,
“Look, I know it’s none of my business, but do you think if you were to tell somebody what you have to cry
about, you wouldn’t cry about it so loudly? Then I could get on with my praying undisturbed.”
When my mother saw who it was standing arrogantly on the church steps as if he owned them, telling her not
to annoy him, she was greatly angered. For all his low origins, my father had some prominence in the town. He
was a very talented man, and he and some other young people were responsible for whatever social life
Cookstown had. They organized dancing classes, they organized folk dances and concerts and hikes—ordinary,
simple pastimes, but which wouldn’t have happened without them. My father was a beautiful singer and he knew
it. All round, he was, in my mother’s view, an upstart.
But after that bad beginning, they got on better terms, for at least they had a common problem to discuss. One
day my father took my mother’s walking stick away from her and disposed of it, and she found she could walk
perfectly well. Through no miracle, but through human and psychological factors, her limp disappeared, and
thereafter she walked perfectly naturally except when she was extremely annoyed or extremely tired.
So they decided to get married. Sammy and Peggy were not lost sight of: although they married other people in
the end, they were always part of our family. As children we used to call Sammy “Uncle Sammy,” and I must
have been twelve before I reflected how odd it was that I had a Protestant Orangeman uncle.
My father set off for England to earn enough money to get married. It took him three years. He left Northern
Ireland in 1939, when he was twenty-nine and my mother nineteen, but they did not marry until 1942. He, his
brother, and another young man had work waiting for them in Coventry, but the night they arrived, August 25,
1939, there was an IRA attack in the city: a time bomb in the carrier of a bicycle left parked in a busy street
exploded and killed several people. And because my father and the others were Irish, no one would give them
lodgings. After wandering around for hours, they were given beds in a Salvation Army hostel, and from then until
the end of her life, my mother was very kind to the Salvation Army.
While my father was earning and saving, at first in England and later, when he had refused to join the British
forces, in the wartime Land Army in Northern Ireland, my mother was doing battle with her family. When they
discovered that she planned to marry the road sweeper’s son—a Fighting Devlin, a Hawker Devlin, just the
bottom of the bottom of Cookstown—they set out to prevent it. They tried everything. They cajoled, they
persuaded, they threatened, and they bribed. Since my grandmother’s influence hadn’t been effective, they called
in the parish priest, Canon Hurson. He, of course, was supposed to take the part of the Establishment and put the
weight of the Church’s authority behind my grandmother’s wishes, but being a priest of a rare caliber, he turned
the tables on her. He took my mother by the hand and my grandmother by the hand, and said to my grandmother:
“Mary Jane, yours was a made marriage. You know, and I know, that if you’d had your way, you wouldn’t have
married him. Be kinder to your daughter.”
And he produced a little homily for her about the true value of humanity and what really mattered in life. If, he
said, she got another son-in-law half as good as the one my mother was planning to give her, she would be very
lucky. Years later, just a few months before my father died, my grandmother said to him:
“Canon Hurson was never far wrong as a man, and he was definitely right about the kind of sons-in-law I
would have.” She was the sort of woman who couldn’t say she was sorry, but this was her acknowledgment, after
ten years, that my father was as good as anybody else.
When even the Church failed her, my grandmother decided to use bribery to try to change my mother’s mind;
it was her last hope. Her first husband had left her the pub, burdened with debt as it was, to do with what she
wished if she could redeem it. If she couldn’t redeem it, it was to be dumped on the eldest son to see what he
could make of it. But my grandmother had redeemed it, so she could now, if she wished, give it away. My mother
was summoned, the family solicitor was summoned, my grandmother arrived and made her announcement:
everything was to go to my mother—what was left of the farm, the house, the pub—everything would be hers
when my grandmother died if she would wise up and leave the road sweeper’s son.
As she grew older my mother was surprisingly gentle-tempered, but in those days she was not. She just swept
all the papers off the table and said they could keep the lot; she would rather have nothing. And the family
resigned itself to the fact that nothing could be done to stop the marriage from taking place. But they still wanted
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no part in it, and as the wedding day came nearer, my mother and all her belongings were pitched out, bodily, into
the street. She lifted up her cases, brought them all back in again, and said:
“Right! Throw them out again! Every time you throw them out, I’m bringing them back in. I’m not leaving
here until the day I marry, and I’m walking to my wedding out of my own house!”
Well, they couldn’t suffer the shame of it much longer: they couldn’t keep throwing her out, it was attracting
public attention.
The one thing that really hurt my mother in all this was my grandmother’s refusal, even at the very last, to give
her the traditional blessing. Hardly anybody turned up at the wedding. Naturally, given her views on the subject,
my grandmother didn’t go, and because she didn’t, my father’s parents also stayed away. Their attitude was: If our
son isn’t good enough for Mary Jane Heaney’s daughter, then her daughter isn’t good enough for our son.
Altogether there were no more than six or seven people at the ceremony. So my just-married parents left all this
family feuding behind them and set off for a honeymoon in Dublin, where they stayed with my mother’s brother,
Patrick, the brother who had scandalized the family by recruiting himself into the British Army one day and
deserting it the next.
When they got back to Cookstown, they had nowhere to live. No one would take them in because no one was
prepared to offend Mrs. Heaney by succoring her disobedient and ungrateful daughter.
“We’re very sorry,” they said. “And, yes, it’s terrible; but we can’t afford to offend Mrs. Heaney.”
Once again Canon Hurson came to the rescue. Off he went to the town’s exemplary Catholic, the leader of the
Legion of Mary, the lady who went every morning to Mass and tore her neighbors apart on the way home, who
charged exorbitant rents for poky little holes of lodgings, and he put it to her:
“I know you’re a good Christian woman. How about forking out one of your rooms for these two young
people?”
The town’s exemplary Catholic was in a spot: Did you offend the Church or did you offend the merchants,
when the merchants and the Church were in disagreement? She decided that you couldn’t offend the Church, and
begrudgingly she produced a room.
That was in 1942. In 1943 my eldest sister, Mary, was born. When my mother became pregnant, my father
determined that he wasn’t going to ask anybody in Cookstown to look after her. Cookstown had steered clear of
him—not from personal animosity, but from fear of getting involved in Mrs. Heaney’s quarrels—and he wasn’t
going to go crawling for any favors. On the other hand, he couldn’t stop working and look after my mother
himself: he couldn’t afford not to work. He was working in Ireland then, on the emergency airstrip at Ardboe, and
for months before the baby was due he worked all the hours God sent to make enough money to put my mother in
a nursing home in Belfast. She stayed there for some time before the child was born, and for a couple of weeks
after. And in Cookstown, where everybody’s kids were born at home, this was regarded as the impertinence of the
century—a carpenter, for Heaven’s sake, with airs and graces!
So Mary was born in a Belfast nursing home, far from the squabbles of Cookstown. Her sponsor, when she
was baptized, was the midwife. The people my mother would have liked as godparents couldn’t be invited
because of Mrs. Heaney, and my father wasn’t prepared to have anything to do with any of them. He was prepared
to leave the child unbaptized till it was fit to pick its own godparents rather than impose someone from
Cookstown on it.
A couple of weeks after Mary was born, my father went to Belfast to bring his wife and baby home. They got
back to their lodgings to find all their possessions neatly ranged on the doorstep and, pinned on the door, a note
saying in effect:
“Children not welcome.”
Their so-exemplary landlady hadn’t warned my father before he set off for Belfast; she didn’t so much as tell
him, “Don’t come back.” She waited till he had gone, then turfed out all their belongings and barred the door.
So there they were, sitting on the doorstep like the Holy Family on its way into Egypt: one father, one mother,
one child a couple of weeks old, and a town of Christians. They took a good look at their Christian town, and they
didn't know what to do.
There was only one thing for it—my father had to swallow his pride and go to my mother’s mother for help.
But he only managed to half-swallow his pride. He asked my grandmother to take in his wife and child for one
week and said that he himself would prefer to sleep in the street. At this point my mother introduced a
complication: she wasn’t going anywhere unless he went too, and before this ultimatum my grandmother gave in.
My mother didn’t deserve any favors, she said, and she knew the good Lord would punish her for her wickedness
—in fact they were already seeing the punishment in operation. But she didn’t dislike my father on his own
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account. Simply she could never accept his background. However, in the Christian charity of her heart, she would
take in all three of them.
There they stayed, living with my grandmother, for about a year, and my mother’s function in the household
was precisely what it had been before she married: she did everybody’s work for them. My father was tolerated.
Although he lived in the house, he was never served a glass of beer in the kitchen as the other men in the house
and even favored customers were. My father was an unfavored customer and he bought his beer at the bar. But he
didn’t care: his attitude was, since he paid for his beer, he could buy it where he liked, and at any rate Mary Jane
Heaney served good Guinness.
Sometime before my second sister, Marie, was born in 1945, my parents got back their independence by
renting two rooms above a milk bar in Molesworth Street. By no standards could you call it a desirable property.
It was damp. It was falling apart. And it had rats. To get to the lavatory shared by all the lodgers, you had to pick
your way through rotting boards on the landing, and my father spent all his spare time patching the place up. He
put a gate at the top of the stairs to prevent us tumbling down into the street.
The winter coat that my mother lost in that house has become part of the family mythology. She folded her
coat away in the wardrobe one spring, and when she went to take it out next winter she found the rats had eaten
all of it but the buttons. Or so she claimed, anyway, but we never quite knew whether to believe the story.
However, rats or no rats, both my parents preferred living in independence and privacy to the comfort and
servitude of my grandmother’s house. At least the Molesworth Street rooms belonged to them. They paid the rent.
My mother’s favorite expression in life was: At least we can lock the door. As long as they could lock the door
with everybody else on the outside of it, they didn’t mind where they lived.
And then I was born. It was April 23, 1947, the feast of St. George, the patron saint of England, which I
suppose has some sort of ironic meaning, though the anniversary I prefer to think my birth celebrated was April
23, 1916, the date of the Easter Rising. I managed to get myself born in the damp Molesworth Street house and
promptly developed bronchial pneumonia and lumbar pneumonia and this and that and the other chest complaint.
At six weeks old I almost decided I’d had enough of living, but survived that crisis to be shipped in and out of the
hospital for some years to come. When the next child in the family was on the way, my father decided that we had
outgrown the rooms above the milk bar, and off he went on his personal civil-rights action to the local council,
demanding that they furnish him with a council house. We had been on the council-house waiting list all this time,
but the local authority still wouldn’t do anything for us.
However, there was another possibility. The Northern Ireland Housing Trust, set up by the government at the
end of the war to make some sort of impression on the country’s chronic housing shortage, worked independently
of local authorities in those days. So my father applied to them. To get a housing trust tenancy, you needed certain
minimum qualifications: you had to prove you could pay the rent and would be a reasonably good tenant, and you
had to have a reference. And here again we came up against the problem of the good charitable Christians of
Cookstown.
Everybody knew there was no reason why my father shouldn’t have a reference: he was hard-working, he
could always pay his bills, he was never in debt. He was an ordinary, tidy, good-living creature, quite fit to live in
a decent house with a bathroom. But nobody could be found to sign the reference. Everyone was afraid, all over
again, that they would offend Mrs. Heaney if they assisted the renegades.
One reason why I haven’t grown up with the traditional Catholic idea of sticking to one’s own is that at that
time the only people who stuck to my parents in Cookstown were the good puritan Protestant Presbyterians. Two
Protestant councilors signed the reference for my mother and father, and in August 1948 we moved into Rathbeg,
the housing trust estate in Cookstown where we still live.
A whole house, all to ourselves—to begin with my mother didn’t know what to do with all the space. But
coming to Rathbeg solved the worst of our problems. My father went on working, sometimes in Northern Ireland,
mostly in England, and the younger half of the family was born—Elizabeth in 1948, Patricia in 1950, and my only
brother, John, in 1953. We had come up in the world. Where we lived the houses had whole floorboards and good
doors and windows. If she had wanted, my mother could have got back some of the social acceptance that her
scandalous marriage had cost her.
But she wasn’t interested. Lots of people who would never come to see her in the rooms in Molesworth Street
now turned up to say how glad they were she had got a house; but they came when my father was out at work. My
mother would say,
“I’m very busy just now, but do come back this evening and have tea with us when John gets home.” However,
that was no part of their plan: they didn’t like coming when John was at home.
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“Well, listen, my dear,” my mother would say, “I don’t want us to fall out, but if my home’s not good enough
for you when my husband’s in it, you’re not welcome in it when he’s not.” And that didn’t gain her much
sympathy.
2
If it hadn’t been for the fact that I had an essentially Christian background from my mother, poverty would
have made me bitter rather than socialist, and what I knew of politics would have made me mad Republican. This
is the common situation in Northern Ireland: if you don’t have basic Christianity, rather than merely religion, all
you get out of the experience of living is bitterness. My mother was, from my point of view, despairingly
Christian. You could have kicked her fifty times a day and she would still have turned the other cheek—and not
just in a passive way; if you had tripped in the action of kicking her, she would have lifted you up, knowing that
as soon as you got on your own two feet, you were going to kick her again. Her life—the conflicts with her
family, the loss of my father, the struggle to bring up six children on welfare benefits—gave her two choices: she
could either become bitter and reject everything, or she could accept that none of this really mattered because the
world, after all, was only a stopping place.
She chose the second. She had a kind of martyr complex, which to some extent has rubbed off on me. She had
plenty of moral courage. Her attitude was: if in your own conscience you know you are right, it doesn’t matter
how many people think you are wrong. Just plough on. Nobody will appreciate it, but you’re not doing it for
anybody’s appreciation. You do it because it’s right, and if it’s right it’s worth doing, and if it’s worth doing, it’s
worth doing properly. Her talk was full of these sayings from popular wisdom, such as
“A thing worth doing is worth doing well.” If you objected, “But I can’t do it,” she would say,
“If there’s a will, there’s a way; the fact that you can’t do it and give up means that you don’t really want to do
it hard enough.”
My father’s philosophy of life was less reducible to proverbs, but I do remember two sayings he had. One was:
“Your teeth are for keeping your tongue behind,” and the other:
“If you put your foot in dirt, it spreads. Just walk round it.” And there was one observation my parents shared,
and that was:
“There’ll be days when you’re dead.”
When this phrase was used, it meant that we were going to do something rash, something we either couldn’t
afford to do or didn’t have the time to do but that we were going to do anyway.
On this days-when-you’re-dead principle, we used to spend two weeks at the seaside every summer—at
Portrush, scene of my mother’s early romance. When my father, being politically suspect, was obliged to work in
England, we saw him only at Christmas and Easter and occasional weekends in between—he blamed and hated
the English for that, and so did we all. But the big reunion of the year was the holiday at Portrush. As soon as
Christmas was over and paid for, we started saving up. Tins of food to be taken on the holiday began to fill the top
shelf of the larder. My father started cutting down on his weekends at home—these were expensive, not only
because of the fares, but also because to make the journey worth while he had to travel on working days and so
lose pay. As well as coming home fewer weekends, he would send home slightly less money, and save it up in
England instead.
My mother’s one failing was that she couldn’t save money: if she had spare cash and someone came to the
door collecting for charity, or begging, she would give it away; if we had run up against our relatives and needed a
morale booster, she would blow the housekeeping on something like strawberries and ice cream, and then we
would be poverty-stricken for a week!
So my father did the saving, and when Portrush-time came around, we set off with enough supplies to last the
family for a fortnight. Hardly any of the money went for food; most of it was spent on the rent of a house for two
weeks, and on extravagances and pleasures. Not that we did anything very exciting. The older half of the family
got up at seven o’clock to go to Mass with my mother and on the way back stopped at the harbor to buy fish and
at the home bakery to buy bread; then they came home and we had breakfast. After this, all the swimming
costumes, towels, and so forth were piled onto the push chair—there was always a push chair in use in our family,
because there was always one of us of pushchair age—and we all set off together for the day, to spend the family
savings on shows and cotton candy.
*
Because he died when I was young, my memories of my father are idealized. He didn’t live long enough for
me to start appreciating him critically, and I still have the impression that he knew an awful lot. It seems to me—
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and evidence from photographs bears me out here—that he was quite a handsome man. He was fairly tall, wellbuilt, athletic: not at all the sort of person you would expect to die, as he did, of thrombosis. He had dark hair and
a very firm jaw structure, which would have given him a stern face, but the effect was ruined by a large dimple in
his chin—and by his eyes. Both my parents had the same sort of eyes, but my father’s were mote beautiful. They
were pale blue, very calm, and honest, eyes that made it impossible for him to tell lies because they always gave
him away. My mother, however, had eyes that made other people tell the truth: they were gray-blue and, like my
own, rather round and staring. They were mystical eyes, looking through you rather than at you and dragging the
truth out of you.
In her teens and twenties, my mother was a slight person. She must have had a large bone structure, but in
those days she looked very thin and frail. Probably because she had six children she became in her thirties big and
stout, and later she got very fat. She was in the end a great big moving bus of a woman. She was never healthy:
her heart was weak and in her later years she suffered from angina and so she was obliged to walk slowly. She
didn’t look as if she was struggling along under the burdens of her weight and a weak heart, but rather as if she
was walking serenely because life was much too good to be enjoyed at any quicker pace. When she got to the top
of a hill, she would stop—simply because she had to stop to get the strength to walk on—but even then she
looked as if she was pausing at the top of every urban hill to view the beauty of the surrounding smoke and
chimneys.
In spite of working in England, my father played a part in the family that was unusual for an Irish father—or at
least wasn’t common in the circle we lived in. Other people’s fathers’ role was, it appeared, to earn the money,
punish the children—“You wait till your father comes home!”—and let the wife get on with the housework. My
father was a better cook than my mother and in fact taught her to cook all the things worth cooking, like fudge and
toffee apples and pancakes. She had learned a mundane, square-meal kind of cookery when she lived with my
grandmother, so when it came to Shrove Tuesday, it was my father who made the pancakes; at Halloween, he
made the apple tarts and apple fritters and all sorts of sticky, gooey stuff for putting apples in.
But he didn’t just keep his talents for special occasions. If my mother had been pretty busy during the day, he
would cook the supper—and we preferred it when he did, for he served us weird things that it was bad to send
children to bed on. He thought nothing of doing the housework on a Saturday if he wasn’t working, and was
totally unashamed of hanging washing on the line—a thing most men in Cookstown wouldn’t be seen dead doing.
Cookstown in general thought he was round the bend: he had no masculine self-respect at all and was quite happy
going shopping or pushing the baby’s pram or buying clothes for his children. Other men waited for their wives
outside the shop, looked uncomfortable, and carried the parcels. But Cookstown learned to admire my father
because, although he was from the bottom, he walked with his head up.
My father was essentially a very gentle person. When he was working on the airstrip at Ardboe he noticed that
the fellow beside him never brought any lunch, so my father used to bring double rations, share it out, and
complain that his wife always gave him more than he wanted. After my father died, I remember this fellow
coming to the house and telling us how gentle a man he had been.
But along with his gentleness, he had authority. At work he was always the one chosen by the men to talk to
the management, and he was much more keen on discipline than my mother. He wasn’t hard, but he believed very
firmly that right and wrong existed: you should do the right thing for the right reasons, but until such time as you
were prepared to accept the right reasons, you would have to do the right thing because you were told to. He had a
fondness for the civilities of life, which was perhaps surprising in a working-class man. Since my mother came
from the middle class, she could have been expected to insist on formalities, but instead she reacted against them.
She didn’t care whether or not we washed our hands before we came to the table, because she had been made to
do it as a child, but my father cared very much, and he cared about how we treated the food we were given.
Once when I was seven or eight I carne in late to tea, to discover that my sisters had eaten up all but one of the
square ends of the slices of bread, which I—and they—preferred to the round ends. The one remaining square end
was at the bottom of the plate, and I began flicking through the bread like the pages of a book in search of the
piece I wanted. Whereupon my father slapped my hand from the table, looked at me, and said,
“What have you done?”
“Nothing,” I said, big tears standing in my eyes.
“Do you expect any other human being to eat the food you have rejected as not fit for your consumption?”
“But Daddy,” I said, horror dawning, “I can’t eat five slices of bread—not with my tea as well.” My father
removed my meal, set down one empty plate, put the five slices of bread on it, and said,
“You can have butter on them, you can have jam on them, you can have anything you like on them, but nobody
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is going to eat that bread but you. And if you can’t eat it tonight, don’t make yourself sick; it will be there for your
breakfast tomorrow.”
And I ate every one of those slices of bread. My father didn’t put on this performance just to impress on me
that one did what one was told: the important point was that I had not shown consideration for others, expecting
them to eat what I had cast aside.
He was very strict about basic civil behavior. He was much stricter than my mother about people who raised
their voices. Shouting, kicking, and biting were forms of combat not to be tolerated. We very seldom fought
among ourselves, but neither of my parents minded if we did—so long as we fought it out and ended up as
friends. But when a fight developed into a kicking and biting match, whoever was involved got the wooden
spoon. The wooden spoon—an ordinary kitchen spoon—was my mother’s punishment tool and the terror of our
lives. It was kept in the knife drawer and once you heard the drawer open, you knew you were in danger. I don’t
ever remember my mother beating anyone of us in a temper. She would sit there quite serenely, while things were
getting out of hand, and say,
“I’m warning you once—stop it! I’m warning you twice—stop it, or you will get the wooden spoon!” The third
time, the knife drawer opened and the wooden spoon actually made its appearance, and my mother stood over the
culprit:
“Now, do you actually want me to use this, for this is your last warning.”
Usually we were smart enough to stop whatever we were doing at that point. If we were not, she very calmly
led us away by the ear and spanked our backsides with the wooden spoon.
When we got slapped, it was always on the bottom, except for kicking, which merited a slap on the legs. But
once I got a more unusual sort of punishment. In our kitchen we had a long couch, like a bench, which we sat
along for meals in order of age: Mary, Marie, Bernadette, Elizabeth, Paddy, John—our place at table matched our
place in the family. One day a fight developed on the bench, during which Paddy took a great bite out of Biff (the
family’s name for Elizabeth), unnoticed by anyone but me. Ever-valiant in the cause of justice, I came to Biff’s
defense and bit Paddy. And I was seen. Calmly my mother called me to her and said,
“Roll up your sleeve.” I looked at her, wondering where on earth the wooden spoon was going to fall, but I
rolled up my sleeve. Still calmly, my mother lifted my arm and bit me as hard as she could—amid screams and
roars and
“No, Mummy, that hurts!”
“Now that you know what it feels like,” she said, “you’ll not do it again in a hurry, will you?”
It was against all the family traditions that I should say, “But Paddy bit Elizabeth first.” Telling tales was
forbidden: sisters should stand loyally by each other. If my mother caught someone doing wrong, she punished the
malefactor, but if one of the others came in whining, “Mummy, do you know what she did …” it was the taleteller who got the punishment: not only had she failed to prevent her sister from erring, but she had maliciously
come telling tales as well. It was this curious discipline that made us all the peculiar characters we are.
Although, like me, my mother was careless of her own appearance, she made a point of dressing us well, and
she dressed us all alike. Partly this was for economy. She was very handy with the sewing machine, and she used
to buy material in vast quantities and make half a dozen dresses, identical in every respect except that each was a
size smaller than the next one. So there we were growing up, and the frocks just moved along the line.
But we were dressed alike for another reason as well: my mother had once seen this American Easter Parade
photograph of an idiotic-looking family of about a dozen boys and a dozen girls—perhaps that’s an exaggeration,
but there was a massive row of children, and they were all dressed exactly alike. My mother fell for this
photograph. I do believe at the back of her mind she cherished the idea that one day she might have five daughters
and five sons, all dressed in uniform. It was a thought to horrify my poor father.
“Just one boy will do me, honestly,” he would say. “If we had that number of kids, we’d have nothing to put on
them, never mind dress them all alike!”
Occasionally my father would bring five frocks from England. The ones I remember best were blue and white
with big, detachable white collars. Because they were prim and proper, they were English, and because of the
collars, they were sailor; so we called them our “English sailor frocks” and we thought they were great. I can’t
think of another father who would have had the courage to go into a shop and buy five identical dresses, but it
never cost my father a thought.
My parents’ marriage was, I believe, more or less ideal: no one was boss; everything they did was worked out
between the two of them, though I would say my father’s word would have been final. There was a kind of mental
telepathy between them that let each know what the other was doing and thinking and feeling, even when one was
1824

in England and the other at home. My mother used to ride a bicycle in those days and she was always falling off
it. Once she had a worse fall than usual and that night when she telephoned my father—she used to ring him up
about every other evening, just for three minutes—he said as soon as he lifted the phone,
“I’ve told you to stay off that bicycle!”
Our family was a very democratic assembly: we were not a family in which there was a father who did a job, a
mother who did a job, and the kids who did what they were told.. As each one of us came to the use of reason, as
it were, we were included in the family decisions. Once we knew how to count, we were involved in the family
expenditure. We never had regular pocket money as children, but if we needed money for something, we got it. As
long as the money was there, we could have it, even for frivolous and unnecessary purchases. But we were
brought up to reflect that since we could get what we asked for, we ought to be pretty responsible about asking. If
you wanted something only because someone else had it, you were forced to think, “Well, that’s not much of a
reason; I don’t really need it,” and reconcile yourself to doing without it.
After my father died, this training paid dividends. We all took sick that winter—and this was another area
where family solidarity showed itself: we all fell sick together. Once any sort of germ got into the house, we all
came down with it at two-weekly intervals. And the only two people left on their feet .on this occasion were
Elizabeth and myself. Paddy, fretting for her father, had developed pneumonia; everybody else had the measles;
Asian flu was hovering about; and the budgerigar died.
And this house of mourning and sickness was run by seven-year-old Elizabeth and myself, aged nine. I
couldn’t cook—still can’t—but she could, so I did the shopping, peeled the potatoes and did the humble unskilled
work, and she cooked the dinner.
“Well, she’s got a good family,” neighbors said of my mother, but they didn’t interfere. We had lived
independently of the entire town—not in isolation, exactly, but in a sort of unforthcoming friendliness. Now,
instead of staying away from us because they didn’t wish to offend the Establishment, people stayed away and
hesitated to offer their assistance because they were afraid they might offend us.
We were brought up to ignore Cookstown, on the principle that it didn’t care about us and we didn’t care about
it. Of course there was contact with our relatives. Sunday was walking and visiting day, and after Sunday dinner
we used to set off in one direction to visit our wealthy grandmother, Mrs. Heaney; then five or six miles in another
direction to visit our poor grandmother; and finally back home for tea. (My father used to turn these walks into
educational sessions, teaching us about the rhythm of the farming year and to identify birds and trees. We weren’t
aware we were learning “natural history”: it was just part of Sunday afternoons.) My rich grandmother helped us
financially all our lives, but in a stern moral fashion that made it difficult to be grateful. She would send us a box
of groceries and make sure we knew how much hard-earned money it represented, or she would give my mother
money to buy us shoes, with the comment,
“Don’t say I didn’t warn you!”
But the contact with relatives didn’t extend to their visiting us. Very few people came to our house, and I
particularly remember one fellow who came for the first time after my father’s death. He looked round at the
books and the piano and the general air of comfort and civilized activity, and said,
“My God, you wouldn’t think this was a working man's home!” Remarks like that made me a socialist.
Because we were more or less related to half of Cookstown, we had simply dozens of cousins, and they all
hated us. It could be pretty nasty in school. When they were feeling particularly spiteful, they would roar insults
across the street at us, but on the whole we didn’t carry our wounded spirits home. For one thing, we weren’t
really bothered, and, for another, we didn’t want to upset my mother more than necessary. Mary, my eldest sister,
and I—the two most precocious members bf the family—would select and edit the version of the day’s
happenings to be told to my mother. However, if some stupid busybody of an adult had overheard the exchange of
insults and could be expected to pass it on at home, then we had to tell.
There is no doubt that I owe the dawn of political feeling to my father. One way in which he was more
involved in family life than most Irish fathers was in telling us bedtime stories. When I was quite little and he was
working in Northern Ireland, and later, on his brief visits from England, he would put us to bed while my mother
washed up the supper dishes. The stories he told us then were not about fairies and pixies, but the whole parade of
Irish history from its beginnings with the Firbolgs and the Tuatha de Danain, the supposedly magical people of
Irish mythology. He told us bedtime stories from recorded history as well—the battles and invasions, the English
oppression and the risings, the English-Irish trade agreement that crippled the country’s economy.
Naturally he didn’t attempt to be objective about all this: this was Ireland’s story, told by an Irishman, with an
Irishman’s feelings. It wasn’t until I went to grammar school that it occurred to me there were people who
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believed the Act of Union, making Ireland part of England in 1801, had not been brought about by perjury. To me
it was accepted fact that Pitt and Castlereagh had conspired together and by every treacherous means under the
sun had fooled everybody into signing the Act of Union. For that matter, I was surprised when I went to school
that you had to learn about the Battle of Vinegar Hill or the decline of the Irish linen industry in formal history
lessons. I hadn’t realized this was history: it was something I had always known, from hearing it over and over
again as a bedtime story.
Perhaps children do begin to develop a social consciousness from listening to stories about bad children being
tortured by bad fairies and good children getting birthday cakes. In our family we developed an unconscious
political consciousness from listening to the story of our country. The first nursery rhyme I remember learning
was:
Where is the flag of England?
Where is she to be found?
Wherever there’s blood and plunder
They’re under the British ground.

My father taught me that jingle, and I used to say it as another child would say “Jack and Jill went up the hill,”
not relating it to England or feeling frustration or bitterness, but all the same acquiring a partisan outlook.
“Don’t say things like that,” my mother used to protest, but my father would intervene:
“Ah, it’s good for them,” he would say.
And it was good for us. The songs we practiced to sing at children’s concerts were never the “I had a bonnet
tied with blue” variety, but “All around my hat I’ll wear the tricolored ribbon.” When I was about seven I could
sing The Croppie Boy right through, and it has something like fifteen verses, each containing ten lines. At that age
I suffered badly from asthma, and it was a battle of will power and a challenge to my physical failings just to get
through fifteen verses, for I had to stop to draw breath halfway through each line.
The Croppie Boy is about a young lad who goes to the priest’s house for confession, but after he has made his
confession the “priest” jumps up, announces that he is a Yeoman Guard in disguise and that he holds the house for
his lord, the king. The priest has been beheaded and is floating down the river. The Guard then kills the young
boy. I don’t remember singing this song with any feeling of bitterness: I was taught it for its beauty and because it
was part of Irish culture, and it came naturally to me.
But such political lessons as I learned as a child came in indirect ways, through poetry and history, until I went
at the age of ten to a madly Republican grammar school. If my father had any real involvement in politics, I never
knew about it, but one circumstance suggests that maybe he had.
He died in August 1956, just at the beginning of what the Unionists called “the IRA terrorist campaign,” which
lasted five or six years, with sporadic outbursts of violence and attempts at sabotage and so forth. At that time it
was quite common to hear the sirens beginning to wail at night, up and down, up and down, as it must have been
for air-raid alerts during the war. As soon as the sirens started, doors in our neighborhood would open and our
neighbors would appear, pulling on their heavy coats and shouldering their Sten guns. Most of the Protestant men
in our district were B men, or Specials—members of the civilian militia in Northern Ireland that was formed to
fight the IRA. So while some of my friends’ daddies were disappearing into their houses to lie low, other people’s
daddies were setting out armed after them.
At times like those, the tragic division in Northern Ireland split even wider to set the Protestant working class
against the Catholic working class, while the Church and the Catholic middle-class Nationalists threw up their
hands in horror at the freedom fighters, and stood solidly behind the government. The B men were pretty busy in
those days: not in Cookstown itself, but beyond it on the way toward South Derry, where the land is poorer and
the people, naturally enough, more Republican.
Just outside Cookstown, and lying between it and Omagh, there is an expanse of useless bog land known as the
Black Bog. Invariably the IRA seemed to head for it, and none of them was ever caught there. Yet there was no
cover: the Black Bog is like heath. If a man were to run across it, he could easily be seen. Perhaps they had a
dugout in it, or perhaps they lay flat in the bog for a whole day; but for whatever reason, though the authorities
put searchlights on it by night and sent helicopters over it by day, the Black Bog never gave up an IRA man. From
our front bedroom window you could see, between two houses opposite, the beam of the searchlights traveling
over the bog, and my mother used to stand there on alarm nights, looking across at the bog, and she would say,
“At least they’ll never get your father now.”
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And even if we didn’t know quite what she meant, we could guess. …
222.72 Excerpt from Our Precious Lulu\fn{by Anne Fine (1947- )} Leicester, Leicester, England, United Kingdom
(F) 10
1
He heard the door bang in that old familiar way, and even before Geraldine had struggled out of her coat she’d
appeared in the doorway.
“Guess what she's done now. Guess! Just guess! The bitch! The bloody bitch!” The match was well into the
second half, but still he forced himself out of his chair.
“Want me to fetch you a drink? Then you can spit tintacks into it.” But Geraldine was in an even more
distracted state than usual on these occasions.
“No, no. Well, actually … Yes. Maybe I will.”
“Red? White? A gin and tonic?”
“Oh, God! Red, please. No! White.”
“Don’t follow me out,” he warned. “You know I have to take in the details of these dust-ups quite slowly, or I
don’t get them. You just sit there and blow your stack quietly to yourself till I get back.”
By the time he brought in her drink, she had switched off the television. Bad luck on him. But he might catch
the last few minutes of the game if she calmed down as fast as usual. (Poor lamb. She’d had enough practice.)
“So,” he said, putting the glass into Geraldine’s hand and wrapping her fingers round it. “What has our
precious Lulu done now?” That set her off again.
“The bitch! The bloody bitch!”
“I thought tonight was yoga. What can your sister possibly—”
“Stepsister, thank you!”
“Well, what can she possibly do to upset you so much at a yoga class?” He ripped a bag of peanuts open with
his teeth, then added, “Apart from sign up, of course,” remembering how irritated Geraldine had been to find her
sleek, bendy stepsister turning up at the very same sessions in which she herself had struggled for eight months.
“It wasn’t in the class,” said Geraldine. “It was right after. We all went off next door as usual, and got the big
table. I reckoned that I needed to use the loo, so I went off. And when I came back, all of the rest of them were
crowded round Lulu, crowing and patting her on the back and congratulating her, and all that crap.”
“Oh, yes. All that crap.”
“Don’t you laugh! Wait till you hear. And everyone turned to me and said, ‘Isn’t it absolutely wonderful? Isn’t
it brilliant? You must be thrilled for Lulu!’ And I suppose I must have looked completely baffled because
suddenly they were all glancing at one another curiously and backing off, really embarrassed. I think they realized
that I didn’t know.” He wasn't sure that he was following.
“Didn’t know what?”
“What she’d just told them.”
“Which was?”
“That she is pregnant.”
“No!”
“Bloody bitch! Can’t even pee on a stick and have the thing turn blue without somehow making it an
opportunity to be vile to her own sister.”
“Stepsister,” he reminded her. She wasn’t in the mood for being teased.
“Cow! Bitch!”
“Well, well.”
They sat in silence for a while. Then Robert said,
“Actually, you know, we’ve had a heap of crap from Lulu over the years. But I do truly think this takes the
biscuit.”
“Doesn’t it?” said Geraldine. “Doesn’t it just?” And she burst into tears.
Crying is easier in the bath, so that's where she went. With her hair dripping down her face, she felt less leaky.
Lulu had always been a venomous little baggage. Way back in primary school, before their parents had even met,
let alone married, she had been brilliant at making others suffer. Geraldine would never forget the look on poor
little William Webberley’s face when he opened up what must have been the very first present he had ever been
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given in school, only to find a bit of dried-up dog turd in the box and hear Lulu’s petty jeer,
“Neh, neh! Fooled you!”
And when her stepsister wasn’t playing horrid tricks, she was nasty in other ways. She was a positive expert in
leaving people out. Geraldine herself had spent enough time trailing round the edge of the playground to know
exactly what had happened to those poor creatures perpetually pretending to root for something in their
schoolbags, and trying to look so indifferent when everyone knew that they were on the verge of tears and
counting the minutes to the bell.
Thank God that Lulu had always been in a class one year group down. That eight-month gap in age had been a
blessing, making things easier during weekends and holidays because they both had different friends. But still the
two of them had spent enough time together to know one another backwards. So when the phone rang, Geraldine
didn’t reach over the edge of the bath to pick it up. She didn’t want to hear her stepsister’s smarmy pretence at
innocence.
“God, Geraldine! I am so sorry! I really, really didn’t mean to …”
Bitch! How many years had Geraldine and Robert been trying to have a baby? Five, at the very least. Two on
their own, two with the help of experts, and it was only six months or so since that tear-filled weekend when she’d
decided that she couldn’t stand it any more, and would he mind? And Robert had admitted he was relieved. He’d
hated all that clinic crap. He’d loathed the fact that Geraldine was loading her system with chemicals. He kept on
worrying she might get cancer and die on him. If she really wanted to adopt, then they could think about that. But,
in the meantime …
The phone rang on. Let Robert pick it up downstairs if he chose. Geraldine didn’t care how sharp he was with
Lulu; she deserved it. But clearly Robert, too, thought better of tangling with his sister-in-law tonight. Eight rings,
and then the phone cut off with that half-chirrup that meant the answering machine was clicking in. And that was
for the best. Robert had always known exactly when to say something and when to give things time. What was it
Geraldine’s mother had said about him so often over the years?
“Dear Robert! Not much cop for looks, but so, so good with pets and toddlers.”
And so, so good with wives. For he had always known how best to comfort her. After the last sequence at the
hospital, he had been firm.
“Out goes the whole damn lot!” Sure enough, all of that grisly and expensive paraphernalia had vanished
overnight: the pamphlets, instruction details, timing devices and every last medication and syringe.
“That’s it!” he had declared. “We’re free!”
And suddenly the two of them were living in a whirlwind: weekend trips; New Year in Vienna; walking in
Sicily; a fortnight in Goa. All of the things they wouldn’t have dared to do with either a pregnancy or a small
child. From time to time, held in his arms on dark nights, Geraldine did admit that there was still a painful
yearning inside her somewhere. But it was getting better. At least they’d had the sense to be discreet all the way
through, so there was no one in their circle of colleagues and friends who even knew about their disappointment.
Except for Lulu. Oh, why had Geraldine been so stupid as to use that appointment card as a bookmark? Lulu
had pounced.
“What’s this? Are you having treatment at this place? I didn’t know!”
“No, no. I lent that book to Tania at work. She must have left that card in it.”
“It’s got your name on it.”
So that was that, of course. Geraldine did try to play the whole business down, but she'd still had to tell at least
a part of it. And Lulu had appeared all sympathy, and full of understanding. God knows what must have been in
all those drugs that Geraldine had taken, to make her so soft-brained she thought that she might get away with it.
No, not with dear Lulu’s compulsion to seek out other people’s soft places and stamp so casually and cruelly
where it hurt most.
The bath water was stone cold now. Out she stepped, reaching for Robert’s dressing gown because it was more
comforting than her own. She came downstairs.
“So. Have you listened?” He didn’t bother looking up.
“Oh, yes. I listened. Don’t even try because I deleted it.”
“What was it, then? Don’t tell me that she dared to say that she forgot?”
“No, no. It was some drivel about assuming that you’d take longer in the loo than you did. She was quite sure
that by the time you came out the fuss would be over.”
“Over? After a piece of news like that?”
“She claimed that when the rest of them had gone, she planned to take you somewhere quiet and tell you
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privately.” Geraldine pushed at the giant lump of purring fur that had been nesting on the sofa, then gave up and
slumped down beside it.
“She is extraordinary, isn’t she? You really wouldn’t think that someone who’s so good at being spiteful could
think up such half-baked excuses.”
“But that’s deliberate, surely.”
“You think so?” The notion took Geraldine by surprise. “Put down that paper and say that again.” He dropped
the paper on the arm of his chair and reached for his beer can.
“It’s perfectly simple. I think that Lulu is forever trying to push you over the edge. She gets her jollies out of
sticking pins in everyone, and I think it really irritates her that you never lose your temper. You always forgive
her.”
“I never forgive her.”
“Well, I know that. But she doesn’t, does she? Because you make an absolute fetish of never offering her the
satisfaction of seeing how upset you are. You’ve always responded that way.” He took a swig of his beer. “This
evening, for example, in the café. What did you do?” She blushed.
“Pretended I’d noticed a traffic warden prowling round my car. Then I fled, hurling apologies behind me.”
“See? And Lulu thinks she simply hasn’t prodded hard enough. So she gets worse and worse, and turns each
half-arsed explanation or apology into even more of an insult. I reckon all she wants is for you, just for once, to
crack.”
“Crack?”
“You know. Act like a normal person. Burst into tears. Yell at her. Slap her face. Anything.”
“Then she might knock it off? You really think that?”
“Yes, I do. Why else would she waste her time dumping this sort of vileness on to you time and again? She’s
jealous. Jealous because you have a decent husband and she only has that daft Harvey—when he’s not back with
his wife. Jealous because you have a sensible career, and she just flits from one silly job to another. Jealous
because you’re nice and she is nasty. Jesus! Here, hide the last of these peanuts before I end up as fat as that damn
cat.”
She tucked what he’d left of the packet safely behind a cushion, then pulled it out again. Soothed by the ebb
and flow of Puffer’s purr, she munched away for a while. Jealous—of course. That didn’t come as news. Didn’t
they all remember the time that Lulu started on about the posture badge? All Robert had said when he came round
to their house after school prize-giving was,
“Geraldine did well, then!” And Lulu had been out of her cage.
“I got the Posture Badge!”
Their big mistake was thinking she had made a joke. And since Lulu didn’t have much of a sense of humour,
perhaps they’d laughed a little too enthusiastically, because she’d flared up.
“What is so funny about that?” Geraldine’s mother had wiped the smile off her face in a flash.
“Nothing, dear. Nothing.”
“So why are you all laughing?”
No one could think of any good reason—except, of course, that it was funny to compare scooping up all three
of the sixth-form science prizes with getting “Posture”. Robert had pitched in as usual to try to deflect the flack.
“So what is posture anyway? What does it mean?” He’d made a great performance out of saying the word in a
pretentious manner.
“Poss-chure! Poss-chure! Is it just standing up straight?”
“Of course not!” Lulu snapped. “It’s about the whole way you hold yourself and how you behave, and your
attitude and everything.” Even mild Mrs. Carter had found herself baulking a little at this.
“No, I don’t think so, dear.”
And Lulu lost her temper. They’d had the works. The flashing eyes and stamping feet.
“It is! It is! Don’t try to tell me what it is. I won it! And it means a whole lot more than just stupid sitting up
straight. It’s just as important as physics, biology and stupid, stupid maths!”
Embarrassed to their very bones, no one had pointed out that Geraldine’s third prize had been for chemistry.
And that was the problem, of course. Nobody tangled with Lulu. Some held back out of fear, and some from pity.
And others were simply too unsure of what might happen, because it truly did seem as if within her boiled some
outlandish force that might at any moment set her off down a track everyone would regret.
So no one tackled her, and ugly scenes came thick and fast. It was as if, over the years, Lulu had managed to
train them all to put up with anything—anything—rather than risk another barrage of her desperate hysteria. The
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only dignity that Geraldine had been able to snatch from these unsavoury occasions had been the satisfaction of
flattening all expression, pretending to be deaf to every insult, and, best of all, popping her head around a door
only a few minutes later with a casual, “Lu, seen my pencil sharpener?”, or, “I can’t remember whether you said
you were coming into town this afternoon with us or not?” Anything simply to rob her stepsister of the
satisfaction of knowing how hard she had struck.
Posture badge, though! It was ridiculous. Crumpling the empty peanut bag, Geraldine tossed it across the room
at the waste-paper basket. It missed, and rolled along the carpet, spilling salt.
“Crap shot,” jeered Robert.
“I wasn’t trying,” she defended herself. “And I already know that Lulu’s jealous. That’s how I keep from
letting fly and scratching her eyes out. The trouble is, I’m not sure I can carry on. I think I’m finally ready to give
up and take your advice.”
“Everyone’s advice, not just mine. Your friends. Your colleagues. That weirdo therapist woman. Everyone.”
“Except for Mum.”
“Well, yes. But your mother has a vested interest in keeping you at it, doesn’t she? I mean, if you decide that
it’s not worth the candle trying to placate that vindictive little minx any longer, and make a go of cutting loose,
then Jane will have to start to ask herself why she’s let Lulu chew up so much of her own life.” Geraldine sighed.
“Oh, well. That’s her problem now. Because I think I’m ready to write a letter to Lulu telling her I never, ever
want to see or hear from her again.”
There was a long, long silence while both of them considered the fact that toughness of this sort had never
been Geraldine’s strong suit. If she’d been halfway capable of keeping any resolution of this sort, she would have
written the letter years before.
“But, on the other hand,” said Robert suddenly. She turned her head to see a smile she didn’t recognize.
“On the other hand, what?” Now he was grinning, as if he’d suddenly snapped back into himself.
“Just that it almost seems a shame to quit now, while you are so far ahead, and she has been so nasty. If you
were ever going to crack and let fly back at her, it would have been tonight. So don’t you feel a tiny, tiny bit like
making the most of your laurels?”
“What do you mean?”
“Well, paying her out, I suppose. Making a hobby of it.”
“A hobby?”
“Why not? That’s what she seems to do to you, after all. She just gets on quite happily with her own life and
then, whenever she gets bored or you provoke her—”
“I don’t provoke her!”
“Yes, you do. You know. By getting promotions and awards and things.”
“Oh, that sort of provoke.”
“Yes. That sort. That always seems to be when she sets up these little stabbings in the back. She gets at you by
being foul. You parry by appearing not to notice, or not to mind.” He shook his head in wonder.
“It’s like a psychic sword fight. You two are in a little personal Shakespeare play all of your own. So take her
on. Stay unperturbed—whatever.”
“To what particular purpose?”
It was as if he hadn’t quite thought this bit through. But in the end he came up trumps with something
heartening.
“Revenge, of course. What else? I told you, it’s like a play. In the last act, she will go mad and die. We’ll say a
few improving words over her body, and have the bloody little bitch out of our lives for ever.”
2
It wasn’t like her Robert. Brooding about it later in bed in the dark, Geraldine wondered if: to him, this
business of not being able to have a baby had been a good deal more upsetting than he’d let on. It would be
typical of him to cover up his own real feelings in order to save her from feeling worse. She couldn’t think of any
other reason why he would do a total turnabout on all his usual advice:
“Just give the venomous little madam one more clear warning, and then as soon as she misbehaves again we’ll
freeze her out.”
(Or follow his own family to Australia without leaving any forwarding address. That had been one of the other
solutions he had suggested, and Lord it was tempting in spite of their good jobs and her perennial anxieties:
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“But it’s so far away!”
“We can’t both walk out on the lab at the same time,” and, of course,
“What about my mother?”)
But to suggest that they just carried on dealing with Lulu as they had always done before? That was so odd.
There again, people were always surprising you. Look at the way her mother had allowed Lulu back in the house
after the divorce. Jed’s drunken crash had put an end to that short paradise in which their home had once again
descended into sweet, sweet calm. In the few intervening years there had been contact, of course. The two of them
had made a point of sending gifts for Lulu’s birthday and at Christmas.
(“It’s not as if her father’s any good at celebrations—unless, of course, they include making a dent in a
bottle.”)
But neither of them ever spoke of missing her. It had been such a shock to hear the news.
“What?” Geraldine remembered asking. “She’s coming back to live with us again? For good?”
“I think so, yes.”
“But why? We’re not her family any more. It’s not our fault Jed died. Why do we have to have her?”
“I know it seems a little odd. But I don’t really see where else Lulu can go. I did ask round after the funeral.
There are a couple of great-aunts. But the one who took Lulu’s mother back to Lima when she got ill has never
bothered to come back again. And the other looked positively dreadful. You wouldn’t want Lulu to have to go to
her.”
“Why not?” Jane Carter shuddered.
“Honestly, Geraldine. Just take my word for it. She has to come to us. At least till she’s sixteen.”
And that was that. Lulu was back. She’d barely changed. Indeed, she’d obviously spent the years they’d been
apart honing her knack for making everyone around her feel one inch tall. If Geraldine so much as glanced at a
boy, then two days later Lulu would be telling her which leggy, pencil-thin blonde he was already dating. When
Geraldine’s skin broke out, Lulu would sit beside her on the bed suggesting creams and lotions, and sympathizing
so strongly that Geraldine felt each blemish on her face must be enormous. And what about the day Geraldine had
come home dancing on air to tell her mother and her stepsister that handsome, gorgeous Akil Baksar in the year
above had pulled her aside towards the end of break and asked her if she’d like to have his second ticket to a gig
on Saturday. Her mother had been delighted for her.
“Oh, Geraldine! That’s lovely!”
Lulu said nothing. For a few blissful moments, thrills of excitement ran through Geraldine. Could Lulu—
pretty, slim, and much admired by all the boys—finally be jealous of her? It was a pleasure that couldn’t last. The
moment Mrs. Carter had left the room, Lulu was leaning over the table and asking with tender concern,
“Akil Baksar? Oh, Geraldine, are you quite sure he meant a proper date?”
The germ of doubt that Lulu introduced gnawed throughout the week. Uncertain of herself, Geraldine took
care to stay away from Akil in every corridor and through every break. She wouldn’t meet his eye. What if he’d
only wanted to offload the ticket and thought that she, of all the girls in the class, was the most likely to be at a
loose end on Saturday night? What if the right thing to do was bring in money and take the ticket from him now,
as if it were a simple and sensible transaction? What if the whole suggestion were just some dare, and boys from
the year above would all be lurking, sniggering, in the dark outside the arena, watching her as she wondered how
long to stand there pretending to take an interest in the small print on the back of her ticket, waiting and waiting?
By Wednesday, Akil was avoiding her as much as she was hiding from him. On Thursday, he talked loudly in
the classroom about a sudden family funeral and up came poor squat Johnny Fuller, waving both tickets and
barely trying to hide the fact that he’d been bribed to act as substitute by being given his own for nothing.
Geraldine had her pride and, in a flurry of sick notes to school and messages to Johnny, saved face by spending
Friday and Saturday reading in bed. And all the practice at avoiding Akil’s eye had come in useful later, when
Lulu floated round the house with that great smirk of triumph on her face.
And it had been pointless, trying to cling to the notion that this small private hell would only last for two more
years. Even back then, Geraldine had known that “till she’s sixteen” was just another of her mother’s soft
evasions. What was Jane Carter planning to do, for heaven’s sake? Hand over an especially lavish gift on Lulu’s
birthday, then say, “Well, there you are. We’ve done our bit for you. Now pack and go”?
The fact is, Lulu was pretty much a proper orphan, and they comprised her only half-real family. She had to
stay. And though, whenever she played the drama queen or fell into one of her prodigious sulks, Geraldine
presumed her mother found this mutinous cuckoo almost as tiresome as she did herself, nothing was said.
Suddenly the two of them were back once again to acting the parts of caring and loving people under their own
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roof.
That was what made the entrance of Robert into their family life such a relief. The day the Forsley family
moved in next door, he’d been sent round—a gangling, awkward youth, disfigured with acne—to borrow a
broom. Lulu could barely hide her contempt, and even Geraldine had probably shown her disappointment that the
owner of the smart racing bike they’d seen unloaded from the van only an hour before could fall so far short of
their hopes. Off he had gone, bearing the filthy horror their mother had been almost ashamed to offer him. When
it came back it was a different beast, the handle scrubbed clean and the bristles shining. Jane Carter was
embarrassed.
“Honestly, you shouldn’t have!”
He stayed for supper that night, and the next. And on the way to school on Monday morning, he had caught up
with Geraldine and walked beside her.
“God, but your sister’s scary.” She said the words she'd never dared spit out so fiercely before:
“She’s not my sister.”
“Phew!” he had said.
And that was all. But still it seemed to flick some sort of switch, letting back into her heart a little of the
confidence that had been slipping away since Lulu’s return. That was the thing about Robert. Just like her
stepsister, with one word he could change a mood—except that, in his case, it was generally to make things better
and not, as in Lulu’s, always worse. Apart from a couple of hours before when, on the way up to bed, she’d asked
him suddenly,
“Do you suppose that she”s told Mum?” He was still glancing back towards the silent cat flap.
“About the pregnancy? Of course.”
“How come you’re so sure?” He forced his attention back from the wayward Puffer.
“Think it through, Geraldine. If she’s prepared to make you look a fool in front of people you only meet at
yoga, she’s scarcely going to pass up the satisfaction of arranging things so you’re the last in the family to hear
the news.”
“So why didn't Mum tip me the wink when I called in on her on the way to class?” Giving up on the unfaithful
Puffer, Robert followed his wife up the stairs and into the bedroom.
“I expect she was under orders. Oh, Lulu will have taken care to make it sound all sisterly and caring: ‘Now
don’t you say a word to Geraldine! I want to tell her myself’. But it will just have been another little power trip.”
“You really think so? Because I think, if the situation was reversed and Lulu had just told me, I wouldn’t have
been able to sit with Mum and not even hint there might be something in the wind.”
“That’s why the teasing only works in one direction.” He’d put an arm around her waist and pulled her closer.
“All part of Lulu’s fun. When are you going to realize that Lulu treats your mother like a knight in chess? She
is forever sending Jane two squares to the front and one to the side.”
“Mother’s not stupid.”
“No,” he’d agreed. “And sometimes, like this evening, she isn’t kind.”
She hadn’t argued. One of the things they’d had to learn to disagree about was how Jane Carter responded to
Lulu and her wiles. To Geraldine it usually seemed as if her mother were on the run—outsmarted by a girl who,
from the cradle, had been pulling wires. To Robert it was obvious that Mrs. Carter always chose the option that
caused least trouble, which, since her own child was a gentle soul, meant Lulu won hands down in any contest.
“People like Lulu end up ruling the world,” he’d grumbled more than once. “Especially when people like your
mother acquire the knack of acting as if each little act of spite is just some accident best ignored, and not the last
redoubt.”
The last redoubt! She’d teased him for the sheer pomposity of the phrase. But it had stuck in her mind. There
had been so many times when she’d looked back and thought, ‘That is the moment when Lulu should have been
pulled up.’ But, to be fair, she’d been no braver herself. Even when she’d seen Lulu-isms coming, she’d simply
laid her neck across the block and waited. Look at the night before her very own wedding. Lulu had sprawled
across the bed, playing the part of the supportive sister.
“So! Twelve more hours and you’ll be Robert's wife! When did you first decide to marry him?”
“It isn’t like that, Lu. You don’t just set your sights on someone and pick them off/” Lulu had let out a dramatic
sigh.
“Oh, suit yourself I’ll ask a different way.” She held out an imaginary microphone and simpered,
“Tell me, Miss Prim, when did the idea first pop into your head of marrying Robert Forsley?” What sort of fool
had Geraldine been to answer so frankly?
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“In a biology lesson.”
“You’re joking! What were you doing, for heaven’s sake? Mooning across the room, admiring his spots?”
“Oh, shut up, Lu!”
“Sorry! I didn’t mean to say that. Carry on.”
And Geraldine was trapped. If she had broken off the conversation in a huff, Lulu would bait her for sulking.
And though she was well aware that what she was about to say was almost certain to invite more ridicule, she felt
uneasy about telling any sort of lie on this of all nights.
“If you must know, we were studying proportions of body fat.”
She waited for the contemptuous snort, but Lulu just looked blank. Of course, her track record at school had
been so poor that she’d been shunted into Combined Sciences. Maybe she didn’t know.
“It’s just to do with the different ways that men and women store fat. You get a pair of callipers—”
“Callipers?”
“Not that sort. Pincers, to take a bit of flesh and measure it.” Even now, Geraldine could remember she’d taken
care to pull her stomach in before she’d dared to lift her blouse and demonstrate with fingers.
“Like this.” Lulu had shuddered.
“God! How embarrassing!” She’d grinned. “Especially for the real fatties.”
Why had she laid that emphasis on the word “real”? It might have been entirely innocent. But still it was
enough to bring all Geraldine’s anxieties about her choice of wedding outfit straight back to mind. Forcing down
panic, she’d pressed on with the story.
“Yes. Especially for them. Mr. Denby kept saying the word “fat”, and people were sniggering. Poor Brenda
Kottler was pretty well in tears.
“And how did you come out of it?”
“I can’t remember,” Geraldine had lied. “But individuals didn't matter anyway because he was comparing boys
with girls, and all the boys were practically stick insects.”
“What’s all this got to do with Robert?”
She could remember wondering, even at that point, whether or not to go on. It sounded so stupid—not at all a
reason for thinking someone was the sort of person you’d one day want to marry. But there was Lulu, sweetly
picking counterpane fluff off one of Geraldine’s sleeves, and looking all sincere. And she was only back for that
one night, before the wedding.
“It was more afterwards, really. I think that everyone was on edge when we packed up to leave. We knew
there’d be teasing. You know the sort of stuff: ‘With you on their side, Kottler, we lads never stood a chance!’ I
think that one or two of us were even thinking of hanging back so we could protect her.”
Geraldine could see it now. That drab old classroom with the nasty dark-wood cabinets. The ancient posters on
the walls. The grungy box in which they dropped their lab coats. And, behind those, the double doors where she
had fallen in love because this Robert who’d moved in next door only a few months before suddenly leaned
across to whisper something to the boy beside him at the bench. As soon as Mr. Denby said the magic words, “All
right, then. Off you go,” the two of them were on their feet and rushing for the doors. Neil took one side, and
Robert took the other. In seconds both the catches were up, the doors wide open and the boys standing like
sentries.
“Room enough, ladies? Can you get by? Is it quite wide enough? We could try pushing back the doors a little
more if there’s a problem!”
She felt a rush of warmth for him even as she retold the story to Lulu. How everyone had piled through, even
poor Brenda, who had so cleverly been transformed from a humiliated fat girl into just one more in a noisy gang
of pupils being teased. The moment most of the class were through the doors, Robert and Neil had rushed ahead
down the long corridor to repeat the performance at the far end. Floor catches up, wall hooks flipped on, and
endless noisy expressions of concern lest female classmates had some difficulty getting through a gap at least two
meters wide. Such a good joke, the boys had carried on almost all term, with teachers mystified to see their pupils
leaping up in pairs from lunch tables to hold both dining-room doors wide open for some thin wraith who could
quite easily have lost herself inside a cucumber sandwich. And what had Lulu said when Geraldine had finished?
“Oh, I see.”
Just, “Oh, I see.” But somehow she had put a world of meaning into it, as if to say, “So that is why you fell so
hard for him. Because he's really, really good with people who are overweight.”
*
Geraldine rolled over in bed, and poked her husband gently.
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“Are you awake?” He offered her his usual mild response.
“Well, I am now.” She cuddled closer.
“Robert, I’m lying here thinking and I’ve decided that you’re right. We shouldn’t change tack now. I won’t
give Lulu the satisfaction of thinking she’s upset me. Especially not about this. So I am going to face her out.” He
squeezed her.
“Quite right! Tomorrow morning we shall plan our counter-attack.”
Comforted, Geraldine burrowed down while Robert kept on staring out, into the dark. He was surprised it
hadn’t taken her a whole lot longer to agree with him, and lay awake for quite a while wondering why. So it was
not surprising that, as he finally drifted off towards his own dreams, he was not sure if he imagined it, or if he
really heard her muttering the words that seemed to skitter through his mind.
“See how far she dares go. Winner takes all.”
3
At nine o’clock the following morning, the phone rang. Robert picked up. It was his mother-in-law. He
launched in first.
“Jane! I hear congratulations are in order and you’re to be a granny!”
He'd chosen his words with care. It might seem mischievous, but hadn’t he had to sit by and watch while Mrs.
Carter sacrificed her own daughter’s sense of ease in her own home by her refusal to recognize that taking on
Lulu a second time had been a big mistake? What was so awful about taking malicious delight in hinting that she
couldn’t really pick and choose now? Too bad if, at this stage in life, she would prefer a little peace and quiet.
“Your very first grandchild!” he chortled. “Marvellous! You must be absolutely thrilled.”
“It’s lovely, isn’t it?” she said, before as good as confirming their suspicions of the night before by adding,
quite unnecessarily,
“Of course, I’ve only just heard.”
“I’ll bet,” he thought. But all he said was, “Wonderful!” He chose the bracing tone to pay her out for all those
hundreds of occasions he’d sat across their kitchen table and wondered why she didn’t turn on Lulu and warn her,
“Listen, young lady. This is my Geraldine’s home as much as yours. More, really. And if you can’t stop needling
her, I think perhaps I should phone your aunt in Lima and you can see if you get on better there.”
So let Jane Carter wince at the thought of yet another twenty years, or more, of being tied to Lulu. It served her
right.
“Won’t it be nice for you,” he persisted, “to have a brand-new baby in the family!” It was as if she brushed this
last aside.
“Robert,” she almost whispered, “I’m glad it wasn't Geraldine who picked up the phone. There’s something I’d
quite like to ask, entirely in confidence.”
He waited. It was some time before she spoke again.
“By the way, where is Geraldine? Could she be hearing this?”
“No, no. She’s off in town.”
“Already? It’s a bit early, isn’t it?” He forced out a chuckle.
“Probably already buying baby clothes!”
“Well, that’s the point, really. I wanted to ask you—well, the two of you, of course. But it’s easier to speak to
you first. I wanted to know how Geraldine is feeling about this business.”
By Christ, the woman had a nerve, keeping Lulu’s mean little secrets, then trying to pretend she was concerned
the news might have come as a shock.
“Sorry,” he said. “Not sure I’m following.”
“This business of Lulu’s being pregnant, of course. I mean, does Geraldine mind?” Robert affected bafflement.
“Mind?”
“Is she …?” It took Jane Carter only a moment to repress the word “jealous” and offer the far more tactful, “Is
she at all disappointed on her own behalf?” He wasn’t going to make it easy for her.
“How do you mean?”
“Well, you know. About not having babies of her own.”
“Our own.”
“Of course. That’s what I meant.” Since he had left her dangling, she pressed on.
“So, dear, is she?”
“What?”
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“For heaven’s sake! This isn’t like you, Robert. Surely you understand what I’m saying. Is this big news of
Lulu’s something that’s likely to upset Geraldine?”
Likely to? What sort of dream world did the woman live in? But it was better not to pick her up on that.
Already he had pushed his luck almost too far. Stick to the plan.
“Oh, sorry! I see what you mean! For just a moment I wasn’t on your wavelength. You’re wondering if we
ourselves were hoping to start a family.”
“I know it seems horribly nosy. But, what with this news of Lulu’s coming out of the blue, I simply wanted to
assure myself that—”
“Honestly, Jane! No problem.” And out they poured, the lies he'd honed to slick perfection in the sleepless
dark.
“There was a time a couple of years ago when we tried hard to think ourselves into the business. As I recall,
Geraldine even had a couple of appointments at one of those clinics that offer some blood test that tells you how
long you can leave things before you have to make up your mind.” He dropped his voice to sound more
confidential.
“I shouldn’t be telling you any of this, of course. As you know, Geraldine is very, very private about this sort of
thing. But since you’re worrying, I think it’s better that I put your mind at rest.”
“You can be very sure that I’ll respect your confidence, Robert.”
“I’d be grateful for that. Don’t want to end up in the dog-house! But frankly, the long and short of it is that, in
the end, the two of us decided we were a bit too selfish for the whole caboodle. Once we had forced ourselves
more or less up to the fence, as it were, we baulked at the last minute.” He waited while his mother-in-law
processed his version of events.
“But Lulu seems to think—”
“Oh, Lulu! Well, 1 do remember Geraldine telling me the two of them had had a conversation on the matter
and she thought Lulu might have got rather the wrong end of the stick. But then she wondered whether Lulu was
perhaps projecting a little. You know—a whole lot keener on the idea for herself than she let on.”
“Really?”
“Yes.”
Go on, he told himself. Have fun. Put in the boot.
“But that, of course; was straight after one of those times when Harvey’s wife had thrown him out, so maybe
things were all a bit unsettled.”
He couldn’t see her wince, but he could have the pleasure of imagining it. And now: the coup de grâce!
“And Harvey must be quite delighted too. What will this be? Is it his fourth child? Or just his third?” To his
great satisfaction, her voice was faint.
“But surely Harvey only has the twins—”
“His third, then. He’ll be so pleased. But then, we all are, aren’t we? And you must all come round to celebrate
the happy news. How about supper tonight? Don’t even think of bringing anything. We’ll do the lot. You just ring
Lulu and Harvey and tell them to come at seven, will you? Thanks!”
*
Geraldine was home within the hour.
“Dear Christ, this town is bloody.”
“You shouldn’t go.”
“We have to eat.”
“But I have to go shopping anyway. Everyone’s coming round to celebrate tonight.” She put down her bags
and stared.
“Really? Did you invite them?”
“I’m sorry. But it had to happen.” He stifled his smile to stop her guessing how much he had just enjoyed
baiting her mother.
“Jane rang, and suddenly there seemed no choice but to bite the bullet.” She sighed.
“Oh, well. So long as I don’t have to do it all.”
“No, no. I’ll shop and cook. And we’ll cheat on the pudding.”
“It’s a deal. Is Harvey coming?”
“Hope so.” She burst out laughing.
“You are terrible. You just enjoy tormenting the poor man.”
“He’s such a wimp.”
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“You should feel sorry for him. The poor sap’s stuck with Lulu now.”
“I can’t feel sorry for Harvey.”
And it was true. Everything about the man made his flesh creep. The way he hung back in doorways, letting in
the draught, until you almost physically pulled him in. His flabby handshake and pathetic inability either to
contribute anything of interest to any topic under discussion, or take the initiative to start up a new one. In his own
slow-moving, pleasant-looking way, Harvey was a big nothing. (“Still waters running shallow,” as Jane once said
in deep exasperation.) And the way he had dumped his wife and family the very first time had filled them all with
deep disgust. Lulu had rung one night.
“Geraldine, guess what! Harvey is finally leaving Linda. He’s moving in tomorrow.” Geraldine had tried to put
on the brakes without offending Lulu.
“Really? Are you quite sure you want to share your flat? People can be quite tiresome at the end of a marriage.
It might be better for him just to rent a place of his own for a while—give everyone a sort of firebreak.”
“No, no. It’ll be fine. He barely spends any time at home as it is, and even then it’s only so he gets to see the
twins. Anyhow, he’s psyched up now. He’s telling Linda tonight. That’s why I’ve rung you. I’m like a cat on hot
bricks.” Geraldine had glanced with longing at the piles of work stacked on the table.
“Want to come round?” Reprieve!
“God, no. I’m staying here in case she hurls him out with all his socks and underpants flying out after him. It
should be a good laugh.”
“Lulu, it won’t be easy. After all, there are the children—”
“Oh, don’t you worry about them. They’re far too young to have a clue about what's happening.”
“Lulu—”
But she’d hung up. Next day there was no word. No, nor the next. In the end Geraldine had rung her mother.
“Have you heard anything from Lulu?”
“No, dear. She told me Harvey was moving in some time this week.”
“Friday, she said.”
“Where are we now? Sunday. I haven’t heard a thing.”
“Perhaps it worked out all right.”
“I expect it did.”
It hadn’t, though. Later, between the three of them, they’d pieced the story together: how Harvey had gone
home that evening only to find his wife practically in tears over a bowl of egg whites.
“I must have got yolk in here. They just won’t whip. Harvey, you’ll have to nip down to the corner shop and
buy another dozen.”
“Can’t it wait?”
“Wait?” It seems that Linda had looked up and said sarcastically,
“Oh, yes! Of course it can wait—if you can put off all six of the people we invited for supper tomorrow. Which
would you rather, Harvey? Make a lot of embarrassing phone calls, or nip down to KeenKost?”
“Blimey!” said Robert when Lulu, under persistent questioning on her next visit, had filled in the details of the
tale. “Had the man simply forgotten?” Lulu had defended her lover.
“I don’t think that’s so odd. They entertain a lot. Linda likes cooking. And I think it’s quite decent of Harvey to
change his mind at the last minute and decide not to tell her till after their dinner party.” Behind her back as he
refilled her glass, Robert had rolled his eyes upwards.
“Heavens, yes. Much the most decent line to take. Positively noble.”
“Oh, you can scoff,” said Lulu. “You two are such a boring couple, you never have people for dinner.”
“Excuse me,” Robert rebuked her. “I think you’ll find you’re eating our grub now.”
“Only because I’m family.” That was so true that Geraldine had rushed to move the conversation on.
“So what’s going to happen now?”
“He’s going to try again.”
“When?”
“This coming Thursday.” Robert leaned over gallantly to hand Lulu her fresh glass.
“Is there some subtlety I don’t know,” he asked, “about the etiquette of leaving your wife and family? Is
Thursday the only day of the week on which it should be done?” Lulu had swiped at him affectionately.
“Daftie.”
*
Safe in bed after she’d gone, they had discussed the matter.
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“Are we just awful?” Geraldine had asked the darkness round them. “Mean-spirited and moralistic? I mean,
marriages do break up. So maybe Lulu’s right, and if the twins are really young, it will be easier for them.”
“Maybe. You couldn’t shift your knee off for a bit? My leg’s gone dead.”
“That’s not my knee. That’s Puffer.”
“By Christ, he’s heavy.” She waited while he pushed at the idle furry lump.
“Move, you great podge! This is our bed, not yours!” After she'd heard the sullen thump as Puffer hit the floor,
she took up her defence of Lulu’s boyfriend.
“And why not put it off till after some dinner party you’ve forgotten you were having? I mean, I know it
sounds repellent and ridiculous to keep on living a lie for even a few more days for something so trivial. But in a
way it makes a kind of sense.”
“Yes,” Robert said. “Like putting off a crucifixion till the weather’s better.”
And they had rolled together and made love. …
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We had been playing poker for two hours in the dim yellow cabin of the trimaran, Ed and Alan and me.
Outside, the weather had been getting steadily worse. During the game, the sides had begun to vibrate with the
organ note of the wind tearing through the shrouds, and the bunk on which I was sitting had taken on a slow,
regular heave.
“Better check the anchor,” said Ed.
The wind roared again as he opened the hatch. I watched his booted feet go up the companion ladder and out
onto the deck. AI was tired and cold, and my head ached from the stuffiness. Alan’s eyes shifted across to me,
nervously.
“Don’t worry,” I said. I got up, stooping, pulled up my hood, and went after Ed.
As my head came out of the hatch I caught a brief glimpse of slate-colored sea, an enfolding horseshoe of
cliffs, then the rain and the wind hit my eyeballs, and they blurred with tears of pain.
Ardmore Harbour is on the south coast of Ireland, protected from the west by a headland of black granite. It is
a sensible spot for a trimaran to ride out a sou’westerly gale at anchor, provided the gale does not shift southerly.
Sensible, but not particularly comfortable. The waves marching out of the southwest were a nasty dead gray, laced
with lines of foam. When they came under the bows of the boat, they broke with a short, ill-tempered roar and
surged under the stern, rolling on to the deeper, uglier roar of the line of white that hid the beach and the Curragh
rocks.
The trimaran Street Express was a slim central hull between a pair of outriggers, held in place by light but
powerful beams. The spaces between the beams were filled with netting. Ed was a short, stocky figure in yellow
wet gear, walking delicately up to the bow of the central hull to peer at the anchor warp where it slanted over the
bow and down to the ten fathoms of chain and hundred-and-fifty-pound anchor on the bottom, sixty feet below.
Ashore, the lights of Ardmore were yellow and friendly in their fold in the cliffs. Over there people were sitting
round turf fires, listening to the wind bumping in the chimneys and feeling pleased that they were not out on the
cold gray sea. Winter slapped my face, ran down inside my hood and over my chest under the jersey. I wished I
was with them.
“What do you reckon?” said Ed.
‘Good enough,” I said. He nodded his head on its short, thick neck. I squeezed back down the hatch.
For a moment, the still air of the cabin gave an illusion of warmth. It did not last. Alan was huddled on one of
the berths. I grinned at him, to encourage him. He was new to offshore sailing.
“Everything all right?” he said. He was grinning, too, but his spaniel brown eyes needed reassurance.
“Very cozy,” I said. “And if the string comes off the anchor, there’s a nice soft beach.”
He laughed. It sounded forced.
“Nothing to worry about,” I said. Ed came back below, pulled his thick body out of his parka, and said,
“Wind’s going on up.”
His flat, pouchy face had acquired new lines of strain since we had sailed from Pulteney on the south coast of
England a week ago. Street Express had cost him four hundred thousand pounds of his own money, and racing
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trimarans are not meant to ride out gales at anchor in open water. But Street Express’s main halyards had frayed to
a thread that afternoon, which meant that the mainsail could fall down any minute, depriving her of motive power.
When that happens, the sensible thing to do is find the best shelter you can and drop your hook.
Later, I was lying in my sleeping bag in the coffin-like forward berth, listening to the big noises of the wind as
it tore qt the mast. I have been bumping about on the sea long enough to be able to sleep straight away under most
circumstances. But here at anchor, Street Express’s motion was awkward and ragged, the lift of her bow to a wave
brought up short by the warp, then the drag of a wave breaking over her outriggers; and I could not go to sleep.
After perhaps an hour I began to drift off, away from the boat, through the shambles of my private life, to a
quieter, stiller place. Then, suddenly, I was awake.
The motion had changed. The coarse jerking had ceased. Instead, there was the long, steady yaw of a big boat
in a seaway with nobody at the helm, I shouted, “Ed!” and found myself out of my sleeping bag, pulling on boots
in the wet dark. The hatch slammed open as Ed ran on deck. Alan and I charged into each other, shoulder to
shoulder on the ladder. Alan already had his oilskins on. I heard Ed shout,
“Anchor warp’s parted! Get up here!”
No, I thought, muzzy with sleep. Anchor warps didn’t part, not new ones, just like that. Street Express yawed
and slid, and my heart began thudding in my chest, because I knew that impossible or not, it was true.
As I put my head out of the hatch, a wave got me flat in the face. I blew bitter salt water out of my mouth.
“Sail!: Ed was yelling. “Give me some sail!”
It was pitch black as I stumbled up on deck. There were no lights astern, where Ardmore should have been.
The boat had spun. Now, the comforting yellow glow was over to port, very close, and it was not comforting
anymore, but frightening.
I staggered forward, Alan in pursuit, and began to fumble the ties off the mainsail. My eyes were getting used
to the dark. I could see a shape that had to be Ed, forcing down the daggerboard. Street Express’s motion seemed
to ease and become more purposeful.
I got off the last of the ties. My eyes kept straying toward those yellow lights. Between us and them were lines
of pale gray that threw up a silver mist that turned to gold in their soft glow. Out of the mist came a noise: a hard,
heavy rumble that you could feel as well as hear, that mingled with the heartbeat to make an uneasy fluttering in
the chest. Breakers, on the beach.
Ed was at the wheel now. He had got us moving eastward, parallel with the beach. Since nightfall, the wind
had come southerly, to blow straight into the horseshoe of the harbor. Like other racing multihulls, Street Express
carried no engine. Ed was going to have to tack out. To tack, you needed a mainsail. To hoist the mainsail, you
needed a main halyard. I had no confidence ion what was left of ours. But it was all we had.
Alan’s face was a terrified white moon as I leaned on the winch handle.
“What’s happening?” he yelled
“Hoisting the main!” I yelled back.
We were too bloody close to the beach, was what was happening. Sweat poured down my face as I wound. The
halyard held. The sail went up, roared, steadied. I hung on, panting, as Express’s deck went up like a lift. Its slide
down the back slope of the wave left my stomach at the top. She was sailing now; I breathed with relief.
The deck lurched into the trough. At the bottom, there was a huge, bone-jarring bang. My feet went from under
me, and my face slammed into the plastic deck. I could taste salt and blood as I struggled up again. Express was
going up on another wave. She felt lighter, more frivolous. Whatever she had hit must have taken the daggerboard
right out of her. Ed Boniface’s voice wove itself into the roar of the breakers. He was yelling, fighting the wind.
As the hull began to sink again, I knew for sure that he was going to lose.
“Flarre!: I shouted. I spat blood and wriggled aft for the emergency gear in the cockpit. I fumbled one out of
the pack, pulled the ignition tape. The ball of red fire soared into the black sky, turning the crests of the breakers
to blood. The breakers had changed. These were not the long, thundering waves arching cleanly onto the sandy
beach. We had been moving along the shore when we had hit. We had run out of beach. These were the crumbling
walls of water you get when a big swell takes it into its head to pound into rocks.
Express bottomed out. She hit again, and this time the crash jarred the teeth in my head. And I knew bloody
well that four waves from now, she was going to pile straight into the Curragh rocks. Suddenly I was very
frightened. Alan was shouting about life rafts, his voice high and thin. There was no time for life rafts. Anyone
who was going to get out of this alive was going to have to jump for it, swim outside the breaker, away from the
rocks and round to the beach. I yelled at Alan,
“Get a life jacket! We’re going to have to swim!”
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I saw the whites of his eyes roll under his hood, poor devil, but ai could not hear his reply.
“Swim!” I shouted again, and clambered aft. We were making water now; the hull moved like a corpse that had
been in the sea a week. I put my face next to Ed Boniface’s ear and said,
“Jump!” Ed’s voice was surprisingly high, and it cut through the racket of wind and sea like a razor.
“No!” he screeched.
“You’ll get yourself killed!” I said.
“No!” shouted Ed.
Express soared up a wave and came down on her side. I hung on to the lifelines, gritting my teeth against the
smash. This time it was the port outrigger, and at the same time as the crash there was a yell from Alan forward.
Something high and black moved against the overcast, toppled like a tree. The mast.
“Alan!” I yelled.
There was no reply.
I grabbed the front of Ed’s jersey. I could feel the full weight of him, square and solid. He resisted. The hull
shook under my feet as the butt of the mast slammed into it like a battering ram. A wave rolled under, its crests
whitening, and I saw the spray blast up in a snow-white plume twenty yards to shoreward. This was the last
chance.
I pulled Ed as hard as I could toward me. I felt one of his fists slam into my upper arm, and the resistance as he
tried to pull away. And when the pull had hardened, I let go, suddenly, and gave him a double push. The pushpit
rail caught the back of his knees, and he fell clear over the stern and into the water. I took a deep breath. It was an
easier sea to be pushed into than to jump into. Then I dived.
The water was cold enough to steal my breath. I could see Ed thrashing six feet away. I managed to yell, “The
beach!” before I got a wave in my mouth. Then I fought off my coat and kicked off my boots and began to swim
along the troughs of the waves, trying to keep a little out to sea, away from the deadly suck and boil of the rocks.
I can remember very little about that swim. There was the cold, the heave of the big waves outside the
breakers. Once, from the crest of a wave that must have been higher than the others, I tried to look for Alan.
Instead I saw a white carpet of foam with black teeth of rock sticking out of it. Against the white carpet,
something that looked like a huge black insect scudded, caught on a rock, and disappeared under the pummeling
waves. Street Express.
Later, I was hovering outside the breakers, going up on a wave, and seeing the streetlights shining on pale
sand. I was very tired. The irony of it was enough to make me want to weep. A mere fifty yare away, the
waterfront of a prosaic little village, where people parked their cars to read the Sunday Press. And in between me
and it, a roaring white field of smashed water.
My chest hurt my legs were bone weary, and I was getting heavier and heavier. As the next wave came under
me, I turned for the beach and started to swim. The crest rose, and there was a wonderful moment of peace, no
wind, no noise, as it hung over my head. Then it came thundering down.
After that, it was like being in a washing machine. There was nothing to breathe but sand and water. I tumbled
up through foam that was too much like water to breathe and too much like air to float in. I sank. The noise and
chaos began to recede behind a red, inner roaring. A wave yanked me down. I kicked again, and my foot hit and.
And it turned into a sort of half hop and then a hop and I dragged myself through the pale tongues of the foam and
onto the beach.
The sand was hard and wet. The streetlights shone in the puddles of water that came up where I put my hands
as I crawled. The sand became dry and beautifully warm. I lay down. The luminous hands of my watch swam
under my eyes. It had only been ten minutes since I had woken up in Street Express’s cabin. It felt like a lifetime.
Down there by the white edge of the foam, a figure was crawling in the sand. It was small and solid looking:
Ed. My legs hurt when I got up. There was no sign of anyone else on the beach. I staggered over to Ed and said,
“Where’s Alan?” He shook his head, water drooling from his chin.
There was shouting in the car park. Flashlight beams wobbled across the beach and on the writing surf. Low
white salmon boats came out of the boat cove and patrolled outside the breakers, torches flicking. The beams lit
water weed, wet sand, driftwood. No Alan.
*
The Youghal lifeboat came bucking through the big seas beyond the point. People collected on the beach.
Someone led me away to a cottage and gave me a set of dry clothes, and talked to me in the kind, guttural accents
of West Waterford. I do not know what I answered. I wanted to be back on the beach.
The tide turned, and the flashlight beams faded as the sky paled. Men and women stood in little knots along the
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strand. In the gray dawn, the black rocks were littered with pieces of composite hull. Some were recognizable: a
chunk of main beam, a battered Thermos flask, the knave of diamonds from the poker pack. Now the Curragh
rocks had finished with it, you could have put most of Ed Boniface’s boat through an average-sized letterbox.
I stood and looked at it, stunned. There was a noise behind me. I turned. Ed was wandering across the beach.
He was saying,
“Bastards. Bastards.”
I did not want to talk to Ed or anyone else. I wanted to watch the dull heave of the seas and get a sight of Alan,
still swimming. But the lifeboat was still searching, and there were eight or a dozen salmon boats out. He had
been in the sea six hours. Even if he had been wearing a life jacket, he would have drowned by now.
Ed’s eyes were blank with shock. Someone much bigger than he had lent him a jersey and a pair of trousers,
and given him whiskey. I could smell it on his breath. He stood beside me on the beach, shoulders hunched,
watching the sea.
“What a bloody mess,” he said.
I nodded. I thoufght he wsa talking about Alan. I was wrong.
“I rang the brokers,” he said. “To tell them. They’re doing an investigation.” He kicked at a bit of wreck with
his oversized boot. “A bloody investigation.”
The wind blew. The sea heaved. There was still no Alan.
“The anchor warp goes on a lee shore in a gale, and they want an investigation,” said Ed. “I suppose they think
I cut the cable and murdered that kid, so I could pick up the insurance. What do they think I am? A bloody
homicidal maniac?”
“He could be alive,” I said. Ed did not answer. We both knew that there would be no Alan, now.
“Half a million quid,” said Ed. “Half a million bloody quid. Everything.” He gestured at the fragments of his
boat, spread over the black rocks like confetti after a wedding. Then he grabbed my arm. “We were sailing off.
Then you pushed me overboard.”
I was numb with tiredness. I stood and looked at him, the mean lines exhaustion had carved in his pudgy
gambler’s face. He was talking about money. But there was a dead man out there. Ed was one of my oldest
friends, but a lot of very odd things had been happening to him lately. I shrugged. He started to say something
else, but I turned away.
I waited on the beach till noon. The wind abated, and a great sheet of blue sailed in from the Atlantic. And I
stood on the pale beach and watched the salmon boats still rowing to and fro on the green bay under the white
gulls, searching.
There was no sign of Alan.
That evening, as it darkened, I went and got Ed out of the pub and led him in the direction of Cork. Next
morning, we climbed onto an airplane.
2
The Brymon Twin Otter dived steeply onto the runway at Plymouth Airport and taxied through a collection of
ancient trainers onto the concrete apron. Normally, Plymouth Airport is the last place in the world you would
expect to trip over important people. But as the man with the blazer and the scrubby red beard detached himself
from the coffee bar on the public side of Customs, I realized that today was going to be an exception to the rule.
“Hello, Ed,” he said.
“Hi, Jimmy.”
We said hello back, politely. Alec Strong was the deputy editor of the Yachtsman. Sensible sailors were as
polite to him as possible.
“So what’s all this I hear?” said Alec, flicking the elastic off a notebook and adjusting his heavily freckled
features to express concern.
“We were anchored off Ardmore,” said Ed, heavily. “The warp bust. We had to jump for it. Alan Burton didn’t
make it ashore.” I said nothing and wished to be elsewhere, away from the scratch of Alec’s ballpoint.
“Anchor warp,” he said. “Any idea why?”
“None,” said Ed. “It was a brand-new warp, oversized.”
“How did it go, then?”
“Frayed,” said Ed. “I found the end on the beach.”
Alec frowned. His pen made question marks.
“This Alan Burton. Haven’t heard the name before.”
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“No reason you should have,” said Ed. “Friend of a friend. Came along for the ride. Only the third time he’d
been on a sailing boat.”
“Poor bloke,” said Alec. Ed looked at him hard with his bloodshot brown eyes, but said nothing.
“Time for a jar,” he said, and marched off to the bar. I bent to pick up my bags. Strong was peering at his
notebook.
“You’ve got a boat of your own this year, eh, James?”
“Yes,” I said.
“So you and Ed are by way of being in competition.”
I stared at him. He grinned, displaying crooked yellow teeth. I said,
“I’m sure you’re not suggesting what I think you’re suggesting.” The grin vanished.
“No,” he said. “Of course not.”
“As you know very well, Ed is an old friend of mine. We’ve done a lot of sailing together, and when he asked
me to come and help him work up his new boat, I said I’d go. Because he is a friend, and when a friend needs a
hand, you give him a hand.” His ballpoint raced across the paper.
“Got that down?” I said.
“Yes,” he said. He was not a bad bloke, as journalists go. Now he had the decency to look ashamed of himself.
It did not last long.
“Still,” he said, “You and Ed, you’re both pretty experienced. Three times round the world between you. But
you land up on the stones in Ireland because the anchor warp goes … I mean, I suppose you checked the warp?”
“It was a new one,” I said.
“So what happened?”
“Frayed,” I said. “Like Ed told you.” He gazed down at his notebook, his ginger beard wagging as he chewed
his lip.
“Do you know what?” he said. “If I was an insurance man, I might be asking questions.” He smiled, to take the
sting out of it. I did not smile back.
“I mean, I’ve heard some stories about Ed’s business. Eh?”
“I wouldn’t know about that,” I said. “You’d better ask him.”
Ed’s drink had been a quick one. Now he was heading across the tiled lobby, yellow-booted feet dragging in
the litter of sweet-papers and plastic cups. Strong started to trot after him. But before he could catch up, Ed was
through the glass door and into a taxi, and the taxi had pulled away and down the hill toward the city.
“Oh, well,” said Strong. “Poor devil’s probably off to see his bank manager. I hear you’re looking for a sponsor
yourself, for your new boat?”
“That’s right.”
“Is this going to help?”
I looked at his red-frizzed face and needle-blue eyes and thought, You know bloody well it isn’t. But I said,
“It’s an unfortunate accident.”
“Lousy publicity at a critical time,” he said. “Very bad luck.”
“Good copy, though,” I said. “If you can get it past your lawyers.”
“Come on,” he said, looking pained. “Do you think I’d print something like that?”
I smiled at him. It hurt my face. He would print it if he found out the insurers were running an investigation.
He laughed, waved, and walked off toward the telephones.
I watched Ed’s taxi pull down the hill. Maybe he was off to the bank. But judging by recent form, he was more
likely to be off to see his favorite croupier.
*
The Jag was parked in the car park: my 1960 mark 2, e.8 liter, wire wheels; the bank robgber’s favorite
t\getaway car and my second home. The sight of its gleaming black paintwork was like a tonic, and so wsa the
smell of the inside when I unlocked the door: leather and oil, walnut dashboard and Bakelite steering wheel. The
seat folded me in, and when I pulled the starter the heavy, tearing roar of the twin exhausts was like the voice of
an old friend. It was good to have an old friend who had not changed.
Unlike Ed.
I had known Ed for ten years, and he was a very good friend. I had sailed with him a lot, too; in fact we had
sailed together in the Twostar, the double-handed transatlantic race. You have to get on very well to stay friends at
the end of a Twostar. With Ed, it had been no problem. He had a kind of raffish fat-boy charm. He was addicted to
everything, from women, via food, to cigarettes and, in occasional bursts, drink. But he had never been gross with
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it. You always felt that there was another Ed, a thin, reasonable Ed, sitting back from the guzzling fat boy and
laughing. He was a tough and dedicated racing skipper, and he won races.
But lately, things had been going wrong. Six months ago, his father had died—a gray-faced East End patriarch,
ninety years old, who had driven a tug out of Gravesend, smoked thirty Capstan Full Strength a day, and ruled his
family with a combination of good sense and bitter sarcasm. Ed had always pretended to pay him no attention.
But now he was gone, he was missed.
There was a brother called Del, who lived up in Essex. Del was a hard man, and he liked a flutter. He had
introduced Ed to his gambling friends, and Ed had discovered that poker was one of the ingredients that had been
missing from his life to date. The others were roulette and the dogs. Now there were rumours that Gull Spars, his
factory in Plymouth, was beginning to suffer.
I turned off the A38 onto the road that winds through the muscular green hills, southeast toward Pulteney and
the sea. Ed was a good winner, but when he started to lose, he would twist like an armful of eels. Loyalty apart, I
had to confess to myself that the wreck of Street Express had probably been an attempted insurance job.
Five miles from the coast cottages began to sport new thatch and stone troughs of early geraniums, and the
gates of the farms were painted white and flanked by stud railings. Pulteney was drawing near.
Fifteen years ago, when I had arrived, Pulteney had been a small, dirty, run-down fishing port. Its industry had
consisted of Yeo’s fish merchants and the Agutter line of rusty freighters, supported by a handful of coal
merchants, two chandleries, and Spearman’s boatyard, where they had heard of fiberglass construction but had no
plans to start working with the stuff.
It was the boatyard that had brought me to Pulteney. I had wanted to learn how to build boats out of wood. So I
dropped out of university and hired myself to old Joe Spearman for two pounds a week. With my entire worldly
fortune I had bought a house, seven hundred and fifty pounds of derelict. Then Joe Spearman had retired, and his
son Neville had taken over. Even in those days Neville had been a sour, tight-fisted man, and he did not like the
idea of university boys cluttering up his sheds. So he had fired me, and I had got a job with Captain Agutter, a
hard but humorous old pirate who ran the line and still lived in the white house halfway down the village street.
That had taken me away for three years. When I cam back, the new Pulteney had arrived.
The Jaguar was snarling down Fore Street now, between the potted bay trees and the fresh-painted bow
windows of the holiday cottages. The new Pulteney was what the brochures called a yachtsman’s paradise. There
were two delicatessens and an interior decorator’s shop on Fore Street. The warehouses along the quay by the
horseshoe fishing harbor had become chandlers and souvenir shops and yacht designers’ offices. The steep streets
of the town—cobbled, some of them, and inaccessible to cars—were full of weekend cottages and timeshare flats.
The people who had lived in the cottages before the yachtsmen came now inhabited a gray cement council estate
over the back of Naylor Hill.
I drove past the whitewashed granite of the shops by the quay, and the new cedar Yacht Club, where the breeze
frosted the blue water of the moorings and drew out the red ensign on the mast. The harbor was jammed with
yachts. As I went eastward out of town, another forest of masts rose from the land to the right: the marine\a that
Neville Spearman had carved from the flat salt marsh at the mouth of the river Poult.
Opposite the spearman’s sign, I turned left up a green valley and wound up the mile of lane to my house. Like
all the other houses in and around Pulteney, it is built of stone. Unlike most, it is attached to a huge hollow square
of barns, originally constructed as an indoor cattle yard by a local farmer who made his fortune selling beef to the
Navy Victualling Dock in Plymouth during the Napoleonic Wars.
I parked the Jag in the drive and walked through the old wagon arch and into the yard.
After I had left Agutter’s, I set up as a furniture maker. But by this time I was doing a lot of sailing, and I found
it was getting more and more difficult to find the time to make the furniture. What was easier, given the fact that I
seemed to spend half my life in the port cities of the world, was finding timber ready for shipping. So I converted
the workshop into a timber yard. And now, people who knew reckoned that Pulteney Rare Woods was one of the
five best timber merchants in Britain. What the people did not know was that Pulteney Rare Woods was
chronically short of cash, and getting shorter by the minute.
I combed my hair in the glass of a picture of me standing in front of a pile of mahogany logs that had fallen off
a freighter and washed ashore the other side of Beggarman’s head. My reflection looked like a heavyweight boxer
in need of a haircut. Then I went in to the weekly partners meeting.
The boardroom had a big Venetian window from which you could see a blue wedge of sea between the hills.
The table I had made myself was surrounded with hairs I had made myself, in the Sheraton style. In fact, the only
thing in the room I had not made myself was Harry Blake, my partner. As usual, he was wearing a suit and staring
1842

at me accusingly. I was three minutes late.
“Evening, Mr. Chairman,” said Harry, noting the marks of exhaustion and the lack of haircut. “Done yourself
an injury?”
“Fell overboard,” I said shortly.
“I heard on the news,” said Harry, stabbing his calculator. He was bald, with a bowtie and a little rosebud
mouth.
“What happens to us when you really hurt yourself?” I smiled at him.
“You’ll manage.” Harry was under the impression that regulating my private life would make Pulteney Rare
Woods a better company.
“Oh, no,” he said with a transparent lack of sincerity. “Well, James. Bought us any timber?”
I shoved the acquisitions book across the table. He ran an eye down it.
“I could sell five times that,” he said. I said,
“It’s the wrong time of year.”
“I am aware of that,” said Harry. “But what am I going to sell the customers?”
“Harry,” I said, “we’ve got the same amount in the yard as last year. It’s all good stuff.”
“We need more,” said Harry. It was the old, tired argument.
“There isn’t any more to be had,” I said.
“Then we should change policy.”
“No.”
One of the reasons Pulteney Rare Woods was a good timber merchant was that I bought only trees that were
ready for cutting. If a lot of the farmers I dealt with had had their way, I would have been clear felling, and their
broad-leaved woods would have sprouted Sitka spruce, and my yard would have been filled up with immature
trees that made bad, narrow planks.
Harry would have appreciated that. Harry liked to have high volume, and damn the consequences to the
landscape and the joiner.
“In that case,” Harry said, “I’ve got something here for you to read.” He handed me a thick brown envelope.
“Now?” I said.
“Later will do,” said Harry, and stretched his rosebud mouth into a sharp-toothed smile I did not like the look
of. I tucked the envelope into my pocket and went out of the door. Vera, the secretary, said,
“An Ed Boniface called. Six times.”
“If he calls again, put him through tot the house,” I said, and walked across the yard.
3
The Mill House is nobody’s idea of a stately home. But I have been living there for fifteen years, and over that
tie I suppose it has turned into a suitable habitation for a widower with daughter.
I walked through the hall and into the sitting room. There was a fire in, a vase of red-and-yellow parrot tulips,
the Financial Times and the yachtsman on the table. The woman’s touch. The woman stuck her head round the
door: blue hair, heavy jowl, brilliant blue makeup above kind brown eyes.
“Rita,” I said.
“Can’t stop now,” said Rita. She had been saying it for eight years, ever since she had come to work for me.
“Steak and kidney pie in the Aga. Mac’s coming off the bus at six. I’m off.”
“Give my regards to George.”
George was her husband. They lived on Naylor Hill. Without Rita the Dixon family would have eaten out of
tins and been dressed in rags. I watched her through the window as she wobbled under the ilexes on her bike. The
sight made me feel almost mellow. The telephone bell shredded the air. I answered.
“Jimmy,” said Ed Boniface’s voice. It was hoarse and a little slurred. I could imagine him sitting in the living
room of his grubby semi on the outskirts of Plymouth. Boats were all Ed cared about; everything else was a
support mechanism for sailing. He would be chain-smoking Senior Service, and there would be a smeary vodka
glass on the table. His puffy face would be gray under the tan, his hair straggling across his scalp. He was no oil
painting, Ed, especially when he was drinking. But you do not choose your friends because of their matchless
beauty. Though I had been thinking that no matter how old a friend he was, if Alan had got drowned on an
insurance job, he was not going to be a friend much longer.
“Listen,” said Ed, “there was something funny about that lot.” I said,
1843

“Ed. I want the truth about what happened.” Ed coughed.
“Don’t get bloody la-di-da with me,” he said. “You think it was an insurance job and I cocked it, right? Well, it
bloody well wasn’t.”
“All right,” I said. “What was it, then?”
“Would I have tried to sail her out of the bay if it had been insurance?” said Ed. His voice was harsh, desperate
croak. “I’m not thick, boy. Wouldn’t I have had the life raft over, abandoned ship off the beach? You had to throw
me over the side, remember? No,” he said, and I heard the hiss as he dragged on his Senior Service. “It was
bleeding Alan.”
“Alan?” I said. I was back there; saw the mast come down like a metal tree, heard the yell from the bows, cut
off short.
“He cut the bloody warp,” said Ed. “It was a brand-new one. He was up on deck just before she went. I heard
him—”
“Come on,” I said. “What kind of idiot would cut an anchor loose off a lee shore in a gale? Anyway, we saw
the end. It was frayed.”
“He could have done it with a knife,” Ed said obstinately. “He had reasons.”
“You’d need a dirty great reason.”
Like half a million quid’s worth of insurance, I thought. Ed was a trier, a racer. If he lost, it had to be someone
else’s fault. That was the way he was made; you could not hold it against him any more than you could hold
spottiness against a leopard.
“Have they found him?” I said.
“No,” said Ed. “I tell you, Jimmy, he did it. I’ve got evidence.”
The front door slammed. I did not believe Ed had evidence.
“Okay,” I said. “Okay, Ed. Look, I’ve got to go.”
“Yeah,” said Ed. “Listen—”
I put the phone down on the whole dirty mess. Mae came in.
She was twelve next birthday. She had short blond hair and the green skirt and white socks that they made
them wear at her school. Her big gray eyes narrowed a fraction as she saw me at the table; it was a habit she had
when she was pleased.
“Hello,” she said, and kissed me. “I read about you in the paper this morning.”
“No problem,” I said. “Don’t believe what you read in those things.”
She smiled a reserved, grown-up smile. Since her mother had gone, she spent a lot of time on her own.
“Good day?” I said.
“Double French,” she said. “Triple ghastly maths.” She pulled a face that was suddenly the face of a small,
muddy girl with craters in her knees. I grinned at her and said,
“Let’s go for a walk after supper.”
“Great,” she said.
The telephone started to ring. Here face closed up again. She hated the telephone, for the good reason that it
usually yanked me out of her life.
“Go on,” she said. As I picked up the receiver she was leaving the room.
It was Charlie Agutter, the son of old Captain Agutter. Charlie was a good friend, an excellent yacht designer,
and currently my employee in a venture that was either brilliantly innovative or hair-raisingly stupid, depending
on whether you were Harry or me.
“Glad you’re alive,” said Charlie. He had a quick, clever voice. We’ve re-rigged the mast. Can you manage an
outing tonight, to check it out?”
“Of course,” I said. We made a rendezvous at the New Pulteney marina. Then I remembered my walk with
Mae and went to look for her.
She was upstairs in her pink bedroom, lying with her back to me. Elvis Presley was singing Love Me Tender on
the record player. She was reading a book. She did not turn her head when I went in. I looked over her shoulder.
Swallows and Amazons. I said,
“I’ve got to go sailing. D’you want to come?”
“No,” she said. Her voice was flat and dull. “I’d be in the way.”
I opened my mouth to protest. Then I shut it, because she was right. I shoved my hands in my pockets and
stared at the photograph of myself above her bed. The photo stared back. I was on the lawn of the royal yacht
Squadron at Cowes. Pulteney had just won the Champagne Guise Match races. I had been the helmsman. I looked
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full of winning, all six feet five of me, wearing a Panama hat, grinning out of my flat face with the nose plastered
over the right cheek where I had walked into a boom on the Fastnet. I stood there feeling broke and hopeless, and
as remote from that photo as the moon. The telephone was ringing again. I said, “I’d better get that,” and slunk
out.
I did not get it. I sat at the kitchen table and bolted steak and kidney pie, and let it ring. It stopped. The
babysitter arrived and went straight for the TV. The telephone again. I picked it up and dropped it again, then used
the dialing tone to dial the gardai\fn{Police} barracks at Ardmore.
“Did you find Mr. Burton?” I said to the guttural West Waterford voice that answered.
“We did not,” said the voice. “And I’d say maybe we wouldn’t now. We have your name and address?”
“You have,” I said, thinking of a silent thing rolling in an eddy somewhere. “Did you find the anchor?”
There was a pause.
“No. Why would we want the anchor?” said the voice.
“To see what happened to the rope.” I said.
“That’s what the fella from the insurance was after,” said the voice.
“So have you found it?”
“The diver says there does be terrible bad visibility below,” said the voice. “I’d say it would clear soon.”
I thanked him and headed down the hall. As I went through the door, I shouted, “Good-bye!” up the stairs. Mae
did not answer.
Outside it was a warm evening, the sun high and bright in a blue sky with a fresh breeze blowing from the
west. But as I got into the Jag, I was shivering.
The Jag started after three tries. It needed a new set of plugs. I backed out of the coach house with unnecessary
violence. The tumbler doves clattered off the roof of their cote as the tires squealed on the cobbles. The house
shrank in the rearview mirror, lawns neatly mown, ilexes framing gray stone with good patches of yellow lichen.
The fuchsias were already out in the hedgerows of the lane, drops of blood in the green. It was all the component
bits of an idyll; yet all the bits added up to was an emptiness.
I crossed the main road, pulled off past the sign that said NEW PULTENEY MARINA , and went down he concrete
road toward the bristle of masts. The car park was half-full; the season was only just starting. By July it would be
crammed to bursting, the jetties traffic jams of equipment trolleys and hard men come to flog about in the channel
and softer men come to drink gins and tonics on their expensive toys.
But toward the far end of the crowd of jetties, the yachts ceased to be toys. Over there the masts were tall and
looked dangerously slim for their height, and were braced with four sets of horizontal spreaders. My step
quickened, and the gloom lifted a notch.
Over where the tall masts stabbed the sky was known as the Pits. Neville Spearman, the marina’s owner, had
recently decreed that radical racing machines would get reduced berthing fees if they stayed together in a sort of
ghetto by the marina entrance. This, the theory went, would attract many casual rubberneckers, who would
patronize the marina’s ice-cream stall and off license. It would also keep rubberneckers with screwdrivers away
from the expensive cruising boats in the rest of the marina and thus protect their expensive fixtures and fittings.
The reason I was there was at the very end of the last jetty, because it was too big to fit anywhere else. I
walked down the slatted alley between a double row of knifelike epoxy bows, crisp-edged decks studded with the
big barrels of winches: one-tonners, class I ocean racers, some of the fastest sailing boats afloat. The breeze
wailed in their rigs. It was a familiar song; these were the kinds of boats that had made my reputation. Their
designers had delved deep into the rule book, spent night after night crouched over computer drafting equipment;
their owners had spent hundreds of thousands of pounds building them from cobwebs of carbon fiber and foams
evolved for use in the space shuttle; their crews had run marathons and practiced till they bled and wept—all to
make them the fastest things on the water.
But the thing that ihad built with charlier Agutter and Scotto Scott, the thing waiting up on the end of the jetty
with the tall, thick mast raked steeply aft, could sail more than twice as fast as anything else on the jetty.
Charlie looked up and waved. I walked apt the sharp silver bow with Secret Weapon sketched in black and
tossed my bag over the lifelines. Then I heaved myself aboard.
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There was a cataclysmic lurch and a phenomenal roar of pure, surging force as I farted and flung back the
cocoon of bedding. I put the phone back on the hook and padded across the nylon shag-pile to the bathroom
where a strip of paper across the lavatory seat advised me that everything in sight had been “sanified for your
comfort and protection”. I de-sanified it. While I rinsed the lenses of my glasses under the warm tap, the face in
the mirror returned a wince that might have begun life as a smile. I squeezed a small spot that had appeared
overnight, raked my hair with my fingers, had a shower and searched carefully through the layers of clothes and
books in my suitcase to find a clean shirt. There wasn’t one, so I put yesterday’s on again. With an uncanny sense
of direction I found my way to the picture window and drew aside the curtains with a grotesque floral motif on
them.
“Mmm, perfect day for a picnic.”
Outside the sky was as dim and unreal as the recently elected Reagan. Fine rain blew against the pane and in
the street below cars had their lights on. The aluminium-framed mirror glass of the First Chemical Bank reflected
identical office blocks. On top, a digital clock alternated time with temperature. 11.45. 84°F. Through a gap
between the tall buildings it was just possible to catch sight of a railway yard where Santa Fe and Southern Pacific
rolling-stock waited for somewhere to go. I watched the traffic lights changing at the intersection below until I
could anticipate each change within a second or two. When the lights had changed from red to green ten times, I
noticed the clock again. 11.50. 84°P.
“Morning has broken,” I sang to myself. “And the day is in a splint.”
There was no point in rushing headlong into a day like this. The weather and poor sleep had combined to help
me start the day feeling sour and glum. I checked the tour itinerary:
DAY OFF.
NO SHOW TODAY.
DEP. 14.00.
DRIVE TO DENVER. 1050 MILES.

Some day off. I had to start moving if I was to have something to eat and collect my laundry. Downstairs at
least half of our lot were in the coffee shop.
“Morning,” I said to no one in particular. I sat at a table near the others and waited to order. Elsewhere a few
businessmen were dotted about, as neat as cemetery lawns and as upright as columns of printed figures, every last
one of them with a nervous haircut and one of those foolish and prissy moustaches that lay beneath his nose like a
slumbering rodent. From our tables floated a series of low moans and fragments of conversation, punctuated now
and then by the clatter of cutlery dropped from lifeless fingers.
“Yeow’d screw a fuckin’ snake if sumone’eld its head down for yeow. Yeow’ve gorra be careful these fuckin’
days y’know. Not thar I care. I’ve got to get a neow fuckin’ sout-fuckin’ case ’cos o’yeow, y’bastard, ‘ said
Magnet to the truck driver. He was called Magnet because he had such an unattractive personality. Not only did he
have the thickest of Brummie accents but when he occasionally found it “una-fuckin’-void-able” to use a word of
more than one syllable it was his peculiar talent to incorporate his customary flow of foul language. The rest of
the crew—Ernie, Flakey, Vomit and the Colonel—had become so heartily sick of his bragging about how “indefuckin’-structible” his Samsonite suitcase was that the day before they’d held him tight between them while the
truck driver carefully placed the case in the middle of the parking lot and slowly backed the articulated lorry, full
of sound and lighting gear, right over it. They solemnly handed him the pieces.
I was feeling knackered. After getting back to the hotel from the previous night’s gig, I’d spent a couple of
hours in the bar, babbling into the mike of someone’s cassette recorder—mainly with the intention of impressing
his girlfriend. Most of the night I’d lain in bed reading, kept awake by the yowls, yelps and whinnies from the
room next door, until the noise had eventually died away along with their supplies of booze and nonsense powder.
The shrieking of these men and women in an airless room, so determined to Have a Good Time, struck me as both
melancholy and savage. How I wished I had the power to enchant them even further. Imagine the maid’s disbelief
as she lets herself into the room and finds it filled with these sleeping beauties.
There, my spell would have frozen a woman who stands ready to swallow another drink, but has been stopped.
Permanently. Around her are others held in place by the invisible strings of an unseen puppet-master. Lifeless and
comical they hang, in mid-conversation and in mid-yawn, with not a flicker of an expression on their far-away
faces and with their last movement made into a mask.
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“Hey! It’s self-service you know.”
The voice woke me from my daydream. One of the crew was pointing over at the buffet lunch that’d been
sitting in the middle of the coffee shop all the time. The Colonel nodded, and smiled hesitantly—with good
reason. A few days earlier the upper plate of his false teeth had been broken in a bar-room punch-up. Because we
were continually on the move he’d had no opportunity to see a dentist and so he’d had to repair the teeth himself.
Unhappily, even the most potent epoxy resin wasn’t immune to the warmth and moisture of the mouth and,
inevitably, glue-fatigue occurred. The poor Colonel would crack a smile, only to have it crack back at him as his
teeth collapsed into a crazy, angular expression which caused great mirth in onlookers. The pieces rattled like
castanets as he tried to protest. At soundchecks I often noticed the teeth wedged between two robust items of
equipment, waiting for a fresh application of glue to set.
I poked through a mound of baked potatoes that smelt like old encyclopedias while a native beside me—a
mound of soft flesh enveloped in seersucker and nylon jersey—heaped his plate high enough for three.
“Sling us over some bleedin’ Daniels!” shouted the Colonel.
“What?”
“More Daniels. More Daniel bleedin’ Boones.” I took him over some spoons.
The Colonel was the newest recruit to the road crew. He had arrived from somewhere in the Middle East—no
one had found out from where, or why—to find asylum in a life on the road. Because of this, and because he had
curly black hair, and because it was his job to stick down all the loose leads on the stage, the rest of the crew had
contrived to call him “Colonel Gadaffatape”. This had since been shortened.
“Try and behave like creatures that walk on their hind legs,” said our Manager. I hadn't seen him come in. He
pounced on someone.
“What’s this! Salad! Real men eat raw meat for breakfast,” he said through clenched teeth, only half-joking.
“Anyway, listen,” he continued, “the generator on the bus is being fixed so we’re not leaving ’til late. 5.30 in the
lobby. We’ve kept the rooms on.” Back in my room I switched on the TV and clicked around the channels.
Click.
“… as soon as they invent it we rent it.”
Click. A cartoon was on. It had dubbed laughter. Non-existent characters played to an equally non-existent
audience. Best left to each other.
Click. A game show. A man dressed as a turnip was trying to guess the price of a chainsaw. Oh God, they even
had this one back home. I hoped he’d guess wrong and they’d use the saw on him.
Click. “ … the earth is a planet in just one of ten thousand million solar systems in our galaxy, the Milky Way.
And the Milky Way is just one of a thousand million other galaxies.”
Hmm, this looked interesting.
“Now, what I wanna know is: Who counted th—”
Click. Click. Click.
Three bizarre evangelists titillated and whipped up an audience of blue rinses with fake feats of strength.
Dressed in leopardskin leotards, they crashed through balsa wood beams and then staggered to their feet. Then
one of them was handcuffed. But he couldn’t break free.
“I’m gonna give it just one more shot. I don’t think I can do it, but I’m gonna try.” His accomplices waved
giant Bibles around their heads as he struggled and writhed.
“Help him! Help him!” they screamed. “Pray for him!”
It was more than bizarre. It was obscene. I couldn’t take my eyes off it. Then suddenly he was free. There was
a geriatric gasp of awe, and the wild men talked about the power of something they called “Lerv”. And they
talked a little about money. And then they talked a little more about money. So I watched the millionaire prophets
preying on the emotions of the feeble-minded with their shabby tricks and their sentimental promises and their
dire threats, while they sold entry into a phony paradise and advised us to watch the skies for the arrival of a
White-Bearded Old Thunderer and his retinue of gassy invertebrates, who would come floating through the clouds
on a bed sheet to save us.
There are many things worse than humanity without religion. This was one of them: religion without any
humanity.
Click. Click. Click.
A soap opera. A cop show. Another soap. It was possible to fritter away three separate hours of television in
one hour of viewing by (click) punching the channel changer until all three blended (click) into a single circus of
tension (click), hysteria and rotten (click) characterization, with a plot that was no less imbecilic and dialogue that
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was no less (click) cretinous than if they had been viewed independently.
Click. A grinning mannequin rolled out a red carpet of insincerity and read jokes from an autocue. The
compère had a fixed smile on his routinely handsome face. When he turned to speak to one of his guests the
expression didn’t alter, since really he was smiling not at them but at himself. Unidentifiable people fawned over
each other: sweaty men with foolish hairpieces, ageing gargoyles with latex faces that had been repeatedly lifted,
and babbling starlets who’d powdered their noses on the inside too. The most insecure laughed loudest at the
other guests’ jokes. Each seemed, pathetically, to need the exaggerated applause that followed each bit of froth.
They seemed to expect it. Why? Just because their made-up faces and personalities were part of the electronic
wallpaper?
Celebrities! What did any of these turkeys have that was worth celebrating? Their self-delusion? Where on
earth did they get these people from? I’d heard it said that the TV networks bred these chat show guests in disused
sound stages in Hollywood. But there were maniacs too that would do literally anything to be famous, to be on
TV. With any luck, one of these would burst into the studio and shoot the rest of ’em.
Click click click click click click.
The movie channel offered a highly emotive domestic drama, a tragic and brutal love story and a star-studded
thriller of murder and intrigue: I’d seen them already, whatever they were called this time. In the event of real
drama there was a brochure, How to Survive a Hotel Fire, on top of the TV. Rule 9 advised against jumping out of
the window. We were on the twenty-third floor. I crossed out the word Fire on the front cover. Now what should I
do? I almost laughed. Not for the first time was I forced to recall the episode of Hancock’s Half-Hour that found
him alone in his Earls Court bedsit.
I opened the week-old Melody Maker. Here, in an interview, a young witch in corsets and eye make-up was
treating us to her views on suicide, heaven and mini-skirts:
“I don’t believe in heaven at all. The only heaven I know is delirium. I don’t believe I’m going to be whisked
off to a perfect place when I’m dead and I confess my sins. I don’t believe you come to any Pearly Gates.”
According to the paper, there was a seismic eruption of new talent happening in Britain—an uprising while we
were away crusading. There were hungry bands on the loose looking for scalps. There was a nihilistic little combo
from Sheffield, the Puff Adders, who thrashed themselves to death in a forty-minute atonal guitar frenzy while
telling us our time was short. And a bunch of Teutonic wallies who made music by taking a Bosch power drill to a
dustbin. I silently invited them to close the lid on themselves. The nearest any of them came to an eruption was
the outbreak of acne on the severe-looking youth who played lead hedge trimmer.
I picked up a novel, The Third Policeman, and put it down again. I was enjoying that story so I decided to save
it for the bus.\fn{A section of it appears in The Protocol for World Peace:H}
From my traveling bag I pulled out notepads and cassettes and more books. I opened The Legacy of the
American Indian:
Everything the power of the world does is done in a circle. The sun comes forth and goes down again in a circle. The
moon does the same, and both are round. Even the seasons form a great circle in their changing and always come back
again to where they were. The life of a man is a circle from childhood to childhood, and so it is in everything where the
power moves.

The view through the window of what used to be Indian land and was now irretrievably urbanized Sunbelt
stood in direct opposition to that. Another black glass box was NOW LEASING. In the Sun belt, cities were
growing up and spreading fast. The happy hunting ground had been paved over for a set-square city made from
building blocks and bathroom tiles. The monuments of over-achievement stored more data about things than there
were things that actually happened. They formed mind-deadening corridors of sea-green, silver, and the colour of
raw liver, blocking out the sun, reverberating the traffic noise, and towering over boutiques that only the wives of
deposed Filipino presidents would feel comfortable in.
I opened my sketch pad and leafed through the pencil drawings though nothing new had been done since the
Australian leg of the tour. There was:
—a left hand resting on a table top
—a chair
—a TV
—a gloomy self-portrait
—more left hands
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—a potted plant
—a childish landscape with a farmhouse and a duckpond
—a drawing of a crumpled-up piece of paper.
Some postcards fell from the back of the sketch pad. I could write a postcard home? I found the right one:
Paris through a Window by Chagall. The man in the foreground had one white and one blue face. (At the time I
had on my blue one.) A cat with a human head sat on the window-ledge. Outside a train ran along upside-down in
mid-air. A couple floated head-to-head, horizontally. A man in a white suit descended gently from the sky (no
doubt surviving a hotel fire). No, I’d phone. Later. Tomorrow.
“What the blues is, the Blues cures,” so they say. I found a B B King tape and put it on. For a minute or two
there was the simple sorrow of minor chords, then the guitar took off with a powerful flurry of ringing, stinging,
singing notes that hung in the air like steel arrows, followed by a flight of fragile whispers and delights, with
needle-point precision they glided … At least they did in most of the reviews I’d ever read.
It had long been an ambition of mine to hold a cocktail party and invite several Blues singers. Imagine it:
“Howling, this is Lightning; Lightning, can I introduce you to Screaming. Screaming, meet Muddy. Muddy,
Howling.”
I had to go out. I needed to collect my laundry before it got left behind. I picked up my coat and swung it
around me in a dashing flourish. The Man in the Iron Mac.
Outside in the corridor a few of the road crabs were having a competition with paper planes. The road crew
were called “road crabs” as a result of a game that had sprung up amongst us in which we made cab the last
syllable of certain words. For instance, a cheeseburger and french fries became “a cheesebab and french frabs”. It
was easy enough to follow, as long as you weren’t the bewildered barman who was met by Magnet’s request for
“a large fuckin’ vab and slablab fuckin’ tab”.
In the latest game the contestants had to throw paper planes made from dollar bills. Whoever threw the furthest
collected all the others as his prize. The start line was the wheel of the drinks trolley, loaded with empty wine and
champagne bottles that had recently been jettisoned from the Drummer’s room. I took a dollar from my pocket,
joined in, and won five. Just then the lift stopped on our floor so I took the opportunity to escape with my profit.
In the lift I was greeted by the glutton I’d stood next to in the coffee shop. Being friendly was his profession.
He was full of sales rep bonhomie. I thought I heard him introduce himself as:
“Turd Newbank. Glad to know ya. Say, are you with the band?”
“Er, actually no. I’m here for a gynecologists’ convention.”
“Huh?”
“Well, I spend a lot of my time dealing with—”
He interrupted and wittered on, backed by a stretched and fluttering tape of a vibraphone arrangement of
Spanish Flea. Long after we’d reached the lobby he was still telling me about his girlfriend. And his weekend
home. And his bloody “Bee Em”. Until mercifully he left.
“Wait ’til I tell my girlfriend about this, she won’t believe it. So long now, keep ya powder dry.”
I watched him as he waddled off in his Reeboks. He couldn’t have been more than twenty-five.
“What’s the difference between a BMW and a hedgehog?” I muttered after him.
As the weatherman on the television had said, there was a “high percentage likelihood of continual
precipitation”. Yes, it was raining. I gazed out through the dotted pattern on the glass door at the front of the hotel
and the warm drizzle grazed my face as I walked out. Though the atmosphere was tense and dark and it needed a
storm to clear it, the air was soft and humid. Almost drugged
When I looked up, I noticed an unusual shop on the opposite side of the street. Unlike the others it didn’t have
a garish sign shouting its name and business and, instead of cold blue neon, a warm light glowed inside. I crossed
the street without looking either way for traffic. There was nothing displayed in the window. Puzzled, I went
inside.
It took my breath away. I didn’t know where to look, where to start. On one wall there hung three handstitched, patchwork quilts that were in such wonderful condition they might’ve been newly made. There were tin
toys and Shaker furniture, and on the wall in front of me, a ’57 Strat, in mint condition too. A card slotted between
the strings said “Fifty bucks”. I ran my hand along a long shelf of records, reading through the titles on the edge
of their sleeves. The entire Atlantic, Chess and Motown catalogues were for sale, still in their original cellophane
wrappings, and for the same price. And there was more—
“Can I help you?”
She startled me. I hadn’t even seen the woman behind the counter come in. Instantly I was taken aback by the
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way she looked at me, so directly and with such penetration that I was made to feel acutely self-conscious.
Though subtle, it was a look of such intensity that for a moment I felt as if I were enfolded in some kind of
magnetic or electrical field. I found it hard to take and almost turned away. But though it was uncomfortable, I
was fascinated by the experience of her looking straight into me, and the knowledge that I was neither a stranger,
nor strange, to her. She seemed to know me very well and besides amusement her expression showed sympathy.
Yet behind it there was a suggestion of such unbroken calmness and self-possession that I found myself smiling.
The woman was dressed like—well, maybe, it would be better to say that I had the feeling that she might be in
disguise, or rather that she could be anything I might imagine her to be. It would be easier to say what she wasn’t.
It was impossible to tell her age within twenty years; she reminded me faintly of my grandmother because,
although there was a twinkle in her eye, I could see that she was not a woman to be messed around. I spoke at last.
“I was just looking really,” I said. “It seemed like an interesting shop,” I added casually, while I returned to
wondering how much of the stuff I could cram on to the bus. The woman turned away and went at once towards a
back room, indicating that I should follow her. As I did, I couldn’t help but notice the way she carried herself.
There was something pleasant, almost satisfying, about her movements—youthful and steady, but full of
suppleness. She seemed to glide, making no effort beyond what was essential. There was quality in her bearing:
her walk, like her gestures, flowed together in unison with something I could only guess at. The only thing clumsy
about it would be any attempt to describe it. Better to say that nothing about her gave any hint of imitation.
But what a disappointment the other room was. There were no rare electric guitars, only a carved flute and an
old mandolin. The place was crammed. but not with any valuable quilts or beaded hangings, nor any old
necklaces or leather cases, nor any boxes hand-painted with delicate flowers. There were no buckles or bangles or
silver. A large cabinet had shelves crowded with carved figures and crystalline rocks and china ornaments too
ornate to be beautiful or valuable. There was an hourglass, a small broken globe of the world and a jumble of
dolls in costume. A child would have made a treasure house of it but my precious-jaded view saw only something
forlorn and unsettling in all the untidiness.
The light made me feel peculiar. It came from an oil lamp that was suspended from the centre of the ceiling by
three chains joined to a brass hook. Wherever the light fell it changed all the insignificant objects, so that even the
smallest spaces between them became infinite expanses because of the depth of the shadow that was cast. Yet the
whole place had a spontaneity about it, as if it were set up for something, as if it hadn’t been here any time at all.
But it was also obvious that it must have taken years, decades, to collect so much junk, so many old documents
and papers.
I trembled at the amount of material that was in here, because none of it, she told me, belonged to what she
called “the bits and pieces of ordinary human knowledge”. There were no car maintenance manuals, no rainfall
statistics, no history of the Bolshevik movement. Indeed, there were few familiar tides of recent writing, apart
from one or two books on the new science of quantum physics. As if I might be interested, the woman pointed out
a little-known work by the German writer Herman Hesse. She remarked that it was evidently an early work
because the writer had still found it necessary to add an introductory note to the effect that “all fairy stories affirm
the identical nature of the psyche of people in all nations, at all times”.
As if to confirm the remark, on the same shelf was a collection of the Greek myths and some old books whose
gold lettering had faded on their leather bindings, making their tides impossible to read.
“They look interesting,” I said, pointing to the older books, my curiosity and the fact that they might be worth
something allowing me to make contact at last.
“To be able to understand any of that kind of writing you must first have had something of the experience that
prompted it,” she said clearly. She noted the reaction on my face, but didn’t add anything. She reached up for a
small book which she then handed to
“This is the best book I can give you at the moment,” she laughed. “If you use it.”
I opened the book to find it full, or rather empty, with blank white pages but paid her the few dollars she asked
for it, becoming embarrassed when I realized that the bills were still folded into little paper planes. I pocketed the
book and grinned a thank-you. Without altering her expression, she smiled back at me.
It was only then, when I turned, that I noticed on the wall behind me there hung a series of lithographs
showing New Orleans carnival floats in 1906. The theme that year was Utopia: one float was titled, “Where
Castles in the Air are Real”. A red sticker on it said NOT FOR SALE.
When I realized that I’d been standing in a daze in front of the hotel for over a full minute, I began walking.
There was no Magic Pawnshop opposite: only a big sign:
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TIRE & MUFFLER SHOP. HAVE A NICE DAY
At that moment, the corporate buildings somehow had a new power to oppress and they might have been
gigantic sheets of board propped up from behind like a movie set. The light had already begun to thicken and the
rain was driving a funny kind of smell up through the drains. Skirting a construction site was a long hoarding
where the graffiti vandals had made their sad gestures of individuality with less dignity than dogs spraying their
piss over lamp-posts. People in a bus queue coughed, and stood as if their bodies were something they hated
having to carry around with them. A bus came and passed by, full, its occupants a swim of faces and unrelated
features, separated from my own reflected image by a sheet of wet glass. No one looked at anyone else.
I found the cleaners and collected my clothes. This was one of the luxuries that I really enjoyed: having clean
shirts for two weeks, lightly starched and folded with bits of cardboard in their collars, each one sealed in
cellophane ready to be dropped straight into a suitcase. It was not a simple luxury: we stayed in expensive hotels,
but the expenses we were allowed on the road didn’t run to affording their laundry and cleaning services along
with everything else (like phone calls, bar bills and food). So I had to go off and find somewhere else. Life on the
road was full of these silly contradictions.
We traveled thousands of miles between Holiday Inns that were exactly the same, to see some of the world’s
most famous sights only from a window across the city. At other times we stayed in places I wish I’d never seen.
Or I slept through some of the most spectacular scenery in the world, not because I wasn’t interested but because I
was bloody knackered. When there was a chance, I’d go out and walk. I spent entire days walking miles and miles
of streets, only to get back to the hotel to be taken the few hundred yards to the theatre in a chauffeured limo.
After the show there’d be hundreds of excited people milling around, trying to get to see one of us for one reason
or another. An hour later you’d be back at the hotel, in the bar drinking, or in your room alone. (Or not, if you
could keep up with the endlessly complicated sham of remembering who to lie to about what happened where,
and when; ultimately everything became even more blurred, because every lie had first to be told to yourself.
There was of course the one exception who didn’t lie; but no one had ever met him.)
Leaving the surge behind me, I walked away from downtown and into streets with shops that sold cheap
furniture or cheap luggage. There were tacky gift shops and a tacky luncheonette. A man with matted hair and
three layers of coats shuffled past, taking his lunch from a bottle in a brown paper bag. Bottles in a shop window
with contents that had long since dried up, were abandoned and left undisturbed because they weren’t worth
stealing. An old record shop had a sign that said OPEN in the door. Someone had put it up years ago, but hadn’t
taken it down—as if the place had gone bust in the middle of the afternoon. No more rocking.
Pasted across a window, a poster proclaimed JESUS IS ALIVE.
Across it had been scrawled one word: WHERE? The notice I'd seen in the dry cleaners answered it ironically.
INVISIBLE MENDING - YOU WON’T BELIEVE IT ’TIL YOU DON’T SEE IT
Here and there I passed empty lots between buildings. There were mattresses and the remains of chickens in
polystyrene cartons. Weeds found a way through chunks of old foundation concrete and scraps of metal sheet and
wire. In the railway yard, the rolling-stock rusted in tracks with the years growing between them. No more rolling.
Somewhere far away a radio blared, distorted, another ironic answer. Before it was turned down I heard
snatches of Chuck Berry describing in song what I might once have seen around me: cars, hamburgers, rock’n’roll
music itself. Just the way it was. I thought it odd that this music and this voice was passing invisibly through
walls, and through me, as radio waves. WHERE? indeed.
Walking the streets I looked at my feet and brooded. Next year this area would be full of shops selling toys and
candies covered in hearts. Above me, where the rusty fire escapes dangled over the shopfronts, were rooms
awaiting occupation by candle makers and weavers: where it would take a two-hour walk to find a tube of
toothpaste.
I kicked discarded wrappings under the wheels of cars and was about to kick a screwed-up ball of paper when I
noticed that it was a letter someone had thrown away. I picked it up: it was half-written, half-printed, in a childish
hand. Each paragraph was numbered.
(1) Your letters don’t take long to get to me. I am just very slow in responding because I am so miserable.
(2) I never mention work in my letters because I quit the Park Service. I am now finally working half time in the State’s
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Progress and Analysis Department. The Park Service people were very pleasant but the job they gave me was
horrendous. I had to straighten out a file that had been in disarray for 7 years! and they did not give any instructions and
I don’t want to talk about it. The State job is better—I file all the legislative bills and I am two doors down from the
governors. I never thought that me who always dresses in rags would like dressing up because it is not a casual dressing
place but I do and I feel a little less worthless.
(3) The problems I’ve had with jobs, applications, resumes, interviews, employment, and future is the second worst
trouble since next to the Krishnamurti one.
(4) I think the best thing you (Liz) and me (Tom) could do is help each other with our futures: what do we want to do in
the future, get prepared and all that.
(5) Have you heard from John Ashton? Dad says he’s planning to go to Afghanistan in March. I wish I could go with
him in spite of the danger.
(6) I would like to be a writer or have my own business. I have Entrepreneur magazine that has tons of suggestions.
You and me should maybe start our own business. I had thought of buying this old run-down building and try to make
an inside orchard with tropical fruit. Mom’s friend Margie Lava (do you know her) a few years ago started a computer
database company and now she has over 100 employees and an office in Amsterdam and one off the coast of Mexico.
The only friend I had in Santa Fe was going to with a companion buy some old office buildings and he said I could be
maintenance man. Would you be interested in starting a business with me? I was thinking about some art form that
changed color with temperature or some growing crystal that changed shape, color, and form. I have hundreds of other
ideas.
(7) I’ll be willing to test my mental retainment next to yours. Let’s do some games in that Creative Games book.
(8) The vocabulary words you sent me—most I know and all I’ve heard of. In 12 th grade I was in a class where we had
to memorize fancy words and I used a method that worked real good and got high scores. You’ve probably heard of the
method but when you get back we can both try it.
(9) As I read more of your letters, I see some good writing.
(10) You don’t have harpoon scars, do you? You were slim and looked good a couple of years ago and I’m sure I can
help you knock tonnage off. I have a million suggestions for weight loss.

And there was I thinking that life on the road was taking me away from reality. I didn’t want a million
suggestions either, just one peak that would lift me out of this cloudy and brooding atmosphere. Then someone
handed me a leaflet.
BREAK THAT $00,000 A YEAR BARRIER!
ARE YOU EARNING WHAT YOU’RE WORTH?
CALL FOR THE MOST EXCITING OPPORTUNITY OF
YOUR LIFE
UK EUROPE JAPAN AUSTRALIA USA
FULL- OR PART-TIME

When I’d walked so far that I was lost and had no idea where I was, or how to get back to the hotel, I found my
way back to the busier streets and managed to get a cab. I got in and told the driver,
“Terminal Hotel.”
As we pulled away, the driver craned his head to the right and introduced himself out of the corner of his
mouth. Then, without any further preamble, he told me that he had once driven Frank Sinatra. He waited for me to
be impressed.
“Yeah. Really! But not in this cab, of course,” he continued without my encouragement. “Ya see I use ta drive
for a limo company … Well, as a matter of fact I only drove him around for one morning.”
“Mmm.”
“Yeah. Would you believe it! He had me replaced because 1 sneezed in the goddamn car.”
“Why’s that,” I said, “because he’s a hypochondriac?”
“Nah. Because he’s a dick-head.” As we approached the hotel he spoke again.
“I remember when the Terminal Hotel used ta have four attendants in white jackets ta work the elevators. The
place was so immaculate you coulda eaten your dinner off the floor in the lobby.”
The thought amused me that only the night before the Drummer had left his dinner on the floor in the lobby. I
recalled it lying there like a pointillist painting. This was but one flourish in a bender of epic proportions. The
previous week he'd decided to limit himself to three drinks a day; yesterday, the three drinks he’d limited himself
to were Pernod, vodka and bourbon. An earlier episode of this adventure in alcohol left him with the romantic
notion of sleeping out in the grounds of the hotel we were staying in. The following morning the automatic lawn
sprinklers had been on for a full five minutes before he’d come round. He appeared in the coffee shop, soaked and
shriveled.
Back in my room, I suddenly realized it was already time to leave. I’d no idea I’d been out for so long. I put
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the clothes in my case and the book in my bag and—the man in the dressing-table mirror caught me by surprise.
He was about the same age as me, maybe a bit older, clean-shaven and with his hair cut short and uncombed.
Though his clothes were fashionable (somewhere), he was carelessly dressed and in colours that were too pale, or
rather not bold enough, for him. There was something weary and undecided about his expression that was at odds
with his actual features, so that he looked at once intelligent and sad. He gave me that peculiar smile, which I
found almost unpleasant. The mirror was one of those in three sections. I leaned forward until my face was nearer
his and then folded the two sides in as far as they would go behind my head. There were lots of him in there: left
and right profiles, face to face, back to back, stretching away in paired and prismatic perspective.
No one else was in the lobby. I looked at my watch and it was, of course, Happy Hour. I put my bags down and
went off to the bar. It brought to mind the joke about the pub on the moon. (It went out of business: no
atmosphere.) This was perhaps the twenty-seventh bar I’d seen on the tour that’d been done out as “The Captain’s
Cabin”. Fiberglass was made to look like wood, plastic to look like metal. Everything was made to look like
something else: even the load of old rope wasn’t rope. It was all as ersatz as the “Victorian” pubs in Milton
Keynes, with their leaded-glass jukeboxes. Neither the creation of an empire in Texas nor the collapse of one in
Britain had brought about any flowering of good taste.
The Singer sat between his headphones and behind a book. Miles Davis streamed in through each ear and Jerry
Lee Lewis through each eyeball. Or was it the other way round? His gin and tonic was placed next to a bottle of
Perrier. The Drummer, already as pissed as a parrot, had, as a bet with the Keyboard Player, lined up along the bar
as many different coloured drinks as they could think of: blue curaçao; green chartreuse; a tequila with orange
juice made crimson with grenadine; an- other drink, cloudy-yellow with Pernod; a vodka gimlet, green with lime;
a strawberry daiquiri. It was an international exotica of excess.
At the far end of the bar a middle-aged couple watched uneasily. She was two stone underweight and wore so
much make-up that it probably had to be hauled to her face by block and tackle. A bright red stripe signaled where
the vodkatini and processed olive was about to be sluiced over bridgework that was still being paid for. Her
husband was decked out in a visual cacophony of checks, with a tie as wide as a tent flap. They were the kind of
Americans, with flesh like chicken wings and minds like wet pretzels, who thought that “natural” was a flavour of
yoghurt. It was at the point of no return through the deadly journey of cocktails that the Drummer spotted them
and homed in.
The Drummer himself still wore the same silver jacket that had been stained and wrinkled by spilt drinks and
adventures past—a coat of many curries. He reminded me of Lord Nelson in Trafalgar Square—long, thin and
covered in shit; although according to him he wasn’t that tall and compared to the size of his genitals, he was in
fact quite short. His complexion had taken on a kind of reptilian glaze and the couple were cringing behind false
smiles, their heads turned to one side to avoid the full withering blast of his drink-charged breath, or as we called
it, the Dragonsbreath. The mood began to get distinctly darker as the man was harangued into an arm-wrestling
contest.
“Hansh acrossh the warder,” said the Drummer. The woman muttered something about intelligence.
“Intelligensh!” retorted the Drummer. “Intelligensh ish what gets you out of a shipwreck. Robinshon
Crushoe ... macarooned on an island full of coconuts.”
Then he was seized by the impulse to demonstrate to them the visual aspects of the famous British sense of
humour. He removed the lower half of the man’s admittedly awful tie with two or three inept slashes of his Swiss
Army penknife, cutting his own fingers in the process and bleeding on to the man’s shirt. An argument broke out.
The Drummer did the proper thing and offered to make good the damage by drinking champagne from the
woman’s shoe, which he had by now removed. The nearest beer was commandeered but most of it had gone down
his jacket before he realized that the shoe he was pouring it into was open-toed. It was only after several twenty
dollar bills had been handed over from the tour manager’s float that the couple were appeased.
When I returned to the lobby I found that it had filled up. According to the ID badges that half the crowd was
wearing, there was an “Attitude Adjustment” seminar about to take place. No doubt the participants would be
parting with a month’s wages to buy a weekend of being beaten to a psychic pulp by some hustler. It turned out
that there’d been a mix-up in their booking with the Postal Workers’ Disco and Dance. Both groups milled about
excitedly, unable simply to wait for their rooms to be sorted out. They babbled and bubbled, gibbered and
jabbered, spluttered and stuttered in alphabetical disorder, managing to be everywhere except inside their own
skins. Small talk switched effortlessly from subject to subject as each bit of aimless chatter or each bit of self-help
psycho-prattle suggested another. The more trivial the topic, the more dramatically and the more emphatically it
was spoken about. Empty eyed, they almost attacked each other with conversation. Wearily excited, hurried and
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bored, they spoke nervously, as if they were afraid of what they would discover if they were quiet. As if
something dreadful would happen to them if they ever shut the fuck up.
When the crowd did clear, I saw the Singer over on the other side of the lobby with another person who was
pretending not to be a journalist. The Singer had been observing the same crowd that I had. I noticed that he’d
jotted a few words in his notebook. No doubt these “metaphysical jerks” would be appearing in a song soon.
“Then what do you do to get away from music?” the writer asked the Singer.
“Don’t want to get away from it,” came the curt reply. The Manager arrived to intervene.
“No thank you. We don’t do interviews. Could you leave please?”
“No, this is public domain. I’m just standing here as a member of the public like anyone else, just observing
my experiences. If he just happens to be part of it—”
The Manager's hands came up as high as his chest and hovered there as he manfully resisted the impulse to
poke the offending scribe in the chest with his knuckles. He paused, strained, at that turn-off from the freeway that
said: LAST EXIT BEFORE RANT. He shuffled urgently from foot to foot and finally let go of all he was holding
back in a volatile flood of insults and threats of legal redress and worse.
“Maybe I should write about you inst—”
“No thank you. Good day. I’ve no desire to be famous, thank you. I’ve seen what fame does to people. I just
want to be rich, thank you—rich and unknown.”
“Then you’d stand a better chance if you hadn’t changed your name to Johnny St. Tropez, wouldn’t you,
Malcolm?” he said as he turned on his heels and fled.
I thanked my lucky stars that I had no intention of ever writing anything about our Manager. Could I stand it,
waiting, breathless, for the knock that comes in the night? But there were some silly sods who were intimidated
by this carefully cultivated belligerence. One journalist back home, a tall and anorexic stick-insect in a leather suit
with a rip in the crutch that kept revealing a renegade bollock, came to interview us over dinner in Sheffield. To
prepare himself for the ordeal he’d downed just the one too many. He spent the whole meal hanging on to a bread
roll while he buttered the back of his hand. A youth with a feeble moustache and acne spotted me.
“Hey, how’s it goin’? Great show last night.”
“Thanks.”
“Can y’all sign these for me?” He was hugging a brown paper grocery sack full of records.
“Sure.”
“Who’re y’alls favourite band?” he asked while I was signing the records. I trotted out a ready-made answer
about liking anything that taps the feet, strokes the thighs, moves the heart, and makes me think.
“Yeah, but what about the King’s New Clothes’ album, man? That a great cut, isn’t it—Love Lies between
these Lips?”
King’s New Clothes’ double-bluff didn’t work: their name was totally apt. They were a group of little merit
and no substance. The music was derivative, technically precise and just contrived enough to make it neurotic.
Trying to be tough, it was just as sentimental as popular music has always been. Any so-called creativity was
merely variation on routine, blandly decorated with all the necessary fashionable quirks. The production polished
all this to a mirrored sheen, so removing any last trace of shade or colour that might have escaped. They sounded
just like a hundred, a thousand, others: dull and sterile.
“Yes, they’re great,” I replied.
“And how was it recording in Nashville, with Buddy Sheriff producing an’ all?” he continued while he opened
a book with our photograph in it for me to sign as well. “No, no, use this felt-tip on the photographs.”
“It’s a funny thing,” I said, “but ol’ Buddy must’ve been pretty scared of us or something, because all the time
we were in the studio he carried a gun on him.” My new friend's expression showed that he didn't find anything
odd at all in that.
“I suppose it was in case the music got too wild, in case we played any dangerous chords,” I volunteered.
Nashville was one place I had felt scared: we’d played there at Vanderbilt University. During the day, before
the show, we’d been out shopping. There’s a good guitar shop on Broadway and Ernest Tubb’s record store and a
shop that kits out country singers in kitsch. You might think that Nashville is a holier city than Mecca with so
many of the shops run as religious charities, until you discover that this makes them exempt from taxes. We had
sat in a bar which sold only Budweiser: a straight dollar for a can which you had to open for yourself and drink
from. The day before, the lead singer in the bar’s resident band had been shot. Dead. Because he didn’t know a
particular Hank Williams song.
In our perverse quest for obscurity we’d cut a record in Nashville. It was a novelty for them too. Usually it was
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musicians and producers called Snake and Pig and Crittur who ran a closed-shop there that kept them all in
business.
(“Ah jes’ don't know how you gert such a great sound on that fiddle o’ yers, Pig.”
“Well hog tie me to a ’gator tail and nail it to an ol’ blue barn, it ain’t nothing but you fiddlin’ with those knobs
on that ther’ board p’ yers that makes it sound so good Possum.”)
We had a couple of these characters sit in on our sessions to try to give us that authentic hokey sound, except
nobody played like that any more. All the records they played on sounded like Martini ads. Pig and Possum were
reeling out yards of music at triple the union pay scale. They drove home in chuck wagons that said Mercedes
Benz on the front.
“Maybe I should change my name to Dingo,” I mused out loud.
“Huh? Hey! You just signed that Dingo Starr.”
It was an impressively thick, leather-bound book of autographed photos the boy had given me. I turned the
pages as he spoke. Somehow one of our band photos had found its way in there amongst all the scrawled “Best
Wishes and Good Luck”. This guy still wanted my signature, even though I played second fiddle in an orchestra
of four.
“What do you do?” I said.
“I’m a messenger at the Bureau of Fair Trading,” he said. “It’s very prestigious to work there, you know. A lot
of rich people work there. It’s very respected. Not everyone can get a job there. You have to know somebody.”
Why does everybody in America want to be somebody or, if not, to know somebody?
“I don’t suppose I’ll ever be in libraries, or on records like you,” he went on, “or on movies or TV. So it’s
kinda nice to be able to stand out from the crowd, y’know, and be remembered. I’ve been in the newspapers a few
times with this book, y’see. I check the papers to see what celebrities are coming to town an’ then one day, looky
here, here’s my name in the papers too. I’m not happy all the time at the Bureau of Fair Trading, so I’ve got this
project, y’know, meeting celebrities and collecting autographs.”
Familiar faces, and not so familiar ones, appeared as I turned.
“That’s why I collect these. I’ve shared a few moments with all of these people—”
“But there’s got to be more to life than collecting autographs,” I prompted.
“Oh, sure. I mean if I can leave something creative like this behind, something that I’ve done, I duono, maybe
it’ll be important to somebody someday.}
This was making me feel more and more uncomfortable. Celebrities are made to feel important because of the
attentions of their fans. The fans feel important because occasionally they get an autograph or a minute from their
idols. So the perpetual-motion machine of vanity is allowed to keep turning in mutual self-satisfaction.
“Er, we’ve got to go now,” I said, handing him back his book of treasures.
“Oh sure. Thank you for your time. You must be very busy, I know. But something I’ve always wanted to ask
…”
There was always one guy, every day, who thought he was the first and the only person who’d ever asked me
these questions. He asked them now, giving no time for an answer and expecting none. It was more in the nature
of a litany.
When did y’all start the tour? …
Where y’all been so far? …
Where y’all go to next? …
I mean, what’s it like on the road? …
I mean, what’s it like being a rock star an’ all? …
Hey man, is this the first band you’ve been in? …
I mean, has anything weird ever happened to you? …
Then, gradually something begins to register. …
“Does it kinda get you down, people always coming up to an’ asking you dumb questions?”
“Doa’t wander off, we’re goig down … in a bidit,” interrupted the tour manager with the dodgy sinuses. It
remained only for him to settle the bill and sort out the tricky matter of what had happened at four o’clock this
morning when the Keyboard Player had returned from his nocturnal prowling: he’d turned the key that opened the
motorized gates of the hotel’s underground parking lot and as they slid back he had driven the rented Cadillac
inside. Once in, he saw that every space was taken and began to reverse out. At that exact moment the gates began
to close. He was halfway back out when the gates slammed shut against the side of the car, denting it just enough
for it to need two new doors while the electric motor that worked the gates burned out and the gates jammed. The
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car was freed some hours later.
An awful sound began to pour into the lobby. I poked my head around the door of the ballroom where the
Postal Workers were collected and stamping. A trio on the stage at the far end battled through All Night Long,
playing with a cavalier disregard for rhythm despite the heavy heavy heavy heavy on-beat from the drum
machine. They swung like the Queen Mary in a sea of Mars Bars. Men in plaid trousers pranced around women
with dresses that billowed. Their arms hailed invisible taxis, opened invisible bottles of wine, or greeted invisible
friends off planes. Below the waist they moved as if they stood in wet fish. The tour manager had crept up behind
me. He tapped me on the shoulder.
“Now is the winter of our discotheque,” I said.
“Get tod de bus, dow,” he said, but I knew he was going off to haul in stragglers from Happy Hour.
I wandered off to buy a paper to see if the review meant we’d be coming back in another six months. A girl
barged into me and walked on, unconcerned, no doubt held entranced by the New Age, baby food music that was
seeping from her headphones.
I looked over the bestsellers—a rack of novels read by people on the beach when nobody wants to play
volleyball. On the magazine stand I scanned and abandoned various glossies. One was full of the scandals of the
celebrated. Fashion magazines skirted the issues. Here was a magazine for people who liked to shoot things, with
an ad for a gold-plated designer automatic. Others were full of naked women and exaggerated claims for the
charms of inflatable rubber lovers blown up out of all proportion. Instinctively I turned to the centre spread—
aptly named. A fully-inflated woman lay back and smiled alluringly at me.
The little head began to think for the big one.
But what was this? Format: The new monthly of art and artists.
Here? In Texas of all places. Maybe there were new tax concessions on art, as well as religion. I opened the
magazine at a feature: “New Artists, New York”.
“Neither abstract, nor figurative. Like romantic landscape in earthquake. Neither liquid nor solid,” gushed the
writer of the article. “The power is not so much in the paintings as in the artist’s holding together of all the
elements long enough for them to reach the canvas.”
Oh dear. The artist had nothing to communicate but his own confusion and the dismal thinking that lies at the
root of all our troubles in the first place. The paintings shown were all just as bleak and worthless as the endless
portrayals of happy farmers and happy miners and happy steelworkers that I’d seen on display in the museum in
East Berlin. This stuff was just plain bizarre. Freakishness and negativity passed themselves off as originality and
style.
“Russell Cronenberg’s paintings again raise the censorship question, and while addressing themselves to the
controversy that they create, behind all the stomach-churning nastiness, the exploding heads, the rabid growths
and the afterbirth eating—is there a serious artistic vision?”
“No there fucking isn’t!” I shouted.
People tried not to stare. …
216.39 1. United Kingdom Parliament—Hansard, Maiden Speech, Monday, 25 June 2001 2. An interview in
Belfast Today, on Monday, November 2, 2009 3. An interview in The Sunday Times, on January 10, 2010 4. A
statement released through a news story appearing in the RTE News for December 28, 2009: Four Public
Statements:\fn{by Iris Robinson (1949- )} Dundonald, Castlereagh, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (F) 6
1
Iris Robinson (Strangford): First, I congratulate the hon. Member for Telford (David Wright) on his maiden
speech. Both in content and delivery, he has demonstrated a keen grasp of his subject and has set a high standard
for the rest of the new Members to follow. As a fellow member of the new class of 2001, I will watch his progress
with interest and, I suspect, envy.
It is an enormous honour for me to become the second Member of Parliament for Strangford since it was
created in 1983. Each of us—even the most humble—when first we walk into this House will experience a sense
of accomplishment, satisfaction and even pride to be chosen to speak for our constituents.
I feel especially fortunate to represent one of the most scenic and beautiful areas in the kingdom. If anyone
doubts my word, I invite them to come and judge for themselves. They should visit the historic Scrabo tower,
nestled beside the principle town of Newtownards; see Saintfield, Comber and Carryduff expanding and shaping
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their future; drive around the coast, stopping, of course, at the picturesque villages of Ballywalter and
Ballyhalbert; and sail around Strangford lough, taking in the quaint settlements of Greyabbey, Portaferry and
Kirkubbin. They should leave time to walk around the charming fishing village of Portavogie and try those worldfamous Portavogie prawns, and if anyone has the energy, they should come to Dundonald leisure park. Almost 10
million people have made it one of the United Kingdom’s most visited leisure attractions.
Visitors should cast their eyes over the rolling County Down countryside, the lush green fields, the lough and
the coastal views. This is an area untouched by much of the plastic commercialism of the age. It is nature at its
best. It is God’s own country.
Most of all, visitors should take time to meet the people of Strangford. No friendlier citizens could be found
anywhere, and I am delighted to report to this House that Her Majesty will find no more loyal subjects, wherever
her writ may run, than the good people of Strangford.
My predecessor, John Taylor, represented this constituency for 18 years. Those who know of the many fierce
and bruising battles that we have had will be wondering how I will come to terms with the convention that a new
Member, in a maiden speech, should make some complimentary remarks about their predecessor. I cannot deny
that Lord Taylor and I have had major political differences. We directly fought two elections against one another
in the constituency of Strangford—one for Westminster, the other for the Northern Ireland Assembly. The score is
one all and, before he stood down, I had been looking forward to the decider at the recent election.
If there was ever a politician who could treat political triumph and disaster just the same, it was John Taylor.
Despite our political differences, I appreciate the personal sacrifice that he made by being involved in politics in
Northern Ireland over the last turbulent 30 years. Indeed, when in 1972, the official IRA shot my predecessor, he
almost paid the ultimate price for his service to the community.
From being a Minister in the Stormont Government before 1972 through to the present day, John Taylor has
been elected to almost every body formed. He has been a district councillor, a Member of the Stormont
Parliament, the Northern Ireland Forum, the Northern Ireland Constitutional Convention, three Assemblies, this
House, the European Parliament, the Council of Europe and now the other place. I am sure that I have left
something out but I am equally sure that he will remind me of it. I genuinely wish him well for the future.
Much as I feel a sense of pride at having been elected to this House, I feel an enormous sense of responsibility
to those who sent me here. On the doorsteps, it was clear that those who had never before voted for my party or
for me were doing so because they felt that they had been betrayed and let down, not just by the Ulster Unionist
party but by this Government.
There was no greater sense of betrayal than that voiced by those who serve in the Royal Ulster Constabulary. It
is difficult to put into words their feelings of hurt and anger at how they have been treated. For the past 30 years,
they have been the last line of defence against terrorism for the entire community. It is impossible to estimate the
countless lives saved by the gallantry of the RUC. Its officers can never switch off from the constant and
continuing threat to their safety. We cannot calculate the endless hours of worry for the families of those officers
during the darkest days of the troubles—the nights when wives watched their husbands leave for duty, fearing that
they might never return.
For more than 300 families, their loved ones never did return. Thousands of others returned with injuries from
which they would never fully recover. I fear that it will not be so, but I contend that history should record that the
officers of the Royal Ulster Constabulary have been the real heroes of the Ulster troubles.
Imagine, then, the ignominy that they faced when they discovered that the so-called peace settlement contained
an explicit remit for their destruction and specific rewards for the very terrorists from whom they had been
protecting our society. Murderers were released from prison after as little as two years, and they saw terrorists
elevated into government and even offered places on the very body that has authority over the police. At the same
time, the police force to which they had dedicated their lives was being consigned to the history books on the altar
of political expediency. Their name was removed, their uniform changed and even their proud insignia was taken
from them. One cannot avoid the conclusion that the RUC has been disgracefully and shabbily treated.\fn{ The
reader should be reminded that what the Honorable Member is talking about was, in effect, a civil war waged by two very different
loyalties: one side striving for a United Ireland free of British political influence, and the other (from which the Honorable Member comes)
standing for a continued British presence safeguarding their lives and property. It did not help that this particular section of the population
was Protestant in their religious enthusiasm, and the other Roman Catholic. The roots of this sectarianism go back centuries. We in the
United States do not really understand this sort of communal division; one must go back to our Civil War to even begin to touch the fierce
intolerance felt on both sides of the political and social issues that continue to divide the Irish people from themselves. I pray to God we
never do what they have done to themselves: H}

Even now, the Government are engaged in talks that are aimed at satisfying the latest demands of republicans
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on policing, which will further denigrate the service of the Royal Ulster Constabulary. However, this is not a
question only of symbols or titles; it is about effectiveness in the job that the police have to do. Police cuts are
taking place and morale is at an all-time low. It is simply impossible for police in many areas to do their job
properly.
Even now, the RUC is still facing attack. Which one of us could possibly envy the job that it has to do, with
conflict in areas such as north Belfast, where, night after night, it seeks to preserve life and property? It also faces
serious difficulties from terrorists, many of whom have recently been released from prison and are terrorising
their communities, creating Mafia-style ghettos, engaging in racketeering, extortion and gangsterism, and running
their evil drug empires. This is not the creation of a bright new future; it is the unfolding of a terrifying nightmare.
I have been sent to this House to deliver the message that the present political arrangements do not attract
cross-community support. History should have taught us all that, unless both sections of our community support
the institutions, the structures will fail. It is not feasible in a divided society such as that of Northern Ireland to
govern without consent.
The results of the elections have confirmed that about two thirds of the Unionist community oppose the present
arrangements. That is not a matter for debate; it is a matter of record and fact. This reality cannot be spun out of
existence or brushed away. It must be faced. The Belfast agreement has at its heart the principle that it can exist
only with the support of a majority in both the Unionist and nationalist communities. Now that it has been
established that Unionist support is absent, it is the duty of the Government to renegotiate the agreement and to
seek support for a way forward that can gain and enjoy the support of both Unionists and nationalists.
This House should be slow to turn its back on the democratically expressed will of the Unionist community. To
tell a people that its votes will be ignored and that there is no political way of remedying its concerns is to drive it
away from the democratic process, with all the obvious and attendant dangers.
I have represented Strangford in the Northern Ireland Assembly since 1998 and before that in the Northern
Ireland Forum. I have always sought to put the interests of my constituents first in all that I do. My door is open to
any person of any background. I ask nothing more for the people of Strangford than any other hon. Member
would ask for his or her constituents, and I will accept nothing less.
My father came from this city of London, and although he died from war wounds while I was still a very small
girl, he inspired me and passed to me his love of our British traditions and way of life. I am not a polished or
professional politician. Much of what I have to do in politics does not come easily to me. I was an uncomplicated
working-class girl who was driven by circumstances and lifted up by the people in spite of my limitations. I can
only hope that down-to-earth loyalty, compassion, honesty and effort can substitute for all else that I lack. There
can be few greater honours than to be elected to represent the interests of our constituents. I intend to make their
cares my concern, and I am willing to be judged on that basis when the time comes for them to pass their verdict.
2\fn{The following statement preceeded this interview: Northern Ireland’s First Lady DUP MLA Iris Robinson recently celebrated her
60th birthday, but instead of looking forward to a lazy retirement she plans to continue her political work and has taken up a new pastime—
horseriding! Mrs Robinson grew up in a working-class area of east Belfast. She was first elected councillor for Castlereagh Borough
Council in 1989 and served three times as mayor. Elected to the Northern Ireland Assembly she has served as member for Strangford since
1998; acting as deputy whip for the DUP and health spokesperson. Mrs. Robinson is an Evangelical Pentecostalist and has described
herself as a born again and again Christian. Her expressed views on homosexuality caused controversy last year and led to her being
dubbed “Wicked witch of the north” and voted as “UK bigot of the year 2008” by gay rights association Stonewall. In April this year, both
Iris and Peter Robinson came under fire after Commons MPs’ expenses accounts were leaked to the press. The couple were branded
“swish family Robinson” after claims that they were receiving 571,939.41 a year in various salaries and expenses, with a further 150,000
in salaries being paid to four of the couple’s family members. Peter and Iris Robinson will celebrate their 40 th wedding anniversary next
July. They have three children, Jonathan, Gareth and Rebekah. They are the first husband and wife ever to represent Northern Ireland
constituencies in Parliament at the same time. The interviewer then asked the first question: What is your earliest childhood memory?}
I can go back to when I was three or four. My mum had put a little gate at the back of the house to keep me in.
I remember climbing over it and going out into the middle of the road and being knocked down by a coal lorry. I
wasn’t hurt, because the driver just stopped. My leg was about to go in under the wheel and everybody rushed out.
I was made a fuss of, and, of course, I enjoyed that.\fn{ What sort of childhood did you have?}
Up until my father died when I was seven, I probably had quite a normal childhood. My dad had fought in the
war and came home very ill with various tropical diseases contracted in Burma and Borneo. My dad was an
Englishman. He was about 6ft 2in and was the sweetest-natured, kindest man. I called him my gentle giant. Once
he died it became very abnormal and I sort of became mother to my five siblings. Times were hard, my mother
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went out to work so when I came home from school I cooked and cleaned. I did it with a willingness to help my
mum. It was a difficult childhood, but looking back I suppose it prepared me for the work I do now. My political
life has always centred on helping people, and I believe I was born to it given my background. I don’t see it as a
job of work, I see it as a calling.\fn{What subjects did you enjoy/not enjoy at school?}
Because I was left-handed I was told that I could never write shorthand, or get any sort of speed up, if I could
write it. But I held the record from when I was 18 or 19 in Pitman shorthand. I did the RSA Stage III advanced
exams and I hold 240 words a minute. I was also good at sprinting. I loved athletics. I didn’t particularly like
maths. I had a teacher who, because I was taller than him in my intermediate school, picked on me. I think it was
the small man syndrome. I had a hard time in maths and I developed migraines simply because of the fear of
having him for four periods every Thursday. But Peter says I can add up very quickly when he owes me some
money! However, in the end I got very friendly with the teacher. He died of cancer and Peter and I were basically
the people who looked after him, visiting him and caring for him.\fn{ You turned 60 in September. How does that feel?}
I have no hangups about age. I have a very youthful outlook. Dealing with people every day and their
problems takes your concentration away from yourself. I am privileged to do what I do and see it as a calling.
Sixty is the new 40!\fn{How did you celebrate your birthday?}
We had a lovely party. We had just come back from our holidays and my children had the house all decorated
with balloons and banners. Peter had bought me some lovely jewellery in America and I got some beautiful gifts
from friends and family. We had a lovely dinner out at a local restaurant with family. It was wonderful.\fn{ Would
you ever consider cosmetic surgery?}
I suppose as you get older you think it mightn’t be a bad idea, but I’ve had so much surgery in my life that was
necessary that I don’t honestly think I could embark on it. My mother is 89 and she is a fantastic looking woman
despite all her ailments. I think I’ve got her genes in terms of skin.\fn{ Any hobbies?}
I have just started horseriding lessons. I have always had this desire to do it and fulfilled my ambition a few
weeks ago. I thought I better do it while I can still climb up on a horse and my joints are still able to do it.\fn{ Do
you prefer high street or designer fashions?}
I’m a great one for mix and match, but I always buy in Northern Ireland. I think if you put your money into
something good, you will get the benefit of it over a period of time. And you learn by your mistakes. There are
some beautiful shops in Northern Ireland. I would go up to Coleraine and down onto Bloomfield Avenue (in east
Belfast)—you can hardly beat it for shoes, lingerie and outfits. People think because I’m in London that I’m out
shopping and having a wonderful time, but I can honestly say it must be a couple of years since I have gone into
proper shops in London.\fn{Who is your style icon?}
I did admire Princess Diana. She was a very tall young woman and she gave life to the pumps—the little flat
shoes—which I love. I also love to wear my stilettos. I loved Diana’s style and how she carried it with her height.
I’m 5ft 7in, but I would love to have been taller.\fn{ Are there any female politicians in Northern Ireland whose style you
admire?}
Arlene (Foster) is a very attractive lady and I’ve noticed she has some lovely outfits. She is a sharp dresser. But
I don’t think there are any others that would stand out for me.\fn{ And any stylish men in Northern Ireland politics?}
Obviously I have to wave the flag for Peter. He is a very dapper, sharp dresser.\fn{ Do you pick his outfits?}
No, he does everything now himself. I taught him well. He is a very neat dresser, and so is Nigel (Dodds), as
are a number of men in the other parties. I think our men rate very well compared to the women, and I don’t say
that in any sense to be judgmental to the other ladies, but it does sometimes leave a lot to be desired.\fn{ What is the
secret to a good marriage?}
Peter and I met when I was 17 and we married when I was 20. None of us can say we have the perfect
marriage. You have your ups and downs, but it’s about talking through things, it’s about give and take. We have
been very blessed. Peter’s my best friend and I care greatly about him.\fn{ Is Peter romantic?}
Outside of his political career he is very quiet and unassuming. But he has his moments.\fn{ Does he do anything
that annoys you?}
There’s nothing really that annoys me. Sometimes I get anxious that he just spends too much time working into
the wee hours and I would like that to be better dealt with, but apart from that we get on very well. He has been
one of my greatest supporters and encouragers all throughout my married life.\fn{ What prompted you to write your
autobiography?}
It was the right thing to do to address some areas of my life. You hear so many rumours and so many bits of
nonsense being passed round that I thought it was an opportune time to put my views over. It went very
well.\fn{Are the rumours you are referring to those which claim Peter was violent towards you? }
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Yes. If I weren’t the person I was it could destroy you. But I refused to let that happen because there’s not a
better man as Peter as a husband. You have so little power to redress anything that’s doing the rounds and I had
listened to this for years and I just felt it was time to get my view over. (The rumours) are very hurtful and it’s
taught me never to believe everything I read in the press. It’s always been a horrible thing to even contemplate
people thinking. I just wish people would be much more thoughtful and considerate and dismiss those sorts of
things, because they’ve got to start somewhere with someone. It’s just one of the sad factors of being in profile in
Northern Ireland and I suppose it comes with the territory, but at the same time I’m a human being with feelings
and so is Peter and my children.”\fn{ In June 2008, shortly after a physical assault on a gay man in Northern Ireland, you made
comments on the BBC Radio Ulster’s Stephen Nolan Show offering to recommend homosexuals to psychiatric counselling. While
condemning the attack, you claimed during the broadcast that homosexuality was an “abomination” and made you feel “sick” and
“nauseous”. Do you regret expressing your views so vociferously?}

The only thing I regret is that it was that type of platform, rather than a one-to-one sitting down talking about
faith and scripture and the way scripture deals with the issue. It stemmed from wanting to defend the integrity of
Mary Whitehouse (the broadcasting standards campaigner). They were making fun of her and that’s where it
actually started. I hadn’t gone on with the intention of addressing the issue, but one thing led to the other. Stephen
was pushing questions, but at the end of the day I ended very clearly with “we love the sinner, not the sin”. I was
delighted, obviously, that the Ombudsman defended my right to quote scripture. I think it was an important
landmark in terms of what Christians can say. It was a very difficult period in my life, but it was truth and I don’t
regret that.\fn{Did you ever fear for your personal safety following the broadcast?}
I did have some difficult events to deal with—people that were quite vociferous when I was out shopping. But
I took it in my stride and anyone that I could speak to, I said that my comments were made in love and not in any
judgmental way. In a number of cases you were able to get through to the person, in others you weren’t. Not too
many people spoke out about the offensive nature of the T-shirts that were worn at the gay parade several years
back, which said “Jesus is a fag”. I felt that was so obscene and yet if you speak out about that you are
immediately homophobic, you are immediately a bigot, and yet no one would say the same about the gay
community having done what they did in terms of likening my Saviour to a fag. Political correctness has gone
basically bonkers. You’ve almost to stop to think before you say something and to be afraid to speak up or speak
out is not good.\fn{Dv8’s play, To be straight with You, was on during the recent Ulster Bank Festival at Queen’s and is due to tour
Europe and America. It features a taped recording of your comments on the Stephen Nolan show. How do you feel about that? }
It’s only one of many areas where they keep playing it over and over. Stephen Nolan did it for about six weeks.
I’m not going to be a censor, that’s not my role. I’ll speak out about my faith and my beliefs and I fear no one.
I’ve been vindicated in my right to express my views as a Christian.\fn{ You were invited to the play, but declined the
offer?}
Why would I? I don’t need to put my hand in the fire to know it will burn me.\fn{ You have spoken openly about
having had a hysterectomy at 34 and having suffered from post-natal depression. Those must have been difficult times? }
I love children and I couldn’t believe when I had my first son (Jonathan) I just had this numbness and no real
feeling for the baby. I fed my son and I looked after him well, but there was no bonding instinct. Really I worked
myself out of it, because in those days there was no counselling, there was no help except to throw you a valium
and I wouldn’t take that. I had a family that supported me and Peter was just wonderful, coming home from work
and looking after the baby to give me a few hours sleep. It took nine months, but then everything fell into place.
Jonathan was a loved and delightful child. It took me six years to have a second child, because I think part of the
feeling was that it might happen again, thank God it didn’t. With Gareth, it was an instant bonding. Then I only
had one ovary and I got pregnant with Rebecca, my little daughter and that was just the icing on the cake. She’s
the most beautiful young lady and I am so proud of her. I am proud of all my children.\fn{ You are an Evangelical
Pentecostalist and your faith is very important to you?}
I came to the Lord when I got married. Peter’s mum and dad were very devout and wonderful Christians. I
don’t think I could go on without my faith, it’s brought me through so many ups and downs. We have seen some
horrendous times during the Troubles; my children carrying live bombs which have come in the mail; I’ve seen
death notices in the paper for Peter, I’ve had wreaths, I’ve had mass cards, and there’s been all the other untold
stresses that have come with the calling we have both had. Manys a time Peter and I would have gone through
very dicey areas to do our constituency work and house calls. If I didn’t have that grasp of who I am and my faith,
you couldn’t have got through all of that. But it has been a high cost in terms of my family life and the sacrifice.
People see the house, they see success, but that’s not what it means to me—anything I have, I have earned.\fn{ Do
you pray for your enemies?}
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I do pray for my enemies. I pray for those that would hurt, or manipulate or make life difficult, because if you
don’t you can become bitter and that is not what Christ wants from us.\fn{ Do you pray for Gerry Adams and Martin
McGuinness?}
Yes I do.\fn{What is your favourite book?}
Obviously my Bible. It is an amazing book for correction, for direction and a comfort. I read it every day. I
love writers particularly in scripture such as Bob Gass.\fn{ What is your favourite film?}
Gone with the Wind. I watch it every Christmas and I could nearly do it word for word. I love the gustiness of
the storyline and the acting is superb.\fn{What sort of music do you like to listen to?}
In my early days I loved Bruce Springsteen. Now, more often than not, I would play Robin Marks who is a
local gospel singer. He sings the most beautiful and haunting, spiritual songs.\fn{ Are there any people living, or dead,
you would like to invite to a dinner party?}
I would love to have Moses, Jacob and Christ round a table to hear what they have to say. To see them face-toface would be awesome, but some day I will.\fn{Is there any one ambition you would like to fulfil?}
Politically, I would hope that people would feel able to support me and see beyond the media hype over the
last number of months. I hope that that integrity and desire to serve them will come through in terms of the next
election. I hope I can reassure people that what I am about is not about Iris Robinson, it’s about doing what I can
to help resolve issues and problems. That’s all I've ever been interested in.\fn{ Have you any plans to retire?}
I don’t think I could ever retire. I just hope that ageism isn’t something that creeps in to any election that I
stand in. I can do a day’s work to match any man. I don’t like bringing gender into any equation, but I’ve so much
still to do and so much want to be part of the political life because I see good times ahead. When you love what
you do it’s a gift.
3\fn{The first part of this interview is so bound up with its accompanying story context that I have decided to make it into the following
footnote: The wife of Northern Ireland’s First Minister, Peter Robinson, admitted last night that she tried to kill herself after confessing to
him that she had had an affair. Iris Robinson, 60, MP for Strangford, also encouraged friends to provide financial backing to help her lover
with a business venture. The man has not been identified. She said in a statement: “Everyone is paying a heavy price for my actions … I
am so, so sorry.” Mr. Robinson said that he had considered leaving his wife but was determined to save his marriage. He insisted that he
would be back at his desk in Belfast today and would stay on as leader of the Democratic Unionist Party. He gave a series of highly
emotional interviews at the family home in East Belfast in which he was at times on the verge of breaking down. Nine days ago Mrs.
Robinson declared that she was quitting politics because of a battle with depression. Speculation has been rife since then about further
revelations. Mr. Robinson has not been at his office since Christmas, sparking anger when he failed to comment on the death of Cardinal
Cahal Daly and failed to attend his funeral. There was a dramatic development yesterday afternoon when Mr. Robinson called a select
group of local journalists to his home, where officials issued a personal statement by his wife before he spoke about the couple’s private
turmoil. He said: “I love my wife. I have always been faithful to her. In a spirit of humility and repentance, Iris sought my forgiveness. She
took responsibility upon herself alone for her actions and I have forgiven her. More important, I know that she has sought and received
God’s forgiveness.” The news stunned stalwart DUP members and the public. Their marriage was considered to be very solid, with Mr
Robinson frequently rallying to his wife’s defence when her outspoken criticism of homosexuality led many to label her a political liability.
Mrs. Robinson was not to be seen yesterday but in her statement she spoke about how severe bouts of depression had altered her mood and
personality. She said:}
“I fought with those I loved most, my children and friends, saw plots where none existed and conducted myself
in a manner which was self-destructive and out of character. During this period of mental illness I lost control of
my life and did the worst thing that I have ever done. Over a year and a half ago, I was involved in a relationship.
It began completely innocently when I gave support to someone following a family death. I encouraged friends to
assist him by providing financial support for a business venture. Regrettably the relationship later developed into
a brief affair. It had no emotional or lasting meaning but my actions have devastated my life and the lives of those
around me.”\fn{Mrs. Robinson, an MP since 2001, added:}
“Everyone is paying a heavy price for my actions. Psychiatrists may suggest that my mental illness was a
significant factor explaining my irrational behaviour. I do not in any way question or doubt their judgment. But in
order to master my life I do not want to dilute the blame or resist taking full responsibility for my actions. I am
completely ashamed and deeply embarrassed.”\fn{ Mrs. Robinson said that she had hurt her husband, family and friends, let
down thousands of people who had placed their faith in her and—though her medical condition was a factor—she had not been true to the
values she professed.}

“I would pay any price on Earth to take back the wrong I have done and the hurt I have caused to those around
me, [she said.] I love my husband more than I can ever say. I know this more now than ever before.”\fn{ It was at
this point that she disclosed how at midnight on March 1 last year she tried to take her own life when she confessed to the affair because of
the guilt that she felt. Hours later her husband was at the dispatch box answering questions at the Northern Ireland Assembly. Mrs.
Robinson said that she was determined to regain her health and work to repair the damage to her marriage. She added: }
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“I do not deserve a second chance but I have been given one. Nothing is more important to me.”
4\fn{DUP MP and MLA Iris Robinson, wife of NI First Minister Peter Robinson, is to quit politics after admitting she has suffered serious
bouts of depression.In a statement tonight, she said the stress and strain of public life came at a cost and her health had suffered. Mrs.
Robinson, 60, has been MP for the Strangford constituency since 2001. Her husband has represented East Belfast since 1979. }

“As many people will be aware, I have recently tried to return to the full-time work of representing my
constituents following my latest period of illness. Over the years, I have undergone a long series of operations and
though I have never talked about it publicly, I have, against this background, also battled against serious bouts of
depression.
“Only those who have faced similar challenges in life will know the ordeal faced by those who are profoundly
depressed and the distress caused to those around them as they grapple with personality changing illness.”\fn{ Mrs.
Robinson is a former chairperson of the health committee at the Northern Ireland Assembly. Her decision to leave office followed talks
with her husband over Christmas.}

“One in four of the population struggle with mental illnesses at one level or another yet few talk about it
openly. When I am better able to do so, I want to say more about this period of my life. The stress and strain of
public life comes at a cost and my health has suffered.”
223.176 Excerpt from When Will There Be Good News?\fn{by Kate Atkinson (1951- )} York, York, England,
United Kingdom (F) 12
… Reggie spooned some kind of vegetable mush into the baby’s mouth. It was just as well the baby was
strapped into his high chair, because every so often he would suddenly fling out his arms and legs and try to
launch himself into the air like a suicidal starfish.
“Uncontrollable joy,” Dr. Hunter had explained to Reggie. Dr. Hunter laughed.
“Food makes him very hapopy.”
The baby wasn’t fussy, the vegetable mush (“sweet potato and avocado”) smelled like old socks and looked
like dog diarrhea. All the baby’s food was organic, cooked from scratch by Dr. Hunter before being mashed up
and frozen in little plastic tubs so that all Reggie had to do was defrost it and warm it through in the microwave.
The baby was just a year old, and Dr. Hunter still breast-fed him when she came back from work.
“So many long-term benefits for his health,” she said. “It’s what breasts are meant for,” she added when
Reggie averted her eyes in embarrassment. The baby was called Gabriel.
“My angel,” Dr Hunter said.
This was Reggie’s sixth month as Dr. Hunter’s “mother’s help.” They had agreed on this old-fashioned term at
what passed for a job interview, as neither of them liked the word nanny.
“Like a goat,” Reggie said.
“I had a nanny once,” Dr. Hunter said. “She was an absolute horror.”
Reggie was sixteen and could have passed for twelve. If she forgot her bus pass, she could still get on board for
a child’s fare. Nobody asked, nobody checked, nobody really took any notice of Reggie at all. Sometimes she
wondered if she was invisible. It was very easy to slip between the cracks, especially if you were small.
When her bus pass ran out, Billy offered to make her another one. He had already made her an ID card—“So
you can get into pubs,” he said, but Reggie never went into pubs. For one thing she didn’t have anyone to go into
a pub with, and for anothere, no one would have believed the fake ID. Just last week, when she was doing the
early Sunday morning shift in Mr. Hussain’s shop, a woman had told her that she was too young to wear makeup.
Reggie would have liked to say, “And you’re too old to wear it,” but unlike, apparently, everyone else in the
world, she kept her opinions to herself.
Reggie spent her life going around saying, “I’m sixteen,” to people who didn’t believe her. The stupid thing
wasa that inside she was a hundred years old. And anyway, Reggie didn’t want to go into a pub; she didn’t see the
point of alcohol, or drugs. People had little enough control over their lives without losing more. Reggie thought of
Mum and the Man-Who-Came-Before-Gary knocking back cheap white wine from Lidl and “getting jiggy,” as
the Man-Who-Came-Before-Gary liked to call it. Gary had two big advantages over the Man-Who-Came-BeforeHim—one, he wasn’t married, and two, he didn’t leer at Reggie every time he saw her. If Mum hadn’t met Gary,
she would at this moment—Reggie checked her watch—be skimming bar codes over scanners and looking
forward to her afternoon break:
“Tea, Twix, and a fag, lovely.”
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“Do you want a phone?” Billy was always saying to Reggie, taking two or three out of his pocket.
“Wadjyerwan—Nokia, Samsung?”
There was no point, Billy’s phones never worked for more than a week. It seemed safer, in all ways, for a
person to stick with her Virgin Pay as You Go. Reggie liked the way Richard Branson had made Virgin into a
huge global brand-name, the way the Catholics had done with Jesus’ mother. It was good to see the word out
there. Reggie would be quite happy to die a virgin. The virgin queen, Virgo Regina. A vestal virgin. Ms.
MacDonald said that vestal virgins who “lost their sexual innocence” were buried alive. Letting the vestal fires go
out was a sign of impurity, which seemed a bit harsh. How neurotic would that make you? Especially in a time
before firelighters.
They had done an unseen translation together of some of Pliny’s letters.
“Pliny the Younger,” Ms. MacDonald always emphasized, as if it were of crucial importance that you got your
Plinys right, when in fact there was probably hardly anyone left on earth who gave a monkey’s about which was
the elder and which was the younger. Who gave a monkey’s about them, period.
Still, it was good to think that Billy was willing to do things for her; even if they were nearly always illegal
things. She had accepted the ID card because one day it might come in handy, but she had never taken up the offer
of the bus pass. You never knew, it might be the first step on the slippery slope that would eventually lead to
something much bigger. Billy had started with pinching sweets from Mr. Hussain’s shop, and look at him now,
pretty much a career criminal.
*
“Have you had much experience with children, Reggie?” Dr. Hunter had asked at her so-called interview.
“Ooh, loads. Really. Loads and loads,” Reggie replied, smiling and nodding encouragingly at Dr. Hunter, who
didn’t seem very good at the whole interviewing thing.
“Loads, sweartogod.”
Reggie wouldn’t have employed herself. Sixteen and no experience of children, even though she had great
character references from Ms. Hussain and Ms. MacDonald and a letter from Mum’s friend Trish saying how
good she was with children, based on the fact that in exchange for her tea she had spent a whole year of Monday
evenings with Grant, Trish’s eldest muppet of a son, trying to coax him through his Maths Standard Grade exam
(a hopeless case if ever there was one).
Reggie had never actually had a close encounter with a one-year-old child before, or indeed any small children,
but what was there to know? They were small, they were helpless, they were confused, and Reggie could easily
identify with all of that. And it wasn’t that long since she had been a child herself, although she had an “old soul,”
a fortune-teller had told her. Body of a child, mind of an old woman. Old before her time. Not that she believed in
fortune-tellers. The one who told her about her old soul lived in a new brick house with a view of the Pentlands
and was called Sandra. Reggie had encountered her on a hen night for one of Mom’s friends who was about to
embark on another disastrous marriage and Reggie had tagged along as usual, like a mascot. That was what
happened when you had not friends of your own—your social life consisted of outings to fortune-tellers, bingo
halls, Daniel O’Donnell concerts (“Pass the Revels along to Reggie”). No wonder she had an old soul. Even now
that Mum was gone, her friends still phoned her up and said, “We’re going over to Glasgow for a shopping trip,
Reggie, want to come with us?” or “Fancy seeing Blood Brothers at the Playhouse?” No and no. Now are our
revels ended. Ha.
There had been nothing unearthly about fortune-telling Sandra. A plump legal secretary in her fifties, she wore
a rose-pink cardigan with a shawl collar pinned by a coral cameo brooch. In her bathroom all the toiletries were
Crabtree & Evelyn’s Gardenia, lined up a precise inch from the edge of the shelves as if they were still on display
in the shop.
“Your life is about to change,” Sandra said to Mum.
She wasn’t wrong. Even now, Reggie thought that she could sometimes catch the sickly sweet smell of
gardenias.
Dr. Hunter was English but had trained to be a doctor in Edinburgh and had never gone back south of the
border. She was a GP in a practice in Liberation and had a morning surgery at half past eight, so Mr. Hunter did
“the early shift” with the baby. Reggie took over from him at ten o’clock and stayed until Dr. Hunter came home
at two (although it was usually nearer to three—“Part-time but it feels like full-time,” Dr. Hunter sighed) and then
Reggie stayed on until five o’clock, which was the time of the day that she liked best because then she got to be
with Dr. Hunter herself.
The Hunters had a forty-inch HD\fn{High definition} television on which she watched Balanmory DVDs\fn{ Digi1863

tal Versatile Disk}

with the baby, although he always fell asleep as soon as the theme tune began, snuggled into
Reggie on the sofa like a little monkey. She was surprised Dr. Hunter let the baby watch television, but Dr. Hunter
said,
“Oh, heavens, why not? Now and again, what’s the harm?”
Reggie thought that there was nothing nicer than having a baby fall asleep on you, except perhaps a puppy or a
kitten. She’d had a puppy once, but her brother threw it out the window.
“I don’t think he meant to,” Mum said, but it wasn’t exactly the kind of thing you did accidentally, and Mum
knew that. And Reggie knew that Mum knew that. Mum used to say,
“Billy may be trouble, but he’s our trouble. Blood’s thicker than water.”
It was a lot stickier too. The day the puppy went flying through the window was the second-worst day of
Reggie’s life so far. Hearing about Mum was the worst. Obviously.
Dr. and Mr. Hunter lived on the really nice side of Edinburgh, with a view of Blackford Hill, quite a distance in
every way from the third-floor shoe box in Gorgie where Reggie lived on her own now that Mum was gone. Two
bus journeys away in fact, but Reggie didn’t mind. She always sat on the top deck and looked into other people’s
houses and wondered what it was like to live in them. There was the added bonus now of spotting the first
Christmas trees in windows. (Dr. Hunter always said that simple pleasures wre the best, and she was right.) She
could get quite a lot of schoolwork done as well. She wasn’t at school anymore, but she was still following the
curriculum. English literature, ancient Greek, ancient history, Latin. Anything that was dead, really. Sometimes
she imagined Mum speaking Latin (Salve, Regina), which was unlikely, to say the least.
Of course, not having a computer meant that Reggie had to spend a lot of time in the public library and in
Internet cafés, but that was okay becaue a person didn’t have to listen to someone saying “Regina rhymes with
vagina,” to them in an Internet café, unlike the horrible posh school she went to. Until it breathed its last gasp,
Ms. MacDonald used to have an ancient dinosaur of a Hewlett-Pckard that she let Reggie use. It had been bought
at the beginning of time—Windows 98 and AOL dial-up—and meant that getting on the Internet was a grim
exercise in patience.
Reggie herself had briefly been in possession of a MacBook,\fn{ A brand of Macintosh notebook computers bult by
Apple; first introduced in May 2006} which Billy had turned up with last Christmas. No way had he actually gone into a
shop and bought it, the concept of retail being foreign to Billy. She had made him spend Christmas with her (“our
first Christmas without Mum”). She cooked a turkey and everything, even flamed the pudding with brandy, but
Billy only mde it to the Queen’s speech before he had to “go and do something,” and Reggie said, “What? What
could you possibly need to do on Christmas Day?” and he shrugged and said, “This and that.” Reggie spent the
rest of the day with Mr. Hussain and his family who were having a surprisingly Victorian Christmas. A month
later Billy came to the flat when Reggie wasn’t there and took the MacBook away because he obviously didn’t
understand the concept of gifts either.
And, let’s face it, libraries and Internete cafés were better than Reggie’s empty flat.
“Ah, a clean, well-lighted place,” Ms. MacDonald said. Which was a Hemingway story that Ms. MacDonald
had made Reggie read (“A seminal text,” she buzzed) even though Hemingway wasn’t even on the A-level
syllabus, so wouldn’t she, Reggie protested, be better off reading something that was? “Mzzz MacDonald,” she
always insisted, so that she sounded like an angry wasp (which was a pretty good definition of her character).
Ms. MacDonald was very keen on “reading round the subject” (“Do you want an education or not? In fact
most of the time she seemed keener on the reading-round bit than she did on the subject itself. Ms. MacDonald’s
idea of reading round the subject was more a case of catching a plane and seeing how far you could get away
from it. Life was too short. Reggie would have protested, except that probably wasn’t a good argument to use with
a dying woman. Reggie had chosen Great Expectations and Mrs. Dalloway as prescribed texs and felt she had
quite enough to do with reading round the subject of Dickens and Virginia Woolf (i.e., their entire “oeuvre,” as
Ms. MacDonald insisted on calling it), including letters, diaries, and biographies, without being distracted onto
the side road of Hemingway’s stories. But resistance was futile.
Ms. MacDonald had lent Reggie nearly all of Dicken’s novels, and the rest she had bought in charity shops.
Reggie liked Dickens, his books were full of plucky abandoned orphans struggling to make their way in the
world. Reggie knew that journey only too well. She was doing Twelfth Night too. Reggie and Viola, orphans of
the storm.
Ms. MacDonsald used to be a classics teacher, used to be Reggie’s classics teacher, in fact, at the horrible posh
school she once went to, and was now attempting to guide Reggie through her A levels. Ms. MacDonald’s
ualification for tutoring Reggie in English literature was based on the fact that Ms. MacDonald claimed to have
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read efvery book that had ever been written. Reggie didn’t dispute the claim, the evidence was all over Ms.
MacDonald’s criminally untidy house. She could have started up a branch library (or a spectacular house fire)
with the number of books she had piled around the place. She was also in possession of every single Locb
Classic\fn{The Loeb Classical Library, today published by Harvard University Press, which makes available important works of ancient
Greek and Latin literature to the general public by presenting the original Greek or latin text on each left-hand leaf, and a fairly literal
translation on the facing page; the first volumes were published in 1912, and funded originally by Mr. James Loeb (1867-1933). Harvard
University has twice expanded the scope of the original collection. In 2001 a series (in blue covers) was begun covering key Renaissance
works in Latin with a facing English translation; and in 2010 a series covering Byzantine Greek, Medieval Latin and Old English works
(same format, but with a brown cover). New York University Press publishes the Clay Sanskrit Library in a smiliar format, for important
works in Sanskrit (with teal covers):H } that had ever been published, red for Latin, green for Greek, hundreds of them

crammed into her bookcases. Odes and epodes, ecologues, and epigrams. Everything.
Reggie wondered what would happen to all the lovely Loebs when Ms. MacDonald died. She supposed it
wasn’t very polite to put in a request for them.
The tutoring wasn’t exactly free, because in exchange Reggie was always running errands for Ms. MacDonald,
picking up her prescriptions and buying tights from British Home Stores, hand cream from Boots, “and those little
pork pies they have in Marks and Spencer.” She was very specific about which shops you bought things in.
Reggie thought that a person at deaths door shouldn’t really be too fussy about where her pork pies came from.
With a little effort, Ms. MacDonald could probably have got these things herself, as she was still using her car, a
blue Saxo that she drove in the way that an excitable and nearsighted chimpanzee might have done, accelerating
when she should be braking, braking when she should be accelerating, going slow in the fast lane, fast in the slow
lane, like someone on an amusement-arcade simulator rather than a real road.
Reggie didn’t go to the horrible posh school anymore, because it made her feel like a mouse in a house of cats.
Extras, vacations, and diet unparalleled. She had won a scholarship when she was twelve, but it wasn’t the kind
of school where a person arrived halfway through from another planet with nothing but their brains to recommend
them. A person who never seemed to be wearing the right bits of uniform, who never had the roper sports kit (who
was rubbish at sports, anyway, right kit or not), who never understood the secret language and hierarchies of the
school. Not to mention a person who had an older brother who sometimes hung around the school gates, ogling all
the girls with their good haircuts and nice families. Reggie knew that Billy was dealing to some of the boys (nice
families, good haircuts, et cetera), boys who, although destined to follow the genetic code spiraled into their veins
and become lawyers in the Edinburgh courts, were, nonetheless, scoring recreational drugs off Reggie Chase’s
runty brother. He was their contemporary in years but in every other way he was different.
You could have bought two really good cars a year for the price of the fees. Her scholarship covered only a
quarter of that, the army paid the rest.
“Delayed guilt,” Mum said.
Unfortunately, there was nobody to cover all the extras, those bits of uniform she was always missing, the
books, the school trips, the good haircuts. Reggie’s father had been a soldier in the Royal Scots, but Reggie never
got to know him. Her mother was six months pregnant with Reggie when he was killed during the Gulf War, shot
by “friendly fire.” Most people were out of the womb before they first encountered irony, Reggie said to Ms.
MacDonald.
“Consigned to history,” Ms. MacDonald said.
“Well, we all are, Ms. Mac.”
*
Both Mum and Reggie always had jobs on the go. As well as working in the supermarket, Mum did ironing for
a coupleof B and Bs,\fn{Bed and Breakfast houses:H} and Reggie worked in Mr. Hussain’s shop on Sunday mornings.
Even before she left school Reggie had always worked, paper routes and Saturday jobs and the like. She
squirreled away money in her savings account, budgeting down to the last penny for the rent and bills, her Pay as
You Go mobile and her Topshop card.
“Your attempts at domestic economy are creditable,” Ms. MacDonald said. “A woman should know how to
manage money.”
Mum was from Blairgowrie, and when she left school, her first jobs had been in a chicken factory, keeping an
eye on a continually moving line of goose-pimpled carcasses as they were dipped in scalding water. This had set a
standard for Mum; ever afterwards, whatever she did, she said,
“It’s not as bad as the chicken factory.”
Reggie reckoned the chicken factory must have been pretty bad because Mum had some rubbish jobs in ther
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time. Mum loved meat—bacon sandwiches, mince and tatties, sausage and chips—but Reggie never once saw her
eat chicken, even when the “Man-Who-Came-Before-Gary used to bring in a KFC\fn{ Kentucky Fried Chicken}
bucket, and the Man-Who-Came-Before-Gary could get Mum to do just about anything. But not eat chicken.
Despite the educational aspects—ten top-grade GCSEs\fn{ General Certificate of Secondary Education }—it was really
quite a relief when Reggie forged a letter from Mum saying that they were moving to Australia and Regtgie
wouldn’t be coming back to the horrible posh school after the summer vacation.
Mum had been so proud when Reggie got her scholarship place (“A genius for a child! Me!”), but once she
was gone, there didn’t seem much point, and it was bad enough leaving for school in themorning with no one to
say good-bye to her, but coming home to an empty house with no one to seay hello was even worse. You would
never have thought that two little words could be so important. Ave atque vale.\fn{Hail and farewell; the (very famous)
last words of an elegiac poem by Catullus (84-54BC)}
Ms. MacDonald didn’t go to the horrible posh school anymore either, becaue she had a tumor growing like a
mushroom in her brain.
Not to be selfish or anything, but Reggie hoped that Ms. MacDonald would manage to guide her through her A
levels before the tumor finished eating her brain.
“Our nada who art in nada,” Ms. MacDonald said.
She was really quite bitter. You might expect a person who was dying to be a little bit resentful, but Ms.
MacDonald had always been like that. Illness hadn’t made her a nicer person; even now she had religion, she was
hardly full of Christian charity. She could be kind in the particulars but not in the general. Mum had been kind to
everybody, it was her saving grace, even when she was being stupid—with the Man-Who-Came-Before-Gary, or
indeed with Gary himself—she never lost sight of being kind. However, Ms. MacDonald had her saving graces
too—she was good to Reggie and she loved her little dog, and those two things went a long way in Reggie’s book.
Reggie thought Ms. MacDonald was lucky that she’d had lots of time to adjust to the fact that she was dying.
Reggie didn’t like the idea that you could be walking along as blithe as could be and the next moment you simply
didn’t exist. Walk out of a room, step into a taxi. Drive into the cool blue watere of a pool and never come back up
again. Nada y pues nada.\fn{The majesty of nothingness}
*
Did you interview a lot of girls for this job? Reggie asked Dr. Hunter, and she said, “Loads and loads,” and
Reggie said, “You’re a terrible liar, Dr. H.,” and Dr. Hunter blushed and laughed and said,
“It’s true. I know. I can’t even play Cheat. I had a good feeling about you, though,” she added, and Reggie
said,
“Well, you should always trust your feelings, Dr. H.”
Which wasn’ something that Reggie actually believed, because her mother had been following her feelings
when she went off on holiday with Gary and look what happened there. And Billy’s feelings rarely led him to a
good place. He might be a runt but he was a vicious runt.
“Call me Jo,” Dr. Hunter said.
*
Dr. Hunter said that she hadn’t wanted to go back to work and that if it were up to her she would never leave
the house. Reggie wondered why it wasn’t up to here.
Well, “Neil’s” business had “hit a sticky patch,” Dr. Hunter explained. (He’d been “let down” and “some
things had fallen through.”) Whenever she talked about Mr. Hunter’s business, Dr. Hunter screwed up her eyes as
if she were trying to make out the details of something a long way off.
When she was at the surgery, Dr. Hunter phoned home all the time to make sure the baby was okay. Dr. Hunter
liked to talk to him, and she had long one-sided conversations while, at his end, the baby tried to eat the phone.
Reggie culd hear Dr. Hunter saying, “Hello, sweet pea, are you having a lovely day?” and “Mummy will be home
soon, be good for Reggie.”
Or a lot of the time, she recited scraps of poems and nursery rhymes. She seemed to know hundreds, and she
was always suddenly coming out with “Diddle, diddle dumpling, my son John” or “Georgie Porgie pudding and
pie.” She knew a lot of stuff that was very English and quite foreign to Reggie, who had been brought up on
“Katie Bairdie had a coo,” and “A fine wee lassie, a bonnie wee lassie was bonny wee Jeannie McCall.”
If the baby was asleep when she phoned, Dr. Hunter asked Reggie to put the dog on instead. (“I forgot to
mention something,” Dr. Hunter said at the end of their “interview,” and Regg9ie thought, Uh-oh, the baby’s got
two heads, the house is on the edge of a cliff, her husband’s a crazy psycho, but Dr. Hunter said,
“We have a dog. Do you like dogs?”
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“Totally. Love ’em. Really. Sweartogod.”)
Although the dog couldn’t speak, it seemed to understand the concept of phone conversations (“Hello, puppy,
how’s my gorbeous girl?”) better than the baby did, and it listened alertly to Dr. Hunter’s voice while Reggie held
the receiver to its ear.
Reggie had been alarmed when she first saw Sadie—a huge German shepherd who looked as if she should be
guarding a building site.
“Neil was worried about how the dog would react when the baby came along,” Dr. Hunter said. “But I would
trust her with my life, with the baby’s life. I’ve known Sadie longer than I’ve known anyone else except for Neil.
I had a dog when I was a child, but it died, and then my father wouldn’t let me get another one. He’s dead now
too, so it just goes to show.” Reggie wasn’t sure what it went to show.
“Sorry,” Reggie said. “For your loss.”
Like they said in police dramas on TV. She’d meant for the dread dog but Dr. Hunter took it to mean her father.
“Don’t be,” she said. “He outlived himself a long time ago. Call me Jo.” Dr. Hunter had quite a thing about
dogs.
“Laika,” she would say, “the first dog in space. She died of heat and stress after a few hours. She was rescued
from an animal center, she must have thought she was going to a home, to a family, and instead they sent her to
the loneliest death in the world. How sad.”
Dr. Hunter’s father continued a half-life in his books—he had been a writer—and Dr. Hunter said he had once
been very fashionable (“Famous in his day,” she laughed), but his books hadn’t “stood the test of time.”
“This is all that’s left of him now,” she said, leafing through a musty book titled The Shopkeeper.
“Nothing of my mother left at all,” Dr. Hunter said. “Sometimes I think how nice it would be to have a brush
or a comb, an object that she touched every day, that was part of her life. But it’s all gone. Don’t take anything for
granted, Reggie.”
“No fear of that, Dr. H.”
“Look away and it’s gone.”
“I know, believe me.”
Dr. Hunter had relegated a pile of her father’s novels to an unstable heap in the corner of the little windowless
boxroom on the top floor. It was a big cupboard really, “not a room at all,” Dr. Hunter said, although actually it
was bigger than Reggie’s bedroom in Gorgie. Dr. Hunter called it “the junk repository,” and it was full of all kinds
of things that no one knew what to do with—a single ski, a hockey stick, an old duvet, a broken computer printer,
a portable television that didn’t work (Reggie had tried), and a large number of ornaments that had been
Christmas or wedding presents.
“Quelle horreur!”\fn{How horrible} Dr. Hunter laughed when she occasaionally poked her head in there. “Some
of this stuff is truly hideous,” she said to Reggie. Whether they were hideous or not, she couldn’t throw them
away because they were gifts, and “gift had to be honored.”
“Except for Trojan horses,” Reggie said.
“But, on the other hand, don’t look a gift horse in the mouth,” Dr. Hunter said.
“Perhaps sometimes you should,” Reggie said.
“Timeo Danaos et dona ferentes,”\fn{Beware of Greeks bearing gifts} Dr. Hunter said.
“Totally.”
Not honored forever, Reggie noticed, because every time a plastsic charity bag slipped through the letter box,
Dr. Hunter filled it with items from the junk repository and put it—rather guiltily—out on the doorstep.
“No matter how much I get rid of, there’s never any less,” she sighed.
“Law of physics,” Reggie said.
The rest of the house was very tidy and decorated with tasteful things—rugs and lamps and ornaments. A
different class of ornament from Mum’s collections of thimbles and miniature teapots that, despite their size, took
up valuable space in the Gorgie flat.
The Hunters’ house was Victorian, and although it had every modern comfort, it still had all its original
fireplaces and doors and cornices, which Dr. Hunter said was a miracle. The front door had colored glass panels,
starbursts of red, snowflakes of blue, and rosettes of yellow, that cast prisms of color when the sun shone through.
There were even a full set of servants’ bells and a back staircase that had allowed the servants to scurry around
unseen.
“Those were the days,” Mr. Hunter said and laughed because he said if he had been alive when the house was
built, he would have been making fires and blacking boots, “and you too, probably, Reggie,” while “Joanna”
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would have been “swanning around upstairs like Lady Muck” because her family came from money.
“It’s all gone,” Dr. Hunter said when Reggie looked at her inquiringly.
“Unfortunately,” Mr. Hunter said.
“Bad investments, nursing-home bills, squandered on trifles,” Dr. Hunter said, as if the getting and spending of
money were meaningless. “My grandfather was rich but profligate, apparently,” she said.
“And we are poor but honest,” Mr. Hunter said.
“Apparently,” Dr. Hunter said.
Actually, Dr. Hunter admitted one day, there had been some money left and she had used it to buy this “very,
very expensive house.”
“An investment,” Mr. Hunter said.
“A home,” Dr. Hunter said.
The kitchen was Reggie’s favorite room. You could have fitted the whole of Reggie’s Gorgie flat into it and
still had room for swinging a few elephants if you were so inclined. Surprisingly, Mr. Hunter liked cooking, and
he was always making a mess in the kitchen.
“My creative side,” he said.
“Women cook food because people need to eat,” Dr. Hunter said. “Men cook to show off.”
There was even a pantry, a small, cold room with a flagged floor and stone shelves and a wooden door that had
a pattern of cutout hearts on the panels. Dr. Hunter kept cheese and eggs and bacon in there, as well as all her
tinned and dried goods.
“I should make jam,” she said guiltily in the summer. “A pantry like this begs for homemade jam.” Now that it
was nearly Christmas she said,
“I feel bad that I haven’t made mincemeat. Or a Christmas cake. Or a pudding. The pantry is begging for a
pudding, wrapped in a cloth and full of silver sixpences and charms.” Reggie wondered if Dr. Hunter was thinking
about her own Christmas when she was a child, but Dr. Hunter said,
“Heavens, no.”
*
Reggie didn’t think that the pantry was begging for anything except possibly a bit of a tidy. Mr. Hunter was
always rooting through there, looking for ingredients and spoiling Dr. Hunter’s neat ranks of tins and jars.
Dr. Hunter (“Call me Jo”), who didn’t believe in religion, who didn’t believe in “any kind of transcendence
except that of the human spirit,” believed most firmly in order and taste.
“Morris says that you should have nothing in your house that you don’t know to be useful, or believe to be
beautiful,” she said to Reggie when they were filling a pretty little vase (“Worcester”) with flowers from the
garden. Reggie thought she mant someone called Maurice, probably a gay friend, until she noticed a biography of
William Morris on the bookshelf and thought, Duh, stupid, because of course she knew who he was.
Twice a week a cleaner called Liz came in and moaned about how much work she had to do, but Reggie
thought she had it pretty easy hbefause the Hunters had everything under control. They weren’t housework Nazis
or anything, but they knew the differenc ebetween comfort and chaos, unlike Ms. MacDonald, whose entire house
was a “repository of junk”—bits of old crap everywhere, receipts and pens, locks without keys, keys without
locks, clothes piled on top of chests, pillars of old newspapers, half a bicycle in the hallway, which just appeared
there one day, not to mention the forest’s worth of books. Ms. MacDonald used the imminence of the Rapture and
the Secon Coming as an excuse (“What’s the point?”), but really t\she was just a slovenly person.
Ms. MacDonald had “got” religion (goodness knows where from) shortly after he rtumor was diagnosed. The
two things were not unlrelated. Reggie thought that if she were being eaten alive by cancer, she might start
believing in God because it would be nice to think that someone out there cared, although Ms. MacDonald’s God
edidn’t realy seem the caring sort; in fact, quite the opposite, indifferent to human suffering and intent on reckless
destruction.
Dr. Hunter had a big notice boarad in the kitchen, full of all kinds of things that gave you an insight into her
life, like an athletics certificate that showed she had once beena country sprint champion, another to show that she
reached grade 8 in her piano exams,and a photograph (“when I was a student”) of her holding aloft a trophy,
surrounded by people clapping.
“I was an all-rounder,” Dr. Hunter laughed, and Reggie said,
“You still are, Dr. H.”
There were other photographs on the notice board that charted Dr. Hunter’s life, some of Sadie over the years,
and lots of the baby, of course, as well as one of Dr. and Mr. Hunter together, laughin in the glare of foreign
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sunshine. The rest of the notice board ws a medly of shopping lists and recipes ( Sheila’s Chocolate Brownies) and
messages that DR. Hunter had left to herself—Remember to tell Reggie that Jo Jingles is canceled on Monday or
Practice meeting changed to Fri P.M. All the appointment cards were pinned there too, for the dentist, the
hairdresser, the optician. Dr. Hunter wore spectacles for driving, which made her look even smarter than she was.
Reggie was supposed to wear spectacles, but on her they had the opposite effect, making her look like a complete
numpty, so she tended to wear them only when there was no one else around. The baby and Dr. Hunter didn’t
count. Reggie could be herself with them, right down to the spectacles.
There were a coupleof business cards on the notice board as well, stuck up by Mr. Hunter on returning from
“working lunches,” but really it ws Dr. Hunter’s notice board.
A woman had come to see Dr. Hunter yesterday afternoon. She rang the doorbell two minutes after Dr. Hunter
came home, and Reggie wondered if she had been parked nearby, waiting for Dr. Hunter to arrive. Reggie, the
baby balanced on her hip, led her into the kitchen and went to tell Dr. Hunter, who had gone upstairs to get
changed out of the black suit she always wore for work. When Reggie came back downstairs, the woman was
examining the notice board in a way that Reggie thought was too presumptuous for a stranger. The woman looked
a bit like Dr. Hunter, same dark hair that skimmed her shoulders, same slim build, a bit taller. She was wearing a
black suit too. She wasn’t the Avon lady, that was for sure. Reggie wondered if she would ever have a life where
she got to wear a black suit.
Dr. Hunter came into the kitchen, and the woman took a card from her bag and, showing it to Dr. Hunter, said,
“Can I have a word?” and Dr. Hunter said to Regggie, “Can you look after the baby for a few minutes, Reggie?”
even though the baby was doing his suicidal starfish thing, his little plump arms held out to Dr. Hunter like he was
asking to be rescued from a sinking ship.
But Dr. Hunter just smiled at him and led the woman away into the living room and shut the door. Dr. Hunter
never ignored the baby. Dr. Hunter never took anyone into the living room—people always sat at the big table in
the comfy kitchen—and for a minute Reggie worried that the woman had something to do with Billy. She would
be revealed as the sister of Bad-Boy Billy and would be cast out. Reggie had never mentioned to Dr. Hunter that
she had a brother. She hadn’t lied, she had simply left him out of the story of her life, which was what he did to
her, after all.
The dog tried to follow, but Dr. Hunter shut the door in her face without saying anything to her, which was so
not Dr. Hunter, and an exiled Sadie sat down outside the door and waited patiently. If a dog could frown, she
would have frowned.
After the woman left Dr. Hunter had a funny, tight look on her face, as if she was trying to pretend that
everything was normal when it wsn’t. Now there was a new card on the notice board. It was embossed with
“Lothian and Borders Police,” a phone number, and a name, “Detective Chief Inspector Louise Monroe.”
*
Reggie fed the baby a yogurt, not regular yogurt but a special organic baby yogurt, no additives, no sugar,
nothing artificial. She finished it off for him when he lost interest in it.
Outside, it was cold and camp, but in the kitchen it felt cozy and safe. There were not Christmas decorations up
yet, just the Advent calendar they had bought on the baby’s birthday, but Reggie could imagine the scent of pine
and clementines\fn{A variety of mandarin orange, so named in 1902 } and log fires and all the other good smells that she
was sure Dr. Hunter would fill the house with any day now, It would be Reggie’s first Christmas with Dr. Hunter
and thebaby, and she wondered if there was any way she could go about suggesting that she should spend
Christmas Day itself with them rather than on her own or with the Hussains. Nothing against the Hussains or
anyting but they weren’t her family. And Dr. Hunter and the baby were.
Sadie waited patiently at the side of the high chair. Every time the baby dropped any food, she licked it off the
flor. Sometimes she managed to catchit in midair. She had a lot of dignity for a dog hustling for scraps (“She’s
starting to get old,” Dr. Hunter said sadly.)
Reggie gave the baby a finger of whole wheat toast to chew on while she washed his bowls, by hand because
she didn’t trust the dishwasher with them. The baby’s dishes were real china in an old-fashioned pattern. His toys
were tasteful wooden ones—nothing garish or noisy—and his clothes were all expensive and new, not handed
down or bought in secondhand shops. A lot of them were French. Today he was wearing the cutest-ever navyblue-and-white-striped all-in-one (“his matelot outfit,” Dr. Hunter dalled it) that reminded Reggie of a Victorian
bathing suit. He had a Noah’s Ark rug in his room and a night-light in the shape of a big red-and-white-spotted
fairy toadstool. His sheets were embroidered with sailboats, and there was a framed sampler above his bed with
his date of birth and his name, “Gabriel Joseph Hunter,” in pale blue chain stich.
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The baby wasn’t afraid of anything except unexpected loud noises (Rteggie wasn’
T too keen on those either), and he could clap his hands if you said, “Clap your hands,” and if you said, “Where’s
your red ball?” he would crawl to his toy box and find it. He had just yesterday taken his first wobbly but unaided
step. (“One small step for mankind, one giant leap for a baby,” Dr. Hunter said.) He could say the word dog and
the word ball and banky, which was his word for his most precious possession—the little square cut from a
blanket that had been bought for him by Mr. Huinter’s sister gbefore he was born, a pale green (“moss,” Dr.
Hunter said) blanket tuo suit either sex. Dr. Hunter told Reggie that “actually” she had known what sex the baby
was, but she hadn’t told anyone she knew, not even Mr. Hunter, because she “wanted to keep the baby all to
herself for as long as possible.” Now the green blanket of which the baby was obsessionally fond had been cut
down to make it more manageable.
“His Winnicottian transitional object,” Dr. Hunter said mysteriously. “Or perhaps it’s his talisman.”
It had been his first birthday a week ago, and, to celebrate, the three of them (not Mr. Hunter, he was “all tied
up,” and anyway, “it’s not as if he knows it’s his birthday, Jo”) had driven to a hotel near Peebles for afternoon
teea, and the waitress had made a big fuss of the baby because he was so gorgeous and so well-behaved He had a
small dish of pink ice cream.
“His first ever! Imagine!” Dr. Hunter said. “Imagine eating ice cream for the very first time, Reggie.” The
baby’s eyes almost popped out of his head with surprise when he tasted the pijk ice cream.
“Aw, bless,” Reggie said. Reggie and Dr. Hunter ate a whole plate of cakes between them.
“I think I have a fat person inside me trying to get out,” Reggie said, and Dr. Hunter laughed and then nearly
choked on a miniature coffee éclair, which would probably have been okay because Reggie had asked Dr. Hunter
to teach here the Heimlich maneuver for exactly this kind of occurrence.
“I’m very happy,” Dr. Hunter said when she’d recovered, and Reggie said, “Me too.” And the nice thing was
that they really were, because it was surprising how often people said they were happy when they weren’t. Like
Mum with the Man-Who-Came-Before-Gary.
That was on the first day of Advent, and Dr. Hunter said that was a nice day to have a birthday on, even though
she wasn’t religious. They bought the Advent calendar in Peebles. Peebles was full of all the kinds of shops that
old people liked. Reggie liked them too, she supposed it was something to do with her old soul. The Advent
calendar had chocolates behind every door, and Dr. Hunter said,
“Let’s put it up in the kitchen and you can open a door every day and have the chocolate.”
Which is what Reggie did, what she was doing now, holding the melting Santa-shaped chocolate in her cheek
to extend its life while she dipped the baby’s Bunnykins dishes in the sink, squirting Ecover wshing-up liquid into
the hot water. Dr. Hunter didn’t use any products that weren’t ecological—washing powder, floor soap,
everything.
“You don’t want harmful chemicals around a baby,” she said to Reggie. The baby was precious, he was as
valuable as the most valuable object.
“Well, I had to go to a lot of trouble go get him,” Dr. Hunter laughed. “It wasn’t easy.”
Dr. Hunter had to be careful because she had asthma (“Physician, heal thyself,” she said), which she got “from
my mother.” She was always getting colds as well, which she said ws because a doctor’s surgery was “the
unhealthiest place on earth to work—full of sick people.” Sometimes, if Reggie was standing close to Dr. Hunter,
she could hear a wheezing in her chest.
“The breath of life,” Dr. Hunter said to Reggie. The baby didn’t seem to have inherited any of Dr. Hunter’s
problems with her lungs. (“Dickens had asthma,” Ms. MacDonald said. “I know,” Reggie said. “I’ve read round
the subject.”)
*
There was no obvious evidence of Mr. Hunter’s sticky patch. The Hunters had a lovely house, two cars, and a
fridge full of expensive food, and the baby wanted for nothing.
Some mornings when Reggie arrived, Mr. Hunter behaved like a runner in a relay race, handing the baby over
to Reggie so quickly that the baby’s little mouth and eyes went completely round with astonishment at the speed
of the changeover. Then Reggie and Sadie listened to the mesmerizing sound of the huge Range Rover roaring
away from the houe in a crunch and spit of gravel, as if Mr. Hunter were a getaway driver.
“He’s like a bear in the morning sometimes,” Dr. Hunter laughed. Living with a bear didn’t seem to bother her.
Water off a duck’s back.
Mr. Hunter and Sadie didn’t have much of a relationship. The most Mr. Hunter said to her was, “Out of the
way, Sadie,” or “Get off the couch, Sadie.” She was “part of the package,” he said to Reggie.
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“You don’t get Jo without Sadie.”
“Love me, love my dog,” Dr. Hunter said. “A woman’s best friend.”
Timmy,\fn{The mongrel companion of four English children, the central characters of a set of 21 (immensely successful) juvenile
novels published between 1942 and 1963, the creation of the author Enid Blyton (1897-1968) } Snowy,\fn{The pet fox terrier of a young
Belgian reporter named Tintin who starred in one of the most popular (French language) comic strip series of the 20 th century (19291976)}, Jumble,\fn{The pet dog of one William Brown, a scruffy, permanently frowning public schoolboy-hero of a series of famous
children’s books, the first of which was published in England in 1922 } Lassie, Greyfriars Bobby.\fn{ A Skye terrier (c.1856-1872)
who remained faithful to his dead master, watching his grave for the last 14 of his 16 years and never moving from the spot } Everyone’s

best friend. Except for poor Laika, the space dog, who was no one’s friend.
On other mornings, Mr. Hunter stayed at home and made endless phone calls. Sometimes he went outside so
that he could smoke while talking. He wasn’t supposed to smoke in or out of the house, but the phone calls
seemed to drive him to it.
“Don’t tell,” he said, winking at Reggie as if Dr. Hunter wouldn’t smell the smoke on his clothes or notice the
cigarette butts nestling amongst the gravel.
Reggie couldn’t help but overhear Mr. Hunter because he always spoke very loudly to the unseen people at the
other end of the phone. He was “exploring new avenues,” he told them. He had “very interesting prospects on the
horizon” and “opportunities opening up.” He sounded brash but really he was pleading.
“Jesus, Mark, I’m fucking bleeding out here.”
Mr. Hunter was handsome, in a rough, slightly battered kind of way, which actually made him more goodlooking than if he’d been conventionally attractive. Dr. Hunter had met him when she was a senior registrar “at
the old Royal Infirmary,” although he wasn’t from Edinburgh. He was from Glasgow, “a Weegie,” Dr. Hunter
laughed, which was generally intended as an insult by people from Edinburgh, but maybe Dr. Hunter didn’t know
that, being English. He had courted her for a long time before she “caved in” and married him. Mr. Hunter was
“something in the leisure industry” but exactly what was unclear to Reggie.
Dr. Hunter and Mr. Hunter seemed to get along pretty well, although Reggie didn’t really have anything to
compare their relationship to except for Mum and Gary (uninspiring) and Mum and the Man-Who-Came-BeforeGary (horrible). Dr. Hunter laughed at Mr. Hunter’s shortcomings and never seemed to get annoyed with him
about anything.
“Jo’s too easygoing for her own good,” Mr. Hunter said. Mr. Hunter, for his part, would bang into the house
with a bunch of nice flowers or a bottle of wine and say, “Hiya, doll,” to Dr. Hunter like a comedy Glaswegian
and give her a big kiss, and wink at Reggie and say,
“Behind every great woman there’s some shite guy, Reggie, don’t forget that.”
Most of the time Mr. Hunter behaved as if he couldn’t see Reggie at all, but then sometimes he would take her
by surprise and be really nice to her and tell her to sit down at the kitchen table while he made her a coffee and
tried to make rather awkward conversation (“So what’s your story, Reggie?”), although usually before she could
start telling him her (not inconsiderable) “story,” his phone would ring and he would leap up and pace around the
room while he talked (“Hey, Phil, howy’are doing? I was wondering if we could get together, I’ve got a
proposition I’d like to run by you.”).
Mr. Hunter called the baby “the bairn” and tossed him in the air a lot, which made the baby shriek with
excitement. Mr. Hunter said he couldn’t wait until “the bairn” could talk and run around and go to football
matches with him, and Dr. Hunter said,
“Time enough for all that. Make the most of every second, they’re gone before you know it.”
If the baby hurt himself, Mr. Hunter picked him up and said, “Come on, wee man, you’re fine, it was nothing”
in an encouraging but not very sympathetic way, whereas Dr. Hunter hugged him and kissed him and said, “Poor
wee scone,” which was a phrase she had got from Reggie (who had in turn got it from Mum). When she said
Scottish words and phrases, Dr. Hunter said them in a (pretty good) Scottish accent, so it was almost like she was
bilingual.
The baby liked Mr. Hunter well enough but he worshipped Dr. Hunter. When she held him in her arms, his
eyes never left her face, as if he were absorbing every detail for a test he might have to sit later.
“I’m a goddess to him now,” Dr. Hunter said, laughing, “but one day I’ll be the annoying old woman who
wants to be taken to the supermarket.”
“Och, no, Dr. H.,” Reggie said. “I think you’re always going to be a deity to him.”
“Shouldn’t you have stayed on at school, Reggie?” Dr. Hunter asked, a little frown worrying her pretty
features. Reggie imagined this was how she was with her patients (“You really have to lose some weight, Mrs.
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MacTavish”)
“Yes, I should have,” Reggie said.
*
“Come on, sunshine,” Reggie said to the baby, lifting him out of his high chair and planting him on the floor.
She had to keep an eye on him all the time becaue one moment he’d be sitting contentedly trying to work out how
to eat his fat little foot and the next he’d be commando-crawling towards the nearest hazard. All he wanted to do
was put things in his mouth, and you could be sure if there was an object small enough to choke on, then the baby
would make a beeline for it, and Reggie had to be constantly on the lookout for buttons and coins and grapes—of
which he was particularly fond. All his grapes had to be cut in half, which was a real chore, but Dr. Hunter had
told her about a patient whose baby had died when a grape got stuck in his windpipe and “no one had been able
to help him,” Dr. Hunter said, as if that were worse than the dying itself.
That was when Regie got Dr. Hunter to teach her not just the Heimlich maneuver but mouth-to-mouth, how to
stop arterial bleeding, and what to do for a burn. And electrocution and accidental poisoning. (And drowning, of
course.)
“You could go on a first-aid course,” Dr. Hunter said, “but they do such an awful lot of unnecessary bandaging.
We can do some strapping of wrists and arms, a basic head bandage, but you don’t need anything more
complicated than that. Really, you just need to know how to save a life.” She brought home a CPR dummy from
the office so that Reggie could practice resuscitation.
“We call him Eliot,” Dr. Hunter said, “but no one can remember why.”
When Reggie thought about the baby who had choked on a grape, she imagined him stoppered up like the oldfashioned lemonade bottle with a marble in its neck that she had seen in the museum. Reggie liked museums.
Clean, well-lighted places.
Mr. Hunter was very easygoing about the baby. He said babies were “virtually indestructible” and that Dr.
Hunter worried too much, “but then, you can’t expect anything else given her history.” Reggie didn’t know
anything about Dr. Hunter’s history (imagined herself saying, “What’s your story, Dr. H.?” but it didn’t sound
right).
All Reggie knew was that William Morris sat on the bookshelf in Dr. Hunter’s living room, while her own
father was officially declared junk and lived in the old curiosity shop on the top floor. Reggie herself thought
babies were extremely destructible, and after the grape story she became particularly paranoid about the baby not
being able to breathe. But what else she could expect, given her history? (“The breath,” Dr. Hunter said, “the
breath is everything.”)
Sometimes Reggie lay in bed at night and held the breath in her lungs until she thought they would burst so
that she could feel what it was like, imagining her mother anchored underwater by her hair like some new,
mysterious strain of seaweed.
“How long does it take to die from drowning?” she asked Dr. Hunter.
“Well, there are quite a few variables,” Dr. Hunter said, “water temperature and so on, but roughly speaking,
five to ten minutes. Not long.”
Long enough.
*
Reggie placed the baby’s dishes in the draining rack. The sink was at the window and overlooked a field at the
foot of blackford Hill. Sometimes there were horses in the field, sometimes not. Reggie had no ideaa where the
horses went when they weren’t there. Now it was winter, they wore dull green blankets like Barbour jackets.
Sometimes when Dr. Hunter came home early enough, before the winter dark descended, they would take the
dog and the baby into the field and the baby would crawl around on the rough grass and Reggie would pursue
Sadie round the field because she loved it when you pretended to chase her, and Dr. Hunter would laugh and say
to the baby, “Come on, run, run like the wind!” and the baby would just look at her becaue of course he had no
idea what running was. If the horses were in the field they remained aloof, as if they ran, which they must surely
do, but in secret.
The horses were big, nervy creatures, and Reggie didn’t like the way their lips curled back over their huge
yellow teeth; she imagined them mistaking the baby’s excited fist for an apple and biting it off his arm.
“Horses worry me as well,” Dr. Hunter said. “They always seem so sad, don’t you think? Although not as sd as
dogs.”
Reggie thought dogs were pretty happy creatures, but of course Dr. Hunter saw the potential for sadness
everywhere.
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“How sad,” Dr. Hunter ssaid when the leaves came off the trees.
“How sad,” she said when a song came on the radio (Beth Nielsen Chapman).
“How sad,” when Sadie whined quietly at the sight of her getting ready to leave the house. Even when it had
been the baby’s birthday and they had all been so happy eating cake and pink ice cream, afterwards as they drove
home, Dr. Hunter said,
“His first birthday, how sad, he’ll never be a baby again.”
For his birthday, Reggie had given the baby a teddy bear and a bib embroidered in blue with ducks and the
words Baby’s First Birthday. First things were nice, last things not so much.
Often, after one of her moments of sadness, Dr. Hunter would give her head a little shake, as if she were trying
to get rid of something from it, and smile and say, “And yet we are not downhearted, are we Reggie?” and Reggie
would say, “No, indeed we are not, Dr. H.”
“Call me Jo,” Dr. Hunter said to Reggie. “Fiddle-dee-dee, fiddle-dee-dee, the fly has married the bumblebee,”
she said to the baby.
Reggie had never told Dr. Hunter about her mother, about here being dead. The weight of the sadness of it
might have been too much for Dr. Hunter to bear, even without the unnecessary and tragic manner of Mum’s
going. And every time she looked at Reggie, Dr. Hunter would have had the sad expression on her face and that
too would have been unbearable. Instead, Reggie made up her mother. She was called Jackie and worked on the
check-out at a supermarket in a shopping center that Dr. Hunter never went to. When she was young she had been
a champion highland dancer (although you would never have guessed that). Her best friends were called Mry,
Trish, and Jean. She was always planning the next diet, she had long hair (lovely hair, sadly Reggie had not
inherited it) that she said she was going to have to start wearing up because she was getting too old to wear it
down. She was thirty-six this year, the same age as Dr. Hunter. She was sixteen when she got engaged to Reggie’s
father, seventeen when she had Billy, and a widow at twenty: Reggie supposed it was just as well she had packed
everything in early on.
She took a terrible photograph, made worse by the goofy faces she always pulled the moment a camera was
pointed in her direction. One of her favorite sayings was “It’s a funny old world,” said affectionately, as if the
world were a mischievous child. She liked reading Daniel Steel and her favorite flower was a daffodil and she
made really good shepherd’s pie.
Actually all of these things were true. It was just the being alive bit that was made-up.
*
While Reggie was wiping down the draining board, her eye was caught by something moving at the far end of
the field. The sun had hardly popped its head up today and it was hard to distinguish anything more than smudged
shapes at that distance. Not a horse, this was not a day for horses, they were living their mysterious lives
somewhere else. Whoever or whatever it was seemed to scuttle along the hedge, a blur of something black.
Reggie glanced at the dog to see if her canine senses were alerting her to anything, but Sadie was sitting stoically
on the floor next to the baby while he tried to stuff her tail in his mouth.
“I don’t think so, mister,” Reggie said to the aby, gently releasing a fistful of fur and lifting him in her arms.
She carried the baby over to the window but there was nothing to be seen out there now. The baby clutched a hank
of her hair, he was a terrible hair grabber.
“Atavistic instinct, I expect,” Dr. Hunter said. “From the days when I would have been swinging through trees
and he would have been clutching on to my fur for dear life.”
The idea of Dr. Hunter always so neatly groomed in the little black suit she wore for work, as a primitive tree
dweller was comical. Reggie had to look up atavistic. She still hadn’t found an opportunity to use it. She was
working her way through the a’s, so it fitted in well with the drive to improve her vocabulary.
*
Lately, Reggie had got into the habit of staying longer and longer at the Hunters’ house, while Mr. Hunter
seemed to be out of the house more and more.
“He’s setting something up, a new venture,” Dr. Hunter said brightly.
Dr. Hunter seemed glad that Reggie was there so much. She would suddenly look out the window and say,
“Heavens, Reggie, it’s dark, you must be getting home,” but then she would say, “I hate this horrid weather so.
Shall we have another cup of tea?” Or
“Stay and have some supper, Reggie, and then I’ll give you a lift home.”
Reggie hoped that one day soon Dr. Hunter might say, “Why go home, Reggie? Why not move in here?” and
then they would be a proper family—Dr. Hunter, Reggie, and the baby and the dog. (“Neil” didn’t really figure in
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Reggie’s daydream of family life.)
One one of these evenings, apropos of nothing (apropos was another new word), when Dr. Hunter and Reggie
were giving the baby a bath, Dr. Hunter turned to Reggie and said, “You know there are no rules,” and Reggie
said, “Really?” because she could think of a lot of rules, like cutting grapes in half and wearing a cap when you
went swimming, not to mention separating all the rubbish for the recycling bins. Unlike with Ms. MacDonald,
recycling was something that Dr. Hunter was very keen on. She said,
“No, not those kinds of things, I mean the way we live our lives. There isn’t a template, a pattern that we’re
supposed to follow there’s no one watching us to see if we’re doing it properly, there is no properly, we just make
it up as we go along.”
Reggie wasn’t entirely sure that she knew what Dr. Hunter was talking about. The baby was distracting her,
squaking and splashing like a mad sea creature.
“What you have to remember, Reggie, is that the only important thing is love. Do you understand?” That
sounded okay to Reggie, a bit Richard Curtis, but okay.
“Loud and clear, Dr. H.,” she said, taking a towel from the radiator, where it had been warming. Dr. Hunter
lifted the baby out of the water—he was slipperier than a fish—and Reggie wrapped him in the towel.
“‘Knowing that when light is gone, Love remains for shining,’” Dr. Hunter aid. “Isn’t that lovely? Elizabeth
Barrett Browing wrote it for her dog.”
“Flush,” Reggie said. “Virginia Wolf wrote a book about him. I’ve read around the subject.”
“When everything else has gone, love still remains,” Dr. Hunter said.
“Totally,” Reggie said. But what good did it do you? None at all. …
223.74 Excerpt from Astonishing Splashes Of Colour\fn{by Clare Morrall (1952- )} Exeter, Devon, England,
United Kingdom (F) 9
At 3.13 every weekday afternoon, I become anonymous in a crowd of parents and child-minders congregating
outside the school gates. To me, waiting for children to come out of school is a quintessential act of motherhood. I
see the mums—and the occasional dads—as yellow people. Yellow as the sun, a daffodil, the submarine. But why
do we teach children to paint the sun yellow? It’s a deception. The sun is white-hot, brilliant, impossible to see
with the naked eye, so why do we confuse brightness with yellow?
The people outside the school gates are yellow because of their optimism. There’s a picture in my mind of
morning in a kitchen, the sun shining past yellow gingham curtains on to a wooden table, where the children sit
and eat breakfast. Their arms are firm and round, their hair still tangled from sleep. They eat Coco Pops, drink
milk and ask for chocolate biscuits in their lunchboxes. It’s the morning of their lives, and their mums are reliving
that morning with them.
After six weeks of waiting, I’m beginning to recognize individuals, to separate them from the all-embracing
yellow mass. They smile with recognition when I arrive now and nearly include me in their conversation. I don’t
say anything, but I like to listen.
A few days ago, I was later than usual and only managed to reach the school gates as the children were already
coming out. I dashed in, nearly fell over someone’s push-chair, and collided with another girl. I’ve seen her
before: an au pair, who picks up a boy and a girl.
“Sorry,” I said, several times, to everyone. The girl straightened up and smiled.
“Is all right,” she said. I smiled back
“I am Hélène,” she said awkwardly. “What is your name?”
“Kitty,” I said eventually, because I couldn’t think of a suitable alternative. Now when we meet, we speak to
each other.
“’ello, Kitty,” she says.
“Hello, Hélène,” I say.
“Is a lovely day.”
“Yes, it’s very warm.”
“I forgot to put washing out.”
“Oh dear.”
Our conversations are distinctly limited—short sentences with one subject, one verb. Nothing sensational,
nothing important. I like the pointlessness of it all. The feeling that you are skimming the surface only, whizzing
along on water skis, not thinking about what might happen if you take a wrong turning w\away from the boat. I
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like this simple belief, the sense of going on indefinitely, without ever falling off.
“Where do you come from?” I ask Hélène one day. I’m no good with accents.
“France.”
“Oh,” I say, “France.”
I have only been to France once, when I was sixteen, on a school trip. I was sick both ways on the ferry, once
on some steps, so everybody who came down afterwards slipped on it. I felt responsible, but there was nothing I
could do to stop people using the stairs.
Another mother is standing close to us with a toddler in a pushchair. The boy is wearing a yellow and black
striped hat with a pompom on it, and his little fat cheeks are a brilliant red. He is holding a packet of Wotsits\fn{ A
brand of cheese puffs:H} and trying to cram them into his mouth as quickly as possible. His head bobs up and down
so that he looks like a bumble bee about to take off.
“Jeremy, darling,” says his mother, “finish eating one before starting on the next.” He contemplates her
instructions for five seconds and then continues to stuff them in at the same rate as before. She turns to Hélène.
“What part of France?” Hélène looks pleased to be asked.
“Brittany.”
James would know it. He used to go to France every summer. Holidays with his parents.
One of Hélène’s children comes out of school, wearing an unzipped red anorak and a rucksack on his back in
the shape of a very green alligator. The alligator’s scaly feet reach round him from the back and its grinning row
of teeth open and shut from behind as he walks.
“’ello Toby,” says Hélène.
“Have we got Smarties today?” he demands in a clear, firm tone. He talks to Hélène with a slight arrogance.
Hélène produces a packet of chocolate buttons.
“But I don’t like them. I only like Smarties.”
“Good,” she says and put the buttons back in her bag. He hesitates.
“OK then,” he says with a sigh, wandering off to chat to his friends with the buttons in his pocket. His straight
blonde hair flops over his eyes. If he were mine, I’d have taken him to a barber ages ago. Hélène turns to me.
“We walk home together? You know my way?”
“No. I live in the opposite direction to you.”
“Then you come with me to park for a little while? Children play on swings?”
She is obviously lonely. It must be so hard to come to Birmingham from the French countryside. How does she
understand the accent, or find out the bus fares and have the right change ready?
“I have to get back,” I say. “My husband will be expecting me.”
She smiles and pretends not to mind. I watch her walk miserably away with her two children and wish I could
help her, although I know I can’t. She chose the wrong person. The yellow is changing. I can feel it becoming
overripe—the sharp smell of dying daffodils, the sting and taste of vomit.
When I walk home, I remember being met from school by my brothers, twenty-five years ago. It was never my
father—too busy, too many socks to wash, too many shirts to iron. I never knew which brother it would be.
Adrian, Jake and Martin, the twins, or Paul. I was always so pleased to see them. Paul, the youngest, was ten
years older than me, and it made me feel special to be met by a teenage brother, a nearly man. None of them
looked alike, but my memory produces a composite brother. I don’t have a clear picture of him. I remember only
the joy of seeing him there.
“Kitty!” this composite brother would call, and I’d feel important as I walked away with him, my empty
lunchbox rattling in my plain brown shoulder bag. They all called me Kitty, my brothers and my father. It used to
be Katy, but we had a cat once and when anyone called Kitty, I came running. They often tell people this joke;
each time they tell it, it expands and becomes more vivid, so I have the whole story in my head now. The cat was
black, they tell me, black as my hair, with white whiskers and blue eyes. I often try to remember him, and
sometimes I almost can, but it’s like a poster flashing past when you’re on the train—there, but too fast to catch.
The cat got run over and died, so I moved along and took its place.
We had an older sister once, too, who I never knew. Dinah. She ran away before I was born, so I took her place
as well. I’m good at filling gaps.
*
A few days later, Hélène approaches me again outside the school.
“Kitty?”
I smile at her, but there’s a smell of danger in the situation, so I don’t say anything.
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“Will you need to ’urry after school?” She’s rehearsed this speech, trying to get her tenses right.
“I’m always in a hurry,” I say.
“I am wondering …”
I wait, feeling my stomach churning. I should learn to listen to my stomach. It seldom makes a mistake.
“Perhaps I can walk a little way ‘’home with you. I want to make friends. I have no friends in Birmingham …”
She has difficulty with Birmingham. She divides the three syllables precisely, but loses the “h” in “ham”. Her
voice trails away.
“I don’t think so. You’d have to wait ages for me. Henry’s always late out.”
“I don’t mind. Children are ’appy with Smarties.” I’m running out of excuses.
The children are pouring out now, all on top of each other, shouting, running, arguing. Henry is not among
them. Henry my baby, who never comes when I want him. Eventually, there’s only me and Hélène left. Even the
teachers are leaving in their cars.
“Your son is very late,” she says.
Her children are walking along the low wall at the entrance with their arms stretched out. Toby is faster than
his sister and keeps nudging her along from behind, trying to hurry her up.
“Stop, Toby,” says Hélène. “You ’ave accident.” They ignore her.
“He likes to help with the library,” I say cheerfully.
“I wait,” she says. “Is nice to have someone to talk to.”
No, I think. I don’t want anyone with me. We wait another five minutes.
“Look,” I say. “I’ll go in and find him. You go ahead, and we’ll walk together another time.” But she sits down
on the end of the small wall.
“I wait,” she says.
I walk towards the school. Just before I reach the main doors, I look back and see she’s still there, slumped on
the wall, ignoring the children. I see Toby push his sister over and hear her wails as I enter the building. There’s
nothing I can do about it.
“Inside, the corridor is lined with photographs of children in a play. Henry and Gretel—no, Hansel, not Henry.
There’s one of the gingerbread house, which has giant Smarties down one wall and liquorice allsorts down
another. The roof is made up of huge chocolate fingers. There are several photographs of the witch, crouched
under a black cape. The girl’s face is all screwed up behind her glasses; she is clearly enjoying the challenge. I
stop for some time and examine a picture of Hansel and Gretel, holding hands, alone in the woods. They are in a
single spotlight, surrounded by darkness, so they look very small. Their eyes are very big and round and
frightened. You can see that they are lost.
Further on, there are pieces of writing, pinned up on a purple background. “My Best Friend” is the title, and
under the writing they have drawn a picture of their best friend. The name Henry Woodall catches my eye and I
stop to read it.
My best friend is Richard Jenkins. He is in my class at school, but he has a wheelchair so we push him everywhere.
I wish I had a wheelchair. It must be really good fun—

“Can I help you?”
I jump and turn round, to find myself facing a woman with a stern, authoritative face.
“I’m sorry,” I say. “I was looking for my nephew, but I think I must have missed him.”
She is tall, older than me, and she wears an olive crinkled cotton dress that reaches nearly to her ankles, with a
loose beige cardigan over the top. I am convinced that she is the headmistress.
“Everybody’s gone,” she says. “What’s the child’s name?”
“Henry,” I say. “Henry woodall.”
“Oh, yes.” She allows a brief smile to drift across her face. Henry must be a character. Just like my H\enry.
“I saw him leaving with Tony Perkins’ mother. Were they expecting you to pick him up?”
“Not exactly. I said I would try to be here in time if I could.”
“I see. Another time, it would be helpful for us to have a letter from his mother explaining the situation. I am
sure you can appreciate that we have to be careful these days.” I nod.
“Of course,” I sayd.
I nod again and turn towards the main entrance. Once I reach the double doors, I look back to check she’s
gone. Then I race up another corridor in the opposite direction, hoping there’s no one else in the building. There
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must be a back way out. My heartbeat thuds in my ears, booms, thunders. I run past rows of empty pegs, infant
toilets, unoccupied classrooms. There’ll be cleaners round every corner. A fire door:
THIS DOOR MUST BE KEPT CLOSED

I would close it if I could. This is an emergency . The caretaker’s bound to see it later.
The playground has a gate on the far side. I make myself slow down and walk towards it. Holding my breath,
tensed for the inevitable challenge. Nothing happens. I reach the gate and go through it. Then I run again and I
can’t stop. I run and run, along unknown streets. Pelican crossings without waiting for the green man. Groups of
mothers with pushchairs. Clusters of small shops.
I can’t go on. I slump against a lamp post, gasping, a stitch in my side, until I can breathe more easily. There’s
a raw, scraped feeling in my chest. After a while, I set off again and walk, slowly and delicately, until I find a bus
stop. I’ll catch a bus into town and then another out in the opposite direction. Back to my anonymity.
As I step on the bus, I remember Hélène waiting outside the school. I wonder if she’ll go in and look for me.
Guilt bubbles up and fills my chest. She picked the wrong person.
So much for yellow.
*
I don’t always go home. There are places in Birmingham where you don’t have to speak to people. You can
stay all day in Rackhams, using their loos, riding the escalators, eating a sandwich, drinking a cup of coffee I their
rooftop restaurant. I try on clothes I couldn’t possibly afford, and experiment with the perfume testers all down
my arm until the smells run into each other. I’ve spent an entire day going up the escalators to the top floor and
then down to the basement, turning in physical circles to try and calm the circular motion in my mind, where
every revolution seems to overlap with the next.
The Central Library is open until eight o’clock in the evenings. I stit at a desk and put a book and paper and
pencil in front of me. Then I pretend to work, turning a page occasionally, jotting down strange comments in case
anyone is watching me: Chapter 3—where is she? Character development weak. Does James know Henry?
I stay out all night after the yellow collapses. I go to Rackhams until six p.m., the library till eight and then I
walk up and down Broad Street until the lights come on, as if I’m going to Symphony Hall. I wander amongst the
groups of people going to a concert or the theatre, I stand in front of the three-headed fountain, watching my feet
get wet from the spray. I check my watch frequently, as if I’m meeting someone, look past people, searching the
distance. I join the crowds having coffee in the intervals, then pretend to be part of the groups going home after
the performance. I get on buses and go to Bearwood, King’s Norton, Hall Green. Halfway along the route, I get
off and go back into the city center.
I think only about me not thinking. There is a lightness inside me that makes me believe I could float if I tried
hard enough. I like this non-thinking, this sensation of not being part of myself.
Music spills from the open doors of Brannigans and Ronnie Scott’s. Occasionally people speak to me, but I’m
surrounded by a vast bubble of silence and they’re so far away that they hardly exist. Figments of someone else’s
imagination. Two boys who look about sixteen, who’ve been drinking too much:
“Hello, darling.”
“Want to come with us? We could show you a thing or two.”
They collapse against each other, hysterical with laughter. I walk on past as if they don’t exist.
Then the cold, dark time when everyone goes home and the nightclubs shut up. Couples pile into taxis. I wait
in a bus queue with a group of young people who shriek and laugh. I don’t believe in their happiness; they are
acting it out, trying to convince themselves. I get on the bus with them and watch them fall into an uneasy silence.
I get off after a twenty-minute ride as we approach Weoley Castle Square, cross the road and wait for another bus
to go back into town.
“You’re out late tonight,” says the bus driver as I put my rare into the machine. He’s the one with a jagged scar
on his left cheek, who never smiles. It bothers me that we’re losing our anonymity.
I keep moving now. Only the homeless are left in their doorways. I am not homeless; just hopeless. I walk and
walk and walk. When the sun rises, I’m still walking. There is a grayness just before dawn. A paleness without
colour. This is the reality. The daytime colour is a façade, a coat of paint splashed on to fool us into thinking the
world is genuine. Then the sun rises amongst the fragmented clouds. The buildings around me grow pink and
splendid—concrete suddenly glows and I’m surrounded by beautiful blocks of offices, flats, hotels, which
shimmer in sympathy with each other. Then pink turns to yellow and I remember that I can’t go and meet Henry
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any more, so I go to a bus stop and wait for a bus to take me home.
*
After climbing the three flights of stairs, I pause for a moment in front of James’ door. But there’s no sign of
life, so I get out my key and go into my flat. He won’t know that I’ve been out all night.
There is safety in my flat, where I am surrounded by colours and objects that mean something to me—my
Cézanne poster collection, my GCSE artwork, my wall-hanging of multi-coloured scarves. There is also a small
number of my father’s unsuccessful paintings, which I especially like because they are rejects; a line is not
straight, a blue is too vivid, or Dennis the agent just doesn’t like them. It pleases me to see what my father doesn’t
wish to be seen, these poor abandoned creations, the part of him that isn’t perfect. Like his days in the RAF. I can
see through him because I know about his medals and his secret flawed world.
James and I are married, not divorced, or even separated. We live next door to each other.
My brother Martin, who is a long-distance lorry driver, has put several shelves on the walls, between the
pictures. When he’s home, he does these things for me lovingly but imperfectly; the shelves slope slightly. Every
three weeks, my china jugs edge their way down to the left and congregate in groups. Eventually I put them back
in position, so they can start their journey all over again. I have collected jugs since I was eleven, brought from all
over the world by Adrian, my oldest brother, who travels more stylishly than Martin when promoting his books.
He never forgets me—he always finds something new, a vivid combination of colours, a satisfying curve. I like to
take them down and hold them, smoothing my hands over their glaze, knowing each one through my fingers.
Underneath the china shelves are bookshelves, which are completely inadequate. My books fill every blank
space, pouring out of the shelves, creeping along the narrow hall in pile3s, spilling into the bathroom, sitting on
top of the television, tottering off the top of the fridge.
This is why I exist, to read books, children’s books. Not picture books, but stories for children who can read. I
review them (I have impressive credentials: Adrian Wellington, the novelist, is my brother) in various newspapers
and I read them for agents and the children’s library. I type out a two-page report or a one-page review, intended
to be neat, but actually full of penciled corrections and new, exciting thoughts which occur to me too late. I put it
in an envelope, and then start on the next book.
So this is my life. I sit or lie and read and read and read. My head is full of bullies, wicked stepfathers,
catastrophes on Betelgeuse, successful mothers who leave fathers in charge of the children. Children who run
away from home, children who leave at the top of a tower block, children with no friends.
But in the end—and I can’t help seeing this as failure—I am only a consumer. I eat up other people’s ideas and
have no serious impact on anyone.
Perhaps my mother was a consumer. Perhaps I am like her.
*
My father bought 32 Tennyson Drive with money he had inherited after the war, when it was surrounded by
similar houses. In the last thirty years, the others were first divided up into bed-sits and then demolished. New
houses have been built, neo-classical and detached, with double garages fronted by block-paving drives. Now
number 32 doesn’t fit. It looks tired, and disheveled, the window frames rotting, the gutters rusting. A delinquent
child, it exaggerates its failings in a bid for attention.
My father sometimes talks about modernizing the house, but I don’t want any changes. It’s exactly right as it is
—the place where my memories always end up. Every time I step through the front door, I am filled again with
the experience of my brothers when they were big and I was small. Their willingness to play with me.
We often played sardines, a version of hide and seek, where one person hides and everyone who finds him
joins him, until there is one person searching alone. I remember hiding first, alone in a tin trunk where we kept
dressing-up clothes I could hear approaching footsteps, see a crack of light as Paul looked in. I crept into myself,
stopped breathing, willed myself invisible.
“No,” he called cheerfully to someone and I heard the footsteps move away.
Then suddenly he was back, silent in his slippers, leaping in beside me and pulling the lid down carefully. But
Jake returned, not fooled by Paul’s trick. We squeezed together in the darkness. I could hear Paul’s watch ticking
—was he calculating even then, his mathematical brain analyzing the odds of remaining hidden against the ticking
away of the seconds? Jake was breathing through his mouth, his blocked-up nose whistling gently in time with a
tune in his head. The dressing-up clothes smelled old and musty. They were all men’s clothes: \velvet dinner
jackets, tartan waistcoats, a spotty\fn{I.e., polka-dot:H} bow-tie. How did we all get into that tiny space? It doesn’t
seem possible now.
Then there were dodgems, another version of hide and seek, where the one hiding keeps on the move, doubling
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back to occupy spaces already searched. Brushing through the cobwebs, we crawled under beds, inside
wardrobes, crouched motionless on a high mantelpiece, hidden by the dingy gloom of forty-watt light bulbs.
There were so many hiding places, so many unused rooms. Furniture was piled redundantly into corners:
wicker chairs, camp beds, chairs with holes instead of cushions to sit on. Cupboards were built into the walls, with
crumbling plaster at the back, their doors hanging loose from broken hinges. There were huge cardboard boxes,
trunks, piles of newspapers. We hid underneath tables, squeezed up against bare floorboards, mingled with the
dust of generations.
We discussed tactics. Adrian, of course, giving instructions:
“Paul, start in the old bathroom. Kitty, go to the other end in the green toilet. Martin can try the bedrooms. If I
stand here, I’ll see him move. He’ll have to come this way eventually.”
The green toilet: dark with bottle-green lino curled at the edges. The walls were hidden by my father’s failed
portraits. Eyes watched your every move, wherever you were in the room. Jake, small and slippery, moving
rhythmically, sneaked out behind me. I heard the air move, the floorboards creak, and I missed him.
“Adrian!” I shrieked. “He’s out, he’s coming your way.” He had us turning in circles, falling over each other,
catching us out each time.
But we cornered him, cut off his escape routes, and suddenly there he was, between us, trapped in the middle
of an upstairs corridor. A last-minute leap to a landing halfway down a flight of stairs, but we jumped after him
and caught him. We piled on top of each other, breathing heavily, the air full of sweat and dust, as we emerged
from the half-lit secret places of the house.
Sardines again. I was the last one, unable to find them, stumbling through empty corridors, an edge of panic
working its way up from my legs. I thought they had all gone, and started to whimper, believing I’d been left to
wander forever alone. I tried to call them.
“Jake. Where are you? Paul, I give up.”
I stopped to listen. A creak, a moved foot, a stifled cough. The sounds came from nowhere and everywhere,
memories of previous occupants, their silent traces drawn in the dust.
And then I found them, my four brothers cramped up in the linen cupboard, standing on each other’s feet,
cobwebs in their hair. I slid the door back and it jammed, but I had seen their shoes, the reflection of Martin’s eyes
in the dark, the paleness of Adrian’s hand.
“Found you!” I yelled. They all came tumbling out, and everything was all right.
Do I remember this correctly? Did these brothers who were half men drag themselves away from their records
and girlfriends and their cricket lists of England v. the Rest of the world to come and play with a little sister? Have
I embroidered my memories? Perhaps the experience of one occasion has multiplied into dozens of new
memories, each developing a life of its own.
They live such respectable lives now. Adrian and Jake are both married, Adrian has children. Jake’s wife, Suzy,
is a bank manager. You can’t get more respectable than that. It’s difficult to believe that they were ever boys,
stalking each other through the endless spaces of our home, playing children’s games with such conviction.
*
My father’s studio is on the second floor, built into the caves, with a huge window that looks out over the
rooftops and treetops of Edgbaston.
This is where I went to talk to him on the day, seven years ago, when I had committed myself to buying the
flat. I was twenty-five; it was my first major decision. I should have told him earlier, but I knew he wouldn’t want
me to go, so I kept putting it off, waiting for the right moment. I crept in and found him standing, half-facing his
easel, working on another picture of the sea—a red fishing boat rocking up and down in the blue-green swell, a
seagull perched on its prow, the boat straining against its anchor. He spent much of the time looking out of the
window, apparently gaining inspiration from the Birmingham landscape, where the leaves became the sea and the
magpies became seagulls.
His paintings are full of colour. He can create Mediterranean light from memory—or possibly imagination,
since he has not been there in my lifetime. With a sweep of the brush he produces palm trees, balconies, plants in
terracotta pots, washing on a line, blue, waveless seas. Has he ever been there? I don’t know. If I ask him, his
answers are vague; I’m never sure what he’s telling me. Perhaps he doesn’t need to have seen it. Maybe his head
is so full of vivid colours that they just spill out of him, splashing down on the paper, jumping around until they
settle, forming their own images and patterns.
He started to teach me when I was three. He set up a small easel next to his, where I painfully tried to draw. I
must have been a great disappointment to him.
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“Never mind the shape, Kitty,” he said. “Throw on the paint, the colours, mix them up. Bold and strong.”
I learned to love colour. Or maybe it was already programmed. A tiny genetic thread, a map guiding me down
a certain road, the scenic route, handed down from him to me.
On the day I went to tell him about the flat, I stood for a while, watching him paint. He wore a gray overall that
was streaked with decades of paint, predominately red. As far as I knew it had never been washed and probably
never would be. It was a work of art in its own right. He wore, ad always a crimson bow-tie underneath.
“Kitty!” he said. He always did that. He knew I was there without looking.
“How did you know it was me?” I asked. He turned around, peered at me over the top of his glasses and
smiled.
“Work it out for yourself.”
I found this unsettling. He seemed to be suggesting that I knew the answer, but was too blind to see it. I hoped
he meant that my silence wasn’t as effective as I thought. I didn’t like to think that he could just sense my
presence, or hear my thoughts.
“I brought you a cup of coffee,” I said, placing it on the window sill. I ran my hand over the red and black
throw that Adrian’s wife, Lesley, had given him a few years ago to smarten up the sofa. He showed his contempt
for this by using it as another convenient surface to wipe surplus paint off his brushes. There didn’t seem to be
any wet patches, so I sat down cautiously, nursing my mug of coffee. I slipped off my shoes and drew my legs up
underneath me, wriggling a bit to avoid the broken spring.
He was muttering to himself all the time.
“If you have a red boat, the red must be reflected into the sea. Can’t understand why people don’t see this.
Think turner, I say to them, he knew how to put in every colour in the world.”
He was attacking a section of his sea, slapping on reds and purples and blacks and stirring them together.
“No Swallows and Amazons today? Not flying off to Never-land?”
“Don’t mock,” I said. “I don’t read them for pleasure.”
“Rubbish,” he said. “You wouldn’t do it if you didn’t like it.” I took a sip of my coffee, burning my tongue.
“When’s Martin due back?” I asked. He didn’t seem to be listening, absorbed once again by the contours of the
red boat.
“Tomorrow,” he said after a while. “He was hoping to catch an early ferry from Boulogne.”
I was glad he would be back soon. I always missed him. Martin’s a safe person, with a slow careful manner
that manages to soften my father’s edginess.
“Bother,” said my father, throwing his paintbrush down on the floor. He picked up another, bigger brush, and
painted a wide black cross over the entire picture.
“There,” he said and reached for his coffee.
This used to alarm me. Many times when I was younger, I felt that it was me who had driven him to these acts
of destruction. Now I knew it was all for show. He would paint it out tomorrow and the picture would become
stronger, with more depth.
Once a month, a man called Dennis comes and takes his pictures away. When I was little, I thought Dennis was
stealing the pictures. I hated him coming, because I could feel the life draining away from my father, as if it was
his blood going with Dennis. It always took several days for him to accept the loss. During that time, he would
perform great feats of endurance—shopping, cooking in batches for the freezer, washing and ironing curtains. The
house lost its neglected feel and started to shine with energy and polish. We all became sharper, funnier, more
willing to help.
Then, gradually, he’d be drawn back to the studio, spending longer and longer hours there while the houses
drowned in dust, we ran out of underwear and baked beans on toast became our daily meal.
Now I know that Dennis is his agent. He sells my father’s paintings to restaurants, managers of large
businesses, fast food outlets, libraries, schools. All over Britain, my father’s pictures look down on people and
bring unexpected relief to their cold, gray world. Curiously, he only ever puts his signature on the back—Guy
Wellington, large and ornate—and remains anonymous to the general public.
He thinks he is a misunderstood genius, while Adrian thinks he has a mediocre talent, earning money but not
acclaim. Paul, Martin and Jake refuse to comment, and I’m uncertain My opinion seems to depend on my mood.
There are flashes of brilliance, but at the same time, I can see evidence of his showmanship everywhere:
flamboyance, exaggeration; ultimately a con trick.
I took a breath. There was no easy way to say this.
“I’ve found a flat,” I said.
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He didn’t react. But I watched his body tense and his breathing become even. His reaction was a carefully
calculated non-reaction.
“I thought I’d get Martin to move my things in his lorry.”
“Bought or rented?” he said. I hesitated. It had taken me a long time to reach this decision.
“Bought,” I said, and a wild exhilaration rushed through me. I’d done it, made an adult decision in an adult
world. I’d filled out forms on my own, been to speak to my bank manager, to mortgage lenders, and made an
informed decision, all without any help from my family. My father put the coffee down and went back to his
painting.
“Nice of you to let me know in advance,” he said quietly.
“I wanted to make the decision on my own,” I said, a little too loudly. “I’m telling you now—you’re the first to
know now that it’s definite. It’s not far from here. I can come and see you all the time.”
“Oh no,” he said in a hard tight voice. “There wouldn’t be any point in moving if you did that.” I’d known he
would be hurt. I wanted to go up and put my arms around him, but that wasn’t the way we behaved. He was
stabbing at the painting.
“Well,” he said, “you seem to have got it sorted. Congratulations.” I wanted to tell him that it was difficult for
me too, that I knew he liked to have me around.
“You keep me young,” he often said.
But he was seventy, and I couldn’t keep him young forever. I was unable to say any of this, because he
wouldn’t hear the words. So it hung unsaid in the air between us. I wanted to put my hand out to break through its
barrier, but I didn’t know how to. You can’t just start to communicate if you’ve never managed to before. Neither
of us had the language.
He was slapping huge wedges of red paint on to his picture—on the boat, in the sea, in the sky. I waited to see
if he wanted to say anything else, but he didn’t, so I stood up, my legs trembling with uncertainty.
“Yes, off you go,” he said viciously. “You’d better start packing.”
“I won’t be far away,” I said again. I’ll be back all the time.”
“Don’t bother,” he said, and jabbed his paintbrush so hard it went through the canvas. He looked at it in
surprise.
“Now look what you’ve made me do,” he said and his face was genuinely puzzled.
I knew it was not a major disaster—he worked fast and could easily reproduce the same work tomorrow—but I
felt bad anyway as I slipped out of the room. I didn’t make him do that, I told myself firmly.
As I climbed down the stairs to my bedroom, an idea came to me. I would ask for the painting later, when he
had reproduced it, and hang it in my new living room, where the hole in the canvas would greet me every
morning. In bed that night, I listened as my father clattered repeatedly up and down the stairs, watched the latenight film at full volume and threw books at the giant stuffed panda that stood in the corner of the living room.
Paul had won the panda at the shooting gallery on the pier at Weston-Super-Mare three years ago, but his smart
girlfriend of the time had not been interested in cuddly toys. The books were cookery books that my father kept
buying and never consulted. I lay still in bed and pretended that I was asleep and didn’t care.
*
Martin came home in time for breakfast, just as I was pouring the tea and my father was putting bread into the
toaster. Our usual routine. Cornflakes on the table, fetch our own plates and cutlery, nothing to say to each other,
because my father won’t talk in the morning. I wondered if he would have breakfast at all after I left. Did he only
do it for me?
A shadow cut out the early sunshine for a few seconds; martin was parking the lorry on the drive under the
mulberry trees. I happily took another mug out of the cupboard. It had a picture of ‘Winnie the Pooh clutching a
large blue balloon that was floating into the sky. I’d bought it for Martin a few years ago, because there was
something about Pooh Bear’s bewildered face—trying to remain unconcerned, but actually terrified—that
reminded me of Martin. He was very fond of it. The handle had fallen off some time last year, and he was so upset
that I stuck it back on again with Superglue.
The front door opened and martin ambled in, stopping to hang his anorak on the pegs behind the door and
remove his shoes, replacing them with the ancient pair of sheepskin slippers that he seems to have worn for the
whole of my life.
“Morning,” he said with his usual amiable smile. “What’s for breakfast?” Neither of us answered because
breakfast was always exactly the same.
We sat down together, but didn’t speak. I might have talked, but my father’s early morning silence was too
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uncomfortable to break. Martin occasionally made a comment if there was a major disaster impending—“Why is
the roast burning?” or “Why is there water dripping through the ceiling?” He was always ready to talk if anyone
wanted him to, but no one ever responded.
We didn’t leave breakfast things out for Paul. Nobody knew when he was going to get out of bed, or even if he
was in. Sometimes he disappeared for weeks at a time, and then just turned up for lunch when we’d almost
forgotten about him.
My father finished his toast, put his plate and knife in the dishwasher and went off with his cup of tea to start
painting. He wasn’t angry any more. This was quite normal. He never seems to hold to any important viewpoint
for long. The heat of his fury grows stronger throughout the day—we’ve learned to keep out of his way, so he can
direct it at inanimate objects: he likes to throw plates and hurl furniture around—then the fury goes out overnight.
“No,” he’ll say, as if he’s really perplexed. “I wasn’t angry. Not at all. I’m never angry.”
Sometimes I think that he hasn’t grown up. He paints all his emotions on the surface, like a customized jacket,
and when he gets bored with them he throws the jacket away and finds another. But are they real emotions, or just
what he thinks we expect? How can you tell?
I sat watching martin eat, spreading butter on his toast so that it was the same thickness all over, including the
corners. Then he lifted it up and demolished half of the slice with one enormous bite. It hardly seemed worth all
that trouble. He saw me watching him and smiled slowly.
“Rough crossing this morning,” he said at last. I leaned across the table.
“Martin, I’ve bought a flat.”
I couldn’t help it, the excitement was still with me. I had to tell him. He chewed thoughtfully.
“So you’re going to leave us?” I loved his calm acceptance.
“Can you take my stuff to the flat—in your lorry?”
“Of course. When?”
“Saturday. I want to move on Saturday.” The excitement was spilling out of me. “It’s not far—only one
bedroom—wonderful view. It’s just right for me—”
“Fine,” he said and lifted his cup for a large gulp of tea. “Good for you.”
*
Paul was home by Friday evening, looking tired and unshaven. Dad haad phoned him—how did he know
where he was?—and he wanted to help, he said. Things hadn’t worked out with Jody. He needed an excuse to
come home. I couldn’t remember which one Jody was.
“Was she the one who shaved her eyebrows?” said my father. “Purple fingernails?” Paul thought for a minute
and seemed unsure.
“No,” he said eventually. “That was Jenny. You’ve muddled Jenny and Jody.”
“Well, as long as you know which is which,” said Dad.
“Doesn’t matter,” said Paul. “I’m not likely to see either of them again.”
He’s a researcher, working from home, spending hours at a desk, thinking, calculating, inventing. I’ve lost
track of his girlfriends. Immaculately dressed women under thirty-five, in linen suits and straw hats, their bobbed
hair ending in razor-sharp edges. They must be impressed by his brain. I can’s see what else they see in him. I
suppose he’s exciting at the beginning, when he buys them flowers and meets them from work, openly adoring
them. They end up feeling neglected when his latest project takes him over and his mind can only focus on
numbers and equations. When each affair ends, he goes through a denial stage, then he falls desperately in love
with the next woman and all his old girlfriends become intimate friends with each other. They are happy to talk to
him for hours on the phone, letting him pour out his feelings about someone else. Perhaps they feel safe once they
know his love has moved on, and his romantic demands are falling on someone else’s shoulders.
*
There wasn’t really much to take, I realized on Saturday morning. Paul and Martin carried my bed downstairs,
my MFI wardrobes, my stereo, my boxes of books. I watched them load up all my possessions and they looked
small and insignificant in the enormous darkness of the lorry. My father stood with me.
“You need more furniture, Kitty. Come with me. We can do better than this,” he said, leading me back to the
house. We went into the kitchen and he emptied piles of cutlery out of the rickety drawers.
“We don’t need all this. Take them, take them.”
He opened more drawers and cupboards, producing saucepans, frying pans, plates, dishes, bowls. There were
so many they filled the table.
“Boxes!” he shouted out of the front door to Paul and Martin. “Go down to Tesco’s and fetch some boxes!” He
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was enjoying himself, rooting through cupboards that hadn’t been opened for years.
“Come on,” he said. “Help yourself. You need chairs, a table, sofa, cushions, curtains.” I picked up the knives
he’d put out—old knives that had lived for many years, cooked in the dishwasher, old, warped, used. I loved them
all. He stopped suddenly.
“But you need a cooker, a fridge.” He ran his hand through his hair and looked appalled.
“What are we going to do? We should have thought of this ages ago.” Did he really think I was so incapable?
“I’m going to buy them, Dad. I’m earning money.” He looked amazed, then relieved.
“That’s all right then. You can come and eat with us to start with—until you get your own cooker.”
“Yes,” I said. “Of course.”
Paul and Martin came back with the boxes and we started piling in everything we had found. Paul picked up
each item reluctantly and with distaste.
“You can’t take these, Kitty,” he said. “They’re disgusting, a load of junk.”
“No,” I said with surprises. “They’re lovely. When you use them, you think of all the hands tht have held them,
all the mouths that have eaten off them. Years of memory, decades of history that most people have forgotten.”
Paul raised an eyebrow.
“You’ve been reading too many books.”
“You shouldn’t criticize what you use,” I said and scowled at him. Yes, everything needed to be cleaned—I
would do that when I was settled—but I thought he was being unkind. He’d lived with these things all his life. He
could have moved into a home of his own somewhere, but he chose to stay here amongst our broken rubbish.
He looked back at me, cool and impersonal, unmoved by my irritation. I’ve never been able to penetrate his
thoughts.
“Stop arguing and carry these out to the lorry,” said my father. “Then get Martin and you can take out the sofa
—the blue and yellow and red one.”
“Dad,” I said, “you don’t want to give me that. It’s been there for years. It’s part of the house.”
He laughed uproariously. I could see that he was beginning to get over-excited.
“So what? It was your mother’s. Take it. She would want you to have it.”
“Oh, Dad,” I said and could feel tears forming. That was the first time he had ever mentioned my mother in the
context of our home. Never mind that the sofa was decades old, losing stuffing through a hole in the back, one
corner resting on a Chambers Concise Dictionary.
So we left 32 Tennyson Drive in a convoy. Martin and I went in the lorry, Dad followed in the Volvo and Paul
drove behind in his metallic-blue sports car. We were high up in the lorry, and when I looked back I could still see
the house behind the wall. The mulberry trees looked wet and miserable in the autumn dampness and our house
seemed to be sinking into the mud, settling into its history and our history, refusing to acknowledge the forward
movement of time.
*
We unloaded the furniture into my new flat, carrying everything up three flights of stairs. No one came out of
the other flats to greet us or welcome me. We arranged the rooms, hung the curtains and put the china into
cupboards. Then we all went back to 32 Tennyson Drive for lunch. Dad stirred the sweet and sour sauce into the
frying pan and muttered lists to himself. He was going through all the things that were needed to set up a home,
happy to keep talking even if no one was listening. The subject matter was unimportant.
“Potato peeler,” he said dramatically, turning round to face me. “I bet you haven’t got one.” …
224.55 Excerpt from The Kingmaking\fn{by Helen Hollick (1953- )} Walthamstow, Waltham Forest Borough,
Greater London Northeast, England, United Kingdom (F) 11
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He was ten and five years of age and, for the first time in his life, experiencing the exhilaration of the open sea
and, for this short while, the novelty of leisure. The boy, with a grin fixed as wide as a new moon, folded his arms
on the gunwale and leaned forward to watch the churn and foam boiling about the ship’s bows. Salt spray
spattered his face, tingling against skin that bore the faintest trace of manhood about the upper lip and chin. The
sharp, sea-tang smell burst up his nostrils like a cast spear to his brain and hammered behind his eye-sockets. He
tossed his head high, back, bracing his body with his hands against the leap and plunge of the deck, and laughed
with the pure energy of unequalled pleasure.
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His eye sought the furl of the Dragon Banner flying proud from the masthead. He twisted his body to see it
better—a snake-like tubular shape, curling and writing with a life of its own. Streamers shrieked with the passing
of the wind, and the head flashed gold in a display of fire sparked by the caught rays of the sun. Ah, but it was
good to be out in the open! Out on the sea, heading for Britain with Uthr Pendragon’s war host!
A sister ship, the same as this great war-beast save that she flew no Dragon, plunged into the cleft of a tossing
wave, thrust herself forward, gallantly keeping pace. The toy waved to men on board, grinning the wider to
receive a brief flung acknowledgement. Then he saw Morgause, watching him, standing as straight and stiff as the
single mast.
A fine-bred lady, Margause, with the figure of a goddess and the vanity of an empress. She held her cloak tight
around her shoulders, her slender fingers clasping a rose-coloured silk veil that held her sun-gold hair in place
against the ripping wind. If the ship was the perfection of sail than she, to look upon, was surely the perfection of
woman. Venus, Uthr called her in the intimacy of their lovers’ bed. Perfection to the naked eye, often marred,
when examined close, by a flaw within—hers the arrogance and cruelty that came with high ambition.
The boy’s pleasure faded as fast as a tossed stone sinks below the surface of a calm pond. Why did the Lord
Uthr need bring her? Why her and not his wife—though she could be as bad, with her constant praying to God
and perpetual muttered litanies. An invading army was no place for a woman, not even for the mistress of the man
who considered himself to be Britain’s rightful king.
Her eyes, cold, calculating, ice-blue eyes, bore into him; evil eyes that never smiled except at the indulgence of
her own twisted pleasures. His right hand was behind his back; he made the protective sign against evil, knew that
she was aware he made that sign. Strange, from th\ales he had always assumed witches to be ugly, dark creatures,
not having the beautiful fair skin of Morgause.
He tried again to feel the joy of the ship, but the excitement had faded, lost under this shadow of her
foreboding. Instead, the lad ducked below deck and made his way to there Uthur’s soldiers squatted playing dice
or board and counter games. He was safe from her down here—she would not come where the men lodged—
though it was so much better to be out there, in the air and sunlight …
Lord Uthr, called the Pendragon, approached Morgause from behind, and wrapped the great oak-branch arms
around her slender waist. She stiffened and pulled away from him, not caring at this moment for intimacy.
“You ought not to let the boy do as he pleases, Uthr,” she said. “Give him leave to take holiday and he will be
fit for nought when it comes to returning to duties.” Lord Uthr laughed, a deep bear-growl rumble.
“He’s just a lad. Leave him.”
Morgause made no answer. She had no intention of letting the boy run wild, unchecked and undisciplined.
Why Uthr had brought him, she had no idea. He was nurtured as foster son by Uthr’s brother—but a war host was
no place for a boy that, in truth, was no more than the bastard brat of a long-dead servant girl. Uthr found the boy
to his liking, but to her mind he was a lazy, rough-edged, insolent pup who needed regular beating to remind him
of his place. Common gossip favoured the foster father, Ectha, as the brat’s unknown sire—though there had been
some who had whispered of it being Uthr himself. He had the more likely reputation, would once have rutted with
any whore available.
A smile slithered across Morgause’s lips, so carefully painted with vegetable dye. Not now. Now, he lay only
with Morgause, youngest sister to his God-possessed wife.
“They say, below decks,” Uthr said, nibbling at her ear—she attempted to brush him aside—“That I hage
brought youi with the intention of finding you a suitable husbane.” He ignored her flailing hand.
“Shall I do that, my pretty one? When I have lopped the tyrant Vortigern’s head from his noble shoulders and
placed myself as king of all Britain, shall I wed you to some noble lord? He swiveled her around, aimed a large
wet kiss at her lips, smudging the red colouring.
“Or shall I set aside my wife Ygrainne and wed you myself? Queen Morgause. It has a nice ring!”
She would have felt pleased had she known him to be serious. But Uthr was always jesting, always making fun
of her aspirations. Curtly she answered,
“My Lord will do with me as he may please.”
“Ha!” Uthr laughed again. “At this moment, it pleases me to stand here on this swaying deck and kiss you.” He
glanced round.
“It would please me even more had I a tankard of wine in my free hand! Where’s the boy got to?”
Morgause said nothing, glanced instead at the wake foaming behind the speeding ship. Happen providence
would supply a discreet chance to tip the brat overboard before they reached Britain.
However, Fortuna followed the boy. Showing herself in the guise of squalling rain and a blustering westerly
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wind, she fame stamping over the horizon with the dawn. Uthr’s soldiers, land men not seafarers, huddled below
decks, groaning as their stomachs heaved up to their throats. The Less Britain sailors scurried regardless, taking a
reef into the square sail and jibing close to the wind. Thunder was brewing, would be upon them before midmorning. For the boy, the storm was thrilling, To his delight, he found himself and Uthr the only passengers
braving the deck.
Weather-seasoned sailors grinned t him as they scuttled about, great waves of spray soaking their clothes to the
skin, the wind beating in their faces and snarling through the Dragon Banner overhead. Uthr ruffled the lad’s hair,
sharing his wild exhilaration.
“Is a battle like this?” the boy asked, eyes wide as a silver salver, salt-encrusted hands gripping the ropes along
the gunwales. “Is it as exciting?” Uthr laughed, making a hasty grab at his cloak that swirled in a gust of mauling
wind.
“Aye, lad. Danger breeds a sharpness that courses through your blood as hot as a man’s lust for a beautiful
woman.” He watched fascinated as lightning lit the blue-black sky from horizon to horizon.
“Always,” he shouted through the following roar of thunder, “be aware. Keep your head, your sense. When
you throw a spear, throw your soul with it. Let your sword be one with your arm.” He made accompanying
gestures, casting an imaginary spear, cleaving the air with a sword.
“Keep tight control, boy. You will feel fear, fear pumps your blood the faster, but let not the fright touch your
face. Keep it close, tucked well behind the shield of calm expression.” He put his arm around the lad’s shoulders
and declared with a gusted laugh,
“The same applies to handling women.” He grinned.
“The secret there, lad, is to let them think they hold control!”\fn{Italics in the text, here and elsewhere:H}
Involuntarily, the boy glanced astern at the timbered cabin that was, for this voyage, Uthr and Morgause’s.
Uthr must have seen, for he looked.
“You are right to fear that one, for she’s a woman who seeks what dangles beyond her reach. I have her tamed,
but Morgause can scratch as dangerous as a cornered wild cat.”
The boy ducked his head, chewed his lip. Any, did he not know it!
Thunder bellowed overhead. Uthr made to stride away, but paused, waving his hand in the direction of the
shuttered cabin.
“She’s no sea-maiden, my prized whore. You’ll see no more of her these next days, not till we make harbour.”
He winked and strode for’ard to speak to the captain.
And he was right. Not even when the first haze of the Gwynedd coastline came into view, nor as the shore grew
larger, with detail coming clear, did Morgause show herself.
The boy stood on deck, spellbound as the great ship, with her following sister, swung landward. Gwynedd—
where the Lion Lord Cunedda ruled. Where valleys nestled green and lush, and mountains heaved upwards to
caress the sky. He had heard much of Gwynedd, and found this first view of peaks plunging like an eagle’s swoop
towars a plain that, by contrast, lay as flat as the sea, not disappointing.
The two ships swept into the straits between the mainland and the Isle of Môn. A lively wind, the tail end of
the storm, danced across the sea, chasing a galloping herd of white-crested waves that pranced to meet the nearing
shore.
A movement there! Two dark specks against the spring vegetation of green, yellow, white and pink. The boy
squinted his eyes, attempting to make out clearer shapes. Two riders—his eyes, attempting to make out clearer
shapes. Two riders—not adult, for they lacked height and build—were urging their horses to a fast pace. A
chestnut and a smaller, black-coated hill pony.
The oars lifted, then dipped to kiss the white foam. The sail dropped and the ship, tossing her prow like a mare
held over-long curbed and kicking high her heels, leapt for the harbour sheltering beneath the imposing fortress
that was Caer Arfon.
2
Heels drumming, the two children urged their ponies into a gallop, the flat land along this seaward stretch
allowing the pace faster. The boy, better mounted, was forging ahead on his chestnut gelding, enjoying the
reckless speed.
“Etern, wait!” Gwenhwyfar shouted, pleading.
She saw her brother disappear into a gully, but her words were snatched by the teasing wind; she doubted he
had heard. Relief brought a smile when she found him waiting impatiently, his excited horse tossing flecks of
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foam, hooves fidgeting. The boys eyes were darting from her approach to the haze of sea, and the sprawl of
buildings beside the estuary. He wanted to get back.
At ten and four, Etern was the elder by two summers. He had his sister’s copper-gold hair and expressive green
eyes, but was taller by a full head and shoulders. He frowned at her, shouted,
“Kick him on, make him earn his keep!”
“He’s going as fast as he can!” Gwenhwyfar hurled a retort sharp with ruffled anger. Reaching her brother, she
hauled at the iron-tough mouth of her sweating pony—noticed with a twinge of envy, how the handsome Aquila
was barely damp. One dark stain on his neck, a slight quiver to his deep chest.
“That pony’s too fat for his own good,” Etern observed with critical disapproval “About time Da gave you
something decent to ride.”
Instantly, he regretted the barbed sarcasm. He smiled an apology, smoothing his sister’s puckering temper with,
“Still, I suppose he does well for his age, but you are growing out of him. Look, your feet are almost to the
ground!” He laughed suddenly, impatience swinging to humour.
Gwenhwyfar laughed with him, her mouth wide, head tossing, seeing with her brother the absurdity of her
lengthening body astride this short-legged, barrel-bellied pony. Fondly, she patted his neck, her palm slapping on
the wetness that was beginning to steam.
“He has served me well enough.”
“He cannot carry you forever though—would he not make a pony for brother Osmail’s son now? The lad will
soon see his third summer—time he was riding.”
Gwenhwyfar snorted disdain; brother Osmail was not a favourite of hers, and even less so his fastidiously
intolerant wife.
“If Branwen has her way, he will be fit for nought save women’s work or the priesthood.”
Pulling on the reins and giving a thumping kick with her heel, she brought her stubborn pony away from the
grass he was eagerly snatching at and persuaded him to walk on. Etern grimaced, echoing his sister’s distaste for
the boy’s prospects, and nudged Aquila to follow.
For some yards they rode in silence, the horses picking their way through the dull tangle of last season’s
heather and the fresh colours of May flowers. The wind brought a sharp tang of the sea to mingle with the smell
of warm earth and sweet-scented, sun-speckled plants. Overhead, a flight of gulls, one with a fish flapping from
his beak, wheeled shrieking and squabbling. Etern brought Aquila up to the pony’s side, rode companionably with
his sister.
“What possessed our brother to wed a woman such as Branwen?”—a question Gwenhwyfar was often heard
to ask, particularly after some fresh outburst of disagreement with her sister-by-law. “Were there not mildertempered maids to choose from?”
Aquila was beginning to dance, becoming bored with the sedate pace. He blew through his nostrils and tossed
his head, his mane brushing Etern’s face. The boy shortened the reins, intending to curb the impatience, managing
on ly to increase the bend to the horse’s neck and the jog in his step.
“Osmail seems happy enough to have a son born, another on the way and a plump woman to keep him warm at
night.”
The wind lifted the loose hair that was always escaping from Gwenhwyfar’s braids. She gave Etern a look that
could have scorched the May blossom brown.
“There are enough plump women around Caer Arfon to keep an entire legion warm! No need to wed with such
a dragon!”
Aquila leapt sideways at some imagined fright. When Etern had enticed him back on to the sheep-track they
were following, Gwenhwyfar added, with a wicked grin,
“And Branwen is not plump, she’s as fatt as Da’s best breeding sow.” She pushed her pony ahead into an
ambling trot.
“Come, brother, Splinter has his wind; those two ships will have docked by now.”
Traders’ ships were becoming a rarity along this coast. The checquered sails of the Saex sea-wolves, aye, on
the earth red of the pirates from Hibernia, both a menace to trader or traveler; but sleek, powerful craft like those
two fighting the heavy swell of the straits and a bruising westerly wind were uncommon enough to set brother and
sister hastening home. Coming down from the hills, the eager canter had increased to a furious gallop, Etern
pointing ahead, shouting excitedly,
“It’s the Pendragon, Gwen! I can see the Dragon Banner!”
“Uthr Pendreagon,” he whooped, his voice crying back into the mountains and hurling towards the afternoon
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sky. Gwenhwyfar held her counsel, but as they approached the incline leading up to the stronghold’s outer
defences she faltered an opinion.
“It may be his banner, but need he be aboard?” Her brother blew a crude noise from his lips.
“Of course he’s aboard! The Dragon flies only above its lord!” He swiveled to face her, his expression
animated.
“Think on it! Uthr Pendragon at Caer Arfon!”
A tale told often around the hearth fires, of the time when, soon, Uthr the Pendragon, the exiled High Lord of
all Britain, would raise his war host and come to claim his rightful place as supreme King. A tale of hope
fashioned by old harpers and young soldiers. Tales were tales, along with the legends of past gods and heroes;
Gwenhwyfar had long since learnt that such tales were not always to be believed.
They trotted through the open gateway between ditch and palisade fencing, and entered the bustle of the
settlement that crowded against the towering turf walls of the stronghold, Cunedda’s fortress of Caer Arfon.
Within a few strides, Gwenhwyfar believed her brother right.
A festive mood bubbled, tripping over dwelling-place threshold and market-seller’s stalls, spilling like heady
wine into alley and street. People were jostling, laughing and dancing; making merry as they will when spirits are
lifted to the stars with the promise of hope against the oppression of a tyrant’s rule. For even here, under the
protection of their beloved Lion Lord, the despised king Vortigern cast his greedy shadow.
The ponies clattered through the cobbled archway into the sanctuary of the stronghold proper, their ears
pricking as they neared the stables and the promise of corn. Here, within the imposing walls, turreted and topfenced, swelled the normal bustle of a powerful lord’s domain. Kennels for hunting dogs, abarns for gathered
grain, round-house dwelling places for servants and slaves; a latrine and bath-house. Smoking cooking pits near
the kitchen place; the well, and the impressive structure that was Cunedda’s hall, with, beyond, the family
apartments, stone built, lime-washed and roofed with slate. With the horses settled, brother and sister ran, slowing
only to slip past the open kitchen door from where a shrill voice could be heard scolding some unfortunate.
“Branwen!” Gwenhwyfar mouthed, exchanging a wary glance with her brother, Safe, they hared for the Hall,
heart of the Caer and of Gwynedd.
A crowd pushed to enter at the wide-open oak doors. Men mostly, warriors already gathering for Cunedda’s
spring hosting, but with a few women of the settlement elbowing their way through. A tumult of noise poured
from within.
Etern cocked his head to listen at a side door. He pushed it open and crept through, his sister close as a shadow
behind him. The vast building was bursting with excited people. Merchants, Eldermen, a handful of headmen,
who had ridden hard when the two ships were first sighted.
A bear-pawed hand thumped down on Gwenhwyfar’s shoulder and spun her round. She looked up, startled,
met with an elder brother’s heavy frown. With a none too gentle shake, Enniaun growled,
“I wondered how long before you two bobbed up.” He eyed Gwenhwyfar’s appearance.
“You been fighting a battle?” He poked a finger at a particularly large stain on her tunic.
“Would it not be polite for our father’s two youngest to have washed and changed before entering his Hall?”
He twirled Gwenwyfar round, studying an even larger grass stain on the seat of her brace.
“God’s truth! The pair of you are dirtier than midden slaves!” Brushing ineffectually at the offending mark on
her chest, Gwenhwyfar smiled innocently.
“We were in a hurry. No one will notice us if we stay at the back.”
“I will notice—and have no doubt Da will.”
Gwenhwyfar exchanged a wry glance with Etern. Enniaun was right, of course, dismally they slouched out
again and stood dejected for a moment, heads and shoulders slumped.
“We could creep on through the servants’ door from the kitchens,” Gwenhwyfar suggested. Etern shrugged.
“Da would still see us—or worse, Branwen. Best do as Enniaun says. Just wash the bits that show, put on a
clean tunic and comb your hair. Meet you back here!” he said the last quickly, off and running before he had
finished, towards the boys’ place.
Gwenhwyfar envied him those quarters. No twittering chatter from an array of cousins for him! Nor, she
reflected as she trotted into the girls’ chamber, a mess of discarded garments strewn over floor and cot. Grumbling
to herself, she flung someone’s crumpled tunic from her bed and kicked her own dusty boots beneath. Stuffing her
tunic into the chest of soiled garments destined for the laundry slaves, she washed from a pitcher of cold water
and tugged a comb through her tangled hair, cursing her misfortune at being born a girl.
After nine brothers she was the only daughter In a sheltered recess of her heart, Gwenhwyfar sometimes
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wondered whether her mother might have survived the birth of the last delivered had she borne a tenth son.
Making a face in the hand-held bronze mirror, she studied herself. A squaring chin, nose a little too long, mouth
rather too wide, lips too thin. She did not consider herself pretty, did not particularly care whether she was or not.
Gwenhwyfar though, behaved, more like a boy than a girl; learning to run, fight and ride as was the old way for
British-born women. The old way, before the Romans came with their tidy ideas. She could handle a weapon,
sword or spear, as competently as Etern; could plan an ambush with unrivalled cunning—much to the annoyance
of family and servants who often fell foul of her mischief.
She stuck her tongue out at her slightly distorted image in the polished metal, put the mirror down and again
attacked her hair with the comb. Her personal bane, this! Cunedda refused to allow her to wear her hair short. He
suffered her in boys’ clothing—discreetly admired her courage and determination, but wailed,
“Leave something to remind us occasionally that you will be woman-grown one day!”
Hastily she rebraided its thick mass, her fingers flying in and out, then struggled into a fresh tunic. Glancing at
her bed, which she shared with Ceridwen, Cunedda’s youngest niece, she grinned. All was tidy. The others would
be in for a scolding from Branwen when she saw the state of the place! Gwenhwyfar laughed wickedly and
skittered back to Etern, leaping up a short flight of wooden steps to where he waited.
“What took you so long!”
“This damn mane of mine, it takes ages to braid—one day I’m going to defy Da and hack it off!” Eyes
widening, Etern stared in horror.
“You would not dare!” Restraining a smile, Gwenhwyfar retorted,
“Would I not?”
For a wild heartbeat Etern believed her! A second time Enniaun appraised them, nodded his satisfaction.
“You will pass.” Then,
“Do you not have female garments, Gwenhwyfar—more suitable than boys’ bracae for an occasion such as
this, hm?”
Her eyes grew round with indignation. Those were words more suited to the dragon Branwen, not a beloved
elder brother!
“I wear a gown on the Lord’s day! Is that not enough?” she answered. Etern giggled.
“Only because our Holy Father told Da one Sabbath that you looked more like a street slave! Da was livid, I
recall.”
Gwenhwyfar grinned back at him. She had reluctantly agreed to wear more suitable clothing in the chapel, not
to pacify Branwen, who grumbled that the girl ought always to dress as befitted her sex, not for the priest, but
because her Da had been embarrassed in public by a man he regarded as a pompous ass.
“You will find space over there. Go quietly, mind.”
Enniaun smiled to himself as the children wormed their way through to where he had indicated. Etern on the
threshold of manhood, a fine boy, and Gwenhwyfar, so like her mother. The same vivacious face, sparkling eyes
and trilling laugh. The same iron will.
Eniaun was close past Etern’s age when Gwenhwyfar was given life and their mother’s taken. To the end of his
days he would never forget seeing his Da crumpled, with tear-stained face, rocking a pitifully crying baby, nor his
choking words,
“Aye, little one, I miss your Mam too.”
He turned his attention away from his sister, squatting hunkered on her heels, chin cupped in hand, eyes intent
upon Uthr—a man so often heard of yet barely remembered by the elder brothers, never seen by the younger ones.
None in this Hall failed to share her excitement. Cunedda’s people loved Uthr, and what he stood for—
freedom, revenge. They were a proud people, with long, long memories. Under Uthr and Cunedda they had once
fought Vortigeren and lost. Defeated and shamed, Cunedda had surrendered to the king, who claimed the north in
forfeit. Giving instead in gracious compassion, a shabby, forgotten corner of Britain, racked by poverty and
plague, and violated by sea-pirates. Vortigern intended the giving as an insult. Cunedda had no choice but to
accept, and had come with his loyal people to this struggling, dismal corner of valleys and mountains with heavy
heart and bitter pain. Finding a dejected settlement loosely propped beside the remains of a Roman fortress, he
turned that heaviness to determination, pain into optimism. He created pride and wealth in place of squalor and
shame, hope in place of resignation. The passing years saw the raiders et to flight, the ruins rebuilt and hearts
raised as high as the mountains of Eryri. Demand, encourage, bully and praise; the Lion gave might and wisdom,
received back from his new land or Gwynedd loyalty and profound respect. Cunedda won enough of both to
choose his own friends—and to blow dust in the face of those who objected. But none forgot Uthr, the rightful
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king; and none forgot Vortigern, sitting safe within his guarded estates and comfortable strongholds in the wealthy
south and west.
Cunedda’s people—once the proud Votanini, now the even prouder people of Gwynedd—cherished their
memories. Of a war begun and lost; of Vortigern hiring the Saxons to fight against them, and the resulting blood
and death and sorrow. Memories that whistled on a summer dawn, of sons slaughtered and women taken; of on a
frowted winter’s night, of northern hearth fires grown cold and dwelling places laying derelict. Dun Pelidr, the
ancient fortress rising like a whale-hump from a sea of flat land, fallen empty and dark, Cunedda’s fortress where
he had governed as had his father, and his father before him. Dun Pelidr where rotted the butchered bones of
Cunedda’s eldest son.
Ah, in Gwynedd Vortigern’s cruelties were well remembered! It had taken time to reforge strength, to rebuild
all that had been lost, but they had it all now, all and more. By moving Cunedda to Gwynedd., Vortigeren had
intended him to sink into oblivion, but the king had judged wrong, and now Uthr was back from exile!
Accompanied by his three sons, an Elderman came before Uthr, bowed and exchanged a brief word before
finding seating. The Hall was filling. Soon there would be standing room only; then the porch would crowd with
men, and latecomers would need wait outside, the speeches relayed by those who could hear. Glancing round,
Gwenhwyfar recognized many of those already seated or waiting to greet the Pendragon and Cunedda; many, she
did not know. That one must be from north Dyfed, from the emblem on his shoulder, and the one seated beside
him. Several to the left had come from across the Straits, from the sea-wolf plagued Isle of Môn. Word must have
flown fast and well guarded ahead of Uthr’s coming, for so many notables to be so quickly gathered in this
chieftain’s hall!
Her attention wandering, Gwenhwyfar gazed fondly about her: at the smoke-blackened beams arching under
the thatch roof, carrying the carved heads and faces of protective and watchful spirits; at the fresh-painted white
daub walls, hung with bright tapestries and splendid skins, lined with ranks of spears, swords and shields. Her
brothers sat clustered in a group, chattering among themselves, their faces eager and animated. Ceredig, kindnatured and easy to talk to, the next born after Enniaun. He was stockier than the others and not so tall, though
like man of them he carried the same bush of red hair as their Da. With a wife and three young daughters he was
awaiting an opportunity to claim his own land. Seated at the fore of the group were the twins Rumaun and
Dunaut, as like as two spears made from the same shaft, both tall and exceptionally handsome, both with wives
qand yong children. Rumaun was bending forward, telling a no doubt lewd tale to Meriaun, only born child of
dead Typiaunan. Next to him, Abloyc, legs spread, hands behind his head, ghrust himself back laughing. By the
turn of summer Abloyc was to wed a chieftain’s lass from Dyfed, a blue-eyed vivacious girl. Gwenhwyfar had
met her several times and liked her. And then sleek Dogmail, smiling at a passing serving lass. His bedcomapnion? You never knew with Dogmail exactly who his latest love would be. He loved them all, he said, all
women. Osmail was not there. Gwenhwyfar scanned the crowded hall. Ah, there he was, seated beside an
Elderman from the small costal stronghold of Conway. Engrossed in serious conversation, judging by the
concentrated frown on his face. She turned her attention back to Uthr. A bull-muscled man, richly dressed in a
combination of Roman and Brythonic fighting gear, as were mot of the fighting men. But Uthr eclipsed all others
as the sun would outshine an evening star.
Gwenhwyfar shivered, excitement tingling along her spine. So, tales are not true? As she glanced across the
Hall, indignation flashed across here cheeks, glowered in her eyes. What insolence! Among the Pendragon’s
personal guard sat a boy hunkered on his heels, openly staring at her with a lop-sided grin. Gwenhwyfar turned to
Etern, intending to exclaim at the impertinence, but her mouth dropped open as she saw her brother nod and grin
back at the boy. Of all the …! She decided to ignore the both of them.
Uthr’s purple cloak, spun of the finest wool, was fastened at his left shoulder with a brooch the size of a man’s
clenched fist. Around his throat he wore a torque of twisted gold, shaped like a dragon—a great serpent beat with
ruby eyes and gaping jaws, its gold scales winking in the dancing light of the torches. A royal torque, a king’s
insignia—and Uthr wore it like a king determined on absolute power.
All the while, though she directed her mind to the Pendragon, Gwenhwyfar could feel eyes on her—eyes
belonging to a boy with hair cut ridiculously short in the Roman style and a nose that was too long and straight for
a face with a laugh etched on it that could only be described as shameless. Gwenhwyfar tossed a braid behind her
shoulder and lifted her chin higher.
Cunedda was coming to his feet, striding forward a step, and holding his arms high to silence the rumble of
talk. Gwenhwyfar shuffled her body around so as to turn her back on the boy.
“Lord Uthr!” Cunedda’s voice boomed up to the roof, shuddering the dust from settled corners to swirl a while
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among the hearth-fire smoke curling around the cobwebbed rafters.
“First I speak words of welcome, as custom and honour demands. I say to you, for myself and my people”—he
gestured with spread hands at the intent assembly—“welcome to Gwynedd and to my Hall. Welcome, as my
foster brother, unseen for over-many years and truly missed.” He grinned at Uthr, then said in a lower tone,
“Despite your tendency to get us both into trouble!”
Laughter rippled, and a few hand-claps joined enthusiastically by Uthr himself. Stories of these two men’s
youthful exploits were popular hearth tales, told for the most part with good humour and much laughter. For
some, though, they were useful to be spread as malicious gossip. Cunedda might be well respected, but Uthr had
left many enemies along his trail.
The lord of Gwynedd let quiet settle before stepping up to the man he had waited so long to receive. He
clasped Uthr’s arm in recognition of friendship. Uthr stood, returning the gesture. Before the cheering crowd, the
two embraced, holding each other close, not heeding their ready tears. Stepping back, reluctant to relinquish the
embrace of friendship, Cunedda spoke directly to Uthr, but pitched his trembling voice so all might hear.
“And welcome, double welcome, as rightful king of all Britain!”
As one the assembly leapt to its feet, roaring agreement, hands waving or striking the air, heads back, mouths
wide, feet stamping. Gwenhwyfar stamped and yelled with them. Through each season of her twelve years of life,
her brothers and father had spoken with admiration for this man, Uthr Pendragon. Barely a moon waned without
someone bringing up the question of when he would raise an army and come against the tyrant Vortigern. And
now it was happening! Uthr was actually here in her Da’s Hall! Here he stood, as large as a bear, as imposing as a
dragon, ready to renew his war on Vortigern!
The Pendragon held his arms high, humbly acknowledging the acclaim. Deep, dark eyes, set in the earthbrown face of an outdoor man, gazed solemnly over those standing before him cheering and shouting.
Gwenhwyfar wondered if Uthr had noticed herself and Etern, knew them to be Cunedda’s youngest born. As
the thought came, the Pendragon’s piercing gaze fell upon her. She flushed pink, but summoned enough courage
to return his scrutiny.
Unexpectedly, she met something other than stern power. Kindness shone there, and laughter. She smiled, a
half-shy girl’s greeting. Uther’s mouth twitched in response, and Gwenhwyfar found it impossible to control the
laugh that burst from her as he winked.
The boy must have seen it too, for when Gwenhwyfar half turned her head she caught him grinning straight at
her. With immense difficulty, she repressed the childish urge to stick her tongue out at the mongrel whelp.
3
Pouring wine for guests and Gwynedd warriors was one of the few women’s tasks that Gwenhwyfar quite
enjoyed. To make her way round benches that groaned under the weight of so many, to slide nimbly between the
jostling arms of animated revelers without spilling a drop of her Da’s most precious wine, carried a pleasing
benefit. You could take a while to fill a tankard or goblet, and listen that while to interesting talk. Men with the
drink in them seemed to forget that the wine-bearer had ears! Gwenhwyfar learnt much of the comings and goings
beyond Caer Arfon by that innocent pouring of wine!
Four suns had set since Uthr’s arrival, followed by three heat-hazed days busy from dawn’t first light to the fall
of dusk—aye, and beyond, into damp-scented, sound-heightened darkness, that carried the clang, clang of the
swordsmith’s hammer as far as the sleeping hills. By day, horses were brought up from the pasture for the fitting
and checking of harness and hooves. Men were drilled, the echoing tramp of their feet mingling with their shouted
war cries. Other men busy with leather- and metal-work; a constant bustle of making and mending, and among it
all, the cherry leave-taking of messengers, swift-bound for allied lords of Dyfed and Gwent. And all the time there
came the steady arrival of Cunedda’s warriors, called by the great boom and boom of the war horns that had
sounded along the wind from ridge to ridge that first sunset, summoning sheep-herds, mountain or valley
dwellers, fathers and sons, headmen with their shield-bearers; the fighting men of Gwynedd, coming eager to
fulfill their service of the war spear.
The hill from the Caer, rising in an incline beyond the Stone Ground to where the tumbled stones and timber of
the old Roman fortress of Segontium had once stood,\fn{ Segontium was occupied by a force of Roman Auxiliaries 1,000
strong until about 383AD. Cunedda himself may have established himself in the region as early as the 370s or have been sent there by
Vortigern (the high king of the Romano-British in the immediate post-Roman world) no later than 442—depending upon the interpretation
of historical sources:H} was clustered with tents and campfires. Uthr’s men alongside Gwynedd’s, and those from
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beyond the Dovey river. Men who welcomed Cunedda’s strong hand against the sea-wolves, proud to offer their
spears alongside his own. Aiee! This would be a hosting to stir a tale-teller’s harp for many a winter night to
come!
The noise of excited talk and merry laughter swirled and buffeted against the high rafters, mingling with the
dark waft of hearth-fire smoke. Carrying a new-filled jug on her hip, Gwenhwyfar made her way along the row of
benches to where her brothers sat with her father, and Lord Uthr. She poured for the Pendragon, listening to the
conversation of the moment—talk of Vortigern’s two grown sons by his first wife, a woman long since cold in her
grave.
She moved with casual slowness to her father, shifting the weight of the heavy jug and pouring carefully. So-o,
Vortigeren and Catigern were becoming more outspoken against the second-taken wife? Gwenhwyfar knew much
of her. Rowena, daughter of the blood-tainted Saxon warlord Hengest. The marriage had caused outrage some ten
and eight years past, culminating in that brief flurried war of Cunedda’s unsuccessful rebellion, and Uthr’s
simultaneoug attempt to take the throne. Cunedda had lost his eldest son and his northern stronghold and Uthr too,
had lost his vast holding of land and had fled into exile. Many good men had died through Vortigern’s wanting of
that Sa\ex bitch! How he had paraded his victgory, rubbing the sting of salt into the raw wound, and nearly
sidestepping remaining criticism by declaring his marriage a treaty of alliance.
“He says,” said Cunedda, talking of Vortigern to Uthr, “that he still regards Rowena as a hostage for peace.”
Uthr barked a shout of laughter.
“And treats her as such! My arse he does! That lecherous toad married her because he was hard for her. Mind,
Hengest is a crafty bastard. ‘You want to bed my daughter? Certainly, Vortigern, but not without a bride-price of a
claim to British land!’”
Uthr emptied his goblet in one long draught. Wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, he crooked a finger
at Gwenhwyfar, who was serving here eldest brother, and held out the empty vessel for her to refill. To Cunedda,
he added,
“That Saex pirate knew what he was about when he paraded a ten and six year-old beauty before a man known
for his whoring. I hear she’s pregnant again?”
Gwenhwyfar filled one brother’s goblet, moved to another. That also was common knowledge. The queen’s
birthing would be within the month, the sixth born, and all who despised the king and his bitch hoped for it to be
the fifth to die. One child only had survived, a daughter who had the fair skin and sharp temper of her mother.
From a nearby corner someone called her, holding his goblet high. There was still wine in her jug, but she
walked deliberately past and made her way towards the women’s side, where she filled a goblet for herself and
sat. She flicked a glance at the one who had hailed her, Etern, her youngest brothers, seated cross-legged on the
floor among the boys of the Caer. Let someone else serve him, him and that boy! For these three days she had
seen nought of Etern, so taken with that insolent whelp was he! Well, she, Gwenhwyfar, would have no tangle
with him!
Spirits soared and voices grew loud with the laughter of full bellies and good wine. Again it was
Gwenhwyfar’s turn to take round the wine, and again she found herself pouring for the Pendragon. He nodded his
thanks, grinned broadly at her and said to Cunedda,
“Your daughter will one day make a fine match for some aspiring princeling. Have you plans for betrothal?”
Feeling her face grow pink, Bwenhwyfar held her jug steady as she poured. Her Da, though, had been
distracted by some shout of laughter along the table and so no answer came. It was not her place,a woman and a
chld at that, to pass comment, but Gwenhwyfar was never one for bowing to convention.
“My lord, I have no intention of being married off to some unlanded, unblooded upstart who wishes to use me
for his own ambition!”
Attention caught, Cunedda flashed his daughter a frown of disapproval, but Uthr sat back in his chair and
roared amusement. He thumped the Lion on the shoulder and declared,
“Your lass, my friend, and no mistake! She has your wit—temper too no doubt.” He chuckled again, reached to
hold Gwenhwyfar’s chin in his cupped hand and scanned her face.
“Aye, but I can see her mother’s beauty shadowed beneath this childhood awkwardness.” He released her, said
with a decisive nod,
“You’d do well for a king’s wife, girl. I full agree—aim high!” He reached his arm behind her, playfully parted
her backside with his palm.
“I will wed none but the highest, my lord!”
“Queen, eh?” Uthr chuckled. “Even you, at your age, could do a better job than the present one!”
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More laughter, echoed by others at table and those within hearing. Cunedda nodded quick agreement and made
attempt to turn the conversation, but Uthr, his humourous eyes lingering on Gwenhwyfar, pursued the thing.
“I give you a promise, lass.” He raised his wine, and said in a louder voice,
“When I have parted Vortigern’s head from his shoulders I shall bear you in mind should I need a new wife as
queen!”
To Gwenhwyfar’s extreme annoyance, Etern and the boy joined with the answering shout of hilarity. Passing
their corner, the boys called for her to leave the wine. Saying nothing, she thumped the jug on the table, stepping
deliberately on what she thought was her brother’s toe. No matter that it was the boy who yelped. He looked up at
her, brown eyes meeting her green. Taking hold of her arm with his fingers, he said, with no hiding of the laughter
in his voice,
“I am grown quite tall and have yet more growing before I finish. Would I be high enough for you?”
His laughter broke with a splutter as he collapsed against Etern, whose arms came about the boy’s shoulders,
their amusement exploding into joint hilarity. Gwenhwyfar glared distastefully at the both of them.
“You behave like half-witted mooncalves!”
Earnt herself more laughter. She turned away abruptly. Arthur had entered Gwenhwyfar’s life, and she hated
him.
4
Lady Morgause was in a boiling temper. The meat, she considered, had been raw on one side, blackened on the
other, and the wine sour. The Hall was draughty and full of choking hearth and torch smoke; loud with men’s
drunken laughter and the cloying stench of male sweat. She had a headache as thick as beeswax. And that girl had
dared flaunt herself before the Pendragon! His eyes had roamed to her all evening … followed her as she left to
seek her bedchamber with the rest of that gaggle of girls. Aye, and Morgause knew only too well Uthr’s gleam of
interest, that curving smile of his!
The iron-rimmed heels of here boots click-clicked on the path in step with her anger, her lips pressed tight,
body rigid, as she stormed along the rough-laid path. She hissed an embellished oath as her cloak snagged on a
nail protruding from a leaning fence, jerked the material free with impatient fingers, cursing attain at the sound of
ripping. There was a little light out here. A flaring torch set up here and there, a shaft of pale, flickering yellow
from the open doorway of some hovel of a dwelling place, There was no moon, the faint silver of midnight
starlight not quite enough to illuminate the way to the latrines. Not that light was needed; the stink provided
guidance enough.
She entered the dim-lit, square-built chamber, her nose wrinkling as the smell of human waste assailed her
nostrils. Seating herself at the nearest accommodation she emptied her bladder quickly, with held breath, and
would have run for the fresh air had dignity ever permitted Morgause to run.
She was used to the luxury of a roman villa; light, airy rooms, tiled flooring and paved courtyards. Hot water
in the bath-house—not the tepid, brownish slush that filled Cunedda’s excuse for a bathing pool—and latrines
cleaned twice daily. She snorted derisively. Small comfort that there was a bath-house and latrines in this squalid
apology for a nobleman’s residence! By the name of the Goddess, it was hard to believe that civilization had ever
touched this backward place!
As she stepped outside, her sight was momentarily lost in the darkness. She walked forward impatiently and
collided with someone running for the door. A flurry of arms, a swirl of hair and a gasped apology. Then the dim
rush-lighting from within the latrines flared briefly as the door opened and closed. Silence. Morgause stood, her
breath not yet recovered from the foul stench. That wretched girl again! For a moment she almost made to follow
the child with the intention of delivering a severe reprimand. Her hand went to push the door but … she had no
wish to re-enter the place without desperate need, and even less of a wish to stand hovering here, outside.
Turning back along the path, she swung right to skirt the Hall and strode towards the chamber allotted Uthr,
her thought dwelling on Cunedda’s daughter. Gwenhwyfar. A child on the edge of womanhood, a maiden. A pretty
enough thing, though her legs and arms were too long, her body not yet full rounded but with enough promise to
excite a man who took an interest in young girls. Morgause caught the swirl of her cloak as a freshening sea wind
flapped at its length, and cast the folds across her shoulder. Uthr had made that remark in jest about marriage with
the girl, but with Uthr who knew which was jest and which seed to take root? Morgause had long since learnt not
to trust Uthr’s seemingly idle remarks.
There was a light in his chamber, spreading in a narrow, split pool through the open door. Morgause hesitated.
Was her lord already come from the Hall? Not yet, surely? A moment since he was still drinking deep with
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Cunedda, though many were seeking their sleeping furs or already lay snoring where the drink left them. With her
mind half diverted by the irritating reflection of Gwenhwyfar, and that disturbing look of lust in Uthr’s eyes,
Morgause entered the chamber.
There was a clatter, a gasp of in-drawn breath. The boy Arthur was crouched beside a clothing chest set at the
foot of the bed, his hand hovering inside, fingers clasped around a small scroll of parchment. Immediately
Morgause was across the room, reaching out, roughly grabbing at him.
“What do you do here? How dare you pry into my lord Uthr’s things!” She twisted Arthur’s arm behind his
back, brought him to his feet and shook him as a dog would shake a caught rat.
Fear and panic had ripped across Arthur’s face at her unexpected entrance, his heartbeat leaping, breath
catching. All that was masked now, controlled, sealed tight behind a shield wall of defiance. He would not let this
witch see his fear of her! She would like it if he showed how scared he was of her slapping hand and evil temper.
“I am not prying!” he defended, attempting to squirm away, to free his arm.
“Lord Uthr bade me fetch something.”
“You lie!”
Morgause snatched at the parchment. He jerked aside, but not quickly enough. She had it, a sneer of triumph in
her pinched nostrils and slit eyes. She moved from him a pace, but did not let go his arm, her grip tightening,
claw-like nails biting into the flesh beneath his woolen tunic. Arthur would have cried out, but he knew to hide
that also. Bite hard on your lip, or dig your own nails into the palm to divert the pain she inflicted, keep it hidden.
She was attempting to unroll the thing one-handed, not succeeding. Impatient she hissed,
“What is in here?” Truthfully,
“I know not Lord Uthr bade me fetch it.” To add conviction,
“It is for Lord Cunedda to see.” Morgause waved the scroll before his nose, her face coming close to his, both
hands now on his arms, shaking, shaking.
“You lie. You were stealing it! For some purpose of your own, you were thieving from Uthir!”
The defiance came easier now. He was not lying—no need to pretend, to think fast or fabricate untruths.
“Why would I do that? Why should I steal from the man I loge?”
A mistake! Arthur saw it as he spoke, realized her anger had turned ugly. Morgause’s eyes narrowed. Her hand
drew back, the gemstones in her many rings flashing in the subdued light, the gold and amber and jet bracelets
tinkling and jangling at her wrist. Then the palm swept forward. Two stinging blows fell sharply across Arthur’s
cheek, leaving streaks of white that began to redden, would snow the blue-black or bruising my morning. There
would have come a third.
“Why indeed?” a man’s voice drawled. “What use, woman, would a letter from my saintly youngest brother,
Emrys, have for this boy?”
Uthr stood in the doorway, leaning casually against the frame, his great bulk blotting out the darkness beyond,
his hand resting lightly on the pommel of his sword. She had not heard him come up behind her. Morgause spun
to face him, not letting the boy go.
“I caught him going through your things. It is not the first time he has stolen or lied.” Uthr pushed himself
from his leaning position, strolled a little unsteadily into the chamber and towards a wine flagon, where he poured
for himself.
“You too have stolen, my lovely, aye, and lied on occasion.” He raised his goblet in mock salute, said with a
light chuckle and an amused smile.
“Did you not steal me from my wife? And do you not, even after all these years, still lie to her about it?” Then,
with the severity of command,
“Let the boy go. He tells the truth.”
Reluctant, lips pouting, Morgause released her hold. Uthr jerked his head at Arthur.
“Take the parchment to Cunedda—you will find him in his own chamber—then return here.” He winked,
almost as a conspirator would.
“I may have further need of your legs, lad.”
There was triumph in Arthur’s bold, eye-to-eye look as, with a flourish, he took the scroll from Morgause’s
hand. He bowed his head at Uthr and left, his step jaunty. Beyond the door, he leapt into the air, striking his fist
above his head, into the darkness. Sweet pleasure to have won over her! Sweet, rare-tasted pleasure! He cared
little whether she heard his accompanying war yell of triumph.
Uthr said nothing more. He set his baldric and sword aside, unclasped his cloak, peeled off his leather tunic,
belched and took a further draught of wine.
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Morgause, too, said nothing. She stood, fists clenched, willing Uthr to say something more, something she
could answer. There was much she would say! Of that girl, Gwenhwyfar—what was she to Uthr, had he intentions
there? Of the brat Arthur. (Whose son was he?) Why had he been brought? When was Uthr to set his wife aside
and take Morgause in her stead! She waited, willing an argument. Still Uthr said nothing.
He sat on the bed,
busied himself with plumping the pillows, fiddling with the furs, inspecting the clean linen. He raised on e
eyebrow in her direction. The glow from the few bee’s-wax candles fell soft, flattering on here skin, ringing her
sun-yellow hair like a golden coronet. Her breasts beneath the expensive silk of her robe rose and fell with the
quick panting of her angered breath.
Holding his goblet he moved slowly, almost casually, and encircled her body with his arm. He kissed her, not
gently, but with a roughness that came from the certain knowledge of possession.
“You ought not frown, my beauty, you will get wrinkles around your eyes.”
He ran his thumb under her chin, down her neck, his fingers slipped briefly beneath her bodice. Thenb he
placed a swift kiss on her lips and swung away, back to stretch out on the bed, his goblet still in his hand.
“I’m tired, Morgause. Go to your own bed this night.”
He waved his free hand in the vague direction of the door and closed his eyes. Morgause took three deep
breaths. Very calm, but with ice hatred, she said,
“So, I am to be dismissed like a common whore who is no longer needed?” Uthr laughed.
“Common, my lovely? Na, you were never common.”
Morgause did not miss the fact that he had not denied the word “whore”, and had used the past tense. She
stalked to the door, sweeping her cloak around her high and wide, knocking the flagon of wine from the table,
sending it spinning and clattering to the floor.
“I Hope your new maiden gives you a does of the cock-pox!” she flung at him, and banged out through the
door.
Uthr yawned. It had been a long day of greeting old friends and new, of good food and wine. He closed his
eyes, sighed with tiredness—opened them again with a start.
What new maid? He lifted himself on his elbow, peering curiously at the closed door in half a mind to call
Morgause back. Na, leave it. He settled himself more comfortable, lying atop the furs, booted feet stretched the
length of the bed. Ah, Morgause was so easy to bait into a flurry. Always had been jealous, that one, not like her
eldest sister, his wife. Ygrainne was the placid one. He yawned again, felt the warm glow of approaching,
welcomed sleep.
How different sisters could be! The one meek, shut away for hours praying to her God, world-weary with the
shouldered burden of others’ problems and troubles—and Morgause; a blaze of temper that crashed through all
reasonable sense, with no thought beyond herself. The one a wife who would not be a wife; the other who could
never fill her place. Happen he ought to seek a third party, another female who would be somewhere between the
two minds.
His drowsing thoughts drifted to think of Cunedda’s daughter. Her pretty face, her tilted, defiant chin. Now
there was a maid who could be moulded into obedience without losing her spirit.
When Arthur returned he found Uthr sleeping, the empty goblet still in his hand. Gently he took it and covered
his lord against the night cold. Then he found a sleeping fur for himself and, protective of his lord, curled on the
floor before the door. …
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Harry Redknapp does not need to sign David Beckham for a publicity stunt at Tottenham, so he clearly
believes that, at 35, the former England captain can add something to his squad at White Hart Lane. But if I were
Harry, I would steer clear of bringing David back to the Premier League because I cannot see how he can be a
major influence.
Beckham has consistently proved his doubters wrong and you can only admire his hunger and readiness to
return to England and play football during LA Galaxy’s off-season. But what can he bring to a squad which is
arguably the best in the Premier League, alongside Manchester City’s? You don’t bring somebody in merely to be
good in the dressing room, especially with Spurs already looking to have a fantastic team spirit.
And it is difficult to see how David can possibly start games when Harry has a midfield of Aaron Lennon,
Gareth Bale, Luka Modric and Rafael van der Vaart, plus a host of other players knocking on the door. Maybe
Harry thinks that David, having won major titles and trophies at Manchester United, can add nous and experience
and the priceless ability to be able to say he has seen it and done it.
But it feels like a hundred years since David left Old Trafford and, although you never lose that experience and
winning mentality, I still don’t see how Beckham can offer anything more than the option of being a useful guy to
come off the bench in the final 10-15 minutes of games.
One thing in Beckham’s favour if he does sign for Spurs is that Harry has built a team who have pace in
abundance, so the likes of Lennon and Bale will be able to do the running. David is still excellent on the ball and
you can see him having the same ability when he is 40. Against the lesser sides, maybe he could do a job, but
Spurs have a terrific squad and I’m not sure that they actually need Beckham to be added to it.
I’m surprised that Harry is thinking about making the move. A couple of years ago, you could put it down to
Spurs being quirky and looking for a publicity boost, but the club have moved on from that and Harry believes
they still have a chance of winning the league. It’s not his style to do something like this without good reason and
I’m certain he will have seen something that David can add which Spurs currently lack.
But the odds on it being a success are no better than 50-50 and much of that is down to the pace and intensity
of the Premier League. If David had chosen to go back to Spain or taken another move to Milan, then it would
have been much easier for him to do well. In La Liga and in Serie A, players such as David are given the time and
space to get on the ball and have an impact. He could play until he is 60 in those leagues.
But there is absolutely no time on the ball in the Premier League and it is far quicker than Spain and Italy
combined. I saw him play for Milan against Inter last season in a midfield quartet with no pace and they struggled
even to get a kick. His fitness levels have always been good and that is a testament to the way he has looked after
himself throughout his career, yet he will be found out very quickly in the Premier League if those levels are not
sufficient for football in England.
Older players can thrive in the Premier League, however, and that was highlighted by Henrik Larsson during
his short spell at Manchester United in 2007. Larsson, like David, was 35 when he arrived in England, but he was
fitter, quicker and still a force, despite having left Barcelona for Helsingborg before signing for United. He wasn’t
Henrik Larsson at the peak of his powers, but he was able to start games for United and make a difference. He
also had the distinct advantage of playing up front with Wayne Rooney and Cristiano Ronaldo, so that more than
made up for his loss of pace.
I don’t think Beckham would have the same impact at Spurs as Larsson had at United, but he has been the
course and won things, so maybe that is behind Harry’s thinking. Yet if he wants David to improve his team, I do
not see how that can happen.
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Kenny Dalglish has inherited a Liverpool squad low on confidence and which Roy Hodgson will feel let down
by, but the biggest issue facing the caretaker manager is, without question, what to do with Fernando Torres.
Torres worked hard against Manchester United, but there is no escaping that he had an absolute stinker before he
was taken off with 13 minutes to play. He was brushed off too often in challenges with Jonny Evans and Rio
Ferdinand and it is obvious that he is playing with very little confidence.
Compared to the standards he has set as a Liverpool player, Torres has been poor this season, and there are
now a lot of supporters who would be happy to see the club bite the hand off anyone prepared to offer £40-50
million for him. I don’t know what Kenny plans to do with Torres, but he defended his performance after the
game, gave him the thumbs up and cajoled him when taking him off. That indicates that he is ready to encourage
him and try to get the best out of him.
That will not be easy because the Fernando Torres we are seeing now is a shadow of the player who destroyed
Nemanja Vidic in United-Liverpool games for three seasons running. But Kenny will know that Torres is his best
striker by a long way and that, if Liverpool are to progress in the next six months, he has to get him back to his
best.
When you consider Kenny’s status among the supporters, if he decides that selling Torres is the best option,
then few people will question his decision. I don’t think he is looking to get rid, however, because he needs a
forward who is scoring regularly and Torres has shown the ability to do that in a Liverpool shirt. Kenny will work
at getting the confidence back into Torres, but the performance of the team overall at United, particularly
defensively, was so much better than against Blackburn in Roy’s final game in charge. It was like night and day.
It all boils down to the players. Rafael Benítez is culpable for the situation the team are in, as is Roy, but the
one constant is the players and Kenny has to get them performing again. The squad isn’t as strong as it should be
for a club of Liverpool’s standing, but it is certainly better than the team’s current position in the Premier League.
Most new managers inspire an improvement when they arrive and that was evident at Old Trafford, but one of
the problems is that it is too easy for the modern day footballer to go home and not worry about their
performances. At the end of the day, you have to stand or fall as a team. It’s up to the manager to get the best from
players, individually and collectively, but the incentives for players do not seem to be there now.
When Liverpool were challenging for European Cup in 1978, the bonus for beating Borussia
Moenchengladbach in the semi-final was £250 a man. I thought that was a pittance, but when you consider we
were on £6,500 a man to win the final, it highlighted the point that you had to win things to earn financial
rewards. Those incentives are gone now, though, because the money earned by players is so big. Players even earn
money when a manager kicks them out!
But although Kenny is a close friend and I am automatically biased, if it was my money at stake at Liverpool,
he would be my manager. Over the last couple of weeks, people have questioned whether he can still do the job
having been out of the game for so long. But I know Kenny better than most and football is his life. I have never
met anyone with his knowledge of the game and players. Just recently, we spoke about football, and his
knowledge of players in England and Europe is unsurpassed. He knows every player, whether they are left or
right-footed, what their qualities are, so I don’t have any doubts that he is the right man for the job at this time.
Clearly, he has a big job on his hands because Liverpool are in a dire situation. The squad simply is not good
enough to challenge for the Premier League or for Champions League qualification. For too long, the players who
have been brought into the club have not been up to the standard that the club expect and, whatever happens in the
summer, it will be a case of ‘Here we go again’ because the manager will have to look at the squad and start again.
It is now 2011 and how often have we said that over the years? But unfortunately, since Kenny left in 1991, the
luck the club enjoyed in the transfer market during the Seventies and Eighties has drained away and that’s why
Liverpool are in the situation they now find themselves in.
3
Wayne Rooney is nowhere near the form he produced last season and the goals have stopped flowing, but his
performance against Tottenham showed just why he is worth his weight in gold to Manchester United. Some
might argue that Rooney looked out-of-sorts at White Hart Lane, but the reality is that he gave the kind of
performance you would not get from 95 per cent of foreign players.
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And his selfless display, out on the right flank in a position that does not help him score the goals he
desperately wants, was a perfect example of why Manchester United are now the favourites to win the Premier
League title and why the jury is still out on Manchester City. Most players who had scored the number of goals
that Rooney scored last season would believe they have a divine right to play where they want to play, regardless
of the form they are in.
Clearly, Wayne is happier in a central role where chances come more freely than out on the flank. And
inwardly, he was probably anything but overjoyed to be asked to play on the right by Sir Alex Ferguson yesterday,
but there was no show of dissent or self-pity from Rooney and no drop in his performance. He was 100 per cent
committed, he gave everything for his team and, when United were reduced to ten men following the dismissal of
Rafael in the second-half, he did what he had to do for the sake of his team and he dropped deeper to help United
secure a draw. I can’t think of many overseas players who would show the same commitment if they had been
asked to play in such a role and that is why Sir Alex will admire Rooney’s selflessness even more than all the
goals he scored last season.
That is because Rooney’s effort and attitude rubs off on those around him. They see him sacrificing himself for
the team without so much as a shake of the head and it gives everybody a lift and sets an example. For me, that is
why you have to favour United for the championship now after a result at Spurs that carried all the hallmarks of a
team likely to win the title. Where the likes of Rooney are prepared to do what they have to do for the team,
across the road at City, we have seen tantrums and in-fighting, so we have yet to see the same all-for-one
commitment that United have in abundance. Rooney exemplified that with his performance at Tottenham.
There is no doubt that he is not performing as he did last season, but form is temporary and class is permanent
and the signs are there that he is getting his form back. He is definitely in a better place than he was at the start of
the season and following his trauma with Sir Alex, when he looked as though he might be leaving United. As far
as I’m concerned, it is only a matter of time before we see Wayne Rooney back to the player we all know he is. If
he continues to work hard, as he always does, then the class will not be far behind.
For all of the chances that Tottenham created against United, I never actually felt as though the home team
would score because Rio Ferdinand and Nemanja Vidic were immense for United. And although the 0-0 draw
meant that United have now won just two of their 10 away games so far this season, Sir Alex will not care a jot
about that. He will have come away from the game last night delighted with a performance that showed resilience
and determination in what was arguably United’s toughest away game all season.
Maybe the trip to Arsenal will be on a par with playing Spurs at White Hart Lane, but United came away with
an excellent result having had pressure exerted on them by City and Arsenal winning 24 hours earlier.
Can they now go through the season unbeaten? I suspect that somebody will beat them at some point, but Sir
Alex and United won’t be interested in winning the league unbeaten. At Liverpool in 1988, we avoided defeat at
Derby to equal the longest-unbeaten start to the season, but none of us were remotely concerned about it. We
created about ten records in the 1980s, but they have probably all gone now, yet the medals for winning the
championships are what stay with you forever.
That’s all that United will care about. It’s about winning the big boys’ trophies rather than creating records and
all that matters at Old Trafford is winning the Premier League again.
4
When Liverpool’s fans were faced with the prospect of losing Steven Gerrard to Chelsea in 2004 and in 2005,
the majority were almost resigned to the idea that he would want to leave Anfield. After all, he had carried the
team on his own for so long, he had played there for 10 years, he had emerged as the hero of Istanbul. The club’s
best player of a generation had looked at the Liverpool of the 1970s and 1980s and lived up to those standards.
The fans did not accept his desire to leave; they did not understand it, but they could at least explain it.
Fernando Torres, if and when he makes his record move to Chelsea, is unlikely to benefit from the same sort of
sympathy. The Spanish striker seems likely to jump ship after 18 months in which he has looked a shadow of the
player he once was. He is leaving just when Kenny Dalglish seems to have galvanised the team into some sort of
revival. He is turning his back on a popularity he won more quickly than any player in Liverpool’s history. That is
why his transfer request hurt so much.
It did not hurt as much as it might have done two years ago, of course. Then, any suggestion that Liverpool
would be better off without Torres, that they might be best served by cashing in on the striker, would have been
met with derision. This deal, carried out in 2009, the year when he twice destroyed Nemanja Vidic, would have
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been a massive boost to Chelsea and a major blow to Liverpool.
Now, it is nothing like as clear cut. Yes, Liverpool has been a two-man team for a long time. Yes, you should
not sell your best players. But with Torres’s form this season and last, with the injuries he has had, it is a 50-50
decision. His goal record is still phenomenal, but his general play—even since Kenny arrived, prompting an
improvement in his performances—has been distinctly average. Liverpool would get an unbelievable amount of
money for him. They have a choice to make. Two years ago, they would not.
That is not to suggest this is anything but a clear statement of intent from Chelsea. Anyone who read this
column last week will know where I stand on whether Chelsea is likely to win the Premier League this season, or
the Champions League. They are a club in need of a complete overhaul, not the cosmetic addition of a £50 million
striker.
But their strategy is very clever: if you get Torres, it sends a message to all of those other players that they
might like to sign. It shows that they mean business. Yes, they might have taken their eye off the ball for a couple
of years, but they are very much back now. It expresses the same sentiment to the current squad, letting them
know that maybe they will not win trophies this year, but next year will be a different story.
The doubts over where Torres will fit in, too, miss the point. There is no question where he would play, should
Roman Abramovich get his man. There is only place where he can play: through the middle, on the shoulder of
the last defender. He is not going to drop deep and wide. That job, the task of playing out of position, will fall to
Didier Drogba.
It will challenge Carlo Ancelotti to work out where they both play—perhaps as a double spearhead, with the
Ivorian just off Torres—and it would be easy to suggest such a shift in system would create problems. The only
problem, though, would be if he did not play well and, more importantly, if he did not score goals. With the first
goal he scores—which may yet come against Liverpool at Stamford Bridge on Sunday—all of those issues would
be forgotten.
That is by no means guaranteed, of course, given his displays in the last 18 months. He has cut a dejected
figure at Liverpool, his attitude questioned, his body language poor. The excuse at Anfield has always been that is
just how he is: even when he was scoring goals for fun, at the peak of his powers, he rarely looked happy.
It will be fascinating to see what happens to that body language, that attitude, should he be granted the move
he desires. If Liverpool do, somehow, manage to keep hold of him for the next 24 hours, though, how he reacts
will be even more interesting.
It would be the first time in a long time that an elite player did not dictate where he worked. Even Sir Alex
Ferguson could not keep hold of Christiano Ronaldo. If, this time tomorrow, Torres is still a Liverpool player, he
will have a lot to do to win back the trust of those fans. His body language, then, would definitely have to change.
5
If a sequence of results ever summed up the madness of the Premier League this season, none could have
painted a better picture than this weekend’s incredible fixtures.
Arsène Wenger would have been apoplectic at 5pm on Saturday evening after seeing Arsenal throw away a 4-0
lead to draw 4-4 at Newcastle United. But by the time Liverpool had emerged from Chelsea with a 1-0 victory
just over 24 hours later, Wenger and Arsenal could look back on a weekend that went from really bad to moraleboosting thanks to unexpected results elsewhere. Although Newcastle’s fightback against Arsenal at St James’
Park was remarkable, the result which encapsulated the Premier League, in my opinion, was Manchester United’s
2-1 defeat at Wolves.
United arrived at Molineux on top of the league and needing to avoid defeat to stretch their unbeaten league
run to 30 games, but they ended up losing to the team lying at the bottom of the table. If United had won that
game, the title race would have been finished. There would have been no way back for the rest. They would have
known that and Sir Alex Ferguson’s players would have been jumping out of their seats when they heard the score
from St James’ Park. For Arsenal, a United win would have been a double-whammy following on from their result
at Newcastle. Wenger would have had a big enough challenge lifting his players after conceding four goals, but a
United victory would have made it almost impossible.
But Wolves did that job for him and their result against United, prior to Liverpool’s win at Chelsea, would
have started the healing process for Arsenal. That result at Molineux summed up just why the Premier League has
a worldwide following.
People talk about the strength of La Liga and the incredible quality of Barcelona, but you simply do not get the
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bottom team in Spain beating the top team. Yet in the Premier League, this season has shown that any of the top
four teams can play away from home and get turned over.
Wolves have also beaten Chelsea and Manchester City at Molineux this season, but it is also happening to the
big teams at home. Arsenal have lost to Newcastle and West Brom at the Emirates, Sunderland destroyed Chelsea
at Stamford Bridge, Liverpool have lost twice to Blackpool, Spurs have lost to Wigan while United were lucky to
draw at home to West Brom.
Basically, the top four are not as powerful as they were perhaps two or three years ago and it appears as though
the rest have decided, en masse, to have a go when they face the big boys. One or two teams had success with that
last season and it looks as though everybody else has come to the conclusion that there is little difference between
losing 1-0 and 8-0, so why not take a chance and go for it?
Blackpool epitomise that approach better than anybody. Who would have thought at the start of the season that
the two teams everybody would watch for sheer entertainment and attacking football would be Arsenal and
Blackpool? Ian Holloway’s team has been absolutely magnificent all season and they have genuinely been a
breath of fresh air for the Premier League. But despite the terrific results they have enjoyed, they are sitting just
two points above the relegation zone and the 5-3 defeat at Everton on Saturday was their sixth in seven games.
And therein lies the problem that ultimately leads to the reality that football at the top level is all about winning.
Amid the drama of a Premier League weekend that saw 43 goals and some truly unexpected results, Roberto di
Matteo became the latest manager to lose his job when he was sacked by West Brom following their 3-0 defeat at
Eastlands. It is all well and good saying that the league is great and that bottom can beat top, but most people
would argue that Di Matteo has done a great job at The Hawthorns this season and produced a team that is
exciting to watch. But with results slipping away and West Brom sliding into trouble, he has lost his job.
Managers are well aware that they are in a results business and that their average time in a job is getting
shorter and shorter. And Di Matteo has now paid the price for a failure to combine entertaining football with
results. Just like the race for the title at the top, the fight for survival at the bottom of the league will only intensify
in the coming weeks and months, so managers will send their teams out accordingly.
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Gennaro Gattuso obviously had not done his homework on Tuesday night. Maybe, when he was looking for
someone to pick a fight with, he saw a mild-mannered, affable man on the touchline, almost 60, wearing glasses,
and thought he would make a suitable rival. Clearly nobody had explained Joe Jordan's history to him. He is,
without question, one of the most fearsome centre forwards I ever faced.
Joe’s name was one of those you dreaded seeing on the team-sheet when it was delivered to the dressing room.
In 1979, we were drawn to play Manchester United in the FA Cup semi-final and there was some debate over
whether Joe would be fit to play. When we were given their line-up and there, at number nine, was his name, I
was seriously unhappy.
Curiously, there was a similar doubt in the build-up to the 1986 FA Cup semi-final with Southampton, who Joe
joined after returning from Italy. That time he didn’t play; it raised my spirits considerably to know I would not
have to deal with him. It was not simply that he was big, strong and aggressive. It gets forgotten quite how good a
player Joe was. He was quick, he was great in the air, he had an excellent left foot and a delicate touch. He
showed that in his spell in Serie A. He was not under-rated—he was always spoken of as one of the most
dangerous players around—but perhaps some of his qualities went unnoticed.
That is understandable—without his teeth in, Joe was a fearful sight. Although away from the game he is a
very convivial, softly-spoken man, once he crossed that white line, he was a different animal altogether. It is
important to remember, too, that in those days the rules were not nearly so tightly defined as they are now. There
were not nearly so many cameras, of course, and the referee and his assistants would have needed eyes in the
backs of their heads to see everything that went on.
Nowadays, you can be sent off for so much as leading with an elbow when you jump for a header; then, people
would swing elbows everywhere. Between a centre back and a centre forward, you could get away with almost
anything. Everyone knew, for example, that the referee would never book anyone in the first 10 minutes, which
gave defenders one free hit on whichever forward they were marking, and vice versa.
Joe was of that ilk—he would let you know he was there, and what sort of afternoon you were in for, early on
in a game. But that is not to say Joe was a dirty player. He was aggressive, and he was rough, but he was
absolutely fair, especially with those opponents with whom he got on. He would never go for you off the ball, for
1899

example, and while he would have enjoyed a physical battle with the likes of Larry Lloyd or Kenny Burns—if
you went for him, he would go for you—he knew I preferred to get the ball down and play it, that I would not use
my free hit, so when we faced each other it was competitive, but it was not violent.
I knew that facing him would mean I had to be absolutely on top of my game—if you were in the slightest bit
off form, or low on confidence, he would punish you. Because of his speed, he would be on top of you in a second
if you dawdled on the ball. It always came as a relief to have him on my side when we played together for
Scotland.
His on-pitch persona could not contrast more sharply with how he is off the pitch, where he is as unassuming a
man as you could hope to meet. He is also, of course, an excellent coach. That is evidently the person Gattuso
believed he had chosen to square up to: when you pick a fight, you do not look for Mike Tyson.
I imagine someone has now explained to him who Joe is. I cannot see him going back for round two.
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Defeat to Everton in the FA Cup fourth round leaves Carlo Ancelotti with no choice. He must win the
Champions League if he is to have any hope of retaining his job as Chelsea manager beyond the end of this
season.
Sadly for the Italian, after three months in which they have fallen from grace more quickly than any side I can
remember, Cheosea simply do not look capable of winning Europe’s premier competition.
Ancelotti is fortunate, in some ways, that his side were drawn with FC Copenhagen in the last 16. There are no
easy games in the knockout stages, of course, but there are easier games. On paper, they should see off the Danish
champions, and if they do so then perhaps by the quarter finals they might have regained some ground in the
Premier League, and confidence might have returned to players who have looked dead-legged in recent weeks.
But so poor has Chelsea’s form been that Stale Solbakken, the Copenhagen manager, will watch their last few
performances on DVD in the coming days and begin to suspect his side can cause an upset; any fear there used to
be in facing the reigning double winners has been eliminated.
That is the scale of Chelsea’s collapse. They began this season as champions and FA Cup holders, and in the
opening weeks they were pulverising their opponents with such regularity that they seemed all but invincible.
They were cruising. What has happened since has been almost unreal.
Why that has occurred has been variously blamed on the departure of Ray Wilkins, the failure of Roman
Abramovich to provide the funds to strengthen the squad in the summer and Ancelotti’s apparent inability to elicit
the best from a team which performed so well last season. But Wilkins was just a coach, and coaches come and
go; Abramovich has belatedly spent £75 million on Fernando Torres and David Luiz; Ancelotti has not turned
from one of the best managers in the world into a poor tactician overnight. It is not rocket science.
What has always made the difference, first and foremost, is players.
It is easy to make excuses for a team that does lack depth, that crucial inability to replace quality with quality.
It is often said that they are a side ageing before our eyes, that they are tired. And yet they did not look tired last
year as they beat Manchester United to the league and won the cup for good measure.
Rather than an issue of age or fitness, it is the mentality that has made them one of the top sides in Europe for
the last nine years that Chelsea are lacking. Their squad may be flimsy, but the first XI Ancelotti can put on the
pitch is far better than recent results suggest, and they simply have not performed. Chelsea are a side packed with
players who have not had to fight for almost a decade. Having success is never comfortable, but perhaps among
their number are players who do not crave trophies any more.
Say, for example, that the double Chelsea won last season was their first: all of the players available to
Ancelotti would want more. That is the nature of the first trophy, the first success. But when you have had that for
a long, long time, there are some players who no longer hunger for it.
That is not a unique problem to Stamford Bridge—it is endemic throughout the modern game—and I am by no
means saying that all of Chelsea’s squad have lost their thirst to win. All that is required, though, is a handful of
players losing that intense desire for victory and you have a serious problem.
There is no more dangerous, more damning word in football than the ‘c’ word: complacency. The managers I
played for were all adept at spotting the signs of a player who had lost that edge and shipping them out
immediately. Sir Alex Ferguson has the same skill. That is what has enabled him to rebuild four times in his 26
years at Old Trafford.
That is the greatest challenge for any team—not the initial success, but finding a way to make it last. For that,
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you need not just an injection of youth, but of hunger, of desire.
Chelsea’s players reading this may say it is nonsense; they may deny that they are lacking anything. Deep
down, though, they will know who in their midst is lacking, which of them no longer has the fight.
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The Football Association is facing a potentially title-changing decision on Monday over whether to punish
Wayne Rooney as a result of his clash with Wigan’s James McCarthy. Rooney might not have had his best season
for Manchester United, but we are now approaching the business stage of the campaign, the time when trophies
are won and lost, and there is no doubt whatsoever that Sir Alex Ferguson will have the 25 year-old as the first
name on his team-sheet for this week’s games against Chelsea and Liverpool.
But you cannot defend the indefensible and, as much as I admire Rooney for being a top-class player for
United, what he did to McCarthy was clear-cut and wrong. You cannot argue with the television pictures. Rooney
ran past McCarthy and swung an elbow, so he should be punished. It is the nature of the business that, if you do
wrong, you suffer the consequences and you cannot treat the likes of United, Chelsea or Liverpool differently to
Wigan, Wolves or West Brom.
Referee Mark Clattenburg claims to have seen the incident and responded by awarding Wigan a free-kick, but I
have reviewed it several times on slow-motion replays and it appears to me as though Clattenburg is looking at
the ball when Rooney and McCarthy come together. If the referee has seen it, I don’t see how he can give the
decision he has given. At the end of the day, the question is whether Rooney has committed an offence that is a 10
out of 10 red card. The answer is yes.
McCarthy deserves unbelievable credit for his reaction. He stayed on his feet and did not go to ground, but
although the referee has taken action and seemingly dealt with the incident, there will still be many people
clamouring for action to be taken against Rooney. And that gives United and Ferguson a problem because it
would open up the prospect of arguably their best forward missing crucial league games against Chelsea and
Liverpool, and potentially an FA Cup quarter-final against Arsenal.
Ferguson has predicted a trial-by-media for Rooney, with his assistant Mike Phelan urging against a “witchhunt,” but you can totally understand United’s reaction. They have obviously seen the incident and decided to
attempt to deflect the attention, almost by getting their retaliation in first. You would expect nothing else from any
club or manager because it is all about protecting their player and, from United’s point of view, Rooney is such an
important player for them.
That is why I believe the outcome of this situation could prove to be a key factor in deciding the title race.
When the big games come around, you go with your big players and Rooney is as big as they come at United.
Ferguson made the point last week when he admitted that, despite Chris Smalling’s phenomenal performances in
the absence of Rio Ferdinand, he would automatically restore Ferdinand to his team when fit. That is because it is
all about producing the goods when it really matters and Rooney, for all of his problems this season, was not
found wanting when he scored his spectacular winner against Manchester City earlier this month.
It is in games against the likes of Chelsea when you need to find something extra to make the difference and
United will always be more capable of doing that with Rooney in the team. Without him, they will be short of one
of their very best players and despite the terrific form and progress of Javier Hernandez, he is a star of the future
and not a star of now.
Some might argue that United will not miss Rooney if he gets suspended, simply because of the way
Hernandez has been playing and scoring. But the reason why Sir Alex is not choosing to start Hernandez regularly
is because the Mexican forward still has a bit to go before he is the finished article.
It might not take too much longer for that to happen, though. For a 22-year-old, Hernandez possesses every
attribute you want in a striker. He is clinical with both feet, quick and just gets on with it, whether he comes off
the bench or is taken off by his manager. He is going to be some player and, sooner or later, Ferguson will have no
option but to go with him from the start.
But at the moment, all that Hernandez lacks is experience and that is why losing Rooney to a suspension for
his clash with McCarthy would be a huge blow for United. If that is what happens, though, nobody will be able to
argue that he does not deserve to be punished.
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Liverpool’s American owners would be making a huge mistake if they delay their decision on a permanent
manager at Anfield until the end of the season because, in Kenny Dalglish, they already have the only man for the
job.
If you had taken a poll of 100 Liverpool supporters last Christmas and offered them a choice of Kenny or Jose
Mourinho to succeed Roy Hodgson, Kenny’s standing at the club would have ensured he would probably have
won by 75-25. But the same vote now would see him win 100-nil because of the impact he has had at Anfield
since returning in January.
Any manager other than Kenny would now be a disappointment for the club’s supporters, but that’s because of
the turnaround on the pitch during his two months in charge, rather than his status as a god-like figure at Anfield.
But Liverpool’s owners have to be careful now because, if they don’t act quickly, there might be a vacancy at a
club like Chelsea in the summer and who knows what would happen? I’m not suggesting for one minute that
Kenny would want to leave Liverpool, but there is no value in waiting until the summer to give him the job.
Now is the time to give him the job on a full-time basis because the challenge at Liverpool is getting the club
back into the Champions League and the planning for next season needs to start now. If Kenny does not know
whether or not he will be here next season, then he cannot start to look for the players that the team need to
improve.
Kenny being Kenny, he still believes that he can get Liverpool into the Champions League this season and he
will be focusing on getting the team as close as possible to that objective. When I played under him in 1986, we
had just lost to Everton and I said to Kenny that it was the worst Liverpool team that I had played in. But he still
believed the team could achieve something and, ten weeks later, we ended the season by winning the Double.
Back then, he spoke about the need to get some impetus going and that is what he will be thinking now. He has
now generated that impetus again by getting the team winning, lifting morale and the victory against Manchester
United, following on from the win at Chelsea last month, has given the club real impetus. So the time is right for
the owners to hand Kenny the full-time contract because it would just give the club another boost and allow
everybody to turn their attentions to getting Liverpool back to where those at Anfield believe they belong.
There is a theory that the owners might not want to stick with Kenny in the long-term because he is such a
powerful figure that he could put them in an impossible position if things go wrong. But for all of Kenny’s
popularity, if his team are lying fourth from bottom and producing rubbish, the supporters would not put up with
it, regardless of who he is. And there would not be a problem with Kenny working with Damien Comolli,
Liverpool’s director of football, so long as Kenny had the final say on the players he brought in.
Kenny has changed the whole mood of the club. It is now a completely different place to walk into compared
to the dark days of last November. On the pitch, too, there is a different ethos. In the past, if the likes of Rafa
Benítez, Roy Hodgson or Gérard Houllier played with two holding midfielders, you would expect to see eight
men behind the ball. But against United, Liverpool had two holding midfielders, yet they attacked the Premier
League leaders and were rewarded for doing so.
The cynics that claimed that Kenny had been out of the game too long when he came back have all been
proved wrong because they overlooked the reality that all the changes in football over the last 10 years have
happened off the pitch. A flat back-four is the same as it was in 1977, just as it was in 1937! It will be the same
again in 2097.
Kenny’s knowledge of the game and the players involved is still as detailed as it has always been and maybe
the proof of that has come with the results that Liverpool have had under him. I don’t see anybody out there who
could do the job better than Kenny and hopefully the owners will not wait much longer before making it a
permanent appointment. At 60, he is still young enough for the job and he will also be cheap. There will be no
compensation fee required to get Kenny to sign a contract and it would make perfect sense to make the decision
now.
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If Arsenal are to salvage their season by winning the Premier League, they will need somebody to summon the
leadership qualities and mental strength that Arsène Wenger’s players simply do not seem to possess.
The ramifications of failure for Arsenal could be catastrophic, though, because it might never happen if they
don’t do it this time. With Manchester United, struggling for any kind of form away from Old Trafford, Arsenal
continue to have a terrific chance of ending their six-year trophy drought by winning the Premier League title.
But they have had a really bad fortnight. They have lost the Carling Cup final and been knocked out of the
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Champions League and FA Cup in the space of two weeks and their title hopes now depend on how they react to
those setbacks.
Yet the problem they have is that they do not have a leader on the pitch. That has been borne out over the past
two to three weeks when they have gone from being a team on the verge of greatness to one struggling to emerge
with anything.
In this situation, Arsenal need somebody to take games by the scruff of the neck, galvanise the team and drag
the rest of the players out of the mire. If you have a Graeme Souness or a Roy Keane in your team, the sheer
determination to win that those guys possessed would automatically ensure that half a dozen of their team-mates
would think, ‘if they want it so badly, then so do I’. Who do the Arsenal players look to for similar inspiration
when the pressure is on and things are getting tough?
I don’t see that they have a natural leader. Cese Fabregas is the captain, but he is not an inspirational leader
while Andrei Arshavin is a supremely talented footballer, but he is not performing to his abilities and he is not a
leader either. And while Samir Nasri was being touted as a potential Footballer of the Year in November, he has
been anonymous in the past three weeks.
Giving the captaincy in the Carling Cup final to Robin van Persie was just for show in my opinion because you
tend to look to your midfielders or central defenders to lead the team on the pitch. Leadership is crucial at this
stage of the season when the pressure intensifies, and that’s why experience of the course and distance of the title
race matters so much. It is why United have a big advantage over Arsenal. Performing great in November and
December is one thing, but you cannot under-estimate the mental test posed by the run-in. Pressure can be intense
in one game, but with games running out, the pressure only becomes greater in the next one.
It is now that strong characters and leaders come into their own, especially when you are going for your first
big trophy. From experience, it is a lot easier to do it the third time than the first. You don’t know what’s hitting
you the first time you are involved in the pressure of trying to win a title. And that is why Sir Alex Ferguson will
be telling his players that they just need to keep on going because Arsenal will be under so much scrutiny from the
neutrals to prove that they can hold their nerve.
Arsenal’s struggles will be giving Ferguson and United a huge fillip because, while they are having problems
of their own, their main rivals are finding it difficult to discover the killer instinct they need to win the title. The
biggest hurdle for Arsenal to overcome is the apparent acceptance within their ranks that, if things start badly,
then it is not going to be their day. That problem is exacerbated by their lack of leadership because it is precisely
the time when a strong figure can make all the difference.
United have that ability to grind out results. They know that it is not about winning by five or six at this stage.
It is all about getting over the line. And both United and Arsenal will have to dig out results between now and
May 22 because, for all the talk about Arsenal having the easier run-in, there really is no such thing.
Look back over the last 10 years and you will not find many eventual champions having a sensational run-in.
They might have got the results, but performances are secondary because it is about dealing with the nitty-gritty,
being strong mentally and showing the character to pick yourselves up when you have had a bad result.
It is still up for grabs for Arsenal, but they have to start bouncing back at West Brom this weekend—and that
will not be easy. West Brom will be fighting for their lives, so Arsenal have to deal with that and show that they
also possess the ability to battle it out for honours.
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Fabio Capello’s decision to reinstate John Terry as England captain is strange at best and the vast majority of
the country cannot see a reason for it. But aside from the way it has been badly handled by Capello and how Rio
Ferdinand has done nothing wrong, the only thing that matters is how it will affect the players and this decision
has only brought uncertainty to the England dressing-room.
In any football team, the captaincy is a big issue, but it is on another level when it comes to captaining England
and the way this whole affair has been handled is totally wrong. It is such an important role and all players should
look up to the captain. It is also very rare and unusual for a player to get the captaincy back having lost it in the
first place. And that’s where the uncertainty, which can be so damaging, comes into it.
A year ago, Capello stripped Terry of the captaincy in a six minute meeting at Wembley and passed the
armband onto Ferdinand, but he has now made a U-turn on that decision. So one minute his decision is right and
the next it is totally wrong!
In the past 12 months, Capello has made decisions both tactically—at the World Cup—and personnel-wise that
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have not come off. If you make a decision and it doesn’t come off, then it is ultimately a bad one and Capello’s
players will now be wondering what to expect next. But you cannot be in a dressing-room where you always
expect the unexpected. Uncertainty over team selection is one thing, but when it spreads to procedure and issues
like the captaincy, indecision automatically enters a player’s mind. And once you start to take that indecision onto
the pitch, you are all over the place.
Players will often be ready to follow their manager into the trenches, even if they hate the guy, but if you think
he is making mistake after mistake, then uncertainty creates doubt and he will start to lose 20-30 per cent of the
dressing room. The last thing you want in any football team is uncertainty and negativity, but that is what Capello
is risking with this decision. A lot of the players questioned Capello’s tactics during the World Cup and that was
reflected by some of the performances on the pitch.
Since South Africa, England’s performances have been mediocre and ordinary to say the least, so it is no
surprise that Capello has been slaughtered for it. It has been done badly. If he wanted to make the change, he
should have simply made an announcement and just done it. Whenever a manager makes a massive decision like
this, there can be no debate about it, but the way it has all been handled has sent such a bad message to the
players.
From Rio Ferdinand’s point of view, he has done nothing wrong. Whenever he has been fit, he has been in the
squad and given everything and more for the cause. Earlier this season in this column, I suggested that Rio should
think seriously about retiring from international football in order to extend his club career. Rio didn’t take that too
well and he made that clear as he was fully entitled to do so.
Maybe my point has been vindicated with Rio’s injury problems returning and Capello now choosing to look
elsewhere for a captain, but I cannot deny that Rio has been anything but totally committed to England. Which is
why I cannot understand how Capello can now turn around and take the captaincy off him.
If Rio’s injury problems are becoming a serious concern for both club and country, then Capello should have
waited until the decision had to be made. With injury keeping Rio and Steven Gerrard out of the Wales game this
coming weekend, Capello could have given Terry the captaincy on an interim basis rather than bring such a big
issue to a head now. Give it to Terry for three to four matches if he has to, but not at this stage of the campaign.
Rio has fulfilled every obligation of the role, while Steven has also given everything to England when he has
stepped into the captaincy in Rio’s absence.
It is simply a very strange decision and one which Capello has unsurprisingly been condemned for. To make
such a big call, Capello’s kudos needed to be high, but it is not at the same level it was at prior to the World Cup.
When he came into the job, he earned himself a lot of support by instilling discipline and getting rid of the easygoing ways of Sven-Goran Eriksson and Steve McClaren. Results also went well, so every decision he made at
that stage was taken from a position of strength.
Everything has changed since the World Cup, though, and that’s why restoring Terry to the captaincy has been
greeted with such a negative reaction. As for Terry himself, he is probably now playing his best football since
having a poor World Cup and he is unquestionably a leader on the pitch, so you can maybe understand Capello’s
decision on that basis. But when he sacked him as captain last year, Capello said that there would be no way back
and that he would not assume the captaincy again.
All that has changed, though, and in my opinion, giving somebody like Rio Ferdinand the captaincy and then
rolling him over in favour of somebody who was discarded 12 months ago makes no sense whatsoever.
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Jack Wilshere has every chance of developing into English football’s next superstar. Like Andy Carroll, the
Arsenal player seems set to be a cornerstone of the England team for next year’s European Championship, and for
years to come. It is mystifying what benefit Fabio Capello and Stuart Pearce seems to think either of them will
gain by being deprived of a summer break.
Instead, both the Italian and the former Manchester City manager are considering sending them to play in the
European Under-21 Championship in Denmark in June. It is clearly a tournament Pearce wishes his side to
perform well in. It is not, though, the object of the exercise. It is no more than a means to an end.
Capello must know that there are only two tournaments that matter: the World Cup and the senior European
Championship. That is where the kudos lie, the respect from the rest of the continent and the rest of the planet. His
aim, his only aim, is to win Euro 2012.
To have any hope of that, England need Wilshere, particularly, to be firing on all cylinders, both for the finals
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in Poland and Ukraine next year, and the qualifying ties at the start of next season. For that to happen, Wilshere
needs a break for three or four weeks.
Sending him to Denmark would be to risk burning him out. At just 19, Wilshere has already had an exacting,
draining season. He has played 40 games this campaign for Arsenal, across four competitions. Such is life at a
top-four side that all of them have been played as though they are cup finals, each full of significance, each under
the most intense pressure. And, in the last month, they have brought intense disappointment. From the excitement
of competing on four fronts, Wilshere and his team-mates have seen three—the Carling Cup, the Champions
League and the FA Cup—slip away. Only the Premier League remains. There may be more disappointment there,
too.
However Arsenal have attempted to shield him from pressure, there is a limit to what anyone can do. If you are
on the pitch playing for a team with such expectations and you lose, you feel pressure. It is hard for a 29 year-old
to cope with. But as a 19 year-old, when you experience it for the first time, it is not a lot of fun.
I have met Jack once and, like all of the crop of youngsters nurtured by Arsène Wenger, he seems a nice kid.
He comes across as though he is mentally strong. Certainly, in addition to the precocious talent, he already has
something extra: a stature that is rare in one so young. But at the same time he must be nursed through the early
seasons of his career. To send him to Denmark this summer, to a tournament where he would be expected to be
sensational, would not just risk overplaying him, it would risk mentally exhausting him. That, even more than the
physical side of things, would be folly.
It would be different if he was, like Aston Villa’s Kyle Walker, for example, on the fringes of the senior squad,
if he was an under-21 who had shown a lot of promise. In those cases, there is no harm in players being classed as
both senior and junior internationals, in having a foot in both camps. But Wilshere already seems as though he is
one of the first names on Capello’s teamsheet. He seems an integral part of the Italian’s planning for Euro 2012.
Every care must be taken to allow him to shine in that tournament, every step planned to enable him to pull on
that full England jersey. Failing to allow him a summer off before one of the biggest years of his career does not
seem to be part of that plan. Such a problem in a club environment is unthinkable. If an under-18 player burst into
the first-team squad one season, he would not be expected to travel for a summer tournament with the youth team.
There is no way a manager would allow that. Capello must approach things in the same way.
England have enough problems excelling on the international stage because of the pace and power of the
Premier League, which—given the evidence of this season—only seems to be increasing. It leaves players totally
spent by the summer, as we witnessed in South Africa last year. There is no reason to create further obstacles to
success.
While I was playing, by the time April came around all I wanted was to be on a beach somewhere. As much as
he loves football, Wilshere will be the same. Letting him put his feet up might be the most important decision
Capello could make.
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The clamour for Harry Redknapp to become the next England manager will be impossible to ignore if he can
get the better of Jose Mourinho by guiding Tottenham to the Champions League semi-finals.
Harry has already taken Spurs fans into dreamland this season with his team’s achievements against Europe’s
biggest and best and, if he were to leave tomorrow, his legendary status at White Hart Lane would be secure. But I
suspect it would be easy for him to take the England job as Fabio Capello’s successor because he has probably
taken Spurs as far as he can.
Playing Real Madrid in the quarter-finals of the Champions League will be one of the biggest games the club
have ever faced, but I don’t see Spurs winning the competition, so how does Harry top this season? If Spurs end
up playing in the Europa League next year, it will feel like the Conference in comparison to the occasions that
they have enjoyed during this campaign.
When Harry walked into the job at Spurs just over three years ago, they were bottom of the Premier League
and battling to stay up, so to oversee such progress so quickly has been a remarkable achievement. But if you give
supporters something wonderful, they will only want more. This season has been an amazing journey, but it will
count for little if Spurs are playing in some unappealing place on a Thursday night in the Europa League next
year.
His success at Tottenham Hotspu has, in my opinion, made Harry the only serious English candidate to
succeed Capello when his contract as England manager expires after Euro 2012. And at 64, Harry will know that
this will be his last chance to land his dream job.
1905

The time has come for England to have an English manager again, though, because those who suggested that a
foreign coach was the right way to go have been proved utterly wrong. There is always a fad in football that
people will try to take up. When Italy won the World Cup in 1982, there was a fashion for the sweeper system and
foreign coaches have become another in recent years.
Success in football is rooted in managers getting the best out of their players by understanding their mentality
and getting them to perform at their best. In the past two World Cups, England failed to live up to expectations
because neither Sven-Goran Eriksson in 2006 nor Capello in 2010 could get the best out of the players they had.
Neither Eriksson nor Capello truly understood the English mentality, but that is never going to be an issue with
Harry. Scotland had similar problems under Berti Vogts. He was a top player and manager, but he never
understood the mentality of the players. Yet when Walter Smith replaced him, the same players were transformed.
Harry’s ability to get the best from his players has been borne out by his success at Tottenham and nobody
sums that up better than William Gallas. As a Frenchman, Gallas is obviously not English, but after 10 years in the
Premier League, his mentality will have been influenced by those around him and is therefore a valid example of
Redknapp’s managerial ability. When Gallas arrived at Spurs from Arsenal last summer, he was still one of the top
three centre-backs and full-backs around, but the problems he had at Chelsea continued to haunt him at the
Emirates.
Players of his experience tend not to change, but Harry has certainly done something because Gallas has been
unbelievable for Tottenham this season. It is a classic example of Harry understanding how to deal with players to
coax the best from them and, from an England point of view, he is the only realistic candidate.
Overcoming Mourinho and Real Madrid would be a huge achievement, but the key aspect in Tottenham’s
prospects surrounds the availability, or otherwise, of Christiano Ronaldo. If he fails to prove his fitness after
injury and misses out for Real, then Spurs will have a chance. The game has been billed as Ronaldo versus Gareth
Bale, but while Bale has destroyed some of his opponents in Europe this season, teams in the Premier League
have started to frustrate him by doubling up on him.
Real aren’t a great team by any means, but they are still Real Madrid and it will be extremely difficult for
Spurs to turn it on and find their best form so soon after a poor performance at Wigan. They have managed to do
that at times this season, but sooner or later, it won’t happen and you will find yourselves in trouble.
And if Spurs go out, you would have to ask how Harry could possibly improve on what he has already
achieved
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When a manager picks his team for crucial fixtures at the defining stage of a season, reliability is everything
and that is pretty much why Sir Alex Ferguson will once again leave Dimitar Berbatov out of the Manchester
United side to face Chelsea on Tuesday night.
Berbatov’s goal against Fulham on Saturday took him to 21 in the Premier League this season and he remains
the league’s top scorer this campaign. But when it comes to the big games, Berbatov usually finds himself on the
bench. He hasn’t started any of United’s games against Arsenal or Chelsea this season and, for Tuesday’s
Champions League quarter-final, I just can’t see Ferguson accommodating him in the starting XI.
Sir Alex does not show mercy when it comes to picking his team. Some might think that Berbatov deserves
some compassion considering that he is the league’s leading scorer, but this is big-time football, trophies are at
stake and, in this situation, Ferguson will always go with his best team. A manager has to have total trust in a
player in order to start him in the biggest games and Sir Alex clearly believes that Berbatov, when games are tight
and there is a need for something extra, falls short. He is a top-class player with classic technique. He is a
phenomenal talent and should be one of the first names on the team-sheet, but if Berbatov wants to be starting
every game, he has to say so with his actions.
For all of Wayne Rooney’s problems this season, he is the first name on the team-sheet because he delivers at
crucial stages and in the big games. His goals against Manchester City and Chelsea in recent weeks, and his hattrick at West Ham last Saturday, highlight his ability to make a difference.
When I wrote about Berbatov in this column following his five-goal display against Blackburn in November, I
suggested that he had to ‘deliver when it is tense and tight’ and that he also had to ‘score when it is difficult for
him and the team.’ Barring the odd late goal against Birmingham and Bolton, he hasn’t done that. That’s why Sir
Alex feels that, at this point in time, Berbatov offers more as a substitute.
Look at Javier Hernandez. When he is on the pitch, he will always give 100 per cent and try to find space to
make something happen. Berbatov is much more laconic and, if you had never seen him play before, it would be
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impossible to watch him and say whether he was struggling or having a great game simply because of the way he
plays. When a centre-forward is firing, they often have an air of invincibility about them, but you don’t see that
with Berbatov and it appears as though Sir Alex has come to the conclusion that others are more reliable when it
matters.
Another problem that Berbatov must overcome if he is to reclaim his starting place is the blossoming
partnership between Rooney and Hernandez, which looks much better than the Rooney-Berbatov pairing. As a
defender, facing Rooney and Berbatov is relatively easy because Rooney will always take a position just off the
front man and look to play balls around the corner for his partner to latch onto. But Berbatov’s natural instinct is
to come to the ball and hold it, so it can slow United down and make life easier for defenders, who don’t have to
worry about being turned for pace. With Hernandez around, everything changes because he gives Rooney the
option he likes by offering a presence on the shoulder of the last defender.
When Rooney sprung onto the international scene at Euro 2004, he had Michael Owen in his prime to look for
and now, Hernandez gives him something similar.
Hernandez offers a total contrast to Berbatov, but there have been times when his partnership with Rooney
hasn’t worked quite so well. In the league game at Chelsea last month, Ferguson started with Rooney and
Hernandez, with Berbatov on the bench, but it went wrong for United because the Mexican did not hold the ball
up well enough. By the time Berbatov replaced him, it was too late.
A pattern has started to develop recently, however, whereby Sir Alex either starts with Rooney on his own or
with Rooney alongside Hernandez. I don’t see that changing against Chelsea. That is because Sir Alex demands
everything from his players when it comes to the matches that really matter and he no longer believes he can get
that from Berbatov. He hasn’t been a bad signing for United because he has scored a lot of goals to put his team in
a position to win, but there is no doubt that he has under-achieved.
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Arsenal will be crushed psychologically after throwing away a priceless victory against Liverpool, but the
harsh reality is that the result was typical of their season. They have had so many highs and lows, from going into
the Carling Cup final with hopes of four trophies to seeing it all fall apart through their failure to score at the
Emirates in the Premier League.
But crazy as it seems, they still have a chance of winning the title. They are now in the Last Chance Saloon,
however, and it will be all over for Arsène Wenger and his team if Manchester United win at Newcastle on
Tuesday and Arsenal fail to win at Tottenham on Wednesday.
The problem with Arsenal, though, is that they have developed a habit of feeling sorry for themselves, so who
on earth is going to lift them for what is already a really tough game at White Hart Lane? They have missed
leadership on the pitch for a while now and when things are going badly, nobody has been able to step forward
and demand more from the rest of the players.
Seeing Dirk Kuyt equalise from the penalty spot 12 minutes into stoppage time on Sunday will have been a
crushing blow for everybody at Arsenal. I know exactly how they will be feeling as, in 1989, I was in the
Liverpool team who lost the title to Arsenal at Anfield when Michael Thomas scored the winning goal with
virtually the last kick of the game. It was a huge blow for all of us, but at the start of the following season, Kenny
Dalglish told all of the players that the memory was gone and we had to draw a line and move on.
We proved that it didn’t affect us psychologically by regaining the league title that season and, similarly,
United bounced back from their massive disappointment in 1995 when they failed to beat West Ham on the final
day of the season and so allowed Blackburn to win the title. Such a blow would have killed off two or three other
teams, but Sir Alex Ferguson and his players responded by winning the Double in 1996.
In football, it is all about responding to big setbacks and both Arsenal and United have suffered hugely
disappointing results this weekend, but if you asked who was best equipped to dig deep and respond, you would
always say United. Yet while Sir Alex will be telling his players that they now have a fantastic chance to bounce
back from the FA Cup defeat against Manchester City by beating Newcastle, you cannot see Wenger driving
Arsenal in the same fashion.
Maybe Arsène has to take much of the blame for that because he is the one who said recently that second place
this season would be acceptable for Arsenal. When you start saying things like that, it is only a matter of time
before you start saying that fourth place is acceptable. It sends out the wrong message to the players.
At Liverpool, we were always told that first is first and second is nowhere. Arsenal are a big club, so they
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shouldn’t be going away from that phrase. Clubs such as United and Liverpool would never settle for second best.
Can you imagine Sir Alex telling his players that second place is acceptable?
Winning is everything. Some purists might argue that that is a flawed attitude, but this is big-time sport and
that is how it is if you want to lift trophies and win silverware.
Arsenal will know that their title odds are lengthening rapidly. They will already be suffering mentally after the
Liverpool result, but a United win at Newcastle will deliver another blow, just as they are preparing for a huge
game against their local rivals. But there can be no excuses for Arsenal. They will never have a better chance of
winning the Premier League than they have had this season. Had they been competing against the United or
Chelsea teams from three years ago, then fair enough, but Chelsea isn’t as strong and United have struggled away
from home all season.
This year was Arsenal’s big chance and, if they had ever got going when the going got tough, they would be
firmly in pole position now. But they have felt sorry for themselves too often and been told that second best is
OK. By the time they go to White Hart Lane, they could be nine points adrift of United and you just cannot see
how Arsenal would be able to overcome that.
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If Sir Alex Ferguson guides Manchester United to a Premier League-Champions League double this season it
will be his greatest achievement as a manager because winning with mediocre teams is much harder than winning
with great ones.
Ferguson’s current United side are not a bad team, but they are an average one when judged by the club’s high
standards.
When United won the Treble in 1999, Ferguson’s team were driven by a midfield which was as good as you
will ever see and the likes of Roy Keane, David Beckham, Paul Scholes and Ryan Giggs were all in their prime.
In 2008, United had another great European Cup-winning team who had three of the best forwards—Cristiano
Ronaldo, Wayne Rooney and Carlos Tévez—that this country has seen for the past 10 years. They also had Rio
Ferdinand and Nemanja Vidic fit and at the top of their games, so it is a tough call to say whether the 1999 or
2008 teams were Ferguson’s best.
But it is not a tough call to place the current team alongside those two. There is no doubt that they are a distant
third in comparison, but the defining quality of the class of 2011 is purely and simply the driving force of
Ferguson as manager. Had he been in charge of any of the top four clubs in the Premier League this season, then
that club would have gone on to win the title.
With any team on the brink of winning the league and in with a chance of lifting the European Cup, which
United are, you would ordinarily look around that side and pick out several players who have been outstanding.
You cannot say that for the majority of this current United team, however, and that is why Ferguson’s
achievement in getting his team to where they are is nothing short of sensational.
Vidic has been outstanding, as has Edwin van der Sar, while Ryan Giggs, at 37, has had a remarkable season.
But beyond that? Other players have had good spells. Rooney has been a shining light for the past six to eight
weeks, while Nani has excelled at times and Javier Hernández has been the buy of the season, but there has been
an overall lack of players who can claim to have been outstanding throughout.
And this is why Ferguson’s impact has been so crucial for United. He has instilled the team ethic and
togetherness which have driven United to where they are now as they prepare to face Schalke in the Champions
League semi-final. Ferguson knows how to integrate players, how and when to rotate and he sends his players on
to the pitch with the philosophy that only a win is good enough.
When I was at Liverpool, there would be players such as Graeme Souness and Kenny Dalglish who viewed it
as a personal slight if they were getting beaten. I was nothing like that when I arrived at Anfield, but eventually
those characteristics rub off on you and, sooner or later, you become the same. There will be three or four players
at United who have the same determination not to lose, but the primary figure will be Ferguson, and that has
shone through this season.
You don’t find out about team spirit when you are winning by four or five, you learn about that when games
are hard and you are in difficult situations and that is when United have delivered this year. It has happened
because of Ferguson’s sheer know-how and his demands on his players, which insist that they find their inner
strength and go on for 90 minutes.
Yet despite their form at times this season, during which they have had six or seven complete stinkers away
from Old Trafford, United have a huge chance of winning both the Premier League and the Champions League.
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Schalke has struggled in the Bundesliga, but while United have been indifferent away from home domestically,
they have won four and drawn one of their away fixtures in Europe. And against Everton at Old Trafford on
Saturday, United delivered another masterclass in getting things done, despite the changes made by Sir Alex to his
team.
If United get through to the final at Wembley next month, when they would play Barcelona or Real Madrid, Sir
Alex knows they could get hammered if they play as badly as they have done away from home at times this
season. But there is no certainty that either of the Spanish teams would beat United in a one-off game at Wembley
and that is because of the man who has somehow taken a team that is anything but vintage to brink of remarkable
success.
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Sir Alex Ferguson will have to take a leaf out of Jose Mourinho’s book if Manchester United are to win what
looks likely to be another Champions League final against Barcelona. He must do what Inter Milan did last year
and what Real Madrid tried to do last week. He must kill the game and, to the purists, spoil the occasion. It is not
pretty.
But it is the only way to win.
What Mourinho’s Madrid did in the Bernabeu on Wednesday night was hellish to watch. It made one of the
most appetising semi-finals in recent years a non-event. Barcelona did not cover themselves in glory, with their
histrionics and theatrics, but it was Mourinho’s tactics which made for an almost tragic spectacle. For a Real
Madrid manager to do that is almost unthinkable. At home, in the Champions League, with the world watching,
with all of the history and tradition of the Bernabeu, and when he will never have a better chance to get at
Barcelona.
Pep Guardiola was so starved of defensive options that he was forced to play Javier Mascherano as a centreback. Cristiano Ronaldo could have caused him all sorts of problems. And still Mourinho sat back. That is
because he knows that almost the only way to beat Barcelona is with the blueprint his Inter side produced last
season.
They must not be allowed to play. They must be stifled, allowed the ball in their own half and then, as soon as
Xavi or Andres Iniesta look to break forward, they must be closed down, swarmed around. They cannot be
allowed to build a pattern or enjoy any fluidity. It requires incredible focus and remarkable discipline. Ferguson
will know that is the only game plan that can be expected to have any chance of success against a team that are
being discussed as one of the greatest in history.
After all, he has done it before. In 2008, United squeezed past Barcelona, in the final year of Frank Rijkaard’s
reign, on their way to winning the Champions League against Chelsea in Moscow. The problem is that, since that
point, Barcelona have probably gone up a level in terms of the quality of their performances. United have dropped
down two.
Every team has a cycle. For United, this would be their third Champions League final in four years, and it is
safe to say this incarnation is past its peak. That occurred in the first final, in 2008, when a defence built on the
omnipotence of Nemanja Vidic and Rio Ferdinand was complemented by an attack of Wayne Rooney, Carlos
Tévez and Cristiano Ronaldo. That team has gradually become less and less of a force. It is hardly surprising
when they have allowed players of the quality of Ronaldo and Tévez to leave, but now they are susceptible to
having a poor game not just twice or three times a season, as they used to, but in every two or three away games.
They have the air of a team that is built to excel in one-off games. But eventually a side like that will hit a
brick wall. The danger is that, if Ferguson attempts to play United’s usual game against Barcelona, they will fail
to perform. It is one thing having an off day against Arsenal, as United did on Sunday, but against a team as good
as Guardiola’s in front of 90,000 at Wembley and millions more around the world? They would get hammered.
So he will be tempted not to do as he did in the 2009 final, when Barcelona exacted their revenge for the 2008
semi-final and breezed past a United built to attack, and to set his side up to frustrate a superior opponent, as
Mourinho does so well. The 69-year-old will not be fazed by the purists. I played in four European Cup finals,
won three and they were all absolutely dire games. They were not exciting in the slightest. You should try telling
that to the team who have just won, though. Nobody ever says they won the European Cup but it didn’t count
because the final wasn’t up to much. All that matters is that you win. Ferguson will do anything to make sure that
is the case.
His problem is that United seem to have neither the personnel nor the inclination to carry out such a plan. This
is not a side set up to stifle opponents and hit them on the break. Such a system relies upon a team being
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determined and energetic enough not to have the ball for long stretches of the game and to take their chances if
and when they come along. United does not do that. They are not the sort of team to get eight or nine men behind
the ball and wait for an opportunity. And they no longer boast the sheer electric pace, the elemental force of
Ronaldo leading the charge on the break. They have players who are just as quick, but not as good. That gulf in
quality is crucial.
Besides, such a change of emphasis would be detrimental. Attempting to change players’ mentality on the eve
of such a big game is even more difficult than asking them to play in a new formation.
Ferguson finds himself caught on the horns of a dilemma. To attack Barcelona is to attract trouble, but his team
are ill-equipped to employ the Mourinho method. He will know it is a problem. That it is a problem he will face in
a Champions League final at Wembley, though, is some solace.
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When Liverpool beat Queens Park Rangers to lift our 18th League Championship in 1990, nobody mentioned
Manchester United. Nobody mentioned how many titles we had won, or how far ahead we were. None of us
thought we would ever stop winning. We certainly didn’t think anyone would beat that record, not in our lifetime.
We never thought anyone could knock us off our perch.
I remember being asked in a BBC radio interview about my ambitions for the future straight after lifting the
trophy in front of the Kop. I simply said that I hoped I played 13 games the following season, so that I would be
given another championship medal. That was the mentality: the title was ours that year, and would be the next
year too. The idea of anyone catching us was unthinkable, not even Manchester United. They were not even a
factor. We were light years ahead—18 titles to their seven—though nobody would have thought to mention the
numbers. It did not matter how many they had to win. We would just get further ahead.
In truth, Sir Alex Ferguson had achieved his stated aim of knocking Liverpool off their perch long before
yesterday’s victory over Chelsea effectively handed United that record 19th title, but anyone with affection for
Anfield will still find the sight of Nemanja Vidic lifting the Premier League trophy—most likely at Blackburn on
Saturday—hard to bear. That is testament to how intense the rivalry between Manchester and Merseyside is. Just
as United’s fans found it hard to give Liverpool credit when we were the pre-eminent force, there will be little
credit where it is due for Ferguson’s achievement from Anfield.
Instead, Liverpool’s fans will concentrate on the one record they have left: five European Cups to United’s
three. And even that may be cut by one at the end of the month.
There is scant solace for Liverpool supporters this morning. Kenny Dalglish has overseen a remarkable
transformation in the club’s fortunes, but it is unrealistic to suggest they are capable of challenging, let alone
beating, United to the title next season. Even worse, there is no prospect of Ferguson retiring any time soon.
When he eventually decides to go, it will be a considerable relief to clubs up and down the country, but there is no
reason why he should do so now. He will not see anything to suggest he will not be as successful next season as
he was this. He will not want to stop at 19. He will be after 20, 21 and 22. Only an outstanding team will be able
to stop him doing that.
Looking at Chelsea at Old Trafford, I am not sure where they go from here. Arsenal needs to invest heavily.
Liverpool is not yet ready. That leaves only Manchester City. They are the danger—and what a challenge that is
for Ferguson, to see off the world’s richest club on his doorstep in his 71 st year.
That is the sort of task that he will relish. If Sheikh Mansour bin Zayed al-Nahyan keeps investing, City will be
true rivals sooner or later and Sir Alex will love the chance to keep his noisy neighbours quiet. But he will know
that, even if United claims a fourth Champions League title, there is much work to be done this summer. Their
performance yesterday was one of champions, but they have looked anything but at times this season. Indeed, so
poor were they away from home in the middle of the campaign that you wondered if a moment of truth that even
Sir Alex could not stave off was on its way.
Even with a league title under his belt, he has four or five players he will soon need to replace. Ryan Giggs has
been magnificent this season and Paul Scholes started the year looking the most technically accomplished
midfielder in the league. But Father Time has caught Scholes. He will catch Giggs, too. Together with Edwin van
der Sar, Rio Ferdinand and Nemanja Vidic, Ferguson needs to replace the irreplaceable.
It was the same at Liverpool in 1990. We were not as good as the 1988 side. Our average age was much higher
than previous teams.
United are not what they were three years ago but Liverpool fans will be distraught that they are still winning.
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West Ham thought about changing their manager at the turn of the year and, with the club relegated from the
Premier League, maybe it would have been a good thing had Avram Grant been replaced at Upton Park.
Owners and football club boards are often castigated for making big decisions such as replacing a manager, but
you only have to look at West Bromwich Albion for evidence that, sometimes, the directors get the big calls right.
Roberto Di Matteo was really unlucky to be sacked as West Bromwich Albion manager in February, but the club
made the change by bringing in Roy Hodgson and, not only have they stayed up, they could even finish the
season in the top 10. Grant must take much of the blame for what has happened at West Ham, but the players are
also culpable for the club’s relegation.
With West Ham United we are not talking about a club who have just come into the Premier League with all
the challenges that brings in terms of squad strength and finances. They are an established top-flight club with
terrific support, but they also have a group of players that should not be anywhere near the relegation zone, never
mind the bottom of the table. I can’t recall the last time that a team with so many England internationals ended up
relegated from the Premier League.
West Ham has a spine of Robert Green, Matthew Upson, Scott Parker and Carlton Cole running through their
team and they are all England internationals. When you look at that quartet, you would say that it would be
impossible for West Ham to be in the position they are in.
They have other good players, too, so something has gone badly wrong somewhere and nobody at Upton Park
can be absolved of the blame.
West Ham have had some horrific results and performances and they are where they deserve to be. Being
relegated is a horrible situation for any club, but it will hit West Ham hard. Players will want to leave and they
will face being another big club with a big fan base playing outside the Premier League. They have paid the
ultimate price, but the likes of Leeds United and Nottingham Forest prove that being a big club with a big support
counts for nothing in the Championship.
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Sooner or later, the balance of football power will shift in Manchester, but despite City’s FA Cup victory
against Stoke, all the money in the world cannot buy the title-winning credentials that have been the bedrock of
United’s success in the Premier League this season.
For all the significance of ending their 35-year wait for a major trophy, City have really only done the easy part
by winning the FA Cup. When it comes to trophies, the FA Cup is merely the icing on the cake for clubs in the top
four because the silverware that really matters comes with winning the Premier League and the Champions
League.
Achieving success in those competitions is the next step for Manchester City and Sheikh Mansour bin Zayed al
Nahyan, having pumped hundreds of millions of pounds into the club, will want to be winning those big trophies.
But taking the next step is not about another lavish spending spree on five or six world-class players this summer.
That will obviously do City no harm, but will it take them closer to winning the league or Champions League
next season? Probably not.
What Roberto Mancini’s team needs are the priceless qualities that have driven Manchester United to the
club’s 19th domestic title this season, but you cannot go out and buy team spirit and that winning bond that has
typified United this year.
At times this season, City has had chances to go top of the Premier League, but on virtually each occasion,
they faltered. That’s not because they lack the players. City’s players are as good as United’s, but the advantage
that Sir Alex Ferguson’s men have over their counterparts at Eastlands is their unity, integrated teamwork and
peerless ability to dig results out.
When City fall behind in games, they tend to stay behind, but United have shown time and again their ability
to fight back and emerge from games with something earned by a late goal or comeback. They have a camaraderie
which has been forged by Ferguson and, quite simply, they are a team. The resilience that has won United the title
is what City hasn’t yet got, but they need to find it if they are to take the next step.
There are two possible reasons why United has emerged as champions this season. The first is that the others
just haven’t been good enough to stop them, but the second and most likely is that they have the edge over their
rivals in terms of being able to get results when things aren’t going their way. They have had some shockers away
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from home this season, more bad performances than I can ever remember, but they have come out of it all as
champions.
United will know, however, that City is not going to go away and, eventually, their neighbours will close the
gap and trigger the shifting of power in Manchester. But there is a huge difference between finishing in the top
four and actually winning the league or Champions League.
To edge closer to those targets, the first thing Mancini must do this summer is find a centre-forward who is
capable of scoring 20 goals a season. Regardless of what happens with Carlos Tévez, whether he leaves the club
or stays for another year, City is still crying out for a reliable centre-forward. Over the last two years, they have
spent close to £100 million on the likes of Emmanuel Adebayor, Roque Santa Cruz, Mario Balotelli and Edin
Dzeko, but they have all proven to be iffy at best. None of them has come anywhere near hitting the heights of
Javier Hernandez at United, and he cost just £6 million.
Mancini spent £27 million to sign Dzeko from Wolfsburg in January and his capture ended City’s lengthy
pursuit of the Bosnian. But from the first time I saw Dzeko play, I had my doubts over his ability to justify his
price tag at Eastlands. Initially, he had the problem of arriving following a mid-season break in the Bundesliga
and that is a hard transition to make. He will have been all over the place because he basically went from being in
pre-season to playing in the Premier League. But he has been at the club for a while and he hasn’t delivered the
goals and I just wonder if he has the mobility required to succeed in England. He isn’t quick enough and I think
he will continue to struggle.
City has the money to make the changes they need to make, however. They obviously have to consider Uefa’s
Financial Fair Play Regulations, but the money men usually find a way around these things and City’s wealth
gives them a massive chance. And the one thing Mancini can be certain of is that Sheikh Mansour will want
success in return for his investment.
Winning the Cup is great and it means everything to the City fans, but if the team are struggling to live up to
expectations next season, they will soon be after the manager. When people pump so much money into anything,
they want results quickly and Mancini knows that the Cup can only be the start.
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The Champions League final will undoubtedly reopen the debate as to whether the Premier League or La Liga
is the world’s best, but this season has already proved that England’s top flight has no equal as the most
competitive and exciting league around.
There can be no denying that Spanish football produces some unbelievable games and I would argue that the
best of La Liga is probably better than the best of the Premier League. Barcelona are the best pass-and-move team
around and Real Madrid easily beat a very good Spurs team in the Champions League quarter-finals last month.
But 21 points separated Spain’s top two from third-placed Valencia and Real scored eight goals against the
bottom club, Almeria, on Saturday, so La Liga lacks the unpredictability which makes the Premier League what it
is.
You can always expect a game between top versus bottom in England, but that is not the case elsewhere.
This season, more than ever, has shown the Premier League to possess the competitive depth that the rest of
Europe’s top leagues lack and you need only to look a Wolves struggling in the bottom three for most of the
season, claiming victories against three of the top four in Manchester United, Chelsea and Manchester City. That
doesn’t mean that the gap between the top clubs and the lesser sides is narrowing, because I don’t believe that it
is.
Big teams have always known they will be in for a game away from home in England, but that has been
evident more than ever this season with the leading clubs going into games in the knowledge that they could get
turned over. With none of the top clubs being wholly impressive away from home, the reality of lesser teams
being capable of getting result has put fear into the minds of the top teams, even more than normal. The declining
numbers of English teams in the last four of the Champions League, from 2008 when we had three, to none last
year and just United this year, suggests that the Premier League is no longer the dominant force it once was.
But there is something intoxicating about the intensity and pace of football in England and everybody wants to
watch it. This season has been a great season from that point of view.
The only problem with being in the Premier League is that clubs face the abyss when they are relegated to the
Championship and any achievements along the way are washed away by the grim reality of relegation.
Blackpool and Birmingham City went into yesterday’s final day of the season having enjoyed terrific success
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prior to their Premier League fate being decided. Birmingham ended their 48-year wait for major silverware by
winning the Carling Cup against Arsenal, while Blackpool have been rightly lauded as being a breath of fresh air
with the way Ian Holloway has overseen his team this year.
Yet neither distinction means a jot if you end up relegated at the end of it. Any success achieved this season
will mean nothing in 10 years’ time if it only served to precede relegation. History shows that relegation from the
Premier League can be the end of some clubs’ hopes of ever playing in the top flight again. The odd few, such as
West Brom, Newcastle and Wolves, have bounced back after relegation, but whatever happened to the likes of
Oldham and Swindon and Bradford City? They have fallen down the leagues, never to be seen again. Many have
been forced into administration and found that the reality of failure in the Premier League can be catastrophic.
But despite the highs enjoyed by Blackpool and Birmingham this season, the harsh reality of life is that
football is a brutal business and sentiment cannot stave off relegation.
It has ultimately been a strange season, however, and the end result of the Footballer of the Year vote tells its
own story. I can’t remember the Footballer of the Year being relegated before, but that is what has happened to
Scott Parker with West Ham. Manchester United have won the title and are 90 minutes away from possibly
winning the Champions League, yet their players missed out on the personal awards. Nemanja Vidic and Edwin
van der Sar have both stood out this season, but there has been no superstar player in the Premier League.
The big winner has been the Premier League itself, because this season has shown it to be the most exciting of
the lot.
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I played in a Liverpool team which dominated Europe and have witnessed the likes of Ajax, Bayern Munich
and AC Milan enjoy similar periods of success, but the current Barcelona team are simply the greatest club side I
have seen.
I say that without hesitation. For all of the dominance we enjoyed at Liverpool or the sustained excellence of
Milan, neither of those teams encapsulated the style and sensational football that Barcelona are now producing to
such a devastating effect. Their football is so easy on the eye and, after the football cynics having had a field day
for so long, Barcelona are such a good advert for the game because they are producing football that has taken the
sport to another level. Even if you are not interested in football, it would be impossible to watch Barcelona’s
performance against Manchester United at Wembley and not marvel at just how good they are.
If you had to produce three robots to deliver 10 out of 10 performances in a football match, they could not
perform any better than Lionel Messi, Xavi and Andres Iniesta did against United. You simply cannot defend
against the three of them when they are in such form. Their quick feet, technique and artistry is phenomenal and it
renders their passing and movement impossible to deal with.
Very little surprises me in football. Wayne Rooney’s overhead kick for United against Manchester City earlier
this was a special moment, but we have seen overhead kicks before. There were moments in the game at Wembley
on Saturday, however, when I saw things that I have never seen before. Barcelona’s inter-passing, Messi’s
movement and ability to find space and the attacking brilliance of their forward players left me wondering how on
Earth you could stop it.
Inter Milan showed last season, when they eliminated Barcelona in the Champions League semi-finals, that
they can be stopped, but to do that, you have to be negative and not allow Barcelona to play. You have to make
sure that you play really well and that they don’t, but Barcelona are so good that it is always going to be
extremely difficult to beat them.
The Liverpool team that I played in during the late 1970s and early 1980s won four European Cups in eight
seasons and I’m certain that we would have given Barcelona a better game than United did at Wembley.
Barcelona decimated an average United team who had no answer to their opponents ability. Our Liverpool team
were a much stronger team than the present United outfit, but we would still have had to find a way of nullifying
Messi, Xavi and Iniesta. You can’t really blame United’s players for the manner of their defeat. Rio Ferdinand and
Nemanja Vidic are two of the best defenders the Premier League has seen, they are clearly no duds, but Barcelona
cut through them like a hot knife through butter.
And in Messi, they have a player who is on a different planet to anybody else. At one point, he dropped his
shoulder and sent three United defenders and half the crowd behind the goal the wrong way. He was absolutely
amazing at Wembley. The hallmark of any player is the ease of which he finds time and space, but Messi
somehow finds that space in an area as congested at that between the six and 18 yard box. He almost dances with
the ball and I have never seen a player with such quick feet and the ability to finish that Messi possesses. The
1913

debate now will be whether he is the best player the world has seen and, at just 23, that is something that can only
be answered once he has replicated his club success on the international stage.
But there can surely be no debate over Barcelona’s standing as the best club side of all-time. I still think that
the best team in the history of the game is Brazil’s World Cup-winning side of 1970, because they had something
like nine sensational players in the same side. But this Barcelona side do remind me of the Brazilians I faced in
1982, the best team never to win the World Cup, because on top of Messi, Xavi and Iniesta they also have a great
goalscorer in David Villa.
The challenge facing Pep Guardiola and his players now is to dominate the Champions League by winning it
again and again for a period of years, like the great dynasties of Real Madrid, Ajax, Bayern, Liverpool and Milan.
It is extremely difficult for any team to do that, but Barcelona are so good that they really could go on to win the
European Cup four or five times on the trot.
216.146 Excerpt from Clara\fn{by Janice Galloway (1955- )} Saltcoats, North Ayrshire, Scotland, United Kingdom
(F) 8
… First-borns, they say, make solid citizens: prepared for, fussed over; complicity with the adult world is
assured. Second-borns are rebels, dissenters. The near miss, it seems, grates. Thirds and fourths fare more
according to personal whim, strength or weakness; and the youngest, wherever they occur, can twist the world
round their effordess, pretty fingers. Monday’s child, of course, is fair, Tuesday’s is graceful and no one wants to
give birth on a Wednesday if they can help it. Predictions and games, where’s the harm? They shield folk,
however temporarily, from implacable statistics. Which everyone knows not from learning but what they see, and
what they see is that children die. One in four. Stillbirths to accidents, complications and disease, hands fresh
from the cavities of cadavers to those of labouring women, wiped once or twice on still-bloody aprons. One in
four won’t make the age of five. Visit the graveyard and the evidence is everywhere, every coffin maker has stock
in varying degrees of tiny size. Women die too, especially in hospitals—dear God, none but the desperate, the
destitute or the dead enter hospitals—the whole business of medicine and its institutions is fraught. Rumour has it
they guess half the time and so they do, but people fall sick, people feel pain and one must do something. Patients,
however, are wary. Unless death is likely in any case, the processes of birth must do as they will and that means
one in four. Town and county, rich and poor, in no order one could reasonably foresee, avoid, account for; without
resort to numbers, everyone knows the odds.
Friedrich lusted for Clara irrespective of her sex. Before he knew what she was, who she was, he knew what
she would be: the greatest pianist he could fashion, his brightness, a star. He never allowed himself to think she
would not survive. He had worried for Adelheid and what had it meant? The crunch of his miniscule fists, the blue
cast of his lips. Adelheid died before there was much to see, but what there was, Friedrich remembered. He
remembered very clearly. White-blond, unlike either parent. Some children are like that; they lack a stamp of
physical belonging. As though they were built in error. His first-born, then, was a failure.
Clara arrived on the first day of the working week, full head of dark hair first, eyes open if the midwife was to
be believed. The weight of her in his arms, when he held her, was solid. His true first-born, he thought. He felt her
struggle against the shawl. And there and then a tightness in his chest welled up, so sudden, so powerful, he was
forced to sit lest he fall. It was a sensation he had never experienced before and it frightened him more than a
little. He sat with his eyes closed, listening to his own breathing as it shuddered under control, steadied itsel£ The
smell of her, like warm fruit, soothed him. But soothing was softness, and softness counted for nothing in this life.
His eyes still closed, the moment suggesting itsel£ Friedrich prayed. He absorbed the subtle scent of her and
prayed for iron. She would see strength, this child. She would acquire it, too. This time, it would be different.
Done, he looked down at her wide-open eyes, her jet-black head, saw her looking back. It was not foolish to think
so. This child was here for the duration.
What her mother thought he never asked. The Lord gave and the Lord took away, and why was not a question.
Marianne, he felt sure, was grateful for Blessings Bestowed. Marianne’s life was full of Blessings—he reminded
her often—including a body that healed quickly, a mind that soaked up notes like a blotter and the capacity to
perform well. These were not to be buried beneath maternal obligations. The housemaid was a suitable nurse,
dumb as a sheep, perhaps, but capable. He was sure Johanna was capable. After three months of screaming colics
and night feeds, Marianne was sure too. She bound her breasts and handed the child over. Johanna it was, then,
who saw to feeds and chewing rusks, the awkwardnesses of mittens, bibs and bonnets. She boiled wetting cloths
and nightdresses, tiny pinafores and gruel. She worked the baby’s legs and arms, kept an eye on the stair edge,
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placed ornaments on higher shelves, cleared up vomit, spills, shit and fingerprints; saw off wind and night terrors
with equal efficiency if she heard them. By the time of Alwin’s arrival she was practised; by the time of Gustav’s,
mechanical. When Marianne took to sleeping in the afternoons, Friedrich found the little girl trailing him.
Stopping when he stopped, waiting. What’s more, he let her. He had plans for the child and they could begin now,
more unconventionally than he had imagined, but certainly now. He showed her the workrooms, let her sit in on
lessons, encouraged her to listen if she could not afticulate. He swung his watch like Mesmer, repeated her name.
*
Father.
Father taught. Father talked a lot in a noticeable voice. He instructed. He had a straight back, a scratchy face.
His boots were shinier than any other boots she had ever seen or could imagine; they made music on the cobbles
from their leather soles. Father walked. He certainly walked. He walked off tempers and to increase his joy of
living. He walked to cafés and meeting houses, to avoid excessive coach fares and to enjoy the Rosenthal. And
after all that, there was more. Walks were not just walks, dear me, no. They were meetings and connections,
parades and snubs. They were A FUNCTION OF SOCIAL ORDER. EXERCISE IN FRESH AIR. Strengthening the body
in general and the lungs in particular, walks made PROTECTION AGAINST DISEASE AND CONTAGION. They
MAINTAINED PRESENT HEALTH AND PERSPECTIVE, CONTROLLED YOUTHFUL EXCESSES AND ENCOURAGED
CRITICAL REFLECTION. Walks were lessons and discipline, sound preparation for a sound and godly life. And

walks were silent. Along the river, through moors and woodland, over pebbles, tracks, fields, bells and walking
sticks were all one heard and rightly so, rightly so. On their walks, the Wiecks walked.
Start at the green door. When it closes, follow the heels in front (black, regular, heavy of tread) right through
the Neumarkt, past the hawkers and water boys, the porters and haulers. Buy nothing. Keep walking. Past the
gutterless streets, the two crossed hunting horns on the house that marks the end of University Square, past the
newspaper offices, the broken wall scrawled with foreign words, the names of homesick soldiers, to the city gates,
then on again till the road turns brown, becomes indistinguishable from dirt. This is one way to the edge of
Leipzig, before the road to somewhere else. It’s nowhere. Other people stop here, make circuits round the town
like dancing bears. Not you. You keep walking. Soon, there is no road at all, only footpaths, hedgerows, puddles.
Stand still and the toes of your boots disappear, sink whole into mud that sucks when you try to reclaim them,
draws down. Keep walking.
*
The memory is clear to the end of her life and why is no mystery. They did this every day. Father and daughter,
she from the age of four with her white baby bonnet and loosened strings. When it rained his coat (mud green, the
colour of a river in spate) smelled like wet chickens. His skin stank of leather and the stick he carried in his hands.
Her memories carry blisters, the sensation of skin loosening, tearing away from the tissue beneath at every step,
the tang of wet woodland filling her nose. Her feet were damp: the price of owning only one pair of stout boots, of
not drying them as fully as she might. But wet boots were her affair, no one else’s. She would not complain. She
bit her lip as she saw her mother often do, did it without thinking, and kept going, the hem of her pinafore turning
darker with every step, the trackless mud paths splashing. Up and overhead, however, was a lattice of leaves with
light razing between, a watery sun promising more. Up there was the whole sky, and Father himself; lofty as a
monument, his hat brim an eclipse. Gray hair flared at his temples, the studs on his heels clapped like hooves and
he was handsome, she thought; a man not to be trifled with.
Once he caught her looking at him, not watching her feet at all but him, and whether he was pleased or not was
hard to say. His face changed not at all, but he stared down the length of his considerable nose and spoke: The sky
is growling, listen! The sky is growling. These words, their strangeness. That the sky might growl might be a
threatening thing despite the fact that God lived there, was impossible to believe. For a moment, and only a
moment, doubt made a trapdoor in her stomach. What, she wondered, split-second dazzled and terrified, what if
God did not help them when the growling came? And then, as she thought it, it did. Thunder. The sky rolled
darker and the low rolling noise of a coming storm made her turn her head, and single spits of rain smacked close
to her eyes. Seconds later, the sky opened like a tear in a shop awning and she heard his footfalls behind her,
picking up speed as he moved away. Afraid of being left here, she turned on her heel, saw him ahead of her and
started running. Perhaps her foot caught on her skirt hem, perhaps she slipped on rotted leaves; perhaps she had
no excuse at all. But she remembers falling, tumbling headlong, the trees flipping over her head and a cracking of
twigs loud in her ears. There was pain, but nothing pressing; a peppering of dirt on her hands.
And when she raised her eyes, sure that now he had marched away without her, there he was, raised to his full
height, looking back. He glanced at her hands and eased back his shoulders. Up, he said. Up. And Clara stood.
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She refused to cry out despite the stinging, refused to allow any halt in her stride. She hitched her dress to her
ankles and merely walked. In the time it took to reach him, something was decided. You’ll do, he said gently as
she reached his side. You’ll do. Whatever it meant, it pleased him. Only then did he reach out to her. He dusted her
hands, smoothed her coat over her flat child-hips ignoring the downpour as though it was not there. When they set
off once more, he walked closer to shield her and she was quite sure. Father was not afraid of anything.
Everything came right. Lest he feel forced to slow down, be disappointed that he had misjudged her, she widened
her step. He looked down, then, watched her doing it. She was quite sure he was smiling.
*
And Mother? Ah. Mother.
Mother sang. Mother rocked her sometimes, rocked without her sometimes. Mother stayed at home with
Mozart, swollen as a sow. Mother played. Mother played.
*
Clara would never remember her mother taking the stage pushing her belly in front of her, but she would
recollect the fullness of her dress and the body beneath, a handing over of flowers, a suggestion of embrace. That
they had gripped her mother’s body while someone was living inside it always came as a shock; a queer,
unseemly thing to be able to recall. It spoke of something intimate, a closeness at one time unremarkable. One
embraced Mother, she was the shape she was. It may, have happened only once, but it happened. She recalls a
baby, a red face and wizened hands, upturned saucer eyelids purple and twitching. Which brother is uncertain. She
remembers a picnic in a muddy field, the sleeve of a gauze dress caught on a thorn bush, a torn fingertip leading
to outraged misery, Father shouting. A hand clutching her own, tight enough to hurt. She recalls her mother
standing next to her, far back from the platform, the crowding close of people. When Clara thought of her mother,
she thought of singing, the anchors she once thought written notes made on the page, cloth. She thought of terrible
fear and pity mixed. She thought of Woyzeck.
Whose idea it had been she could not say. But she had been there. She forgot it for years but it came back,
piecemeal, slow, from the bottom of mud. And what came was this. A man between soldiers, their blue jackets
shutters on either side of his white face; stand-on-end hair, a dust-pale shirt, black-red lips. He talked to himself:
or at least his mouth moved. His teeth were brown. In prison, they said, he had bitten iron bars. The imprisonment
was uncontested nonetheless. Woyzeck had killed a woman because she would not walk in public with him, and
because she would not love him as he wished. He had taken her to the riverside—she went, it seemed, without
suspicion—and there, at the water’s edge, stabbed her till the tide turned purple. Afterwards he ran away. He hid
the knife in his shirt. But they found him talking out loud about what he had done and they took him to the
Rathaus to decide what to do. Voices did it, he said. They had incited him; angels and devils beneath the ground.
He was misunderstood, the world despised him, and the voices had told him the source of his misery and how to
put it right. They locked him up immediately, watched him pace his cell. He tore at his hair till it stood on end. He
talked incessantly to what was not there. His warders said Woyzeck was mad, from lack of love, from
motherlessness, from bad luck, maybe, but mad all the same. Dr. Carus, however, did not. Dr. Carus—Clara
knows Dr. Carus, likes the chime of his name against hers, that he comes to their house and sings, plays the piano
prettily—said his voices were nothing particular: loneliness was all that crazed him and since Dr. Carus was a
doctor and his opinion counted, Woyzeck was found sane enough to be publicly killed.
All this she did not know as she stood there, at least not in detail. Of course not. She saw only what she saw,
heard only the voices on all sides. The afternoon Clara recalls is mostly a man, a platform, a terrible sword. And
she knew that words had been the cause. Something had spoken in his ear and he had listened. Woyzeck, the
whispered-to, the murderer, standing on a purpose-built raft in the middle of Leipzig, a show for the public gaze
and she, somehow, had seen. She recalls him kneeling down, his shock of hair red as brushfire, his shut eyes and
these whispering, silent, red-black lips. The rest is only telling. He refused a blindfold so the sword was to be
drawn behind him. It was thought kinder. He had written a prayer and spoke it aloud. After that, perhaps sensing
the movement of the swordsman, he had shouted aloud. Think oj me on your wedding day. What did it mean? A
foreigner in a foreign land, hearing things, talking nonsense in his final moments. That they cut off his head in one
slice, that her mother had held her hand, that her father had been there—all this was theory. A four-year-old with a
nun’s expression, one of the citizens of Leipzig come to see justice dispensed, there to learn, she seemed
singularly to have failed.
Her father had not been irritated by the crowds or the watching, the holding high of children that they might
see; he found the whole thing merely vulgar. Even if they had not held up the head afterwards like the bloody
French, the crowding and selling of souvenirs was difficult to thole.\fn{ Endure} Woyzeck’s last words, however,
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amused him and he repeated them often. Love may well be a path to ruin, he said crisply. Undisciplined passion
most certainly is. He looked down his long nose at Marianne, the bride of his heart, pulling on his gloves. Beware,
he said, smiling after a fashion, the primrose path of wedding days.
*
Not long after this, then. Not long. There was a journey to see Grandma in Plauen, her mother all in gray. She
recalls the colour, the scrub of the cloth against her face, the cold crush of its linen folds. It must have been
summer because of the flowers, something fresh and yellow in a vase, Easter long gone. Of the events prior to this
journey, the decisions that led to it, she knows nothing even now. That something serious had happened,
something to split a life in two, did not show. Plauen was only Plauen; they had been to see Grandma before.
Viktor in the crook of Mother’s arm, still feeding from her body when he got the chance, Grandmother throwing a
ball. Alwin and Gustav had not come too but this was nothing new. The baby was new, he required to be shown;
his brothers were not an issue. Mother smelled of blood and the dog followed her. The dog would not sit still if
she came near. People visited as ever but their talk was lower, more hushed and someone, someone unplaceable,
took her on their knee and rocked her. It made her uncomfortable, a stranger swaying her back and forth.
Over days, the whole visit became cloying. It was too long, too purposeless. Too dearly not home. The
birdsong was too loud and the air was always sticky, pending thunder. After a while it dawned. There was no
music. Home was stuffed with it: the same phrases of the same concerto for days on end, ringing on in echoes in
spaces in your own head. Here in Plauen the piano lid stayed shut. Mother didn’t touch the keys at all. A book
appeared in Clara’s mind, red morocco covers with embossed lettering, W-E-B-E-R, each figure raised and dusted
with gold. The pages inside were thick, their edges curled and dark with use. Perhaps she missed the book, the
music it held inside. Sometimes she was almost moved to speak, but didn’t. Not more than a baby herself but she
knew already. This terrible hiatus. There was only so much longer it could go on.
*
Saxon Law, Napoleonic Law. It’s all the same.
Children are property; men are property owners. It was certainly the law.
Soon Clara, newly five, sits next to strangers near open window spaces of a post-chaise. She wears the new
boots that were the present from her grandfather, her best pinafore, the apron Grandmother stitched with her own
hands. It’s not cold but Mother’s face looks bitten and her hands shiver. All Grandmother does is sniff. Someone
opposite wears a coat like a ploughed field, doesn’t speak for the whole journey. He spits on the floor and Mother
moves her feet. Blots of phlegm shine like eggs, sliding as the chaise rocks. He says nothing, this man, only
coughs and spits, and does not admit anyone else is there. Mother, however, talks a lot—Look, Clara, the trees!
The rabbits! Soon you’ll see Alwin again; won’t it be good to see Alwin?—talking far too much, truth be told,
wrapping Viktor tighter in his towl. How Gustav will have missed you! For a moment when she says this
Grandmother seems to laugh but it isn’t that. Nothing feels like a joke. The man with the coat has a yellow face
and when his eyes meet hers, an accident, she looks away. When the man coughs again, she fetches a scarf up to
Clara’s nose, holds it there, tight. Grandmother takes the baby and Mother fusses in the bag beneath her feet. The
bag has stockings and dresses, pattens, a winter cape. She saw them packed. Why, she has no idea. The winter
cape stays in Plauen, too awkward to ferry back and forth, but not this time. This time everything, everything of
Clara’s at least, is coming too. Where Mother’s bags might be never occurs. They will be somewhere. They’re not
a child’s concern. Through the open window space a distant steeple hoves into view, back out again. The trees
turn russet, horses run in the fields. The coat-man coughs. His whole body rattles. There is nothing to play with,
nothing to see.
Then comes Altenberg; Altenberg with fresh horses and pie sellers, pumps for water, an inn. This time, there is
also Hanna in her old cap and dun skirts, with a bag on her arm, her knitting, and the sight is so pleasing the child
breaks rules and runs. Johanna stands there, laughing to see her do it—as if she would forget her Johanna even
after these months! As if! And Johanna strokes her cheek as though they had arranged to meet here, as though
nothing was unusual in this place, this happenstance, at all. She has bread and apples in her bag, a pastry twist.
Clara may choose. Since no one says they are not, she assumes them birthday presents, maybe from Papa too, and
thinking it fills her up so she wishes only to own them, not eat. In any case, there’s the rest of the journey to go
and the carriage jolts. It would not do to be sick, the same length of journey to go. For that’s what’s coming. It’s
clear now. What else can they be doing in this place? Altenberg, a crossroads, the way to somewhere else. All five
together; they are met up as they should be and they’re going home. No one else seems to know, however.
Mother and Johanna stand apart; don’t greet each other. Even when Clara holds up the pastry to Viktor’s lips,
knowing he is asleep and can’t eat pastry in any case, no one smiles. When the porter shouts for passengers and
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it’s time, Clara turns to wait for their first move. She watches their faces.. The horse brasses clank. Mother and
Grandmother do not move. Something calls in the wood, one bird to another, and everyone stands as still as a
picture. The driver tests his whip.
Just as Clara begins to be uncertain they are leaving at all, Johanna’s hand slips into her own, tugging. Tugging
the wrong way. Clara watches her mother and grandmother stay put, feels herself inched forward, away from them
without her co-operation. Johanna keeps pulling, more definitely now, and Grandmother, still within touching
distance, calls as if from far away. You’ll see Mama soon, she says, very, very soon. Viktor is held out, a package
being shown of£ and Clara can’t understand. Why should she look at Viktor now? And despite her rheumatism,
her weakness in the joints, Grandmother kneels. Clara has never seen her grandmother kneel and is faintly
appalled. What is she doing? Viktor is staying with Mama, Mother says. Goodbye, Clara. Johanna’s hands are
clinging like mud, sucking her away. We will see you soon. Very soon. Without being able to account for the
footsteps that take her there, Clara’s boots find the first of the coach steps and begin to stumble upwards out of
habit. Grandmother is struggling to her feet again and Viktor is waking up. Clara can see a hand emerge from the
layers, its scorched redness against the white. He cries and no one comforts him, no one says anyrhing at all. The
horses move from hoof to hoof and, from inside the carriage, someone’s hands are reaching down. They bracelet
her arms and Clara pushes up on her toes to help. It is what a good girl does. She helps. As she rises, lifting out of
sight, the child checks over her shoulder one last time. There is a glimpse of Grandma folding like paper, hands
lifting to cover her mouth, Mother’s face the colour of milk, then nothing but arms, black woollen sleeves against
them, the scent of leather. Something is wrong. Johanna pushes, someone in the carriage hauls. Something is
terribly wrong.
*
After that? The sound of rain.
The cold seeping through the woollen blanket over her knees. Johanna, silent as stone. That’s all. That’s all.
*
Presumably he collected her. Presumably someone held her, even if in passing, as they helped her down. If
only for that short period of time, it’s something. If she had not been so sure on her feet they might have carried
her, which affords embrace by default, but she seems to have had no aptitude for that kind of artifice, no way to
ask. Her father’s daughter, she returned to the house at Leipzig on her own two feet, blisters starting on her heels.
A new house with no flowers in its name. This house had no name at all. Papa was up and waiting, of course. He
did not ask where her mother was. Maybe he knew. Maybe everyone knew but her. Her brothers were already
asleep, he said, leading her up stairs she only half remembered. He would take her to her room. Brother. Her
room. She had been in Plauen too long, could picture only Viktor, her grandmother’s bed, yet that was not his
meaning. For here she was, going up different stairs entirely, to a room that smelled like staleness and crumbs, not
babies; a room that was nonetheless hers. Hers. You are home now, he said. With Papa. Home with Papa where
you have always been. And he drew the shutters. And always will be. She heard them thud shut. A jug of cold
water sat near the bed, a blue flannel. One candle. Johanna prised what was left of the pastry from Clara’s hand,
pushed gently till the rim of the mattress was near enough to lift her towards it in one swoop. Her feet did not
reach the floor. Slowly, one eyelet at a time, Hanna worked on the laces of her boots.
*
Next day she ate no breakfast. Her father noticed but did not force. A man who was once a domestic tutor, who
understood children, he knew best when to leave alone. The violent shaking of the coach, airless interiors and
poor roads—the after-effects of travel on a child’s system were only to be expected. Besides, fasting had its
limitations; he saw no need to insist when nature would do it without his intrusion. In time, he told Johanna, in
time. She’ll eat when she’s hungry. Soon after, he found her standing at the window, her chin barely reaching over
the inside sill. What held her attention? Outside, he saw only a man grooming a dray, carters unloading wood. No
carriages. No one coming. She kept looking out nonetheless. He fetched his hat, then issued Johanna with the
day’s directions. The housekeeper now, the only woman of the house, she needed little telling, but checking was
never wasted, in his opinion.
On his way out he saw a bundle of what appeared to be rags in the parlour. Not rags. His daughter, flat on her
stomach. It took a moment to realise she was peering under the couch. A mouse, silverfish, something must have
caught her eye. Something small. Who can tell what happens in the mind of a child? He had left full orders for the
day, set to begin at eight. Let her lie watching silverfish till then, he thought, suddenly indulgent. Johanna would
set her right only minutes from now. To be perfectly sure, he warned the new housemaid to check for vermin,
reminded Johanna to set Clara to polishing the forks, then left with his house and spirits to rights. The sky was
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clear, cloudless. Herr Wieck would not show it was anything else. He walked to the Coffeebaum, ticking lists in
his head, making plans, many plans. First, exercise: the best medicine for a troubled digestion. It was clear the
child’s digestion was at fault. After lunch, whether she had eaten or not, he would take her out. He would take her
out for four miles. After that, sleep. After that? He made many plans.
*
Six days after her fifth birthday, then, near four o’clock in the evening, her father led Clara to the piano. He
pulled his daughter, his brightness, next to him, tilted her chin, raised her right hand close to her face and looked
at her. Hard. Five, he said. Five. Look.
He raised his hand to the window that she might see the spread of his fingers, the bright translucent blood
colour in the spaces between.
The thumb is One. This here is Two. This, Three. He counted out loud till each was called something. Five, he
said. One. Two. Three. Four. Five. Then he raised her left hand and did the same again.
Clara, Clürchen, this child chosen for greatness, waited till he was done, then she looked at him, her face
steady, her mouth a tight line. I know this, her eyes said. I know this already.
To his credit, Friedrich laughed.
*
Clefs are the keys to the kingdom. Not quite a joke, but close. Kingdom. When he said it she fancied vast stretches
of territory, huge brass locks tooled with iron studs, tumblers the size of fists sludding into place. The gates to
other, more magical, worlds. Clefs are the keys. Her head filled with pictures, ideas: what these keys might open if
they became wholly her own. That they would she had no doubt. No one did. The thing was never in question. It
was only a matter of acquisition.
First, I stress the necessity for the Young of frequent open-air Exercise. Second, I am opposed to forcing or delaying
the Work of Active Education. If a Child is attracted to something, and can understand it tolerably well, teach! Do not
worry unduly about his Age! Remember it does no good to allow a Child entirely his own way, but neither is it good
merely to drill him. One must take pleasure in one’s Calling, and interest the Pupil in the Work before him. Find his
Natural Enthusiasm! As for Moral Education, the most important—I stress that to teach the Child to be a Good Man is
the Highest Goal of Humanity. The power of the Christian faith to this end will be denied only by those with no
Religion at all, so teach that too. There are those, of course, who say Children should be taught no Religion before the
age of ten because Children lack the necessary understanding. To them I say: Religion, and especially with Children,
should be a matter not only of Understanding but also of the Heart. God, Religion and Virtue vibrate together in
response to the slightest touch when one is young. Spare no reasonable rod. To do so is to give in to easy
sentimentalism that will later give cause for regret. A Child remembers little of Childhood, of how things begin, of the
Necessary Coercive Discipline of the new: they retain only the Good Effects which result. The Mind and the Tree bend
best when young. And Children forget. They forget. That may be borne in Mind.

In whose mind, though? Whose?
This sickly boy, the runt of five brothers. Nobody else in the family played or even liked music much; no one
in the whole town, when he came to think of it. Pretzsch. Between Wittenberg and Torgau on the Elbe. Nowhere.
From his bedroom window he watched coopers springload barrels into shape, his neighbours cobbling shoes,
metalworkers and hedge-cutters, sawers and bangers, people who butchered meat. Almost everyone in town had
brown nails and the tanner’s were black. Friedrich’s were white. The sight of them flicking the pages of books,
pale as the paper itself: gave his mother pleasure. Quiet pleasure, but pleasure nonetheless. Sometimes he read
aloud from these books while she worked in the kitchen, mixing blood into pudding meal, boiling dough; by and
large, though she never said, they bored her. Some of them bored Friedrich too, but that was beside the point.
When he looked out of the window, saw what surrounded him, he knew one thing. Books were his future. Nobody
laughed at the short-sightedness, the occasional sickness of an academic, it was taken for granted—that’s how
Bookish Sorts were. His hands were hopeless, his father said, not much troubled; he’d better be good with his
head and where head workers went was college. What for? Not music. He liked music—who didn’t—but music
wasn’t work. Music, like doctoring and jurisprudence, was a pastime for rich boys, a marriage market
enhancement for girls. Someone needed to teach such but it wouldn’t be Friedrich. Friedrich had never had a
lesson in his life. He could self-teach all he liked, but without lessons, real lessons, who in their right mind would
call him professor?
Religion, on the other hand, that was a living. Religion was what every clever boy from a nothing background
studied: it made him into a something. Snotty clerks from Paris had pared down the opportunities, it was true,
posts and promotions in that direction were not what they were, but what else was there? Besides, he looked the
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part. The skin of his face broke out, it peeled and worried at him, his hair was always needing cut: the church was
clearly his natural home.
Fifteen, then, with one jacket, the legs of his trousers a comedy, he left home for Torgau and learned. He
learned to walk everywhere, talk loudly to cover the noises from his growling gut, hide his threadbare shirt cuffs
urider the shiny rims of his jacket sleeves. He learned how stupid and lacking in anything of foresight, vigour or
intellect those who surrounded him were. He learned not to point it out. He learned the value of geniality and
found he was good at it: for all he hardly drank and gambled less, he was popular. People who could tell a joke, he
found, were. He practised anecdotes, caricatures and casual asides in his shaving glass, keeping his chin keen. He
played the school’s clavier and let drunkards sing to his accompaniment, as though he didn’t mind at all: for an
hour’s playing, teaching himself before the others were even awake, it was fair trade. And playing the clavier
mattered. Not just because it did, but because it was the thing.
Once a week, a local carter brought him bread, his mother’s hand- prints baked on the crust. Before long, he
found something to go with it. His landlord’s little daughter needed a tutor, a cheap tutor; the landlord’s wife
made good soup. Soup wasn’t money but it was soup, and exchange wasn’t robbery. Soup for reading would do. It
came as a surprise how well teaching suited, however. The way the child looked at him when she grasped a new
idea was gratifying; this growing clarity between her brows came from him. He was forming something, he felt,
as he watched her struggle over her diphthongs, spit out sense: forming her. Soon, a boy from a richer family
earned him mutton on Sundays, a place at the table to eat it. And places at tables meant introductions, something
he’d never have achieved by birth. He met minor officials, prissy administrators and lesser dignitaries, all with
children and tables of their own. A student at Wittenberg, a proper university boy now, it was no more than he
deserved. He was, he fancied, a real pedagogical catch, and those who paid him found few reasons to argue. He
drilled the children well, threw religious teaching in for nothing and, apart from a tendency to mount a high horse
now and then, had no real vices. He learned the value of good notepaper, a legible hand, how to spell soirée.
He saw the rage for pianos—every girl in Vienna played, they said, every house held a Pleyel or a Graf a
Broadwood, a Stein—was no passing fad. Burning now, he begged six lessons from Milchmeyer; Milchmeyer,
with his callipers, the rims of grease round his stockings; who thought he knew how much it meant to the poor
boy to give him something for nothing; who told him there was nothing in this life to fear; Milchmeyer who
would never know exactly what he started, but who did it anyway. He wrote to Spohr, Weber, Meyerbeer,
yearning to hear something of fellow feeling. He learned a little of composition, a lot of musical theory and he
spoke to Bargiel, the house piano teacher. He spoke a great deal to Bargiel. Mozart earned his bread this way,
made rank count for nothing against talent. If the French had assisted nothing else with their butchering each
other, their revolting and tearings apart, they had at least achieved this: ownership of land and title, possession of
wigs and swords no longer governed everything. Despite what his parents believed, futures these days were no
longer fixed. You could earn them. And music, the teaching of notes and fingers, was a highly desirable
commodity.
By the time his religious studies were done, young Friedrich knew something. He knew something spiritual
and something material, one and the same, and he knew it better than he knew anything else. God no longer
wanted Friedrich for a priest, if he ever had. Lord no! God wanted Friedrich for the piano. What else explained his
fascination, his feeling of kinship for the instrument? Something about its hamstrung innards, its rickle of ivory
slats, kept drawing him almost against his will. Dependent and tyrannical, willing and resistant, the piano soothed
and irritated in equal measure. You could spend your life trying to tame the brute, coaxing it, pursuing its
relentless demand for mastery. What music it could make: an orchestra in a box! It was peerless. Yet it was
nothing, no more than a stranded whale, without a human operative. Without him.
Further, though he would never have said it out loud, there was something about the piano Friedrich admired.
It wasn’t too strong a word. There was something unyielding, something stoic in the demeanour of the pianoforte
he admired very much. Yell at it in frustration, kick it now and then; weep, beg the beast to yield something
beautiful this time—the piano went on being exactly what it was. No pity, no giving save what was deserved and
not always that much. Exactly like God, he thought once, once only, then banished the thought as blasphemous. It
needed no philosophy, this feeling. And what he felt was this: singing was a Profound Thing, a Passionate Thing,
the body itself as music; but the piano, this stiff black box in the corner of the drawing room, since first he
touched his fingers to the keys, watched the hammers flail like anemone fronds, was Meant for Him. Realising its
earning potential was merely the final push in a jump he’d have taken anyway, sooner or later. As things stood,
sooner made sense from every angle. It took some time for him to write to his father, crafting the right line. He hit
it eventually and, when he wrote the words, he wrote them with satisfaction. I will, it seems, make oj my hands a
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hopeful thing after all.
Meanwhile, Friedrich taught. From one minor member of the nobility to another, a Hauslehrer chafing only
slightly at his livery, he listed rules and plotted his next life, as teachers do. While war altered the landscape, the
rules around him, while teachers were ten a penny and roaming the streets like tinkers, he taught as though his life
depended on it. Afterwards, while Germany went about the business of making itself afresh, he found his business
partner; within months, a wife. He’d travelled to the eye infirmary in Leipzig for treatment and when they cleared
the pus out of his eyes he saw her. Marianne. A French name. Something, call it romance for the sake of argument,
seemed a viable option. She played, she sang, she looked decorative, she was eighteen (here he preened himself
when he told the tale so folk would appreciate the humour) possessed of excellent taste. She laughed at his jokes.
And she was well connected, well trained. Her grandfather was a flautist, a composer: the name Tromlitz was
known.
With no further need for its medical services, his eyes keen as blades, he came back to Leipzig again, again.
There were food shortages, threats of more; walls needing to be rebuilt. But the town was tough, its people were
tough. They were survivors. They’d nurtured Bach and books, had no nobility to speak of; its censors and town
clerks did not swagger as much as in other places he could name. There was a university. A great battle had been
fought and won here, Leipzig writing itself further into the roots of the future. There were many families, many
daughters. Many, many claviers. On the fourth trip, old Tromlitz introduced Friedrich to half the Gewandhaus
orchestra and Marianne wore a muslin sheath, a French collar round her slender neck. He had no doubts left.
Leipzig would suit him very well indeed.
*
Herr Wieck has a fine house, a busy house. It sits on the slope of a hill, is solid and dry. Anyone can show you
where it is, over the warehouse. He makes his living from Steins, Broadwoods and dummy keyboards, buy, sale or
rent. Finger stretchers, strings and tuning forks, old bits of baby grand, physiharmonicas, second-hand violins,
whole actions, manuscript loans, books, a lending library of sheet music straight from Vienna—he does it all. He
holds soirées where all sorts turn up—publishers, composers, the opera director, editors of music rags, students,
doctors with refined tastes, their hangers-on and, if they can sing, their wives and daughters. They play till the
small hours so the whole street hears. He wrote a letter to Paganini once; got within touching distance of
Beethoven. His wife ran away, it’s true (they recall that third appearance at the Gewandhaus, the concerto when
she sat before the keys at some distance—mere days before their third was born) but they’ll say this: she left with
good reviews. Excellent reviews. He’s the best teacher in Leipzig—in Saxony! Anyone will tell you. Little places,
big ears. Folk know each other by repute or gossip or self-advertisement. Everyone knows Herr Wieck.
*
Leipzig, he thinks, looks well. Every night he stands at his window looking out and over the rise and fall of
this city, and that it looks any other way does. not enter his head. These twisty lanes leading off behind Grimaisse
Strasse are unthreatening; no city walls shut at night, no curfew, no palatial residence or in situ royalty to raise
taxes for no good reason at all. There’s paving underfoot and the streets are lit. Even when the moon passes
behind a cloud, one may see. Every evening he checks it’s still the case, and it is. Which means peaceful. Now,
and at last, Leipzig is a stable place in which plans can flourish away from sudden catastrophe, riots, looting and
revolution and amen to that. They conscript like everywhere else, but that’s no concern to Friedrich now. He
slipped through his twenties, his thirties, intact; they’ll not pursue him now. Leipzig is safe as houses haha. So.
Two sets of shutters, a glass of Rhenish, the inordinate satisfaction of the solitary evening to come. Tonight he’ll
spend it with Rousseau.
Only Berliners call Rousseau seditious these days; that’s Berlin for you. That’s why he wouldn’t live there. It’s
too fancy and it’s full of bureaucrats. It’s too full of Berliners. Whatever they say, he knows the truth: Rousseau is
the best of pedagogy and this is the best translation. He knows because Bargiel told him and he has no reason to
mistrust Bargiel. Leather-bound, well-thumbed; some places fall open without forcing. He stands at the fire to let
it do that, choose for itself what he should read. After a while he moves to the settle. Never lie when you can sit,
sit when you can stand, stand when you can walk—he knows that, but it’s been a long day. He sits.
Before long, he puts his book spine up beside him, scrambles a pen into ink and writes something down. He
scans his own notes from years before, jottings he made last month, earlier this week, today. He makes notes on
these notes, stands again, attacks a pile of manuscripts on the table. One he checks again, memorises a sequence,
making sure. Certitude takes effort, always worthwhile, but effort nonetheless.
After that, he trims the candles. They’re cheap and smoke but they’re what there is and he has more to do: lists
of pupil progress, letters of account, schemes for the lessons ahead. Later, he’ll filter pieces in order of technical
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difficulty, select exercises, build his repertoire of options. He does this every week, often more than once. Dussek.
Clementi. Czerny. Eberl. Gelinek. Woelfl. Müller. These are his work, Great Teachers are his work. They run in
his head till the ink is dry in the pot, till his eyes turn pink. Duty is duty, after all! Berger. Ries. Cramer. Hummel
—well. Hummel goes without saying. Hummel is the greatest teacher of all time. That one day he will join him
goes without saying too. He waits up in the night, imagining fresh lettering on the spine of a hand-tooled book
while Hummel’s words to the already wise dance before his eyes.
Notes on Fingering
1 Simple finger-order in successions of figures
2 Passing the Thumb under other fingers or other fingers over the Thumb (ie, vice versa)
3 Omission of fingers in acquisition of technique
4 Changing a finger with another on the Same Key
5 The passing of a shorter finger under a longer or a longer over a short (ie, vice versa)
6 Change of fingers on a key with note repeated, moreover the frequent repeated use of the same finger on several keys
7 Alternation of hands; interposition of the hands; fluidity of the hands
8 All of the above with concentration on fourth finger
9 The fourth finger
10 The fourth

He falls asleep making imaginary corrections, improving on the best. Future generations are whispering in his
head. Herr Wieck, they say, they say it admiringly and without doubt, Herr Wieck is the greatest authority. It goes
without saying.
216.104 Excerpt from Zugzwang: A Novel\fn{by Ronan Bennett (1956- )} Merville Garden Village, Newtonabbey,
Wales, United Kingdom (M) 6
1
On a raw March morning, on the Moika Embankment near Politseisky Bridge, two men accosted the respected
liberal newspaper editor O.V. Gulko. Witnesses later told the police that the taller of the two appeared to berate
Gulko in an agitated manner and that Gulko, evidently perceiving himself to be under physical threat, became
anxious and attempted to extricate himself from this unwanted attention. The same young man then produced a
knife and his companion a revolver. A shot was fired.
Gulko did not fall dramatically but, according to the same witnesses’ accounts, slowly folded into a sitting
position, as one who suddenly feels faint might ease himself to the ground in order to give his senses time to
revive—except that in this case a large hole had been torn in Gulko’s abdomen and blood was spotting the frozen
snow on which he sat.
The assailant with the revolver ran off, perhaps under the impression that his work was done but more likely
because he had lost his nerve. If so, his companion was made of sterner, or at least more unpitying stuff. He was
dressed in workman’s boots, long leather coat and astrakhan hat—a fashion popular among certain of the city’s
students who liked to affect a revolutionary air. By now passers-by were beginning to recover from their initial
immobilising shock, but before they could go to the aid of the stricken man his attacker made several hysterical
thrusts. He then fled, making good his escape by reason of his youth and athleticism, the crowds on the Nevsky,
and the trepid nature of common humanity in such circumstances.
The affectation of the murderers’ dress led to speculation that Gulko had been assassinated by one of the
Socialist Revolutionary Party’s so-called fighting squads. But if so, why? The fighting squads were certainly
active and unpredictable, but it would have taken a logic warped a degree too far for even these fanatical spirits to
mark Gulko, who was no friend of the autocracy, as an enemy to be smitten like the Amalekite.
Suspicion also fell on that other force of unpredictability and fanaticism, the Black Hundreds, but though
Gulko was a Jew he was, like myself, barely so. Others whispered that he had been killed by German agents or a
jealous husband. But in truth no one had the least idea of the murderers’ identity or motives, and so, uncertainty
being to the rumour mill what the scent of food is to an empty stomach, all of St. Petersburg talked of little else—
at least until the next spectacle upon which people could lavish their consideration should come along.
This duly arrived in the shape of the sensational St. Petersburg chess tournament, a glittering occasion held in
the ballroom of P.A. Saburov’s magnificent house on Liteiny Prospect. The competition’s distinguished
benefactors, whose munificence provided the generous appearance fees and still more generous prizes, included
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the tsar himself, who subscribed one thousand roubles to the prize fund. Thousands paid to attend and watch their
heroes. As a keen amateur player, I would have gone in any case to watch the games, time permitting.
But there was another reason for my interest. I had recently begun to treat the great Avrom Chilowicz
Rozental, that sad, shy man. Then thirty-two years old and at the height of his powers, Rozental was the clear
favorite. He had defeated Lasker in 1909, Capablanca in 1911. The year 1912 was his alone: his spectacular run of
triumphs at San Sebastian, Bad Pistyan, Breslau and Warsaw made him one of the most talked-about celebrities of
the age. His introversion only added to his air of mystery.
Across Europe, princes invited him to their palaces, gentlemen to their clubs, and fashionable hostesses to their
dinner parties. At that time there was in his play—I know this will sound preposterous to those who do not love
the game, but I stand by my comparison—something of the decisive, organic simplicity of a Mozart clarinet
concerto, or the classical lines of Quarenghi, or the streamlined flight of the Zwergschwan as it passes over Lake
Ladoga on its summer migration to the south.
And yet, tragically, Rozental’s genius was flawed by acute psychological instability. At our very first meeting,
arranged by a mutual friend, the renowned Polish violinist R.M. Kopelzon, Rozental apologised for his mere
presence in my office, declaring himself to be utterly unbearable to his fellow human beings.
Kopelzon had begged me to help Rozental achieve sufficient psychological equilibrium to enable him to
participate in the competition. I hesitated, for it was evident my new patient was on the verge of a complete
mental breakdown and I doubted anything could be achieved in so short a time (our first meeting fell on 3 March;
the tournament was scheduled to start on 21 April). I advised Rozental to withdraw but this he refused to
contemplate. There was simply too much at stake. Chess was his life. Were he to win, were he even to finish
second behind the reigning World Champion, Dr. Lasker, he would certainly have claimed the right to play a
match for the crown.
The outcome, given their respective powers at that time, would not be in doubt: Lasker was a worthy and great
champion but he was past his prime, whereas Rozental had not yet fully come into his. Born in the remote
settlement of Choroszcz in Poland, the youngest of twelve children from an impoverished family, speaking only
Yiddish and Hebrew until he was almost twenty, Rozental seemed destined to become the third World Chess
Champion, feted everywhere from Berlin to New York, Tokyo to Buenos Aires. The St. Petersburg tournament of
1914 was the most important competition of his life, and I could not refuse to do for him what I could.
Nothing is ever ordinary or routine to the psychoanalyst. Each patient has a personal history—which is just
that: personal, highly particular—and his needs are individual and specific. Nevertheless, when Rozental came to
me I assumed I would be dealing with the kind of repressed trauma that is the everyday fare of my profession.
When our sessions began I had no idea that the two events in which Petersburgers had so much of their febrile
imagination invested—Gulko’s murder and the series of ingenious slayings that took place daily in the ballroom
of Saburov’s house—were directly connected in the person before me.
The chess world can be bitter and unattractively petty, but it is rarely the stage for intrigue, if one discounts the
gamesmanship of rivals and the interminable bickering over the conditions under which World Championship
matches should be held. But as my analysis of Rozental progressed, I came to understand that there was much
more at issue than the mere winning of a tournament, however prestigious.
Not that the competitors who came to St. Petersburg to play chess were aware of this. Professionals habituated
to long journeys by train and steamer taking them from country to country and city to city to ply their trade, they
had, wherever they found themselves, little occasion to stray outside the itinerant chess player’s triangle of hotel,
tournament hall and restaurant. Since at St. Petersburg these were of the most luxurious standard, they could be
forgiven for thinking the city’s founder was exaggerating only a little when he claimed it to be the promised land.
St. Petersburg is magnificent and monumental. But it is also horribly squalid, and where magnificence and squalor
co-exist there will always be envy, rage, cruelty, paranoia and violence. Just as a superficial glance at a chessboard
on which a game is in progress will reveal little of the fierce struggle implicit in the arrangement of the pieces, so
the tourist delighting in the treasures of the Hermitage, the glories of the Summer Gardens or the exotic wares on
display at the Gostinny Dvor will likely be oblivious to the vicious currents coursing through the very streets he
meanders in such innocent admiration. Of the eleven players who took part in the great tournament of 1914, only
Rozental came fully to understand that cruelty and violent death were not just part of St. Petersburg life in the way
they are routinely in any great capital but were the very essence of a city stalked by revolution.
Rozental came for no other reason than to play chess, but through no fault of his own he became embroiled in
conspiracy, betrayal and, ultimately, murder. I should properly say murders, for Gulko’s was not the last. I did
what I could to help but it was not enough. Rozental’s guileless nature made him susceptible to the machinations
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of his more unscrupulous friends, and the concerter of Gulko’s death turned out to be as powerful as a Tartar
warlord, and just as ruthless. He cared nothing for the innocents who strayed into his path, and he crushed them
with the same icy calculation with which chess masters exchange the pawns cramping their game.
Rozental did not perish in the street like Gulko; his end was neither dramatic nor violent, but it was just as
poignant. At St. Petersburg, history passed the great Avrom Chilowicz by and life subsequently broke him in
pieces. He was to finish his days as he had begun them, in poverty and grief—and all because of half a dozen
barely inferior arrangements of a handful of carved boxwood and ebony pieces on a chequered board of sixty-four
squares.
2
Gulko was murdered on the morning of 14 March. Five days later my secretary came into my office. She was
about to go home for the evening and we had already bid each other goodnight. I was waiting for one of my
regular patients, who was due at seven, and was using the time to catch up on my notes of an appointment with
Rozental earlier that day. Minna murmured an apology for the interruption; I could see at once that something was
wrong.
“There is someone to see you, Doctor,” she said. “A policeman.” Minna uttered the word with disdain; she was
not at all well off but she was a terrible snob.
In the small outer office where Minna worked I found a slightly built man of about thirty-five. He held his hat
before him and his dark hair fell in an unkempt fringe.over his eyes.
“Dr. Spethmann?” he said. His voice was thin and slightly nasal.
“Yes,” I answered him, politely but also somewhat warily.
“I am Inspector Lychev. I wonder if I might speak with you privately.”
I was curious. The work of the psychoanalyst is not unlike that of the detective: both involve bringing to the
surface what is being withheld or hidden, with the obvious difference that the former deals in unconscious
inhibition, the latter in very deliberate evasion and concealment.
“Of course,” I said. I turned to my secretary. “I shall see you in the morning, Minna.”
Minna hesitated for a moment, appearing reluctant to leave me alone in Lychev’s company, before skirting
around him in an attempt to put as much distance between them as was possible in the cramped confines. She
pulled to the outer door very gently after her; to Minna, noise or disturbance, however slight, was anathema.
“Please,” I said to Lychev, showing him into my office.
I went behind my desk. He sat opposite in the old armchair at the head of the couch. He took in his
surroundings quickly and expertly, very much the trained observer. I saw his gaze linger over the gilt-framed
photographs of Catherine and Elena on the wall to my left, then flick to the books on my shelves and the Inca and
Moche artefacts arranged at intervals between them. Everything was being weighed and assessed for clues about
their owner.
“How may I help you, Inspector?” I asked.
“You can start by telling me how you came to make the acquaintance of Alexander Yastrebov.”
It was irritation with his brusqueness that caused me to delay my reply. He seemed to think the hesitation
suspicious.
“Does the question discomfit you?” he asked.
“Not at all,” I said. “But I’m afraid I cannot help you. I do not know any … Yastrebov, did you say?”
“According to the papers we found in his possession, Yastrebov was a student at the Technical Institute,” he
said. The information did not assist me in the slightest.
“You’re certain you don’t know him?”
“Certain, yes.”
“How do you explain this?” Lychev said, reaching slowly into his overcoat. Withdrawing his hand from an
inside pocket, he produced a plain, unused envelope, which he opened. I expected a photograph of Yastrebov.
Instead he took out a carte de visite. The ink was smeared from what seemed to be water damage but the wording
was still legible.
“Do you recognise it?”
“Of course,” I said. “It is my card.”
“Can you explain why Yastrebov should have been in possession of your card?”
“I give my card to my patients,” I replied with a shrug, “but also to colleagues and acquaintances, to people I
meet at scientific conferences, or at receptions and dinners. They sometimes pass them on to others. I’m sure I
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don’t know half of those who end up with my card.”
“Could you have given the card directly to Yastrebov?”
“If I did, it was without my knowing who he was. Who is he anyway? Does he say I know him?”
Lychev looked at me carefully in frank assessment of my honesty; he made no pretence otherwise. .
“Yastrebov is dead,” he said; then added, with no more drama or emotion than if he were recalling the weather
last Tuesday, “He was murdered.”
I waited for him to continue with more details of Yastrebov’s demise. Instead he got to his feet and looked
around the room.
“Your office is very pleasant,” he said.
I hardly knew what to say. What did he want with me? He moved to the chess table I keep to the side of the
window nearest my desk and picked up the white king. He tested its weight, which he seemed to find acceptable.
“A nice set,” he said, peering at the base on which was inscribed in tiny blood-red lettering Jaques London.
“English?”
“Yes,” I said.
“The Staunton is a good design. More simple and pure than our Russian ones.” Putting down the king, he next
examined the proud-chested and bearded knights.
“Very nice,” he mused. “You obviously play?”
“When I can, which is not often,” I answered. “Nor, indeed, very well.”
“Who do you think will win the tournament?” he asked. In view of what he had come to discuss, I found this
turn in the conversation faintly ridiculous, but I answered anyway,
“Capablanca has a good chance.”
“I’m surprised,” he said, in a tone that seemed to imply there was something doubtful about what I had just
said. “Rozental is the clear favourite. For the last two or three years he has been all but unbeatable.”
I sensed there was something behind the question. Did he know Rozental was my patient? In Russia the police
know many things.
“Rozental, too, has a very good chance,” I offered. Lychev replaced the king exactly in the centre of the
square.
“What is this position?” he asked.
I explained it was a correspondence game I was playing with my friend Kopelzon. At the mention of Reuven
Moiseyevich’s name, Lychev’s eyes narrowed. A policeman with an appreciation of fine music? Or a policeman
with a professional interest in one of my oldest friends? He appeared deeply absorbed in the position.
“Whose move is it?”
“Mine. I’m White.”
“What was Black’s last move?”
“34 … Kh5,” I said.
“Exchanging on g5 gives you nothing,” he said pensively, turning down the corners of his mouth. “What are
you going to play?”
In all the years we had been playing chess together I had never beaten Kopelzon, but in this game I had come
out of the opening with a slight advantage. My rather surprised opponent then decided to give up a pawn in return
for an attack. Defending accurately, I had not only weathered the storm but held on to my extra pawn. However,
by the time we reached the present position I had run out of ideas and my hopes of a first win over Kopelzon were
evaporating; I was on the point of offering a draw.
“I don’t know,” I said. Although I felt it almost to be a breach of etiquette—absurd, given the circumstances—
curiosity was getting the better of me. I said,
“How was Yastrebov murdered?” Lychev turned his pale eyes on me.
“He was bludgeoned to death. His killers put the body in a carriage, then pushed it into the canal near
Leinner’s Restaurant.”
“I’ve read something about this,” I said. I went to a stack of old newspapers in the outer office and quickly
found what I was looking for, in Russkie Vedomosti, as it happened, Gulko’s paper. The story appeared in the same
edition as the report of Gulko’s murder, though it featured much less prominently. It related the recovery of the
body of a young man after a motorcar accident on the Moika Embankment. According to the newspaper account,
the unfortunate victim had lost control of his car on an icy stretch of road near Leinner’s and skidded into the
canal.
“There’s nothing here about it being murder,” I said.
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“The murderers attempted to conceal their crime by passing it off as an accident. Evidently they succeeded in
fooling the press.” He indicated the newspaper and said,
“Did you know Gulko?”
“No,” I said.
“You never met him?”
“No,” I said again. “Why? Is there some connection between the two murders?”
“It’s a possibility,” he said, his voice like a shrug.
“Why was Yastrebov murdered?”
“Like Gulko’s murder, it’s still unclear,” he replied in the same unemphatic way. I noted with relief that he was
moving towards the door.
“I really have no idea how he got hold of my card,” I said. “I’m sorry I couldn’t be of more help.”
“I will see you tomorrow afternoon at police headquarters,” he announced matter-of-factly. “Be there at five.”
“What for?” I objected. “I’ve already told you—I know nothing about this Yastrebov.”
“Perhaps we will discover that you know more than you think you know. Surely you, as a psychoanalyst, will
understand that.”
“It’s impossible. I have appointments tomorrow.”
“Would you prefer to come with me now?”
I did not answer. Lychev looked at me squarely.
“Five o’clock tomorrow, then.” I was still in something of a trance when he indicated the photographs on the
w.all.
“Who is this woman?” he asked, tapping the larger of the two.
“My wife Elena,” I said.
“Shouldn’t that be ‘my late wife’?”
“Yes,” I said when I had absorbed the crassness of his provocation, “my late wife Elena.”
“And this would be your daughter Catherine?” he said, tapping the second photograph. The thought of this
odious and slyly menacing man being aware of Catherine’s existence induced in me a sensation of sinking.
“Yes,” I said quietly, as though hoping he would not hear my admission.
“Bring your daughter with you tomorrow.”
I do not think I uttered a single word for a minute or more but stared uncomprehendingly at my unwelcome
visitor, and he back at me. Even when the shock subsided I did not ask why he wanted to see Catherine, or what
he thought Catherine had to do with Gulko or Yastrebov or this business of the accident or murder, or whatever it
was. Lychev glanced back at the chessboard.
“You are not losing,” he said. “At least not yet.”
I turned to follow his gaze. When I turned back he was sweeping his lank fringe out of his eyes. He carefully
patted his hair and put on his hat.
“I will see you tomorrow, Dr. Spethmann,” he said, and with that he was gone from the office.
3
With my patients I am the good father: attentive, kind, calm, fair, strict, unreproachful and present. It would
dismay them to discover that the man to whom they impute almost preternatural wisdom and serenity is, in reality,
no more immune than they to anxiety or excitement, or other more turbulent and dangerous emotions. But this is
the truth of me.
My most intriguing patient at that time—and here I include Rozental—was Anna Petrovna Ziatdinov. I was
first introduced to her in the spring of 1913, at a levée for the German ambassador. Thirty-seven years old, she
was one of St. Petersburg’s most famous beauties. I had gone only at Kopelzon’s urging.
“You must get out more, Otto,” he had said in his brisk, no-nonsense way. “I know you are still mourning but
it’s been a year. No one will think ill of you—and besides, there’s a woman I’m on the point of seducing and I
want your opinion of her.”
“I should stay in with Catherine. She’ll be lonely without me.”
“Catherine has battalions of young friends. Whole armies. Get your coat!”
The embassy building was colossal and monolithic, carved, it almost appeared, out of a single block of Finland
granite. Everything was about scale, power and domination: the massive architraves, the gigantic walls and, on
the roof, the bronze giants holding the bridles of two huge horses, their manes long and flowing, their nostrils
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flared. War was on the horizon and tensions ran high.
“How can you bear to be in such a place?” I whispered to Kopelzon as we accepted our first drinks.
“Because only here can I speak to my true love,” he said airily, casting his eye about the room. “There she is.
Come. If her husband sees her alone with me, the game will be up.” He took me by the elbow and steered me in
her direction. “Isn’t she the most beautiful woman you’ve ever seen?”
Anna Petrovna was of average height, with a fair complexion, full lips and large, honey-coloured eyes, the
whites of which were very bright. Her black hair was lustrous but the hairline was low, making for a rather
paradoxical beauty, an effect accentuated by an upper middle tooth that seemed to come from the gum slightly at
an angle, the single rogue in what was otherwise a perfectly symmetrical arrangement. I was taken with the
imperfection of hairline and tooth; they suggested another, faintly piratical side to her, as though behind the
decorousness there was something secret and knowing. Or perhaps it was simply that I was generally relieved to
find flaws in others, being so conscious of my own.
She seemed pleased enough to see Kopelzon but, to my eye, was more bemused than flattered by his
attentions. He brought the same dedication to his seductions as he did to his recitals; his playing, however, was
infinitely more subtle. After a time, Anna Petrovna excused herself.
“What do you think of her?” Kopelzon asked. “Worth the risk, no?”
“The husband, you mean?”
“God no!” Kopelzon exclaimed with a dismissive wave. “Boris Ziatdinov is a nasty piece of work but he’s just
a little lawyer with a violent temper. The risk is the father.”
“Who is the father?”
“The Mountain,” Kopelzon said in a low voice. His look was serious, and with good reason. Peter
Arseneyevich Zinnurov was one of St. Petersburg’s richest industrialists and was suspected of secretly funding the
Black Hundreds; certainly, he had no difficulty defending their violent attacks on Jews and Jewish property. He
would not be amused were he to discover that his only daughter was the object of a Jewish violin player’s sexual
attentions.
“Alas,” Kopelzon sighed, “it does not look as though Anna Petrovna will be coming to my bed, not tonight
anyway, and as I, unlike you, consider a night alone to be a night wasted …”
He had already turned his gaze on a full-bodied woman of about forty. I clapped my roguish friend on the back
and wished him luck. I was on my way out when I heard a voice say,
“Are you leaving so soon, Dr. Spethmann?”
It was Anna. She introduced me to her companions, who were perfectly nice and friendly. They were rather
categorical admirers of Blok.
“You’re getting restless, Dr. Spethmann,” Anna said after a while. She had by degrees turned her back on her
friends so that we were in effect detached from them and their speculations on lyrical poetry.
“I’m sorry,” I said. “I should go home to my daughter.”
“I hope she’s not unwell?”
“Not at all, thank you, but she’s young and she recently lost her mother.”
“I am so sorry,” Anna said, touching my arm. “How terrible for you both. How old is your daughter?”
“She will be eighteen in August. She does not like me to be away from her and I promised I would be back by
nine.”
“Then you must go home at once,” she said.
Before this, I had thought her talk witty and well informed but I also felt it had something of the salon about it,
something rehearsed, reviewed and honed for the next performance. Her solicitousness now, however, seemed to
come from a nearer reality.
“It has been a pleasure to meet you, Dr. Spethmann,” she said, putting out her hand. “I’ve heard so much about
you.”
“From Kopelzon?” Anna smiled.
“Your friend really is quite unremitting. Tell me, do his sieges ever succeed?”
“They never fail, so far as I know.”
An amused look came into her eye. I held her hand in mine. We can usually find a way to get the information
we want, and this is what I wanted to know: that Anna would not sleep with Kopelzon. I was not aware of it, at
least not fully, as I stood in front of her and only later admitted to myself that I had proposed Kopelzon as the
source of her information about me only so as to get her to talk about their affair, if that’s what it was. In the year
since Elena died I had felt nothing, unless exhaustion can in this context be described as a feeling. Only
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Catherine’s contradictory need for me kept me going: she both wanted me and claimed to be suffocated by me.
She would throw herself into my arms and tell me she loved me; and she would scream that I was the cruellest
father since Abraham, the worst husband since Adam. I intend no melodrama, nor do I mean that even in the
emptiest reaches of the night I ever had any intention of seeking out death. But had death come looking for me, I
am not sure I would have put up a fight or attempted to flee.
Now I was looking at a woman and I was thinking that I would like to know her better. I felt confused, and
also ashamed, as I bade her goodnight.
*
I next saw Anna five or six months later when I bumped into her at the Mariinsky Theatre during the interval
of a performance of Don Quixote with Vaganova. I was with Catherine who, that night, was carefree and talkative.
That night I was the best father since Abraham.
“Hello, Dr. Spethmann,” Anna said, coming up to us. She appeared rather tired and had noticeably lost weight.
“How nice to see you again.”
I was secretly delighted that Anna should meet Catherine now, when she not only looked so heartbreakingly
beautiful but was also in such a charming mood. But once the formalities were done, Catherine lapsed into a
sullen silence and, for the duration of our small talk, cleaved to me with the force of a guard taking hold of a
prisoner. I saw Anna’s gaze slide over Catherine’s stiff fingers digging into my arm. Her expression gave nothing
away but I knew she understood what was going on. She said she hoped we would meet again soon and
graciously excused herself.
“Who was that awful woman?” Catherine said when she’d gone.
“Did you think she was awful?” I asked gently.
“Certainly. Who is she?”
“Anna Ziatdinov. Her husband”—I made sure to mention her husband—“is the lawyer Ziatdinov.”
“How do you know her?”
“I don’t really know her at all.”
“Don’t you? She was exceptionally intimate for a stranger.”
“I hardly think so,” I said lightly.
“That’s how you used to get out of it with mother,” she spat at me with sudden vehemence, “by pretending you
had no idea what she was talking about.”
“Shall we go back to our seats?” But Catherine would not be diverted.
“You broke her heart the way you flirted with other women in front of her.” Those nearest us stopped talking
and took a sudden interest in their shoes.
“You’re shameless. You disgust me.”
“Catherine, please—”
She turned on her heels. I followed her down the red-carpeted stairs, through the ticket hall and out to the
deserted square, where I found her standing stock still, her back to the theatre, staring at nothing in particular. I
came up behind her. It was early September but melting flakes of wet snow were feathering her white-blonde hair.
Be attentive, I told myself. Be calm and unreproachful. A daughter’s anguish demands no less of a father. She
turned to me and said,
“Promise me you will never see that woman again.” I did not hesitate.
“I promise,” I said.
“Swear! Swear on your life.”
“I swear 1 will never see her again.” We returned to get our coats, then walked to my motorcar and drove
home.
The following morning a liveried messenger brought a note from Anna Petrovna asking if I would accept her
as a patient. …
223.166 Excerpt from The Road To McCarthy\fn{by Peter Charler McCarthy Robinson (1957-2004)} Warrington,
Warrington, England, United Kingdom (M) 10
1
It had seemed a romantic idea to arrive in the port of Tangier, and the continent of Africa, by sea, but the
painfully early hour of my flight to Gibralter, where I will catch the ferry to Morocco, has already turned romance
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sour. An alarm clock ringing at four in the morning in the middle of an English winter is a cruel and unnatural
thing. The fear of getting up so early pollutes my sleep, filling it with nervous, guilty, premature awakenings, as
well as nightmares of having overslept and missed the taxi, the flight and the rest of my life.
It’s frosty and still dark as we board the plane at a shopping mall with an overcrowded airport attached
somewhere in Sussex. The young man in the seat next to me is Estonian, like his friend across the aisle. When
breakfast is served he orders two quarter-bottles of red wine from a surprised stewardness and knocks them back
at high speed with his sausage, bacon, mushrooms and powdered egg. Then he eats the müesli and yogurt. It’s so
early my brain isn’t working properly, and I’m struggling to decipher the meaning of such extreme behavior.
The Estonians are accompanied by a hearty English business type in a ‘Winnie-the-Pooh-on-a-baloon tie who
is keen to show that he’s in charge. He keeps telling the Estonians very boring things in a loud, slow voice with all
definite and indefinite articles removed, like a whisky tradere talking to injuns about heap powerful thundersticks.
When the stewardess comes to collect the breakfast debris my Estonian orders a gin and tonic to wash the wine
down, while his friend opts for another cup of tea and some port. I have been to Estonia twice, and can report that
it is an energetic country, with a glorious tradition of choral singing.
We’re crossing southern Spain when the pilot comes on the intercom to tell us that the weather isn’t very nice
in Gibralter. Very windy, apparently. More than fifty miles an hour.
“Under the circumstances it would be hazardous to attempt a landing. We’ll get back to you in a few minutes
to let you know what’s happening.”
“Windy!” shouts Winnie the Poooh at the Estonians. “Not landing! Dangerous! Go! Somewhere! Else!”
He’s using his right hand to mime what he thinks is a change of direction, but the Estonians think is a plane
crash. They have taken on the haunted look of men who are about to plummet from 36,000 feet and don’t know
whether to use their last seconds to proposition the hostess or order more gin and port.
Before they can decide we enter a cloud and the plane starts pitching and bumping in the most terrifying
manner. It feels as if the controls have been seized by two teenage boys who are pulling and pressing everything
in sight to see who can make a wing fall off first. Clouds look such gentle, fluffy things, so what the hell’s inside
them that acan cause aircraft so much grief? Monsters? A giant anvil? Gods who are displeased with us? Not for
the first time I find myself wondering whether you pass out as soon as the fuselage cracks and you hit the cold air,
or whether you remain conscious and have a brilliant but eye-watering view all the way to the ground, or sharks.
We ricochet down through the clouds and suddenly we’re clear of them, descending rapidly but seemingly still
in control. The PA system bing-bongs and the pilot is back on the airwaves.
“We’ve decided we’ll try and give it a go anyway.”
His voice is alarmingly casual. I suppose he’s hoping to reassure us, but his words couldn’t be more worrying
if they’d been spoken with a slur and preceded by the phrase,
“Ah, sod it.”
Though we’ve spent the last two hours flying over land, we’re now very close to something that looks like the
sea. I can see white tops on the waves. I can see individual drops of water, but no sign of land anywhere, as we go
into an abrupt gung-ho bank to the right that suggests our man may be a frustrated fighter pilot who failed the
psychological profiling. All around me passengers are exchanging panic-stricken glances with complete strangers
with whom they’ve so far been scrupulously avoiding any kind of eye contact. And now there it is in front of us,
the Rock itself, massige, gray, broody, windswept; but, aboge all, gery solid-looking. The PA pings bafck on.
“I’m afraid this may be a little bumpy.”
And that’s it. He’s gone quiet. Perhaps one of the stewards has managed to force a towel into his mouth before
he could add, “but I really couldn’t give a toss.” We’re hurtling flat and low across the water, straight towards the
Rock. Why are we so low? To get below the radar? Are we going to bomb it? They’re on our side, aren’t they?
We’re so low over the spray that I can feel it on my face; or is that just the Estonians crying? And now there’s the
airstrip straight ahead of us, immediately beneath the enormous bulk of the Rock. At close range it really does
look dauntingly dense. If we do hit it, it seems unlikely we’ll have the option of surviving for ten days by eating
each other.
A brutal gust of wind strkes the plane, flipping the wing on my side up towards the Rock, then down towards
the seabed. We’re dropping ever lower, rolling from side to side in newer and scarier ways, when without warning
the G-force sucks back our stomachs and flattens out our internal organs like offal on a dinner plate as we surge
into a steep, last-minute climb. I can see people in Gibralter going to work in their cars and thinking,
“What in God’s name was that?”
But they’re receding rapidly into the distance as we climb back to a safe, or possibly unsafe, height. Confident
1929

now that he’s given the Red Baron the slip, our man is back on the PA, but sounding strangely low-key and
matter-of-fact.
“Well, as you can see …” Pause. “We were unable to land at Gibralter. We’ll keep you posted.”
He sounds curiously post-orgasmic, and we have to suppress dreadful images of what’s been going on in the
cockpit. Ten minutes later, we’re dropping down over calm sea and miles and miles of pristine deserted sandy
beach to land in Tangier, which is where I want to be tomorrow, but not today. As I’m wondering whether to
accept the fact that I’m already in Morocco and save myself the bother of going back to Europe by plane just so
that I can come back to Morocco by boat, the pilot comes back on the speaker and says that we are just refueling.
We can’t geet off until we arrive at our new destination, which may, or may not, be Málaga. Tererific. I[‘m going
to spend the rest of the day retracing my steps so that I can pay extra money to come back here a slower way first
thing tomorrow. Good plan.
“And can I as you please not to use cell phones while we’re refueling?” he adds.
The Winnie-the-Pooh businessman immediately gets out his cell phone and phones Kirsty at head office to tell
her she can’t call him with any messages for the foreseeable because we’re on the runway at Tan-bloody-gieer and
aren’t allowed to use phones for safety reasons. The call continues for about seven minutes while he explains to
Kirsty exactly why it is that he isn’t currently able to use the phone and would she be a poppet and call Jonathan
direct and tell him it looks like he’s going to have to cancel the 2:30 with Telecom and the fucking Spaniards?
Thanks, love. As he snaps the phone shut, he throws a defiant look in my direction for listening to his
conversation. He’s glowing with the it’s-a-free-country-so-why-shjouldn’t-I stroppiness you get when you try and
reason with someone whose dog has just fouled the pavement outside a kindergarten.
There is an unspoken agreement that requires us all to collogborate in the pretense that we are unable to hear
the conversations and monologues that other people are having into their cell phones. In one of the more
unpredictable shifts in British social behavior of the last decade, a hitherto reticent nation has taken to shouting
intimate details of its social, emotional and sexual life in the faces of complete strangers, who are required to
pretend that they aren’t there and haven’t heard. Under no circumstances must you acknowledge your existence
by joining in and saying, “She sounds a right bitch,” or “What a coincidence, I’m on a train too.”
I recently found myself crammed into one end of the London Victoria-Brithton service with a shy-looking Sikh
couple, their three young daughters and Grandma. At East Droydon a bare-midriffed multiply-pierced teenager
came striding along the platform arguing with her phone. She dclimbed in through the nearest door, which she left
open for a customer liaison operative to slam violently shut gbehind her, and sat down opposite Grandma.
“Bollocks!” she shouted as the girls gazed on, mesmerized by her fashion sense. “Bollocks! I never? I bloody
never!” Grandma caught Mum’s eye for a second but no one said anything.
“Twat!” she continued. “Twat! Lying twat!” before bursting into tears, gurgling and snottering into the phone.
“You don’t know why? You don’t know why? I’ll tell you why then shall I? Shall I? Right. Because I fakkin lav
you, you cant, tha’ts why. Now fakk off and leave me alone.”
Then she sat there and pretended that we hadn’t heard, and so did we. She got off at Redhill, in case you’re
ever in the area.
When we finally land at Málaga we’re herded onto three waiting coaches and iven minereal water and egg
sandwiches froma big cardboard box. The Estonians have managed to geet a six-pack of San Miguel from
somewhere, while Winnie is tapping away at his laptop, because a top executive can nefver rest. The driver waits
until almost, but not quite, everyone has got on, then takes us on an extended coach tour of the Costa del Sol. This
isn’t something I’d have booked for, but it turns out to be quite diverting. I thought they’d finished the Costa del
Sol years ago and started on somewhere else by now, but apparently not. The scale of unfinished construction is
astonishing. Motionless cranes and half-built apartment blocks litter the coast to Marbella, yet there’s not a
builder to be seen. Like the migration of lemmings and the homing instinct of salmon, the disappearance of
builders from unfinished jobs remains one of the unfathomable mysteries of our time.
Traffic is heavy, and we’re held up at roadworks outside an Irish pub called Rory’s Taverna Irlandesa, so one
way and another it’s five o’clock in the evening when we get to Gibralter, rather than ten in the morning as
planned. So much for my day exploring the Rock. I’m going to have as much time to get an intimate feel for the
place as a coach-load of camcordered Korean pensioners who are having a cream tea in Anne Hathaway’s cottage
and are due at Beatrix Potter’s house for dinner.
BLAND TRAVEL, says the big sign across the street as our coach pulls in at the airport, and it has been. Our
bags are taken from the bus and put on the airport baggage carousel in a desperate attempt to hoodwink us into
thinking we’ve just arrived by plane. A bit of Zen helps at times like this. It’s important to remind yourself that
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life, death, money, happiness are all an illusion, as is the feeling that you left England much, much earlier in your
life—sometime in childhood, probably—and all your adult years have been spent driving through building sites in
glaring sunshine on a coach-full of angry people who smell of egg sandwiches.
I get my bag and walk out into arrivals. Three enormous British soldiers in camouflage fatigues are standing by
the door, their body baggage suggesting that they have been sent to kill everyone on the coach. The sight of them
triggers memories of Gibralter’s most famous news story of recent decades, when the SAS shot an IRA bomb
team dead on the streets. As I approach them I find myself speculating that MI5 have probably kept a list of
everyone in the country who thought it might have been a better plan to arrest and prosecute the suspects rather
than shoot them in the head, so I’m relieved when I manage to slip past them without incident. I get into a taxi
with the subject of shoot to kill and trying the British military for murder racing through my mind. At least I’ll
have something to talk about if I find myself in a pub full of soldiers this evening and need a bit of light-hearted
banter at closing time.
At the hotel I accelerate past Winnie and the Estonians, who have arrived first but are struggling to get their
luggage out of a minibus. Winnie spots me as I flash past, and even though I haven’t used my elbows or cut him
up in the revolving door he’s obviously upset when I get the last sea-view room. Perhaps next time he’ll think to
ask Kirsty to phone ahead and put a hold on a Superior Sea-view Executive Mini Suite with Complimentary
Membership of the Business Centre and Health Club plus a basket of hard fruit in cellophane.
I’m delighted to discover I’m, able to stnd in the shower covered in luxury hair-or-body shampoo and admire
an enormous battleship anchored in the Med, or whatever that water outside is called. I haven’t quite got my
bearings yet. As I dry myself vigorously in possible view of the sailors, I remember that experience has taught me
that you can sometimes meet interesting and colorful people in hotel bars in old colonial outposts. I head
downstairs for an aperitif, only to find a Welsh businessman asking an engineer from Birmingham,
“So are there still bauxite deposits to be exploited out there?
I turn on my heel and flee so fast that my Blundstones burn skidmarks in the Bienvenudo mat.
Gibralter town is a curious hybrid, one pasrt contemporary Spain to three parts the England of thirty years ago,
with more cannons per square inch than any other duty-free zone in the world.
Walking through the main pedestrian street as the shops pull down their shutters for the night, the sense of
being in Britian rather than the Mediterranean is heightened by the impressive numbers of UK winos sitting up
alfresco cocktail bars in doorways. They seem happy enough. The warm climate, laughably cheap booze and
comforting familiarity of UK brand-named doorways must make this a top winter destination. After all, long
cheap winter breaks featuring excessive drinking at budget prices have been attracting British retirees to hotels
just across the border in Spain for decades, so it’s heartwarming to see the underclass finally getting their share.
The cosmopolitan experience of sleeping rough on the Continent seems likely to produce a more discerning and
sophisticated generation of street drinkers. These guys will return to Britain in the spring ready to spread the word
that although turps is fine as an aperitif, especially in the open air, it’s a white spirit and really is best with fish.
Outside Roy’s II Chip Shop & Restaurant an illuminated plastic notice board is displaying color photographs
of the food. Egg and chips have been emphatically in the public domain for many years now and really don’t need
their portrait taken, but there they are. Look. An egg. And some chips. On a plate. And Roy hasn’t stopped there.
Photo No. 7 is billed “Bread & Butter” and is as good as its word, featuring a round of sliced bread, cut in two,
with butter. Now no one will be able to say, “What the bloody hell’s this?” when the waiter plonks it on the table.
No. 13 is a double-header: “Mushy Peas/Baked Beans,” and it exerts a hypnotic effect, featuring two round
bowlfuls, one green, the other brown, peering out like strange eyes. If there’s a Roy’s II, there must be a Roy’s I,
and possibly several more. The omens for indigenous cuisine aren’t good.
To tell the truth, I’d been secretly hoping for tapas or paella, or anything Spanish really, but everywhere I look
there are blackboards advertising pies and full English breakfasts. I delve off into the back lanes in serarch of a
likely-looking place and find that the street names are top class: Bishop Rapello’s Ramp, Pitman’s Alley, Serfaty’s
Passage, Nelson’s Dirt box, Boschett’s Steps, Ragged Staff Wharf, Tuckey’s Lane, The Plump, Benzimra’s Alley.
I made one of them up.
Back at my hotel, there are no photos of bread and butter outside the restaurant, but I take a chance and go in
anyway. The maître d’ scowls at his watch and seems to greet my request for a table for one with a glare of
sublimated anger, though I suppose it’s possible that there was so much gin in that G and T that it’s poisoned my
view of mankind. It’s a big yellow room, with a guitarist who looks like Meatloaf on steroids strumming away at
the far end next to the sweet trolley. Only five of the forty-odd tables are occupied, the diners cooped together in
one corner of the cavernous room like fans of the visiting team who’ve been kept behind in the stadium until the
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home fans have been safely dispersed by riot police with dogs.
I order Calamari and scallops in ginger and tomato something, followed by roast hake with pickled things and
braised fennel. The food is exemplary, but the waiter thinks I am a time-wasting wanker. This is one of the prices
you pay for asking for a table for one, but it’s worth it. I know some people can’t bear the thought of dining alone
in public, sitting there advertising your Johnny-No-Mates status, isolated among the gleeful groups of friends and
couples of ever-so-slightly inebriated lovers. I have to say, though, that I love it. To pretend to be laughing at
something in the book you appear to be reading, while in reality tuning in to the conversation at the next table, is
one of the great gastronomic pleasures, with the added advantage of being entirely unreliant on whatever’s turned
up on your plate. Restaurant critics frequently warn that it’s impossible to get a good table if you’re eating alone;
but once you understand that “good” actually means “close to that couple over there who look a bit angry and
drunk,” dinner for one becomes a very entertaining option.
I’m pretending to read a book about Tangier when a couple in their forties finish their coffee and tete up to
leave. They look urban and modern. She’s
quite sfelte, while he’s noticeably ofverweight. At the table
between me and them sit an ancient English couple. She’s in elegant black, with a single string of pearls, and he’s
got a cream linen suit, a military tie and a twitch. They must be pushing ninety, and good luck to them for being
this far from home, even if home is only a suite on the third floor. They’re making no attempt to distuise the fact
that they have temporarily abandoned their sherry trifle to stare at the couple who are leaving. Suddenly he speaks
in a booming, John Gielgud voice.
“Good God! Look at the size of him! He’s absolutely enormous!”
“Extraordinary!” exclaims his wife. “How on earth could she bear to let him make love to her? He’d crush her
like an egg!”
“Well, she’d have to, and that’s an end to it.” As each table empties, the departing diners get the same
treatment:
“Do you think they were Belgian?”
“What bizarre hair!”
“I can’t abide that sort of thing.”
I decide to hang on until they’ve gone so that they can’t say anything horrid about me. As they leave, they give
me a dignified but restrained “Goodnight” and totter towards the door, where he says something vicious-sounding
that I can’t quite hear. She scrutinizes me, then mutters in agreement. The moment they disappear the guitarist
stops playing, the big lights come on and I’m left to eat my crème caramel while contemptuous waiters reset the
tables for breakfast all round me.
To tell the truth, I made two of those street names up.
*
At breakfast I’m served by the same guys who were setting the tables when I went to bed. They still hate me.
By eight o’clock I’m down at the port for the ferry to Tangier, but there will be no boats today. Winnie and the
Estonians are checking out as I check back into the hotel I’ve just checked out of. A phone call confirms that
there’s nothing sailing from Algeciras, just along the Spanish coast. I have to face the fact that I am not going to
get to Tangier today. Still, I was there for a few minutes yesterday. Mustn’t grumble. I’ve been presented with the
opoportunity to spend a windy February day in Gibralter and I should make the most of it. It’s just that I’ve
absolutely no idea what to do.
A leaflet in the hotel lobby claims that no visit to Gibralter is complete without a trip up the Rock to see St.
Michael’s Cave and the other Attractions, and I decide to believe the propaganda. Of course I can walk if I do not
want to call a taxi, says the man at the concierge desk when I ask.
“Just keep going up and up,” he says. “You are fit? Well, it is very easy.”
The road does indeed to up and up, and up, following the coast with spectacular views over the harbor and
ocean. The lush vegetation concealing hillside government buildings reminds me of Hong Kong. After half an
hour there’s a sign that says UPPER PEAK NATURE RESERVE. It warns that you enter at your own risk. What
risk is that then? APES, it says. What—the Barbary apes? There’s a picture of one of them on the leaflet. Are they
in a zoo up here, then? Or are they free-range? I have vague memories of learning something about them at
school, but I can’t remember what it was. Are they vicious predators, or gentle companions? Carnivorous, or
herbivorous? An endangered species, or farmed commercially for supermarket salami? I realize I know nothing at
all about them except that they live here, rather than in Marbella or Málaga. I half thought they were
mythological. Are they big or small? Must be small, eh? So why are they called apes, then? Apes are big, aren’t
they? As big as us, at least. If I’d had any sense I’d have bought a guidebook and studied up on them, but I didn’t.
1932

I’m completely unprepared, and have no idea what to expect.
I’m also the only person waolking. There have been occasional taxis and tour minibuses passing me on the
way up, but I seem to be the only person on foot. Just the one for the apes to concentrate on, then?
So what am I supposed to do if they attack? I seem to remember something on a BBC wildlife program about
showing apes your bottom when cornered. Or is it that they show you their bottoms? You’d want to make sure
you got it right. You’d probably only get the one chance.
After another quarter-hour of much harder foot slog than that swine of a concierge had even hinted at, I come
to a ticket booth where I have to pay five pounds to get in, even though I’m not sure what I’m getting in to. Will it
be some wretched safari park full of wild animals, with me the only pedestrian? There’s a monument ahead,
looking south towards Africa over the best view so far. There’s also a group of about ten people, English by the
look of it, who’ve just got out of a minibus together.
“If you wish, you may take a picture of the Pillars of Hercules,” says their dapper little guide, with the grim
resignation of a man who knows he is wasting his life.
“Try and bloody pretend, Lisa! Just try and look as if you’re having a good time,” says a woman to her
companion, her daughter perhaps, or maybe a recently released prisoner placed under her supervision by the
courts. “It’s the Pillars of Bloody Hercules, you know.” A sign on the monument says that in ancient times this
point was indeed known as Mons Calpe, one of the Pillars of Hercules, entrance to Hades and the end of the
known world.
A little farther up on the road I come to another sign, DO NOT FEED THE MACAQUES. What? What the hell are
macaques, then? They’re parrots, aren’t they? Or are the bloody macaques in fact the bleeding apes? They’ve
always got another name for things, haven’t they, to make you feel ignorant and inadequate for calling them
Barabary apes, or sausage dogs, or Eskimos or whatever? The sign continues: THERE HAS BEEN AN EXCESS
OF MONKEY—oh, I see, they’re monkeys now, are they?— OF MONKEY/HUMAN INTERACTIONS. THIS
RESULTS IN THE MONKEYS BECOMING STRESSED AND THEY WILL BITE.
Blimey. Not might. WILL.
DO NOT CARRY VISIBLE ITEMS OF FOOD. THE MONKEYS WILL —there’s that sense of certainty again,
just when I don’t want it—TRY TO STEAL THESE ITEMS AND BECOME AGGRESSIVE.
It doesn’t specify how aggressive, but it doesn’t have to. I already understand why no one else is walking to
the flaming caves. I don’t even like caves that much. I’ve only come because there didn’t seem to be anything else
to do. Come to think of it, when I pad my five pounds the man at the ticket booth asked me what vehicle I was in.
When I said I was walking he looked baffled, as if I had said I was walking to Tangier, which at this rate I might
have to.
Suddenly they’re standing there in the road in front of me. Two of the bastards. I was hoping they’d turn out to
be tiny and ornamental, but they’re actually rather big, like a couple of stooped, overweight hairy jockeys.
They’ve got me on my own now, just like they’ve been planning, one to keep lookout while the other frisks me
for food. Luckily I’m not carrying any—but what if they think I am? What if they mistake my fingers for bags of
sausages they think I’m trying to sneak past them? They won’t be happy. They probably hate that kind of thing.
No doubt about it, I’m in a difiicult situation. There’s a sign saying that this is where the Queen and Prince Philip
stood on May 10, 1954. I bet they didn’t get harassed by bloody monkeys. The Prince probably thought they were
just inbred locals and made a joke about them to somebody from the High Commission.
And then, thank God, a tourist minibus, rejoicing in the spolendid title of Parody Tur, comes round the corner
and stops for the inmates to admire the view. And wouldn’t you know it, my two would-be muggers have started
acting all cuddly and cute, as if they hadn’t really been planning to do me over for the sausages in the first place.
One of the devious little buggers jumps on the roof of the minibus and starts showing off. Its friend doesn’t seem
interested, probably seen it all before, and just sits on the wall picking insects off its well-fed tummy. The one on
the roof’s having a whale of a time, cavorting round like a very drunk uncle at a wedding reception, when without
warning the minibus drives off. The monkey seems delighted. Perhaps this is their equivalent of riding on the
roofs of underground trains.
Feeling a new surge of confidence, I take a long hard look at the one that’s been left behind, but the sneaky
little bully isn’t loking quite so cocky now he’s on his own. He’s adopted a self-effacing “you must have imagined
it” air that suggests he isn’t keen to take me on for the sausages single-handed.
As Parody Tur disappears round the next bend, the monkey on the roof appears to be break-dancing. It’s clear
he hasn’t considered the possibility that he might be on his way to Seville, or Stuttgart.
There’s a café and shop when you reach the cave, with a handful of coach and taxi drivers hanging around
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outside, talking about football, and what scum their passengers are. I’ve been fantasizing about a cold beer and a
nice snack—some olives and Serrano ham and Manchego cheese, that kind of thing—but the sign says BURGER
EGG BACON SAUSAGE & CHIPS. Or PIE CHIPS & PEAS. There are two kinds of pie: STEAK & KIDNEY, or
MACAQ—I mean BEEF & ONION.
The shop is also advertising “Souveniers,” but it’s never a good idea to buy something from a place that can’t
spell it. Lots of cafés these days are advertising “Expresso,”\fn{ Normally spelt “espresso”} and there’s a takeaway in
Brighton that sells “Chickin,” Not to me it doesn’t.
All things considered, the cave is very nice. It’s top-notch, as caves go. It’s got stalagmites and stalactites in
the appropriate places, wherever they are. I’m not sure I’d build a day round it though.
There’s spooky Muzak, and moody low-level light that would be atmosphere if it weren’t for the Musak. The
information cards say that the romans and Phoenicians were familiar with the cave. They believed it to be
bottomless, a gateway to the Underworld and an undersea link to Africa, which is how all the apes, monkeys and
macaques got here. The Victorians used to have picnics, marriages, concerts and even duels down here,
illuminated by soldiers “perched” on the stala … er, the ones that go upwards.
In a niche in the rocks is a tableau of waxwork figures. A Stone Age man is holding up a leg of some kind of
meat to his weather-beaten family around a campfire, or perhaps it’s the Glastonbury Festival and he’s barbecuing
tofu. I’m agbout to move on when two women and a man sidle up next to me.
“Hey, this is nothing,” says the first lady, turning on her heel to go.
“Sure it is, there’s some little guys,” says the man.
“Okay,” she says and gets her camera out.
“Hey, stand back so you get them all in.”
“Okay.” Click. Gone.
As they disappear up the damp steps in the direction of Lisa’s voice, I realize that at no time did they remark,
or even speculate, on what the figures might be. What will they say to the folks back home when they show them
their vacation pictures?
“Here are some little guys in a cave.”
“That’s neat.”
“They’re kinda cute. Who are they?”
“I dunno. And this is us outside the cave with a gorilla.”
Back outside I discover that the road is a circular one, so I just continue straight ahead to go back down into
town For the first couple of hundred yards there are lots of people, their numbers almost matched by the
freeloading, panhandling apes. One of them is sitting on a railing with a big view behind him, having his picture
taken with the people from Parody and Bland. There’s a parked van with six of them sitting on top. A little girl is
crying inconsolably. Her father is telling her mother that it’s nothing, it’s just that one of them leaped out in front
of her, but it didn’t mean any harm. Yeah, right. Some father. He hasn’t even considered the possibility that the
beast was after her sausages.
I head off down the hill and soon it’s deserted again, with no sign of people or monkeys. I take the opportunity
to stop for a pee in the lush vegetation, and suddenly one of them is standing there, watching me. It seems
interested
Bloody hell. How am I meant to behave? Brash? Embarrassed? Mysterious? Under the circumstances I don’t
think I can do mysterious. What if …? What if …? Fingernails like razors, apparently. They fancy a snack they
get a snack. It lets me finish though, and when I do, I swear it winks.
I’m back in the hotel eating an apple from the ornamental display at reception and planning what to do tonight
—according to the paper, Scrabble Club meets in the hall in the square at 7:30—when the concierge tells me he’s
just heard that the Algeciras-to-Tangier ferry is running again. There’ll be nothing from Gibralter for at least
thirty-six hours, but Algeciras is only forty minutes across the border by taxi. Once again I check out of the hotel I
checked out of and into earlier in the day.
In less than ten minutes I’m in the back of a taxi heading for the Spanish border.
*
“Sodom was a chrtch picnic and Gomorrah a convention of girl scouts compared to Tangier, which contained
more thieves, black marketers, spies, thugs, phonies, beachcombers, expatriates, degenerates, characters,
operators, bandits, bums, tramps, politicians and charlatans than any place I’ve ever visited.”
So wrote Robert Ruark in 1950. Samuel Pepys made Tangier sound pretty sexy too:
“A nest of papacy where Irish troops and Roman bastards could disport themselves unchecked.”
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“Spectacular view,” raved Tennessee Williams, “every possible discomfort.”
I’m just thinking that someone at the tourist boare should collect all these quotes and stick them on the front of
a nice glossy brochure when the Spanish taxi driver catches my eye in the rearview mirror. I look up from the
book I’m reading.
“You been in Tangier before?”
I tell him I haven’t.
“Take care, my friend. My cousin is in prison there for smuggling tobacco. Eight years. All food and clothes
must be taken in to him, or there is just bread and water. Naked. If youwant even to wash your friends must bring
the water. Thie place maes Midnight Express look like a top hotel wo\ith pool>” Perhaps noticing that I’m about
to burst into tears he turns his head, looks me in the eye and grins.
“But don’t worry. Morocco treats tourists very well. You want to change some currency?”
It’s early evening as the ferry leaves Algeciras under a cover of gray cloud, with a late winter chill in the air. I
seem to be the only English speaker on board apart from a backpacker across the bar who’s reading a novel called
Backpack. This is depressing. Surely he can think of other ways to enrich hs travels. He really shouldn’t be
reading books about the activity he’s currently engaged in. It is an existentialist nightmare that will end in chaos.
If there were a book called Three Fat Truck Drivers Drinking, Smoking and Playing Cards, then the three guys at
the next table would be reading it, rather than doing it. Nothing would get done, society would grind to a halt, and
it would all be literature’s fault.
The idea of arriving in Africa by ferry was to help me feel a spiritual connection with the traders and
smutgglers, pirates and soldiers who have been navigating these legendary straits for countless millennia. The
exotic atmosphere of this floating bazaar would give me time to prepare myself for the harshly lit plastic and vinyl
bar, listening to Phil Collins, surrounded by screaming children, and drinking a small gin and tonic that’s just cost
me more than a liter of duty-free. We’re heading for a muslim country, so I’m the only one drinking alcohol.
The bar closes as we approach Tangier, and I go for a walk on deck. Even though it’s dark I can see the white
buildings of the old town, the medina, framing the port like an amphitheater. I’m trying my best to luxuriate in
this special moment of arrival by ship in the most notorious port in North Africa, when the purser replaces Phil
Collins with some superanimated bat from Nashville warbling, “C’est la vie, say the old folks, It goes to show
you never can tell.” You certainly can’t. Travel can be full of surprises. Sometimes they’re not even the surprises
you expect.
At the port there’s no one to meet me, just a scrum of taxi drivers hungry for business. Backpacker Boy shows
a moment’s fatal indecision, hesitates, and is immediately mobbed. I scan the drivers’ faces and make a decisive
move towards the first one that appeals. It does the trick, and in moments I’m heading off in a white Merc.
As we set off I ask the driver “Combien?” to give the impression I know what I’m doing, which of course I
don’t. The drive feels like a scene from an exotic film noir. The streets of the port are lined with decaying hotels
and cafés, their sidewalk tables full even on a winter’s night. The air hangs heavy with the promise of adventure,
intrigue and the thrill of the unknown. I suspect that, whatever your purpose, arriving in Tangier by night will
make you feel like you’ve come to the right place.
The driver seems delighted at the childlike pleasure I’m taking from the street scenes and boasts that Tangiere
is “une ville internationale.” The King is in residence, he says, which is why the streets are decorated with fairy
lights, bought, if I understand his French correctly, from a bankrupt seaside resort in Lincolnshire.
My hotrel room has been booked for a week, but this doesn’t stop reception denying all knowledge of me and
saying that they are full. This always happens when I try and book anywhere half-decent. The more elaborate the
preparations and the more upmarket the hotel, the less likely they are to have heard of me. Perhaps if I had
matching luggage, fewer carrier bags and a jacket draped around my shoulders with the sleeves hanging loose, it
wouldn’t happen so often; but I suspect that even if I arrived by Ferrari with Nicole Kidman, a butler and a
masseur, I’d still come across as an impostor.
After a quarter of an hour of arguing they suddenly remember me and ask me to fill in a registration form
headed
Please write very legibly. This is applicable to married women even when accompanied by husband.

This is my fourth check in or out of the day. It’s after ten when I drop the bag in the room and hit the streets.
The boulevards of the fin-de-siècle new town are thronged with men promenading and packed into cafés
watching football on TV. The astonishing thing for a visitor from Britain, apart from the absence of women, is the
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fact that it’s Saturday night and all these men are sober. I’ve walked several hundred yards, and no one has
urinated in a shop doorway or thrown a litterbin across the street while singing
“No Surrender to the IRA.”
It’s hard not to feel a faint pang of nostalgia for the colorful traditions of small-town England.
In a snack bar that’s trying to be a restaurant I order a seafood pizza, then ask for the carte des vins.
“Oh, pardon,” says the waitress, “pas d’alcool.”
I’m faced with the distressing prospect of eating pizza without the wine that’s the only way of making it seem
like food. Surely the only point of pizza’s existence is to encourage the consumption of cheap red wine?
Unspeakable rotgut that would otherwise end up in Andalusian pickle jars and Romanian cigarette lighters tastes
like premier cru when accompanied by a pepperoni-and-chili thin crust with extra garlic. Look’s like it’ll have to
be water, then. Mind you, the young Moroccan at the next table has got a Quattro Staggioni\fn{ A pizza divided into
four sections and traditionally made with artichokes, mozzarella, tomato sauce, ham and olives } that he’s just covered in ketchup
and is now washing down with a liter of Coke. I’ve always been disturbed by people who drink Coke or Pepsi
with a meal, but perhaps he’s got the right idea. Pizza is children’s birthday party food, and deserves no respect.
Back in my room, the dough still expanding inside me, I combat the pizza afterburn, heart palpitations and
flashbacks of genital mutilation by macaque with a glass or two of the wittily named Spanish brandy, Soberano.
Mysterious chanting and the cries of cockerels float across the night sky to my palm-fronded balcony as I sit
propped up in bed, glass of brandy in hand, and consider the strange series of events that have conspired to bring
me here tonight. …
2
When I was a kid I couldn’t understand how Irish aristocrats with Irish names who lived in big houses in
Ireland came to be sitting in the British House of Lords. Still don’t, to be honest. Nor did I have any real notion of
an ancient Gaelic areistocracy. But I do remember my uncle telling me, when I was over in West Cork on holiday,
that McCarthy was a royal name and we were descended from ancient high kings of Ireland. Nothing special
about that, mind. Everybody else called McCarthy was royal too, which from what I knew about Ireland in those
days—West Cork, basically—meant about 80 percent of the populataion. There were a few Crowleys and
O’Donovans about the place, but apparently they were just McCarthys who’d changed their names. And either all
of us were kings, or none of us.
So it came as a surprise when some years later a BBC Radio producer told me that I had a clan chief to whom I
owed my allegiance; but the head of the McCarthy family, he said, was not Irish. He was a Moroccan, who lived
in Tangier, and was known as the McCarthy Moor.
Fantastic, I thought. A Moor! Like Othello! We discussed it over a few pints, and decided that the original
McCarthys must have been a nomadic tribe from North Africa who sometime in prehistory had, like the Celts,
emigrated north to Ireland. Over Singapore noodles and a couple of bottles of wine we further deduced that the
unaccustomed moistness of the Irish climate must have broken down their skin pigment, a kind of genetic rusting
process that led inevitably over the centuries to red hair and freckles. And so it was that I began to tell anybody
who’d listen that the ancient kings from whom I was descended were Moroccans, and that one day I would travel
to Morocco and share a water pipe and a bowl of couscous with the Moor himself.
I gave the matter no further thought until I was in Galway a couple of years ago browsing in one of those shops
that sell bogwood-in-poteen keyrings and Irish family coats-of-arms for tourists to sew on to their golf bags, when
an article in a cheaply photographed Celtic fanzine called Caledonian Fringe or Gael Force or Diasporic Paddy
of some such caught my attention:
The North Amereican MacCarthy Clan Gatherting in August will be presided over by the MacCarthy Mór, Dr.
Terence MacCarthy, Prince of Desmond.

Not Moor then.
Mór.
Probably a Gaelic word meaning “Moroccan”! Now I’d be able to prove to my uncle that I’d been right all
along, and that everyone in West Cork was, if you looked at things from the right angle, African. The gist of the
article was that hundreds, possibly thousands, of Americans and Canadians called McCarthy, MacCarthy and
McCartney would be gathering for a weekend of clan-related activities by a river somewhere in deepest Nova
Scotia. It sounded too good to miss. There would be esoteric ceremonies, and indiscriminate bonding, and
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buseiness cards embossed with shamrocks would be exchanged. We would dress up in strange togs, learn the
magic words and discover where we came from. With luck there’d be re-creations of ancient Celtic rituals
featuring half-naked bank managers covered in green paint, and I would be able to drink heavily with policemen
from Boston and mental health professionals from Toronto who had never been near Ireland in their lives. We
would sing the old songs together, to which none of us knew all the words. In Nova Scotia!
But how to contact them? There was a website address, but that was no good to me as I haven’t got a computer
—not because I’m some sort of technophobe, but because I know them to be the spawn of Beelzebub—so I
phoned a friend in Cork who logged, as I believe it’s called, on, and he came right back with the news.
Sorry, clan gathering cqancelled.
Some sort of problem with the main man.
Seems he’s staying at home.
In Morocco.
A whole arcane world of medieval Gaelic princely shenanigans—quite probably involving the wearing of
emerald-colored tights—of whose existence I had been completely and sadly unaware had revealed itself to me,
only to snatch itself away at the last moment. I felt cheated. I decided to go to Morocco, meet the Moor, and lay
claim to my roots.
It turned out to be impossible. Phone calls and letters to likely-sounding contact went unanswered. Nobody in
the mysterious world of Gaelic heraldry wanted to talk about it, while Irish people living in the real world told me
it was a load of unbelievable old shite, and I’d be better off steering well cleaer of these mad feckers, unless I
wanted to end up minus large amounts of cash riverdancing in plaid trousers in a Holiday Inn at two o’clock in the
morning.
Then a friend who’d been making some enquiries for me got a call from someone claiming to represent some
manner of ceremonial Celtic Guard, an order of armed Gae;lic gentlemen who accompany and defend the Mór on
all his overseas trips. And the word was that the man himself was indeed in Morocco, but would speak to no one.
No one. Understand?
Then two things happened.
First of all I managed to get hold of a book on Gaelic history with a foreword written by the MacCarthy Mór
himself. There was also a phtograph. He wasn’t a Moroccan fella at all. Rather pale and Irish-looking, in fact; and
decked out in a dinner jacket covered in fancy badges and decorations.
The second was an article in the Irish edition of the Sunday Times saying that the Irish gogvernment had
withdrawn “courtesy recognition” of the MacCarthy Mór, whom it described as “a Belfast historian of humble
origins.” Suggesting that his genealogy had been declared suspect, the paper said that MacCarthy was indeed in
Morocco, adding ominously:
He may yet face legal challenges from dozens of disgruntled Irish Americans to whom he sold and rented titles.

The ceremonial Guard also got a mention:
A uniform of rust kilts, gray military shirts and black berets. One member carried an axe.

What in God’s name could it all mean?
I was hooked, but my attempts to make contact with the Mór were, ifd anything, making reverse progress. The
Tangier hotel in which he had been a long-term resident denied ever having heard of him. I did succeed in making
contact with a count who had for years been one of MacCarthy’s supporters.
“When you phone him, make sure you’ve got a donkey handy,” advised the intermediary who gave me the
number, “so that he can talk the hind leg off it.”
In a series of extended telephone conversations—during which I took on the role of donkey, none being
available locally—the loquacious count denounced his former mentor as a charlatan, and urged me to avoid any
contact with him. He saw no contradiction, however, in continuing to use his title, despite the fact that it had been
bestowed on him by MacCarthy himself. On the other end of the phone I ee-awed in disbelief, but I don’t think he
noticed. I had entered a peculiar realm in which, as I was to learn to my cost on more than one occasion,
interested combatants armed with vast quantities of minute, unverifiable and unlikely-sounding historical detail
talk and talk and talk at you until you have a very bad headache indeed.
After several weeks I was no closer to the elusive Mór, but I had managed to piece together the essential facts
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of the story. Since 1948 the Irish state has been conferring “courtesy recognition” on the proven heirs of the
traditional Gaelic chiefships that were swept away under Anglo-Norman, later British, rule. In 1991, after a
decade of petitioning, the Chief Herald of Ireland authorized Terence MacCarthy, a historian and the son of a
Belfast ballroom dancing instructor, to use the title MacCarthy Mór, Prince of Desmond. In some eyes this made
him potential heir to the high kingship of Ireland, even though the job no longer exists; on account of the
inconvenient existence of a republic. Throughout the nineties MacCarthy adopted a high profile, publishing
historical books, proselytizing for Gaelic culture, being photographed with dignitaries, and making public
appearances at clan gatherings in North America. And then, as reported in the Sunday Times, the Irish government
withdrew its recognition, and the Chief Herald issued a statement:
It appears that reliance was placed to an excessive degree on uncorroborated statements and uncertified copies,
transcriptions, or summaries of documents, the originals of which were not produced or were said to have been
destroyed by fire, flood or explosion.

As a consequence of the alleged fires, floods and explosions, MacCarthy was duly stripped of his title—in
effect, they said, because he wasn’t who he claimed to be. In reply the ex-Mór wrote that the Chief Herald, “a
mere civil servant of a republic,” had no “right to alter the successional laws of Gaelic Ireland.” Each side accused
the other of selling titles to gullible Americans—which, like many people, I’d always assumed to be a cornerstone
of the Irish economy and therefore to be encouraged—and, in a welter of claim and counterclaim, MacCarthy
announced he was abdicating, withdrawing from public life, and going to ground in Tangier, where he had been
living on and off for twelve years with his associate, Andrew, the count of Clanderemond.
I shall not comment again on this affair. I shall not answer any correspondence, nor stoop to defend myself, or any
member of my family, from any further defamatory attacks by self-interested trouble-makers, self-acclaimed experts,
scandalmongers or title hunters.

By now I had realized that it needed an experienced investigative journalist with a precise and analytical mind
to crack this peculiar case and establish the facts once and for all. That ruled me out, then. In any case I felt no
urge to prove anything. Most Irish people I’ve spoken to regard these titles, and the anarchronistic world of Gaelic
chivalry, genealogical purity and vicious back-biting that surrounds them, as a bit of a game. They may be of
some importance to the tourist industry, they tell you, though not so important as genuine aristocracy as U2,
Daniel O’Donnell and Fungi the Dolphin. Rather than caring who was right and who was wrong, I found myself
intrigued by what it all said about contemporary Ireland. A Dublin academic offered me his take on the affair:
In England you have a class system, and everyone knows how it works. In America they have no class system, and
everyone knows how it works. And in Ireland, we have a class sytem, and no one knows how it works.

There was a surreal and peculiarly Irish dimension to the whole business, placing it firmly in the grand
tradition of Flann O’Brien, Sam Beckett and Spike Milligan. In 1923 the Public Records Office in Dublin was
blown up by the IRA and all records destroyed, so that, when push comes to shove, hardly anybody in the country
can prove they are who they say they are.
Yet I remained eager to meet the man at the center of the controversy, I didn’t want to cross-examine him, but I
was intritgued to know what kind of guy might be claiming, rightly or wrongly, to be my Chief. Who are my clan
anyway? Senator Joe, the wtichhunter? Mary, the novelist? John, the ex-Beirut hostage? Perhaps. Someone
cornered me in Cork airport this year, and said
“Tell me, Mr. McCarthy—do you still see a lot of that Brian Keenan?”
I read learned tomes on clan history and discovered all manner of obscure information, most of which is far too
boring to pass on; though I was pleased to discover that a McCarthy is reputed to have invented whiskey, and that
in remotest Alaska there is a town called McCarthy, population seventeen. One day, I thought, I’ll go there.
Maybe I’ll drink some whiskey when I arrive.
And that was about it. I had reluctantly decided to leave the MacCarthy affair to more accomplished
investigators when I got a phone call from a friend of a friend. Terence MacCaarthy had passed his title—the one
that the Irish government had withdrawn—to his younger brother Conor, who lives in Belfast. And would I like to
go over to meet him?
Though it’s not the most direct route, I decided to travel to Northern Ireland via Cork, where I had a visit to the
unemployment office. …
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216.162 Excerpt from Dear Fatty\fn{by Dawn French (1957- )} Holyhead, Isle of Anglesey, Wales, United
Kingdom (F) 7
Dear dad:
So, you’re still dead. It’s been 31 years and every day I have to remind myself of that fact, and every day I am
shocked.
You and I only had 19 years together, and so when I think of you, I am still 19 and you are. … What age were
you? … To me, you were just the right age for a dad. Old enough to be clever and young enough to be handsome.
Probably about the age I am now. Blimey, that’s weird. I will soon be older than you ever got to be. That’s not
right somehow. A parent is supposed to be older at all times. The natural form is, I get older and you get … just
old. Then, and only then, should you be permitted to die. Even that should happen in front of the telly after a bowl
of stew and a cuddle up with your missus. Not the way you died. Not like that.
I’m not 19 any more, Dad, and so many things have happened that you haven’t known, so I have decided to
write this book for you. I want to remember our time together and I want to tell you about lots of stuff since. So
far, it’s been better than expected …
*
Dear dad:
I’m having trouble remembering my very first memory. Each time I try I think I’m stealing other people’s first
memories that I’ve either read or been told of. I can’t remember looking out of my pram at an adoring mother, I
can’t remember being shocked at the first sight of my own pudgy baby fingers, I can’t remember the oddly
delightful feeling of a nappy full of hot new poo. (Actually, on second thoughts, I can, but that came years later!)
There is something I can remember vividly, and when I experience it now, the effect is visceral. It takes me
thundering right back to a mysteriously timeless but definitely very early blurry memory. The smell of my mother.
Of Mum. A heady aroma that embodies birth and life and strength and sex and safety and fags. Whatever perfume
she adds (currently she’s favouring Jlo’s new honk, I noticed, when I was last in her bathroom—she’s MoLo!),
this smell is always there as the baseline, and for me it’s magnificent and it announces that I’m home. I swear to
God her cooking is flavoured with the same scent, which is why none of us can replicate her recipes. You have to
be her to do it. I guess the scent is the code, the method of imprinting between a mother and child, and it is so
potent. Sometimes even now I snuggle up to Mum just to get another headful to nourish me till the next visit.
I don’t have such a strong early memory of you, Dad, although I do have one of something that happened
when I think I was about two or three. I remember creeping into your bedroom while you two slept and crawling
under your bed. I'm not quite sure why I did this but I suspect it was the thrill of being hidden while being so
close. A sort of delicious invisibility. (I did the same thing again years later at boarding school—more anon.) It
seems a bit pointless to eavesdrop when those you’d like your eaves to drop on are fast asleep, but I suppose the
joy was in the anticipation. Anyroadup, you might remember, a frightening thing happened. The bed was the kind
that had low metal bars and bare springs beneath, and I only just managed to squeeze under. I must have had my
hand inside one of the springs when one of you moved, resulting in a crushing pain as my little fingers were
trapped. I shrieked and woke you. You leapt out of bed, full of confusion and dadly alert. You reached under the
bed and, with a bit of gentle coaxing, pulled me out to safety and I ran into Mum’s arms for comfort (and most
likely to smell that healing smell). All of this was fairly unremarkable except for one thing. You were completely
naked and, although I was in agony, I couldn’t take my eyes off that weird dark dangly wrinkled thing. What was
it? I’d never seen you without your pants on and for some scrambled reason the first conclusion I jumped to was
that you were being attacked by some kind of nocturnal bed-intruding vicious hairy saggy mole-snake creature.
Naturally the correct course of action, considering you had just rescued me from certain finger-death, was to
reciprocate, so I lunged at your assailant with mighty force, thwacking it as hard as I could, trying to dislodge its
tenacious teeth from your groin. However hard I hit, it would not let go or fall off and so I was forced to pull it
like the keenest frontman on a tug-o’-war team. Inexplicably, both of you seemed helpless with laughter, and you
even seemed to be resisting my help as you pulled on your pants and let the biting thing stay INSIDE them. What
an idiot! I never saw it again so I guessed you’d had it put down at the vet’s or perhaps left it at the zoo.
*
Dear Gary:
Dad was at RAF Valley and we were living in Holyhead, Anglesey, so I must have been three years old and
you must have been six when Hunni the dog turned up. I don’t know where she came from, but I remember she
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was named after a little girl called Hunni Hindley-Maggs who you were at school with and who you lost your
heart to. Did she know you named a dog after her? Did she feel special as a result of that I wonder? I think the
dog, a cairn terrier, was officially supposed to be your dog, but—I just want to let you know that she definitely
preferred me and I loved her back with a fervent passion verging on the illegal.
After a certain amount of initial resistance she gave in to my efforts to make her lie down next to me for hours
on end. Mostly because I restrained her firmly every time she tried to move. I was determined we would be
spooning parrners. I wanted to feel her tiny body breathing calmly, sleepily, next to mine and I wanted her to be
like a Disney or Lassie dog, who could understand me and all my three-year-old problems, so I endlessly
blethered on into her ear, which twitched throughout these no-doubt heartfelt monologues.
When I’d had enough of talking, which was a long time, and she had fulfilled enough of my desire for her to
be counsellor/friend/hot-water bottle, she was also very handy as a baby or dressing-up doll. Quite a lot of my doll
clothes fitted her and even suited her. She looked better in pastels—it contrasted well with her sandy fur—and I
was stunned by how becoming she was in a mob cap, although I had to bite holes in it for her ears to poke
through. I think that if she had shown a bit more commitment, we could have squeezed more stuff on, but too
much wriggling prevented any true representation of an entire outfit, complete with sunglasses and luggage.
One thing Hunni was always up for, probably due to the delicious taste, was liberal use of Mum’s lipstick, a
stunning burnt sunset-type orangey red. Wetness of nose, hirsuteness of lips and constant licking made application
tricky but, with effort and tenacity, not impossible. The overall effect was stunning and in no small part
reminiscent of early Dusty Springfield. Excellent.
Obviously, to achieve the baby image was a much simpler operation—lay dog on its back, put on nappy and
insert dummy in mouth. Simple but effective. Hours of contented cooing and cradling followed. That’s me
contented of course, maybe not always her. Still, I’m pretty sure she favoured this sort of girly activity over the
silly exploits you got up to with her—like walking, throwing and catching, running after rabbits or wrestling.
Honestly, what were you thinking? She was a dog!
*
Dear Mum:
I’ve been thinking about what life must have been like for you around the time I was born, when Dad was
stationed in Anglesey. When I look at pictures of you pushing me in a pram, with a toddler Gary by your side, you
look so glamorous and so happy. Then I look at other pictures from that time. We must have been in RAF quarters
but there I am having a bath in a bucket in the backyard. Maybe this was just for a laugh—we must have had a
bathroom, surely? I know that the camp was miles from the local village and the shops in Caergeiliog and that you
had to walk for hours to get a pint of milk. I also know that Anglesey is hellishly windy and flat and remote. I’ve
seen photos where the trees are growing diagonal to the ground because the mighty maverick gales have battered
them into submission. They look tipsy, like staggering drunks, lurching sideways against their inebriation. It must
have been exhausting to drag both of us such a long way in that raging raw weather, and I know that often when
you arrived at the shop, so relieved to be out of the bluster and so glad to see other grown-ups, it was very hurtful
when people chose to speak Welsh only, to refuse to help you in English. I know you often felt lonely and rejected
but for me there is a truly visceral connection. I prick up my ears when I hear Welsh, I pay more attention when I
am around Welsh people. I like how dangerous and dark and a bit caustic and secretive they seem, and somehow I
have fused that persistent stormy weather with my memories of that country and those seductive Taliesin people. I
feel a curiously enduring connection, although by rights I’m not entided to it. I was born there, but I wasn’t bred
there and I’m not from there, yet Wales and the Welsh prompt an acute sense of tribal belonging in me. Perhaps
what I’m feeling is a distant sense of your alienation, Mum. Because you were made to feel the trespasser, I want
to belong, on your behalf. Maybe it’s a bigger issue. Dad’s being in the RAF meant that you (and we) followed
him wherever his work took us, so we didn’t get to belong anywhere. Sometimes we were in our home for less
than a year. You might have only just got a job, we might have only just settled at school, and we had to move on
again. Sort of legit gypsies really. Moving to a new camp, new town, new county, but strangely and rather
comfortingly, always the same house—same layout, same G-Plan furniture. We seemed to have very little of our
own. Just ornaments and books and odd items with which to try and personalise yet another RAF standard redbrick house.
It’s no wonder both Gary and I did so much sleepwalking and sleeptalking when we were growing up. We
probably harboured our fair share of new-school stress, constantly having to try to carefully negotiate our way
into new groups of friends. It was chum war. There were tactics. The RAF kids were easy to befriend—they had
the same itinerant experience and were sympathetic. It was the gangs of local kids that were harder to crack. They
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were fed up with forces kids turning up, and then buggering off before true friendships could be forged. They
were often wary of us and quickly judged if we were worth the effort or not. I vividly remember that crucial
testing time in the first few days of arriving anywhere new, when it was imperative to make a good show of
yourself, make sure all your wares were on display attractively—humour, hipness, kindness (but with a hint of
steel), intelligence, comprehensive knowledge of hit parade, courtesy, eloquence and skipping and twoball
prowess. If that failed (which it usually did due to pathetic lack of elan in any of above skills), employ bribery and
giftage techniques swiftly, sometimes even deploying own toys as bait. This was a supremely risky strategy and
you stood to suffer a high incidence of collateral damage, sometimes losing four or more well-loved Sindys or
even a pair of champion skates or a warrior set of clackers. No matter—this is the cost of war, no one said it
would be pretty, and these casualties were the price we had to pay. We will never forget them. On rare occasions,
this modus operandi backfired and we were judged to be spineless tossers for buying our friends’ affections. Then,
and only then, would I employ my master plan, a strategy that never failed, but demanded countless hours of
tireless acting. I would concoct a terminal illness—“toxic spasm” was a good one, as was “marrow fester” or
“trench head”, or simply “swollen blood”. All of these maladies meant I was not long for this world, and would
elicit sympathy and pledges of eternal friendship from otherwise hostile enemy agents. RAF kid 1—local kid nil.
Result. I’m sorry, Mum, if it meant you regularly had to answer strange questions from concerned parents about
your sickly daughter’s tragic condition, but somehow I eluded retribution and moved on to the next camp with
renewed vigour and no small relief that I could shake off my fatal ailment and be healthy again in readiness for
the next bout of “find some friends”. This nomad life, which incidentally also rewarded us richly with experiences
all over the country and later in Cyprus, was no doubt part of the nagging core feeling I had: that we didn’t belong
anywhere.
For you, though, it must have been very difficult to make a home. If it’s any consolation, Mum, believe me
when I say that everywhere we went was our home because you made it so. You were and are the absolute centre
of all of us, and you kept us anchored when we could so easily have felt lost and confused. There might have been
endless new doors but behind each one was you and Dad, making a safe and happy place for me to be. Any
confidence I have had since stems from that one unassailable fact. I am loved.
Thank you.
*
Dear dad:
I think I was about four years or so when you were posted to RAF Leconfield and we all moved to Yorkshire.
Only now do I realise that I’ve lived in Yorkshire at all—I was so unaware of our personal geography then. I did
know it was a long way from Grandma and Grandad French in Plymouth because I clearly remember those
endless hours in the car on numerous family visits. Gary and I would physically fight the entire time, mean
pinches and punches and stabs and Chinese burns. You tried word games and songs to distract us, but we were
compelled to battle. That was our kid purpose. If we were scolded, we resorted to verbal taunts and competitive
face-pulling, but in the main it was the corporal torture that was most excruciating and most thrilling. If any of our
squabbling became too dangerous, or if he was winning, I would be sure to whinge loudly to you and appeal for
justice. Gary called me “the Foghorn” for this crime of breaking rank and grassing him up, and accused me of
being “a girl”. A girl?! How very low.
Another reason I recall these journeys is the smoke. God, the smoke! I don’t know how many fags you and
Mum were smoking a day but it must have been 100 each. You obviously regarded these journeys as a perfect
opportunity to catch up on any non-smoking minutes you may have carelessly frittered away not smoking, and so
put in exta smoking time to get up to smoking speed. One cigarette lit the next and we travelled along in this
stinking, acrid foggy tin box for hours. Gary and me and the dog in the back seat, sucking up thousands of fags
worth of used smoke and gasping for air in a desperate attempt to stay alive. Heaven forfend we should open the
window. Mum would screech,
“You’re letting in the cold air! Shut that immediately!”
Yes, it would have been awful to allow fresh air to dilute the thick pea soup of swirling smog that had built up
inside the car. I swear sometimes I couldn’t see as far as the back of your head. How did you see out at all? Is this
why you often inexplicably used the windscreen wipers on a perfectly clear day? For years I thought I was a
sufferer of carsickness until I travelled in a smoke-free car and realised that smoke was the reason for my
queasiness. Perhaps Gary's cries of “Foghorn!” were more apt than we knew. .
Anyroadup, I remember one particular journey back up North because there was only one topic of
conversation the whole way. The Queen Mother.\fn{This was Elizabeth Angelia Marguerite Bowes-Lyon of
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Scotland, Queen Elizabeth the Queen Mother (1900-2002), consort to King George VI, last Queen consort of
Ireland, last Empress consort of India, mother of the present Queen Elizabeth I} You told us that you had been
selected as a typical serviceman, a chief technician with an average family—one boy, one girl, one nurseryschool-teacher wife, dog (comes with or without clothes). A perfect family, safe and presentable enough to display
to a visiting royal on a very special day for our air force base. She was coming to visit and inspect in two weeks’
time! All I could think was,
“Why is she called the Queen Mother and not the Queen’s Mother? Was my mum therefore the Dawn
Mother?”
Apparently there was a lot of preparation to be made before she could possibly cross the threshold of our
humble G-Plan, red-brick quarter. What?! What did we have to do? Surely, you suggested, she was supposed to
take us as she found us, that was the whole point, wasn’t it? Absolutely not as far as the Dawn Mother was
concerned. Do you remember she flew into a flurry of excitement and didn’t sit down or sleep once in those two
weeks? Everything was dusted, mopped, antisepticked, hoovered, pinned up on the line and beaten, including us
kids. Our house would be perfect, we would be perfect, it would be perfect. That Queen Mother would NOT find
fault with us. We would do you proud. Gary and I had haircuts, new outfits—mine was a tartan kilt and new red
patent-leather Start-rites which I had been longing for, so yay and respect to the Queen Mother for those; Gary’s
was a gray suit so he could be a perfect mini-man. The Dawn Mother had a twinset and a perm and you of course
wore your uniform, which I always loved because you looked so spruced and tip-top and important. Who would
have thought drab bluey-gray would suit anyone? You shone in it, and it shone on you, with all buttons and belts
and medals and significant regalia-type badge things duly buffed till they glinted. Nothing less would do. Mum
tried to get the same shine on our faces, using a chamois leather and Vim. Well, all right, not that, but something
like it—Brasso maybe? Gary’s newly cut but still renegade thick hair was semi-tamed with liberal dollops of
Brylcreem and Mum’s spit on the crown. There were new socks and new pants all round. This alarmed me—was
the mother of the Queen going to be inspecting our pants? This visit was seemingly more thorough than I had
anticipated. Shit. Or rather, not shit. On pants, or anywhere. No shit!
We practised bowing and curtsying for hours until our backs and knees buckled and bled. We tried to rehearse
being humble and quiet so that if the mother of the Queen “chose to converse with our parents, she could do so in
peace, please!”. The little pamphlet on royal etiquette gave us some tips: we were to speak only if spoken to (royal
rules, not family rules), so—should we say hello, or wait to be said hello unto? Could we try on her crown? Or
feed sugar lumps to the unicorns that would pull her pink carriage? After the initial “Your Majesty” we were then
to address her as M’am, rhymes with Spam, not M’arm rhymes with farm, and never M’erm. This threw me into a
panic because I felt sure I would mistakenly call her Spam from start to end.
The day came and, boy, were we prepared and perfect. Beds made with crisp hospital corners, books neatly on
shelves with spines facing outwards, teddies and dolls scrubbed and lined up on the pillow. The house smelt of
furniture wax and Mr. Sheen. A newly baked cake was on the table and the best—in fact, the new—china was
arranged beside it, as if it were commonplace that we had high tea in porcelain lady-cups. The Dawn Mum was
virtually still licking us clean like a mumcat when SHE arrived (do I remember it correctly, Dad?) in a helicopter!
All the neighbours were out in the road to watch. She first went for a quick visit to a suitably presentable officer
and his family at the other, pedigree, end of the camp. We were always segregated like this from the
commissioned officers—they had posh detached houses with huge gardens front and back whereas us oiks lived
in rows around a central play park (freshly painted for the visit—several children bore the marks on the arses of
their best clothes).
And so we waited and waited for her to come. Finally, just when I was starting to get lockjaw from the rictus
of holding my Queen-Mother-welcoming cheesy grin in readiness, she walked up our garden path. I had a quick
glance at the stunning outfit with the matching huge hat (hang on, where’s the bloody crown?!! She’s forgotten
the crown. Someone’s nicked the crown! The crown for Chrissakes! Call the police!!), before taking a very low
stoop into my ballet-influenced curtsy, holding my tartan skirt out at the sides for maximum effect So that the QM
could view the wondrous calibre of the cloth. Gary did his gentlemanly bow simultaneously, and both of us
remained like this for an uncomfortably long time—possibly two days. During our punishing rehearsals, we
hadn't worked out when the correct moment for closure on the bow/curtsy should be. It was best to just stay there
till a cough from you brought us both upright, if a bit dizzy.
Looking at the photos of the event, the overlong bowing was the last thing you needed since it immediately
became apparent that Gary had not washed the back of his neck. Ever. It was truly grimy from a seven-year buildup of gladiator-game mud. He brought shame on the House of French at this critical moment but I don't entirely
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blame him, because what happened next would overshadow the whole day for me and haunt my dreams for years
to come. As I stood up from my deep curtsy, and the blood rushed away from my head, I blinked in the light and
looked directly into the face of the mother of the Queen. She was about my height (I was four years old and three
foot), which sur- prised me. Was she, in fact, a munchkin? Excellent! I smiled my special show-every-tooth-inyour-head smile, carefully avoiding saying hello first and definitely not calling her Spam (don’ say hello Spam,
don’t say hello Spam). She then reciprocated with a huge ear-to-ear beaming smile and—horror of horrors—she
had a mouthful of BLACK TEETH!
What? Eh? No carriage, no crown and now she turns out to be a fully certified evil witch! And she’s coming
into my house! I was dumbstruck and with my heart beating fear in my ears, I hid behind your knees ana grabbed
on to your legs. I remember you trying to shake me off and you even did that dadfirmpull thing to remove me, but
I wasn’t going anywhere. I was holding on to your leg with the grip of a randy terrier, trying to make legpuppies
with you. She was in our house, chatting and drinking tea for all the world as if she wasn’t evil incarnate! She
looked at Gary’s train set, she asked polite questions and complimented us on our lovely neat house.
Had no one else noticed? Perhaps true evil, the soldiers of SATAN, can only be seen through kid-vision? So why
was my brother being so suckuppy? Didn’t he know? Perhaps it’s only girl-kid-vision that works? I knew what to
do. Hold on to your leg and refuse to either speak to her or look her in the eye.
So that’s what I did. I said one word when she asked me about my school. I said,
“Nice.”
That was it. That’s all I gave her and that was only to appear civil to the unknowing humans, the fools who
knew not who she truly was. She left our house and went off to spread her evil seed elsewhere, after 20 minutes or
so. The scariest 20 minutes of my life. Does she get back in the helicopter or simply hop on her broomstick to get
home? Does the Queen know what’s in her midst? I’m only four, there’s nothing more I can do. No one believes
me. I’m helpless, hopeless, inconsolable.
I was left with this deep hidden fear for years, and then I happened to meet the QM at a reception for the arts
many moons later and found her to still be alarmingly short, but much less evil, with lovely teeth.
Thanks, Dad, for the use of your leg that day. It saved my life.
*
Dear Hannah:
Right from the moment you were born, on Boxing Day 1993, and when I first looked into your eyes, I knew
we were 1inked in a profound way. It feels a bit like we are twins born 40 years apart. I know you. Because I was
you. I have watched you grow into your teenagehood, negotiating the assault course of your childhood using
exactly the same techniques as I did. I see your thinking, I see your actions, I see your doubt, and I see your
method and I know them as my own. Is it the family connection? I guess that must be a huge part of it. Is it some
great cosmic joke that I should appear again in my brother’s life as his daughter, just when he thought he was safe,
a spooky mini me, to continue the torture? Whatever the reason, I am so glad you’re here, that you’re my niece
and I cherish our mysterious sameness.
I can't apologise enough for the lifetime of comparison to me you have already had to, and will in the future,
endure. The endless comments about how you and I are so similar must be agonising. I am quite often the culprit
myself, even when I am aware of how tiresome and frankly frightening it must be for you, I remember when I was
14 like you, I thought anyone over the ripe old age of 40 might as well throw in the towel and die to alleviate their
unsightly and off-putting decrepitude. Surely, it would be a favour to themselves and to everyone else if they just,
like, weren’t there?
So I understand how alarming this comparison must seem. For a start, how could anyone be alive and so very
fat?! What is the point of that? Well, all I can say is that I am just as surprised as you. I honestly cannot fathom the
dimensions of this curious body I’ve been given. I was aware, from very early on, that it wasn’t quite like anyone
else’s. None of the laws of physics, nature, chemistry, biology, art or universal order seem to apply. I know I am a
human life form, but not as we know it, Captain. Why, for instance, am I so short? I know the Frenchies are not
tall in the genes department, hailing as we do from labouring stock, heavy, beefy men who built the first tar roads
in Cornwall and from fishermen who, again, need to be robust and sturdy to haul in their living. Surely, though,
their proportions were not quite as startlingly dwarfish as my own? What is my physical category, actually?
Plump? Rotund? Squat? Corpulent? Buxom, possibly, in poor light?
No, I defy these definitions. I’ve seen folk who fit those descriptions and they are not like me. I am more
hobbitish, with a big dollop of Weeble. You know, the ones that wobble but don’t fall down? Except I do, due to
alarming lack of foot size which might otherwise offer some stability. You would think that in return for the
1943

shocking lack of leg/arm/torso length, God might have been prepared to barter and bless me with elegant long
fingers suitable for pianos and rings, or even exquisite toes for sandal and nail-polish use. No no no. Not to be—I
got the dumpy Wall’s sausage fingers and the cocktail sausage toes. Thanks, God. What about an aesthetically
pleasing, well-arched neck? No no no. Got the full, direct-from-chin-to-chest fortification, with impressive
turkey-gobble flaps attached. How generous of the Almighty to gift me with not just the one chin, but several
reserve chins—lest I lose one? Or perhaps so that I might fashion a sail from my own face if I am stranded at sea
on a raft?
Above all, what in the name of all that is holy is the purpose of these massive ocean-going buoy chests? I
know bosoms are womanly but these surely belong to many women. How did I get the rations for the whole queue
from here to the edge of the earth? Every time I see a flat-fronted woman, I want to apologise for my seemingly
appalling greed. This IS the kind of hoarding that gets you sent to your room with a stinging arse. I would happily
share, given half a chance. I’d love to see my chipolata toes again—it’s been so long. I’d love to hold a friend’s
baby without seeing that strange slavering glint in their eye when they bounce off what must seem to be enough
food to propel them into their teens. I’d love to run and still see ahead on every other stride. I’d love to lie down
on my back without gathering underarm beach balls. I’d love to pick up a bra catalogue and find my size in all
ranges rather than turn each page ever more forlornly till I come across the trusted industrial “Doreen” in white
polyester—the only bap-scaffolding that comes in my staggering 42H. I have tried to customise the “Doreen” so
many times—I’ve added lace, I’ve hacked away at it with pinking shears to create a sexiar-looking shelf-like
effect, I’ve covered it in intriguing fabrics in an attempt to make it more comely. On one occasion, fortified by
drink, I wore it back to. front, which was ill-advised and dangerous to all in my immediate vicinity.
I’ve hunted high and low and under and over and beyond and back to find beautiful, supportive equipment for
these unfeasibly large norks. Thank God then, and June Kenton, for Rigby & Peller, a place where physical freaks
like me can find refuge, get measured properly and finally get heaved into something nearly pretty. I don’t think
you’re heading this way in the front upper depanment, Hannah, but if you do, fear not—I will guide you beyond
the darkness, through the portal of light that is Rigby & Peller’s door, with the comforting Queen’s royal warrant
above it. There shall you find mammiferous fulfilment and happiness.
Any road,\fn{Anyway:H} I know you will look at me from time to time and dread the onset of this odd body
shape. Fortunately, I think your mum’s genes might save you. Evidence thus far points towards early intervention
of good strong height genes. You even seem to have an actual neck, which goes in under the jaw and then down,
providing you with a place where necklaces apparently go. How lucky you are. But should this fleshy strangeness
befall you, I want to allay your fears a tiny bit and tell you that it’s not all bad. I have discovered that big breasts
can precede you into a room and announce the arrival of someone to be reckoned with. This can be very useful if
you are feeling nervous or shy, because the knockers do the attitude for you; meanwhile, you have enough
breathing time to let your courage catch up with them.
I’ve also experienced big bosoms as a sort of theme park for boys. They just can’t seem to resist them. Every
single boy I have known intimately has been utterly entranced by them and can’t wait to earn access so they can
play all day. Of course, not all of them have been well apprenticed in the art of bosom management. A big tip I
offer you is to give boys with very small hands a wide berth. It seems cruel to exclude them but, believe me, they
can’t seem to get past the turnstiles into the park. They just can’t. You will have to train boys to treat the pleasure
domes with all due respect and to cherish them like the magnificent cherishable things they are. You will have to
gently discourage any unconfident twiddling or tuning, you will have to insist on their close face-shaving to avoid
chafing or grazing.
You will have to fight off all attempts at actual breastfeeding, which some boys seem to regress to with zealous
and baby-like oversucking. I once had a situation where a total nincompoop created a kind of vacuum on one of
my pinnacles and had to be jabbed hard in the cheek in order to force a release. Painful for both of us and
potentially fatal for him.
You will also experience, should you be similarly endowed, a kind of sisterly regard verging on rampant
jealousy from other women. They, too, wish to join in the fun or at least behold the actual wonders or at the very
least hear tell of saucy chesticle adventures so as they might vicariously enjoy the thrills.
I once went to the theatre with a chum and noticed a woman in her fifties having a pre-show drink in the bar,
with the most splendid front I have ever seen (the woman, that is, not the bar). She was very grand and she held
herself so proudly. I was in awe. I couldn’t stop looking at her, at them, at it, at the whole fabulous majestic thing.
Imagine my delight when, quite by coincidence, she sat down next to me. I was breathless with admiration. She
was glancing at the programme. I tried to resist, truly I did, but I couldn’t—I leaned over and said,
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“Excuse me, I hope you don’t mind but I am compelled to tell you that you have the most magnificent bosom
I’ve ever seen.” She looked beatifically at me over her bifocals and said, “Yes. I know,” and smiled. And the lights
went down and we watched the play side by side. Me and the lady with the remarkable chest. We didn’t speak
again. And it was delicious.
Don’t forget that although you have a deal of “French” blood in you, to a certain extent the shape of your body
can be YOUR CHOICE. I’ve heard that exercise and a lean, healthy diet can make a big difference. I’ve always
known this but I can’t help it—personally, I would rather read a book or watch Big Brother than go to a gym and
jump about with a flushed face. Whenever I have passed a gym, and I’ve passed many, I look in through the
steamed-up windows and see sights I would only ever imagine in the nine circles of hell. Puffing red people
grimacing in pain, leaking buckets o’ sweat.
My only experience of this behaviour was enforced PE torture at school. During most. PE classes, I had only
one thought in my head:
“One day, when I am the one in charge of me, I will never have to do this again.”
And so it was. However, I have to admit that those who put themselves through it often look bonny in the end,
so the fact is—you do have a choice. I am a sedentary person, I’ve got the kind of well-spread bum that is perfect
for sitting and watching, and that’s what I do best. I’m sorry to boast but I really am good at it.
Some things are worth moving for, and for those beloved and special activities I have been known to move
with alarming speed and tip-top energy. The “worth moving fast for” list is as follows: 1. doing sex, 2. swimming,
3. tennis, 4. walking by sea with dog, 5. going into town to get a pasty, 6. doing sex, 7. dancing, 8. running away
from evil people, 9. running towards delightful people, 10. doing sex.
Talking of dancing, sweet pea, you are so good at it. I’ve seen you perform on lots of occasions and when I
watch you, I nearly burst with joy. Dancing is so great, isn’t it? I see you move and use your lovely body in such a
way that I know you are feeding from the pleasure of it. You are supple and expressive and dazzling. I hope your
enviable connection to your body and the confidence it gives you will last the rest of your life. That’s the key, you
know, confidence. I know for a fact that if you can genuinely like your body, so can others. It doesn’t really matter
if it’s short, tall, fat or thin, it just matters that you can find some things to like about it. Even if that means having
a good laugh at the bits of it that wobble independendy, occasionally, that’s all right. It might take you a while to
believe me on this one, lots of people don’t because they seem to suffer from a self-hatred that precludes them
from imagining that a big woman could ever love herself because they don’t.
But I do. I know what I’ve got is a bit strange and difficult to love but those are the very aspects I love the
most! It’s a bit like people. I’ve never been particularly attracted to the uniform of conventional beauty. I’m
always a bit suspicious of people who feel compelled to conform. I personally like the adventure of difference.
And what’s beauty, anyway?
Ever since I can remember people have told me I have a “pretty” face. When I was little, I used to feel so
chuffed and grateful for this, it seemed kind and flattering and I know it was meant to make me feel good. The
older I got the harder I found it to hear. I sometimes had the distinct feeling that it was a not very clever way of
saying, “Oh my God, look at your huge unpleasant body, at least you’ve got a nice symmetrical face for us to look
at”.
Which isn’t quite the same as the innocent, honest compliment I thought it was. Now, even older, I have found
myself really thinking about this whole “pretty” thing. What is it? Correct amount of features in a pleasing
formation? Lack of deformity? What?! My biggest problem is how can I accept the compliment when I haven’t
accomplished anything? I haven’t even tried! I was given this face by my parents just like you were given yours
by yours. That’s all. Nothing accomplished—just luck.
Mind you, with us, Hannah, you and me, it’s not just about the looks we share. Something else, something
much more fundamental, is going on. We can share our fears and our joys equally. I don’t mean by this you should
do as I do, follow my example or be like me in any way. Definitely NOT! I just mean that I think I sort of get you,
so rest assured I’ve got your back, babe, and I’ll fight for your right to be whoever you best think you are, making
lots of necessary and glorious mistakes along the way. Oh, the places you’ll go …
221.175 Excerpt from The Maid’s Tale\fn{by Kathleen Ferguson (1958- )} Derry, Derry, Northern Ireland, United
Kingdom (F) 10
The Catholic Church was father, mother and family to me for over fifty years. You can imagine what I felt,
then, when the Bishop dropped me like that—like yesterday’s newspaper he’d throw at his backside whenever
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he’d done with it. After I’d given Father Mann what many a wife never give her husband. For thirty-three years I
washed Father’s socks and made his bed. For thirty-three years I sweated over a hot stove for him, and ate his
leftovers, and that on my own, in the kitchen, while he ate off a tablecloth in the dining room.
But I’ve only myself to blame. I stayed long after I should’ve gone.
I was brought up in Bethel House, an orphanage run by the Sisters of Charity in Derry, though I wasn’t an
orphan strictly speaking. My ma was dead right enough. The story is my da give her a hiding she never got over.
But he was still living, in Gransha mental hospital, where they’d shut him away for life. I had a sister Dympna,
five years older than me, and a brother Michael, a couple of years older than that.
Bethel House was divided into two halves, one for the girls and the other for the boys. Dympna and me lived
in one half, near hand the convent, and Michael lived in the other beside the Bishop’s house. There wasn’t much
coming and going between the two. The nuns didn’t allow it for fear of what might happen. So the three of us
didn’t grow up as a family.
Come to that, I hardly knew much difference between Dympna and the other girls I lived with. Family, in the
sense most people understand the word, meant nothing to me. I didn’t miss it. As far as I was concerned the words
Mother and Sister was meant for nuns, not for blood relations. What the nuns told me—that the Church was my
mother and God was my father—I swallowed.
I never thought of Bethel House as an orphanage at the time I was living there. The word seemed too old
fashioned, like some place in the novels the teacher used to make us read at school. It brought to mind pictures of
skinny youngsters shivering with fear and hunger, which was a far cry from the way things really was. I never
wanted in Bethel House. At least, I never went cold nor hungry.
But I’ll tell you this much, my mind took fifty years to get free. Many as grew up with me wasn’t near as
lucky. Like the bulk brought up in institutions in my time, ’specially institutions run by the Catholic Church, they
never managed to escape; not really. We were made to feel we didn’t belong in the outside world from the start.
Nothing was said to us, but it was got through our heads some way or another we weren’t fit to be wives and
mothers. As far back as I can mind, I had the notion marriage was a bad thing. Marriage was for other women,
outside the House, and men. It’s hard to believe now, but this was happening in the Fifties, when the way you
looked was everything.
The Sisters ran the primary school in Bishop Street, and Thornhead School—for girls—where I went after that.
They were aye scrounging money off relatives to build extensions. I felt a wild pity for the relatives for they
couldn’t rightly refuse when asked barefaced like that. The two schools took in youngsters from outside the House
as well as us from inside, but it was at Thornhead I got my first real taste of the outside world.
I was singled out from the beginning, and pestered and bullied. The ringleader among the bullies was
Magdalene Cooke, a big, beefy girl with a plain face and mousy hair. It occurred to me at the time her parents
must’ve been terrible disappointed with Magdalene, for she was the only girl they had and I guessed by her name
they had high hopes for her.
Her best friend was Mary Healy. Now, Mary Healy would’ve slit her own wrists if Magdalene Cooke had
asked her to. She was that scared Magdalene would take up with somebody else instead of her. The reason for this
was her da had run off to Liverpool with another woman, you see, and Mary stuck like glue to people for fear
they’d go away and leave her too. She took it out of Magdalene sometimes, I could see that—the way she hung
round her neck. In looks, Mary was awful peaky. She had this thin skin the colour of rice-paper, and freckles just
like a wee fella, and pooky hair that aye stood on end even when it rained.
Then there was Bernie Sheedy, the pretty one among them. The low, sneakin’ sort she was, Bernie Sheedy only
ever joined in when the others had the better of me.
The second Bernadette was Bernadette Ratty. (There was four in the class on account of a diocesan pilgrimage
to Lourdes the year we were all born.) Bernadette Ratty had sticking-out teeth and eyes that nearly met in the
middle of her face. Like the others, this one had it in her to be vicious, but she didn’t have the gumption to lay
into me on her own. As much as she could do was call me names. She was a hanger-on.
And there was others too. But these four give me the hardest time.
The chapel, which was up the lane from the school, was a good hiding place for some of the nuns was aye
praying there. During lunchtime I’d go off there on my own to have my lunch. I got the name of being holy that
way, I think.
I mind one day in particular. I was sixteen at the time, and in the fifth year. It was a sharp December day.
Thinking back on it now, I can almost feel the cold of the water-font against my fingertips. I tip-toed into the
chapel, a habit I learned before I can remember. (I still hush my step in a chapel for fear of the silence.) As usual, I
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knelt down in the back seat and threw my school-bag on the seat in front of me. Some new writing had been
added to that already on the bag. Whoever had done it had dug into the leather with black biro.
“Have you been, Shamey? Have you been?”
That’s what they’d written. Shamey was my nick-name, you see. Magdalene Cooke had got it off a simpleton
in a play that was on radio some time before. “Have you been?” meant have you been to the toilet. That was a line
from the play.
For the life of me, I couldn’t understand why they called me Shamey, a man’s name of all names. Why not
Mad Martha or Baby Jane if they wanted to make out I was demented? But I didn’t give anything much thought in
them days. Bad things just happened to me and I lay down and took them like the stoodgy I was. Thirty-three
years had to go by before I could bring my mind to bear on them.
Since then I put this much together. I was a loner. I hadn’t any friends at the time I’m talking about, not that
that bothered me any, but it bothered Magdalene and her friends. The quare kind they were, they thought a person
was rare that was content enough to be alone. Being on my own made me an easy target into the bargain, a target
for anyone needing a guilt-offering.
And Thornhead, take my word for it, was full of people needing guilt-offerings. Girls growing up in a convent
school, in a Catholic town, with not a soul they could trust to talk to. They were scared stiff, many of them, and
didn’t like what was happening to them and they turned their fears and frustrations on me. I’d grown up earlier
than most of them, you see, by which I mean I’d had my periods while I was still in primary school. I was
wearing a 34C bra by the time I’m talking about and this made them terrible jealous. It made them mad, as well,
that I didn’t open my mouth about sex or even seem to think about it. Either that or they took me for a prig and
wanted to rub my nose in it.
The week before, three of them had shoved me down on the ground and pushed handfuls of grass inside my
shirt. They followed me to the toilet for months at one time. Taking up the cubicles on either side of me, they’d
climb on the toilet bowl and peer over the partition walls. They never give me no peace.
As you can imagine, this helped my shyness none. And I was terrible shy. Knowing no better, Magdalene and
the rest took this shyness for backwardness and called me after a simpleton. I figure they called me after a man
because I was different from them.
I wasn’t the only woman in the school with a man’s name, of course. Some of the sisters had men’s names too
—like Sister Aloysius and Sister Christopher. (Magdalene Cooke maintained they weren’t proper women.) I think
I was bearing the brunt for them. And I was bearing the brunt for men as well. By punishing Shamey, Magdalene
and the rest was getting their own back on all the boys and men that ever give them a hard time.
They had a right to be angry too, for the Catholic Church give women a hard time. I see that much now. Saint
Augustine says a woman “casts down the mind of man.” As for Saint Paul—well I won’t start on him! Being born
a woman wasn’t a thing to be proud or pleased about in our day. A woman’s very eyes wasn’t her own, least not as
far as the Catholic Church was concerned. Women was told what to see and what not to see. I mind one time
being dragged away from the playing pitch at Thornhead all on account a man who was working in the field
beside had no shirt on him. Sister Gabriel—our guardian angel, if you like—had been watching over us from a
window in the tower block and come down to rescue us. I still mind the lean muscles on the man and his skin,
burned brown as a berry.
I don't think any of these reasons justified the bullying I got but at least I understand why it happened now, and
I can forgive Magdalene and her friends. They didn’t know what they were doing.
There was times I was that scared I hid in the confessional box. People says a dog smells fear and picks its
victims that way. Well, Magdalene and the rest was like dogs in this case. They got wind of my fear and fed on it.
Since that time, I hear, them same girls got good jobs in the Civil Service. Bernie Sheedy even become a teacher.
But none of them ever left Derry. On a visit back last year I run into Magdalene Cooke coming down Bishop
Street. She looked right through me like I was made of glass. She’d forgotten completely who I was. The kind of
some people, they prefer to believe the past only happens in history books. Magdalene Cooke’s one of these.
For years, I was convinced there was something wrong with me made people pick on me the way they did. (I
still get days I think the same, when I can hardly stomach myself.) But whether it only suited me to think this at
the time, I can’t rightly tell you.
One thing’s for sure, I never could’ve taken on Magdalene Cooke and her mates, not even in my mind. I hadn’t
the ammunition. And I didn’t understand or like people very much in them days. Not that I’m fussed on them still,
most that I’ve met. It was easier to blame myself in them days, I suppose. That way I felt in charge, at least, and I
had the perfect excuse to go off on my own and not bother my head about nobody.
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Getting back to that day in the chapel, “Shamey” was scribbled all over my bag with big curlicues at the
beginnings and ends of the letters. I knew the hand right well. It was Bernie Sheedy’s. God help us all, but she
fancied herself an artist.
My books and even my gabardine was scribbled over the same way. If none of the teachers or nuns ever passed
no remark on this, it was for the simple reason they thought this Shamey was someone I’d taken a fancy to. For it
was a regular thing for girls and boys, to write the names of people they fancied on their school things. It was
expected, you see. It was part of growing up. It was part of the uniform.
I knew somebody had been into my bag that day from the buckle which was loosened one hole from the way I
usually kept it. I still shudder to think of the occasion. But it was lunch time and I wanted my lunch. I was aye
hungry in them days. At first sight it seemed nothing was touched. I took my lunch box out.
The second I opened the lid, a sanitary towel sprung out like a Jack-in-the-box and fell at my knees. It was
spread with raspberry jam to look like blood. I can still see the seeds, like little eyes, staring up at me off the floor.
For fear of being seen, I instantly lifted the towel and put it back in the box. My mind was in a daze. I couldn’t
cry nor feel anything at all. Punch drunk was a state I come to appreciate in them days.
PE was the next lesson after lunch, time that day. As you can imagine yourself, I was in no state, and asked to
be let off. I told Miss Duddy, who took the class, I wasn't at myself. Well! That woman had no manners! Instead
of opening her mouth to answer me like any decent body would do, she just shook her head and pointed her finger
at the changing room door.
Nobody could ignore her nice hair and long nails that way. Miss Duddy was a right prim wee woman; bought
her suits in Austin’s and went to the hairdresser every week. Her face was caked with powder and she wore a dash
of fuchsia lipstick for a mouth. I mind her that day. She was on top form.
“Chest out. Tummy in. Keep those buttocks tight.”
You talk about embarrassing. That woman didn’t know the meaning of the word and she was so passremarkable. She dragged me out in front of the whole class and give me a right dressing down for the way I
walked. The funny thing was, this Miss Duddy had a soft spot for Magdalene Cooke. Clumsy and coarse as
Magdalene was, she never says a blind word to her. And Magdalene had a thing about her too. Plenty days she’d
stay in after school for extra classes in “etiquette.” That’s what Miss Duddy called it anyway.
This day I noticed, while I was talking to Miss Duddy, Magdalene and Mary Healy was keeping a tight eye on
me. Their heads was stuck that close the-gether, I figured they must’ve been cooking something up. The look that
was on Magdalene’s face! But neither of them breathed a word to me about the towel in the lunch-box. They even
let me shower in peace after the class was over. It was while I was putting on my pinafore again I took heed of a
letter sticking out of the pocket.
The letter was from Magdalene. This wasn’t the first of its kind I’d got neither. I never used to open these
letters. But this day, whatever got into me, I decided to. I wasn’t scared any more. I just wanted to see how much
hate I could stir. God forgive me but I was beginning to enjoy myself. As you can guess yourself, the letter was
ignorant and smutty, the way teenage young cuties can be ignorant and smutty when they’ve got nothing better
than sex to think about.
I’d just finished perusing it when Miss Duddy stuck her head round the dressing room door. She seen the paper
in my hand but let on she didn’t. Like most of the teachers in the school, she knew as well as she was living what
was going on. Still, she never lifted a finger to help me. That day I decided to leave Thornhead for good the first
chance I got.
Fridays I helped out in the communion kitchen in Bethel House. It was here the communion bread for the
entire diocese was made. (The nuns was real proud on this account.) It was my job to press the hosts from the
wafers whenever they were cold and fill them into wee cardboard boxes. There was five hundred bite-size hosts in
every box. Between times I’d eat a handful. (As far back as I could mind, there’d been fish for dinner on a Friday
night. And I couldn’t abide fish.) It give me a thrill as well, gobbling up the hosts like that.
“God’ll get you back and make you fat!” Marie Coll says in a loud whisper in my ear. She give me a start for
we weren’t supposed to be talking at work.
“Then Sister Agnes is bound for eternity in hell,” I says.
Poor Sister Agnes! She was heaving a heavy sack of flour on to the table at that very minute and the flesh on
her arms was wobbling like blancmange. This started Marie laughing.
Now laughing was a nervous habit with Marie, and once she started, she couldn’t stop. She laughed till the
tears was tripping her. Of course, Sister Agnes heard her. And you should’ve seen the glare we got!
“Brigid Keen,” she gowls across at me, “scour them moulds another time. The crosses aren’t as clear as they
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should be.” You see, the hosts had to have these wee crosses printed on them. I’d just dropped the first pan in
water when Angie Page burst in the kitchen door.
“Bishop Cleary wants to see Brigid Keen right away,” says she.
She was all excited. A call to the Bishop’s house meant one of two things: a telling off (which needed a serious
sin in the first place for the Bishop to stick his nose in) or an invite to do him a favour. I was pretty sure he didn’t
want to give me a telling off for I rarely misbehaved myself. You understand, I’m not saying this to credit myself.
I just found life easier that way.
The Bishop’s house was over the wall-walk on the other side of the boy’s dorm. I’d run that hard from the
kitchen, I had to stand a minute on the doorstep to catch my breath. Somewhere deep inside the house I heard the
doorbell chime. Annie Zachery, the Bishop’s housekeeper, answered it. She glowered at me.
“You come the wrong way,” says she. “You should’ve gone round the back.”
Now Annie Zachery had a name of being a right cross wee woman. And her looks didn’t help her reputation
none neither, for she had these blue-black lips the colour of death, and blood-shot eyes that darted allover the
place. Her hair was like steel wool wound in a knot at the back of her head. And she had this habit of fidgeting
with her hands as if she was trying to keep a tight rein on them. Her feet was wild big and noticeable into the
bargain. The youngsters used to make fun of her on this account. Not but she asked for it, advertising the fact by
wearing Hush Puppies. I was wondering whether or not she was still wanting me to go round the back of the
house.
“As y’re here, come in!” she says and steps just far enough out of my road to let me past.
Inside, the walls were festooned with photos of the Bishop shaking hands with this priest and that cardinal.
And diplomas! God, but the Bishop must’ve been a terrible educated man. Then all the clergy is. A life-size statue
of the Saint Martin beamed down at me from a stand in the hall. And, at the foot of the stairs to the kitchen, a
good-looking picture of Our Lord showed me his bleeding heart. I think I stared, for the heart filled the entire
cavity of his chest.
One of Annie’s hands shot out to show me the way to the scullery. Once there, she showed me the chair which
was deliberately placed there for the purpose of interrogation, I should think. For it faced a tall dresser filled with
silver pots and plates and fine-bone china—a kind of high-altar to good housekeeping, if you like. Where Annie
ever found occasion to use this much china, I couldn’t imagine.
“Next Sunday is the last Sunday in Advent as you know,” Annie starts.
And she stops again, like she was expecting me to pass some remark on this. But when I says nothing to her,
she went on again in the same highfalutin voice.
“Bishop Cleary wants to give young Father Mann, who’s just ordained, a proper welcome to the parish and he
thought next Sunday would do.”
Father Mann. I’d heard the name before and tried to place it. I vaguely called to mind a good-looking boy
called Peter Mann who’d visited the House—oh, years ago—with a crowd of boys from St. Columb’s College.
They’d come to take part in Messiah. Chances were he was the same one for he had that holier than thou look
about him even then.
“I need an extra pair of hands,” says Annie, and she looked down at her own hands like they had suffered
enough and ought to be put out of their misery.
Something in me was reluctant to give an inch to this woman. So I didn’t open my mouth another time. But it
was more than Annie’s crabbed manner that put me off. For at that very same minute, I was come over all funny
—the way I always did when I heard tell of somebody becoming a priest or a nun. It was like hearing tell of a
death.
Annie, the old witch, was eyeing me for all she was worth. The shadows beneath her eyes and the furrows in
her brow made you think she never slept. It bothered me, her staring at me like that.
“Well?” says she. God, but she could be wild sharp.
“Whatever you like,” says I.
I can’t say I was looking forward to another run-in with Annie but I seen no reason not to help out the
following Sunday. Anyway, I couldn’t rightly refuse. Looked at in this light, it’d be a grand opportunity to see
inside the whole of the Bishop’s house. (I’d only seen a bit.) And I was curious to see if Father Mann was the
same Peter Mann I minded from the College. Excited would be too strong a word to describe the way I was
feeling. I didn’t get excited in them days—the reason being there was nothing much to get excited about. And I
didn’t look forward to nothing neither. The nuns in the House was aye talking about “looking forward” to
Christmas and “looking forward” to Easter. I understood what they were saying, but I couldn’t manage to feel
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what they wanted me to feel. Birthdays, holidays, the day I made my Confirmation, was just the same. I never
expected nothing and I never got nothing. Life’s better, I think, if you treat it that way.
On my way back along the wall-walk I run into Tim McFaul. I made him out in the half-light. Them days in
Derry, it wasn’t odd to see people out at night, not like the present day. People’s that scared to stick their noses out
their own front doors now for fear of getting them blown off. Tim was slouched over the wall and dragging hard
on a cigarette.
“’Night, Brigid,” says he. He aye had a kind word for me.
“You look pleased with y’rsell the-night, Brigid Keen. Where you been?”
“Over to the Bishop’s,” says I.
“Well you should’ve been to the pictures with me,” says he. He was aye pulling my leg. “Montgomery Clift
was on, in I Confess.”\fn{Montgomery Clift (1920-1966) American actor; he made it in 1953. It was banned in the Irish Republic,
because the story line involves a priest as the father of an illegitimate child; but it could have been seen in Derry, Northern Ireland, where
the author was born:H}

I liked Tim. He was dead on, not rough like most of the boys from the House. And he was serious too, without
being sober, if you know what I mean. Five years he’d spent in Bethel House, after his ma and da was killed in a
road crash. He had an uncle, living in Fahan, who was good to him, but the powers that be wouldn’t let the uncle
bring Tim and his sisters up and on account he wasn’t married.
I wasn’t one for conversation. People was too much grief. But I always had a word for Tim. Tim’s mind, it
struck me, was outside the walls—outside the walls of Bethel House and outside the walls of Derry city. I could
see it in his face that night, the way he looked out over the Guildhall, and way across the Foyle to Gobnascale in
the Waterside.
Plenty girls fancied Tim. I mind one mealy-mouthed girl kept making big sheep’s eyes at him. But then we
were all starved for a man to look at in them days at the same time as we were scared stiff of them. At least, I was
scared of them, or all except the priests.
This night Tim’d been down to The Picture House in Shipquay Street. God luck to him if the nuns ever found
out. He’d have been out on his ear for sure, for the nuns was wild wary of the pictures. The last film we’d been
allowed to look at was The Song of Bernadette,\fn{Made in 1943, about the life of Marie-Bernarde Soubirous (1844-1879;
“Bernadette” is the familiar sobriquet, or nickname, by which she is universally known), canonized a saint by the Roman Catholic Church
in 1933 primarily on the strength of 18 visions of what she first described as “a dazzling light, and a white figure”, and later as either
described as “that” (she used the word aquero) or “a small young lady” (uo petito damizelo)—she never referred to the vision as Mary, the
mother of Jesus—which she reportedly experienced in 1858 at the age of 14:H } and they took the whole House to see that. What

puzzled me was how Tim could afford to go to the pictures and I asked him as much.
“My uncle comes over from Fahan,” he says, “he gives me something into my hand. I know we’re supposed to
give it to the nuns but, ye know y’rsell, they can be awful tight.”
Now Tim would joke the rare time about the nuns, but I never heard him breathe a bad word against them
before that night. Something was eating him, I seen, and I asked him to spit it out.
“You know my mother wanted me to be a priest,” he says. (This was rare for a start for Tim never used to
mention his mother in front of me.) “It’s every mother’s dream, in Ireland, at least,” says he. “She used to come
into my room at night and every night it would be the same story, the same question, ‘Tim darlin’, what are you
going to be?’ And every night I’d answer her the same way. ‘I’m goin’ to be a priest, ma.’ She’d go away and
sleep happy hearing that.”
“And are you going to be a priest?” I says to him for I didn’t know what else to say to him in the mood he was
in. He lets a big laugh out of him.
“What do you think, Brigid?” he says.
I told him the God’s honest truth as I seen it. I told him he hadn’t the makings.
“Certainly not with this hair,” he says and rubs back the oily mess with the insides of his hands. Just the week
before he’d got it cut like James Dean.\fn{ James Byron Dean (1931-1955) American film actor} It drew attention to his
eyes and made them look big muddied pools after a flood. I asked him again what the matter was for he hadn’t
given me a straight answer the first time.
“Those lies follow me,” says he to me. I tried to argue with him the best I could.
“But you were only a wean at the time,” says I. “You says what people wanted you to say. Sometimes we have
to do that. Anyway, your mother only wanted the best for you.”
“The best!” He nearly eats the face off me. It seemed I’d only made things worse instead of better, for he
started into this terrible tirade.
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“You and millions like you think the sun rises and sets on the clergy,” says he. “You have them saints before
they’re dead in their graves.”
I didn’t like the sound of this at all, as you can imagine. It wasn’t the old Tim I was used listening to. Though,
looking back now, I see there was some truth in what he says. Derry people, women in particular, made a wild lot
of the clergy—and still do. A Derry man or woman wouldn’t pass a priest in the street without a salute.
“You’ll see, Brigid. One day you’ll see,” says he to me. And it was then he suggested we go up and sit in the
Cathedral for it was a freezing cold night outside.
“What did His Holiness want with you, anyway?” he says to me as soon as we were in the chapel door. I told
him what Mrs Zachery wanted and asked him if he knew anything about this Father Mann.
“Oh aye,” says he. “Father Patrick Mann, from the Waterside. The word is he’s one of the new breed o’
priests.” So it wasn’t Peter Mann then, unless I had the name wrong.
“And are you going to wait on him?” Tim says, sour as a lemon. I’d had my stomach full of him by this time.
“I’ll do as I please, so I will,” says I.
“But you won’t.” He grinned. “The next thing you’ll be telling me you want to be a nun.” In spite of myself, I
had to laugh at this.
“Ever noticed their wedding bands, Brigid?” he says. He was on a real roll now. “The very sight of them gives
me the creeps. My sisters—” He stops and goes dead quiet for a second.
“What worries me is the effect them nuns is having on my sisters.” Being the simpleton I was at that time, you
may know I hadn’t a notion what he was talking about.
“The Church just stepped in and took us,” says he. “Them nuns and priests conspire together, I know. They
can’t have weans of their own so they take other people’s and make them into little pictures of theirselves.” For
sure he was raving now.
“Whenever y’r tellin’ y’r stories tell them right,” I says to him.
What was all this fretting about his sisters anyway, I wondered. Other boys who had sisters wasn’t getting all
worked up about them the same way he was. Honest to God, the way he was carrying on, you’d think he was their
father or something. My advice to him was to leave everything in God’s hands. Says I,
“God will look after yous.”
“God!” he growls “I don’t believe in God!”
Well, you can imagine yourself the effect this announcement had on me. Nobody I knew to be Catholic never
said the like of that in front of me before. And I couldn’t thole it. But whenever I got up to leave, he dragged me
down beside him again. He had that wounded look on him, like the look on a dog's got a hiding it didn’t deserve.
And I felt all responsible.
“I want out of this place, Brigid,” says he.
He was groaning by this stage. Now, the Tim I knew never used to moan and groan.
“I want my sisters out of here,” he says. “It’s not the same for you, Brigid Keen. You’ve been here all your life.
All I need is a wee bit of land, like my uncle in Fahan, and a house for us to live in.”
Whatever about the rest of it, he was right about one thing. I didn’t feel the same way he did. I needed a man—
God with a human face to protect me. House nor land nor nothing like that never crossed my mind. And to give
credit where credit’s due, I seen he understood my dilemma. For he began to renege on what he says before. The
old Tim I knew was showing his face again.
“Maybe you’re right,” says he a couple of times. “Maybe God will provide for us in the end.”
Now it was hard to know what to say to him after this, he seemed that through-other. So I kept my mouth shut
for fear of getting him started again. The sadness had come over me in the Bishop’s house come over me again
and I felt the tears welling behind my eyes though I couldn’t say who or what I was crying for this time. I put it
down to the night which was one of them still December nights—you know the kind yourself—when, if you
believed in ghosts, you’d think it likely to run into one. And you could hear a pin drop inside the Cathedral.
Looking back now, I know my silence at that moment put Tim off more than anything I could’ve said
would’ve done. I was on my high horse and he wasn’t going to drag me down off it. Tim would’ve preferred it, I
think, if I’d joked a bit, even flirted with him. If I’d been any of the other girls, he’d likely have tried to kiss me
by this time. But he never did try to kiss me, though I had reason to think he fancied me. He had that look in his
eye. You know the kind I mean. But I left him there without a word.
By the time I got back to the communion kitchen, my head was spinning. Sister Agnes says to me to keep an
eye on the paste in the mixer. It was while I was standing there, watching the paste go round and round, it
occurred to me this was a rare way for the Body of Christ to start. I wasn’t given to odd thoughts like this as a
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rule. But that night I was fit for anything. What between Annie Zachery coming over all high and mighty, and Tim
carrying on the way he did, I didn’t know where I was in the middle of it.
I suppose I wasn’t used to thinking or feeling much in them days. That’s the truth of it. Life inside the House
was that quiet generally and I’d grown used to, and liked, the peace inside my head. Then there come times, like
this evening, when somebody got me all riled up. God, but I hated that. I wasn’t myself at them times. I felt
possessed, like them characters you read about in the Bible. I dreaded them visitations like I dreaded my periods.
They were that uncomfortable and, it seemed to me at the time, unnecessary.
1 didn't see the point in having opinions or feelings where they only got me into trouble. The rare time I ever
opened my mouth, I got my head chewed off. (I mind, once, Sister Gabriel was livid when I says to her the
convent was depressing.) So I learned to keep my tongue in my teeth. Like the proverb says,
“He that keepeth his mouth keepeth his life; but he that openeth wide his lips shall have destruction.”
As for feelings, I learned to control them the same way for I had a bad temper. God, but I had a bad temper. I
mind in particular being mad at Sister Marie de Lourdes when she wouldn’t let me go up the Fountain during the
summer. (Youngsters from Bishop Street and Carlyle Road used to hang about there in the long evenings.) The
hate I had in me! You don’t want to know about it. I scared myself at times like this, for I couldn’t ever forget I
had the blood of a killer coursing round my veins. Not but I felt equally guilty after. I even got it into my head that
Satan himself would take my soul for as much as wanting to live the way I chose. Of course this guilt was very
convenient at the time, for it stopped me doing anything I wanted to do and coming up against the nuns in the
process.
I had my own ways of curbing bouts of temper. Mainly I’d go off somewhere on my own. Praying helped too,
not that I ever managed to put my heart into the words. Still it stopped me thinking and that was the main thing.
When the usual Hail Marys and Glory-be-to-the-Fathers didn’t work, I’d rhyme them off back to front. Somebody
since says to me that that was the way devil worshippers conjured up the devil. I got well practised at that over the
years. But mostly, I’d just keep my tongue in my teeth and wait for the moment to pass. Silence was the answer to
most problems in the House.
The bouts of temper got rarer as I got older. After a while I couldn’t say what I thought or felt any more, or if I
thought or felt anything at all. I can safely say I lived a protected life in Bethel House. Of course there was a price
to pay in boredom.
The House made me a dreamer. I’ve never admitted this to another soul before now, not even the priest in
Confession. I seemed to sleep during the day and come awake at night, like a vampire. The only problem was the
dreams had a bad tendency to get out of hand. I mind a real bleak period when every time my head hit the pillow,
I’d see my father—or who I took to be my father—for I hadn’t seen the man at the time. He never had the same
face twice but I knew him to be my father never-the-same. Pictures, like snap-shots, of my mother’s grave
plagued me about this time too. I had no peace with them.
Of late I’d been wandering round in the same dreams, night in, night out. My mind was starving for new faces,
new places, new notions of who or what I might be—if only in a dream. I’d picked the old dreams to the bone.
What few novels was about the House was no use to me neither. All of them was like over rich dishes, too fatty or
too foreign for me. I craved something simpler.
Whenever the day come round that I was supposed to help out at the Bishop’s house, I went to early Mass so
as to have plenty time to get ready after. The sky was bright orange that morning, I mind, and there was a hoar
frost on the ground. It was the kind of day aye made me feel dizzy. My lone footsteps echoed across the cobbled
courtyard as I made my way to the chapel and I rushed to escape the hot breath was hanging round my face. I felt
too alive. My nerves was preying on me.
And it was a relief to reach the soft light of the chapel, and the silence. The smell of burning candle wax
calmed me down. (I still love that old smell.) And all about the walls the statues of Saint Peter, Saint Joseph and
Our Lady was looking down at me. But as I gazed back at them, the aliveness I’d felt earlier in the yard seemed to
convey itself to them and I seen in their faces, not the repose I was taught to see, but looks of stifled misery. Take
them outside the chapel, I thought to myself, and their cries would fill the city.
“I cried out and nobody heard me.”
These words from Scripture come into my head out of nowhere. It seemed to me the chapel worked on these
statues, the same way it worked on me, like a vacuum. It stifled their cries.
I seen right well my mind was going to give me no peace that morning. So I distracted myself by watching the
few stragglers that come in after me. They separated off at the bottom of the aisle, the men to the men’s seats, the
women to the women’s. One doddering old man had his head bent that low, I figured he must’ve committed some
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terrible sin. He genuflected and crossed himself and shuffled into a back seat. A brazen young woman come in
after him and clipped her way up the aisle in stiletto heels.
The vestry door opened and the Bishop, who usually says the first Mass on a Sunday, come up on the altar
preceded by six altar-boys. All the-gether, they looked like a carriage and six. The altar-boys was the newest
recruits in the process of being broken in. Breaking in meant serving at the early Mass for twelve weeks in a row.
The smallest boy, at the front, stuck his fist in his mouth to stifle a yawn and the one behind tripped on the carpet
when he reached to give him a poke.
As soon as they had all filed off to their places at the foot of the altar, the Bishop signed the boy who had
tripped to put a light to the Advent candle. The boy lit a taper and began the journey across the altar. Everyone
was watching for fear the taper would go out. And half way across the altar, it did. Poor wee boy. He had to go
back and start allover again. And all this time, the Bishop just stood there with this terrible forbearing look on his
face.
If you’ve been to Mass enough times, you’ll know yourself how you can manage to get through the whole
thing without hearing a word. But this wasn’t the way with me that day. In the raw state I was in, I heard the Mass
as if I was hearing it for the very first time. Everything the Bishop says seemed aimed at me. A “newcomer,” a
“saviour,” was being talked about. The words “come, come” sounded again and again through the prayers.
“Service” and “succour” is the words I mind best from the sermon. I mind one line in particular from the
Offertory prayers.
“All they that wait on Thee shall not be confounded.” I even took a hint about what I was supposed to wear.
“Let your modesty be known to all men for the Lord is nigh.”
I was high as a kite, I swear. I’m sure you could tell in my voice.
“Let me not be ashamed. We pray that with becoming honour we may prepare for the approaching
solemnities.”
Though I don’t think the rest of the congregation shared my enthusiasm. It seemed to me God himself was
talking to me, that he approved what I wanted and was going to give it to me. The singing sounded beautiful into
the bargain. There was this young fella! God! I thought, in the state I was in, he’d make the very statues weep.
Now it was no accident the Bishop asked me to help out at his house that particular Sunday. (I discovered this
later.) He had picked me for a purpose.
He was having doubts about young Father Mann, you see. Father Mann had been seen out gallivanting—the
Bishop’s word, not mine—with a crowd of boys and girls from the Long Tower parish the weekend before. And
if, as it seemed, he was a rotten apple, then the Bishop was going to have him out at the start. And what better way
to try him out than to throw temptation in his way?
I was the bait. The Bishop got me there that Sunday to offer me as a maid. Though I should’ve cottoned on
before I did for it was usually plain girls was picked to be priest’s maids, not good-looking ones that was likely to
run off and get married.
I looked my best that day, I have to say. The frock I had on was violet, with tiny red roses and a snow-white
collar. So as to show off my cheek-bones which was the best thing about my face, I pinned my hair back tight in a
purple bow. The nuns never allowed us to keep make-up. So, instead, I rubbed a wee bit of paint I stole from the
playroom into my lips and cheeks. Though not so much as would draw attention to me. I didn’t want to be
noticeable.
Annie Zachery was basting the bird when I walked into the kitchen. (I’d minded to go round the back this
time.)
“You look done up for a dance,” says she, and stared me up and down. She looked ready to devour me.
“Have them nuns taught you nothing?” I pulled up the collar of the frock.
“Still you’ll have to do,” says she, and she shoved a dirty, old apron into my hand. I could make out gravy and
jam and ketchup on it, at least.
“It belonged to the cook was here and died, but it’ll do you rightly.”
The apron was that big, it made me look like a wee girl. There was six for dinner that day, including the
Bishop. Father Mann alone hadn’t put in an appearance yet, according to Annie. The rest, knowing what the
Bishop was like about time, had come early and was upstairs in the library. The big clock above the kitchen door
struck one.
“Run up and see if the Bishop wants his dinner now,” says Annie.
My heart was in my mouth for fear. I tugged at the apron to get it off but only managed to get another knot in
it.
1953

“You’ll do rightly!” Annie scowls and lets her hand fly in the direction of the library. “None o’ them up there
care a hate what you look like.”
I had to search about a bit before I come upon the library. I was scared in the meantime for fear somebody
would come on me. And all the time I was trying to get the knots out of the apron. I was that through-other I
didn’t pay much heed to the place. But I can tell you this much, it was nothing like Bethel House nor the convent
neither. (It’s since occurred to me there’s the same difference between the altar and the nave in most chapels.)
It was that swanky. Every place had velvet curtains and chairs with curly legs and Persian rugs. And the door
knobs gleamed so hard you could see your face in them; not that you’d ever need to look at your face in them for
there was plenty of looking-glasses about. And everywhere was grand and bright as well. It caught the light.
God, but I must’ve looked the oddest sight standing in the library door that day, for I had a tight hold of my
apron at the back to pull it in and my face was beaming with shame. I swear, I would’ve given my soul for a
magic cloak to make me disappear at that very minute.
Inside the room was cosy. The Bishop and his priest friends was sitting round smoking and drinking whiskey.
One priest on his own frightened me at the best of times. But five the-gether! I couldn’t get a word out, try as I
might. The five faces stared at me, hoping, I’m sure, I’d do whatever I’d come to do and go away.
It’s odd the things catches your eye at a time like this. I found myself staring at the Bishop’s hairy ankle. A
good six inches of one leg was visible above his sock for he’d crossed his legs and thrown himself back in the
chair in the affected way he used to do. His belly sagged and his thigh pressed tight against his trouser leg. The
Bishop had a bullet-shaped head, with the odd gray hair growing out of it here and there. His eyes, nose and
mouth looked all squashed up the-gether.
“Well, Brigid?” says he.
You wouldn’t think by the look of him he had such a beautiful voice. I felt the wee black spots in the middle of
his eyes boring right through me and I still couldn't manage to get a word out.
“To be slow in words is a woman’s best virtue,” says he, and he switched on that artificial smile of his. At the
same time, he bent his ear a bit, as if to hear me better, the way he had a habit of doing in Confession. I had to
speak. Says I,
“Mrs. Zachery wants to know if she’ll put the dinner out.”
He took a hard look at the ground in front of him, to give the impression of terrible concentration. I used the
chance to take a quick squint round his friends. There was Father Jack Fraggart, a big, confident man with a
watery mouth and large hands. Father Jack, as people knew him, had stretched himself out at his leisure in front of
the fire. A large whiskey dangled from one of his hands, while the other crept slowly along the back of the sofa
near the neck of young Father Bosco. Father John Bosco, for that was his full name, was a pale, dark slip of a lad
with bones that looked too big for his skin. He had these big, beautiful teeth as well. But when he tried to smile I
could see the nerves quivering in his face. Father Clerkin, who was seated next to the Bishop, was a right sharp
wee man. (You daren’t go into one of his masses without a headscarf.) He was prim into the bargain, with
polished shoes and a polished face and hands to match. The way his collar cut into his throat made him look awful
uncomfortable. The flesh from his chin hung out over the top. Father O’Dowd, the old priest, was sitting apart
from the rest. He had taken a hard chair well away from the heat. I never knew Father O’Dowd when he didn’t
have a dour look on him. This day he had his sour eye on the Bishop, only every so often he’d look down and
examine his fingernails. He had lovely fingernails right enough. They were pink and shiny like mother-of-pearl.
Fit to say the Rosary on, they were. The Bishop hadn’t time to answer me before the doorbell rung.
“That’ll be young Father Mann now,” he says, in a different voice. “Tell Mrs. Zachery to bring the dinner right
away.”
I was turning on my heel when young Father Mann, as the Bishop referred to him, run into me. I didn’t take
him for a priest at first for he was wearing gray, not black like the rest of them, and his pullover was covering his
collar. He had his coat under his arm and hadn’t stopped to take off his bicycle clips. Although I was sure I hadn’t
set eyes on him before, he felt that familiar. He seemed a soft, sensitive soul.
“Wait!” says he. The word was out of his mouth and he had taken a hold of my apron before I could stop him.
“You’re in some trouble there. Let me help you.”
You can imagine how I felt standing there in front of all them priests while one of them tried to loose my apron
string. I wanted the ground to open up and swallow me. He was that close I could smell the toothpaste off him,
and aftershave and sweat, and I felt the warmth of his breath on my hands for I was still clutching the apron
strings. I looked down at his black head. His hair was long and needed a good comb. When he turned up his face
to me, I seen he had these big, sparkling blue eyes. The cycling had brought the colour to his face. He’d just come
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from the Waterside, where he’d been saying his first Requiem Mass. Though, judging from the smile on his face,
he was none the worse for it.
He apologised for being late. Words just flowed out of him like water out of a tap and he had this lovely
accent. (Maynooth does that, I noticed; takes away all trace of humble beginnings like Baptism takes away the
trace of original sin.) Neither the Bishop, nor any of the others, says anything back to him. It was clear the Bishop
was fuming. Father Mann straightened up and tugged that hard on his collar, I thought he was going to pull it off.
“Now, maybe, we can have our dinner,” the Bishop says and takes a good, sharp look at me.
“A pretty girl, that,” I overheard Father Mann remark as I was going down the stairs to the kitchen. He meant it
as a joke, I’m sure, but none of the rest seemed to think it funny for this terrible silence followed.
My job was to clear the table between courses while the housekeeper got the food ready for the next course.
I’d been told to start with the Bishop and work my way round to Father Mann who was sitting at the Bishop’s
right hand. But seeing as I couldn’t carry all the dishes in one go, it often happened I had to go back and get
Father Mann’s plate on its own. Now the Bishop, being in a bad temper anyway, got mad at this and when Father
Mann riz to remove his own pudding bowl to save me another journey, the Bishop shoved him back down in his
seat.
“Let Brigid do it,” says he and he glowers at me. “You can manage very well, can’t you, Brigid?”
Poor Father Mann. He had no choice but to be waited on whether he liked it or not. When I come back into the
dining room with the cheese I noticed nobody was talking to him. The Bishop, mind you, was keeping a sharp eye
on him at the same time as he was blethering on to Father Clerkin. They were talking about the recent spate of
internments and what the Catholic Church was going to do about them. Father Mann looked that put about. I felt
it was all my fault and I was dying to say something to him. Maybe it was only hitting him then, poor soul, he
wasn’t his own man any more. And it was more than clear by this stage in the dinner that the Bishop didn’t like
him. It seems (he told me later) his spiritual advisor—I think that’s what he was called—in Maynooth and the
Bishop was very tight and the spiritual advisor had told the Bishop Father Mann wasn’t fit to be a priest. The
reason for this was Father Mann had dressed half the seminary up in women’s clothes for the cast of The Pirates
of Penzance. I was pouring out the tea when the Bishop turned to Father Mann and says,
“Patrick, what would you say to Brigid for a maid?”
Well, I didn’t know where to look. And Father Mann, God love him, was just as flabbergasted. If you ask me,
it never crossed the poor man’s mind he’d ever need a maid. But the Bishop was of the old school and thought
every priest should have one. This was odd really, if you bear in mind how strict the Catholic Church is about men
and women living under the one roof and them not married. But the Bishop had no qualms. Indeed it was him was
responsible for hiring out many of the girls from Bethel House.
“That all depends on Brigid,” Father Mann says back to the Bishop.
And then all the faces turned on me. All, that is but Father Mann’s. Poor Father was trying to rescue a Marie
biscuit he’d held too long in his tea. He was that confounded.
“Brigid’s a woman of few words.” The Bishop grinned up at me. “Always a recommendation in my view.”
“But are you religious, Brigid?”
Father Jack, who’d had more than a few during dinner-time, was trying to take a hand out of me. Sure all of
them knew I went to Confession and Communion regular and attended Mass every Sunday.
“A woman without religion is like whiskey without soda,” says he, “hard to take.”
If looks could kill! The Bishop give him such a look as knocked the smirk to the other side of his face. And he
would’ve rammed the words back down his throat, I’m sure, providing he had the know-how.
“What do you say, Brigid?” he turns to me again.
What could I say? I was chuffed at being asked. Into the bargain, it was dreadful hard for a Catholic woman to
get a decent job in Derry in them days and a roof over your head could be just as hard to find. Here was me being
offered the two the-gether on a plate. It would be downright thankless to refuse. And, coming from the House, I
felt lowed it to any priest asked me.
“Whatever you say,” I says to the Bishop. And that’s how I come to be Father’s maid. …
222.170 Excerpt from Joseph Knight\fn{by James Robertson (1958- )} Bridge of Allen, Stirling, Scotland, United
Kingdom (M) 13
Sir John Wedderburn, tall but somewhat stooped with age, stood at the windows of his library, enjoying—as he
felt he should every morning he was given grace to do so—the view to the Carse of Gowrie and the Firth of Tay.
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Ballindean’s policies stretched out before him: the lawn in front of the house, the little loch, then the parkland
dotted with black cattle, sun-haloed sheep and their impossibly white lambs. Thick ranks of sycamore, birch and
pine enclosed the house and its immediate grounds. Beyond the trees, smoke rose from the lums of estate cottages
and the village of Inchture and was immediately scattered by a breeze from the east.
Had he ventured outside, Sir John could have looked behind the house, to the north, where the woods thinned
out and the land rose to the sheltering Braes of the Carse. But on this morning John Wedderburn was not going
anywhere—not while that wind was blowing. The view from the library was, for the time being, all he required.
There might have been more majestic landscapes in Scotland, but none that could have pleased him more.
He was seventy-three, thin and angular but with rounded shoulders and a nodding, lantern-jawed face that gave
him the appearance of a disgruntled horse leaning over a dyke. Strands of gray hair swept back from his forehead
and curled thinly behind his ears. His brow was tanned and his cheeks weathered and taut, as if he had lived most
of his life butdoors, but his hands—slender-fingered and soft—belonged more in a room such as the library.
Sunlight shafted in through the window from a watery sky. A huge fire roared and cracked in the grate at one
end of the room. There were two armchairs, one on either side of the fire, and a few feet further away—close
enough to get the benefit, not so close as to hurt the wood—a heavy writing-table of finest Jamaican mahogany.
Near the door a wag-at-the-wa, which had just clanged out ten o'clock, ticked heavily.
But it was the rows of books that dominated the room. Bookshelves ran along two-thirds of the length of the
wall behind the table, and reached almost to the ceiling. The volumes were well bound, neatly arranged, and free
of dust: biography, history, philosophy, verse, those often rather too delicate creations novellas … so many books,
and so little inclination left to read them. Sir John thought this without turning from the window. He felt them
massing behind his back, picked them off in his mind: The Works of Ossian, heroic and Highland, whatever Dr
Johnson might have said of their authenticity; Edward Long’s History of Jamaica; Lord Monboddo’s six volumes
on The Origin and Progress of Language (tedious, eccentric—Sir John had given up after half a volume);
Smollett’s novels—he remembered heavy, sweltering West Indian Sundays much relieved by Peregrine Pickle
and Roderick Random; the poetical works of the ploughman poet Burns and “the Scotch Milkmaid”, Janet Little
—little doubt already which of those would last the pace; collections of sermons, treatises on agriculture, political
economy, science. And two copies of Henry Mackenzie’s Man of Feeling, because the lassies liked it so much. Sir
John had once tried this book and had thrown it down in disgust—grown men bursting into tears over nothing on
every third page.
“That is not the point, Papa,” his daughter Maria had insisted, “you are too matter-of-fact!”
But that was the point. There wasn’t a hard bit of fact in the entire book.
The fact was, Sir John no longer read much himself, but he subscribed to many publications, and took the lists
of the Edinburgh booksellers, mainly for the benefit of his wife Alicia and his daughters. They were all there in
the room too, around the fireplace, a series of silhouettes done five or six years before: Alicia, fair and delicate at
forty-three; Margaret (child of his first wife—after whom she was named—now nearly thirty and so long
neglected by suitors that Sir John had almost given up worrying about it); Maria, Susan, Louisa and Anne (all in
their teens). Great readers, every one of them, especially of novelles and poetry. Sir John was quietly pleased that
his four sons—represented in various individual and group portraits on the opposite wall, and all but the youngest
sent out into the world to work—showed little inclination for reading, and none at all for novelles.
The library’s most recent acquisition, delivered the previous week, was a collection of Border ballads in two
volumes, compiled by Walter Scott, Sheriff Depute of Selkirkshire. How appropriate, Sir John had thought as he
cut the pages, that so many thieves and ruffians should be rounded up by a sheriff. But there was nothing really
wicked in the ballads—nothing that was not safely in the rusted, misty half-dream that was Scotland’s past,
nothing dangerous to the minds of his daughters. Susan was the one most easily swayed by history, romance and
poor taste. But then she was female and seventeen, it was to be expected. She would grow out of it. Books might
have some bad in them, but there were, after all, worse things in the world.
The last fifteen years in France had demonstrated that, but Sir John had known it much longer—since, in fact,
he was Susan’s age. The French had gone quite mad, and now the world was paying for the madness. Two men
born of the Revolution strode across the Wedderburn imagination, the one threatening to become a monster, the
other already monstrous. Napoleon Bonaparte was the first, a brilliant Corsican soldier, who had temporarily
made peace with Britain at Amiens but whose ambitions clearly pointed to further and more devastating
campaigns. But worse, far worse, was the second man, the black Bonaparte, Toussaint L‘Ouverture, the barbarous
savage who had turned the French island colony of San Domingo—once the sugar jewel, the sparkling diadem of
the West Indies—into a ten-year bloodbath. Toussaint L’Ouverture: the name passed like a cloud over the ruffled,
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sparkling Tay, and Sir John shuddered.
From the Paris Jacobins this slave had learned the slogans liberté, egalité and fraternité, and had the
outrageous idea of applying them to Negroes. He had massacred or expelled the French planters, devastated their
plantations, defeated the armies of France, Spain and Britain—forty thousand dead British troops in three years!
—and left San Domingo like a weeping scab in the middle of the Caribbean, barely a hundred miles from
Jamaica, with Toussaint himself, drunk on power, emperor of the wreckage.
Yet in Jamaica, it seemed, his exploits had made him a hero to the blacks. God help them all then, Sir John
thought, white and black alike, if they should follow his example.
There was a tap at the door of the library and it opened just wide enough to admit a dark-suited, dark-jowled
bullet of a man, whose lined face suggested that he was almost as old as Sir John himself-this despite a thick crop
of hair so black that it looked suspiciously like a wig. But these days wigs, even among elderly men, were
something of a rarity.
“There’s a man Jamieson here frae Dundee, Sir John. He says he has business wi ye.” Sir John frowned, did
not turn.
“What day is it, Aeneas?”
“Thursday.”
“Is it? Well, show him in, then.”
He remained at the window. He had forgotten about Jamieson. These last few weeks his head had been full of
other business. First, there had been correspondence with his brother James, whom he had appointed guardian to
his children. Although James was only a year and a half younger, he was in better health—fatter, sleeker—and
likely to last a few more winters, whereas Sir John had found this last one sorely trying. The cold had scored deep
into his flesh, seized up his knee and finger joints, and had him longing for the Caribbean. The thought of more
snow and ice was not just depressing, it made him fearful. James might have had his faults in the past, but he
surely would not misuse his nephews and nieces.
Then there had been fine-tuning his will. His eldest surviving son, David, who lived in London and managed
much of the family’s West Indian business from there, would inherit Ballindean, but, steady though David was,
Sir John was not willing to let the future hang on the whim of one individual. It had taken too much trouble
restoring the family to Perthshire, after the difficulties of more than half a century ago, to permit the work to be
undone in a moment. So he had made an entail of all his property, establishing a complex chain of succession
tying Ballindean to future generations of the family, and the family to Ballindean. And not just Ballindean, but
also Sir John’s portions of the estates in Jamaica. David could enjoy his own, and after him so could his children,
but neither he nor they would be at liberty to sell off the Wedderburn property: it would, barring financial disaster,
stay in the family now and forever. If Sir John wanted to be sure of one thing before he died, it was this: the
Wedderburns were back in Scotland for good.
The matter Jamieson had come about had slipped his mind. No—it had been sitting in the dark of his mind, a
locked kist\fn{Large chest} in the attic. Perhaps Jamieson had brought the key to it from Dundee?
“Good morning, Sir John.”
Still facing the window, Sir John tried to assess the man from his voice. It was not a deep voice—it almost
squeaked. Jamieson had been recommended by the family lawyer—indeed, Mr. Duncan had appointed him, and
this would be the first time Sir John had clapped eyes on him. What was he? A kind of drudge, a solicitor’s devil,
a sniffer in middens and other dank places, howking out missing persons and persons one might wish to know
about but not be known by. A ferret. Yes, his voice was the squeaking, bitter voice of a ferret.
Sir John turned from the outside light. He was surprised by what he saw. Jamieson was a small, balding man in
his forties, wearing ill-fitting black clothes that were so crumpled it was a fair wager he had slept in them. Then
again, he had just travelled nine miles on horseback, and although the new turnpike between Dundee and Perth
was a vast improvement on what had passed for a road before, this might have been cause enough for his
dishevelment. He seemed rather portly and careworn, more like a mole than a ferret. Sir John noted that he was
carrying nothing—no leather case, no sheaf of papers, no casket of evidence. This was not encouraging. But then,
what had he expected him to bring?
“Good morning, sir. Is it cold out?”
“A wee thing chilly, Sir John. That east wind is aye blawin.”
“Very well. There is the fire if you wish to warm yourself.”
Jamieson hotched awkwardly near the door. Sir John kept up his sour face, but inwardly he smiled. Perhaps the
man thought it would be impertinent to come between a laird and his hearth just to warm one’s backside. Perhaps
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he suspected that the laird was toying with him. Well, he was entitled to his suspicions. It was his job. When it
became clear that Wedderbum was not going to speak, Jamieson coughed and filled the silence himself.
“Aboot the, eh, maitter I was instructed tae inquire intae, Sir John. I received the commission at the end o
January and I hae been workin awa diligently ever since. I hae sent oot numerous letters, checked parish records,
questioned shipping agents, mill overseers, members o the criminal classes. I regret tae say that I am unable tae
gie ye ony satisfactory report.”
“Is that so? Why then are you here?”
“It was intimated tae me that the maitter was of some … was tae be conducted wi the ootmaist discretion. I felt
it only richt I should bring ye this disappointin news mysel.” Wedderbum sucked in his cheeks till it seemed his
whole face was about to collapse.
“It is disappointing, sir. Can you report nothing at all?”
“Extensive inquiry has been made, and no jist in Dundee. I had hoped for information frae the agent in Perth
that first worked on the person’s behalf, a Mr. Davidson …” Wedderbum glowered.
“Ah, yes, I mind that name.”
“But he has been very ill and unable tae see me. I hae been in Edinburgh, Kinross, Fife, Angus—but withoot
ony success. In short, nae trace o the person has been uncovered.”
“Let us not be shy, sir. His name is Knight. Joseph Knight.”
“Aye, sir.”
“He cannot simply have disappeared.”
“Wi respect, Sir John, there’s ony number o things micht hae happened. He micht be deid.”
“What makes you think that?” Wedderbum said sharply.
“I’m no sayin I dae. But it micht be possible. For aw that, he micht be in London. Or America. Africa even.”
“I hardly think so.” Now Wedderbum was beginning to suspect Jamieson of toying with him.
“Mr. Jamieson, I do not doubt that you cannot find the man, but no trace of him? Not a word? Nobody with a
memory? A man like that surely does not just disappear.”
“That’s whit he seems tae hae done, sir. Disappeared.” Jamieson coughed. “And his wife wi him.”
“You mean his wife as well?”
“Aye, sir, of course. As we’ve no found either o them, we dinna ken if she’s yet wi him.”
Sir John thought of the wife. The Thomson woman. She would long since have lost any charms she once had.
He had a sudden, startling image of her, a twisted, witch-like hag, clinging to the back of Joseph Knight like a
curse. He gave his head a shake, moved towards the fire.”
“It’s odd. It is not as if he is inconspicuous.”
“Which is why I say,” Jamieson said, following, “were he yet in Dundee, I would hae discovered it. A black
man in Dundee is a kenspeckle body. But as soon as ye reach tae Edinburgh, or the west, it’s a different
proposition.”
“He’s still a black man. He must stand out.”
“There’s mair o them in Scotland than ye micht imagine. Maistly in Glasgow and roond aboot. Wi the trade tae
the Indies, ye ken. It’s no like BrIstol or Liverpool, sir, whaur I’m tellt they are very numerous, but there’s mair
here than ye’d think.”
“Is that so?” Sir John was irritated by the suggestion that this man knew more about Negroes than he.
“In the west, aye. There’s a line or twa I pit oot in that airt that I’ve no reeled in yet. No that I’m ower hopeful,
but …”
Wedderburn tilted a furrowed brow at him: explain further what you mean. Jamieson coughed again.
“Ye’ll be aware o the present revolutionary spirit that’s rife amang certain trades, sir? Weavers and spinners
and the like. There’s a secret society brewin up discontent, ye’ll maybe hae heard o it? The United Scotsmen, as
they cry themsels.”
Wedderburn found himself getting annoyed. Jamieson seemed incapable of coming at a point directly. He
always wheedled and sneaked his way up to it.
“Why should they interest me? I am not a political man.”
“Nor I, sir.”
“But they interest you?”
“It’s my work.”
“You are a spy.” Jamieson blinked, mole-like.
“Weel—”
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“You are a spy. You turn men’s coats. You buy men and their secrets. Am I right?”
“It’s why ye employed me,” Jamieson said flatly.
“Mr. Duncan employed you. Never mind. Go on with your United Scotsmen.”
Jamieson paused, as if recollecting something he had memorised earlier.
“In pursuin a certain line o inquiry intae the activities o this combination,” he said, “on behalf o some
gentlemen wi considerable interests in the linen manufactories in Dundee and Fife, I had occasion tae make
contact wi some o the weavers o Paisley. There is a black man in that toun—no oar black man—a respectable and
loyal subject—and as it appears there is a web o contacts no jist amang the weavers but amang the Negroes o the
west, I thocht something micht come back by way o him. But there’s been naething thus far.”
“This loyal Negro,” Wedderburn said, stretching out the phrase as if to test if it would snap, “what is his
name?”
“Peter Burnet. A weaver.”
“You met him?”
“No. I wrote tae him.”
“And you expect a reply?”
“I dinna ken.” Sir John snorted.
“Well, well, if that is all, that is all. Knight may be furth of Scotland altogether, as you say.”
“I could appoint agents in London, sir. Time would be a factor, but if ye were willin …”
Something in Wedderburn’s eyes brought Jamieson to a halt. There was a deep thought turning in there, an
assessment. Then Wedderburn shook his head, as if ridding himself of the thought. Later, Jamieson would curse
himself for not paying more attention, for not seeing it as a warning signal. He had seen the same head-shaking
gesture earlier, when Knight’s wife had been mentioned. As if there were something in Wedderburn’s mind that he
couldn’t get out. Wedderburn said,
“No. It’s not important.”
If it was not important, Jamieson thought, why had he been traipsing around the countryside for two months?
Not that he was going to complain, since the fee was substantial, but in his experience even wealthy gentlemen—
especially them—did not hire him for trivialities. He ventured an opinion.
“Tae reach further afield, sir, we could try a discreet advertisement in ane o the newspapers. ‘Information
regarding the whereaboots of the following individual … a small reward offered’—that kind o thing. If he disna
read the papers, somebody that kens him micht.”
“Oh, he reads the papers, Mr. Jamieson, be assured of that. He is a very thorough reader.”
“Wee!, then.”
Again, Jamieson saw that struggle in Wedderburn’s eyes. Hot, then cold. Anger? Guilt? Something old but still
raw. And behind Wedderburn, above the fire, he saw something else: flanked by several smaller .silhouettes, a
large painting in which three men posed on a kind of wooden porch. Their clothes were old-fashioned—from
forty or fifty years back, perhaps—and the painting was no masterpiece, but they were unmistakably
Wedderburns. All three had Sir John’s high brow and long jaw. The porch was attached to a house, and was partly
in shadow. Bright green, foreign-looking shrubs and an absurdly blue sky provided a crude contrast to the shade
and to the unsmiling faces of the men. The scene must be Jamaica. One of the men—probably the one in the
middle, Jamieson thought—had to be Sir John.
“No, I do not wish it,” Wedderburn said. Jamieson dragged his attention back to the old laird.
“I believe you are right when you say he is no longer here. And in any case, the nature of these Negroes. Put
such a notice in the press, there would be dozens of them thigging and sorning at my gates. No, we’ll not pursue
that line.”
“I only thocht, if it’s a maitter o compensation …” Sir John drew himself up, squaring his shoulders against
their stoop.
“Compensation? What do you mean by that, sir?”
Jamieson thought of a dog with its birse up, but the image did not quite fit. It was more as if the raw thing in
Wedderburn had suddenly manifested itself on his skin, like a disease. Jamieson took a couple of steps back
towards the door.
“Jist that … weel … for Joseph Knight. The case is auld enough noo … time saftens sair herts. I presumed—”
“Well, don’t!” The word shot from Wedderburn’s mouth like a dog after a cat. Jamieson retreated further.
“Your presumption is not what I hired you for—nor your couthy proverbs. Your task was to find Joseph
Knight, nothing more. And you have failed. You presumed that I seek him out to pay him some money? To make
1959

amends of some kind? I pay him compensation? Oh, you have read me very wrong, sir!”
“I see that, I see that,” Jamieson said, though what he was most clearly seeing was his fee floating down the
Tay. “No whit I meant at all, Sir John. I beg your pardon—oomph!”
A further detonation from Wedderburn was forestalled by this minor one from Jamieson, triggered by the
opening of the library door, the handle of which had dunted him sharply in the small of the back. A tall, darkhaired girl in a white muslin dress entered.
“Oh, I am sorry.” It was not clear if she was addressing Jamieson, now rubbing his kidneys and screwing up
his face, or her father.
“What is it, Susan?” Sir John said. “It is not yet noon.”
“I forgot, Papa. I came for a book.” She had her father’s serious, thin face, and an adolescent awkwardness of
posture.
“You will have to come back for it, then.”
Wedderburn turned to Jamieson. He made a sudden stab at joviality.
“My daughter, sir, reads books as a sheep eats grass, incessantly, and as you have discovered she lets nobody
stand in her way. I make it a rule that this room is mine, and mine alone, every morning, or I’d have no peace. But
I don’t have it anyway. My dear, you must find something else to occupy you for an hour and a half. Should you
not be at your task?”
“I’ve finished my task, and now I’ve to read a book while Maister MacRoy helps Anne with hers. Could I not
—” Sir John held up a finger.
“We are discussing business matters. Your book will have to wait. Do some sums. Now—away with you!”
He half shouted this, half laughed it. Jamieson could see the intention: Wedderbum assumed that the lassie had
overheard him roaring at Jamieson, and wanted her to think that that had been all light-hearted too. Sounding ever
more conciliatory for her benefit, he moved over to the writing-table, saying,
“I thank you for your efforts, Mr. Jamieson. I imagine it’s tedious work. Off you go, miss.”
“I thole it, sir, I thole it,” Jamieson said, as the door closed behind Susan. He was content to play along with
her father’s pretence. He had had no idea, when approached by the lawyer to carry out a search, that Wedderbt!:rn
would still be so sore. Twenty-four years had passed since the case was decided: Jamieson had had two wives and
eight children in that time, and his eldest three were all grown and flown from the nest. Although most folk had
forgotten the case—Joseph Knight, a Negro of Africa v. John Wedderburn of Ballindean—obviously Wedderburn
… But obviously what? Jamieson’s curiosity, which had been professional until this moment, suddenly became
more personal.
Not that it was his concern if the old laird still nursed a grievance—if he did not, there would not, presumably,
have been any work for Archibald Jamieson—but seeing it exposed in that way, then hastily concealed from the
daughter … Jamieson was impressed, intrigued even.
He looked again at the Jamaican painting. The men in it were young, in their twenties or thirties. If it was John
Wedderburn in the middle, the other two must be his brothers. Jamieson wondered if Knight had already become a
possession when the painting was done. Wedderburn was now seated, setting out paper, ink and pen.
“I think our business is concluded,” he said, glancing up. “You’ll send your bill to Mr Duncan? He’ll expect a
full account of your activities.”
This was it? The matter sealed? What was Wedderburn trying to do?
“Aye, certainly, Sir John,” Jamieson heard himself say. “Thank ye. It’s an honour tae hae been o service, sir.
Tae a gentleman such as yoursel.” He took a chance.
“That, eh, painting. If I micht …” He advanced towards it.
“Is that yoursel in the middle, Sir John?” Wedderburn glowered at him.
“It is.”
“It’s very fine,” Jamieson said, peering closer. “A very fine likeness.” Wedderburn half rose from his chair.
“No it is not. It’s poorly executed. The artist … well, one had to settle for what one could get out there. Now
—” He gestured at the door, sat down again, began to write.
“Of course.”
Jamieson, still contemplating the painting, stepped away from it. But he could not resist touching
Wedderburn’s wound one more time.
“Ye’ll be, I dout … ye’ll be ane o the great Wedderburns? Like Lord Loughborough, the Chancellor o
England? Ye’ll be o his faimly, sir?” Sir John Wedderburn stopped writing, looked at Jamieson as if at a worm.
“No, sir. Lord Loughborough is of mine. Good day.” Jamieson turned and hurried from the library.
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In the hallway he paused to catch his breath, half disgusted at his own sycophancy, half pleased at its effect.
Almost at once he became aware of a shadow hovering on the stairs above him. It was Aeneas MacRoy, the
sneering creature who had inspected him like a school laddie before announcing his arrival to Wedderburn.
MacRoy descended without a word. His deep-set dark brown eyes flickered to a silver salver that sat on a nearby
half-moon table, as if he expected Jamieson to try to steal it. He led him out the way he had come in, past the
kitchen and the wash-house, down a freezing stone passage and across to the stables where his horse was tethered.
Only then did MacRoy speak.
“That didna tak lang, did it?”
“No.”
“And it’s a fair ride back tae Dundee.”
The implication was that Jamieson had wasted everybody’s time, including his own. Jamieson was half
inclined to agree, but did not want to admit it.
“Aye.”
“Wi this wind ye’ll likely hae a face as hard as a kirk door by the time ye win hame.” Without waiting for a
further response, MacRoy hurried back into the house.
Jamieson, pondering the probable accuracy of the prediction and the grim satisfaction with which MacRoy had
uttered it, warmed himself for a minute at the horse’s flank. It was a long trip for a twenty-minute interview. He
could, of course, have made his report to Mr. Duncan, Wedderburn’s lawyer, but he had wanted to see Ballindean
and its laird for himself. Jamieson had spied on unfaithful wives and husbands, eavesdropped on radicals, hunted
down cheats, thieves, eloping daughters and dissolute sons, but he had never had to search for a black man before.
He had been curious to see the master who was still chasing a runaway slave after twenty-four years. And now,
having seen him, he was even more puzzled. Wedderbum’s sudden burst of bad temper had been counter-balanced
by apparent indifference as to Knight’s fate. What was Wedderburn’s motivation? Jamieson could not figure it out.
He wondered if he was losing his touch.
Yet why should he think that? He’d not performed badly over the United Scotsmen, an affair that had involved
much discreet inquiry and cultivation of dubious acquaintances, and a little danger. He had attended, in disguise, a
meeting .of radicals at Cupar, narrowly avoided a severe beating in the back streets of Dundee, and helped the
authorities chase a notable agitator out of the country. This kind of work was paid for by the proprietors of the
new manufactories that were going up everywhere, changing the face of the country. Jamieson did it because it
was there, and because it paid better than his other work, copying documents. He liked the owners neither more
nor less than he liked the weavers. As he had told Wedderbum, he did not consider himself political.
He was about to mount up when he realised he was not the only human being in the stable. The lassie, Susan,
emerged from one of the stalls, herself and the white dress now protected from dirt and cold by a black cloak
clutched close about her.
“I know the matter you were here to see my father about,” she said.
“Oh aye?”
“Oh aye,” she echoed. “I heard at the door.”
Jamieson considered the combination of her directness of speech and her hunched, uneasy stance. He said
cautiously,
“I dout your faither wouldna be best pleased aboot that. Or aboot ye waitin oot here on such a momin.”
“Ma faither disna ken aboot either,” she retorted, a perfect mimic. “And I wasna waitin on you. Since I hadna a
book tae read, and nae task either, I cam oot tae see the horses.” He could not help smiling.
“But ye kent I would be here sooner or later.”
“And I ken aboot Joseph Knight,” she said. Then, reverting to English: “Don’t you think it’s an interesting
name?”
“Is it?”
“Biblical,” she said, “but chivalric too, and mysterious. The Black Knight. I think of him as a chevalier of
darkness.”
“Aye, weel,” Jamieson said, “your faither disna share that view.”
“Papa never mentions him. But we all know about him, it’s hardly a secret. My sisters and I. And Mama too,
although she wasn’t married to Papa when it happened. My other brothers and sisters—the old, half ones—even
they were too young to remember much about it now, but we all know.”
“How’s that?”
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“The servants, of course—the older ones. And Aeneas MacRoy with a drink in him.”
“Him that convoyed me in and oot? Aye, whit sort o a man is that? Some kind o major-domo?”
“He thinks he is, though it’s Mama that runs the household. Aeneas is our schoolmaster.”
“The times are tolerant, when lassies cry their dominie by his Christian name.” She laughed.
“Only behind his back. In the schoolroom he’s strictly Maister MacRoy.”
“It’s a queer dominie that gangs aboot like a servant, showin folk in tae his maister. He must leave aff teachin
ye as aften as he taks it up.”
“Aeneas has been here so long nobody is concerned about what it's fitting for him to do or not do. He and Papa
are old comrades—from the Forty-five. I don’t think Papa notices any more whether Aeneas is tutoring us or
skulking in a corner or chewing his dinner thirty-two times to aid the digestion—he does that, you know.”
“Frae the thrawn look on him, it disna work.” Jamieson was gratified to see a smile break over Susan's face.
“Onywey, whit does he ken aboot Joseph Knight?”
“Oh, this and that. He doesn’t say much about him, and then only when he’s drunk, but you can tell it’s deep in
him yet. And my uncle James, he doesn’t mind speaking about it—the case I mean.”
“Is he in the picture wi your faither?”
“The one above the fire? Yes, on the left. The roguish-looking one. He was a rogue then, apparently.”
“Faith, whit way is that tae speak aboot your uncle?”
“It's only what my father says. He doesn’t mean it harshly. But you can see him curl up inside if the plantations
are mentioned when my uncle visits. Papa always stamps out the first few words that might blow in Joseph
Knight’s direction. I know, I’ve watched for it. Did Papa tell you who painted that picture?”
“He didna, na.”
“My uncle Alexander. He died not long after he painted it. Do you know who else is in it?”
“Anither uncle o yours.”
“That’s right. Uncle Peter. He died in Jamaica too. But not just him.”
Jamieson frowned. The lassie was haivering.\fn{Talking nonsense} “There’s jist the three o them,” he said.
“You didn’t look closely enough. It’s very dark on that porch. Yet it’s the middle of the day.”
“Whit are ye sayin, miss?” She took a step back, and he realised his question had come out quite fiercely.
“Joseph Knight is there too. Or he was once. Papa had him painted out after the court case.”
“How dae ye ken that?”
“Because I do. I must have looked at that painting a thousand times. There’s somebody there under that heavy
shadow. You can just make him out. And I’m sure he’s black. Who else could it be?”
Jamieson shrugged. Now he wanted to go back into the library. The lassie seemed to have a lively imagination,
but why would she come up with such a story? Then again, why would Wedderburn go to that trouble? Why not
just take the painting down, destroy it?
“If your faither had that done, it was lang afore ye were born. Did he tell ye that was whit happened?”
“No, but it’s obvious, isn’t it? I think Papa was ashamed. He thinks the court case was a great stain on the
family, and of course it was, but not for the reasons he thinks.”
“Whit dae you think?”
“That Joseph Knight must have been very brave. And right.”
And clad in shining armour, Jamieson added into himself. He said:
“Ye dinna approve o slavery?”\fn{This first section of the novel bears the preface: Ballindean, 15 April 1802}
“Do you?”
“I dinna think muckle aboot it.”
It existed. It was a fact of life. That was what he thought.
“Well, you should.”
“You dinna like it, then?”
“How could I? How can anybody? It makes me ill to think of it. There are associations formed to abolish it.
I’m going to join one and fight it.”
“There’s associations formed tae fecht aw kinds o things. That disna mak them richt. It’s slavery that biggit this
fine hoose, and bocht aw thae books ye read.”
“That’s not my fault. Nobody should be a slave. That’s what it was all about, wasn’t it, the court case? Whether
you could be, in Scotland. What I don’t understand is why Papa wants to find him now, after all this time?”
“1 dinna ken.”
“Not because he’s had a change of heart, anyway. You thought that, and he nearly took your head off.”
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“Ye’ve sherp lugs, miss. Whit was the book ye wanted?”
“Oh, I hadn’t one in mind. I’ll devour anything. Like a sheep.” She bleated and he laughed.
“It’s strange work you have,” she said.
“I work tae eat, like maist folk. I dae whit I dae.”
“Look for people?”
“That. And this, and thon.”
“What’s your horse’s name?”
“I dinna ken. I hired it. I dinna keep a horse.” She clapped the horse’s neck.
“Imagine not knowing her name. What if she wouldn’t do as she was bid, or something feared her?” Jamieson
smiled.
“Miss, this is the maist biddable horse I was ever on. It jist gangs whaur ye nidge it wi your knees. If I spoke
tae it I would probably fleg the puir beast.”
“Do you think he’s still alive? Knight, I mean.”
“I dinna ken.”
“Ye dinna ken much. 1 think he’s dead. We’d have heard otherwise. There’s not much news goes by
Ballindean, one way or the other. Either from visitors, or newspapers, or the servants.”
“The world’s a bigger place than Ballindean,” Jamieson said. “He could be onywhaur in it.” He made to leave.
“Old Aeneas hated him,” she said, as if desperate to keep him a minute longer.
“Whit gars ye say that?”
“Aeneas hates everything. No, that’s not fair. He likes my sister Annie. But he hated Knight. It was an affaire
de Coeur,”she added pointedly.
Jamieson was interested, but pretended he was not; adjusted a saddle-strap. He was torn between believing her
and dismissing her. He said,
“Ye’re gey young taeken aboot such things, are ye no?”
“No,” she said. “Books are full of them. But this was a real one. Joseph Knight won the heart of the woman
Aeneas wanted. That’s why he hated him. More for that than because he was a Negro. How could you hate
someone just for their colour?”
Jamieson had had enough. He swung himself up into the saddle.
“It’s easy, miss. Folk dinna need muckle o an excuse, believe me, for love or hate. Ye’ll find that oot for
yoursel.”
“Leave love alone,” Susan said, with a bluntness Jamieson was certain she would not use to a man of her own
class, though she might to one of her sisters. “Love’s not at fault. You old men are all the same. You’re like my
father. You don’t believe in love, or goodness of any kind.”
Jamieson was rather shocked. He felt old when she said it. He was only forty-six; Sir John Wedderburn could
easily be his father.
“Na,” he said, “I dinna. And I dout Joseph Knight didna either. And nor would you if you were him. Ye’d best
get inside, miss, afore ye catch cauld and I catch the blame.” She looked disappointed, either in him or the fact
that he was leaving.
“Well, au revoir, Monsieur Jamieson,” she said, following him out and slapping the horse’s rump. “And if ever
you find him, be sure and let us know, father and me.”
*
Conversations tended to continue in Susan Wedderburn’s imagination long after they had ended in reality.
Especially conversations that, like books, took her outwith the policies of Ballindean. But such conversations
were rare. Her full sisters, though she was fond of them, were too childish, too light- headed or infatuated with
marriage to give her what she needed. Her half-sister Margaret, twelve years older, was too dull. Her mother was
too protective, saw serious or heated discussion as a threat either to her own domestic tranquillity or to her
daughters’ prospects of safe, suitable unions. Maister MacRoy’s mind seldom strayed beyond the set lessons of
the schoolroom. Susan felt starved of adventures but had no idea what form those adventures might take.
Her father had had adventures at her age. She knew his stories of the Forty-five inside out. They had once
thrilled her, but lately she could not separate them from the brooding presence of the dominie, who had been at
Culloden too, but who was about as romantic as a goat. All that Jacobite passion belonged in another age, it had
nothing to do with her. The Forty-five might have been tragic and stirring but it was also hopeless and useless and
ancient. What she wanted was an adventure that was happening now, that touched her, one that was not yet over.
Round, balding but mysterious Mr. Jamieson from Dundee had therefore been immediately interesting to her.
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When, outside the library door, she had heard the forbidden name Joseph Knight mentioned, Jamieson had
become almost exotic, an emissary from a distant kingdom. In the stable, she had told Jamieson that he should
think about slavery, but he had shrugged her off. Now she heard that conversation go off in a different direction,
Jamieson challenging her challenge: why should he think about slavery? He was not the one living off the
proceeds of Jamaican plantations. He was not the child of a planter. What was slavery to him but a distant, vague
fact of life? Whereas to her …
What was it to her? She talked of anti-slavery societies but she knew nothing about them, and no one who
belonged to one. She read occasionally of such people in the weekly papers. They seemed mostly to be
evangelicals and seceders—non-conformists at the opposite end of the religious spectrum from the Episcopalian
Wedderburns—or, worse, radicals and revolutionaries. Almost all of her knowledge of slavery had come from her
father, and from the books in his library.
Her head was full of other conversations: the ones she had teased out of her father over the years. Nowadays
he refused to be drawn, but there had been times when he had seemed to enjoy her questions—but only if they
were safe questions.
“Is it like this in Jamaica, Papa?”
“Is it like what, Susan?”
They were walking in the woods above the house. She must have been eleven or twelve. It was late spring, the
ground was thick with bluebells, the trees were putting on their new leaves.
“Like this. Are the trees and flowers like this?”
“No,” he said. “Bigger, and greener and brighter by far. You never saw trees the like of them. So tall you often
cannot see the tops. But when you can, there are great red flowers growing out of them. And further down, other
plants grow up the trunks—creepers and climbing things bursting with flowers, and with leaves the size of dinner
plates; in fact sometimes they are used for dinner plates. And everything lush and green—greens of every shade
you can imagine. And that is in the winter, though the seasons hardly exist. Winter there is like our summer only
hotter. You think you will be shrivelled away by the heat and then the rain comes and everything becomes still
more green—darker and yet brilliant too. And always hot, hot, hot. I cannot describe it.”
But he could, and she knew he was describing—a picture in his head that he was happy should be in hers too.
He would tell her of huge butterflies, flying beetles the size of small birds; birds that could hover in one place by
beating their wings so fast they were a blur and made a droning sound like bees while their long thin beaks drank
from flowers; rag-winged crows as big as buzzards, wheeling over the fields in sixes, eights, dozens; multicoloured parrots, big-chinned pelicans, prim white egrets that rode on the backs of the cattle; insects that drove
you mad at night with their incessant chirping, whistling frogs, spiders that could build webs big enough to catch
small birds; crocodiles that lived in the swamps, mosquitoes that fed on you year in, year out, and that you never
got used to. Coconut trees, banana trees, trees laden with strange fruits never seen in Scotland. It was, her father
said, like a huge, hot, overgrown garden.
“Like the Garden of Eden?” she asked. He laughed.
“In a way, yes.”
“Is there a serpent, then?”
“Only you would ask that, my dear. Yes, there are snakes, but not dangerous ones.”
Then came the questions that were closer to home. What was the house like, she wanted to know. Was it
smaller or bigger than Ballindean? How many rooms were there? Was there a view? Was there a town nearby?
And what about the people?
“Well, there was me, and your uncle James, and your other uncles that you never knew. We had many
Scotsmen for our neighbours. There are many there still.”
“But the people who grew the sugar?”
“We grew the sugar—”
“No, who grew it, cut it.”
“You mean the Negroes?”
She felt her pulse quicken. Yes, yes, yes, the Negroes. She thought of them flitting through the shady jungle,
mysterious, dangerous, beautiful as the blood-red flowers on the trees. One minute you would see them, the next
they’d be gone. They were beyond her. But her father had known them.
At first she had thought he was reluctant to talk of them. Later she felt that he just had very little to say about
them, as if somehow he had noticed them less than he had the land and its creatures. Some Negroes were black
and some were brown, he said, some were not far from white. They were lazy or hard-working, they were weak or
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strong, they were mostly foolish and childlike. She grew to believe that he did not find them very interesting.
So she read what she could in Mr. Long’s book on Jamaica, and in other books she found on the higher shelves
in the library. And though all that she read in these books confirmed what her father told her, they said more too:
about the brutishness, the immorality, the craftiness of Negroes. Because of their nature, she read, it was
necessary to control them, to punish the lazy and the wicked, to crush them lest they try to rebel. All this seemed
sensible, though sordid.
But the more she read, the more she began to glimpse an argument that the books always sought, with
wonderful plausibility, to dismiss. The argument was never properly articulated. It was mentioned only to be
ridiculed as ignorant, ill-informed, malicious, naïve. Thumbing through these volumes, she lost sight of the
flitting figures in the red-flowered jungle; felt instead a growing sense of unease, a sense that things were being
kept from her.
“Why do they have to bring so many in the slave ships?” He said calmly,
“Because there are more neede.d than could possibly be raised on the island.”
“But why are they treated so cruelly?” She felt anxious and unhappy asking the question: she knew her father
would hate it.
“It is not cruel, Susan,” he said. “How else could they be brought?”
“But it is cruel. It is horrible to think of children being torn from their mothers and fathers, husbands from
wives, sisters from brothers, and carried off to a land so far from their home, and made to work so hard. It must be
cruel.”
“Susan, I do not know where you find such ideas but you should believe them no more than you believe fairy
tales. Some people are cruel. That is true the world over. Some people are cruel here in Scotland. In Africa people
are horribly cruel. But we were not cruel to the slaves. They were treated kindly when they behaved, and chastised
only when it was necessary. That is how it is there still. That is how your Papa is with you, child. Sometimes I
have to be angry with you. That does not mean I do not love you.”
“Did you love the slaves?” She saw the shock in his eyes.
“Of course not. They were not my children. But it was our Christian duty to look after them.”
“Is it Christian to keep them as slaves?”
“I do not wish to discuss this further,” her father said. “But I will say this, since you speak of what is or is not
Christian. The Negroes are not Christians. They are different from us in many ways, not just in their colour. They
are not quite human in the way that we are. It has been tried and found impossible to teach them to be refined and
civil like us. They can do so much, and no more. That is their nature.”
“But we are Christians. And don’t some of them come to be baptised and make very good Christians?”
“Most make very bad ones. Susan, we will not talk any more about this. You are a child. You have no idea
what it is like in the Indies, let alone in Africa. Believe me, I am your father. There never was a race of people
constitutionally better suited—better created—to be the property of others.”
But she did not—quite—believe him. She read the books again. She overheard disturbing snatches of
conversation when her uncle James came to visit. And she heard stories from the older servants about Joseph
Knight, the slave her father had brought back with him to Ballindean.
Then, in the library one day, when she was about fourteen, the sunlight caught the painting above the fireplace
in such a way that she suddenly glimpsed a new figure in the gloom. Uncle Sandy’s picture. She had looked at it
so often that the shock of what she saw now made her gasp, as if she had seen a ghost. There was no one else in
the room. She stood as close as she could, peered at the painting straight on, from the left, from the right. The oil
gleamed back at her. Behind the oil was a leg, a shoulder, a face. A man.
From then on she learned to use the library at times when her father was out or away from home. She started to
use the books as none of her sisters did, to find things out. And when she was alone she would stand for long
minutes in front of the painting, gazing at the porch where Joseph Knight had been—where the outline of him still
was if you were wise to it. She would close her eyes and see him running through the trees.
He was naked. He was young. He was extremely handsome.
Right from the start she had known she must not mention him to her father. The servants did not even have to
warn her, she knew it from their hushed tones. She understood it from the bitterness that sometimes seeped out of
Maister MacRoy. She wanted to ask somebody about the figure in the painting, but she did not dare. It was a
secret. If her father found out that she knew it, he would be angry. He might take the painting away. She must do
nothing to provoke that.
So Joseph Knight remained at Ballindean yet was always missing, visible yet invisible, present yet absent in all
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the real and imagined conversations she had ever had. That was part of the thrill of hearing him named by Mr.
Jamieson. It made him seem alive, even though as she had told Jamieson she thought he must be dead. For years
she had sensed Knight’s ghost in the library: in the books themselves, in old letters folded and forgotten inside the
books, in every nook and on every shelf. He was there but not there. Jamieson had been so close and yet had not
spotted Knight in the painting, because he had not known to look.
But she had known. And now she knew she would have to look again; that there must be more of Joseph
Knight somewhere in that room.
*
Alone again, Sir John Wedderburn briefly regretted being so sharp with Jamieson. But then, the man had been
presumptuous—and a sycophant when his presumption met resistance. Sir John stood and went to inspect the
picture of himself, James and Peter. Not a good painting. Its amateurishness had always annoyed him. He should
take it down, put it somewhere else or get rid of it all together. But he knew he would not. He had been having
this argument with himself for thirty years. The painting mattered. It was one of only two things that survived of
his brother Sandy. He went back to the table.
Jamieson’s suggestion that he was some mere branch of the Wedderburn tree had irritated him. Just because
cousin Loughborough had been in the public eye! Even against somebody as insignificant as Jamieson it was
necessary to defend the family name against incursions, especially when they involved a plotter and trimmer like
Loughborough, whose whole history had been one of eliminating any Scottish traits—accent, acquaintances,
principles—that might have hindered his political progress in England. Sir John, though he spoke good English,
still sounded Scotch enough, and that was with twenty years in the West Indies, where the whites generally turned
to speaking like their slaves. Lord Loughborough, on the other hand, had taken lessons in his youth from some
Irish speech pedlar, had planed out his vowels and Scotticisms till nobody would laugh at him in London.
Ah well, Loughborough was at an end now. They all were, their generation—redding up their affairs as best
they could. Aeneas’s quiet knock came again and he slid in, closing the door behind him.
“He’s awa,” he said.
“Good.”
“Is there onything ye want done?”
“No.”
The question seemed innocent enough, but the implication was, did anything need to be done about him?
Jamieson. Aeneas watched out for his master like an old dog. With his grizzled, unsmiling loyalty he might have
been better suited for a soldier than a schoolmaster. Might have been. Wedderburn smiled—there was a whole
other life in that phrase.
“You know what day it is tomorrow, Aeneas?”
“Aye. The sixteenth.”
“Fifty-six years,” Sir John said.
“Aye, Sir John.”
April the sixteenth. The date never escaped them. There were anniversaries scattered through the calendar that
Sir John always observed with a sombre heart: so far this year there had been the martyrdom of Charles I, at the
end of January, and the death of his first, dear wife Margaret in March; and late in November he would mourn, yet
again, his father. But tomorrow it was Culloden.\fn{ I.e., the Battle of Culloden, the final confrontation between the Hanoverian
Government and Jacobite forces, the culmination of the rising of the latter in rebellion against the rule of former in that year:H }
“You’ll come and drink a toast with me?”
“Jist oorsels?” MacRoy asked.
“Of course.” It was never anyone but themselves. Everybody else was too young, or dead.
“Nearly sixty years, damn it,” Sir John said. “A lifetime away, a world away. Dear God, somebody will be
writing a novelle about it next!”
“It’ll no tell the truth, a novelle,” Aeneas said.
“No, it won’t. The women will love it. But we’re still here. We know the truth.”
“Aye.”
“What a life, Aeneas, eh?” Sir John said. “What a life! Out in ’45—there’s not many left that can say that! And
you, too. We were out together.”
Out. What a tiny, enormous word. At sixteen Sir John had marched to Derby. At seventeen—Susan’s age—he
had been at Culloden. At eighteen he had been an exile in Jamaica.
Life, the poets said, was a splashing mountain burn becoming a deep, smooth river flowing to the sea. Sir John
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did not see it like that. For him life was a broken expanse of land without design or cultivation, patchworked with
bog and rocky outcrops. A trackless moor covered by low cloud—or by smoke. What connected one memory to
another, this moment to that moment? You turned around and lost sight of someone, your bearings went astray,
you could only dimly see what you had thought was a certain landmark.
What had a frightened boy on a battlefield to do with an aged laird in Perthshire, putting his affairs in order,
folding away his years? What had a boy on the run called John Thomson to do with an old man called John
Wedderburn? What had a black boy with some impossible name, chasing birds in an unknown village in Africa, to
do with a man called Joseph Knight, sitting in a courtroom in Edinburgh? What had these lives to do with each
other? They seemed quite distinct. Separate people. There was no continuous stream, only a torn, faded,
incomplete map of wilderness.
He shook his head. He must have dozed. Some time had passed—the clock said half-past eleven—and Aeneas
had gone away again; if he had actually been there and not part of a dream.
Sir John was disturbed by this idea. Recently he had been having sensations of doubt like that all the time: was
he awake or dreaming? It was very unmanly. And he didn’t really believe that idle nonsense anyway, about the
trackless moor. It made everything so pointless. Better to think of God, and, God willing, a place in heaven. There
was the stream of life, there was the eternal sea into which all must flow. He had been hirpling\fn{ Limping?} about
just now like some kind of atheist! Like the infidel Hume on his deathbed teasing Boswell about oblivion—
knowing full well that Bozzy would just have to tell everybody about it. Hume who had been so terribly
intelligent that he could imagine himself unable to imagine! Think himself insentient! Deny the very stirrings of
his soul! Idiot Hume, too clever for his own salvation, telling Boswell,
“If there were a future state, I think I could give as good an account of my life as most people.”
A risky hypothesis to put before God, but then again, Sir John had lately been thinking the same. He, of course,
was no atheist. When the day came, he would be able to give a fair account of himself. He had always tried to do
things right. He had not wilfully done evil. Honour, courage, Christian decency—he believed in these things, had
lived his life according to such standards. You were put here in this life and all you could do was get through it as
well as you were able, and that was what he had done.
Reminded of Boswell, Sir John stood up and wandered his shelves, identifying the spines of the Life of Dr
Johnson. He had never been able to fight his way through the whole of that work, but there were passages that he
knew almost by heart.
“I cannot too highly praise the speech which Mr. Henry Dundas generously contributed to the cause of the
sooty stranger.”
That was one. He had read that a dozen times, never got beyond it to the next page. It just made him angry.
Changed times. Dundas had spent the 1790s stalling the parliamentary efforts of Mr. William Wilberforce to
abolish the slave trade, conscious then of the detrimental effect abolition would have on the West Indian
plantations, Sir John’s among them. Yet he had shown only disdain for the Wedderburn interests when he had
spoken for the “sooty stranger” in that courtroom in 1778.
It was all politics of course: Dundas had told Parliament that he wanted to end slavery when the economic
conditions were right. He had meant the political conditions. But now he was out of office, resigned as His
Majesty’s Secretary for War along with the rest of Pitt’s Government. Even Harry Dundas had to—come to an end
eventually.
“Changed times.”
Sir John said the words out loud, as if to remind himself of the present, and his presence in it. It didn’t do to
dwell too much on the past. But increasingly, that was what he did—dwelt on the past, or in it, or tried to shore it
up against the tide. For the last twelve months Sir John had been firing off letters to various persons in the
Government, imploring them not to listen to Wilberforce and his abolitionist cronies who seized on every reported
brutality, exaggerated it tenfold and then claimed it as the norm in the plantations. As if one bad master made an
argument against the entire system. Was a fornicating minister an argument the religion, a drunken laird a reason
to abolish property? Few of these meddlers had even been in the West Indies. None of them had ever tried to rid
Negroes of indolence, deceit and stupidity, to instil decency and honesty in them and raise them above the
animals. Everybody could see what happened when Negroes got loose. A Toussaint L’Ouverture appeared,
wielding a machete.
This, Sir John told himself, was one reason he had wanted Joseph Knight found. Nothing to do with money, or
setting up a meeting. He had wanted to know if Knight still existed. He had wanted an example.
Joseph Knight—a Negro who had had the best advantages and opportunities, the best master, who had been
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instructed and baptised in the Christian religion, and who, even in these circumstances, had turned out a knave, an
impostor, a traitor. If he still lived, by now he would undoubtedly have sunk into obscurity, destitution,
superstition and depravity. He had been heading down that road even before the court case was over. If he could
have been found, if he could have been held up as evidence.
But there had been another reason to find him. Again, to see if he still existed, although this time it was not
about the public interest. It was about locating a missing, personal landmark. Joseph Knight was missing from his
life, had been these last two dozen years. Once he had always been there, quiet, reliable (so it seemed), an
unmistakable, visible sign of Wedderburn’s success, of his return from exile, of his triumph over adversity. Even
now, in spite of everything, Sir John would have enjoyed being able to say,
“That one was mine.”
With an effort Sir John turned in his chair to the wall behind the table, where there was a small etching of his
father, the 5th Baronet of. Blackness. His neck and shoulders protested, and he shuffled the chair round. When he
looked at the etching, he sometimes thought the likeness very good, sometimes poor (unlike the Jamaica painting,
which always looked poor). This was because for so long now the portrait of his father had been more real than
the man: these days it was a question of asking how good a likeness his father would have been of it. It was a thin,
horsy, straight face, with large worried eyes and a broad forehead capped with a neat curled wig. The etching had
been done from memory by a female cousin, after the execution. His father had been forty-two when he died.
Sometimes when Sir John stared at the etching he imagined his father alive again, and ageing, becoming more
like him. What a strange thing—that he should have become his father’s father.
The pinprick of a tear started in one eye, and he stabbed it dry with his forefinger. He could not be bothered
now with the letter he had started. He had been going to write to James down at Inveresk—something about the
guardianship—but it could wait. Invariably, thinking of Joseph and Jamaica made him think of James too, his
only surviving sibling. Their eldest brother had died at the age of five, leaving John heir to their father’s
baronetcy. Three other brothers were long dead, two of them in Jamaica, and dead also were their four sisters.
John and James were all that survived of the seed of their father. With James he had shared more of the adventures
of his life than with any of the others, yet in character they remained utterly different. They seldom saw each other
now. To or from Inveresk, which lay across two firths and down the coast beyond Edinburgh, was a long journey
for old men.
He got up and went over to the window again. The east wind was still biting at the leafless branches of the
trees beyond the small oval loch. Better to be inside looking out, on a day like this, than outside looking in.
Ballindean, for all its fine south-facing location, was not the bonniest of houses anyway. Sir John had made many
improvements since buying it in 1769, but more than once he had wondered how much one could really do with
an old house. If he were forty again, perhaps he would knock it all down and start anew.
Being stuck inside made him restless. He went towards the writing-table, paused. Somewhere in there, deep in
one of the drawers, beneath a jumble of old letters and papers, lay a small calf-bound book, a journal, now
beginning to crumble at the edges. For years he had meant to destroy it—James and he, after long discussion, had
determined that this was the proper thing to do—but the journal was, apart from the painting, the only surviving
memento of his young brother Alexander, who had kept it, sporadically, for four years in Jamaica. Apart from
James and himself, the three brothers who had survived to adulthood had all died within a few years of one
another, back in the 1760s; Peter and Alexander in the Indies; David, whom he had never really known, in
London. But it was Sandy he regretted most.
Dead at what?—twenty-four, twenty-five? Peter had lasted well into his thirties, had at least settled in the
Indies, was making a success of things there when the yellow fever carried him off. But poor Sandy had never
settled. And the way he had died—Sir John could not bear to think about it. If Sandy could have held on just a few
years more, he might have come home safe like James and himself. Or if he had come back with him in ’63,
John’s first return—that would have saved him. Now all that was left of him was the journal and the painting.
Typical Sandy, to do one thing inadequately, and another thing worse. The picture was poor, but the journal was
awful.
The painting was saved by its sentimental value. It was crude and clumsy—the sky was too thick, the faces too
flat—but it captured something of the house in Jamaica, and its naïve execution was Sandy through and through.
It was also the only image he had of Peter. And it was part of the family’s story.
The journal’s contents were a quite different matter. They were certainly not for the gentle eyes of his wife and
daughters. What Sandy had written was weak, febrile, disgusting. It left a vile taste in the mouth. But it, too, was
Sandy. John Wedderburn kept it for that reason, but it stayed buried in the drawer.
1968

It was the record of a life cut short, wasted. Sir John did not like waste of any kind. He looked at the inviting
armchairs by the hearth, and decided against getting out the journal. One day soon, perhaps, a last glance—then
into the fire with it. Right now, he wanted to sleep. …
223.64 Excerpt from My Fault\fn{by Billy Childish aka Stephen John Hamper (1959- )} Chatham, Medway, England,
United Kingdom (M) 10
2
… He wasn’t happy; he felt cheated and he deserved better: my father. Christ he deserved better all right, better
than all of us! They lock me in the bedroom so I scream. I scream and scream until my mother comes in.
“For crying out loud shut up! Just bloody shut up!”
She lifts me from the cot and carries me downstairs. I watch the wall. They come up to you then they shrink
away. Railings, banisters, a special effect: on off, on off. I’m watching the stairs, we go down and they go up. You
see I’m being carried that way, and that’s the effect. She sits me on her lap and I nuzzle her breast.
“For God’s sake, he should be eating solids! Think of yourself, Juny!”
The man with whiskers shakes his napkin at me. I’m lifted, dumped in the high chair and handed a crust: I
suck on it. The man with the whiskers tells me not to play with my food, but to eat it. I look at that crust, I take a
special interest in it: three or four different colours, some black bits, and these holes, hundred of them, some kind
of intricate garden.
“He’s got to learn to eat solids, how are we meant to lead a normal life if you insist on breast-feeding him?”
I play with the Weetabix. I dribble it back out.
“Eat your food, Steven, don’t play with it!”
I look from my mother to the man with whiskers—he must be talking to me. He repeats it, mouthing his
words.
“Eat up your porridge, come along, Nichollas, you too!”
“He;’s had enough, haven’t you darling?”
“He asked for it so he can finish it.”
“But it’s cold, he doesn’t like it when it’s cold, do you, Nichollas?”
She fusses and she smoothes his hair. The man with the whiskers stands and flings down his napkin. He walks
out then turns and storms back in again, he makes a grab at the porridge bowl.
“You’re spoiling the children, woman!”
A blaze of whiskers, old yellow beard, plucking invisible fruits from the skies, arching his eyebrows until they
look like viaducts.
“Look at your dress woman, you’re pissing milk! I will not have you breast-feeding that infant in public! As
for you, eat your bloody porridge when mummy makes it or I’ll force it down your bloody throat! Give me the
bowl, come along now! You asked for it, now you can eat it. Eat it!”
He picks up the spoon and waves it under his nose like a tomahawk, leaping up and down in front of us, doing
a little jig, hanging his arms for effect. Ape-like, champanzee-ish. Nichollas starts to blubber, he stands and wets
himself. He grabs at the table cloth and goes down. The table subsides under the avalanche. He crawls through the
porridge; the old man splutters, falls to his knees and rolls in it.
“Shit and damnation! A sea of porridge, that’s what I’m swimming in! A sea of piss and porridge! You’ve
turned my very children against me! Well, I’m carrying you monkeys no further!”
He grinds his teeth so hard that he spits powder. A filling falls to my feet and rattles across the linoleum; silver,
black, heavy, irregular. I crawl over to it, just a kid, on my hands and knees, no kidding. He holds out his hand to
me.
“Give it here! Give it to me!”
He slips in the milk and crashes into the sideboard, his head bouncing between the shelves. He pulls himself
out and smashes his head into the chimney stack, breaking the house down into matchwood. He swivels and bites
at his back, then snatches up my stool. The cute little stool I sit on whilst my mother makes pastry in the
afternoons. He raises it high above his head and crashes it down onto the cooker. A million particles … hundreds
and thousands … spinning, little orbits … down onto the mat … busted …
We blink through the sawdust, his peroxide hair shimmering above his head, a halo of gold: old snow ball. And
his delicate kisser, mincing between his whiskers. My breath is locked in my heart, shamed to silence. This is his
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tantrum and, by God, no one better try stealing his wind, or else! He shakes his fingers at us; they rattle in their
joints like teeth. I crawl under the table cloth, following my brother. He sticks his boot in my face, he pretends it’s
an accident but it’s on purpose. We crouch beneath the drapes, watching their feet. His shoes shine like gravy, and
her in flipflops.
“Christ Juny, you must hate me! Do you, is that it? Come on answer me!” He slaps her.
“Stop looking at me, and you!”
He pulls at the table cloth, ’til it billows above his head, like a spinnaker.
“Mind the porridge!”
We hear here shout, but it’s too late, it somersaults through the air, it sticks to the ceiling, droplets, clots. It falls
like rain. The old man kicks at the bowl.
“Shit the porridge! Shit it, I shit it, me, the great provider!”
He scoops up a handful of the stuff, and slaps it into his hair. We don’t know if we’re meant to laugh.
“Yes me, the great provider! My great sin? To provide and to cherish, that’s all! And who’s to say I don’t?
Answer me that?” He defies us with his nose.
“Come on, speak up! Don’t be shy! We can talk it over like adults. Do I or don’t I?” My mother let out a little
sob.
“Oh, I see, I get the picture, of course, I get it now, that’s it, I’ve been blind. I haven’t provided enough, that’s
it, isn’t it? You want more, don’t you? You want blood! Well, step right up and open a vein, come on be my guest,
why don’t you? That’s it, is it? Oh yes, lovely. I must have been blind. You want blood, that’s it, my fucking guts!
Fuck and damnation! I apologise, unreservedly … on my humble knees! And I thought that I’d done enough, that
I’d been pulling my weight, working my fingers to the bloody bone!”
He rattles them at us again, It’s absolutely true, nothing, no skin on them whatsoever, just clean white bones.
“My giddy aunt, Juny, you bastards stick worse than dog shit!” He mimes it, he scrapes his shoe across the
mat, he comes barking in under the table cloth on all fours …
“And as for him, yes you, you little shitter! I caught you bouncing on my sofa again, didn’t I? Yes daddy! Yes
daddy! You must think I was born yesterday! Well, I want to hear it from your own lips, an admittal, an apology,
and don’t bother lying to me. I saw you, I caught you red-handed! So come on now, own up! Do you know how
much that sofa cost? And it hasn’t even been paid for yet, not a bit of it! Well, come on speak up. Juny, come here,
Juny! I want you to hear this. Look, this smelly child of yours was caught bouncing on the sofa! On my sofa!
Weren’t you, Smell? Look at it woman, look at it, brand new, wrecked! Scarcely a month old! Thread-bare, your
children!” He kicks at it.
“A write-off, a total write-off! With his shoes on mind, do you understand me? Bouncing with his shoes!” He
calls her to witness, he grabs at the offending foot.
“What size are they? Where did he get such feet? And look at them, they’re scuffed! Scuffed, I tell you! He’s
been playing in his best shoes again! Haven’t you? Look at them, ruined, ruined! You see this pair of mine, look at
them, feast your eyes! Bought last week? A month ago? No, ten years old! That’s right, ten years old, going on
fifteen!”
He bounds over the sofa and smashes his head into the lampshade, he lets off words like fire-crackers. He
starts in again, arse first.
“Who’s to stop me?” He bounces up and down.
“Who the hell’s to fucking well stop me?” Higher and higher he goes, somersaulting like an acrobat … “Aren’t
—I—the—one—who—pays—for—every—thing!—And—not—just—the—hard—boiled—eggs—and—nuts!—
Every—thing!—House!—Clothes!—Furni—ture!—My—facili—ties!—My—sofa!—Every—thing!—All —of—
it!”
He catapults off sideways, a little trampolining, then he flies through the air and crashes down on top of my
mother. They bounce and land in a heap—arms, legs, pieces of his beard are on the carpet. He scratches at the
tufts, a rash, we see red. He drags my mother to here feet.
“All of it! All of it! My facilities!”
She lets out a little fry and he releases her. She drops to her knees and sobs, she gags … blub, blub, blub …
blub, blub, blub … She pleads, but not loudly, inwardly, and she wrung her hands with weep.
This is the first scene of violence that I can remember. And I remember realizing that my father wasn’t happy,
and my mother looked tragic. She made a profession of it over the years. In the end no one could beat her at it; no
matter how hard we tried she could always go one better. She prided herself on it. It was a whole new era for her.
“Brup, brup, brup … brup, brup, brup …”
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When it comes to tragedy, no one can outdo a woman; they are the eternal sufferers. Periods, childbirth,
hysterectomy and decay, and they always coming up smiling, but sadly, at the edges. She cried silent tears, my
mother did, great torrents of them. They’re the real tears, none of your yelling and boo-hooing. I had to sit and
watch her, my heart frozen. I didn’t want her to die. I tried to hold here hand. She drooled like a sick calf. Real
misery in silent, I should know, I’ve seen it from an early age.
3
The old man pissed off, but never formally left. He still used to show up now and again, but begrudgingly, just
to check up. Just to make sure that we weren’t having a good time, that us kids hadn’t been dropping little bits of
litter.
“For crying out loud, shut your bickering or I’ll bang your bloody heads together!”
Slam! Nichollas was four years older than me and twice my size—he used to launch himself as our heads came
together. I used to see real sparks, stars and comets, a whole light show! And it wasn’t just bone, oh no, it was
crammed full of brains, as they were always at great pains to point out.
“There’s brains for you, Juny, such an intelligent head.”
Then Slam! That’s the sound of our heads coming together. Slam! My little head up against that great slab of
bone? Not much of a competition. Crack! That’s justice for you. My little head, fine featured, blond hair, not
much chance of fair play. And him supposedly the intelligent one, the one with all the brains. “Big Brother” and
Crunch! That’s what I learned, and the way Nick used to launch himself, gleefully, at my expense. It was as if
they were already in cahoots and no matter what, I’d come off the worse.
And now he’s surprised that I don’t forget. Bang! That kind of memory, it stays with you. My big brother was
petty and vicious all right, already stomping round like the pompous little prick he’s grown up to be.
Once you get used to being on the receiving end like that, it doesn’t take too long before you start learning to
inflict some misery of your own. Because whatever else you might say about us humans, even the most stupid of
us have some kind of imagination when it comes to spite. In the realms of laying on pain and suffering, we’re
unsurpassable, we truly are world beaters. How to dole out acres of misery and suffering? If we learn nothing else
in this world, we learn that much.
“Do you want the police to come and arrest you, Steven? Do you want me to have to call the police?” I drew
on my plimsole with a bit of chalk.
“Would you like a little sister to play with?”
Then the snow came and I went up the stairs to their room and there was a cat sitting with her in bed. I wasn’t
allowed in their bed, but the cat was. It was a girl cat but it had a boy’s name, it was called George. Then it got cat
flu and we had to walk quiet and the snow got deeper and deeper until the river froze over and our tortoises died
in the shed.
Then the fat came back to life; my mother nursed it under the kitchen stove. She made it a little lead and let it
sleep in her bed again. Then I accidentally stood on it. I held onto the banister and put m foot on its back, I
lowered my weight and it squawked. I felt the old man’s hands on me. He saw the whole thing. He throws his hat
down and jumps the stairs four at a time. He shakes me ’till I see stars. I can’t feel the ground. He gave me “what
for”—I was just one big mistake, I was a scab and should have died at birth! I wouldn’t stop crying and I
wouldn’t stop sucking my mother’s tits.
“This child will amount to nothing, Juny, nothing!”
Once they did manage to get me weaned, I’d only eat chocolate and chips. I had attacks of boils, and bruised
like an apple. I couldn’t move. My mother had to hold me down whilst my father burst the pus out of me. They
didn’t want to be seen with me in public—I was a disgrace, I had a shitty arse and my teeth were totally rotted.
My family called me “The Smell”. I was dragged into the bedroom and thrashed.
4
It’s no picnic being a kid, and it’s even tougher being the younger brother: you learn to help before the punch,
and then everybody gets the same idea and decides to join in.
I really was a nice polite kid at heart, there was still some joy left in me in those days, but then experience
wipes all that out.
The trouble ws that by the time I got to being born, my brother and the old man already had it all sewn up, they
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saw me as an outsider trying to muscle in on their scene. I was viewed with suspicion bordering on outright
contempt. Just the look of me gave them the willies, they made loud remarks and insinuations apparently my
pallor left a lot to be desired, my particular smell.
“It’s the biscuits he eats.” My mother defended me, but that only stocked up their loathing still further.
“The biscuits!”
My father scoffs, pulling out his handkerchief, he flourishes it, he shakes it to the four corners then blows, he
takes his hooter in both hands and trumpets it. Honk! Honk! Honk! Reverberating, his morning reveille. Honk!
Honk! Honk! He used to deliver some vicious blasts on that neb of his. That’s the way he used to blow that thing,
that’s what all the noise is about, you understand me, now? Honk! Honk! That’s him sounding his fog horn. He
looks down at me, past both barrels, he gives it a last tweak, it wobbles, he flares his nostrils.
“Would you like to go away, Steven? A boarding school or borstal, which would you prefer?”
I stare into the carpet, I look for my marble, the golden cat’s eye, the best one of the lot, lost for good more
than likely. He consoles me, he pats my head, he lifts his hand, he sniffs at it.
“My God, Juny, this child stinks!”
“It’s the biscuits,” she stutters it out. “Bourbon, his favourites.” He can’t believe his ears, he smacks the side of
his head with his fist.
“The biscuits! The biscuits! Juny, the little tyke stinks, so don’t try and tell me any different! Don’t give me
biscuits, he doesn’t wipe himself properly! Don’t try and break my heart with your biscuits! He’s making a
mockery, a fool of us both. Boarding school, that’s the only answer, they’ll install some discipline! Steven …
Steven! Look at me when I’m talking to you! Do you ant to go to prison? Do you want me to have to call the
police? Is that what you want? Do we have to lock you away?”
Children belong to their parents, that’s a fact. You don’t need a license, just a cock and a pair of balls In our
world my father was omnipresent, he exercised his will from afar. He came and he went. He stayed away. He
turns up and bosses us like dirt.
“Look at him, Juny, he’s crawling in boils, there’s so much pus in him that it can’t get out quick enough!”
It was true, I couldn’t move. I was swathed in bandages and calamine from head to foot. “Hop-a-long
Cassidy”, Nana Lewis calls me—that hands everybody a laugh. “Hop-a-long Cassidy” … I hobble about …
She used to bring us fruit, Nana Lewis, fruit on Wednesdays … And once a little tortoise called Charlie, she
found him in the vegetable patch, a cute little fellow. I sat naked in the sun and his neck was cold and he had a
mouth and eyes and everything, and his tongue was pink and came out when he ate and he lived in his own shell.
And we saw big Caroline next door in the paddling pool and she had no clothes on and she didn’t have a willy. I
put Charlie down on the grass, squat down and look between my legs, I put my head to my knees in shame. And
then the snow came and we put Charlie in a cardboard box in the shed, but when we took him out in the spring, he
was dead.
“The frost must have gotten to him.” Caroline pushes me on the swing. “You see everything dies.”
I lift my feet up off the ground and swing, I study my ankles, fawn socks, black slip-on plimsoles. I lean back
and Caroline smiles down at me.
“No one lives forever, everyone has to die. Then the soul goes up to heaven.”
“Where’s heaven?”
“In the clouds with God.” Now that I’ve got to see, to see a dead man floating up into the sky on his back, like
a plank.
“The body dies and the soul floats up to heaven.”
*
And I got the devil in me and my legs came out in boils, they spread up from my knees and out across my
back. My mother holds me down whilst the old man squeezes them out, yellow worms, vicious attacks, not very
lovely, unasked for. I was humbled but still rancid, and little retarded maybe? Possibly, possibly.
“He won’t speak properly! He won’t close his mouth when he eats! He can’t piss straight! He can’t wipe his
own arse! Look woman, look! He pisses directly up the wall, and not a drop of it in the basin mind! Why do you
always have to urinate on the floor, Stephen? And don’t tell me it’s the biscuits he eats!”
“He tries, but it’s difficult to aim when he’s standing up.”
“How in hell would you know woman! Christ, if he isn’t pissing the bed, he’s shitting his pants, and now this!
The floor’s thick with it. He’s rotting the linoleum, look at it, clear up the wall!” He points at the stains, the
discolorations …
“In the toilet basin, Steven! Urinate in the toilet basin! Not up the wall for crying out loud! And wash behind
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your foreskin! What did I tell you to do? When you go to the toilet, pull your foreskin back, do you understand?”
He yanks my shorts down. He orders me. I have to show him; to pull it back. I try to aim but it goes both right
and left, two separate streams, a snake’s tongue … golden droplets. It hits the old man square in the eye, a terrible
jet. He jumps back.
“Jesus Christ Almighty!” He dabs at his eye. “You little pig!”
I shake it off and go to pull the foreskin back, but it won’t budge, it’s jammed. I give it another tug, but it’s
honest to God stuck. The old man folds away his hanky and has a go himself, at first gingerly, then with both
hands. He gets stuck in, but no movement, not a sausage. He looks kind of quizzical. He pours himself a triple
Scotch and passes out on the sofa.
Next morning I go to piss but nothing will come out. I try to pull back my foreskin but the nob’s as swollen as
a plum. So we have to go and see the quack, Baldielocks and his Three Hairs, he licks them flat.
“The trouble,” as he points out, “is that the end’s swollen, a kind of balloon effect.”
I stand there with my trousers round my ankles whilst he walks around playing with his face, moulding the
flesh, great caskets of it, hanging down below his ears. He re-approaches the problem, and gives it an
experimental tug. There’s a little ripping sound, that brings me up on my toes.
“Shush, Steven!” The old man’s like a sergeant. “Shush!” A spot of blood, but otherwise no change.
“For Christ’s sake, stand still, Steven!” I try to tell him that it hurts.
“Shush!” His answer to everything: “shush!” Our doctor puckers his lips, kissed with a quizzical smile.
“We’ll have to keep the little chap in overnight for observation, to see if there’s any further developments. I
think it’s for the best.”
He agrees with himself, walks behind his desk and lights one up, he puffs on it, pretending to know what he’s
talking about. He studies his cuticles.
“He’ll be on the Children’s Ward, he’ll need pyjamas, dressing gown and his slippers.”\fn{ There is no closed quote
in the text:H}
He motions to me with his great white dome … discussing my future. That’s nice, pleasant, educated—me just
a piece of furniture.
*
I run as fast as my little dick will let me, I have to gyrate my hips like a spider to stop the cloth chafing. I kind
of fart all the way up the road and in through the main doors. Then I have to hang around for ages, waiting for
those two loafers to catch up, the pair of them still chewing at each other’s throats. I can hear the old man barking
a whole block away. It’s obvious that if I don’t get him out of the quack’s face there’s going to be some blood
spilt. It seems that the only chance I’ve got, is to usher him in off the street before he gets his head bent. I was left
holding that door ’till doomsday.
There aren’t many places that smell worse than hospitals. I hold my breath, and try not to breathe: bleach
battling with piss and decay. It hits you as soon as you walk in there. I count to thirty then I get shoved. This nurse
leads me to my bed, iron, chipped, forty of them in two rows. The faces of the unknown, pale-faced kids and a
roaring noise, like a swimming pool. I have to undress, change into my pyjamas and get into bed, even though it’s
the middle of the afternoon.
The kid in the next bed’s got appendicitis, so I get to eat his cold sausages; I help myself to his grapes as well.
His mother reckons I’ll get appendicitis because I swallow the pips. She walks in and she’s got one leg shorter
than the other. She asks me my name and tells me that Simon isn’t allowed tomatoes at home, because the skins
don’t agree with him.
“I don’t eat tomatoes,” I tell her, and she raises her eyes to the ceiling.
“I see you’re a spoilt little boy,” she says, which means that I am bad. I just have time to tell her that my
father’s going to buy me a squirrel for my birthday, when a load of white coats come marching up the ward. A
crashing of heels. They make straight for my bed, pull the screens round and crowd in on the inside. They loom
through the darkness. All their faces, ghastly, jammed into mine, hot mouths, discussing …
*
“You’ve eaten, you shouldn’t have been allowed to eat.”
They pull the bedclothes back and tug at my foreskin, they fight over the stethoscope and bicker like kids.
They prod and swap notes. Young men mostly, red-faced and pimply, shavers, and one graybeard. He takes his
thumbs from his waistcoat, an elaborate silk. First he powders his hands, then he blows into the gloves, he huffs
though the talcum powder, stretching the fingers like elastic bands then lets them go Thwack! One at a time, five
on each hand, ten in all, then nursy helps him into them. He flexes his fingers, he strains them, he pulls at each
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little pinkie individually, he makes like a pianist, he orchestrates—suspenseful, we’re caught watching.
It seems that the time for deliberating has passed, no more dilly-dallying or chewing it over in Latin. He takes
my knob between thumb and forefinger, he twists it to the left and to the right—it’s positively blossoming with
red—he polishes it up purple as a toga. He nods his head and nursy passes him the syringe.
“Now this won’t hurt, just a little prick!”
He looks round, he milks his audience, they blush into their waistcoats, cheap woolen affairs.
“And that’s all you’ll feel. You’re a big boy now, aren’t you”—he reads my name tag—“Steven? You have to
be brave now.”
He checks the syringe, he goes cross-eyed, a little jet of clear fluid caught in the strip lights, a delicate arc. A
mole on his cheek, a clot of blood and two gray hairs. He eases it in, and I scream. It jumps out of me, long,
drawn out, wrenched from the pit of my stomach. I writhe, my toes curl and I grip the sheets.
“Tut-tut, you’re not a little girl, are you?”
The tears sting my eyes. That’s rich, him and his “tut-tut”, then Slam! With his hot stiletto, right into the
helmet, right where it was most swollen, the most sensitive. I bite the pillow and whinny like a horse.
“Tut-tut. He hands nursy the empty syringe and holds up his hands to be de-gloved.
“There might be some slight bruising, just keep it clean and dry. You can go home in the morning.”
His lackeys pull the screens back and they all head off down the pub. And him calling me a little girl, him with
his six inch syringe! They depart and I’m left holding myself. Then I remember tinker-bud and I hold onto him as
well, a little kola bear, a glove puppet, kids stuff. We play peek-a-boo under the covers, we survey the damage,
gingerly, my burst balloon. We sneak a look when the other kids aren’t looking. I don’t want to let on. My shame.
*
The bruise spread right down to my balls, and lasted for a month. My mother was dead proud of it, she wanted
everybody to know. I even had to show it to Bert, who ran the general store at the end of the road. He wouldn’t
sell me fireworks.
“You’re under-age,” he said. And I ran home crying, that was regular. He winces at my bruises.
“Nasty,” he tells my mother. “Very nasty.”
They closed him down that summer. He asked a little girl from the council estate to come behind the counter
and take off her knickers.
“Nasty,” he said. Me with my shorts round my knees.
“Very nasty.” That cheered my mother up no end.
5
If I tell you exactly how it was, then nobody will be able to accuse me of lying. That’s my hollow dream, that’s
how I kid myself. I’ll stay terrifyingly honest, helping myself to understand, to come to terms.
“Young gentlemen” that’s how our father used to address us, us sat scrubbed and helpless in the back seat of
his car. And somehow the old fool really seemed to believe it: young gentlemen”.
We lived under the constant threat of his impending visits, and the silent misery of my mother. Once the old
girl rtidied up we aren’t allowed to romp around or move so much as a hair. No more fun and games for us kids,
no sir! Double scrubbed and no messing.
And every night our mother sat at her place by the window, waiting for the car headlamps to show, sniffling to
herself. Then the sobs. Then it got totally dark and she chucked the grub away. It was the same pattern night after
night, week in week out, until the old buzzard finally rolls up.
“Was that his lights? Did you hear a car door?”
Me and me brother look at each other: now she’s seeing things. And then the crying, swallowed down, hollow
sounding, unwinding, then winding up again. The same old tune, wheezing in the dark, at the far end, near the
Venetian blinds. Each night, hoping, expectant, then resigned. Each night she makes believe as if he’s gonna show
up, and we have to go through the whole charade again. She tidies up, combs her hair and paints a smile on her
face. Then the clock watching, ’till finally she chucks the grub away and opens a bottle of Guinness. Then the
phone goes. She chucks the moggy\fn{Cat} off her lap and leaps to it. He’s pissed. He’ll be on the next train. The
pips go … then nothing. We sit and wait. Neither hide nor hair, and us double scrubbed and no playing in the
garden. And off to bed early.
“Your father’s at the station, he’ll be here in fifteen minutes.” She fiddles with her throat and stares earnestly
into the garden.
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“Is that some rubbish up by the fir tree? You don’t drop any sweet wrappers did you, Steven? You know what
your father’s like!”
We sit around twiddling our thumbs, and not getting dirty. We play in the back room—we’re not allowed in the
front room on account that I kind of fucked up the sofa by bouncing on it, so we’re not allowed in there. I paint a
bird in purple and a picture of war, then my brother punches me and knocks the paint water over. I writhen on the
floor screaming ’till the old girl comes in and does her nut.
“Soddin’ bloody kids! Look at it! And for Christ’s sake stop whining! My God, that voice! It’s high time you
learned a few facts of life!” She looks at me meaningfully.
Then we hear the car door go and a blond shadow at the window, ghost-like. We have to look twice to be
sure. We have to see him coming, first his titfer,\fn{ Hat} then his beard. Then he comes into full view, throwing
his brolly\fn{Umbrella} about, stabbing at toffee papers. He stops, about turns and stoops, he takes a closer look,
making sure. He picks something up between thumb and forefinger, holds it up to the light, sniffs at it, then
carries it off with him at arm’s length and presents it to my mother awaiting him on the door step. We watch out of
the window. He floats up the garden, picks up the toffee wrapper and walks straight up to her. He goes out of
sight, then comes back into view; he kind of looks at me, and I do the same.
“Hello Nichollas, Steven.” He nods and walks past, his head thrown back, eyes averted. He goes into the front
room, and the door closes.
“Hello father,” I say.
The old girl runs to the kitchen full tilt and ditches the toffee wrapper, Plop! Into the waste bin, it rattles around
down there, amongst the potato peelings and tea leaves—she chucks it in there, the offending wrapper. Then
shuffles about in the kitchen fiddling with the skin round her throat. He comes back out the front room practicing
his scowl.
“What are you fussing about with now, Juny?”
“Would you like something to eat, darling?” He stops and stares at her, he looks her up and down from head to
foot.
“Yes, Juny, roast beef and Yorkshire pudding, please!” She puts the lid on the bread bin. “Roast beef please,
Juny!” That’s how he answers her. We haven’t got any roast beef, so we have to go out to dinner and that means
we have to be double scrubbed.
“I could do you some cheese on toast. I didn’t know that you’d be coming. Or I could do some egg and chips.”
He shakes his head in disbelief. No playing over the back woods, double scrubbed and no dilly-dallying. My
mother chucks the cheese on toast in the bin. And then she has to go and get tarted up. I see her naked in the
bathroom, then she gets out the old fur coat. It was always a signal when she put that rag on, that meant we were
going out.
“Can’t I go over the back instead. I ain’t hungry. I won’t stay out late?”
“Absolutely not, Steven, it’s a family meal!”
That’s tough. My brother backs the old man up.
“No way kid!”
That’s how everybody speaks to me. I look resigned, I kick at stones.
“What’s the matter with that child of yours, Juny? He’s totally unappreciative.”
I toe the ground and I look at him, then I don’t, that’s the way it’s always been. Bored, moseying around,
waiting for that old git to show up, then the phone goes.
“Oh shit bugger arseholes! Oh, for heaven’s sake stop it the pair of you, I’m trying to listen! Shut up or I’ll
bang your soddin’ heads together! Oh, hello darling … yes … yes … the 8.15 … yes …”
And then the tidying up. Getting our knees clean for a start, and not going over the back. Then that bozo would
show, clasping a toffee wrapper. His nose in the air, he walks in, and deposits it in the bin. Bravo!
“Come along, Juny, chop chop! I haven’t eaten since luncheon. Nichollas! Steven! Look at your knees! For
Christ’s sake, chop-chop! Really, Juny, there’s no food in the house, and now you want to keep me hanging
around all evening. I expressly rang you in advance, why can’t you be ready? Come along you boys, get in the car
now! And for God’s sake mind the upholstery! Christ, Juny, you’re prepared to use my facilities but do I get any
respect!”
Me and my brother traipse out, and head for the car, it’s still warm and stinking of leather. My father starts it
up and then we have to sit there in silence for fifteen minutes whilst my mother runs back indoors. She checks
that the cooker’s turned off, that the cat has been put out, makes sure that she’s left a light on and checks that she
locked the back door. We watch her coming and going in slow motion. She slams the front door and pulls it
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violently, almost wrenching her arm from its socket, just to be sure. To be certain. Is it locked? My father drums
on the steering wheel with his root-like fingers.
“Good God, woman, for Christ sake’s get in the bloody car! I hope that child is not going to puke in the car
again! You’re not going to do a Technicolor yawn, are you, Steven?”
“Wot?”
“Not ‘wot’, ‘pardon’!”
It’s my opinion that he swerved all those corners on purpose. He chucked the engine into fourth and never
bothered to come back down again, his hands flailing at the wheel like a juggler. I feel my collar and suck at the
inside of my mouth. It’s the special combination of the leather and the old girl’s lipstick, the car reeks of it, and
her swathed in that stinking fur coat of her mothers. She turns in her seat and smoothes my hair back, a cat lick,
and then the smell hits me, it clings to the roof of my mouth, I gag. She feels my forehead, and rattles her cheap
jewelry at me. The gold of her ring, it glitters in my eye socket. I gag, I vomit and re-swallow, I grit my teeth. I
need air, I want the woods, I want to be a Tyrannosaurus Rex or a squirrel. The old man hits the brakes and
swerves the roundabout at full throttle. My stomach heaves, it trickles through my nose, sour, some bean sauce—I
have to let it go. I open up and let it pour, in hot jets, six different types of tomatoes.
“My God, Juny, stop him! I don’t believe it! He’s done it again! The little stinker!” My father grapples with the
wheel, yelling over his shoulder.
“Why didn’t you tell us! You did that on purpose, didn’t you? Well, he can clear it up! He’s your child, Juny!
Shit and damnation! You stinking little bastard!”
He slams on the anchors and I smack my nose on the handle on the back of his seat, a little dinner tray. I
swallow another mouthful.
“It’s the way you drive, he can’t help it … can you, Steven?”
My mother dabs at my nose with a handkerchief, starched at the edges. I fumble with the door-catch, fall to my
knees and crawl onto the verge. My father’s hands grip the steering wheel. He stares out through the windscreen
in disgust. I breathe the grass, the hedge. I feel the dirt and dig in my fingernails. I don’t want to go out to dinner. I
don’t want to eat, I don’t like eating, it’s a trap, just another torture set up to destroy me. I gurgle in the dust.
Please let me stay here, please leave me to die, I can’t face the leather, My mother, a giant lipstick. I let go, bitter,
two or three mouthfuls, sweet and clinging.
“Dad, Steven’s being sick again.” My brother sings it out triumphantly.
I lick at my snot, eyes stinging. My legs are thin and white, I don’t know what I am doing here or why I came,
but these people have control of my life. I am their property to do with as they wish, I am under their spell, the
spell of the tongue and fist. I crawl onto the back seat. The trouble is that I got some dirt on the upholstery.
We drive on through the silence and the smell. A topic for conversation, but for later, and my bad teeth, my
boils. We drive on in silence, waiting.
“Young gentlemen.” That’s how my father spoke to us after his brandy, his face glistening. I breathe through
my mouth, avoiding the stench, I stick my mug up against the glass.
“Can you hear anything?” He turns to face us over the back of his seat.
“You can’t? Well, that’s it! That’s what you pay for! Listen, Prrrrrr. That’s all.” He minces his moustaches
together and purrs like a cat.
“Prrrrrr, that’s what you pay for, engineering! Mister Rolls and Mister Royce, the finest engine in the world! Is
the engine turned off? No! I assure you, the engine is running, listen!” He puckers his lips.
“Prrrrrr. There you have it, the rolls Royce engine! Quality my young gentlemen! That’s right, gentlemen,
young. You’re both fine young gentlemen!” We sit there in the car park, the car cranking away beneath our feet.
“You’re both fine young gentlemen … and when you grow up, you’re both going to be good-looking chaps!”
My brother’s face swells like a football, scowling with pride.
“Fine, handsome young gentlemen!” I sit there, my teeth sticking out in eight different directions, still chewing
on bits of carrot.
“Fine handsome young men, aren’t they Juny?” My brother gives me a horse bite on the leg and I have to
squeal.
“Now shush the pair of you before I bang your bloody heads together! If you can’t behave like adults, you
won’t be treated like adults!”
My brother smirks down at me. I use my hand to cover my teeth, fucked up. I wanted to believe, but I can’t. I
honestly can’t.
6
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Me and Jeffrey caught bumblebees in our bare hands, and I fell and grazed my knees every day that summer.
Then the girls in the white house left and went to live in Australia and I fell off the bed and cracked my head open
and my mother told me to shut up blubbering or she’d call an ambulance.
“Did I want to get taken away?”
And the sun came in hot through the front window and the green out front of the council estate looked sad and
yellow and she just kept on ironing. She didn’t want to carry me, so at the shopping arcade I get lost on purpose. I
talk to myself, I play with a lolly stick, she tells me to drop it, it’s dirty. Then she just walks off, she lets go of my
reins and I stand by this oak tree. Then she storms back, snatches hold of my hand and drags me along behind her.
“Do you want me to have to pull your trousers down and smack your bare bottom in public?” I walk on, quite
fragile really, crying.
It seemed that they’d been mapping out my future in private and my feelings don’t even enter into the
calculations. I watch their mouths. My father walks around naked with his big willy out. Nobody else in the world
has bum cracks but my family; everybody else’s are filled in.
My father takes me down town and they make me sit on a plank and have m head shaved. My mother buys me
new socks, shoes and a tie, my little bow on an elastic has to go. Actually, my brother flicks it into the fireplace
and I have to watch it burn. Apparently, I cry too much. I try to follow the whispered conversations, but everyone
quits gassing as soon as I cock an ear.
Next morning my mother comes in, clicks the light on, pulls the covers off me, and forces me into the new
clothing. I rub my eyes, I whimper. That stuff’s harsh, freshly starched. It’s still dark outside. I start to blubber.
“Don’t be a baby, Steven! You’re not a baby are you? You’re a big boy now, you’re going to school.”
“I don’t want to go to school.”
“Of course you do, you’ll meet lots of new friends.”
“Is Jeffrey going?”
“No, you’ll make new friends.”
“I want to stay here with you.”
“You can’t, you have to go, it’s the law. You don’t want mummy to be arrested, do you?”
“My stomach hurts.”
She yanks my shorts up and buttons them, stern faced, a regular Judas, nothing but a turn-coat. I’m dressed,
my face wiped, a cat-lick, then I’m taken outside. I fight all the way, tooth and nail, right up to the front steps of
the school. I kick at her and shriek like a whistle. The bush, I want the bush! She unclasps my fingers one by one,
knuckles whitening and I sob from the bottom of my heart. I’m losing my life, I have to wave goodbye; she pulls
me by my arm up those steps. I stagger and trip, I plead.
“For God’s sake stop dragging your feet, Steven! Now stop your drying or I’ll give you something to cry
about!” That’s tough, I trusted her and she dealt me a dud. I suck my snot, I try and let her know my feelings, deep
down, heart-felt.
“You have to go to school, you’ve got to learn to read and write!” I bite at my tears, stinging, blinding.
“I don’t want to read and write.”
“If you don’t go to school, you’ll be taken into care and I’ll be arrested!”
“I don’t want to go.”
“It’s the law!”
“Why?”
“For Christ’s sake shut up!” And so I let them destroy my specialness.
She left me in that place, echoing corridors, banging doors. Everything in hideous miniature and a smell that
goes straight to your bowels, the smell of beatings and betrayals. There’s scarcely any love in those classrooms,
just hapless kids: row upon row of us, gummy and diseased, just waiting to be lied to. And the teachers banging it
out day in, day out, year after year:
“2 + 2 = 4”, “animals don’t really talk” and “gentle Jesus”. All those sad stumbling lies that have as little to do
with the spirit of man and the love of god as can be humanely imaginable. My hatred of school was absolute, a
rare and beautiful hatred, almost perfect. They murdered us behind closed doors, sat at evil little desks: kid-sized.
At eleven o’clock they hand round the little milk bottles and one drinking straw each, all apart from the kiddie
at the end, the one with the busted specs held together with dirty pink sticky plaster. Old four-eyes got no drinking
straw; he got a kick and a pinch if he was lucky! Then he gets dragged out front and has his legs slapped for
losing his drinking straw. Good! We’re all in agreement, us, the teacher and the world, we nod, we understand the
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mentality of the class-room. We finish our milk, we suck it right down to the bottom, then follow it round with our
straws, we blow bubbles to see who can make the loudest racket, then we get told to shut it.
Mrs. Lamb claps her hands, and orders us up off our seats. We go single file up to the front and drop our
bottles into the crate, we clank them, we throw them in there ’till they bust. Then we go sit down and again and
play with the toys ’till dinner time. You go to the shelf and choose for yourself, little plastic soldiers, some metal
fish in a cardboard tank with little fishing rods with magnets on the end. Some busted jigsaws in numbered boxes.
I get the lid, with a number that doesn’t exist. I have to stare at it, to try and find its friend. Fifteen minutes go
past, an hour. An upside-down five, a two that isn’t a two or a three. There is no such number. The window, a dirty
patch of tarmac, a few trees in the distance battling in the mud.
Then the dinner bell, Mrs. Lamb waves it above her head. That means that we have to go out and stand about
out there in the fresh air. We get up and file out like little soldiers, then we run, we scream ’till it hurts, competing
with the birds. I walk up the little path to the toilets, past the school gate. I stare out into that other world, a police
car goes past and a man with a tree under his arm. I find the toilets and there’s this kid in there with one of his ears
missing, just a rim of gristle and a hole like a cat’s arse in his head. I sneak looks at it whilst I pee. Some of it goes
on my sandals.
In class we do God, make dinosaurs and sing baa-baa black sheep. Then it’s home time and my mother meets
me at the gate, and the peanut man’s there on his bike, and she buys me a toffee apple. And I begged her not to
make me go back to that place, I dropped my toffee apple and I cried.
It seems that it was imperative that I learned to read and write, that I forget my life up until that moment. I
stared into the books, abut I couldn’t make head nor tail of it: their letters and numbers were meaningless to me. I
was singled out and shamed for my ignorance and general stupidity. I just couldn’t understand why I should
change, why I had to learn this foreign language. My mother sat with me going through the lists.
“Cat! Sat! Mat! Your brother could read and write at your age. Just look at it, at its shape … C-A-T, CAT!”
We sit cross-legged in a neat little semi-circle and Mrs. Lamb plays the piano.
“Nick-knack-paddy-whack, give the dog a bone, this old man came rolling home.” And we sing along, we
have to, we’re orchestrated. We have no choice in the matter, everything’s been decided in our absence, no
democracy, just liberal hell. In the end, it seems that you have to do everything that you don’t want to do in this
world, and then you have to pretend that you actually enjoy doing it, that you’ve at last grown up, that it’s exactly
what you’ve always wanted all along. That’s the type of people we are. …
219.46 Excerpt from Molly Fox’s Birthday\fn{by Deirdre Madden (1960- )} Toomebridge, Antrim, Northern
Ireland, United Kingdom (F) 11
In the dream I was walking through the streets of a strange city, in a foreign country I did not recognize. I was
weary, and my feet were sore because I was wearing shoes that were too small for me. Then, as is the way in
dreams, I was all at once in a shoe shop and my grandmother was there. She did not speak, neither in greeting nor
to explain what she was doing there, but handed me a pair of shoes made of brown leather. I put them on and they
fitted perfectly. Never in my whole life had I had such soft and comfortable shoes.
“How much do they cost, Granny?” I asked.
She told me the price in a currency I had never heard of before, but of which I somehow knew the value: I
knew that the price she named was derisory, that the shoes were in essence a gift. And then she gave me a thick
green woolen blanket and I wrapped myself in it, and it was only now, when I was warm, that I realized how cold
I had been, and it was only now that I remembered that my grandmother was dead, had been dead for over twenty
years. Far from being afraid I was overjoyed to see her again.
“Oh Granny,” I said, “I thought we had lost you for ever.” She smiled and shook her head.
“Here I am.”
I awoke and I couldn’t remember the dream. I only knew that I had been dreaming and that it had left me full
of joy. Then immediately I was disconcerted by not recognizing the room in which I had awoken. Whose lamp
was this, with its parchment shade? Whose low bed, whose saffron-coloured quilt? The high windows were hung
with muslin curtains, the room was flooded with morning light, and all at once it came to me: I was in Molly
Fox’s house.
Molly Fox is an actor, and is generally regarded as one of the finest of her generation. (She insists upon
“actor”: If I wrote poems would you call me a poetess?) One of the finest but not, perhaps, one of the best known.
She has done a certain amount of television work over the years and has made a number of films, a significant
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number given how much she dislikes that particular medium and that the camera, she says, does not love her.
Certainly she does not have on screen the beauty and magnetism that marks out a true film star, and she hates, she
has told me, the whole process of making a film. The tedium of hanging around waiting to act bores her, and the
fact that you can repeat a scene time and time again until you get it right seems to her like cheating. She likes the
fear, the danger even, of the stage, and it is for the theatre that she has done her best work. Although she often
appears in contemporary drama her main interest is in the classical repertoire, and her greatest love is
Shakespeare.
People seldom recognize her in the street. She is a woman of average height, “quite nondescript” she herself
claims, although I believe this fails to do her justice. Fine-boned, with brown eyes and dark brown hair, she has an
olive complexion; she tans easily in the summer. She often wears black. Neutral tones suit her—oatmeal, stone—
and natural materials; she wears a lot of linen and knitted cotton. On the dressing table of the room in which I was
sleeping was a marquetry box full of silver and turquoise jewelry, silver and amber, together with glass beads and
wooden bracelets. For special occasions she wears silks and velvets in deep, rich colours, purple or burgundy,
which I think suit her even better than more subtle tones, but which she thinks too showy for everyday wear. She
dislikes the color green and will have nothing to do with it, for like many theater people, Molly is extremely
superstitious, and if she speaks of “the Scottish Play” it is not only out of respect for the feelings of others.
When the public fails to recognize her in her daily life it is not just because they see her face only infrequently
on the cinema or television screen. It is because she has a knack of not allowing herself to be recognized when she
doesn’t want to be. I have no idea how she does this, I find it difficult even to describe. It is a kind of geisha
containment, a shutterdness, a withdrawal and negation. It is as if she is capable of sensing when people are on the
point of knowing who she is and she sends them a subliminal denial.
I know what you’re thinking but you’re wrong. It isn’t me. I’m somebody else. Don’t even bother to ask.
And they almost never do. What gives her away every time is her voice. So often have I seen her most banal
utterances, requests for drinks or directions, have a remarkable effect on people.
“A woman with such a voice is born perhaps once in a hundred years,” one critic remarked. “If Heaven really
exists,” wrote another, “as a place of sublime perfection, then surely everyone in it speaks like Molly Fox.”
Her voice is clear and sweet. At times it is infused with a slight ache, a breaking quality that makes it uniquely
beautiful. It is capable of power and depth, it has a timbre that can express grief or desire like no other voice I
have ever heard. It has, moreover, what I can only describe as both a visual and a sensuous quality, an ability to
summon up the image of the thing that the word stands for. When Molly says snow you feel a soft cold, you can
see it freshly fallen over woods and fields, you can see the winter light. When she says ice you feel a different
kind of cold, biting and sharp, and what you see is glassy, opaque. No other actor with whom I have ever worked
has such a remarkable understanding of language.
Unsurprisingly, she is much in demand for this gift alone, for voice-overs, radio work and audio-books.
Although constantly solicited for it, she always refuses to do advertising. People who have never entered a theater
in their lives recognize her distinctive speech from historical or wildlife documentaries on television or from the
tapes of classic children’s literature they play to their sons and daughters in the car.
Now she was in New York and from there she would go to London to make a recording of Adam Bede. Ii
thought of her sitting alone in the studio with her headphones and a glass of water, the hair-trigger needles of the
instruments making shivering arcs, as if they too thrilled to the sound of her voice. I thought of the bewitching
way she would call up a whole imagined world so that the sound engineers behind the glass wall and anyone who
would ever hear her rerecording would see Hetty in the creamery as though they were there with her. They might
almost smell the cream and touch the earthenware, the wooden vessels, as though Molly were not an actor but a
medium who could summon up not those who were dead, but those who had never been anything but imagined.
She lives in Dublin, in a redbrick Victorian house, the middle house in a terrace. The front path that leads from
the heavy iron gate to the blue-painted front door is made of black and red tiles, and is original to the house, as are
many other details inside. There is a pretty, if rather small, garden at the front that Molly keeps in a pleasing
tangle of bright flowers all summer, like a cottage garden. She grows sprawling pink roses, and lupines; there are
nasturtiums, loud in orange and red, there are spiky yellow dahlias and a honeysuckle trained up a trellis beside
the front window. Bees bumble and drone, reeling from one blossom to another like small fat drunks. Inside the
house is surprisingly bright and airy. There is a fanlight above the front door, which is echoed in the semicircular
top of the window, high above the return, which brightens the stairwell. On the ceiling in the hall there is a
plasterwork frieze of acanthus leaves, and a central rose from which hangs an elegant glass lamp. Although it has
immense charm it is a small house, more modest than people might expect given Molly’s considerable success.
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She bought it at the start of her career and has remained there ever since, for the sake of the garden, she says,
although I suspect that Fergus is the real reason why she has never left Dublin. She also has a tiny apartment in
London where she is obliged to spend much of her time for professional reasons. She likes the city; its vast
anonymity suits her temperament. My home is also there, and I am always pleased when she says she is going to
work in London, because it means I will have her company for a few months. She is without doubt my closest
woman friend. This particular visit, to make the Eliot recording, coincided with her getting some urgent work
done on her London flat, and I was interested in spending a little time in Dublin, so I suggested that we simply
borrow each other’s homes, an idea that delighted her, for it solved her problem at a stroke.
I heard the clock in the hall strike the hour and counted the beats. Six o’clock: still far too early to get up. I lay
in Molly’s wide soft bed knowing that in less than a week she would be lying in mine, and I wondered what it was
to be Molly fox. Slippery questions such as this greatly preoccupy both of us, given that I write plays and she acts
in them, and over the years we have often talked to each other about how one creates or becomes a character quite
unlike oneself.
In spite of my own passion for the theatre, unlike many other dramatists there is nothing in me of the actor,
nothing at all. When I was young I did appear in a couple of minor roles in student productions, which served
their purpose in that I believe they taught me something of stagecraft that I would never have known otherwise.
But I have never felt less at ease than standing sweating night after night under a bank of hot lights, wearing a
dusty dress made from an old curtain, pretending to be Second Gentlewoman and trying not to sneeze.
“You must stop immediately,” one of my friends said to me. “I know you want to write plays but if you keep
on with the acting, you’ll lose whatever understanding you have for the theater. As an actor, the whole thing
becomes false to you. I know you believe the theater has to be a complete engagement with reality or it’s nothing.
If you guard that understanding and bring it to bear on your writing, you’ll be a terrific playwright, but if you keep
on trying to act, you’ll undermine your whole belief in the theater. And as well as that,” he added, with more truth
than tact, “you’re easily the worst actor who ever stepped on a stage.”
I have considerable experience of working with actors over the years, and yet their work remains a mystery to
me; I believe that I still don’t know how they do it. Molly will have none of this, says I have an innate
understanding of what they do, and that it’s just that I don’t know how to explain it. She says this isn’t a problem,
that most actors can’t put it into words either, and that many who do speak confidently about it aren’t to be
trusted. She also says that there are as many ways to be an actor as there are actors. Once I said to her that I
thought what she did was psychologically dangerous. I sometimes think she is more in danger of losing touch
with herself than I am, that something in her art forces her to go deeper into herself than my arty requires of me,
and that the danger is that she might lose her way, lose her self.
“But it isn’t me!” she exclaimed.
That contradicted something she had said to me once before—that if she, Molly Fox, wasn’t deeply in the
performance then it would be a failure.
Eventually we decided, after much discussion, that our different approaches to character could be seen as a
continuum. For me, as a playwright, the creation of a character is like listening to something faint and distant. It’s
like trying to remember someone one knew slightly, in passing, a very long time ago, but to remember them so
that one knows them better than one knows oneself. It’s like trying to know a family member who died before one
was born, from looking at photographs and objects belonging to them; also from hearing the things, often
contradictory, that people say about them, the anecdotes told. From this, you try to work out how they might
speak and how they might react to any given circumstance, how they would interact with other characters whom
one has come to know by the same slow and delicate process. And out of all this comes a play, where, as in life,
people don’t always say what they mean or mean what they say, where they act against their own best interests
and sometimes fail to understand those around them. In this way, a line of dialogue should carry an immense
resonance, conveying far more than just meaning.
For me, the play is the final destination. For Molly, it is the point of departure. She takes the text, mine or
anyone’s, and works backwards to discover from what her character says who this person is, so that she can
become them. Some of the questions she asks herself—What does this person think of first thing in the morning?
What is her greatest fear?—are the kind of questions that I too ask in the course of writing, as a kind of litmus test
to see if I know the character as well as I think I do. She begins from the general and moves to the particular. How
does such a person walk, speak, hold a wine glass? What sort of clothes does she wear, what kind of home does
she live in? I understand all of this, and still the art of acting remains a mystery to me. I still don’t know how on
earth Molly does what she does and I could never do it myself.
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What kind of woman has a saffron quilt on her bed? Wears a white linen dressing gown? Keeps beside her bed
a stack of gardening books? Stores all her clothes in a shabby antique wardrobe, with a mirror built into its door?
Who is she when she is in this room, alone and unobserved, and in what way does that differ from the person she
is when she is in a restaurant with friends or in rehearsal or engaging with members of the public? Who, in snort,
is Molly Fox?
I was reluctant to pursue this line of thought because I suddenly realized that, lying in my bed in London next
week, she might do exactly the same thing to me. Given her particular gift she would be able to reconstruct me, to
know me much better than I might wish myself to be known, especially by such a close friend. But no such
reservation had touched Molly when she was showing me around her house a few days earlier to settle me in.
“Make yourself completely at home. Take whatever you want or need and use it. If there’s something you can’t
find, look for it.”
She hauled open a drawer and stirred up its contents to show just how free I should make with her things.
“This is good, wear this,” and she took the linen dressing gown from its hook behind the door, tossed it on the
bed. When I protested mildly against this unlimited generosity, she replied in a voice not her own, “Oh come now,
my dear, don’t be so middle class,” a voice itself so larded with pretension that I could only laugh.
What she offered me was far more than I wanted or needed. I thanked her for her kindness and told her to treat
my own place in exactly the same way, even while I silently hoped that she wouldn’t. And yes, I did feel guilty
because it was a mean-spirited thought.
I knew how fond she was of her home and everything in it, something that was difficult to square with her
attitude of non-attachment. Take our mutual friend Andrew, for example. I’m even closer to him than to Molly,
and I’ve known him for longer too, but he would never give me the free run of his home, of that I’m certain. Not
that I would need it anyway, for he also lives in London, and I wouldn’t want it because of the responsibility.
While Molly’s house is full of stylish bric-a-brac, unusual but inexpensive things that she has picked up on her
travels, pretty well everything Andrew owns—vases, rugs, furniture—is immensely valuable. Worrying that I
might spill a glass of red wine over some rare carpet or mark an antique table with a cup of coffee would take
away any pleasure in staying there. Given how clumsy I am it’s always a relief, even when visiting him, to leave
without having broken or damaged anything.
Andrew. He had been much on my mind of late. I had hoped to see him before I left London. I had called and
left a message on his answering machine, asking him to ring, but he hadn’t got back to me. No doubt this was a
particularly busy time for him. His new series had started on television the previous week; the second part would
be shown tonight. I had wanted to wish him the best for it.
Yawning, I stretched out and switched on a small radio on the bedside table. The music that came from it was
hesitant and haunting, a piano played with a kind of rising courage, the notes sparse and scattered with a yearning
quality that somehow seemed to march the mood of the morning; it was, at least, what I needed to hear. What
would I do today? I would spend the morning working in the spare bedroom that I had set up as an office for the
time that I would be here. Because it was Saturday I would give myself the afternoon off and go into town. I knew
that I had had a pleasant dream just before I awoke but I couldn’t remember what it had been about. I looked
again at my watch and decided it was still too early to get up even though the room was flooded with light. It was
the twenty-first of June, the longest day of the year.
It was Molly Fox’s birthday.
*
I saw Molly on stage before ever I met her. When I was in my last year at university, at Trinity in Dublin where
I read English, I went one night to see a production of The Importance of Being Earnest, hoping that I wouldn’t be
disappointed. All my life I have used this play to discover what people really know about the theater, as opposed
to what they think they know. Anyone who dismisses it as a slight, rather empty piece of entertainment
immediately falls in my estimation. Too often it is staged in a stale and complacent way which suggests that the
director also holds it in limited regard. But this production, by a young company called Bread and Circus, wasn’t
at all like that. While fully exploiting the elegance and with of the language, it also brought out the darker side of
the play, the snobbery and the social hypocrisy. Wilde’s yearning to be a part of something that he knew did not
merit respect.
Never speak disrespectfully of Society, Algernon. Only people who can’t get into it do that.
Didn’t he know that he was worth the whole lot of them put together, and that by not assuming superiority he
was only bringing himself down to their level and setting himself up for his own destruction? By the use of Irish
accents for certain characters this production subtly addressed a colonial aspect of the play that I had never
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thought about until then; and it also brought out the sexual politics of the work, the pragmatism and deception.
They were a young company, and while that was a part of their strength, giving them their wonderful irreverence,
their willingness to take risks, it was also part of their weakness. None of them was over thirty, a distinct
disadvantage for playing Miss Prism or Lady Bracknell; and some of the acting was frankly poor.
But the young woman playing Cecily was outstanding. So fully and naturally did she inhabit the part that it
was impossible to see how she was doing what she was doing, to deconstruct her art into its component parts. Her
remarkable presence and charisma were not dependent on her looks, for she was not particularly pretty, and her
only distinguishing physical feature, waist-length dark brown hair, I took to be a wig. But there was the voice of
course, that beautiful, musical voice. During the interval when the lights came up in the shabby theater, I took out
my programme to see who she was, and I noticed several people around me do the same thing. In the course of
the following months I saw her in other plays and noticed her name in the papers. Even when a production was
comprehensively panned, she always seemed to escape censure.
Only the singularly gifted Molly Fox emerges with honour from the sorry hotchpotch of bad direction and
shoddy acting.
Around the time I left college—I think it was just after Andrew had left for England—something uncanny
happened to me one day. I was at a table in a café when I noticed a young woman sitting nearby, with a cup of
coffee and a book. Her face was familiar and yet I couldn’t place her. Perhaps she was also a student at Trinity and
I knew her face from seeing her in the library or passing her in the squares, without ever having spoken to her.
She was wearing a black leather jacket and draped over her left shoulder was a dark brown plait, shiny, and stout
as a rope that might tie up a ship. With that, I realized who she was: so it wasn’t a wig after all. She picked up a
small brown packet of sugar and shook it hard so that the contents fell to the bottom, tore it open and poured it
onto the froth of the coffee. For the next half-hour she read her book and sipped at the mug, while I watched her.
Nothing else happened. I have described it as an uncanny incident, and it was. I did not approach Molly—what
could I possibly have said?
I really liked you in The Importance of Being Earnest. And what could she have replied?
Why thank you very much.
What would have that amounted to? Less than nothing. There are forms of communication that drive people
apart, that do nothing other than confirm distance. But there are also instances when no connection seems to be
made and yet something profound takes place, and this was just such a moment.
I realized the enormity of her girt. I had been aware of it when watching her on stage, but seeing her here in the
café, unrecognized, anonymous, confirmed it for me. It was hers in the same way that her thick pigtail was hers,
complete, real, undeniable, hers to do with as she thought fit. I believe that this was clearer to me then than it
could have been to Molly, for how we see ourselves, our future, is often tainted by the very hope of what we wish
to become. I was at that time already a person of enormous ambition. I knew even then that nothing except being
a playwright could ever reconcile me to life; but my gift, I thought, was only a spark. I had none of the effortless
brilliance of this other woman. As was the case with Wilde himself, we are at each moment of our lives the
persons we were and shall become. The convict in his arrowed uniform who wept on the station platform as
people screamed abuse and spat at him had been present years earlier when the same man had been hailed
triumphant on the first night of his theatrical success. In the same way, the actor who would give some of the most
profound and intelligent performances that one could ever wish to see on stage was already there in that young
woman with her coffee and book.
I like to think that she looks exactly the same as she did when I knew her first, but it isn’t true. The Molly of
today is far more groomed and poised than the person I saw in the café all those years ago. The long hair, the
leather jacket, the casual slick of lipstick have all gone, but they went gradually, so that her transformation, as is
the case with most people, happened slowly over time. It is only now, by making a conscious mental effort or by
looking at old photographs, that I can recall her as she was, and I can pinpoint no one day, or even a particular
time in her life, when she suddenly appeared to me as having completely changed.
And what had I been doing in the café on that day? By a strange coincidence, jotting down notes for the play I
had just begun to write, and which would make both Molly’s reputation and mine the following year. It was based
upon my experiences in London the previous summer, when I had worked as a chambermaid in the morning and
as a domestic cleaner in the afternoon ad had gone every night to the theater. My hunger for the stage at that time
was intense in a way I know find somewhat alarming. I watched plays with the kind of voracity with which small
children read books, with the same visceral passion, the same complete trust in the imagination which is so
difficult to sustain throughout the course of one’s whole life. It sat uneasily with my daytime existence, spent in
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the luxurious squalor of dirty hotel bedrooms and the homes of affluent strangers.
There was one particular apartment, a place in St. John’s Wood, that spooked me from the moment I stepped
into it, and I could never understand why. Having grown up in a fairly modest farming background I’d never
before experienced such splendour, and I think I expected to be impressed. Instead of which, I fled every day
when I had finished to a greasy-spoon café two streets away, where there was always a group of men off a
building site, having their tea break. I grew to depend on them, on their yellow hats and their fag-smoke, their
tabloids and their laughter. I don’t think they ever noticed me sitting nearby as they ribbed each other and ate
bacon rolls, swilling them down with big mugs of tea. The stifling atmosphere of the empty apartment where I
worked felt like a parallel universe, and after a few hours there it did me good to be around the builders, to tap
into their reality. All the rooms in the apartment seemed too big and were arranged in such a way as to militate
against any kind of intimacy and warmth. They lacked such things as books and adequate light by which to read,
an open fire or any sign of the presence of children; and no amount of Scandinavian glass, no number of cream
sofas, could make up for this.
After I had been working there for about a fortnight, I turned around from the kitchen sink one afternoon and
literally bumped into a young woman. Having believed myself to be completely alone in the flat it frightened me
horribly, and I screamed so loudly that I frightened her and she screamed too. We both drew back and cowered,
staring hard at each other like animals at bay.
Let’s call her Lucy. That wasn’t her real name, but it’s what I called her when she became a character in my
play. Over the following weeks a strange relationship developed between us that I mistakenly took to be a
friendship. The manner of its conclusion proved how wrong I had been. Lucy was about three years younger than
I, and had left school at the start of that summer. She hadn’t applied to go to university and didn’t know what she
wanted to do with her life. Her boyfriend, she told me, was a film-maker and she was perhaps going to be a
photographer, but she wasn’t sure. The brother of a school friend owned a photography gallery in the East End,
and maybe she was going to have an exhibition there later in the year. Nowadays I would see through this kind of
thing immediately; but this was the first occasion I had come across someone for whom art was a means of
avoiding reality rather than confronting it head on, an idea so strange to me that I didn’t fully comprehend it at the
time. In some ways she was far more worldly and experienced than I—the film-maker boyfriend was only the
most recent of many men—and then at other times she struck me as remarkably naïve and childlike, given her
age. The one thing she craved was an audience, and I certainly provided that in due course. In the short term she
trailed about the house in my wake as I polished and dusted, while she moaned about her mother and mimicked
with little skill her father’s mistress, whom she loathed, I came to realize how lonely she was, and how
vulnerable. She adored her father, whose attention she could never hold for as long as she needed, and I grew to
pity her. I only had to clean this place of alienation; she, poor girl, had to live in it.
She insisted that I abandon my work for up to an hour at a time, to drink coffee with her and to talk about my
life, for I was as exotic and interesting to her as she was to me. My childhood growing up on a farm in Northern
Ireland fascinated her in a way I found hard to comprehend. I told her that I was the youngest of seven children.
I don’t believe I’ve ever met anyone before with so many brothers and sisters.
That one of these brothers was a Catholic priest astounded her further. I described to her the wild boggy upland
that was my home and my ambivalent feelings towards it. I thought she understood me. I thought she liked me. I
thought she was my friend.
The summer ended and I prepared to go back to Dublin for my final year at college. Lucy wasn’t in when I
arrived at the apartment on my last day. I wanted to exchange addresses with her so that we could keep in touch. I
thought to suggest to her that she would join me in the greasy spoon so that we could sit for a while in the
reflected glow of the builders’ camaraderie. It would do her good. I was in the kitchen when she did at last arrive
home, bringing with her a young man. Whether or not it was the film-maker boyfriend or his successor I was
never to know.
“I’ll see you in a while,” she said to me, as she took him into the drawing room, which I had already cleaned. I
hoped he wouldn’t linger, but they sat there talking for the rest of the afternoon. At the end of my shift I put my
head around the door.
“Well, what is it? What do you want?” Even I knew better than to suggest tea and bacon rolls at a moment like
this.
“I’ve finished. I’m off now.”
“So, off you go.” I couldn’t believe that all the time we had spent together, all our confidences, amounted to
nothing.
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“It’s my last day!” I said helplessly.
“So, it’s your last day.”
She turned to the man and pulled a face, shook her little head, so much as to say,
You see the kind of people I have to put up with?
I withdrew from the room. As I was putting my jacked\t on in the hall I could hear him ask, “Who was that?”
and Lucy’s reply, “Oh it was nobody, it was just the cleaner. She’s probably trying to scrounge a tip because it’s
her last day, but she’s not getting anything.”
I slammed the front door of the apartment behind me with all the force of Nora departing at the end of A Doll’s
House; and I kept this as a the conclusion of Summer with Lucy: it was effective, even though it had been done
before.
As soon as my finals were over at university, I took a job teaching English as a foreign language. All my
classes were finished by lunchtime every day, and I spent my evenings and nights working on the play. I
remember it as a time of great contentment. I wrote the play easily and quickly; I enjoyed doing it. I thought it
would always be like this. I didn’t know that forever after it would be a struggle to find the right words, the right
form, that this sudden fluency was a gift, never to be repeated. If someone had told me this at the time, how would
I have reacted? I’d probably have laughed at them.
Youth is wasted on the young.
Summer with Lucy was a simple play, a two-hander, requiring a single set and providing two good roles for
women. One of the characters was based on me; was a sharper, more witty and ironic me, someone whose esprit
didn’t wait until l’escalier. The other character was based on Lucy. I think I more than did her justice. I think I did
her a favour. The “real” Lucy was ultimately rather a dull girl, peevish and whingeing, with a distinct lack of
imagination. I resented the choices and chances her wealth gave her and which she failed to realize. The Lucy I
created was a far more complex personality, manipulative, intelligent, vulnerable and sly. The relationship she had
with my fictional alter ego was edgier than it had been in real life, with a much stronger bond developing between
the two characters and an underlying sense of violence. I knew when I finished it that I’d written a good play.
But I didn’t realize just how good it was until it was accepted by Bread and Circus, the first company to which
I sent it, and I attended the read-through.
Is there a more nerve-wracking, a more anxiety-inducing experience possible than first read-through? If so, I
hope never to have to endure it. As an actor friend once remarked to me,
“It makes going on a blind date feel like yoga.”
I think this is why I have no memory of actually meeting Molly, and this is something I very much regret. I can
recall being there in the rehearsal room with her.
“It’s so cold in here. Why is it always so cold? Does this thing work at all?” and she dragged the old gas heater
across the floor, then hammered at the buttons on the side to try and switch it on. She helped me to a mug of bad
coffee and asked me if I wanted milk. I was so nervous that I said no, even though I hate black coffee. All her
initial conversation with me struck me as bland and oblique. I found her aloof. She chatted more with Ellen, the
young woman who was to play “my” character, and who, as a fellow member of the company, was an old friend
of hers. I would like to be able to recall being introduced to her, the first words we addressed to each other, but in
truth it’s all lost now.
The read-through itself, though, remains vividly in my mind. Ellen was a fine actor, but Molly was a
outstanding. Even in that first raw attack on the text, she lifted the whole thing to a new level. I had thought I
knew everything—absolutely everything—there was to know about this play, which, after all, I and I alone had
written. It was strange to realize that this was not the case. It was like being a composer and hearing the
symphony one had, until then, heard only in one’s mind, being suddenly played by a full orchestra, and being
taken aback by its depth and resonance, far greater than one could ever have expected. In the course of the hour
and a half that the read-through lasted, Molly became Lucy; and in doing so she reminded me, weirdly, of the real
Lucy, of the lost and lonely child who had trailed around behind me in the apartment during that hot London
summer.
As I have already said, I don’t know how actors do what they do, so Molly’s interpretation that day seemed
almost magical to me, and yet I did wonder, as I was to wonder all through the weeks of rehearsal, what was the
secrete. It was only while watching her from the wings one night, months later, when the play was already a hit,
that I realized one important part of the mystery. It was compassion. Molly never judged a character. I had, at best,
felt pity for Lucy, but Molly felt something more. No matter how difficult or unpleasant a character might seem,
she could find in herself an understanding of why someone might be as they were and this enabled her to become
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them.
The read-through ended. Ellen brought the flat of her hand down hard on the table to represent the slamming of
the door that ended the play and we all sat in silence for a few moments. Then Molly tossed her script down and
threw her arms wide.
“We’re all going to be famous!” she said.
It’s the sort of foolish, camped-up and half-joking remark any ambitious young woman might make, but it was
a memorable moment because she spoke no more than the truth. Within the year Molly, Ellen and I were if not
exactly household names then certainly much talked about by anyone with even a passing interest in theatre. As
soon as Summer with Lucy opened it became a word-of-mouth hit, a sensation. The first run sold out almost
immediately, we revived it later that year in a bigger theater with similar success. We took it to festivals both at
home and abroad, and we all won awards. I was commissioned to write my second play; Molly and Ellen were
courted with offers of prestigious roles; in short, we were on our way, launched with as much glory and honour as
anyone could desire. Of the three of us, it was actually Ellen who became most famous with the general public in
the long run. She moved into television work and made her name in a police drama watched by millions. On the
day of the read-through she and the director had somewhere to go afterwards, and so it was to me alone that
Molly said,
“Will we go and have a proper cup of coffee, instead of this sludge?”
At her suggestion, we went to the café where I had seen her sitting reading.
“I like this place,” she said artlessly, “I come here all the time.”
Our friendship began there on that day, and the café became a place to which we would often go together, or
where we would arrange to meet. I found her much warmer than I had before the read-through, yet still she was
reserved. At a nearby table someone had lit a cigarette, and the smoke drifted incessantly towards us. Molly
fanned it away with her hand, but I could see that she found it increasingly irritating, until at last I said,
“Why don’t I just go over and ask them to stub it out?” She looked at me with alarm.
“No, don’t. they might get annoyed.”
“Well, their smoke’s annoying us.” She grasped my forearm to stop me moving.
“Don’t, please don’t. I can cope, really, it’s not a problem.”
She pleaded with me so vehemently that I felt I had no option but to do as she wished, and let the cigarette
smoke drift on. But her behaviour puzzled me, and as we resumed our conversation, at the back of my mind I kept
wondering about this. Suddenly it came to me. I know it was the truth and yet it was a shock: Molly Fox was shy.
How could this be? I had seen her on stage only a few weeks earlier before more than a hundred people …
*
While I had been remembering all of this, drifting in and out of sleep, the radio had been idling. It was seventhirty, the announcer now said, cutting into my thoughts. He read the news headlines with an air of incredulity as
if even he could hardly believe the horrors—political breakdown, hurricanes, house fires and car crashes—he was
sharing with the nation. I rose and went to the bathroom, taking the radio with me. Even though here too Molly
had urged me to make free with what was available, I didn’t use any of her rose-scented bath oil in its bottle of
smoked glass, the label hand-written in French. By the time I had washed and dressed the weather forecast was
being read: it was to be a sunny day, warm and dry. I picked up the radio to take it down to the kitchen with me. I
passed the door of the room where I had set up my computer and where I had been attempting to work in recent
days. Enough: I could think of that later.
The stairs were carpeted with tough sea-grass and on the return stood a grandfather clock with a big pale face
on which the name of the maker and the word Dublin was painted in a flowing hand; above this was a picture of
the moon. The clock struck eight as I passed, dissonant against the pips of the radio. Then the newsreader gave the
headlines again and more comprehensive details of the troubles of the world, which he still clearly found hard to
believe. The usual scatter of letters was missing from the hall mat, reminding me again that it was Saturday.
In the kitchen I made coffee and toast, squeezed orange juice and boiled an egg. While waiting for it I set a
tray, and when everything was ready I carried it out into the back garden. There was music again now. The piano
had given way to contrapuntal singing, ancient and pure in high clear voices, evoking the gray cold of an empty
cathedral, the shimmering light of a rose window. The back garden was much larger than the front, and quite
different in its character. It was long, rectangular and confined by stout stone walls against which grew all manner
of trailing plants: ivies and vines, sweet pea and climbing roses. There was a laburnum tree and beneath it metal
chairs and a table topped with mosaic, where I settled down with the breakfast tray.
Near to the wall on the right-hand side was a row of fruit bushes, raspberries, gooseberries and blackcurrants.
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Molly told me she had planted these after reading a description in an estate agent’s window of a house for sale
“with mature soft-fruit garden”. A more original and plausible come-on, we agreed, than “fine, well proportioned
rooms”, or even “paddock with own donkey”, something that would be irresistible even to people who didn’t
know what a paddock was. And so even though she knew that what was meant was probably little more than a
few tatty raspberry canes, a couple of mildewed currant bushes, she decided at once that she too would have to
have such a thing.
“And until such time as they grow,” she had said, gesturing towards them, “this is my immature soft-fruit
garden. In the meantime, we can enjoy the raspberries.”
Raspberries: she drew from the word all of its crushed and bleeding sweetness, its soft and jeweled redness.
At the other end of the garden there was a black-and-white cow. When I arrived at the house to stay some four
days earlier Molly had still been there. As we stood talking in the kitchen while she made tea, I happened to
glance out of the window and couldn’t believe what I saw. Why was there a cow in her garden? How had it got
there, given that the only ways in were either through the house or over the high stone walls?
“What is it?” she asked, for I had broken off in mid-sentence. She saw the look on my face and laughed.
“Don’t worry, you’re not the first to be taken in.”
The cow was made of fiberglass. Molly said she had seen it outside a junk shop and had known at once that
she had to have it.
“Isn’t it fabulous?” she said and she laughed again, staring out at the cow, her brown eyes shining and her
whole face animated with delight. It was, I agreed. It was fabulous.
This was a lie. The fake cow was absurd, and it baffled and astonished me that Molly of all people should buy
such a thing and put it in her garden. I mean, what was the point of it? Even a real cow seemed a more sensible, if
less practical, idea. What bothered me most about this was that I had thought I knew Molly well. We had been
friends for over twenty years now, and with the exception of Andrew, she was the last person I would have
expected to go in for this type of whimsy. It was out of keeping with the style of the rest of the houses, with its
kilims and mirrors, its trays of beaten brass and low dark tables of solid wood. Sitting now at breakfast, staring at
the cow, I wondered why I hadn’t said this to her. I had always thought we knew each other well enough to be
completely honest, at least about something as trivial as this.
I couldn’t help wondering what Andrew would make of it. I have known Andrew ever since we were
undergraduates together at Trinity. I was ostensibly reading for a degree in English Literature, but most of my
time was taken up with student theatricals or sitting in my bedsit writing; for I was already determined to be a
dramatist. My infrequent trips to the library were usually occasioned by a frantic need to study because of a
deadline for an essay, or a tutorial paper to be prepared. Unlike some of my friends, I did not go there night after
night to idle away my time: when I went to the library I really needed to get work done. I got into the habit of
sitting in the Art History department because I knew I wouldn’t meet any of my friends there and be distracted
into wasting time in long whispered conversations. Art History also had the advantage of being nearer the exit
than the English section, making it more convenient for the frequent coffee breaks that to me were essential.
I was aware of Andrew long before I spoke to him or knew who he was. I came to realize that no matter how
early I went to the library (admittedly never that early) he was always there before me and at night he never left
until the library closed. He habitually sat at the same desk. Surrounded by fortifications of books, great tomes on
Romanesque architecture or medieval illuminations, he looked and had the air of a man under siege and toiled
with a diligence at which I could only marvel. I remember that he had a silver fountain pen that he kept in a slim
wooden box. He removed and replaced it with great ceremony—even then chipped and chewed biros would have
been out of the question for Andrew. In time I came to like sitting near him because he created a force field of
concentrated energy around himself into which one was drawn. I was less likely to daydream or doodle in the
margins when under his influence. He also policed the area, and people who giggled or whispered would be
ordered, in a marked Belfast accent, to stop. This was how I discovered that he was also from the north. He was
tall and quite heavily built, with thick dark blond hair that he would ruffle with his hands as he worked, so that by
the end of most evenings he looked like a man who had had a bad fright.
“If you give me one of those cigarettes, I’ll buy you a coffee.”
He insists that those are the first words I ever spoke to him, although I can’t remember it myself. It certainly
sounds like me, and would tally with my idea that we first fell into conversation on a coffee break at the library
doors. We came to acknowledge each other with a smile when I entered or left the library; we came to arrange our
coffee breaks so that they coincided. I developed a Masonic gesture—the right hand held somewhat claw-like, the
left closed but for an extended, slightly parted index and middle finger—to suggest it was time to stop for a drink
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and a smoke. He almost always accepted, and from time to time he would also accept one of the applies I usually
had in my bag in those days, as an emergency food supply. But while I, once away from the books, would have
been quite happy to sit chatting outside the library for the rest of the evening, Andrew would always look at his
watch after exactly fifteen minutes and announce it was time for us to go back in.
What was he like then? I’ve already mentioned the Belfast accent, which was one of the most striking things
about him. It disappeared so completely after he went to live in England that I’m still not convinced that he didn’t
take elocution lessons. I can detect a faint trace of it only occasionally on certain words or more generally when
he’s tired or angry. I doubt if anyone else would notice it at all, and I rather like it because it reminds me of the
past.
Even then he wore his learning lightly and it was quite some time before I realized how quietly brilliant he
was. Although he was from a modest background, he had attended a prestigious grammar school for boys to
which he had won a scholarship. When I asked him why he had chosen to come to Dublin to study he said, “To
get away from Belfast, why d’you think?”, but I subsequently discovered that he also had a scholarship to Trinity.
While art history was his principal interest and was to remain a life-long passion, I discovered that he was also
broadly interested in a great many other things, including history, music, philosophy, literature and drama.
“You have to be,” he said, “because they all fit together. There’s no point in looking at them in isolation.”
I think it’s fair to say that I myself knew almost nothing in those days, and his well-stocked mind became a
thing of wonder to me, as did the clarity and logic with which he expressed his ideas. This brilliance was the first
thing that I understood about him.
Later, I realized that he was interested only in artifice. Nature meant nothing to him. It was as if the world
around him were there solely to be translated into art. One afternoon, walking across Front Square together, I
remarked upon the extraordinary clouds above us. He barely glanced up at them and made no comment. Then,
remembering, brightening, he said,
“Constable did some amazing paintings of clouds; I must show you pictures of them.” A tree, a painting of a
tree; he would always choose the painting. Pone day he asked me,
“What was the first beautiful thing you ever saw?”’
I knew by then that to say “A sunset” or “A flower” was not what he meant, and that a fruit bowl my mother
had made of green carnival glass wouldn’t pass muster either, so I told him I had no idea.
“What about you?” I asked.
“It was the floor of a church, of all things,” he said with a laugh, “which is ironic, given the way I feel about
religion.”
I knew by now that he had no time whatsoever for it. He told me that his parents had been infrequent
churchgoers but that when he was about seven, he was taken out of school to visit the local church.
“I liked everything about it, to be honest—the coloured glass in the windows, the big brass eagle with a book
on its outstretched wings, this strange looking musical instrument, like a piano with loads of metal pipes coming
out of it—I’d never seen an organ before, I didn’t know what it was. But the floor was just gorgeous. I mean, now
when I think of it, it was probably quite modest, but the colours—terracotta, cream, bottle green, all in patterns
and shiny. I hardly dared walk on it and I didn’t want to leave at the end. The service itself didn’t interest me, I
just liked the building. That night, I was at home. We were having our tea and I was looking at the floor. It was
covered in lino, gray with wee dark red squares scattered across it. I’d been looking at it all my life, but I realized
then that it was ugly. I hadn’t known until that day that a floor could be a thing so marvelous you couldn’t take
your eyes off it. And it didn’t have to be in church. Sitting there I had a sudden revelation that things could be
beautiful or ugly and that practically everything in our house was ugly. The lino was ugly and the crockery was
ugly, the curtains and the rugs, the bedding, and I hated it all. I wanted to live in a house where everything was
beautiful. That was a good day. I knew from then on what I wanted.”
I soon realized that he didn’t much care for the inhabitants of the ugly house, any more than he cared for its
fixtures and fittings, and that he’d meant his early remark to me about studying in Dublin to get away from
Belfast.
“My father works as a mechanic, my mother’s a housewife. I’ve one brother, Billy. He’s three years older than
me and he’s an electrician. I don’t really get on with him. We’re not a close family; we don’t have much in
common.”
We were outside the library, drinking coffee as usual and smoking when he told me this, and I was at
something of a loss as to know what to say. I was aware it was a stupid question but I asked it anyway.
“What are your parents like?” Andrew narrowed his eyes and blew out along stream of smoke.
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“My mother’s a snob. My father’s a bigot. He would hate you—hate you—on principle. He’d call you a
Papish. I must tell him some time that I’m good mates with someone whose brother’s a Catholic priest. That’ll be
a laugh.”
“And Billy?” Andrew’s face closed.
“Don’t even ask.” He dropped the butt of his cigarette into the dregs of his coffee.
“I’d best get back to the books.”
I was still very young then and I think I found it hard to imagine a family so unlike my own. My own
background amazed Andrew, as it was to amaze Lucy and, in due course, a great many other people; and to begin
with, this amazed me. At that time I thought my own family one of the most unremarkable there could be. I was
the youngest of seven. The eldest was the priest, Fr. Tom, and most of the siblings in between were already
married with children of their own by the time I went to university. It all added up to a great warm web of people,
sisters and brothers and husbands and wives, nieces and nephews, like some vast, complex soap opera but without
the rows and the tension, without the violence and drama. They all still lived in the remote part of Northern
Ireland where we had grown up and where my father worked a small farm. My family lived in scattered
bungalows, or in semi-detached houses in estates at the edges of small market towns. They worked as teachers
and as bank clerks, as nurses and minor civil servants. Two of my sisters stayed at home to look after their babies,
and they helped mind the children of the other women in the family who went out to work. They all lived in each
other’s pockets, helping each other out, going to the pub together and to football matches, babysitting for each
other, giving each other lifts here and there. At the time all this seemed perfectly normal to me. I was unaware that
elsewhere in Western Europe, even in Ireland, the nuclear family was shrinking in on itself, as its emotional
temperature plummeted.
Of all my brothers and sisters, I’ve always been closest to tom, even though he’s sixteen years older than me.
Sometimes when we’re all together again, at Christmas lunch or a family birthday, we’ll look down the table at
each other and suddenly connect. Over the shouting and roaring, the clash of cutlery and babies bawling, I see
tom and I as contained together in a private silence. Although we may not have what the other have, se know
something that they don’t. When I think of Tom, most often that’s how I imagine him, smiling at me, complicit.
It was Tom who introduced me to the theater. When I was twelve, he insisted, in the face of my mother’s
opposition, on taking me to Belfast to see A Midsummer Night’s Dream.
“It’ll be money down the drain. How could a child like that understand Shakespeare?” my mother said.
“She might, she might not,” was Tom’s mild reply. “At the very least it’ll be an outing for her and company for
me.”
In the car on the way to the city, he broadly outlined the story of the play, and this helped me to follow the
action on stage. But my mother was right, there was much I didn’t understand, and it was precisely this that drew
me in. Certainly I was dazzled by the costumes and the lights, as any child might be, by the idea of actors and the
whole strange world of the theater. But it was the language that enchanted me most. I loved its blunt truth: I am as
ugly as a bear, its richly visual quality, that called forth images even more vivid and real to me than the softly
glittering scene before my eyes.
I know a bank whereon the wild thyme blows,
Where oxlips and the nodding violet grows

Afterwards, Tom loaned me his Complete Works of Shakespeare, with its Bible-fine pages. I looked up the text,
these words, words, words that I had seen translated into the extraordinary experience of a few days earlier.
Because even then I understood that theater, if it was any good at all, wasn’t something you saw, it was something
that happened to you. …
224.199 Excerpt from Me And The Fat Man\fn{by Julie Myerson (1960- )} Nottingham, Nottingham, England,
United Kingdom (F) 12
1
I sat on a damply green bench in the Garden for the Blind and waited for a man to come, just as one always
did.\fn{I have inserted quotation marks in the appropriate places, for machine readability; the author has deliberately not used them, for
the sake of an effect which, although the human mind makes sense of, the computer will not understand. There are only a handful of stories
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which make use of this format in the entire Protocol:H}

The longer you waited, the stiller you sat, the closer he might be likely to come. At first he might be going out
of his way to look head-down in a hurry or else he'd perhaps be coming through the black, little swing gate from
Quiet Street, either as a short cut to the main city road or else on his way to the NCP car park where the red lit-up
sign always said Full.
Maybe he’d slow and stop off at the gents’ toilets—a longish, dirty-looking building with the sign hanging off
and dark hedges all around. But you could count on him not being long in there—I never got over how efficient in
and out he’d be. After, he’d go more slowly—relieved, looking around him. Maybe he’d stop for a second to light
a fag, then looking up, pretending—like they all do—not to see me, coming over slow and lazy to sit on the
bench.
“Hiya,” you’d want to say. But you didn’t. You looked coolly ahead, like you never spoke to strangers. Why
would you?
Making out he didn’t know I was there or didn’t care, he might have a briefcase or he might not. He might just
have a plastic carrier, crinkled and blackened from so much regular using.
This one carried no bag, nothing. He had on a dark green parka thing with some orange flashes and what I took
to be a sports motif of two spears and a flame. Newish trainers and a brand-new leather dog lead—the plaited sort
—but no dog.
“Lost your dog?” I queried softly.
“No”—he stuttered a bit, “No, I haven’t.”
And he looks over at me—just a quickish glance, eyebrows lifted, then away again, a look which scorches. He
isn’t half as old as I’d have thought from far away, but he’s ratty enough. Clean nails, but dirty hands, black in the
cracks like a garage man.
The wind blows and air rushes fast around us, leaves lifting and then down. Dust and grit sprayed against your
legs. He takes out some fags, pointing the crushed packet at me. I pull one and as he moves in to give me a light, I
accidentally whiff his breath—an hour of boozing and not much time with a toothbrush.
Holding the cigarette between my lips, I unzip my jacket and get out my hair, a twisted scrap of a tail but
freshly washed this morning and blonde, how they like it. If it goes fuzzy—excitement, sweat, the rain—I damp it
down with gel, the green, sweet-shop smelling one. Sometimes I plait it, pull it off my face: there are hygiene
rules for work, which is fair enough.
Now, I pull off the laggy band with the two plastic bobbles that clack. Let it loose—swuff, swuff—wait for
him to react. He glances at the part of my neck just before it divides into chest. What’s he seeing? Flat little girl to
spoil in a cotton vest? Or busty woman’s tits, squashy as fruit and good for kicking around?
“Have a good look,” I say. I take a thick mouthful of smoke, get rid of it slowly. He makes a good show of
laughing, for a nervous man.
“You're not showing me much,” he goes.
“How much do you want? What’re you offering? You want to go somewhere?”
He looks away and laughs like he doesn’t believe it or like it always happens to him, both. And when his eyes
come back, they’re not messing any more.
“Like where?”
“I’ve got a place.”
“Your place?”
“Someone else’s.”
“How much?”
As usual, I make up the amount, the most money I dare say. I used to play at shops with Sally—lining up tins
from the cupboards, making up what amount you like ’cause the money (heavy, dirty old money) wasn’t real.
Now, the money’s still unreal. Sometimes you make up a big amount, for the fun of seeing them react. Sometimes
—blonde hair, flash of tit, lovely, softly willing girl—you get it. He winds the dog lead round his hand, then lets it
untWist slowly.
“OK, he says.”
*
The room was too hot and it stank of people’s eggy breath and old undies, not mine I might add. Normally I
was in the other one, the front one that was cleaner and had twice the light, but today it was unavailable—you
knew this because it was shut with a chair and a cardboard box pulled over in front of it.
Mara took the key away if you didn’t pay—that or got her maid to hassle you even if you were with a punter.
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Fair enough. If you were making it, you could afford the rent. But she made allowances for me. Why? I don’t
know, maybe she liked me. I was the youngest, the blondest, the best figure, the least used. I was married so she
considered me clean. I got the rooms on a one-off basis—hour at a time, so long as there was one free. No one
else knew this of course; Mara was good in that way.
He was quiet, fairly polite, keen to get on with it. I was glad when he put the dog lead down.
“I don't have a dog,” he went as I unzipped him, “I just like the feel of this, know what I mean?
I said nothing. They don’t expect you to make speeches, wouldn’t hear them if you did. Talking about the dog
lead had done its job, made him hard.
“I’ve not done this before,” he said, eyeing the right angle between cock and groin.
“Like hell,” I thought. He clocked the Durex and said, “I’d pay you a tenner more without” and I told him to
shut up, I was in charge. He made a little click in his throat and, as I unrolled a Durex and eased it on, he coughed
to hide how much he was aroused. The rubbery odour hid the fish stink of his cock, a smell which’d lodge in the
rough, screwy hairs at the base. I’d learned to hold my breath and turn my imagination off while I was doing it.
It was all over in less than a minute. I wiped my fingers on a Kleenex. When I got home, I’d have a good rinse
with medicated mouthwash.
He left, the dog lead slapping in his bum pocket. I checked; the money was still where I'd put it. I went straight
to the Nationwide and added it to my fund.
*
It had been a long fucking winter and I was sick and tired of running around with other people’s coat collars
sticking up my nose. Plus Mervyn the second chef was getting a fixation on me and it was starting to piss me off.
That and then Auntie’s passing away half-way through a shift.
Auntie wasn’t anyone’s real auntie, we just called .her that. She’d been at Greenaway’s since forever, folding
napkins and sorting linen at the top of those stairs. That morning she just toppled and by the time she reached the
bottom step she wasn’t alive anymore. I’d never seen a dead person unless you count my mother dragged out of
the sea, which I don’t remember.
And then he walked in.
*
A man well past middle-age, he’s the clever, disorganised type—messy, wearing-out clothes—but he doesn’t
fool me. You can tell he’s comfortably off, went to a posh school and all that. Well-off is a funny thing. You get
billionaires who look like tramps—who walk around with grease pouring off their hair, who hide the clues like it’s
a game. It’s as if they can’t help it. Give them a bit of education and they let their nails go black. Maybe I’m
exaggerating, but the basic point is true.
“I haven’t booked,” he says, leaning forward and spreading cleanish fingers on the fireside table. “Any chance
of a table for one?”
“No problem,” I tell him because we’re quiet today—I don’t even have to check the book—which is lucky
considering we’ve just killed a member of staff. I ask him if he’d like a drink upstairs first—they usually do—and
I glance in and see that Paula’s laying up as fast as she can. We’re behind with everything. He says he would. Like
a drink.
We walk up the brown-coloured stairs with the gold rods reflecting and he must have got to me already in
some way because I’m seeing it all through his eyes—the wall-lights which are sheaves of golden wheat with the
bulb poking through, paintings of uncooked food like garlic and onions and berries all up the wall and the stencils
of spatulas and serving spoons and sharp knives as you go down again.
“You’re not local, are you?” he says, and I jump—I’m in a state, to tell the truth.
“Your accent,” he goes, “It’s not from round here.”
I tell him I used to be in London, but I moved down last year. Why bother to tell the whole truth to strangers?
“Lovely city,” he says, “I’ve been here forever myself.”
I take a look at him then. He’s oldish. The stubble of a beard pokes redly through his pale skin, but the hair on
his head is almost white. As he rubs his hands together, a signet ring slips around on the joint.
“We’ll need the table back at two-fifteen,” I tell him.
“Fine by me.” I hand him the menu, then try to light the fire, which is always a pain to do.
“Your hand’s shaking,” he points out and I confess to him that I’m all over the place since we had a majorly
fatal accident just over an hour ago.
“Oh,” he goes, probably just thinking I mean someone’s nicked their finger or scalded theirselves or the
equivalent.
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“Downstairs,” I tell him, turning the gas tap, each fucking match going out. “Someone who works here.
Worked, I should say.”
“Want a hand?”
“Don’t worry”—the fake logs catch at last and the fake flames lick. I rock back on my heels.
“What sort of an accident?” he says.
“Actually” (as I speak I’m noticing ash on the carpet and next to his elbow a dish of spat-out olive stones from
last night) “someone fell downstairs and died.”
“No!”—he’s so shocked.
“Mmm, just now, yeah. It’s awful.” I shrug to show how tough I am and then I look full into his eyes and I
can’t help it, like an idiot I burst out laughing.
*
I’d started taking the men in the summer so I suppose you could have said it was a recent thing. Some people
might be judgemental. They might think it’s weird, a perverted activity, because I wasn’t broke and I wasn’t even
single—why sell yourself, when you’ve a man to bring home money?—and that was on top of my quite
reasonable wage every week from Greenaway's.
At the time of starting I told myself a crowd of things. My mother had not exactly kept her body to herself (so
my foster parents enjoyed reminding me) so why not me and for some return? It was the thrill that got me going,
but it was the money also—secret money, quick as a flash money, money that was all mine.
Because my mind doesn’t have to go where my body goes. My soul isn’t in my mouth—but plenty of men
would pay good money to be in there.
I’m a nice, well-balanced girl, I told myself, a girl in search of a better life. I can’t wait at table and carry coats
forever. I’m twenty-seven, nice-looking. I’ve never minded sex and I’ve never had money of my own, not notes
coming into your pocket quicker than they drift out—not so much that you could throw the notes up in the air and
they’d flutter down around your head.
You could whack men off for that sort of money—a few quick flicks of the wrist—whereas you’d have to do a
job for years and the money would just slow-drip into your hands like Chinese torture, so limited and mean it slips
away between your fingers before you’ve had any pleasure from it.
This way you get to feel the notes, the fatness of them, the warm heaviness of coin in your purse. It’s for me,
this money—and anyway, the truth is it gets easy once you’ve done it a few times—you learn to put away the
disgust. A person can get used to anything: think of undertakers, or those poor fuckers at the scene of the crime, or
medical students.
So you pluck them from that park, take them, take their money, let them go again. They’re nothing to me, these
men, their hearts bumping away in their jackets as they lose themselves. I could cut their dicks off if I wanted.
How do they know I don’t carry a knife? Their heads are back in ignorance and ecstasy and all I see is the apple
bobbing in their fine, white flesh. In the end they’re gone and only the money’s left behind.
It’s not their fault. I don’t blame them. I blame the hormones and the loneliness of the nine to five. The cold
journey to work, the paper to shuffle, the ads with the panties or the tits in them. With me they get a chance to
bloom and overflow.
And I don’t do anything funny, just blow or hand relief and always with protection. The more they want it, the
quicker it is. Sometimes I’ll be in and out of there in five minutes flat, maybe seven. Sometimes I’ll be lighting a
fag and sipping a coffee less than ten minutes after.
*
“It’s the shock,” he said. “Relax and let it all come out.” I gasped, wiped my eyes with a tea towel.
“It seems bad to laugh,” I told him. Because now even though I was laughing, the muscles in my face were
indicating they wanted to switch over and cry.
“It’s quite OK,” he said—as if women cracked up in front of him all the time. He leaned his head back against
the hump of the sofa. His look was level and calm. He linked his fingers one by one, like a game. His eyes were
the sort you can’t see into but you know there’s lots going on. I don’t know what he was saying but I let his voice
into my head like it wasmusic or sleep.
“I’m OK now,” I told him, and I was.
I went behind and pulled up the blinds and sun made the room nicer. I removed the dish of olive stones, not
that it seemed to bother him, but it was bothering me.
“You’re a nice girl, aren’t you?” he said. I laughed. “You seem nice anyway.”
“Can I tell you the specials?” I said and I began on the pan-fried halibut with salsa verde.
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“You must meet Gary,” he said, interrupting.
“Gary?”
“My—well—you’d love him. He’d love you.” I looked at him.
“Your what?” I said. “What? Who's Gary?”
There was some intimacy between us, so it seemed OK to be direct. But, truthfully, I was torn between
wanting to know and wanting to go through what was cooked fresh that day. All those specials were lodged in my
head just waiting to spill out.
“He’s my lodger,” he said.
“Why do I have to meet him?” He laughed.
“Amy,” he said, “Oh Amy—” I must have looked gone out at him, because he said,
“OK, poor girl, I’ll come clean. I recognised you as soon as I walked in and I’m still in shock, I can’t believe it
—it’s like seeing her again, seeing Jody. I knew your mother. Last time I saw you, you were stark naked on the
island, cracking pine nuts with a little round stone. “
*
At school, they made you write your life story. Mine was pretty short and sweet.
I was born on the island of Eknos to a teenager called Jody, who drowned when I was six. Jody was from St
Albans. She didn’t really speak to me. My father might have been English too—or Greek or German. Maybe
American. It’s true I reckon that Jody fucked nearly everyone that stepped off that ferry boat.
Jody’s parents had said they wanted no more to do with her so, after she died, I was given to foster parents in
London.
In the school essay I didn’t say about the fucking. I wanted to be normal like all the navy blue girls, so I didn’t
put anything much. I said I had a Dad called Brian and a Mum called Eileen and that Brian had a beard and Eileen
had red marks where her bra straps rubbed. When people aren’t your parents, you see them more clearly.
*
When I was seven I was taken to see a man for the express purpose of talking about Jody. My mum, she had a
fascination. Grown-ups still got excited or cross when they talked about her when I was out of the room—you
knew because the sounds changed as you opened the door.
The man held my shoulders too tightly and asked me to think of the island and tell him what I saw. I saw
nothing and he was truly narked.
“Try and concentrate, Amy,” he said. “How do you feel when I talk about your mother?”
“Bad?” I guessed. He opened a sweet out of its wrapper—lovely, acidy smell. He deliberately turned it over in
his hand so I could see it had a pink side and a green side. There was blurring where the colours touched. He said
I could have it when the session was over.
I chewed my fingers with my front teeth but he tutted and pulled my hands from my face.
“Uh huh,” he went. Bad.
Eileen looked at Brian. Brian looked away, then down, then back at the man.
“Amy,” said the man quite loudly like he wanted everyone to hear, “Why do you chew your fingers when I talk
about your mother?”
I did not speak. Eileen sighed. She had little red veins down the sides of her nose, like a cold wind had been
rushing past her all her life. I put down my fingers and tried to chew the inside of my face. They all watched me.
They made out that they knew what I was doing.
Eileen is dead and buried now and Brian and my foster-sister Sally are not important in this story. They say
life’s a series of choices, but I don’t know. So far it’s always been other people doing things to me—marrying me,
signing papers which decided my life, pissing me off and so on.
“If you knew how hard we work on your behalf,” Brian said, teeth gritted.
If it had been a movie, he’d have grabbed my collar, held my face up to his in the grainy shadows. As it was he
went on peeling his boiled egg, pulling off the white membrane and shell with fingernails he filed to a point at
traffic lights. It was unusual for a man to file his nails. Brian—who said the poor should all be forced to get
sterilized—was very exact in this way.
Sometimes I relaxed and forgot to eat the skin of my hands and the old world popped up: old men moving
things in corners, a slick of salt on your skin and the friendly warmth between my thighs— her hair, yellow as
custard and twice as creamy.
“Her hair,” I said, “A big thing of long hair.”
Eileen nodded at the man to show I was remembering right, that my mother had that hair. I flushed. I had
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managed to make up the truth.
The man was medically trained. He made us all a cup of tea. Eileen said I must have been remarkable there,
with my so pale face and long pale hair.
*
Eknos: a postcard in my head of an unreal place - a coloured snap of blues, wide seas and so on where other
people go. Trees so herbal and foreign they’re almost black, starved cats asleep on tables and rabbits who sit on
wire mesh so their droppings fall on the ground, no mess.
The rabbits are kept for eating not as pets, so no one minds. I sit under the pee-smelling hutches and squidge
the droppings in my fingers—poor rabbits, waiting for her to come out of there where she’s been a long time. The
men roar up on bikes—shout things, bare hairy arms holding on. They straddle me on the bike and show me how
to move the gears, but my feet don’t touch. Bike wobbles. She catches me—suddenly there—and we go inside.
We belong together, me and my barely-remembered shape of a mother.
Which reminds me, her shape: tall and skinny with breasts that jut out suddenly—a roof over my head. Then,
her belly, growing fast, her amazing belly button—upended and pale brown like the uncracked top of an egg. Her
rolling up, tongue licking, lighting up. Her hair a wide, far curtain—shutting me off from the sky’s dazzle when I
go to sleep in her shadow.
In the olive trees, a blue painted chair is stuck upside down and the tree stumps have paper bags over them. In
winter the sea roars below us. Months of just her smell, her vague touch, nothing else.
*
I didn’t know Auntie's last name, but I daresay Hetty had it for the wage slips.
She was about eighty—I mean it—and yet she still put on eye-shadow so thick and shiny it went into her
eyebrows. She cared for that linen like she was the only person in the world who could do the job, but any of us
could have sorted it in half the time.
A cab dropped her at the same time every morning. She changed out of her boots and into elasticated pumps
and a wrap-around nylon apron with race-horses round it. All morning she’d be perched on her stool at the top of
that steep rake of stairs facing the airing cupboard. She sat there for two hours taking the fresh napkins out,
cutting the plastic tape and folding them. She kept a half-pint beer glass topped up with cooking sherry in the
cupboard and was pretty pissed by the time she left at twelve. She liked to try and talk to Jack about sex.
“Bet you broke a few hearts,” eh Auntie? he went, dropping calf’s kidneys in a pan to sizzle. She bunched up
her old lips, trying to hide how hungry she was for him to say this.
“Yes,” she said, she’d have to admit that she was, but she wasn’t going to start telling him all about it, and
anyway God loved her now. When Jack laughed and his head went back, you saw the little thing at the back of his
throat waving, pinkly wet.
Auntie was planning on getting the fare together for the jumbo jet to Australia to visit her niece—God willing,
she always said—but as far as we could tell she’d been saving for years and wasn’t likely to go now, so you have
to assume God wasn’t all that keen on the idea.
Paula said she died with her mouth and eyes wide open and that she went to the toilet all over the floor.
Sometimes, when I think of how people enter this world all pale and soft and clean—and then how they die in
their own mess, I can’t find anything good in it.
Jack said everyone could help themselves to a stiff drink from the bar. My guess is Mervyn guzzled more than
one. Then, it was back to work like after a fire practice—on with the show. People were booked and there was no
question of cancelling. A party of ten Japanese delegates was due at one-fifteen. It was how Auntie would’ve
wanted it and I’m not being funny.
*
No one knew Jody—that was or is the nature of Jody—so it’s hard to take in that he says he knew her.
“Hello Amy,” he goes again, just dropping out the name like it totally belongs to him. My face hots up at
hearing my name said like that. There’s a bit of a silence and at last he says,
“Ever go to the Garden for the Blind in Henrietta Park?”
“Why?” I flush.
“Haven’t I seen you there?”
I look at his shabby tracksuit bottoms, deck shoes, a shirt hanging untucked around his waist, a thick jersey
that’s gone thicker in the wash. He is at least sixty and I know I’d have remembered him if I’d done him. He
wears one of those creepy copper bracelets you see in the ads.
I think of the Garden for the Blind, the bench with the badly-done heart scratched on, the litter bin crammed
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with Lilt cans and old nappies, the smoky flower beds, the dregs of the day, the men, my men.
“No,” I say, “I don’t think I know it. You must be thinking of someone else.” I take his gray coat flung on the
sofa and slide the hanger into the shoulders, catch the sweetish whiff of old sweat from the satin lining.
“I’m pretty certain of this,” he says. “It’s that hair. You’re pretty hard to miss, you know.” I shrug.
“I’ve never even heard of it,” I tell him.
He seems amused. He flicks the pages of the wine list without looking at them.
“I’m sorry,” he says and he’s smiling now. “It’s just the most incredible coincidence, scarcely believable.” My
silence makes him look up as I knew it would.
“How did you know her?” I ask him.
“Join me,” he says, “Have a drink.”
“I can’t, sorry.”
“Another time?”
The clock chimes twelve, time for Auntie’s cab. I wonder whether anyone has thought of cancelling it or if it
will just turn up as per normal.
“Do you like your job” he asks me. I shrug.
“It’s work.”
I ask him what he fancies to drink and he says a Kir.\fn{ A popular French cocktail:W} I polish up the rim of the
glass really hard. Last night’s dirty coffee cups are still in the sink.
“Look Amy,” he says, “I’ll level with you. Jody wasn’t just a friend. She was the biggest and best thing in my
life for a while. There are things I’d like to tell you, things I’d like to ask you. Could we be friends? I’d like to
have some time, get to know you. Could we meet somewhere, talk?”
“Oh,” I say, “A date is it?” He laughs and then looks sad.
“There isn’t a lot of time,” I tell him,
Generally. I take him his wine, dry roasted nuts in a pottery dish. He raises his glass—
“To you,” he says.
“How did you know her?”
“It's a long story.”
“Where should we meet?”
Paula comes up the back staircase with the lemons and we both look at her. The smell of her hand cream
smudges the air after she’s gone.
He says could we meet in the Garden for the Blind and I say I don’t think so. He starts saying how it’s got all
these rare plants—all the names written out in Braille—and I say I’m sure it has, but—
“It’s very private,” he goes.
“Oh what,” I say, “Because no one can see you?” He laughs.
“I don’t know the place,” I say again, “Why there? Why go on about it?” He picks up yesterday’s Gazette off
the table and starts to read.
“I hope we can be friends,” he says without looking up. “I’m Harris.”
“Harris what?”
“Just Harris.”
He has some numbers scribbled in blue biro on his palm like a kid. His wrist is so pale and hairless I could bite
into it.
*
The first man I sucked for money was Guy Carroll, an old school chum of my husband’s. He called me up at
work the day after we met at some party and took me out to lunch. Behind my husband’s back—secret, smoochy.
Our date was at his club. My husband had been to a posh school but was the type to wear scuffed jackets and deny
his background. Guy was the opposite type. He had banker’s hair—tight, wiry, terrier curls that seemed stuck on
to his head. He stood stiffly to attention and wore cufflinks and there was a mass of blackheads at the back of his
neck you longed to squeeze.
I ate three courses, keeping up with him.
“Not fussed about your figure then?” he said, and you could tell it was what he thought you said to a woman.
He talked loudly, always looking straight ahead. As his mouth opened, you saw the meat going grayer and softer.
Now and then he wiped his mouth or edged his wrist out of the cuff to see the time. The waiters came back and
forward, asking how the meal was and topping up the wine. I gave one a look, to show it was all a pretence with
Guy.
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He told me stuff about his time as an officer in the army—he was thick as shit—he was a banker now. I didn’t
know what I was doing there really or what was going on—only that he kept this permanent smirk on his face,
like we both knew something we weren’t owning up to.
“You don’t like me, he said suddenly, his face flushed with the triumph of working it out.
“Oh,” I lied, “You’re OK.”
“What don’t you like?” His eyes lit up with accusing greenish flecks.
“Well, all right, you’re an asshole,” I said. He seemed pleased by this.
“What else, gorgeous?”
“You’re so fucking uptight, middle-aged.” He closed his eyes.
“Am I?”
“You think you’re so great because you’ve got money.”
“Money. Have I? What else?”
“Nothing else.”
“Oh come on,” he went, “There must be something else.”
I was liking this game. It was like holding the zapper for theTV, changing channels whether the programme
was boring or not, just for the sound of the click.
Back at his hotel, he rolled on a Durex and I let him put it in my mouth. The TV was on with the sound turned
down and it was Crufts. I love dogs so I propped a pillow under my head and watched out of the corner of my eye
and it took my mind off the stretching of my lips and the sour throbbing as his dick rimmed thickly up and down.
“You like doggies?” he asked me when he’d come and the little teat at the end was hot and full.
“I do,” I told him straight, “I’d like to breed and show them.”
He laughed. My husband and I had a sheepdog, Megan, but she was his really, not mine. I felt no particular
love for her and she always went to him in preference to me, even when I was the one who fed her.
I continued to watch the screen, but Guy seemed to want me out. He disposed of the rubber and tucked his
prick back in his boxers. A Lurcher was going to win, I just knew it. Then, as he pulled up his trousers, he put his
hand in his pocket and pulled out three new, pinkish notes fresh from the bank.
“What’s this?” I said.
“For your trouble, Sweetie Pie.”
Posh git, I thought, and I was going to throw it back at him but then I thought about being in a shop with it in
my hands, what it could buy. Take it, a calm, retail voice whispered to me.
“OK,” I said, and put it in my bag.
He watched me slip it in the money pocket and do up the zip. He saw me, still watching the dogs on the TV
and so calmly taking his money and he licked his lips which were already moist.
After that we met now and then, until he got posted abroad. He left a biggish hole which it was tempting to fill,
so one day I went down the Garden for the Blind and did.
*
It was the beginning of lunch, two or three days after the visit from Harris. I’d done the cold table and wiped
down and was rolling a quick cigarette at the kitchen bar when Paula said someone was asking for me. I swigged
my soda.
“Who?” Paula shrugged.
“A couple of chaps.”
“Which table?”
“There’s only the one in.” Reluctantly, I put down the ciggy.
Jack was finishing the duck confit\fn{ In French, confit de canard a French dish made with the leg of the duck, prepared in a
centuries-old process of preservation that consists of salt curing a piece of meat (generally goose, duck, or pork) and then poaching it in its
own fat:W} as I went past but we hadn’t been told all the specials yet or even done the board. I went out there. A

cloud of dust turning over and over in the low sunshine and you could smell the newish carpets. It was the Harris
bloke, sitting reading the paper with a youngish and pretty ugly-porky bloke next to him. He beamed at me like
I’d just said something so witty.
“I told you I’d bring Gary,” he said.
*
Gary and Amy. Amy and Gary. Gary and Amy and Harris. And Jimmy. Jimmy. Your life clouds over and your
heart contracts when you say these names.
Gary was about thirtyish and there was no way round it, he was fat. He was very fat—I mean, he had a fatness
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problem. I’d certainly remember if I’d done him, though I imagine you’d have to root around in all that flesh to
find the shrimp that was his dick and then you’d suffocate in all that thickness. Small, dark eyes and brownish
skin and black hair. A big head and little angel-boy lips—chubby hands, thick thighs that strained at his trousers
and a floppy brown cord jacket. With his eyes half-closed he looked like he didn’t want to be anywhere at all and
especially not here.
I couldn’t help it, I was staring at him, he was such an eyeful. Harris had shaved so his face was smooth and
pale all over and he had on new-looking clothes. In fact, he looked like some hard-arse TV personality—full of
shiny clues and jokes, a bit handsome and a bit cocky.
“This is Amy,” Harris told him. “What a miracle, eh? I still can’t believe it. I just walked in and there she was.”
“So you said,” Gary said.
“So say hi,” the older man told him.
“Hi,” said Gary.
He barely looked at me, total lack of interest. I tried to judge the relationship, wondering if they were a couple
—there was a slight, loose, softness about the fat man. But I somehow couldn’t see Harris in bed with a bloke. I
put down some bread and brought menus, and they fidgeted about a bit and ordered a bottle of Saumur and I went
away. In the kitchen, Karen was writing up the specials. The hair at the back of her neck had been done with a
razor—made you want to stroke her like a pet.
“Well, who was it?” said Paula.
“No one,” I told her, putting the wine order on the spike. In the back, Mervyn tried to talk to me about his sex
problems.
“Fuck off,” I said and I didn’t care what he thought or if someone heard me.
“You’re no fun,” he said, heaving open the metal door of the cold store with his shoulder, glancing around for
cream buckets.
I went back to the bar and got out the wine. I lit my cigarette and took a puff but it went out, so I left it till after
I’d dealt with Harris. I set the ice bucket on a stand, opened the wine with some difficulty and gave him a drop to
taste.
“You live with him?” I said to Gary. He shrugged. More or less, he went.
“Come round to lunch,” said Harris.
“I don’t know—” I began, but he whipped a piece of paper out of his pocket and wrote on it.
“I won’t take no for an answer,” he said. “It’s extraordinary, to see you again—I believe it was meant to
happen. I mean it, Amy. I’ve found you; I can’t just let you slip away.
I looked to see Gary's reaction to all this, but he immediately glanced off in a bored way. His arse took up the
space of two persons on the banquette.
“Sunday?” Harris passed me the paper with the address and a phone number and I stashed it in my apron
pocket.
“One-ish?” he said.
I said, “Fine.” What harm could it do? I hadn’t had so much excitement in a long time.
Harris ordered the pan-fried scallops on a bed of noodles and seaweed, the grilled salmon with lime and broad
bean sauce to follow, Gary the pepper risotto. Maybe he was vegetarian. You get some fat ones.
*
Upstairs, Hetty was interviewing for someone to replace Auntie. She lined us up and told us not to mention
Auntie’s fatal accident, then Jack pointed out that it had already been in the fucking Gazette.
“Let’s just get the job filled,” Hetty snapped. “Then we can worry about what’s been reported where.”
The air was thick with upset and whisperings, but they needn’t have worried, none of the applicants seemed to
know about Auntie. Hetty brought them round the kitchens one by one and nobody looked up at the top of the
stairs in a gruesome way. Some even stood innocently on the actual spot where she’d died and all they asked were
questions about rota and sick leave.
In the toilet, I blew my nose and took a good look at my two eyes in the mirror. I’d got the brownish eye pencil
too close in and it gave me a shifty look. I tore off a bit of toilet paper and removed it, then licked my lips to make
them wet-look. Then I sat on the closed lid and stared at the piece of paper.
The address meant nothing to me, was in a part of the city I’d heard of but never been.\fn{ London is a big place: in
July, 2010, 607 square miles in area:H } The writing was fancy and girlish, with the number seven crossed in a French
way. I looked at it a long time and then I put it away and went back out.
“Who’re your friends?” Karen went, when I shouted out the order to Mervyn, making sure not to go anywhere
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near him.
“What friends?” I was getting sick of all the fuss. I spooned aïoli into a ramekin to go with a prawns Paula was
about to take.
“The two guys who keep on looking at you. The big dark one and the thin old one.”
“I don’t know them,” I said and went out of my way to yawn.
*
You have to realise, if you have a baby when you’re still a kid yourself, you won’t know how to look after it,
you’ll lose your temper sometimes, you won’t be the ideal kind of parent.
Jody had left St Albans at sixteen and hitched around Europe with Justin Appleby. Just like that. Left school,
home, parents and all for this guy. I never met Justin, but her whisperings about him live in my head. He had long,
matted hair and a laid-back outlook and he took drugs and lived off the state because of his ideals. Even years
later, it was Justin this and Justin that. She was crazy about him and her parents had the bad grace to call him an
unwashed layabout.
Even now, when I think of Justin being sneered at, his personal hygiene criticised, it tears me up. When she ran
away travelling with Justin, her father said he wouldn’t leave her any money but she said,
“What’s money? We wanted to travel the world and we wanted a kid.”
I close my eyes and I see the two of them on a ferry headed somewhere, her head buried in the meaty darkness
of his afghan coat, his black hair apache-sleek—and it just about slays me to think that the baby they’re dreaming
of isn’t me.
They argued in Lausanne. He tore the gold plate hoop earring from her lobe and it needed three stitches. He
packed up his bedroll and she never saw him again.
The day she got off the ferery at Kapsali, it was raining and four dogs were doing it on the quay, one on top of
the other like stacking chairs.
2
My husband said, “Did you know it’s pissing down outside?”
I didn’t. I was still towelling my hair and wondering whether to bother with the drier.
“I’m going in,” he told me, swigging the last of his coffee. “I’ve got a meeting at half nine. I can drop you if
you want.”
I said yes to his generous offer and hurried up with applying shadow on my lids and under my lower lashes and
finishing off with mascara. As he watched me he went moody and quiet. He didn’t like it when I put on makeup.
He knew nothing of my little hobby, but he didn’t trust the way I looked and I guess at the end of the day he was
right.
Last night we’d had sex, oh yes, but you wouldn’t think it to look at us now. You wouldn’t think I’d had my
legs around him and him kissing my breasts and saying darling and all that. For us, sex led to nothing—that’s the
way it was with us. We could ruck, speak, eat from the same fridge, but nothing we did lined up any more. We
could come together, make sparks and then be miles apart again. Nights and days were all split up from each other
—good and bad, close or angry. We’d divided them like we’d divided ourselves.
He picked his papers up off the table and fiddled with his earring—his two fingers at computer software
salesmanship.
“But I need to go by twenty to, he said. Is the dog fed?”
“She is.”
Megan lifted her chin at the word “dog”—or was it just his worshipped voice?—then sighed it back down on
to her paws. She whimpered softly and I whispered shut up just low enough so he wouldn’t hear. I looked at the
kitchen clock and it said just gone half past.
I heard him cleaning his teeth upstairs, spitting, rinsing, flushing—familiar sounds, sliding past me and into
nothing. He believed himself a free spirit with his dog and his earring and his job driving all over the place in a
denim jacket, but he did everything just when he should.
Three years we’d been married and more than ever it was a marriage of convenience. It’s convenient for him
and it’s occasionally convenient for me, I told Paula. We laughed, but it was getting to be not that funny anymore.
I had lots of married life jokes and I saved them up for work.
“Oh, he’s not that bad,” Paula would go, picking at her feet under the table.
Maybe she secretly fancied him. He was the kind of man other women secretly fancied. He seemed impressive
until you got up close. In the car going down Milmont I said something about Auntie and he snapped at me.
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“You hardly knew her,” he said, as if I was faking it.
“We worked together,” I cried. “She was an old lady.”
“You laughed at her.”
“I know, I said. “But I never wished for her to break her skull.”
“These things happen. Maybe she’s better off,” he said and I knew he was thinking of his own mum and her
Alzheimer’s.
“By the way,” I said lightly, “I’m out this Sunday lunchtime.” He looked at me.
“I thought we’d see mum?”
Doreen was in a home on the edge of the city. Every week we sat, one on either side of her, and watched while
she dropped bright, frozen peas on the carpet. The peas ran under the wheels of her chair and got squashed into
the matting. Sometimes I bent down and picked them up, trying not to get them in my nails, trying not to puke. I
ignored the smells of bad food and old people’s urine by looking out at the view of the car park and the grey
blurriness of the hills.
He’d relate in detail what he’d seen on the box. Sitcoms and then the sport. Doreen always stared straight
ahead and said,
“Who is this man? Get him away from me.” I put on a sweet voice:
“It’s your own son, Doreen. It’s him.”
“What? What’s the name of the woman he married?”
“Amy. That’s me, Doreen.”
“Haven’t they any children yet?”
“Not yet, no.”
“Well, bugger off then, the both of you.”
“We can go Sunday night,” I told my husband and he made an impatient noise with his tongue. He didn’t love
his mother but he felt it was all down to him. His brother Darren was in Japan, OK for some.
“Where are you going?” he said.
“Some pub with the girls, I don’t know, it’s not me organising it.”
Lying came easily. I looked out of the window and pretended to watch a big yellow crane. His hand slid of its
own accord on to my knee—that was because he was remembering the sex.
“Cheer up,” I said, to get at him.
He said nothing. After a while, he slid the hand off and lit a cigarette. He pulled up and I got out.
“See ya,” he went, already indicating to move away.
In the kitchen it was all go. Karen and Gwen were polishing up the glasses, going on about a film Karen had
seen and Gwen wanted to see about a serial killer where the killer performed oral sex before using a butterfly
knife on the victim. Jack was shouting at the new washing-up boy. And Hetty was working out the rota for next
week, frowning at the paper pinned to the noticeboard, shaking her biro\fn{ Ballpoint pen} like crazy to make the ink
flow free.
*
My foster world was creepy and electric. Plugs and sockets were a major feature. Brian liked gadgets. I’d sit
listening to all those appliances humming. I’d drink my milk, avoiding the creamy lumps. I’d watch people being
blown up in wars on TV.
At Christmas we had three different sized trees made of twinkly metal. A large green one for the lounge, a
smaller silver one for the hall and a baby pink one for the kitchen. The base was heavy and the branches stuck into
holes. You could cut yourself pushing them in. When the fairy lights were draped on, you flicked the switch. If it
worked, fine. If not, you fiddled till it did.
A girl at school had been electrocuted drying her hair in the bath. A baby next door had died of liver failure and
Eileen held coffee mornings for it. Old people died alone at Christmas, their bones stiffening in their chairs which
were, you hoped, stuffed with fire retardant foam.
At Christmas it didn’t matter that I was fostered. I got everything the others got.
Father Christmas in a red felt hat rode on the back of a white seagull. Tiny metal presents were in his sack.
There were six of these altogether and we tried to spread them evenly over the tree.
There was no flesh between me and the Bishops.\fn{ The name of her foster family:H} Eileen and Brian and Sally
and then Freddy. Eileen did her best, but it was all papers and talk. What’s flesh and blood? Not blood and string
and fat like on a joint of meat, but just this person smiling and smiling at the stupidest things about you. Someone
who took you for granted. I’d have given anything for that. I had this gasping worry I’d end up like Auntie, with
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no one to love but Jesus, folding and folding at the top of some back staircase.
“I like you because you don’t expect anything,” my husband told me when we first got together.
*
Sometimes Sally and me put on Eileen’s nylon slips and get married. We always marry Tom Jones. If you’re
Tom you stick your pelvis right out.
Sally and me are in bed together, practising for marriage—I don’t know who’s being Tom. The bed is hot and
Sally’s breath on my face is moist, her fingers fanny-smelling. Our nighties say: Keep Away From Fire.
Eileen sews us dog-type animals out of Jumbo cord. Sammy’s my one, Dammy’s Sally’s.
“Dammy isn’t a name,” I tell her and she says it is so I hit her.
“Hitting won’t solve things,” says Eileen who is a Christian.
Sammy has orange buttons for eyes and this faintly berserk look I really go for. Dammy’s small because Eileen
started cutting him from a too-small cushion and ran out. OK, so Sammy’s the superior animal, I know that, but
secretly I love Dammy.
“If we get a new thing,” Eileen says, “Let her get her fussy out of it first.”
Sally always gets a bigger fussy than me. She is the pretty one, out-going and double-jointed, always doing the
splits holding on to the see-through coffee table, front and sideways. She wins ballet medals up to Elementary
while I stay in Beginners. Eileen brings along soup in a thermos when she watches Sally— such dedication makes
you famished. Sally has her hair up in a bun for exams and is allowed lacquer which stays in till the next wash. In
bed I am so jealous of her hair, stiff with Elnett. She collects glass animals and whimsies and her Swiss Cottage
plays “Hi Lily, Hi Lo”, while my one just snaps open and shut. It seems a joke, that a couple as downright plain
and awkward as the Bishops should come together and produce such a glamorous child.
I was getting on for seven when Sally was born and it was certainly bad luck for Eileen and Brian that after all
those years they went and made a kid of their own just months after taking delivery of this stroppy six year-old
who wet the bed still and screamed in church and got ringworm and headlice and spat lumps of Weetabix down
the back of the radiator. But you see it on TV: these couples sign the papers and just as soon as they do, sperm and
egg come together and it makes you think somebody must be having a good old laugh Up There.
Being Christians they could never admit it but I reckon if Eileen and Brian could have taken me back right
then, no questions asked, they would’ve. Or Brian certainly would’ve—exchange or refund. As it was, they kept
me but their hearts stayed small and tight and furious.
*
I knew it was him straightaway by the silence. Wednesday, after lunch, and I was mopping and chatting to the
girls and sucking an ice cube from the end of my sneaked Bacardi. Karen rolled her eyes as she handed me the
phone.
“Won’t say who,” she said. Nothing. Silence. Then,
“Amy?”
“Who is this?”
“You’re coming aren’t you? On Sunday.”
I told him I was, hadn’t I said I would? I shifted the ice so it didn’t make my teeth ache and swallowed the cold
juices off it. I had a sore throat and my nails stung from pressing garlic.
“Good,” he said.
I was sick of the mystery. An idea occurred to me.
“Are you Justin Appleby?” I asked him straight out.
“No,” he said and laughed but the laugh contained no surprIse.
“You knew him?”
“She left me for him.”
“Oh,” I said, “I’m sorry.”
“Don’t be. I found her again.”
“Found her?”
Why was I trembling? I steadied myself against the counter, wedged my hand under my arm so I wouldn’t
want to prise a chunk out with my teeth.
“Yes,” he said, “I’m good at finding women.”
“You went all the way there to find her?”
“Not such a long way. Probably not as far as you think. One day I’ll take you there—if you’re good.” A taste
like blood came into my mouth.
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“Was she pleased,” I asked him, “That you found her?” He laughed again.
“Yes and no,” he said.
“What’s that supposed to mean?” He hesitated.
“Maybe I’m too good at finding people.”
“What did you—?”
“I’ll see you Sunday,” he said.
*
It was almost five when I left the restaurant, dark, the air fuzzy with a light rain. I had the key to Mara’s place
in my pocket and I considered stopping off at the Garden, just a brief check, but decided against. My body felt
flimsy and loose; I had to be alert if I was selling it.
I did the next best thing: stopped off at a cash machine and got a print-out of my statement. £2,600 in the
black. And I’d only been at it six months or so.
*
He’d said he was good at finding people and I wondered again and again about how he’d found me. I’d come
to this city in a haphazard way, so how come he had managed to be here too?
Brian eventually ran off with a Filipino cleaner from his church—a weeping, gesturing teenager who he’d got
pregnant, the dumb fuck. And Eileen died of cancer just before their baby was born.
“It was a boy. I wouldn’t go near it or them. He wrote to me that Virgilia had to be cut open to get the baby out
because being Filipino her hips were too small and you were supposed to feel in awe that he had found such a
slender sex queen of a woman. But I hoped she had a massive scar which would make Brian go off her and that
their union would burn in hell.
Straight after Eileen’s funeral was when I left. I got to Paddington with eight pounds-fifty and a tuna bap in my
pocket and the departures board going chuck-chuck-chuck. I fancied a small town with trees and dogs and prams
and old folk who’re still married and the sun always out and drying the washing. I fancied cheese plants in the
bathroom and a husband and a smooth white double bed with a clock radio by it.
I picked a place at random. The man said it was twelve-fifty one way, but I only had eight-fifty, so I said is
there anywhere for eight-fifty? and he stared straight ahead and said,
“You must be joking, not unless you’re under sixteen.”
*
Eventually this old bloke came up. He had long yellow fingernails and an upset look in his eyes. He said would
I have a drink with him at the stand-up bar over there and I thought how I’d far rather have a burger at the Burger
King, starving as I was and with only the bap to last till God knows when. So I said so.
“How do I know I can trust you?” he said.
“Well you don’t,” I said softly, catching his eye as I spoke.
At the Burger King I ripped the ketchup sachet with my front teeth and he said I was a little bitch. I didn't
listen to him. I concentrated on the sweet onion sliding down my throat, the soft artificialness of the bread.
“You’re a confident little Madam,” he told me.
I laughed and touched his nylon thigh under the table. It cost me nothing and I could see he enjoyed it. He
breathed a little harder and looked away.
Next door the pub was all fake lit-up and men slouched against the bright plastic ferns looking at their watches.
I gripped the ten pound note he’d given me. I knew I’d have to pay on the train.
“Oh look at the time,” I said, “My train’ll be off.”
“Tell you what,” he said, but I was already sliding off the PVC high-up seat. He put out an arm to grab me, but
too late. He shouted but I was running so fast over that marbly place, skidding past coats, thudding into sleeves
and bags. I had the greasy, screwed-up warmth of the note in my hand. With it I left the city.
*
One and a half years of being alone and then I met my husband.
The pizza kitchens where I worked were hot and dark and the boys played French cabaret tapes and slept with
each other, not me. There were piles of coats behind the door and mints by the till and the signs for the toilets
were done in writing so snazzy and posh you could hardly read it.
In the city, tourists came for the waters and snapped themselves in front of the Roman baths where water
poured from bright green holes and the air smelled of sulphur and nylon rucksacks and Kodak.
After I lost the pizza job I signed on\fn{ On the dole} for a bit and did nothing. It didn't matter, I was so in love
with the city, the deep and fascinating calm of the place—the way didgeridoos were played by the shopping centre
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and there was always someone in a rainbow hat and people in wheelchairs sat limbless and smiling in the
sunshine. You could buy anything secondhand if you knew the right places because people died in their sleep and
whole houses were emptied out and put on sale like intact, discarded lives. You’d get paperbacks for ten pence
and crumby cutlery and pins and plasticky things you wouldn’t ever want. Silk blouses at the Antiques Emporium,
and cracked dolls with sharp little teeth, heavy amber beads and flapping roses and rusty biscuit tins and fallingapart boxes with fraying leather fastenings.
A woman called Annette had a toy stall there—everything a hundred years old, wind-up monkeys and pin-head
dollies and people made of tin with painted-on hair. Annette wore an appliqued jumper in white and cream and
these too-tight vinyl trousers which meant you saw the embarrassing outline of her pad when she was on.
She always had a plate of shepherd’s pie or something going cold from the café and her coffee cups were black
inside ’cause you had to go to the Ladies to rinse them out and she couldn’t be bothered. Annette let me work for
her for a while, only I charged too little for things and after a while the dust was getting on my chest.
I traipsed around the market which smelled of mushy peas and I sat with my Diet Coke on the steps at the
bottom of the bridge which had shops on like a little city and watched the ducks snaffiing their beaks in the
rubbish at the water’s edge where it was brown and frothy with muck.
A child ran past with a red balloon, feet in new sandals like a made-up child in a book. The mother seemed
satisfied and glad, her hair tied back neatly with a velvet clip. A man with a buggy was arguing with an
overweight woman in Lycra cycling shorts.
I watched the river at its deepest point where it turned to glass, where it slowed and tricked you into thinking it
had stopped just before it crashed over the weIr.
Jack told me that rain fell on those hills ten thousand years ago, got heated at the earth’s core, bubbled back up
like a kettle boiling.
“Gallons of it still come up out of the ground every day,” he said.
Ancient rain, I like that—like to think that’s what we’re living on: ten thousand years of hot water.
*
Hetty said she’d put me on the cloakroom and the upstairs bar to start with but that I’d wait tables on the busier
shifts and some days I might even find myself washing up and how did I feel about that?
“I’m not bothered,” I said. I wasn’t lying.
“Great,” she said, “Let me tell you all about us. We’ve seven regulars actually, all really super people who’ve
been with us since forever. Also a couple of older ladies who come in twice a week from Little Terton. It’s a basic
nine shifts a week but it’s up to you if you want to do extra—we’re always short, if you know what I mean.”
All the while she clicked the button on her Biro in and out, occasionally diddling it against her teeth. You could
tell she was efficient. She had on a short skirt which showed off her knowingly good legs and low-heeled ankle
boots laced in a criss-cross. She spoke loudly and moved her elbows and pushed her fingers through her fringe.
You could tell she was the outdoors type, grown up happy and well-off with plenty of brown bread and fresh air
and laughing, slobbering dogs. A bell rang then and she told me she had to go see to the flowers.
“Well, we all muck in here, Sarah,” she went. Getting my name wrong, but I knew I had the job.
*
They took pity on me on the accommodation front, let me have a room upstairs. Five flights up and painted
white and the ledge outside green with old pigeon shit. There was a bathroom—mostly my own—though once a
week the seafood was delivered and the crayfish were dumped in the bath.
They shuffled and scratched with their long, whiskery legs, never keeping still, black stalky eyes feeling for
the light. I managed to piss and clean my teeth without looking at them, but in the night I couldn’t block out their
sound—crawling up the sides of the bath again and again and falling back.
Jack said they had to go into the pot alive—a question of flavour and of ethics. He said it was more honest, to
kill animals yourself if you were going to eat them.
Why is it more honest? I wanted to know, because when people like Jack and Hetty say they’re being honest, it
sometimes sounds to me more like they’re just flaunting their opinions.
“Think about it,” he said.
There were two beds in the decent-sized room. I slept in one and put my belongings on the other. I’d never had
so much space in my life. I was drunk on the space and clean stillness of privacy. There was no curtain at the
window and Hetty said she’d give me something to tack up, but she obviously forgot because she never did.
I undressed in the dark with only the stars spying down at me.
According to Jack, there used to be little black boy slaves in these buildings. But you’d never have known it,
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what with all the partitioning and paint jobs they’d done since and all the noise of them emptying out the pub and
into the curry place down in Isabella Street.
Sometimes I sat there sucking at my fingers and watching the darkness settle on the city and it was eerie, like I
was no longer in just this room but somewhere else as well. A bigger space. As if the room was cut up into these
separate layers and I was only the top one and a thin and shivery one at that, like the brownish bit on one of Jack’s
salmon and ginger puff pastry pies.
The best thing about meeting and marrying my husband was getting out of that loneliness, plus a bathroom of
my own without anything live stored in it. …
225.107 Excerpt from No Bones\fn{by Anna Burns (1962- )} Belfast, Belfast, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom
(F) 10
1
The Troubles started on a Thursday. At six o’clock at night. At least that’s how Amelia remembered it. On the
sunny morning of that day, just after half past ten, she was standing at the top of Herbert Street, which was her
street, at the junction of the Crumlin Road facing the Protestant chip-shop, and she was stroking her caterpillars
and talking with her friends. Her friends were Roberta and Fergal and Bernadette and Vincent and Mario and
Sebastian and as they were talking, another friend, Bossy, came up wheeling her go’cart and said,
“D’youse not feel sad? I feel sad.” And then she didn’t say anything else.
Bossy was like that. She’d throw out a bit of information to get them all interested and then she’d clam up, as
if accidentally, and they’d be left there, wondering and puzzled and begging for more. Amelia did find herself
wondering and being puzzled, but she refused to beg for more. Vincent, on the other hand, fell into the trap every
time.
“What d’ye mean? What d’ye mean? What d’ye mean?” he cried.
“There’s goin’ to be trouble,” said Bossy, talking quick now, for her head was busting with the new knowledge
she had to get out of her. “It’s startin’ tonight. It’s already started in Derry. It’s goin’ to be dangerous and it means
something awful. It means we won’t be able to play up here anymore.”
The others stared. How could something be so dangerous that they couldn’t go on as usual? Be so bad as to
stop them playing at the top of their street anymore? They waited to see if Bossy would give more information.
She wouldn’t. She had given the second bit and was now waiting to be prompted by all their excited gasps.
Amelia got annoyed.
“We don’t need you to tell us this Bossy,” she said. “We know already, we already know”—even though they
didn’t.
“Oh,” said Bossy.
She was dejected. She thought they did need her to tell them. She took Amelia at her word though, for on the
whole, she wasn’t as watchful and distrustful and as pertinaciously suspicious as Amelia, and she picked up a
caterpillar belonging to her friend which had fallen out of Amelia’s hair onto the ground. She handed it back and
Amelia took it, feeling a bit ashamed now at having been so snappy. She just wished Bossy wouldn’t try to be in
charge every time.
“Well,” said Amelia, settling the caterpillar in her pocket, on top of five others which were already in there.
She tried to be more generous.
“We don’t know all of it Bossy. Maybe you can tell us the bits that we don’t know.”
So Bossy did. She cheered up and according to her, and she may, of course, have been adding on imagery, her
ma told her da, after listening to the news and talking to the neighbours, that riots were going to happen and that,
if there was any stored-away hardware—that meant guns, Bossy explained—
then this was the time most certainly to get it out. There would be shootings and bombings and hand-to-hand
fightings and that if they didn’t find somewhere else to go, to get out of Ardoyne and away from it, there was
nothing else for it but to be burned in their beds.
This sounded too much. It must be a made-up thing, for how come none of the others had heard anything about
it? Of course they’d heard rumblings. Everybody’d heard rumblings. But the rumblings had been about Derry,
which was another country, another planet. What had Derry got to do with Belfast and with them?
So they dismissed Bossy's news and played that day at the top of the street as usual, on one side of the narrow
Crumlin, which separated them from the Protestant Shankill across the way. It was obvious Bossy had only been
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trying to be important, to know everything about everything. It was obvious too, she’d got it all wrong.
*
The Troubles started on a Thursday. At six o’clock at night. And seven whole days later, for Amelia was
counting, she could hardly believe it, for here they were, still going on. Every evening since that first day, she had
been brought in early, thick boards had been put on the insides and the outsides of their windows, and the front
and back doors had been securely barred and locked. Amelia lived with her ma, and her brother Mick, and her
sister Lizzie, and her Aunt Dolours, and her da when he was there, though often he was not. He was in the
Merchant Navy and so this time he was in South America. Amelia’s ma kept sending telegrams. She didn’t know
whether he was getting them or not. As well as these people living with Amelia, there was also her beloved horde
of caterpillars, her dolls made of paper, the pregnant family dog, arid her brother’s friend Jat. Amelia’s mother
was also pregnant, and although Amelia could understand the dog and the puppies, for some reason she couldn't
understand her mother and the baby. Her mind couldn’t hold onto such a strange piece of information and so, time
and again, she simply forgot.
By the Wednesday, after the first Thursday, when Bossy had given the news to them, Amelia had counted
thirteen houses from the top of one side of her street and nine houses from the top of the other. that had been burnt
in these Troubles so far. Amelia’s house was eighth up from the bottom so, according to her sums and the laws of
rationality, that meant there were still six houses to go before the burners got to hers. That night, before the
rioting, she tried to tell her mother this. She thought it might calm and reassure her mother but strangely, it did
not.
“Amelia!” Her ma was looking an awful lot distracted. “For the love of God, child, I don’t know what you[re
running on about. Give me peace now. This is really, really serious. Go and be quiet and be good for your ma.”
Amelia stopped trying to explain. Some people just did things different. The women in the household
apparently had their own ideas about these house-burnings and about this war. The boards were up, the women
themselves had their sticks and their bricks and their knives and their pokers ready, water was in everything and
the long hose was on the tap. Lizzie and Amelia, in their outdoor clothes, their Dexters and their shoes on, were
put under the table with cushions and blankets and told to sleep there. Mick and Jat, who were twelve, were
allowed to help the women. Lizzie, who was eight, was very annoyed, for she was not.
The dog was under the table with them. It was on a lead and it, too, was very annoyed. It knew something was
wrong and that shortly, the yelling and the men’s footsteps and all the noise outside would be starting again. It
pulled on its lead, which was tied to the tableleg.
“Don’t let her go. She’ll only get in our way,” said the women.
Amelia talked to her. Lizzie held her by the scruff. Lizzie was growling and snarling at having to mind this
wee yap of a younger sister. Amelia knew she was angry and tried to cheer her up. She tickled the back of her
sister’s neck and offered to tell her a story, but Lizzie wasn’t interested in the Famous Five, or Mary Poppins, or
Mr. Macbeth, a king-killer, and was overwhelmingly disgusted with a Princess Petrushka, from a fairy tale, who
cried just because she fell down in Russian snow.
Her mother switched off the lights so nobody outside could peek in through cracks at them. There was only the
glow from the fire, and that had burnt low. Amelia got another idea, but because she’d made her Holy
Communion, she knew it was a sin and a bad idea. Her mammy wouldn’t approve of it. She wondered if she’d
have to tell it in confession. She decided she wouldn’t tell it in confession. That settled, she leaned over to
whisper in Lizzie’s ear.
The bombs had started but nobody had come down to try to get into their house yet. Amelia’s mother and Mick
were in the kitchen by the back door. Her Aunt Dolours and Jat were positioned at the front. The dog growled and
Lizzie scowled. Amelia touched her on the arm.
“Why don’t we guess what’s been blown up, Lizzie?” she whispered.
Lizzie was interested and stopped being angry at once. Her imagination for this though, was much greater than
Amelia’s. Try as she might, she herself couldn’t think beyond the chapel and the school. She hated the chapel, but
it was nothing compared to what she felt for the school premises. There were no other buildings anywhere, inside
of which she felt she couldn’t function. There was no doubt about it. They both deserved to be blown up. So every
bomb that went off, Amelia tried to place it where she thought it should be.
Lizzie, meanwhile, decimated every structure in Belfast, then suggested they start to guess, next, who had been
shot. This didn’t work so well. After each shooting, try as they might, apart from a few teachers, they found they
couldn’t name a single person. For some reason, that part of the game wasn’t as easy as the first.
Amelia felt for her caterpillars. They had stopped hanging onto her fingers with their funny little teeth and feet2003

things and were now crawling over the blankets. She spread out her hands to try to find them in the dark.
“Shush” whispered Aunt Dolours for the dog was now whining and Lizzie was starting to complain again.
They all heard a noise. A soft noise. It was coming from outside. It was at the door. It was trying to push open
the letterbox. The letterbox had been sealed by Amelia’s ma four days before. Whoever was there, they gave up,
and left the letterbox, and crept to the window. They were directly on the other side, with only the wooden boards,
a sheet of glass and a few inches between them and Jat.
Amelia’s ma and her brother tiptoed out of the kitchen and along with her Aunt Dolours, felt their way to this
window. They didn’t stand right in front of it though in case they got shot. There were whisperings on the outside.
Those inside could hear them. Whoever was out there, it seemed they had a plan. There were scratchings, and then
squeakings, followed by some twistings and soon it became clear they were doing something to the outside board,
Mick listened, then leaned over to his mother.
“They’ve got tools with them, Ma,” he said. “They’re taking the board off.”
Amelia's ma felt for the poker, then she set it down and picked up the breadknife, then she set that down and
rushed, her big belly out in front of her, to make sure the second board, which was inside, was definitely, securely,
up. Those outside got the first off. It fell and it crashed and they let big yells out of them. Then they were back at
the window and right away they broke the glass.
Thumps landed on the wood. Heavy. They were heavy. They were hitting the outside of the inside board with
objects, and louder bangs started to come from the back yard too. In confusion, the two boys ran in there, leaving
the two women. The noise continued. And then it all stopped. A sly rap sounded at Amelia’s family’s front door.
“Hello?” wheedled a voice. “Is there anybody in there?”
It could have been a man's voice. It could have been a woman’s. It was a man’s. It was distorted. It was stagy.
“It’s only us,” it said. “Be a sport. Why don’t you open up?”
“Stop the messin’,” hissed another voice. “Ye’re always friggin’ messin’. Come back over here, will ye, and
help me get this thing off.”
Amelia’s ma and her aunt and the boys tried to put second inside boards over the first inside boards. Lizzie
rolled out from under the table and jumped over to help in the dark. The dog half-broke away, barking and
shrieking, her belly swinging, her puppies sloshing. She was dragging the table after her and when Amelia tried to
pull her back, she spun round with red hate for Amelia and snapped.
Then Amelia forgot. She fell back under the table and set to worrying, terribly worrying. She was worrying
about her caterpillars, which were all becomirg lost. Her paper dolls also. She cut them out every week, along
with their paper clothes, from the latest issue of the Bunty, and she kept them in a pile on the windowledge near
her bed. She’d meant to bring them down before the rioting, and have them here beside her, but in all the big mad
rush, it had gone out of her head and she had not. She had left them up there, and they were still there, all alone,
with no clothes on. She was down here, with only two caterpillars. The rest of them had gone.
She fell asleep. She dreamt she bought an apple from an applecart that was sitting at the bottom of her street,
which was Herbert Street.
“Herbert Street, Herbert Street.” She wondered, in her dream, if she was saying that out loud. The man selling
her the apple said he was the Devil and that, as she was the age for Holy Communion, he had a long list of her
sins if she wanted to have a look at them. But instead of showing them, he turned into a red stripy spider and he
let out a big laugh. There was no applecart there in reality. She knew that—even in this dream of hers she knew
that.
When she awoke, she was still in her outdoor clothes, stretched out on the settee, with Lizzie, grunting, asleep,
lying half on top. The overhead light was on and Amelia was licking her palm. She had been thinking it was the
juice from the apple she’d bought off the Devil. But it tasted of warm sweaty skin. Amelia stopped licking and
wiped her palm on her arm.
It was morning. Even though the board was still up, she knew it was morning. The rioting was over. Everybody
had gone. She went to get a drink of water and she still had to pull the stool over to the sink in order to reach
across to do so. It was dark. In the kitchen the light wasn’t on and the board was still up.
She didn’t turn on the water immediately. First she had to pull hard, then pull harder, to get the long hose off
the tap.
She fell asleep again, then awoke again, then fell asleep, then awoke proper. Her ma and her aunt and the
others were already up. It was quiet. Amelia’s ma had gone to see if it was still possible to send another telegram.
Mick and Jat had gone out to discover what had happened in the night. Amelia, plus two caterpillars, plus her
paperdolls with their detachable clothes now cellotaped on, went with her friend Roberta to count how many more
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houses had been burnt. Her Aunt Dolours told her not to wander off, and not to be hanging about at the top of the
street anymore. Aunt Dolours herself retrieved the outside board from the road then took out the brush and swept
up the broken glass. Lizzie, who was about to wander off and hang about all the places she knew she wasn’t
allowed to, was sent out the back instead to get rid of those burntout sticks in the yard.
It was a Thursday, the second Thursday since Bossy had first given Amelia the warning. In Amelia’s mind,
according to her calculations, that meant it was now the beginning of the second week of these Troubles so far.
2
James Tone was conceived in a half-house in Old Ardoyne in Belfast 1953. His parents had the two rooms up
and his mother’s relatives, the Lovetts, the two rooms down. The Tones moved to England before their child was
born and when they did, they cut all ties with Ireland on the way.
Jamesey grew up in London with his parents rarely speaking to him, barely speaking to each other and never
inviting anybody. The small quiet mother spent her evenings on the edge of the settee, practising harmless smiles,
while the small quiet father sat twisted, in his armchair, casting focused malevolent looks across the room at both
the woman and the boy. Periodically he would have to get up to hit them. One day when Jamesey was twelve,
something stirred inside and he leaned over to his father and said,
“Dad, what is it?”
This was so unprecedented that the tiny man gasped, and when he recovered, he leapt from his chair, darted
over the room and punched his son in the head. Getting him down, he dragged and kicked the boy into the kitchen
and there, outraged, reached for something with which to kill him. He couldn’t get his hand on anything from
where he was, so instead, and still holding his boy down, he pulled on the gas stove and pulled on the gas stove
until it fell over. When it did, and he was able to get a better grip, Mr. Tone used all of his strength and all of his
weight on top of the cooker until underneath, on the white and black shiny tiles, his son stopped struggling and
lost consciousness.
The child was brought to Intensive Care. He was in hospital for nine weeks. Reports were filed about the
dreadful accident, the adults didn’t refer to it again and James just couldn’t remember. When he got out of hospital
though, he seldom stayed at home anymore, preferring to go to friends or acquaintances instead. Four years later,
on his sixteenth birthday, he joined the British Army.
In November 1969 he was sent to Belfast. As soon as he docked and was billeted, he went straight out, in his
helmet, with his rifle and his backpack, to patrol the streets of the Falls. Everyone came out to greet him. He was
given tea and bread, tea and cake, tea and biscuits, tea and crisps, tea and lemonade, tea and cigarettes. Tea.
He was excited, very excited, but by nothing more than something in particular he’d discovered from his
mother days before he’d left. In one of her rare, give-away-for-nothing moments, he’d found out there were
people in Belfast to whom he was related. Family. He already knew there were Tones in the Republic but of them,
apparently, it was best to say nothing. These new relations though, were called Lovetts and were living in this
place he was going to be. Of course that meant he would visit them.
So that night, still in uniform, and like some other soldiers who had relatives in the country, Jamesey set off
with three friends from his unit to visit the Lovett family in Ardoyne. Instead of his rifle, he carried gifts and he
worried the whole way there that they might not be suitable or, no matter how many presents he had brought,
somehow there might never be enough. His mother had no idea how many Lovetts there were now, but told
everything of what she did know and of what she could remember. So he bought hooks and eyes and buttons and
bows for an Aunt Mariah, the great seamstress, then worried he should have gotten perfume instead; he got milk
chocolates for an Aunt Dolours who might prefer dark; cigarettes for an Aunt Sadie who might no longer smoke;
nothing for an Uncle Tommy who was just about never there; a bead necklace for a cousin Lizzie who would be
nine or ten and a silver belt buckle he’d traded from a Russian soldier in Dover for another cousin, Mick, who his
mother had heard was about three years younger than himself. As standby, he had extra sweets for extra people he
might discover he was related to, and he set off worrying that none of these people would like him and then
worrying that they might start off liking him but might not continue to like him if he did something wrong without
in the least meaning to.
Soon the four soldiers reached the dark kitchen house in Herbert Street in the tiny, old, Catholic district called
Ardoyne. Only Private Paton was carrying a weapon, his own personal, unauthorised handgun. He carried it
everywhere because it felt great to do so and most of the other soldiers, who didn’t already have one, were
looking into the possibility of getting unapproved handguns too.
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The four reached the street just after eight in the evening, the chill in the air making their breath visible by the
dim yellow sitting-room lights. These lights came from the few windows that hadn’t yet been boarded up and
from the last street lamp that hadn’t yet been broken. It turned out that the half-houses near the top of the street
where the Lovetts had lived in the Fifties had been burnt in the riots just before the British Army had arrived. But,
after asking some locals, who were coming out to greet them, Jamesey discovered this Lovett family had moved a
lot of houses further down. They went to the door the neighbours pointed out to them, knocked and a howling dog
and a child’s voice immediately started up.
“Mammy! The door Mammy! There’s somebody at the door. Mammy, listen! There’s somebody at the door.’
“Who’s that?” said a woman’s voice.
She was some distance within, not directly behind the wood itself. Jamesey said,
“It’s James Tone. Bridey Tone’s son. Is that you, Aunt Mariah?”
There was a silence, followed by an intense bout of whispering, before bolts were drawn back and the door
opened almost wide. A heavily pregnant woman in her mid-thirties, with a thick plait hanging down the side of
her head, peeked round the door frame at the four soldiers standing in front of her. She looked amazed and, after a
second, the door widened further and full light spilled out onto the four of them.
They were dragged into the kitchen house and squealed at, by the three sisters, all in their mid- to late-thirties,
all with plaits hanging from their heads. On their faces was pure astonishment and something else that made
Jamesey Tone happy. They were delighted to see him and, feeling warm, less apprehensive, Jamesey was soon
feeling delighted himself. He noticed one girl, pretty, interested, not a bit shy, looking on, very curious. This was
Lizzie, he discovered, and a smaller girl, seven or eight, had run behind the dog to hide. The dog was a middlesized, heavy-teated, growling, edgy mongrel, which continued to snarl, its velvety face completely wrinkled up. It
bared its teeth and darted its eyes from one stranger to the next stranger, but wouldn’t move from the frayed
blanket it was coveting on the floor.
The dog was shouted at by the women, then the other English boys were introduced by Jamesey, then the four
boys were pushed onto chairs and the women just stood and stared. After a bit they came to their senses and
laughed and the teapot was put on and izzie was sent to Dallisons. She was told to get cake and biscuits and
anything else nice that the shop might have. Jamesey, face flushed and happy, everything going the way his
fantasy would have it, opened his bag and handed out his gifts.
“So where are ye stationed?” said the aunts.
“How’s your ma?” they said. “Never writes you know.” And, after a pause—
“Is he still alive, yer man, you know, him, yer da …?”
Jamesey answered about his family, while smiling at the youngest. She stayed down in the corner, peeping out
between the ears of the dog. She especially peeped, he noticed, at that long scar his dad had once given him. It ran
the length of his temple right down to his jaw. Seeing him looking at her, the girl swivelled her stare to look at
another soldier, then another—their short hair, their green clothes, their pink faces, their shiny boots. She ducked
her head every time Greg Paton caught her looking at him and ducked again whenever she looked back and he’d
still be winking and pulling faces over at her.
“Where’s Uncle Tommy?” said Jamesey, turning back to his Aunt Mariah. He took some Battenburg she was
forcing onto him from a giant plate.
“Ach, he’s in hospital, that Tommy. Does it deliberate. Does it to get attention. He likes—those wee foreign
nurses. South America this time.”
“Is he very sick?”
“Ach, don’t know. Ach, don’t think so. He can have fierce amounts of energy when he wants to. Having a rest,
having a flirt. Pretendin’, that’s all he’s doin’. Nothin’ wrong with him really. He’ll outlive us all.”
She sat herself carefully on the stool, smiled, breathed deep and arranged her pregnancy before her. She said
nothing more about her husband and Jamesey could see that, as a long-lost nephew, never mind a saviour soldier,
it was he himself who was astonishing to her. What none of the Lovetts seemed to realise, he noticed, was that
they were just as astonishing, or more so, for they were his family, newly discovered, very much alive. He jumped
up, along with his friends, to offer their seats to the women. The women shooed them back down. They did as
they were told.
“Look,” said the youngest.
Her name was Amelia. She had drawn herself forward to be standing by the knee of Jamesey at last. She was
holding a box of bright colours. She opened it up, leaning it over so as to let him see into it. It contained buttons, a
ton of buttons, hundreds it seemed, and these were her toys.
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“My Treasure Trove,’ she said. “It’s called my Treasure Trove. It’s private but I’ll let you look if you want.”
“Look,” she said again, showing four other things—a tiny tractor, a one-inch pitchfork, a white plastic sheep
and a Black Queen chess piece. Jamesey looked. She put them all in his hands and disappeared upstairs for her
paperdolls and farm set.
“Bridey’s done well having a boy like him,” said Aunt Dolours.
The others nodded. Again they had started to stare. Jamesey’s colour rose. His friends turned and grinned at
him. Flustered, he leaned over to pat the dog. It would have bitten him but a key sounded in the lock and the bitch,
instead of snapping, ran whining to the door. She jumped up as Mick Lovett came in. Thirteen, small, a rubbery
double-jointed boy. He was carrying a duffelbag over one shoulder, and absently making fists, then relaxing his
hands. The dog jumped at the bag when she saw it and the youth, stiffening, looked at the soldiers sitting there.
“It’s your cousin, Mick, James Tone. He’s in the army. He’s over from England!”
Jamesey stood up and immediately, clumsily, handed over a small box containing the buckle. He felt awkward,
for what he’d meant to do first was just hold out his hand. The buckle was bordered with unfamiliar lettering and
Mick gasped as he was opening it and snatched it out of the box into his hand. Everyone was startled. They
looked at Mick. They waited for him to explain himself. Why had he pounced, why had he behaved like that?
“From the Soviet Union,” explained Jamesey. “Military. I thought you might want it.”
“Oh.” His cousin seemed disappointed. He stopped staring at it. He dropped it into his pocket and slapped his
dog away.
“Down, Dachau!”
“Dakcow, it’s all right,” soothed Amelia. She tried to control the dog’s leaps for the duffelbag.
“They’ve gone to nice warm houses. They’re happy. They’re all gonna be okay.”
Lizzie snorted.
“Lookin’ for her pups,” she said to the soldiers, but she said it in a tone that conveyed more than her words.
She was smiling. They looked at her. She gestured towards her brother.
“Our Mick’s been taking care of it. The puppies are okay.”
Amelia looked up, her expression alert to something nasty, and their mother threw a warning glance to Lizzie,
who seemed older than her years. The aunts clicked their tongues but also said nothing. Jamesey, meanwhile, this
time did extend his hand. Mick, busy taking a lemonade bottle out of the duffelbag, didn’t notice or wouldn’t
notice. He didn’t shake the hand.
“Oho!” cried Private Paton. “What’s this? Is this the famous—what’s it called—pa-cheen?”
“It’s holy water,” said Mick, handing the bottle over to his mother. Aunt Sadie said,
“To bless the house with at night times.”
Paton looked amused. He glanced at Jamesey but the teenager was happy and didn’t want to take part in jokes
about people who talked funny, about holy water in lemonade bottles and about dead dogs with an anxious mother
her surly owner had called Dachau.
Three more youths came in. The women introduced them. The kettle was refilled. Mick’s friends were as
fascinated with the army as everybody else in Northern Ireland had been of late.
“So what regiment are youse in?” asked Liam.
“Are youse really fit like and all?” asked Terry.
“Can I see that gun?” asked Jat. He had spied it, with X-ray vision, down Greg Paton’s waistband. Paton let
him see it and he didn’t take the bullets out. Why would he? Jat, no doubt, would want to see the bullets as well.
Although unable to demonstrate with their own rifles, Privates Rose and Hansford instead drew diagrams. They
explained the run-down of a weapon, including stripping and reassemblage and checkings of the breach.
The male audience was enraptured, the female indulgent and smily, with the youngest moving around the
soldiers, butting in now and then, no longer shy, to show everything she had. Mick, silent, sat on the edge of a
chair, and looked over at his cousin and at the others. He rebuffed Jamesey’s attempts at contact and annoyed his
mother with his envy and unfriendliness. The other boys made up for it, for they were warm and inclusive and full
of admiration, Jat McDaide being the nicest, the warmest, the most welcoming of the lot.
At the end of the night two of the soldiers got up to do the dishes. The aunts gasped and wouldn’t hear of it.
Lizzie would do them, they said. Instead, the boys got ready to leave, suffered hugs from the aunts, shook hands
or nodded to the others. Out on the street Jamesey watched Mick shuffling, kicking at his feet and at the ground.
He realised his cousin was working up to saying something.
“That watch, that pocketwatch thing,” Mick got out at last. His voice was quiet, he hardly looked at Jamesey.
“Is it still in your family? Do youse still have it, or what?” Jamesey was at a loss.
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“What watch Mick?”
He leaned towards his cousin. He wanted to be helpful. Mick’s voice got lower. He didn’t want to be heard by
anybody else.
“You know,” he squeezed the words out. “His watch. Wolfe Tone’s watch.”
Jamesey continued to look perplexed. Then he remembered another of his mother’s effusive give-away
moments a long time, years ago.
“Upstairs in your da’s drawer,” she’d moaned, after another of his father’s violent fits. She was holding a wet
rag to her newly split lip. Young Jamesey was holding a similar one to his.
“I’ve tried my best since we came to live in England,” she said, “and I’d throw the likes of that away only I
don’t know if he remembers it’s there or not.”
“Wolfe Tone’s watch!'”cried Jamesey, attracting the others’ attention.
Mick didn’t like that. Jamesey’s face had cleared. He was glad to help out in something that seemed important
to Mick, his cousin.
“I know what you mean, Mick.”
He had got the point at last. Jat McDaide looked over.
“Oh, so you’re related to Wolfe Tone too then?”
“Who’s Wolfe Tone?” said Paton, raising his eyebrows.
Jamesey looked at Mick. He knew his mother’s family were no relation of Theobald Wolfe Tone, but his
cousin had gone red so he said yes, they were related, both Mick and himself. Jat was not listening. He was
excited and off again, as he was on the least excuse always, explaining heroes and martyrs of Irish politics, this
time to bored British Army Private Greg Paton, who yawned and didn’t give a damn.
“He was a Protestant though like, wasn’t he?” interrupted Terry. Liam nodded.
“And he was a bit fond of doing the ‘Poor Pat number.’”
It seemed they weren’t impressed. Jat was annoyed. As a leading member of the United Irishmen …, he said.
As the Father of Irish Republicanism …, he said. Having died for his country and for his beliefs …, he said. The
three boys began to argue amongst themselves.
Greg Paton grinned. He jerked his head towards them. Jamesey was puzzled but then jumped as Mick turned to
him and said,
“Do me something, will ye?” His voice was urgent.
“Trade me for it. Give me the watch. I want the watch. What will ye take instead?”
Jamesey looked at his cousin, surprised at the animation in a voice that had been self-excluding all evening. He
wished for Mick’s sake that he could be related to his own distant ancestor, for it seemed to be the only thing that
made him come alive. He touched him on the shoulder.
“That’s all right, Mick,” he said. “You can have it. I’ll ask my mum to send it over.”
Mick looked surprised. And then distrustful. When had anybody, just like that, given anything away for
nothing? Rubbing his misshapen jaw, he grunted something that might have been thanks. Jamesey realised he was
staring at his cousin’s disfigured face. Immediately he looked away. Mick saw this and left his jaw alone.
“Accident,” Mick explained. His voice was gruff. He was embarrassed.
“With m’da. Years ago. Don’t remember how it happened.” He looked at Jamesey. He grinned.
“What happened to yours then? Accident as well?”
*
On Jamesey’s next tour all was changed. The British Army was no longer welcome in Ardoyne but still it came
into it. Stones were thrown, binlids banged, whistles blown, bare hands were used, 'm-u-u-r-dher” yelled most
especially at night and Teasie Braniff was hated for she still brought them tea.
“Somebodies’ sons,” she said. But when they kicked in her door, pulled up her floors, threw her holy statue
down the toilet and cut her Bullet’s throat at night for barking at them during the day, she changed her mind.
“Beings from Hell,” she said. “So Hell roast them!”
Jamesey meanwhile sent a letter to each of his aunts. Not one of them answered. He also wrote to Mick. He
wrote after his mother had written to him.
Watch! Pocketwatch! Her words had looked startled. What watch? She could find no watch. Jamesey was
dreaming. Anyway, she went on, what did he want to be raking up that auld connection for? Didn’t his poor auld
father have a hard enough time in England without that sort of stuff getting’ out all over again?
Jamesey wrote back and told her to look further. He had promised his cousin, he said. She forgot. to write
back. Then, when his father was murdered in England, Jamesey forgot too, and only remembered when he went
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back for the funeral.
He found the watch easily, in his dad’s tallboy bottom drawer, wrapped up in a hankie, plain silver, broken,
dirty, and it was fat. He shined it up. Antique now maybe, he thought. Maybe cost a fortune. So what? It didn’t
matter to him and she’d have thrown it away in the end. It mattered to Mick though and he’d promised it to his
cousin. He packed it with his things and returned with it to Belfast.
*
It was 1971 and a mighty number of apparently motiveless crimes were happening, particularly in the shape of
dead bodies that some newspapers, in their back pages, diligently reported upon. Jamesey, like his comrades, had
become aware of all the things he was told to become aware of, and they patrolled, memorising faces, watching
hands, scouring rooftops, windows and doors. He used walls as protection, or children, and took constant aim at
everything, knowing that if he saw a gunman, a man with a weapon, then he was allowed to fire, he was allowed
to shoot him.
“Although you moan about Ireland,” said some of the soldiers, “you know at least you’re going to get a chance
to shoot somebody.”
“Better than skiing or mountain climbing,” some other soldiers said.
So Jamesey was doing the inevitable foot patrol with nineteen others down Butler Street in Ardoyne one day
when, turning and turning about in some macabre waltz with his rifle, he saw his Aunt Dolours and his cousin
Amelia coming his way. His aunt had her face averted and showed no sign of recognition, and the girl was trotting
alongside, a small duffelbag at her back. As they drew close, he rashly slung his rifle to his shoulder and said with
all his breath,
“Aunt Dolours?”
The woman said nothing back. She walked on but Amelia, in the green furry hat and the waterboots, looked up
at him and after a moment, her face opened and cleared. She remembered him. She tugged at her aunt and raised a
mittened hand towards his scar.
“Aunt Dolours—the soldier! The cousin! It’s him!”
“G’mon you,” said the woman. She pulled roughly and the child stumbled against a tar-spattered lamppost.
She tried to steady herself. Jamesey reacted and stretched out a hand. The woman swiped it away without
acknowledging it had been there.
“Oh wee girl, stupid wee girl,” she said through her teeth, “watch where you’re going, will ye?” She took
Amelia by the scruff.
“In God’s name pick up yer feet!”
The two civilians passed, the girl continuing to look back until she got a clip round the earhole. Jamesey had
stopped moving. He was standing right out in the open, looking directly at their backs. Another soldier came up
and prodded him.
“Keep moving. What's up? Old trout say something? Keep moving. Don’t let it get to you. Keep moving.
Don’t stop.”
Aunt Dolours must have been afraid, thought Jamesey. He walked on. He looked at the gable wall. She must
be afraid. The wall said NO FRATERNISING. Big white letters.
NO FRATERNISING.
He looked at the tarred lamppost. Afraid, he decided. She was afraid for them all.
He was oblivious now to where he was going, just followed the soldier’s boots in front. He no longer scanned
faces or took mental notes or watched corners with his mind’s eye. His mind was elsewhere. It was beginning to
form an idea that might make things a lot better for everyone. He decided that next day, while he was off duty,
he’d rush in his civvies and go and visit them. It would be a lot easier. Aunt Dolours would be able to explain her
nervousness and he would say “That’s all right Aunt, I knew it was that”. And he made further plans of how it was
all going to turn out, and by the time he returned to base, his heart was very light.
Not for long. The deadness came back as he sat in the mess. His aunt’s taut face, her granite skin, and that
ever~present sensitivity to snubs he’d always been aware of, rose again, to torment him, from within. His eyes
grew dull and in the end he couldn’t swallow. Without knowing why, he got up and went to ring his mother before
going back out on late patrol. He slid the coins in.
“Mum—”
“Oh Jamesey, I don’t have time. Susan Wilson is hosting another dinner party. I'm invited! Twelve people this
time. Judge Summers is going to be there. I’m sitting next to him!”
His mother’s English-Belfast grew more Belfast-English. Her excitement at being with important people just
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grew and grew and grew.
“Imagine like!” she cried. “A widower, Susan says …” She carried on, but her voice was now annoyed at
something else.
“… At the hairdresser’s it was …” and before long, she’d slipped into pure Belfast.
“I told the wee skit, I gave her what-for … No more than she should be, the wee milly … and I said how dare
ye, wee girl, ye wee fish and chip, I’ll skelp yer arse for ye, if ye speak to me like that! Can ye imagine! All the
age too! Jamesey son, I need to go. Taxi’s here.”
It was pouring down as they patrolled the Short Strand. A few five-year-olds came out in the cold and rain and
shouted “Ya ya—Brit fuckers” and fired a few stones. Then other five-year-olds came out and shouted and threw
stones as well.
“Brits out! Brits out!” yelled even more five-year-olds and all this went on, right up to their bedtimes. Most
older people ignored the patrol. They weren’t there. They didn’t exist. Don’t give the time of day to a British
soldier. It’s one way to deal with them. They can’t stand to be ignored. By 4 A.M. the soldiers were finishing and
climbing into their vehicles. They were going to head back to barracks; along empty Donegall Street.
They noticed him at once. A small man, like a boy, and he was stumbling out of Library Street. He was drunk.
He fell into Royal Avenue. The Saracen and jeep stopped.
“Probably was taking a leak.”
“Let’s do a P-Check.”
They got out, reinvigorated, and surrounded him at once. The man was bleary-eyed and he looked up at them
as he pulled a tobacco-stained coat sleeve across his wet mouth.
“Identify yourself,” said an English voice.
“What were you doing up there?” said another English voice. The older man blinked and looked at the
blackened faces above and around him.
“Who arc you?” said another English voice.
It shoved him from behind. It shoved him between the shoulder blades and made him fall forwards. He fell
against Jamesey. Jamesey shoved him back.
“I—” began the man but stopped when he was whacked round the head by somebody. They began to talk over
him, slapping him every time he looked up.
“… refusing to answer questions.” The man put up his arms.
“Now lads, ach lads—”
He was pushed to the ground and someone brought a boot under to bring him back up again. Jamesey realised
with a mild surprise that this person was himself. He had watched himself do it and he watched the others do it
after him.
“M’name’s McAdor”—the man was trying to say something—“Glencain … I live …,”
“What’s he saying?”
“What’s he saying?”
“Oh, who gives a damn!”
After he died on them, two broke away to drag the body back up Library Street, which was little more than a
dark poky cobbled entry at the very best of times. They left it face down in the shadows, then started to clean the
bowie and the sheath knives but in the end, they changed their minds and couldn’t be bothered with any of that.
They went back to their vehicles, climbed in, and returned to barracks.
“… now lads, ach lads …”
Jamesey woke in his bunk. He was dizzy and he was sure he’d spoken out loud. The others were still asleep,
there were stains on his hands. He could see them. He looked again. There were no stains on his hands. He
breathed deeply, in and out. It was all right, it would be all right. He remembered his plan. He was visiting his
family tomorrow. His family in Ardoyne.
He closed his eyes and returned to sleep. Before doing so, he recalled that as he’d helped drag that tiny dead
Glencairn person back up into the alley, he’d seen a “Death and Dishonour” tattoo, a “Union Jack” tattoo and a
“God and Ulster” tattoo on the scrawny old arms.
A Protestant. The little man had been a Protestant. Jamesey’s own father had been a Protestant. Jamesey felt a
feeling and that feeling was relief.
Late the following afternoon he was in his good jeans and light shirt. He put Wolfe Tone’s plain watch, still
wrapped in his dad’s hankie, still for his cousin, into a pocket near his waistband. He shivered. His skin was pale.
“James Tone! You’re not going out?” said someone. Jamesey could barely pay attention.
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“Don’t you know l…” came another question.
“Haven’t you heard … Those three Scottish boys, killed the other night?” Jamesey forgot to answer.
“Stay in town mate,” said the voice.
Jamesey looked back. Who had said that? And what had happened to Greg Paton? Oh. He remembered. Legs
blown off, that was right.
He left the barracks for the town centre to buy things for his aunts and his relatives. He bought cigarettes and
left them on the counter, bought chocolates and a bottle of spirits a few doors on. When he left both shops he was
carrying nothing. He went to a bar first to get himself a drink.
It was crowded. There was a lot of noise and there was this woman in particular. She was near him when he
walked in and she was still near him even after he’d walked over to the bar. She was looking at him. She was
waiting. He knew this but he didn’t know what to do with women. One day, perhaps he would. Not that day
though, not now.
“Hiya,” she said, fed up waiting for him to start it. She sidled her backside onto the stool just beside him.
People around them were talking. Nobody was paying attention. Apparently, as far as Jamesey could see, this
woman was on her own.
But he was wrong. At that moment she was thinking of getting involved in his murder. Jamesey didn’t
understand the significance of being English in Ireland at all. Outside the sky was thundery and inside, nobody in
the world whom he knew was at that moment about him. The woman touched his hand. His hand was holding a
glass.
“What’s that you’re drinkin’?” she smiled.
He didn’t know. He didn’t remember ordering anything. She flung her hair away from her face and it swung
back and forth behind her like a black shiny pendulum. He thought it would be nice hanging down in a thick plait.
She was nice too, he could see. She seemed friendly but still … He moved her hand away.
“Please,” he said. “I’ve got something to do. I want you to go.”
The woman started and was so surprised that she suffered a lapse in her whole intention in being there, got off
the bars tool and watched as he set down his glass. She raised her eyebrows to her male comrades, who were
sitting watching from the far corner and, for some perverse reason, nobody followed this obvious soldier out the
door to have him killed.
Instead he reached the timbers at the top of Herbert Street himself. He went through the tight militarilyinstalled turnstile and walked straight into the area to the Lovetts’ front door. A group of women queueing for fish
and chips outside the supper salon and some others, on their doorsteps, looked at this stranger who had come into
Ardoyne. He was sick-looking, he had cropped hair, he was English, he was a soldier. They called. quietly to their
menfolk and their menfolk appeared beside them at their doors.
Jamesey rapped on his Aunt Mariah’s. Some of the people watching disappeared, satisfied. He knew the
Lovetts, fair enough, he mustn’t be a soldier. Others though, remembered soldiers coming to the Lovetts’ during
the honeymoon, during the tea period, and those people with the longer memories came out to get a better look.
Jamesey didn’t notice this, for he was wondering where the things were that he’d meant to give as presents and.
why he’d nothing in his hands to offer his family when they came to the door.
“Who’s that?” said a woman’s voice from far behind the wood again. “Who’s that? What d’ye want? What’re
ye knocking on this door for?”
“It’s James Tone. Is that you Aunt Mariah?”
There was no sound from within. The dog wasn’t barking. Maybe Dachau wasn’t there, didn’t exist anymore.
“Will you let me in Aunt?” Nobody answered.
“Aunt Mariah?” he tried again.
“We’re saying the rosary,” she said.
“Can I say it too?” Another silence, then his aunt said, from deep in her gut,
“No you can’t. Go away. Ye’re an English bum. We don’t want ye here no more.”
He heard the inner door slam and then the murmurings of rote prayers. He looked at the brown wood, bubbled
in paintpatches here and there. He leaned his forearm against it. He leaned his head on his forearm. Inside, a baby
started crying. Eventually he pushed himself off.
*
He walked unsteadily down the street, towards the heart of the district. Some of the men and some of the
women looked at each other and began to walk that way too. Excited children tried to come after, but were
threatened with backhanders to stay put, to get inside again.
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Jamesey turned the comer into The Pad, which took him even further into Ardoyne. With a bit of intention, he
could have gone up The Pad, up the way, towards Ardoyne chapel and then out of the area. There were no
militarily-installed turnstiles as yet in place up there. Jamesey Tone though, had no intentions left.
As his silent pursuers turned the corner after him, someone flashed by and got in first. Seeing who it was, the
others stopped and stepped back, to let him get on with it. Jamesey himself heard the fast soft footsteps and turned
to look too. He had stopped at Herbert Street entry and this could be Aunt, he told himself. Maybe she was sorry
for what she’d said, and was coming to say she didn’t know what had come over her, and to take a hold of him, to
take the whole of him, and to bring him home again.
It wasn’t his aunt. It was Jat McDaide and he was on him like a monkey. The arm came up, the knife went in
and Jamesey went down like water. Lying on The Pad, with the blood bubbling out, he stared at the rolling clouds
in the fifteen seconds left to him of life.
Jat rolled him over, searched him for the Great Man’s watch, found it, and ran away, with it safely in his hands.
The others were already gone. They were returning to their houses. Picking up their pace, they moved faster and
faster. They got inside. They closed their big doors and locked and barred them tight.
Nobody would speak about what had happened. Nothing really had happened. It was just another of those
motiveless crimes that were going on all over the place.
225.152 Excerpt from Divorcing Jack\fn{by Colin Bateman (1962- )} Bangor, North Down, Northern Ireland,
United Kingdom (M) 13
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The waiter had permed hair which was turning gray. He slammed the chopsticks down on the table and said in
a better Belfast accent than mine:
“This is a Chinese restaurant. No bloody knives and forks.” I managed a weak smile for Maxwell and under
my breath cursed China in general and Patricia in particular.
I have two troubles in life, and sometimes they converge. I have always had a problem with foreign food. I was
brought up with Protestant tastes. Plain and simple. Nothing fancy. Of course I could see the attraction of Chinese
food: the taste of the Orient, that whiff of intrigue you get in a Chinese restaurant. The same as with an Italian
restaurant: you always have that thought at the back of your mind about whether they are tied up in some way
with the Mafia. Were the Chinese, with their incessant gambling and blood-curdling yells from the kitchens, really
gangsters? It’s a relief that they never moved into the hairdressing business. It would be difficult to take seriously
threats issued by the Curling Tongs.
My problem with foreign food—sometimes I can’t even manage a German biscuit—coincides with manual
illiteracy. I cannot change a fuse, a tire or a light bulb. I cannot build a wall, unblock a sink or complete a jigsaw.
The reason I have my garden paved over is that I know if I attempted to combat the jungle that was, I would
somehow contrive to cut off one of my feet in the process. Chopsticks, long silvery gripless ones, are a pain.
Maxwell looked happy enough. He was already playing with his, picking up a little saltcellar with consummate
ease. He was plump, maybe edging fifty. His black blazer hung over the back of his seat. He wore a white shirt
that marked him out as a bachelor: the front was ironed perfectly but the sleeves were badly creased and the collar
stuck out at mad angles. His front six teeth were capped, a vanity that did not sit well on him. His accent wasn’t
Belfast, but it wasn’t country enough to be annoying. He drank Ballygowan Spring Water. I ordered a shandy. He
looked a little surprised.
“Your column makes you out to be a hard-drinking man,” he said. I shrugged.
“Artistic licence,” I said. “I’ll maybe go to an artistic off-licence on the way home.” He grinned.
“Quick. I have a good sense of humour, you know. I read Punch and Private Eye,”
I nodded. Frankie Woods didn’t have a sense of humour either. He was, indirectly, responsible for me making a
fool of myself with a pair of chopsticks.
Frankie, God love him, spiked me. I had this idea about swapping the terrorist wasteland of West Belfast for
the Guinness Brewery in Dublin. They could have our troubles and we could drink theirs. I mean, it was only an
idea. I put it in writing, but Frankie killed it. He said he was trying to build up the circulation in the west of the
city. I told him he paid me to write stuff like that and he said no, he paid me to write stuff that was funny. It’s all a
matter of taste, really.
Anyway, to cut a short story shorter, Mike Magee saw me in the dumps and suggested a different way for me
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to make a bit of money. I liked Mike. He looked like a rugby player who’d done too much drinking at the bar;
squat, with the hint of a double chin. He wore a crumpled cream sports coat with wide collars and a cream openneck shirt. His trousers were brown cords, fading at the knees. Nike trainers. His voice was verging on BBC
plummy, but he would lose that under pressure. He poured me a cup of coffee from the percolator at the back of
the newsroom. It was quiet. Cleaners were moving between the rows of computer terminals. Only a couple of
them glowed green. The computers, not the cleaners.
He offered me the cup. I shook my head.
“You know I never touch the stuff.” He tutted.
“Sorry, Dan, I forgot you were a Coke and Twix man. Any joy with the Coke machine yet?”
“Blank wall. I tell them it’s a health drink—says right there on the can, made with vegetable extracts—but I’m
getting nowhere.”
“Don’t give up, Dan, we’re all behind you.” He put both cups down.
“How’s Pat?”
“Fine. Fine. Y’know. Can’t live with them, can’t live with them.”
“Yeah,” he said, shaking his head ruefully, “I know the score.”
“You’ll have to come to the next party.”
“You threw me out of the last one.”
“I threw everyone out.”
“That’s true. Things did get a bit out of hand.”
“Par for the course.” A sheepish grin slipped on to his face. “I couldn’t help overhearing Frankie having a go at
you.”
“Ah, not really. You know Frankie. About as funny as a fire in an orphanage. Still, looks like it’s cream
crackers for dinner.”
“That bad?”
“Nah, not really.”
“How’s the great Ulster novel coming?”
“Great Ulster sonnet at the rate I’m going, Mike. Too many distractions, y’know?”
“Tell me all about it.”
So he got to talking about working for the Government. He did a bit of it himself, but he had a full-time job on
the Belfast Evening News and couldn’t make much of a go of it, but te reckoned a freelancer like myself was
tailor-made for it.
With the elections just round the corner the city was being swamped with foreign journalists looking for a
story, so a bit of local knowledge was at a premium. I knew the city like the back of my hand, and the rest well
enough to bluff my way. The Government press office—or the Central Office of Information as it styled itself—
was on the lookout for dependable people to guide visiting journalists round the country, advising on background
and generally putting across the Government’s optimistic views on the chances of this latest initiative working. I
have never been described as dependable, but I was interested. I got straight to the point.
“What’s the money like?”
“It’s not bad. You won’t make your fortune, like, but it’ll probably appeal to you for the same reason it appeals
to me—it gets you out from under the wife’s feet and the food and drink go on the expenses. Get plastered for
Ulster, Dan.”
He said it wasn’t just a matter of a twenty-minute briefing. More shadow work. All day and all night if need
be. I nodded enthusiastically and he fell for it and offered to arrange an interview for me.
“A word of advice,” he cautioned as I went to move on, “if you get it—one, you owe me a pint or two, and
second, in the interview, presuming I can swing it for you, they’re not just looking for knowledge about the North.
Show them you know something about another country. Remember you’ll be dealing with foreign correspondents.
A bit of repartée goes a long way.”
Patricia thought it would be a doodle. But she didn’t have to do it. She had visions of moving out of the Holy
Land. The interview was set up; Patricia got me a junior guide to the disintegration of the USSR and told me to
learn it. America was too obvious. It took me a couple of hours, but by the end I reckoned I knew enough to hold
my own with an above-average five-year-old.
You can walk almost anywhere in Belfast worth walking to in twenty minutes. I went down the Ormeau Road,
fighting a biting wind the whole way, then through the Short Strand on to the Newtownards Road. Traffic was
stalled at the foot of the road; soldiers were lazily checking IDs. There was rarely much trouble in this Protestant
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heartland and they knew it. As I dodged shoppers I tried to concentrate my mind on the fall of the Communist
empire: on Gorbachev, Yeltsin, Stalin, Lenin, big fat women and black-market vodka.
An old man fell in beside me. He wore a battered ulster and clutched a brown paper bag containing a bottle of
Concorde. The fool.
“Can you lend me 2Op for a cuppa tay?” he asked, his voice nicotine rough.
“If you can show me where you can get a cup for 2Op, I’ll join ye, mate,” I replied, and quickly regretted it. I
felt curiously nervous. I gave him a pound, but he wasn’t that easy to shake off. He puffed along beside me.
“Did ye see the match last night?” he rasped. “Them Brazilians are magic, aren’t they?”
“Didn’t see it, mate,” I said.
I took advantage of a break in the traffic to nip away from him. When I looked back he gave me the fingers.
I turned left onto the Holywood Road. The Dragon Palace was about halfway up. It was garishly, freshly
painted. Outside, workmen were completing a bargain basement improvement to the sidewalk, changing cracked
concrete slabs for gentrified cobbles, row upon row in sickly yellow, like a giant Caramac bar. My old dad would
have called it mutton dressed as mutton.
My stomach rumbled for the first time as I opened the door, which I thought was pretty good timing. A swarm
of flies flittered about the glass like anxious relatives at an incubator. A scowling waiter took my coat, his hands
lingering long enough on my body for me to realize I was being searched. It was a bit of a surprise. It didn’t
happen much, except on the way out.
Neville Maxwell wasn’t fooled by my shandy or my artistic licence.
“A hard drinker and a confirmed Unionist,” he said lazily, still tinkering with his chopsticks. “You think that’s
a suitable background to be showing folks round the country with?”
“You’re judging me by my column again. Like I say. It gets a laugh.”
He ordered for both of us. I thought things progressed well. He’d ask three or four innocuous questions then
slip in a serious one. I could tell they were important by the way his pupils receded to tiny points as he sized up
my replies. We passed on starters. I thought it wise to pass on another drink. I was thinking of the money.
“Your column seems to have quite a following.”
“Yeah, well, y’know. What can I say?”
“But you’ll agree it portrays an image of you that—”
“I don’t think your visitors would be aware of that.”
“True.”
“I mean, I don’t mind a drink. But it doesn’t interfere with my work.”
“I had a chat with Frankie Woods.” Oh-oh.
“Dear old Frankie.”
“Full of praise.” I nodded.
“Surprised?” I laughed.
“Not at all. Nice guy, Frankie. Honest.”
“He says you’re only part time.”
“Yeah. I don’t like to be tied down.”
“So what else do you do. Freelance?” He looked like he already knew.
“Yeah. Anyone that pays. Can be The Times one week, Sewers and Sewerage the next. The rough with the
smooth. Like I say, anyone who pays, within reason.”
“What’s within reason?”
I shrugged. Nobody had yet tempted me to something without reason. Getting a cheque had its own kind of
reason.
“Well,” I said, “I wouldn’t work for Republican News. But then I doubt they’d ask me.”
“That’s what I'm trying to get at, Dan,” he said, jabbing his chopsticks towards me, “you’re not really
impartial, are you?”
“Who is? I have my views. I don’t let them get in the way of my work—apart from my column, which is
supposed to have a particular viewpoint. Unionist with a sense of humour, if you like. It’s balanced by the fascist
on the opposite page and the loony Republican at the back.”
I leant forward. He withdrew his chopsticks.
“I’m a professional journalist, Mr. Maxwell. I wouldn’t work for Republican News because it supports
terrorism. Simple as that.” He sat back in his chair and absentmindedly scratched at a permanently furrowed brow.
“You think you could stick to the Government line?”
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I shrugged. I gave him a little grin.
“Up to a point, Lord Copper.”
His mouth widened into a grin. It made his face look like a split melon.
“Cry havoc and let slip the dogs of Waugh,” he said. I nodded appreciatively.
“Matched and maybe beaten. Very good. I like that. Tommy Waugh, of course, used to play for Linfield.”
He took a big gulp of his water, I sipped my shandy.
“With your reputation—,” he began.
“Such as it is—“
“Such as it is … you wouldn’t be worried about going into Nationalist areas?”
“Not at all. I get more flak from Unionists. More tightly strung. The other lot enjoy a good argument. Although
they do tend to have you shot afterwards.” He shook his head slightly.
“Like I say, I’ve a sense of humour. But I keep it under control. You can do that?”
“Absolutely.”
Laughter erupted from behind me. I glanced round. A group of six business types were cackling over
something. One banged the table with his fist; another took off his glasses and rubbed his eyes. Maxwell said,
“Tell me, do you have an interest in any other country besides Northern Ireland?”
Gorby. Trotsky. The Baltic states. Yeltsin.
“Yes,” I said confidently, “Brazil.” I looked him dead in the eye and thought passionately about leaving the
table and punching the first pensioner that hobbled into view.
“That’s an unusual choice.”
I reached up to push a dank strand of hair from my brow. As I brought my hand down I cracked my glass and it
toppled over. I watched helplessly as the dregs fanned out across the table towards Maxwell. I mumbled an
apology and began to dab at the mess with my napkin. I trained my eyes on him again, staring the way I had at
girls as a youth to overcome my shyness. It hadn’t worked then either.
“Uh, yeah, Brazil. A great football team. I’m really keen on football.”
Maxwell set his chopsticks down in front of him. They formed a little dam before the sop of shandy.
“That was a great match the other night, eh?”
“One-a-the-best.”
“Did you think it was in?”
“No shadow of a doubt.”
“Then if you do join us, the first thing we’ll get you is a pair of glasses,” he chortled. I was pulling it round.
“What about Germany?” he asked.
Football or politics? Trivial or serious? The effortless goal machine or European inflation? I shrugged.
“What can you say about the Germans?”
“That’s what I’m asking.”
“Well, you have to take them at face value.”
“What do you mean exactly?”
The food arrived. A pork dish. Lots of noodles. I lifted my chopsticks for the first time. Smooth as silk. I
dropped one. Maxwell was already tucking in. His eyes didn’t leave me.
“I mean …”
A piece of pork nearly reached my mouth, it was stretching out its arms to me and my lower lip was curling
out to grasp it when it fell, bouncing from my left trouser leg.
“… that there’s very little pretence about them, whether you’re talking football or European Parliament.” As
nonchalantly as possible I reached down to retrieve the pork from my shoe.
“Have you met many Germans?”
“Enough.”
“Where was that?”
“Oh, I’ve been around Europe a few times. You can’t help it. They own everything.”
“You have a point there.”
He set his sticks down. He was half finished and food hadn’t yet crossed the border of my lips.
“You’re not fery comfortable, are you?” he asked sympathetically. Sweat was dripping down my brow like
irrigation on a hillside paddy field.
“I should have checked this was okay for you. Not everyone can use them.” I put my chopsticks down.
“I’m fine,” I said. My hands are slightly arthritic. You might have noticed.” Jesus.
2015

2
When I was thirteen I woke up in the middle of the night and found my brother pissing in my typewriter case. I
decided there and then that there must be something wonderful about alcohol. As my artistic interest grew I
discovered that many of my heroes had had impassioned affairs with what my old da referred to as the devil’s
vomit: Brendan Behan, Dylan Thomas, George Best, Pete Townshend. It had not adversely affected any of them,
with the exception of the first two, whom it killed.
It was the most natural thing in the world for me to hit the pub as soon as I finished lunch. My embarrassment
with the chopsticks needed diluting.
I headed back into the centre of town, then up the Dublin Road to Shaftesbury Square. I turned left into a dusty
alleyway and entered a brown doorway at the top, Lavery’s back bar. It was the kind of spit-and-sawdust pub that
was becoming increasingly rare on the ground in the city; most of the rest had adopted themes. Maybe Lavery’s
had too but never let on: not so much mock Georgian as take-the-piss hard-man. There were a few ageing punks at
the bar, a couple of students in a corner and an old drunk studying the jukebox. Willie Nutt was behind the bar. He
winked over as I came in. He poured me a pint of Harp without asking.
“Howdy, Dan, how’s it going? What’s the headline tonight?” I shrugged.
“God knows. I only work there.” He leant on the bar as I put my money down.
“Did you hear the forecast, Dan?” I’d heard the forecast, but I’d hear it again.
“Cloudy,” he said, “with widespread terrorism.” He gave a big belly laugh, scooped up the money and
wandered down the bar.
I sat with my pint. Had another. Two or three others. A couple of shorts. There was a nice atmosphere. Relaxed.
Towards teatime it began to crowd up. Still not many suits. Tax Inspector Patricia would be at work for an hour
yet. I bought some cans at the bar and headed up the few hundred yards to the Botanic Gardens. The wind had
dropped and there was a pleasant warmth in the air; the change in temperature had brought crowds of youngsters
out of the bushes and they sat on the green in groups, half-shielding bottles of cider. Ah, my youth before me.
I found a bench and began drinking. Save for ordering drinks I hadn’t spoken to anyone since Maxwell, and I
wasn’t worrying about him. It was out of my hands now. The money would be handy, but moving house was a
pain I could do without. I thought about chopsticks and how ridiculous they were. I thought about the waiters and
how ignorant they had been. It was a trait that would in time make the Dragon Palace one of the most popular
establishments in the city.
I took a gulp, closed my eyes. I felt the tension oozing away. It was shaping up into a beautiful evening.
*
I opened my eyes. I was on the ground. I looked at my watch. A quarter to ten. It was getting dark. A voice at
my side said:
“Are you all right?”
I looked up. A girl. Maybe twenty. Her hair was long, crimped at the front, dyed black. She’d a long angular
face, pretty in a starved kind of way. Her eyes were close together, but not so close as to suggest Catholicism, and
they were as electric blue as eyes can be at dusk. I said:
“I’m fine. I’m a gravel inspector for the Department of Stones. Undercover.”
Snappy, precise, slurred. She smiled. A nice thin smile.
“Do gravel inspectors always sleep on park benches for two hours, allow wee lads to steal their drink and then
make sudden dives on to the ground?” I sat up, wiped loose stones from my knees.
“Always.” She giggled and turned to leave.
“You been watching me?” She stopped.
“I was across the way having a drink.”
“It’s not safe here by yourself.”
“I was with friends. They’re away on.” The top of a bottle of cider peeked out of a deep leather handbag that
hung from her shoulder.
“You wouldn’t care to join me?”
“What, down there?”
“Nah, for a drink. Down the road. No strings attached.” My tongue felt fuzzy, my brain fuzzier.
“Do you not think you’ve had enough?”
“No such thing. Sure I’ve had a wee sleep. I’ve drunk myself sober.”
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“I shouldn’t really …”
But it was a shouldn’t with a hint of should. If I’d been a girl I’d have said no, but she looked me up and down
and must have seen something vaguely appealing. God knows, it wasn’t my physique—she later described me as
the Adonis of Auschwitz. But she nodded and stretched out her hand to help me up.
“Just for one, and that only ’cause I’m interested in stones.” I said:
“Do you always pick up strange men in parks?”
“Nah, I usually do it in public toilets. You get a better class in there.”
She was nice. Chirpy with youth. Only a wee slip of a thing. I said:
“Are you a student?”
“Aye, but not up there.” She nodded back towards Queen’s University, which bordered the gardens. The little
smile jumped back on to her pale lips.
“I’m up at Jordanstown. I study geology.”
“A fortunate choice of words then. It must be fate.”
We went back down to Lavery’s. She chatted animatedly on the way, nothing of any real substance, or perhaps
there was and I was far too gone to notice it. There was a slight slur in her voice; it didn’t make much difference
to my drunken ears.
The back bar was packed and the drinkers had spilled out into the alleyway which was brightly lit now by a
large, bare bulb high up on the side of the wall. It took me fifteen minutes to negotiate my way to the bar and get
served. By the time I got back she was chatting to a couple of spiky-haired youths. I stood behind her with two
pints in my hands, feeling old. She turned to me, took her pint and then recommenced her conversation with the
punks. I took it as a hint and started to move on. She came skipping after me.
“Hey, hold on. I’m sorry, I hadn’t seen them for ages.”
“No problem,” I said.
“Don’t be like that.”
I shrugged. And I thought to myself, Christ, I’ve known her five minutes and I’m jealous.
“How can I fallout with you if I don’t even know your name?”
“Well, there’s a point.” She seemed about to hold her hand out, but suddenly did a basketball pivot, reaching
up to kiss me on the cheek, spilling part of her beer on my coat as she did so.
“I’m sorry,” she said, and I wasn't sure whether she was apologizing for turning her back on me, spilling her
drink or having immediate second thoughts about the kiss.
“I’m Margaret. Margaret McBride.”
I leant down and kissed her back. No, not her back, her cheek. It was cool and white and smelt of mandarin
oranges.
“And I’m Dan Starkey.”
“Oh, I know who you are. I’ve seen you in the paper.”
“Ah.”
“And I’ve seen you with your wife.”
“Ah.”
“It was at a party. You were drunk under a table. You had to be carried to a taxi.”
“I’ve never been carried to a taxi in my life.”
“Well, you certainly had help.”
“Maybe help. I’ve never been carried.”
“You don’t look much like your picture in the paper.”
“Disappointed?”
“You don’t look as hungry in real life.”
“It was taken on a particularly bad day. You like the column? Be honest. I’m not fishing for compliments, but
if you don’t answer in the affirmative I’ll break your nose.”
“I like it. Sometimes. Better than the other crap.”
“I like that. Better than the other crap. Put that on my gravestone.”
A lank, dank guy ambled up to her and offered her a pull on a joint. She shook her head. After a moment’s
hesitation he begrudgingly offered it to me. I shook my head as well. He moved off into the shadows.
“Friend?” She shrugged.
“I know him to see. It’s nice of him to offer. I don’t mind a smoke actually, but not here, the half of them are
probably undercover anyway. You should know that.”
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“Aye, I know.
“And when I say I don’t mind a smoke I’m not talking to you as Daniel Starkey, journalist, but Dan Starkey,
drunk. All strictly off the record.”
“Of course, of course. I will have no memory of this in the morning.” Or I would remember it all, or remember
it all wrong. It varied.
It didn't start out as anything more than a few quiet drinks with a stranger, but the drink and the time flew in.
Patricia would already be out on the town. It was a Friday night tradition. Eight or ten of our friends would call
round to our house after tea, have a carry-out and a smoke and then head out to a bar. Patricia was accustomed to
my occasional non-appearances. If I didn’t meet them in one or other of the bars we favoured with our custom I’d
see them back at the house later where the drinking would continue. It was teenage partying on adult paycheques.
By I A.M. the bar was closed and Margaret started to make vague noises about going home, but I took her by
the arm and gently insisted that she come back to the house for a drink. She should meet my friends. She’d maybe
meet a nice man. You never know who might be there. It seemed like a good idea at the time.
“I know your wife’ll be there. What would she think you turning up with me?”\
“Nothing. She’s used to it.”
“Thanks a lot, like, you make me sound so special.”
“Don’t be silly, I mean she doesn’t mind me bringing people home for a drink, man or girl. She likes meeting
people and she trusts me. She’s no reason to mistrust me. And I don’t mess around.” She looked unconvinced.
“Unless you get the chance.”
“Come for one. What harm’s it going to do? It’s only up the road.”
“And you promise you won’t write about me in the paper?”
“Don't be so paranoid.”
She hemmed and hawed for a while, but I won her over, using charm and drunken logic. We went up Botanic
Avenue and turned into the Holy Land, a tangle of terraced streets off the university that had mostly fallen under
student occupation. It was late, but there was still plenty of life about, most of it drunk. We were home in five
minutes.
There was music booming out of the house, barely muffled by wood and brick. It was a big house, three floors
and an attic. We’d had it for three years and it still smelt like the student flats it had been, kind of musty and
unshaven, an air of potential about it stifled by laziness. I opened the front door. Directly ahead of us in the
kitchen Mouse was piling food into the microwave. He was thirty-two, powerfully built, an old mate. He turned as
the door opened.
“BOUT YA, DAN!”
“Hi, Mouse. Pat here?”
He pointed towards the lounge. I could feel the throb of a bass through the door and people jumping up and
down. I opened it and led Margaret in. The Rezillos’ Flying Saucer Attack was. blasting out of the speakers. Half a
dozen of my friends were bouncing around to it, wearing album covers on their heads. They looked like druids. It
was a tradition. There was a stack of cans in the corner. I grabbed two and gave one to Margaret. She sat down on
the arm of a ripped leather annchair. Immediately Gerry and Dawn pounced on her and had her up dancing. I
wandered into the adjoining room.
Patricia was sitting on the Magic Settee. We called it that because most every time we sat on it in daylight we
ended up making love. We hadn’t sat on it for a while.
“All right?” I ventured.
She had her knees folded under her and a glass in her hand, vodka and orange. She smiled. She looked
brilliant. Save a line or two round her eyes she looked as beautiful as on the day she had asked me out. I kissed
her.
“Sleepy,” she said.
“You want me to throw them out?”
“Nah. We’re not here that long. I’m waiting for my second wind. Who’s that you came in with?”
“Another victim for satanic sacrifice. Margaret. Young and maybe virginal. She’ll do fine.”
“Just the one? You usually manage a couple.”
“You know how it is. I didn’t have much time, what with the interview ’n’ all.” She put a hand on my ann.
“I take it things didn’t go all that well. Moscow let you down?”
“Brazil let me down, but that’s another story. Apart from that it went okay. I’ll tell you in the morning. Party
time.”
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I went back into the lounge as Patricia nodded off where she was. Someone had found an old glam compilation
in the depths of our record collection and we formed ourselves into a circle for Tiger Feet. The needle jumped a
couple of times and Mouse ripped off the album, throwing it on top of a burgeoning pile of sleeveless plastic. I
took advantage of the momentary silence to quit the circle and follow Margaret into the kitchen. She opened the
fridge and pulled a bottle of cider out, hugging it to her chest as she turned to me.
“Strong bow—brilliant.” She held the yellow label up to me.
“Two big bottles of this and you wake up in the morning with a pile of vomit in your slippers and six hours
pregnant.”
“That’s a profound thing for a youngster like yourself to come off with.”
“Youngster? Ha! I’m not as young as I look. How old would you say?”
“I’ll start off at thirty-seven, then everything below that is a bonus.”
“I’m twenty-two.”
“Dead old. I’m old enough to be your big brother.”
“You're old enough to have a lot of old records. It’s like going into a time machine in there.”
“You can’t beat quality. That old punk stuff … timeless.”
“Witless. I can’t picture you as a punk. Did you have spiky hair? Bondage trousers? The whole heap?”
“Nah. Not really. Punk was more an attitude than a look. That’s what so many failed to understand about it.”
“You mean your mum wouldn’t let you dye your hair blue.”
“Yeah, a bit of that as well.”
“I was eight when the Sex Pistols released their first single.”
“Jesus.”
She took a long swig from the bottle and offered it to me. I declined. Beer and cider do not for a good
hangover make. Mouse had obviously discovered my Ramones live album. I grabbed Margaret’s free hand and
led her back into the heart of the dancing. You’re never too old to rock ’n’ roll.
The dancing was chaotic and by the end of the song I felt the spins coming on and headed for the door. I
stumbled up two flights of stairs and found the bathroom mercifully empty. I locked myself in and was sick twice
in the washbasin. White, my legs shaking, my head resting on the rim, I reached up to turn on the cold water tap.
It was warm and sticky where someone had already been sick on it. I was sick again. I leant over the bath and
turned the cold tap on, flicking off the shower control at the same time. As icy water rushed out I put my wrists
under it and let it burn cold against my pulse, then splashed it up on to the back of my neck and on to my face. I
sat for a while on the edge of the stained cream enamel bath, my head bowed, until I began to settle down.
There is no greater feeling than regaining control of your body after it has been usurped by a friend you have
willingly invited in. I stood up, steadied myself against the wall and then, without breathing in, washed the sink
and taps. I am nothing if not a responsible drunk. The draining water caught the rear end of a slater as it
endeavoured to escape the smoothness of the sink, flushing it down the plughole. After a moment the little round
shell of the woodlouse reappeared and began to ascend the curved sides of the basin again. I turned both taps on it
and it disappeared again. Ten seconds later it reappeared and began its journey anew. I laughed and let it go. I
hoped I could come up after going under for the second time.
I was just starting down the stairs when I noticed a light on in my study at the end of the hall. Margaret was
standing just inside the door, looking at the books that lined the wall. I get fidgety when people are in my study. I
don’t like them looking for works in progress because mostly there are no works in progress. I’d been working on
a conversation-based novel, like The Graduate or The Commitments, but my characters kept turning out shy and
tongue-tied. She looked round as I approached.
“You’ve good taste in books,” she said.
“That makes me sound like I eat them.”
“Devour them maybe. Do you? Devour them?”
“I haven’t read them all. A lot are review copies, from the paper. Take any you want. There’s a laugh-a-minute
guide to macroeconomics up there or there’s a biography of Skippy the Bush Kangaroo. Take your pick.”
“I heard you being sick.” I nodded.
“I beat you to it. Feeling better?” I nodded again.
“My mouth tastes like a horse’s arse.”
“You want a mint?” she asked.
I nodded. A wide grin split her face. When I looked closer there was a mint jutting from between her teeth.
“My last one,” she said, clamping down on it, her voice strangled like a ventriloquist’s. She angled her face up
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towards mine, proffering the sweet. I bent to take it. My lips wrapped round the public half. She smelt good, I
could feel her heat. My teeth tightened on it, but she wouldn’t let go. We were both grinning inanely as we pulled
at the mint.. As I went for a better grip my lips touched hers and her mouth widened. The mint became a flapping
border gatepost, there but unguarded, as our tongues met around it. In a moment it fell from our mouths and we
remained clamped together, lost.
I did not think of Patricia. It was as if she did not exist for those few seconds, that my love for her was of a
different time and place, that there and then there was only Margaret in the world and she was all that mattered.
When her voice came it was quiet, collected, like an exchange with a dying, unfamiliar relative. She could be a
violent, argumentative, tantrummed woman; that was why the calmness of her discovery was all the more
frightening.
“You have twenty-four hours to move out.”
And then she was gone. I tried to pull away, but Margaret held me for precious seconds as Patricia walked
sadly down the stairs. Finally I pushed her away. I turned to follow my wife.
“That was nice,” Margaret said.
I looked back. I have never seen a more attractive brightness in a girl’s eyes. I turned away again.
“I’m in trouble,” I said. “I have to go.”
3
Patricia’s twenty-four-hour expulsion threat evaporated in the time it took for her to consume a triple vodka. It
was replaced by a physical assault that Lizzie Borden would have been proud of. I tried the appeasement route
and it worked as well for me as it had for Chamberlain.
My left eye was beginning to close and there was a thin trickle of blood running from my nose. It looked like
brilliant sap leaking from a skeletal tree. That’s how Margaret described it as she led me through the Holy Land;
she had a good turn of phrase, for a drunk. I was in mumble mode, little of it favourable to Patricia. She had done
more damage to my nose in three years of marriage than twenty years of amateur football. My nose had always
been big, but it had not bent perceptibly to the left before I started going out with her. Besides that, she had a
singing voice that could pickle eggs.
“As I believe the song says, the best part of breaking up is when you’re having your nose broken,” Margaret
sang, putting a consoling arm round my shoulders as we crossed on to Botanic Avenue. “I think maybe I’ve gotten
ou in a wee bit of trouble.”
“You could say that.”
“I thought she didn’t mind you bringing people home?”
“She doesn’t. I’ve just never snogged with them before.”
“Or just never got caught?”
“I’m telling you. I don’t mess around.”
“Nah, you go straight for it.”
Margaret waved down a cab outside the York Hotel. I climbed into the back. She joined me. The driver turned
to look at me. He was chubby-cheeked and had bushy eyebrows. He said:
“Don’t bleed on the seats, mate.”
“Nah, I’m dryin’ up,” I said; it was a rare taxi to get at that time of night, so I held off on the abuse.
“Where to?”
“Antrim Road.”
“Which part?”
“Up past Fortwilliam Golf Course. Ben Madigan.”
“That’s okay.” He put the car into gear and moved off.
“We’re not allowed to stop lower down. Too risky. One of our boys got topped up there last month. They
always seem to pick on fuckin’ taxi drivers. All we’re trying to do is earn a fuckin’ livin’, y’know?”
He was the type could talk himself into getting shot. We didn’t try to feed his fire by continuing the
conversation. I don’t quite know when it was decided I was going to Margaret’s.
Traffic was sparse. The lights were on in the city centre, but there was nobody in. A metaphor perhaps for our
times. We crossed Carlisle Circus and were at the top of the Antrim Road in maybe ten minutes. We turned into
Lancaster Drive. All the streets round about were named after different types of bomber—RAF as opposed to
IRA. Margaret paid off the driver then led me to an electric-bill-red front door. I stumbled against it as she
fumbled for a key.
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“Coffee for you, I think,”she said.
“It’s been proved that coffee does nothing to sober you up.”
“What would you suggest then?”
“Another beer, maybe.”
“I thought you might be thinking that. Just as well I’m all out.”
Just as well too, I thought. You could only take bravado so far. She led me into the lounge. It was small,
uncluttered, one wall dominated by a large portrait of herself, the hair jet black, her face more pinched than in real
life, but her eyes had the same deep-pool brilliance that had first captured me.
“A self-portrait?”
“How’d you guess?”
I shrugged. You didn’t often get the chance to compare self- portraits with the self; but I knew most painted
themselves thinner. There was a shuffling, sniffling sound from the kitchen. Margaret went and opened the door
slightly and an elderly Jack Russell pressed his face through the gap. I could see a stump of a tail, maybe an inch
erect above his hindquarters. He was snarling at me. He reminded me of Patricia.
“That’s Patch. I won’t let him in. He’d kill you.”
“Don’t worry, I like dogs. Dogs like me.”
“He’s not a dog, he’s a fucking monster. At least that’s how the poljce described him.”
“He’s not wanted, is he?”
“He’s not wanted by anyone. That’s the trouble. Nah, he got out a couple of weeks ago and bit a couple of kids.
But of course the cops drag me down to the station. Three hours I was in there arguing with them.”
“I know the form. First the good guy, then the bad, then the good, then the bad guy comes in and gives you a
severe beating with a large orange spacehopper. It’s common practice.”
Margaret pushed Patch back into the kitchen and closed the door behind her. I heard her rifling. She opened the
door again and flashed a garish box at me.
“Pizza okay? In the microwave?”
I nodded. Probably do me good. It was one of those genuine Italian pizzas from the supermarket, the ones with
the chef’s own hair included.
I sat down by a mauve armchair and began sorting through her record collection. She had maybe fifty albums.
A lot of Van Morrison, some Bob Dylan. A worrying series of Status Quo records. There was a Chris Rea album
which was also a bit of a minus. I preferred diarrhoea; it wasn’t very enjoyable either, but it didn’t last as long and
you could read a good book at the same time. At the back of the pile there was a pair of Loyalist flute band
records, The Pride of Whitehill and the Wellington Young Defenders. Bandsmen in silly uniforms with
embarrassing plumes on their caps sat in rows on the cover like psychedelic soldiers.
Margaret came back into the lounge, carefully closing the door behind her. I held up the flute band records.
“Lapse in taste here, I think.”
“Oh, for God’s sake. I forgot they were there. Not mine. They’re my da’s, I brought them with me by mistake
when I moved in here.”
“Well, what’s he doin’ with them? Is he mad?”
“Where we used to live, they came round the doors with them. You more or less had to buy them or you’d get a
brick through the window. They were raising money for new band uniforms.”
“Quieter ones, I hope.”
“Guns for the boys, I presume.”
“I dare say.”
Margaret knelt beside me. She selected a Cocteau Twins record and slipped it on to the turntable. I’d seen them
once in concert, a lot of years before. All syrupy guitar and high-pitched vocals. The sort of music you should buy
on CD, then smash. Still, I was in no mood to argue, with throbbing nose and closing eye, and besides, as she sat
back she collapsed into my arms and she kissed me long and soft. I tried moving my hands, but she pinned them
behind my back. I didn’t struggle.
We came apart with the pinging of the microwave. She jumped up and ran into the kitchen. I heard a low groan
and a minute later she appeared at the door with the pizza neatly cut on to two plates. She said:
“I think I may have had it in for too long.” She was right. It was like eating a discus.
*
We made love on the floor. It was nice. We had a bit of an argument about the lack of a condom. I volunteered
to use my sock. She thought that idea was: a) disgusting; b) stupid. Socks weren’t watertight, or whatever. She
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said,
“You wear a sock, not only will I have a baby, but it’ll come out wearing a bloody jumper.” We compromised
on my withdrawal.
I didn’t. We British don’t withdraw from Ireland.
*
Later, in bed, she said,
“What are you going to do about the wife?”
I shook my head. I didn’t know. There was a knot in my stomach; I didn’t know whether it was guilt or
satisfaction. We both drifted off to sleep.
*
I woke in the morning with a frightening headache, the sort of throbbing that demands that you wash your hair
in liquid aspirin. My first thought was: oh shit. My second: get me out of here.
Margaret was still sleeping. We’d neglected to close the curtains and the sun was streaming in through the
window. She’d thrown her half of the continental quilt off her some time during the night and her pale body
gleamed like a baby’s. I reached out to touch her, but pulled back. It was madness. She began to stir. Her eyes
opened, fluttered, closed, opened.
“Hello,” she said. Her voice croaked.
“I’ll get you some water,” I said.
My voice croaked worse. I got out of bed and pulled my suit trousers on. They were a crumpled mess and they
smelt of smoke and beer and there was a gravel scrape down one leg. I went into the bathroom, used the toilet,
opened the window and looked at myself in a small round mirror that was attached with some Blu-Tack to the
window frame. It was at the wrong height for me. I bent into the sink and washed my face in cold water. Still half
bent, I examined my face again in the mirror. One eye was black and mostly closed. There was a hint of dried
blood round my right nostril that the water had failed to dislodge and a slight bruise on the bridge of my nose. My
hair was dank and tangled, but I didn’t much mind that as long as I still had some.
There was a box cabinet on the wall to my left. It was mostly filled with makeup, but I found some
paracetamol\fn{Or acetaminophen:W} and swallowed four and a mouthful of water from the tap. I straightened up
slowly, trying to close my throat to make sure they didn’t come up again. They didn’t.
I went downstairs and into the kitchen. Snarling greeted my entry. Patch sat in a brown wicker basket in the far
corner in front of an elderly twin-tub washing machine, his ears erect, gray muzzle pointed at me, eyes keen. I
crossed to the back door, unlocked and opened it. Patch was up and out into the back in a flash. I didn’t much
mind who he bit, as long as it wasn’t me.
Back upstairs, with two pints of cold water. Margaret was sitting up in bed, the quilt pulled up to her shoulders.
Her hair was tousled and her eyes half-closed still, but she looked better than she had a right to. I handed her one
glass and drew the quilt back so I could get in beside her. She moved her hands shyly to cover her breasts as I
manoeuvred my way into the bed without spilling a drop. I was an old hand. She said:
“You’re staying?” I said:
“You don’t want me to?” She smiled.
“It’s not that. Most men after a night like that—and all married men—want to make an early break for it.”
“I’m not entirely sure I’m a married man.”
“It’ll be okay.”
“What, you’ll go round and patch things up for me?”
“The last man was here said he had to leave because he had to see the Cup Final. It was eight o’clock in the
morning. He said he wanted to see the teams leaving for Wembley. Can you imagine doing that to someone?”
“Depends who was playing.” I leant over and kissed her lightly on the lips.
“Besides,” I added, “I’ve nowhere to go.”
The bedroom was small, warm. The floral wallpaper looked like it had been pasted in the sixties; maybe even
the fifties. It was a single bed but it fitted us well; neither of us were fatties, yet. At the end of the bed there was a
simple wooden dresser with a round mirror. There were a.couple of cheap-looking jewelery boxes and some fluffy
toys on the left. In a gold-effect frame on the right there was a colour photograph of a red-headed woman in upper
middle age; resting against it was a much smaller colour snap, beginning to curl at the edges, of a young man,
probably in his twenties. They didn’t look dissimilar.
“Mother and brother, right?”
“Mother and friend.”
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“Her friend?”
“My friend.”
“Boyfriend?”
“Ex.”
“But still has a place in your heart.” She shrugged.
“What happened to him?”
“It’s a long story.”
“Shorten it.”
“You don’t give up, do you?”
“I’m a journalist.”
“Is this off the record then?”
“No.” I lifted the quilt and snatched a look at her body.
“And I feel a column coming on.”
“You’re a dirty bastard,” she said, poking me in the ribs, but it was a good-natured poke and she fell to kissing
me next and in a minute we were making love again and it was every bit as good as the first time. When she was
finished, and I most certainly was, she said:
“You don’t let your troubles interfere with your love-making, do you?”
“A trouble shared is a trouble halved.” I had no idea what I meant, but it sounded quite appropriate.
We nestled back into the bed. It was a little after eleven. It was a Saturday morning and I’d no work until the
evening. Patricia would maybe be wondering where I was, and maybe she wouldn’t. I cared deeply, but I couldn’t
bring myself to do anything about it. I would phone her later, let her stew for a bit, let her realize she’d jumped to
conclusions a little too quickly. It was only a kiss. A wee kiss. She didn’t need to know about the rest. I could bluff
it through. I was in bed with a woman who wasn’t my wife. The first time. Ever.
“Tell me about the guy in the photo.” Her chin rested in the crook between my arm and chest, her thin hand on
my stomach.
“I had an abortion. I had to go to England for it. He didn’t want me to have it. We split up.”
“Okay,” I said.
“I’m not looking for approval. I didn’t want the baby.”
“I didn’t say a word. Your life.”
“Yeah.”
She said it with what might have been a melancholy sigh or a stifled yawn, or both. It was the first hint of
bubblelessness she’d displayed, if it was the former, and about time if it was the latter.
“You still see him?”
“No. He’s in prison. The Maze. He’s a bad boy. Or he became one.”
“Because of you?”
“I don’t think so. He was going that way anyway. You’ve maybe heard of him. Pat Coogan?”
“Cow Pat Coogan?”
“Cow Pat Coogan. Yeah. The Paper Cowboy.”
“I haven’t heard that one, Paper Cowboy.”
“You know the old joke. He was done for rustlin’.” She turned her head up towards me, held me with her eyes.
“Jesus,” I said. “I kissed the mouth that kissed the mouth of Cow Pat Coogan. Mother would have me shot,
were she still alive.”
Coogan wasn’t quite a legend—most all of them were dead—but he was a name, a character, in a largely
characterless war. Reckless or stupid, he’d added a bit of life to the papers a couple of years back with a series of
daring armed robberies round the country, north and south of the border. He’d briefly been the most wanted man
in the Province, not so much for the viciousness of his crimes as for the extent of them. He was branded a
Republican, but he always seemed more interested in money than freeing Ireland. When he was finally arrested he
faced thirty-nine charges—thirty-eight for armed robbery on the word of a paid informer and one for stealing
cattle. He was only convicted for the cattle.
“So how long were you going with him?”
“Not long. Six months maybe. Long enough to get pregnant anyway.”
“Still hear from him?”
“No. And don’t worry. He doesn’t keep tabs on me.”
“Who’s worried?”
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“It’s quite hard to think of him being in prison. I keep thinking of sitting in the back row of the flicks with him,
holding hands, sneaking a kiss. I think I was quite smitten. Then we split up. You know how it is. You think
you’re over someone then you hear he’s taking a girl out for dinner and you feel all right about it, but then you
hear he’s meeting her again and you’re in tears for seventy-two hours. Miserable. I hated him for doing that to me.
He’s a good-lookin’ fella. There were a lot of broken hearts along the Falls when he went inside, and it wasn’t for
the love of Ireland.”
“You’d not go out with him again then?”
“I don’t know. I suppose in a way I still love him. But things would have to be different.” Margaret ran her
fingers through her hair, then through mine.
“You’re nice, y’know? A lot of men wouldn’t like to hear a woman they’ve just slept with talking about old
boyfriends.”
“As long as they don’t come through that door with a shotgun I don’t mind who we talk about,” I said.
And I didn’t. I had enough problems of my own without worrying about anyone else’s, but I could listen all
day.
“Well, I take it you’re from at the very least a fairly Loyalist family—I’ve seen those records, and they aren’t a
pretty sight—what did they make of Cow Pat Coogan? It must have been like bringing the Pope home for dinner.”
“We may be Protestants, but we’re not bigots. Mum got on with him all right, I suppose. Dad never met him.
He’s not home much.”
“What’s he do?”
“Don’t ask.”
“It was a don’t ask that was a do ask, but I took her at her word and left it. It was getting late and my head had
cleared and my stomach was rumbling. A high-pitched whine, gradually growing in annoyance, enveloped us as
we lay in sunny silence. I said:
“I let the dog out a while back. I gather he wants in.”
“If there’s blood dripping from his mouth, you’re in big trouble.”
Margaret jumped from the bed, her small bottom a marvel of tightness. She pulled on a T-shirt with Mickey
Mouse on the front and hurried down the stairs. I heard the back door open and a scampering of paws.
When I went downstairs about ten minutes later Margaret was making a fry-up. Sausage, bacon, egg, fried
bread, soda bread, potato bread, mushrooms, pancake, tomato; I liked the way she took it for granted that what I
most needed after a night on the tear was a fry. She made me wait in the living room and we ate in there on the
settee with the plates on our laps.
When we'd finished she went to wash up and I ordered a taxi. We sat awkwardly in the lounge for ten minutes
until it arrived. What, after all, do you say? A pump of a horn from outside, and I stood up and slipped my jacket
on. She stood up with me and followed me to the door in silence. She opened it and then stood back, looking up at
me.
“Well,” I said.
“Well,” she said. “This is it then.”
“Yeah. Uh, thanks, I’d a really good night.”
“Yeah, so’d I. With certain exceptions.”
I touched my eye. Margaret reached up and patted the side of my head lightly, then, on her tiptoes, kissed me
on the lips.
“Y’know,” she said, “apart from the bruising, you look like James Stewart when he was black and white.”
I smiled and left. …
225.344 Excerpt from Dancing Away: A Covent Garden Diary\fn{by Deborah Bull (1963- )} Derby, Derby,
England, United Kingdom (F) 9
1st May 1997 London
Up with the lark after a very late night. I’m never good in the mornings, and particularly not after too little
sleep. Last night was the first performance of Glen Tetley’s Amores, his first work for The Royal Ballet in about
eighteen years, and we celebrated the occasion with a post-performance dinner at Bank, the latest mega-sized and
pricey restaurant to open in the Covent Garden area. Unfortunately we have a matinee today at midday—
unusually early and much too close to the time I got to bed. I have to be at the Opera House by 9.30 this morning.
More importantly than all that, today was the general election—the first election, I’m ashamed to admit, at
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which I’ve been politically awake. I’ve voted occasionally in the past, but more often than not, elections have
coincided with touring, and I’ve been out of the country. A likely excuse, I know, but I’m sticking to it. I
remember one year when an election was announced, fought and concluded all during the course of a tour. Until
recently, it never seemed to matter. Politics were the last thing which concerned me. I didn’t smoke (still don’t),
drink (do, a bit), or drive (do, a lot) and as I was earning a dancer’s wage and barely eligible to pay tax, budgets
and fiscal affairs went straight over my head. Mostly, though, I was focused so intently on “being a dancer” that
the rest of the world just didn’t intrude. Now that I’m growing up a bit, politics concern me enormously. I’ve shed
my blinkers and I don’t always like what I see. The arts are being sidelined as “elitist”, irrelevant and the role they
have to play in human development is often totally ignored. It infuriates me that people in power don’t seem to do
anything to set things straight.
But perhaps there is hope ahead, as it seems that there will be, without a doubt, a change of government. It
can’t be a coincidence that the election was scheduled for Labour bay. The Tories have held the fort for eighteen
years—since Tetley’s last piece for the company, in fact. My entire working life has been carried out under Tory
rule, and I still wondered, even as I cast my vote, if the “better the devil you know” route might be the way to
jump. I certainly thought long and hard about where to put my cross. Change is fine, as long as it’s for the better.
But will it be better? The cynic in me is inclined to wonder.
By 10 p.m. I was struggling to keep my eyes open after two strenuous shows in fifteen hours and precious little
sleep between them. Sensing that something momentous was going on and eager to be there as it happened, I did
my best to keep pace with the Newsnight Swing-o-meter. But election coverage is difficult to follow at the best of
times, and the political analysts weren’t helping a bit. Nor did it help that my eyelids were getting heavier by the
minute, and for about half an hour I fought to stay awake in the vain belief that with just a bit more concentration
I would surely figure out what was going on. When the first result came in the pundits predicted a record landslide
victory for Tony Blair and his Labour Party. I knew as much as I needed to know. You can’t fight the inevitable. I
guess the Tories realised that too. I certainly did. Fatigue won out. By midnight I was out for the count, and Blair,
so it seemed, was in.
2nd May 1997, London
I wake up to a different world. I very rarely watch TV over breakfast, but this morning I feel obliged to turn it
on to catch the pictures of last night’ events—ones I slept through. I am amazed, stunned by the cheering crowds
who lined the streets in the middle of the night. It doesn’ resemble an election victory so much as a liberation, and
Tony and Cherie Blair greet the crowd like conquering heroes. Whichever way you lean politically, there is no
ignoring the strength of feeling which lies behind this. The people have spoken, and they’e opted for change.
I spend longer than usual getting up and making my tea, and then it dawns on me that I’m inventing delays
because I don’t want to go out. I feel as if the landscape will have shifted in some way, and when a friend calls, I
ask if it’s safe to leave the house. It seems that where there is so much passion and strength of feeling in the air,
there must surely be some physical manifestation to demonstrate it. Perhaps the speed limits will have altered, or
Tony Blair’s head will be on the currency. Something radical must have changed. I brave it, and go out to buy the
papers, intrigued to read the detailed dissection of the election results and, tucked away in the arts pages, the odd
hundred words on Amores. The reviews are mixed, not very excited, and my name doesn’t feature. And nothing
out there has changed, except the weather. It’s gloripus, and will undoubtedly be taken by those who believe in
such things as a good omen. People are smiling a bit more than usual, I find. But when the newsagent asks one of
his regulars what she thinks about the new government, she simply replies,
“I don’t like politicians.”
I spend the rest of the morning at the BBC recording a voice-over for one of a series of short programmes
celebrating the centenary of the Tate Gallery. The idea is that experts in a given field will talk about well-known
works of art in the Tate which reflect aspects of our knowledge. I have been asked to talk about Degas’ Little
Dancer, the tiny, pained creature who decorates the lids of endless chocolate boxes. My voice will be played
while the camera roves over and around the statue, probing and poking into places Degas never meant us to see.
Being a conscientious sort of person, I’ve been down to see her beforehand, and taking notes on her wrinkled
tights (she pre-dates lycra), her retrousse nose and her unlikely posture, and the whole thing takes less than
fifteen minutes.
The remainder of the day is mine, and I stay indoors, still unsure about the new world outside.
5th May 1997, London
Saturday, and we had a matinee, the third performance of Amores. As usual, I drove down to Covent Garden
expecting to be able to enjoy free parking from 1:30 p.m. onwards. The single yellow lines were surprisingly
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empty, so I pulled over, suspicious, to check the regulations on a nearby meter. And there it was; the physical
manifestation of the new government that I’ve been waiting for. No more free parking in Covent Garden on
Saturday afternoons. Seriously disgruntled, I fed a quarter of my week’s salary into the slot and went to work.
Although I was still tired from the week’s excitement, the show went well. Unfortunately, Glen Tetley wasn’t here
to see it. He left hurriedly after the first night to get back to his beloved grapes in Tuscany. I was rather sad to see
him go. For me, Tetley is a living part of dance history, and working with him was a huge privilege. When I was a
dance student in the seventies, he was very much a “happening” thing, creating several important and innovative
works—Pierrot Lunaire and Field Figures among them—for The Royal Ballet and Ballet Rambert. He fused what
we used to call contemporary dance (I think it's “alternative” now) with classical technique, introducing flexed
feet, deep contractions and lycra to a generation of ballet dancers. Twenty years later, I’m not sure we got the very
best out of him. It could be argued that at the grand age of seventy-two, it’s inevitable that his best has already
been given. But I do think that if we had had longer to get used to each other (an impossible luxury in our packed
rehearsal schedule), it would have been a more successful collaboration.
I spent the rest of this bank-holiday weekend at the computer. I’m hard at work on my first book, an antidote to
all the nonsense that gets written about dieting, and I’ve set myself a tough deadline, promising my publishers,
Dorling Kindersley, that they’ll have the as yet untitled manuscript by the end of this month. Back home from the
matinee, I crack on and write about 6,000 words. By this evening, my springs have gone. But writing is such a
different discipline from dancing that I don’t mind putting in several hours of work at the end of the day. For a
start, it’s wonderful to be able to see the results instantly—there they are, words on the screen, and you can play
with them, manipulate them, make changes and sleep on them before you take the decision to go public. No such
luxury in dancing. You create and deliver at the same time; the ultimate deadline. And very rarely do you have
something to hold on to after the event. Unless a performance is filmed, it evaporates as soon as it appears.
Sooner, in fact; step erases step, with all the longevity of footprints in wet sand. The idea of a lasting creation,
such as a book, is entirely novel to me, and I am relishing the challenge.
6th May 1997, London
Back to work after the long weekend. Following rehearsals I went to see Michael Earley at Methuen. I
received a letter from him last week, suggesting that we should meet. He has read several of my articles over the
last year and wonders if I would be interested in writing something about dance, perhaps a personal account of the
coming year.
At the Opera House we’re all embarking on a fascinating year. Not only are we living under a new Labour
government, one that is traditionally much kinder and more sympathetic to the arts, but for the first time in The
Royal Ballet’s history, we will be homeless. While the Opera House undergoes its extensive and controversial
redevelopment, we will be dancing away from it, following a peripatetic existence which has attracted criticism
even before it starts. There will be plenty of people examining the year ahead from every conceivable political
angle, but I am interested in recording the effects of all this upheaval on one individual within the system. Me. As
I write this, it occurs to me that we’re not in for an easy ride.
It’s been a long time since I’ve kept a diary, but over the last year, I’ve been writing a lot, and I’ve started once
again to keep a journal of daily events. Between the ages of seven and twenty-one, I was extremely diligent and
kept a daily record of everything that went on. The early ones are nothing more than scribbled reminders of what I
did every day: “got up, went to ballet class, had beans on toast for tea”. Really riveting stuff. As I got older and
my life became more interesting, the entries expanded until I was writing several thousand words a day. It was at
that point that I gave up. I simply couldn’t afford the time any longer. Today .I found myself offering to do it
again.
Now I record the day's events in a slightly different fashion, one much more in tune with the electronic age.
My Norwegian, Torje (I hate any of the usual words—partner, boyfriend, other half. Lover tends to embarrass
people) spends most of his life at the moment away from home. He’s a physiotherapist who “looks after” certain
athletes and performers, keeping them fit and, where possible, preventing injuries. I have known him for about
five years and for three of them he has been on the road with the Rolling Stones. In the early days we spent a lot
of time on the telephone, but when a four-figure bill arrived from British Telecom, I decided it was time to find
another way of communicating. From faxing we progressed to e-mail, a wonderful invention which seems to me
to combine the spontaneity of a phone call with the permanence of a letter, until, that is, it gets lost in cyber space.
At the end of our first long separation—at least a year—our exchanges remained as a complete diary of the period
we were apart.
7th May 1997, London
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More cast changes at The Royal Ballet. Darcey Bussell’s ankle is dodgy, and it looks as if she won’t be able to
cope with the very heavy work-load at the weekend. We have two performances of the triple bill ( Amores,
Symphony in C and Judas Tree) on Saturday, followed hot on the heels by shows on Wednesday and Thursday. It
would probably be too much to manage at the best of times. On top of this, we are opening with Sleeping Beauty
in California next week, and Darcey is scheduled to dance the first night. So Zenaida Yanowsky and Inaki
Urlezaga have to take over the matinee performance of Amores, and they have three days to prepare. I can only
wish them luck. I’m glad it’s not me, but nevertheless, a tiny part of me longs, wistfully, for that adrenalin rush
which comes with stepping in and saving the day. Three days might sound like a long time, but Amores involves a
tricky and exhausting pas de deux which comes right at the end of the piece, when you’ve been dancing for
twenty minutes already. I’m sure they’ll get their limbs around the technicalities, but it’s physiologically
impossible to improve stamina in three days. In anything else so physically demanding, athletics, for instance, the
three days prior to performance would involve tapering off the training and eating well in order to rest the muscles
and restock the energy stores. Not so in the dance world. Too often the day before a premiere is the day of the
dress rehearsal. In the worst cases, the dress rehearsal happens on the afternoon of the first night. For some
companies this is normal practice, which leads people to think it’s right. I often hear dancers, on the day before
performance, saying
“I need to do my solo to build stamina.”
For a dancer to give themselves a pre-performance rest day would involve going completely against the grain,
trashing everything they believe in. Psychologically, it might prove difficult. Physically, they’d be doing
themselves an enormous favour.
I had a performance of Anastasia this evening, a full month after the last one. I play the Russian ballerina
Mathilde Kschessinska, who was, allegedly, the mistress of Tsar Nicholas II, and Inaki and I dance a pas de deux
in the second act, at a “coming out” ball for the eponymous heroine. The pas de deux is really just a
divertissement, an excuse for some quality dancing. Except tonight, when it was an excuse for some mediocre
dancing. It’s a strange number, as it comes out of nowhere; no preamble, no chance to build up a character. You
walk on, the music starts, and off you go. Tonight, right from the beginning, it fell apart. The lights were dazzling
and I couldn’t seem to make firm contact with the floor. It was like one of those anxiety dreams made flesh, where
everything you touch turns to dust and slips through your fingers. And we had done so well last time. Tonight
everyone on stage knew I’d blown it. It was all pretty depressing and afterwards I slunk towards the stage door in
dark glasses clutching my ill-deserved flowers.
Afterwards, I had the most bizarre experience. Torje had arranged to come and collect me, and I waited, collar
up and eyes down, at the stage door in Floral Street. And I waited. And waited. After about half an hour, I called
him to see if he had forgotten, and got no reply. It was about. this time that panic set in, and I can see now why
panic is often descnbed as “blind”. This one overtook me so completely that I couldn’t see straIght. I headed
home, absolutely convinced that I had lost him, and sure enough, when I arrived at the flat, he wasn’t there. No
sign of him. Vanished.
I tried to run through all the logical explanations, yet none of them seemed to add up. The only answer that
struck me as rational was the least rational of them all, that he had somehow disappeared off the face of the earth.
I started to call around; the hospitals, the police, and then my poor, long-suffering friend, David. I was even put
through to “custody”, in case he had been arrested for being drunk and disorderly. (Even in my distressed state, I
could see the comedy here. Torje has never been drunk and disorderly in his life, unless you count the time he and
David, then both Crystal Palace physios, shared in the celebrations following their league cup victory over
Everton.)
At about midnight, when I had started to rewrite my life story without him in it, my car pulled up outside the
flat, and out stepped Torje, who looked up at me from the street in total bemusement. As always, he had been
waiting by the ballerina statue, outside Bow Street Magistrate’s Court just across from the Opera House. He has
waited there at least once a week since I first met him, but for some reason this evening, I chose to forget our
routine. Bad performances can really throw you.
9th May 1997, London
Still feeling a bit depressed and generally exhausted, though I’m not quite sure why. I need to pull myself
together, as the company leaves on tour in a week’s time and there’s an awful lot to do between now and then. We
will be away for six weeks, two in California and four in Japan. As I’m not involved in Romeo and Juliet and I’m
not cast, this time, as Kitri in Don Quixote, I’m only needed for the Californian fortnight and the last week of the
Japan trip. I’m a bit upset that I won’t be dancing Don Q. I thought it was one of my better roles and I loved doing
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it. But the mysteries of casting are way beyond my comprehension, and I shall look on the bright side; at least I’ll
be able to pop home after California, giving me a chance to do my laundry and finish writing the DK book before
I head off to Japan. Even so, there’s a lot of preparation involved, packing “normal” luggage as well as two “blue
boxes”, the foot square containers which transport pointe shoes, tights, make-up and all the rest of a dancer’s
paraphernalia. The company traditionally has a day off before we leave on tour to deal with all this housekeeping,
but I’m booked up for my first photographic shoot for the illustrations in the DK book. Just when am I supposed
to shop and pack? Stress is building up. This morning my throat was sore and I didn’t like the taste in my mouth,
so I made one of my rare visits to the doctor. Sure enough, I have a throat infection. Great timing. I have two
shows to get through tomorrow. No wonder I’ve been feeling down. As the doctor says, I’m not very ill, but I’m
not very well either.
Yesterday I had another meeting with the editorial team at OK, a round table of women who will transpose my
text on to the printed page. Halfway through it, I realised that I was in a completely unfamiliar position. For the
first time in my life, people were listening to me. Within reason, what I say goes. You can’t ima.gine how unusual
this is for a dancer. It’s not quite a case of “don’t think, just do”, but dancers are generally there to mutely express
someone else’s ideas, not to spout their own. Although I have a reputation for being outspoken, I can see this shift
in roles is going to take a bit of getting used to.
After the meeting I was thrown abruptly back into my Royal Ballet persona when I dropped into the Opera
House to come clean to Amanda Jones, the company’s press officer, about all this book writing. I have avoided
saying anything before now in the belief that the minute I mentioned it, the whole thing would fall through. Now I
have to back track a bit and make sure there are no objections before I go ahead and sign the contract with DK. I
haven’t mentioned this diary .yet. I wonder how that will go down in a year’s time?
Today was Labour’s—sorry, New Labour’s—first cabinet meeting, and it was all carefully choreographed to
set a different tone from cabinet meetings of the past. The formalities and titles were gone, jackets were off, and
the room was bustling with women. Tony and the Tonettes have arrived.
They have come up with a list of twenty-two new laws to be passed, several of which are related to education.
Amongst them is the scrapping of the assisted places scheme. I guess it’s all to do with an attempt to even out
society. I think it’s a myth that all children need the same education. This might be true if they were all starting
from the same point. Inevitably, however, some children arrive at school with a head start on the others because of
the five years that have gone before. Even if we were all born with the same equipment, there is a hell of a lot to
influence it before the education system gets hold of us. All children should have good education, but this doesn’t
necessarily mean they should have the same education. What is good for one will not automatically be good for
another. And I have to speak up for assisted places; without them I wouldn’t be where I am now.
God, I sound like a Tonette. It must be contagious. Someone pass me a soapbox.
13th May 1997, London
As I tucked into my morning muesli with natural yoghurt, Radio 4 announced that the Arts Council have today
launched Arts 4 Everyone, its attempt to divert some of the available Lottery funds from buildings to people.
From what I gather, it seems to be heavy on the “everyone”, and light on the “art”. I do think there’s a potential
danger here. I believe as strongly as anyone—stronger, perhaps—that art is for everyone. But you don’t make art
accessible by saying that whatever anyone does in their leisure time is art. (Although of course it can be.) You
make art accessible by showing people what it is for, what it can do for them, how to recognise it. It’s not about
taking it down to the lowest common denominator. Art and self-expression are not necessarily the same thing.
They serve different purposes. Self-expression is vital for good health, but should it be funded by the Arts
Council? I ask this to the radio. It doesn’t answer, so I turn it off and head for class at Barons Court.
There’s a small crowd gathered in the corridor, and a press release pinned to the notice board which tells us,
without any elaboration, that Genista McIntosh, Chief Executive of the Opera House, has resigned, due to “ill
health”. It doesn’t seem possible; she has only been with us for four months, replacing Jeremy Isaacs who also left
before the end of his term. Her sudden departure has come without any forewarning, and leaves us all speechless.
Anthony Dowell, company Artistic Director, speaks to us later in the day, but he’s unable to add anything of
substance to the story. It’s all such a mystery. Apparently, Genista’s replacement is already lined up; the job is
going to be taken by Mary Allen, the current Secretary-General at the Arts Council. I know Mary, and I have huge
respect for her, but bearing in mind the Opera House’s uneasy relationship with the Arts Council, it seems a bit
like being taken over by the enemy. It’s all too much for a Monday morning.
One question is on everyone’s minds; did Jenny jump or was she pushed? And is she really ill? Whatever has
happened, we’ll all want to know the truth behind it. One thing is for certain, we’re all feeling bereft. We know
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that with the oncoming “closure” the House is in a tenuous position, and we all genuinely believed that Genista
McIntosh was the right person to pilot us through the turbulence ahead. In her brief tenure, she established herself
in the eyes of the dancers as someone we could trust, displaying an almost unprecedented interest in the ballet
company. We’ve lost our House, now we’ve lost our Chief Executive. What other blows are in store?
A light note amidst the gloom; Darcey Bussell was on her way this afternoon to Madame Tussaud’s for another
session with the sculptor whose job it is to recreate her in wax. She told me she had asked at the last session how
long waxworks remain on display, and was told that it generally depends on how long the subject remains in the
limelight. So presumably they’ye already moved John Major into storage. We had to laugh. Not only do you see
yourself replaced on the cast sheet by someone younger, better, more glamorous, but you are melted down, only to
be recast in their image. That must be the ultimate indignity.
14th May 1997, London
I’m trying, without much success, to get ready to go on tour. I still don’t know whether I’m going for two
weeks or six, and I’m wondering how many pairs of knickers to pack. My original plan was to go to the US for a
fortnight, come home for the next two weeks, finish the DK book, and then fly out to meet the company in Tokyo.
Fourteen pairs should have done it. But the best laid plans, etc, etc. Darcey’s troublesome ankle means that I am
now on standby to dance Kitri after all. She definitely won’t be dancing the role; after the two weeks in
California, she will come home to rest her injury, and prepare for the New York season in July. Poor Darcey has a
chequered past where Don Q is concerned. There are plenty of photographs of her as Kitri, as she did once get as
far as a dress rehearsal, but so far, she hasn’t got any further. Very good she was, too, especially when she
managed to squeeze into Leanne Benjamin’s tutu which had been laid out for Darcey by mistake. (Leanne is abou
thalf Darcey’s height.) Unfortunately, she hasn’t as yet performed it in front of a paying audience.
Today’s papers are surprisingly restrained on the Genista issue, but at the Opera House, the rumour mill is
churning out myriad theories. The favourite story at the moment is that Genista has been head-hunted for some
sort of Labour think-tank. The official explanation, the illness theory, is not holding up. Staff at the theatre are up
in arms, and seem to think she was pushed and didn’t jump, but in any big organisation like ours, rumours can run
riot at times like this, and I am trying to keep an open mind until we know the true facts.
I wonder if it’s relevant that Genista’s contract was for three years only? By the time it expired, we would
barely be back in the Opera House, and she would have had precious little chance to influence and change any of
the things she felt unhappy about in the way it’s run. In fact, unless the Board reappointed her, she would have
had almost no real influence at all on the new Covent Garden. It was designed by a previous administration, and
would be run by a future administration. I know I would find that an uncomfortable position.
I do feel sorry for Mary Allen in all this. At the moment, the whole scenario could be seen as “the martyrdom
of St. Genista”, and it’s not easy to step into the sandals of a saint. There’s an inevitable sense of unease afoot. It’s
perfectly normal in the arts world to bite back at the hand that feeds you funding, and in line with this, Opera
House employees have never had a high regard for the Arts Council and its officials. Unfortunately for Mary, it
will take time before we can forget that she was, until yesterday, one of them.
15th May 1997, London
The final show before the tour, and I’m dancing in Amores and Symphony in C. Afterwards, I have to pack up
my boxes—make-up, hair pins, practice clothes, pointe shoes, dressing-gown, track suits and all the other
essentials that get the show on the road. There’s the added task of clearing out a locker, as over the next six weeks
the ballet dressing rooms will be used by the opera company who will commandeer one of my cupboards. Their
rooms, at the back of the House, have already been sacrificed to the great rebuilding, and, in the new scheme, will
be reincarnated as shops. Packing up takes me back to the early eighties, before the first phase of redevelopment,
when sharing dressing-rooms with the opera company was the way things were. At that time, I used to change
downstairs, in the big “ballet room”, a longer than wide room used by the corps de ballet and newest coryphees. It
was bright and noisy, loud voices echoing without niceties, and bare bulbs around silvered mirrors. Between
double shows it would turn into a much needed refuge, as dancers tried to snatch fragments of sleep on wicker
baskets in dank corners. Every night after the performance we had to clear away our belongings to make room for
the opera chorus, and then get them all out again next time the stage was ours. The opening of the new extension
in 1982 meant we were no longer obliged to share. There were very smart new dressing-rooms, each one with its
own shower. Not for us, oh no, but at least the old dressing-rooms, with their leaking sewage pipes and vintage
plumbing, were from that point ours alone, to enjoy to the full.
The locker clearing was a nostagia trip-and-a-half. I’ve worked at the Opera House since 1981, progressing
from the ballet room to dressing-room five (Margot Fonteyn’s old room, my dear). I’ve changed rooms four times
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in sixteen years, yet rather than throwing out the accumulated junk, I’ve simply taken it with me. Besides, there
are some things you just can’t throw away; special good luck cards, first pointe shoes ever to dance solo, odd bits
of make-up that might just “come in useful”. So my own personal dance museum has shifted rooms with me,
thrust into the back of various lockers. Tonight I managed to defer the decision again, cramming it all into a spare
blue box which will be stored across the road in 45 Floral Street until we come back into the new House. My
foraging into the rear of the locker—a rubber glove affair if ever there was one—did bring forth evidence that this
hoarding instinct is not unique to me. Wedged at the back of the shelf was a child’s drawing—“Good luck,
Mummy”—and a yellowing piece of paper folded into a tight little square. I pulled it out and opened it up to
discover a telegram to Antoinette Sibley from Kenneth MacMillan, dated 1986:
Dear Antoinette STOP Welcome back to Manon STOP Love Kenneth STOP

17th May 1997, London—Costa Mesa, California
London—Costa Mesa, California.
Yesterday was the traditional pre-tour day off, except that I spent a long day at a photographic studio shooting
pictures for the OK book. It was different, fun, but very tiring, and of course we didn’t get nearly as much done as
we hoped. Optimistically, I had thought we would be able to shoot the entire exercise section in one go, but in the
event, I think we managed a couple of stretches and a portrait. Anyway, it was the first of several shoots spread
around the company’s upcoming touring schedule. At least it broke the ice.
Today we finally flew off on tour. It looks like I will be gone for six weeks rather than two (casting still isn’t
confirmed) so I have packed accordingly. As hard as it was to leave Torje at home, I am very glad he’s there.
Leaving a house for six weeks is logistically a nightmare. Bills have to be paid and mail has to be forwarded, and
whereas in the old days you could probably explain to a bank manager that you’d be gone indefinitely, these days
it’s not so easy. You can’t stop computers doing their job, and when the appropriate date flashes up in their little
microchip memories, they send out their final demands regardless of your circumstances.
Besides, it’s so much easier to leave than to be left behind. For the traveler, there is stimulus, novelty and
adventure. For the person left, life essentially goes on in the same way, but with a very large gap. For an old timer
like me, though, touring is not so much a matter of visiting new places as revisiting old ones. Last year I was
under the surgeon’s arthroscope, having my left ankle fixed (an interior impingement, if it helps to know) after
two years of trying to pretend it might mend on its own. I missed the most novel tour schedule in years, which
included some pretty sensational journeys, like Israel to Buenos Aires via London. For The Royal Ballet, more
often than not, touring abroad means Japan and the United States, and I have stayed in this particular hotel, the
Wyndham Garden in Costa Mesa, California, no less than three times. The staff now recognise me.
“Sure is great to have you back, Miss Bull.”
There’s no doubt that I’m in California. The people here are extraordinarily polite, in a formulaic sort of way.
There are standard greetings for delivering room service, answering the phone, serving coffee and they never
vary. It’s like a record stuck in a groove, but still far, far preferable to the assortment of grunts that pass for service
back at home. Costa Mesa is a dull place, numbed into inactivity by the burning Californian sun, but the shopping
mall is great, and the theatre—run entirely on private endowments—is superb. And I have work to do. When I’m
not dancing, I’ve got a book to write.
20th May 1997, Costa Mesa, Califtrnia
I went over to the theatre for class and a dress rehearsal of Sleeping Beauty. It was the same old tour feeling,
the mixture of the unfamiliar and the old hat. Same old Tchaikovsky melodies, same steps, but new surroundings
and new faces in old costumes. The big ballets like Sleeping Beauty and Swan Lake require a certain number of
“extras”, and, whereas in London we have our regulars who crop up in every production, on tour we have to find
local actors and dance students to fill the gaps. On occasion, in countries where language and cultural differences
make this difficult, we have been known to recruit embassy staff, and I seem to recall that in East Germany we
even used members of Her Majesty’s Armed Services as “guards” in The Firebird.
Because the company couldn’t afford the luxury of getting us here a day earlier, the rehearsal and the opening
performance are both on the same day, and just hours apart. I am only in the prologue and the third act of Beauty,
so I have a long and useful gap where I am able to unpack my boxes. We all have our own way of setting up a
place in the dressing-room. Some dancers like to lay everything out on a towel, others stick photographs on to the
mirror, and some (who shall remain nameless) simply spread sideways as far as everyone else’s good nature will
allow. I don’t fuss too much about space for my make-up, but I am obsessive about shoes. I have platoons of
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thern, all neatly arranged in serried ranks; usually a choice of about six pairs for a major role, and three for a solo.
Pointe shoes are the sharks of the footwear world, the least evolved of all God’s creatures. They have barely
changed at all since 1770, when Anna Heinel padded her slippers with cotton wool and danced on pointe for the
first time, on “stilt-like tiptoe” as a critic said at the time. Pointe shoes come in “pairs”, but in reality, both shoes
are identical, with no consideration at all for the fact that we are born with left and right feet. No two pairs feel the
same, and very rarely do they feel absolutely right. The really bizarre thing about pointe shoes is that they can
seem just perfect the night before a show, and bloody awful once the overture starts. I always have a stash of
shoes on stand-by, in case the chosen pair lets me down. On tour, where we do blocks of performances and I
might have two principal roles in three days, the shoes are lined up on alert, all around the room. Woe betide
anyone who moves them. They might look the same, but they are all subtly different. Some dancers write little
comments on the sole—“good turner”, or “feels weird”—and Christina McDermott has an extremely complicated
logging system (in her native Swiss-German), but I line them up, in order of preference. The best shall be first and
the worst shall be last.
Between acts, I pop down to the wardrobe to try on some costumes which have been altered, and ask “Mother
Brown” (Michael Brown, head of wardrobe) if he knows anything about the revised casting for Don Q.
Sometimes the costume department is one step ahead of the dancers. Not this time, though, so no joy there. Only
one thing is certain—it won’t be Darcey.
But even with her problematic ankle, Darcey does a glorious performance in Beauty this evening. She
describes it afterwards as “weird, you know, fluky”, but in my experience of watching her perform over the years,
it would be weird if she didn’t dance like that.
Overheard as I was leaving the stage door (read this with an American accent):
Little girl—“Mommy, why is Darcee Boucelle such a good dancer?”
Mother—“It’s because she’s pretty on the inside and she’s doubly pretty on the outside.”

21st May 1997, Costa Mesa, California
Up early after too little sleep. Last night’s reception for the sponsors went on longer than I had hoped. I woke
up this morning at 7 a.m. and made the mistake of turning on my computer. I lose myself in writing, and at ten
minutes to twelve I dash from my room and bump into Darcey who is also rushing across the road, late for a
midday class.
The theatre has two windowless studios, one large and one small, which are pretty similar to dance studios all
over the world. Today, the girls are crowded into the smaller room upstairs. Halfway through the barre, the door
creaks open and a couple of the company staff come in and sit down. A few minutes later the same thing happens,
and then again, more and more people until there isn’t a single member of staff (ballet and administrative) who
isn’t present. I look around, trying to work out the reason for this unprecedented show of mass interest in
something as mundane as class, and spot a young girl in the corner, a “baby ballerina” whose reputation has so
preceded her that everyone wants to take a look. The term “baby ballerinas” was coined in the 1930s, as a
collective noun for Irina Baronova, Tamara Toumanova and T:ttiana Riabouchinska (respective ages 13, 14 and
15), stars of the Ballets Russes de Monte Carlo. It came back into use about ten years ago when Peter Schaufuss at
Festival Ballet (now English National Ballet) introduced a group of pre-pubescent whizz kids, among them
Trinidad Sevillano and Katherine Healy. I’m not certain of the wisdom of “forcing” talent in the same way as you
force tomatoes. There are too many examples in sports like tennis and gymnastics of young people burnt out
before they’ve fulfilled their own potential. And dance is not only about youthful vigour; it’s about artistry and the
expressive portrayal of ideas, something that can only be achieved with maturity and experience. In truth, this
young girl isn’t really a baby ballerina, although rumour has it that she’s been invited to dance at the World Ballet
Gala in Japan this, summer, a travelling circus of tricks and technique peopled only by dancers with a minimum
pirouette capacity of at least four turns. She’s a hardworking student who deserves a show of interest and she is
obviously very talented. Unable to cope with such public display at this time of the day, I leave class early and
pass two of the stage management team in the corridor.
“Oh, don’t tell me you’re going in, too?”
“Well, we thought we might …”
Ah! The scent of fresh talent has obviously permeated the entire building.
In the evening, Philip Mosley, the Equity Deputy, came over to my hotel room to ask for my help in composing
a farewell letter to Genista McIntosh. Various theories about her departure are still doing the rounds, and the press
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are now joining in the fun. One of the most far-fetched speculations I’ve heard mentioned centres around the
alleged serving of “stale and crunchy” sandwiches to the Princess of Wales. But whatever the truth, the dancers
want to write and express their thanks to her for the positive work she did during her stay. She was refreshingly
natural, business-like and extremely approachable. Especially appreciated were her low-profile appearances at
several ballet performances. Of course, previous General Directors have also patronised The Royal Ballet, but
more normally on the first night of each production, not on the fourth cast matinees. Yet Genista came to at least
two of my performances of Swan Lake earlier in the year, and I only had three. For that reason alone, I am happy
to have a hand in penning her a letter of thanks.
25th May 1997, Costa Mesa, California
Yesterday I set a new land speed record as the Bluebird in Sleeping Beauty. I do sometimes wonder what
conductors are thinking of when they play around so much with the tempo. I don’t mind a bit of variety—spice of
life and all that—but there comes a point when the choreography and the tempo can’t be reconciled, and the
dancer, always at the mercy of the beat, is forced to compromise. Needless to say (but I’ll say it anyway) this
conductor wasn’t one of ours.
Today I also broke new ground when I was applauded in the middle of a 45-second solo. The American
audiences are much more vociferous about their feelings, and today they let it be known that they liked my pas de
chats on to pointe in the “Violente” solo. It cheered me up no end as I wasn’t particularly looking forward to
switching solos. I feel much more at home in my normal variation, “Coulante”, but then I have been doing it for
about twelve years.
Tomorrow is a day off, signifying the end of week one, and the corps de ballet are desperate for a rest. Already
dancers are dropping like flies. Performing night after night, as we do on tour, is definitely more of a strain, but I
still wonder why so many of them have suffered injuries this week. There are basically two types of injury,
traumatic and chronic. The latter happen over a period of time, starting as a minor twinge and developing into a
constant source of real pain. They can often. be traced back to a technical fault. Turning the feet out, á la Charlie
Chaplin, beyond the “ten to two” position is the classic origin of several injuries in the ankles and knees.
Traumatic injuries, on the other hand, are the sudden twists and tumbles which happen without warning.
Sometimes there’s an obvious reason, like a hole in the stage or an unstable piece of scenery, but they often come
about when dancers attempt to leap around before they are properly warm. Until muscles are warmed up, they are
much less flexible, and the extremeties of classical ballet put them at risk. But most of this week’s injuries
happened during a show, so the usual rationale—insufficiently warm—doesn’t apply. I worry that they may not be
drinking enough water. It’s much hotter here than it is at home, and consequently there will be a lot more sweat
involved in an evenings work. If you don’t replace the fluid you lose through perspiration, you can very quickly
become dehydrated. Even a small amount of dehydration impairs co-ordination, and a decrease in co-ordination
increases the risk of injury. Whatever the reason, I hope they recover before Japan, or Don Q could be seriously
undermanned.
28th May 1997, Costa Mesa, California
Yesterday it was back to work, although it doesn’t feel much like work. This week the company is dancing the
Ravel triple bill, and I’m not involved. I’m obviously not a Ravel sort of dancer—don’t ask me why—so I’m
simply rehearsing, with Inaki, for the Don Quixote shows which may or may not happen. I still don’t know. It
feels strange to be out here on tour without performing. Even in California, there’s only so much shopping a girl
can do, and although I’m using the spare time to concentrate on writing, I can’t help thinking I could be doing that
at home. I find it quite difficult to focus when there is no end product. While I might be a week away from Don Q,
I could also be several years away from it. Until I get the go-ahead for the performances in Japan, it’s hard to
know just where I am, physically. Today I felt less than 100 per cent, so I didn’t rehearse at all. I’ve had a queasy
stomach for quite a while now, and while shopping for a cure in Savon Drugs, I ran into William Tuckett who has
been in bed for two days with a similar complaint. He persuaded me that what I need is not available without the
say so of a doctor, so I went back to the hotel and called for one. It meant missing a half-hour rehearsal, but with
the schedule that lies ahead (or does it?) I can’t afford to be ill.
Now that dancing is occupying less of my available brain power, I have space to ponder the situation
surrounding the House, back home. Ten days without any solid news, and my stomach starts to feel strange and
queasy again as I re-run recent events in my head and wonder where we go from here.
29th May 1997, Costa Mesa, California
The treacle of the Don Q casting thickens. It appears now that I am definitely doing the performance on June
10th, in Takamatsu, but it is still unclear just who will be dancing the opening night on June 4 th. Miyako Yoshida
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and Sylvie Guillem aren’t here, Leanne Benjamin is going home in the morning, and Darcey Bussell is off. (A
most inelegant euphemism to describe an injured dancer. It evokes images of rancid milk.) One could take an
educated guess about the casting, but one refrains from doing so; even with such apparently incontrovertible
logic, it might not be right.
And there is always the unexpected: I went in to the theatre to rehearse with Inaki, and discovered that he had
to go to the dentist this afternoon to have his wisdom teeth removed. He was able to work a little, but he wasn’t up
to trying the trickier stuff, like throwing me around and holding me above his head on one hand. What is it about
some performances? Why do they seem to be so jinxed?
This evening, with no performance to dance, I flick through the TV channels searching for something to
entertain me—anything in all fifty-two channels—and come across a face I recognise. I can’t quite place it; it has
a kind of Inspector Dalgliesh familiarity. It takes me a few minutes before I realise the face belongs to Mike
Morris, head of personnel at Covent Garden, and I am watching the American screening of The House, the
documentary television series which went behind the scenes at the Royal Opera House and laid it bare to the
nation. Despite having more stations than British Rail, American television is almost totally unwatchable, and
feeling pretty certain that this is about as good as I will find, I continue to watch. Knowing what we know now
about the House, I see the programme with different eyes, and it seems, in retrospect, to have been a clear
harbinger of the chaos that lay ahead. Towards the end of this episode, the camera switches for a nano second to a
full screen close-up of someone well known within the Opera House—it’s so brief, it’s almost a subliminal flash
—and a shriek resounds throughout the Wyndham Garden Hotel. The rest of The Royal Ballet is watching too.
30th May 1997, Costa Mesa, California
The treacle clarifies. After class this morning I bumped into Inaki, toothless but standing, who asked me, in his
best Argentinian accent,
“So, Deborah, you want to hear the good news? We’re doing the opening night together.”
Obviously the logic was incontrovertible. We started rehearsals two days ago, and we have five more days
before the curtain goes up in Toyama. Somewhere during those five days we have to cross the Pacific.
Let’s just be clear about this: Kitri is not an easy role. Don Q may not be the greatest ballet of all time, but it
still involves some pretty tough dancing; three acts of leaping around which culminate in one of ballet’s big
“show stoppers”, the Don Q pas de deux, standard fare of every fund-raising gala in the world. It’s the sort of role
which would normally take at least a month’s preparation, and here we are, the uncast and the novice, planning to
do it next week. It’s slightly ironic that from having no performances, I have been catapulted to the first night.
Now I’m not stupid; I recognise that this is a result of circumstances and not an inexplicable revival in the
fortunes of Deborah Bull, prima ballerina, nonpareil. But it is without doubt a test of resilience. Every time a
dancer is uncast in a role we have previously performed, another little fragment is chipped from our already
fragile self-esteem. It isn’t easily replaced. In fact, I’m not sure it’s ever replaced. Intellectually, I can rationalise
the fact that I hadn’t been given a performance of Don Quixote in Japan—after all, there are several casts and a
limited number of shows. But that certainly doesn’t stop the gradual diminution of my ego with a little nick here
and a little nick there. In the end, rationality has no part to play in a dancer’s self-image.
Nevertheless, ego bruised but still intact, there’s a show to do next week in Japan, and only me to do it. One of
the company asked if I have the letters MUG tattooed on my forehead, but I don’t see it that way. Call me
English, but I’ve never been one to expect the full-blown star treatment. I’m a Salieri not a Mozart, a Damon Hill
not a Michael Schumacher. I wouldn’t flounce away from the track muttering about the engine letting me down.
Like Damon in his unreliable Arrows car, I’d stay and help the mechanics push it clear. Deep breath and some
stern talking to myself and I’ll be fine.
On the strength of the rehearsal this morning, we will definitely be fine. The clock struck twelve, and off we
went, pausing only to change shoes between acts, and running the whole ballet with no problems at all.
I could feel the scar tissue start to form over the wound in my ego and I left the building an imperceptible
millimetre taller. I only made one mistake: at the point where I’m supposed to revive my lover, Basilio/Inaki, I
slapped him briskly on the cheeks. Or rather, I slapped him briskly on exactly the spot where he used to have two
wisdom teeth.
Once I had floated down off my cloud, I felt tired and tearful. I often find that supreme physical effort has that
effect. Aerobic exercise, long and sustained, releases endorphins which put you on a high. Anaerobic exercise, in
my experience, makes me want to cry. I’m sure there is an emotional element at work here as well as something
physical, but whatever the reason, I felt battered in both body and soul. I went back to my hotel room, locked the
door, ordered room service and curled up with a plate of pasta.
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Funny how life works out. I came out here thinking I would be back again in two weeks’ time, with a fortnight
at home to work on the DK book. As it turns out, I’m doing the first night of Don Q next week in Japan. The
prospect of an easy tour has vanished. …
216.154 Excerpt from Bansi O’Hara And The Bloodline Prophecy\fn{by John Dougherty (1964- )} Larne, Larne,
Scotland, United Kingdom (M) 8
1
High on a hillside, in the gray half-darkness that comes before dawn, a raven was listening.
It was listening to the sound of the wind stirring the branches of the ancient tree in which it sat; for the wind, as
it sighed and breathed and sorrowed through the boughs, was singing.
The raven was a very old bird, and it recognized the song, having heard it many times across the centuries. It
cawed harshly and shook its black-feathered wings, making itself a ragged silhouette against the cold, eerie
gloom. Then it folded itself small, as if hiding from something that was to come.
If you had been there that morning, as on the far side of the hill the first light of Midsummer’s Eve began its
slow creeping march over the distant horizon, you would have felt a magical stillness settle all around. The
whispering song of the wind became a murmuring, then a humming which would have filled your head as if it
came from inside you. The ancient standing stones that encircled the tree took on a strange glow, one which could
not entirely be explained by the coming sunrise; the grass between them seemed suddenly to grow a little,
becoming greener and brighter even in the half-light of dawn.
And a shape—which you would have sworn hadn’t been there a moment before—unfolded, like a flower
opening up, into the form of a young boy dressed in clothes the colours of shimmering flame. A small, dark,
almost human figure, difficult to make out clearly in the dim half-light, perched on his shoulder.
The boy stepped out of the stone circle. He looked down at the awakening village in the valley, and a broad
grin split his handsome face. With a sudden whoop of joy he leaped up high, higher than you have ever seen
anyone leap, twisting and turning and tumbling like an acrobat in the air.
The boy’s small companion cursed angrily. He clung desperately with his long wiry fingers, his legs flailing
and scrabbling in vain for a foothold. Then, with a yell, he fell off.
“Urggh!” he spluttered, picking himself up and spitting out a mouthful of dry earth. “I suppose you think that’s
funny!”
The boy, alighting, squatted down and looked into the little brown man’s eyes.
“Let me think, now,” he said, his own eyes glinting roguishly. “Hmmm … yep, I’d say that was definitely
funny. All the elements of a good gag. It’s well you have me here to keep you right about these things, Pogo.”
Pogo scowled angrily. Wrinkle upon wrinkle creased and crammed into the thousands already covering his
small, leathery face.
“This is no time forgames and foolishness, Tam!” he growled. “We’re not the only ones after the Blood of the
Morning Stars! You can bet your life there’ll be someone following us any moment—and it’s not just your own
life you’ll be betting, either,” he added, his face almost disappearing into the wrinkles as his frown grew deeper.
“It’s all our lives you’re wagering with your foolery. Yours, mine, Caithne’s—the lives of everyone who’s risked
the anger of the Dark Lord. And worse still—the life we’re here to protect.” Tam laughed softly.
“Listen to yourself Pogo,” he teased. “It’s all worry and the end of the world with you, isn’t it? We’ll be fine!”
“Do you not realize how important this is?” the little man hissed furiously. “How many lives depend upon it?
How the whole future of—”
“Ah, come on, Pogo,” Tam grinned. “It’s me who’s done all the work so far. I got us here safely, and ahead of
anyone else, didn’t I? It’s up to you for the next bit. You’re the expert on mortals and their ways, after all.”
Pogo glared at him.
“Hold your whisht then!” he snapped. “And hold still!” With one wiry hand, he laid hold of Tam’s hair and,
with no attempt at all to be gentle, climbed up on the boy’s shoulders.
“Now,” he continued, “get to the high ground!”
The rise of the hillside almost levelled out under the stone circle, but above it the ground rose sharply and
quickly to the top. Tam, his good humour undented by Pogo’s temper, leaped to his feet and sprinted swiftly up
the steep grassy slope with no more effort than if he were running downhill. Nearing the summit he sprang into
the air. Pogo gripped tightly, but this time there were no acrobatics. The leap brought them down perfectly on the
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hilltop.
“Hey!” Tam exclaimed in surprise, staring at his feet. “What’s this?” Pogo looked down at the hard, coarse
black surface and then at the wooden railings that almost surrounded them. '
“It’s called a … car park,” he said, concentrating. “The mortals come up here in their cars to admire the view.”
“What’s a car then?” Tam asked. Pogo ignored him.
“Quiet!” He stood, scanning the horizon all around—to the west, and the retreating shadows of night; to the
north, towards the distant mountains that blocked the sea from view; to the east, and the warm glow of the rising
sun; to the south … and then back to the south-east, where far in the distance something was moving.
“There!”
He pointed with a twig-like finger towards the long road into the valley. Tam’s sharp eyes made out a pair of
red tail-lights, miles off and moving rapidly further away.
“That, Tam, is a car.” Pogo paused, as if listening. “The car. The one that will fetch the mortal child who has
the Blood of the Morning Stars, both streams reunited at last, flowing through her veins. By nightfall, she’ll be
within reach of the gate. And it’s up to us to make sure nothing from beyond the gate reaches out and takes her,”
he added darkly. “If we’re up to the task.”
Tam clearly shared none of his small companion’s forebodings. Letting out. a triumphant yell, he bent his
knees and hurled himself at the sky. High into the air he leaped, and this time he did not come down.
His arms stretched out wide as he rose, broadening and feathering. His neck elongated; a soft whiteness
bloomed and blossomed over his head and body until—without it being possible to tell exactly how—he was no
longer a wild and handsome boy, but a magnificent swan. Pogo, legs and arms wrapped tightly round the swan’s
neck, crouched low between its wings as they took to the skies. They wheeled, sweeping in a wide arc over the
hillside, and followed the distant tail-lights.
If you had been there, watching on the hill as the swan-that-was-not-a-swan passed high over the stone circle,
you would have seen another shape—unfold in the fading shadows under the tree—a second boy, older and
crueller in appearance than Tam and dressed in dark clothes made of animal-skin. Over his shoulders was draped
a rough, hairy cloak made of a single untrimmed pelt. Its macabre hood was an empty scalp, with pricked ears and
canine muzzle, which hung gruesomely upside-down behind him and stared sightlessly at an inverted sky.
Unseen, the newcomer raised his eyes and hungrily observed the departing swan. Reaching behind him, he
grasped his hood and pulled it sharply over his head, entirely covering his face. With one flowmg movement he
drew the cloak firmly around him; it clung and enveloped him, changing and moulding and stretching, its
dangling legs tightly wrapping around his limbs. The grisly hood hardened as if within it a skull was somehow
forming, ossifying over the boy’s own face; its dead, glassy eyes suddenly gleamed with life and swivelled
chillingly as if in search of something.
A moment later you would have seen no boy at all, but a great gray wolf which raised its huge head
menacingly. For a moment longer it gazed after the swan, and then bounded from the circle in faster pursuit than
you would have thought possible.
The raven ruffled its feathers and tipped its head to one side as it watched them go.
“Bloomin’ ’eck,” it muttered to itself. “Here we go again!”
2
It was a beautiful morning. The sun shone with a gentle promise of warmth, drawing out the strong colours of
the Irish summer. Anyone walking along the narrow country road towards the sleepy village of Ballyfey that
morning could, if they were sharp-eyed and quiet, have caught a glimpse of a solitary badger returning late to its
sett. They might, had the mood taken them, have lingered to watch the glossy chestnut mare cantering across her
wide green field, or to listen to the lone thrush singing in the sycamore tree. They would probably, if they were in
no hurry, have stopped to gaze up in awe and wonder at the sight of a majestic white swan beating its solitary way
across the sky.
They would definitely, if they valued their lives, have leaped headlong into the prickly hawthorn hedge as the
dark green Morris Minor Traveller roared round the bend on the wrong side of the narrow road at a speed
something in excess of eighty miles per hour. And as they emerged again, scratched and bleeding, they might have
heard the sound of two elderly ladies screaming their heads off at each other, before the car carried them out of
earshot.
“Nora Maura Margaret Mullarkey, will you slow down?”
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“Ah, be quiet, you silly old trout!”
“Be quiet yourself, you lunatic, and slow down before you kill us both!”
“Don’t be daft, Eileen. Kill us? Sure, we’re as safe as houses with me at the wheel, and you know it.”
“Safe as houses, is it? What houses are there that’re safe with you driving around? You nearly knocked the
front room out of Michael Brennan’s in the last village!”
“Well, it shouldn’t have been there! What kind of a silly place is that to build a house, I ask you!”
“Nora, it’s been there for over four hundred years! You can’t just decide it’s in the wrong place because you
want to drive on the footpath all of a sudden!”
“Weren’t you the one who wanted us to get there in good time?”
“I’d rather get there alive, if it’s all the same to— LOOK OUT!!!”
The car screeched to a halt, its bumper inches from the side of a large black-and-white cow. The cow turned
slowly to look at them, rather like a teacher who has just caught you running in the corridors for the five
hundredth time this year and really doesn’t know if he can be bothered to tell you off again
“Moooo,” it observed. It stood idly in the middle of the road, surrounded on its other three sides by what
looked like all its friends and extended family plus a good-sized helping of distant relatives.
“Mmmoooo,” agreed a few of the others, staring at the car for a moment and then shaking their heads
sorrowfully. The car window squeaked with disgust as Nora Mullarkey wound it down and stuck her head out.
“Sean! Sean McKnight! Where are you, you daft great lump?” she yelled.
There was a wriggling movement from somewhere in the hedge and a thin, pale young man emerged, pulling
thorns from his skin and examining the fresh tears in his clothing.
“Sean!” Mrs. Mullarkey snapped. “What do you think you’re doing, messing about in that hedge when you
should be getting these cows off the road? Come on, now!” Sean blinked, brushed a few leaves and an abandoned
bird’s nest from his head, and ambled over to the car.
“Morning,” he said.
“Don’t you ‘morning’ me, you young hooligan. Leaving these cows all over the road where anyone could run
into them while you go off fooling around in hedges!” Sean grinned ruefully at Mrs. Mullarkey’s passenger.
“Morning, Mrs. O’Hara! Where might you be off to? Anywhere nice?”
“We’re just off to collect my son, Fintan, and his family from the boat. If Nora’s driving doesn’t kill us all first,
of course.” Mrs O’Hara cast a look at her friend.
“A fine thing that would be, bringing them over here from London for all our funerals!” Mrs. Mullarkey
bristled.
“Funerals, is it, Mrs. High-and-Mighty O’Hara?”
“High-and-Mighty? What do you mean by that, Nora Mullarkey?”
“What, are you going to tell me now that your family isn’t descended from the High Kings of Donegal like
you’re always crowing about, then?”
“Well, and so what if we are? Can I help it if my family has an illustrious heritage? And one that I don’t want
to see ending in little pieces all over the road in the middle of a herd of cows!”
“I stopped, didn’t I? Which is more than I can say for you, going on about your blessed High Kings of Donegal
all the time …” Sean sighed, shook his head and turned back to the cows.
“Ho, there! Come on, now!” he called, and the cattle slowly began to lumber off through the gate into the field.
Behind him, over the sound of the continuing argument, came the grind and crunch of Mrs. Mullarkey finding
first gear. He looked round to see the car leap wildly forward, roaring like some fearsome beast, and disappear
from view.
*
Bansi O’Hara could hardly contain her excitement. Granny O’Hara had visited her and her parents in London
quite often—and sometimes even came to look after Bansi when her parents’ work took them away from home
during term-time—but at ten years old this was her first trip to Granny’s house in Ballyfey, the house her father
had grown up in. She stood at the front of the ship, feeling the cold salt sea spray her face, and strained her eyes to
catch her first glimpse of Ireland. Her father, a tall, curly-haired man with rugged Irish good looks and a
permanent twinkle in his eye, leaned on the railing next to her.
“Are we nearly there yet?” he asked teasingly. Bansi tipped her head accusingly.
“Dad! Be fair! When was the last time I ever said that?”
“Oh … about five minutes ago!”
“I did not!” Bansi retorted, scandalized. “I said no such thing!”
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“Ah … no, you’re right that was me that time, too, wasn’t it?”
“Yes,” said Bansi. “And the time before that and the time before that as well!”
“No, be fair yourself the time before that was your mother … talking of whom, where’s she gone?”
“Right here!” Bansi’s mum came up behind them, blinking as the sea-breeze whipped black trails of hair
across her pretty round face. Even windswept and even in her faded denims, she somehow managed to look—as
Bansi thought of it—mischievously elegant as if her beauty refused to take itself seriously. In each slender hand
she carried a polystyrene cup of tea.
“I got this for you,” she said, offering one to her husband.
“Asha, my love, you’re an angel.” Bansi’s dad took the cup and warmed his hands on it the lines round his
eyes creasing in a smile that made him look wise as well as kindly. He glanced up as something in the sky caught
his attention.
“Now would you look at that!”
A beautiful white swan was winging its way towards the ferry. The passengers on the deck looked up,
shielding their eyes against the day’s brightness. Bansi felt her heart leap as she gazed at the creature—the
daylight danced in dazzling reflection across the water, a path to lead the swan straight to the ship—and to her.
For a moment she had the feeling of a connection, a line as intangible and yet as real as the sunlight shining on the
sea, stretching between herself and the great bird.
“That’s something you don’t see every day,” Bansi’s mum remarked. “Isn’t it lovely?”
She smiled down at her daughter; and Bansi smiled back. The swan turned and kept pace with the ship, just
low enough for the little brown man-goblin on its back to get a good view of the passengers without being
spotted.
“That’s her, Tam!” he said. 'The Child of the Blood of the Morning Stars!”
“Which one?” the swan asked. Pogo rolled his eyes.
“Don’t you know anything about mortals?”
The swan shrugged, and Pogo was thrown suddenly forwards. He cursed, flinging his arms round his
companion’s neck. .
“Watch out!” he snarled. “Right; now look and isten, so you’ll know who it is we’re here to protect. Do you
see the couple right at the bow end of the deck, looking straight at us—she, brown of skin with back hair that falls
around her shoulders; he, light, with sandy curls?”
The swan nodded, and again Pogo was jerked forward. As he clutched at its neck, he was sure he heard t
snigger.
“You do that again and I’ll boot your next egg back where it came from,” Pogo growled. “Now: those two are
the parents, each descended from one of the two Morning Stars—he from Caer and she from Avalloc. Look at the
child beside them: the slender wee girl with golden-brown skin, fairer than her mother’s but darker than her
father’s. Do you see who I mean? She has her mother’s black hair, and a face that’s strong like her da’s but much
more elfin. Can’t tell from up here which side she gets her eyes from, mind …”
“Both,” Tam said immediately. “They’re even larger than the mother’s, but the same sort of round almond
shape. The gray-green colour’s from the da, but they’re brighter than his, with a dark rim to the iris. Very
striking.” Pogo started.
“You never saw that from up here?”
“I did. I’m a puca, don’t forget. So you reckon that’s her? She’s very slight, isn’t she? I wouldn’t give her much
odds in a fight. How can you be sure she’s the one?”
“I may not have any of what you’d call magic,” the little man retorted coldly, “nor eyesight as sharp as yours
either; but I. have the instincts of my people. And I know the story of the Morning Stars, too, which is more than
it seems you do. Do you not know the story of how Avalloc fled to the ancient forests of India, and Caer to the
hills of Donegal? I’m sure, all right. She’s the one. I wish I could be half so certain he won’t get to her before we
do.”
Swans can’t smile at all, let alone grin broadly, but Tam made the best effort he could.
“How is that ever going to happen? Have a bit of sense, Pogo! Come on, admit it—we’re way ahead of him.”
Pogo snorted.
“Way ahead of him, indeed,” he muttered. “Have you forgotten, Tam? It was the Dark Lord’s magic that
discovered the child was coming within reach of the gate on Midsummer’s Eve, not Caithne’s. It’s only by sheer
luck she found out about it at all. If you ask me, we’ve been trying to catch up with him and his forces all the
way.” Tam chuckled softly.
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“Well, we’ve not only caught them up, we’ve overtaken them. So stop worrying.”
Beneath the surface of the water, a shape tracked the ship. Fluidly, relentlessly, it moved through the water like
some aquatic predator, its focus entirely on the hull that cut through the sea above it.
Had you been there to see it you might not have recognized it at first so easily did it move, so naturally did it
seem to belong in the undersea environment. You might well have taken it for some strange marine creature. Only
as you drew close would you have realized that it was a boy—a dark-haired boy with a crue, cunning face and no
apparent need to breathe. His wolfskin cloak flowed around him like the sea itsel£ as he cut through the water
more swiftly and steadily than a hunting shark.
3
Bansi and her parents leaned over the railing, watching the swan. Ahead of them the harbour was now in clear
sight, and beyond it Bansi could see hills in the distance, looking somehow wilder and greener than the ones at
home. She felt a sudden surge of excitement, so much so that she could hardly keep still, and for want of any
other release she hugged her mother tight, making her laugh.
“Tell you what, we’re a wee bit ahead,” her dad remarked, glancing at his watch. “With any luck we might
catch the earlier train and be with your granny before tea.” Bansi's mum put her hand to her mouth.
“Oops!” she said. “I forgot to tell you! Your mother phoned last night while you were in the shower, to say we
needn’t take the train. Her friend’s bringing her to pick us up … What’s wrong, love?” Bansi’s dad had gone pale.
“Which friend?”
“Mrs. … Mullarkey, I think she said. Could that be right?” Bansi’s dad sank his head into his hands and
groaned.
“What is it, Dad?” Bansi asked, grinning. Her dad’s overacting always amused her. “She can’t be that bad!”
“Ach, no, it’s not that, sweetheart. She’s very nice, Mrs. Mullarkey, in her own way. It’s just … well, she drives
like a maniac. Put her behind the wheel of a car and she goes completely barmy. They’ve had to armour-plate all
the hedgehogs in the county because of her. And the other thing is—well, your granny and Mrs. Mullarkey have
been friends since they were little girls, and they’ve somehow never lost that competitive streak that some
children have with one another …”
*
The green Morris Minor Traveller screeched into the ferry terminal car park and—its driver utterly ignoring
her passenger’s frenzied shrieking of, “Nora, you’re going too fast you’re going to hit those people WATCH
OUT!!!”—came to a surprisingly sudden halt in one and a half parking spaces. After a moment, a couple of
nervous-looking pedestrians climbed back down from the roof of the car next to it and hurried away.
“There, now! Didn’t I tell you?” Mrs. Mullarkey beamed at the world in general. “Nothing to worry about, and
we’re here in plenty of time for a cup of tea, too.”
She reached into the back of the car for her walking stick and made a great show of leaning on it to help
herself out. Not to be outdone, Mrs. O’Hara did the same, grasping the top of her stick with both hands. She
paused as she stood up, as if in pain but not wanting to complain.
Mrs. Mullarkey glared at her for a momet:lt. Then she bent over ever so slightly, as though giving in just a
little to a backache she had been heroically struggling against. Mrs. O’Hara glared back, winced, bent over just a
little more than that and began to limp off towards the terminal.
Mrs. Mullarkey groaned, crooked her back a little more and hobbled after her friend, just fast enough to
overtake her.
Less than half a minute later, the doors to the ferry terminal burst open. Two little old ladies dashed in,
hobbling rather more quickly than the average person is capable of sprinting and both groaning like a pig with an
elephant on its head. Their chins practically touching their knees, they bowled over the terminal manager and an
entire troop of scouts before screeching to a halt in a dead heat at the tea-shop counter.
Stiffly and with great ceremony, the two women gradually stood upright, pressing down on the tops of their
walking sticks. The man behind the counter slowly raised himself from the floor, where he had thrown himself in
panic.
“Can I get you anything, ladies?” he asked hesitantly. Mrs. O’Hara turned to her friend.
“You first Nora,” she said.
“Oh, no, Eileen,” Mrs. Mullarkey replied. “After you, I’m sure.”
*
Half an hour late4 just as the ferry was docking, a soft ripple spread across the water in a secluded bay not far
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from the harbour. A gull resting on the surface took off in a sudden flurry of panicking wings. Water cascading
from his form, the boy with the cruel face emerged from the shallows, inhaling deeply and hungrily but without
desperation. Quickly, he drew the hood of the wolfskin over his head and gathered the folds of his cloak around
him.
Moments later the gray wolf turned and sniffed the air.
*
“Granny!” shouted Bansi, throwing herself into her grandmother’s embrace. “Granny!”
“Careful Bansi!” laughed her mother, just as Mrs. Mullarkey was saying “Now, Eileen, you want to go easy,
there. What about your lumbago?” Bansi’s grandmother glared at her friend.
“Lumbago, Nora? Whatever gave you that idea?” She stood up, holding Bansi close to her. “I’ve never had
trouble with lumbago. It’s your own lumbago you need to be careful of.” Mrs. Mullarkey straightened up visibly,
to such an extent that behind her the terminal building appeared to be leaning over slightly.
“What do you mean, Eileen? Have you forgotten the state you were in when we got here after that long drive?
I thought you were never going to stand upright again, your back was giving you such trouble.” Granny O’Hara
bristled.
“What I remembe, Nora Maura Margaret Mullarkey, is wondering how you could see where you were going
you were so bent over. I felt quite sorry for you, so I did.”
“Sorry?” repeated Mrs. Mullarkey, outraged. “You feeling sorry for me? Oh, that’ll be the day, Eileen, that
certainly will.” Bansi looked at her father.
“Told you,” he mouthed.
A few minutes later, a party consisting of a ten-year-old girl, her parents, and the two most vertical elderly
ladies ever seen in those parts, made their way across the car park to where Mrs. Mullarkey’s old green Morris
Minor Traveller was waiting for them.
“My goodness; look!” Granny O'Hara suddenly exclaimed as a magnificent white swan flew directly overhead.
“It’s following you about, Bansi!” Asha O’Hara teased her daughter. Mrs. Mullarkey cast a sharp, enquiring
look at them both—but especially at her friend’s granddaughter.
Bansi was staring after the bird, dazed by the sudden resurgent feeling of connection that washed over her like
a wave. For a moment she felt submerged in a dream, as if the world around her was only half-real, and there was
something else beyond it that she could have reached out and touched had she only known how.
“Wakey, wakey, dreamer,” her dad teased, nudging her out of the way as he loaded the luggage into the back of
the car. “We’ve got a long old trek ahead of us.” Eileen O’Hara nodded.
“We have that, Fintan. We’ll do a bit of sightseeing on the way, just to break the journey up a bit. Make a day
of it. Provided that Nora doesn’t break all of us up on the road first with her driving, that is,” she added with a
withering look at her friend.
A minute or so later, Bansi was gritting her teeth and holding on tight as the green Morris Minor Traveller
roared out of the harbour car park. It cornered sharply, narrowly missing a couple of thankfully quite agile
pedestrians, and turned towards Ballyfey.
None of the occupants noticed the swan, far above and matching their speed perfectly.
Nor did they notice the gray wolf that tracked them stealthily across country, keeping itself well hidden from
view.
4
Night was beginning to fall by the time they neared home. Fintan O’Hara was fast asleep in the back of the car,
long legs folded uncomfortably behind the driver’s seat, head slumped awkwardly against the window. Asha
O’Hara, mirroring him, slumbered against the opposite window, her Asian good looks only slightly marred by the
trickle of dribble oozing from her open, snoring mouth. Between them, Bansi was sleeping soundly, her dreams
filled with the startlingly beautiful scenery of the day’s drive.
“It’s been a long old day for them, hasn’t it?” Nora Mullarkey remarked.
“It has that, Nora,” her friend said. “They’ll have had to get up in the middle of the night to get to the ferry in
—Look out!”
For the second time that day, the car screeched urgently to a halt. Its rear wheels skidded violently. The dark
shape in the road turned; two yellow eyes stared at them malevolently, gleaming in the headlights. Then it was
gone. The two old women looked at each other.
“What was that?” Eileen O’Hara asked shakily. Nora Mullarkey looked grim.
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“A wolf,” she said.
“Without a shadow of a doubt, that was a wolf in the road.”
Eileen O’Hara looked at her friend in amazement. She laughed nervously.
“Nora, talk sense! You know as well as I do that there've been no wolves in Ireland for hundreds of years.”
“Aye, well it was no ordinary wolf, was it? That’ll have been one of the Good People.”
“The Good … Och, Nora, not your old stories about the fai—”
“Eileen!” Mrs. Mullarkey’s voice cracked like a whip. “You will not be so foolish as to say the word! Not after
what we’ve just seen!”
“Whatever that animal was, Nora, it was just an animal, and no more than that.”
“Oh aye? There are more things in heaven and on earth than are dreamt of in your philosophy, Eileen O’Hara,
that’s for sure!”
“Well, even if your old stories were true, what”—Granny paused sarcastically—“would they be doing
wandering around here in this day and age?”
In the back seat, Bansi stirred. Somewhere in her dreams, two unpleasant yellow eyes stared unblinkingly at
her through a chilly gray mist. The sound of her grandmother’s voice came to her, as if calling her to a place of
safety, and she turned. Her heavy-lidded eyes opened sleepily and she found herself in the car, gazing drowsily
into the deepening twilight. Only half awake, she found herself looking at a great hill that rose above the lights of
the distant village. It seemed to have a light of its own; a pale shimmer that hung around it like nothing she’d ever
seen before.
“Granny,” she said sleepily, “why’s that hill glowing?”
The women looked at Bansi, and saw that she was staring blearily in the direction of Slieve Donnan—the great
hill which stood to the east of the village. The hill on which the ancient stone circle lay. The hill from which,
unknown to them, the wolf had come that morning. A hill which, as far as they could see, was not glowing in the
slightest.
“Don’t you worry about that, young lady,” Mrs. Mullarkey told her firmly. “You just go on back to sleep.
We’re nearly there now.”
She ground the car into first gear once more and moved off, uncharacteristically slowly. Bansi’s eyelids closed
again and she felt the warm blanket of sleep settle itself around her. Comfortably, she drifted off. Mrs. Mullarkey
leaned over the gear lever towards her friend.
“Maybe it’s her,” she muttered. “Maybe there’s something of the Good People about your granddaughter.”
Eileen O’Hara looked as if she’d been slapped.
“Nora! What are you saying!”
“Oh, come on, Eileen! You heard what her mother said about the swan following her! And then one of the
Good People appears before us in the guise of a wolf—and she sees a glow around Slieve Donnan, of all places!
That’s no coincidence! And on Midsummer’s Eve, too!”
“So what? You’re telling me she’s a … a changeling, is that it?”
“Or something of the sort. After what we’ve just seen, I’d bet my life on it.” Granny looked at her friend
calculatingly.
“Or your pension?”
“What?”
“Or your pension,” Granny repeated. “I’ll bet my week’s pension against yours that you’re wrong. You can do
your old eggshell test tonight—I shan’t breathe a word to her. The week’s pension goes to the winner. Which,” she
added confidently, “will be me.” Nora Mullarkey, grim-faced, glanced back at Bansi.
“You’re on,” she said. With one final look back at Bansi, she shifted gears and stamped on the accelerator.
*
High above, a ghostly white shape shadowed the car soundlessly: an owl, drifting through the gathering
twilight, unobserved from the ground. The wolf briefly broke cover again, darting across the road and
disappearing once more into the undergrowth. The owl watched without expression.
“Told you,” grumbled the little brown man who rode on its back. “Now will you listen, Tam? That’s one of
them down there, and one I don’t want to tangle with either.”
The owl hooted softly.
“Stop fussing, Pogo. I can handle him easy enough. I don’t reckon he’s a real shape-changer—more like a
skin-changer; some kind of selkie, maybe, only with wolves instead of seals. I’ve heard of such creatures, but I’ve
never seen one before. Mind you, I still say it’d be easier to take the child ourselves.” Pogo bristled.
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“It’d be easier still to go home, and let the Dark Lord have the child and do what he wants with her,” he
snapped. “But we’re not going to do that either. We’re here to protect her, nothing else.”
“Ah, talk sense, Pogo.”
“Talk sense yourself! This is the prophesied child, Tam! If the Dark Lord captures her, that’s the end—for you,
for me, for all of us who value our freedom. And that’s why we have to keep her safe—and keep her away from
the Other Realm at all costs, for now at least. That’s what was decided.”
“Aye, and I still say it was the wrong decision. Look, Pogo—no, hear me out,” Tam quickly added as Pogo
drew breath to argue. “The prophecy will be fulfilled. Sooner or later, the child has to stand on the sacred earth of
Tir na n’Óg. Why not sooner?”
“Because she’s just a child! And because now—while the Dark Lord is looking for her—the risk is too great!
The gate between this world and ours will only be open until tomorrow night. Once it’s closed again, she’ll be
safe. For now, at least.”
“Aye, and we’ll be trapped here. Maybe for decades. Pogo, you know that the gate only opens for a few days
each year, and you know this is the first time she’s ever been this close to it at one of those times. She could be an
old woman before it happens again! If we don’t take her back with us tonight—try to fulffi the prophecy
ourselves, before the Dark Lord finds her—then we’re stuck here. Do you really want that? Can you bear to live
in this terrible place, with its air half poisoned by those car things, not knowing when you’ll see your own home
again? Is that what you’re saying?”
“It was what you said, too!” Pogo snapped. “Have you forgotten? You promised, as did I, in front of Caithne
and all the others, to protect the girl until she was grown, and bring her to the Other Realm to fulfil the prophecy
only when she was old enough to make that decision herself!”
“I promised, Pogo, because you wouldn’t come with me unless I did. And without you, I’d never have found
the child in time, and the Dark Lord would have seized her. But that doesn’t mean I have to like it. I miss the
Other Realm already. This mortal world—it’s nothing compared to Tir na n’Óg …”
Pogo’s face softened a little, and when he spoke again his tone was less harsh.
“It’s a brave thing you’re doing, Tam. A few years in the land of mortals isn’t such a hardship for my kind as
for yours. But it has to be this way … no, now it’s your turn to hear me out, so listen. I know that for the prophecy
to be fulfilled, this girl must come to the Other Realm—one day. But she’s just a child. The Other Realm is no
place for mortal children. Maybe when she’s older, if you and I are able to prepare her for what she’s likely to face
there; maybe then we can ask her to come with us. But to take her now would be to put her in terrible danger and I
won’t do that.”
“Ah, we’d keep her safe, Pogo. And you’ve said it yourself—countless lives hang in the balance here. If the
Dark Lord is the one who fulfils the prophecy, it’ll be ruin for all of us. We have to stop him!”
“We are stopping him, you thickhead. If we keep the girl safe till the gate closes once more, he can’t get to
her.”
“Aye, and then we’re trapped here; and maybe when the gate reopens he’ll send someone else after her
anyway. Or maybe that one down there in the wolfskin is under instructions to stay here and watch her if he can’t
get her straight away. There’s so many maybes, Pogo; but if we take the girl now, and fulfil the prophecy
ourselves before he can get to her, then he’s lost and the Other Realm is saved.”
Pogo scowled.
“The decision’s been made, Tam, and it’s not ours to change. We agreed it with all the others, in case you’d
forgotten. With me, you stood before Caithne and all her company, the whole fellowship of the Sacred Grove, and
you promised.”
“Only because we needed you to find the girl, and you said you wouldn’t do it unless we did it your way!”
“No! Because I said I wouldn’t be party to kidnapping a child! And that still stands, whatever happens!” Pogo
glared down at the top of the owl’s head.
“We stick to the plan, Tam—however long it takes. We’re here to protect her, not to steal her away. And when
she goes back home across the sea, we go with her, and watch over her and try to prepare her for the future. All
right?”
A change in movement, far below, caught Tam’s eye.
“They’re pulling up at a house.”
“Do you see the wolf?”
“No. He’ll be somewhere around, I don’t doubt.”
“Right, Tam. You stand guard outside. I’ll go in and keep watch over the girl.”
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“Hold on tight, then. Down we go!”
Like a silent white thunderbolt the owl dropped towards the earth, watched from the night shadows by two
cold yellow eyes. …
223.115 1. Any Girl Can Be A KandyKiss Girl! 2. Free Spirit 3. Never Give A Sucker … 4. Eau de Toilette 5. The
Spectator 6. A Place In The Sun: Six Short Stories\fn{by Joanne Michèle Sylvie Harris (1964- )} Barnsley, South
Yorkshire, England, United Kingdom (F) 9
1
Her full name is Dolores CandyKiss. Dolly for short; or Lolly; or Lo. It helps to put a name to your typical
consumer; it gives you the impression that you’re designing for a real person rather than some market-generated
product with no dreams and no personality. Because CandyKiss (that’s our fashion house) is all about personality.
That’s what makes my own range so popular (I design for Dolly, the youngest of our CandyKiss girls); it makes
the consumers identify with her, love her—maybe even envy her a little. Of course I’m just one of her designers,
one of many in Dolly’s SummerScandals range; but even so I feel I know her—love her—intimately.
Her features are unclear. She could be blonde. On the other hand, she might be a brunette or a redhead. We try
not to project too much visually, as we always say, there’s a CandyKiss outfit for every girl, whatever her shape,
size or coloring. Instead, we concentrate on Lifestyle and Personality, the two strands that have made CandyKiss
the leading youth designer of the decade.
Dolly’s an independent, feisty, modern miss. She knows what she wants, and isn’t afraid to ask for it; and the
new summer fashions reflect this. Cropped tops, sexy slogans and audacious contrasts (leather and lace, rubber
and chiffon) are worn over pelmet skirts and hot pants in a sexy take on urban retro.
She isn’t afraid of her feelings; one moment a siren, the next a naughty little girl, she uses here clothes to
express her innermost self. Plunging necklines gets a modern twist in burgundy leather or gold chain mail; and
this season’s new-look silver bondage boots provide a witty throwback to the glorious days of sci-fi glamour. But
Dolly has a sense of humor, too. She enjoys original pairings (white topless mididress with fur trim, matched with
green booties with “Lips” detail), ironic post-feminist slogans (I’m proud to say that my very own design, the
SCREW ME, YOU UGLY SON OF A BITCH T-shirt sold out in a single day), and for parties, she likes the all-out,
no-holds-barred glamour-puss look, with its cinched waists, embroidered crotchless denims and figure-hugging
neoprene sheaths in flesh pink, black or tangerine.
Of course, we have had our share of critics. But there has always been an element of revolt in the fashion
world; and today’s avant-garde is only the vintage classic of tomorrow. The popularity of the Dolly range speaks
for itself; already last year’s pink rubber minidress (that was one of mine, you know) is being hailed as a
collector’s piece, and the witty range of accessories—bags, boots, scarves and panties all sporting the CandyKiss
logo (pink lips sucking on a red lollipop)—has appeared to rave reviews in Rogue, Huzzah and Girlz4Us!
But I do find the criticism of our design ethos particularly, personally hurtful. The grotesque caricature of
Dolly, the CandyKiss mascot (said the Guardian in September) is especially vile. A plastified, cynical little
madam in her designer wear and crisp pling shoes, she represents everything that is loathsome about today’s
youth: the loss of innocence, the loss of beauty, and, most of all, the loss of dignity.
Now that hurts. It really does. Because I love my Dolly. I love all our CandyKiss girls, and my great pleasure
is to imagine new and delightful things in which to allow them to express themselves. The adult world will always
be contemptuous of the tastes of the younger generation; it feels threatened, both sexually and emotionally, and
this fever of hate and resentment toward my poor Dolly and her siblings shows to what extent this threat has been
perceived. Of course they think she’s too young. The voice of adulthood, seeing a lovely young thing clad in our
striking designs, yawps in alarm. You can’t go out in that! The voice of envy, repeated over generations.
At CandyKiss, however, we listen to the consumer, not her parents. We know her frustrations, her desire for
revolt. That’s why the SummerScandals range—my own baby, and one I’m very proud of—will revolutionize the
youth market around the world. Logo’d strings in lime or fuchsia, T-shirts with our new SEXY BUT SHY
slogans, trendy matching boots and clever one-pieces in the classic CandyKiss print will form the firm basis for a
collection that will, I hope, at last propel me into the big league. Because Dolly, as much as I love her, is ony the
beginning. Her siblings (Lolly and Lo, from our sister range) have far fewer restrictions in terms of size and
design, and if I can manage to get myself promoted into Lolly—or even Lo—then I can really spread my wings.
Dolly’s such fun, you know, and such a challenge; but I really think a man like me is wasted on babywear. Just
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give me a chance at preteen or eleven plus, and I’ll show you what I can really come up with.
2
You’ll never tie me down. I’m a free spirit. I go wherever the wind takes me. Last night it was Paris, by the
banks of the Seine. She’d been sleeping under a bridge; she was sixteen, dog-tired; beautiful. Tinfoil and spent
needles littered the floor around her bed. I knew at once that she was the one. Her long river-colored hair trailed
across the greasy bricks; here eyes were closed. She made small, introspective sounds as I touched her; her skin
mottled; her eyelids flickered. Sometimes she seemed ready to speak, but there was no need for words between
us. We were already too close for that. Her fists clenched; she clawed the air; her neck and her pale arms
blossomed. She was slight and lovely with fever.
It was quick; that’s the only drawback with these short affairs. In less than twenty-four hours it will be over.
But the wind keeps on blowing; a scrap of tinfoil from under our bridge escapes in an updraft and is carried up
over the Point-Neuf and over I’lle de la Cité to descend in a shower of confetti on the steps of a church where a
young couple poses, smiling for a photographer.
Choices, choices. Who will it be? The bride? The groom? More interesting to me are the guests; the teenage
boy with a scattering of herpes simplex around his sullen mouth, the grandmother with her caved-in face and
hands knotted beneath her white gloves. They are all beautiful to me: all equally worthy of my attention. I leave
the choice to the scrap of tinfoil; there’s poetry in that. It spins, whirls. Faces lift to the sky. For a second it
brushes the lips of the balding man, a second cousin with a flat, impassive face who stands slightly apart from the
others. Him, then. I follow him home.
His flat is on the Marne-la-Vallée line; small and obsessively clean, the flat of a man who has no friends. There
are no beer cans discarded beside the sofa, no dirty dishes stacked in the sink. Instead there re books: scientific
manuals, medical dictionaries, anatomical charts. This man gargles with Listerine four times a day and his
bathroom cabinet is filled with the paraphernalia of the hard-core hypochondriac.
Not that I mind; in a way it appeals to me. This is a man who does not understand the nature or the extent of
his own desires; beneath his prissy exterior, his obvious fear, I sense his secret longings. Besides, I enjoy a
challenge.
Once again, there is no need for words. He is irrationally afraid of me, and yet he welcomes me with
something approaching relief; as if he has been awaiting just this moment. There is a desperation in his resistance
which gives spice to our meeting, and when finally the barriers are broken, he responds even more quickly than
the girl, who was already weakened by hardship and encroaching pneumonia.
But I can’t be tied down. Twenty-four hours is all I can give him, and already I sense that our wildly opposite
natures are causing problems. He wants intimacy; to stay in bed all day with the television on and cool drinks by
the bedside. I’m a social animal; I need contact to survive. I’m, already beginning to miss the nightlife, the clubs,
the busy heat of Paris. I escape when he is asleep, the moment the cleaning woman comes to look over the flat.
She is all unsuspecting; she peers over him cautiously (it is past twelve) as if to check him for fever.
“D’you want me to call a doctor?” she queries, then, when he does not answer, she shrugs and gets on with her
work. That’s all I need. I escape unnoticed, the brush of here hand the only contact between us.
H The cleaning woman is old but tough. She lives near Pigalle. It’s my favorite part of Paris: bright, ugly and
seething with life. She takes me to the Sacré-Coeur, where she prays and I prey, passing from tourist to tourist and
running voluptuously over the well-fingered stonework. The air here is hot with incense; from here penitents will
wander down the Butte de Montmartre into Pigalle below, where the whores and the rent boys congregate and the
strip clubs are just beginning to get busy.
I’d like to stay with the cleaning woman, but life’s just too short. There are hundreds—thousands—of others
out there waiting for me. I pass quickly from one to another; a nun gathering alms at the door of the basilica
collects more than she bargained for; the old gentleman who gives her a hundred-franc note receives an
unexpected handful of change; later, that night, a lad who swears he is fourteen will meet us both in the dark
archway of a closed Métro station, and after that the young lad (who is really nineteen and doing good business)
will take me to a club, where I shall mingle freely among the revelers, dipping into drinks, sharing cigarettes,
touching flesh and enjoying the warm, damp air.
They are all equal to me: young, old, healthy or corrupt, male or female. Twenty-four hors is all I can ever give
them, but in that time I give them my all. Who next? And where? Will it be a needle, a kiss, a lost coin picked up
from the streets and carried home? Will it be a cube of sugar in a crowded café or the gleeful tramping of a fly in a
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patisserie window or the furtive hand of a pervert on the Métro or windblown dust sticking to a child’s lollipop?
Whatever it is, I’ll be there. You may not see me; I won’t speak a word. But all the same, you’ll be mine. We’ll be
closer than lovers, you and I; tighter than DNA. Nothing will mar the perfect physicality of our relationship: no
quarrels, no seduction, no lies. You will give me your self, and I will give you mine, entirely. For a while.
And afterward, I’ll take to the road again. No regrets. Maybe I’ll go to America, in a crowded, air-conditioned
plane. Or to England, by the Tunnel. Or maybe back to Africa, or Asia, or Japan. I’ll see the world ten times over.
I’ll meet millions of people. That’s why I don’t stay anywhere long. You can’t tie me down. I’m, a wanderer. A
traveler. A party animal. I’m a free spirit, and I go wherever the wind takes me.
3
I’ll tell you this for nowt. The vampire business id\s dead and buried. Not just back in Whitby, though that’s
where the rot started, and not from lack of public interest—quite the opposite. They tell me it’s because demand
exceeds supply. At last we’ve fallen prey to market forces, given in to pressure on us to conform, to modernize, to
present the right kind of image to the customer.
Take me. Reggie Noakes. Seventy-five years in the trade and ousted by market forces. Nothing personal,
Reggie, old love, they tell me. You don’t fit in anymore. You’re just the wrong sort of vampire.
Take my face. Round and ruddy, the face of the Grimsby fishmonger I once was. Take my short legs and the
fatal sag of my gut. In the old days none of that would have mattered. You were glad to go unnoticed. But these
days we’ve got to fit in with the image. The Victorian streets. The fog. And with the new generation of punters
walking about in black lipstick and leather, lurking around graveyards in the hope of a glance at one of us, you
can’t even tell the difference anymore between the living and the undead. It isn’t healthy. All the same, everyone
can’t be poncing about in black capes and fangs ranting about unholy ecstasies and nameless dreads. Look blood
funny if they did.
I’m making no apologies for going native. It’s easy in this place. Lots of people passing through. No one
asking questions. Still, even when I retired here I sometimes wondered whether Whitby wasn’t a bit upmarket for
me. It should have been Blackpool right from the start. Noisy, jolly Blackpool, with its arcades and fish shops (I
still enjoy a bit of breaded cod once in a while) and its pleasure beach cram-packed with lovely, warm sweating
bodies all sweltering happiness and rage and jealousy and hunger just like mine. Well, you know, it’s never been
blood that really counted for me. I’ve never liked it that much, to tell the truth, and it’s a bugger trying to get any
when you’re fat and balding and no virgin would look at you twice. But get me in a crowd and I’m happy. A touch
here, a taste there. Nothing much. Not enough to kill, Skimming it off gently, like froth from a pint. Some girl
screaming on the Big Dipper. Her boyfriend, all itchy fingers, his mind elsewhere. Two lads fighting outside a
pub. It’s all of life out here, teeming life, and that’s why I’m here now on the pier, sipping my frothy lager and
waiting for a nice warm family to drain of their life, their energies.
I can see one coming now, a foursome. Two kids with round, healthy faces, one eating a chip butty, the other
an ice cream. The parents: her peeling and pink with sunburn across plump shoulders, him in string vest and
baseball cap. They can spare a bit of that for me, I tell myself. They’ve got plenty.
It’s an old drill and I’ve got it pat. As they pass by me near enough to touch, I half turn, overbalance and drop
my can. The frothy lager splashes Mother’s shell top and Father’s trouser turn-ups.
“Sorry, love. I’m sorry.”
I make as if to pick up the can and get in range of the two kids. I can smell them; chip fat and chewing gum
and life. Mother brushes herself off.
“Yer daft bugger,” she says.
I pretend to steady one of the kids. He’s warm and squirming. I try for a bit of the old avuncular and nudge in
closer.
“Don’t you fall over that rail, me lad. Sharks’ll have yer!”
Spot on. I should be able to feel it now, the rush of energy from the boy, the life racing into me through him.
Instead, nothing. I feel strange, suddenly tired. It must be the lager. Unsteadily I pat the lad’s head, feeling the
sunny curls beneath my fingers. Concentrate. It’s life I need from him, hot life, marbles and bubble gum,
conkers\fn{Horse chestnuts; buckeyes} and cigarette cards. Secrets whispered in alleys to his best friend. His first
bike. His first kiss. I brace myself for the rush.
Nowt.
Mother looks at me sideways. I try to smile, but it comes out lopsided and I almost fall over. It feels like
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drunkenness, a drained feeling, as if the expected charge has turned against me, sucking at my bones. The boy
smiles and I see him clearly for a moment, lit up by a red slice of neon from a nearby arcade, his face glowing, his
eyes huge and luminous.
Mother bends over me and I can smell her scent, like roses and frying and the stuff she uses to keep here
hair in place all mixed up together and hot, hotter, hottest … I can’t help it. I reach for her, gasping, starving,
breathless and suddenly freezing cold.
“Help me,” I whisper.
“Yer daft bugger,” she says again. Her voice is light and without sympathy. Father is coming to join her, his
shoes ringing slow, effortless strides across the pier. Her arms are soft and scented, tiny beads of sweat caught in
the peachy hairs on her fat pink forearms. The world grays out for an instant. Her voice is thick and treacly, like a
woman speaking through a mouthful of cake, and I now think I can hear amusement in her flat tones.
“Leave him, Father,” she says. This un’s no bloody good.”
As I watch their retreating backs the cold begins to recede. The world brightens a little and I can sit up. I feel
as if I’ve been punched in the mouth. But the four of them are shining, haloed by the pleasure beach lights. A little
girl holding an ice cream cone looks at me as she skips by. I can smell the same hot reek from her skin, the same
promise of life. Looking at her from the boars, I try to reach out, feeling my fingers tingling at her closeness. Heat
bakes from her. Life. I’m faint with the need for her. And yet I withdraw in spite of my hunger, suddenly scared
by her vitality, her innocent greed. In my weakened state I feel she could freeze me bloodless without even
knowing it.
Punters pass me by without a glance. They are wholesome, noisy, red-faced, parting around me to merge again
into a hot river. In my time among the narrow streets and the Whitby fogs I’ve almost forgotten how healthy the
living can be. And yet there’s something about them all, a kind of family resemblance. Something a little too
bright, too glowing to be real. I remember the old familiar holidaymakers in Whitby, the thin young people in
black, their sad, strained faces, their grayness, their dull expressions. None of these people are dull, all of them
touched with a luster I begin to recognize …
The ruddy complexions. The sagging waistlines. The open faces. The brimming illusion of life.
So this is where they go, the wrong sort; pushed here by market forces. This is where they belong, among the
bright lights and the arcades, the fish shops and roller coasters. Indistinguishable from the real thing. Better, some
might say. Never dying, never changing: cheery holidaymakers on a trip that never ends.
Slowly I pick myself up and head back through the crowd that gluts the pier. Heads turn to follow me. Delicate
fingers flutter against my skin. Dimly I wonder how many of them there are, by how many they outnumber the
living. Ten to one? A hundred? A thousand? Or are they now so many that they prey on one another, bloodlessly,
greedily, shoulder to shoulder in rough, grinning comradeship?
The lights of the pleasure beach are as gaudy as a fisherman’s lure skipping across the dark water. Life, they
promises. Heat and life. Too weak to wander far from that distant hope, I make my way wearily back toward
them, trying not to meet myself along the way, just another sucker slouching back down the long, dark road to
Bethlehem.
4
It wasn’t until I came to court that I realized how much rich people stink. If anything, the rich more so than the
poor; in the country, at least, we have less excuse for not washing. Here, to have a bath is to disrupt everything:
the water must be heated, then carried up to the room with sponges, brushes, perfumes, towels and countless other
impedimenta; not to mention the bath itself—cast iron and heavy—which must be brought out of storage, cleaned
of rust, then dragged by footmen up countless flights of stairs to Madame’s boudoir.
There she waits, en déshabillé. Her saque is of pink lustring, with ribbons of the delicate coral hue so popular
this season, which ladies of fashion call soupir étouffé. Beneath it, her corsets are gray with sweat and ringed,
rings within rings, like the severed trunk of a very old tree.
But Madame is wealthy; her household boasts so much linen that her maids need wash it only once a year, on
the flat black stones of the laveraie, by the bank of the Seine. It is September now, and the linen room is only half
full, even so, the growling musk of Madame’s intimates carries up the steps, across the corridor and into the
morning room, where even four vases of cut flowers and a hanging pomander fail to mask the stench.
Nevertheless, Madame is a famous beauty. Men have written sonnets to her eyes, which are exceptional, so I
am told. The same cannot be said of her rotten teeth, however, or indeed of her eyebrows, which are fashionably
shaven, being replaced by mouse-skin replicas, stuck with fish glue to the center of her forehead. Fortunately the
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smell of the fish glue is slight, compared with the rest, and does not disturb here. Why should it? Monseigneur
uses the same aids to beauty, and he is one of the most highly regarded gentlemen of fashion of the court. The
king himself (no rose garden, His Majesty) says so.
While Madame awaits her bathwater, she peers at herself with some anxiety in the gilded mirror of her
chamber. At twenty-two, she is no longer young; and she has noticed a diminution in the number of her admirers
this last season. Monseigneur de Rochfort, her favorite, has been most distressingly absent; worse still, there have
been rumors that he has been seen twice recently in the company of La Violette, an opera dancer from Pigalle.
In the mirror, Madame scrutinizes her fading complexion. She feels concern for her loss of bloom, and
wonders what might have caused it. Too many balls, perhaps, or a disappointment in loge; beside, it is well known
that water is dreadfully injurious to the skin. With care, she applies a little more white lead to her dimpled cheek.
Now for the pounce box; shaking out powder onto a goose-down houppe, she dusts her face and cleavage. A
little rouge, perhaps—a very little, for she does not want to be accused of trying too hard—and a patch or two. La
Galante, and—yes, why not?—La Romance applied with a fingertip and glued with the same fish glue that
secures her mouse skin eyebrows.
It will do. It is perhaps not perfect; Madame is too distressingly aware of the fine lines between her eyes, and
of that area of scaly, reddened skin against her powdered breast. Thank the Lord, she thinks, for his gift of
cosmetics—and of course, the collar of rubies she plans to wear for tonight’s ball should hide that patch of
ringworm nicely.
“Jeannette!” Madame is getting impatient. “Where is the hot water?”
Jeanette explains that Marie is heating it in the kitchen, and promises to have it soon. She has brought
Madame’s little pug, Saphir, with her in the hope that in the meantime he may amuse Madame, but Madame is
petulant. Where is her dress? She asks. Has it been brushed and pressed? Is it ready for tonight’s event?
Jeanette assures her that it is.
“Then bring it, bring it, you silly girl,” snaps Madame, and five minutes later the creation is brought in. Two
maids are needed to maneuver it through the door, for it is heavy even without the wicker panniers over which
Madame will wear it. The skirt is made of crimson brocade, embroidered all over with gold thread, and Madame
will wear it over a great hoop and an underskirt of dark gold. Thanks to the panniers swinging at her hips, she will
dance with the undulating grace of an Eastern courtesan, and all her admirers—especially Monseigneur de
Rochefort—will gasp and stare in desire and admiration.
But the confection is heavy, weighed down as it is with fully four livres of gold thread, and Madame’s shoes
are chopines in the Venetian mode, designed more for effect than for practicality, with platforms that raise her
modest height to an altitude verging on the queenly. Her skirt has been made extra long with this problem in
mind; and the ingenious stool-like device concealed inside the left pannier allows her to sit down discreetly, on
occasion, if the platform shoes become too uncomfortable.
I know, too (for nothing is secret to one in my humble position), that the stool device plays a double role;
suspended on a hinge mechanism that allows it to be pushed into the pannier or pulled out as and when required,
it also harbors a chamber pot, so that Madame need not squat ungraciously in the bushes (or worse, piss into her
rolled stockings), and may dance the night away with one of her several lovers without anxiety.
“Jeannette, the bath!”
Poor Janette is working hard; the bath will take fifty or more of the cans of water, and Madame likes it quite
full. But the other maids are working too; one to bring out Madame’s collection of fans for approval; the other
three on tonight’s coiffure.
In the style of all truly elegant ladies, Madame’s head has been shorn bald. Instead, she will wear a wig of
regal proportions and truly original design. No dowdy Chien Couché or outmoded Vénus shall adorn her head;
this headpiece, decorated with plumes and stuffed with horsehair, is fully three feet high. Gray powder will give it
a final touch of elegance; but although it is strongly scented with musk and attar, beneath the perfumes it still
smells noticeably of mice. I doubt whether Madame will notice this, however. The combined stench of stale
underthings, old sweat, fish glue and the contents of the piss pot concealed inside the panniers of her gown should
already make for a pungent mixture.
Still, angered now at Jeannette’s lateness, she awaits the bath. Saphir, too, is growing impatient, and yaps and
growls at the maids as they set about their business aiding Madame in her selection of fans. She has a large
collection of ivory, of plumes or of cunningly painted chicken skin. These smell particularly vile—the armoire in
which Madame keeps them stinks like a henhouse. Madame seems not to notice; on my advice, she selects a fan
of crimson and gold to match here gown, and dreams pleasantly of the billets-doux she will receive at the ball.
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Perhaps young Monseigneur de Rochefort will deliver one, in a nosegay or a napkin; he has been so willful of
late, transferring his attention from one lady to another, but tonight Madame feels sure that she will conquer.
“Jeannette, the hot water!”
Such a bore; but it must be done. Once every six months is not such a terrible burden, and besides, in a few
hours the young men will begin to call, and Madame must be ready to receive them. She considers her legs. The
blisters have almost vanished from her last attempt at singeing, and the hairs, though dark, are few. Madame uses
a pair of tweezers to remove them; it may be that she will accept to stroll in the garden with Monseigneur de
Rochefort, and everyone knows that a lady should never contemplate a gallantry with hairy legs.
“Madame? The bath?”
Poor Jeanette is sweating. It has taken her more than forty minutes o drag the cans of water upstairs. The bath
is still warm, though by now not hot, and I have already scented the water with stephanotis and chypre. It takes
both of us some time to immobilize Saphir, who barks and struggles and tries to bite, but before long he is
immersed in the lukewarm water and Jeannete can begin with the brush.
Meanwhile, Madame makes the finishing touches to her toilette, and sits rapt before her reflection in the
mirror. Surely this time Moseigneur de Rochefort will be enamoured. Behind her, Jeanette and I struggle to
envelop Saphir in a towel. A touch of violet essence seems to enhance, rather than mask, the reek of wet pug.
All the same, I think as I dust myself down, I must consider myself privileged to serve such a beautiful and
fashionable lady. I am more than aware that my own sensibilities are somewhat bizarre, my sensitivity to smells
verges on the monstrous, and that combined with my country upbringing means that I cannot—however much I
may wish it—find the ladies (or gentlemen) of the court to my taste. One day, God willing, I may find them so.
For the moment, however, I have my duties to perform. I am Madame’s parfumier: Monsiegneur de Chanel, at
your service.
5
Every weekday morning at ten-thirty, Mr. Leonard Meadows would put on his overcoat, his red scarf and his
ancient triby hat and set out on his daily constitutional. Past the corner shop, where he would buy a copy of the
Times—and, occasionally a quarter of Murray Mints or Yorkshire Mixture—past the deserted churchyard with its
lopsided gravestones and thick wreaths of hemlock and trailing convolvulus; past the charity shop where he
bought most of his clothes; across a main road blaring with traffic; through the small wood where he used to walk
his dog and into the lane which bordered onto the school playing fields. He wore trainers for the walk, as much
for comfort as for discretion, and if the weather was fine, he would sit on the wall for twenty minutes or so and
observe the children at play before turning back through the wood in the direction of Dare’s café and his usual
buttered toast and pot of tea.
Today, in late October, the sun was shining, and there was a smoky sweetness in the air like falling leaves. One
of those perfect days of which the English autumn has so few, sun-warmed like an apricot, tangled with
blackberries, crunchy as cornflakes underfoot. Here by the playing fields it was quiet; a dry-stone wall at the edge
of the trees marked the boundary, and beyond it the grass was still summer-sweet and freckled with daisies,
rolling gently down a soft incline toward a square brick building shining mellow in the sunlight.
Ten fifty-five. In five minutes, he told himself, it would be break-time, and children would shoot from the
school’s four doorways like fireworks—red, blue, neon green—hair flying, socks at half-mast, voices raised and
soaring like kites into the soft golden air. Twenty minutes of break-time: of freedom from rules and constructions;
of fights and bloody noses; treasures lost and bartered; outlaws and heroes and whispered rebellions and
shrieking, dappled, grubby-kneed bliss.
Once Mr. Meadowes had himself been a teacher. Thirty years in the classroom, in the smell of chalk and
cabbage and mown grass and socks and wood polish and life. Of course, in this year of 2023 there were no more
teachers—after all, computers were far safer and more efficient—but the school still looked so familiar, so real in
the sweet October light that he could almost ignore the chain-link fence that reared mightily above the little wall
and ran all the way around the playing field, the lightning bolt electrification symbol and the lettered warning—
School—No Unaccompanied Adults—bolted to the post.
But Mr. Meadowes was remembering his own classrooms the scarred wooden floors stained purple with ink
and polished to a lethal gloss by generations of young feet; the passageways soft with blackboard dust; the flying
staircases of books; the graffitied desks with their furtive slogans; the crumpled worksheets, confiscated
cigarettes, copied homework, arcane messages and other forgotten artifacts of that lost and long-ago state of
grace.
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Of course, it wasn’t really like that, nowadays each pupil had a workstation with a plastic desktop, a voiceactivated monitor, an electronic pen and a computer-generated tutor with an ageless and intelligent face (a
prototype selected from thousands of designs by the Center for Generational Awareness to inspire confidence and
respect). All lessons were taken from the workstation—even practicals were performed under virtual conditions.
In the barbaric old days, children had been scalded by steam during poorly supervised cookery lessons; acidburned in chemistry; had their bones broken in various sports; skinned their knees in concrete playgrounds; and
were bullied and victimized in countless ways by their human teachers. Nowadays, all children were safe. So safe,
in fact, that sightings had become quite uncommon. And yet they still looked much the same as he remembered,
thought Mr. Meadowes. They sounded the same. What, then, had changed?
Mr. Meadowes was so deep in his thoughts that he did not notice the sound of a security van approaching
along the lane, or hear the recorded alarm signal—Children! Danger! Children!—as it clattered toward him. It
was only when the vehicle stopped right in front of him, its turret light strobing, that he saw it and was startled
from his thoughts.
“Don’t move! Stop right there!” said a metallic voice from inside the van.
Mr. Meadowes took his hands out of his pockets so fast that his bag of sweets spilled out, scattering across the
lane like colored marbles. Beyond the chain-link fence, the children were coming quietly out of the school
buildings in twos and threes, some huddled over electronic GameSets some glancing curiously at the security
vehicle with its illuminated turret and the old, old man in the battered trilby hat with his hands raised and his
palms outstretched like an actor in one of those old films where everyone was in black and white, and men on
horseback held up stagecoaches and Martians stalked the barren lands with death rays at the ready.
“Your name?” demanded the vehicle stridently.
Mr. Meadowes told it, keeping his hands clearly visible at all times.
“Business or profession?”
“I’m—a teacher,” admitted Mr. Meadowes. There was a whirring sound from inside the vehicle.
“No business or profession,” said the metallic voice. “Marital status?”
“Er—I’m not married,” said Mr. Meadowes. “I did have a dog, but—”
“Unmarried,” intoned the vehicle. Though the robot voice was completely uninflected, Mr. Meadowes seemed
to hear a kind of disapproval in the word.
“Can you explain to me, Mr. Meadowes, your purpose in loitering outside a clearly marked restricted area?”
“I was just walking,” he said.
“Walking.”
“I like to walk,” explained Mr. Meadowes. “I like to watch the children playing.”
“And have you ever done this before?” said the machine. “This walking and watching?”
“Every day,” he replied. “For fifteen years.” There was a long, hissing silence.
“And are you aware, Mr. Meadowes, that personal contact (including physical, audiovisual, virtual or
electronic) between an unsupervised adult and a child or Young Person (that being defined as any person under
the age of sixteen) is strictly prohibited under the terms of clause 9 of the Generations Act of 2008?”
“I like to hear their voices,” said Mr. Meadowes. “It makes me feel young.”
The silence from the machine was somehow even more damning than its toneless voice. Mr. Meadowes
remembered a rumor (from the old days, before the things had become so familiar that no one even noticed them
anymore) that the security vans were controlled remotely from a central computer—and without the input of a
single human operative.
“Surely there can’t be any harm in that,” he said helplessly. “I mean—don’t we all enjoy watching children at
play?” There came a new sound from inside the vehicle and a door opened, revealing a metal-paneled interior.
“Get in, please,” ordered the robotic voice.
“But I haven’t done anything wrong,” protested Mr. Meadowes.
“Get in, please,” repeated the voice.
Mr. Meadowes hesitated for a moment, then entered the van. It was a small, dark metal box with a tiny window
of reinforced glass, a bench in the middle and a grille set into the back panel to protect the operating system.
“Now if you had a child of your own—” said the voice, and Mr. Meadowes realized that, after all, there was a
man in the driver’s seat on the other side of the grille; a man with a microphone and an electronic clipboard who
looked at him with disgust and a furtive kind of pity before turning back to the controls.
The door closed softly. The vehicle set off again along the lane, and the light that filtered through the grille was
freckled and golden, and the man in the driver’s seat did not turn round again, even when Mr. Meadowes
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addressed him.
“Where are we going?” asked Mr. Meadowes at last.
“To the center for Research on Generational and Psychosexual Maladjustment.”
They passed down the lane and through the little wood; across the main road where his dog had been run over,
eighteen months before; past the streets of identical terraced houses—his own among them—and the arcades of
identical trees. They drove right out of the city, along a broad, sweeping expressway lined with multicolored
billboards behind which, every now and then, Mr. Meadowes glimpsed the familiar and all-engulfing concrete
rubble of the wastelands.
A few minutes later, they passed a row of derelict buildings. A church—closed now for safety reasons, like all
others—an old flat-screen cinema; a couple of bookshops; the remains of a park with swings and a bandstand; and
at the end of the row, a large and still lovely building of soot-mellowed stone bearing the faded sign:

St. Oswald’s Grammar School for Boys: 1890-2008
“That’s my school,” said Mr. Meadowes as they passed.
In silence, the van rushed on.
6
I’m not greedy. Really I’m not. That’s all I want: a place in the sun; a nice patch, six by four; room for a towel,
cosmetics bag, suntan lotion, deck chair. Hot sand, rolling surf; designer sunglasses; that magical scent of salt and
coconut. Platinum Sands, the call it: the Beach of Beaches; the ultimate in solar pleasure. And it is; real palm trees
to hide the perimeter fence; filter nets to discourage unwanted visitors; air purifiers for year-round freshness; and
those twin watchtowers, staffed by A-grade coastguards, to ensure that the exacting standards of Platinum Sands
are upheld at all times.
The zone is completely litter-free, of course (any infraction results in automatic downgrading). Weeds, stones
and beach life are painstakingly screened, examined and, if necessary, removed. Authenticity is encouraged to a
certain degree, though not at the expense of aesthetics. After all, Loveliness is both the duty and the privilege of a
platinum cardholder, and it is the responsibility of the management to maintain his/here exacting standards.
I appreciate all that. More than that, I approve wholeheartedly; after all rules are rules and it wouldn’t be
Platinum Sands without them. I’ve seen the ads. I know what it’s like. Not in the flesh, of course—as a Silver card
holder I only have access to Silver Sands, quite nice of course, but not nearly as exclusive. Not that I’m
complaining. I was on the Silver Sands waiting list for nearly two years before I made the grade, and the day I
first took my place on the Silver beach was the happiest of my life. Sure, the palms are plastic, and the aesthetic
rule isn’t as strict, but most of the time you can hardly tell you’re on a Silver beach at all, except when the wind
blows back from the All-Public beach up the coast and you get that whiff of sweat and sewage and cheap sun
lotion to remind you. Think of it; the shame of the All-Public beach: no filters, no coast guards, no palm tress no
fences, no nets. Attendance is completely unmonitored, and unsightliness is so commonplace that hardly anyone
seems to notice anymore.
You get all kinds of sickness on the All-Public: fat women; hairy women; pregnant women; women in
polyester slacks. And the men are no better: pale men; plump men; bald men with tattoos; grizzled men with
crêpey skin. It’s just gruesome. Like the Third World or something. Some try, poor things; like Tanya, a girl from
my old neighborhood. Platinum blonde, nine stone four, two face-lifts, boob job, lipo, hair extensions, tummy
tuck, and still waiting for her Silver card. She knows it’s touch and go; those back-street cosmetic surgeons might
sound good value, but there’s always a price; in her case a baggy bum and a nasty fold of flesh just above the
bikini line that no beach inspector would pass. On the All-Public, she can get away with a one-piece swimsuit; but
a Silver beach has a standard to maintain. Show it or blow it, so the saying goes, and I think we all know Tanya’s
blown it for good. I reckon it’ll take her at least three years to pay for the treatments she’s already had, and by
then she’ll probably be too old to qualify for a Silver pass, even if she does manage to complete the remedial
work on her Brazilian.
I’d help her if I could, of course. But I can’t; I live in a Silver flat now and people might talk of they saw me
hanging around the All-Public. I might even be downgraded, and I couldn’t bear that. Besides, I have to pass my
Loveliness Check every day, and believe me, that takes time.
Waxing, buffing, manicure, massage; an hour at the gym every morning and another at the hairdresser—not to
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mention the beach itself. All-body tanning is mandatory at Silver Sands, and if you show so much as a strap line
you can be downgraded on the spot. Then there’s beach volleyball, swimming, and posture perfection—all quite
tricky now that I have to wear heels. And that’s just the maintenance.
Of course it’s even harder for a Gold or a Platinum. My best friend Lucida passed her Gold last month, so of
course I don’t get to see much of her now, but we still talk sometimes, on the phone, now that her bandages are
off. It sounds so glamorous. Real palms, topless volleyball, cocktails on the beach … Dark is out on the Gold
beach, though, with an obligatory Factor 15 for everyone and a range of only five officially sanctioned shades
(Cappuccino, Cinnabar, Mink, Sun-kissed and Peach). There’s no tanning limit on a Silver of course (I’m a
Cappuccino going on Chocbar—so I’ll have to improve on that), but in any case I must avoid wrinkles if I’m to
make the grade next time. Lucinda thinks Silver’s a bit tacky now that she’s gone Gold; colored swimsuits, for
heaven’s sake, and oh those plastic palms! On Golden Sands all swimwear has to be black, which is chic, but
(dare I say it) a bit boring; on Platinum, everything’s flesh-colored, like ballet wear, so that any unsightliness
shows up at once.
I have to admit I’m just a little bit annoyed with Lucida. We were such good friends on the Silver beach; we
even had complementary hair extensions and little matching bikinis. Now she’s bobbed here hair and lost a stone,
and thinks blonde is tacky. I think she’s been screening my calls, too; last night I was sure I could hear laughter in
the background as the recorded message played. My God, maybe she thinks I’m tacky, too; she always was a
snobby cow, even before her rhinoplasty.
Still, I’m sure I can make Golden Sands, if I put in the effort. I’ve got the height, thank goodness, but I do need
to get my teeth fixed, and I need to get back down to eight stone to meet the Slenderness requirement. I could
have lipo,\fn{Liposuction; of fatty tissue:H} I suppose, but it’s expensive, and doesn’t always work—look what
happened to poor Tanya. Never mind; I can always take up smoking as long as I don’t drop stubs on the beach and
if I cut my calorie intake by another two hundred a day—that will bring me down to four hundred—then I reckon
I should hit eight stone by the end of the month.
The face? Last time I checked, the inspector told me my face was almost a Platinum, except for the nose, so I
can’t be due for a lift for a couple of years at least. Good. That leaves the boobs. Well, I’ve been meaning to get
those seen to anyway. 32C just isn’t enough, not for a Gold beach, and definitely not for a Platinum. Besides,
those teeny little flesh-tone bikinis they wear at Platinum Sands don’t provide much support, and you know how
droopy real boobs can be. Ghastly. My mother’s boobs could almost be Gold, and she had them redone over a
year ago, on here Loveliness Insurance, which goes to show that it always pays to be prepared.
Of course she thinks I’m too young for my first boob job. There’ll be plenty of time for that later, she tells me,
but then she’s already too old for the beach scene, and she doesn’t understand how little time my generation has
left. After all, Mother has me; some compensation, I suppose, for all those stretch marks and wobbly bits. But
what do we have? Nothing but the Beaches. Nothing but our three duties of Loveliness, Aspiration and
Citizenship. Don’t get me wrong; I do want to get married someday. I might even have kids—you can get a
Caesarean, boob job and tuck all in one now, so the scar doesn’t have to show. But imagine the shame of having
to marry an All-Public boy. Even a Silver doesn’t seem quite so wonderful as it once did, not when I can look
through the electric fence into the Golden perimeter, or watch the ads for Platinum Sands and see those bronzed,
buffed, surfers lying on their Louis Vuitton towels and watching the girls go by.
But you’re so pretty already, says Tanya in her plaintive voice. You could have any nice boy.
She doesn’t understand. Nice is not enough. Even pretty is a backhanded compliment to one who aspires to
Loveliness. It isn’t just the beach, with its real palm trees, or even the exclusive parties and designer clothes. It’s
the sense of achievement: the knowledge that you have done it all, gone all the way from Loveliness to perfection.
A Platinum cardholder lives in a world of perpetual pleasure; all obstacles removed; every hint of unsightliness
excised. A Platinum girl never needs to work; her duty is to her self alone, and it takes up her every waking
moment. A Platinum girl never gets a blister; never a blemish. A Platinum girl is sleek, groomed, plucked,
airbrushed, expensive, fabulous in her fabulous clothes. She is infinitely sexy, ultimately desirable; she is loved
and she is lovely. How could I settle for less? How could anyone?
But time is always the enemy. In a few years I’ll be too old for the Beaches, where youth and freshness are the
first and most important requirements. No one wants to look at old flesh, and no surgery lasts forever. I realize
now that I was on that Silver list for far too long. Two whole years wasted on trivia while my friends worked to
earn their Gold cards, clocking up valuable hours in the gyms and salons and lounging on the beach like young
goddesses. I’ll have to work hard now if I am to catch them up. I know I can’t make up the whole time, but I’m
already on the waiting list for the Gold card (subject to the agreed remedial work); I’ve ordered a new nose and
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I’m saving my pocket money for that boob job. Mother doesn’t like it; but after all, what does she know? Besides,
I’ll be thirteen next year. I don’t want to leave it too late.
216.122 1. Whole Family With Young Children Devastated 2. As God Made Us: Two Short Stories\fb{by Alison
Louise Kennedy (1965- )} Dundee, Dundee, Scotland, United Kingdom (F) 11
1
This was yesterday.
No, this was earlier today. This was 2:56 in the morning and I was brutally awake and very much unable to
remember asking anyone to phone up and make me listen to their house.
That’s all I could hear, just their house—the sound of their furniture, perhaps, a room with ornaments and
carpet, -the kind of space that wouldn’t raise a din: muffled, cosy, none of that messy background you’d get from
a mobile, or a late-night place of work, this was the noise of a person waiting in their home, not moving and not
speaking, not a word.
And I imagined this person standing, sneaking their breath out and maybe their free hand weighted at their
side, hanging—or maybe both hands dropped and the receiver pointless, as if they can no longer think what they
should do. They were already making me feel compassionate.
An aeroplane worried distantly off to the east. Far and high.
I had no memory of reaching for the phone, which meant that had happened while I was unconscious. I was
already aware that, like many people, I can perform complex series of actions without myself. This is handy.
I believed that I hadn’t spoken and positive that he hadn’t, either—or she hadn’t—the person. There was only
this concentrating silence that tunnelled in along the line, dragging a sense of my possible counterpart and their
receiver, the curl of their fingers, a suggestion of their sweat. Late-night calling always does suggest some kind of
sweat, the symptoms of personal emergency, unpredictable elements: pain, fear, failure to halt appropriately,
removal of comforts and dignity, sex.
Something in those areas. That was my guess.
And by this time I should have hung up, or shouted hello with increasing alarm, the way people do in horror
movies when the killer has cut their connection, when there will soon be a murderer in their house. Instead I
smiled.
I don’t believe that smiles are audible. But as soon as I happened to make one, the line snapped shut. I rolled
over and dipped back into sleep, stretched out my arm to catch at it, grab the doze, the ringing doze. Which wasn’t
sensible, wasn’t possible—a ringing doze, that was a source of confusion.
The telephone ringing again. And I needn’t have answered. But I had this idea now of the person standing,
someone who might need something, might need me—and that sound in itself, the ring, is intentionally
demanding and who was I to think I should resist? Plus there was a more than average chance the call might even
be for me, the start of a proper conversation.
So.
“Hello.” I made a point of speaking loudly. I was abrupt in my manner.
“Ah … I’m sorry.”
A man’s voice, muffled with a kind of indecision, but no more dramatic emotions than that. There’s this other
voice, too, shrill and hacking up behind his words.
“Go on. Tell her. Her.” A woman is shouting,
“Go on! Try it—as if …” She’s at a slight distance, “as if” although not so far away that she has to shout.
“Go on! You called her; you tell her; you just fucking tell her!”
She is plainly screaming because she wants to, because her emotions are dramatic and are leading her that way.
And the man—who may be stunned by his situation—murmurs in with,
“Ah, yes … I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to—” and then he stops.
“Bastard!”
I have to assume he is pondering what he should say. Clearly he’d like to prove for the screaming woman that
he doesn’t know me, so he can’t simply offer, “I didn’t mean to call you.” That implies former acquaintance. He
may also wish to seem incapable of sustaining an interaction as sophisticated as an affair—and he has succeeded
—as far as I can tell—in sounding quite stupid. If I were him I might reel off sorry for as long as I could, but then
would that mean I was sorry for getting caught rather than sorry for inconveniencing a stranger? It would be hard
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to tell.
Half asleep, I can’t think of suggestions which might be useful and, in any case, it’s 3 a.m. and someone who
knows this man—someone who sounds like a wife—is screaming at him in his house. No advice could save him
at this point. He starts again,
“I was the wrong number. When I rang a few mmutes ago.”
“Bastard You think I believe …” There is the sound of some object dropping, perhaps breaking, in a way that is
violent and yet unclear.
“"Fu-cking. Bas-tard!” The woman’s voice sheers off on her final syllable and subsides. The man is
whispering by this time,
“I am very sorry. I didn’t …” His voice seems to huddle in close. And I am immediately very sorry, too.
“Yes. Yes, I know.” Even though I have been inconvenienced, I do want to show solidarity.
“Do you?”
There’s an odd shade of innocence in his question which makes me need to reassure. 1 try, “Well, I …” and run
out of gen- tleness after two syllables.
“Fucker!”
Another. object, undoubtedly glass, hits an unforgiving surface with audible results and I say, less kindly than I
might have hoped,
“I’m going to hang up now. Goodnight.” Of course, I shouldn’t have said goodnight to him. I should have said
good morning.
Ten minutes later, he made his third call. Or else, I supposed it might be the screaming woman this time,
whoever she was: pressing redial, wanting to scream at me now and badger out a vindicating truth. So I raised the
receiver and slapped it down again at once.
The phone rang repeatedly after that, but I ignored it, let it drill and drill, not giving up, until I had to
disconnect it at the wall, listen to the milder nagging from the kitchen and the living room. In the end I unplugged
the whole lot, silenced my home as an intruder might. Then I crept through and watched my television.
The twenty-four-hour news was reviewing some survey: an occupied population soon happier with lowered
death tolls, but worried by abductions and also rapes. Mutilations up 15 per cent. Degrees of normality returning,
expectations readjusted, many officials pleased. Pictures of sand and litter, a low house with something uneasy
about it, out of kilter—I don’t see it long enough to find out what, because I change the channel, because I don’t
need to be depressed.
Getting by, that’s my aim, locating and holding on tight to whatever will bowl me along. I value fitness, sanity,
a pattern of healthy and restful nights, survival. And when I can’t rest, I watch the call-in shows. They help. They
also make it wonderfully clear that people throughout the country are wakeful as I am and ringing up strangers—
television’s friendly strangers—and they’re paying to call and guess out mysterious things: what names might be
included in a list of celebrity chefs, or prominent adulterers, or which fatal diseases can be spelled within a thirtyletter grid, or what could have been blanked out from famous headlines, popular proverbs, debt collector’s letters,
rules of engagement—the details don’t matter, the sleepless are eager to take part. They’ll try roulette, they’ll chat
about their relatives, they’ll buy jewellery, adjustable ladders, craft supplies, they’ll call psychics and spend
warm, expensive minutes hearing the news from tarot cards, rune stones, star signs, the I Ching—they’re happy to
be game for anything. As long as there’s somebody inside the screen talking back like a loud relation—or maybe
not someone that close, more likely a visitor from a local church, or perhaps a nurse—as long as the sense of
being cared for is filling up their room. I can understand that.
Last night I watched a woman with an honest face—dyed hair and a caring manner—she extrapolated karma
and future events from birth dates and vocal auras. She talked quite slowly, comfortingly, didn’t badger.
“Love and light to you, Leo girl, and what I’m getting here is that he’s afraid. I know you haven’t heard from
him, not for six months, but that’s because he’s afraid. Men, we know men, they have to work out their feelings
and sometimes it’s difficult for them to confront, to deal with them, the way we have to. I do see, my love, that he
will be coming back to you, there is a past life connection there and he will be coming back to you in either June
or July. And there’s something here that you had a very strong physical connection, too, quite kinky, even—
because you have that passionate side to your nature and you’l want to nourish that and enjoy it. All right? Call
back again if you need a longer session and to all our callers, if you want a longer session then you can give us
your credit-card number and that will mean you’l be able to go beyond the twenty-minute limit.”
If she made jokes they were self-deprecating and never cruel. She giggled with another lady who wore large
rings and a thick red cardigan and was also a very gifted psychic and had been all her life. Both women looked
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directly at the camera and smiled just enough.
“Samantha here, she was spot on, spot on. I was having trouble with a relative, quite a lot of worry and it was
giving me pain in my back and my shoulder—and she told me all of that before we’d been even introduced.
Didn’t you?”
“And I’ll be giving confidential readings for the next hour if you want to call in, if these little short readings
aren’t enough for you and haven’t just got the detail that you need to really look at a situation and resolve it.”
They were people you could take to. I watched for a couple of hours: the betting, the answers, the questions.
“In the spring that will be much more the way you want it. I can’t tell you how, but that’s going to work out
and you’ll be amazed, really amazed.”
Anyway, last night is why I am currently exhausted. I have no other plausible reason. And today is the first
Sunday after the clocks are adjusted for spring. So you lose one hour of the sleep you didn’t get and you alter your
watch and your alarm and never mind the dusty leftover on your mantelpiece because it doesn’t work and you
can’t be fussed to get it mended—it’s more to look at, like a clock-shaped ornament—and after that you sit in the
garden all afternoon and think there is too much light, more than an hour’s worth of extra light, which is intrusive.
And you spend a significant period with your self neither dreaming, nor free of night, only caught in some gap. A
gap of light. The birds sing wickedly in the hedge until you bang a stick along it and send them off, the blackbirds scattering with those hard little chips of alarm, like somebody hammering at slate. I think there are nests
hidden in the privet, several, and even if I am mistaken I know that the birds will return, unstoppably.
There is nothing for it but to leave the garden, the house, take a walk—for health and fitness—and in the street
that loops around my garden wall it is even more clear that the new year is rising, gathering strength. The air is
softer, moister, the distances changed by oncoming growth and—as you might say—the breath of seething earth,
which is enough to make you feel grubby, interfered with, claustrophobic.
But I’m canny enough to avoid that and rush for the shoreline, choose the lane by the ploughed field which is
barely stirring yet—the quiet, clotted one, seeds perhaps dead in it, or unwilling—and I will reach the sand and be
with freshness while I pad along the beach. Silly to live so close by the sea and not take advantage.
The town catches me first, though. It’s riddled with Associations and Committees, folk who set up hanging
baskets for competitions, who impose their aspirations upon others. This is a place where we are supposed to
think well of ourselves and of our fellow men and women and to expect the best. Which is why every lamp post I
pass has a picture taped to it. Someone has lost a dog. Someone imagines that I will help them look for it, give it
back if I have stolen it, apologise if I have made it into gloves. On either side of the road for as far as I can see,
they’ve set up pictures of their missing dog.
This kind of thing is always immensely, unpardonably grim—plaintive flyers showing monochrome snaps of
unrecognisable creatures that already look run over, or drowned, or vivisected, or dropped from heights. But this
is worse than usual. This is tangible panic, set out on display and trying to trap me: pin-sharp colour shots of a
tubby old retriever that’s looking up at the camera as if it trusts me, trusts children, trusts absolutely everyone: a
few white hairs on the muzzle and sitting in a kind of happy slump surrounded by what seems a pleasant garden—
much neater and bigger than mine—and signs of a pleasant existence, the kind that pleasant people would
provide: people who care about animals and render them fat and unwary and who own a good computer that can
print across an image in crisp, high type
MISSING FROM THE AFTERNOON OF 21 MARCH
HE IS A MUCH LOVED FRIEND AND PET
WHOLE FAMILY WITH YOUNG CHILDREN DEVASTATED
PLEASE HELP US
WE ARE AT A LOSS

Why force me to know this? I’ve done nothing to them. All that detail—it’s unnecessary. I can already see that
the dog is a nice dog, a dog I would like if we met, and I would prefer if it wasn’t lost; but I never have met it and
I don’t know where it’s gone and there is nothing I can do. I am powerless in the face of these events. What
purpose is served by making me feel guilty?
Beyond that, the levels of sadness involved couldn’t possibly need explaining—they’re what I’d assume,
because I am not a psychopath, not someone entirely without imagination. Of course you don’t want your dog to
disappear: you feed him and love him and tend to him so that he won’t. If he goes, you’ll be hurt: I am fully
cognisant of that. Which means you can dispense with the full-scale advertisement of household misery: dragging
the kids in to make things more grisly: suggesting tears and sleepless nights and maybe—why not?—the terrible
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scene where Mummy, or Daddy, or possibly both, will be driven to talk with their children, however many they
happen to have, and tell them all about the Facts of Death.
They will be the kind of parents who explain things and by doing this will helplessly imply that every single
one of the people their children see, play with, talk to, love, may leave them without notice eternally and the truth
is that huge and harmful forces stalk reality unopposed and meanwhile something shadowed and appalling may
have happened to their dog, their big lovable dog with the tender muzzle and the patient eyes.
They’re monsters. Well-intentioned, good-hearted monsters. Their children should be rushed immediately into
care.
Enough. Much more than enough. I take it for granted that dogs and mums and dads and children and people
who have been children and the whole of the rest of everything will die and this will frequently be sudden and
insupportable and unfair and in the end—no, at my end, the rest of the pantomime rolling on beyond me when I
stop—at the end of me I will join them, the mysterious or rotting dead, and I am not even remotely in favour of
that, but also try to never indulge such thinking unless I am overtired and lack the speed to slip out of its way. I
don’t want my existence to seem impractical, absurd and particularly not beyond salvation. Plus, I can’t deal
properly with others when all I feel is sorry they’ll be leaving fairly soon and sad that so many unimportant things
are so distracting.
And, then again, distraction is often exactly what.I need. The dog posters keep looking at me right along the
street. Down by the crossroads he’s there, too: repeating a regular perspective, unwittingly mournful in four
directions. I find it impossible not to feel his household waiting somewhere close, planning further strategies. Like
anyone else, they’ll want to believe that effort is always rewarded. I’d be the same. Because it should. Lots of
dogs on the beach—unmistakable, that final pelt\fn{ Run; “pelting along” is the British expression:H } towards the
seagrass, knowing how great it’ll be when they get there, over and on to the sand, when they bark at the wave
fronts, gouge the water, run themselves hoarse.
Then they come and sit beside you when they’re tired. They lean against you as if two different species can
communicate at certain levels and be friends. It’s a nice feeling. Had it. Owned a dog when I was young. Don’t
exactly want to focus on that now—the long-ago, lamented companion—but naturally I am tempted because of
those bloody pictures, that bloody family.
Fu-cking bas-tards.
And the beach should be a distraction, but only if I ignore its generous and varied display of dogs and loving
owners, children and loving parents, arm-in-arm loving couples, hair flaming away from them in the wind,
tangling, binding. Always a good, stiff, tangling breeze. when you’re here, something to speed your good fortune,
send it kiting. Or else the wind just blows it thin—I’d have to conduct a survey to be sure.
I see there must have been a storm. I don’t remember one, nothing dramatic, but the beach is banded and
heaped with dead razor shells, mussels, sea urchins, some type of delicate, pale little bivalve that I don’t
recognise, everything washed ashore. And a dark, new granular surface has been laid down here and there, a layer
of pale grit beneath it. Signs everywhere of some great upheaval out to sea and now all this evidence of death.
Remarkable how perfect many of the shells have remained, clinking and rattling like bone when you walk in
among them. I work myself deeper inside the wind, head west, away from the closed-up ice-cream huts and the
people and their children and their pets. After forty minutes or so, I can be easy, be unobserved.
At the heel end of the beach everything is scoured, flat: ghosts of dust are writhing and flaring across it at
ankle height. Pebbles, sticks, shells, they balance on their own little towers of the sand they’ve shielded,
everything else rushed to nowhere. The sun has turned unnatural, as if it’s a hole punched through to somewhere
white, and it’s finally sinking for today, angling lower and lower until shadows are cast from almost nothing, the
sand towers and fragments gaining substance, depth, beginning to look architectural, like the ruins of a city far
away, miles below, deserted.
I go up and sit in the dunes and watch little gusts take a grass stem and make it write out strange calligraphy—
maybe answers, or rules, promises, questions, or threats—scratched and dabbed and then worked over and then
reworked, unknown word after unknown word.
Dunlins run through the shallows, too identical: tucked heads, tiny prodding beaks, pattering feet—I don’t hear
them patter, but at some level they must—everything the same, and then they are frightened and gather
themselves to the air, barrel off.
Dusk settles, silvered at its edges and strands of red under the clouds out to sea. Which means I shouldn’t be
here. I’m too near the air base and the fighters prefer to exercise when conditions become misleading, not quite
day and not quite darkness. I can catch the sick tang of jet fuel from over the inlet. As I turn away the engine noise
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leaps and tears until it is not a sound any more, but a disturbance underfoot, in lungs, in muscles, a desire to
scream while nobody will hear it.
The sunset bleeds away before I’m home. Once I’ve had a bath, a thorough soaking, changed my clothes, I go
into my kitchen, open up a box of spaghetti and something and then wonder what to do with it. I make a short
whisky for myself, drink a mouthful and set it aside, carry myself into the bedroom and lie on the bed while the
room creaks and shifts, lets go of the heat it’s gathered all the afternoon. I listen while a fighter circles and heads
up the coast. Another follows. They train in pairs.
I wonder if the dog is home yet. He might be. That could happen—shambling in after frolicking too long in
woods, or jumping down from a benefactor’s car—We took him in a couple of days ago. Knew somebody would
want him back--such a lovely old lad. He could already be spoiled and drowsy with the big welcome he’s got and
the special meal and here’s a new toy we bought you, just in case.
FOUND EXACTLY WHAT WE HOPED FOR
THANKS TO EVERYONE FOR YOUR CONCERN
WE ARE SO HAPPY NOW NO PROBLEMS ANYWHERE

I’d like a Sunday when I see that on every lamp post. And maybe a picture of them together in the garden
holding a newspaper with a date, tangible evidence that everything’s okay.
I try and doze for a while with the thought of that. It’s too early for sleep, but then again I’m tired.
Being this tired is tiring—which seems unjust.
*
“Hello?”
As usual I've picked up the phone before I'm aware it's been ringing. But there is a voice now and I can answer
it.
“Hello.”
“Hi. You okay?” My feet are cold and I’m thirsty.
“Yeah. You?” There’s a little discomfort where I’ve lain too long on my arm.
“Been better.” His voice is cautious, a murmur.
“What time is it?”
“Not late.” I can hear that he is walking, moving through his flat—a cosy place, muffled furniture, soft fittings.
“She’s gone for the week. Left the kids. So I have to mind them.”
I imagine that any smashed ornamenents, slivers of broken china and glass, would be tidied responsibly,
quickly, in that kind of household. I assume all is in good order—good order for a place with kids.
“Where are you?”
“I’m in the bedroom.”
“Did I wake you?”
“A bit.”
“Do you want to?”
And there’s a silence in which I am aware of his lips, their silk inside, relatively hot. And his hands—they are
holding my voice. And I am holding his.
“If you feel like it, do you want to?” I am walking to my living room while he speaks beside my head, my face,
“I feel like it. Of course I do. I’ll just find …”
I don’t want to turn on the light, so I have to scramble about for the remote control, snatch at it because I am
impatient.
“The one with the woman. Jenny? The blonde woman. I’m watching her.” I stand in the blue attention of the
television and look through our favourite channels until I find the right one.
“No, that’s not Jenny. She’s Tracy, isn’t she? I think.” Until we’re seeing the same picture.
“Jenny. Tracy … Are you sure you’re okay? With last night?”
“Will it happen again?”
“I don’t know.”
Jenny or Tracy has wigs which are not just for people with no hair. They are for fun and parties and new looks.
“Silver sand.”
A man is with her and he is explaining that the wigs are extremely fine and well constructed and adds that he
has known about wigs and wig technology for years and is an expert.
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“Silver sand? Would you like that shade? Or the cappuccino.”
“I was on the beach today.”
I change the channel and this allows me to be assured that suicide levels are down and unexplained mortality is
rising. There are reasons for optimism in many areas. A chart displays the reasons as a segmented wheel.
“That’s nice.” His breathing is audible, it would be touching me if it were here.
“Silver sand … Who is that guy with her?” He shifts position, I hear him move.
“Let’s try the psychics, shall we?”
“Sure.” But I continue studying a bar chart—it has something to do with a shortage of trained personnel.
I can tell he is sitting now. He sighs and this has no colour to it, no explicit sense—it could come from
tiredness, impatience, grief.
“As long as you’re all right.” His hands weighted and mine too far away to lift them.
“No, I’m not all right.”
“I know, but—as long as it’s as good as possible.”
We have conversations when he’s monotone throughout and that’ll mean he’s lying. On other occasions, I can
hear him being playful and there’s what I assume is some trick of his mother’s layered in his usual melody, a light
phrasing, gentle. It definitely implies a feminine influence—but not his wife’s. Tonight he sounds older, as old as
he’ll ever get.
Myself, I sound shallow, transparent.
“Are you all right?”
“Guess.”
“I’d guess not.” I seem to hear him rub his face, perhaps his hair. “Yeah.” He shifts again. “I’d guess that too.”
“Can I see you?”
“This wouldn’t be a good time … Oh, here we go—someone who’s passed is watching over the caller, well,
that’s nice. Or creepy. Would you want to be watched over? Dead people looking at you?”
“Probably not.”
“And in—fantastic—look at her, look at that expression, she knows she’s taking the piss—in the cards there’ll
be an older relative who visits hospital. How unexpected is that. And it’ll either be serious or not. Or maybe they
won’t be a patient. Christ—”
“Yes. Some of them aren’t convincing.” I feel too much light in my head.
“People rely on crap like this. They trust it. They … how lost would you need to be?”
“I know.”
“I miss you.”
“Could you not say that.”
“But I do miss you.”
“And I miss you.”
This was today.
2
Dan never explained why he woke up so early, or what it was that made him leave the flat. Folk wouldn’t get it
if he told them, so he didn’t tell. He’d just head off out there and be ready for the pre-light, the dayshine you could
see at around 4 a.m.—something about 4 at this point in the year—he’d be under that, stood right inside it. Daily.
Without fail. Put on the soft shoes, jersey, tracky bottoms and the baseball cap and then off down the stairs to his
street. His territory. Best to think of it as his—this way it was welcoming and okay.
He’d lean on the railings by number 6 and listen and settle his head, control it, and watch the glow start up
from the flowers someone had planted in these big round-bellied pots, ceramic pots with whole thick fists of
blossom in them now: a purple kind and a crimson, and both shades luminous, really almost sore with brightness,
especially when all else was still dim. They only needed a touch of dawn and they’d kick off, blazing. Dan liked
them. Loved them. He would be sorry when they went away.
Since the birds would be more of a constant, he made sure he loved them as well: their first breaks of song
across the stillness, the caution and beauty in signals that hid their location, became vague and then faded as you
hunted them. He thought there was practically nothing so fine as feeling their secrets pass round him and do no
harm and he’d let himself wish to hook out the notes with his fingers like smooth, hot stones: little pebbles with a
glimmer he could easily hold, could picture putting in his pockets, saving them. He’d imagine they might rattle
when he walked: his weight landing and swinging and landing in the way it did, the only way it could, providing
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enough clumsiness to jar them. Or maybe they’d call out again when they took a knock, maybe that would
happen. In his head, anything could happen—it was freedom in there: big horizons and fine possibilities, that kind
of balls—and chirping whenever he moved would be nice. So Dan would have it. He’d insist.
The other noises Dan could do without—there were too many of them and they were too much. They came in
at him off the bare walls in his new digs, rebounded and propagated among the landlord’s efforts at furniture.
He’d had to put up with clatters and small impacts—perhaps impacts—and vehicles—engines, metal sounds—
and shouting and murmuring: voices that might be planning, that could have a bad intent, and footfalls: creeping,
dashes, jogging. Fox screams were the worst—they sounded like bone pain and being lost, losing. Caught in the
house, you could not assess your situation, could neither prepare nor react—you were held in an impermissible
state. Being caught at the railings wasn’t as bad. Standing there you would realise that you were naked: no cover,
no recourse: and so you would send a ghost of yourself running down to the basement door—send this lump from
your thoughts that would chase and then lie out flat in the shadows you’ve seen at the foot of the steps. It could
hide there, your mind between it and any harm. It could even curl up like a child, like a hiding boy, while you
mother it, father it, let it be secure. The rest of you, which was the part that was real and existed and knew what’s
appropriate: that part could stay where it was and be firm—nothing going wrong—and could appreciate a mercy
was taking place, a chance of survival all over again, and a measure to show your recovery’s success.
This kind of trick in his thinking was needed because, as had been previously and very often discussed with
professionals of several kinds, he was a brave bastard—the brave bastards being the ones who were shitting
themselves and did what they had to, anyway.
He managed. He’d begun to use earplugs when it was night. He’d be snug in his pit by ten and the covers up
over his head—which made him hot, but then again he’d been hotter and covers up over would let him sleep—
and the plugs would be in and packing his skull with the racket of being alive: swallowing and a background
thrum—like he had engines and they were running—and his breath pacing back and forth and keeping as restless
as you’d want it, keeping onl.
Sometimes the press of the foam would make his ears hurt, or start to tickle, but that he could tolerate. Putting
in the right one was very slighyly awkward. Could be worse, though—could be having to sew on a button as part
of his personal maintenance, or peeling potatoes, or that whole palaver of taking a crap—which, these days, he
really noticed how often he did, even though he’d cut back on eating potatoes, obviously—except for chips from
the chipper, from Frying Tonite, which were made by either Doris, or Steve, who was her other son, the one who
wasn’t dead. Those things were personally developmental and necessary tasks. They were interesting challenges
in his reconstructed life. They were fucking pains in the arse.
When he’s together with the lads he doesn’t much mention such details because they are obvious and aren’t
important, not like they seem when he’s alone.
“Oh, the many, many pains in young Daniel’s delicate ars … But on the other hand …”
“On the other hand—aaw … look, I dropped it.”
“Well, fucking pick it up again, hands are expensive.”
Once every month they swim together: six gentlemen sharing a leisurely day. They choose whoever’s turn it is
to be host,. fire off the emails, travel however far, and then rendezvous at a swimming baths and christen the
Gathering. They call it that because of the movies with the Highlander in, the ones with everybody yelling at each
other—There can be only one—and mad, immortal buggers slicing off each other’s heads with these massive
swords.
You have only got the one head and shouldn’t lose it. For this Gathering they’ll do the usual: swimming in the
morning and then a big lunch and then getting pissed and then going back to Gobbler’s place, because this was his
turn, and eating all his scran and some carry-out and then watching DVDs of their films and getting more pissed
and maybe some porn and maybe not. They’d tried going to clubs in the early days—strip clubs, lap dancing—
and one night in Aberdeen they’d gone to a neat, wee semi full of prossies—foreign prossies in fact, prossies from
Moldova—but that never worked out too well. Porn was better sometimes.
In the baths everything is standard, predictable, doesn’t matter what pool they come to. First there’s the push or
the pull on heavy doors and that walk into a thump of hot air—stuns your breath—and then chlorine smell and
kiddie smell and there’ll be that knowledge of a space nearby, light and high with the huge tearing windows—the
windows will take out at least the one wall—and all of that water trapped underneath the airiness, that pressure
and weight.
Dan and the; others, they'll start mucking about, getting wound up by the anticipation of effort—flailing
themselves from one place to another, hither and yon—the idea of fitness, applicable force—and more mucking
2057

about.
“Hey! Salt and vinegar!” Gobbler is shouting at Dan. Gobbler with an accent that is east of Scodand and Dan
who sounds west—sounds, he supposes, like he’s from Coatbridge, because he is. Gobbler is from salt and sauce
land and Dan is from salt and vinegar. On occasion, they set out the subtleties of this to the others.
“Gobbler’s from the heathen side—they put salt and sauce on their chips.”
“Jockanese bastards—everything’s spuds with you. Like the bloody Micks.” Frank dodges in with this, yelling
—sounds like he’s near to Gobbler, out of sight behind a row of changing cubicles.
“How long are you meant to live, anyway, on fried Mars bars and fried pizza and fried fucking pies?”
“About till we’re twenty.”
Dan remembers the trip they had to Kettering—which is where Frank has settled. It’s a wee, gray hoor of a
place.
“Twenty years in Kettering, that’d feel like eighty. I’d top myself.”
The lot of them of them shouting back and forth at each other, scattered in the room, while they change and are
overexcited and Dan thinks of being at school and how that was: swimming days with rubbish pals—pals who
weren’t pals at all—and not wanting to get undressed, being scared that he’d maybe sink this time, choke, scared
of standing in nothing but trunks and somebody picking him out, starting something, having a go, and then the
teachers coming in to the troublemakers and saying they had to behave and this being a relief to Dan, but also
shaming—he knew it wasn’t right, that he should sort his own problems, but couldn’t. He’d been shy then and not
aware of his potential and people could miss things in children—this happens constantly, he’s certain—and even
if an adult might try to be helpful, they might not do it a good way. Not enough care is taken. He worries for kids
quite often. He wonders how they get through. He is extremely concerned that each possible kid should get
through. He considers doing voluntary work with youngsters.
Dan as a youngster, he’d got his head down and tried to be correct, quiet and correct, tucked himself out of
sight inside the rules. It was two years back, three, since he’d left that stuff—such a long while. He’d not
forgotten, though—how he’d been useless. Gobbler is hammering on the lockers between him and Dan and
asking, bellowing,
“You got your kit off yet?”
Gobbler who had another name in other times and places, when he was with other Gobblers, but now he is by
himself and not in a regiment, so he is the Gobbler—he is the representative of his type.
“Oh, Danny Boy … You having trouble?”
No one will come in and tell them they have to do anything today. They will misbehave.
“Piss off!”
“Your pants are removed over the feet, remember—not over the head. Poor bloody Paras, you do get
confused.”
“Fuck off.” And they are none of them useless.
“Are you naked yet, though, Danny? Getting hard just thinking about it.” Gobbler rattles something that
sounds metallic and laughs.
“And here’s old Fez, living up to his name … a dapper and fragrant man. Your heady aroma, sir, reminds me of
those lovely evenings back at the mess when I ran the naked bar.”
A few strangers are in here too, but they are minding their own business. Mostly. Dan catches one of them
giving him a walty look, in fact, the most perfectly walty look he’s met: that civilian mix of need and disgust,
someone who thinks he might like being scared, but wouldn’t want the whole real deal, not a bit—wants to flirt,
not end up being fucked. Dan stares at him while shouting back to Gobbler, shouting hard so that spittle leaves
him, so that his heartbeat wakes.
“Bollocks!”
“Exactly. And where there’s bollocks …”
“Don’t start”
“There’s the mighty Gobbler javelin of Spam. You know when I get hard now”—everyone joining in here,
because they know the words:
“It looks like I’ve got two dicks.”
Gobbler’s left leg gone from above the knee—which is called a transfemoral amputation—this allowing him to
repeatedly assert a lie that keeps him merry, or relatively so.
There are six of them today: Gobbler, Petey, Fezman, Jason, Frank and Dan. That’s two transfemoral—one
with a trans tibial to match—an elbow disarticulation, a transradial, a double wrist disarticulation—Frank’s been
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hopeless at knitting ever since—and then there’s Dan: he’s a right foot disarticulation and a right arm
transhumeral—roughly halfway between the elbow and the shoulder—the elbow which is not there any more and
the shoulder which is—the elbow which Dan still feels—the elbow which is frequently wet: warm and wet, like it
was when he last saw it. This is another variety of repeatedly asserted lie.
“Here we go, then. Where’d you get the trunks from, Fezman?” This from Jason who’s hidden by the lockers
nearest the exit.
“Girlfriend.”
“Got the DILAC trunks from his girlfriend, everyone.”
When they move out for the main event, Jason will be on one side of Petey and Fezman will be on the other.
They will cradle him, but won’t talk about it. They will look mainly straight ahead. They will halt when they get
to the footbath and threaten to dip in Petey’s arse. This will make them laugh.
“He doesn’t have a bloody girlfriend.”
Gobbler again—a man who’s fond of the chat, who probably was the same before. Jason answers him from the
footbath,
“Ah, but he’s definitely got the trunks.”
“Got it the wrong way round again, Fez, you minging big window-licker. You want to have the girlfriend and
fuck the trunks.”
“No. I want to fuck the girlfriend and have the trunks.”
They’re all giggling, Dan can hear from every side, pissing themselves over nothing, letting themselves get
daft, because that’s what they want. Gobbler’s all set now for his own trip to the poolside. So,
“Come and get it then, you big Marys.”
Gobbler calls for him exactly as Dan drops his locker key, has to reach it back up, pin it to his trunks without
stabbing anything precious. He removes his foot before swimming. In the thickness of the water he can feel he
doesn’t know it isn’t there, but meanwhile he grabs on to the lockers to make his way, works himself round the
houses in hops and sways like he does at home.
The other two are waiting by the time he reaches them. Then Dan and Frank and Gobbler huddle up and start
to stumble themselves along—four feet between them out of the possible six.
“Mind where you put your hand, ducky. None of that 3 Para Mortar Platoon stuff here.”
Gobbler sways them too close to a wall and then back. Dan isn’t much of a talker except out on the Gatherings.
“Make your bloody mind up, Gobbler.”
The rest of the time he’ll maybe ask for his stop on a bus, or say something mumbly and stupid to Doris at the
chipper, because she wants him to be guilty and he agrees. Probably in her mind she has the truth that there’s a set
amount of death and what missed Dan found someone else. She misunderstands the working of that truth, but he
won’t help her to figure it out. It’s none of her business.
“Are you scared that we’re gay, or are you just worried about yourself?” And Dan maybe does eat more chips
than he should.
“Because we’ve always thought you were a fudge packer.” He could give them a by and not have to meet her
again.
“Didn’t want to say so in case you got upset.” Except she needs him to be there, he can feel that.
“You’ll just end up crying and then your mascara’ll run.” He needs it, too.
Frank listens and smiles down at a skinny coffin-dodger who’s folding his kecks on the bench nearest to them
and trying to act invisible. Frank enunciates very clearly past Gobbler’s ear,
“I can give you a special handjob, help you decide—clear all your pipework.” He waggles his free stump and
winks.
“Just bend over and kiss Danny’s ring.”
They stagger on, holding tight, and under other circumstances it might simply be that they’re drunk already
and out somewhere late at night—it might be there’s years not happened yet and they’ve some other reason for
being mates. Hospital—great place to meet folk, get new mates. Get proper pals.
Once they’re out at the pool, Dan breathes in warm and wet and is harmed by the sharp light and the din from
the kids, hard noises. A school party’s here, maybe a couple—lots of primary-age heads and bodies—the water’s
splitting and heaving with them—all polystyrene floats and nervous piss.
Dan is aware they could prove to have an overwhelming nature, could defeat him, and he never does handle
this bit too well. The panic is up and in him before he can jump and be ears full of water, wrapped by it and
washed and free. He concentrates on being glad of Frank and Gobbler: the carrying, discomfort, distraction.
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And he knows that once he’s swimming he’ll be fine. These days he goes on his back and is quite
accomplished, purposeful, almost steers in the directions he intends.
“Nearly there, then.”
“Well, I had actually guessed that, you mong—’cos of the fucking pool being right fucking here.”
Gobbler shifts his weight and they stagger to the edge faster than intended. Dan makes a point of exhaling and
starting to grin. He is about to improve himself. He has grasped the theory, read the leaflets—people like him
need a way to ignore their reminders, the signs of wounding which are their obvious and inconvenient new shape.
His body is not an aid to mental rehabilitation. So he swims, makes everything glide and be jolly. This means he’ll
improve faster. But never as fast as he would without his injuries. That’s a medical fact—if he still had his foot
and the rest of his arm, he’d be finding life much better than he is.
He frowns, brings his thinking forward, peers ahead of his skin and his skull to the spot where Pete is already
bobbing, hand at rest on the side and frowning up at a woman who is pacing and speaking to Fezmap and Jason.
They are both still dry and standing on the tiles, Fezman in these mad, knee-length trunks like he’s going to play
football in the 1920s but with Day-Glo palm trees and dolphins and surf on them. You can tell he fancies himself
in them and they’re new. They maybe are from a girlfriend.
The speaking woman is round-shouldered and wears a blouse and a long skirt so tight it almost stops her
walking, only this isn’t good because she has no arse, no pleasantness to see. When she angles herself and faces
Dan, he ends up looking right at the curve of her little belly and her little mound and he doesn’t want to. They
make him sad. Everything about her is sad-browny gray and bloody depressing—hair, clothes, shoes that she clips
and quarter-steps along in—and Dan can tell she’s a teacher, because she’s got that fakecheerful thing about her
mouth and darty little eyes that are tired and want to find mistakes. Every now and then, her lips thin together and
it gets obvious that her job has gone badly for her, and probably also her life. And here she is taking her class for
swimming lessons on a Tuesday afternoon—for safety and fitness and possibly something else that she can’t quite
control. Dan is of the opinion that she should not have any kind of care over children.
“Excuse me.”
The teacher doesn’t speak to Dan, although she has left the others and drawn really near to him. She’s maybe
only in her forties, but he notices she smells of old lady.
“Excuse me.” She focuses on Gobbler.
“I realise you’ve been here, that you come here quite often …”
She swallows and angles her head away, starts seriously watching the children—you’d think they were going
to catch on fire, or something—not that she’d be any use to save them.
“And I’ve explained you to them, but now—”
“What d’you say, love?” Gobbler interrupts her and his arm around Dan flexes. “You’ve explained …?”
“Yes, I could explain you to them.” Gobbler’s arm getting ready for something, thoughts roaring about inside
it, Dan can hear them.
“Don’t know what you mean, though, love. How you’d explain me. What you’d be explaining.” Gobbler is
nearly giggling, which the woman shouldn’t think is him being friendly, because Dan knows he’s not.
“Is that like I need translating? Like I’m a foreign language, because that’s not it—British me, British to the
core.”
Dan wanting to clear off out of it, avoid, and also wanting to do what he must, what he does—he goes along
with the lads: Fezman, Frank, Jason, even Petey in the water, they close up alongside Gobbler, make a curvy sort
of line, and they watch the woman regret herself, but still think she’s in the right.
“It’s the children—I know you can’t help it—but they get upset.” Dan’s voice out of him before he realises,
“They don’t look upset.”
“One of the girls was crying.”
“They look fine. Splashing away and happy. I mean, they do. I wouldn’t say it, if they weren’t.”
She tries going at Gobbler again which is unwise and Dan wonders how she managed to qualify, even get to be
a teacher, when she is this thick and this shit at understanding a situation.
“I told them you were as God made you.”
“What?”
“But with so many … it isn’t your fault, but you must see that you’re disturbing.” Her hands waver in front of
her, as if she can’t quite bear to point at them.
“You are disturbing. I’m sorry, but you are.” She nods. “There must be places you can go to where you’d be
more comfortable.” Her fingers take hold of her wrists and cling.
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And the lads don’t speak. She stays standing there and hasn’t got a fucking clue. And the lads don’t speak.
Dan can tell that she has no idea they’re deciding to be still, to be the nicest they can be, working up to it by
deciding they will mainly forget her and what she’s said and who they are.
And the lads don’t speak. She gives them a disapproving face, touch of impatience. And Fezman nods,
thoughtful, and says—he’s very even, gentle with every word—says to her,
“These are new trunks. I like these trunks. They are DILAC trunks, which you don’t understand.” He presses
his face in mildly, mildly towards her,
“They are Do I Look A Cunt in these trunks? trunks and I am going to swim in them this morning. And you
look a cunt and you are a cunt, you are an utter cunt and I am sorry for this, but you should know and you should
maybe go away and try being different and not a cunt, but right here, right now—a cunt—you’re a cunt. You are a
cunt.” He nods again, slowly, and turns his face to the water and the girls and boys.
Dan watches while the woman stares and her head jumps, acts like they’ve spat at her, or grabbed her tits and
his gone arm trembles the same way that Gobbler’s does and he wants to run, can’t run, wants to—wants to throw
up.
The woman kind of freezes for a moment and then takes a little, hobbled step and then another, everything
unsteady, leaves them.
The lads wait. Dan sees when she reaches the opposite wall and starts yakking to a guy in a DILAC suit, guy
who’s standing with a Readers’ Wives type of bint—they’re colleagues, no doubt, fellow educators. He decides
that he has no interest in what may transpire.
Dan and the lads take a breath, the requisite steps, and drop themselves into the water. They join Pete. They
swim—show themselves thrashing, ugly, wild. Dan watches the ceiling tiles pass above him and has his anger
beneath him, has it pushing at the small of his back, bearing him up. It wouldn’t be useful anywhere else. And he
makes sure that he watches—regularly watches out—twists and raises his head and strains to see, makes sure that
the kids have cleared out of his way, out of everyone’s. He wants no accidents.
In his heart, though, in his one remaining heart, there is a depth, a wish that some morning there will be an
accident: a frightened kid, scared boy, choking and losing his way. When this happens Dan will be there and will
save him.
He practises in his head and in the water—the paths that his good arm will take, the grip, the strength he’s
already developed in his legs.
Once that’s over it will mean he has recovered himself again—become a man who would rescue a boy, who
would always intend and wish to do that—would not be any other man than the man who would do that, who
would be vigilant, be a brave bastard and take care.
He never would have done the thing that he couldn’t have. He never would have been the man he couldn’t be.
He never would.
No tricks of the darkness, no sounds in the pre-light, no panic, no confusion, no walking downstairs to find it,
to see how it lies like it’s frightened and shouldn’t be hurt. No mistake.
There should be no mistake.
There should be no mistake.
There should be no mistake.
216.133 Excerpt from Absolution Gap\fn{by Alastair Reynolds (1966- )} Barry, Vale of Glamorgan, Wales, United
Kingdom (M) 13
1
Scorpio kept an eye on Vasko as the young man swam to shore. All the way in he had thought about drowning,
what it would feel like to slide down through unlit fathoms. They said that if you had to die, if you had no choice
in the matter, then drowning was not the worst way to go. He wondered how anyone could be sure of this, and
whether it applied to pigs.
He was still thinking about it when the boat came to a sliding halt, the electric outboard racing until he killed
it. Scorpio poked a stick overboard, judging the water to be no more than half a metre deep. He had hoped to
locate one of the channels that allowed a closer approach to the island, but this would have to do. Even if he had
not agreed a place of rendezvous with Vasko, there was no time to push back out to sea and curl around hunting
for something he had enough trouble finding when the sea was clear and the sky completely empty of clouds.
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Scorpio moved to the bow and took hold of the plastic-sheathed rope Vasko had been using as a pillow. He
wrapped one end tightly around his wrist and then vaulted over the side of the boat in a single fluid movement. He
splashed into the shallows, the bottle-green water lapping just above his knees. He could barely feel the cold
through the thick leather of his boots and leggings. The boat was drifting slowly now that he had disembarked, but
with a flick of his wrist he took up the slack in the line and brought the bow around by several degrees. He started
walking, leaning hard to haul the boat. The rocks beneath his feet were treacherous, but for once his bow-legged
gait served him well. He did not break his rhythm until the water was only halfway up his boots and he again felt
the boat scrape bottom. He hauled it a dozen strides further ashore, but that was as far as he was prepared to risk
dragging it.
He saw that Vasko had reached the shallows. The young man abandoned swimming and stood up in the water.
Scorpio got back into the boat, flakes and scabs of corroded metal breaking away in his grip as he tugged the hull
closer by the gunwale. The boat was past its hundred and twentieth hour of immersion, this likely to be its final
voyage. He reached over the side and dropped the small anchor. He could have done so earlier, but anchors were
just as prone to erosion as hulls. It paid not to place too much trust in them.
Another glance at Vasko. He was picking his way carefully towards the boat, his arms outstretched for balance.
Scorpio gathered his companion’s clothes and stuffed them into his pack, which already contained rations,
fresh water and medical supplies. He heaved the pack on to his back and began the short trudge to dry land, taking
care to check on Vasko occasionally. Scorpio knew he had been hard on Vasko, but once the anger had started
rising in him there had been no holding it in check. He found this development disturbing. It was twenty-three
years since Scorpio had raised his hand in anger against a human, except in the pursuit of duty. But he recognised
that there was also a violence in words. Once, he would have laughed it off, but lately he had been trying to live a
different kind of life. He thought he had put certain things behind him.
It was, of course, the prospect of meeting Clavain that had brought all that fury to the surface. Too much
apprehension, too many emotional threads reaching back into the blood-drenched mire of the past. Clavain knew
what Scorpio had been. Clavain knew exactly what he was capable of doing. He stopped and waited for the young
man to catch up with him.
“Sir …” Vasko was out of breath and shivering.
“How was it?”
“You were right, sir. It was a bit colder than it looked.” Scorpio shrugged the pack from his back.
“I thought it would be, but you did all right. I’ve got your things with me. You’ll be dry and warm in no time.
Not sorry you came?”
“No, sir. Wanted a bit of adventure, didn’t I?” Scorpio passed him his things.
“You’ll be after a bit less of it when you’re my age.”
It was a still day, as was often the case when the cloud cover on Ararat was low. The nearer sun—the one that
Ararat orbited—was a washed-out smudge hanging low in the western sky. Its distant binary counterpart was a
hard white jewel above the opposite horizon, pinned between a crack in the clouds. P Eridani A and B, except no
one ever called them anything other than Bright Sun and Faint Sun.
In the silver-gray daylight the water was leached of its usual colour, reduced to a drab gray-green soup. It
looked thick when it sloshed around Scorpio’s boots, but despite the opacity of the water the actual density of
suspended micro-organisms was low by Ararat standards. Vasko had still taken a small risk by swimming, but he
had been right to do so, for it had allowed them to sail the boat much closer to the shore. Scorpio was no expert on
the matter, but he knew that most meaningful encounters between humans and Jugglers took place in areas of the
ocean that were so saturated with organisms that they were more like floating rafts of organic matter. The
concentration here was low enough that there was little risk of the Jugglers eating the boat while they were away,
or creating a local tide system to wash it out to sea.
They covered the remaining ground to dry land, reaching the gently sloping plain of rock that had been visible
from sea as a line of darkness. Here and there shallow pools interrupted the ground, mirroring the overcast sky in
silver-gray. They made their way between them, heading for a pimple of white in the middle distance.
“You still haven’t told me what all this is about,” Vasko said.
“You’ll find out soon enough. Aren’t you sufficiently excited about meeting the old man?”
“Scared, more likely.”
“He does that to people, but don’t let it get to you. He doesn’t get off on reverence.”
After ten minutes of further walking, Scorpio had recovered the strength he had expended hauling in the boat.
In that time the pimple had become a dome perched on the ground, and finally revealed itself to be an inflatable
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tent. It was guyed to cleats pinned into the rock, the white fabric around its base stained various shades of briny
green. It had been patched and repaired several times. Gathered around the tent, leaning against it at odd angles,
were pieces of conch material recovered from the sea like driftwood. The way they had been poised was
unmistakably artful.
“What you said earlier, sir,” Vasko said, “about Clavain not going around the world after all?”
“Yes?”
“If he came here instead, why couldn’t they just tell us that?”
“Because of why he came here,” Scorpio replied.
They made their way around the inflatable structure until they reached the pressure door. Next to it was the
small humming box that supplied power to the tent, maintaining the pressure differential and providing heat and
other amenities for its occupant. Scopio examined one of the conch pieces, fingering the sharp edge where it had
been cut from some larger whole.
“Looks like he’s been doing some beachcombing.” Vasko pointed to the already open outer door.
“All the same, doesn’t look as if there’s anyone home at the moment.”
Scorpio opened the inner door. Inside he found a bunk bed and a neatly folded pile of bedclothes. A small
collapsible desk, a stove and food synthesiser. A flagon of purified water and a box of rations. An air pump that
was still running and some small conch pieces on the table.
“There’s no telling how long it’s been since he was last here,” Vasko said. Scorpio shook his head.
“He hasn’t been away for very long, probably not more than an hour or two.”
Vasko looked around, searching for whatever piece of evidence Scorpio had already spotted. He wasn’t going
to find it: pigs had long ago learned that the acute sense of smell they had inherited from their ancestors was not
something shared by baseline humans. They had also learned—painfully—that humans did not care to be
reminded of this.
They stepped outside again, sealing the inner door as they had found it.
“What now?' Vasko asked.
Scorpio snapped a spare communications bracelet from one wrist and handed it to Vasko. It had already been
assigned a secure frequency, so there was no danger of anyone on the other islands listening in.
“You know how to use one of these things?”
“I’ll manage. Anything in particular you want me to do with it?”
“Yes. You’re going to wait here until I get back. I expect to have Clavain with me when I return. But in the
event he finds you first, you’re to tell him who you are and who sent you. Then you call me and ask Clavain if
he’d like to talk to me. Got that?”
“And if you don’t come back?”
“You’d better call Blood.” Vasko fingered the bracelet.
“You sound a bit worried about his state of mind, sir. Do you think he might be dangerous?”
“I hope so,” Scorpio said, “because if he isn’t, he’s not a lot of use to us.” He patted the young man on the
shoulder.
“Now wait here while I circle the island. It won’t take me more than an hour, and my guess is I’ll find him
somewhere near the sea.”
*
Scorpio made his way across the flat rocky fringes of the island, spreading his stubby arms for balance, not
caring in the slightest how awkward or comical he appeared.
He slowed, thinking that in the distance he could see a figure shifting in and out of the darkening haze of lateafternoon sea mist. He squinted, trying to compensate for eyes that no longer worked as well as they had in
Chasm City, when he had been younger. On one level he hoped that the mirage would turn out to be Clavain. On
another he hoped that it would turn out to be a figment of his imagination, some conjunction of rock, light and
shade tricking the eye.
As little as he cared to admit it, he was anxious. It was six months since he had last seen Clavain. Not that long
a time, really, most certainly not when measured against the span of the man’s life. Yet Scorpio could not rid
himself of the sense that he was about to encounter an acquaintance he had not met in decades, someone who
might have been warped beyond all recognition by life and experience. He wondered how he would respond if it
turned out that Clavain had indeed lost his mind. Would he even recognise it if that was true? Scorpio had spent
enough time around baseline humans to feel confident about reading their intentions, moods and general states of
sanity. It was said that human and pig minds were not so very different. But with Clavain, Scorpio always made a
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mental note to ignore his expectations. Clavain was not like other humans. History had shaped him, leaving
behind something unique and quite possibly monstrous.
Scorpio was fifty. He had known Clavain for half his life, ever since he had been captured by Clavain's former
faction in the Yellowstone system. Shortly after that, Clavain had defected from the Conjoiners, and after some
mutual misgivings he and Scorpio had ended up fighting together. They had gathered a loose band of soldiers and
assorted hangers-on from the vicinity of Yellowstone and had stolen a ship to make the journey to Resurgam’s
system. Along the way they had been hectored and harried by Clavain’s former Conjoiner comrades. From
Resurgam space—riding another ship entirely—they had arrived here, on the blue-green waterlogged marble of
Ararat. Little fighting had been required since Resurgam, but the two had continued to work together in the
establishment of the temporary colony.
They had schemed and plotted whole communities into existence. Often they had argued, but only ever over
matters of the gravest importance. When one or the other leant towards too harsh or too soft a policy, the other
was there to balance matters. It was in those years that Scorpio had found the strength of character to stop hating
human beings every waking moment of his life. If nothing else, he owed that to Clavain.
But nothing was ever that simple, was it? The problem was that Clavain had been born five hundred years ago
and had lived through many of those years. What if the Clavain that Scorpio knew—the Clavain that most of the
colonists knew, for that matter—was only a passing phase, like a deceitful glimpse of sunshine on an otherwise
stormy day? In the early days of their acquaintance, Scorpio had kept at least half an eye on him, alert for any
reversion to his indiscriminate butcher tendencies. He had seen nothing to arouse his suspicions, and more than
enough to reassure him that Clavain was not the ghoul that history said he was.
But in the last two years, his certainties had crumbled. It was not that Clavain had become more cruel,
argumentative or violent than before, but something in him had changed. It was as if the quality of light on a
landscape had shifted from one moment to another. The fact that Scorpio knew that others harboured similar
doubts about his own stability was of scant comfort. He knew his own state of mind and hoped he would never
hurt another human the way he had done in the past. But he could only speculate about what was going on inside
his friend’s head. What he could be certain about was that the Clavain he knew, the Clavain alongside whom he
had fought, had withdrawn to some intensely private personal space. Even before he had retreated to this island,
Scorpio had reached the point where he could hardly read the man at all.
But he did not blame Clavain for that. No one would. He continued his progress until he was certain that the
figure was real, and then advanced further until he was able to discern detail. The figure was crouched down by
the shore of sea, motionless, as if caught in some reverie that had interrupted an otherwise innocent examination
of the tide pools and their fauna.
Scorpio recognised him as Clavain; he would have been as certain even if he had thought the island
uninhabited. The pig felt a momentary surge of relief. At least Clavain was still alive. No matter what else
transpired today, that much had to count as a victory.
When he was within shouting distance of the man, Clavain sensed his presence and looked around. There was
a breeze now, one that had not been there when Scorpio landed. It pulled wild white hair across Clavain’s pink-red
features. His beard, normally neatly trimmed, had also grown long and unkempt since his departure. His thin
figure was clad in black, with a dark shawl or cloak pulled across his shoulders. He maintained an awkward
posture between kneeling and standing, poised on his haunches like a man who had only stopped there for a
moment. Scorpio was certain he had been staring out to sea for hours.
“Nevil,” Scorpio said.
He said something back, his lips moving, but his words were masked by the hiss of the surf. Scorpio called out
again.
“It’s me—Scorpio.”
Clavain’s mouth moved a second time. His voice was a croak that barely made it above a whisper.
“I said, I told you not to come here.”
“I know.”
Scorpio had approached closer now. Clavain’s white hair flicked in and out of his deeply recessed old-man’s
eyes. They appeared to be focused on something very distant and bleak.
“I know, and for six months we honoured that request, didn’t we?”
“Six months?” Clavain almost smiled. “Is that how long it’s been?”
“Six months and a week, if you want to be finicky about it.”
“It doesn’t feel like it. It feels like no time at all.”
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Clavain looked back out to sea again, the back of his head turned towards Scorpio. Between thin strands of
white hair his scalp had the same raw pink colour as Scorpio’s skin.
“Sometimes it feels like a lot longer, as well,” Clavain continued, “as if all I’ve ever done was spend each day
here. Sometimes I feel as if there isn’t another soul on this planet.”
“We’re all still here,” Scorpio said, “all one hundred and seventy thousand of us. We still need you.”
“I expressly asked not to be disturbed.”
“Unless it was important. That was always the arrangement, Nevil.”
Clavain stood up with painful slowness. He had always been taller than Scorpio, but now his thinness gave him
the appearance of something sketched in a hurry. His limbs were quick cursive scratches against the sky. Scorpio
looked at Clavain’s hands. They were the fine-boned hands of a surgeon. Or, perhaps, an interrogator. The rasp of
his long fingernails against the damp black fabric of his trousers made Scorpio wince.
“Well?”
“We’ve found something,” Scorpio said. “We don’t know exactly what it is, or who sent it, but we think it
came from space. We also think there might be someone in it.”
2
Surgeon-General Grelier strode through the circular green—lit corridors of the body factory.
He hummed and whistled, happy in his element, happy to be surrounded by humming machines and halfformed people. With a shiver of anticipation he thought about the solar system that lay ahead of them and the
great many things that depended on it. Not necessarily for him, it was true, but certainly for his rival in the matter
of the queen’s affection. Grelier wondered how she would take another of Quaiche’s failures. Knowing Queen
Jasmina, he did not think she would take it awfully well.
Grelier smiled at that. The odd thing was that for a system on which so much hung, the place was still
nameless; no one had ever bothered with the remote star and its uninteresting clutch of planets. There had never
been any reason to. There would be an obscure catalogue entry for the system in the astrogation database of the
Gnostic Ascension, and indeed of almost every other starship, along with brief notes on the major characteristics
of its sun and worlds, likely hazards and so forth. But these databases had never been intended for human eyes;
they existed only to be interrogated and updated by other machines as they went about their silent, swift business
executing those shipboard tasks considered too dull or too difficult for humans. The entry was just a string of
binary digits, a few thousand ones and zeroes. It was a measure of the system’s unimportance that the entry had
only been queried three times in the entire operational lifetime of the Gnostic Ascension. It had been updated
once.
Grelier knew: he had checked, out of curiosity. Yet now, perhaps for the first time in history, the system was of
more than passing interest. It still had no name, but now at least the absence of one had become vaguely troubling,
to the point where Queen Jasmina sounded a trifle more irritated every time she was forced to refer to the place as
“the system ahead” or “the system we are approaching”. But Grelier knew that she would not deign to give the
place a name until it had proved valuable. And the system’s value was entirely in the hands of the queen’s fading
favourite, Quaiche.
Grelier paused a while near one of the bodies. It was suspended in translucent support gel behind the green
glass of its vivification tank. Around the base of the tank were rows of nutrient controls like so many organ stops,
some pushed in and some pulled out. The stops controlled the delicate biochemical environment of the nutrient
matrix. Bronze valve wheels set into the side of the tank adjusted the delivery of bulk chemicals like water or
saline.
Appended to the tank was a log showing the body’s clonal history. Grelier flicked through the plasticlaminated pages of the log, satisfying himself that all was well. Although most of the bodies in the factory had
never been decanted, this specimen—an adult female—had been warmed and used once before. The evidence of
the injuries inflicted on it was fading under the regenerative procedures, abdominal scars healing invisibly, the
new leg now only slightly smaller than its undamaged counterpart. Jasmina did not approve of these patch-up
jobs, but her demand for bodies had outstripped the production capacity of the factory. Grelier patted the glass
affectionately.
“Coming along nicely.”
He walked on, making random checks on the other bodies. Sometimes a glance was sufficient, though more
often than not Grelier would thumb through the log and pause to make some small adjustment to the settings. He
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took a great deal of pride in the quiet competence of his work. He never boasted of his abilities or promised
anything he was not absolutely certain of being able to deliver—utterly unlike Quaiche, who had been full of
exaggerated promises from the moment he stepped aboard the Gnostic Ascension.
For a while it had worked, too. Grelier, long the queen’s closest confidant, had found himself temporarily
usurped by the flashy newcomer. All he heard while he was working on her was how Quaiche was going to
change all their fortunes: Quaiche this, Quaiche that. The queen had even started complaining about Grelier’s
duties, moaning that the factory was too slow in delivering bodies and that the attention-deficit therapies were
losing their effectiveness. Grelier had been briefly tempted to try something seriously attention-grabbing,
something that would catapult him back into her good graces.
Now he was profoundly glad that he had done no such thing; he had needed only to bide his time. It was
simply a question of letting Quaiche dig his own grave by setting up expectations that he could not possibly meet.
Sadly—for Quaiche, if not for Grelier—Jasmina had taken him exactly at his word. If Grelier judged the
queen’s mood, poor old Quaiche was about this close to getting the figurehead treatment.
Grelier stopped at an adult male that had begun to show developmental anomalies during his last examination.
He had adjusted the tank settings, but his tinkering had apparently been to no avail. To the untrained eye the body
looked normal enough, but it lacked the unmarred symmetry that Jasmina craved. Grelier shook his head and
placed a hand on one of the polished brass valve wheels. Always a difficult call, this. The body wasn’t up to
scratch by the usual standards of the factory, but then again neither were the patch-up jobs. Was it time to make
Jasmina accept a lowering of quality? It was she who was pushing the factory to its limit, after all.
No, Grelier decided. If he had learned one lesson from this whole sordid Quaiche business, it was to maintain
his own standards. Jasmina would scold him for aborting a body, but in the long run she would respect his
judgement, his stolid devotion to excellence. He twisted the brass wheel shut, blocking saline. He knelt down and
pushed in most of the nutrient valves.
“Sorry,” Grelier said, addressing the smooth, expressionless face behind the glass, “but I’m afraid you just
didn’t cut it.”
He gave the body one last glance. In a few hours the processes of cellular deconstruction would be grotesquely
obvious. The body would be dismantled, its constituent chemicals recycled for use elsewhere in the factory.
A voice buzzed in his earpiece. He touched a finger to the device.
“Grelier … I was expecting you already.”
“I’m on my way, ma’am.”
A red light started flashing on top of the vivification tank, synchronised to an alarm. Grelier cuffed the
override, silencing the alarm and blanking the emergency signal. Calm returned to the body factory, a silence
broken only by the occasional gurgle of nutrient flows or the muffled click of some distant valve regulator. Grelier
nodded, satisfied that all was in hand, and resumed his unhurried progress.
*
At the same instant that Grelier pushed in the last of the nutrient valves, an anomaly occurred in the sensor
apparatus of the Gnostic Ascension. The anomaly was brief, lasting only a fraction over half a second, but it was
sufficiently unusual that a flag was raised in the data stream: an exceptional event marker indicating that
something merited attention.
As far as the sensor software was concerned that was the end of it: the anomaly had not continued, and all
systems were now performing normally. The flag was a mere formality; whether it was to be acted on was the
responsibility of an entirely separate and slightly more intelligent layer of monitoring software.
The second layer—dedicated to health-monitoring all shipwide sensor sub-systems—detected the flag, along
with several million others raised in the same cycle, and assigned it a schedule in its task profile. Less than two
hundred thousandths of a second had lapsed since the end of the anomaly: an eternity in computational terms, but
an inevitable consequence of the vast size of a lighthugger’s cybernetic nervous system. Communications
between one end of the Gnostic Ascension and the other required three to four kilometres of main trunk cabling,
six to seven for a round-trip signal.
Nothing happened quickly on a ship that large, but it made little practical difference. The ship’s huge mass
meant that it responded sluggishly to external events: it had precisely the same need for lightning-fast reflexes as
a brontosaurus.
The health-monitoring layer worked its way down the pile. Most of the several million events it looked at were
quite innocuous. Based on its grasp of the statistical expectation pattern of error events, it was able to de-assign
most of the flags without hesitation. They were transient errors, not indicative of any deeper malaise in the ship’s
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hardware. Only a hundred thousand looked even remotely suspicious.
The second layer did what it always did at this point: it compiled the hundred thousand anomalous events into
a single packet, appended its own comments and preliminary findings and offered the packet to the third layer of
monitoring software.
The third layer spent most of its time doing nothing: it existed solely to examine those anomalies forwarded to
it by duller layers. Quickened to alertness, it examined the dossier with as much actual interest as its borderline
sentience allowed. By machine standards it was still somewhere below gamma-level intelligence, but it had been
doing its job for such a long time that it had built up a huge hoard of heuristic expertise. It was insultingly clear to
the third layer that more than half of the forwarded events in no way merited its attention, but the remaining cases
were more interesting, and it took its time going through them. Two-thirds of those anomalies were repeat
offenders: evidence of systems with some real but transient fault. None, however, were in critical areas of ship
function, so they could be left alone until they became more serious.
One-third of the interesting cases were new. Of these, perhaps ninety per cent were the kind of failures that
could be expected once in a while, based on the layer’s knowledge of the various hardware components and
software elements involved. Only a handful were in possibly critical areas, and thankfully these faults could all be
dealt with by routine repair methods. Almost without blinking, the layer dispatched instructions to those parts of
the ship dedicated to the upkeep of its infrastructure.
At various points around the ship, servitors that were already engaged in other repair and overhaul jobs
received new entries in their task buffers. It might take them weeks to get around to those chores, but eventually
they would be performed.
That left a tiny core of errors that might potentially be of some concern. They were more difficult to explain,
and it was not immediately clear how the servitors should be ordered to deal with them. The layer was not unduly
worried, in so far as it was capable of worrying about anything: past experience had taught it that these gremlins
generally turned out to be benign. But for now it had no choice but to forward the puzzling exceptions to an even
higher stratum of shipboard automation.
The anomaly moved up like this, through another three layers of steadily increasing intelligence. By the time
the final layer was invoked, only one outstanding event remained in the packet: the original transient sensor
anomaly, the one that had lasted just over half a second. None of the underlying layers could account for the error
via the usual statistical patterns and look-up rules. An event only filtered this high in the system once or twice a
minute.
Now, for the first time, something with real intelligence was invoked. The gamma-level subpersona in charge
of overseeing layer-six exceptions was part of the last line of defence between the cybernetics and the ship’s flesh
crew. It was the subpersona that had the difficult role of deciding whether a given error merited the attention of its
human stewards. Over the years it had learned not to cry wolf too often: if it did, its owners might decide that it
needed upgrading. As a consequence, the subpersona agonised for many seconds before deciding what to do.
The anomaly was, it decided, one of the strangest it had ever encountered. A thorough examination of every
logical path in the sensor system failed to explain how something so utterly, profoundly unusual could ever have
happened.
In order to do its job effectively, the subpersona had to have an abstract understanding of the real world.
Nothing too sophisticated, but enough that it could make sensible judgements about which kinds of external
phenomena were likely to be encountered by the sensors, and which were so massively unlikely that they could
only be interpreted as hallucinations introduced at a later stage of data processing. It had to grasp that the Gnostic
Ascension was a physical object embedded in space. It also had to grasp that the events recorded by the ship’s web
of sensors were caused by objects and quanta permeating that space: dust grains, magnetic fields, radar echoes
from nearby bodies; and by the radiation from more distant phenomena: worlds, stars, galaxies, quasars, the
cosmic background signal. In order to do this it had to be able to make accurate guesses about how the data
returns from all these objects were supposed to behave. No one had ever given it these rules; it had formulated
them for itself, over time, making corrections as it accumulated more information. It was a never-ending task, but
at this late stage in the game it considered itself rather splendid at it.
It knew, for instance, that planets—or rather the abstract objects in its model that corresponded to planets—
were definitely not supposed to do that. The error was completely inexplicable as an outside-world event.
Something must have gone badly wrong at the data-capture stage.
It pondered this a little more. Even allowing for that conclusion, the anomaly was still difficult to explain. It
was so peculiarly selective, affecting only the planet itself. Nothing else, not even the planet’s moons, had done
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anything in the least bit odd.
The subpersona changed its mind: the anomaly had to be external, in which case the subpersona’s model of the
real world was shockingly flawed. It didn’t like that conclusion either. It was a long time since it had been forced
to update its model so drastically, and it viewed the prospect with a stinging sense of affront. Worse, the
observation might mean that the Gnostic Ascension itself was … well, not exactly in immediate danger—the
planet in question was still dozens of light-hours away—but conceivably headed for something that might, at
some point in the future, pose a non-negligible risk to the ship.
That was it, then. The subpersona made its decision: it had no choice but to alert the crew on this one. That
meant only one thing: a priority interrupt to Queen Jasmina.
The subpersona established that the queen was currently accessing status summaries through her preferred
visual read-out medium. As it was authorised to do, it seized control of the data channel and cleared both screens
of the device ready for an emergency bulletin. It prepared a simple text message:
SENSOR ANOMALY: REQUEST ADVICE.

For an instant—significantly less than the half-second that the original event had consumed—the message
hovered on the queen’s read-out, inviting her attention.
Then the subpersona had a hasty change of heart. Perhaps it was making a mistake. The anomaly, bizarre as it
had been, had cleared itself. No further reports of strangeness had emanated from any of the underlying layers.
The planet was behaving in the way the subpersona had always assumed planets were supposed to.
With the benefit of a little more time, the layer decided, the event could surely be explained as a perceptual
malfunction. It was just a question of going over things again, looking at all the components from the right
perspective, thinking outside the box. As a subpersona, that was exactly what it was meant to do. If all it ever did
was blindly forward every anomaly that it couldn’t immediately explain, then the crew might as well replace it
with another dumb layer. Or, worse, upgrade it to something cleverer.
It cleared the text message from the queen’s device and immediately replaced it with the data she had been
viewing just before. It continued to gnaw away at the problem until, a minute or so later, another anomaly bumped
into its in-box.
This time it was a thrust imbalance, a niggling one-per-cent jitter in the starboard Conjoiner drive. Faced with
a bright new urgency, it chose to put the matter of the planet on the back-burner. Even by the slow standards of
shipboard communications, a minute was a long time. With every further minute that passed without the planet
misbehaving, the whole vexing event would inevitably drop to a diminished level of priority.
The subpersona would not forget about it—it was incapable of forgetting about anything—but within an hour
it would have a great many other things to deal with instead.
Good. It was decided, then. The way to handle it was to pretend it had never happened in the first place.
Thus it was that Queen Jasmina was informed of the sensor event anomaly for only a fraction of a second. And
thus it was that no human members of the crew of the Gnostic Ascension—not Jasmina, not Grelier, not Quaiche,
nor any of the other Ultras—were ever aware that, for more than half a second, the largest gas giant in the system
they were approaching, the system unimaginatively called 107 Piscium, had simply ceased to exist.
*
Queen Jasmina heard the surgeon-general’s footsteps echoing towards her, approaching along the metal-lined
companionway that connected her command chamber to the rest of the ship. As always, Grelier managed not to
sound in any particular hurry. Had she tested his loyalty by fawning over Quaiche? she wondered. Perhaps. In
which case it was probably time to make Grelier feel valued again.
A flicker on the read-out screens of the skull caught her attention. For a moment a line of text replaced the
summaries she was paging through—something about a sensor anomaly.
Queen Jasmina shook the skull. She had always been convinced that the horrid thing was possessed, but
increasingly it appeared to be going senile, too. Had she been less superstitious, she would have thrown it away,
but dreadful things were rumoured to have happened to those who ignored the skull’s counsel.
A polite knock sounded at the door.
“Enter, Grelier.”
The armoured door eased itself open. Grelier emerged into the chamber, his eyes wide and showing a lot of
white as they adjusted to the chamber’s gloom. Grelier was a slim, neatly dressed little man with a flat-topped
shock of brilliant white hair. He had the flattened, minimalist features of a boxer. He wore a clean white medical
2068

smock and apron; his hands were always gloved. His expression never failed to amuse Jasmina: it always
appeared that he was on the point of breaking into tears or laughter. It was an illusion: the surgeon-general had
little familiarity with either emotional extreme.
“Busy in the body factory, Grelier?”
“A wee bit, ma’am.”
“I’m anticipating a period of high demand ahead. Production mustn’t slacken.”
“Little danger of that, ma’am.”
“Just as long as you’re aware of it.” She sighed. “Well, niceties over with. To business.” Grelier nodded.
“I see you’ve already made a start.” While awaiting his arrival, she had strapped her body into the throne,
leather cuffs around her ankles and thighs, a thick band around her belly, her right arm fixed to the chair rest, with
only her left arm free to move. She held the skull in her left hand, its face turned towards her so that she could
view the read-out screens bulging from its eye sockets. Prior to picking up the skull she had inserted her right arm
into a skeletal machine bracketed to the side of the chair. The machine—the alleviator—was a cage of rough black
ironwork equipped with screw-driven pressure pads. They were already pressing uncomfortably against her skin.
“Hurt me,” Queen Jasmina said.
Grelier’s expression veered momentarily towards a smile. He approached the throne and examined the
arrangement of the alleviator. Then he commenced tightening the screws on the device, adjusting each in
sequence by a precise quarter turn at a time. The pressure pads bore down on the skin of the queen’s forearm,
which was supported in turn by an underlying arrangement of fixed pads. The care with which Grelier turned the
screws made the queen think of someone tuning some ghastly stringed instrument.
It wasn’t pleasant. That was the point.
After a minute or so, Grelier stopped and moved behind the throne. She watched him tug a spool of tubing
from the little medical kit he always kept there. He plugged one end of the tubing into an oversized bottle full of
something straw-yellow and connected the other to a hypodermic. He hummed and whistled as he worked. He
lifted up the bottle and attached it to a rig on the back of the throne, then pushed the hypodermic line into the
queen’s upper right arm, fiddling around a little until he found the vein. Then she watched him return to the front
of the throne, back into view of the body.
It was a female one this time, but there was no reason that it had to be. Although all the bodies were cultured
from Jasmina’s own genetic material, Grelier was able to intervene at an early stage of development and force the
body down various sexual pathways. Usually it was boys and girls. Now and then, for a treat, he made weird
neuters and intersex variants. They were all sterile, but that was only because it would have been a waste of time
to equip them with functioning reproductive systems. It was enough bother installing the neural coupling implants
so that she could drive the bodies in the first place. Suddenly she felt the agony lose its focus.
“I don’t want anaesthetic, Grelier.”
“Pain without intermittent relief is like music without silence,” he said. “You must trust my judgement in this
matter, as you have always done in the past.”
“I do trust you, Greller,” she said, grudgingly.
“Sincerely, ma’am?”
“Yes. Sincerely. You’ve always been my favourite. You do appreciate that, don’t you?”
“I have a job to do, ma’am. I simply do it to the limit of my abilities.”
The queen put the skull down in her lap. With her free hand she ruffled the white brush of his hair.
“I’d be lost without you, you know. Especially now.”
“Nonsense, ma’am. Your expertise threatens any day to eclipse my own.”
It was more than automatic flattery: though Grelier had made the study of pain his life’s work, Jasmina was
catching up quickly. She knew volumes about the physiology of pain. She knew about nociception; she knew the
difference between epicritic and protopathic pain; she knew about presynaptic blocking and the neospinal
pathway. She knew her prostaglandin promoters from her GABA agonists.
But the queen also knew pain from an angle Grelier never would. His tastes lay entirely in its infliction. He did
not know it from the inside, from the privileged point of view of the recipient. No matter how acute his theoretical
understanding of the subject, she would always have that edge over him.
Like most people of his era, Grelier could only imagine agony, extrapolating it a thousandfold from the minor
discomfort of a torn hangnail. He had no idea.
“I may have learned a great deal,” she said, “but you will always be a master of the clonal arts. I was serious
about what I said before, Grelier: I anticipate increased demand on the factory. Can you satisfy me?”
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“You said production mustn’t slacken. That isn’t quite the same thing.”
“But surely you aren’t working at full capacity at this moment.” Grelier adjusted the screws.
“I’ll be frank with you: we’re not far off it. At the moment I’m prepared to discard units that don’t meet our
usual exacting standards. But if the factory is expected to increase production, the standards will have to be
relaxed.”
“You discarded one today, didn’t you?”
“How did you know?”
“I suspected you’d make a point of your commitment to excellence.” She raised a finger. “And that’s all right.
It’s why you work for me. I’m disappointed, of course—I know exactly which body you terminated—but
standards are standards.”
“That’s always been my watchword!”
“It’s a pity that can’t be said for everyone on this ship.” He hummed and whistled to himself for a little while,
then asked, with studied casualness,
“I always got the impression that you have a superlative crew, ma’am.”
“My regular crew is not the problem.”
“Ah. Then you would be referring to one of the irregulars? Not myself, I trust?”
“You are well aware of whom I speak, so don’t pretend otherwise.”
“Quaiche? Surely not.”
“Oh, don’t play games, Grelier. I know exactly how you feel about your rival. Do you want to know the truly
ironic thing? The two of you are more similar than you realise. Both baseline humans, both ostracised from your
own cultures. I had great hopes for the two of you, but now I may have to let Quaiche go.”
“Surely you’d give him one last chance, ma’am. We are approaching a new system, after all.”
“You’d like that, wouldn’t you? You’d like to see him fail one final time, just so that my punishment would be
all the more severe?”
“I was thinking only of the welfare of the ship.”
“Of course you were, Grelier.” She smiled, amused by his lies.
“Well, the fact of the matter is I haven’t made up my mind what to do with Quaiche. But I do think he and I
need a little chat. Some interesting new information concerning him has fallen into my possession, courtesy of our
trading partners.”
“Fancy that,” Grelier said.
“It seems he wasn’t completely honest about his prior experience when I hired him. It’s my fault: I should have
checked his background more thoroughly. But that doesn’t excuse the fact that he exaggerated his earlier
successes. I thought we were hiring an expert negotiator, as well as a man with an instinctive understanding of
planetary environments. A man comfortable among both baseline humans and Ultras, someone who could talk up
a deal to our advantage and find treasure where we’d miss it completely.”
“That sounds like Quaiche.”
“No, Grelier, what it sounds like is the character Quaiche wished to present to us. The fiction he wove. In truth,
his record is a lot less impressive. The occasional score here and there, but just as many failures. He’s a chancer: a
braggart, an opportunist and a liar. And an infected one, as well.” Grelier raised an eyebrow.
“Infected?”
“He has an indoctrinal virus. We scanned for the usuals but missed this one because it wasn’t in our database.
Fortunately, it isn’t strongly infectious—not that it would stand much of a chance infecting one of us in the first
place.”
“What type of indoctrinal virus are we talking about here?”
“It’s a crude mishmash: a half-baked concoction of three thousand years’ worth of religious imagery jumbled
together without any overarching theistic consistency. It doesn’t make him believe anything coherent; it just
makes him feel religious. Obviously he can keep it under control for much of the time. But it worries me, Grelier.
What if it gets worse? I don’t like a man whose impulses I can’t predict.”
“You’ll be letting him go, then.”
“Not just yet. Not until we’ve passed beyond 107 Piscium. Not until he’s had one last chance to redeem
himself.”
“What makes you think he’ll find anything now?”
“I have no expectation that he will, but I do believe he’s more likely to find something if I provide him with
the right incentive.”
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“He might do a runner.”
“I’ve thought of that as well. In fact, I think I’ve got all bases covered where Quaiche is concerned. All I need
now is the man himself, in some state of animation. Can you arrange that for me?”
“Now, ma’am?”
“Why not? Strike while the iron’s hot, as they say.”
“The trouble is,” Grelier said, “he’s frozen. It’ll take six hours to wake him, assuming that we follow the
recommended procedures.”
“And if we don’t?” She wondered how much mileage was left in her new body. “Realistically, how many
hours could we shave off?”
“Two at the most, if you don’t want to run the risk of killing him. Even then it’ll be a wee bit unpleasant.”
Jasmina smiled at the surgeon-general.
“I’m sure he’ll get over it. Oh, and Grelier? One other thing.”
“Ma’am?”
“Bring me the scrimshaw suit.”
3
His lover helped him out of the casket. Quaiche lay shivering on the revival couch, racked with nausea, while
Morwenna attended to the many jacks and lines that plunged into his bruised baseline flesh.
“Lie still,” she said.
“I don’t feel very well.”
“Of course you don’t. What do you expect when the bastards thaw you so quickly?”
It was like being kicked in the groin, except that his groin encompassed his entire body. He wanted to curl up
inside a space smaller than himself, to fold himself into a tiny knot like some bravura trick of origami. He
considered throwing up, but the effort involved was much too daunting.
“They shouldn’t have taken the risk,” he said. “She knows I’m too valuable for that.” He retched: a horrible
sound like a dog that had been barking too long.
“I think her patience might be a bit strained,” Morwenna said, as she dabbed at him with stinging medicinal
salves.
“She knows she needs me.”
“She managed without you before. Maybe it’s dawning on her that she can manage without you again.”
Quaiche brightened.
“Maybe there’s an emergency.”
“For you, perhaps.”
“Christ, that’s all I need—sympathy.” He winced as a bolt of pain hit his skull, something far more precise and
targeted than the dull unpleasantness of the revival trauma.
“You shouldn’t use the Lord’s name in vain,” Morwenna said, her tone scolding. “You know it only hurts you.”
He looked into her face, forcing his eyes open against the cruel glare of the revival area.
“Are you on my side or not?”
“I’m trying to help you. Hold still, I’ve nearly got the last of these lines out.”
There was a final little stab of pain in his thigh as the shunt popped out, leaving a neat eyelike wound.
“There, all done.”
“Until next time,” Quaiche said.
“Assuming there is a next time.” Morwenna fell still, as if something had struck her for the first time.
“You’re really frightened, aren’t you?”
“In my shoes, wouldn’t you be?”
“The queen’s insane. Everyone knows that. But she’s also pragmatic enough to know a valuable resource when
she sees one.” Morwenna spoke openly because she knew that the queen had no working listening devices in the
revival chamber.
“Look at Grelier, for pity’s sake. Do you think she’d tolerate that freak for one minute if he wasn’t useful to
her?”
“That’s precisely my point,” Quaiche said, sinking into an even deeper pit of dejection and hopelessness. “The
moment either of us stops being useful …”
Had he felt like moving, he would have mimed drawing a knife across his throat. Instead he just made a
choking sound.
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“You’ve an advantage over Grelier,” Morwenna said. “You have me, an ally amongst the crew. Who does he
have?”
“You’re right,” Quaiche said, “as ever.”
With a tremendous effort he reached out and closed one hand around Morwenna’s steel gauntlet. He didn’t
have the heart to remind her that she was very nearly as isolated aboard the ship as he was. The one thing
guaranteed to get an Ultra ostracised was having any kind of interpersonal relationship with a baseline human.
Morwenna put a brave face on it, but, Quaiche knew, if he had to rely on her for help when the queen and the rest
of the crew turned against him, he was already crucified.
“Can you sit up now?” she asked.
“I’ll try.”
The discomfort was abating slightly, as he had known it must do, and at last he was able to move major muscle
groups without crying. He sat on the couch, his knees tucked against the hairless skin of his chest, while
Morwenna gently removed the urinary catheter from his penis. He looked into her face while she worked, hearing
only the whisk of metal sliding over metal. He remembered how fearful he had been when she first touched him
there, her hands gleaming like shears. Making love to her was like making love to a threshing machine. Yet
Morwenna had never hurt him, even when she inadvertently cut her own living parts.
“All right?” she asked.
“I’ll make it. Takes more than a quick revival to put a dent in Horris Quaiche’s day.”
“That’s the spirit,” she said, sounding less than fully convinced. She leant over and kissed him. She smelt of
perfume and ozone.
“I’m glad you’re around,” Quaiche said.
“Wait here. I’ll get you something to drink.”
Morwenna moved off the revival couch, telescoping to her full height. Still unable to focus properly, he
watched her slink across the room towards the hatch where various recuperative broths were dispensed. Her irongray dreadlocks swayed with the motion of her high-hipped piston-driven legs.
Morwenna was on her way back with a snifter of recuperative broth—chocolate laced with medicines—when
the door to the chamber slid open. Two more Ultras strode into the room: a man and a woman. After them, hands
tucked demurely behind his back, loomed the smaller, unaugmented figure of the surgeon-general. He wore a
soiled white medical smock.
“Is he fit?” the man asked.
“You’re lucky he’s not dead,” Morwenna snapped.
“Don’t be so melodramatic,” the woman said. “He was never going to die just because we thawed him a bit
faster than usual.”
“Are you going to tell us what Jasmina wants with him?”
“That’s between him and the queen,” she replied.
The man threw a quilted silver gown in Quaiche’s general direction. Morwenna’s arm whipped out in a blur of
motion and caught it. She walked over to Quaiche and handed it to him.
“I’d like to know what’s going on,” Quaiche said.
“Get dressed,” the woman said. “You’re coming with us.”
He pivoted around on the couch and lowered his feet to the coldness of the floor. Now that the discomfort was
wearing off he was starting to feel scared instead. His cock had shrivelled in on itself, retreating into his belly as if
already making its own furtive escape plans. Quaiche put on the gown, cinching it around his waist. To the
surgeon-general he said,
“You had something to do with this, didn’t you?” Grelier blinked.
“My dear fellow, it was all I could do to stop them warming you even more rapidly.”
“Your time will come,” Quaiche said. “Mark my words.”
“I don’t know why you insist on that tone. You and I have a great deal in common, Horris. Two human men,
alone aboard an Ultra ship? We shouldn’t be bickering, competing for prestige and status. We should be
supporting each other, cementing a friendship.” Grelier wiped the back of his glove on his tunic, leaving a nasty
ochre smear.
“We should be allies, you and I. We could go a long way together.”
“When hell freezes over,” Quaiche replied.
*
The queen stroked the mottled cranium of the human skull resting on her lap. She had very long finger- and
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toe-nails, painted jet-black. She wore a leather jerkin, laced across her cleavage, and a short skirt of the same dark
fabric. Her black hair was combed back from her brow, save for a single neatly formed cowlick. Standing before
her, Quaiche initially thought she was wearing makeup, vertical streaks of rouge as thick as candlewax running
from her eyes to the curve of her upper lip. Then, joltingly, he realised that she had gouged out her eyes.
Despite this, her face still possessed a certain severe beauty. It was the first time he had seen her in the flesh, in
any of her manifestations. Until this meeting, all his dealings with her had been at a certain remove, either via
alpha-compliant proxies or living intermediaries like Grelier.
He had hoped to keep things that way. Quaiche waited several seconds, listening to his own breathing. Finally
he managed,
“Have I let you down, ma’am?”
“What kind of ship do you think I run, Quaiche? One where I can afford to carry baggage?”
“I can feel my luck changing.”
“A bit late for that. How many stopovers have we made since you joined the crew, Quaiche? Five, isn’t it? And
what have we got to show for ourselves, after those five stopovers?”
He opened his mouth to answer her when he saw the scrimshaw suit lurking, almost lost, in the shadows
behind her throne. Its presence could not be accidental.
It resembled a mummy, worked from wrought iron or some other industrial-age metal. There were various
heavy-duty input plugs and attachment points, and a dark grilled-over rectangle where the visor should have been.
There were scabs and fillets of solder where parts had been rewelded or braised. There was the occasional smooth
patch of obviously new metal.
Covering every other part of the suit, however, was an intricate, crawling complexity of carvings. Every
available square centimetre had been crammed with obsessive, eye-wrenching detail. There was far too much to
take in at one glance, but as the suit gyrated above him Quaiche made out fanciful serpent-necked space monsters,
outrageously phallic spacecraft, screaming faces and demons, depictions of graphic sex and violence. There were
spiralling narratives, cautionary tales, boastful trade episodes writ large. There were clock faces and psalms. Lines
of text in languages he didn’t recognise, musical stanzas, even swathes of lovingly carved numerals. Sequences of
digital code or DNA base pairs. Angels and cherubim. Snakes. A lot of snakes.
It made his head hurt just to look at it. It was pocked and gouged by the impact spots of micrometeorites and
cosmic rays, its iron-gray tainted here and there with emerald-green or bronze discoloration. There were
scratchlike striations where ultra-heavy particles had gouged out their own impact furrows as they sliced by at
oblique angles. And there was a fine dark seam around the whole thing where the two armoured halves could be
popped open and then welded shut again.
The suit was a punishment device, its existence no more than a cruel rumour. Until this moment.
The queen put people in the suit. It kept them alive and fed them sensory information. It protected them from
the sleeting radiation of interstellar flight when they were entombed, for years at a time, in the ice of the ship’s
ablative shield.
The lucky ones were dead when they pulled them out of the suit. Quaiche tried to stop the tremble in his voice.
“If you look at things one way, we didn’t really … we didn’t really do too badly … all things considered.
There was no material damage to the ship. No crew fatalities or major injuries. No contamination incidents. No
unforeseen expenditures …”
He fell silent, looking hopefully at Jasmina.
“That’s the best you can come up with? You were supposed to make us rich, Quaiche. You were supposed to
turn our fortunes around in these difficult times, greasing the wheels of trade with your innate charm and grasp of
planetary psychologies and landscapes. You were supposed to be our golden goose.” He shifted uneasily.
“Yet in five systems all you found was junk.”
“You chose the systems, not me. It isn’t my fault if there wasn’t anything worth finding.” Slowly and
worryingly the queen shook her head.
“No, Quaiche. Not that easy, I’m afraid. You see, a month ago we intercepted something. It was a transmission,
a two-way trade dialogue between a human colony on Chaloupek and the lighthugger Faint Memory of Hokusai.
Ring any bells?”
“Not really …” But it did.
“The Hokusai was entering Gliese 664 just as we departed that system. It was the second system you swept for
us. Your report was”—the queen hoisted the skull to the side of her head, listening to its chattering jaw—“let’s see
… ‘nothing of value found on Opincus or the other three terrestrial worlds; only minor items of discarded
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technology recovered on moons five to eight of the Haurient giant … nothing in the inner asteroid fields, D-type
swarms, Trojan points or major K-belt concentrations.’” Quaiche could see where this was heading.
“And the Faint Memory of Hokusai?”
“The trade dialogue was absolutely fascinating. By all accounts, the Hokusai located a cache of buried trade
items around one century old. Pre-war, pre-plague. Very valuable stuff: not merely technological artefacts, but
also art and culture, much of it unique. I hear they made enough on that to buy themselves an entirely new layer
of ablative hull cladding.” She looked at him expectantly.
“Any comments, thoughts, on that?”
“My report was honest,” Quaiche said. “They must have got lucky, that’s all. Look, just give me another
chance. Are we approaching another system?” The queen smiled.
“We’re always approaching another system. This time it’s a place called 107 Piscium, but frankly from this
distance it doesn’t look much more promising than the last five. What’s to say you’re going to be any use this
time?”
“Let me take the Dominatrix,” he said, knitting his hands together involuntarily. “Let me take her down into
that system.”
The queen was silent for many seconds. Quaiche heard only his own breathing, punctuated now and then by
the abrupt, attenuated sizzle of a dying insect or rat. Something moved languidly beyond the green glass of a
hemispherical dome set into one of the chamber’s twelve walls. He sensed that he was being observed by
something other than the eyeless figure in the chair. Without having been told, he understood then that the thing
beyond the glass was the real queen, and that the ruined body in the seat was only a puppet that she currently
inhabited. They were all true, then, all the rumours he had ever heard: the queen’s solipsism; her addiction to
extreme pain as a reality-anchoring device; the vast reserve of cloned bodies she was said to keep for just that
purpose.
“Have you finished, Quaiche? Have you made your case?” He sighed.
“I suppose I have.”
“Very well, then.”
She must have issued some secret command, because at that moment the door to the chamber opened again.
Quaiche spun around as the blast of cold fresh air touched the nape of his neck. The surgeon-general and the two
Ultras who had helped him during Quaiche’s revival entered the room.
“I’m done with him,” the queen said.
“And your intention?” Grelier asked. Jasmina sucked at a fingernail.
“I haven’t changed my mind. Put him in the scrimshaw suit.”
216.60 Excerpt from The Twilight Time\fn{by Karen Campbell (1967- )} Paisley, Renfrewshire, Scotland, United
Kingdom (F) 8
1
It was the right kind of day for it. Skies blown inside out, a brisk shower wiping the morning clean. It was
going to be a fine day.
Bring it on.
Anna could see her teeth, bared and shining in her shoes that were skirting puddles. She was pleased with the
gloss—so chuffed, she never saw it coming: the sharp parping of a comedy hooter that forced her back on the
kerb. A man, near prope in a Sinclair CS, shook his head as he glided past.
She waited until he slid round the corner, then crossed and shoved the plate-glass door. Instantly, that familiar
kick of Dettol, shoe polish and pee, slicking the back of her throat. She didn’t know the code for the inner door, so
stood like a chooky, hands full of kit. Cops were buzzing through the glass partition. The Controller sat hunched
at her console, droning for a station to attend a shoplifting, the Duty Officer chewing a sandwich over her
shoulder, dropping crumbs on the screen. Radio 2 tinkled quietly, and there were no Old Firm games that weekend
to mess up the cells. A picture of the perfect backshift.
An ancient sergeant turned his head in Anna’s direction as he stretched to answer the phone.
“Stewart Street. Naw. Try a plumber. Aye, you and all.”
He looked like a coconut ice, spider-veined face frilled by white hair. The hair tufted over his collar, dandruff
reaching his crumpled trousers. He raised one eyebrow at her.
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“Aye?”
“Hi,” Anna called over. “I’m Sergeant Cameron. I’m starting in the FIexi Unit today?”
2
He lumbered to the public counter and slid the glass a little wider.
“The what?”
“Flexible Policing Unit. Mix of plain clothes and uniform?” No reaction.
“It’s your division’s initiative—street offences, disorder and that? You must have heard of it.” This time he
picked his ear.
“I’ve come from headquarters.”
“Is that right?” The buzzer clicked.
“Away through the foyer and take the lift up tae one. Someone’ll show you.” He stooped to take a file from a
shelf.
“What was that?” asked Anna. The man kept his head down, white flakes dropping as his stubby hand stroked
the gray.
“You say something?” she asked.
“Naw.”
“Could’ve sworn I heard you say ‘split-arse’?” Viscous eyes looked up at her, a slight flush on the hollows
below. “What’s that supposed tae mean?”
“You tell me.”
“Naw, your hearing must be away tae buggery, hen.”
“Just like your good looks, you mean?'
“First floor, like I saip. Then turilleft.” His eyes slumped back to his paperwork.
When she got punted to Community Safety, a few years into her service, Anna used to do safety talks for
women—button up, hide your jewellery, always hold hands with a grown-up. As time passed, she deviated more
from the script. Don’t be a victim, she’d tell them. Some guy eyeing you in an empty train carriage? You’re at that
point when you know you can feel his stare? Then he smiles, enjoying your discomfort—and you wonder if it
would be “rude” to move? Bugger that, she’d say, enjoying her audience’s surprise. Belch. Fart. Pick your nose.
Anything unexpected. Throws them off balance, buys you some time.
So, why tell folk some tosser groping their bum’s an indecent assault, if they met an old git like that when they
came to report it? Mind, it was better than getting a bloody civvy.
Good morning, welcome to Police Inc. pic. How can I help you? Oh, you’d like to see a police officer. I’m
sorry, have you made an appointment?
The lift creaked, yawned. Anna turned through a set of swing doors, and on to her new home. In a brightly lit
office, a six-foot penguin was packing stickers in a poly bag. The door opposite was open, and Anna could hear
voices:
“No joking. Ended up in the bogs together. Pissed as a fart. He was saying to Jamie, ‘Help me save my career.
She’s wild.’”
“And what did Jamie say?”
“What did Jamie say?” asked Anna, pushing the door.
Three heads swivelled. She dumped her gear on a nearby desk, and scanned the room, searching for a friendly
face. One smiled back—a handsome young boy with a jet-black crew-cut.
“Hi.” She held out her hand. “I’m Anna Cameron, your new sergeant. Pleased to meet you.” The boy’s grin
curved deeper.
“All right, Sergeant? I’m Alex Patterson. This is Jenny Heath and Derek Waugh.”
Alex motioned to a guy in his early forties, tan bomber jacket and rumped hair screaming “polis in plainers”.
Derek shook her hand, grinned.
“Welcome to rent-a-mob.”
The girl, Jenny, hung back, blonde hair swinging round her pointed face. Made up with a trowel, thought Anna,
as they smiled their hellos..
“So, now you know who’s who,” said Derek. Anna leaned on the desk behind her, checking with her fingers
before she rested her weight against it.
“Well, folks. Good to meet you. I’m not going to make some big speech just now. I’d rather have a chat with
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each of you before I set out any action plans.”
“Fair enough.” Derek seemed to be the senior man on the squad. “Fancy a quick shuftie round the now, or will
I give you the lowdown on what’s what?”
He was a sturdy brown barrel of a man: ruddy, pock-marked cheeks, brown wiry hair, brown moustache,
brown jacket stretched round his stocky frame—and everything with a sweaty, slightly slimy sheen. Like a wee
turd on legs. Anna liked him straight off.
“Well, I’ve to see the boss in half an hour, Derek, so I wouldn’t mind a wee look round first—and get rid of
this stuff too.” She nodded at her assorted bags.
“Your office is through-by, gaffer. Come and I’ll show you, then you can get the guided tour.”
They carried her kit to her new cubby-hole, then Derek took her back downstairs. The uniform bar, she’d
already encountered. Star Trek modern, with four computer consoles and a special big seat for the inspector who
was Duty Officer—conversely called the OD.\fn{ Officer of the Day:H} In all her service, she’d never worked out
why. The OD issued her with a locker key. He ran a tight ship, he said, folding his Glasgow Herald. Reminded her
that CCTV had been installed at the back bar. But not in the yard where the vehicles came in. The back bar, where
you charged, searched and locked up your neds. It was good to see one again—she’d been in headquarters too
long, shuffling paper when she should have been hoovering shite.
“This is us, gaffer,” said Derek, stopping outside a plywood door. “Mr. Rankin’s office.” He knocked twice.
“Come in.”
“Ah, sir, this is Sergeant Cameron.” The super shoved something in a drawer.
“The new girl, eh? Well, in you come, dear. I won’t bite.”
It was the man with the Sinclair CS. Bushy black brows and hair too long on his collar. Anna shut the door on
Derek, held out her hand.
“Pleased to meet you, sir.”
“Sit down then. Smoke?”
“Eh, no, I don’t.”
The super lit a cigar. On the wall behind him was a series of maps studded with blue and red pins, some framed
diplomas and a signed photo of him grinning, one arm round Seve Ballesteros.
“Anna, isn’t it? I’m Mr. Rankin. I’ll be brief, dear. As you know, you weren’t the first choice for the job.
Granted, we need some females to deal with the hoors, but it’s your service, dear, your service. I’m concerned
about your background. You’ve not got much operational experience, have you?”
Quality, not quantity. Would he smile if she said it? Unlikely. When she and Community Safety parted
company, Anna had applied for the Support Unit. Two years later, she was an Authorised Firearms Officer; had
searched, sealed and escorted scores of VIPs, bagged up body parts from various explosions, and written a
dissertation on “The Role of Multi-disciplinary Units in Modern Policing” (though she wished she’d stuck with
the “Multi-layered Cop-Shops” title). It had got her some of the highest marks ever recorded in a Master’s, hence
the promotion to Policy Support. It was also, presumably, the reason they’d sent her here.
Rankin’s wet lips puffed blue rings. She talked a good game, that’s what he was thinking. Anna could read it in
his damp sneer. That was the way of the polis. You could have grafted on the street for years; soon as you got a
cushy number writing reports at headquarters you were an office-wallah. The guys at the sharp end were quick to
forget, and slow to forgive. And the slower they were at the sharp end, the more they disliked her.
She coughed.
“Not in years, sir, no. But I have done considerable research into mixed-purpose units, which is what’s being
trialled here. I’m sure my experience’ll help with your plans for the Flexi Unit.”
Just this side of humble. Oh,but the demon was nipping at her arse. She glanced towards the certificates.
“I see you’ve won the Force Golf Tournament twice, sir. That must have taken a lot of commitment.”
“Don’t piss me about, Sergeant Cameron.” The smoke curled from Rankin's nostrils, in the fashion of a Bmovie baddie, she thought—but with a twist of Kenneth Williams in the flaring. “I’ll be watching your progress
very closely. You’ll report directly to me. Your remit is everything I tell you. Plain clothes mostly, but uniform if
required. Street offences, housebreakings, OLPs …” He took another puff. “That’s Theft by Opening Lockfast
Places, in case you don’t remember. Cars and stuff … hmm? Ring any bells?”
She kept her face blank. Blink twice for ‘Puck off and die.’
“I’ll leave it to you to prioritise, but I want weekly reports. And I want results.” He flicked the cigar, smiled.
“Old school, me.”
“Me too, sir.”
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“Oh, one other thing. Don’t let your hoors run the show. The Drag is not a no-go area—understand?”
“Yes, sir.”
*
Derek was waiting for her outside.
“How’d you get on?”
“Fine.”
“What did you think of him?”
“Seems all right.”
“He’s shagging the cleaner.” Derek smirked. “Aye, likes things squeaky-clean, does the Tank.” She thought
he’d said wank.
“The what?”
“Aye. Rank the Tank. Brand-new, he is. Pure hates neds, junkies, hoors. His idea, this scouring out the Drag,
Sergeant.”
“So—he doesn’t like folk paying hoors, but he’ll coup the cleaner?”
“Aye, but—naw, Sergeant. It’s a pure meeting of minds with they two—”
“Derek, I really don’t want to know. Anyway, call me Anna if we’re not on the street. Where does the Drag run
from exactly?” Derek shifted the gut above his belt, easing it into a more comfortable droop.
“Basically from the saunas down the bottom, past where the bus station used to be, up to Blythswood Square.
Used to be a pecking order depending on your position on the hill, but it’s all junkies now. The decent hoors tend
to work earlier in the evening, or from rooms and phone box cards and that. Then of course you’ve your saunas.
Lot of foreign lassies too now—from the Balkans and that. City of Culture, us. City of Shite more like.” He
laughed at his own joke. “Will we head down there after piece break, then?”
They went into the refreshment room for a cup of tea. Derek making it, Anna watching. Thinking she should
help, thinking she should not. No canteen this; just a collection of rusty pots and a microwave with stalactite
spatters. No way was she cooking in that. She asked him about the rest of the squad.
“Two others: Davie Brown—annual leave the now—and Jumbo. James Worth. Great guy, so he is.”
Crack-shot cheek slap.
“Jamie Worth?” A bite across her memory. Licking tongues of leather, stubble at her neck, scratching, there, at
the nape. She rubbed it, pretending she was yawning. Trying not to feel the kick in her gut.
“Black hair? Used to work in the Gorbals?” Derek nodded.
“Aye, that’s him.”
“Yeah, I joined with him actually.”
“That right? Well, he’s off this weekend. It’s his wee one’s christening the morrow.”
“He’s married?” How did that come out? Anna looked in the fridge for milk, cooling cheeks, concealing
confusion.
“Aye, his wife used to be in the job too.” Derek stirred the tea. “You migh’t know her. Nice lassie—Catherine.
Worked here a while, then ended up at London Road.”
Her hand held fast to the milk carton. Cool and pliant, sharp squares boxing liquid. If she squeezed it, it would
burst. Burst like eggs, spilling life in puddles.
So he married her. Catherine Forbes. They’d not been on the same course—she’d been the year behind Anna
and Jamie. Tall girl, won some award at the college. All dimples and curly mad hair. Jamie said he’d never even
kissed her, but she knew. That night, when she saw them in the car park—she wasn’t fucking stupid.
And so he married her. Babies too.
“Aye, I think so. Vaguely. Jeez—what’s that stink in here?”
“Och, that’ll be the eggs,” said Derek. “Ronnie on Two Group’s aye bringing them in—lives near a farm. Tries
to punt them. Here—gie’s them out and I’ll chuck them.” Anna slid out the cardboard tray.
“Much does he charge?” Derek shrugged.
“I’m no sure. But he only sells them in bulk, that’s the problem.”
“No, that would be fine. A tray this size would be ideal.” Derek squinted at her.
“All that cholesterol’s not good for you, Sergeant.”
“Och, I’m not going to eat them,” she said, dropping the tray in the bin.
“Ri-ight.” She smiled, said nothing.
“Eh—will we move on then?” said Derek.
*
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Tour over, they returned to the Flexi office. Jenny was perched on a desk, one hand on Alex’s shoulder. She
eyeballed Anna, raised her coffee cup to her lips.
“Jenny, could you show me where the female locker room is?”
“Through the wardens’ room, follow the smell of hairspray. Canny miss it.”
She put down her cup, lit a fag. So. Let the games begin. Jenny wore too much blusher as well. Anna never
managed to get blusher right: too high on the cheek-bones and you looked like a Red Indian, too low and you
were a china doll.
“Tell me, what are you guys working on at the moment?” Jenny sucked smoke from mouth to nostrils.
“You’re the sergeant. Your wish is our command.”
“Jenny, you don’t seem very busy.” Jenny burped, circled her fag in the ashtray. “Maybe you’d like to bring me
up to speed on everything the unit’s been involved in? I mean, I assume from your outfit you’ve been dealing
mostly with vice? Come and see me when you've finished your coffee, eh? And,” Anna turned to Derek and Alex,
“can I suggest you two take a wander down the town? Judging from the Sub Divisional Officer’s map there’s been
a load of cars screwed in the multi-storeys. Check it out and get back here for five, right? Oh, and by the way,
Jenny, this is a non-smoking office.”
Anna said it all in one breath; left before her lungs combusted. Her office was just next door—no more than a
cupboard, with a partition wall—but it was somewhere she could close herself in. Not before she heard Jenny’s
voice float down the corridor though.
“Who rattled her cage? And what was that dig about vice for? Just cos she’s a face like a hen’s arse.”
Some sniggers.
“Aye, and I like her style—she think we’ve all been sitting here with our fingers up our arses till she came
along? I’m away to the bog. Her Majesty can bloody well wait.” As Anna closed the door she saw Jenny exhale
one last clouded breath into the corridor.
“All sisters together.” Derek’s voice came, muffled, through the wall. “C’mon then, gorgeous. Let’s hit the
shops and you can try out your charm on the salesgirls. I’m wanting a polis discount at Slessingers, and you’re the
boy to get it.”
“Piss off.” That must be Alex. “That’s an old man’s shop. We’ll hit the Italian Centre.”
“That’s a bloody pedestrian precinct. Nae chance of getting a turn there.”
“So, we’ll tell her we went on shoplifting patrol instead. She’ll not be here long anyway.”
Fucksake—did they not know she could hear them?
“Och, she’s all right. Reckons she knows Jumbo—says they joined together.”
Anna moved closer to the wall.
“Oh, that’ll piss him right off. Someone else he joined with getting promoted before him. And how do you
mean knows exactly? In the biblical sense, like?”
“Can you no get your mind above your dick? Right, move it. We’re going to Slessingers—via the multi-storey
if you don’t mind, young man.”
Anna leaned her forehead against the partition. Why had she not checked the shift list? So keen to jump up and
bite at the big carrot that she’d never even thought to see who she’d be working with.
“Sergeant?”
Jenny’s fist was poised in mid-air at the open door. Anna had shut it—she knew she had.
“Will I come back later?”
“No, that’s fine.” Anna straightened up. “Come in.”
“I mean, you look a bit preoccupied. Can I get you a glass?”
“Pardon?”
“Of water, I mean.”
“Just come in, Jenny. And shut the door, eh?”
The girl was all hair and nails. Hard nails. A hard wee ticket, and her hair too long. No need to wear such a
tight T-shirt either. But it was her eyes that got Anna most: darting amber ferret eyes that would never miss a trick.
Best just to go for it with this one.
“Look, Jenny. I don’t want us to get off on the wrong foot, but’ve you got a problem taking instructions from
me?”
“How do you mean?” Jenny crossed her legs and sat back, extending her toes.
“I mean, because I’m new, because I’m female, because you don’t like my hair?” Anna shrugged. “I don’t
know, and I really don’t care. Bottom line is, Jenny, I’m your sergeant, I’ll be doing your appraisal and, yes,
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you’re right, I will decide where our resources are deployed. However, I’d appreciate a wee bit of co-operation
from you guys. I don’t intend to come in here and tell you how to do your jobs. You’re a police officer, for God’s
sake. I expect you to work with minimum direction. I presume you do actually make decisions when you’re on the
street?”
“With respect, Sergeant, I worked for five years on the street and three in the Female and Child Unit before
coming here. I think getting chibbed with a crowbar and dealing with pre-school rape victims will have knocked a
wee bit sense into me by now.” Jenny moved forward in her seat.
“Of course, I don’t have the I experience of the Policy Unit in headquarters behind me, which I’m sure is much
more vital for the job, Sergeant.”
Anna cleared her throat. Whatever she said now would just inflame this—she’d tried her best to be reasonable,
given the girl a chance and that was what she got. On the street, they called it the attitude test: if someone’s polite,
gives you your place, you let them off with a warning. Smart-arsed or argumentative, and they get the works.
Jenny had failed the attitude test on both counts, and Anna hadn’t even hung her jacket up yet.
“Constable Heath, take this as a wee bit of advice. I don’t like your attitude, and I don’t think it’ll get you very
far. Maybe you should consider broadening your horizons. If you do nothing but deal with neds and whores, it
starts to affect your judgement. Maybe you should start honing your people skills a bit.”
Anna stood, gestured to the door. Too dramatic? Too late. She let her arm wave about a bit, just to show she
meant it.
“Now just leave those files there. I’ll read them later. I see you’re down for report-writing this afternoon, so off
you go and get on with it. Oh, and tomorrow I want you in uniform, so lose the warpamt, yeah?”
She waited till she heard the door shut, then sat back down. Unclenched her hands and opened the wad of
reports and briefing entries before her. Her job was to lead, not be liked. Anna had to keep reminding herself. She
thought of ringing Martin. But folk would wonder if she kept phoning the boss at Policy Support. Nothing was
anonymous in the police. They could read your e-mails, check your calls, vet your partner, endorse where you
lived. She couldn’t phone Martin at the house, and his wife had answered his mobile more than once. Empty
unease filled her, drifting loosely when she wanted to be fixed. It felt like the day she joined all over again, or the
first day of school.
Stuff it.
Anna dialled Martin's work number. She would hang up if …
Not in. Of course; it was a Saturday; No one normal was in. She had to get used to these shifts again. Only
tossers like Rankin would come to work on a Saturday if they didn’t have to.
Something—she should be doing something. Back through to the main office, where Jenny was dictating a
case. Anna’s neck ached with the weight of the atmosphere. Picked a law manual from the bookshelf, walked back
out, both women breathing a sigh of relief. Anna pressed her door fast against its frame, busied herself going
through old cases until teatime. She hadn’t been sure what they did for food, so she’d brought two cheese
sandwiches and an apple in a Tupperware box. Should she eat it in her room, or go through to the main office? Or
the kitchen? Maybe someone would come and tell her?
It was past six. She picked up her pieces, went to the refreshment room. All her squad were there, had been a
while, judging by the amount of curry they’d consumed.
“Oh, hiya, Sarge.” Derek's mouth was full. “Grab a seat.”
Anna sat beside him, still clutching her Tupperware. Derek waved a piece of naan over the tinfoil dishes.
“Nobody tell you we get a Ruby on the backshift?”
“No problem,” said Anna. “I’m not very hungry anyway.”
“Watching our weight, Sergeant?” asked Jenny. She was saved from making a pithy retort by Alex, thrusting
some pakora on her.
“Here, Sarge—paneer they call it. Some sort of cheese. S’magic.” Anna dipped a piece in the day-glo sauce.
“Guys,” she said. “Please call me Anna. It’s only Sergeant if we’re in uniform—or,” with a keek in Jenny’s
direction, “if I’m giving you a bollocking.”
Even Jenny smiled. Kind of.
“Bollocking? Not us, Anna.” Derek laughed. “Best bloody unit in the whole division, so we are.”
“So, how many car thieves did you lift this afternoon?”
It was only a question, one she had every right to ask. Alex shifted the weight on his bum.
“Em, none, actually. Took plenty of observations, but nae action.”
“Funny, that.” Anna clipped the plastic lid tight on the piece box. “Thought I heard a shout on the radio just
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before I came through here. OLPs in Cambridge Street car park?” She waited for a reaction.
“Maybe in future we’d be better splitting our piece breaks, so there’s always cover on the streets. What do you
think, guys?”
“Aye, sure, Sergeant,” came the mumbles.
“Okay, let’s finish up here, then, Derek, and you can show me the sights of the salubrious Drag. And you
two,”—she nodded at Alex and Jenny—“can hit the car parks.”
*
Gray daylight was filtering to dusk when Anna and Derek left the office; the bitter scent of buttered yeast
wafted from a brewery into the night-time air. Derek offered to take a car out, but Anna preferred to stretch her
legs, breathe the place in a bit. Best way to get your bearings. They passed the high flats crowding the police
station, then through a littered underpass, coming out on the other side of a busy dual carriageway. Stretching
downhill before them was the city centre. Glasgow was not a pretty town, but it was gallus. It sprawled and lolled,
taking up more than its fair share of the west of Scotland, like a fat woman on the bus. Ringed with post-war
schemes, built over stately homes and green fields, the city was a sink with a gray rim. A livid motorway ripped
through the douce Victorian tenements at its heart; shiny hotels and office blocks exclaimed skywards over empty
factories and decaying docks. Continental bistros sat next to fern-clad, piss-stink closes; and nearly every
boutique had its own Big Issue seller outside. Enough boutiques to make Glasgow the shopping capital of
Scotland too.
The town was jumping. Glaswegians liked to party, and throngs of white-legged, white-shod girls joined hard
men in T-shirts and shivers, prowling gridded streets enclosing square upon square of bodies and buses. Anna and
Derek went west, away from the bars and restaurants and down towards the quieter streets, sixties office blocks,
underground car parks. Bereft of weekday workers, this part of town had a desolate air.
Very quickly, Anna became aware of shadows in doorways, the odd car cruising by. A lone man walking
rapidly through, hands in pockets, head firm1y down. You could smell it. Sex and fear and loathing. Two young
girls outside a sauna, gulping nicotine like milk. Their faces gaunt in twilight, hair pulled angry-back from hard
angles and dark kohl. The smaller one held what looked like a pile of banknotes, which she stuffed in her pocket
as they approached. Streetlight caught her on the diagonal, striking off a little silver horseshoe pinned to her lapel,
and shading her face in two. Clad in short Lycra and boots, the other, taller girl was obviously pregnant. She
stared dully past Anna and Derek to somewhere else. Derek went over, spoke to the pregnant one.
“Howzitgaun, Angela?”
The woman turned, eyes dilated, in the direction of the noise. Took a few seconds to register that someone was
speaking to her.
“Oh, hullo, Mr. Waugh,” she slurred. “How you doing?”
“No bad, no bad. Just showing my new gaffer round. Angela, this is Anna Cameron.”
Slowly, Angela refocused her gaze. “All right?”
“Yes, how are … aye, fine, no bother.” Angela wasn’t fooled.
“She aye look like she’s stood in shit, Mr Waugh?”
“Don’t you believe it, hen,” said Derek. “Pure ball-breaker this one. So, who’s this then?” he asked, nodding at
the younger female.
“My wee sister Francine, so it is,” she drawled. “Just breaking her in, like.”
“And how old are you, Francine?” Anna’s voice was soft. The younger girl’s eyes widened, and she looked
towards her sister.
“Aw, c’mon tae ruck, Mr. Waugh,” protested Angela. “It’s no our turn the night.”
“I only asked what age she was,” said Anna. Francine was defiant.
“I’m eighteen, by the way.”
“Of course you are,” soothed Derek. “Well, we’ll be off, girls. Watch yourselves, eh?”
He took Anna by the arm, ushered her away. Actually led her, like a dog. She shook him off round the corner.
“Derek, what the hell do you think you’re doing? That girl’s never eighteen.”
“Look, Sergeant, that Angela’s a good tout of mine—when she’s no away with the fairies. Sorry if I pissed you
off, but it’s taken me months to get her to even speak to me. And believe me, she’s actually twenty-three, though
she looks about twelve. I’m sure it runs in the family. Genetic, like.”
Anna could put him on paper for this, insubordination or something. Derek was starting to pant trying to keep
up with her. A good cop learned the balance of charm and harm; always weighing up the options at her disposal.
Anna, then, was not a good cop. Lash out first, before the bastards got you—that’s what she always did. But if she
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lost Derek, she lost them all. Maybe she had been too quick to fire in. No way she was apologising though.
“Fine.” The tiny word was painful. “I’ll take your word for it. But, Derek, don’t ever call me a ball-breaker
again. Understand?”
“Sorry, gaffer.”
“Anyway, what did she mean about it not being her turn?”
Derek explained that because there were so many prostitutes working the area, they couldn’t jail them all. No
room and not enough hours in the day. If the girl was a first-timer, she’d get a warning. If she did a repeat
performance, it would be a caution in the police station. After that, she was a known prostitute, fair game. The
worst the punter would get was being asked to be a witness to the offence—an offer that was invariably declined.
“So,” he continued, “we’ve a kind of rota system going in terms of who gets arrested when. Saves time and
effort and means everyone knows where they stand.”
Anna slowed down. No way. Not while she was in charge. Break the law and wait your turn for a turn? .
“It also means the girls’ve a decent chance to earn the money to pay off their fines. Plus, we canny just jail
them all—there’s no room for a start, and no enough of us. We’re talking nearly a thousand lassies down here, you
know.”
She was still unconvinced.
“Rankin said something about the Drag not being a no-go area though—”
“Naw, he knows the score all right, gaffer. Fucksake—he’d go ballistic if we huckled two hundred a night into
the station. Can you imagine!” Derek shook his head.
“Naw, he probably means in terms of laying down the law. The lassies are awful bad for keeping schtum about
stuff. Like, a couple of the girls have been cut up recently, but we only get to hear about it on the grapevine.”
“What grapevine’s that?”
“Jenny mostly. She’s well in there with the lassies. Firm, but fair—they know where they stand with her.”
Probably swap make-up tips, thought Anna. They wandered in silence for a while, up and down, across and
over the square-set streets, knots of fragile women embroidering the corners. As they finished their circuit, Anna
saw Francine clamber out of a car parked up an alley. The girl tottered back to her sister, still outside the sauna.
Obviously, pervert trade for pregnant shags was slow. Angela took the proffered cigarette from Francine,
straightened her wee sister’s collar. Francine grinning too bright, like she’d won a medal. Her sister took a sheaf
of notes from the girl’s outstretched hand, stuffed them in her handbag as the car’s engine revved up, reverse
lights on. A tartan baby seat jiggled in the back as the car chugged off.
There were few girls out so early in the evening, and even fewer punters. Once more round the block and
they’d head back to the office—Derek’s guts were playing him up.
“I’ll just away into these bogs first, Sarge. Touching cloth, you know? Bloody curry.”
Anna leaned a-gainst the wall, eyes skimming her new domain. Over the road a wee runt in purple shoes was
tracing his hand down the cheek of a skinny blonde. The girl was leaning back, away from him, barely able to
mask her disgust. You could see it in the widening of her eyes, in the way her tongue flicked her crusty lips. She
would have been a pretty girl once—there was a china line peeking beneath the sickly circle she’d painted on her
face. It ran out just at her chin, like a mask, the starkness of her throat quivering under wakening streetlamps.
Toulouse-Lautrec would have had a ball here. As Anna watched the couple, another man rolled round the corner.
A stunted shell-suit caricature, baseball cap clamped over Neanderthal brow. Anna could feel him sweep her, take
in her fitted jeans and shiny hair.
“Ho, doll. No seen you here before. Need someone to look after you?”
She ignored him.
“Ho, bitch. I’m talking to you. I own this pitch, see. So you canny just waltz in and start working it without my
say-so—understand?” She folded her arms.
“Don’t you fucking ignore me, ya cow.” Anna turned her neck slightly, levelled her eyes with his.
“Away and take a flying fuck to yourself.”
“Who the fuck do you think you’re talking to?” The nasal hit screech-tone as the man lunged at her hair,
yanking it towards the ground.
Swiftly, Anna fell to her knees, lessening the pressure on her head. As his fist propelled towards her face, she
pulled her baton from inside her jacket, slamming it up full force between his legs. Buckling in pain, he fell on top
of her, smashing her nose into the pavement, her face all squashed to one side. From beneath the sweating weight
of the ned she could see Derek emerging, doing up his flies. He stopped, gawping like a fish until she yelled,
“Derek, get this arsehole off me, and radio for transport. One male for breach and police assault.”
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The man groaned as Derek yanked him to his feet.
“I didny know she was a fucking polis, man, I swear.”
“Course you did,” lisped Anna. Her mouth was inflating. Out of the corner of her eye she could see her top lip
pumped up and glossy, purple flesh straining under segmented skin—a look some women pay for.
“I ID-ed myself soon as I told you to stop swearing—didn’t I, Derek?” She looked around, to see if the girl
was still there, but she and her companion had disappeared.
“That’s right, Sergeant. Just before he swung a punch at you.” Derek wrenched the man’s arms up his back to
cuff him, spun him round.
“Why, it’s Lenny McVeigh, stickman of this parish. And wanted on warrant too, I do believe.”
“Excellent,” said Anna, dusting herself down. “Right, let’s get you back to the office, you wee shit.” She
shoved Lenny towards the approaching van.
“I’m sorry, Anna,” said Derek, “but I have to say it. Lenny, my man, congratulations. You’ve just met our new
ball-breaker.”
Anna smiled as enigmatically as she could, what with the blood trickling out her nose. …
216.96 Excerpt from The Samaritan’s Secret: An Omar Yussef Mystery\fn{by Matt Beynon Rees (1967- )}
Newport, Newport, Wales, United Kingdom (M) 9
1
Lime green paint on the domes of the neighborhood mosques punctuated the khaki limestone in the Nablus
casbah. Like tarnished copper tacks, they seemed to pin the Ottoman souk and the Mamluk caravanserai to the
floor of the valley. Otherwise even the stones might get up and run away from this dirty town, Omar Yussef
thought.
The distant siren of an ambulance rumbled in the stomach of the city and Omar Yussef felt the last crispness of
dawn burn away in the sun. With his habitually shaky hand, he stroked the meager white hairs covering his
baldness and clicked his tongue. These few strands wouldn’t save his scalp from sunburn, and he could see that
the day would be hot. Sweat itched behind his tidy gray mustache. He scratched his upper lip petulantly.
He turned from the valley and contemplated the sparse spring grass stippling the rocky flank of Mount Jerizim.
Let’s see who gets burned worse—you or me, he thought. The mountain arced, sullen and taut, to the row of
mansions on its ridge, as though tensing its shoulders to endure the heat of the day.
A turquoise police car pulled up. The driver’s window lowered and a smoldering cigarette butt spun onto the
sidewalk.
“Greetings, ustaz,” Sami Jaffari said. “Get in.”
Omar Yussef left the paltry shade of the lacquered pinewood canopy outside his hotel, opened the door of the
patrol car and stretched a stiff leg into the passenger’s side.
“Grandpa, morning of joy.”
Bracing himself against the car door, Omar Yussef looked up. From the balcony of a second floor room, his
granddaughter waved. In her other hand, she clutched a book. He wiggled his fingers to her in greeting.
“Morning of light, Nadia, my darling,” he said.
“Don’t forget, you're taking me to eat qanafi today.”
Omar Yussef’s mustache curled downward. Sweet things were not to his taste. But Nablus was famous for this
dessert of goat cheese and syrupy shredded wheat, and this was Nadia’s first time in the town. He anticipated that
the inquisitive, methodical thirteen-year-old would want to compare the qanafi from a range of bakeries and he
would have to gulp it all down and grin indulgently. Even his considerable prejudice in culinary matters couldn’t
outweigh his love for this girl. He waved to her again.
“If Allah wills it, we’ll eat qanafi soon,” he said.
“Sami, make sure you bring my grandpa back in time for a midmorning snack in the casbah,” Nadia called.
“He’s on official police business now,” Sami shouted. “We have to investigate the theft of a valuable historical
relic.”
“I’m warning you. I’ll tell Meisoun to call off the wedding, if you don’t bring him back in time. She won’t
marry you if I tell her you’re not nice to lime girls.”
Sami stuck out his tongue and put a thumb to his nose. Nadia giggled as the car pulled away from the curb.
“You’re going to get fat in Nablus, Abu Ramiz,” Sami said, slapping Omar Yussef on the knee.
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“It’s you who’ll start to gain weight, because by the end of this week you’ll have a wife to cook for you.”
SaIni swerved to avoid a long, yellow taxi that drifted languidly out of a side street. He rummaged for a pack
of Dunhills in the glove compartment.
“Police work in Palestine keeps me thin,” he said, shaking a cigarette loose and lighting it. “It’s four parts
nervous tension and one part genuine danger. I burn more calories thinking about my day than most people would
by running a marathon.”
Sami had become leaner since Omar Yussef last saw him in Gaza almost a year earlier. In the police car,
Omar’s initial impression was of a healthy, contented young man, but as he looked harder he sensed this was a
mask for something apprehensive and angry. It was as though the police officer had been forced to swallow the
criminal outrages of Nablus and had found that they ate away his muscle and left his flesh tight on his bones.
Sami picked his teeth, discolored almost to the shade of his tan by the thick coffee he drank to stay awake on long
shifts.
“I’m looking forward to seeing my old childhood friends at my wedding,” he said. “I’m very lucky that you
and your sons were able to get permits to pass through the checkpoints. It’s been years since I spent time with
Ramiz and even longer since I saw Zuheir.”
Omar Yussef forced a smile. Sami lifted his palm, questioningly.
“What’s wrong?”
“Zuheir is much changed.” Omar Yussef looked at his feet. “He’s become very religious.”
“Then he’ll be at home in Nablus. This place is one big mosque.”
“He’s very different from the boy who went off to study in Britain a few years ago.”
He thought of the square-cut beard and the loose white cotton his son had taken to wearing, the regular prayers
and the stern disapproving face. He didn’t know how far his son had ventured into the unbending world of
indignant imams, but the question disturbed him.
“It’s lucky you gave up alcohol, or Zuheir would be trying to force some major lifestyle changes on you,”
Sami said with a smile.
“If I hadn’t given up alcohol, it would’ve killed me and I might not have lived long enough to see my son
become an adherent of a crazy, hard-line version of our religion.”
“May Allah forbid it.” Sami slapped Omar Yussef’s thigh. “Enough of such thoughts. This is a day of
pleasures. I have to go down to the casbah later to finalize arrangements for the wedding with the sheikh. Then
we’ll have a reunion with your sons at the hotel.”
“After we’ve checked on the theft at the Samaritan synagogue and talked to their priest.” Sami shrugged.
“Crime is also one of the pleasures of Nablus.”
“I’m a connoisseur. Thank you for bringing me.”
“I knew you’d be intrigued, as a history teacher who’s knowledgeable about all elements of Palestinian
culture.” Sami sucked in some smoke. “They are part of Palestinian culture, aren’t they?”
“The Samaritans? They’ve been here longer than we have, Sami. They claim to be descended from some
Biblical Israelites who remained in this area when their brethren were exiled to Babylon. In a way, they’re
Palestinians and Jews and neither, all at the same time.” Sami pulled over and peered out of the window.
“I think it’s in here,” he said.”
Omar Yussef raised himself out of the passenger seat with a grunt. His back ached after the long ride from
Bethlehem the previous day, squashed into a taxi with his wife, his granddaughter and two of his sons. To bypass
the security checks around Jerusalem, they had taken the desert backroads. He was fifty-seven and unfit, so the
bumpy ride and the heat had exhausted him.
On the sidewalk, Omar Yussef straightened his spine. He pushed his remaining hair into place with his palm
and nudged his gold-framed glasses to the bridge of his nose with the tip of his index finger. He looked up a
walkway of cracked steps between two apartment buildings, bright green weeds cutting through the polished
stone paving, creeping over the railings at each side of the path. The door of the Samaritan synagogue, set forty
yards back from the road, was a tasteless metal panel painted brown to look like wood. Seven bulbous lights on
long, upright stems surmounted the stone canopy at the entrance. The building was a low square faced in the same
limestone as the apartment blocks around it. Its basement level was painted pink.
“I thought it would be older than this,” Sami said. He stamped out his cigarette and set off up the steps.
“They had a much older synagogue down in the casbah,” Omar Yussef said, “but they left the old town fifty
years ago, because their Muslim neighbors wouldn’t sell them land to expand their homes as their community
grew. So they moved up here.” Sami waited at the top of the first flight of steps.
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“But they don’t even live here anymore.” He pointed above the roof of the synagogue to a cluster of buildings
on the ridge of Mount Jerizim.
“They went up there, out of the way of everyone.”
“Out of the way of the first intifada, Sami. Those were violent times in Nablus. You can’t blame people for
trying to get away.”
They reached the final set of steps. To their left, grilles of curling black metal guarded the six arched windows
of the synagogue.
“The bars on that first window are new,” Omar Yussef said. “They’re the only ones that aren’t rusty.” Sami
leaned over the railing at the side of the entrance and examined the bars.
“You’re right, Abu Ramiz. The window has been scorched by something, too.”
Omar Yussef glanced at the ledge. Jagged black smudges slashed the polished stone. In the yard below, a
square frame of rusty metal leaned against the pink wall, its bottom edge ripped away.
“The original bars.” He turned to Sari and smiled with one side of his mouth. “As the representative of the
police, I think perhaps you might draw some conclusions from this.” Sari tapped the new black grille.
“The thieves got in through this window.” Omar Yussef rubbed his chin.
“Thieves who had enough explosives to blow away those bars.”
“Nablus isn’t short of explosives experts.”
“But it is short of Samaritans, and even shorter of their priceless historical documents.” Sami lit another
cigarette and took in some smoke with a sharp breath.
“Let’s go and see this priest.”
2
Along each jaundice-yellow wall inside the synagogue, ragged prayer books were wedged tight or stacked
haphazardly on their sides behind the glass of their bookcases. A curtain of blue velvet embroidered with Hebrew
characters in gold thread hung behind a dais at the head of the hall. The thick walls preserved the chill of night in
the air. Omar Yussef shivered and pulled his French collar higher, pressing it to the slack skin of his jaw.
“It’s as cold as a cellar in here,” Sami said.
“Or a grave.” Omar Yussef caught Sami’s frown. “Don’t worry. I may not be certain that this truly is a day of
pleasures, as you put it, but by the time of your wedding, I’ll be cheeriness personified.”
Sami walked down the aisle toward the blue curtain. Between the Hebrew characters, the outline of two stone
tablets had been stitched into the material.
“Can you read this, Abu Ramiz?” Sami asked.
“No, but the tablets are a representation of the commandments given to the Prophet Moussa,\fn{ Moses: H} I
think. The ones that contained the Jewish law."
“The Samaritan law.”
A man of about seventy years approached from a stairwell at the back of the room. He was tall and slender,
like an evening shadow. He wore a white ankle-length cotton robe, a long vest of coarse gray wool, unfastened at
the front, and a fez wrapped with a red cloth so that it resembled a turban.
“The Jewish law is very similar to ours, gentlemen,” the old man said, "but their holy texts include seven
thousand mistakes. The books of the Samaritans are without error.”
“Then you are without excuses for your mistakes.” Omar Yussef smiled. “That’s a terrible fate.”
“No one is ever short of justification for their sins in this part of the world.”
The man’s mild eyes appeared unfocused and bemused, like café habitues Omar Yussef had met in Morocco
who smoked too much kif. He shook hands with Omar Yussef.
“I’m Jibril Ben-Tabia, a priest of the Samaritan people. Welcome to our synagogue.” Sami stepped forward.
“Lieutenant Sami Jaffari of the National Police. This is my colleague Abu Ramiz.”
“From Bethlehem,” Omar Yussef said. He glanced at Sami. His granddaughter had been trying to make a
detective of him since he had been forced to investigate accusations of murder against a favorite former pupil over
a year ago. Despite his insistence that he was happy as a history teacher in the Dehaisha refugee camp, Sami
seemed now to have made his change of career official.
The priest tilted his head as though wondering why an investigating officer should have been brought from
Bethlehem. He kept Omar Yussef’s hand in his.
“The lieutenant asked me to join him because I have a special interest in Palestinian history,” Omar Yussef
said. He raised an eyebrow at the young officer.
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“I understand the crime relates to one of your historical documents.”
“It did.” Ben-Tabia let go of Omar Yussef’s hand and raised his arms in a shrug.
“But I must apologize, honored gentlemen, parricularly to you, Abu Ramiz, for bringing you all the way from
Bethlehem for nothing. The crime is solved.” Sari dropped his cigarette and ground it out with his heel.
“Solved?” The priest glanced sharply at the cigarette butt on the floor and rolled his lower lip over the edge of
his mustache.
“Yes, there was a theft, but the stolen object has been returned. So, you see, your intervention is unnecessary.”
“Has the criminal been apprehended?”
“Everything has been sorted out to my satisfaction.”
“I’m here now, so my satisfaction enters into this, too, your honor,” Sami said. He held the priest’s gaze.
“Very well,” Ben-Tabia said. “Please, let’s sit. I’m not so strong these days.”
Omar Yussef and Sari sat on the front bench. The priest took a seat in the second row.
“I must apologize,” he said. “I would offer you coffee in greeting, but this synagogue is only used for the first
prayers of every month and no one but me is here to prepare a drink for you today.” Omar Yussef waved his hand.
“Coffee is unnecessary. Your regular place of prayer is on top of the mountain?”
“As you surely know, Brother Abu Ramiz, the Samaritans have a long history in Palestine.” The priest’s face
became grave and proud. “We have lived here in the shadow of our holy mountain, Jerizim, since the Israelites
entered the land of Canaan. Our community has dwindled to little more than six hundred, but we remain,
protected by Allah and our adherence to the ways of our people.”
“It’s one of the greatest traditions of Palestine,” Omar Yussef said. The priest bowed his head.
“During the violence of the eighties, we moved out of this neighborhood and created a new village on top of
Jerizim, including, of course, a synagogue.” He lifted a long finger and pointed out of the window toward the
ridge.
“We wanted to be close to our holiest place.”
“I’m new to Nablus,” Sami said. “I’ve never been up there.”
“Welcome to our city.” Ben-Tabia lowered his head, closed his eyes and placed his palm over his heart.
“The site of our ancient temple is just beyond the crest of the ridge, the smooth flat stone where Abraham
prepared to sacrifice his son Isaac. It’s where Adam and Eve lived when they were expelled from Eden. It’s the
home of Allah.”
“Quite an address.” Sami smiled. “I’d like to come up and see it.” Omar Yussef thought the priest hesitated
before he said,
“You will be most welcome, Lieutenant.”
“What exactly was stolen from you, sir?” Omar Yussef asked. “It was an old religious document of some kind,
I understand.”
“Though we moved our community to the mountain, we maintained this synagogue and we continued to keep
our most precious documents here. It was one of these that was stolen.”
“From where?” Sami said.
“From a safe in the basement.”
“The safe was blown?”
“Blown? Ah, yes, with some kind of explosive. But the safe has been replaced. There’s nothing for you to
examine.”
“When was the theft?”
“A week ago. Yes, or perhaps a little more.”
“You didn’t report it immediately?” The priest fidgeted with the ends of the gray vest.
“I was ordered not to do so. By the thieves. They told me that if I involved the authorities, they would destroy
the scroll.”
“The scroll?” Omar Yussef twisted toward the priest.
“Our greatest treasure was stolen, Abu Ramiz,” Ben-Tabia said. He lifted the tips of his fingers to his beard, as
though he might pull it out in despair at the thought of such a calamity. “I felt terrible shame that it should be
during my tenure as a priest here in our synagogue that the Abisha Scroll might be lost.”
“The Abisha?” Omar Yussefs voice was low and reverent.
“What’s that?” Sami said.
“A famous Torah scroll,” Omar Yussef said. “The oldest book in the world, they say.” The priest raised his eyes
to the ceiling.
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“The five books of Moses, written on sheepskin three thousand six hundred and forty-five years ago. It was
written by Abisha, son of Pinchas, son of Eleazar, son of Aaron who was the brother of Moses, in the thirteenth
year after the Israelites entered the land of Canaan. Every year, we bring it out of the safe only once, for our
Passover ceremony on Mount Jerizim.”
“It must be very valuable,” Sami said.
“It’s beyond all value. Without this scroll, our Messiah can never return to us. Without this scroll, we cannot
carry out the annual Passover sacrifice, and if we fail to sacrifice on Passover we cease to be Samaritans and the
entire tradition of our religion comes to a terrible close.” The priest’s eyes were moist.
“You said the thieves told you to keep quiet?” Omar Yussef spoke softly.
“I was blindfolded and taken to a place where I was shown the stolen scroll. They took me because they knew
I would be able to recognize it and tell the rest of the community that it was safe. Then they demanded a million
dollars for its return.”
“Did you pay?” Sami asked.
“We don’t have a million dollars.”
“But the Abisha Scroll has been returned?”
“We asked for help from all our friends in Nablus.” The priest lifted his hand in front of him, fIngers pointing
upward. “Perhaps one of them was able to influence the thieves.”
“What friends?”
“We’re part of the local community. My accent is like everyone else’s in Nablus—I say Oi, when I mean to say
I, just like the people in the casbah. We have friends among the business community, wealthy, powerful friends.”
“Did one of them pay the ransom for the Abisha?”
“No one told me they did so. I finally reported the scroll stolen during the weekend, because our Passover
takes place in three days and, as I told you, the entire ceremony would have to be abandoned if I couldn’t carry
this scroll in our procession. But the scroll was returned overnight. I came here this morning to meet you, as your
office instructed me to do when I called in the theft. But then I found the scroll on the steps, safe in its box. My
prayers had been answered.”
“Just like that?” Sami spoke calmly, but Omar Yussef heard the suspicion in his voice. “The thieves didn’t tell
you they’d returned it?”
“No one comes here unless they’re accompanied by me. I have the only key to the building. They must have
known I’d find it.”
“Who knew that the scroll was kept in the safe?”
“Many people in Nablus.”
“Who knew where the safe was?”
“We often welcome guests such as you in this synagogue. Then, there are international scholars who come to
study our community. Anyone of them might know where the safe is kept.”
“Was the scroll damaged when the safe was blown?”
“No, it’s in good condition, thanks to Allah.”
“Let’s take a look.” Sami stood.
The priest rose with some reluctance and led them to the back of the synagogue. At the foot of a whitewashed
stone staircase, he opened a heavy metal door and entered a small office. A tall green safe the size of a refrigerator
stood in one corner.
“A moment, please. The combination,” he said, working his fingers to mime the twisting of a dial. He shut the
door behind him. When the priest allowed them to enter, he beckoned to Omar Yussef. On the desk, beside a pile
of ragged prayer books, was a box with three curved sides covered in dull, blotchy hide and less than two feet in
length. Omar Yussefbent close and saw that the case was overlaid with silver panels, oxidized to a dark gray tone.
He lifted his hand toward it and glanced at the priest. Ben-Tabia nodded and Omar Yussef touched the box. He felt
a thrill of electricity pass through his hand. He smiled at the priest.
“It’s one of the most beautiful objects I’ve ever seen,” he said.
“The box was made several hundred years ago on the orders of one of my predecessors in the priestly caste,”
Ben-Tabia said. “Inside is the ancient scroll, but I cannot show you that today. Only on Passover may it be seen.”
“The workmanship is wonderful.” Omar Yussef ran his hand over the raised silver. Under its grimy coating, it
was decorated with scenes from biblical stories. At the center of one of the plates was an image of a building that
looked like a castle with high walls surrounding a courtyard and a central turret. Omar Yussef stroked a fIngertip
around the oudine of the building.
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“That’s our temple, which once stood on top of Mount Jerizim.” The priest inclined his head toward the place
where Omar Yussef's hand rested. “The Jews say the temple was in Jerusalem, where your famous Dome of the
Rock now stands. But we know it was on Jerizim.” He swallowed hard. “May I return the Abisha Scroll to the
safe? It makes me nervous even to have it here on the table.”
Sami left the room with Omar Yussef, while the priest again worked the combination on the safe. In the
stairwell, Sami pursed his lips.
“He’s lying,” he whispered.
“You’re right,” Omar Yussef said. “Why would someone steal the scroll and simply give it back?”
The priest came out of the office and shut the metal door. He straightened his fez, gave a brittle, polite smile
and gestured for them to lead the way up the stairs.
“Forgive me if I seem to be overprotective of the scroll, pasha,” he said.
Omar Yussef blanched at the unearned senior rank mistakenly accorded him by the priest. Thanks be to Allah
that he doesn’t expect me to arrest anyone, he thought.
“It truly is important to the redemprion of the enrire world,” the priest conrinued. “You see, our holy texts tell
us that the Messiah will be born to the tribe of Levi or Joseph. We Samaritans are all that’s left of those two tribes.
But what makes us Samaritans? Only that we celebrate Passover and also the Feast of Tabernacles in the way
taught by our tradition.”
“With the Abisha Scroll at the head of your procession.” The priest opened a hand to acknowledge that Omar
Yussef’s understanding was correct.
“If we were to miss both these fesrivals for a single year, we would no longer be Samaritans. The lines of Levi
and Joseph would come to an end, and there would be no possibility of a Messiah being born to redeem
mankind.” Omar Yussef stroked his chin with his knuckles.
“Were there other ancient documents in the safe?”
“A few, but nothing else was taken.” The priest looked out of the window at Mount Jerizim.
“Most of our ancient documents are kept in my house on top of the mountain. Some are almost a thousand
years old. But none are nearly as old as the Abisha Scroll. Only the most valuable are stored here in the safe.”
“Do you preserve all your people’s old texts?”
“The Torah scrolls and original manuscripts used in religious services.” Ben-Tabia pointed toward the blue
curtain above the dais. “When they can no longer be used, these documents are packed away there inside the holy
ark.”
“Why don’t you throw them away?” Sami asked.
“For the same reason you Muslims don’t use pages from the Qur’ran to wrap falafel.” The priest smiled, but
Omar Yussef saw a glint of hostility behind the old man’s outmoded spectacles. “Each page from a prayer book
must be preserved, even if it’s beyond repair.”
He lifted a comer of the velvet curtain to reveal a low box built into the wall. At first it looked like a bench, but
Omar Yussef saw that it was hinged at the back.
“In here we safeguard many fragments of documents, all unusable, but still filled with the holy word. We call
them ‘Allah’s secrets.’” The priest dropped the curtain.
“If you would like to see the Abisha Scroll itself, not just its box, please come to our Passover celebration on
Jerizim later this week. I am happy to invite you.”
“Do we have to convert to Samaritanism to attend?” Omar Yussef laughed with a short, coughing exhalation.
“Neither Sami nor I are particularly committed to Islam.”
“Conversion to our religion is only possible for women who wish to marry our men, pasha,” the priest said.
“But we should be honored to have men like you share our celebration.” He laid his hand over his heart. “People
come from all around the world—foreign journalists and international academics—to watch our ancient rites.”
“It’ll be a great pleasure, Your Honor,” Omar Yussef said.
The priest went out onto the wide top step at the entrance to the synagogue. As Omar Yussef and Sari followed
him to the door, they heard footsteps hurrying outside. Ben-Tabia froze, his eyes wide. A breathless voice called to
the priest from the steps:
“Long life to you.” Ben-Tabia looked quickly at Sami, then dropped his eyes to the floor. Omar Yussef took a
short breath and felt the muscles in his back tighten. The traditional greeting meant someone else’s life had ended.
The voice came again:
“Your Honor, we have to call the police.”
Sari stepped through the door. Omar Yussef followed. A tall young man with a thick mustache stood at the foot
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of the last flight of steps. His thin chest heaved with the effort of running from the street. He flinched when he
saw Sami’s uniform.
“Who’s dead?” Sami spoke sharply. The young man glanced at the priest, but Sami descended a few steps and
leaned toward him.
“Come on, what’s happened?” The breathless man looked over Sami’s shoulder and called to the priest.
“It’s Ishaq, Your Honor. Ishaq is up on top of Mount Jerizim, at the temple.”
“Why shouldn’t he be?” The priest spoke slowly, as though his tongue were prodding through a minefield.
The young man coughed hard.
“Your Honor, Ishaq has been murdered.”
3
A shepherd in baggy Turkish pants and an old blue seersucker jacket drove his herd toward the scanty pasture
on Mount Jerizim. He maneuvered the goats to the side of the road, making way for Sami’s patrol car. A small
black kid sprang stiff-legged from a rock and landed on the shaggy brown backs of the others. Omar Yussef
smiled at the little goat’s exuberance. He caught the mustiness of the herd on the cool air of the mountain, an
inviting scent after the exhaust fumes and trash-can stink of Nablus. But there had been a murder on this mountain
and Omar Yussef narrowed his eyes to look beyond the lively animals toward the ridge where someone lay dead.
Sami called police headquarters to report that he was en route to a murder scene. He held his walkie-talkie with
his left hand, steering and changing gear with his right. The car veered toward the drop at the edge of the road
whenever he reached for the gearshift.
The old Samaritan watched Sami cautiously from the back seat with his dazed, faded eyes. Maybe he lied to us
simply because he doesn’t trust the police, Omar Yussef thought. By Allah, the law around here doesn’t usually
inspire confidence. The priest couldn’t know that Samis an honest officer: The odds, after all, would be against it.
Sami slipped the walkie-talkie into its dashboard mounting and looked at the priest in the rearview mirror.
“You're all related up here, aren’t you? All you Samaritans?” he said. “Does this Ishaq have a big family?” The
priest flinched and put his hand over his mouth.
“Well?” Sami turned in his seat. “His family?” Ben-Tabia leaned forward.
“Are you the Sami Jaffari who was one of the Bethlehem deportees exiled to Gaza by the Israelis?” he said.
Omar Yussef saw Sami’s jaw tighten.
“How did you manage to get a job back here in the West Bank?” the priest asked.
“I got a permit,” Sami said. He took a last drag on his cigarette and flicked it out of the window.
“From the Israelis?”
“Obviously.”
“But they deported you to Gaza because they said you were a dangerous gunman.”
Sami ground the gears down into first as the road ribboned around a steep curve. The priest persisted.
“How did you change their minds?”
Omar Yussef knew how. His friend Khamis Zeydan, Bethlehem’s police chief, had convinced the Israelis of the
truth about Sami—the young officer had been working undercover among the town’s gunmen when the Israelis
arrested him. Khamis Zeydan had even obtained a permit for Sami’s Gazan fiancée Meisoun to join him in the
West Bank.
“Don’t you think a job on the Nablus police force is a continuation of Sami’s punishment?” Omar Yussef said
to Ben-Tabia. Sami clicked his tongue.
“Abu Ramiz, please, let it rest.” The priest’s voice became surly.
“He must have connections,” he said. “That’s all I mean.”
And connections are suspect, Omar Yussef thought. Tainted links to the crooks at the top, even to the Israelis.
“Sami’s like you,” he said. “You have a Torah like the Jews. But you’re defined by the seven thousand
differences between your holy text and theirs. It’s the same with Sami and his connections. It’s the differences
that’re important.” The priest folded his arms across his chest, sat back in his seat and stared out of the window.
They reached the Samaritan houses on the ridge. The well-maintained streets were neater than a Palestinian
village and empty, except for a few teenagers playing basketball in a small concrete lot. They stopped their game
to watch the police car pass. Blinking into the sun, the children bore the unmistakable signs of inbreeding. Their
bullet-shaped heads sat askew on their necks and their big ears stuck out.
“Which way from here?” Sami said, quietly.
The priest directed Sami straight through the village. They came around a knoll at the shoulder of the ridge and
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up to a gravel parking lot. Signs in Hebrew and English welcomed tourists to the Samaritan holy place. Sami cut
the engine and a deep silence enveloped them.
A group of five men loitered, peering down a steep slope into a glade of trees. One of them waved when he
saw the priest emerge from the police car. Behind the men, the low walls of an old fortress and its domed inner
buildings were silvery in the sunshine.
Beyond the Samaritan village, the ridge extended toward the mansions that had been visible from Nablus and,
further away, the red and white communication towers of the Israeli army base at Tel Haras.
Omar Yussef shuffled along behind Sami and the priest. Though he was younger than Ben-Tabia, he was
conscious that his movements were stiffer, his pace slower. In the silence of this remote peak, without the
background racket of the town, his panting sounded prodigious. Sweat formed in his mustache, as he tried to keep
up with the others. He promised himself he would take a walk every day to improve his fitness, when he returned
to Bethlehem.
The men gathered around the priest as he reached them. Each shook Ben-Tabia’s hand without looking at his
face and kissed his cheeks three times, mumbling something to him. A slight hum rolled out of the valley. Omar
Yussef heard the regular, echoing beat of a distant pile driver and the call of a single muezzin.
Among the pines on the slope, a lumpy blue and white object was wrapped around the foot of a tree. Omar
Yussef pushed his glasses up to the bridge of his nose and squinted at the lifeless body of a man.
“Sami, let’s go and look,” he murmured. Sami put his hand on Omar Yussefs shoulder and whispered.
“Abu Ramiz, I took you to the synagogue because I thought you’d be interested in the scroll. I brought you up
here because I was in too much of a hurry to drop you at your hotel. But—”
“The scroll was left on the priest’s doorstep and at the same time a body turned up on the edge of his village.”
Omar Yussef lifted his finger at the young policeman. “Come on, Sami. You promised me an investigation into the
theft of a historic document, but that pamcular intrigue has been resolved. You owe me a mystery and that body is
it.”
Sami shook his head with a gloomy smile and stepped down dte rocky slope toward the trees. Omar Yussef
followed awkwardly. He bent to support himself with his arm and descended sideways. Slipping in the loose dirt,
he struck his knee on a rock. His elbow shook, taking his weight. He sensed the group of Samaritans watching
him, but he didn’t look up. He was sweating with embarrassment at his frail condition. When he reached Sami, he
wiped his forehead and neck widt his handkerchief.
The dead man was of medium height and wore a white shirt and blue slacks. His feet were bare. His midriff
folded around the tree trunk, his legs falling down the hill on one side of the pine and his torso curved around the
other. His hands and knees were bound with electrical wire. Omar Yussef breadted heavily. He caught Sami’s eye.
The young man whispered:
“He’s been tortured, Abu Ramiz.”
Sami pointed out the contusions around the corpse’s neck and head. The thin chest was purpled with bruising
where the bloodied shirt had been pulled open. The fingertips had been scorched.
The dead man was probably in his mid twenties. His sky blue eyes were open and stared at Omar Yussef with
something that looked like recognition. Omar Yussef had the feeling that he had seen them before, but that didn’t
seem possible. He blinked and averted his face, unnerved by the familiarity in those eyes. He cleared his throat
and examined the bruises.
“Was he beaten to death?”
“I don’t see any odter wounds, at least not the kind that would be fatal. There could have been internal
bleeding … perhaps the beating damaged his organs.” Sami leaned closer to the man’s head. “I suppose the neck
could be broken. It’s at an awkward angle.” Omar Yussef pointed to where the Samaritans stood.
“He either fell or was thrown from up there. This tree blocked his fall.”
“There’s no blood around,” Sami said. “I expect he was killed before he dropped down here.”
They made their way back to the ridge, Sami following behind. Omar Yussef was grateful to him for waiting.
By the time they reached the group of Samaritans, his shirt was heavy with sweat and the wind across the
mountain chilled it against his shoulders and belly.
“Who found the body?” Sami said. A short, thick man in a dirty blue shirt and a baseball cap that bore the logo
of a cheap Israeli cigarette brand raised his hand.
“I came up here to open the site for the tourists and I saw it,” he mumbled.
“What time?”
“A little before eight. It wasn’t there last night, I’m sure of that. An American arrived just before I left—
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someone who works with one of the international organizations—and she was surprised that there are pine trees
up here.” The caretaker smiled. “You know these foreigners; they only expect to see olive groves, real Middle
Eastern stuff. I told her the pines were planted not long ago to reduce the wind on the mountaintop and we both
looked very closely at them. I would’ve seen the body.”
“When were you and the foreigner looking at the trees?”
“Just before sunset. About six o’clock.”
“So you came along the ridge this morning and looked over the edge of the path and saw the body?” The short
man shook his head.
“I saw blood on the Eternal Hill first. I thought a jackal had brought its prey here, so I looked around because I
didn’t want the tourists to stumble onto a half-eaten goat. Then I found Ishaq dead in the trees.”
“Where’s the Eternal Hill?”
The caretaker pointed across the path to a sloping rock ten yards square. Sari and Omar Yussef stepped toward
it. Blood puddled black at its center. A gory trickle ran to the bottom of the gentle, rippling slope of granite.
Thicker daubs led up to the top.
“He was tortured there in the middle of the rock,” Sami said quietly. “These other marks must be where the
body was dragged over the rock, before he was thrown into the trees. Some time during the night.” Omar Yussef
turned to the priest.
“The Eternal Hill is where the ancient Samaritan temple stood?”
“This rock is the peak of the mountain,” the priest stammered, “the home of Allah.”
“It looks just like the stone inside the Dome of the Rock,” Omar Yussef said.
“The Jews say that Abraham bound Isaac there on the peak of Mount Moriah in Jerusalem. You Muslims just
took over their tradition. But Mount Jerizim is where it really took place and that’s why we built our temple here
and made it the center of our faith.” Omar Yussef stared at the priest.
“And now it’s covered in blood.”
The priest made a sound that was both a gasp and a sob. A police jeep pulled into the parking lot and six
officers got out. One of the officers pulled a rucksack from the jeep and walked purposefully toward Sami.
“Who was this Ishaq?” Omar Yussef said. “He was one of you? A Samaritan?”
“He’s one of us,” the priest said.
“What did he do?”
“He works—worked for the Palestinian Authority. He lived in the village with his wife.”
The policeman with the rucksack went down the slope toward the body. He slipped in the dirt and landed
heavily on his backside. The other officers laughed as they followed him over the lip of the incline. The
embarrassed policeman grabbed at one of his colleagues and tried to trip him. Sami called to him sharply. Omar
Yussef rubbed his chin.
“Who would want Ishaq dead?” The priest lifted his arms and let them drop to his sides.
“No one, no one.”
“That can’t quite be true, can it?” Omar Yussef sucked one end of his mustache. “What does the Samaritan
religion say about evil things such as murder, Your Honor?” The priest looked at the blood on the broad rock.
“One of our holy books says, ‘The sinner goes to the flames and I have no compassion for him.’” Omar Yussef
raised an eyebrow.
“You mean the dead man was a sinner?”
“What?” Jibril Ben-Tabia blinked. “No, I mean the murderer. The murderer goes to the flames.”
“He’ll have to die first. The only one in danger of the flames right now is Ishaq. Do you have compassion for
him?”
The priest’s head dropped forward. In the quiet of the mountain top, he whispered:
“ompassion? Yes. He was my son.” …
216.45 Public Statement by Ruth Kelly on the Employment of Sex Offenders in Schools, printed by Hansard
on January 19, 2006\fn{by Ruth Kelly (1968- )} Limavedy, Limavedy, Northern Ireland, United Kingdom (F) 4
Mr. Speaker, I am grateful for this opportunity to make a further statement about arrangements for vetting
those working with children, and barring those who are unsuitable. In addition, I am placing in the Library copies
of the review of List 99 that I announced last week, which gives further background on the statement I am making
today.
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Nothing matters to parents more than the safety of their children. So I deeply regret the worry and concern that
has been caused to parents over the last few days. I am determined to do everything I can to ease their concerns.
This is a complex area. There are no easy answers. Child protection has been a top priority of successive
Governments. Ministers in this, and previous administrations have made difficult decisions, particularly in
maintaining the safety of children while protecting those working in schools from malicious allegations.
The operation of the list is set out in legislation going back to 1926 but attitudes have changed significantly in
recent decades. This has led to a greater concentration on the terrible effects of child abuse. Consequently law and
practice has been continually tightened.
I pay tribute to the Party opposite for paving the way for the Sex Offenders Register and for beginning the
process of automatically barring teachers convicted of sex offences. This Government has gone further still. From
the year 2000 those included on List 99 on the grounds of unsuitability to work with children have received a full
bar. All sex offenders placed on List 99 are banned from schools indefinitely.
And in 2003 we passed the most comprehensive overhaul of sex offences legislation since the ’50s. We
introduced the Criminal Records Bureau in 2002 to ensure all schools have full access to the convictions and
cautions of the schools workforce. Sir Michael Bichard ’s report following the events in Soham made 31 further
recommendations, 13 of which are already in place with the remainder being implemented.
But there is more to be done. Our vetting and barring system—which is a shared responsibility between
Government, and local agencies and employers—has developed piecemeal over the past 80 years. In addition,
rightly the public mood on these issues has hardened.
It is time therefore to overhaul the system. We need a system where child protection comes first—above all
other considerations. It must be a rigorous system drawing on the best expert advice. There must be absolute
clarity about who does what. The system must command public confidence and it must be accountable. And it
must be fair to individuals, giving rights of appeal. There must be no witch-hunts against hard working teachers
and there must be protection against false or malicious allegations. Today, I am setting out how we will achieve
that.
Public concern has focussed on the operation of List 99. I understand that concern but ensuring List 99 works
properly is only one key part of the current vetting system. The most important check against a school
unknowingly employing someone with a sex offence is the check employers do through the Criminal Records
Bureau.
These show the full record of potential employees including convictions and cautions and whether the
applicant is on List 99 or other centrally held databases. Criminal Records Checks allow schools and others to
make informed decisions about whether to appoint. List 99 provides a further check, including the most serious
cases—for someone who is on the list, because they are unsuitable to work for children, it is a criminal offence for
them to apply to work in school.
List 99 contains 4045 names. The vast majority are barred indefinitely from working in schools. A much
smaller subset—210—are subject to restrictions short of a full ban. List 99 goes wider than just sexual offenders
and covers those convicted of crimes such as deception as well as those who are unsuitable on health grounds.
But because List 99 has only ever automatically covered those individuals who are already working in the
education sector when they commit an offence the Criminal Records Bureau which covers everyone is the main
safety net.
For convictions for 40 of the most serious offences inclusion on the List is automatic. For other cases the
decisions have been at Ministers discretion—the vast majority always taken by officials on Ministers behalf. In
these discretionary cases, advice may be sought from a wide variety of relevant sources before a decision is taken
—for example the police, experts in sexual offences, forensic psychiatrists.
In 2005, 2,554 cases were referred to the Department of which 513 resulted in a full bar. In many cases where
an individual is not barred, the evidence considered will have been based on suspicions and allegations rather than
firm criminal cautions or convictions or the individuals referred will have been nothing to do with education. A
preliminary comparison of these numbers with historic data from 1985 and 1995 suggests that the number of
decisions reached each year has increased substantially.
Yet, in all three years, both Ministers and officials have made a wide variety of decisions on individuals with
convictions, cautions and subject to allegations which have been referred for a wide variety of reasons, including
sexual offences. As I say, these issues are complex, always have been and successive Ministers have been required
to make the most difficult decisions.
Understandably recent concerns have focused on discretionary decisions by Ministers not to include an
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individual on List 99, despite that individual being on the Sex Offenders Register. The review I set in place has
identified 10 cases since 1997. In each case, the recommendations, after expert evidence, were that these
individuals posed no threat to children. As a result these individuals were issued with a grave warning with the
requirement for disclosure if they applied for a job in a school.
I can, however, tell the House that officials and the police have examined each case. Current enquires suggest
that none of the individuals concerned is working in a school. I have also asked police to visit each of these
individuals to check whether any is a cause for concern. None is judged by the police to pose a current risk.
However over the past 10 days I have been determined to go further to provide a more complete analysis.
I have asked officials to look at the similar decisions by officials; and decisions by Ministers and officials on
cases since 1997 where the relevant offence were committed prior to the sex offenders register. This has identified
a further 46 cases. As many of these cases deal with very old offences and are not monitored under sex offender
monitoring arrangements our information is much more limited. Officials, and where relevant the Police, have
found the following:
For 32 of the 46 there is no evidence the individuals are working with children.
In 1 case an individual is working in education but has been assessed by the police as of no cause for concern;
In 13 cases preliminary checks have shown no reason for concern but our information is as yet not complete.
In 2 of these cases, inconsistent data needs to be reconciled. Further action on all 13 cases will be considered in
conjunction with the police on a case by case basis.
I am sure the House will want me to thank the police for their work in following up individuals as a part of this
exercise.
In addition, the police have carried out an initial review to see if there were any further individuals being
monitored on the sex offenders register who might be eligible for List 99. Initial investigations suggest there may
be 32 such cases in England and Wales. As a precaution, the police have assessed all these cases. In one case,
investigations are continuing.
Mr. Speaker, I fully accept that this review of individual cases has identified wider issues about how the
vetting system currently operates. Building on Sir Michael Bichard ’s enquiry, I have identified 3 key issues that
we now need to address.
First, the lack of coherence between List 99 and the other lists held nationally. This is made worse by problems
in sharing information and by the fact that historically cautions have been treated differently to convictions
despite both being a legal statement of guilt.
Second, the lack of clarity about who is responsible for doing what, locally and nationally.
And third, Ministerial involvement in decisions.
I have concluded that further reform is necessary. Some of it can be done immediately and some through the
primary legislation that we have already planned.
Over the past 10 days I have considered whether it would be possible more closely to align the sex offenders
register and List 99. I have decided that we need to go further than that.
After extensive consideration I have decided the most effective approach is to bar from working with children
all those who are now convicted or cautioned for any sexual offences against children whether the individual is on
the sex offenders register or not. I will shortly bring forward regulations automatically to enter on List 99 anyone
who is convicted or cautioned for a sexual offence against a child.
I will also automatically bar individuals for a range of other serious sexual offences against adults. By
including cautions as well as convictions the anomaly between offenders who are convicted and those who admit
their guilt and accept a caution will end. Individuals will have the right to make representations but they will need
to prove that they are not a threat to children before they can work in a school or other education establishment. I
shall consult widely on the detailed implementation of this measure.
Second, I will require mandatory Criminal Records Bureau checks for all newly appointed school employees
replacing the current guidance. This will also require that teaching agencies ensure their teachers have a Criminal
Record Bureau check. This should ensure that all employers make judgements about appointments in full
knowledge of the facts whether or not a potential employer has previously worked in the education sector.
Third, [officials] will carry out an urgent survey of existing vetting practice in a sample of schools to report to
me in the spring.
Fourth, will be writing today to all schools setting out how the checking system will work and informing them
of the change to mandatory CRB checks. My Rt Hon Friend the Home Secretary is writing today to all Chief
Constables, Chief Officers of Probation and the Youth Justice Board to restate how the current system works, how
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it is changing and the priority attached to this area.
Fifth, I will ensure that all DfES staff who are part of the vetting process receive appropriate training, support
and advice in child protection issues.
Finally—in advance of legislating to remove Ministers from the process entirely—I will establish a panel of
independent experts, chaired by Sir Roger Singleton, the former head of Barnados to oversee the whole List 99
process. His role will be to ensure the quality of the process and advise me on any further List 99 cases that need
to be decided. They will draw on expertise from the police and child protection specialists. While I will not fetter
my discretion on individual cases, I cannot presently envisage the circumstances in which I would not follow their
expert advice.
The expert panel will also review cases determined before 1997. The panel will examine cases which, had the
Sex Offenders Register existed, would have resulted in the individual ’s inclusion on the Register and all cases
involving a sexual offence or allegation which resulted in a decision not to include on list 99 or in a restriction or
partial bar.
The aim of this review will be to establish whether any individual poses a risk of harm to children and if any
action should be taken. The Permanent Secretary at the Department for Education and Skills will ensure that the
relevant former Minister is consulted in any such case.
These reforms will make the current List 99 system work better immediately. But the whole Government is
determined to replace List 99 entirely with a new, better system as quickly as possible. As my Rt Hon Friend the
Home Secretary has said in his statement today, good progress is being made in implementing the
recommendations of the Bichard enquiry.
The necessary legislation which was promised in the Queen’s speech, will be brought forward in February. In
particular this legislation will bring together List 99 and the Protection of Children Act List into a single register
of those barred from working with children.
I will also use this legislation to make further reforms. I will legislate to give independent experts the final
decision on who should be barred. This will have the effect of removing from Ministers the responsibility for
taking barring decisions. Decision making will be transferred to a statutory body which will be the holder of the
new combined register and will take all decisions about who should be barred. Individuals will retain the right to
appeal. Whilst I will consult about the exact role of the body, I will ensure that the police advice will inform every
decision.
Mr. Speaker, over the years procedures have been strengthened. It is time however to strengthen them further.
Nobody who is convicted or cautioned for child sex offences should be allowed to teach in schools. We need an
independent panel to take decisions. And we must do all this with proper safeguards to ensure no teacher, subject
to claims or allegations that may be strongly contested, should be unfairly condemned.
Our task as a Government, my task as Secretary of State and all our tasks as legislators is to get this framework
right. That is what the reforms I have announced today will do.
225.96 East\fn{by Nancy Lee (1970- )} Cardiff, Cardiff, Wales, United Kingdom (F) 11
The minivan sped through the night. Windshield wipers wapped out a nervous beat. A death, a dead dog, was a
serious thing. Annie watched Jemma steer with her elbows, light a cigarette with her free hands.
“I told him,” Jemma said. “I told Marcus not to buy them a fucking puppy, they were too young. What a prick.
He said it was a snoopy.” Jemma’s hands waved above the wheel; tiny flecks of ash drifted in the air.
“I said, you idiot, Snoopy’s a beagle, that’s a basset hound.” She brought the cigarette back to her lips, took a
deep, sucking breath.
“And you know, it was just like I said it would be, they tortured the thing, squeezed his stomach, made him
puke, made him pee. They thought it was a riot.”
Annie squeezed her armrest.
“So today we’re building a snowman, you know, a midget one before the rain melted everything away. I heard
the brakes go, and I fucking knew that was it.” Jemma tapped her cigarette against the edge of the console ashtray.
“The woman who hit him wouldn’t stop crying. God, I wanted to slap her. The kids are screaming ‘Snoopy’s
brains! Snoopy’s brains!’ And fuck if I didn’t have to clean the mess off the road, brains and all. I asked the driver,
she was wearing gold costume jewelry, that should give you some indication, I asked her, would you please take
my kids around back while I do this? She sat down on the curb and started hyperventilating. I had to call a fucking
ambulance just for her. Anyway, all afternoon the kids were crying and carrying on. That’s when I called the
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sitter.”
Annie nodded, her eyes fixed on the lights of a semi curving towards them. Jemma jerked the wheel to the
right, pushed her hand into the horn.
“Asshole!” The semi’s yawning retort trailed in the distance.
“Fucking Marcus, he tries to be divorced father of the year and what do I get? Puppy brains.” Jemma adjusted
her side mirror.
“I think I’ve heard enough about the brains.”
Jemma pulled out into the left lane to pass a pick-up truck. A horn blared, high beams flashed. Jemma swerved
back to the right. A low-slung sports car edged up, out of Jemma’s blind spot.
“Sorry.”
Jemma cringed and waved politely as the sports car passed. She leaned forward and reached for the pack of
gum on the dashboard. Steered with her wrists as she unwrapped a stick and folded it into her mouth. Annie
tugged on the shoulder strap of her seatbelt, was relieved to feel it hold.
*
In the gas station store, they wandered the junk food aisles, their hands opening and closing. Annie chose four
flavours of cough candy, opened them all and put one of each in her mouth, mumbled,
“I think I’m coming down with something.” When they were finished, they approached the counter, arms full
of chips, diet pop and licorice, chocolate bars, newspapers, women’s magazines and the open cough candy.
“Number seven,” Jemma said to the boy behind the counter.
The boy was a smooth, lanky thing with a lazy face and full lips that betrayed a future of one-way crushes,
lovesick girls. Annie was used to that equation; in high school, she would have let this kind of boy make a fool of
her. He watched Jemma as she dug through her purse for her gas card, his eyebrows furrowed, his mouth tense.
Jemma’s looks often inspired a painful gaze in men.
Annie didn’t think Jemma was especially attractive. Her face was plain, her body slim but nothing better than
average. It was how Jemma manipulated her looks that seemed to draw men in. Her make-up was immaculate, her
eyebrows brushed, her cheeks contoured, her lips lined and glossed.
And her hair: long honeyed caramel layers that swam around her shoulders, framed her face in hand-twirled
strands. Men went crazy over that hair. She wore clothes that hugged and criss-crossed her body and always
showed some skin. She never wore flat shoes.
“Just a sec.” Jemma was flustered, her hands full of old receipts, lipsticks and packages of breath mints.
Annie felt a bit sorry for her. All that primping and fuss. Annie was less desperate for attention. Her own outfit,
a fitted corduroy skirt, rayon men’s-style shirt, and Gortex jacket seemed more practical for driving around in the
rain than Jemma’s clingy, low-neck cross-over top and skin-tight jeans.
“Fuck, it’s here somewhere.”
The boy's expression said, take all the time in the world. He was looking down the front of her top. Annie
crunched a piece of cough candy between her back teeth; her mouth filled with cherry syrup.
The song that dripped from the in-store speakers was a saccharine ballad. A seventies hit about two rodents
who fall in love. Jemma punched her left hand down into her purse.
“Fuck!”
Lifted her right hand to cover her eyes. Her shoulders shook. The boy took a step back. Annie moved to the
counter, looped her arm around Jemma’s waist, lifted her hand from inside her purse and danced her away from
the boy.
“Remember this song?” Annie asked. Jemma shook her head into Annie’s shoulder and cried.
“That fucking dog,” she said, her voice thick with tears. “It was just a baby.” Annie pulled her close and sang
in her ear; the syllables warbled with cough candy.
“Bah-dah-dah-dah-dah-dah-tango.” The clerk picked at his fingers.
“Dee-dee-dee-something-jingo.” Jemma sniffled.
“He was checking out your cleavage,” Annie whispered.
Jemma lifted her head, looked at the boy; her face was smeared and puffy. The boy smiled. Jemma moaned,
rested her head back on Annie’s shoulder. Phone me 'cos you still got my stuff looks like mushroom love …
Annie moved her around the front of the store, rocked her back and forth between the chip display and the
magazine rack. They bumped against the bulk candy bins. Annie gave up on the lyrics and just hummed the tune.
At the end of the song, Annie sighed, pressed her cheek against Jemma’s hair. The boy stared at them, his mouth
stuck in an expectant smirk.
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“What the ruck are you looking at?” Annie said.
The cough candies made her voice unfamiliar, thick and hollow like a dumb jock’s. Jemma lifted her head
from Annie’s shoulder, turned to look at the boy. He lowered his eyes, moved back to the corner behind the cash
register. Jemma coughed, then covered her mouth with her hand and started to giggle.
*
Back on the road, Annie twisted a licorice stick in her mouth.
“I’m pathetic.”
“Who isn’t?” Jemma was eating pretzels out of her lap.
“Peter’s dumpmg me.”
“No, he’s not.”
“I called him at midnight last night, he wasn’t home.”
“So?” Jemma reached over and dug through the plastic shopping bag beside Annie’s seat, steered with her
torso.
“I called him at six this morning and he still wasn’t home.”
“He’s playing out of town.” Jemma came up with a chocolate bar in her hand.
“I checked the game schedule.”
“He got drunk and stayed at a friend’s.”
“He’s cancelled our last two dates.” Jemma hooked her wrists through the steering wheel and peeled the
wrapper off the chocolate.
“Oh.” Annie watched the rain shimmy up the windshield, frantic drops of water fleeing the blade.
“What kind of liberated woman gets dumped by a hockey player?”
“You’ll find someone else.”
Jemma offered half the chocolate bar to Annie. Annie shook her head.
“He was ugly.”
“And rude.”
“No, I mean, he was ugly, I purposely chose an uglier guy so this wouldn’t happen. Even ugly guys are
dumping me now.”
“He hasn’t actually dumped you yet.” Jemma threw the crumpled chocolate bar wrapper on to the floor.
“Whatever.”
“You’re too good for him.”
“He told lies, you know, all the time.”
“There you go. Who wants to be with a liar?”
“I miss him already.” Annie stared out at gray streaks of melting slush along the roadway. “How long are we
going to keep driving around the city?” Jemma shrugged.
“Till we’re happy. Or we hit something.”
*
The inside of the minivan was a womb, an upholstered bubble humidified and warmed by on-board climate
control. Annie was lulled by the pulse of sad music, the ballad of a drained and broken man, another casualty of
the seventies.
“Looking for a chance that just ain’t coming, you want to settle down but you can’t stop running around. And
all I’m trying to say is maybe, maybe, baby you could stay here tonight.”
She reclined her seat and turned onto her side, soothed her cheek against the cool leather. Her mind was full of
the hockey player: the crooked ridge of his nose, his knuckly hands, his dentures, the pressure of his erection
through the cotton of his chinos.
His ugliness and arrogance excited her. Something arresting in the way he called her beautiful and made it
sound like a handicap. She fantasized about him while he was away, masturbated in the bathtub with her legs
around the tap. Imagined a roomful of handsome men unable to satisfy her, then Peter with his apish lovemaking,
his unshaven face, his missing teeth; she’d grip the slippery enamel and hold her breath.
A shrill electronic ring. Jemma’s cell phone. Annie sat up. Jemma checked the display and rolled her eyes,
answered the phone.
“What?”
The minivan drifted towards the solid yellow line. Annie slipped her hand into the moulded plastic door
handle. Jemma over-corrected, catching the shoulder of the road for a gravelly instant.
“She’s not a fucking stranger, Marcus … just shut … just shut up, she’s the babysitter.”
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Annie smiled. Jemma had her battle voice on. She felt almost bad for Marcus. A year ago, when Jemma had
left Marcus and the kids for the first time, he had called Annie every day, begged her to talk to Jemma. Jemma had
moved in with a lifeguard from her children’s community pool.
“Yeah, I don’t know … I don’t know … the gate was open. What do you mean what do I mean the gate was
open? Oh, I see … maybe I left it open, is that what you’re saying? Well, excuse me for being too busy raising
your children to check the gate every five fucking minutes!”
Annie had talked to Jemma, and between Jemma’s detailed descriptions of the sex she was getting, Annie tried
to convince her that she was having some sort of married-with-children crisis and what she needed to do was go
home to her family.
Jemma did go back, but not because of anything Annie had said. Marcus had hired a live-in nanny, a young
Mexican girl with thick dark hair down to her waist. Jemma had phoned Annie in the middle of the night,
screamed about being replaced. For weeks after, Jemma complained to Annie about finding metre-long black hairs
all over the house, on furniture, on the floors, in the drains.
“Do what you want, do whatever you want. Just make sure you pay the sitter and she has a—hello? Hello?”
Jemma threw the phone onto the dash.
“Everything okay?’
Jemma punched her fist into the steering wheel. The horn wailed. The family sedan in front of them swerved.
“Right as rain.”
*
Jemma was muttering along with the CD, hard rock crossed with gangster rap, I am the man, you understand,
bitch-lovin: pot-smokin’ gangsta fan. I am the man, I am the man …
The hockey player had been a set-up. Ian in marketing at the hrewery knew Peter from high school, was
willing to use his connection to get an endorsement for their new “sport-focused” beer. The hockey player came in
for a meeting. Annie listened as the marketing guys pitched, then displayed her print-ad mock-ups, the hockey
player coming to a sudden halt in a divine spray of ice, his skate blades centimetres from the frosty bottle of beer.
At the end of the day, Ian had approached her desk, pencil drumming in his fingers. He told her the hockey
player was willing to do the print endorsement, for much less than they had budgeted, if she would agree to go on
a date with him. Annie had laughed.
“I can do much better than that, you know.”
“Just a date,” Ian said. “Dinner, a few drinks, no one’s asking you to sleep with him. Well, not until we finalize
the TV budget, anyway.”
Because he was a local celebrity, she had expected some sort of fanfare, a limousine, a special table at a
restaurant. Instead, he picked her up on foot, explained that someone had borrowed his car without asking. She
found out later it was all a lie; his licence had been suspended a few months earlier. He wore faded jeans and a
Genesis concert t-shirt and looked older than she remembered from the meeting. He stayed outside while she got
her coat and purse so that he could finish the joint he was smoking. They went to a nearby pub and before his first
pint was finished, he announced that she would have sex with him that night. He wasn’t wrong.
Jemma was still lost in rap land. Annie picked the newspaper up off the floor. She lowered the sun visor and
turned on the vanity lights so she could read. The sports section was the first to go, she pulled it out and threw it
into the back seat. She found the entertainment listings.
“Want to go do something?” Jemma shook her head, her lips still mouthing the lyrics.
On the front page of the newspaper was a photograph of a man. His head was turned as if someone had called
him from behind, then snapped his picture. Annie read the cover story, then scrutinized the photo. The man was in
his late forties, early fifties, balding but not trying to hide it, carrying it off in a distinguished, aloof sort of way.
Annie folded the paper in half, then in half again, so that only the picture showed. She held it up to Jemma.
“Think he’s cute?” Jemma glanced at the paper.
“He’s all right. A bit old for you, don’t you think?”
“Serial killer.”
“No way.”
“Yup. They just caught this guy with a bunch of bodies in his yard.”
“Let me see that.” Annie leaned over and held the steering wheel while Jemma studied the picture. Jemma
dropped the paper back in Annie’s lap.
“Am I totally sick, or is there something kind of attractive about that man?” Annie stared at the photograph.
“You’re totally sick. And there’s something kind of attractive about him.”
2096

*
Annie fed Jemma chocolate-covered almonds. Hors d'oeuvres. She shook an empty potato-chip bag off her
foot, rubbed salt and crumbs on the floor mat. Rain sheeted across the windshield; Jemma had the wipers on high.
The speed of the blades, the furious slapping sound, made Annie anxious. The phone rang again.
“Fuck.”
Jemma reached for it. Annie turned down the music. She slipped chocolate almonds into her own mouth one
by one. Maybe, she thought, it was time to get fat.
“What for? Why do you want to know that?”
Annie had always imagined that sometime in her life, late in her forties, after a husband, a house, some kids,
she would let herself balloon. She would resign from the struggle to stay young and thin and beautiful, and simply
let the pounds land. She would eat anything she wanted, whenever she wanted, she would throwaway her
bathroom scale.
“Look, I didn’t need to take it to the vet, it was dead, its head was crushed.”
She would join the ranks of middle-aged women who no longer cared that they didn’t look twenty, who let
their hips and stomachs spread into pastel coloured jogging suits, clothes that advertised a clear disdain for
anything fashionable.
“In the garbage … yes, there is actual garbage in there with it.”
Annie rattled the box of chocolates, tipped her head back and poured what was left into her mouth. She could
be one of those endearing, sharp-witted fat women. The type with a huge body, and a pretty face, who provoked
sympathy in friends and a contempt towards men, who as a sex, were clearly too superficial and thin-centric to
recognize a good thing when they saw it.
“Yes … fine … listen … yes … listen, Marcus don’t let them—fuck! I hate it when he does that!” Jemma
turned to Annie.
“He’s having a fucking funeral.”
“You’re kidding.”
Jemma didn’t answer, just stared ahead at the road. Annie held up the folded newspaper.
“Can I bring my new boyfriend?” Jemma didn’t smile.
“I’m tired of driving.”
*
At the laundromat, the windows were fogged with heat. Annie bought seven boxes of detergent from the
vending machine, one for each time she’d slept with the hockey player. While Jemma stood and blocked the
manager’s view, Annie poured large white-powder hearts onto the tops of the back washers, seven in a row. The
two of them sat in white plastic garden chairs and watched the people come in.
An older woman chuckled when she saw the hearts; a dark-skinned man was puzzled and nervous, crossed the
room to another washer, but kept looking over his shoulder, back to the one he’d left behind; a bookish man and
his skinny wife were annoyed, pushed the powder over the side edges of the machine with the backs of their
hands. A frugal older man collected the powder in his cupped palms, whistled as he funnelled the tiny granules
into his plastic detergent container. A gitl with a silver-gray mohawk touched her index finger to the powder, then
touched her finger to her tongue and winced. A college-aged couple, who looked like brother and sister, pushed
the powder around to form their initials in the centre of the heart, then moved to do their laundry in another,
heartless, washer.
Jemma lit a cigarette, offered it to Annie; Annie took a drag.
“You know,” Annie said, exhaling, “of all the household duties associated with being a wife and mother, I
think I would find laundry the least offensive.”
“You ever notice in prison movies, they make such a big deal out of men doing laundry?”
Jemma offered Annie the cigarette again. Annie shook her head.
“Men doing laundry is a big deal.”
“Marcus did all our laundry. And the cooking. And the grocery shopping.”
“Wow, was there anything that guy didn’t do?”
Jemma smiled at Annie. Then raised her eyebrows and stuck out her tongue, wiggled it from side to side.
Annie laughed and felt herself blush. They stayed until all seven hearts were ruined.
*
At Denny’s, they sat across from each other, their feet propped up one another’s bench. Jemma recited the
menu items as if they were sexual positions:
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“All American Slam, French Slam, Moons Over My Hammy …”
Annie noticed many of the men in the restaurant staring in their direction, smiling. She knew they were smiling
at Jemma.
Their waiter was young. Steve, a dark-haired boy with sad eyes, who was light on his feet. He brought two
glasses of water then walked over to the food pick-up area and asked the cook for the hockey score. He did a little
victory twist before returning to take their order. When he got to their table, Annie interrogated him as to the true
nature of grits.
“What are they made from? How are they made? Are they full of fat?”
She watched as he steadied his smile, fiddled with his order pad, waited for her to let up. He told her he wasn’t
completely sure, but he didn’t think grits were fattening.
Annie was disappointed. She demanded that Steve expand on his answer, even though she would probably pass
on the grits. His smile wavered, he shifted his weight, scratched the centre of his chest with the top of his pen,
shifted his weight again.
“I—I can check with the kitchen,” he said finally.
“No,” Annie said, holding him there with her eyes, “I want you to tell me.”
She kept this up until he called her ma’am. She glared at him then, and he collected their menus, hurried away.
Jemma sipped her coffee. Annie read the newspaper, a different one this time, a colour-tabloid. Her new boyfriend
in a bright orange prison jumpsuit.
The restaurant filled with the deep, clipped barks of men. Annie looked up. Six men in boots, down vests over
dirty work clothes, strolled towards them on their way to a booth at the back. Two of them loomed close as they
walked by. Their smiles angling for Jemma. Jemma stared ahead at Annie. The last man stopped in front of them,
cast a wide shadow across their booth. His crotch rested on the lip of their table. He leaned down, closer to
lemma.
“Lovely ladies like you shouldn’t be eating alone.” Annie pretended to look at the newspaper, but watched
Jemma.
“Neither of us is alone, moron.”
Jemma stared into her coffee. The guy kept his eyes on her, moved his face close, his nose just grazing her
hair, then tapped the table, and stood up.
“Cunt,” he muttered to Annie, knocking her shoulder with his hip as he walked away.
“I hope he gets cancer,” Annie mumbled. Jemma didn’t seem to hear her.
*
The minivan was a capsule of luxury, a testament to how deeply and completely Marcus loved his dissolving
family. Heated leather seats, adjustable in every direction, ten-disc CD changer, on-board DVD player with two
viewing screens.
Parked at Prospect Point, Jemma and Annie slouched in the back seat, smoked cigarettes, watched The
Shawshank Redemption on twin screens. Lemma took a long drag of her cigarette and pointed at the screen in
front of her.
“See, laundry.”\fn{One of the principal actors in the film spends the first two years of his incarceration working in the prison
laundry}
“I believed you.”
The movie was slower than Annie remembered. Tim Robbins looked too much like an overgrown toddler.
“Your kids watch this movie?” Jemma shrugged.
“They don’t know the difference. It keeps them quiet.”
Something poked into the small of Annie’s back. She shifted in her seat, but could still feel it digging in to her.
She reached behind her and pulled out a pair of swimming goggles. Jemma had joined a swim team while she was
living with the lifeguard.
“You still doing this?’ Annie asked as she dangled the goggles. Jemma opened a can of Diet Pepsi.
“Yup. Six a.m., three mornings a week. You should try it. Get you in shape.”
Annie didn’t need to be reminded she wasn’t in shape. Jemma’s fondness for exercise was probably her most
aggravating trait. Annie felt along the seat for leftover chocolate.
“Nah, goes against my master plan.” She found a single chocolate-covered almond, blew on it to get the lint
off, then popped it into her mouth.
“Jemmy, my darling, some things are just too hard.” Jemma pointed at the screen.
“Harder than digging your way out of prison with a spoon?”
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Annie looked at the screen; Tim Robbins was again looking doleful.
“Yes.”
*
On the turn of concrete steps overlooking Burrard Inlet, a patch of the point dimly lit by the glow of the Lions
Gate Bridge, Annie and Jemma shared a joint. Annie was ready to go home, to have a bath and watch TV in bed.
She felt cranky. Jemma was also in a mood, but she had whined when Annie suggested calling it a night. Maybe
the pot would ease them out. They huddled under the prickle of evergreen branches. The wind off the water blew
right through Annie’s rain jacket.
“This is scenic.”
“Sorry.” Jemma held her leather coat closed with her hand.
“If Marcus catches a whiff of that in the van, he’ll be on the phone to his lawyers. He thinks I’m out of
control.”
“You are.” Annie felt the instant satisfaction of veiling something pointed and true in the guise of a joke.
“You’ve got to be the worst mother I know.”
Annie chuckled, sipped on the joint. Jemma shrugged and took the joint from her.
“Where’d you get this?”
“The hockey player.”
“Oh,” Jemma said. “Your ex.”
Touche. Annie managed a smile.
“Yeah, and with my new boyfriend still in jail—”
“Maybe you should sleep with Marcus,” Jemma said suddenly.
Annie stared out at the bridge; she could feel Jemma’s eyes on her. Perhaps the truth wasn’t always the best
idea. Annie shoved her hands into her jacket pockets, tapped the safety railing with her foot.
“I mean,” Jemma took a short toke, “wouldn’t it solve all our problems? He’d be out of my hair, you’d have a
boyfriend, he’d have someone new in his life?” Annie forced a quiet laugh.
“Yeah, I don’t think that’s gonna work.”
“Oh well.” Jemma flicked the roach over the railing. “It was worth a try.”
*
Annie played with the dome light, flicked it on and off, over and over. Jemma turned up the stereo as loud as it
would go. Bootleg underground dance music—her newest discovery. Individual electronic instruments whirred in
a massive pulse of distortion. Annie found the repetitive lyrics and driving beat comforting.
Sky girl, cry girl, you used to be my girl sky girl cry girl, you used to be my girl sky girl cry girl you used to be
my girl …
They knelt on the carpeted floor between the front and middle seats, grooved as best they could in the limited
space. They entertained each other. Jemma worked her thumbs to either side like a possessed hitchhiker, her head
thrown back, her jaw hanging loose. Annie shook her shoulders like an epileptic cage-dancer, her face frozen in an
expression of incredible surprise. Jemma collapsed on the floor, howling.
Annie reached for the cough candy. They crunched the pieces one by one, cherry, lemon, eucalyptus, until all
of it was finished. They sprawled on the floor, their legs resting up on the middle bench of seats. Annie fanned
herself; she was damp all over with sweat. The CD finished; the abrupt silence, like a vacuum; Annie heard a
small, high-pitched ringing in her ears.
“I think I’m going deaf,” she said, sucking on her last piece of cough candy. Jemma laughed.
“I’ve got more CDS.”
“No, that’s okay.”
“We could watch another movie.”
Annie shook her head. She wanted to go home. Jemma lifted her arm over her head, ran her thumbnail down
the back of the bucket seat; it left a faint gray mark.
“I’m going to miss this van,” she said. Annie patted the floor around her for more candy, but there were only
sticky wrappers and the folded newspaper.
“Marcus is moving back to Ontario. Back to his family. He says he has no friends here.”
“Why doesn’t he just take the car? I mean, you’ll need the van for the kids.”
Annie waited for lemma to launch into another Marcus rant. But Jemma stayed silent and very still. Annie
turned her head.
Jemma was staring up at the ceiling of the minivan. The outside corner of her eye moist, her smoky eyeliner
2099

streaked in a shadowy line down her temple. A muscle in her cheek trembled. She swallowed, her throat tensing
then relaxing.
Annie had no idea what to say. She opened her mouth and cool, mentholated air streamed out, empty and
useless. Her whole body felt bloated and stoned, everything heavy and tired. She couldn’t lift an arm to offer her
hand to Jemma; she was suddenly too sad to move. When Jemma spoke again, her voice was raspy, like she was
choking.
“He’s the better parent, Annie, I’m not ashamed to admit it.”
The side of Jemma’s face was shiny with tears. Annie puckered her lips and blew gently against Jemma’s
cheek. Jemma closed her eyes and smiled.
*
The highway was black and wet. Annie drove.
They sat languid and askew with their seatbelts off. The cabin alarm dinged continuously. Annie missed the
reassuring pressure of the belt across her shoulder, the tightness around her waist; she reached back for the nylon
strap.
“No!” Jemma shouted. She pointed a stern finger at Annie.
“The alarm is making me crazy.”
“It’s spiritual.”
“It’s annoying.”
“Everything spiritual is annoying.” Jemma emptied the contents of her purse onto the van floor, leaned down
to push things around.
“Just give me a sec.”
Annie focused on the road, her hands steady at ten and two. She watched the white dashes as they blipped
through the headlight beam, but the pace of the dashes didn’t match the frequency of electronic dings.
“Hurry up already.”
“How many men does it take to wallpaper a room?
“I’ve heard that one.”
“Ha!”
Jemma sat up. She held a large yellow Post-it pad.
“I’m glad you’re taking notes. Can I put my seatbelt on now?”
“No!” Jemma peeled a note off the pad and stuck it to Annie’s thigh. She held out a pen.
“Okay, write the hockey player’s name on the piece of paper.”
Annie took the pen, printed as best she could while trying to keep her eyes on the road. Peter. Jemma wrote on
her own Post-it, then threw the pen onto the floor, pulled the lighter out of the console.
“Okay, ready?” Annie’s eyes moved from the road to Jemma.
“According to Cosmo, this will be cleansing.”
Jemma held her Post-it by the corner and touched the opposite corner with the lighter. The edge of the Post-it
darkened and curled, popped into a small yellow flame. The flame spread sideways in a thin line, a border of fire
that advanced towards Jemma’s finger. The paper shrank to a smaller and smaller triangle until Jemma flicked it
into the air and it flared into a tiny white burst, then singed into nothing, a crinkled gray ash, drifting back and
forth between them to the floor.
“Damn, that was good.”
Annie laughed. She held the steering wheel with her left hand, peeled the Post-it from her thigh with her right,
watched as Jemma lit the corner. The lighter touched the paper and the flame flared, brighter and angrier than
Jemma’s, the advancing line quicker. Annie waited for the threat of heat at her fingertips, then flicked. The paper
stayed. She flicked again. She was stuck to the adhesive, she had held the wrong corner.
“Jesus!” Annie shouted. Jemma smacked at the flame as Annie shook her hand.
“Stay still!”
Jemma's palm caught the edge of the paper and the lit corner sprang from Annie’s finger. Annie watched the
flame as it arched in the air, a trembling tear of light, and landed on her right breast. The fabric of Annie's shirt
sent up a thin stream of smoke.
“Jem!”
“Shit!” Jemma opened a can of Diet Pepsi and poured it over Annie’s breast.
Annie looked up and, startled by the sudden field of lights in front of her, channels of red and white points in
the darkness, she turned the steering wheel sharply to the right and stepped hard on the brake. The van pitched
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and growled on the gravel shoulder. The back skidded out to the left as everything slammed forward with a jolt.
Annie caught the steering wheel in her ribs. Jemma slipped off her seat. The wipers dragged across the
windshield.
“Are you all right?” Annie whispered.
Jemma was crouching in the foot well; she patted her hands slowly over her body. She nodded.
Annie pressed her forehead to the steering wheel and tried to catch her breath. She felt the area around her ribs,
but nothing seemed broken. Jemma started to giggle, a stifled, nervous laugh.
*
On the way into the convenience store, they passed a group of kids with skateboards. Young hooded boys, with
pierced, sulky girlfriends hanging off their shoulders, clinging to their hips.
“Hey, hootchie mama!” one of them called as Annie and Jemma passed. Annie gave them the finger.
The light inside the store was blue and hummy. Annie grabbed a bottle of club soda on her way to the
bathroom. In the small tiled room, she took off her shirt and held it in the sink. The burn looked like a bullet hole.
She wet her fingers with the soda and rubbed around the dark ring; the wrinkled black edges bled out into a wider
brown circle. Through the door, Annie could hear the soft clicks of Jemma’s heels as she paced the store, the
sounds of her speaking to someone, laughing.
Annie sighed. She was really ready to go home now. She would call the hockey player from bed. She poured
more club soda, rubbed a palm-sized section of the shirt in her hands. The brown circle started to fade, but the
hole, and why hadn’t she thought of this before, was irreparable.
As she put the shirt back on, she noticed the skin darken- ing below her left breast. A sprawling bruise.
Something the hockey player would come home with.
In the store, Jemma was leaning against the counter talking with the clerk, a twenty-something girl in a bright
green polyester uniform. The girl had bright green streaks in her blond hair and was resting forward on her
elbows, laughing at something Jemma had said.
“Hey!” Jemma shouted to Annie. “Wanna go to prison?”
“Not without a spoon.”
Jemma laughed. The girl looked amused.
“Seriously,” Jemma said. “Your new boyfriend lives around here.” Annie shook the front of her blouse; the
clammy wetness was almost unbearable.
“Don’t you think we should head home?”
*
Jemma drove them to the prison. She talked and lit another cigarette. The windshield wipers were back to their
frenzied pace.
“Then she said, ‘Everything bad is east.’ And I said, ‘What do you mean?’ And she said, ‘Think about it,
what’s at the western-most tip of the city? The university, right?’” Annie shook her shirt in front of the dashboard
vent, enjoyed the warm air that passed through to her skin.
“So, it’s downhill from there. As you move east the population gets poorer, there’s religious fanaticism, racial
intolerance. What else did she say? Oh, yeah, book bannings, drive-by shootings, murder-suicides. That’s why
they put the prison out there.”
“As opposed to right next to the university.”
Annie turned off the fan. Jemma shrugged.
“It makes sense.”
“Did you find out who killed JFK?”
*
Jemma pulled over to the curb. Beside them, a grassy hill rose up sharply, a steep incline that reached up to the
prison wall. Dotted along the hill were small, bald, deciduous trees. Annie dipped her head, but, through the rain
on her window, couldn’t see anything beyond the mammoth cement barrier. Jemma handed Annie her rain jacket.
“Let’s go.”
“Wait.” Annie checked the console clock; it was past midnight.
“I should call him now, before it gets too late.”
She reachecl for Jemma’s cell phone. She pressed the numbers slowly. The phone rang. He answered a clipped
“Hello?”
“HI? Peter?” There was a pause.
“Yeah, urn, Peter’s not here.” He spoke loudly, behind him a shushing noise.
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“Oh. Is he out of town?”
“Nope. Just not here.” Annie was sure it was Peter’s voice.
“Do you know when he’ll be back?”
“Nope.”
“Can I ask who is this?” A pause.
“I’m his cousin.” She heard men chuckling and talking in the background.
“Is something funny?”
“No. Look, I told you, Peter’s not here.” The phone filled with the sound of men laughing.
“Do you wanna leave a message?” She heard a man in the background yell,
“Just leave a fucking message!”
“Yeah, can you tell him, Annie called?”
“Annie.”
His voice started to falter; he was trying not to laugh. It was Peter.
“How do you spell that?” he asked. The men erupted in guffaws. Another background voice yelled,
“Go home, Annie!”
Annie pressed the end button. Jemma raised her eyebrows.
“Well?” Annie tossed the phone onto the dash.
“He wasn’t home.”
*
The security lights on the hill made Annie feel as if she was walking out of the night and into some false dawn.
Or onto a movie set, the downpour of rain falling in such perfect angles, it must have been coming from a rain
machine. Under the lights, the grass glowed an insistent green Annie had never seen before, an artificial green.
The buildings behind the wall were far away, and appeared to be fashioned out of cardboard boxes. Maybe it was
a side effect of the pot they had smoked, but nothing seemed real any more.
The ground was loamy and wet. Annie pressed her foot into the grass and everything below her sole sank like a
collapsing sponge. A pool of water rose up to meet her shoe.
“What are we doing here?” she shouted to Jemma over the rain.
“I don’t know!” Jemma shouted back, the expression on her face somewhere between pleasure and confusion.
Annie's rain jacket was almost soaked through. They were not turning back. As Jemma worked her way up the
hill towards the wall, the heels of her shoes disappeared into the mud, then reappeared, thick brown stalks. She
leaned forward to keep her balance. Annie came up behind her, the wet ground closing around her shoes, her arms
outstretched in case Jemma slipped back into her.
Even.tually, they found the easiest way to get up the hill was by scuttling sideways, facing each other, like
crabs. When they reached to top, Annie doubled over, panting, her right hand on the sore part of her ribs, her left
hand on the wall.
The wall was high and slick, the buildings too far back to see. Annie’s arms burned from the cold; her corduroy
skirt, now rain-drenched, clung to her legs like a heavy skin.
“Okay. We did it. Now let’s go.” Jemma tried to catch her breath and talk at the same time.
“Are you crazy?” Small clouds of fog rose from her mouth. “We can’t stop now.”
She looked down and started to laugh. Annie followed her eyes. Jemma’s shoes were submerged in mud, her
legs growing out of the ground. Lemma braced herself against the wall, wiggled her legs and, one after the other,
lifted her bare feet out of the shoes. She did a little hopping dance as her toes sank into the mud.
“Go ahead!” she shouted. Annie’s own shoes were her favourites, seventy dollars on sale, air-cushioned sole,
square-toed with a modest wedge heel.
“Okay,” she said. “But I'm coming back for them.”
She pulled one foot out and stepped into the mud. The sensation was like having her foot swallowed by a
swollen, icy mouth. She pulled out the other foot; the ground held tight to her shoes. Annie squealed as her second
foot hit the mud. Jemma clapped.
“Now what?” Jemma looked at the wall.
“Climb?” Annie ran her hand over the smooth cement blocks.
“Yeah, I don’t think so.”
Jemma made a half-hearted attempt to find a hand hold, but there weren’t any. She looked around, then
pointed. Annie saw that farther down there was a spot where the buildings were closer to the wall.
As they walked the rain started to slow, but the ground remained difficult. Annie moved carefully, tried to
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avoid the sharp gravel and rocks near the wall, grabbed onto Jemma’s arm whenever her feet threatened to slip.
Jemma took a wrong step and ended up calf-deep in grass. She laughed hysterically as Annie pulled her out by the
wrists.
They reached the point at which the buildings had seemed closest to the wall and looked up. A trick of
perspective. The wall now completely blocked the view of the nearest structures. Only a building far, far back was
visible, a wide rectangle with two floors near the top lit up. Annie cupped her hands around her face to block the
glare of the security lamps.
“Look, up there.”
Curved into the small frames of each window were what could have been people. Dots and squiggles in
squares of yellow light. Men's bodies, undoubtedly, with their sheepish, unrepentant postures. Annie imagined
them cocky, confident, at home in that warm dry place. She turned to Jemma.
Jemma was bent over, poking around in the mud near the wall. She took hold of something and stood up,
wiped it off and showed it to Annie. A rock, muted yellow, the colour of old bones. She rolled it around in her
palm.
“Shall we say hello?”
Annie watched as Jemma stepped back and lobbed the rock into the air. It spun and arced through the bright
sky, soared over the curved lip of the wall, then disappeared. Landed with a distant but satisfying thuck,
something concrete.
Annie loosened her sinking feet from the mud, one then the other. Jemma found another rock, a shiny black
one. She hurled it and it glinted as it crested above the wall. The sound of it landing was tinnier. Metal.
“Have you had enough?” Annie was thinking about finding her shoes, wringing out her skirt, blasting the
heater in the car.
Jemma shook her head and scrambled for a small boomerang-shaped branch that was lying at the base of a tree
behind them. With both arms, she swung the branch.
“Hey, assholes!” she shouted as it turned end over end in the air. “Why don’t you come out here?”
Annie watched the shapes in the windows; they were still, unfazed. Jemma unearthed a flat grsy stone,
smoothed her hand over its surface then threw it like a Frisbee.
“You fucking freaks! I hope they rape the shit out of you!”
The disc flew high above the wall for what seemed a great distance, then dropped out of sight and crashed into
something glass. An alarm went off.
Jemma screamed and clapped, tried to jump up and down, but then slipped and almost lost her balance. Annie
caught her hand, held her steady. The alarm continued ringing.
“We should get out of here.” The rain began to pour again.
“No way,” Jemma said. “Not until you throw one.”
She bent down and picked up a rock, tossed it at Annie. Annie caught it with two hands. The rock was slippery
with mud and cold, heavier than it looked. Annie gazed up at the windows. The shapes seemed to have moved,
grown darker. She wondered if the men could see down past the wall, if they were chuckling up there, calling
others to take a look.
“I hope you die in there, you pathetic losers!” Jemma screamed as she threw another rock. “You puppy-killing
bitch! You make me sick!”
Annie unzipped her jacket to free up her arm. Took a few steps back. A beam of light nicked the corner of her
eye and a large white circle flashed onto the wall in front of her. She turned and squinted, put her muddy hand to
her forehead.
A policeman moved awkwardly, but quickly up the hill, a hulking figure in a dark rain poncho. Annie
whispered Jemma's name. Jemma looked over her shoulder and froze. He stopped a few feet away from them and
turned back to a police cruiser trailing along the road at the bottom of the hill; he waved his flashlight above his
head.
“Just a couple of women,” he said into his radio.
The radio crackled and Annie heard a man chuckle. She stepped back and moved her hand slowly to her
pocket. A souvenir. The cruiser rolled to a stop. Annie saw the second policeman get out and walk to the trunk,
open it up and lean down into it. The first policeman pointed his flashlight at their hands.
“Okay, ladies. Put down the rocks.” Jemma’s rocks hit the ground.
“Let’s see some ID.”
Jemma stepped forward. The policeman shone his flashlight in her eyes.
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“Just stay right there, ma’am.”
He stared at Jemma and shook his head as she struggled against the light. Her hair was flattened and clinging
to her head and neck, her face stained with mascara and mud.
“You want to tell me what you’re doing out here?” Annie spoke.
“We were just—”
The light landed on her face. For a second she couldn’t see. She covered her eyes until the glare was off her.
When she took her hand away, Annie was sure she saw the policeman smiling, nodding as he looked her over, as
his hand reached under his poncho. She looked down at herself; the beam of his flashlight hovered on her body.
Her jacket was wide open, her shirt and bra soaked through, her breasts and nipples clearly visible through the
sheer, wet fabric. She pulled her jacket closed. The policeman held a set of handcuffs.
“Do you ladies live around here?” He was looking right at Annie now, his smile gone, his voice hard.
“Have you been drinking?”
“No,” Jemma said. He turned.
“Was I talking to you?”
Jemma shook her head. The policeman moved towards her, his flashlight beam narrowing on her face.
“So, you and your friend just came out here to throw rocks. You haven’t had anything to drink. Whose van is
that down there? You the driver?” Jemma looked confused.
“Listen—” Annie said. The policeman pointed at Annie.
“You just keep that jacket closed, sweetheart. I’ll be with you in a second.” He looked over his shoulder, down
the hill to his partner.
“You better get up here,” the policeman said into his radio. “It’s turning into wet t-shirt night.”
The radio crackled with laughter. Annie’s hand moved to her pocket. She felt her fingers tighten, her arm
swing out. The rock hit him from the side, just above the ear. The policeman’s body twisted as he took a lurching
step forward.
“Jesus!”
And clamped his hand to the side of his head. He sank to his knees, the ground squelching beneath him in a
quick, smooth ooze. The second policeman scrambled up the hill, his flashlight beam a frantic tunnel of light. He
slid back in the mud, clutching at the grass to keep his balance.
Annie looked over at Jemma. She was standing stunned, her arms wrapped around her chest. The policeman on
the ground moaned.
“Shut up!” Annie shouted. She tried to wipe the rain out of her face, but her hands were shaking. Jemma
started to cry.
When the second policeman grabbed Jemma, Annie tried to pull him off her. He clipped Annie’s forehead with
his flashlight and Annie stumbled back. Then the first policeman was up and it was quick after that. Annie and
Jemma handcuffed and pressed flat into the soaking-wet ground.
One of the policemen gripped Annie’s hair, turned her face into the mud and held it there. She could hear the
other, a few feet away, talking into his radio. She could heard Jemma whimpering softly beside her. And in the
distance, the wail of sirens. Someone pulled at her hair and her head was lifted; she tried to draw a breath, but her
nose and mouth were clogged with mud, her eyes blind. She thrashed her legs and shook her head, the centre of
her chest burning and ready to explode.
As her mind slid into darkness, she felt their eyes on her, heard their excited cries, the men in the prison.
Crowded into their tiny windows, scratching at the glass, hungry for the taste of angry girl.
222.160 Excerpt from Typhoon\fn{by Charles Cumming (1971- )}, Ayr, South Ayrshire, Scotland, United Kingdom
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1
Professor Wang Kaixuan emerged from the still waters of the South China Sea shortly before dawn on
Thursday 10 April 1997. Exhausted by the long crossing, he lay for some time in the shallows, his ears tuned to
the silence, his eyes scanning the beach. It was 5.52 a.m. By his calculations the sun would begin to rise over
Dapeng Bay in less than fifteen minutes. From that point on he would run the greater risk of being spotted by a
passing patrol. Keeping his body low against the slick black rocks, he began to crawl towards the sanctuary of
trees and shrubs on the far side of the beach.
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He was wearing only a pair of shorts and a thin cotton T-shirt. All of his worldly possessions were otherwise
contained in a small black rucksack attached to the makeshift raft which he dragged behind him on a length of
twine attached to his leg. The plastic containers that had floated the raft clattered and bounced on the rocks as
Wang inched inshore. The noise of this was too much; he should have prepared for it. Twenty metres short of the
trees he stopped and turned. Sand had begun to stick to his damp, salt-stiffened fingers and he was aware that his
breathing was hard and strained. Two hours earlier, in the half-light of eastern Shenzhen, Wang had attached a
cheap kitchen knife to his calf using a stretch of waterproof tape. It took all of his strength now to tear the knife
free and to sever the twine so that the raft was no longer attached to his body.
Kuai dian, he told himself. Hurry.
Wang cut the rucksack free and tried to sling it across his shoulders. It felt as though he had been drugged or
beaten and a grim sense memory of the prison in Ururnqi crept up on him like the rising sun. The rucksack was so
heavy and his arms so tired from the swim that he felt he would have to rest.
Jia you. Keep going.
He stumbled to his feet and tried to rush the last few metres to the trees, but the rucksack tipped on his back
and Wang fell almost immediately, fearing an injury to his knee or ankle, something that would hamper him on
the long walk south across the hills.
Imagine that, after everything I have been through: a tendon sends me back to China. But he found that he
could move without discomfort to the nearest of the trees, where he sank to the ground, sending a flock of startled
birds clattering into the sky.
It was six o’clock. Wang looked back across the narrow stretch of water and felt a tremor of elation which
numbed, for an instant, his near-constant dread of capture. He reached out and felt for the bark of the tree, for the
sand at his feet.
This place is freedom, he told himself. This shore is England.
Starling Inlet was less than two kilometres wide, but in the darkness the tide must have pulled him west
towards Sha Tau Kok, or even east into the open waters of Dapeng. Why else had it taken him so long to swim
across? The professor was fit for a man of his age and he had swum well; at times it was as if his desire to succeed
had pulled him through the water like a rope. Wiping seawater from the neck of the rucksack he removed several
seals of waterproof tape and withdrew a tightly bound plastic bag. A few minutes later he had discarded his T-shirt
and shorts and dressed himself in damp blue jeans, a black cotton shirt and dark sweater. On his feet he wore gray
socks and the counterfeit tennis shoes from the market in Guangzhou.
Now I look like a typical Hong Kong Chinese. Now if they stop me I can say that I am out here watching for
birds.
Wang removed the binoculars from his rucksack and the small, poorly bound volume on egrets posted to him
from Beijing three weeks earlier. The back of his throat was sour with the salt and pollutants of the sea and he
drank greedily from a bottle of water, swallowing hard in an effort to remove them. Then he looped the binoculars
around his neck, placed the water bottle back in the rucksack and waited for the sun.
2
Lance Corporal Angus Anderson, 1st Battalion Black Watch, three months into the regiment’s final tour of
Hong Kong, walked along the path from Luk Keng. This was magic hour, before the heat and the mosquitoes,
before cockerels and barked orders and discipline punctured his private dream of Asia. Breathing the cool salt air,
he slowed to an easy stroll as the first rays of the dawn sun began to heat the surrounding hills. One of only six
Black Watch soldiers assigned to patrol the border in support of the Hong Kong Police, Anderson had been
dispatched by an immigration inspector to make a brisk check of Starling Inlet before returning to headquarters
for breakfast.
“Sometimes they try to swim,” the inspector had told him. His name was Leung. There were purple scars on
his hands.
“Sometimes they escape the sharks and the tide and make their way on foot to Tai Po.”
Anderson took out a cigarette. The sea was calm and he listened to the rhythm of the water, to the cry of a
cormorant on the wind. He felt a strange, anarchic impulse to strip out of his uniform and to run, like a streaker at
Murrayfield, down into the lukewarm freedom of the ocean. Six hours earlier he had helped to untangle a corpse
from the coils of razor wire that stretched all along the land border from Deep Bay to Sha Tau Kok. His
commanding officer called it “Chateau Cock”, like a bottle of. cheap claret, and everybody in the battalion was
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expected to laugh. The body was that of a Chinese peasant girl wearing shorts and flip-flops and he could not
erase from his memory the picture of her pale neck twisted into the fence and the blood from her arms which had
turned brown in the sulphur glare of the floodlights. Would this kind of thing end after 30 June? Would the eyeeyes stop coming over?
Leung had told them that in 1996 alone the Field Patrol Detachment had arrested more than 5,000 illegal
immigrants, most of them young men looking for work in the construction industry in Hong Kong. That was
about fourteen coming across every night. And now the FPD was facing a last-minute, pre-handover surge of
Chinese nationals willing to risk the phalanx of armed police massed on both sides of the border in the slender
hope of vanishing into the communities of Yuen Long, Kowloon and Shatin.
Anderson lit the cigarette. He couldn’t see the sense in chogies risking their lives for two months in what was
left of British Hong Kong. There wouldn’t be an amnesty on eye-eyes; there wouldn’t be passports for the masses.
Thatcher had seen to that. Christ, there were veterans of the Hong Kong Regiment, men sitting in one-bedroom
flats in Kowloon who had fought for Winston bloody Churchill, who still wouldn’t get past immigration at
Heathrow. Outsiders didn’t seem to realize that the colony was all but dead—aalready. Rumour had it that
Governor Patten spent his days just sitting around in Government House, counting down the hours until he could
go home. The garrison was down to its last 2,000 men: everything from Land Rovers to ambulances, from coils of
barbed wire to bits of old gym equipment, had been auctioned off. The High Island Training Camp at Sai Kung
had been cleared and handed over to the People’s Liberation Army before Anderson had even arrived. In the
words of his commanding officer, nothing potentially “sensitive” or “hazardous” could be left in the path of the
incoming Chinese military or their communist masters, which meant Black Watch soldiers working sixteen-hour
days mapping and documenting every fingerprint of British rule, 150 years of naval guns and hospitals and firing
ranges, just so the chogies knew exactly what they were getting their hands on. Anderson had even heard stories
about a submerged net running between Stonecutters Island and Causewat Bay to thwart Chinese submarines.
How was the navy going to explain that one to Beijing?
A noise down on the beach. He dropped the cigarette and reached for his binoculars. He heard it again. A click
of rocks, something movlng near the water’s edge. Most likely an animal of some kind, a wild pig or civet cat, but
there was always the chance of an illegal. To the naked eye Anderson could make out only the basic shapes of the
beach: boulders, hollows, crests of sand. Peering through the binoculars was like switching off lights in a
basement; he actually felt stupid for trying. Go for the torch, he told himself, and swept a steady beam of light as
far along the coast as it would take him. He picked out weeds and shingle and the blue-black waters of the South
China Sea, but no animals, no illegal.
Anderson continued along the path. He had another forty-eight hours up here, then five jammy days in Central
raising the Cenotaph Union Jack at seven every morning, and lowering it again at six. That, as far as he could tell,
was all that he would be required to do. The rest of the time he could hit the bars of Wan Chai, maybe take a girl
up to the Peak or go gambling out at Macau.
“Enjoy yourself,” his father had told him. “You’ll be a young man thousands of miles from home living
through a little piece of history. The sunset of the British Empire. Don’t just sit on your arse in Stonecutters and
regret it that you never left the base.”
The light was improving all the time. Anderson heard a motorbike gunning in the distance and waved a
mosquito out of his face. He was now about a mile from Luk Keng and able to pick out more clearly the contours
of the path as it dropped towards the sea. Then, behind him, perhaps fifteen or twenty metres away, a noise that
was human in weight and tendency, a sound that seemed to conceal itself the instant it was made. Somebody or
something was out on the beach.
Anderson swung round and lifted the binoculars, yet they were still no good to him. Touching his rifle, he
heard a second noise, this time as if a person had toppled off balance. His pulse quickened as he scanned the shore
and noticed almost immediately what appeared to be an empty petrol can lying on the beach. Beside it he thought
he could make out a second container, perhaps a small plastic drum—had they been painted black?—next to a
wooden pallet. So much debris washed up onshore that Anderson couldn’t be certain that he was looking at the
remains of a raft. The men had been trained to look for flippers, clothing, discarded inner tubes, but the items here
looked suspicious. He would have to walk down to the beach to check them for himself and, by doing so, run the
risk of startling an eye-eye who might care more for his own freedom than he did for the life of a British soldier.
He was no more than twenty feet from the containers when a stocky, apparently agile man in his late forties
poked his nose out of the trees and walked directly towards him, his hand outstretched like a bank manager.
“Good morning, sir!”
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Anderson levelled the rifle but lowered it in almost the same movement as his brain registered that it was
listening to fluent English.
“I am to understand from your uniform that you are a member of Her Majesty’s Black Watch. The famous red
hackle. Your bonnet. But no kilt, sir! I am disappointed. What do they say? The kilt is the best clothes in the world
—for sex and diarrhoea!”
The chogie was shouting across the space between them and grinning like Jackie Chan. As he came crunching
along the beach it looked very much to Anderson as though he wanted to shake hands.
“The Black Watch is a regiment with a great and proud history, no? I remember the heroic tactics of Colonel
David Rose at the Hook in Korea. I am Professor Wang Kaixuan at the university here, Department of Economics.
Welcome to our island. It is a genuine pleasure to meet you.”
Wang had at last arrived. Anderson took an instinctive step back as the stranger came to a halt three feet away
from him, planting his legs like a sumo wrestler. They did indeed shake hands. The chogie’s closely cropped hair
was either wet or greasy; it was hard to tell.
“Are you out here alone?” Wang asked, looking lazily at the colouring sky as if to imply that the question
carried no threat. Anderson couldn’t pick the broad face for northern Han or Cantonese, but the spoken English
was impeccable.
“I’m on patrol down here at the beach,” he said. “And yourself?”
“Me? I stayed in the area over the weekend. To take the opportunity to look for the egrets that are native to the
inlet at this time of year. Perhaps you have seen one on your patrol?”
“No,” Anderson said. “I haven't.” He wouldn't have known what an egret looked like. “Could you show me
some form of identification, please?” Wang managed to look momentarily offended.
“Oh, I don’t carry that sort of thing.” As if to illustrate the point, he made a show of frisking himself, patting
his hands up and down his chest before securing them in his pockets. “It is a pity you have not seen an egret. An
elegant bird. But you enjoy our surroundings, no? I am told—although I have never visited there myself—that the
hills in this part of the New Territories are very similar in geographical character to certain areas of the Scottish
Highlands. Is that correct?”
“Aye, that’s probably true.” Anderson was from Stranraer, a pan-flat town in the far south-west, but the
comparison had been made many times before.
“I’m sorry, sir. I can see that you’re carrying binoculars, I can see that you’re probably who you say you are,
but I’m going to have to ask you again for a passport or driving licence. Do you not carry any form of
identification?”
It was the moment of truth. Had Angus Anderson been a different kind of man—less certain of himself,
perhaps more trusting of human behaviour—the decade of events triggered by Wang’s subsequent capture might
have assumed an entirely different character. Had the professor been allowed, as he so desperately desired, to
proceed unmolested all the way to Government House, the name of Joe Lennox might never have been uttered in
the secret corridors of Shanghai and Urumqi and Beijing. But it was Wang’s misfortune that quiet April morning
to encounter a sharp-eyed Scot who had rumbled him for a fake almost immediately. This chogie was no
birdwatcher. This chogie was an illegal.
“I have told you. I don’t usually carry any form of identification with me.”
“Not even a credit card?”
“My name is Wang Kaixuan, I am a professor of economics at the university here in Hong Kong. Please
telephone the department switchboard if you feel uncertain. On a Wednesday morning my colleagues are usually
at their desks by eight o’clock. I live at 71 Hoi Wang Road, Yau Ma Tei, apartment number 19. I can understand
that the Black Watch regiment has an important job to do in these difficult months but I have lived in Hong Kong
ever since I was a child.”
Anderson unclipped his radio. It would only take ten seconds to call in the sighting. He seemed to have no
other option. This guy was a conman, using tactics of questions and bluster to throw him off the scent. Leung’s
unit could be down in a police patrol boat before seven o’clock. Let them sort it out.
“Nine, this is One Zero, over.”
Wang now had a choice to make: sustain the lie, and allow the soldier to haul him in front of Immigration,
which carried the risk of immediate deportation back to China, or make a move for the radio, engendering a
physical confrontation with a Scotsman half his age and almost twice his height. In the circumstances, it felt like
no choice at all.
He had knocked the radio out of Anderson’s hand before the soldier had time to react. As it spun into the sand
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Anderson swore and heard Wang say, “I am sorry, I am sorry,” as he stepped away. Something in this
surrendering, apologetic gesture briefly convinced him not to strike back. For some time the two men stared at
one another without speaking until a crackled voice in the sand said, “One Zero, this is Nine. Go ahead, over,” and
it became a case of who would blink first. Anderson bent down, keeping his eyes on Wang all the time, and
retrieved the radio as if picking up a revolver from the ground. Wang looked at the barrel of Anderson’s rifle and
began to speak.
“Please, sir, do not answer that radio. All I am asking is that you listen to me. I am sorry for what I did. Tell
them it was a mistake. I beg you to tell them you have resolved your problem. Of course I am not who I say I am.
I can see that you are an intelligent person and that you have worked this out. But I am asking you to deal with me
correctly. I am not a normal person who swims across the inlet in the middle of the night. I am not an immigrant
looking for a job. I do not want citizenship or refugee status or anything more or less than the attention of the
British governor in Hong Kong. I am carrying with me information of vital importance to Western governments.
That is all that I can tell you. So please, sir, do not answer that radio.”
“I have to answer.”
Anderson was surprised to hear a note of conciliation in his voice. The encounter had taken on a surreal
quality. How many Chinese mainlanders pitched up on a beach at 6 a.m. talking about David Rose at the Hook in
fluent, near-accendess English? And how many of them claimed to have political intelligence that required a
meeting with Chris Patten?
“What kind of information?” he asked, amazed that he had not already jammed Wang’s wrists into a set of
PlastiCuffs and marched him up the beach. Again the voice said, “One Zero, this is Nine. Please go ahead, over,”
and Anderson looked back across the water at the pale contours of China, wondering what the hell to do.
A fishing boat was edging out into the bay. Wang then turned his head to stare directly into Anderson’s eyes.
He wanted to convey the full weight of responsibility which now befell him.
“I have information about a very senior figure in Beijing,” he said. “I have information about a possible highlevel defection from the Chinese government.”
3
Joe Lennox left Jardine House at seven o’clock that evening, nodded discreetly at a French investment banker
as he sank two vodka and tonics at the Captain’s Bar of the Mandarin Oriental, hailed a cab on Connaught Road,
made his way through the rush-hour traffic heading west into the Mid-Levels and walked through the door of
Rico’s at precisely 8.01 p.m. It was a gift. He was always on time.
I was sitting towards the back of the restaurant drinking a Tsingtao and reading a syndicated article in the
South China Morning Post about the prospect of a Labour victory in the forthcoming UK elections. A gingerhaired Canadian woman at the next table was eating crayfish and throwing out dirty looks because of the cigarette
I was smoking. When she coughed and waved her hand in front of her face once too often, I stubbed it out. The air
conditioning was on high and it felt as though everyone in the room was shivering.
Joe looked the way Joe always looked in those days: fit and undiminished, his characteristically inscrutable
expression becoming more animated as he found my eyes across the room. At first glance, I suppose he was no
different from any other decent-looking Jardine Johnnie in a Welsh & Jeffries suit, the sort who moves millions
every day at Fleming’s and Merrill Lynch. That, I suppose, was the whole point about Joe Lennox. That was the
reason they picked him.
“Cold in here,” he said, but he took his jacket off when he sat down. “What are you reading?”
I told him and he ventured a mildly critical opinion of the columnist—a former Tory cabinet minister—who
had written the piece. (The next day I went through some cuttings and saw that the same grandee had been
responsible for a couple of Patten-savaging articles in the British press, which probably explained Joe’s
antagonism.) He ordered a Tsingtao for himself and watched as the Canadian woman. put her knife and fork
together after finishing the crayfish.
“Been here long?” he asked.
“About ten minutes.”
He was wearing a dark blue shirt and his forearms were tanned from walking in the New Territories with
Isabella the previous weekend. He took out a packet of cigarettes and leaned towards the Canadian to ask if she
would mind if he smoked. She seemed so taken aback by this basic display of courtesy that she nodded her assent
without a moment’s hesitation, then eyebrowed me as if I had been taught a valuable lesson in charm. I smiled
and closed the Post.
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“It’s good to see you,” I said.
“You too.”
By this point we had been friends for the best part of a year, although it felt like longer. Living overseas can
have that effect; you spend so much time socializing with a relatively small group of people that relationships
intensify in a way that is unusual and not always healthy. Nevertheless, the experience of getting to know Joe had
been one of the highlights of my brief stay in Hong Kong, where I had been living and working since the autumn
of 1994. In the early days I was never certain of the extent to which that affection was reciprocated. Joe was an
intensely loyal friend, amusing and intelligent company, but he was often withdrawn and emotionally unreadable,
with a habit—doubtless related to the nature of his profession—of keeping people at arm’s length.
To explain how we met. In 1992 I was reporting on the siege of Sarajevo when I was approached at a press
conference by a female SIS officer working undercover at the UN. Most foreign journalists, at one time or
another, are sounded out as potential sources by the intelligence services. Some make a song and dance about the
importance of maintaining their journalistic integrity; the rest of us enjoy the fact that a tax-free grand pops up in
our bank account every month, courtesy of the bean-counters at Vauxhall Cross. Our Woman in Sarajevo took me
to a quiet room at the airport and, over a glass or two of counterfeit-label Irish whiskey, acquired me as a support
agent. Over the next couple of years, in Bosnia, Kigali and Sri Lanka, I was contacted by SIS and encouraged to
pass on any information about the local scene that I deemed useful to the smooth running of our green and
pleasant land. Only very occasionally did I have cause to regret the relationship.
Joe Lennox left school—expensive, boarding—in the summer of the Tiananmen Square massacre of 1989. He
was not an exceptional student, at least by the standards of the school, but left with three good A-levels (in
French, Spanish and history), a place at Oxford and a private vow never to submit any children of his own to the
peculiar eccentricities of the English private school system. Contemporaries remember him as a quiet, popular
teenager who worked reasonably hard and kept a low profile, largely, I suspect, because Joe’s parents never lost
an opportunity to remind their son of the “enormous financial sacrifices” they had made to send him away in the
first place.
Unlike most of his contemporaries, who went off to pick fruit in Australia or smoke weed for six months on
Koh Samui, Joe didn’t take a gap year but instead went straight up to Oxford to study Mandarin as part of the BA
Honours course at Wadham. Four years later he graduated with a starred First and was talent-spotted for Six in
late 1993 by a tutor at the School of Oriental and African Studies, where he had gone to enquire about the
possibility of doing a Pill. He went to a couple of interviews at Carlton Gardens, sailed through the Civil Service
exams and had been positively vetted by the new year of 1994. Years later, Joe and I had dinner in London, when
he began to speak candidly about those first few months as an Intelligence Branch officer.
“Think about it,” he said. “I was twenty-three. I’d known nothing but straitjacket British institutions from the
age of eight. Prep school, public school, Wadham College Oxford. No meaningful job, no serious relationship, a
year in Taiwan learning Mandarin, where everyone ate noodles and stayed in their offices until eleven o’clock at
night. When the Office vetted me for the EPV I felt like a standing joke: no police record; no debts; no strong
political views—these were the Major years, after all; a single Ecstasy tablet swallowed in a Leeds nightclub in
1991. That was it. I was a completely clean slate, tabula rasa. They could do with me more or less as they
pleased.”
Vetting led to Century House, in the last months before the move to Vauxhall Cross. Joe was put into IONEC,
the fabled initiation course for new MI6 recruits, alongside three other Oxbridge graduates (all male, all white, all
in their thirties), two former soldiers (both Scots Guards, via Sandhurst) and a forty-year-old Welsh biochemist
named Joanne who quit after six weeks to take up a $150,000-a-year position at MIT.
On Joe’s first day, “C” told the new intake that SIS still had a role to play in world affairs, despite the ending of
the Cold War and the break-up of the Soviet Union. Joe specifically remembered that the Chief made a point, very
early on, of emphasizing the importance of the “special relationship with our Cousins across the pond” and of
praising the CIA for its “extraordinary technical resources”, without which, it was implied, SIS would have been
neutered. Joe listened, nodded and kept his head down, and within two months had been taken to the spook
training centre at Fort Monckton, where he persuaded strangers in Portsmouth pubs to part with their passport
numbers and learned how to fire a handgun. From the sources I’ve spoken to, it’s fairly clear that Joe, in spite of
his age, was considered a bit of a star. Spies, declared or otherwise, usually operate from the safety of British
embassies overseas, using diplomatic cover as a means of running agents in hostile territories. Very early on,
however, it was suggested that Joe would be most effective working under non-official cover in Asia, at longterm, deniable length from the Service.
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It was certainly a feather in his cap. While his fellow IONEC officers were moved into desk jobs in London,
analysing intelligence and preparing for their first postings overseas, the Far East Controllerate was finding Joe a
job in Hong Kong, ostensibly working as a freight forwarder at Heppner Logistics, a shipping company based in
Jardine House. In reality he was a NOC, operating under non-official cover, by far the most sensitive and secret
position in the intelligence firmament.
Joe turned twenty-four on the day he touched down at Kai Tak. His parents had seen him off at Heathrow
under the misguided impression that their beloved only son was leaving England to seek his fortune in the East.
Who knew? Perhaps he’d be back in a few years with a foxy Cantonese wife and a grandchild to show off in the
Home Counties. Joe felt awkward not telling his family and friends the truth about what he was up to, but Six had
advised against it. It was better that way, they said. No point in making anyone worry.
Yet I think there were additional factors at play here. Secrecy appealed to something in Joe’s nature, a facet of
his personality that the spooks at Vauxhall Cross had recognized instantly, but which he himself had not yet fully
come to understand. Lying to his parents felt like an act of liberation: for the first time in his life he was free of all
the smallness and the demands of England. In less than a year Joe Lennox had cut himself off from everything
that had made and defined him. Arriving in Hong Kong, he was born again.
Heppner Logistics was a tiny operation run out of two small offices on the eleventh floor of Jardine House, a
fifty-two-storey edifice overlooking Victoria Harbour and dotted with tiny circular windows, an architectural
anomaly which earned it the local nickname “The House of a Thousand Arseholes”. Ted Heppner was a former
Royal Marine who emigrated to Hong Kong in 1972. For eighteen years he had facilitated the international
shipment of “sensitive” cargoes on behalf of SIS, but this was the first time that he had agreed to take on an
intelligence officer as an employee. At first, Ted’s Singaporean wife Judy, who also functioned as his secretary,
wasn’t keen on the idea, but when the Cross bought her a Chanel handbag and bumped up her salary by twenty
per cent she embraced Joe like a long-lost son.
Nominally he was required to show up every day and to field whatever faxes and phone calls came into the
office from clients looking to move freight consignments around the world, but in reality Ted and Judy continued
to deal with over ninety-five per cent of Heppner business, leaving Joe free to carry out his work for Queen and
Country. If anybody asked why an Oxford graduate with a starred First in Mandarin was earning less than
£20,000 a year working for a logistics company in Hong Kong, Joe told them that he’d been involved in a failed
business venture back home and had just wanted to get the hell out of London. If they continued to pry, he hinted
that he saw Heppner’s as a short-term option which would allow him, within six or eight months, to apply for a
job with one of the larger Taipan conglomerates, such as Swire’s or Jardine Matheson.
It was illustrative of the extreme sensitivity of Joe’s position that Ted and Judy were two of only a handful of
people who knew that Joe was under non-official cover. The others included David Waterfield, Head of Station
for SIS in Hong Kong, Waterfield’s second-in-command, Kenneth Lenan, and Rick Zagoritis, a legendary figure
in the Far East Controllerate who acted as Joe’s mentor and go-between in the first few months of his posting. I
became aware of his activities when Zagoritis was obliged to fly to London for medical reasons in the autumn of
1995. Up to that point, Rick had been my SIS handler. As a result of an article I had written for the Sunday Times
Magazine about Teochiu triad heroin dealers, London had become interested in the contacts I had made in the
criminal underworld and I had provided Zagoritis with detailed assessments of the structure and intentions of triad
groups in the Pearl River Delta. With Rick gone, I needed a new handler.
That was when Joe stepped in. It was a considerable challenge for such a junior player, but he proved a more
than competent replacement. Within less than a year of arriving in the colony, he had made a name for himself as
a highly effective NOC. Nor were there any concerns about his private life. In two reports commissioned by
Kenneth Lenan as routine checks into the behaviour of new recruits, Joe demonstrated himself to be surprisingly
self-disciplined when confronted by the myriad opportunities for hedonism which are part and parcel of male
expat life in Asia.
(“He’ll learn,” Waterfield muttered glumly. “He’ll learn.”)
Nor was he troubled by the paranoia and duplicity of his double life. One of the more potent myths of the
secret world, put about by spy writers and journalists and excitable TV dramas, is that members of the intelligence
community struggle constantly with the moral ambiguity of their trade. This may be true of a few broken reeds,
most of whom are quietly shown the door, but Joe lost little sleep over the fact that his life in Hong Kong was an
illusion. He had adjusted easily to the secret existence, as if he had found his natural vocation. He loved the work,
he loved the environment, he loved the feeling of playing a pivotal role in the covert operations of the state. About
the only thing that was missing in his life was a woman.
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Isabella Aubert anjved at the restaurant at about twenty-past eight. The first indication that she had entered the
room came with a simultaneous movement from two male diners sitting near the entrance, whose heads jerked up
from their bowls of soup and then followed her body in a kind of dazed, nodding parabola as she swayed between
the tables. She was wearing a black summer dress and a white coral necklace that seemed to glow under the lights
against her tanned skin. Joe must have picked up on the crackle in the room because he pushed his chair back
from the table, stood up and turned to face her. Isabella was smiling by now, first at me, then at Joe, checking
around the restaurant to see if she recognized anyone. Joe kissed her only briefly on the cheek before she settled
into the chair next to mine.
Physically, in public, they were often quite formal together, like a couple who had been married for five or ten
years, not two twenty-slx-year-olds in only the second year of a relationship. But if you spent time around Joe it
didn’t take long to realize that he was infatuated with Isabella. She dismantled his instinctive British reserve; she
was the one thing in his life that he could not control.
“Hi,” she said. “How are you, Will?” Our little hug of greeting went wrong when I aimed a kiss at her cheek
that slid past her ear.
“I’m fine,” I replied. “You?”
“Hot. Overworked. Late.”
“You’re not late.” Joe reached out to touch her hand. Their fingers mingled briefly on the table before Isabella
popped her napkin. “I’ll get you a drink.”
They had met in December 1995, on Joe’s first visit back to the UK from Hong Kong, when he had been an
usher at a wedding in Hampshire. Isabella was a friend of the bride’s who had struggled to keep a straight face
while reading from The Prophet during the service.
“Like sheaves of corn he gathers you unto himself,” she told the assembled congregation. “He sifts you to free
you from your husks. He grinds you to whiteness.”
At one point Joe became convinced that the beautiful girl at the lectern in the wide-brimmed hat was looking
directly at him as she said, “He kneads you until you are pliant. And then he assigns you to his sacred fire, that
you may become sacred bread for God’s sacred feast”, but it was probably just a trick of the light. At that
moment, most of the men in the church were labouring under a similar delusion. Afterwards Isabella sought him
out at the pre-dinner drinks, walking towards him carrying a glass of champagne and that hat, which had lost its
flower.
“What happened?” he said.
“Dog,” she replied, as if that explained everything.
They did not leave one another’s side for the next two hours. At dinner, seated at separate tables, they made
naked eyes across the marquee as a farmer complained to Isabella about the iniquities of the Common
Agricultural Policy while Joe told a yawning aunt on his left that freight forwarding involved moving “very large
consignments of cargo around the world in big container ships” and that Hong Kong was “the second busiest port
in Asia after Singapore”, although “both of them might soon be overtaken by Shanghai”. As soon as pudding was
over he took a cup of coffee over to Isabella's table and sat at a vacant chair beside hers. As they talked, and as he
met her friends, for the first time he regretted having joined SIS. Not because the life required him to lie to this
gorgeous, captivating girl, but because within four days he would be back at his desk on the other side of the
world drafting CX reports on the Chinese military. Chances are he would never see Isabella again.
Towards eleven o’clock, when the speeches were done and middle-aged fathers in red trousers had begun
dancing badly to Come on Eileen, she simply leaned across to him and whispered in his ear,
“Let’s go.”
Joe had a room at a hotel three miles away but they drove back along the M40 to Isabella’s flat in Kentish
Town, where they stayed in bed for two days.
“We fit,” she whispered when she felt his naked body against hers for the first time, and Joe found himself
adrift in a world that he had never known: a world in which he was so physically and emotionally fulfilled that he
wondered why it had taken him so long to seek it out. There had been girlfriends before, of course—two at
Oxford and one just a few days after he had arrived in Hong Kong—but with none of them had he experienced
anything other than the brief extinguishing of a lust, or a few weeks of intense conversations about the Cultural
Revolution followed by borderline pointless sex in his rooms at Wadham. From their first moments together
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Isabella intrigued and fascinated him to the point of obsession. He confessed to me that he was already planning
their lives together after spending just twenty-four hours in her flat. Joe Lennox had always been a decisive
animal, and Joe Lennox had decided that he was in love.
On the Monday night he drove back to his hotel in Hampshire, settled the bill, returned to London and took
Isabella for dinner at Mon Plaisir, a French restaurant he loved in Covent Garden. They ate French onion soup,
steak tartare and confit of duck and drank two bottles of Hermitage Cave de Tain. Over balloons of Delamain—
oved it that she treated alcohol like a soft drink—Isabella asked him about Hong Kong.
“What do you want to know?” he said.
“Anything. Tell me about the people you work with. Tell me what Joe Lennox does when he gets up in the
morning.”
He was aware that the questions formed part of an ongoing interview. Should I share my life with you? Do you
deserve my future? Not once in the two days they had spent together had the subject of the distance that would
soon separate them been broached with any seriousness. Yet Joe felt that he had a chance of winning Isabella
round, of persuading her to leave London and of joining him in Hong Kong. It was fantasy, of course, not much
more than a pipe dream, but something in her eyes persuaded him to pursue it. He did not want what they had
shared to be thrown away on account of geography.
So he would paint a picture of life in Hong Kong that was vivid and enticing. He would lure her to the East.
But how to do so without resorting to the truth? It occurred to him that if he told Isabella that he was a spy, the
game would probably be over. Chances were she would join him on the next flight out to Kowloon. What girl
could resist? But honesty for the NOC was not an option. He had to improvise, he had to work around the lie.
“What do I do in the morning?” he said. “I drink strong black coffee, say three Hail Marys and listen to the
World Service.”
“I’d noticed,” she said. “Then what?”
“Then I go to work.”
“And what does that involve?” Isabella had long, dark hair and it curled across her face as she spoke. “Do you
have your own office? Do you work down at the docks? Are there secretaries there who lust after you, the quiet,
mysterious Englishman?” Joe thought about Judy Heppner and smiled.
“No, there’s just me and Ted and Ted’s wife, Judy. We’re based in a small office in Central. If I was to tell you
the whole story you’d probably disintegrate with boredom.”
“Are you bored by it?”
“No, but I definitely see it as a stepping stone. If I play my cards right there’ll be jobs that I can apply for at
Swire’s or Jardine Matheson in a year or six months, something with a bit more responsibility, something with
better pay. After university, I just wanted to get the hell out of London. Hong Kong seemed to fit the bill.”
“So you like it out there?”
“I love it out there.” Now he had to sell it. “I’ve only been away a few months but already it feels like home.
I’ve always been fascinated by the crowds and the noise and the smells of Asia, the chaos just round the corner.
It’s so different to what I’ve grown up with, so liberating. I love the fact that when I leave my apartment building
I’m walking out into a completely alien environment, a stranger in a strange land. Hong Kong is a British colony,
has been for over ninety years, but in a strange way you feel we have no place there, no role to play.” If David
Waterfield could hear this, he’d have a heart attack.
“Every face, every street sign, every dog and chicken and child scurrying in the back streets is Chinese. What
were the British doing there all that time?”
“More,” Isabella whispered, looking at him over her glass with a gaze that almost drowned him. “Tell me
more.” He stole one of her cigarettes.
“Well, at night, on a whim, you can board the ferry at Shun Tak and be playing blackjack at the Lisboa Casino
in Macau within a couple of hours. At weekends you can go clubbing in Lan Kwai Fong or head out to Happy
Valley and eat fish and chips in the Members Enclosure and lose your week’s salary on a horse you never heard
of. And the food is incredible, absolutely incredible. Dim sum, char siu restaurants, the freshest sushi outside of
Japan, amazing curries, outdoor restaurants on Lamma Island where you point at a fish in a tank and ten minutes
later it’s lying grilled on a plate in front of you.”
He knew that he was winning her over. In some ways it was too easy. Isabella worked all week in an art gallery
on Albemarle Street, an intelligent, overqualified woman sitting behind a desk eight hours a day reading Tolstoy
and Jilly Cooper, waiting to work her charms on the one Lebanese construction billionaire who just happened to
walk in off the street to blow fifty grand on an abstract oil. It wasn’t exactly an exciting way of spending her time.
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What did she have to lose by moving halfway round the world to live with a man she barely knew?
She took out a cigarette of her own and cupped Joe’s hand as he lit it.
“It sounds incredible,” she said, but suddenly her face seemed to contract. Joe saw the shadow of bad news
colour her eyes and felt as if it was all about to slip away. “There’s something I should have told you.”
Of course. This was too much of a good thing for it to end any other way. You meet a beautiful woman at a
wedding, you find out she’s terminally ill, married, or moving to Istanbul. The wine and the rich food swelled up
inside him and he was surprised by how anxious he felt, how betrayed. What are you going to tell me? What’s
your secret?
“I have a boyfriend.”
It should have been the hammer blow, the deal-closer, and Isabella was instandy searching Joe’s face for a
reaction. Somehow she managed to assemble an expression that was both obstinate and ashamed at the same time.
But he found that he was not as surprised as he might have been, discovering a response to her confession which
was as smart and effective as anything he might have mustered in his counter-life as a spy.
“You don’t any more.”
And that sealed it. A stream of smoke emerged from Isabella’s lips like a last breath and she smiled with the
pleasure of his reply. It had conviction. It had style. Right now that was all she was looking for.
“It’s not that simple,” she said.
But of course it was. It was simply a question of breaking another man’s heart.
“We’ve been together for two years. It’s not something I can just throw away. He needs me. I’m sorry I didn’t
tell you about him before.”
“That’s OK,” Joe said. I have lied to you, so it’s only fair that you should have lied to me. “What’s his name?”
“Anthony.”
“Is he married?”
This was just a shot in the dark, but by coincidence he had stumbled on the truth. Isabella looked amazed.
“How did you know?”
“Instinct,” he said.
“Yes, he is married. Or was.” Involuntarily she touched her face, covering her mouth as if ashamed by the role
she had played in this. “He’s separated now. With two teenage children—”
“Who hate you.” She laughed.
“Who hate me.”
In the wake of this, a look passed between them which told Joe everything that he needed to know. So much of
life happens in the space between words. She will leave London, he thought. She’s going to follow me to the East.
He ran his fingers across Isabella’s wrists and she closed her eyes.
That night, drunk and wrapped in each other’s bodies in the Christmas chill of Kentish Town, she whispered,
“I want to be with you, Joe. I want to come with you to Hong Kong,” and it was all he could do to say, “Then be
with me, then come with me,” before the gift of her skin silenced him.
Then he thought of Anthony and imagined what she would say to him, how things would end between them,
and Joe was surprised because he felt pity for a man he had never known. Perhaps he realized, even then, that to
lose a woman like Isabella Aubert, to be cast aside by her, would be something from which a man might never
recover.
5
Waterfield wasn’t happy about it. Closing the door of his office, eight floors above Joe’s in Jardine House, he
turned to Kenneth Lenan and began to shout.
“Who the fuck is Isabella Aubert and what the fuck is she doing flying eight thousand miles to play houses
with RUN?”
“RUN” was the cryptonym the Office used for Joe to safeguard against Chinese eyes and ears. The House of a
Thousand Arseholes was swept every fourteen days, but in a crowded little colony of over six million people you
never knew who might be listening in.
“The surname is French,” Lenan replied, “but the passport is British.”
“Is that right? Well, my mother had a cat once. Siamese, but it looked like Clive James. I want her checked out.
.I want to make sure one of our best. men in Hong Kong isn’t about to chuck in his entire career because some
agent of the DGSE flashed her knickers at him.”
The ever-dependable Lenan had anticipated such a reaction. As a young SIS officer in the sixties, David
2113

Waterfield had seen careers crippled by Blake and Philby. His point of vulnerability was the mole at the heart of
the Service. Lenan consoled him.
“I’ve already taken care of it.”
“What do you mean, you’ve already taken care of it?” He frowned. “Is she not coming? Have they split up?”
“No, she’s coming, sir. But London have vetted. Not to the level of EPV, but the girl looks fine.”
Lenan removed a piece of paper from the inside pocket of his jacket, unfolded it and began to improvise from
the text:
“Isabella Aubert. Born Marseilles, February 1973. Roman Catholic. Father Eduard Aubert, French national,
insurance broker in Kensington for most of his working life. Womanizer, inherited wealth, died of cancer ten
years ago, aged sixty-eight. Mother English, Antonia Chapman. “Good stock”, I think they call it. Worked as a
model before marrying Aubert in 1971. Part-time artist now, never remarried, lives in Dorset, large house, two
Labradors, Aga, etcetera. Isabella has a brother, Gavin, both of them privately educated, Gavin at Radley, Isabella
at Downe House. The former lives in Seattle, gay, works in computer technology. Isabella spent a year between
school and university volunteering at a Romanian orphanage. According to one friend the experience “completely
changed her”. We don’t exactly know how or why at this stage. She didn’t adopt one of the children, if that’s the
point the friend was getting at. Then she matriculates at Trinity Dublin in the autumn of ’92, hates it, drops out
after six weeks. According to the same friend she now goes “off the rails for a bit”, heads out to Ibiza, works on
the door at a nightclub for two summers, then meets Anthony Charles Ellroy, advertising creative, at a dinner
party in London. Ellroy is forty-two, mid-life crisis, married with two kids. Leaves his wife for Isabella, who by
now is working for a friend of her mother’s at an art gallery in Green Park. Would you like me to keep going?”
“Ibiza,” Waterfield muttered. “What’s that? Ecstasy? Rave scene? Have you checked if she’s run up a criminal
record with the Guardia Civil?”
“Clean as a whistle. A few parking tickets. Overdraft. That’s it.”
“Nothing at all suspicious?”
Waterfield looked out of the window at the half-finished shell of IFC, the vast skyscraper, almost twice the
height of the Bank of China, which would soon dominate the Hong Kong skyline. He held a particular affection
for Joe and was concerned that, for all his undoubted qualities, he was still a young man possibly prone to making
a young man’s mistakes.
“No contact with liaison during this stint in Romania, for instance?” he said. “No particular reason why she
chucks in the degree?”
“I could certainly have those things looked at in greater detail.”
“Fine. Good.” Waterfield waved a hand in the air. “And I’ll have a word with him when the dust has settled.
Arrange to meet her in person. What does she look like?”
“Pretty,” Lenan said, with his typical gift for understatement. “Dark, French looks, splash of the English
countryside. Good skin. Bit of mystery there, bit of poise. Pretty.” …
216.68 Excerpt from After You’d Gone\fn{by Maggie O’Farrell (1972- )} Coleraine, Northern Ireland, England,
United Kingdom (F) 11
1
The only bit Alice can see of her father is the soles of his shoes. They are a faded brown, striated with the grit
and terrain of the pavements he has walked. She is allowed to run along the pavement outside their house to meet
him coming home from work in the evening. In the summertime she sometimes runs in her nightie, its pale folds
catching around her knees. But now it’s winter—November, maybe. The soles of the shoes are curved around the
branch of a tree at the bottom of their garden. She tips back her head as far as it will go. The foliage rustles and
thrashes. Her father’s voice swears. She feels a shout welling like tears in her throat, then the coarse orange rope
lowers itself, slightly coiled like a cobra from the branches.
“Got it?” She seizes the rope’s waxed head in her mittened hand.
“Yes.”
The branches shake as her father swings down. He lays a hand briefly on Alice’s shoulder then bends to pick
up the tyre. She is fascinated by the meandering rivulets that wander through its tread and the weft undemeath its
heavy black rubber.
“That’s what holds it together,” the man at the shop had told her. The sudden scraped bald patch in the middle
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of the meanders makes her shudder but she doesn’t quite know why. Her father winds the orange rope around the
tyre and makes a thick, twisted knot.
“Can I have a go now?” Her hands grip the tyre.
“No. I have to test it with my weight first.”
Alice watches as her father jounces on the tyre, testing to see if it is safe enough for her. She looks up to see
the branch shake in sympathy and looks quickly back at her father. What if he were to fall? But he is getting off
and lifting her on, her bones as small, white and bendable as birds’.
*
Alice and John sit in a café in a village in the Lake District. It’s early autumn. She holds up a sugar cube
between finger and thumb, the light behind it making its crystals the massed cells of an intricate organism under a
microscope.
“Did you know,” says John, “that someone did a chemical analysis of sugar cubes in café sugar bowls and that
they found strong traces of blood, semen, faeces and urine?” She keeps her face serious.
“I didn’t know that, no.”
He holds her deadpan gaze until the edges of his mouth are tugged downwards. Alice gets hiccups and he
shows her how to cure them by drinking out of the opposite side of a glass. Beyond them, through the window, a
plane draws a sheer white line on the sky.
She looks at John’s hands, breaking up a bread roll, and suddenly knows she loves him. She looks away, out of
the window, and sees for the first time the white line made by the plane. It has by this time drifted into woolliness.
She thinks about pointing it out to John, but doesn’t.
*
Alice’s sixth summer was hot and dry. Their house had a large garden with the kitchen window looking out
over the patio and garden so whenever Alice and her sisters were playing outside they could look up and see their
mother watching over them.
The freakish heat dried up the reservoirs, previously unheard of in Scotland, and she went with her father to a
pump at the end of the street to collect water in round white vats. The water drummed into their empty bottoms.
Half-way between the house and the end of the garden was the vegetable patch where peas, potatoes and beetroot
pushed their way up from thick, dark soil. On a particularly bright day that summer, Alice stripped off her clothes,
scooped up clods of that earth and smeared it in vivid tiger stripes all over her body.
She scared the pious, nervous children next door by roaring at them through the hedge until her mother rapped
on the window-pane and shouted at her to stop that at once. She retreated into the undergrowth to collect twigs
and leaves to construct a wigwam-shaped lair. Her younger sister stood outside the lair and whinged to be let in.
Alice said, only if you are a tiger. Beth looked at the soil and then at her clothes and then at their mothers face in
the kitchen window. Alice sat in the moist dark with her stripes, growling and gazing at the triangle of sky visible
through the top of the lair.
*
“You thought you were a little African boy, didn’t you?”
She sits in the bath, her hair plastered into dripping spikes, and her grandmother soaps her back and front. The
skin of her grandmother’s hands feels roughened. The water is gray-brown, full of the garden’s soil, lifted off her
skin. In the next room she can hear the thrum of her father’s voice, talking on the telephone.
“Don’t cover yourself in soil again, will you, Alice?”
Her skin looks lighter under the water. Is this what skin looks like when it’s dead?
“Alice? Promise me you won’t do it again.”
She nods her head, spraying water over the ceramic sides of the yellow bath. Her grandmother towels her back.
“Wee angel wings,” she says, patting Alice’s shoulder-blades dry. “Everyone was an angel once, and this is
where our wings would have been.” She twists her head around to see the jutting isosceles triangle of bone flex
and retract beneath her skin, as if preparing for celestial flight.
*
Across the café table, John looks at Alice who is looking out of the window. Today she has pulled the weight
of her hair away from her face, giving her the appearance of a Spanish niña or a flamenco dancer. He imagines
her that morning brushing the shining mass of her hair before clipping it at the back of her head. He reaches over
the empty coffee mugs and cups the large knot of hair in his palm. She turns her eyes on him in surprise.
“I just wanted to know what it felt like.” She touches it herself before saying,
“I often think about getting it all cut off.”
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“Don’t,” John says quickly, “don’t ever cut it off.” The aureoles of her eyes widen in surprise.
“It might contain all your strength,” he jokes feebly.
He wants to free it from its silver clasp and bury his face in it. He wants to inhale its smell to the bottom of his
lungs. He has caught its scent before. The first time he met her, she was standing in the doorway of his office with
a book in her hand, and her hair swung at her waist so cleanly that he fancied it almost made a bell-like note. He
wants to edge along its byways and curves in the dark and wake up in its strands.
“Do you want another coffee?” she says, and as she turns to look for the waitress he sees the shorter hairs
springing from the nape of her neck.
*
Sometime after that coffee, John stretched his arms across the table and pressed her head between his hands.
“Alice Raikes,” he said, “I’m afraid I’m going to have to kiss you.”
“You’re going to have to?” she said levelly, although her heart was hammering in her ribcage. “Do you think
now would be a good time to do it, then?” He made a great show of pretending to think about it, rolling his eyes,
creasing his forehead.
“I think now is probably OK.”
Then he kissed her, very gently at first. They kissed for a long time, their fingers entwining. After a while, he
pulled back and said,
“I think if we don’t go soon, we may be asked to leave. I doubt they’d appreciate us making love on the table.”
He was holding on to her hand so tightly that her knucklebones were beginning to hurt. She floundered with
her other hand for her bag under the table, but encountered only his legs. He wedged her hand between his knees.
She began to laugh.
“John! Let go!”
She struggled to release both her hands but his grip only tightened. He was smiling at her, a puzzled look on
his face.
“If you don’t let me go we can’t leave or make love,” she reasoned. He released her immediately.
“You are absolutely right.”
He fished her bag off the floor himself and hurried her into her coat. As they walked out of the door, he pressed
her to his side, breathing into her hair.
*
The curtains in the sitting room of their house were of a heavy dark mauve damask, insulated on the outermost
side with a thin membrane of yellowing sponge. As a child, Alice took against these curtains. She found it
incredibly satisfying to peel away great swatches of the sponge, leaving the mauve material threadbare with light
shining through it. One Hallowe’en, after they had scooped out the soft moss of a pumpkin’s innards and scored
square eyes and a jagged mouth into its skin, Beth and Alice were left reverently gazing at its flicking, demonic
glow. Kirsty had eaten too much of the pumpkin scrapings and was being administered to somewhere else in the
house. She couldn’t say whether she actually planned to burn the curtains but she somehow found herself standing
beside them, holding a lit match in a thin-fingered grip, training its curling flame to the curtain’s edge. They
caught fire with astonishing speed; the damask fizzled away as the flames tore upwards. Beth began to scream,
great tongues of flame were licking across the ceiling. Alice jumped up and down in delight and exhilaration,
clapping her hands and shouting.
Then her mother burst into the room and dragged her away. She shut the door on them and the three of them
stood wide-eyed and frozen in the hallway.
*
Ann runs down the stairs two at a time. Beth’s screams are getting louder. They are real screams, full of terror.
The sitting room is filled with smoke and the curtains are on fire. Beth hurls herself sobbing at Ann’s knees and
grips both her legs tightly. Ann is for a moment immobilised and it is then that she sees Alice. She is gazing at the
flames, rapt, her whole body contorted and twisted with delight. In her right hand is a spent match. Ann lurches
forward and seizes her daughter by the shoulder. Alice struggles in her grasp like a hooked fish. Ann is shocked
by her sudden strength. They tussle, Alice spitting and snarling until Ann manages to grip both her hands and
drags her kicking to the door. She shuts all three of her children in the hall and then runs to the kitchen for water.
*
John has fallen into a deep sleep. The rhythm of his breathing is that of a deep-sea diver. His head is resting on
Alice’s sternum. She sniffs his hair. A slight woody smell like freshly sharpened pencils. Some kind of shampoo.
Lemon? She inhales again. A vague overlay of the cigarette smoke of the café. She places her hand on his ribcage
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and feels the swell and fall of his lungs. The whispering tick, tick of her own blood sounds against her eardrums.
She eases herself out from underneath him and hugs her knees to her chest. She is tempted to wake him up.
She wants to talk. His skin is tanned a light golden brown all over, except for his groin which is a pale, vulnerable
white. She cups her hand over his penis, curled against his leg. lt twitches in response. She laughs and covers his
body with her own, burying her nose and mouth in the curve of his neck.
“John? Are you awake?”
*
The fire was put out by my mother dousing it with water. The black sooty streaks were to scar the ceiling for
years. Although my parents often talked about redecorating the room, the fire was never mentioned, never
discussed. Not once did they ask me what had prompted me to set fire to the curtains.
2
Ann scrabbles on her bedside table for her cigarettes. As she strikes the lighter, she glances over at Ben to see
if he has been disturbed. He is sleeping with a slightly surprised look on his face. She draws on her cigarette and
feels the bitter smoke filling her lungs. A dream about the boarding-school she was sent to has woken her and now
she can’t sleep. She is again seven, standing in uncomfortable lace-up shoes at the door of the school, watching
her parents’ car recede down the gravelled driveway, too shocked even to cry. The nun standing next to her
extracts the small suitcase from her fingers.
“There we are now,” she says.
Ann doesn’t know who she means by “we”: she has never felt more alone in her life. I can never forgive you
for this, Ann thinks, and in that moment her love for her parents sours irreversibly to something that will come
close to hate.
She spends the next eleven years at the boarding-school, where the nuns teach her how to eat fruit correctly at
a dinner table. Twenty-seven girls line up with twenty-seven apples and twenty-seven fruit knives to watch Sister
Matthews deftly pare the tight apple’s surface into a snaking coil of green that falls to the waiting plate. They line
up again outside in the yard where the nuns have a perfect half of an old car to learn how to get out of a car
without showing your slip. When Ann gets in she is unnerved by the gaping hole to her right; the car’s body ends
just short of the seat she is sitting on and beyond is ilie damp and misty expanse of Dartmoor. Sister Clare raps on
the window.
“Come on, Ann. Don’t take all day about it.”
Ann glances at herself in the rear-view mirror. Her way isn’t rebellion, but inner defiance. She hoists herself
from the seat gracefully, her skirt falling at the desired angle into the correct folds.
“Good, Ann. Girls? Did you see Ann?” Ann stops before she reaches ilie back of the queue.
“Sister Clare? What happens if you are sitting in the driving seat? Is it the same method?”
Sister Clare is nonplussed. What a question to ask. She thinks for a moment, then brightens.
“Don’t worry about that. Your husband will be driving you.”
The nuns hand out heavy books, and the girls balance them on their heads. Anyone wearing their hair up is
scolded. They must parade across the gym in a figure-of-eight. Ann hates this more than anything else; she resents
the restricting symmetry, of ending up where she began. Nevertheless, she volunteers to go first and executes a
perfect turn. The nuns applaud and so do the other girls, though less enthusiastically. She removes the book and
while the other girls are performing, Ann opens it and begins to read. The book is full of diagrams and crosssections of plants. Ann follows with her fingertip the path of water through the plant up from the spread of roots,
through the stems, to the petals. She reads on and learns about how plants fertilise. She is heartened by the gentle
brushing of pollen against stamens and hopes that it is like that for men and women and not like the whispers that
go around the dormitory. She has spent hours poring over a forbidden copy of Lady Chatterley’s Lover and found
herself none the wiser. Was it not all about flowering and seeds anyway?
*
To the complete surprise of her parents, the nuns, the school and Ann herself, she did well in her final exams
and gained a place at Edinburgh University to read biology. Edinburgh suited Ann; she liked the tall, dignified
buildings of gray stone, the short days that sank into street-lamped evenings at five o’clock, and the dual
personality of the city’s main street, which on one side had glittering shops and on the other the green sweep of
Princes Street Gardens. She liked the small flat she shared with two other girls, which overlooked the Meadows; it
was at the top of a tenement block with a cold, windy central staircase leading up to it and an equally cold sitting
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room where they sat and drank pots of tea in the evenings.
University life did not suit her. Every day just seemed to uncover more and more things she didn’t know. She
found lectures bewildering and tutorials humiliating; she was one of the few women in her year for biology and
the men either patronised her or ignored her. They found her reserved and old-fashioned, preferring the company
of the more liberated nursing students. She was too bored and too proud to ask for help from any of the
academics. On the day she got her results, Ben Raikes asked her to marry him.
She’d known him for exactly six months. Two days after they first met he’d told her he was in love with her; it
had been a surprising and, as she would later find out, uncharacteristically impulsive admission. She didn’t know
how to answer him, so didn’t. He hadn’t seemed to mind, just smiling at her as they stood together in the square
outside St Giles’s Cathedral. He started taking her to dances—she’d never been before—holding her firmly with
his hand in the small of her back, his jawline against her hair. He was inclined to improvise on the dance steps
taught to her so rigorously by the nuns. It made her laugh. He had limpid blue-green eyes and a nice smile.
Once, when he had called on her at the flat, he had brought her flowers—yellow roses, the petals curved and
pleated together into tight yellow mouths. After he had gone, she’d snipped off the ends of the stalks under water
and placed them in a jam-jar on her desk. Whenever she entered the room, their yellow-yolk brightness pulled her
eyes to them.
He asked her to marry him on the Meadows. As she was saying yes, she was aware that she was doing so only
because she could not face going to live with her parents. Since meeting Ben Raikes, she had realised that there
was some vital part of her that seemed absent, that she could never be wholly activated by love. He held her hand
and kissed her and said his mother would be pleased. She fingered the imprint of his kiss as they walked back.
The ring he gave her cast a shoal of light-flashes on to the ceiling when she lay awake at night.
*
The telephone rang shrilly. From some depth of sleep, Ben felt Ann sliding from the bed. Later he will try to
convince himself that he tensed, listening out for what was being said. But he’ll know that he sank into sleep
again because he’ll remember waking with Ann’s palm on his chest, her fingers touching his throat. His eyelids
pulled up like portcullises. He couldn’t see her face, the gloom smudging her features, but words reached him as
individual sounds, devoid as yet of meaning:
“Accident,” Ann was saying to him, over and over, “accident”, and “Alice”. Alice is his daughter. Accident.
“Wake up, Ben, we have to get up. Alice is in a coma. Ben, wake up.”
3
Is this my voice I can hear? It is as if I’m living in a radio, floating up and down on airwaves, each with their
different voices—some I recognise and some I don’t. I can’t choose the bandwidth.
This place feels clean. The smell of antiseptic crackles in my nostrils. Some voices I can distinguish as outside
myself, those that sound farther off, as if through water. And then there are those within—all kinds of spectres.
Why isn’t life better designed so it warns you when terrible things are about to happen? I saw something.
Something awful. What would he have said?
*
Ann cups Alice’s chin in her hand and scrutinises her face. Alice, unused to this treatment, looks up at her
mother, attentive.
“Where did you learn that song?”
Alice had been singing while she searched the garden for flowers for a miniature garden that she was creating
in an old shoebox.
“Um. I don’t know. I think I heard it on the radio,” she improvises, nervous. Is she going to get told off? Her
mother continues staring.
“It’s a song on a cassette that I only bought yesterday. There is no other way you could have heard it.”
Ann appears to be talking to herself now. Alice fidgets, impatient to get on with her tiny garden. She wants to
steal some cocktail sticks for a runner-bean row.
“I have a feeling, Alice, that you are very musical. My father was a great musician and you must have inherited
it.”
An unusual, effervescent feeling is creeping into Alice. Her mother is smiling at her admiringly. Alice flings
her arms around her middle and hugs her.
“We’ll have to get you some lessons and nurture that talent of yours. You mustn’t let it go to waste. Do you
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know, my father could name any note that he heard? He had perfect pitch and played with many orchestras all
around the world.”
“Did you go with him?”
“No.”
Ann eases Alice’s arms off her abruptly. Alice wanders off down the garden, her shoebox garden forgotten. She
is musical! What does it matter that she isn’t pretty like her sisters? She has something that sets her apart, makes
her different. Perfect Pitch. Nurture. She rolls the new words around on her tongue. Her grandmother comes out
into the garden to take in the washing and Alice skips over to her.
“Granny, guess what? I’m musical! I’m going to have lessons.”
“Is that right?” Elspeth says. “Well, don’t go getting above yourself now.”
*
I was sent once a week to a woman down the road to have piano lessons. Mrs. Beeson was tall and incredibly
thin with long gray hair that was usually looped into clips on top of her head or sometimes spread in a greasy gray
curtain over her shoulders. She wore long orange crocheted cardigans. Spit collected in the corners of her mouth
when she talked. Throughout the lessons in her dark front lounge, her large, mottled cat would lie across the
piano, purring.
I learnt how to hold my hand on the keyboard as if I had an orange in my palm and how to translate the black
dots on the page to the smooth, flat white keys or the thin, finger-like black ones—every good boy deserves
favour, all cows eat grass. I learnt the flamboyant Italian phrases and how to alter my touch accordingly.
I practised hard. The piano in our house was right next to the kitchen and my mother would open the door to
hear me play. My fingers became strong and muscular, I kept my nails short, I held in my head the precise number
and types of sharps and flats in each key, at times of stress I would drum out the fingering for different scales on
any available surface.
I did exam after exam, toiling over the same three pieces for months to perform them in a musty church hall to
a glazed-faced examiner. I think I did believe that I was talented: my certificates, framed by my mother, said so,
didn’t they?
*
Alice had been at the party three-quarters of an hour. Mario had kept her clamped to his side for the first halfhour but as soon as he became drunk enough she had extricated herself and escaped to the corner of a room. It
was a second-year’s room, covered in posters of the Stone Roses and the Happy Mondays and crammed with
people; the bed was sagging under the weight of six people and a girl in a tight white catsuit was dancing on the
desk, shouting at a few of the goggle-eyed boys to look at her.
Alice found the boys here odd: they were either incredibly introverted, with an excess of knowledge in an
esoteric subject, or stunningly arrogant, but yet completely unsure of how to talk to her. It was the first time she’d
mixed with large numbers of English people. On her first day a boy called Amos had asked her where she’d come
from.
“Scotland,” she’d replied.
“Ah, how many days did it take you to get here?” he’d asked, in complete seriousness.
She looked around the smoky room and told herself she’d give it another five minutes and then she’d leave.
Mario waved from the other side of the room, Alice drained her mug of warmish, syrupy wine and smiled back
thinly.
Mario was an Italian-American from New York, very rich and very beautiful. He was at the university for a
year, courtesy of his father. When Alice had asked him how he’d arranged an exchange year from America, he
said, “My father opened his cheque book,” and roared with laughter. She had met him in her first week while
wandering the corridors of the university library. She’d seen him smiling at her and had asked him for directions
to the North Wing. He’d offered to show her and led her instead to the tearoom where he’d bought her tea and
cakes. He sent her flowers that soaked her room in a heavy, sweet scent, he called on her at all times of the night
and day. He wanted to be an actor and would recite great chunks of plays to her in public places. He had long,
wild, curly black hair that reached almost to his well-formed shoulders. She’d met no one like him in her life and
he seemed large and colourful compared to the bland, well-brought-upness of most of the people she’d
encountered so far. Aside from that, she was flattered by his attentions: Mario had so many women after him.
Last night, they had been walking through the deserted streets of the town centre after seeing a film. Mario
suddenly pressed her up against the metal framework of an empty market stall and kissed her hard. She was
amazed. His body was hard and hot and his hands travelled over her body. He was pushing his pelvis into her,
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making the metal pole behind her press into her back.
“God, Alice, I have the largest boner ever,” he breathed into her neck.
“Boner?” she managed to say.
“Boner. You know, erection. Do you want to see it?” She laughed incredulously.
“What? Here?”
“Yeah. Why not here? There’s no one around.” He pulled open her shirt and started biting her breasts.
“Mario, don’t be ridiculous. We’re in the middle of town.” Alice felt him start hitching up her skirt and feeling
for her pants.
“Mario!” She wriggled and pushed him away. “For God’s sake.” He, grabbed her by the hips and went to kiss
her again, but she struggled free.
“What the hell’s the matter with you?” he shouted, his face red with exertion.
“Nothing is the matter with me. We’re in the middle of town. I just don’t want to get arrested, that’s all.” She
started walking away but Mario caught her by the arm and swung her round.
“Jesus Christ, I’m only human, Alice. Don’t you think I’ve been patient? I bought some condoms today, if
that’s what you're worried about. I assumed we might get around to it at some point.”
“You assumed, did you?” she scoffed. “Well, you assumed wrong.”
“For fuck’s sake, honey, anyone would think you were a fucking virgin or something.” They stared at each
other, Mario panting and Alice rigid with anger.
“Well, for your information, I am,” she said softly and walked off. Mario caught up with her outside the
darkened windows of a bookshop.
“Alice, I’m so sorry. Alice, please.” He caught hold of her and wrapped his anus around her, suffocatingly,
preventing her from walking any farther.
“Leave me alone. I want to go home.”
“Alice, I’m so sorry. I was a jerk to say those things. I had no idea. I mean, why didn’t you say?”
“What do you mean, why didn’t I say? What was I supposed to say? Hello, I’m Alice Raikes, and I’m a
virgin?”
“I just had no idea. You seem so … I don’t know … I mean, I couldn’t tell.”
“You couldn’t tell?” She was angry again. “How do you usually tell?” She struggled but he held her fast.
“Let go of me, Mario!”
She felt that his whole body was shaking and she realised in horror that he was crying. He hugged her and
sobbed loudly into her hair.
“Alice, I’m so sorry. Please forgive me. Please forgive me, Alice.”
She felt a mixture of disgust and guilt. She’d never seen a man cry before. There were people walking past,
staring at them. She put her hands up to his shoulders and shook him.
“Mario, it’s all right. Don’t cry.”
He released her at last and, holding her at arm’s length, gazed at her searchingly. His face was desperate and
tear-streaked.
“God, you’re beautiful. I don’t deserve you.” She fought an impulse to laugh.
“Mario, come on, let’s go. People are staring.”
“I don’t care.” He flung himself against the wall. “I’ve upset you and I can’t forgive myself.”
“Mario, you’re being ridiculous. I’m going.” He seized her hands.
“Don’t go. Tell me you forgive me. Do you forgive me?”
“Yes.”
“Say, ‘Mario I forgive you.’”
“Don’t be stupid.”
“Say it! Please.”
“All right. Mario, I forgive you. Right. I’m going now. Goodbye.”
She walked down the street, leaving him slumped against the wall in an attitude of profound grief. Just as she
was about to turn the corner, she heard him shout her name. She turned. He was standing in the middle of the
road, his arms flung wide in an expansive theatrical gesture.
“Alice! Do you know why I got so upset tonight?”
“No.”
“Because I’m in love with you! I love you!” She shook her head.
“Good night, Mario.”
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*
The next day, Alice was reading some critical theory when he knocked on the door. He smiled at her radiantly
and offered her a bunch of wilting chrysanthemums.
“Mario, I told you I couldn’t see you today. I’ve got work to do.”
“I know, Alice. I just had to come over. I[ve been up all night, just walking by the river.” He clasped her
around the waist and kissed her deeply.
“I meant what I said last night, you know.”
“Oh. Right. Mario, you have to leave. I’ve got an essay to wnte.”
“That’s OK. I won’t disturb you, I promise.” He ran his hands down her sides.
“You’re disturbing me already.” He walked to the other side of the room and sat down on the bed.
“I won’t do it again. Promise.”
She carried on reading. He made a cup of tea in the tiny kitchen in the comer of her room. He flicked through a
couple of her books and put them down with a slap. He fiddled with her stereo, looked through her CD collection
and then began doing press-ups.
“Stop that.”
“What?”
“That panting. I can’t concentrate.” He rolled on to his back and looked up at her.
“You work too hard, you know.”
She ignored him. He began stroking her ankle.
“Alice,” he whispered. She kicked him off. He grabbed her ankle.
“Alice.”
“Mario. You’re really getting on my nerves.”
“Let’s go to bed.” He ran his hand up to her thigh and buried his head in her lap.
“Right. That’s it. Get out.”
“No. Not before I’ve got what I came for.” He smiled wickedly. “Do you know why I came here today?”
“No. Frankly I don’t.”
“I came,” he paused to kiss her left breast, “to take away your virgnity.”
*
I had both my hands clasped around the last banister and was swinging from side to side. I was not allowed to
do this as it weakened the woodwork but my mother had a visitor and I was eavesdropping.
“My father was very musical,” she had her social voice on, “and it was always my greatest wish that one of my
girls would inherit his talent.”
“And they haven’t?” the visitor enquired.
“I used to think Alice had. She plays the piano, but she is not particularly talented. She tries hard but her
playing is average, really.”
I left the hall and walked through the kitchen. With my right hand I was testing the springiness of my little
finger. It felt frail, brittle. I could have broken it with one cruel flick.
It was as if a large bowl of warm liquid I had been carrying around inside me had sprung a leak. All that
warmth was draining away. I was furious with myself for being so gullible and with my mother for planting such
ideas in the first place only to dash them by idle chat with some tedious neighbour. It was almost dark outside but
I tore around the garden in a rage, ripping leaves off plants until my hands were bleeding.
My grandmother happened to come into the bathroom with a pile of clean towels while I was bathing my
hands in tepid water. She put down the towels on the side of the bath when she saw me and began stroking my
hair, tucking loose strands behind my ears.
“Alice Raikes, why is it that you rail against life so?”
I said nothing. Bitter-tasting tears were rolling rapidly down my cheeks.
“Can you tell me what it is that’s making you cry? Or would you rather not? Did something bad happen at
school today?” I looked up, so that my face and hers were framed by the mirror.
“I’m just so ugly and horrible,” I burst out, “and I’m no good at anything.” My sobs were beginning to choke
me.
“Well, my dear, I have to say that I’ve seen you looking better.”
I looked at my face and laughed. My eyes were swollen and bloodshot and my cheeks streaked with mud and
the green ooze of leaves. My grandmother squeezed my shoulders with her powerful hands.
“Do you not know how bonny you are? Is it blonde curls like your sisters that you want?” I hung my head.
2121

“I see it is.” She turned me round to face her.
“Alice, I’ll tell you a secret. In here,” she pressed her hand against my solar plexus, “right here, you have a
reservoir of love and passion to give someone. You have such a huge capacity for love. Not everyone does, you
know.”
I listened solemnly. She tapped me on the nose.
“Just you make sure you don’t give it all away to the wrong man.” She turned to pick up the towels. “Now,
away up to bed. You’ll be worn out with all that crying.”
I didn’t give up. I still went once a week to Mrs. Beeson’s flea-infested front room to be drilled in my scales
and touch. Somehow my mother’s proclamation released me. I stopped galloping through exams and played what
I wanted. Mrs. Beeson phoned my mother to report that I had lost my motivation and that I could be a “nice wee
player” if I tried a bit harder. But I had no interest in that any more.
*
Alice looked down at Mario’s flushed and grinning face. She had already made up her mind that she was going
to sleep with him at some point, but was convinced that it wouldn’t be good for his already considerable ego for
them to do it whenever he decided the time was right. Right now he had his hands inside her shirt and he was
struggling with the clasp of her bra. She tried to get hold of his arms. They grappled.
“Mario, stop it. I am not going to sleep with you today. I mean it.” He smacked his head with his palm and
shouted,
“Then when? I have to sleep with you! I must!”
“I have to work. I’ve got this essay to write.” He cast himself face down on the floor and began rolling about,
groaning.
“I am going to sleep with you,” Alice noticed that Mario was suddenly still, “but not now.”
“OK. Just make it soon. I’ve got balls like watermelons.”
She laughed and turned back to her books. After a while she realised Mario had gone to sleep. Later they went
out to the party.
*
John took the stairs two at a time. Trust Alice to have an office on the top floor of a five-floor building. When
he got there he could see through the glass door that the room was deserted, apart from Alice. She was sitting,
straight-backed, with her hand on the telephone, as if she’d just finished a call. He strode in, slipped his arms
around her shoulders and, lifting the heavy plait of hair, kissed her neck.
“I was wondering if you'd like to have lunch with me,” he whispered.
She felt stiff in his arms. Her profile was pale and set.
“What’s wrong?”
She said nothing. He came around to crouch beside her and grasped her hand.
“Alice? What is it?”
She looked at him for the first time. Her pupils were so dilated that her eyes were almost black. He stroked her
hand and kissed it.
“Tell me.” She dug her nails hard into the back of his hand, gathering strength to speak.
“My grandmother has died.” He put his arms around her.
“Alice, I’m so sorry,” and he held her as the first tears splashed on to her desk.
*
Alice had forbidden John to take up the invitation that she knew her mother would issue after the funeral.
“But I want to see the house where you grew up,” he had protested.
“Tough,” she’d said grimly.
So when Ann pressed John to come back to the house he knew to make the excuse that they had to get back to
their B&B. But Alice’s precautions hadn’t prevented her mother from buttonholing her in the crematorium toilet.
“John seems very nice.”
“Yes. He is.”
“Have you been seeing him long?”
“A couple of months.”
“Where’s he from?”
“London.”
“I mean originally.”
“Originally? What do you mean, originally? He was born in London.”
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“He could be Italian or Greek or something. He’s so dark.”
“Dark?”
“In colouring.”
“Well, so am I, in case you hadn’t noticed.”
“Is he Jewish?” Alice exploded,
“What the hell has that got to do with anything?”
“So he is,” Ann said calmly.
“Yeah, he is. Do you have a problem with that? You are so hypocritical sometimes. You call yourself a
Christian, putting on that ridiculous performance in there when you know Granny didn’t even believe. Aren’t
Christians supposed to be tolerant and love thy neighbour?”
“Alice, there is no need to fly off the handle. I was merely asking.”
Another woman came into the toilets and went into a cubicle. Alice washed her hands in the scalding water and
her mother handed her a paper towel.
“I’m just worried that it may cause you problems, that’s all.”
“What do you mean?” Alice hissed. “What problems? There are no problems. You’re the one making
problems.”
“Do his parents know about the relationship?” Alice made a fatal hesitation.
“His mother’s dead, for your information.” Ann rolled her eyes.
“Does his father know, then?” Alice was silent.
“Has he told his father he’s seeing a Christian?”
“I’m not a bloody Christian!”
“Alice! Don’t swear in here!” Ann turned round to see if the other woman might have heard.
“A Gentile, then,” she whispered. .
“No. He hasn’t.” Ann pushed her face close to the mirror to check her make-up.
“I see.”
Alice was sullen, defiant, her mouth drawn into a tense line. Ann sighed and, in an unaccustomed gesture,
clutched her daughter’s hand.
“Alice, I’m not getting at you. You can see who you like, as far as I’m concemed. You should know that by
now. I just can’t bear to see you letting passion impair your judgement. Don’t ever let all this being in love stuff
obscure your sense of self-preservation.”
“What are you talking about?”
“I just don’t want … I don’t want you to get hurt.”
“I’m not going to get hurt. John’s not like that.”
“You don’t know that. Men don’t have the decisiveness of women. And Judaism is notorious for putting
pressure on men not to marry out.” Ann wanted to impress this on Alice but didn’t know how to do it without
angering her further.
“Notorious,” she repeated lamely. “Ask anyone.”
“What would you know about that?” Alice scoffed. “And, anyway, I’ve only been with him for two months.
We’re not planning to get married or anything.” Beth came through the door.
“Who’s getting married? Not you, Alice?”
“Oh, my God,” Alice clutched her head dramatically, “no, I’m not getting married.”
“John is Jewish,” Ann told Beth with emphasis.
“So?” Beth was nonplussed.
“There!” said Alice. “You see? Not everyone reacts like you.” Beth looked from her sister to her mother and
linked her arms through ilieirs.
“Come on. This isn’t the time to argue about this.”
They went out through ilie doors. John was standing with Ben, Kirsty and Neil.
“John, I’ve been trying to convince Alice to come back to the house and she’s being very stubborn. You will
come, won’t you?” Ann pressed John’s arm.
*
“It's called the Law,” Alice said.”
“The Law? That’s a funny name.”
“Sometimes it’s known as Berwick Law. It’s a volcanic plug, one of three, the other two are Arthur’s Seat and
the Bass Rock. They’re all made of the same volcanic rock.”
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“Hey, I’ve heard of the Bass Rock.”
“It’s very famous. There’s a large gannet colony there.”
“Can you see it from here?”
“Usually you can see it easily, but today it’s a bit misty.” They strained ilieir eyes and she pointed out to John
the outline of a craggy column of rock that reared up out of the sea.
“Is the white stuff rock or bird shit?” She gave a short laugh.
“I don’t know. Probably shit, I think. In the summer you can get a boat out there from the harbour.” She
swivelled round forty-five degrees.
“That’s my school.” John looked down at ilie gray and brown buildings clustered at the bottom of the Law, the
large white Hs of rugby posts staked into ilie neighbouring field.
“It’s tiny!” She laughed.
“Do you think so? Well, it’s hardly a North London comp. There are about six hundred pupils, I think, not all
from North Berwick. The people from other towns and villages near here send their kids here too. That smaller
building is the primary and the larger is the secondary.”
“Did you go to the primary school as well?”
“Oh, yes, and Beth and Kirsty.”
They carried on slowly up the grassy slope, Alice clutching the urn containing Elspeth’s ashes. Seagulls swung
on invisible trapezes in the foggy, salty air. Ben had agreed quite readily to Alice’s proposal of scattering them on
the Law. Ann had been less inclined to believe that Elspeth had told Alice that was her wish and was more in
favour of fertilising a rosebush with them. But, for once, Ben had asserted that if that was what his mother had
wanted then that is what she should have. The sisters had been surprised. John had chosen that moment to
converse with an elderly and, as he rapidly found out, deaf friend of Elspeth’s in another corner of the room.
“OK. Here’s a good place,' she said and stopped. She handed him the lid and peered for the first time into the
urn. John watched her face.
“It looks just like sand,' she said flatly, not really knowing what she expected.
She pushed in her hand. He felt in his pockets for the small trowel that the undertaker had given them.
“Here. You can use this.”
“No,” Alice said fiercely, steeling herself. The wind was strong so she didn’t have to throw it, as she had
feared. She just loosened her fingers and the breeze snatched it away.
“The wind’s heading north!” she cried. “Towards North Berwick! That’s where she was born!”
She released fistful after fistful of ashes to the wind. John watched her from a distance, surrounded by a veil of
ash and dust. Her solemnity had gone; she was excited, almost dancing, as she sent Elspeth back to where she had
come from.
*
Mario stumbles from the bed and starts scrabbling around in his trouser pockets.
“I have one here somewhere,” he mutters. “Christ. Where the fuck is it?”
Alice lifts her head a fraction from the pillow and looks down at her body, almost as if she’d never seen it
before. When she lies on her back like this her hipbones jut out like bookends and her breasts splay outwards,
nipples pointing to the ceiling. Mario storms about the room, tearing his hair, throwing items of their scattered
clothing about, his erection fading. He can’t possibly have forgotten it, can he? He’s been carrying one for weeks.
Alice puts one hand behind her head and one on her stomach, feeling the murmurings of her digestion. When they
were little, Beth used to beg to be allowed to press her ear to Alice’s stomach and listen to her “plumbing”. Alice
wonders vaguely how Beth is and then stops wondering because Mario is climbing into bed beside her.
“God, these beds weren’t made for this, were they?” he complains.
“Well, this is a women’s hall of residence. Fifty years ago, if you had a male visitor the janitor used to come
round, take the bed out of the room and put it in the corridor.” Mario laughs.
“That’s not true, is it?”
“Yes, it is. And women weren’t allowed to have degrees either.”
He decides that this is neither the time nor the place for one of Alice’s diatribes on feminism and puts his arms
around her. She realises with a jolt that he’s completely naked.
“Did you find a condom?” she asks, a little nervous. She doesn’t entirely trust Mario.
“That’s all taken care of.”
“I didn’t see you put it on,” she says, lifts the sheets and looks down.
“You’re not wearing it.” They both survey Mario's flaccid penis.
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“You have a lot to learn, haven’t you?” He sighs. “If a guy has to stop and look around the room for a condom,
it’s not unusual for him to lose his erection. You can’t put a condom on without an erection.” He grasps her wrist
and guides her hand towards his groin. “So what we have to do is make it come back.”
They start kissing again. She feels his penis swelling in her hand. She pulls away and laughs.
“That’s amazing.” She pulls back the sheets to examine it and laughs again.
“What’s so funny?”
“It’s like one of those speeded-up nature films, you know, when you see flowers growing in about five
seconds.” Mario stares at her.
“What were those boys in North Berwick thinking of? How come you missed out on this when everyone else
was doing it?” She shrugs.
“I don’t think people were. Doing it, I mean. North Berwick’s not like that. It’s not exactly New York.
Everyone would have known and probably told my mother if they’d seen me holding hands with a boy. There was
no one worth the trouble, to be honest.”
She grips his penis and turns it this way and that, as if inspecting it for defects. At her touch, Mario feels his
abdomen contract with desire. Alice is wearing only a pair of black pants and is bending over his groin, her hair
tickling his thighs, her breasts hovering over his body. He hurriedly splits open the condom packet with fumbling
hands and rolls it down over his penis. She leans back on her haunches and watches with that same expression of
scientific interest. Mario grabs her by the arm and pulls her down.
“OK, Alice.” He is lying on top of her now, his hands gripping her buttocks.
“Just relax.”
She is finding it hard to breathe. Mario suddenly seems incredibly heavy. He is grappling with her knickers,
pulling them down. His hands seem to be everywhere, while hers are pinned to her sides. She wriggles to try to
free herself a little. He groans.
“Oh, Alice.”
His breathing is fast and rasping and she suddenly feels his latex-covered penis pushing at her. She flinches in
shock. He is gripping her shoulders as if pulling himself up on to a high wall. His penis, slippery and hard, jabs
and thrusts at her groin.
“Mario.”
She tries to speak but her mouth is muffled by his chest. She twists her head to the side with difficulty.
“Mario.”
Immediately his face is there and his mouth is covering hers, hot and panting. She manages to free one of her
arms and pushes at his shoulder. He pulls her even closer, then seizes her pelvis in both of his hands and angles it
up off the bed. She grabs a fistful of his hair and pulls it.
“Mario, stop it, please.”
Suddenly she feels him thrust right inside her and a second later a sharp bolt of pain shoots through her lower
body. She thrashes and hits out at him.
“Mario! Don’t! Please can we stop? You’re really hurting me!”
“Don’t worry. It always hurts first time round. Just relax, honey. You’re doing fine.”
With every dry and rasping thrust, his shoulder rams into her chin. Her groin is throbbing with pain and her
legs ache from being forced apart. Alice’s mind goes a blank white. She begins counting the punching thrusts to
try to block out the consciousness of this heaving, panting body thrashing about on top of hers. At number
seventy-eight, she feels his back arch and at seventy-nine, he does a kind of prolonged rigid shudder and collapses
on to her, breathing hard.
For a good five minutes, they remain like that, then Mario raises himself on his elbow, smiling beatifically. He
notices that Alice looks a little white and wide-eyed but reassures himself that this is normal for a girl’s first time.
He begins to wonder why she isn’t looking at him, then he thinks of something.
“Did you come?”
*
Alice reached for John’s hand on the way down. It felt cold and she chafed it between her palms. The sky was
turning a darker, inkier blue and the lights of North Berwick were coming on below them.
“You never cried again after that time, did you?” John said.
“She didn’t like me to cry.”
*
Dr. Brimble peered at the student over her desk. She really should go and have her eyes tested. The girl didn’t
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look too bad, a little tired, perhaps.
“What seems to be the trouble … er …” she consulted the notes before her “… Alice?” The girl looked dead
ahead, avoiding her eye.
“Last Friday I had sex for the first time and I’ve been bleeding ever since.”
“I see. Do you have a burning sensation when you pee?” The girl nodded.
“Have you had a temperature?”
“I don’t think so.”
“It sounds like honeymoon cystitis. It’s very common but unpleasant, and unfortunately, if you’ve had it once
you’re very prone to have it again. I’d better have a little look. Could you go behind that screen, take off your
skirt and pants and give me a little shout when you’re ready?”
Dr. Brimble was satisfied that there was no serious internal damage but she was rather disconcerted by the
amount of bruising on the girl’s hips and thighs. She glanced again at her rather tense, mute face and stole a
surreptitious look at her watch. She was running ten minutes late as it was. Once the girl was dressed again and
sitting at her desk, she decided to frame her question delicately.
“The person you had intercourse with,” she began, “he was …?” and waited for the girl to finish. Alice looked
at her, blankly.
“Was he a boyfriend?”The girl seemed to consider this for a moment and then said,
“Yes.”
“Right.” Relieved, the doctor handed her a prescription.
“This course of antibiotics should clear it up. Any problems, come back.”
*
When Alice got back to her room later that afternoon, there was a note from Mario pinned to the door saying
where the hell was she and he’d be back in two hours. She sat for a few moments on her bed, then got up and
dragged her rucksack down from the wardrobe. Within an hour she was on a train to Scotland. …
217.142 Snow Angels\fn{by Sarah Pinborough (1972- )} Milton Keynes, Milton Keynes, England, United Kingdom
(F) 6
It was February when the snow fell—the same day the nurses moved Will from his bed at the far end of the
dormitory and into the smaller, private sanatorium on a different floor of The House. I was eleven years old. I
hadn’t seen the sanatorium and I didn’t want to. No one that was taken from the bedrooms ever came back, and
even as children we knew why Death lived that way. Dying was, after all, the business of The House; it was what
we’d gone there to do. None of us who were left watched as they took Will away. It was better to imagine that
he’d never been there in the first place—just a vague shadow or shape, or a ghost of a boy who’d once lived.
The world outside the window had been smothered in gray for days and, as the temperature dropped, frost
cracked across the glass and breathed its white onto the lawns where the nurses would let us go out and sit or play
if we were feeling well enough and the weather was mild. Finally, as Will was ushered away to die somewhere
“other”, stillness trickled through The House and thick white flakes drifted in clouds from the sky. Poor, yellow,
Will was forgotten in the glory of that sight.
According to Sam, who’d been considered something of a math and science prodigy before cancer had gripped
him and squeezed his difference into a less acceptable shape, it hadn’t snowed in England for more than thirty
years. Sam was fourteen and had been a broad and handsome boy with an easy grin when he first arrived. Now his
glasses slid too often down his thin face, as if the tumor in his head was somehow hollowing out his cheeks as it
ate up his clever brain.
“At least I think it hasn’t,” he said.
Small frown lines furrowed across his forehead under his sandy hair. By the time the snow came I’d been at
The House for more than a year and I’d stopped talking to Sam so much. His smile was too often lop-sided and
his sentences drifted away unfinished or suddenly ended with a burst of expletives. It didn’t really matter whether
he was right or wrong—although an idly curious check years later proved him right—a what mattered was that
none of us had seen such a thing beyond old photographs and films when we’d had our brief flirations with
normality, and been healthy and at school and had families that weren’t ashamed of us.
In our short, dark and over-shadowed lives, the arriving snow was something of a gift. A miracle that changed
the world into something new—something in which perhaps we belonged as much as everybody else.
There were twelve children in The House that day, and in both the girls’ and the boys’ dorm thin fingers
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clutched at the windowsills and wide eyes stared outside. Our breaths coated the glass with rotten steam as we
watched, afraid that if we looked away for even a precious second the sky would suck the white treasure back.
We needn’t have worried. Over the next few days the cold snap showed no sign of relenting. More freezing
snow was driven our way from the Arctic, carried on angry blasts of icy winds that howled across the stretches of
water that divided the warm from the cold. The world had changed outside the window. Everything was white.
Even the nurses showed vague signs of humanity beneath their clinically efficient exteriors. They smiled
without stopping themselves mid-expression and their eyes twinkled and cheeks flushed with the glow and
excitement of the chill. Perhaps it gave them a small lift in the deathly monotony of the duty they had been given.
The nurses shared The House with us, but we were two separate tribes and I’m not sure either really “saw” the
other—the dying children and the healthy adults. Only when the snow came was there any sense that the blood
that flowed through their veins was barely different to our own.
On the morning the nurses came to clear Will’s possessions away, I found Amelie in the playroom. She was
kneeling on an old couch and peering out across its back through the chipped sash window. She looked thinner.
Her large red sweater swallowed her tiny frame and my heart ached.
My world had changed when Amelie arrived with her long, blonde hair and sharp blue eyes. Her laughter was
infectious and alive, and even as she rapidly got sicker, that laugh never lost its vibrancy: Dying with Amelie
made dying easier, even with the knowledge of the tears, the sleeping, the pain and the fear that came before the
final move to the sanatorium. I loved Amelie Parker with the whole of my damaged being and, in all the years that
have passed since. I don’t think that love has ever really let me go.
“Isn’t it beautiful?” Her cheekbones cut lines through her skin as she smiled. “We should go outside.”
“To the garden?” I looked out at the sea of white and gray: It was cold and my back ached where my kidney
was eating itself, but my feet itched to find out what the snow felt like beneath them.
“No,” she shook her head. “Past the garden. Let’s go out and walk along the river and around the park.” Her
eyes sparkled. “What do you think?”
“Yeah.” I grinned. “Let's do it. Just us.”
“Of course just us.”
She tossed her hair over one shoulder in a gesture that had first made my stomach flip two months earlier on
the day she’d climbed out of the back of the ambulance. Now my stomach just tightened. The spun gold had
slipped away over the intervening weeks and although she washed and brushed it every day she felt well enough,
Amelie’s glory was now dull, lank and lifeless. Sometimes she would hold the ends and stare at it sadly; but
mostly she smiled defiantly at the world, and I’m sure that in her mind her hair was always the color of the sun.
“Let’s do it.” She climbed down from the couch and took my hand. “While we still can.”
Her palm was dry; as if the skin was flaking away, and although I know that in that moment Amelie was
simply referring to the fleeting life the snow and ice was likely to have rather than our own predicaments, those
words still haunt me.
We were both sick—Amelie had spent the three days of the snowfall in bed with a hacking cough—but neither
of us was in any hurry to die, and so we layered ourselves up in all the warm clothes we could muster. With our
coats done up tight, we ventured outside. We weren’t the first to explore the snow, but I was the healthiest
amongst the children and Amelie the most determined, and we were the first to go beyond the confines of the
small garden and the safety of The House’s proximity.
We shuffled past the snowman Sam had attempted the day before. It was barely more than a ball of compact
white, scarred with dirty streaks. The older boy had drifted back inside within ten minutes of being out, his mind
confused and stabbing pains attacking his eyes. It wouldn’t be too long before Sam was headed to the sanatorium.
He was becoming too erratic and unpredictable. He was nearly just another empty bed to haunt my dreams. Our
numbers were dwindling, and by rights I should have had my turn in the sanatorium months before, but my body
just kept on living despite the fire in my back.
Amelie coughed once, a long and loud sound that racked her chest, and then as her fragile lungs adjusted to the
icy air we stepped through the small gate that separated our world from the one beyond. Somewhere behind us a
nurse or two probably stared disapprovingly out of the windows, but none would come and fetch us back in. We
were here to die. No one treated us; they just medicated our pain and waited. It didn’t matter much to that other
tribe at The House whether we did our best to stay alive or otherwise.
We stood at the start of the path that wound a circuit along the river and around the field and simply stared.
Before us was an ocean of white that met with gray on the horizon, the colors so similar that it was hard to see
where the land ended and the sky began. I squinted against the harsh gleam that glared from the powdery surface
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and beside me Amelie lifted one hand to her forehead as if we truly were adventurers peering out over alien lands.
“Come on.”
Her giggle cut into the empty silence, and we trudged carefully forward. The snow had compacted into ice and
I could see echoes of the footprints that had beaten it down trapped like fossils in the glistening surface. The ice
glittered and, as I looked, the more colors I could see hiding in its shards—purples and blues and pinks and hints
at shades in-between. I sniffed, and so did Amelie. It was the oply sound other than our crunching feet and the
occasional twisting whistle of the wind. My ears stung with the cold, but my heart was lifted by the quiet.
With the ice in places too slick to keep our unsteady feet gripped, we slowly made our way to the edge of the
field, arms held out slightly for balance, and then stepped onto the snow. Amelie gasped. Her face shone, and for a
second it was almost as if she had a whole lifetime ahead of her.
“It’s so soft!”
My feet sunk through the cold white that crumpled beneath my weight, and I pulled my gloves off to slide my
fingers into the wet surface. Beside me, Amelie crouched down, so that the hem of her coat was dipping into the
snow, and scooped a small handful into her mouth. She grinned and poked her tongue out, and I watched the
white dissolve into the hot pink before doing the same back.
We didn’t speak but giggled and gasped and held the almost-whole-almost-nothing substance in our fingers
until our hands were red and raw. We didn’t play with it, or roll it into balls and throw it at each other. Those
things didn’t come to mind as perhaps they would have with other children. Maybe because it had been a long
time since we’d run and laughed and played, and to do that again might break us from the inside out with the
memories of all that was lost; or perhaps it was just because our bodies were too tired from the simple fight to
stay alive. Whichever, we simply touched the snow and tasted it and smelled it. Our wide eyes drunk in the
strange gray view as if it were something to be savored and stored safely away for reliving in the terrible days
ahead.
In the distance a blot of darkness came through the gate from the far field and started on the slow walk around
the path, a dog bounding ahead. Amelie stood up and we both smiled, willing the animal with its soft fur and wet
tongue to come our way: The taller figure paused, and even from the hundreds of yards between us, I was sure I
could see the person stiffen. A whistle sliced through the air, and the sheepdog immediately turned and headed
back to its master. Together they disappeared back through the gate, as if even from this distance our diseases
would somehow be catching. We watched them go and Amelie’s smile fell.
“Let’s go and look at the river,” she said, eventually.
The gray shifted to a deeper hue and shrunk closer to frozen earth, as if the sky above had felt the darkening of
our moods. We turned and headed to the river bank where trees rose up like the bones of ancient hands, gnarled
and greedy and keen to grasp at anything that would stop the cold ground from dragging them down to be
forgotten forever. Barely any hint of brown gasped from the empty branches lost beneath the snow and frost. The
temperature dropped and my hot breath turned from steam to almost crystal as we crossed the path to stand
overlooking the uneven river and the empty tundra that days before had simply been English fields. My lungs felt
raw in the sudden cold.
A few feet from the steep bank Amelie paused, and we stood in silence as the snow began to fall again. Heavy
flakes appeared directly above us. They winked into existence at the edge of the gray, and within seconds the sky
was falling towards us like drifting ash. I tilted my head up and felt each one land like the kisses of the dead
brushing against my skin. More and more tumbled down until the wind caught the excitement and sent the storm
whirling in a frenzy across the open spaces. I gasped, the snow and cold air fighting to fill my mouth and lungs
first.
Amelie simply smiled, and as the increasing flakes settled quickly on her head and coat, I thought she would
be lost in the blizzard that gathered force around us. The wind bit at my exposed ears and cheeks and I stepped up
beside Amelie in the small protection of a naked tree. Amelie stared at the river, ignoring the flakes that sat like
glitter on her long eyelashes and clung to her skin. I followed her gaze, squinting against the snow that blew in
every direction as if we were the center of a maelstrom.
The river hadn’t frozen entirely but was covered in a slick sheen as ice fought to conquer the surface. The dark
fluid beneath maintained supremacy over the white that had usurped the rest of the surrounding world, the water
like a gash across the pale skin of the land. Amelie looked up, her eyes widening. She dropped her head, a flush
blazing from her cheeks, and stared at the river again.
“Can you see it? Can you see them?” she laughed, but both the sound and the words were muffled by the
heavy air as if the blizzard were trying to create a void in the small space between her and myself. 1 frowned and
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stared. My eyes stung, and for a fleeting second I thought I may have seen a flash of purples and blues dancing
brightly on the dark, freezing surface—a swirl of colors that were almost shapes in their own right, casting black
shadows behind them. I blinked and looked up, forcing my eyes to stay open. All 1 could see was the tumbling
snow.
Amelie laughed again, and jumped slightly with excitement.
“But they’re beautiful! Aren’t they beautiful?” She turned and grabbed my frozen hand with her own. The heat
in it burned.
“I can’t see. What are you looking at?”
Her eyes shone, the blue so sharp it was as if all the ice in the field had been condensed into those tiny irises.
Her cheeks were too flushed for our surroundings, too red against the absence of color.
She gasped again and her eyes darted this way and that, following something beyond my sight and hidden by
the falling snow. I wondered which of us the storm was mocking and decided maybe both. I shivered, suddenly
aware of the deep chill that had sunk into my bones as fingers of pain squeezed at my spine.
“Let’s go inside.”
Over my shoulder, even the forbidding structure of The House was almost lost in the grip of the blizzard. The
snow consumed everything it touched in the relentless onslaught, and I knew with a shiver that if we stayed out
here much longer, it would devour us, too, and we would be lost forever. My feet were numb in my shoes and I
stepped back slightly; pulling Amelie with me.
“It’s too cold. I’m tired.”
Her feet stayed planted as she stared, but her thin frame swayed.
“Just two more minutes,” she whispered, a beatific smile on her beautiful face. “Please.”
As it was, a quarter of an hour passed before the energy slumped from her shoulders and she turned to me with
sad eyes and let me lead her back across the field and through the gate to the safety of our world, where children
politely waited to die. We didn’t speak but went to our separate dormitories, dazed and blinded by the blizzard
that had held us in a white embrace for most of the afternoon.
Back in the brightness and warmth of the building my teeth rattled, shaking barely a flicker of warmth into my
thin face and it took an hour soaking in a bath before the jaws of the freezing cold released their grip on me. The
nurses glared balefully as I shuffled past in my dressing gown but said nothing. I didn’t expect them to.
It was still snowing when night finally swallowed what little muted light the day had held. As The House
slipped into slumber and took me with it, I dreamed that Death came in a white coat and smothered me while his
black eyes glittered purple and blue reflections of something beautiful and terrible that was out of sight. I
screamed in my nightmare, but his unflinching fingers burned and then froze my skin as he pulled me upwards,
out of the mess of sheets and blankets. Behind him, two nurses waited patiently by the door, one pointing towards
the corridor where the elevators were and the other holding a small cardboard box. I struggled, desperate to stay in
my bed, not to be dragged to the sanatorium, and around me Death’s hands stretched and twisted, each digit
hardening into wood until the sharp branches of the skeletal tree by the river had grown from his pale wrists and
entangled me.
I woke up scratching madly at my own hot, wet skin.
*
The shivers and cold sweats grew worse, and by the morning my fever was raging and my throat burned as if
every snowflake I had allowed to land on my tongue was a shard of glass embedded there. The nurses brought
pills and hot drinks, and muttered quietly amongst themselves about the stupid boy and girl and what had they
been thinking, especially her being so close to the … and then they’d glance around and down at me, and from
behind my haze I could see them wondering if I’d heard and the shutters would close over the parts of their eyes
that mattered.
I slept most of the day, and then forced some soup through the barbed wire of my insides and took more aspirin
that would ease the flu that the nurses were allowed to treat, but give my ailing kidneys more to worry about.
No one spoke to me, but in my more lucid moments, while the heat and infection raged through my body, I
could see curious glances darted my way: I knew then how Will and all the others before him had felt as the slow
isolation began. I knew what the quiet watchers were thinking. They thought the sanatorium would be welcoming
me next and there was a relief in each of them—even poor confused Sam—that it wasn’t their turn quite yet.
They stayed well back and flinched each time I coughed germs out at them. I knew these things without
looking because I would have done the same. When I closed my eyes all I could see was falling snow against the
crimson dark backdrop. Finally I slept.
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The House was still when Amelie woke me. Her face shone in the half-light like the glaze that had been
forming on the river, and her long hair hung in lank matted strands. There was barely a hint of blonde left. Her
hand was hot on mine.
“I want to go out,” she whispered. “I want you to see. I want to see.” She licked her lips and her mouth
trembled.
“It’s the middle of the night.”
“It’s nearly dawn. I can’t sleep. Please.”
“Amelie …”
I let my sentence drift off. I didn’t want to get up. I didn’t want to go out. The snow still held a mystery in it,
but the cruel cold frightened me. Across the room, Sam stirred in his sleep and barked out a word that meant
nothing but was spat fresh into the world with a veliemence I’d never heard from the boy with the easy grin. At
night, the cancers ruled our sleep. I looked at Amelie’s burning face and knew that I loved her more than I feared
the cold grip of the blizzard.
“Okay.”
Her fragile smile was almost worth it. I pushed back the covers and shivered, but my skin was cooling. Unlike
Amelie’s, my fever had begun to break somewhere between dusk and now, and although my limbs ached and my
back was on fire, I knew the worst of that particular illness was over.
We moved like silent ghosts through the dark house, and wrapped ourselves up in coats and scarves housed in
the rarely used cloakroom and turned the old-fashioned key in the back door. The lock clicked loudly. For a
second the falling snow paused as if to welcome us. The cold air crept into the house carrying a handful of flakes
on its wings, and as they came in to melt and die on the stone floor, we pulled the door closed and stepped out into
the drift.
This time Amelie didn’t hesitate or waste time giggling and laughing and clutching at handfuls of the elusive
white that now sat several inches high over the frozen ground. Instead, she took my hand and led me out through
the garden and across the field to the riverbank. By the time we reached it, The House was a lifetime away and
looked like a dark dead thing pasted against the night. My hair was soaked from the relentless snow, and my shins
were damp from where the icy wetness had crawled up my jeans above my shoes. My skin tingled with the cold
and I flinched with every breath drawn in against my ragged throat.
Equally wet and surely as cold as I, Amelie simply smiled as we reached the slope and stood in the shelter of
the frost-gripped tree that had plagued my dreams. The sky was slowly creeping from black to midnight blue, and
the snow fell like stars or diamonds forever tumbling against it. I looked at the river. It had lost the battle with the
ice since our last visit, and streaks and lines of crystals cut like fractures across the hard sheet of the surface.
“They’ll come,” Amelie whispered. “I know it.”
We stood like that as the sky shifted above us, the blue fading to gray as dawn broke. My body numbed and
my skin burned with outrage as the cold tortured it with bitter kisses, but I stayed staring at the river and
wondering what I was doing here, knowing in my heart it was simply for the love of the dying, feverish girl
beside me.
When the sky and the horizon blended into the same shade, becoming one endless vision of deathly gray,
Amelie suddenly laughed and cliipped her hands to her mouth.
“They’re here!” she said, and jumped up and down on the spot where she stood while my own legs screamed if
I even tried to bend them.
“They’re here,” she repeated, and her whisper escaped in a mist.
As she looked upwards, I stared at the river. At the center of the frozen water streams of purples and blues
twisted on the surface. Flashes of sparkling lights came simultaneously from the air above and the water below, as
if the colors were reflecting from within the ice rather than on the crackled surface. The snow paused, hesitant, as
the unnaturally bright colors grew denser. They spiraled and flashed too vividly against the gray that had
swallowed the world to be part of it, and yet each of the mad hues had been distilled from the ghosts of colors that
lived at the edge of each flake of snow, just out of sight, but held fast in the molecules.
My breath stopped. I was aware of Amelie’s joy beside me, but my own moment had locked me in so
completely that she might have been miles away. I slowly looked up, dragging my eyes from the dazzling array on
the river to the sharp white of the endless horizon.
I gasped.
Hazes of colors stretched across the sky right above our heads, their purity made clearer against the backdrop
of emptiness and I wondered if somehow these were the Northern Lights dragged to us upon the wind. The
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numbness in my feet crept away. With an imperceptible sigh the blizzard came again, and as the snow launched
itself around us, whipping around our slim frames, the colors pulled in on themselves. Faces formed in the flying
streams, sharp eyes and beautiful smiles that danced and flew in the wind.
“Aren’t they beautiful?”
Amelie’s dull hair rose up around her head as the cold air rushed through it, fingers made from icy flakes
curiously teasing each strand. Her words barely reached me, the snow thick between us as the creatures in the sky
whirled around, examining us. The snow felt like butterfly wings on my skin despite the urgent power of the
breeze. For a moment, I thought she was right. They were beautiful. They were angels—snow angels, come to
share something wonderful with us. I stared in awe until the air shifted and the moment changed. The angels
separated, darting this way and that across the sky before coming back.
Amelie continued to laugh with delight beside me, but my heart froze. The lights in the angels’ eyes hardened.
The glittering smiles stretched and yawned wide, and I was sure that sharp teeth of black ice flashed from within.
And then they rushed at me.
The blizzard was suddenly hard against my skin and snow stung my eyes. I flinched. The wings that beat at me
were sticks, not feathers, and as I raised one arm to protect my face the wind forced it down. I squeezed my eyes
almost shut, but even through the haze of attacking white I could see the cruel laughter in their eyes and feel their
cold breath burning my skin—rotten water dragged from the pit of a stagnant frozen well. Tears streamed from
the corners of my battered eyes and the monstrous creatures licked them away:
My feet tried to pull me backwards, but I was stuck on the riverbed, held in place by the snow and the wind
and the whirling beings that tore at my skin with greedy fingers. They spoke in whispers that I couldn’t quite
make out, the words like freezing water in my ears. They sucked the air from my lungs, leaving only an icy void
inside me, and through the madness I thought I saw something terrible and dark waiting just behind them—a
creature hungrier and meaner and with no mercy, that lived in the blackness hidden just beyond the light.
I don’t know how long I stood there. When the wind eventually fell, letting the lifeless snow simply drift to the
ground, every inch of my being stung. My fingers and face tingled. My insides were made of ice. Amelie turned
and half-collapsed on me, but the smile stayed stretched across her thin, pale face. It was only as we reached halfway across the blanketed field back to The House, my legs barely carrying me, and with Ainelie leaning weakly
on my arm, that I realized my back no longer hurt. It ached, yes, but it didn’t burn. Something had changed.
*
I think I knew what would happen. It snowed for a further two days, during which time Amelie’s fever grew
worse. There were unspoken whispers about the sanatorium as she lay listless and sweating in her bed. For my
own part, my throat raged and my voice died, but even though the nurses kept me confined to the dormitory and
filled me with hot drinks, I could see their immediate concern for me had passed. The boys drifted back over to
my side of the room, even poor Sam who would barely see the thaw before they wheeled him upstairs with blood
pouring from his nose and his eyes gazing in two different directions.
It was on the second morning that the alarm went up. As with everything in The House, it happened quietly:
There were no screams or shouts, simply a shift in the atmosphere. A hurriedness in the nurses’ movements. It was
seven o’clock in the morning. Amelie’s bed was empty, only her thin pathetic outline left in the damp sheet.
I knew where she was. I let them search The House before squeezing the painful words “the river” out from
my swollen throat. The snow had stopped, and when I stepped outside the sun shone bright against an azure blue
sky, promising a return to normality.
We crunched across the field, my small boots following in the remains of Amelie’s last footsteps, their outline
barely visible unless you’d known where to look.
She sat frozen. on the side of the riverbank. Her hands were wrapped around her knees, and she wore only her
nightdress. Her feet were bare.
The nurses and I paused a short distance away, and I’m sure I heard one of them let out a tiny gasp. It wasn’t
that she was dead. We were all used to death, and seeing her sitting there in the thin cotton I knew it couldn’t have
taken her very long to slip from one state to the other, and for that my breaking heart was glad. Her death we had
all been expecting ever since we’d stepped into the cold February air. That didn’t make the nurse pause, or my
mouth fall open.
It was her hair.
It hung like spun gold down her back, glorious and healthy, the color it must have been before she started
dying in earnest and The House claimed her. It was beautiful. Magical. And by all rights, it just couldn’t be. Her
head was tilted backwards, as if she’d been staring at the sky when she died, and a smile danced on her mouth, her
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lips pink against cheeks that had lost their pallor and become fuller and flushed. She looked radiant but, as I
stepped closer, I thought I saw crystals of blue and purple fear at the edges of her eyes, and there was the shadow
of something dark behind them as if in the final breath she’d seen something unpleasant and unexpected.
*
All the children in The House died apart from me. I watched them go in turn and saw how they hated me as my
body grew stronger as theirs weakened. After a year, the doctor’s ran more tests and found the tumors on my
kidneys had shrunk to nothing. They could do nothing but let me out. My childhood, such as it was, continued in
foster care. My parents didn’t want me back. I had been defective once, and could be again. They weren’t
prepared to take the risk.
As it turns out, they were right. Six months ago, just after I turned thirty-five, the pain carne back. Governments had changed and cancer treatment was back on the menu. Not for me, though. Too aggressive, is what the
doctors said. In their eyes I saw the ghosts of the nurses and the elevators to the sanatorium.
Most days now I’m too weak to get out of bed. At best, I sit in the chair by the window and gaze out over the
fields and countryside. I thought I was ready. I thought I’d made my peace. But last night the first blizzard in
twenty-three years carne across from the cold lands. By this morning the world had faded to gray.
The snow still falls. I can feel its purpose, and I think that if I close my eyes a little, I’ll see the colors hiding in
it. It’s beating at the door and sounds like wings, sometimes butterfly, and sometimes something heavier and
meaner, and they fill me with fear and make me wish for Amelie in equal measure.,
I think I’ll go outside. Maybe take a seat. And perhaps I’ll see a hint of spun gold before the darkness comes
for me.
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“Too old for this shit,” muttered Craw, wincing at the pain in his dodgy knee with every other step. High time
he retired. Long past high time. Sat on the porch behind his house with a pipe, smiling at the water as the sun sank
down a day’s honest work behind him. Not that he had a house. But when he got one, it’d be a good one.
He found his way through a gap in the tumble-down wall, heart banging like a joiner’s mallet. From the long
climb up the steep slope, and the wild grass clutching at his boots, and the bullying wind trying to bundle him
over. But mostly, if he was honest, from the fear he’d end up getting killed at the top. He’d never laid claim to
being a brave man and he’d only got more cowardly with age. Strange thing, that—the fewer years you have to
lose the more you fear the losing of ’em. Maybe a man just gets a stock of courage when he’s born, and wears it
down with each scrape he gets into.
Craw had been through a lot of scrapes. And it looked like he was about to snag himself on another.
He snatched a breather as he finally got to level ground, bent over, rubbing the wind-stung tears from his eyes.
Trying to muffle his coughing which only made it louder. The Heroes loomed from the dark ahead, great holes in
the night sky where no stars shone, four times man-height or more. Forgotten giants, marooned on their hilltop in
the scouring wind. Standing stubborn guard over nothing.
Craw found himself wondering how much each of those great slabs of rock weighed. Only the dead knew how
they’d dragged the bastard things up here. Or who had. Or why. The dead weren’t telling, though, and Craw had
no plans on joining ’em just to find out.
He saw the faintest glow of firelight now, at the stones’ rough edges. Heard the chatter of men’s voices over
the wind’s low growl. That brought back the risk he was taking, and a fresh wave of fear washed up with it. But
fear’s a healthy thing, long as it makes you think. Rudd Threetrees told him that, long time ago. He’d thought it
through, and this was the right thing to do. Or the least wrong thing, anyway. Sometimes that’s the bet you can
hope for.
So he took a deep breath, trying to remember how he’d felt when he was young and had no dodgy joints and
didn’t care a shit for nothing, picked out a likely gap between two of those big old rocks and strolled through.
Maybe this had been a sacred place, once upon an ancient day, high magic in these stones, the worst of crimes
to wander into the circle uninvited. But if any old gods took offence they’d no way of showing it. The wind
dropped away to a mournful sighing and that was all. Magic was in scarce supply and there wasn’t much sacred
either. Those were the times.
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The light shifted on the inside faces of the heroes, faint orange on pitted stone, splattered with moss, tangled
with old bramble and nettle and seeding grass. One was broken off half way up, a couple more had toppled over
the centuries, left gaps like missing teeth in a skull’s grin.
Craw counted eight men, huddled around their wind-whipped campfire with patched cloaks and worn coats
and tattered blankets wrapped tight. Firelight flickered on gaunt, scarred, stubbled and bearded faces. Glinted on
the rims of their shields, the blades of their weapons. Lots of weapons. Fair bit younger, in the main, but they
didn’t look much different to Craw’s own crew of a night. Probably they weren’t much different. He even though
for a moment one man with his face side on was Jutlan. Felt that jolt of recognition, the eager greeting ready on
his lips. Then he remembered Jutlan was twelve years in the ground, and he’d said the words over his grave.
Maybe there are only so many faces in the world. You get old enough, you start seeing ’em used again. Craw
lifted his open hands high, palms forward, doing his best to stop ’em shaking any.
“Nice evening!”
The faces snapped around. Hands jerked to weapons. One man snatched up a bow and Craw felt his guts drop,
but before he got close to drawing the string the man beside him stuck out an arm and pushed it down.
“Whoa there, Redcrow.”
The one who spoke was a big old lad, with a heavy tangle of gray beard and a drawn sword sitting bright and
ready across his knees. Craw found a rare grin, ’cause he knew the face; and his chances were looking better.
Hardbread he was called, a Named Man from way back. Craw had been on the same side as him in a few
battles down the years, and the other side from him in a few more. But he’d a solid reputation. A long-seasoned
hand, likely to think things over, not kill then ask the questions, which was getting to be the more popular way of
doing business. Looked like he was Chief of this lot too, ’cause the lad called Redcrow sulkily let his bow drop,
much to Craw’s relief. He didn’t want anyone getting killed tonight, and wasn’t ashamed to say that counted
double for his self.
There were still a fair few hours of darkness to get through, though, and a lot of sharpened steel about.
“By the dead.” Hardbread sat still as the Heroes themselves, but his mind was no doubt doing a sprint.
“’Less I’m much mistaken, Curnden Craw just wandered out o’ the night.”
“You ain’t.” Craw took a few slow paces for a\wards, hands still high, doing his best to look light-hearted with
eight sets of unfriendly eyes weighing him down.
“You’re looking a little grayer, Craw.”
“So are you, Hardbread.”
“Well, you know. There’s a war on.” The old warrior patted his stomach. “Plays havoc with my nerves.”
“All honesty, mine too.”
“Who’d be a soldier?”
“Hell of a job. But they say old horses can’t jump new fences.”
“I try not to jump at all these days,” said Hardbread. “Heard you was fighting for Black Dow. You and your
dozen.”
“Trying to keep the fighting to a minimum, but as far as who I’m doing it for, you’re right. Dow buys my
porridge.”
“I love porridge.” Hardbread’s eyes rolled down on the fire and he poked thoughtfully at it with a twig. “The
Union pays for mine now.”
His lads were twitchy—tongues licking at lips, fingers tickling at weapons, eyes shining in the firelight. Like
the audience at a duel, watching the opening moves, trying to suss who had the upper hand. Hardbread’s eyes
came up again.
“That seems to put us on opposite sides.”
“We going to let a little thing like sides spoil a polite conversation?” asked Craw. As though the very word
“polite” was an insult, Redcrow had another rush of blood.
“Let’s just kill this fucker!” Hardbread turned slowly to him, face squeezed up with scorn.
“If the impossible happens and I feel the need for your contribution, I’ll tell you what it is. ’Til then keep it
shut, halfhead. Man o’ Curnden Craw’s experience don’t just wander up here to get killed by the likes o’ you.” His
eyes flicked around the stones, then back to Craw.
“Why’d you come, all by your lone self? Don’t want to fight for that bastard Black Dow no more, and you’ve
come over to join the Dogman?”
“Can’t say I have. Fighting for the Union ain’t really my style, no disrespect to those that do. We all got our
reasons.”
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“I try not to damn a man on his choice o’ friends alone.”
“There’s always good men on both sides of a good question,” said Craw. “Thing is, Black Dow asked me to
stroll on down to the Heroes, stand a watch for a while, see if the Union are coming up this way. But maybe you
can spare me the bother. Are the Union coming up this way?”
“Dunno.”
“You’re here, though.”
“I wouldn’t pay much mind to that.” Hardbread glanced at the lads around the fire without great joy. “As you
can see, they more or less sent me on my own. The Dogman asked me to stroll up to the Heroes, stand a watch,
see if Black Dow or any of his lot showed up.” He raised his brows. “You think they will?” Craw grinned.
“Dunno.”
“You’re here, though.”
“Wouldn’t pay much mind to that. It’s just me and my dozen. ’Cept for Brydian Flood, he broke his leg a few
months ago, had to leave him behind to mend.”
Hardbread gave a rueful smile, prodded the fire with his twig and sent up a dusting of sparks.
“Yours always was a tight crew. I daresay they’re scattered around the Heroes now, bows to hand.”
“Something like that.”
Hardbread’s lads all twitched to the side, mouths gaping. Shocked at the voice coming from nowhere, shocked
on top that it was a woman’s. wonderful stood with her arms crossed, sword sheathed and bow over her shoulder,
leaning up against one of the Heroes as careless as she might lean on a tavern wall.
“Hey, hey, Hardbread.” The old warrior winced.
“Couldn’t you even nock an arrow, make it look like you take us serious?” She jerked her head into the
darkness.
“There’s some boys back there, ready to pua\t a shaft through your face if one o’ you looks at us wrong. That
make you feel better?” Hardbread winced even more.
“Yes and no,” he said, his lads staring into the gaps between the stones, the night suddenly heavy with threat.
“Still acting Second to this article, are you?” Wonderful scratched at the long scar through her shaved-stubble hair.
“No better offers. We’ve got to be like an old married couple who haven’t fucked for years, just argue.”
“Me any my wife were like that, ’till she died.” Hardbread’s finger tapped at his drawn sword. “Miss her now
though. Thought you’d have company from the first moment I saw you, Craw. But since you’re still jawing and
I’m still breathing, I reckon you’re set on giving us a chance to talk this out.”
“Then you’ve reckoned the shit out o’ me,” said Craw. “That’s exactly the plan.”
“My sentries alive?”
Wonderful turned her head and give one of her whistles, and Scorry Tiptoe slid out from behind one of the
stones Had his arm around a man with a big pink birthmark on his cheek. Looked almost like two old mates, ’till
you saw Scorry’s hand had a blade in it, edge tickling at Birthmark’s throat.
“Sorry, Chief,” said the prisoner to Hardbread. “Caught me off guard.”
“It happens.”
A scrawny lad came stumbling into the firelight like he’d been shoved hard, tripped over his own feet and
sprawled in the long grass with a squawk. Jolly Yon stalked from the darkness behind him, axe held loose in one
fist, heavy blade gleaming down by his boot. Heavy frown on his bearded face.
“Thank the dead for that.” Hardbread waved his twig at the lad, just clambering up. “My sister’s son. Promised
I’d keep an eye out. If you’d killed him I’d never have heard the end of it.”
“He was asleep,” growled Yon. “Weren’t looking out too careful, were you?” Hardbread shrugged.
“Weren’t expecting anyone If there’s two things we’ve got too much of in the North it’s hills and rocks. Didn’t
reckon a hill with rocks on it would be a big draw.”
“It ain’t to me,” said Craw, “but black Dow said come down here—”
“And when Black Dow says a thing …” Brack-i-Dayn half-sang the words, that way the hillmen tend to. He
stepped into the wide circle of grass, tattooed side of his great big face turned towards the firelight, shadows
gathered in the hollows of the other. Redcrow made to jump up but Hardbread weighed him down with a pat on
the shoulder.
“My, my. You lot just keep on popping up.” His eyes slid from Jolly Yon’s axe, to Wonderful’s grin, to Brack’s
belly, to Scorry’s knife still at his man’s throat. Judging the odds, no doubt, just the way Craw would’ve done.
“You got Whirrun of Bligh with you?” Craw slowly nodded.
“I don’t know why, but he insists on following me around.” Right on cue, Whirrun’s strange valley accent
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floated from the dark.
“Shoglig said, I would be shown my destiny by a man choking on a bone.”
It echoed off the stones, seeming to come from everywhere at once. He’d quite the sense of theatre, Whirrun.
Every real hero needs one.
“And Shoglig is old as these stones Hell won’t take her, some say. Blade won’t cut her. Saw the world born,
some say, and will see it die. That’s a woman a man has to listen to, ain’t it? Or some say.”
Whirrun strolled through the gap one of the missing Heroes had left and into the firelight, tall and lean, face in
shadow from his hood, patient as winter. He had the father of Swords across his shoulders like a milk-maid’s
yoke, dull gray metal of the hilt all agleam, arms slung over the sheathed blade and his long hands dangling.
“Shoglig told me the time, and the place, and the manner of my death. She whispered it, and made me swear to
keep it secret, for magic shared is no magic at all. So I cannot tell you where it will be, or when, but it is not here,
and it is not now.” He stopped a few paces from the fire.
“You boys, on the other hand …” Whirrun’s hooded head tipped to one side, only the end of his sharp nose,
and the line of sharp jaw, and his thin mouth showing.
“Shoglig didn’t say when you’d be going.”
He didn’t move. He didn’t have to. Wonderful looked at Craw, and rolled her eyes towards the starry sky. But
Hardbread’s lads hadn’t heard it all a hundred times before.
“That Whirrun?” one muttered to his neighbour. “Cracknut Whirrun? That’s him?” His neighbour said nothing;
just the lump on the front of his throat moving as he swallowed.
“Well, my old arse if I’m fighting my way out o’ this,” said Hardbread, brightly. “Any chance you’d let us
clear out?”
“I’ve a mind to insist on it,” said Craw.
“We can take our gear?”
“I’m not looking to embarrass you. I just want your hill.”
“Or Black Dow does, at any rate.”
“Same difference.”
“Then you’re welcome to it.” Hardbread slowly got to his feet, wincing as he straightened his legs, no doubt
cursed with some sticky joints of his own.
“Windy as anything up here. Rather be down in Osrung, feet near a fire.”
Craw had to admit he’d a point there. Made him wonder who’d got the better end of the deal. Hardbread
sheathed his sword, thoughtful, while his lads gathered their gear.
“This is right decent o’ you, Craw. You’re a straight edge, just like they say. Nice that men on different sides
can still talk things through, in the midst of all this. Decent behaviour—it’s out o’ fashion.”
“Those are the times.”
Craw jerked his head at Scorry and he slipped his knife away from Birthmark’s throat, gave this little bow and
held his open hand out towards the fire. Birthmark backed off, rubbing at the new-shaved patch on his stubbly
neck, and started rolling up a blanket. Craw hooked his thumbs in his sword-belt and kept his eyes on Hardbread’s
crew as they made ready to go, just in case anyone had a mind to play hero.
Redcrow looked most likely. He’d slung his bow over his shoulder and now he was standing there with a black
look, an axe in one white-knuckled fist and a shield on his other arm, a red bird painted on it. If he’d been for
killing Craw before, didn’t seem the last few minutes had changed his mind.
“A few old shits and some fucking woman,” he snarled. “We’re backing down to the likes o’ these without a
fight?”
“No, no,” Hardbread slung his own scarred shield onto his back. “I’m backing down, and these fellows here.
You’re going to stay, and fight Whirrun of Bligh on your own.”
“I’m what?” Redcrow frowned at Whirrun, twitchy, and Whirrun looked back, what showed of his face still
stony as the Heroes themselves.
“That’s right,’ said Hardbread, “since you’re itching for a brawl. Then I’m going to cart your hacked-up corpse
to your mummy and tell her not to worry ‘’cause this is the way you wanted it. You loved this fucking hill so
much you just had to die here.” Redcrow’s hand worked nervously around his axe handle.
“Eh?”
“Or maybe you’d rather come down with the rest of us, blessing the name o’ Curnden Craw for giving us a fair
warning and letting us go without any arrows in our arses.”
“Right,” said Redcrow, and turned away, sullen. Hardbread puffed his cheeks at Craw.
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“Young ones these days, eh? Were we ever so stupid?” Craw shrugged.
“More’n likely.”
“Can’t say I felt the need for blood like they seem to, though.” Craw shrugged again.
“Those are the times.”
“True, true, and three times true. We’ll leave you the fire, eh? Come on, boys.”
They made for the south side of the hill, still stowing the last of their gear, and one by one faded into the night
between the stones. Harbread’s nephew turned in the gap and gave Craw the fuck yourself finger.
“We’ll be back here, you sneaking bastards!” His uncle cuffed him across the top of his c\scratty head.
“Ow! What?”
“Some respect.”
“Ain’t we fightin a war?” Hardbread cuffed him again and made him squeal.
“No reason to be rude, you little shit.”
Craw stood there as the lad’s complaints faded into the wind beyond the stones, swallowed sour spit, and eased
his thumbs out from his belt. His hands were trembling, had to rub ’em together to hide it, pretending he was cold.
But it was done, and everyone involved was still drawing breath, so he guessed it had worked out as well as
anyone could’ve hoped.
Jolly Yon didn’t agree. He stepped up beside Craw frowning like thunder and spat into the fire.
“Time might come we regret not killing those folks there.”
“Not killing don’t tend to weigh as heavy on my conscience s the alternative.” Brack tut-tutted from Craw’s
other side.
“A warrior shouldn’t carry too much conscience.”
“A warrior shouldn’t carry too much belly either.” Whirrun had shrugged the Father of Swords off his
shoulders and stood it on end, the pommel coming up to his neck, watching how the light moved on the
crosspiece as he turned it round and round.
“We all got our weights to heft.”
“I’ve got just the right among, you stringy bastard.” And the Hillman gave his great gut a proud pat like a
father might give his son’s head.
“Chief.” Agrick strode into the firelight, bow loose in his hand and an arrow dangling between two fingers.
“They away?” asked Craw.
“Watched ’em down past the Children. They’re crossing the river now, heading towards Osrung. Athroc’s
keeping a watch on ’em, though. We’ll know if they double back.”
“You reckon they will?” asked Wonderful. “Hardbread’s cut from the old cloth. He might smile, but he won’t
have liked this any. You trust that old bastard?” Craw frowned into the night.
“’Bout as much as I’d trust anyone these days.”
“Little as that? Best post guards.”
“Any,” said Brack. “And make sure ours stay awake.” Craw thumped his arm.
“Nice o’ you to volunteer for first shift.”
“You r belly can keep you company,” said Yon. Craw thumped his arm next.
“Glad you’re in favour, you can go second.”
“Shit!”
“Drofd!” You could tell the curly lad was the newest of the crew ‘’cause he actually hurried up with some
snap.
“Aye, Chief?”
“Take the saddle horse and head back up the Yaws Road. Not sure whose lads you’ll meet first—Ironhead’s
most likely, or maybe Tenways’. Let ’em know we ran into one of the Dogman’s dozens at the Heroes. More’n
likely just scouting, but—”
“Just scouting.” Wonderful nibbled some scab off one knuckle and spat it from the tip of her tongue. “The
Union are miles away, split up and spread out, trying to make straight lines out of a country with none.”
“More’n likely. But hop on the horse and pass on the message anyway.”
“Now?” Drofd’s face was all dismay. “In the dark?”
“No, next summer’ll be fine,” snapped Wonderful. Yes, now, fool, all you’ve got to do is follow a road.” Drofd
heaved a sigh.
“Hero’s work.”
“All war work is hero’s work, boy,” said Craw.
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He’d rather have sent someone else, but then they’d have been arguing ’till dawn over why the new lad wasn’t
going. There are right ways of doing things a man can’t just step around.
“Right y’are, Chief. See you in a few days, I reckon. And with a sore arse, no doubt.”
“Why?” And Wonderful gave a few thrusts of her hips. “Tenways a special friend o’ yours is he?”
That got some laughs. Brack’s big rumble, Scorry’s little chuckle, even Yon’s frown got a touch softer which
meant he had to be rightly tickled.
“Ha, bloody ha.” And Drofd stalked off into the night to find the horse and make a start.
“I hear chicken fat can ease the passage!” Wonderful called after him. Whirrun’s cackle echoing around the
Heroes and off into the empty dark.
With the excitement over Craw was starting to feel all burned out. He dropped down beside the fire, wincing as
his knees bent low, the earth still warm from Hardbread’s rump. Scorry had found a place on the far side,
sharpening his knife, the scraping of metal marking the rhythm to his soft, high singing. A song of Skarling
Hoodless, greatest hero of the North, who brought the clans together long ago to drive the Union out. Craw sat
and listened, chewed at the painful skin around his fingernails and thought about how he really had to stop doing
it. Whirrun set the Father of Swords down, squatted on his haunches and pulled out the old bag he kept his runes
in.
“Best do a reading, eh?”
“You have to?” muttered Yon.
“Why? Scared o’ what the signs might tell you?”
“Scared you’ll spout a stack of nonsense and I’ll lie awake half the night trying to make sense of it.”
“Guess we’ll see.”
Whirrun emptied his runes into his cupped hand, spat on ’em then tossed ’em down by the fire. Craw couldn’t
help craning over to see, though he couldn’t read the damn things for any money.
“What do the runes say, Cracknut?”
“The runes say …” Whirrun squinted down like he was trying to pick out something a long way off.
“There’s going to be blood.” Wonderful snorted.
“They always say that.”
“Aye.” Whirrun wrapped himself in his coat, nuzzled up against the hilt of his sword like a lover, eyes already
shut. “But lately they’re right more often than not.” Craw frowned around at the Heroes, forgotten giants, standing
stubborn guard over nothing.
“Those are the times,” he muttered.
2
He stood by the window, one hand up on the stone, fingertips drumming, drumming, drumming. Frowning off
across Carleon. Across the maze of cobbled streets, the tangle of steep slate roofs, the looming city walls his
father built, all turned shiny black by the drizzle. Into the hazy fields beyond, past the fork of the gray river and
towards the streaky rumour of hills at the head of the valley. As if, by sulking hard enough, he could see further.
Over two score miles of broken country to Black Dow’s scattered army. Where the fate of the North was being
decided.
Without him.
“All I want is just for everyone to do what I tell them. Is that too much to ask?” Seff slid up behind him belly
pressing into his back.
“I’d say it’s no more than good sense on their part.”
“I know what’s best anyway, don’t I?”
“I do, and I tell you what it is, so … yes.”
“It seems there are a few pig-headed bastards in the North who don’t realise we have all the answers.” Her
hand slipped up his arm and trapped his restless fingers against the stone.
“Men don’t like to come out for peace, but they will. You’ll see.”
“And until then, like all visionaries, I find myself spurned. Scorned. Exiled.”
“Until then, you find yourself locked in a room with your wife. Is that so bad?”
“There’s nowhere I’d rather be,” he lied.
“Liar,” she whispered, lips tickling his ear. “You’re almost as much of a liar as they say you are. You’d rather
be out there, beside your brother, with your armour on” Her hands slid under his armpits and across his chest,
giving him a ticklish shiver. “Hacking the heads from cartloads of Southerners.”
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“Murder is my favourite hobby, as you know.”
“You’ve killed more men than Skarling.”
“And I’d wear my armour to bed if I could.”
“It’s only concern for my soft, soft skin that stops you.”
“But severed heads are prone to squirt.” He wriggled around to face her and pushed one lazy fingertip into her
breastbone. “I prefer a quick thrust through the heart.”
“Just like you’ve skewered mine. Aren’t you the swordsman.”
He squeaked as he felt her hand between his legs and slid away sniggering across the wall, arms up to fend her
off.
“All right, I admit it! I’m more lover than fighter!”
“At last the truth. Only look what you’ve done to me.”
Putting one hand on her stomach and giving him a disapproving frown. It turned into a smile as he came close,
slid his hand over hers, fingertips between hers, stroking her swollen belly.
“It’s a boy,” she whispered. “I feel it. An heir to the North. You’ll be king, and then—”
“Shhhhh.” And he stopped her mouth with a kiss. There was no way of knowing when someone might be
listening, and anyway,
“I’ve got an older brother, remember?”
“A pinhead of an older brother.”
Calder winced, but didn’t deny it. He sighed as he looked sown at that strange, wonderful, frightening belly of
hers. “My father always said there’s nothing more important than family.” Except power. “Besides, there’s no
point arguing over what we don’t have. Black Dow’s the one who wears my father’s chain. Black Dow’s the one
we need to worry on.”
“Black Dow’s nothing but a one-eared thug.”
“A thug with all the North under his boot and its mightiest War Chiefs taking his say-so”
“Mighty War Chiefs.” She snorted in his face. “Dwarves with big men’s names.”
“Brodd Tenways.”
“That rotten old maggot? Even the thought of him makes me sick.”
“Cairm Ironhead.”
“I hear he has a tiny little prick. That’s why he frowns all the time.”
“Glama golden.”
“Even tinier. Like a baby’s finger. And you have allies.”
“I do?”
“You know you do. My father likes you.” Calder screwed up his face.
“You father doesn’t hate me, but I doubt he’ll be leaping up to cut the rope if they hang me.”
“He’s an honourable man.”
“Of course he is. Caul Reachey’s a real straight edge, everyone knows it.” For what that was worth. “But you
and I were promised when I was the son of the King of the Northmen and the world was all different. He was
getting a prince for a son-in-law, not just a well-known coward.” She patted his cheek, hard enough to make a
gentle slapping sound.
“A beautiful coward.”
“Beautiful men are even less well liked in the North than cowardly ones. I’m not sure your father’s happy with
the way my luck’s turned.”
“Shit on your luck.” She took a fistful of his shirt and dragged him closer, much stronger than she looked.
“I wouldn’t change a thing.”
“Neither would I. I’m just saying your father might.”
“And I’m saying you’re wrong.” She caught his hand in hers and pressed it against her bulging stomach again.
“You’re family.”
Family. He didn’t bother saying that family could be as much a weakness as a strength.
“So we have your honourable father and my pinhead brother. The North is ours.”
“It will be. I know it.” She was swaying backwards slowly, leading him away from the window and towards
the bed.
“Dow may be the man for war, but wars don’t last forever. You’re better than him.”
“Few would agree.” But it was nice to hear it, especially whispered in his ear in that soft low, urgent voice.
“You’re cleverer than him.” Her cheek brushing his jaw. “Far cleverer.” Her nose nuzzling his chin. “The
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cleverest man in the North.” By the dead, how he loved flattery.
“Go on.”
“You’re certainly better looking than him.” Squeezing his hand and sliding it down her belly. “The most
handsome man in the north …” He licked her lips with the tip of his tongue.
“If the most beautiful ruled you’d be Queen of the Northmen already …” Her fingers were busy with his belt.
“You always know just what to say, don’t you, Prince Calder—”
There was a thumping at the door and he froze, the blood suddenly pounding in his head and very much not in
his cock. Nothing like the treat of sudden death for killing a romantic mood. The thumping came again, making
the heavy door rattle. They broke apart, flushed and fussing with their clothes. More like a pair of child lovers
caught by their parents than a man and woman fife years married. So much for his dreams of being king. He
didn’t even command the lock on his own door.
“The damn bolt’s on your side isn’t it?” he snapped.
Metal scraped and the door creaked open. A man stood in the archway, shaggy head almost touching the
keystone. The ruined side of his face was turned forwards, a mass of scar running from near the corner of his
mouth, through his eyebrow and across his forehead, the dead metal ball in his blind socket glinting. If any trace
of romance had been lingering in the corners, or in Calder’s trousers, that eye and that scar were its grisly end. He
felt Seff stiffen and, since she was a long stretch braver than he was, her fear did nothing for his own. Caul
Shivers was about the worst omen a man could see. Folk called him Black Dow’s dog, but never to his burned-out
face. The man the Protector of the North sent to do his blackest work.
“Dow want’s you.”
If the sight of Shivers’ face had only got some hero half way horrified, his voice would have done the rest of
the job. A broken whisper that made every word sound like it hurt.
“Why?” asked Calder, keeping his own voice sunny as a summer morning in spite of his hammering heart.
“Can’t he beat the Union without me”?
Shivers didn’t laugh. He didn’t frown. He stood there, in the doorway, a silent slaba of menace. Calder tried his
best at a carefree shrug.
“Well, I suppose everyone serves someone. What about my wife?”
Shivers’ good eye flicked across to Seff. If he’d looked with leering lust, or sneering disgust, Calder would’ve
been happier. But Shivers looked at a pregnant woman like a butcher at a carcass, only a job to be done.
“Dow wants her to stay and stand hostage. Make sure everyone behaves. She’ll be safe.”
“As long as everyone behaves.”
Calder found he’d stepped in front of her, as if to shield here with his body. Not much of a shield against a man
like Shivers.
“That’s it.”
“And if Black Dow misbehaves? Where’s my hostage?” Shivers’ eye slid back to Calder, and stuck.
“I’ll be your hostage.”
“And if Dow breaks his word I can kill you, can I?”
“You can try.”
“Huh,” Caul Shivers had one of the hardest names in the North. Calder, it hardly needed to be said, didn’t.
“Can you give us a moment to say our goodbyes?”
“Why not?” Shivers slid back until only the glint of his metal eye showed in the shadows. “I’m no monster.”
“Back to the snake pit,” muttered Calder.
Seff caught his hand, eyes wide as she looked up at him, fearful and eager at once. Almost as fearful and eager
as he was.
“Be patient, Calder. Tread carefully.”
“I’ll tiptoe all the way there.”
If he even made it. He reckoned there was about a one in four Shivers had been told to cut his throat on the
way and toss his corpse in a bog. She took his chin between her finger and thumb and shook it, hard.
“I mean it. Dow fears you. My father says he’ll take any excuse to kill you.”
“Dow should fear me. Whatever else I am, I’m my father’s son.” He looked down at the floor, feeling the
sudden pressure of tears at the back of his throat.
“Why? Don’t you realise what an evil shit I am?”
“You’re better than you think.” When she said it he could almost believe it.
“I love you too.” And he didn’t even have to lie. How he’d raged when his father announced the match. Marry
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that pig-nosed, dagger-tongued little bitch? Now she looked more beautiful every time he saw her. He loved her
nose, and her tongue even more. It was almost enough to make him swear off other women. He drew her close,
blinking back the wet, and kissed her once more.
“Don’t worry. No one’s less keen to attend my hanging than I am. I’ll be back in your bed before you know it.”
“With your armour on?”
“If you like,” as he backed away.
“And no lying while you’re gone.”
“I never lie.”
“Liar,” she mouthed at him before the guards closed the door and slid the bolt, leaving Calder in the shadowy
hallway with only the sappy-sad thought that he might never see his wife again. That gave him a rare touch of
bravery and he hurried after Shivers, catching up with him as he trudged away and slapping a hand down on his
shoulder. He was more than a little unnerved by the wood-like solidity of it, but plunged on regardless.
“If anything happens to her, I promise you—”
“I hear your promises ain’t up to much.”
Shivers’ eye went to the offending hand and Calder carefully removed it. He might only rarely be brave, but he
was never brave past the point of good sense.
“Who says so? Black Dow? If there’s anyone in the North whose promises are worth less than mine it’s that
bastard’s.”
Shivers stayed silent, but Calder wasn’t a man to be easily put off. Good treachery takes effort.
“Dow won’t ever give you more than you can rip from him with both hands, you know. There’ll be nothing for
you, however loyal you are. In fact, the more loyal you are, the less there’ll be. You’ll see. Not enough meat and
too many hungry dogs to feed.” Shivers’ one eye narrowed just the slightest fraction.
“I’m no dog.”
That chink of anger would have been enough to scare most men silent, but to Calder it was only a crack to
chisel at.
“I see that,” he whispered, as low and urgent as Serf had whispered to him. “Most men don’t see past their fear
of you, but I do. I see what you are. A fighter, of course, but a thinker too. An ambitious man. A proud man, and
why not?” Calder brought them to a halt in a shadowy stretch of the hallway, leaned in to a conspiratorial
distance, smothering his instinct to cringe away as that awful scar turned towards him.
“If I had a man like you working for me I’d make better use of him than Black Dow does that much I
promise.”
Shivers raised on e beckoning hand, a big ruby on his little finger gleaming the colour of blood in the gloom.
Giving Calder no choice but to come closer, closer, far too close for comfort. Close enough to feel Shivers’ warm
breath. Close enough almost to kiss. Close enough so all Calder could see was his own distorted, unconvincing
grin reflected in that dead metal ball of an eye.
“Dow wants you.” …
219.105 Excerpt from My Booky Wook: A Memoir Of Sex, Drugs, And Stand-Up\fn{by Russell Brand (1975- )}
Grays, Thurrock, England, United Kingdom (M) 11
1
On the morning of April Fools’ Day, 2005, I woke up in a sexual addiction treatment center in a suburb of
Philadelphia. As I limped out of the drab dog’s bed in which I was expected to sleep for the next thirty wankless
nights, I observed the previous incumbent had left a thread of unraveled dental floss by the pillow—most likely as
a noose for his poor, famished dinkle.
When I’d arrived the day before, the counselors had taken away my copy of the Guardian, as there was a
depiction of the Venus de Milo on the front page of the Culture section, but let me keep the Sun, which obviously
had a Page 3 lovely. What kind of pervert police force censors a truncated sculpture but lets Keeley Hazell pass
without question?
“Blimey, this devious swine’s got a picture of a concrete bird with no arms—hanging’s too good for him, to the
incinerator! Keep that picture of stunner Keeley though.” If they were to censor London Town they would ignore
Soho but think that the statue of Alison Lapper in Trafalgar Square had been commissioned by Caligula.\fn{ Alison
Lapper (1965-

) is an English artist born without arms and with truncated legs. She posed for Marc Quinn for the sculpture Alison Lapper
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Pregnant. Made of Carrara marble, it shows Lapper nude and heavily pregnant. It occupied the fourth plinth in London’s Trafalgar Square
between September 2005 and late 2007.}

Being all holed up in the aptly named KeyStone clinic (while the facility did not have its own uniformed police
force, the suggestion of bungling silent film cops is appropriate) was an all too familiar drag. Not that I’d ever
been incarcerated in sex chokey before, lord no, but it was the umpteenth time that I’d been confronted with the
galling reality that there are things over which I have no control and people who can force their will upon you.
Teachers, sex police, actual police, drug counselors; people who can make you sit in a drugless, sexless cell either
real or metaphorical and ponder the actuality of life’s solitary essence. In the end it’s just you. Alone.
Who needs that grim reality stuffed into their noggin of a morning? Not me. I couldn’t even distract myself
with a wank over that gorgeous slag Venus de Milo; well, she’s asking for it, going out all nude, not even wearing
any arms.
The necessity for harsh self-assessment and acceptance of death’s inevitability wasn’t the only thing I hated
about that Key-Stone place. No, those two troubling factors vied for supremacy with multitudinous bastard truths.
I hated my fucking bed: the mattress was sponge, and you had to stretch your own sheet over this miserable little
single divan in the corner of the room. And I hated the fucking room itself where the strangled urges of onanism
clung to the walls like mildew. I particularly hated the American gray squirrels that were running around outside
—just free, like idiots, giggling and touching each other in the early spring sunshine. The triumph of these little
divas over our indigenous, noble, red, British squirrel had become a searing metaphor for my own subjugation at
the hands of the anti-fuck-Yanks. To make my surrender to conformity more official I was obliged to sign this
thing (see page 6).\fn{It is a “Celibacy Contract”, to be signed by inmates of the UHS KeyStone Recovery Center: The Center for
Healing from Sexual Compulsivity and Trauma, Extended Care Unit, 2000 Providence Avenue, Chester, Pennsylvania; the conditions the
patient agrees to abide by are, quote: no masturbation; no seductive behavior; no pornographic material; no sexual contact with another
person; report sexual fantasizing to appropriate staff and peers }

I wish I’d been photographed signing it like when a footballer joins a new team grinning and holding a pen. Or
that I’d got an attorney to go through it with a fine-tooth comb:
“You’re gonna have to remove that no bumming clause,” I imagine him saying. Most likely you’re right
curious as to why a fella who plainly enjoys how’s yer father as much as I do would go on a special holiday to
“sex camp” (which is a misleading title as the main thrust of their creed is “no fucking”). The short answer is I
was forced. The long answer is this …
Many people are skeptical about the idea of what I like to call “sexy addiction,” thinking it a spurious notion,
invented primarily to help Hollywood film stars evade responsibility for their unrestrained priapic excesses. But I
reckon there is such a thing.
Addiction, by definition, is a compulsive behavior that you cannot control or relinquish, in spite of its
destructive consequences. And if the story I am about to recount proves nothing else, it demonstrates that this
formula can be applied to sex just as easily as it can be to drugs or alcohol.
Having successfully rid myself, one day at a time, in my twenties, of parallel addictions to the ol’ drugs and
drinks—if you pluralize drink to drinks and then discuss it with the trembling reverence that alcoholics tend to,
it’s funny, e.g., “My life was destroyed by drinks,” “I valued drinks over my wife and kids.” Drinks! I imagine
them all lined up in bottles and glasses with malevolent intent, the bastards—I was now, at this time, doing a lot
of monkey business.
I have always accrued status and validation through my indiscretions (even before I attained the unique
accolade of “Shagger of the Year” from the Sun—not perhaps the greatest testimonial to the good work they do at
KeyStone), but sex is also recreational for me. We all need something to help us unwind at the end of the day. You
might have a glass of wine, or a joint, or a big delicious blob of heroin to silence your silly brainbox of its
witterings, but there has to be some form of punctuation, or life just seems utterly relentless.
And this is what sex provides for me—a breathing space, when you’re outside of yourself and your own head.
Especially in the actual moment of climax, where you literally go,
“Ah, there’s that, then. I’ve unwound. I’ve let go.”
Not without good reason to the French describe an orgasm as a “little death.” That’s exactly what it is for me
(in a good way though, obviously)—a little moment away, a holiday from my head. I hope death is like a big
French orgasm, although meeting Saint Peter will be embarrassing, all smothered in grog and shrouded in postorgasmic guilt.
Part of my problem was that these holidays—incessant as they were—no longer seemed to have the required
calming effect. I suppose if you kept frantically scuttling off to Pontin’s\fn{ Pontin’s/Butlins were popular British holiday
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resorts favored by working and lower-middle-class families. }

every half-hour and ejaculating in the swimming pool then it’d
become depressing after a while. At the time, I was on the brink of becoming sufficiently well known for my
carnal overindulgences to cause me professional difficulties. My manager, John Noel, of whom you’ll learn more
later but for now think of as a big, kind, lovely, vicious bastard, like a Darth Vader from Manchester running a
school for disadvantaged children; John, who had previously successfully forced me into drug rehabilitation,
thought a little stretch in winky-nick would do me the power of good, and used threats, bullying, love and
blackmail to make me go.
They don’t go in for the pampering of clients at John Noel Management. Even now, with my own TV
production company, radio show, parts in films, DVD and stand-up tour, I still don’t have “yes” men surrounding
me, I have “fuck off” men. I suppose I ought to be grateful to have such close relationships with the people I work
with—John, Nik, who’s John’s son and brilliant in his own right, and Matt and Gee from the Radio 2 show. They
all seem to be dedicated not only to the fulfillment of professional objectives, but also to anchoring me to a terrain
where my ego is manageable.
And so it was spitefully decided not to send me to some sort of celebrity treatment center, like the worldrenowned meadows Clinic in Arizona, because that’s not the style of John Noel and the other stewards of my
well-being. Instead, they insisted I should go to a facility where not all the places were private, where a certain
proportion of people were there on judicial programs—“jail-swerves” they call them, when you’re a drug addict
and you’re offered a choice of prison or rehab. The same option exists for the terminally saucy—get treatment or
go to prison; in prison there’ll be much more sex but it could err on the side of coercive.
The nature of my early sexual encounters, which will be outlined in the pages to follow, had unraveled and
mystique or sentimentality around my sexuality, and made it something quite raw and crude. But I’m fortunate in
that there’s nothing especially peculiar or odd about my erotic predilections. It’s the scale of my sexual endeavors
that causes the problems, not the nature of them.
I just like girls, all different ones, in an unsophisticated, unevolved way, like a Sun reader or a yobbo at a bus
stop in Basildon, perhaps because, at my core, that’ what I am. I’m a bloke from Grays with a good job and a
terrific haircut who’s been given a Wonka ticket to a lovely sex factory ‘’cos of the ol’ fame, and while Augustus
Gloop drowns and Veruca Salt goes blue, I’m cleaning up, I’m rinsin’ it baby!
To this day, I feel a fierce warmth for women that have the same disregard for the social conventions of sexual
protocol as I do. I love it when I meet a woman and her sesxuality is dancing across her face, so it’s apparent that
all we need to do is nod and find a cupboard.
So anyway, I didn’t want to go to that sexual treatment center, but all the do-gooders—and I mean that literally,
as they did generally do good (I’ve never really understood why people lemploy that term perjoratively)—they all
insisted, and I sort of, kind of agreed. Just to shut everyone up, really, and for the same reason that I finally gave
up drink and drugs—because my ambition is the most powerful force within me, so once people convinced me
that my sexual behavior might become damaging to my career, I found it easier to think of it as a flaw that needed
to be remedied.
I wqasn’t properly famous at this point. But ai’d done a couple of Big Brothers, and was starting to become a
more recognizable figure. It wa just before I started to dress cool (Collins defines cool as “Wurzel
Gummidge\fn{A macabre children’s television scarecrow who comes to life. } dressed for a bondage party”)—at this stage I
was still knitting myself out in tight jeans and t-shirts, like a kind of urgban beach-bum. And it was in just such
casual, relaxed attire that I made my way—on my own—first to Heathrow Airport, then to Philadelphia, and then
to the KeyStone Center.
The physical process of getting there was one of the most ridicu-larse journeys of my life. It felt strange to be
chatting up the air hostesses on the American Airlines flight, knowing that I was on my way to a residential
treatment center for sexual addiction. I got off the plane at Philadelphia airport, looked around at all the girls in
the terminus and thought, “Well, this is weird,” and then got in the back of the cab. They took me to the general
hospital first—this terrifying all-American institution (which I was all too soon to revisit under circumstances
that’ll bend your bones and shrivel your baby-makers)—before realizing it was this KeyStone place I was meant
to be going to.
I had no idea of what to expect when I arrived. I’d spoken to one of the counselors—the reassuringly named
Travis Flowers (counselors, in my experience, seem to be named using the Charles Dickens method, where the
character’s name give a very obvious clue to their nature: Bill Sykes, psycho, Mr. Bumble, bumbling, Fagin, an
unforgivable anti-Semitic stereotype). The gentleman who saved me from the brown fangs of smack addiction
was preposterously called Chip Somers, chipper summers, like an upbeat holiday. I spoke to Travis—whose name
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indicates trust and growth—several times on the phone before setting out. I told him about the lack of control I
was exercising over who I was having sex with. It was a right lot of nonsense going on. I was pursuing hankypanky like it was a job, like there was a league table that I had to be at the summit of. And as I explained how I
toiled each day with the diligence of Bobby Moore and the grit of Julian Dicks,\fn{ West Ham United football players}
humming slave songs to keep my spirits up, Travis reassured me that I was just the sort of person who needed
KeyStone’s help.
The clinic, when we found it, was in the middle of this square in some quiet Philadelphia suburb. The house
looked like a normal American family home does—you know, where they’ve got the sloping roof to the porch bit
and gardens around it, a bit like where the Waltons lived, all pastoral and sweet, but with John-Boy chained up in
the mop cupboard scrabbling around trying to fiddle with his goolies through a mask of tears. Over the road there
was a church: a modern gray building, which constantly played a recording of church bells. Strange it was. Why
no proper bells? I never went in but I bet it was a robot church for androids, where the Bible was in binary and
their Jesus had laser eyes and metal claws.
I was greeted on the steps of the clinic by one of the counselors. I can’t remember her name, but she was
wearing a t-shirt with frogs on. It turned out she was obsessed with ’em, and when I asked her why she said,
“When I was a kid, there was a pond near my house which all the frogs would try to get back to, and they’d get
killed crossing over the road, so I used to try and help them across.”
“Fucking hell,” I thought. “D’ya wanna have a clearer analogy etched on your t-shirt? How troublingly
apposite that your mission in life should now be to save people from destruction as they pursue their natural
instinct to spawn.”
At this point, the frog lady introduced me to a subdued and pinch-faced individual.
“Arthur will show you around,” she said cheerfully. “He’s gonna be your roommate.” (In the film, Arthur
would be played by Rick Moranis or William H. Macy.) Arthur showed me round the kitchen with its horrible
meaty American meals. Meals which I, as a vegetarian, couldn’t eat, so I would have to live on fruit for the whole
month, like a little ape.
One by one, I began to meet more of my fellow clients, or patients, or inmates, or perverts—whatever you
want to call them, including an intimidating Puerto Rican cove who looked like a hybrid of Colin Farrell’s
“Bullseye” character from the film Daredevil and Bill Sykes’s dog in Oliver Twist (whose name was also
“Bullseye,” strangely enough), who kept calling me “London”—“Hey, London!”
I resented being called “London.” There are eight million people living in London, and my identity, I hope, is
quite specific. He addressed me the same way he would’ve Ken Livingstone or Danny Baker—God knows what
they’d be doing there. I’m not even from London; I’m from Essex. (Though I suppose “Essex” would have been
even less appropriate—it has, after all, got the three letters “s-e-x” in it and that’s what caused all this bother.)
This demeaning and geographically inaccurate mode of address was just one aspect of what soon began to
seem like a concerted campaign to dismantle every element of my persona. It was not just my copy of the
Guardian that had been confiscated on my arrival, but also my Richard Pryor CDs and my William Burroughs
novel. And I’d not been at KeyStone long before my attire began to attract complaints. Apparently, the way my
excess belt hung in front of my crotch was confusing and enticing to the pervert fraternity as it suggested a
phallus. So they censored me. I was like Elvis “the Pelvis” Presley on Ed Sullivan, I tells ya, punished for the
crime of being sexy. (Him on the telly, me in a dingy sex center … any analogy will break down under scrutiny.)
As the days went on, I started to learn why other people were in there. I quickly found out that Arthur was a
pedophile who had eloped with his thirteen-year-old foster daughter. If he went back to Arizona to face the
charges, he’d be in line for either lifetime imprisonment or execution. This revelation came as a bit of a blow and
made me question the rationale of the whole dashed trip.
“Okay,” I thought, “I’ve a bit of an eye for the ladies, now as a kind of punishment I’m rooming with a
pedophile, is that gonna be helpful?” Like them lads that get sent down for nicking a car radio and end up sharing
a cell with a diligent, bank robber mentor who schools them in criminality. I went down to the officer and started
making frantic phone calls home, saying,
“Get me out of this place.”
If I’d been less terrified I might’ve paused to dream up a new reality show format, I’m a Celebrity Get me out
of This Demented Sex Center, where minor faces off the box are forced to doss down with, say, Peter Sutcliffe for
the amusement of an apathetic nation.
John was on holiday—he’d gone skiing or something—so I was trying in vain to get through to other people
and tell them I was reluctant to share a room with this pedophile chap. No one I spoke to was prepared to sanction
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my departure so, out of fear, desperation and a kind of morbid curiosity, I decided to stay.
It’s extraordinary how quickly you get institutionalized in that kind of environment. You start wearing, not
pajamas exactly, as you do get dressed, but certainly indoorsy sorts of clothes. They have meetings every morning
and afternoon. The rituals are astonishing. You have to go round the room introducing yourself—“Hello, I’m
Russell”—and then admitting to your recent transgressions. These aren’t really wrongdoings as we would
normally understand them, more everyday actions which have developed a sexual component.
“I had an erotic thought.” Or “ did some eroticized humor earlier today.” ( liked the phrase “eroticized humor”
every much—it seemed like such a perfect description of what I do for a living, that a few months later I made it
the title of alive show which I took to the Edinburgh Festival.) Or “I experienced eroticized rage.” Then you’d
round the whole thing off by saying, “My goal for today is to get through the KeyStone experience and just live it
as best I can.”
People began to customize this closing declaration, I suppose as a way of emphasizing their own particular
characters. But far from lessening the institutional feel of the whole proceedings, it kind of exacerbated it. Soon
enough, each person seemed to have their own slogan: “Hello, I’m Stuart, and I’m gonna swim like a KeyStone
dolphin.” These customized slogans would often be drawn from the totemic cuddly toy that we were each obliged
to select from the mantlepiece. I had a camel. He was forced upon me and I loathed and resented him. Or
someone else would say, “I’m gonna ride the KeyStone Express,” and all the others would make supportive train
noises-Wooh! Wooh!” And I’d be sat there in the middle thinking,
“Oh great, I’m in a nuthouse.”
I’ve never felt more English in my life than when I was sat in that American cliché swap shop. They’d say,
“I hear your pain, it’s good that you shared.” And I’d be thinking,
“Oh, do fuck off. For Christ’s sake, someone put EastEnders\fn{A British soap opera} on the fucking telly and get
me a glass of Beefeater gin and a toasted crumpet.”
In that situation, alienated from my normal surroundings, I realized that the outer surface of what I thought was
my unique, individual identity was just a set of routines. We all have an essential self, but if you spend every day
chopping up meat on a slab, and selling it by the pound soon you’ll find you’ve become a butcher. And if you
don’t want to become a butcher (and why would you?), you’re going to have to cut right through to the bare bones
of your own character in the hope of finding out who you really are. Which bloody hurts.
2
Now for the old formative years, which traditionally in autobiographies are a bit boring—not in this one,
however. My childhood is so jam-packed with melodrama and sentimentality (described as “the unearned
emotion”) that you’ll doubtless use these very pages to mop up your abundant tears.
Once, for a TV program—which has been my motivation and justification for a good many personal atrocities
—I had regression therapy, where a therapist hypno-regresses you back to past lives you didn’t have. In the car
there my mate Matt Morgan (writing partner, Radio 2 co-host, companion and creative soul mate) kept
murmuring facts about Anne Frank at a subtle, almost subliminal volume in the vain hope that I’d spend my
session complaining about Nazis in the stairwell. As it transpired, my past lives all coincided with historical
periods covered by Blackadder.\fn{A sitcom}
“I’m in a medieval courtyard, I’m beating up that idiot Baldrick, I can hear the theme tune from Blackadder
…”
“I’m in Regency London at the court of the glutinous Prince George—played by Hugh Laurie—and I can hear
the theme tune to … Blackadder … Christ, I’d better run, I think that’s the SS at the door!”
Before the past lives were accessed, I had to be regressed through my childhood. As I rendered the bleak,
joyless depiction of my infancy, the therapist remarked,
“Can you not see anything positive?”
“No,” was my response.
“This is depressing—let’s just fast-forward to Blackadder Goes Forth, not the last episode though.”
So that’ s what you’ve let yourself in for. Fortunately, both for you and me, I grew up to become a comedian
and will make it as jolly as possible. In the words of Morrissey:
“I can smile about it now, but at the time it was terrible.”
*
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I suppose you want to know how it was that I came to be on this dirty little circle we call “world?” Well, I was
born at midnight on 4 June 1975. My parents, Barbara and Ron, had fought fiercely throughout the pregnancy.
There was one incident which Alf Garnett\fn{ A sitcom character, rather on the model of Archie Bunker:H } creator Johnny
Speight would have rejected as absurdly chauvinistic—“People will lose sympathy for Alf,” he might have told
himself, “don’t put that in”—where my father, in a bizarre reversal of the dynamic one would expect made my
heavily pregnant mother push his broken-down van, while he steered and swore.
It was a rapid yet complicated birth. I was born with my mouth open, and my umbilical cord wrapped around
my throat, as if I was thinking,
“Well, if this is all there is, I’m off. Check please.”
My parents separated when I was about six months old. My mother, who had been told she could never have
children, adored me and was doting and protective. My father, himself fatherless (his own dad had died when he
was seven), was a sporadic presence, affording me cyclonic visits at the weekends. He would invariably arrive
late, to find me ready and waiting for him, all dressed up and mummified in my duffel coat—toddlers can’t move
properly in winter coats, they’re like little trussed-up Hannibal Lecterns scanning the world with their eyes …
Then a huge argument would ensue, which would generally end with both my mother and myself in tears.
Some of my earliest recollections are of seeing Dad on Saturdays—him leaving me watching the TV at his flat
in Brentwood, while he read the papers or diddled birds in the room next door. I would mainly watch comedy
videos, Elvis films and porn. Another very early memory is of our dog Sam being put down. I was only about two
or three at a the time, but I loved that dog. I remember him not wanting to get into the car to be taken to the vet’s,
and me saying through a mist of tears,
“Come on, Mum, let’s go down the pub.”
My very first utterance in life was not a single word, but a sentence. It was,
“Don’t do that.”
Why is that the first thing I said? What kind of infancy was I having that before I learned “mum,” or “dad,” I
learned,
“Could you stoop? Whatever it is that’s going on, just pack it in …”
On recollection, it was probably because I’d just been told not to do something that I made this my debut
proclamation, rather than because I had the pressing need to bring some unpleasant incident to a conclusion. More
normal words like “bird,” “clock” and “mum” did follow fairly soon after, and ‘’tis good that I’ve got a mum who
remembers all them things. In fact, my childhood can’t have been that bad if someone loved me enough to
document my first words. That person—my mum—still lives in the house I grew up in, in the small town of Grays
in Essex, on the northern side of the Thames estuary.
I trained, as I suppose all children do, to practice seduction and manipulation on my mother, but the particular
nature of our circumstances inclined me to focus on this strand of my development to the exclusion of all others—
to the extent that I simply didn’t feel equipped for other activates or human relationships. First I hated playschool,
then I hated infant school—just as I’ve subsequently hated every institution that I’ve ever been forced to try and
fit into.
The outside world was fearsome. But I was safe with my mum, and at least once—when I was really young—
raised the possibility of matrimony. I remember saying to her,
“Why don’t we just get married? That seems like a sensible solution to all this fuss and bother.”
“I hadn’t foreseen the difficulties that could subsequently arise with such an arrangement. Although it’s not
that long ago, there was much more stigma attached to being a single-parent family when I was growing up than
there is now. My friends’ parents were all still married, and the fact that my mum and dad were divorced was
regarded quite sympathetically at school.
My mum had lots of female friends, so I had a kind of matriarchal upbringing—surrounded by women. As well
as my dad’s sisters, Janet and Joan, who gave me picture books which I would later get extra use out of by
changing the words to make them offensive and rude, there were lots of other aunties who were not actually blood
relations. There was Auntie Brenda—who drove my mum to the hospital to have me (because my mum was out
walking the dog when I decided to get all nice and born)—and Auntie Pat. She used to give me books as well.
Then there was Auntie Josie, the woman from over the way. My mum’s still friends with her now. In my early
childhood Josie loomed large. She was “brassy.” There was one occasion as a small child when I heard my mum
on the phone to her. Josie’s hot water had stopped working and she asked if she could come and have a bath at our
house. Knowing that Josie was on her way over, I quickly decamped to the bathroom, taking with me as many of
my toys as I could get my hands on.
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“Oh, Russell’s in there,” my mum warned her.
“Don’t worry, I don’t mind,” she replied, “he’s only a little boy.”
“Ha, ha, ha, you fools!” I exulted privately. I knew exactly what I was doing. As a result of my subterfuge,
Josie was there in the bath, naked, and I was on the floor, innocently playing with cars (and other things I weren’t
even that interested in), all the time watching her wash her glorious breasts.
“That’s it,” I thought, “keep washing; after all, I’m only a little boy. What do I know of the pleasures of the
flesh?”
I really was quite manipulative, even at that early age. I was already a weary connoisseur of my dad’s
pornography and had begun to develop my almost supernatural ability for guessing women’s bra sizes. Just the
statistics alone turn me on a bit. 34G. Cor. 36F. Blimey. It’s only a number and a letter but it thrills me. That’s why
I could never play the game Battleship.
“Thirty-two C—I’ve sunk your battleship.” You may have sunk my battleship but you’ve also decorated my
pants.
As a result of this matriarchal upbringing, I have been bequeathed a kind of hotline to capable, working-class
women of a certain age. I am truly comfortable in their company. That’s probably why all the women I have
surrounded myself with in recent years—Lynne, my housekeeper, Sharon who buys my clothes, and Nicola who
does my makeup—all have the same accent. The only exception is Leila, my yoga teacher, who is American, but
she’s like the others in that she’s a very strong woman—warm and spiritual.
My relationship with conventional masculinity has always been much more problematic. I didn’t have a lot of
friends when I was growing up, but I did still encounter a few of my friends’ dads. When I did, I didn’t much care
for those “Dad” chaps. Great, oafish, hairy boors they were—working nights and belching.
“Quiet! My dad’s on nights,” people would say, interrupting one of my eloquently bellowed soliloquies.
“Dad? Nights?” I’d inquire. Then the beast would awaken from a musty, darkened cave and come Fee-Fi-Foing out, sniffing the air.
“Perhaps we ought to play at mine,” I’d suggest, “your house seems to be inhabited by refugees from Roald
Dahl’s jotter.”\fn{Roald Dahl (1914-1990) British author, whose children’s books are known for their unsentimental often very dark
humor:W} Then off we’d scramble back to the comfort of my doting mum. My own father was only discussed in
hushed tones.
“You don’t want to grow up like him,” people would say, all grave. But whenever I saw him he seemed to me a
kind of Essex Cavalier—every week a different woman and a new scheme for riches.
“I would like to grow up like him,” I’d think.
*
Even though there were times when he had loads of money, he never met the £25-a-week maintenance
payments that he was required to make, and this exacerbated the impoverishment of the household I grew up in.
Mum once showed me the agreement which said how much he was meant to send, and when I saw him, it was my
duty to try to get it off him.
My mum did numerous jobs—taking me with her until I began playschool, where I was frequently in trouble,
having daily tantrums when she left me behind. Ridiculers to get in trouble at playschool really. How bad could it
be?
“We must talk to you about Russell. There’s been another stabbing in the sandpit.” I do remember inspecting
the spittle-flecked faces of senselessly enraged adults, looming like ogres, thinking,
“Well, this all seems like a bit of a storm in a teacup.”
I was awake as a child. I knew it was nonsense. I don’t regard my childhood as some foreign country. I still
feel myself within the same vessel—my flesh a rocket of which I am the captain and chief cosmo-naughty.
Is this something to be proud of? That I’ve not grown up? I don’t wanna get all Holden Caulfield\fn{ The antihero and icon of teenage rebellion in Catcher In The Rye (1951) by J. D. Salinger} about it, but I do see the passage into
adulthood as a betrayal of the innocent values of childhood. Even the most savage monsters that history or red-top
tabloids can parade were once just soppy tots, and before that snug lil’ fetuses—and I’ve never met a fetus that I
didn’t like yet.
My mum sustained us through a variety of dead-end jobs: she sold dishwashers to pubs; she was a cocktail
waitress in a London club for a bit; and she’d drive up to the commercial Road in east London, buy black sacks of
wholesale clothes and then sell them at “Clothes Parties.” What I recall of this is the Asian folks I’d meet in the
shops and the attention I’d get. Then all the women coming round to the parties at ours, trying on clothes and
smoking Silk Cuts but smelling all nice. I liked women.
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My dad had been a brilliant footballer in his youth. When he was sixteen or seventeen, he was invited to go for
a trial at West Ham. He didn’t actually end up going, because he was too nervous and afraid of rejection. But my
nan kept clippings from the local paper of games he’d played for Dagenham Boys, which was a team people like
Terry Venables had turned out for. He played against “Chopper” Harris once. My dad was an angry man, yet he
had an amazing energy about him too. I always wanted to emulate his enthusiasm and effervescence.
These were the kind of capers he made money from: he had a market stall in Romford selling these prints—
laser prints, they were called—which were just vivid photographs. Double-glazing, that was another one. Then it
was water filters. And when I was a small child, he worked as a photographer. He wasn’t trained in any way, but
he still used to do people’s wedding photos; some lad at my school complained that the photos of his mum’s
wedding had been done in an alarmingly shoddy fashion and that his aunt’s legs had been retrospectively added in
pencil.
I think that largely because of growing up just with my mum for the first seven years of my life, and thinking
of my dad as sort of heroic, but absent (and maybe even abstract), I found it very difficult to consort with other
children. I would often behave flamboyantly—jumping around and hurting myself, or doing disgusting things just
to get attention. I did a lovely line in ant-eating for example.
“Wanna see me eat some ants?” I’d ask some nittish prig of a kid.
They’d, of course, be well into the theme—this was well before Xboxes and people were glad of any
entertainment. My mum seems to have spent her entire childhood playing with something called a “Button Box,”
which alarmingly is not a euphemism but simply a stinking, lousy box of buttons—what a lot of tosh. So in the
early ‘’80s to see live ant-eating was pretty much akin to some of the more ostentatious hoopla peddled by that
goon David Copperfield (magician, not eponymous Dickens hero). But I only did it for the amusement of others
—I never, ever ate ants alone. I was a social ant-eater, never an ant-wanker.
I ain’t never really had much fun. I particularly dislike preordained happy occasions. I don’t mind Christmas so
much, because everyone’s involved, as long as they’re Christians or lazy atheists, or Muslim but into tinsel. But
I’ve never had a good New Year’s Eve, and I don’t like birthdays, or any other time when you’re meant to be
happy. I’m against the prescription of, say,
“Ooh, it’s Christmas o’clock. Smile everyone!”
For me happiness occurs arbitrarily; a moment of eye contact on a bus, where all at once you fall in love; or a
frozen second in a park where it’s enough that there are trees in the world. I don’t like New Year’s Eve. I don’t
think bliss could ever be preceded by a countdown and the chiming of a pompous clock, unless that’s what death’s
like. My mum worked hard to make my birthdays jolly but they were always a right stomach-churning drag.
I’d been kicking around for exactly five years when the occasion were\fn{ So the text:H} inappropriately marked
by an act of festive arson. My mum had made me a big teddy bear cake with a ribbon round its neck. The ribbon
caught fire off the candles. All the other children thought it was really exciting that this had happened, but I saw it
for what it was—a grim portent for the forthcoming year. While them other twits grinned out merry drips of piss, I
thought,
“Well, if this happened in a Ted Hughes\fn{ Edward James Hughes (1930-1998), British Poet Laureate (from 1984) who once
said: “I have a whole pile of pieces that are all—one way or another—little bombs for the studious and earnest to throw at me” } poem,
the protagonist wouldn’t see six.”
Then my dad burst in all silly string and cheap charisma. He’d always turn up on birthdays—in archetypal badparent fashion—with things you shouldn’t give kids; stuff you could set fire to.
“Wa-hey! I’ve bought you this big thing. It’s a gun.”
“Thanks Dad … Bye.”
My mum would be all upset, there’d be silly string on the settee, excited children and their wee everywhere
and my father gone, just a little cloud of smoke left behind in the place where he’d been.
The cake was horribly maimed. It was during the Falklands War and images of Simon Weston were abundant,
so this lent the fire-ravaged teddy another potent layer.
“Would you like a piece of Belgrano gateau, young man?”\fn{Simon Weston (1961- ) was a hero of the Falkland
Island’s conflict who survived singularly disfiguring facial burns incurred during that conflict to go on and become famous for his charity
work; Belgrano refers to the General Belgrano, a light cruiser of the Argentine navy, sunk during the Falkland’s War with a loss of 323
lives, a little over half of the deaths suffered by Argentine armed forces:H } People could still eat it, but the damage had been

done.
It was also in relatively early childhood that the first stirrings of the wild man junkie persona, which would
later occupy my life for a decade or more, can retrospectively be divined. It was at this lad Ben Nicholson’s
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birthday party. I went round there and was all crazy and off the hook—jumping in his paddling pool and knocking
things over and being all mental. If it had been an office party, I’d have photocopied my arse or effed some temp
in the stock cupboard but, as it wasn’t, I simply did the childish equivalent. Which meant, I think, I stood on the
edge of a plastic paddling pool making it hemorrhage into the lawn, and taunted the children’s entertainer with a
balloon sausage dog that I held between my legs as a humorously misshapen phallus. When I saw Ben at school
the next Monday, I was expecting him to say,
“Hey, Russell, great party man. You’re wild! Listen, I’m thinking of going to Vegas next week—wanna
come?”
But instead he sobbed, “You’re the bad boy who ruined my birthday,” and ran off crying.
“Jeez, what a downer—that kid totally killed my buzz. I was the life and soul of the poxy little shindig—man
what a square.”
Thus another friendship was dashed on the cruel rocks amid the storm of my self-destruction. You’ll see later
that I made no great leaps forward in the ensuing decades, either with regards to my conduct at parties or my
perception of my own conduct. Many’s the time I’d strut off stage at some dingy comedy pit thinking, “There!
Feel the magic!” as the audience queued for refunds.
From quite early on, I had this idea of compartmentalized identities—“This is how you are with your mum,
and this is how you are with your dad”—so it seemed like I could never absolutely be myself. And this image of
myself as compromised and inconsistent made me want to withdraw from the world even further. I had a sense of
formulating a papiere-mâché version of myself to send out in the world, while I saat controlling it remotely from
some snug suburban barracks. When I used to watch TV as a tot, I’d sit really close to the screen: just trying to get
into that box.
3
Over the road from where I grew up there was a disused chalk pit and an overgrown and abandoned army
barracks. I would go there—losing days at a time—to retrieve newts; these quick, sharp, darting slivers of energy.
I’d liberate them from the slavery of nature—trees and ponds and that—knowing that they craved the freedom of
a tiny death in my bedroom opposite.
It was amazing, that bit of waste ground. Obviously now, through the nostalgic haze of my adult perspective, it
seems impossible that this place could ever have existed. There were these concrete bunkers—utterly featureless,
like Stonehenge, but all overgrown with brambles and moss. They were linked together by underground tunnels,
in which you’d have to completely trust yourself—walking into absolute, terrifying darkness, within which
anything could lurk.
There was a strong stink of damp, the occasional crisp-packet, discarded solvents and evidence of sexual
congress. There was a burned-out car, and a pervasive sense that tramps might have been there. The whole place
had a mythical air about it and—informed as I was by reading C. S. Lewis and Enid Blyton\fn{ British authors (18971968 and 1898-1963 respectively)} at a very early age—it felt like a fantastic kingdom. I was lucky to have a place
where my fantasy life could manifest itself.
There was one bit that was all red sands, like Luke Skywalker’s home planet. And, with all the lakes and chalk
mountains, it wouldn’t have surprised me to look up and see two moons. It just seemed extraordinary that you
could be in gray, desolate, suburban Essex, and there would be something so exotic so nearby. Apart from the
wilderness over the road, the psychogeography of Grays was basically irrelevant to me. There’s not a particular
cultural identity to growing up in industrial Essex, and southern suburbia in general: it’s just very banal. And I
didn’t really feel safe in that place. I didn’t really like it. It felt closed to me.
As a child, the idea of class would obviously not have been a reference point that I would have had (even now,
I don’t feel like I am enmeshed in any particular identity in that area. Whenever I’m in any kind of social group, I
always tend to think I won’t fit in, and gravitate toward an identity that will stand out). But, looking back, by the
late ’70s and early ’80s, that old-fashioned sense of a monolithic working-class community had largely broken
down. Where my nan on my dad’s side lived, at Lillechurch Road in Dagenham, everyone still worked at Ford’s.
But there was no sense of cultural identity other than that. My granddad Bert had worked there too (my Nan had
remarried, some years after my dad’s father’s early death). But there was no cohesion. Nothing felt right.
Everything seemed broken and ugly, boring and vacant.
My paternal grandmother was fantastic, though. In terms of how she spoke, the obvious comparison would be
Catherine Tate’s\fn{British comedian (1968- ); whose “Nan” Brand describes as “a foulmouthed, working-class, sentimental cow” }
“Nan” character, but not hard. My nan was kind and gentle, yet also very strong, and even dominant, in a non2148

aggressive way. I spent a lot of time in that house in Dagenham, growing up. My nan was an utterly benign
presence in my life. And throughout my early years—until her death, when I was in my mid-twenties—my nan
would fix me with a sympathetic stare, cock her head and say, “Aaah, shame innit?”, as if my whole existence was
vaguely regrettable. This was a sentiment with which I often concurred.
One of the first facilities I developed to keep some distance between me and adversity was showing off. When
I was quite young, I did a Frank Spencer\fn{ A hapless-clown husband character on the British sitcom Some Mothers Do ’Av ’Em
(1973-1978)} impression for my maternal grandmother—the one I didn’t much get on with. (My friend Matt
Morgan says it’s wrong to have Nan league tables, but I think that element of competition brings out the best in
them.) My mum—who was my first audience, and an indulgent one at that—said,
“He does a really good Frank Spencer—go on, do it.” So I did it, and everyone really laughed.
“Do it again, do it again,” they cried. So I did, And they all agreed it wasn’t as good the second time.
“No, you’ve lost it. You’ve lost that uncanny knack of impersonating Michael Crawford”\fn{ Who plays the part}
—this precious window of opportunity had slammed shut almost as soon as it had opened.
While the thrill of receiving consistent acclaim for my hilarious impressions was to be denied me for a little
while longer, an additional source of dangerous nourishment was my dad’s reservoir of porn. I think I always had
a premature awareness of sexuality, but Ron Brand’s penchant for leaving me to occupy my infant mind with his
cache of girlie magazines certainly did nothing to stem the erotic tide.
I adored the cartoons in Playboy. Either they’d be one page, or sometimes a story drifting toward a climax
where someone got their boobs out. There was something quite eerie and perverted about them. I suppose because
they were cartoons and porn at the same time, and these are not two things you expect to see together. You kind of
feel—especially as a four-year-old child—that cartoons should just be of rabbits, but even the rabbits had erotic
connections in that beloved filthy rag. All these magazines were always clear about the market they were catering
for. They were called things like Jugs and Big Ones.
“And what exactly is our target demographic? What were you hoping to capture at Jugs magazine?”
“Well, if we had to put our manifesto into one word, it would be ‘Jugs’; if it were three it would be ‘Great Big
Tits.’” Brilliant, those magazines were. I don’t know whether I was already generically predestined to like women
with massive boobs, but, as it turns out, I do.
My dad can’t have had much money then, because when we went on holiday, he took me to Pontin’s. I don’t
know exactly where, but I suppose the beauty of Pontin’s lies in its uniformity. (They’ve found a winning formula
and they’re sticking to it—the same as McDonald’s: you’ll never turn up at a Pontin’s and discover it’s been
hijacked by a Colonel Kurtz-type figure\fn{ The main antagonist character played by Marlyn Brando of the 1979 film Apocalypse
Now} who dresses the Redcoats and wizards and insists that the Lovely Legs competition is replaced by
necromancy.)
We went to Pontin’s a few times. I didn’t like that “Crocodile Club” much, though. It was too much pressure,
the demands too great; it was like being in the Hitler Youth. The children were co-opted off and coerced into
being in a gang, with this abominable crocodile mascot as their leader. Well, I didn’t share any of his beliefs. In
fact, I felt that he was a despot.
“Do you think we could usurp this crocodile guy? I mean what are his policies exactly? I think it would be
easy enough to overthrow him—I’ll just say he tried to wank me off in the Punch & Judy booth. Surely that would
be grounds for dismissal?”
I felt all unpopular, lurching about doing some supposedly upbeat holiday activity. I was probably in the
adventure playground. I don’t know how adventurous a few metal poles roped together with a pallet on top can
really be—scaffolding that’s been painted red ain’t my idea of adventure. Amid the banality a little girl
approached me and said,
“Your dad’s in bed with my mum—do you want to come and have a look?” I paused.
“Yeah, alright.”
The chalet window was open, and there was a net curtain being delicately teased by the summer breeze. It
were like a French film noir, but set in Pontin’s. Actually, my dad wasn’t in bed with the woman at that point—he
was in bed on his own, and she was in the bathroom. I said,
“Alright dad, can I have fifty pee for the arcade?”
At that point, the woman walked out of the bathroom naked, and shrieked. She tried to cover herself up—all
knockers and skin everywhere almost independently trying to escape her—like she was a vet’s assistant bungling
her way through her first day, mishandling a litter of recalcitrant piglets. I watched her and pressed RECORD on
the ol’ brain box.
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“Intriguing,” I thought.
My dad gave me the money through the window. He didn’t seem bothered or embarrassed by the whole thing
at all. He was just muddling through life, was dear Ron Brand. He did his best, as we all do, groping his way
through fatherhood without a template. The little girl’s dad never found out. He was just playing crazy golf while
the real craziness took place in his wife’s knickers.
Less bizarre but equally impacting were the early trips to Upton Park to enjoy our other shared passion, The
Hammers.\fn{West Ham United is a popular London-based football—we would say, “soccer”— club:H } I didn’t do badly on the
West Ham front: he took me a fair bit, probably three or four times a season, starting when I was really young. I
loved everything about it—the intensity, the proximity, the noise, the journey there. There’s a very good
description, I think it’s in the lay When Saturday Comes, of how, when you leave your house to go to the match
you’re on your own. Then you see another person in a football scarf. Then one or two of you become the trickle.
Then the trickle becomes the river. Then the river becomes the flood. Then you get the sense of,
“Oh, my god, we’re all heading toward Shangri-la.”
Every time I stroll down Green Street I involuntarily recall feeling all anxious, nervous and small, the stench of
shit food and belched booze, but most of all the numinous thrill on ascending the stairs within the ground and
seeing anew the improbably bright, livid, lurid green pitch. Sometimes by happy chance you’ll see the pitch as the
Irons\fn{They were founded in 1895 as the Thames Ironworks; hence this nickname:H} run out and the crowd’s roar will greet
you as it does them and you know that you’re everything and nothing. I felt this too when I entered Saint Peter’s
Basilica in Rome. Regarding the ceiling, I understood why people believe in God. Because God appears to be
present.
“This could be it, it could literally, physically be God: not just some abstract idea.”
Leaving the ground and seeing everyone depart onto Green Street, I once asked,
“Is that all the people in the world, Dad?”
It was so exhilarating—the singing, and the violence, because even when it’s not enacted, the violence is still
there, there’s a kind of hum, constantly present in the language used toward the players, the referee and the
opposing fans. Malevolence lurks unseen within us all; even when all tiny and webbed in snot and sweeties. I felt
it in me. A need to be naughty or bad—and even this innocuous, forthcoming tale seems to me to indicate an
innate malady …
In the film Citizen Kane,\fn{1941} there’s that scene where Kane is dying, clutching a snowstorm globe. As he
dies, he drops it on the floor and utters the word “Rosebud.” Because when he was a kid he had that sled,
“Rosebud,” that he used to bomb down hills on, and he really loved it. In spite of the fact that in later life he
became a millionaire and built a business empire and had all that power and all that success, when it came to the
moment of his death, it was being a child on that sled that he remembered. Perhaps for all of us there is a moment
that epitomizes our lives—a moment when you’re more yourself than at any other time, an instant of absolute
self-realization. Well, that was Kane’s, and this is mine …
It all began with a nice old man who lived on our street, talking to me about some flowers that he’d grown in
his garden. I think over time I have perhaps, if not sanitized this old man, at least Disney-fied him. For now, in my
mind’s eye, when I cast my thoughts back, I see a twinkle-eyed Geppetto character, smoking a pipe and wearing
lederhosen as he tends to his nasturtiums. They beam back at him and grin—perhaps even jigging about like the
battery-operated dancing flowers that were to become popular a decade or so later. The passage of time has also
allowed me to lacquer the memory with the old man’s unexpressed suspicion that I were in need of a patriarch, a
father figure, and him being all kind and guiding me toward an understanding of nature.
As I recall it now, he put a fatherly arm around me, and what he said next could almost be a song from The
Lion King about the cycle of life.
“And these flowers grow, and one day they die, but they’ll grow again. These flowers are perennial. Their seed
is eternal. Flower begets flower and on we must go—from now until the end of time. Always it were thus, like a
line of human bellybuttons stretching back to Adam and Eve.” Then the old man paused. “
“Oh well,” he said, “I’ll just pop into the toilet for a wee … Don’t stamp on those flowers, will you?”
“Don’t stamp on those flowers …”
Why say that? Had he not parted with the words, “Don’t stamp on those flowers,” I wouldn’t have. It just
wouldn’t’ve occurred to me.\fn{It still might have occurred to him, but he would probably not have done it
because not to have been so instructed would have involved him in a position of trust—much more powerful than
verbal command—; but nowhere in this argument does the author investigate this possibility I might have
stamped on one to make an example of it. But in the sentence, “Don’t stamp on those flowers,” the word “don’t”
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is feeble, impotent and easy to ignore. Whereas “ STAMP ON THOSE FLOWERS” has a real linguistic verve; “stamp
on those flowers” could be a slogan, a cartchphrase, a banner under which nations could unite.
So the moment he shuffled out of view, all old and friendly, I stamped on them flowers. I stamped ’em till
there was naught but mush, till they were but a memory of flowers; I stamped with a ferocity that meant that
flowers everywhere would never again feel safe. It was a floral 9/11. I knew it was bad but I couldn’t deny the
urge; I know why them medieval loons were so keen to believe in demonic possession because I gave vent in that
moment to a timeless darkness, the parameters of which extend beyond my being and transgress the very borders
of evil itself.
I was angry toward them flowers—just growing there, thinking they were better than us. It was a bit like in
Stanley Holloway’s\fn{Stanley Autustus Holloway, OBE (1890-1982) English stage actor, comedian, poet and singer } rendition of
Albert and the Lion. My dad was obsessed with that poem—he made me recite it with him, verse for verse, at one
of his ill-advised weddings. There’s a line where the little boy Albert takes umbrage at the lion’s lack of gusto:
Now Albert had heard about lions,
How they were ferocious and wild—
To see Wallace lying so peaceful,
Well, it didn’t seem right to the child.

Well, it didn’t seem right to me that the flowers should be there, all peaceful and beautiful. The poem continues:
So straight’way the brave little fella,
Not showing a morsel of fear,
Took his stick with his ’orse’s ’ead ’andle
And pushed it in Wallace’s ear.

My memory of the poem has spanned decades in which the marriage it was learned to serve couldn’t played out a
dozen times.
I took my cue from the brave young protagonist of this famous tale and stamped down on that beauty: stamped
it into the soil. Them smug, up-reaching flowers, greedily sucking up sun.
“I don’t know what photosynthesis is, and I don’t know what’s in it for me, because I’ve never felt any of its
advantages. I think it’s a cruel trick …” So I were satisfied to stamp them down, and then waited with a churning
gut for the old man’s return.
He came back, beaming and benevolent, still with his leathery face and furrowed brow and them sort of thick,
dirty fingers and leathery palms that old men often go in for; it seems somehow satisfying to smell their jumpers
and fall asleep on their laps. He trundled back down the path, all warm, avuncular and glowing. He glanced first
at me, and then at his devastated flowerbed, all plowed up and butchered, like a Ripper victim—like Pearly
Poll,\fn{Mary Ann Connelly (c.1838-1888)} lying gutted in Hanway Street, Spitalfields.
And his anger grew the same way he’d explained to me that flowers grew. First there was a tiny seed of rage—
“Oh Russell, what did you do that for? I thought you were a good boy—a nice little boy.”
Swiftly came the spring and his anger bloomed into raging triffids. And suddenly this warm man, this gentle
man, was a shouting and screaming at me, incandescent with fury. I can still remember his roar—this visceral
sound booming up from his guts—
“GET HOME!”
*
I reaced home, a refugee from the botanical carnage, to sanctuary; only the pathologically mischievous know the
relief of closing the door behind them, locking out the world and its tight angry fist clutching dockets and
penalties for parental perusal. I was excited by what had happened, but also sort of sad.
I never spoke to that old man again. I closed down that account which could have been quite rewarding. Time
has bleached away my memories of the period immediately prior to the beginning of this narrative, but it feels as
if the old man’s kindly overture was not an isolated incident. He seems, retrospectively, to have had a tendency to
take me under his wing and witter away encouragingly. Having the knowledge that I’m being destructive and then
doing it anyway: I’m still trapped in that pattern. In fact, I made myself a victim of it again as recently as the night
before I wrote this very paragraph. I was at a do and thought,
“Russell, why don’t you just go home? Tomorrow morning will still be tomorrow morning, whatever you do
now. Why not forgo the opportunity for a sexy adventure and wake up on clean sheets with a clean mind?”
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Alas the demons were unwilling to negotiate and more flowers were damned. This is why I currently find
myself turning to celebrity hypnotist Paul McKenna\fn{ (1963- ), born in London} to brain-ma-tise me into change.
But if celebrity hypnotist Paul McKenna can’t help me, who else is there to turn to? …
219.25 Excerpt from Twenty Thousand Saints\fn{by Fflur Dafydd (1978- )} Llandysual, Ceredigion, Wales, United
Kingdom (F) 9
1
Men were scarce that summer. The women of Bardsey Island had begun giving each other languorous looks;
had begun talking to each other in quivering, feverish tones. Most of them didn’t even realize they were doing it.
For months, all eyes had been turned outwards, towards the sea and its glittering possibilities, the arrival of each
boat a benediction, a sudden breeze across the fusty, August heat. But when those weekly boats failed to deliver a
single man, it wasn’t long before the women started to peek, cautiously and curiously, at one another. It seemed
that, by now, any flash of flesh was enough to cause certain stirrings: the subterranean shadows beneath a
stranger’s shirt, the surrendering of a best friend’s ankle or an inner thigh, the seductive gaze of a neighbor’s belly
button. And unless today’s boat had a man on board—as they’d been promised—it was only a matter of time
before their glances and gestures sprouted hands and lips, before their wandering, unreal thoughts became the
subject of island murmurs.
Or at least this is how, Leri thought, she would start her documentary, executed by a subtle, velvety voice-over,
zooming in on the faces of the women lined up on the jetty, staring out to sea. She adjusted the lens, slowly
pulling away from the white dot emerging on the horizon.
“Stop sticking that thing in my face,” her assistant Greta said, closing a curtain of hair about her face. “I’ve
told you I’m not going to be in it.”
The camera skimmed further down the jetty Leri focused on Elin, one of the island’s volunteers, knowing full
well she wouldn’t resist being filmed. The camera loved her, her porcelain poise, the flutter of fabric in her fauxmodest flinches. She was the perfect siren. If only she were a little more articulate.
“You can feel it, can’t you?” she said, looking right into the eye of the camera, something Leri had repeatedly
asked her not to do. “That we might be starting to fancy each other a bit. It’s surprising how quickly your body
adjusts to these things—your mind might take a little more time to catch up but … I mean, I could, if I had to, I
may even want to in the end … but maybe it’s a good thing after all that they’re sending a man at last, I mean, it
might help restore the …”
The sentence found its own way home, as Elin’s sentences were prone to do. Leri framed her face while she
waited. This was the problem with Elin. You could get her to start but you couldn’t get her to finish. It frustrated
Leri, seeing her hoist those phrases up into the air like kites, but lose interest as they took to the wind, loosening
her grip; not even aware of the kite’s dismal descent. Sometimes Leri would have to hoist it back up again, if only
to rid herself of that vacant feel of the fragmentary, the incomplete.
“Balance,” she added briskly, tying the kite to a post. “Just say the word balance, and I can edit it later.”
“I’m not sure balance is what I meant,” Elin said, “I think I meant … oh I’m not sure what I meant … I think
it’s difficult to know what I …”
For once, Leri was prepared to let the sentence dwindle. She shut down the camera and looked at Greta. Greta
looked back at her for a second before looking off again. Leri wondered if either one could bring themselves to
discuss what was happening between them. Balance wasn’t the right word, Elin was right. If there had ever been
any, it had long sloped into some asymmetrical, slanting mess. Leri’s entire world had tilted towards Greta; the
green bottles rolling away from the bed, the bed springs bending, and her words, like her clothes, in disarray at the
bottom of the mattress, jumbled, ruffled. It was the kind of thing you didn’t mention, until the tilt solidified, until
the whole world seemed a little off center. It was never meant to be part of the documentary, she was very sure of
that. Stay focused Leri, she kept telling herself. She turned to face the sea; being surprised once again how its
swelling mass closed in on them, binding them to their tiny tuft of land. Everywhere you looked, there it was,
encroaching ever closer. It was nothing like the distant mirage of sea she was used to; this was real, pulsating.
“Then again, since when has a man had anything to do with balance?” continued Elin, as two herring gulls
perched themselves on the jetty behind her, chests puffing proudly as they circled her words with their pink splay
of feet.
“What we need is a good body.” She kicked the squawking duo away, “everything in the right place, all the
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necessary bits. I’m fed up of these sweet, pretty men … when you get them into bed, it’s all bones and skin and
soft kisses. There’s no weight there, no force, no rhythm. It’s like making love to a … feather, like being invaded
by a …”
Another kite fell from the sky. Leri was annoyed. Making love to a feather, that was fine. It was a nice
comparison, simple and compact, it said everything that needed to be said. She could instantly imagine what it
would feel like; the feather softly grazing here neck ad\s it attempted its seduction. Why Elin had to go and spoil it
all by adding another simile, she didn’t know. She was about to tackle her on it when the final word landed at her
feet, a gunk of feathers and saliva:
“Quill. Like being invaded by a quill.”
“Just keep walking Elin, OK, and keep your head poised like that. Let your arms go so we can see a little more
flesh. That’s it. Beautiful, just beautiful …”
Elin needed no coaxing. She was continuously emphasizing her angular dimensions by \wearing short skirts,
crop-tops, and those subtly-sexual swimming costumes that came undone in the back if you jolted about a little
too eagerly, as she was prone to do. Today she was wearing a short, yellow skirt, picking incessantly at its hem.
She was always touching herself in some way, Leri had noticed—rubbing that tight, concrete back of hers,
caressing here long arms, or reshuffling her breasts. Leri had given up complaining about it, finding that even
speaking to Elin forced a sentence to retreat, to curl in on itself (“Do you have to keep fiddling with yourself like
that, it’s so …” she had said, her voice losing its verve.) Elin had argued she needed reassurance that she was still
whole.
“I mean, in a place like this you can easily forget that you’re a complete, real person. Your mind plays tricks,”
she said, cupping her left breast in her hand. Leri zoomed in on this last gesture.
She wasn’t sure she could use it, but it had something; a kind of absurdity that would be otherwise difficult to
capture.
“He could be the most ‘balanced’ man in the world and still not have anything to talk about,” Greta
complained. “We don’t know anything about him, do we? At least give the poor boy …”
“Man,” Elin corrected, stepping out of here golden silhouette. “We want him to be a man. He’s twenty six,
apparently. If he’s not a man at thirty two then … well …”
Leri saw the boat advancing in the distance. Suddenly, Elin seemed plain and the jetty no more than a strip of
pale wood. Raising her camera once more, she could make out the boatman’s face, as well as a host of faceless
life jackets.
“You have to ask yourself serious questions about a man who wants to come and live on a bloody island,
especially this one, on his own, at twenty six years old,” Greta threw this last comment over the jetty, into the sea.
“Well you won’t have to bother with him, will you? He’s staying with me at the lighthouse,” said Elin, as she
bent down to dismantle a stray, desiccated crab claw on the jetty, “so it makes sense that I should have first
refusal, doesn’t it? I mean he’s one man and … well I’m not sharing him with …”
“Well you might have to!” Leri shouted, as the kite morphed into a balloon and glided silently away.
*
A writer-in-residence had been suggested by Gwyn, the island’s manager. Leri had been present at the meeting.
Despite seeming so joyous on the phone, layering his small talk with biscuit-crunches and coffee-slurps, saying
what a wonderful idea a documentary was, he was brusque when he met her in person.
“Don’t make a nuisance of yourself,” he’d said, twisting a graying eyebrow, “they won’t like that I’ve brought
you.”
She soon realized that she’d been set up, that Gwyn had planned to propose the writer in residence at a choice
moment, knowing that the board members were unlikely to show their objection with a camera present. Which
was exactly what Gwyn wanted; quiet approval, no-nonsense acquiescence. It hadn’t particularly mattered to Leri,
either, considering the material was irrelevant.
“The first meeting is just the first step in the game-plan,” the executive producer had told her. “Get them to
trust you. If you can appear a little bit stupid, then great. If they see you filming the really mundane stuff like a
board meeting, they’re less likely to think you’ve got an agenda.”
But as it turns out, Gwyn was the only one with the agenda; and she was at the bottom of it, while the writer’s
residency sat smugly at the top. The board members, eyeing the camera as though it were a wild animal waiting to
be roused from its lair, were polite enough in their objection. The thought of squandering the island’s minuscule
funds on a writer, when there was a jetty waiting to be extended, a tractor waiting to be painted, and a field
waiting to be excavated was almost beyond hilarity, said a ginger-haired woman in a purple cardigan. Never mind
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about that, said a balding man with a thin voice; it was perfectly obvious that the scheme was a whitewash.
“After the Venus woman,” he added, coughing into his lukewarm latte.
Leri learnt that the proposal came soon after the sudden, premature departure of Chiara Venus, the island’s first
ever artist-in-residence. The islanders, despite their initial skepticism, had begun to accept Chiara as one of their
own, and there had been talk of making her position permanent. That is, until Chiara’s first exhibition in the
school-house had revealed that they themselves featured in several of her oil-paintings. Howard, the island’s
farmer, had seen himself portrayed as an archangel, who seemed to be, from a great height, zapping a cat’s
genitals with his laser-beam eyes.
“We don’t even have cats on this island!” Howard snapped, slapping his palm down on the mahogany table.
“We don’t want another fantasist like that on the island! A camera crew is bad enough!”
The writer-in-residence, Gwyn argued, would be a different experiment altogether. Someone to survey and
observe, to live quietly in their midst; a watchful, probing eye.
“A perv, you mean,” said a young woman whom she now recognized as Elin. “Plenty of those here already,
thank you.” Howard shifted uneasily in his seat.
“You’re not seeing the whole picture here,” Gwyn gestured with his hands, “a writer could really do wonders
for the place. Write something dynamic, exciting about the island. Something racy—something to really sell the
place.”
“We don’t want to sell the place, Gwyn,” Elin noted, disapprovingly, “we need to make the island … well …
sort of …”
“Sexy!” shouted Gwyn. “Yes, you’re right, Elin. We need to make the island sexy.”
“That’s not what I …”
“A writer should do it. He’ll really be the making of us …”
“He?” Elin raised an eyebrow. “It would be a …”
“Yes!” Gwyn thundered, his eyes flaming. “A man, yes. It would, of course, be a man.” When she’d got back
to the editing suite in Cardiff, Leri had deleted the entire sequence.
He’d been clever, thought Leri, as she saw the boat approaching that afternoon. He knew the clincher would be
to offer them a man.
The boat was now gliding into place by the jetty, the ropes slithering from the boatman’s hands.
Leri flung the camera over her shoulder and started filming. She focused on the boatman’s brown face and
scanned the inside of the boat, trying to locate the writer in question. As usual, it was impossible to distinguish
one particular man from the dark mass of bobbing heads, all penned into their puffs of orange. She turned around
again to focus on the beads of sweat gathering on Elin’s brow—these were much more interesting, traveling their
way southwards over the smooth stream of her face, stilling suddenly in that pert, pointed chin.
“Not now, alright, it’s just not a good time to … I’m not really in the … just don’t.”
Leri turned the camera lens towards Greta, who was picking the skin from her lips, throwing Leri a bloodied
smile. Leri filmed her pacing back and forth on the jetty, her raisin-coloured hair rising now and again in the
wind, her cheeks shading a sudden pink, her glasses hiding her eyes. Leri thought warmly of those evenings
they’d spent together, each glass of wine a little sweeter, a little denser. She still found it hard to believe that she
had reached out towards her and she had not been rejected. Her drunken memory kept on replaying that one
solitary image, that of Greta’s shirt sliding from her shoulder, the cool moon skin rising to her touch.
The camera had been idle during those few days, tucked away in the canvas bag underneath the table in their
cottage, Carret Bach. The documentary hadn’t seemed important then, and she’d let the islanders be, knowing
how much they disliked its dark gaze. She’d done what Greta had suggested to do all along, what she viewed as
the best way to start the documentary: see people beyond the cold contours of the camera, peel away the layers
gently, so that when they did some real filming they wouldn’t always be trying to find things. Like found poetry,
she said, it is what it is. All very well and good, thought Leri, if there was nothing more to it. But she knew better.
Greta was someone who refused to be a subject; that’s why she liked her so much. But it was a hindrance when
you were trying to get a job done, especially one as covert and complex as hers. Greta was now distracting the
linear narrative she had planned for the documentary. She was always enthusing about histories and
reconstructions, about different emotional journeys that needed prompting, flashbacks that had to be cut in. Greta
had been getting to know the islanders, by way of taking part in the archaeological dig at the north end, and
seemed to think that along with the bones and artifacts and worthless pieces of jewelry, she was unearthing
something else entirely.
“I just don’t know why you’re so dismissive of the documentary, Leri, you’ve got a real wealth of material
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here, and all you want to film is lichen and choughs. You’ve got a chance here to really make a difference.”
Leri knew this, of course, She knew it, and she had her own plan, and she hated staring into that pleading face
night after night, not being able to voice it, unable to unfurl the exquisite map of her story at Greta’s feet. But she
was too close, now, to start sharing things. If you shared something, someone soon forgot whose idea it had been,
and she’d learnt that the hard way.
*
As was customary, the islanders formed a chain in order to sweep the cargo swiftly from boat to trailer. Greta
stood right at the front, so that she could get the first peep at the new arrival, while Elin stood right at the back,
hands on her hips. Leri recognized this as a quiet, skilled manoeuvre. Better still if the stranger saw her last of all.
He would be glad he had waited for such a glorious scene. Leri climbed up towards the boathouse, perched for the
right angle. As the chain dismembered itself, the real cargo came. An elderly couple in matching hats, taking what
looked like a first retirement holiday; three nuns, carrying their Bibles and baskets, and two birdwatchers,
binoculars hung like macho mdedallions on their gray-feathered chests.
And that was all. The white boat swayed emptily in front of them, laughing. Foam rose and dissolved, in and
out of shot. Leri lowered the camera.
Eventually, Brian, the boatman gazed back at them, bemused.
“What the hell are you gawping at?” she heard Brian say. “I know you’re desperate for a man, but you must be
joking. I’m flattered, of course.”
She saw Elin charge up to the edge of the jetty, young enough not to be afraid of Brian’s rope-burn
temperament. He was waiting to raze your skin with that rope at any moment, holding it out in friendly gesture.
“Where is he?”
“Who?” In one gracious leap, Elin was off the jetty, and into the boat
“The writer, the one who was supposed to arrive today!” she said, steadying herself as Brian loosened the
ropes and sucked on his cigarette.
“Don’t know what you’re talking about, darling,” puffed Brian, tilting his eyes.
“Stop looking at my tits, Brian,” she snapped, “and answer the question.”
That really wasn’t the protocol for talking to Brian, Leri thought. Her register was two octaves off the scale.
Greta looked at her, urging here to get filming. She lifted her camera once more. Brian was kind of fascinating.
He was the kind of man she’d only seen in a good mood when his wife had been taken seriously ill, a man who
had recently refused to come back and collect twenty day-visitors, because one of them had vomited on his dog
during the crossing.
“If you don’t mind, darling, I’ve got things to do,” he said, turning his back on Elin.
This was good, this was very good, Leri thought, the camera whirring its approval. Greta flashed a conciliatory
smile.
The roar of the engine drowned out the rest of the scene. The residual crowd watched as Elin flailed her arms
around in protest, and Brian sneakily y started steering the boat away, the rope closing in on Elin. But Elin
wouldn’t have it. Once she realized what was happening, they saw here, at fifty meter distance, jumping off the
boat, into the water.
They hauled her back onto the jetty, where she made the most of her audience, draping herself over the pale
wood, imprinting her dampness onto it, barely moving, whispering the occasional breath. Her small, brown eyes
bolted open.
“A woman!” she spluttered.
Leri forced her way forward.
“Are you alright?”
Elin looked up into the black eye of the camera.
“Oh for God’s sake Leri, this is not going into your programme, I’m not … I mean I don’t but that’s not why
…” Elin choked, sitting up.
“It’s a woman.” Her voice was slick and salty. “Brian told me just now. The writer. She phoned him to say
she’d missed the boat … she’s coming on the next one, not that that’s …”
“Another woman,” groaned Greta. “That’s all we need.”
“A woman who missed the boat,” Leri mused, as the camera’s eye shut tight.
2
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She misses the boat, as she somehow always knew she would. The result of which is this long, uneasy day;
Mererid sitting in a pale blue car next to a man she’s never been sure about, not really. He buys her a bacon roll
while they’re waiting for a boat that has already sailed. She delves into it; tasting only her own disappointment in
its rubbery rind. Everything now is about texture, sensation. Like Pwllheli harbour; its sneering white barriers, the
fondant waves. It’ll be alright, Mark says; one of the many platitudes he reserves only for her. She puts her hand
to his stony face, and is surprised by this unfamiliar feel, like the rugged surface of a planet. Unable to enjoy his
own bacon roll until his car has been reverse-parked at a more orderly angle, he restarts the engine. His bacon roll
falls from his lap, onto the floor. Yolk pulsates out. He picks it up, dusting away flecks of dirt, his lips feeling for
the join of egg and bacon.
“There wasn’t egg in mine,” she says, sulkily.
“They only had one left,” he replies, unashamedly, his words forming a yellow crust.
*
Mererid is informed, by a gruff-beard at Pwllheli harbour’s reception, that there won’t be another boat today,
and that the best thing for her to do now is to phone the boatman—some Brian or other—on his mobile. She dials
the number. Imagining the tremor in his loose, perhaps navy, trousers.
“You’ll have to go over to Aberdaron,” he says, the tide gurgling in his throat, “there’ll be another boat from
there at three.”
Three seems all wrong, somehow. She had wanted to go at half past eight. She was ready for this at half past
eight.
She sees from the look on his face that Mark is pleased. It means the whole day together in Aberdaron, it
means that the ending will not be abrupt, half-awake, as she had wanted it to be. She hates the idea of the whole
day becoming one elongated goodbye, a trickling of farewells along the north-west coast.
She had wanted to jump out of the pale blue car, and onto the boat, and she had wanted it to be half past eight
in the morning, before his face had even begun to form that bewildered look, before she would have had to look
him properly in the eye.
*
Last night sways gently between them. She had been lying in the dark on the sofa bed, waiting for him, unable
to sleep, listening to the stifled murmurings of the late summer night against the windowsill. He had been away at
a conference in Germany, and was arriving back at Manchester at eleven-fifteen. She calculated the amount of
time it would take him to drive to Bangor, roughly one and three quarter hours, allowing for the eventuality of a
misplaced bag or a sudden stomach lurch on landing. She waited, she must wait, she thought. He is flying back to
her, leaning forward, arms outstretched, falling through the air. And tomorrow, she will be sailing away from him.
She will stand up straight, clamber on a boat, turn her back on him. She will be rising and falling to the rhythm of
the waves and rock of a boat, but it will be impossible to quantify how far she is really traveling away from him.
The distance between them will be as indefinable as ever.
She remembers seeing the headlights come flooding through the room, signaling his arrival. The gravel path
grinding its teeth, a sturdy case rollicking over the doorstep. She remembers the creak of a door, and him falling
into her darkness, kissing her, laughing. She was naked, he was in combats and a T-shirt; his classic flying outfit.
She had bathed before bed; he had carried the stale air of the flight with him. He kissed her again and again and
again, and she let her lips do what they do best, reciprocate rhythmically, an accomplished performance. I am
good at this, she told herself, this act she has been playing out almost every night for the past two years.
It is Mark, she thinks, peeking at him now in a sliver of side mirror. It is Mark who she does not quite love, but
it isn’t as if she doesn’t love him, either. She’s just not sure where she stands on this. She is nowhere.
She shouldn’t have been naked, she thinks, recalling the feel of the long, predictable swell against her inner
thigh. She wouldn’t, she couldn’t; not then, not now. Her stomach was bulging, her head fuzzy with it, and she
was plagued by thoughts of those laxative adverts, the one where the woman carries around with her in her bag,
all the food she’d eaten that day. If she owned a handbag, hers would now be bulging with one penne arrabiata,
two Greek salads, seven jaffa cakes, and two smoked salmon and spring onion paninis. They are all conspiring
together inside her, huddling close, holding fast. And now they have a bacon roll for company.
She had been constipated most of the time since meeting Mark. It’s always there somehow. She secretly
blames him for it. That small, echoey, pale green bathroom with the weak handle and no lock. She’s always
perching on the edge of that rather faded seat, ready to lunge forward to stop the intruder if need be. But there are
other factors, those she tries to stop herself thinking about. There’s more than a mere physical, internal blockage.
She’s somehow blocked from herself. Something isn’t quite moving through in the way it should; everything is in
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some way clogged.
She drifted off in the end, or at least, pretended to. Within seconds he was snoring on top of her, only the top
two buttons of his shirt undone.
She hasn’t written a poem in weeks.
*
And so there it stands between them, now, as they reach Aberdaron, the fact that they have not had sex in the
three weeks Mark had been away. And she is going away for eight weeks. She knows mark, he has not yet given
ump It’s the first thing that sprung to his mind when she’d been told she’d missed the boat. They have an entire
day. A day full of hills, caves, caverns, woodlands, rocky enclosures—a day full of her eyes reflecting the calm
blue sky as he writhes on top of her.
She opens her red notebook and scribbles: I am the poem waiting to be written. She hides it from him, knowing
how trite he would find it. She slams the notebook shut, angry with him for having done nothing but be himself,
and leans forward as they descend into Aberdaron. It is a dead-end of a village, a seaside town framed only by a
vast ocean and pasty, smiling buildings. Nicknamed by locals as pen draw’r byd—the far end of the earth. In my
end is my beginning, she adds, the last letter smudging as mark swerves to avoid a limping seagull.
In the Aberdaron ticket office, she is told to go to Porthmeudwy. It seems an endless endeavor—the boat
getting further and further away from her. How could she have misunderstood? She, who always listens to every
detail, had somehow not listened that particular day to the man on the phone. She had heard what she wanted to
hear, and it created this day she wasn’t prepared for.
Lunch in Aberdaron. Still the blockage is there and the limp cheese sandwich does little to dispel it. The toilets
are dark and smell of lavender. Entering them after being out in the brash sunlight is like stepping into a cool
cave. She pulls the metal chain and listens to the water gurgling through the pipes. She thinks about living without
these familiar sounds, of filling the compost toilet with grass, of emptying the decay d\daily into the large sewage
pit on the island, like she’s been told to do in the letter that is now missing.
Her eyes meet the mirror. I am part-whole, she thinks, something she cannot bring herself to write down.
*
Mark insists on climbing Uwch Mynydd, the mountain side from which the whole island can be seen. It’s the
last thing she wants. To see it from that great height, from that colossal distance, will cement the impossibility of
ever getting there. But she follows him. She lets him guide her; even though she’s far more familiar with the
mountain, she lets him pull her up, she lets her hand be squeezed and caressed by him. The sun gets stronger and
stronger, and every time mark turns around to smile at her, she finds herself squinting at him, unable to see his
face. Mererid loves being in love with a shadow, it seems more real to her somehow, and she has one of these
sudden urges to tackle him from behind and wrestle him down to the ground. She hears his soft, fleshy thud
against the d\turf. The shadows cower, leaving only his face. She loves it, suddenly. Those covert dimples on the
left side of his cheek, the commanding, sturdy nose, those brown speckles in his green-gray eyes.
I do love you, “ she says. “I do.”
They roll around in the sheep droppings, laughing, kissing.
“I love it when you say it,” he says, quietly, holding on to the sentence with both hands.
They both sit up, and look across. There it is. Bardsey Island, lazy in the water. It looks like an outstretched
cat, its long green paws leading up to its gorse-carpeted, rising hind.
“It’s so small,” she gasps, “and so beautiful.” She looks across to what will be her home. Though she cannot
see the cottage, the tip of the lighthouse is visible, winking at her. She imagines walking out at night, looking up
at it and feeling its greatness, its towering mystery.
“You’ll be bored out of your brain,” says mark. His face becomes a shadow once more.
*
They arrive at Porthmeudwy, with half an hour to spare. He drives the car down the small, rickety lane. He
opens the boot, and she starts leaving him, bag by bag. He helps her choose her life jacket from the glistening
orange pile on the shore. She wants simply to go, to be gone. But there is so much scuffling, rustling,
interchanging. The boat arrives, and fragments into a flurry of smaller boats, returning passengers to shore. First
come the rubbish bags, the bulging bin-liners, all alone in a separate boat, a dark, bowing congregation. Mererid
greets each and every islander and holidaymaker as they walk past, knowing they are somehow ahead of her, that
they possess knowledge that is, as yet, beyond her. She tries to hide the urgency in her eyes. She feels Mark’s
hand on the small of her back and she cannot help but take small steps away from him. His fingers, one by one,
fold away.
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She is thankful, therefore, for the one elderly lady who changes everything, the one struggling with here bags
as she starts her arduous walk to the top of the path. They both see her, dwarfed by her suitcase, the wheels of
which are unsteady, turning the bag over, twisting her frail, shriveled wrist. Suddenly mark is no longer by her
side. She sees him opening his hands in a kind gesture, the woman smiling, nodding, turning around and wheeling
her case towards the car.
“I’ll be five minutes,” he says, with a gaze that is supposed to fix her, keeping her standing there, waiting for
him. “Don’t leave until I get back.”
The dwindling sun irritates her; the empty boat becomes a glare. The boatman gestures for her to come
forward. She decided to obey silently, seeing her own hands hurling her luggage on the boat without a word of
resistance. She will later recognize this, in a poem, as the moment she truly leaves Mark behind. She simply can’t
stay there, suspended, for five minutes. She tells mark later, in a text, that it was because she was afraid of the
boatman, and that he is renowned for being volatile and rude to visitors. It is true that she feels her own
inadequacy in missing the boat has already roused this stranger to something in her he intensely dislikes. But part
of her will always realize that wanting to be liked by an unpleasant boatman should never have come before a
proper farewell with this man she says she loves. She tries to let her mind be flooded as she sees the boat cutting
silver across the water, urging her on, taking her away.
She sees the blue nose of Mark’s car arriving once more at the waterfront. He gets out, stands at the edge of the
water, and potters around. She is relieved she can’t see the look on hi s face. She can’t really see him at all.
3
She had the best view of the whole island. At least, that’s what Viv would tell Sister Mary Catherine in her
letters. She omitted to mention that it was the best view if you were primarily interested in people. On a clear day,
like today, she could see all the way down to the Cavern through her window. And she saw much more than mere
arrivals and departures. She saw expectations. The surrendering flag of Elin’s yellow skirt communicated
everything she needed to know.
She longed to be among them; to leave her peppermint tea cooling in the shade, to feel the back door slamming
its full stop. It only took a few minutes for her to get to the Cavern. It was the perfect day for a jaunty stroll, dog
at heel, the whole island a glinting, exultant green. But Sister Maray Catherine had told her categorically not to.
“It wouldn’t be appropriate,” she’d said, in her squat, black handwriting. “Hermits like us must not congregate
among others of a disparate inclination. You must remain at the hermitage and God will lead us to you.”
Howard, the farmer, would lead them to her, and he certainly was no God, she wanted to write back. But
despite the fact that it was her island they were on this time, she still didn’t have the nerve to challenge sister
Mary Catherine’s authority. When she saw the boat come in, she got as far as the front door, with Elfyn, her black
Labrador, urging her on with his wet nose. But she couldn’t do it.
“They’ve zapped the anarchy out of me,” she told Elfyn’s bruised eyes, as she settled down to watch the
pantomime from her kitchen window. The second she heard the roar of Howard’s tractor, she peeled off her
cheese-cloth shirt and sank glumly into her habit, regretting instantly what she’d begun.
She had no idea why she’d offered to host this year’s conference on Bardsey. As far as she could tell, she was
the only one who saw the notion of an annual conference of hermits as quite absurd. From the moment she saw
Sister Mary Catherine, Sister Lucy Violet and Sister Anna Melangell ascending into view, gazing in wonder at the
surroundings as they rattled against one another on the trailer’s mobile-pulpit, she was already feeling crowded.
She’d attended the first, at Sister Mary Catherine’s island, Caldey, ten years ago, a few months into her
postulancy, as an attempt to prove herself. It had been a rather stagnant affair, the days as labyrinthine as Caldey’s
paths, which she’d walked in silent exile among numerous silent, faceless others, never seemingly getting
anywhere. The only bonus had been the chocolate, or at least, the promise of it. It was made by the island’s
monks, and had a dense, soap-like quality and a taste that scalded the ridge of your teeth. It wasn’t until she found
out that the monks also made soap that she realized she’d been munching on a bar of herbal fusion.
When she got back, she chided herself for having ventured there in the first place; it was surely against all she
believed in, having to traipse through Wales in the back of that hot car. Then again, she’d kept her head on her
knees the whole time, allowing herself nothing but a quick glimpse of a neutral sky, so that her journey was
through the landscape of clouds, down into the valleys of fog and rain. She could have been anywhere, she
reasoned to herself later. By the time she opened her eyes again, she was on that red boat to Caldey; balance was
restored. She would do the same when she returned—blanking out the bit in the middle as she went into her
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trance, sinking deeper into the back seat, this time strapping herself down with both seat belts.
That should have been her last trip. She wasn’t to know that once you’d attn\ended on of these events, there
was no turning back, that the iso-manic hermits hounded you with newsletters and gift-packs, loyalty cards and
special offers. She’d since been on a day-trip to the Blaskets—two for the price of one that year, so she took Elfyn
—and had rather enjoyed herself, primarily because the wind was strong enough to drown out the offending
silence. Then on to Lundy, Sister Lucy Violet’s territory, and then on to the calm shores of Ynys Llanddwyn, near
where Anna Melangell lived—not technically an island, Sister Mary Catherine had argued—but all had been
forgiven once she’d laid eyes on the gray-blue skeleton of St. Dwynwen’s Chapel, the windmill-shaped lighthouse
of Twr Mawr, the sloping, golden dunes of Llanddwyn beach.
“Her chastity brought us this beauty,” she’d said, crinkled bottom lip quivering. “She renounced love to live in
purity. It’s important that we remain close to eh saints, at all times, so that we can continue to be inspired by their
frugal lives.”
She fixed Viv with a potent stare. But Viv refused to budge. She’d done nothing but downplay Bardsey from
the very beginning, keeping tight-lipped on the subject of the twenty-thousand saints, and of the hermitage next to
her cottage. She certainly wasn’t going to volunteer the information that three pilgrimages to Bardsey equaled one
to Rome. They can go to Rome on a special offer, she’d thought, it’s not that expensive. But soon enough, another
special offer had leaked its way from Sister Mary Catherine’s fountain pen to the boathouse mailbox: an
opportunity to host the 2007 conference on your own island! The fine print, which she’d never bothered to read,
had firmly stated that not replying to the attached slip confirmed acceptance of the offer.
Most nuns would have loved the opportunity, she supposed. Her problem was that she wasn’t really like most
nuns. She’d been a lax holy woman at the best of times, popping on the habit mainly when it suited her, namely
when she’d been caught doing something she shouldn’t have. When Mwynwen, the farmer’s wife, had come
knocking the other week, she’d hoisted the habit about herself like armour, had stooped at the door, and had
argued that God had insisted that she dig up all that rhubarb in Mwynwen’s garden, that it had been a call she
couldn’t ignore. Mwynwen’s face reminded her of the bold flashes of red in rhubarb as it boiled. She’d had the
most terrific crumble.
It had been a few years now since she’d taken her temporary vows, and no one, not even the sharp-eyed
Mwynwen, had noticed her rather slipshod attitude towards her calling. But it was simply the way of things on
Bardsey. She lacked comparison; a context. On a two mile long piece of land, you rarely had two of anything,
unless you were a cough. And while she didn’t question the mechanics of Mwynwen’s home baking or Howard’s
lobster-baiting, they were perfectly content to see her vocation as equally legitimate to theirs, fulfilling their need
for spiritual service just by being there, even if she didn’t always wear a habit, read her Bible or wish to listen to
their crises of faith during those long, mean winters.
In short, there was no one to check up on her. No point of reference which singled her out as a fake. Not that
she was a fraud. But she wanted to do it in her own way. She always had done things in her own way. As far as
she could see it was the only way, when you’d had a life as troublesome as hers. Many had viewed her decision of
becoming a nun as another as another anarchical moment in her history; that perhaps moving to the island in the
first place had not been extreme enough for her, and that becoming a nun was a means of finding a new level of
extremity. But she knew it was nothing to do with being extreme. It was more to do with safeguarding herself;
keeping people out. And although the emotion that had spurred her decision, all those years ago, had indeed been
extreme, she was nothing now if not moderate, the quiet life of prayer having grown on her, like she’d grown into
the habit. People left her alone now; they didn’t ask her things, they didn’t probe into what had happened to her
like they used to. People had believed they had a right, until shed signed that right over to God. He now had the
exclusive. Even tough-tongued Mwynwen knew that there were certain things she couldn’t ask anymore.
There was nothing she wanted more than to take those permanent, lifelong vows, and to dedicate her life to
something that would bring her peace, unlike her previous endeavors. She’d grown closer to the island these past
few years. It was speaking to her in a different voice. It wasn’t merely the island’s beauty that kept her going now,
year after stubborn year, but something deeper, something so indelibly woven into the island’s landscape it didn’t
even have a name. She was used to decorating the island in her letters to Sister Mary Catherine, wondering how
best to conjure up what it felt like, what it really felt like to be roaming around here in a summer dusk; the heat
roasting the sky a deep auburn, the lavender sea lathering at her feet, carrying with it air that was clean like spring
water. But now she found it necessary to try to go beyond that, to explain that one sudden moment when the fresh
breeze came gushing in, just before the door slammed, the sense she had in her own house, of someone being with
her. Or what she felt when she roamed around the south end of the island, around those purple rocks, looking
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down into that thrashing whiteness. Living on Bardsey was somehow to live on the brink of things, but with a
sense that there was something, or someone there, tenderly pushing back her toes from the precipice. There was
always something bursting out of the place these days for her, flowers spilling over one another to be noticed,
lichen sprouting its soft regalia along the stone walls, Manx Shearwaters racing out of the round-homes, and her
among them, breathing quietly. And it wasn’t just what was around her that made it such a sanctuary, but the sea,
a mainland unto itself. She still gazed at it with wonder every morning. Each night, she let it soothe her, praying
in gratitude for its boundless mass which somehow spelled at once freedom and incarceration. The tide-race
around her pulsed with life, but she knew that true power was here on this earth, blessed, beneath her feet.
And it had been blessed, of course. Those Celtic saints, all those years ago, had made sure of that, all twenty
thousand of them. She’d been dismissive enough at first, when living her secular life on the island. Had guffawed
at the legend, saying it was nothing more than a marketing strategy. But she knew how wrong she’d been. They
were here, she could feel them. They’d offered up a connection, a sign of some sorts, that day at the Abbey, when
she was erecting the plaque. She’d let her in. She’d become quite protective, viewing the likes of Saint Deiniol,
Saint Beuno, and Saint Cadfan as her silent comrades, while Elgar, the renegade executioner-turned-saint, this
darker horse among the brooding pack, got her pulses racing, and her prayers muddled. There was no way she was
sharing them. They all spoke Welsh, anyhow, a language neither Sister Mary Catherine nor Sister Lucy Violet had
any grasp of, and the saints couldn’t be forced at this late stage, to learn English, now could they? Everyone knew
it was much more difficult to acquire a language when you got older.
Most of all, she felt the island was hers now, more so than it had ever been. She was one of the longeststanding residents of the Seventies influx, and certainly the most stubborn-standing, as she’s heard Mwynwen
whiter once over the hedge, the way she never left the island unless she absolutely had to. Not like the others, who
were forever boat-bouncing to Aberdaron to the beck and call of some errand or other, or flocking to their cottages
in Uwech Mynydd when the winter wound its way around them. Not her. She was staying put. She’d already
decided that these annual jollies had to end, that this would be the last one. She simply couldn’t face that
unsettling feeling she always got when she left, the feeling that she was betraying the place somehow, the sea in
front of her foaming its disgust. The second you left everything was different, the island changed shape behind
your back. It made faces at you. She never again wanted to see the feral delight in Elfyn’s eyes that she’d seen on
her return one day, bounding out from beneath Mwynwen’s skirt as though it were his home.
There really was no need to leave, after all. She ordered her groceries on the island’s pay-phone, she healed her
own tiny ailments with grass and lichen, and she cured her own neuroses through meditation and prayer.
Admittedly God wasn’t a dentist, but she’d only had minor toothache so far. She had everything she needed right
here. She’s had everyone she needed here once, too, she mused, before tucking the thought under her headdress
with her last stray strand of hair.
She opened the door and bowed her head.
“Sister Mary Catherine, Sister Lucy Violet, Sister Anna Melangell, I welcome you to Bardsey Island. Croeso i
fy nghartref, fy hafan, fy myd.”
She smiled conspiratorially at Anna Mclangell, who mouthed an appreciative diolch while Sister Mary
Catherine ploughed straight across the sentence.
“Sister Vivian, what an honour it is to be here, in your divine company,.” They formed three black shadows at
her feet.
“What a bounty has been bestowed upon you by God’s grace.”
Viv bowed down once more to greet their faces, silently praying that Sister Mary Catherine would close her
mouth so that she wouldn’t have to see the brown remnants of the cheese sandwich embedded between her ageing
teeth. She ushered them in, one by one, while Elfyn sniffed his way around them. She momentarily lost him in the
dark mass. One cue, Sister Teresa started to sneeze, and sister Anna gave her a pleading nod which instructed her
to take the dog outside.
Before long, they were sat around her table in silent communion with God, with Viv leading them in a prayer
which, at Sister Mary Catherine’s request, also contained an itinerary of the week’s activities. Mid-prayer, Viv
cautiously turned her head ever so slightly to the left, to exchange a sly, complicit look with Elfyn. The dog was
rubbing his grumpy wet nose against the window, wondering why on earth he’d been ousted to make way for a
pack of brooding Dalmatians. …
219.34 Excerpt from Fresh Apples\fn{by Rachel Trezise (1978- )} Cwmparc, Rhondda Cynon Taf, Wales, United
Kingdom (F) 10
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When you get oil from a locomotive engine all over the arse of your best blue jeans, it looks like shit: black
and sticky. I can see it’s black, even in the dark. I stand on the sty and try to brush it away with the back of my
hand, bent awkward over the fence, but it sticks to my skin, and then there’s nowhere to wipe my hands. Laugh,
they would—Rhys Davies and Kristian—if they could see me now. Don’t know why I wore my best stuff.
“Wear clean knickers,” my mother’d say, “in case you have an accident.”
“She’d say knickers even when she meant pants. She’s a feminist, see. But it’s not like anyone would notice if
I was wearing pants or not. John Mental from up the street, he said when he was at school the police would pay
him at the end of the day to look for bits of fingers and bits of intestines here, before he went home for tea. If it
can do that, if it can slice your tubes like green beans, who’s going to notice if you had skid marks in your kecks?
I can still hear the train chugging away, or perhaps it’s my imagination. Over in the town I can hear drunk
people singing but closer, I can hear cicadas—that noise you think only exists in American films to show you that
something horrific is about to happen—it’s real. It’s hot too. Even in the night it’s still hot and I’m panting like a
dog. I’m sure it’s this weather that’s making me fucking nuts. I’m alive anyway; I can feel my blood pumping so
it’s all been a waste of time. Forget it now, that’s the thing to do. Oh, you want to know about it, of course you do.
Nosy bastard you are. Well I’ll tell you and then I’ll forget it, and you can forget it too. And just remember this:
I’m not proud of it. Let’s get that straight from the outset. The whole thing is a bloody encumbrance. (New word
that, encumbrance. I found it in my father’s things this morning.)
Thursday night it started, but the summer has been going on forever, for years it seems like, the sun visors
down on the café and fruterer’s in town, the smell of barbecued food wafting on the air, and never going away.
And the smell of mountain fires, of timber crumbling and being swallowed by a rolling wave of orange flames.
On the Bwlch we were, at the entrance of the forestry. There used to be a climbing frame and a set of swings
made from the logs from the trees. It’s gone now but we still go there, us and the car and van shaggers. Sitting on
a picnic table with my legs hanging over the edge so I could see down Holly’s top when she leaned forward on the
bench, her coffee colour skin going into two perfect, hard spheres, like snooker balls, or drawer knobs, poking the
cartoon on her T-shirt out at either side. She was drinking blackcurrant, the plastic bottle to her mouth, the purple
liquid inside it swishing back and fore. I asked her for some. I wouldn’t normally—I’m shy, I’d lose my tongue,
but my mouth was dry and scratchy from the sun. Yes, she said, but when I gave the bottle back she wiped the rim
on the hem of her skirt like I had AIDs. Kristan and Rhys Davies John Davies, they had handfuls of stone
chippings, throwing them at Escorts when they went past, their techno music jumping. Jealous they are, of the
cars and the stereos but fuck that dance music, it’s Metallica for me. “Don’t tell them that.) It’s his real name by
the way, Rhys Davies John Davies: the first part after some gay Welsh poet, the second after his armed-robber
father, shacked up in Swansea prison.
Every time something passed us, a lorry or a motorbike, it grated on the cattle grid in the road. That’s how
Kristian came up with the cow tipping idea. Only we couldn’t go cow tipping because you can only tip cows
when they’re sleeping, in the middle of the night and it’s take ten of us to move one, so Holly had to go one better.
“Let’s go and start a fire!” she said.
“Don’t be stupid,” I said. “We should be proud of this mountain, Hol. They haven’t got mountains like this in
England. And you’ll kill the nature.”
“Nature?” she said. She rolled her eyes at Jaime and Angharad. “It’s not the fuckin’ Amazonian rain forest,
matt,” she said. She can be a cow when she wants, see.
“C’mon girls,” she said and she flicked her curly hair out of her face. “When there’s a fire, what else is there?”
“A fire engine?” Jaime said.
“Exactly. Firemen. Proper men!” And she started up off into the trees, shaking her tiny denim arse at us. The
girls followed her and then the boys followed the girls. So that just left me. And Sarah.
Sarah, Jaime’s cerebral palsy kid sister. She’s not abnormal or ugly, just a little bit fat, and she rocks back and
fore slightly, and she has a spasm in her hand that makes her look like she’s doing something sexual to herself all
the time. But she’s brighter than Jaime gives her credit for, even when she’s got that big, green chewing gum
bubble coming out of her mouth and hiding her whole face. I just never knew what to say to her—how to start a
conversation. I smiled at her clumsily and tried to giggle at the silence. We stayed like that, her sting on her hands,
chewing her gum loudly so I could hear her saliva swish around in her mouth, until a fireman came with thick,
black stubble over his face, fanning the burning ferns out with a giant fly squat because he couldn’t get his engine
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up onto the mountain.
“Come and get me you sexy fucker,” Holly was shouting at him, hiding her face behind a tree. That’s when I
went home.
On Friday morning, on the portable TV in the kitchen there was a appeal from Rhymney Valley Fire Service
for kids to stop setting fire to the mountains.
“Nine times out of ten it’s arson,” the man’s voice boomed. “It’s children with matches.” The volume’s broke,
see, either it has to be on full, or it has to be on mute.
“That’s kids, is it?” my mother said, hanging over the draining board, a red gingham cloth stuffed into a tall,
transparent cylinder. “I always thought it was bits of glass left in the ground starting it. It can happen like that
when it’s hot can’t it?”
My father ignored her, standing at arm’s length from the frying pan, turning sausages over with his chef’s
tongs. She gave up pushing the cloth down into the glass and washed the bubbles out under the cold tap. I
watched the rest of the announcement, spooning Coco Pops into my mouthy, the milk around them yellowy and
sweet.
“The mountains are tinder dry,” the man said, “so please don’t go near them with matches. While we’re
attending to an arson attack there could be a serious house fire in the town.”
I remembered the look of helplessness on the fireman’s face while he sweated over the ferns, Holly asking him
to fuck her. He knew that as soon as he’d gone we’d start it again so he’d have to come back, sweating again. I
opened one of the blue cover English exercise books my father was marking at the kitchen table before he got up
to cook breakfast, and I read some kid’s modern version of Hamlet. Crap it was, but I found two new words,
psychodrama and necromancy.
Later, at Rhys Davies’ house, his mother was still cleaning spew\fn{ Vomit} off plastic beer-garden tables, and
his father was still in jail, so Kristian and Rhys, they were drinking a box of cheap red wine.
“Matt,” Kristian said, dropping the Playstation pad on the carpet. “Holly got her tits out last night.”
“No she fuckin’ didn’t.” I said.
“She fuckin’ did and you missed it,” he said.
“No she didn’t,” Rhys said.
They offered me the wine but I didn’t want it. I went to the kitchen and scoured it for Mrs. Davies’ chocolate.
She had a shit load hidden from Rhys’ sister in Mr. Davies’ old lunch box, under the basket-weave cutlery tray.
“I wouldn’t poke ’er anyway,” Kristian was saying when I went back. “She’s a snobby bitch. She’s the only
form five girl I haven’t poked and I don’t want to poke ’er. She’s frigid, inshee?”
I didn’t know what frigid meant but I made a note in my head to find out and another one to remember to poke
some girl before people started to think I was gay.
“Imagine all the new girls when we start tech!” Kristian said. We were starting tech in a month. Kristian
wanted to be a plumber. His father told him, with some prison guard standing nearby, that he’d always have
money if he was a plumber. Strange, because Mr. Davies was a plumber but he tried to rob an all-night garage
with a stick in a black bag. Kristian and me, we were doing a bricklaying NVQ because the careers teacher said it
was a good course.
“The girls from the church school’ll be starting the same time and none of them ’ave got pinhole pussies,”
Kristian said. “Johnny Mental told me, they’re all slags.”
I was leaning out of the window watching the elderly woman next door feeding lettuce to her tortoise. It was
still really hot but she was wearing a cream colour Aran cardigan. I was wondering if there was a job somewhere
which involved collecting words to put into a dictionary or something, or a course which taught you to play drums
like Tommy Lee so I could throw sticks into the air after a roll and catch them in my teeth because I didn’t find
bricks and girls with big fannies that exciting. I unwrapped the chocolate but it had already melted.
That night we were on the mountain again, standing on the roof of the old brick caretaker’s hut, looking down
into town at the small groups of women walking like matchstick people to the pubs in their sunburn, their too tight
trousers and gold strap sandals, the men in blue jeans and ironed shirts. Holly, Angharad and Jaime, they came up
via the new road because they had Holly’s collie dog on a lead. There’s a farm across the road, see, with a
sheepdog in the field, a white one with black patches around its eyes like a canine panda. It barks at the sight of
another dog and keeps barking until the farmer comes over and tells us to fuck off before he shoots us. He thinks
anyone under the age of eighteen is committing some heinous crime just by breathing. So we missed looking
down into Holly’s cheesecloth blouse as she passed underneath us. Sarah was five minutes behind them, wobbling
over the banking, her thick white shins shining, her short yellow hair bouncing on her fat, pink head. There was
2162

some kind of in joke going on with Kristian and Rhys and Angharad and Holly and Jaime. They all seemed to be
winking at one another, or talking to one another but with no words coming out of their mouths. I thought I caught
Kristian doing a wanker signal behind my back but I passed it off as a hallucination, with the sun being so fucking
hot. Then the dog began to cough.
“Holly, there’s something wrong with your dog,” I said. “I think it’s dying.”
“Take her to the dam,” Holly said, because she thinks I’m some kind of PA, put on the planet to look after her.
I took the dog to the dam, watched it lap up the slimy water and when I came back everyone had gone. You get
used to that when you’re a teacher’s son, your friends disappearing to smoke fags or sniff glue and aerosol
canisters without you.
It had been an hour before I thought of something to say to Sarah and even then I didn’t say anything. She
blew a great big bubble; I saw it growing from the corner of my eye where I was sitting next to her on the grass. I
put my finger straight up to her face and burst it. For a second everything smelt like fresh apples. That’s what
made me want to kiss here. I just pinned her to the ground and kissed her, my eyes wide open, her tiny blue eyes
smiling up at me. Insider her mouth the chewing gum tasted more like cider. I found her tits under a thick vest but
there was no shape to them. Her whole chest was like an old continental quilt, all soft and lumpy under its duvet
cover. I kept on kissing her, my front teeth bashing against hers. She didn’t flex a muscle, just lay there looking
amused by me. When I had her bush in my hand, her pubes rough and scratchy, that’s when I noticed the dog
looking at me funny, its brown eyes staring down its long snout. I tidied Sarah’s clothes up the best I could and
ran away sniffing my fingers and I thought that was the end of it.
On Saturday morning—the next day—Kristian, Rhys Davies and me, we were sitting on the pavement in the
street flipping two and five pence coins. It’s the main thoroughfare, see, for the town. When it’s sunny we just sit
there watching women going shopping in cotton dresses, pushing prams with big, bald babies inside. Our street
was built during the coal boom, my father said, a terrace with a row of small houses for the miners and their
families on our side, and a row of bigger ones with front gardens opposite for the mine managers and supervisors.
Johnny Mental was sitting on his porch wearing sunglasses, drinking lager, his teeth orange and ugly. Someone
was painting their front door a few yards away, with a portable radio playing soul music: Diana Ross or some shit.
A big burgundy Vauxhall Cavalier came around the corner, real slow like a old man on a hill, until it stopped next
to us and I saw Jaime in the back looking worried, here eyes tiny and sinking back into her head. Her father got
out, a tall broad man who looked like tom Baker in Doctor Who, and he picked Kristian up by the collar of his
best Kangol T-shirt because that’s who he was closest to.
“You raped my daughter, you little prick,” he said.
My stomach did a somersault inside me and got all twisted up. I looked at Jaime through the smoked glass of
the car, but she had the back of her head to me, looking at Johnny mental. He’d stood up and was watching us; the
lager can tilted in mid air towards his chin. Jaime’s father punched Kristian in the midriff, cleverly so that none of
us could see it, but we all knew it.
“Look at you—you dirty fuckin’ pedophile,” he said to Rhys Davies John Davies and he spat on the pavement
next to his feet. “Won’t be long until you’re eating breakfast with your father, will it?” he said, but he didn’t touch
him. He picked me up by my ears, by my ears. My heart stopped beating then and my blood drained away. I don’t
know where it went but I felt it go. “Was it you?” he said, and he knocked the back of my head against the brick
wall of the house. “Did you rape my daughter, you sick little cunt?” I could feel myself disappearing in his grasp
when I heard Jamie shouting, “C’mon. C’mon Dad, get in the car.” I heard the door slam behind him but it didn’t
sound anything like relief.
“So have you,” I said, even though I couldn’t see him properly. All I could really see was the bright yellow
light of the sun but I imagined Johnny Mental smirking at me from across the road. I was thinking that if a stick in
a bag was actually armed robbery then just having a cock could make a kiss and a crap fumble into a rape. I tried
to look as confused as Kristian and Rhys were, as we all looked at each other, pale skinned and speechless, and I
tried to drift back to myself.
I never really got there. My parents went to the town hall that night to watch a play about an old writer dying
of the consumption. I went walking. I walked through the comprehensive school, even though I thought I’d done
that for the last time after my exams three months ago. I didn’t have the energy to lift my feet but at the same time
they seemed to lift all by themselves. Over the running track I kept thinking about Sarah. I tried not to. I tried to
think about words but the only ones which came were the ones that came out of Tom Baker’s mouth with a spray
of bitter saliva: sick and pedophile and rape. And underneath them I could se Sarah on the grass, smiling at me,
her skirt hitched up her fat legs. There was no way it was rape or even molestation, she was fucking smiling at
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me, and she’s fourteen, not a child. I’m not a pedophile. Jaime’s sixteen and she’s sucked the whole village’s dick
—that’s what I told myself. But the longer I looked at the picture the more her smile turned into a frown, like
looking at the Mona Lisa for too long, and she was starting to shake, her arms flailing on the ends of her wrists.
Then I was here, on the railway track, lying down, the rails cutting into my hamstrings and the small of my back. I
wasn’t sure if I wanted to die. No, I didn’t want to die. Not forever anyway, only until it was over, until it was all
forgotten. I remembered Geography classes in school, where the teacher would talk about physics instead because
he was a physics teacher really and we’d get bored and stare down here to the r\track and talk about how many
people had died here. Kristan said there was a woman who tied herself in a black bag and rolled onto the track so
that when the train came she wouldn’t be able to get up and run. I didn’t need to do that. I stayed perfectly still.
Didn’t even slap the gnats biting my face. When the train came, the clackety-clack rhythm it made froze me to the
spot. I just closed my eyes. When I opened them again the train had gone, gone right past me on the opposite track
and splashed my legs with black oil. I don’t know now if I’m brave or just stupid. It isn’t easy to be sixteen, see,
and it isn’t that easy to die.
2
It was summer. (But not really.) The sun, like a hot, green tennis ball, lit the lint and dust skating on the air of
the bedroom. Through the white stripes of the Venetian blind. But it was hiding behind a slate-gray cloud, teasing.
Jacqueline sat at her dressing table running a cotton bud dipped in Vaseline along the outline of her mouth, gently
at first. And then harder and harder, as though she was finding herself, or recreating herself, painting her own lips
onto her face and not just moistening the ones her mother gave her. She was thirty-three now. Funny, because she
still looked seventeen, her 28-inch waist standing lithe in her chocolate brown cat suit, the zipper on it a chrome
thing that balanced between her firm tits. There are people alive who would die to look like this, she thought, but
beauty is like money. It means nothing when you have it and everything when you don’t.
Her father was late. That’s what her father was, late, for everything except work. For her birth, for her school
play, for her wedding, for this pub lunch, and when he’d turn up he’d say, “Don’t fret Miss Onassis,” as though
she was still his brunette ballet-dancing little girl. Yeah, some modern American princess she’d turned into. This
was south Wales, and when she tilted her head back she could see in the mirror the abysmal hole cocaine abuse
had burned through the septum of her pretty nose. The bedside phone rang. She ignored it. She didn’t even look at
it. She ignored, no, she shut out the sound and shut out the pungent ghosts she could see writing on the filthy
mattress of the walnut-frame bed: her bed. Instead, she fingered the brown envelope of her decree nisi. She was
divorced now. It was over now. Today was the first day of the rest of her sweet life. (But not really. Everyone
knows you have to wait for the absolute.
Over the mountain, the lumpy planes of fresh green ferns, the arms on their stems uncurling, slow worms
crawling underneath them, a twenty minute drive away, Graeme lay on his smoke colour draylon settee, the
telephone cradle balancing on his naked waist, the receiver stuck to his face. A thin pink ring around his thighs
where the white cotton of his underwear ended, before the orange self tan began. He stared around the baleful
room, at the thick, drawn curtains. Through the wave of the cotton he saw Saturday morning light but he didn’t
know whether it was yellow or blue, or white or gray, and he would not stand up to check. Last night’s cider
bottles and beer cans were scrunched up into a sculpture of debris in the middle of his glass coffee table, lipsticksmudged glasses and a rotting odour. Around the edges, sticky tea and coffee circles from last week, or last
month. He looked at the television, at the group of teenagers there miming badly, but dancing exceptionally well
in small, bright clothes. He looked at the chair, and at Gemma sitting in it, her red pyjama top buttoned only at the
waist, to reveal her fifteen year old pancake breasts and her ribs rising like stairs to meet them, her face solemn
between the pages of a magazine. His semen in her hair, turning it to thick strands of yellow straw. And the phone
kept ringing. He tried to listen beyond it, to hear the sound of his house over the mountain, but he heard nothing.
Probably, that’s what made him angry.
“Bitch,” he said, and he gave up, threw the telephone to the old, stained carpet.
“I think he doth protest too much,” Gemma whispered, perhaps to Graeme, but perhaps only to herself, holding
a page in the air, its numbers hidden on both sides under her thumb and forefinger.
“What the fuck’s that supposed to mean?” he said, startled, looking at her ridiculous young body and her fatty,
insolent face.
She shrugged her shoulders.
Graeme reached over and whipped the magazine from her lap but it was only a photograph of a blue-eyed,
long-legged model, a leopard print slip and a baby tiger on a dog leash, the airbrushed gloss fake people hide
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beneath.
“I’m doing Shakespeare at school,” she said then.
“I know its Shakespeare,” he said. “I know what it means too.”
“Well look at you,” she said, standing up, her voice ascending into a whine. “Jacky this, Jacqueline that. It’s
got nothing to do with the house. You’re always watching those stupid videos. You’re obsessed.”
Her whine wound down to tears, her face purpling. She snapped her top shut and stood awkwardly before his
body, sprawled the length of the settee, her arms stretched out at the sides as if to demonstrate the madness of the
situation. She gulped.
“Don’t know what you see in the ugly old cow anyway.”
Graeme sat up and punched her.
In an Abergorki restaurant, fifteen minutes away now, Jacky’s father scooped a forkful of pink flesh from his
trout, and then stabbed the silver prongs into an al dente floret of broccoli. The food disappeared suddenly, like a
fly you couldn’t catch, into his parted gray mouth. Jacky watched as he repeated this procedure, over and over,
broccoli first, then a carrot, and from another china-white side dish, a new potato swathed in golden spread. He
didn’t look up at all, just kept on eating, like a pig from a trough, his fatted temples dancing as he chewed. “Do
they have to speak Welsh here?” he said at one point. “What a fucking god-awful language.”
But he didn’t check, and didn’t care who it was using the mother tongue he never knew, never learned, the
choky words sounding to Jacky like a song that drifted with the food smells around the room. He was a
millionaire, Jacky’s father. (But not really.) Oh, he had the money, somewhere, and everybody knew it, even
before she did. Before she knew what an E-Type Jag was he’d driven her to comprehensive school in one. The
teachers stared out of the staff room window because it was unusual, no, bizarre to see money here, in this valley
where poverty surrounded you like a neck brace. But in his own mind he was a poor man because he made the
bulk of it after his thirty-fifth birthday. Apparently it wasn’t worth as much then. He’d set a deadline for himself
and he’d missed it. Since then he’d been working twenty-four seven trying to rebuild that burnt bridge behind
him, the old fucking for virginity routine. Jacky tried to imagine him as a child with a red mouth, her grandmother
spooning ice cream into it, saying,
“Open up, here comes the airplane.”
But she couldn’t. She couldn’t ever imagine her father not being in charge. In her vision, she turned into her
grandmother; lactation stains on the bust of her polka dot dress, and her father someone who wasn’t conceived
yet. She jumped suddenly when his heavy knife squawked on his empty plate.
“What’s the matter?” he said, brash, as though nothing could ever matter.
“Nothing Dad,” she said, lowering her head to him, ever conscious of the embarrassing pit behind her face,
worried that he’d notice, although she knew he never would.
“Well are you going to eat that?” he said, pointing his nose at the cottage cheese salad curdling on her plate.
Jacky shook her head, pushing the food away from here. Her father frowned, at the ceiling, not at her.
“Bad egg, Jack,” he said. “Told you all those years ago. You wouldn’t listen. He’s gone now,” he said and he
made a movement above the table with his fat fingers, a little boy running away with the snot still drying on his
face.
“Don’t fret Miss Onassis,” he said. “You have the house, the money, your job, your freedom. You’ve won,
baby,” he said smiling, knowing that him and his solicitor had won, and not knowing his daughter.
“Fuck him,” he said and he slapped a gold credit card on a saucer.
Later, Saturday afternoon, nothing but sport on TV—blue Lowry figures rolling around against a mud-red and
grass-green background. Gemma prised the ring pull on a can of soda, tsss. She held it firm to her mouth, the skin
of her face tight, white paper under a thick, wet layer of sand colour concealer, already developing the silvery
impact of a fist, her eyes pink like a soft albino animal’s. In the silence of the empty room, past the light electrical
snore of the mute television, she heard a bird sing outside, and further away, even lovelier, her friends at the back
of Aberdare market, giggling, screaming, smoking spliffs in baseball caps and bra tops. She reached without
moving her torso for a slice of notebook on the coffee table and caught it between her short, curling toes,
struggled to read its text through the gloom on the wrong side of the closed curtains. I’ve seen the film, that’s
what it said, her script, her autocue, her line—to be delivered to her boyfriend’s wife, down a telephone cable, on
the hour, every hour.
“Try not to sound like a kid from Hirwaun,” Graeme had said. “Try to sound like you’re important.”
“I’ve seen the film,” she said, to the gray wall, her small voice insistent.
“I’ve seen the film.”
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“I’ve seen the film.”
“I’ve seen the film.”
She picked the phone up and listened for a moment to the lonely clicking of the exchange. Then she put it
down again. To a thirty-year-old woman she was bound to sound like a school kid from Hirwaun; not any old kid
though, she thought. Gemma was Tom Jones’ daughter. (But not really.) Her mother had shagged him, that much
was true. She’d heard her mother talking about it to the big fat Italian woman in the Bracci’s; how they went to
John and Maria’s on Sardis Road every Sunday to meet, and how one day sitting on the bus to Pontypridd her
transistor radio said that Kennedy was dead. But that was years before Gemma was born. Nobody knew who her
father was, least of all her mother. Sometimes though, it was nice to think it could be tom Jones, nice to think she
was the close to an easy life, nice to think she could snap her fingers and be in a Los Angeles pool party away
from this council estate, away from her illegitimacy; away from her bruises. Sometimes it was nice to think that
she could be important. She picked the telephone up again then because she heard the front door latch go.
Graeme stood at the porch smiling at her, the violet veins in his neck gone away.
“It’s engaged,” Gemma said, her eyes frozen, the receiver limp in her hand. He slid a pink velvet jewelry box
out of his jean jacket.
“So are you,” he said.
That night, Jacky twisted in the pastel pink sheets of her bed. Up and down the terrace pavements she heard the
clicking of women’s stilettos, half liters of vodka and white rum hidden in the secret pockets of their leather
handbags, those few precious hours wet aside for pure fun, Saturday night; all right for dancing, all right for
drinking, all right for fighting. All Jacky had planned was sleep, but she couldn’t do that, couldn’t close her eyes
and feel the hard ground, the cruel world slip away under her soles. The bedroom smelt bad, a bitter stench of sour
breath, in the air, in the pillows, ghosts watching her, watching her furniture, breathing out sick and stale dioxide.
However tight she screwed her face, her skin wrinkling like fruit, the evening light penetrated it, as though she
had pin prick holes in her eyelids like the holes in the lining of her nose. Outside, hundreds of crows circled the
town, swooping and shirking in graceful figures of eight: black spots against a magnolia sky. They screeched and
squawked at one another in their fast, shrill bird language, warning something pivotal. Jacky was scared that if she
fell asleep she’d never wake. Or even worse, she would. She turned onto her back and smoothed her hand into the
cold sweat coating her hard, flat belly, looked at the ceiling rose, at its lips and curves, its shadow and light, the
corners where dust gathered. She knew it like her own vagina.
“Fuck him,” her Dad had said. There was the problem; she’d already done too much of that.
Then the telephone rang and she answered it, fooled herself in a second that her father’s imminent heart attack
had arrived. Naked, cold, she held the receiver to her head and waited for the girl or for the man to spray their hot
acid, the skin on her arms goosey. But it was Matt, the new boy at the estate agent, pissed, plucking up the
courage to ask his blonde, rich, divorcee boss out for Sunday drinks, and she had nothing better to do.
“Yeah, see you tomorrow,” she said.
Relief brought her sleep. But she dreamed of brown paper packages, all tied up with string. Videotape-shaped
packages.
The next night, Sunday night, Gemma’s bath night, Graeme drover over the mountain, his stomach heavy with
his mother’s doughy Yorkshire pudding. His tyres whipped on the black road as it curled and sloped
unfathomably, like a stray public hair; sheep, their big yellow angular bodies squatting at the edge, the hot tar
their campfire. Down in the next valley everything was dead. Everything except the Lucozade-orange street
lamps. He drove, a thief in the night through the sleepy never-ending villages and blood-red stop signals until he
got to the house, to his house. The moon shone against it, showing up its new paint, a soft lime colour, like a
woman in a new layer of confidence, stepping out into the summer for the first time in a mini-skirt and a new pair
of sandals. The hanging baskets either side of the front door, fuchsias trailing out: her grotesque earrings. He
parked opposite and sat in the darkness, staring at its drawn curtains, its closed eyes. Inside, it was the same old
No 36. He imagined it, the chips in the banister, the scuffs in the bathroom tiles, next door’s black cat crying at the
kitchen window. Through a kink in the slat of the blind he saw the weak leg of the eight-seat dining table, and he
thought he saw his wife dancing on it, kicking here lace knickers across the room. (But not really.) His wife was
in the street with another man, a younger man, laughing, her fingers smoothing the curled ends of her hair. He
watched them fumble up to the door, this strange and ugly couple, the man’s plump fingers making ripples in the
loose polyester of Jacky’s black dress. He wanted him to go in. (But not really.) To ravage her (but not really).
Graeme smoothed the palms of his hands along the thighs of his trousers, rubbed them until his skin was sore
against the cotton, his heartbeat filling the car. When the boy turned out of the street, dawdling like a happy child
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around the corner, Graeme’s muscles slackened, that’s when the anguish came. He saw the light go on in the
bedroom and he picked hi mobile up from the dash.
“Hello?” Jacky said, here voice sugary.
“Jacqueline?” Graeme said, thwarting. “You’re still in my house. What’s it going to take to get you out? Huh?
We’ve had this chat before, remember? I get the house, or I get some compensation, or Daddy gets the tapes.
Which part of this situation confuses you so much, baby? What’s Daddy into, anyway? What would Daddy like to
see Miss Onassis do? Anal? Would he like that? Girl on girl? Oh, I know, the gang bangs. Hurry up now, jack.
I’ve got enough copies to cover your new boyfriend too. I’m sure he’d just love them, a youngster like that.” He
pressed the exit then: end of message.
Jacky curled up on the duvet cover, her arms clutching at her bony knees, her gold T-bar bracelet cutting into
the mesh of her barely beige tights. Revenge, she’d thought when she’d put them on that afternoon, smoothing
their wrinkles out along her calves. Greame loved stockings but hated tights. She laughed at herself out loud then,
at her vulnerability, her stupidity. It had only taken her thirty-three years to discover there are just two types of
people in this world: people who are wealthy and people who would like to be. No shit, Sherlock. Money makes
the world go round! She tried to think about work, about selling houses, selling house, selling houses, and she
couldn’t. She watched scenes from her life on the black ceiling, cine-camera footage of a chubby five-year-old,
brown skin, brown hair, dancing naked on a Marbella beach, a school photograph of a miserable teenager in a fat
knotted tie, she watched herself sway to a Carpenters’ song, Graeme’s hands planted on the backside of her taffeta
wedding gown, her father’s face in the background, his eyes livid, the champagne in his belly sharp like fish
bones. Something changed then. The girl on the ceiling stopped smiling, stopped shining. She existed instead on
flaky, amateur movies glaring hungrily out of the scent while strangers mounted her like an animal, a submissive
blonde wreck with a twenty pound note rolled to her face.
It was easy at first: sex is the easiest thing in the world. Girls are preened for it from an early age; heels to
make your legs look better, lipstick to make your mouth look as red as your cunt, taught to smile in the face of
adversity. There’s a woman faking an orgasm somewhere in Wales right now. But it got harder, it got dirtier,
Graeme got nastier, all of it captured on celluloid. She was learning pretty quickly now; you cannot undo the love
you once made. She thought of Graeme, forever whispering orders into her ears and suddenly remembered what
the telephone was for. She picked it up and dialed out.
“What’s the problem?” the woman said.
“Blackmail,” Jacky said. “I’m being blackmailed.”
Outside she heard the church bell strike midnight.
*
That winter she sat in Cardiff Crown Court, the wooden bench hard against her arse, her black fur-lined fulllength coat buttoned to the next. Five years he got, not just for blackmail: for assault, and fraud, anything the
powers that be could dig up. Jacky smiled meekly at her father sitting beside her and blew a huge sigh of relief.
(But not really.) She already knew how it would work, saw the judge pick her father up for the Mason’s meeting
every Thursday for fifteen years, his veins full of single malt whiskey. Even the media stories fell in her favour.
3
As a playmate my grandfather was like a cheetah. His energy came in fast swoops but it rolled away again
without warning and he’d need to rest again until his boring fatigue had passed over like a black cloud. He’d
begun to wave his NHS walking stick in front of him, to detect potholes and kerbs, like a blind man, frowning
perpetually, as though everything confused him. Ever since his knee joints had become inflamed, which seemed
like forever ago, his stick had become a talisman, used once at Longleat Wildlife Park to gently push the roaming
monkeys from peeling the rubbery windscreen seal from his gold car, only for the ringleader monkey to grab it
and start hammering dents into his bonnet. The monkey seemed to smile in at us with his crinkled eyes, and laugh
with a breathy cackle, like Mutley the dog, while I held onto my mother’s hand so tight her fingernails began to
bite into my skin, and everyone stared at the back of Tad’s gray head, wondering why he didn’t jump out and
throttle it.
“Chelle bach,” he said, “we’ll need to go home soon. Mam-gu Blod will be looking for us.” He patted the flat
top of my head, between my sprouting bunches and squinted at the goldfish he’d won aiming darts.
“And mind that fish now, don’t drop him. Don’t squeeze him too tight.”
“Just one more ride,” I said, looking through the murky water of the plastic bag at the red fish not swimming
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but floating inside. “Just one more.” The fun-fair seemed to become more glamorous as the warm day turned into
a cool and fuzzy evening.
Eventually my grandfather began to bribe me. He promised lashings of Mr. Creemy’s Neapolitan after roast
dinner on Sunday; a return visit with two pounds spending money on Saturday and that evening, a glass of Brains
SA beer he affectionately called “whoosh,” none of which interested me. But then he mentioned chickens.
“I’m going all the way to Glyn Neath tomorrow,” he said, “because my chickens are getting old.”
“Why?” I said. I wasn’t particularly asking why he was going to Glyn Neath or particularly asking why his
chickens, like him, were getting old, but using the word as a prompt to prolong my time at the fair like the word
discuss in an essay question keeps a student in his examination chair, his brain ticking.
“They don’t lay eggs anymore, bach,” he said ignoring this question, “and Mam-gu Blod needs eggs to bake
sweetmeats for you kids. I’ll have to get more. We need more chickens Chelle!” He stamped the gray rubber tip of
his stick against the floor as though this confirmed his statement.
“If we go home for tea now you can come with me, all the way to Glyn Neath, tomorrow!” He struggled to
smile though his pain.
I gritted my teeth and walked as slowly and as stubbornly as I could, without actually stopping. Getting to the
fair in the first place had seemed like such a coup, it was a travesty, a tragedy, to leave. Every may holiday it
stopped in our town for a week, the men with moustaches, rippling arms and tattoos sprawling over their naked
chests dismantled and erected their vast metal contraptions on the wasteland in front of the rugby pitch, dog ends
balancing in their lips.
“Jippo’s,” my grandmother called them, spitting, as though to shake off her own Romany ancestry.
From her front window you could see the thin figures dance around the lot, transforming steel girders and cuts
of canvas into rotating waltzers and Ferris wheel cars. I’d patiently watch until the flashing neon lights were on,
and then cry to go down. At this point Mam-gu would try to scare me, telling me that the men were thieves, and
sometimes cannibals, and I gave up, frightened not by the traveling people but by my own grandmother’s
determination not to be in any way associated with them.
I was staying at my grandparent’s house because my mother had gone away. “Gone away,” is all they said,
which inevitably meant that there was more to it. In the six and three quarter years I’d been alive, she had never
“gone away.” I was clumsily shelling peas from their pods and dropping them into a ceramic bowl. I’d watched
the dodgem track appear, and then the teapots, and then the red and white striped roof of the shooting gallery. My
grandfather had merrily ventured into the living room while Mam-gu prepared gammon with pepper and butter in
the scullery, singing Calon Lân loudly, warbling through the high notes, holding her hand flat on her big, left
boob.
“Chelle bach,” Tad-cu said, seeing me stare out over the terraced roof-tops. “Shall I take you down there? Shall
I?”
He put his finger to his lips, instructing me not to shriek. He took my small hand with his stiff, square fingers
and happily, repeatedly shrugged his shoulders, like Tommy Cooper about to do a trick. I heard Mam-gu bellow as
the front gate sprung closed behind us.
“Danny? DANNY?”
Danny was Tad-cu’s real name. For a long time I’d thought the Irish song Danny Boy was written about him
because he lived at the foot of a mountain side, and often, as though to deliberately exacerbate this, he’d cock his
head and tell me he could hear the pipes calling. I ignored Mam-gu and struggled with Tad’s inflamed knees down
the hill towards the fair. At first he was delighted to be there.
“What do we want to go on first, bach?” he said, swinging his stick like a dance routine. We’d sat in a spangly
red dodgem car and he’s steered it into a blue one a traveling boy was driving, the force throwing me into a mild
shock and sending a series of blue and silver sparks across the circuit ceiling. I laughed wildly at his spectacles
smoothing down his nose and his fine hair thrashing in the air. He eagerly reversed for good measure and rammed
right into the boy’s big shining backside again.
But now it was time to go. As we walked over the bridge, Tad, who needed support now from the handrail as
well as his walking stick noticed the ducklings in the river below. Five brown baby ducks followed their brown
mother duck in single file, like lemmings waddling along the pebbles at the edge of the water, the oncoming wind
ruffling their soft feathers. They looked like little girls trying to walk in their mother’s stiletto’s, as I had done
years before, but got smacked for scuffing the heels, or fell over and grew scabs on my elbows which my auntie
checked daily to see I hadn’t picked.
“Look Chelle!” he said, halting, “ducklings. Have we got bread? What have we got?”
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Forgetting his sore bones, he knelt to the floor and fumbled with the bags in my hand, gently uncurling my
digits, one by one, little by little to lift the candy floss out of my grasp, leaving only the fish. He scratched the
cellophane open and broke cotton wool balls from the spun sugar. I frowned, hiding my eyes from the other
children leaving the fair, my hands held like horse blinkers either side of my head. As a child, nothing can
embarrass you as much as an adult to whom you are related.
“They’re hungry, bach!” Tad said.
He lifted me up over the railing so I could watch my clouds of floss blow like snow into the darkening river.
The animal’s beady, black eyes followed the pink flakes from the sky to the water but did not move from the river
bank.
“They’re not eating it,” I pleaded. “Look Tad, it’s just vanishing in the water.”
“That’s their choice,” he said releasing me. “The important thing is that we offered.”
I sulked all the way across the road, past the Red Cow pub and into Mam-gu Blod’s parlour, my right thumb
planted between my lips. Like her, I’d learned to roll my eyes at Tad’s impromptu Dr. Doolittle impressions but
secretly I was impressed with Tad’s ability to tolerate his own suffering when he thought he sensed suffering
elsewhere, and I kept quiet, reminding myself to remember his strangely noble gesture.
My cousin Anna was sitting at the fold-out dining table in a velveteen pedal-pusher set, the colour of my
absent candy floss, her cutlery set out before her and opposite, another place was set for me.
“Danny?” My grandmother roared like steam from behind the bead curtain in the scullery doorway. “Where
the hell have you been with that child?” She mad hell sound like it had jumped from the mouth of a nun. A
saucepan slammed on the draining board. “I’ve been worried sick.”
“Never mind that, Blodwyn woman,” Tad said, taking the only bag we had left into the kitchen. “Where’s the
salt? This goldfish has got white-spot.”
I sat down cautiously at the table looking at the crochet cloth instead of up at my cousin. I hated Anna, mostly
for aesthetic reasons, her plaits were longer and lighter than my own, her dresses prettier. That weekend I hated
her more than ever. The night before, I’d heard Mam-gu fretting through the bedroom wall.
“Oh Danny,” she’d said, “what are we going to do? If she goes to prison?” her voice a low, unfamiliar hum.
They talked about the details of the situation in Welsh and the most I could decipher was that my mother was on
remand for stealing my estranged father’s new car.
“We’ll look after Michelle,” Tad had said, “that’s what we’ll do.”
I heard him drop his teeth into his tumbler of water. I didn’t know what prison was exactly, only that robbers
went thee and I knew it was bad if it worried my grandmother. She had a nervous system like titanium. What was
plain, is that it wasn’t simply a case of going away, which had sounded nicer, albeit selfish. Now Anna reminded
me of it all. She was there because she wanted to be. At night she’d go home again.
Mam-gu put our plates of ham, peas and salad down in front of us, her apron still tied round her waist, her
tightly-permed gray hair flattened with sweat. She carried my grandfather’s and her own meal through to the
living room. I ate in silence, the pungent spring onions smell rising from the plate to tease tears from my eyeballs.
After a while I notice Anna was watching me carefully and slowly, mirroring my actions, even down to the
foodstuff I chose to life with my fork. She pushed her peas and shallots around in circles, her pink ham gone
except for the soft, white rinds lying limp like dead snakes.
“Don’t you like jibbons?” I said quietly, waiting for her taunt, or the punch line to her joke, knowing I’d be the
butt of it.
“No,” she said dramatically, “can’t stand them.”
She suavely popped a sweet pickle into her moth. She was good at performing; she was going to be an actress.
She was already Snow white at the Parck and Dare amateur theater group.
“That’s it,” she said, chewing it. “I have finished.”
“You have to eat it,” I said.
“I don’t, I’m, going to throw it in the bin.” She shook her head so her gold braids danced.
“You can’t,” I said, whispering.
“We can,” she said, “watch.”
Very slowly, as though the parlour was a safe in a bank, protected by laser alarms, she tip-toed to the bin in the
corner and scraped her greens down into the rubbish with her fingertips.
“Now give me your plate.”
I sat looking dumbly at her empty plate. Her hand gripped its edge, eclipsing the brown, floral pattern around
the rim. It had to be some nasty prank in which she’d turn the blame on me.
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“No,” I said.
“Do you want to have to eat all that?”
She nodded at my mound of leaves as they turned purple with beetroot pickling juice. I passed my plate to her
uncertainly. As she silently flicked stubborn lettuce from the plate I noticed my colouring book on the spare
dining chair. Cleverly I ripped pages from its stapled center and crumpled them into balls of yellowing paper,
precisely placing them in the bin to obscure the awful food. According to my grandmother, oxygen was useless
without a well-prepared meal to go with it, so getting caught disposing of fresh produce was not an option. She
would have smothered me.
“Oh good, girls,” she said, coming into the parlour and eyeing our progress, her tea tray loaded with crockery.
As she passed, she stopped, as though able to sniff our nefariousness in the air and maneuvered herself toward the
bin. She stepped on its pedal, her enormous, round bum spreading oval as she bent to look inside. I held my breath
as Anna’s green eyes widened to the point of rolling out of their sockets. Immediately afterward, as though
realizing how silly an accusation it was, she stepped off the pedal and the lid crashed down. She shuffled into the
scullery where I heard the oven door open. The hot, inviting aroma of strawberry jam tarts wafted out, choking the
watery smell of salad.
Anna and I sat on the settee, Scruffy, our grandparent’s three-legged Yorkshire terrier separating us on the
middle cushion like a pillow between reluctant lovers. Mam-gu was drinking Guinness from a pint glass. She was
a feminist through and through, her fiery French mother’s genes bubbling around inside her as she worked and
scolded and cried, but if you had ever told her, she wouldn’t have known what the word meant. Tad slept, blinking
during his lucid moments at the recovering fish in its bowl on the table, or the television where Steve Davies was
playing snooker. After bed time I heard my grandparents make an aggressive argument out of which cushion of
the billiard table was the bottom, boasting a long and patience-sapping marriage with continuous ebbs of
annoyance and easy flows of acceptance.
*
Tad-cu’s garden stretched for an acre up along the uneven ledges of Maerdy Mountain. The stray cats scattered
from their tinned stewed steak breakfasts left in rows on the clear, corrugated scullery roof, their triangular ears
set back on their heads by cautious irritation as I climbed the steps in my yellow wellies. Dew glistened on the
grass blades. I hiked to the top of the garden, pulling on fern stems for support, avoiding the pet cemetery hidden
behind a holly bush, which on less eventful mornings was my castle. Tad was in the chicken run, two small,
freckled eggs caked in muck and ginger feathers balancing in his open palm.
“Tad,” I shouted, “we have to get new chickens, remember!”
“After breakfast, bach,” he said clipping the gate behind him as the army of birds hopped towards us, jutting
their funny heads quizzically. I didn’t like chickens very much. What I was really looking forward to was a long
journey. I loved being in transit because that somehow meant that life was on pause, and that was quite
exhilarating. He gave me an egg to hold and we steadied one another back to the house.
“Are we going to eat those chickens when we get new ones?” I said.
“He didn’t answer me but scoffed as though it was a ridiculous suggestion. This after all was a man who
trapped rats only to carry them in their cages to the top of the mountain and release them unscathed. He ate
chicken, but never one of his own. They all died of old age.
“Know what I’m going to do?” he said. “When you marry a prince I’ll dig this whole garden over and find
enough Welsh gold for your wedding ring! C’mon, let’s give these eggs to mam.”
In Glyn Neath, the egg factory sat unremarkable like a massive brown crate at the back of an industrial estate,
the paint chipped from its zinc walls.
“Now hold my hand Chelle,” Tad said in a squeaky wheeze, his nostrils tightened to black slits.
Inside there was only the sound of machinery although hens lined the walls in box cages, balancing on one
another in stacks, like Barbie dolls in Toys R Us. Florescent lights gave the warehouse a blunt and unnatural
appearance. Tad talked with his new, high voice to a boy in an overall while I stared at the birds. They hadn’t
enough room to stretch their wings, let alone fly, and reminded me of the Return to Oz wicked witch’s hundred
heads, dead and locked in a cabinet, each one individual and capable of living, if only given the freedom.
“Why aren’t they squawking?” I said as Tad pulled me away.
“They’re probably too tired, bach,” he said.
“What’s that smell?”
“Fear. Fear and poo and death.”
We walked back to the gold car and the boy in the overall followed, a twill brown sack clutched in his fist
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which moved of its own accord like a bag of magic potatoes. He passed it to my grandfather.
“Fiver,” he said. “Not much use for eggs, them, but there’s a fair bit of meat there.”
“You’d be surprised what a chicken can do when it’s given free range,” Tad said dryly, although many of his
chickens never laid eggs. They were left to live as normal with the ones that did. He put the bag in the boot of the
car and paid the boy. We sat in the car for a minute, listening to the soft creaking a hen makes when it uses its legs
for the first time. Then Tad leaned over into the hatchback and whipped the brown sack out of the gathering of
heedful chickens. As he did, one small hen which had still been inside fell out flaccidly, its fleshy mohican which
should have been red, was white.
“Is it dead?” I said.
“Michelle,” Tad said, taking it in his hands like a baby, “it’s not dead but I’m going to have to kill it. I have to
put it out of its misery or it’ll die in pain by the time we get home.” As he spoke he deftly twisted the hen’s neck
between his thumb and forefinger as though giving it a massage, which he did sometimes on my grandmother’s
big, knotty shoulders.
“It’s for his own good, Chelle,” he said, looking at me mysteriously for a moment as though wondering if I still
loved him. He reached past me to the glove box for a plastic bag and wrapped the chicken inside it. He always
had plastic bags on him, for collecting dandelion leaves for the rabbits.
“We’ll bury it in the garden.”
“Is it dead?” I said again.
He nodded and started the engine. My grandfather drove slowly over the peak of the dusty mountain. He drove
slowly anyway on account of the infamous accident. When I was just a new born he’d backed his green Mini over
the edge of a cliff with Mam-gu beside him. Neither of them were hurt but Mam never forgave him for having lost
her knitting. (She’d been making a white cardigan with pearls encrusted around the cuffs and it flew out of the
window. The wool was an off-cut from Ponty market and she never, ever matched its ivory colour.) After a jolt,
Tad’d check in the mirror that the chickens were okay. I could see them through my wing mirror. They huddled
stiffly like one body of balding, pimply skin with ten legs. Their eyes seemed to be focused on me, whichever
direction they looked.
We stopped at the top of the valley for petrol and Tad left me in the car while he paid for it. I’d been sitting in
the passenger seat for two minutes when one of the hens moaned from deep down behind its dirty feathers. There
was a moment of silence before another hen followed suit. Collectively their noise sounded like a mass complaint,
voiced with a woman’s yelp. Volume seemed to give them confidence and they parted, pecking one another, like
death warming up. The smallest, pale and shaking chicken didn’t move at all. It was in the middle of the boot
while the others began to prod and butt it. Its orange pupils fixed on me. Sometimes, animals instinctively knew
when one of its brood was ill. Before my father became estranged, there was a fish tank in the living room and if
one angel fish inside it became diseased, the others would push it to the surface of the water, like aquatic
undertakers. I reached for the chicken, lifting it easily, like a toy.
Swiftly, I wrung its neck, as my grandfather had done. He made it look easy. In actual fact it was easy but I
could feel its warm muscles moving and its life jumped from it with a bustling start.
Then the other chickens noticed me. The largest came towards the seat, flapping its wings and bucking like a
frightened she-cat. The others followed, cocking their heads one way then the other as though they saw me
through their ears, which I couldn’t see but I guessed were situated somewhere around their popping, wan heads.
At first I covered my own heads and waited for it to stop, but it didn’t, the other chickens joined in, wailing
and striking my hands with their sharp and brittle beaks. It was important not to cry, because that meant I’d never
collect chickens again. There was only one other solution.
“What have you done?” Tad said, his eyes circling the car anxiously where dead birds and emaciated feathers
lay like litter. He lifted his fingertips to his temples.
“It was for their own good Tad,” I said. “They were howling. They were in pain.”
“MICHELLE,” he said, and he was about to continue shouting, like the chickens, attacking me with thunderous
nonsense, but words did not come. He sat down in his seat, placing his stick beside him, breathing quickly; his
energy seemed to spill out of his pores, as his face turned somnolent in seconds. I gazed at the dry, red mud on my
sunflower yellow wellies. After a while his jaw dropped and he spoke.
“I suppose they won’t be much use for eggs after all,” he said calmly and he started the engine again.
One day in the playground I overheard Anna tell her theater friends that the judge had thrown the book at my
mother, not for her crime but for her insolence. “Cheeky cow,” she’d called her, her own auntie. I was never really
sure if she had been acting, or repeating what the family said when I was out of earshot, or both. A year passed
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while she served her sentence, or as I preferred to think of it, tanned herself on a beach in the south of France.
My grandfather didn’t go back to Glyn Neath for any more chickens. Gradually the ones that were left stopped
laying altogether. On the Monday after my failed gesture of nobleness, I asked Mam-gu for jam tarts.
“Oh Chelle,” she said, as though remembering something, “we can’t have tarts, there’s no eggs.”
“There aren’t any eggs in jam tarts,” I said.
“But there is, bach,” Tad said, “in the pastry.”
“Can’t we buy some eggs?” I said.
“Tad spent all his money on those chickens, cariad,” Mam said.
We had similar conversations for months on end. There was no scrambled egg for breakfast, no pies to go with
our chips and malt vinegar on a Saturday, no Quiche Lorraine for days out, no Yorkshire pudding with our
dinners, no hard boiled eggs in our summer salads and no Christmas cake at Christmas. Even at Easter when all
the children in my class took eggs to school for the teacher to blow and then paint stripy with primary colours, I
wasn’t allowed to participate. It was amazing how much of life’s foundation was made from egg. All along I had
admired the way Tad had punished me. I realized how e needed to appreciate the things that provided for us, even
down to the lowly battery hen, but I never thought he’d keep it going for so long.
At May when the fair was due again, an odd woman walked up our front path.
“Chelle, baby,” she said, “come to Mammy.”
“My Mammy has got blonde hair,” I said backing away. Janet Goodwin, who lived in Anna’s street, had
escaped from a kidnapper the week previous and we’d had talks at school about not bothering with strangers. She
pulled me to her chest and smelt my scalp.
“I used to have blonde hair,” she said. Tears were welling on her bottom eyelids and I could hear them too, in
her words.
“God I’ve missed you. What do you want?” she said. “You can have anything: let me get you a treat, anything
in the world, a doll? A knickerbnockerglory from Ted’s Supper Bar? Say, what do you want?”
I wanted to push her away.
“Welsh gold for my wedding ring,” I was going to say.
“My Grandfather’ll get it, I don’t need you.”
“Come on Chelle, baby, say,” she said, pulling me tighter so I was hugging here without really wanting to,
What do you want?”
I looked at my brunette mother.
“An omelette please,” I said.
225.165 Excerpt from Boy Racer\fn{by Mark Cavendish (1985- )} Douglas, Isle of Man, United Kingdom (M) 10
1\fn{A note reads: Saturday, 5 July 2008 Brest-Plumelec 197.5km}
I have a mate, Dools, my best friend from the Isle of Man, who often asks me what it’s like to ride a stage of
the Tour de France. Dools, like most amateur cyclists, is curious to know how long he’d last in one of the Tour’s
first half-dozen, routinely quite flat stages as the race makes its way toward the mountains. He wants to find out
whether he’d be able to last the pace for 10, 50, or maybe even 100 kilometers.
“Dools.” I tell him, “you wouldn’t even make it through the neutralized zone. I can only think of about three
people on the Isle of Man who would.”
The Tour de France starts in the neutralized zone on the first stage, but I swear that for most even competent
amateurs, that’s also where it would end. The neutralized zone is the stretch between 1 and 10 kilometers used by
the race organizers to take the peloton\fn{ The principal group of cyclists in a race } safely and slowly out of the main
street or town square where the stages inevitably begin and at the same time give the public at the side of the road
a decent view of the race. In theory, it’s the Tour’s no-fly zone, “neutralized” inasmuch as all racing and attacks
are off until its end point-or “kilometer zero” of the race proper. In practice, it’s like sharing a tightrope with a
herd of buffalos.
Danger is a topic you’re often asked about as a sprinter. The common perception is that the final 200 meters of
a Tour stage are the most dangerous and the most frightening. That might be half right, but while it may hold true
that the final few seconds of a bike race are fastest and apparently chaotic, at 70 kph and 200 heartbeats per
minute, there’s simply no time for anxiety. Adrenaline, yes. Instinct, sure. But fear, no. The day I begin to be
afraid of taking risks, afraid of crashing, afraid of my own fearlessness, will be the day I also start worrying about
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my future as a top sprinter.
We were scoobying along at no more than 30 kph, yet I meant what I told Dools—he wouldn’t even have made
it to the start line, not because he wasn’t fast or fit enough but because of the feats of bike handling required just
to stay upright. At any one time, you could have laid a hand on about six different riders, so closely were the bikes
and bodies huddled together. I was climbing up curbs and bunny-hopping over grass verges. It was chaos,
absolute, utter chaos—the kind that leaves you mentally drained after five minutes—and we still had 197.5
kilometers to ride just to earn the right to do it all again the next day.
We passed the kilometer zero mark. Tour director Christian Prudhomme’s flag came down to indicate the start
of the race, and it was as though someone standing at the side of the road had turned on a giant hair dryer. On a
bridge immediately after the start line, wind whipped in from the estuary and slanted across the road at 90
degrees, almost taking the entire peloton with it.
“Everyone sitting uncomfortably?” it seemed to say. “Okay, then, bienvenu au Tour …”
Not many people knew it, but I wasn’t even supposed to be here. I had been selected the previous year at
Gerald Ciolek’s expense, and the plan at the beginning of the 2008 season had been that I’d skip the Tour to
concentrate on preparing for my shot at gold in the Madison at the Olympics. In my absence, Gerald would be the
team’s sprinter at the Tour. But then came the Giro d’ltalia, or Tour of Italy, in May, when my two stage wins
forced a rapid reassessment of how Gerald and I would now be spending the month of July. Gerald and his
sprinting would have been the fulcrum of almost any other team’s objectives for the Tour; now he accepted the
role of my understudy with a grace and professionalism that both humbled and amazed me.
On today’s stage, at least, Gerald would have his chance. The finish line was at the top of a nasty 1-kilometer
climb, the Côte de Cadoual, that would scatter the pure sprinters like me or Robbie McEwen but might suit a rider
like Gerald, whose finishing kick relied more on power than leg speed. Most mornings, in our prestage briefing,
Brian Holm’s instructions could be condensed into some variation on “Have fun!”—and today he didn’t need to
tell us that a break would go early in the stage.
A break always went early in the stage. There’d be attacks, counterattacks, full-blooded accelerations,
halfhearted ones; then five or six riders would open up a gap of 100 meters, 200, 300, before, finally, the main
peloton would hand them the rope with which to hang themselves before scooping up the suicide victims
somewhere in the final 10 kilometers. It was one of those accepted cliches of cycle racing, especially stages in the
first week of the race.
Even by Tour standards, this was a tense, fast, nervous opening stage. Sure enough, the break was reeled in
before the final climb up the Côte de Cadoual, but the pace proved too hot and the slope too steep for me and for
Gerald, who was spat out three-quarters of the way up the hill. At around the same time, at the front of the bunch
and the race, Little Kim kicked hard around the penultimate bend, leaving a chasm behind him. Unfortunately, the
Spaniard Alejandro Valverde had timed his move perfectly and swept past Kim in the final few hundred meters.
Kim lived up to his other nickname by hanging on grimly for 4th.
The landscapes in Brittany reminded me of the Isle of Man. The roads, too, were similar to those on which I’d
grown up—narrow, gnarly, and constantly undulating, with coarse gray tarmac that gripped your tires like a fifth
brake pad and wind that seemed to gust in every direction except at your back. If the Tour really was to be the
journey of a lifetime, my lifetime, then this certainly seemed like a fitting place to start.
*
The home of Manx cats, the Bee Gees, the TT motorbike race, and Mark Cavendish is a green, windy island in
the middle of the Irish Sea, two and three-quarter hours’ ferry ride from Belfast to the west, a bit less from
Liverpool to the southeast, about 32 miles long, and 15 miles across at its widest point. It is also, you often hear, a
“strange place.”
The Island is what's called a crown dependency, which means it’s not strictly part of the United Kingdom,
although it has the same head of state—the queen. The contradictions begin rather than end there: our passports
say, “British Citizen;” but we have our own parliament, Tynwald, which is supposedly the oldest parliament in
continuous existence in the world, dating back to the first Norse invasions just over a thousand years ago. We
have the same dialing code as the UK but our own mobile phone networks and, bizarrely, international tariffs for
calls to the UK. While to many people our accent sounds Scouse\fn{ An English dialect}—a legacy of the fact that,
historically, most people came to the Island on the ferry from Liverpool, where Scouse is spoken—islanders can
easily make the distinction; we use the same currency units as the mainland but different notes and coins; English
and Manx Gaelic are our official languages, though the last native speaker of the latter died in 1974 and only 2
percent of people on the Island claim to know any Manx Gaelic; we have the same awful trends and fashions,
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except that they arrive on the Island later and take even longer to shift; and finally, there’s the local delicacy—
chips, cheese, and gravy, which, as far as I know, hasn’t yet made it over the water.
Perhaps because of these idiosyncrasies, for some people on the Isle of Man, going over to England is a bit like
traveling to another planet. The Island has its own quirks and folklore, which are a pretty minor part of Manx life
but do give people who live there a strong sense of identity.
Dutch, Belgian, and even British journalists who come to see me at home in Laxey lap up local color like the
legend of the Fairy Bridge—a road bridge on the way from the airport to Douglas where it’s unlucky not to say
hello to the fairies as you cross, preferably in Manx Gaelic. Even people who aren’t particularly superstitious
won’t dream of breaking that rule. Then there’s the law that says a Manxman is allowed to shoot a Scot, as long as
he’s on the beach and wearing tartan—though don’t ask me if anyone’s ever taken advantage of that particular
loophole.
I’d love to tell you that the Cavendish family is just as much of an institution as the Island myths and folklore
that people find so fascinating, but I somehow doubt it. My grandmother on my dad’s side does claim to have a
family tree that goes back to the 1600s, although I don’t have a clue about the details. That’s the Manx side of the
family. My mum, Adele, hails from Harrogate in Yorkshire. She met David, my dad, when she came over to the
Island on holiday with her mum’s cousin, whom we always knew as Auntie Ruth. My parents fell in love and,
pretty soon, were married with two kids. I was first, and fifteen months later, along came my brother, Andy.
I was born in Douglas on 21 May 1985. With a population of just over 25,000, which equates to just under
one-third of the Manx population, Douglas is the largest town on the Island and its capital. With a 2-mile
promenade that loops around a beautiful, windswept bay, the seafront has been compared to the famous palmflanked Promenade des Anglais in Nice, historically the setting for the final stage of the Paris-Nice stage race.
Others disagree; they reckon it’s a bit like Blackpool.
I inherited my physique from my mum’s side of the family. The short, muscular legs, the ample backside—
sorry, Mum, but you know what I mean. My dad’s the total opposite—small and skinny. My parents both have
passionate natures, though that passion expresses itself in very different ways. My mum is either blessed or cursed
with the same heart-on-the-sleeve attitude to life that many see in me. She’s spontaneous, fiery, transparent—an
emotional volcano. My dad is every bit as wholehearted but in a completely opposite, very studious, and
occasionally slightly obsessive way. Their personalities both clashed and complemented each other; as a legacy to
my fledgling career as a sportsman, you could say that Mum supplied the fire and Dad the ice.
My mum will tell you that I always was a headstrong little so-and-so. Whenever she tried to breast-feed me,
I’d push her away, and it was always the same later when she tried to choose what I was going to wear. I always
wanted be ahead with everything, whether it was potty-training or maths lessons at school. My first-ever memory
is of lining all the other kids up and racing them across the room at the nursery, Knotfield, where Mum used to
take Andy and me when she was at work in the bridal-wear shop that’s been in the family for decades.
I hated Knotfield. I obviously had a pretty sharp sense of injustice even then because I couldn’t fathom why
the women who ran that place acted as though they were doing us a favor, even though Mum and Dad were
paying a fortune for us to go there. One day Andy and I decided to take matters into our own hands. I was about
10 at the time, at primary school, but we’d still get taken to Knotfield after school to wait for Mum to finish work.
One afternoon, we decided to attempt our first breakaway, waiting until the monitors went into the kitchen to
prepare dinner at ten to five, then bombing up the stairs and out the front door, leaving our bags behind to add to
the panic and confusion. The next day, we went into the nursery to discuss what had happened, but instead of
showing concern and trying to find out why we were so unhappy there, the lady in charge, Val, blew her top.
“What would have happened if there’d been a fire?” she shrieked. If Mum hadn’t already made up her mind
about us never going back, she did when she witnessed Val’s reaction.
It’s another cliche, but Mum and Dad made sure we never went short of anything. We weren’t wealthy, but
between the bridal shop, which later diversified to sell dancewear, and Dad’s job in the IT department of an
accountancy firm, we had a comfortable life in a comfortable 1930s, four-bedroom, semidetached house on the
outskirts of Douglas.
Mum and Dad gave us every opportunity to pursue our interests, whether it was playing the comet or the
euphonium, or football, or ballroom dancing. We
d go on family holidays to Tenerife or Florida or to see Mum's family in Yorkshire. In almost every photo from
those years, we're smiling, and so, usually, are Mum and Dad.
My first bike was a Christmas present when I was 3—a little red thing with a white saddle, which, now I think
about it, may have been a girl’s bike. I have a clear image of Dad running up and down the garden, holding my
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saddle, until finally, one day, I made it to the other end without falling off. They then bought me a black BMX for
my birthday, which I absolutely adored.
We had the same yellow-and-red Early Learning Centre slide that every other kid on the Island seemed to
have, only Andy and I reinvented ours as a BMX ramp sloping down from the garden onto a paved terrace. We
spent hour after hour, day after day, zooming down that thing. That slide brought me endless fun and my first
major crash—an unrehearsed, unintentional Superman dive that ended in a face-plant on the patio and a chipped
tooth.
My parents weren’t especially sporty, but that was offset by one considerable advantage: they never put any
pressure on us. Some of the pushy parents I used to see at our soccer matches or, later, bike races made me wince.
As for me watching sport, I was, like every kid, mad about soccer, especially as Leeds United, my mum’s team,
was in the middle of a renaissance. It was the era of Eric Cantona, Gary Speed, the Premiership title. The halcyon
days.
As a player, I was strong, fast, and two-footed, best deployed as a left wingback. That was when I was
deployed at all, before the headmaster at my infant school decreed that soccer might interfere with my academic
performance, and therefore I shouldn’t be picked. My reputation as a budding Einstein was later enhanced when I
took the entrance exam for King William’s, a private school with optional boarding near the only airport on the
Island in Ballasalla. There was a choice of three questions: Write a poem, tell us about a musical instrument you
play, or write a short story. I did all three, a feat that earned me the only scholarship up for grabs. Given my level
of application and interest in schoolwork—and also my appetite for mischief—King William’s should probably
count itself lucky that I opted to follow my friends and go to the Ballerkemeen comprehensive school in Douglas.
*
Have you ever noticed how, in interviews, athletes will often refer to a single day or incident in their childhood
as the “moment that shaped their future” or the “turning point in their lives”? As if, say, a professional golfer
would now be working in a butcher’s shop or a call center if his dad hadn’t bought him those plastic clubs when
he was 4 years old. They see their lives and careers a lot like Sliding Doors, the 1990s chick flick starring
Gwyneth Paltrow, whose character’s life takes two completely different paths according to whether or not she
squeezes inside the closing doors on a London Tube train.
If I had to choose my Sliding Doors moment, one day in 1995 stands out quite clearly: the afternoon when
Andy came home from school and announced that he wanted to go along to the cycling league for kids that took
place every Tuesday night at the National Sports Centre (NSC) on the road out of Douglas. When I piped up that
I’d like to give it a go as well, my mum said,
“Why not?” After school the next Tuesday, she rounded us up, and off we trooped to the NSC.
One thing I can say quite emphatically about that evening is that I could hardly have looked less like someone
poised to embark on a journey toward a career in professional sport, least of all in cycling. My chosen battle gear
that and every other Tuesday for the next few months was more Lee Chapman than Lance Armstrong, what with
my Leeds United home shirt and oversized red helmet. Not that I’d have been fazed as I took my place on the start
line, glancing left and right, sizing up the opposition. There were maybe twenty kids, and I was the smallest of the
lot. I gripped the handlebars of my BMX tightly and listened for the signal to send all that adrenaline rushing to
those pudgy little legs. One second, two seconds, ready, steady, go! and two minutes later, I’d finished the course
—a single lap of the NSC car park—in last place. Dead last. In my first race.
I was gutted but also, somehow, sufficiently exhilarated to want to come back for more. And I would keep
coming back, keep finishing last or, on a good day, second from last, and keep drawing both motivation and
humiliation from the experience. One Tuesday night that summer, I was in my customary position, somewhere at
the back, when I caught sight of Mum at the edge of the track, smirking. At the end of the race, I rode over and
asked her what she’d been smiling about. Her answer was mortifying:
“You look like you’re out for a Sunday stroll.” I blurted out that maybe if I had a bike with gears like all the
other kids, I might have a chance one day, a notion she found even funnier.
My next birthday, Mum and Dad finally caved in and allowed themselves to be dragged to the bike shop,
Castletown Cycles. I picked out a purple mountain bike, bigger than its red predecessor, and with gears.
Crushingly, the next Tuesday’s race was canceled due to rain, but all that meant was a delay to the start of what
was soon to become a rampant winning spree. After the first win came a second and a third, and, pretty soon,
thanks partly to the gears and partly to my mum’s unwittingly goading remarks, I’d become nigh on invincible.
It seemed that defeat and ridicule were the best bait for whatever lurking talent needed coaxing out. Thus, the
same year, when I competed in a mountain bike league off Douglas Head, I ended race one sobbing in a gorse
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bush and vowing never to go back, only to go on later to dominate there as well. At around the same time, I
entered a British Cycling Federation Challenge consisting of a short time trial and an obstacle course, with the
winner going on to a national final in Manchester. I thought I’d done pretty well in both and said so to Mum and
Dad as we stood waiting for the results. I was rabbiting away,
“I’d absolutely love it if it was me.” Mum sniggered.
“Ha. Don’t be silly, it’s not going to be you.”
The next voice was the one we all heard over the loudspeaker:
“And the winner is … Mark Cavendish!” I was on my way to Manchester for the national final.
If I was pleased with myself then, I’d be even more delighted and amazed when, a few weeks later, on a course
that consisted of a road race and a time trial, both effectively laps of the Manchester velodrome car park, I won
the Challenge overall. My prize was a Raleigh mountain bike. It had been tipping it down with rain that whole
day, but as I sat on the ferry that night, sopping wet, you could have toasted bread on my cheeks.
Winning an event organized by British Cycling meant that I was now on the national federation’s radar, and so
started a period of several years where you’d have seen me down the Ferry Port in Douglas of a Saturday
morning, bike slung over my shoulder, off to some race or event. It was also around that time that my life took a
completely unexpected and unwelcome twist: My parents announced that they were splitting up. I automatically
connect the two things simply because the day that Mum, without warning or preamble, told us the news, I was
due to go over to the mainland for a race, this time with the Island athletics team.
An hour or so later, I was on the ferry with all the other kids, but I was the only one sitting on his own crying
his eyes out. That whole weekend I was crestfallen. There’d been none of the warning signs you expect—the
constant blazing rows, the silences, the simmering tension. Okay, our parents had the odd argument, but nothing
out of the ordinary. Maybe we had just been too preoccupied with whizzing around on our bikes, or maybe I’d
shut it out. I never really dwelled on it in the years following, but now when I think about it, the rawness of the
emotion takes me by surprise.
For a while, at first, Dad carried on living with us, but there was never any question that they weren’t going to
get a divorce. Thinking back, it was surreal; the first time it really dawned on us that Dad was gone for good was
when Andy and I were riding around Douglas on our BMXes one day, weeks or maybe months after Mum broke
the news, and we saw his car parked in a drive that wasn’t our own. There were no tears, just a stark realization:
“Oh, okay, so that’s where Dad’s living now.”
After that, we pretty much got on with things. If we misbehaved, which wasn’t that often, or if we were
hyperactive, which was pretty much all the time, Mum would blame it on the divorce, but that was just her
fretting and perhaps feeling guilty. When it wasn’t the divorce, she was blaming Coco-Pops or apple juice and
banning them from the kitchen cupboard.
I don't know if Andy would agree, but in general, I think Mum and Dad breaking up made us grow up quite
quickly and recognize that, even as a pair of kids, we had to take some responsibility. The hardest part was
Christmases, as I suppose it is for a lot of kids with divorced parents. At school, I’d be aware of the other kids
looking forward to Christmas, while I’d be quietly dreading it. We were lucky in that Dad still wanted to be a part
of our lives, but the flip side of this was that we’d spend Christmas Day getting ferried from one family to
another. It’s only in the years when I was with Melissa that I started to like Christmas and even love it.
I don’t think the divorce changed me particularly; it just happened to come at a time when I was changing a
fair bit anyway. I’d been gobby at infant school, and now I started puberty before everyone else and became even
more confident. Headmasters’ comments spanned the gamut from “bone idle” to “too smart for his own good.”
*
There are many common misconceptions about the Isle of Man, one of them being that an island measuring 50
kilometers in length couldn’t possibly offer the variety of roads and terrain that are the spice of a cyclist’s life and
training. The misconception is, in fact, almost as vast as the 400-kilometer road network that zigzags the Island,
and which, by the age of 13, I knew by name, number, gradient, and texture of tarmac.
I’ll always maintain that the roads are one of the main reasons why the Island has produced so many decent
riders. One of the best known before me was probably Steve Joughin, who won national titles and stages of the
Milk Race in the 198os. Mike Doyle was another one who turned pro in that era. Going back further, Peter
Buckley won the Commonwealth Games gold medal in 1966 but was tragically killed when he was out training
three years later. Over the past few years, it’s amazing how many riders from the Island have represented Great
Britain at some level or ridden for pro teams either in the UK or abroad: Mark Kelly, Christian Varley, Andrew
Roche, Jonny Bellis, Peter Kennaugh, Timmy Kennaugh, Mark Christian, and I.
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It’s hard to explain if you’re not a cyclist and you haven’t been to the Island, but take it from me, there are two
prerequisites for riding a bike there: You have to be tough, and you have to be passionate. Without those two key
requirements, there’s just too much wind, too much cold, too many hills, and too many excuses to do something
else—something that doesn’t feel suspiciously like self-harm.
By the time I was 13, cycling was still a game, but one that I was taking increasingly seriously, and with
increasing success. The Manchester Youth Tour gave me my first experience of racing against the best in my age
group from all around Europe, and a couple of sprint wins proved that I was far from out of my depth. At home, I
was a member of one of the two main clubs on the Island, the Manx Viking Wheelers, and at the club dinner that
winter, I can remember asking the guest of honor for the evening, Shane Sutton, for a few training tips.
Shane would later become one of my best and most influential coaches at the British Cycling Federation—a
good road racer in the ’80s and ’90s; a brilliant manager; and your original, straight-shooting, straight-talking
Aussie. His advice to me that night was typical Shane—simple and brilliant. He said,
“It doesn’t matter what you do, just do sixteen hours a week.”
My bullshit radar had always been a finely tuned instrument, and I recognized straightaway that this advice
was coming from someone with the right credentials to give it, so I went straight home and started drawing up a
training plan with my mate, training partner, and sometime nemesis, Christian Varley. Sixteen hours a week, every
week, all winter, come rain or shine.
And we stuck to it. Religiously. It was the first time I’d trained properly rather than just riding my bike with
fitness as a collateral benefit—and the results were incredible. Once upon a time in cycling circles, training was
considered no less an outrageous and unethical shortcut to better performance than anabolic steroids or EPO are
today, and now I could see why: I attacked 200 meters into the first race of the next season inSaltayre, lapped the
field twice, and could have stopped for a light picnic and still won.
That was also the year of the Youth Olympics. We turned up at the trial in Cleveland, and I asked if I could ride
in the Under 16s rather than in the Under 14s, where the competition would no doubt be less challenging and the
gears were restricted—the theory being that younger and less-developed riders could damage joints and muscles
by pushing too hard on the pedals. The organizer pointed me in the direction of the Under 16s, and 1 swear to this
day that I would have won and not come in 2nd had Christian not told me to launch my sprint too late.
The races kept coming, and so did the improvements—and the wins. Every Wednesday night back on the
Island meant a 10-mile time trial, and pretty much every week I’d take a big chunk of time off my personal best.
I’d started off doing twenty-nine minutes, then it was twenty-eight, then twenty-seven, until one week one of the
lads from Bikestyle, the shop in Douglas, lent me his lo-pro-a bike whose frame slopes down from the saddle
toward the handlebars for a lower and more aerodynamic position. That night I went under what time trialists
refer to as the “magical” twenty-four minutes for the first time.
I was 13 years old. I had become “The Manx Express.” Pretty soon, I’d also be a double British champion. The
road race was in Hillingdon, near London, and I attacked incessantly before settling into the main pack and
comfortably winning in a sprint. The race was an omnium, the track-cycling equivalent of the decathlon: a series
of different events of varying number and type, with points added up in an overall league table based on your
finishing position in each event.
I’d never really ridden on a track before, so Mike Kelly, the coach from the Manx Road Club, and Andrea
Ingham, a friend of Mike’s, had given me a bit of a crash course a week before the championships. Mike had also
lent me a rear disc wheel and an aerodynamic helmet. They had the desired effect: I stopped the clock in 12.3 for
the flying 200-200 meters with a rolling start—which was about two seconds faster than anyone else, then in
under two minutes for the 1,500-meter individual pursuit—sixteen seconds better than 2 nd place.
I left the velodrome that day with my second British title and a new certainty, more meaningful than any
trophy or medal, or any amount of bluster or bravado: I was bloody good at this.
2\fn{Sunday, 6 July 2008. Aury-Saint Brieuc, 164.5km}
I'm sure someone must have said it before, but for three weeks, the life of a Tour de France rider bears a strong
resemblance to the recurrmg, twenty-four-hour nightmare faced by Bill Murray’s character in the film Groundhog
Day.
It’s not as though the daily grind on the Tour is necessarily very different from that of any other race. The
average pro bike rider races seventy to a hundred days a year. That’s potentially a hundred days of chain hotels,
chain-hotel breakfasts, chain-hotel dinners, and chain-hotel beds. It’s a hundred alarms and a hundred times the
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same kaleidoscope of excitement, tiredness, and sometimes dread that accompanies the same waking thought:
“Here we go again.”
All that changes at the Tour is that everything gets magnified as though for every extra spectator, every extra
ounce of prestige and pressure, every extra day in the hottest, harshest cauldron in professional cycling, or
perhaps any other endurance sport, the emotional hangover gets heavier—heavier than at any other race, and
heavier than it was the day before.
Some riders will tell you they know what kind of day it’ll be as soon as they open their eyes and feel the dull
aches and pains in their legs, which will multiply as the race goes on. Not me: Que sera, sera is my philosophy.
Now, on the second morning of the race, I rubbed away the sleep, rolled gingerly off the bed, no differently than
billions of adults on every working day all over the world, pulled on a pair of tracksuit bottoms and a T-shirt, and
shambled down to the nondescript dining room du jour.
The breakfast table’s one of the best places to observe the other rituals, superstitions, and dietary eccentricities
that are as much a part of cycling lore as the Tour itself. Some are grounded in science, some in personal
experience, some in nothing more than myth and legend. One of my more irrational superstitions is my refusal to
take a shower on the morning of a race; I also steer clear of cow’s milk, having once read something in a
magazine about dairy products encouraging the buildup of lactic acid in the muscles, and I’ll never eat meat
because proteins are hard to digest. You’d think everyone would abide by the same principles, but, on the morning
of some of her most important races, I’ve seen the British Olympic and world champion Nicole Cooke drinking a
pint of milk to wash down a dirty big fry-up. It goes without saying that my team coaches and nutritionists will
take some convincing before they frog-march us to the nearest greasy spoon.
An interesting study in the nutritional habits of a leading cyclist it may be, but breakfast is also one of the least
interesting parts of the day on the Tour. Very early in the race, sleep and rest become an obsession, and any time
not spent on the bike or not dedicated to either of those two activities can seem wasted.
Today, the banter was typically subdued. Depending on how bleary-eyed and brain-dead everyone is, and how
many column inches are dedicated to the team in the morning papers splayed across the breakfast tables, the
highlight of the whole twenty minutes to half an hour is choosing from the array of cereals laid out by our
soigneurs-the assistants-cum-masseurs-cum-chefs who are an integral part of every team. After three bowls of
Chocomix or Special K, a splash of soya milk, a croissant or bread roll, two espressos, and my laundry bag of
freshly washed kit from the soigneurs, usually, like today, I’m ready to roll.
My race number at the Tour was 43. That’s another of my superstitions, this one passed on by Axel Merckx,
son of the greatest cyclist of all time, Eddy: Never pin your number on your jersey until the morning of the race.
That left about twenty minutes after breakfast to inflict four stab wounds on a square sheet of paper marked "43:'
change into my kit, fasten the number, pack up my suitcase, and report to the bus five minutes before the
departure time advised by the directeurs sportifs the previous evening.
Why five minutes early? Simple—the closer to the advertised stage start time you arrive, the more problems
and stress you create for your teammates, your mechanics, your soigneurs, and your directeurs—and the more
likely you are to get an almighty bollocking, even from our relatively mild-mannered directeurs sportifs.
Stage 2, or the second of twenty-one Groundhog Days? For the next two hours, it’d sometimes be hard to tell.
*
Two hours to start. Sometimes your hotel’s an hour away from the start village, sometimes half an hour, as was
the case this morning from the Ibis in Vannes to the start in Auray. Either way, the timetable for the entire
morning-when you get up, when you eat, when you leave—is geared toward arriving an hour and ten minutes
before the start. Today, like most mornings on Tour, the mood is sleepy and subdued, the conversation muted;
everyone jumps on, on time, and the wheels roll.
*
One hour fifty-seven minutes to start. Give or take a couple of seconds, this is when, in most cases, the iPods
go in and the eyes slam shut; sometimes, seen from afar, you’d think the Tour was a sleeping competition, the
team bus a mobile dormitory, not a mode of transport. Occasionally, you’ll see someone with their head in a book
—a novel, a real book—but, really, the only required reading at the Tour is the race manual, or “road book,”
containing the maps and course profiles of every stage. Last night, like every night, I spent fifteen or twenty
minutes poring over the detailed map of the last 4 kilometers of today’s stage, and, this morning, I repeat the
review session as soon as the bus pulls out of the hotel car park.
*
One hour fifteen minutes to start. The bus groans through streets now lined with fans, banners, and tricolor
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flags and into the area allocated for Parking Equipes, or team parking. All eyes are now wide open and darting
between the riders, journalists, officials, and spectators choking the road and sidewalks on either side. Unseen and
un-heard behind our bus’s tinted windows, this is also where the banter can start.
“Check her out …”
“There’s that prat …”
“Cav, in fifteen years, when you’ve retired and you’re a fat bastard, you ‘ll look just like that bloke over there
…”
It’s all in good heart. Honest.
*
One hour ten minutes to start. The engine stops, the bus rocks to a standstill, and the directeurs sportifs arrive
for our ten-minute briefing. No fists on tables; just a few pointers about the route, a brief outline of tactics,
perhaps a couple of questions, then everyone’s mind on the job. Today, it’s
“We work to bring back the breakaways, for a sprint finish. Couple of bumps in the last kilometer, but we try
to set up Cav. Okay?”
Okay. Over and out.
*
One hour to starr. One of the guys disappears into the bathroom. Four minutes later, a foul stench, a deluge of
expletives, and, finally, laughter fill the air:
*
Forty minutes to start: Slap on chamois cream. Pick out selection of energy bars and gels from stash
replenished every morning by team soigneurs. Tell Bernie Eisel I’m definitely better-looking than him.
*
Half an hour to start. Ride the 100 meters or so to the sign-on podium. You always know where to go, because,
from about 100 miles, never mind 100 meters, you can hear Daniel Mangeas, Tour speaker and institution,
reciting some irrelevant statistic about how an obscure Spanish rider once finished 12 th in Stage 4 of the Vuelta a
España. I arrive, sign the sheet indicating that I’m present, correct, and ready to ride, wave to the crowd, retrieve
my bike, then muscle through more fans, journalists, VIPs, and gendarmes back to the team bus while Mangeas
rasps his way through a list of my most significant achievements.
*
Twenty minutes to start. Perhaps pop outside for two or three very short interviews, at request of team press
officer. Every day, for fifteen minutes or even half an hour, some riders will camp out in the Village Départ or
start village, a sprawling hospitality area where you can read the papers, drink coffee, and even get a haircut …
but where you’re also besieged by reporters, sponsors, guests, or former Tour stars now recycled as chauffeurs or
PR men. In 2007, this had all been a novel, prestage diversion; now, in 2008, it is much less stressful and much
more sensible to count down the last few minutes before a stage start in the calm and comfort of the bus,
*
Five minutes to start. Down the stairs, out of bus, helmet on, take bike, check radio, right foot in, left foot in,
and away we go. See you in 164.5 kilometers, in Saint Brieuc, in about three and three-quarter hours’ time, on the
top step on the podium, with any luck.
*
Three hours, forty-five minutes, and. thirteen seconds, to be precise. That’s how long it took Thor Hushovd—
but, sadly, not me. Those “bumps” we talked about in the briefing turned out to be somewhat harder than expected, so much so that, on the penultimate rise, a kilometer and a half from the line, my legs suddenly seized up
and my chances evaporated. As I dropped backward, one rider’s tumble led to a mass pileup, which forced me to
slam on the brakes and skid to a halt. When I finally started moving again, I was in fiftieth position, and it was all
I could do to reach for the microphone on my intercom radio, press the on button, and bleat the order to forget
about me and ride for Gerald Ciolek.
From twenty-seven places back—which was exactly where I would finish—I could just about make out
Hushovd’s raised arms and both Kim and Gerald lunging in vain at his heels.
Kirchen 2nd. Ciolek 3rd. Cavendish 27th.
Or, if you like, another day, another defeat.
*
“Fat wanker.”
That’s what the Guardian called me. Or rather, that’s what I called myself, according to an article by William
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Fotheringham the day before my Tour de France debut in London in July 2007. William was one of the scores of
journalists that my team, T-Mobile, had fixed up with phone interviews in the run-up to the Tour's Grand Depart,
nearly driving me to despair, and I’d been telling him about how my coach at the British Cycling Academy, Rod
Ellingworth, had transformed me from a slightly chubby 16-year-old into the rider everyone now said was going
to be the revelation of the 2007 Tour. The line wasn’t the best, but I thought he’d heard okay. There were even
faint gurgles of laughter down the phone. Well, you would, wouldn’t you? It was one hell of a quote—
“Rod turned me from a fat wanker to a world champion in fifteen months.”
I know I’m not the most lily-tongued 24-year-old on the planet, and I’m not proud of it, but would I really call
myself a “fat wanker?” To the Guardian? I suppose at that point, not many people knew I’d spent a couple of
years in my teens working in Barclays Bank in Douglas, trying desperately to raise a few quid for what I expected
to be an expensive couple of years when I’d have to travel abroad to race and get myself noticed. From “fat
banker” to world champion; I’ll grant you that it’s a strange enough concept for one or two people to get their
wires crossed.
I’d known I was going to leave school at 16 right from when I’d had to choose my GCSE (General Certificate
of Secondary Education) options two years earlier. You know how it goes: kid tells parents and headmaster that
he’s going to be a professional athlete, parents and headmaster roll their eyes and mutter some cliché about
“having qualifications to fall back on;” kid shakes his head and sulks, and parents and headmaster usually win. In
my case, the bone of contention was whether I was going to do just French or German; I was passably good at
both and could well understand how French could be useful for my cycling career, at least, but simply didn’t see
the point of taking German instead of physical education, which was what they were advocating. They ended up
convincing me, and for reasons that’ll later become clear, it’s no bad thing that they did.
They were an eventful couple of years, 2001 and 2002. There was one event in particular that changed my life
forever, and that was meeting Melissa, who would become my fiancée. People still laugh when I talk about my
past life as a teenaged ballroom-dancing prodigy, but I always tell them not to knock it because, without it, I
would never have met the girl who, eight years on, was the person who’d done more for me than anyone else in
the world—the girl whom I called the best thing that ever happened to me.
*
The date was sometime early in 2002—the year of my GCSEs—the occasion a Saturday night when I had just
returned from my first race of the season, the Eddie Soens in Aintree. I was never much of a drinker or a party
animal as a teenager, mainly because those vices aren’t compatible with the lifestyle of a budding professional
cyclist, but all of my mates were going to a “Battle of the DJs” at the Villa Marina, on the front in Douglas, so I
decided to tag along. Straightaway I recognized Melissa. We’d been introduced by my ballroom-dance partner,
Laura, at a party a couple of months earlier, and I’d been downright snotty with her. We’d spoken for a minute,
then I’d pretended to be bored and sloped off to talk to someone else. Now, though, I saw her across the dance
floor and turned to my mate.
“That girl has to be mine,” I whispered.
To cut a long and fabulous story very, very short—at least for now—eight fabulous, sometimes tempestuous
years later, we were still together and due to get married in October 2009.
Most kids at that age launch themselves into relationships without a moment’s thought for where it’s all
leading, what kind of emotions or practical choices are going to be involved in a few months’ time. It shows just
how sure I was about Melissa that after a few weeks I’d turned to her with both a warning and the option of
quitting while we were ahead: I was going to be a professional cyclist, and chasing that dream would mean trips
to the mainland every weekend and to Europe every so often, and pretty soon it might mean spending weeks or
months at a time away. She nodded, unperturbed, but I’m sure she hadn’t grasped the full implications of what I
was saying, probably because it did sound a little bit presumptuous coming from a 15-year-old. There’d be plenty
of tears shed by both parties over the next few years as we realized that, if anything, I’d underestimated the extent
of the sacrifices we would both make and the heartache they’d cause.
Melissa’s arrival on the scene coincided with the buildup to my GCSEs, for which I showed a total lack of
enthusiasm. Melissa was in the school year above me, which meant she was studying for AS Levels at the same
time that I was doing my GCSEs, but she was intent on devoting more time to helping me than to her own
revision. Even without doing homework or much revision, I scraped by in the classroom as well. My GCSE
results came through that August: five As, six Bs, and two Cs.
Staying on at school and A-Levels was never really an option. Cycling was the axis on which my world now
turned, and everything else, as far as I was concerned, was a waste of time—especially the ten and a half months
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per year, that weren’t summer holiday. “Holiday” perhaps isn’t how other people would describe a strict regimen
of six hours on a bike every day, but to me, those six hours weren’t obligation or drudgery or even training—they
were pure, unvarnished fun. Every day, I’d either head out with the group that met in the mornings at the QuarterBridge or ride on my own for about three hours, then go out for another three with the crowd who trained after
work. I loved the company, the piss-taking, the exhilaration, and, of course, like every kid, the gratification that
comes with praise and success.
It was around this time, as my obsession grew, that my brother’s interest in cycling began to wane. I’ve said in
numerous interviews that Andy was perhaps a more naturally blessed rider than I, and my view on that hasn’t
changed. One year, for instance, Andy put his bike away in September, dusted it off again the following March,
trained for a week, then went straight to Liverpool and won the Merseyside Divisional Championships in his age
group. I, meanwhile, had ridden all winter but could only finish 2 nd to my soon-to-be best mate, the Scouser Matt
Brammeier.
Andy lacked nothing as a cyclist except perhaps a little bit of perseverance and passion. Those, fortunately,
were the two commodities I possessed in abundance.
*
I officially became a Barclays employee in September 2001. I had the next phase of my life all mapped out: A
lot of riders in the junior, or Under 18, category are effectively full-time cyclists who live, eat, train, and race
pretty much like the pros who ride the Tour de France, but to me, that seemed senseless. I always knew that the
key years, the ones that would determine whether or not a big pro team would be willing to take a punt on me,
were the three that came later, when I’d be classed as an amateur, or Espoir, or Under 23 rider. They were years
when I’d need discipline, contacts, the right diet, the right results, and also a few grand in my pocket to make time
off the bike as comfortable, uncomplicated, and conducive to good performances as possible. Mike Kelly, my
coach, mentor, training partner, and mate from the Manx Road Club, recommended Barclays in Douglas; his son,
who’d been a really good rider as a junior, had worked there and said they’d been great, always happy to give him
the odd day to go and race as well as moral support and even a bit of sponsorship. I was so keen that I felt
compelled to tell a white lie in the Record of Achievement that I had to submit as part of my application: I said I
aspired to a career in professional cycling or banking. It obviously worked because I got the job.
Like most people and their banks, over the next two and a half years, Barclays and I developed a love-hate
relationship. The job itself was great. I was a cashier, which may not be the most interesting role in itself, but I
made it as stimulating as I could by treating it a lot like I treated my cycling: in other words, by working hard and
fast. There was an unofficial record at the bank for the number of transactions a cashier completed in a single day,
and I soon set about beating it. There was no such record for flirting with the old ladies, but I had a pretty good
stab at that as well. It was the only way of making it bearable—learning the customers’ names, humoring them,
bantering with them. I still go to the bank sometimes to say hello to one of the women who used to work with me,
and she still maintains that I was the best cashier they ever had. It still makes me smile.
As modest as the wages were, it was a relief to be earning properly for the first time. Up to that point, my only
job had been a newspaper route, the proceeds of which would inevitably be spent on cycling gear, as would all my
Christmas and birthday money. I think my parents, and my dad in particular, had exactly the right attitude when it
came to buying me equipment for my bike; if, for example, I bought some carbon Campagnolo brake levers,
crashed, and wrecked one of them, I’d be able to go to my dad to ask for money for a replacement, but he’d
always ask me why I needed the carbon ones, which were only five grams lighter than the slightly less fancy, less
expensive alloy versions, and he’d buy me those instead. At the time, I’d be slightly miffed, but now I realize that
I grew up appreciating good equipment, just as I still appreciate it now, as well as everything else that my team’s
backup staff does for me. I can be fairly sure that the pro riders who I see now taking their bikes and their
masseurs and mechanics for granted picked up that attitude when they were kids, when they only had to whistle
for a new piece of carbon fiber to fall from the sky.
You could say that the clue’s in the name, but the “fat banker years” were never intended to be my most
productive from a cycling point of view. There were the cream cakes, sure, plus the half-dozen or so kilos of extra
blubber they left me carrying, but the real issue was the limited time I had to dedicate to riding my bike.
Fortunately, when I did train and race, I was proving to myself and others that I could compete and win, not just
on a domestic level but also against my contemporaries from all over Europe. That had been one of the
conclusions I’d taken home from the Assen Youth Tour in Holland, which I’d ridden for the British Schools team
in my last year at Ballerkemeen.
That race was as memorable for my encouraging perfonnances as for a couple of incidents involving my pal
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and partner-in-scallydom Matt Brammeier. I’d ordered a Look adjustable stem a few days before the race and had
it sent to Brammeier’s in Liverpool, where I was due to stay before we went over to Holland. Of course, when I
got off the ferry and arrived at his place, the stem—all £150 worth of it—was already on Brammeier’s bike, and
he was adamant that it wasn’t coming off, arguing that it was “payment” for my board and lodgings. We then
pitched up in Assen, at a lodge in the woods where all the other riders and officials were staying, and ran amok. In
the race, I won the prologue and finished 2 nd on the next stage, a time trial, despite having to suffer the indignity
of watching Brammeier riding to 5th place with the Look stem I’d ordered specifically with that stage in mind. I
won my second stage the following day, then, in the penultimate, attacked on a cobbled section and escaped with
a group of eight. I was convinced I had the general classification sewn up until I glanced back and saw the yellow
jersey zigzagging through the team cars, sheltered from the crosswinds.
I knew then that it was over. My consolation was another win in the final stage, the points jersey, and, most
importantly, confirmation that I could hold my own against even the best kids in Europe.
Later that summer, Dad started taking me to track races on the mainland. I loved those trips—just me, my dad,
and my bike in the back of our Citroen AX, buzzing up and down the motorways. After my first winter at
Barclays, I trained for no more than a fortnight before the British junior track championships, yet still won the
Scratch race and was the fastest qualifier in the flying 200 meters (in 11.1 seconds) and the kilometer time trial
ahead of Matt Crampton, who sometimes gives Chris Hoy a run for his money in the sprint events these days.
On the track, I could get away with a bit of calorific overindulgence. There were no hills in the velodrome, no
gravity to defy, and my finishing speed was intact. On the road, alas, it was a different story. In 2002, my first full
year at Barclays, I’d very much hoped to ride and, if possible, win the junior world championship road race on
what was said to be an unusually flat and sprinter-friendly route in Zolder, Belgium, but had been badly penalized
by a series of hilly routes in the Peter Buckley Trophy. The “Buckleys” were the most coveted, hard-fought junior
races on the domestic calendar, not to mention the British Cycling Federation’s main measuring post when it came
to selecting teams for the Worlds. In 2002, the climbers had flourished while I had flattered to deceive, the result
being that Great Britain went to Zolder with a team full of climbers who were desperately ill-equipped for such a
flat course. A Frenchman won; the Brits ended medal-less while I sat at home ruing what might have been.
My last year at the bank, 2003, was also going to be my last as an Under 18, or junior. Mike Kelly had set me
up with Dataphonics, a junior team based in Cambridge, and Barclays allowed me to have much of that summer
off on a short sabbatical. Having missed out the previous year in Zolder, I set my sights on the 2003 Worlds in
Hamilton, Canada, but was left fuming again as the selectors snubbed me for the second straight year. The day
after the team was announced minus my name, I luckily had the opportunity to make amends in what was to be
the final Buckley of the season. My rivals that day had the Federation to thank for a performance that was as
angry as it was dominant and, most importantly, triumphant. …
The Inhabited Dependent Territories
Anguilla
209.70 Excerpt from Anguilla: Where There’s A Will There’s A Way\fn{by Colville L. Petty (c.1940- )} Anguilla.
(M) 13
An economy with a history of sugar and slavery produced a society of individual peasant proprietors, fishermen and sailors with great personal independence.
Benevolent paternalism during slavery; manumission; and the system of land tenure … gave birth to an industrious
peasantry, dependent on its own efforts for subsistence.\fn{ Kathleen D. Manchester, Historic Heritage of St. Kitts, Nevis and
Anguilla, 97}

Anguilla’s thin soil and inadequate rainfall affected the quantity and quality of the sugar produced by slavelabor from Africa and for most times therefore sugar production was unprofitable. Additionally, it became
impossible for the white planters to hold large numbers of slaves. These factors prevented the sugar plantation
from taking a stranglehold on society as was the case in most of the other Caribbean islands. By the end of the
eighteenth century, many of the plantations were neglected or abandoned and the slaves were permitted to go offisland to earn better wages so that they could buy their freedom and that of their enslaved relatives.
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Most mulatto children obtained their freedom at birth. By the time of Emancipation in the 1830s the slaves in
Anguilla were practically a free people—a people with land and independence. After Emancipation, and after the
exodus of the white settlers, Anguilla eventually evolved into an egalitarian society.
Some seventy miles away in St. Kitts an economy dominated by sugar and slavery produced a society of
landless peasants with a distaste for manual labor. The plantation system produced a society with a large
proletarian class at the bottom and a small elite group perched at the apex. The soil and climate were ideal for
sugar and chattel slavery and therefore throughout the centuries King Sugar constituted (and continued to
constitute) the backbone of the economy of St. Kitts. King Sugar continues to shape the society and determine its
political direction.
This book examines the attempts of the British colonial power at forging together two fundamentally different
societies—one in St. Kitts and the other in Anguilla, and the politics of resistance by the inhabitants of Anguilla to
any union with St. Kitts. Agitation against the imposed political union with St. Kitts began in the early nineteenth
century but to no avail. The year 1967 was the watershed in Anguilla's struggle for separation from St. Kitts. It
was the high point in the people’s struggle for freedom to participate in the charting of their own destiny. This
book examines the achievement of that “freedom” and the practice of politics in a 35 square mile island with a
population of 7,000 people\fn{13,500, 2006 estimate} of predominantly\fn{90%} African descent.
*
Located in the northernmost part of the Leeward Islands, Anguilla is a flat island composed of coral limestone
with the highest elevation being Crocus Hill (225 ft). It has a tropical marine climate and an annual rainfall of 35
inches. It is mostly dry and covered with low scrub which seems well suited for the thin and rocky soil.
A fundamental characteristic of the island’s economy is its high level of import dependence, such that about
ninety per cent of the island’s food supplies and other consumer items is imported. During 1980 recorded import
figures were running at 810 million\fn{ I am assuming East Caribbean dollars are meant, a currency in existence since 1965
(US$1=CD$2.70 in 2010)} (with exports of fish, live animals and salt at about 81 million). The shallow soil and low
rainfall have prevented the growth of a viable agricultural industry and according to the 1974 census only fourteen
persons were engaged in full-time farming. Further, out of a total cultivable area of 3,000 acres only 300-400 were
actually cultivated. The principal crops are pigeon peas and maize. Many people own sheep, goats, pigs, and other
livestock which they rear on their own plots of land. Land ownership is fairly widely spread. A cadastral
survey\fn{An official survey of land boundaries } which was carried out between 1974 and 1976 showed that there were
over 4,100 separate parcels of land with an average area of one to three acres. Only three people owned more than
100 acres.
Fishing is the principal productive activity. Most of the boats are small and are equipped with outboard
gasoline motors. Their size confines them to fishing in nearby waters. A high proportion of the male labor force is
engaged in fishing which is partly a consequence of the absence of any significant manufacturing apart from the
production of concrete blocks, furniture, wooden boats and aerated drinks. The only processing industry is the
manufacture of sea-salt, which is produced by natural evaporation from brine at the salt pond at Road Bay.
Employment in this industry is seasonal. The 1974 census showed that
only 18% of the total population was reported to be working during the week before the census—a very small figure—
15% of those in employment were working part-time only … In the age group fifteen to nineteen, 61% of Anguillian
males and 72% of Anguillian females who were classed as economically active, working or willing and able to work,
were unemployed. In the age group twenty to fifty-nine the corresponding figures were 31% and 45%.\fn{ Report on the
Census of Anguilla 1974, 6-7}

Only about 16% of the employed population was engaged in agriculture, fishing and manufacturing and 1015% in construction. About 70% of the employed population was occupied in service occupations (including the
provision of infrastructure). Since 1974, employment in the construction and service occupations has increased, as
has that in infrastructure provision.
Employment in commodity production is, however, unlikely to have risen. Figures from the report on the
operations of the Social Security Scheme which was introduced on January 1, 1982 show that at the end of that
year, 1,650 employees and 227 employers were registered under the Scheme. The figures did not include some
20% of the labor force who avoided registration and the many self-employed persons who are not required to
contribute to the Scheme. However, the growth of a tourism sector has improved employment opportunities on the
island.
The main form of business organization continues to be the one-man business and the distribution of income
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appears to be less unequal than in many other Caribbean countries.\fn{ The main industries of the island are now in 2010
reported to be tourism (which began in earnest in 2005 and has since accelerated); offshore incorporation and management; offshore
banking; and fishing, with many insurance and financial business reported to have established their headquarters on the island } There

are few signs of conspicuous wealth and extreme poverty. A slow rate of population growth and migration have
enabled the Anguillians to enjoy a relatively comfortable standard of living in an island with limited resources.
The 1974 census estimated a net outward migration of 936 between 1960 and 1974. It showed a birth rate of 25
compared with 37.7 in 1960 (when the population was 5,810, and a net reproduction rate of 1.9 compared with
2.8 in 1960. Net outward migration made a significant contribution to the island’s economy in the form of
remittances. In fact, up until the 1960s the best homes in the island belonged to Anguillians who had migrated
earlier to places like Aruba and Curacao. From the point of view of the economy, migration had its negative
aspects in that it deprived the island of its best brains and people with initiative. From the point of view of the
politics, it produced the men who led the 1967 rebellion which culminated in the formal separation of Anguilla
from the Associated State of St. Kitts-Nevis and Anguilla on December 19, 1980.
*
Ever since the arrival of the English settlers in the mid-seventeenth century, Anguilla’s constitutional and
political history has been one of colonial domination. Consequently, changes in the constitutional order were
seldom related to the needs of the local society while much importance was given to the needs and policy of the
colonizing power.
The end result of this policy was that from the beginning of its colonial history Anguilla had been made an
appendage of St. Kitts for the sake of British administrative convenience. This was the case when a Proprietary
System of Government was established in Anguilla and continued to be so until the island forcibly freed itself
from St. Kitts.
In 1627 when Charles I appointed the Earl of Carlisle as Proprietor of the Caribbe Islands, which included
Anguilla, a Proprietary System of Government was established with the Governor-in-Chief resident in Barbados.
Therefore, when Anguilla was settled in 1650 it inherited a Proprietary Government which had already taken root
in the other islands. A Governor was appointed for St. Kitts and Anguilla, with a Deputy Governor resident in
Anguilla. No council was established in Anguilla during the Proprietorship period as was required under that
system of Government so that early Government in the island was arbitrary and unrepresentative.
In 1663, following the restoration of Charles II, the Caribbe Islands were taken over by the Crown and Crown
Colony Government was established. Seven years later the Leeward Islands including St. Kitts with Anguilla,
were separated from the Central Government in Barbados and Councils were set up in most of the islands.
However, it was not until 1735 that a Council was established in Anguilla but this was merely advisory and
without any form of power whatsoever. The reasoning behind the subordinate and advisory role of the Anguilla
Council was that the Council in St. Kitts was adequate to serve the needs of both islands. For the purpose of
selecting members for the Council the island was divided into three divisions, viz. The Valley, the Road and
Joanshole. Two members were chosen from each division.
*
The constitutional history of Anguilla has shown that constitutional changes were incremental and certainly
slow, for it was not until 1816 that further constitutional measures affecting Anguilla came about. In that year the
Leeward Islands Administration was disbanded and the islands were re-grouped into two separate Governments,
one comprising St. Kitts (and Anguilla), Nevis and the Virgin Islands, and the other Antigua, Barbuda and
Montserrat.
Four years later Anguilla was devastated by a hurricane which was followed by a famine. The discontent
expressed in the wake of the disasters prompted a suggestion from the Secretary of State that Anguilla should be
allowed to send one representative to sit on the St. Kitts Assembly, but the Lieutenant Governor of St. Kitts
suggested instead that Anguilla might be better ruled direct from London.
Following agitation for greater autonomy, and in accordance with a directive from the Secretary of State, the
St. Kitts Legislature passed in 1825 an Act (No. 21 or 1825) which gave all freeholders of Anguilla the right to
send a representative to the Assembly in St. Kitts. The Act prohibited the passage of any law affecting Anguilla
except in the presence of the Anguilla representative. This concession did not satisfy the wishes of the residents of
Anguilla and they therefore petitioned the Governor that same year and asked,
Can we indulge a hope that laws enacted for this community, can and will be made with much regard to its interests,
when they are passed by a body of men living in a distinct and remote island, possessing no property of any kind here
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and having no connection or relation whatever?\fn{ New World Quarterly IV.1 (1967) 14}

This early protest went unheeded and in the years that followed, Anguilla followed St. Kitts in whatever island
grouping St. Kitts found itself.
Around 1832 the post of Deputy Governor was restyled President and the Anguilla Council became known as
the Vestry.
By the mid-nineteenth century the Vestry comprised eleven elected members and two ex officio\fn{Non-voting}
in the persons of the rector of the parish and the stipendiary magistrate.
In 1864 it was empowered to raise revenue for local purposes, subject to the approval of the Lieutenant
Governor in St. Kitts.
For reasons best appreciated by the colonizing power, the Leeward Islands were again federated in 1871 with
one general Legislative Council. The various units were now called Presidencies, each maintaining its island
Council but with reduced powers. St. Kitts and Anguilla formed one Presidency.
This new arrangement also caused discontent among the Anguillians who petitioned the Colonial Office on
August 23, 1873 and complained that
the interest of Anguilla, its resources and capabilities of development are not understood … by the legislative body
of St. Christopher who are utter strangers to us, ignorant of the community, careless of their wants, and therefore
unequal to discharge … the important duties of legislation for us. … This legislative dependence on St. Kitts can in no
sense be called a legislative union, it has operated and continues to operate most injuriously against us, and is mutually
disliked.\fn{Ibid.}

In 1882 Nevis became a member of the Presidency which included St. Kitts with Anguilla. The Councils of
both St. Kitts and Nevis were merged into one, the members of which were all nominated by the Crown, and the
Presidency was then called the Presidency of St. Christopher and Nevis. Further, the Anguilla Vestry (formerly the
Anguilla Council) was abolished and a Magistrate was appointed to oversee the day-to-day running of the island.
Local Government in Anguilla had disappeared.
*
The social and political unrest throughout the West Indies in the 1930s prompted further constitutional change.
In 1935 the British Government decided that the Council in St. Kitts, to which Anguilla sent one representative,
should consist of three nominated unofficials, five elected unofficial members and three official members
including the Administrator. The elective principle was introduced for the first time, and the franchise was limited
to those who met certain property qualifications.
The first elections under the limited franchise were held in 1937 and Anguilla’s candidate, Mr. Albert Owen, a
planter, was elected unopposed.
Following the Second World War there were global demands for greater political participation as well as for
self-determination and those demands urged on the grant of adult suffrage worldwide. In 1951 therefore, a new
constitution providing adult suffrage for St. Kitts, Nevis and Anguilla, and adding Anguilla to the title of the
Presidency for the first time, came into force.
Further constitutional change occurred in 1956 when the Leeward Islands Federation was dissolved, and
Anguilla became part of a colony which included St. Kitts and Nevis.
With the creation of the West Indies Federation in 1958, St Kitts, Nevis and Anguilla entered as one unit only
to revert to a colonial status after the break-up of the Federation in 1962. After the failure of the attempt at a
federation of the “Little Eight”, Britain and the Leeward and Windward Islands agreed to the creation of
Statehood in association with Britain. This relationship gave the Associated States full internal self-government
and reserved for Britain the control and direction of their defense and external affairs.
The months preceding Statehood for St. Kitts, Nevis and Anguilla saw the resurgence of Anguillian
nationalism and a demand for separation from St. Kitts. The creation of the Associated State of St. Kitts, Nevis
and Anguilla in February, 1967 and the inclusion of Anguilla against the wishes of its people sparked off a
rebellion.
*
The rebellion was concerned with replacing St. Kitts colonialism with direct British colonialism but the basic
underlying causes were economic. Up until the early 1950s Anguilla remained relatively poor and undeveloped.
There were no industries, no paved roads, no electricity, no piped water, no telephones and no proper port
facilities. Health, sanitation and education facilities were grossly inadequate.
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These conditions and the resultant low standard of living provoked another petition for a break with St. Kitts.
In 1958, the Anguillians petitioned the Governor of the Leeward Islands requesting him to
make every exertion which lies within your power to bring about the dissolution of the present political and
administrative association of Anguilla with St. Kitts.\fn{ Report of the Commission of Inquiry to examine the Anguilla Problem,
76}

That petition was signed by about two thousand people out of a population of six thousand. The petitioners
warned the Governor that
a people cannot live without hope for long without erupting socially; and it is because the people of Anguilla prefer
petition to eruption that we now implore Your Excellency to use your best endeavours with the Secretary of State for
the Colonies … to have Anguilla created a grant-aided Colony, emancipated from the dead hand of the political leaders
of St. Kitts … We know that Anguilla must have at least an economic horizon to bolster a petition of this sort, but
paradoxically such a horizon can never, never appear unless the island is free of St. Kitts politics whose avowed intent
it is, to withhold from Anguilla even the ordinary amenities of modern civilised life.\fn{ Ibid. 78}

Disenchantment with Anguilla's economic position resulted in a demand to replace St. Kitts colonialism with
direct British colonialism. The demand was ignored (as were those made in 1825 and 1873) but it gave notice, to
the governments concerned, about the unrest that was to follow nine years later. The petitioners warned that
a people cannot live without hope for long without erupting socially.\fn{ Ibid}

By the late 1950s and early 60s many Anguillians had returned home from abroad. Their return had a profound
effect on political developments on the island. Many returned from Curacao and Aruba where employment
opportunities both in the oil and other industries had declined. Others returned from St. Thomas and St. Croix
because they had become tired of running and hiding from the immigration authorities there. All of them had
come to regard Anguilla as backward in relation to her neighbours. St. Maarten,\fn{ Still in 2010 a Dutch dependency}
just nine miles away, had a booming tourist industry. The jet planes which took the tourists there had to fly over
Anguilla so that the Anguillians were in a position to see them land at Juliana Airport.
In those days the only plane which came to Anguilla regularly was the “lobster plane”. LIAT came in
occasionally. Anguillians felt that their underdevelopment relative to the other islands was due to their political
domination by St. Kitts. St. Kitts had paved roads, piped water, a beer factory, a radio station, telephone and street
lights. Kittitians said that the Anguillians called the street lights “moonlight on sticks”.
It was this uneven development, this neglect, Anguilla’s poverty relative to St. Kitts which made the people
determined to remove what they considered to be the cause of their underdevelopment. The disparity was great
and one could only imagine how Anguillians felt, on arrival at the Basseterre pier, to be greeted by Kittitians with,
“Welcome to New York!”.
Anguillians regarded themselves as a “double colony”. They saw themselves, at one and the same time, as a
colony of St. Kitts and a colony of Britain. There can be little doubt that all political and economic decisions were
made outside of Anguilla as were decisions relating to the day-to-day administration of the island. The system of
domination was so thorough that Anguillians had no say in their own affairs. They played a nominal role in a
government which was not theirs. This took the form of sending a representative to the Legislative Council on
which sat seven Kittitians and two Nevisians. The Anguillians were mere recipients of policy made in St. Kitts
(and Britain).
It was the colonial link with St. Kitts that they wanted to sever, not the link with Britain. This is understandable
because British rule was never direct. Moreover, they felt that the development aid money which Britain
earmarked for Anguilla was spent in St. Kitts. The attitude of the Anguillians was a consequence of a situation
where society and government were kept apart—society in Anguilla but government in St. Kitts (some seventy
miles away).
Such a situation could not exist indefinitely. The Wooding Commission in looking at the causes of the rebellion
noted that the Anguillians suffered
the disability of having no political responsibility. From the time that the Vestry was disbanded the people had no
opportunity to learn politics.\fn{Ibid., 44}
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A further cause of rift was the growing consciousness among Anguillians that Kittitians did not regard them as
equals but as being backward and illiterate. It was this attitude which helped to build up resentment among
Anguillians towards Kittitians. A favourite name which Kittitians had for Anguillians was “Bobo Johnny”, and
they told funny stories which Anguillians found insulting and degrading, and which were resented greatly. Here
are two:
An Anguilla Bobo bought a block of ice, put it in his valise. and carried it to Anguilla by boat. When the Bobo
Johnny reached home and opened the valise, and saw only water, he said,
“Oh God, somebody stole my block of ice and put water in my valise!”\fn{ An Anatomy of the Anguilla Rebeliion (19671969 Invasion, 9}

Another is about an Anguillian who
bought a three-legged pot, put it on the road, and told the pot to walk to the pier because it had three legs and he (the
Bobo) had only two.\fn{Ibid.}

Such stories may have provided the Kittitians with much humour but they explain a psychological cause of the
rebellion.
*
As discussed earlier, the structure of the economies of Anguilla and St. Kitts produced two distinctly different
societies—the one in Anguilla, egalitarian—and that in St. Kitts, stratified, with a large proletarian class at the
base. The fact that the two islands are some seventy miles apart, and the lack of proper communications,
contributed much to keeping the two societies separate and distinct. Both geography and history worked against a
union of the two societies as if to stress that
What God has put asunder let not man join together.\fn{Unrefrenced}

The distance between the two islands prevented Anguillians from developing a sense of loyalty, or feeling of
nationalism, towards the Colony of St. Kitts, Nevis and Anguilla. A direct consequence of this was the creation of
Anguillian nationalism where the love for country and the desire to control its development, socially and
economically, provided a powerful demand for the creation of a state independent of St. Kitts. It provided the
psychological base for the creation of an Anguillian State.
*
A Constitution Order for the creation of the Associated State of St. Kitts, Nevis and Anguilla was discussed at
a Constitutional Conference held in London in May, 1966. The delegates to the Conference included Mr. Paul
Southwell, Chief Minister; Mr. Eugene Walwyn, Member of the Legislative Council representing Nevis; and Mr.
Peter Adams, Member of the Legislative Council representing Anguilla. The proposals were accepted by the
delegates and Mr. Peter Adams signed the Conference Report as representative for Anguilla. Against the
background of Anguilla’s persistent demand for a break with St. Kitts one of the proposals discussed concerned
the establishment of Local Government in Anguilla (and in Nevis). The St. Kitts Government had at last
attempted to come to grips with a situation which it had too often brushed aside. Consequently, Section 109 (1) of
the Constitution Order provided as follows:
There shaJl be a Council for Nevis and a Council for Anguilla, which shall be the principal organ of local
Government in the Island of Nevis and the Island of Anguilla respectively.\fn{ The Saint Christopher, Nevis and Anguilla
Constitution Order 1967, No. 228, Chapter X}

The Section stipulated that at least two-thirds of the members of the Council should be elected, and that until
January I, 1968, or such earlier date as the Legislature may prescribe, all the members should be appointed by the
Governor in accordance with the advice of the Premier who had to consult the Leader of the Opposition.
The lack of any experience in Local Government within the Colony prompted the British Government, at the
Constitutional Conference, to undertake the sending of a Local Government expert to advise on the establishment
of a modern system of Local Government in Anguilla and Nevis. Consequently, on October 22, 1966, Mr.
Bradshaw established a committee to submit proposals for the consideration of the expert. The committee
comprised, among others, Chief Minister Bradshaw, Eugene Walwyn, Member of the Legislature for Nevis, and
Peter Adams, the Member for Anguilla. The Committee seldom met and the Anguillians began to see the promise
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of Local Government as a farce designed to keep them quiet until the achievement of Statehood. In keeping with
its undertaking, the British Government announced that the Local Government expert was to arrive in St. Kitts in
January, 1967. As a result, a hastily convened meeting of the committee was held on December 23, 1966. It was
called at such short notice that Mr. Adams was not notified.
However, under cover of a letter dated January 7, 1967, he was sent a copy of the minutes and his comments
on the proposals were invited. Adams circulated copies of the minutes in Anguilla and the demand for separation
from St. Kitts was rekindled. Firstly, the Anguillians were annoyed because Adams was not invited to the
committee meeting of December 23. Secondly, and more important, they were grossly dissatisfied with the
proposals which provided the symbols of power but not the substance of power. The St.Kitts Government had
offered too little, too late.
The St. Kitts Government had a last chance to delay, or neutralise, Anguilla’s long-standing demand for
separation. Leading Anguillian residents including Ronald Webster, John Rogers and Atlin Harrigan decided that
unless the powers of the proposed Local Council were increased substantially, Anguilla would break all ties with
St. Kitts. The draft Local Government Ordinance provided for a Local Council consisting of six elected and not
more than three nominated members, and the division of the island into six wards or divisions for the purpose of
Local Government elections. Section 8(1) of the draft Ordinance outlined the general duties of the Council as
follows:
It shall be the general duty of a Local Council within the area for which it is constituted to provide for the collection
and expenditure, for the benefit of such area, of all the moneys authorised by law to be raised for such purpose, to
provide for the good government and improvement of the area under its control; to enforce the provisions of this
Ordinance or any other law relating thereto, and without prejudice to the generality of these provisions it shall be the
duty of the Local Council (a) to apply the net amount of all moneys collected in paying all expenses incurred by the
Local Council under this Ordinance, and also in repairing, cleansing, draining, and otherwise maintaining in good order
such roads and other public places, such water works, buildings and works as may belong to the Local Councilor as
may from time to time be transferred to it by the Government of the State, and also in payment of any other expenditure
required by this Ordinance; (b) to keep accounts of all assessments made and moneys collected and disbursements paid
by the Local Council; (c) to deliver copies or abstracts of all such accounts to the Director of Audit at least once every
year and to the Minister whenever he may direct; (d) to make detailed lists of the houses and lots of land in the area
under its control, and of the owners or occupants thereof, and to deliver copies thereof to the Minister; (e) to enter into
any contracts as the purposes of this Ordinance may require; (f) to perform such other duties, relating to the area under
its control as may be required under this Ordinance or any by-laws made thereunder or as the Minister may lawfully
direct.\fn{Report of the Commonwealth Conference on Anguilla, 8}

Section 9(1) gave the Council power to make by-laws for and in respect of several matters including:
(ii) the naming, cleanliness, regularity, and width of streets and roads, and the maintenance of such village or minor
roads as may be placed under the control of the Local Council by the Government of the State; … (viii) the licensing
and control of dogs; (ix) the areas within which swine may be kept; (x) the keeping of animals, birds and bees and the
destruction of insects; (xi) establishing and regulating pounds and pound fees; (xii) preventing horses, mules, asses.
horned cattle, sheep, goats, pigs and other animals from being at large or tethered on any street or public place; …
(xvii) the siting, regulation and upkeep of public cemeteries, and the imposition of fees for the opening of graves,
interments, and the erection of monuments in such cemeteries; … (xxi) the provision of guides for tourists and the
prevention of annoyance to tourists by beggars and idlers; …\fn{\fn{Ibid.}

Such limited powers were unacceptable to a people who, over several decades, demanded the right to chart
their own destiny. Such limited powers over matters considered trivial could not satisfy twentieth century
demands for self-determination.
The St. Kitts Government had a history of intransigence and arrogance in relation to matters affecting
Anguilla, and it was therefore not surprising that they refused to give the Anguillians the assurance that the
powers of the proposed Local Council would be increased. Failure in this regard led to the mounting of a major
campaign against Statehood throughout Anguilla. The campaign was engineered by men like Ronald Webster,
Atlin Harrigan and John Rogers and it was indeed effective because when the Local Government expert, Peter
Johnston, visited Anguilla on January 27, 1967 most Anguillians were in no mood to discuss Local Government.
Johnston was met on arrival at Wallblake Airport by a crowd of about seven hundred people carrying placards,
some of which read, “No association with St. Kitts”, “God save the Queen”, “No Statehood for Anguilla seeking
care of England”, and “Could we be united with Bradshaw who said that he will turn Anguilla into a desert?” He
met later at the Court House with a group of Anguillians who refused to discuss Local Government. They
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demanded the separation of Anguilla from St. Kitts-Nevis. It is of some significance that Peter Adams, Anguilla’s
representative in the St. Kitts Legislature, did not attend the meeting. He no longer had the support of the majority
of Anguillians on the question of Local Government. When Adams signed the May, 1966 Conference Report it
was on the basis of the Local Government proposals for Anguilla but such concessions were no longer relevant—
they were out of tune with the popular demand for separation.
*
The People's Action Movement (PAM) led by Dr. William Herbert, and of which Peter Adams was a member,
assisted the Anguillians in organising their resistance to Statehood. This action on the part of the St. Kitts-based
PAM was no doubt in keeping with their strategy of opposition to the St. Kitts Labour Party Government. PAM,
as it were, widened the area of conflict by fanning the flames of discontent in Anguilla. The many political
meetings which they held in Anguilla helped to concretise the Anguillians’ resolve. Beneath PAM’s show of
solidarity was the desire that Anguilla should remain a part of the proposed Associated State. The leaders of PAM
saw their support in Anguilla as a means of capturing power in St. Kitts. In the July 1966 elections PAM won one
seat in Anguilla and one in Nevis. Consequently, any hope of forming a PAM Government in St. Kitts depended
heavily on their support in Anguilla (and in Nevis). It was therefore in the interest of PAM that Anguilla remained
associated with St. Kitts. This partly explains the reasoning behind PAM’s Nine Point Plan contained in a letter
dated February 2, 1967 to Chief Minister Bradshaw. The letter signed by Dr. William Herbert, Peter Adams and
Richard Caines expressed dissatisfaction with the proposals for Local Government and demanded the followmg:
1. Proper Local Government now, before Statehood. 2. To be called the Anguilla Island Council and Nevis Island
Council. 3. All the members to be elected. 4. The Council to control roads, water and light, among other things. 5. The
Chairman to be selected by the Council. 6. The Council to have a say in the Economic Development of the island. 7.
Clearly indicated sources of Revenue independent of the Central Government. 8. No power of Central Government to
abolish or suspend Island Council. 9. Power to deal with lands now held by Government.\fn{ PAM and the Anguilla
Rebellion (unpusblished paper)}

Chief Minister Bradshaw’s reply (February 2) was immediate and blunt:
There are no proposals before my Government.\fn{Unreferenced}

*
The Anguillian response was equally blunt. On the night of February 4 while a Statehood Queen Show was
being held at the Valley Secondary School, the first incidents of violence erupted. The show was disrupted by a
group of young men who cut off the electricity supply to the school and, armed with sticks, bottles and stones,
attacked the police, who retaliated with tear gas and gunfire. A few Anguillians were slightly injured.
The first shots of rebellion were fired—not by Anguillians but by Kittitians on Anguilla’s soil. The action of
the police fuelled an already dangerous situation because for several nights afterwards the Police Headquarters
came under gun fire from the Anguillians. As far as the Anguillians were concerned the conflict had reached a
point of “no turning back”.
Dr. Herbert and P. Adams (and other members of PAM’s leadership) were of the opinion that the conflict could
be settled peacefully and, following Bradshaw’s rebuttal of their Nine-Point Plan, went to London around
February 13 for discussions with Mrs. Judith Hart, Minister of State for Commonwealth Affairs. The discussions
resulted in a visit to Anguilla by Mr. H. P. Hall, Under-Secretary at the Commonwealth Office, on February 21.
Following further discussions with the Administrator and Ministers of Government in St. Kitts, Hall visited
Anguilla again on February 23 and told a gathering of Anguillians that the Administrator and the Chief Minister
had given firm assurances that,
Pending elections by July, 1967, when at latest the necessary legislation would be passed, the Anguillians might select
whomever they wished to serve on their Island Council and they would be duly nominated.\fn{ Unreferenced}

This assurance, along with the others, fell on deaf ears. Local Government as far as the Anguillians were
concerned ceased to be an issue.
The Bradshaw Government was most uncompromising on the question of increased powers for the Local
Council and the Local Councils Ordinance 1967 was therefore enacted on February 21. The following day the
Warden in Anguilla submitted a list of twelve names for nomination to the Anguilla Council. Mr. Kenneth Hazell
convened a meeting in The Valley on February 24 in order to test opinion on the matter, and those present made it
clear that no Anguillian would be permitted to serve on the Council. Mr. Arthur Bottomley, the British Minister of
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Overseas Development who was also the British Government’s official representative at the Statehood
celebrations, visited Anguilla on February 26 accompanied by Deputy Chief Minister Southwell. The Anguillians
re-emphasised their demand for separation from St. Kitts and exhibited a determination not to have any part of
Statehood.
On February 27, 1967, St. Kitts, Nevis and Anguilla became an Associated State. In Anguilla the occasion was
marked by the staging of a mock funeral procession with a black draped coffin representing the body of a stillborn Statehood.
*
Forced into an association against their wishes the Anguillians were determined to find a way out. In spite of
their many protests and representations, Associated Statehood was thrust upon them. Failure of negotiations gave
way to confrontation.
On March 8 the Government House was burnt to the ground, and the Warden fled to St. Kitts the next day.
During the following weeks the Police Headquarters and the homes and business places of known supporters of
the St. Kitts Government were fired upon. A vicious attack was made on Lloyd’s Hotel in the Valley on May 27,
when some fifty rounds of ammunition were used. Lloyd’s Hotel was first attacked in April, but the latter incident
was probably because the Acting Warden was living there. David Lloyd, himself, was a member of the St KittsNevis-Anguilla Labour Party and a former Anguillian representative in the St. Kitts Legislature. He was also a
member of the ill-fated West Indies Federal Parliament.
The success of the incidents of violence urged on the Anguillians to undertake more militant action and at a
meeting at the Park, called by Peter Adams on May 29, the crowd voted by show of hands to expel the St. Kitts
policemen from the island. The crowd left the Park in procession and marched to the Police Headquarters, where
they ordered the police to leave Anguilla by 10 a.m. the following day.
Early in the morning of May 30, a large and hostile crowd surrounded the Police Headquarters. In the
meantime the Wallblake Airport was blocked by oil drums, trucks, bulldozers, cars and barbed wire so as to
prevent the landing of any police reinforcements which may have been sent from St. Kitts. As the 10 o’clock
deadline approached, the policemen were advised that a plane was ready to take some of them to St. Kitts and by
noon all the policemen were disarmed and expelled from Anguilla. The Anguillians had taken control of their own
destiny. To quote the 1958 petition,
A people cannot live without hope for long without erupting socially.

Bradshaw’s immediate response was to declare a state of emergency and send telegrams to the British
Government and the Prime Ministers of Jamaica, Guyana, Barbados, and Trinidad and Tobago requesting military
assistance in putting down the rebellion. The state of emergency could not be enforced in Anguilla and the cutting
of communication links between Anguilla and St. Kitts was of little significance because Anguilla’s trading links
were mainly with Puerto Rico and the United States Virgin Islands. The retention of mail by the St. Kitts
Government did cause some inconvenience for a time, but Anguilla’s neighbours were always ready to offer
concrete assistance.
The Anguillians had two pressing areas of concern—the establishment of a Government and the defence of the
island against attack from St. Kitts. With regard to the first, a Peace-keeping Committee comprising Walter Hodge
(Chairman), Peter Adams, Atlin Harrigan, Alfred Webster, James Baird, John Rogers, Clifford Rogers, Ronald
Webster, Wallace Rey, Camile Connor, Phillip Lloyd, Charles Fleming, Wallace Richardson, Mac Connor and
Emile Gumbs was established on May 31, 1967 to manage the island’s affairs. A small police force was also
established.
The area of defence from attacks from outside was more problematic but the Anguillians managed to locate
reliable sources of guns and ammunition. There was at least one anti-tank gun in their arsenal.
The expulsion of the St. Kitts police did not put an end to Anguilla’s search for a peaceful solution to the
dispute because on May 31 a delegation from Anguilla, comprising the Rev. Leonard Carty, the Rev. Martin
Roberts, Peter Adams and C. W. Fleming went to St. Kitts for discussions with the Governor. They presented a
Memorandum to the Governor which read,in part, as follows:
What do Anguillians want? Self-determination. This is the desire of no less than 99% of the people. Anguillians do
not want to be part of a State of St Christopher-Nevis-Anguilla. The time when they might have accepted this is past.
What they now want is SEPARATION FROM ST. KITTS. They want a process set in motion now which will give
them SEPARATION and SELF-DETERMINATION within twelve months. By the end of this time they want to be a
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State in association with Britain. They recognise it as entailing great responsibility. But they are prepared to accept the
challenge. Anguillians are not prepared to accept No for an answer. They see this as their only hope. They see it as the
only way to PEACE and PROGRESS, and they want to have it at all cost.
In the interim, what do they want? (1) Direct administration from Britain under an Administrator appointed by Her
Majesty’s Government. This they want with all haste. (2) Immediately following the appointment of such an
Administrator, a general election in the island to constitute a Council. This in fact means that they want a large measure
of self-rule Now.\fn{Report of the Commission of Inquiry, op.cit., 84; capitalizations in the text}

The Memorandum also warned the Governor that if separation were not granted the Anguillians would take it
even if they had to fight for it.
The exchange of memoranda showed very clearly that the gap between the two sides was unbridgeable. Neither
side was prepared to compromise and everything pointed to the eventual break-up of the State.
The following day the St. Kitts Government considered the Memorandum and in a statement to the Anguillians
pointed out:
(a) that this is the very first occasion on which an approach. of this sort concerning the wishes of the people of Anguilla
has been made to the Government; (b) that the people of Anguilla through their properly elected representative took
part in all the discussions concerning our present Constitution which changed the colony of St. Kitts-Nevis-Anguilla to
a State in free association with Great Britain. This included the Constitutional Conference held in London last year, the
Report of which was signed by the said elected representative of Anguilla; (c) that there are constitutional means
available for effecting any changes as those contained in the wishes expressed, but that to Government’s knowledge
those means had not been explored; (d) that the people of Anguilla through their elected representative who is the
Leader of the Opposition have been taking part in the process of Government of this State; (e) the Government
continues to be ready to make every opportunity available for Anguillians as well as all other citizens of this State
properly to exercise their constitutional right to pursue their wishes in a democratic and peaceful manner; (f) in order
for this to take place in Anguilla, it is necessary for all violence to cease, for law and order to be restored, and for all
arms and ammunition, including those seized from the police on Tuesday, May 30, 1967, to be turned in to the
Government; (g) Government accordingly calls upon the citizens of Anguilla and particularly the delegation to exert
themselves so as to ensure a quick return to peace and law and order in Anguilla without any untoward incidents or
occurrence.\fn{Ibid., 86-87}

The exchange of memoranda showed very clearly that the gap between the two sides was unbridgeable.
Neither side was prepared to compromise and everything pointed to the eventual break-up of the State.
*
In an effort to defend their newly-acquired freedom, the Anguillian leadership decided that the best form of
defence is attack. They were of the view that if they overthrew Bradshaw's Government, Anguillians would live
without fear of an invasion from St. Kitts.
Consequently, in the early hours of the morning of June 10, 1967, a party of Anguillians which allegedly
included Todville Harrigan, Mitchell Harrigan, Collins Hodge and Lemuel Phillip, among others, landed in St.
Kitts and attacked the Police Headquarters, the Defence Force Headquarters and the power station.
The attack was a failure principally for two reasons. Firstly, the Anguillian party was a small one and secondly,
the anticipated support from opponents of the Bradshaw Government did not materialise. Nonetheless, the attack
did provide Anguillians with the protection which they needed because Bradshaw had first to put his own house in
order before making any attempt to retake Anguilla. In short, his small Defence Force had to concentrate on
ensuring St. Kitts own security.
The invasion prompted the St. Kitts Government to make a second request to the Governments of the United
Kingdom, Trinidad and Tobago, Jamaica, Barbados and Guyana for help in putting down the rebellion. The
British Government adopted a “hands-off” position and stated that the matter fell within the internal affairs of the
State, and that
unless some firm understanding could be reached with the Anguillians about their problems it is difficult to see how far
a military operation could solve the situation.\fn{Ibid., 25}

This statement provided the Anguillians with some measure of comfort because it gave them the assurance that
Britain did not intend to force them back with St. Kitts. The Commonwealth Caribbean Governments also
declined to become involved in the internal affairs of the State and refused to give any military assistance.
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However, on the initiative of the Prime Minister of Jamaica they agreed to send a joint mission to discuss the
basis for an amicable settlement. The Mission, which was led by Mr. James Lloyd, Permanent Secretary in the
Ministry of Defence, Jamaica, arrived in Anguilla on June 29 and held discussions with the Peace-keeping
Committee. As a result of the discussions the Committee agreed to a dialogue with the St. Kitts Government on
condition that:
(a) an assurance be given for their safe conduct; (b) the Commonwealth team attend the meetings; and (c) the Governor
should preside.\fn{Ibid., 25}

The conditions were acceptable to the St. Kitts Government and on June 30 an Anguillian delegation
comprising the Rev. John Gumbs, Messrs Jeremiah Gumbs, Peter Adams, Calvin Hbdge and Conrad Fleming
arrived in St. Kitts. As agreed, the meeting was chaired by the Governor with the Premier in attendance. No
conclusions were arrived at but the St. Kitts Government undertook to study the proposals which the Anguillians
presented.
In a radio broadcast the following day, Premier Bradshaw stated that his Cabinet had agreed to the appointment
of an Anguillian-born Warden, the resumption of mail service as soon as the Warden was installed, and to the
payment of salaries and pensions due to persons in Anguilla. However, the Premier laid down two conditions—
the Anguillians had to receive the Acting Warden and assist him in the performance of his functions, and remove
the obstacles from Walllblake Airport to permit the resumption of scheduled flights and extension work to the
runway.
The Anguilla Peace-keeping Committee rejected the offer for it was evident that Bradshaw had underestimated
the mentality and determination of the Anguillian people. A people’s demand for self-determination could not be
satisfied by installing a Warden or paying pensions. Bradshaw misread the situation by a very wide margin.
*
In order to “legitimise” the overthrow of the St. Kitts regime in Anguilla and to enhance their image, the
leaders of the rebellion decided to hold a referendum. The Bradshaw Government had sought to discredit the
leaders by claiming that the majority of Anguillians were held in subjection by a small band of revolutionaries and
consequently, the Peace-keeping Committee was determined to prove that the rebellion was a “people’s rebellion”
with mass support. Further, the leaders somehow got the impression that the Mexican Government would have
recognised the “independence” of Anguilla if the referendum got an affirmative vote. An overwhelming vote in
favour plus recognition by Mexico would, the Anguillian leadership thought, have encouraged other countries to
recognise Anguilla’s status as well as discourage an invasion by St. Kitts.
The referendum was held on July 11, 1967 and the people were asked to vote on two questions:
(1) Are you in favour of secession from St Kitts?
(2) Are you in favour of setting up the Interim Government?

The result was an overwhelming vote (1,813 to 5) in favour of secession from St. Kitts and of the Interim
Government under the direction of the Peace-Keeping Committee. Following the outcome of the vote, telegrams
were sent to several countries stating that,
Overwhelming referendum confirms absolute and final independence of Anguilla from the Federation of St. Kitts,
Nevis, Anguilla. This leaves no legal ties with the Crown. We wish to explore the status of Associated State or other
arrangement of freedom and local autonomy within the Commonwealth.

A further step towards “legitimising” the island’s status was the preparation of a Constitution. This task was
undertaken by a Dr. Roger Fisher, a professor at Harvard University. The eleven-section constitution provided for
the creation of a Council with full legislative and executive powers. Sections 2 and 3 read as follows:
Full legislative and executive powers shall reside in the Anguilla Council which shall have seven members. Five
members of the Council shall be elected, one from each of the five electoral districts. The electoral districts may from
time to time be changed by the Council, provided that they be reasonably compact, shall fairly reflect the different
residential areas of Anguilla, and shall be more or less comparable in size. Two members of the Council shall be
nominated mem- bers and shall be appointed by the five elected members.
The Council shall elect one of its members as Chairman, and he shall be the chief executive officer of Anguilla. The
Chairman shall devote full time to his public office, and shall be compensated therefor. The Council by a majority vote
may at any time overrule the Chairman, or remove a Chairman from that office and elect some other member of the
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Council as Chairman.

The Constitution appointed the first members of the Council who were to hold office until elections were held
not later than July, 1968. Those appointed were the Rev. Leonard Carty, Messrs Ronald Webster, John Rogers,
Peter Adams, Walter Hodge, Emile Gumbs and John Hodge.
*
As the Anguillians consolidated their rebellion the Caribbean Governments of Barbados, Guyana, Jamaica, and
Trinidad and Tobago convened a conference in Barbados on July 25, 1967 in an effort to find a solution to the
crisis. The British Government was invited to participate in the discussions and was represented by Lord
Shepherd, Minister of State for Commonwealth Affairs. The St. Kitts delegation comprised Premier Bradshaw
and Eugene Walwyn. Anguilla was represented by Messrs Peter Adams, Walter Hodge, Emile Gumbs and Claud
Richardson, with J. V. Hodge and Henry de B. Forde as advisers.
After much discussion “agreement” was reached in several areas. The State Government agreed to enact new
legislation to replace the Local Councils Act, No.2 of 1967, and to increase the powers of the Councils. According
to the Conference Report the
legislation will be enacted and elections held as speedily as possible. Pending the bringing into force of the legislation
and the holding of elections to the Council. the following persons will be recommended for appointment as members of
the Council for Anguilla under section 109 of the Constitution, i.e. Peter Adams Walter Hodge, Emile Gumbs, Philip
Lloyd, Wallace Richardson.\fn{Report of the Commonwealth Conference on Anguilla, op. cit., 2}

The other areas of agreement were as follows:
11. AMNESTY. No criminal proceedings will be taken against any person in connection with political action against
the State Government or British Government during the period from May 30 until today, but this amnesty will not
extend to criminal offences committed outside Anguilla. 12. WARDEN. A new Warden will be appointed for Anguilla.
The Commonwealth Caribbean Governments undertook to give assistance in the recruitment of a suitable person. 13.
POLICE. Provided that there is an orderly return to lawful government, the strength of the detachment of the State
Police Force stationed in Anguilla during the initial stages of the return to constitutional rule will not be greater than the
detachment maintained in Anguilla in recent years. 14. PEACE-KEEPING TEAM. A team consisting of police officers
provided by the Commonwealth Caribbean Governments will be stationed in Anguilla during the initial stages of the
re-establishment of constitutional government. This team will be under the command of a senior police officer selected
by the Commonwealth Caribbean Governments. Its members will have the power of police officers under the law of the
State, and the State Government will take steps to secure the enactment of legislation for this purpose. The force will
not discharge the routine duties of the State Police, but will carry out a peace-keeping rule. The instuctions to this
peace-keeping team, the logistic arrangements for its transport and supply and the duration of its stay will be agreed
between the Governments concerned. 15. FINANCE. “The Anguillian Committee” will account for funds collected and
disbursed in Anguilla during the period commencing June 1 until the Warden assumes his appointment. The
Government of the State undertakes to refund to the Committee any sums over and above those collected and proven to
have been disbursed towards carrying out the normal functions of Government. Revenue payments shown to have been
made by individuals to the Committee will be regarded as having been paid to the Government of the State. The
Government will appoint a legal and financial officer to examine matters referred to in this paragraph and the members
of the “Anguillian Committee” will give assistance to duly-appointed officers to facilitate this work. 16. STATE OF
EMERGENCY. The present State of Emergency will be terminated as soon as possible so far as it relates to Anguilla.
17. MAIL. Delivery of mail addressed to Anguilla and now accumulated in St. Kitts will be resumed. 18.
SURRENDER OF ARMS. The arms and ammunition seized from the St. Kitts Police detachment at the end of May
will be returned to the State authorities. The people of Anguilla will co-operate in the surrender of all arms and
ammunition held without licence or permission of the Chief of Police.\fn{ Ibid., 2-3}

In addition, the British Government agreed to make available £50,000 for development projects in Anguilla
and Nevis. The money was to be spent by March, 1968.
The conference was adjourned on July 29 to allow the Anguillian delegation to consult with the members of
the Peace-Keeping Committee in Anguilla.
When it reconvened on July 31 the size of the Anguilla delegation was increased to include Ronald Webster
and J. Rogers, who were accompanied by Atlin Harrigan, Alfred Webster and Jeremiah Gumbs. There was much
disagreement among the members of the Anguilla delegation which was unable to adopt a common stand on the
proposals. As a result the Conference Report was signed by Peter Adams, Emile Gumbs, Walter Hodge and John
Rogers but not by Ronald Webster and W. C. Richardson. The Conference Report noted that
During the course of the various deliberations it became clear that despite the considerable efforts that were being made
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by all parties attending the Conference to secure a satisfactory solution to the constitutional crisis proceeding on an
acknowledgement of the rule of law, there were influences in Anguilla which seemed to be working against such a
settlement.\fn{Ibid., 4}

Immediately after the Conference, Premier Bradshaw returned to St. Kitts and in his report broadcast over the
State Radio ZIZ said, among other things, that the Anguillians had agreed to a settlement which maintained the
unity of the State.
The Anguillians were infuriated by the agreement and saw it as a surrender of all that they stood for. When the
first contingent of the Anguillian delegation arrived at Wallblake Airport, the day after Bradshaw’s broadcast, it
was met by a large and curious crowd. Ronald Webster explained the terms of the agreement which the people
regarded as a sell-out.
The crowd became very hostile. It was a bitter pill for them to swallow because the Anguillian delegation was
instructed to negotiate only for separation from St. Kitts. The more militant of the crowd decided that the plane
bringing in the remainder of the delegation should not be allowed to land. However, wise counsel prevailed and
they were allowed to land, but to a hostile and abusive reception. Some members of the Anguillian delegation said
that the British delegation had used intimidating language to make them sign the Conference Report. The
allegation was denied by the British Government but, keeping in mind the demands of the Anguillian people, such
an agreement could only have been signed under duress. Nonetheless the signing of the agreement led to Peter
Adams’ dismissal and to the appointment of Ronald Webster as President.
Anguilla’s rejection of the agreement was followed by Jamaica’s refusal to provide any part of the peacekeeping force. Soon after Barbados withdrew because its participation in the peace-keeping force was dependent
on Anguilla’s acceptance of the agreement. The Caribbean Governments failed to take into account that on July
11, 1967 the Anguillians voted overwhelmingly in favour of secession from St. Kitts—failed to take into account
the fact that concessions on increasing the powers of the Local Council were irrelevant because local government
had long ceased to be an issue—failed to come to grips with the question of self-determination for a people who
had been under a double colonial yoke.
Further meetings among Caribbean Governments were held in Barbados on August 12 and in Jamaica on
August 17 in an attempt to resolve the differences which arose over the peace-keeping force. These meetings
failed to come up with an acceptable arrangement.
*
While the Caribbean Governments were disagreeing among themselves, the Anguillians were busy making
preparations for the first general elections under their new constitution. The Beacon newspaper of October 7, 1967
published a notice advising the electorate that nomination day was October 17 and that elections were scheduled
for October 25. The notice further advised that all Anguillians holding foreign passports were eligible to vote and
that Civil Servants would be allowed to contest seats. A significant development was the launching of a political
party, the Anguilla Democratic Party, to contest the elections. The ADP candidates were Ronald Webster, Wallace
Rey, Collins Hodge, Charles Fleming and Camile Connor. The editorial of the Beacon on October 14 was also
significant and is quoted in full:
In the last issue of the Beacon, notice was given of the formation of the Anguilla Democratic Party which would
contest all five seats in the forthcoming elections. Many Anguillians were unhappy about this, as it would cause a
division on the island between those who belonged, and those who did not belong to the party. It is a sign of greatness
in our Government, that having made a mistake in policy they are not afraid to admit it, and we are glad to announce
that the Government has agreed to disband the Democratic Party, and not to put forward any official candidates, in the
hopes that there will be rival candidates in all districts, and that all will be free to choose the best man for the job.

Elsewhere in the said issue, the paper noted that
The Party system has been dropped. Government will not enter any official candidates. It is hoped that two or more
candidates will stand for each of the five seats. All will stand as Independents, with no party label.

The first attempt at the formation of an Anguillian-rooted party was short-lived and the factors surrounding its
birth and death highlight the lack of political experience among the Anguillian leadership. For the first time in
their history they were managing their own affairs and therefore blunders were to be expected. When nominations
closed on October 17 all five candidates were unopposed and were declared to be duly elected. The five new
councillors were Ronald Webster, Wallace Rey, Hugo Rey, Collins Hodge and John Hodge. Two candidates,
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Camile Connor and Charles Fleming, withdrew from the contest.
When the new Council met on October 21, Ronald Webster was elected Chairman and Campbell Fleming and
John Rogers were named as nominated members. At a meeting at the Park the following day Webster told a huge
crowd that Anguilla was not looking for total independence but for some form of associated status with Great
Britain or some other Commonwealth country like Trinidad or Antigua. He emphasised that
Total independence was only a last resort if all negotiations failed.

Other speakers stressed the need for unity and the meeting ended, as it started, with the singing of the rebellion
anthem “We are out to build a new Anguilla”.
The Anguillian leaders were also interested in some sort of relationship with the United Nations and to this end
Dr. Roger Fisher, who was responsible for writing Anguilla’s first constitution, wrote a letter (October 24, 1967)
to the United Nations Secretary-General appealing for:
(1) a man who could serve as a kind of manager or administrator for Anguilla to work with the Anguilla Council in
dealing with all questions that come up, (2) an expert in telecommunications who could advise about the radio station
and other communication problems, and (3) a financial adviser\fn{ Report of the Commission of Inquiry, op. cit., 34}

Fisher’s letter was a follow-up to the meeting which he and Jeremiah Gumbs had with the United Nations
Special Committee on Colonialism. Shortly after the ill-fated Barbados Conference, Jeremiah Gumbs and Dr.
Fisher sought to put Anguilla’s case to the United Nations Special Committee on Colonialism.
After a verbal battle over the right of two American citizens to appear as petitioner and adviser for a
Commonwealth territory the Chairman of Sub-committee III ruled that Mr. Jeremiah Gumbs and Dr. Fisher should be
heard. In his petition, Mr. Gumbs spoke of the lack of common facilities in Anguilla after 300 years of colonial rule
and seventy-five years of association with St. Kitts. He denied that the Anguillians had fired shots at the St. Kitts
police and also spoke of many foreign interests wishing to develop Anguilla if only the territory were independent. He
claimed that the agreement at the Barbados Conference had been signed by the Anguillians under duress.\fn{ Ibid.}

The British Government took the view that the Committee of Twenty-four was incompetent to discuss the
affairs of an Associated State and refused to participate in the discussions. On March 23, 1968, the Committee
decided to send a mission to Anguilla to investigate the situation, but the mission was unable to visit because the
Committee could not send a mission to a colonial territory without the consent of the administering power. The
British Government had made it clear that the mission would not be permitted to visit Anguilla. …
Bermuda
46.1 Excerpt from The History Of Mary Prince\fn{by Mary Prince (c.1788-after 1833)} Bermuda, U.K. (F) 2
… I was born at Brackish-Pond, in Bermuda, on a farm belonging to Mr. Charles Myners. My mother was a
household slave; and my father, whose name was Prince, was a sawyer belonging to Mr. Trirnmingham, a
shipbuilder at Crow-lane. When I was an infant, old Mr. Myners died, and there was a division of the slaves and
other property among the family. I was bought along with my mother by old Captain Darrel, and given to his
grandchild, little Miss Betsey Williams. Captain Williams, Mr. Darrel’s son-ill-law, was master of a vessel which
traded to several places in America and the West Indies, and he was seldom at home long together.
Mrs. Williams was a kind-hearted good woman, and she treated all her slaves well. She had only one daughter,
Miss Betsey, for whom I was purchased, and who was about my own age. I was made quite a pet of by Miss
Betsey, and loved her very much. She used to lead me about by the hand, and call me her little nigger. This was
the happiest period of my life; for I was too young to understand rightly my condition as a slave, and too
thoughless and full of spirits to look forward to the days of toil and sorrow.
My mother was a household slave in the same family. I was under her own care, and my little brothers and
sisters were my play-fellows and companions. My mother had several fine children after she came to Mrs. Williams—three girls and two boys. The tasks given out to us children were light, and we used to play together with
Miss Betsey, with as much freedom almost as if she had been our sister.
My master, however, was a very harsh, selfish man; and we always dreaded his return from sea. His wife was
herself much afraid of him; and, during his stay at home, seldom dared to shew her usual kindness to the slaves.
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He often left her, in the most distressed circumstances, to reside in other female society, at some place in the West
Indies of which I have forgot the name. My poor mistress bore his ill-treatment with great patience, and all her
slaves loved and pitied her. I was truly attached to her, and, next to my own mother, loved her better than any
creature in the world. My obedience to her commands was cheerfully given: it sprung solely from the affection I
felt for her, and not from fear of the power which the white people’s law had given her over me.
I had scarcely reached my twelfth year when my mistress became too poor to keep so many of us at home; and
she hired me out to Mrs. Pruden, a lady who lived about five miles off, in the adjoining parish, in a large house
near the sea. I cried bitterly at parting with my dear mistress and Miss Betsey, and when I kissed my mother and
brothers and sisters, I thought my young heart would break, it pained me so. But there was no help;\fn {“No help for
it;” i.e., the course of action decided upon was inevitable .} I was forced to go. Good Mrs. Williams comforted me by saying
that I should still be near the home I was about to quit, and might come over and see her and my kindred whenever I could obtain leave of absence from Mrs. Pruden. A few hours after this I was taken to a strange house, and
found myself among strange people. This separation seemed a sore trial to me then; but oh! ’twas light, light to
the trials I have since endured!—’twas nothing—nothing to be mentioned with them; but I was a child then, and it
was according to my strength.
I knew that Mrs. Williams could no longer maintain me; that she was fain to part with me for my food and clothing; and I tried to submit myself to the change. My new mistress was a passionate woman; but yet she did not
treat me very unkindly. I do not remember her striking me but once, and that was for going to see Mrs. Williams
when I heard she was sick, and staying longer than she had given me leave to do. All my employment at this time
was nursing a sweet baby, little Master Daniel; and I grew so fond of my nursling that it was my greatest delight
to walk out with him by the sea-shore, accompanied by his brother and sister, Miss Fanny and Master james.—
Dear Miss Fanny! She was a sweet, kind young lady, and so fond of me that she wished me to learn all that she
knew herself; and her method of teaching me was as follows—directly she had said her lessons to her
grandmamma, she used to come running to me, and make me repeat them one by one after her; and in a few
months I was able not only to say my letters but to spell many small words.
But this happy state was not to last long. Those days were too pleasant to last. My heart always softens when I
think of them.
At this time Mrs Williams died. I was told suddenly of her death, and my grief was so great that, forgetting I
had the baby in my arms, I ran away directly to my poor mistress’s house; but reached it only in time to see the
corpse carried out. Oh, that was a day of sorrow—a heavy day! All the slaves cried. My mother cried and lamented her sore; and I (foolish creature!) vainly entreated them to bring my dear mistress back to life. I knew nothing
rightly about death then, and it seemed a hard thing to bear. When 1 thought about my mistress 1 felt as if the
world was all gone wrong; and for many days and weeks I could think of nothing else.
I returned to Mrs. Pruden’s; but my sorrow was too great to be comforted, for my own dear mistress was
always in my mind. Whether in the house or abroad, my thoughts were always talking to me about her. I
staid\fn{stayed.} at Mrs. Pruden’s about three months after this; I was then sent back to Mr. Williams to be sold.
Oh, that was a sad sad time! I recollect the day well. Mrs. Pruden came to me and said, “Mary, you will have to
go home directly; your master is going to be married, and he means to sell you and two of your sisters to raise
money for the wedding.”
Hearing this 1 burst out a crying—though I was then far from being sensible of the full weight of my
misfortune, or of the misery that waited for me. Besides, I did not like to leave Mrs. Pruden,. and the dear baby,
who had grown very fond of me. For some time I could scarcely believe that Mrs. Pruden was in earnest, till I
received orders for my immediate return.
Dear Miss Fanny! how she cried at parting with me, whilst I kissed and hugged the baby, thinking I should
never see him again. I left Mrs Pruden’s, and walked home with a heart full of sorrow. The idea of being sold
away from my mother and Miss Betsey was so frightful, that I dared not trust myself to think about it. We had
been bought of Mrs. Myners, as I have mentioned, by Miss Betsey’s grandfather, and given to her, so that we were
by right her property, and I never thought we should be separated or sold away from her.
When I reached the house, I went in directly to Miss Betsey. I found her in great distress; and she cried out as
soon as she saw me:
“Oh, Mary! My father is going to sell you all to raise money to marry that wicked woman. You are my slaves,
and he has no right to sell you; but it is all to please her.”
She then told me that my mother was living with her father’s sister at a house close by, and 1 went there to see
her. It was a sorrowful meeting; and we lamented with a great and sore crying our unfortunate situation.
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“Here comes one of my poor piccaninnies!” she said, the moment 1 came in, “one of the poor slave-brood who
are to be sold tomorrow.”
Oh, dear! I cannot bear to think of that day—it is too much. It recalls the great grief that filled my heart, and
the woeful thoughts that passed to and fro through my mind, whilst listening to the pitiful words of my poor
mother, weeping for the loss of her children. I wish I could find words to tell you all I then felt and suffered. The
great God above alone knows the thoughts of the poor slave’s heart, and the bitter pains which follow such
separations as these. All that we love taken away from us—oh, it is sad, sad! and sore to be borne!
I got no sleep that night for thinking of the morrow; and dear Miss Betsey was scarcely less distressed. She
could not bear to part with her old playmates and she cried sore and would not be pacified. The black morning at
length came; it came too soon for my poor mother and us. Whilst she was putting on us the new osnaburgs in
which we were to be sold, she said, in a sorrowful voice, (I shall never forget it!)
“See, I am shrouding my poor children; what a task for a mother!”
She then called Miss Betsey to take leave of us.
“I am going to carry my little chickens to market,” (these were her very words) “take your last look of them;
may be you will see them no more.”
“Oh, my poor slaves! my own slaves!” said dear Miss Betsey, “you belong to me; and it grieves my heart to
part with you.”
Miss Betsey kissed us all, and, when she left us, my mother called the rest of the slaves to bid us good bye.
One of them, a woman named Moll, came with her infant in her arms.
“Ay!” said my mother, seeing her turn away and look at her child with the tears in her eyes, “your turn will
come next.”
The slaves could say nothing to comfort us; they could only weep and lament with us. When I left my dear
little brothers and the house in which I had been brought up, I thought my heart would burst.
Our mother, weeping as she went, called me away with the children Hannah and Dinah, and we took the road
that led to Hamble Town, which we reached about four o’clock in the afternoon. We followed my mother to the
market-place, where she placed us in a row against a large house, with our backs to the wall and our arms folded
across our breasts. I, as the eldest, stood first, Hannah next to me, then Dinah; and our mother stood beside, crying
over us. My heart throbbed with grief and terror so violently, that I pressed my hands quite tightly across my
breast, but I could not keep it still, and it continued to leap as though it would burst out of my body. But who
cared for that? Did one of the many bystanders, who were looking at us so carelessly, think of the pain that wrung
the hearts of the negro woman and her young ones? No, no! They were all not bad, I dare say, but slavery hardens
white people’s hearts towards the blacks; and many of them were not slow to make their remarks upon us aloud,
without regard to our grief—though their light words fell like cayenne on the fresh wounds of our hearts. Oh
those white people have small hearts who can only feel for themselves.
At length the vendue master, who was to offer us for sale like sheep or cattle, arrived, and asked my mother
which was the eldest. She said nothing, but pointed to me. He took me by the hand, and led me out into the middle
of the street, and, turning me slowly round, exposed me to the view of those who attended the vendue. I was soon
surrounded by strange men, who examined and handled me in the same manner that a butcher would a calf or a
lamb he was about to purchase, and who talked about my shape and size in like words—as if I could no more
understand their meaning than the dumb beasts.
I was then put up for sale. The bidding commenced at a few pounds, and gradually rose to fifty-seven,. when I
was knocked down to the highest bidder; and the people who stood by said that I had fetched a great sum for so
young a slave.
I then saw my sisters led forth, and sold to different owners; so that we had not the sad satisfaction of being
partners in bondage.
When the sale was over, my mother hugged and kissed us, and mourned over us, begging of us to keep up a
good heart, and do our duty to our new masters. It was a sad parting; one went one way, one another, and our poor
mammy went home with nothing. …
The British Virgin Islands
225.279 Excerpt from The Counterpoise. Being Thoughts On A Militia And A Standing Army\fn{by William
Thornton (1759-1828)} Just Van Dyke Island, British Virgin Islands, United Kingdom (M) 9
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Though the combating deeply-rooted opinions is an arduous task, my love to my country, my affection to his
Majesty, and the importunity of friends, hath prompted me to undertake to demonstrate the necessity of our
having a militia, and the practicability of having a good one, at a very small expense; the impossibility of doing
which is one of those received prejudices that prevails. If I am so fortunate as to succeed, and, at the same time, to
oblige the disinterested and the good, who are the only persons I study to please, it will give me the highest
satisfaction; nor do I need any other apology or inducement: for to please the interested and the bad, who consider
everything with a selfish view, and thereby pervert the sense of every laudable intention, is the labour of
Sisyphus,\fn{The god condemned upon his death to eternally roll an enormous boulder up a hill to its top, only to see it roll back down
again, the symbol of one who engages in endless and unavailing labour } and therefore shall not be mine.\fn{ I have eliminated the
frequent capitalization of common words, so often met with in literature of this period, and have modernized certain words (“chuse” is a
good example), which only serve in my time to distract both human and mechanical attentions from their natural interpretation of syntax.
On the other hand, I have left intact the authors paragraphication, indicating his editing thereof by an asterisk:H }

*
It is a great misfortune, that well-meaning people are often seduced into false opinions, palmed upon them in
politics as well as in other topics, by crafty, designing, and wicked men, which, with a little examination, would
easily be detected. Nor do I know a more remarkable instance of this, than in the present case, which, though both
important and obvious, is most grossly mistaken. It is affirmed, that it is incompatible with an army to have a
good, cheap, and well-governed militia in this country. I know that there have been many laudable attempts for
establishing one; but my business at present is not to assign the cause of their miscarriage, but to endeavour to
confute the many false suggestions that have been thrown out, in order to obstruct this laudable design.
*
Many are of opinion, that all hath been said upon the subject of standing armies that can be said. This is
another gross error; for I know of nothing that has been wrote upon the danger of them, in regard to the Crown
and civil magistrates, which every prudent man will think greatly worthy of his regard as well as the liberty of the
people; for every good member of the Commonwealth will consider the whole as well as each part: Ut nequid
caput detrimenti Respublica. I shall therefore consider it chiefly on the above side.
*
Some say, that a standing army is alone sufficient for all purposes; and that we must constantly have such an
army, to keep pace with our rival power.\fn{ France is meant:H} This assertion is best answered by the example of
that very power, who hath a very good militia of two kinds, consisting of 200 regiments, mostly for a security and
balance to its own great army; otherwise the Grand Monarch\fn{ As in “His/Her Britannic Majesty”; one of the titles of style
of the French monarchy, which still obtained in the early years of this author’s life:H } would not be very safe on his throne; in
this respect therefore they act very politically.
*
A standing army, I admit, may be useful; yet I don’t think a very great one at all times necessary: nor is it safe
for the Crown, the civil magistrate, or the people, to keep one at any time, without a counterpoise; for it is a very
good servant, but an ill master.
*
Some there are who imagine, that standing armies are our only security; which is another great mistake: Mr.
Moyle, Mr. Trenchard, and others indiscriminately attempt to prove, that standing armies have been, and will be,
the ruin of every country that have or will entertain them: whereby they have run into an invective against two
sorts of standing armies. I am of another mind, and should be glad to reconcile two such seemingly contradictory
opinions. I flatter myself that this maybe easily done, by taking the middle way; for those writers being worked up
by the heat of a warm imagination, and a zeal for the cause of liberty, have mistaken the true state of the question;
which is too commonly the case in controversial points; and by stating the question too generally, have overshot
the mark. I admit standing armies have ruined all countries that have had them, without a counterpoise, but not
those who have had them with one, which cannot be done but by a well regulated militia. In such case an army
may be very useful, and, together with a militia, may make this as formidable a nation as any in the world. And
surely this is a sufficient reason for establishing so necessary a force.
*
The dangers that may arise to the Crown and civil power, from a large standing army, are so numerous and
manifest, that it was certainly an unpardonable presumption and wantonness, in our former ministers, to
endeavour the establishment of an army, when, at the same time, they, by their intrigues, were depressing that
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force which ought to have been its poise. This shows how little regard and weight the good of the Sovereign, or
posterity, have with ambitious ministers when opposed to their own security, which they have always sought for
in a standing army; for notwithstanding the repeated remonstrances of the people against one, those courtiers have
constantly refused to remove this imaginary evil to themselves; and, indeed, all succeeding ministers have
persisted, from the reign of Charles the Second, in the same dangerous measure of hazarding the Crown, and
exposing everything to the mercy of a standing army. But let the pretences for this management be what they will,
it is as unwise and dangerous a measure, in respect to the King, and the civil power, as a person’s thrusting his
head into the mouth of a lion, to know if he would bit it off, or not.
*
Those gentlemen who are placed at the helm of affairs perhaps may say, that no hurt can happen at present
from a standing army, without such poise, considering the hands the army is in, either to his Majesty or the civil
magistrate. This, I think, ay be granted; but it is when a good prince is on the throne, that prudent statesmen
should provide for all probably contingencies, and not defer our security till the day of trial comes; for it then may
be too late.
*
Our remarkable misfortunes in One thousand seven hundred and forty-five, are surely too recent to be
forgot.\fn{A reference to the Jacobite rebellion of 1745, in which most of the British army, including the King, George II, was absent
from the country, fighting in Belgium in the War of the Austrian Succession, the forces being left behind proving themselves completely in
1745 and early 1746 of containing the unrest:H } Had our militia been on a good foot at so critical a time we should not

have been obliged to enter into so many expensive associations. And as the want of a good militia then might have
proved fatal, I think it absolutely necessary for the safety of the nation, that one properly trained should be
established as soon as possible; for what good can an unexercised militia do, such as of late hath been raised on
emergencies, and marched out in such haste, that they have suffered greatly by the arts of undermining, and selfinterested persons, who took every opportunity of misrepresenting their behaviour; when, in fact, they could not
be called a militia, but a mob.
*
I will venture to assert, that whoever has the management of the army, unless the nation have a proper militia
at the same time, the Crown and civil magistrate are so far from being safe, that they will only have the favour
granted by Polypheme to Ulysses, of being last devoured.
*
We have too many instances of wild beasts devouring their keepers, not to guard ourselves with the utmost
circumspection. And what is more like wild beasts than a military force, separated from the people, for like them
the execution of their projects are sudden and irresistible? What then must become of the sheep when the wolves
are shepherds, and without control? Seek therefore your security by a militia; for no power, if ever so right an use
is made of it, can be the worse for being bounded, as the best may abuse it when there is no counterpoise.
*
Machiavel\fn{Niccolo Machiavelli, 1469-1527} says, that every state must fall, whose civil and military powers are
not adapted to each other; and illustrates it by many examples both ancient and modern, in many parts of his
Politics. And must we, who boast of being a free people, after being so strongly cautioned by this great master in
the art of government, trust his Majesty’s safety, and that of our laws and liberties, to the discretion of an army,
when we have so easy a method to preserve both, by establishing a good militia?
*
The following examples will abundantly show the necessity of our having what I contend for; and at the same
time prove the Crown to be in danger from a standing army when no regular force can be opposed to it.
*
The first instance I shall mention is the frequent revolutions in the Turkish empire, which are generally
occasioned by the turbulency of the Janissaries, who, though only a body of about twelve thousand men, are able
to give law to that vast empire. This ought to be a very alarming circumstance to monarchs who keep a standing
army, without a militia; for as their mutinous disposition arises, in a great measure, from the want of a
counterpoise, it is not in the power even of their viziers to appease them, or put a stop to their excesses. Thus the
Grand Seignior\fn{As the Europeans signalized the Sultan of the Ottoman Empire:H } himself is in perpetual danger, though
they pretend to revere him even to adoration. And if a Turkish standing army, who are so strictly bound both by
their religious and civil laws implicitly to obey their superiors, will thus bid defiance to all authority, what can we
expect from our soldiers, who pay so little regard to any laws whatever?
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*
The Mamalukes of Egypt were under the same subjection to their Sultans as the Janissaries are to theirs; but
the want of a necessary check has incited them to numberless outrages against their princes, which at last paved
the way for an entire conquest of their country by the Turks. This is another strong instance of their danger of a
standing army uncontrolled.
The famous Kouli Khan,\fn{Nader Shah Afshar (1688 or 1698-1747), Shah of Iran (1736-1747) } though the general of his
army, was deposed and murdered by his own guards,\fn{ At the behest and leadership of their commander:H } who durst not
have done it, had there been sufficient power in their government to call them to account for so daring an action.
*
The Roman emperors so dreadfully experienced the same sort of scourge, that it is surprising future princes
should attempt to establish so great an evil, especially in Britain.
*
It appears from the Roman history, that though many of their emperors were great generals, yet they were
entirely at the mercy of the Praetorian cohorts, who were often instigated to the most flagrant acts of rebellion by
the machinations of their officers, and sometimes merely for the sake of plunder. This cannot fail of awakening
the jealousy of those princes who have a large standing force, if they will but consider that this mutinous
disposition in the Roman soldiery, at last subverted the laws and liberty of their country. It is likewise necessary to
observe here, that we are liable to the same fate every day, as no effectual remedy has been yet found for so great
an evil.
*
Another great cause of the Roman emperors being so often murdered, was their disarming the people, and
trusting themselves entirely to their guards; for those lawless men knowing there was not regular force to oppose
them, not only sacrificed their Sovereign, but all whom they suspected to be attached to the murdered prince, or
his ministers.
*
The force which brought about the above-mentioned events was very inconsiderable, compared to the vast
extent of those empires, the number of troops employed for that purpose in the first not exceeding twelve
thousand, and in the other, not above eight thousand. And indeed it is perfectly amazing that so small a number
should be able to destroy sixteen Roman emperors out of twenty-six, besides their ministers, favourites, and often
all the officers of their own body, who, it might be expected, would have been able not only to save themselves
but their masters. The common people seldom suffered; for as they had but little to lose, the storm chiefly fell
upon the rich and affluent.
*
The Carthaginians also had standing armies, who in time turned their arms against their masters, and actually
attempted to sack and plunder the city. This they would certainly have succeeded in, had they not been bravely
repulsed by the citizens and militia, who resisted them with great courage and firmness, and by that means
preserved their country from falling a prey to the most cruel of all enemies, a rebellious standing army. This being
a very narrow escape, plainly proves the necessity of a counterpoise to such an army.
*
Russia will furnish us with a recent instance of the power of a standing army, where the present
Czarina\fn{Apparently meaning the Empress Elizabeth (reigned 1741-1762) } had the address, with the assistance of the
guards, not only to set aside the young prince,\fn{ Ivan IV (1740-1764), deposed in 1741 after a reign of just over a year } and
totally overturn the plan laid down for his government, but likewise fix herself upon the throne. This may happen
in every country where there is a standing army, therefore let us carefully guard against it.
*
And if, in future ages, an infant king, a dishonest minister, and an ambitious commander of the British forces,
arise at the same time, what have we not to fear? Will not the general set at defiance the civil magistrate, grasp the
management of affairs, and fill all places of trust with his own creatures and dependants? This hath often
happened in other countries, as fully appears from their annals, and may very possibly be the case here, if we do
not provide in time against such accidents, by a regular militia, formed in such a manner as to be useful to the
nation, and, at the same time, as cheap as possible.
*
Cromwell,\fn{Oliver Cromwell (1599-1658)} who raised himself to be general of the Parliamentary army, by a very
artful management of the forces under his command, totally overturned the constitution of his country, usurped
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the management of all public affairs, and set at defiance those very persons who had conferred the authority upon
him. And it ought to be remembered, that he performed all this with a more religious army than we have ever had
since his time.
*
Monk,\fn{George Monck (1608-1670)} who succeeded Cromwell in the army, copied after him as closely as
possible, and deceived both the Parliament and Protector,\fn{ Richard, Cromwell’s son; Cromwell styled himself “Lord
Protector” during the years when England was a Republic, and his son inherited the title:H } by placing King Charles the Second
on the throne, notwithstanding his repeated public declarations to the contrary.
*
As it now plainly appears, that generals and standing armies have often deposed and murdered their
sovereigns, and overturned the government they were paid to defend, what reason can be assigned why we have
not a good militia, by way of counterpoise?
*
The numberless distresses of the people in general from standing armies have been so largely treated of by
others, that I shall confine myself to the danger that may arise to the people of our metropolis,\fm{ London is
meant:H} and other rich trading towns, from their wealth being in the power of the soldiery.
*
When we consider the treasures in the bank, more immense than the opulence of Didius, who purchased the
Roman empire, and also the vast treasure in the hands of private bankers, goldsmiths, and jewelers, and the
inestimable riches of all sorts lodged in our cities and towns, which are entirely defenceless, being unprovided
with any sort of fortifications, must it not alarm us to think, that such accumulated wealth should lie at the
discretion of any power that is possessed of the sword? And must not a militia be therefore more desirable? A
militia, at all events, is much more safe and eligible than to rely upon the honour of a soldiery, though ever so
honest or self-denying; and if we were to judge of ours by what we read in the Sessions-papers, they seem not to
be the most trusty bankers in the world. A militia will be a great security on the one hand, and a contentment on
the other to the moneyed people; they may also assist the army in defending the realm; and the gentry, as well as
the inferior people, by engaging in it, may render the disposition of the nation more martial; which, without
warlike exercises and other incitements to military ardour in our youth, may in time sink into the effeminacy of
the Chinese; and this infection may even spread to the army itself; cowardice and pusillanimity will be creeping
upon us, and will slide from one to another, till we are become despicable, the consequence and effect of the
prevailing notion that an army is solely to be relied upon, and that our defence is nobody’s business who is not
paid for it.
*
The effect of this doctrine, that an army is to be relied on, and is the most proper defence for this country, was
too apparent in the last war not to be taken notice of, when the pusillanimity of the people certainly extended itself
to the army; and if not corrected, will increase till it become general, and render us an easy and acceptable prey to
the first invader, as we formerly experienced in the ravages of the Danes and Normans; and such calamities we
may again expect, unless some remedy be provided for preventing the evil, which can only be done by a militia.
*
When the Lacedæmonians consulted the oracle about making their metropolis impregnable, the answer was,
“Have a wall of bones.”
Let us follow the same counsel, by raising, at a small expence, a well-disciplined militia, which may, without
difficulty, be done in this country, as shall hereafter be demonstrated.
The Spartans, pursuing the advice of the oracle, made their government uniform, and of a piece by making the
constituent parts of the civil state the constituent parts of the army. Their kings headed them as generals, the
helotes served as common men, and their senators and ephori were appointed by their officers. By which means
they became the most virtuous and valiant people the world ever produced, insomuch that no enemy durst appear
on the banks of the Eurotas for many centuries.
My opinion is, that the same causes may anywhere produce the same effects; let us therefore, as near as
possible, imitate them, by establishing a militia; which is the most essential and important means of attaining to
the Spartan bravery. Nor can we continue without a militia, unless we choose to endanger our property. Let us
establish, therefore, such a force, which will at once improve our military skill, and enable us to preserve the
treasure of which we are now possessed, which also will make us formidable in arms, and shine with the luster of
unenslaved Britons.
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This end can never be obtained by an army set apart from the people; it must be by a militia, which, added to
our standing forces, would strike terror in our enemies, and redouble our influence in foreign affairs.
*
We should then have our just demands granted, without asking twice for them, and prevent vast sums from
being lavished away in tedious conventions, negotiations, or subsidizing of any kind; we should then command
justice, where w now, in a submissive manner, crave it; we should soon make the figure in Europe [which] we did
in the days of Cromwell; Britain would then maintain her dignity, and not meanly cringe to every power; we
should then resume our pristine weight, so much impaired by continuing the bad policy imposed upon us by
Charles the Second, who, in order to set up a standing army, to abet his favorite passion for arbitrary power, did,
at the same time, by clandestine methods, depress the militia, which has reduced us to this poor and pitiful
condition.
*
King James, following the example of his brother’s conduct and false politics, continued to oppress the militia,
entirely relying on the standing army; and disregarding the remonstrances of the people, his army, as he deserved,
deserted him, and he was ruined; which may be the case as often as a prince places his confidence in his army, and
not in his people.
*
King William, sensible of the above error, had the militia mustered, and trained annually, and brought it to the
highest perfection. He had acts of parliament for marching them repeated ten different times in his short reign,
which enabled him to carry all his standing forces into Flanders—what a security would it have been in the year
1745, for us to have such a militia? But to our great detriment, the sinister views of statesmen, without regard to
the public good, or safety of the nation, revived under Queen Anne\fn{ d.1714} the same bad politics that prevailed
in King James’s reign.
*
What pleasure must it be to the best of princes, eminently blessed with every virtue, to restore that military
people to the people, so much approved in the days of William the third,\fn{ d.1702} when at the same time he
renews almost the same kind of laws here, under which his illustrious Saxon ancestors so long flourished, and of
which, till they were subverted, this nation, chiefly of Saxon original, did so many ages feel the good effects?
What renown must it add to such a prince, to reestablish a form of Military power, so adapted to the public
welfare and security. Machiavel and other political writers agree, as I have before observed, that no government
can long exist, unless in a great measure the military establishment is constituted of the parts which compose the
civil; and which is almost the case here; for the returning to our own Saxon laws is in effect the thing proposed,
by only reviving the laws of our militia. This will endear the Sovereign to the people, who spring from the same
Saxon root, and have imprinted in their minds that noble speech of his illustrious father, wherein he avowed that
the Sovereign’s glory was inseparable from the liberties of the people, and the glory of a British sovereign was, that he
did rule over a free people; [and added] if any provision was wanting to improve it, he would with pleasure contribute
to the procuring it, all that lay in his power.

To the completion of this good design, nothing can be more conducive than a militia, which would at the same
time be a means of securing the liberties of the people, and off attaching the people to his Majesty, who by
restoring the militia, would become commander in chief of all his subjects; he then would animate and win People
of all degrees, having the nobles and gentlemen for his officers, the yeomen, husbandmen, and artificers for his
soldiers. And thus would the nation be universally inspired with true courage and magnanimity.
*
Being animated by the presence of him whose bravery at Oudenarde and Dettingen was remarkably
transcendent, they then would apply themselves to military exercises with the same alacrity as they follow the
chase, when urged by the emulation of competitors, they dare a five-barred gate after the fox; they then would vie
in the finest arms, the finest furniture and horses, and who should observe military discipline the best. This they
will do; and instead of wandering over the globe, seeking adventures, for want of other employment, they will be
induced to stay at home. This would be making persons of fortune useful to the state. This would be true policy,
and worthy of a Solon or a Lycurgus, and why not of a British legislature? This would more unite his Majesty and
the people, than all the schemes of modern politicians.
There would be then no complaints of disaffection in the people, nor of their contempt of the laws; this would
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produce the most happy effects, and confirm and strengthen reciprocally the harmony betwixt the prince and his
people, whose interests are one and the same; so as to defeat all the clandestine attempts of artful men against it;
men whose private interest is to divide them.
The English gentlemen would then have an opportunity of confuting the received false opinion of their being
too effeminate for Arms, as they have of late had no opportunity of showing their prowess, the army being so set
apart from the rest of the society, as if that trade and mystery was not to be taught but to those who are bound for
life.
Thus, according to the present situation of the army, gentlemen of fortune cannot, if inclined, enter into the
service, as roper and stated quarters and posts are not appointed. This is an egregious error in some part of our
military management. To say that gentlemen may buy into the army is not sufficient, and some new regulations
are certainly wanted, if we have not a militia.
*
That a militia is most easily raised in a rich populous kingdom, I think, cannot be denied; for a poor country,
thinly inhabited, cannot spare a sufficient number from agriculture. Training will be easier done where the people
live near one another, because they may meet more readily to be exercised; and that the people of a rich country
will behave best is most probable, having more valuable effects to defend. We have riches, property, and liberty
united, consequently in maintaining them, when we are formed into a militia, we shall be keener to resist any
army of invaders; as many instances of the behavior of our militia in such cases evidently make appear.
*
It stands upon the Journal of the House of Commons, that thanks be given to Mr. Walker, for having so bravely
defended Londonderry from King James’s army, who then besieged it, and was obliged to raise the siege, by the
heroic and gallant defence Mr. Walker made at the head of the town’s militia; and when the regular soldiers of
King William’s army, in the town, refused to stand by him, and their officers would have delivered up the town
also, fifteen hundred Enniskilling militia beat ten thousand regulars, commanded by General Mackartey in the
same war, who had three thousand men left dead upon the spot. These exploits were performed by militia only.
*
The Swiss militia beat the Duke of Burgundy twice, at the head of regular armies, and killed, in one of the
battles, twenty thousand Frenchmen; in memory of this action their skulls are still preserved by the Swiss, who
show them to travelers; nor have the French dared to molest them since. If such an inferior state could thus nobly
defend itself by its militia, against the attacks of such a mighty kingdom as France, why may not more be
expected from the British militia, as we at least regard Britain as the rival of France?
*
The Genoese citizens, in the last war, expelled the victorious Austrian regulars out of their city, and the
Genoese regulars were beat in their turn, in Corsica, by the militia of that island. Are not these powerful
persuasions for establishing a militia here?
*
The New-England militia took Cape Breton; as beneficial a conquest for this country as millions spent by us
upon our standing army produced.
*
At Port le Orient the militia of the country appearing, put into disorder several thousand of British troops, and
made them retreat precipitately to their ships.
*
The rebels, who were but a bad militia, and many of them boys, beat our troops twice out of three times in
1745, though some of them had behaved well in Flanders before. ’Tis remarkable, that in one of the battles,
whether through caution or forgetfulness, the Glasgow militia were slighted or neglected, in not having a post
assigned them. But they took one of their own accord on the left of the army, opposite to the enemy, which, I must
observe was the only place where any action happened worth mentioning. After the regular army was retreated,
they stood and maintained their ground most heroically, so as to secure, in a great measure, the retreat of the army,
at the hazard of their lives and liberties, many of them being curt in pieces, and many made prisoners. And I am
convinced, that the bravery of that body was such, as they that day remarkably distinguished themselves, though a
raw unpracticed militia, that had they been properly posted and animated, they would singly have beat that part of
the rebels which forced our regular army to retire; for I must observe, that the rebels fought but in one place,
which was the left, where the Glasgow men, in the ardour of loyalty, had posted themselves. What reward they
merited, or have received, and whether adequate to their services, the sage politicians at the helm of affairs can
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best determine, who, to the surprise of many, gave, not without reluctancy, to the citizens of Glasgow, a small sum
of money; but a large sum was taken from an hospital erected for the support of those who have spent their
vigour, and lost their limbs in defence of our happy Establishment, and bestowed upon a papist, whose family had
been in rebellion. But it is much beyond my comprehension to unfold the mystical policy of those statesmen that
advised this measure.
*
John Sobiesky, King of Poland, raised the siege of Vienna (a most gallant action) against the Turkish army,
consisting of Janissaries and other regulars. The Poles were most of them only militia; to this glorious victory, the
most illustrious Prince, King George I, did gallantly and greatly contribute.
*
The above examples undoubtedly prove, that militias may be of excellent service, if properly encouraged in
this country. The army of the Imperial Queen,\fn{ Maria Theresa, of the Austro-Hungarian Empire } which did her most
real service, and was her chief protection and safeguard, composed of Hungarians, Pandours,\fn{ Fierce, irregular
fighters from the Dinaric Alps of the Western Balkans, shepherds by trade } and Croats, were almost all of them militia.
*
When militia laws are obtained here, and men are regularly trained and exercised accordingly, which they have
not been of late, as they ought to be in England, we may then have a fair trial of their worth, and thus the
aspersion of bad behaviour thrown upon our militia, when raised, may be wiped off, and their character retrieved;
especially as it ought to be considered, that in their present situation they are never trained previous to their
drawing out into the field. Those persons contribute to make them bad, that accused them of being so, in order to
get quit of them; but people of this disposition are to be guarded against. Hic nigri sunt & tu Romani Caveto.
There is no doubt of our militia behaving as well, and of being not inferior, or rather better soldiers, than regular
troops who have been kept in idleness, during a long peace. A militia is absolutely necessaryfor our preservation,
when the army is abroad, as appeared in the years one thousand seven hundred and forty-three and forty-five. This
will enable us to employ aoll our Regulars abroad for the future, as in the time of William the Third. And our
having no fortified towns, is a strong argument for securing ourselves by a well-disciplined militia.
*
That the English militia have been designedly neglected, is evident from the militia laws now in being, in
which a clause that specifies what sort of arms they should bear, mentikons, that they shall each have a musket,
five feet in the barrel, a bayonet in proportion, suppose two feet and a half, and a styock a foot and an half, and a
stock a foot and an half; such a piece will make a pretty good half-pike, the length being nine feet. These are the
sizes which the militia are obliged to observe, by the direction of one of the latest acts of Parliament; and any
reasonable man may judge, if our militia is not designedly spoiled. ’Tis a matter of no consequence by whom this
was done; Jacobites or Courtiers are the same to me, if we are to be involved in ruin, by their wicked measures. If
a thing is wrong, it ought to be exposed to the world, in order that it may be rectified.
Nothing can merit more attention than an enquiry into the true state of the militia: and if, upon examination, it
appear that they have been traduced and designedly abused, such a useful institution deserved to be vindicated
from undeserved censure; an institution which would promote many good purposes of the State, and overturn all
destructive schemes that may hereafter be attempted.
*
In order to enforce the arguments that may be urged in favour of the militia, I shall beg leave to remind some
gentlemen, who may, perhaps, opposed the amendment of the militia laws, by observing that they do not exert
themselves as they ought to promote the interest of the Commonwealth. Of this allegation the present manner of
arming the militia is a proof. They may indeed reply, that they were not the prescribers of this method; but are
they not culpable in permitting the clause already mentioned, and some others, to pass so long unheeded and
unrectified in our statutes? This forbearance undoubtedly shows, at least, a tacit approbation of the present Militia
laws; and surely the best atonement they can make to the public for their negligence, as it may be called in the
softest terms, is now to promote and encourage a new militia bill; for of what use could the militia have been, if
they had been drawn out in 1746, agreeable to an act of parliament passed at the time of the Rebellion?
*
It is said our rival power has a vast standing force, and may, at pleasure, devour us, unless we augment our
regular army in some proportion to theirs. But granting this to be true, it is an argument for disciplining our
militia; for how fan our army resist such numerous forces as France can bring upon us? It is indeed sufficiently
strong to endanger the liberties of the people, but too weak to repel invaders; nor can we, without our militia,
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notwithstanding our great and burdensome army, draw eight thousand men together, for the defence and
preservation of the capital itself. But a militia is a ready refuge, at an easy expense; and the French are indebted to
this expedient for the facility with which they fit out and supply their mighty armies; and as we seem to be fond of
following their follies and fopperies, let us also imitate their prudence and economy in this particular case. And
though a militia should lessen the number of our regular troops, yet it will enlarge our military force to such a
degree, as to enable us to cope with that insolent power.
*
Another cogent argument for establishing a militia is, that the expense will be trifling; for about the sum which
six thousand of the present British army costs the nation, will maintain a good militia of one hundred and fifty
thousand men. So that, if we should reduce six thousand of our fifty-six thousand now maintained in the British
dominions, it would pay the whole charge, at the highest computation. And surely these six thousand may easily
be spared. I say, this is the highest calculation; for if they are exercised on Sundays, after Divine Service, and on
holidays, and the farmers serve personally, it will make the charge still less, as little or no expense will be incurred
in training and exercising them.
*
To a trading nation such a militia is the most advantageous protection, and by observing these days of exercise
there is no loss of time nor of men’s labour, and if they should be drawn out into actual service, they will return to
their work again as if they had never been absent; but the standing army, on the contrary, by taking the strongest
and ablest of our manufacturers away from their homes and occupations, and keeping them in idleness ’till they
have forgot their business and become unable to procure their own subsistence, brings them at last to be a burthen
to their respective parishes, and consequently to the public in general. This inconvenience a good Militia bill, well
framed, would in a great degree remove; and even by the present laws, it is not only possible but easy to be done,
there needing only a few alternations to be made in some clauses, and two or three new ones to be added. But the
following scheme would much facilitate the affair, and might soon be brought into execution, if there was half the
spirit used amongst gentlemen to contribute towards its perfection, as there may be intrigues to prevent its taking
effect.. for whatever is proposed to be done is so cheap, so easy, and so conducive to the protection and welfare of
the state in general, to be the benefit of posterity, and to the opposition of any attacks from a foreign enemy, that
few can be cordially against it.\fn{There then follows the author’s “Scheme For Establishing a Militia”; but we will pass this by:H }
The Falkland Islands
225.327 Excerpt from Just A Little Bit Of String\fn{by Ellaline Terriss (1872-1971)} Stanley, Falkland Islands,
United Kingdom (F) 10
1
It is the ambition of every actor and actress to make their first entrance on the stage from what they call “dead
center”—so that the eyes of all are upon them. I cannot say that I made my first entrance on the stage of Life from
“dead center”. Quite the reverse. I was born in the Falkland Islands—in the town of Stanley. In those days very
few people knew anything about the Falkland Islands, or even where they were situated, and I used to tell
enquirers that they were well on the way to the South Pole, which is true enough. More is known about them now,
for they gave their name to a great victory for the Royal Navy during the First World War, and today they get into
the news on account of claims made by a South American Republic to their possession—such claims not being
taken very seriously by the Powers That Be. But being bom in such an out-of-the-way place did indeed for years
confer a little distinction upon me, for it was very unusual to meet, outside the seafaring world, anyone who had
even been there, much less been born there. Nowadays I share that distinction with a handsome young man, who
is probably seen by more people in a week than I was in my entire career—for he is McDonald Hobley, of
Television fame. As one Falkland Islander to another, I send him my greetings. I wonder if the place of his birth is
decorated as is that of mine. It ought to be. If it is I hope it may not cause him the same embarrassment as mine
causes me. For over the wooden, narrow door of the Ship Hotel, Stanley, where I first saw the light, is a tablet
which announces:
“In this house the great actress Ellaline Terriss was born.”
I have never seen it personally but it does make me quite embarrassed to know it is there. I would be the very
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last to make any claim to being a great actress. That qualifying word can be applied to very, very few—to such
people as Anne Oldfield, Kitty Clive, Peg Woffington, Mrs. Siddons, Rachel, Mrs. Kendal, Rejane, Duse, Sarah
Bernhardt, and of course Ellen Terry. The great actresses play the great parts, they rend the hearts and shatter the
emotions of their audiences. I never had that power and I never pretended to it. I played such parts as my abilities
allowed and I admit I had much success therein. I had my own ovations and triumphs, scored in a very different
way. I was lucky to please the public, and they showed their pleasure in the usual way.
I was certainly a popular actress, as can be proved by the long runs of shows in which I had appeared and by
the fact that I was undoubtedly what they now call “box office”. But I never achieved that by greatness—I did
what I could do and I am happy to know that I gave pleasure. I am the daughter of an actor—and that is an
additional cause for bewilderment amongst many people as to how I came to be born in the Falkland Islands.
My arrival on the scene seems to have caused some excitement, although of course I do not remember it. I am
told that my christening was quite a big event, with the Governor of the Island and his Lady acting as Godfather
and Godmother. That is understandable and it had nothing to do with little me. My father was a remarkable man
and not too many children were born there—so the daughter of a man who was already something of a celebrity
made a great stir. So, after all, I must have made quite an effective First Entrance. I was certainly “news”, but I do
not know how the main bulk of the inhabitants of the Islands took it.
They were the penguins, you see, who live there in countless thousands, and I have always felt a great regard
and liking for penguins all my life. After all, they and I are compatriots. I have quite a collection of model
penguins to this day. I have over 300 of them, the cost ranging from 1d to £5 each. My husband was always
adding to it. I remember him coming home once in great triumph, with an enormous china penguin under each
arm. He had seen them in a pawnshop window and instantly bought them for a few shillings to give me pleasure
—that was his main object in life. And those penguins to me had an almost priceless value because of his thought.
I had better explain how I came to be born so far away—in the wastes of the South Atlantic Ocean.
I am the daughter of William Charles James Lewin, who was bom at 7 Circus Road, St. John’s Wood,\fn{ A
district in London} on 20th February, 1847. He became, under the name of William Terriss, one of the most popular
actors of his day and in his own line was indeed pre-eminent. But there was no theatrical blood in the family at
all. My grandfather was a barrister, and the forebears had been soldiers, lawyers, doctors and the like. They were
in professions, it is true, but very different from “The Profession”.\fn{ As acting has been traditionally called} One of my
forebears had been Private Secretary to Warren Hastings, that great historical figure, in Calcutta. One of my greataunts married Grote, the celebrated historian of Greece. My grandfather, although a barrister, seldom practised as
such. I had two uncles—my father was the third son. One was a colonel in the Army and the other was a doctor.
No theatrical taint at all, you will observe. That queer inclination to the Stage comes from nobody knows
where. Heredity is a strange thing but my own parents’ love of the stage was passed on to me.
My father began his education at Christ’s Hospital. After two years as a Bluecoat Boy he went to
Littlehampton in Sussex. Here environment did come into play, for he had always a tremendous passion for the
sea and for ships—and neither was in his blood. He was supremely happy on the water, sailing, and even more
happy in the water, swimming. He was a restless, headstrong boy with a will of his own and he never really
settled down to school. Probably the restraint and discipline irked him. He was moved from Littlehampton to a
school in Westmorland, called Windermere College, of which a Mr. Puckle, who was a relation, was headmaster.
He did not show much interest in scholastic triumphs but he showed himself possessed of considerable courage
and an ability to use his fists. He was sent to Bruce Castle School, Tottenham—well known in those days—from
which some eminent men had started their careers and Tottenham was just a small country town. There was some
sort of boyish trouble there and my father decided to run away—and did so.
His parents decided that his education was complete, but what were they to do with him? He was so alive, so
energetic, so volatile, and he so disliked the trammels which school imposed on him. He had no views himself, at
that time, as to what he wanted to be but he had shown some inclination towards the sea. So his father secured
him a berth in one of the merchantmen belonging to the famous firm of Green and Co., great shipowners then, as
a midshipman. He looked a handsome lad in his uniform and the entire family went down to Gravesend to give
him a good send-off on his first voyage.
That was not a long voyage. It was, of course, a sailing ship. A fortnight later arrived a telegram from
Plymouth saying that he had abandoned the sea and was coming home. He had found that a life on the rolling
main was even more restricted and irksome than life at school. The prospect of months of monotony before him
was too much for that agile spirit and at Plymouth he got a boatman to row him ashore—and there he was.
It was now as a problem boy that he faced his family. Fate took a hand. He inherited a legacy. He started an
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independent life. He cut a dash. He sat up an establishment. The money soon vanished, as it always does when
Youth is the spender.
His family took a stronger line. His eldest brother was a Deputy Commissioner in Assam. So young William
was sent to him and was given a job on a tea plantation. He did not find either tea or Assam sufficiently exciting
for him and he made his way back to England, via Calcutta.
He now thought he would like to be a doctor. He spent quite a while studying at a London hospital—St. Mary’s
—where his brother Friend was a house surgeon. And it was there that his real fate came upon him. He became
very active in organizing and appearing in theatrical entertainments amongst the students.
But he was a success as an actor and those amateur shows brought him his first appearance on the professional
stage. One hesitates to say “engagement”, for he received no salary. He made his first performance on the real
stage at Birmingham in 1867. He appeared as a “double”—a stand-in. The play was Boucicault’s famous drama
Arrah-Na-Pogue. The leading man, who was actor-manager, was too old to do the heavy physical work the part
entailed, scrambling and climbing, so young William Lewin did it for him,
Not only did he receive no money but it cost him something. That was typical of William 'I'erriss.
In 1868, however, he really got a chance and was given a part in The Flying Scud at the Prince of Waless,
Birmingham, for which he received the princely salary of eighteen shillings a week. I wonder what a young
beginner would think of that now. The part was Chouser—and the play was a four-act drama, again by Boucicault.
My father had quite a long and important speech to deliver, which concerned the plot. But he dried up—he forgot
his lines. He started off all right with “Lady Woodbee has come to town …” and that was all he knew. Nor could
he hear the prompter giving him the lines. So he just said,
“And the rest.”
Imagine the effect, not only on the audience, but on his fellow players! From then on the entire company
christened him “The Rest”.
Not a good start, but it took more than that to dismay my father. He came back to town at the end of his
engagement determined to make a stage career. Characteristically, he went right to the very top in his endeavour
to get work. He called upon Squire Bancroft (plain Mr. Bancroft then, but later Sir Squire Bancroft, the second
actor to receive the honour of knighthood, Irving being the first). Bancroft and his wife, afterwards Lady Bancroft
(nee Marie Wilton), were two of the greatest figures of the British stage. They were a couple of great distinction
and talent and they made a large fortune—which seldom happens to actors and actresses. Sir Squire was a most
distinguished-looking man, and remained for years after his retirement one of the landmarks of the West End. In
his tall hat, his frock or morning coat, his immaculate trousers, his eyeglass fastened to his button-hole by a broad
black ribbon, his white hair and dark moustache, he looked the celebrity he certainly was, and people would
remove their hats to him, receiving always a courteous acknowledgement. He was especially popular with the
cabmen of London, to whom he gave a Shelter, which still stands in Leicester Square.
Bancroft was most impressed by my father, who had plenty of self-confidence, a most refreshing breezy
manner and also tremendous charm. He agreed to give the young man a trial in one of his own companies. My
father thought he had at last found his line.
Father’s family were much averse to this stage career of his. In those Victorian days the Profession of the
Theatre was regarded as not being at all respectable and to have a son or daughter on the stage was a most
unfortunate thing for ordinary people—it was almost a disgrace. Yet it was Queen Victoria, the very heart of the
age named after her, who knighted the first actor ever to be so honoured.
So my father, like so many more in those days, decided to ta.ke a stage name. He invoked his brother’s help,
and they studied a directory—not a telephone one, of course—and what emerged from that was William Terriss—
a name to become popular and respected. And as William Terriss he made his first appearance on the London
stage, at the old Prince of Wales’s Theatre in Tottenham Street—now transformed into the Scala—in the very
small part of Lord Cloudwrays in Tom Robertson’s play Society.
So William Terriss was a participant in that theatrical revolution which the Bancrofts and Robertson (most of
whose plays had a one-word title) wrought at that theatre which they had also revolutionized—before they went
there it had been called “The Dust Hole”. During that engagement my father went down to Margate for some sea
air over the week-end. Naturally he went swimming and he performed some of his re.ally remarkable feats in the
water, attracting people’s attention thereby. Amongst those spectators was a pretty, sweet-faced girl, of very gentle
expression and manner, whose name was Isabel Lewis, but who had been on the stage herself, for ten minutes as it
were, at the Vaudeville Theatre, during the time when that celebrated trio, H. J. Montague, David James and
Thomas Thome, were in management there.
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My father was introduced to her by a mutual friend and he was instantly as much struck by her as she was by
him. It was love at first sight—and it lasted all their lives. They strolled along the front that afternoon and my
father had made up his mind. My mother-to-be told him she must catch the three o’clock train to town. He thought
differently. Always liable to act on the spur of the moment, he put his watch back two hours, misled her and made
her miss the train. When they got to the station it was five-thirty—and such were my father’s powers of
persuasion that he made her believe that he did not know his watch was wrong.
There was a whirlwind courtship, and both were very much in love. My father could never brook delay and
they were married soon afterwards, at Holy Trinity Church, Portland Road, very quietly, without any pomp or
ceremony, in informal dress, and their honeymoon was a horse-bus ride to Richmond.
But once again my father got restless. A married man now, he did not see much chance of quick advancement
with Bancroft in particular or the stage in general. A sort of wanderlust seized him. He had a natural tendency to
do unusual things—and he decided that he would be a sheep farmer. Not that he knew much about sheep, but he
had not known much about the stage when he began at that. There were plenty of places where he could have
farmed sheep, even in this country. but my father chose—the Falkland Islands.
*
No sooner decided upon than they set off. They sailed from Southampton in a Brazilian mail-packet and they
got to Montevideo without incident. But at that city the drama started—as exciting and vivid as any of the great
melodramas in which my father starred later. For at Montevideo a revolution was in progress. Maybe the
Montevideons were used to such things, but my father and his bride were not. They were allowed to land and go
to their hotel and there they had to remain for some time. for the city was besieged and constant attacks were
made, and even the hotel became the centre of fighting. They had no weapons, of course, so they barricaded
themselves in their room with the furniture, getting food and drink as and how they could. At length things got
more orderly and after a week they were able to get a passage in a small coasting steamer, which had previously
been a yacht belonging to Lord Dufferin and was called The Foam, which was bound for the Islands.
But their adventures were by no means over. A terrible storm arose, which raged for nine days, and as if that
was not bad enough their ship collided with another and suffered damage. For five days my mother-to-be lay in
her bunk, unable to move. The vessel, waterlogged and in dangerous condition, was driven about 200 miles off
her course. The pumps refused to work, and the only hope was—a very slight one—that she still answered her
rudder and kept weigh upon herself. But most people gave up hope. They expected the ship to founder.
My parents had an anxious consultation. What was to be done if the worst happened? Should they go down
into the depths together or should he shoot her and then himself, to make it swift and merciful? It looked rather
unlikely that I should make a First Entrance at all.
But that Luck which has always been mine prevailed. Land was sighted and it was my father who saw it first.
He had, in that extremity at sea, proved himself a leader of men. He had thrown himself into every job on board,
he had encouraged the crew, giving them new heart by his unflagging energy, his dauntless manner (he kept his
doubts to himself) and by his own high-hearted and indomitable manner.
But not even then were their troubles over. Another storm arose and drove them away—away—but their
distress signals had been seen and everyone was rescued, gaunt and wan with privation and hard work—to say
nothing of fear of death—and at last the Falkland Islands were achieved.
*
Thus the entrance to this new stage of their lives was, for my parents, a dramatic one. Not only were they
welcomed as people who had passed through peril, but my mother was singled out for special honour. She was
one of the very first white women ever to go to the Falkland Islands—in unofficial capacity—and the natives went
quite wild about her. They insisted on crowning her with tufts of grass and they declared her a queen. They
remembered Queen Victoria, however, and qualified the statement by proclaiming her Queen of their Hearts.
They settled in Stanley and my father entered into a partnership with a Captain Pack, a sheep farmer, and they
did well. He and his wife had acquired a small cottage and my poor mother was left a good deal alone, for my
father had to travel all over the place with business about sheep. A good number of the natives lived near the
cottage and they gave my mother no peace. They were always there, staring at her and pressing their service and
attentions upon her, with the best possible intentions but to her dismay. She did not like it, or them, at all.
She told her husband that they must move or else he must spend more time at home. It was difficult for him to
do that, for he had to be near the sheep—and everywhere in the Falkland Islands is remote. He had also taken to
training horses, especially wild ones. He became adept at this and also with the use of the lasso. He got on
famously with everyone and his popularity seemed to extend to the horses, for he was able to tame a horse which
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nobody up to then had ever been able to ride. He must have loved this wild adventurous life he lived then, for
excitement, action and danger were the breath of his nostrils.
But something was going to happen which demanded that his wife should receive better attention than was
possible in that wild spot in which they lived. That something was myself. I was getting ready for my First
Entrance and it was clear to all that my cue was coming near. So my father took my mother to the best hotel on
the island—the Ship, which I have already mentioned—and there, in Stanley, I was born on the 13 th April—
thirteen being my lucky number still. It was quite an important entrance I made, for the arrival of a little white girl
was a most unusual event. As I have already told, my christening was a national event, so far as the Falkland
Islands were concerned, with everybody who was anybody—which meant everybody—there, from the Governor
(Colonel D’Arcy) and his wife—and as many of the natives who could get time off, which meant most of them.
Don’t imagine that there was much pomp and splendour, for that was unknown in that faraway land, but they
made up for it in excitement and good will. There was, of course, refreshment at the Ship—not that it was a
luxury hotel either, but very plain and homely—and my health was drunk by all concerned and I was wished long
life, prosperity and happiness. Those wishes have come true. I am told I behaved very well, and maintained
merely a “thinking” role. My mother and father, who had been by then about a year on the island, were very
popular and had made many friends.
But as the entrance of a new character in a play alters the interest and action, so did my entrance alter the
drama of the lives of my parents. Everybody on the Islands expressed the hope that we would always stay
amongst them. It was certainly not the wish of my mother, now that she had a little daughter. Nor, it appeared, was
it the wish of my father. He had been happy there, living the kind of life he loved then, but my mother, a quiet,
gentle soul, knew how to manage the rather headstrong and impetuous husband she owned—and it was my father
who announced that we should all return home.
When he made up his mind to do anything, that meant instant action. He would not wait for a good boat to
arrive—no, we must be off at once. True, the intervals when good boats called were rare. But I was only a
fortnight old when he embarked us all on a whaler which was coming from Honolulu to Northern waters, under
the command of a Swedish captain. Our departure was a most impressive affair, I have been told, with a great
crowd—for the Falkland Islands—coming down to the quay to wish us God-speed—and we were actually taken
alongside the whaler in the Governor’s yacht. And so we sailed for home—and I have therefore no personal
memories at all of my birthplace.
*
But my parents soon found out that if their outward journey had been difficult their homeward trip promised to
be as bad. The crew were a mixed lot of ruffians and the captain was a hard man. There was trouble between them
and the skipper put the crew on short rations—three biscuits and a pint of water per man per day.
The men mutinied, which was the greatest crime afloat. They came to my father and elected him their captain.
It was always natural for people to turn to him in emergency, his personality made it so. But he was in a nice
predicament now. He did not want to be involved in something which might later mean real trouble. But he
appears to have handled the matter with great tact and diplomacy—though no doubt pretty forcefully—and to
have restored order and as much discipline as was possible.
But the attitude of the men towards him embittered the captain. He now turned on us and put us on the shortest
of short rations. My father was up in arms and there were bitter disputes between him and the captain. He
threatened to burst open the provision lockers and take charge of supplies. The captain was equally prepared to
prevent him. The situation was really bad—for shut up with such a man and a doubtful crew on a sailing vessel at
the mercy of the winds—anything might have happened.
But so bad did affairs become that my father had to kill a pet goat for food which the Governor had presented
to my mother to ensure a supply of milk aboard ship. This infuriated the captain, who had not expected this
counter move, and a crisis was averted by my mother, who brought her womanly tact and charm to work and
talked to both sides—she had need to, for she was still delicate, of course, and her health was in danger. But she
succeeded in pouring oil on the troubled waters—maybe I inherited from her that Oil Can propensity of mine—
and the rest of the journey passed without incident, but in extreme discomfort, and when we arrived at Falmouth
my poor mother was nearly dead from exhaustion and worry.
I seemed to be all right. But babies don’t care much for other people’s troubles.
*
But here was the family home again, and the question of ways and means arose. My father had had enough of
travelling for the moment, which is not surprising, and decided to take things easy for a bit. So whilst he looked
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around, we had a charming little cottage at Barnes, and from thence he went to town to see theatre managers.
Although his stage career was so very short and undistinguished, he did not have much difficulty in getting
work—his looks, his voice, his manner and the fact that he had played in Bancroft’s company helped him. And so
he was engaged for no less a theatre than Drury Lane itself. There, in the autumn of 1871, he appeared as Robin
Hood in Andrew Halliday’s drama of Rebecca—which was based upon Sir Walter Scott’s Ivanhoe—and after that
in a dramatization by the same author of Scott’s poem The Lady of the Lake. He made a success in both; he began
to be regarded as a very promising young actor indeed and he had the real good fortune to catch the eye of a most
influential critic, Clement Scott (I say fortunate became many good young actors fail to catch such eyes at times).
But Clement Scott realized his worth and the two men eventually became the greatest of friends.
Scott first noticed him in The Lady of the Lake. Father always followed what he thought best in his own
judgement and was often a law unto himself. In those days, acting was of a very flowery nature, declamatory, stiff
(not to say stilted) and what was sometimes called stagey (perhaps that is what the young people mean by “Ham”)
and very unnatural. That sort of thing did not appeal to William Terriss the actor. He played in his own
straightforward style, speaking his lines with force and with perfect diction, but in natural tones—and moving
naturally too, avoiding ultra-theatrical movements and gestures. Maybe it was the example of the Bancrofts which
inspired him.
This struck Scott very forcibly. He wrote, in the Observer:
“It is really pleasant to find anyone determined to speak as ordinary people speak, on the boards of a theatre,
wherein strange tones and emphases prevail.”
No doubt my father had a bit of a struggle to get his own way, but he was quite fearless. The position of a
Producer or Director, as it is now the fashion to call them, was not so powerful then nor as over-riding. But I don’t
think any modern producer would have over-ridden my father. Clement Scott has from time to time been belittled
as a critic, but he was a man who understood the Theatre, acting and the duty of the players. He wrote about plays
and the people of the Stage with a most discerning eye and with real first-hand knowledge. He was feared as a
critic in his day and wielded great power, and he was certainly one of the best reporters on plays we ever had.
His favourable notice made a deep impression on my father, who said afterwards that it confirmed his decision
to make the stage his career. He always felt gratitude to Scott for it and he always kept the cutting. But at the
moment of its appearance it does not seem to have influenced him overmuch. He was getting restlcss again—the
confining walls of the theatre, the routine of nightly performance, was getting irksome to him. He was, you see,
not of theatrical blood and sometimes it takes a little time for the virus to get a grip. So it was with my father, but
when it did—then it consumed him.
However, he was itching to be away again. And he received the necessary impetus from an old school friend,
Percy Tattersall—whose uncle was head of that famous firm in Knightsbridge which almost controls the world of
the horse. There was a promising venture brewing in Kentucky—at Lexington, in the horse-breeding line. My
father had had great success with horses in the Falkland Islands. He jumped at the chance.
My mother, very naturally, did not want to go. She wanted to stay “put” in her little home and be a happy
housewife. She wanted to bring me up in comfort. Of course, I remember nothing about that time but I am told
that on my first birthday I fell into a bucket which was full of ice—I do not know what it was doing there—and
was rescued more dead than alive. There is a rumour that this was the cause of my little turned-up nose. I cannot
vouch for that, but my nose certainly does turn up—of its own accord and through no action of mine. People have
said they like it that way.
But my mother could not prevent my father from dashing off again. So, seeing that he was brim full of
enthusiasm and confidence that now their fortune was to be made, she set aside her own scruples, packed up and
prepared for another journey to distant places, plus Miss Ellaline.
*
They arrived at Lexington to find that the picture had been painted in far too rosy colours. They had the utmost
difficulty in finding quarters. Eventually they got into a shanty standing on top of a high ridge, open to all the
winds that blew, which contained three small rooms and no kitchen. The cooking had to be done in a yard infested
by rats. And the only stove my poor mother had was a hollow tree-trunk. She had to do the family washing too.
There was not much difficulty about drying the clothes, the perpetual winds saw to that and indeed often removed
not only the damp but the clothes as well. One day a neighbour rode into the yard, a man who, like everybody else
in Kentucky then, was a fine horseman. He was always very dapper and smart and he wore an eyeglass. He
saluted my mother and said:
“Here, marm, I think this article belongs to you—or to yours! I found it on the hill over a mile away.”
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He gave a flourishing bow and departed. It was a pair of my tiny drawers—garments not mentioned then in
polite society and hardly even exposed for sale, unless discrcctly folded, in shop windows. But they had been
blown all that distance from our clothes-line by the wind.
One can realize what this sort of lifc meant to my mother. The idea that Victorian women were weak, insipid
creatures, clinging limply yet firmly to their menfolk, unable to do anything themselves and swooning at the sight
of a mouse or a hint of trouble, is of course pure nonsense. Victorian women were as plucky and tough as any
emancipated young women of today. My mother was a true Victorian woman. She faced that Kentucky horror and
made the best of it. And Father, who soon realized his mistake in this venture, must have been very proud of her
indeed.
He tackled his own job with his own bright determination. But it was no good. He was up at dawn and worked
all day, returning home late at night. But the thing was hopeless and at last he had to give in. He and his must
return home.
But now he had no money at all. He had sunk his little capital in this enterprise and it had vanished. But once
again that popularity which he gained everywhere (without ever trying to do so, which is why it came to him)
stood him in good stead. He told his troubles to a Mr. Oliver, a coachbuilder with whom he had become very
friendly. Oliver not only sympathized but helped. He lent Terriss the money to take him home and he said:
“Pay me back when you can, my boy. God speed and God bless you.”
And needless to say every penny was repaid. The funds only allowed for a steerage passage for the three of us.
My mother did not mind that, she was only too happy to be homeward bound and I was far too young to know
much about it.
So we sailed for England. The sea had its usual effect on my father’s spirits and he became buoyant and happy
again. He became popular with everybody on board and was invited to dine in the first-class saloon. He always
came back to us laden with delicacies therefrom and so we all did very well.
*
Back home at Barnes there was again the question of ways and means, a very serious one for my father. That
Kentucky venture had cured him of his love of wandering and taking wild plunges. He had had enough of that.
Also his responsibilities were increasing, for I had now a little brother—Tom—and my father had to think about
his wife and his increasing family.
He now decided that after all the Stage was his métier. He went back to acting.
And, in 1873, he made a very big hit indeed in The Bell’s Stratagem, a famous old English comedy, at the
Strand Theatre-the old Strand Theatre, sometimes called the Theatre Royal, Strand (without any right, of course).
It stood where the Aldwych Tube station now stands and older playgoers may remember seeing A Chinese
Honeymoon there. He made a very great personal success indeed and the play ran for 250 nights—a very long run
then.
William Terriss had indeed arrived. He had remembered that “notice” given him by Clement Scott, he set
himself to act that way—by natural speech and gestures. He began to develop that ringing, clear and resonant
voice which became one of his great assets. He never looked back; he was talked about by the public; he never
lacked work. And as he gained experience so he gained power, poise and assurance. He understood now the value
of that great theatrical possession, “Attack”. He had always had it but now he knew how to use it. His confidence,
so marked in private life, became as strong on the stage. He, who had been unable to pick up a “prompt” at
Birmingham, was now never at a loss.
There was an incident which illustrates this. He was playing in a real old-fashioned “blood and thunder”
melodrama at Astley’s, that famous theatre-cum-circus, where there always had to be horses in the plays and
which was near where St. Thomas’s Hospital stands, on the south bank of the Thames. My father played a brigand
chief who had a faithful steed rejoicing in the friendly if unromantic name of Teddy. In the course of the play, he
had to dismount and say to his steed, “Get thee to the Mountains”—and the steed would canter off, being trained
to the business. But alas, during the run the original Teddy, a real old-timer, died and a new horse was introduced.
It was not trained to the stage at all; it came, at short notice, from the stables of an omnibus company nearby. So,
of course, when my father gave it the cue, it took not the slightest notice but stood quite still. In vain men called to
it from the wings and a hopeful and resourceful “property man” flourished a carrot to attract it. The horse just
went on standing. Then my father had an idea. He suddenly thought of the signal by which bus conductors
restarted their bus when out of reach of the bell. He stamped hard three times upon the stage and said, “Right
behind.” The horse recognized that cue all right and trotted off—to general applause.
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Those early, unsteady steps on the stage of life, which I made at our pretty little cottage in Barnes, were very
happy ones. My second brother—named Willie—arrived in 1873 and my mother had her hands pretty full. She
had three small children and one grown-up child, my father, who was always just a big boy. But I know she was
happy. She was the most unselfish woman I ever knew, she had no thought for herself at any time. With her looks,
her pretty face, her grace and her little retroussé nose—that is where I got mine from—she was the ideal mother,
this perfect example of English prettiness.
Of course, she had problems, not only with us children, but with her husband as well. She never knew what he
would do next. Although he seemed to have settked down to the Stage, he was still as erratic and unpredictable as
ever and his immense generosity and desire to make people happy often caused her trouble. She was the only
person to whom my father ever deferred. I do not mean that he was quarrelsome, in the slightest degree. He was
just fearless and stood upon his rights.
He was about the only person who was not frightened or struck with awe by the great Sir Henry Irving. Irving
was a martinet at rehearsals and always had his own way. He was, indeed, a rather selfish actor and he liked the
limelight and the centre of interest to be upon him. It is understandable, for he was a very great actor indeed, and
acting is a matter of personality.
Actors and actresses live by selling themselves and their talents to the public, and it is only natural that whilst
they are on the stage they want to be seen and to make the most of what they have to do. The towering talent of
Irving overshadowed so much—though it never eclipsed the genius of dear Ellen Terry. So great indeed was his
power that even when there were hundreds of people on the stage you just had to look at him. But all the same, he
liked the limelight and nobody playing with him ever dared to complain at being shorn of their share of it.
Nobody, that is, except my father. He was with Irving for some time and made many successes with him. He
held Irving in the greatest respect and regard and Irving was very fond of him. They were friends off the stage,
which says a great deal. But that did not prevent my father from speaking out when he felt things were wrong.
He was playing with Irving in The Corsican Brothers at the Lyceum. It was the first time he had acted there.
The scene of the duel in the wood came up for rehearsal and the scene was set “as at night”. It is a winter scene
with snow all around—and in those days stage snow was torn-up paper. The stage was covered in it, and the two
men, Irving and my father, swords in hand, wearing white ballet shirts and knee breeches, met to fight it out to the
bitter end.
It being a night scene, the stage was dark except for the limelight upon Irving. My father was completely in the
dark. The stage manager was in the prompt corner and the company stood in the wings to watch the scene. Just
before the swords crossed, my father called to the limelight man, patting his chest,
“Charles—lights on me, please.”
To say that everyone was thunderstruck is to understate considerably. This was a bombshell. Nobody had ever
dared make such a request before. There was a deathly silence of horror. But my father was quite undismayed. He
continued:
“It’s not for my sake,” he said. “I don’t care. But it is for the sake of the Guv’nor. We’ve got to fight a duel and
I am so much in the dark that I am afraid he might miss my sword and that both of us might look ridiculous.”
He paused for a reply. The stage manager tottered on to the stage and gazed at Irving. The whole company
watched him, too, with bated breath. Irving lowered the point of his sword and looked at my father, who gazed at
him with complete calmness. The great actor considered for a moment and then spoke.
“By all means,” he said in his unmistakable tones, “by all means—let Mr. Terriss have a little light. And”—
here he kicked some of the paper snow towards where my father stood—“let him have a little snow, too.”
There was a deep sigh from everybody—there was a glimmer of light on my father—and the scene proceeded.
It was never mentioned again by either man. But my father was that sort of man.
He adored my mother and he thought her the loveliest woman in the world. He used to tell me, when I was a
child, that I could never hope to be as pretty as my mother. They were such opposites—he so headstrong, she so
peaceful and serene—but they matched perfectly in the marriage pattern.
I remember reading my first novel at Barnes. It was called Asphodel, and was as sweet as the flower from
which it took its name. I remember it so well. I read it to the accompaniment of a musical box we had, which used
to tinkle its little silvery tunes—Wait till the clouds roll by, Jennie and the like—as I read the pages. That novel,
and perhaps the musical accompaniment which matched it so well, always reduced me to a state of sweet, sad
melancholy and sometimes induced tears. But how I loved it.
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We had plenty of friends at Barnes, especially the wonderful Nellie Farren, who lived not far away. I used to
play with her two sons and at one time they had a craze for carpentering, in which I shared. We used to hammer
away at everything, regardless of hurt thumbs and fingers, and with a saw cut the ends off everything within sight,
handles off doors, etc. That game was rigorously suppressed.
I think that Nellie Farren was one of the greatest artistes I ever saw and one of the sweetest women too. She
was small and ethereal. She hardly ever seemed to eat anything—she seemed to live entirely on her nerves and
her tremendous spirit. She was the Gaiety personified—and I would always think of her and hope for her
inspiration when I went to the Gaiety in my turn. One of her boys lives yet—Joe Farren Soutar, as upright and
handsome as ever.
When I was five years old I had a holiday. I had an unmarried aunt who lived in Douglas, Isle of Man, and I
went to stay with her. She had a beautiful estate, leading down to the sea and rocks. My aunt adored me and
treated me as if I was her own child, so I had a wonderful time. She wanted to adopt me, but naturally my parents
did not take the request seriously—nor would they have agreed anyway—and it was just as well nothing came of
it, for she eventually married and had no less than four children of her own.
Now, I had been taught singing and dancing from my very earliest years, almost as soon as I could walk and
talk. Young ladies then had to be “accomplished”, and I think that was in my parents’ minds rather than, at that
time, any thought of the stage. My aunt was very proud of my “accomplishments” and liked to show me off to her
guests, and when she had company I would be dressed in my best, a white starched frock, with white shoes and
stockings, my string of coral beads round my neck, my fair hair well brushed and parted in the middle—a style
indeed which I have kept until this day.
I would then be placed on the dining-room table and made to perform. Those were my first public
performances. That dining-room table provided the first “boards” I ever trod. It seems that dining-room tables
have been the first stages known to many celebrated people of my calling—for on dining-room tables Samuel
Foote, Master Betty (the Infant Roscius), Gustavus Brooke and many others made their juvenile debuts, just as I
did.
I was no infant prodigy—my little efforts were no better than those of any other child. I had no thought of the
stage then. I was a perfectly normal little girl, very fond of dolls, particularly a black one. I used to give them tea
parties, making the tea myself from dandelion flowers and serving it to the company in leaf cups. I think they
enjoyed it—they never complained—and I know I revelled in it myself.
But not all my recollections of that holiday in Douglas with my aunt are pleasant. Every morning I had a newlaid egg for my breakfast and that egg always had a lovely brown shell. That I adored; it seemed to me that
brown-shelled eggs were much nicer than white ones. I still think so. But all the pleasure in those eggs was spoilt
by the fact that my aunt made me eat them with a bone spoon.
I loathed that spoon, I detested it, but I was made to use it. I cannot say now why I disliked it but children have
those little likes and dislikes which are vcry rcal to thcm. At last I could stand that spoon no longcr, it was casting
a blight on my day by clouding its beginning. So one day after breakfast I took that spoon, I crept into the garden
and I buried it deep in the earth.
Its loss was a source of amazement to all. My aunt was always wondering what had become of it. I never said a
word.
My aunt had a herd of prize goats of which she was proud. I liked them too—at first—but one afternoon,
thinking the kids looked very sweet and wanting to make friends with them, I went to one and patted its head—it
was a very tiny, new-born kid. To my astonishmcnt, surprise and horror an angry and defensive mother goat
butted me very hard from behind, and I found myself in the air. I have been careful about goats ever since. But
those things apart, they were happy days at Douglas.
When I was seven years old it was considered that my education and that of my two brothers should begin
seriously. So we were sent to a boarding school at Marlborough, which was kept by two spinsters—and it is the
only designation which fitted them—Miss Jane and Miss Sarah.
We did not want to go, and how right we were. We suffered miseries at that school. Both the ladies were of
great piety and Sundays were almost unendurable. We were not allowed to make the slightest noise; to laugh, to
whistle, to sing a secular song was a sin, and if we were found with a secular book placed discreetly on top of the
Prayer Book we were supposed to be studying, that was a major crime indeed.
Discipline was very strict at all times. Miss Jane was a perfect Tartar—she was harsh to the point of actual
cruelty. I think now there must have been a sadistic touch in her. My parents sent us plenty of nice things to eat
but Sarah would often impound my “tuck” and, as if that was not bad enough, she would eat it herself before all
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the other children at the mid-morning “break”.
I had been learning ballet dancing before going to school. I was taken to London to have lessons from the best
teachers of that day, Devine and Espinosa. My father said that I must go on with my practising whilst at school.
The two ladies could not refuse his wish, but they did it, much against their will and with great disapproval. Jane
made me practise in a very nasty, dark room—reputed to be haunted—and made me do it by myself.
My brothers and I were so unhappy that we made up our minds to run away. We waited our chance and then,
late one evening, when there was a thick fog, we decided this was the hour. We stole out of the house and we
groped our way through the large grounds towards the gate. But luck was against us. We ran into the organist of
the chapel which we had to attend. He knew us. We appealed to him, with tears and plaintive entreaties, to let us
go. It was of no avail. He put the three of us into a barrow and he trundled us back to the hated school. We were
punished very severely indeed.
The only spots of brightness we knew were when the school gave a concert in the village hall. Those we did
enjoy, they were little oases of light in a desert of darkness. I remember making quite a little success at one of
them with a song called Won’t You Buy My Pretty Flowers? It was a very popular ballad at that time and some
elderly people may remember it yet. I shall never forget it, nor do I forget that when I sang it on that occasion I
had a little ragged dress very like the one I wore when I sang Only A Penny, Sir in Bluebell in Fairyland some
twenty years later. That song and that evening are the only happy memories I have of the detestable Marlborough
School.
If my parents had known more about that place and those two women, they would never have sent us there. I
suppose it had been highly recommended. But eventually they found out the misery we three tiny mites were
undergoing and then they took us away at once—not a moment too soon.
After that bad experience I enjoyed the rest of my schooldays. I did not have that regular curriculum which
most children underwent; it was rather haphazard, but it worked. When I was young, education for girls was not
considered so important as it is today. But I look back with pleasure upon that time, and especially the period I
spent at Newbury in Berkshire. It was on a farm and the farmer’s daughter was my schoolmistress. She was as
charming as she was clever and she had been well educated herself—by a most efficient German master. I learnt
very easily with her.
My studies were not only spent over books. I learned how to skim milk—to skim the thick yellow cream from
the large milk basins in the clean, cool dairy—how to make butter and how to make bread too. I had some sharp
lessons sometimes, for once, feeling a great desire for some cream, I took a mouthful of cream from the pan
prepared with saltpetre—I never repeated that. But I learnt the country dialect and the country sports and I
developed quite a “hen sense”—I was always able to find where they had laid their eggs when they had deserted
their usual nests for a change of scene.
And I remember my dolls there. I had two. One was considered my best doll, but it was by no means my
favourite, although I loved it. It was a most respectable young lady with waxen face, fair hair and movable eyes
and the usual fixed stare. It wore a maroon satin dress, all trimmed with lace, and it had lacy underclothing too. Its
name was Evie and I took great care of it. It sat with me on the sofa in great state and I served food to it there.
But I don’t think I ever had as warm a feeling for Evie as I had for my other doll, which, strictly speaking, was
not a doll at all. This had been given me by an old tailor in the village whose name was Davies, with whom I was
great friends. He loved children and I was quite a favourite of his. He gave me, not a doll, but the top of a tailor’s
dummy—a male head and shoulders with the usual face of such a dummy—that staring travesty of human
appearance which achieves complete inhumanity. But I loved it. It was my favourite. It had a hole at the back and
into that hole went any dinner I did not like, any dish I did not fancy—until such time as I could take it outside
and clear it out. Indeed, that dummy doll was not only beloved but extremely useful. Many humans have been of
far less use to me at all stages of my life. I kept it for many years, in affection and gratitude for the many good
turns it had done me in eating my dinners when I did not like them. Not many little girls have such a useful doll. It
was my luck again.
And at Newbury, Romance first touched my life. I found my first sweetheart. He was a very attractive little
boy called Monty, with very bright eyes, who went to the local grammar school. I thought he was wonderful and
he had the same idea about me. I was about eleven and he perhaps was twelve. It is an age which is most
impressionable—when the burnished surface of Youth gets the first breath of heart-stirring. Both of us were sure
we were deeply in love and that it would last forever. Indeed, we became “engaged” and he gave me a ring—a
silver ring engraved with the word “Mizpah”. I did not know what it meant but thought it most impressive.
Few girls can keep such a romance as their first to themselves, and with considerable hesitation and much
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shyness I told my mother about it. To my great surprise and immense relief, she did not laugh at me or make fun,
as I had feared she would, although I just had to tell her. She did not scoff at my youthful ardour and make
remarks about silly children. She listened with understanding and sympathy, wise and gentle as ever, and showed
a good deal of interest in the boy. When he won “The Tassel” at College she wrote a little poem about it, The Boy
Who Won The Tassel—she wrote nice verse—which was very greatly appreciated by both of us.
I don’t remember how that romance died out, but he disappeared from my life—lovers of all ages have a knack
of disappearing—and fortunately my resilient youth did not suffer much upset. Yet somewhere his face and his
name lurked in the shades of my memory, never quite effaced. Sixty years later I was walking down Harley Street
and there, on a brass plate outside a house, was that name—with the qualification that it was the name of a dental
surgeon. It was not a very usual name—and I wondered: Could this be that sweetheart of my childhood? Oh, dear,
a dentist! Yet such was my curiosity that I had to enquire. I walked up the steps, I rang the bell and when I asked
if he was in, the maid asked my name. I told her to announce me just as a very old friend.
I was shown into the waiting-room. There was a short pause—no doubt whilst he wondered who this caller
with such an unconventional approach could be. Then he came in. I recognized him at once—and—he recognized
me. We had both remembered each other—but as children, of course. Yet we both knew each other at once. It was
a strange meeting, after so many years. We had both travelled a long way—both were very happy and successful
in our own spheres. We found quite a lot to talk about in the memories of old times.
One other period in that time stands our clearly. It happened at Newbury. My brother Willie and I fell victims
to scarlet fever. In those days scarlet fever was reckoned a very dangerous complaint and indeed was often fatal.
Medical knowledge has beaten it. But then it was a scourge.
My mother rushed down to nurse us. We were put at the top of the house, and shut off from the rest of the
world in isolation. Hospitals then were not what they are now, either, and everyone preferred to be nursed at home
if that were possible.
All through that period of illness there was trouble. The doctor lived some way away and rode to see his
patients on a horse. My mother never left us. A blanket, which was disinfected, was spread across the door. Only
the doctor was allowed to pass that.
And one night, when we were very bad, and a message was sent to him, there was a heavy snowstorm which
almost blotted out the world and eddied into drifts. Into one of those drifts the doctor fell with his horse and it was
some time before he could extricate himself and reach my very anxious mother.
Day and night she never spared herself. She remained at her post, seeing nobody—food was left outside the
door whilst its bringer beat a hasty retreat. However, we got better and suffered no after-effects—and my mother
reaped her reward. The worst time was when the house was snowed-up and was for a while just as isolated from
humanity as we were from its inmates.
It was during my schooldays that my father’s steady rise in his profession took place. In 1878 he scored his
first really big success in first-class compariy, as Squire Thornhill in a dramatized version of The Vicar of
Wakefteld. He played opposite no less a person than Ellen Terry. The name of the stage version was Olivia. It was
at the Court Theatre, Sloane Square. He had already done very well at Drury Lane again and at the Adelphi. His
performance as Thornhill made him extremely popular with the public. He never looked back from that time. In
1880 he joined Irving, and the first play in which he appeared there was The Corsican Brothers, about which I
have spoken. In the following year Irving cast him for Cassio in Othello—this was a very important event, for in
it Irving and the famous American tragedian Edwin Booth both appeared, alternating the parts of Iago and
Othello.
So it was my great luck, as a little girl, to have many opportunities of seeing and of getting to know both Ellen
Terry and Irving. Will there ever be two people like them again? You could not be with them for more than a few
moments without their greatness being borne upon you, without realizing that you were in the company of two
exceptional human beings. They were completely different from each other—but each was unique in their own
way.
Ellen Terry always seemed to me to be a creature of light and air. She bubbled with gaiety, youth and with
optimism. Yet she was so intensely human, so understanding, never concerned with herself but always ready to
give cheer and material help to all who needed it.
With Henry Irving it was different. He was more reserved, more distant, his face was that of a great prelate of
olden times, his air had that cloistral touch as well, there was something of the timelessness of a cathedral about
him. His eyes, behind their pince-nez, seemed to gaze right into your heart, to read your inmost thoughts, yet his
smile would have graced a beautiful woman.
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I was a great favourite with Ellen Terry, who was never anything to me but “Auntie Nell”. She would pet me,
make a great fuss of me and call me her little daughter. She would romp with me and her own two children:
Teddie (who became the celebrated Gordon Craig) and Edie (the renowned Edith Craig). I would be taken by my
father to her dressing-room at the Lyceum, a large plain room quite devoid of the so-called “glamour” amidst
which modern stars are said to rest. It had a large dressing-table with a winged mirror. One night she said to me,
“Come along, little Ella, try on my Lady Macbeth dress”—and it was put upon me. It was enormously heavy, all
beetle’s wings and chains, and quite bore me down, of course. It was slipped over my head and I could barely
stand upright. It must have been heavy even for her—but how she wore it—and what a matchless Lady Macbeth
she was!
That dress still exists. It is in her last home—down at Smallhythe in Kent—and not so long ago I saw it there
—and the past rushed back. Teddie, Edith and I would often share her meals in that dressing-room—good, solid
plain meals—often steak. She always had a bottle of Worcester sauce handy—in the plain bottle, not in a fancy
one-=and would call for it.
“Don’t shake the bottle,” she would command. She would not have it shaken up, she thought it spoiled the
flavour.
Later, when I was engaged to appear at the Criterion Theatre, she was good enough to coach me in my part. I
have always remembered her dictum:
“You never really learn to act until you suffer.”
Aunt Nellie’s children and I often went to The Grange, Irving’s old house at Hammersmith, and would play in
the garden there. Sometimes Irving himself would join in our games. He was very fond of children and he loved
them very much, but for all his kindness and gentleness I was never really comfortable when he was there. There
was nothing of the child about him, as there was about Ellen Terry. He seemed to think we were tender, fragile
creatures. He would take my hand, oh so gently, as if he was afraid it might break, and sit quietly holding it, and
gazing at the three of us with a queer intentness. He seemed to wander far away in his mind—and I wondered,
often, about what he was thinking.
There was a swing in the garden of The Grange. Once he asked me if I liked swinging. I did like it, very much.
I loved to feel the air rush past me, to see the earth flying by under my feet. To me it resembled flight, and when
anyone volunteered to swing me I worked them pretty hard, shouting
“Higher, higher! Harder, harder! Faster, faster!”
So I told Irving how much I liked it and, with great care, he lifted me on to the swing. I took a firm grip of the
ropes and prepared to let myself go in my favourite sensation—a sensation which was half joy and half fear and
therefore completely fascinating.
But I did not get much excitement from Irving. Everything he did was done with quietness and deliberation—
and he used the greatest deliberation in working that swing. He pushed it gently and sent it forward about a yard. I
waited, expecting—and hoping—that he would gradually increase the speed, and that he would send me flying
high and fast in the way I liked. But that was not Irving’s way. He just swung me gently backwards and forwards
—so gently that, far from being exhilarated, I almost fell asleep. I did not dare say anything, of course, for a
child’s intuition told me that he thought he was giving me a great treat. So I just went to and fro, in the slowest
swing ride I had ever had. After a while he stopped the swing and lifted me down. He gave me one of his beautiful
smiles and said,
“You enjoyed that, eh?”
“Oh yes,” I replied, very promptly and quite untruthfully.
He breathed a sigh of relief, and I am now sure that he had been as bored as I was; he took me by the hand and
I trotted back with him to the house. We did not speak—he was lost again in his dreams. I think he came off the
better of the two because I am sure he felt he had performed a duty and given pleasure.
Other children, of course, came to The Grange to play as well as myself. One of them was that great lady—
when she grew up—Violet Vanbrugh. She was not a great lady then, but a child. Naturally in such a house and in
such surroundings we often played at performing plays, and then Violet Vanbrugh actually wrote a little play in
which she acted with Teddie and Edie. Auntie Nellie coached us. I was not allowed to appear, I was considered
too young and inexperienced, but I was allowed the great honour of “holding the book”—that is, of prompting—
and that is no sinecure in an amateur performance. Aunt Nellie was enchanted with us—and praise from Ellen
Terry was something at which to wonder.
The day of the performance arrived and she persuaded Irving to come and see it. All through the show she was
buzzing with excitement, laughing, chuckling, smiling and applauding, and at the end she gave us an enthusiastic
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“call”\fn{Curtain call} and I was allowed to appear to take it, prompt book and all. She bubbled over with
excitement. She loaded us with praise, telling us what clever children we were and prophesying brilliant futures
for us all.
By and large she was a good prophetess on that occasion. It was really delightful and I can still feel the glow
her enthusiasm called forth. We all felt several inches taller and were bursting with satisfaction.
Henry Irving had said nothing at all. He had sat very quietly, watching us from under his heavy eyebrows, with
an air which was perhaps lightly sardonic yet perfectly friendly. Ellen Terry turned to him and demanded his
opinion of what he had seen. She hoped that he would join in that torrent of praise with which she had rewarded
us and thus put the climax on what had been—for us all—a wonderful experience. So Irving had to say
something, as she so much desired. Very slowly his words fell from his lips.
“You stressed the pronouns too much. It’s a bad fault. Don’t do it.” And then vanished.
I don’t think a single one of us had any clear idea which words were pronouns and I am certain none of that
little cast had the slightest idea that they had stressed them. Yet, somehow, I never forgot those words of his. . . .
All this while my father had been steadily rising in his profession and in popularity with the public. His work
at the Lyceum drew praise from all and was appreciated. He was now immersed in theatrical matters and settled in
life. Yet there was to be more travelling for him—but not the wild harum-scarum schemes of yesteryear. In the
autumn of 1883 Irving took his Lyceum company to America and of course my father went too. I am sure he
looked forward to the voyage as much as to facing American audiences. He loved ships when he did not have to
work in them.
There was an incident aboard which caused much amusement and showed my father at his best. Amongst the
passengers was a pushing boastful fellow who wore full yachting rig to impress everyone with his familiarity with
the ocean. He regarded all the rest—as is so often the habit of what are now called “swankers”—as mere
landlubbers. He decided to put them in their rightful places. So, with great assurance he said he would place his
cap on the top of the mast and would bet ten pounds that nobody would dare to climb up and bring it down.
He had reckoned without William Terriss, who immediately jumped at the chance of bringing not only his cap
but its wearer down to earth—or to the deck. He accepted the bet as soon as it was offered.
“Done,” he cried; “up with you and put the cap on top of the mast. I will follow and bring it down.”
The bet was immediately withdrawn and little more was heard of the nautical boaster for the rest of the trip.
That American tour opened in New York and then travelled around for six months. Irving and his company had
not been seen in America before and they were a sensation, getting wonderful receptions wherever they appeared.
And during that tour there was a little incident which always reminds me of that time when I was a prompter to
that little company of children at The Grange with Irving as an onlooker.
A play called The Two Roses, in which I played at the Criterion later—by James Albery, and one of Irving’s
earliest acting successes—was to be put into the bill. My father had the very difficult part of Jack Wyatt. Irving, of
course, took the rehearsals and at the end made no comment. So my father walked up to him and, as no fault had
been found, his air was that of one expecting a compliment.
“Well, Guv’nor,” he said, “will that do?” Irving removed his glasses with much deliberation and wiped them
before making his reply.
“Yes. Very good. But not a d—d bit like it.”
However, it was all right. When I think of that I believe we children got praise indeed. . . .
It was during that American tour that my father made friends and contacts likely to be useful. He had made a
big success and his breezy manner attracted everybody—you simply had to be friends with Bill Terriss. He got
into touch with Augustin Daly, a very great impresario and manager. He and my father became very friendly and
exchanged views on the Theatre of both countries. My father told Daly that he should come to London and bring
with him his great leading lady, Ada Rehan.
Daly took his advice. With my father’s assistance and guidance he made his plans. George Edwardes built a
theatre in Leicester Square especially for him and he gave it the name it always bore—Daly’s. It was William
Terriss who brought this all about.
Gibralter
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1797
January 5 and 6
Read Hayley’s Life of Milton. A warm but injudicious vindication of the poet’s character from the violent and
illiberal aspirations of Johnson. The accounts of two Italian dramas, in the Appendix, from whence Milton might
have first conceived the idea of writing Paradise Lost, are curious; but perhaps there might be found some old
English dramas or moralities, that might furnish equal grounds for this sort of conjecture. This, however, is mere
supposition.
January 11 to 13
Read the Lives of Rafaelle and Michaelagnolo in Vasari.
14
Read Thomson’s Castle of Indolence, with Jane.
15
Proceeded in the Voyage du Jeunne Anacharsis, with Jane, and read to vol. ii., p. 21.
16
Translated Dante, Purgatorio, part of the first canto. Continued Anacharsis to p. 41, with Jane.
17
Continued Dante, and finished canto i. of the Purgatorio. Read L’Isola Disabitata of Metastasio, a little piece,
in which the writer displays his usual art, by making a very common story in a high degree interesting. Continued
Anacharsis to p. 63, with Jane.
19
Read Milton’s Sonnets and Tractate on Education, with Jane.
20
Continued Anacharsis to p. 126, with Jane.
21
Read the second book of De Lille’s Jardins, and continued Anacharsis to p. 153, with Jane.
22
Continued Anacharsis to p. 182, with Jane.
January 23
Proceeded in translating Dante, Purgatorio, canto ii. Continued Anacharsis to p. 221, with Jane.
24
Proceeded in Dante, Purgatorio, canto ii. Continued and finished De Lille’s Jardins, and read Mason’s English
Garden, with Jane. On the whole, I prefer the work of the French poet, as more complete, and giving more
satisfactory rules respecting the art it treats of, than that of the English poet.
25
Finished canto ii. of the Purgatorio.
26
Began Burke on the Subline and Beautiful, and read to Part ii., with Jane.
27
Continued Burke to Part iii., with Jane.
28
Proceeded in Dante, Purgatorio, canto iii.
29
Continued and finished Burke on the Sublime and Beautiful, and read Miss Seward’s Monody on Major André,
with Jane. The system of Burke appears to be founded in nature and truth, though erroneous in some of its details,
and defective even in its general view. The Platonic idea of mental beauty is too entirely excluded. Perhaps Burke,
in his wonderful range of knowledtge, has never visited the writings of Plato.
Feb. 1
Continued Anacharsis to p. 271,with Jane.
2
Began the Supplices of Æschylus, and read to line 608. Continued Anacharsis to p. 285, with Jane.
3
Continued Anacharsis to p. 304, with Jane.
February 4
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Finished the Supplices. Anxiety for the fate of the suppliants is strongly kept up throughout this play, and their
terror forcibly painted. The mind at last left in a disagreeable state of doubt as to the event. Continued Anacharsis
to p. 334, with Jane.
5
Read the first canto of Falconer’s Shipwreck.
6
Finished the Shipwreck, a little epic poem, rendered pleasing by the truth of its narrative, its brevity, and
language generally animated and sometimes poetical, though too much disfigured by sea-terms. Its unfortunate
author was lost twenty-seven years ago in a voyage to the East Indies. The Aurora frigate, in which he sailed, it is
feared, perished by fire, with all her crew. Continued Anacharsis to p. 350, with Jane. Proceeded in Dante,
Purgatorio, canto iii.
7
Finished the second volume of Anacharsis, with Jane.
8
Began the third volume of Anacharsis, and read to p. 60, with Jane.
9
Continued Anacharsis to p. 97, with ane. Read Garth’s Dispensary.
10
Continued Anacharsis to p. 137, with Jane.
11
Continued Anacharsis to p. 170, with Jane. Begane the Panathenaic of Isocrates.
13
Continued Anacharsis to p. 223, with Jane. Continued the Panathenaic.
14
Finished the Panathenaic. This oration, written, as Isocrates himself declares, towards the conclusion of it, at
the age of ninety-seven, is extremely artful. Under the pretence of abusing the Lacedæmonians in order to exalt
the Athenians, his auditors, he introduces one who combats his opinions, and in such a manner that it is evident he
does not wish them to be considered as his own, and that he designedly gives the advantage to his adversary.
Thus, at the same time that he speaks to gain the favour of the multitude, he takes care to let the more intelligent
part of his hearers understand that he is not in earnest; a mode of manœuvering that must havee raised indignation
and disgust in the minds of plain and honest men. The vanity of Cicero (as I recollect it now) appears modesty in
comparisonof the vanity of Isocrates; but perhaps it is in some measure because the newest impression is the
strongest.
Read the seventh book of Paradise Lost. Continued Anacharsis, to p. 259,with Jane.
February 16
Continued Anacharsis to p. 314, with Jane. Proceeded in Dante, Purgatorio, canto iii.
17
Continued Anacharsis, to p. 353, with Jane. Finished Dante, Purgatorio, canto iii.
18
Finished Anacharsis, with Jane. Read the Ipermestra of Metastasio.The cowardice of Danao is below the
dignity of tragedy; and the pompous display of fine sentiments made by Ipermestra is sometimes disgusting. The
plot, as usual, is conducted with such address as to keep the interest powerfully alive.
February 19
Began Henry VI, Part I, and read to Act iii, with Jane.
20
Finished the first part of Henry VI, with Jane.
21
Read the second part of Henry VI, with Jane. Continued Dante and began Purgatorio, canto iv.
22
Continued Henry VI, and began the third part, with Jane. Began remarks on a passage in Anacharsis, chap. lxxi
23
Concluded the remarks. Finished the third part of Henry VI, and began Richard the Third, with Jane.
24
Finished Richard the Third, with jane.
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25
Began Beloe’s Herodotus, and read to s[tanza] 141 of Clio, with Jane.
27
Finished Clio, with jane.
28
Read Euterpe, to s. 18, with Jane.
March 1
Finished Euterpe,with Jane.
2
Read Thalia, to s. 59, with Jane. Finished Dante, Purgatorio, canto iv.
5 to 9
At Lichfield with Miss Seward. Read Sappho, and Curan and Argentile, two dramatic pieces, with some other
new poems lately published by Mason.
10
Began Southey’s Joan of Arc, and read the two first books, with Jane.
11
Continued Joan of Arc, and read the third, fourth, fifth, and sixth books, with Jane
13
Concluded Joan of Arc with Jane. About four hundred lines in the second book on “preternatural agency,” by
Coleridge, are in the Lucretian manner, and much superior to the rest. The poem on the whole is spirited, and
keeps alive the attention, though it contains few passages admirable either for sublimity or beauty. The writer I
remember sometimes to have met in company at Oxford.
March 14
Read part of Les Femmes Sçavantes, and read six of the Epistles of Boileau, with Jane. We are delighted with
his Epistles to his Gardener, to the Marquis de Seignelai, and to M. de Lamoignon. Read the first act of
Shakespeare’s Troilus and Cressida, with Jane.
15
Concluded Les Femmes Sçavantes, and read six of the Epistles of Boileau, with Jane. We are delighted with
his Epistles to his Gardener, to the Marquis de Seignelai, and to de Lamoignon. Read the first act of Shakespeare’s
Troilus and Cressida, with Jane.
16 and 17
Finished Troilus and Cressida, with Jane. This play, though misrably lame in its plan, has lines in which all the
genius of Shakespeare burns out. Read the three remaining Epistles of Boileau, with Jane.
18
Finished Dante, Purgatorio, canto v.
22
Resumed Herodotus, and finished Thalia, with Jane.
23
Read the Alcestis of Euripides. The pusillanimity of Admetus in suffering his wife to die for him is a blemish
in this beautiful and pathetic play. The imagination is awakened by the peculiar situation of Alcestis, who, without
any previous malady, falls a prey to death in order to deliver her husband from his immedite intention of
destroying himself. Continued Herodotus and read Melpomene to s. 95, with Jane.
March 24
Translated a sonnet by Nicolo Gaetano in Crescimbeni.
25
Translated a sonnet by Angelo Firenzuola, the twenty-second in Crescimbeni, and began a translation of
Smith’s verses on the Platonic system. Continued and finished the Melpomene, with Jane.
27
Read “Discours sur cette Question: Si le rétablissement des Sciences et des Arts a contribué à épurer les
mœurs,” by Rousseau. “Réponse au Discours précédent par le R.D.P.,” and “Observations de Rousseau sur cette
Réponse.”
28
Read “Autre Réfutation de Discours de M. Rousseau, par M. Gauthier de l’Académie de Nancy”; “Lettre de
Rousseau su sujet de la Refutation de M. Gauthier”; “Discours sur les Avantages des Sciences et des Arts, ou l’on
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réfute celui de Rousseau, par M. Bordes, de l’Académie de Lyon,” and “Reponse de Rousseau au Discours
précédent.” Rousseau has the advantage of all his antagonists, both in ingenuity of argument and eloquence of
style, though the opinion he upholds is very problematical. Continued Herodotus, and read Terpsichore, with Jane.
29
Read “Premiére partie d’un Discours sur l’Origine et les Fondemens de l’Inégalité parmi les Hommes,” by
Rousseau, with Jane.
March 30
Finished the Discours, and read on to p. 304 of vol. iii of Rousseau’s works, and the Devin du Village and
Pigmalion in vol. ii, with Jane. The Essay on the Inequality among Mankind displays the usual whim and
ingenuityof Rousseau. The picture of the happy state of savage life is, on the first view, seductive; but it is the
happiness of the brute creation, except in one point, the feeling of pity, which he attributes in a higher degree to
the human animal in the wild state, though perhaps it owes as much to the state of society as the other feelings.
31
Began Burke’s Reflections on the Revolution in France, and read to p. 119 in vol. iii of his works, with Jane.
April 1
Continued Burke to p. 168, with Jane.
3
Continued Burke to p. 211, with Jane.
4
Continued Burke to p. 250, with Jane.
5
Continued Burke to p. 295, with Jane.
6
Concluded Burke’s Reflections, with Jane. Began the Memorabilia of Xenephon in the edition of Ernesti, and
read to book ii, chap. iii. Resumed Heredotus, and read Erato, with Jane.
7
Read Polymnia to s. 100, with Jane. Finished the first book of the Memorabilia, and read Burke’s Speech on
Mr. Fox’s East India Bill.
8
Finished book ii f the Memorabilia. Read Burke’s Speeches at his Election at Bristol, and Speech on
Conciliation with America, to p. 99, vol. ii of his works. The speech on theconciliation with America is in Burke’s
purest strain of eloquence.
April 10
Read book iii to chap. vii of the Memorabilia.
11
Finished book iii of the Memorabilia.
12
Read book iv to chap. iii of the Memorabilia.
13
Concluded the Memorabilia. Continued Heredotus, and read Urania to s. 98, with Jane.
14 to 18
Finished Urania, and read Plain Sense, and interesting novel, with Jane.
22
Read the last book of Herodotus, and began Rasselas, Prince of Abyssinia, with Jane.
23
Concluded Rasselas, with Jane.
24
Began L’Esprit des Loix, and read to book iv, with Jane.
25
Continued L’Esprit des Loix to book v, chap. viii, with Jane.
26
Continued L’Esprit des Loix to vook vi, with Jane; and read Eloge de M. de Montesquieu par M. D’Alembert,
a pleasing picture of the talents and virtues of a hgreat and good man. Began Ramsay’s Travels of Cyrus, and read
book I, with Jane.
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May 1
Read Travels of Cyrus, book ii, with Jane.
5 to 11
Continued Travels of Cyrus with Jane, and read books iii and iv. Concluded the Rambler.
12
Continued Travels of Cyrus to p. 167, with Jane. Began Œdipus Tyrannus and read to line 324.
May 13
Continued Travels of Cyrus to p. 198, with Jane. Continued Œdipus Tyrannus to line 1129.
14
Concluded Œdipus Tyrannus.
15 to June 3
At Cannock. Concluded Travels of Cyrus. Read Ward’s Origin and History of the Law of Nations, from te time
of the Greeks and Romans to the Age of Grotius. The author endeavours to confute the notion of a moral principle
existing in the human mind, and founds the basis of the law of nations on the influence of Christianity. The work
is chiefly estimable for information it contins of curious customs in the Middle Ages. Read Wood’s Life of
Homer; an attempt to assign the reasons of Homer’s superioriority over all other poets, in which much learning
and ingenuity are displayed, though some of the arguments appear fanciful. The style is quaint and affected. Read
The Italian, a new novel, by Mrs. Radcliffe, and Julia de Roubigné. These two tales are of a very different cast.
The former raises an unmixed sensation of horror, the latter affects the mind with pity and terror. Taste must give
the preference to Julia de Roubigné.
June 6
Read book I, canto i, of the Fairy Queen, with Jane.
7
Read the three first acts of The Cad, with Jane.
8
Finished The Cad, with Jane. Began Smith’s Thucydides, with Jane,and read to p. 68 of the first volume.
June 9
Read Barrow, Sermons ii and iii, vol. i. Read Cowper’s Retirement, and Conversation, with jane.
10
Read Cowper’s Charity, and Hope, with Jane.
11
Read Cowper’s Table-talk, Progress of Error, Truth, and Expostulation.
12
Read Puffendorf on the History of Poland, and Martini Cromeri Descriptio Poloniæ; and began an Ode to
General Kosciusko.
14
Continued the Ode.
15
Finished the Ode.
16
Continued Thucydides to end of book i., with Jane.
19
Began the third book of Apollonius Rhodius.
20
Finished book iii, of Apollonius Rhodius. The two former books I read long since. The third book contains a
beautiful description of Medea’s passion, more interesting than the passion of Dido in Virgil, who has borrowed
copiously from Apollonius.
21
Began book iv of Apollonius. Began book ii of Thucydides, with Jane.
25
Continued Apollonius.
26
Continued Apollonius.
27
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Finished Apollonius.
June 28 to December 20
Read Klopostock’s Messiah and Schiller’s Ghost-Seer in English, and Disobedience, a new novel, with Jane
and Mrs. Ormsby. Read Favole di Pignotti; Rabut de St. Etienne’s Account of the French Revolution; Conjuration
contre Venice, by the Abbé de St. Paul; a volume of Mr. Fox’s Speeches; Bolingbroke’s Patriot King; or History,
Exile, &c.; and Dante’s Inferno, in the edition of Venturi. Continued Thucydides to the Embarkation of the
Athenian Fleet for Sicily, book vi; and read Julia, a novel by Miss Williams; and an Account of the European
Settlements in America, with Jane.
The Account of the Settlements in America is said to be written by Burke, and indeed bears evident marks of
its author in the depth of the political remarks, and the rapid energy of the style. Read Horace’s Art of Poetry, with
the Commentary of Hurd. The ingenious critic discovers or invents a plan in the judicious, but apparently
unconnected remarks of Horace, addressed to the Pisos.
December 20
Continued Thucydides, book ii, with Jane. Read Il Tratto delle Virtù Morali di Roberto Re de Gerusalemme.
This is a short tractate, without much poetical merit, on love or friendship, the four cardinal virtues, and the vices
and defects of human life; it contains, however, just and deep reflections on the topics which it treats. P.S.—The
authenticity of this poem is denied by Tiraboschi. Petrarch says that Robert, in his latter days, reretted that he had
not given greater attention to poetry.
21
Read Il Tesoretto di Ser Brunetto Latini, and Quatro Canzoni di Bindo Bonichi da Sienna. The latter is a short
work, and consists of moral reflections. Made an ahbstract of the Tesoretto. These poems of Roberto, Brunetto,
and Bindo Bonichi, together with some of Petrarch’s verses from an original manuscript, with his own alterations,
are printed at Turin, 1750.
December 22
Continued Thucydides, book vi, with Jane.
23
Concluded book vi of Thucydides, with Jane. Began the second book of Macchiavelli’s History of Florence, in
Italian.
24
Continued Macchiavelli. Began book vii of Thucydides, with Jane.
26
Read canto vi and vii of Dante’s Purgatorio.\fn{A note reads: From the month of June in this year to December my father’s
regular habits of reading had been agreeably interrupted by a visit from his wife’s mother: and during this period he took an excursion into
Derbyshire with one of his wife’s brothers, who had escorted Mrs. Ormsby from Ireland }
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January 22
Finished Dante’s Purgatorio, and read the Septem contra Thebas of Æschylus.
22 to 27
Read the Phœnissæ of Euripides, and read the odes, elegies, and Elfrida of Mason, with Jane.
October 19 and 20
Read Aristotle’s Poetics in Tyrwhitt’s edition a second time. Read the Charmides of Plato. This dialogue
consists of different solutions of the word “temperance.” The most beautiful part of it is the beginning, in which
the growth and lovely form of Charmides are described.
21
Read in Sir Joshua Reynolds’ Discourses, with Jane.
23
Read the Io of Plato. It is difficult to say whether Socrates is serious or otherwise in what he says of poetical
inspiration. This is, on the whole, a pleasant dialogue. Finished the second book of Machiavelli’s Historia
Fiorentina. Continued Reynolds’ Discourses, with Jane.
24
Read the third book of Macchiavelli’s Historia Fiorentina. This book places before the eye the internal
confusion of Florence. It contains a speech artfully constructed to excite the fury of the populace; and two very
striking characters, the one of the aspiring but public-spirited Michiele di Lando, the other of the temperate,
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severe, and unfortunate Benedetto Alberti, who has the features of an old Roman. The family of the Medici now
begins to appear, Salvestro (the friend of Benedetto Alberti) in 1376, and Veri in 1393. They both espoused the
cause of the populace, but without intemperance or ambition. Read Pindar, Olymp. ii. Continued Reynolds’
Discourses, with Jane.
October 25
Read the fourth book of Macchiavelli. The dying address of the good Giovanni de Medici to his two sons,
Cosmo and Lorenzo, and his character, are admirable. Our interest is strongly excited for the wise Cosmo, who
returns after a short banishment in 1433. The supplication of the miserable inhabitants of the valley of Seravezza
to the Florentines, and the answer of Nicolo da Uzanoto Nicolo Barbadori are striking features in this book. Read
the life of Philippo Brunnelleschi in Vasari. The genius, the industry, and the perseverance of this man in
architecture and mechanics were wonderful. He is mentioned by Macchiavelli in the fourth book, which induced
me to read his Life. The anecdote of his unsuccessful plan of destroying Lucca, which Macchiavelli relates, is
omitted by his biographer. Continued Reyholds’ Discourses, with Jane.
26
Read the fifth book of Macchiavelli. This book is full of the wars of the Florentines with their neighbours,
particularly the Duke of Milan. Each side carries on the war with hired forces. Francisco Sforza and Nicolo
Piccinno are the heroes, who combat with much stratagem and little bloodshed. Rinaldo dagli Albizi, the head of
the aristocrat party, dies in banishment after fruitless attempts to bring back himself and his faction by force. His
character is well drawn.
October 27
Began the sixth book of Macchiavelli.
23
Finished the sixth book of Macchiavelli. He contrives to make the complicated inrigues of the Italian States,
the kingdom of Naples, the dukedom of Milan, the republics of Venice and Florence, &c., very interesting. This
book ends in 1463.
29 to 31
Read the seventh and eighth books of Macchiavelli. The history concludes with the death of Lorenzo de
Medici, in 1492. These two last books are less full of interest than the preceding books, which may be attributed
to the overruling and absolute authority possessed by the House of Medici over the republic of florence. On the
whole this is an admirable piece of history, perspicuous in its narration and nervous in its style, adorned with
strong deliniations of character and eloquent speeches, and furnished with useful political observations.
November 2 and 3
Read the first and part of the second book of Macchiavelli again.
4
Finished the Lettres Persanes.
5
Read the Theages of Plato; an easy dialogue without any passage of peculiar beauty.
6 to 9
Read in Aulus Gellius for the first time.
10 to January 22, 1799
Read Roscoe’s Life of Lorenzo de Medici; two volumes of Canterbury Tales by Harriet and Sophia Lee, very
amusing, of which Lothaire, the Ghost Story, is the best. Reynolds’ Works; Cowper’s translation of the Odyssey,
the twelve last books with Jane, and the twelve first of the Iliad; and concluded Ariosto’s Orlando Furioso and the
five supplementary Cantos.
1799
January
Began Montesquieu, L’Esprit des Loix.
23
Read Lewis’s Castle Spectre, a new play. Continued Montesquieu. Began Smollett’s Count Fathom.
24, 25
Finished Count Fathom. Continued Montesquieu.
26 to 28
Continued Montesquieu to the end of book x.
29
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Began Aristophanes,in Bergler’s edition, 1760, and read the Plutus.
30
Began Milton’s Prose Works, in the edition of 1753. Read his Life, by Birch, prefixed: and of Reformation in
England, in two books; and of Prelatical Episcopacy, both against the junction of Church and State.
31
Began the Clouds of Aristophanes.
February 1
Finished the Clouds. Read the Areopagitica of Milton, with Jane—a noble defence of the press, with much true
eloquence in it.
2
Read Milton’s Reason of Church Government urged against Prelacy, in two books. In the introduction to the
second book is that noble passasge where he speaks of the great poetical works on which his mind sometimes
mused.
Feb. 4
Read cursorily Milton’s Animadversions upon the Remonstrant’s Defence, and the Apology of Smectymnus.
In the Apology are some interesting passages respecting is studies and habits of life.
5
Began the Frogs of Aristophanes.
6
Finished the Frogs. There is much humour in the conversation between Bacchus and Xanthias; and the styles
of Æschylus and Euripides are skilfully caricatured. Read the first book of Milton’s Doctrine and Discipline of
Divorce.
7
Began the Knights of Aristophanes. Finished the History of the American Revolution, by David Ramsey, M.D.,
of South Carolina, with Jane; a perspicuous and apparently accurate account of that great event.
8
Finished the Knights.
9
Began the Acharnians of Aristophanes. Began Roscoe’s Life of Lorenzo de Medici, with Jane.
10
Finished the Acharnians.
11
Began the Wasps of Aristophanes. Finished the second book of Milton’s Doctrine and Discipline of Divorce.
12
Finished the Wasps. This comedy is imitated by Racine in his Plaideurs. Read the Judgment of Martin Bucer
concerning Divorce, by Milton. Martin Bucer was one of the Reformers highly esteemed for his knowledge in the
Scriptures. He was driven from Strasburgh by the persecution in Germany, and was afterwards two years a
Professor of Divinity in Cambridge, under the patronage of Edward VI, in which situation he died in 1551.
Feb. 13
Began the Birds of Aristophanes.
14
Finished the Birds. This comedy is full of humour, and has many fine poetical passages.
15
Read the Peace of Aristophanes.
16
Read the Ecclesiazusæ of Aristophanes.—Finished Milton’s Tetrachordon, which I read cursorily.
17
Read Milton’s Colasterion, in reply to an Answer to his Doctrine and Discipline of Divorce. At the conclusion
of this most caustic reply he says to his antagonist,
“Since my fate extorts from me a talent of sport, which I had thought to hide in a napkin, he shall be my
Batrachomuomachia, my Bavius, my Colandrino, the common adagy of ignorance and overweening. Nay,
perhaps, as the provocation may be, I may be driven to cut up this gliding prose into a rough sotadic, that shall
rhyme him into such a condition, as, instead of judging good books to be burnt by the executioner, he shall be
readier to be his own hangman. Thus much to this nuisance.”
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Read Milton’s Tenure of Kings and Magistrates; a justification of punishing tyrants with death, on occasion of
Charles the First’s execution; in a more flowing style than Milton’s prose commonly seems to be in, and very
able. Read the Thesmophoriazusæ of Aristophanes; and the Observations upon the Articles of Peace with the Irish
Rebels; on the Letter of Ormond to Colonel Jones; and the Representation of the Presbytery at Belfast, by Milton.
Feb. 19
Began Milton’s Eiconoclastes.
20
Finished the Eiconoclastes, and read Milton’s Treatise of Civil Power in Ecclesiastical Causes.
21
Read Milton’s Considerations touching the likeliest Means to remove Hierlings out of the Church, &c. Milton
proves that a settled provision for the clergy is not enjoined by our religion; but fails in showing it not to be
expedient. It seems likely that ignorance or barbarism might be the final result of this plan, which would admit
mechanics to be preachers. Read Milton’s Letter to a Friend, concerning the Rupures of the Commonwealth
(posthumous); and The Ready and Easy Way to Establish a Free Commonwealth. Milton’s plan is that there
should be a general council of the nation, and ordinary assemblies in the chief towns of each county. He would
have the grand or general council perpetual when once elected, at least, till affairs became quieter; though he
indeed argues as if it would always be better so. The assemblies would send up deputies to the council, and a
majority of them agree or reject any measure; but the assemblies seem chiefly calculated for the government of
the several counties. This seems a rude sketch, which perhaps could not be filled up in the present or any past
condition of this country. Read Milton’s Notes on Dr. Griffith’s Sermon,—acute and severe. They conclude the
first volume, excepting a grammatical work called Accedence Communis Grammar, for learners of the Latin
Language.
Feb. 22
Concluded the Lysistrata, the last of Aristophanes’ comedies, and perhaps the least amusing, as the Birds is
most. This edition, called Bergler’s, contains his notes on all the plays, and his translation of eight. It was
published by the care of Peytrus Burmannus Secundus, Lugduni Batavorum, 1760. In Hurman’s preface are some
memoirs of Stephen Bergler, who is said to have gone to Constantinople and turned Muslim.\fn{ The text has
Mahommedan, after a common misconception in the European mind of Cary’s day that Muslims were worshippers of Mohammed, rather
than worshippers of God (H)} The notes are commonly very satisfactory, and not too oppressive to the text.

Resumed Montesquieu, L’Esprit des Loix, book xi. He makes an excellent distinction between the ancient
heroic monarchies and the modern monarchies of Europe. The former united the executive and judiciary powers
in the monarch, the latter unite in him the executive and legislative. The excellence of the modern over the ancient
governments of this kind appear in their superior stability and length of continuance.
24
Read to the end of book xiii of Montesquieu.
Feb. 25
Continued Montesquieu to the end of book xix.
26
Continued Montiesquieu to the end of book xxi. Read in the Fairy Queen, with Jane.
27
Read book xxii of Montesquieu; and read in the Fairy Queen, with Jane.
March 7
Concluded Milton’s Private Latin Letters. Read Racine’s Esther. Concluded Roscoe’s Life of Lorenzo de
Medici a second time, with Jane.
10
Read the Œdipus Tyrannus of Sophocles.
12
Began the Thebais of Statius, and read the first book. The tempestuous night in which Tydeus and Polynices
meet at the palace of Adrastus, their quarrel, reconciliation, and the sumptuous feast prepred for them are all very
impressive circumstances.
Read the second book of the Thebais, containing little more than the fruitless embassy of Tydeus to Thebes,
and his defeat of the ambush laid to intercept him on his return. The beginning of the book, indeed, relates the
marriage of Polynices and Tydeus to the daughters of Adrastus, and the appearance of the ghost of Laius to
Eteocles.
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14
Read the third book of the Thebais, containing the grief of the Thebans over the heroes slain by Tydeus, his
return to Argos, the consultation of the auguries by Amphiaraus and Melampus, the impiety of Capaneus, and the
final determination of war against Thebes.
15
Began book iv of the Thebais.
March 16
Finished book iv, containing the preparations for war on each side, the consultation of the Manes by Tiresias,
and the drought which afflicts the Argive army in Nemea. The description of Archemorus, the infant left on the
grass by Hypsipyle, and her showing them the river Langia (with which the book concludes), is extremely
beautiful.
18
Concluded Milton’s History of England, with Jane, and the rest of his works in the second volume of his works,
edit[ed] 1753, excepting his Letters of State, his Political writings in Latin and his Artis Logicæ Instution.
20
Read the Balia of Luigi Tansillo, with Roscoe’s translation, lately published. The Italian poet recommends to
mothers the nursing of their own children, with great earnestness, and in plain and easy verse. The version has not
so much merit, and in some passages is of very mean expression; but it has ten beautiful lines on the Virigin and
Christ, which exceed the original.
April 19
Concluded Discourses concerning Government, by Algernon Sydney, with his letter, trial, apology, and some
memoirs of his life. London printed for A. Miller, 1763. The Discourses on Government shatter to atoms the
unstable fabric of Sir R. Filmer, against which they are levelled. Sydney’s style has more force than elegance. His
Letters to his Father, from Rome, are curious, particularly that which gives the characters of some of the
Cardinals. His trial is one of the foulest blots on the page of British history.
It must be owned, that Sydney’s principles inclined more to democracy, than a firm attachment to the English
constitution could warrant. But the English constitution in those days was but an imperfect embryo of the present.
April 21
Read the Shade of Alexander Pope, by the Author of the Pursuits of Literature, supposed to be Mr. Matthias.
22
Finished the fifth book of the Thebais, which contains Hypsipyle’s narration of the Lemnian women destroying
the males, and of the arrival of the Argonauts; the death of her infant charge, Archemorus, by a serpent, and the
arrival of her two sons by Jason.
Read the sixth book of the Thebais, which, in imitation of the fifth book of the Æneid, relates the obsequies of
Archemurus and the funeral games.
24
Began the seventh book of the Thebais.
May 3
Finished Juelli Apologia,a very able answer to the Papists;—and the first volume of Tenhove’s Memoirs of the
Medici family, translated by Sir Richard Clayton.
4
Read a “Short Catechisme,” set forth in Edward the Sixth’s time.
7
Finished the seventh book of the Thebais, in which the war is begun and Amphiaraus swallowed up by an
earthquake in the battle; and began the eighth.
May 8
Finished the eighth book of the thebais, a second battle, in which there is one pathetic, and one very horrible
description, the former the death of Atys in the presence of Ismene, and the latter the death of Tydeus, gnawing
the skull f Melanippus.
28
Finished Sir Richard Clayton’s translation of Tenhove’s House of Medici, in two volumes, 4to;\fn{The common
abbreviation (the other is 8º) for “quarto”, a printing format in which a book or pamphlet is produced from full “blanksheets”, each of
which is printed with eight pages of text, four to a side, then folded twice to produce four leaves (i.e., eight book pages), each printed page
now presented to the reader as one-fourth of the size of the full blanksheet } and read the Spleen, a poem, by Green.
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31
Finished the ninth book of the Thebais; the battle is continued, in which Hippomedon, Hypseus, and
Parthenopæus fall.
June 1
Read the tenth book of the Thebais. Three of the Argive chiefs make an excursion by night into the Theban
camp, where they make great slaughter. Hopleus and Dymas stay behind the rest to recover the bodies of Tydeus
and Parthenopæus , but are slain in the attempt. The Argives then make an attack on Thebes itself. Menœcens
devotes himself for the city, and the impious Capanens is destroyed by thunder from Jove. The description of
Sleep’s habitation, where Iris goes by he command of Juno, and the death of Hopleus and Dymas, are striking
passages in this book.
2
Read Don Carlos, a tragedy, translated from Schiller, and Wulfingen, a tragedy, from Kotzebue.
3
Read book xi of the Thebais.The brothers fall by each other’s hands. The grief of Œdipus is finely expressed:
he reminds one of Lear.
4
Read book xii of the Thebais. Argia goes in search, by night, of the body of her husband, Polynices, and meets
Antigone on the same quest. They burn it. The poem concludes with the death of Creon by the hand of Theseus,
who goes against himat the supplication of the Argive women, on account of his refusal of funeral rites to their
slain husbands.
June 5 and 6
Read the two books which remain of the Achilleis of Statius. They begin the history of Achilles from his
education in Chiron’s cave, and carry it as far as his departure from the island of Scyros. It was the intention of
the poet to have carried it throughto his death, in opposition to the judicious and elegant rule of Aristotle.
June 6 to July 13
Read the first volume of D’Hancarville’s Etruscan Antiquities, Darwin’s Botanic Garden, and La Coltivazione
di Alamanni. This didactic poem of Alamanni, though similar to the Georgics of Virgil in its subject, does not
servilely follow the same track. It is remarkable that it has no episodes, except the conclusion of the first book on
the pleasures of a country life may be called an episode. The only tedious thing in the work is the former and
larger part of the sixth book, which treats of prognostics of the weather, to be observed from the situation of the
stars.
July 28 to December 24
In Wales and Dublin. Read the second volume of Southey’s Poems, Barrington’s History of Henry the Second,
Memoires du Chevalier de Grieux. The Midnight Bell, a novel, Hayley’s Triumphs of Temper, most of the Critical
Works of Dionysius Halicarnassensis, the Hecuba of Euripides, in Porson’s new edition, the first book of
Hobbes’s Leviathan, some of Filicaja’s Poems, Bishop Taylor on the Liberty of Prophesying, &c., &c.
The Grand Cayman Islands
119.16 Two Folktales\fn{by Hattie Reeves (c.1879- )} Grand Cayman Island, Cayman Islands, United Kingdom (F)
3
1
An orphan boy and girl lived in the house with their grandmother, and one day she had to go a journey and left
them there alone. The little girl was sick and the boy went to search for food for them both. After he was gone, the
girl felt stronger so she got out of bed. She was walking in the house when he came back.
“Why do you get out of bed?” he asked her.
She said that she got out of bed because she smelt the witches about. He laughed at her and persuaded her to
eat some yams. While they were eating, sure enough in came three witches. The witches wanted to eat them at
once, but they begged to be spared until their grandmother returned at sundown.
The witches didn’t want to wait, so they said that they would not eat them if they would go and get some water
from the spring. The children gladly said that they would go. The witches gave them a sieve to fill with water, and
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told them that if they did not return at once with it, they would be eaten immediately.
The boy and girl went to the spring for the water and dipped and dipped to try to fill the sieve, but the water
always ran out faster than they could fill it. At last they saw the witches coming. Their teeth were far longer than
their lips.
The boy and girl were terribly frightened. He seized her hand said,
“Let us run. Let us go across the deep river.”
The children ran as fast they could. They saw the witches behind them coming so fast that they made a great
cloud of dust that darkened the sun. The little girl stumbled and the witches gained so fast that they saw they
could not reach the river before the witches, and so climbed a great tree.
The witches came to the foot of the tree and smelt their blood. They came with a broad-ax and began to chop
down the tree. The little girl said:\fn{Three people might tell this tale; and all engage in chanting parts, as follows; I have expanded
the tale to include all the chants in the order they are listed in this telling :}
Block eye, chip, block eye, chip!
Block eye, chip, block eye, chip!

and the pieces that the witches chopped off would fly back into the witches’ eyes and blind them. The boy called
his dogs:
Hail Counter! Hail Jack!
Hail Counter! Hail Jack!

The witches at the foot of the tree chopping away said:
O-ooo! Whyncher, whyncher!
O-ooo! Whyncher, whyncher!
Hail Counter, Hail Jack!
Hail Counter, Hail Jack!
O-ooo! Whyncher, whyncher!
O-ooo! Whyncher, whyncher!
Block eye chip, block eye chip!
Block eye chip, block eye chip!

The tree was toppling and the children was so scared, but the boy kept on calling:
Hail Counter, hail Jack!
Hail Counter hail Jack
Block eye, chip, block eye, chip!
Block eye, chip, block eye, chip!
O-ooo! Whyncher, whyncher!
O-ooo! Whyncher, whyncher!

The little girl asked her brother:
“Do you see the dogs coming yet?” He said,
“Not yet.”
Hail Counter! Hail Jack!
Hail Counter! Hail Jack!

He didn’t see the dogs coming and he began to sing:
I’m a little fellow here by myself for an hour.
I’m a little fellow here by myself for an hour.
Block eye, chip, block eye, chip.
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Block eye, chip, block eye, chip.

The dogs was tied at home. They heard his voice and wanted to come, but they were tied. The grandmother
was asleep. She was very tired from her journey. She wondered where her grandchildren were. She did not hear
the dogs whining to go to the aid of the boy.
But a black fast-running snake heard the boy and ran to the house and struck the grandmother across the face
with his tail and woke her, and she loosed the dogs.
I’m a little fellow here by myself for an hour.
I’m a little fellow here by myself for an hour.
Block eye, chip! Block eye, chip!
Block eye, chip! Block eye, chip!
Hail Counter, hail Jack!
Hail Counter, hail Jack!
O-ooo! Whyncher, whyncher!
O-ooo! Whyncher, whyncher!

By that time here come the dogs. The tree was falling. The boy and girl was so glad to see the dogs. He told
one dog:
“Kill, em!” He told another one,
“Suck their blood!” He told the last one,
“Eat the bones!”
By that time I left.
2
A fellow went to court a girl. After he had courted her a long time, he began to talk of marriage.
Her parents were very glad to hear him speak of it, for he was rich and strong. So they told the girl to go down
in the cellar and draw some beer. They wanted to be merry, you know.
The girl took the pitcher and went down in the cellar to draw the beer. She turned the thing, you know, and let
the beer run into the pitcher. While it was running, she got to thinking that if the young man did propose to her in
earnest, and she should accept him, and they get married and have a child—what would she name it?
She sat and thought and thought and the beer ran and ran. After a long time her mother wondered, what can be
keeping our daughter? So she went down to see what was the matter.
“What is the matter, daughter, you don’t come on back with the beer?”
“Mama, I just got to thinking, that if the young man should ask me to marry him, and if I should accept him,
and if we should marry and have a child—what would we call it?”
“Daughter, that is something to think about.” So she sat down beside the girl and began to think, too. The beer
was still running. They thought and thought, and after a long time, the father came down to see what was the
matter.
“Wife! What are you doing letting all my good beer waste like this? I will be ruined! Our daughter hasn’t
married the young man yet, remember.”
“Well, we just been wondering what to name the baby if the young man does propose marriage to our
daughter, and she should accept, and they should marry and have a child.”
“Now, that is something to study about. I never thought of that.”
So he sat down and began to think, too. After a while, the young man got worried and came to see about them
all.
“What are all of you doing sitting here in a flood of beer?” The father said,
“We are just studying what to name the baby in case you and daughter get married and have one.”
“Well,” said the young man, “you are the three biggest fools that I ever heard talk of. I am going traveling for a
year, and if I find three fools as big as you, I’ll come back and marry the girl.”
He traveled and traveled, and after a while he saw a man leaping up in the air before a bush with some clothes
on it. The man just kept on jumping up in the air and falling back.
“What are you doing?” the young man asked.
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“Those are my trousers on the bush and I am trying to get into them.”
“Well, why don’t you take them in your hand and draw them on?”
“I never thought of that,” said the man and he did so.
“That’s one fool,” said the young man, and went on.
Way after while he saw a man trying to pull a cow up on the roof of a barn by a rope around her neck. He
pulled and pulled, but he could not pull the cow up on the barn.
“What are you trying to do?” asked the young man.
“See all that grass, growing on top of the barn? I am trying to take the cow up there so that she can eat it.”
“Why don’t you go up there and toss it down to her?” the young man asked the farmer.
“Oh, I never thought of that.”
“That is two fools,” the young man said and traveled on.
One day he saw a woman rushing in and out of her house, pushing a wheelbarrow. She had a wide board
placed in the door like a gangplank and was dashing in and out, in and out with the wheelbarrow.
“What are you moving in that wheelbarrow? I can’t see anything in it.”
“Oh, I have scoured my kitchen and I am trying to haul in some sunshine to dry it.”
“Why don’t you open the doors and windows and let it dry?”
“Oh, I never thought of that.”
“Well,” said the young man, “I have found three fools as big as those I left, so I will go back and marry the
girl.”
By that time I left.
Montserrat
57.45 Excerpt from Heroes Day\fn{by Ruel White (c.1954- )} Montserrat, U.K. (M) 18
1: The Wall
Butch and Derrick are leaning against the wall outside, The Hope. Joanne’s with them. Her friend went off
with some guy, telling her to wait ’cos she’d only be a short while. So she’s waiting for a friend and it’s three
o’clock in the afternoon on a Monday. She’s dressed to kill in her party trouser-suit; the sky blue, glittery one; like
something out of Dallas; a creation fit for the Dynasty Dolls; like something Sue-Ellen or Krystle would wear;
quarter-back shoulders and all. Only thing is, it looks as if she’s had it on for a couple of days, or worn it out the
night before—which of course she had. Her aunt said it made her eye catching, so she wore it frequently.
It’s a hot day. The Hope stands on the corner of a street leading to a main road. The main road hasn’t got any of
the big supermarkets or many attractive shops, so it isn’t very busy. There’s another high street close by, where
you can find all the chain stores and stuff. You know, stuff like Macdonalds, Ravels, cinemas, pubs for drinkers,
gang fights and egged on (“Use it. Use it. He’s asked for it. Here, give it to me. If you haven’t got the bottle, I’ll
do it”) stabbings. It’s not that great during the week but Fridays and Saturdays are the worst. On weekends only
the young, confident or well sussed go down there.
The main road on which The Hope stands is pretty narrow. When there isn’t a lot of traffic about, you often see
friends hail one another from opposing pavements. They may even hold a neat little conversation, like—
“Hey, long time no see. Where’ve you been hiding yourself?”
“Well I’m getting on a bit now so I’m settling. How about you?”
“No man. You with a damsel?”
“Yes.”
“The same one you’ve got the youth with?”
“Well, it couldn’t be anyone else really.”
“It’s a boy you’ve got, isn’t it?”
“Two of them.”
“Two boys. You’re doing well. So you don’t rave at all now?”
“No. I’ve had to give all of that up.”
“You’re under manners then?”
“No. Pressure.”
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And they laugh.
“Look, I’ve got to get back to work.” And a lorry zooms by.
“I didn’t catch that.”
“I’ve got to hurry, but check me.”
“Are you still living at the same place?”
“In a way. Same block but the flat above.Directly above where I used to live.”
“Got it. Later.”
“Later.”
—before carrying on about their business. This happens around The Hope all the time and it’s nice, but when two
people who aren’t at peace meet it’s not so nice. It’s frightening to those appreciative of fear.
*
He waits in the courtyard by the stables at midday on Sunday. And the church bell chimes twelve times. He
takes the butt from his lips, flings it on the ground and grinds it in the dirt with his Cuban heel. Four figures come
into view. The bells chime with each step they take. The figures change from vague outlines to solid, clear shapes.
They stop and the bell stops.
*
Joanne told Butcher and Derrick that she’d be in LA in two weeks time. She’d be out there for three weeks and
come back—to sort out a little business—then go out to stay.
One time Butch made a lot of money. He was getting it direct from a friend he went to school with. His friend
thought of himself as The Man. The Man was called Julius Constantine Isaacs because his father wanted him to be
a great leader. The Man was smart, he made one big killing and shift; split back home. Now he sends it over. No
big thing, just a small operation. Existing, you know. More a small wholesaler than manufacturer stroke supplier
to the trade. (If to say manufacturer is right here.) Let’s say The Man’s a cultivator and went to school in this
country with Butch and D.
Derrick was a year younger than Butch and The Man, so whilst at school he never knew them very well. They
were only faces to him. They got talking when they were sixteen, seventeen and met constantly at the same clubs
and boogie dance. Derrick dressed smart when he went out and he was tall. He looked smooth and deadly. They
started calling him Big D when he was in earshot and Peanut when he wasn’t. The first words D ever said to
Butch and The Man were:
“I’m not a youth, you know.”
Don’t mess, he meant. So, Butch and The Man immediately acted cool with D. The Man started calling him by
his name instead of Youth as he had before. Derrick ignored him, whatever handle he used. D didn’t dig The Man
at all, thought him too stand-offish, big-headed, aiming for a big come down.
“Let him try and come clever with me,” thought Derrick.
But he’d always liked Butch, so they were cool to one another straight away.
Even in the midst of a sea of sinking, drowning, dying bodies (mere flesh) the great man Julius saw himself
floating safely, treading o’er the water Jesus-like, back to Terra Firma (mother earth).
Derrick felt confident in his ability to deal with The Man physically or mentally. With a man like The Man you
have to get in first. You have to keep your guard up all the time. Like Muhammed Ali when he fought George
Foreman; keep your guard up and wait. When Butch and The Man fell out D wasn’t too upset. They fell out over a
deal. I think The Man only sent Butch two lots. Butch considered the second batch short. It was still over a weight
but short nonetheless.
Short on what he’d got the first time and short on what he’d expected. Butch sneaked into the office where he
worked and made an international call to The Man to reason things out.
The Man didn’t want to talk and slammed the phone down. He was at his uncle’s bakery. He told his uncle to
tell Butch to fuck off if he rang back.
“You youths want to behave. The trouble with you is you don’t know how to conduct yourselves properly,” his
uncle replied. “You love to chat as if you’re the only person that knows anything about business.” He concluded
contemptuously, “Now fuck off, English boy.”
The Man stood rigid in the bakery door. Shocked. His uncle had seen him burp after supping at the breast,
struggle to sit up, shit in his nappies until two and a half and bawl like hell when told off for being a naughty boy.
“Go on. Just fuck off. You’re nothing here. You think you’re some kind of film star.”
So much for mother earth. So much for the security of terra firma. But Butch didn’t ring back. He left the job
before he got sussed about the phone call. He had another angle anyway.
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He sold what he had and spent the money capping two teeth in gold, so that everyone would know he’d made
some money, once. But that’s Butch for you, drawn to things which glitter.
*
The Hope is a public house and the public have it. There is a brick wall about four feet high separating the
street from the yard. It inspires images of Norman castles with moats around them for defence. The yard made
you think of a moat.
Tommy Boy and his crew drew up in their BMW. He stuck his head out of the wound-down window and
smiled. Paul wound down the window at the back, stuck his head out and smiled too. Hangman and Soulboy were
in the car with them. They were looking at the trio and smiling. They say that Hangers killed a man once and got
away with it, and that’s what’s turned him so bad. His name is Simon Dubois. He was in the same class as Butch
all through school.
The trio were staring back. D turned from looking at the car and spat on the ground, then turned and looked at
the car again with a hardman’s expression. He looked at Butch, then at Joanne, then the car again and spat on the
floor a second time. He sucked his teeth. Hangman was out of the car and striding up to them in an instant.
“What have you done?” Butch muttered.
“Leave it,” yelled T Boy from the car. “He’s a boy. A little fucking baby.”
Hangman was standing right up to Derrick. Of about equal height and build, they stood face to face, eye to eye,
nostrils together, flaring, sharing breath and almost kissing. Joanne and Butch back away slightly.
If she screams, she’s dead. If he intervenes, the others will look upon it as an invitation to do their bit. And so,
like diners at one of those restaurants where couples make it on sheets of perspex hanging from the ceiling above
the tables, they watch an intimate moment.
Hangman had his cane with him. The one with the concealed sword. He pulled the cane’s handle, slowly
revealing, bit by bit, the glint of a sheer metal. He’d give D sight of an inch or so and sheath it, then start pulling it
out another time.
“Hey, Butch, got any wheels yet?”
That was Soulboy, calling from the car.
Ignoring Souls, Butch tries to talk to Hangers.
“He’s young, man. He doesn’t want any trouble with you. You guys are in a different league.”
In the car, Soulboy, Tommy and Paul passed smiles around.
“Just goes to prove, nobody’s completely stupid,” Souls said, giving Paul a massive grin.
Hangman gave Butch a view of the steel and asked him if he wanted some.
“We were in the same class at school. I’ve known you too long for that.”
“Then shut your mouth.”
“Come off it.” Butch suddenly fell to the floor.
“Didn’t I ask you something?” It was Soulboy, up behind him, looking around casually. His posture and
manner as that of the cigar-chewing, poncho-clad, stubble-chinned gunslinger out of the spaghetti’s, but sweeter.
Soulboy is sweet.
“What?”
“Wheels? Have you got wheels?”
“No. I haven’t got any.”
“That’s better.” Soulboy produced a neatly-folded hanky from his back pocket, wiped his hands, drew it up to
his nose and took in the aroma of the perfume he’d sprayed on it. He touched Hangman on the shoulder and said,
“Let’s go.”
“Come on, Hangers,” yelled Tommy. “We haven’t got time to waste on these scavengers.”
Upon mention of the word, scavengers, Paul—who was still in the back seat—crumpled up laughing. His
laughter was infectious. He imitated T Boy again and again. “Scavengers,” he’d say arid start laughing. Soon
Soulboy and Hangman were laughing too.
“I didn’t know you knew any words with more than four letters?” Soulboy shouted back at T. Paul said the
word again, pointing at Joanne and Butch and Derrick. He was really rolling up now.
Souls started back to the car, he turned to Hangman, “Coming?” Hangman said, “Next time I’m going to kill
you,’ to Derrick before heading back to the car, behind Soulboy.
Tommy Boy started up and drove the gang away.
*
“I could have taken him.”
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“They’re rubbish, Del. Don’t get down to their level, they’re not worth it,” Joanne advised.
“Go and call them back, Big Man, if you want to get yourself killed,” Butch says and kisses his teeth as he
slides down the wall until backside meets earth.
“I could have taken them.”
Joanne joins Butch, sitting by the wall.
“There’s no need to prove yourself to them, Del.”
*
In the distance, a shape. That unmistakable gait. A bit of a slip in the dip and far too much slide in that glide.
What's new today? Biggre, the soul of unpredictability and yet keeper of that constant flame, morality. Biggre, all
things in one.
“Hey, Butch.”
“What?”
“I think this is a bad spot.”
“What do you mean?”
“Look,” Derrick pointed at Biggre.
“Oh no!”
“If it’s bad news for you, what do you think it is for me? One minute I’m the fmest thing on two pins and he
wants to take me back to Africa, the next minute I’m the world’s biggest whore.”
Quietly, Butch asked, “Are you still his woman?” to rib and provoke her and prompt the usual round of denials, with too many explanations for what should be a simple yes or no, so there must be some truth in it.
“I met him round Sharon's. Once and only once. He was round there visiting his little boy while her boyfriend
was out. Damon’s really cute. They started arguing and Sharon stormed out. She was going mad. One minute they
were talking, like we are now, next minute it was as if a bomb had exploded. Sharon was really having a go.
Anyway, she shouts to Biggre, ‘Put him to bed, then get out. I don’t want to see you here when I get back,’ and
flounced off. She slammed the door so hard it nearly came off its hinges.”
Before she could finish, Biggre The Flame was upon them. Furnished in robes of red, green and gold. A leather
satchel hanging from a shoulder. He wore trainers. Black trainers. He had bells strapped to his legs by thongs
dangling at his ankles, giggling, playfully sparkling, set against his black running shoes. Lots of bells. Silver and
gold. There was a bell at the end of the bobble on his woolly hat. The bobble dangled at his middle back, chiming.
His hair foamed at the fringe of his hat.
Magician like he spirits a wooden flute from the satchel and looks up into the tree in the garden next door to
the pub. He blows two slow notes, one low the other high, then a little cluster, then nothing but he still holds the
flute to his lips. A bird cheeps and he takes the flute away. Biggre looked at them, “Even the birds know,” and
walked on.
Joanne breathed a sigh of relief for the whole world to hear.
“So maybe you’re not his woman after all,” said Butch.
“I’ve always said that.”
“Woman. Know thyself, like the birds.” The booming voice came out of the blue. “It is not good for a woman
to sit on the earth as a man. Your pussy will get germs.”
“I thought about warning you but I didn’t want to bring you down,” Derrick interjected quickly before Biggre
got into his stride. “He’s getting tricky in his old age.”
“Remind me never to use you as a lookout,” Butch replied. “He was walking away from us, I blinked, and
there he was charging back up here full steam ahead. And I’m going to be the best eyes you’ve ever had.”
Biggre the unstoppable and irrepressible. He pointed at Joanne and yelled, “Jezebel,” with his lungs expanded
to their fullest. If the charge of Jezebel were seen as a straw, it would be that which broke Joanne the camel’s
back. She leapt to her feet and steamed up to Biggre.
Butch attempted to hold her but she was too quick.
“Do I need this?” he asked himself.
“Hope is a jinx,” swore Derrick. “You’re just as bad.”
“Hangman’s nothing. One day I’ll take his piece and ram with it.”
“You scare me,” and Butch feigned fear, then added mockingly, “How will you do it? Just walk up to him and
say excuse me, Mr. Hangman, could I please have your sword, so that I may disembowel you? Or will you do
your karate on him? Like Bruce Lee, as he slashes you, trap the blade between two fingers and disarm him at
blistering speed. Bend him to your will using the secrets of the old masters. Then gut him.”
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“I’ll look after my business, you look after yours.” Derrick, Clint Eastwood style.
“Yeah Big Man. Get off your horse and drink your milk.”
“Shut up. If your woman doesn’t watch it, Biggre’s going to lay one on her.”
“What woman?”
“Look.” Derrick pointed at Jo facing up to Biggre. Screwing him up and down and chatting bad.
“She’s not my woman,” Butch stated. “Cut it out, Joanne,” he shouted. His head, almost with a life of its own,
bobbles this way and that, from conversation to conversation. Like a boxer on the receiving end, trapped in a
corner with his guard down.
“Don’t you think you ought to go and break it up?” D asked casually, pointing and throwing a glance at the
fighters.
“It’s none of my business and cool it on the connections.”
“What's the connection, Butch?”
“You know her as well as I do. Do I call her your woman? No! So cool it!”
“She’s off again.”
“Joanne! I said cool it.” Joanne carried on, disregarding Butch’s diplomatic efforts. “Let’s go and break it up,
D.”
“That’s what I said, Butch.” As they started to Joanne and Biggre, Derrick again asked,
“What’s the connection?”
“Fuck all, Derrick. Fuck all.”
Butch grabbed Biggre’s arm as it fell towards Joanne’s jaw. Biggre pulled his arm free and took two paces
back from the trio.
“Joanne!”
“What, Derrick?” she answered, her eyes fixed fIrmly on The Flame.
“If you want your jaw broken, stay where you are. If you don’t, come with us. Coming, Butch? We’ve broken
it up.” Derrick started walking back to the wall.
“I just want to know why he keeps telling people I’m his woman. I’ve never been out with him.”
Derrick stopped in his tracks.
“Dirty liar. Jezebel,” Biggre replied.
Derrick turned back round.
“Don’t say you weren’t warned if he mashes you up, Joanne.”
“Mash who?” she got cocky.
“Whore!” Biggre yelled and raised his hand.
Joanne took two paces forward and set herself up nicely for full receipt of Biggre’s thunderbolt.
“Hit me then,” she said defiantly.
“Hit you? I wouldn’t piss on you.”
“You want my pussy though, don’t you?”
Biggre kicked her in the stomach. “I wouldn’t soil my hands on you,” he spat, like a crazed or frightened cat.
D shoved Biggre’s shoulder. “There's no need for that.”
Biggre shoved him back. “Move, Boy.”
D shoved him again. “Try me?”
Butch pulled Derrick back. D wasn’t expecting it. He tripped over his own feet, stumbled and fell on his arse.
A day of constant backing down filled him with frustration. Everyone’s pushing him. The day’s cup of twentyfour hours overflowed with humiliation. People call him Big D. He sprang to his feet, grabbed Butch by the collar
and hauled him up close. Butch hung from his hands like a rag doll, powerless and floppy. Joanne screamed:
“Stop it!” And the red, green and gold Rasputin philosophically summised:
“The devil is between you.”
In unison, Butch and Derrick replied, “Fuck off.” Derrick then freed his friend. Neither Biggre nor Joanne
heard Butch quietly whisper in Derrick’s ear, “In real life Clint Eastwood would’ve died long ago. Life isn’t a
movie.”
“I know that. Do you?”
“We shall see. We shall see.”
Biggre disappeared in a puff of smoke.
Our heroes trudged, like battle-weary soldiers, back to the wall.
“It must be the heat,” one of them commented.
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*
Derrick told Butch that he was going home.
“Wait a minute, I’ll come with you,” he replied.
“Three’s a crowd,” Derrick made a motion.
“Alright then,” Butch says then pauses slightly. “Catch you later, Joanne.” He got up and prepared to walk off
with Derrick.
“I'll see you when I get back,” she tried to shout but she was right choked, so her words came up through her
throat bubbly because of the saliva that came up too. Her voice cracked before she’d completed the short
sentence. It had all but vanished by the last word.
Butch stroked his chin, appeared puzzled and asked, “Where are you going?”
“LA. I told you I’m off to LA tomorrow.”
Derrick whispered in Butch’s ear: “She’s telling porky pies. Earlier she said she was leaving in two weeks.”
Ignoring his partner’s comment he wished Joanne good luck, adding, “You can’t get any worse than here.”
“I know,” she said.
“Don't encourage her. Let’s go man,” Derrick insisted. He put a heavy accent on go. Like, LET’S GO NOW.
IMMEDIATELY!
“Oh. What am I talking about? I’m leaving in two weeks,” she added quickly and quietly.
Derrick’s eyes nearly popped out of their sockets. His mouth opened wide with astonishment and immense
disbelief.
She got loud and excitable.
“It seems as if a whole month’s wooshed by since we’ve been sitting here. Think of it, LA, where it all
happens,” wistful. She asked Butch which way he was going.
“Around,” Derrick replied. He whispered in Butch’s ear, “Let’s get away from here, Butch. All the people
around here are mad. You can get a nutter anywhere. We’ve got choice. Let’s go pick someone fresh. Some
variety, at least.”
“She's not mad she’s compulsive,” Butch said in defence of Joanne’s state of mind.
“Compulsive, my arse.”
“How is she compulsive? Explain it to me, Brains.”
“I’m off.” Derrick stepped. “Be round about nine.”
“Are we still going to do it?”
“Yes.”
“I don’t know about this, Butch.”
“It’s a cert.”
“Let me be straight.”
“Be straight, Derrick.”
“Have you got the bottle?”
“Have you? I’m a veteran.”
“I think so. It’s all set up?”
“Of course. See you later. You’re in with the big boys now.”
“Butch, don’t be so flash.”
“Flash? Doesn’t everyone want to go to LA?”
Butch offered Joanne his hand, which she took, and helped her to her feet. He then put his hand over her
shoulder and walked off in the opposite direction to Derrick. D shouted after him, “Are you sure, Butch?”
“See you at nine,” Butch shouted back.
2: The Penthouse
Butch is hard to pin down. If to try and try again will eventually result in success, how come Butch isn’t
successful? He tries hard enough.
“Where are you staying now?” she asked.
“I’ve got a place on The Estate.”
“Weren’t you staying with Derrick?”
“That’s ages ago. I couldn’t stay there forever.”
“How did you get this place?”
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“Through a friend.”
“What! Did they leave it for you?”
“You could say that.” He bent over and turned up the hem of a trouser leg which had fallen down. Neither of
the legs were fastened. They delighted in falling alternately, never together, so when it wasn’t one it was the other.
He had a thin neck which floated inside his shirt collar; shirt collar done right up to the very top button. His
clothes, shoes apart, looked too big. They probably weren’t, but Butch’s figure made you think they were. (Like
an illusion. Like seeing what you want to see.) He was always this way since Joanne first knew him. But always
clean. He was always clean. He’d never been done for anything either; never been caught. His parents have split
up and he’s got to look out for himself. But then again even when they were together and Butch was in his early.
teens and still at school, his classmates knew he had to wash his own clothes, cook his own meals and stuff. So it
would be fair to say that Butch has always fended for himself. Boys being boys though, he drew the line at
ironing, cooking anything too elaborate; in general, doing anything that could possibly be perceived as being too
womanish.
His parents parting of ways didn’t outwardly appear to have any effect on him. He never lost weight or became
disinterested in things he enjoyed before the split. Always, the same old Butch. The gold teeth have never quite
had the desired effect. His big problem was somewhere to live; not short-term. He knows how to doss and cadge
floor space or from time to time get a woman with a place of her own. He dreamt of having his own place, of
being in control for a while. A base from where he could plan and prepare himself for the next movement. A little
bit of time to work out where to go from here. The Herbsman life was cool but it wasn’t straight. It was high risk.
Too high to claim having complete control over it. And dealing with people like Julius “The Man” Constantine
(his dad wanted him to be a great leader) Isaacs, was something he could well do without. He’d kicked himself
loads of times since the phone call for not listening to Derrick’s advice.
If Hangman, T-Boy or any of the others were alone, Derrick would mess them up. One on one, armed or not,
Derrick could handle any of them. But four on one, that’s murder, and it would be! Because those boys are bad.
He got up from fixing his hem and asked, “So what is it with you and Biggre?”
“You wouldn’t believe me,” Joanne answered.
“I haven’t said I don’t believe you so far, have I?”
“You think you’re smart, Butch. You just want a laugh.”
“Am I laughing? Have I laughed so far?”
“Biggre’s mad.”
“Aren’t we all?”
“Maybe. But we don’t all hassle. Biggre hassles.”
“Not really,” he replied provocatively and she punches him lightly and playfully. “I’ve got to be honest. If
there were fifty people outside the pub today and Biggre felt like playing up, you’d be the one collecting.
Guaranteed. Let’s be fair, he is very partial to you, isn’t he?”
“Alright then, I’ll tell you. Remember his ex, Sharon, left me, him and the baby in the flat together. Sharon had
a go at him and stormed out.”
“:Yes. Hold on a second.”
They stopped outside a newsagents. Butch went in and reappeared with cigarettes and papers.
“Got herbs?” she asked. '
“No.”
“Hash??”
“No. So what happened?”
She shrugged her shoulders, puzzled.
“What happened at Sharon’s after she left?”
“I didn’t know you knew Sharon.”
“I don’t.”
“Oh. It sounded as if you did. Anyway he went into Damon’s room. Damon’s their little boy. He’s got a sort of
box-room for a bedroom but it’s done up real nice. He’s really cute, got little dreadlocks and everything, really
into music. Sharon’s boyfriend’s really into music. Whenever you’d go round there he’d be showing Damon
something. Her fellah knows Redemption Song, you know, the Bob Marley record. He plays it on one of those
guitars you don’t have to plug in. He’s a professional, always out rehearsing or playing. He’s even been to studios.
Now and again he goes on tour. I’ve known him to be away as long as six months touring. I’m forever babysitting
for her. Don’t get me wrong though, I love it. And Sharon needs the break. She’s got a life too. It’d be unhealthy
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for her to be stuck indoors day in day out. It’d be soul destroying. Anyway, Damon’s a lovely boy.”
“Where are you going?” he interjected smoothly.
“Nowhere special.”
“This way then.” And they turned left. “Go on,” he instructed.
“You’re acting strange all of a sudden, Butch.”
“Go on,” and he shook her slightly.
“Why so tense?”
“I’m not tense. Go on,” he again said, but this time with an overtly courteous tone and smiling at her.
“That’s better,” and she shook him back and gave him a wry smile. “Where was I?”
“Biggre’s in Damon’s room. And I know Damon’s really cute and clever. Sharon’s bloke is Bob Marley
reincarnated and you should take up social work. Take it from Biggre in the baby’s room and try not to digress,
please.”
“Mr. Ackerman!”
“Remember him?”
“Never forget. Funny how little silly things stick in the mind, isn’t it? I mean, I can picture him right now—
standing at the head of the class, facing us from between his desk and the blackboard; arms folded across his
chest; churning the chalk between his fingers; every now and again stroking his chin with chalked hands, leaving
streaks of pastel yellow, blue or misty white. A strange creature, misplaced in time. Like something from a bygone
age, bifocals and all.
“I don’t know why but every time I heard him tell someone not to digress, I’d want to roll up. What’s so funny
about the word digress? It must’ve been the way he said it or something.”
They walked through an arch into a courtyard.
“Home,” he said.
Home: four red brick blocks encircling an unkempt lawn. The lawn is littered with discarded boxes, in bits;
discarded cans of drink, half drunk; discarded bits of paper disclosing snatches of correspondence; bits of this and
bits of that; bits. There was a second arch on the opposite side of the courtyard. This arch faced a third one and
between the two were gardens, for ground floor residents. The third arch led you to a second courtyard surrounded by another four blocks. It’s like the courtyard our heroes are in. The Estate is three such blocks of four, set out
in a triangle. It’s like a honeycomb, which might. not be a bad analogy, especially when the place is buzzing. The
paladins are full, so people have had to leave black plastic bags of rubbish around the huge bin’s enclosure.
Scavenging cats and dogs have slashed the bags open. As a consequence, you’ve got all the maggots and flies and
slugs and stuff that hang around unattended fIlth. There is however one thing that must be said: there is never any
trouble on the blocks. The Estate has a good reputation. There’s a waiting list. A lot of families are crying out for a
ground floor flat here.
A canal runs alongside The Estate. Beyond the canal is the park. So from one side you could see only greenery
from the window. You could see all the animals scampering about in their pens. The park keeps chickens, goats, a
pig and sheep. Beyond the park—and you can only just make it out—is the town hall. The town hall initially—to
a tourist—seems some way away. But when you’re here permanently, the distance becomes nothing. A stroll
through the park on a summer’s day. Fun snowball fights in winter. The park is big. One of the biggest. There are
some well-kept houses in the streets around the back.
Yet I’'s on the main road, two minutes walk away, round the other side, where all the trouble happens. You
know, The Badfightmainroad. There are people in dire straits, in desperate circumstances, unable to reason
through pressing need, living in the area. Excitement and bustle isn’t confined to the night-time. Jobs aren’t easy
to come by, so many people are on the street all the time, trying to live and stay upful. Trying to be positive. It’s a
constant battle. Who wants to simply. Exist? Choose life.
Joanne would never understand Biggre the way Butch did. (When nobody wants to listen and you have to
shout and shout and shout to be heard, or at least that’s the way it feels.)
“Where’s home?” she asked, incidentally looking around at the top floors of the four intimidating buildings.
“Fourth floor. The flat right at the top. In the corner. Over there,” he pointed at it.
“The Penthouse Suite.”
“Where else?” she contributed. “How do we get to the lift?”
“Lift?” He laughed.
“The exercise’ll do me good. Lead the way, Chris.”
“Chris?”
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“Bonnington.”
“Chris Bonnington?”
“The mountaineer.”
“Oh, I get it. What’s a mountaineer?”
“Shut up.”
*
Butch tapped at the piece of cardboard covering the hole beside the lock. He put his hand through, jiggled
around momentarily, then a sharp twist of his wrist and the door was opened.
“Didn’t the people who left you the flat give you a key?”
“Not yet.”
“Who are your friends, Butch?”
“The people.”
“Terrific!”
He flicked a single switch and the entire flat at once became illuminated. Wide eyed, she pronounced, “It’s
beautiful.”
“Let me show you around,” and he took her hand and led her into the kitchen, first on the left.
“Did you do all this yourself?”
“In a way,” he replied.
“Who’s the artist?” she asked, pointing around at the leaves and fruits and stems and stalks which peeped
through and wove in and out of the storage units, sink, fridge, cooker and allsorts. The artwork breathed life into
the four walls and ceiling, making the box come alive. The wickedly tangy orange of The Orange earthed by the
pure green earthy apple. Two stalks made out to be supports for a head high cupboard. All manner of fruitery
peered over the fridge. To sum up: the kitchen would delight the most pernickety chef, in mood and equipment.
“Did you do this, Butch?”
“Well I live here, don’t I? I’ll show you the front room. This way, madam.”
With his hand on the lever and just about to open the door, he adds, “I think we can skip the bedroom, don’t
you?”
“Yeah, later,” and boy, did she give him a hint. She paused between the two words with the craft of one who
has delivered lines effectively for eons. The gap was timed to perfection and would have pleased the most polished performer. But, then again, that’s Joanne for you; one big act.
“Maybe never,” he replied.
“Suit yourself.” She barged past him, into the front room. The lever slipped from his hand. She tested the mass
of cushions—up against the wall—for softness, by giving them a couple of prods. After nodding her head as a
sign of approval, she sank into them.
“Is everything in here yours as well?”
“Yes.”
“You’re doing alright.”
“I’ve just got pieces as I’ve gone along. You need something to eat off of and something to sleep on. I’m
surviving. I mend what breaks. I’m struggling, like everyone else.”
“So you did do the painting. I never knew you had it in you.”
“Well I live here, don’t I?”
“How long?”
“Want a drink?”
“What’ve you got?”
“Vodka.”
“Well, I’ll have a vodka then, please.”
“Two weeks,” he answered.
“Well, you couldn’t have done the painting. It would take longer than two weeks. Impossible.”
“I’ve got another two months before the new tenants move in. The woman who used to live here was an artist.”
He gave her the vodka. “I used to do a little business with her. A cistren. She’s got locks and everything. But, most
times, you’d only find white people round here when you’d come up. They could bubble though. So trade was
brisk and the people were alright. She got evicted—I don’t think she used to pay the rent—so I moved in.”
“How do you know how long you've got? Have the council been in touch? They’re strict on squatting now,
aren’t they?”
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“No. Nothing like that. I know the people who are coming. I was here when they came to view. It’s all
arranged.”
“Come off it.”
“It’s true. A nice young couple. They promised not to change a thing. They loved the artwork. We had a long
talk. It was really civil and everything. They bought the vodka and brought it up to celebrate. The man said they’d
been waiting three years for a place. Low priority. They weren’t really spirit drinkers—they said they preferred
beer—and I’m not one for drinking on my own, so they left the bottle; three-quarters full.”
“Students?” she asked.
“No. Down from,” he paused and thought for a while, “up north somewhere. I can’t remember the name of the
place. One of those places they call a blackspot. Strange, the guy and his woman were real soft yet the place they
come from sounds so hard when you hear things on the television and see things in the papers. They’ve come
down here to work, They’ve both got jobs. They’re alright.”
“They have your seal of approval?”
“They have my seal of approval. He had a bloody nice woman too.”
“You like?”
“Only someone who likes punishment gets off on things he can’t have.”
“Masochist.”
“I am not!”
*
They made love on the cushions, with the two vodkas on the floor, half drunk. The ice in the glasses fuse with
the alcohol, like icebergs disappearing in a scorching ocean. Look anywhere but down, at the vivid rug, like crazy
paving and guaranteed to set the head spinning after drinking on an empty stomach. Food was in the house but he
couldn’t cook; not with a woman there.
Her eyes caught a watch on the television.
“That’s a nice watch,” she said. “Put it on.”
Butch got up, got the watch, put it on and rejoined Joanne on the cushions. She took his wrist in her hands and
studied it.
“It looks really nice, Butch. It makes you look right official.”
*
He dextrously skinned up, slotting the five sheets into position instinctively.
“Put your hand out, palm up.”
She did as he instructed and he put the extended skin in her hand. He ran the cigarette down his tongue and
placed it on the skin. He ripped the cigarette apart and emptied the tobacco out.
“You have got herbs,” she said.
“No I haven’t,” he replied and heaped some fine sensimilia upon the tobacco. He took the spliff from her,
rolled it up and fired it. “Biggre and you in the bedroom,” he prompted, out of the blue and passed the spliff to
Joanne.
“This is really turning you on, isn’t it?”
“Yeah. Love it. What happened?”
“Picture this,” she started to giggle and gave the spliffback to Butch. “Weed gives me the giggles.”
“I don’t know what you're talking about. Go on,” he replied.
“What have you got between your fingers, Butch?” She still giggled.
“A cigarette.”
“Trust no one, eh, Butch,” she gave him a sly wink and tapped her nose.
“Dead right.”
“Dangermouse.”
“Hardly. Taking drugs is illegal.”
“Right. Anyway, me and Biggre are in the baby’s bedroom. Damon’s in the cot staring up at his dad. Sharon’s
got all these things hooked up to the cot. There’s mobiles and those coloured boxes that play tunes and stuff. You
know, you pull the string and they play a nursery rhyme. I’ve got to describe this to you so that you get the full
picture.”
“Go on.”
“Well, this is what happened.”
“What is this a soap opera or something?”
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“Alright. Damon’s got four of these music boxes down one side of his cot. The mobile hangs over the top;
above his head when he’s sleeping. Sharon’s got him one of those mahogany looking cots. All carved and stuff.
It’s nice. She’s into colors to stimulate Damon. It’s not mad. The patterns co-ordinate. The buffer, sheet, quilt,
everything. It’s sweet. Anyway, all the boxes play different tunes; London bridge, Baa baa black sheep, One two
three four five once I caught a fish; all different ones. I think one even plays a selection. They’re all very colorful.
Well, they’re designed to hold a child’s attention. There’s millions in toys. It’s big business. You should get into
toys, Butch.”
“Steal from children?”
“I know you wouldn’t. Let me tell you.”
“Go on.”
“One of these mobiles is a green elephant with pink dots and while the tune’s playing its ears move up and
down. Oh yes, and its trunk goes from side to side. Then there’s another one like a flower.”
“It either is a. flower or it isn’t.”
“It’s a flower and the petals move in and out. I think it’s yellow and red,” she said and placed her index finger
on her chin and looked skyward for inspiration, thinking hard. Her cracked nail lay snugly in her dimple. Her
permed hair is parted down the center and hangs shaggily, disguising the roundness of her face. Her cheeks are
smattered with freckles. One or two are on her nose and forehead. Her cheeks are alive with them. She could be
cute but she seems tired. She could be smart but she seems gullible. It’s in her face. A little tired and somewhat
uncertain.
Before they do it again, he’s going to ask her to brush her teeth.
“Well, there are all these musical things plus the mobile which is about a dozen things in itself. It’s got shapes
hanging from it. And plays its own tune. Biggre wound up every single one and had them all going at the same
time. All at once. Can you imagine it. Little Dame must have thought his cot was being invaded. He just lay there,
freaked, looking up to his dad for help. His eyes were saying, get me out of this. In the melee of mechanical music
and movement, that kid was looking up to his dad for help. His dad was the tormentor in chief. Biggre’s the one
who needs help.”
“Maybe. But there’s no shame in that. Instability is the epidemic nowadays.”
“That’s alright for you to say. You’re not a defenceless child.”
“Who says so?”
“You haven’t got Biggre for a father. It was like something out of a Hitchcock film. Biggre frightened me.”
“I wouldn’t have believed that from your performance today.”
“He makes me so mad I don’t know what I’m doing. You know what it’s like when someone makes you see
red.”
“Not really.”
“You’ve never got angry?”
“Plenty of times but I’ve never been out of control.”
“Maybe not,” she said, again placing her finger in the dimple and realizing that in all the time she’s known him
—it’s true—she’s never seen him get mad. Mad, like Hangman could get mad and want to cut and cut and cut.
She’s surprised at being unable to recall hearing Butch even cuss bad. She killed off her vodka in one swig.
“More?” he asked.
“Thanks,” she replied and he took her glass, got up and went to refill it.
“I don’t know how it happened. All I can remember is yelling, Biggre, don’t you care about your son? The next
thing we were in bed. He said he cared though, I remember that too.”
She paused momentarily, struck by what her mouth told her ears.
“Weird,” she said introspectively and paused again. “But that doesn’t make me his woman. It doesn’t give him
the right to tell me how to live my life. It was only once. Don’t you think he’s even the least bit crazy, Butch?”
And he dropped the glass.
“I suppose I’ll have to clean that up,” she concluded.
3: The Seaman
Patrick traveled all over the world as a seaman. He does odd jobs around the pub; collecting glasses, cleaning
up, opening up and sometimes serving; whatever jobs Jenny and Pete, who run the pub for a brewery, can’t be
bothered with.
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When he was younger he was a handsome man. He opened doors for ladies. He never swore in mixed company.
“The world would be impossible were it not for the gentler sex,” he mused on more than one occasion. “Fact,”
he concluded.
He, as a connoisseur, surely knows better than anyone the ways of a woman. And as with all connoisseurs, he
believed he could tell the charlatan from the true artiste easily. Experience. That’s the key.
So he sailed the seas in search of his nirvana, the geisha.
He voyaged to the Orient, his dreams end, a dozen times or more for her.
And she would come singing and dancing into his eyes. She, clad in silk embroidered with shimmering threads
in sparkling colors, making faces and trees, great emperors and goddesses. She, who kneads his body with her
hands, before softening and soothing it with oils of the sweetest perfurne. Ah, and she who is as only she can be.
The last place he’d been to was the Cape. He was on a ship carrying fruit. Nobody wanted him after that trip,
so he had to pack up the navy lark. The cops caught him with a black woman. Shit, you’d have thought they loved
the lady from the way they carried on. It was like a man catching his wife with her lover in flagrante delicto. It
was as if the act was being carried out to purposely humiliate them. They reacted on that personal level and gave
Patrick one hell of a beating, which palls to insignificance in comparison to the degradation and physical abuse
they saw fit to afflict upon his partner. He was made to watch and could only bawl like a helpless child.
After they’d finished, they dragged her by her hair up on deck then flung her overboard. He was ordered to
stay on board if he wanted to avoid any more trouble.
“There is no place here for white men who go with kaffa women. It is not safe for you here. We cannot guarantee your safety, so it’s better you leave,” their leader said, in the presence of the ship’s captain.
The captain promised to get rid of Patrick as soon as he could.
“Good,” their leader said. “Good.”
The captain gave a crate of Jamaica rum to each of the cops and pledged himself to the preservation of peace
in their beautiful country, for the remainder of their stay and during future visits. The leader winked at his men,
put his hand on the captain’s shoulder and called him a sensible man of great insight.
Becoming a landlubber after years at sea shook him up badly. Patrick was part fish. He needed the water to
keep himself together. The exotic East became a thing of the past. The mysteries and wonder of Africa, a mere
memory. The forgotten splendour of Sydney harbour. The worlds of this world were closed to him.
He couldn’t find his comb. Someone had ripped it off for a laugh as he shambled around the night before
collecting glasses. So he ran his fingers through his hair to try and make it look tidy. He had a lot of hair for his
age. The front was quite long and kept falling in front of his eyes. It was thick too. His complexion was dark and
rugged, not with the richness of the children of the sun but rich and dark in the accepted European sense. His
clothes, although of impeccable quality, had lost their lives some time ago. The materials appeared weary. Oh yes
his plimsolls, the yachting type tied with odd colored laces. Neither of the colors were suitable for the blue
canvas, white soled, not out of place in Hampshire plimmies. His jacket is interesting. It aids the impression that
he’s wearing one of those shirts with the frilly cuffs; he isn’t really of course, it’s just an impression. The inner
lining of his jacket sleeve had run the gamut of dust to dirt then grime and eventually torn. The lining encircles his
wrist in a brocade, like frilly cuffs would. For all this, you could not say he was dirty. His face is clean. As I’ve
said, his hair is healthy. Nice hands. And he generally wears a subtle cologne.
*
Errol Flynn in his dandy’s shirt, unbuttoned to the navel, a cutlass locked in his pearly white teeth. The
Adventurer, sailing the seven seas and on into the sunset forevennore. For the stars it never ends.
*
Poor old Patrick should have been a star. He’d docked at New York (up north) and Miami (down south). He
could have hitched up or across to Hollywood, made it big and lived the buccaneer’s life for all it’s worth.
*
On his way to work, he passed Biggre on the street with the garage. They knew one another well enough.
When Biggre was with Sharon he drank at the pub. Since they split up he doesn’t go so often. He doesn’t drink
any more either.
Biggre and Patrick once had a lengthy discussion about mine and yours, possessions, at about eight o’clock
one Saturday night. There were only a few people about. Their round table attracted a small audience. They
swapped ideas and the theory they drew up developed to the ultimate conclusion that the concept of mine and
yours and possessions in general should be eradicated, so that all the good things on the earth could benefit the
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whole of mankind and not just a few people. The ganja salesman made a remark about what he’d do to anyone
trying to get his herbs without paying for it. And our boys’ ideals (like the stars, we chart our course by them, but
can never reach them) went whizzing by, never to be seen again for thousands of years.
One said, “So, say somebody just walks into your house and takes your food and eats it, or just takes your car
and drives away with it, or plays your stereo without permission, even sleeps with your woman, would you be
cool? I would kill a man for that! What’s mine is mine. Big fish eats little fish.”
And another countered, defending Biggre and Pat, “Yes, you might feel that way at the time, or because you’ve
been conditioned to, but it’s out of materialism and possessiveness that you would commit murder. See the war
films. See the archives. Big men in trenches crying like babies. You think killing is as simple as that. It’s not.
We’re all going to leave with nothing. Ashes to ashes, dust to dust.”
“I’ve heard of places in Africa where everything is shared. Everything is shared within the tribe,” Patrick
added.
A white bloke at the bar yelled, “Crawler,” half jokingly.
Pause, tension, but nothing happens.
Pete came over and with a tone of fmality said,
“Look, I don’t care what anybody says, people like to keep what they’ve got and have always been willing to
fight for survival. And that means protecting what’s theirs. Patrick, you’ve got work to do.”
The ganja salesman grabbed Patrick’s hand and with a deft snatch had his ring from his finger.
“It’s mine now because I say it is, it’s not yours and according to you it never was.”
“Give the man his ring back,” wailed the eloquent but weak defender.
The ganja guy strutted out of the pub putting a shine on his new ring, holding it delicately between his thumb
and forefinger as he polishes it with his sleeve.
“You’re a fool to yourself, Patrick. That guy’s bad news. You can kiss your ring goodbye.”
Pete went back to the bar to serve.
On this particular day as their paths crossed, Biggre simply said, “White man” to him, in a particularly sombre
and deep voice. It never shook him up but it was something Patrick nonetheless noted. He also passed Derrick,
who said nothing to him. It seemed as though Derrick hadn’t seen him or better still looked right through him.
Patrick had always assumed that for D, The Hope scene was a passing phase. To him, D always appeared well
earthed. On this day, he wasn’t his usual self. To be honest, Patrick doesn’t normally even think about shouting at
black guys on the street but on this occasion for a split second, he did.
Around here, the very idea of a white man shouting at blacks, for any reason, smacks of them thinking they are
over us. It’s a matter difficult to deal with. Patrick has deduced from his wealth of experience that matters of pride
are to be dealt with delicately. And you know what they say,
“I didn’t know what being down was like, until I’d been there myself.”
Patrick knew rejection well.
*
Jenny and Pete have had to go out so Patrick is to open up for early evening trade. He dug the big bunch of
keys Pete had given to him out of his pocket. His personal keys came up too, hooked up to the big bunch and fell
on the ground. He’d pick them up after sorting out getting inside.
There were all sorts of keys on the big bunch; yales, mortice, big padlock, little padlock, even a key with
notches going in two directions. In all there must have been two dozen keys. He stared at them, then at the door,
back to the keys again and ran his fingers through his hair, perplexed.
The door had two locks at about door handle height, one at the bottom and one at the top. Patrick knew that
once the door was opened the alarm would go off and one of the keys in his hand stopped it. If the alarm went on
for too long, Rusty, the doberman out in the yard, would break loose from his restraining chain and set about the
intruder, as he’s been trained to. See ’em off. Sik im. Sik im.
Patrick started to go over Pete’s run down on which keys to use for each of the locks. He again looked at the
keys, then the locks but this time he began to sweat.
“He’ll kill me,” he murmured.”
In the end what he actually did was go through all the keys at random until the door opened. Fortunately the
key to stop the alarm was an obvious choice. It was the one with the twin notches. Instinctively he walked to the
yard door, opened the curtain, looked straight into the dog’s red eyes and said,
“Starve!”
As expected Rusty had elevated himself to about Patrick’s height by propping himself up on the door by his
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front legs. Although he’s trained not to break the chain until the alarm sounds, he’s ready at the first turn of a key
in the front door. Rust’s a fascist, you know. You can tell by the way he sticks out his chest and wallows in the
depth of his own meanness. He’s a right dog is Rusty. He’ll be cool with Patrick though because he can see that
his entry is legal. And the face is familiar. And no bells, which helps. It’s the bells that really set him off.
Patrick went to close the door. The BMW drew up opposite. T-Boy rolled down the window, smiled at Patrick
and gave him the thumbs up sign. It drizzled lightly for a noticeable second. Patrick looked up then closed the
door. T-Boy poked his head out and looked up too. Patrick heard the BMW draw away and sighed a huge sigh of
relief.
Shit, those boys are bad.
4: Everylittlebithurts
“Is that you, Bill?”
“No. It’s me,” Derrick answered.
His mother appeared and lodged herself in the half opened front room doorway. Derrick’s home is further
away from The Hope than Butch’s place. His is a bus ride away, although he walked it today; alone, brooding. At
a brisk pace it can be walked in twenty minutes to half an hour. His family have owned the house they live in
since before he was born. They bought it a short while after Eric, the eldest, came into the world. There are people
on his street he’s known all his life and the other way round.
“Do you want me to leave?” he asked.
“Didn’t I tell you not to use the front door. Your room is in the basement. Use the door down there.”
“I didn’t open the door. I met it open.”
“It wasn’t open to you.”
“Do you want me to leave?”
“You and your thieving friends. If you can call some of the animals that turn up here, friends,” she said scornfully and kissed her teeth.
“Only one person comes round here that could fit that description. Taking it that you don’t mean females, it
could only be Butch, again, couldn’t it?”
“What sort of decent woman would want you? Seeing you hanging around with that. I would die of shock if I
ever saw a woman come here for you. She would need her brains tested. Who else could it be but that ragamuffin.”
Bill came up the stairs, behind D.
“Alright, son?” he said.
“Yeah. I’m alright, dad.”
“Good, good,” and he squeezed past his son and into the passage. The front room was off the passage, on the
right hand side. Bill gave his wife a peck on the cheek.
“Don’t forget we’ve got to be at the cricket club by seven.”
He carried on through the passage, up the stairs to two bedrooms and a bathroom on the top floor of their two
storey and basement home. There’s a shower and toilet in the basement too.
“Your suit’s still in the cleaners. I forgot to get it on my way home,” she shouted after him.
“I’d better go and get it then,” and he turned, retraced his steps to the front door, saying, “Excuse me, son,” as
he breezed back out. .
“Do you want me to leave?” Derrick asked.
“You’re a bloody disgrace. Don’t you think I know what you and your friend get up to,” she replied.
“What do we get up to?”
“You’re a weed seller,” she stated, pointing an accusing finger at him and fighting frantically with the smile
that lay behind her frowning expression. The power of the smile rippled through her cheeks and tweeked at the
comers of her lips. If only he’d run up, throw his arms around her and give her a peck like he used to just a few
years ago, which seems like just the other day. If only he’d give her the chance to meet him half way like he used
to. “D used to treat me as if I were his daughter. He acted as if he were my protector and would give anything to
see me happy,” she thought. “Look at him standing there as belligerent as a bull. He’s so dogmatic now.”
“I’ve never sold weed and anybody who says I have is a liar.”
“So I’m a liar then?”
“If you think I sell weed you’re wrong.”
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“Look. Get.out, boy,” she ordered beggingly. Go soon before my facade slips completely and acting as your
child run into your arms, she meant. The spasm in her cheeks tugged violently at her lips, causing them to ripple
and surely reveal the subjacent smile.
But sure as eggs is eggs he wouldn’t let up.
“Do you want me to leave?”
“In future just remember to use the basement door,” she said and went back in the front room, closing the door
behind her.
*
Derrick’s mother sat in the couch. She’s given up on waiting for the tuneful rat a tat tat, followed by the cheeky
face—pulled in some funny form—peering round to make her laugh and diffuse any bad vibes. That was the
traditional style of their rows. That pattern is history. She unwrapped her head scarf and began to undo the rollers
in her hair. Her and Derrick haven’t had a calm conversation for at least six months. To Derrick it seems as though
they haven’t seen one another six times in as many months but he can’t see her standing back slightly from the
front room window or behind the net curtain in the bedroom at night, watching his comings and goings and
making sure she sees him once a day at the very least. No matter the sly and wily way she has to go about it. She
thought the ice would have broken long ago. But no! Derrick is quite content to perceive her and his father as—at
best—parental landlords. Bill says it’s nothing, yet she firmly believes that their son is cutting them out of his life
and fllling their role with people who are no good. It’s their influence which fuels her fears. That boy Butch in
particular. That boy Butch.
“He looks like a tramp. He’s got no family and he’s wild. The wildness comes from lack of parental guidance
and supervision.”
By the time she’d freed the last roller, which incidentally (sods law being what it is) took almost as long to
undo as all the others put together, the smile had surfaced. After all, she’d been waiting for an opportunity to hear
her son’s voice and give him the once over from close range since their last encounter about a month ago and had
succeeded at last. The smile grew and grew, evolved cocoon to caterpillar to butterfly like, until it became full and
hearty. Her laughter traveled through the window and out the door into the street. From outside, looking-in, all
that could be made out was the silhouette of a woman pulling at her hair and chortling wildly, for no apparent
reason. She’s got a laugh like Bette Davis. There’s more than one angle to it. Which is true enough, for although
she’s satisfied at the moment, she’s only won a battle and not the war. She knows nothing’s really changed. The
war continues. It’s the quaint laughter of the vanquished. She hasn’t got back into his life only intruded for a
while, that’s all. Plus he was more distant than normal.
“Olive, what are you doing? People passing by are looking up at our window,” Bill said in his own light way
and gently shook her out of it.
“Oh, Bill,” she sprang up and threw her arms around him.
He dropped the suit, held her close and caressed her.
*
Nobody knows much about Naomi. She’s just a name to all of them. The distinct lack of information they have
on her is a bridge between Butch and Derrick’s mother and father. His mother tries to get more info out of him in
subtle, not so subtle and sometimes bluntly intrusive ways but D deflects her in whichever way is appropriate to
the approach. And in all truth what he could tell them, if he opened up, wouldn’t amount to much anyway. The
picture he’d paint of her would have no depth and simply skirt on the periphery. He’d portray a fleeting acquaintance. A shallow illustration, an outline, a sketch of someone he’d come in contact with a couple of times. He
would evoke infatuation, not love.
Hangman’s a shit and he’s going to get his! In a way Naomi is only an acquaintance of Derrick’s. How many
times have they dated? Once a week or less since they got to know one another, meeting on their way home from
school; each walking their own way; as we know is D’s manner (to keep to himself) and now we can assume is
Naomi’s too. Derrick took to her immediately he saw her; all neat and tidy and quiet. Especially her quietness,
because that’s the sign of a good girl who doesn’t mess around.
He had her within a week of their first meeting and hasn’t got anywhere near a replay since. It’s no surprise
really when consideration is given to the trials he undergoes simply to see her. When they can, they meet in the
street and walk around. This is usually either on her way home from work or during a lunchbreak. Lunchbreaks
are difficult because it means he has to get up to the city where she works in an office full of snooty stockbrokery
types and soulboys and girls impersonating them. He swears one of those curly perm boys sniggers and makes
comments. He was once going to go down there and shut him up for good, but Naomi dissuaded him by
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explaining that if he did she’d be sacked. People laugh at the curly heads behind their backs, she told him. They’re
not going anywhere. Some stockies make jokes about black this and black that and the curlies are the first to
laugh, she told him. And then they tell the straight head boys that they can take a joke, and they’re alright, unlike
some of their brothers, she told him. Then the curly straight super slick dick starts to explain about the way he was
brought up and associations and associations and he didn’t know any black guy who couldn’t take a joke, but it’s
because of the way he was brought up and associations and associations. So Derrick let the boy off, on compassionate grounds. Additionally, he didn’t have the bus fare.
What she didn’t tell him was that the Straight Head in Chief was her boyfriend. She never told him that.
Derrick held Naomi in such high esteem that Butch never mentioned her name without the straightest of faces.
He neither ribbed Derrick about her or asked to meet the precious piece of pussy. His attitude bordered on the
reverential, which is out of character for Our Butch. He was suspicious.
Naomi’s parents treated D like scum, or so he thought. They might have been doing him a favor. Even giving
him hints and putting him on the right track. They probably knew all about the straight head. They’ve probably
had him round to dinner. when he rang, according to whichever parent answered the phone, she wouldn’t be in nor
would they know when she could be expected. Get the acting from these two extreme mama and papaites.
Protective ain’t the word. He was sure her parents had told her supervisor to keep him away from her. It was a
hunch Naomi put down as her supervisor’s natural reaction to his blunt manner and no way would her parents go
that far. I mean, didn’t her daddy find her the job, sit in on her interview, take her to work every day for the first
six months and collect her frequently at the beginning. An exaggeration, maybe the fIrst two or three months, but
it felt like a year to D because he couldn’t wait for big daddy to let go. But as I say, the man might have been
doing him a favor.
*
Derrick’s first thought after the altercation with his mother was to ring his woman and get things off his chest.
She’d still be at work. His mother’s in so he can’t get to the phone and make a sneak cal1. Even if she wasn’t he’d
have to rely on her forgetting to unplug it and lock it away. (A practice she’d adopted during Butch’s brief board
and ceased for a time after he’d left, but resumed now that her and D are on bad terms.) Getting to the phone
wasn’t a certainty whether she was there or not. It’s not the same as with Butch though. She hid the phone from
him because she couldn’t stand him. For her son it was a carrot. When D is forced to ask for the phone, she’ll
have seen and spoken to him. Best of all he’ll be asking for something.
On his way to the phone boxes, D saw his dad hanging around in the dry cleaners on the opposite side of the
road. He was looking out the glass front into the street with his back to the counter.
Derrick waved and asked, “Not ready yet?” referring to the suit; forming his mouth around the words to clearly
show what he was saying. He wasn’t shouting.
His father nodded.
Derrick pointed down the road at the boxes to show Bill where he was going.
Bill nodded and turned around to see if the woman had found his suit. The woman said it was done but she
couldn’t find it and Bill hadn’t heard a word D had said and he’d forgotten to get the cleaning ticket from Olive
which didn’t aid expediency. The woman knew Bill and Olive and the kids as they’d been going to this particular
cleaners since it opened. They could remember when it was a bakery. The suit had been done at the cleaners
plenty of times. The woman kept saying things like, “It’s got to be here somewhere. I’ll find it in a minute. Now,
it’s a blue suit, isn’t it?”
And Bill would nod and say, “Yes.” And she’d say,
“It’s got to be here somewhere. You said, blue. I’ll find it in a minute. It got to be here. Blue,” she muses on the
color.
*
D reached the boxes; three of them all in a row outside the BT building, adjacent to the post office and across
the road from the fish and chip shop. The location of the boxes has no doubt been determined by much market
research and analysis into suitable positions for the siting of public call boxes to serve the area. Surveys to find a
favourable point within a designated catchment area. Somewhere not too out of the way and designed in an
unintimidating way so that people aren’t afraid to use them casually. A prime spot to provide maximum returns.
on investment.
They’ve got it right ’cos the boxes are well used. The glazing is inscribed ad hoc with messages and mini
biogs, such as: WEST HAM FA CUP WINNERS 81, with an etched icon of the club’s motif (two hammers crossed);
RING MANDY, on such and such a number, for the ultimate lessons in love; and what about this one,
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EXPERIENCED DISCIPLINARIAN AVAILABLE,

for administering corporal punishment, slipper, cane; RING HARRY,
again on such and such a number, with no reason given, just ring, please, I only need someone to talk to. Then
you've got the usual innocent ones like two names with the associated etched heart and arrow, and DON WOZ ERE
81, and loads of other indecipherable mis-spelt notes and telephone numbers without names and names without
numbers. All this is innocuous enough if you’re good at ignoring things and unattracted by useless bits of
itiformation. (Half the numbers are bogus, the other half, cries for attention in an unattentive world.)
But how do you nullify your sense of smell? How do you close your nose? The urine trickles out underneath
the doors to the pavement and on into the gutter. The used johnny bags fester in dirty corners. Cigarette butts and
torn directory pages carpet the floor. Today’s heat has concentrated the highly-rancid mixture in the glass bowl.
Two people wait for one box while the other two are empty.
“Probably messed up,” he thought.
But desperate for the solace at the other end of the line he still tried them. In the first box, the lead connecting
the handset to the coin box and dial had been crudely severed. It must have been done with one brutal tug because
the exposed wires are jagged and of odd lengths. The box reeked of piss. He opened the second door and the smell
sent him reeling back. The coin box was a complete mess. Someone had walked off with the receiver. Derrick
joined the queue, at the back. Immediately the first user came out and the queue was reduced by one.
He’s standing in line behind a man wearing a broad brimmed hat. The man watched him make a fool of himself trying the other boxes. He could have said they were out of order. The man was skylarking. A slight drizzle
comes down. The man looks from side to side; looking at everybody else getting wet; all smug and flash and so
much like Soulboy or Hangers.
“Make the mistake of looking at me,” Derrick pleaded mentally.
The flash man casually glanced at him all superior like, in response to D’s plea. Derrick grabbed the man’s
head from the back, between his two hands. Holding it like an oval object, like a big egg, and slammed it against
the kiosk several times. Then he backed away and kicked the man off the kiosk to sprawl on the sidewalk. '
“Bastard!” D kicked him in the ribs. “Flash bastards!” and he kicked the man again as he scrambled to his feet
and retreated from D, hobbling. “Who's going to kill who?” Derrick barked.
When he turned the phone box was empty. He kicked the man’s hat into the gutter. He shoved his coin through
the slot, sending it whizzing noisily through the system. He dialled the number and connected without any
ringing.
“Hello. Is Naomi there?” he asks.
“She’s in a meeting,” came the crisp reply. It was her Super.
“How long do you think she’ll be?”
“It’s a very important meeting and they do pay her to work for them until six o’clock.”
“So it looks as if she’s busy then.”'
“I think we can safely assume that.”
“Could you give her a message for me, please? I’m in a tricky situation and I need to speak to her urgently.”
“What? Are you in some sort of trouble?”
He snapped, “Why don’t you mind your own business. I’m not in any trouble.”
“I thought you said you were. Anyway, I haven’t got all day. What’s the bloody message? Why don’t you leave
her alone?”
“Because she loves me.”
It sounded as if the supervisor was broadcasting this to the whole office block through a megaphone. The
people across the street from the kiosk, in the fish and chip shop must have heard this one and borne testament to
his shame.
“Loves you? You fool. She’s got a bloke here. You’re a pest. Why don’t you just bloody leave her alone. She
doesn’t want people like you ruining her life.”
“Tell her I’m dead!” and he replaced the receiver as if it were priceless; nice and gently. And slowly left the
box and started down the road, heading home.
*
It’s eight. Another hour to go. Derrick lay on his bed and stared up at the ceiling. His bag was packed and
ready. His mother and father have gone out to the club. They didn’t say bye or anything. He heard the front door
close, the click clacking of his mother’s heels down the concrete steps, the car doors open and close, the car start
up and drive away, that’s how he knew. But he never thought anything of it. Although his dad usually says something, even if it’s only shouting “There’s no one upstairs” last thing before he closes the door and turns off.
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Derrick was only conscious of his moving away from them, their movements didn’t register. He hadn’t seen Bill
hug Olive and comfort her saying,
“He’s big enough to look after himself. We’ve raised him the best way we know how, now leave it. It’s our
chance to have a life. Let him go.”And heard her say,
“I’m worried about him.”
“So am I. But I worry from afar. We must worry in silence. Give him space he’ll be all right.”
“Okay,” she said.
“Are you all right now?” he asked.
“Yes. I’m fine. We’d better hurry else we’ll be late.”
She made to move away and get off to tidy herself. He held her back.
“We’re late already. Why rush? Time’s on our side. We haven’t got any babies. Our time is our own.”
Derrick isn’t as zealous in his tidiness as Butch but he’s okay. He isn’t into emptying the ashtray after every
cigarette or folding and packing away everything in sight but there is a defmite sense of organization about his
room. The room itself is a fair old size. A double bedroom, I think. Some would say that D is fortunate; born the
other side of the tracks. For him though, it isn’t enough. Of what? I don’t know. Maybe he doesn’t consider
himself fortunate at all. The clock on his chest of drawers which kept his socks, shirts and odds and sods ticked
steadily towards nine. The relentless, monotonous ticking and tocking, back and forth beat, beat out like a roll of
thunder in the absolute silence of D’s home.
He saw a thousand clockwork soldiers marching across the whitewash sky. Arms and legs moving stiffly in
time. Tick tock, tick tock, tick tock tick. DEATH OR GLORY, BOYS. Into the valley.
*
The dancing glint of steel in the sunlight on an open field as the first sabre’s drawn and the dashing young
lieutenant cries, “Forward to victory!” and sails off on his steed, heading straight to the heart of the opposing
army and his opposite number.
*
This is how it has to be. It’s all about pride. It’s him or me. Hangman and Derrick, it’s got to happen because D
doesn't like backing down again and again. And the clock’s the only sound that can be heard. Derrick’s stripped
bare to the waist with Naomi on his mind.
He thought of their one and only time. That was IT for him. He’s bathed in that occasion once a day religiously
since it happened. Even with someone else, it’s her looking up at him from the pillow and her eyes into which he
drowns, helpless like a soft fluffy pussycat.
But then again it could be avoided honorably.
“She wouldn’t want to know,” he said, breaking the clock’s monopoly. If it came to chopping up, she wouldn’t
want to know him. The blag’s the answer. LA can’t be all bad. He could take Naomi. He’d be with friends. Hit and
run. The job comes first, personal vendettas second.
“Scavengers,” he said. “I’ll show them. I’ll be made after tonight. Screw them!”
If you knew Dwell you could tell he was being half-hearted. Most of all he still wanted Hangman’s balls.
He would be cool for Naomi. He decided to go and get her after they’d split the money and leave one time. He
smiled at the thought of more daring intentions of a different strain. The two of them clambering down a ladder
propped under her bedroom window. She, dressed in an overcoat over her nightdress and barefoot. He, struggling
to keep balanced and hurriedly descending the ladder with two packed and bulging suitcases; one in his hand, the
other under his arm, one hand free to hold the ladder.
“If I could only have the best of both worlds,” he thought. “Next time I’m going to kill you, huh,” he repeated
Hangman’s threat scornfully. “I’ll get that bastard.”
He pulled something long and thin and wrapped in newspaper from under his mattress and put it in his bag.
“No one does that to me.”
D flashed on his shirt, shoes and jacket as if he’d had a handful of ampheteines. It’s eight thirty as D picks up
his bag and sets off for Butch’s place.
*
D tunefully tapped on Butch’s door.
“Enter,” Butch shouted, all dramatic and ham actor style.
Derrick knew the routine for getting in and went through it automatically. He dropped his bag by the front door
(in the lobby) and walked straight to the front room. Butch was dressed and sitting on the cushions doing up his
laces. The room smelt of sex. The cushions were numb and lifeless, not their usual selves. The two glasses Butch
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and Joanne had drunk from were still on the floor beside Butch’s feet. One glass was unfinished. The bottle on the
shelf was empty. All tell tale signs to D.
“So you did then?”
“Now that would be telling, wouldn’t it?” Butch replied as he passed Derrick, taking the glasses into the
kitchen.
Derrick hung round the front room door and didn’t really go into the room; not right in. He was in but not in, if
you get what I mean.
“We’ve only got a couple of minutes,” he said. “I’ll tidy this place in a couple of seconds. Swiftness D,
swiftness.”
Derrick didn’t budge. He didn’t react. He didn’t laugh at his brother’s little joke or screw up his face as if to
say, “Call that a joke?,” or say, “Very funny,” with sarcasm on overload. It was as if the words went through him.
“Hey! It’s only across the park. I can’t leave the place like this. We’ll be there before time. What’s up? Are you
alright?”
“Yes, I’m cool. Why are you cleaning? You’ve had a woman up here.”
“I don’t need someone to wipe my bum for me.”
“In fact I’d say Joanne’s been here.” He waited for a denial or confIrmation but it never came.
“Watch it,” Butch advised softly.
“Watch what?”
“Watch yourself,” he returned to the front room and started puffing up the cushions.
“What do you mean?”
“You’re degenerating, D.”
“You’re degenerating, D,” Derrick scoffed.
“See what I mean?”
“Hey, just tell me straight. Do you want me in on this or don’t you?”
“What do you mean? Let's go.'
“You’ve been on my back all day, Butch. Why?”
“What do you mean, on your back?”
“Do you want me in on this or don’t you?” Derrick again asked, sounding frustrated in his relentless search for
a yes or a no.
“Cool down, D. Cool down.”
“I know you think I’m the big dumb one and you’re the one with all the brains.”
“What are you talking about. That’s crap. You’re talking to me Derrick, Butch,” and he prodded himself.
“Don’t take me for a ride.”
“Who me?”
Butch went back to the kitchen and returned with the unfmished vodka.
“Here. Drink. I was going to leave it ’til I came back. Here. Drink.”
D wouldn’t take the glass from him.
“It’s me, Butcher. Your brother, Butch. Come on, drink, it’ll steady you down.”
“I don’t need steadying,” he said and took the drink and flung it back. It scorched his throat and he coughed in
uncontrollable spurts.
“Okay now?”
Derrick nodded and smiled.
“Anyway, do I ask what you and Naomi get up to in bed.”
“Let’s go,” D said in a splutter. He put the empty glass in the kitchen and picked up his bag. Butch looked
about the room. He shook his head, dissatisfied at the state he’d have to leave it in. As far as Naomi’s concerned,
he left well alone as he’d always done on that topic.
*
As they started down the steps Butch asked, “What’s in the bag?” …
The Pitcairn Group Of Islands
270.156 Autobiographical Statements\fn{by Meralda Elva Junior Warren (1959- )} Pitcairn Island, Pitcairn Group of
Islands. (F) 7
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1 Introduction
My name is Meralda Warren and I am a 7th Generation Pitcairn Islander. Born and raised here on Pitcairn over
50 years ago to my parents the Late Jacob Ralph Warren and my mum Mavis Mary Warren nee Brown.
I am proud to follow my ancestry from my polynesian foremothers who the Otato (consorts) to the men who
came here to Pitcairn Island on the H.M.A.V Bounty in 1790.
Mauatua & Fletcher Christian; Vahineatua & John Mills; Teio & William McCoy; Toofaiti & Edward Young;
Taoupiti & Thursday October Christian (Mauatua's first born); Teio & John Adams; Tevarua & Mathew Quintal.
*
I teach Pitkern culture and language at school. I have been teaching our small group of Island children since
2005.
After many years of working hard for our community, I have eased into what I love doing: teaching the kids
and my passion for art.
In 1984 I headed for the big Island of Hawaii and study the art of water colour in the Kona coffee art school
run at the time by Bob and Carol Rogers who are no longer with us.
I was enthused in my younger days to paint the many landscapes of PI and Oeno Island but soon
responsibilities took over here on our small Island. My paints grew hard in their tubes and my Brushes dried out.
Travelling with patients to New Zealand and Tahiti and taking up Nursing, Radio Operator for the shore to ship
skeds from ZBP station and twice daily contact with Auckland international Radio telephone link, Working in our
Co-op store, Council member for many years as well as being the Governors appointee member to council a few
times, Becoming the first female Police & Immigration Officer for a few years. Lands Commission president,
Lands court member, Bee keeper since 1978. ASL operator for siesmic Vault, Installing wireless networking
throughout Adamstown, Duncan cleaner, Contract Lawnmowing jobs, and many misc jobs inc Tourism and
Entertainment. PHEWWwww. it became apprent to me that what I enjoy most is my art. his is getting pushed
aside whilst I am working these time consuming no pay or low paid positions which was making me very tired
and yes....Bitchy....Not Nice huh.......I was determined to get my smile back and be the pleasant person I once
was.
All exciting in its time as we faced new challenges.
Amongst it all I became a determined and avid Amatuer radio gal. VP6MW (Victor Papa 6 Mighty Woman).
working 100's of thousands of people on my little Yaesu FT77 and different Yaesu rigs. One of the most exciting
DXpeditions I went on are the ones in 2002 & 2003 when Kan JA1BK invited me along with 4 other VP6 and
members from Japan, Germany and USA to Ducie Island. I loved it and became the first female operator to work
from Ducie. I was mainly working morse code on that DXpedition.
I have been very fortunate in life to have travelled to many many countries and have throughly enjoyed them
all. It is so wonderful to see people and to catch up with different cultures. I will always be grateful for those ones
who believed in me and for those who have finaced my trips so as I can share their paradise.
Now I am making a change for 2009 and will be pacing myself into wind down mode as I recover from a
spinal operation performed in November 2008. I have taken up my brushes again and loving it. Discovering the
traditions of making Tapa cloth and dying the cloth with the natural dyes have really charged me up as an artist.
Being a part of the Ahu sista's group have made dreams come true for me
With great friends and my dear family who have helped me through 2008, I am determined to keep that smile
on my face and make 2009 a better part of my life.
*
Mum was born in 1936 and have outlived my Dad Jacob.
Retired from being the first Postmisstress on Pitcairn Island, She worked alongside her male Postmasters and
collegues for 24 years.
She enjoys our home and her weavings and painted leaves. She is very skilled in her weaving and makes a
variety of baskets.
Mum loves to potter in her garden and also to gather thatch for her weavings.
She adores having her great Grand kids pop in to say hi and the newest member of the family.
She have been a great support for me when I am getting ready for my first art exhibition In Tahiti in October
2008.
One great thing about my mum is that she is straight out front and will not beat around the bush.
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She have a son my older brother Jay Warren and he too have made her very proud.
Jay is the Supervising Engineer for the Island and also the Head of the Department of Conservation. At present
he is the Deputy Mayor for the Island but also served as the Mayor for 15 years.
Thank you for taking time out to browse our website. Welcome to our Pitcairn Island home.
May the joy of discovering Pitcairn's Islands and the spirit of what we do and create reach out across the
waves. May you feel comfortable and at peace as you browse our site.
2: Blog Posts
a. The 1st international Bounty Festival October 2013 (November 23, 2013, 3:10PM)
Tahiti here we come. 3 PI delegates collected our heavy bulging suitcases and headed through the arrival door
to be swamped with hugs, leis and good will. Beni and Teresa Huber were there to greet us as well as our Family
Alda & Millie. Madzia & Simon were filming as we burst through the doors. the Tahit press and a few
independent reporters as well as visitors who came to PI earlier were eager to meet the 3 of us who have
travelled 5 days to be in Tahiti. To get this far it was a quadbike ride to Bounty bay. a canoe trip to the yach- a
yach sail for 3 days- truck-ferry and plane.
Beni and Teresa took us to Royal Tahitian where we checked in and settled before heading into the pool. ah Ca
beat et.
Dinner was an experience as the meals were huge and thinking it was a starter, mains and dessert turned into a
big belly full of delicous food.
Plans the next day to walk to the James Norman Hall museum and have lunch with Nancy & Nick. Maurice
Bligh to join us. we met Vivienne and the other girls at the museum, walk to Carrefour and then back to the hotel.
a 3 mile trekk but the swimming pool was oh so worth it.
b. 1st international Bounty Festival October 2013 (November 23, 2013, 2:40PM)
On the 17th October 2013 the sailing yacht Concinelle arrived from Mangareva and hove of the Island for a
few hours.
Gilles ruffets mission was to pick up the 3 Bounty delegates, Mike & Brenda Lupton Christian and myself.
Heather Menzies the Tourism Coordinator joined us in Tahit on the evening of 23rd.
The Concinelle sailed us to mangareva in fine time and we were alongside the warf at 5am on the morning of
the 20th. when the bakery opened for trade we were there to buy frsh bagets and juice for breakfast. Yum. The
nice breakfast over we ofloaded our bags soon had our accomodation sorted, luggage loaded on the truck and
being zoomed over the hill and on the otherside of Mangareva to a quiet spot. Staying at the Pension Maori we
quickly dumped our bags inside our bungalos and headed for the lagoon a few meters from our bungalo. The
simple pleasure of swiming in the lagoon and refreshing ourselves after 3 days of yacht life is such a treat.
We walked a bit after a nice lunch and then rested a bit enjoying the company of our host as well as our chef.
friendships were quickly made and we enjoyed the beauty of Mangareva. the next day we went to Rikitea and did
some chores we needed to do at the Postoffice and deliveries to Edmonds Shop. we Met the Mayoress Monique
and she quickly invited us for lunch at Jojos cafe.
Relations between PI and Mangareva meldinging into the ever strengthing bond we wandered the settlement
greeting folks we befriended on other trips. Greating cousins and friends. We had a wonderful lunch and then
were driven to Terry Youngs grave by the Mayors aid. Monique joined us before heading back to work.
A walk down to the church and then back to the warf where we met with Gilles and his family. so we then trod
back to meet the girls at school and then for a walk to the Stadium. The weather started to turn so we headed back
and the kids were tired. Back to Jojo's for a nice icecream.
Franscois found us there and we went back to the pension with her as it had started to bucket down with rain.
A nice relaxing afternoon and internet was working. Bags packed and ready for the next days flight out to
Tahiti.
Beautiful day for flying and we were soon winging our way to Tahiti.
c. Pulau School first Tapa Exhibition (August 24, 2013, 9:15PM)
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In the hall on 16th August 2013, the first Tapa, Hattie leaves, Felting and other art work was on displayed.
spearheaded by Pitcairn's culture teacher myself, Teacher Ms Hilary and pre school Teacher Carol. with help from
Roger, the Town Hall turned from a topsy turvy meeting hall into a full blown art exhibition. This year at culture
class we made Tapa from Aute bark and made natural dyes. we painted designs onto our tapa pieces using Doodwi
nut smoke, doodwi bark dye and Tumeric ginger dye. all made here from natural trees and plants
The Children were fascinated as each class was different and they learnt all the skills of making Tapa,
pounding out their pieces using their Eei made from wood.
A full turn out at 1 pm on 16th Aug set the mode for a happy weekend. Thank you all for attending the first
Tapa exhibition held on PI. Thank you talented children of PI you make me so happy.
d. Update Aug 2013 (Augusts 24, 2013, 9:10PM)
Hi all,
Where did the year go.... Its been full on and life have been full on here on Pitcairn so sorry if you my readers
have been let down with me posting less on webs and more on facebook.
This month we had an exciting time with school art exhibition. ......
e. Maimiti Haven Honey (June 10, 2013, 11:35PM)
Hi all in EU countries. With the EU license still unsure, you can purchase PI honey from my friends in Poland.
Please visit www.pitcairn.pl they have a new shipment in stock.
Best regards. Meralda
f. French Navy Chopper (May 18, 2013, 6:20PM)
French navy ship came last month and wowee it was here Saturday & sunday April 27th & 28th.
Early on Sunday morning the wirring of the chopper flew over PI.
Great excitement for us all.
Here the Pitcairners and departing French guest waited for the helicopter to up lifte the ones who stayed
overnight on the island. the seas were rough and the longboat had a hard time alongside. was not safe to ofload the
guest onto the ship.
g. EU Testing (May 14, 2013, 3:25PM)
Just when we had everything ticking along nicely, our Honey agreement with EU expired and although the
officials were notified at the begining of the year, nothing was done immediately so now when it expires
tomorrow we will have to wait for a new license to ship Honey into Europe..
Hugh regrets to the European honey lovers.
We hope this will be sorted soon and with new signed agreements can be ready for our September shipment.
Please email me in August to confirm if we are shipping to Europe.
Meralda maimiti@pitcairn.pn
h. Tull et like et es (April 13, 3013, 4:05PM)
The year speeds by and so much to be done.
Our small Island have seen cruise ships call in. the battle against the many virus and flu that followed.
The Tall ship Picton Castle calling in stopping for mussa a week with it variety of crew members from
different countries and old friends returning.
We continued on celebrating with the new pastor and his wife from Taha, Jean Claude & Esperance. a bit of a
different touch and already The church is sounding much livelier than last year. She is back in her Island awaiting
for the arrival of their first child and he will leave us in June. Our wish is that they can return as they are good for
our little community and we all have something to share with each other.
Returning Pitcairners come to see family and stay a short while is good for our wellbeing.
Running of Time management meetings have helped the community think on a different approach to how we
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manage the many chores here on the Island.
The weather is getting cooler and we are setting up for our fall and winter gardens. sharing seedlings and
sharing gardening tips. Jean Claude have produced many pak choi cabbage which many of us seasoned gardens
think what are we doing wrong.
The last of the cruise ships for this season is looming close. 26th will see us out and about entertaining the
1200 passengers that are likely to come onto PI. The following day we have a French Naval ship visiting.
When people ask how do I spend my day on PI......Well I have just taken time out of my day to say I m sitting
on a lounge chair on the deck writing this piece for my blog.
The phone will so jingle hurrying Mum and I up for the family lunch planned last night after a family feast so
dear readers enjoy. I hope to be able to have a few more days like today so I can share a bit of my PI lifestyle with
you.
NO post means a lot is going on.
i. New Honey Soap (December 5, 2012, 3:20PM)
Home made soap made on Pitcairn Island using Pitcairn Island Honey.
Infused with the frangrance of Frangipani.
Soap is wrapped in the skeleton of a dried leaf encased in a Krystal seal bag.
Label with Maimiti Haven exclusive designed label.
Please check out webstore as well as shop at Maimiti Haven page.
This soap is beautiful and I have made sure it is wrapped in PI charm.
j. End of year Supply Ship (September 22, 2012, 7:10PM)
The Claymore ll is due here around the 23rd of November with our supplies.
Our next mail out will be around the first week of December 2012.
Please if you need anything please contact meralda on maimiti@pitcairn.pn and I will try my best to help.
Meralda
k. Maimiti Haven Coffee (September 22, 2012, 7:05PM)
Maimiti Haven Coffee season is over. I am picking just a few beans as the season is almost over.
One of the best tasting PI coffee ever. The trees are starting to flower again so heres hoping the season will
start early and I have time to pick the rich ripe beans next year.
Thank you to the ones who ordered my roasted coffee for the rich taste and aroma of Pitcairn Pure coffee.
l. Pitcairn Coffee (September 4, 2012, 6:35PM)
The season is late and there is a limited supply for this mail out closing on 10th September.
You can still place your order for the next Claymore ll mail out in December.
The valleys have a sprinkling of red berries as the waether had plummeted the coffee crop this year. The
fantastic thing is the coffee that I have just processed are amazing. the aroma as I roasted it in the new Cafe
roaster is mouth watering. the aroma fills my home Maimiti Haven with a comfortable homely smell.
Chaeck out the webstore. you can see both beans and ground are available.
Thank you so much.
m. Oihanu fer Hitaurevareva (August 11, 2012, 3:05PM)
Oihanu fer Hitaurevareva.
Meaning God of culture for the land far away.
Hitaurevareva is what the polynesians called Pitcairn Island long before the English named it Pitcairn Island
after major Pitcairn.
This is a tapa made from Aute. I made this for a client Enric. He asked that i design it with the Petroglyph
symbols that are found on the cliff face at Down Rope.
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This piece is designed using nautural dys which I made from the doowi nut smoke and also from the doowi
bark. The yello dye is from the bark of the root of the Nano tree.
It took me several weeks to make the tapa and a good week of designing. even as I write I still add dye to some
areas where I have already applied several layers.
n. Hat weaving
Mixing the old tradition with the new, I have taken to weaving hats like Great Aunty bernice who taught my
mum the many different plaits. I started and am now hooked at making the Maimiti Haven Hats. Mum helped
with making flowers from woven pandana's and even got creative using some of my tapa cloth to make the flwer
seen in the center of the hei.
Please feel free to contact me if you would like a Maimiti Haven Hat.
o. June 2012 (June 12, 2012, 9:50PM)
So much has happened over the past month that it is hard to know where to begin.
End of may bought our supply ship from New Zealand loaded with supplies. for me to have a replacement
printer was an added bonus to my limited office supplies. Now it only takes seconds to print a page and not 1
hour. My Brother Jay need medical attention on his left hip and may need a hip replacement so on Junw 2nd he
left Pitcairn with wife Carol who needed her pacemaker checked and grandson Ralph who will be going to
Longburn Colledge in pamerston North next month when term starts.
We continued on and have been hosting a guest from SOPAC. Joy is a delight to have. she is from Soloman
Island but have been working in Fiji for 8 years. Surveying the island and maping water supplies kept her busy for
10 days. Working with Shawn, her collegues and me we covered most of the Island with her dragging her
instrument and GPS pinpointing the satellites and getting an accurate reading.
Next came a film crew from Piolet Productions. They are doing the TV show Globe Trekker and it was great to
meet them and be a part of their story.
Being involve with the kids in culture class we sang our hearts out and had fun with Zay harding teaching him
Pitcairn words and stories.
Saturday afternoon we had a feast for lunch but it was a special time for we celebrated our Charlenes 33rd
Birthday and also a farewell meal for our SOPAC friends. our family have shrunk to 10 now the others are of
Island and Carols dad and his partner have returned to USA. But spirits are high and we enjoyed the time together.
Goodbye's were said at the Landing as the longboat made 2 trips out to Claymore ll. One for film crew benefit
and one for real when the took everything and everyon who were going and people who were going for the thrill
of a longboat ride.
Hardly the boat had left when we saw 2 frollicing spotted stingrays courting in the ripples just of the jetty.
What a great time had by all. With a slight improvement of internet, I hope to post more.
See you soon.
p. White Ginger Coconut oil (April 28, 2012, 5:40PM)
In the last 2 weeks my small clump of White Ginger have been bearing opening around 4pm every day.The
sweet aroma filling the PI air as well as my Cinderella kitchen.
The art of making coconut oil is being mastered in our black kitchen where we cook on an open fire, heat the
copper that provides the house with hot water using firewood.
The task of making Coconut oil is very time consuming and labour intensive. Why do i continue. Its a beautiful
feeling to have my wiry Island hair comb into the sweet aroma of my Miti E coconut oils.
Gathering coconut from our family plots, husking the outer husk and cracking open the shell. Enjoying a good
feed of the ito is first few steps in this lengthy process.
To una the coconuts into fine yotta is the next step. adding a small amout of hot water helps to remove the milk
from the yotta. squeezing out the milk using a heavy duty cheese cloth is an important part. The discarded yotta
can be dried out in the oven as base for museli.
Boiling the milk in a wok over a constant medium fire. stirring so as not to burn the coconut. Hours later the
oil seperates from the curd and agin it is strained and squeezed out.
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The flowers of the season are then added and left to mature as the fragrants infused themselves into the jar of
coconut oil.
A little more is done to the processing to remove the flowers traping into the oil its essential aroma.
I have learnt that time is what I need and so by leaving my oils to settle the debrie slowly filters to the bottom.
If you are interested in purchasing my oils, Please contact me on maimiti@pitcairn.pn. The oils are just a small
part of what I do so it is not plentiful and with the variety of flowers it sometimes takes a while.
q. Slotting back into an old job (April 27, 2012, 2:35PM)
Duncan is the name we Pitcairners use for a long drop toilet.
Several years ago the plan to errect a duncan in some of the key areas was agreed to by council and the
department of Works made rough & ready duncans to accomodate the out and about needs to the call of nature.
With a few more tourist wandering about as well as local gardeners, Folks out for a spin and have the
urge...Pitcairns Duncans are quite the attraction. if you get lost just find a Diuncan and read the map that is stapled
to the outside. Its a shelter if caught out in the rain..
The duncan is frequented by the lizzards and other insects that have a new home from the elements so trying to
keep PI Duncan clean became my Job a few month ago. I officially became PI Duncan maintence person working
for C.A.C under WORKs department just this week as we started the new financial year.
Zooming around on my quadbike, loaded with my broom, niau broom mop, cleaning agents, insecticide(Boiled
up chili pepper) hose, Duncan paper and a smile..It takes about 10 hours to do them all.
What a way to see Pitcairn and knowing that a crappy job is well done.
3: Statement about Music
I started writing songs on Mac and Lyn Adams veranda on Norfolk Island in 1987.
There I was for the first time on Norfolk Island. Here I met a lot of Norfolk Islanders who took me into their
homes and made a real fuss over me. I was totally over whelmed at being a part of them.
We would often get together for social gatherings and many times we ended up singing songs from all over.
Some of the Norfolk Islanders would sing about their Island and culture. Often they would ask for me to sing a
Pitcairn song. Slightly ashamed that we didnt have any songs written by Pitcairn Islanders apart from the songs
we sang to the cruise ships or local gatherings which consist of The Goodbye song written by Roselind Young,
Sweet bye and bye and other hymns, secular music mainly country music and a song written by a Pastor and
Melva Evans as a fare well song,"We from Pitcairn Island", set to the tune of Royal telephone.
The first song I wrote was called "In the blood" in 1987 followed by Bounty's gone" "These were written on
Norfolk Island. After I return home to PI, I got inspired and wrote " Wishing" although I left that one half done
and it wasn't until 1996 that I wrote all the words to that one. "Unsuccessful day" came to me from out of the blue.
Away orn Pitcairn and Pitcairn Island I wrote in the 1996-1998 not really finalizing the words of Away orn
Pitcairn till 2009 when I had another go at it and changed the whole words to the song. Pitcairn Island song have
been performed by myself many times and is on the 1st Album. Pitcairn Songs 1999
1999 I was again on Norfolk Island and started singing again to my friends over there. I was singing also in a
couple of shows as well.
Inspired to sing more songs I wrote "The Cause" and "Mussa es the same" almost back to back. It became a hit
on Norfolk and people would request them when I started singing.
My Norfolk family and especially Jennette Buffett, organized for me a surprise Birthday party for my 40th on
the 28th June.
It was an awesome night. One I will never ever forget. The friends and atmosphere was just so great. The band
They were the best.
Trent Christian called me up to sing a song with him. He handed me a guitar to play and it felt good. We had
done a couple of songs when he asked me if I liked the guitar I was playing. I looked at it and said yes. He then
said well it is yours. Just then Jennette walked in from the back carrying the case with a Hugh yellow bow and a
Hugh birthday card. wow. I was in tears and almost speechless. "Thank you Norfolk Thank you for being kind"
was written days after.
(I have recorded that song on the 18th December 2005 with Marius.)
Phil Hayward was on Norfolk Island when we were there in 1999 and after much persuasion he convinced me
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that he will record my songs.
True to his word he recorded me on Norfolk Island and worked on it in Macquarie university in Sydney, he
with Joshua Cameron produced my CD. They had help from Kristine Pymont who did the mixing, David Hackett
for Technical Assistant. A
Thank you to these people who have made my dream come true. For Norfolk Island and her beautiful people
and especially my Norfolk families for the inspirations.
Continuing to write songs, There was several more I wrote in 2001, 2002. one of them was a big it in Japan in
2003. "With Love Maimiti"
December 2005, I was encouraged to record the second album.
Marius who was on Pitcairn making a Documentary, talked me into recording the album named "With Love
Maimiti.
Marius and I worked hard and within 2 nights have nailed the songs and are happy with the results.
A song I have been muddling around with since 2000. "Will we survive" became a heartfelt song as we went
through the difficult times between 2000-2009 as we were uncertain of Pitcairns future.
Life goes on and I have been writing more songs and will share how this came about in another posting on this
website.
Meralda Warren.
St. Helena/Ascension/Tristan da Cunha
225.354 Excerpt from Through Atolls And Islands In The Great South Sea\fn{by Frederick Joseph Moss (1827/281904)} Longwood, St. Helena, St. Helena/Ascension/Tristan da Cunha, United Kingdom (M) 10
1
Nearly thirty years ago I stood on the beach of the then little seaport of Lyttelton watching with keen interest
the departure of a small cutter for the distant islands of Fiji. Chartered by Mr, Reece, a prosperons ironmonger in
the neighbouring nine-year-old city of Christchurch, the little craft was bent on prospecting voyage to the mystic
islands which many of us longed to see. The voyage, full of risk, was prompted by the same adventurous spirit
that had given New Zealand itself to the empire and played so large a part in spreading the flag and the commerce
of England over the habitable globe.
Mr. Reece brought back a glowing account of the Fiji Islands. Later on, when the American civil war made
sea-island cotton precious in the markets of the world, several New Zcalanders, myself among the number,
determined to try what could be done in cotton-growing in Fiji. The owner of a small trading schooner, the
Banshee, was induced to fit up her hold for our accommodation and we availed ourselves of the rare chance of
making the trip to and from those islands, then almost isolated from the rest of the world.
On our arrival we found that the coast tribes had been converted to Christianity. At all events they had
abandoned cannibalism and cut short their enormous bushy heads of hair, very rigidly observed the Sabbath aud
daily flocked, at he beat of the lali, to morning and evening prayer.
Of all this we had seen a good deal among the Maoris of our own colony and were not perhaps so deeply
impressed as we otherwise should have been.
The mountain tribes were still heathen and cannibal. Only a year before they had killed and eaten the Rev. Mr.
Baker, a Wesleyan missionary who insisted on passing through their country in spite of the repeated warnings of
the chief. The hereditary enemy of the mountaineers was Cakobau, paramount chief of the coast tribes and the
mainstay of the missionaries. In their own rude way the mountaineers connected Mr, Baker with their powerful
enemy and feared that his mission foreboded their subjection. Mr. Baker’s persistence in advancing gave intensity
to the fear and led to the sad ending of his exploration. This was the account given to us at the time and
subsequently confirmed by personal intercourse with the mountaineers.
Soon after we arrived, these same mountaineers successfully drove back the armed boats of H. M. S.
Challenger when attempting to penetrate, by the River Rewa, to a place called Diuka in the same hills which bad
proved so fatal to poor Baker. The result of this disaster was the forced abandonment of the few plantations begun
on the Upper Rewa. The planters were loth to go, asked for arms and offered to hold their own against the enemy.
Commodore Lambert refused the arms but kindly offered them a passage in Challenger, to be landed destitute and
2256

penniless in Sydney. They of course declined the offer. The affair was frightfully mismanaged. The Commodore
had given orders that the sailors were on no account to be landed, otherwise the Fijians would have been
assuredly driven back and taught a lesson of permanent value.
The white population of Fiji was not above 400 souls, scattered on plantations over all parts of the group or
engaged in business in the little township of Levuka. The natives numbered 140,000. There was no government,
but there were also no taxes nor impediments of any kind to prevent a man entering on whatever calling or
business he might prefer. Careful observation satisfied most of our party that we might safely settle in the country;
that the few settlers already there were people with whom we might bo glad to live; that the natives were not
likely to molest us and were too much divided by tribal feuds to be permanently dangerous if they did.
We numbered twenty-three men in all, crowded in the hold of the little Banshee. Several bought land in
different parts of the country and began work at once. Others alao bought land and arranged with the natives to
build houses while they returned to New Zealand for their families. In my own case the contract made with a chief
of the Rewa district was unusually large. The house was to be forty feet square with a verandah all round, and to
be put up within three months. The walls, roof, and verandah were to be built for the sum of thirty dollars (£6)
with a bonus of three dollars on satisfactory completion. It was built of reeds tied together with vines and nativemade cord. Not a nail was used, but the house proved convenient and comfortable till blown over three years later.
Returning from New Zealand with my family to Fiji, the first crop of cotton was put in and gathered within a
year. My plantation was on the Upper Rewa and large numbers of natives of different tribes came to work, as
many occasionally as 200 at one time. Among them were many of the dreaded mountaineers who proved quiet,
bright, and cheerful workers. The good relations thus established with them were not disturbed during my
resdence in Fiji.
In those early days the life and travelling were necessarily rough, but settlers from New Zealand and Australia
poured in quickly and we were soon nearly 2000 strong. The influx was one of educated, earnest settlers who
bought their land fairly and openly from the Fijiana, registered their titles in the British Consulate, and set to work
promptly on their isolated plantations.
Such was Fiji in 1868 when settlement first set in strongly from New Zealand and Australia. Ill-health drove
me to Auckland, for we had no doctors in Fiji. To my great regret, further residence in the tropics was forbidden,
but the prohibition proved a blessing in disguise. It saved me from the fate of many of my old compeers whom I
met again only last year in Fiji. They had gone there with sanguine hopes and fair prospect of success, but after
spending their capital and giving to the work the best years of their life were now heart-crushed and hopeless. Can
it be surprising that they were also filled with a bitter hatred towards the Government and the Colonial Office by
whom they had been practically enslaved, and to whose perverse blundering the destruction of their fair prospects
was largely due? Immigration to Fiji had long ceased. All had left who could and no settler now thinks of making
a home in that beautiful and fertile group. Nor is any likely to do so while the present un-English and degrading
system of government is suffered to exist.
In New Zealand and in Fiji I had gained some knowledge of the Southern and Central Pacific, but the islands
and myriad islets of the outer lagoon world were a sealed book still. They are not easily visited, the only
communication being by casual trading-vessels each with its own distinct line of traffic. Gladly availing myself of
an offer from the well-known Auckland firm of Henderson and Macfarlane, I took passage in the schooner Buster
which they were sending to make, for the first time, a complete roumd of their old stations and to find proper sites
for establishing new. There was the further advantage that in a trading- vessel the natives would be seen as they
are, and not as they get themselves up for the passing visit of a man-of-war, a High Commissioner, or an
inspecting Missionary.
The Buster was commanded by Captain Theet, a skilful and vigilant sailor, a Schleswig Dane who had left his
country to avoid being made a German.\fn{ Schleswig was made a province of the German Empire by military conquest in 1866,
though this was later modified after World War I:H } My fellow-paasengers were tbe supercargo, Mr. Geo. Dunnett, and an
Auckland photographer, Mr. Andrew. The former was experienced in tbe island trade and in tbe ways of the
natives and to his help I am indebted for access to sources of information not otberwise so readily obtained. Mr.
Andrew made a splendid collection of photographs during the voyage and to him I am also indebted for the
illustrations which he kindly gave me leave to select from his unique collection.
We left Auckland on tbe 18th of September, 1886, and after a passage of eighteen days made our first point,
Niuè, about 1000 miles west of Tahiti. Niuè is the “Savage Island” of Cook, and was named by him from a
peculiarity of the natives who, when excited or angry, still rush about with eyes gleaming and beards held
between the teeth. For all that, they are a pleasant enough people, fond of migrating to other islands for work and
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regarded as excellent labourers on colonial plantations.
Niuè is a coral island, between forty and fifty miles in circumference, and rising to a height of 200 feet. The
population is returned in the missionary census as 5070 residents with 603 absentees, all married men, and
temporarily at other islands. About one-half, of the population consists of adult men and women, the other half of
children. The decomposed coral soil is shallow but very productive, and Niuè yams are renowned for their quality.
The fruits and coffee, the cotton, sugar-cane and arrowroot are all of the best description, while the climate is
cool, dry, and admirable.
We spent three pleasant days at Niuè, the most pleasant of the voyage. The island has the advantage of a
resident missionary and his family and the effect is apparent in the manners and habits of the people. If all
missionaries were like the Rev. Frank Lawes of Niuè, large-minded, sympathetic and educated men, the native
teachers who are trained and sent forth to smaller islands would be very different to many of whose strange
pranks I shall have to speak by-and-by. Aided by his wife, a lady as devoted to the work as himself, Mr. Lawes
finds constant employment in training and teaching the natives and in travelling over his rough, roadless island.
He is also completing a new translation of the Scrptures into the Niuè tongue which is distinct from that of the
adjacent islands.
The natives have built very fine churches at Alofi and Avatele, two villages a couple of miles apart and situated
at the end of the island where the most convenient landing-places are to be found.
The Niuè people still follow many of their old customs, the way of burying the dead being one of the most
curious. Each defunct is buried on his or her own land, and as this is never extensive the tomb is close to the
house of the deceased. The roadways are lined on each side with these tombs. If the dead man has been a sailor,
the plastered coral mound over the grave takes the form of a ship, with perhaps a grotesque imitation of a sailor
for the figure-head. The variety in tombs is considerable, and very often some of the articles in pergonal use by
the deceased are placed upon them. On one a teacup and saucer may be seen, on another an earthenware dish or
plate or similar relics which remain religiously untouched till they break or decay. These tombs aro conspicuous
objects along every road in Niuè.
The interior of the church at Alofi is particularly striking. The structure is of coral stone, large and well built,
ninety feet in length and twenty-five feet in width. At Avatele the church is larger and much more elaborately
finished, but the interior effect is not equal to that produced by the long vista of simple, massive and sloping tree
trunks which support the lofty roof of the church at Alofi.
Hard and unceasing is the work of a zealous missionary in an island like Niuè. He is not only the teacher but
the adviser and confidant of every native chief, the one to whom the native naturally turns in time of public
trouble or domestic difficulty. Great is the missionary’s relief when the natives can be induced to unite for the
common good. Throughout the islands native councils have thus been formed, very curious in their operation and
in the laws which they make. At Niuè several attempts have been made in this direction but with only partial
success. Sir Arthur Gordon, when Governor of Fiji and High Commissioner, paid a visit to the island and tried to
induce the natives to add themselves to his dominions. They had heard, however, of the vain regrets of the people
of Rotumah who had been persuaded into taking this course, and they respectfully declined a remedy worse than
the disease.
The lamented Commodore Goodenough called once at Niuè, just as a meeting was being held to consider the
formation of a suitable government. He addressed the natives at their own request. Some wished to set up a king
but the Commodore advised them first to settle, with some degree of unanimity, who the king ehould be. They
appreciated this advice and came to the conclusion that it would be better to have no king at all for the present.
Since then the Niuè people have established a council of representatives elected every two months by the heads of
families, and the nucleus perhaps of something bigger if not better hereafter.
The native dwellings are verandahed cottages, built of wattle and well-plastered with locally burned lime.
Peeping out from groves of cocoanut and orange trees, these pretty white cottages make an attractive picture and
show that the people are an improvable race. Tall palms tower above the little houses and the date-palm grows
well in Mr, Lawes’ own garden. The fruit is abundant but falls off before ripening, from what cause has not yet
been ascertained. The rigid prohibition of intoxicating liquor is a favourable feature at Niuè, as in all the
missionary islands. There is nothing in the life, habits, or tastes of the natives to make the use of intoxicants in the
least degree necessary, and their circumstances render exclusion easy.
Unfortunately, exclusion is not so easy with disease of the most virulent kind which is doing terrible mischief
throughout the islands and causing deep anxiety to all who care for the welfare of the people. England or
Australasia could do nothing more beneficent to these islanders than despatch a proper commission to report upon
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the subject and to devise, if possible, a suitable remedy. We hear much about the traffic in firearms and drink, but
both are trifles in comparison with the ravages of a disease terrible to the living and threatening extermination to
these poor, kindly, isolated people. Men, women, and children suffer alike, and no traveler can look upon their
wasted forms without commiseration. Why should this continue ? Christianity and humanity call aloud for
energetic and immediate action. The subject is not one with which missionary reports can deal in sufficient
fulness to impress the public mind, but to every missionary the facts are well known and excite profound anxiety.
As the reader becomes better acquainted with the conditions under which the natives live in these distant
islands, with the absence of medical skill and the entire dependence on some trader or native missionary teacher
as doctor, he will better understand the gravity of the question. Would that my voice were strong enough to call to
it the notice it deserves, to bring home to benevolent minds the present suffering and ultimate extinction which the
fell disease, if left unchecked, must entail on these bright and helpless people.
Niuè was a good preparation for the subsequent voyage. We there witnessed the beneficent effect which a large
and true piety, accompanied by taste and refinement, must exercise on all who are brought within its influence.
Henceforth we were to travel from island to island over many thousand miles of ocean in which the place of the
European missionary is filled by a native teacher. And such teachers! There are exceptions, of course, but as a rule
they are ignorant, pompous, greedy and narrow-minded, either untrainable or trained under influences sadly
differing from those whioh have done so much to advance the people of the beautiful little coral island of Niuè.
We resumed our voyage on the evening of the 19 th of October, steered north and east, called at Manihiki,
Suwarrow, and other islands, and reached Christmas Island lying three degrees north of the line. This island is
also one of Cook’s discoveries. He sighted it on Christmas Day, 1777, and remained till January 2 nd of the
following year observing an eclipse and catching turtle, of which he tells us be succeeded in getting 300 weighing
from ninety to 100 pounds each. I reserve for future chapters a description of this and of the numerous other
islands at which we called; but may mention that Christmas is perhaps the largest lagoon island in the Pacific. In
circuit it exceeds 100 miles. The great lagoon in the centre is comparatively shallow and abounds in pearl shell.
The island treeless and uninhabited when taken up some years ago by Messrs. Henderson and Macfarlane. They
have planted many thousand cocoanuts, developed the pearl fishery, and will no doubt make the island in course
of time a valuable property.
Since my visit to Christmas, the flag is said to have been hoisted and the island made part of the Biitish
dominions. The entrance to the lagoon is poor and adapted only for boats and small craft; but there is excellent
anchorage under the lee side of the island. Suwarrow, at which we also called, is an atoll of very different
character and of which the same Auckland firm has been for some years in possession. There too they have
planted on a considerable scale, built stores and a wharf and established a pearl fishery. But the Suwarrow lagoon
is easy of access to the largest ocean steamers, affords splendid anchorage and lies on the direct route between
Panama and New Zealand. French men-of- war from Tahiti know it well.
By English or other vessels-of-war it is never visited; but the sooner Suwarrow is placed under the British flag
the better. The lagoon must become of considerable importance when an Inter-Oceanic Canal is opened, apart
from its value as a centre for trading with the many surrounding islands. Let us hope that no blundering
convention will be made with France similar to that already made with Germany, and that we shall not wake up
one morning to find Suwarrow, like Rapa, included in the French possessions.
Among the islands which we passed on our way to Christmas, was Starbuck Island, “England’s latest Colony
in the Pacific” as it was styled by a leading London journal in an article which we colonists should call a splendid
“blow” on the opening of the Indian and Colonial Exhibition. Good heavens, what a colony! A low, bare, coral
rock four miles long and less than a couple of miles wide, without a single tree, semblance of harbour or decent
landing-place. Starbuck is a worked-out, deserted guano islet, to which vessels of all kinds carefully give the
widest berth and at which we only called to rescue four mariners whom we heard were shipwrecked on its surfbound shore.
It came about in this wise. At Manihiki we found the captain of the Swedish bark Diana and seven of her crew,
who told us they had been wrecked at Starbuck three months before when carrying a cargo of timber from Puget
Sound to Sydney. They landed safely at Starbuck and remained for two months hoping relief. None came, so they
decided to take the only boat they had saved and seek help at Maldon Island, another barren goano islet not yet
exhausted and about 150 miles from Starbuck. Only eight of the party could be taken in the boat and lots were
drawn to settle who should be left behind. The boat started with fair weather but wind failed and the current was
against them. They were obliged to give up their original intention and make for Manihiki which they reached in
nineteen days, after a voyage in their crowded boat of more than 600 miles.
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They approached Manihiki with dread believing that the natives were still what the Swedish captain called
“wild mans”; but great was their delight at seeing on the shore a crowd dressed in European clothing. Running the
boat through the surf, they landed and were received with the warm hospitality for which the people of Manihiki
are renowned. The shipwrecked men had only been a few days at Manihiki when we arrived and they were much
disappointed at finding that our course carried us farther afield, so that they must wait another opportunity to get
away. But the men were comfortable and well cared for and our captain promised that he would, if posisible, call
at Starbuck and take off the comrades they had been obliged to leave on that barren isle.
A fortnight later we made Starbuck at two in the afternoon. Fortunately the day was fine and a strong breeze
enabled us to close in with the shore and sail along in search of a suitable spot for a boat to pass throngh the
breakers. The Diana was lying on the reef, a complete wreck with her cargo of timber being gradually smashed to
pieces in the surf. The men had hung a large tablecloth to a pole and we observed then running to and fro as we
approached. It was impossible to get close enough to communicate from the ship and a boat was sent to what
appeared a practicable point.
After pulling for some distance along the edge of the reef the boat was obliged to return as night closed in. The
current being very strong we were forced to put to sea again and leave the poor fellows, whom we could see
slowly and with downcast heads walking back to the hut they had built for shelter.
During the night the wind increased almost to a gale but the captain was determined not to abandon the rescue
without further effort. Next morning Starbuck was out of sight. Fortunately we made it again during the forenoon,
and the boat managed to effect a landing on the end of the island opposite to that along which we had coasted the
day before. The, shipwrecked men were not to be seen but we observed two of our boatmen running across the
rocky island. They went to help the men fearing that they might be too ill or weak to face the four miles of rough
stony land between them and the boat. Time passed and as night came on the anxiety was great lest we should be
blown out to sea and our own men with the others be left behind.
Anxiously we watched the place, but there lay the boat drawn up on the beach with two of the men left in
charge and no sign of movement on the shore. Just at sunset two men could bo seen slowly making their way to
the boat, but darkness set in with tropical suddenness. We were obliged to stand off and on with the ship and our
boatmen made a fire ashore so that we could keep the spot in view. What intense relief when out of the darkness
we heard the distant “Coo-ee” of Bill the steersman, a Rotumah man to whose skilful caro the boat had been
committed.
How gladly we welcomed them on board! It was a weight from all our minds, but more especially from that of
Captain Theet whose noble perseverance saved these men from a prolonged and dreary residence, perhaps from
death, on the bare and barren shore of our “Latest Colony.”
We afterwards learned, what is worth noting for the possible benefit of others, that a small opening blown out
of the reef by the Guano Company, offers a boat passage for landing in fair weather. It was in the neighbourhood
of this passage that the men had gathered the day before, expecting the boat to land there. Next day when the
vessel was again sighted, the poor fellows were in doubt as to where the boat would land and had scattered over
the island to be on the look-out. Hence the delay in their getting together afterwards. The boat opening, it may be
as well to state, is just opposite the ruins of the Company’s old buildings at the N.W. point of the island. We also
learned later on that the trading schooner Malolu, from Honolulu, promised to call at the island as it was not
known for some months that we had succeeded in getting the men on board. The Malolo made several attempts
but was baulked by the current and failed in getting to the island at all. The greater, therefore, the credit duo to
Captain Theet for the rescue, and it seems to me that if ever man deserved the medal of a Humane Society, or
recognition from the Government of Sweden, he earned it on this occasion. The consciouaness of a good deed
has, so far, been the only and I doubt not to him sufficient reward.\fn{ Captain Theet, I am glad to say, has since received
from the Swedish Government a handsome gold medal in recognition of his services on this occasion }
From Christmas Island we again turned south and called at Swain’s Island, a small coral gem not three miles
long and about one mile broad. Swain’s is a little distant from the Union group and was taken up about twentyfive years ago by Mr. Eli Jennings, an American, who settled upon the islet with his wife the daughter of a
Samoan chief. He planted cocoanuts and made as much oil as want of capital and the cumbrous processes of the
period allowed. By-and-by the system of drying the nut for exportation was introduced into the islands by the
German firm of Godeifroi and Co. The great difficulty of getting casks and the extra labour in making and
handling the oil were thus avoided.
Mr. Jennings increased his plantations and worked with new energy till his death about ten , years ago. His
sons followed in his footsteps! and last year exported 210 tons copra valued, on the spot, at 10/. per ton. In three
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to five years the whole of the plantations on their little islet will be in full bearing and they look for a steady
increase up to 600 tons. Six thousand pounds a year from so small an islet, and obtained with so little labour and
expense that, beyond a dozen Tanna men, the whole work is done by the family now numbering nearly fifty souls
from the infant in arms to the aged widow of the founder of the enterprise.
The little islet can scarcely contain 2000 acres in the whole. The centre is occupied by a very beautiful saltwater lagoon which (with the sea beaches) must take up half the area. On the remainder, surrounding the lagoon,
the plantations of cocoanut for copra, and of food for home use, have been made. The cocoanut is slow-growing
but wonderfully productive and long-lived, yielding perhaps the largest return with the smallest risk and least cost
of any plant in the world. These coral islands are its natural home. The nut is placed in a shallow cavity scooped
out of the thin coral soil, an iron nail or bit of iron hoop run into the husk to accelerate the growth, and the
cultivator has little more to do than wait patiently some ten or twelve years for his return.
There are no weeds to be kept down as in richer soils, and there is little expense in thinning and replanting as
failures in growth are comparatively rare. Our stay at Swain’s Island was only for the day. There is no anchorage
and the Buster had as usual to stand off and on while we landed through the surf and hauled the boat up on the
steep little beach of coral sand. The day was very pleasantly passed. Mr. Jennings has made numerous roads
through his little domain, has imported light carts to carry the nuts to the copra shed, and two light buggies from
San Francisco in which he drove us round the island. The families are Samoan and preserve many of their Samoan
tastes and habits, but his own house is filled with handsome furniture and abounds in works of art and other
unexpected luxuries. He has also built a very pretty little church and the native missionary teaches the numerous
children by whom he is surrounded. We saw all that was to be seen and shall long retain pleasant memories of his
hospitable place, so rich in its returns, so lovely, and yet so isolated that he has to depend on the casual tradingvessels which call three or four times a year, for an opportunity of going to Samoa when he desires to do so.
Through the islands of the adjacent Union (Tokerau) group, through the Ellice, the Gilbert (Kingsmill), and the
Marshall Archipelagos we wended our way, finishing with the Carolines into which we penetrated some 1200
miles. Numerous were the detached islands at which the Buster also called. At last we reached Lukunor, one of
the loveliest of lagoon islands and only about 800 miles from Yap, the most westerly of the Carolines. Germany
has trading and coaling stations at Yap, which island was the cause of the recent hot dispute between that country
and Spain.
At Lukunor we spent a week refitting and thence sailed straight for Auckland, where we arrived after a passage
of forty-six days and an absence of seven months. We had crossed the Equator six times, visited more than forty
islands, and returned to hear of deaths and changes, of Russian, and German, and French wars narrowly averted,
of Irish excitements, and of events that had stirred the great world but of which not the faintest echo had reached
us during the voyage. What I saw and whom I met during these seven months and the conclusions suggested by
the experience, will be found in the chapters that follow.
2
The islands and archipelagos scattered over so vast an area and so bewildering in name and number, are
susceptible of easy classification. Three well-marked types prevail, namely, the atoll or lagoon island, the raised
coral island, and the high mountainous island. Take, through the tropical part of the ocean, a diagonal line
beginning in the south and cast at the Paumotus and ending in the north and west at the far Pelews. On the
northern side of this line innumerable atolls will be found, but islands of other kinds be rarely seen. On the
southern side the conditions are reversed, raised coral islands or high mountainous islands abound while the atoll
is the rare exception.
Modern geology disputes the Darwinian theory of coral formation. For our present purpose that theory may be
still accepted and the diagonal line regarded as dividing an area of gradual subsidence on the northern side from
an area of equally gradual elevation on the southern. During long ages, as the land was imperceptibly sinking, the
reef-building polyp raised its great bastion on the mountain flanks and kept pace with the slowly submerging
mass. The combined movement ended in the formation of the great reef, an eternal monument of the mountains
buried beneath the waters of the lagoon which it encloses. On the tops of the mountains, as they sank beneath the
lagoon, the coral continued to build, forming the rock patches of greater or less extent characteristic of them all.
Darwin, Dana, and other eminent men have eloquently expounded this theory of the formation of atolls and
raised coral islands. The latter were held to be only the atoll with a shallow lagoon gradually filled with coral
débris, and the whole elevated by submarine forces until a solid island, never exceeding 100 to 200 feet at its
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highest point, was the result. These theories were based on the belief that the reef-building polyp cannot exist at a
greater depth than 120 feet, can flourish only in water of the greatest clearness and purity, and must have a solid
rock foundation for its infant home. A new theory has been developed by the researches of Mr. John Murray,
Naturalist of H. M. S. Challenger, and strengthened by subsequent discoveries in the Solomon Islands made by
Dr. Guppy, Surgeon of H. M. surveying vessel Lark. The new theory is held to meet the ascertained facts more
naturally and more completely, but the Darwinian view still enables us to form a clear conception of those
wonderful works, built during countless ages with the skeletons of inconceivable myriads of the little polyp.
The Paumotus (Cloud of Islands), at which our imaginary line began, are remarkable for the richness of their
pearls and pearl shell, and the wild, daring character of their people. They are situated in the Eastern Pacific near
the world-famed Tahiti. The Pelews, at the other end of the line, were famous in their day as the country of the
amiable Prince Lee Boo, whose visit and untimely death created a sensation in London nearly a century ago. They
lie in the Western Pacific 5000 miles from the Paumotua, and over the intervening expanse of water the atoll
world is spread. Through a great part of this world the voyage of the Buster was made.
The name “atoll” is of Maldive origin. The potentate who rules over that group styles himself “Sultan of the
Thirteen Atllons and Twelve Thousand Isles.” In one sense the title is only a mild Oriental exaggeration, each
Atollon consisting of a salt-water lagoon and a number of islets—sometimes a very large number—strung
together at irregular intervals on the narrow surface of the surrounding coral reef. The islet-covered reef hems in
the deep lagoon which it has out off from the surrounding ocean. Its characteristic features are the steepness and
great depth of the reef-walls, and the narrowness, flatness, and low level of the islets formed upon its surface. Few
lagoons are less than ten miles long, and three or four miles broad. The majority are much larger, some being of
great size. The lagoon of Naira, in the Pauniotus is described by Dr. Dana as fifty miles long and twenty broad.
The Buster did not call at Naira, but did so at Milli (in the Marshall Archipelago), which will be a good
illustration of one of these larger lagoons.
The Milli atoll, about thirty miles long and twelve to fifteen broad, cannot be seen from a ship’s deck in the
clearest weather at a greater distance than ten to twelve miles. Even then it is only the tops of the tall eocoannttrees on the islets that are visible. The land is about twelve feet above the sea, as a rule, but in some parts a few
feet higher. Approaching Milli, the long line of breakers is discerned as the ocean beats with fury upon the outer
edge of the massive reef. A narrow brown line gradually coming into view, marks the belt of shallow water, a
couple of hundred yards wide, covering the surface of the reef between the breakers and the white beaches of pure
coral sand which border the little islets on the reef.
The houses of the natives, picturesque and cool, soon peep out from the thick green cocoanut groves. Walk
straight through these groves for 150 to 300 yards as the case may be, and you will have crossed the island and
find yourself in face of the deep blue water of the lagoon, with another intervening brown belt of shallow water
similar to that on the ocean side of the reef.
The reef which encloses the Milli lagoon is still bare, at intervals, to the extent probably of a third of its area.
Rarely are these intervals fordable on any lagoon reef as the sea rolls over them freely into the enclosed area. On
the other two-thirds of the Milli reef the ocean has formed, from coral debris, many islets varying in length but
seldom attaining 300 to 500 yards at their greatest breadth. So near the level of the ocean and covered with stately
palms whose crested heads tower above the few trees that find a home among them, the islets scattered on the reef
between the deep blue ocean on the one side and the deep blue on on the other, lie like a chaplet of emeralds set in
a sapphire sea. The beauty of the coral gardens formed in the clear pools on the seaward face of a reef has been
often described. Assuming every shape of miniature sbrub and tree and with fish of dazzling colour and varied
hue darting to and fro among the branches, these fairy-like gardens, once seen, can never be forgotten. But they
are not common, and can only exist io clear deep pools with a perennial supply of the freshest and purest seawater
pouring into them.
The narrowness of the land makes the climate of these islands cool and, for a tropical latitude, delightful. Truth
compels me to add that thing of beauty though it be, a lagoon island has drawbacks even from an aesthetic point
of view. There are no hills, no valleys, no running streams, no land birds, very few flowers and none of the
features which in other lands stimulate the imagination and make life beautiful. The effect is shown by their
barrenness in tradition and legend so plentiful among the same races inhabiting high volcanic lands.
In his natural state, the wants of the lagoon islander are few. For food there is always the cocoanut, and in the
larger islands the bread- fruit and jack fruit; while all have the pandanus of which the natives are extremely fond.
The singular cones of the pandanus are chewn for the sweet juice, or the substance, extracted by maceration, is
formed into long bands which make a not unpleasant confection. The sea and the lagoon abound with fish,
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tasteless and insipid to the inhabitants of a colder clime but regarded by these people as delicious and often eaten
raw when caught. They have their feasts of turtle and, on the whole, lead a joyous, contented life, marred only by
failures in the cocoanut crop, by the tyranny and cruelty of a chief, or by the ravages of fell disease.
For dress they delight in gaily-coloured, well-made mats, or rude kilts of cocoanut or pandauus leaves. Their
taste for decoration is shown in the necklaces and belts made of innumerable rings sometimes wonderfully
minute, cut out of cocoanut-shell, highly polished and sewn on cord made of the cocoanut fibre. To the necklaces
a large disc of burnished tortoise-shell is often attached and the native “masher”is then complete.
Men wear the hair long, and in some of the westward islands tied up in chignons of such size that, but for the
thin beard and moustache, it is impossible to avoid mistaking them for women. The women, on the other hand,
often let their hair hang loosely down. This long, straight hair is characteristic of the Polynesian, Of the Papuan
race, with its crisp, wiry bair, I saw no sign on any of the lagoon islands. In all, the hair ia thick, straight and
generally coarse, but in some cases so fine as to suggest a Hindoo strain in blood, especially where accompanied
by the light form and delicate hands and limbs often characteristic of these islanders.
The lobe of the ear is a special object for decoration. Gradually enlarged from childhood, it hangs on each side
of the face in a long thin ring reaching to the level of the chin. In full dress a green cocoanut-leaf is curled and
distends the ring, and forms the favourite ornament in use among the elite in the western islands.
Such is the lagoon islander in his nataural state. Civilized, his desires expand and wants increase. Among the
women, artificial flowers, fashionable hats, and high-heeled boots come gradually into use. The men eagerly
barter their copra for biscuit, preserved meats, tools or implements, adopt European clothing and in other ways
conform to European and American usages, on the acceptance of which the missionaries of both nations seem to
me to set unwise weight.
Civilized or uncivilized, the water question must become a serious one on these low flat islands. Ponds are dug
out of the coral rock or hollows cut in the cocoanut trees and the rain is collected in them. The rocky ponds are
also used as bathing- places and the natives drink the water without, it is said, suffering the ill-effects which a
European would anticipate. Groups of all ages and both sexes may be seen disporting themselves in these stagnant
pools and occasionally one of the number will sweep the scum from the surface and drink a handful of the dirty
tepid fluid below. Some day, fever and dysentery will avenge poor outraged nature but no instance of mischief has
yet been known. The purifying character of the limestone may have something to do with past immunity, but the
conditions of life—the food, clothing, and personal habits—have within the last few years much changed among
these people. Their chief drink has hitherto been the cool and bright fluid contained in the green cocoanut; but the
enormous numbers so used materially affected the production of copra, only to be made from the ripe nut in
which the fluid is neither so abundant nor palatable. Hence, the use of water is becoming more common and the
erection of cisterns to hold a proper supply will be one of the first economical and sanitary reforms to be
undertaken.
The water question becomes serious also for vessels cruising through these lagoon islands. European traders
living upon them take care to have the roofs of their houses covered with galvanized iron, and catch the rainwater
as it falls; but the quantity collected is only enough for their own use, and they have none to spare for the supply
of shipping. As one gazes on the merry crowd sporting in a dirty, stagnant pool, visions arise of the old navigators,
from Magellan to Roggewein and Anson, who endured through two long centuries terrible privation in crossing
this great sea. No wonder they dreaded these low and incomprehensible islands. Their unsheathed, worm-eaten
ships and their scurvied, perishing crews could find neither help nor health on these waterless shores. Knowing
nothing of the openings which often lead to splendid shelter within the lagoon, the old mariners sought in vain for
anchorage. They learned to dread these islands and, unhappily, were not aware of the magnificent high volcanic
islands with fine harbours, pure fresh water, and abundant herbs and fruit, that would have saved from death the
thousands with whose bones the bed of the Pacific is widely strewn.
My picture of life among the atolls is not, I fear, altogether inviting. But they have their pleasant features. The
climate in most cases is bright, dry, and delicious: the beaches are beautiful and a constant inducement to sea
bathing; and the facilities for fishing and boating very great. These are their only natural attractions, but it is
marvellous to see with what charms taste and refinement can adorn a home even on one of the narrowest of these
little islets. Let us take as an example the lagoon of Jaluit, the German metropolis of the Marshall Islands.
The Jaluit lagoon is a very fine one about forty miles long and twelve miles broad. The entrances are wide and
easy and the anchorage is abundant and safe. A great navy might find convenient shelter at Jaluit and that, I
presume, was the reason for its selection. The surrounding reef is exceptionally barren of dry land. I doubt if a full
seven-eighths is not under water, while the islets on the remaining eighth are of such small area that they cannot
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contain altogether more than 500 to 600 acres.
On one of these little islets, not more than ten to fifteen acres in extent, the embryo capital is built. Opposite to
it were anchored seven schooners and cutters employed in the inter-insular trade, while a large bark and schooner
were loading for Hamburg with the produce which the smaller craft had collected.
A great board, on which is printed in largo letters KAISERLICH DEUTCHEA PROTEKTORAT is the first
object that strikes one on entering the little metropolis. The town consists of two rambling, low-built wooden
public-houses of the old colonial kind, two capacions wooden stores indicating tho extensive trade of the German
firms to whom they belong, and three or four adjacent dwelling-houses, well built and commodious and occupied
by the managers and people connected with the stores. The only other building is the unpretending residence of
Dr. Knappe, an able and courteous gentleman from Samoa who administers the governmentof the Marshall
Archipelago.
The rest of the little islet is given up to the everlasting cocoanut and pandanus which flourish with their usual
luxuriance on the sandy soil. The natives in the whole lagoon are few. Scarcely any live in the metropolitan islet
of which the land is not more than twelve to thirteen feet above the level of the sea.
On this unpromising spot a small Paradise has been created. To those travelers who have enjoyed the
hospitality of the gentleman representing the firm of Hernsheim and Co., and of his accomplished wife only a
year or two from Germany, Jaluit must be a green and pleasant memory. Music and painting lend their charm to
the interior, and the hand of taste is visible everywhere. The carefully cultivated garden already abounds in
tropical shrubs and flowers and will soon be productive of the best tropical fruits.
The tame pigeons cooing from the dovecote and the little cow grazing quietly on her patch of freshly planted
grass, are homelike and pleasant to those who have wandered, as we had wandered, through so many of these
monotonous atolla. Not the least striking feature at Jaluit were the four white Australian cockatoos, tamed by a
gentle hand, flying at will from shore to ship and from ship to shore or clamorously appealing for the notice of
their mistress on the verandah or the little lawn.
And all this on land so limited that a short walk of a couple of hundred yards across the level garden carries
one from the house, built near the edge of the quiet lagoon, to the opposite side of the islet where the loudsounding sea sends its white breakers chasing each other ceaselessly to the shore. On that side a delightful little
summer-house has been built. There one may gaze wistfully on the endless ocean and revel in its cool, refreshing
breezes, doubly grateful—let me add—because insuring temporary immunity from mosquitoes.
On another of the islets of the Jaluit lagoon, about a mile from the metropolis, a gentleman, acting for an
American Company at Honolulu, has also established himself. He has only lately been joined by his wife but the
hand of woman is manifest in the taste which one seeks in vain among bachelor houses in the lagoon world. That
these islets, with all their natural drawbacks, are susceptible of such improvement is encouraging to those who
look forward to the changes which increased facilities of communication must bring, and to the higher social life
which the presence of refined women able to cope with the inevitable seclusion, cannot fail to create.
Have I succeeded in giving a clear conception of the curious little islets which form a Pacific atoll? I would
fain hope so, but feel the very great difficulty of fixing in the reader’s mind a picture so foreign to ordinary
experience and so different to the conception I had myself formed. But, it may be asked, how do so many natives
subsist on these islets and what resources have they to warrant a hope of future advance? The answer is easy.
They have in copra a trade capable of extensive development.
They have pearl shell, tortoise shell and fibres of many kinds which may hereafter be exchanged for European
food and clothing.
They have also the bêche de mer, a sea slug much valued in China, and in the broader islets where the soil is
deeper they have fine patches producing the banana, yam, and every tropical root and fruit. In such spots an
indigenous taro, which they call puraka, ia also cultivated, grows to a great size and is very nutritious and
palatable. Their chief dependence, however, must always be on the cocoanut and pandanus, two of the grandest
gifts of a beneficent Almighty to a tropical people.
Of the inhabitants of these islets I shall have more to say hereafter. They are a study too interesting not to have
a chapter to themselves. Scarcely less interesting is the coral polyp, the humble means through which these
marvellous atolls have been created. Secreting from the ocean the lime of which their minute frames are built,
they lived aud died leaving an innumerable progeny planted on the skeletons of their ancestors to continue the
process till, in the course of ages, they formed gigantic bastions of limestone 2000 feet in depth, with a width at
the surface varying from 500 to 1500 yards. The width at the base must be in proportion to the height and the
gigantic size of the reef may be easily imagined. As it rises out of the ocean the insects perish, poisoned by the air
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without which we who inherit their work cannot live. On the narrow surface thus exposed, the gales and currents
deposit debris and gradually form the detached islets surrounding the lagoon.
Reference has been already made to the theories of alternate depression and elevation by which the peculiar
formation of the atolls, with their inner lagoon, was explained till the discoveries of Mr. John Murray and Dr.
Guppy in recent years. The question is still in dispute and naturalists must be left to decide which theory shall
ultimately prevail.
On the lagoon side of the reef are caverns and cavities in which the large pearl oysters breed. Attached to the
rock by their powerful beard at depths of five to fifteen fathoms, they adhere so firmly that a stout knife is often
needed to sever their hold. The pearl shell is in itself valuable, and occasionally a rich pearl is found within. That
for which hor Majesty is aaid to bave paid 6000l, to Storr and Mortimer, came from one of the Paumotu lagoons.
Pearls of smaller size are frequent, but many must be lost by dropping out of the shells through the careless
manner in which they are often opened.
The earliest records of Spanish conquest in the Pacific are connected witli the pearl islands in the Bay of
Panama. In 1517, only four years after De Balboa first sighted the great sea, Ponce de Leon caused timber to be
carried across the isthmus and built a small craft with which to make the conquest of the pearl islands. The natives
were cruelly treated and forced to give up 800 ounces of pearls found in their possession. They were further
ordered to pay a yearly tribute of the same quantity. Of course this payment was impossible, as those found in
their possession were the accumulated treasure of many years. They must have been as reckless as their
descendants in opening the oyster, for the Spaniards afterwards discovered that many of the pearls were badly
discoloured through the shells being opened by fire, a discovery which excited their just indignation at “the
wicked carelessness” of the savages of those islands.
With its feathery palms, silver sands and glowing sunlight, with the heavenly blue of its waters and the
peerless beauty of its fairy coral gardens, a lagoon island is a glorious thing to write about and to dream about.
The temptation to go into ecstasies has often proved irresistible, but the prosaic skipper of a trading vessel regards
the subject from a different point of view. Mere specks on the ocean, they are in his eye only dangerous
obstructions. He must be for ever on guard lest in the darkness of the night the strong current send his ship amid
the breakers which hurl themselves with fury upon the reef. The same strong current must be counted with if he
find himself to leeward of the island at which he desires to call. Weeks may be spent in making fifteen or twenty
miles so lost, and auxiliary steam will be invaluable as commerce increases. In entering or leaving a lagoon, the
ship may also be imperilled by a sudden drop in the wind leaving her to drift helplessly on to the rugged, oceanbeaten reef.
To the colonist the extreme narrowness of the land, the shallowness of the coral soil and the absence of
vegetable mould are incurable drawbacks. To the trader the attractions are great, and of island traders tlie German
is becoming the largest and most active. Colonial merchants are doing what they can, but their capital is limited
and they have need of it on their own shores. Official blundering in England has done much harm, but it will be
worse if commercial apathy cause England to lose her dominant influence among the natives and leave them and
their commerce to fall under German control.
The Milli atoll is a specimen of some hundreds on which great numbers of natives live. Wherever, from the
depth of the ancient valley or the turbid character of the ancient streams, the polyp has been unable to flourish,
openings are left in the reef wall and through them vessels enter the lagoon. Where no such openings exist a
landing must be eflected on the outer edge of the reef, the vessel meanwhile standing off and on at sea. For this
landing natives are usually employed by trading ships and are very expert. A favourable moment is watched, and
the boat pulled rapidly through the breakers. As she touches the reef the men jump overboard and run her as
quickly as possible into the shallow and quiet water beyond. Cargo is landed or shipped in this way at the
numerous islands wliich have no passage through the reef. The skill with which it is handled is so great that
damage is rarely done.
On some of the islets sea birds abound, but they are the exception. One of the little islets on the reef of the
Sawarrow lagoon is a curiosity in this respect. The small terns lie so thick that the visitor must walk with the
greatest care lest he crush the eggs or the little ones, or kill the sitting hen who boldly eyes him and pecks and
fights in defence of her nest or young.
When the birds rise they darken the sky as with a cloud. The cock birds go fishing during the day and return at
night with the spoil for the sustenance of their mates and families. A bird island is well worth visiting, and that of
Suwarrow will probably be a great attraction if the lagoon is found suitable as a place of call for the future
steamers between Europe and Australasia through the Canal of Panama or Nicaragua.
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The formation of the raised coral islands will now be more easily understood. The lagoon, probably shallow
from the first, has been filled up and the whole island raised perhaps 200 feet above the sea. The reef now forms
the coast of the island. Its abrupt sides seldom offer anchorage and are remarkable for the great blow-holes,
formed of old caverns still connected with the ocean. Through these holes each advancing wave sends the water in
lofty columns, forming gigantic fountains which fall back in showers of foam and rainbow spray into the sea. The
coast of Niuè abounds with these blow-holes, very beautiful when watched from the deck as one approaches the
island on a quiet day.
On raised coral islands, the soil is usually shallow but with abundant patches of a richer kind, while the inland
caverns serve to collect cool and pure water. The productions are therefore varied and comprise all capable of
tropical growth. Of these islands Niuè is an excellent example; and the coast view of that sland on a former page
is a good illustration.
The luxuriant growth and rich verdure generally associated with the tropics are ouly bo be found in the
mountainous island surrounded by its coral reef, sometimes four or five miles distant from the shore. Marking
past subsidence, this reef also forms an impregnable breakwater of the most perfect kind. Deep, broad channels
run parallel with the reef on its inner side, often separated from each other and from the mainland by shallows
only practicable at high water. Openings through the outer reef lead to safe anchorage, generally opposite to some
large valley or broad flat at the foot of the hills.
In these high islands the shore reef, as that attached to the land is called, runs out in broad level ledges, dry or
nearly dry at low tide and separated from the ocean reef by the channels before mentioned. At half-tide, boats and
canoes sail easily over the shore reef and by this means easy communication is maintained. The low shores are
studded thickly with cocoanut palms and the richest tropical vegetation, while the hills are clothed with tree ferns,
breadfruit and forest trees, shrubs and flowers, in the wildest luxuriance and beauty. The soil is generally volcanic
and islands of tbis kind are the most lovely and fertile of the tropical seas.
Fiji, Samoa, and Tahiti are the finest specimens of mountainous islands in the Pacific, and only upon such
islands is there a possibility of extensive European settlement. Even in them, settlement must be limited to
planters and traders and skilled workmen, for the great mass of labourers must always be the natives themselves.
The commercial value of these islands is considerable, and their military value equally great, for the natives are
numerous and might be easily drilled and trained to become troublesome to the rising English colonies of
Australasia. At present I doubt if half-a-dozen natives in any of them could be induced to fight against England on
behalf of a foreign power; but the Polynesians are a tractable race and, once accustomed to a new order, would
probably accept the position.
The mountainous islands abound in rich scenery, are abundantly watered, and teem with animal and vegetable
life. The climate, delightful in the dry, winter season, is hotter, more moist, and more oppressive in the wet,
summer season than that of the lagoon or coral islands. They yield every tropical product in the highest perfection
and their staples are sugar, coffee, tea, spices and tobacco.
All of these are superseded, for the present, by the cocoanut, which grows admirably on the coast of the
mountainous islands, but of which the low coral islands are the natural home. The cocoanut gives the valuable
copra to Europeans. To the native it gives food and drink and affords material for his clothing, for his canoe, his
house, and all domestic needs. Copra is largely bougbt by Hamburg merchants on whose trade the much-talked-of
German interests in the Pacific are based. No German mission, no German exploring expedition, no German
sacrifice of any kind for the benefit of the natives has accompanied their trade in copra. On commerce alone can
Germany rest her claim.
Commerce sounds well, but call it business and the odour is less sweet. Visions of natives duped, of base
Bolivian dollars made island currency and of hard grinding in all directions, rise at the name. This is surely no
fitting foundation for a great nation’s claims, nor justification for high-handed measures such as have been
adoptod by Germany towards the kindly, English-loving people of Samoa.
The influence of England, of America, and of France has been bought with the blood of martyrs, the work of
missionaries and explorers and the friendly and constant intercourse of their people with the islanders of the
Pacific. Of these three nations England, in the extent and strength of her influence, is supreme. English is the only
language which the natives know besides their own. Even in Samoa and in the Marshall Islands, the transactions
of the German firms and their law deeds must be in English, which adapts itself to a “pidgeon” form more readily
than any other tongue.
Taught by English and American missionaries, serving in English and American ships, or working on colonial
plantations, the natives have become thoroughly English in feeling and there are few islands in which “pidgeon
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English” is not to be heard. The kindly intercourse of a century has borne fruit, and from end to end of the Pacific,
whether still independent or under the flag of France, Germany, or Spain, the natives would by an immense
majority “belong Peritane” (belong to Britain) if a voice were given to them in the matter.
Let Germany by all means do her share in the civilization of the Pacific. She has ample work for many years in
the Bismarck Archipelago and in New Guinea. But why was it thought necessary to send an English
plenipotentiary to Berlin and make with Germany mutual declarations for the recognition of each other’s
influence within a given sphere?
Germany’s influence is bounded by her copra trade and the cruising-ground of her ships of war. The influence
of England is a great and glorious fact, resting on the good-will of the native people, pervading the whole Pacific,
and no more needing recognition from any other Power than does the sun shining at noonday over its broad
waters.
The Turks and Caicos Islands
266.175 1. The Speech From The Throne (January 9, 2014) 2. The Speech From The Throne (March 15, 2015)
3. The Speech From The Throne (April 18, 2016) 4. Turks and Caicos Post Cabinet Statement (January 15,
2014) 5. Turks & Caicos Weekly News: “Year In Review—2013” (January 18, 2014)\fn{1-3 were delivered by His
Excellency Peter Beckingham, the Royal Governor of The Turks and Caicos Islands; 5. is a summary of the results of the first Cabinet
Meeting, which he chaired.
His Excellency is responsible for defense, external affairs, international and offshore financial relations, internal security, including the
Royal Turks & Caicos Islands Police Force, the appointment of certain public officers, Complaints Commissioner, and General Orders for
the Public Service.
By way of background to this official account I have appended (in indented and reduced type, so as not to be confused with the official
record) an article from the Turks & Caicos Weekly News: “Year In Review—2013”:H} (M) 26

1

His Excellency, Governor Peter Beckingham
Premier Rufus Ewing (l.) and Deputy Premier Akierra Missick (r.)

1
Mr. Speaker, Honorable Members of the House, Members of the Diplomatic Corps, The Reverend Clergy, Hon
Heads of States and Government, Visiting Dignitaries, Ladies and Gentlemen
A warm welcome to this, the First Sitting of the First Meeting of the Second Session of the Tenth Legislature
of the House of Assembly of the Turks & Caicos Islands. I also wish everyone in the islands a God-filled Happy
and Prosperous New Year to all.
May I say before the formal part of the speech, what a great pleasure it has been for Jill and I to settle here, to
visit all of the family islands within our first 10 weeks here, and to meet so many welcoming citizens of this
extraordinarily beautiful country.
The year 2013 was a challenging one, but through the grace of God and the hard work of the Members of this
House of Assembly, Members of Cabinet and Civil Servants, in partnership with the Private Sector, we were able
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to make progress towards building a bright and prosperous future for all of our people in this generation and the
generations yet to come.
Mr. Speaker, as we continue on our journey of nation building, our primary goals remain those of the
development of a vibrant economy, the education and empowerment of our people, the creation of opportunities
for our workforce, the restoration of national pride, the achievement of desired and satisfactory standards of
health care, the strengthening of social protection and security and securing our borders.
Mr. Speaker, as we strive to achieve all of these goals we will remain committed to the preservation of our
Christian faith and values, and the practice of good governance in the arena of fairness and justice in the conduct
of all of our affairs.
Mr. Speaker and Honorable Members:
The revitalization and growth of the economy and the creation of jobs has been the principal thrust for my
government as we seek to provide a decent standard of living for those who live and work in these islands. The
economy has seen a 3.4 percent growth in GDP and an even larger projected growth in 2014 due to the injection
of Foreign Direct Investment. However, there is still much work to be done; all Turks and Caicos Islanders are yet
to feel this growth, with some being unemployed and many small businesses continuing to struggle.
My government has been working diligently to ensure that stalled major infrastructure projects are restarted so
as to create jobs and facilitate economic growth. Mr. Speaker, two of four stalled projects (Shore Club and West
Caicos Resort) are slated to commence construction early this year and there are high expectations for the positive
economic impact that these will have. In addition, four new hotel projects are scheduled to break ground later this
year.
The execution and progression of these projects has not been an easy task, which underscores the need for a
robust investment policy, an effective investment agency, and an enabling business environment to ensure that we
are able to attract investment, both local and foreign, and remain competitive in the global arena. Mr. Speaker, this
is why my government has as its priority this year the reinstatement of a “TCInvest like” agency, the amendment
of the Investment policy, the reform of the business environment, and the empowerment of Turks and Caicos
Islanders through education, business training, investment incentives, funding support and the continuation and
refinement of the reserve category of business licenses. Mr. Speaker this will enable us to develop a broad middle
class with a greater potential for economic advancement and upward social mobility.
My government has been in dialogue with the practitioners of the financial services industry regarding the
modernization of our legislation and the development and marketing of new financial services products. To this
end my government is committed this year to the modernization of our financial services legislation, as well as the
continued strengthening of our regulatory framework in compliance with international standards and the
Caribbean Financial Action Task Force guidelines.
The diversification of our economy is critical to sustainable economic growth, and to this end my government
is committed to diversification within our main industry of tourism and into other sectors such as manufacturing
and processing, agriculture, and aquaculture. My government will develop a medical tourism policy, an ecotourism policy and initiative, and a sports tourism policy so as to diversify our tourism industry. Mr. Speaker, we
are advanced in the development of a manufacturing policy, and the Director of Agriculture has been recruited and
will see the completion of the agriculture policy and implementation of a robust agricultural programme.
The Providenciales International Airport expansion project is well advanced, and upon completion will
facilitate an increase in the airlift into the TCI. This will allow the arrival of visitors to our shores from new and
emerging source markets, aided by our new tourism product development and marketing strategies and our
Tourism strategic plan which will be completed this year. Mr. Speaker, a major focus of my government this year
is the development and marketing of tourism products and activities in the family islands that will facilitate the
decentralization of tourism activity and increased economic growth in these islands.
My government is committed to the servicing of our debt and provision of educational opportunities,
healthcare, jobs and social services for our people, all of which require an adequate and predictable revenue
stream for the government. Mr. Speaker, to this end my government will seek to broaden the tax base, lower the
tax burden, increase tax compliance and grow the economy through the introduction of new legislation and the
enforcement of existing regulations.
Mr. Speaker and Honorable Members:
My government is currently undertaking a review of the healthcare system at all levels and sectors with the
goal of developing a healthcare reform strategy. However, my government is continuing its conduct of the
financial and clinical audits of the TCI hospitals, with the implementation of corrective recommendations as
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deficiencies are uncovered. Mr. Speaker, my government has as its goal the rationalization and reduction of costs
of various aspects of operation of the hospitals, as well as an increase in financial accountability and new revenue
regeneration from medical tourism and other third party revenue sources.
My government intends to introduce Health Professions Legislation which will facilitate the regulation of the
standards of delivery of healthcare at all levels and all sectors.
My government will amend the National Insurance Ordinance and regulations to ensure that adequate
healthcare coverage and access to healthcare at all levels are provided for all persons legally resident in the TCI.
To this end my Government will be relentless in our pursuit to ensure that, with regards to the NHIP, children
under the age of 18, the unemployed and the elderly will be granted coverage, and that a Pharmaceutical
procurement program is developed to provide medications at a cost effective price to NHIP community-based
pharmacies.
Mr. Speaker and Honorable Members:
My government is committed to working with the Office of the Deputy Governor to ensure that the Public
Service is effective and efficient in the delivery of services to the public and to ensuring that recognition is given
to those Public Servants with records of exemplary service through the establishment of a Public Service
Incentive Awards Program.
My government is committed to the revision of the civil service employment policy to ensure that Turks and
Caicos Islanders are afforded the opportunity for employment, training and upward mobility within the civil
service.
My government will develop and enact credit union legislation that will serve as the framework for the
establishment of a Public Service Credit Union and Hotel Workers Credit Union.
Mr. Speaker and Honorable Members:
The progress of this nation in terms of expanding our economy, creating employment opportunities and
empowering Turks and Caicos Islanders will impact various aspects of our environment. It is our goal to preserve,
at all costs, the quality of our natural surroundings.
My Government will, through the Department of Planning, work to clearly define, establish, enforce and
maintain a style and identity unique to our islands thus developing an Infrastructure Master Plan. To this end my
government has established an infrastructure working group and a private public partnership (PPP) policy and
guidelines to drive these infrastructure development programs.
My Government will continue the improvement of the standard of living through the enhancement of assets
required by the public in everyday life such as water supply and management, solid waste management,
transportation, communication and energy. We have made significant progress with the improvement of the water
infrastructure on Grand Turk, with similar work to be undertaken in Salt Cay and South Caicos. We are committed
to the amendment of the Road Traffic Ordinance to ensure fairness and the maintenance of high standards in the
delivery of transport services to the public. We are committed to the development of an energy policy and the
amendment to the Electricity Ordinance to ensure the introduction of renewable energy and the lowering of the
cost of electricity. We will continue to develop the necessary policies, and will request proposals to facilitate both
the development of a deep water port on East Caicos and the linking of the Caicos Islands; these initiatives will all
result in significant long term economic growth and diversification, job creation and a lowering of the cost of
living.
Mr. Speaker and Honorable Members:
The education and empowerment of our people is critical and essential to the progressive and sustainable
development of our nation. We have therefore claimed this year to be the Year of the Young Person.
Overcrowding in our schools remains a critical issue. This year we will ensure that all children of school age
are able to access education. While we have provided sufficient funds in the short term to recruit teachers in
private places for primary school students, we will continue the work started last financial year to plan the funding
of an Early Childhood designated center which will have the effect of opening spaces within the Primary schools.
The overcrowding and safety issues at Clement Howell High School are of paramount importance, and this
year My Government will ensure that plans are finalized to split that High School and move the lower school to
an alternate location.
My government will begin the upgrading of existing sporting facilities around the islands, including the
installation of proper lighting to encourage the safe use of these facilities. We will also provide short-term support
for the development of a talent management program aimed at the identification and development of young
persons with sporting talent to maximize their potential and to progress into a career in sports. We will further
2269

legitimize The Secondary Schools Sporting Association that will work closely with the Department of Sports to
strengthen athletics within schools and ensure smooth running of National Schools events.
My government is committed to the educational advancement of all young persons and henceforth we will
earmark a portion of the scholarship fund for the direct support of young persons in Technical and vocational
areas for certification. We will ensure that scholarships offered meet national development needs.
My Government will continue to ensure that Turks and Caicos Islanders have access to tertiary education
regionally and internationally, and will seek to establish formal relationships with universities abroad so students
can have access to cost effective education. We will therefore conclude our application to UWI for contributing
territory status, thereby allowing us to benefit from reduced fees for all students whether they are on scholarship
or not.
My Government will continue to ensure the holistic development and empowerment of our youth, and to this
end we will facilitate the re-opening of the Youth Parliament, implement the Youth Empowerment Policy, fully
implement a youth apprenticeship programme and reinstate the Cadet programme.
My Government is committed to the development of our teachers and will seek to sign an MOU with National
College for Teaching and Leadership in the UK within this year, allowing us to implement part of our teacher
development initiative aimed at building teaching and leadership capacity within our schools.
We will engage with CXC to host a number of initiatives aimed at improving teaching and learning in Maths
and English at both the primary and secondary school levels.
Mr. Speaker and Honorable Members:
My Government will, through collaboration with our Department of Culture, Ministry of Tourism and other
stakeholders, develop a Culture and National Pride Program that will allow for the preservation of our heritage
and the promotion of our culture.
My Government has already strategically aligned the Culture Department with the Ministry of Tourism and the
establishment of Heritage month and a National Culture and Heritage Day during the month of October.
My Government is committed to the development of heritage and culture programmes in collaboration with all
schools and Non Governmental Organizations.
Mr. Speaker and Honorable Members:
My Government has as its objective, the creation of an immigration policy that ensures that the total
population of Turks and Caicos at any given time is the most peaceful, productive and cohesive mixture, capable
of creating and contributing to the social and economic life of these islands, with the result of moving us up on the
Human Development Index whilst cultivating a prosperous, advanced society.
My government has drafted a new Immigration bill based on the report of the Blue Ribbon Commission on
Immigration Reform and recommendations from other consultations. This bill will be geared towards protecting
the homeland, will be investor and business friendly, will provide human resources for investment and will allow
the critical population growth required to drive the future economy of Turks and Caicos Islands.
My Government will strengthen the Labour Board with view to creating a centralized authority concerned with
the protection of the social and economic interests of the people of TCI.
My Government will seek to provide resources that will ensure the effective surveillance and control of our
borders to minimize illegal immigration and poaching. We will seek the support of the UK Government for these
initiatives. We will strengthen the enforcement of regulations controlling illegal immigration.
Mr. Speaker and Honorable Members:
My Government will seek to revise our land policy to ensure equitable distribution of Crown land for
residential use and long term leases for major development projects. We will fund a Development Plan for the
entire Turks and Caicos Islands, inclusive of Island Plans, which will guide the future development of the Islands
for the next ten (10) years.
My Government will seek to amend the National Parks Ordinance to increase the amount of land in the
protected areas and to make provisions for eco-friendly development within National Parks.
My Government will enact legislation that will protect the rights of women and children and develop
institutions to ensure proper rehabilitation of juvenile offenders.
Mr. Speaker and Honorable Members:
My Government holds as one of its greatest charges the responsibility of readying our nation and our people
for the move toward independence. We will continue the work to convene a Constitutional Committee of the
House of Assembly whose mandate will be to review the 2011 constitution and make recommendations for
constitutional change and advancement.
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Guided by God our father, and bonded together by blood and the passion to build these our Turks and Caicos
Islands, pray that we as a Government both of the people and for the people succeed in all our ventures.
Finally, I look forward to working with the Government, Members of the House, the public service and
everyone who can help the Turks and Caicos Islands to prosper and mature as the Caribbean’s most successful
and well run countries.
May God bless us all, and may God bless The Turks and Caicos Islands.
2
Mr. Speaker, Honourable Ministers, Honourable Leader of the Opposition, Members of This Honorable House
of Assembly, Honourable, Government Officials, Ladies and Gentlemen. Good Morning.
Mr. Speaker, I wish to begin by welcoming you all present to this First Sitting of the First Meeting of the Third
Session of the Tenth Legislature of the House of the Assembly of the Turks and Caicos Islands.
I stand with a sense of pride and humility, noting the many accomplishments of our Government and our
people over the short two years since coming into office and thanking God for the blessings he has bestowed on
these Islands.
Mr. Speaker, the years leading up to this point in the governance of these islands was quite eventful for the
Government and the people of these islands. During this period we set out an agenda for economic recovery and
growth and laid a solid foundation for the future prosperity of all of the Turks and Caicos Islands and all who
reside on our shores. We remain committed to ensuring that Turks and Caicos Islanders are empowered at every
stage of their development and can enjoy a good quality of life in their senior years.
Turks and Caicos Islanders throughout their long history have proven to be innovative, pragmatic, resilient and
smart, surmounting all obstacles and challenges.
These characteristics have been revealed most particularly in times of economic challenge and change. The
Turks and Caicos Islands National Song, composed by Rev. Conrad Howell quotes “We stand with courage brave
| To maintain this land of ours | With islands scattered here and there | With trust in God we stand.” Speaks to
these very traits; reflecting Islanders innate, time-tested ability to adapt to the ups and downs of an often turbulent
world. And the record shows that the people of the Turks and Caicos know not only how to survive, but how to,
through sacrifice, prosper and thrive.
Mr. Speaker, creating jobs and economic growth is and will remain our Government’s top priority. Whilst, Mr.
Speaker more work needs to be done... I can proudly say that this Government has delivered on many promises to
the people of these islands during our short time in office, while at the same time laying a basis for a secured
future for our children and our children’s children. I wish to assure the people of these islands that our successes
are not accidental, but rather the results of deliberate policy decisions, though some of them may have been
unpopular and difficult, they were taken in the interest of our people, the benefits of which are now being
manifested and will continue into the future.
Mr. Speaker, sectors cannot expand, the economy cannot grow, and the future cannot be secured unless the
policies we implement and the vision we pursue, place the people as the drivers of progress.
Mr. Speaker, progress today will depend not just on Governments’ actions to fulfill its mandate for change, but
relies squarely on people’s understanding that “we are all in this boat together” and that decision taken to keep the
boat afloat are decisions taken to keep everyone afloat.
Mr. Speaker, we often face the challenge to exercise patience and understanding, while efforts to solve
longstanding problems are undertaken. As members of society we must all accept that the scale and complexity of
the challenges of nation building are by no means simple and that solutions may not seem to surface as rapidly as
we might like. Where important decisions are required, a considerable amount of focus, time and effort is often
required to satisfactorily and appropriately address the issue at hand But Mr. Speaker in order for this to happen
we all (including the opposition members) must play our part, working together to fix these Islands and bring us
to that place of sustainable prosperity.
Mr. Speaker, we have seen tremendous growth in the economy, mainly driven by tourism and related
businesses. This has been the result of unprecedented increase in the tourist arrivals to our shores, soaring from
just over one million in 2013 to 1.4 million in 2014. This 24 percent increase in arrivals was experienced in both
overnight stays as well as cruise passengers. Mr. Speaker, some may say that this accomplishment is due only to
inclement weather to the North, but we wish to state categorically that it is mainly due to my government’s
policies as it relates to the marketing and promotion of Turks and Caicos. Mr. Speaker, we will continue to not
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only promote Turks and Caicos as a destination but to have specific focus on the development, marketing and
promotion of tourism in the family islands, and in so doing diversify and decentralize the tourism economies of
our islands. Mr. Speaker, these initiatives will be implemented under the framework of a new tourism strategic
plan and taxation incentives that will facilitate the development of private sector tourist attractions, airlift and
tourism accommodations in the family islands. Mr. Speaker, the mainstay of the economy of Grand Turk is cruise
based tourism, which my government welcomes and will continue to support through the development of cultural
villages both centrally and in the south of Grand Turk and the introduction of fish fry as a major tourism product.
Mr. Speaker, the maintenance of a clean environment and the preservation and promotion of culture and
heritage is critical to the sustainable economic growth and development of our small nation. Mr. Speaker, to this
end we are committed to addressing the environmental cleanliness challenge due to lack of resources and
ineffective laws or non-enforcement thereof. Mr. Speaker, the increase in funding and strengthening of local
government in district administration will give those communities the ability to take care of their own affairs and
manage their works and maintenance programs. We will likewise increase funding in the larger islands of
Providenciales and Grand Turk to adequately address these environmental challenges.
Mr. Speaker, our greatest culture and heritage asset is our people who have toiled and made these islands what
they are today. Our Government is committed to the promotion of our culture and heritage and as such has
dedicated an entire month and a national holiday for its celebration. Mr. Speaker we will continue to recognize
and appreciate our people for their contribution to these islands with the bestowal of various honors and awards
during our National Heritage Day celebrations.
Mr. Speaker, the road to economic recovery in these islands has been challenging, but due to our strategic
policies and sound fiscal management we can now boast of being amongst some of the best performing
economies in the region. However, there is still much work to do as we strive to convert economic growth into
sustainable economic development and empowerment of our people through job creation and small and medium
business development.
Mr. Speaker, the creation of jobs through public and private sector infrastructure development projects,
creation of an Invest Turks and Caicos Agency with an SME programme facilitating the development of local
businesses, the continued reduction in the taxation burden and the increase in minimum wage are all strategic
policies, to which we are committed, that will ensure economic growth and development and the empowerment of
Turks and Caicos Islanders. Mr. Speaker, my Government will in addition implement, develop and publish a
Consumer Price Index (CPI) for the Turks and Caicos Islands and implement consumer protection legislation so
as to increase and sustain the disposable income and wealth of all. Mr. Speaker, it is only through the strong
economic recovery of these islands and the resultant increases in government revenue, credited to this
governments’ policies over the last two years, that we are now able to move faster on our manifesto promises,
contrary to the rhetoric and beliefs of those who say it is because election is near, or contrary to those claiming
credit by saying they were asking for it.
Mr. Speaker, we were given an onerous task to pay off a $170 million dollar loan in five years and come
February 2016, we are on target in accomplishing that feat with the removal of the UK loan guarantee. Mr.
Speaker is quite possible that our BBB+ stable rating, when reviewed this year June may most likely be upgraded
and can consequently allow us to receive even more favorable borrowing offers on the bond and loan market as
we refinance the remainder of our debt in February 2016. Mr. Speaker, such accomplishment would allow us to
increase funding in the many areas of need, such as roads, schools, and other infrastructures and the funding of
new programs in the areas of education, health, social development, labour and security, the welfare of civil
servants and civil service productivity. Mr. Speaker, this is a great and envious position for the Turks and Caicos
Islands to be in short a short period following the recession and the coming into office of my government.
Mr. Speaker, we came to office with a mandate to improve the welfare, working conditions and professional
development of civil servants and by extension the productivity of the civil service. Mr. Speaker, my Government
as promised, reinstated the 10 percent reduction in salaries in 2013, and now due to the availability of funding will
spend an additional 9 million dollars this year in the increase in civil servants salaries due to the regrading
initiative, which focused especially on teachers, front line and emergency services employees. Mr. Speaker, we
will continue to deliver on our mandate by making funding available for skills and professional training and
certification of civil servants and prepare them for continued upward mobility and advancement within the civil
service. Mr. Speaker we will make adjustments to the benefits of employment such as housing allowance,
reintroduce salary increments and implement terminal benefits to replace the lost gratuity benefits. Mr. Speaker,
my Government is knowledgeable of the poor state [of] government building and office infrastructure and is
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committed to improving the work environment by acquiring new rental spaces and establish centralized
government office complexes on Providenciales, Grand Turk, North Caicos and South Caicos
Mr. Speaker, our Government is committed to ensuring that all TCI residents have access to health care and
services of the highest quality based on available resources and in keeping with the Primary Health Care approach
of equity, accessibility, affordability, efficiency, coverage and impact of services provided.
My Government throughout this year will embark on five (5) strategic goals over the next year: 1. Strengthen
governance and stewardship role of the Ministry of Health and Human Services in the health system; 2.Define
and further develop the model of care in TCI; 3. Institute a health financing structure geared towards a more
sustainable and affordable system; 4. Develop and retain a robust and competent health system workforce through
efficient planning and management; 5. Reinforce and strengthen Public and Environmental Health in an effort to
prevent disease, prolong life, and promote health at the population level.
Furthermore, my Government will embark on a National Health Strategic Plan (NHSP) in the coming year to
provide guidance, vision, values, priorities and strategic direction to the health care renewal process. Shifting
political and governing practices has created a renewed need for an interim strategy that can bridge a dynamic and
shifting health system. The NHSP will ensure that all national partners in health work together effectively toward
achieving combined strategic goals and objectives. The NHSP will also serve as a comprehensive document
designed to provide direction and guidance to stakeholders and the public to improve the health status of the
population of the TCI.
Mr. Speaker, my Government will be relentless in our pursuit to ensure that the vulnerable throughout the
islands are protected and have equitable and affordable access to health care at all levels of care. Mr. Speaker, as
Minister of Health, it is my Governments mandate to ensure that clinics on all islands are opened and have the
necessary tools and equipment to cater to the needs of our Islanders. In the next few weeks, we will see an official
opening of Middle Caicos clinic followed by the Salt Cay clinic as we plan for the development of a new clinic on
North Caicos and expansion of the clinic on Providenciales.
Mr. Speaker, the long awaited ambulances for Provo, Grand Turk and the family islands have been procured
and will arrive on island shortly, and these combined with the new EMT training programme will greatly enhance
the delivery of emergency medical services throughout the islands. The wellbeing of our people must be
safeguarded Mr. Speaker, for the health of a nation is the wealth of a nation. Mr. Speaker, in keeping with this
mantra you will see several bills coming to this House of Assembly House this year including but not limited to:
Health Regulatory Agency, Food Safety Bill, Tobacco Bill, Mental Health Bill, Pharmaceutical Bill, Health
Information Protection Bill and National Health Insurance Amendment Bill just to cite a few. Mr. Speaker, we
have been making much progress in the area of financial and clinical services accountability at the hospitals in
accordance with the terms of the contract to ensure value for money and patient satisfaction. Mr. Speaker to this
end we will be strengthening the capacity of the Ministry of Health to proactively manage the hospital contract
and bring better value for money.
Mr. Speaker, being presented to this House today are a number of family law bills that will help to ensure the
safety and protection of our vulnerable women and children. Mr. Speaker our commitment will be to the
establishment of a place of safety for these individuals and that of a juvenile facility that will facilitate the
rehabilitation of our troubled young people back into society as productive citizens. Mr. Speaker my government
will continue to provide increasing levels of social support and funding for those persons who are vulnerable and
the elderly in our community, in the form of non-contributory old age pension, improved facilities at the wellness
center, and bringing of greater level of heath care to the people, in the communities in which they live. Mr.
Speaker, as a community, we must continually reassess how to best care for the people who have given so much
to our small nation. Sometimes small measures bring the greatest joy. We owe them an enormous amount of
gratitude for all they have achieved throughout life and for all they continue to accomplish; we owe our senior
population our thanks and heartfelt salute. We can best demonstrate our gratitude and esteem by ensuring that our
communities are good places in which to mature and grow older.
Mr. Speaker, education is indeed the key to empowerment. It has been and continues to be the mission of this
government to provide the resources necessary to educate our people at all levels, and to ensure that their
education is relevant to the developmental needs of the country. Mr. Speaker, my government will continue to
make adequate classroom space available at all levels and to this end, having completed the rebuilding of the Ona
Glinton Primary School, we have begun the development of the new Long Bay High School and will continue to
focus our school infrastructure development in the building of new primary school and an Early Childhood Center
and Technical Institute at the Community College. Mr. Speaker our commitment to education is not only in the
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area of infrastructure but also in ensuring that we have [an] adequate cadre of trained professional teachers. To
this end we have increased resources directed at training teachers and also significantly improving the
remuneration of teachers. Mr. Speaker the introduction of CVQs and other technical certification programs at both
the secondary and tertiary levels will guarantee a work force that will meet the demands of a rapidly developing
Turks and Caicos.
Mr. Speaker, increasing funding for scholarships locally and overseas combined with collaborative agreements
with regional, UK and Canadian Universities will make available more opportunities for Turks and Caicos
Islanders to obtain a first degree.
Mr. Speaker, my Government is committed to the holistic development of our Youth, and has delivered on our
promise to reinstate the Cadet’s Corps and the Youth Parliament programs. We will increase the funding to the
Youth Department to facilitate the expansion of existing and the implementation of new youth programs. Mr.
Speaker, my government is committed to the redevelopment of existing recreation parks such as the NJS Francis
Park, South Back Salina Park and the development of new recreational parks and sporting facilities throughout the
islands. Mr. Speaker these initiatives will not only have tremendous impact on youth development but also on the
health and wellbeing of all residents within these communities.
Mr. Speaker, the security and safety of our communities, streets and borders are essential to the sustainable
development of our nation. Mr. Speaker, we are committed to working with and providing increased funding and
resources to the many front line agencies such as the various Police branches, Immigration and Customs to protect
our land and citizens there in. Mr. Speaker, we are committed to enforcing stricter control of illegal immigration
that can be detrimental to the health, safety and economic wellbeing of the people of these islands. Mr. Speaker, to
this end we are committed to addressing illegal immigration activities and irregularities in residency with the
introduction of new enforcement programs and new legislation that speaks to residency and Turks and Caicos
Islander status.
Mr. Speaker the economic growth, development and empowerment of the people of these islands, is contingent
upon our ability to implement sound policies in education, training and development programs, the creation of
jobs and small and medium size local businesses, the marketing and promotion of these islands in particular our
family islands, the attraction of foreign direct investments, the development and maintenance of our roads and
building infrastructure, the preservation and protection of our environment, the protection of our boarders and
control of illegal migration, the protection of the health and safety of residents and the strengthening of the
welfare and wellbeing and professional development and upward mobility of our valued civil servants.
Mr. Speaker, our achievements to date as a government is due to the hard work and dedication of civil servants,
and to them my government say thank you. My Government encourages you to continue to capitalize on
opportunities for your professional development as we continue to improve your standard of living and job
security at the highest levels within an
efficient and effective civil service.
Mr. Speaker, may God continue to bless these beautiful by nature Turks and Caicos Islands.
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Mr. Speaker and Members of this honorable house, ladies and gentlemen, as the Governor and representative
of Her Majesty The Queen, it is my pleasure to deliver to you the Speech from the Throne and I am honored to
welcome you to the opening of the First Sitting of the First Meeting of the Fourth Session of the Tenth Legislature
of the House of Assembly in the Turks and Caicos Islands.
This being the only meeting of the session where the crown and the government will meet together I am
further privileged to have occasion to speak to the people of the Turks and Caicos Islands on the future plans of
the government to continue the progress towards prosperity for all persons living in the Turks and Caicos Islands.
Over the past three years, much has been achieved but much is yet to be done and it is with renewed hope and
a spirit of collaboration that I charge each member of this honorable house with the duty of demonstrating a
greater sense of commitment and determination in working together for the greater good, namely, the
enhancement of the lives of our people. As a parliament and as a government it is imperative that the people of
these islands continue to be placed at the forefront of your legislative agenda, and it is also imperative that you set
aside all differences as you fully and respectfully engage in the debates that will shape the lives of our people, for
they deserve nothing less.
There has been tremendous success here in our islands in recent years, the economy of our nation has been
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stabilized, revived and has now been set on a pathway of progressive growth; the country’s finances have
rebounded from a state of deficit, and have recorded some of the highest surpluses in our history; our tourism
product was and continues to be rated as one of the best in the world and this is to name just a few. But while we
reflect on our achievements, we recognize that we now stand at a critical point in our country’s history, where
there is a considerable amount that still remains to be accomplished as we take this nation forward into the future.
As we look back over the past 4 years, from whence we came, we can clearly see that with the help of The
Almighty God, that yet another milestone has been left behind and that so too will be the challenges that lie before
us. It is my intention today to lay before this honorable house and the people of the Turks and Caicos Islands, our
plans for the future.
The success of our economy, of our industry and of our finances must translate to the success of our people.
This PNP\fn{Progressive National Party} Government is committed to all people residing here in the Turks &
Caicos Islands, and has heard their cries and is focused on the things that matter most to them: gainful
employment and fair compensation; fair opportunity in the work place and in the job market; protection and
assistance for small start up businesses; affordable and accessible modern day education and advanced learning;
affordable and accessible health care and treatment; safe and secure neighborhoods where they can raise their
families; protection from capitalization of free enterprise and unfair price hikes at the pumps and in supermarkets;
an enabling environment to invest in the development of these islands; and, a clear, respected and acceptable
pathway to citizenship so that they can unite with their families and help us to grow our beloved Turks and Caicos
Islands.
Some of these goals are more challenging than others but they are all achievable and I am certain that this
Government can achieve these goals and by earnestly conducting the business of the people, I know that this PNP
Government will make these goals a reality.
Here is how it will be done:
GROWING THE MIDDLE CLASS THROUGH EMPLOYMENT AND FAIR EMPLOYMENT
OPPORTUNITIES AND CONDITIONS
The Government is committed to the re-establishment and growth of the middle class as the formula for empowerment of Turks and Caicos Islanders and long-term sustainable economic success.
Since coming to office the Government has created over 400 new positions in the civil service alone, and with
the support for investment and development many others gained employment opportunities in the private sector.
This will continue as more development stimulates the construction industry and as this occurs, the Government
will continue to agitate for the employment of Turks and Caicos Islanders.
But efforts will not stop there. Employees in the work force need to be assured of fair compensation and be
given fair opportunities for development and advancement.
Towards this end the Government will do the following:
1. Through the enabling provisions of the new Immigration legislation ensure that job opportunities are
properly and accurately advertised and that Turks and Caicos Islanders are given fair opportunities to be
employed in those jobs.
2. Modernize the Labor Laws to mitigate against discrimination in the work place to ensure that persons of
equal or comparative qualifications receive comparable compensation regardless of nationality.
3. Encourage higher remuneration commensurate with experience and responsibility by delivering another
pay raise to the civil service this financial year.
4. Work with the Civil Service Association to develop policies on long term and terminal benefits.
5. Alleviate the strain on lower income households by conducting a comprehensive review of the minimum
wage with a view to improving minimum earnings and the establishment of a living wage rather than and minimum wage.
6. Review the hospitality industry service charge parallel with the introduction of Credit Union legislation
that will provide workers with affordable savings and rainy day plans.
In the face of globalization and the eventuality of free movement, there is need for greater protection of Turks
and Caicos Islanders in the employment market. This Government will build upon its current policy for Turks and
Caicos Islanders to be given first choice for placement in those positions for which they are qualified by ensuring
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that greater accountability is placed on employers looking to import labour.
The Government will expand the requirements for employers to submit staffing plans beyond the resorts to
include all entities as a means of ensuring that remunerations are based on job functions and not on nationality.
The Government will continue its efforts to fulfill its commitment to conducting a national skills audit and the
development of a Labour Market Information System that can inform of the skills currently available and those
needed. This will inform both national immigration as well as education policies. This will afford the Government
greater insight and enable them to permit the import of those skills that are needed and prohibit import of those
that are readily available, while also funding the development of those skills that are lacking through the national
scholarships and grants program. This will also provide vital information for the development of the National
Population Policy.
The Government will modernize the Trade Union legislation as an additional mechanism to protect the rights
of employees from unfair labour practices, discrimination.
GROWING THE MIDDLE CLASS THROUGH EDUCATION AND ENTREPRENEURSHIP
One of the greatest achievements of this Government through its strategic policies was recovery of the
economy from austerity and placing it on a path to sustainable prosperity. With the turnaround in the economy the
Government was able to not only pay off the 170 Million Dollar Loan that was guaranteed by the UK Government, but was able to make major investments in the education of our people. Having invested in new primary
and secondary school infrastructure and providing scholarships and opportunities for tertiary level education, this
Government is committed to continue to invest in the areas of technical education as directed by our skills audit
and will continue to develop our early childhood education infrastructure and programs.
The Government will also ensure that greater funding is available for more scholarships and grants, especially
in the areas identified as a skills gap and to improve the overall marketability and competitiveness of Turks and
Caicos Islanders.
The Government recently passed the Micro, Small, Medium Enterprise\fn{ MSME} Legislation, which provides
encouragement and support for Turks and Caicos Islanders wanting to venture into entrepreneurship. This will
complement the recently reviewed and expanded list of reserved and restricted categories of businesses for Turks
and Caicos Islanders participation.
To ensure that there is maximum participation, the Government through Invest Turks and Caicos will host
workshops and seminars that will support and strengthen MSME businesses. The Government will provide
support for SME businesses during the infancy stages through a new Center for Entrepreneurial Development
(CED) providing the necessary technical and business services assistance. The Government will ensure greater
enforcement of the laws regarding reserve and restricted categories or businesses and unfair business practices
where they exist to mitigate against the formation of monopolies and monopolistic tendencies while ensuring that
we are competitive globally and facilitating sustainable business growth and prosperity of our people.
ECONOMIC DIVERSIFICATION AND SUSTAINABLE ECONOMIC GROWTH
The diversification of the economy remains a major strategy of this government to ensure economic sustainability, business and job growth and resilience from internal and external economic shocks. The introduction of
the MSME program is one of the key pillars of economic diversification and several policies have been developed
and continue to be developed in support of economic diversification and include policies on agriculture,
manufacturing and processing, health tourism and other initiatives such as information and technology
infrastructure, aquaculture and pelagic\fn{ Open sea} fishing.
The Government firmly believes that if we are to be sustainable as a jurisdiction we must be globally
competitive and hence the ease of doing business must increase and the cost of doing business must decrease. The
Government to this end will continue to improve its systems to reduce the complexity and increase the ease of
doing business and productivity through its investment in E-Government technologies especially in areas of
finance, Immigration, Health, Education and law enforcement.
The Government will continue to reduce the tax burden and broaden the tax base while protecting the
consumer through the introduction of consumer protection legislation and increasing Government’s revenue
through increased compliance.
Even though it is the desire of the Government for greater diversification of the economy, the Government
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recognizes that Tourism, and the diversification thereof, will continue to be the main economic driver of our
country and hence we will continue to develop and diversify our tourism product and invest in the marketing and
promotion thereof and expand our reach into new source markets globally. We will continue to support the
development of tourism in our family islands by developing the necessary infrastructure such as airports, seaports,
and roads and attracting local and foreign direct investment in tourism products such as hotels, villas, Eco-lodges,
and associated tourism services.
INVESTMENT IN HEALTH AND THE ENVIRONMENT FOR SUSTAINABLE ECONOMIC GROWTH AND
DEVELOPMENT
The Government strongly believes that the health of the nation is the wealth of the nation and will therefore
continue to champion the realization of our vision of a healthier and empowered people throughout the lifecycle
in communities conducive to healthy living. The government is on a campaign to reorient the focus of health care
to preventive with a resultant reduction in the burden of diseases and economic loss due to premature death,
complications and disabilities and resultant expenditure in the treatment of complications and disabilities.
The Government has already developed several strategic action plans and Health in all Policies approach that
are geared towards realizing the 2020 vision. Some of these strategic plans include:
1. The development of primary health care clinic infrastructure and services in all of our communities
thereby improving access the health care.
2. The introduction and expansion of a comprehensive range of services such as physiotherapy, pharmacy,
laboratory and other diagnostic services in the family islands.
3. The introduction of extended clinic hours at our primary health care facilities that will improve access
and reduce the cost and burden on our hospital emergency rooms.
4. The expansion of our cancer screening program especially in our family islands and development of our
cancer registry.
5, The development of our Non-Communicable Disease management program to reduce complications and
death due to diseases such as diabetes and hypertension.
The Government has begun and will continue its investment in our Health in all Policy initiatives to include
initiatives such as:
1. Green Fitness Parks in every community where the family and especially the youth can be safe while
having clean fun and staying fit.
2. The development of cycling lanes in our streets to promote fitness and safety.
3. The improvement of lighting in our communities to encourage physical activities and safety.
4. The development of our school health program.
5. Tobacco control and the banning of smoking in public places creating healthy work and recreational
environments.
6. The promotion of healthy and safe foods manufactured or imported through the provisions of the Food
and Drug legislation.
The Government will continue its progress towards Universal Health and through the amendment to the
National Health Insurance Plan legislation will ensure that health care is accessible and affordable to all. The
Government through the strengthening of the regulatory and policy functions of the Ministry of Health will ensure
that the health of the public is protected and that persons have access to affordable and quality health care.
The Government will continue to ensure that we have an environment that is conducive to healthy living and
sustainable economic growth and development.
The Government will amend its laws to provide for better enforcement of our environment and public and
environmental health laws, to include wardens, volunteers and a ticketing and community service system of
penalties for offences such as littering, improper garbage disposal, unclean premises and land and marine parks
violations.
The Government will continue to invest in the protection of its environment by ensuring that the most sensitive
of our land and marine habitats are placed in our national park system while ensuring that our population can
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enjoy and be empowered through the use of the parks but also creating opportunities for future balanced and
environmentally friendly development.
The Government will continue to invest in and develop our water and liquid and solid waste management
infrastructure the ensure population health, environmental protection and sustainable potable water supply to the
population.
The Government as a part of the Climate Change initiative has adopted its Climate Change policy and created
a Committee on Climate Change. To this end the Government has developed and approved its energy policy and
is in the process of finalizing its consultancy on the development of a legislative framework that will give way to
a greater degree the introduction of new alternative energy sources in the energy mix that will enable reduced
electricity cost, reduction of our carbon emissions, slowing of impacts of global warming and climate change and
promote the clean natural beauty of our islands.
SAFETY AND SECURITY FOR ECONOMIC SUSTAINABILITY
The Government has made significant investment in its people by way of education and social programs,
infrastructure and the development of a robust and thriving economy. The Government also recognizes that the
economic sustainability of these islands is heavily dependent on the safety and security of its visitors, residents
and assets.
The Government takes seriously the threat that crime poses to the economic sustainability of our nation and
will continue its investment in the Police Force, law enforcement and initiatives that serves to prevent, deter,
combat and solve crimes of every nature and all magnitudes as one of its main priorities.
The Government recognizes that Tourism is the main driver of the economy of the Turks and Caicos Islands
and has therefore approved additional financing to increase the police presence in communities and districts as
part of the Tourism Police initiative while also boosting the Community Policing program through the recruitment
and training of twenty police officers.
The Government will continue to invest in technology such as CCTV, Biometrics, and Drones that will
enhance the surveillance, detection and apprehension of criminals in our communities and borders. The
Government will continue to invest in the procurement of equipment such as police boats and vehicles that will
increase the mobility of our law enforcement officers and enhance their endeavors to deter crime and apprehend
criminals.
The Government will continue to invest in our young people through the development of social and youth
programs such as the Cadet Corp, Young Enterprise and Youth Parliament that will provide them with a greater
sense of responsibility, accountability, discipline and volunteerism.
The Government will continue to strengthen our juvenile rehabilitation program to increase our efforts geared
towards creating more productive and responsible citizens.
The Government will continue to invest in the protection of our children and women as we develop new
programs and strengthen existing ones that support the development, empowerment and protection of women and
children and the Government will continue to invest in the provision of a social safety net for our elderly as they
retire to enjoy their golden years.
CONCLUSION
The Government has and will continue to work for the people and we are well on the way to building a better
Turks and Caicos Islands for the prosperity of Turks and Caicos Islanders. We renew this pledge to you today.
May God bless you and may God bless the Turks and Caicos Islands
3
Governor Peter Beckingham chaired the Turks and Caicos Islands’ (TCI) Cabinet on Wednesday, 15 th January
2014. All Ministers were present at session which took place in the Hilly Ewing Building, Providenciales. At this
meeting Cabinet:
Reviewed and approved a paper from the Minister of Finance entitled “2014 Business Transformation
Strategy: A Reform Strategy for Growth and Empowerment.” The document sets out a strategic roadmap for
economic recovery and prosperity in the Turks and Caicos Islands based on improving the business environment
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over the next 3 years. It is the Government’s intention to table the strategy at the next sitting of the House of
Assembly;
Reviewed a paper from the Ministry of Finance on Domestic Capital Accumulation Vehicles for Economic
Development in the TCI;
Approved a Resolution to be forwarded to the House of Assembly on the Adoption of a Credit Union Policy in
the Islands;
Noted the recommendations of the Procurement Board on the award of a contract in relation to the
construction of a replacement Dock Jetty for South Caicos. Further details will be provided by the Director of
Contracts;
Agreed to a recommendation from the Minister of Education Youth Sports and Library to form a National
Youth Advisory Committee consisting of representatives from the following areas: Senior Youth
Leader/Representing the Church; the Business Sector; a Leader/Non-Governmental/ Volunteer Agency; a
Government Agency; a representative from Tourism and a representative from a Parliamentary Association;
In line with the recommendation of the Minister of Home Affairs, Cabinet approved an Update on the Building
Code of the Turks and Caicos Islands pending further review by the Ministry of Home Affairs;
Heard from the Minister of Border Control and Labour (BCL) who raised the issue regarding the grants of
cleaning contracts in Middle Caicos. Cabinet agreed that the policy on grants of contracts should be reviewed
jointly between the Ministry of BCL and the Ministry of Government Support Services (GSS) to ensure that there
is a transparent and fair system of awarding contracts in place. Cabinet further agreed that the Ministry GSS
should review the grant of the particular contracts in Middle and North Caicos which were the subject of the
demonstrations earlier this week and where it is determined that the contracts were awarded outside the
established policy or that the awardee did not possess a Business License on the date the contract was granted, the
contract should be cancelled and the awardee struck from the list of approved contractors.
Further details will be provided by Ministers in due course.
5
JANUARY
Misick to be extradited
Former Premier Michael Misick was looking likely to be winging his way back to the TCI if he agreed not to fight
an extradition request. The corruption-accused ex-leader was being held in the notorious Ary Franco jail in Brazil after
being arrested by local authorities. He had been a fugitive from the TCI since 2009 where he faces a number of serious
charges relating to corruption and maladministration during his time as Premier. Interpol issued a Red Notice for his
arrest on March 19, 2012, and he was finally detained the Santos Dumont Airport, Rio, on December 7. In January a
formal request was made to have Misick flown back to his home country.
Government seat contested in court
An upheaval in government looked likely to be on the cards following a contentious court battle involving three
electoral candidates. Allocation of the Cheshire Hall and Richard Hills district seat was called into question by the
People’s Democratic Movement (PDM) at Providenciales Supreme Court. The judge’s final decision, yet to be
announced, could lead to a by-election and a potential shift in power for TCIG. Facing the stand before Justice
Margaret Ramsey-Hales was People Progressive Party (PPP) candidate Dr Edward Smith.
Premier and Fortis join forces to cut electricity costs
Premier Rufus Ewing took the first step in his bid to see electricity costs drastically cut when he and fellow
ministers met with Fortis. Ewing spoke of the high cost of electricity to consumers and presented solutions to the
electricity company’s management team. He said there remained a need to create policies that would result in the
reduction of electricity cost to TCI consumers in a sustainable manner.
Sharing tips on good governance
TCI’s newly appointed parliamentarians were offered help and advice on how to maintain good governance this
week. Prominent members from UK’s Overseas Territories and Crown Dependencies took time out to impart their
extensive knowledge and experience. The two day post-election seminar was run by the Commonwealth Parliamentary
Association (CPA) and the TCI House of Assembly.
TCInvest to be re-established
TCInvest will be revamped, restored and reopened, according to Premier Rufus Ewing. The investment agency will
be given a new lease of life but the banking function will remain closed for business. During a post Cabinet press
conference Ewing said that the institution would be re-established in line with the Government’s manifesto. He
explained that TCInvest’s main mandate would be investment, marketing, promotion and the facilitation of foreign and
local business development.
High schools open late because of deep-clean
All schools on Providenciales and North Caicos were deep-cleaned and sanitised over the festive break. Government
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cleaning crews blitzed all private and public schools on the two islands to prevent any threat of norovirus infecting staff
and pupils. All rooms, equipment, books, desks, chairs, tables and carpets had to be cleaned and sanitised according to
vigorous protocol.
VAT delay denied
The UK government refused to delay the implementation of Value Added Tax (VAT)—despite repeated requests. But
the announcement did not deter TCI’s Government and Opposition members who agreed to join forces to find
alternatives. Premier Rufus Ewing received a letter from the Mark Simmonds, UK’s Minister for the Overseas
Territories, detailing reasons why the Government would not be given more time to work on alternative tax solutions.
Ewing had asked for a six month deferral on the controversial new tax scheme after previously being denied an
additional year.
Civil servants may be reemployed
Civil servants who gave up their jobs were told that they could reapply – if they promised to pay back the balance of
their severance. Deputy Governor Anya Williams, who is also head of the Turks and Caicos Islands Public Service,
made clear the new policy for reemployment. Her announcement cleared the way for public servants who took
voluntary severance to compete for advertised vacant positions in the Turks and Caicos Islands Government (TCIG).
Deputy Governor responds to Premier’s comments
Deputy Governor Anya Williams hit back at the Premier after he made comments she described as “unmerited and
inaccurate”. She sent a letter to Premier Rufus Ewing in which she defended her office. A press release from the
Governor’s Office on Wednesday detailed what she wrote. She claimed that false comments were made about her office
both in public meetings and reported in the media.
A united front against VAT
Government and Opposition members presented a united front against the implementation of VAT. The two parties
stood together during a brief press conference where they reiterated their determination to find "stop gap” tax
alternatives. It came just minutes after a meeting with the business community in which they discussed revenue
building ideas. During the conference Premier Rufus Ewing said: “We have a government and Opposition elected by
the people committed to moving our country forward.”
Tax “add-ons” could raise millions more than VAT
Minister of Finance Washington Misick said alternative taxes could generate “significantly more” money for the
country than Value Added Tax (VAT). He announced that the Government’s suggested substitutes could raise between
$15 million and $16 million extra revenue for the country. Meanwhile the UK Government predicted a hike of just $10
million if VAT was introduced.
Expert warns against new tax regime
The initial report on the effects of Value Added Tax (VAT), a study commissioned by the Turks and Caicos
Independent Business Council (TCIBC) was leaked in January. Author, Richard Teather, warned that VAT is a
"notoriously complex tax” and one that is not well suited to small island economies such as the TCI. The report titled
“VAT and the TCI an independent appraisal” looked at the suitability of a VAT for the TCI and examines whether it
would be better or worse than the range of taxes that it was proposed to replace.
Sandals to pay Gov’t $12m
Sandals agreed to pay a whopping $12 million to the Government in a deal struck with the Special Investigation
Prosecution Team (SIPT). The agreement was due in part to the co-operation of the resort and spa company with the
United States authorities. It was seen to be both extraordinary and unique and included the early and voluntary release
of valuable evidence that was shared with the SIPT—information that was deemed “material” in the SIPT’s
investigations. However, the agreement was without any admission of liability by the company, its directors or officers.
Misick writes second letter from Rio jail
Former Premier Michael Misick made it clear he was willing to voluntarily return home to face charges against him.
In his second public letter written from behind bars in Brazil, the corruption-accused ex-leader stressed that extradition
is unnecessary. Within the 10 hand written pages he called himself a “political prisoner” and said he was “perishing” in
the notorious Ary Franco jail.
Residents and tourists enjoy local fish fry
A large crowd gathered in celebration to enjoy the first weekly fish fry on Providenciales. There were over a dozen
local restaurants, native fun and games, handmade arts and crafts and local entertainment and music for everyone to
enjoy. The weekly event was launched January 31 on the Lower Bight at the Kids Park.
FEBRUARY
Election declared void
At least one by-election was declared on the cards for the Turks and Caicos Islands after Justice Margaret RamsayHale said a Providenciales district election was void. At Providenciales Supreme Court she released her judgement on
the validity of the Cheshire Hall and Richmond Hills seat. Ramsay-Hale said that the People Progressive Party (PPP)’s
Edward Smith was disqualified and should not have been included on the ballot.
CRP lawyers’ costs total $13m to date
The costs charged by Edward Wildman Palmer (EWP), the international firm undertaking TCI’s Civil Recovery
Programme (CRP) were announced to be $13m. This was revealed to Cabinet, during a presentation from the
Governor’s office, and members since requested a breakdown of the figure. According to EWP, $16.6m had been
recovered and banked for the people of the TCI, with another $2.6m due to be received.
TCIG resumes allocations of Crown land for residential purposes
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The Lands Division, within the Attorney General’s Chambers of the Turks and Caicos Islands Government, resumed
the allocation of Crown land for residential purposes. The announced resumption was accompanied by a call by the
Crown Land Unit for applications for the purchase of 104 parcels of land in Providenciales. The parcels, which ranged
in sizes of between 0.22 and 0.38 of an acre, were priced at between $13,050 and $18,000.
Gov’t faces $100m public trial
Owners of the world famous Caicos Conch Farm announced their intentions to sue the TCI Government for up to
$100m in a monumental case to be heard before open court. Trade Wind Industries claimed that the Government
violated important agreements which led to a loss of funding and closure of the farm. It also hit out at TCIG for
allowing destructive construction to take place near the unique breeding centre at Heaving Down Rock.
Businesses have until February 22 to register with VAT Unit
Businesses that were putting off registration with the Value Added Tax (VAT) Unit were put on notice and were told
they had until February 22 to register. A large section of the business community had expected not to have to move
ahead, after the House majority voted to repeal VAT. However, the repeal was not legal until the bill was assented to by
Governor Ric Todd, who referred it to the Attorney General’s (AG) Chambers for advice.
Misick vows to return to TCI voluntarily
Mike Misick was released from jail on bail in Brazil in February and in a statement vowed to return to the Turks and
Caicos Islands voluntarily. He said: “Despite my release I am still intending to voluntarily return to the Islands to clear
my name from the allegations that have been levelled against me and my colleagues and which in time given a firm
trial will be proven to be politically motivated.”
New Haitian Consulate promises greater collaboration between countries
The Haitian Consulate, which opened on February 8 brought with it the promise of greater trade, investment
opportunities and better working relations with the Turks and Caicos Islands. Newly appointed, Haitian Ambassador to
the Turks and Caicos Islands, Karlo Pelissier, noted that the opening was a long overdue one, adding that his focus
would be on fostering cooperation. “This is the first step to good relations,” he said.
Current state of affairs can throw TCI into chaos
In a powerful presentation to Caribbean Community (CARICOM), Premier Rufus Ewing, bemoaned the state of
affairs in the Turks and Caicos Islands, stressing that it had the potential to throw the nation into a “state of chaos”. He
said: “On behalf of the Government and people of the Turks and Caicos Islands, I am calling on the community and the
individual member states, to keep the situation in the Turks and Caicos Islands under review. I urge you to stand with
us, not on one or other specific policy, but on the question of democracy.”
Civil servants to get 10 per cent by month end
The Turks and Caicos Island Government (TCIG) confirmed that at the end of the month, public servants and
members of the TCI Police Force would see the reinstatement of 10 per cent of their salary in their pay packets. Deputy
Governor and Head of the Public Service, Anya Williams, said: “Earlier this month my team and I, along with the Hon
Premier and Minister of Finance met with the civil service to discuss the recommendations of the Pay and Grading
Review, which is critical in bringing about much needed change in the civil service.”
Nomination day set for March 1
Preparations for the March 22 by-election in Cheshire Hall and Richmond Hill Constituency continued. Supervisor
of Elections, Dudley Lewis announced that nomination day was set for March 1 at the Gustarvus Lightbourne centre.
Lewis noted that potential candidates for this by-election must register their names and party symbols with the
returning officer appointed on or before the date set.
Four guilty of attempted murder
Four young men were found guilty of attempting to kill a helpless security guard after stealing his deposit bag
containing a massive $75,000. Unarmed Dwaine “Fully” Fulford, of the Security Centre, feared for his life as he fled
from robbers at Royal Bank of Canada (RBC) in a hail of gunfire last January. He collapsed to the ground when a bullet
pierced his body but luckily survived the serious injury. On February 20 a jury found Daniel Been Junior, Darrison
Nash, Odessa Williams and Bernard Colebrooke guilty of robbery and attempted murder.
MARCH
Tackling violence in schools will take more money and time—Education Minister
According to Education Minister, Akierra Missick the issue of violence in schools is an effort that will take more
money and time to be addressed. In first quarter of 2013 there were increased incidents of violence in schools,
particularly at the Clement Howell High School (CHHS). At a press conference on March 1, Missick stated that this
was one of the areas in the new budget that greater representation would be made.
Supervisor of Elections warns candidates against “treating”
Close to the by-election for Cheshire Hall and Richmond Hills, Supervisor of Elections, Dudley Lewis in March
took the opportunity to remind candidates that under the Election Ordinance they were not allowed to offer
inducements to electors to influence their voting intention. The ordinance specifies that during political rallies,
meetings or general campaigning candidates, political parties or anyone associated with them are not permitted to
provide food, drink, gifts of any kind or cash, as these could interpreted as an attempt to corruptly influence a voter in
the way they cast their vote at the by-election. Lewis warned that this behaviour is known as “treating” and is illegal.
Appeal for recall is political—Governor
Former Governor Ric Todd in March assured the public that the appeal made for his recall was purely political.
Premier Rufus Ewing in his February 10 letter to Secretary of State, William Hague, was the most recent to call for the
Governor to be sent back to the United Kingdom. In an interview with the Weekly News, the Governor explained that
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the two years he served in the TCI were successful considering the achievement of the eight milestones, the elections,
the development of the economy and the return of honest and transparent government.
TCI does the Harlem Shake
The Harlem shake craze hit the TCI in March 2013 after shortly after taking the world by storm racking up millions
of internet hits. Residents and tourists alike were invited to gather on the beach at Bugaloo’s in Five Cays on March 17
to take part in an exciting family friendly dance event. Attendees were encouraged to shake and shimmy in an
extravaganza of colour and costumes to a backdrop of upbeat music while being filmed by a crew of volunteers aiming
to make the TCI video the next big thing.
William Hague stirs independence talk
The March 12 letter by the Foreign and Commonwealth Office (FCO)’s Secretary of State, William Hague,
addressed the issue of independence and stirred talk on both sides of the political aisle. Hague said: “If the people of the
TCI express a wish for independence through a clear and proper process, the UK government will meet its obligations
to help the territory to achieve it.”
Misick hits out
Embattled former Premier, Mike Misick, lashed out in a statement on March 20, following a March 12 letter from
the Secretary of State, William Hague. He charged that the British modernised their abuse of human rights and rigged
the judiciary under the disguise of good governance. “You also talk about the UK government high standard of
maintaining the rule of law, respect for human rights and upholding the judiciary. Do I need to remind you of the UK
history of slavery, colonisation abuse and torture in places like Kenya and India?”
Scrutiny over purchase of NJS Francis building to continue
The Approopriations Committee deferred the approval of the $2.685 million to purchase the NJS Francis Building
during its March 11 meeting, but as the monies were already spent, the House of Assembly gave the expenditure its
approval on March 15. Speaking in the House of Assembly, Opposition Leader, Sharlene Cartwright-Robinson,
maintained that the scrutiny of the purchase still stands incomplete and she is committed to greater scrutiny. She said:
“As monies have already been spent and this is a tidying up meeting, we recommend approval of the supplementary
bill.”
Simmonds rejects ‘misleading’ remarks
UK Minister Mark Simmonds wrote to Caricom in March rejecting what he called “misleading remarks” made by
Premier Rufus Ewing. A press statement from the Governor’s Office at the time read: “At the 24 th intersessional
meeting of the Conference of Heads of Government of the Caribbean Community on February 18, Premier Hon Dr
Rufus Ewing made a speech presenting his interpretation of the relationship between TCI and the UK.” It went on to
say that following the conference, the Premier issued an open letter to the Foreign Secretary where these remarks were
restated.
Learn and Lead to roll out bullying prevention workshops
Learn and Lead Educational Centre in March launched its Bullying Prevention Series with a free workshop for
parents called ‘Bullying 101’ – an important undertaking given the current situation local schools. The four-part
workshop series covers Bullying 101 for Parents (March 11), Prevention and Intervention One for Teachers (March 26),
Prevention and Intervention Two for Teachers (March 27), and Bullying 101 for Community Workers (March 28).
Iguana Island gets revamp as part of $1.2m project
One of TCI’s most popular tourist attractions—Iguana Island—was in March given a revamp thanks to a National
Trust and EU project. A new boardwalk, signage and a new visitors’ centre are among the additions to the Little Water
Cay wildlife reserve. Other key heritage sites across Turks and Caicos were earmarked for attention before December
31, 2014 as part of the $1.2 million project. In addition to the physical changes staff members were trained in order to
produce a variety of different tours on the picturesque island.
New fine of $350 for not pulling over for ambulances
Drivers who ignore ambulances on the roadways now face a $350 fine. Primary healthcare paramedic, Viktoria
Krikorian, with the local ambulance service told the Weekly News in March that on almost every emergency response
ambulance drivers face the challenge of other drivers not pulling over. “Our response time is decreased when people do
not pull over,” she said. “The last thing we want is to get into an accident on our way to help someone else, or worse
yet while we have a patient in the back.”
Penalty for misuse of Gov’t credit cards is jail, Premier
As part of the modernisation of the Government’s revenue and payment processes, Cabinet agreed on a pilot project
for six months from April 1, for the use of official credit cards by Permanent Secretaries. And Premier Rufus Ewing
made it clear that the penalty for misuse of the credit cards is jail. At a press conference on March 1, he explained that
the introduction of the credit cards is aimed at improving the efficiency of the Government’s inner-workings,
particularly when it comes to accessing services that are only payable via credit cards.
Tourist Board in talks with Island Fish Fry’s strongest critic
Six weeks after the now popular Island Fish Fry was introduced, local resident, Eric LeVin continued to fight
against the Thursday afternoon and night party. LeVin, first in February, reportedly filed a preliminary human rights
complaint with the Human Rights Commissioner, which was also forwarded to political leaders, top TCIG officials and
the Culture Department’s David Bowen, among others, via email. In the email, seen by the Weekly News, he charged
“invasion of his home” and requested that the “illegal activity” be stopped.
Don’t dismiss this woman—Cartwright-Robinson
Leader of the Opposition and the People’s Democratic Movement (PDM), Sharlene Cartwright Robinson in March
slammed criticisms over a woman’s ability to lead the Turks and Caicos Islands. At a press conference on March 20,
she emphatically stated: “Don’t dismiss this woman!” She pointed out that it is a result of James Alexander George
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Smith McCartney’s relentless pursuit to remove the many barriers that a poor little girl of “regular” parents like her can
be here fired up, ready, able, and committed to continue the dream and call the nation back to action.
TCIAA breaks ground for $10m airport expansion
Turks and Caicos Islands Airport Authority (TCIAA) first broke ground on March 21 for the $10m redevelopment
of passenger facilities at the Providenciales International Airport. At the time, the Premier, Rufus Ewing, stated that the
expansion comes at a critical time when tourism in the Islands is growing. “The capacity of the current airport has been
exhausted and is the result of previous administrations’ work in increasing our tourist arrivals…we are at a critical stage
and need to increase our capacity at the airport.” Ewing also noted that the expansion will accommodate arrival needs
over the next five years.
APRIL
Volunteers scurry to safeguard remnants of damaged coral reef
Volunteers and a group of scientists, who passed through the Turks and Caicos Islands in April, lent their assistance
to safeguard the remains of a damaged coral reef, off North West Point. Director of the Department for Environment
and Maritime Affairs (DEMA), Kathleen Wood, told the Weekly News at the time that reports that the anchor of a yacht
was dragged through the reef reached the department on April 1. Wood said no money was had been spent at the time
for the repair work, as all the efforts were volunteer-led.
Two alleged international fraudsters denied political asylum
Two Canadians—Cullen Johnson, 64, and Elaine Whyte, 69—were in April denied political asylum by TCI
Authorities and subsequently extradited. The two, who were living in the TCI since the latter part of 2012, had applied
to the United Nations High Commissioner for Refugees (UNHCR) for political asylum in September 2012. Johnson
and Whyte—alleged international fraudsters—were caught in Providenciales in August 2012 and charged with a
number of immigration violations. They were said to be wanted in Canada and the USA for money fraud and other
crimes.
Health coverage for those unemployed over 90 days considered by Cabinet
People who were unemployed for more than 90 days and facing challenges with their health insurance coverage
were in April assured of an improvement in their situation. On April 3 Cabinet discussed the proposal to extend NHIB
coverage to persons unemployed for more than 90 days and to returning unemployed graduates. It agreed to consider
the issue at its April 17 meeting on the basis of further work by NHIB and the Ministry of Finance on the costs of this
extension and options for how these costs could be covered.
Three detained in police custody in relation to Burke’s murder
Three men were taken before the courts on April 16 to be further detained in relation to the murder of 25-year-old
Kaziah Burke, who was murdered April 13. The three were arrested in connection with the murder. Two of the suspects
were further detained for seven days and the third male for ten days. Officers of the Royal Turks and Caicos Islands
Police Force responded to a report at 8.32pm of several gunshots being heard in the vicinity of Caicos Petroleum gas
station along Airport Road in Providenciales. Emergency services found the 25-year-old Long Bay Hills resident with
multiple gunshot wounds, lying on the ground near the Executive Tours office.
Mike Misick back in jail
Former Premier Michael Misick was re-arrested by Brazilian Federal Police and returned to jail on April 13. The
arrest took place in Sao Paulo, Brazil, on the authority of a Brazilian Supreme Court judgement. On April 15 the
Brazilian Justice Minister refused Misick’s appeal against a previous decision not to grant him political asylum. The
decision was published on April 16, in the Brazilian Official Gazette.
Boat captain faces up to $6m fine for ruining reef
Over the Easter holidays a 220ft mega yacht anchored on Northwest Point National Park in Providenciales without
permission. When the boat was anchored, a quantity of the coral reef in that area was severely damaged. The yacht was
said to have been a pleasure vessel and officials confirmed that the undisclosed number of persons that arrived via this
vessel were in no way affiliated with the Amanyara, a luxury resort in the Northwest Point area.
Date set for judicial review trial
A judicial review of the amendments to regulation 18 of the Fisheries Protection Ordinance was heard before Justice
Margaret Ramsay-Hale on April 17. She decided that the matter would be heard on July 24 and 25 at the Providenciales
Supreme Court. Peter McKnight filed the application which sought to quash former Governor Ric Todd’s decision on
October 24, 2012, to amend regulation 18 of the Fisheries Protection Ordinance. The applicants were the
Providenciales Chamber of Commerce, TCSPCA, Pride Ltd and the Turks and Caicos Reef Fund.
Woman injured after man fires flare gun at her
A woman sustained non-life threatening injuries to her abdomen after being fired at with a flare gun. The incident
took place in Five Cays on April 19 at about 3pm. The victim was taken to Cheshire Hall Medical Centre where she
was treated and released. According to the police, responding officers quickly subdued the suspect and seized the
weapon. He was arrested for possession of an illegal firearm, discharging a firearm with intent to cause fear and also
possession of ammunition.
Counterfeit notes in circulation
The Royal Turks and Caicos Islands Police Force on April 19 issued a warning to the public and business
community of an emerging crime trend – the circulation of counterfeit currency in the Turks and Caicos Islands.
According to the police, there was been a “marked increase” in the number of complaints relating to the circulation of
counterfeit US currency. Numerous reports were received which indicated that most prevalent notes were in $100, $50
and $20 dollar denominations with the majority being $100 bills.
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Gov’t announces tax rises
As an alternative to the introduction of Value Added Tax (VAT) in April, the TCI Government focused on improving
the collection of revenue and compliance; auditing the existing tax structure and considering new revenue generating
measures. As a result, the business community and the general public were faced with new taxes. Effective July 1, the
Hotel and Restaurant Taxation Ordinance was amended to reflect an increase in the tax rate from 11 to 12 per cent.
Hoteliers were asked to adjust their advertised rates accordingly.
Acting Deputy Commissioner reassures the public on non-involvement
In April, acting Deputy Commissioner, Rodney Adams had stressed that he was in no way involved in the
investigations into Kaziah Burke’s death. He made the announcement during a police press conference after it was
revealed that his son was alleged to have been party to the incident. “I know there has been much public speculation
about my role as the Acting Deputy Commissioner as it leads to this homicide and other related incidents that family
members of mine have been suspects of being involved in,” he said. He explained that he and other police officials had
spoken about the investigation as it relates to him being a part.
Access to education under scrutiny
Education Minister, Akierra Missick reported to the House of Assembly on April 26 that some 1,985 students were
enrolled in Government schools without TCI status, while 2,236 with status were enrolled. Opposition’s Appointed
Member, Clarence Selver asked the Education Minister to outline the Government’s obligations regarding the provision
of education for school children and say if the obligation extends to persons who have no legal status in the TCI.
Missick explained that for non-Belongers, the parents of children must have a legal right to be in the Islands and the
child has to be endorsed on a Permanent Resident Certificate (PRC), a work permit or a Belongership card.
EU aid for 107 disaster affected residents
One hundred and seven affected households were selected to receive assistance under the EU $6.5 million fund with
their rebuilding efforts following the 2008 hurricane Ike. Governor Ric Todd made the announcement on April 29
during a press conference held at the Department of Disaster Management. The 107 were selected out of the 235 who
applied, and were from Grand Turk, Salt Cay and South Caicos.
Gov’t in court for 13 civil matters
Acting Attorney General, Rhondalee Braithwaite-Knowles in April reported to the House of Assembly that 13 civil
matters have been filed against the Government. The Opposition’s Appointed Member, Clarence Selver who posed the
question also asked the acting AG what the sum total of the amounts the plaintiffs are seeking. However, BraithwaiteKnowles was unable to answer the second part of Selver’s question definitively. She said an estimation of the costs was
being carried out and that a final report would have been tabled in the Assembly upon its completion.
Veranda sale brings in $1.32m in stamp duty
The Veranda Resort, acquired in 2012 by Sandals Resorts International (SRI), attracted stamp duty of $1.32m,
according to Finance Minister, Washington Misick. Opposition Appointed Member, Clarence Selver, in Parliament on
April 26, asked the Minister to say what amount of stamp duty the sale attracted and whether or not the money has been
collected by the Government. According to Misick, the full amount of stamp duty would be paid off when the new
development agreement is signed. He said the agreement is expected to be finalised on May 8 when it is presented to
Cabinet at its next meeting. The new agreement is expected to replace the 2006 one SRI had with the former
administration.
MAY
Illegal developments under Gov’t microscope
In May Government began collecting information to better enable it to assess the extent of the problem of illegal
developments in the Turks and Caicos Islands. That was according to Acting Attorney General (AG), Rhondalee
Braithwaite-Knowles, who responded to queries about effort to bring the problem under control. During a sitting of the
Assembly, Opposition Appointed Member, Clarence Selver questioned the acting AG as to amount of illegal structures
recorded in the various settlements on an island by island basis and if a policy was in place regarding squatting on
Crown and private land. The Acting AG stated that satellite imagery was used to assess the extent of the problem.
Agriculture plans to be reviewed
Responding to a question about the TCI’s agriculture sector in Parliament last May, Acting Attorney General (AG),
Rhondalee Braithwaite-Knowles stated the Planning Board was looking at its review as a priority to support the
Government’s agriculture policy. According to her, some 500 acres were allocated in North and Middle Caicos; 10
acres in Grand Turk, which includes both private and Crown land; and 86 acres in North West and North Central
Providenciales. Braithwaite-Knowles noted that consultations are on-going in Providenciales among stakeholders about
zoning of plots for agricultural purposes.
Two jointly charged for murder
Investigations into the death of 25-year-old Kaziah Burke saw progress early in May with two men jointly charged
with his murder. The two, Cortez Simmons, 29, of Glass Shack and Roderick Adams, 24, of Blue Hills, appeared before
Chief Magistrate, Clifton Warner, on May 1. The matter was scheduled for sufficiency hearing in the Supreme Court in
Grand Turk on June 7 and the two were remanded into custody at Her Majesty’s Prison.
Consulate determined to locate illegal migration ringleaders
Several attempts were made by Haitian officials in the TCI to address the issue of illegal immigration given the
flurry of attempts to enter the Turks and Caicos Islands in the early part of 2013. In an interview with the Weekly News
in May, TCI-based Haitian Consul General, Karlo Pelissier, said the consulate is working to try to identify the
“navigator” behind the coordination of the illegal migration. “We are working to do what we have to do to stop this
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practice,” he said.
PDM will not support gun amnesty under current terms
Leader of the People’s Democratic Movement (PDM), Sharlene Cartwright-Robinson, in May raised concerns about
the gun amnesty programme, pointing out that under current terms its effectiveness was not likely. Police
Commissioner, Colin Farquhar announced the firearm amnesty—held June 1 to July 1—to allow people the opportunity
to surrender their weapons without any questions being asked. However, the weapons surrendered would be subject to
ballistics tests to ensure that they were not used in any criminal activities. This was the base of the PDM’s leader’s
contention.
Only $2m operating surplus available to Gov’t
The Turks and Caicos Islands Government ended the financial year on March 31 with an operating surplus of
$47.6m—an $85.7m improvement on the same stage 12 months earlier. But only $2m of that amount was available to
the Government, the rest being deposited into the sinking fund, which was created to help pay down the national debt
by 2016. Finance, Investment and Trade Minister, Washington Misick, told the Weekly News in May that a similar
amount of surplus should not be expected at the end of the current financial year 2013-2014, particularly since $28.2m
represented civil recoveries secured for the TCI taxpayers.
Finance Minister says no stall on Marriott project
In May, Minister of Finance, Investment and Trade, Washington Misick announced that there was no significant
delay to the 380-room Marriott project. At the time, Misick dismissed speculation that negotiations with the project
developers had stalled over demands for assurance that a certain number of work permits would be issued. “This is
most definitely not the case,” he told the Weekly News. “What we have decided to do with large developers and by
extension employers is to enter into an employment protocol arrangement where yes we fast track their applications but
there is no halt to the negotiations.”
Opposition questions Police Commissioner’s contract
The status of the Commissioner of Police’s contract with the Turks and Caicos Islands Government (TCIG) came
under scrutiny in Parliament on May 15. Elected Member for Wheeland, Vaden Williams, asked the now former
Attorney General (AG), Huw Shepheard, to inform the House on the Commissioner’s engagement with TCIG. The AG
reported that (former) Governor Ric Todd had extended the contract of Colin Farquhar as Police Commissioner for two
years to allow a succession plan to be implemented. However, Opposition Leader, Sharlene Cartwright-Robinson,
queried whether there was a review of the Commissioner’s performance on which the extension was based and whether
or not there were any changes to his contract. The AG responded that he was not in a position to answer the question.
Crown sues Clyde Robinson and wife for more than $1.5m
Former Director of Planning, Clyde Robinson and his estranged wife, Susannah, appeared in court between May 13
and 17 to contest Crown’s claims that they were knowingly and unjustly enriched with respect to a 2007 sale of land.
The Crown alleged that the sale of freehold parcel of 61112/286 at Long Bay, Providenciales, to Wawa Co. Ltd. in
September 2007, netted the Robinsons a massive $1.5m. It sued the duo for the $1.5m from the sale, any interest or
equity accrued to that sum, court costs, and a number of declarations by the court with respect to the land. The case
against the Robinsons was the first case brought by the Civil Recovery Programme against a civil servant.
Mills Institute keeps up environment awareness
In keeping the Earth Day spirit and resolving to make good environmental practices a part of their daily lives, the
Mills Institute introduced a fun eco-friendly competition among its students. Beginning May the plastic bottle
campaign was launched; it challenged students from the ten classes to collect as many plastic containers as they can for
the purpose of recycling. Leader of the school’s Environmental Defenders Club and grade two teacher, Shanna Ebanks,
said that the participation was tremendous and students were very excited to be a part of the activity.
CRP requests CoxCo documents
The Attorney General’s (AG) Chambers on May 21 submitted an application to Supreme Court before Chief Justice,
Edwin Goldsbrough for the disclosure of documents by CoxCo Construction Ltd. Head of the Civil Recovery
Programme (CRP) in the Turks and Caicos Islands, Laurence Harris, defended the confidentiality of the issue and told
the Weekly News that substantive claims may not be brought against the company. He said the application was made
for preliminary disclosure only.
Milk and Honey’s captain to stand trial on July 23
Captain of the yacht, Milk and Honey, Kenneth Tassin, regained possession of his travel documents after a
representative of the United States Consulate intervened with TCI authorities on his behalf on May 22. Tassin was
accused of causing anchor damage to reef structure living and dead, as well as marine plants in the vicinity of West
Caicos on April 20. Magistrate Jolyon Hatmin left the decision of returning Tassin’s passport to the office of the
Director of Public Prosecution (DPP) after much debate questioning his authority to do so. This was the second incident
of reef damage in the TCI for the year; the first being the massive destruction of the coral reef off North West Point by
the M Y White Cloud on April 1 and 2.
Cameron’s tax comments for media purposes—Premier
United Kingdom Prime Minister, David Cameron in May issued a strong warning to British Overseas Territories to
“get their house in order” and sign up to international treaties on tax. The comments were made to 10 territories and
Crown dependencies that operate low-tax regimes. However, Premier Rufus Ewing, when asked for the TCI’s response
to the statements discounted the statements as being made for media purposes as they were delivered ahead of a G8
summit held in June.
Guilty Padgett to be sentenced
Milliionaire developer, Richard Padgett pled guilty to bribery and conspiracy to pervert the course of public justice
on May 31 via video link from London. At the September hearing the court will decide on a suitable date for
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sentencing. Presiding over the proceedings in Providenciales, Justice Paul Harrison accepted Padgett’s plea and made a
number of stipulations regarding his remaining on bail in the United Kingdom throughout the proceedings.
Adams’ murder charges dropped
Director of Public Prosecutions, JoAnn Meloche, dropped charges against Roderick Adams, 24, as it related to the
murder of 25-year-old Kaziah Burke. Adams and Meloche appeared before the Chief Justice, Edwin Goldsbrough,
where the DPP entered a Nolle Prosequi notice, in other words a notice of abandonment of the prosecution of the
charges laid. However, proceedings against Cortez Simmons, 29, continued.
JUNE
Turn in your illegal weapons – police
The Royal Turks and Caicos Police Force and TCIG embarked on a month long gun amnesty from June 1 and
invited everyone to take their unwanted and/illegal firearms to police. Governor Ric Todd, Deputy Premier, Akierra
Misick, Commissioner of Police, Colin Farquhar, and Superintendent in charge of the Firearms Department, Darron
Williams, updated the media on the month long gun pardon at the police headquarters. Superintendent Williams said
the hope of the force was to get as many illegal guns off the streets as possible by people voluntarily taking them to
police.
Impact of tax increases will be minimal, Premier
There were widespread concerns over the new tax measures being introduced as alternatives to Value Added Tax
(VAT). However, Premier Rufus Ewing, assured that the impact of the tax increases would be minimal. He explained
that with the economy still rebounding and inward investments not at the desired level, measures have to be taken to
raise revenue to meet the Government’s obligations to the people of the Islands. Ewing pointed out that if the TCI is
unable to raise revenue to meet its obligations the UK could step in.
RBC burglar nabbed, admits to offence
Brook Julien of Providenciales was sentenced to serve 18 months at Her Majesty’s Prison after having admitted to
burglary at the Royal Bank of Canada last June 3. The sentence was handed down on June 11 after he pled guilty to a
charge of burglary with intent. Commissioner of Police Colin Farquhar said he was proud of the quick and professional
manner in which the case was solved by his officers.
Two survive Midnight Madness Run
Eight daring Provo residents took on an astonishing challenge just after midnight on June 8—to run, walk or cycle
from Lorimers on Middle Caicos all the way to the ferry dock at Sandy Point, North Caicos. Only two on feet, along
with a duo on bikes completed the extensive 33.32 miles, seven miles more than a marathon, in the “Middle Caicos
Midnight Madness Run” ultra-marathon. The four others walked part of the distance, each pushing as far as they could
go.
Missing woman found dead on Millennium Highway
After frantic efforts to locate the 30-year-old Dominican woman, the family of Damaris Gomez Martinez had their
worst fears confirmed. On June 16 sometime around 6am police officers recovered the body of a woman from along
Millennium Highway in the dirt road leading to Crystal Bay. Police and family have confirmed that the body was that
of Martinez. Martinez, who resided in Providenciales, was reported missing by her family after she failed to return
home on June 10.
Former Conch Farm GM sued for company records
The new owners of the Caicos Conch Farm operation in Providenciales took former general manager, Chuck Hesse,
to court for company records that they alleged he had not turned over. Hesse was fired along with other members of the
company’s board of directors following a takeover by new owners Richard Berke and Shaun Malcolm last year. The
case was set to be heard before Supreme Court Judge Margaret Ramsay-Hale on June 25 and 26.
Tourist dies after snorkelling accident at Grace Bay
A female tourist died after facing difficulties while snorkelling in the waters off a resort in Grace Bay on June 18.
Police said that multiple police units and a medical unit from Cheshire Hall Medical Centre responded to a resort in
Grace Bay where an unidentified Caucasian female, who had been snorkelling, reportedly emerged from underwater
unconscious. She was immediately taken out of the water where her condition continued to deteriorate.
“Justice” Howell charged with Martinez murder
Thirty-year-old Romano Giovanni Howell of Kew Town, Providenciales, was charged with the murder of Damaris
Gomez Martinez. Howell, who is also known as “Justice,” appeared before Chief Magistrate, Clifton Warner and was
not required to plead to the indictable charge. He was remanded to prison until August 2, when a sufficiency hearing
was due to be held in the Supreme Court.
Terminal works begin at Provo Airport
Construction started on the terminal facility at Providenciales International Airport. And with a rigid time schedule,
Dolmen Construction managed to begin the new traffic circulation system, almost complete the upper West Parking Lot
and began construction work on the terminal building. The terminal redevelopment work is very critical to ensure a
balance between maintaining current flight operations and swiftly completing construction on the new terminal facility
by the end of 2014 in time for the winter tourism season.
CARICOM looks for the facts
A high-level delegation from the Caribbean Community (CARICOM) staged a fact finding mission to the Turks and
Caicos Islands to gauge the level of democracy within the territory by soliciting the views of key groups. The mission
was in direct response to a war of words between the Premier of the TCI, Dr. Rufus Ewing and the UK Foreign and
Commonwealth Office (FCO), Secretary of State, William Hague. The former, in responding to a media query at a
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February 2012 Caribbean heads of government meeting in Haiti stirred the ire of the latter.
Norman Benjamin Saunders Jr faces money laundering charges
The Special Investigation and Prosecution Team (SIPT) charged another in their ongoing investigations. Norman
Benjamin Saunders Jr, 44, appeared at the Magistrates Court on June 26 before Judge Jolyon Hatmin charged with
three counts money laundering. The matter was sent to the Supreme Court for a sufficiency hearing on August 2.
Delano Williams’ switch to the UK a “great loss”—Cartwright-Robinson
The current Junior Champion of the World in 200m sprint, Delano Williams, decided to compete under the flag of
the United Kingdom. Opposition Leader, Sharlene Cartwright-Robinson, stressed that the Turks and Caicos Islands had
suffered a “great loss”. At a press conference on June 21 she said: “We are unfortunately not surprised by Delano
Williams, as we too were concerned about the level of uncertainty surrounding his future.”
Proceeds from Crab Fest go back to community
Agyrt three years running, the organising committee hailed 2013’s Crab Fest a complete success. On June 29,
residents and tourists took to the Middle Caicos’ infamous Bambarra Beach to join in on the fun activities set up each
year. President of the 2013 Crab Fest committee, Shane Outten, said in terms of numbers, the turnout was just slightly
more than last year. He said: “This year we had a lot of new comers and last year we had persons who basically been
two years in a row.”
JULY
New tax passes House
The House of Assembly stood divided on July 1, with the Opposition standing their ground on the introduction of
new taxes by not voting in support of new legislation which would bring the 15 per cent tax on freight and insurance of
imports into effect. The vote, however, was in favour of the House majority, including Government ministers and
Members of Parliament (MPs). Finance, Investment and Trade Minister, Washington Misick, moved the motion to
allow all three readings of the Custom (Charge on Insurance and Freight) Bill 2013 and its eventual passage.
Beaches’ development agreement scrutinised in Parliament
The Opposition raised several questions that put the new development agreement between Beaches TCI and the
current administration under scrutiny in Parliament on July 1. Member for Wheeland, Vaden Williams, questioned
Premier Rufus Ewing first on whether or not the granting of the beach access was part of the new agreement. Ewing
said that it was a factor in the agreement, but made it clear that nothing has been confirmed as the negotiations are still
ongoing.
Takeover by Canada an option of very few, Ewing
The question of Canada annexing with the Turks and Caicos Islands was resurrected when Premier, Dr Rufus
Ewing, visited the country. However Ewing maintained that annexation is the opinion just one Member of Parliament
(MP), Peter Goldring, and a handful of interest groups, not that of the Canadian or TCI Government.
No review of InterHealth Canada contract until 2015
Minister for Health and Human Services, Porsha Stubbs-Smith, told the House of Assembly on July 2 that the
controversial InterHealth Canada contract could not be reviewed until 2015. Stubbs-Smith’s report followed a question
by the Member for Grand Turk South and Salt Cay, Edwin Astwood. She explained that the agreement made provision
for the contract to be reviewed after the first five years.
Wilkie Arthur and Roxanne Lockhart jailed for robbery
Robbeers Wilkie Arthur and Roxanne Lockhart were sentenced to 15 and 12 years in prison respectively. They were
brought up before Chief Justice Edwin Goldsbrough at the Supreme Court in Grand Turk on charges for the robbery of
Jai’s jewellery store on July 10, 2010. The two robbed the store of a quantity of Rolex watches valued at $200,000.
Race for Conch a major success
Threatening storm clouds, a rain shower, and a stronger than usual current could not stop or dampen the spirits of
those involved in the fourth annual Race for the Conch eco-sea swim on July 6. The now well-established island charity
event saw 100 swimmers turn out to enjoy a thrilling day that showed off Grace Bay as a world class open water swim
race destination. Defending champion and resident swimmer, Dan Redmond, once again took first in the one-mile men?
s division in a superb time of 23 minutes 38 seconds.
Court rules PNP HQ land still the Crown’s
The Attorney General and the Progressive National Party (PNP) both claimed victory following a Supreme Court
ruling in a land dispute case brought against the political party in 2012. The Crown sought the recovery of the land on
which the party constructed its Providenciales headquarters. It also alleged trespass by the party and its members
represented by Trevor Cooke, the party chairman. Damages were also sought for trespass and mesne profits.
CHHS split put on hold
Citing budgetary constraints, Minister of Education, Akierra Missick stated that the proposed split of Clement
Howell High School would be delayed. She said: “Unfortunately given the constraints with the budget, the separation
has been put on hold. We look forward to the revenue that would come from CIF and other measures in the mid-year
review which I believe would be in October/November and then that would be the time to see if it is feasible and we
can afford the actual split.”
Car seized to cover outstanding NIB payments
Police seized a car and other household items from a home in North Caicos to partly cover nearly $30,000 in
missing NIB contributions. On March 12, last year, Heartwell Smith from Whitby was ordered by Providenciales
Magistrates Court to pay the NIB $29,959.66 in relation to outstanding contributions. But due to a lack of payment, on
July 12 the Royal Turks and Caicos Islands Police Force along with an officer of the NIB executed a Warrant of
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Distress on his premises.
Budget 2013/2014 passes the House
After four days of presentations and debate on the Budget for financial year 2013/14, which at times got fractious
among the Government and Opposition members, the House of
Assembly passed the Appropriations Bill and Estimates on July 25. Themed “Policy Change for Progress,” it was
presented by Minister of Finance, Washington Misick who promised “absolutely no spending cuts, but instead, an
increase in expenses for better service delivery”.
New case of counterfeit notes reported in TCI
Residents and local businesses were on high alert after a report of a new case of counterfeit notes allegedly floating
around the Islands. The Royal Turks and Caicos Islands Police Force (RTCIPF) sent out a statement saying that two gas
stations on Providenciales reported receiving two fake $100 dollar bills.
Hanchell wins Supreme Court case
In a judgment handed down by the Supreme Court in favour of McAllister Hanchell, Judge Ramsay-Hale found that
the Attorney General failed to prove its case against the former Government minister’s company, Akita Holdings.
Ramsay-Hale rejected the Crown’s case that Hanchell knew the land in dispute had been offered to him at an undervalue and dismissed the claim for interest on the land.
TCIG partners with private sector to install large vessel moorings
The Department of Environment and Maritime Affairs (DEMA) and the Turks and Caicos Reef Fund (TCRF)
partnered with local entrepreneurs to install large vessel moorings at Northwest Point, Grace Bay, Pine Cay, South
Caicos and other locations across the country. The installation of these moorings was expected to reduce reef damage
such as that which occurred in April at the Northwest Point Marine National Park, as a result of the grounding of Mega
Yacht White Cloud.
Body Show competition sizzles
Two Grand Turk natives, Clay Seymour and Mauqueita Carter, outshone other competitors in The Body Show’s
contests, capturing Mr Best Body and Ms Body Beautiful respectively. The contest, held at Brayton Hall on July 27
under the theme “Stronger, Confident, Attractive”, was a hit with the crowd who enjoyed the competition and
entertainment.
AUGUST
Woman dead, child hospitalised after crash
A mother was killed in a car crash and her nine-year-old daughter severely injured. On August 1 Cynthia Roberts
Hinsey and her daughter were, according to the police, returning from the Islands’ popular Fish Fry, when a white Ford
E-350 taxi bus collided with Hinsey’s blue Sirion Daihatsu car in the vicinity of Suzie Turn on the Leeward Highway
around 10pm. The 25-year-old, who was a teacher at the Clement Howell High School (CHHS), was pronounced dead
on arrival at the Cheshire Hall Medical Centre.
TWI offers to settle $100m lawsuit with TCIG
An offer by Trade Wind Industry owners of the Conch Farm, to terminate its lawsuit against the Government of the
Turks and Caicos Islands, but not its claims against the Governor, was met with resistance from the Attorney General.
The lawsuit, which had been brewing in court for several months, was in May sent to arbitration by the Appeal Court
after a decision by Supreme Court Judge, Margaret Ramsay-Hale to have the case heard in open court was appealed by
the AG.
Tax on building materials reduced
Government at Cabinet on August 7 moved to allay concerns over the application of the 15 per cent tax on freight
and insurance of building materials, which was introduced in July. Certain building materials, including cement, sand,
steel rods and blocks, will now attract a reduced tax on freight and insurance of five per cent. Premier Rufus Ewing,
maintained that this was an effort not to stifle the construction sector, but to encourage growth.
Second medical university gets go-ahead from Gov’t
Cabinet on August 7 advised the Governor to sign a Memorandum of Understanding (MOU) with developers for a
second medical university in the Turks and Caicos Islands. According to Premier Rufus Ewing, there are a number of
activities outlined in the MOU that have to be completed before the project moves to the stage of a settlement on a
development agreement. Ewing added that the second university, Global University Schools of Medicine and Public
Health (GU-MED), is expected to begin admission of students in early 2014.
PPP leader resigns
Leader of the People’s Progressive Party (PPP) Harold Charles on August 15 tendered his resignation from the
political party, citing funding difficulties among other reasons for his decision. In a letter to his party members and
constituents, Charles said he was “saddened” to make the move to step away as party leader. “I will hasten to say that
this decision was not arrived at lightly but it is painfully necessary for me and the party to close this chapter in its short
political history,” the former contender said.
GST and temp driver permit fee scrapped
The Blue Ribbon Commission has recommended that the Government does not proceed with the proposed October
1 implementation of the general services tax (GST) and the temporary driver licence fee. Premier Rufus Ewing told
media at the Cabinet meeting on August 21 that the commission’s recommendation was taken into account, and instead
Government intended to make up the revenue budgeted by adapting the current tax system.
Privy Council denies legal aid appeal
The Privy Council refused to hear a petition brought by five members of the former Michael Misick administration
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for an increase in legal aid fees after the Appeal Court denied their request earlier in the year. Attorney General Huw
Shepheard told the Weekly News that the permission to appeal to the Privy Council was first denied by the Appeal
Court after the members failed in their efforts to secure a judgment in their favour in the appellate court.
AG to appeal judgment in Hanchell case
The Attorney General’s Chamber planned to appeal Judge Margaret Ramsay-Hale’s decision in the case brought
against Akita Holdings, owned by McAllister Hanchell. Asked on what basis the appeal was filed, AG Huw Shepheard
would only say: “We have lodged notice of appeal against the decision.” He said he was not sure when the Court of
Appeal would hear the matter, but that it would most likely come before the court in January 2014.
AG stays calm as politicians criticise contract renewal
In A rare moment of commonality, albeit aired separately, the PNP administration and the Opposition, the PDM,
both expressed misgivings at the announcement of a three-year extension to the Attorney General, Huw Shepheard’s
contract. Premier Rufus Ewing called Governor Ric Todd’s announcement on August 19 a "total disregard for the
people of these Islands and the Office of the Premier of the Turks and Caicos Islands”. While Opposition leader
Sharlene Cartwright Robinson stated her concern about the lack of experience of many top personnel and, according to
her the "major blunders [that] have been made that have caused a serious decline in trust and confidence”.
Lavardo Smith guilty of murder
A twelve-member jury on August 27 handed down a life sentence to 20-year-old Lavardo Smith for the murder of
Dominican Republic national Santa Suarez Ramirez in 2011. Smith was also sentenced to 12 years concurrent for
robbery, five years concurrent for possession of firearm with intent, and five years for discharging firearm. The jury
found his co-accused, Collin Delancy Jr., 29, guilty of manslaughter, robbery, conspiracy to rob and possession of
firearm with intent. He received a 12-year sentence for manslaughter and robbery—to run concurrently - and five years
for possession of firearm with intent, to run concurrently.
SEPTEMBER
Former PNP HQ seized
Premier Rufus Ewing demanded the keys to the former national headquarters of the Progressive National Party
(PNP) after the building was seized on September 4. Following an order from the Attorney General’s Chambers,
locksmiths changed the locks at Progress House on Airport Road, Providenciales, to prevent party members from using
the building. The move came following a Supreme Court ruling in July that confirmed that the land the headquarters
sits on is owned by the Crown.
Premier demands AG’s retirement
“I am not prepared to work with the AG upon his return to the Turks and Caicos Islands.” In a strongly worded letter
to Governor Ric Todd, Premier Rufus Ewing expressed his anger at the recent reappointment of Attorney General (AG)
Huw Shepheard. He said he was unwilling to work with the AG on his return to the Islands from leave, and that he
should be encouraged to take early retirement from the profession.
Group given powers of pardon
Those sentenced for a crime may have a way out, thanks to a new committee that was given the powers of pardon.
The first meeting of the Turks and Caicos Islands Mercy Committee was chaired by Governor Ric Todd on Grand Turk
on September 6. Its members have the ability to advise the Governor to pardon, give a respite from punishment or
substitute a less severe punishment to convicted criminals.
Premier says no to $15m grant if Belonger rights compromised
Belonger rights are a main priority of the Government and a multi-million dollar grant will not buy them. Those
were the sentiments of Premier Rufus Ewing when he said that the European Union (EU) could keep their money if
Islanders are not given priority. Last month a $15m grant was offered to the Turks and Caicos Islands Government from
the European Development Fund (EDF) for budgetary support. But on September 5 at the House of Assembly during
his opening speech Ewing said there would be no compromise in local businesses’ rights.
Resort development to create hundreds of jobs
About 200 jobs will be created to facilitate the construction of an $80 million luxury condo resort development—
with at least half of those going to Belongers. And another 200 are likely to be available when The Shore Club
development in Long Bay, Providenciales, is up and running, according to project boss Stan Hartling. The news comes
after TCI property development firm Hartling Group and Cayman firm DECCO announced that they would be working
together to create the new resort.
Capron not guilty of attempted murder, gun charges
Major inconsistencies in the testimony of the prosecution witnesses led to the attempted murder and assorted gun
charges being dropped against Chabo Capron on September 12. Capron was accused of shooting Kevin Pierre outside
of Fun World, the miniature golf establishment on Leeward Highway, Providenciales, last October. Attorney-at-law
Lara Maroof of F Chambers had her no case submissions upheld by Supreme Court Judge Margaret Ramsay-Hale
following the former’s cross examination of Crown witness, Haywood McIntosh.
Corruption trial set for July 2014
TCI’s 11 corruption accused will face up to a five month trial in July 2014—over two years after charges were first
laid against them. The hearing comes following an in-depth investigation into alleged misdeeds during the Michael
Misick-led government of 2003 to 2009. The UK-appointed Special Investigation and Prosecution Team (SIPT) looked
into issues brought up during a Commission of Inquiry into government corruption in 2009. The latest delay to the long
awaited hearing was this time due to the limited availability of defendants’ chosen attorneys, Providenciales Supreme
Court heard.
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Abuse claims against Dep Gov fabricated – Farquhar
The Professional Integrity Unit of the Royal Turks and Caicos Islands Police Force (RTCIPF) cleared Deputy
Governor Anya Williams of allegations that she verbally abused junior police officers. RTCIPF Commissioner Colin
Farquhar, in a press statement following the conclusion of the investigations, dubbed the allegations scurrilous and lies.
Governor Todd’s final farewell
As he made his departure on September 15 a brief but formal ceremony marked the end of Governor Damian
Roderick Todd’s two year tenure in the Turks and Caicos Islands. A small gathering of Government officials and media
assembled at the Providenciales Airport to witness his final salute ceremony with the Royal Turks and Caicos Islands
Police Force before he boarded his London bound flight.
Gov’t seeks $5m write off, Opposition balks
A Government resolution to write off in excess of $5 million as losses of and deficiencies in public monies ruffled
many feathers during the September 19 sitting of the House of Assembly. The resolution sought approval from the
House to write off accounts balance for staff advances totalling $2,573,918.29 and pay bank balances totalling
$2,476,900.07. Minister of Finance, Washington Misick who brought the motion to the House, made it clear that no one
person or party is at fault for the losses.
TCI no longer a ‘tax haven’
British Overseas Territories (OTs) should no longer be called “tax havens,” UK Prime Minister David Cameron
declared. He said that the tax systems of the territories are now fair and transparent, and should not be given derogatory
labels. Cameron made the announcement during the September sitting of the UK’s House of Commons.
New money laundering charges filed against Norman Saunders
Embattled local attorney and politician, Norman Saunders was slapped with three new money laundering charges by
the Special Investigations and Prosecutions Team (SIPT). Saunders appeared in a Providenciales Magistrate Court on
September 19, Governor’s spokesman Neil Smith said in a press release issued the day after the charges were laid. In
one offence, he is accused of assisting another to retain the benefit of criminal conduct.
Hit and run leaves man in critical condition
Two men were victims of a hit and run in Providenciales during the early hours of September 23. Samuel Green, 27,
and Daron Williams, 23, were walking down Leeward Highway between Caribbean Place and Misick and Stanbrook
when they were hit. An unknown culprit struck the two victims to the ground in a vehicle before fleeing the scene.
Attorneys arrested on corruption charges
Two prominent TCI attorneys were arrested for allegedly cheating the country out of a massive $1.5m in stamp duty
following the sale of a luxury island estate. Timothy Patrick O’Sullivan and Gordon William Kerr appeared before
magistrate Jolyon Hatmin at Providenciales Magistrates Court on September 25 to hear charges brought by the Special
Investigation and Prosecution Team (SIPT) relating to the sale of Emerald Cay in Providenciales.
Man found dead at North West Point
A Cuban man was discovered lifeless with a gash to his head in the Millennium Heights area of North West Point in
Providenciales on September 27. Police officials responded quickly to reports at about 4.29pm of a body found in the
bushes. Augustin Perez, 54, from Guanajay, Cuba, was found lying on his back with what police called a “laceration” to
his forehead.
OCTOBER
Teen stabbed at Clement Howell High School
A sixteen-year-old student was admitted to hospital on October 1 after being stabbed at Clement Howell High
School. The teenage boy was involved in a heated exchange with three other students before the incident happened,
according to a press release from the Ministry of Education. He was taken to Blue Hills Clinic for medical attention
before being later transferred to the Cheshire Hall Medical Centre where up to press time he remained under
observation.
Increased tax on vehicle rental stamp duty and gasoline
Increases in two of the four current tax measures proposed by Government during the August 21 meeting of Cabinet
came into effect on October 1. The two increases affected the stamp duty on vehicle rental, which was raised from 10
per cent to 12 per cent and fuel duty, which was increased by 10 cents per gallon, taking it up to 85 cents. However, the
proposed introduction of a 10 cents per minute levy on incoming international calls was not instituted, Minister of
Finance, Washington Misick said when contacted by the Weekly News.
House abruptly adjourns
Premier Rufus Ewing continued to show his dissatisfaction with the Attorney General (AG) on October 3 when he
called for an adjournment of what was slated to be an agenda packed day at the House of Assembly. Ewing and his
Ministers attended the 21st sitting of the Executive Cabinet on the day prior, however they were not prepared to sit
through another House session in which the presence of AG, Huw Shepheard was required.
French captain fined for coral reef damage
A fine of $30,000 or 90 days imprisonment was imposed on M Y White Cloud Captain, Benjamin Cameron for
massive damage to the coral reef off North West Point in April. Magistrate Jolyon Hatmin delivered his judgment on
October 7 in a Providenciales court. Hatmin found that Cameron, given his 20 plus years of experience and his own
testimony before the court, acted with negligence when he anchored where he did.
Beckingham sworn in as Governor
It was a grand stately affair that saw Peter Beckingham sworn in as Turks and Caicos Islands’ new Governor at the
House of Assembly on October 10. Scores of the country’s top dignitaries were joined by throngs of smartly dressed
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guests keen to see the historic event unfold at the crowded NJS Francis building in Grand Turk. And they were not left
disappointed as songs, speeches, presentations, and a special police march past were the order of the day.
AG’s constitutional authority questioned
In an unprecedented move, the Premier of the Turks and Caicos Islands filed a summons in the Supreme Court
against the country’s chief legal advisor, Attorney General Huw Shepheard. On October 11 Rufus Ewing filed the
document in Providenciales Supreme Court seeking the determination and relief by the court as to the AG’s authority
under section 41 of the 2011 Constitution. Shepheard was served with the summons on October 18.
Rodney Adams suspected of corruption
Acting Deputy Commissioner of Police, Rodney Adams was arrested on suspicion of corruption contrary to the
Integrity Commission Ordinance. Adams, who was under investigation by the Integrity Commission since June, was
questioned and released on bail on October 11. When contacted, Integrity Commissioner, Eugene Otuonye said
investigations were still ongoing and that Adams had not been charged with any offence as yet
Storms wreak havoc across the country
A series of immense lightning storms heaped vast quantities of rain on the TCI causing damage and disruption
across the country. Houses and roads were flooded with up to eight inches of water and thousands of homes were
without electricity due to power outages. The unusual weather was caused by a cluster of storms moving through a
trough—a long region of low atmospheric pressure, according to the Department of Disaster Management and
Emergencies (DDME).
FIFA World Cup Trophy visits TCI
One of the most famous championship sports trophies made a stop in Providenciales on October 13 as part of an 89
country world tour. The tour, presented through a partnership between FIFA and Coca-Cola, gave fans the once-in-alifetime opportunity to see the illustrious 18-carat gold trophy up close and even be photographed beside it. FIFA
executive committee member and TCI Football Association’s secretary Sonia Bien-Amie said the association felt very
privileged to be one of the countries included in the stops.
From smoking mountains of trash to eco-friendly landfill
To the relief and amazement of many, especially residents of the housing scheme in Wheeland, the dumpsite is now
remarkably sanitary compared to its deplorable condition just one year ago. The company responsible, Turks and
Caicos Environmental Management (TCEM), invited media and residents out on October 19 to see the progress that
had been made. Jim Hodge, father of company president Tim Hodge, said that the task was “real work” and a discipline
that “you have to do right every day and when you do it looks like this after a year”.
Pelagic fishing study has begun
A controversial study into the possibility of bringing new methods of fishing into the Turks and Caicos Islands
began. The UK-sponsored practical investigation will look into the viability of fishing for pelagic marine life that lives
near the surface of the sea, including the use of long line fishing. Over the next two years the study will determine the
economic feasibility of developing an off-shore fisheries industry for the TCI. Following the study the Government will
be able to make informed decisions on the future direction of policy and legislation.
Conrad Higgs dies suddenly after boat wreck
Former chief executive officer of TCInvest Conrad Higgs died on October 24 while swimming to shore from a
sinking boat. The 59-year-old retired civil servant is thought to have suffered a heart attack while struggling to make his
way back to land. He set out fishing with two others in a boat off Rock Cut shore, North Caicos, in the early hours, and
at about 10am it started taking on a large amount of water for unknown reasons.
More than 230 Haitian migrants attempt to enter TCI
In one day the Ministry of Border Control and Labour tallied 237 illegal Haitians that attempted to gain access to the
country. On October 29 TCI radar operators detected a Haitian sloop carrying a total of 120 migrants into South Dock,
Providenciales. The second vessel with a total of 117 migrants was spotted at about 9am that day and was intercepted
by marine police.
Hilly Ewing building officially opens
Voters and other residents who live on Providenciales were given easy access to the elected Government officials, as
the Premier, Ministers and the Governor officially moved into their offices in the Hilly Ewing Building, on Leeward
Highway. On October 30 the officials were joined by several other Government employees and others from the
business community to celebrate the re-opening of the newly refurbished office. Shortly after the November elections,
the Premier called for the removal of members of the Special Investigations and Prosecution Team (SIPT) and the Civil
Recovery Programme, who were occupying the premises.
AG quits
Attorney General Huw Shepheard announced his resignation from the role following weeks of discord with Premier
Rufus Ewing. He said on October 31 that he planned to sue the Government of the Turks and Caicos Islands for
reputational and other damages. Shepheard’s resignation, effective November 1, coincided with the visit of the Director
of the Foreign and Commonwealth Office (FCO) for Overseas Territories, Dr Peter Hayes; however the director made it
clear that his visit did not have anything to do with the AG’s exit.
NOVEMBER
UK will look at possible changes to loan guarantee terms
The British government is willing to discuss changes to the terms of its $260 million loan guarantee, according to
Governor Peter Beckingham. He told members of Providenciales Chamber of Commerce that the UK’s Department for
International Development (DFID) will consider serious proposals. “They would be perfectly willing to talk about
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something along those lines if it was a sustainable proposition,” he said to a packed conference room at Beaches resort.
Illegal immigrants escape from detention centre
Four migrants from Haiti who were being held in the detention centre for illegally entering the country escaped. The
Ministry of Border Control and Labour confirmed that the incident took place sometime between November 4 and
November 5. Ricardo Don-Hue Gardiner, Minister of Border Control and Labour, told the Weekly News that the
Government intends to construct a new purpose built facility.
Leading police officer charged with corruption offences
TCI’s Deputy Police Commissioner was charged with several corruption offences on November 11. Rodney Keith
Adams Sr. is alleged to have acted improperly in his official role during his involvement in a murder investigation in
which his son was a suspect earlier this year. The leading police officer was let out on bail to appear in Providenciales
Magistrates Court on December 3 to have the charges read to him.
Lawyers charged with corruption appear in court
Three prominent TCI lawyers, Tim O’Sullivan, Gordon Kerr and Norman Saunders, appeared before Chief Justice,
Edwin Goldsbrough in court on November 8 for sufficiency hearings. Appearing for the Crown was lead attorney of the
Special Investigation and Prosecution Team (SIPT), Andrew Mitchell QC. Attorneys for O’Sullivan and Kerr - Carlos
Simon QC and Conrad Griffith both indicated to the court that they were not challenging the hearings and a date was
set for the plea and direction hearings.
One year in office
One year after the PNP won a place as the TCI’s first democratically elected Government since 2009, Premier Rufus
Ewing talked progress and plans. He told the House of Assembly meeting on November 11 that the Government is
“unwavering” in its quest to make a better life for the people and added that he is “encouraged by the promise of that
which is still yet to come”. During his speech Ewing discussed progress made with the economy, jobs, education,
culture and national pride, healthcare, immigration and the environment.
Opposition walks out of Parliament
Members of the Opposition walked out of Parliament on November 12 in protest to a decision by Speaker of the
Assembly to allow the Premier to recover a missed opportunity to address the House the previous day. As set out in the
agenda for the day when the Assembly met, ministerial statements were scheduled to be made before the reading of
bills and before members retired to the committee of the whole to discuss the presented bills. However, only two
ministers took the opportunity to make addresses to House, making way for the rest of the day’s business to proceed,
and which ended late in the evening with the House in committee stage discussing the Human Rights Bill.
Chief Justice resigns
TCI’s leading judge Edwin Goldsbrough handed in his resignation, it was confirmed. Governor’s spokesman Neil
Smith revealed on November 14 that he will be vacating his position as Chief Justice early in 2014.
Community supports victims of Philippines typhoon tragedy
“We can’t embrace them physically, so we want to embrace them financially.” Those were the words of
Providenciales resident Alvin Macion whose family in the Philippines were directly affected by one of the biggest
tropical storms to ever strike land. Macion and many other members of TCI’s Filipino community spent the week
ardently fundraising after Typhoon Haiyan wiped out thousands of lives and left millions more homeless on November
8. Generous supporters donated more than $9,000 cash in Providenciales alone to go towards relief efforts.
Hundreds attend Remembrance Day services
A dozen wreaths were laid on the cenotaph at St Monica’s Church in Providenciales on November 10 to honour
those who gave their lives in war. The ceremonial offering was all part of a Remembrance Day service attended by
scores of dignitaries, police, representatives of local organisations and members of the public.
PDM grades Gov’t on performance
Responding directly to the Premier’s speech on his first 365 days in office, Leader of the Opposition, Sharlene
Cartwright-Robison at media briefing on November 18 declared that the address was rife with blatant lies. “More than
70 per cent of the PNP commitment outlined in pages 12 to 19 in their manifesto have either been completed or in some
state of development,” she recited from Premier Rufus Ewing’s address on the PNP anniversary. She stated that “facts”
like these are the reason the Opposition members have had reasons not to listen to several players in Government,
because the information was misleading or blatant lies.
Cartwright-Robinson returned unopposed as PDM Leader
Sharlene Cartwright Robinson was returned as Leader of the People’s Democratic Movement (PDM) at the party’s
38th general convention held on November 15 to 16. At a press briefing PDM National Chairman Clarence Selver said
Cartwright Robinson was unopposed. She will serve the party until the next convention, and continues to enjoy the
support of members of the PDM and the House of Assembly, the National Chairman told the press.
TCIG signs $15m EU agreement for business development
On November 21 Acting Governor, Anya Williams inked a significant agreement with a European Union (EU)
Ambassador for a grant of $15 million to be plugged into the TCI’s economy over a three year period. The first tranche
of the money, approximately $4 million, will be granted in March 2014 and will be put into the consolidated fund. The
entire sum will be going towards budgetary support.
Clyde Robinson wins $1.5m land-flipping case
Former Director of Planning, Clyde Robinson won a case brought by the Attorney General in which he and his
former wife, Susannah Bishop, were accused of flipping Crown land for $1.5 million. The Crown’s case alleged that
Robinson acquired land in Long Bay Hills for $70,000 then transferred it for no consideration to his former wife. She
was then accused of selling it to Wawa Co Ltd, a company owned by Canadian property developer Stan Hartling for
$1.5 million as part of the proposed Shore Club Development. Judge Margaret Ramsay-Hale handed down her
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judgment on November 26.
Crown wins million dollar case against land-flipper
Pilot Richardson (Ritchie) Arthur lost a case in the Supreme Court and now owes the Crown $1,150,000 plus
interest for a land flipping deal which netted him $1.35 million in 2008. In her judgment—handed down on November
26—Judge Margaret Ramsay-Hale found that the arguments for breach of fiduciary duty by then Minister of Natural
Resources, McAllister Hanchell, as well as knowing and unconscionable receipt by the defendant were proved in the
Crown’s case. However, she found that the Crown did not prove its claim of deceit.
Jobs slashed at Lime to reduce operating costs
Up to 20 staff members at Lime lost their jobs just before Christmas as the telecoms company cut back on operating
costs. About 50 per cent of the firm’s local technical support team had to reapply for their positions after Lime
outsourced the work to a new partner. The firm has reduced staff cost by $18 million across the region and is looking to
cut operating costs by as much as $100 million.
DECEMBER
TCI gets funding to preserve pine trees
Hailed an important win for the Turks and Caicos Islands at the Joint Ministerial Council in London was the
commitment of £200,000 for a major study on the preservation of the Caicos pine. Premier Rufus Ewing made the
announcement on his return to the TCI. The grant will be provided over a course of two years to help preserve the
endangered pine trees.
Foundation raises nearly $55,000 for Community College
In just over a month a foundation dedicated to raising cash for TCI Community College gathered a massive $54,778.
Most of the money will be spent on scholarships to allow deserving young people to attend TCI’s only tertiary level
education facility, while the remainder will be spent on new equipment for the departments most in need. Members of
the Turks and Caicos Islands Community College (TCICC) Foundation gathered at the Providenciales campus to
impart the good news.
Grace Bay retains title of World’s Best Beach
With five miles of soft white sand lapped by crystal clear turquoise water, it is no surprise that Grace Bay retained
its title of World’s Best Beach at the 2013 World Travel Awards. The stunning Providenciales beach was one of nine in
the category at the grand final gala, held at the magnificent La Cigale Hotel in Doha Qatar. Other beaches that featured
were the romantic shores of Cancun, Mexico, the deco allure of South Beach in Florida and the azure waters along the
coastline of Zanzibar, Tanzania in East Africa.
Joe Grant Cay land sells for $4m
A large plot of Crown land on the remote island of Joe Grant Cay was sold for $4.04m in October in a transaction
that was never made public, the Weekly News revealed. Sotheby’s, the real estate company dealing with the sale, told
the newspaper that a commercial developer purchased the 200 acre plot—once valued at $50 million—months prior.
TCI mortgage providers Temple Financial Group pushed through the sale of the land in order to recoup millions of
dollars in outstanding Government debts.
Blue Haven opens with grand weekend festivities
Blue Haven Resort celebrated its official opening with a grand weekend of activities for the entire community,
providing them an opportunity to enjoy two fun-filled days at the Leeward destination. From December 6 to December
8 hundreds of people passed through the resort and marina, enjoying various family-friendly activities scheduled for
each day. And in the evenings, adults delighted in the dinners and after parties at the resort’s Salt Bar and Grill and the
newly opened Fire and Ice Restaurant, Bar and Longue.
Five corruption charges for deputy police chief
Detailed descriptions of five criminal charges laid against TCI’s acting Deputy Police Commissioner were read out
in court. On December 9 Rodney Keith Adams Snr appeared in Providenciales Magistrates Court where Magistrate
Jolyon Hatmin read the charges to him. The allegations all relate to his conduct during a murder investigation in which
his son was a suspect.
Politicians mourn death of Nelson Mandela
Leaders of the country’s Government and Opposition expressed their mutual sadness following the death of Nelson
Mandela. South Africa’s first black president and anti-apartheid icon died on Thursday, December 5, aged 95. On
December 10 the Turks and Caicos Islands national flag at the offices of the Governor and the Premier was flown at
half-mast. And at 9am at the Premier’s Office in Providenciales Governor Peter Beckingham, Premier Rufus Ewing and
other members of Cabinet led a moment of silence to show their respect.
WIV4 staff lose their jobs
Eleven employees from WIV Channel 4 News received envelopes with termination letters along with their
redundancy cheques after new company, Oasis Media Centre, acquired the rights to run the station. The terminated
workers included the whole news production team, including all staff reporters and cameramen. According to a former
reporter at WIV4, on December 11 one of the company directors, Nigel Wardle, gave the employees a brief speech,
handed them their termination letters along with an application to reapply with the new company and wished them well
in their future endeavours.
Cutbacks on Gov’t travel costs
Government officials found themselves flying in economy class due to a number of amendments to the travel policy
which governs ministers, members of parliament and other civil servants. At its December 11 meeting, Cabinet
approved the cutbacks and amendments, Premier Rufus Ewing told the press. “The changes that were made related to
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the class of travel, and greater accountability with regards to receipts being submitted upon return from travel,” Ewing
said.
Police increase presence in Blue Hills
A new police post was introduced to the residents of Blue Hills on December 13 so that the community could feel a
stronger sense of security. The post will not be open 24 hours a day, but police will be able to set up appointments so
people can go in to give witness statements and discuss concerns. During the opening ceremony Police Commissioner
Colin Farquhar said that the post represented their commitment to the communities of Blue Hills and Wheeland.
Interim administration overspend of $31m revealed
Excess expenditure without statutory approval and accounting officers’ failure to comply with the requirement of the
Finance and Audit Ordinance were some of the issues highlighted in a report of the statements for financial year ending
March 31, 2012. The report was tabled during the December 16 sitting of the House of Assembly by chair of the Public
Accounts Committee (PAC), Sharlene Cartwright Robinson. Following a summary of the committee’s findings, the
Opposition Leader laid out the various recommendations, which are geared towards enhancing accountability and
transparency in governance.
Kiteboarders complete record breaking cross-Atlantic challenge
Six incredibly talented kiteboarders made landfall in the Turks and Caicos Islands on December 17 after travelling
over 4,000 miles in a record breaking journey across the Atlantic. After setting off from Fuerteventura in the Canary
Islands on November 20 the Enable Passion team spent 24 hours a day at sea as part of the HTC Atlantic Kite
Challenge—the first of its kind. They rode through schools of flying fish, left trails in bioluminescent algae at night,
sailed next to whales, dodged sharks and faced tremendous thunder storms.
TCI in line for another $19m from EU
The Turks and Caicos Islands secured a further $19 million from the European Union Development Fund (EDF),
just weeks after the Government signed a $15 million agreement with visiting EU Ambassador, Paola Amadei. On
December 19 Deputy Governor Anya Williams and Minister of Finance Washington Misick—who led a team to
Brussels for the 12th Overseas Countries and Territories (OCT) Forum—made the announcement at the Hilly Ewing
Building in Providenciales.
Sloop capsizes, 17 dead
At least 17 people were killed when a Haitian sloop capsized on Christmas morning as police towed it to shore,
officials confirmed. The shocking incident happened at 5.17am close to South Dock in Providenciales as most residents
slept or prepared to celebrate the day. At about 3.21am the marine branch of the Royal Turks and Caicos Islands Police
Force (RTCIPF) intercepted the wooden boat overloaded with passengers from Haiti. The vessel capsized as it was
being towed towards the dock to offload the dozens of suspected illegal immigrants.
Man shot dead during robbery
Haitian Jocelin Odisse, 34, was shot and killed during a robbery at Altagracia’s Restaurant and Bar on Leeward
Highway on New Year’s Eve. Police said the incident happened at about 4.25am on Tuesday, December 31, 2013.
Odisse’s girlfriend said that she heard four gun shots, but at the hospital the doctors found a single bullet wound on the
right side of his chest and one at the bottom of his stomach.

Postscript
Some time—some years, in fact—after I had finished the British collection, I chanced upon a book review of
Mein Kampf, by George Orwell and dated to 1940, which I had failed to include in the Indian collection. Going
back to India I failed to find any contribution at all by him; but while necessaraily taking myself to task for so
great an oversight, I thought that—and him one of my favorite authors and all—when all is said and done, and
despite the fact that “his birthplace and ancestral house in Motihari has been declared a protected monument of
historical importance” (so W) his talents germinated in England, it was in England that he matured, and it was on
English soil that his love of liberty and justice became his conscious existence and his unqualified gift, not just to
his own nation, but to the ihabited world.
I have remedied this oversight with the book review. Perhaps it is particularly important at this time to include
it—at least for me and my brother Americans, especially for those of us who were not fortunate enough to have
been members of the Class of 1943, and thus to know the real differences between that world and the one we are
living in now.
We were alive then—we were alive to the concept of tyranny—I mean TYRANNY, the real thing, not words
out of a book. My first shocked memory of this reality was when I was about five years old, and taken to the
movies to watch, oh, something or other—but most important thing I had ever seen has stayed with me all my life.
It was what was known as a “short”—you no longer see them now, but in those distant times various (now
defunct) news organizations would film important world events and sell them to distribution companies connected
with the film industry as fillers to be shown between double bills or at the start of the show.
One of these was called The Eyes and Ears of the World. It was a review of some sort connected with the end
of World War II. I have forgotten the bulk of it; but what stayed with me all my life was the last scene.
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Slowly the camera panned back from the edge of what I suddenly realized was an enormous pit.
In fact, it was an enormous grave.
And the naked, often dismembered and headless bodies in that grave …
There were thousasnds of them. Thousands. And the camera kept on panning back, panning back until the
whole world was filled with nameless, putrifying corpses and there was no end, no end …

George Orwell in 1943
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Canterbury Cathedral, London, England
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Grytviken Church, South Georgia
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St. James Church (completed 1774), Jamestown, St. Helena
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St. Mary’s Church, Ascension Island

The Church of St. Mary the Virgin, Tristan da Cunha

2300

The Cathedral of the Holy Trinity, Gibralter
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